GRUBER

ANK

by FR

<
=

NG

GHTI




COMING NEXT MONTH

Gold and Guns

Rex Engel

A brand new 60,000 word novel of the early
railroad days, an empire-building epic! Don't
miss this sensational historical novel.

MANY OTHER COMPLETE STORIES

120,000 WORDS IN THE BIG FEBRUARY IS-
SUE! As much reading matter for 25¢ as you'd

get in two $2.00 books!

/

Reserve Your Copy Now at Your
~ Local Newsdealer

MAMMOTH WESTERN

FEBRUARY ISSJUEONSALE NOYEMBER 25




MAMMOTH WESTERN

end you Soldering Equipment and

artg; show you how to do Radio
ering, how t and connect
io parts; zivo you practical experience.

En.r! in my course 1 show you how to
? N.R.I. Tester with parts I send.
t soon hel i‘ u fix neighborhood Radios
and earn EXTRA money in spare time.

You ¥arts to build Radio Circuits;
then hem; see how they work; learn
how to desm: special circuits; how to
locate and repair circuit defec

You get nrta to buﬂd this Vacuum Tube
Power Pack; make changes which give
ou exg)euence with packs of many kinds;

earn correct power pack troubles.

<

Building this A, M. Signal Generator
gxesyumorevn.lul exgenn
provides amplitude-modulute signals for

many tests and experim

You build this Su; erheterodyne Receiver
which brings in local and distant sta-
tions—and gives you more experience

P you win success in 0.

KNOW RADIO - Siccess
I Will Train You at Home-SAMPLE LESSON mﬁ

Do you want a good-pay job in the
fast-growing Radio Industry—or your
own Radio Shop? Mail the Coupon
for a Sample Lesson and my 64-page
book, “How to Be a Success m
DIO-—Tclev:ston, Electronics,” bot h
FREE. See how I will train you at
home—how you get practlcal Radio
experience buildin K% testing Radio cir-
cmt;! with BIG TS OF PARTS I
sen:

Many Beginners Soon Make Exira
Money In Spare Time While

Learnin
The day you enroll I start sending
EXTRA MONEY manuals that show

how to make EXTRA money fixing
ncighbors Radios in spare time while
learning! It’s probably easier to

VETERANS

You can get this training right in
your own home under G. I. Bill.
Mail coupon for full details.

get started now than ever before, be-
cause the Radio Repair Business is
booming. Trained Radio Technicians
also find profitable opportunities in
Police, Aviation, Marine Radio, Broad-
casting, Radio Manufacturing, Public
Address work. Think of even greater

portunities as Television, FM, and
Egectromc devices become available to
the [publlcl Send for FREE books
now

My training includes TELEVISION o ELECTRONICS « FM

Good for Both-FREE

MR. J. MITH, P

64-page book.
Please write plainly.)

AdAress .eccoescecacsasrcescossareasssssctsancss

City

oviessienseascnsebinessson RN

]

9

]

]

]

§ Name..
]

1 ]

]

 §

ent, Dept. 8AWI,
Natlonnl Radlo Insﬂt Washlngtons D. c

Mail me FREE, your sample lesson and
(No salesman will call.

seeesecesscscesesssccscsssesacssasoss AZS...

cosotate. . iasiises
EE T E R LY ER LR & b 2% & ¢ o 2 L L1 3 L 4

Find Out What NRI Can Do For You

Mail Coupon for Sample Lesson and my
FREE 64-page book, Read the details about
my Course; letters from men I trained; ses
how quickly, easily you can get started. No
obligation! Just MAIL COUPON NOW in
envelope or paste on penny postal. J, E.
SMITH, President, Dept. 8AWI, National
Radio Institute, Pioneer Home Study Radio
School, Washington 8, D. C.

cesesee

sesssnsenes



WILLIAM B. ZIFF
Chairman of the Board
and Publisher

B. G. DAVIS
President

Vice Presidents:

GEORGE BERNER
Sales and Advertising Divector

MICHAEL H. FROELICH
Editortal Director

H. J. MORGANROTH
Production Director

H. G. STRONG
Circulation Director

Secretary-Treasurer
A. T. PULLEN

Art Director
HERMAN R. BOLLIN

Edstor
RAYMOND A. PALMER

Managing Editor
WILLIAM L. HAMLING

Art Editor
MALCOLM SMITH

DA

g, ?,

S
OMPANi

NG ©

JANUARY 1948

Al Pectures Complete

RIDIN' HERD WITH THE EDITOR
By Mhe Bdilor o/ c l. v i e ()

THE SPANISH INFLUENCE IN OUR LIVES
By Alice Richards.............. S e s 64

A DREAM THAT LED TO JUSTICE
By Mildred Murdoch....... s B e nt i s B iy 95

THE GOLD IN THEM THAR WESTERNERS
By Carter T. Wainwright....... e ey O )

THE-MAN-WHO-NEVER-WALKED
By PateBoag. .. ... i s e 142

PLIGHT OF THE NAVAHO
By Theakditor. 7 o0 ot L B e 157

WESTERN ODDITIES
By Mildred Murdoch. .... FRee i slho s e s L

AMERICAN INDIANS—The Nootka
By Walter:H. Hinton oot oo vissese ... Back Cover

'

00000000000000000000000000000000000c000

Published monthly by ZIFF-DAVIS PUBLISHING COMPANY at 185
North Wabash Ave., Chicago 1, Ill. New York Office, Empire State Build-
ing, New York 3, N. Y. Washington office, Washington Building, 15th &
New York Avenue, N.W., Washington 5, D.C. Application for second class
privilege is pending at t‘he Post Office, Chicago, Illmols Subseription in
U. S., Canada, Mexico, South and Central America and U. 8. Possessions,
$2.50 for 12 issues; in British Empire, $3.50; all other forelgn countries,
$4.50 for twelve issues. Subscribers should allow at least two weeks for
change of address. All communications abhout subscriptions should be ad-
dressed to the Director of Cuculatlon, Ziﬂ’ Da,v1s Publishing Company, 185
North Wabash Ave., Chicago 1

4



VOLUME 4 , NUMBER 1

All Stories Complete

000000000000 0000090000000000000000000000000000000000000000000200

FIGHTING MAN (Novel—70,000) .......c.e0ce0eeveenenna.....by Frank Gruber..... 8
Illustrated by Henry Sharp

It's a tough job to gain the reputation of "fighting man," but it's tougher te keep it!

A PIECE OF GOD'S PRAIRIE (Short—5,500)....... o by Paul W. Fairman........ 54
lllustrated by Enoch Sharp

A bit of prairie land can become a mighty important piece of real estate—just add bleod!

FACE FIFTY GUNS (Novelet—I17,300)........cc0vvvvenvnen.n.: by Robert Moore Williams. ...66
lllustrated by Walter H. Hinton

It seemed a pretty clever way to do one job secretly—cover it up with another job!

THE CURSE (Novelet—15,000)....... SorE et e e by Berkeley Livingston...... 9%
Illustrated by Henry Sharp

Oh, you don't believe in curses? Well, what about the kind of curse that pays off in lead?

SILVER CITY DUDE (Novelet—10,000).......cc0vvuurnunnnenn.. by Velma Benedix.......... 124
lllustrated by Brady

The West doesn't seem so tough to a man just out of overseas air-force . . . or does it?

THE FIRE TRAIL (Short—7,000)....... e e e by OgeMake i 144
lllustrated by Robert Fuqua

This is one of the most fantastic true stories ever printed in a fiction magazine—read it!

Front Cover painting by Robert Gibson Jones illustrating a scene from
"Fighting Man"

Back cover painting by Hinton

0000000000000 0000000C0000000000000000000000000%0000000090200000
Copyright 1947, ZIFF-DAYIS PUBLISHING COMPANY
Member of the Audit Bureau of Circulations
We do not accept responsibility for the refurn of unsolicited manuscripts or artwork. To facilitate
handling, the author should enclose a self-addressed envelope with the requisite postage attached, and
artists should enclose or forward return postage. Accepted material is subject to whatever revision is
necessary to meet requiremenfs. Payment covers all authors', contributors' and contestants' magazine
rights in the U.S.A. and all other countries in the article and/or illustrations and for publicity and
promotion in connection therewith and will be made at our current rates upon acceptance. All photos
and drawings will be considered as part of material purchased. The names of all characters that are
used in short stories, serials and semi-fiction articles that deal with types are fictitious. Use of a nams
that is the same as that of any living person is coincidental.

5]



ITH this editorial you may find an assort-

ment of asterisks and various other marks
2 - denoting cuss words, The reason for that
is that this is the second time we’ve written this
editorial. The original copy got lost somewhere,
and with this form due to go to press tonight, you
can see why the air is blue in this vicinity. So, if
this makes any sense to you, it’ll be because our
trusty old Underwood can make sense no matter
what keys your editor hits.

AND we had such a brilliant editorial written,
too. It sets the pace for the magazine with its
masterful description of the fine entertainment to
be found in the pages of the brand new (movie to
be) novel by Frank Gruber, entitled “Fighting
Man.” It went on with striking force to depict
in vivid editorial overtones the sheer genius of Paul
W. Fairman in writing about a piece of sod and
making it a superlative example of the art of short
story writing. His “A Piece of God’s Prairie”
will illustrate what we mean. Then, proceeding
with the natural ability toward dramatics which
your editor displays with such incredible non-
chalance, we described in reverent innuendoes the
predicament of Robert Moore Williams’ hero in his
“Face Fifty Guns.” Ah, the beauty of that par-
ticular passage! Such art! And to have it lost
. . ah the bitterness of it! But even with that
we cannot pause to shed more than a few tears, for
we must go on to the inspired phrases which point-
ed up Berkeley Livingston’s great story, “The
Curse.” Even now, as we rewrite this editorial,
we feel that thrill of pride in a bit of materialized
genius. If only you could have read those immor-
tal words! You would have sat enthralled, read-
ing them over for hours on end, and . . . oh hell
what’s the use! You’d look silly on end, wouldn’t
you!

ANYWAY, we do have one unusual story in this
issue. It’s unusual because it’s true! Ves,
“The Fire Trail” by Oge-Make is a true story of
an Indian ceremony which took place in New
Mexico this summer. The fire-trail ceremony is
one of the oldest and most honored of the cere-
monies of the Navaho tribe, and on this particular
instance, a problem of great importance to the tribe
was being placed at the mercy of the gods for a
solution. Oge-Make, walking the fire-trail in his

spirit body, went on the most amazing trip through
space and time that the Indian has ever told to the

white man. It must be remembered that this is
a very sacred ceremony, and Indians do not usually
tell things like that to the white man. Thus, it
must be a matter of very great importance to
induce them to break a silence of ages. So, when
you read this story; it should be with the full reali-
zation that the Navaho Indians have done a very
great favor for us, and that they are perfectly
sincere in the warning they pass on to us. Their
own question went unanswered in the ceremony,
and it is a question that needs answering. When
you have read the story, read the article at the end
of it, relating the problem of the Navaho, and then
do something about it. Here is your chance to do
a real good turn. And maybe the white man can
answer the problem of the Navaho with a cere-
mony of his own! Certainly it isn’t such a hard
problem to solve. And we owe it to our friends,
the Navaho, whose very existence is today im-
periled by the acts of the white man, no matter
how innocent they may be. But atom bombs seem
to be atom bombs, and pasturage conservation
seems to be pasturage conservation.

NEXT month we're going to give you Rex En-
gel’s “Gold And Guns” which is a western rail-
road novel about the days when the west pushed
through the iron horse and the Indians tried to
push through the same iron horse. We still think
the Indians should have won that fight.

FOLLOWING, we’ll have another Hopson novel,

this one the best he’s ever -done, and that’s
saying more than we intended to say. Because
doing better than he’s done is doing a lot! And
maybe you wouldn’t believe it! But the proof will
be in the reading.

IF you haven’t noticed, we have a fine color paint-
ing of another Indian in our series of American
Indians by Walter H. Hinton. This one’s the Noot-
ka, and it’s as accurate in every detail as it’s pos-
sible to make it. Mr. Hinton knows his stuff about
Indians and you can be sure that every detail of
costume, habits, etc. is correct. We think you’ll
like this return to cover paintings on the back
cover as well as on the front. And these paintings
should go into your collection ! Rap
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x FIGHTING
MAN

by FRANK GRUBER

L - - -

The bullet caught one man squarely between the eyes—

8



The vociferous West was asking for war, and
these four hundred tough men knew just how
the request could be granted!

=
.i:
A

—as the cavalcade thundered through the camp.
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O YOU remember what you did
in Independence, Jennison? Do
you remember, Anthony?

And you, Jim Lane—yes, Senator
James Lane. You're not banging on
Abe Lincoln’s bedroom door this morn-
ing. You're not telling him how to run
the war. You're home today, home in
Lawrence, Kansas.

This is August 21, 1863, a day you
will never forget.

It’s early morning and vyow're still
in your night shirt, but look out of your
window, Jim Lane. Look out and see
who’s coming.

Yes—it’s Quantrell, the man you

drove out of Lawrence, three years ago.

He’s come back—uwith four hundred
fighting men, four hundred of the most
desperate, deadliest men this country
has even known.

You wanted war, you abolitionists.

Well, your war’s come home to you!
kK

CHAPTER |

E WAS twenty-six years old, a

H towhead with washed-out blue

eyes that had seen too much of

life. School teacher, gambler, horse-

thief, camp follower, murderer and can-
nibal; he had been all of them.

And now he was at the crest of his
career. Riding into Lawrence, Kansas,
the town he hated more than anything
in life. He had known hard times here;
humiliation and degradation, Men had
sneered and jeered at him. They had
thrown him in jail and threatened to
hang him. And now he was going to
pay them back, every mother’s son of
them.

Lawrence was spread out before
him; Lawrence, Kansas, the home of
the Jayhawker and the Redleg, the
Boston Abolitionist. The home of Jen-
nison and Anthony, and Jim Lane.

Quantrell rode down into the town,

four hundred men at his back. Ahead
of them, at the edge of the village, was
a double row of Army tents, containing
not more than thirty—you could
scarcely call them soldiers, for they
were mere recruits, untrained youths
who were waiting to be shipped east
where they were sorely needed. The
war had not touched Kansas soil; there
were no Confederate troops west of
Missouri.

Only Quantrell. Quantrell and four
hundred guerrillas, armed with Navy
Colts, the finest weapon of destruction
ever invented, which the Federal Gov-
ernment had not yet got around to
buying for its soldiers. But Quantrell
had bought Colts and had distributed
them so liberally among his followers
that each man had a minimum of two
and some as many as eight, stuck in
their belts.

Those tents in which thirty recruits
were sleeping in their blankets. To
whom would Quantrell delegate the
honor of drawing first blood in Law-
rence?

Quantrell’s eye ran over his captains.
George Todd, Bloody Bill Anderson,
John Thrailkill, Cole Younger, Frank
James, the ferocious boy, Arch Clem-
ents. Fine men, all of them. Ah, but
there’s Jim Dancer. His father was
shot down in cold blood at Independ-
ence.

Quantrell nodded to Dancer. “Those
tents, Captain.”

Young Jim Dancer, nineteen years
old, tall and lean and bitter, turned in
his saddle and raised his right hand.
He swept it forward . . . and his troop
left the main body of guerrillas and
charged.

Down upon the tents,

A sentry, stupid from illicit sleep,
raised himself between two tents, to
see what was causing the noise that
sounded like galloping horses. His
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mouth fell open in amazement . . . and
then he died.

Captain Dancer’s troop struck the
tents, trampling them down. Iron-shod
hooves crushed out the lives of men.
Blue-clad soldiers scrambled out :from
under canvas and were riddled with
bullets. Not one had time to return
a shot. Thirty men died and Captain
Dancer’s troop swept on into Law-
rence, only a hundred yards behind the
main body of Quantrell’s men.

But already the carnage was under
way. Guns thundered and roared.
Horses galloped down the streets and
men yelled and women screamed.

Captain Dancer’s men thundered
past him, heedless of his commands.
The blood lust was surging up in them
and they were beyond human reason.
They were killing in Lawrence, killing
and looting and they wanted their share
of both.

HE gunfire in the town became a

continual roll of thunder. Flames
and smoke shot out of burning houses
and store buildings. A bearded man
burst out of a house and started to run
across the street. A half dozen men
charged down on him, a dozen bullets
tore through. his body and ten more
went into his dead body as it lay on the
dusty street. v

Guerrillas dismounted from their
horses, smashed in doors and windows
of homes. Sometimes they killed men
inside the houses, sometimes they
dragged them out upon the street and
shot them before the eyes of their
wives and children.

And always they burned. A hun-
dred houses were sending pillars of
smoke toward the heavens, a hundred
and fifty, then two hundred and in a
little while three hundred.

Fifty men were slaughtered in their
homes, another hundred died upon the

streets.

But not Jim Lane. At the first sound
of shooting in Lawrence, Senator Jim
Lane was out of his home. With the
tails of his night shirt flying behind
him, he was heading for a corn field.
And there he groveled for hours until
the holocaust that was Quantrell had
departed.

Oh, they searched for him, as they
hunted for other men in the town.
Guerrillas with sheets of paper con-
taining lists of names rode through the
towns and ransacked the houses from
cellars to garrets. Sometimes they
found men whose names were on the
lists. They died horribly. They were
the prominent men of the town, or men
whom Quantrell or his followers bore
personal grudges.

In these things young Jim Dancer
took no part. He had led the attack
against the soldiers in the tents. They
wore uniforms and had taken an oath
to fight against the Confederacy. That
they were sodden with sleep, that they
had no chance when Dancer’s men rode
them down, was their hard luck. Sol-
diers had no right to sleep with both
eyes closed.

Hate, Dancer had; hate for the
North that had spawned the men who
had killed his father in cold blood. He
killed soldiers because if he did not
kill them they would kill him.

But Jim Dancer could not kill un-
armed old men, nor those who would
not defend themselves.

A guerrilla backed out of a doorway
dragging a man by the heels. Behind
him came a young girl of not more than
fifteen or sixteen. Anguish distorted
her face and tears streamed from her
eyes.

“Please,” she cried in utter panic,
“please don’t hurt him! Please!
please . . .!”

The guerrilla, a filthy, unshaved ruf-
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fian, dropped the legs of the man he
was pulling and tugged a Navy Colt
from his belt. The girl, seeing her
chance, sprang past the unconscious
form of her father and fell upon the
guerrilla’s gun hand.

The man swore a vicious oath and
tried to shake the girl from him. She
clung with the desperation of a lost
soul.

“Let go,” howled the ruffian.
go, or—"’

He suddenly cuffed the girl with his
free hand, a savage hard blow. She
fell to her knees, but still clung to his
wrist. The man took a half step back,
braced himself and tore his hand free
of the girl’s grip.

The hand went up and the gun cov-
ered the girl.

“You asked for it,” the guerrllla said
thickly.

“Let

CAPTAIN DANCER stepped up and
jammed the muzzle of his gun into
the man’s back.

“We're not shooting girls, Yancey,”
he said coldly.

For a moment the guerrilla froze.
Then he squirmed and turned. “You,
Dancer,” he snarled. “I always said
you was chicken-hearted.”

Dancer struck him in the face with
the barrel of the Navy Colt. Blood
spurted from the man’s face, but he
stayed on his feet.

“I’ll remember this, Dancer!”

“Do.”

The guerrilla stumbled away and
Dancer stepped forward to the side of
the girl. She was down on her feet,
cradling the head of her father in her
arms. The older man was regaining
consciousness.

Dancer stooped and taking hold of
the man’s shoulders helped him to his
feet. The girl’s arms were about her
father and she started to help him

toward the house from which he had
so recently been dragged.

A black stallion shot forward and
cut off the sanctuary of the girl and
her father. The tow-headed Quantrell
looked down upon them and Dancer.

“What’s this, Captain Dancer?” the
guerrilla chieftain cried.

Yancey appeared beside Dancer, a
sneer of triumph on his face.

Dancer said: “Yancey struck the
girl.”

“Didn’t!” Yancey snarled. “On’y
pushed her out of the way.” He pointed
the muzzle of his revolver at the girl’s
father. “This is Theodore Slocum. His
name is on the list.”

“No!” cried the girl. “His name isn’t
Slocum.”

“It’s no use, Evelyn,” said the man.

“No,” Quantrell agreed. “It isn’t,
because I remember you.” He nodded
to Captain Dancer. “All right.”

Captain Dancer remained rigid.
Quantrell’s terrible eyes bored into
those of his lieutenant. “I said all right,
Captain Dancer!”

Yancey, the guerrilla, stepped for-
ward with raised gun, but Quantrell’s
voice crackled. “No, Yancey. I'm
going to let Captam Dancer have the
honor.”

George Todd and John Thrailkill
came trotting up.

Dancer said, evenly: “Killing an un-
armed old man isn’t war.”

Quantrell bared his stained teeth.
“I gave you an order, Captain Dan-
cer . . .” His eyes went to those of
bloody George Todd, merciless John
Thrailkill. The guerrilla chieftains
flanked young Jim Dancer. Yancey,
blood still trickling down his face, was
breathing heavily.

Slowly Dancer raised his gun,
pointed it at Theodore Slocum.

“No—no!” screamed the young
daughter of Slocum.
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.. “Fire!” Quantrell ordered.
Dancer pulled the trigger.

CHAPTER I

TWO horses jogged along the old

Santa Fe Trail; they trotted side
by side and the right hand of one of
the men on the horses touched the
left hand of the other rider. This was
because the two hands were hand-
cuffed together.

One of the men was Jim Dancer, nine
years older than he had been at Law-
rence, Kansas. He was still lean and
hard-bitten and his eyes were slitted
and weary. They had seen too much
of life and none of it good.

The man who rode beside him was
named George Cummings. He was a
detective in the employ of the great
Pleasanton Detective Agency and he
was concluding a mission that he had
begun eighteen months before and
which had taken him through a dozen
states; the pursuit and capture of Jim
Dancer.

He was a formidable man, this
George Cummings. Dogged determina-
tion had brought him up with Dancer
but it was sheer luck that had him alive
with Jim Dancer a prisoner beside him.

He said as they jogged along: “I
don’t know what you’ve done, Dancer,
and I don’t give a damn. Yes, I've

heard a thousand stories about you,

but I believe nothing of what I hear
and only half of what I see. I work
for Arthur Pleasanton and he sent me
out to get you. It’s a job of work to
me, that’s all. I’'m turning you over
to the Kansas City office, and then I'm
going to sleep for eight weeks.”

“I guess you've earned your sleep,
/Cummings,” Dancer said. He rode in
silence for a moment, then he added:
“I haven’t slept in nine years myself.
Not really slept.”

3

Cummings looked thoughtfully at
him. “You were with Quantrell during
the war, weren’t you?”

Dancer nodded. -

Cummings looked straight ahead.
“Tell me, was he as bad as they say?”

Dancer said: “You heard about
Lawrence, Kansas? That was Quan-
trell at his worst.” He was silent a
moment. “But Bloody Bill Anderson
and George Todd ran Quantrell out of
Missouri afterwards.”

Cummings rode in silence for awhile.
Then he said: “There’s only you and
me here; it can’t be used against you.
Did you ride with Frank and Jesse?”

“No,” Dancer replied shortly.

“Then why does Pleasanton want
you?”’

“I don’t know,”

Cummings screwed up his face in
thought. “I don’t mind telling you,
Dancer, my orders were to get yow.
Pleasanton didn’t say anything about
Frank or Jesse, or Cole or the Miller
boys. Only you. He told me to get
you.” ;

“Well, you’ve got me.”

Cummings nodded. “I’m not kidding
myself, Dancer. I've been around. I've
had a few close shaves in my time, but
it had to be luck for me to get you.”

Dancer thought: It’s still another
day to Kansas City. You've got a
handcuff on my wrist and a gun in
your pocket—on the far side. But
watch yourself, Detective!

TOWARD evening the detective and
his prisoner reached the swollen
banks of the Wakarusa. A wizened
man stood on the river bank, scowling
at a flat-bottomed scow which was
straining at its mooring.
“Can you take us across?” Cum-
mings asked.
“Yesterday I wouldda been glad to
do it,” retorted the ferryman. “And
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maybe I'll do it tomorrow. But right
now I wouldn’t tackle the job for love
nor money.”

“Will you do it for this?” asked the
detective. He produced a Navy Colt
and pointed it at the ferryman.

The man regarded the revolver for
a long moment. Then he shook his
head. “Mister,” he said, ‘“you must
want to get somewhere powerful bad.”

“I do.” Cummings held up his left
wrist—along with Jim Dancer’s. “I
want to reach Kansas City tomorrow.”

The ferryman searched the face of
Jim Dancer. “An outlaw, Sheriff?” he
asked the detective.

“I'm telling you to take us across
this river,” Cummings said grimly.

The ferryman studied the swirling
river a moment, then exhaling heavily,
clambered aboard the ferryboat. He
caught up a sweep and maneuvered the
boat a foot or so closer to the shore.

Cummings said: “We’ll dismount,
Dancer.”

Holding his left hand high in the air,
Cummings dismounted carefully, then
stood sidewards while Dancer got off
his own horse. Cummings moved for-
ward, caught the bridle reins of both
horses in his free hand and stepped to-
ward the ferryboat. Dancer, perforce,
was compelled to move with him.

Then Cummings tried to urge the
horses aboard the boat. They balked,
for in spite of the ferryman’s efforts
with the sweep he could not get the
boat close enough to the bank to make
boarding easy.

“Get the horses on!” Cummings
shouted to the ferryman.

“And who’ll hold the boat?” the fer-
ryman retorted.

The sensible thing, of course, was to
free Dancer until they were across the
river, yet Cummings was loath to do
that. But ten minutes of struggling
only resulted in all three of the men

being soaked from head to foot and
at the end of that time the horses were
still ashore.

Then Cummings finally drew the
handcuff key from a pocket, handed it
to Dancer and in almost the same move-
ment drew his Navy gun.

“All right,” he said harshly.
watch yourself, Dancer!”

Dancer unlocked the manacle from
about his wrist and the moment it was
free, Cummings stepped back. From a
vantage point he watched Dancer load
the horses on the barge.

Then he clambered aboard himself
and the ferryman threw off the rope that
held the scow to the bank. At once the
boat whirled out into the current, al-
most upsetting Cummings, who was not
quite prepared. When Cummings re-
covered his balance, Dancer was within
five feet of him. There he stopped, his
eyes boring into those of Cummings.

“The key,” Cummings grated. “Put
it down and then move back.”

“But

ANCER stopped and deposited the

key on the deck, then moved back
as far as he could go. Cummings
picked up the key and started to put
it back into his pocket when the boat
was caught in a sudden eddy and
whirled almost completely about.

“Hang on!” cried the ferryman.

Cummings plunged forward, down to
one knee. The key was jolted from
his hand, plunked on the deck and dis-
appeared in the muddy waters.

“Damn!” swore Cummings. He got
carefully to his feet. “That means we
stay together until we get to Kansas
City.”

“You’ll. never get me to Kansas
City,” Dancer said tonelessly.

“T’ll get you there,” Cummings said
ominously. “Although I may have to
carry you. Come over here.”

He held out his left hand from



FIGHTING MAN 15

which dangled the manacle. His right
hand he drew aside carefully, so that
he could point the muzzle of the gun
at Dancer and fire quickly and ac-
curately.

Dancer came forward.

“Put the cuff on your wrist,” Cum-
mings ordered.

Dancer slipped the metal band about
his wrist.

“Press it,” Cummings continued.
“Tight!”

Dancer pressed the cuff until it
clicked. And at that moment the ferry-
man made his move. Cummings’ back
was to him and the ferryman drew his
wooden sweep out of the water and
swung at the detective.

The withdrawal of the sweep from
the water let the boat out of control.
It lurched forward, sending Cummings
sprawling—and the sweep missed his
head. Cummings cried out hoarsely,
twisted about and fired.

He aimed at the ferryman, but the
unleashed boat frightened the horses,
so that they began to pitch and rear
and it was one of the horses that took
the bullet. The animal screamed and
reared up on his hind legs, causing his
mate to begin bucking. The ferryman
was struck by a plunging hoof and
knocked overboard.

The wounded horse reared up so
high that it went over backwards into
the river. The removal of the horse’s
weight from the one side of the scow
shot it high into the air, completely
out of the water and Dancer and Cum-
mings skittered across the deck, got
embroiled with the remaining horse and
all three scudded into the waters of
the Wakarusa.

CHAPTER 1iI

THE stagecoach schedule was a flex-
ible one. The coach left Topeka

at a definite time but its stops along
the route depended entirely upon the
weather and the temperament of the
driver. So, for that matter, did the
route. ' ‘

The ford at Eel’s Bend was six feet
under water and therefore no ford, so
Joe Partridge swung to the left and
followed the winding Wakarusa. There
was a ferryboat eight or ten miles up
the river and it ought to be able to
take the stage across, provided the
coach and horses were taken over in
relays.

Only there was no ferryboat. The
rutted trails that served as a road led
up to the water’s edge and could plainly
be seen on the far bank, but the ferry-
boat was gone.

Joe Partridge, who had been a mule-
skinner under Sherman, pulled up his
horses and swore roundly.

The right-hand door of the stage
opened and a man stepped to the
ground. He was a lean, sardonic-look-
ing man wearing a Prince Albert and a
flowered vest.

“What’s the trouble, driver?” he
asked.

Joe Partridge shot out a stream of
tobacco juice. “It’s the gosh-danged
ferryboat, Mister.”

The lean man surveyed the river.
“What ferryboat?”

“That’s it—there ain’t none.
there oughtta be.”

“What’s becéme of it?”

“Don’t know. Busted its rope and
went down the river, I guess.”

Another man stepped out of the
coach, an enormously fat man of about
forty. :

“If the ferry’s gone how are we go-
ing to cross?” :

“Your guess is as good as mine, Mr.
Kerigan,” retorted Joe Partridge. “I
was supposed to cross by the ford,
eight-ten miles back, but there was six

But
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feet of water there. I oughtta change
these horses about now, but don’t see
how I’'m goin’ to, with the station on
t’other side of the river.”

Kerigan frowned. “Is there any other
place to cross?”

Partridge scratched his head. “There
is another ferry ’bout ten miles down-
river, but that means back about eight-
een before I c’n change horses. Twenty-
eight miles.” He shook his head. “We’ll
have to rest them.” ,

“They’re resting now,” said Kerigan.

“Yeah, sure. T’ll give them ten min-
utes.” Partridge scrambled down from

‘his perch. “Anybody want to stretch
for ten minutes c’n get out,” he called.

The passengers descended from the
coach. :

First came Florence Peel. She was
in her mid-twenties and her beauty
caused every man she met to breathe
a little faster. But when they looked
into her eyes they were always repelled.
They were green and as cold as ice.
Florence’s father had been a famous
Mississippi River gambler, whose der-
ringer caught in his vest pocket when
Florence was twelve. That' was in
1860, the year before the war, and
Florence had supported herself ever
since.

The fat man, Kerigan, was a cattle-
man from Texas. A herd of his was
coming up the Chisholm Trail, but
Kerigan had taken steamship passage
to New Orleans, then come up the
Mississippi to St. Louis and west to
Kansas City by trail. He was going
south now to meet the railroad that
was building west. It was a long,
roundabout trip, but it lacked the rigors
of the overland Chisholm Trail route
and Kerigan, who had been shipping
cattle since 1867, was rich enough to
indulge himself.

The fifth passenger’s name was Paul
Hobson, although he had given it to

none of the other passengers on the
coach. In fact, he had spoken less than
a dozen words since the beginning of
the trip.

T WAS Dave Oldham, the lean sar-
donic man in the Prince Albert who
discovered the two men down by the
river bank. They were a hundred yards
from where the stagecoach had stopped
and they must have seen the coach,
but had not acknowledged its presence
by rising or calling.

One of the men was seated on the
river bank; the other lay close beside
him.

Dave Oldham started toward them,
then thought better of it. He turned
back and catching Joe Partridge’s eye,
indicated the men downstream.

Partridge looked and exclaimed, “Be
damned!” He put his hands to his
mouth and using them like a mega-
phone, called: “Hey, you . . .!”

The men made no reply, nor did
either of them get to their feet. They
couldn’t, although those at the coach
did not know that.

“What’s the matter with them?”
Kerigan exclaimed. He started for-
ward, but was stopped by the stage-
coach driver.

“Just a minute!”

Partridge stepped to the side of the
coach, reached up to his seat and
brought down a double-barreled shot-
gun. “Might be a trick,” he said.

Kerigan unlimbered a short-barreled
revolver. “Come on, there’s only two
of them.”

He started downstream, with Joe
Partridge at his side. Dave Oldham
fell in behind them and Hobson fol-
lowed after a moment. They were
halfway toward the men down by the
river bank when Florence Peel sud-
denly decided to hurry after them.

When they were twenty feet from
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the strangers, Joe Partridge stopped.
The two men had not changed position
since they had first been observed.

“What’s the trouble?” Partridge
cried.

The sitting man held up his right
hand and by doing so brought up the
limp hand and forearm of the other
man. The two wrists were joined to-
gether by a pair of handcuffs.

“He’s dead!” ejaculated Kerigan, re-
ferring to the man lying on the ground.

Partridge stepped forward, the muz-
zle of his shotgun pointed at the sitting
man, but it was Oldham who reached
him first. His right hand hovered near
his vest where he could reach his der-
ringer in a swift draw.

Oldham’s eyes bored into those of the
man seated on the ground. -

“How long’ve you been here—like
that?” Oldham asked.

“Last night,” was the reply. The
man was lean and hard-bitten and his
eyes were slitted and weary. They had
seen much of life and little of it good.
They looked past Oldham and Part-
ridge at Kerigan and Hobson who were
coming up, and beyond them to Flor-
ence Peel.

“Where’s Bart Huggins who runs
the ferryboat?” Partridge demanded.

The man on the ground indicated the
river. “That’s how this happened. He
‘was taking us across the river when
the horses got panicky and capsized

the boat.” He looked down at the man -

who was handcuffed to him. “One of
the hérse’s hoofs caught him on the
head.”

Joe Partridge grunted. “Surprised
Bart ever took a chance crossing the
way the river must have been yester-
day. Never saw a more cautious man
in ., .” Then he suddenly inhaled
sharply. “Say . . . which one of you
two is—?” He broke off, but his eyes
were filled with suspicion.

The stagecoach passengers exchanged
glances. Then Hobson asked softly:
“What’s your name?”

The man on the ground looked at
him steadily. “Cummings, George Cum-
mings.”

“Marshal?” asked Partridge. “Never
heard of any by that name in this ter-
ritory.”

“I’m not a marshal,” Cummings re-
plied. “I work for Arthur Pleasanton.”

“A Pleasanton man,” exclaimed Joe
Partridge. “I’ll be damned. Didn’t think
you fellows ever got out this far.” He
pointed to the dead man. “Who’s he?
Soom poor devil whose wife got the
Pleasanton Agency after him?”

Cummings said: “I don’t know what
he’s done, for sure. His name is . .
Jim Dancerl 4

Joe Partridge cried out in horror.
“Jim Dancer!”

Dave Oldham shot a quick look at
Cummings’ face, then took a step for-
ward and peered down into, the ‘cold
dead face on the ground. “You never
got Jim Dancer,” he said thinly. “No
Pleasanton man ever got Jim Dancer,
not like this.”

“Say,” said Kerigan warmly, “I've
heard of this Jim Dancer. He’s a curly
wolf.” He nodded to Oldham. “I side
with you, pardner. No city detective
will ever take Jim Dancer.”

“Dancer’s the most desperate man
in the West,” Paul Hobson added.

HE Pleasanton man shook his head

wearily. “I don’t know anything
about Jim Dancer. Yes, I've heard a
thousand stories about him. They say
he’s killed a thousand men and made
two hundred orphans. I believe noth-
ing of what I hear and only half of
what I see. But I work for Arthur
Pleasanton and.he sent me out to get
Jim Dancer. That was a year and a
half ago. I followed Dancer to Mon-
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tana Territory, to Oregon and Cali-
fornia, He went to Mexico and I fol-
lowed him and then he came back and
yesterday—"’ he stopped for a moment,
then said: “He had to sleep sometime.”

“Yes,” Oldham said bitterly. “Some-
times a man gets tired. And then he’s
got to sleep.” He exhaled heavily.
“And Jim Dancer went out like that,
handcuffed to a Pleasanton man.”

These people lived within the law:
Kerigan, Leach, Hobson, Florence Peel
and Joe Partridge; yes, even Dave
- Oldham. But the ignominious end of a
notorious outlaw affected them all
They should have been respectful to
the detective who caused the death of
Jim Dancer, but there was no friendli-
ness in any eye. Only aversion,

George Cummings drew a deep
breath. Then, looking at Partridge, he
said: “Have you got such a thing as a
steel file in your coach?”

“No,” replied Partridge. “I don’t
carry tools on this run, what with stage
stations every three-four hours.” His
eyes smoldered. “Where’s your key?”

Cummings nodded to the river.
“When the boat was capsizing, Dancer

made a play. I threw the key into the.

water to keep him from getting it.”

Florence Peel said: “You’ll have to
cut off Jim Dancer’s hand.”

Paul Hobson shuddered and turned
suddenly away. The others exchanged
uneasy glances. The suggestion had
occurred to all of them, but none had
wanted to express it.

Joe Partridge worked at his chew-
ing tobacco for a moment. Then he
draw <a huge clasp knife from his
pocket. “If it’s gotta be done I guess
it’s gotta be done.”

CHAPTER IV

ERTRAM SLOCUM turned in at
the three-story brick building and

climbed the stairs to the second floor.
Near the head of the stairs he saw a
ground glass door on which was sten-
ciled:
PLEASANTON DETECTIVE
AGENCY
NEW YORK CHICAGO
Kansas City Office
Slocum, a tall well-built man of about
forty-five, with slightly greying hair,

LONDON

drew a deep breath and opened the .

door. In the small outer office a sharp-
faced man took his boots off a desk.

“Mr. Pleasanton?” Slocum said.

The sharp-faced man grunted. “You
mean the gent that owns this here de-
teckative agency? He ain’t never been
in this office, far’s I know.”

“I received a telegram yesterday
asking me to come here.” He drew it
from his pocket. “It’s signed Captam
Travers.”

“Oh, sure, Cap’n Travers,” was the
reply. “He runs this here branch.”

“Can I see him?”

“Don’t see why not. But you said
Mister Pleasanton an’—”’

Slocum cut the man off coldly: “My
business in the past has been with Ar-
thur Pleasanton and when I received a
telegram I assumed he would be here.”

“You assumed wrong, Mister. The
old man with the whiskers don’t bother
about little things. What’s it you want
us to do for you? I c’n probably take
care of it myself.”

“I want to see Captain Travers!”
Slocum snapped.

The Pleasanton man got to his feet.
He shrugged. “Well, whyn’t you say
so in the first place?”

Muttering to himself he opened a
door and went through, closing the
door behind him. He reappeared al-
most instantly and nodded to Slocum.

Slocum went through the door,
through an empty office and beyond,
entered another door. A lean, black-
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moustachioed man got up from behind
a desk.

“Mr. Slocum,” he said, “I’m Captain
Travers.”

Slocum nodded. “I got your tele-
gram. Is it . .. about Jim Dancer?”

“Yes,” replied Captain Travers. He
paused a significant moment. “We’ve
got him.”

For just a second Slocum stiffened.
Then his entire body relaxed. “How?”

Captain Travers pulled out a drawer
and took from it a telegraph form.
“This came from our Chicago office
last night. Cummings reported there,
as he was working under direct orders
of Mr. Pleasanton.”

He handed the telegram to Slocum.
The latter scanned it quickly. It read:

Have just received despatch from
George Cummings filed from Bow-
er Springs, Kansas. He reports
that he is bringing in Dancer. Am
unable to come to Kansas City my-
self, so contact Bertram Slocum,
Lawrence, Kansas, at once, as 0p-
eration was for his account. Have
wired Cummings to proceed to
your office with prisoner.
Arthur Pleasanton.

SLOCUM lowered the telegram. There
was an odd yellow glow in his eyes.
He said: “Bower Springs is only about
forty miles from here. This—this Cum-
mings should be here by now.”
Captain Travers took the telegram
from Slocum and put it back in the
drawer. He closed the drawer and
seated himself in a creaking swivel
chair. Then he said deliberately: “He
should have been here this morning.”
Slocum stared at the detective for a
moment, “You don’t think that Dancer
got away?”
Travers evaded a direct answer. “Mr.
Pleasanton considers George Cummings

the best operator he’s had since the
war. He gives him the hard ones.”
“I’ve paid Pleasanton twelve thou-
sand dollars in all,” Slocum said bit-
terly.
“That’s a lot of money,” Captain

Travers conceded. He paused a
moment. “What did Dancer do to
you?”

“He killed my brother.”

Travers’ eyes searched Bertram Slo-
cum’s face. “Your brother was killed
during Quantrell’s raid on Lawrence
during the war.”

Slocum nodded. “He was shot down
in cold blood—by Jim Dancer.”

“How do you know it was Dancer
who did the actual killing? Were you
an eye witness?”’

“No. As a matter of fact, I was
living in St. Louis during the war. But
my brother’s daughter, my niece, saw
the killing. And it was murder, cold-
blooded murder. My brother was un-
armed, offered no resistance. He was
dragged out of the house by the heels
and shot down in cold blood, right be-
fore the girl’s eyes.”

“But how did she know the killer’s
name was Dancer?” Travers persisted.

“Because Quantrell himself called
him by name. I assure you, Captain
Travers, my niece has ample cause to
remember every detail of that horror.
She was only fifteen years old at the
time and the tragedy made an indelible
impression on her.” He frowned. “As
a matter of fact, it was my niece who
urged me to employ your agency to
bring Dancer to justice.”

“Mr. Slocum,” said Captain Travers,
“this happened nine years ago, during
the war. I doubt if you could get a
jury to convict a man today for some-
thing that was done during the war.”

“They haven’t forgotten in Law-
rence,” Slocum said angrily. “Besides
—there is Dancer’s record since the
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wat.”

“Just what is that record?”

“I should think you would know
it better than 1.”

“I wonder,” Travers said thought-
fully. “Yes, I know all the things
Dancer’s done. He’s held up stage-
coaches, banks, trains. He’s murdered
a hundred men and he’s supposed to be
Jesse James’ lieutenant. But could you
prove any of those things in a court
of law?” ‘

“Bring him to Lawrence and you
won’t need any proof. Jim Dancer’ll
never appear before a judge.”

Travers grunted. “I can believe
that.”

There was a knock on the door and
the sharp-faced operator who had en-
gaged Slocum in verbal jousting opened
the door a few inches. “George Cum-
mings is here, Cap’n.”

Captain Travers kicked back his
chair and leaped to his feet. “Send him
in!”

HE door was pushed open and

George Cummings came into the
room. He was haggard and drawn, his
clothing wrinkled and foul from immer-
sion in dirty water. He was alone
and Slocum got the significance of that
at once.

“Where’s Jim Dancer?” he cried.

Cummings looked briefly at Slocum,
then at Captain Travers, who was be-
hind his desk. “You’re Captain Trav-
ers?” .

Travers nodded. “Yes. Mr. Pleas-
anton sent word that . .,.” He jerked
his thumb at Slocum. “It’s all right,
Mr. Slocum is the client for whom
we’ve been working on this—this mat-
ter.”

“Slocum,” said Cummings and
looked at Slocum. “I thought it was
Theodore Slocum who was—”

“I’'m his brother,” Slocum snapped.

“Ted was killed by—"” He scowled at
the open doorway as if still expecting
to see Jim Dancer materialize.

Cummings said flatly: “Jim Dancer’s
dead.”

“Dead!” cried Slocum. “Where . . .
how?”

Cummings addressed Captain Trav-
ers. “I sent the telegram from Bower
Springs and I waited there until I got
a reply from Mr. Pleasanton. He told
me to bring Dancer here to you.”

He paused and Slocum prodded sav-
agely. “Go on, man!”

“The Wakarusa was in flood,” Cum-
mings continued. “We tried to cross
on a ferry and the boat capsized. The
ferryman drowned and Dancer—well,
he died, too.”

“What about his body?” Slocum
asked.

“Joe Partridge, who drives the Holli-
day stage, helped me bury it.”

Slocum swore. “Damn it, man, You
should have brought it in. I’ve got to
know for sure that it was really Dan-
cer.” He appealed to Captain Travers.
“I’ve paid enough money to have posi-
tive identification.”

There was a slight frown on Trav-
ers’ forehead, but he nodded agree-
ment. “Mr. Slocum’s right, Cummings.
You brought Dancer that far, you
should have brought him the rest of
the way.”

Cummings reached into his pocket
and brought out a wallet. He took
from it a thin packet wrapped in oil-
skin and dropped it on Travers’ desk.
“My credentials,” he said. “I'm turn-
ing them in.”

Travers exclaimed, “Youw’re quit-
ting?”’

“I quit this morning,” Cummings
said, “along about sunrise. After I sat
all night on the river bank, handcuffed
to a dead man.”

“What?”

”
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“Dancer made a play,” Cummings
said. “I threw the handcuff key into
the water so he couldn’t get it. Well,
I won, but the stagecoach driver had
to cut Dancer’s hand off . . . with a
pocket knife.”

Even Bertram Slocum shivered.

Cummings went on tonelessly: “You
can send in my resignation to Arthur
Pleasanton.” He reached into his
pocket and brought out a pair of hand-
cuffs. “And you, Mr. Slocum, can have
these.”

He turned and walked out of the
office.

CHAPTER V

HARLES LANYARD, vice-presi-
dent of the Missouri, Kansas & Pa-
cific Railroad was seated in his Kansas
City office, reading the stock market
quotations in the Kansas City Standard,
when a clerk came into the room and
handed him an embossed calling card.
“Bertram Slocum,” Lanyard read.
“Who is he?”

“He says he wants to see you on an
important personal matter.”

Lanyard grunted. “A salesman?”

“He doesn’t look like one.”

“They very seldom do.” Lanyard
shrugged “All right, I'll glve him a
minute.”

The clerk went out and a moment
later Bertram Slocum entered the of-
fice. He shook hands with the railroad
man and seated himself in a convenient
armchair. Lanyard regarded him
coolly.

“Mr. Lanyard,” Slocum began, “I
understand that you are in charge of
construction on the M. K. & P.”

“That’s right.”

Slocum nodded and rising, stepped to
the wall on which hung a large map of
Missouri and Kansas. A red criss-
cross line stretched from St. Louis to
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Kansas City and westward across Kan- -

sas to the borders of Colorado. Super-

imposed upon three-fourths of the red

line was a green one.
Slocum took a pencil from his pocket

and touched the point of it to the map -

where the green line stopped. “Your
road is now at this point, isn’t it, Mr.
Lanyard?” he asked. ;

Lanyard was watching Slocum nar-
rowly. “What if it is?” he demanded

truculently.

Slocum moved his pencil a little ahead
of the green line and about a quarter
inch below the continuing red line. He
drew a small square on the map.

“I own a bit of land here. Not very
much, as land goes out West, but
still—” He smiled blandly. “Twelve
thousand acres. I bought it from the
government, two years ago for fifty
cents an acre.”

“A pity,” Lanyard said coldly. “If
it were a few miles further north it
might become worth something.”

Slocum turned and smiled at the rail-
road man. “That’s what I came to
see you about.”

“I don’t get you.”

Slocum turned back to the map and
tapped the red line with his pencil.
“This point here is exactly ninety miles
from the town of Potter, back here—”
He indicated a dot several inches closer
to Kansas City. “It will therefore be
a division point on your railroad where
you will build repair shops, etcetery.
Am 1T right?”

“We figure a division as ninety
miles—yes. But I still don’t under-
stand what you’re driving at.”

“Why, it’s simply this, Mr. Lan-
yard,” Slocum said. “My property is
exactly eight miles south of this point
and your division headquarters isn’t
going to do me any good at all.”

Lanyard smiled frostily. “Quite.”
Then he added: “There’s a little place
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called Bruno eight miles north of your
property. Now fkat’s going to be quite
a town.”

SLOCUM again touched his pencil to

the map. He drew a slight curve
from the red line, down through the
penciled square that indicated his hold-
ings, then up to the red line.

“Suppose,” he said, “your road made
a slight southward curve—like this—
what would happen to my land then?”

“And why would we do that?”

“Because of the topography of the
country. There’s a river running right
through my land which would give you
water facilities.”

“There’s water at Bruno.”

“Ah, but I just told you—I don’t
own Bruno.”

“And because you own that land you
think we should swing the road down?
Increasing our trackage about six
miles—"” ‘

“Seven. I've had it surveyed.”

“Seven miles,” said Lanyard grimly.
“At forty-two thousand dollars a mile.”

“Two hundred and ninety-four thou-
sand dollars,” Slocum said blithely.
“Not a great deal of money—to a rail-
road.”

Lanyard got to his feet. “Goodbye,
Mr. Slocum.”

Slocum made no move to go. He
said, almost lazily, “Are you a rich
man, Mr. Lanyard?”

“What concern is that of yours?”
Lanyard snapped.

“None, really,” Slocum “admitted.
“But I've been hearing a bit of talk,
something about your getting caught in
that New York Central deal—”

“Get out of here!” Lanyard roared.

“Two_hundred thousand it was you
dropped, wasn’t it?” Slocum went on.

His face purple from rage, Lanyard
strode around his desk and crossed to
the door. He jerked it open. “Get!”

Slocum stepped to the door, took
hold of the edge and swung it shut.
“Don’t be a fool, Lanyard,” he said
coldly. “Do you think I came here with
empty  pockets?”’

Lanyard stared at him.
what do you mean?”

“I have fifty thousand dollars in my
pocket.”

Lanyard recoiled as if struck. For
a long moment he looked at Slocum,
then he walked slowly back to his
desk. He stood there for a moment
with his back to Slocum, then slowly
turned. :

“You . . . you're offering me fifty
thousand dollars asa . . .a .. .” He
could not bring out the word, but
Slocum said it.

“Bribe.”

He let it sink in a moment, then he
went on. ‘“The water facilities at Bruno
aren’t adequate, Mr. Lanyard. This
town is going to be the closest point in
the entire state to the Chisholm Trail
and cattle drovers are going to bring
their herds to it. You’re going to
need unusually large shipping pens—
and plenty of water that you’ll get from
the river. You’re a far-sighted man,
Mr. Lanyard . . . and you’re the vice-
president in charge of construction.”

Lanyard suddenly drew a deep

“What—

“breath. He walked to the map on the
'wall, studied it a moment, then turned

to Slocum.

“Yes,” he said, “I'm in charge of
construction. And I'm also a sub-
stantial stockholder in the railroad.”

“More or less,” Slocum corrected,
“you’ve pledged most of your stock to
cover your losses on the New York
Central deal.”

“Oh, you know that, too?” :

“I know everything about you, Mr.
Lanyard.” 3

“Then you also know that my
brother-in-law is president of the
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road?”’

Slocum nodded. “But your brother-.

in-law didn’t lose any money on the
New York Central.” '

“If he had I suppose you would have
gone to him.”

“N-no, I don’t think so.”

“Why not?”

“Well, frankly, because I believe
your brother-in-law is a man of greater,
shall we say, integrity?”

The insolence of that no longer af-
fected Lanyard. He had made up his
mind and he was going to play out his
hand. He said: “He would have thrown
you out of his office. As I almost did.”

“Yes, as you almost did.”

“Slocum,” Lanyard said, “I admire
your gall. You come in here to bribe
me with a piddling fifty thousand dol-
lars on a proposition that’s going to
make you one of the richest men in
the West.”

“That’s what I thought,” Slocum con-
ceded.

“The proposition is worth millions,
properly handled.”

“Oh, T expect to handle it properly.”

“Exactly. So, shall we consider the
fifty thousand dollars merely as an—
an advance?”

“Advance against what?”

“One half of your deal.”

The good humor left Slocum’s face
and it became as cold as Lanyard’s.
He said thinly: “One quarter.”

It was Lanyard who had the upper
hand now. “You've investigated me
thoroughly, Slocum. You know that
I’'m a man of very little integrity. And
you know that my brother-in-law is
president of this railroad and possesses
those qualities that I lack. But he s
my brother-in-law and between us we
run the M.K. & P. You’ve got to do
business with me or you don’t do busi-
ness. Is it one half ., . or is it—
nothing?”’

Slocum exhaled heavily. “It’s one
half.”

CHAPTER VI

HERE were ceremonies when the

railroad reached Lanyard, Kansas.

A committee of citizens met with a

group of railroad officials and following

the precedent set at Promontory Point

in Utah, three years before, a gold-
plated spike was driven into a tie.

The M.K. & P. would build west of
Lanyard, but not for awhile. There
was a little matter of financing that
would have to be done in St. Louis, Chi-
cago and New York. More bond issues
would have to be floated.

George Cummings, because of the
letter “C,” was one of the first track
layers to be paid off. He walked from
the railroad pay-car to the single street
of the town of Lanyard and stopping
there for a moment, marveled what men
could do.

Two months ago, there had been only
buffalo grass here. Now there was a
town—a row of false-fronted buildings,
a few of which had even been painted.
And beyond the buildings, stretching
out into the prairie, were rows and rows
of white painted stakes, indicating
building lots.

There was a block of wooden side-
walk; raised from the prairie soil some
eight inches. Cummings strolled along
this sidewalk, past the Bon Ton Hat
Shop, the Eldorado Saloon, the Boston
Dry Goods Store, the Lanyard Saloon &
Gambling Hall, the New York Bazaar,
the Trail Drivers’ Saloon, the St. Louis
Barber Shop, the Texas Bar, the Cattle-
man’s De Luxe Bar & Gambling Saloon
and finally to the Drover’s Hotel, a two-
story frame building—the biggest in the
town.

Here he turned in. There was a tiny
lobby, off which was a saloon that ran
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the length of the building. Paul Hob-
son, in Prince Albert coat, was behind
the desk. He looked at Cummings and
handed him a pen.

Cummings wrote his name on the
register. Hobson swung it around and
read aloud, “George Cummings.” He
looked up. “Late of the Pleasanton De-
tective Agency.”

“Late of Track-Layers Gang, Num-
ber Nine,” Cummings retorted.

“You quit the detective business?”

“Nine weeks ago. . . . How much for
the room?”

“Two dollars.”

Cummings put two silver dollars on
the desk. That was as much as he had
earned in a day on the railroad. But he
wanted to sleep in a bed.

Hobson handed him a key. “Number
Eleven.”

Cummings nodded and clumped up
the stairs to the second floor. There was
a long hall running down the length of
the building and a shorter one across
the front, so that the rooms were ar-
ranged in the shape of a T. Number
Eleven was the last room on the left, in
the front corridor. It was about six by
eight feet in size, had bare, unpainted
walls and contained a cot, a porcelain
wash bowl and pitcher, a small un-
painted stand on which the last two
items reposed, and an ordinary un-
painted kitchen chair. There was a thin
mattress on the cot and a moth-eaten
Civil War blanket. ‘

Cummings locked the door on the in-
side, hung his coat on a nail in the wall
and taking off his boots, stretched him-
self out upon the bed. For a moment he
stared at the bare ceiling, then he closed
his eyes and let the air out of his lungs.

UT on the street a gun banged.
Cummings winced a little but did

not open his eyes. Another gun banged,
then another. The last shot was punc-

tuated by a loud scream that brought
Cummings up to a sitting position on
the bed. He had heard that sound be-
fore; it was the wild Confederate yell.

A fussilade of gunfire followed and
the Confederate battle cry went up and
down the street.

Someone had made a mistake.

There were fourteen Texas trail herds
grazing on the plains near Lanyard;
they had been awaiting the arrival of
the railroad. That was all right, the rail-
road wanted the business. The mistake
was in paying off the railroad men.
They were Northerners and the cow-
boys were from Texas, where the car-
petbaggers still controlled. You couldn’t
mix Northerners, Texans and whiskey.

A dozen cowboys were drinking in
the Texas Bar, when a score of railroad
men entered. There wasn’t room for all
at the bar and there was some crowding.
A railroad man bumped a cowboy’s
elbow and the cowboy promptly threw
his whiskey into the railroad man’s face.

The fight that followed wrecked the
interior of the Texas Bar. The railroad-
ers drove the cowboys out upon the
street, where the Texas men mounted
their horses and galloped them up and
down the street. They challenged the
railroad men to come out upon the
street. A ‘few accepted and were
promptly driven back to shelter by a
volley of gunfire.

It is hard to put guns away once they
have been drawn and the Texas men
now amused themselves by shooting out
store and saloon windows. They had a
lot of powder and lead and quite a lot
of whiskey, which they replenished pe-
riodically from saloons, without paying -
for it.

In short, Lanyard was treed.

‘In his room, George Cummings aban-
doned the thought of sleep. He put on
his boots and leaving his room, clumped
down to the lobby. There were a half
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dozen men crouched behind the desk,
whose thick planking gave protection
from stray bullets.

As Cummings came down, Paul Hob-
son was having an altercation with a
heavy-set, mustachioed man. “I’ve had
just about enough of this nonsense, Sim-
mons,” he was snarling. “You’ll get
out there and stop them or you can turn
in your badge.”

The man called Simmons unpinned
his nickeled badge and dropped it on
the counter. “The marshal’s job is
open, Hobson,” he said.

Although he had issued an ultimatum
and it had been accepted, it wasn’t what
Hobson wanted. “You can’t quit
now!” he cried.

“I ain’t in the mood for committin’
suicide today,” Simmons declared.

“He’s right, Hobson,” said one of the
other men behind the desk. “There are
fifty Texas men out there.” ;

“If we let those crazy Texas men get
the upper hand, they’ll take over the
town,” Hobson protested.

“They’ve already taken it over,” the
other man said, “and there ain’t a thing
we can do about it.”

URING the discussion, there was a
lull in the shooting outside and one
of the men ventured out from behind
the desk. He looked out upon the street
through a broken window and suddenly
cried out hoarsely,
“That girl. She’ll get killed!”
Cummings stepped quickly to the
window and saw a girl across the street.
She had apparently just stepped out of
a dry goods store and was moving to-
ward a buckboard nearby. Even as
Cummings looked a gun banged and a
bullet kicked up dirt inches from the
“girl’s feet.
She came to a stop and a horseman
galloped up. He swung down from his
horse and advanced upon the girl.

Sober, there was no greater respecter of
women than the Texas man, but these
cowboys had been drinking all day.
Moreover they were in a fighting mood
and they were in the stronghold of what
was to them, the enemy. Perhaps their
respect of women did not extend to
Northern women.

At any rate the cowboy suddenly
grabbed the girl and tried to kiss her.
She struck him in the face, which mere-
ly served to enrage the cowboy and he
began wrestling with her.

George Cummings jerked open the
door of the hotel, stepped out upon the
street and started across at a dead run.
He heard the thunder of horses’ hooves
as he ran, but paid no heed. A bullet
whistled past him.

He reached the girl and the cowboy,
just as the latter was forcing his un-
shaven face against the girl’s. He
caught hold of the cowboy’s left arm,
jerked him away from the girl and
drove his fist into the man’s face. The
cowboy reeled back and Cummings,
stepping in, smashed him again in the
face.

The cowboy hit the ground and his
gun was knocked from his hand.
Mouthing savage oaths he scrambled
for the gun, got it and came up to
his knees.

Cummings, moving in, was caught.
The only thing he could do was hold
his hands clear of his sides to indicate
that he was unarmed:

“I'll kill you,” screamed the cow-
boy.

“TI haven’t got a gun,”
said quickly.

It would have made no difference to
the enraged cowboy, except that an-
other Texas man spurred his horse in
between Cummings and the cowboy on
the ground.

“Hold it, Ben!” the new arrival
cried. “You can’t shoot an unarmed

Cummings
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man.” :

Ben got to his feet, shook his head
and stepping around the man on the
horse, faced Cummings. “Get yourself
a gun,” he snarled. “Get yourself a
gun and come back.” -

“We can settle it without guns,”
Cummings said calmly.

“Nothin’ but guns’ll finish this,” the
cowboy cried. “I'll give you ten min-
utes to get one or by God, I’ll come
and pistol-whip you.”

BY THIS time a dozen cowboys were

surrounding the group on the
ground. There was hostility on every
face. One of the cowboys expressed
the general sentiment. “You heard
what he said. Get yourself a gun or
start runnin’.” ,

Cummings turned away. For a mo-
ment he looked into the wide eyes of
the girl he had rescued from the
drunken cowboy, then he walked past
her, across the street to the hotel.

Inside, Paul Hobson caught his arm.
“That’s Bert Slocum’s niece you saved,
Cummings!”

“Yeah, and that was Ben Slattery
you hit,” exclaimed Simmons, the for-
mer marshal. “He’s lightning with a
gun—killed a man day before yester-
day.”

Hobson looked narrowly at Cum-
mings. “There’s a horse behind the
hotel.” :

“Why would I want a horse?”

Grudging admiration came to Hob-
son’s eyes. “You've got guts, Cum-
mings, but you can’t go up against a
gunfighter.”

“It doesn’t seem as if I’ve got much
choice in the matter.”” Cummings
looked at the marshal. “You've got a
Navy gun. Wonder if I could borrow
it.”

“You’re going to face Slattery?”

Cummings held out his hand and the

former marshal gave him his gun. Cum-
mings hefted it to get the feel of it,
spun the cylinder and examined the
caps on the nipples. Then he took
off his coat and dropping it on the hotel
desk, stuck the Navy gun in the waist-
band of his trousers.

He stepped to the window and looked
across the street. More than a score
of cowboys were assembled. Ben Slat-
tery was the only one afoot.

Cummings opened the door and
stepped out upon the wooden sidewalk.
A man across the street yelled: “There
he is!”

The distance between Cummings and
the cowboys was almost two hundred
feet, too far for accurate shooting.
Cummings stepped down from: the side-
walk into the dust of the street. He
started across, walking deliberately,
but at a fast pace. His eyes never left
the face of Ben Slattery. The cowboy
was suddenly alone, although he had
not moved. It was the mounted men
who had backed off to give Ben all the
room he needed.

The distance between the two men
narrowed to less than a hundred feet,
but it was Cummings alone who
walked. Slattery remained by the
hitchrail in front of the building that
housed the Lanyard Land Company.

Seventy-five feet.

“All right, Slattery,”
called. “Make your play.”

But Slattery remained as if frozen
to the ground. His arms were slightly
crooked and his right hand was within
two inches of the gun in his holster,
whereas Cummings’ were hanging
loosely at his sides. ;

Fifty feet and Cummings could -see
that Slattery’s mouth was working
nervously. He wasn’t sure, but he
thought that Slattery’s face had broken
out in perspiration.

“Wait a minute!” Slattery suddenly

Cummings
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cried. “Wait a —”
And then he went for his gun.

WITHOUT breaking his stride,
Cummings whipped out the bor-
rowed Navy gun. He thrust it out
before him, thumbed back the hammer
and pulled the trigger. The motions
were continuous, performed with in-
credible speed and accuracy; the work
of a man who knew what he was doing
and had absolute confidence in himself.
Both guns roared, Slattery’s as well
as Cummings’, but it was the latter’s
which went off first. The bullet struck
Slattery dead center in the forehead,
knocked him off balance, so that his
own gun merely fired into the sky.

Slattery was hurled backward to the
ground. Before he’touched, Cummings
was pointing his gun at the mounted
cowboys. : \

“Was it a fair fight?”

The cowboys were stunned by the
unexpected defeat of their champion.
They exchanged bewildered glances,
looked at the unwavering gun in Cum-
mings’ hand.

There was a man in the front of
the crowd, the same one who had come
between Slattery and Cummings be-
fore. He saw the gun muzzle pointed
at him. He said quickly: “It was a
fair fight,” and turning his horse, gal-
loped it off.

A cowboy followed, then another and
then the entire lot of them. They rode
down the street and out of Lanyard.

Before they had gone very far, Ber-
tram Slocum sprang out of the door of
his office. He strode toward Cum-
mings, giving only a brief glance at the
dead cowboy.

“T saw it from the window,” he said.
Then he looked again at Cummings’
face and exclaimed. “Cummings! The
Pleasanton detective!”

“Former detective,” Cummings cor-

rected. s

Then he stepped to one side to watch
Hobson and the men from the -hotel
come up. In their van was Simmons.
Cummings held out the Navy Colt, butt
first.

“Here’s your gun, Simmons,” he
said. “It shoots straight.”

“If there’s a good man behind it,”
Simmons replied in a tone of respect.

Cummings walked past him, heading
for the hotel. Paul Hobson halted,
wheeled. “Cummings, wait a minute,
we want to talk to you.”

“Later,” Cummings called back over
his shoulder. “There’s some sleeping
I’ve got to finish, first.”

CHAPTER Vil

T WAS a few minutes after seven
when Cummings came down from
his room. It was getting dark outside -
and in the hotel lobby a pimply-faced
youth of eighteen or nineteen was light-
ing lamps. New glass had been put into
the front windows.

The saloon adjoining the lobby was
doing a rushing business. The noise
from it had awakened Cummings in his
room overhead.

Cummings opened the doer and
stepped out upon the wooden sidewalk.-
Sounds of revelry came from the
saloons, but otherwise Lanyard seemed
reasonably peaceful. Nobody was gal-
loping horses up and down the street
and there was no shooting.

A sign next door to the hotel caught
Cummings’ eye: China Cafe.

He walked over to the building and
peered through the window. The in-
terior seemed clean, although only
sparsely patronized for what should
have been the dinner hour.

Cummings entered and sat down at
a table. A pig-tailed Chinese came
padding up. “Got nice beefsteak,” he
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said smiling.

Cummings nodded. “All right.”

A man got up from an adjoining table
and crossing, seated himself opposite
Cummings. It was Dave Oldham, the
lean man who had been a stagecoach
passenger that day when Cummings
had been found, handcuffed to a dead
man. ,

“That was quite a stunt you pulled
this afternoon,” Oldham said. He shook
his head. ‘“Violence seems to follow
you around.” ;

“I imagine you’ve seen your share
of it,” Cummings retorted.

Oldham shrugged. “T’ll never have
a grey beard.” He pursed up his lips.
“They say you quit the detective busi-
ness, Cummings.”

“Who're ‘they’?”

“Everybody in
Slocum.”

“This Slocum,” Cummings
“What does he do in this town?”

“He’s manager of the Lanyard Land

ompany which owns the townsite.
The girl, for whom you killed ‘Ben
Slattery ... she’s Slocum’s niece.
Evelyn Slocum.”

Oldham, looking into Cummings’
eyes at that moment, saw that they
were oddly masked.” He dropped his
own eyes to the table.

“This is a new town,” he went on.
“Nobody knows much about anybody,
but there’s talk about Slocum being
more than just the manager of the land
company.”
~ Then he stopped and pushed back
his chair. “I'm late.”

He got to his feet. “Stop in at the
Eldorado if you feel like it.” He left
the cafe.

Cummings stared unseeingly at the
far wall. Evelyn Slocum, the girl who
had paid the  Pleasanton Detective
Agency twenty thousand dollars to get
Jim Dancer. And because of her, this

town. Hobson.

said.

afternoon, Cummings had killed a man.

THE Oriental brought the dinner

and Cummings ate, but scarcely
tasted the food. He paid for it and
leaving the restaurant, stood outside
and looked across the street at the
narrow building that housed the Lan-
yard Land Company.

Then, after awhile, he drew a deep
breath and walked up the street to the
Eldorado Saloon & Gambling Hall. It
was one of the biggest places in the
block and when Cummings pushed
open the swinging doors he saw that
it was doing a thriving business.

A bar almost fifty feet long ran down
one side of the room. Six bartenders
were working behind it. The rest of
the room was given over to a few tables
and gambling layouts.

Cummings pushed his way through
until he came upon Dave Oldham deal-
ing faro. The gambler caught his eye
and nodded slightly. Then he inclined
his head to the right and Cummings,
looking in that direction, saw another
old acquaintance: Florence Peel, the
girl with the green eyes who had also
been on the stage that memorable day.

Her blonde hair was combed high
upon her head and in striking contrast
to the low-cut green velvet evening
gown she was wearing. She was weav-
ing her way in and out among the tables
and Cummings watched her for a mo-
ment as she came closer.

Then her eyes suddenly caught his
and she stopped. She recognized him
but her face remained inscrutable.

A cowboy, beside whose table she
had stopped, reached out drunkenly to
grab her, but she brushed away his
hand without even looking and came
forward.

“Mr. Cummings,” she said.

“Hello.”

She smiled impersonally and said
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under her breath, “My office is in the
rear.”” Then smiling again, she walked
past him, talking to a man here, another
there.

Cummings watched a faro game for
a moment, then headed aimlessly to-
ward the rear of the room. An anaemic-
looking man with a cigarette in his
mouth was playing a tinny pianoy be-
side a door and gave Cummings a
shrewd look as he opened the door and
entered a small room, furnished with
a roll-top desk, a couple of chairs and
a small steel safe. .

Cummings pulled up one of the
chairs and started to seat himself when
the door opened and Florence Peel
came in. He got to his feet again.

“It’s all right, sit down,” she said.
She crossed the room to the desk and
sat down in the swivel chair.

“You own the Eldorado?”
mings asked in surprise.

She nodded briefly and leaning
back in the chair, studied Cummings
thoughtfully. A little frown creased his
forehead, but he remained silent, wait-
ing for her to speak.

Then she said suddenly: “You al-
most gave yourself away this after-
noon.”

“What?”

“The fight with Ben Slattery. You
were too good.”

He regarded her steadily. “How can
a man be too good in a gun fight? I
had to kill him or be killed.”

“Detectives aren’t gun fighters. You
beat Ben Slattery to the draw.”

Cum-

E SEATED himself and drew a
slow breath. “I don’t get you.”

“I think you do.”

He shook his head. “I don’t.”

“Would you understand if I called
you by your real name . . . Jim Danc-
er?”

Without hesitation, he exclaimed

softly, “Jim Dancer’s dead!”

“Is he? When did he die?”

“That time we met down by the Wa-
karusa. When you told them to cut his
hand from mine.” And then he looked
into her green eyes. “When did you
know?”

“Then. Your right hand was hand-
cuffed to his left.”

“The others didn’t notice that.”

“I think Dave Oldham did, although
he’s never mentioned it. But then
Dave’s one of us.”

“US?”

“Us,” she repeated clearly.

He shook his head slowly.
ham’s a gambler.”

“And so am I,” she said quietly. “In
a little while you can go out there and
watch me deal faro, or poker—or three-
card monte.”

“And tomorrow morning,” he added,
“you can walk down the street and
people will talk to you. They don’t talk
to . .. Jim Dancer.”

“Jim Dancer!” she exclaimed.
“Who’s Jim Dancer?”

“A man who rode with Quantrell.”

“And who’s been riding ever since.
Why, Jim Dancer?”

“Because they wouldn’t let us come
in. Yes, I know all Confederate sol-
diers were given amnesty. Some of the
boys who rode with Quantrell tried to
surrender in ’65. They were mur-
dered.” He shrugged. “So some of us
are still riding.”

“Old-

She looked at him narrowly. “Are
you here in Lanyard alone?”
He jerked up his head. “I haven’t

ridden with anyone since the war, No
matter what they say.”

There was a knock on the door.
Florence Peel looked at Dancer, then
called: “Yes?”

The door opened and Dave Oldham
slipped into the room. He closed the
door before he spoke. Then he ad-
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dressed Jim Dancer. ‘“Paul Hobson
and Bert Slocum want to see you.”

“What about?” Florence Peel asked
sharply.

. “They didn’t say.”

Dancer got heavily to his feet. “All
right.”

Dave Oldham left the room as cau-
tiously as he had entered and Dancer
started to follow, but Florence called to
him. “Mr. Cummings!”

Dancer turned.

Florence Peel said: “That’s all I
wanted to say—Mr. Cummings. Watch
yourself with Hobson; he’s tricky.”

ANCER nodded and left the room.
Out in the gambling hall he dis-
covered Slocum and Hobson seated
alone at a table. Hobson had a glass
of milk before him. He saw Dancer
approaching and signalled.

Dancer pulled out a chair and sat
down.

“We've got a proposition to make
you,” Slocum said bluntly. “But first
I want to ask you a few questions.”

“YeSP”

“Do you have any objections to my
telegraphing the Pleasanton Agency?”

Dancer looked carefully at Slocum.
“Why?”

“I want to make sure that you really
quit the agency.”

“You were there at the time.”

“I know, but how do I know you
didn’t retract later? If you’re here in
Lanyard on detective business there’ll
be no proposition.”

“Why don’t you tell me what the
proposition is?”

Hobson nodded to Slocum.
not?”

Slocum’s face showed annoyance, but
he shrugged. ‘“We want you to be the
marshal of Lanyard.”

A little shiver ran through Dancer.
In his wildest dreams he had never

“Why

thought of himself as a law officer. He
looked from Slocum to Hobson, then
back to Slocum.

“You’re offering me the job of mar-
shal of Lanyard?”

“Yes,” said Slocum. “There’s no ac-
tual city government in Lanyard, but
a number of the merchants have
chipped in to pay the marshal’s sal-
ary. However, we’re having a city .
election the day after tomorrow. Sim-
mons’ name has been down for mar-
shal but we’re going to take it off.
After what you did today you won’t
have any trouble being elected.”

Dancer began to shake his head and
Hobson exclaimed: “So you are still
with Pleasanton?” :

“Im not. It isn’t that.”

“We haven’t told you what this job
will pay.”

“I imagine it’ll be as much as the
MK. & P. paid me these past nine
weeks.” :

“You’ve been working on the rail-
road?”

“Laying track.”

Slocum snorted. “A common laborer,
at two dollars a day! We were going
to offer you three hundred a month . . .”

“Which is a lot of money,” Hobson
offered. :

“And three dollars for every arrest
you make,” Slocum added angrily. “If
you’re the kind of marshal I think you
are, you can make five hundred a
month. You can’t refuse that kind of
money.”

Dancer leaned back in his chair and
studied the two men for a moment.
Then he said slowly: “You can get a
lot of good men for five hundred dol-
lars a month.”

“Wild Bill Hickok asked for the
job,” said Slocum. ‘“He’s a killer, but
only when the breaks are in his favor.
John Wesley Hardin, a seventeen-year-
old boy backed him down in Abilene.
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Nobody would have blamed you for
backing down this afternoon. But you
didn’t.” Slocum paused. ‘“‘Besides, the
whole West knows by now that you'’re
the man who got Jim Dancer.”

Hobson said, “That alone will make
those Texas men behave in Lanyard.”

Dancer pushed back his chair and
got to his feet. “I figured I'd had enough
of manhunting when I turned in my
badge to Pleasanton; I don’t intend to
start being a killer, not for pay.”

He walked away from the table and
left the place. Outside, he walked to
the Drovers Hotel and climbed up to
his room. He locked the door on the
inside and, undressing, went to bed.

But it was hours before he went to
sleep. Nor was it the noise from the
saloon on the first floor that kept him
awake.

CHAPTER VIl

IT WAS the middle of the morning

when Dancer came down from his
room. The youthful clerk was in at-
tendance behind the desk and he was
spared having to talk to Paul Hobson.
Outside he walked to the China Cafe
and taking a stool at the counter, or-
dered his breakfast.

He was starting on his eggs when
Dave Oldham entered and sat down
beside him. !

“Up rather early, aren’t you?”
Dancer asked, to make conversation.

“I don’t sleep well,” Oldham replied.
He gave his order to the waiter, then
said: “There’s talk that Slocum offered
you the marshal’s job.”

“T refused it.”

Oldham was silent awhile,
asked: “Why?”

Dancer knew that Oldham was press-
ing the matter for reasons other than
idle curiosity, so he said, “It’s not the
kind of work I'd like.”

then

“Because your sympathies are
with—"" Oldham smiled thinly, “—the
underdog?”

Dancer hesitated. “Perhaps.”

Oldham nodded thoughtfully. “They
will probably hire a man like Wild
Bill Hickok or Johnny Tancred, who
shoots first and asks afterwards if the
man was guilty.”

“In other words, you think I ought
to take the job.” .

“I think it’d be a good job for the
man who got Jim Dancer.”

Dancer finished his eggs and mopped
up the remaining yolk with a piece of
bread. When he had eaten it, he said:
“You've talked to Florence Peel?”

“No,” Oldham said quickly. “But I
served under Colonel Plumb in Clay
and Jackson Counties. Man for man,
we got licked by the guerrillas every
time. It took me a long time to figure
it out. Our men were good soldiers.
They were willing to die if they had to,
but they wanted to go home again.”

“They had homes to go to.”

“I saw you fight that Texas man yes-
terday. He knew he was fast and he’d
won some fights. He ,thought he had
the edge. He didn’t expect to be killed

. . and when he finally figured that
out, he went to pieces. Quantrell went
into a fight to kill end be killed. We
to kill or be killed. That one little
word makes all the difference in the
world. We cared, you didn’t.”

“You may be right,” Dancer said
slowly, “but sometimes a man gets tired
of killing. And there comes a time when
he can’t run any more.”

“Then you've got to compromise,”
Oldham said. “Florence Peel’s father
worked the river boats. He took her
along with him because a man with a
child is above suspicion. Well, his
luck ran out when Florence was twelve.
She had every reason in the world to
hate cards and what goes with them,
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but she found out after awhile that no
matter how bad a thing is, there’s some-
thing worse. She was a drudge, worked
in the homes of the rich. And always
there was a man around because she was
poor and a poor girl can’t fight a rich
man. So at last Florence knew that she
had to be rich and she turned back to

" the one thing she hated more than any-
thing else.”

( HE STOPPED and began eating.
Dancer, who had finished his own
breakfast, watched him for awhile.
Then he said, “And you, Oldham?”
Oldham shrugged. “I’'m a gambler
- because I was no damn good as a law-
: yer.”
“You know that I'm Jim Dancer?”
“Dancer’s dead,” said Oldham. “I
helped bury him.”
“All right, Oldham,” Dancer said.
- “This is Lanyard, Kansas,” Oldham
' went on. “It’s a new town and it’s raw,
just like all the country west of the
Missouri. It’s a strong man’s country
* and the weak are going to give up or
die. But in a few years the country’ll
be civilized and the ones who’ve lasted
from the beginning, the strong ones,
are going to own it . .. You’re as
© strong as any of them, Cummings.”
*  “Fighting’s all I know,” Dancer said.
¢ “Fighting and losing. We fought in
Missouri and lost and then after it was
over I went down to Mexico with Shel-
’ by and fought with Maximilian. And
! after that I went with the French to
" France and we fought the Prussians and
lost again. I’'ve been in a few of these
" trail towns and I've seen some pretty
’ good marshals; they never stood a
“ chance to win. Sure, I got Ben Slattery
“ yesterday, but what about today and to-
morrow when a hundred Texas men
come back to get revenge for Slattery?
T can’t fight them all.”
4 “If someone doesn’t,” Oldham said,
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“you might as well set fire to Lanyard,
because this is going to be the roughest,
toughest trail town of them all. It’s the
closest to Texas and all the herds and
all the trail drivers and what comes with
them will come here.”

Dancer was silent for a moment.
Then he shook his head slowly. “This
man, Slocum—does he own the town?”

“Why, yes. He pretends to be the
local manager for the Lanyard Land
Company, but he’s the land company.
He owns the townsite and all the coun-
try round about. He’s selling it off piece
by piece and he isn’t taking all his pay
in cash. He’s got an interest in almost
everything in town, the dry goods store,
the barber shop, the bank—most of the
saloons.”

“The Eldorado?”

“No, Florence had enough money to
buy her site outright.”

“Where does Hobson come in?”

“Slocum’s front man. He’s going to
be the mayor tomorrow. There’s talk
that Slocum and Hobson were in busi-
ness together during the war. Selling
rotten beef and weevily flour to the
Union Army.”

Dancer said carefully: “What sort
of a woman is Slocum’s niece?”

There was just the shade of a pause
before Oldham replied. “I don’t know
her and as far’s I know, nobody does.”
He stopped, then, looking out of the
window.

Dancer’s eyes followed and he saw
Evelyn Slocum walking past on the op-
posite side of the street.

He put a silver dollar on the counter
and rising, said to Oldham, “If I don’t
see you again—so long.”

“You’re leaving?” Oldham asked. .

“I usually do,” Dancer replied and
left the restaurant. -

OUTSIDE, he saw Evelyn Slocum
turning into a shop. He walked
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down the wooden sidewalk until he
was directly across from the shop and
he could read the sign on it: Carrie
Brown, Milliner.

Beyond a few doors on Dancer’s side
of the street was a livery stable. He
walked down to it and found the livery-
man shoeing a black gelding and not en-
joying the task, for the horse had spirit.

Dancer watched for awhile until the
man finished nailing down the shoe.
Then he looked up irascibly, but his an-
noyance disappeared quickly.

“Morning, Mr. Cummings,” he said.

Dancer nodded. “Good horse.

Yours?”

“Until I can find someone to take him
off my hands.” '

“He can run a bit, I imagine?”

“He can run like hell,” snorted the
liveryman, “but so can every goddam
Texas pony and the people in town
don’t want to rent a horse that don’t
like to be rid.”

“What were you figuring to ask for
him?”

The liveryman wiped his mouth with
the back of his hand. “Well, Mr. Cum-
mings, if there’s one thing around this
barn I got too much of, it’s horses. And
one thing I ain’t got much of, it’s
money. So what do you figure you’d
want to pay for a horse that ain’t much
good for nothin’ but runnin’ and
buckin’.”

Dancer thought a moment. “He’s
worth more, but I can pay only fifty.”

The liveryman shook his head. “I
couldn’t accept fifty dollars—not unless
you took this-here saddle and bridle
along with him, which ain’t much good,
anyway.”

He pointed to a saddle and bridle
that hung over a stall.

“The saddle alone’s worth fifty,”
Dancer snapped.

“To who? These fool cowboys sell
them for ten dollars when they’re drunk

and want to. get more drunk. The de-
mand sets the price, Mr. Cummings
and out here there are more cows and
horses and saddles than there are prai-
rie dogs on the prairie. I figure I ought
to board the horse for you a month for
that price.”

“Well,” Dancer said, “I want you to
keep him here a little while at least.” He
took out a roll of greenbacks and count-
ed out fifty dollars and then he saw
Evelyn Slocum come out of the shop
across the street and hurriedly left the
livery stable.

On the sidewalk, however, he showed
no haste. He crossed the street leisur-
ly and was setting foot on the board
sidewalk just as the girl came along.

She started to pass him, then sud-
denly stopped. “Mr. Cummings, isn’t
it?” she asked.

“Why, yes.”

Her color was rather high. She was
embarrassed—but that was all. “I—I
didn’t thank you yesterday,” she said,
“for what you did.”

“It’s all right, Miss Slocum,” Dancer
said stiffly.

“Oh, but it isn’t. You were forced
into that terrible—"” She shuddered
and could not finish the sentence, so
shifted to another. “What I meant to
say was, well, my uncle suggested I ask
you to dinner.” And then she suddenly
threw up her chin and attempted a wan
smile. ‘“Tonight?”

“Why, thank you, ma’am,” Dancer
said slowly, “but I'm afraid I can’t
make it. You see, I'm leaving town in
an hour.”

“Oh!” She squinted a little as if in
pain. “I’m sorry. I—I mean, I didn’t
know. At any rate, I want to thank
you.” And with that she nodded and
walked past him.

DANCER remained standing a mo-
ment where he was, then began
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walking back toward the hotel, clump-
ing heavily along the wooden planks.
His eyes were straight ahead, so that he
didn’t see Florence Peel, who had just
dismounted from a horse in front of the
Eldorado. She spoke to him and he took
another step before the words penetrat-
ed his brain and he wheeled.

“I’m sorry,” he apologized.

“Day-dreaming, Mr. Cummings?”
Florence Peel asked calmly. She was
wearing a green riding habit and carried
a quirt.

He grimaced wryly. “I was just
thinking about the horse I bought. The
liveryman didn’t recommend him very
strongly.”

Florence Peel’s eyes were looking

past him, down the street. “A filly, Mr.
Cummings?”

He turned and followed her eyes. Ev-
elyn Slocum was just disappearing into
another store. He said: “No, I haven’t
found fillies good for the kind of trav-
eling I do.”

Her green eyes regarded, him inscru-
tably. “You’re riding on?”

“Yes b

She nodded and slapped her quirt
into her gloved left hand. “I suppose
there are still some hills you haven’t
crossed?”

“No,” he admitted, “there aren’t. At
least, the other side always looks the
same. But what can I do in Lanyard?”

Dave Oldham was crossing the street
from the China Cafe. Florence Peel
looked at him broodingly and said to
Dancer: “I don’t know, Mr. Cum-
mings.”

Oldham came up and stopped. “Have
a good ride?”

“Yes,” she said. “Mr. Cummings
and I were just discussing work. Have
you heard of any jobs that are open in
Lanyard?”

Oldham looked closely into Dancer’s
eyes. “No,” he said, “I don’t know of

a thing.”

Florence pointed across the street
with her quirt. “Maybe Mr. Slocurh
knows of something? . He’s got his fin-
gers in a lot of pies around town. - Why
don’t you go over and talk to him, Mr
Cummings?”

Dancer said: “Perhaps I will.”

HE SMILED bleakly at Oldham,

nodded to Florence Peel and start-
ed across the street. There was a heavy-
set man with a black spade beard in
the office with Slocum, but the latter
saw Dancer through the window and
was on his feet when he came in.

“Ah, Cummings,” he greeted Dancer.
“Shake hands with Carter Bullock.” He
smiled. “Mr. Bullock’s president of the
bank.”

The banker shook hands with Dan-
cer. “How are you, Mr. Cummings?
There’s been quite a bit of talk about
what you did yesterday. Mr. Slocum
was just telling me that he suggested
your running for the office of marshal,
but that you couldn’t accept.”

“I've changed my mind,” Dancer
said.

Slocum blinked quickly. “Darn it,
I told Paul not to be in such a hurry.”
He pulled out his watch, a massive gold
stem-winder. “The stage has gone by
now. It’s carrying a letter to Johnny
Tancred.”

Dancer suddenly knew disappoint-
ment. “That’s all right, Mr. Slocum,
I should have spoken sooner.”

“No,” Slocum exclaimed. “I'll send
another letter telling Tancred not to
come. He was a last resort. The job’s
yours, Cummings.”

Bullock coughed gently. “By all
means, Mr. Cummings; you’re the sort
of man this town needs. A—uh—firm
hand, you know . . .”

Slocum reached for his hat that was
lying on a chair nearby. “I'd better
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run over to the printer’s; he was going
to start-on the ballots. I want your
name on it.” He smiled thinly. “Better
if -it’s legal, you know.”

“Yes, yes,” agreed Bullock.
ought to be legal.”

~ That afternoon the Texas men hur-
rahed the town, but Dancer remained
inside the hotel, despite .a pointed re-
mark or two from Paul Hobson.

“You could take over today, Cum-
mings,” Hobson suggested at one point,
after a window of the hotel had been
smashed by a stray bullet.

Dancer shook his head. “Mr. Slocum
likes things legal.”

He went to bed early that night, but
sleep was almost impossible. Every
ten or fifteen minutes a drunken cow-
boy came out upon the street and emp-
tied his gun at the moon. And generally
he let go a few rebel yells to accom-
pany his bullets.

“It

CHAPTER IX

THE next day the voters of Lanyard
went to the polls. This was an

amazingly simple matter. A large
wooden box with a slot in the top was
set up on the desk of the Drovers
Hotel. It was guarded by Paul Hob-
son, a clerk from Bullock’s bank, and
a man named Meeker, who dealt faro in
Hobson’s gambling hall. Hobson him-
self handed out the ballots to whatever
citizens were in the mood for coming
into the hotel and voting. It was Hob-
son, too, who decided who was a quali-
fied voter, since the oldest resident in
point of time was Hobson himself and
he had been in Lanyard just a few days
over sixty.

When Dancer came down from his
room, Hobson extended a ballot to him.

“For voting,” he said.

“But I've only been in town two
days.”

“What of it? You're a resident of
Lanyard, aren’t you? Not many people
have been here a great deal longer.”

Dancer examined the ballot. Paul
Hobson was down for Mayor, Chandler
Leach, Justice of the Peace, Kenneth
Vedder, Prosecuting Attorney and
George Cummings, City Marshal.
There were three other names on the
ballot: Bertram Slocum, Martin Bul-
lock and Jason Walcott, who were run-
ning for City Council. No space was
provided on the ballot for writing in
candidates. You either voted for the
people on the ballot or you didn’t vote.

Dancer borrowed a pencil from Hob-
son and put an X in front of all the
names, including his own. Then he
folded the ballot and deposited it in
the box.

Hobson nodded in satisfaction.
right, you’re marshal of Lanyard.”
“Before the ballots are counted?”

“A mere formality.” Hobson reached
under the counter and brought out a
nickeled badge. “Put this on and go
down to Keller’s store and pick your-
self out some guns—whatever you
think you’ll need.”

“A couple of things I have to know,”
Dancer said. “If I arrest someone,
what do I do with them?”

“Why, you throw them in jail.”

“There’s a jail?”

“Of course there’s a jail,” exclaimed
Hobson. ‘“At the end of the street on
this side, the two-story log building.”

Dancer nodded. “And after I throw
them in jail?”

“Judge Leach and Prosecutor Ved-
der will try the prisoners every morning
in the courtroom over the jail.”

“What about a man to guard the
prisoners, or am I supposed to do
that?”

“I don’t see why you can’t hire a
man for about fifty dollars a month.”

“I pay him myself?”

“All
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“T guess you'll have to, sincé there’s
no provision for such a job. The same
goes for a deputy marshal, if you feel
you need one. You can hire him, but
you’ll have to pay his salary yourself.”
Hobson suddenly smiled wolfishly. “A
good man would éarn his pay from the
fees.”

“but I think I'll try the job alone until
I see how it goes.” He started to turn
~ away, then stopped. “Suppose I step
on the wrong toes?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, can I be fired?”

“Who's going to fire you? = You're
elected by the voters.” Hobson looked
narrowly at Dancer, then added, “Of
course, you’re responsible to the city
council, which includes all the names on
this ballot.”

“Including myself?”’

“You’re a member of the city govern-
ment, so you’ll have a vote.” Hobson
pursed his lips. “There’s just one thing
you want to keep in mind: it’s the busi-
ness men of Lanyard who pay your
salary.”

“And a very good salary it is,”
Dancer said, and left the hotel.

OUTSIDE, he walked to the gun
shop of Keller, a few doors up the

street. Keller greeted him by name as
he entered the store.

“Good morning, Mr. Cummings.”

“Good morning. Mr. Hobson sug-
gested I stop in and pick out: some
guns.

“Certainly, Mr. Cummings. Here’s
avery fine 44 . ..

“Have you got a second-hand Navy
gun?”

“T’ve got a dozen of them, but surely
you’d rather have something new.”

“I wouldn’t. No better gun was ever
made than the Navy Colt and I'd pre-
fer a gun that’s been used.”

“He probably could,” Dancer said,

The gunsmith took a couple of guns
out of his showcase. Dancer picked up
a .36 Navy Colt, tried the action and
spun the cylinder. He hefted it for the
grip, twirled it once or twice and ex-
amined the nipples to see if they showed
any signs of wear.

“That gun’s been taken care of,’
Keller said, as he watched Dancer -
handle the gun. “This other one would
make a mighty fine mate for it.”

“One’s all I'll need,” Dancer replied.

“Although I think I'd like to have a

good shotgun.”

“A shotgun, or a rifle?”

“A shotgun.” Danceér pointed to a
fowling piece that was hung on the wall.
“What sort of a shotgun is that?”

Keller got it down. “It’s an English
gun, Mr. Cummings. Double-barreled
and uses a brass shell.” He broke the .
weapon and handed it to Dancer.

The latter examined it closely. It
was a beautiful weapon of fine tem-
pered steel and a carved walnut stock.
Keller brought out a boxful of brass
shells and Dancer tried a couple in the
gun. They slipped in smoothly and
when he broke the gun again, after
closing it, the shells were thrown out.

“That’s all right,” Dancer said in
satisfaction. “I’ll take this and the first
Navy gun.”

He baught a supply of shotgun shells,
a couple of hundred caps for the Navy
gun and enough paper cartridges to go
with them. He completed his purchases
by buying a worn holster and broad
belt to hold it.

He wore the holster and gun and
carried the shotgun under his arm when

he left the shop.

A FEW minutes later he stopped be-
fore the town jail. It was a log

building, well constructed, of two

stories. A staircase on the outside led

up to the second floor. 5
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The door on the lower floor was un-
locked. Entering, Dancer found a room
some eight by twelve feet, which con-
tained a wooden table and three or four
- chairs. A barred door, standing open,
led into another room twelve by twenty
feet—the jail. A single iron-barred
window lighted up the interior.

He found a couple of large keys in
a drawer of the table in the marshal’s
quarters and put them in his pocket.
Leaving the building he climbed the
outside stairs and found the door of the
second floor also unlocked. He opened
it and looked into the courtroom,
which was merely a single room cover-
ing the entire second floor. A chair and
table at one end comprised the furni-
ture.

He closed the door and started down
the stairs. A whiskered man, riding
a mangy horse, was passing the build-
ing. He went twenty or thirty feet,
then turned his horse and rode back,
reaching the foot of the stairs just as
Dancer came down to the street level.
He peered into Dancer’s face.

“TI know you,” he said suddenly.

“You’ll know me a lot better if you
don’t behave yourself in this town,”
Dancer retorted. ;

“I ain’t makin’ no trouble,” the man
on the horse said in a whining voice.
“But I do know you from somewheres.”
He scratched his whiskers. “I can’t
just remember where.”

“When you remember come and tell
me,” Dancer said sarcastically. “You'll
find me right here in the jail.”

He walked away from the man and
entered the marshal’s office where he
deposited his shotgun on the table. And
then he looked at the table for a long
moment and exhaled heavily.

The man out on the street had known
him, all right. And Dancer knew the
man. His name was Yancey and be-
cause of him Dancer had murdered a

man in cold blood . . . Evelyn Slo-
cum’s father.

It was nine years since Dancer had
seen Yancey, for the guerrilla had de-
serted during the black days following
the Lawrence Massacre. General Ew-
ing had issued his infamous Order No.
11 and his troops, under Colonel
Plumb, had burned every home in three
and a half Missouri counties; they had
killed every head of livestock in that
territory and destroyed the crops in the
fields so that no guerrillas could exist.

The scorched earth policy had scat-
tered Quantrell’s guerrillas; many had
deserted and the rest had retreated to
Texas where they remained inactive for
the rest of the war.

Dancer went to the door, opened it
and stepped out upon the street.
Yancey was gone, refreshing himself in
some saloon, no doubt."

CHAPTER X

ANCER walked down the street

and entering the China Cafe, had
a breakfast that he scarcely tasted.
Leaving the restaurant he stood outside
a moment and watched a half dozen
Texas cowboys ride up to the Drovers
Hotel and, tying their horses to the
hitch-rail, go in.

The time of day apparently meant
nothing to the wild Texas men; they
could drink as well at ten in the morn-
ing as ten at night. Then Dancer re-
membered that the Drovers Hotel, to-
day was the polling place.

He went quickly toward the hotel
and even before he entered heard blus-
tering voices. He pushed open the
door and stepped into the lobby.

Paul Hobson spied him instantly.

“Here, Marshal!” he called. “Get rid
of these men.”

The Texas men faced Dancer. “Look
—he’s got a tin badge,” one of them
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jeered.

“Get out!” Dancer snapped.

“Who’s going to make us?” a second
Texas man challenged.

“I am,” Dancer said calmly.

The Texas men exchanged glances;
they apparently knew that this was the
man who had killed Ben Slattery two
days ago and they were a little worried,
but they had evidently discussed this
subject before riding into Lanyard and
had probably come on a dare.

Their bluff had now been called and
it was up to the Texas men to make the
next move.

Only Dancer didn’t wait. He took
a quick step forward, half turned so
that his left side was toward the closest
Texas man, then with his right hand
whipped out his newly purchased Navy
Colt and laid it along the side of the
nearest man’s head. The man fell like
a log but before his body hit the floor,
Dancer had leaped back and was cov-
ering the others.

“Reach!” he said.

The Texas men weére caught flat-
footed. They cursed wildly, but as
Dancer’s eyes narrowed, they began
raising their hands.

Dancer signaled to Hobson.
their guns.”

Hobson and one of the poll workers
came out from behind the countér and
collected the weapons of the Texas men.
Then Dancer holstered his own gun and
stepped to one side.

He pointed to the unconscious man
on the floor. “Pick him up.”

The Texas men shuffled about for a
moment, then two of them picked up
the buffaloed man, one by the shoul-
ders, the other by the legs.

“QOutside,” Dancer ordered.

He herded the group out to the street
where they waited for further direc-
tions. Dancer nodded up the street in
the direction of the jail.

“Get

Half the population of Lanyard came
to doors and windows as the little pro-
cession passed and a half dozéen meén
joined in, among thém Dave Oldham.

“Well, how’s the job?” the gambler
asked.

“Six head, at three dollars each,”
replied Dancer grimly. “Not bad.”

IN THE jail, Dancer herded the pris-
oners into the back room and locked

- the door on them. As he left, curses

followed him. Dancer and Oldham
walked silently back to the Eldorado.
At the door of the gambling hall, Old-
ham stopped.

“What made you change your
mind?”

Dancer had had ample time to figure
out an answer to that; he’d been think-
ing about it since the day before. “I
guess you convinced me that this is my
job, Dave.”

Oldham looked at him in sudden em-
barrassment. “A man does the job he’s
cut out for.”

“And you think I'm cut out to be a
law man?”’

“You've just proved it, haven’t you?
Simmons wouldn’t have tackled those
six men—not if he knew that they’d
come primed for him.”

Up the street, Yancey, the formeér
guerrilla, came out of the China Cafe.
He saw Dancer and came over.

“Saw you leadin’ those boys to the
calaboose,” he said. “Nice work.” He
cocked his head to one side. “Was it
Cheyenne we met, Marshal?”

“No,” Dancer replied shortly. “I've
nevet been in Cheyenne.”

“I have,” Oldham said calmly.

Yancey sized up the gambler. “Yeah,
I seen you. Dealin’ faro in French
JacKk’s, wasn’t you?”

“ .. The time you got run out of
town,” Oldham finished.

Yancey scowled at Oldham and trot-
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ted off at a shuffling gait.

“Dirty bushwhacker,” Oldham mut-
tered.

“He thinks he knows me,”
said.

“Does he?”

“Yes. He can’t remember from
where.” He paused a moment, then
added: “It’ll come to him.”

“Run him out of town,” Oldham
suggested. “It’d be good work, too, for
he’s a sneak thief and cutthroat.”

“He’d still remember.”

“Oh, it’s like that.”

“He was at Lawrence.”

Oldham whistled softly.

Either the voters of Lanyard had all
voted by noon or Paul Hobson judged
that enough votes had been cast to
make it legal, for he announced that
the polls were closed and that all the
candidates had been elected.

An hour later Dancer got his first
taste of what it meant to be a politician.

Arch Kerigan rode inte town from
his camp five miles out on the prairie.
He sought out Paul Hobson, the newly-
dlected mayor of Lanyard, and talked
to him for ten minutes./ Then the two
men went to look for George Cum-
mings, the marshal. They found him
standing on the walk outside the barber
shop.

“Cummings, this is Walter Kerigan
who’s got a herd of six thousand Long-
horns south of town.”

“We've met before,”
quietly.

Kerigan exclaimed. “Of course,
you’re the Pleasanton man who kllled
Jim Dancer.”

“That’s right,” Hobson said. “You
were on the stage-coach with me that
day.” He nodded. “Cummings, those
men you arrested this morning work for
Kerigan.” '

“That’s too bad.”

The fat cattleman grunted.

Dancer

Dancer said

“T want

you to turn ’em loose.”

Dancer looked at Hobson.
not within my province, is it?”

“It’s all right. The boys didn’t really
mean any harm.”

“They meant to kill me.”

“Oh, say,” expostulated Kerigan.
“That’s pretty strong. They came to
town to have a little fun, that’s all.
You're making too much of this busi-
ness.”

“You've got a judge,” Dancer said
to Hobson. “If he says turn loose the
prisoners, I'll turn them loose.”

The mayor of Lanyard made an im-
patient gesture. ‘“That won’t be neces-
sary, Cummings. I’ve vouched for Mr.
Kerigan and it’s all right to let his boys
out.”

Dancer said deliberately: “You told
me the procedure was to deliver the
prlsoners to Judge Leach i in the court-
room.’

“Ordinarily, yes, but not this time.”

“Oh, there are exceptions to the
rule?”

Kerigan blustered. “Looks like your
marshal doesn’t know who’s boss
around here, Hobson.”

Hobson flushed. “This is Cummings’
first day on the job, Walter. You’ll have
to excuse him.” :

“T’ll excuse him as soon as he lets my
boys out of his calaboose.”

“That’ll be when the Judge says to
let them out.”

“Now look, Cummings,” Hobson
said ominously, “let’s not have trouble
right at the start.”

“All right, let’s not,” Dancer replied.
“So just get Judge Leach to tell me to
let the prisoners go.”

Angrily, Hobson turned away and
strode to a narrow building between two
saloons on which was a sign: Chandler
Leach, Lawyer. He disappeared inside.
Kerigan followed Hobson, but waited
outside the building.

“That’s
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DANCER walked to the jail a block

away. As he reached it he turned
and saw Hobson,Kerigan and a tubby
little man coming toward him. He
waited in the doorway.

Chandler Leach, Justice of the
Peace, was about five feet four inches
tall and about two-thirds of that dis-
tance wide. He affected a goatee and a
black slouch hat. }

“Marshal Cummings,” he snapped
briskly as the trio came up, “what are
the charges against these men?”

Dancer looked at Hobson. “What are
the charges?”

“How should I know?” Hobson said
testily.

“You told me to throw them out of
your hotel.”

“They weren’t doing anything.”

“Case dismissed,” Judge Leach said.
“Lack of evidence. g

Dancer went into his ofﬁce and un-
locked the jail door. The man he had
buffaloed was on his feet with his
friends. “You’re free, boys,” Dancer

- said to them.

They filed out of the jail, each man
in turn giving Dancer a dirty look. Out-
side, they began complaining to Walter

Kerigan.
“It’s all right, boys,” Kerigan
soothed. “The marshal got a little

uppity. You've had a long trip from
Texas and you’re entitled to a little fun.
Go and enjoy yourselves.”

Dancer came out. “Without your
guns,” he said. ‘

“Are you crazy, Marshal?” Kerigan
demanded. “A Texas man isn’t dressed
without his gun.”

“Then he’ll have to do his celebrat-
ing outside of Lanyard,” Dancer said,
“for I'm not going to permit the wear-
ing of guns inside the town limits.”

Hobson bared his teeth. “You’re go-
ing too far, Cummings. There’s no
ordinance against carrying guns.”

- “I’'m making a personal oné,” Dan-
cer told him. “And I'm gomg to arrest
every man who carries a gun.”

“And I'll turn them loose,” barked
the justice of the peace.

“In that case,” Dancer said calmly,

“you can hold a new election for a town
matshal.”

He closed the door of the jail and
walked away from the group. But be-
fore he had reached the Drovers Hotel
Hobson caught up to him.

“Don’t be a fool, Cummings,” the
mayor said. “You’re making a moun-
tain out of a molehill.”

“I didn’t ask for the job,” Dancer
replied. “You asked me to take it.”

“I know,” Hobson said. “And per-
sonally T agree with you about that
gun-toting business. After what hap-
pened yesterday such an ordinance
might be a good thing. T’ll bring it up
before the council.”

BERT SLOCUM was cutting across
the street from the land company
office. Dancer saw him coming and
stopped. ‘
“What’s the trouble?” Slocum asked
before he reached the two men.
“Cummings has threatened to quit
his job,” Hobson said surlily.
“I haven’t threatened—I’ve quit.”
Slocum shot an angry glance at Hob-
son. “What’s this about, Paul?”
“Just a misunderstanding, Bert.
Cummings arrested some of Walter
Kerigan’s men and Kerigan got all hot
and bothered so I asked Cummings to
let the men go. He—uh—insisted he
couldn’t let them out without an order
from Judge Leach.”
“What was wrong with that?”
“Nothing.” Hobson frowned. “But
you know Kerigan. He brings four-
five herds up the trail every year and—
well, he’s an important man. Bert, you
know that as well as I.”
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. “True, he spends a lot of money here
and the railroad gets a lot of his busi-
ness, but if we’re going to have law,
Paul, it’s got to be the same law for
everyone.” Slocum clapped Dancer on
the shoulder. “You were quite right,
Marshal. Of course in the case of a
man like Walter Kerigan, you could
have taken the men before Judge Leach
right away.”

He smiled.
about?” _

Hobson hesitated. “He also thinks
we ought to pass an ordinance against
gun-toting within the town limits.”

“An excellent idea. I was going to
bring that up at the first meeting of the
council. You saw what happened here
a couple of days ago. Such a thing
couldn’t take place if we had such an
ordinance and enforced it.”

“You’re right, Bert, I agree with
you.”

Slocum beamed at Dancer.
all settled then, eh, Cummings?”

Dancer shrugged. “We'll try it.”

“Good. Paul, have you told him
about tonight?”

“Clean forgot. There’s a party to-
night at the hotel, Cummings. Sort of
celebration. We expect you to be
there.”

“Is that all that this is

CHAPTER XI

HE Texas men began coming into

town around noon, but Dancer, in
view of the promise of a forthcoming
ordinance prohibiting the wearing of
firearms, decided to forego the disarm-
ing of the cowboys until he could do so
legally.

There was some carousing during the
afternoon, but no shooting. Some of the
Texas men left town before dark, but
their places were taken by others who
had been riding herd during the day.

Dancer had his dinner at the China

“So it’s -

Cafe around seven and then-went to his
office in the jail building and got the
shotgun. He left it with the clerk at
the Drovers Hotel. The hotel was cen-
trally located and if he needed the gun
he could get it more quickly here than
from the jail. .

He made a leisurely tour of Main
Street afterwards, going down one side
of the street and returning on the other.
He stopped in at two or three saloons
and gambling halls and received the
hostile stares of a few Texas men.

Dancer didn’t like it; things were too
quiet. At eight o’clock he stopped in
at the hotel and found Paul Hobson
freshly shaved and wearing his best
Prince Albert.

“You’re going to the party, aren’t
you, Cummings?” Hobson asked.

“I intend to look in.”

“Make it before nine; we’re going to
have a little meeting and I’d like to get
started before there’s too much drink-
ing.”

Hobson left the hotel with Dancer
and they walked a half block to a big
frame building which had a wooden sign
over the door: Masonic Hall. The front
door was open and the interior brightly
lighted. A small orchestra at the rear
was tuning up its instruments. Fif-
teen or twenty people, including several
women, were already inside.

“T’ll see you later, then,” Hobson
said as he left Dancer at the door.

Dancer nodded and started down the
street. As he was crossing to return on
the other side he met Bert Slocum and
his niece, Evelyn, just crossing to the
side on which the Masonic Hall was
situated.

“Evening, Marshal,” the land compa-
ny man greeted Dancer. His niece nod-
ded.

“Good evening,” Dancer responded.
He finished crossing the street and
looked in at the Panhandle Saloon. Two
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or three cowboys were having a warm
argument with a bartender and Dancer
lingered for awhile, but when the argu-
ment subsided he left.

As he came opposite the Masonic
Hall, music came across the street, the
lilting strains of Sweet Betsy From
Pike. Dancer stopped and listened for
a moment, then crossed the street.

There was a small crowd standing
outside the hall. All were well dressed
indicating that they were business men
of the town. One or two greeted Dancer
and he responded. The door was partly
closed now so that he could get only a
glimpse of the interior, but since it was
already eight-thirty or later, he opened
the door and stepped inside.

HE room was a large one, with a

staircase at the far end leading to
the second floor. Just inside the front
door was a plain. table behind which
sat a middle-aged man with flowing
white mustaches. Behind him was a row
of nails upon which hung revolvers and
pistols of all sorts.

“Check your gun,” he said to Dancer,
then recognized him and grinned.
“Guess we’ll make an exception in your
case. And you won’t have to buy no
ticket neither.”

“I don’t mind buying a ticket,”
Dancer said. “How much is it?”

“Dollar, but we can’t take money
from the marshal. Go in and dance.”
He winked. “Some mighty nice-look-
ing women folks here.”

Dancer had already seen one: Eve-
lyn Slocum. She was dancing with a
paunchy middle-aged man whose
Prince Albert dragged below his knees.
She was smiling but it was a forced
smile. -

The music stopped and Evelyn’s es-
cort said something to her and walking
off, left her in the the middle of the
floor. Evelyn shook her head and

started for the side of the room, then
suddenly changed her course and came
toward Dancer.

“Well, Mr. Cummings,” she said as
she came up. “What do you think of our
society? They’re all here—the best
people of Lanyard.”

“They’re good people, I imagine,”
Dancer said. :

“Until the men get liquored up.” She
nodded toward the staircase at the rear.
“We're not supposed to know why the
men keep going upstairs.” She smiled.
“Well, I'm keeping you from joining
the procession.”

He shook his head. “I don’t drink.”

“You don’t—drink? A South-
erner . . .”

“I’'m not a Southerner.”

She seemed surprised. “I wonder

what made me think you were?”

At that moment the four-piece or-
chestra started playing and Evelyn
looked at Dancer questioningly. For
just a second Dancer stiffened, then he
drew a deep breath.

“Are you engaged for this dance,
Miss Slocum?’ he asked hesitantly.

For answer she smiled and held up
her arms. Dancer placed his right hand
in the small of her back and took her
right hand in his left. He started to
lead her awkwardly. Fortunately the
piece was a waltz and he could concen-
trate upon the steps, for it was ten
years since he had danced.

They made a half circuit of the room
without speaking, then Evelyn broke
the silence. “You’re an improvement
over my last partner.”

“Not much, I'm afraid.
time since I've danced.”

“Well, you are a little stiff,” Evelyn
admitted. “It might help if you re-
laxed a little.”

A fine film of perspiration was al-
ready  covering Dancer’s face.
“Would you rather sit it out?” he asked.

It’s some
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“Oh no, I'm enjoying the dance.”
She looked up at him. “Besides, I've
wanted to talk to you ever since the—
the other day. You say you’re not a
Southerner, Mr. Cummings. I was al-
most certain you were because I can’t
imagine a—well, a Northerner risking

his life to help a woman. What made”™

you do it?”

“I don’t think I stopped to think of a
reason.”

“You acted instinctively?”

ANCER didn’t like the trend of the

conversation, but did not know
how to change it, so remained silent.
A little frown of annoyance flitted
across Evelyn Slocum’s features.

“I understand you’re not supposed to
question a man about his past out
here,” she persisted, “but I'm curious
about you, Mr. Cummings. Where are
you from?”

“Hasn’t your uncle told you about
me?”’

“Why, no,” she said. “I asked him
but he said he knew nothing about
you.”

Dancer was surprised. “He didn’t
tell you I was a . . . a detective?”

She exclaimed. “A detective!”

“That was my qualification for the
marshal’s job.”

The music stopped and Dancer re-
leased her, but for a moment she stood
with her arms half raised, frowning at
him. “Is there . . . some reason my
uncle hasn’t told me about you?”

“I can’t think of any. I was a de-
tective for Arthur Pleasanton.” He
paused to let that sink in, then added:
“I’m the man who got Jim Dancer.”

She recoiled as suddenly as if he had
slapped her. “You . .. you . . . got
him? You mean Jim Dancer is dead?”

“Didn’t you know?” Dancer asked
tonelessly.

Around them the couples had left the

floor, but Evelyn Slocum seemed not to
have noticed. She stared at Dancer
with burning intensity.

“I'm sorry,” Dancer said stiffly.
“Your uncle probably had a reason for
not telling you.”

Her lips parted a little and her tongue
came out to moisten them. Her eyes
remained wide open. Dancer bowed.
“Thank you, Miss Slocum, for the
dance.” ;

He walked off, heading for the stairs
at the rear. It wasn’t until he was
climbing them that he risked a quick
glance back at the dance floor. Eve-
lyn Slocum was walking to the side of
the room, her legs carrying her as stiffly
as if she were an automaton.

Dancer swore under his breath.

“Ah, Cummings,” Hobson called
from the top of the stairs. “I was just
coming down to see if you’d showed up.
We're ready to start.”

There was a little room at the top of
the stairs where there was a table on
which stood a half dozen bottles of vari-
ous brands of whiskey. Several men
were sampling them, but Hobson took
Dancer beyond to another room.

Here were gathered around a table.
the rulers of Lanyard. In addition to
Leach, Justice of the Peace, there was
Kenneth Vedder, the prosecuting attor-
ney, a lean consumptive-looking man in
his early thirties and the members of
the city council, Bertram Slocum; Wal-
ter Bullock, the banker, and Milo
Meeker, who owned the biggest dry
goods store in the town. With Hobson,
the mayor, and Cummings, the mar-
shal, they comprised the “elected”
public officials.

OBSON introduced Cummings to
those members of the council
whom he had not yet met, then they
seated themselves at the table.
“We might as well get right down to
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business,” Slocum began, then. “Paul,
as mayor of Lanyard, you have the
chair.”

Hobson pursed his lips. “What’ll it be
first—money matters?”

Walter Bullock chortled, but found
that his humor received no support and
quickly sobered. “Money’s always in-
teresting,” he said lamely.

“If you’ve got it,” Vedder, the prose-
cuting attorney, said drily.

“We haven’t,” Slocum said testily. “A
few of us have been digging down into
our own pockets, but we’ve got a regu-
lar government now and I think we
ought to make it self-supporting.” He
frowned at Vedder. “How much pay
d’you figure you ought to have?” ‘

“That depends on how much time
T’ll have to give to the job.”

“I think you’ll find that it’ll take just
about all of your time,” Slocum said
grimly. “I want Lanyard to be the kind
of town where a respectable woman can
walk down the street at any time of the
day or evening without being in danger
of her life, or—”

“Or dignity?” Vedder suggested.

Slocum scowled at the prosecuting
attorney. “Or dignity!” .

Hobson hastened to say, “A good
town means business for all of us. Lan-
yard’s the fastest growing town in Kan-
sas. Another two years and it’ll be a
city.”

“Danged near a city now,” declared
Judge Leach. “If you don’t mind, I
been doing a little thinking. I can
make my office self-supporting.”

“How do you figure that?” Slocum
demanded. .

“The fines. Marshal Cummings ar-
rested six men this afternon.” He
looked furtively at Paul Hobson. “I
could have fined those men ten dollars
apiece for disorderly conduct.”

“Which amount you expected to keep
for yourself?” Slocum asked wither-

ingly.

“That’s the way they do it in a lot of
towns,” Leach said defensively. “The
Justice of the Peace keeps the money he
takes in.”

“You'll get twenty-five per cent,”
Slocum snapped. - He turned to Vedder.
“And another twenty-five per cent goes
to you. The other fifty goes to the
town treasurer.”

Kenneth Vedder smiled mockingly.
“And who’ll be the treasurer?”

“Bullock. He’s used to handling
money.” Slocum took a slip of paper
from a pocket, unfolded it and studied
some notes. “Now, there’s taxes.”

“Taxes!” exclaimed Vedder. “Isn’t
that a county matter?”’

“We haven’t got a county govern-
ment. Lanyard’s the county—except
for Bruno, that wart on the prairie, up
north. But we don’t have to consider
them. I’m in favor of taxing the busi-
ness men of this town.”

AN D then Milo Meeker spoke his
first words. “Wal, now, Mr. Slo-
cum,” he began.

“Yes?))

“Wal, I dunno, don’t they usually tax
the property owners afore they do the
business men in a town?”

Slocum’s eyes glowered angrily. “A
man makes money off business, not
land.”

“Correction,” interposed Vedder.
“The first money around here is made
by the land-owner who sells the prop-
erty to the business man.” .

Slocum fixed Vedder with a cold
glance. “Seems to me you’re making a
lot of suggestions, Mr. Vedder.”

“Oh, am I?” Vedder said, not at all
abashed. “I apologize. I’ll let some of
you other gentlemen talk. What do
you think, Mr. Bullock?”

“Oh, quite,” said the banker of Lan-
yard. “I agree with Mr, Slocum. Don’t
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you, Mr. Mayor?”

“What Mr. Slocum says makes sense
to me,” Hobson said. “It’s the mer-
chants of this town who’ll get the bene-
fit of the—ah—civic improvements and
I, for one, expect to pay for them.”

“Then it’s agreed that we tax the
business men of this town?” Slocum
saig.
“Objection!” cried Vedder.

Slocum banged the table with his
fist. “What the hell are you objecting
to, Vedder? You don’t own any busi-
ness.”

“I'm objecting to what you objected
to a moment ago, Mr. Slocum,” Vedder
said coolly. “Too many suggestions by

one man. I think we should have a
. vote.”

“A vote on what?” Slocum de-
manded.

“Your suggestion of taxing the busi-
men instead of the property owners.”

Bertram Slocum leaned back in his
chair and looked around at the faces
around the table. “All right,” he said
finally. “What’s your vote, Meeker?”

“How much would the tax be?”
Meeker asked fidgeting.

“No more’n you could pay.”

“T’d like to know how much. I paid
quite a lot for my store building and
I’d like to get it back.”

“Youwll get it.”

Meeker still did not seem too cer-
tain. “Business has been all right so
far, but you can’t tell what it will be
like in winter when the herds stop com-
ing to town.”

“Taxes won’t be as high in winter.”

“How you going to determine just
how much a man’s to pay—and when?
Some businesses are bigger than others.
And more profit in them. You take a
saloon—or a gambling hall—it’s nearly
all profit. But I sell merchandise that
costs a lot of money. My prices are
low.”

SLOCUM pounded the table again.

“Let’s not get into that or we’ll be
here all night. My idea is that the tax
will depend on the size of a man’s bus-
iness, but we can thrash that out later.
Let’s just decide now who’s going to
be taxed: the business man or the—the
property owner. Mr. Vedder thinks
we ought to vote on it. All right, let’s
vote.”

“I vote that both the property owner
and business man should be taxed,”
Vedder said promptly, and received a
glare from Slocum.

“Hobson?” snapped Slocum.

“The business man.”

“Meeker?”

Meeker swallowed hard. “I vote like
Mr. Vedder.”

“All right, what about you, Bullock?”

“I cast my vote with yours, Bert.”

“That leaves the judge and the mar-
shal” -

Judge Leach cleared his throat. “I’'m
afraid, Mr. Slocum, that I’ll have to
agree with Vedder. The property own-
er—" ;

“All right, you've said it,” Slocum
cut in, “That makes it three to three,
with the marshal yet to vote.”

“I know very little about city govern-
ments,” Dancer said, “but what the
prosecutor said seems to make sense—
those who' get the benefit of a govern-
ment should pay for it and it strikes
me that the property owner gets as
much benefit as the business man. ...”

“Very well,” Slocum conceded, “the
majority votes that the property owner
pays a tax along with the business man.
That takes care of the city finances.
We'll work out the details later. Now,
Marshal, you suggested a special ordi-
nance prohibiting the carrying of guns
in Lanyard. Suppose we passed such
an ordinance? Do you think you could
enforce it?”

“I could try.”
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“You can’t be on duty day and night,
though. I think you ought to have a
deputy marshal.”

Chandler Leach suddenly bnghtened
“A town this size really needs two law
officers and three mightn’t be a bad
idea.”

“Two ought to do it, for the time,”
Slocum said. “I propose that the coun-
cil employ a deputy marshal to assist
the marshal, at—say, a hundred dollars
a month. And a percentage of the fees
would only be fair, wouldn’t it?”

Dancer saw that he was being pena-
lized for having voted against Slocum
on the other proposition and he could
foretell the vote on this new issue: the
more peace officers in the town, the
more arrests . . . and cases brought
‘before Judge Leach—at twenty-five per
cent.

CHAPTER Xil
THE voté was a unanimous one,
for Dancer surprised the others by
voting in favor of it. Kenneth Vedder
hesitated over his own vote, but when
Dancer announced his own decision,
Vedder went along.

Two or three minor matters were
brought up by Slocum and disposed of,
then Slocum pushed back his chair.
“I guess we’ve about covered everything
now. Shall we join the ladies down-
stairs?”

They filed out of the room, bu¢ Ved-
der catching Dancer’s eye, held him
back. Then, when the others had gone
out, Vedder held out his hand.

“Didn’t really get a chance to say
hello before,” the prosecutor said.

Dancer smiled. “Hello.”

“I'm glad we’re to be friends,” Ved-
der said, “for it looks like you and I
are going to be on the same side in a
lot of things.” He grinned. “We for-
got to give a vote of thanks to the may-

or for the way he conducted the meet-
ing.”

“The mayor?”

“Isn’t Slocum the mayor?” Vedder
asked innocently.

Dancer chuckled.
town, isn’t'it?”

“That’s why I thought he ought to
pay for its upkeep,” replied Vedder.

. They left the room. Judge Leach
was in the ante-room with a bottle
tilted over his mouth, but the other
members of the city council had gone
downstairs.

Vedder indicated the liquor.
snort, Marshal?”

Dancer shook his head.

“Guess I’'ll have a short one,” Ved-
der said.

Dancer left him with his colleague,
the judge, and proceeded on down the
stairs. At the foot of the stairs he
stopped and surveyed the dance floor.
It was considerably more crowded than
it had been before and it seemed to
Dancer that the character of some of
the guests had changed.

He got it after a moment. Some
Texas men had filtered in. Two or
three were even dancing with the wives
and daughters of business men. And
the latter were not exactly showing ap-
proval. Several were gathered in one
corner in a spirited huddle. Bert Slo-
cum, one of the group, spied Dancer
and started across the room.

Dancer, seeing him coming, tried to
ease along the far side of the room, but
was blocked by the dancers so that
Slocum eaught up to him.

“Look here, Cummings,” Slocum
said angrily, “I want you to get rid of
these Texas men.”

“Sure, replied Dancer,
point them out.”

“I don’t have to point them out,”
snapped Slocum. . “You can pick them
out by their clothes.”

“Well, it’s his

“A

“if you’ll
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“QOh,” said Dancer, “I get it. The
ones wearing old clothes are Texas
men.” He suddenly reached into the
dancers and caught hold of a man wear-
ing a suit of rusty broadcloth. “Here,
you, Mr. Slocum says to get out of
here.” -

LOCUM lunged forward and

grabbed Dancer’s arm. “Not him,”

he cried. “He owns the Lanyard Hard-

ware Store. Excuse it, Chester . . .”

He stabbed his forefinger at a man in

soiled levis and high-heeled boots, who
was dancing nearby. “There’s one.”

The cowboy saw Slocum’s pointing
finger and released his partner. “You
pointin’ at me?” he demanded trucu-
lently.

“Throw him out,” Slocum ordered
Dancer.

Dancer went up to the cowboy. “This
is a private party, Mister.”

“Who says so?”

“I do'”

“And who the hell do you think you
are?”

“I’'m the man who’s going to break
your thick skull if you don’t get out
of here quietly,” Dancer said.

The Texas man started to bluster but
Dancer grabbed his arm and twisted it
around behind the man’s back in a sav-
age hammerlock. He propelled the
man through the dancers toward the
door and was shoving him out of the
hall when he heard pounding footsteps
behind him. He released the man and
whirling, faced three charging cowboys.

Dancer stepped quickly to one side
and dropped his hand to the butt of his
gun. That brought up the cowboys, for
they were all unarmed.

“Out,” Dancer said coldly.

“It’s a Yankee trick,” one of the men
snarled. “We have to check our guns
and they keep theirs.”

“I’'m -the marshal,”” Dancer said.

“There’s a law against carrying guns in
Lanyard.”

“Since when?”

“Since ten minutes ago, when the city
council passed it.”

“One of the cowboys suddenly
winked at his friends. “Okay, we're
leaving town now. Give us our guns.”
The last sentence was spoken to the
white-mustached custodian of the
checked guns.

Dancer blocked the table of the gun
checker. “You’ll get your guns tomor-
row.” :

“We ain’t comin’ into town tomor-
row.”

“Then you’ll have to wait until you
do come in.”

“Oh, yeah?” sneered one of the Texas
men. He made a sudden lunge for
Dancer—and reeled back as Dancer
smashed him in the face with the barrel
of his Navy gun.

“Now you go to jail,” Dancer said.

The man at the door, the one whom
Dancer had brought out from the dance
floor, ducked outside. But the other
three. men were caught and Dancer
herded them out of the Masonic Hall
and up the street to the jail where he
locked them in.

Leaving the jail he returned to the
Masonic Hall, but found that whatever
other Texas men had been there had
left. And quite a few of the townspeo-
ple were leaving.

Dancer caught a glimpse of Evelyn
Slocum with her hat on, but she either
did not see him or saw him and kept her
eyes averted. He left the hall and
walked down the street to the Eldorado,
where he turned in.

HE place was doing a land office

business and Dancer saw Florence
Peel herself presiding over a faro table.
She did not see him as he approached
the table.
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“Place your bets, gentlemen,” she
was droning. “The house pays Num-
ber 7—eighty dollars to the man with
the hat on.”

She manipulated the cards in the
box. “The king wins and the deuce
loses.”

She looked up then and met Dancer’s
eyes. “Are you playing, Marshal?”
she asked mockingly.

“Not during working hours,” he re-
torted.

“A drink on the house?”

“Yes.”

She shoved the card case toward the
house man beside her, and came around
the table. Touching his arm lightly she
led the way through the crowds to the
bar.

“Bourbon, Marshal?” she asked.

“A bottle of beer.”

“You fight on beer?”

He grinned. “I do my best killing
on water. I’ve just come from a meet-
ing of the city council—that’s why I
need the beer.”

“As bad as that?”

“You’ll find out when you get your
tax bl o

“What taxes?”

“City taxes. That’s what the meeting
was about.” He shook his head. “You
can’t run a government without taxes,
you know.”

“Then let Bert Slocum pay taxes.
He owns everything around here.”

“Oh, he’s going to pay taxes. We
out-voted him on that—four to three.”

“Who voted against him?”

“The prosecutor, the judge, Milo
Meeker and myself.”

Florence’s lips curled contemptuous-
ly. “And Bullock and Hobson voted
with him? . . . How much are these
taxes going to be?”

“It wasn’t decided. I have a hunch
Slocum’s going to decide that without
bringing it up in another meeting.”

“And then who’s going to do the col-
lecting?”

“Not the marshal of Lanyard Oh—-
that reminds me, there’s going to be an
assistant marshal.”

Dave Oldham came up and dropped
his hand on Dancer’s shoulder. “Eve-
ning, Marshal. How long are you sup-
posed to be on duty?”

“Don’t know’s there are any special
hours. Why?”

“Thought you’d be turning in by
now.”

“What’s up?”

Oldham shook his head. ‘“Nothing.
Just thought you’d be tired along about
now.”

“Don’t try being subtle, Dave ex-
claimed Florence.
Oldham said in a low voice: “Just

overheard something. They’re getting
together a crew to break some of their
friends out of jail.” He smiled and sig-
naled to a bartender. The man brought
a bottle of whiskey and a small glass.
Oldham filled it and tossed off the WhlS-
key in a single gulp.

“What’s the difference, Marshal?
The judge let six of them go this morn-
ing.”

“I can’t help that,” Dancer said.
“But you’re right, I can’t stay up all
night. Think I'll turn in.” He nod-
ded to Florence, smiled at Oldham and
left the bar.

HE MOVED leisurely toward the

door, but once through it, walked
swiftly toward the Drovers Hotel. The
pimply-faced night clerk was dozing in
an armchair behind the desk and Danc-
er got his shotgun without awakening
him.

Leaving the hotel he crossed the
street and strode quickly toward the
jail. By striking a couple of matches
inside he found a lamp, which he
lighted and by its light examined the



FIGHTING MAN 49

front doer. It was a sturdy one, made
of planks two inches thick, and would
withstand any assault less than a bat-
tering ram. But looking about the
room Dancer saw only one window
and that was on the side. The archi-
tect of the building had made an error
there. If he locked the door on the
side, Dancer would. be a prisoner him-
self—until the door was broken down
and then the fighting would be at ex-
tremely close quarters.

He shook his head and stepped out
of the jail. He walked to the edge
of the building, noted the stairs going
to the second floor and returning to the
front door, pulled it shut and locked it
with the key.

Then he ran lightly up the stairs and
unlocked the courtroom door. He
stepped through the door and closed
it to within two or three inches. He
leaned the shotgun against the wall and
seated himself beside it.

For a mob, the Texas men were pret-
ty quiet. Dancer, his ears cocked, had
expected to hear loud talking and shout-
ing as they approached the jail building,
but the first he was aware of their
presence was when the doorknob was
rattled down below.

A voice called: “Hey, Marshal,
there’s a man been hurt at the Texas
Bar.”

There was of course no reply from
inside the jail. Upstairs, Dancer got to
his feet and picked up the shotgun.
' Down below and around in front, a
Texas man banged on the door with
his fist. “Open up, Marshal!”

After that wrangling began among
the Texas men. Dancer swung open
the courtroom door and stepped cau-
tiously out upon the stair platform.
Boots pounded and a man came run-
ning around the corner. He was head-
ed for the rear of the building.

“Looking for something?” Dancer

called down.

The man cried out and skidded to
an abrupt halt. His eyes darted about
on the ground for a moment before
they turned upwards and picked out
Dancer, who was silhouetted in the
moonlight.

“It’s the Marshal!” the Texas man
cried out hoarsely.

By that time there was a rush from
the front of the building. Eight or ten
Texas men pounded around the corner
of the building in a solid body and like
their vanguard came to a halt and
searched for the whereabouts of their
enemy,

Dancer called down from the head
of the stairs: “I’'ve got a double-bar-
reled scattergun here.”

A man shouted, “We want those pris-
oners!”

Moonlight gleamed on a revolver
down below. “Drop that gun!” a man
cried.

“I’ve got my finger on the trigger,”
Dancer said calmly. “Even if you get
me, half of you’ll die.”

THE truth of that was apparent to

the Texas men, for the range was
not more than fifteen or sixteen feet.
It was merely a matter of nerve and
the men on the ground had seen his
stand against Ben Slattery a few days
ago when Dancer had gone against al-
most certain death.

A couple of the Texas men began
edging backwards so that they could
spring around the edge of the building
for protection, but Dancer saw them
move.

“Stand still,” he warned.

He started down the staircase, tak-
ing each step with deliberate care.
When he was halfway down so that
he stood about six feet above the men,
he stopped.

“All right now,” he said, “start un-
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loading your hardware.”

From the middle of the street a cool
voice called: “Do what he says!”

And they obeyed, nine Texas men
who had been a mob only a few min-
utes ago. Dave Oldham moved for-
. ward from the gloom of the street with
a derringer in his left hand and a full-
sized six-gun in his right.

Dancer came down the rest of the
stairs then, and moving up beside Old-
ham, handed him the key to the jail.
“Unlock the door, Dave.”

A couple of minutes later the jail
held an even dozen prisoners. At
twenty-five per cent of ten dollars a
head, Judge Chandler Leach would
make a nice profit on his next day’s
work.

When the Texas men were locked
up, Dancer and Oldham stepped out
upon the street. “Thanks, Dave ” Dan-
cer said.

“I didn’t do much,” Oldham replied.
“You had the situation well in hand be-
fore I showed up.” He paused. “As
a matter of fact, it was Florence who
suggested I go and see if you’d really
gone to sleep.”

Dancer was silent for a moment.
Then he said: “I’m going to bunk down
here tonight.”

“I’ll keep you company.”

That won’t be necessary. I doubt
if they’ll try anything else tonight.”

Oldham hesitated, then nodded. He
walked off into the night. Dancer
watched him until he was out of sight,
then locking the door of the jail, climbed
up to the courtroom. He locked that
door on the inside and stretching out
on the floor, was asleep inside of two
minutes.

CHAPTER Xl

UDGE CHANDLER LEACH, ac-
companied by the prosecutor, showed

up in the courtroom a few minutes after
eight.

“Hear you got some prisoners, Mar-
shal,” he said, with satisfaction in his
tone.

“An even dozen.”

The judge rubbed his hands togeth-
er. “Fine, fine. Bring them up, please.”

Dancer went down to the jail and un-
locked the inner door. “All right, boys,”
he said, “the judge is ready for you.”

The Texas men filed out sullenly.
Out on the street a group of Lanyard
residents had gathered and watched the
prisoners climb up to the courtroom.
They followed Dancer up the stairs.

Judge Leach surveyed the prisoners.
“Well, Marshal, what’s the charge?”

Dancer picked out the three men he
had arrested first. ‘“Disorderly con-
duct for these three.”

Vedder said: “What’d they do?”

“They were at the dance last night
and Mr. Slocum wanted me to throw
them out. I asked them to leave and
then—well, there was some argument

»

“The charge is disorderly conduct
and resisting arrest, Your Honor,” Ved-
der said.

“Good, good!” = exclaimed Judge
Leach, then caught himself. “How do
you plead—guilty or not guilty?”

The three men looked at each other,
then all said, simultaneously, “Not
guilty.”

“Guilty!” snapped Judge Leach.
“And you’re fined twenty-five dollars
each.”

“You go to hell!” cried one of the
Texas men. ;

“Twenty-five dollars for contempt of
court,” snapped Judge Leach. “That’s
fifty dollars for you and if you say an-
other word it’ll be another twenty-five.”

The Texas man glared at Judge
Leach, but swallowed hard. “I haven’t
got fifty dollars.”
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“Then you’ll go to jail.”

The three sentenced prisoners got
together in a huddle and produced some
money. “We got sixty-two dollars,”
one of them announced.

“Try again,” the judge instructed.

This time the trio went into a huddle
with the other nine men and the hun-
dred dollars was raised. Judge Leach
accepted it and thrust the money in a
pocket. Then he nodded to Dancer.

“Next case.”

Dancer indicated the nine men.
“These men tried to break the other
three out of jail.”

“Jail breaking, eh? That’s a serious
charge. Guilty or not guilty?”

“Not guilty,” cried a couple of the
men.

Leach surveyed the prisoners coldly.

“I find you guilty and fine you twenty- .

five dollars apiece.”

Howls of rage went up and there was
considerable calling of names, but when
the contempt of charges had all been
slapped on, Leach was holding out for a
total of four hundred dollars from the
nine men.

They scraped together one hundred
and eighty dollars of the amount. Judge
Leach singled out four of the men, along
with the three whose cases had been
disposed of first. “You men can go; the
others stay here until the fines are all
paid.”

OUTSIDE, boots pounded the stairs
and Paul Hobson and Walter Ker-
igan came into the courtroom.

“Just a minute, Judge,” cried Keri-
gan. “I’ve hired an attorney for these
men—he’ll be here in a minute.”

“Too late; I've already sentenced
them.”

“You can unsentence them,
Kerigan.

The judge pounded the table with his
fist. “Mr. Kerigan, I must warn you,

»

roared

.the room.

you’re liable to be in contempt of court.
I’ve already had to fine several of these
men for that very thing.”

A stocky, middle-aged man came into
“Your Honor,” he said,
“I’'ve been retained to defend these
wen- . - 2

“You’re too late, Counsellor,” said
the judge. “But you’re in time to advise
Mr. Kerigan to make up the balance of
the fines—”

“I’ll see you in hell first,” roared Ker-
igan.

Leach pounded the table. “Fifty dol-
lars for contempt of court!”

Kerigan began to sputter. “Why,
you, goddam two-bit imitation. . .”

“One hundred dollars!” thundered
Judge Leach.

Kerigan’s lawyer grabbed his arm.
On the other side Paul Hobson took
hold of him and between them they
propelled Kerigan out of the court-
room, out upon the stairs. Then, after
a couple of moments, Hobson returned,
his face flushed.

“What’s the total amount, Judge?”
he asked.

“It was two-twenty and I fined him
one hundred for contempt of court—
three-twenty all told.”’

Hobson took out a large roll of bills
and counted out the money. .

“All right,” Leach said to the pris-
oners, ‘you can all go now.”

They left with a good deal of mum-
bling and muttering. As soon as the
door was closed, Hobson strode to the
judge’s table. “Now look here, Leach,
you’ve gone too far!”

“Have I?” Leach asked grimly.

“Kerigan is the biggest cattleman in
the Texas Panhandle,” Hobson cried.
“He’s brought two herds to Lanyard
already and he’ll bring five a year.”

“Then it’s a good thing he learns :
about law and order,” Leach snapped.

Hobson whirled on Charles Vedder.
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“That twenty-five per cent stuff was a
mistake. You two have cooked this up
between you.”

“Oh, no, we haven’t,” retorted Ved-
der. “This is the judge’s own idea.”
He chuckled. “Although it’s not a bad
one, if you ask me. The town’s cut is
three hundred.”

Hobson choked down more angry
words and fled the courtroom.

HE judge took out all the money he

had collected in fines. “Six hundred
dollars,” he said gleefully. ‘“Neot bad,
not bad . . . That’s one hundred and
fifty for me, the same for you, Prose-
cutor.” He was sorting out the money.
Vedder watched him in complete aston-
ishment.

“Aren’t you going to turn it over to
the city?” ‘

“What for? The agreement was
twenty-five per cent to you and me, so
why shouldn’t we take it when we get
it? And you, Marshal, you get three
dollars per arrest. Here’s your thirty-
six dollars. Keep up the good work
and we’ll make ourselves a nice little
pile here.”

“I think you’d better turn mine over
to the city treasurer,” Dancer said.
“I’d prefer to collect it from him all at
one time . . .”

“That goes for me, Judge,” Vedder
said.

Leach shrugged. “Just as you say,
but I’'m taking mine now.”

Dancer left the courtroom, but be-
fore he had reached the ground, Vedder
was coming down the stairs after him.

“I’ll walk with you, Marshal,” Ved-
der called. _

They walked side by side a moment,
then Vedder said, “Well, what do you
think of justice in Lanyard?”

“About the same as yesterday.”

Vedder grinned. “Yes, but Leach is
going to be on our side—he’s so hungry

for money hell - defy even Bert
Slocum.”

“Do you think Slocum will take it?”

“Slocum’s in a pretty good spot. He.
owns the town site and Lanyard is a
hundred miles closer to Texas than any
point on the railroad; that’s a saving of
ten days’ travel with a herd and the
drovers will come here whether or not
they like the town.”

“Yes, but Slocum’s money comes
from selling business lots. And mer-
chants do a better business if the town
is wide open. So by tightening up
Slocum hurts his own interests.”

“That’s the part I'm wondering
about,” Vedder said. “Slocum’s got
some angles I haven’t figured out. I’'m
convinced that he owns the Drovers
Hotel and most of the bank and he’s
got some sort of influence with the rail-
yoad.”

“Are you guessing about that?”
Dancer asked. “Or do you know?”

“Look at the map,” Vedder replied.
“The road was originally surveyed to
go through Bruno, eight miles north of
here, but suddenly the route was
changed—the road made a neat little
curve to run through Slocum’s prairie
lands. It cost the railroad quite a bit
of money to do Slocum that little
favor.”

“Maybe Slocum owns part of the
railroad?”

Vedder shook his head. “I don’t
think Slocum’s that rich.” Then he
added, “Although he’ll be before Lan-
yard is much older.”

At the China Cafe Vedder left Dan-
cer and the latter entered and had his
breakfast. Leaving the restaurant he
went to the Drovers Hotel.

As he climbed the stairs to go to his
room, a big man who had been sitting
in the lobby his face concealed by an
open newspaper, folded the paper and
followed.
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ANCER unlocked his door on the
second floor and entered, closed it.

He was starting to take off his coat
when there was a light tap on the door.

“Yes?” Dancer called. He dropped
his right hand down to the butt of his
gun.

The door opened and the big man
stepped into the room. He was well
over six feet in height and weighed
more than two hundred pounds. He
wore a neat suit of heavy black serge.

Dancer stared at the man in utter
astonishment.

“My name is Harrison,” the big man
said quickly. “Stanley Harrison.”

Dancer stepped forward and gripped
the big man’s hand and at the same
time reached past him with his free
hand and closed the door.

“It’s been a long time,” Dancer said.

“So it has,” Harrison replied. “I
saw you last night at the Eldorado. I
couldn’t believe it was you because we
were so sure that you were dead.”

“I took the Pleasanton man’s name.”

“Isn’t that risky?”

“It was the only thing I could do at
the time. I even rode into the Kansas
City office where Cummings wasn’t
known and resigned his job for him, so
there wouldn’t be so much mystery if he
disappeared.”

“Being marshal of a boom town isn’t
such a good way of disappearing.”

“T was forced into this job.” Dancer
motioned to the chair. “Sit down.”

Harrison seated himself on the chair
and Dancer sat down on the edge of the
bed. “Yancey’s here in town,” Dancer
went on.

“Yancey?”’

“He was with us for a few months.”

“Oh, yes, I recall him now.” The big
man’s nose wrinkled distastefully.
“Scum!”

“He hasn’t placed me yet.”

Harrison looked at Dancer thought-

fully for a moment. “What about this
marshal job, Jim?”

“It’s a strange story.”

“Feel like telling it?”

“It goes back to Lawrence.”

Harrison grimaced. “You had some
trouble with Quantrell there, I seem to
recall.”

Dancer nodded. “There was a name
on the list—Theodore Slocum. Yancey
was dragging him out of the house by
the heels and Slocum’s daughter, a four-
teen- or fifteen-year-old girl, was try-
ing to help her father. Yancey slapped
her a