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I was ashamed to
always be so tired.

“—_—

I always felt simply “run- down” and didn’t know why until my
~doctor put me wise. He explained why I felt “tired”—why my youth-
fl vigor was slipping away —and suggested that a nutritional pep-
; g vitamin-mineral formula could help. One day I sent for a
FREE supply of high-potency Vitasafe Capsules, and after

3 sule each dm for a short time, I began to feel new

living! T decided to continue with the Vitasafe Plan.

23 Today I~feel ereat—and you may too! Why don’t you see for
s=lf 1f you Can agam feel peppy and full of life! Take advan-

this sezsaiic -nsk offer as I did!

H}ga-})otency Capsules

i Vitamins, Minerals and Lipotropic Factors
You pay only 25¢ to help cover postage and shipping expenses

Safe nutritional formula containing 27 proven ingredients: Glutamic Acid,
* Choline, Inositel, Methionine, Citrus Bioflavonoid, 11 Vitamins plus 11 Minerals

¢ EACH DAILY VITASAFE CAPSULE CONTAINS To prove to you the re- you an important dosag
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price!

AMAZING PLAN
SLASHES VITAMIN PRICES
ALMOST IN HALF

With free vitamins
you will also receive com-
plete details regarding the
benefits of this ing new

your

SPECILE FORIM

ULA FOR WOIAEN ALSO AVAILABLE.

CHECK CCUPGH IF DESIRED. times the mini § Plan that proy u reg-
e e e = %alll\' requirement of Vitamin ularly with all the factory-
e vl o el A potore ool , and the full concentra- fresh vitamins and minerals
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Council
for the other four important
vitamins! Each capsule con-
tains the amazing Vitamin

43 West 61st Sireet, New Vork 23, N. Y. National Research

Yes, I accept your generous no-risk offer
under the \/mxsam Plan as advertised m

WESIE ROMAZSCESS

Send me m_\ FREE 30-day supply of high-
potency Vitasafe Capsules as checked below:

no obligation to buy any-
thing! If after taking your
free Capsules for three weeks
you are not entirely satisfied,
simply return the handy post-
card that comes with your
free supply and that will end

nourish your body organs.
Vitasafe Capsules also con-
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{ B-12, a vitamin that helps

t

f
[J Woman’s Formula !f tain Glutamic Acid, a natural
| substance derived from wheat
t gluten and thought by many
t doctors to help nourish the

brain cells for mere power of

the matter. Otherwise it’s up
to us — you don’t have to do
a thing —and we will see
that you get your monthly
supplies of capsules on time

f

I concentration and increased
§ mental alertness. And now,
§
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for as long as vou wish, at the
low money-saving price of
only $2.78 per month (a sav-
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TO OUR RE ADERS This magazine has been STREAMLINED

for your convenience. It contains the same
number of pages and words as before. but you will find it easier to read
and handle with thinner paper. We would like to hear from you, telling
us whether you agree or disagree with this change, so won’t you please
drop us a card? Thank you. The Ediiors.
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What’s your boss
'saying about you?

Have you mastered the job . . .

 The door is usually open. Today it’s closed.

They’re talking about you . .

. about

vour future. You don’t have to hear to
know what they’re saying. Because there’s
nobody who knows more about you and

your present job than you.
~_ 2 OK....So you have
- Five years on the same job.

For Real Job Secanty—Cet an I. C. S. Diploma!

ARCHITECTURE
and BUILDING
CONSTRUCTION

0 Air Conditioning

O Architecture

[ Arch. Drawing and
Designing

[ Buiiding Contractor

[J Building Estimator

[0 Carpentry and Millwork

O Carpenter Foreman

O Heating

O Interior Decoration

O Painting Contractor

[ Plumbing

[ Reading Arch. Biueprints
ART

[ Commercial Art

[ Magazine & Book lllus.

0 Show Card and
Sign Lettering

3 Sketching and Painting
AUTCNVSTIVE

[ Automobiles

[ Auto Body Rebuilding
and Refinishing

[ Auto Engine Tuneup

0O Auto Technician

Nam.

“experience.”

BOX 45301A. SCRANTON 15, PENNA.
Wlthout cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED" and the opportumty booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson):

learned

everything there is to know about it?

If your answer is ‘‘yes,”” success is right
around the corner. But if the answer is
’ then your experience doesn’t amount

to much. And chances are these things are
true about you: you just ‘“‘coast’” along
with things...you do nothing and go

LC: S., Seranton 15, Penna.

(Pamal list of 257 courses)

home all tired out. BEWARE! Those are
danger signals. Unless you take a fresh
look at things, you’ll be doing the same
job at the same salary for the next five
years. And the next five.

What you can do about your future

If you want to succeed ... make more
money, earn the respect of your family
and community . .. you have to take the
bull by the horns. Success doesn’t just
come along. You have to meet it halfway.
So act NOW and make your experience
mean something. Add I1.C.S. training to
your record and start going places. Do it
at home, in your spare time, for a few
cents a day.

Does it work? These facts answer that.
A recent survey shows that in a single
120-day period, 1973 1. C.S. students were
promoted to better jobs. If yox had acted
a year ago, one of them could have been
you. So mail the coupon below foday.
Pick your favorite subject

257 1. C.S. courses to choose from. 203
expert I. C. S. instructors to give you per-
sonal help. No time or expense going to
and from classes. No interference with
business and social life.

Your first step

Sit down right now and fill out the
coupon below. Check your favorite sub-
ject. I. C. S. will send you FREE and
without obligation of any sort, three
books. One, ‘“How to Succeed,” tells you
how to start climbing to
the top. Second book
outlines the opportuni-
ties in the field of your
choice. Also, a free
sample lesson in basic
mathematics.

Accredited Member,
National Home Study Conncil

AVIATION

[ Aero-Engineering Technology

O Aircraft & Engine Mechanic
BUSINESS

0 Accounting

O Advertising

O Business Administration

[ Business Management

[ Cost Accounting

[ Creative Salesmanship

[J Managing a Small Business

[ Professional Secretary

[] Public Accounting

] Purchasing Agent
[ Salesmanship

D Salesmanship and
Management

[ Traffic Management
CHEMICAL

[ Analytical Chemistry

[ Chemical Engineering

O Chem. Lab. Technician

O Elements of Nuclear Energy

[ General Chemistry

] Natural Gas Prod. and Trans.

[ Petroleum Prod. and Engr.

0 Professional Engineer (Chem)

0O Pulp and Paper Making

Civi
ENGIN EERING
[ Civil Engineering
[J Construction Engineering
[ Highway Engineering
[ Professional Engineer (Civif)
[J Reading Struc. Blueprints
O Structural Engineering
[ Surveying and Mapping

DRAFTING
[ Aircraft Drafting
[ Architectural Drafting
[ Drafting Machine Design
O Electrical Drafting
[J Mechanical Drafting
[J Sheet Metal Drafting
O Structural Drafting

ELECTRICAL
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O Elec. Engr. Technician
[ Elec. Light and Power
O Practical Electrician
[ Practical Lineman
[ Professional Engineer (Elec)

HIGH SCHOOL
[0 High School Diploma

Age

[ Good English
[ High School Mathematics
3 Short Story Writing

LEADERSHIP
[ Industrial Foremanship
O Industrial Supervision
O Personnel-Labor Relations
[ Supervision

MECHANICAL
and SHOP
O Diesel Engines
[ Gas-Elec. Welding
O Industrial Engineering
O Industrial Instrumentation
O Industrial Metallurgy
[ Industrial Safety
O Machine Design
[J Machine Shop Practice
1 Mechanical Engineering
{3 Professional Engineer (Mech)
O Quality Control
O Reading Shop Blueprints
O Refrigeration and
Air Conditioning
O Tool Design [J Tool Making

RADIO, TELEVISION
[ General Electronics Tech.

Home Address.

O Industrial Electronics

O Practical Radio-TV Eng'r'g
O Practical Telephony

[ Radio-TV Servicing

RAILROAD
O Car Inspector and Air Brake
O Diesel Electrician
0 Diesel Engr. and Fireman
[ Diesel Locomotive

STEAM and

DIESEL POWER
[ Combustion Engineering
O Power Plant Engineer
[ Stationary Diesel Engr.
[ Stationary Fireman

TEXTILE
[ Carding and Spinning
O Cotton Manufacture
[ Cotton Warping and Weaving
] Loom Fixing Technician
[ Textile Designing
[ Textile Finishing & Dyeing
O Throwiag
[ Warping and Weaving
[J Worsted Manufacturing

City.

Zone.

State

Working Hours

AM. to P.M

Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd.,

, Canada. . .

. Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.




Special Feature

r—I\HE STAGE thundered around

the mountain, the two teams.on
a wild gallop. Driver Hank
Monk cracked his long lash over the
backs of the leaders, demanding even
more speed from the running horses.

A man stuck his head out of the
window. “Hey, you fool!” he shouted,
hanging onto his derby hat with one
hand, the other braced against the
lurching of the Concord. “You tryin’
to kill us off!”

“We'll be late into Auburn,” Hank
Monk hollered, “unless I get some
speed out of these nags!” Suddenly he
cried, “Hang on, passengers, there’s a
boulder ahead!”

A huge granite boulder had toppled
down to block the stage-road. The
front team leaped over it, but the rear
team got snagged, and the stagecoach

slid, swung to one side, and over-

turned.

STAGE TO PERDITION

by Len Turner

There was the threshing of horses,
fighting against their harnesses—
squealing, struggling horses. The pas-
sengers screamed and there was dust
and gravel. Hank Monk was thrown
from his high seat. But he held onto
the lines as he hit the gravel, and
when he got to his feet—bruised and
shaken—he still held the ribbons. The
back team struggled to its feet, but the
stage still lay on its side. Only the
teams, standing on the narrow road,
kept it from sliding off into the ra-
vines, for the reach had not broken.

“Steady, boys,” the old stage driv-
er said. “Take it easy. Back up a lit-
tle, boys—there, that’s it, horses!”

His words calmed the horses and,
this done, he went to the stage, got
on it, and pulled open the door.

“Anybody hurt down there?”

[Twuin To Page 7]
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Learn Radio-Television
Servicing or Communications

by Practicing at Home

in Spare Time

N.R.1. SENDS kits with which you prac-
tice building circuits common to Radio
and TV sets. You LEARN-BY-DOING
to locate Radio-TV troubles. As part of
N.R.I. Servicing Course, you build Vacuum
Tube Voltmeter and AC-DC receiver. Use-
VTVM to conduct experiments,
earn extra money fixing
sets in spare time.

Bigger than ever and still grow-
ing fast. That's why Radio-TV
has special appeal to ambitious
men not satisfied with their
job and earnings. More than
4,000 Radio and TV stations.
More than 150 million home
- and auto Radios, 40 million
LESMITH TV sets. Color TV promises
Founder added opportunities. For the
trained man, there are good jobs, bright fu-
tures in Radio-TV Servicing or Broadcasting.
Training PLUS opportunity is the ideal
combination for success. plan row to get
into Radio-TV. The technical man is looked
up to. He does important work, gets good
pay for it. Radio-Television offers that kind
of work. NRI can supply training quickly,
without expense of going away to school.
. Keep your job while training. You learn
at home in your spare time. NRI is the
OLDEST and LARGEST home study Radio-
TV school. Its methods have proved success-
ful for more than 40 years.

- IBADIO-TV BROADCASTING (see above) offers
~ important ‘yositions as Operators and Technicians.

. [RADIO-TV SERVICING Technicians (see below)
imeeded in every community. Their services are
| respected, their skill appreciated.

“Doing spare time re- =

airs on Radio and TV. -
oon servicing full| Nﬂflonql

I was repairing Radios
by 10th lesson. Now
have good TV job.”
M. R. LINDEMUTH,

Fort Wayne, Ind. GINS, Waltham, Mass. |

“I had a successful

. : i “Th
Radio repair shop. Now § : e eroa Dimber of

| Name

Fast Growing Field Offers You
Good Pay, Success, Bright Future

SEND FOR BOTH.

Radio Institute
time.” CLYDE HIG- ! Dept, 8AT, Woshington 16, D. C.

Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-Page Catalog
| FREE. (No salesman will call. Please write plainly.}

Added Income Soon-$10, $15_

a Week in Spare Time
Soon after enrolling, many NRI students
start to earn 310, 315 a week in spare time
fixing sets. Some pay for their training and
enjoy extra luxuries this way. Some make
enough to start their own Radio-TV shops.
NRI training is practical —gets quick results.
Easy to understand, well illustrated lessons
teach you basic principles. And you LEARN-
BY-DOING by practicing with kits of equip-
ment which “bring to life” things you study.;

Find Out What NRI Offers.

NRI has trained thousands for successful
careers in Radio-TV. Study fast or slow—as
you like. Diploma when you graduate. Mail
coupon now. Paste it on a postcard or mail in
envelope. ACTUAL LESSON FREE. Also 64
page catalog that shows opportunities, shows
equipment you get. Cost of NRI courses low.
Easy terms. NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE,

Dept. 8AT, Washington §5, D, C.

= o

X

Age_—»

WHPE.” V.W.WORK.

I'm Engineer for
(6)

: Address.

MAN, High Point, N.C

Zone. State.

. ' S S v
VETERA_NS Approved Under G.1. Bills Lgtér‘o_d_“_ei Momber National Homa Study Councll




Stage To Perdition

One by one the passengers climbed
out. Two women, one man—and a boy
of about seven. The women were trem-
bling with fear—the boy was wide-
eyed with wonder—and the man was
mad.

“I warned you to slow down, driver!
T’ll sue this company from here to
billy-hell! You had no call to drive
this stage at such a break-neck
speed.

“Had to make connections with the
Auburn stage, like I said. Well, I'll
unhitch the lead team, ride into the
next junction, and get help out to you
folks. Just take it easy, people.”

A few minutes later, bruised and
battered, Hank Monk rode down the
trail, astraddle the off-lead horse.
When he got to the next depot he told
about the wreck. “Boulder slid down,”
he explained. “Nothing hurt. . .except
a drummer’s feelings.”

The salvage-crew hooked a team to
a wagon and loaded in chains and
rope. “You're comin’ back with us,
ain’t you, Hank?”

But Hank Monk slowly shook his
grizzled head. *“I'm through with
stage-drivin’. . . forever.”

They stared in amazement. Hank
Monk, the great driver, giving up the
ribbons? Hank Monk, the man who
had gained fame by his tongue, his
expert handling of plunging teams?
Hank Monk was quitting? No, it
couldn’t be true!

But it was true.

ANK MONK was a brave man

and, like many brave men, he
liked to joke and laugh. Every time
he finished a run, he had a joke for
the handlers. He had wandered into
San Francisco in 1852. Whether he had
come around the Straits of Magellan,
or had hiked across Panama, or had
_ trekked overland nobody seems to
know. But most everybody agreed—

(continued from page 5)

later—that he was indeed an efficient
stage-coach driver.

He applied for a job at the Cali-
fornia Stage Company’s office, and he
did his first driving on the Auburn-
Sacramento run, and there were many
passengers to be hauled, for at this
time the gold rush was at a high fren-
zy. But this country was rather level—
the foothills of the Sierra Nevada
Mountains—and young Hank craved
for a mere adventuresome rum.

“I’d like to run from Genoa, Ne-
vada, up the east side of the Sierras,”
he told the manager. “I’'m tired of this
level country.” :

“You mean that, Hank?”

“Sure I do. I know you've got a
hard time keepin’ drivers ocut of
Genoa, because the run is so tough.
I could use the bonus and a little
excitement.”

“You got the run, Hank,” the man-
ager said, breathing a little prayer.
His best driver, of his own accerd,
was taking the roughest run! This was
indeed his lucky day!

Hank later said he enjoyed the run =

out of Genoa. It was the most difficult
bit of road on the Overland’s route.
Suddenly the Sierras reared their lofty
heights upward to pierce the blue Cal-
ifornia sky. The trial was narrow, the
terrain rough; there were many sharp
bends, and below were canyons thou-
sands of feet deep. Here was excite-
ment enough for any man! And for
Hank Monk—a man of medium height
with brown hair and brown eyes—this
was the life!

Here, on this run, he stumbled and
lurched his way into fame. And that
fame came to him because Horace
Greeley, the great New York editor,
was one day his passenger.

This was in 1859. Greeley was mak-
ing a trip across the United States,
probably feeling out the “grass-rcot”

[Turn To Page 92]
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Novel of Outlaw Cunning

by Art Cleveland

The vengeance trail led Johnny Mill into Relton, where he

found two things right off the bat. First, he saw a girl he

knew he wanted to marry; second, he found himself con-

tacted by rustlers who mistook him for the very man Mill
sought — Boyd Harkin!

a man and found a woman. His

search for the man took him
across three States to the wide cattle
. country of western Arizona, and some-
thing in his steely calmness as he
asked questions seemed to bode ill for
Boyd Harkin. But news of Harkin’s
movement was sometimes honestly
vague, and sometimes purposely false,
so that Johnny Mill drifted into Rel-
ton without quite knowing whether he
was on the trail or not.

But there he found the woman.

He hadn’t been locking for her, yet
since away back before this search
began he had been looking for her.
The way most every man looks for
a woman, knowing that when he finds
her a part of his life will be ended
- and another part beginning. That was
the way of it with Johnny Mill.

The woman was young, sitting the
seat of a buckboard that rattled along
the main street of Relton. She had
bright brown hair that tumbled richly
from under her sombrero to caress her

J OHNNY MILL went looking for

shoulders, and in the sunlight her eyes
flashed very blue. She was small, yet
strong and full-breasted, her curves
held proudly beneath a mannish check
shirt, her brown legs bare from buck-
skin skirt to neat little riding boots.

Johnny froze in the act of hitch-
ing his black horse outside the Wild-
cat Saloon, watching the girl go past.
Her eyes met his for a short moment,
slid over his lean length of body, then
flashed away. ,

An old-timer leaned against a veran-
da post enjoying the sun’s warmth,
and he looked the kind who could and
would tell you the history of any giv-
en person at a moment’s notice. With
his gaze still on the rattling buckboard,
Johnny sidled to the old man and said,
“Who is she, fella?”

“Huh? What’s that?”

“The gal— the one on the buck-
board. Who else?” Johnny was impa-
tient. “D’you know her? Is she from
around these parts?”

The old-timer squinted after the
vanishing wagon and chuckled.



“Ah—her? She’s Miss Dorman. Val-
erie Dorman, daughter o’ old Jake

Dorman what owns the Circle D.
Heck, everybody knows the Dor-
mans.”

“Big outfit, huh?” Johnny asked.
“Lot of beef? Lot o’ riders?”

“Nope. Not big folks at all, the
Dormans. O Jake’s got his troubles
like most folks, I guess—money trou-
bles mostly. No, sir, them Dormans
ain’t well knowed because they’re rich.
It's jus’ that they’re danged respect-
able folks an’ liked by most every-
body, if you get what I mean. Kinda
iriendly like.”

“Sure, sure. But look—that Miss

- Dorman—she ain’t spoke for, is she?

I mean, there ain’t nobody fixin’ to

put a rope an’ brand on her...”

“Hell!” the old boy said, spitting
tobacco juice.
ain’t you. You mean business, huh?”

v He chuckled heartily. “Wal, if you can

corral that gal you’re a plumb better
man ‘an the other young bucks around
here. Ain’t none of ’em what ain’t
throwed a rope at her, one time or an-
other. She jus’ ain’t interested, I reck-
on.”

“A fella can only try,” Johnny Mill
said. “An’ when I try, I try danged
hard. Back home some folks call me
downright stubborn.”

HE LEFT the old-timer chuckling,

and swung into the saloon. The
Wildcat was beginning to fill up for
the sundown trade, the barkeeps slid-
ing drinks to meet the unending thirst.
Johnny Mill edged into a place at the
bar. bought a whisky, and right away
became an object of interest to the

“You're kinda eager;=:
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squat, hard-faced man at his right el-
bow.

The squat man had a protruding
stomach that built up into a barrel-
like chest. His arms were immense,
the bulk of them testing the strength
of the sleeves that snugged them, His
eyes were small and squinting; his
nose was twisted off-center; and at
his left thigh he toted a .45 with a
huge redwood butt. He looked at John-
ny Mill as if there were secret thoughts
in his head, or as if he was wondering
about something.

His opening remark was inevitable.
“Stranger, huh? I ain’t seen you
around before.”

“Jus’ drifted in,” Johnny
“Plumb busy town you got here.”

“Sure is. Center o’ the western Ari-
zona cattle country. You—you come
- far, stranger?”’

“Purty far,” Johnny said.

“You talk like you was a Texan,”
the heavy man said thoughtfully. “Me,
I done spent some years along the Pe-
cos, an’ you talk powerful like the
folks back there.”

" “You got me,” Johnny said.
from west o’ the Pecos.”

“That’s what I figured.” And there
was something about the way he said
that, and Johnny Mill looked at him
and saw the knowing shadow of mirth
in his eyes. The squat man said, “You
fixin’ to stay awhile?”

This was something beyond normal
curiosity, and Johnny didn’t like peo-
ple who nosed into his business. He
said, “That depends. Mebbe yes, meb-
be no.”

He tossed off the drink, strolled
away; and because he was saddle-
weary, and not up to looking for a
room in this crowded town for awhile,
he relaxed on a vacant chair beside a
gaming table.

Then he saw the squat man, push-
ing out from the crowd at the bar and
making toward him. It was a bit too
much for Johnny, and a few choice
words of discouragement formed in his

said.

“I’'m

mind. But before he could utter them
the squat man was sitting beside him
and chuckling softly, sort of confi-
dentially.

“Don’t blame you for bein’ kinda
careful,” he told Johnny. “Us kinda
hombres can’t take chances with
strangers, huh? But it’s all right, fella.
I'm Steener. Cal Steener.”

“You are, huh?” Johnny said.
“That’s fine...that’s dandy. I never
heard o’ you.” :

“J — kfiow. you neverl = Sfecher
grinned. “That’s got nothing to do
with it.” He leaned closer, that con-
fiding chuckle rumbling again. “I'm
one o’ Wolf Yates’ boys, see. Woli
sent me. He’s kinda expectin’ you.”

Johnny Mill was getting tired of this
loco game. He said, “Look, I never
heard o’ Wolf Yates, either, so meb-
be you plumb better run along
and. =

“What?” Steener jerked back in his
chair, his little eyes searching yet
doubtful. He said, slowly, “It’s one o’
three things. I'm talkin’ to the wrong
man. . .youre jokin’...or you’re the
danged most cautious hombre I ever
came across. Stranger, would the name
Boyd Harkin mean anythin’ to you?”

“Boyd Harkin!” Johnny repeated
the name on impulse, the excitement
streaking through him to flush his
face and tighten the lines of his mouth.

Cal Steener relaxed, a relieved grin
on his broad and fleshy face. He said,

- “Harkin, you sure had me worried for

a minute. I thought I'd been gabbin’
to the wrong fella. You sure are a
plumb careful hombre, but that’s all
right. You had to be sure, huh? Welf
likes his boys to be careful, anyway.
In our game it pays, huh?”

Mill listened, an instinctive part of
him controlling his tongue while his
excited- brain tried to sort out the
thoughts. :

“What’s the next move, now you’ve
found me?”

“Wolf’s at his cabin up on Saddle-
back, north o’ here,” Steener said.
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“We’ll go there. But there ain’t no
hurry. I guess you're saddle-tired an’
hankerin’ for a rest, huh? We can hit
the trail in the mornin’.”

Then Steener said something about
getting to know each other and there
was no better way than over a drink.
Seeing that they were going to work
together, and all. And he strode heav-
ily to the bar to buy whiskies, leaving
Johnny a few moments to sum up this
situation.

OY D HARKIN -{he "man ‘he'd

searched three States for, was fix-
ing to join in some kind of work with
a gang run by this Wolf Yates’. And
Steener thought that Johnny Mill was
Harkin. That was the set-up. It fitted
in with Johnny’s yearning to meet
Harkin, too. It was a sure way of
meeting him. But there was a weak-
ness.

What about Yates? Did he know
Harkin by sight, or was it a long-dis-
tance arrangement between men who
had never met? That was something
to find out before he went to Yates’
cabin on Saddleback. He still grap-
pled with the problem as Cal Steener
waddled back with the drinks.

“Fact is, these are on Wolf,” the
squat hombre said. “He tol’ me to look
after you an’ make you welcome an’
tossed me the dinero to do it.”

Plainly, the coming Harkin was
thought of as a man of some impor-
tance. Could it mean that Harkin and
Yates were old friends?

“You didn’t take long to pick me
out, Steener,” Mill said, launching his
investigation. “I hardly breasted that
bar before you was on to me. How
come? I guess Wolf must've give you
a purty good description o’ me, huh?”

Steener grinned and shrugged,
mighty pleased with himself.

“I jus’ kinda used my head. Had to.
Wolf couldn’t give no description of
you, seein’ that you sure didn’t send
a picture o’ yourself with the letter,
huh? But I was lookin’ for a new face

an’ someone from Texas; an’ when I
see you mosey into here all covered
with traildust, and when I hear you
ask for a drink in that ol’ Tex-
an drawl...” He chuckled again “In
our business a fella’s gotta use his
head or he’s no-danged good, huh?”

“You're plumb right,” Jchnny
agreed. So Yates didn’t know Harkin
by sight. That was fine. That was dan-
dy.

Minutes later the two men were on
the street. Steener saw to the feeding
and cleaning of Johnny’s horse in the
town corral, then led him to the room
over the store. There Johnny dumped
his gear, cleaned himself up, then went
with Steener to a cafe for a meal.

The safest thing, he figured, would
be to let Steener do all the talking.
When Steener had finished playing
with a rather scared waitress’ hand,
Johnny went to work to induce talk.

“How’s business going?” he asked,
smiling knowingly. “Wolf’s business,
I mean.”

Through a large mouthful of steak,
Steener said, “Fine. Like I said be-
fore, we're organized good, see. We
got a way o’ gettin’ the stuff hid
quick, an’ a way of gettin’ it drove
outa the country seeret like2 T. = 1 &
don’t rightly know how much I oughta
tell you, Harkin, seein’ that yeoure
here for a kinda special job an’ won’t
have nothin’ to do with the cattle part
of it. I'll leave it to Wolf, I guess. If
he wants to tell you things. ..wal, he’s
the boss, ain’t he? I don’t mean no of-
fence, Harkin. You savvy?”

¢CQURE, SURE,” Johnny said,
thinking of cattle being hidden
quickly and driven out of the country
secretly, and knowing all he wanted
to know. But that “kinda special” job
he was in for, that had him worried.
He said, “Sure, I ain’t aimin’ to
nose into what’s none o’ my business,
Steener. I’ll be kinda busy givin’ Wolf
his money’s worth of service, anyway.
I always aim to give value.” :
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“When you’re dealin’ with Wolf
Yates; that’s the safest idea,” Steener
grinned. Then he chuckled. “Money’s
worth o’ service, huh? Wal, that’s one
way o’ putting it. You know Harkin, I
sometimes figure that you gunslicks
have got the best end o’ things. I
mean, the pay’s good an’ the jobs few
an’ far between. An’ even when a job
comes up, it’s over quick. Us hombres
what do the...the field work...we
work danged hard for our dinero.”

- “You plumb should’ve learned to
throw a gun,” Jobhnny said. “All it
takes is practice.”

Steener nodded, waving a forked

potato. “An’ speed,” he said. “And
guts. Me, I've got the guts. But I
wasn’t built for fast movin’, Harkin.

You only gotta look at me to see I
couldn’t be fast, huh?”

- Johnny didn’t answer. There was
some other quality in Steener’s voice
now, something sly and velvety yet
too vague to be pinned down. Anyway,
Johnny Mill still wanted to know
about that special gunslick’s job he
was supposed to do.

He was wondering how he could
* broach the subject again when he saw
a sudden tenseness in Steener, and saw
the small dark eyes gazing fixedly at
along the row of tables in the cafe.
Johnny followed the gaze.

Down there near the door a tall,
moustached hombre, with wild ginger
hair and grimly lined face was sliding
on to a chair at a vacant table. Across
the tables between, Johnny saw the
newcomer lock gazes with Steener for
a moment, then glance curiously at
Johnny.

After that, the red-haired man took
no further notice, and at Johnny’s
side Steener resumed his eating. But
he said to Johnny, “There’s one rea-
son Wolf hired you, Harkin...that
red-thatched coyote what jus’ came
~ in. He’s been gettin’ in our hair of
late, an’ Wolf don’t stand for that.
Likely he’ll have you fix that guy
first off.”

“Yeh?” Johnny said. “Who is he?”
“Red Ames,” Steener said, “Red
Ames, Marshal o’ Relton.”

HAE NIGHT in
the darkness of the
room over the store,
while Cal Steener
snored in another
bed near by, Johnny
Mill did some seri-

ous thinking. The
more he thought
about it, the more

e £.o" 2 WO he was convinced
that he’d drlfted into a bad situation.
Mention of Boyd Harkin had done
it, of course. Johnny wanted Harkin
badly, and when they met it would be
a fast two-way blast of lead. So far,
Harkin hadn’t seemed keen to face up
to it, and Johnny was danged tired of
riding the long trails looking for the
man.

I’'ve got to stick around, he thought.
Guess there’s nothin’ for it but to go
through with this wmasquerade for
awhile. He hoped he’d be able to handle
the explosive situation when Harkin
showed up. On that none-too-comfort-
ing thought he slept.

In the morning he and Steener
breakfasted at the cafe. Steener
played with the waitress’s wrist again,
leering up at her, and it made Johnny
uneasy to watch him. The girl was a
pretty one, tallish and slim, with vel-
vet black hair playing up the white
smoothness of her face and the large-
ness of her dark eyes. Steener called
her Beth, his great paws worrying her.
Johnny could see that she was very
frightened of him.

Steener watched after her as she
escaped from him at last, his tiny
eyes narrgwed to slits. He said,
“Touchy little gal, huh? But she does
somethin’ to me, that one. You know
...up there on Saddleback a man gets
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mighty lonesome at times.
lonesome!”

Johnny changed the subject with a
brisk question: “You figurin’ to pull
out this morning?”

Steener nodded. “Guess we better.

It’s a twelve-hour ride to the cabin,
an’ we don’t wanta have to climb
them mountain trails after dark.”
" They saddled their horses in the
town corral, and rode back to the
store. They humped their gear down
from the room and were strapping
saddlepacks in place when Johnny
Mill heard the rattle of an approach-
ing buckboard. He turned his head
to see Valerie Dorman’s strong and
pretty face, framed in that sombrero
and rich brown hair.

- The buckboard drew almost level,
its team of horses walking, and as the
girl turned her gaze to him his hand
went to his hat. He swept the sweat-
stained hat from his brown brow and
smiled at her. And in that moment he
saw her gaze flick to Steener, harden,
and flick back at Johnny with brief
but pungent contempt.

Then she looked straight ahead as
the buckboard, loaded with provisions,
rattled toward the west trail out of
town.

Steener hadn’t noticed the girl or
Mill’s interest in her, for which John-
ny was glad. He jammed his hat back
on his head and hoped for his burn-
ing face to fade to its normal color.
That brief, stinging contempt in the
girl’s eyes had stabbed right into him.

A moment later the men swung to
the saddles and loped easily out of
Relton, taking the north trail toward
the mountains,

Johnny took a lot of notice of that
trail, planning for the day when he
might have to use it alone, and kind
of sudden. It snaked away to the hills
which, some miles ahead, climbed in
rugged layers to the Saddleback.

The Saddleback Mountain was ob-
vious and could be picked out even
before Relton had dropped out of

Mighty

sight behind. A great shallow pass be-
tween two lo f ty ridges, it looked se
close that it was hard to associate it
with a twelve-hour ride.

The rest of the mountain range
rambled in a line almost south to
north, losing itself in the distance in
both directions. The rich Arizona cat-
tle country was west of the mountains,
in a grassy circle spreading north-to-
west-to-south around Relton. From
the number of cowhands and ranchers
he’d seen in Relton, Johnny knew that
there were many spreads out in that
territory. He thought of the Dorman’s
Circle D, marvelling that he’d forgot-
ten to ask that old-timer about its lo-
cation,

N HOUR later, Steener broke his
brooding silence. He reined his
mount back on the crumbling edge of
a ridge and pointed away to the north
toward a wide mountain trail upon
which movement and dust could be
seen.
“The boys’ve been busy,” he said.
Johnny Mill squinted his eyes to
the distance and to their keen young
sight the movement was plain enough.
“Cattle,” he said. “Bein’ drove up
into the mountains, huh? Purty big
week’s work, mebbe.”
“Purty big, Steener said.
by the look o’ that dust.”
He said no more, resuming the
climb in silence, leaving Johnny to
weigh things in his mind. :
The main climb ended and they
loped up the gentle, smoother slope
of the Saddleback. There was a clear
trail through rich, tall timder, and
beyond the timber the guardian peaks
stood yellow in the dying sunlight.
The trail snaked for maybe a mile,
then opened to a wide clearing in the
forest. The clearing was dotted with
small log buildings, and Steener led
the way toward the biggest. They
loped past a corral in which ran good
horseflesh, and Johnny saw the move-

“A herd
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ment of men about one or two of the
smaller buildings.

Outside the big cabin the two men
dismounted, Steener said, ‘“Here’s
where you meet the boss. We'll see to
the hosses later.”

He led Johnny into the cabin, care-
* lessly pushing open the unlocked door.
A small, very lean man, with high
forehead and a thin black moustache,
got up from a chair. He flashed his
teeth in a smile.

“Back already, Cal, huh?” he said,
but not even glancing at the squat
man. “So this is the gunslinger, huh?”

He strode lightly forward, his move-
ments somehow careless yet tigerish,
suggestive of much strength in a small
body. He shook hands with Johnny
Mill and there was no doubt about
~ the strength of his grip.

“You don’t look like a gunman,
Harkin,” he said, flashing that smile
- again,

“Like I said to Steener,” Johnny re-
plied, “who does?”

“Yeh...you're right. Waal, you
- sure didn’t waste any time gettin’

here. That’s the way I like it, Harkin. -

That’s my way, too. When there’s
somethin’ to be done, do it. Huh?”

HE MOTIONED Johnny to a chair

nd took one hlmself He said,
“T’ve got a couple o’ jobs lined up an’
we might as well talk about ’em. Din-
ner’ll be a while yet.... I'm short-
handed with help jus’ now, most o’ the
boys bein’ out on a job.”

“We done seen the herd on the
mountain trail,” Steener said, rolling
Limself a cigaret and flopping his bulk
on a chair. “A good haul, it looked
Liloe

Wolf Yates nodded off-handedly,
like a bussinessman who, when told
that business is good treats it as some-
thing he’d every right to expect.

“P'll give you a hundred dollars a
month while you’re here, with a spe-
cial bonus every time you do a job.
That's my way. All my boys get a

monthly wage, with a bonus each time
I sell a herd o’ beef. Your bonus’ll
be higher, Harkin, on account o’ your
job bein’ kinda specialised.”

“That’s dandy, that’s fine,” Johnny
said. But he had a part to play, he
had to make himself seem authentic.
He said, “Jus’ how much was you fig-
uring?”

“The bonus?” Yates looked at him
keenly, and threw out a bid. “I’ll make
it...a hundred dollars a time. On top
o’ your hundred a month, of course.”

“No fooling!” Johnny Mill grinned.
He got up, jammed his hat on his head
and turned for the door.

“Where’re you going?”

“Back to Texas,” Johnny said.
“Nice to’ve met you.”

“All right, all right,” the rustler
said. “T’ll make it two hundred dollars
a time.”

“Double it,” Johnny drawled. “I use
hundred-dollar bills to play poker
with.”

“Three hundred,” Yates -said.
“Three hundred each bonus...and
jobs purty often. How’s that, damn
you!”

Johnny figured the game had gone
far enough. He took off his hat and
sat down again, and Yates flashed
his smile.

“That’s settled, then. An’ your first
man is Marshal Ames of Relton, That
hombre’s been a threat ever since he
was elected six weeks ago.”

He went on to tell a story that
wasn’t new to the West, the story of
an election in which a crooked, bribe-
taking lawman was replaced by a man
who couldn’t be bribed.

It had been a serious blow to the
rustling gang. No longer could they
count on marshal and deputies to ride
the other way when ranchers reported
losses of beef. No longer could they
depend on lawmen to take a lenient
view of things when honest cowpunch-
ers were shot dead. Red Ames, in fact,
had even gone so far as to promise the
Cattlemen’s Association that he would
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clean up the rustling menace once and
for all.

OVER DINNER in the cabin, John-

son again spoke about the urgency
of Kkilling Marshal Ames. He said,
“You can leave tomorrow, huh? Do
it anyway you like—I'm not tryin’ to
tell you your business—only do it
quick. All right?”

Johnny Mill agreed. There was noth-
ing else he could do.

After the meal, Yates said, “I guess
the boys’ll be back durin’ the night or
early hours o’ morning, and there’re no
cabins vacant. You'd better double
with Cal tonight. He's got two bunks
in his cabin.”

Steener said, “Sure, that’ll be -all
right, for one night. He'll have to get
a place of his own when he comes
back, though. I'm kinda plannin’ an-
other guest for my cabin.”

“Don’t take any notice of Cal”
Johnson laughed. “He’s been feelin’
kinda romantic lately, likes to dream
sweet dreams.”

Johnny Mill breakfasted at sun-up,
had his pack loaded, and was ready
to pull out. He went to Yates’ cabin
to say goodbye, and the rustler chief
had a roll of ten-dollar bills waiting
for him.

“Heres your first hundred in ad-
vance,” he said with the wide smile.
“You'll get the bonus after the job’s
finished.” Then he handed Johnny a
‘book and pencil, and said, “I'm a
business man and I don’t leave things
to chance. Hombres have sometimes
been foolish enough to try doublin’ up
on me. Now I make my boys sign for
their money.” He pointed to a dotted
line. “Sign there.”

Mill counted the money. Then he
took the pencil, remembered in the
nick of time that he was supposed to
be Bovd Harkm and cigned accord-
ingly.

He grinned at the outlaw chief, and
turned for the door. As he reached it
Yates called to him, softly.

Johnny turned back and saw the
menacing Colt in the rustler’s small
fist. Wolf Yates said, “If you move
a finger toward your gun I’ll blast you
to hell...you snoopin’ polecaet!”

-3-

OHNNY  MILL
stood there, all
movement frozen,

knowing that some-
how he’d been found
out and the game

E& was up, and secretly
W__ I surprised at the icy
4\ calmness with which
/i v he was accepting it.

His brain was
calm and clear and he knew that, to
gain time, he had to try to bluff it
out. He split his lean face in a smile
and drawled, “What kinda game’s
this? You jokin’ or something?”

“I’'m dead serious,” Wolf Yates said,
“as you’ll find out if you move the
wrong way. An’ it’s you who’re playin’
a game. You're not Boyd Harkin at
all.”

Johnny went to speak, but the rus-
tler raised his voice to a surprising bel-
low, demanding Cal Steener’s presence.

Steener came hurrying from a cor-
ral. He lumbered into the cabin, and
stared at the scene. Yates snapped,
“Cal, take his gun. Then start ex-
plaining!”’

It was Yates, the leader talking, and
it was Steener the follower who
obeyed. With Johnny’s forty-five
tucked into his belt he looked at Wolf
Yates.

“What is this, boss? What d’you
want me to explain?”

“Why you brought this
imposter here.”

Steener looked confused, and John-
ny took the opportunity to say quick-
ly, “He’s loco, Steener. He thinks I
ain’t Harkin.”

“And you’re

damned

not,” the rustler
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snapped. “You fell into a trap, pole-
cat. You don’t really believe that I
ask all my boys to sign for their wa-
ges, do you? Half of ’em can’t write
anyway.’

“Wal, now,” Johnny said, his brain
“I did figure it was kinda

racmg,
queer.”

“TI can tell you somethmcr that’s
queerer. Your handwritin’s chanced,
Yes sir, it’s changed some! You'’re

not the hombre I wrote to and had
letters from makin’ the deal. So start
talkin’, fella. Who the hell are you?”

Johnny searched his brain for words.

Cal Steener was staring at him and

shaking a baffled head. He said, “But
boss. . .he’s a Texan he’s got the Tex-
an way o’ talkin’—

“There’re thousands of driftin’ Tex-
ans, you fool! All right, stranger, I'm
. waitin’ to hear you say somethin’.”

“All I can say,” Johnny drawled
- calmly, “is that you’re gettin’ plumb
het up about nothin’ and makin’ a
danged fool o' yourself. The hand-
writing’s easy to explain. When I wrote
to you from Texas I had a bad hand
an’ had to get somebody to write for
me. Chopped my right hand with an
axe an’ mussed it up some, Look...”
he held out his right hand, chuckling
easily. . .” you see the scar, still kinda
tender.”

Doubt flooded the faces of Yates
and Steener as they crowded forward
to look—and up went that lean hand
like a hammer, the fist suddenly tight,
smashing into Wolf Yates’ face while
the Texan’s other hand snatched at the
Colt.

HE OUTLAW leader staggered

with a strangled cry and Steener
swore and went for his gun. Johnny
wrenched that Colt from the leader’s
grip and swung it in an arc to gun-
whip Steener. Blood streaked Steener’s
big face as his own gun came into his
hand. He crashed a shot as Johnny
smashed his Colt upward for a crack
at the big man’s chin.

WESTERN ACTION

The bullet fanned Johnny’s cheek
as Steener collapsed. Then Wolf Yates
gathered himself off the wall he’d been
smashed to, and there was a swift
movement and Johnny Mill ducked in-
stinctively. A knife bit hard into the
log wall behind him and quivered
there. Johnny threw a shot at Yates
and the rustler spun crazily on his feet.
Before he’d hit the floor Johnny Mill
was out in the open and running for his
horse.

He took the saddle in a running
leap and whooped at his mount, kick-
ing for action. Men came running from
other cabins and hot lead whined about
the Texan. He headed his mount for
the trail, at the south end of the clear-
ing.

He swerved the horse about, mak-
-ing a difficult target for the guns that
blasted after him. He swung to pass
a cabin from which a man had run, gun
in hand. Johnny saw the gun come up
to shoot and he beat the shot with a
hurried throw of his own. He saw
the hombre go down and the next mo--
ment he was at the trail opening, and
heeling the big black for all the speed
he could find.

Now it would be a long chase, he
knew, but at least he’d gained a good
start. None of the rustlers had been
ready to ride, none of the horses sad-
dled. They would lose precious min-
utes saddling up. Johnny made the
most of those minutes, beating his
mount along the trail through the tim-
ber beyond which, to east and west,
the twin peaks towered in the morn-
ing sun.

He made the winding mile out of
the forest and over the edge of Sad-
dleback. Then he was plunging down-
hill.

He swore at the bad luck of being
found out at the last moment. He’d
planned to take his time back to town,
to loaf slowly along the trail in the
hope that he might meet Boyd Harkin
climbing it. Now here he was doig
the opposite, riding toward town at
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breakneck speed. He began to curse
the moment he’d ever set eyes on
Steener. From then, everything had
gone wrong.

Now the downtrail was narrow and
rougher, dropping steeply in places
with a lot of rubble underfoot. For
the next few miles he would have to
be satisfied with a walking gait, but,
of course, when his pursuers came
along they would have to do the same.

He reined back for a moment, and
sure enough there were sounds of hoofs
behind and above, and angry voices.
Johnny Mill knew that if they caught
him he would die pronto.

He tried to make better time, but
at one narrow ledge his mount stum-
bled in the loose gravel, and nearly
went over the edge. After that Johnny
was satisfied with the old pace, look-
ing south across the distance at where
Relton sprawled, a cluster of grey
buildings that looked closer than they
were.

The ride up had taken twelve hours,
and the ride down would take about
nine, Johnny figured. He longed for
the safety of Relton. Then he thought:
What safety?

It was a chilling thought, but the
truth. Those rustlers would crowd into
town after him, of course. And they
would get him. He didn’t know them
all by sight, but they would know him.
And a bullet in the night could be
managed easily enough.

It was enough to make him doubt
whether he ought to go tc Relton.
Then he remembered the honest Mar-
shal, Ames, whose life was in danger,
and decided to go if only to warn him.

OW HE’D come out of a walled-in
section of trail and was passing
along an open ridge. Something buzzed
by his head and something else spat-
tered the rock at his left, and a split
second later two cracking Shots echoed
in the hills. Rifle fire!
That was something he hadn’t
banked on, and now, as other long-

distance slugs burned the air, he reck-
lessly plunged his horse off the ridge.
With more rifle shots cracking along
the hills, the black cayuse scrabbled
down a steep slope where rocky rub-
ble scattered underfoot. -

But at least Johnny was now out of
sight of those rifles,
ing him. Somehow he manaced to stay
in the lurching, jerking ~addle as the
horse slid and plunged crazily. Togeth-
er they fell the last few feet to solid
earth and were still a horse-and-rider
unit and right way up.

“Good boy, good fella,” Johnny
murmured, soothing the scared animal.
The rifle shots had stopped and now
he was faced with the problem of mak-
ing the rest of the descent under cov-
er. Somewhere above, the pursuing rus-
tlers were ready with longshooters to
pick him off as soon as he showed in
the open.

It was a problem, because most of
the trail ahead was along open ridge-
backs. Johnny had left that trail, and
now he would have to make his own,
keeping to cover. Below there was a
valley with its floor covered with tim-
ber and no trail through it. That would
do for a start, he thought.

The valley took him further away
from the trail, but Johnny wasn’t wor-
ried. So long as he continued south
and downhill, he must be going in the
right direction. He loped down the
bouldered side of the valley and into
the virgin forest.

The pines towered high about him
and the sunlight was a far-away sprin-
kle of yellow overhead. He stepped his
mount through the shade, the hoofs
mufiled by the forest carpet thick and
damp underfoot.

The valley floor sloped slowly south
and an hour later Johnny was through
the forest. He climbed the valleyside
for half a mile, came out among boul-
ders at the rim, and saw the wild, un-
trailed hills sprawling away ahead and
below.

the ridge shield-
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Now he’d lost the trail well and
truly, making his way where only In-
dians had trod, not so many years ear-
lier. And he’d thrown off the danger
of those rifles. Even if the rustlers
saw the hoofmarks where he’d driven
his mount off that ridge, they would
never find him in all this wildness.

Likely they would continue on to
Relton and wait for him to show up,
he thought. Well, that was something
he would have to worry about later.
Right now he bent all his energy on
finding his way out of this lost terri-
tory.

It was slow work. Sometimes he
found himself trapped in dead-end
canyons and had to retrace his tracks
for long distances. Sometimes he found
himself blocked by sheer drops of
‘rocky cliff, or by dense tangles of veg-
" etation no horse could push through.
At sundown he called it a day.

He ate from his pack, drank and
watered the horse at a seepage of wa-

ter from a canyonside, and rested. He -

used the saddle as a pillow, lying there

‘to listen to the forest sounds and
watch the stars come alive as the
night closed in.

He thought of all his problems and
he thought of Valerie Dorman. He lost
track of time in a half-sleeping, half-
wakeful world of dreams—but a
sound, a new sound that wasn’t of the
forest, jerked him back to reality.

He sat up in the dark, listening.
There it was again. A sound that was

familiar enough to his ears, but which"

he’d never expected to hear among this
wilderness of cliff and canyon.

The sound of cattle! He listened
and heard it again and there was no
room for doubt. Somewhere, not too
far away, cattle were lowing in the
night.

The lowing continued, and Johnny
Mill gradually established direction.
Somewhere on his left hand, he fig-
ured. And damned plain. To hear them

so plainly, they must be remarkably
close, he thought. There was no wind
tonight, to carry sound for any dis-
tance.

He listened for long minutes and
drifted to sleep. When he awoke to
the chill freshness of dawn, the low-

- ing was the first thing he heard. He

ate breakfast from his pack, found
his grazing horse, and saddled up.
Then he swung left and stepped the
horse carefully toward a wooded ridge
maybe half a mile away. There
couldn’t be any cows this side of the
ridge, he thought. But beyond it...?

INUTES later he was on the

wooded ridge—and there were
surprises for Johnny Mill. For one
thing, there was a wide and grassy
coulee spread out below him, on which
a few head of beef grazed. For anoth-
er, the hilly wilderness had come to
an end. :

He stared at the scene. The coulee
was fifty feet below the ridge, spread-
ing wide to a low cliff barrier that
walled the far side. Johnny could see
over that barrier to the flat grazing
range beyond.

And the answer was right there with

him, of course. This was the secret
hiding place of the rustlers, the place
where stolen stock was assembled be-
fore being driven across a mountain
trail. He studied the layout. His eager
gaze was caught by human movement
and came to rest on the colorful shirts
of two men at the western end of the
coulee. ;
They were maybe three hundred
yards away, at Johnny’s left. They
were squatted at a camp fire. Likely
they were cooking breakfast, Johnny
thought. The first sun was just slant-
ing into the coulee.

He saw that the men had rifles
leaning against nearby rock, then his
gaze shifted to an opening beyond,
and the start of a trail that snaked
out of the coulee. Likely it opened
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out on to the cattle country at some
unlikely place, Johnny thought. Like-
ly it was the trail by which the stolen
stock was brought in. And those two
hombres were sentries.

Johnny was curious about the trail.
There seemed to be no other way
into or out of the coulee. He hauled his
mount back into the cover of timber
and headed left along the ridge.

Keeping to the cover, he skirted the
rim of the coulee and at last came to
where the trail snaked away. He
swung his mount away parallel to the
trail, and when quite sure that he was
out of earshot of the two sentries in
the coulee, he eased down on to the
trail itseif.

It was a soft, sandy path, like a
channel between rock walls. It curved
and zigzagged a lot. Along the muf-
fling sand the horse moved almost
without sound. Then Johnny came to
a fork in the channel.

- It was a natural fork in the natural
rock channel. Johnny thought of how
it must have been a river at one time,
until perhaps a great storm or a land-
slide in the mountains had blocked off
the water and left it a dry, sandy chan-
nel.

One fork swung right toward the
mountains, the other left to the cattle
country. And along the sand of both
trails there were hoofmarks of cattle.
And again Johnny Mill had the an-
Swer.

He’d been right. There was only
one way into and out of the coulee.
The cattle were driven in along the
lower branch of the trail, and out again
along the higher. The higher one had
been the one along which Johnny and
Steener had seen steers being driven
two days ago. Likely there was a se-
cret way over the mountains to some
far-off railhead town where the stock
was taken and sold. But Johnny’s main
interest was to find where the lower
trail began, to find out where it left

the grazing range for the coulee, and
to remember it.

He jogged his mount forward once
more, along the left fork. It curved
deeply between rock walls, where the
morning sun hadn’t yet penetrated.

There was a danged lot of trail.

Each time Johnny rounded a bend he
hoped to see an opening ahead, but it
didn’t happen until twenty minutes
later. He saw the opening then, though
at first glance it looked like a dead-
end. Just a wall of rock blocking the
way.

But Mill knew that it couldn’t be.
The hoofmarks of cattle still showed
in the sand, and cattle couldn’t pass
through solid rock. It was the open-
ing, all right, but hidden by a cliff
just a few feet beyond. That was the
answer.

The cattie range ended kind of sud-
denly out there, with broken cliffs ris-
ing sheer from the ground. The cliffs
lay between the plains and the foothills
of the mountains. And one of those
cliffs shielded the opening to the cat-
tle-trail. Johnny rode close to the
blocking wall and saw that he was
right. . .

And he saw something else.

A puff of smoke, floating upward
from beyond a boulder ahead. Then
another. He reined back, his horse’s
hoofs muffled by the sand. With a
gentle hand he caressed the animal for
quietness. And he knew that there
was a man beyond that boulder, 2 man
who had to be put out of action before
he could be passed. He was smoking.

The third sentry, of course. Johnny
chided himself. He should have known
that the trail would be guarded at the
entrance, not at the exit. Those hom-
bres back in the coulee were off duty.
But they would be quickly on duty at
sound of a shot, which meant that this
man ahead had to be silenced without
fuss.

Tensely, Johnny Mill slid from the
saddle. :
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HE- SENTERY'S
. give-away smoke
still floated above
the boulder. The
boulder was maybe
seven feet high but
kind of narrow in
bulk. Johnny knew
he could be round it
in three quick steps.
He picked up a peb-
ble, stepped close to the boulder, then
threw the pebble to rattle agamst the
rock wall at his left.

Then in a flash he made the three
quick strides round the boulder to his
right, so that as the sentry turned to-
ward the rattling pebble, Johnny was
behind him. The Texan’s lean left arm
whipped round the hombre’s throat and
locked - there, while his right hand
clawed hard at the mouth,

The man hardly had time to be
surprised. Before he could struggle,
. Johnny planted a knee in his back and

~hauled back on the locked throat. The
sentry gurgled in pain, and the next
moment he was on his back in the sand,
and before he could gasp enough
breath for a cry, Johnny Mill fell on
him and hit him two tight-fisted blows
to the jaw.

The man went out like a light, one
- hand relaxing its grope for his six-gun.
But Johnny still worked quickly.

It would have been easy to silence
the sentry forever, but Mill wasn’t
the killing kind. He got rope from his
saddlehorn. He tore off the man’s
neckerchief, stuffed into his mouth and
bound ‘the arms behind and tied the
“legs, and that was that. As he rode
on and out of the trail the sentry was
squirming about, full of life again and
gurgling behind his gag, but Johnny
figured he would be a long time getting

free to raise the alarm.

As the Texan rode away he kept

looking back, fixing the geography of
those cliffs in his mind. The entrance
to the hidden coulee was something he
wanted to remember,

He loped into Relton an hour be-
fore noon. As he passed along the
crowded streets he felt the tenseness
in him, suspicious of every man who
glanced at him, watchful for the slight-
est sign of hostility. Likely the pur-
suing rustlers were right there in town
now, and he wouldn’t know them if
he saw them. Unless Steener showed
up, or Wolf Yates, himself, or perhaps
one or two of the others he’d locked
at well enough to remember.

But Steener, anyway, had been
senseless when the chase began, so
likely he didn’t take part. And what
about Yates? In the cabin, the Texan’s
shot had dropped him, Was he hit
bad? Was he dead?

Johnny Mill saw the office Of the
marshal and, leaving his mount
hitched, approached it. But the door
was closed and locked, the office emp-
ty. The small residence behind it was
locked up also.

He walked a few yards further to
a saloon. He bought a drink and ques-
tioned the barkeep about Marshal
Ames,

“Out ridin’,” the man said. “Him
an’ both deputies. Them danged rus-
tler’'ve been active again an’ the ranch-
ers are screamin’. Red’s flat out to
break up that there w1deloop1n gang

.an’ good luck to him.”

]ohnny Mill was disappointed. He
turned his horse into the corral for
feed and cleaning, then felt the need
for food himself. He found the caie
where he’d eaten with Steener, and
had lunch. The pretty black-haiied
waitress was there, but he couldn’t
tell whether she remembered him be-
ing with Steener. She wasn’t much in-
terested in Johnny. Soon he saw why.

All her spare attention was for a
handsome young cowpuncher, a yel-
low-haired youth who sat at a far ta-
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ble. Between her journeys to and from
the tables she paused to smile and
speak with him, and Johnny could see
how it was with them. It showed in
their eyes as they smiled at each other,
a kind of secret knowingness for each
other alone.

HE YOUNG cowhand was tall and

strongly made, with a determined
chin. Johnny Mill wondered if he knew
about Cal Steener’s pestering atten-
tions to the girl. The girl was the quiet,
soft type, and likely she’d told her
cowpuncher nothing of Steener. Her
kind most always avoided trouble, for
themselves and others.

After lunch, Johnny waited about
town, but the marshal didn’t return.
Likely there were others in Relton to
whom he could confide the secret of
the hidden coulee, but Johnny didn’t
know who they were. In this place he
was a stranger, and didn’t know who
was to be trusted.
~ There seemed only one course for
him now, and while having a drink at
another saloon he asked the way to the
Circle D ranch.

“Take the west trail outd town as
far’s the Hump,” the barkeep said.
“The Hump’s a kinda rocky outcrop
risin’ straight up outa the plain. Turn
north at the Hump an’ the Circle D’s
mebbe four miles further, You after
a job, fella?”

Johnny said that he was, and the
barkeep gave him some advice.

“You’ll get a better job ridin’ for
one o the big outfits, like the Long
Y or the Diamond JJ. O Jake Dor-
man’s kinda battlin’ and I hear he
don’t pay too regular. Jus’ thought I'd
tip you, see.”

“Thanks,” Johnny grinned.
think about it.”

But he didn’t need to. All he could
think about was a beautiful blue-eyed
girl, and if he never got paid at all he
didn’t care.

That night he went quietly to the
corral and saddled up. He had a pack-

((I)ll

roll filled with provisions, Wolf Yates’
Colt still in his holster, and a beltful
of forty-five ammunition.

He led the big black from the cor-
ral and was about to mount when he
glimpsed movement  in the shadows
along the coral fence. Then there was
a glint of starlight on metal, and at
that moment Johnny fell flat to the
ground while thunder blasted the
night.

But Johnny Mill had been alert for
just such a moment, and his Colt had
come naturally into his hand as he’d
fallen. A split second after the bullet
had burned the air above his back, he
threw a shot at the shadows.

Johnny’s horse plunged away a few
feet in fright, and in the shadows
there was muffled cursing and shuf-
fling. Johnny crashed another shot
that way, and there was the sound
of a body falling, Men came running

from nearby saloons to see what the

shooting was about, but Johnny knew
that enemies might be among them.
He didn’t linger. With a few long
strides he was at his horse’s side and
swinging a leg. A moment later he
thundered west out of town.

Now he was out on the starlit plain,
the sweat running cold on his face as
his mount hit the breeze. The sweat
was a kind of reaction, Johnny real-
izing how close he’d come to being

blasted. But the bad moments passed,

and, pulling up for a moment and
hearing no sounds of pursuit, he set-
tled down to resume his journey at a
comfortable pace.

HOURS LATER, when he judged
the time to be well after midnight
and the distance to be maybe forty
miles from Relton, he saw the black
mass of the Hump looming in the
night. There was no mistaking that
freak formation of rock that towered
from the flat country.
He circled it and rode north. He
let the horse walk now. The Circle D
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was only four miles further on and he
could hardly arrive there in the small
hours. He figured to loaf along for a
mile or two, take a rest till sun-up, then
ride the other two miles to the ranch-
house.

But ten minutes later he heard
sounds of activity, somewhere close
ahead. There was a shallow rise going
up to the night skyline, and the sounds
came from beyond. Johnny heard the
clatter of running hooves, and men
whooping, the way .punchers whooped
when rounding up steers. Johnny got

to the top of the rise and reined back

to look.

Out there under the stars he saw the
bobbing shapes of running steers and
the shapes of mounted men who drove
them. And almost before he’'d fixed
the picture in his mind, activity came
suddenly from a new direction.

A small bunch of riders came thun-
dering out of the night, from the north,
and their arrival was the signal for all
hell to break loose. Sixguns roared in
the blackness, flashing yellow fire,
and the closer men on horseback yelled
curses and milled about in confusion.

Then they were shooting back, add-
ing their shots to the din of thunder-
ing hoofs, yells, and the rumble of
frightened cattle. A moment later the
two lots of horsemen were mixing it
at close quarters while the bucking,
frantic steers turned to stampede. And
Johnny Mill saw the bobbing backs
looming at him under the stars, and
next moment he was riding for his life.

In the dark he hadn’t been able to
tell how many steers there were, but
now he saw the bobbing mass, hope-
lessly stampeded, running close behind.
He was figuring to ease his galloping
mount gradually to the left out of the
cattle’s way—then there was a sicken-
ing lurch as hoofs tangled with some-
thing underfoot and the big black
heaved from under him.

Johnny Mill hurtled through air, hit

the ground and rolled, and thought it
was the end. He saw the moving masg
of cattle bear down on him, then some-
thing, hard and moving, hit him on
the head and he knew no more.

But it wasn’t the end. ...

There was a grey mistiness in front
of his eyes, and the vague babble of
voices far away. Johnny Mill blinked
away the mistiness and looked in won-
der at the strange twilight scene
around.

He didn’t understand the twilight or
the scene, and when he tried to sit up
but couldn’t, he didn’t understand that
either.

But little by little it all became clear.
Then suddenly it was all too painfully
clear, and his heart thumped.

He was lying there on the ground,
under a wide-spreading boxwood, ly-
ing there helplessly on the ground with
his wrists roped tightly behind. It was
dawn. In the grey light he saw men
standing near. There were four of
them, dusty-clothed cowhands.. One
man looked down at him and drawled,
“Wal, he’s done woke up at last. Ain’t
gonna cheat the rope after all, huh?”

“The rope?” Johnny said. He saw it
hanging there, tossed over a branch
of the boxwood with a running noose
at the end. Then he looked at the
punchers again and saw the grim pur-
pose in their faces, and after that he
looked beyond them to where another
boxwood, twenty yards away, already
bore grim fruit. Johnny locked at that
stretched body still swinging in the
breeze, and licked dry lips.

“He ain’t lookin’ forward to it,” a
lanky cowhand said. “Wal, if it comes
to that, neither am I. But it's gotta
be done, so let’s get it over.”

¢CXYJAIT,” JOHNNY MILL said.

“You're plumb honest cow-
hands, I reckon. You wouldn’t wanta
niake a mistake, would you?”

“There ain’t no mistake,” the lanky
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- man said. “We wanta do it this way.
We're kinda sick an’ tired of seein’
our hoss lose his stock. Nate Dorman’s
a white man an’ we aim to help him
by makin’ an example...”

- “Sure, sure,” Johnny said. “Rustlers
should swing, there ain’t no doubt.
But I'm no rustler. ’'m Johnny
Mill. 7 '

“Like hell you ain’t no rustler!”
another puncher said. He was short
and bowlegged, with a bald head.
“You’re one o’ the bunch we caught
cuttin’ out part o’ the main herd. When
we mixed it with your bunch I gun-
whipped somebody in the dark. You're
the one. That’s the mark o’ my gun
bairel on the side o’ your head.”

Johnny felt the throb at his head
and remembered being knocked cold
in the stampede. He said, “Gents, that
mark on my head was put there by a
steer’s horn or hoof. I'm what you
might call...”

“Shut up,” Baldy growled. “Stop
playin’ for time. Let’s hang this whin-
in' polecat, fellas.” -

“Wait a minute,” Lanky said, and he
seemed to be the leader. “Let him
have his last words. I guess he’s kinda
entitled to ’em.”

“I'm what you might call the inno-
cent bystander,” Johnny said. “I
weren’t with them rustlers. I jus’ kinda
happened along. Saw the whole ruckus,
then got caught in the way when the
cows did a stampede. My hoss fell in
the dark, somethin’ hit me an’. that’s
all I know. I can’t understand why I'm
still alive.”

“That’s somethin’ we’ll put right,
pronto,” the bald man said.

“Wait a minute, Will,” the lanky
man snapped. “It checks with what we
found. That dead black hoss was kinda
mangled, like he’d been stomped by
the cattle.”

“Then why weren’t this fella man-
gled likewise?” another puncher want-
ed to know.

“Mebbe I was throwed to one side,”
Johnny suggested. “Mebbe only one
cow hit me, huh? I'm no rustler, I
tell you. I'm Johnny Mill, a cowhand
tront Texas =

“Then what the hell are you doin’
here?”” the bald Will said.

After that, the argument went hot
and cold and hot again, Johnny talk-
ing like he’d never talked before. That
was understandable. He’d never had
to talk for his life before.

He told about how he’d come look-
ing for a man who’d killed his best
friend, of his adventures with Cal
Steener and his trip to Saddleback
Mountain, of the attempt to shoot him
dead in Relton. And he said, “On top
of all that, I’ve got some information
that’ll be of mighty interest to ranch-
ers. I know where the stolen stock go,
and how come they vanish off the
range so danged quick. You hang me,
that information’s gonna die with me.
What about that?”

“Why didn’t you spill it to the mar-
shal in Relton?” Will asked. ;

“Couldn’t find him,” Johnny said.
“He’s out ridin’, searchin’ for the rus-
tlers. I figured the next best thing was
to go tell the folks who was losin’ cat-
e

F THE DECISION had been in the

bald Will’s hands they might have
hanged Johnny anyway. But the lanky
one, a man they called Tomo, had the
wiser tolerance of .a leader. He said,
“Boys, there’s a chance this hombre’s
tellin’ the truth, an’ we don’t wanta
swing an innocent man, huh? Let’s
take him to the house to tell Nate what
he knows.”

A man untied Johnny’s hands, so
that he could ride. They had taken his
Colt, of course. The tall Tomo had it
in his belt. They gave Johnmy the
horse of the hanged rustler, and start-
ed away. :

As they rode they kept the Texan
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surrounded, not trusting him. He didn’t
blame them. There seemed nothing
more to say at the moment and they

rode in silence. Johnny Mill spared -

a few sad thoughts for his dead horse,
then swung his mind back to bigger
things. This, he thought, was a hell of
a way to be introduced to the girl he
intended to marry.

When at last they approached the
ranch-house he saw her framed in a
doorway.. She was dressed the way
she’d been on the buckboard, without
the sombrero. She came out into the
first morning sunlight and it brought
out that vivid blue of her eyes. Then
the riders were close enough so that
she saw Johnny Mill’s face, and right
away she showed that she recognized
him.

She showed it with a fleeting shadow
of distaste across her smooth, brown
face. Then she looked up at the tall
Tomo as he swung from the saddle.

“What is it, Tomo?” she said. “More
trouble?”

Her voice was rich and low, but
there was spirit in it. She was used to
trouble and ready for more of it.
Tomo said, “Rustlin’ trouble. Only
this time we broke up the part. The
herd ran, but they’re still on the range
somewhere. There was shootin’, but it
was kinda dark an’ none of us got hit.”

“And you caught one of ‘em,” she
said, flicking her glance at Johnny
again. “I—1I hope Dad makes an ex-
ample of him.”

“Wal, now—we ain’t sure about

him,” Tomo said: “We figured he was
one o’ the rustlers, but he claims he
ain’t.”
° “I suppose he wouldn’t be likely to
admit it,” the girl snapped. “He’s one
of them, all right. I saw him in Relton,
with that fat beast, Cal Steener. They
were getting ready to ride together.
Everybody knows that Steener is one
of the rustlers.”

“T've kinda explained that to these

fellas,” Johnny Mill said quietly. “I’'m
ready to explain again, to your father
...and to you, Miss Dorman.”

She flicked that look of contempt at
him again.

GREY-HAIRED man of heavy

middle age came from an outbuild-
ing as Johnny and the cowboys dis-
mounted. Tomo greeted him as “Boss.”
and Johnny knew that he was Nate
Dorman. He was the honest-looking
type of man that comes short and
sturdy, strength in his body to match
the worry in his face. He listened while
Tomo told of last night’s attack and
Johnny Mill’s story, and while the
foreman retailed Johnny's claim to
know how the rustlers worked, he
eyed the Texan keenly. It was like he
used his experienced eves to probe be-
neath the skin of Johnny Mill, seek-
ing for the man behind the brown,
lean exterior.

“Come inside, fella,” he said at last.
“You can do some talkin’ and . ex-
plainin’. You come, too, Tomo. You
other boys get some rest.”

Valerie Dorman made herself one of
the group in the ranch-house parlor
as Johnny repeated the stor; he’d told
Tomo. He sensed the girl’s gaze on him
a lot, though each time he looked at
her she was looking elsewhere.

“What I don’t savvy,” Nate said,
“is why was you headin’ for the Circle
D anyway? Sure, sure...you wanted
to get outa town away from them owl-
hoots. But why not get the hell away?
It's only a lope from town to here.
There're other spreads further out, big-
ger ones where you’ll likely get paid
regular., Why’d you pick on my out-
fite

Johnny Mill couldn’t very well an-
swer that one. He couldn’t say that
he’d come to court the plumb hostile
Valerie Dorman. He said, “I figured
to stay somewhere handy when the
man I wanta meet, Boyd Harkin,
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looked like turnin’ up. As for the pay,
I ain’t particular. I’d sure like to ride
for you, Mr. Dorman, an’ help you
clean up the rustlin’ pest once and for
all. I think I can do it.”

Nate Dorman frowned, looking
doubtful. In the silence his daughter
met Johnny’s gaze at last. Still with
the distrust in her voice, she said.
“Seems to me vou’ve got to decide one
thing, Dad. Is this man figuring to
double-cross us somehow? Or is he
honestly willing to double-cross his rus-
tler friends in exchange for his life
being spared?” -

It took a little time for that to soak
in, and when it did it burned a bitter
smile on Johnny Mill’s lips. Softly he
said, “Either way, you don’t think
much o’ me, huh, Miss Dorman? I'li
sure try to change you opinion, in time.
1 figure to make you think a heap dif-
ferent about me—a heap different!”
Then he turned to the rancher, “What
about it, Mr. Dorman? You gonna
hang me? Or will you risk bein’ mur-
dered in your sleep by gambling on
my honesty?”

ATE DORMAN
was ready to gamble
on Johnny Mill’s
honesty. And it
seemed to Johnny
that the = foreman,
Tomo, agreed with
the decision. Like
his boss, Tomo
seemed to have
weighed up the Tex-
an and found in hiin something that ap-
pealed to his judgment of men. John-
ny sensed it. But Valerie Dorman
thought that her father and Tomo
were crazy, and Johnny sensed that,
too.

The girl shrugged and left the room,
and even though he knew she hated

him, her departure was like a warmth
snatched away. Then Dorman said,
“Tell us how that owlhoot gang works,
‘Fexan

“There’s a secret coulee at the foot
of the mountains,” Johnny said eager-
ly. “I stumbled on it by accident. Its
entrance is kinda hid by cliffs, but
once you know where it is you’ll al-
ways find it again. I could lead you
there now.”

“And that’s where the stolen cattle
are?” Dorman asked.

“For awhile. They cut out small
herds by night an’ drive ’em hard, see.
Most always they’ve got ’em into the
coulee by sun-up. At the end of a week
or more they’ve got a big herd collect-
ed. Then they drive ’em along a dried
riverbed, up over the mountains. To
scme railhead the other side o’ the.

range, I guess. When I went up to the

Saddleback with Steener, I saw a herd
being drove.”

“Then there’s only one thing to do,”
Dorman said briskly. “We’ll go to
Marshal Ames, tell him the setup,
form a posse to assist him, an’ raid
the coulee. We’ll grab the cattle, give
’em back to the rightful owners, then
dynamite that coulee so’s it can’t be
used again...” -

“Wait a minute,” Johnny broke in.
“I've got a better idea. Your way,
you’d only catch two or three under-
lings, sentries guardin’ the coulee. The
leaders, like Wolf Yates—if he’s still
alive—and his right-hand man, Steen-
er, would still be safe on Saddleback.
And you’d have no evidence to con-
nect them with the stolen stock in the
coulee. They’d go plumb free.”

“Yeh. . .they sure would,” Dorman
said. “What d’you suggest?”

“Waal...raid the coulee, sure...
but don’t dynamite it. And don’t take
the stolen beef away. Jus’ grab the
sentries an’ bundle ’em away an’ kinda
put men to take their place.”
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“I don’t savvy,” Tome said. “What'’s
the use of—"

“You ain’t heard it all yet,” Johnny
said. “We leave the coulee an’ the cat-
tle like they’re still snug an’ safe.
When the rustlin’ gang bring in more
beef at night we’ll have men waitin’ to
meet 'em with guns. Maybe there’ll be
more than one group o’ thieves workin’.
Mebbe one group’ll bring in steers one
night, another the next. Anyway, eve-
ry time they turn up at the coulee,
we blast ’em. Comes the end of a week
an’ mebbe a bunch o’ trail-drivers ar-
rive to take the collected herd over the
mountains—an’ we blast ’em likewise.
It’s this way, see—anyone ridin’ into
that coulee must be a rustler, and
that’s reason enough to arrest ’em for,
if they come in force, blast ’em with
guns. Comes a day when Yates an’
Steener, on their Saddleback, start to
wonder where’s everybody an’ what
the hell’s goin’ on. In the end they,
too, venture down to the coulee an’
take their medicine.” -~

“Or mebbe they get suspicious that
the game’s up an’ ride like hell across
the border,” Tomo said.-

“Mebbe,” Johnny said. “Either way,
we’ll have busted the rustlin’ set-up
for good. But I'd sure like to see Yates
and Steener get theirs like they de-
serve, an’ I figure they will. That Wolf
Yates sits up there on Saddleback an’
runs things. But I reckon there’re like-
ly men in his gang who don’t relish
doin’ all the dirty work, an’ Yates is
shrewd enough to, worry that they

might try to double-cross him, try to -

cut him out of the set-up and
things for themselves.

“That’s why, when it looks like
something’s gone wrong, Yates will
likely gather his own personal side-
winders an’ head for the coulee to
kinda argue. They’ll get within binoc-
ular-distance of the coulee, see the
stock still there an’ two or three
guards, everything the way it should

run
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be. An’ my guess is that they’ll ride
right into the trap.”

Nate Dorman appeared to think that
it was a sound idea. They talked about
if for an hour, turning over first one
aspect then another, ironing out the
doubtful points. Johnny said that a
small army of riflemen, enough to
cope with any bunch of owlhoots,
could be secreted in the cliffs and
bouldered ridges that circled the
coulee.

“An’ no matter whether them rus-
tlers come from the mountains or the
open range,” he said, “they’ve gotta
approach the coulee along walled-in
trails where they’ll be sittin’ shots
without cover.”

INALLY the three men agreed that

Marshal Ames be acquainted with
Johnny’s plan as soon as possible.
Johnny said that he’d been absent
from Relton yesterday, and Dorman
said that they might as well wait an-
other day or so, giving the lawman
time to get back, so that a hand sent
to Relton for the purpose wouldn’t
have to waste time waiting for him.
The Circle D was short-handed any-
way, its staff reduced to the few loy-
al riders who were ready to work on
and take a chance about ever getting
paid.

Johnny Mill made himself useful
about the ranch, spending the day in
odd jobs around the corrals and cut-
houses. The gash at the side of his
head wasn’t as bad as it had felt, and
had now ceased to ache. Several times
he felt curious eyes watching him and
he didn’t blame Dorman and his rid-
ers for still harboring suspicions about
him.

Johnny realized how it must look,
finding him at the scene of the battle
with the rustlers in the night. It was
a bad introduction to the Circle D

~and, on top of his true but fantastic

story of why he’d been in Relton with
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Cal Steener, his explanation of why
he’d headed for the Circle D must
have sounded weak.

His only way of breaking down the
last barriers was by doing his best to
make them like him. He judged that
it was going to be fairly easy with
Dorman and Tomo, a little harder
~with the bald Will, and danged hard
with Valerie Dorman. He longed for
a chance to talk with her alone, but
for the rest of the day she kept to the
house.

At sundown, Will shaded his eyes to
the distance as he stood at the bunk-
house door and said, “Here comes
young Terry, back at last.”

There was a thunder of reckless
hoofs and a horse and rider came out
of the dust from the east. The cayuse
skidded to a pawing halt and Johnny
thought that there was something
vaguely familiar about the youth who
slid from the saddle.

The youth was tall and yellow-
haired, and smiling. Nate Dorman and
his daughter had come to the ranch-
house door and the boss called, “You
been long enough in Relton, Lew Ter-
ry. Expected you back yesterday.”

Then Johnny Mill remembered the
cowboy he’d seen in the cafe, the one
who’d been so friendly with the dark-
haired waitress, Beth. Lew Terry said,
“Boss, the stage got in a day late an’
I sure didn’t wanta come back with-
out the Circle D mail.”

“All right,” old Nate said, taking the
bundle of letters Lew handed him.
“An’ why the hell-for-leather pace jus’
now, huh? You got bad news or some-
thing?”

$INoi . ” The young cow-
hand looked surprlsed “Why, was I
ridin’ fast?”

“Like —a “bat outa hell 2 Nate
growled, and at his elbow Valerle
laughed softly.

“He just feels good, Dad. Lew al-

ways feels good when he’s been visit-
ing. . .Relton. Don’t you, Lew?”

“Shucks...I guess you're right,
Miss Val.” Lew was looking very em-
barrassed, and the other riders
whooped with laughter.

In the bunkhouse Tomo introduced
Lew Terry to Johnny Mill. The Texan
liked Lew and straight away figured
him for a handy man in the coming
battle with the rustlers.

Tomo told the other riders about the
plans and they talked excitedly. They
were all enthusiastic about cleaning up
the menace, even the suspicious Will
showing a glimmer of interest at the
prospect. Later, Will headed a trio of
riders sent out to do night patrol on
the range, and while Lew Terry snored
in his bunk, the foreman Temo handed
Johnny his forty-five Colt.

“You’d plumb better have it back,”
he said, “because a rider without a
gun ain’t much use in this territory.
Anyways, I’'ve kinda got a hunch
about you, Mill. I figure you’re a
straight shooter.”

They shook hands on it. And John-
ny slept well that night. In the morn-
ing the night riders came in for break-
fast and reported a quiet night. Tomo,
Lew, and Johnny took the day shift,
and then the Texan had a first-hand
idea of how short-handed Nate Dor-
man was.

There was a lot of range, too much
to be properly patrolled by three rid-
ers. It was an explanation of hovs the
rustlers had got away with so much
stock. As they rode, Tomo told how
the raids had hit Dorman harder
and harder so that now he battled for
existence. Once the thieving was
stopped, he said, Dorman would have
a chance to get back on his feet again.

It was a qui¢t day with no sign of
unwelcome trespassers, though at one
sandy place near a creek the riders
saw tracks of horses. The tracks were
maybe a couple of days old and lead-
ing south. In the late afternoon they
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came across a small herd of Circle D
beef in a rocky draw, and Tomo fig-
ured that they were the ones that had
stampeded two nights ago.

The next day Nate Dorman said,
“Wal, mebbe the marshal’s back in
town by now. He was still away when
Lew left, but I guess he wouldn’t stay
out ‘too many days. Reckon I'll have
one o’ you fellas ride in an’ tell him
of Johnny Mill’s plan.”

“T’ll go,” Johnny said. “I'm kinda
anxious to meet Red Ames. I wanta
warn him, too, that Wolf Yates is
fixin’ to have him killed.”

“But ain’t it kinda dangerous for
you in Relton?” the bald Will asked,
suspicion in his squinting eyes as he
looked at Johnny. “Ain’t them rustlers
still waitin’ around to plug you?”

“Mebbe,” Johnny grinned. He knew
that Will was figuring he might be
trying for a chance to get back to his
friends. He said, “Mebbe they figure
I've gone and they’'ve drifted out by
now. I thought mebbe I'd be the one
to talk with the lawman, seein’ that
the plan’s mine anyway. But it’s for
Mr. Dorman to say. He’s the boss.”

“Pll go,” Lew Terry said eagerly.

“You better send me, boss. I'm good
friends with Red Ames.”

“Hell’s bells!” Dorman said, chuck-
ling. “Ain’t you seen enough o’ that
Harris gal to last you awhile?”

But in the end he decided to send
Lew anyway. Partly out of giving the
youngster a break, Johnny figured,
though the old man claimed it was be-

cause he didn’t see the sense of John-

ny risking a sly bullet in town.

£ells Ames the plan, see if he
agrees, then stay to give him a hand
organizin’ a posse,” he instructed.
“This’s somethin’ all the ranches’ll be
willin’ to lend a hand with. Tell Ames
that the D’ll provide three or four rid-
ers anyway.”

“And tell him,” Johnny said, “that
Wolf Yates was hiring a gunslinger to

kill him and the hombre, one Boyd
Harkin, is likely here by now.” He
went on to give Lew a description of
Harkin to give to the marshal so that
he could be on his guard.

EW TERRY rode away, his face

bright with the anticipation of see-
ing his girl again. Johnny Mill was put
to repairing a corral fence, and during
the afternoon Val Dorman came out
to saddle her pinto.

Johnny offered to saddle him {for
her, but she coldly refused his help.
The Texan frowned. He was getting
nowhere fast.

He said, as she hauled expertly on
cinch straps, “You figurin’ to ride
alone, Miss Val?”

“Of course,” she said. “I often ride
alone. Not that it’s any of your busi-
ness, Mr. Mill.”

“Call me Johnny,” he suggested.
“An’ as for it bein’ none of my busi-
ness—I figure it is. You’re my boss’s
daughter an’ lookin’ after you—along
with lookin’ after any of the boss’s in-
terests—is my business. An’ I figure
vou’re plumb foolish, ridin’ alone the
way things are.”

“Why?” the girl flashed. “The rus-
tlers have stolen plenty of cattle, but
they haven’t; so far, killed any wom-
en. Please don’t be ridiculous.”

“Wal, now,” Johnny said, “I wasn’t
thinkin’ of ’em killin’ women. 1 was
jus’ kinda thinkin’ of how they’re
thieves an’ owlhoots with no law or
rules except their own.”

She stopped buckling for a moment,
meeting his gaze frankly. “Are you
trying to tell me that I risk being car-
ried off by those owlhoots?” And she
laughed.

“What's so funny?” Johnny spoke
softly, his eyes meeting hers steadily.
“You're a danged attractive gal, Miss
Val. If I was an owlhoot, I might...”
He smiled slowly, shrugging.

“Oh, might you!” The fire was in

3
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her blue eyes and he wanted badly
to kiss her to stifle her words with
his mouth on hers. She said, “I pack
a .45, Mr. Mill, and I know how to
use it. And this pinto of mine is as
fast as anything in the West, and I
know how to ride him. And anyway, I
don’t believe that you really think
TI’'m in danger. I figure you’re just be-
ing fresh, trying to persuade me that
I need an escort out there on the
range.”

“Mebbe you’re partly right,” Johnny
grinned. Then he thought once more
of Cal Steener and the way he’d
looked at that Beth Harris in the
cafe. “But the danger’s there, I fig-
ure.”

“So what?” She shrugged, and
turned to her saddling again. “If I do
run into danger—what’s it to you?”

Before he could answer, she swung
to her saddle and loped the brisk-
stepping pinto out of the corral. John-
ny saw her swing west for the skyline,
never once looking back. :

He looked at the fence. The repairs
were just about finished. He roped
a horse and threw a saddle on it. A
minute later he was riding fast after
the girl. She was out of sight, but he
mounted a ridge and looked west and
saw her.

OT ON HER trail he rode, and
she heard the thumping hoofs
and looked round. She recognized John-
ny and didn’t run. When he drew up
with her she was reined back, flash-
ing her eyes at him.
“What a nerve you’ve got, Mr. Mill.
If you don’t stop annoying me I'll. . .”
“Call me Johnny,” the Texan said.
“An’ T ain’t annoyin’ you. You asked
me a question an’ rode away before I
could answer. I jus’ wanta fix that.”
“What question?” she snapped.
“I’'ve forgotten what we were talking
about anyway.”
“We was talkin’ of the danger of
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you ridin’ alone, and you plumb want-
ed to know what it was to me. So I'll
tell you, Miss Val.” And he told her.
“Ever since the day I first set eyes
on you I've been in love with you,
see. That’s straight talk, but you seem
to like straight talk. That’s the real
reason I was headed for the Circle D
when I ran into that rustlin’ ruckus.
Does that make sense to you?”

She didn’t answer that one, but
Johnny saw her glance at him the way
she’d done that first day, from the seat
of the buckboard, a sort of quick
scanning of his tall, lean strength, a
kind of reluctant approval in her- eyes.

“That’s about all for now,” John-
ny drawled calmly. “An’ if my com-
pany still annoys you I'll kinda drop
back an’ follow you at a distance. Be-
cause the danger’s there, like I said,
and I ain’t gonna risk losin’ you.”

She tossed her bright brown hair,
shining under her sombrero.

“Is it possible to lose something you
haven’t won?” She put a lot of con-
tempt into the question.

“The winning’s just a detail that’ll
be attended to later,” Johnny said.
“You mightn’t like me right now...
but I kinda grow on people.”

She touched him with a glance
again, a glance that was all woman
and flushed with spirited challenge.
Without a word she kicked the pinto
away, and for the rest of the afternoon
Johnny Mill ‘followed her from a dis-

“tance. Never once did she look back,

and if he hadn’t known better he would
have thought she was unaware of him.

OHNNY MILL did a night ride with

Tomo and Will, and they struck no
trouble. Nor was there any sign of
rustlers the next day. Not that it
meant a thing, because in all that
range they had to be lucky to meet up
with a rustling job. Tomo knew that
were _still being stolen, and
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claimed that the next round-up would
show a greater loss than ever.

For another twenty-four hours noth-
ing happened, except that Val Dorman
carefully avoided Johnny Mill and he
hungered for the sight of her. Then in
the afternoon Johnny saw a fast-mov-
ing cloud of dust made by a single
rider approaching the ranch at break-
neck speed.

He focused his gaze to the distance
and said, “I think it’s young Lew. He
sure is riding.”

“Reckless as hell!” Tomo
“Rides for the thrill of it.”

But when the young cowboy hauled
. back on the reins at last, skidding his

mount in the dust, they saw that his
usually smiling face was set in serious,
square lines.
Nate Dorman. came from the house
and to him the puncher reported:
“Boss, Red Ames’ goin’ ahead with
the plan. The posse’s gonna meet east
o’ the Hump, midnight tonight, then
ride to the secret coulee an’ take over.
 Then they’ll sit tight an’ blast every-
one that mosey’s in. I've promised the
., marshal four men from the D, like
you said.”

“Fine;” Nate .said. “Anythin’ else,
Lew?” He was searching the young
man’s serious face, curiosity in his
own.

“Only troubles of my own,” Lew
said. “Boss, I'm goin’ back to town.
Kinda sorry to leave you at a time like
this, but there’s somethin’ I've gotta
do.”

“What, for instance?” Dorman said.
Johnny and Tomo were listening in-
terestedly and Val had come to the
house door. Lew Terry clenched help-
less fists.

“I’ve gotta try an’ find Beth Harris.
She’s plumb disappeared!”

“Disappeared?” Nate Dorman
frowned. “You mean she’s lit out? Left
Relton altogether?”

“Mean what I

said.

say,” tne boy

snapped. “She’s vanished. . .like the
earth had opened an’ swallowed her,
mebbe. I’'ve gotta find her. She
plumb didn’t tell anyone she was goin’
away, an’ her clothes an’ stuff are still
in the room over the cafe where she
lived. It’s a danged mystery.”

“Lew, it can’t be possible!” It was
Val Dorman speaking, her voice in-
credulous. “A gal can’t just vanish.
Mebbe she. .. 2

“Mebbe she went ridin’ alone.”
Johnny Mill said, his eyes seeking
Val’s. She stared at him, her gaze
widening.

-G -
EwW TERRY
scowled at Johnny
and said, “Beth

didn’t ride. She was
from the east aways,
never learned to
ride—"” Then he
strode forward,
grasping at Johnny’s:
shirt with strong
young hands. He
said, “You mean somethin’. What is
Jte

“Take it easy,” Johnny socthed.
“Sure, I know somethin’ and I'm gon-
na help you. Let’s go into the bunk-
house an’ talk about it.”

“Talk now, an’ fast!” Lew’s face
was set hard. “What d’you know abcut
Beth Harris?” ,

“Did she ever mention Carl Steener
to you?” Johnny asked.

“No. Why would she? Talk, dang
you, Mill, talk!”

“Sure, sure. Mebbe she didn’t men-
tion Steener because she knew you'd
go gunnin’ for him. That Beth’s a nice
gal, Lew, not the kind to send her man
into danger. But Cal Steener...he’s
jus’ an owlhoot animal with no law
but his own. He was figurin’ to make
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Saddleback Mountain a more com-
fortable place to live in.”

“You tryin’ to tell that Steener
took her?” Lew cried. He let go John-
ny’s shirt and clutched involuntarily
at his forty-five. “I'll kill him! Mill,
I'll kill Steener...an’ you've plumb
gotta lead me up to Saddleback to do
it. Pronto!”

“Now wait a minute,” Nate Dorman
said. “We’re all gettin’ too excited.
The marshal’s posse is meetin’ tonight
an’ Mill’s gotta lead the way to that
coulee, seein’ he’s the only one knows
where it 1s .

“The hell with the posse!” Lew
cried. “The hell with the coulee! I
want Beth back before...”

“Wait a minute!” Tomo took a

hand. “By goin’ off half-cocked you
ain’t gonna get your gal back any
quicker, Lew. Now jus’ you calm
down while we figure this thing out.
First off, we don’t know for sure that
she’s been kidnapped. Second, how
d’you figure you an’ Johnny are gon-
na rescue her from that owlhoot nest
on Saddleback? You're gonna need a
whole bunch o’ men for that. Any-
way, how long’s Beth Harris been miss-
ing?” =

“She was servin’ in the cafe up till
midday,” Lew said. “She didn’t come
back at one o’clock like she should’ve.
They went lookin’ for her an’ she
wasn’t in her room. I searched the
town before I lit out for here, but Beth
ain’t in Relton. I'll bet a year’s pay
she ain’t. Yet I was talkin’ with her
at midday an’ she had no thought o’
leavin’. Anyway all her stuff’s in her
room an’ some half-done sewin’ was
scattered on the floor~ like she’d
dropped it there. Sure, I see it now.
Beth was took away by force! Like
Mill says.”

“All right,” Tomo said. Then to
Johnny, “How long’s it take to reach
Saddleback, the way you went with
Steener?”

“Twelve hours,” Johnny said.
“There’s a trail, an’ once you’re on
it you can’t miss.” Then he snapped
his fingers in sudden excitement and
said, “Say, I’ve just thought of some-
thing. It’s a danged hard an’ dangerous
trail, an’ nobody would be fool
enough to tackle it by night. It’d be
sure death in the dark, believe me. See
what I mean?” i

“Nope. Danged if I do,” Tomo said.

Johnny explained quickly.

“If she was carried off after mid-
day there ain’t a chance of her kid-
nappers gettin’ her up that trail be-
fore dark. ’Specially as they’d have
to have her hid in a wagon or some-
thin’, an’ travel kinda slow, on account
of they couldn’t jus’ rope her to a hoss
or somethin’ in daylight an’ take her
outa town. :

“That means,” he went on, “that
they won’t start the climb till tomor-
row mornin’. So where do they figure
to stop for the night. T’ll tell you. ..
at the coulee! At the coulee, which
we're fixin’ to raid anyway.”

There was an intcrested buzz of
talk among the men, and Nate Dor-
man said, “Johnny, you’re plumb right.
An’ that kinda solves the problem,
huh? If the gal has been kidnapped,
which we still don’t know for sure,
she’ll be rescued when the posse raids
the coulee along around dawn.”

THE RIDERS were willing to leave
it at that, the group breaking up
as men went to clean and check six-
guns for the coming action. Nate Dor-
man and his daughter went back
into the ranch-house and Johnny was
left alone with Lew Terry. But Lew
was far from satisfied with the ar-
rangement, Huskily he spoke to John-
ny. :
“Damn it, Johnny, this’s no good!
That’s Beth, my gal, back there in
them owlhoots’ hands. Have a heart,
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man! You ain’t gonna be satisfied to
leave her stay that way till dawn.”

“No, no, I ain’t satisfied,” Johnny
said quickly. “If that was Va— If
that was my gal there in the coulee
I'd be ridin’ pronto. An’ that’s what
I'm gonna do. It’s sundown now, an’
if we ride fast we’ll make it in mebbe
four hours.” :

“Johnny!” The young puncher
gripped the Texan’s shoulder in word-
less thanks. Then he said, “D’we tell
the others?”

“No,” Johnny said. “They’ll worry
about us bein’ back in time for me
to lead the posse to the coulee. We'll
kinda sneak away an’ they can’t stop
us, huh? The way I figure it, there’ll
be two or three sentries an’ the kid-
napper, or mebbe two kidnappers, at
the coulee. Takin’ ’em by surprise, we
can handle ’em. We’'ll blast ’em from
cover o’ darkness, if we have to. Let’s
go, Lew.”

The young puncher saddled a fresh
horse in a far corral out of sight of
the house, and one for Johnny. John-
ny strolled away from the house a few
~ minutes later, and soon the two men
were riding.

In the thickening dusk they rode
hard, really pushing the two strong
mounts Lew had chosen. Johnny said,
“when they find we've gone, a lot of
old suspicions are gonna flare up again,
I guess. Will...an’ mebbe Miss Val
- ...are gonna figure I'm runnin’ out
on leadin’ the posse. Or mebbe they’ll
figure I'm luring you off to my friends
the owlhoots. How d’you feel about it,
Lew?”

“I feel fine,” Lew said at once. “I
figured you for a straight shooter from
the start, Texan. An’ if it turns out I'm
wrong. . .wal, that’s a chance I'll take
for Beth’s sake.”

After that they rode in silence, while
the first stars flickered in the east.
Jobnny was taking a direct route to
the foqthills and the hidden coulee, as

near as he could calculate. He figured
that four hours of alternate fast rid-
ing and easy loping would get them to
the coulee.

That was how they travelled, ex-
pertly “resting” the mounts with slack-
ened pace between fast bursts. Johnny
Mill was planning ahead, figuring to
make the return journey just as fast,
on a fresh horse of one of the owlhoots
at the coulee. Maybe he wouldn’t make
the Hump by midnight, but he'd risk
his neck trying. He didn’t want the
posse to break up and disperse. The
sooner the campaign against the rus-
tlers began, the sooner Johnny would
may be get his chance to meet Boyd
Harkin. And after that, having proved
himself, maybe he could persuade Val
Dorman to look on him in a softer
light.

NOW THE night was properly
down. the open range a dimly lit
carpet in the starlight. The black mass
of mountains loomed again, seemingly
only minutes away. But it was more
than two hours before the whitish
cliffs of the foothills showed up and
Johnny called for a slowing of pace.
They continued to the cliffs at a
quiet walk, Johnny remembering the
things he’d stowed away in his mind.
The day he’d left the coulee sentry
bound and gagged, he’d taken par-
ticular notice of a lofty, rocky peak
that towered from further into the
range, but by which it was possible
to get a line on the entrance to the
coulee. .

Johnny saw the peak now, a black
tower in the starlight, but it was fur-
ther to the left than he’d calculated.
He swung off in the new direction,
Lew Terry following.

“We'll be at the entrance purty
soon,” the Texan said. “There’ll be a
guard, an’ he’ll have to be silenced
before he can give the alarm. I'll go
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ahead and fix him. When I hoot like
an owl, you come on in. Savvy?”

“It’s your show,” Lew said. “Any-
thin’ you say. All I care about is get-
tin’ to Beth in time...”

“Don’t worry,” Johnny said, and
knew the uselessness of it. He looked
at that black peak again and swung
his mount closer to the first line of
cliffs. Then he reined back, motioning
for silence.

He slid from the saddle and whis-
pered, “When I hoot, follow my voice
an’ bring my hoss along. T'll be as
quick’s T can.”

“Good luck, Texan,” Lew said.

Johnny Mill worked his way along
the cliff walls; keeping close to them
and stepping carefully. At places there
was rubble underfoot and he froze at
each rolling pebble. But soon he found
the place where a split cliff lay be-
hind a solid one, and slowly he ap-
proached the opening.

This was it, the entrance trail to
the coulee. He scanned the darkness,
looking for a sentry. For a long time
he saw nothing, and hesitated to turn
into the trail proper, for fear of show-
ing himself against the starlit plains
behind. Then he heard a soft footfall,
then another, and he drew back flat
against the cliff and waited.

The footsteps continued, slow and
easy, like somebody keeping a lonely
-vigil. Then Johnny saw movement and
the vague shape of a man who looked
first one way then the other, along the
split passage between the cliffs.

Johnny became part of the shadowy
wall, frozen there. The sentry decided
to take a look across the open plain
next. He moved toward Johnny. John-
ny heard his even fall of breath, his
unhurried footsteps in the sand. The
hombre suspected nothing.

He was easy. Johnny held his breath
as the guard went past, then slid the
Colt from his holster and swung it like
a club. The guard made a gasping,

hissing sound and collapsed in a heap.
Johnny had hit hard, because this was
a tricky mission and he couldn’t take
chances.

The man breathed very faintly, and
Johnny guessed that he’d be out for a
long time. But before he finished ex-
amining his victim he heard the swing-
ing footsteps of another hombre com-
ing along the sandy trail behind.

Swiftly Johnny dragged the uncon-
scious sentry to one side of the en-
trance, where his bulk blended with the
shadows. Then Johnny got himself flat
against the cliff as the shape of the
newcomer came to view, and a voice
drawled:

“You there, Happy? It’s my turn,
an’ you can go to your bunk, you
lucky jasper... Happy, where are
you? It’s Jackson.”

To think was to act, and Johnny
Mill widened his mouth in an artificial
yawn to disguise his voice.

“In the bunk’s right where I—I sure
long to be,” he said in that yawning
voice. “Thought you’d never—get
Heres 7 & :

The relief sentry strolled right up
to him, and then Johnny Mill brought
his deadly gunbutt into play, his arm
moving with the speed of a striking
rattlesnake, Without a sound the man
doubled and fell, and Johnny exulted
at the lucky way things were going.

It sure was lucky that the reliefs
guard had happened along at that mo-
ment. Now there were two of the gang
out of action, without fuss or alarm.
Johnny put his hands to his lips and
hooted softly, like an old Sioux Indian
had once taught him.

He repeated the hoot at intervals,
guiding Lew Terry. Soon he saw the
horse-shapes looming. He met them,
and whispered his good news to Lew.
Then he said, “Reckon we’ll leave the
hosses at the entrance and go along
the trail on foot. It’ll be quieter.”
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HE SAND along  the curving,

walled-in trail muffled their foot-
steps. In the dark it seemed much
farther to the fork, but they reached
it at last. The walls of the trail were
whitish under the stars, and Johnny
led the way along the right-hand turn.
Long minutes later he heard the snort
and stomp of a horse somewhere
ahead.

It was a sign that the coulee was

near. The horse sound was something
Johnny had guarded against by leav-
ing his and Lew’s cayuse back at the
entrance. A horse sure could give you
away when you were gambling with
your life. Now the two men rounded
a curve, and the first thing they saw
was the flicker of a camp fire.

Two men squatted in the firelight,
talking in low tones. The fire was on
the coulee near the end of the trail,
where on Johnny’s last visit a couple
of owlhoots had been cooking break-
fast. Johnny recalled that there had
been three sentries stationed here then.
and likely there were three now. He'd
already accounted for two of them.
Likely a fourth man was Beth Harris’s
kidnapper, Johnny thought.

He could see no sign of the girl.
Then he reasoned: If she’s here and
out of sight, there could be another
kidnapper, or even more, yet not in
view. I’ll have to go carefully.

“Beth—where’s Beth?” Lew was
whispering urgently, and Jobnny sig-
nalled him to silence. It was in his
mind that Beth might not be here at
all, that he and Lew had acted on sheer
theory. But he didn't say anything.
The f{first problem was the defeat of
those enemies at the fireside, and this
was a job where you could only worry
about one thing at a time.

The fire was only twenty yards away
and one of the men kept glancing to-
ward the trail opening, where Johnny
and Lew lurked. Suddenly Johnny re-
alized why. He was expecting the re-
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lieved sentry, the man called Happy,
and was wondering why he didn’t
come.

“What now?” Lew breathed.

The slight crackle of the fire -made
whispering safe, and Johnny said,
“Purty soon one of ’em is gonna come
this way. I know it. We'll deal with
him quick an’ quiet. There might be
others here, men we haven’t seen yet.”

Almost before he’d finished, one owl-
hoot rumbled a throaty curse and said
something about “Happy.” He got up
from the fire, picked up a rifle and
came lumbering toward the trail. John-
ny and Lew drew back in the shad-
ows. Johnny had- his Colt in hand,
holding it by the barrel.

T WAS LIKE before, the man draw-

ing level, the gunbutt cracking down
with cruel finality—only this time the
fall was heavy and scuffling, so that
the fourth hombre looked up from his
fireside and snapped, “What’s that?
What happened?”

Again, to think was to act. Johnny
reversed the grip on his gun and saun-
tered toward the fire.

“The damned dark!”” he complained,
as if he’d stumbled. He saw the man
at the fireside relax a little, though
he still peered warily at Johnny’s ap-
proaching shape.

The owlhoot called softly. “Whe’s
that. Are you Happy?”

“I ain’t downright sad,” Johnny
said, and then he was close enough so
that the owlhoot saw his face in the
flickering light. The man clawed at a
gun in his belt but didn’t have a chance.
Johnny smashed a shot into him and
he sprawled back in a doubled heap,
groaned once, and lay still.

Johnny stayed there at the edge of
the firelight, listening for sounds of
alarm caused by the shot. There were
none. Lew Terry came to his side.
Neither man spoke for a full minute.
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Johnny said, “Likely that’s the lot. I
reckon...” :

“Wait—what's that sound?” Lew
said, clutching his arm.

Johnny heard it, too. A rustling
sound, not too far off, somewhere to
the right of the fire where the coulee
wall loomed blackly. Then there was
an appealing, frantic gurgle of distress
that could only mean one thing, and
Lew said hoarsely, “Beth!”

He dashed toward the coulee side
and Johnny followed. Lew was intent
on finding his girl, but Johnny was
still watchful for further hostility. He
followed the stumbling, groping Lew
in the darkness and at last saw the
cowboy drop low. He went close to
Lew and saw the muffled shape at the
base of a tree, and slim legs white in
the night.

Still he guarded against more hos-
tility while Lew fumbled with the knots
of gag and binding ropes. Then Lew
took his precious bundle in his arms
and walked back fo the fire. Johnny
let him go. He stayed there in the dark,
listening and planning further action
while Lew and his clinging burden said
soft and gentle things to each other at
the fireside.

Johnny gave them a few minutes
then went to them. Lew turned and
said, “Johnny, it’s all right. There were
only four hombres here. Beth was kid-
napped by two fellas an’ brought here
_in a wagon, but the wagon an’ driver
went back to Relton.”

“You all right, Miss Beth?” Johnny
asked, peering at her.

“Yes, thank you. They were rough,
but they didn’t touch me. They were
taking me to...to that horrible Steen-
er—"

The girl stopped with a little gasp,
locking closely at Johnny, and the
Texan knew that she’d recognized him.

“Sure, sure. I'm the fella you saw
with Steener in the cafe, Miss Beth:
But #i's all right. I ain’t an outlaw.

Lew’ll explain later. Right now we’ve
got things to do an’ no time to waste.
First, Lew, we’ve gotta collect the bod-
fecet

“Why?” the puncher asked.

“For several reasons. I'll tell you
while we work. I guess Miss Beth’ll be
all right for a few minutes, huh?”

He dragged the dead man from the
fireside and leit him among boulders
near the coulee wall. Then he and Lew
left to get the unconscious men, while
the girl waited at the fireside.

-7 -

T TOOK a long
time  to- -get - the
three unconscious
men away from the
entrance trail, bound
and gagged, and hid-
den among boulders.
It was time that
could ill be afforded,
but it was mighty
necessary, When it
was done at last, Johnny Mill said,
“Now we’ve gotta decide something.”

“What?” Lew asked.

“Which of us is gonna go back to
join the posse, an’ which of us is gonna
stay here,” Johnny said.

“Why can’t we both go back?” the
puncher asked. :

“An’ leave this place deserted? No,
Lew. This’s where rustled stock is
brought, mostly at night, an’ if a herd
is brought in while there’s no one here
the rustlers are gonna know that some-
thing’s wrong. Likely they’ll light out
an’ spread the alarm, and that’ll spoil
the whole game.”

“Mebbe, Johnny. But what can we
do?”

“One of us can wait here while the
other leads in the posse. If a herd
does arrive, it’ll likely only be drove
by three or four men. But those men,
all of ’em, have gotta be killed. I fig-
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ure it can be done, takin’ ’em by sur-
prise as they enter the trail, by blastin’
at ’em from the dark. I'll wait here
an’ try, anyway. You take your gal
across your saddle—she won’t be much
extra weight—and drop her at the
ranch. Then join the posse at the
Hump an’ lead ’em back here quick’s
you can. D’you figure you can do it?”

“Sure, I can do it, Texan, but I
sure hate to leave you here alone. I
hean. - 7

“I’ll be fine an’ dandy,” Johnny as-
sured him. “If rustlers come they’ll be
lambs comin’ to the slaughter. That’s
why I wanted them bodies outa sight.
I don’t want anythin’ to spoil the sur-
prise I'm plannin’ for new arrivals.”

~ “All right, you’re the boss,” Lew
said. “I'll catch me a fresh hoss an’
get goin’. T'll be back with the posse
soon’s I can make it. Good luck, John-
ny...an’ thanks for what you’ve done
already.”

Five minutes later Lew and the girl
rode away, and Johnny was left in a
silence that was broken only by the

crackle of the fire and occasional

sounds of cattle in the coulee.

HE TEXAN lost no time. First he

built up the fire to a healthy bright-
ness, feeding it with wood gathered
from brush near the coulee walls. Then
he had an idea. He went back to the
boulders, found the dead outlaw and
dragged him back to the fireside. He
propped him in a squatting position
at the fire, so that anyone from the
mountain trail, looking the scene over
at a distance, would assume that all
was normal.

Then Johnny Mill went back along
~ the entrance trail, turned left at the
fork and climbed the difficult trail
walls to a point overlooking the split
cliff. Down there was where he’d at-
tacked the first sentry, where if any-
. one arrived with steers they must en-

ter. And from here, too, he had a good
view across the starlit cattle country.
Johnny rolled a smoke, keeping it
cupped with a hand, and waited. When
he became used to the night he real-
ized that the help of starglow was a
very real thing, and his view across the
plains extended to fantastic distances.
He knew that approaching cattle and
riders would make a moving mass that
would be seen in plenty of time, and
now while he scanned the night there
was room in his mind for thinking.

He thought of Wolf Yates, still won-
dering whether his hurried shot in the
cabin had killed the outlaw chief. If
Yates was dead, who had taken over?
Cal Steener? Likely, he figured.

He thought of Boyd Harkin, who
had cunningly pulled a gunfight quar-
rel against Johnny’s best friend back
tn Texas. It had been a planned thing,
with the object of making Johnny's
friend pull a gun on a man against
whom he had no chance, and then
Boyd Harkin had lit out to escape the
wrath of the dead man’s friends. But
Johnny Mill had been one friend who’d
vowed that Harkin would never es-
cape, and the subsequent search for
Harkin had finally brought him to this
adventure in Arizona.

Now he wondered about Harkin.
Had he joined Yates’ owlhoot gang by
now? Johnny hoped so. He hoped that
Harkin would be included in this grand
clean-up. Because then thers would be
no worries left in Johnny’s niind, and
he would be free to set about winning
the lovely Val Dorman for his own.

And he thought of her, long and
longingly. :

Then there was movement out there
in the night and the dreams fell away
from his brain, and Johnny Mill tensed
with the sharp- realization that there
were things to be done, a lot of dan-

erous action to be weathered before
the dreams could come true.
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E SAW A small black mass of
movement out there on the plain.
It was moving toward the hidden open-
ing to the trail below. N
‘Soon he heard the drum of walking
hoofs, but not many. The moving mass
was too small and the hoof-sounds too
few for even a small bunch of steers.
Johnny Mill knew that they were rid-
ers out there, two or three horsemen
approaching the coulee. Then across
the lessening distance he heard voices.
Too far off for the words to come
clearly yet. But near enough for John-
ny to sense the tenseness of the con-
versation. Then as the black shape
moved closer to split into separate
shapes of three horses and riders,
Johnny did catch snatches of the talk.
He heard. . . “somethin’ on, all right
. .danged lawman ain’t gettin’ up such
a big posse for nothin’...sooner we
warn Steener the better....”

Then there were more words, like,
“too good to last, anyway...an’ we've
been damned lucky...me, I ain’t

anxious to go on workin’ for Steener

.he ain’t got Wolf’s brains. . .land
us in trouble, sure....”
Johnny, high on hlS cliff, thrilled

to the knowledge that his desperate
shot up in the cabin had actually killed
Wolf Yates. And he thrilled to the
thought that the owlhoots had got wind
-of the marshal’s posse and were out
to warn Steener. And he guessed their
reason for heading to the coulee.

They couldn’t attempt to climb the
mountain trail to Saddleback in the
night, and with the marshal plenty ac-
tive on the plains they saw no use in
being active themselves. They weren’t
aiming to be caught rustling and hung
from the nearest tree.

But they never once guessed that
the hidden coulee was a secret no long-
er, and they figured that it was the
safest place for them to be tonight.

Johnny got it all straight in his mind

and by that time the three riders were
at the entrance.

There they hesitated, while the lead-
ing hombre called in the darkness.
Johnny heard him curse, and say some-
thing about the danged sentry being
asleep somewhere among the rocks.
Then the three riders continued along
the sandy bed of the trail.

But down there between the walls
they were just vague shapes in the
gloom, and Johnny couldn’t risk ac-
tion until he could be certain of quick
results. So carefully he began to follow
the three, working his way along the
top of the winding cliffs as the riders
moved below.

Some of the going was rough and
the Texan fell behind. He hurried to
catch up, but quietness came first and
by the time they’d turned in at the
coulee he was twenty yards from the
entrance. But as he scrambled along
the cliff top in the dark he heard the
curses and words of the men as they
dismounted near the fire. .

“Damn it....Chalker’s asleep, too

. .everyone’s asleep round here. They
wouldn’t have dared while Wolf was
alive, huh? Chalker wake up, damn
you!”

Now Johnny was almost above the
entrance to the coulee, while across
and below the three men made excel-
lent targets in the glow of the fire.
He saw a man move to shake the sit-
ting Chalker by the shoulder, and
Johnny’s Colt came to hand for quick
action. :

Chalker flopped sideways, white
face turning toward the fire, and the
man who’d shook him stood up and
spat an oath.

“He’s dead! Chalker’s dead! What
therhell. - -2

OHNNY'’S Colt crashed and the bul-
J let cut off the man’s voice. Johnny
swiftly, yet calmly, arced his gun, still
pulling the trigger. He stood there in
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the dark at the top of his cliff and
dealt out hot lead, while the three men
died in the firelight.

The third took two bullets, trying to
dive for darkness with a broken arm,
but Johnny made mighty sure of the
second shot low in the chest. Then it
was all quiet down there, with bodies
sprawled in the flickering light and
the shapes of quivering horses beyond.

Johnny Mill scrambled down from
the wall, sweating. He watched the

- bodies, warily, his gun at the ready
until he’d finished looking each man
over. They were all as dead as they’d
ever be. Then he sheathed his gun
and began hauling them out of sight.
All except two. He propped up
* Chalker again, and one of the others,
in realistic attitudes near the fire. He
stirred the fire to fresh life and made
his way back down the trail to the en-

trance. He was about to climb for the

cliff top once more when a voice close
by said, “Hold it, fella. One move an’
you're dead...”

But Johnny moved anyway. It was
an occasion when you either moved
with unexpected suddenness or didn’t
dare move at all. Johnny crashed his
weizht at the position of the voice and
as his body collided with another there
was a flashing crash of thunder right
in his face.

But the bullet’s hot breath fanned
his cheek, and next moment he was
rolling on the ground, locked with a
powerful enemy and fighting for his
life. :

He felt the hard metal of a gun
in the man’s hand, and tried desper-
ately to stop it from coming to bear.

But he couldn’t get a proper grip of

the wrist and thought his only chance
was to keep rolling. He had a leg and
one arm locked about the guy’s long
body, and rolled about violently to
baulk all attempts at a second shot.
The rolling movement came to an
end as the two men crashed into the

cliff wall. But the enemy took most
of the force and the impact knocked
the gun from his hand.

Then he squirmed out from under
and got his hands to Johnny’s throat.
The hands were like steel claws. They
dug at the flesh and closed Johnny’s
windpipe, while Johnny clawed at the
Colt in his holster.

His own weight was on the holster
and the gun wouldn’t ccme free. But
he had his right hand gripping the
butt, and kept it there. As he splut-
tered and choked and fought the dizzi-
ness in his brain, he crashed the point
of his left elbow at the vague face that
loomed over him. :

There was a gasp and a slight re-
laxing of the grip on his throat. In
that moment he shifted his body a

_little and the Colt came free. As the

clawlike hands settled back to strangle
him, tighter and more merciless than
ever, he used his last sense and strength
to dig the Colt deep into heaving mus-
cles and pull the trigger. There was a
muffled report, and a great spitting
curse, and then the air gurgled sweetly
back into Johnny’s lungs and his en-
emy fell sideways.

OHNNY MILL took time out to

recover, then bent over th huddled
body to find no sign of life. There was
a sound behind him, at the opening
to the trail, and he spun ready for
more action. But it was a horse stand-
ing there.

The dead man’s horse, Johnny
thought. The hombre arrived while I
was shootin’ those owlhoots back at
the fire. He heard the shots an’ waited
here. Then I came back aw’ he was
gonng find out who I was before actin’
one way or the other. I was caught
napping, Johnny thought, an’ I'm
danged lucky to’ve got out of it.

He bundled the dead man into shad-
ow near a cliff wall, and then slapped
the cayuse away across the plain.
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Wearily he climbed his cliff again, to
watch for more arrivals.

It was a long and lonely wait. John-
ny had no watch and lost all track of
time. He figured out how long it would
take Lew Terry to drop Beth at the
Circle D, hit the breeze for the Hump,
and get back here with the marshal’s
posse. A good six or seven hours, he
decided. Likely it would be dawn be-
fore they arrived.

But ‘he tried to estimate how much
time had passed already, allowing so
long for his first wait at the cliff top,
so long for his shooting and hiding

of the rustlers, so long for his fight at-

the entrance. It was a hopeless task
and only left him "confused.

He thought the night would never
end. He almost would have welcomed
more action to break the monotony.
But no more action came. He caught
himself dozing, and struggled out of
it to see a grey tint in the eastern
sky. It was dawn. At last.

But dawn brightened to daylight,
and there was no sign of the posse.

- -

',: 3 HE SUN climbed
—

high enough to angle
its rays into the cou-
lee before the mar-
shal’s posse arrived
: % at last. Johnny Mill
*{" & greeted them at the

= ¥ entrance, and noted
".>\\ that they looked
Z BN\ \A weary and rather the

worse for wear.

There were about thirty men, very
tired in the saddle, and the tall Tomo
with blood soaking one torn sleeve.
Johnny saw the lawman, too, tall
and stern like he’d impressed the Tex-
an in the cafe at Relton. Tomo intro-
duced him to Johnny, and told him
what had happened. There’d - been a
big ruckus out there on the range,.

Lew Terry had reached the posse
at the Hump about an hour after mid-
night and they had started for the
coulee. But they’d run bang into a big
rustling job.

“There was mebbe twenty men, cut-
tin’ out a big herd o’ cattle from Cir-
cle D range,” Tomo said. “They had
scouts watchin’ for trouble, an’ we ran
into hot lead. Then we kinda shot it
out with the bunch. It was plenty fast
an’ furious in the dark. We killed meb-
be half the owlhoots an’ lost six men -
ourselves. The rest o’ the gang lit out
to the south. We kinda had the north
blocked off an’ that was the only way
they could run.” :

“But they’ll be makin’ back for here
soon’s they can,” Johnny said. “You
can bet on it. They must’ve meant to
be plenty active last night. A small
group got word o’ the posse, somehow,
an’ ran here for safety. I had my hands
full for a while.” He told of his adven-
tures.

“Best thing we can do is get outa
sight into the coulee an’ nab ‘em when
they come,” Red Ames said. “This
whole plan’s a danged good idea. Mill.
Reckon this’ll clean up the Jonson
gang for good, huh?”

They crowded into the coulee. Then
the marshal stationed men along the
tops of the trail walls to deal with
the rustlers as they arrived. Johnny
showed him the bodies, and told of the
snatches of talk which seemed to in-
dicate Wolf Yates was dead and Steen-
er in charge.

Wounded men, Tomo among them,
took the opportunity to clean up their
hurts. Others roamed about the cou-
lee, looking at the beef collected there,
cae man remarking that there was
about every brand he’d ever heard of.

The remnants of the beater rustlers
turned up just before noon. There was
a short but violent battle in the walled
trail, the shots bringing men running
from the coulee with drawn guns. But
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the battle was over before they reached
it.

The deputies along the cliff tops
had had all the advantage and eleven
rustlers lay dead along the trail. Mar-
shal Ames was pleased. This, added
to last night’s toll of battle, had wiped
out a large part of the gang already.
It was a much quicker result that any-
one had hoped for. The marshal re-
lieved the cliff top guards with fresh
men, and settled down to wait for
more rustlers to arrive.

BUT THE day passed without fur-
ther incident, the time dragging for
Johnny Mill. The only happening of
note was when the short, bald puncher
named Will came to Johnny and asked
for a handshake.
~ “I had you all wrong, Mill,” he said.
“I’'m doggoned ashamed. Now I wanta
be your friend.”

“That suits me fine,” Johnny said.
Then, “That leaves jus’ one more per-
son to win over—”

* “She won’t be so hard,” Will said
surprisingly. “I seen her lookin’ at you
a lot, an’ I reckon I know somethin’
about women.”

He grinned and walked away, John-
" ny staring in surprise after him.

He enjoyed his rest that night, sleep-
ing from sundown till daylight. During
the night another small bunch of rid-

-ers had come to the coulee and been
blasted, he was told.

“It can’t leave many more,” Tomo
said. “Unless mebbe the rest get kinda
suspicious about their friends headin’
for the coulee an’ vanishin’. Then
they’ll light out, I reckon.”

“Mebbe,” Johnny said. “But I sure
know one hombre who’ll be along purty

- soon. His name’s Cal Steener, an’ he’s
up there on Saddleback an’ can’t pos-
sibly know that there’s anythin’ wrong.
That thick-necked coyote’s waitin’ for
a gal, a gal he’s so crazy for that he
sent 2 man to kidnap her. The gal was

to be took up to Saddleback yesterday,
see. She didn’t arrive. She won’t come
today, either, an’ Steener’ll be gettin’
impatient. And mebbe suspicious. Not
many men’ll trust a beautiful gal in
other men’s hands. Yes, Tomo, I got
a feelin’ that today or temorrow Steen-
er’'s gonna come down the mountain
lookin’ for Beth Harris.”

But neither Steener nor anyone else
arrived at the coulee that day or the
following night, and Steener, if he was
getting impatient up there on his moun-
tain, wasn’t the only one.

Johnny Mill was impatient for ac-
tion. He didn’t want this thing to drag
on and on. He wanted it cleaned up
and done with. Early the next morning
he saddled a horse, swung to the sad-
dle, and rode casually out of the coulee

before his sleeping comrades were
aware of his intention.
The guards along the cliff top

watched him go, but it was none of
their business. They were interested
only in hombres coming in, not going
out.. Jobnny reached the fork and
swung north along the climbing trail.
This was the way the stolen beef were
taken up and over the mountain, and
he had a hunch that if Steener hap-
pened to be on his’ way down from
Saddleback he would use this trail. So
that it seemed to Johnny there was no
chance of missing Steener.

The new outlaw leader wasn’t the
only thing on Johnny’s mind, of course.
Never for a minute had he stopped
thinking of Boyd Harkin. If the gun-
slinger had really been going to join
the gang, it wasn’t likely that Wolf
Yates’ death had changed things. The
special enemies—Ilike Red Ames—who
had threatened Yates now threatened
Steener, and Boyd Harkin was hired
to take care of them. Was he up the
mountain now? Had he not arrived
yet? Or had he arrived, got his instruc-
tions to kill Ames, and gone to Relton
looking for the lawman? They were
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questions which Johnny would have
given a lot to be able to answer.

This cattle trail was easier than the
one by which Johnny and Steener had
climbed from Relton, and the Texan
was making good time. But the dis-
tance was longer, he guessed, and likely
it would be after dark before he made
Saddleback.

That was all right with Johnny.
That was fine. He didn’t know how
many enemies he’d be running into on
Saddleback, and an outnumbered man
always had a better chance in the
dark.

Then, a little after midday, he for-
got his vague worries abhout Saddle-
back. For this was it, the thing he’d
half expected. He topped a rise in the
trail and looked down to see the way
it took a temporary dip and curved in
a wide half-circle—and eon the lower
level of the circle there was a horse
and rider.

HE MAN was climbing temporar-

ily, but ccming downtrail. And the
thick figure with its huge arms and
shoulders bulging the shirt was easy
to recognize. It was Cal Steener, and
he was headed for the coulee, wonder-
ing about the kidnapped gal who'd
failed to arrive, like Johnny had fig-
ured he would.

He was headed for where Johnny
waited, yet because of the dipping
curve in the trail, his back was to the
Texan. Johnny watched. The squat
bandit kept looking back over his
shoulder along that trail, and once he
reined back as if to listen. Johnny
thought maybe he sensed that he was
being watched. The Texan drew his
mount out of sight off the trail, in case
Steener might lift his gaze and see
him.

Soon Johnny headed further among.

boulders as he listened to the climbing
hoofs of Steener’s mount. It seemed

a long time, waiting for a sight of the
man and the resulting action. He eased
the Colt in his holster, grinning at a
memory. He was remembering Steener
saying, “I ain’t made for fast movin’
... you only gotta look at me to know
Lamit fast = 7

He saw the shadow of Steener’s
horse out there on the trail, then the
shadow of Steener himself, drawing
level with Johnny’s position behind the
boulder clump. The horse and rider
were in sight, and action blasted even
before Johnny was ready. Some curious
sense of fear made Steener look
straight at Johnny Mill as he passed
the boulders—and in a flash his gan
was out of its holster and spitting bul-
lets.

Quick thinking was the only thing
that saved the Texan. In the tiny in-
stant of time when he remembered the
sly smile of Steener, as he’d claimed
to be slow, in that fleeting moment
when he realized that the bandit was
really fast and he couldn’t match
Steener’s draw, Johnny did the next
best thing and raked his mount’s belly
with spurred heels. The animal plunged
violently as Steener’s bullets fanned
Johnny’s swaying body and his Colt
came out.

And once he had a gun drawn, John-
ny Mill was a match for any man.
His first snappy throw from the back
of the plunging horse caught Steener
in the shoulder. Two more shots fol-
lowed in almost one continuous roar.
One smashed Steener’s wrist and the
next bored through his neck at the
side. The heavy man fell and lay still
on the trail before Johnny had quiet-
ened his startled mount.

And that was that. The Texan left
his saddle to make sure the owlheot
was dead. There was no doubt. He
was probing the body with booted foot
when a shot crashed and a bullet
whined close to his head. It shocked
Johnny to action again, and he dropped
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flat on the trail as another shot echoed
its crash in the mountains.

Two more shots crashed, the bullets
thudding into flesh. Into the dead
Steener’s flesh. Johnny Mill had
dropped flat behind the bulky body
for shelter. Somebody was shooting
from a short way uptrail, where it
curved from the temporary dip.

And while he lay there, gun in hand,
the Texan cursed his own carelessness.
He should have been ready for this.
He should have guessed that Steener’s
reason for looking behind so often had
been that a companion had fallen be-
hind for some reason and was expect-
ed to draw level again.

But it was too late for such realiza-
tions now. Steener’s companion had
been hurrying to catch up when the
shooting had burst forth. He’d drawn
rein, seen Steener go down and John-
ny come on to the trail to look at him.
And taken a long shot at him. Johnny
could tell by the whine of the bullets
that they’d been shot from close to the
limit of six-gun range.

HE HEARD a horse scrabbling on
the loose earth of the trail. For a
moment he thought the newcomer was
_approaching. But the hombre seemed
to realize that Johnny’s gun would be
out and ready, and it looked as if he
wasn’t hankering for a two-way ruckus
at close range. Johnny, flat behind
Steener’s body, heard rubble rolling
noisily from the scrabbling hoofs, and
knew that the horse was off the trail
and climbing a rough slope. He
chanced a look then.

He saw the cayuse’s hindquarters
- disappearing round rocky outcrops a
few feet up the slope off the trail. He
scanned a line of broken slope and fig-
ured where the rider would come to
view again. At a point above, on his
left, he decided.

He got up and scrambled off the
trail, making for that point. He got

there quickly. It was a leaning block
of sandstone and he expected the en-
emy to round it. Already he could hear
the horse approaching, hoofs scuffling
awkwardly on loose rubble.

Johnny’s Colt was half-empty but
there was no time to reload. He tried
to think of how many bullets he’d
fired at Steener. Three or four. Three,
he thought.

That would leave three live shells
in the gun, and he hoped it would be
enough. Likely if he couldn’t finish
this hembre with three shots he would
be dead himself by then. The stum-
bling hoois came closer, and Johnny
tensed. He raised his gun arm.

The horse’s bobbing head came in
view round the corner of rock, so
close that he could have touched it.
He was waiting to fire point blank
at the rider. The saddlehorn came to
sight, then the rest of the saddle—
Johnny’s finger was quivering on the
trigger before he realized that there
was no rider.

Then there was a laugh from be-
hind and above, and a shadow brushed -
the earth in front of Johnny. A shot
thundered and there was a hot stab of
pain at his shoulder as he whirled
and fired upward with incredible
speed. His shot cut the laugh to a
swearing stop and he had a glimpse
of a man staggering back out of sight.
Then he heard the fall of a body.

The burning pain high in his shoul-
der sent a wave of sickness through
the Texan. But he fought it off stub-
bornly. The hombre had tricked him
neatly, but Johnny’s fast shot had
found a target. Was the guy dead,
though? He had to find out.

Hefound a way up the leaning sand-
stone and reached the top to see a
man sprawled away from him, his
boots nearest the edge. The Texan saw
that the hombre was clapping a hand
to his left upper arm, but there was
no gun in either hand. His holster was
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empty. He must have lost his gun when
he’d fallen, Johnny reasoned.

He scrambled over the edge of the
rock to gain the hombre’s level. Then,
before he’d got proper balance, the
man moved with the speed of a rat-
tler. His boot caught Johnny high on
the chest and he stumbled, dropping
his Colt. He heard the Colt clattering
on rock far below, then turned to be
on guard against this enemy who still
had plenty of life in him.

- The hombre had scrambled quickly
to his feet—and for the first time
Johnny Mill saw his face.

T WAS THE face of a killer, ex-

pressionless except where the cheeks
were drawn in pain, the eyes color-
less. It was the face Johnny had
dreamed about for so long. the face
of gunslinger Boyd Harkin who'd
killed Johnny Mill’s friend.

“I'm glad...” Johnny panted. “I'm
glad it’s you. I'm gonna kill you.”

“What with?” Harkin sneered.
“You ain’t got a gun.”

“Neither have you,” Johnny said
tightly. “I reckon you'll miss yours
more ’an I’ll miss mine. T'll take a
chance on my bare hands.”

He closed with the killer. It was
a strange battle. Two unarmed men,
one with bloed seeping from a shoul-
der, the other with his left upper arm
shattered. A one-handed fight. But
Johnny made his one hand a good
weapon, bunching the fist and crash-
ing it at Harkin’s face.

Harkin tried to fight but he was
the first to fall back. Then suddenly
he brought his right foot into play
again, kicking high and viciously. The
boot sunk deep into Johnny’s middle
and he took the shock of it as, with
a swift hand, he grasped the ankle.
Then with a savage twist he threw
Harkin off-balance and leaped to fol-
low up the advantage.

Then he jerked to a stop. Harkin
had staggered away, drunkenly waving
one good arm to regain balance—and
there he was teetering on the edge of
that sardstone block. Then the edge
crumbled under his boots and with a
cry he disappeared from view. Johnny
heard a sound like a smashing melon,
and when he staggered to the edge he
saw Harkin fifteen feet below, the
rock beneath his still head pooling
with life-blood. . ..

Four months later there was a wed-

‘ding at the Circle D ranch. All the

hands got drunk and everybody had a
wonderful time. And when Johnny and
Val found themselves in sweet isola-
tion at last, the girl sighed and said
gently, “I did it... . I did1t....7

Johnny wanted to know what, and
she told him.

“That very first day I saw you on
the street of Relton,” she said, “I de-
cided that I’"d marry you. Of course,
I had some bad moments when I
thought you were a rustler. But it’s
how it turns out that matters, huh?”

“You said it,” Johnny grinned.
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late?

NO

HEN HARD-BRAINED ras-

§;s/ cals figured they could make
money without working for

it, by thunder, they then and there
became candidates for hangropes. Just
now, Judge Wardlow Steele was re-
luctant host to one of them. This one
sat on a bench in Flat Creek’s criminal
court and nervously awaited proceed-

ings which would decide his fate. He -

was young, dark-haired, and good-
looking; but Steele eyed him fiercely
and without sympathy. Court had been
called. Clerk James Skiffington had
screeched in his customary loud voice,
“People versus William D. Shore, alias
Golden Shore, alias Bright-and-eternal
Shore. Charge, first-degree murder.”

Despite Shore’s youth and good

The question was: if William Shore had been in-
volved in a conspiracy to rob the stage coach — a rob-
bery which resulted in murder — and had renounced
the role, had he nonetheless changed his mind too

POINT OF

RETURN

Judge Steole story

by Lon Williams

looks, Steele put anger and vengeance
into his words. “Murder, eh? Be-con-
sarned if you didn’t start mighty
young. When a half-ripe baboon com-

- mits murder around hyar, it’s either

because he thinks he’s too smart to
get caught or because he’s too mean
to give a whittle-stick. Whar’s your
lawyer?”

A thin-faced, black-haired, elegant-
ly-dressed, tall gentleman in dark suit,
white vest and four-in-hand necktie
got up and said impassively, “I am his
lawyer, if your honor please. French
Demeree.” _

“Yeah,” Steele grouched. “Demeree
from Tennessee. It’s been so long since
you showed up in this court I'd begun
to hope you'd gone back whar you
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come from or reverted to your true
nature and got yourself hung. Since
yvou come West for health and for-
tune, what’s keeping you hyar now?”

“If your honor please,” Demeree re-
plied with quiet dignity, “‘Scripture has
it that a prophet is oft-times more hon-
ored in distant lands than in his home
country. Moreover, being an artist of
sorts, I thrive best here where my art
is appreciated. And, may it please your
honor, there is still another compensat-
ing factor for choice of this rugged
frontier as my domicile. A lawyer’s
mission, like that of a physician, is to
save life, not to destroy it. If I can
look ‘back at sunset and know that
here I have been instrumental in sav-
ing one innocent man from an unjust
hanging, my fellow-men can say of me
that I was handed down to eternal

45

rest in peace with my soul. To add
another thought....”

“That’s enough, by thunder. If any-
body ever asks me what it takes to
make a lawyer, I'll tell him that fust
and foremost it takes an oily tongue.”
He swung left. “Whar’s our man?”

A sturdy, handsome redhead got up
with a displeased expression. “Wade
Claybrook, your honor. Prosecuting at-
torney.” S

Steele lifted his shaggy eyebrows.
“What! Don’t you want to make a
speech, too?”

“If your honor please,” Claybrook
responded dryly, “I think we should
proceed to business. A defendant is
detained here to be tried for murder.”

Steele was disappointed. Notwith-
standing outward expressions of dis-
taste for flowery words, he secretly
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enjoyed these brief exhibitions of elo-
quence. He had often wished in vain
that he had been so gifted himself.

He looked down at defendant Shore.
“All right, you bright and shining mir-
age, what’s your plea?”

Demeree had remained standing.
“Defendant pleads not guilty, your
honor.”

Steele repressed his usual sarcastic
impulse. “Panel a jury, Bucky.”

ITHIN a short time big Sheriff
Jerd Buckalew had a jury im-
“paneled. Witnesses were then sworn
and escorted to a back room.
“Wade, call your fust witness.”
Claybrook got up again. “If I may
do so, your honor, I should like to
state briefly our charges against this
defendant.”
“Proceed.”
“This indictment,”- said Claybrook

~  indicating a paper, ‘“charges that de-

fendant was party to a conspiracy to
rob a certain stagecoach of its cargo
of minted gold, which was being
brought to a certain new bank in Flat
Creek; that in furtherance of such con-
spiracy two innocent men were mur-
dered; and that defendant, being one
of those who conspired to rob, is guilty
of murder—as guilty as were his co-
conspirators.”

“To which charges,” said Demeree,
half-rising, ‘“defendant respectfully
pleads rot guilty. If he was ever a
conspirator, which he denies, he re-
nounced that role before any crime
was committed.”

Claybrook nodded at a deputy sher-
iff. “Call Howard P. Elson as a wit-
ness.” While waiting for his witness,
he said, “I fear defendant waited until
renunciation was too late. He had gone
beyond his point of no return.”

“As to that, we shall see,” said Dem-
eree.

A robust gentleman with copper-col-
ored hair and long sideburns was

shown in and seated. He yawned,
sighed, and settled back in his chair.
His composure was then so full and
complete as to suggest a contemptuous

feeling toward all except himself.

Claybrook eyed him coolly, then
asked, “What is your name, sir?”

Elson patted back a yawn. “My
name, sir, is Howard P. Elson.”

“What is your business?”

“I am a banker, sir. Among my nu-
merous financial responsibilities, I am
president of Miners and Merchants
Bank, recently organized and opened
for business in this city. Unfortunate-
ly, due to outrageous lack of law en-
forcement hereabouts, we had no more
than organized and opened when we
became disorganized and closed.”

Claybrook eyed him momentarily
with scorn. “Sir, to what misfortune
do you refer?”

“I refer to loss of a gold shipment,
sir. T refer to a shipment of minted
gold—title to which, unfortunately,
had passed to us before its loss.”

Claybrook’s mouth twisted {n odd
satisfaction. “Will you relate what
measures had been taken to insure
safety of your gold shipment?”

Elson yawned again. “Yes, sir. I
may say I had planned it cleverly. As
is well known, a good many stage-
coaches arrive in Flat Creek each day
from points east. At Granville Junc-
tion, I had instructed express agents
to place a gold chest on each depart-
ing stage coming this way and on a
succession of days. All of those.chests
were decoys, except one, my intent
being to confuse possible thieves and
robbers. All of those chests reached
Flat Creek safely, except one. As it
happened, that one contained our
bank’s gold—thirty thousand dollars-
in eagles, double-eagles and half-
eagles. Robbers had allowed all other
stagecoaches to pass unmolested. This
one they raided. They could have
known which one to attack only be-
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cause informed by some signal from
a stagecoach passenger. I might add,
they could have known only because
they received a signal from that young
rascal and cutthroat sitting there.” He
nodded toward defendant Shore.

DEMEREE rose angrily. “Defend-

ant objects, your honor. That
pompous goat posing as a witness was
not asked to draw conclusions. Nor is
it permissible for a witness to draw
conclusions and make senile accusa-
tions. I fear his dotage and his side-
whiskers have combined to make him
an overbearing egotist.”

Steele allowed his judicial tempera-
ment to lapse. “Demeree, be-consarned
if I don’t agree with you.” He swung
toward Claybrook. “Wade, I suggest
vou keep your witness and his whis-
kers under better control.”

Claybrook sat down. “No more
questions.”
Demeree came round. “Defendant

would like to cross-examine this blow-
hard, if your honor please.”

“Your privilege, Demeree.”

Demeree g¢lanced spitefully at the
witness. “I believe you said your name
is Elson.”

“Howard P. Elson, sir.”

“Actually it is Howard Pennipinch-
er Elson, is it not?”

“Tt-is-sield

“I believe you are better known
hereabouts as Tightwad Elson, are you
not?”

“Now, see here, you impudent, low-
born scum, I don’t have to put up with
insults from trash I wouldn’t wipe my
foot on.”

Steele swung toward Elson.
hyar yourself. You keep a civil tongue
in your head or, be-consarned, you’ll
find yourself soaking up slobbers in
a horse trough.” He turned to Demer-

“Any more questions?”
“One more, your honer.” Demeree

“See

cast upon Elson a tormenting eye.
“Are you a stockholder in that Miners
and Merchants Bank?”

“I can’t see that that’s any of your
business, sir,” snapped Elson.

“I am not promoting my own busi-
ness,” said Demeree. “Justice seems
to require that you answer, however.”

A growl rose in Steele’s throat.
“Demeree, you don’t have to argue a
witness into answering questions. It’s
a standing order in this court that any
man who refuses to answer what’s
asked him will be hung.”

Elson lost compo~ure he looked
scared. “Well, sir,” he said, “I do own
a small amount of stock.”

“But that robbery was of small loss
to you, personally; is that correct?”

Elson looked uncomfortable. “I sup-
pose, sir, that is correct.”

Demeree returned to his seat. “That
is all, your honor.” -

Claybrook nodded at a deputy.
“Show Elson out and bring in Mr.
Mole.”

A big-mouthed, ugly-faced character
in rough clothes and long, uncombed
hair was brought in.

Claybrook. got up and faced him
tolerantly. “Your name, sir?”

“Name’s Nicholas Mole.”

“Better known as Tater-patch
Mole?”

“T reckon so. Yes, sir, I guess that’s
right. Tater-patch Mole is what I'm
mostly called.”

Claybrook nodded to his left. “Are
you acquainted with a young man
named William D. Shore?”

“Yes, sir,” said Mole. “That’s him
right down there. Used to keep his
horse at Scrugg Amory’s livery barn
where I work. He’s a right sharp feller,
too, with a horse.”

“What else is he sharp with?”

“Object,” shouted Demeree. “A
witness with a glib tongue may not
deal in generalities like that.”
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LAYBROOK ignored Demeree’s

objection. “Did William D. Shore
have companions when he came with
or for his horse?”

“Sometimes he did. Yes, sir. More
often than not he did. Mostly he was
with somebody.”

“Did you know who his companions
were?”’

“Yes, sir. Knowed some of them.
One was Con Jackson. Another was
Bat Munster. Another was Fish Du-
bany. Another was Ship Benson.”

“Did you overhear them talking to-
gether? That is, talking with William
D. Shore?”

Demeree eased up. ‘“Now, your hon-
or, Mr. Claybrook is preparing to ask
what somebody said. He can’t do
. that.”

“Demeree,” said Steele, ‘“being a
lawyer, you ought to know that con-
spirators can’t cook up a conspiracy
without talk. That’s what a conspiracy
is. It’s talk. Go ahead, Wade. Ask this
‘witness what was said.”

Mole did not wait to be asked. He
said, “They was talking sort of low,
but I heard ’em. I heard part of it.
They was putting up their horses one
night. Ship Benson said, ‘Bill Shore is
to be sent to Granville Junction to-
morrow to watch for it. When he’s sure
that gold is loaded, he’ll ride stage
with it back to Flat Creek. He'll give
a signal to let us know which stage
to hit.’

“Then Bill Shore said, ‘Maybe I
don’t want to ride stage back to Flat
Creek. Maybe I don’t want no part in
this robbery.’

“Then Bat Munster said, ‘You ain’t
got nothing to say about that. You're
just like us. You will do what you’re
told to do.” That was four days before
stage driver Greenbow Larkin and his
gun guard Bob Collum was killed by
_stage robbers.” ,

“Do you know who was boss of this
robber gang?”

“No, sir, I don’t. There was a boss
though; I sure heard ’em talking about
a boss.”

“That’s all,” said Claybrook.

- Demeree shook his head. “No ques-
tions.”

Tater-patch Mole was excused, and
a young man of alert and superior
manner was put in his place. This one
had sandy, middle-parted hair, cheeks
that looked as if each had an egg in-
side it and a chin that in consequence
was almost non-existent.

Claybrook eyed him with disgust.
“Your name is Thadeus March?”

“It is,” said March. “And do you
want to know who I think....”

Claybrook cut him off. “I’m not in-
terested in who you think.”

“But defendant is,” said Demeree,
getting up. “I suggest this court go
into a thinking session for a spell.
What this witness thinks is something
mankind ought to find most enlight-
ening.” :

“It is only what this witness knows
that is material,” said Claybrook. “If
Mr. Demeree will please await his
turn, he may cross-examine.”

“Meanwhile,” said Demeree, “we
should not be denied a hearing of what
this witness thinks. In our day a think-
er is rare, indeed. Posterity would nev-
er forgive us if we failed to record this
thinker’s thoughts.”

“Now listen here,” said March. “I
came here to testify as a witness, not
to be ridiculed.”

Claybrook said, ‘“Apparently you
believe you came here to think. I mere-
ly asked your name, but you proceed-
ed to ask me if I wanted to know who
you think.”

“If you lawyers don’t quit acting so
smart, I’ll tell you who and what I
think. T’ll tell you what I think of
both of you in no uncertain terms.”

TEELE scowled at Claybrook.
“Wade, what in tarnation did you
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bring this monstrosity in hyar for?”

“I intended to ask him a few ques-
tions, if your honor please.”

“Then ask them, and never mind
what he thinks.”

Claybrook puckered his mouth at
March and said, “Where do you
work?”

“I’'m not working anywhere,” March
answered.

“Where kave you worked?”

“I've worked a good many places.
But if my thinking is correct, I as-
sume you want to know whether I
ever worked at Miners and Merchants
Bank.”

“Your thinking is correct, sir. Why
did you quit working there?”

“Old Sideburns fired me. And for
no reason at all. And if you want to
know who I think....”

“We do,” said Demeree. “By all
means.”

“If your honor please,” said Clay-
brook, “I suggest that Mr. Demeree
refrain from his unnecessary and un-
warranted interruptions.” ;

Demeree got up again. “May it
please your honor, T should regard it
as an unforgivable imposition upon all
of us if we never permitted this wit-
ness to relate what he thinks.”

“Now see hyar, Demeree, that will
be enough out of you. Set down and
wait your turn.”

While Demeree eased down Clay-
brook said to March, “Sir, I am not
interested in what you think; I am
interested only in what you know. Are
you acquainted with defendant William
D. Shore?”

March replied sulkily, “I certainly
am.”

“Did you ever see him loitering
about this bank where you worked?”

“I did,” said March. “And that’s
not all. If you want to know who I
think was behind that stagecoach rob-
bery, I can tell you.”

“Object,” said Demeree, rising

quickly. “Mr. Claybrook has already
disqualified his witness as a thinker.
Upon second thought, I agree with
Mr. Claybrook that a witness should
be permitted to testify as to what he
knows, not as to what he thinks.”

Claybrook said, “Sir, do you know
who was boss of that robber outfit?”

C(NO.”

“Do you know who planned or in-
stigated that robbery?”

HNO.??

“But do you think you know?”

(.&76517?

“Who do you think it was?”

“Object!” Demeree shouted indig-
nantly. “Mr. Claybrook can hardly be
expected to be fair, but he could at
least be consistent.”

“Demeree,” Steele said coldly, “you
set down and stay set.”

Claybrook eved March dubiously
for a moment, then he decided to pro-
ceed. “Sir, who do you think planned
and instigated that robbery?”

“I think it was old Sideburns.”

“Ah! And do you?”

“I certainly do.”

“Why do you think that?”

“Because I saw him in close com-
munion with that dude sitting down
there. I saw them like that more than
once.”

“To what dude are you referring?”

“Bill Shore.”

“Did you hear anything that was
said between them?”

“No. But I sure saw them in close
communion.”

“Do you mean you saw them talk-
ing to each other?”

n’&*es..':

Claybrook
questions.”

sat down. “No more

EMEREE waited for a nod from

Judge Steele then came round and
confronted March. “Young man,” he
said icily, “you don’t like defendant
Bill Shore, do you?”
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“Why should I?”

“When Mr. Shore exchanged good-
mornings with you, what did he call
you?”

“He called me by my name.”

“He called you Mr. February
March, didn’t he?”

“What if he did?”

“Oh, nothing, nothing.” Demeree
went back to his place. “That’s all,
your honor.”

March was taken out. For several
seconds thereafter, nothing occurred.
Then a couple of deputies came in at
a back door with a stretcher or legless
cot. Lying thereon was a woman. A
third deputy followed with a couple
of sawhorses. He placed these in an
open space below and in front of Judge
Steele. Immediately his companions
-placed their burden upon them.

Claybrook got up. “If your honor -
- please, this witness is Miss Laney Cue
Bentwood. From her waist downward
she is paralyzed. Despite that fact,
however, her testimony is indispensa-
ble. I suggest she be sworn.”

Clerk Skiffington got up and
screeched at Miss Bentwood. “Lup
your right hand.” When she had ex-
tended her right arm upward, Skiffing-
ton continued, “Swear-tell-truth-whole-
truth-num-but-truth-self-e-God?”

Miss Bentwood said feebly, “I do.”

Judge Steele, as curious as every-
body else, leaned forward and peered
down at Laney Cue. She was long and
slim, most of her body being covered
by a sheet and blankets. She didn’t
look much like an invalid to Steele;
he thought she looked about as healthy
as any woman he’d ever seen. She
looked to be about twenty-five years
of age, although he was aware that a
man or woman lying face upward had
a tendency to look younger than when
standing.

Demeree was up, waiting for curi-
osity to subside. He said, “If your
honor please, defendant objects to this

ACTION

witness. A man accused of crime and
being tried therefore is entitled to be
confronted by his accusers. It is ap-
parent that he is not to be here met
face-to-face, but is to be accused
through a veil of sympathy and preju-
dicial frailty. Such a proceeding is not
merely prejudicial, it is intolerable.”

“If your honor please,” said Clay-
brook, ‘this lady’s testimony cannot
be dispersed with. She was an eyewit-
ness to what happened to Greenbow
Larkin’s stagecoach. She was an eye-
witness, also, to defendant’s part in
that infamous incident. If she is able
to sit in a chair and-testify, I admit
that she should do so. Whether she can
is for your honor to decide.”

Laney Cue Bentwood moaned, “Oh,
no. Oh, no. I am in great pain as it is.
I cannot sit up. I cannot.”

Steele nodded at Demeree. “Set
down, Demeree. If thar’s any prejudice
in this situation, by thunder, it’s your
client’s hard luck. Go ahead, Wade.”
He was more reluctant, however, than
outward appearances indicated; be-
consarned, it was like letting an un-
armed man be shot by an invalid. But
there was one thing he was not going
to do. If Demeree on cross-examina-
tion got rough with her, he would not
be stopped—unless he got beyond all
bounds of reason and respectability.

LAYBROOK moved out to where

he could look down upon Laney
Cue Bentwood’s face. He said, “Miss
Bentwood, you are a resident of Flat
Creek, are you not?”

Jurors leaned forward to hear her
answer.

She said, “I am.”

“What business were you engaged
in before your injury?”

“I owned and operated a—a trinket
shop.” -

“Are you acquainted with defendant
William D. Shore?”

She turned her head and stared at
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the defendant. “To my great sorrow,”
she moaned, “I am.”

“Where were you when Greenbow
- Larkin’s stagecoach was attacked and
robbed?”

“I was a passenger on Mr. Larkin’s
stage.”

“Who else was on it?”

“Willie D. Shore—that vicious crea-
ture sitting there.”

Demeree got up. “Defendant ob-
jects, your honor. This prone, whiny
female has got no right to call people
scurrilous names. A horse-trough bath
might prove to be a pool of Bethesda
or Siloam for her. Though it probably
would not improve her skinny legs, it
might at least cure her evil tongue.”

That was being a mite rougher than
Steele had anticipated. “See hyar,
Demeree, you can’t talk that way to a
lady.”

“She can’t talk that way about my
client, either,” said Demeree. “Her
looking like an emaciated scarecrow
gives her no license to speak mali-
ciously of this defendant.”

Claybrook intervened indignantly.
“Now, your honor, if anybody is being
maliciously uncomplimentary, it is
Mr. Demeree himself. It should be
apparent to everyone who can see her
that Miss Bentwood is a beautiful
young woman, in nowise emaciated or
skinny. But Mr. Demeree’s method
and motive are quite understandable;
he is aware that this lady’s testimony
will put a noose around his client’s
neck. He can only prevent that result
by discrediting or by excluding her
testimony.”

“I insist that it should be both dis-
credited and excluded,” said Demeree.

“It has been ruled otherwise,” said
Claybrook with a haughty lift of his
eyebrows. He looked down at Laney
Cue again. “Miss Bentwood, will you
please relate what occurred while you
were a passenger on Larkin’s stage-
coach?”

“Yes,” Miss Bentwood replied. “But
if you will spare me all needless de-
tails, I shall appreciate it. May I re-
late only those final events?”

“Certainly,” said Claybrcok.

“Well, we were passing through a
place called Lickrock Flat and travel-
ing at a moderate pace when Mr. Lar-
kin’s guard, a man named Robert
Collum, was heard to yell, ‘There they
gome 2

“Who heard him yell?” asked Clay-
brook.

“Well, I did. Bill Shore also heard
him. Riding with us was also a girl,
a simple-minded young thing named
Kitty Diggles. She heard him, too. We
looked out and saw them almost im-
mediately. They were riding down a
rocky slope. Nothing happened until
they were down on flat ground. Then
they began shooting at us. Why he
behaved so crazily I don’t know, but
Greenbow Larkin put his four horses
into a run. His guard began shooting,
too.” ,

“What did defendant Shore do
meanwhile?”

“Oh, he pretended to be shooting at
those robbers. But he didn’t come with-
in a mile of hitting anybody; he was
shooting almost straight up.”

“Did Bob Collum hit any of them?”

“Poor Bob killed two of them.”

“What happened to Larkin and Bob
Collum?” :

“They were both killed.”

“What happened to your stage-
coach?”

“Well, our horses ran wild for al-
most a mile, then a wheel hit some-
thing and our stage turned over. That’s
when my back was broken.”

LAYBROOK remained silent a mo-
ment for dramatic effect, then
asked, “Miss Bentwood, before that
robber attack commenced, had you ob-
served William Shore’s behavior?”
“Oh} yes‘”
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“Wkat did he de?”

“He’d been looking out as if watch-
ing for something or scmebody. Then
suddenly he took a large white hand-
kerchief from his coat and held it out
at a window. Whether he waved it, I
don’t know. But it would not have
mattered anyhow, because a stiff wind
was blowing; anyone at a distance
could have seen it fluttering.”

“How soon thereafter did this at-
tack commence?”

“It was just a little while, possibly
a minute.”

After a brief pause, Claybrook
asked, “Miss Bentwood, prior to ap-
pearance of those robbers were you
aware that your stage carried a chest
of gold coins?”

“Oh, no. I had no idea.” She moaned
pitifully and said, “Mr. Claybrook,
can’t you spare me now?”

Claybrook backed away. “I believe
that will be sufficient. Thank you very
much.”

Demeree got up. “If your honor
please, T should like to cross-examine
this old hag.”

Steele’s blood pressure soared in-
stantly. “Consarn you, Demeree, you
knowed better than talk like that.”

- “T meant no disrespect to this hon-
orable court,” said Demeree. “I apol-
ogize for what may have seemed other-
wise.”

“All right, cross-examine.”

Demeree came round and stood over
Miss Bentwood. Ferocity gleamed be-
tween her eyes and his.

Demeree said, “You are acquainted
with a certain banker named Tightwad
Elson, are you not?”

“I have met Mr. Elson, yes,” Miss
Bentwood replied coldly.

“You have rather studiously cul-
tivated his friendship, have you not?”

She turned her face away from Dem-
eree. A sob came from her throat.
“Must I be tortured by this horrible
creature?”’

“You heard my question,” said Dem-
eree. /

She began to weep. In a moment
she was hysterical.

Steele growled at Demeree, “You
let up thar, by thunder. That’s no way
to treat a woman. That’s no way to
treat even a well and hearty wom-
an.”

“If your honor please,” said Dem-
eree stubbornly, “while this female is
recovering from her hysterics, I should
like to put on my own witness. But
I’'m not through with this creature. I
reserve defendant’s right to question
her further when she has sufficiently
recovered.”

Steele glanced at Claybrook. “Wade,
have you got any more witnesses?”

“No, your honor.”

“All right, Demeree. Bucky, have
this woman kept in back until she’s
called for. Demeree, fetch your wit-
eSS

When Miss Bentwood had been car-
ried out, Demeree nodded at a depu-
ty sheriff. “Bring in Miss Kitty Dig-

gles.”

MISS DIGGLES was a pretty, blue-

eyed blonde of somewhere be-
tween sixteen and twenty. In Steele’s
opinion she had been spoiled in her
upbringing, for she seemed to regard
everybody as her friend; she even
smiled pleasantly at him.

Demeree came round to question
her. “So your name is Kitty Diggles?”’

She looked at him solemnly. “Yes.
Isn’t it awful?”

Demeree appeared surprised. “You
mean Kitty is an awful name?”

“Now, you know what I mean, Mr.
Demeree.”

“Well, now, if it’s Diggles you have
reference to, I'm sure some fine young
man will soon change that. Most- any
man would be glad to do so.”

Claybrook eased up. “If your honor
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please, this exchange of levity has no
relevancy whatever.”

“Superficially, Mr. Claybrook is
right,” said Demeree. “Actually I had
in mind reassuring Miss Diggles that
she is among friends and may speak
freely.” Demeree became serious.
“Now, young lady, you were a pas-
senger on Greenbow Larkin’s stage-
coach when it was recently attacked
by robbers. Right?”

“Yes, I was, but I hope never to be
again.”

Demeree nodded. “Who else were
passengers?”’

“Why, Mr. Shore was one. There
he ig, sitting right down there.”

“Who else?”

“A woman. Her name was Miss
Bentwood. Mr. Shore called her Curli-
cue Bentwood.”

“Do you mean Laney Cue?”

“I believe that was her true name,
really.”

“Did Mr. Shore and Miss Bentwood
behave on friendly terms with respect
to each other?”

“Oh, my, no. She even shot at him.”

Demeree looked abashed. “Not real-
]y!u ‘

“She sure did. After she had waved
her handkerchief out of a window and
those bandits had come charging down
on us, Mr. Shore drew a big gun and
beiore you could say scat shot two of
them oif their horses. Miss Bentwood
~ drew a little gun from her reticule
and aimed it at Mr. Shore’s head. But
just as she shot, a rock or something
bumped us real hard and she missed.”

“Then what happened?”

“Well, Mr. Larkin and his guard
had already dropped off, both killed
by bandits. Nobody was left to drive
our horses, so they ran away. They
kept running until we turned over and
broke loose from them. I guess those
robbers thought all three of us were
dead. As soon as they found what they
were after they took it and hurried

off. T heard one of them yell, ‘Hurry
it up, somebody’s coming.” Three dep-
uty sheriffs arrived a few minutes lat-
er. I was able to get out by myself,
but they had to help Miss Bentwood
and Mr. Shore. I guess that’s about
all.”

Demeree said, “I guess that’s about
enough.”

Claybrook got up as Demeree went
to his seat.

Claybrook said, “Miss Diggles, are
you in love with this young Mr.
Shore?”

Kitty looked tenderly at defendant.
“Well, I guess it’s a little early for us
to be in love. But he did say....”

“Just answer my questions, please.”

“Hold on thar,” snapped Steele.
“Lady, what did Bill Shore say?”

Kitty looked round at Steele. She
was shy, as one truly in love. “He
said.... Well, he said he had not
meant to come back to Flat Creek
anymore- but that he’d changed his
mind when he learned I was coming
to Flat Creek to live with my aunt
and uncle. He said he’d been offered
a good job with a mining company and
meant to take it. He really did ask me
to marry him.”

“Now, your honor,” said Claybrook,
“it is quite obvious that this young
lady is merely saying what somebody
has told her to say.”

EMEREE rose furiously. “That’s
an insult. That’s a lowdown, cow-
ardly, insulting faisehood.”

“What she has said is both unrea-
sonable and untruthful,” retorted
Claybrook. “Her statements are en-
titled to no credence whatever. They
are merely something devised and re-
hearsed to play up defendant as a
hero instead of what he actually is—
namely, a bloodthirsty robber and
murderer.” ,

“From being a gentleman, such as
I have long given him credit for be-



54 WESTERN ACTION

ing,” sald Demeree warmly, “Mr.
Claybrook has joined ranks with con-
temptible scoundrels.”

“That’s enough,” roared Steele.
“Any time you lawyers want to lock
horns outside this court room, it will
be all right with me. But you don’t
do it in hyar.”

Demeree said contritely, “I most
humbly apologize to your honor for
this unseemly behavior.”

“Claybrook,” snapped Steele, “ques-
tion your witness.”

“I have no more questions,” re-
sponded Claybrook, “but I should like
to have Miss Bentwood brought back
by way of rebuttal.”

“Fetch her,” said Steele, nodding at
Buckalew’s deputies.

Kitty Diggles was shown out and
Miss Bentwood was carried in and
placed as before.

Claybrook advanced and looked

- down at her face. “Miss Bentwood,

during that stagecoach robbery, did
you shoot at defendant William
Shore?”

Miss Bentwood gasped. “What an
absurd question.”

“But did you?”

“Of course not. I had no weapon
with which to shoot at anybody.”

“Did you put a handkerchief or
white cloth out and wave it shortly
before your stage was attacked?”

_ “Oh, dear, no. I told you who did it.
It was thst dreadful Bill Shore.”
Claybrook backed to his

“That is all, your honor.”

Demeree came round leisurely. He
had some loose papers which he ap-
eared to be studying. When he was
near Miss Bentwood’s stretcher he ap-
parently found a question he had in-
tended to ask.

His face and voice softened. “Miss
Bentwood, if I have heretofore ap-
peared to be rude, I hope you will
overlook it.”

chair.

She gave no response, except to turn
her face slightly away from him.

Demeree said gently, “It may seem
unkind, but I trust you will forgive me
for insisting upon a few more ques-
tions.”

She gave him no response.

A paper slipped from Demeree’s
hands. He soon after missed it, looked
for it and discovered it near his feet.
Quietly he stooped to pick it up. While
in a stooped position he put his right
hand under Miss Bentwood’s stretcher
and suddenly jabbed a stickpin deeply
into her bottomside.

Spectators, jurors and others were
shocked by a frightful scream. Miss
Bentwood bowed her body upward and
landed erect off her cot. She stood
solidly on both feet and rubbed her
right hip at its most rearward point.

After a moment a horrified expres-
sion came over her hard face. “My
God!” she murmured. “What have I
done to myself?” ;

Then she looked at Demeree, mur-
der in her flashing eyes. “You... You
beast!” She grabbed bedclothing from
her erstwhile bed. Meanwhile she mut-
tered words of murder.

EMEREE extended his right

hand. On its palm lay a pearl-
handled derringer. “Were you locking
for this, Miss Bentwood? It was ly-
ing under your blanket.” An instant
before she snatched at it, he withdrew
it from her reach.

“Oh, you beast!” she screamed. “If
somebody will give me a gun, I'll kill
you.”

Demeree turned and rejoined his
client. When there, he faced Judge
Steele. “Your honor, it is not among
my duties to apprehend murderers, but
I think you are looking at a female
variety  of that undesirable species.
Mention has been made that Bat Mun-
ster dnd his fellow-robbers had a boss.
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I think you are also lonking at their
boss when you look at Curlicue Bent-
wood.”

While Demeree talked, Curlicue
looked for an avenue of escape. She
saw what appeared to be an open
aisle; she took it at a fast walk.

“Stop her,” Steele roared.

He was pleased when some of his
old ex-vigie friends got in her path
and overcame her violent and profane
attempts to force her way out.

Steele muttered to himself. “Point
of no return, by thunder.” He gave

his head a sidewise jerk. “You jurors
fetch in a verdict.”

After a brief absence they returned.
A tall, bony gold-digger remained
standing. “Not guilty, Judge.”

Steele accepted their verdict with-
out comment. He accepted it as mean-
ing that in their opinion Golden Shore
had not gone beyond his point of no
return. But when peaceful citizens got
murdered, by thunder, somebody ought
to pay for it with his neck. Somebody
would, too. Some murdering robbers
were running at large who would pay
for it yet. There was plenty of time.

The School Days of Cowboy Swoke

Dolores Sweete, pert and petite,

A charmer at eighteen,

Taught school each day to earn her
way,

At Cactus-on-the-Green;

‘She taught small tots their jots and
dots,

And kept their faces clean.

Came Lasso Swoke, a young cowpoke,
Who sought to corral bliss;

A gay young man old cowmen ban,
And speak of with a hiss,

A bold young blade who liked to raid
Warm lips and take a Kkiss.

Then Lasso saw, and with some awe,
Miss Sweete, and thought her great.
Right off the bat he doffed his hat,
And asked her for a date;

She said, “No! No!” He saxd “So, so,
I will matrlculatd 4

At twenty-two, gay Lasso knew
That two and two make four;

But nonetheless he made a guess
That he could learn some more;
He stayed a year in the first grade,
Because there was none lower!

He spent that year with Miss Sweete
near,

by G. A. Edwards

She taught him, but in vain.

She thought there must be much saw-
dust

In first-grade Lasso’s brain—

He seemed to shed all knowledge fed

Like a bunkhouse sheds the rain!

The second year, with a sad tear,

She saw the cowboy come.

He brought his lunch, some fresh-made
punch, -

Made from bourbon and rum;

She saw the chump as a big lump

On her curriculum!

Then did Miss Sweete lay down a neat
And stern and iron-clad rule—
That Lasso Swoke, the dull cowpoke,
Must cease to be a fool;

To do this she would thenceforth see
He stayed in after school!

She kept him in, he had scme gin,
Those in the know aver

That learning’s flow for young Lasso
Would need some other spur— -

And that Miss Sweete will not repeat
The things Lasso taught her!

THE END
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RANGE

Nowvelot

by E. E. Clement

Riding a hunch, Steve Dill
came to this bitter land —
came and found that he
wasn’t intended to leave...

HE NARROW gauge had left

the writhing streams of dust be-

hind and the land in the rolling
foothills was losing its bleak, hard
shine under the high sun. Now the
green tips of cacti pushed spurs
through the throttling sand and the
dirt fog in the air let what seemed to
be a normal ameunt of sunshine pierce
the windows of the day coach.

But the lightness was deceiving, like
the whole of this territory, The air,
like the country, was loaded with sud-
den death. Any man who wanted to
keep breathing should flee Blackhawk,
not approach it.

But with every grind and jerk of
the train wheels Steve Dill was ap-
proaching it. That he intended to kill
a man was unimportart. It hasn’t mat-
tered before, but now he was reach-
ing avid hands for the jackpot, twist-
ing the tail of the rainbow. He was in
—on easy street—and it would take
only the sudden blasting of guns to
put him there.

His clothing was black as the ace
of spades, and the sharp creases in his
trousers came down over his black
boots. A green and white narrow cord
wandered around the band of the flat-
crowned stetson. His dark green. shirt
made a grudging background for his
black tie.

The sun and the wind and the rain
had burned and blackened his thin
face until the whites of his eyes
seemed perpetually to be flashing in
murderous anger; and the red of his
thin lips was as brilliant as the sud-
den bubbling of blood. His agile hands
kept flexing, clenching and wunclench-
ing, as if in continual combat with un-
seen demons. The mark of the killer
—and of many things both good and
sordid—was on him. And of most of
them he was proud.

Dust insinuated itself beneath the
window and squirmed snake-like along
the sill to fall unheeded in Dill’s lap.
He had learned many miles back in
the depths of the dust bowl to ignore
it. It was useless to do otherwise. Dust
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was king here and dancing a macabre
dance of death.

Beyond the windows of the train,
bags of bone and hide that once had
been cattle stood ankle-deep in the
moving dirt, their heads and tails
down, their legs spread wide in hope-
lessness. They already were dead,
waiting only for another day or so to
make the fact official.

They were curiously like Black-
hawk itself when Dill alighted on the
train platform. Once Blackhawk had
known only fertility; now there was
hopelessness and the aura of death
everywhere in the choking air. Those
who remained were like the cattle,
with heads down, waiting...wait-
ing. ..

Dill felt good about it. One more
death, more or less, would practically
go unnoticed here. He picked up his
carpetbag and swung lightly through
the dust. He was tall and curiously
. lithe for so large a man, and his heavy
shoulders seemed to sway in utter con-
fidence with every long step he took.

The tug of the slug through the
brim of his black hat, the flat slap of
the shot, simply made the shoulders
hunch, turned his feet at an angle to
whence the shot had come...and his
legs moved more rapidly in a tantaliz-
ing feinting sidestep.

Two ponies at the hitching rack
jerked up their heads. A man coming
out of the hotel hastily ducked back
inside, leaving Dill alone in the mid-
dle of the deserted street.

Dill’s chin was thrust forward, the
whites of his blue eyes bright in hard
brilliance. They swept the store
fronts, the shadowed corners and up
the roofs and the false fronts of the
buildings.

There Was silence, deep and pene-
_trating. A sudden gust of wind made
a brief whirlpool near Dill’s shuffling
feet. Spiritlessly it died and the dust
went twisting across the ground like
a well-fed snake.

UZZLED, Steve Dill picked up his

bag with his left hand, keeping
the gun in his right, backing a zig-zag
course to the hotel. He heard the door
open at his back. Spinning abruptly
he plunged into the dark safety of the
dust lobby. The door slammed behind
him.

A heavy man in a dark eyeshade
came across the lobby and went be-
hind the desk.

The cowboy Dill had seen briefly
duck back into the hotel stood deep
in the rear of the lobby, mouth
twitching, and fingers hooked into his
gun belt.

The man in the eyeshade leaned
across the desk, his eyes flat with
curiosity. = “Close shave—that,” he
said conversationally.

Dill holstered his gun, watching the
bleak street. “‘Vhy in hell anyone
wants to shoot at me, I don’t know,”
he said almost to himself. “What goes
on here anyway?”

The man in the eyeshade studied
him. Finally he pushed forward the
register. “Room?”

Dill signed.

The man looked at the register and
pushed back his eyeshade.

“Then you ain’t Gates?”
y

“I'm Steve Dlll——]ust what it says
on the register.”

“Hum-m. We don’t see many
strangers here of late—unless they got
a reason to be here,” he added suggss-
tively. '

The clerk obviously was inviting
confidences that were none of his
damn business, Dill decided, and
ducked the issue with: “Who is this
Gates you were expecting?”

“A man,” the clerk said laconically.
“A rich man—very rich. Like as not
he might even save this twice-damned
burg. Maybe—just maybe—if he
lives.”

“If a man might save a town why
should anyone want to shoot him?”
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The clerk’s eyes suddenly were
veiled. “If you don’t know—then I
shore don’t know—or want to know—
why you came here.”

The man in the back of the lobby
came forward in a slow shuffle. His
eyes, wide with hidden fears, studied
Dill’s face. His white face was lined
with pain, and the pain was cbvious in
every limping step he took. He was a
cautious man, and a frightened one at
that, Dill decided.

“I—I thought for a moment that
you might—just might—Dbe the help
we need,” he said to Dill. “Gates
should send a front man on if he’s
smart. We wrote him that this was
liable to be tough.”

“I wouldn’t be talking too much
about it, jce,” a voice said from the
stairway. “After all—this man is a
~ stranger.”

Dill turned swiftly, his nerves still
ragged from the close brush in the
street.

The woman on the stairway was
calm, petite, definitely pretty. But her
eyes, too, hid inner fears.

“He a Bible pounder, Mom?” the
youngster holding her hand chirped.
He was somberly studying Dill’s dust-
covered black clothing.

The woman’s eyes looked from
Dill’s hard face to his thonged gun and
smiled. “I doubt it, son,” she said. “In
many ways I think this is a town that
maybe the Lord just forgot for a
spell.”

STEVE DILL’S thin lips split in a

ready grin. This situation was baf-
fling in all its implications, and he
wanted to establish his own status as
rapidly as possible. To do so was also
the best insurance obtainable to still
too-itchy trigger fingers.

“The only thing I pound, son,” he
said slowly, “is a deck of cards. In
fact some people say I pound them
too well.”

ACTION

“Just a gambler,” the clerk mut-
tered in disgust. “An’ comin’ to a
place where nobody is interested in
anything as small as a card game any
more.”

Dill’s hands were f{lexing again.
Was he being called penny-ante, a tin-
horn? He couldn’t be sure. The clerk
was all mouth and what brain cells
he had rattled through his teeth.

“What he’s trying to say, Mr. Dill,”
the woman said hurriedly, “Is that
the whole town is playing for big
stakes—something much bigger than
a card game. The town is broke, too.
There’s nothing here for you. I would
suggest you catch the evening train be-
fore you, too, are unable to depart.”

The paradox intrigued Dill.. . big
stakes...broke town...a warning to
leave. His pulses set up a sudden
pounding. The combination of big
stakes and danger was a challenge.

His motive in coming here—to kill
a man—had been a similar challenge.
But whatever hovered so grimly over
this desolate town had nothing what-
soever to do with his original plan.
Maybe, by comparison, his original in-
tention was strictly penny-ante. . .

“Maybe you're right,” he said. “The
town looks pretty deserted.”

“Hah. That’s what you think,” the
clerk rattled.

THE PALE man took a limping step

forward, and motioned with one
arm to the woman and boy. “My wife,
Mrs. Holcomb, and my son, young
Joey. I'm Joe Holcomb—one time
rancher, so to speak.” This last bit-
terly.

Dill bowed to the woman and tocok
Holcomb’s extended hand. Hard-cal-
loused, it was wet with clammy nerv-
ousness. :

“Sell your ranch, or did it just blow
away?” Dill prodded.

“I still own the land—for just two
more days. There’s nothing on it now.



HOPELESS RANGE 59

Everything was dying and blowing

away—but I guess it wasn’t blowing

away fast enough. We got burned out
week ago.”

“Burned out?”

“That’s right. Night riders. This is
a busy place at night. Murder rides
with the torch. At day it’s just mur-
der on the street if you head for any-
where except the railroad station.
You're sure of living only if you're
getting out. And only a certain type
coming in are sure of living.”

“Meaning?”

“Killers. Hired ones. The town is
full of them.”

Dill tensed. Killers! The very snap
of the word was as ominous as if was
baifling. The weather and the dust
were destroying this town. What the
elements failed to accomplish hired
gunmen were doing. Dill recognized,
with a shock, that he had plunged un-
wittingly into something extraordin-
ary. It made him feel good.

“Joe,” the woman reminded again.
“Mr. Dill is a stranger. Don’t talk
too much.” :

She looked levelly at Steve Dill. “At
this point, Mr. Dill, it might be fatal
for a stranger to know too much about
this situation, In a few days—provid-
ed .Mr. Gates arrives in time—it will
be safe again. To take sides with us—
the townfolks—for Brady or Ewell
couldn’t possibly alter the situation.
Get out while you can and—"

“Brady?” mused Dill. “You mean
Ralph Brady has a hand in this?”

N THE SUDDEN stillness he heard

the clerk draw a quick breath.
The friendliness in the woman’s face
was gone with the fleetness of thought.
Joe Holcomb mouthed an inaudible
curse.

“So you’re one of them?” the wom-
an said bitterly. “So you know Ralph
Brady? Is this some new trick—send-
ing a killer here—to the only sanctu-
ary we have left?”

“I know Brady,” Dill admitted.
“I’'ve gambled with him—but by Gawd
I don’t work for him! Does that sat-
isfy you, Mrs. Holcomb?”

“Good day Mr. Dill,” she said with
a woman’s unreasonableness. Her back,
stiff, she turned and led the youngster
upstairs.

“Bye, deck pounder,” the boy called
over his shoulder.

“You forgot something, Mrs. Hol-
comb,” Dill called out. Why he want-
ed her to understand puzzled him. It
just seemed important.

She turned and locked down the
stairwell,

“Remember?” Dill held his hat aloft
and pushed a finger through the bul-
let hole.

Her set expression didn’t change
“Good day, Mr. Dill.”

Dill shrugged and put the hat back
on his head.

“She sees red whenever she hears
Brady’s name,” Joe Holcomb said
apologetically. “Yuh see, Brady shot
me about a month ago. The bullet is
still lodged against my spine.”

“Fair fight?” Dill was unimpressed.

“I—I guess it was fair. I was drunk.
I didn’t like the way Brady was deal-
ing. He had me broke and was pouring
in the salt.”

Dill frowned. A gun fight at a card
table was okay. But a fight with a
drunken card player was not. It was
sort of an unwritten law.

In a way he felt good that he had
found out about this. It gave him a
reason—backed by minor anger—to
kill Brady. He hadn’t had an reason
except greed before, and his lack of
anger against Brady had been irritat-
ing him ever since he had heard about
the locket Brady wore on his heavy
gold watch chain. Possession of that
locket was the equivalent to owning a

gold mine. ..
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-2.’

e HE FRONT door
came open and a
short and round
man with expres-
sionless ey e s came
in. He was flanked
by a tall tobacco-
chewing youth with
a slack jaw.

They came right
over to Steve Dill
and the short man looked up and said:
“I don’t know why you’re here, part-
ner, but I’'m tellin’ yuh to catch the
down train. That’ll be in a half hour.”

Dill looked down at the star on the
man’s unbuttoned vest. “I'm not quite
ready for that yet. Any objections?”

“Plenty,” the man snapped. “It’s my
job to keep law and order, Dill, an’ I'm
tellin’ yuh to get out.”

“Law an’ order—" Holcomb mut-
tered sardonically.

Dill backed to the desk and spread
his arms. The man knew his name.
That could mean but one thing.

“So you’re taking orders from Bra-
dy, huh?” he said softly.

The sheriff looked surprised. Then
unashamedly, “Alright put it that-
away then. I'm telling yuh that Ralph
Brady said for yuh to get the hell out.
He saw you standing in the street like
a clay pigeon.”

Dill tossed back his head and
laughed. “Brady is gettin’ too big for
his britches. Go back an’ tell him that
I said to go to hell and to break out
a fresh deck. ’'m coming down there
after I wash up and intend playing a
little. . .”

Too late he saw the sheriff look
past his shoulder with widened eyes.
He ducked too late to avoid the heavy
inkwell in the hands of the desk clerk.

The lobby tilted on a sharp angle
until the floor was before Dill and
rushing straight at him. It collided

with his chin and spun off into im-
penetrable darkness.

He saw the cobwebs first as dim
and far away as a lost cloud. Then he
felt the hard boards in back of his
aching head. He tried to roll away
from the ache and gasped as he fell.
The fall was short, simply from a long
bench to the floor of the train station,
he finally determined.

He got unsteadily to his feet and
reached for his gun. The holster was .
empty.

“We packed it away where it'd be
safe,” a voice said. “It’s in your car-
petbag.”

THE SHERIFF and his chawing
sider were leaning negligently
against the door of the station. -

“We was sorta hopin’ that you'd
wake up before the train came in,”
the sheriff said. “We just didn’t want
to pour yuh on like any two-bit drunk.
We don’t like to do that to any friend
of Brady’s. People liable to start
thinkin’ Brady don’t take good keer of
his pals.” .

Dill’s mouth twisted. Brady. .. Bra-
dy would dare do this to him. Killing
Brady now would be a down-right
pleasure and not just a short path to
riches. :

On unsteady feet he approached the
sheriff. “Got the makin’?” he asked.

The sheriff put a bag of Bull Dur-
ham in Dill’s trembling hands. Dill
dropped it, and bent groggily to re- _
trieve it. The sheriff grunted and bent -
far over, reaching a sure hand for
the sack.

Dill’s weaving had came up with a
sudden lunge, smashing against the
sheriff’s downthrust chin.

With the motion on his pivot up-
ward, Dill hooked a vicious left to the
moving jaws of the tobacco chewer.

For a split second the dull eyes
flickered in amazement and the jaws
were still as his hand streaked for his
holstered gun. :

It never reached the gun. The sid-
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er’s knees gave away and he started
to slide to the floor. Dill hit him twice
more on the way down.

He rubbed his bruised knuckles and
Jlooked down at the two still forms.
“Brady should a told you—among
other things—that I don’t smoke.”

He went to his carpetbag in the mid-
dle of the room and retrieved his short
barreled and pearl handled six-gun. He
reloaded it, frowning in concentration.

Cautiously he put his hat on his
aching head. He still had a job to do
—kill a man—and get a locket from
him.

ON HIS WAY out he bent and re-

moved the guns from the sheriff
and his sider. In the dusk outside he
threw them into the weeds on the far
side of the tracks.

The street apparently was deserted.
The lights in the hotel were burning,
and farther down the street a dozen
horses stood hitched before where
more lights burned—Brady’s saloon.

Dill grunted, retreated to the sta-
tion and made a wide circle in the
darkness past the limits of the town
and cautiously approached Brady’s
from the rear.

The air was heavy, choking, and
sounds came dully. In the light breeze
Dill could feel dry, powdery dirt brush
his face. This was a helluva country,
worse than a ready-made desert. Yet
there was a bitter—apparently one-
sided—war being fought over it.

It came to Dill then what it might
be—what it had to be. The land itself
was worthy2ss, Nothing could grow on
it, it could sustain nothing. . .its top-
soil had went in for aviation. So there
was only one answer to this high
stakes game.

It was what was under the ground
that was valuable.

Oil! That was it Oil!l A word of
magic and untold wealth. ..

With his hand pressed against the
rear door of Brady’s saloon, Dill
paused, This was something strictly

blue chips, bigger than what he had
come for. The locket Brady carried
might mean a little slice of some
mines—maybe—but a slice of this
haul might set a man up for life.

Abruptly he decided to cut himself
in—if possible—and to permit Brady
to continue living—at least temporar-
ily—unless forced into an immediate
tight.

Dill was an opportunist, a very
adroit one, and that he occasionally
had to even double-cross himself was
strictly in character. He couldn’t re-
member when he had ever given any-
one a fair shake, including himself. If

he had, it must have been long ago, -

and strictly by accident. ..

GUN IN HIS right hand, he pushed
the door open. Its squeaking in the
darkness seemed loud to Dill, but it
faltered and died in the raucous wavé
of voices up front,

Steve Dill treaded his way careful-
ly between piled cases until the area-
way made a right angle turn. Light
came from a partly open door. From
inside the room voices droned.

In front, bellied-up against the bar
were perhaps a dozen men. They were
a rough-looking crew, strictly tinhorn,
but exceedingly dangerous because of
the very futility of their lives. Dill rec-
ognized a few, and knew them for
what they were—hired killers. He re-
called the horses hitched outside, saw
that every man was armed. They were
drinking steadily with grim determin-
ation—and they were doing it on the
house. There were no other customers
and the cash till hung empty beneath
the bar,

Dill’s lips slitted. When Brady
scorned picking up loose silver—the
game he sought must be big time. He
was a cautious man in all but his
gambling, but then he was wicked.
Dill knew. After all, he’d had to go
all out on two different occasions to
break Brady. Considering that Brady
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was an ace finagler in his own right,
that had taken some doing.

The time had come to try to out-
finagle Brady again—this time -for
very high stacks of very blue and
rich chips. ..

- Keeping close to the wall he ap-
proached the door. Voices became dis-
tinct.

“ ..an’ being a gimpy now, we
should give Holcomb a little getaway
money. Say maybe a dinky thousand.
~ He’s got that wife an’ that kid an’. . .”

“Don’t be going soft now,” a heavy
voice rumbled. “We've done every-
thing but kill him to back him into
the corner he’s in. You got him drunk,
swindled him and finally shot him.
Only I must say it wasn’t a very good
job, ’cause he’s still alive. And T kept

loaning him money on that two-bit
spread of his on the hill—money that
you then cheated him out of. In two
more days I'll own that spread—Iock,
stock and barrel. Now what in hell
should I give him a thousand to get
away on? His bullheadedness has
‘made this caper a lot tougher than it
should have been. On top of all that

)

—T don’t like a weak man or a man -

that talks too much.”

“Yore pretty good at talk yourself,
Ewell. That’s all yuh been doing, sit-
ting back and talking while me and
the boys did all the dirty work.” Dill
recognized Brady’s high-pitched voice.
“An’ I ain’t so sure just how’d you’d
stand in a fight. You’d sell your own
mother’s soul for a plugged two-bit
piece. I'm sticking close to you—
damned close—until we cash in on
this jackpot.”

“T take it you don’t trust me, Bra-
dy‘”

“You take it right. I sure as toot-
in’ don’t. And I'm saying again—as
half partner in this deal—you go give
Holcomb a thousand dollars day after
tomorrow when you foreclose that
mortgage. After all we’re—we're—
relatives, like maybe so.” '

“Haurmp! Just because you both

ACTION

came out of the same orphanage at

" St. Joe don’t make you brothers.”

“A man can’t always tell in a deal
like that... He’s weak—like you said
—an’ I don’t like him. An’ I’'m maybe
a skunk—Ilike you—but T ain’t quite
as lowdown as you. He’'s got aright
to get his wife an’ kid outa here.”

“The little woman looks pretty good
to you, don’t she Brady?”

“She does—an’ she is good,” Brady
velped. “She’s too damned goed,
that’s the trouble. I told her she could
stick around for the payoff—her an’
the kid—but she wouldn’t play ball
Sometimes I think women are plain
unreasonable just because they’re so
plumb dumb.”

JLL GRINNED in the darkness.

Same old Brady. Same cld egoist.
Always out-smarting himself. This
shouldn’t be too tough. Brady was
throwing his weight around and get-
ting away with it. And Brady could be
had for—down deep—there was a sai-
fron streak as wide as a mule’s back in
Brady. He was brave when. he had the
bulge, but there was no bulge in a taut
rope.

“Oh, hell, all right,” Ewell rum-
bled. “I’ll give them a thousand. Now
that damned Chinaman whe won’t
leave the hill should have a theousand,
too, I suppose?”

“No. Me an’ the boys will take care
of him tonight—for good. He had his
chance to sell an’ run off like mest of
the others. Only, like some of the oti-
ers, he didn’t scare. So the same thing
that happened to the others wheo
wouldn’t scare will happen to him. He
can stay on the damned hill—stay on
it—six feet under—forever. He an’
the Holcombs are the last ones. You
can fix up the papers. Day after to-
morrow you own the whole damn hill
—an’ you're signing half of it over to
me. Right?”

“Right,” said Ewell. ""Don’t take
too long on the Chinaman. Pay off
the boys an’ get them out ¢f town to-
night. Then you an’ me can sit tight
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until the geologists we sent for arrive
Saturday.”

“That’s cuttin’ the pie pretty thin.
I wish there was one of those side-
winders I could trust. We might need
an extra gun before this is through.”

“All that’s be left that interests us
is a crippled man, a woman and a lit-
tle boy. That’s all you got to handle,
Brady. You should be able to do a lit-
tle thing like that.”

“No.. - It daint?

“It ain’t what?”

“All I gotta handle.”

“What else?”

“You!”

STEVE DILL put his hand against
the door and pushed it open. He
stepped softly in the room and leaned
carelessly against the wall, gun in
hand.

“Evening,” Brady,” he said. Then,
as Brady and a monstrous bulk of a
man started to come to their feet, he
said: “Sit tight, gentlemen. It’s just a
friendly call.” He moved his gun sug-
gestively, and the pair sagged back in
their chairs.

“It shore as hell don’t look like it,”
Brady said shrilly. His wide eyes in
his white face were riveted on the gun.
He was a small thin wasp of a man,
nervous and fast, and surprisingly
tough in a fight.

“Who—who are you?” the big man
rumbled. Incongruously, he wore a
cutaway cloth coat, and his sagging
chins all but obliterateed his stiff col-
lar. The power he exuded overcame
his fright. There was lots of muscle
in his big belly. He was not the type
of man for an egoist like Brady to
dicatate to. He was smart, tough and
wouldn’t push easily. Dill realized
that Brady had outsmarted himself
again—that if a showdown came Bra-
dy wouldn’t have any chips to pick up
for cashing.

“Looks like I just arrived in time,”
Dill said softly. To himself he admit-
ted that was right. There would be no

pleasure in taking Brady if the big
man had left nothing to take...

“Who is this?” the big man de-
manded.

“A {friend of mine,” Brady said
dourly. “A gambler, a sidewinder and
a smart son. Name’s Steve Dill— an’
he’s strictly poison.” Then to Dill,
“This hunk of lard is a banker an’ a
damned thief.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet my own
kind,” Dill said. “Now that we under-
stand each other I'd like to apply for
that extra gun job that you got open
Brady.” v

“Yah. I knew it!” Brady yelped.
“Yuh always did take the big pots.”

“My price is cheap— I'm a good
gun hand,” Dill said. “Also I'm in the
driver’s seat and I'm perfectly willing
to let you men keep two-thirds.”

He looked at the locket on Brady’s
watch chain, and licked his lips. It
was golden, finely hand-made, and of .
unforgetable design. From its upper
rounded edges two golden hoins swept
out and forward and the head of a
bull had been expertly traced into its
surface. Dill doubted that there was
another like it in the whole world.

Ewell jerked upright in his chair,
his chins thrusting forward. “We don’t
give a third of anything away just on
a man’s say-so. Get out of here—and
get out of town.” The whistle of the
train sounded dimly in the distance.

“I should be on that,” Dill said.
“But I didn’t think it proper that I
shouldn’t call on my friend Brady
when I was here. There’s a few things
about Kaycee that I wanted to talk
over with him.”

BRADY’S head came up and there
was murder in his eyes.

Dill laughed aloud and Brady
flinched. The Kaycee thing had been
the major of his many mistakes. He
had just been passing through, and
had taken a hand in a game with
some big cattlemen. Adroitly he had
steadily marked a deck with his
thumb nail. He'd been doing fine.
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Then a suspicious cattleman—ane of
the biggest and most influential in the
territory—had called for a new deck.
In the following hand Brady had gone
all out with a queen and tray full
“house. Before the draw the cattlemen
had asked that the deck be cut. He
drew one card, and Brady dealt him
the top card. It had given him an ace
high-seven full.

He’d broken Brady. Brady had sat
there, stunned. The game broke up
and the cattlemen bellied up to the
bar. Brady had taken the deck and
pressed hard upon it with a right-
handed cut. The next card down was
an ace. He'd tried it again—and again
—and always the next card had been
an ace. He’d been slick-backed.

Only Dill, watching from the end
of the bar, had seen Brady’s covert
moves. And only Dill, because he
probably was the only man in the
room who knew Brady, knew what he
probably would do next.

When crossed or bitterly disap-
pointed, Brady’s fury was blind and
.unreasoning. It always would be.

But he’d made a mistake of mam-
mouth proportions, Had he accused
the cattleman of cheating and forced
him to draw, that would have given
him a reasonable excuse with the law.
But he hadn’t. He’'d simply walked up
to the cattleman, spun him around,
and shot him three times in the stom-
ach. Then he’d put a hanging crown
on his mistake by taking the cattle-
man’s money before fleeing. Kaycee
¢kll had a price on his head and a
waiting rope.

HAT WAS Dill’'s ace now—that

was why he was so certain Brady
could be had.

“Yuh can’t get away with this,
Dill,” Brady shrilled. That high-
pitched, almost womanish voice; al-
ways had amused Dill, but he had nev-
er been deceived by it. A few, now
_ deceased, unfortunates had.

“I think I can,” Dill said. “I think

ACTION

you have something on the Marshal
the way you’re throwing your weight
around. Even if you haven’t, there’s
enough happened here to hang both of
you if the law comes in.”

“Hah. We own the law,” Ewell rum-
bled.

“T just took care of your law,” Dill
reminded “I'm talking about other law
that can’t be bought.”

“There won’t be no strange law
coming in here.”

“There will be if anything happens
to me,” Dill bluffed. “You see, before
leaving Aurora to come up here to see
Brady I left a note to be opened if I
didn’t return. What’s in that note will
interest Kaycee—and hang Brady.”

Brady cursed.

A canny gleam came into Ewell’s
little eyes. ‘“That’s interesting—very
interesting. And for that you believe
you should have a third interest in
this? And just what is this we’re af-
ter, Dill?”

“Geologists usually are interested in
what’s below ground,” Dill said level-
ly. “It doesn’t take a particularly
smart man to figure that out. You men
can be satisfied with a third each—or
nothing each—and you can make your
choice right now.”

Brady slumped in his chair. “You’re
a damned snake, Dill, but I know you
can be trusted in a caper that might
be a mite illegal.”

“Hazing ranchers and murdering
them is illegal, and sometimes down-
right fatal to all parties,” Dill mur-
mured. -

Ewell had been frowning in concen-
tration. He sat back and smiled thinly
in sudden decision.

“You've got us by the short horns,”
he admitted. “I could have you killed
by simply letting out a cry. But if I
did that, Brady might kill me.”

(:SO?”

“So to earn your third—and become
one of us, so to speak—tonight you
will kill a certain stubborn Chinaman.
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By doing so you'll be as deeply in-
volved as we are, and we’ll know we
can trust you. That’s my only and fi-
nal word in the matter. Now either hol-
ster your gun—or use it. That’s your
only choice.”

Dill looked at the huge man, and
knew he wasn’t bluffing. He could be
pushed only so far. That he intended
yelling for the gunslingers up front
was unmistakable, and there were far
too many of them for Dill to handle.

Ewell’s eyes were boring into him.
As a gambler, Dill knew a reluctant
admiration for the big man. It was
all for nothing, and Ewell had sprung
the joker as his hole card. Grudgingly
he holstered his gun.

Brady blew out a great sigh of re-
lief.

Ewell looked at Brady and jerked
his thumb at the door. “Go after the
Chinaman. Clear this thing up. Dill
will do the actual killing.”

Brady grinned wickedly. “Remem-
ber. I told you I was sticking close to
you from now on out. You're comin’
along too.” His hand touched his gun
and he said: “Let’s go.”

WELL GOT slowly to his feet, eyes

expressionless. Then he shrugged
his heavy shoulders and Iumbered
through the door.

Brady went by Dill without looking
at him. He was pulling on a heavy
sheepskin coat. The horns of the lock-
et hooked briefly on it.

Steve Dill walked warily out into
the saloon.

The gunslingers turned as a man,
and. tensed when they saw Dill.

“He’s one of us,” Brady said lacon-
ically.

“The hell he is,” a voice said from
near the front door. It was the sleek-
jawed tobacco chewing youth. The
roly-poly sheriff stood silently beside
him. Both had recovered their guns.

“He’s one of us,” Brady repeated.

“Not in my book he ain’t. Nobuddy

whops me an’ boasts about it.” He
made a sudden move for his holster.

Dill’s draw was blurring in its swift-
ness. - The youth’s gun had barely
cleared leather when Dill’s first shot
took him over the heart, his second
through the nose.

Cordite fumes mixed with the dust
in the air. It was stifling in the still-
ness after the body thumped against
the floor.

Dill’s hard eyes moved deliberate-
ly from face to face.

Brady’s shrill voice broke the si-
lence. “See,” he said to Ewell, “he’s
already saved us some money.” His
laugh was thin, piercing. “Thats one
salary we won t have to pay.”

Ewell looked with grim respect at
Steve Dill. “So it would seem,” he
murmured. “If Dill’s promises are as
certain as his gun—we’ll get along.”

ﬂgﬂ

ACKING horses,
the sheriff and two
of the gunslingers
stayed with the
corpse. An even doz-
en men—with Dill,
Brady and Ewell up
front—started feor
the hill south of
town. Brady rode to

; Dill’s left, and Ewell
close to hlS gun on the rlght

The dirty night air was cold, but
Dill was sweating. To bluff was one
of his greatest stocks in trade. But
never across a table had he tried any-
thing as foolhardy and reckless as
thise-

Brady’s slight form swayed tense-
ly in the saddle, fighting an inner
fury. Only the threat of an unwritten
note stilled his gun hand. For him
to show any sort of restraint was re-
markable. His fury always had been
blind and unreasoning, but not suf-
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ficiently unreasoning to overcome his
saffron streak and his fear of a rope.

Ewell jolted in his saddle like an
incongruous Buddha. His eyes kept
sweeping Dill. He was out of his ele-
ment, and his uncertainty showed it.

But Dill feared what thoughts were
churning behind that bland mask. The
man was powerful and possessed an
agile brain.

Dill rubbed his sweating hand
against the saddle pommel, and it
came away muddy. His first misgiv-
ings stirred within him. After all, he
wasn’t sure of anything yet—except
what nobody else knew—the value of
Brady’s locket.

Right now, riding through the dust
cloud, he gladly would have traded
his third of this caper for a third of
what the locket represented.

The sudden hard rattle of hoofs be-
neath him was startling. The horses
had been padding through cushioned
dust. But now, going up, they trod on
hard rock.

“Wind blew all the topsoil away,”
. Ewell said by way of explanation. “We
thought it was ruining us all. Instead
it uncovered a proverbial mint on Hol-
comb’s spread. Unpredictable mother
nature ... :

Dill stood upright in his stirrups,
his hunch growing that he should have
boarded the down train. He was out
of his element, had taken a hand in
a blind game without rules. Blowing
topsoil wouldn’t uncover oil. He'd
guessed wrong. . .

Brady held up his hand and the
cowboys grouped around him.

“You know what to do,” he said.
“Fan out, hit that heathen’s cabin
from all sides an’ burn it down. Don’t
kill* him. Dill’s goin’ to do that.”

Dill took his gun out and spun the
cylinder. All six were there. He stared
at the gun, not liking this at all. To
gun a man in a fair fight left him un-
moved. Mowing down a defenseless

ACTION

man was something else again. But
there was no out for this. His hunch
that he would gain nothing from this
caper was growing. Nothing possibly
good could come out of anything as
sordid as this. Silently he cursed the
locket. After all it was that that had
prompted his trip here. It was a jinx
locket; he wouldn’t have it now as a

gift .

Hoofs pounded sharply, going left
and right.

“Let’s go,” Brady shrilled. He

spurred forward at the darker blob
that was the cabin. Dill trailed him.
Ewell apparently was content to sit
still, a reluctant spectator.

TEVE DILL bent far over the sad-

dle. His back, he knew, made a
splendid target. So did Brady’s for
that matter—provided Ewell had guts
enough. Dill, with his bluif, had given
the banker an excellent reason te kill
them both.

A scream of fear rent the night. To
Dill’s left a form rose irom the ground

and started to run cumbersomely
across the rocks.
“That’s him!” Brady chrilled.

“Drop him, Dill, drop him!”

Dill turned his horse and pulled it
back on its haunches. His hand swept
down and when it came back up the
gun was in it. He triggered once...
twice...three times...and a fourth
...and the jabbering figure kept run-
ning down the hill.

Brady cursed and spurred forward.
“Get him, Dill, get him!”

Dill sat still, his face wet with
sweat. He thought vaguely that at
times it’s harder to miss a running man
than shoot him and still make it look
good. :

He grimly watched Brady ride down
the fugitive, bowl him over with his
horse, and turn his flaming gun down-
ward. The cries choked off and the
laden air gulped the sound of the shots.
Then Brady wheeled, furiously, rowel-
ing his horse, :
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Ewell puffed up and there was a
different look in his eyes now as he
studied Dill. Challenge had replaced
grudging respect.

Brady came up in a sliding stop.
He stood in his stirrups and yelled at
Dill: “Yuh crummy bum! Yuh dogged
it! Even if yuh did miss four times
in the dark yuh had two shots left.”

“Yes, T had two left,” Dill admitted
with false calm. “But I needed the
two.”

“What in hell for?”

“Maybe you...maybe Ewell...
maybe the both of you might have de-
cided to take a gamble against an emp-
ty gun. I'm a cautious man.”

“The hell yuh are. Yuh spreadin’
yore play too far. Someday, Dill, I’ll
kill yuh.”

“But not now,” Dill forced a laugh.
“Kaycee might hear about it.”

Brady glared and spurred for the
cabin. Small fires were licking around
it. Brady’s men were lighting and
throwing oil-soaked rags.

Ewell sat still until the flames
mounted, then he locked at Dill and
luaghed aloud.

“Only the Holcombs left.” He
waved an expansive arm. “All this hill
is miine.”

“QOurs,” Dill corrected.

Ewell looked at him. He opened his
mouth, then clamped his heavy jaws.
“Now if Brady was out of the way it'd
be just two ways,” he said suggestive-
ly. “He’s done what I needed done,
-done what I couldn’t do.”

“He hasn’t any hold on you?” Dill
said, surprised.

“Nothing except that we’re in this
together. When I found out about
this hill T had to have his help. You
wouldn’t know how it feels to build
up a bank—and then see it blow away.
All T had left was a lot of worthless
mortgages and a little cash when Hol-
comb talked too much when drunk.
Brady came to me after shooting him.

I foreclosed on most of the ranchers.
Some had to be driven out. I was in
favor of that. I wanted the whole hill.
Some wouldn’t be driven. So Brady
started killing. I wasn’t in favor of
that at first. But a man can get ac-
customed to anything. T think that I
now—too—could kill.”

“Like Gates—maybe—when he
shows up,” Dill prodded. He’d felt a
growing desperation. He still lacked
a hole card in this murderous game—
and it had to be a high one if he was
to get out of it alive.

“Like Gates.” Ewell nodded. “Hol-
comb wrote to him, telling him what
he’d found. He’s Holcomb’s only proof
to any claim as the discoverer. My
own geologists and buyers are coming
in in two days. Ill have a clear title
for them, with Holcomb frozen out.
I don’t want to deal with Gates. He’s
got a rep of being too honest.”

TEVE DILL was silent. He knew of

a sudden that this gluttonous man
was far more dangerous than Brady or
any of his hired crew.

“Did it ever occur to you, Dill,”
he said loftily, “that our horses are'’
standing on a gold mine. Nice feeling,
isn’t it, with wealth underfoot.”

Dill drew a deep breath. So that
was it. He had his hole card now and
it was a high one. He felt good about
it briefly, then that hunch—call it
what you will—returned. Maybe it
was instinct, but down deep he knew
he was being cold-decked. How he
knew he couldn’t explain, but he was
certain as yesterday that he wasn’t go-
ing to cash in on this game.

Brady came galloping up. Ewell’s
hand touched his gun butt, then came
away. The cabin was a bright torch
against the sky.

“The boys are comin’ right in to-
draw their pay,” Brady said. “We’ll
go ahead an’ get it ready for them.”
He spoke direct to Ewell, ignoring
Dill.
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Ewell nodded his heavy chins. “The
~ faster they get out of town now the
better for all of us.”

DILL’S HANDS were sweating

again. Brady was as good as dead
now. He'd never expect a man like
Ewell to pull it when Brady was
backed only by Dill and the gunsling-
ers had left town.

And he knew for a certainty that
the Holcombs would never get that
thousand dollars. A man like Ewell
just didn’t go around giving money
away.

He thought of the prim and pretty
_Mrs. Holcomb and little Joey and felt
his anger—hatred possibly—of Ewell
- growing. It was too bad. The Hol-
combs seemed like nice people.

But what happened to the Holcombs
or Brady was unimportant. What hap-
pened to him—Dill—was important.
He was riding a whirlwind. He
couldn’t back down, and he couldn’t
back out. Ewell had told him too
much. Neither would Brady let him
quit. He couldn’t afford to; Dill knew
too much.

He was sure of only one thing—and
that was that Brady would side him to
keep alive. He believed he had to. But
if Brady killed there would be no pay-
off. Legally Ewell was the owner of
the hill. ,

There was one chance—only one.
Have Ewell kill Brady—then Kkill
Ewell. To try to take them both on
would be foolish, and Dill decided he
already had been foolish enough to
last a man a life time—provided there
was any more life time.

He realized that his hunch had been
right. If his plan worked—and both
men died—there would be no payoff.
None

Dill vrmﬂpd wickedly in the dark-
ness. Yes there would be a payoff
cash one. He had come here to get
Brady’s locket, and he would get it.
Nothing else—just the locket.

- =

HEY RODE in si-
lence until the hors-
es’ hoofs were pad-
ding through the
dust again.

“Pill”- Brady
said, “Yore a high-
binder, an’ I hate

yore guts. But I got-
ta be sided now, an’

‘ ¥%. I have to throw in
Wl*h you An’ because there’s a big pot
ready for the takin’ I know I can trust
yuh. It’s me and yuh agin Ewell—and
he’s holding the joker.”

“For a third of a mine I sure can
be trusted,” Dill admitted. “In fact
almost anybody could be trusted for
that.”

Ewell chuckled deep in his belly.
He seemed happy, sure of himself.

“Dill,” he said, “you’re a man of
nerve, and I admire a man of nerve.
And I know you are not much of a
fool. Was your threat of Brady the

nly ace you held to declare yourself
in on this deal? I hardly beheve that,
because if Brady died you would be
holding an empty hand.” '

Steve Dill had been expecting that
question, but not until a showdown
was imminent. Had it been asked ear-
lier he wouldn’t have had an answer.
Now he knew all the answers. And
topping a bluff with another bluff al-
ways had paid off handsomely—or
disasterously.

“That note concerns more than
Brady’s caper in Kaycee,” he said
slowly. “I met one of the ranchers
you chased off. He told me all about
the mine that hill held. And he told
me all about you as well as Brady.
Such things might be hard to prove,
but if anything happens to me and the
law comes for Brady it’s certain you’ll
be looked into, upside and downside,
outside and inside. I don’t think you
could take that.”
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“I probably couldn’t,” Ewell admit-
ted.

Brady slapped his palm on the
pommel of his saddle. “Dill didn’t kill
the chinaman, but that’s no never
mind. He rode with us tonight—an’
that’s enough to make him stretch
rope, too, if anything goes wrong.”

Dill tensed in the saddle. What
Brady said was all too true, but Bra-
dy’s point in bringing up the obvious
puzzled him.

“What you
asked.

“Just this,” Brady said. “Dill has
cut hisself a piece of pie. Might as well
admit it. He ran a fast brand for a
third part. Now those papers callin’
for a two-way split hafta be changed
to three ways. Yuh’ll change them
thataway while I'm payin’ off the men.
An’ all three ‘a’ us will sign ’em—to-
night.”

“No,” Ewell protested. “There’s no
hurry. The Holcombs haven’t left town
vet.”

“You can kill Holcomb, just like
the others,” Dill suggested.

Ewell shook his head. “No. We don’t
know what he wrote to Gates when
he asked him to come here to look the
hill over. He’s got to be chased legally,
and we still got a day or so to do it
that way.”

“We're signin’ that three-way paper
tonight,” Brady shrilled. “That done,”
he said craftily, “there wouldn’t be no
point in any of the three of us drillin’
each other. Thataway we could stop
distrustin’ each other an’ stand togeth-
er fer a change.”

“Maybe you’re right,” Ewell said.
His big belly heaved as he chuckled to
himself. “T’ll go right over to the bank
and draw up the paper.”

Dill went wary. This sounded all
right, but it was too easy. Something
was wrong. His hunch was a full-blown
thing now. There was nothing but dis-
aster in this setup. There wouldn’t be
any chips that a man could cash in.

They dismounted in front of the sa-

driving at?” Ewell
g

loon. Ewell went to the bank and re-
turned carrying a bag of money. The
roly-poly sheriff followed him around
like a woebegone puppy.

Standing behind the bar, Brady
started to count the money in piles.
He paid the two gunslingers in the sa-
loon, gave each a bottle of whiskey
and instructions to ride—as of now.

The firebugs straggled in one by
one. All got money, a bottle and the
same instructions. It was like demo-
bilizing an army, Dill thought, and
possibly as risky.

Up the street a horse whinnied.

WELL PUT his drink down sud-

denly and waddled to the door and
looked out. He cam# back, his face
mottled, breathing heavily.

“There’s five horses before the ho-
tel,” he rumbled. “It must be Gates
and his party.”

Frowning, Brady shook . his head.
“Gates is a rich man, not a saddle
bum. An’ he’s an old man, too old to
make a hard ride in this damned ter-
ritory. Those riders are tough men,
with guts. I don’t like it.””

Ewell looked at Dill. “They figure
you aren’t one of us after what hap-
pened to you today in that hotel. Go
up there and see what you can find
out. I’ll wait here for you.”

“You'll go to the bank,” Brady
shrilled, “and fix up a three-way pa-
per. Yuh own all of that hill except
Holcomb’s spread. There’s still plenty
in this for all of us even if Holcomb
manages to hold on. In mines those
rich veins run all over hell and gone.
Go fix up that paper. Me—I'm playin’
this safe an’ I went to keep alive.”

Ewell stared levelly at Brady, and
his face turned a dull angry red. Final-
ly he turned to Dill. “You go to the
hotel, I'll go to the bank.” Then to
Brady: “Pay off the rest of the men
and get them out of here quick—all of
them.”

“Mean me too,” boss?” the sheriff
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asked fawningly from the far end of
the bar.

Ewell considered. “You’ll be the
last to go—but you’re leaving tonight.
In the meantime come with me to the
bank. There may be trouble.”

He jerked his chin at Dill and the
three men stepped out into the dusty
street.

Dill’s hands were flexing, clenching
and unclenching. He was hemmed in,
but he still had an ace for his hole
card and he might be able to cash in
on it. His hunch said otherwise.

“Find out all you can,” Ewell in-
structed, “If its Gates and his men
find out what they know about that
vein, how rich it is, and how far it
extends.”

“It’s pretty hard to tell about a vein
of gold,” Dill murmured. “But I'll
find out all T can.”

He wasn’t certain but he thought

Ewell drew a sudden hissing breath.
He was sure that the sheriff’s feet
stumbled in the dust.
. “Yes, do that, Dill,” Ewell said
grimly. “And don’t take too long. Eve-
rything has to be wound up in a hur-
ry now.”

Dill went to the hotel, and pushed
_open the door to the lobby. The warn-
ing gong inside his head was sounding
louder and louder,

Five men were talking to Mrs. Hol-
comb.

One was tall, angular, stooped. Dill
saw only him, and his thoughts tum-
bled in turmoil.

This was the man who had been fol-
lowing a long trail in quest of the lock-
et Brady possessed. This was the man
whom Dill had intended to swindle for
a life of ease. This was the sad-faced
mining king, Kendall, a Gates man.

Dill’s heels slapped hard against the
lobby floor, Heads turned but briefly.
No caution was apparent, the talk was
free, open for anyone to hear.

“...and Gates turned your hus-
band’s letters over to me,” he was say-
ing. “I was coming here—looking for

ACTION

something else—and decided to check
that hill again. My men already had
done so five years ago. I decided to do
so without any fanfare. That’s why we
came by horse. Well, we looked it over
again today. There’s a vein there al-
right, but it’s a false vein, It is hard-
ly worth the labor it would cost to get
it out. I’m sorry, Mrs. Holcomb, but—
like T told your husband—but that’s
the way it is?”

“Where is my husband?” Mrs. Hol-
comp said calmly. Dill admired her.
Her voice was steady, her emotions
under control, but her eyes were deep
pools of disappointment.

“He said something about ‘all this
murder and burning for nothing’ and
went outside,” Kendall said. “iIe took
the news pretty hard.”

“Oh no, no he can’t,” Mrs. Hol-
comb said, surging to her feet. Her
composure was gone, “Why didn’t you
stop him? He’s gone after Brady, and
in his condition he hasn’t a chance.
This hope of the mine was all that
controlled him after Brady and his
riders burned down our home. He'll
be killed! I know he will!”

-STEVE DILL pivoted fast and re-
turned to the street. His long steps

made thudding sounds on the dust-cov-

ered boardwalk. They were precise,
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urgent, rapid—those of a man who
had made an irrevocable decision.

He had to reach Brady before Hol~
comb did. He was going to do Hol-
comb a favor. He—Dill—would kill
Brady.

There was nothing Quixotic about
his intention. He’d never done a de-
liberate favor for anyone, even him-
self. Suckers didn’t deserve favors. ..

No, nothing like that. But he did
hope he was in time just so grief
wouldn’t merge with the disappoint-
ment in Mrs. Holcomb’s eyes.

If Holcomb started a ruckus—and
killed or got himself killed—the shots
were sure to attract Ewell and the
sheriff and maybe Kendall and his
men, All would be witnesses.

And it was bad policy to steal a
man’s locket in front of witnesses, es-
pecially if one of them was Kendall.

He walked faster, his twitching
hand caressing the butt of his gun.
He had to get to Brady first—and he
had to get to him alone—for a strictly
private shooting.

Light streamed from the batwings
of the saloon, and Dill paused. That
hunch that he wasn’t going to realize
any cash on this deal persisted. It
already had proved correct as far as
the mine thing was concerned.

He wondered vaguely where the
crippled Holcomb was hiding. The
doomed town was utterly quiet, like
it already had died. He supposed that
Holcomb planned a bushwhacking, that
Ewell and the sheriff were in the bank,
that Brady was alone in the saloon.
That accounted for even the lack of
voices in the dusty air.

He smashed his shoulder against the
batwings and took a hasty step inside,
and stilled the urgency of his gun
hand. He hadn’t bargained for this.

Brady and the sheriff and Ewell
were standing at the end of the bar,
their faces still, their- eyes set in
flat opaqueness. :

There were no papers on the bar,
Dill looked at Ewell.

“It was a good bluff, Dill,” Ewell
said. “You almost had me believing
you that you had left a note about us.
But you lied, you didn’t know.”

ILL KEPT his arms free from his

sides. His hunch had been right.
The ace he’d thought he held for a
hole card was strictly a space deuce.

“An’ I'm shore now, too, Dill, that
you ran a bluff on me,” Brady said.
“I'm goin’ to kill yuh for that. There’ll
be just a two-way split—not three.”

“Why?” Dill asked. He didn’t care
about the answer, but he needed time.
He kept angling to his right for the
protection of this end of the bar. A
man facing three guns would need all
the protection he could muster.

“Because you didn’t even know the
kind of a vein the wind had uncov-
ered.” Ewell said. “In fact you didn’t
know a thing, and took a hand in this
game on nothing more than nerve.
We’ll see now how much nerve you got
Dill. It was copper, not gold.”

Dill saw Brady’s right arm move
beneath the bar, and he leaped for the
far corner at his end, clawing for his
gun.

Ewell must have been holding a hid-
den“gun all the while he talked, ior
it was up on the bar almost as fast as
Brady’s lightning draw.

The sheriff, standing clear of the
bar, reached, too—and Dill knew his
luck had run out. His hunch had been
right. There had been nothing worth-
while in this whole miserable, damned
deal.

His gun bucked in his hand almost
simultaneously with Brady’s, twin
flames lancing at each other down the
polished bar surface.

RADY’S shot caught him high on
the left shoulder, making him turn.
Brady reared backwards as if shoved
by a gigantic hand; Dill fired again
at the thin chest, and Brady fell back-
wards.
Ewell’s shot was high and wild,
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strictly amateurish. But the sheriff’s
was not; it sawed along Dill’s ribs af-
ter making splinters fly from the bar.

Dill pivoted to meet the sheriff’s
fusillade, gambling that Ewell would
miss again.

Behind him, to his left, there was
a sudden blasting of a gun. From the
corner of his eye he saw Holcomb,
pale-faced and frightened, awkwardly
triggering.

Dill fired two rapid shots, and the
sheriff bent far over. Ewell’s gun was
blasting in wild panic.

Dill took deliberate aim and fired.
-Before the sound of the shot he heard
Holcomb gasp.

- Ewell took a short staggering step
backward, then fell forward. The sher-
iff was bent far over, swaying. Final-
ly he toppled.
¢ -Dill turned his gun to face Holcomb.
"* Holcomb was coming blindly to-
ward him, blood bubbling from his
mouth. His gun slid from his hand
and bumped hollowly against the floor
in the sudden quiet. He grabbed for
the bar, missed it, and fell on his face.

Ewell stepped over him. His long legs
took him to the far end of the bar.

He was dizzy with pain and shock,
but he holstered his gun, bent over
Brady and tore the locket from his
watchchain. He pocketed it, then
turned and started on uncertain legs
for the batwings.

They came open in his face and the
sad-faced Kendall and his men came
in. They were followed by Mrs. Hol-
comb. She took one look—and
screamed.

Dill wasn’t sure whether his shoul-
der or his ribs or her scream hurt him
the most,

“He—he was a good man,” he told
Kendall. Then he repeated it in a
crazily loud voice. “He helped me. I
couldn’t have come off top dog with-
out him.”

E DIDN’T know whether that
was true or not, But Holcomb’s

gun—if only because of the distraction
it had caused—had given him a split
second advantage.

He pushed past Kendall and weaved
up the boardwalk to the hotel. The
clerk was standing outside. Steve Dill
ignored him, and went inside.

Little Joey sat white-faced on the

-edge of a chair in the lobby. He looked

at the blood running down Dill’s left
arm and opened his mouth in a sound-
less cry.

Dill fumbled in his pocket and
placed the locket in the boy’s hand.

“Remember now,” he said. “Your
daddy gave you that. Tell the tall man
that; it belonged to your daddy. Do
you understand? It belonged to your
daddy.”

“Sure it belonged to daddy, deck
pounder,” the boy said calmly. “It al-
ways did belong to daddy until he
lost it in a poker game. Did you win
it back for him?”

“Sure—sure—that’s it,” Dill said,
aghast. “I won it back for him.” He
tried to laugh but that hurt too much.

Abruptly he sat down. He recalled
how Kendall had been pointed out to
him in Aurora, and of the amazing
hunt the mining king was conducting.
He’d been a hell raiser once, and his
young wife had deserted him, taking
their son with her. Years later Kendall
had traced that son to an orphanage
in St. Joe. But the boy had been adopt-
ed by an unknown family years before.
The orphanage had remembered the
curiously designed locket that had
been part of his belongings.

Following every rumor concerning
such a locket, Kendall had come to
this district.

Well he’d found it, Dill thought
grimly. All he had to do now was
come back to the hotel and he’d deter-
mine that he had lost his son and
gained a grandson.

It could have been different. Had
Dill retained the locket, as he had in-
tended to do, Kendall would have
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lacked a grandson and found his son,
Dill.

“I’d have made a helluva son,”
Steve Dill told himself. “Me—a high-
binder and a chiseler.”

His head fell forward and his eyes
closed.

When he awoke, Kendall was bend-
ing over him. The wounds had been
dressed and he was in bed.

“One of my men studied medicine,”
Kendall explained. “He says you’ll re-
cover. I sincerely hope so. This town
has been cruel and deadly to everyone
but me; the Lord, in his devious way,
has made me very happy. I have found
my grandson.”

“The Lord” Dill told himself, “as-

sisted by Dill’s gun.” Then, trying to
analyze his own unprecedented action,
Dill thought that Kendall might be
right at that.

Certainly Dill, who wouldn’t even
give himself a square shake, wouldn’t
do what somebody had done with that
locket.

“The life of a gambler is hard,”

~Kendall said musingly. “All you got

out of your trip here was a double
wound.”

Dill shook his head. “I got some-
thing out of this town that I can’t ever
spend or gamble away. I don’t know
what you’d call it. But whatever it is,
it even beats filling an inside straight
flush.”

The Case of Wild Bill Bly

By Edward Garner

Swine Herbert, Vulture Guffin, ang
A gent called Beady Eye,

Were playing cards as friendly pards,
And drinking fine old rye,

And speaking of the marshal, who
Was handled Wild Bill Bly.

“The marshal’s sick,” Swine Herbert
said;

The Vulture then looked sad,

And Beady Eye turned loose a tear,

In pearl-like lustre clad.

The Vulture wiped a moist eye,

The first time since a lad.

“The marshal’s off his rocker now,”
Swine Herbert softly said,

‘“He thinks we three have robbed some

banks,
And taken cattle, fed
By other hands than ours, and left
Some ranchers in the red.”

“He needs some treatment,” Vulture
said,

“The marshal’s very ill,

We must prescribe at once to save

Our valued friend, Wild Bill—
I think he needs the medicine
Found in a Colts’ lead pill!™*

“Not so!” demurred fierce Beady Eye,
“I’'m giving you facts straight:

I think the best thing to be done

Is quickly operate—

I have a Bowie knife that will

Do up the job first-rate!"

Beneath a window, Wild Bill’s ear
Was hearing what took place,

He came in to the three—he had

A wide smile on his face;

He looked at the three “doctors” who
Consulted on his case.

“I’'m feeling much improved,” Wild
Bill

Informed the quaking three,

“The jail awaits, and when you’re in

I'll throw away the key;

So in the event of my relapse

I'll have ‘doctors’ for free!”

*




Friend’s home in Jeffordville,

standing in the saddle and yelling
like a painted Indian. He dropped to
the ground, ran several yards to check
his momentum, then turned up the path
as Mary ran down the steps to greet
him. “Well,” she said, amused, “what
triggered all this?”

“I’'m twenty-one. My job with the
Mesquite City Stage Lines is good as
long as I want it. I’ll inherit the three
thousand dollars my mother left—
down payment on the Bar Two-Bits
ranch. Or, if you don’t want to go
ranching right away, I might get a job
as deputy United States marshal.
And. . .and. .. Sam Condon is in Mes-
quite City.” Unconsciously Jim Wyatt
emphasized this bit of information and
Mary flushed slightly.

v Mary’s mother, standing on the
porch, wondered about the soft glow on
: WILDERNESS her daughter’s face. Was it because
, Sam Condon, the jewelry drummer,
had sparked Mary whenever he was in
Mesquite County? Or was it because
POSSE Sam sold engagement rings to young
men in love—young men like Jim
Wyatt?

Mrs. Friend had watched these two
grow up. Jim was now six feet two inch-
es tall and his one hundred and sev-

- enty-five pound body was all hard
by Frank Rlchardson flesh, bone and muscle. He was rusty-
headed, blue-eyed, plain. “Not much
for looks, but a man who’d be true,”
the gossips said. “But he ain’t the man
for Mary Friend. When that pert little
baggage realizes how pretty she is, -
she’ll set her sights high—a wealthy
rancher or a big city business man.”

Jim Wyatt impulsively kissed Mary.
The few words he said made good lis-
Awkward Jim Wyatt was a tening, but what was left unsaid, cou-
laughing stock, and Sam  pled with his enthusiasm, was eloquent.
Condon had a plan to upset “Stage leaves in a half hour,” Jim told
hisengagement to Mary her. “See you in a couple of days or
Friend . . . s0.”

“You’re a caution,” Mary said. And
a half hour later she was again on the
porch as Jim, handling the four horses
and cracking the whip inches above
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their backs rouaded the dangerous
curve a quarter mile away and began
the descent over a series of switch-
backs to the lower country, and Mes-
quite City on the railroad.

Jim turned the express box over to
Donner, the agent, and asked, “Has the

_cattle money come in yet?” He was
serious. “Hope it gets here in time for
the folks up my way to do their Christ-
mas buying.”

“Not yet,” Bert Donner answered.
“But Sa:h Condon’s in town and that’s
a sure sign it’s due. It’s like robins ar-
riving in the north is sign of spring.”

The routine was the same each year.
The small ranchers in the Jeffordville
region drove their cattle into the little
community, then made a community
project of driving them down to the
Mesquite City pens where cars were
waiting. No cattle arrived in Chicago
in better shape. When the money came
to the Mesquite City Bank, it was
turned over to Donner. Bert included it
in the next express shipment to Jef-
fordville.

Once an outlaw gang had tried to
rob Gill’'s bank at Jeffordville. The
four men were still there—buried out-
side the cemetery, as unfit to rest with
the honest folk inside the fenced
grounds. And once a minor band of out-
laws had held up the stage; they died
before they could reach safe country
and scatter. It had been established as
next to impossible to take the region’s
cattle money, except small amounts in
poker games. And though it was a chal-
lenge among old-time outlaws, and
reckless young men seeking a reputa-
tion, they invariably gave up the idea
after personal inspection of the Mes-
quite City-Jefiordville road. It wasn’t
outlaws that worried the region’s econ-
omy; it was the price of cattle. The
last two years had been below average,
but this year had been good. The town’s

merchants had laid in a good supply -

of goods for the Christmas trade, and
Sam Condon was ready to reap a har-
vest.

IM WYATT didn’t like Sam because

of his interest in Mary Friend, but
Condon carried the best stock of rings
at the lowest price. Jim hailed him on
the street and asked, “You got some-
thing in engagement rings for a hun-
dred dollars?” Sam assured him that
he had exceptional bargains at that fig-
ure. “I’ll be along in an hour, Mr. Con-
don.”

Jim turned into the McNeil Building
and climbed the stairs to Judge Mc-
Neil’s law offices. The lawyer was in
his sixties, an authority on ranch and
mining law. As a judge he had been
honest, but firm with outlaws. As ex-
ecutor of estates he had carried out
the wishes of the deceased to the letter.
“Good morning, Jim,” he said in his
booming voice.

“Good morning, Judge,” Jim an-
swered. “I suppose you know why I'm
here. I'm twenty-one and my own
boss.”

“You've been your own boss since
your mother died three years ago,” the
judge said. “But you’re now your le-
gal boss. What are your plans?”

“Buy the Bar Two Bits
ands =

“Oh Jim, not the Two Bits,” Mc-
Neil interrupted. “Three families have
broken their hearts on that in ten
years. Give me one good reason why
you should buy it?”

“It’s five miles from cattle car sid-
ings,” Jim said.

“And fat cattle from the Jefford-
ville ranches pass right by it, so what’s
the point?” =

“Feed lot for lean cattle from the
lower country,” Jim answered. “Get
‘em in shape for the haul to Chicago.”

“But s dry - 2

“Good soil,” Jim interrupted.

“But scant grass, a few trees in
clumps, lots of sage and weeds trying
to choke out the grass,” the Judge
McNeil argued. “You should know
that. Hell, boy, when things went
wrong with you as a lad, you went to

ranch
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Two Bits as a hideout; you know what
it’s like.”

“I know,” Jim admitted. “I had
time to prowl, and dream, and watch
tHe others make mistakes. I even told
the Eckly brothers how they could
make it pay, but they figured I was
just a damned fool kid talking. Well,
sometimes a damned fool kid knows
the answers. ..”

“Once in a thousand times,” Judge
McNeil said.

- “This is it. It’s my money, and I'm
taking the chance,” Jim said. “I've
plenty of respect for you and so did
Ma, but I’'m a man grown. I want to
put the cabin in shape so Mary and I
can be married January first. She’s
sentimental;, that was the date her
mother and grandmother were mar-
ried. They: were happy. A year from
now is too long to wait.”

‘“Does Mary know all this?”

“Well, not exactly. It's a sur-
prise...the last Christmas at her
homte, like those her mother and grand-
mother had— I've heard them talk
about it—then a New Years’ Day wed-
ding,” Jim said.

“Oh hell,” McNeil said. “I'm very
fond of you, boy. But...well...twen-
ty-one is young; and your mother’s
will provided you shall receive the
estate if, and when, in my judgment
you planned to invest it soundly.
Two-Bits isn’t a sound investment, Jim.
The name was given because an owner
with a grim sense of humor said it
wasn’t worth more. . .lock, stock and
barrel. Come to me with a better deal
and I’ll gladly turn the money over to
you. Right now it’s drawing ten per-
cent interest. Mortgages, which the
bank will buy up any time.”

Jim Wyatt grew eloquent, but Judge
McNeil was firm. “Then how about
giving me a hundred dollars to buy

Mary an engagement ring?” he asked.
- “The will provides I turn the estate
over to you intact, not bit by bit,”
Judge McNeil said. “After all, Mary
and you are young...”

“So were her mother and grand-
mother when they were married,” Jim
said. “I heard them say the young years

-are the precious years. With a girl like

Mary, a man can’t help but win.”

“Give yourself time for a little more
testing and seasoning and then come
to me,” Judge McNeil said. “I’'m sor-
ry.” He studied him astutely for reac-
tion, for signs of depression or defeat.
He saw only grimness.

“Tll figure something else” Jim
said, “there’s more’n one way to skin
a cat.”

OWN ON the street he counted his

money—sixty dollars and his next
payday a month away almost. He went
directly to Sam Condon’s room. The
latter was all smiles. Dude clothes, Jim
thought, waxed mustache, perfumed;
bay rum-on his hair and a warm smile
until you look into his eyes. There you
see the real Sam Condon a slick cuss
and cold blooded.

“I'd like to pay fifty dollars down
and fifty dollars a month from now,”
Jim said getting down to business. “I'm
driving stage these days.”

“T guess that can be arranged,” Sam
said. He opened a silver casket, lined
with blue plush. This casket, which
he insisted was a family heirloom, was
eloquent in its way—it gave the glitter-
ing diamonds within an added touch.
As if they were jewels belonging to
crowned heads and brought forth for
special occasions. The ranch women,
and the men too, were impressed. Sam’s
timing was perfect. When he arrived at
the time the cattle money was in the
ranchers’ hands, they bought the more
expensive rings: or those who doubted
they could afford it, and shook their
heads, weakened and bought the cheap-
er ones.

“Now here’s a fine ring,” Sam said,
“exactly one hundred dollars. Say, who
is the lucky girl?”

“Mary Friend.” ,

“Mary Friend? You aren’t serious?”
And the hardness came to Sam’s face.
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“Be honest; doesn’t Mary deserve bet-
ter than... you?”

“Yes, me or you or anyone else,” Jim
said.

This oaf, Sam Condon thought, even
thinking of marrying Mary Friend—
killing her off on a ranch...and I'm
going to tell him so. Still, there must be
a betier way. And there is.

He got his temper under control.
“Mary’s very tender hearted. She feels
sorry for you, and has all through your
life. Think back, Wyatt and ask your-
self if you're being fair. Think of what
she’s done for you over the years.
Think it through sometime when you'’re
driving stage and the horses are jog-
ging along. That’s the time to think
things out.”

Jim’s face was impassive, and he
made no comment, though he wanted
to tear this smug drummer apart. “At
times I thought / had a chance with
Mary,” Sam continued. “I could treat
her right; she’d want for nothing.

“Think it through,” he repeated,
“then ask yourself if, as a fair man—
and you are a fair man—if you're
treating Mary right.” He smiled grudg-
ingly. “That’s all.”

“T’ll buy the diamond,” Jim Wyatt
said. Their eyes met and clashed; they
were like two men in a poker game.
“Or don’t T get it...fifty dollars now
and fifty next pay day.”

“What size ring, Wyatt?”

“One that’ll fit the tip of my little
finger is the right size,” Jim answered.

Sam Condon had always considered
the possibility of a road agent holding
him up. Planted among the fine rings
were several fake rings that resembled
the others; in a brief time the gold
would turn green. And any jeweler see-
ing the stone would pronounce it glass.
It was possible a road agent might be
trapped by such a ring; it was possible
such a ring might laugh Jim Wyatt out
of the country.

“Here’s the very ring, Wyatt,” he
said. “Fifty dollars down and fifty
next pay day. Your word is good

enough for me.” The ring was worth
five dollars. The biggest profit Ive
ever made, Sam thought.

E SAW JIM to the door, then
waited at the window as the stage
driver crossed to Johnson’s Livery
Stable. In a few minutes he emerged
and drove over to the express office
where the box was loaded aboard. Then
the passengers got on and the stage de-
parted with crackling whip, pounding
hooves, rumbling wheels and slewly set-
tling dust. Condon grew thoughtful.
Very thoughtful. :
As the horses settled down for the
long climb the jewelry drummer’s
words worked on Jim Wyatt like a
poison. The charge that she had always
felt sorry for him, hurt.

His thoughts went back to school
and the Christmas exercises. He was
too tall, too thin, and his sleeves were
too short and there were visible socks
between his shoes and the bottoms of
his pants. He had outgrown them. But
he got up and started in a scared, halt-
ing voice. “’T’was the night before
Christmas, when all through the house.
Not a creature was stirring, not even a
mouse, and...and...and...” He had
faltered, turned red, his mind had gone
blank and though his lips formed the
words, nothing came from them. Some
of the children, then the adults had
laughed. He had stood as though para-
lyzed, then fled. And little Mary Friend
had jumped to her feet with blazing
eyes.

“Shame! Shame!” she had cried fu-
riously. “All of you. Big and little. He
was trying to do something he wasn’t
made for doing. Shame. All of you.”

A hush had followed, and many
squirmed and laughter had died as
though sliced through with a knife.

Always Mary had defended him so
furiously that gradually folks hesitat-
ed to laugh or make fun of Jim Wyatt
when she was around.

Jim remembered other things, too,
“Mary should go with other boys and
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get experience and not tie herself down
to the likes of Jim Wyatt,” they said.
Or, “She’d like to quit him but she’s
afraid Me'll get discouraged and never
amount to a hill of beans. That would
be on her conscience.”

“Tt’s all enough to make a man go
out and get drunk,” Jim said to him-
self. The stage rumbled past the Two
Bits and he looked at the run-down
place with the weeds taking over the
pasture, the truck garden, the rose
garden one brave woman had planted.
Some of the cabin windows were bro-
ken. Someone had boarded them up.
Jim was that someone. He closed his
eyes and the place was cleared—nice
clean windows, smoke from the chim-
ney, washing on the clothes line, cow,
horses and acres of green pasture where

“ lower country cattle could fatten up.

He left it behind, opened his eyes
and devoted himself to driving. Horse-
shoe Bend was three miles ahead. The
road here was narrow and curved so
sharply that the leaders of the jerk-
line freight teams were out of sight of
the wheelers and driver. The ruts were
deep as though to hold wagons from
skidding over the brink on the down-
grade trips. The descent was the dan-
‘gerous one, requiring expert handling
of the lines and brakes.

LATER, HE pulled into Jeffordville

and turned the express box over to
the agent. “Any big money in it?” the
latter asked. “Folks are getting mighty
anxious. Need the money for bills and
what not.”

“Only a little. Next time, maybe,”
Jim answered. He put up the horses,
washed the dust and grime from his
body, got into his best suit, borrowed a
rig from a friend and drove out to
Mary’s.

“You’re up to something Jim Wy-
att,” she accused when they had driven
a short distance from her home. “You
can’t fool me.”

“I’ll never try,” he said, wrapping
the lines around the whip. The horse

would- amble along without attention
from the driver. He fished the plush
box from his pocket and opened it.

“Oh Jim!” she exclaimed, and im-
pulsively kissed him.

He put the ring on her finger and
she looked at it a long time, then
turned and kissed him again. “I guess
I’'m the happiest man in the world,” he
said. “Fact is, I know it.”

“Has the money come yet?” she
asked. “Folks have made out Christ-
mas lists.”

“Next trip, maybe,” he said.

“There’s a nip in the air,” she said.
“It'd be nice if we had a White Christ-
mas.”

“Nice,” he agreed, “but hard on the
stage drivers and freighters. The grade
from Horse Shoe bend can be mighty
bad when there’s snow.” He looked at
her curiously. “You’re as spooky as
mare with a colt and catamounts
around. What’s the matter?”

“T can hardly v zit to show Ma my
ring,” she said.

“Then we’ll show her,” he said, turn-
ing around as soon as he found a wide
place.

He was nervous as he followed Mary
into the house. Mrs. Friend smiled
gently. “I've seen this coming for
years.” Then she kissed-Mary and Jim.

He was puzzled as he drove home.
“Mrs. Friend didn’t say she was hap-
py; she just said she’d seen it coming.
And T suppose the cats will say I
didn’t give Mary a chance to back out
because I gave her the ring without
warning. If the good Lord gives me
strength and spares me, Mary will
live high on the hog and it’ll happen in
three, four years. They’ll see. I'll skow
7em‘)7
WHEN JIM WYATT pulled out of

Mesquite City a week after he
had given Mary a ring that would turn
green, Sam Condon and three others
rode in the stage coach. Ace Kenwood,
a young rancher, rode with Jim. And
there was lots of money and Condon’s

[Tuin To Page 80]
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casket of diamonds in the express box.
A shotgun loaded with buckshot; and
a six-gun also rode beside Jim. “Noth-
ing ever happens,” Jim said; “not any
more. Badmen lock at the graves and
change their minds. But the guns give
me a nice feeling.”

They passed the Two Bit ranch and
Jim indulged in dreams, then went on.
Nothing happened on the Horseshoe
Bend grade, but the stage moved rap-
idly on the run toward Trout Creek.
“The rest you gave the horses while
the passengers looked at the scenery
from Horseshoe Bend done ’em good,”
Ace Kenwood said. “They’re full of
prunes.”

“Something wrong with the brakes,”
Jim said.

“Hey!” Condon yelled. “You gone
crazy? The stage will run over the
horses. I’'m getting out.” He jumped,
followed by the others.

“Condon’s yellow,” Ace said. “I
know the kind of driver you are.” They
rounded the next sharp curve and just
when Jim thought the coach might tip
and pitch over the grade, the inside
rear wheel came off. As the axle “ug
into the road, the wheel bounced be-
tween horses and bank, hit a hump in
the road then bounded over the rim to
rocks far below. Jim brought the ex-
cited horses to a stop, and Ace whistled.
“Only the deep rut kept the stage from
going over back there. The lurch pulled
the wheel right off.”

Sam Condon and the others came at
a trot. “What went wrong, Wyatt?
You young wild fools take too many
chances. Now what?”

“First I’ll take a look at the wheel,”
Jim answered. “If it’s smashed, then
we'll get down to Craig’s place on Trout
Creek and wait until another wheel
can be brought from Mesquite City.”

“Good thing I brought my fish tackle
and basket along,” Condon said. He
turned to the others. “Mighty fine fish-
ing in these parts. Streams low this
time of the year. And if there’s a break-
down I get myself a mess of trout.”

“And the roads follow the streams
so usually there’s fishing convenient to
the breakdown,” a passenger said. They
followed Jim to the brink and watched
him descend a hundred feet.

“No use,” Jim shouted. “Wheels
smashed.” He returned to the coach
and examined the axle. “Nut’s gone.
That’s why the wheel came off. And
one shoe is gone. Looks queer.”

“P’ll borrow a horse from Craig,”
Ace said, “and ride back.”

Jim cut a sapling and using it as a
lever lifted the axle clear of the road,
then lashing the lever to the stage body,
proceeded slowly to Craig’s little store.
“Make yourself comfortable,” Jim

~ advised his passengers. “It’ll be three

or four hours.”

“I’'m going fishing,” Condon said.
“I’ll get enough for all of us. Know
where they bite as fast as you can bait
the hook.”

IT WAS LATE when Jim pulied up at

the express office and unloaded his
passengers and the express box. “I’ll
take the trout to my hotel,” Condon
said, “and come back for my jewel
casket.”

“Good,” the agent said. Jim drov
off to put up his team. :

He had just finished when the ex-
press agent, Sam Condon and Phil
Totman, the deputy marshal, came up.
“What happened, Jim?” the agent
asked. “You started with ten thousand
in gold coin, twenty thousand in green-
backs and...”

“And my casket with more’n fifteen
thousand in diamonds,” Condon cut in.
“The greenbacks and the diamonds are
gone. What was the matter? Gold too
heavy to pack off.”

“I never left the stage from Mesquite
City to here, except to look over the
bluff for the wheel, and you all saw
me,” Jim answered. He was stunned
and scared. “How could it disappear.”

“While I was fishing, and the others
were chewing the fat with Craig, you
were alone with the express box,” Con-

[Turn To Page 82]



.

s

e

.

DEVELOP

MUSCLES OF STEEL!
% \o START BUILDING A NUPER
oD ¢ BODY IN JUST 10 DAYN
; 3% M.—.OO

Earn the respect of all you meet

o

‘““Power Gym’' will develop your chest, biceps, triceps,
neck, back, shoulder, stomach and legs. In just 10 short
days you'll start showing the results that will earn you
the respect of all your friends—the admiration of all the
_YOU'LL FEAR NO ONE G_M_._m. .ﬂ_on.: mm<a_*o._u _“u __uﬂim_.rm_.. .inmnc__w:m U_.._ﬁmncw

Imagine halitatond you'll be WHER MEIE that will keep you fit, healthy and in fop shape always.
Bcnw_mm heBIl Ha bulge and vy ket So don't delay! Start now on your way to a body of

begins to take on the powerful, rock-hard steel.
appearance of a ‘‘Mr. -America’. You'll
fear no one because you‘re confident of

Mcney Back Guarantee
your might! And, wherever you go you’ll

enjoy the envious glances of other guys, Honor House Products Corp. Dept.MD-24

n:m*rcovmznmam-n:o:&n:.re c_m:u - H.%:_unoor.20¢cwqon_n
ho'll just love to feel your muscles. s
w(tooia.‘._my.:: e noa_unn»w\< U - Rush my “Power-Gym’’ Muscle Builder at once. If | am

elastic rubber. Only $1 plus 25¢ shipping not 100% delighted | may return it after 10 day free
charges.

trial for full refund of purchase price.

- {1 | enclose $1 plus 25¢ shipping charges -
19 DAY EREE TRIAL [] Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery .
Order now! If you aren’t 100% satisfied - plus C.O.D. -
with the improvement shown in just 10 m Name

days return to us for full refund of pur- - -
chase price.




WANTED

Commercial Artists

Letterers —Designers

OMMERCIAL artists WANTED by adver-
tising agencies; publishers, newspapers,

dept, stores, to fill HIGH-PAYING JOBS! 95
MILLION DOLLARS being spent for commer-
cial art every year. Now YOU can prepare to

enter this profitable field — become your own

boss and command BIG FEES. You can learn
Commercial Art, lettering, designing, cartoon-
ing—right at home,
SHOW-HOW LESSONS.
Send for FREE book, “Art For Pleasure And
Profit.” Describes our method. Lists opportu-

in spare time. Easy,

INEXPENSIVE.

nities. Tells how you can get ahead FAST in

i

.
~

82

Commercial Art. Write NOW to: Washington
School of Art, Studio 1283, Port Washington, N.Y.

STOP TOBACCO

craving for tobacco as thou-
sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. Write
Today for free booklet telling of injurious
effect of tobacco and of a treatment which
has relieved over 300.000 people. FREE

In Business Since 1909 BOOK
@ THE NEWELL COMPANY
& 572 Brentwood Sta., St. Louis 17, Mo.

TEXAS beautiful
Lakes.
down.
thriving
schools:

HERE IT IS.

resort and retirement propevty at 5 big

4 adjoining Sites, plenty room, total cost $290.00, $10.00
Ideal year round climate, scenic hills, trees, near 3
towns, over paved highways, electricity, phones, ete.,

Tolder frce. Dept. GS-4, P. 0. Box 50, Kingsiand, Texas.

Evewbody's Doing it!

LET Size 212 x 3V2 on
PORTRAIT QUALITY PAPER
Just pennies per picture for
beautiful portrait-quality
r2productions of your own favorite
photograph. Send one portrait or 8
snapshot (retumed unharmed) =
Iand money to:
|WALLET Puntos Box AG-58
‘Hillside, N.J.

In a hurry? Send 25¢ extra
for Super-Speed service.

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

6010r$2

We pay postaze

WESTERN ACTION

don snarled. “You’d better admit you
stole the stuff. You aren’t smart
enough to get away with it.”

“I just don’t know,” Jim said
heavily. “Was the lock tampered with?
T don’t even have a key.”

“It wasn’t tampered with,” Condon
said. “It was unlocked. the stuff stolen,
then locked. You did it at Craig’s. Lock
him up Totman; his kind will confess.”

“Oh here you are,” Mary said,
breathlessly. “We’re holding supper for
you, Jim. Heard you had a break-
down.”

“Jim ain’t going anywhere, Mary.”
Condon said, “except to Federal prison.
He stole money, my diamonds and no
telling what else.”

“I don’t believe it,” Mary said hot-
ly. “I won’t insult Jim by asking if it’s
true. I know it isn’t.”

“That’s just what I expected of you,
Mary,” Condon said. “You've fought
this big oaf’s battles all your life. But
this one you’ll lose. I don’t want to hurt
vour feelings, but you know what ef-
fect this will have on Jeffordville and
the ranchers.”

She turned pale. The local bank
couldn’t stand such loss and some of
the ranchers with mortgages would
surely go under. The bank, which nor-
mally might see them through, couldn’t.
The merchants couldn’t afford to ex-
tend credit for Christmas present pur-
chases. “It’s like throwing a rock into
a pond,” she said. “The ripples go in
all direction, and don’t stop.”

Jim took her into a corner. “Don’t
help me this time. Let me work this out
alone. You believe me innocent don’t
you?”’ She nodded. “Then let me work
it out. ’'ve my pride.”

He turned to the deputy marshal.
“Whatever happened, happzned near
Craigs.”

“Well how helpful,” Condon sneered.
“Tell us more.”

“Take a posse and search around the
[Twrn To Page 84]
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buildings and along Trout Creek,” Jim
urged.

“Wouldn’t it be sensible to take us
there?” Condon suggested. “Jefford-
ville ranchers could have a real Chirst-
mas. Otherwise...none. I'm selfish
about this. T want to get my diamonds
back and make some sales. And that
casket is a family heirloom.”

“Come along,” the -marshal
“Jail’s the place for you.”

“Is he safe there?” Condon asked.
“When the word gets around there’s
liable to be a lynching.”

said.

LAWMEN FROM Mesquite City

joined Phil Totman and posse’s
were formed. They searched the creek
bank near Craig’s, and all of the build-

. ings in the v1cm1ty They watched for

dlsturbed grass and brush for signs of
recent digging and found none. Then
men who had known Jim Wyatt since
boyhood came to the cell door. “Tell
us the truth, Jim,” they pleaded. “If
in a moment of weakness you slipped,

tell us, and we’ll give you anether
chance.” Then Judge McNeil came;
and to all Jim insisted he was innocent.

“I talked to him like a father,”
Judge McNeil said.

“You should’ve talked like a Dutch -
Uncle,” Condon said. “Put pressure on
him and he’ll crack. He’s forfeited any
consideration from people who've
watched him grow up. And why Mary
backs him up puzzles me. She’s babied
the oaf all her life. It’s time he stood
on his own hind legs.”

“You’re bitter,” Judge McNeil said
coldly.

“I should be. 'm taking a big loss,”
Condon said.

Ten days passed without incident but
the town noticed Condon and Mary
Friend were seen together frequently.
“You can’t expect her to be loyal to a
man who double-crossed his home
town,” the jailor said to Jim. “You're
lucky, maybe. The ranchers were get-

ting mad and organizing a necktie par-
[Turn To Page 86] ‘
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P POWERFUL ENGINE THROB
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TSTYLED IN — &
SLICK CHROME ___

Here's a remarkable new invention to add the final touch to
that car you love. Easily attached to your exhaust pipe using
just a screw driver it tunes the exhaust sound to just the
pitch and tone you desire and makes your engine sound new,
big, expensive, powerful with that muted deep throb that
says ‘“‘I'm ready to GET UP AND GO!"

USES SCIENTIFIC VENTURI PRINCIPLE
“‘“Mellow Tone: works on the Venturi principle getting the
gases through the ring so they are%increased in velocity
— while their pressure drops. This not only helps dispense the
Q exgm;st ga%es but sets up those low humming throbbing
— vibrations. By. moving the tuner head in or out you adjust
T """ the tone to the exact pitch you desire.

BE THE FIRST
‘“‘Mellow Tone' sets off your car from all others—not only by

FEATURES its distinctive throbbing power tone but by its attractive
o Deep mellow powerful tone distinctive appearance. Be the first in your neighborhood
° {\lnodterr]‘ d(fefmg{\ with this wonderful device.
e ventur
e = am sMONEY BACK GUARANTEEs sm mndl
o Durable tarnish proof chrome

I GUARANTEED DISTRIBUTORS €O.  Dept. CE-I5 Lynbrook, N. Y. I

Rush my ‘“Mellow Tone exhaust tuner at once on your I
guaraniee free trial plan. If not 100% delighted, 1| will
return after 10 day free trial for refund of full purchase

price, I
] | enclose $2.98 plus 36c handling charges
] Send C.0.D. I'll pay postman $2.98 plus -shipping I
charges l
K d
pric : Name
ioning charges -
stipping B ddress |

S T D DD T I O O O N O R R )



1l Set You Up For Life In Your Own
BIG PAY SHOE BUSINESS
ONY 8 ORDERS A DAY CAN MAKE YOU

UP TO $32.00 A DAY — M SEROnETRATION

DEMONSTRATION
$180.00 o week—$600.00 a month o PR

Itd no trick at all to make big money
FULL OR SPARE TIME with Ameri-
ca’s most comiortable shoes. Amazing
new *‘Spring-Step’’ cushion design
T y _actual demonstration. ;| gyyvg
Only ORTHO-VENT has it. No other pRODUCERS
shoe in the world like it, Profits are TugiR OWN
BIG—repeat orders sure and easy with guors AS A
amazing 2-minute demonstration, No ‘poNuSs)
experience needed. No investment to

ORTHO-VENT SHOE €O.,
4383 Brand Road, Salem, Virginia
1 want to sell Spring Step Shoes and
make BIG MONEY. Hush me the com-
pléte ORTHO-VENT LINE and Special
Salesman’s Proposition.

make.

Everything  fur-
nishi f

including

2

the big pay ORTHO-
VENT man in your ter-
ritory, Mail coupon TO-
DAY for free ouifit.

Name
Address
T e s e s ke Y e S AN 5

MAIL TODAY!

Write today for a FREE copy of illustrated law book.
“THE LAW-TRAINED MAN,” which shows how to
earn the professional Bachelor of Laws (LL.B.) de-
gree through home study of the famous Blackstons
Taw Course. All necessary books and lessons provided.
Moderate cost; convenient monthly terms. Write for
FREE law training book today.
Blackstone School of Law, 307 N. Michigan Ave.

Founded 1890 Dept. 13, Chicago 1, lil.

ILLUSTRATED BOOKLETS

The kind YOU will enjoy. Each one of these booklets is
size 3 by 4 and is ILLUSTRATED with 8 page cartoon
ILLUSTRATIONS of COMIC CHARACTERS and is full of
fun and entertainment. 20 of these booklets ALL DIF-
FERENT sent prepaid in plain envelope upon receipt
of $1.00 No checks or C. O. D. orders accepted.

TREASURE NOVELTY CO. Dept. DA-3
182 Knickerbocker Station New York 2, N. V.

Unsurpassed Comfort With improved

RUPTURE ~ R
e 17t

cnly

‘AT LAST A NEW FORM-FITTING WASH-
ABLE BRACER WITH ADJUSTABLE LEG-
STRAPS THAT'S GUARANTEED TO BE THE
MOST COMFORTABLE YOU EVER WORE!
NO SNAPS, NO LACES, NO STEEL. Amazing
rnew kind of flat groin pad for support with
complete comfort. BEST TOO AS AFTER
OPERATION SUPPORT. Order by MAIL.
1 RIGHT SIDE $4.95. [J LEFT SIDE $4.95.
[ DOUBLE $4.95. Measurement around LOW-
EST PART OF ABDOMEN IN INCHES IS:

inches,. SENT ON APPROVAL. AVOID
SERIOUS DELAY e e SOLD ON MONEY
BACK GUARANTEE.

VW/RIGHT BRACER CO.
Dept. 154, 403 Market Si., Nework, New Jersey
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WESTERN ACTION

ty. Mary talked them out of it. You
owe her plenty.”

“TI owe all her I can do for her as
long as I live,” Jim said.

Snow began falling two days later.
“We wanted a white Christmas,” many
said angrily, “and what a Christmas it
will be. I'd like to get my hands on
that Jim Wyatt. I hear he paces his
cell, all bottled up. No sign of crack-
ing.”

The snowfall was followed by over-
cast weather to further depress the
community. It was then that Jim sent
for Mary. “Don’t breathe a word of
this to anyone, byt tell Phil Totman
I'm ready to do something about the
crime.”

She caught her breath sharply. “I’ll
tell him.”

“Is there a reward?” he asked

“Condon offered a thousand dollars. |
Put the money up in the bank,” Mary
answered. ‘“The Jeffordville bank
posted a thousand dollars reward. But
the money will not be paid to anyone
involved in bringing off the robbery.”

“Smart people,” Jim said briefly.

“T’ve been going out with Condon,”
Mary said. “I...”

“You had your reasons,” Jim inter-
rupted. “And so...”

“You bet your boots I had my rea-
sons,” she said with feeling. “He’s so
worldly, so sure of himself. He’s edu-
cating me. Well, I'll see Totman. Any-
thing else?”

“Yes, tell Totman to invite Judge
McNeil to go along,” Jim answered.

THEY MET Judge McNeil at

Craig’s at daybreak and Jim led
off over snow unmarked except by bird
and animal life. They moved slowly,
with Jim drifting back and forth under
Totman’s watchful eye.

He called them at last and said,
“What do you see?”

“Animal tracks converging on this
point,” Totman said. ’

[Tarn To Page 88]



WHAT
ALL

il

This Big Practical Book gives full
with workin,
covering the principles, construcuon,
ignition, service and repair -of mod-
ern cars, trucks and buses.
Diesel Engines, Hydramatic and
Fluid Drives Fully Explained.
A complete guide S
of 1696 Pages, :
with over 1500
Illustrations
showing inside
views of working
parts, with mst.ruc-
as for service jobs.
Completely up-to-the-minutel
Priced at only $6.
CIRCLE No. 1 IN COUPON

IRONERS
RANGES

VACUUMS

FREEZERS

Nany other GAS AND ELECTRIC APPLIANCES
Handy Reference for Electric & Gas Serv-

IEFRIGERAVORS TOASTERS
WASHE! DR

YERS

icemen, Mechanics, Dealers and Home-
owners. Explains clearly and simply how to
locate trou , how to test,

AND BUILDERS GUIDES

PRACTICAL STOREHOUSE OF
MODERN CONSTRUCTION IN-
FORMATION (4 vol. set) for
carpenters and all woodworkers. Ex-
plains in easy language and by pro-
fuse illustration principles, advances,
short cuts, trade secrets, all based
on the NEWEST information.
Vol. 1-Tools, steel square, saw fil-
ing, joinery, furniture, etc.; Vol.
uilders’ mathematics, drawing
plans, speclﬁcatmns estimates, etc.;
Vol ouse and roof framing,
Taying oub foundations: stes Vol 4
~Doors, windows, stair bmldmz,
millwork, painting, etc. 4 vols. 1904
Pa!gei 3700 Illustrations. Whole set
only

8.
CIRCLE No. 8 IN COUPON

PRACTICAL ELECTRICITY
A COMPLETE HANDBOOK-Quick, simplified, ready ref-
erence. Complete mstruchon and practical information on
the rules and law: y

THE NEW ELEGTRIC LIBRARY

A COMPLETE ENCYCLOPED expl:
simplest terms the fundamental prmcnples. rules nnd appli-
cations of applied electricity.
A COMPLETE COllEGE EDUCATION|
Fully- il

and tables for ready reference. Quesuons and answers. Trial

tests for-practice study and review. All based on the most

modern theory.

Vol. 1-Principles and rules | tension, plans,

of electricity, magnetism, No. 21

armatures, repairs. No. 15 Vol 8 = Railways, s|gnals.
2

code, etc.

Vol. 2 —Dynamos, DC Mo- | elevators, ignition,etc.
tors, construction, installa-
tion, maintenance, etc. No. 16
Vol. 3—Testing instruments

and tests, storage battery
constr. and repairs. No. 1

Vol. 4 — Alternating current,
power factor, alternators,

Vol. 9~Radio, telephone.

telegraph, television, motion

pictures. No. 2

Vol. 10 —Refrigeration, illu.

mination, welding, X-ray,

electrical ‘appliances, Index.
4

0.

7,000 fully illustrated pages.

transformers. No.

Voi. 5—~A.C. Motors, wind-
ings,maintenance,converters,
switches, fuses, etc. No. 19

Vol. 6~ Relsys, condensers,
et

Priced at only $20 for the
ENTIRE SET. Also sold indi=
vidually for 52 each.

—A.C. and DC. Motors< g Di =

eters,

irin
House Lighting ~ Power Wiring—Meters — Batteries—Trans-
formers—etc. Simple to understand 1520 Pages. 2600 Tilus-
trations. Priced at $5.

CIRCLE No. 4 IN COUPON

connect. Wmng diagrams. 1000 Facts. Easy
to read. Answers ALL your questions. 864
Pages. Xllusuated Only $6.

CIRCLE No. 2 IN COUPON

TELLS HOW TO

RADIO
SERVICE LIBRARY

ERE iS LATE INEGRMATION
IN A HANDY FOR OR RADIG
AMND TELEVISION REPAIRMEN.

SERVICEMEN AND STUDENTS

TWO COMPLETE VOLUMES —
1568 Pages— 1085 Illustrations and
Diagrams. 1001 Important Facts and

igures on Modern T.V., ‘o,
Electronic Devnces INCLUDES

ALL THERE IS TO KNOW AEOUT MODERN D!ESEL
ENGINES-Basic principles, starting valves, timing, fuel
pumps, fuel injection compressor, air compressors, pistons,

cylinders, lubrication, cooling systems, etc. Answers on oper-

ation, calculations. 640 Pages, Fu]ly Tilustrated. Priced $3.
CIRCLE No. 9 IN COUPON

—Covers Electric, Oxy-acet-

WELDERS GUIDE it thermis, Unignmett

welding for sheet metal, spot and pipe welds, pressure ves-

sefs and aluminum, copper, brass, bronze and other metals;

lane_work, sirface Hardening, hard facing, cutting,
Dieting. ete. 605 PasesoFully Miumsatod_Only
CIRCLE No. 10 IN COUPON

etc. No. 20

‘Vol 7 —Wiring, house light
and power, circuits, high

ALL TYPES OF BLUEFRINT READING

How to read scales, the standard symbols, detail and assem-
bly prints, working drawings, short cuts, helps, hints and
suggesnons THE MAN WHO CAN READ BLUEPRINTS
IS IN LINE FOR A BETTER JOB. This book gives you

the secret language, step by step in easy stages. 448 Pages,
Very Fully Illustrated. Priced a
C RCLE No. 25 IN COUPON

& BUILDERS GIHIIES

A PRACTICAL ILLUSTRATED 4
VOL. SET—Explaining in cleer, sim-
ple rofuse i
Principios, dvances, short cuts, trade
secrets, based on modern practice —
including how to figure and calculate various job:
Vol. 1-Brick work, bricklaying, bonding, esigne Vol 2=

TRANSISTORS & T

ir-

cuits, Rectifiers, Record Changers,

.A.'Systems, Phonograph Pick-ups,
Short Wave,

F.M., Auto Radio,

Basic principles,
. Construction, In:
stallation, Opera-

hon, Repairs, Trouble Shooting. How to

lear T.V. Pictures. Install
w to Test, Explains COLOR
S, Methods of Conversion, Terms,
ete. Includes Ultra High Frequency. Qui
S o e et o i
BOTH volumes. CIRCLE No. 3 IN COUPON

The TRUCK & TRACTOR GUIDE for Mechanics &
Drivers, Foremen, Garagemen, Helpers, Owners, Trouble
Shooters, Farmers, etc. Covering Gas & Diesel Moter Prin-
ciples — Construction — Operation — =
antcnance—Repmr—Brakes Serv-
ice of all Parts. 1376 Pages. FULLY
USTRATED. Index. Only $5.

b CIRCLE No. 5 IN COUPON

PLUMBERS ano

STEAMFITTERS GUIDES

Practical Trade Assistant & Refer-
ence Set. Explains in plain language

MATHEMATICS MADE EASY

A COMPLETE HOME STUDY COURSE-
Starting with the first principles of arithmetic,
advancing step by step through the various
stages of mathemaccs mdudmg the rules and

problems. New EASY. et mattods In:
cludes plane and solid geometry, trigonometry, algebra, cal-
culus, etc. Practical tests, reference tables and data. How to
use slide rule. 752 Pages. 550 Illustrations. Priced at only $3.
CIRCLE No. 11 IN COUPON

MODERN MACHINE SHOP PRACTICE-5 PRACTICAL

BOOKS IN ONE. New from cover to cover. Tells bow to
set up and operate lathes, scrow and milling machines,
shapers, drill presses and a ther machine to A COM.
PEETE INSTRUCTOR AND REFERENGCE BOOK 1736
Pages. Fully Illustrated. Priced at only $6.

CIRCLE No. 12 IN COUPON

WIRING DIAGRAMS

This book gives the practical facts on wiring of electrical
apparatus. lt explains clearly and SIMPLY w to wire

and by clear i
charts, graphs and pictures the prin-
ciples of modern plumbing practxce
including Pipe Fitting and Con-
ditioning. 4 Vols, — 2624 Page! -
3642 Diagrams & Ilustrations. Only
$8 for the complete set of 4 vols.
CIRCLE No. 6 IN COUPON

PAINTING & DECORATING MANUAL

Inside Trade information on outside and inside work, how to
mix_paints, preparation of surfaces, paper hanging, wood
finishes, tools, synthetic paints, color (with color chart),
spray. equipment, costs, estimating, etc. COMPLETE

S{li5eiis of olctuicitys Each dingran s cos
et it -explaining. Know your HOOK-UPS! 304
Pages. Ilustrated. Only $2.

13 IN COUPON

CLE N
REFRIGERATION &
"AIR CONDITIONING

FOUR BQOKS IN ONE - basic principles,
hser!vxcmg. operation, repair of: - House-
d

5 a
Units. 3. Commercial & Indus(nal Refrig-
eration. 4. Air Conditioning Systems, A
GOLD MINE of essential information.

date. 1360 Pages. Fully Illustrated and

guide to easier, better pamtmg and 464 Pages.
Fully Illustrated. Only 5
CIRCLE NoA 7 IN COUPON

- SEND NO MONEY — Pay the postman nothing! We are
glad to send you any of the Audel Guides for absolutely

FREE examination in your own home. We take all the risks
and leave al] the decisions up to YOU. There is no obliga-
tion! If you decide to keep the books of your choice you may
pay for them under our astounding. easy-pay plan of only

$2 a month._
—Eoy

i

1 HERE IS ALL YOU DO !
IT'S EASY TO ORDER: In the No-Risk Mail Order
Coupon at the right just draw a circle around the number
of Audel Guides you want us to send you for FREE
EXAMINATION. We will send them to you at once to
help you build a brighter future by increasing your SKILL.
1f for any reason at all you are not COMPLETELY satis-
fied, return the books to us, and that will end the matter!

NO STRINGS OR CATCHES TO THIS OFFER.

THEO. AUDEL & CO.

. 89 West 23rd Street, New York 10, N. Y.

!ndexed Pnced at only $6.
CIRCLE No. 14 IN COUPON

Brick ‘arches, file setting, estimating. Vol. 3—

Concrete mixing, placing forms, reinforced stucco. Vol. 4

ZPlastering, stone masonry, steel construction, blueprints.

4 Vols. 1440 Pages. 2067 Iflustrations. Complete Set only $8.
CIRCLE No. 26 IN COUPON

ELECTRIC MOTORS

THIS GUIDE covers the construction, hook-
ups, control, maintenance and trouble shoot-
ing of all types of motors. Includes armature
winding. Explains entire subject in great de=
tail in simple language. Over 1056 Pages of
information. 617 Diagramns. All types of motors fully illus-
trated and indexed for ready reference. Priced at only $5.
CIRCLE No. 27 IN COUPON

OIL BURNERS.

New, complete, explaining in detail both
domestic and industrial oil burners. In-
cludes electrical hook-ups and wiring dia-
grams. Fully covering the theory, con-
struction, installation, operation, testing,
servicing and repair of all equipment. In-
dexed for ready reference, Over 416

5 320 Hlustrations and Diagrams.

The following Audel Guides are all the best in their fields,
written in clear simple fashion, all lavishly illustrated. Circle
the numbers wanted m the MAIL ORDER COUPON below.
All bookg aEre‘_sen

o,

No. 30

No. 31
No. 32

r FR ATION.

EYAL PAYTERN LAYOUYS 1152 Pages..$7.50
SHEE;’ ;AETAL WORKERS HANDY BOOK.
MECHAN(CA[ DRAWING GUIDE. 192 Pages. 5S 200
MECHANICAL DRAWING AND DESIGN.

480 Pages - uno Lol ceen 3.00
ELECTRONIC DEVICES. 304 Pug es.
ELECTRICIANS EXAMINATIONS. 272 Pages

No. 35 ELECTRIC POWER CALCULATIONS. Page IBO . 300
No. 36 ElECTRIC DICTIONARY. 9000 Terms..........

0. 37 WER PLANT ENGINEERS GUIDE. 1568 Pugu. 500
No. 38 ENG?NEERS AND FIREMANS EXAMS. 544 Pages. 2.00
No. 39 OPERATING ENGINEERS LIBRARY. 3 Book Set..12.00
No. 40 PUMPS, NYDRAULICS AND AIR COMFRESSORS

1760 Pages - o= S oo 6.00
No. 41 HOUSE HEATING GUIDE. 1008 Pages

DA-2

THEO. AUDEL & CO. —Self Improvement Publishers Since 1879 — i ] 45 6
49 W. 23rd Street, New York 10, N. Y
Please mail me for 7 days’ FREE EXAMINATION the books I have circled atright. 7 & 9 10" 11
I agree to mail $2 in 7 days on each book or set ordered, and to further mail $2 a r
month on each book or set ordered until I have paid the purchase price, plus shipping 12 13 14 15 16
| Sosts: 16 Lam not completely satisfied with my Audel Guides I may return them.
i 17 18 19 20 2V
NAME.
I 22 23 28 25 2
I ADDRESS.
I 27 28 29 30 %
OCCUPATION. 32 33 38 35 38
SAVE SHIPPING COSTS! Check here if you enclose complete pay- 37 ~ 45 3¢ 40 4y
ment with order. We pay postage charges. You have same return privilege.




NEIGHBORS PRAISE
HIS ARTICLES

““As a ‘buy-product’ of my N.LA.
Training, I have received $73.00
for articles from Autobody and
the Reconditioned Car. The local
weekly printed ocne of my ar-
ticles and asked for more. When
neighbors stop you to say they
read your plece, there’s nothing
like it.”’—George R. Maire, 114
9th St., Laurel Gardens, Pa.

How Do you KNO
you can’t WRITE?

Have you ever tried? Have you ever attempted
even the least bit of training under competent
guidance?

Or have you been sitting back, as it is so easy
to do, waiting for the .day to come when you
will awaken, all of a sudden, to the discovery
“] am a writer?”

If the latter course is the one of your choos-
ing, you probably mever will write. Lawyers
must be law clerks. Doctors must be internes.

Engineers must be draftsmen., We all know that, -

in our time, the egg does come before the
chicken.

It is seldom that anyone becomes & writer
until he (or she) has been writing for some
time. That is why so many authors and writers
spring up out of the newspaper business. The
day-to-day necessity of writing—of gathering
material about which to write—develops their
talent, their insight, their background and
their confidence as nothing else could.

That is why the Newspaper Institute of
America bases its writing instruction on con-
tinuous writing—the training that has produced
£0 many successful writers.

Learn to write by writing

Newspaper Institute training is based on the
New York Copy Desk Method. 1t starts and
keeps you writing in your own home, on your
own time, Week by week you receive actual as-
signments, just as if you were right at work on
& great metropolitan daily. Your writing is im-
dividually corrected and constructively ecriti-
cized. Thoroughly experienced, practical, active
writers are responsible for this instruction. Un—
der such sympathetic guidance, you will find
that (instead of vainly trying to copy someone
else’s writing tricks) you are rapidly develop-
ing your own distinctive, self-flavored style—
undergoing an experience that has a thrill to
it, and, which at the same time, develops in
you the power to make your feelings articulate.

Many people who should be writing become
awe-struck by fabulous stories about millionaire
authors and, therefore, give little thought to the
$25, $50 and $100 or more, that can often be
earned for material that takes little time to
write—stories, articles on business, hobbies,
sports, travel, local, church and club activities
etc.—things that can easily be turned out in
leisure hours, and often on the impulse of the
moment.

A chance to test yourself FREE!

Our unique FREE Writing Aptitude Test tells
whether you possess the fundamental qualities
necessary to successful writing—acute observa-
tion, dramatic instinct, creative imagination,
ete. You'll enjoy taking this test. The coupon
will bring it, without obligation. Newspaper In-
stitute of America, One Park Avenue, New York
16, N. Y. (Founded 1925). (Licensed by State of N, Y.)
.(_ADnl'O\’ed Member, National Home Study Council) 2
AT e e e o G e W B AN B

'
: FRE NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF AMERICA §
{ ] Cne Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. :
B Send me, without cost or obligation, your FREE WRITING
: I"\lﬁ;_r_tlTUDE TEST and further information sbout writing for :

1t.

1 i
g M L}
' }IX‘!, -------------- sesceens Sscsccnsnscna sesscas l
& Misa ]
B Radress o icia . iiiciies e et e . :
MGty S e Zo0w < isn Btate .
B (ANl correspondence confidential. No galesman will call on ¥
B you) 31-C-368 B
'a----—-- -

i L Rl R R N e B Lt
Copyright 1957 Newspaper Instifute of America

WESTERN ACTION

“Dig,” Jim said. “The wilderness
posse has done its part.” ~

Totman dug away the snow and un-
covered a hole, evidently dug by paws
equipped with claws. The shovel struck
something hard. “Metal,” Totman said.
“What’s this?”

“Condon’s casket,” Jim said. “Keep
digging.” A tin box came up next. I,
like the casket was locked

“Talk,” Totman said.

“I knew that I didn’t steal this
stuff,” Jim said. “So it must be Con-
don. He was the only man who left
Craig that day. It would be easy for
him to slip the loot into his fish basket
and take it up the creek and bury it.”

“And easy for you, too,” Totman
said.

“I was taking a chance of convicting
myself when I proposed this, but some-
thing had to be done,” Jim said. “May-
be I have convicted myself.”

“I’'ve been working on the case,”
Mary said. “My engagement ring be-
gan to turn green. I had a jeweler at
Mesquite City look at it; he said the
setting was glass. I knew that either
Jim had given me a cheap ring, or Con-
don had cheated Jim. And I know Jim,
so Condon was back of all this.”

“Yes, but the stuff came from the
express box,”> Totman said. “Explain
that.”

“Condon made the trip many times.
Outlaws had failed to rob the express
box. Probably he thought he was
smarter than outlaws. It was a chal-
lenge,” Jim said. “Somehow he got a
duplicate key, unlocked the box, helped
himself, locked the box again while the
rest of us were checking the wheel. And
knowing the route, he probably re-
moved the nut while everyone was
looking at the scenery at Horseshoe
Bend. He knew the wheel would come
off somewhere downgrade. And that
we’'d go on to Craig’s.”

“You had a lot of faith in wild an-
imals showing the way,” Totman said.

[Turn To Page 90]



oW MAKE MONEY! SAVE MONEY!

-Elcfr lATE AUTO CHROME

“hf : A REMARKABLE NEW INVENTION
RT] PLATES AS YOU BRUSH!

PERMA - .
FACTORY-NEW BRILLIANCE

: p\_A’ﬂNG : FOR CAR CHROME!

Here at last is the car-owner’s answer to all chrome problems
...a dramatic new invention called SPEEDPLATER. It actualiy

fates NEW METAL as you brush. And the plating you apply

comes an INDESTRUCTIBLE part of the bumper, grille or
trim itself. How your car will shinel You'll be mighty proud
when you remove ugly rust spots and replate metal to @ NEW
SPARKLE ... when you bring new, gleaaming beauty to worn,
dull, even blistered chrome areas of your car. This fast, sene
sational method of brush-plating gives FACTORY-NEW BRil-
LIANCE that bonds itself onto your car. It forms a hard,
sparkling surface defying all elementsl

BUMPERS —GRILLWORK—ALL CAR TRIM
RESTORED TO NEW. BRILLIANCE!

Here is how easily you REPLATE your car...You simply attach
;ﬁﬁgl’;ATinS’clc;a\ps fo yiour c;:r"_s ba"edry,iﬂ:,enl i'p SPEED-
rush info e miracie soiution an {1 ating any- : 2

where around your car— without removin; an\;’ parfs. Thyis QUK*’Y BU'!ds up @
safe, mild current WORKS FAST —yet uses less battery juice Thick, Now Plating
than the tiniest light on your car. With Each
. Make Big Money Plating Other Cars! Applicaticn
Now you can add to your income during spare-time
hours. .. because 8 out of 10 cars on the road today
NEED REPLATING. You can charge from $5.00 for
touching-up te $50.00 for replating an entire car.
it’s eaisy and there’s good money in it for you. When
your neighbors see the brilliant plating on your car,
‘they'll surely want you to do the job for them! Re-
plate other things for profit too — faucets, home ap-
pliances, table ware, eutlery, tools, doctors’ "‘and
dentists’ instruments.

SAME TECHNIQUE USED ON

GUIDED MISSLES!

We wish space permitted us to show you
ting

the letters PRAISING the Brush Pl
Kit. HERE ARE JUST A FEW: The
outfit arrived 0.K. and | must say that
it does everything you say it does and
more. .. Thanks very much for sending
me something that is really worth many
times the price you charge’.... Rev. v
m. . "I'“w"y'l Naples.| Fla& : e ; -
...To say am pleased is putting it 28 :
Very Mild, § have got more work than / HING
o WIS rave gatSmors otk . MAIL COUPON NOW-—YOU RISK NOT ;
Booking Jobs ahecad like the family Doe¢.”*

If you want to put a new permanent gleam on YOUR CAR'S Bumpers,
5 3 5 Grille, Ornament, Trim, you can do it right away and not risk a dime.
CAR DEALERS & SERVICE STATIONS If you are not satisfied with great results, it doesn’t cost.you a penny¥
8 . = = Just mail coupon with only $1 deposit— then pay postman $13.95 plus
Make Blg Profits postage when your kit arrives. If you send $14.95 we pay all postage
i h s et I charges. Either way you must be COMPLETELY SATISFIED or you
wit pecia - & may return all in 10 days for FULL CASH REFUND of purchase price.
¢ S ACT NOW! HERE'S WHAT YOU GET: SPEEDPLATER Brush with
H[AVY‘DUTY PLATING OUTFIT Stainless Steel Permanent Anode; Wires and Clamps for battery hook-up:
Enough solutions to plate several cars; Special Buffs and Buffing Come
FACTORY RESULTS and BIG VOLUME BUSI pound; Special Metal Polish; Full simple instructions.
NESS can make a TERRIFIC PROFIT FOR YOU
~with this Super Plating Outfit. Do your own replating
4n minutes without removing bumpers or grillwork! Increase e N e S N e Y
~ the valug of your used cars! Heavy-Duty Outfit includes Super-

the 'vatue of your : . : o ¢ EMPIRE MERCHANDISING CO., Dopt. MP-47 H

pee er w extra-large brush and anode, wires and clamps. H % =Y

Speciu! Wheel for removing Rust, Buffing Wheel, Buffing Com- ! 2,5 Wilbie L.anmo.l'vN hlad :

Ec;untd. 'S?ectal Brush ftm-'nlatinlgz Coimer.mAll Pl:at'ti"g Szlﬁltri?gsé i ease rush the plating kit | have M

ectroplates on current fr : 5 : &

B e e O o hoen. ezl o piate- 3 = Newsler SEEOPATE OQTHIL $14.95 G C.OD mad ST 1

DOZENS OF CARS! You quickly make back cost of the outfit on ¢ 2 < 8

yourtverykﬂgs:tjoh! Additional solutions, ste. atways ‘)avtafi]tahleh;rom ] 3 1 enclose full price, send postpald. ¢

us at rock-bottom cost to you. Heavy-Duty Service Outfit soid . om § -understand that § must be COMPLETELY SATISFIED or | may ¢

=iy A o

Shoos MONEX BACK-GUARANTEEL Mail Counon Now. If €.0.D. § return kit -within 10-days for immediate CASH REFUND. 0
2 2 : Name, 3
7o e = = = Eo o Addres: :

CASH REFUND IF NOT COMPLETELY SATISFIED City. State, &




Write today for this
terrific catalog of [
CLOTHING BAR-
GAINS! Dress up
your whole family

. . sis, son, dad,

m the grandest of
style for just sev-
eral dollars com-
i plete. Here'’s a few
| sample bargains. . .

K 1adies Skirts 69¢
* Lad:es Shoes = 99¢
&

Ladxes Winter
« Coats $1.89
Blouses, Slips,
Toppers, ete. -
* MONEY BACK @&
IF NOT SATISFIED!

ACE MAIL ORDER CO.
196 Degrow $1., B'kiyn 31, M. Y.

‘ Gentlemen:

Please send me FREE BARGAIN CATA-'
‘LOG. ‘Enclosed find 10¢ for handling, postege—(Re-
' fundable).

Name ...ccoecceosces

4ssasseccecssacsncarsratann

' Address ...

D e e e

CY. o vt Zone........ State. ...
= e o o N U RN =S EEEEEe e

DEVELOP your
CH ESTLINE

measurements without changing your
contour. WHY self conscious
shout your small, u.uder slzed, unat-
tractive, underdevzloped chestline ?
Now st last you can have a larger
chestline, enjoy everything that goes
with a well developed larger chest
line. Be more attractive, youthful-
enjoy the new attention that accom-
panies & larger chestline. You will
never know how attractive you can be
until you have tried the Model
Beauty DEVELOPER to Increase
your chestline measurements! This
I new model beauty developer if wused
8y directed must do everything we
promise or you get your money back.
The model beauty developer is used
in the privacy of your own home.
1t is seat to you in plain wraprer
with full instructions, Don’t delay!
Act-Todsy! For De Luxe Model
Benuty Developer in Plain wrapper
send $3.98 cash, check or money
l order to:

EEAUTYAIDS COMPANY, Dept. 126
|403 Market Street, ﬂowark New Jersey
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WESTERN ACTION

“The public isn’t going to take much
stock in it.”

“Can’t help it,” Jim said. “When
I felt nobody wanted me except Ma
and Mary, and I took to the woods, I
learned that animals like to dig up
things folks bury; and that fresh snow,
when it’s tracked up, shows the way.
Just as I know Two Bits ranch has
water that can be pumped into flumes
to irrigate a couple of hundred acres of
land in dry years and lots more’n that
in wet years. I've said my piece and
said it much better than ‘A Visit From
St. Nicholas.” Your move, Totman.”

At noon the next day Totman called
in Sam Condon. “Here’s your casket,”
he said, “open it up.” Condon paled
and staggered. “Open it up!” Totman’s
voice was threatening. Reluctantly
Condon opened it up. The casket was
half filled with diamonds.

“You swore it was full. Only you
had the key. There was no sign of a
forced lock,” Totman said. “And what
about the express box key, you used
and threw away?”

“This town will really have a nick-
tie party,” Mary said, “when it hears
what you tried to do to Jim.”

“Get me out of here,” Condon said.
“I'll talk. I played Jim Wyatt for a
dumb oaf. It looked like a cinch. I'd
lost heavily at poker and had to sell
diamonds to pay off. I had to account
to my employers, so a robbery seemed
the answer. And while I was about it,
why not feather my nest for a long time
—the express money shipment was the
answet. Well, you know the rest. The
greenbacks are in “the tin box. I
couldn’t get away with the gold; it
was too heavy for a fish basket.”

“The reward will come in handy,”
Jim said, “and I'm claiming it.”

“Ironical,” Judge McNeil boomed.
“And I'm convinced, Jim, you’re man-
sized—something Mary has long
known—we’ll turn the estate over to
you.”

[Turn To Page 92]



sees POCKET SIZE «+¢
s Butane Blow Torch

3500° Pin Point Flame
Only

95

SOLDERS,
SILVER BRAZES,
HEAT TREATS,
SOFTENS PAINT,
FREES FROZEN
SCREWS AND NUTS

The perfect kit tool for
hobbyist or craftsman.
Small and compaet this
remarkable butane gas
and special burner gives
an intense pin point 3300
degree flame—eexceeding
"by hundreds of degrees
well known larger torches.
Wonder(ul for TV and radio
repairs, precision soldering
or brazing on jewelry, mod-
els, guns—heat treating,
[reeing frozen screws, e¢tc.

Cames complete with charger
good for ' hour of 3500 de-
gree pin point flame. Extra
chargers 40¢ per hox of two.
Easy to use, lights instantly.
No fuss or bother. no priming,
no waiting for heat. 10 day
Free Trial. Money Back guar-
antee if not delighted. Comes
with gomplete easy to follow in-
structions. Only $1.95 plus 27¢
shipping charges. Extra chargers
are 40¢ per box of 2. Send cash,
check, or ‘'money order with name
and address, or order C.0.D. to

Guaranteed Distributors Co.
Dept. CT-14 Lynbrook, New York
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PELLET FIRING “45” CAL
AUTOMATIC

Magazine Loading Ammuni-
tion Clip.— Has Automatic
Slide Action — Over 15

Moving Parts

Fires 8 Rounds

An automatic full size model of a high pow-
ered 45" caliber automatic pistol that looks
and feels just like the real thing and con-
tains over 15 moving parts. Loads 8 complete
rounds in the magazine clip which snaps into
the hard butt just like an army “45". Then
fires 8 bullet-like pellets as fast as you can
pull the trigger. You've got to see the auto-
matic slide action and feel the power to
believe it! Great for shooting fun. This is
the most authentic model gun we've ever seen.

Learn the Working Mechanism of a 45" -

This accurate. model of a high-powered, 45"

comes to you disassemoled with an the

working parts of a 45", |t assembles in a
jiffy and full instructions are included so that
in- no time at all, you'll learn working parts
of an automatic. Comes with instructions, fuil
supply of pellets and man-sized silhouette

target..

10 Day Free Trial
Try-it for 10 days free. If you are not 100%
delighted simply return after 10  days for
prompt refund of full purchase price. Don’t
delay! Order now! Simply send $1 plus 25¢

shipping charge to:
Dept. PP-68

HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS
Lynbrook, N. Y.

| Can Teach Y Play the Guitar
Can leach You fo Flay the GuU
costly music lessons. Now, today, I have
guitar in just 7 days. My 66 page book is the answer . . . it has,
ern music. This amazing book shows you how to tune, keep.
a professional. I know you can do it, too, so please write today and (free of charge) I'll include
, the whole T
O e "ED ‘SALE, Studio 107-C, Bradiey Beach, N. J.

FAMOUS RADIO GUITARIST SAYS—
When I was a young fellow, I had to learn e
the guitar by ear as I had no money for In Dq s
helped literally thousands of people on the -
road to profit and popularity by teaching them to play the
52 photographs and 87 finger placing charts to show you easi]
and quickly how to pick out chords and play popular and Wesr%y
o time, build chords, bass chords, dance, swing, etc. Nothing com-* ’
plicated. The book shows exactly how I learned the guitar and taught thousands how to play like
110 popular and Western songs plus a $1.00 chord finder, plus a $2.00 Encyclopedia of Guitar and
Show Business Guide. This would ordinarily — — —MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY————
course of lessons, 110 songs and chord finder i 3
and guide are yours for only $2.98. Don’t Sieinosend me sour 00 RE

> 4 Guitar, plus and estern songs, plus
delay. Write me today. Send mazBomiy - gl.,(t)o chgrdShfindg ipxus 2 ‘§2.c%o Erﬁy%lopedia ﬁf
just pay postman $2.98 plus C.0.D. charges Ay O A e e O ey
when he delivers the book (or send $3.00 |J§3’_' D D N Gaove s AT o,
with order, I pay postage). Same Guaran- iF ., or outside S.A. Send $3.00 with order. My

tee. Remember play in 7 days or your money., am not over-

back, This may be the means of opening up
a whole new host of friends and life for you.

|'. joved.
i NAME
l‘STREET ADDRESS

T CITY




WESTERN ACTION

“Tll take fifty of it now,” Jim said.
The judge gave him two twenties and a
ten. Jim handed them to Condon. “I'll
trouble you for the real ring I paid for.

Take off that thing you’ve been wear-

!T'"" ing and kept polishing so folks
Erelet | ouldn’t know, Mary.”
Hitwitk | wouldn’t know, Mary.

Cushioned He slipped a genuine ring onto her

(4 Comfort finger and kissed her. “Now let’s get

this tin box of greenbacks to the ex-

press office so the ranchers can get

“SELF-HYPNOSIS ":s w:ise'::" their Christmas money,” Jim said.

Amaips ok byt Nuo gone ez tp i | “And, one more thing, Totman. The ex-
CONTROL of LSELSFD (emotions, moods, cravings, talents, mem- press company flred me; how abOut
O oD, pover of concentzitlon, floy of exatiie dews. | Lelning me get a deputy marshals job.
D milrai‘\;ﬁ?f::enﬁleélnagd%uetueex‘x‘((!u:‘;la:g? Mary and I will need extra money un-

cally recommend this remarkable book to all' interested in subject

of self-hypnosis. $2.00—delighted or refund! Verity Publications, til we’ve turned the Two Bit Ranch
Newfoundland 21-E, Nsw Jersey. =

No investment, no experience needed. Just
show magic cushion comfort to friends,
neighbors, co-workers. Advance commis-
sions to $4,00 a pair, plus Cash Bonus,
Paid Vacation, $25.00 Reward Offer, Qut-
standing values for men, womsn, children.
Money back guarantee. Shoe samples sup-
plied without cest. Write TODAY for FREE
new 84 page catalog apd full details.

TANNERS SHOE CoO.,

592 BROCKTON, MASS.

infe.
“A twenty-dollar ranch,” Mary in-
LlFETlME "CHRONOGRAPH terrupted. “But _that’s ahead of us.
STOPWATCH WINDOW . Right now, darling. ..Christmas shop-
ping.”

Duie Changes
Every Day

STAGE TO PERDITION

(continued from page 7)

sentiment regarding his plans to run
for President. On his trip east he had
suffered nothing but hard luck. One
stage had toppled into a river to give
the great man a good ducking. An-

GUARANTEE g other had been knocked over by buffa-

more suspicious of one who intended
to run for the nation’s highest office.

[Turn To Page 94]

Sts
'D SAVE POSTAGE. Send 31095 rincludes
1 Fed. Tax). Same money-back guarantee.
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finen. his lo back on the Plains, and Greeley had
Y
supply is gone - 3 . hi
rice wi
price will _ managed somehow to escape with his
JUMP! . life. He had twisted an ankle, though.
‘ 107 Far. Tox He was limping when he got off the
An amazing offer — your chance to own this = p g &
precision made calendar chronograph stop watch. Stage at Genoa_
Swiss jewelled movement, 2-button ‘Stop’ & 5 = :
‘Start’ — Radium glow see-at- nu{hv: dial. Red &F haVe to get i P]acervl]le as soon
=)
sweep second hand, unbreakable crystal, shock 5 % >
resistant, anti-magnetic, triple chrome plated as pOSSlble,‘ he (‘Omplamed to the (C
case with matching expansion bam@. (;omplete
instructionﬁs. 1-yearlg(\;agamee and Lifetime Ser- p()t ]’)’]anager fO]_ I have q 5peak]ng_
vice Certificate included. 5
: : S appointment there tonight.’
& A% COUFON TOBAY! ppWe’ll get you theleg” the manager
{ , : ' e oBe D ’
e N et ' promised. He turned to Hank Monk.
:Send - watchies) at $0.95 plus $1.00 tax each. “This is your driver, Mr. Greeley.”
los: f pay postman = = .
:Lfﬁﬁ‘gee:ltb ?)Z.f&;e:ﬁligt L(I;r?;;]e)terl))f satis- : Hank shook hands warily. He was
fied t tch within 10 days for im- oy e Sl o
€ rnediate retund of purehase piics, t a little suspicious of people who open-
| Name i ly claimed they were famous, and
! Address ]
te ]
1
§
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“ROYAL JELLY, the Queen Bee's Special Food...ITS SECRET OF PROLONGED LIFE!

QUICK vumins

Npacte Bulbols :

for the ills

IR ROYAL JELLY-A
FOUNT-OF-YOUTH COCKTAIL?

ueen Bee

'['&' Fribune X

Leading hntlonnl Magazines, Newspapers, Syndi.
cated Columnists, Medical Journals, and Ronnr(
from Mcdical Congress indicate the henefits of
ROYAL JELLY, a ‘““living” high cnergy food.

Doctors Report “Miracle’” Royal Jelly
May Change Your Whole Lifel
How would you like to awaken one morning and find
yourself possessed with a marvelous sense of “well-
being,” full of New Pep and Vitality? Wouldn't it b
wonderful if you could feel increased vigor and enjoy #
“new lease on life?” Now Scientists say this may
happen to you! &

lean “New Life’’ After 40

Reports from Europe tell of an 80 year old Gentleman
whose physical condition would make a 50 year old en-

vious. ‘the man regularly partakes of loyal Jelly,
According to a book published in England, when Rus-
sian Officials sent questionnaires to all the Centenarians
{people over 100 years old) in the Soviet Union, mort
than half of them turned out to be beekeepers,

From France and Germany come amazing Scientific
Reports of outstanding results obtained with Royal
Jelly. One French Authority writes of women over 40
feeling increased sexual vitality and of a wonderful
feeling of “youth and well-being” that resulted from
continued use of Royal Jelly.

At this moment, in Leading Universities, Scientists
and Nutritionists and Medical Doctors are doing exten-
sive work to determine the exact role that Royal Jelly
may play in Youpr Sex Life, Your Health and Your
Emotional Condition. These researchers are especially
interested in its effects on those who have passed middle
age, They are woiking on Royal Jelly because this rare
NATURAL FOOD has been indicated to contain re-
markable Energy and Sex Factors.

Doctor Paul Niehans, famous Swiss Surgeon and ex-
perimenter with Hormones says: “ROYAL JELLY is
an activator of the glands™ . Nichans discovered
that many minor disabilities which bother millions of
people such as tiredness, irritability, headaches, in-
somnia, physical and spiritual convulsions, were easy
to treat with the Cellular Therapeutics of the Secretion
of the bees which we call Royal Jelly.

denasol RJ Formula 60 contains pure, naturai
Wheat Germ Ofl (Vitamin E)

Swallow one CONCENTRATED JENASOL RJ FOR-
MULA 60 capsule daily, They combine 8 important and
essential vitamins and minerals as well as the miracle
food of the Queen Bee, This capsule dissolves instantly,
releasing the super forces of Royal Jelly which go to
iwork immediately and reenforce and healthfully
strengthens your own natural functions which may
have become deficient.

} Effects can be felt more quickly with the double
potency SUPER-STRENGTH FURMULA—but satis-
factory results are MUNEY BACK GUARANTEED
with either formula, (The price of RUYAL JELLY
| has been recently quoted at $500.00 per ounce.)

ROYAL JELLY Wins Approval Before
Congress* of 5,000 Doctors

The men of Medical Science who have ex-
perimented with Royal Jelly, claim that Royal
Jelly will perform the function of INCREAS-
ING MEN & WUMEN'S WANING POWERS.

Jenasol R. J. Formula 60, in the opinion of
these reputable physicians removes any pos-
sible danger for the layman in the use of these
powerful, concentrated nutritional extracts,
This is lhi: latest and possibly the greatest
advance in the history of Medical Science.
This combination, created under the strict
supervision of a Registered, Licensed Pharma-
cist, and Medical Doctor, named *'Jenasol R, J.
Formula 60,” makes the use of these amazing
elements perfectly safe.

Every man and woman who feels “old” and

“played out™ before their time should seriously
consider the use of “Jenasol R. J. Formula

60" to increase their pep and energy.

Royal Jelly Reported to Help Those
Suffering From:

Mental Depression .. . Loss of Appetite. ..
Sexual Weakness . . . Digestive Disturbances
Headaches . . , Decreased Vigor . .. Nervous-
ness ., . Aches and Pains . .. Irritability.

MEDICAL RESEARC Hiomr &

we have listed below some of the extensive
Medical and Laboratory rescarch that has been
lone with Royal Jelly:

Many authorities still dispute the efficacy of
Royal Jelly while others consider it & potential
Boon to Mankind.
® *Dr.de Pomiade, 2nd International Congress
of Biogenetics, Baden-Baden, Germany : April
5, 1956,
® Dr. Maurice Math\as, Pasteur Institute of
Tunisia, October, 1952,

e Cowdry's Problem of Aging, Thomas S.
Gardner. tRexm'\ud from Journal of Gerons
tology, Vol. No. 3, July,

® A &) of Royal Jelly and Pollen Nevia
Weav and Kenneth A. Kuiken (Technical

Contribution, No. 1485 Texas Agricultural

Experiment Station.)

® Longevity Iactors in Royal Jelly, Thomas
S. Gardner, (Reprinted from Journal of Ger-
ontology, Vol. 3. No. 1, January, 1048.)

We make no claims fol ROYAL JELLY, We
have merely accumulated reports that have
been made as a result of experimentation and
research by Doctors, Scientists, and Nutrition-
ists in many |:mt= of the world,

| 'u.lhlll’.ll(ll'l?\( uf hurone gave the
Doctors of the &
Biogenetics a great surprise when they cone
l'e\se(l that their famous Medical Cream for
the skin was prepared with Royal Jelly, The
Doctors all knew that with this cream sag-
ging breasts were raised and mamary glands
of women were activated.

CAN VITALITY AND SEX DRIVE
BE INCREASED WITH ROYAL JELLY?

SO/ Let this “Miracle of
—[ )= Nature’* which Medie
A== cal Doctors have ac-

claimed begin werking
for you fodayl Start
feeling good again|

LEADI MEDICAL A
ENGLAND, l‘K\\Ch AND GERMAN
test that ROYAL JELLY is one of the

Natural sources in the treatment of vitamin
and nutritional deficiencies...that hogs and
guinea pigs fed with Royal Jelly live 20 to 307
longer.,.chickens fed with Royal Jelly double
their egg output,

Bernard Desouches wrote a book praising Royal

growth of animals.

§ Now You May Benefit from ROYAL JELLY. ..
the “ELIXIR of YOUTH’’ of the Queen Bee

Two years ago, the world-famous French-Nutrition Expert,
Jelly as a
Life Prolonger and Extraordinary Stimulator of Sexual Virility
of the Queen Bee. At present, Doctors and Scientists from many
countries. in the wor'd, say that Royal Jelly has proved to be
a potent factor in matters relating to sexual virility and size and

I enclose §....
help me to feel

paid.)

2nd International Cong ess or -

tte
(I save up to $2.00 by sending payment with order, JEN

Observations by Doctors of the Medical

Congress Who Took Royal Jelly

and Observed its Use Directly

~ ® Royal Jelly gives new energy
to those in a weakened state, and
greater vigor, more physical
strength and spiritual strength
to the healthy.
® Royal Jelly alleviates suffering
of men and women in their criti=
cal years in a sensational manner,
® Royal Jelly acts on weakened,
tired eyes, giving instantly a sen.
sation of new light,
® Leeling of tiredness disappears
immediately.
® Royal Jelly gives a feeling of increased sex-
ual drive and energy, especially to men and
women over 40,
@ Glandular studies may lead to new hope for
men and women.
® Royal Jelly produces a pleasing state of ree
laxed well-being and eases tension.

DISCOVERER OF INSULIN
Dr, Frederick Banting

“The most complete Scientific Report on
Royal Jelly was mepared under the direction
of Dr. Frederick Bantin

“TENAS A & M COL IF('E has IN’PII cons
ducting experiments on Royal Jel

“PROFESSOR G, F. TOWNSE)
TARIO AGRICULTURAL COLLEGE
suming research on Royal Jellv...”

“DR. T. H. McGAVACK has agreed to con-
duct experiments in Longevity with human
beings fed Royal Jelly ...

of ON-
is re-

- Life ‘May. ‘Begin Agaln ‘Affer 40 as

Queen Bee’s Natural Food Rebuiids
Man’s Vitality and Drive

Royal Jelly is totally unlike honey, and has
baffled scientists since the 1700's. In 1894, some
of the mystery was dispelled when Leonard
Bordas, a [Irench scientist, discovered that
Royal Jelly secreted by special glands: lo-
cated in the heads of worker bees whose job is
to nurse the Quee
Intrigued by the strange longevity and ex-
traordinary 1al powers of the Queen Bee,
leading scien have been trying to discover
the Secret Factor in Royal Jelly that so bene:
fits the Queen Bee

It is not surprising that Royal Jelly has
attracted Medical Attention throughout the
world ... Here is the substance, the sole diet
of the Queen Bee in which lies the secret of
the difference between her and the rest of the
hwe. For the Queen lives to 6 years, whereas
to 40 thousand worker bees and the few
hwnuui drones live but a few short months.
The Queen Bee Jarva looks like all the rest,
including those of the female worker bees.

ut only SHE is fertile, producing some

400.000 eggs annually.
Her food is ROYAL JELLY, secreted from
the glands of the worker bees. The ingredients
are nectar and pollen; plus honey, combined
in a mysterious way Nature to make up
the “miracle food"” RUYAL JELLY

=

-Order ROYAL JELLY
with Complete Confidence

No Doctor's Prescription is Necessary,
If, for any reason, ROYAL JELLY fails
to satisfy you, your money \M|l be refunded
in full. Try it at our expense!...JENA-
SOL CO., World's Largest Distributors of
Royal Jelly Capsules, 22 East 17(h St..,

Dept. Ha-3, New York 3. N,

Men and Women Agents Wanted.
Write for Free Literature,

e e e et . o e S . S e . o o St S o . S o S . S

=
“JENASOL CO., 22 East |7+h St., Dept. DA-3, New York 3, N. Y.

Please send me the complete JENASOL R. J. FORMULA Plan as marked below:

+vvse0., cash, check or Money Order. The very first capsules must

or my money will be refunded promptly and without question.
ASH

OL Co. ships postage

[J Send Single Strength ROYAL JELLY 30 Day JENASOL PLAN: $ 5.00

Here Are Some of the Symptoms of Approaching Oid Age
which Make Men and Women over 40 feel devitalized

and “played out” before their time:

1 ® “Human Dynamos"

{feeling ® Vague aches and pains @ Listless,

ciency and ability ® Unable to make simple decisions.

slow down amazingly ® Dizziness @ Weak
“don’t care atti-
tude” @ Lacks recuperating power @ Fatigues easily ® Fails to
‘got rest from sleep ® Sexual weakness ® Loss of mental effi-

[0 Send Double Strength ROYAL JELLY 30 Day JENASOL PLAN: § 7.50
{1 Send Single Strength ROYAL JELLY 60 Day JENASOL PLAN: § 9,00

[ Send Double Strength ROYAL JELLY 120 Day JENASOL PLAN: $20.00

French University Scientists to Make Thorough Analysis

on ROYAL JELLY

Paris—One of the leading Universities in France has decided *

to make analysis into the benefits of Royal Jelly,

City voveveene
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YOUR FAVORITE PHOTO

ENLARGED
TO FULL 8"x10" 49¢

On orders of 2 or more we
FRE will send you one sparkling

wallet size print FREE.

Mail us a P! , Snapshot or negative and receive, postpaid, your
enlargement on double-weight paper. Nothing eise to pay. Original
returned unharmed. Get beautiful hand coloring, only 50c additional
.D.’ of 2 or more, plus

C.O.D, charges. Satisfaction Guaranteed. QUALITY VALUES, STUDIO
, N Y.

each print. C.0.D.’S accepted on orders
100-E, BOX 222, COOPER STATION, NEW YORK 3

DO YOU
WAN?
) N POWER?

Power to make yot victorious in kil you undertake?
Power to make pecple edmire youf Power to earn
meney? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to
make anyome follow ycu? I will send you informa-
tlon which 18 the resuit of sclentific research. This.
infermation and directions will ‘help you_ become
mere masterful and exert greater influence. You will
ba able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMME-.
DIATELY REFUNDED. Just send your name and
n_ddgees. Pay on delivery $2.00 pius postage or send
§2.00 caeh ¢r money order and I will pay postege.
FREE with every order: Telismanie Seal of Luck in

blood-red ink on Egyptianmottled, parchiment,

SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 138-F
504 Hicksville Rd., Massapequa, N.Y.

POKER DICE is played
just like the card game,
except that you roil the

cubes. High hand wins on
the first roll, or if you like
draw poker, you roll 'em a
sccond time. Dice are

standard size cubes with
playing card symbols em-
bossed in red and black.
An exciting party game.
Only $1.00 postipaid from:
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“Get there as fast as you can”
Greeley said brusquely.

Hank held back a grin. “You’ll ar-
rive in Placerville in time.” Placer-
ville was on the west side of the Sier-
ras. “Well, all aboard, folks!”

Greeley looked up at the high
peaks. “Those mountains are very,
very high,” he offered. ,

“There are passes in them,” Hank
said, “and they’re not as high as they
look. Want me to help you into the
stage, Mr. Greeley?”

Greeley brushed his hand uncere-
moniously to one side. “I'm old enough
to walk,” he growled.

Greeley hobbled to the stage. Hank
winked at the manager who winked
back. Then Hank climbed on the high
box, adjusted his boots on the dash-
board, got his lines just so, and
cracked his whip.

“Hit the collars, hosses!”

P THE MOUNTAINS the team

loped, then slowed to a trot, then
a walk. Below them stretched a can-
yon -that seemed bottomless. Then, at
the summit, Hank deliberately let the
teams loose, standing and hollering for
more speed. Away the heavy Concord
went, swaying and lurching, skidding
around the .curves with screeching
steel rims.

Hank was really peunding out the
time.

Then another summit had to be
conquered, the teams slowing; once on
the divide, Hank Monk repeated the
same process—again the teams loped
with loose tugs, their driver yelling
for more speed. Ahead loomed a curve
known as Deadman’s Bend, the sharp-
est cure on the trail. Hank only
hoped no other stage was coming to-
ward him, for he intended to hit the
curve wide open—which he did. ‘

The heavy stage lurched sickening-
ly, rocking over on its twe outside

[Twurn To Page 96]
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wheels, the canyon below anything
but something nice to suddenly gaze
down into. Dust spun upward. For a
moment it looked as though the stage
would 1urch off into the abyss. But
the inside horses, taking up slack,
snapped it around, and all four wheels
were again on the road.

Greeley had had enough. He yelled
upward, “You trying to kill me, you
damned fool?”

Hank grinned crookedly. Devilment
twinkled in his brown eyes.

“Hang onto your seat, fellow. I'll
get you into Placerville on time,
Horace!”

The word Horace did it. Greeley
never again opened his mouth, re-
gardless of how reckless Hank Monk
drove. When the great man got into
Placerville he had an hour to while
away before his speech. He would
not speak to Hank. He completely ig-
nored the grinning driver.

Horace, huh?

Hank would have let the matter
die at this point, so historians say,
but Greeley was the one who, in nu-
merous lectures, remarked about the
impertinence of an uncouth Sierra Ne-
vada stage-driver, who had called
him Horace. Hank suddenly found
himself famous. In fact, some claim
he was more famous than Greeley,
who ran. for the presidency and was
soundly defeated.

“My friend, Horace Greeley,” Hank

used to joke, glass upraised. “Good

luck ‘to you, Horace,” he would toast.
Hank was full of jokes. He liked te

[Turn To Page 98]
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tell greenhorns that he was so drunk
once on a run he drank water him-
self and fed whiskey to his horses.
The team got drunk and Hank got
sober, or they’d never have made the
run on time! He had other jokes, too,
and most of them were on himself;
people liked his jokes very much!

Later, when he was an old man, he
asked Greeley for a job, hoping to
land something soft through politics,
but Greeley would have nothing to do
with him—in fact, the editor wrote
him a rough  letter saying, among
other non-complimentary things, that
he would ‘“see you ten thousand fa-
thoms in hell than give you a crust of
bread.”

Plainly Greeley did not like flip-
pant Westerners, ebpeclally one who
had driven a stage.

JOR TWENTYVY-eight years, Hank

Monk drove stage. With the com-
ing of the overland railroad—which
eliminated the Overland Stage—he
drove freigh t-and-passenger runs
from the railheads to outflung mining
camps. This was the time of the Sier-
ra Nevada gold-bandit but, strangely,
there is no record of any bandit hold-
ing-up a stage driven by Hank Monk.

But driving-stage required a set of
hard, lean and young muscles, and
Hank Monk was losing these, for he

was reaching sixty, But he liked his
work, and so he kept on, and legends
grew around him. He did nothing to
discourage these legends; in fact, he
encouraged them, reveling in their
glory.

The only time, he used to say, that
he really got reckless was when he
gave Horace Greeley the rough ride.
Sometimes, in a happy mood, he would
drive a little too fast, hollering down
good-naturedly to his passengers that
he was giving them a ‘“a little of the
Greeley treatment!” He was a rather
conservative driver during this time
of rough drivers. Tooling ribtons on a
stage was his- business, and he enjoyed
his jOb.

Many a time he was forced to
spend forty-eight hours on his box,
driving through night and day—
through rain and sleet—through sun-
shine and darkness. He was big-
hearted, always rooting for the under-
dog, and he slipped many a gold

_piece to some unfortunate, asking no

more thamr a smile and a quick,
“Thank you, Hank.”

But when he dropped his stage
over the rim that day in 1880, he fig-
ured he was through—his muscles
were too slow and his eyesight was
not up to par. Therefore he quit the
job he loved.

And he never drove stage again.
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