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- TeE Brindle Kid was in his glory.
He stood before the Concordia Sa-
loon on Rainbow’s main street,
hands on his hips and hat cufied to
the back of his sleck yellow head,
a young gun: ﬂ'mndee of perky pride
for all the town to sce. |
“We sure got him—>3Stamp an’
Blackioot an’ -me!” he crowed.

He wagged a f{inger at a mag-

nificent black horse lled to the Con-
cordia hitch-rack. The anlmal was
dusty from recent travel. ~“Brothers,
I’'m here to tell you he’ll never ride
that beaut again!”

'The Concordia. m.owd listened at-

tentively. Many of the listeners
were connoisseurs of violence. Be-
ing such, tliey -had critical skepti-
cism for those who talked too much.

But in~this case the deed went with »

the word, and they knew it. 'The
Brindle Kid was no false alarm, for
all his flash and brag. His darting
young eyes, shallow an mirrors, could
oo bright with  laughter  while he
pulled the trigger on a man too slow
or unprepared to shade’ him. His
face, with its pockmarks, pointed
chin and big ears, was a caricature
of youth. He was the product of a

tough and varied environment that.

had burned into him a viperish sense
- of humor.- A "gun butt was his
calculus in simple arithmetic, and
he stood high in the service of Stam-
pede Solary, a discriminating picker
of useful hlrellll'"fﬁ.

“We was touﬂ'hm it through that

sand storm this mornin’, comm back
from Aﬂulla, when we saw h1m

.and changed all that:

said

the Brindle Kid and continued his

. bragging story.

Meantime, the town of Rambow
went on about its business.. Once,
not so long ago, it had been ‘a cow

town, comfortably shabby, but pros-

perity had come like an explosion
Placer gold
had been discovered alonz Conten-
tion Creek, and nowadays the noisy

racket of Stampede -Solary’s big

power-driven concentrator _thun- |
dered -every day. Familiar land-
marks of the town were lost in an

‘ugly jumble of new buildings, and
‘there was a constant influx of men

whose presence would never have.
been tolerated in Rainbow .a year °
ago. It was the old story of law
and order in retreat before the. 11‘1u=h

‘room boom of rrold

Across -the street, Marshal Alec -
Bourne—Old Alec—spoke to his
son. “‘What’s that sin-sotted pack
been up to now?” The marshal

“had grown old in his job, and em-

bittered during the past .year. To
see .his quiet town turned into a
roaring hell camp by out51ders had
hit him hard.

“Another killing, far’s I can make
out,” answered young Alec Bourne.

.He gave a savage yank to his hat .

brim. “Make me your deputy, dad,
and let me go after Solary! . He’s
robbed us, taken over the town -and

smashed . every- law, and laughs at -
us for trying to stop him!”

Old Alec turned a sour face to.
his son. “I wish,” he stated, “you’d
get that off your mind! ' I've. told

'you, time an’ again, it’d mean buck-

3



in’ that whole crowd. How in thun.

der could you do it? Think youre

a better man than me?”
Young Alec said no more, but it

seemed to him that his father could ‘
.be the most mule-headed man’ he,

‘knew. Sometlmef- he suspected that
it was a matter of stubborn pride,

a refusal on the part of Old Alec to
admit himself an impotent ard frus- .

trated failure. .

The Brindle Kid got to the.'point
of his story.  “Brothers, we all three
had a grudge against that big .hell
buster!
the rough side of him once, down
in San Rafe two years ago. An’ he'd
- pulled some works on Stamp, one

time in Tombstone. Ain’t I-right,
Stamp'?” | o
Stampede Solart nodded. He

stood by the doors. of the Concordia,

which he owned—a pale man with a_

bony forehead and keen, narrow, in-
telligent fat,e ‘He was secretly

‘amused at the Kid, but he carefully .

kept any loqk of contempt out of
“his eyes. “That’s right, Kid,” he
murmured. “We scothed the devil
himself, this trip.”

Blackfoot Roen, silent and morose,
merely looked on with leaden, half-
shut eyes. It was known that he
had once been caught and scalped
by Blackfoot Indians while stealing
their horses, but had récovered and
escaped to live with a perpetual
headache. | He was never seen with-
out a hat or with a smile.-

“He was ridin’ along ‘a canyon
rim,” explained the Kid to the crowd.
“Lookin’ for a way down out o’ the
storm, I reckon. Didn’t even - see

4 .
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“climb down after him along there,

Me .an’ Blackfoot, we got

him out of mischief.

-elsewhere.
~sand storms marked the yearly visit

us. We sure showed him a quick

way down!” He laughed aloud like
a boy at a joke. “When I got off
my shot, he just fell out o’ his saddle
an’.down the canyon, slam through
There wasn’t no way to

an’ the storm was.  fiefce, so we '
caught his horse an’ came on home.
Soon’s this ‘oI’ windy season’s past,
I’'m goin' on a hunt for his carcass.

‘He’s got heavy bounty on him these

days, an’  with a ring-tailed - cat-
awampus like him you're doin’
mighty good .to get hlm any ol’ way,

. frc-nt or back!™

'He teetered on his high heels,
proud as a painted brave with a
parfleche full of new scalps. “If we
didn’t finish him, he can’t get far,
nohow. That ol’ Harina Desert,

she’s a death trap for any man

afoot!?” N

Westward in the far distance from
the . tree-belted Mogollons, the high
ranges ceased- and the land swept
downward to- the -blasting, mirage-
haunted’ Harina Desert. Mexicans

had it figured out that the unholy

basin had been given to Satan .to
play with, in an attempt to keep
In Line with
his taste for a particular kind of

~awful beauty, Old Nick had filled

it tull of sand, heat, black saw-
toothed ridges, and jagged red pin-
nacles. But after he’d had his fun,-

he used it for his private reservoir
of somber destruction, drawing from
it whenever he ran ‘short of material

The blinding seasonal
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of £l Diablo spooning out iresh sup-
plies from the inexhaustible reserves
of the Harina.

In between the sand storms there
was silence so dead and complete
that it ached the ear. And then it
was that the endless mirage took
on voice as well as vision, luring the
lost traveler to ‘gibbering maamty
in his vain quest ot the unseen multi-

tude calling him to cool cloisters of -
‘haps on the other side of this basalt

green trees and shady sireams.

The man who dragged himself
slowly up thé long basalt ridze was
hearing thiose voices, but his 'tena-

cious mind rejected them, refusing .

to trade harsh realitv for beguiling
fancies.

“Blood ringing in my ears.”

Although it hurt bhis parched
throat and cracked. his lips to talk,
he muttered it as. a .spoken {fact
which he could remember and cling
to later as things got worse with
him. He was in a desperately bad

way, but he would retain sanity to

the end.” The night had been long
and intolerable. He had tramped
steadily through the cool darkness,

making as much time as he could,

'mercﬂess to bruised muscles that

cried out for rest ard ease, refusmﬂ'__

to admit himself beaten by disaster.
Morning had found him staggering
to the foot of this ridge. The day
would be worse, much worse, with
~ the crushing heat, lack of water, and
fast dehydrating of his battered,
pain-racked body. -

The sun rose slowly, . dissipating

the masses of riotous color that

earlier gathered in -the low east-
ern sky, and the sky turned to a

Six-Gun Sermon-

hard, brazen blue. The somber red
pinnacles took on a glow as the sun
touched them, .and black rimrock
ecrew sharper edged against the
tawny yellow of the sand. The
night’s coolness lingered, soon to be
sucked away and replaced by the
sun’s imperturbable heat. The man
raised his head as he crawled with
bleeding hands. up the ridge, hope-
ful for shelter from the sun. Per-

barrier there might be something,

“if only a hole that he could crawl

into during the day. He looked back
over the desert, and saw no shim-
mering mirages to match the whis-
pering voices 1n his ears. Tlhey
would come later. By noon this
sun-parched hell ‘would be falsely
alive with them. | '

Too early for the heat waves as
yet.” )
He muttered that, too, aloud, as
a tangible explanation of the phe-
nomenon to come. The mirages
would not fool him, any more than
did the whispering voices. They
were as much a part of this wilder-
ness as the wild, forlorn beauty of
it, and they belonged to its perils.
A man had to include them in his
estimate of chances, when setting
about - crossing . the Harina. He
would_ have been out of the desert
by ‘now, if bad luck had not con-
spired with both man and nature
to topple him.into sudden and un-
expected catastrophe a2

To think of the recent past, calmly
and objectively, helped keep his clear
senses from dwelling too deeply upon

his hurts. For weeks he had been
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- on the ‘dodge, living almost con-
stantly in the saddle, a lone_wolf
hunted - and -hard. pressed- for the

price that he carried on his head.

And it stemmed from the political
aspirations of-a man he had never
seen—a territorial governor who,

seeking high Iederal office, was anx-

tous to wind-up his term with a rec-
ord. To lay by the heels this man,
who now crawled We,arily and dog-
cedly up a basalt ridge in the desert
would go far toward bulldmg up that
desired _ rewrd

e

This man wds notorious, a tall fig-

are with a ‘stormy reputation that
ran close to legend. He was the peg
upon which was hung a thousand
deeds foi “which no other culprit
could be found. Kor years he had
gone his tumultuous way, smoking
out all traps-set for him, until law-
men had given up and tacitly called
a truce. But now,

ernor, the combined resources of the
whole territory were turned loose
‘against. him. - _
Bounh hunters were trailing. him-
in“bands. dazzled by the price offered
for him. Sheriffs and town mar-
shals, .once: apt to ~walk the . other
wav when he ~appeared, weve now
huckling on -extra “and scan-
ning every.stranger! Hard penalties
had been déilared in force ‘against
" anvbody
"had become the most famous. fugi-
tive in the terrltor}f,
widely =0uﬂ'hl and he looked for
help from nobody.”

' f

CUNS
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no recollection of ~ tumbling:
.into the canyon,

- near

~“humeor:
under the: afpbi-_
tious and implacabkle hand of the gov-

not far to the mnorth,
pearance of .dry heaps of pepper and

ing had died away.
“Lhe land was empty.
who might aid him. He

and the most

- Self-suflicient,
riding roughshod through the -law

whenever 1t got in his way, and hav-

ing scores of enemies on both sides

of it, he had always-taken what he
néeded from any source he chanced
to come upan and paid for it in one
fashion or another? |
But it had remained for some un- -
known bushwhackers ‘to rip the bot-

‘tom out of his sack. With his tall

head bowed against the storm’s wind

. and cutting sand, he had. not even

olimpsed them. Thev' must have
been behind some -rocks, sheltering
themselves from the storm. and rec-
ognized him as he rode by. He had
down
and the sky had
darkened when he came to his senses
the bottom.> With blood-
blinded eves and.a torn and Dbat-
tered body, climbing out had been
a job. B -

He thought, ‘with a shred of dour
“Hell. 1 don’t -everi know
who to cuss for it!”

He struggled the rest of the-way
up to the ragged crest of the ridge,
and looked upon a_ monotony of

- morve -sand . and black areas of bro-

ken malpais. . A range of low hills,

had the ap-
calt. The desert wind of the morn-
Nothing moved.

He~ sat down stiffly, "his unsur-
rendering mind still an - instrument
of -deliberate precision that kept
searching for possibilities. At last
he quit straining his bloodshot eyes..
With a touch of grim fatalism, he
took a broken cigar from the breast
pocket of his black broadcloth coat,

Western Story Annuol



and clamped strong white teeth on
the end of it.

“Well,” he muttered hoarsely, “it
begins to look like we’ve run all
out of chips, hanged if ‘it don’t!”

The Rev. Elmore Topcliff settled

his small spare frame on the driv-

er’s seat of his huge old overland

wagon, beside his daughter, Faith.

‘the reverend admiited mildly,
picked up the whip.

and
“My friends,”
he apologized, “you leave me no al-
ternative but this.” He swung the

whip'
This the mules could appreciate.’
Their - broad leather - housings

snapped taut, the heavy trace chains

jingled, and -the” big . canvas-topped

After a last look around the night’s -

camp site to. make sure that-he was
.forgetting nothing, he cathered up
the lines and clucked to .the six-
mule team.  Getting the customary
lack of response from the mules, he

. appealed to their better judgment.

He addressed them by names with
which he had c¢ndowed them when

“he bought them two months before.

The seller had assured him that they
were as tractable as Mormon chil-
~dren, but upon inquiry had admit-
ted reluctantly that he himself was a
Baptist. .

“Now, -Sihon, remembeér
happencd to thy namesake for his
- willfullness! And you, Og-—giant
that you arc——pull'* Amorite, Ana-
kim, wake up the Moabite there—"

The nules were not impressed.
They - were Spanish mules, wiry,
wayward, disdainful of reasoning,
sentle persuasion and the Old Tes-
tament. .

Faith Topcliff laughed softly. She
was very young, and she had ‘her
father’s quiet. and whimsical humor.

what

wagon creaked cumbrously into mo-
tion. - - Another day’s journey had be-
gun, one of many.

T hey were chlldren of Pr mrldence,

‘both of them, the elderly man -and

the young - girl. Trust was their
armor against all disillusionment,
and happy serenity ° their shield
against fear. The girl gazed about
her, interested in the scenery, lik-
ing it for its strangeness, seeing noth- .
ing of its lurking claws., Under her
sunbonnet -her face was a warm
cameo, and the poetic Mexicans
would have said that the sun had
oot into her eyes. The Rev. Top-

“cliff, wise in his gentle way, some-

his daughter.

“Pm afraid you’ll never teach them -

a proper respect for vou, dad, unless

talk

you learn to ahem
to them in freighters’ language.”
“My eduacation fails me there,”

Six-Gun Sermon

T

times wondered what manner of man
it would be who would biihg even .
heightened aliveness ‘and warmth to
He hoped for the best,

as always -

The - wagon trundled slowh away
from the camp site, and rounded.
a lone series of sheltering hills be-
fore stralﬁhtcnmf‘r out for “the south-
cast coursc. Hel eyes thoughiful,
Faith gazed back at tne bills as they
were left behind. - |

“They. ‘look,” she said musinglv. -
“like heaps of pepper and salt, don’i
they?”

Almost an hour lates she touched

- 7



her - father’s arm, The wagon was
dragging through the sandy lowland
_between the hills and a long basalt
ridge, with the sun getting higher
and hotter. “Dad, /I ‘do believe
there’s something movmﬂ' over there!
Near the foot of that rldﬂ'e See?
Some kind of animal, and it . acts
as if it’s injured. Why, look, it’s ris-
ing up on— Dac], it’s'a man!”

~ The Rev. Topcliff -changed course
‘toward it, but another half-hour had
elapsed before he halted the team
within fifty yards of the lone man,
and climbed down from. the seat.
~ For once in his life, as he came up _
‘to the man, he experienced a thrill -
of somethmg close to superstitious
awe. Beside her father, Faith stood
rooted, her eyes very blg

I

The lone man stood like a’ tall

specter of carnage, blood-spattered,

yet' with a chilling air of remoteness
and grave austerity. The same con-
tradiction was in his garb. From
his long black coat and wide, . flat-
crowned hat,” to his plain black
riding boots, he could” have been
thought a minister. But the rever
end sensed at once that this was no
brother of the cloth, unless it was

some mortal species of black angel

-descended from grace to-gun smoke.

The ministerial coat was ripped, al-
lowing a glimpse* of two crossed gun

belts heavily studded with shells.
" But it was the face that convlnced
the reverend. Blood scratches, dirt,
and an ugly wound near the black

hair line, could not hide the funda-

8

twe extremes of saint or sinner.

Cingly
- “Glad to know you. My name’s

mental qualities of that face. It was
dark, stamped with ruthlessness and
a hawklike strength. The nose was
bold, predatory, the forehead broad,
and the wide mouth was .touched
with a ghost of sardonic humor. The
deep-set eyes, gray and bleak as win-
ter sleet, held a terrible calmness
that belonged nowhere between the
The
thought 'of Satan came to the mind
of the reverend. .

‘Satan inclined his tall, bloodled
head. He said in a harsh voice that
was tranﬁely flattened: “Thanks‘ for
turnin’ off your course.’

The reverend grew aware of some

kind of immense force in the man.

A]th:)uﬂ‘h the somber-garbed giant

" ‘merely “stood there, it was as if he

were concentrating an inner power
and waging a silent battle. It
dawned upon the reverend that the
man was hanging onto conscious-
ness by the sheer will'to do se. |
“I ... we . .. you must let
us help you,’? he stammered, and

an odd sense of formality caused him
to introduce hlmself

“My name is
Topcliff- . . Rev.- Topchiff.”

Saturmne humor came ott fleet-
on the hard, wide mouth.

Devlin. Preacher Devlln'”

~ The grip slipped, and the strong
will relinquished its losing fight. Like

~a very tired man, Preacher Devlin
:‘"—l't)p ﬂ]ﬂ'ht

ﬂambler ‘master * gun

fighter, aid ﬁgitive at large—

pitched over in his first step toward
“the wagon.
. scious while the reverend and Faith

- He was quite uncon-

dragged him into the wagon and the

Western Story Annual



reverend, as he unpacked his medi-

cal kit, sternly reminded himself
that the Good- Samaritan had not
allowed adverse appearance to de-
ter him from giving succor.

Later, with the wagzon in motion,

Preacher Devlin suddenly opened

glittering eyes and began to talk in
a deep growl of things that the
reverend only dimly comprehended.
They were only scraps of talk, let
loose by a cool and dominant mind
that had temporarily slipped control,
but they conjured up some sinister
visions.
into that strong, satanic face, and
he shivered a little. Saving brands

from the burning was his life work,

but this wounded man of mystery.
was something much more than a

burning brand This was one of the
pagan masters who stoLed and .ruled

sin’s dark fire, . -

Out of the cloudy pit, Preacher
‘Devlin fought upward to a lucid mo-
ment. He said distinctly:
to warn you. It’s danfremus to help
me. You may regret it.”

The reverend had much the same
thought, although he knew nothing
of the circumstanc’es.

his head.

simply.

The chill gray eyves rezarded h1m
No sort of emotion softened their
hardness, but some of the cynicism
left the grim mouth. “lf ever you're
in need of help, yourzelf, bear me in
mind. <Call on me for anything, any
time. Remember that.
deht. I pay my debts.”

Six-Gun Sermon

~ nificance .of those alien,

The Rev. Topcliff looked

ity and strong virtues.

*L ought

But he shook

“A Christian act is never
regretited by a Christian,” he said

“of Contention Creek,.

This is a

Then clarity passed and gave way
to more multerings, and the reverend
turned to his daughter, who was
driving. “Faith,” he asked, “please
pay less attention to . . . er . . .
the talk in here!”

Obediently, the girl faced front
again, - flushing,- but she was pri-
vately sure that her father failed to
understand the - fundamental sig-
forceful
phrases of Preacher Devlin. She had./
never before met unsubdued power,
nor an untamed man. Now, meet-
ing them, she ascribed to them nobil-
This -was
the way, she thought hazily, that
the mighty Thor might have talked
in his sleep after flinging his thun-
derbolts at the mahﬂnant horde, or
Joshua after crashlng down the walls
of Jericho. A heightened aliveness
and warmth ran through her, and
she drove on with. almosta sense
of glory. '

After a while, when the deep mut-
tering had ceased, the -reverend took
his place on the driver’s seat.
must travel slowly and make early
camp, for his sake,” he murmured,
and brightened as a thought occurred
to him. ~ “I think I shall use this
incident as the basis of my ﬁr=t~
sermon.in Rainbow!”

Like a heavily loaded barge un-
der sail, the canvas-topped wagon
rocked slowly along the high rim
approaching
the town of Rainbow. It drew some

_interest, most of it aimed at the "irl

sitting beside the gray little man on'
the drwers seal.

iﬁwe v



The workers scattered along the
creek bed were of the usual run of
fortune seekers, with a generous
leavening of the tough and lawless.
But where .a big- concentrating ma-

chine shook -and rattled under the

power of a steam engine, the .men
around it conformed to a more deh-
nite type. No -misfits and wander-

ing - failures, :these; their like was a

standard quality to be found among
cun-slingers 6f -the top rank wher:
ever the pay - was highest.- But to
the Rev. Topcliff they were all men,
future members of his flock, and he

cazed almost: paternally upon them
as he drove hl’s wagon along the rim -

trail.

i

1 L

The reverend and Faith had never

hefore seen placer workings. They
looked down .at sluice boxes and
rockers, and the big concentrator
intricued - thern  with "its elaborate
set-up.- It stood on a wide bench
of the upper bank,.a giant with

sloping ‘deck, many riffles, and a

feed ‘hopper. ‘They saw' an iron
vessel like . an oversized tub: with

a cable and dragline running from it

high above the creek to a. rocky
promontory on the far side. Atop

‘the promontory. was a huge kettle

and firebox,. and more armed men
stood around up there.

“The ingenuity of man is quite

amazing,”’
ke °

murmured the reverend.
Specially .where pgold’s con-

cerned!” came the dry comment.from
within the. wagon, and the two- on

the driver’s seat; "turned -
With .a . bandaged hand raising
-the edge of the wagon canvas, Dev-

10

~ doctor

- worry; he said more gently:

- “P'm
‘troubledly.

lin lay peering out. *“is this Rain-
bow we're enterin’?” he -queried.
The - reverend nodded brightly.’
“Yes, this is my destination at last.
We’ 11 ﬁnd a doctor here for you, I"l
sure.’ |
- Devlin lowered.-th‘e-'cmwas.- “We
won’t bother. You're good-enough
-for me.” - He . studied his
“badly gashed by climbing,

- o #

hands,

-bandaged by the reverend:. The bul-
let score in his head: sometimes made

his-eyes throb, and his muscles were
stiff.. He was in bad shape to meet
big trouble. “I'd just as soon stay
under cover for a spell, revelend ”

Secing the Teverend’s: look . of
“Most
men have their enemies. [t happens .
TI've got a lot. If it were known
where I am an’ the shape I'm in,
they’d be headin® my way in packs!
I’ll quit your wagon as soon as I
can, but not by daylight!” -

”* " the l'ever"_'end ‘said
“I{ was thinking - of

mentioning vou - in my fhrst sermon

SOITY,

here.”’

Devlin eved him, liking him, but
orimly meditating, that between him- -
self and death' stood only this mild
little pilerim. He quoted gravely:
“ “Tell it not in Gath . publish
it not in the street of Askelon!””

Driving on into Rainbow, the rev-
erend whl:pered to Faith: “He actu-
ally quoted from the Old Testa-

_-ment 177

“Of Gourse,” said Faith serenely.

“Wln shouldn’t he?” :

- As the wagon lurched into the
deep ruts of Rainbow’s main street,
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it had to come to a halt because of
a shouting crowd that jammed the
street.
to ride 'a magnificent,
black horse, and raising conmderable
dust about it.

, The black horse dldn’t care for"

his rider, nor for the nois crowd
y

of onlookers, and he proceeded to..

make known his disapproval. He
took two jumps, high and wide, axid

the stirrup leathers popped. hkc pis- :

tol shots. But that was just a feeler.

He threw in a high roller and - came .

~down all stiff-lego ﬁd jarring his rid-
er’s bones from ankle to skull. That
was for punishment. Then he got
. down to real business. ~

He pulled a pretty series of weav-
ing bucks, tightened them up into
a rapid display of sunfishing acro-

batics that made him look like a.
black streak of animated rubber,

and wound it up by swapping ends
faster than a cat changing its mind.

That did the trick. Next thing, the

Brindle Kid was sitting in-the street
with his hands full of dirt -and his
nose running blood. The crowd
howled, and somebody -caught the

black and led him offt to the Con-

cordia livery stable.

Devlin, péering out between the
front canvas flaps of the wagzon,
breathed words that did not belong
to the testaments. The glitter
‘lurked again in the sleety depths of
his eyes, but not from any incipient
delirium. There were faces in the

‘crowd that he recognized from other -

days, chief among them those of

Six-Gun Sernmion

Somebody was attempting
long-limbed

" Rev. Elmore Topcliff,

Brindle Kid, Blackfoot Roen,
The big black

the
and Stampede Solary.

- horse he-had known at once; it was
his own, an animal second only to

himself in notoriety. Solary, he no-
ticed, was studying the reverend’s

'daughter with quick interest.

- He began tearing the bandages
from his injured hands, and ulule

"he worked at them, he watched a-
- rangy young fellow come up to the
halted-wagon. The young fellow had °
‘a stralﬂ'ht good-humored look: about |
_h1m and for that reason alone he: .
" stood ‘out from the crowd. Hls candid.
~ young eyes were -mostly on Faith,

but he spoke respectfully to the Rev. |

'-Topcltﬁ"

“Can I help you g et located, sir?
he offered. “My name is Alec

Bourne.”

The reverend’s trustful smile came
forth. . “Why, thank you. I’m the
and this is
my - daughter, I'aith. I was asked
to come here to your town last year,
but at that. time—dear me, why is
that *young man shouting at us?”

- The Brindle Kid, having failed to

impress the audience with his rid-
ing, was ‘ofl on "another tack, and
in a vicious mood .that he hid with
clownery. - With his sleek head to
one side, he stood  brayineg in the
strect and pointing at the wagon
mules. ‘He capered to a crowded
hitching rack, got himself a red Na-
vajo saddle blanket, and came on
the prance like a toreador, waving
it. The Spanish mules shivered ex-
pectantly and cocked;their long ears
at him, perfectly willing to co-oper-

1y



- and behind their heads.

~was equal to- insanity.

ate in a plunging stampede through

the town.

Young Alec Bourne stood by the
front end of the wagon. ~With tight
mouth and-a harid to his holster, he
started- around the team to bar the

advance of the Brindle Kid, but

. two close-spaced shots, followed soon

after by a third, caused him to yank
out his gun and halt.

ringing from the reports just-above
They were
the only ones who could have told
with any accuracy where the shots
came from. The peak.crowned som-
brero flew from the head of the

Brindle Kid, and as he dropped the-
saddle blanket and cut his left -hand

hipward, the second bullet slapped

that hand. The third shot, fired as
if on afterthought following a -brief. .
pause, took care of his right-hand
gun; its poking bone handle burst -
apart from the impact of the bullet

that struck and wrecked the breech.
After the first startled moment, the
crowded street hushed,

amazed, by the crumpled saddle blan-
ket.

The Brindle Kid didn’t look so

~ perky now. but more like a soul-
less young gnome that had got a -

thrashing. ‘He stared down. at his

" dripping left'hand, and then at Alec
‘A shud-

Bourne and the drawn gun.
der shook: his body, and the raging
wildness that - leaped into his eyes

His warped
and perverted “pride, ‘the sustenance

N2

“the .

The reverend.

ducked, and so did Faith, their ears-

“through the cahvas;

_all eyes on
the young killer standing; hatless and

member that name?”

of his lurid life, had twice been
pierced within five minutes.

“You . . . you—" Profanity of
gutter, mucky and grotesque,
poured from his thinned, twisted
lips. At a nod from Solary, morose
Blackfoot Roen stepped over to the
Kid and led him away, still cursing.
+Marshal Bourne came plodding
along, frowning at everybody, a
soured old man trying to.cling to

. the last empty vestige of his waned

authority. As he came up to the

wagon, Old .Alec saw the gun in his
son’s hand and he made the same
error that the Brindle Kid and the

crowd had made. . Anger darkly*

flushed his lined face. |
“Tryin’ to be a gun fighter, huh"”

he. barked “You young fool—"
“Really, you" are quite mistaken,

marshal,” interrupted the reverend.

29

“That young man—

He was interrupted, hlmself at
that , point, by Devlin’s hand
prodding him

silent. And just then four worried-

looking individuals - came following

in the wake. of Rainbow’s angry
marshal. Old Alec Bourne raised
his face to the little man on the
wagon seat. “What did you start to
say? Who're you, anyway?”
Young Alec -gave the answer.

“He’s the Rev. TopellfT dad Re-

-

“Jumpin’ Jehoshaphat!” groaned

one of ‘the four men, and threw up

his hands in dismay. “As if we ain’t
oot trouble enough, without that!

. What ‘did you come for, reverend?

There ain’t no place here for you—
not now. Holy cow, not now!”.
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The man who was doing all the
lamenting had eyes that were magni-
fied large behind thick spectacles,
and a nervous manner. “‘I'm Bob
- Peattie, the mayor,” he made him-
self known, “and these three gents
.are  the town council—Colonel
Rorick, Harvey Colville, and Bat
- Brown. Why, reverend, it’s over a
year since we wrote and asked you
here,. and you wrote hack and re-
fused.” - | o

- “A vyear ago your town did not .

need me,” the reverend pointed out.

“It obviously does now, so I came.

Have you a church?”

“We-ell, we did have last vear.”
Mayor Peattie looked around at the
‘councilmen, but they only
down at their boots. “But not now,”
he amended, and blinked at a dance
hall along the street. “It’s been . . .
uh . . . turned into something else.”

The

understanding  reverend

sighed. “Never mind; I can use a

tent for the time being. But 1
would appreciate some kind ~of liv-

ing quarters for myself and my

daughter

The mayor and council, by mute
but unanimous vot'e, turned that
matter over to Marshal Bourne,
retired, mumbling sood wishes on
the reverend. I'or a minister of the

gospel to come to a roaring hell

camp like Rainbow created a very
delicate problem, and they wanted
none of it, so they loaded it onto
the sagging shoulders of the harassed
old lawman. Old Alec scowled help-
lessly after . them. HIS baffled ex-

Six-Gun Sermon

3

'packed

cazed.

.and -

pression said that he expected the
worst and didn’t know what to -do
about it. Squinting out through the

| slit of the wagon canvas, Devlin saw

no happy solutlon in sight as yet,
either.

“Livin’ quarters‘j huh? 1 dunno,
I swear.” Old Alec wandered around
the wagon, inspecting it absently,
stalling for time. The otown was
Cubbyholes were renting
for five dollars a night. ‘‘Mebbe I
could I dunno . How much"
stuft you got with you?” -

He poked his hecad between the
rear flaps for a look inside. After
a queer. gulp, he said né. more, nor
did he- move. Young Alee, curious
about- that behavior, joined him.
He, too, looked inside. And he, too,
froze silent.

With a, long- barreled gun tilted in
his scarred rlght hand, - Devhn said
softly: “One yelp, hombres, an’ it’ll
be your last, I promise you!”

He knew by their faces that they
had recognized him at once, and
knew that he had handed Lhem the
shock of their lives.” His appear-
ance and description were too well

known, too well published for him
o escape immediate detection in any

crowd, anywhere. They might have
entertained a natural- faint doubt
that he was dead, in spite of seeing

“his horse brought in, and the Brin.

dle Kid’s bragging. Preacher Dev-
lin had been known to emerge from
other disasters just as'- seemingly

final. | But they certainly = hadn’t

| looked for him to -turn up ahve in

13



There was something weirdly sinister
about the black-garbed figure that

ogme stumbling toward the wagon.

R

Raiubow, and "ifi 'a minister’s wagon:

of all places.- - _
Old Alec swallowed several times.
“It’s the law yau 'g'ot your gun_on,
Preacher!” lie” brought out at last,
and then appeared to realize that it
was a futile and unnecessary state-
ment. “His badge was. large and in
sight, and Devlin had never" been
reputed to show any particular dis-
crimination bétween ‘lawmen and
lesser mortals. . ...
“So here’s.where those shots came
from!”- young --Alec said. - “I was
wondering. Shucks, dad, you.- know
I don’t shoot that good!” -He stared
into the forbidding face of the no-

torious, gun fighter, and added point-

edlv: “But 'I-can suve try if I have
SR ‘
to!” - |

14 -

L

The . reverend and Faith looked:
in throuch the front. *“Oh, dear
me!” . murmured the reverend. . He
‘was dghast at what he saw.

Not so, Faith. “How dare’ you
" pry into our wagorn!” she challenged
the two Bournes. . BN

Old - Alec blinked at her. “Now
you looka here, voung lady! You
an’ your pa are hidin® a . .. a
- mighty bad hombre in your wagon!
Yessir, a mighty bad—" |

f“You don’t - know  what you’re.
talking about!” she flashed back at
him hotly. “Do you ecall it bad to
stop .a gunman from frightening a
team? Why didn't you stop that
man? lsn't that what you’re paid .
to do?” Her eyes blazed at young
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Alec.
credit for shooting at him!”
ended scornfully, . _
- Her - young face . glowed. with
righteous indignation. She wasn’t
the quiet; demure little parson’s
daughter now. She was all wound
up. Old Alec gruggled for speech,
and only spuitered. Young Alec
went as red” as a shamed criminal
at the bar. The reverend gazed at
his daughter in alarm, not knowuw
what to make of all this. |

To Devlin it was something of
a novel experience, having a young

“All ‘you did was take the

slip of a girl like this one taking

up for him so wholeheartedly. He
regarded Old Alec Wlth some dry- hu-

mor.
“You're pretty near outnumbered,

marshal,”” he observed, and motioned

with his gun. *“Climb up in here,

Sisc-Gun Sermon

she |

Devlin,

~of the couch.

you two, an’ guide the-reverend to

‘his new_quarters. An® don’t.get any

foolish ideas, on the way. If things
pop, you’re apt to be first on the

list to go!”

Old Alec glared at him. “For one
thing,” he stated chokedly, “there
ain’t an empty rooi