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‘Free $29500 Art Course!

6 PRIZES! 1st: Complete. $295 00 AnI:Cou'se
2nd to 6th: Complete Artist’s Drnwnpg sets.

Draw This Car

Here's your big chance, if you want to become
a commercial artist, designer, or illustrator!
An easy way to win FREE training from
‘the world’s greatest home study

art school. .

I your drawing shows promise we
give you professional cominents

AMATEURS ONLY! Our students not eligible. Make copy
of car B ins. long. Pencil or pen only. Omit the lettermg All
drawings must be réceived by Sept. 3011953 None returned.
Winuers notified.

ART INSTRUCTION, INC., Dept. 7633
500 S. 4th, Minneapolis 15, Minn.

Please enter my attached drawing in your Draw a Car

on it.free! Trained illustrators, contest. « (PLEASE PRINT)
artists and cartoonists now mak- Name. Age
ing big money. Find out now if Address Phone.

YOU have profitable art talent. City - Zone___County -

You've nothing to lose—everything " State Occupation_

to gain. Mail your drawing today.

What really happens when you draw thls car?

THE INSIDE STORY OF THE ABOVE ADVERTISEMENT

If you _er}joy drawing or sketching, some
of America’s top art teachers are waiting
to hear from you, right now!

For there are unfilled art jobs in many
fields, today. And these experts are
trained to.find talented beginners, and
then teach them until they are capable
of taking well-paid art jobs.

When your drawing of the car (above)
arrives at the school, it is carefully stud-

ied, riot to see how perfectly it is drawn, but
to seé whether it indicates a natural apti-

tude for art!

Then, -a complete art course is .awarded
to the person whose drawing shows the
" most talent and promise. This art educa-
tion is equivalent to a full 2-year scholar-
ship in an away-from-home school. The
only difference is that lessons arrive by
mail, and winners attend ‘“‘art classes’ at
their own convenience in their own home.

The step-by-step lessons cover everything
from Basic Drawing, up through Maga- .

zine and Advertising Illustration. There’s
a separate -course in' Cartooning, too.
Each lesson is the work of a widely known
authority in the field, with contributions

'by 40 of the country’s top commercial

‘artists, illustrators, and cartoonists! !

And when the winner masters this train- .

ing he’ll be ready for a career in art. He’ll

be ready for one of the well-paid art jobs -
now open in television, advertising, pub-’

lishing, and dozens of other fields._
How do we know?

Because in 39 years we've trained thou-
sands of artists including some of the most
successful in the country!

So hadn’t you better get out a penc1l ‘and
draw that car?

(Now read this again!)

)



HERE'S PROOF THAT YOU CAN
DOUBLE YOUR INCOME BY 1963

Just imagine what you could do with twice your
present income! While you're still young, you
could afford luxuries usually associated with

success. .. $65 suits... $18,000 home... security.
for your family . . . respect from your friends.

If you're like the average I C.S. graduate.
surveyed this year, you'll actually be making
twice your present income by 1963!

$2,514.63 TO $5,114.84

This is about what you can expect I. C. S. to do
for you if you are an average student. With a
little extra effort, you’ll be even better off!

391 subjects to choose from. 1. C.S. courses
cover practical, everyday subjects in a practical,
easy-to-follow way. You use your spare time —

time that others waste — to acquire knowledge .

worth thousands of dollars to business and in-
dustry. If you want to be twice as well off in
1963 as you are today, mail the coupon below.
Get Expert Guidance with 2 FREE BOOKS. By
return mail, you get complete calalog on the career
you check. Also 36-page pocket-size guide, “How
to Suceeed.” Both free! Just mark the coupon.

She’s holding a sheaf of °
reports from-1. C. S. ten-
* year. graduates. This
" group alone ahows'an
average pay incredse of '
103%. You can match itl

Returns lrum 21 states . . . from accountants, draftsmen,
engmeers, technicians . . . show the followir!g important
facts about your expected income.over a ten<year period.

Age':io _Age 40 % Increase

Average income

for all U.S. men $2,449.00 :§2,845.00° .1_6%
Average income . : . Z
for college $3537.00 §461800 0%
-graduales (men)* . S
Average income $2,514.63 = S
for 41 1.C.S. 914, $5,114.84

graduales sur- aea'i:::gl' c.s. chiy. 1%

veyed Jan. 53 < :
* From “They Wenl to College,” Haverman & West
\

NO'I‘E. The average man or woman will put
off malling this coupon-till later. Consider
yourself above average if you do it now.

, SCRANTON 9, PENNA,

Without cost or obligalion, send me “HOW to SUCCEED™ and Lhe booklet about the course BEFORE which | have marked X1
RT Heating Y CIvi L STRUCTURAL D ollege Preparatory =} lallunlry Steam Englneering
- UCommmul Ard Steam Fitling ENGINEERING i - O Slattonary Fireman
D Magazine and Book O Air Condilioning 3 Civil Enzmeennn RADIO TELEVISION,
[Nustraling Q Electrician . O Struclural Engineering O Good English * COMMUNICATIONS
0 Cartooning BUSINESS O Surveying and Mapping CHANICAL B eneral Radio
L Shaw Card and Sign Lettering [] Business Administration O Structuraf Drafling AND SHOP adio Operation
D Fashion llluxlu ting [ Certified Public Accountant  [J Highway Engineering [ Mechanical Engineering [ Radio Servicing—FM <
ITIV E D Accounting O Reading Blueprints O3 Industrial Engineering O Television
o Aulumahll. Mechanic [ Bookkeeping O Concrate Conslruction O Industrial Supervision - O Electronics
D Auto-Elec. Technician i) .atenumnhy and Typing O Sanitary Engmeannl O Foremanst 3 Telephorie Work
O3 Auto Body Rebuilding O Secretari DRAF G o rafling RAILROAD
and Refinishing "0 Federal T 0 Aircralt D O Machine Desngn Du!lml O Locomotive Engineer
O Diesel —Gas Engines. O Business Carrespnnden:a (=} Alchllulural Drallml o Machme Shop Practice O Diesel Locomolive X
AVIATION D Persannel and Labor Relalions [ Electrical Drafting O Tool Design O Air Brakes . O Clr Insnu:lnv
i . O Adverlising O Mechanical Drafling O Industrial O Railraad
O Relail Business Management (] Structural Dralting O Machine Shop Inspeclion , - TEXT]
o O Managing Small Business D Sheet Metal Draiting D Reading Blueprints * > O Textile Engineering
BUILDING 0 Sales Managemenl {0 Mine Surveying and Drafting [ Toolmaking .0 Cotton Manufacture
O Archileclure O Salesmanship ELECTRICAL [w] as~EI=cm: Welding D Rayon Manufacture
O Arch, Drafting DTramc Mananment O Electrical O3 Heat Try D Wunlen
O Building Conlractor EMISTRY O Electrician o he!k Melal Work
O Estimating ] Chemiczl Engineering [ Electrical Mainlenance [ Sheet Melal Pattern Drafting D Flmshmg am1 Dysing
E S"“'"'l" ;nd Miliwork . O ghemislq = 5 B Fd\mall’m”mn Lt OR elugerEa'L‘ ion [ Tenxtile Designing
arpenter Foreman O Analytical Chemistry ectric Power and Li .
E Rmfzdmglﬂluennnu g;a}meudmp—ﬂax'rlﬂ Gas o mg\:‘n et = omhlusngn Engineering. ~ YEAR OF THE SIX
use Planning ulp and Paper Making jesel—
0 Plumbing O Plastics 0 High School Subjects O Electrc Light and Power - MILLIONTH ‘STUDENT
Name. Age Home Address.
Cily. s Zone. Slale. Working Hours——__ AM.to_  PM.
Special luilion rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces. Canadian residonts send
coupon to Schools Canadian, Ltd,, Montreal, Canada.
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These Special Features
-Help You Make Money
From First Hour!

* © o Men really go for {hese warm

Mason jackets of long-lasting

Pony Horsehide leather, fine Cape-

skin leather, soft luxurious Suede

leather. You can even take orders

for Nylon, Gabardine, 100% Wool,

Satin-faced Twill jackels, men’s

ralncoats, too! And just look at

these EXTRA features that make

Mason Jjackets so easy to sell:

® Warm, cozy linings of real
Sheepskin . . . nature’s own
protection against cold!

® Quilted and rayon linings!

® Laskin Lamb waterproof,
non-matting fur collars!

® Knitted wristlets!

® Especially-treated leathers
that do not scuff or peel!

® Zipper fronts!

® Extra-large pockets!

® Variety of colors for every
taste: brown, black, green,
8rey, tan, blue!

Rush Coupon for FREE Saelling Outfitl

NOW IT'S EASY to make BIG MONEY in a profit-making, spare
time business! As our man in your community, you feature
Masen’s fast-selling Horsehide, Capeskin, Suede, other fine leather
jackets — nationally known for smart styling, rugged wear, won-
derful warmth. Start by selling to friends and fellow workers,
Think of all the outdoor workers around your own home who will
be delighted to buy these fine jackets from you-. truck drivers,
milkmen, cab drivers, gas station, consiruction men — hundreds
in your own community! You’ll be amazed how quickly business
grows. And no wonder! — You offer these splendid jackets at low:
money-saving prices people can afford! Our top-notch men find
it's easy to make up to $10.00 a day EXTRA income!

‘Build a Fine Busmess - Full orSpare Time
We Start You FREE—Don’i nvest One Cent!

Be the first to sell men
who work outdoears this
perfect combinatlon'—
Non-scuff, warm Horsehlde
leather jacket lined with wooly Sheepskin—and new. Horsee
hide work shoe also warmly llned with fleccy Sheepskin and:
made with oli-resisting soles and leather storm weit!

Even MORE Profits with Special-Feature Shoes

Take orders for Natlonally-advertised. Velvet-eez Alr-Cushion
Shoes in 1350 dress. sport. work slyles for men and women..
Air-Cushlon Innersole glves wonderful feellng of “‘walking on
.alr.*" As the Mason man In your town, you fgature more shoes
In & grealer range of slzes and widths (han the largest store in
town! And at low. dire@-from-factory prices! IL's easy to fi§
customers in Lhe style they want—they kecp re-ordering, 100
~—put dollars and dollars Into your pocket! Join the excep-
tional men who make up to $200 extra A month and gel thelr
famlly’s shoes and garments at wholesale prices!

Send for FREE SELLING OUTFIT Today!
Mail coupon today —I'll rush your powerful Free Jacket and
Shoe Selling Outfit Including 10-second Air-Cushion Demon-
strator, and EVERYTHING you need to start bullding
steady, BIG MONEY, repeat-order business, as thousands of
others have done with Mason

Mr. Ned Mason, Dept. MA-81

MASON SHOE MFG. COMPANY,

Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin

You bet 1 want to start my own exira-income business!
Please rush FREE and postpaid my Powerfal Selling Out-
fit Iealurlnn Mason Jackets, Alr-Cushlon Shoes, other
selling sneela\uu—so Tcanstart making BIG
Y right away!

fa
MOD
Name : 1

Add

Age.
‘Town.

State.




. Pert Little Gal
Dear Editor:

How about swinging open the gate for me!?
I'm 52", eyes of blue, with rusty-colored halr.
I'm a pert little gal of 17 who loves anything
hillbilly. I have two fan clubs for hillbilly sing-
ers. I want to hear from all you guys and gals,
and especially servicemen. So come on, everybody,
write—and I'll answer. Fill up this gal’s mail

box and her heart. :

JANE WARREN
RED. #2
Titusville, Pa.

Keep Him Busy
Dear Editor:

I’m stuck here in the hospltal for a long time
and it gets very lonely. It:would sure help to pass
thie time if I had someone to keep me. answering
letters. I'm-an-Air Force staff sergeant, 21 years
old, blue eyes and blond hair and I'm 58”. I
like classical music:. ballet, boxing and deer hunt-
ing, plus many other thmgs Hope you can help

me out.
S/Qgt DON H. BANNING
Brooke Army Hospital’
Annex 4, Ward 26
Ft. Sam Houston, Texas

A Guy From Ohio

Dear Editor: S

How about letting a guy from Ohio into your
circle? I'm 56” tall and have black hair and
brown eyes. I like most all kinds of sports, es-
_pecially baseball and fopthall. I would like to
hear from ‘people from 20 years up to 50 years
So fill up my mail box ; I will answer every letter

I receive. -
ROBERT GREEN

Rt. # 2= % e
Continental, Ohio

Room for One More

Dear Editor: > -

Is there a little corner where you can put this
plea in?-I'm married and have a four-year-old
son. I'm.52” tall, brown hair and eyes. My
hobbies . are collectlng songs, fancywork and
writing letters, which is my favorite. I have lots
of time on my hands so come on and write e a
few lines. Will write to evelyone

MRS. RITA GIESBRECHT
623 15th Ave.
New Westmmster, BC.'
Canada

Lonely Marine
Dear Editor:

I am a lonely Marine presently assigned “to

Buenos Aires. My characteristics are: brown
hair, blue eyes, height 59", weight 160 Ibs., 20
years old. I would appreciate hearing from people
my own age, and promise to answer all.letters I
may receive. Urgently awaiting results.

CPL. WILLIAM SIMPSON
American Embassy
Buenos Aires, Argentina

olecting poems, photostamps and the like;

F.DITOR'S NOTE }'or 23 vecu Our Air Mml has been
linking the readers of Ranch Romances. You may write
directly to anyone whose letter is published, if you up-
hold the wholesome spirit of Ranch Romances. -
Our Air Mail is intended for those who really want
correspondents. Be sure to sign your own name!
Address letters for publication to Our Air Mail, Ranch
Romances, 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y

Melody Maker
Dear Editor:

This is my first try to catch the plane Tor pen
pals in Our Air Mail. I am 21, 6'1” and weigh 173.
I like all sports, and song writingx 1 would like
to hear from girls and boys 16 through 21 vears
of age. I'll try to answer every letter T receive.
So come on, gang. keep me busy. Ive got plenty
of time for writing to you.

=5 CHARLES WILLIAMS
301 West Central Ave, Moultrie. Ga.

Lovely Young Widow
Dear Editor:

I would love to have some pen pals. I have
been a reader of RANCH ROMANCES for a
long time now. I am 21 years old, a widow; am
5'6” tall, weigh, 101, blondc, natural curly hair,
blue e{es and a fair complexion that only a Swede
could \have. My hobbies are photography: col-
I love
hillbilly, Western, and semi-classical music. I
must have two seriouf~operations soon so you see
I need cheering .up. I will answer all letters and
will exchange snhapshots. Here’s hoping!

MRS. KATHRYN H. JOHNSON
Rt. 1, Box 57
Leonard, Minn.

\

Trying for “Hitched” Friends
Dear Editor:

I tried quite some time ago to get my letter into
your pen pal column but nothing came of it. I
am trying again, and I hope this time I get results.
I am 22, married, have brown hair and blue eyes
and ain 54”. Would especially like to hear from
other young married women, here in the United
States or other countries. Some of the things 1
enjoy doing in my spare moments are writing
letters, reading, crocheting,” dancing, roller-skat-
ing, and singing—for my ‘own benefit. I \\'l" ex-
change photos with all who write so come on' you
young hitched gals and drop me a line. I'll do
my best to answer all letters recetved.

RS. CAROLYN PUTZEL
General Deli_very

Cottonwood, Calif.



She’s Different!
Dear Editor:

This is a second generation pen pal calling.
My mother enjoys your column so much that I got
the bug and now I can’t. get enough letters. I
am 17 years old and go to college in Manhattan.
I like sports, movies, reading and, of course,
letters. I have brown hair—and just to be dif-
ferent I have a brown speck in one of my blue
eyes. I prefer hearing from those around my own
age. My dad was once a cowboy, so how about
some of you Westerners dropping me a line?
We hope to go out West some day and maybe
I'll get a chance to meet some real Western folks.
Yours for bigger 'n better letters.

JOAN JANIAK
354 Central Ave,
Brooklyn 21, N.Y:

Seeking His Relatives
Dear Editor:
This is my second try to have my letter pub-
lished. I am a widower, age 66, 58" tall and
weigh 200 Ibs. I would like to have correspond-

ents from 50 years and up. Also (since they.are

scattered) if any members of Henry Derick’s
family see this, I would like to hear from them.

But I'll write to anyone.

HARRY DERICK
187 N. 4th St. -
Hughesville, Pa.

Home-Town Pride
Dear Editor:

Here’s hoping you will do someone a great
favor and find some room in your column for a
26-year old fellow who would like very much to
make some new friends. My home town has a
wonderful historical background, as well as being
the present President’s home town. Just a few
of my hobbies are reading, letter-writing, ‘gar-
dening, art, music, and traveling. It would be fun
to make some new friends to share some of
these interests. I'm considered intelligent, have a
pleasant disposition, and T am interested in people.
So come on, fnends, do your best to fill my mail

box.

VERNON BOHLING.
512 SW' 2nd SL S
Abilene, Kansas

Gl In Korea
Dear Editor:

I am a GI in Korea who is really lonely. I
am 5614” tall, have black hair and brown eyes.
I would like to hear from girls from 16 to 18.'1
have been reading RANCH ROMANCES for
some time now and I like it. I would apppreciate
it if you would kindly print this plea for me.

= PVT. JACK D. STRAUSS
RA 173 486 30 : :
CO. C 62 Eng. Const. Btn.

A.P.O. 301 c/o PM >
San Francisco, Calif.

He Asked

Major William E. Barber, USMC

Excm THOUSAND marines lay be-
sieged at Yudam-ni; three thousand
more were. at Hagaru-ri, preparing a
breakthrough. Guarding a frozen moun-
tain pass between them, Major Barber,
with only a company, held their fate
in his hands. Encirclement threatened
him. But he asked pel'mlSSIOI) to stay,
and for five days he held the pass
against attack. When relief came, only
eighty-four men could walk away..Buy
Major Barber had saved a division.

“I know,” says Major Barber, “that
you realize what hard jobs our men are
doing in America’s armed forces. May-
be you haven’t realized that youre
helping those men — whenever you
invést in Defense Bonds. For Bonds

_ strengthen our economy — to produce
the arms and food and care that make
our men secure.”

Peace is for the strong! For peace and
prosperity save with U.S. Defense Bonds!

Now E Bonds pay 3%! Now, improved
Series E Bonds start paying interest after
6 months. And average 3% interest, com-
pounded semiannually when held to

Permission to Stay

maturity! Also, all maturing E Bonds auto- °

matically go on earning—at the new rate—
{or 10 more years, Today, start investing in

U. 8. Séries E Defense Bond3 through the -

Payroll Savings Plan at work.



NOW...

Get Four Exciting Issues of
RANCH ROMANCES
as o GIFT!

At the single copy price of 12 issues
for $3, RANCH ROMANCES is one

But now RANCH ROMANCES
offers you an even better buy. Now
RANCH ROMANCES offers you
the opportunity to enjoy . . .

The Next 16 Issves (32 weeks) of
RANCH ROMANCES for only $3

... meaning you get four extra issues —
520 extra pages — Free of Extra Cost.

REM EMBER ves
Each RANCH RoMaNCES

o ""'leﬂ;fﬁ Novel
¥* Short Story
* Serial
* Feature

is Brand New. .
No Reprints af any time!

YES, by acting now you'll save 25% under
the single copy cost ... you'll enjoy the
convenience of right-to-your-door delivery...

AND you'll be sure of getting scores of the
most thrilling western love stories ever

- written, dozens of true tales of the untamed
West, dozens of fascinating every-issue
features like Trail Dust, Whom Shall
I Marry, Out of the Chutes, Ranch Flicker
Talk — and much, much more.

But don’t put it off. Take advantage of this
money-saving introductory offer by filling
out and mailing the order form below today.

poeommamomaaaaeaas e-en- HANDY ORDER FORM

RANCH ROMANCES, 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y. rri-s

Yes, enter my subscription for the next.32 weeks (16 big issues) of RANCH ROMANCéS at only
$3...a Money-Saving Rate that brings me the equivalent of 4 BIG issues as a gift. My $3 is enclosed.

. NAME a— , ,
ADDRESS__*

Coany ZONE STATE
= (Add 50c for Canadian Postage; $1.00 for foreign) e

1

rrconsccccnnsaes b



PARDNERS! Here’s an open invilation to
you to cut sign on colorful happenings of
today’s West. Send clippings to uns, and in-
clude the name and date of thé paper where
-] you found it. We’ll send you one dollar per
usable item; in case of duplicates, first
come, first served!

IN OKLAHOMA CITY a citizen
struck a match to investigate some
trouble in his home. When he woke in
the hospital they told him the trouble
had been a gas leak.

ANOTHER it’s-a-man’s-world ? note comes
in from Albuquerque, where a woman has
been named head of the New Mexico Here-
ford Growers Ass’n.

OUT IN Pilot Rock, Ore., the furor has
died down since a 214-year-old, lost for
many hours, turned up reading a comic
book in the unlocked home of a neigh-
bor.

IN OKANOGAN, Wash., while’ the city
council pondered whether or not to charge
citizens for using the city dump, an enter-
prising resident went ahead on his own and,
using their tentative plan, cleaned up at the
dump hefore clearing out of town.

IN AURORA, Colo,, where the good
neighbor policy is rampant, a lady saw
the house next door afire, called the'fire
department, and played her own hose
on the flames, saving considerable dam-
age. When the flames died down she
was handed a summons for using a hose
when there was a fire alarm—illegal in
that city.

ANYONE SEEING RED out around

Marysville, Calif. is probably reading sign
on the. 48-foot fire truck which was mislaid
in delivery between New York and that
town. In Los Angeles three youngsters
on roller skates snatched a lady’s purse and
wheeled gracefully off before she could say,
“Hey, there!”

IN NEILLSVILLE, Wis., when a lady
presented her husband with their
fourth set of twins in six years, he had
only one thing to say: “I just don’t
know what to say.”

A CHTHUAHUA INDIAN from El Paso,
Tex. traveled forty miles to collect a $25
reward for a weather balloon. Since he
spent all his money for the journey he has
to sit tight in Juaréz till the Air Force
makes gcod the reward.

A RECENT REPORT from Phoenix
proves that cattle rustling in Arizona
has reached a new high—proving that
the wild days haven’t died altogether.

IN SEATTLE, Wash., someone who knew
he’d probably never get her in the flesh
made off with a 7-foot cardboard image of
Rita Hayworth.

FROM SAN ANTONIO comes the re-
port of a GI who was almost thrown
into the guard house for saying his
name was Pvt. Joe Blow—which it was.

IN BUTTE, Mont., a tavern was looted by
some high-minded burglars who took ninety
autographed dollar bills which had been at-
tached to the ceiling. -

9



RANCH Fruicker

-by mowe editor ROBERT CUMMINGS

anroddmg Weslern ﬁlm talk for
RANCH ROMANCES’ readers is Holly-
wood star Robert Cummings. Top-hand
in many a Western himself, Bob is well
. fitted 10 slap his critical brand on films
'rrllh most nppen] for lovers of Western
ore

‘"-"Bob, born in Missouri, charmed Broad-
way audiences long before he got his first
lead in the Westerns which brought him
fame. Now star of NBC-TV’s MY HERO,

"Bob says films, radio, TV and the stage

- keep him hopping—but he still finds time
to relax on the home range with his wife
and three children.

The Man From the Alamo

Universal-International put drama, excitement, and

comedy together in this Technicolored Old West saga. . . .

R

NTIL recently Glenn Ford consid-
u ered himself a “blue-suiter.”” This is

" the sort of character who acts tough
in modern dress, which is much easier, he
says, than acting tough in stetson and boots.
"~ Glenn currently is’ playing in The Man
From the Alamo, a story based on thé
theory that one soldier escaped from the
Alamo. Universal-Internatipnal script writ- -
ers took off from there, devising as noble a
‘reason for a man to leave his post as you
can imagine.

The soldier, John Stroud, is sent on a
mission to prevent a similar massacre from
happening in a nearby town. But he arrives
too late; almost the entire town has been
wiped out, including John'’s own wife and
son, and he is branded a coward and thrown
into jail for desertion.

The one survivor of the town is a Mex1—
can lad who provides John with a clue to
identifying the marauders. The chase is a
long and ‘tricky one, but finally he succeeds
10

in.exposing a renegade. gang, and thus
saves.his.own reputation.

Glenn has starred in more than t\\enty
movies, but he never had a part as rough
as this one: All horse operas, he clauns,
are hard on actors.

“Once you put on Western clothes,” saiid
Glenn, “it’s a fight to the death, or ‘the
audience won’t be satisfied. In a modern
.setting, just one haymaker looks like real
action; but a Western setting calls for a
real I)eatmg for both the hero and the vil-
lain.”

And Glenn really took a beating in The
Man- From the Alamo. He got through his
fist fights all right, but he was so determined
to measure up as a Western hero that he
refused to use a double in a riding scene.
Result : three broken ribs for Glenn and a
concrete patch on the tree he was pitched
into. Before the cement was dry, incident-
ally, a back lot comedian commemorated the
accident. The patch on the tree now reads:



“Glenn Ford landed here, unaccompanied,
Sept. 16, 1952.”

Julia Adams, who plays oppesite Glenn,
bas now made seven Westerns in a row.
“It’s getting so I feel immodest in my own
clothes,” she said—and this is the gir] whose
legs were once voted the most beautiful in
America! -

She told me about a scene in which she
‘had to Jump on a speeding wagon and shnot
some pursuing. horsemen.

“Believe it .or not, the director, Budd
Boetticher, said I looked too ladylike.™

The, scene was rehearsed over and over
again, but Julia kept getting more expert
and thus even calmer doing it.

Finally Budd got an idea.. “Come on,”
he said, and he led her to a 30-foot square
sandpit where stuntmen’ warm up.
around in there for a while,” he ordered.

Ten minutes later she was breathless and
disheveled, and she did the scene before she
had a chance to recover her poise.

Chief of the badmen in The Man From
the Alamo is Victor Jory, who got started

-

“Run:

~

as a villian back in 1919, curling his lip at
himself in a bathroom mirror. He claims
that he’s one of those guys who is a natural
contrast to the handsome hero.

“I Jooked at myself in that mirror and de-
cided T was meant to be a heavy.” he said.
“I decided to make a fine art of sneering,”
and he adds with a grin, “I defy aryone to
sneer me off the screen.”

Assisting him in villainy is Hugh
O’Brien, who was completely taken aback
when'he found that his part called for him
to kiss a girl—for the first time before the
cameras. Rather hesitantly he asked the
director how to go about it. o

Budd looked at him in astonishment.
“How old are you, anyway?” he roared.
So Hugh just did what came naturally.

The Man From the Alamno isn’t all good
and evil. There’s comedy, too, supplied by
Chill Wills, who was glad to get his voice
back after lending it so often to Francis the
mule. “I'm afraid,” said Chill, “audiences
are going to find my face a shock—and in
Technicolor too!”

Glenn Ford and Julia Adams in a thoughtful moment

a1



FAITH DOMERGUE

T TOOK one glance
from producer How-
ard Hughes to get a
movie contract.for Faith

Domergue, and after
. that it took ten years for

her to make her debut.

Faith thmks she set a record for being
kept _under wraps. She was only. sixteen
-when she reported to RKO and signed her
name to a contract. And then began the
‘longest build-up in -Hollywood history.

“All that 'time,” says Faith, “I wasn’t
just sitting around twiddling my thumbs.
I had to finish my general education with
a private tuter, who always kngw if you
hadn’t done your homework. I studied
voice, diction and drama, besides. But the
worst thing was that I lisped.

“For a solid year I would read, read,
read,” Faith recalls. “Everything from
the Gettysburg Address to ‘She sells sea
shells by the sea shore.’ It wasa hard fight,
but I won.’

Fﬁ"lally RKO unveﬂed its 'sultry beauty,
and in the two years since, Faith has made
four pictures. Her first two showed her
as an exotic charmer, as Howard Hughes
had intended. When .Universal Pictures
producers saw her, they immediately bor-
rowed her to play wholesome  young women
in Westerns.

The Great Sioux Uprising with Jeff

Chandler is. her latest, and now Faith is

afraid she may be typed as a Sunbonnet Sue.

“I guess gals in Hollywood are never
satisfied,” she says. “When I was studying
I thought playing any part would be pure
heaven. When I got my terrific build-up as
a sultry star, I thought, oh if I could only
be a nice girl! Now that I've done two
Westerns, I think, oh if I could only go
12 -

Sultry Beauty

back to those old sultry roles again.”
In private life, however, Faith doesn’t
change her mind—not about important
things anyway. She picked her husband
out at a party, before she’d ever met him.
“I saw this interesting-looking man
across the room,” and somebody told me he
was an Italian director named Hugo Fre-
gonese. So I just kept edging toward him
until somebody introduced us, and I married
him three months and one day later.”
They’ve been married for five years now,
and have two children, a boy and a girl.
They live in a modern duplex, which they
share with Faith’s parents. “No baby-sitter
problem for us,” laughs Faith.
Actually, the Fregoneses seldom need
a baby-sitter, since they’re not gadabouts.
Faith regards nightclubs with extreme dis-

_ taste, but she does enjoy small partles in

her friends’ homes.

* She loves animals to the extent of ownmg
two dachshunds, a Pekingese, a cocker
spaniel and a Siamese cat. She wants a pet
snake, having had what she describes ‘as

“a lovely non- pdisonous Coral King,” when
she was a child in New.Orleans. Her hus-
band put his foot down He told her if she
collected snakes, he’d coltect spiders.~ That
settled that. . >

Except for her fondness for snakes, Faith
is fairly non-exotic in real life. She’s a little

.shy and a little superstitious, and always

good-natured except when somebody throws
a hat on the bed. :
She loves Hollywood and nearly every-
one who works there. “People seem smart,
informal and friendly,” she says. Everyone
who knows her likes Faith, too. One of her
friends put it this way : “How can you help

Jiking a girl who wears built-in rose-colored

glasses?”



( Universal)

Faith looks at the world through rosecolored glasses
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or No Man’s Land

THE EX-TEXAS RANGER with a blot on his name found more than

he bargained for when he trailed a killer into forbidden territory

San Marco, when a Dbank
robher escaped from custody
because of my negligence, T wrote
out my resignation and mailed it to
Company B headquarters. But it
wasn’t until reaching Beaver Creek,
where it made one of its crossings
of the boundary betwéen Texas and
No Man’s Land, that I realized my
badge was still pinned to my shirt.
I'd stopped to water my horses—
the dun gelding I rode and the sor-
rel mare carrying my pack—and to
slake my own thirst. T bellied down
to drink and there was my reflection
in the water, with the silver star
glinting bright—and mocking me.

A FTER THE TROUBLE at

by JOSEPH CHADWICK
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WILL HANKS

I forgot my thirst, got to my feet, and
in a sudden temper ripped off the badge.
I was done with the Texas Rangers, and
they were done with me. I didn’t want
any reminder that I’d ever been a Ranger,
so I flung -the badge out into the water.

The next instant I swore, and waded in

16

JAKE DURANGO

ED SHARD

MEL TOLBERT"

after it. As I fished it out; a voice laughed,
and someone called out to me.

“That’s right, friend. Don’t get rid of
it. But if you're riding into the Neutral
Strip, don’t be fool enough to wear it.”

He’d stepped fron among some big rocks
on the opposite side of the creek, a hard-
case with a rifle in the crook of his arm.
He belonged on that side, the side away
from Texas. At least, he had -the mark of
a man belonging to that wild country



JANET CAMERON

TOM DUANE

=4
known sometimes as the Neutral Strip and
sometimes as No Man’s Land. It was a
harsh, wild land, and this man was rugged
and gaunt and treacherous looking. He
wasn’t much physically, being of only medi-
um height and lean as a whip and only a
little better dressed than a granger’s scare-
crow. But the grin on his bristly face was
nasty, and his eyes were sly and mean. He
moved from the rocks to his side of the
creek, moving with a lazy man’s shuffle,
and spat tobacco juice into the water.
“Ranger badge, eh?”

JIM BANNISTER

I said, “Yeah. But it doesn’t mean any-
thing.”

“How so0?”

“T quit the Rangers.”

His grin stretched wider, showing that
he didn’t believe me. “Hanks is my name.
Will Hanks,” he said. ‘His grin was lop-
sided because of his tobacco-cud. “I know
the St-ip like I know the palm of my right
hand. If you need any help, just say so.”
“T'd long ago learned not to form an
opinion of any man at first sight, but I
found myself disliking Will Hanks, and

17
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distrusting hini. “Why should you want
to help me?”

“Tt must be something big, or a Ranger
wouldn’t be going into the Strip.”

“I told you I've quit the Rangers.”

He ignored that, and said, “And if it’s
something big, there must be a bounty on
somebody’s hide. All I'd want is a slice of
the reward.”

A Ranger learns that help is where he
finds it, and usually it’s in the damnedest
places. I wasn’t one anymore, but I knew
I was going to need help. While thinking

about Will Hanks and his offer, I went to"

my horses. I mounted the dun, caught up
the sorrel’s halter rope, and forded the
creek. T reined in facing Hanks. I was
still undecided about him, and what finally
decided me about him was my not being

too familiar with No Man’s Land. I'd’

crossed it once, to get to Kansas a couple
years before, but I didn’t really know the
country.

I said, “I don’t know about collecting any
reward, but there’s one offered for the
man I'm after. His name’s Tom Duane,
and he headed up this way-about a week
ago—ridirig hard. He's a young fellow, in
his early twenties—blond hair, blue eyes,
five feet/ten, a hundred sxxty pounds I
want him, Hanks.”

“How much bounty on him?”

“Five hundred.”

“How?”

““Alive,” T said, making m) voice rough.
“I don’t want him dead.”

s

ANK'S JAWS worked on the tobac-
H co cud, and his eyes were thoughtful.
“If he’s got to be taken alive, how
do you figure on taking him out of the
Strip? Shanghai him out?”
- “Let me worry about that.”

“If this gets out, you'll have every out-
law in No Man’s Land on your trail, gun-
ning for you. You know that?”

“This is personal with me. When I said
I'd quit the Rangers, I told you the. truth.
T know what happens when a lawman
comes into the Strip, but I’'m no longer a
lawman.” 1 paused, saw that he was still
skeptical. I added,

“Like I said, I want.

JOSEPH CHADWICK = S

him alive. If T get him back to Texas and
collect a reward, I'll spht it with you—: if
you help me locate him.”

He looked surprised, showing that he
hadn’t expected so big a share of the re-.
ward. No Man’s Land being what it was,
a half of five hundred dollars was a lot of
money. After a moment, Will Hanks said.
“Ranger, you've got vourself a partner.
I'll ride a little way with you.”

He disappeared among the rocks, then
came out riding a roan horse. There was

_one thing about the denizens of No Man’s

Land; they might live in sod houses, eat
poor and wear -shoddy clothes, but they
were always well mounted. Will Hanks
was no exception. His roan was a stocky
gelding that looked as though it could carry
him a long way in a hurry. He swung
alongside me, and we rode north into the
Strip. We “didn’t talk for a while. T was
lost in my gloomy thoughts. He was chew-
ing—and thinking.

» I knew he was thinking because he said,
after a couple of miles, “Duane—I got it
now. He was in on that big bank robbery
dowii at San Marco, Texas. Him and three
other hombres. They got thirty thousand,
and killed the sheriff while making their
getaway.” He twisted in the saddle, staring
at me. His eyes were excited. “A Ranger
caught one of them—this Duane—but later
Duane escaped. The Ranger’s namé was—
Bannister.”

“News gets into the Strip, doesn’t it?”

“News' like that, yeah.  You're Bannis-
ter?”

“I'm.Bannister.”

“Now I half believe you quit the
Rangers,” Hanks said, chuckling. “The
way I heard it, there was talk that you'd
let Duane escape in the hope that you'd
share in the loot.” A greedy look appeared
in his eyes. “Thirty thousand— Look, did
Duane skip without cutting you in?”

I swore. “Cut that kind of talk, Flanks.”

“Sure, sure. Duane didn’t have any of
the loot on him when you arrested him?”

“No. One of the others carried it, and
the four separated after the holdup because
there was a posse on their heels. Duane
never got a cent of the loot, and 'he won't



GIRL FOR NO

unless he manages to locate his partners.”

“They headed this way@"”

“Mexico.”

“Then how
Strip?”

“He just wanted out,” T said. “He's an
amateur; the others were professionals
Tom Duane just got in with bad company.

Hanks was. silent for a tnme thmkmg
again. Then he suddenly reined in, and
when I halted, he said, “I've got a lot of
friends scattered through the Strip. I'll pass
the word around, and it won’t be long be-
fore I hear something of Duane. When I
hear, where will I find you?"”

I let myself look uncertain for a min-
ute, then said, “I know a cowman named
Matt Cameron. I was figuring on going
to his camp on Squaw Creek .and asking
him for help. You'll find me there, I guess.
If 'm not there, hang around until I get
back.”

“All right,” said Hanks.
or three days, eh?”

“Yeah. And remember,
Duane harmed.” :

Hank spat, grinned, said, “I've got a
good memory,”” and turned away.

I watched him ride off, heading east, and
I wondered if I'd handled him right. I
hadn’t had much choice, of course, after he
spotted my Ranger badge. And anyway, I
was rid of him for a few days. Besides, I
hadn’t told him too much. A Ranger learns
not to be too truthful with Will Hanks’s
kind. I watched him out of sight far across
the empty flats, then I made a beeline for
Matt Cameron’s cow camp on the Squaw.
I didn’t know Matt Cameron from Adam,
but Tom Duane did—and if T was lucky I'd
find the bank robber there.

come he came into the

“Give me-two

I don’t- want

T WAS HAZY DUSK before I found
I Cameron’s .camp, but I came upon a

small stream in some wild, broken coun-
try and 1 figured it must be Squaw Creek.
I went into camp, and after I'd eaten, I
sat by my dying fire and smoked a cigarette.
I'd located between the creek and some
craggy bluffs, and there was a lot of brush
surrounding the spot—grapevines, wild
currant and plum bushes. It was bright
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moonlight, and the sky was full of stars.
I heard the eerie call of some sort of night
bird, and far-off a coyote howled. Maybe
it wasn’t any different from the lonelier
parts of Texas, but my knowing it was No
Man'’s Land made me feel like a stranger in
a mighty strange land.

No Man'’s Land was one hundred and six-
ty-seven miles long and thirty-four and one-
half miles across, and it had Texas on the
south, Kansas and Colorado on the north,
New Mexico to the west and Indian Terri-
tory to'the east. When the _Congress of the
United States fixed the boundaries of the
Western States and Territories, the land
had ‘been forgotten, so it was beyond the
jurisdiction of any government, courts, or
peace officers. It was therefore a haven for
lawless men—and for the loose women and
shady men who were the hangers-on of
outlaws.

Some homesteaders had ventured into
the country, but they had a rough time ob
it; their unfiled claims were shaky, and
both the outlaws and the cattlemén gave
them trouble. Quite a few cow outfits had
moved into the Strip from Texas. There
were several grubby towns—Beaver City,
Hardesty, Gate City, Neutral City—and the
notorious outlaw town, Sod Town. Mostly,
it was sand dunes, sagebrush, grass flats,
brush thickets. There were no trees other
than an occasional grove of cottonwoods
and, near the sand flats, brakes of cedar.

. Like the spot where I was camped, there

were numerous stretches of rocky, eroded
terrain. It was often called the Neutral
Strip, but it didn’t feel neutral to me. It
was big and wild and lonely, sure. But.I
could feel something more: its hostility.
My fire died to a handful of embers, and
I' spread my bedroll. I moved my saddle
over for a pillow; so that my Winchester,
in the saddleboot, was handy. I removed
my hat, boots, and gun-rig, then ctawled
into my blankets. I lay there wide awake,
thinking of the man I was after, and hoping
he would lead me to his partners in crime.
“There was a chance that he would, for
despite what I'd told Will Hanks, Duane’s
partners hadn’t gone to Mexico. I was
pretty sure of that. I figured that they too
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had. come into No Man's Land. But I
didn’t want Hanks to know that, for if he
got the smell of that thirty thousand dol-
lars in bank loot, he would be sure to go
after it and mess things up for me.

I was beginning to grow drowsy when I
heard a sound—a furtive sound, like some-
body sneaking up on my camp.

I rolled from my blankets and, t'lkmg
my gun-rig with me, crawled to some
bushes.
knees and buckled on the rig: I eased the
gun out of its holster, cocked it, then peered
around. The moon gave plenty of light,
but -here by the creek there were more
patches of shadow than of light—and if
there was anybody Injuning toward me,

he was hidder insome dark spot. T waited,

my heart pounding.

The night was warm, but the heat didn’t
explain the sweat that broke out on me.
I knew one thing then: a man could spend
-nearly ten years as a Ranger and still know
fear on occasion. S

This was such an occasion. I knew some-
body was nearby, and, maybe because this
was No Man’s Land, I could think only
that it was somebody after me. It occurred
to me that maybe I'd been outsmarted, that
Hanks was a friend of Tom Duane’s and
~had been posted at the Texas line to watch

for me and now he, or Duane, was trymg :

to get me off the trail. I hadn t paid any
attention to my backtrail after parting with
Will Hanks ; and even if I had watched it,
he could have tracked me. I began+o think
it would be that hardcase rather than
Duane, for young Tom Duane wouldn’t be
mtich good at bushwhacking. I still saw no-

body, and for maybe five minutes there was ,

no sound. Then I heard something.

It was a splashing of water. .

I turned, snaked through the brush thick-
et, came to the creek bank. I peered down-
stream, but saw nothing. Upstream, it was
different. I saw a figure there, in the shad-
ow of a big cottonwood tree. I eased from
the brush, my gun ready, and moved along
the bank. I was just ahout to call a chal-
lenge—with my gun leveled—when the fig-
ure moved farther out into the stream, and
into the moonlight.

Once in the brush, I rose to my-

The water-was shallow, only midway up
to the knees, so7I had a clear view of my
bushwhacker. Only it-wasn’t a bushwhack-

.er. It wasn’t even a man. A girl was there

in the creek, soaping herself, taking a bath.
. She looked up and saw me, and shrieked.

But she wasn’t any more startled than I
was.- In all my years as a Ranger, nothing

.like this had ever happened to me!

HINKING it over later, I realized
T that I shouldn’t have stood there gawk-
ing—but T told myself too that I
couldn’t be blamed for my gawking. I was
no wooden Indian. The girl moved first,
and fast. She’d no sooner shrieked than

-she dropped her cake of soap and darted

toward the bank. I started to move away
then, and 'a moment later T had to mdve
fast, too, for all of a sudden a rifle cut
loose—three times, in fast succession.

The ‘slugs ripped through the brush
probing for me. I sprinted toward.my
camp, two more shots racketing behind me.
I ducked down behind a boulder, and by
then I began to feel plenty foolish. I'd been
shot at before, but never for such a reason
as this. And never by a woman.

The shooting stopped and after a full
minute I heard 'a man yell, “Jan! Jan,
what’s happened? Jan, you all right?”

It was still night. Voices carried far, and
the girl didn’t keep hers down any more
than the man. I heard her call out, “Keep
away! I—I'm not decent!”

“What was all the sheoting 2

“Some crazy galoot was watching me!”

The man said” something I didn’t catch.

But I heard the girl say, at the top of
her lungs, “No you won’t, either! You
want him to shoot you! And keep away
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from here till I get dressed!’

After that there was quiet for a couple
of minutes, then there was only a murmut
of voices without any words reaching me. I
figured that she’d gpt dressed and the man
had joirled her. Soon there was nothing at

all to hear and T knew they’'d moved away

from the creek—back to their camp, I sup-

° posed. I rolled and lighted a cigarette, and

thought about it while I smoked. I chuckled

- over it, but T no longer felt safe camped
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there. So I gathered my gear together,
saddled my horses, and moved downstream
about a mile. The rest of the night was real
quiet, and when morning came I woke up
wondering if I hadn’t just dreamed it. -
I washed up and shaved at the creek, re-
membering the girl all the while. I hadn’t
got such a good look that T knew what she
was really like, but, my mind being no dif-
ferent than any male’s, I imagined she was
something special. I wondered if she was
somebody’s wife, then decided that she
wasn't because of the way she’d warned off
the man-who came running after the shoot-
ing. She hadn’t talked to him as if he were
her husband.

As for me, T was a hachelor—thxrty-one,
six-feet-one, a hundred-eighty pounds,
sandy hair, gray eyes. I saw my reflection
in the water as I scraped with my razor, A
woman would have to like a rugged man
to find me attractive. Still, I wasn’t down-
right ugly and my shoulders and chest were
corded with muscle. What I lacked in
beauty, T made up for with brawn.

After cleaning up, I built a fire and
cooked my breakfast. I quit thinking about
the girl while eating and wondered if I'd
find Tom Duane at the Cameron camp. I
wasn't fooling myself. It was certain that
if T found him there, I'd have trouble with

Matt Cameron as well as ‘with Duane. I’

found myself wondering too if Cameron
might have been in on the robbery with
Duane. I decided against it, for Matt
Cameron was well known down - around
San Marco, Texas, once having had a
ranch near there, and from what folks told
me he was a square shooter. But even if he
was that, it was still likely that he would
stand by Duane. It°was like that in the
Southwest; outlaws always had friends
among the law-abiding citizens, and those
friends sometimes made things tough for
lawmen.

When I broke camp and rode out, I
headed upstream and soon passed the spot

where I'd first stopped last night and the

spot where I'd seen the girl. A little farther

on, I came to the end of the rough stretch -

and there, around a bend of the creek, was
a broad grass flat and some sod buildings.
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The buildings were within easy walking
distance of the place where I'd spotted the
girl, so T knew she’d come from there. I
wondered if it was Matt Cameron’s place.

It was on the opposite side of the creek,
so I made the crossing. There were cattle
scattered across the flat in the distance, and
nearer, in a fenced meadow, were a dozen
horses. There weré a couple more horses
in a corral off from one of the buildings, a
barn, and a wagon without a team stood
at the other side. A man appeared at the
doorway of the barn and watched me ap-
proach. He was an elderly Mexican. He
held a double-barreled shotgun, and its
twin muzzles bored at me as I rode into
the fanch yard. |,

“Thats far enough, hombre,” the man
said. ““Say from there what you want.”

“This Matt Camerons ‘ranch?”

(ISz ”

“Where’s Cameron?”

“Gone to Dodge.”

“Nobody here but you?”

“That’s right,” he said. “The others put
a herd on the trail to Dodge City. They left
a week ago. You can find Sefior Cameron
up in Kansas, hombre.”

but I ignored it. I looked about, certain
that he wasn’t alone. There had to be

the girl and another man. One of the other
two soddies was no doubt a bunkhouse, and
one the owner’s house. Smoke was curling
lazily from the chimney on the latter. And
I had a glimpse of the girl now. She ap-
peared at the rear of the house that was
giving off smoke. She was carrying a bas-
ket of wash. She was gone from my sight
the .next moment. I looked back at. the
Mexican. - '

“Who's the lady, amigo?”

“None of your business, hombre. Ride
on.”

I said, “What is this, a cross-dog outfit ?'

He said, “You heard me. Ride on!”

He cocked the shotgun, swung it to his
shoulder. There was no arguing with a
shotgun, so I said, “All right, all right,”
and rode on across the yard. When I was
a little beyond the buildings, I figured. L

I T WAS a pointed hint for me to ride 611,_



«could take a chance, a shotgun’s range being

so short. I dropped off my pack horse,
jabbed spurs to my dun, and wheeled about
toward the side of the sod house. The
Mexican yelled something in Spanish, but
no shot came. I reached the rear'of the
house, and there she was, hanging wash on
a line. She sure believed in cleanliness.
She froze in the act of pinning a petticoat
to the line, staring at me. The Mexican
came over, cursing loudly in Spanish.

1 said to her, “Call him off. I don’t mean
anybody any harm.”

She said, “Miguel, quit it.

He stopped short, muttering to himself
and eying me’ with suspicion.

The girl stared at me, herf cheeks grow-
ing red and then turning pale. There was
an agony of embarrassment in her éyes, and
it was clear that she had no douht that I
was the man who'd seen her at the creek
last night.

“What do you want?”

“I'm looking for Matt. Cameron.”

“What for?” P <

“It’s sort of private business.”

“Well, he’s not around,” she said® “He’s
on the trail to Dodge with cattle.”

T pushed my hat back off my forehead,
hooked my right leg about my saddlehorn,
and took out makings. I looked her over
while I rolled a cigarette, and she was
worth a look. She was wearing a plain
gingham dress, but on her it looked like
the height of fashion. Mostly, clothes have
to do something for women. But she did
something, and plenty, for that dress. She
was a tall and curvy sort, and not too




Janet jerked open a drawer
~and grabbed a six-shooter
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‘young,” either, but somewhere between
twenty and twenty-five. She had brown
hair with reddish highlights, and it was a
soft, tousled mass. Her features were bold
but nicely molded, and her complexion had
a healthy glow. I couldn’t-tell if her eyes
were gray or green; they seemed green to
me, and there was no doubt about them
heing angry. ¢

She said, “Is thls necessary ?”’

I lighted my smoke. “What®ma’am ? ?”

“Your looking me over-like this.”

“Maybe not necessary,” I said. “But.it’s
~pleasant. I'm sorry I gave you a scare last
night, ma’am.’ -

Her cheeks got red again. “If you were
a gentleman, you wouldn’t have mentioned
last night. Listen, mister—"

“Bannister’s my name. Jim Bannister.”

“T was saying, mister, that you'd better
ride on.’

“T -want to see Matt Cameron. I'll wait
here until he gets back.”

“You will like—” She choked back the
swear word. “I'm Janet Cameron, Matt's
daughter.” T keep his tally books and write
his'letters, and I happen to know that he's
never done business with anybody named
Bannister. Miguel has a shotgun, and T've
got-a rifle in the house that I can shoot.”
Her eyes were green, all right; they were
bright with anger now.

I took a long drag on my cigarette. My

"name hadn’t upset her that T could see, but
- that didn’t prove it meant nothing to her.
She was smart enough, I figured, to cover
<up. If Tom Duane had come here, he’d
certainly told her that he expected a man
named Bannisterfo be on his trail. I sud-
denly remembered theé man who’d come
running last night when she cut loose with
her rifle-at me. It hadn’t.been Miguel. The
voice had been young, with no trace of a
. Spanish accent. Tonmi Duane, maybe.

A quiver af alarm crept along my spine
as I realized that Duane.might be in the
house, watching me with a cocked gun in

his hand. ‘I suspected that he might be, for”

the girl had some reason for wanting ‘me
to leave. She sure wasn't afraid of me, for
herself. On the chance that Duane was
tl}ere, with a gun lined on my back, I de-

cided that I'd better try to humor her.

I straightened out on my horse, touched
my hat to her. Somehow, T couldnt help
saying, “I’ll be seemg you, Miss Canteron.”

my pack animal; caught it up, and left
the place. T breathed easier when I
was out of bullet range, and an hour later,
out of sight of the ranch headquarters, I
turned west toward the creek. T halted and
dismounted in a clump of scrub cotton-
woods on the opposite side of the Squaw.
.Leaving my horses, I climbed a little
rocky knob from where I could see the
Cameron place fairly well. I’d hardly be-
gun to watch it when a rider tore away from
the buildings and ¢rossed_the flat at a hard
lope. He was heading north, and his course
led him near enough to my position for me
to identify him as Miguel. He might have
seen me if he’d glanced in that direction,
but he kept his eyes straight ahead. -And
that old waquero could ride a horse.

My first thought was that the girl had
sent him to Tom Duane’s hideout, to warn
the outlaw, and my impulse was to follow
him. Then I reasoned that Janet Cameron
suspected I might be keeping watch, and,
she’d sent Miguel out in an attempt to toll
nie away so6 that Duane, hiding at the ranch,
could escape. My hunch that Duane .was
at the Cameron place was a strong one. I
couldn’t ignore it. ;

THEN I. RODE back to where I'd left

I lounged there against a houlder, smok-
ing a cigarette and keeping watch on the
distant buildings, and T kept watching all _
morning. Nobody else rode away from the
place, and Miguel._didn’t return. Toward
noon, woodsmoke again ‘curled from the
chimney of the girl’s house and I supposed
she was getting dinner. I wondered if she
would bother to cook a meal if she were
alone, and decided that she wouldn’t. I
was even more convinced that Duane was
there.

Upon seeing the smoke, I figured that
Duane wouldn’t be leaving until after he’d
eaten his meal, so I left the knob and off-
saddled my horses and staked them out.
I opened a can of peaches for my dinner,
then went back to the knob and squatted by
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the shady side of the big boulder. Smoke
was still coming from the chimney yonder,
but gradually it thinned to a wispy feather.
I figured Duane and the girl were eating
now.

I could have made sure he was there by
returning to the place, but it seemed a fool-
hardy thing to try. There was too much
flat, open range to cross. I'd be an easy
target for Duane, and I didn’t doubt for a
minute that he’d try to kill'me if I crowded
him. He had plenty of reason to know that
even here in the Neutral Strip I was a
threat to him. If he was smart at all, he’d
know that here I was more of a danger to
him than I'd been in Texas—for here in
No Man’s Land no holds were barred. The
game could be played without regard to
any rules such as often tied the hands of
a law-abiding citizen in a country like
Texas. Here I could play the game as dirty
as any lawless hombre.

There was a five-hundred-dollar reward
offered for Tom Duane. There was also
a like amount offered for each of Duane’s
three partners. The bounty had been posted
by George Faber, president of the bank that
was robbed of the thirty thousand dollars.
But I didn’t care.a hang about collecting
bounties. I wasn’t much interested now,
having resigned from the Texas Rangers,
in recovering the bank’s money or in send-
ing'them to prison for the holdup. What I
wanted was to get the four of them for
killing the sheriff of San Marco.

Sheriff Ben Morgan— He'd not even
known there was a bank holdup underway.
He'd just happened to step out of the
courthouse as the four swung away from in
front of the bank. They spotted him, and
one—not Tom Duane but one of the oth-
ers—had reined in and grabbed out his gun
and fired three slugs into old Ben Morgan.
Yeah, he was sixty-five—but he’d been
young in his mind, and a mighty fine man.
Besides, he’d been the man who raised me
and made me intp an image of himself.

sheriff caught me breaking into a gen-
eral store down at Valido. I'd passed
up the till, and that had been in-my favor—

I'D BEEN a range orphan when the
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my not having stolen money. But I had
stolen a slab of bacon, some coffee, pepper-
mint candy, and a sack of tobacco. T’d been

. half-starved. The sheriff had made me put

the stuff back, and he’d taken me home
with him. He’d owned a little ranch outside
San Marco, and lived there with his missus.
Ma Morgan had been a fine woman, and
she was a real mother to me for half a
dozen years—and I grieved as much as Ben
when she passed away. We’'d bached it,
after Ma’s death, and I grew up almost like
a son to him. I'd got old enough to strike
out for myself, and I'd worked as a cow-
hand for some of the big oufits. But I'd
wanted to be a lawman like Ben Morgan.
There’d been no chance for me to become
a sheriff, being so young; and Ben had had
only one deputy, Ed Wheeler, who’d mar-
ried the job. But the’ Rangers took young
buckaroos, if they were right sort, and so
I got to be a Ranger.

So it was because of Ben Morgan’s
murder that I quit the Rangers and came
into No Man’s Land where a Ranger had
no authority to go. I wanted to avenge him.
Back in Texas, folks could think what they
wished. I hadn’t let Tom Duane escape for
a cut of the loot.

The afternoon was long, and nothing
happened. Miguel still hadn’t returned,
and I saw nobody else ride away from the
ranch headquarters. My hunch that Duane
was there was as strong as-ever, and I be-
gan to wonder about his being at the place
with Janet Cameron. It began to look as
though there was something between the
outlaw and the girl.. That seemed possible,
for Duane was a handsome sort.

Along about sundown, I saw smoke rise
from the chimney again and knew that she
was, about to get supper. I was hungry,
myself, but there was no time for me to
build a fire and cook a meal, for it seemed
likely that Duane would leave the ranch
after nightfall. I smoked a cigarette for my
supper, then went to the trees by the creek
and saddled my dun. I mounted and rode
out at dusk, keeping to the west side of the
creek, holding my horses to a walk, and
making use of what cover there was to keep
from being -spotted.
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The creek brought me close to the build-
ings, and now, as dusk thickened, a lamp
.burned in the house. In the kitchen, T fig-

ured. I dismounted and left my horse in:
some bushes, then waded the creek and

sank to the ground on the opposite side.
The rear of the sod house was only a hun-
dred vards away. The kitchen door was
closed, and the one window showing lamp-
light was curtained. T saw the girl’s shad-
ow against the curtain’ séveral times, but
unless I busted into the house there was no
way for me to see if Duane was with her:

I waited there for maybe half an hour,
then rose and moved silently to the side of
-the house: I'd hardly reached it when-the
door opened. The girl camie out and T heard
-her humming the tune of Cotton-Eve Joe.
She was carrying a wooden bucket, and she

went to the creek and filled it. She was still

humming when she returned to the house.
I waited until I heard the creak of the door

hinges, and then 1 moved fast. She’d just .

got the door closed when I tried its latch
and pushed it open. She whirled, spilling
water from her bucket: Her mouth flew
open, but she was so startled that no sound
came from her throat. I closed the door,
stood with my back to it.

She found her voice. “Get out of here,
you'Y)

I'd seen as I shoved the door open that
she was alone, but now I looked toward the -

doorway leading toward the rest of the
house. I half expected Duane to come rush-
ing into the kitchen from another room.
He didn’t. And not only was there no
sound from the other part of the house,
but I had the feeling that there was no-
body in it but the girl and myself.

She said, “Listen, whoever you’re look-
ing for isn’t here. You’re not half so smart
as you think.” She turned from me, carried
her ‘bucket to the cookstove and poured
water into the tea kettle. She set the bucket
down at the side of the stove, then faced
me again. “Go see for yourself, if you don’t
believe me,” she said.
don’t want you around here.”

-I looked about the kitchen, and except
for the outer walls being of sod, it was like

a kitchen in any ranch house. The inner‘

“Then clear out. I

walls were of plank, and there was\plank
flooring. Besides the stove, there was a
large table in the center of the room with
a hench on either side of. it. The table was
covered with a red-and-white checked
cloth. Tt had been cleared of dishes, and the
dishes were in a pan on a smaller table
over beside- the stove.

I had an idea that the rest of the house
was properlv furnished toe, and it was evi-
dent that Matt Cameron had more than a
mere cow camp here. T figured that he’d
huilt 50 solidly hecause this was his main
ranch. Most cow outfits in the Strip had
only temporary camps, and had other
ranches back in Texas or over in New
Mexico Territory.. But apparently the
Cameron outfit had accepted the challenge
of No Man’s Land and put down perma-
nent roots, unbothered by the hostility of
the country.

ONDERING: if nmiy hunch had

Whad been wrong after all, T asked

the girl. “How long ago did he
leave?”

“Who are you talking about ?”

“You know. Why make me say it?”

“My father left some days ago,” she said
curtly, “My brothers® are with him. Mlgucl
left early this morning.’

"~ I watched her closely, and said,
Duane.”

.She was a.good actress. Nothing showed
on her face as she said, ““I never heard of
him. And if you think T've got a man hid-
ing here, you’re—insulting !”’

“Well, I could be wrong.”

“You're plenty wrong, Mr. Bannister!”
- “Maybe,” I said. “But it occurs to me
that your menfolks wouldn’t leave you
here alone—not in the middle of No Man’s
Land. Your father left Miguel behind to
look out for you, and he wouldn’t have
ridden out. unless he figured that you had
some protection. Duane is somewhere
around.” :

“I told .you to see for yourself. Search
the house, Bannister. Go look in_the bunk-
house—and in the barn too. I give you per-
mission.”

An idea came to me. I walked over to the

“Tom
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‘side table, by which she. stood, and looked
at the dishpan: It held two of everything:
‘plates, .cups, saucers, knives, forks, spoons.
I faced her, and she was watching me with
-an-uneasy look in her eyes.

She said, “That means nothing. I didn't
wash up my dinner things. I let them go to
do them now with my supper things.”

I'shook my head. “Not. you. You're too
good. a housekeeper.”

“Thanks. I'm flattered.”

" “He ate with you.”

“All right—he ate with me. Then he rode
-out.”

I didn’t say anything to that. I went to
the cupboard and got a cup, then went to
the stove and.filled it from the coffee pot.
I stood there, sipping the coffee. Her eyes
hated me. She was a woman of strong feel-
ings. She couldn’t just dislike me, she had
to hate me. I found myself thinking that if

she were in love with Duane, he was a’

-mighty lucky man—on that score, at least.
"I emptied the cup and put it in the dishpan,
then took out makings and built a smoke.

After lighting up, I said, “He didn’t es-
cape on his own. I let him.” 7

“That was big-hearted of you!”

“I don’t care much about seeing him go
to prison—or to the gallows.”

“No, you just want the money,” she
said. -“The thirty thousand dollars. A
crooked lawman.” She was scornful. “That
makes you lower than any outlaw.” >

I thought I heard a sound outside, and
was about to turn to the door when she
moved toward me.. I made the mistake of
letting her distract me, for as I looked at her
the door slammed open and Duane leapt
into the kitchen with a gun in his hand. I
dropped my cigarette and grabbed for my
own gun. But she was the quicker. My
hand closed on nothing, for she had jerked
my gun from its holster.

Duane laughed: And his weapon, al-
ready cocked, was lined on my chest. I saw
his finger begin to squeeze the trigger. -
T flung myself sideways, slamming into

a bench and the dining table with such
force that both went crashing over. Duane’s

HE GIRL cried, “Tom—don’t!” I
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shot roared in -the kitchen, and the slug
missed me by inches. At the instant he fired
the table was falling away from my hurtling
body, and the lamp, which had stood atop
“it, struck the floor with an explosive. crash
of glass and metal. The flame was ex-
tinguished, and the room plunged into
sooty darkness. I recovered my balance and
dived at Duane, taking him around -the
knees. He had ‘no chance to fire a second
shot, but he clubbed down with the gun and
the blow caught me in the back. There was
a burst of pain for me, then I heaved him

. over backwards. He went down hard, and

I swarmed over-him. I wrenched the gun
‘out of his hand, leapt to my feet, looked
for the girl.

I shoved the captured gun into my waist-
band, and went after her. She’d called to

" Duane not to shoot me, but that didn’t
mean that she wouldn’t pull the trigger on
the gun she’d taken from me. I grabbed at
her, and in the darkness I wasn’t able to
see what I grabbed. I got an armful of girl.
She screamed and fought against me, and
for a time I had my hands full. I'd never
had a woman fight me before, and Janet
Cameron’s strength sirprised me. Then I
heard the gun fall to the floor, and I re-
leased her and stooped to pick-it up. It took
me a few.seconds to find it, and by the time
I came erect Duane was up and moving
through the door. He was running toward
the creek when I reached the door.

I yelled, “Stop—or by hell I'll drop
you!”

He didn’t stop, so I fired a shot over
his head. It stopped him. He faced about,
gasped, “All right, Bannister—you win.”
He came walking toward me.

Over my shoulder, I said, “You, in
there! Make a light.” g

Janet made some reply to that, and it
could have been that she swore at me. Af-
ter the way she fought me, I was willing to
believe she, knew how to cuss. She had to
get a lamp from another room, but finally
the kitchen was lighted again. I told Duane
to get inside; then I followed him and closed
the door. Janet had placed the lamp on the
side table. Her eyes were bright with fury.
I gestured with my gun. -
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“Pick up that table and bench,” I told
Duane. “Then sit down.”

He did as I ordered, then sat at the
table. He looked sullen. He was of medium
height, stockily built, blondish, and coarse-
ly handsome. He didn’t look like a man
who’d go over to the wrong side-of the law,
but he’d done just that and I had no sxm—
pathy for him.

1 said, “You busted out of the San Marco
jail because T let you, friend. You got otit
of Texas because I gave you the chance.
I could have kept you behind bars, if it
had suited my purpose, and I could have
tracked you down before you ever reached
No Man’s Land. But I wanted to see where
you'd head.”

“Sure,” he said savagely. “You thought
I had that thirty thousand dollars cached
somewhere—and you wanted to get vour
hands on it!”

“Guess again, Duane.”

He sneered, not saying anything.

I said, “Why don't you come to your
senses ? It was your first misstep. You were
a square shooter up until you got in with
bad company. You're a young fellow, and
you've got a fine girl in love with you. So
why not try to square yourself with the
law?”

He looked at me,
“How ?”

“Make a deal with me.” -

“I’ve got no money. I told you the truth.
I never got a cent of that Joot.”

“I’'m not talking about money,” 1 said.
“The sheriff at San Marco was like a
father to me, and I want the man .who
killed him. I know it wasn’t you who shot
him down, but I don’t know which of your
partners did the shooting. I don’t know
any of them, Duane. None of the witnesses
to the bank holdup and the murder could
identify any of the crowd but you. They
were all strangers to San Marco. Now you
tell me who those three hombres are and
where you're to meet them, and—

“I'm no squealer, Bannister! I told you
that before!”

-I ignored that, and went on, “And Tl
_help you get off with a’lighter prison sen-
tence.’

not sneering now.

“I'm not getting any prison sentence at
all, Ranger!”

“You re forgettmg that I've got a gun
on you Duane.”

You re forgetting that this is No Man’s

Land.”

“There’s nothing to keep me from taking
you back te Texas,” I_said, beginning to
lose my temper. “And if you won’t go for
this deal, T'll take you back if I have to
drag you the whole way!”

He didn’t answer that, but I could see
fear in his eyes.

The girl said, “Why- don’t you make him
a decent offer, Bannister ?”’

“Like what?" T asked.

“Like letting him go free altogether.”

{“That’s asking a lot, Miss Cameron.”

HE SHOOK her head. “No, if isn’t.
S Like you said, it was Tom'’s first mis-
step. He just got in with bad company.
He thade a mistake. But if he makes it
r1ght—~we11 you should give him another

* chance.”

I glanced at 'Dnzmc, then looked at her
again. Her eyes didn’t hate me now, but
pleaded” with me. I’d guessed right; she
was in love with him. With an outlaw, a
bank robber, a man who wasn’t half good
enoiigh for her. I caught myself up, realiz-
ing that T didn’t really know what she was
like. 1 was carried away by the beauty of
her. A man who’d been around and seen so
much of the messy side of life as [ had
should know better. There'd been a Ranger
in Company B who'd oiten said that you
can’t tell a book from its cover. That went
for women too. I didn’t know what kind
of a woman Janet Cameron really was.

I said, “If you want a pardon for him,
only the governor of Texas ‘can give you
that. I'm not even a Ranger now. I can
only' speak for myself, but I’'m willing -to
let him go free if he helps me get his
partners.’

Her voice sang, saying,
hear?” :

“I heard what he said,” Duane told her.
“But how good is his word?”

I said, “You've got plenty‘to Tose by not
taking my word. I’'m not going to- fool

“Tom! Do you
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around with you, Duane. Either you help
me, or I'll take you back to Texas and turn
you over to the Rangers. And, believe me,
they want you bad.”

Janet went to him, put a hand on his
shoulder. “Take a chance, Tom,” she said.
“Please, for my sake.”

He eyed re narrowly. “If I give you.
their names and tell you where I was to,
meet them, you'll let me stay here?”

“Yeah\”

“Once T tell you, you could break your
word.”

“I could, but I won't.”

Janet said, “If you'd tell him the whole
story, Tom, I’'m sure he wouldn’t hold
what you've done against you. Tell him

—
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cause I gambled away the money I got for
the sale of some cattle.”

She said, “And the bank foreclosed—
took over the ranch.”

“So he got sore and decided to rob the
bank. That’s not much of a story,” I com-
mented.

“That’s only a part of it,” she said. “Tom
sold the cattle down at Valido. The price
was low to begin with. The market was
flooded with cattle just at that time, but he
couldn’t hold off because he needed that in-
terest money. The market was flooded and
the price low because the big Crown Cattle
Company was selling at the same time,
Crown pushed nearly. ten thousand head
onto the cattle buyers. It was a deliberate

The three hardcases surrounded Janet’s cabin

about it, and then maybe you’ll feel that
he’ll keep his word because he’ll under-
stand how it was with you.”

He_ turned sullen again. “A lot he’d
care!”

“Then I'll tell him.”

“Suit yourself,” Duane said, and took out
makings to roll a cigarette.

Janet stood by him, her hand still on his
shoulder, but she looked at me. “Tom in-
herited a little ranch from his father, Ban-
nister,” she said. “A little ranch with a
big mortgage. The bank at San Marco held
the mortgage. Tom missed an interest pay-
ment, and—"

“Tell the whole of it,” Duane-cut in.
“I couldn’t make the interest payment be-

attempt to keep Tom from finding a buyer.
But he found one anyway. Afterwards, he
did what men always do after swinging a
deal—"’ She sounded a little peeved about
this. “He celebrated. He drank too much
that night, and he got talked into a poker
game. The game was rigged. The Crown
foreman had fixed it with the other players
to take Tom.”

“How do you know that?” I asked.

“The Crown foreman, Jess Hanlon,
bragged about it afterwards.”

“Go on. What’s the rest of it?”

“The Crown outfit had_been trying to
buy Tom out, had tried to buy out his
father before him,” Janet said. “Crown
wanted that little spread badly. Crown’s
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range is. big, but it hasn’t much water.
There was a good water. supply on Tom’s
ranch. Crown wanted the Duane ranch—
and Crown got it.”

“From the bank?”

“George Faber owns the bank and he’s
also a big stockholder in the Crown Cattle
Company,” Janet ‘said. “Faber knew that
“Tom was short of cash and would have to
sell cattle to make his interest payment,
and he tipped off Jess Hanlon, the Crown
foreman. Hanlon. saw to it that Tom was

robbed of his money from the sale of the’

cattle. So he blamed Faher. He brooded,
and he got to hate the man. Then he got
acquainted with the wrong sort of men
and—well, they robbed Faber’s bank. It
was foolish, of course, but it wasn’t much
worse than what was done to him.”

“Maybe it wouldn’t have been,” I said,
“but for.the murder of Sheriff Morgan.”

- “I’m sorry about that,” ]anet S’axd “But
Tom didn’t kill him.”

I didn’t say anythmg to that. I holstered
my gun, took out makings and rolled a
smoke.

*. She said, “I’'m as honest as anybody. I
believe in law and order as much as you do,
Bannister. But I can’t blame Tom for what
he did. He was robbed of his ranch, and he
wasn’t the first man to be robbed of a
ranch by George Faber and the Crown
bunch. My father owned a ranch down near
San Marco some years ago. Crown wanted
it too, and with Faber’s help,,Crown got it.

That's why we Camerons are here in No .

Man’s Land. You can believe that or not,
Bannister !”’
“I believe it,” I said, lighting up. -

country for nearly ten years, but T used

to go back occasionally to visit Ben
Morgan, and he told me about what was
happening in the town and on the sur-
rounding range. I remembered his telling
me about Matt Cameron losing his ranch to
the Crown Cattle Company.

It had been about six years ago, when
-Crown first came into the country and be-
gan buying up range. The Bank of San
Marco, at that time, had been owned by a

I DID. I’d been away from the San Marco

man named Hacketf, with George Faber
merely ‘an employee. Hackett had been

".speculating and lost a lot of the bank’s

money ; finally he’d absconded with what
funds rémained, and the bank failed. Matt
Cameron had been a big depositor, and the
bank failure had ruined him. He’d lost his
ranc¢h to Crown. Later, George Faber, with

" help from the big Crown Cattle Company,

had reorganized the bank.

I recalled now that Sheriff Ben Morgan
had been suspicious of Faber at the time.
Eli Hackett had been old and sickly, and
Ben Morgan had heen sure that. the banker
did make a lot of bad investments but he’d
never helieved that Hackett absconded with
any of the bank’s money. The sheriff had
located him some months later, through the
Pinkerton Agency, back East somewhere.
But when Ben got there, 'Hackett had
passed away—and in his hotel room there’d

-been only the banker’s few clothes and less

than ten dollars.

Ben had suspected that George Faber
helped himself' to what remained of the
bank’s money, for as he’d said to me where
else could Faber have got the funds to re-
organize the bank? He’'d reasoned that ‘the
Crown Cattle Company hadn’t done all the
financing for Faber. But suspicion hadn’t
been enough, and Sheriff Morgan had never
been able to pin anything on the man. I
eyed Janet Cameron curiously.

“Does your father blame George Faber
for the loss of his San Marco ranch?”

“Yes. He blamed Faber as much as he
blamed old Eli Hackett,” Janet said. “He
always said that the two of them looted
the bank, only Faber was clever enough
to cover-up his crookedness. Now that you
know what George Faber and his Bank of
San Marco are like, you should understand
why Tom took part in that holdup.”

“All right,” T said. “I'm no longer a
Ranger, and I’m not obligated to arrest
him. I’ve offered him a deal, and. I'll keep
my end of the bargain.”

She nodded, then looked at Duane. “Tell
him, Tom,” she urged.

He’d had time enough to- think it over,
and now he said, “The other three were
from New Mexico. I got to know one of
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them, Ed Shard, down at Valido. after I'd
lost my cattle money. He’d heard Crown’s
ranch boss, Hanlon, bragging about how
I'd been taken. Ed bought me a few drinks,
and [ guess T got drunk. Anywav. I talked
about getting even with George Faber and
Jess Hanlon. He asked me a lot of ques-
tions about the bank—how many people
worked there, where it was located in San
Marco. if the sheriff's office was near it. I

didn’t know what he was getting at, but -

later, after the bank foreclosed on my
ranch and sold it to Crown, Ed looked me
up and took me to meet the other two.
They had a camp in the Morada Hills. They
asked me then about robbing the bank.”

“Why’d they want you in on it?”

“They figured they’d have more chance
of pulling it off and making a getaway if
they had somebod\ that knew the town
helping them, " * Duane said. “They said I
could go in first and see if things looked
right for a stickup, and then ‘signal them.
That’s how we worked-it.”
I'd never heard of Ed Shard before, so
asked “What kind of a man is Shard ?”

“Smart and tough.”
“Who are his partners?”
“One’s named Jake Durango and the
other Mel Tolbert.”

T nodded, for I knew about Mel Tolbert.
A real bad hombre, he was wanted by the
Texas Rangers on a number of charges—
rustling, horse-stealing, armed robbery, and
murder. I didn’t know anything about
Dusango, but to be partners with Mel Tol-
‘bert he and Ed Shard had to be genuine
hardcases. Tom Duane had gotten in with
bad company, all right.

I said, “Which one of them killed Sheriff
Morgan ?”

Duzme didn’t hesitate about answering
that. “Me] Tolbert,” he said.

“Where were you to meet afterwards?

“We were planning to head straight for
New Mexico. We had a change of horses
waiting at our camp in the Moradas, about
thirty ntiles from San Marco. We \figured
on riding as hard as we could to the camp,
shift our saddles, then ride on. The fresh
horses would have let us outrun anvbody
that followed us.

—
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“The trouble was, we never did make a
real getaway. I didn’t, anyway. There were:
a bunch”of Crown cowhands in town that
afternoon, and they heard the shooting
when Tolbert killed the sheriff. They were
on their broncs and chasing us before we
cleared town. They were so close behind
us that when we got to the hills, we wouldn’t
take the time to change horses. Tolbert
said that we’d split up, every man for him-
self. That’s what we did, and I got caught.”

“What part of New Mexico were you
heading for, Duane?”

“The Black Range. Ed Shard sald he
has a little ranch there = =

“How come you didn’t head for New
Mexico when you escaped from jail?”" -

Duane shrugged “I was sick of it,” he
said. “All T could think was that T had to
get out of Texas. I figured that the lawmen
in New Mexico would be told to watch for
me and arrest me. Mexico—Well, I didn't
want to go there. So I headed for here.”

' He gave me an ugly look. “I didn’t count

on you coming into the Strip.”

“You've given up all idea of sharing in
the loot?”
“Well-Z” He hesitated a moment. “Sure.

How could I get any of it now, with you

* going after the others?”

S T TOOK a long drag on my cigar- °

arette, suddenly I felt a little leery of

‘him. Up_until now, I'd figured him
for an all right sort who'd made this one
mistake only hecause he’'d gotten in with
real outlaws. I'd heen sure that he would
try to kill me, but only to keep from being
taken back to Texas—and prison. I’d sized
him up as just another cowboy turned bad,
and, like so many of them, he could be
straightened out if tripped up by the law
in time. Wild but not vicious; that’s how
I'd pegged him.

But at the moment I felt a strong dls-

“trust of him, and tried, without success, to

find a-reason for it. I'd made a deal with
him, héwever, and now it was up to me to
live up to my end of the bargain.

I took his gun from my waistband, won-
dering if he’d use it to shoot me in the back-
if I left it with him. My distrust of him
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said that there was a chance that he might,
so I broke the gun, used the ejector, punched
the cartridge from the cylinder into my
hand. T held the gun out to the girl.

“T’ll be leaving now,” I sald “I'm sorry
“for the trouble I caused you.” .

She said, “It’s all right,” and took the
gun. “You've been decent enough.”

“Keép him straight, eh ?”

“T will, Bannister.”

That brought the sneer back to Duane’s
face, but he didn’t say anything.

I turned to the door, went out, and was
halfway to_the creek when she called after
me. I faced about and watched her come
toward me. She still held the gun. T won-
déred if she’d been afraid to give it to
Duane, afraid that he would reload it and
try to shoot me in the back. Her face was
grave..

“T want to say thanks, Bannister.”

““No need to,” T told her. “I got what I
wanted.”

““I should apologize too—for the way I
treated you, for lying to you.” =

“He’s your man. Yot've a right to lie
for him.”

“You would ‘have done differently if -it
hadn’t been for me, wouldn’t you?”

thought about that for a moment. Then
I said, “Yeah. I would have forced the
truth out of him, somehow, and then taken
him back to Texas. He has you-to thank for
getting out of it so easy.”

She looked at me in a different way, as
though she saw me for the first time as a
man instead of a manhunter. But she didn’t
say more.

I said, Goodmght Miss Cameron,”’
turned away.

I crossed the creek, mounted my horse,
and rode away. But I didn’t ride away from
Janet Cameron. She went with me in my
thoughts. That ‘was another thing that
never before hadhappened to me, my carry-
ing the memory of a girl about with me. . . .

Back where I'd left my spare horse and
campgear, I off-saddled the diin and put it
on a picket rope. Then I built a fire and

and

rustled up a meal. I ate my supper and sat,_

by the dying fire, thinking it over. I'd head
for New Mexico in the morning, of course,
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and once there try to find Ed Shard’s ranch
in the Black Range. I knewthat country
pretty well; I'd been over to the Territory
on Ranger business several-times. The
Black Range ivas wild coyntry. A lot of
Texas cowmen had founded ranches there,
and quite ‘a few rustlers and other outlaws
had found it a more healthful climate than
Texas. It was the sort of country:to attract
men like Ed Shard and his partners.

But I had an odd feeling about going to
New. Mexico. I didn’t want to make the
trip. I was uneasy about it, all of a sudden.
I tried to figure out the reason for feeling
like that, and told myself that the odds of
three to one might scare anybody. But I
didn’t convince myself of that. I was re-
“solved to avenge Sheriff Ben Morgan, and
nothing could make me back down. As for
the odds, T didn’t need to rush in and take
on the three of them at once. I could bide
my time, take them one at a time. The three
wouldn’t stay together night and day for-
ever, and sooner or later T could catch one
alone and then another. No, it wasn’t fear
that made me uneasy about the trip.”

It was my distrust of Tom Duane.

I got to thinking that maybe he’d lied to
me about where to find them, and the more
I thought it the more I felt that I shoildn’t
head for New Mexico. I'd taken it for
granted that he wanted nothing more-than

&40 be out of the mess and stay out of prison,

“but I could have been wrong. He still might
“have some idea. of getting his share of the
loot, and if he did, it was natural that_he
should want me out of the way..And to
send me on a- wild goose chasé into the
Territory was dn easy way to get rid of
me.,.If I was right in my suspicions of him,
it followed that he would meet his three
partners here in the Neutral Strip—some-
where within easy riding distance of the
Cameron ranch. .

Another thought came, and jolted me.

I thought that maybe he had already met
them and got his share of the loot!
Tfore but now I couldn’t get rid of it.

It was possible that he’d outsmarted
me; if he had, he sure must be laughing at

HE IDEA hadn’t 'occurred to me be-



GIRL FOR NO

me now. When I fixed it so that he could
escape from the San Marco jail, I hadn’t

followed him by keeping him in sight. If .

he’d spotted me following him, he would
have guessed- what I was up to and my
scheme wouldn’t have worked at all.

He'd escaped from jail in the middle of
the night, stolen a horse at O’Dade’s livery
stable, and headed out the south road. I'd
picked up his trail in Valido the next day.
He'd swapped horses there, without any-
body’s permission, and I'd found the second
mount abandoned about ten miles east of
Valido along the railroad tracks at a water
tank. He’d hopped an eastbdund freight,
I learned that later, by going back to
Valido and talking with the station master
there. The only trains that took on water at
the tank were freights, and the only freight
that he could have hopped at that time was
an eastbound. 5

I hadn’t picked up his trail again.for a
week, then it was at Rawles Junction. He’d
been thrown off the train there by the
brakeman. He'd given the station master
a hard luck story, and the station master
had staked him to a meal. Leaving the res-
taurant, Duane had stolen a rancher’s horse
outside the general store. The rancher had
grabbed somebody else’s horse and gone
after him, but Duane, heading north, got
away.

So T'd trailed him north through the
Panhandle to No Man’s Land, but he’d
been riearly a week ahead of me. He’d had
time enough to meet his outlaw partners
and collect his share of the loot, and then go
to the Cameron ranch.
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I would always be able to locate him
through her, somehow, unless she went
away with him. That was a thought I didn't
like, Janet’s going off with him.

I turned in finally, telling myself T hadn’t
any choice. I would have to go to New
Mexico. If I didn’t find my men there, I
could return to No Man’s Land and look
for them in that direction. At least I was a
little closer to them than T’d been before I

caught up with Tom Duane.
Now I knew their names.
I my pack horse and heading west. It
was empty country, beyond the Squaw.
I saw a few’ cattle and got close enough to
several to see their brands. They were in
the MC iron—Matt Cameron’s, I figured.
I rode flat prairie all that morning, and at
midday I turned southwest in the hope of
reaching Beaver Creek before nightfall.
By then my horses would need water. I
reached the Beaver toward sundown, at a
spot where there were a couple homesteads.
The settlers had put up the usual sod build-
ings. They’d plowed the prairie, a wide_
stretch of it, and put in some kind of crops.
I steered clear of their places and stopped
about a mile upstream.
I halted only long enough to’ water my
horses and smoke a cigarette, then rode

> /
WAS IN the saddle at sunup, leading

. west along the creek with an idea of keeping

<

I was mixed up now, and didn’t know

what my next move should be.

A trip to-New Mexico might be a fool’s
errand, but'on the other hand I had no evi-
dence that Duane had lied to me. The only
way I could find out whether he had lied
or not was to make the trip. If I couldn’t
find any trace of the three outlaws there,
I'd know he’d outwitted me. And while I
was off to the Territory, if he had lied,
Duane could head for parts unknown—and
I might never find him again. On the other
hand, there was the girl, and it wasn’t likely
that he would stay away from her for long.

on the move until it was nearly dark. I'd
traveled only about a mile when, topping a
rise, I happened to look back and saw that

“there was a rider on my trail.

I stopped there, watched him. He was
still, about half a mile away, but coming
along at a fast walk. When he sighted me
atop the rise, a little later, he waved to me.
and came on at a lope. It was the hardcase
I'd encountered at the Texas line, Will
Hanks. He came up to me and reined in, a
lopsided grin on his bristly- face.

“I was beginning to figure I'd have to

‘track you all the way to the Territory,

Ranger,” he said. He paused to get rid of
some tobacco juice. “Got news for you.”
“About Duane?”
“Not exactly.”
“What, then?”
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He gave me-a shrewd look. “This ought
to be worth something to you, Bannister.
It’s important, else I wouldn’t have hothered
to come after you. Been riding most of last
night and all today. I'd hoped to catch you
at the Cameron place, but the girl there
said that you’d headed for New Mexico.”
He squinted at me, his head to one side.
“You want to buy what I know?”

- “Look, friend, I didn’t make a fortune
“in the Rangers. Where would I get the
money to buy information?”

“Well, that’s so,” he said. “But you can
cut me in on what rewards besides the one

“on Duane you collect. On the other three
"San Marco bank robbers, I mean.’
I stared. “What?”
> “Yeah ., -
_“Talk up, man!”

“Are you cutting me in, fifty-fifty ?”

T said, “Look, I'll be honest with you.”
T dug into my pocket. I had a small roll of
bills, savings from my -Ranger pay over
the .years.-I counted off two hundred and
fifty dollars, and there. wasn’t much left
in my roll after I handed the two-fifty to

Hanks. “See? I'm playing square with you. |

That’s half the reward for Duane. I found
him after I talked with you, and I'm not
taking him in. But you've got half of what
the reward would be if I took him in. All
Jright ?”

A grin was . stretched wide” across his -
“More than all right,” he.

“hungry face.
said. “But I don’t figure it.”

“I'm paying you half the reward on
Duane even though I'm not going to col-
lect it, becatise-that was my deal with you,”

I told him. “And so you take my word for.

it that if I do collect on the other three I'll
split it with you.” -

“Your word is as good as your money,
Bannister.”

“Good. Now what about the other
three?”-

“After ‘I left you, I headed toward Sod
Town,” he said. “It’s an outlaw hangout.
There’s more tough-hands in Sod Town
than any town in Texas ever saw at once. I
figured that maybe Duane would have put
up there—or somebody there would have
heard of him. I never did get that far. I met

o

up with a hombre who'd just come from
Sod Town, a friend of mine named Russ
Meecham. He was camped on the . Palo
Duro, and he ‘had a jug of rotgut.. Well,
we drank and talked—"

*“Skip the details, Hanks.”

“Sure. He said it was funny, my asking

" if he’d seen or heard of a hombre named

Duane in Sod Town.” =

“Why funny?”

“Because three other hombres were-look-
ing for this same Duane.” .

“In Sod Town?”

“Yeah.” -

“Did Meecham find out their names?”
“In Sod Town,” Hanks said, “a man never
asks strangers their names, Bannister. But
I’d bet plenty that those.three are Duane’s
partners. Why else would they be lookmg
for him?”

O ANSWER came to me right off,
but I thought ahout if. Tom Duane
had pulled off only one job, and par-

ticipation in a single bank robbery didn’t
make him one of Texas’s most notorious
outlaws. But the side issues of that holdup
served to make him one of the most badly
wanted. In the first place, a lawman had
been killed immediately after the holdup,
and Texas Rangers took special pains to
apprehend the murderer of a lawman in
the Tone Star State. Duane hadn'’t fired the
shots that killed Sheriff Ben Morgan, but
that would make little difference to the
Rangers. They would want every miember
of the bnnd

Second, Duane had been permitted to es-
cape hecause of—to put it l\m(lly—the neg-
ligence of a Ranger, meaning meé, and that
was a blot on the organization’s record. I
decided that they might want Duane badly
enough to send some ol'ﬁcers into the Neu-
Stral Strip after him, even though it was
outside their ba:hvvlck If that was the case,
they wouldn’t wear their badges. More
likely, they would pretend to be men on the
dodge from the law to avoid being spotted
as lawmen.

There was another possibility. That five-
hundred-dollar reward offered for Duane
might have tempted some San Marco men
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~ Into doing some bounty hunting. In the
cattle country five hundred dollars was a lot
of money—especially to- cowhands—and I
could imagine that some might have nerve

enough' to vernture into No Man’s Land to

look for Duane.

No, the three men \IV111 H1nks had heard -

about from Russ Meecham didn’t neces-
sarily mean they were Duane’s outlaw
friends. But that wasn’t something T was
going to mention to Hanks. If he wasn’t
on the wrong side of the law himself, he had
plenty of friends who were, and he might
tell it around if I said that those three
might he Rangers with hidden badges or
bounty hunters without badges. He'd kept

quiet about me only because I was worth:

money to him.

- T said, “Meecham didn’t tell you what"

-they looked like ?”

“He said they looked like -the kind he
wouldn’t want.trouble with.” -

“That desgrlptlon could fit most any
three men.”

“It could,” said Hanks. “But I'm betting
they’re Duane’s partners.”
~ward .in his saddle. his manner eager and
a greedy look in his eyes. “What are you
going -to do'about them, Bannister ?”

“Have a look at them, anyway.” .

-“You going right inte Sod Town?”

“Why not?” T said. *“But right now, I'm
making camp and rustling up some grub.”

I turned down from the rise, toward the
creek. Hanks followed. I off-saddled my
horses, staked them out. He did the same

with his'roan; He wasn’t any help with"

building a fire or cooking the meal, but he
sure ate his share of the grub. Afterwards,
I put more brush on the fire and sat by it
with a cigarette.- Hanks took a fresh chew
of tobacco. I smoked and thought. He
chewed and spat, and I soon found out that
he was doing some thinking of his own.

For he said, “There’s two reasons why

" those other three bank robbers would be
hunting Duane. You agree, Bannister?”

“You're doing the talking.”

He chuckled. “I am, ain’t I? Well, one
reason could be that they want to give him
his share of the loot. But the other is mofe
likely.” °

He leaned for-
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I frowned. “Well, get it said.”
His sly eyes gleamed at me. “It could
be that they want to collect their share

from him,” he said.
T even though I distrusted Tom Duane,
I still wanted to think he wasn’t en:

tirely a wrong one. Anyway, I hadn’t fig-
ured it out like Will Hanks had done. He
possessed a trickier mind than I did, may-
be. Or perhaps he saw things differently
because, unlike myself, he didn’t think the
‘three men hunting Duane were anyone but
Duane’s hank-robber partners. I stared at
him, beginning to suspect he was right.

He said, “Look, friend; no outlaws are
going to put themselves out to find one of
their band to give him his cut. It’s got to be
the other way around. They want to find
him to get their cut. Right?”

I was half-convinced, but argued against
it. “Duane wasn’t really one of them,” I
said. “He was just an amateur. They

HAT JOLTED ME. Maybe because,
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wouldn’t have let him carry the loot when
they separated after the robbery.”

“He could have got hold of it somehow.”

“He dldn’t have the money when he was
caught.” >

“He could have stashed it away before
he got caught.”

I didn’t say anything to that

He said, “Why else would they be hunt-'

ing him? If he hadn’t got his share, they

would let him look for them. You saw him,.

" you said. Did he give you the idea that. he
was looking for them, Bannister ?”

“Maybe you’re right,” I said. “He

claimed they were planning to go to a .

ranch one of them owns in New Mexico.
They headed in that direction after the
robbery, so.that must have been where they
figured on hiding out. If the others had
gotten away with the money, it’s not likely
that they would have come into No Man’s
- Land looking for him. Either Duane told
- them that he would head for the Strip
when they were forced to split up, or they
trailed him here like I did.”

Hanks gave me another sly look. “He's
hiding at the Cameron ranch, ain’t he?”
" “That’s where I found him. But he could
have left after I saw him.”

“The chances are he didn’t, if Matt Cam-
eron’s daughter is his girl—unless she went
off with him since I saw her this morning.’

“Hanks, do you figure Duane set out to
doublecross the others?”

“What else? If he hadn’t figured on
keeping the whole_thirty thousand for him-
self he would have headed for New Mexico
to divvy it up with them, instead of com-
ing into No Man’s Land.” He chuckled
again‘in his humorless way. “That’s really

- something. A punk crook doublecrossing
three tough outlaws. You know what will
happen when they catch up with him?”

I nodded. “They’ll kill him.”

“Yeah. \Nhat are you going to do about
lt P)’

I-threw my cigarette into the fire, “I’'m

going to be on hand when and if those-

three trace him to the Cameron ranch,” I
said, rising..“There’s one of them I want to
catch in my gun sights.”

I went-to saddle my horses. . .°.

= =
Hanks came with me, and we kept on the

-move all. night except for a short stop at

midnight to rest the horses. We alternated
the pace between an easy lope and a fast

"walk, and so traveled a lot faster than I

had on my way weést. It was gray dawn
when we reached Squaw Creek, at a spot
about a half mile upstream from the Cam-

“eron place. Once we’d forded the creek,

Hanks said, “I'll ride on toward Sod Town.
If T catch sight of three strangers. headed
this way, I'll hightail it back here and tell.
you. That way they won’t catch you off
guard.”

He headed across the grdss flat north of
the ranch buildings before I could say any-
thing, and T wondered about that as I fol-
lowed the creek downstream. He'd seemed
in a mighty big hurry to leave me. Maybe
he did want to hélp me, as he’d said, but it
would have been more like him to go to-the

_ranch in the hope of getting a hand-out

meal ; it was close to breakfast and.he wasn’t
packing along any grub that I knew of. But
I didn’t wonder about him for-long, be-

cause I was just as uneasy now about ap-

proaching the buildings as I'd been the
other night. Duane had ‘tried to kill me
once, and given the chance he’d try agdin.

I began to fear that-Duane had left

the place—and Janet with him. The
thought really scared me, but I told myself
that it was crazy. She couldn’t mean a thing
to me, no mattér if I had fallen for- her—,
which I had. I’d fallen hard for Janet Cam-
eron, and I was afraid Tom Duane was so
important to her that she had gone away
with' him.

What made me think the“two of them had
left the ranch was that there was no smoke-
coming from the chimney of the house and
nobody appeared at the door as I rode past
and then halted about a hundred yards

BUT NO GUN opened up.at me, and

- _farther along the creek. I off-saddled my

horses, watered them, then staked them out
on a patch of grass. The house -still looked
deserted, but it was still early.

- I rolled and lighted a cigarette, then re-
membered that Duane hadn’t been in the
house when.I forced my. way in-there on
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my last visit. I figured that maybe he didn’t
spend the nights there and, if he hadn’t
pulled out, I might catch him alone. I had
an idea that if T caught him away from
Janet T might find it easier to make him
talk, and maybe get some truth out of him.
So I took a long drag on my cigarette,
then crushed it under my boot heel and
headed for the bunkhouse.

T Injunned up to the sod building, eased
the door open, and moved in fast. But no-
body was asleep in any of the bunks. I
backed out, closed the door, moved toward
the barn. I was halfway to it when I got
eaught.

Janet’s voice said, “All right, Bannister!
That’s far enough!” -

I swung about, and she was at the front
door of her house—with her rifle aimed at
me.

Even at that dlstance I could see the fury
in her eyes, and the tight, determined look
about her mouth. She’d gone back to hating
me, and that hurt. I said, “Now, look—"
and started toward her. She swung the
rifle up and squeezed the trigger and the
slug kicked up dust right ahead of me.
No sooner had she fired than she jacked

another cartridge into the Winchester’s .

firing chamber and raised the rifle to her
shoulder again. This time she beaded me.
" “That was a warning shot, Bannister,”
she said. “The next one won’t be.”

“Let me talk from here, then, honey.”

That “honey” just slipped out, and it
surprised me as much as it did her. Her
reaction was to lower the rifle slightly,
mine to call myself a fool. But it turned out
to be a profitable mistake, for Janet regarded
me now with a sort of wary speculation.
And when I took another step toward her,
she didn’t shoot.

I said, “Sure, I know what you're think-
ing—that I've broken my word.”

“And you haven’t?”

“Not exactly.”

“You came back,” she said bitterly.
“And don’t try to tell me that it was be-
cause of me. You’re not fooling me for a
second. You went off and thought it over
and changed your mind. Now you think
you’ll take Tom back to Texas.” She shook
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her head. “You won’t, Bannister. Not as
long as I’'m able to pull the trigger of this
rifle!”

Her hair had a coppery sheen in the early
sunlight, and even angry she was beautiful.
1 noticed suddenly that she was dressed
differently. She was rigged out for riding.
She wore a divided riding skirt of dark
green corduroy, half-boots, a mannish gray
shirt. There was a wide belt with a big
silver buckle cinched tight about her middle,
and a- bright green neckerchief knotted at
her throat. As I looked her over my pulse
began to race and I felt my blood sort of
surging in my veins. Then it hit me: She
was planning to go off with him, with that
no-good Tom Duane. i

I said, “Where is he ?”’ My voice sounded
savage even to me. :

" “Never mind,” she said. “You—"

“I'm not lettmg you mess up your llfe
for him!”

She stared, wide-eyed. “What are you
talking about, Bannister?”

“You, damn it! I'm not letting you go
off with him.”

“So that’s what you're thinking! What
business is it of yours?”

.I’d never been much of a hand with the
ladies, but maybe that was because I'd
never before met up with one that drove me
out of my senses. Anyway, I didn’t know
exactly how to handle them. and so I7just
blurted it out to this one, this Janet Camer-
on. I said, “I'll tell you ‘what business it is
of mine. You’ve got me crazy in love with
you, and that makes you my business! But
there’s something I don’t like about you,
and that’s your being mixed up with Tom
Duane.”’

"VE KNOWN HIM a long time,” she
I said, and now she held the rifle at her

side. “I knew him when we lived down
in Texas. I've only known you a couple of
days, Bannister, and I don’t think I like
anything about you. I told you how Tom
happened to. make his one mistake, and
that I don’t blame him for it. But I sure
hold it against you for being a manhunter
and not being able to understand that one
mistake doesn’t make a man a hopeless
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_criminal. You didn’t come back just to tell
_me you're crazy in love with me. You came
back to—" .
I took another step toward her, and she
didn’t threaten me with the rifle. T said,
. “I won’t lie to you, honey. I came back

because of-him. And I'm glad I got here

before you went off with him.”
She.was scornful. “So you could save
_me from the terrible fate of going away with
an outlaw ?” -

“I thought he wasn’t teo bad,” I told

her. “But that was yesterday. Since.then I
: found out somethmg Now I know he’s as
. bad as_they come.’
—She was still scornful, but curious téo.
“What did yoi find out?”

I took out makings. As I spilled tobacco
from the sack into the paper, I edged closer,
By’the time my cigarette was rolled, I was

.only about, ten feet from her. I was closer

" still when I got it lighted. T took a long

,.drag on it, thoughtfully. She was going to
hate me plenty for'my suspicions of Tom

. Duane, but I was going to tell her anyway.
T decided to tell her in plain words in the
hope of shocking her into her senses where
he was concerned

I said, “He lied to us hoth.”

She didn’t say anything. .

“He got the money, the whole thirty
thousarid dollars.”

“lee I said "before,” she said,

" crazy, Bannister.”

. “His three partners are in NoMan’s

 Land, looking for him,” I went on. “He
doub]ecrossgd them, cheated them out of
their share of the loot. They’ll kill him

, when they catch up with him.”

She turned. a little pale, but said, “It’s

not true. You're making this up. I don’t
. know what you thought it would get you,
. but I can tell you it won't get you-a thing.”
The rifle came up, bored at my middle.

“you're

“Unbuckle your gun-rig and let it fall to

the ground, Bannister. 1'm not going to let
you be armed when Tom gets here. Hurry
up. Do as I say1”

. “You're not geing to shoot me, honey.”

“Don’t fool yourself, Bannister!”

“You couldn’t. Not with me being in
love with you like I am.” =

She said coldly, Your saying that
doesn’t make me feel.a thing. 'm in love
with Tom Duane, and I have heen since I
was sixteen. When he gets back, we're go-

. ing to Kansas to get married, and after that

we're going some place whiere no Texas
lawman will ever find us.” The rifle was
steady and-her finger was against the trig-
ger. “I grew up without a mother or any
womenfolk, Bannister.. I was raised by my
father and my three brothers, all real tough
rannihans. [ think like a man in a lot of
ways. So don’t think I'm scared to pull this
trigger. Now get rid of your gun!”

I said, “All right, you win.”

I threw my cigarette away, then un-
buckled my gun-rig and let it drop. Then,
as she relaxed a little, I dived at her. -

The rifle went off as I got a hold on the
barrel and turned it from me. The. shot
missed by inches,-but I felt the heat of the .
powder flash. I wrenched the weapon out
of Janet’s hands, and then she .uttered an
incoherent cry and turned into the house in
sudden flight.

I threw the rifle aside and went after her
across a comfortably furnished parlor to a
desk at its far end. She jerked open a draw-
er and grabbed out a six-shooter. 1 had to
strike her across the wrist with the edge
of my hand in a nasty chopping blow.- She
shrieked with pain, dropped the revolver.
I stooped to pick it up and she caught me .
with both hands at the shoulders and shoved
hard. T fell onto my side, rolled over,
scrambled up just in time to keep her from
getting the gun: [ caught her about the
waist, and it was like taking 'hold of a
cougar. She fought me as she had the other
night, with wild fury. I picked her up, car-
ried her squirming fiercely to a sofa, dumped*
her onto it. When she tried to get off.it, I
pinned her down by the shoulders.

What happened after that happened more
by accident than by design. =

I bent over and kissed her.

AY LIPS. touching her mouth did
what force couldn’t have done. It

.. took 'the fight out of her, and more.
She became tense at first, and then I felt
her go limp. It was a lang, long kiss.. Her



GIRL FOR NO

hands came up and touched my face. She
was responding then, making it last longer.
still. When it ended, we were both gasp-
ing.

She put her hands against my chest and
gently pushed me away, then got from the
sofa and walked to the desk and stood with
her back to me. It was a long time before
she spoke, then her voice was small and
bleak.

“I'm not like that, Bannister.”

“T know you're not, Janet.”

“I'm in love with Tom.”

“I don’t think you are. You’re mistaken.”

“T'm going to marry him.”

I shook my head, denying that, even
though she wasn’t ]ookmg at me. I said,
“That would be a bigger mistake.”

She sounded close to tears. “I feel like a
hussy, like a cheap woman.”

“The fault was mine. Don’t blame your-~

self.”
- She whirled, angry. But not angry with
me. “I can’t blame you for how I felt, for
how I still feel. What kind of a woman am
I, to be in love with one man and to like
being made love to by another? I feel so
ashamed!” ‘She gave me-a pleading look.
“W-hy don’t you let me alone?”’

“Janet, this is a matter of robbery and
murder and doublecrossing. Where is Tom
Duane ?”

““Away~He'll be back today some time.”

“Where did he go?”

“I don’t know,” she said bleakly. “He
said that there was someone he had to see
before we could go to Kansas. Someone
-in Texas.” -

“In Texas? Doesn’t he realize the dan-
ger?”

“He was sure that he wouldn’t run into
any lawmen.”

I walked to the open door. I had a pretty
good idea why he’d gone to Texas. When
I faced about, Janet was watching me with
troubled eyes. “There must be some good
in him, or you wouldn’t want to marry him,”
I said. “So I'll help him—if you still want
1o go off with him when he gets back. He'll
need help, Janet. He’s in bad trouble. His
partners are hunting him, and they’ll keep
on hunting until they find him no matter
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where he goes—unless I can catch up with
them first and stop them. But right now I.
want you to help me and work “this out
with me.”
“What do you want me to do, Jim?”
“When he showed up here, dld he have

-anything he tried to hide from you?” I

said. “The money stolen from the bank
was in gold and silver specie, ‘and so it
would be bulky and heavy. I doubt if he
could have carried it on his person. Did.
he—"

She interrupte_d me. “You're wrong. He
had no money.

“Maybe the money was in the saddlebags
on his horse?” :

“There were no saddlehags.”

“A bedroll ?”

“No. He had nothmg He was hungry
and tired—done-in.”

“Then that’s where he’s gone ' 1 said.
“After the money. He hid it somewhere
bétween the time he separated from the
others and the time he was caught by those
cowhands. He’ll have the money with him

~when he gets back, Janet. He’s gone for 1t

now.’

She didn’t say anything.

I said, “It’s up to you. If he’s-got the
money, youw’ll know he doesn’t want to
make right his mistake. You’ll know that
he not only wants to be a thief but a double-
crosser as well. He gave me the names of
the others and told me about one owning
a ranch in the Black Range only because
hé was anxious to get rid of me and to
convince you that he’s not all bad.”

Janet shook her head. “He won’t have
that money, Jim,” she said. Then, getting
a grip on hersélf: “I've got to believe in
him. T’ve just got to.” She turned toward
the kitchen, then looked at me from the
doorway. “ haven’t eaten breakfast yet.
How about you?”

“No.

“You're invited.”

“Thanks.” )

Janet said, “For you’re probably deter-
mined to stay, anyway.” She was her nor-
mal self again.

But I was not. I was just a poor fool
hopelessly in love.
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T WAS a long day, with the two of us

I just waiting. I passed Some of the morn-

ing by going down the creek and taking
a bath and shaving, and later, back at the
buildings, by cleaning my slx-shooter and
rifle. I worked on my guns. over in the
shade by the bunkhouse. Janet was'in and
out of the. house, looking for Duane. And
by noon, with no sign of him, shé began

. to look worried.

She made dinner and invited me to
share it, but when we sat down at the table
neither of u§ ate much. Her worry about
Duane had robbed her of her appetite, and
I was in such low spirits because I was in
love with ther and she with him that I
didn’t feel like eating. T smoked while she

cleared the table, then, when, she began.

to wash the dishes, I got up and said, “I'll
wipe them for you.” -

She gave me a surprised look, and for a
moment looked amused.

She gave me a cloth, and I dried the
. dishes after she’d washed them.

I got to thinking, for the first tlme in my
life, about having a home of my own—with
Janet in it, of course. But there wasn’t a
chance that I could make that dream come
true e_ven if ‘she loved me instead of

Duane. I had no home,.no job, no pros-,

pects. I'd never given any thought to- the
future. When. I resigned from the Rangers
I’d looked no farther ahead than to aveng-
ing Sheriff Ben Morgan’s death. Now I
realized that the time would come when I
would have to do some planning. -

I wouldn’t go back into the Rangers I
couldn’t if T wanted to; I couldn’t wipe out
that black mark on my record unless. I took
Tom Duane back to the San Marco jail—
and because of Janet I wouldn’t do that, I
would have to find a job, and all T knew,
outside of being a peace officer, was work-
ing as a cowhand. And there wasnt much
future to being a cowhand.

‘We got the dishes done, and Janet said
“that she’d finish up with the pots and pans.
-1 went over to the door, lounged there
looking out toward the creek. Then I re-

membered something. There was Ben’s lit- _

tle ranch down in the-San Marco country.
It wasn’t much of a ranch, with grdze

e
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enough for only a couple hundred head of
cattle and a dozen horses, but his buildings
were good ones and what little livestock
there was would give a man a start. I knew
that Ben had had a will, and that I wag his
sole heir. I would have rather had him alive
than to come into his property, but remem-
bering how close we’d been, I didn’t feel
as though I was betraying his memory
when I told myself I would be glad to have
the ranch. I needed something like that, a
place of my own.to put down roots and keep
me busy.

”]1m—" : =

I looked at Janet. “Yes? What's bother-
ing you?”

“Do you think that—that something’s
happened to Tom ?”

‘I'd been wondering about that, myself.
“Give him a little more time,” T told her:
“If he-went where I think he went, it's a
Jong ride, T don’t see how he expected to
be back before tonight, unless he figured
on his running his horse till it was done-in
and then somehow  getting a fresh one,
and keeping on going like that. I don’t
think he’ got caught by any lawmen. The
Texas Panhandle is mighty big and empty,
and you could go for days without see-
ing a law badge. Of course, he may
have run into somebody who recognized
him as a wanted man—somebody who
wanted to collect thé reward on him.” I
,shook my head. “If only he had given up
wanting that money. He could have been
safe and free.”

Janet didn’t say anythmg to that. But: I
knew she still wouldn’t believe that Duane
had. gone after that thirty tlousand dollars.

The afternoon dragged by, and toward
sundown I saddled .my dun and rode a
couple of miles to a prairie rise and looked
south. I saw no Tom Duane.coming from
the direction of Texas. I didn’t see any
riders in any direction, and I began to think
that maybe he had got caught, or had lied
to Janet. I wouldn’t have put it past him;
he could have figured he was fairly safe
after sending me off to New Mexico after
his partners, and so planned to get the loot
and strike out for some far away p]ace—-
without her. =
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ANET had supper on the table when I
J got back, and again we didn’t eat much.

In fact, she didn’t eat anything. She
just drank a little coffee. She was more
than worried now; she was scared for
Duane. She didn’t get up to clear the ta-
ble after I'd finished eating, but just sat
there with that frightened look in her eyes.
And so it was already dark when we heard
a clopping of hoofs in the ranchyard.

We hoth jumped up from the table and
hurried through the house. She jerked
open the front door and ran outside. then
came to an abrupt halt. I stepped out be-
hind her, and I saw that it wasn’t Duane.

He was reined in facing the house, a
lean, dark man with a rawhide look. He
had his hands folded on his saddlehorn,
and he leaned forward slightly with a pre-
tense of a smile.

“Howdy, folks.
eron place?”

I stood just behind ]anet I put my
hands on her shoulders. Laoking at the
stranger, I nodded and said, “It’s the Cam-
eron phce Why ?”

“I'm looking for a friend of mine. He
once mentioned that Matt Cameron was
also a friend of his. I happened to be out
this way, so I thouoht I’d stop and see if he
was here right now.’

Would th‘is be the Cam-

I squeezed Janet’s shoulders, warning her
to let me do the talking. 1 said, “Sure, we
know Tom. But he’s not here.”. I was
gripped by excitement. I wondered if this
man were Shard or Durange or Tolbert.
T was sure he was one of the three “You'll
find him down in Texas.”

He shook his head, sfill showing that
false smile. “I doubt it. Tom got into
trouble down there. I trailed him north,
and I figure he’s somewhere in No Man’s
Land. When did you folks see him last?”

“Yesterday morning,” 1 said. ““And
when he left, he said he had to see a man

_down in Texas. We know about his trou-
ble down there, but he was sure that he
wouldn’t run into any lawmen. Say, are
you one of the men who was in that mess
with him?” :

“That’s right. Shard’s my name—Ed
Shard. He talk about me?” .
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“Yeah.”-
“Did he say anything about meeting me
in New Mexico?”
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“Yeah. Over in the Black Range. He
said you had a ranch there.” -
Shard thought about that, then said,

“Maybe I had him figured wrong. Mavbe
~he was going-to look me up, after all.”
He smiled again. “How about giving a
hungry traveler a bite to eat?”

I patted Janet’s shoulder. “How about
some grub, honey?” I turned her to the

“door, and she must have sensed that I

wanted to he alone with Shard. She hur-
ried inside. I looked at Shard. “Step
down and go inside,” I 1nv1ted "I'll take
care of your horse.”

“Thanks, he said, and dlsmounted and
handed me the horse s reins.

-I led the animal toward the corral, look-
ing around for the other two. They were
close by; I sensed it, but it was too dark
for me to spot them. 1 was about to off-
saddle Shard’s horse when he called to
me and came across the yard.

He said, “I've got a bottle in there
Cameron.” He'd taken it for granted that
I was the owner of the place. “We'll have
a drink, eh?”

He stepped over to .the horse, and then
swung around fast, drawing his gun. I
grabbed for mine, but he’d caught me. off
guard. Before mine cleared its holster,
the barrel of his clubbed down across my
right wrist. The blow was so-hard that my
arm was numbed by pain. My six-shooter
fell to the ground.- I swore dnd threw my-
self at him, trying to get hold of his gun
with my left hand. He dodged and drove
a knee into my groin, and then, as I dou-
bled up with pain, he hit me again with his
gun. This time it was alongside the head.
I was knocked to the ground, and I
sprawled out dazed and helpless.

Dimly, I heard him call out, “All right.
I drew his fangs. Come on in!”

I tried to get up, but couldn’t rise far-
ther than my hands and knees. Everything
was spinning crazily. My head felt as
though it had burst open. I managed to
lift it, and saw two.riders come into the
yard from behind the barn. They reined in
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close by. My brain began to clear, and I
began. to get sore—at myself, for being
taken so easily. I stared at the two new-
comers, deciding that the burly one was
Mel Tolbert—Ben Morgan’s killer. I felt
full of hate.

" “Good work, Ed,” Tolbert said- “VVhos
this?”

“Matt Cameron.”

“Anybody else around ?”'

- -“His missus. ‘And some looker she is.”

“What about Duane?”

Shard said, “Cameron claims that punk
headed back to Texas yesterday.. It could
be that he’s telling the truth, He didn’t try
to-deny that he knew Duane or that Duane
had been here. But maybe we’d better have
a look around.”

T managed to get to my feet. My legs
were wobbly, so I sagged against the cor-
ral ferice. I decided to let them go on
believing that T was Matt Cameron and
that Janet was my wife. It might keep
them from bothering us too fnuch. But I
was sick at heart. Here I was face to face
with Ben Morgan’s murderer and couldn’t
do anything -about it. [ watched. Tolbert
and Durango dismount. Like his name,
Durango was Mexican.

Tolbert said, ‘“What’s his woman doing ?”’

Shard chuckled. “Making supper for
me.”

Tolbert laughed too. “Take him over to
the house and tell her she’s got more com-
pany. Jake and I will be in after. we look
around the other buildings.”

Shard said, “Let’s go, friend,” and ges-
tured at me with his six-shooter.

I shoved away from the fence, stepped
over my, gun on the ground, headed for
the house. Id never felt so damned help-
less,

o
OLBERT and Durango had come in-
to the kitchen after searching the
bunkhouse and barn for Tom Duane,
and they wolfed down the grub Janet had
set out. They'd looked over Janet, then
grinned and winked at each other. Every
now and then one or the other eyed her,
and that was beginning to get me. Janet
ignored them and stayed over by the stove.
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I was at the opposite side of the kitchen,
sitting-on the floor with my back to the
wall. I'd been standing, but Telbert had
growled at me, “Sit down, you. You're
making me nervous.”

He was a big man, about forty, with a
ruddy -complexion and a rust-red bristle
on his heavy face. Durango was younger,
under thirty, a wiry little man with shifty
eves. Ed Shard was the tricky one of the
bunch, and when he was done eating, he
turned to me and said real quick, “When'll
.Duane be back?”’ -

‘He must have hoped to surprise me into.
saying something I didn’t want to say, but
this time I was alert. “He didn’t say, and™
that’s the truth,” T told him. “He said
he had to see a man in Texas. That’s all
he said.”

“He took:the money with him ?”

“He didn’t have any money. None that
I saw, anyway.’

,Shard swore. “He had thirty thousand
dollars, mister,” he said. “Maybe he didn’t
show it to you, but—"

I cut in, “He claimed that fe never
got his cut of that money. He told us that
he was picked up and put in jail and that
he escaped. If he’d had any money like you
say, the law would have taken it from him.
Anybody could see that.”

“Don’t get smart with us,” Shard said,
scowling. “The law didn’t find the money.
Duane hid it before he was grabbed, and
my idea is that he went to get it after he
busted out of jail.”

“Why’d you trust him with it in the first.
place ?”

“We didn’t.”

“Then howl-" ==

Shard called Duane an uglv name. “He

—pulled a smart one on us,” he said. “A
bunch of riders from San Marco were right
behind us when we got to the Morada Hills.
We decided to split up. Jake—" he nodded
toward the Mexican—"had the fastest
horse and was the best rider. We figured
he could get away with the loot. So I gave
him the saddlebags holding the specie, and
all of us rode off in different directions.
Or so we thought. - But Duane followed
Jake and caught up with him before he got
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started right. He gunwhipped: Jake and
took those saddlebags. Jake was knocked
off his horse, and it was only by luck that

he wasn’t seen by that posse. They caught:

sight of Duane a -few minutes later and
took after him. They were still after him
when Jake lost sight of them.”

I looked across at Janet. She had to be-

lieve it 6f Tom Duane now. She 'did, I-

knew, for there was despair in her eyes.

I sdid. “He didn’t have any saddlebags
when he was here. It looks to me as
though he didn’t get the money after he
escaped—and is going after |it now.”

That made them think, the other two
Jooking inquiringly” at Shard. He took out
a cigar, lighted it, threw the match to the
floor. He puffed on the cigar in silence
for a couple of minutes. .

Then he said, “Could be. But we’re not
going to Texas after him and maybe not
be able to find him, You’re not going to
get rid of us that easy, mister. After we
heard that he’d escaped from jail, we tried
to figure out where he’d head. I remem-
bered him saying he had friends in No
Man’s Land. It took me a while to recall
that theé name of his friends was Cameron.
Once I recalled it, we just asked the way
to the Cameron ranch. Now that we'’re
here, we’ll hang around. He’ll be back.
He doesn’t dare stay in Texas.”

Mel Tolbert said, “Yeah, we'll wait.
This is an all right hangout.” He looked
around at Janet. “Fetch me some more
coffee, sweetheart.” '

Janet got the coffee pot off the dtove and-

moved in a dazed fashion to the table. She
was hadly upset by having found out the
truth about Duane, and I felt a sudden
sympathy for her. It was hard to love
someone and then learn that he was rotten
through and through. Janet started to pour
coffee into Tolbert’s cup. He reached out
and put his arm about her waist, pulling
her against him. I started to rise, knowing
how Janet would react.

She reacted more violently than I ex-
-pected, however. She broke away from Tol-
bert, and then, as he grabbed at her with
‘both hands, she flung the contents of the
pot into his face. The coffee was right off
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the hot stove, and it scalded Tolbert. The
man not only released her, but jumped to
his feet. He pawed at his face, scream-
ing in pain.

Both Shard and Durango ' jumped up,
and so did I.

1 yelled, “Run, Janet! Run!”

I leaped at Shard, slamming into him
‘and hurling him bodily against Durango.
I saw Janet flee through the back door,
then I closed in on Shard again and tried
to get his gun. I missed my grab because
his hand was on the weapon. I slugged
him at the base of the skull, dropping him.
Durango swore in Spanish and got his
gun out. I whirled toward the -door. ‘Be-
hind me a gun exploded. The slug must
have missed me by an inch. Before Duran-
go could fire again I was out of the house.
I saw Janet ranhing toward the creek,
downstream toward the stretch of rough
country.- I ran after her.

shooting as fast as he could work
hammer and trigger. My back felt
as broad a target as the side of a .barn.
But I was a running target, and that
® and Durango’s coming from a lighted room
into the darkness outside threw off his aim.
His slugs came close enough for me to
hear the whine of them, but his gun went
empty without his hitting me. 1 overtook
Janet and caught her about the waist, just
as she stopped running. She was breath-
less and badly shaken. I kept her moving
along, headed her toward the brush ‘and
rocks downstream where we wouldy have
some cover. :
We passed the spot where I'd seen Janet
bathing that night, then came directly op-
posite the place where I had been camped
when I heard her in the water. I said,
“This way,” and we forded the creek, com-
ing into the brush thicket on the opposite
bank. We hurried toward the bluffs be-
yond, and halted by the base of them where
the shadows were deep enough to hide us.
She sank to the ground. T hunkered down
by her.
“Oh, Jim—"
She came into my arms, crying. I didn’t

DURANGO opened fire from the doc;r,
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know whether she was crying because she '

was scared or because she was heartbroken
over finding out the truth about Tom
Duane. I held her close, and wished that
she would realize that it was there she be-
longed—in my arms.

I was plenty ashamed of not having
been able to protect her. In all my years in
the Rangers, I'd never let any tough-hands
disarm me.
ability to take care of myself when I 'stopped
wearing my badge. My rifle stood against
the. front wall of the house, and my six-
shooter lay in the ranch yard over by the
corral. I had to fiid a way to get one or
the other or I would be killed and Janet
would fall into their hands.

She whispered, “Jim, what can we do?”

I told her that I had to try to get a gun.

She clung to me. “You haven't a
chance!” . >

“I have a chance so long as it’s dark, but
when morning comes they’ll have no trou-
ble finding us.”

“If only Dad and the boys would get
here!” ‘

“There’'s no use thmkmg about that,
honey.” -

“T sent Miguel after them.” o

“So- that’s where he went, to. Kansas
after Matt and your brothers.”

She nodded. “I thought T needed their
help. to keep you from taking Tom back
to Texas,” she said. “I expected them to
get home before now, but they must have
gone somewhere else after selling the trail-
herd—and - Miguel missed them at Dodgf‘
Jim, if we could get horses—"

“It’s no use wishing for an easy way
out,” I said. “I've got to get a gun and
fight them. -You stay here.” I took my
arms from about her. “Where is the near-
est ranch?”

“The Whittaker brothers have a cow
camp about ten miles north.”

“You know the Whittakers?”

“Yes. They’re all right.”

“If anything goes wrong, you start walk-
ing toward their camp,” I said.. “Circle
wide around your own place, then strike
out toward the Whittaker camp.” -

I started to rise, but she caught my arm.

I wondered if I'd lost my .

- feelings.
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“Yes, Janet?” =

“I—I want you to know I've changed
my mind about Tom.”

“I know.”

She shook her head. “No, not all. It
wasn’t only because I found out from them
that he’s what you claimed. Now 1 think
I suspected him all- the while, ever since
he came here—suspected that he - had
changed, I mean, or that he was only lately
showing his real character. As for being
in love with him—well, he was the only
man who ever courted me, and that must
have made me believe that I was in love
with him. I knew different when you kissed
me today.”

I grabbed her by the shcmlders
mean you're in love with me?” z

“I don’t know.'I can’t trust my own
All T know is that I was mis-
taken in what I felt for Tom,” she said un-
happily “I may be mistaken again, about
you.’

I was dlsappomted but I saw that at
least I had a right to hope, now that she
realized that Tom Duane was the wrong
man for her. I.said, “Give me an hour,
and then clear out.”- I left her before she
could protest - &

“You

GOT AS FAR AS the brush thicket by
I the creek hefore I heard somebody
prowling in the darkness. I sank to the.
ground, and after a'minute or two saw a
shadowy figure moving about on the op-
posite side of the stream. Durango, I imag-
ined. He halted by the cottonwood tree’
about a hundred yards away, peering about
and listening for sounds of Janet and' me.
I imagined that he was leery of searching
alone, even though he knew I was un-
armed. I had some notion of attempting
to cross the creek to jump him, but I real-
ized that I couldn't take liim by surprise.
I lay there a long time watching him,
and he didn’t move. It seemed that -he
sensed that I was close-and might attack
him if -he moved. I was sure that he was
scared when he began backing away from
the cottonwood toward the ranch buildings.
I- waited until he was out -of -sight, and
then crossed the creek and headed north
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at a dogtrot. Well beyond the buildings,
which 1 couldn’t see from there, I turned
west across the grass flat. I could see the
buildings now, or the lighted windows of
the house. I moved gradually toward the
place, slowing to a walk; and then, drawing
close to the barn, I dropped to the ground.
The barn blotted out my view of the yard,
but I could hear a-muttering of voices from
there. I crawled toward the barn.

I reached the rear wall, and paused there
wondering how I was to get on the yard
side of the corral without being seen, and
wondering too if one of them had thought
to pick up my gun. I had a fear that Shard
would have thought of that.

I no longer heard their voices, but there
was a sudden drumming of hoofs.

My first thought was that they were
clearing out, but then I realized that there
were only two horses leaving. Two of the
three outlaws were going to search fer
Janet and me; and one had stayed at the
ranch buildings. That cut down the odds
for me, but I was afraid for Janet. I had
to make a play right away, to draw the two
away from that stretch of rough country.
I moved to the corner of the barn, peered
around it into the corral. The horses in
the pen were quiet, and I hoped my pres-
ence wouldn’t spook them and alert the
man left behind. It didn’t. I crawled along
the north side of the corral, then along
the west side. I now had the yard hefore
me. Somehody was standing in the door-
way of the house and I could see the red
glow of a cigar or cigarette.

I hugged the ground and looked along
the front section of the corral fence, trying .
to spot my six-shooter. I'd dropped it near
‘the corral gate, close to where Shard’s
horse stood. I couldn’t see the gun.

But if it wasn’t there, I still could arm
myself. There was a rifle on the horse’s
saddle, and the chances were that it was
loaded. A ‘man like Ed Shard wouldn’t
carry- an unloaded gun, I reflected. And,
since this was his horse, L knew that it
was Shard in the doorway. I’d have to be
careful, for he was the smartest of the trio.

I dragged myself toward the ground-
hitched horse, my heart in my mouth. I

]
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_snaked my way along an inch at a time,

expecting every second that he would see
me. I made it to within a few feet of the
horse without any gun opening up at me,
but then the animal spooked. It snorted
with fright, shied away. I jumped up and
grabbed at its trailing reins, but missed
them. The horse turned away, tossing its
head. I tried to reach across its saddle
for the rifle. My fingers touched the stock,
and that was all. Across the yard, Shard
yelled something, and then his gun crashed.
I swung away from the horse, dropped
to the ground. My lost six-shooter lay six
feet beyond me. Shard fired agdin, and the
slug kicked dirt into my face. I scrambled
after the gun and got it. He was out in-
the open now, running at me, but the skit-
tish horse had swung over in front of me
and he couldn’t get a bead on me. I fired
under the bronc’s belly, and Shard yelped
an oath and came to a halt. The horse
bucked away from me, and both of us
fired the instant it was gone. I heard
Shard’s slug hit the fence behind me, and
I saw him stagger as mine hit him. For
a moment he stood swaying, trying to bring -
his revolver to bear, then he pitched for-
ward onto his face and didn’t move again.
I sprinted for the house and found my
rifle still leaning against the sod wall. T
holstered my six-shooter, caught up the
Winchester, ran into the house. Reaching
the kitchen,“I blew out the lamp flame and
in the inky darkness.I closed the kitchen
door and barred it. I returned to the front
door, stepped into the yard, and heard the
other two returning at a hard run. The
shooting had served another purpose be-

- sides doing for Ed Shard; it had also

kept Tolbert and Durango from finding
Janet. T levered a cartridge into the rifle’s
firing chamber, and” braced myself. Then
caution came to me, and I stepped back
into the"doorway.

EAR IS only natural when there’s vio-
Flence and sudden death, when a man
has no knowledge of whether or not
he’ll be alive when the guns stop blasting.
But afterwards all I remembered feeling
was an eagerness for the showdown with
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Mel Tolbert. He and Durango made" it
easy for me. They came loping into the
yard, pulling their horses to a rearing ‘halt

in the middle of it. They had their guns in

their hands. They looked around, not able
to make out what had happened because
of the darkness. They saw somebody
sprawled out there, and ‘they saw some-
body else in the doorway of the house.
They could not be sure whether it was me
dead and Shard alive.or the other way
around.

- “Ed?” It was Tolbert’s voice. “Ed,
that you?” ; 2
“Ed . Shard is dead Tolbert,” T called

out. “As for you—" -

““Now, hold on, Cameron. You have no
call to start a gunfight. We—"

“My name’s not Cameron, Tolbert.
Bannister,” :

A startled oath burst frem the outlaw.
“The: Ranger that let Duane escape?”

Durango gasped, “A Ranger! Por
Diost”
- Tolbert tried to play it cagey. “Listen,

Ranger; you’ve got no authority here in
No Man’s Land. You know that.”

“I quit the Rangers, Tolbert. I'm -on
my own. I don’t need to bother about:the

rules that say a lawman can’t act in No .

Man's Land. I'm taking you back to
Texas. Or if you'd rather have it that
way I’ll shoot it out with you.”

“Why, Bannister? What's it to you?” .

I'd been waiting to tell him. I wanted
him to know that I was avenging Ben Mor-
gan. I said, “The sheriff you murdered-was
like a father to me, Tolbert. Neow drop
your gun—or use it!”

He jerked his gun up and fired twice at
me, at the same time wheeling his horse
about in an attempt to make'a run for it.
I'd leveled my rifle with his first shot, and
now drove my slug at him. It knocked
him from the saddle, and his horse raced
away with its empty stirrups flapping.
Durango was in wild flight across the yard,
twisting in the saddle to shoot at me. I
swung my rifle ‘'up, but didn’t squeeze the
trigger. I'd ‘gotten the man I was after,
and one besides; I was suddenly sick of it.
Durango did fire a shot at me, but it was a

It’s

‘this way today.

wild one. Then another ‘gun opened up,
from the .side - of the barn. Durango
screamed and reeled in the saddle; then,
just beyond the corral, he toppled from l-us
horse.

I stared toward the barn, called, ”\’Vhos
there?”’

“A friend, Banmster

It was Will Hanks’s voice. He came
across the yard, leading his horse with one
hand and holding his gun in the other.
He grinned, then spat: tobacco juice, and

said, “He’s worth five hundred dollars,
bucko—and you were letting- him get
away.’

“There was no need to kill h1m 7 T said.
“Well, it’s done. How long have you heen
here?” = ;

“T came in just as the shooting started,”
he said. “I was looking for those hombres,
like T promised, but I missed them some-
how. I met up with a friend of mine and
he told me he’d seen three riders heading
They’d asked him the
way to the Cameron ranch. So I turned
around, and here I am. There’s a bounty
on all three, eh?’’

I said sourly, “Yeah, on all threc ‘and
turned away. I started away from there at
a run, and said, “I’ll be back,” when he
yelled: out askinig where I was going.

I went to get Janet. '

~
HEN I GOT BACK with her,
WHanks met us at the edge of the
yard and said, “Banmstcr there’s
a rider coming this way. You hear him ?”’
~Janet and I stopped. My arm was about”
her, and I felt her grow tense. The night
was very still, now that the shooting was
over, and sounds carried a great distance
in that empty country. I heard what Hanks
had heard minutes before, the rhythmic
beat of hoofs as'a horse traveled at a steady
lope. The sound seemed to come from the
south. I looked at Janet. >
“That’ll be Duane 7 T said.
house.”
“Jim—"
“I'm gomg to take him back to Texas,
Janet.”
She was silent a moment, and then said

3

“Go into the
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tonelessly, “Yes. I think I understand.”
. I watched her go into the house, and
knew what she meant. She understood: that
Tom Duane had to be taken back and given
to the law. He'd embarked on a lawless
career, and he wouldn’t ever turn back.

The drumming of hoofs was loud now.
He was close.

I looked at Hanks, and said,
of it. You hear?’

He nodded, then turned toward the barn
with his horse in tow.

. A few minutes later Duane rode in.

He stopped at the rear of the house, up-
setting my plan to take him by surprise.
By the time I got around back, Janet had
lighted the lamp and admitted him to the
kitchen. The door wis open-an inch or
two, and I heard Duane’s voice asking,
“Jan, what's wrong?”’

“Keep out

I didn’t like the setup, for it wasn’t like- -

ly that he’d give up without a fight and
Janet ‘would be endangered if there was
gunplay. - But T had no choice, so I pushed
the door wide and stepped inside with my
gun in my hand.

I got a break, for he had a pair of saddle-

hags draped over his right arm, and drop-
ping them slowed his draw. I stepped in
close, closed my left hand over the hammer
of his gun so that he couldn’t cock it. I
jabbed my own gun into his ribs, and said,
“Don’t be a fool, Duane.” : =

He stared at me with hate-filled eyes,
but loosened his grip on his weapon. I'took
his gun and moved across the room to lay
it on the side table never takmg my eyes
off him.

He gave Janet an ugly look
didn’t you warn me?”
- “Tom, you've gone too far,”
“T don’t think you deserve help.”

1 said, “That’s right, Duane. You've
gone too far. If you'd played the game
the ‘way you said you had, I would have
believed that you just made a fool mistake
and wouldn’t make a second. But you lied
from start to finish, and there—" 1 ges-
tured toward the saddlebags—‘‘there’s the
proof of it.”

He swore. “What did you expect me to
_do, take that money back to the San Mar-

“Why

she said.-
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co bank? It's run by that crook, George
Faber.”

“I'm _going to see what can be done
about Faber when I go back to San Marco,”
I cut in. “But his being crooked doesn’t
give you the right to pull something like
this. You're pretty low, friend. You even
doublecrossed your partners. And it may
interest you to know that the three of them
are lying dead out in the yard. Because
of you; they came here and endangered
Janet.”

That bothered him not at all. He said,
“There’s the money, the whole thirty thou-
sand. Take it back to George Faber and
forget the sermon!”

“You don’t understand,” I told him.
“I'm taking you back, too.”

“You can’t, Bannister. The law can't
touch me here in No Man’s Land.”

“You're forgetting that I'm no longer
the law. I’'m just an ordinary. citizen, and
there’s no law to say what I can or can’t
do here.”

He didn’t say anything to that A sickly
look of despair spread over his face. .

I had a pair of handcuffs in my saddle-
bags, and I figured I'd take him to where
T’d left my saddle and horses, over by the
creek, and put the cuffs on him. I gestured
with my.gun, and said, “Pick up the money,
Duane.”

He stooped slowly, picked up the saddle-
bags, and both Janet and I watched him so
closely that neither of us were aware of
Will Hanks until he stepped through the
doorway hehind me and pressed the muzzle-
of his gun into my back.

- Hanks said, “Drop your gun, Bannister.
Don’t' make me kill you.”

I'd started violently. “What’s this?”

“You can take him back to Texas, friend,
but I'm taking the money.”

“Don’t be a fool, man. You've phyed it
straight so far. Don’t chzmcre now.’

“Like Duane said, forget the sermon.
This is too much to pass up. The reward
offered for these hombres is chicken feed
compared to the loot. Drop your gun.”

“Hanks, I'll come after you.”

¥You won’t catch me. You don’t know
this country like I do.” He jabbed harder
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with his gun. “I can fix it so that you
won’t go anywhere, Bannister.”

. to the floor. Hanks took his gun away
from my back, and out of the corner

of my eye I saw his arm swing up. Janet
cried out a warning to me, but I was al-
ready ducking. Hanks aimed the blow to
catch me at the base of the skull, but my
sudden move caused him to miss®except
for the barrel of the gun grazing my back.
And missing a blow like that, with so-much °
power ‘behind it, threw him off balance. I
whirled and grappled with him. A gun—
not Hank’s—blasted. He cried out and.fell

I EASED my gun off cock and let it.drop

away from 'me, sagging to the floor. T .

swung .around and saw that Duane had
gotten:his gun off the side table. Having
downed Hanks, he now turned the gun
on me. Janet cried out and-.caught hold

of his arm. The shot went wild. I grabbed

my gun off the floor and leapt™ at him,
knocking him to- the floor.
I took Janet by the arm and led her to
the parlor. -She collapsed against me, trem-
bling violently, and it was a long time be-
fore she got a grip on herself. I didn’t
blame her for being upset. I held her close
and thought how game she had been. But,
as she told me later, I should have expected
it of a girl living in No Man’s Land. . .,
I left the Cameron ranch with my pris-
oner and the bank’s money without get-
ting Janet to admit that she was in love
with me. I was able to leave the next
morning without worrying that she would
be ‘alone, because Miguel returned during
the night with word that her father and
brothers were on their way. Miguel and
I buried the dead men at dawn, and then
I headed for Texas. >

- I turned Tom Duane and the. moﬁey

over' to the acting sheriff at San Marco -

and reported the whole affair to the com-
manding officer of my old Ranger com-
pany. Nat only was the black mark against
my name removed from the record, but I
was also given the opportunity to tear up
my resignation. I didn’t.

Before leaving my old outfit, I to]d the
commanding officer what I'd heard about

George ‘Faber of the Bank of San Marco
pulling some deals that weren't honest
banking,; and he promised to investigate.

I waited a full three months, spending
my time at the little ranch that was mine
under Ben Morgan’s will. Then I set out
for No Man’s Land again.

When I rode up to the Cameron ranch,
it was sundown and Janet’s menfolk had
just ridden in and were off-saddling their
broncs over by the corral. ‘I felt as bashful
.as any young buckaroo about to meet his
“girl's folks for the first time, and those
Camerons didn’t make it easy.

Matt primed the others by calling out,
“Keep moving, drifter. We don’t hand out
meals to saddlebums.”

He was a burly, sorrel-bearded man. His
three sons‘as big as he was, and as rough
looking.

One said, “By the looks of h1m -he’s not
even a first-rate saddlebum, Pa.”

Another-said, “Yeah, this country sure
is going to the dogs—the kind of hombres

“that are drifting into it.”

The third said, “Somebody yell boo at
him and he’ll hightail it, sure.”
I said, “Where were you hombres when

“all the shooting was going on? Hiding out

in the bushes ?’”" T turned toward the house,
seeing Janet appear at the.door. T reined
in, sat there looking at her. She was more
beautiful than I remembered. I said, “I
gave you three months, honey. By now
you should know how you feel.

She looked past me, at Miguel and’ the
Cameron menfolks. They. were watching,
their faces showing grins, thinking it funny
that a man should come courting:. She
madé a face at them. —

“You waited too long, Jim,” she said
to me. “I thought you were never coming.
Supper is about ready, and I’ve already:
set a place for you. *Come on in.” :

I distnounted and went into the house"
with her. We didn’t get back to the kitchen
right away, but stopped in the parlor for a
spell. She came into my arms as though
she belonged there—which she did.



Bolton heard the drumming of hoofs and yelping of Indians

DEVIL'S NOTCH

By wW. J.

THE KID set a good trap—but

it caught the wrong victim

AS SHERIFF JOHN BOLTON rode

among the huge, scattered boulders:

that jumbled the entrance to the
canyon, he came abruptly upon the girl
seated on a rock. His .44 Colt came into his
hand, the hammer under his thumb, half
back as he stared at her. Her face was com-
posed except for the mouth, which showed
pain in its tight corners. She looked at him
with a numb calm. Past fear, maybe.

Reynolds

A

“What the hell—” Bolton bit his words
off and his alert gray eyes moved rapidly,
scanning the canyon’s shoulders for a hid-
den gunman.

She said,- “I'm alone. He’s .been gone
since daylight.” She pointed to her left leg,
stretched out upon her crumpled boots.
“T’'m hurt. I think my ankle is fractured.”

He glanced at the swollen leg, the puffed
and angry ankle with the jagged wound:
Fear was in her wide brown eyes, seeming-
ly released by her words, and close under it
was plain panic. She was in a bad way, no
doubt of that.

Bolton swung off his horse and walked

49
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up to her, holstering his drawn gun. Her
wide-eyed gaze followed him, and seeing
the stirring in her eyes, he said quickly,
“You were the one with Permain? The
Gila Kid?”

Her eyes darkened. Then she nodded,
and a faint touch of anger showed in her
face. “Yes,” she said, and the anger seemed
to ease away the approaching hysteria.
“Yes, he left me this morning, at daylight.
You'll never catch him. He has six hours
start and two horses.”

“He took your horse and left you afoot—
.and hurt?” His gray eyes chilled, a hard
contrast in his sweaty, dusty face. He went
.on without waiting for her answer, “I was
to find you, afoot and hurt, and that would
assure his escape to the Border. That was
the idea, wasn’t it?”

“He said you wouldn’t leave me, and -

especially not with the Apache smoke sig-
nals since yesterday. He said you'd have to
take me back to a doctor.” There was no

triumph in her voice, no hope, just the faint -

anger.

Bolton hitched his gunbelt, starmg at her,
trying to make up his mind about her. She
was no dancehall  girl, or else she was
mighty new at it; for none of the usual dis-
sipation marked her smooth face. Her eyes,
‘except for the pain, were fine and epen, and
her lips “could be smooth and smiling and
generous.

He looked at the ashes of the small [n-
dian fire and recalled the column of ‘'smoke
he’d seen here this morning. That smoke
hadn’t come from this fire. He turned his
.gaze to her again.

“That fire didn’t make the smoke 1 saw
this morning.”

She shook her head. “No. ‘I saw the
smoke too. It was in the canyon,-or on the
other side. Permain built it, I suppose, aft-
er he left me. I haven’t decided if it was
meant for you—or the Indlans

“I was coming this way,” he said evcnly
“I had to, or ride thirty miles around.”

She noedded.
dians then. He's scared of you, Sheriff. It
would please him to know the Indians had
done the job.for him—killed us both.”

Bolton didn’t answer. She had it all fig-.

friend, I hate him.

“He meant it for the In-
* thinking he had changed.”

ured out, and she was close enough to the
truth. He squatted to examine. the girl’s
leg. She gasped as he touched the ankle but
shut her lips tightly and made no further
sound as he looked at it. It was bad. The
ankle was badly swollen and in the puffed

- flesh was the jagged wound, red and angry,

and near it was a smaller, lesser wound..
His eyes narrowed at the older bruise, then
he looked at her.

“You got a grudge against this ankle?
Or did it take two tries to make the hurt
effective?”

“Two tries,” she said without hesitation.
“I did the first, but it wouldn’t have fooled
you. Permain did the bad one this morning.
While I was still asleep. There’s the proof.”
She nodded at a fist-sized rock, the edges
jagged, with dried blood on them. °

OLTON cursed under his breath, and
B wondered at the things women would
endure for those they loved. She must
know that her chances of getting out of here
alive were remote. And if she did get out
alive, the leg might never be any good. He
could picture Permain, the self-styled Gila
Kid, easing the blanket from the sleeping
girl’s feet and slamming the already sore
ankle with the jagged stone.

He looked at her from flat,” hard gray
eyes. “You must think a hell of a lot of
your boy friend. Don’t you realize that
some Apache brave will likely have your
hair in his belt before night? Or that blood
poison will fix you if the Indians don’t?”

“T realize that,” she said. “I’ve had all
the morning to think of it.” Her voice went
quiet and held a still fury. “As for my boy
I hope you do catch
him. And he’s not my boy friend. He's my
step-brother.”

Bolton stared at her, his eyes no longer

-chill but wary and holding pity. She saw

the pity and flushed angtily, and then said
sharply, “Don’t pity me, Sheriff. I have no
one to blame but myself. 1 knew hoew he
was when he was a boy; my mistake was in
She glanced at
the overhead sun that boiled down upon
them. “You still have a chance, Sheriff,
if you'll forget your badge when you come



KILLER’S NOTCH : 51

to the Border. You're not as heavy as Per-
main, and can undoubtedly ride better.
He'll stop in the first saloon across the Bor-
der to drink and brag.”

He nodded, and put his attention on
making a smoke so that she could not see
the temptation in his eyes. He could get
Permain yet. He could get him there across
the Border and forget his badge only a few
minutes. Permain was hell on horses, and
even with two, Bolton thought he could still
gain some time.

But the girl would die. If the Indians
didn’t get her, the blood poisoning would.
Ten hours to the Border, another two to
get Permain, and ten back. From here to
Conteau City, still another twelve hours.
Thirty-four hours at the best.

There wouldn’t be even a chance for the
leg—or her life.

“How come you're with Permain?”
~ “He couldn’t come back to Kansas for
his inheritance because he had a charge
against him, Our parents were killed three
months ago. I was bringing Floyd Permain
his part. He was supposed to’ve been work-
ing on a ranch, making good. He even
wanted me to go in with him to buy it out.
I found he was actually living in a shack in
the brush, an outlaw. I didn’t know that
he’d murdered and robbed a rancher of his
payroll until we'd already started for the
Border.” >

“And the inheritance?"" Bolton said. “He
also took your part along.”

“Yes.”

-He stood up. “We'll have to move on.
Those Apaches that jumped the reservation
last week are around somewhere. It’s near-
er to the Border than back to Conteau City.
We'll ind a doctor down there.™

“No,” she said quickly. “Go on, Sheriff,
and catch him. He’s a wolf. He’s worse
than that; he’s not fit to live.”

“It's going to hurt to ride, " he said. ‘“‘But
vou'll have to try.” He turned-and got his
horse and led it up beside her ; then he lifted
her and set her in the saddle. Her face was
white but no sound came from her. “Can
you stand it?”*

“You said 1 had to,” she returned, but
the attempt at lightness was belied by the

sudden sweat on her face, and her eyes,
slightly glazed from’ the pain.

He led the horse onward into the canyon,
not wanting to look at her. She would have
to stand it. He ignored her occasional gasps
as the horse jarred her, and gave all his at-
tention to the trail ahead, and once through
the short canyon into the dry hills, he kept
an alert lookout.

WENTY BUCKS had jumped the
Treservation last week, and had already
killed two prospectors and raided half

a dozen outlying ranches. These two would
be fine game for the warlike bucks—and.
Permain’s fire would help betray them. The
fact that the Indians were hard pressed by
the cavalry and had split into two or three
parties wouldn’t increase their chances.
And it wouldn’t make the ‘Apaches any
more considerate of a victim, knowing what
would happen to them if they were caught.
A.n hour before dark, Bolton picked a
camp spot against a ragged bluff and lifted
the girl from the horse and lay her in the
notch of the cliff, a spot twenty feet in
diameter that would give them cover from
all directions but the entrance. He staked
his horse in-a sparsely grassed clearing in
the brush near the seep. The seep was.

“heavily mineral but they could use it. Bol-

ton filled his canteen and cofiee pot and
went back to the notch.

The girl lay on the warm sand, face dead
white and with her mouth clamped tight.

Silently, Bolton built a fire, taking a little

longer to make sure ,it didn’t smoke, and
then set the pot on to heat. When it was
hot, he set it riear the girl and got his spare
shirt from the saddlebag and dipped it in
the water and squeezed out the surplus.
“This’ll hurt,” he said. “But it'll help.”
He lay the steaming shirt over the swol-
len ankle and the girl screamed. Bolton was
sweating, himself, and very little of the
sweat was from the heat. But he kept wet-
ting the shirt and the girl bit her lips until
they bled but she didn’t scream again. Fi-
nally, she grew less tense and Bolton set
the pot back on the coals and added more
water. She slept and Bolton kept up the
soaking for anoth§r hour : and when the leg
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was red with the heat of the water and not
with the angry streaks of poison, he cleaned
his pot and made coffee and cooked his
small store of bacon and flapjacks.

He woke her and she ate her share and
then Bolton heated more water. “Hard to
“beat hot water with salts in it,” he said.
“This water’s got just about everything in
it from the taste, but it’s the best I can do.”

“It’s fine; it doesn’t hurt any more.” She
lay looking at him in the dusk and the pain
had gone from the eyes. The fear too.. “I'm
Lilly Conway,” she said, “and I thank you,
John Bolton. I can see why Floyd Permain
is afraid of you. He fears you because
others trust you.”

Soon she slept again, and John Bolton
sat outside the notch and kept his ears open
end his attention on- his horse below him.
The animal would scént the approach of
Indians long before he could see or hear
them. Once he stood up, listening, thinking
he heard the popping of shots ; but he didn’t
hear the sound again, and finally went in to
lie down near Lilly Conway and sleep.

He was up before dawn and had the
small fire going when the girl said, “Good
morning, Sheriff. I slept’ well. You’re a
good doctor.”

He gave her a brief smile and moved to

look at the ankle. It appeared less swollen
and the red streaks weren’t there, only the
redness of blistered flesh from the hot wa-
ter. “It looks better,” he saxd “We'll:give
it another treatment.”

He repeated the soaking process and
later made the last of his ‘coffee and they
each had a cup. “That’s our breakfast,” he
said. “We should be in Cibo by noon.”

He saddled his horse and brought it to the
notch and helped her into the saddle. “Take
the reins,” he said, “and stay behind me.”
He moved out of the notch and down the
slope and turned south.

Bolton’s own lips were tight as the blis-
-ters of yesterday seemed to set his feet afire.
He hadn’t dared remove his boots last

night, for he’d never have gotten them on
again today. But despite the pain he moved.

steadily, and behind him he could hear the
sound of the horse. :
.The sun lifted abruptly’over the low hills

_ than most for a stand.”

and grew hot quickly. Bolton stopped sud-
denly, head cocked, and hehind him the girl

“drew her horse up. To Bolton’s ears came

the faint drumming of hoofs and the wild
yelping of Indians. He moved. back to the
horse and leaped up behind the girl.

“Indians?” Her voice was quiet.

“Yes. They can’t see us, so they must be
after somebody else. We'll go back to the
notch. It’s good as any place and better
He turned the
horse and kicked it into a run.

The yells behind them grew louder as
they dismounted- at the notch, and Bolton
could hear the pop of shots now with the
drums of hoofs. :

against one side of the notch and

secured his horse to a jagged splinter
of outcropping on the opposite side. He
moved back to the opening with his rifle. He
took a long look and then turned to give the
girl a sharp glance. “What kind of horse
was Permain riding ?”

“His was a bay,” she said.
sorrel mare.’

He nodded. “He’s ridirig the mare now.’
His voice was hard. ‘“They might go past
us and not notice our sign, being hot after
Permain that way.” -

. “Yes,” she agreed. Her eyes darkened.
“Unless you take a few shots at them.”
- She met Bolton’s steady.gaze forsa long
moment -and then she said, “Go ahead,
Sheriff, you're the kind of man that would
never be happy if you didn’t, even though
Permain deserves to die.”

He smiled briefly at her and a famt smlle
touched her own lnps turmng them soft. He
turned for the opening and moved down to
a breast-high boulder and laid the rifle bar-
rel over it. Bolton counted six Apaches,

BOLTON he]ped the girl to a seat

“Mine was a

-~ close now, after the fleeing Permain who

was bent over his saddle, spurring and flail-
ing at the horse with his quirt. -
Scared stiff, Bolton thought, the self-

_created Gila Kid, the curly wolf himself.

Bolton drew aim on the leading Indian and
fired. He shifted his sights and ﬁred again,
twice. ;

The two Indians ﬂlpped . frpm their
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horses, to roll on the gravel and ball up
against patches of brush. The others in-
stantly disappeared against the sides of
their horses and swerved to cover in brush
and wash. Permain yelled loudly and beat
his horse toward Bolton. s =

+He watched, his cold eyes upon Permain
as the outlaw pounded up the slope and
flung himself from his horse. “They had me
penned all afternoon and last night!” he
yelled. “I made a run for it this morning
and got through—"
as he recognized Bolton and looked into
the rifle muzzle.

“Throw the rifle down, Permain,”- Bol-
ton said, “and drop your gunbelt.”

Rage flushed Permain’s narrow face and
flared the light hazel eyes. “Damn you,
Bolton.” he snarled. “If it wasn’t for you
I might have some luck! I ain’t got no
shells. You got to give me some. Them
Injuns’ll stake us all to an ant hill!”

“Four Indians?” Bolton asked. “Hell,
they’ll light out soon as they can.” His lips
loosened under the three-day beard and he
grinned without humor at Permain. “They
done me a favor; now I'll do them one.”

Bolton flung Permain’s rifle into the
brush downslope and stuck his .45 in his
own waisthand. .Both guns were empty,
and so was Permain’s shell belt. Permain
grumbled curses as Bolton prodded him
into the notch.

Permain stopped as he saw Lilly Con-
way, and Bolton watched his face work
with surprise, and then an ingratiating grin
crossed it. Permain had had no thoughts of
the girl he’d left behind until now, and now
his thoughts would be all for some way to
help himself.

“Lilly, are you all right?” Permain
asked. He laughed. “Didn’t I say Bolton
would take better care of you-than I would?
You got me to thank for that, Lilly.”

_ Lilly’s eyes were dark with contempt as
she looked at her step-brother. She didn’t
answer for a full minute, and then she said,
“Too bad it had to be the Indians the sher-
iff shot instead of you!” i

“Ah, Lilly,” Permain protested, “it was
my neck or your ankle I'd a done as much,
or more, for you.”

His voice trailed off .
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“You're a liar as wellpas a murderer,”
she said calmly. “Why did you build that
fire in the pass? You hoped the Indians
would get there about the time Sheriff Bol-
ton did.” 2

Permain snarled.
you!”

“Lilly,” Bolton said, handmg the girl
one of hl§ pistols, “hold this on him and
see that he stays putr I'll see if the Indians
leave or decide to give us a whirl.”

“Don’t worry, Sheriff,” she said. “I’ll
watch him all right.” She took the .44 and
pulled the hammer to cock and pointed it at
Permain. “Don’t think I won'’t use it either,
Floyd,” she said.

“I ought to’ve killed

ton looked at Permain and saw the fear

in the narrow face, the knowledge that

he was caught, that there would be no help
from Lilly. Bolton walked back to his-rock
to put his attention to the brushy terrain
below where he had last seen the Indians.
There was no sign of them now. The

IT WAS PLAIN that she meant it Bol-

“dead were gone and so were the horses.

Then farther out Bolton caught the slight
movement in the brush and rocky washes
and intent study - revealed the Apaches.
They wére leaving, and Bolton nodded,
satisfied. They weren’t foolish enough to
attack; there would be at least two men
here they knew of, and they were well
forted up. :

Bolton stood up and called toward the
notch, “No more Indians today, Lilly;
they’ve gone.”

-Lilly screamed suddenly and a gun
roared- there in the notch. On the heels of
Lilly’s cry and the gunshot, Permain yelled
triumphantly, with the meaty°sound of a fist
meeting soft flesh. Bolton dropped the rifle,
jerked his second gun and leaped for the
notch.

As he rounded into the notch he was met
with Permain’s yell, ““Hold it, Bolton!
Drop that gun!” =

Bolton stopped. Permam‘had the Whlte-v
faced Lilly held in front of him and the gun:
Lilly had had .was jutted at Bolton from
Permain’s hand. Lilly was fighting at-the:
sand on her face and in her eyes.
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“Drop that gun, Bolton!” Permain or-
dered.
the girl!”

Bolton let the .44 fall from his hand, and

then moved away at Permain’s order, stop- -

ping near his horse. Permain released Lilly
and shoved her viciously away. She fell and
choked back the cry of pain as her ankle
struck.the firm sand. She sat up and stared
at Permain from painzfilled eyes. Permain
was grinning in high good humor.

“Well, this is a lot better .than I figured
for a while there! I got guns and shells and
horses. Just think of the time you two can
have here playing in the sand!”” He laughed
loudly.

“Get going, Permain,”
“While you can.”

“Don’t like my company, eh?” Permain
laughed again. “You were hard enough aft-
er me for a while, Bolton.” His narrow
face went mean.
with your orders—I might just take a no-
tion to leave you here permanent. Yot and
the preaching girl. That way you wouldn’t
be coming after me.’
to the other, licking his lips.

Bolton glared at him. “I ought to've let

Bolton snapped.

the Indians have you, Permain. There’s not

one of them ain’t more of a man.than you
are.” Rage loosened Bolton’s tongue. “A
man that would leave a crippled girl, then
light d fire to bring the Apaches—if I ever
lay eyes on you- again, I'll kill you on
sight!”

The snarl was-back on Permain’s monith.

“Maybe them Injuns will come in handy

after all, Bolton. By the time the buzzards
get through with you the InJuns]l get the
blame. anyway !”

Bolton knew Permain was going to kill
him, and a gasp from Lilly told him that she
‘knew it too. Permain snarled at her, “Shut
up! T'll knock you on the head too. Both
of you are too damned high and mighty for

me. Get over there with her, Bolton. Get

over there!” His voice became a high yell.
If he could just get close enough to have
an even remote chance—Bolton moved past
Permain, but the' wily killer moved too,
keeping a good eight feet between them.®
Then Lilly threw the rock. '

“You can’t shoot without hlttmg.

-hack and down.

“And don’t get so free

” He looked from one*

She threw the fist;sized missile hard, as
a man would throw it. The rough rock hit
Permain on the nose as he tried te dodge.
The gun roared, the bullet -jerking at Bol-
ton’s shirt as he leaped.

- Then Bolton closed with the klller and
his hand gripped Permain’s wrist, twisting
the gun aside as it bucked another bullet
into the notch wall. Bolton wrenched at-the
arm with savage strength, levering the arm
Permain screamed and the
gun fell from his hand. Bolton kicked it and

. glimpsed Lilly scrambling for it.

and hit the man with a solid strength,

his fist slamming at Permain’s chin.

But the killer dodged the brunt of the blow,
taking it on his jaw and shoulder. Then
with ‘a shout of fear and rage, Permain
tore into Bolton, his fist swinging in fury.
The very ferocity of the-attack unhal-
anced Bolton, and as he stepped back Per-
main kicked -out at him. Bolton twisted,

BOLTON stepped back from Permain

taking the blow on his hip' and Permain’s

fist on his chin. >

Bolton rolled away, and as -Permain
lunged at him, Bolton’s boot turned. on a
rock and he" stumbled, but his grasping
hands fastened on Permain’s and 'they went
down together. Permain shoved his_head
forward and his teeth fastened in Bolton’s
neck.

’ Bo]ton drove his knee into Permain’s

belly and hurled himself aside. He heard
Permain’s teeth click together and felt the
warmth of his own blood there. But the
belly blow loosened Permain and brought
a pained grunt trom the man, and Bolton
drove the knee in dgam and felt Permam S
hold give way.

Bolton rolled free and swung a ﬁst at
Permain’s chin. . The outlaw slid away, and
then swung a fist at Bolton’s jaw. The'blow
jarred Bolton, shoving him backward as
Permain turned and lunged for the en-
trance, and the gun that Bolton had
dropped there on’entering the notch.

“Now, Bolton!” Permain panted furi-
ously. “Now, damn you—" He dived for
the gun. :

“Bolton!”

Lilly screamed. ‘“Here!”
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The gun Lilly had retrieved sailed
through the air at Bolton and he snatched -
it, the butt slapping his-palm as he whirled
to-meet Permain’s shot.

Permain fired and Bolton felt the jar of
the bullet on his ribs, and then he was see-
ing the spurts of flame and smoke from
Permain’s hand and was firing himself, feel-
ing the kick of the big .44 in his hand.

Bolton stopped firing as he saw the gun
sag in Permain’s hand, and saw shock and
breathlessness take the man there. Per-
main dropped the gun and fell over it, the
front of his shirt showing a red stain.

After a moment, Bolton turned to Lilly

and found the girl already beside him, her_

hands tight on his arm. “I'm sorry, Lilly,
he said. “I wanted to take him back for the
law.”

“You had no choice,” she said, her voice
calm again. “He would have killed us.”

She pulled the jumper back from his ribs’

and he saw her bite her lips.
He watched the soft curve of her cheek -
as'she made a bandage from his spare shirt,

and saw the softening of her llps as she
bound it tightly around him.

“It doesn’t hurt much, Lilly,” he said.

His glance moved to Permain, and his
eyes held a bitterness as he looked at her
again.

“I wish it could have been othel wise. He
was your kin.”

Her hands were soft but firm on his un-
shaven cheeks. “He was no blood™ kin,
John Bolton. He was always mean to me,
but his father was a good man and never
lost faith in Floyd. I promised him I'd see
he got his inheritance. I did. That's all.”
She looked at him and he felt the hard pound

‘of his heart.

The tightness left Bolton. The bitterness
left his eyes, and he grinned. We'd better
ride, Lilly, in case them Indians run into
some friends. Us two cripples have got”
a far piece to go. .If I start kissing you now,
we'll still be here tonight!”

“You can establish your claim, Sheriff
Bolton, can’t you?” .

“I reckon,” Bolton said, and did.
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THE PEN IS MIGHTIER than the sword—but editor

Clint Farr was faced with a bull whip and a loaded gun

€LINT FARR heard the report that morning when he made his Friday
visit to the sheriff’s office, and decided to give it- no more than a
paragraph. A raid on a nester’s shack was scarcely front page news
in Carrizo, certainly not a story worth the time and expénse of running
down, neither of which he could afford. In the rush of press day he had
copy to write, type to set and a four-page paper to print. Clint Farr scrib-
bled a few notes, jammed them into his pocket and forgot the incident.

It was midafternoon when someone tapped on his door. Frowning at the
interruption, he walked around thé ancient Washington press into the clut-
tered space that served as office. A young woman stood on the platform
walk outside, peering uncertainly at the chipped gilt letters which read:
CARRIZO WEEKLY INDEPENDENT JOB PRINTING. She caught his eye thfough
the dusty glass and flushed slightly, then stepped inside.

Her glance shifted over the litter of old newspaper files and galley proofs
and came bhack to his face. In a voice that sounded breathless and defiant
and somehow frightened she said, “Are you the editor ?”’

Farr smiled. He was a tall, thin young man in scuffed boots and trousers
frayed. at the ;fockets. He needed a haircut and the pale shield of his face
bore an expression that was inild, \good-natured and faintly impatient.
Wiping ink-stained hands on his apron, he plucked a pencil stub from be-
hind one ear and said, “A news item?”

Her blue eyes held steady on his, suspicious and almost hostile. “Do you
own the paper ?”

“More or less.”

“I mean, can you print anything you want?”

“I’'m not the New York Herald,” Farr said cheerfully, “but I aim to
please. “Suppose you tell me what it is.” >

Her resolution seemed to falter. “It’s an ad. A—a reward notice.”
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“Don’t feel too bad,”
he said. “It wasn’t
so much of a paper.”’

By Hal G. Evarts
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Farr lifted his eyebrows and stepped
around the low office rail for a closer look.
The sun slanting through the window cut
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across her harshly, revealing the cheap ma--

terial of her dress and the veins of her red,
work-chapped hands. Her face was angular

and fine-honed, but it held a certain dignity °

that was its own beauty.

Farr noticed that her eyes were swollen.
More gently he said, “Lost somethmg, did
you?”

The girl fumbled in her dress for a piece
of folded paper and held it out. Farr saw
that a number of words had been scratched
out in the effort of composition and with
some difficulty he read; “Reward of $100
offered t6 anyone with information lead-
ing to arrest of the three men who beat
Tyce Barker on Squaw Creek last Thurs-
day night and cut his fences. Cash. No
questions asked.”

Farr read the notice twice, slowly. “That

wast last night? And you're—" -

“His daughter. Addison Barker.”

“Oh,” Farr said and pursed his lips, re-
membering the notes in his pocket. ‘He
knew a great deal about her then, that she
was a farm girl from one of the families
homesteading out on the Bench. He knew
t0o, just as surely, what the rest of her story
would be. A warning whispered ‘in his
mind, because he had séen the same futile
pattern so often in the Territory.

“They can’t get away with this forever
she said fiercely. “Someone has to stand up
to them. I thought maybe you—"

Farr drew a long breath. There was no
point, he figured, in adding his troubles to
hers. You didn’t antagonize the big cattle
outfits and the merchants who supported
them, not if you had to live in the same
town. \ That much he had learned in the
year since he’d come to Carrizo with more
enthusiasm than money. The ‘lesson had
been a painful, galling ore and he said now,
reluctant to hurt the girl, “Isn’t this a job
for the sheriff ?”’ -

Her lips curled. “You think the sheriff
would lift one finger to’ help a homestead-
er?”

“Proctor may be hard,” Farr said, “‘but
he’s -honest.”

EVARTS <

“You too?”

. Farr shrugged but the color crept higher
in his cheeks.-.“I -just print the facts. I
can’t mix into every local quarrel.”

“Facts! Everyone knows who’s behind
this.”

“I’ll look into it,” he promised.’
that’s about all I can do.”

‘The girl stared at him, then down at the
floor and bit her lip. Abruptly she snatched
the notice from his fingers, “No, thank
you,” she said. “I wouldn’t want you to
get into trouble on ‘my account.”

With lowered head she opened the door,
slammed it behind her and almost ran. Farr
watched her climb into-a battered wagon
and disappear down the street in a whirl
of dust. Shaking his head, he tucked the
pencil behind his ear and ran one hand
through his hair. Then he gave the hell box
a rattling kick and stripped off his apron.

“But

“F HE HEAT struck at his shoulder
Tblades as he stepped out onto the walk

and he squinted against the glare be-
fore he angled across the street toward-Nor-
dyke’s Palace Saloon. Two Hatrack punch-

" ers loafing there against the wall glanced

up from under their hatbrims when .he
greeted them and gave him a grunt in re-
turn. Just ahead Les Hipple was pushing

- through the swing doors and Farr checked

his stride, smelling the cool moist smoky
air. He nodded and said, “Nice day, Les.”

The Hatrack foreman halted, his solid,
thick-shouldered body blocking the walk,
and said briefly, “Howdy,” in the flat indif-
ferent tone Clint Farr had come to expect.
He stood unmoving, pointedly waiting, and
Farr stepped around him and moved on
down the walk at a quicker pace.

He was still thinking of the girl, of the
look in her eyes that had been close to con-
tempt, when he climbed the steps to the of-
fice that fronted the jail. He peered in at
the sandy-haired man who sat before a roll-
top desk reading a newspaper. It was the
Pacosa Journal, Farr noted wryly, the rival
paper published in the county seat.

Junius Proctor lowered the paper and
glanced up, his gaze stolid but not unfriend-
ly. “Yes?” he said.
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“ Anything new on the Barker case, Sher-
iff?”

“Barker? Ob, the homesteader.”

“That’s the one.”

“Not a thing, son.’

Farr frowned. He had alwa)s found this
quiet, patient little man fair in his judg-
ments and had counted on some measure of
support, for Junius Proctor’s reputation

commanded respect even in Carrizo. “But |

you'll investigate?”’

“Nothing to investigate,” the sheriff said
wearily. “Maybe you don’t know that Bar-
ker shot a Hatrack steer on his place three
weeks ago, before the fence was up.”

“There’s a big difference between shoot-
ing a'steer and whipping a man,” Farr said.

“Not to a cow-country jury.”

Farr waited for him to enlarge on that,
but after a deliberate silence-the sheriff

raised his paper and went on reading. It -

had been in Farr’s mind to mention the re-
ward but as he regarded the top of Proc-
tor’s- head over the black columns of type
his mouth tightened. In twelve months here
he had lost mosteof his ambition, along with
his fight, against the older established paper.
It took more than good will, he had dis-
covered, for a newcomer to make any place
in Carrizo. .

“Thanks for your time, Sheriff,” he said

dryly. “I know how busy you are.”

He went straight to Dunn’s stable and got
his horse. Riding out of town, he took the
Bench road and climbed into the hills with
the smell of dust and sage strong in his nos-
trils. The soil was thin and rocky, but not
too poor for graze, and as he topped a rise
he could make out the spread of hard-scrab-
ble outhts that had homesteaded along
Squaw Creek. He forded the slim trickle,

and after an inquiry turned into Tyce Bar- .

ker’s farm. It looked no more prosperous
than the others—a dirt roof cabin of green
willow logs and a half-built barn, set down
in an expanse of plowed field.

A Mexican woman washing clothes in
the yard watched him dismount beside the
wagon and the girl came to the doorway.
She eyed him gravely, no welcome on her
face, but Farr lifted his hat and said, “I
came to check those facts.”

¢
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“\Vhy ?’l
“You for one.” Hc smiled.
er, 'm my own reporter.”

“For anoth-

HE STOOD ASIDE to let him enter
S and Farr ducked into a small, neat

room that reeked of liniment. Adjust-
ing his eyes.to the dimness, he crossed to
a corner bunk where a man lay face-down
breathing in deep drugged sleep. He was
frail and wispy-haired and Farr’s glance
took in the thick-soled shoes and patched
and faded levis. Then the girl brought a
lantern and he saw the raw red slashes
crisscrossing Barker’s back.

Farr swallowed and turned away.

Beside him the girl said, “The &octor
says ttiey’ll heal, but he’ll always carry those
scars.’

“A quirt?” = g

“A bull whip. Two of them held his arms
and legs and the third man lashed him.”

Barker moaned -and stirred on his blan-
ket. The girl bent down with a dampened
towel and sponged off the back of his neck,
then tiptoed to the door and motioned Farr.
Qutside under the shade of a locust he
mopped his face and looked at her closely.

“You shouldn’t stay here alone.”

“Juanita will help me,” she said.
manage.”’

Farr smiled a little at that. He-wanted to
reach out and reassure her, comfort her,
for it was all he could do. But she had pur-
posely pushed aside his sympathy. He won-
dered why a man glib with words on paper
could be so inarticulate in dealing with peo-
ple. As gently as he knew how, he prompt-
ed, “That steer your father shot—was it
Hatrack beef?”

She nodded. “Their cows kept trampling
our crop. Pop asked Mr. Rankin to keep
them off, but when it happened next tnme
he got mad and killed one.”

“Where were you last night?”

“At Sam Stryker’s three miles up the
creek. Emma was having her baby.” The
girl’s voice broke and she twisted a hand-
kerchief between her fingers. “When I got
home this morning I found him—like that.”

“Did he recognize them?”

“It was dark, and they wore masks.” .

“I can
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“Did your neighbors see anything ?”

“No.” She lifted her face. “But they’re
pretty worked up.”

“I don’t blame them,” Farr said. “But
picking a fight’s no way to handle this.”

She stood quite still, her gaze intent on
his face, then the tight line of her mouth
softened at the corners. “It must take a lot
to get you mad.” )

There was no malice in her voice, and he
smiled. “Just chuckleheaded, T guess. If
anything turns up I’ll let you know.” °

“I had no call to he so sharp with you,”
she said. “You’ve been very kind.”

Jogging. off across the field he turned in

the saddle and waved, and she raised a hand.

Then he rode over the brow of a rise.

He reined up before the row of new hand-
split posts that marked the field’s south
boundary and got down to inspect the triple
strands of wire. They had been cut along
the entire length of fence, dangling bright
and useless in the powdered soil. Through
his anger his mind kept reaching back to
the girl, remembering her work-worn
hands, because he knew how much sweat
and love and faith had gone into the build-
ing of such a fence.

Beyond the posts three fresh sets of
horsetracks converged and led down the
bank of a creek. Farr followed them at a’
walk. It was a gesture, nothing more, and
he wished he had spoken bluntly instead of
raising even the slightest hope. Whoever
had done this was beyond the reach of afy
poor dirt farmer. But she had turned to
him because there was no one else, and he
rode on through the late afternoon with a
kind of stubbern indignation. .

After several miles the tracks led out of
the hills into a pasture and Farr, without
particular surprise, recognized the sprawl-
ing adobe ranch house under distant cot-
tonwoods. He cut back into the wagon road
at a lope. then, heading for town and the
drink he had been needing ever since he
saw Tyce Barker’s back.

OST of Nordyke’s regular custom-
ers and half a dozen Hatrack’riders,

in town for payday, were clus-
tered at the bar when Farr came in. He

" cocked.
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downed his first shot at a gulp and bought
a second, glumly eying his reflection in the
back mirror. A discussion swirled on
around him until .presently one voice louder
than the rest caught and held his attention.

“Damined stiff-necked nesters.”

“Let one get a toehold and they’ll take
over the valley,” another man said.

“First the water, now the fences.”

Farr had heard this all hefore in endless
debate, but tonight it held a different mean-
ing for him and" he edged into the group.
Floyd Rankin, the Hatrack owner, was
having his say now and the others nodded
agreement, silént and deferential. The cat-
tleman was a broad, thick-chested man, un-
hurried and positive in manner, with a gruff
voice and a trick of emphasizing each point
with a jab of his cigar. His glance slid over
Farr and he flicked ash to the floor, say-
ing, ““It's open range, always has been, no
good~ for cropss This country’s built on
beef.”

“That’s right, Floyd,” Hugh Nordyke
said behind the bar. “Them henyard farm-
ers, they never learn.” -

“They’ll learn,” Rankin said.
to he settled.” .

- Farr moistened his lips. Tt was some-
thing more than fear, he told himself. He

“This has_

.was an editor and an editor’s job was to

publish the news and take no sides. But a
wild recklessness drove him forward into
the group and in a voice that sounded shrill
to his ears he said, “How ?’"

Rankin arrested the cigar halfway to his
mouth and turned, his bushy eyebrows
“What'’s that?”

“How will you settle it, Rankin? By
flogging the hide off an old man?”

Rankin’s eyes narrowed for a second,
then he puffed out his cheeks. “Well now,
Farr,” he said, laughmg, “I never took you
for a hoeman.”

This drew a chiuckle from the crowd and
Farr flushed. He could still back down,
but something in Rankin’s laugh, in -the
man’s vast self-confidence, goaded him be-
yond all caution. Thinly he said, ‘“Where
were you last night?”

“What sort of a_question is that?”

”I]l answer it. The crew that beat up
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old man Barker rode straight into your
home corral.”

A quiet spread along the bar to the stud
tables in back. Hugh Nordyke set down the
glass he had been polishing. Rankin
looked at his cigar, stuck it back in his
mouth and braced both elbows behind him
on the bar. He said, “You can’t prove
that.”

“Can’t I?” Farr met his implacable stare.
“Read tomorrow’s paper if you're interest-
ed.”

He turned on his heel and crossed the
street to his office 'at a fast walk. He had
accomplished nothing, only made an enemy,
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ROCTOR sat down in the only chair
Pand crossed his.legs. Hipple and Ran-~
kin started to speak at once, but the
sheriff stilled them both with a sweep of his
hand. “How’is that farmer?”
“He’ll live.” Farr let it go at that.
“Don’t get me wrong, son,” Proctor said.
“The only reason I'm here is to head off
more trouble.”
“To get me to kill that story, Sheriff?”
“That’s up to you. But I hope you won’t
try Barker’s case in your newspaper.”
Farr smiled. “Where else would it be
tried? Not in any court in this county.”
“That’s not your worry, or mine,” Proc-

Countor Qitack

By LIMERICK LUKE

This cowgal from Pendleton, Ore.,
Was not of tl.le kind men ignore.
All the cowpokes who knewed her
Sparked, courted and wooed her—

But she married the clerk in a store!

and for a long while he sat in the darkness
before his desk. Then he lit the lamp and
started to write. Afterward he put on a
green celluloid eyeshade and went to the
type case, working with sure, deft fingers.

He was locking up the front page form
hours later when footsteps thudded on the
walk outside. They filed in, three of them,
and closed the door. Farr straightened over
the press and came forward slowly to the
railing. There was Les Hipple, the Hat-
rack foreman, and Rankin, two big men
looming solid against the shadowed wall.
There was, unexpectedly, Sheriff Junius
Proctor, solemn and rather ‘shabby-looking
in his wrinkled pants and cowhide vest, his
eyes level and curious as they fixed calmly
on Farr.

Farr turned up the wick and said, “If it’s
& paper. you want you’ll have to wait.”

tor went on imperturbably, “but the public
gaod is.”

“Meaning Hatrack?”

“Meaning what I said. Hatrack and the
farmers are a standoff now, even-Steven.
Maybe they’ll have sense enough to reach
some agreement. But you blow this up in
the paper and we’ll have a range war on
our hands sure.”

“Speaking for yourself, of course?” Farr
said.

“I'm my own man.” Proctor watched
him evenly, no expression in his faded eyes.
“I figured you might be too. Between us
maybe we can patch up a truce.”

“A little late for that, Proctor.”

Proctor stood up. “Goodnight then.” He
looked at Rankin. “Anything more you got

-to say ?”

The rancher exchanged a look with Hip-
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ple. “I thmk we'll walt for that paper to
come out.”

The sheriff nodded at Farr and moved
out through the door at his unhurried pace.
Farr listened to the receding slap of his steps

“along the walk and looked at Rankin. The
_rancher touched a match to the cigar be-

~tween his teeth, never shlftmg his gaze
from Farr’s face.

“You want to make a deal, is that it?”
he said meagerly. -

Farr waited, a faint smile of contempt on
his mouth.

“What's your price, Farr?”

“You could start by rewiring Barket’s
fence.”

Rankin snorted. “Fifty dollars?”

. “And after that keep your cows off the:

-Bench.”

Hipple eased his bulk off the wall but
Rankin caught his arm. “A hundred’s as
high as I'll go,” he said. “That’s not bad
for a tramp printer.”

”Too good if you ask me,” Hipple put

“He’s trying to hold you up, Floyd.”

“A hundred dollars,”” Farr murmured

“to keep my mouth shut.”

Rankin ﬁshed a wallet from inside his

coat. -

“Get out,” Farr sald.

For long seconds the rancher did not
move. Carefully then he tucked the wallet
back inside his coat hefore he raised his
head to look at Farr, “That was stupid,”

he said. “I don’t like you, Farr, and I don't’

“like that lying rag you call'a newspaper. Up
to a pdint I'm reasonable but T won’t stand
for blackmail.”

He took a step forward, his eyes small
and wicked. “There’s no room for trouble-
makers in this tewn.”

“Then maybe you'd better move,” Farr
said quietly, “because those farmers are
here to stay:’

Rankin hit him in the face wnth his fst.
Farr staggered back and tripped over the
chair and Hipple clipped him from behind.
He saggedto his knees and Rankin brought
up a boot to his ribs and he slid down, grab-
bing at Rankin’s legs. Then a blow behind
the ear sent him into a black spinning

* void. :

HAL G.
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-ONG AFTER daybreak he qpened
I_ his eyes. He pulled himself up on -the

- railing, holding in the nausea that
wrenched him, and blinked around at the
wreckage of his office. The type cases had
been upended, the press was tipped over on
one side and his paper stock was a soggy
‘ink-soaked pulp. Farr wiped a sleeve across
his /swollen face and pitched forward onto
the floor again. That was how Addison
Barker found him. =

She propped him up in the chair, brought
water and washed the crusted blood from
his face. Presently Farr came round and
got unsteadily to his feet. Wide-eyed and
grave, she said, “I'll get the doctor.”

He shook his head, got a pint bottle from
his desk, uncorked it with his teeth ard took
a long straight pull. The girl watched him
and didn’t say a word and Farr was grate-
ful for that!

She helped him on with his coat and he
thanked her through bruised and puffy lips,
and then she came in front of him and said
huskily, “This happened because of the re-
ward notice?”

“Not all of it.” .

The girl looked down at the scattered
type on the floor and suddenly began to
cry.. She made no” sound but the tears
rolled down her cheeks and Farr gave her
arm an awkward pat. “Don’t feel too bad <
he said. “It wasnt much of a paper

“That’s not true.”

“True enough. And I’m not much of an
editor. I found that out last night.” Glanc-
ing away, he saw a bulging sugar sack on
his desk, tied ,around the top with a piece
of twine. “What's that?” he said.

“The reward money. The people out on
the Bench took. up-a collection. That’s why

I came.” 5 :

Farr grimaced, thinking of the cut fence,
the crude barren shacks he had seen along
Squaw Creek the day hefore. “There won’t
be any reward.”

“Please.” Tlmldly shie put her hand over
his. “It’s for you. To keep. Because you
tried to help us.’

Farr looked down at her, proud and shy
and diffident, but strangely moved too. In
his “kindest tone he said, “Thank your
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neighbors for me. But I can’t take their
money.”
- “Why not?” Her grip tightened on hls
fingers. ‘“You’ve got to fight back now.’
He had made no conscious decision and
he hesitated, debating how to frg'me an ex-
planation she would understand. That was

the important thing, to explain to her how

.he had failed here; why he had comprom-
ised to get along with everyone, trying to
be impartial and fair.
sounded lame and false.

Then, over her shoulder, he saw Les Hip-
ple push through the doors of the Palace
and saunter in the direction of the jail. Re-
leasing her hand, he swung around to the
desk, got his gun from a drawer and
rammed it down"in his waistband.

She brought a hand up to her throat.
““Half the Hatrack crew is still in town
sleeping off payday,” she said. “You'd bet-
ter get Sam Stryker and some of the other
men from the Bench.”

“That's just what I don’t want,” Farr
said. Pausing with a haud on the door-
knob, he turned. “Will you wait—till I get
back ?**

She nodded and he saw her effort at a
smile. Holding himself tight against the
flaring pain in his side, he pushed outside
onto the walk. She called his name but
Farr moved upstreet through the early
morning quiet without slowing his stride,
past the curious stares of two drummers
who steod on the hotel porch.

into the sheriff’s office. Junius Proc-

tor, his nose buried in a sheaf of
Wanted dodgers, peered up at Farr’s face
with a start and wheeled around in his swiv-
el chair.

Farr leaned his knuckles on the desk.
“You won your point. I'm not printing that
story.’

Proctor cohtinued to stare at his face
with frowning gravity. “I hoped they
~wouldn’t do that,” he said heavily. “Be-
lieve me, I'm sorry.”

“That little conference was your idea.”

“My .idea, yes, but for a reason that’s
stlll good,”” Proctor said. “I'd never beat

C LIMBING the jail steps, Farr turned -

But even to him it °

a man to make him change his mind.”

“It won’t hdppen again, Proctor.”

The sheriff let out something that sound-
ed like a sigh. “It takes more than talk to
make an editor, son.”

Farr compressed his lips. Much as he
needed the sheriff to side him, he could not
and would not ask for help. Stiffly he said,
“All T want to know is where you stand.”

“Square in the middle,” Proctor said.
“The question is, where do you stand ?”’

“I'll show you,” Farr said. “In about
two minutes.”

He tumed to the door but Proctor cilled,
“Farr—" :

Over his shoulder Farr glanced back, see-
ing Proctor’s face break into a near smile.

“Before I back a man,” the sheriff said,
“I’'ve got to be sure he is a man.” ;

Farr went down the steps two at a time
as Les Hipple came around the corner, The
Hatrack foreman spread his feet wide, his
face wary, braced for trouble. “You think
over that proposition, Farr,” he said.

Farr came to a full stop. “You and Ran-
kin think over mine?”

“Maybe you’d like some more of the
same,” Hipple said.

Farr shouldered past him and went down
the walk. The two drummers watched his
progress with more than curiosity now, and

_across the street he saw the girl in.front of

his shop. When he turned into the Palace,
Hugh Nordyke rose from a stool behind his
bar and Farr. saw Rankin alone at a table
at the far end of the deserted saloon. The
rancher had a beer before him, absorbed in

-a three-day-old copy of the Pacosa Journal.

Farr came up before him soundlessly and
stood swaying on his feet, fighting off the
dizziness. When his vision cleared he said
softly “Rankin.” °

° The rancher looked up into the muzzle
of Farr’s gun, and his face turned a dull red.

“Put down your paper, ” Farr said. “And
come’ outside.”

Rankin’s mouth opened and the expres-
sion in his eyes was as ugly and unguard-
ed as it ever would be.

Farr cocked his hammer. “Outside.”

Rankin got up, not quite so deliberate
now, sloshing his beer over the table top,
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and moved the length of the saloon at Farr’s
prodding. Stepping out onto the walk he
stopped to look at Farr again, all the as-

surance gone from his face and his lips .

trembling with pale fury.

“Farr tossed his gun out into the street..
“Rankin,’” he said, “you know how a bull
whip feels?” : = =

Rankin lunged at him in a savage rush
and landed a stinging blow against the tem-
ple. Farr fell and got up groggily, and
Rankin smashed him in the face. Farr stag-
gered back against the wall, the wind slam-
ming out of him, and sidestepped Rankin’s
fast fist. He chopped the rancher twice
in the stomach, forcing him back,- then
stepped forward and caught him with a
right on the hinge of the jaw.

Rankin went down to his knees and Farr
hauled him up by the shirt front and hit
him again. The rancher’s hat sailed off and
he teetered back against an awning support
and fell heavily between the walk and tie-
rack. Farr looked down at his limp figure
in the dusty street, then over at the blur of
“ the girl’s face. Beside her was Junius Proc--
tor, leaning back against the office front.

out falling, and turned just as Les Hip-
ple hurried out of the hotel, trailed by

four touseled Hatrack riders. The foreman
pulled up in the middle of the street, his
glance shuttling to Rankin and then to
Farr, but finally settling on the sheriff. ;Two
of the punchers got Rankin by the arms and
hoisted -him to his feet.

Les Hipple, one hand on his holster said
‘thickly, “You in this, Proctor ?”

The sheriff shrugged. “Ask Farr.”

Farr swallowed hard. “I made you an
offer last -night, Rankin. A new fence and
no more cows on the Bench. That hundred
of yours will just about cover damages.”

Rarikin shook off his two men and moved
up beside Hipple. Ignoring Farr, he spat
out some blood and said to Proctor, “I
helped elect you sheriff. Don’t forget it.”

Proctor came erect off the wall, a rum-
pled, dowdy little man, but as he moved to
the edge of the walk-a dangerous glint of
temper showed in his eyes. “So did a lot

FARR managed to pick up his gun with-
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of people, Floyd,” he said. “Includmg far-
mers. That’s your answer.’ >

Rankin scowled at him, but his glance
wavered away and after a long pause he
bent down to pick up his hat. Hipple
watched him uncertainly- and dropped his
hand. The four Hatrack riders, sullen and
sleepy-eyed, stood motionless. Then Ran-
kin said dourly, “All right, Farr. It’'s a
deal.”

Rankin gave him one last speculative look
and tramped back into the Palace. Farr
watched Hipple-and the others disappear
through the doors behind him, not quite
believing this was finished. He turned to
thank Proctor, but the sheriff was already
inside the ofﬁce

“Farr limped through the door and leaned
against the desk, too spent and shaky to
speak, while the girl eyed him across the
railing. She had not spoken once, nor-al-
lowed herself any sign of fear. It struck
him that she had a rare quality of aware-
ness, accepting a man for what he was in-
stead of judging him by what he ought to
be. He gave her a sober smile. She an-
swered it with her quiet knowing look and
they were staring at each other like that
when Proctor, poking among the ruins of
the shop, coughed loudly.

Farr grinned and said, “You call that a
truce?”’

““Hardly.” The sheriff’s mouth quirked.
“But Rankin’ll keep his word, now he’s got
it through his mule head he can’t swing the
world by the tail.”

“You lost some votes today, Proctor.”

“I reckon you lost some- readers too.”
Proctor \paused at the door. “And son,
when you're not too busy, put me down for
a year’s subscription to the Independent.”

Tipping his hat, the sheriff was gone.
Farr’s mouth began to lift in a full smile.
He looked at the chipped gilt lettering on
his window, ablaze in the morning sun, and
he looked down at the‘girl, standing still
and close and smiling