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“I just
comb myself

a haircut

since I discovered the famous

Playtex Home Hair Cutter!” J&ll '~ .

says Mr. James Gilligan of Avon-by-the-Sea, N. J.

Actval Size

4 blades, nylon
cleaning brush,
easy-to-follow -
picturé directions,
Il in clear-view

“Even my first Playtex haircut turned out fine,

and they got better every time. In a year, Playtex

has saved me many, many hours of waiting around for

the man to say ‘Next’! And at 3¢ a haircut, my family

and T have saved an easy hundred bucks!” Il
| De Luxe

Do as hundreds of thousands of families are doing . . . “ | gold-plated
cut, trim, style hair exactly the way you like. Il
Easy as ABC. Dial-
adjusted, stainfree,
floating blade is the
secret. Steel guard
makes Playtex Hair
Cutter 1009, safe
—foolproof! No
wonder it’s the
most appreciated
family gift idea
in years.

model

$500

|
I
Il
Ii

ULS.A. ana Forelgn Patents Pending

®193 PRECISION PRODUCTS DIVISION, International Latex Corporation, Dover, Delaware
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They look alike, but—

You'd think they were twin
brothers. Went to school to-
gether. Live in the same town.
Work for the same company.
Enjoy the same things: bacon
and eggs for breakfast, Mon-
day night bowling at Martin’s
Alley. Burt is doing so-so in
his job. But Bob is forging
R St

What makes them different?

One thing—the future and what
Burt
hasn't got any future because

each is doing about it.

he isn’t doing anything about i

Bob is doing something about
his future. He's building it with
an1.C.S. course. Already, Bob’s
employers have singled him out

INTERNATIONAL

WHO GETS THE BREAKS?

BOB or BURT—or YOU?

for rapid advancement. L.C.S.
students always seem to stand
out from the others. More drive.
More confidence. More practi-
cal know-how.

ks, too—
but somehow they never

Burt expects bre;
come.
Sure, he’ll manage to get along.
But he’ll never be the brilliant
success Bob is going to be.

Which are you like?
Are you just waiting and wish-
ng? If you really want to make
good, you can get the training
you need in your spare time.
International Correspondence
Schools offer self-improvement
ses in just about any field.
You get bedrock facts plus
theory. No skimming, no skimp-

cou

International Correspondence Schools, Scranton 9,

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

ing. Texts are by recognized
authorities. You set your own
pace, fitting your study schedule
to suit business and social life.
It’s work—but it’s worth it.

Students report job promo-
tions and pay raises often with-
in the first few months.

Free expert guidance

Look over the list of subjects
in the coupon. Pick one that
interests you. Then mark and
mail the coupon. You'll get
the famous 36-page guide-
book, “How to Succeed,”
plus the 1953-54 catalog for
the career you check. Will
you do it now (like Bob did)
or will you put it off ? This
can be your big break!

BOX 3970-B, SCRANTON 9, PENNA,
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A Lot of Man
Dear Editor :

T have just come home from Korea, and am
stationed at Greenville Air Force Base. I have
plenty of time to write and would like to.exchange
letters and snapshots with some nice girls. I am
24 years old, weigh 200 Ibs. and stand over 6
tall. I collect stamps and money from all over
the world. T also take pictures and am consid-
ered a good photographer.

A/1C EDWIN C. WHITTEMORE
AF 12249587
3505th Installati
Greenville Air
Greenville, Miss.

ons Sqdn.
orce Base

Patriotic Gal
Dear Editor :

I am very lonesome in a town where I know
but few people, and letters from boys and girls
would mean so ‘much to_me. I especially_ would
like to hear from servicemen and hospitalized
veterans. Life in our army or veterans' hospitals
can be very lonely; [ have been in these hospitals
and T ki , weigh 122 and stand
B 5 i s Tt il bt s away. £rou
home and yearns for lots of mail.

ETHEL M. ALARIE

110 Tsabella St.
Sioux City 3, owa

Lots of Time
Dear Editor :

Having been a reader of RANCH RO-
MANCES for a good many years I would like
to have mg letter put in Our Air Mail. I am a
widower 50 years old. I work from 4 p.m. to 12
par. and have lots of time to answer all letters.
Would like to hear from someone my own age

and up to 60.
WILLIAM MULLER

238 East 19th St.

New York, N. Y.

American Indian
Dear Editor
I am an lndmn of 46. I'm 52" tall and have
coal-black hair and love to dance. T collect dolls
from all over the world and make clothes for
them. I will exchange pictures with anyone. Come

fill my mailbox.

ORENCE YOUNG
8136 Devenir
S. Downey, Calif.

F

Not So Dull
Dear Editor:

I read every issue of RANCH ROMANCES,
and enjoy them very much. I am 17 and would
like to make some new friends. T have dark brown

ir_and brown eyes. T like reading books and
writing letters. Please fill my mail box.

BETTY DULL

RR.2
zVilu:hcl(er, Ind.

EDITOR'S NOTE: For 20 yoars Our
linking the rea
directly to any
hold the whol

correspondonts. Be suw i
Address letters for publication to

wn  name.
Our Air Mail, Rum:h
Romances, 10 East 40th Street, New York 16,

City Slicker and Country Hick
Dear Editor:
s. Carol, the Country Hick, lives
issouri, She is 17 years old an
likes all kinds of sports, popular music and pho-
« obe

have smé fhicrests. We Iike to make new friends,
swer all letters from foreign

the United States. Boys and
girls, drop us a line.

DARLENE LANDRY
CAROL HAYES
5657 Helmt Sl
St. Lot
(,olluge Mound Mo.

Tall Girl
Dear Editor:

Congratulations on a splendid magazine; I
enjoy reading it very much. This is my first try
to find a little corner in Our Air Mail. I like
pcop]e and would like some of them to write to

'm 58" tall, 124 Ibs. and am 15 years old.
l hke populzr music and letter-writing.

SUE RIBER
Box 323
Owen, Wisc.

Lonesome Traveler

Dear Editor :

am 18 years old, have dark brown hair and
green eyes. T am 5 tall and tip the scales at 114,
My hobbies are sports, both indoor and outdoor.
I have a large record collection, and enjoy movies.
I also travel a lot but always alone. This is very
lonesome.  I'would-fike to meet new people and
make friends, so please fill my mailbox.

MICKEY FLEMING
1021 N. Cedar
Spoleane, Wash,



Two Lonely Gals
Dear Editor :

We are two girls who like to write and receive
letters. We would appreciate getting any mail
you kind people would write. Vivian is 15 and
54y, light brown hair and green eyes.
Darlene has brown hair, blue eyes and is 411"
She is 17 years old.

We are very lonely and would like to make
friends.

VIVIAN ANN GRISBY
DARLENE RUSK

355 North Kansas,

Wuh\t {ansas

1721

t 3rd,
Wi nlm a, Kansas

RCAF. Buddies
Dear Editor
We are both buddies in the Royal Canadian
ationed in Northern My
Tremblay and am 23 years old,
n hair and weigh 170 Ibs. My
and has blue eyes and brown
air and weighs 150 1bs. We would like to hear
from gals from 19 to 25

nada.

LAC TREMBLAY JDR

#36017
\1(\ \\/|/\le R]
#204650

Stn.

R.C
Bagotville, Que., Canada

Wants More Letters
Dear Editor :

I'm 14 years old and have black hai; d brown
eyes and stand 54" tall. I like horseback riding |
d playing the piano. I like to_write letters
and at the present time write to 70 people but
hope to hear from hundreds more. I'm the only
girl in my house and I get lonesome. Won't you
please write to me

I promise to answer all letters 1 get from
anybody, any time

BETTY JEAN PACE
Box 821
Roymondville, Texas

Faithful Reader

Dear Editor

I read my first copy of RANCH R! (\'\,1/\\’\] S
in 1937. 1 haven’t missed a copy since then. I
have some 300 people I correspond with but would
like to make new friends. Out of the 300 I still
white to, we have become very friendly and often
visit each other. I collect stamps and my favorite
sport is basketball.

1 have plenty of spare time so come on and
write me.

|
WALLACE WARD

Box 92

Whiteville, N.C.

NOTHING EXCITING
EVER HAPPENS TO ME !
\\vl

‘\.(

CREAM-OIL
CHARLIE

EVEN A BEAST LOOKS BETTER

WITH WILDROOT CREAM-OIL. IT KEEPS

HAIR GROOMED NATURALLY

ALL DAY, WITHOUT

GREASINESS. NO DRYING
ALCOMOL. NO HARSH SYN-
THETICS. CONTAINS NATURES
MAGIC LANOLIN, S0 MUCH

LIKE THE NATURAL OIL OF
YOUR HAIR AND SCALP. TRY

A BOTILE OR HANDY TUBE




TWELVE MONTHS OF LOVE

AND ADVENTURE—
WRAPPED UP IN ONE GREAT GIFT!

26 thrill-packed issues of RANCH ROMANCES...
more than 4,000 spine-tingling pages — 400 brand-new
western love and action novels, novelettes, short stories,
features . . .

...that's what your Christmas gift of  RANCH
ROMANCES will bring your friends in the year ahead.
And you will enjoy giving RANCH ROMANCES sub-
scriptions because they- save you shopping time and
trouble . . . save you money as well.

IF YOU ARE NOT ALREADY A SUBSCRIBER . . . TAKE ADVAN-
TAGE OF MONEY-SAVING CHRISTMAS RATES TO ENTER YOUR
OWN SUBSCRIPTION, ALONG WITH GIFTS FOR FRIENDS.
ENJOY THE CONVENIENCE OF HAVING COPIES DELIVERED
RIGHT TO YOUR HOME EACH MONTH.

RANCH ROMANCES BEST BOOKS, INC. . 10 East 40th St., New York 16, N. Y.
YES, please enter a one year subscription to the persons listed below. I enclose $5
for the first subscription (my own or a gift)— and only $4 for each additional gift.

(Please add 80¢ per subscription for Canadian postage; $1.50 for foreign)

Gift - Gift for
Add Address.
Gift card to read +| Gift card to read
from:
O New O Renewal
Gift for.
Address. Address

Gift card to read Include my own subscription
from: O New O Renewal
O New O Renewal lenclose $_ o [ subscriptions.

(List additional gifts on a separate sheet)

RRI-1&



PARDNERS! Here’s an open invitation to
you to cut sign on colorful happenings of
today’s West. Send clippings to us, and in-
clude the name and date of the paper
where you found them. We'll send you
one_dollar per usable item; in case of
tes, first come, first served!

IN BOISE, Idaho, a lady blessed by
luck hauled a 28-inch rainbow trout out
of an irrigation ditch on her front
lawn—with a garden rake.

AN OLD WEST NAME was dropped
from the active files at Saddle Mountain,
Okla., upon the recent death of 107-year-
old Hunting Horse, Kiowa chief who
scouted for General Custer.

IN HOUSTON, TEXAS, Constable
George Larkin irately “wanted” a forg-
er passing checks signed George Lar-
kin. . . . In the same town an unfinished
jail building released its first prisoner
—a snoozing plasterer who was locked
in by mistake.

A FISH STORY from Los Angeles states
that a bass was caught with a full lower
denture plate. We conclude that either
some fisherman ain't eating steaks or
there’s a top-notch dentist in Davy Jones’s
Locker.

IN GALLIPOLIS, O., where romance
laughs at the years, a 93-year-old boy
recently wed a 77-year-old gal.

IN CROW’S LANDING, Calif., on Crow
Road, Mr. Crow recently got permission to
stuff a bird he'd captured. The bird was
no relative—it was a quail.

IN COUNCIL BLUFFS, Ia., a watch-
dog with a sense of duty sat patiently
guarding a forgotten baby buggy until
its owner was notified of her oversight
the next day.

IN DALLAS, Tex., a he-man lover is
thinking things out in jail, where he landed
after tearing up his girl friend’s ward-
robe to prevent her dating other men.

IN OLYMPIA, Wash,, the Tax Com-
mission is awed by the conscience of
some resident who sent in $700 in cash
—no name, no note. But they’re hold-
ing it—just in case of a change of heart.

IN OKLAHOMA CITY, Okla., television
became too realistic for a lady whose pic-
ture-box produced a 42-inch live reptile.

FROM WALLA WALLA, Wash,
comes the report of a wise alley cat
who strolled into the emergency ward
of a hospital to give birth to a kitten.

. In Portland, a 71-year-old grocer,
unrobbed for 27 years, still isn’t. Tak-
ing his chances, he chased off with a
handy piece of pipe a gun-toting,
masked young man.

A DRIVER out in Salem Ore., was fined
when the only license he could produce
was one he won in a crap game.

IN SAN ANTONIO, Tex., a mean
goose who lost its head and attacked
a little boy, lost its head again—on
court order—and wound up on the din-

ner table.
H



RANCH FLicker

by movie editor ROBERT CUMMINGS

Remrodding Western film talk for
RANCH ROMA readers is Holy-
ol coik- Robert mmings. Top-hand

in many o Western himself, Bob is well
fitted 1o slap his critical brand on films
with most appeal for lovers of Western

Bob, born in Missouri, charmed Brond-
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
10 relax on the home range with his wife
and three children.

HONDO

Warner Bros. assign John Wayne the dangerous task of

keeping order in some

ESTERN movie fans are likely
Wto feel a little possessive about

John Wayne, in spite of the fact
that he’s the biggest box-office attraction
in Hollywood. We're inclined to feel, when
he makes an Irish comedy or an American
sports picture, that he really ought to get
back out West where he belongs.

Right now, as far as I'm concerned, he
is back where he belongs, as the star of
Hondo—fighting Indians, rescuing ladies in
distress, and in general keeping order in a
mighty wild country.

Hondo is the story of a U. S. Cavalry
dispatch rider, trapped in the Southwest
in Indian country with the beautiful widow
of a man he had killed, Being John's first
Western in a couple of years, Hondo was
given a lavish production suitable to the
occasion. Just to give you an idea—the
publicity release says “Hondo is the first
film to use Warner Bros. all-media cam-
era . . . the best features of three-dimen-
10

mighty wild, WarnerColored country

sion, two - dimension and wide-screen
WarnerScope . . . also in WarnerColor
with WarnerPhonic sound.”

Well, now you know as much as I do,
except that, having seen the picture, T can
tell you all that means stupendous, terrific,
colossal.

Hondo was filmed entirely in Me
Even interior scenes were shot there, in-
stead of at the home studio. Headquarters
for the troupe was the town of Camargo,
(500 miles south of the Border, and 1,000
north of Mexico City) which would have
been in summer doldrums without the
movie company, nearly 100 strong.

It wasn’t hard to understand why the
tourists desert Camargo in July. The tem-
perature hovered around 126. The roads
were like hot talcum powder underfoot,
and the most numerous local inhabitants
seemed to be rattlesnakes and Gila mon-
sters.

The human citizens turned out in droves,




however, when the call went out for labor-
ers and extras. The latter appear as
Apaches, with ten Hollywood stunt men
disguised among them, to keep the gallop-
ing horses where the cameramen wanted
them

The laborers built a ranch house, plus
sheds and corrals, where most of the ac-
tion was filmed. Even the insides of the
building were filmed, thanks to what the
set designer called his “wild walls,” i. e.,
movable

John has long dreamed of making a
movie in Mexico, which he calls his second
home. One of his good friends
Miguel Aleman, who gave his
the project by lending some of hi
fine horses for use in the picture

The only girl in Hondo is Geraldine
Page, who burst like a skyrocket into star-
dom last year on Broadway.

She’s not one to rest on past achieve-
ments, however. Movie-making was a new:
challenge to her (even though she was in
one previous film in which her name ap-
peared in 2lst place on the credits) and

T
e

she was determined to make her first
major screen role a truly memorable one.

Lee Aaker, just about the busiest 9-
year-old in Hollywood. plays Geraldine’s
son. Lee takes his movie scenes seriously,
and he’s heen in some mighty exciting spots
during his career—he rescued his father
from drowning, crashed in an airplane. and
was stalked by a wildcat, for instance.

Another star of Hondo is the hero
of my favorite success story for the week.
He’s known simply as Pal, and he plays
John’s loyal mongrel sidekigk. Pal is ac-
tually no cur—he’s a pedigreed collie.
“very day the make-up man had to do the
unusual job of uglifying, not beautifying,
an actor.

is success story is a familiar one in
Hollywood ars Pal has been work-
ing hard, winning neither fame nor glory,
as a stand-in for Lassie. And now he
has his big chance. Undoubtedly he’s
dreaming of being a big star himself some
day, though not with his shining coat
dulled with brown grease paint and an ugly
scar across his nose.




BILL WILLIAMS

Opera=Grand and Horse

AKING West-
says Bill Wil-
liams, “has made a
Westerner of me.”

He wears blue jeans
and cowboy boots
around his ranch house; he finds a twang
creeping into his speech; he’s learning to
play the guitar, and he's mighty handy
with a rope

But none of this came naturally to Bill
at first. He was born in Brooklyn, the son
of a delicatessen owner, and his name was
William Katt. He enjoyed athletics
ming, hockey and baseball—and he never
wanted to be a cowboy. In fact, his real
ambition was to be an opera star !

After a couple of years with the St.
Louis Municipal Opera Company, and an-
other couple of years touring the world
as (1) a singer and (2) an airline pilot,
Bill ended up in Hollywood

He made plenty of movies, but his career
didn’t really get into high gear until he
was offered the starring part in TV’s Kit
Carson es. That was two years ago, and
now Bill's show has the top rating for
Westerns—beating out even well estab-
lished Western stars

In fact, Bill is now better known to the
public than when he made movies
clusively

RANCH

FLICKER
TALK

swim-

ex-

‘I'd made about seventy movies, but T
never got hounded for autographs and
mobbed on the street the way I am now.”

So, having become a Westerner in fic-
tion, he decided to become one in fact. He'd
always admired horses from a distance—
(“just about the distance between the
screen and my seat in a theater”). By this
time he’s a pretty good rider, but he’s not
satisfied to be fair-to-middlin’ in the saddle.
12

He still takes a two-hour lesson every day
when he’s ot working.

He also wears a $700 holster and gun
set around the house, just to practice his
draw, and he enlists the- services of his
three-year-old son to perfect his roping.

Bill, Jr., thinks it’s great fun to play calf
for Pop. He runs around the back yard till
Bill, Sr., gets him in his loop and knocks
him flat. Then he disentangles himself,
gets up and starts running again. I can
see how this might be fun for Daddy, but
sonny’s part of the game doesn’t appeal to
me.

However, both Bill Jr., and his older
Sister Jody think that working or playing
with their father is the greatest fun in the
world. If he car (a British
acer), they wash their cars (a fire-engine
and a sports model—both pedal-powered).

Bill calls himself just a putterer, but he's
actually the handiest man to have around
the house in all of Hollywood. With his
own hands he built a brick wall 165 feet
long and five feet high. And with the help
of four high-school kids (plus Jody and
Bill, Jr., of course) he built a swimming
pool and installed a diving board

washes his

When you see Barbara and Bill enjoying
their home and their family so much, you
have no doubt that theirs is one of the really

solid Hollywood marriages. Even when,
little while ago, Barbara’s career was’in
high gear and Bill's was in low, jealousy
never came between them. And at the mo-
ment, with Bill planning a future as a
Westérn hero, complete with rodeo appear-
ances and a “Kit Carson” line of clothes
and toys, Barbara is more interested in
Bill's fame and fortune than in her own.
“And,” she confided to me, “there’s a
third baby on the way—and that makes
home look like a wonderful career to me.”




(Paramount)

Bill iraveled the long road from Brooklyn to the Wide Open Spaces

13
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ACROSS THE SHANAMOA everything was more tempting—from

riches to women. Now Clay had to make his choice

by RAY GAULDEN

1



of the River

CI_AY CHALARON and the Chain Links crew rode

eastward, heading toward the Shanamoa River. Cha
laron in the lead, his gray eyes narrowed against
the sun glare, a sourness working in him. He didn’t like this
mission, but it had to be done. When you worked for a man
like Hugh Wimbard, you looked after his interests or you
didn’t last long.
Behind Chalaron one of the crew said, “Reckon I could
2 them off when I first spotted them, but—"
the man riding beside him cut in. “Only you fig-
ured it might be a good idea to have a little help.”




“Well, you can’t tell what you're gonna
run into, and I never was one to take fool

The rest of the crew had something to
say, five men making idle talk that held no
interest for Chalaron

He rode in silence,

JEWELL EVANS

his flat-cheeked face somber as he stared
out across rolling miles of grassland.
“What the hell are we poking along for,
Clay ?”* Page Mathis called, his voice sharp
with impatience. “I've got a gal waiting
for me in town.”
“You're always in a rush, Page,”
laron said without looking around.
Mathis, a lean, hard-muscled man, held a
tight rein on his buckskin, saying, “When
there’s a chore to do, I don’t believe in stall-
ing.”
Chalaron hipped around then, his face
16

“ha-

H WIMBARD

tight as an old resentment crowded him:
Before he could answer, Lon Healey broke
the tensipn. “Yonder’s their camp.”
Another rider grinned trookedly. “This
hadn’t oughta take long.”
Chalaron looked down a grassy slope to

PAGE MATHIS

4

where a wagon was parked in a bend of
the river. He could see two people at the
camp, a man and a woman, and he swore
under his breath. Why couldn’t those ten
cow outfits ever learn?

“You reckon they’ll give us any trou-



ble?” Lon Healey asked, his hand on the
butt of his gun.

“There’s only two of them,” Chalaron
aid dryly. “And one of them is a woman.
Get your hand off that six-shooter, Lon,
and take it easy.”

“There could be somebody in that wag-
“Just waiting to
open up with a scattergun.”

“Not likely,” Chalaron told him. “Be-
sides, us to be handled.”

on,” Healey pointed out

there’s

six of

TOM LANE

“Yeah,
cut down the odds in a hurry.”

Irritated, Chalaron said, “If you're get-
cold feet, LLon, the rest of us can han-

but two loads of buckshot could

Healey flushed, then seeing that the oth-
ers were watching, he put his shoulders
back, and said, “Let’s go.”

Chalaron rode toward the camp and the
crew came behind him, five men who were
silent now, ready for trouble. Chalaron

glanced at them and cursed softly at the
glint of eagerness in Mathis's green eyes
How could a man find pleasure in some-

MARSHA LANE

thing like this—in a possible shooting?

They passed a small herd of cattle and

Chalaron looked at them, thinking, “A man

with a handful of cows in need of graze.
A

Some shirt-tail operator.” ain the sour-

ness stirred in Chalaron.

Willows were green along the banks, the
dank smell of the river strong in the air.
But Chalaron kept his eyes on the camp.
He saw a woman in led sunbonnet
kneeling beside a small fire, her head

17




18 RAY GAULDEN

turned against smoke that twisted up
around a lined face. His gaze passed over
her to settle on the man. He was busy at
the wagon, lifting something, and evidently
not aware that riders were approaching.

The woman saw them first and her lips
parted, but no words came. She stayed
there by the fire, smoke swirling up around
her, and watched them with growing un-
easiness. Chalaron looked at the man, saw
him turn to face them. He was tall and thin
and he wasn’t wearing a gun.

OR A LONG MOMENT after the six

riders came to a halt there was no

sound except the roar of the river. The
woman  still hadn’t moved, and the man,
too, was motionless, staring at them. His
arms were full of bedding, some blankets
and a patch-work quilt that made a bright
splash of color in the sunlight.

“You folks figuring on settling here?”
Chalaron asked, his voice breaking through
the quiet.

“Kind of thought we might,” the man
answered cautiously. “Anything wrong
with it?”

“You know damned well there is,” Page
Mathis said roughly.

Chalaron gave him a sharp glance. “I'm
doing the talking, Page.” He looked back
at the man beside the wagon. “You're on
Chain Links graze, mister.”

The woman spoke then, her voice edged
with bitterness. “I tried to tell you, Sam,
but you wouldn’t listen.”

Sam said without looking at her, “Be
still, Nora.” He put the bedding back in
the wagon, a slow-moving man with tired
eyes, and again faced the six riders. “I'm
not a sodbuster,” he said with pride. “Got
a small herd, and some day—"

“Sure,” Chalaron said. “But you're still
on another man’s graze.”

Sam sent a sober gaze across the range.
“Lot of, grass for one outfit to claim.”

Page Mathis moved his horse in beside
Chalaron, impatience in his hard eyes.
“Let’s get on with it, Clay. That wagon
ought to make a real pretty blaze.”

The woman took a step away from the

fire, moving toward her husband. He had
stiffened now, and his hands were clenched.

Saddle leather squeaked as Mathis start-
ed to swing down. Then Chalaron said
quietly, “Hold on, Page.”

Half out of his saddle, Mathis stopped,
and he was scowling. “All this palaver
ain’t getting us nowhere.”

“I'm handling it my way, Page.”

“It’s not the way Hugh would do it.”

“I said I'm handling it.” Chalaron’s
voice was flat.

Mathis colored and defiance was in his
eyes as they clashed with Chalaron’s. For a
long interval the two men stared at each
other, neither speaking, neither moving,
and Chalaron wondered if the break had
finally come. He watched Mathis, knowing
that the wire couldn’t be stretched much
tighter.

At last Mathis, with a slight lift of his
shoulders, said, “All right, Clay, you're
running the show.” He paused, and in
a lower tone he added, “For now.”

One of the riders let out his breath
as the tension broke, and Chalaron re-
turned his attention to the man called Sam.
He was still standing at the tailgate of the
wagon, his hands knotted, but uncertainty
in his eyes.

“You folks can stay here tonight,”
Chalaron said. “No longer.”

Temper broke loose in Sam then and he
whirled around to reach inside ‘the wagon
bed. Sunlight glinted on a rifle barrel, but
before he could bring the weapon up his
wife ran forward and grabbed hold of him.
“No, Sam!” she cried. “You wouldn’t
stand a chance.”

Chalaron watched them, hoping he would
listen to her, knowing what would happen
if Sam tried to use the rifle. “She’s right,”
he said soberly. “Don’t be a damned fool.”

After a brief struggle, Sam turned loose
of the gun. He looked down into his wife’s
white face and said heavily, “All right,
Nora.”

Chalaron kept his face stern, showing
them no compromise. “Be gone by morn-
TRl

sam’s shoulders were slumped. He didn't
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answer, but the woman, nodding wearily,
said, “We'll leave.”

rode down-river, the crew following
him,

Lon Healey gave a short laugh. “I
reckon we put the fear in them, all right.”

“Yeah,” another puncher said. “Now
we can get on to town and make up for
lost time.”

Page Mathis rode a short distance behind
the others, keeping to himself, saying
nothing. Chalaron noticed there was a dark
ession on the man’s face.

s the day Hugh's supposed to
come home?”" Healey asked.

Chalaron nodded.

“Must be pretty nice,” Healey said with
a grin, “to have the dinero to do just about
what you want. Two whole months he’s
been gone, having himself a time down
there in Denver. You suppose he found
that wife he went after?”

Chalaron shrugged. He had planned to
ride with the crew, but now he changed
his mind. “I'll see you boys later,” he said.

Mathis sent him an oblique glance and
rode on with the others. Chalaron laid a
thoughtful gaze on his back. When they
were out of sight, he turned to look toward
the camp, thinking of the man and his wife,
wondering if he could forget the beaten
expre n on the woman'’s face.

Swearing softly, he rode on, trying to
put the man and woman from his mind,
telling himself there would always be that
kind of people. Feeling sorry for them
didn’t help. The only thing to do was see
that you didn't get in the same fix. Play
your cards right and never try to buck a
man like Hugh Wimbard.

He started toward town, riding slowly,
troubled by a discontent that had been
piling up in him for weeks. The wild music
of the Shanamoa was in his ears and he
looked at the opposite bank, remembering
the years of hardship he was trying to for-
get. The river cut through the corner of a
wide valley—just a stream of water be-
tween him and the past.

CHALARON wheeled his horse and
t
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Climbing to a cedar-dotted rise, Chalaron
had a good view of the land beyond the
river, and he sat slack in the saddle, letting
his gaze wander. He could see the twisting
stream that was Lost Creek, the buildings
that marked some of the small outfits.
There were the Lanes, the Hunts, and the
others, good people who never stopped to
think about the odds they were bucking.
They worked hard, sweated and skimped
to pay off a note at the bank, and what did
it get them? A couple of good years, maybe,
and then one tough winter and they were
right back where they started.

He had seen it happen to his folks and
to others, and because he didn’t want it to
happen to him, he had crossed the river
and signed on with Hugh Wimbard. In
one year he had worked his way up to
foreman. You couldn’t lose with a man
like Wimbard. You did what you were
told and put your money in the bank.
That's what he’d been doing for three
years. At first the bank account had given
him a good feeling, but lately, somehow,
it didn’t seem to mean much.

The urge to cross the river rose in him
now and he tried to fight it down, but it
remained, strong and impelling. At last
he gave in, telling himself it wouldn’t
hurt to take a look at the old house where
he was born.

Crossing the Shanamoa at a ford, he
turned up Lost Creek and followed the
stream for several miles. Alders grew
along the banks and berries were ripe—
chokecherries and wild plums. He passed
a spot where he and Tom Lane used to
*come fishing, and he smiled, remembering
the time they had ducked Tom’s sister,
Marsha, ifi the creek.

E RODE ON a short distance and
H then the house was before him, made

of logs that his father had dragged
down from the hills. Two rooms and a
lean-to that he had told himself he never
wanted to see again. Now he reined in and
sat looking at it, remembering that severe .
winter that had wiped them out, killing
two fine people.



Slowly he got down and walked to the
doorway. There was no lock on the door
and as he opened it he recalled something
his father had once said: “We’ve got some
bad men in this country, son, gents who'll
steal your cows and sometimes put a bullet
in you, but they ain’t prowlers.”

Chalaron stepped inside and stopped,
surprised that the place was clean and in
order. The pine table still stood in the
center of the room and he moved over to it,

frowning at the lack of dust. There was no
indication that anyone was living here, yet
the floor had been recently swept

While he was puzzling over it, hoof-
beats sounded outside. Still frowning, he
went back to the doorway and saw a rider
come across the yard. Tt w
s, a blue work shirt, and an old

a girl wear-

ing ove
black stetson
and there had been a time when he saw
a lot of her, but that was a long while ago,
back when there was fun and laughter and
no worry about the future

Now he saw her maybe once a month,
when they both happened to be in town
and that was all

Her name was Marsha Lane

They'd pass a few word
because she belonged on the wrong side of
the river, a girl who was part of the life he
had put behind him

She rode a dappled gray that Chalaron
knew she had raised from a colt. There
as an odd feeling him as he
watched her come to a stop.=

“I didn’t expect to find you here, Clay,”
she said, looking at him in surprise.

inside

“On my way to town,” he told her.
“Just thought I'd stop by for a minute.”

She sat straight in her saddle, slim and
attractive even in those men’s clothes. Her



Her lips returned his kiss with
a hunger that matched his own

were browr

and her hair, long and  She looked beyond him, her eyes moving
shining, looked darker than he remembered over the log walls of the house. “It's still
it. Seeing her only now and then he had a good house,” she said quietly. “Strong
ailed to notice how she had filled out. and well built.”
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Chalaron gave her a searching stare.
“Why do you bother to take care of it?”

“It gives me something to do.”

“You've got plenty to do helping Tom
with the outfit.”

She kept looking at the house, while her
eyes turned wistful. “T used to spend as
much time here as I did at home. Your
mother said T could ask more fool questions
than anybody she ever saw T was always
pestering her, but she didn't scem to
mind.”

Il at ease, Chalaron reached for his
tobacco sack, taking more time than was
necessary to put a cigarette together.

“I had some good times here, Clay,”
Marsha said with a warm smile. “T can’t
stand to see the packrats take over.”

That was like a woman, he thought, full
of sentiment, talking about a weather-
beaten shack like it was something to
cherish, as if it were a monument of some
kind. A man saw things differently. He
remembered* the heartache, the wasted
effort and the disappointment.

VOIDING her eyes, he turned to-
ward his horse. “I'd better get on.
Say hello to Tom for me.”

She sat watching him, holding the reins
loosely in her brown hands. They were
strong hands, he thought, capable of doing
a man’s work. She’d make some fellow a
good wife and one of these days she'd
marry a man from her side of the river.
They’d scratch for a living on some two-
bit outfit, but Marsha wouldn’t complain.

When he was in the saddle, she said
quietly “Have you ever thought about
coming back, Clay?”

“There’s nothing here that I want.”

She kept looking at him. “It's good
range, and it could be restocked.”

“Sure, but it'd still be a two-by-four out-
fit, no matter what you did.”

Her gaze turned critical. “Now you're
talking like Hugh Wimbard.”

Anger touched him. He fought it down
and let her see a dim smile. “I know when
I'm well off, Marsha.”

“Do you, Clay?” she said, watching him

closely. “Or is it that you think this place
isn’t good enough for Jewell Evans?”

The anger came back, stronger this time ;
it put heat in his face and a roughness in
his voice. “Let’s leave Jewell out of it.”

Temper was bright in Marsha’s eyes
and then it faded as quickly as it had come.
“I'm-sorry, Clay. T ~Imuldn t have said that.
It’s just—"

He looked at her, more puzzled. than
angry Then he grinned and said, “Forget
it

Her smile was rueful. “I don’t know
what’s wrong with me lately, but Tom
tells me I'm getting too ornery to be
around. It seems like I'm always jumping
him about something.”

“You used to be real easy to get along
with.” Chalaron murmured.

In a serious tone. she said, “I guess we
all change when we grow up.”

He sobered, turning those words over
in his mind while silence ran between
them Then. with a clance at the house, he
smiled crookedly. “Better forget it and let
those packrats take over.”

She looked away from him. not answer-
ing.

Chalaron studied her for a moment, try-
ing to read her expression. Failing, he lifted
his reins and said, ““See you later.”

She nodded and watched him ride out
of the yard. . . .

Leaving the house, Chalaron skirted a
grove of quaking aspen, then turned to look
back. Marsha had dismounted now and was
standing in the doorway, sunlight bright
upon her. She had removed her hat and he
noticed that her hair fell loose about her
shoulders

Chalaron frowned, unable to understand
why she wanted to waste her time fooling
around the place. Three years ago he had
left it, promising himself he would never
come back. Now he wondered why he had
today.

HE TOWN of Shanamoa was built
on the river’s west side, Hugh Wim-
bard’s side. Jillard’s livery stable was
the first building, and beyond that was
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Swenson’s general 'store, the bank, and
Bender’s Bar. It was a small town, the
county seat twenty-five miles to the south.

Chalaron rode down the single street.
It was narrow and crooked, the buildings
made of log and adobe, Since this was
Saturday there were more people in town
than usual. A rack in front of Bender’s
Bar was lined with Chain' Links horses,
and he knew they would most likely be
there until closing time,

The bank, a small adobe building, was
across from the saloon, and it was here
that Chalaron reined in. As he was about
to step inside, a sudden racket across the
street pulled him around. The saloon’s
batwings parted and a man came rushing
out, his short legs pumping frantically as
he tried to keep his balance.

It was George Evans, the town constable,
and the man looked scared. He slammed
into a porch post, bounced off, and stag-
gered down the steps backwards. He made
it across the walk and came up against the

hitch-rack, hitting it hard with his back.-

A man walking down the street shook
his head and grinned. “Looks like some-
body’s got old George on the run.”

Chalaron looked past Evans, putting an
amused gaze on the batwings. They were
still swinging, and from inside the saloon
a man’s laugh boomed out, loud and mock-
ing. Then the laughter died and glass made
a crashing sound.

George Evans remained against the rack
for a moment, holding onto it to keep from
going down. Then he straightened, saw
Chalaron and came hurrying across the
dust strip.

“Damn it, Clay,” he said with a worried
glance over his shoulder. “That crew of
yours is getting out of hand.”

“They're always a little hard to handle
on payday,” Chalaron said, trying to hide
his amusement. “You ought to stay out of
their way.”

“I wasn't bothering them,” Evans
growled, wiping moisture from his fleshy
face. He was a small man, watery-eyed and
chinless. “I was drinking a beer and mind-
ing my own business when that cussed

Mathis started picking on me. He told me
to beat it, and because I didn’t move fast
enough, he threw me out.”

Chalaron looked at him, knowing that
George was never cut out to be a lawman,
and wondering if there was anything he
could do well. The man’s constant com-
plaining irritated him, but since he was
Jewell’s father a lot had to be overlooked.

“You ought to pack a six-shooter,”
Chalaron said, frowning at him. “Then
gents like Page wouldn’t be so quick to
jump you.”

Evans uttered a harsh laugh. “What do
I know about guns? I'd just get myself
killed. T shouldn’t have taken the job in
the first place, but I let you and Jewell
talk me into it. Damn it, I'm a business man
and I deserve something better than this.”

“Nothing better has shown up,” Chala-
ron said, trying to fight down his irritation.
“And you've got a family to take care of.”

“Sure,” Evans said bitterly. “I need
the money, but not bad enough to be a
target for every tough that comes along.
T'll find something else to do, and in the
meantime Jewell can go on working at the
restaurant.”

“You know how she hates that place.”

“Maybe she does, but I sure don’t intend
to be pushed around by fellows like that
Page Mathis,”

“There won't be any more trouble,”
Chalaron said, trying to calm him. “I'll
talk to Page.”

Evans snorted. “A lot of good that’ll
do. He’s already off on a good start at
taking the town apart. By dark everybody’ll
be scared to stick their heads out their
doors.” The constable’s head jerked around
as the sharp report of a gun came from the
saloon. He said shakily, “Mathis is prob-
ably wrecking the place, but I'm not going
back in there.”

Chalaron laid a thoughtful gaze on the
saloon, gave his hat a tug and started across
the street. For a moment, Evans stood
alone on the boardwalk, staring after him.
Then, aware that townsfolk were watch-
ing him, the constable flushed and turned
quickly into an alley next to the bank.

-
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NOTHER shot sounded as Chalaron
A was approaching Bender’s place.

From inside came the swift pound
of boots and a dozen men broke through
the batwings. With a wild glance over his
shoulder, one of them said, “That damned
fool is going to kill somebody.”

The batwings were still. swinging when
Chalaron stepped through them and en-
tered the saloon. Inside, he paused to make
a quick survey, noting that the few re-
maining patrons were backed into a corner,
motionless, as they stared at the bar. Chain
Links had the mahogany all to themselves
and they were grinning as they watched
Page Mathis, who was sitting on top of
the bar with a smoking gun in his hand.

“Watch this one, boys,” Mathis said,
squinting at a chandelier. “See that doo-
dad on the bottom?”

“Better have another drink before you
try it, Page,” Lon Healey said. “Might—""
He broke off, said something in a lower
tone as he spied Chalaron.

Mathis lowered his gun and the room
got quiet except for the firm, deliberate
sound of Chalaron’s boot heels. With the
six-shooter still in his hand, Mathias sat
there on the bar, his legs dangling.

“Thought maybe you were still out there
on the river,” Mathis said, grinning thinly.
“Helping those folks pack and feeling
sorry for them.”

Chalaron came to a stop in front of him,
and Lon Healey, backing away, bumped
into another puncher. The man cursed
softly and gave Lon a shove that sent him
halfway across the room. He came up
against a card table, started back, but
changed his mind and stayed where he was.

“You can have your fun, Page,” Chalar-
on said mildly, “without scaring the day-
lights out of folks.”

“I'll have my fun any damned way I
please.”

“Not here in town,” Chalaron told him.
“Get out or quiet down.”

Mathis stared at him hard.
eating loco weed ?”

Chalaron shook his head slowly.

“Then how do you get off telling me
what to do?”

“You been

Chalaron’s patience was gone. “So you
figure to stick around and keep up the hell-
raising ?”

“Unless there’s somebody big enough to
stop me.”

Chalaron knew that talk wouldn’t do any
good, and he knew something else, too. The
break had finally come. This was it. He
stepped forward, and grabbing Mathis by
the shirtfront, jerked him off the bar. Be-
fore Mathis’s boots were on the floor,
Chalaron hit him with a solid right that
drove Mathis half the length of the bar.
As he was going down, he caught the edge
of the mahogany and pulled himself up.

Chalaron moved toward him, knowing
that Mathis wasn't drunk, that he only had
enough whisky in him to make him mean.
He hung there on the edge of the bar for
a moment, then stepped away, at the same
time scooping up a brass cuspidor from
the floor. Chalaron saw it coming and
ducked in time to keep from taking the
heavy receptacle in the head. He heard it
crash into something, followed by the bar-
tender’s pleading voice.

“Damn it, boys, can’t you take your beef
outside ?”

The crew had backed to the far end of
the bar and now one of them growled at
the bartender, “Aw, pipe down.”

There was blood on Mathis's mouth. He
wiped it away and charged in with both
fists swinging, Hard knuckles ripped the
skin on Chalaron’s left cheek, but he held
his ground and drove another fist into
Mathis’s red mouth. Page backed away,
using his shirt sleeve to smear blood across
his face. Then he came in again and they
stood close, and pounded each other.

thud of fists and the shuffle of boots

in the sawdust. Chalaron kept work-

ing on the face, ianding one wicked blow

after another, but he was taking punish-

ment, too. A wild swing spun him half

around and while he was off balance,

Mathis chopped him on the back of the

neck. Numb with pain, he went to his
knees a moment, fighting the dizziness.

Moving fast, Mathis stepped in to lift &

'I‘HERE was no talk, nothing but the
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knee under Chalaron’s chin, but Chalaron
saw it coming and twisted away. Mathis
lost his balance and almost fell. This gave
Chalaron time to get to his feet. He backed
toward the bar, waiting for his head to
clear. Mathis wasn’t waiting. He grabbed
up a chair and rushed in. Chalaron’s head
was still fuzzy, but he weaved and the
chair' missed him by inches. He heard it
crash on the bartop, heard Mathis curse
as he stood there.
Chalaron’s neck and
hurting, but the numbness was gone and
his strength was coming back. He stepped
away from the bar and slugged Mathis in
the stomach, a long hard right that brought
a grunt out of the man. Another blow just
above the belt buckle sent Mathis to his
He pulled himself up and now
ath was whistling past his battered lips.
There was a half filled mug of beer on
the bar. Mathis grabbed for it, his eyes
full of hate, The beer spilled as he brought
the mug back, and then Chalaron closed in
hey: scuffled along the bar, Mathis

shoulders were still

on him.

still trying to use the heavy glass mug, but
now Chalaron had hold of him.

With Mathis pinned against the mahog-
any, Chalaron got both hands on the man’s
arm, brought it down hard against the rim
of the bar. Mathis howled and turned loose
of the mug. He jabbed Chalaron on the
nose, but Chalaron came back with a
punishing right to the stomach

Mathis dropped his arms and stood
swaying, wide open for the next blow that
smashed into his mouth. He went to his
knees, and Chalaron got a handful of hair
and pulled him up, He held Mathis with
hand, sledging him with the other,
You've got to leave him so

and thinkir
he knows he

been whipped.”

At last Chalaron stopped and let him
sag to the floor, and stood for a time, sway-
ing slightly as he looked down into the
man’s battered features. The crew ex-
changed glances, and Lon Healey said,
“You better have a drink, Clay.”

Chalaron straightened and shook his
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head. “Pour some water on him,” he said,
glancing down at Mathis. “And when he
comes around, tell him I said lay off George
Evans. That goes for the rest of you, too.”
Mathis was still lying in the sawdust
when Chalaron turned and left the saloon
On the porch he paused to make a smoke,
finding meager satisfaction in the knowl-
edge that he had whipped Mathis. His neck
was hurting and he massaged it, recalling
the vicious blow Mathis had delivered

saloon, some of them looking at Chala-

ron, but none of them speaking He
could remember a time when they
would have slapped him on the back and
bought him a drink. But that was before
he had gone to work for Chain Links.

Ralph Naylor was standing in the bank
doorway when Chalaron crossed the street
Once a cowman, Naylor had given up
ranching and moved to town to please his
wife, something Chalaron knew he would
always regret.

A middle-aged man with iron-gray hair
and a face still stained from years spent in
the open, Naylor stepped back and smiled
at Chalgron. “Saw your horse,” he said,
nodding toward the rack. “Figured you'd
be over pretty soon.”

Chalaron pulled his paycheck out of his
shirt pocket and walked over to the
cashier’s cage, He indorsed the check and
handed it to Naylor, saying, “Give me ten
dollars, Ralph, and I'll deposit the rest of
it to my account.”

“Three years now,” Naylor said, looking
at the yellow piece of paper. “And you
haven’t missed a month coming in. You've
got a nice little pile saved up, enough to
cut loose from Wimbard and start out for
yourself.”

“What money I've saved isn’t enough to
buy the kind of an outfit I want.”

The banker frowned at him. “You've
already, got the outfit, Clay. All you need
do is huy some cattle and you're in busi-
ness.”

“On a shoestring, hemmed in on all
sides by the Lanes and the Hunts, the
Jones boys and the Deckers.”

PFOPLE began drifting back into the
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“Good folks, all of them. The kmd that'll
pitch in and give a man a hand.”

“Yeah, I know, but it seems like the good
folks have a habit of getting lost in the
shuffle.”

Naylor’s frown deepenéd. “And what
happens to the ones like Wimbard 7"

“They get bigger,” Charalon said with
a dim smile

“I'll admit they have the breaks some-
times.”

“They make their breaks instead of set-
ting around waiting for them.’

Naylor sighed. “I reckon it all depends
on how you measure success. Anyway, I'm
wondering what you'll do when the day
comes and you have to ride against those
folks who used to be your neighbors.”

“They won'’t cross the river."s

“They- won’t, but what about
bard ?”

Chalaron shook his head.
doesn't need more graze.”

“Do you think Hugh is going to be
satisfied with only half this valley ?”

“Why not ?”

“Because he’s the kind that won’t ever
be satisfied, and he'll find some excuse to
cross the river. He bought out a few out
fits, ran out a few, till he got control of
the west side. Sure, he's got enough graze
for the cattle he has now, but suppose he
brought in some more ?”

“You do too much supposing, Ralph.
Hugh's paying top wages and I know when
payday comes around I'll have a check
waiting for me. The price of feed goes up
or the bottom falls out of the cattle market,
and | don't have to worry because I'll get
paid just the same.”

“You look a lot like your (h(l Clay, but
you sure don't talk like him."

“Dad’s dead,” Chalaron said slowly,
“and T saw him die.” He looked beyond
the banker, his eyes fastened on the big,
iron safe, but he wasn't secing it. He was
remembering the storm, the days when the
snow had piled high, when cattle, unable
to find shelter, had died.

Then Chalaron caught himself and his
smile came back. “If you'll give me my
ten dollars, I'll get on, Ralph.”

Wim-

“Chain Links
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The banker’s face was sober as he
reached into the cash drawer and counted
out the money. “Things have been drift-
ing along, Clay, with Hugh down in
Denver these past two months; but when
he gets back, I've got a feeling something’s
going to happen.”

“You've been listening to those lower
valley folks, Ralph. Just because Chain
Links is the biggest outfit around. here,
they can’t get it out of their heads that
Hugh won't try to take their half too. But
lhey're wrong. Hugh’s got all he wants.”

“I hope you're right, Clay.”

Chalaron picked up the money and went
out, frowning as the banker’s words went
through his mind. He wondered if after
working for Wimbard three years, he still
didn't know what kind of man he O
was it because he didn’t want to find out
for sure, that he was afraid to look beneath

o?

aron walked down to the
é. A clock in the win-
's general store showed
almost time for the train
fom Denver. According to Wimbard's
last letter, he would be on it, returning
from a pleasure trip that had kept him
longer than the month he had planned to
stay.

Jewell Evans was alone in the eating
place when Chalaron went in. She usually
had a smile for him, but today her smooth
face was clouded. As always his pulse beat
a little faster when he looked at her. She
was wearing a starched white dress that
fitted snugly over her hips and showed the
fullness of her breasts.

“For a girl that’s putting in her last day
on the job," he said, “you’re looking pretty
down at the mouth.”

“That’s the way I feel, Clay,” she said
dully. “I've got to go on working here.”

“Your dad’s quitting his job?”

She nodded. “He said he just couldn’t
take it any longer.”

Chalaron sat down on a stool and looked
at her, aware of the troubled shadows in
her blue eyes. She wasn’t just pretty, he

Ll- AVING his horse at the bank tie-

thought, She was really beautiful. Her
hair, thick and waving, always reminded
him of a red sunset. She and her family
had been .in Shanamoa less than two
months, but Chalaron had met Jewell on
the day of their arrival, and since then
he’d been stopping often at the café.

“I told your father I'd see that he didn't
have any more trouble with Chain Links,”
Chalaron said. “George'll be all right when
he calms down.”

Jewell still looked unhappy. “It wasn’t
just what happened today, Clay. Dad’s
always had his own business and he’ll never
be satisfied with anything else, no matter if
he did go broke once and lose everything
he had. T know he's not very depemhhle,
Clay, but he’s still my father.”

“Tt'Il all work out,” he said gently. “In
the meantime, there’s worse places you
could work than here.”

Jewell glanced along the counter, faint
bitterness in her eyes. “For three years
I've had to work in some greasy spoon like
this where half the men that come in want
to take you out, and the boss expects you
to smile and string them along.”

“You make it sound pretty bad.”

Her eyes came back to him and she said
quickly. “It’s not that I think I'm too good
to be a waitress, Clay, or that I'm afraid
of work. With mother sick most of the
time, I've had to take care of the house and
look after the twins, and I haven’t minded
that.”

“Sure, I know how it 1s.”

She kept looking at him, her face seri-
ous. “It's just that I'm sick of places like
this, of having every cowpuncher that
comes in try to get his hands on me.”

“Does that include me?”

She smiled and laid her hand on his arm.
“You're different, Clay. You're the nicest
person I've ever met.”

He put his hand over hers, and looking
up into her face, said quietly, “Marry me,
Jewell. That's one way of solving your
problem.”

She gave him a sober regard. “Thanks
for the offer, Clay, but I like you too much
to saddle you with my family, and that's
what I'd be doing.”
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“Keep thinking about it,” he said, smil-
ing. “Maybe we can work something out.”
“You're sweet, Clay. I like you a lot.”

“I want more than that, Jewell. I want
you to feel the same way 1 do.”
“Don’t talk about it now,” she said

softly. “Maybe someday—"

The long, lonesome sound of a train
whistle reached them, reminding Chalaron
that he should be down at the depot. Wim-
bard would be expecting him. But a stub-
borness rose in Chalaron then, and he
thought, “He can find his way uptown
without me.”

“Your boss is coming home today, isn’t
he, Clay?” Jewell asked.

“Supposed to.”

With more than casual interest, Jewell
said, “What's he like, Clay?”

“You'll get a chance to find out. He
never hits town that he don’t come
here for one of Joe's steaks.”

Jewell looked out the window, her eyes
thoughtful. “He owns the biggest ranch in
the country, so he must have loads of
money.”

“And he’s not bad looking,” Chalaron
said. “But don't be getting ideas.”

She smiled, and then, sobering again, she
said, “I was just thinking that if you were
married to a man like that you wouldn't
ever have to worry about anything.”

“Maybe, but you'd have to be in love
with him first.”

“Couldn't a girl forget about love?”

“Not if she wanted any happiness.”

“She’d have security. Wouldn't that be
enough ?”

“I don’t think so,
watching her closely.

She was silent for a moment and then
she looked at him again and smiled. “I
suppose you're right, Clay.”

He had the feeling that she wasn’t con-
vinced, and this displeased him. But her
eyes were on him, sultry eyes that had a
way of distracting a man, of making him
forget to be critical. He said, “Besides, 1
guess Hugh has already got a wife by now.
That's why he went to Denver.”

CHALARON reached for the menu.

” Charlaron said,

“Oh, I hadn’t heard.”

Chalaron nodded and then he grinned at
her. “I guess you'll have to settle for me.”

She laughed lightly, and her laughter,
he thought, was like everything else about
her, different and exciting.

“I'll let you take me to the dance to-
night, Clay.”

“I was counting on it,” he said. “Now
you better rustle me some grub before
your boss comes in and sees that I'm not
spend