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Don’t have that pale,
indoor, “pasty” look—when you can have
the natural r#ddy glow of vigorous health.
The same kind of Tanyou get on a Florida
beach! Your personal appearance is eithes
a distinét social and business asset—or a
handicap.

B Now a daily “sun bath” in the privacy
of your own home, will keep you looking
like a Million Dollars—and feeling as
physically fit as you look.

LOOK HEALTHY . . . BE HEALTHY

@ A sales manager attributes his recent increase
in personal sales to. his *‘prosperous-appearing,
healthy, just-back-from-Palm-Beach look.”” A few
minutes each morning or night with his Sun Lamp
does it. ‘A leading Hollywood movie star, on leave
for personal appearance in a Broadway stage pro-
duction, keeps her fashionable Tan in the same way.

m But your daily bath with ultra-violet rays does
far more than enhance your appearance. For these
rays actually help to increase youthful vigor and
vitality. They tend to stimulate glandular funce

y tions. Ul i
COMMAND ATTENT'ON WITH THE lﬂgns Ultra violet rays are known to be remarkably
efficacious in some forms of skin diseases and in
APPEARANCE OF STURDY, VIRILE HEALTH! desttoying e life, Many case of pimplés snd
E s 5 tempordry blemishes have yielded quickly to their
8 The sun is man’s great bengfacgor « « - yet modern man Biinifyink adsion. These racs bave i bicn Foiiat
chooses a mode of life that practically destroys all chance Tt :
e 2 5 unusually effective in cases of listlessness and
of utilizing those beneficial ultra-violet rays,except for a  apemia and are an invaluable aid in the treatment
few weeks in the Summer. He covers hisbodywithheavy of rickets. Children have responded rapidly to
clothes, lives indoors and even if he does get into the this treatment.
sunshine, the smoke and grime in the air deadens the

SLRCCE WinfcE S5n = _ TEST IT AT OUR EXPENSE)
@ There 18 just one answer==artificial sunhgl}t. And of m We want you to experience the remarkable bene~
all the various appliances, the Health Ray type isaccepted s the perfected HEALTH RAY SUN LAMP
by authorities as most nearly approaching natural sun-_ prings. We offer, you FREE use for 7 days in your
light. You can get your tan as quickly as you wish, in the own home. . .7 days works wonders in'the way
comfort and privacy of your own home. Simplicity and  you look and feel! Then if you decide to keep. it,
ease of operation make it the ideal sunlamp for children. it is yours for the remarkably new low price of
$7.50. Pay as little as one dollar down payment.

TESTED AND APPROVED BY ‘CHILD LIFE! m Now, for the first time, a really bigh grade

8 As a protection to their readers, all prod- Ultra-Violet Sun I.amp,_ bearing. the stamp of
ucts advertised in Child Life Magazine are approval of some of the highest testing laboratories,
tested in their laboratories and approved by is within the reach of all. You #ry before you buy
them. They say, “Itisapleasuretoadviseyou — don’t delay, rush coupon below to Health Ray
that the publishers of CHILD LIFE have Mfg. Company, 342 West 14th St., New York City !

granted your company the ‘Seal of Approval’ :
$1.00 DOWN. PAYMENT BUYS IT!

on “Health” Ray Lamps and Carbons. This

SEND NO MONEY!

2 s Lamp has been in constant use by a reputable
physician and is still perfect.”

| FOR EVERY | HEALTH RAY MFG. CO., Dept. 221,
MEMBER OF | 342 W. 14th Street, New York City
THE FAMILY | o] Send me full details of your special FREE |
BAn inexpensive TRIAL OFFER on the Health Ray Sun Lamp.
pleasant way to Name
safeguard health! Please write Mr., Mrys,, or Miss
Add
AN IDEAL GIFTI e
@ What better gift could you select than this practical, 3 City. State

useful, long lasting Sun Lamp? It remains a constant

ind 3 5 htfalness! This is not an order—Ship nothing C.0.D.
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For Genuine Old Line Legal Reserve Insurance!
== and never any increase in premiums

Put your insurance on a budget basis. Pay
~only $10.00 once a year, less than 3¢ a day
for this safe Old Line Legal Reserve Insur-
ance, no matter what your age if between 15
and 45. At 21 you can get $650.00 of this
“cash accumulation” insurance. $518 atage
30. Then when the policy matures Postal
will pay back to you its full face value, more
than you have paid in. ‘Full cash and loan

value until maturity, and other benefits stated

plainly in your policy—and full protection to
your family all the years.

Premiums Never Increase!

and the amount of insurance is never reduced
as in the case of so-called “Modified” Whole
Life Insurance. $10.00 only once a year is
all you will ever pay and even this low pre-
mium may be reduced still further by divi-
dends. Get the full facts about this unusual
policy at once.

Every Careful Man Should
Have at Least ONE Unit of
This Flexible PROTECTION
that Helps Him Accumulate
Cash.

During your life your loved ones
depend on you. Can they count on
you if you should be suddenly re-
moved from this position of pro-
tection? What about the unpaid
bills that would be left? What
about the other unexpected ex-
penses? Even one unit of this Cash
Accumulation insurance will give
them a fund that will tide them
over those difficult days and yet
the cost to you is

Less than $1.00 a month

MAIL COUPON NOW |

Postal Life Insurance Co.
Dept. RH-38

511 Fifth Ave.,

New York, N, Y.

Please mail details of your $10 a year policy.

Exact date and year of birth.............
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CHAPTER I baked clay. Northward lay a repetition

of the scene, without the rails and ties—
s O this is Paris!” a waste of hot, forlorn desert, And south-

The speaker was Mat Nelson. ward was the same picture, as if reflected
The audience was Silver Dollar, his in a mirror, except that about a mile from
horse. And of course it wasn’t Paris at all. the tracks a range of low foothills gradually
While Silver Bollar wandered about, climbed toward a jagged mountain all but -
sniffing the air, Mat scratched his head in lost in the purple distances, g
perplexity, and disdainfully studied the A few feet to the side of the rails stood
landscape. a six-foot post, prematurely aged by desert
To the east and west, through a seem- suns and loeking older than Mat Nelson,
ingly endless expanse of parched desert, if hardly as tall. At the upper extremity
stretehed a single track of iron rails and was nailed a cross-beard bearing the un-.
wooden ties, the latter scarcely visible in mistakable inscription: SPRING GREEN,
spots on account of layers of dust and sun- “So this is Paris!” he repeated. “Waal,
6



Cyclone

75,000 Word Novel

"Hollmer

ef it ain’t, I reckon it looks as much like
it as it does like a place thet’s christened
Spring Green! Didja git thet, Silver, ol’
hoss? Spring Green! I don’t see no green,
an’ I shore don’t see no spring.”

Silver Dollar made no reply, of course,
He was a highly-accomplished quadruped,
but human speech had never been added
to his education. It was apparent, how-
ever, that he had heard his master and
possibly even had understeod the drift of .
his remarks. He switched his tail, and
turned his head dreamily over the long
trail, paralleling the railroad, over which
he had come,

7

Refusing to draw
his gun and invite
sudden death, Plug
Keffer resorted to
fisticuffs which re-
sulted almost as dis-
astrously for him,

“Nope, it ain’t much of a place,” Mat
admitted, as if the animal had remarked
to that effect. “I don’t wonder yore ol
ears are a-flappin’ back plumb disap-
pointed-like. Le’ me see.”

The puncher drew a much-worn envelope
from his pocket, and extracted a frayed
letter. It was from one Samuel Halliday,
his dead mother’s brother, a long-winded
gentleman who wrote a letter perhaps as
often as once every three years, And much
can happen in three years, even in such a
sparse community as Spring Green, Samuel
Halliday seemed to have told everything
that had occurred during such a period, He



8 REAL WESTERN

/
was an important resident of Spring Green,
and entirely conscious of his importance.
The letter was long.

Its final paragraph, if punctuated and
spelled after the manner of Webster, which
it was not, would have read as follows:

And so I have decided to have you come
here and live with me. Your mother would
have agreed with me, I sure, were she
alive. And come clean angm dressy, spick and
span, I have a special reason for telling you
this. Another thing, of great importance,
leave that reputation behin: you. Here you've
got a chance to get started in a new com-
munity, and there’s enough rough, no-good
trouble-hunters here without adding another
to the population. T've got some real prop-
ositions to talk over with you. So come as
soon as you can. You- have nothing to lose
and all to gain. Your affectslonate undle,

AM

“Objections overruled! We aim to pro-
ceed forthwith to thet thar affectionate
uncle o’ mine—as soen as you can find
the road, ol’ pal,” said Mat.
~ He patted the forehead of the blaze-
faced roan, and in another instant was in
the saddle, his horse’s head poifting to-
ward the south.

The road was a narrow, vine-like scrap-
ing through the parched scrub, leading to
" a point beyond the range of hills. Some
distance from the tracks, Mat discovered
the reason for the site of Spring Green.
It was a thin, struggling stream coursing
its way down the foothills from the moun-
tains in the southwest.

The path widened now, and curved, and
as the tired animal lagged around the bend,
the rider could make out a thin spiral of
smoke ahead.

“Don’t give up, Silver, ol’ pard,” he
urged. “See thet smoke over thar to th’
south? T reckon thet’s like it might be a
sorter beacon-light to p’int out the trail
to this heah wanderin’ boy.”

FEW rods farther along Mat halted

to slap the dust from his cow-punch-

ing clothes. He smoothed his hair,

ran his finger along the creases of his hat,

wiped his hands aleng the fringe of his

neckerchief, and once more mounted and

patronizingly urged Silver to proceed. The

animal responded slowly, in fact w1th a
trace of boredom.

A double curve in the road now lay be-

fore them, with Spring Green snuggling at

the right bend, agamst the side of a hill.

Spring Green was one of those settlements
once moderately lively and now hardly
hopeful. A mine which had given birth
to the town some years before had not
proved a good provider as a parent. The
mine had petered out, and many of the
inhabitants had ridden out or walked out.
A few of the optimists had remained.

“C’mon, thar, Silver, y’ol’ son-of-a-gun
Thar’s fodder at th’ end o’ this trail. An’
don’t git discouraged. We ain’t decided
definite to accept thet. proposition of Uncle
Sam’s yit. I shore would admire to meet
th’ hembre thet christened thls metropolis.
I reckon he musta be’n one ¢’ them poets!”

Silver, however, did not respond as usual.
His steps began to lag more than ever, if
anything, theugh this time not through 'in-
difference. His quivering nostrils dilated.
Nelson looked ahead to the northern out-
skirts of the town.

The thin wisp of smoke which he had
seen back along the winding road had
turned to a heavy, swirling black mass;
and a pungent odor of burning wood pierced -
the air. Mat stirred his mount to a gallop.

Set back from the road as it turned the
base of the hill was a small, two-story
frame dwelling, now enveloped in a shroud
of smoke. Little orange-colored flames
licked quiveringly out from the blackness.

At an upper front window, a boy of ten-
der years cried frantieally for help. During
the instant that Mat stopped to take in
the situation, he saw a tall, heavy-set man
beneath the window; a man who was hold-
ing out his arms and commanding the
hysterical youngster to jump. Behind the
man, beating against his broad back with
her little fists, stood a young woman, des-
perately demanding more efficient action.
The man turned and spoke to her impa-
tiently, and half flung her from him. The
woman wrung her hands, then made a
break for the doorway through which an
inky pall of smoke was pouring.

“Don’t do that!”

The woman. turned at the stentorian
tone. Mat Nelson had spurred his horse
and was making for the side of the build-
ing at an oblique angle. The staring woman
saw the rider free his feet from the stirrups
and, balancing himself with his hands, draw
his feet upwards to the saddle. As the
animal reached the building, the rider
leaped, just caught the low second-story
window-ledge and lifted himself through
the curling smoke into the house.
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A few seconds later a large body came
hurtling through the side window, below
which was a heap of brush and débris.

Scarcely had the form touched the ground °

when a lick .of flame vengefully leaped out
for the man who had braved its wrath and
rescued its seeming victim. But Mat was
new lying supine on the pile of brush. To
save the boy from injury he had clasped
him tightly to his breast and swung back-
wards. The back of his own head struck
the brush. The child rolled out of his arms
to safety.

Not till she had hugged and kissed the
little one did the
woman have a
thought for the un-
conscious man be-
fore her. Her escort
tried to held her

back, but the wo- ; A\\ handkerchief.
man’s small, yet e TR “Youll hurt
resolute, chin was ’/" ‘ ) %\ him,” said the child
set. Lo\ solicitously.
“TLet me get to NN “Aw, thet’s all
him!” she demand- 1 DAY right,” M a t depre-
ed. NN 77 cated. “What all’s
Mat, therefore, v 2 yore name, son?”
on opening his eyes A “My name is
found himself soft- Vi Richard Matthew
ly pillowed on a ,/‘ QN Grove.”
woman’s lap, al- / \Q ‘““Matthew?
though the first 7 : Waal, ef thet ain’t
sight which met his =N / one o’ them—them
gaze was a mascu- B E AT coincidences! My
line facial expres- Al ~name’s Matthew,
sion denoting in its & too. Ever been

owner much the
same gastric condi-
tion as that pro-
duced by a swallow
of unpatented
medicine. On find-
ing themselves ob-
served, the mascu-
line features painfully and patronizingly
contorted themselves into a smile of dubi-
ous congratulation.

From smaller quarters, hewever, pre-
ceeded a shy expression of gratitude which
warmed the heart of the dazed man. A
little hand crept inte his big, rough palm,
and a small head of teusled brown hair
buried itself bashfully in Mat’s besom. The
woman smiled down, and Nelson, finding
himself strangely embarrassed, turned to
the child. He pressed the tender fist and
with his free hand lifted the blushing face.

2R\

L 3 E//\ UHO

“How old are you, sonny?” he asked.
It was something, at least, to relieve his
self-consciousness.

“Five and a half—going on six. I didn’t
mean to kick you,” the child added.

“I didn’t even feel it. Reckon mebbe
you didn’t kick me a-tall.” .

“ Oh, yes, I did—right in the face. It’s
bleeding now.”

THE little fellow looked with anxiety

at a bit of grazed skin on the fore-
head, just above the left eye of the
cow-puncher, where his heel had rubbed
as he rolled from

\ the arms of his res-

Y cuer.
.

The woman pat-
/ ted the abrasion
lightly with her

called jes’ Mat?”

- “No, sis calls me
;l Diekie, but I don’t
S like it. If your
y name’s Mat I want

ELE“" to be called Mat.

What’s a—a coin-
cidensus?” -

~ “It’s—waal, it’s when two people comes
together thet has th’ same name. Shore,
I reckon thet’s what a coincidence is like.
An’ specially when both names is Mat.
See?” :
Dick saw. But his cogitation was cut
short when Mat Nelson rose to his feet
and was saved from falling to the ground
from dizziness only by the steadying hand
of the young lady, who had risen. Then,
for the first time since his shout to her,
Mat addressed the girl.

“Thet’s all right, ma’am,” he said. “Once
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I git to my feet, I stay thar. I reckon you
ain’t the maw o’ this little feller, are you?”

“QOh, no, sir,” the girl replied, with just
a hint of a blush. “Dickie is my brother.”

“My name’s not Dickie!” objected the
boy, tugging angrily at his sister’s skirts.
“My name’s Matthew, and I'm going to be
- Mat, just like—like him.” He gazed up
into the face of his new hero.

“Right y’are, sonny. You’re goin’ to
be Mat, jes’ Mat, like me,” the big puncher
declared, picking up his worshipper. “We
two’s goin’ to git along right smart. It’s
Mat, thet is, with the consent o’—”

He looked down questioningly at the
girl.

“My name is Grove,” she explained.
“Dorothy Grove.”

“Waal, I’'m shore glad to meet you,
ma’am.” The tall puncher set down the
child and extended his hand to her. “An’
my name’s Mat Nelson.”

“Very pleased to know you—especially
under these circumstances,” Dorothy Grove
acknowledged. “You saved the life of
Dickie—of Mat,” she corrected.

At that moment a beam collapsed along
the roof of the burning structure, and the
speakers scurried away to escape a shower
of sparks and embers.

“Jumpin’ c’yotes!” exclaimed Mat.
“Hyah I am standin’ ’round as ef this was
a Sunday School picnic or a barbecue, an’
yore house a-burnin’ down. Is thar a fire-
hose in this town, ma’am?”

“Yes, but it wouldn’t do any good here.
We'’re too far from the right part of the
creek, and the equipment’s rather lacking.
I reckon we’ll just have to let it go.”

For a moment there was sadness in the
girl’s eyes. But then she recalled the res-
cue of her little brother and clasped him
to her. “I’'m satisfied, though,” she added.
“Lucky it happened at noon time. I saw
the smoke just as I was coming back with
some lunch for Dick. I think it must have
started in our chimney-flue. I'd meant to
get it fixed.”

“An’ whar all did thet other gent come
in?” asked Mat.

The girl flushed a little. “Oh, he just
saw me riding down .this way,” she ex-
plained, rather haltingly. “I know him
only slightly,” she added, quickly. “He’s
no friend of mine. There’s going to be an
election here in Spring Green soon, and
Clem Torry is being friendly to everybody
these days.”

“Waal, bein’ as he’s no friend o’ yores,
I reckon I got somethin’ to say to him.
Right to th’ start thar, I didn’t want to
do no interferin’, ’cause I sorter figgered
he might be—yore husband, ma’am. But
it’s different now, an’ th’ more I think on
it th’ more I feel like I’'m gittin’ hot. I
wanta see that feller afore I git too hot.”

Mat Nelson circled about through the
smoke to the other side of the burning
house where he had last seen the big man,
but the girl followed after him swiftly.
“Oh, no! Please, Mr. Nelson!” she
pleaded. ‘“He didn’t mean it.”

Mat stopped. The man was not on the
other side of the house; in fact, was no-
where in sight.

His anger cooled almost as quickly as
it had started. He was more in a mood
to listen to the advice of the pretty girl
beside him.

“Y SURE don’t want you to get in any
trouble through me, Mr. Nelson,” she
said.

“But I cain’t be forgettin’ thet he shoved
you back thet time. I don’t like to see an
hombre a-disportin’ himself thet way with
a gal.” .

“Oh, well, perhaps he was excited. I
don’t want any man just riding through
Spring Green to get in any trouble over
me,” the girl insisted, again. “And par-
ticularly with Clem Torry.”

“You mean this Torry’s a sorter bad-
man o’ these parts?”

“Well, not exactly. But he’s a very im-
portant man. He all but runs this place.
And he’s a very tricky and dangerous man,
they say. You must promise that you won’t
get inte a fight with him over me.”

Mat Nelson’s steely blue eyes were
bright with interest. Then they lit up
with a twinkle, and his sound white teeth
were disclosed in a grin.

“All right, ma’am,” he compromised.
“T’ll promise I won’t get in no fight with
him—for that reason, but thar’s no tellin’
when a man’s as ornery as I reckon he is
might do somethin’ to rile me. - An’—but
say, Miss Grove, thet looks like a mob
a-comin’ down the road. Looks like we’re
havin’ visitors.”

“They must have seen the smoke.”
~ “In thet case,” said Mat, “I reckon I'll
be lopin’ along. I don’t want to meet no
visitors. I look like I'm a candidate for.
a Chinese laundry, my duds all torn an’,
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full o’ dust an’ smoke, an’ I promised my
uncle I’d give him nio reason to be ashamed
o’ me.” '

“No ene would have any reason to be
ashamed of you,” returned the girl. “Does
your uncle live here in Spring Green?”

“Yes’'m. Sam Halliday’s his name.”

“Sam Halliday?” The girl looked at the
cow-puncher with a new respect.

“Yes’'m. He’ll shore gi’ me Hail Colum-
bia ridin’ through th’ town this way.”

“But you wor't have to ride through
the town,” the girl explained. “See that
double-bend back there? You can ride back
and take the left bend Circle around till you
cross the ereek. You'll see a yellow house.
That’s Jim Lemmon’s, and the house next
to it is Mr. Halliday’s. It’s almest as
short as going through the town.”

“Thanks, ma’am.”

Mat bowed, patted the bey on the head,
and walked over to where Silver Dollar
was muzzling ameng some clumps of grass
at the roadside. He looked up the road.
The visiters were rapidly approaching.

Leaping into his saddle he switched Sil-
ver Dollar’s head toward the bend and as
he galloped away doffed his hat.

He took the left bend, made a wide
semicircle and crossed the creek as Doro-
thy Grove had directed. The road was
clear, except for a lone rider who sat
astride a motionless animal about a quarter
of a mile ahead.

Mat slackened the pace of his mount,
for Silver Dollar had covered many a mile
during the last two days.

Ahead, loomed the single figure of man
and horse, seemingly undecided on what to
do. Mat, conscious of his soiled face and
smoke-begrimed clothing, was sorry that
he would have to be seen.

He was not sorry, however, for long.
As he rode on, he noticed that the lone
horseman was not in cowpuncher’s regalia,
but in stere clothes. He took in the great
bulk. There was ne doubt about it. The
herseman whe waited there was none other
than Clem Torry, the “dangerous” hom-
bre—

Mat snapped his jaws shut, and his or-
dinarily somewhat full lips pursed tightly
like a narrow crease of bluish-red. It was
a characteristic habit of his, to purse his
lips like that; it was once, when he had
pursed his lips like that and gone into ac-
tion, that he had earned the name of One-
Gun Nelson. And it was when he pursed

DOROTHY GROVE

his lips like that, on some later occasions,
that he had fully lived up to the name and
reputation of One-Gun Nelson, a reputa-
tion spreading far beyond the confines of
the belt where he had illustrated that one
gun in the hand of a Mat Nelson could do
more than two guns in the hands of almost
any other hombre in Arizona.

Clem Torry, now hardly fifty yards
away, looked down at a watch which he
drew from a vest pocket. Silver Dollar,
now in a lope, closed the distance between
the two horsemen, while Mat Nelson, face
averted from the man in the road, kept
time with his mount’s hoofs in repeating:
“T promised not to, I promised not to, I
promised not to!” :

IPS still tightly pursed and eyes
averted, Mat loped directly past Clem
Torry witheut looking up and with-

out a change in pace. It took a tremen-
dous amount of will power for Mat Nelson
to take the peaceful way out of a row.

In spite of all his forced discretion, how
ever, Nelson feund it impossible to go
through with his plan. Without a word of
warning, he suddenly reined in Silver Dol-
lar, circled abeut and rode back before the
man in the roadway. His right hand swung
easily at his side, but an observer of ex-
perience would have noted that it was not
far from the low-swung holster at his hip.
Possibly Clem Torry made this note. He



12 : REAL WESTERN

was silent, looking straight into the eyes
of Mat Nelson. His left hand toyed with
his horse’s mane. His own right hand was
held significantly low. ,

“T come back to tell you, hombre,” said
Mat, “jes’ what I think o’ you. I made a
promise back thar thet I wouldn’t fight on
account o’ what already happened, an’ I
won’t, But I didn’t make no promise not
to tell you to yore face thet I think yo’re
a low-down, cringin’ c’yote, an’ so I'm
a-tellin’ yo’ here an’ now. No man ever
shoved a woman afore me an’ pulled away
from it with a clean collar; but thet lit-
tle woman made me promise, an’ I keep my
word.”

Torry remained silent. There was a
sneering expression on his blotched face.

“An’ now,” continued Nelson, ‘“you know
what I’'m a thinkin’ o’ you. An’ I figger
to stay on a piece down at my uncle’s, Sam
Halliday’s place. When you git to feelin’
like you’d like to shove a man ’stead of
a gal, step right down Sam Halliday’s way,
an’ it may be’s you'll git accommodated.”

Clem Torry seemed unruffled, all except
a baleful glint in his eyes. “And now are
you through shootin’ off your mouth?” he
asked, coolly. “Well, if that’s the case,
let me tell you somethin’. I heard about
your comin’ here, and I sabe all about you.
I recognized you when you came up at the
Grove place to play grandstand for the
lady. That’s just why I came down here
—Sam Halliday lives right next to that yel-
low house there, and either way you came
I’d see you—right here, where there’s no
ladies, and no grandstands,

“When you rode right by me the first

time, I thought I'd made a mistake; that

maybe you wasn’t Mat Nelson, after all.
And I want you to know-that you may
be One-Gun Nelson to.a herd o’ greasers
down your way, who couldn’t shoot a hole
through the broad side of a maverick, but
you're just plain Mat Nelson to me—and
I'm the boss of this town and all that the
eye can see from here. Get that!”

“Is thet all you have to say?” asked
Mat.

“That’s all, Nelson. Just enough to
show you that it ain’t my business to fear
any man, that I run this town and mean
to keep runnin’ it, and don’t take water
from anyone.”

The two men sat there, astride their
norses, their eyes rivetted on each other,
Mat’s active mind was busy sizing up Torry

in a new light. Torry seemed more in-
clined to mix it than he had expected. He
feared him not one whit more on this
account, for fear was entirely foreign to
Mat Nelson, but he respected him more.
Torry evidently had plenty of self-reliance,
and was certainly not as much afraid of a
two-fisted, straight-shooting man as he was
of a burning house.

“Waal,” he said to Torry, “I made a
promise, an’ I aim to keep it. But thet
don’t stop my fingers fram itchin’ for yore
low-down hide. You’d please me almighty
ef you could think up some reason so’s I
could flatten you now, without breakin’ of
any promises.”

“You’re an awful peaceful hombre for a -
man with a reputation like yours, Nelson,”
replied the unruffled Torry. “I reckon that
maybe I've given any red-blooded man a
sure-enough reason to come down off his
horse. If it ain’t enough for you, then
I'm sorry. My business ain’t to go around
tryin’ to rake up street brawls.”

“An’ a lucky hombre you are, for thet
thar reason,” Nelson told him. “Seein’ as
it’s thet way, an’ seein’ as I've told you
direct what I think o’ you, T'll be lopin’
along. But it might be a plumb valuable
thing for you to know thet I've got eyes in
the back o’ my head, an’ kin shoot faster
backwards then I’'m gamblin’ you kin shoot
forwards. I'm turnin’ my back on you
now, Torry—an’ I reckon you ain’t enough
even-chance gambler to take a chance.”

Mat circled his horse about, his eyes
keenly observant for any hostile sign be-
hind his back. There was no such sign.

E gave Silver Dollar his head, and -
soon was around the bend in the
road and close to the yellow house
that he had been told was Jim Lemmon’s.

There was a slight rise at this point.
From the elevated position on the back of
his horse, he was just able to peer over the
slight embankment to the left of the road,
and catch a clean vista of the spot where
he had challenged Clem Torry. Not such
a coyote after all, that Clem Torry, de-
spite the action back at the Grove house
which had excited his ire.

But what Mat saw now at that spot sud-
denly caused his whole train of thought to
double back. Where he had left one man,
there were now two, and the second man
was not dressed in street clothes but more
after the fashion of Mat himself, whose
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keen eyes caught a bulging of both hips
which could be nothing but a pair of hol-
sters.

“The dirty, low-dewn rattler!”

The puncher reined in his horse and
watched the two men as they rode back
toward the creek. ‘“He had me covered all
the time by that back-deor gun-toter! No
wonder he was willin’ to mix it, an’ no
wonder he didn’t want no grandstand or
witnesses!”

Despite his uncle’s earnest request and
his own pood intentiens, Mat Nelson was
keenly censcious of the fact that, the very
first day in Spring Green, he had made a
bitter enemy; all the more dangerous on
account of his treachery. He looked after
the pair of receding horsemen. VYes, prob-
ably he had two dangerous enemies, and,
more likely, an entire gang of them.

He reined in Silver Dollar, and once
more switched around the puzzled steed.

When Mat was living up to his reputa-
tion of One-Gun Nelson, there was no time
like the present.

CHAPTER II

S Mat was about to give Silver Dollar
his head and burn the wind along
the road that he had traversed, there

was a shout from the yellow house which
_he had seen close by as soen as he had
rounded the turn. ‘

Mat looked over toward the house. A
tall man who, judging from his gray horse-
shoe mustache might have been turning
the corner of the sixties, had run out of
the yard of the yellow house. He wore a
long, frock coat and a soft black hat, and
had a flower in his buttonhole.

“Hey, Mat!” he yelled. “Mat!”

With an agility surprising in one of his
years, he ran down the street to the horse-
man..

“Whar all you goin’?” he asked. “Yo’re
at the right place now. An’ cracky! Git
right in th’ house. Ler’! You ’pear like
a scarecrow, an’ I made a pertickler p’int
of askin’ you to come to town clean’ an’
dandy-like.”

“Howdy, - Uncle Sam,” Mat greeted.
“Waal, I reckon I don’t look like no dude,
but—waal, it’s a long story.”

He was gazing somewhat wistfully at
the now disappearing forms of the two
horsemen far down the road.
~ MGit right in th’ house,” Samuel Halli-

13

day repeated, nervously glancing back at
the yellow house that he had recently left.
“Cracky! I wouldn’t have the Lemmons
see you this way for anything. Git in thar,
Mat, an’ wait for me. I’ll even stable yore
hoss. Git in an’ git washed.”

Still nervously watching up at the front
window of the Lemmon house, he guided
Mat into the yard next door and opened
the door of the gray-colored two-story frame
structure. “Git busy an’ git thet dirt off’n
yoreself!” he advised again. “Jim Lem-
mon’s like to come over any minute. I’ll
fix the hoss.”

He looked reproachfully at Mat, as if
that tall young puncher had been guilty of
premeditated murder followed by mayhem.
Samuel Halliday had an important and
forbidding manner, as befitted his rank and

ambitions in the town of Spring Green; he-

closed the door after his nephew, ran down
the steps and started to lead the tired Sil-
ver Dollar toward a low stable at the rear
of the yard.

“Don’t water ’im much, Uncle Sam,”
Mat called through the side window. “Give
’im a right smart ration o’ fodder, though.
Thet oF cayuse shore deserves it.”

The dishevelled buckarco found the
bucket of water and a cake of soap which
smelled of kerosene, and started to engage
in a speedy and vigorous rubbing of his
face and hands.

When, a few moments later, his uncle
stamped inte the kitchen, Mat was rubbing
a glossily cléan countenance—and a good
part of the soapsuds—on a harsh roller
towel which hung on the kitchen door. His
uncle looked him over with a mixture of
admiration and distaste.

“Yo’re beginnin’ to look more like a
nephew o’ Sam’l Halliday,” he said, with
dignity. “Only reason I reco’nized you out
thar was by the blaze-face, an’ ’cause I
was expectin’ you., Lor’! I was gabbin’
with Jim Lemmion in thar, an’ I near sunk
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through the floor when I made you out
below th’ windah thar. You looked like
you'd been out in a norther in them
clothes. I hadda use strategy——sent Jim
out' in the kitchen for a snort o’ redeye to
git rid o’ him, an’ I ain’t took a drmk o’
hard licker for nigh onto eight year.”

“My trunk git here all hunky-dory,
Uncle Sam?”

-“Yeah, reached here yestlddy Jim an’
me drove over in the buckboard to the
sidin’, an’ we toted it back an’ tussled it
upstalrs together. Git up thar, Mat, an’
git dressed in somethin’ respectable Lor"
I wouldn’t have Jim see you this way for
anything.”

Mat finished drying his gleaming, sun-
tanned countenance. “This Jim Lemmon
shore must be some dude,” he remarked.
“I'm admittin’ free an’ willin’ thet I
wouldn’t win no beauty contest, but I had
—had a little accident, you might call it,
along the road, an’—wall, an’ thet’s thet.”

He paused a moment, wondering whether
to tell his uncle of the fire and the subse-
quent run-in with Clem Torry, and finally
decided that he would not. He had no
desire to appear as a hero, and seriously
doubted whether or not his uncle would
commend him for either experience.

“Jim Lemmon ain’t no dude,” returned
Sam Halliday. “Yo’re darned right he
ain’t. But Jim Lemmon’s the best pard
a man ever had. We've punched cattle
together an’ we’ve took a hand at minin’
together, an’ been pards man an’ boy fur
the best part o’ half a century. Jim Lem-
mon’s the kind they don’t make any more.”

1S old eyes were gleaming in defense
H of his friend.. Jim Lemmon might

" be the best of friends, Mat rumi-
nated, but this important old uncle of his
was the heart of loyalty.

“An’,” Samuel Halliday continued, “Jim
shore is hipped on seein’ you. Him an’
Fanny, his wife, thought thar eyes o’ yore
mother, too, boy; an’ then Jim’s right
prosperous, an’—thar’s fifty-eleven diff’rent
reasons,” he concluded, rather mysterious-
ly, “why I want you to make an impres-
sion on Jim Lemmon. Waal, git up an’ git
dressed.”

He showed Mat his room, and ten min-
utes later the nephew descended the stairs
.confident that he would win back the favor
of his important-sounding but lovable old
relative. He had donned a new punchers’

regalia, wore new boots with a gleaming
rowel, and athwart his damp and plastered
locks was an expensive if somewhat im-
practical sombrero. .

Samuel Halliday, however, looked at his
nephew distastefully.

“Lor’, Mat,” he said, “I didn’t mean to
be gittin’ in them cow-poke duds.”

He came over and placed his hand af-
fectionately on the young man’s shoulder.

“Y’see, Mat,” he said, “we’re moseyin’
over to ]1m Lemmons rlght soon. I rec-
koned you’d be all dressed up in a suit o’
store-clothes, rigged out like a gentleman
an’ a man o’ parts.”

“T shore see many a gentleman rigged
out jes’ like this,” argued Mat. “I'm
a-gamblin’ Jim Lemmon won’t find no fault
with this git-up.”

Samuel Halliday sat down, and his face
took on a look as if he was about to de-
liver a sermonette,

“Mat,” he said, “it jes’ wop’t do. You
gotta git out o’ thet camp an’ trail sperrit
now. I’'m a big man in this town an’ I'm
goin’ to make you a big man, as warrant-
in’ the place o’ Samuel Halliday’s nephew.
I ain’t got no one ’cept Jim Lemmon since
Sally mamed 'way up in Denver, an’ it
was jes’ my luck to have a daughter 'stead
of a son. Yo’re my son now, Mat, an’ ef
th’ oI’ Saucepan Mine booms up ag’in th’
way I calckerlate it will, yore days as an
ord'nary waddy is plumb ever. It’s a
chance thet many a man ’ud break a laig
to git.”

“But what all dija want me to do?”
asked Mat, somewhat puzzled.

“I want you to take off them duds
an’ put on yore store-clothes. Jim Lem-
mon was a-tellin’ me he’d heard as how
you was called ‘One-Gun Nelson’ down
yore way, an’ don’t wanta interdooce him
to someone as looks like he might be goin’
into a gun-fight an’ depart this earth sud-
den-like. Thar’s a special reason,” added -
Samuel Halliday, once more with a hint
of mystery.

“But I ain’t got no store-clothes.”

“Ain’t got no store-clothes! Wall, you’ll
have to git yoreself a suit o’ store-clothes.
Meantime, it might be as I kin fix you
up.”

His keen blue eyes were running over the
lengthy form of his nephew.

“You shore look like a Halliday,” he
said, with softness in his tone, “’ceptin’
you got the Nelson eyes—an’ reppitation,
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Never been a Halliday thet I kin remem-
ber thet was under six feet, the men folk,
I mean. I got a suit I bought fur Sally’s
weddin’, Itll fit you right smart. We
gotta make an impression on Jim Lemmon,
y’know.”

When the suit referred to was disclosed,
hewever, Mat felt his ears burning, and
although no one was present but his uncle,
and the latter looking admiringly at the
suit he held up, Mat’s blue eyes lowered
in embarrassment. The outfit consisted of
a. frock coat of a decidely statesmanlike
cut, a pair of black trousers with a taped
smpe down the sides, and a hard hat.

Mat’s jaw clenched. “I wen’t war
that!” he said, determinedly, pointing to
the hat. “I won’t do it!”

Somehow, much to his own surprise he
found himself getting into the suit. He
sensed that his uncle had outmaneuvered
him. The elderly man had compromised.
He had a soft felt hat, and Mat could
wear a pair of his own beots all but the feet
covered by the trousers. Just his luck,
Mat ruminated, the suit fit him very welll

very difficult for him to like Jim
Lemmon, however much of a pard
he might have been to his uncle.

“Fits fine,” was the pleased decision of
Samuel Halliday.

“It’s mighty oncomfortable,” Mat par-
ried. “We kin make it de to go over thar,
mebbe. But the first thing I’'m doin’ after
thet, Uncle Sam, is to lope dewn an’ git
me a suit o’ store-clothes.”

“You'll go a long ways ’fore you find
an outfit as peart as that ’un” said the
admiring Uncle Samuel. “Lor’, I never
kin find anything in this shack since Sally
up an’ got married.” He was rummaging
around in a bureau drawer, and brought
out a collar and a tie of brilliant hue. It
was a very uncomfortable One-Gun Nelson
whe started out of the roem and began to
descend the stairs. He looked back toward
the bed where he had discarded the cloth-
ing in which he had felt comfortable and
natural. He had wanted to buckle on his
gun, but his uncle’s keen eyes were upon

HE decided that it was going to be

His mind was still on the gun as he
reached the bottom of the staircase.

“Jes’ wait a second, Uncle Sam,” he
said, as his uncle was opening the door.
I plumb forgot somethin’.”

Without waiting for any queries, he
dashed back up the stairs. In a moment
he had buckled on his gun under his coat.
The holster formed a suspicious bulge on
the right side, but he planned to keep on
the right side of his uncle. Also, on com-
ing through the front doer, with some-
what of an ostentatious gesture, he pulled
out a flamboyant bandanna. The ban-
danna might have been what One-Gun Nel-
son had forgotten.

Somewhat to his surprise, Samuel Halli-
day was already leading two saddled
horses out of the low barn. He climbed
to the back of one of them and led along
Silver Dollar.

“Yore hoss finished his meal,” he ex-
plained. “He ain’t been watered much
yet, but thar’s a trough whar we’re goin’.”

“But I thotght it was right next door,”
objected Mat.

His uncle had rather imperiously nodded
for him to mount, and somewhat in doubt,
Mat did so. The two men rode out
through the gate and into the highway.

“Lor’l We cain’t go right into Jim’s
an’ horn in on dinner!” explained Samuel
Halliday. “Net but what we’d be right
welcome, but it ain’t manners. An’ you
shore must be hungry. Sence Sally got
hooked up I eat down te th’ Railroad Café,
a right peart place an’ you can order jes’
what you like, Mat.”

“But I ain’t hungry!” Mat lied.

“Waal, I reckon you kin eat shore-
‘nuff,” said Samuel Halliday, “An’ I feel
like my belly’s huggin’ my backbone.”

He put his horse into a lope, and Mat
Nelson, with a feeling that was the near-
est approach he had ever experienced to
one of terror, had no cheice but to follow
along, :

“Is it far?” he asked, nervously, as they
loped along the deserted road.

“No, t’aint far.”

“Is it near the railroad?” asked Mat.

“No, this is right in town. We ain’t
on no railroad, o’ course, but we aim to
be, some day. We called it th’ Railroad
Café ’cause if a spur’s ever run over it’ll
go right through Grove’s property to the
station.”

“What station?” asked Mat.

“The railroad station, o’ course,. We
even built a fine station down thar This
town’s goin’ to boom ag'in, an’ us promi-
nent citizens wanta be prepared.”

Hopeful at first that the Railroad Café
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might be in some semi-deserted section,
Mat’s hopes sank lower and lower as they
turned into what seemed to be the main
street of Spring Green. His courage had
finally seeped away from him entirely. He
started to veer Silver Dollar and turn back.
But Samuel Halliday had reached for the
bit of Silver Dollar. “Right along here,
Mat,” he said. “This shore is a swell
place we’re goin’ fur chuck.”

As his uncle proudly pointed out the
railroad station and some of the shack-
like buildings of Spring Green, Mat nodded
without turning his head. He was con-
scious that folks on the street were point-
ing at him, and as they passed a knot of
by—standers who_had, presumably, just re-
turned from the scene of the fire, he heard
a raucous burst of laughter, and he thought
. he knew what it was about.

E would almost have given away
Silver Dollar to be safely out of the
scene; but it would be as bad or

worse a gantlet to run now if he did turn
back. His only possible haven was the
Railroad Restaurant, and once he got out
of there he could purchase a less con-
spicuous suit at the General Store and
change in the back room.

The most embarrassed cowpuncher in all
Arizona was Mat Nelson as his proud uncle
led him across the veranda or “gallery” of
the Railroad Café past a gathering of grin-
ning loungers, and the most relieved one
was the same Mat Nelson as he espied a
table in the rear of the restaurant which
boasted a more or less white tablecloth.
He preceded his uncle, walked swiftly
down the room and sank his dignity-draped
body into a chair while he pulled the trail-
ing tablecloth in such a way as to hide
the tails of his coat. Seen from a few feet
- away he might look like a dude of sorts,
but at least he did not look like some
fancy scene out of a picture-book.

Mat sat with his back toward the
kitchen; there were, at least, fewer folks
to see the skirted coat from the rear.

The puncher wondered what would hap-
pen when he was through eating. Would
the group he had passed by on the gallery
be waiting out there with their raucous
laughter when he went out?

So preoccupied was he with his thoughts
that he was not aware of the waitress un-
til she had come up beside him and placed
the bill-of-fare under his downcast eyes,

“T’ll have some Horse dee Oovries,” said
Samuel Halliday, without even glancing at
the card.

There were several dishes on the bill-of-
fare, but the first to strike the cow-
puncher’s eye was corned-beef-and-cab-
bage.

“Corn beef’n’ cabbage,” Mat mumbled
bravely looking up at the waitress, who by
this time had come back with two glasses
of water,

If ever a cowpuncher felt two bullets
passing through his head at the points
where his eyes made contact with the out-
side world, and without actually being hit
by hot lead, it was Mat Nelson, the very
Mat who was known in several corners of
Arizona as One-Gun Nelson.

At sight of the waitress, the surprise
of seeing and recognizing the girl who stood
at his side, garbed in white apron and
rolled-up sleeves, the puncher almost crum-
pled. The waitress was Dorothy Grove,
the same Dorothy of the fire and the little
brother, Richard Matthew Grove.

She caught sight of Nelson’s face at the
same moment, and her surprise was hardly
second to his own. She was in the act
of placing down a glass of water, and in
the moment of shock she spilled a little
of it. She spilled it on the lap of Mat
Nelson. :

“Aw, thet’s all right, Miss Grove,” he
deprecated, as the girl made an exclama-
tion of distress. ‘““Thet’s all right.”

“It was so unexpected, seeing you here!”
the girl explained, weakly, a reddish hue
suffusing her cheeks. Then, getting down
to business at once: “What was your order,
Mr. Nelson?” she asked. Getting down
to business at once was probably her own
salvation from embarrasment.

“Corn’ beef’n’ cabbage.”

“What all does this mean?” asked
Samuel Halliday, taken aback, after the
girl had left the table.

“Oh, t’ain’t nothin’ much, Uncle Sam,”
stammered Mat, wondering how he could
beslt explain the acquaintanceship with the
gir

“Waal, T'll be a greaser!” declared Sam
Halhday “You hain’t b’en t’ town more’n
an hour at most, an’ here y’are, a-callin’
all the gals by name, already. - How’'dye
know her?”

“She was the first person I met in town,
and she directed me to yore place.”

“An’ you couldn’t take the d’rections
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without first gittin’ down her name? . . .
Lor’l If my nephew shore ain’t th’ apple
o’ the ladies’ eyes!”

HILE Dorothy Grove appeared with
the hors d’oeuvres so dear to the
palate and pronunciation of Samuel
Halliday and departed after Mat’s ‘more
common fare, the puncher sat stiffly at the
‘table, discreetly looking about him, and
now and then seeing a grinning face at the
window. Occasionally there was a burst
of laughter from without, and once through
the doorway came the chuckled statement:
“I shore knowed he’d make fur thet table
with th’ cloth on it. * Wow! TI’ll gamble
as his han’s is pure lily-white!”
Another gale of laughter followed this
witticism.
Nelson continued to sit and reflect on
his predicament. Here he was, One-Gun

Nelson, all rigged up like the stage-door

Johnnies back east that he had read about.
And Dorothy Grove would see him. He
felt, however, that Dorothy Grove had
been perhaps as much embarrassed as he
had been himself, and not necessarily on
account of his appearance.

She must have felt humiliated that his
first contact with her after their unusual
meeting should be with her dressed in the
plain costume of a waitress while he
was dandied up like some dude on the stage.
Women placed a lot of store on dress. Pity
for the girl’s feelings made him forget his
own scrape for the time being.

Samuel Halliday’s voice cut into his
musings. “I smell smoke, like burnin’
wood,” said Halliday, turning his head and
sniffing. “Been smellin’ it all the way
down.”

Mat could not refrain from a short
laugh, despite his doleful position. After
all this, here was his uncle just smelling
smoke! Sam Halliday looked at his
nephew’s mirth without understanding.

“What’s so all-fired funny ’bout thet?”
he asked, wonderingly. “Cain’t a man
smell smoke without his nephew laughin’ -
like it’s a funny story?”

“Waal, Uncle, it jes’ struck me funny-
like, yore jes’ beginnin’ t’ smell smoke now.
The Groves’ home was burnin’ down jes’
as I struck town. Thet was why I looked
like a stick o’ charcoal when you first seen
me over yonder by Jim Lemmon’s house.
The Grove home must be a pile o’ smoul-
derin’ embers by this time,” added Mat.

“Hey, thar, Sam’l Halliday!” came a
deep voice from the rear, as the sound of
heavy footsteps approached.

Sam Halliday looked up, and his face
broke into a smile. “Hello, Ed,” he
greeted. “This is the proprietor o’ this
here eatery, Mat. Meet Ed Grove. Ed,
meet my nephew, Mat Nelson.”

Mat rose half-way from his seat, a mix-
ture of courtesy and withal discretion, for
he needed the protection of that trailing
tablecloth. He shook a ham-like hand
which gripped his own large one as in a
vise, and mumbled his pleasure.

“But I reckon I’'m the one as should be
right proud to meet yow,” said Big Ed
Grove. “My daughter jes’ tol’ me you
was in here fur a meal o’ vittles. I jes’
got back from th’ house—th’ house thet
was, that is. She was tellin’ me what we
all owe you, Mr. Nelson.” _

“Mat was jes’ now a-tellin’ me you had
an .accident,” said Halliday.

“An’ is thet all he told you, man? Don’t
you know thet he saved my little son’s
life, a-ridin’ like a streak o’ lightnin’ right
inter a burnin’ house an’ takin’ th’ little
feller right out’n th’ flames o’ hell? Sam’l,

" you've got a nevew thar what’s worth more
g

t’ me than any man I ever laid eyes onto in
all my life, an’ I wasn’t born yestiddy,
neither!”

“Lor’!” ejaculated Samuel Halliday.
“An’ thar I was, a-cussin’ him out fur
comin’ in lookin’ like a cinder an’ him not
defendin’ hisself nor tellin’ me nothin’
a-talll T was over to Jim Lemmon’s all
mornin’ an’ we didn’t know nothin’ about
it

Mat took out his brilliant bandanna and
patted his forehead. His face was damp
with perspiration, It was proving a tough
day.

If there was anything he hated, it was
being made out as a hero, and if there was
anything that made him still more uncom-
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fortable, it was being laughed at unde-
servedly. Not that he wasn’t a good fellow
who couldn’t take a joke at his own ex-
pense; he was the farthest man from a
sorehead. But to laugh down a man in
Arizona when that man deesn’t deserve be-
ing laughed down is to invite swift action.
And that was just what was happening
now.

T one and the same moment Mat Nel-
son was being played up as a hero
inside the restaurant, and laughed

down as a dude outside the restaurant.

For a moment Mat wondered whether
anybody else in Spring Green, other than
Clem Torry and his sniper, knew just who
it was sitting with Samuel Halliday—One-
Gun Nelson. He was inclined to believe
that no one else knew, except, of course,
his uncle, who would do his best to keep
the matter secret, although Jim Lemmon
knew already. But those fellows at the
window, he believed, did net know, or they
would be choosing more health-preserving
measures.

Minimizing his role at the fire, Mat in-
gratiated himself readily into the good
offices of Big Ed Grove, who by this time
had noticed the gang at his front windows
and door.

“I reckon them hoodlums out thar don’t
know a real man when they see one,” Big
Ed remarked. “An’ I'll bet my cash regis-
ter against a dollar Mex thet not a man of
’em knows it’s One-Gun Nelson in here.”

“How did you know, Ed?” asked Halli-
day, in some discomfort.

Big Ed grinned. “Waal,” he said, “Jim
Lemmon drops in fur a leetle snack now
an’ then, He was a-tellin’ me yore nevew
was a-comin’ on. Darn’ bunch o’ yaller
c’yotes, them fellers out thar. I wonder
ef they know th’ man they’re pokin’ fun
at is th’ man as plucked my son outa the
fire whilst Clem Torry stood by an’
watched the flames. No, sir! "Tain’t likely
Clem Torry’d be the man t’ tell ’em thet
thar story, an’ I reckon nobody else has
been a spreadin’ of it.”

There wasn’t much-appetite in Mat Nel-
son. ~ The red slices of corned beef lay
before him almost untouched. In fact, Mat
was seeing red all about him by this time,
His Uncle Samuel was not one to over-
look his symptoms.

“Now, see here, Matt,” commanded
Halliday, when the meal was over and he

started to rise from his seat. “I ain’t
goin’ to have any scrappin’ with them thar
ruffians when we leave.”

With a supreme effort, One-Gun rose
from his seat and followed his uncle to
the cashier’s desk at the front.

“You don’t owe me nothin’,” said Big
Ed Grove, heartily. “Yore money’s no
good in this here emporium. No, sirree,
Sam’l Halliday, you can’t pay me nothin’.
I’ll never be able to pay off thet nevew o’
your’n,”

Mat hung back, more embarrassed than
ever. His feelmgs were net improved when
through the doorway came the falsetto re-
mark: “Oh, ain’t he sweet an’ purty!”

“Had t’eat off'n a tablecloth 'n’ every-
thing,” was another remark. '

Dorothy Grove approached the desk,
anxiety in her eyes.

“T hope you won’t feel offended by these
loungers out here, Mr. Nelson,” she said.
“I do hope you won’t let them get you into
a quarrel.” There was a pleading note
in her voice.

“Never mind, Dot,” said Halliday, as-
suringly. “I know my nephew. Tl take
care he don’t do no quarrelin’, when he’s
with me, thet is.”

“An’ he’s a ladies’ man, too,” seeped in
a gurgling remark from outside the door.

“Thet’s shore a lady-killin’ tie he’s got -
on!” some other wit contributed.

That was not all that reached the ears
of One-Gun. But that was all he cared to
hear,

As Halliday passed through the door-
way the crowd separated on two sides, mak-
ing a lane for the distinguished citizen and
his dude guest. :

Without turning his head, Mat walked
springily over toward the hitch-rail. There
another surprise awaited him.

He found Silver Dollar all decked up
like a circus horse; a band of colored
tissue paper was knotted about his tail
and there was a wreath about his neck.

Samuel Halliday stood right behind his
nephew, to prevent any sudden hostility
on his part. Mat, however, was silent. He
removed the paper trappings from Silver
Dollar. - Halliday climbed astride his own
animal and waited.

RAUCOUS laugh sounded from the
jeering crowd behind Mat. In the
front row of the gang of loungers
stood a big, husky man, holding in hand
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a bouquet of waxed flowers, evidently
taken from some woman’s hat, and prettily
wrapped up and tied with a pink ribbon.
He shifted his quid, spat copiously, and
. smiled a stained smile at the dude. It
was a penetrating smile, half-grin, and more
of cruelty and derision than of merriment.
It did not, however, seem to have any ef-
fect upon Mat Nelson. The latter care-
fully removed the wreath from Silver’s
neck, and concentrated his gaze upon it.

“Looks like it mighta come from some
undertaker’s emporium,” he remarked,
with silky softness. He whirled suddenly,
and deftly threw the wreath so that it set-
tled over the head of the man holding the
flowers and slid down around his neck.

The husky man seemed flustered; but
he did not draw a gun. Seeing no inimi-
cal move, Mat leaped astride Silver Dollar.

It was then that the husky, tobacco-
chewing man stepped out and with an ex-
aggerated bow handed the bouquet to Nel-
son.

It was a big day in Spring Green, sure-
ly better than any show. There was a
storm of guffaws, and a few ribald remarks.

Samuel Halliday looked keenly at his
nephew; he scented trouble.

Somewhat to his surprise, however, Mat
accepted - the gift with a bow equally as
. exaggerated as that of the donor of the
flowers.

“Thank you, stranger,” he acknowl-
edged. “From yore appearance,” he added,
softly, “I reckon you mighta picked these
posies yoreself.”

There was another burst of hilarity.
But before it died down, One-Gun flung
the flowers high in the air. His hand went
into the bosom of the frock coat and with
the speed of a striking rattler he whipped
out his gun, and his thumb was fanning
it. There was a stream of shots, and the
head of each of the four flowers was sepa-
rated from its stem before it reached the
ground.

A hush came over the once-hilarious.
group. Mouths, opened a moment before
for guffaws, remained open, but emitted no
sound.

Then Nelson removed his black hat
with a grandiose gesture, smiled, and
brought down the hat swiftly but gently
upon the flank of Silver Dollar, His horse
reared and leaped into its graceful, elastic
stride. Samuel Halliday, his mouth agape,
gave his horse his head and followed.

Where there had been jeers there were
now cheers.

“Jumpin’ split-tongued rattlers!” ex-
claimed one man.

“Holy sufferin®—"" started another.

But One-Gun Nelson did not turn his
head. He was galloping up along the main
street, his uncle hard-pressed to keep up
with him,

One of the loungers removed his hat and
threw it on the ground.

“Thet wreath come almighty near bein’
useful, I’'m a-sayin’,” he said, sententious-
ly. “Thet’s the name thet gal in thar called
him—Mister Nelson,” she says. ‘“Thar’s
only one man in all Arizony c’d do thet,” he
added, looking up at the crowd. “An’
thet’s One-Gun Nelson!”

CHAPTER III

NE-GUN NELSON—and never after
this episode was he known by any
other name, except in his uncle’s re-

ferences—rode on in silence. Samuel Hal-
liday trailed behind him, also silent. Sam-
uel Halliday was silent because at this mo-
ment he was the proudest man in Arizona.

As they swung along, One-Gun looking
ahead with soldierly straightness and Hal-
liday gazing in admiration at his nephew,
neither man happened to see a trio of heads
behind the dusty window of a building
diagonally across from the Railroad Café.
The lettering on the window:

WADE AND MEADOWS
Attorneys and Counsellors-at-Law
Bail Bonds Commis. of Deeds

served partially to hide the faces, but did

‘not keep the eyes of the three from peering

out and seeing what had happened in front
of Big Ed Grove’s eatery.

Two of the faces were what might be
called leering. The third, that of Carter
Meadows, junior partner of the law firm,
expressed mild curiosity. Meadows looked
questioningly at the other members of the
trio, Clem Torry and Bail-Bond Wade.
These two vouchsafed no information to
Meadows, but they looked meaningly at
each other,

“Little excitement, I reckon,” said Wade,
“T’ll see you in the back office about that
matter, Clem.”

The two retired to the back room, there
to discuss the astonishing results of the’
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plan Torry had laid to humiliate Mat, and
possibly to laugh out of town a man whom
Torry had realized might prove trouble-
some and make shipwreck of all his smooth-
ly-laid plans. He had hoped to effect some
such result before the populace ef Spring
Green knew the real identity of One-Gun
Nelson. It had seemed as if luck had
been with him when, from the window of
the dusty law-office he had seen One-Gun
ride up and walk into the restaurant in his
surprising regalia.

He had quickly rounded up one of his
cohorts, Plug Keffer, whose very tough-
ness collected a living from the world with-
out much work. Plug Keffer’s hands were
far from lily-white, but their soiled condi-
tion was not due.to any manual labor. It
was Plug Keffer who had presented the
beuquet to Mat.

Torry hid his feeling of wrath as he
closeted himself to talk over the matter
with Bail-Bond Wade. His first plan to
rid the town of Nelson had failed miser-
ably. But there would be other ways.

But Mat was entirely unknowing of
what was developing back in the office of
Wade and Meadows, and if he had known
he was not the type to worry about it.

He continued to gallop his horse up the
street, past the Atlantic Pool Room and
the Pacific Hotel, these establishments
with the oceanic titles being far frem any
body of water except the puny Pueblo
Creek which trickled down the foothills
from the mountains to the southwest. A
slight curve in the street brought them in
front of a false-fronted building known
as “The Bank.” This, however, although
a profitable establishment, had a long
horseshoe bar instead of wickets and vaults.
Its tellers were bartenders. “The Bank”
was a saloon.

The silence of Samuel Halliday was
broken by a shout from a man who was
exiting through the swinging half-doors and
adjusting a cartridge belt around a buxom

- waistline.

“Hey, thar, Samuel!” called this ar-
mored figure. “What all's th’ shootin’
fure”

“Hey, thar, Jason! Tk’ shootin’? Oh,
t’'warn’t much to speak on. Jes’ a little
celebratin’, thet’s all. Th’ boys has come
out a-welcomin’ like. Meet my nephew,
Mat Nelson. This is Sheriff Jason Flint,
Mat.”

. “Yo’ dorn’t say, Sam’ll Kin this be
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th® famious One-Gun Nelson, thet same
nevew o’ your’n thet yo’ b’en expectin’?
Waal, I'm mighty glad t’ meet a man o’
yore stamp, I shere am,” he continued, ex-
tending a horny hand to the young rider.

“Cracky! Yall ’pear to know his nick-
name,” said Halliday.

“Yeah I reckon many an hombre in
Arizony knows thet name. I was a-talkin’
with Jim Lemmon th’ other day. He was
a-tellin’ me.”

“He’s the sheriff?”” asked Mat, as he
and his uncle finally rode on.

o ES, ben sheriff for nigh onto thirty

year. Mighty goad feller, Jason, but

T'm thinkin’ ef he’d b’en more onter
the job, y'might say, an’ less easy-goin® he
mightn’t lived long enough to be licked on
re-election. V’notice he didn’t git to th’
scene @’ thet shootin’ down th’ street.
But then,” Halliday added quickly, veer-
ing about to the defense of Flint, “Jason’s
never stood fur any dirty work or crooked
manipperlations, an’ there’s them in th’
town right now as seems t’ intend sech
manipperlations. Thet's why o’ Jason’s
goin’ to be licked this time, ’cause thar’s
an element here backin’ a candydate o’

_thar own—ene they reckon they kin boss

when he gits in.”

They continued along, Halhday now
more talkative since the spell had been
broken. At the general store he suggested
to Mat that the latter stop and purchase
his store-clothes.

“No, Uncle, I reckon net,” Mat de-
cided, with an upward gesture of his palm.
“From now on thar’ll be no more picture-
book suits for me. No, sir! T’m goin’ to
gxt right back into th’ duds whar-I belong,
an’ Pm goin’ te stay thar.”

For the first time in many a year, Samuel
Halliday did net argue a point. Perhaps
Mat was right after all. The young fel-
low had a reputation far beyond his own
previous knowledge, and that reputation
apparently popularized Mat with good
folks, as Big Ed Grove, Jim Lemmon and

. now Jason Flint illustrated.

- A politician of the old school, Samuel
Halliday now vaguely realized that some
very good results might proceed from Mat’s
popularity. Samuel knew how prone to
idolizing a heroic character the rough and
ready townsmen were, and if Mat could be
played up sufficiently—well, here was a new
development.
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“Waal, Mat,” he said, “I reckon you kin
pack a gun in them clothes as well as you
kin in yore cow-poke duds, jedgin’ from
results. But yore ol’ uncle is a-pleadin’
with you now jes’ to mosey into Jim Lem-
mon’s in them habiliments. T’ain’t likely
you'll ever be in this rigout ag’in, y’know.”

“All right,” Mat agreed, finally, “we’ll
drop into Jim Lemmon’s, an’ then th’
sooner I git out o’ these play-actin’ duds
th’ better I'm a-goin’ t’-like this town.”

“Good boy, Mat! You'’ve got a way
about you, an’ I’'m almighty glad t’ see
itl Lor’! T wisht yore mother’d lived to
see you all growed up, it 'ud done her dear
heart good.”

Mat grinned.
Sam,” he said.

He was beginning to like this old uncle
of his more than ever. He had not seen
Halliday until today for a couple of years.

One-Gun Nelson was a man of quick
likes and dislikes. He formed his opinions
of persons and things quickly, and nine
times out of ten was right; but often, when
he found that he had made a mistake, he
was equally quick in correcting his impres-
sion. - One-Gun would not hesitate to go up
and make friends with a man whom, for
some element of misunderstanding, he had
at first disliked.

Mat had been in Spring Green hardly
two hours, yet already he was reviewing
the people he had met and their relative
standing in his estimation. For enemies,
he had Clem Torry and the sniper, who,
he now sensed, might be the burly ox who
had handed him the bouquet of posies.
Also, the man whom he had not yet seen,
but who stood likely to defeat Jason Flint
in the election for sheriff. One-Gun Nel-
son had formed a quick liking for the
elderly, easy-going Flint, and for that rea-
son if no other, any man opposing Flint
was not a friend of Mat’s. And also be-
cause, as Sam Halliday had said, that man
was being backed against Flint by a gang
of notorious ruffians and treacherous
double-crossers,

As they drew up toward the yellow
house next to the Halliday home, an elderly
man wearing a broad hat, let out a whoop.

“Hey, thar, Sam’l!” he called. “Whar
all didja go, back a piece? When I come
back with that snort o’ redeye you was
gone. An’ then Fanny had a job fur me
up in th’ attic, an’ when I come down,
you was nowhar in sight,”

“Yo’re all right, Uncle

“Oh, we b’en down to th’ Railroad Café,
Jim,” said Halliday. “An’ Jim, I shore
got a story of a little happenin’ down thar-
bouts thet’ll do yore ol’ heart good. Meet
my nephew, Mat Nelson.” -

IM LEMMON extended a large hand
in a hearty handshake.

“Young feller,” he said, “I shore
am glad to meet you. I'm glad to meet
any nephew o’ my old pard Sam’l Halli-
day’s and I knowed yore mother well. An’
I b’en hearin’ plenty about you, young fel-
ler, how they call you One-Gun Nelson,
an’ all. I shore am glad to meet you.
Come right into th’ house. I want as
you should meet Fanny. That’s my wife.”

The ex-miner guided them into the
large yellow house. Jim Lemmon fairly
swaggered as he made Mat acquainted with
Mrs. Lemmon, a buxom woman in the
fifties, who smiled and simpered at the
tall young man in the impressive clothes.

“I don’t know wuther you ever partake
o’ hard licker, young feller,”” said Jim'
Lemmon. “Me an’ yore uncle, we was jes’
goin’ to have a little snort when he runs
outa th’ house on me. I ain’t what you
might call addicted to it, but I reckon this
is a special occasion, as you might say.”

“I—I don’t drink,” answered Mat. “No
offense, though, Mr. Lemmon. An’ don’t
let me stop you. I ain’t got nothin’ agin’
it

“Lor’ bless his soul!” simpered Mrs.
Lemmon. “If that ain’t a fine young man
for you. Don’t tech that fiery ol’ stuff.
I mighta knowed that by the look o’ him.”

“An’, he ain’t no softy ef he is a peart
dresser, maw,” said Jim Lemmon. “Don’t
you know this is who they call One-Gun
Nelson in several parts o’ Arizona?”

“0o-oh, One-Gun Nelson!” simpered
Mrs. Lemmon. “What a romantic name,
An’ how is it they call you that, Mr.
Nelson?”
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“Jes’ sort o’ happened,” answered Mat,
uneasily, ‘“It—waal, it jes’ sort o’ hap-
pened, you might say.”

“Happened nothin’,” cut in Jim Lem-

mon. “This young feller’s got a reppita-
tion. He’s like me when I was a young
feller. Smart dresser, I was, but I never

took no lip from no. one. Nethin’ like
good clothes, ’specially when thar’s a good
man underneath ’em, I allus did go in
for good duds.”

He looked down admiringly at the black
trousers braced on his own gaunt body.
The suit to which these were the trousers
had been the most expensive one in the
mail-order catalogue. Jim Lemmon could
have paid a thousand dollars for a suit and
still have looked ill-dressed.

“Pd admire to show you how I looked
-as a young feller,” Jim rambled on.
“Fanny, whar’s thet album—the red plush
)un?n .

“It’s up in the guest room,” replied Mrs.
Lemmon, using the word “guest room”
with due impressiveness. Take Mr. Nelson
up there; in fact you might show him
around the house.”

Jim Lemmon went abeut this task with
alacrity. The two biggest houses in Spring
Green were the homes of Jim Lemmon and
Samuel Halliday, as befitting the dignity of
two of the town’s leading citizens and cap-
tains of industry. And of these two houses
the Lemmon home was the larger, and
necessarily so, for a total of eight persons
resided under that roof, Mr. and Mrs. Lem-
men and their six children, all daughters,
the youngest member being seventeen.

About these daughters One-Gun knew
nothing—or no amount of intrigue could
possibly have inveigled him into entering
that house in his present clothes. But
Samuel Halliday knew it, which was one
of the reasons for his insistent attitude with
Mat, and these six daughters of marriage-
able age were probably one of the reasons
back of Jim Lemmon’s super-hospitality
for the potential suitor.

Jim Lemmon ushered the young man
upstairs and sweepingly peinted eut a large
front reom. “This is what you might call

a libr'y,” he explained. “See, thar’s books-

up thar, This 'un,” he explained, taking
down a translation of Homer’s Tliad, “is
th’ Elleead. Darn’ good author, thet
Homer feller was. He’s dead now.”

He went on explaining various posses-
sions of which he was duly preud. Samuel

Halliday was looking at his nephew, hoping
that he was impressed with such splendor.

i¢ E even got more bedrooms off'n

the attic,” explained Jim Lemmon.

. “Mighty fine place,” remarked

Mat, feeling that some praise was expected.

He saw the looks of his uncle, and won-

dered if his uncle knew how uncomfortable
he was,

“Fanny don’t want me to take you up t’
the attic jes’ yet, a-fearin’ mebbe the gals
wouldn’t like it,” added Jim Lemmon.

At the mention of the girls, One-Gun
felt an influx of still further discomfort.
Already he had seen three bedrooms, and
there were still more above. How many
girls were there in this egtablishment?

“I jes’ wanta show you thet album,”
Jim rattled on. “I'd admire to have you
know how I looked as a young feller.”

He picked up a red-plush photograph
album with a small mirror set into the
front of it. :

“Thar I was when I was ridin’ range,”
he pointed out. “This is me when I went

minin’ it. I ain’t sayin’ as I was the best-

dressed man in thet camp, but—waal, I
reckon I held up my end,” he added, proud-
ly. “Thar was a time when all the young
gals in more'n one county turned their
heads back a piece t’ see Jim Lemmon
when he loped by.”

He drew attention to the picture of a
gawky youth of perhaps twenty, the Jim
Lemmon that was; a youth wearing a bad-
ly-fitting suit of store-clothes with the
bony wrists protruding from the all-too-
short sleeves.

He passed over several daguerreotypes of
ancient characters, a fair proportion with
whiskers, relatives and ancestors, babies
and little girls, and even a few favorite
horses.

“Thar’s Ophelia. She’s my eldest
daughter,” explained Jim. “Not so darn’
old, at thet,” he added hastily, “Thar’s
Portia, she’s the youngest, an’ these here
is Cleopatra, Octavia, Desdemona an’
Tago. Maw an’ me named ’em out’n a
book thet th’ preacher give us as a wed-
din’ present.”

Mat Nelson, no student of Shake-
speare, would have found humor in nam-
ing a stallion Nellie, but no smile crossed
his blushing countenance when he heard
one of the girls called Iago. He was not
in a smiling mood; rather, in more of a per-
spiring one. He would have crawled up
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the chimney, to get out of this house, if
he had had an opportunity to do so. He
was thinking of those six girls as Lemmon
rambled on: “Allus wondered ef I had a
son whether I’d named him Othello, as
Fanny always wanted, or after my ol’ pard
Sam’l here.”

One-Gun was squirming, He thought the
session over the family album would never
end.

For half an hour, Jim Lemmon pored
over the book, pointing with pride, ex-
plaining. “I wisht I had yore tintype in
them duds, Mat,” he said. “I’d shore give
it th’ place of honor.”

“Waal, I reckon thet’s enough for now,”
Jim Lemmon said finally; closing the red-
covered book. “Some day I’ll show you
all through both volumes.”

“Jim! Oh, Jim!”

It was Mrs Lemmon’s voice, calhng
from downstairs.

Jim went to the head of the staircase.

“Yes, maw,” he answered.

“The gals are comin’ back.”

“My gals rode over to a friend o’ their'n
down th’ road a piece early this mornin’,”
Jim explained, turning to his guests. “They
had a welcomin’ party fur another young

gal as jes’.got back from th’ East. B’en
way back to Topeka, she had.”
HIS was the last straw. If ever a

peaceful man was in a mood to com-

mit arson, murder and mayhem under
the roof of hOSpltable friends, that man
was One-Gun Nelson.

Hardly knowing what to do, but know-
ing full well that he absolutely had to do
something to escape, Nelson glanced un-
easily over the room. There was no es-
cape. His uncle was in the doorway, and
Jim Lemmon was at the head of the stairs.

One-Gun walked over to the front win-
dow, and gazed out. Passing the Halliday
house next door was an old buckboard
driven by a girl, back of whom were sev-
eral other female figures.

The wagon turned into the Lemmon
driveway, and the girls alighted. The girls
were of varying heights and widths, but
in one particular they did not vary at all.
Mat drew back as he saw the faces of the
arrivals. The six Lemmons! If ever there
were six citrus-faced females in one family,
here they were.

He sidled over toward the door, edging
between his uncle and Jim Lemmon, hop-

ing to be able to run downstairs and possi-
bly out the back way.

Already, however, a medley of soprano
chatter floated up from downstairs; at
least some of the girls had entered the
house.

Back into the room edged Mat. The
window was partly open. Mat Nelson fur-
nished the other part; he slid the window
completely up—there was no other way
out of it now. He looked toward the head
of the stairway. Jim Lemmon stood there
with a complaisant smile, and there was an
expectant expression on the face of Samuel
Halliday.

“Come right up, gals,” invited Jim Lem-
mon. “Howdy, Desdemona. Howdy,
Cleo. Howdy—” He was greeting the
girls one by one as they filed up the stair-
way.

Mat crawled out on the little balcony, .
and whistled softly to Silver Dollar, who
with the reins over his head waited near-
by. Silver lifted his head, whickered,
looked up and spied his master. He sllpped
into his elastic stride and came runmng
toward the house,

Mat slid down to the slopmg roof and
timed the animal’s gait. He did not look
up. There might be six girls looking down
at him, to say nothing of Jim and Fanny
Lemmon and an outraged uncle. He timed
his slide down perfectly, landing squarely
in the saddle. His feet found the stirrups
quickly and he was galloping away before
a shout came from the upper window. He
did not look back, but gave Silver his head.

Samuel Halliday turned and looked at
his old pardner. He was stunned and
chagrined.

“Mat’s a mighty brave boy, Jim,” ex-
plained Samuel Halliday, “but he’s skeared
o’ women folk. He is shore 'nough, Jim.
My nephew’s an orful bashful young man.”

CHAPTER 1V

NE-GUN galloped down almost as
far as the creek, then veered to the
right and circled so as to approach

his uncle’s house from the rear. He would
have to meet the Lemmon girls some time,
there was no way out of that, but first he
wanted to get into the house without ob-
servation and change into his puncher’s
outfit.

A wide semicircle brought him back of -
the lean-to at the side of the Halliday
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barn, where he dismounted and still look-
ing cautiously’ up at the windows of the
Lemmon house, sneaked through the
kitchen door of the Halliday home and up
to his room.

Courage came to him as he stripped him-
self of the stagey garments and drew on his
familiar outfit.

He knew he would have to answer to
his uncle for his seemingly weird conduct
back in the Lemmon home, and he was not
surprised, as, just as he had completed
changing and was knotting his neckerchief,
he heard a step on the front porch. He
heard voices, too, one unmistakably his
uncle’s, and the other unmistakably femi-
nine. One of the Lemmon girls, probably.
Well, at least now he was dressed to face
the music.

He ran down the stairs and opened the
front door, to look into the indignant face
of Samuel Halliday, talking to a young
lady who had her back turned to the
door.

As the door opened, the faminine figure
turned to face it, and Mat saw that it
was Dorothy Grove.

A dappled horse was hitched to a side-
bar buggy in front of the house, and the
heaving sides of the animal indicated that,
for some reason, Dorothy must have driven
hard from the center of town up to the
Halliday home.

“Howdy, Miss Grove,” Mat greeted, re-
moving his wide Stetson hat.
- a pleasure to see you again.”

“Well, ’'m—I'm glad to see you,” said
Dorothy, “and—and maybe you’ll think
me forward in coming up here. But I
wouldn’t have felt right if I didn’t. I was
just starting to tell. Mr, Halliday. After
you and Mr, Halliday rode off from in front
of our restaurant, there was quite a little
excitement, Someone in the crowd rec-
ognized you as One-Gun Nelson, and there
was some cheering.”

Samuel Halliday, who had been primed
to chide his nephew for his embarrassing
conduct at the Lemmon home, was forced
to smile proudly.

“Well, Mat did shore bring thet thing
off right well,” he conceded.

“But that’s just it,” Dorothy “cut in.
“It made Plug Keffer awfully mad. I
reckon you don’t know much about Plug
Keffer, Mr. Nelson,” she explained, “but
Mr. Halliday here knows about him, and
everybody in Spring Green knows about

“It shore is

him. He’s a bully that’s terrorized most
of the town; one of those men that’s un-
believably tough, and he is right proud
of it.

“Sheriff Flint came down the street be-
fore the crowd broke up, and asked what
the excitement was. One of the boys in the
crowd told him, and Sheriff Flint almost
doubled up laughing. I heard him warn
Plug Keffer that he’d have to be mighty
careful while you were in town, or the next
time Keffer might be holding the flowers
in his hand, and they might be lilies, the
sheriff said.

“The cursing of thls Keffer made me
start back into the restaurant so I wouldn’t
have to hear any more. But I did hear
Keffer say that he’d—well, the expression
he used was that he’d eat you right up
before: sundown. Plug Keffer is awfully
vain, I know that.”

“He might jes’ have thet vanity thet
goes before a fall,” said Nelson, softly.
“An’ I reckon thet little meal thet this
Keffer’s a-promisin’ himself’ll shore give
him a mite of indeegestion. Plug Keffer’s
a-gunnin’ for me—is thet the idee, Miss
Grove. Waal, I reckon he knows whar I'm
a livin’, 'n’ I ain’t seen him yit.”

“But you will, T just feel it,” insisted
Dorothy. “He didn’t come this way when
he left, but crossed over to Wade and
Meadows’ law-office. Clem Torry lounges

" around that office a good deal, and I

wouldn’t be surprised if Keffer wanted to
have a talk with Torry about it first.”

AT grinned. “I shore am obliged
to you, Miss Grove—for yore in-
tentions,” he added. “Now, it’s

be’n my experience thet when an hombre
talks as loud as this Keffer feller you b’en
mentionin’, he ain’t so all-fired dangerous.
Ef Keffer’d said nothin’ but jes’ sorter slid
away like a whipped dog after he’d b'en
caught killin’ sheep, waal, then I'll admit
as how thar might be a little to worry
about. An’ yore tip-off has been right val-
uable to me. I reckon T’ll take a little lope
into town. Ef this Keffer’s such a right
good talker, it might be as some o’ his
palaver’ll be amusin’ to my ears.”

Samuel Halliday had now completely -
forgotten his indignation. On his face was
an expression of mixed concern. for his
nephew and admiration for him,

“Thar a bad gang, thet Torry an’ Kefier
outfit,” he said.
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“I know somethin’ about ’em,” returned
Mat, who, however, did not mention the
episode of his first talk with Clem Torry
and his sight of the two-gunned henchmen
—probably Keffer—coming from behind
the house where he had been planted by
the cautious Torry. ‘“Now, uncle, I jedge
you'd admire to have me stay in this here
town. Is thet right?”

“Thet’s why I got you here,” Halliday
admitted,

“Waal, so I was a-ffiggerin’. An’ I
reckon I understand yore side o’ the case
all right, Uncle Sam, an’ 'm wantin’ you
to understand mine. I’'ve been in a few
ruckuses on both sides o’ the border, an’
T've managed somehow to keep my hide
hull an’ entire. I'd say as much as thet
Spring Green won’t be no exception. But
ef Pm goin’ to stay in Spring Green, 1
cain’t be no dude as looks like he’s afraid.
Th’ time to meet trouble is ’fore it gets a
good head start.
town. I jes’ aim to take a peaceable-like
lepe into town.”

Mat turned to Dorothy Grove. “Mebbe
it wouldn’t look right to have folks know
that you was good ’nough to ride up here
an’ tip me off,” he said. “Ef you don’t
mind a suggestion, Miss Grove, I'd say it
‘ud be better ef you’d circle aroun’ with
yore buggy, drive over across the crick and
come back into town thet way. I’'m think-
in’,”’ he added, “thet I’'m goin’ to remem-
ber you a long time, Miss Grove:.”

The girl blushed. “I owe you a great
deal, for what you did this morning,” she
said. “And Mr. Halliday and my father
have always been goed friends.”

“Yore paw is a mighty fine man,” Halli-
day acknowledged,

Dorothy bowed her appreciation of the
remark, and, after Halliday had gallantly
assisted her into the side-bar buggy, she
flecked the reins over the horse’s back and
drove on toward the creek, to circle back
into town by the road that led past her
burned home. :

Mat Nelson had already taken his horse,
Silver Dollar, from the Halliday barn, and
had saddled and bridled him.

- He saw the tall form of his uncle wait-
ing in the shadow of the gallery of the
Halliday house.

- To avoid any possible warning from his
uncle, he turned Silver’s head toward the
‘lean-to, and galloped over the lots back
.of the Halliday home.

T'm aimin’ to ride into "

ILVER’S heofs splashed through the
yellow waters of Pueblo Creek and
soon were drumming along the road at

a point between the burned Grove dwelling
and the center of the town of Spring Green.

He drew up his mount beside a cotton-
wood tree, fished in his pocket, brought out
four .45 shells, and after ejecting the four
discharged ones that had figured in the
episode in front of the Railroad Café, in-
serted the fresh ammunition in his gun. He
handled the weapon lovingly before tuck-
ing it back into his holster.

“Miss Dorothy’s a right nice gal, Sil-
ver,” he said, “an’ a truth-tellin’ gal. She
says Plug Keffer aims to ventilate yore
ol’ pard’s hide afore sundown. Waal, we’ll
mosey aroun’ an’ see if this Plug Keffer’s
a truth-tellin’ gent.”

Once more the hoofs of Silver Dollar
were drumming along the highway.

The rider passed a building surrounded
by corrals and barns, from where the hoof-
pocked trail eased into something more
like the conception of a road. Spring Green
lay straight ahead now. Nestling against
a bluff to the right was the little cemetery,
commonly known as Boot Hill.

A more visionary man might have turned
his thoughts to mournful things at the sight
of the slanting stones. A more visionary
man might bave stopped to consider that
before the sun to the west of the town sank
again there might be a fresh mound here.

But One-Gun Nelson, who ‘was not a

*visonary man, galloped on,

= LS rush in where angels fear to

tread,” some philespher once said.
The philosopher, however, did not
have One-Gun in mind. Mat was neither
a fool nor an angel. Had he been a fool,
he would never have lived long enough to
see Spring Green. And had he been an
angel, he probably would not have lived
long after his first sight of Spring Green.
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For Spring Green was populated largely
by an element which made life hazardous
for both fools and angels. To get along
in this bedlam of danger, a man found it
politic either to associate himself with the
strongest party, which at this time was the
gang dominated by Clem Torry, Bail-Bond
Wade and Plug Keffer, or to go about mind-
ing his own business, without as much as
appearing to be interested in the machina-
tions of the evil triumvirate,

Realizing that rashness was the under-
taker’s most helpful ally, One-Gun did not
gallop into danger on a foaming steed. A

short distance beyond the little cemetery, .

he slowed down his mount. He was care-
fully noting each outstanding feature of
the landscape, and constantly, with an eye
far abead of him, taking in each move-
ment of persons in the distance.

He was not a man to underestimate his
foes. Plug Keffer, he realized, must have
been sufficiently outraged to do almost any-
thing, if he really was as bad an hombre
as Dorothy Grove had painted him. And
there was every reason to believe he was
pretty bad, for Plug must surely have
known from Clem Torry that the man in
the frock coat at the Railroad Café was
One-Gun Nelson. And nobody but a bad
hombre would take chances such as Plug
Keffer had taken with a man of Nelson’s
reputation.

Silver Dollar was now in a walk. One-
Gun swayed easily in the saddle, his mus-

cles supple and loose, giving no inkling of

the tension of the nerves within the rider,
whose steel-blue eyes flashed hidden be-
neath the brim of his wide hat.

Those keen eyes did not fail to observe
even the slightest motion of the most in-
significant inhabitant as Silver Dollar en-
tered the main street.

In his present situation, everything and
everybody had significance for Nelson. He
could not afford to overlook the fanning of
a fly from a countenance in repose—it
might be a signal.

Mat lowered his head, but not his eyes.
Directly through the main street he pro-
gressed, slowly, from one end to the other.
Nothing happened. Nothing, except that
he had leoked up at a window diagonally
across the street from the Railroad Café
and had seen the inscription of Wade and
Meadows on the dusty window. There was
nothing more to be seen. No faces peered
out from behind the lettering.

At the end of the street, where it petered
out and became merely a narrow, winding
country road, Mat halted and looked over
the landscape. Then he turned around and
gazed back over the street he had just
traversed. -

There were more people to be seen now.
Now there were men lolling in doorways,
leaning up against the sides of buildings
at spots where there had been no men be-
fore. There was a group in front of the
Pacific Pool Room; another group found
a center in front of the Atlantic Hotel. A
few rounded the curve in the street where
the false-fronted saloon, “The Bank,” was
located. . :

One-Gun pulled a sack of tobacco from
his pocket, and calmly rolled himself a ciga-
rette. He struck a match, enjoyed a couple
of inhalations, and then turning his horse
rode back quietly along the street.

FEW of the youths and men lolling

against buildings looked at him, then

turned their eyes away. These men
and youths had planned to be present solely
as spectators of a drama; they wanted no
roles. No one spoke. No one hailed the
rider, -

Rounding the slight curve in the street,
Mat saw a figure which looked familiar.
The figure, with a generous circumference
of cartridge-belted waist, was coming out
of “The Bank.” The man was Sheriff
Jason Flint, whose activities seemed to
center about the saloon.

The rotund sheriff looked at the lone
ii_der, looked again, and then recognized

im,

“Hey, Mr. Nelson,” he called. “Thought
I reckernized you. An’ you ’pear a mite
more comfortable in them clothes.”

“Howdy, sheriff’” Mat greeted. “Yes,
I reckon this is somethin’ more on my
reg’lar style.”

“I’d sorta suggest that I seize th’ op-
portunity to have a little snort with you,”
said Sheriff Jason Flint. “I didn’t make
no sech suggestion front o’ yore uncle.
Sam’l Halliday’s death on licker—these
days; in fact, Sam’l has changed in more’n
one way. Waal, ef you'll dismount an’
mosey in this here palace o’ refined pleas-
ure, I'd admire to be the first citizen o’
Spring Green to assist you in wettin’ yore
whistle.”

Mat left Silver Dollar at the hitching--
rack and followed the jovial official into the
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saloon. Business scemed to be slow. An
oldish, weatherbeaten man was entertain-
ing himself at the end of the bar with a
small glass and a tall bottle.

Another man either very tired or very
drunk, sat at a moist. table in the rear,
his head pillowed in his arms, Still farther
in the rear was a group of men talking
quietly, except for an occasional guffaw.
They were gathered about a circular table,
and there was the click and clatter of
poker-chips and now and then the slap of
a card or a hand by a dxsappomted or
elated player,

“Meet my frien’, One-Gun Nelson,” said
Flint to the proprietor of “The Bank,” at
this lull in the day acting as his own bar-
tender. ‘“Reckon yuh mighta heerd o’ him,
 He’s Sam’l Halliday’s nephew.”

The proprietor of “The Bank” reached
out a soft and slightly moist palm. “Wel-
come t’ Spring Green, Mr. Nelson,” he
said. “An’ the first drink’s on the house.

I figger I know what yore bev’rage’ll be,

Sher’f, an’ you kin nominate yore pizen,
Mr. Nelson, an’ I hope it’ll be the best in
th’ house.” v

“I'll have a little sody-pop,” said One-
Gun quietly.

The proprietor of the bank paused a mo-
ment, was about to say something and then
apparently thought better of it.

“Kee-rect,” he said.

He served the drinks, and dlsappeared
to the rear room in response to rauceus
demands of the poker-players.

“Mighty busy place, this "un,” Flint in-
formed Mat, as he balanced his whiskey
preparatory to tossing it off. “Town itself
ain’t so busy, sence the Saucepan quieted
down. When th’ smelter an’ the ol’ stamp-
mill was a-goin’ it, an hombre’d have to
stan’ in line to git waited on here. Course
they still got a good trade here. Fortunate-
ly Spring Green don’t depend intirely on
minin’. Thar’s some good-sized cattle out-
fits not more’n a lope away, an’ on pay-off
nights an’ Sattidays sometime, it seems like
ol’ times. Things has changed a lot sence
1 first buckled on my official authority.
Thet was thirty years ago. I’ve been hear-
in’ as some folks aim to git my star away
from me this comin’ ’lection, but I’'m gam-
blin’ thet when it’s all over, ol’ Jase Flint’ll
still represent law an’ order in our fair com-
munity. Purty low-down gang here right
pow. And speakin’ o’ thet, One-Gun, this
Plug Keffer as bragged he aimed to git

you ’fore sundown is one o’ the mucky-
mucks of o’ thet gang.” The sheriff looked
out through the half-doors. “He said ’fore
sundown, but I reckon he was full o’ red-
eye. More like Plug Keffer to be dom
things like thet after sundown.”

“I reckon things’ll be all right,” Mat re-
assured the law. “Have another drink,”

LINT took another whiskey. Nelson

drank another glass of soda-pop. A

few more loungers had come through
the swinging doors.

Their drinks finished, the two passed
out toward the hitch-rail. Jason Flint was
telling the newcomer several things that
his uncle had possibly planned to tell him.
The puncher heard again of Clem Torry’s
domination, told by Flint, however, in such
a way as to soften any reflection upon him-
self. He also learned that Torry had re-
cently bought a sizable portion of land to
the south of the town, the second purchase
he had made since coming to Spring Green
more than a year before.

“He’s one o’ them folks like’s in the
Bible,” Jason continued. “One o’ them as
toils not, neither does he do any spinnin’,
but he allus has the dinero to git what he
wants, I understan’ he made Ed Grove an
offer for his land this afternoon. Big Ed’s
house burned down this mawnin’, y’know,
an’ I reckon Ed’ll be glad to git rid of it.”

As he left Jason Flint and mounted his
horse, One-Gun realized that he was learn-
ing much about Spring Green. But there

-was much still to be learned.

Clem Torry offering to buy Ed Grove’s
property. Strange, mighty strange, that
Torry happened to be in the vicinity of the
Grove house at the time of the fire . . .

Various deductions were passing through
his brain as Silver Dollar padded slowly up
the main street. The rider grinned as he
noticed that more people lined the streets
now. People were coming out to see him,
but pretending ignorance of his presence.
They could not fool him, however, for
something in the very stillness and attitude
of the place breathed with expectant ex-
citement. Evidently the word had passed
rapidly among the townsfolk that Plug
Keffer had sworn to get the scalp of One-
Gun Nelson before sunset, and the towns-
folk were eager to see just how that pre-
sumably difficult job was going to be ac-
complished.

This was going to be a Roman holiday
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in Spring Green, and even the most peace-
ful citizens were coming. out in the air for
a sight of the gladiators, one of whom
was cantering along the street in defiance
of his' most dangerous enemy. No hun-
gry lions were necessary to add to the zest.
A reckoning between Plug Keffer and One-
Gun would be more than enough,

CHAPTER V

the suite of offices occupied by Wade
and Meadows, attorneys-at-law, sat a
group of not entirely legal-looking men.
Just why a suite of offices was necessary
for practitioners of justice in a town the
size of Spring Green might not be clear to
people who knew how much legal work
could be accomplished in a small, single
room in other towns even larger than Spring
Green. »

The answer lay partially in the fact that
not all the business transacted in this suite
was legal. And not a few residents of
the little town of Spring Green were entire-
ly conscious of this fact.

Bail-Bond Wade had occupied two
rooms even before the entry of the junior
partner, Carter Meadows, into the law firm.

When Carter Meadows had come to
town, a third room was added to the suite
—for Bail-Bond Wade, the senior partner
in the new personnel, had no mind to share
already existing space with Meadows. The
latter would have to sit at a desk in a third
room by himself. The arrangement was
explained away as being more businesslike
and indicative of prosperity becoming to
practitioners of the law. But, while Carter
Meadows might have been entirely satis-
fied with this explanation, it was not for
the same reason that brought satisfaction
to Bail-Bond Wade and his friend, Clem
Torry.

These three, Wade, Torry and Meadows,
on seeing the classical exhibition of gun-
fanning by Nelson in front of the Railroad
Café, seemed less moved to genuine appre-
ciation of the artistry than several men at
the time who were closer to the scene.

Meadows failed to appreciate the exhibi-
tion because he did not know how hard
it was for even the most expert marksman
to perform in that unerring manner.
Meadows had no gun-toting experience,
and no understanding whatever of the mys-
teries of the trigger. But Clem Torry and
Bail-Bond Wade, both of whom were con-

siderably better acquainted with. the prob-
lems of marksmanship, failed of apprecia-
tion because of their utter chagrin. Here
they were, witnessing the frustration of
their best-laid plan to discredit One-Gun
Nelson in the eyes of the populace and
probably railroad him out of town. Here
they were, seeing One-Gun Nelson turning
the tables on them under their very noses
and eliciting not jeers, but cheers, from
Spring Green; and also impressing a num-
ber of hard-boiled characters with the
knowledge that toying with One-Gun Nel-
son might mean flourishing business for the
local grave diggers.

As Torry and Wade left the window
with meaningful glances at each other,
Meadows got up closer to the pane for a
better view of the man who was causing
all the excitement. He had heard Mat’s
name mentioned by Wade and Torry even
before the man himself came to town.

“He’s a killin’ hombre,” Torry had told
Meadows a few days before, “and Lord
knows we got enough trouble on our hands
as it is, without a fellow of his reputation
coming in and rounding up a following. The
sooner that hombre’s out of Spring Green
—one way or another—the better I'll feell”

Nelson’s spectacular shooting convinced
Meadows that the newcomer had all the ac-
coutrements and abilities of a killer, but
seeing him in a frock coat on the man’s
first sally into town, Meadows retained
some doubt as to whether Mat had the
personality of a violent, death-dealing bad-
man.

In the second room of the original suite,
the same room in which so many doings
in Spring Green had been conceived and
hatched before Meadows or Nelson had
ever seen the little town, Clem Torry and
Bail-Bond Wade were now closeted.

Torry leaned over and motioned in the
direction of the closed door. “Meadows
wants to get an eyeful of that dude gun-
toter,” he said.

ADE bit off the end of a villainous
looking cigar.

“I'm afraid, Clem,” he said du-
biously, “that we’ve not gone about this
Nelson person in the right way.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, there were two ways of handling
him. One was to get the jump on him and
railroad him back from where he came
from. We tried that—and failed—with- -
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out even considering the other way. I'm
thinking, now, that possibly the other way
would have been best; and that would have
been to make him a friend and ally from
the beginning, instead of an enemy. He’s
a dangerous enemy, you must admit that.”

“T'll admit it,” said Torry, slowly. “To
you, not to anybody else.”

“What do you think of trying the other
‘methed now?” Wade looked at Clem’s
features while asking the question as a
feeler.

“With that hombre,” replied Torry, un-
hesitatingly, “it would be like waving a red
flag in a bull’s face and then pulling out
~ a piece of molasses candy with your other
hand and offering it to him. You'd prob’ly
find a couple o’ horns goring you before you
could du

“T reckon you’re half-way right,” con-
cluded Bail-Bond Wade. “Nelson isn’t
going to fall for any taffy after this.”

“T know I’'m right,” said Torry, rather
elated that his confederate did not press
the matter. His enmity against One-Gun
had ongmally been impersonal; he had not
wanted him in Sprmg Green for commercial
reasons. Now, since the run-in with Mat
he felt thwarted. He had a personal
grudge against him, but did not want to
feature this end of the matter with the cool
lawyer in front of him.

“It's goin’ to be semethin’ harder than
taffy that’ll make him fall,” said Torry.
“But he’s got to fall, and he’s goin’ tol”

Outside in the front room, Meadows was
still at the window. Nelson and Halliday
had already disappeared, but another scene
of .interest was occupying his attention.
Sheriff Jason Flint had come up and
laughed in Plug Keffer’s face, and Plug
Keffer was in no laughing mood. Plug was
saying something, vociferously; and now he
was crossing the street, directly toward the
offices of Wade and Meadows, attorneys-
at-law.

_ A moment or two later he stamped into
the front office, and nodded gruffly at
Meadows. “Clem here?” he asked.

Meadows nodded his head toward the

rear of the suite. “He’s discussing some-
thing with Mr. Wade,” he said.

Plug shuffled to the rear of the suite
.and opened the door of the second office.
Clem and Wade looked up. _

“ Lo, Plug,” said Torry. “What are
you lookin’ so mad about? What’s up?”

Keffer flung his huge hulk into a chair

and reached for the bottle of whiskey
which stood on the table. He poured him-
self a generous slug and drained the glass.

“Plenty s up,” he said. “Thar ain’t no
man in Arlzony kin laff in my face, an’
Jason Flint jest laffed at me, an’ I'm
sw’arin’ thet—”

“You want to go easy with Flint,” Torry
cut in. “No use getting into—"

But Plug Keffer was m no mood for
listening,

“Whe’s sayin’ I'm messin’ with Flint?”
he demanded. “Flint’s too old an’ tooth-
less for me to mess it with. Flint laffed at
me after thet little happenin’ with One-
Gun Nelson over thar. You know—”

“We know,” interrupted Torry. “We
saw it from the window. Keep cool, Plug.
Have another drink.”

LUG KEFFER did not keep any
cooler, but he did have another drink.
“I swore I'd git Nelson afore sun-

set,” he said. “I swore it—an’ I willl”

“Well, he’s gone, ain’t he?” asked Torry.
“Wade an’ me saw him ride off with his
uncle. He may not be back again today
at all.”

“He may net be back,” agreed Plug.
“But I'm gittin’ him today, whuther he
comes back or not. He’d liked to make a
fool outa me. Tl git ’im, I tell you.”

Torry looked over at his henchman.
“Oh, I don’t know about that, Plug,” he
said. “I know you want to get him, and
I ain’t sayin’ that it would make me very
sad. I’d like to see this bird planted nice
an’ safe under the chaparral. But wantin’
an’ gettin’ him are two different things,
There’s only one way to get Nelson, Plug—
and that way is when he ain’t lookin’.”

“What all you mean?” Keffer asked in-
dignantly.

“Well, what I said is plain enough. One-
Gun’s a fast man on the draw. The best
way to get him would be—well, from the
back, I'd say.”

Keffer’'s black eyes were gleaming.
“Thet mighta b’en all right an hour or so
ago,” he admitted, “but t’ain’t all right now.
Everybody’d knew I done it, for I swore
to git him. I ain’t sayin’, either, thet it
’ud make me weep none; but if thet’s goin’
to happen it ’ud have to be someone else
doin’ it while I was in some other part
o’ town, a-talkin’ to Grove or Jase Flint,
or someone as could prove me an alibi.”

“That’s true enough,” put in Bail-Bond
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Wade. “And you don’t want to do any-
thing hastily, Plug,” added the cool lawyer.
“Now, sit down there and cool down.
There’s a bottle of whiskey, and don’t pun-
ish it all. Clem and I have a little busi-
ness to talk over. We don’t mind you here
—vyou’re in the family, you might say.”

Wade and Clem Torry retired to a table
near a side window of the office, and began
poring over some maps and plats which the
lawyer took from a drawer. Plug, rapidly
making friends with the whiskey bottle, paid
little attention to the low-voiced discussion
of the two men. The clock-hands marched
around, and still the two men talked on.
Plug Keffer, his feet now elevated to the
altitude of his head, had fallen into a rest-
ful snooze. The lawyer and his crony did
not wake him up. Wade finally put away
the maps and plats.

“It’s just possible,” he said to Torry,
“that this Nelson might go along minding
his own business.”

It was just possible, perhaps, but it was
not a fact. At this very moment. Mat
Nelson, in his cow-poke outfit, was riding
into Spring Green.

“I doubt it very much,” was Torry’s
opinion. “I’d feel safer if he was off the
map entirely.” '

Wade nodded. Then he looked signifi-
cantly up at Torry. “Well?” he asked.

“Well, there’s this Slim Gelder,” Torry
said. “Slim’s been drawin’ meal checks on
me for some time and ain’t had a thing to
do for the last two months.”

“Can he be trusted?” asked Wade.

“We could sound him, an’ find out. I
might send Meadows out after Slim, and
have a little talk with him up here.”

This matter was discussed for some time,
and finally Torry opened the door to the
front of the suite. “Oh, Meadows,” he
said. :

Carter Meadows looked up.

“We got a little business with that hom-
bre they call Slim Gelder,” Torry explained.
“1'd appreciate it if you’d slip down an’ see
if you can find him.”

ARTER MEADOWS, who was an ac-
commodating young man not dis-
posed to object at being made an

errand boy for as important a personage
as Clem Torry, his senior partner’s crony,
nodded and left the office. A few minutes
later, he returned and rapped at the door
of the rear suite.

“He'll be up in a few minutes, Mr,
Torry,” he said. ;

Some minutes later, Slim Gelder ap-
peared in the office of Wade and Meadows,
greeted Torry and Wade, and nodded
gruffly at Plug Keffer, who had now come
out of his snooze and was treating himself
to an eye opener from the tall bottle. Gelder
was an emaciated-looking individual with
a pair of sharp eyes and a livid scar that
ran down the right cheek from his temple
to his lip, where it was lost in the wilder-
ness of a luxuriant mustache, his most vital-
looking feature.

“Howdy, Slim,” said Torry. “C’mon in
an’ sit down. Have a drink.”

Slim followed instructions,
counts.

“Didja see what happened over in front
o’ the Railroad Café?” Clem asked the
newcomer.

“Y’mean thet One-Gun feller?” asked
Slim.

“Yes, I reckon they call him that, mebbe. -
O’ Halliday’s nephew. Mighty fresh sort
o’ customer. He needs a little tonin’
down.”

Slim wiped his mustache with the back
of his hand. His piercing little eyes were
levelled at Torry. He made no remark.

-“He needs a little tonin’ down,” Torry
repeated, smoothly. “An’ I got all the
respect in the world for you, Slim,” he
added. He smiled in what he meant to
be a flattering manner. Gelder did not
smile back,

“Well?” asked Torry, in a sharper tone.

Gelder was smoothing his mustache. “No,
I ain’t as dumb as all thet, Clem,” he said.
“T sorter figger yo’re eggin’ me to shoot it
out with this Nelson feller. I respectfully
declines thet job, Clem. I ain’t committin’
suicide these days. I’'m quick on the trig-
ger, but I ain’t no blowhard, an’ thar’s men
as I ain’t pickin’ fights with. An’ One-
Gun Nelson’s one o’ sech men. I never
made no_claims I was quicker'n he is. I
never did, an’ I ain’t makin’ no sech claim
now.”

Torry’s expression reflected his disfavor.
“An’ what the hell d’you think you’re get-
tin’ paid for?” he asked.

“Not fur thet,” replied Slim, promptly.
“T’ll admit I’'m gettin’ paid, an’ I'm willin’
to do as you say—most o’ th’ time. But
life’s mighty pleasant these days; an’ I
reckon I'd admire to live on a little while
an’ enjoy it,”

on both
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Torry tried to hold in his wrath. “I
sorta figured you'd be red-hot on this,” he
told Slim.

The latter shook his head, vigorously.
“Ng, sir-reel I'm plumb lukewarm on’t;
in fact, ’most ice-cold, y'might say.” He
looked over at Plug Keffer. “I understood
as how Plug had been talkin’ big ’bout this
« One-Gun Nelson,” he said. “I sorter rec-
koned Plug was the man to git him.”

“An’ I'm tellin’ you,” retorted Torry,
“that Plug ain’t the man to get him!”

“I was willin®™—"” commenced Plug,
anl_ﬂ

But Torry had leaped up. “Never mind
any talk, Plug!” he commanded. “I know
you ain’t yellah.”

“An’ who're you insinuatin’ is yellah?”
asked Slim Gelder. “I ain’t, ef thet’s who
yo’re hintin’ at. It's jes’ thet I ain’t got
no quarrel with this Nelson hombre, thet’s
all. I ain’t no more yellah then your are,
Clem Torryl”

EM TORRY was beyond words now.
CLHe reached over and with clubbed

right fist landed on the scarred cheek
.of Slim Gelder. The blow caused the lit-
tle man to topple to the floor. “I'll show
you who’s yellah!” roared Torry. ‘“Now,
get th’ hell outa here!”

Slim Gelder picked himself up slowly.
His sharp little eyes were flashing. He
noticed that Torry’s hand was close to his
holster, and that Plug Keffer had shifted
so0 as to bring the table between them. It
was no time for gun-play on the part of
Gelder.

He backed over to the door. His right
hand hung low while with the back of his
left he smoothed his ruffled mustache. “All
right, I'll git out!” he said. “I reckon my
money sorter stops now. An’ I jes’ wanta
say somethin’ ’fore leavin’, Torry I ain’t
yellah, My record kin prove thet. An’
while I ain’t sayin’ I'm quick enough on th’
draw fur One-Gun Nelson, I'm too damn’
quick, Torry, fur you. Now, put thet in
yore pipe, an’ puff on itl”

He backed out the door, and a minute
later the sound of his feet on the stairs

-came up to the trio in the rear suite.

“Well, there’s another little rat that’ll
prob’lly join the good boys o' the town
now,” was Torry’s opinion. :

“I don’t know, though, Clem, about
glinging into him that way,” put in Wade,
_the lawyer, dubiously, “Of course Gelder

({3

doesn’t know much, but he could be a dan-
gerous little rat.”

“He could be a dead little rat, too,” was
Torry’s addition. “I hope, Plug,” he said,
turning to Keffer with a meaning grin,
“that you don’t get in any gun-fight with
Gelder. It 'ud break my.soft old heart to
see him layin’ cold an’ implacable in
death!” '

“Waal, I may break yore heart then,
sometime,” returned Keffer. “But, y’see
thet plan o’ yore’s didn’t come to much,
Clem. I reckon, after all, thet it's up to
me to chastise this here Nelson feller.
Y’said I wasn’t yellah, an’ I'm not! 1 rec-
kon I kin take keer o’ myself.”

He patted his guns in his holsters, and
made as if to rise.

“Wait a minute, Plug,” ordered Torry.
“Things are still lookin’ pretty good. For-
tunately, Gelder ain’t got anything on us.
He riled up before we mentioned anything .
about gettin’ Nelson from behind. I'd
rather it 'ud been done the other way, any-
how. An’ if Nelson got Gelder, it ’ud
been small loss to me. I'd taken a chance
on losin” him—but T ain’t takin’ any chance
on losin’ you, Plug.”

Keffer, who had risen and was adjusting
his holsters, sat down again, flattered by
the evidence of Torry’s regard.

“Thet’s all right, Clem,” he said. “One-
Gun or ten guns, he don’t make no fool
outa me.”

“But just a minute now,” cautioned
Torry. “You noticed Gelder didn't want
any part o’ Nelson, an’ Gelder’s as quick
on the draw as you are. Just what did
you say you’d do to Nelson?*~

“I said I'd git him ’fore sundown—git
his scalp is th’ way I put it,” and I tell you,
Clem, thet’s jes’ what I aim to de!”

“All right,” agreed Torry, smoothly.
“Now, let’s figure this thing out. We want
to give Nelson a dressin’ down, run him
out o’ town. All right. You said you'd get
his scalp before sundown. Well, it ain’t
sundown yet. An’ you didn’t say how
you'd get it. You might mean, y'know,
that you'd pull it out by the roots,”

Keffer's face was blank.

“I mean,” continued Torry, ‘‘that there’s
no use in your takin' chances—with a gun,
It’s a little vanity of this Nelson, I under-
stand, that he never draws first. He won’t
draw on you till he sees you goin’ for
your hardware. All right.” He looked
over the huge bulk of Keffer, “Now, why
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not humiliate this bird good an’ plenty.
. He’s expectin’ a gun-fight. You can go up
to him, pull his nose or somethin’ an’ slam
him in the jaw an’ get him down. It’s a
ten-to-one shot with your size an’ strength.
He'll tangle with you. that way, I'm
wagerin’. An’ when he does, an’ you got
him down—well, anything goes. There’s
plenty o’ men out in Boot Hill that died
quick deaths, an’ no bullet-holes in their
body, either!”

“A very good idea,” spoke up Wade. “A
good alibi, too, if anything should happen.
Just a good man-to-man tangle—with un-
foreseen results, possibly,” he added.

LUG KEFFER, too, seemed to like

Torry’s idea. It was less of a chance

for him, and yet fully as good an
opportunity to make good his boast to hum-
ble Nelson. “Clem,” he said, grinning,
“you allus was good on new idees. You
got brains, Clem.”

Torry did not deny the charge. He got
up, opened the door, walked toward the
front of the suite and looked out of the
dusty window.

Mat, now in puncher’s clothes, was
standing in front of the Railroad Café,
talking to Big Ed Grove.

Torry returned - to the back room.
“Plug,” he said to Keffer, “I reckon the
Lord is with us. VYour meat is right down
there now, talkin’ peaceable to Ed Grove.
He’s in front o’ the Railroad Café.”

Keffer took another drink, and stood up.
“In ’bout two minutes,” he said, “I'll be
in front o’ the Railroad Café, too. But I
won’t be talkin’ to Ed Grove, T’ll be talkin’
to this Nelson feller, An'— Zowie!—what
I won’t be a-sayin’ to him!”

He shoved a chair aside, stamped out
the door and clattered down the stairs.

The men in the office of Wade and
Meadows watched him, as he walked across
the street toward the restaurant,

CHAPTER VI

AT had been standing in front of

the Railroad Café for some time,

talking with Big Ed Grove. He

had all but given up the idea of a tangle

with Plug Keffer, who seemed nowhere
along the main street of Spring Green.

Big Ed Grove, in his conversation, had

happened to mention the badman. He had

been seen going into the office of Wade and

Meadows some time before, he averred, but
possibly by this time had come out of the
office. Big Ed talked of many things, told of
the offer he had received from Clem Torry
for his lot to the north of town, and, as
Carter Meadows, on his errand for Torry,
came out of the office and walked down
the street, the peaceful-looking young
lawyer was pointed out to Mat by Grove.

The gaze of the latter followed Mead-
ows as he went into the Atlantic Hotel and
then, after a moment, came out and crossed
to the Pacific Poolroom. “Them’s queer
places for Meadows to be goin’,” said
Grove. “I never seen thet feller in a bar-
room or a pool-hall. Waal, bad comp’ny’s
gittin’ him, T reckon. Thet’s Wade’s pard-
ner, an’ they say thet little feller’s goin’
to be our next sheriff. One o’ Clem Torry’s
idees, to my thinkin’, Torry wants some-
one in office thet he kin handle.”

Mat spent considerable time in talking
with Grove. If, by any chance, Plug Keffer
was still in that law-office diagonally across
the street, Mat would stand talking with
Grove and would give Keffer every oppor-
tunity to locate him. But, as the minutes
passed, it looked as if Plug Keffer was more
vocal than belligerent, and Mat leaped on
his horse and was about to ride down the
street and out to his uncle’s home.

It was just then that Slim Gelder issued
from the stairway door of the Wade and
Meadows office and crossed the street. He
seemed somewhat wrought up, and his right
eye was discolored and somewhat swollen.

“Yo’re One-Gun Nelson, I reckon?” he
asked, addressing Mat.

The latter coolly surveyed the rail-thin
man. “Thar’s folks thet call me thet,” he
admitted. :

“Waal, I figgered to inform you,” said
Gelder, “thet thar’s a little conspire-acy
afoot agin you. Plug Keffer's up talkin’
with Clem Torry in thet office 'cross the
way, an’ I don’t calckerlate they mean any
good by you.”

“T reckon I kin take keer o’ myself,”
said Mat, calmly. He viewed the thin lit-
tle man with disfavor. It was his opinion
that, quite possibly, this disreputable-look-
ing character had been sent by Torry in
an effort to intimidate him. He rather
doubted, now, that Plug Keffer would ap-
pear at all today. But his doubts disap-
peared when, a few moments later, looking
across the street, he saw the burly figure
of Keffer himself approaching. ‘
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A sudden and ominous silence seemed to
grip Spring Green as the bad:man swag-
gered across the street. The only noise
within hearing came from Plug Keffer’s
boots as they pounded the sun-baked clay
of the street, directly toward Mat; and the
pounding was heavy and slow, with affected
laziness.

All the remainder of Spring Green was
stock-still, on its toes, and stopped in what-
ever it had been doing.

Plug Keffer came to a halt directly in
front of Nelson.

HE horseman did not move a mus-

cle, just gazed through steel-blue

eyes at the huge bulk of brawn be-
fore him. Keffer did not look into those
steel-blue eyes, for if he had he must have
quailed; no man in a mood of violence had
ever stood eye to eye with One-Gun Nelson
and come off first in the show-down. A
sneer that was hard to work up, on ac-
count of its artificiality, spread over Plug’s
countenance.

“Waal!” he said, finally. “I’m wagerin’
my pet rattlesnake ef it ain’t our posie-
boy, all dressed up like an ornery hombre.
Bran’ new suit o’ punchin’ clothes, jes’ like
he reckons he belongs in 'em! Ain’t y’afeerd
you're goin’ to git ’em dirty afore Sun-
day?”

“T reckon I kin keep ’em clean enough,
stranger,” answered Mat. “I’ll keep ’em
clean enough, thet is, pervidin’ no scum
gits near me, An’ I ain’t aimin’ t’ let you
git near me. See?”

“Lordy me, oh, my! What an ornery
cuss this 1i’l dude do bel” answered Keffer,
still affecting inspection of Mat’s new
clothes, to avoid the necessity of looking
into a pair of steel-blue eyes hinting sud-
den death.

“Yo're Plug Keffer, I reckon,” said Mat
directly, “an’ I heared as how you swore
high an’ holy thet yo're goin’ to git my
scalp afore sundown. Ef yore goin’ to be
a man o’ yore word, Plug Keffer, y'ain’t got
so much time to be beatin’ aroun’ the bush
like, ’'cause the sun’s gittin’ lower every
minute. I come to town plumb hasty like
s0’s to give you yore chanst. Don’t be
disapp’intin’ me, Keffer, ’cause I do hate
makin' this trip t’ no purpose an’ avail
My scalp is right here on my haid.”

“Oh, I aim to be gittin’ all th’ enj'yment
possible out’n this here entertainment afore
the show’s over, youngster,” said Keffer,

“an’ I'm enj'yin’ myself a-plenty.” Which
was not exactly so. Keffer knew that the
eyes of Torry were upon him from the low-
office window. Torry had said that Mat
never drew first on a man—but anybody
might make mistakes. Torry might have
made a mistake. Keffer's grin was un-
usually wide in his forced amusement. “But
don’t turn ’roun’ an’ lope away on thet hoss
o’ your'n ef I happens t’come kind o’ close
t'yvou,” he continued. “’'Twouldn’t look
nice afore all these folks here, ef you'd up
an’ turn yaller. You got lots to learn
’bout the proprieties o’ social conduc’, an’
I'm aimin’ t’give you a lesson right soon.
I might spile yore nice new clothes a bit
in teachin’ you.”

It became increasingly evident to Mat
that Plug Keffer had no real appetite for
a shooting-match, While Mat had no fear
of a man in a fist fight, he could not re-
frain from making some remark taunting
Keffer with fear to shoot it out.

“I reckon thet yo’re mighty close enough
now for good shootin’, even ef y'ain’t no
wizard on th’ trigger,” said Mat. “An’,
moreover, I ain’t never b'en known to make
a motion for my shooter till after th’ other
man starts to draw. I’ll wait till you've
got yore hand right on th’ butt o’ yore gun,
Keffer, afore I as much as starts the trip
t’ my holster an’ cogperates with our
popular undertaker.”

“Yo’re a most obligin’ gent, youngster,”
said Keffer, “but I aim t’ prevent yore
bein’ buried in a clean suit o’ clothes.”

Feeling that the time was ripe for action,
Keffer stepped forward toward One-Gun.
Keffer had no mind to be drawn into a
gun duel and it was well to stop parleying
before Nelson showed him up as not be-
ing eager to settle differences with bullets.

“Thet's a smart-lookin’ outfit you got
on,” Plug said, keeping his hands signifi-
cantly high above his holsters, and taking
a pinch of Mat’s Levis between his fingers.

“Keep yore dirty hooks off'n mel”
barked Mat. He turned his boot heel
sideways and with his spur he rowelled
Keffer in the chest.

With a shout of rage Keffer grabbed the
foot at the ankle and yanked the rider from
his horse. - Mat, who had by this time
freed his feet from the stirrups, was pre-
pared for the attack, and in coming to the
ground landed more after the fashion of
?a[voluntary jump than as the result of a
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Plug Keffer was taken by surprise, for
he had figured on Mat’s landing at full
length in the street, and towered ready to
hurl himself down upon a prostrate ad-
versary, Nelson, on his feet, whirled
around like a flash and caught the burly
Plug flush on the jaw with a well-planted
right.

From that instant One-Gun understood
why Keffer had stirred up a fist fight.
Keffer was the first man in all Mat’s ex-
perience who had ever remained on his
feet after a solid punch like that. He knew
that he was in for the biggest man-to-man
tussle of his life. And he was right.

LUG KEFFER lashed out mercilessly

with his superiority of pessibly forty

pounds. Had the two men scaled in
before the fight, the younger would prob-
ably have hit the beam at one hundred and
eighty, while Keffer would be good for
close to two hundred and twenty pounds
of hard, mature brawn.

As the mammoth Keffer and the lithe
Mat whaled away at each other, the charm
of silence seemed to have been broken. Men
and youths were running now to the scene
of the grim battle.

Each combatant, in his way, was a clever
man with his fists. Keffer knew his own
greatest asset to be his overbearing weight
and steel-taut sinews of maturity, and he
constantly bore in with the object of lean-
ing his bulk on the lighter man and grap-
pling with him while he administered fistic
punishment. Mat, on the other hand, quick-
1y understood that his own best cpportuni-
ties lay in peppering the huge bulk before
him at long range, at least until the other
man should weaken before the onslaught.
But Keffer did not show any signs of weak-
ening. He seemed to have the granite jaw,
and, despite his reputation as a drinker of
alcoholic beverages, to have the recuper-
ative powers of an animal.

There was still another threat facing
Mat. Plug was a sniper, he knew that.
He did not know, however, at what instant
Plug might suddenly decide that there had
been enough of fists, and attempt to seize
an opportunity to bring guns into action.
Plug would do that, of course, when sure
that a decided advantage on the draw lay
with him, if he would do that at all.

Once, Plug drew back his fist to start a
long swing from the hip. Mat took no
chance, and on seeing his opponent’s hand
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go close to a holster, rapidly swung his own
right down near the gun butt. There was,
however, no gun-play. Several times Keffer
started swings near the hip, and finally he
noticed the suspicions on Nelson’s part. He
decided to take advantage of the situation.
Starting a right near the hip, he saw Mat's
right drop near the holster. Instantly,
Plug lashed over a left, the right only
feinting.

The .surprise blow caught One-Gun
square on the side of the head and sent a
ringing tune through his ear. For a sec-
ond he felt himself swaying. He reeled
backward against a spectator and suc-
ceeded in maintaining a footing.

Sensing the advantage, however, Plug
ripped into him, but Nelson slipped under
the two flailing fists, When the big, ox-
like Keffer charged again it was in a spirit
of rage which rnade him forget the essen-
tials of self-defense in an effort to land fin-
ishing blows,

It was just the opportunity that Mat
needed. Keffer was playing for the head.
Mat, who had already bruised his fists on
the unshaven countenance of Plug and dis-
covered that he might easily break his hand
without stowing away his adversary for
good and all, directed his attention to the
midsection of Keffer. Dropping under
Plug’s charging fists, he planted two terrific
blows, right and Ieft squarely above the
Keffer belt-line, They were the most tell-
ing blows he had landed. The air fairly
whistled out of the flailing gorilla like a
hoarse steam siren. Keffer's eyes were
crossed in pain and surprise for a moment, |
while a sudden and spontaneous outburst
of cheers lauded Nelson’s success,

Mat now went about his task with deter-
mination. Keffer could not take medicine
in the stomach with the same unconcern
with which he could let blows bounce from
his jaw. Keffer was weakening, there was
no doubt about it. He doubled up, his
arms lowered, exposing a goodly portien of
jawbone. It was too good an opportunity
to resist. Mat suddenly brought up a
right with full force on the point of Kef