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T o   P eo p le 

W h o   W a n t  to   W r ite

 but  cant  get  started

Do you  have the constant  urge to write  but  the  fear  that  a   beginner hasn't  a  chance?  Then  listen  to  what the former editor of  Liberty said on  this  subject:

 " There  is  more  room  for  newcomers  in  the  writing  field  today  than  ever  before.  

 Some  of  ths  greatest  of  writing  men  and  women  have  passed  from  the  scene  in 

 recent  years.  Who  will  take  their  places?  Who will be the new Robert W. Chambers,  

 Edgar  Wallace,  Rudyard  Kipling?  Fame,  riches  and  the  happiness  of  achievement 

 await  the new men  and women  of power." 

W ritin g  Aptitude  Test  —   FREE! 

THE  Newspaper  Institute  of  America  offers a FREE Writing Aptitude Test.  Its object is  to  discover  new  recruits  for  the  army  of  men  and  women  who  add  to  their income  by  fiction  and  article  writing. 

The  Writing  Aptitude  Test  is  a   simple  but  expert  analysis  of  your latent  ability, your powers of  observation, imagination,  dramatic  instinct,  etc.  Not  all  applicants  pass  this  test.  Those  who  do  are qualified  to  take  the  famous  N.I.A.  course  based  on  the   practical 

training  given  by  big  metropolitan  dailies. 

This is the New York Copy Desk  Method which teaches you to write by  writing!  You  develop  your   individual  style  instead  of  trying  to copy that  of  others. 

You "cover"  actual  assignments  such  a s metropolitan reporters  get.  

Sells  First 

Although  you  work  at  home,  on  your own  time,  you  are  constantly Story

guided  by  experienced  writers. 

•‘S in c e   I   a m   c ro w d in g   th re e s c o re ,  m y It  is  really  fascinating  work.  Each  week  you 

o b je c tiv e   in   t a k i n g  

t h e   N .I.A .  c o u rs e  

see  new  progress.  In  a  matter  of  months  you 

w a s   n o t  to   b eco m e 

VETERANS: 

a   p r o f e s s !   o n a l 

can  acquire  the  coveted  "professional"  touch. 

w r ite r . 

H o w ev er, 

w h ile   s till  t a k i n g  

Then  you're  ready  for  market  with  greatly 

t h e   c o u rse.  I  s e n t 

This Course 

improved  chances  of  making  sales. 

a n   a r tic le   t o   St. 

J o s e p h  

M ag a z in e . 

I t   w a s   im m e d ia te 

M a il  the  Coupon  Now 

Approved 

ly  

a c c e p te d . 

E n c o u ra g e d ,  I   w r o te  

But the first step is to take the Writing Aptitude 

o th e r s .  O u r  N a v y  

a c c e p te d   t h e m   a n d  

Test.  It  requires  but  a   few  minutes  and  costs for 

a s k e d   f o r  

m o re . 

A ll 

t h a n k s  

to  

nothing.  So  mail  the  coupon  now!  Make  the 

N .I.A .”   —   A lb e r t 

M. 

H in m a n , 

1937 

first  move  towards  the  most  enjoyable  and

Veterans 

E a s t   S ilv e r  S tr e e t, 

T u c s o n .  A riz o n a , 

irofitable  occupation—writing  for  publication!  

P*

N e

i wspaper  Institute  of  America,  One  Park 

Training

S e l l s  

F o u r 

A r t ic le s  

a t  B e g in n in g   of 

Avenue, New York  16, N.  Y.  (Founded  1925)

Course

“ B e f o re   I  h a d   f in is h e d  

t h e  

t h i r d

Newspaper  Institute  of  America 

a s s ig n m e n t,  I  sold 

f o u r   a r tic le s   t h a t  

One  Park  Ave.,  New  York,  16,  N.  Y.  

h a v e  

b ro u g h t 

in  

o v e r   tw ic e   t h e   c o st 

Send  me,  without  cost  or  obligation,  your  Writing  Aptitude o f 

t h e  

c o m p le te  

Test  and  further  information  about  writing  for  profit,  as c o u rs e .  H a d   a n y o n e   to ld   m e   w h e n promised  in  “Double  Action”  September. 

I   b e g a n   t h e   N .I.A . 

Mr. 

C o u rse , 

t h a t  

I 

c o u ld   d o   t h a t ,   I  

Miss 

...................................................................................... . 

. ’. m . . . . . . 

w o u ld   h a v e  

c o n 

Mrs. 

s t  d  e r  e d  

t h e m

c r a z y .”   —   W a l t e r  

Address 

.................................... ................... ....................................... ................ .. 

F .  R o p e r,  95  B e n - 

(All  correspondence  confidential.  No  salesman  will  call  on  you.)  31-P-669

e d i c t  

T e r r a c e , 

L o n g m e 'd o w ,  M ass. 

C o p y r ig h t  1949  N e w s p a p e r  I n s t i t u t e   o f  A m e ric a
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Y o u ’l l   h a v e   t o   g o   f a s t e r   t o

 m 'p m

Schools  and  colleges  are  graduating 

record  classes.  Those   trained  young 

men  and  women  are  going  to  be 

 your competition.  Don’t let the lack 

of  proper training  handicap  you. 

When  you  study  with  International  Correspondence  Schools,  you pick  from  400  courses  .  .  .  study  in 

your  spare  time  .  .  .  advance  as' 

rapidly  as  your  ability  and  ambition demand. 

In  a  single  four-month  period— 

as  many  as  1920  student  letters  reported  advancement  in  salary  and position!—There’s  proof th a t I.C.S. 

helps  you   keep  up  and   get  ahead!  

Your  nam e  and  address  on  this 

coupon  start you  on your way! 

I NTERNATI ONAL  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOLS

B O X   6002-C .  S C R A N T O N   9,  P E N N A . 

Without cost or obligation, please send  m  i full particulars about the course BEFORE which I  have marked X: B u s in e s s  a n d  

C h e m is t r y  C o u r s e *

□  Telegraph  Engineering 

D  Mold-Loft Work

A c a d e m ic   C o u r s e s

□   Chemical  Engineering

E le c t ric a l C o u r s e s

□   Patternmaklsg-Wood,  Metal

□  Accounting 

□   Advertising □  Chemistry, Analytical

□  Electrical Draftipg

□  Reading Shop  Blueprints

□   Bookkeeping

□   Chemistry,  Industrial

□   Electrical Engineering

□  Sheet-Metal  Drafting

□   Business Administration

□   Chemistry,  Mfg.  Iron & Steel 

f* 

a  Electric light end Poww

□  Sheet-Metal Worker

□   Business  Correspondence

D  Petroleum  Refining 

—

□  Plastics  0  Lighting Technician

□   Ship  Drafting 

□  Ship Fitting

□  Certified Public Accounting

□   Pulp and  Paper Making

□  Practical Electrician

Q  Tool Designing 

□  Tool nuking

□  Commercial

C iv il  E n g in e e r in g .   A r e h lte o -

□  Power House Electric

□  Welding Engineering

□  Commercial Art

t u r a l a n d   M in i n g   C o u r s e s

□  Ship  Electrician 

□  Welding— Gas and  Electric 

□  Cost Accounting

D  Architecture

R a il r o a d   C o u r s e s

□  Federal  Tax

□  Architectural Drafting

In t e r n a l   C o m b u s t i o n  

□  Air  Brake 

□  Car  inspector

□   First Year College

□   Building Estimating

E n g i n e s  C o u r s e s

□  Diesel  Locomotive

□  Foremanship 

□  French P  Civil  Eosn«fii!f 

D  C u l M M at  g  

TjcfinicUn

O  Aviation □  Locomotive Engineer

□  Good  English 

□  High School □  Contracting and M

u  

"O   Diesel-Electric

□   Locomotive Fireman

□  Higher Mathematics

□  Highway  Engineering

□  Diesel Engines 

□  Gas Engines  □   Locomotive Machinist

□  Motor Traffic  □   Postal Civil Service

M e c h a n ic a l  C o u rse s

□   Railroad Section  Foreman 

□  Retailing  □  Retail Store Management § Lumber Dealer 

Reading Structural Blueprint! 

□  Aeronautical  Engineer's,  Jr. 

S t e a m   E n g in e e r in g  C o u r s M

□  Salesmanship 

□   Secretarial □  Sanitary Engineering

□  Aircraft Drafting 

□   Flight Engineer □  Boiiermaking

□  Sign  Lettering

□  Structural Drafting

□  Forging 

□   Foundry Work G  Combustion  Engineering

□  Spanish 

Q  Stenography □  Structural Engineering

□  Heat Treatment of Metals

□  Traffic  Management

□  Surveying and  Mapping 

□   Industrial Engineering

§ Engine Running 

Marine Engineering 

A i r  C o n d it io n in g   a n d  

C o m m u n ic a t io n s   C o u rse s

□  Industrial  Metallurgy 

Steam EJectric 

P  Steam Engineer 

P l u m b i n g   C o u r s e s

□  Electronics

D  Mac Wit*  Shop

T e x t ile   C o u r s e s  

□  Air Conditioning

□   Practical Telephony

□   Machine Shop Inspection

O  Cotton Manufacturing  □   Loom Fixing

□  Heating 

O  Plumbing □   Radio,  General

□  Radio Operating  □   Mechanical  Drafting

□   Ra y on Wea vl ng 

□  T  exti I e D esigning 

Q  Refrigeration 

□  Steam Fitting □   Radio Servicing

□   Mechanical  Engineering

G  Woo tea  Manufacturing

Name—

—

A fB _

-Home Address—

C ity-

-Working  Hours-

Present Position. 

.Employed b y_

Length of Service In 

Enrollment under G.I. Bill tsd P.L 16 npprovtd for World War 11 Veterans.  Special tuition rates to members of the Armed  Forces; World War I L

_________  

Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada. 
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D O U B I i ’ f l C T I O N
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NEW  BOOK-LENGTH  NOVEL

RUSTLER’S  BEHD

by  W IL L   E R M I N E .................... 6

Jim   Lord  and  Kize  Farraday  fight  alone  against  a  powerful,  organized  syndicate  of  outlaw ry! 

Short  Stories

LESSON  IN  LARNIN'  .................................. ................   W.  F.  Day  79

Sometimes  a  cure  is  worse  than  the  disease! 

THE NIGHT IS  DARK  . . . .   (True  Fact  Article)

Brett  Austin  83

OUTLAW LAWMAN  OF  GLEN R O S E .............. 

Harold Preece  86

When  a  renegade  becomes  sheriff  by  default,  things  are  bad! 

DOOMSDAY'S  DOUBLOON..........(True  Fact  Article)

Rex Whitechurch  90

R obert  W .  lo w n d e s ,  Editor

DOUBLE  ACTION  W EST BUN,  published  bi-m onthly  by  COLUMBIA  PUBLICATIONS,  INC.,  1  A ppleton  St.,  Holyoke,  Mass.  E ditorial  and  executive  offices, 241  C hurch  St.,  New  York  13,  N.  Y.  E n tire  contents  copyright  1949  b y  COLUM

B IA   PUBLICATIONS,  INC.  E ntered  as  second-class  m a tte r  a t   th e   p ost  office a t  H olyoke,  Mass.  Single  co p y   15c;  yearly  subscription  90c.  W hen  su b m ittin g m anuscripts,  enclose  stam ped,  s e lf -addressed  envelope  for  th eir  retu rn ,  i f   found un ava ila b le  fo r   acceptance.  The  publishers  will  exercise  care  in  the  h an d lin g o f   un solicited  m anuscripts,  b u t  assum e  no  responsibility  for  th e ir  retu rn .  E xcept fo r   stories  labelled  "tru e   fa c t  artic le ” .  Alt  m aterial  in  th is  m agazine  Is  fictitio u s a nd  any  resem blance  between  any  c h a ra c te r  in  our  stories,  and  any  real  person 6

liv in g   or  dead,  is  en tirely  coincidental  and  unintentional.  P rin ted   in  th e   U.  S.  A. 
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 -GET THE BIST! SENSATIONAL

 FA C m r*T O *Y O U  SAVINGS AT DIRECT-FROM-FACTORY PRICES

L A T E S T   S T U F   L U X U R Y  

G E N U I N E  

F I B R E

SEAT

COVERS

A T   W A Y   B E L O W

F A C T O R Y   P R I C F i

 Same  Superb  Quality As 

 Covers  Selling  At  Over 3  Times 

 These  Bargain  Prices! : Ju y   t l i m t   a n d   S A V E

T h e   E x a c t  

T l i t ' M E M K l T S L Y   o n   s m a r t e s t ,   n e w j l e ,   c o l o r  

S a m s   M a f c l a m o r o u s   s e a t   c o v e rs. ! 

I v a c q sie r-i o a t e d   t o   r e p e l  

t e r i a l   U te tf 

w a t e r ,   A K T C K A F T   G e n u i n e   F i b r e   S e a t   C o v e r s   a r c i n   C o v e n  

d o u b l e - s t i t c h e d ,   t r i m m e d   w i t h   r i c h   l e a t h e r e t t e   f o r S e l l i n g   U S  

e x t m   l o n g ,   l u x u r y   w e a r !   E x p e r t l y   t a i l o r e d .   I t K I I I J v t o   $ 3 0 ! 

S T J i O N O K I t ,   ( { e v o l u t i o n a r y   —   N e w   E L A S T I C I Z f v i ) EASILY 

INSTALLED —  

S M I * - O V E K   S I D E S   a s s u r e   F A L L T L E S S   F I T   .  .  . 

5.  M O N E Y  

■NO  I N S T A L L A T I O N   C O S T !   All  i n   s t u n n i n g   S c o t c h S A V I N G   ! 

TAKES A  FEW MINUTES! 

P l a i d s   o f   s o f t   h a r m o n i o u s   m u l t i - c o l o r   w e a v e s !   M a k e S T U R D Y ! 

(on  all  m ake  cart) 

oltl  c a r s   lo o k   l i k e   n e w — n e w   e a r s   e v e n   m o r e   e l e g a n t ! 

Specify  style  for  YOUR  car. 

S M A R T E S T   S C O T C H   P L A I D S  

T Y P E   A -   S o l i d  

Y O U R   C H O I C E   O F   23 

b a c k   f o r   4 - d o o r   >e- 

d a n . . . f r o n t   o r   r e a r . 

S P A R K L I N G   C O L O R S ! 

H e a r   fo r  c o a c h   or  

c o u p e . 

W H A T E V E R   YOUR  CAR 

T Y P E   B — D i v i d e d  

b a c k ,   so l i d   s e a t   f o r 

HERE ARE YOUR COVERS! 

f  ro n t co u p e  o r  c o a c h . 

T Y P E   C —  I n d i v i d 

G u a r a n te e d   perfect  fit  for 

u a l   s e a t s   o r   b u c k e t   t y p e  

•v er y   p a p u l a r   make   a n d

d i v i d e d   b a c k   a n d   s e a t . 

m odel ,  old  er   new ,  in*

d u d i n g —• 

SENT  O N   A P P R O V A L !   SE ND  N O   M O N E Y ! 

SUKK 

LoSALLE

lART'CRAFT  C0.t  D«pL  1 6  

CADILLAC 

LINCOLN

1 1025 Broad St.,  Xawark  2.  N. #. 

CHEVROLET

M E R C U R Y

■ G e n t l e m e n :   K i n d l y   r u s h   A K T - C U A F T   S e a t   C o v e r s ’ 1 

Ch r y s l e r

NASH

" o n   s p e c i a l   5 - d a y   M o n e y - B a c k   I n s p e c t i o n   O ffe r.  £

OeSOTO

O L D S M O l I l ! 
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DODGE

PACKARD

|   Q   F u l l   set  f r o n t   &  b a c k   co ve rs  $7.9 5.  M y   c a r   I s   ft  |

FORD

PLYMOUTH

I  

1 9 . . .   M a k e . . . . ..................... ........... 

g

FRAZER

PONTIAC

IUY  AT  DIRECT  1 Q   F r o n t   s e a t   co v e r  o n ly .  $3.98.  Q   2 - d o o r   [“]  4 - d o o r   * 

HUDSON

STUDE8AKER

FACTORY-TO-YOU 

I   □   55ack  s e a t   co ver   o n ly ,  $3.98   Q   T y p e   A   Q  T y p e  B   I  

KAISER

TERRAPLANE

PRICES. ACT  NOW 

|  

Q   T y p e   C  

I

LAFAYETTE

WILLYS

S at is fa ct io n  Guar

■ Q O n   d e l i v e r y   I ' l l   p a y   p o s t m a n   p u r c h a s e   p r i c e And  Many  Ot her t 

a n t e e d   or  5  Day 

1  

p l u s   fe w  c e n t s   p o s t a g e   a n d   C . O . P .   c h a r g e s . 

M o n e y -l ac k   TEST 

S E N T   ON 

AP PRO V A L

[ N a m e .................................................................................................. 

AT  OUR  RISK. 

( A d d r e s s ............................................................................. ................ 

M O N E Y - B A C K   G U A R A N T E E

.  f C l t y ..................................... Z o n e ____ S t a t e ................................ 

M  

( P L E A S E   P R I N T )

wi t h  5 - Do v   FREE  Tries

$.   . ^ . p u r c h a s e   p r i c e   e n c l o s e d .   T o u   p a y   p o s t a g e ,   j 5
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A   Powerful  New  Book'Lengt h  Novel

RUSTLER’S BEND

by  W ILL  ERMINE

(author  of  “Last  of  the  Longhorns”)
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 K ize F arraday and his d e p u ty , J im  L ord, kn ew   th a t th e  deprivations around R u stle r's B en d   were n o t  th e   w ork  of sporadic long-riders, b u t th e m achinations  o f an  organized syndicate  —    headed by  some  seem ingly  respectable  citizens! 

O  O N E  expected  the  inquest 

i ^ e j   into  the  death  of  J e ff  Foraker 

-A.  ^   to  produce  any  new  evidence. 

I t   was  well  known  th at  the  man,  one

f
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D O U B LE  A C T IO N   W E S T E R N

of  several  thousand  who  had  flocked 

any  a rrests  in  the  n ex t  five  or  ten 

to  the  now  gold  diggings  in  R ustlers' 

m inutes.” 

Bend,  had  been  m urdered  and  robbed 

T here  was  a  m ild  rebuke  in  his 

of  the  gold he was  carrying. 

words.  Jim   Lord  knew  (hat  Kize  in

F oraker’s  friends  had  noted  his distended  there should be.  W ith  the  genappearance,  and  a fte r  several  days  of eral  public,  and  th e  C ounty  Commissearching,  D eputy  Sheriff  Jim   Lord sioners,  in  particular,  dem anding  th a t 

had  discovered  the  riddled  body  besom ething  be  done  to  check  th e neath  a  pile  of  dead  sage,  a  short  dism ounting  wave  of law lessness,  L ongtance  o ff  the  road  between  Rock year, m indful  of his own interests, had 

Creek  and  the  Bend. 

been  p u ttin g   increasing  pressure  on 

the  Sheriff. 

T h e  proceedings  in  the  basement 

room  of  the  court  house  were  brief. 

“You’re  welcome  to  your  theories 

T he  four-man  ju ry   put  th eir  heads 

and  hunches.”  T he  glance  th a t  Longto g eth er  and  a fte r  some  w hispering, year  laid  on  old  Kize  was  defin itely 

Coroner  Shep  Failes  announced  the 

hostile.  “T hey’re  a  m ighty  poor  subv erd ict:  “T he  deceased  J e ff   Foraker stitu te   for  action,  w ith  th ing s  going 

came  to  his  death  by  reason  of  gunfrom   bad  to  worse  every  day.” 

shot  wounds  inflicted  by  a  party,  or 

O tis  Longyear  was  only  tw enty- 

p arties,  unknown.” 

nine.  For  tw enty-eight  of  those  years 

T h a t was all,  and  Sheriff  Kize  Far- 

Kize  Farraday  had  w orn  the  silver 

raday  snorted  contem ptuously  as  he 

sta r  th a t  adorned  his  vest  this  m ornfiled   out  of  the  room  w ith  Lord  and in g ;  w orn  it  in  a  way  to  win  the  re 

O tis  Longyear, the  D istrict  Attorney. 

spect  of  good  men  and  bad.  He  didn’t 

“H ellsfire!  W h at’s  the  country  cornrelish  being  told  o ff  by  a  Johnny-in ’  too,  when  you  got  to  waste  time 

come-lately  like  young  O tis,  N ot  th at 

and  taxpayers’  money  on  such  non

Kize was  standing on  his  past  laurels, 

sense?  I t   don’t  make  J e ff   Foraker  no 

fo r  though  he  was  worn  and  battle- 

deader  than  he  was  when  Jim   found 

scarred,  his  indom itable  sp irit  had 

him.” 

lost  none  of  its  fig h tin g   edge. 

In   the  long  ago,  when  ru stlin g   had 

Longyear  nodded  his  agreement. 

been  a  recognized  business  in  this 

“I t   ju st  makes  him  legally  dead,”  he 

section  of  Nevada,  and  the  big  bend 

said,  w ith  a  smile.  He  was  as  young 

of  Rock  Creek  had,  w ith  good  reaas  Kize  was  old,  and  frankly  ambison,  been  dubbed  R u stlers’  Bend  (it tious  for  himself.  Since  Rock  Creek 

was  the  handy  back  door  to  the  comhad  gone  mad  w ith  the  stampede  to parative  safety  of  the  Snake  R iver 

the  diggings  at  R ustlers’  Bend,  a 

dozen  miles  north  of  town,  robberies 

Plains  for  those  who  swung  th e  wide 

loop)  he had fo ug ht range  outlaw ry to 

and  m urders  had  been  m ultiplying. 

a  standstill.  Even  those  critics—O tis 

A ccording  to  the  official  records, 

excepted—who  found  fau lt  w ith  him 

J e ff   Foraker  was  the  seventh  man  to 

today  could  only  say th a t  he  was  old, 

be  foully  done  away  with.  T h at  there 

not  th at  his  bulldog  courage  or  iron 

were  others,  of  whom  the  law  had  no 

had  deserted  him. 

record, was hardly to be questioned. 

“I ’ve  had  the  wolves  snappin’  at 

“Have  you  and  Jim   dug  up  anymy  heels  before  this,”  Kize  observed th in g   new?”  Longyear  asked,  and  his 

as th ey  w ent up  the  stairs  to the  main 

tone  was  sober  enough  now. 

floor  of  the  court  house.  “You’ll  git 

“Yeh—but  nothin’  that  you’d  call 

used  to  it,  as  you  grow  up.  In   the 

im portant.”  Kize  shook  his  head.  “It 

meantime,  if  it  relieves  you  any to  do 

has  to  do  w ith  some  more  of  them   a  little   snipin’  at  me,  go  rig h t 

‘p arties  unknow n’  th at  Shep  menahead.” 

tioned.  You  ain’t  interested  in  what 

Longyear  didn’t like it, but  he  m anyou  call  my  hunchcs,  O tis;  you  w ant aged  a  laugh.  “No  need  for  you  to 

indisputable  facts and  evidence th a t’ll 

et your  dander  up.  I f  you  th in k   I've 

stand  up  in  court.  T his  may  git  to 

een  throw ing  the  prod  into  you,  I  

that,  but  I  ain’t  figg erin ’  on  m akin’

can  tell  you  th ere’s  a  lot  of  people
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stepping  on  my  toes,  too,  I  can’t  go 

legs  and  no-goods  m ust  have  d riftto  trial  with  a  theory;  I  need  evied  into  town  since  the  stampede  got dence,  and  I  mean  evidence  that  will 

going.  Its  dow nright  nonsense  for 

lead  to  a  conviction.  Things  can’t  go 

you  to  go  on  insisting  th at  th ey ’re  all 

on  this way  much  longer—a  dead man 

bended  together,  w ith  a  little   inner 

for  breakfast  every  other  day,  one 

circle  pulling  the  strings.  W hen  you 

robbery  after  another,  rustling  getfirst  mentioned  the  idea,  I  thought ting  a  fresh  sta rt—-and  nothing  being 

you  were  only  stalling  for  time.  I 

done  about  it.” 

played  along  w ith  you  for  a  while*  I 

knew  we  had  to  save  face  some  way. 

JIM LORD had said  nothing, con We  can’t buy  any more time with  it, fident  that  Kize  could  hold  his 

K ize;  time  is  something  we’ve  run 

own  with  Otis.  Jim   had  come  in  off 

out  o f . . .don’t  you  get  wise  to  yourthe  range  several  years  back  to  beself?  You  know  this  fellow  J e ff  Focome  the  County’s  first  paid,  fu llraker  was  m urdered  by  someone  who time  deputy  sheriff.  He  was  a  quiet, 

was  tipped  off that  the  man  would be 

self-contained,  seemingly  nerveless 

coming  in  w ith  nine  to  ten  thousand 

man,  w ith  a  pair  of  gray  eyes  that 

dollars  w orth  of  gold  on  him.  W hen 

had  a way  of  demanding,  and  getting, 

Foraker  was  in  town  last  week,  a 

the  tru th  wherever  he  sought  it. 

saloonful  of  men  heard  him  say  he’d 

Longyear  got  along  w ith  him  well 

be  pulling  out  for  a  trip   back  east  to 

enough,  due  in  no  small  measure  to 

see  his  people  in  a  few  days  and  th at 

the  fact  that  he  was  careful  never  to 

he  had  leased  his  claim  to  P ete  and 

step  across  the  line  w ith  Lord,  either 

Alf  Girard.  You  heard  the  M arshal 

in  his  official  capacity  or  privately, 

testify  to  that.  All  the  killer  had  to 

as  he  felt  free  to  do  w ith   old  Kize. 

do  was  lay  out  in  the  h ills and  watch 

Most  of  the  county  offices  were  lothe  road.  W hen  Foraker  came  along, cated  around  the  main  floor  rotunda. 

he  was  stuck  up  and  forced  out  into 

As  the  three  men  stood  there  briefly, 

the  brush.  I t  didn’t  take  an  organiza

Longyear’s quick  glance  ran'from  the 

tion  to  pull  it  off;   it  was  a  one-man 

Sheriff  to  Jim   and  back  to  the  old 

job.” 

man.  Believing he  was on safe  ground 

“You  think  so,  eh?”  Kize  inquired 

and  w anting to  make  sure  that he had 

coolly;  he  had  the  young D istrict  A tnot  come  off  second-best  in  his  tilt torney  over  a barrel  now,  and  he  prow ith  the  Sheriff,  he  said:  “I  know posed  to  make  the most  of it. 

you,  Kize.  Once  you  get  a  bone  in 

Jim   Lord  knew  w hat  was  coming, 

your  teeth,  you  won’t  let  go,  I  supbut  his  lean, bronzed  face betrayed no pose  you’ve  got  hold  of  something 

sign  of  it,  unless  it  was  an  almost 

th at  tends  to  bear  out  your  theory 

imperceptible  liftin g   of  the  upper lip  

th a t  w hat  we’re  up  against  is  a  synin  a  brief  and  unconscious  expression dicate  of  criminals.” 

of  pity  for  Otis  Longyear  in  daring 

“I t   don’t  tend  to  do  nothin’;  it 

to  cross  swords  w ith  old  Kize. 

proves  i t! ”  Kize  declared  hotly.  “I 

“Naturally,  it’s  w hat  I   th in k !” 

been  tellin ’  you  for  weeks  that  we’re 

Longyear had  failed  to see  the danger 

dealin’  w ith an  organized  ring.  Every 

signals  set  against  him  and  rushed  in 

one  of  these  killin’s  was  planned  and 

headlong.  “Foraker  made  his  m istake 

carried  out  according  to  orders. 

in  not  coming  in  on  one  of  M ullhall’s 

T h a t’s why there’s never any evidence 

stages.  I  suppose  he  wasn’t  going  to 

left  for  us  to  find.  T hat  goes  for  the 

let  W ild  Bill  gouge  him  out  of  five 

robberies  and  the  ru stlin ’  and  all  the 

dollars  for  a  twelve-mile  ride.  I t  

rest  of  it.  You  can  laugh  it  off  but  would  have  been  five  dollars  w ell you’ll  be  laughin’  out  of  the  other  spent,  in  his  case.  I  haven’t   any  use side  of  yore  mouth  one  of  these  days, 

for  M ullhall  and  his  methods,  bu t his 

my  boy.” 

stages 

are  never 

held 

u p ; 

his 

Kize  could  be  patronizing,  too.  “I 

drivers  know  how  to  shoot,  and  his 

may  be  young,  but  I ’m  old  enough 

shotgun  guards  learned th eir business 

to  have  my  eyes  open,”  the  D istrict 

w ith  W ells  Fargo.  W ith   th a t  am ount 

A ttorney  retorted.  “A  hundred  blackof  gold  on  him,  Foraker  never  should
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have  come  in  alone.” 

tion  everyone  in  sight.  T here’s  a  f^el- 

Kize  gave  him  a  long,  searching 

in’  th at  it ain’t safe  for  a  mSn  to  come 

glance  that  had  no m ercy  in  it.  Longrig h t  out  and  say  w hat  he  knows.  My year  was  all  right,  but  he was  young, 

fella  is  in  town  rig h t  now.  I f   he  spots 

and  he  had  been  g ettin g   too  big  for 

the  parties  th at  was  w ith  Foraker, 

his  britches.  “O tis—would  it  surprise 

he’ll  git word  to  me.” 

you  if  I  was  to  say  I  can  prove  that 

Foraker didn’t come in  alone?” 

H A T ’S  interesting—very  in

“No!  I  can’t  believe  it,  a fte r  what 

teresting,”  O tis  acknowledged 

I  was  told  up  there  yesterday.  I —” 

painfully.  He  shook  his  head  over  the 

“W al,  i t ’s  a  fact,”  Kize  said  flatly. 

presumed  stup idity   of  J e ff   Foraker. 

“I ’ve  got  a  w itness  who  w ill  swear 

“W hat  kind  of  a  fool  could  Foraker 

under  oath  th a t  he  saw  him  leave  the 

have  been?  Leaving  camp  w ith  a 

diggin’s  w ith  the  two  companions. 

couple  stran g ers!” 

T he  three  of  ’em  went  up  the  trail 

“W hat  makes  you  thin k  they  was 

over  the  Blue  Meadows.  T h a t  would 

stran g ers?”  Kize  demanded. 

bring  ’em  back  to  the  road  about  a 

“You  mean  they  were  his  friends?” 

mile  above  where  Jim   found  the 

“I  mean  th ey ’d  been  around  the 

body.” 

diggin’s  long  enough  to  win  his  con

“ Can your  w itness  identify  the  two 

fidence.  Foraker  was  no  jackass.  By 

men  who  le ft  w ith  F oraker?” 

gravy,  i t ’s  about  time  you  pulled  in 

“H«  says  he  can  identify  one  of 

yore  horns,  O tis,  and  listened  to m e!” 

’em ;  he  ain’t   shore  about  the  other," 

Kize  had  reached  the  end  of  his 

Longyear  began  to  take  on  a  w iltpatience.  “I  told  you  th is  proved  my ed  look.  Too  late,  he  realized  th at 

contention  th at  th is  lawlessness  is  or

Kize had le t him make him self rid icu ganized.  I t ’s  as  plain  as  th e  nose  on lous.  As  for  Kize,  he  stood  there  enyore  facj,  if  you  w ant  to  see  it.  You joying  his  trium ph,  convinced  th at 

talk   about  all  the  blacklegs  th a t  have 

there would be no more needling from 

flocked  into  town.  O f  course,  th ey ’re 

the  D.A.’s office. 

here.  B ut  most  of  ’em  are  small  fry, 

“I t ’s  no  wonder  we’re  not  getting 

tinhorns  and  con  men.  T hey ’ll  trim   a 

anywhere,  w ith  your  office  and  mine 

sucker  or  roll  a  drunk,  but  they  ain’t  

w orking  at  cross  purposes,”  Longkillers  and  road  agents,  nor  rustlers.” 

year  burst  out  in  great  indignation. 

“The  only connection between them  

“W here  do  you  get  the  autho rity  to 

and  the  gents  we’re  a fte r  is  th at 

w ithhold  inform ation  of  this  nature 

th ey ’ll  keep  th eir  m ouths  shu t  about 

from  me?” 

any thin ’  they  know.  In   return,  the 

“Nobody’s  w ithholdin’  n o t h i n ’, 

gang  tosses  ’em  some  of  th e  crumbs 

O tis,”  Kize  returned,  completely  u n and  left-overs.  I  reckon  th ere  a in 't abashed.  “You  been  doin’  most  of  the 

m ore’n  tw enty  men  on  the  inside  of 

talkin’.” 

the  organization.  And  not  all  of  ’em 

“I ’ll  do  some  more  rig h t  now!”  the 

are  hangin’  around  the  saloons  in 

D.A.  snapped.  “I  w ant  you  to  bring 

Rock  C rick;  they  got  men  planted  up 

in  th a t  man  fo r  questioning  rig h t 

in  the  Bend  like  this  pair who steered 

away.  You  know  why  the  Commis

Foraker  to  his  death.  I  mean  men 

sioners  are  holding  the  special  m eetwho’re  w orkin’  claims,  or  pretendin’ 

ing  th is  afternoon.  W e’re  going  to  be 

to,  and  looked  on  as  honest,  u p rig h t 

called  in  and  given  a  grilling.  I t  may 

citizens.” 

take  off  some  of  the  heat  if  we  have 

Longyear  was  more  impressed  than 

a  lead  to  talk  a b o u t..  Can  you  get 

he  cared  to  admit.  “Sounds  fantastic 

your man  here  by  one  o’clock?” 

to  me,”  he  declared.  “B ut  I   won’t 

“No,  I   wouldn’t  risk  le ttin ’  you 

argue  w ith  you.  You  may  be  r i g h t . .. 

question him.  And  I  ain ’t  goin’  to  dis

I  suppose  you’ve  got  it  all  figured 

close  his  identity,  Otis.  T h at was  part 

out  th at another bunch  of them  work* 

of  the  deal  I   made  w ith  him.  You 

the  ru stling.” 

didn’t   g it  anywheres  when  you  went 

‘‘I t ’s  being  done  neater  than  you 

up  to  the  diggin’s  and  tried  to  quesfigger.”  Kize  replied,  ignoring  the
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 D .A.’a  sarcastic  tone.  “W e  got  a  cou

“I   ain’t  nam in’  no  names,”  was  the 

ple  thousand  more  m ouths  to  feed 

g ru ff  answer.  “B ut  I ’ll  crack  th is 

then  we  had  a few   m onths  ago.  T h at 

th in g   wide  open  before  I ’m  through. 

means  more  meat.  T he  stock  th a t’s 

J e s t  because  Jim   and  me  ain’t   been 

bein’  run  off  is  bein’  slaughtered  and 

rid in ’  to  hell  and  back  and  w earin’ 

sold  for  beef  rig h t  under  our  noses.” 

ourselves  to  the  bone,  some  folks  fig- 

“The  butchers  and  the  hotel  and 

ger  we  been  failin ’  down  on  the  job.” 

restaurants  know  they  have  to  show 

Kize  snorted  contem ptuously.  Otis 

a  hide  for  every  carcass  they  buy,” 

Longyear  was  one  of  the  men  he  had 

O tis  reminded  him.  “T h at’s  the  law. 

in  mind,  and  the  latte r  understood 

You  accusing  them   of  being  in  on 

th at  he  was  included.  “Sometimes 

this?” 

th ere’s  better  ways  of  catchin’  yore 

“No,  they  can  produce  the  hides. 

crooks  than  p u ttin ’  a  shine  on  the 

No  trick   to  re-w rite  a  brand,  once 

seat  of  yore  britches,”  the  old  man 

you’ve  pulled  a  hide  off  a  cow.  No 

observed caustically. 

soreness  nor  anythin’  else  to  give  the 

job  away,  a  day  or  two  after  it’s 

THE DISTRICT Attorney had begun  seriously  to  doubt  the  w isdone.” 

dom  of  his  previous  intention  to 

Longyear  didn’t  know  what  to  say. 

throw   Kize  Farraday  overboard,  in 

He  turned  to  Jim.  “You  see  it  that 

order to keep him self afloat. T he feelway,  too?” 

ing  was  growing  in  him  th a t  he  was 

“No  other  way   to  see  it,”  Jim   angoing to  need  K ize;  th at  the  old  man swered.  “U nder  ordinary  conditions 

knew more than he was saying. “Don’t 

it  would  be  a  cinch  to  discqver  who’s 

get me  wrong,  Kize,”  he  protested.  “I 

selling  the  stuff.  B ut  you  know 

rib you a little, but th a t’s neither here 

things  are  not  normal.  H ardly  a 

nor  there;  the  two  of  us  have  got  to 

pound  of  beef  is  being  shipped  in 

pull  together.  I 'll let  you  do  the  talk from outsid e;  it’s all  local meat. W ith ing  th is  a fte rn o o n .. .W h a t  are  you 

the  price sky-high  rig h t  here  in town, 

going  to  say  to  th e  Comissioners?” 

every  cow  o u tfit  around  here  is  try 

“I  ain’t  goin’  to  say  a  dang  thing ! 

ing  to  grab  w hat  it  can  of  the  busi

T ell  them   windbags  anyth in’  and  it 

ness.  W hen  you  figure  th at  not  more 

will  be  all  over  the  County  by  n ig h tthan  five  per  cent  of  the  total  is fall.  Don’t  you  sta rt  shakin’  in  yore 

rustled  stuff,  you  can  see  what  we’re 

boots  when  they  begin  yappin’.  L et 

up  against.” 

’em  threaten  all  they  please.  A in ’t   no 

“B u t how can they *work their  game 

one  short  of  the  A ttorney-G eneral  of 

w ithout  using  a  registered  brand?” 

Nevada  can  call  us  to  a c c o u n t.. .B u t 

“T h e y   got  one,  O t i s ! ”  Kize 

shucks,  I ’ll  set  ’em  down  before  they 

growled.  “Good  gravy,  they  ain’t 

git  started.  I ’m  goin’  to  demand  a 

dumb  enough  to  try   to  slip  a  strange 

second  full-tim e  depity.  T h a t’ll  cost 

brand  over  on  us!  Someone’s  thrown 

money,  and  there  ain’t  nothin’  like 

in  w ith  ’em—somebody  who’s  been 

money  to  make  th at  bunch  sta rt 

runnin’  a  spread  in  this  range  for 

chawin’  th eir  w h isk e rs.. .You  ru n  

years.  I t ’s  jest  got  to  be  th at  way. 

along  now and  take  care  of yore  busi

T here  ain’t  no  other  explanation. 

ness ;  I  got a  couple boys  in the pokey 

Been  no  tran sfer  of  ranch  property 

th at  ain’t  had  th eir  breakfast  yet.” 

around  here.” 

T here  was  a  twinkle  in  Jim ’s  gray 

“Good  heavens!”  Longyear  got out 

eyes  when  they  walked  out  of  the 

chokingly.  “You  mean  some  respected 

court  house.  “You  were  a  little   rough 

stockman  is  a  party  to  all  this killing 

on  O tis,”  he  said,  w ith  a  low  chuckle. 

and—” 

“Are  you  w ithin  your  righ ts  in  w ith 

“T h at’s  exactly w hat  I  mean!”  Kize 

holding  the  name  of  a  w itness?” 

rapped. “And he ain’t  no two-bit mem

“I   don’t  suppose  I   am,”  Kize 

ber,  either!  H e’ll  stub  his  toe,  one 

grumbled. “But Tom Yancey is a good 

of  these  days. 

man,  he’s  takin’  a  chance  in  cornin’ 

“You  got  a  line  on  him,  Kize?** 

through  for  us.  T he  cat would  be  out 

Longyear was  all  eagerness  now. 

o f  the  bag  for  shore  if  it  got  around
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th a t  the  D.  A.  had  questioned  him.” 

back  on  the  run.  “W h at was  th a t? ”  he 

Rock  Creek  was  busier  than  usual 

whipped  out  fiercely. 

th is m orning.  One  of  W ild   B ill  M ull- 

T he  m orning  was  warm   and  the 

hall’s  stages  rum bled  past,  its  two 

doors  and  windows  along  the  main 

arm ed  guards  unconcernedly  m ainstreet  stood  open.  T he  hollow   rin g   of tain in g   th eir  precarious  perch  on  the 

shots  said  plainly  enough  th a t  they 

roof.  T hro u gh  the  dust  its  passing 

had  been  fired  inside  some  building. 

kicked  up  plodded  a  sixteen-m ule 

team   and  a  strin g   of  freig h ting  wag

“‘Sounded  like  it  came  from   the 

 M averick  Bar,”   said  Jim .  The   M ave

ons,  bound  fo r  th e  camp  at  R ustlers’ 

Bend.  T hanks  to  the  gold  excitem ent, 

 ric k   was  Rock  Creek’s  largest  hotel. 

the  town  was  doing  a  th riv ing  busi

T he saloon th a t was run  in connection 

ness.  Down  in  the  Nevada  and  Idaho 

w ith   it  was  the  m ost  popular  emporium   of  its  kind  in  town. 

fre ig h t  yard, a  sw itch engine was noisily  shunting  cars  back  and  forth. 

T hough  the  county  sh e riff’s  office 

A ll this activity was in m arked conwas  not.  charged  w ith  keeping  the tra st  to  Rock  Creek’s placid  existence 

peace,  th a t  being  the  responsibility 

in  the  days when  it  was  ju st  a sleepy 

of  the  tow n  m arshal,  Kize  and  Jim  

little   cow-town. 

headed  across  the  street,  in  the  direc

Back  in  the  smoky  years,  when 

tion  of  the   M averick,   on  the  double 

R u stlers’  Bend  and  its  m idnight  rid quick.  Before  they  gained  the  oppoers  was  som ething  more  than  ju st  a site  sidewalk,  a  m an  staggered  backm emory,  Rock  Creek  had  been  little ward  through  the  sw inging  doors  of 

more  than  a  wide  place  in  the  road, 

saloon, a w avering  gun  grasped  in one 

the  Nevada  and  Idaho  had  reached 

fist  and  his  other  hand  clutching  his 

tow n  h a lf  a  dozen  years  back.  I t   had 

th ro at  in  a  vain  e ffo rt  to  stop  the 

given  Rock  Creek  permanence,  but 

blood  th at  was  sp u rtin g -fro m   a  raga ll  th e  previous  optim ism   to  the  conged  wound.  Death,  no t  alcohol,  was tra ry ,  it  had  n ot  added  m aterially  to 

tu rn in g   his  legs  to  rubber,  he  half 

its  prosperity.  I t   had  taken  this  gold 

sw ung  around,  and th en   toppled  over, 

stam pede  to  p u t  the  town  really  on 

face  firs t  on  the  plank  sidewalk  and 

th e  map.  I t   was  w hat  everyone  had 

w ith  a  last  convulsive  shudder  rolled 

w anted, bu t now  th a t it had happened 

into  the  taw ny  dust  of  the  street. 

th ere  were  those,  old  Kize  among 

4<My  Gawd!”  Kize  groaned.  “I t ’s 

them ,  who  wished  devoutly  that  Ju d  

Tom   Yancey!  T hey  m usta  figgered 

H offsteader  had  never  washed  out 

ho  could  id entify  the  two  birds  who 

th at  firs t  panful  of  gravel  and  turned 

cam©  in  w ith  J e f f   F o ra k er!” 

everything  topsy  turvy. 

MYeah!  A nd  they  closed  his  m outh 

I t   was  surface  m ining—poor  man’s 

in  a  hurry,"  Jim   agreed.  “Tom   Yanm ining—and  those who  m ight  be  precey  won’t  id en tify   anybody  fo r  us sumed  to  know  about  such  things, 

now.  Come  on,  K ize!” 

said  th«  gold-bearing  gravel  would 

soon  be  exhausted.  Kize  recalled  the 

prediction  as  he  w atched  the  heavy 

freig h tin g   o u tfit  creak  by.  “W ith   all 

N  T H E   m inute  or 

them  groceries  and supplies  goin’  out, 

more  th a t  it  took 

don't  look  like  the  camp  is  goin’  to 

Kize  and  Jim   to 

fold  up  for  a  while  yet,”  he  declared 

reach  the  stricken 

sarcastically.  “W al,  see  you  later, 

man,  no  one  fo l

Jim .” 

lowed  him   through 

H e  turned  the  corner  fo r  his  office 

the  sw inging  doors 

and  the  jail,  which  were  housed  toof  the  saloon.  The gether in a small brick building to  the 

usual  afterm ath  of 

rear  of  th e  courthouse.  Jim   started 

a   barroom   shooting 

up  the  street,  but  not  more  than  a 

a ffray  was for those 

dozen  steps  separated  them   when 

w i t h i n   to  come 

a sharp  blast  of  gunfire  brought  Kize

pouring  out  to  see  the  grim   tragedy
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through  t o 'it s   finish.  B ut  not  today. 

messenger  boy,  but  grum bling to  him

Jim  made  a m ental  note  of  the  fact. 

self,  he  h urried  off  to  find  the  Coro

Considering  the  hour,  he  knew  the 

ner. 

 M averick was  far  from   deserted.  Men 

Con  Morgan,  the  proprietor  of  the 

came  running  from   a  dozen  other  di

 M averick  H otel  and  bar,   p u s h e d  

rections,  however,  as  Kize  bent  down 

through  the  sw inging  doors.  He  was 

over  the  huddled  form  in  the  dust. 

a tall, black-haired man w ith a cavern

“H e’s  dead!”  they  heard  him  say. 

ous  face,  addicted  to  brocaded  vests 

“Not  a"  tw itch  left  in  him !” 

of  eye-arresting  hues.  Since  he  usual

Cap  W yeth,  the  town  marshal,  was 

ly  went  coatless,  his  weskits  were  reone  of  the  fir s t  to  reach  the  S h eriff’s vealed  in  all  th eir  splendor. 

sidl.  Cap  was  a  round  little  man,  and 

Con  was  not  a  product  of  the  gold 

though  he  had  barely  turned  fifty, 

excitem ent;  he  had  arrived  in  Rock 

the  exertion  of  running  a  block  left 

Creek  the  year  after  the  railroad 

him  panting.  In  the  old  days,  when 

reached  town,  purchased  the  old 

Rock  Creek  was  ju st  a  cow-town,  he 

hotel,  modernized  it  in  many  ways 

had  kept  the  peace  in  a  satisfactory 

and,  in  five  years  between  then  and 

manner,  seldom  being  called  on  for 

now,  established  himself  as  a  solid 

anything  more  serious  than  m arching 

and  popular  citizen. 

an  obstreperous  cowboy  o ff  to  jail. 

W hat  Con  had  hoped  to  win  for 

T hat  more  or  less  placid  existence 

him self  in  Rock  Creek had never  been 

-  had  not  fitted   him  to  cope  w ith  the 

fully  explained.  W hen  questioned 

lawlessness  th at  had  begun  to  run 

about  it,  he  brushed  it  aside  w ith the 

w ild  soon  after  the  strike  at  R ustlers' 

laughing  rejoinder  th at  he  was  fed 

Bend. 

up  w ith  excitem ent  and  ju st  w anted 

Cap  glanced  at  the  dead  man  and 

to  burrow  in  somewhere,  make  a  livfound  he  knew  him  only  by  sight.  He ing  and  “p ut  him self  on  th e  shelf”. 

managed  to  catch  his  breath.  “Dead- 

In   the  beginning,  there  were  some, 

er’n  a  m ackerel!”  He  turned  helpless 

of  cours”,  who  suspected  th at  he  had 

eyes  to  the  Sheriff.  “Yuh  know  who 

had  some  d ifficu lty   w ith  the  law  and 

got  him,  Kize?” 

was  taking  it  easy  until  things  cooled 

Kize  was  seething.  He  had  counted 

off.  They  said  he  was  a  b ird  of  pasheavily  on  the  inform ation  he  besage  and  wouldn’t  rem ain  long.  He lieved  Tom  Yancey  would  be  able  to 

had  proved  them   completely  wrong, 

supply.  To  have  the  man  rubbed  out 

and  so  effectively  th at  Rock  Creek 

in  this fashion was  a b itter  pill.  “You 

would  have  sent  him  to  Legislature, 

saw Jim  and me g it here.” he snapped. 

had  he  consented.  On  the  o ther  hand, 

“W e  was  as  far  away  as  you  when 

he  had  never  been  able  to  make  the 

We  heard  the  shootin’.” 

 M averick  show  a  profit.  A long  w ith  

The  caustic  rebuke  having  silenced 

many  others,  he  had  banked  too 

W yeth,  Kize  swept  the  gathering 

heavily  on  w hat  the  coming  o f  the 

crowd  w ith  frosty  eyes.  Enraged 

railroad  was  to  do  for  the  town. 

though  he  was,  his  cunning  did  not 

A fter  five  years  of  w aiting,  however, 

desert  him.  “Any  of  you  boys  know 

he  was  ready  to  give  up,  w hen  the 

this  m an?”  he  demanded,  indicating 

the  slain  miner.  He  was  in ten t  on 

discovery  of  gold  in  R u tlers’  Bend 

covering  up  his  own  connection  with 

changed  everything  over  nig h t  for 

Yancey. 

him. 

“H is  name’s  Tom  Yancey,”  one  of 

the  crowd  informed  him.  “H e’s  got 

If^ W X 'IZ E ,  I T ’S  a dow nright  shame 

a  claim  in  the  Bend.” 

m m   this  had  to  happen—and  in 

Kize  turned  to  the  Marshal.  “Cap, 

my place.”  Con shook his head  re g re tyou  better  find  Failes  and  g it  his fully. “I t  was a  fool play all around.  I 

perm ission  to  remove  the  body.  W e 

don’t   know what  got  into  Yancey.  H e 

can’t  leave  th is  man  layin’  in  the 

wasn’t   drunk.  I  don’t  know  w hat  he 

road.  I ’ll  be  inside.” 

could  have  been  thinking  of,  draw 

Cap  didn’t  relish  being  reduced  to

ing a  gun  on a man.” 
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“You  saw  th e  whole  th in g ? ”  the 

Con,  th a t’s w hat threw  me.” 

S heriff  demanded. 

M organ  chose  to  le t  it  go  at  that. 

“Certainly I  I  was  standing  rig h t 

Jim   was  content,  to o ;  he  had  draw n 

there.” 

Con  out,  and  th at  had  been  his  p u r

Kize  nodded.  H e  had  Jong  been  on 

pose. 

very frien dly   term s  w ith  M organ  and 

As  for  Chuck  Silvey,  he  was  one  of 

had  always  found  him  to  be a  square- 

many  who  seemed  to  exist  w ithout 

shooter.  “W ho  killed  him,  Con?” 

visible  means  of  support.  T hough  he 

“Chuck  Silvey.  Yancey  didn’t   leave 

always  had  money  to  spend,  th e  only 

him  any  choice  about  i t;   Chuck  shot 

work  he  did  was to  fill  in  occasionalin  self-defense  if  ever  a  man  did. 

ly  for  one  of  the   M averick’s  stud 

You’ll  fin d   half  a  dozen  boys  inside 

dealers.  Kize  and  Jim   had  long  since 

who  saw it.  T hey ’ll  tell  you  the  same. 

singled  him  o ut  fo r  th e ir  special  a t

T here  wasn’t  m uch  of  an  argum ent 

tention,  but  they  had  never  been  able 

betw een  Chuck  and  Yancey.  N ot  a 

to  pin  an y th in g   on  h im ;  they  foldozen  words.  Chuck  and  the  boys lowed  M organ  into  the  barroom. 

were  standing at the bar when Yancey 

Silvey  and  th e  others—eleven  in  all 

lined up w ith them. H is drink was up

—lined  up  against  th e  bar,  tu rned  to 

set,  somehow.  H e  accused  Chuck  of 

face  them.  Tw o  or  three  were  men 

'  doing it.  Chuck called him  a liar. Yanfrom   the  diggings;  the  others  were cey  said  he’d  make  him  eat  it.  The 

fam iliar  saloon  characters  and  in tinex t  th in g   we  knew,  he  whipped  out mates  of  Silvey.  In   the  rear,  at  a  ta : 

a gun. H is intention was plain enough. 

ble,  one  of  Jo h n   W ood’s  Double  Dia

Chuck  beat  him  to  it...C o m e   on  in,” 

mond  punchers  spraw led  in  stupified 

he  urged  “and  question  the  boy3.” 

slumber.  Behind  the  bar,  the  two  bar

“J u s t  a  m inute,  Con,”  Jim   Lord  intenders  gave  up  th eir  feeble  pretense terjected.  H e  had  picked  up  the  gun 

of  polishing  glasses  and  came  to  a tth a t  had  fallen  from   Tom  Yancey's tention.  Kize  walked  up  to  Silvey. 

lifeless  fingers.  “You  say  th is  man 

Jim   stopped  a  few  feet  away,  ready 

drew   first.  H is  gun  hasn’t   been  fired. 

to back up  any  play  th e S h eriff made. 

Strange,  th a t  w ith  a  second  or  two  in 

“I   told  Kize  w hat  happened,”  Con 

his  favor  he  didn’t   squeeze  the  trig volunteered,  “but  I   reckon  he  w ants ger.  How  do  you  explain  it? ” 

to  get it  firs t hand  from  you,  Chuck.” 

Con  caught a vague  note  of  hostili

"Sure,”  Silvey  agreed,  pushing  his 

ty   and  suspicion  behind  the  question 

hat back on his head and revealing his 

and  he  was  quick  to  resent  it.  “I t  

receding  hairline.  “T here  aint  m uch 

ain’t   up  to  me  to  explain  anything. 

to  tell. You was standing alongside  of 

I   was  ju st  tellin g  you  and  Kize  what 

u s;  I   don’t   know  w hat  I   can  add  to 

happened.” 

w hat  you said  and heard.” 

“N aturally,”  Jim   agreed.  “I t   ju st 

He  didn’t   sound  unduly  concerned 

struck  me  th a t  your  friend  Silvey 

over  the  fact  th a t  he  had  ju st  killed 

m ust be aw fully  fast w ith a gun.” 

a man  and m ight find   him self in  seri

A gain  Con  caught  th a t note  of hosous  d iff !cu lty  w ith  th e  law.  W ith tility ,  and  n o t  so  obscure  th is  time. 

consummate 

nonchalance 

he  pro

H e  smiled,  bu t  there  was  no  trace 

ceeded w ith his account  of  the  shootof  m irth   in  his  blue  eyes.  “A ren’t ing,  pausing  now  and  then  to  call  on 

you  being  a  little   careless,  Jim ?”  he 

one or another of  his cronies to verify 

inquired  thinly. 

some  detail.  Alm ost  w ord  for  word 

“In   w hat  w ay?” 

it  was  the  story   Con  M organ  had 

“Confusing  my  custom ers  w ith  my 

told. 

friends.” 

“I  didn’t  mean  to  be  careless,”  was 

Lord’s  soft  b u t  pointed  answer.  “Sil

K IZE PRODDED him with questions.  Jim  said  nothing.  He  was vey  seems  to  spend  m ost  of  his  time 

convinced  th at  they  w eren’t  gettin g 

in   your  place;  if   he  ain’t   in  the  bar, 

the  tru th ;  th at  the  tale  had  been 

you  can  always  find  him  somewhere 

m anufactured;  he  continued  to  watch 

around  the  hotel.  I f   I   made a mistake, 

Silvey  closely.  He  doubted  th a t  the
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man  was  as  shrewd  as  he  appeared. 

know,”  he  observed  pointedly,  “but 

His  pronounced  lower  jaw  was  wide 

th eir  word  don’t  carry  any  w eight  in 

at  the  ears  and  came  down  in  a  bold 

this  town.  I f   Silvey  had  to  depend 

V  to  end  in  a  pointed  chin.  Above  it, 

on  them  to  see  him  out  of  this  jam, 

a  long,  crooked  nose  ran  up  into  a 

he  m ight  not  git  far.  I t ’s  different 

slanting forehead,  the extent of which 

w ith  you,  C on;  if you  say  it  was  self- 

was  accentuated  by  his  balding  head. 

defense,  I  reckon  th a t’s  what  it  will 

I t   gave  him  a  forbidding,  wolfish  be.  If  Longyear  takes  my  advice,  he look. 

won’t  even  try   to  git  an  indictm ent.” 

“Give  him  a  chance?”  Silvey  quer

“If he  listens  to  you  he’ll  save  himied,  in  answer  to  a  question  from self  some  trouble,  I  reckon,”  Con  de

Kize.  “Do  you  th ink   I  was  going  to 

clared,  his  umbrage  apparently  forstand  here  and  let  him  plug  me? 

gotten.  Though  he  had  not  expected 

W hen a crazy fool pulls a gun on you. 

Kize  to  adm it  defeat  so  readily,  he 

a  man’s  got  the  rig h t  to  defend  himdid  not  question  it. 

self.  I  didn’t  upset  his  drink.  And 

I t  was  different  w ith  Jim   L ord;  he 

what  if  I  had?  W as  that  any  reason 

knew  Kize  Farraday  too  well  to  befor  him  to  blow  his  to p ? ” 

lieve  for  a  moment  th at  the  killing 

“You  say  you  didn’t  know  Tom 

of  Tom  Yancey  was  a  closed  account 

Yancey,”  Kize  prodded.  “You  .ihore 

in  the  Sheriff’s  book;  he  was  certain 

about  th at? ” 

th at  old  Kize  had  his  sights  trained 

“Of  crouse  I ’m  sure!  I've  seen  him 

on  something  and  was  moving  toward 

around  town,  or  up  at  the  Bend. 

it  w ith  cunning  indirection. 

T h at’s  all.  I  didn’t  even  know  his 

“W here 

do  I  s t a n d ? ”  Silvey 

name.  .  .You’re barking up  the wrong 

growled.  “You  tak in ’  me  in?” 

tree,  Sheriff,  if  you’re  got  the  idea 

“No,  yo’re  free  to  come  and  go  as 

th at  I  ever  had  any  trouble  w ith  him. 

you please,” Kize  told  him,  “If  I want 

T h at’s  what  gets  m e;  he  didn’t  have 

you,  I ’ll  find  you.”  H e  caught  Jim ’s 

no  grudge  to  settle  w ith  me.” 

eye.  “L e t’s  g it  out  of  here.” 

Kize  realized that he  wasn’t  getting 

Even  as  he  spoke,  W ild  B ill  M ull- 

anyw here;  he  turned  to  Con  Morgan. 

hall  slammed  through  the  swinging 

“H is  story  checks  w ith  yours.  You 

doors  and  strode  up  to  the  bar.  W ith  

ready  to  take  the  stand  and  swear  a  contemptuous  disregard  for  those under  oath  that  th at  was  the  way  it  present,  he  slapped  down a silver  dolwas,  Con?” 

lar  and  struck  the  polished  surface 

Con  shrugged  and  fingered  the  of  the  bar  a  resounding  whack  w ith heavy  gold  watch  chain  that  spanned  his  clenched  fist.  “L et’s  have  it! ”  he his  ornamental  vest.  He  was  wearing  roared. 

a  simple  (fo r  him)  two-toned  purple 

An  expectant  hush  had  fallen  on 

creation,  bedecked  w ith  silver  bu tthe   M averick  w ith  his  coming  and tons,  this  morning.  " I  can  only tell  it 

the  air  was  suddenly  charged  w ith 

the way I   saw it,” he said. “I  wouldn’t  something  electric.  Kize  instantly give  you  one  story  and  a  ju ry   angave  up  any  thought  of  leaving. 

other.” 

W ild  B ill’s  angry  bellow  had 

Kize  nodded  woodenly.  “I figgered  jerked  the bartenders out  of their  moyou  was  prepared  to  go  all  the  w a /  mentary  trance  and  both  leaped  to  do fo r  this  fella.  I  m ight  say  it’s  a  con 

his  bidding.  He  filled  a  glass  to  the 

siderable  favor yo’re doin’  him.  I hope  brim  from  his  favorite  bottle  and he  appreciates  it.” 

dashed  it  off  neatly.  He  seemed  to 

M organs  head  straightened  up ;  he  enjoy  the  silence  he  had  produced. 

regarded  him  coolly  for  a  moment.  W ith  greater  deliberation,  he  downed 

“I  don’t   get  you,”  he  said,  w ith  a 

another  drink.  He  turned,  then,  and 

sharp  note  of  resentment,  “Get  this  w ith elbows cocked on the bar railing, stra ig h t;  I ’m  not  doing  anyone  a  leaned  back  and  fastened  his  round, favor.  T here’s  a  h alf  dozen  men  who  venomous  eyes  on  Morgan,  Chuck saw  it  as  I   did.” 

Silvey  and  the  half  dozen  others  who 

K i z e   nodded,  unperturbed.  “I

travelled  with  Silvey. 
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From   his  sneering,  w ithering  scrufrom   W ild  Bill.  H e  tho ug ht  of  it tiny,  Kize  and  Jim ,  as  well'  as  the 

and  wondered  if  it  explained  why  the 

several  m iners  from  the  Bend,  were 

S h eriff  had  suddenly  changed  his 

d efin itely   excluded.  Con  stood  up 

m ind  about  leaving  the   M averick.  '  

to   them,  but  Silvey  and  his  friends 

By  the  standards  th a t  applied  to 

sh ifted   about  uneasily  under  th eir 

him,  W ild  B ill  was  reasonably  sober, 

dreadful  gaze.  They  were  hard  men, 

but  he  was  violently  aroused  about 

some  of  them   w ith  records  as  long 

som ething  and  his  whole  m anner  was 

as  th eir  arm ;  but  they  were  novices 

m urderous.  W hen  he  gave  his  gun- 

in  violence  and  gunsmoke,  compared 

b elt  a  suspicious  hitch  th a t  brought 

to   th is  man  whose  deeds  had  been 

his  silver-handled  .45  into  easier 

th e  subject  of  awed  discussion  in  evreach,  Jim   was  less  than  surprised  to ery  cow  camp  and  m ining  town  west 

have  old  Kize  say;  “Take  it  easy, 

of the  Rockies  for a  decade  and  more. 

Bill.  I ’m  holdin’  you  to  yore  w ord: 

He  had  been  called  m onster  and 

no  gun-play!” 

fiend  incarnate  by  many,  and  by  oth

T his  forced  admission  th at  there 

ers  a  brave  and  fearless  champion  of 

was  an  understanding  of  a  sort  belaw   and  order.  Those  who  could  not tween  them  explained  as much  to  Con 

condone  the  m ethods  he  used  could 

M organ  and  the  others  as  it  did  to 

n o t  deny  th at  in  his  capacity  of  divi

Jim .  W ild   B ill’s  terrible  eyes  shifted 

sion  agent  for  W ells  Fargo,  he  had 

to  Kize. 

cleaned  up  more  than  one  m ountain 

“This  comes  under  the  headin'  of 

division  th a t  had  been  at  the  mercy 

an  exception,”  he  growled.  I t   was  his 

of  road  agents  and  outlaws  and  made 

proudest  boast  that,  drunk  or  sober, 

them   safe  for  the  passage  of  passenhe  never  broke  his  word.  “I  ju st  saw gers and treasure. H e had  killed tw en

Tom   Yancey  carted  away  in  the  u n ty-nine  men,  Indians  not  included, d ertaker’s  wagon.  Down  in  Leadville 

and  beaten  scores  of  others  into  insome  years  ago,  he  did  me  a  favor.  I sensibility  w ith  his  iron  fists.  I t  was 

got  a  long  memory  for  thing s  like 

now here  of  record  th at  any  man  who 

that.  You  let  me  take  this  m atter  o ff 

had  received  a  beating  at  Bill  Mull- 

your  hands,  K ize;  I ’ll  square  it,  and 

hall’s  hands  had  ever  asked  for  a  secit  won’t  cost  the  C ounty  a  cent.” 

ond helping. 

D rink  had been  his  undoing.  In   his 

“No,”  Kize  declared  adamantly. 

cups,  he  was  a  demon,  and  his  lapses 

“You  ain’t  bigger  than  the  law,  B ill.” 

had  become  so  frequent  th at  the  ex

Cap 

W yeth 

and 

the 

Coroner 

press company was  forced  to  dispense 

stepped  into  the  saloon  at  the  mow ith   his  services,  fifteen  m onths  ago. 

ment.  W h at  th ey   beheld  stopped 

H e   had  dropped  out  of  sight  for  a 

them   in  th eir  tracks.  T hey  stood 

tim e,  but  word  that  gold  was  being 

there,  ignored  by  all. 

found  at  the  grass  roots  in  R ustlers’ 

“Okay,  if  th a t’s  th e  way  you  want 

B end  had  reached  him,  and  had  sudi t! ”  W ild   B ill  rapped.  “B ut,  by denly  appreared  in  Rock  Creek,  w ith 

Gawd,  I ’ll  p u t  some  teeth   in  the 

a  handful  of  his  follow ers  and  caplaw !”  He  swung  around  on  Morgan, tu red   the  freig h t  and  passenger  busi

Chuck  Silvey  and  the  others,  his  eyes 

ness to and from the Bend. 

narrowed  to  slits.  “I  heard  the  talk 

outside.  I  w ant  it  first-h and ;  which 

I F MULLHALL was aware of  De one of you sons cut him down?” 

puty  S heriff  Lord,  he  never  gave 

Con,  who  had  been  quick  w ith  his 

any  sign  of  it.  W hat  business  he  had 

story  to  the  Sheriff,  and  Silvey,  who 

w ith  the  sh e riff’s  office was  conducthad  shown  no  reticence about his  part ed in private w ith  Kize.  One morning, 

in  the  shooting,  were  silent. 

Tim  had  overheard  the  old  man  say., 

“Come  on,  out  w ith  it! ”  M ullhall 

I ’ll  stand  for  a  lot  from  you,  Bill, 

ground  out.  “I  ain ’t  askin’  how  ot 

b u t it wants to  stop  short  of gunfire.” 

w h y ...W h o   got  him ?” 

T o   date,  it  had  stopped  short  of  it. 

“I  did,”  Silvey  confessed,  all  his 

I t   had  led  Jim   to  believed  th at  Kize 

swagger  and  truculence  gone.  “I   had 

had  extracted  some  sort  of  a  pledge

to.drop  him.  He-—” 
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“Shut  u p!”  W ild  B ill  growled.  “I 

Farraday,  the  young  and  comely  edican  figger  out  the  whys  and  where-to r  of  the  Rock  Creek   E nterprise  a 

fors  for  m yself!”  His  gaze  shifted  to 

detailed  account  of  what  had  happen

Morgan.  “You  was  here;  why  didn’t 

ed  at the   Maverick. 

you  stop  it? ” 

“N aturally,”  Iris   agreed.  “I ’ll  get 

“W hy,  Bill  I  didn’t  know  Yancey 

something  from  Dad.  O tis  will  want 

was a  friend  of yours.”  was  the  apoloto  make  a  statement.  I f   I  need  anygetic  answer.  “I—” 

thin g   more,  I  can  get  it  from   Cap 

That  was  as  far  as  he  got.  “W ell, 

W yeth.  H e’s  always  ready  to  talk  if 

you  know  it  now!  And  you  know 

he  can  get  his  name  in  the  paper.” 

where  it  puts  you  w ith  m e!” 

The two of them  were alone in I ris ’ 

The  blood  drained  away  from  Con’s 

private  cubby  hole  in  the   Enterprise 

face,  leaving  it  pasty  and  more  cavoffice.  The  paper  was  doing  well ernous  then  ever.  “If  you’ll  only  lisenough  now  to  w arrant  being  pubten,  Bill—”  he  pleaded.  M ullhall  cut lished  daily.  A ll  over  Nevada,  varihim  off  fiercely.  “I  warned  you  never ous  publications  were  quoting  liberalto  step  on  my  toes!  I t ’s  too  late  to ly  from  its  columns.  H enry  H ustis, 

come  w hinin’  to  m e !” 

the  publisher,  was  m aking  money  for 

His hand whipped down  to  his gun. 

the  first  time  in  years,  and  Iris,  simi- 

Kize  had  anticipated  the  move  and 

arly,  was  finding  herself  a  person  of 

was  ready  for  it.  He  didn’t  draw,  but 

some  importance.  She  was  a  practical 

the  advantage  was  clearly  his.  “For- 

young  woman,  not  given  to  frills. 

git  it,  B ill,”  he  got  out  grimly.  “Don’t 

B ut a plain  shirtw aist and  tweed sk irt 

make  me  kill  you.” 

could  do  more  for  her  than  evening 

Like  two  graven  images,  they  stood 

gowns  and  diamonds  did  for  m any  of 

there  for  a  long  moment,  not  an  eyeher  sex. 

lash  moving. 

“W h at’s  Dad  got  to  say  about  it? ” 

"‘I ’m  damned  if  you  don’t  mean  it,” 

she  inquired. 

W ild   Bill  conceded  finally.  His  hand 

Jim   shook  his  head.  “Nothing,  so 

fell  away  from  his  gun.  “I  got  no 

far.  I  had  ju st  left  him  down  at  the 

quarrel  w ith  you,  you  spunky  little 

office when you  tapped on  the window 

runt.  But  don’t  you  be  surprised  if 

and  called  me  in.  He  told  me  he 

you’re  sorry  one  of  these  days  that 

wanted  to  be  alone  and  thin k  things 

you  stopped  me.  Don’t  let  ’em  tell 

over.  He  was  as  cross  as  a  wounded 

you  Tom  Yancey  busted  here  gunnin’ 

grizzly.” 

for anybody.  They  can’t hand  me  that 

Iris  smiled.  “He  always  is,  when 

hogwash;  he  was  a  peaceable  man. 

he’s  got  something  on  his  m ind.”  She 

He  knew  somethin’;  th at’s  why  he 

paused  to  regard  Jim   w ith  her  dark 

was rubbed  out.  Dead  men  don’t  talk; 

brown,  intelligent  eyes  for  a  moment. 

th at  goes  for  dead  sheriffs,  too. Paste 

“W hat do you make of  it? ” 

th a t  in  your  hat  and  remember  it! ” 

“The  shooting,  you  m ean?” 

“Yes,  for  one  thing.” 

“I  don’t  know,”  Jim   answered 

 s

  j

- x

thoughtfully.  “Silvey’s  story  is  a  lie 

on  the  face  of  it.  B ut  it’s  going  to be 

IM  LORD  observed  hard  to  break  dow n;  M organ  is 

soberly,  “You  realready  to  back  him up,  and  Silvey  had ize  th at  everything  a  bunch  of  his  pals  on  hand  to  swear I ’ve  said  is  off  the 

it  wasn’t  his  fault.  The  whole  thing  

record  and  strictly 

could  have  been  arranged,  and  when 

between  the  two  of 

Yancey  walked  in,  Chuck  was  ready 

us;  you’re  free  to 

for him.” 

say  what  you  please 

“B ut  Con  M organ?”  she  queried. 

about  the  killing  of  “W hy would he be playing  Chuck  Sil

Tom  Yancey,  but  I  vey’s  game?  Is  it  possible  Silvey  has don’t  want  you  to 

got  something on  Con?” 

quote  me.” 

Jim   shook  his  head  again.  “I ’m  not 

H e  had  ju st  finished  giving  Iris

saying  what  I  think.” 
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I ris   trie d   to  araw   him   out  but  got 

change,  compared  to  w hat  he’s  gougnowhere. 

ing  out  of  the  public.” 

“Skip  it,”  he  said.  “I t   sounds  crazy 

“A nd  I  suppose  his  rep utatio n   exeven  to  me.  B u t  it  w ill  keep.  Con  got  plains  why, w ith  robberies being  comaw fully  w hite  around  the  gills  when m itted  rig h t  and  left,  his  stages  are 

W ild   B ill  levelled  off  on  him.” 

never  held up.”  I ris ’ tone was frig id ly  

“B ill  M ullhall,  th a t  exhibitionist!” 

sarcastic. 

she  exclaimed  disparagingly.  “I  wish 

“I  th ink   that  explains  it.  I ’d  say  the 

Con  had  called  his  bluff;  I  wager 

fact  th at  the  stages  are his  is a  p re tty  

M ullhall  would  have  pulled  in  his 

good 

guarantee 

th at 

th ey ’ll 

go 

horns.  You  m ust  adm it  it  was  a  little 

through  unmolested.  Road  agents 

fishy  fo r him, try in g   to  make  an  issue 

have  a  healthy  respect  for  B ill  M ullout  of  his  alleged  friendship  for hall.” 

Yancey.  I ’d  be  surprised  if  he  even 

“You’re  taking  a  lot  for  granted.  I 

knew  the  m a n ...  Don’t  te ll  me  you 

think.”  Iris  declared  disparagingly. “I 

believe  it  was  anything  more  than  a 

don’t  hear  him  threatenin g  to  sue  the 

g randstand  play.” 

 E nterprise  for  libel  fo r  w hat  we’ve 

“O nly  in  the  way  th a t  everything 

said about  him.  I f   I  owned  this  sheet, 

B ill  does  is  fo r  the  grandstand.  He 

I'd   go  even  fu rth e r;  I   miss  my  guess 

likes  an  audience.  B u t  make  no  misif  his  ranch  isn’t  a  nest  of  thieves.” 

take  about  it,  Iris ;  he  was  ready  to 

“T h a t’s  going  p re tty   far,”  Jim  

k ill  M organ  and  Silvey.  I f   they’re 

cautioned.  “I ’ve w atched  th e  place  for 

alive,  th ey   can  thank  your  father.” 

days  at  a  time.  A  tough  bunch  hangs 

. I r i s   refused  to  change  her  stand. 

out  there,  though  I  never  saw  any

“ I t  - was  a  little   early  for  M ullhall 

th in g   to  w arrant  w hat  you’re  saying. 

to  be  in town, w asn’t  it? ”  She  put  the 

You’ve  always  suspected  th e  m an and 

loaded  question  w ith  acid  sweetness. 

accused  him  of  everything  th a t’s  hap

“Unless he’s been in all n ig h t, drunker 

pened,  b u t  I   never  saw  you  get 

th an   a  P iute,  he  never  comes  in  from  worked  up  like  this.  W h a t’s  the reason  for  it? ” 

th e  ranch  before  no o n . . .   H e  got  in 

for  th is  little   affair,  d idn’t  he?” 

“You’ve  got  him  all  wrong  for 

I RIS  HESITATED  for  a moment. 

W hen  she  spoke,  her  soberness 

once,” Jim  argued. 

pulled  him  up  sharply.  “I t's   because 

H e  had  more  to  say  and  the  more 

I ’m  afraid—terrib ly   afraid—for  Dad, 

h e insisted the more irked she became. 

H e’s  old,  Jim —older  than  he  realizes. 

“You’re  g e ttin g   to  be  as  bad  as  Dad,” 

H e’s  always  been  able  to  take  care  of 

she  com plained  petulantly.  “L et  him 

himself,  no m atter  w hat  came  up.  He 

get  an  idea  into  his  head  and  it’s  imthinks  he  can  go  on  doing  it  forever. 

possible  to  reason  w ith  him.  W ith  

You know he can’t ;  and so do I. W hen 

lawlessness  run ning   wild,  w ill  you 

you tell me how B ill  M ullhall w arned 

te ll  me  why  n eith er  one  of  you  will 

him  this  m orning  th a t  dead  sheriffs 

adm it  for  a  moment  th at  the  most 

don’t  talk,  I  felt  my  heart  miss  a 

lawless  man  in  the  community  may 

b e a t...  The  man  had  som ething  debe  responsible?  I  know  M ullhall finite  in mind,  J im ;  I  can  believe th a t 

charges outrageous  rates,  but  he  pays 

p art  of  it.  O therw ise,  w hy  w ould  he 

no  attention   to  his  b u sin ess;  yet  he’s 

have  said  i t ? . ..  H as  Dad  found  some 

alw ays  rolling  in  money.  Don’t  the 

evidence  against  M ullhall?” 

two  of you  ever  ask  yourselves  where 

Jim   pushed  his  chair  back  from   the 

it  comes  from ?” 

desk  and  gazed  at  her  in  reproving, 

Jim   grinned,  thinking  how  truly 

tight-lipped  silence.  “Now  you  listen 

she  was  a  chip  off  the  old  block.  “W e 

to  me,  Iris,  and  get  th is  straig h t,”  he 

sure  have,”  he  said,  “B ill’s  run 

said  flatly.  “You’re  w orrying yourself 

out 

all 

his 

competition. 

I f  

he 

needlessly.  I   grant  you  th a t  M ullhall 

never  drew   a  sober  breath  from  one 

could  give  us  the  answers  to  a  lo t  of 

week  to  the  next,  his  reputation 

th in g s  if  he  chose;  but  when  he 

would  keep  the  business  going.  T he 

handed  out  th at  w arning,  he  wasn’t  

money  he  throw s  away  is  only  loose

w arning  Kize  against him self; he was
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tip p in g  him 'off against someone else.” 

threatened  th at  cu tthroat  crowd  w ith 

H e  saw  her  cheeks  blanch  and realexposure because of some stupid move ized  too  late  th a t  he  had  unw ittingly 

Chuck  Silvey  had  made  he  would,  inconfirmed 

her  fears.  “I  thought 

deed,  have  been  shot  down  and  his 

I  

could 

smoke 

you 

o u tl” 

she  m outh  closed  as  effectively  as  Yancried.  “T ellin g  me  I  am  w orrying  cey’s  was.” 

m yself  n e e d le s s ly !.,.  Jim —who  is 

T hough  Jim   Lord  had  a  deep  reit?  Name  him !” 

spect  for  her  wisdom  and  insig ht  and 

“P lease!”  he  protested  w ith  a  vefound  the  ideas  she  was  expressing hemence  not  usually  associated  w ith 

paralleling  his  own  in  some  respects, 

him. “Do you th in k  I ’d be sittin g  here, 

he  had  no  intention  of  adm itting  it 

doing  nothing,  if  I  knew?  You’ve  aland  fu rth e r  alarm ing  Iris.  Instead,  he ways  agreed w ith  your  fath er  and  me 

smiled  and  pretended  not  to  be  imth a t  we’re  up  against  an  organized pressed. 

gang.  T h at  may  mean  a  dozen  men, 

“T hey’re  desperate  men,  Jim ,”  she 

or more.  Chuck  Silvey  may  be  one  of 

w ent  on.  “They  wouldn’t  hesitate  a 

them.  Chances  are  he  is.  B u t  we  can’t 

moment  about  killin g  one  of  th eir 

be  sure  even  about  him ;  we’re  still 

own  crowd  to  protect  th em selv es.. . 

in the  dark.  I f   things  had  worked  out 

Don’t  treat  w hat  I ’m  saying  as  so 

our  way,  we’d  have  had  a  line  on  one 

much  nonsense!  I t ’s  tru e , .horribly 

or two  of them  today or tomorrow. No 

true!  I t ’s  you  and  Dad  I ’m  thinking 

chance  of  it  now.” 

about.  T h ey’ll  have  even  less  com

H er  keen  sense  of  in tu itio n   was 

punction  about  killin g  you,  once  they 

more  than  equal to the  occasion.  “You 

see  th at  you’re  closing  in  on  them. 

mean  Tom   Yancey—you  were  count

You  can’t  deny  it,  can you?” 

ing  on  him   to  supply  some  inform a

“No,”  he  acknowledged  grudgingly. 

tion!” 

“T h ere’s  very  likely  to  be  some  gun- 

Jim   pulled  down  the  corners  of  his 

smoke  in  th is  for  us  before  we  get  to 

mouth.  “You’ll  have  to   supply  your 

the  end  of  it.  B u t  as  you’ve  so  often 

own  answer  to  th at,”  he  m uttered, 

heard  Kize  say;  th a t  goes  w ith  th e 

gettin g  to  his  feet.  “I ’ve  said  all  I 

job.  W e’re  not rushing  in blindfolded 

intend to say.” 

and  taking  unnecessary  chances.  I ’ve 

“Don’t  be  cross  w ith  me,  Jim ,”  she 

told  you  again  and  again.” 

begged.  She  caught  his  hand  as  she 

“I  know,”  she  m urmered,  try in g   to 

got  up.  “I ’m  beginning  to  understand 

hold  her  voice  steady,  “but  I ’m  getwhat  happened  th is  m orning.  T h at  ting  so  that  I  sit  here,  afraid  to  look outlaw  gang  knew  Yancey  had  some 

up  when  someone  dashes  in—afraid 

evidence  against  Silvey  and  he  was 

of  the  news  they  may  be  bringing 

ordered  to  k ill  the  man  before  he 

me.” 

could  talk.” 

H is  arm  w ent  around  her  and  h* 

Jim   shrugged  and  pretended  not  to 

drew  her  close  for  a  moment.  “Keep 

be  interested.  “Your  guess  is  as  good 

your  chin  up,  I r i s ;  you’re  our  anchor. 

as  m ine;  but  where  would  B ill  Mull- 

W e need you.  I understand H ustis has 

hall  fit  into  th a t? ” 

been  saying th a t it  took the vigilantes 

Iris   b it  her  lip.  She  had  no  answer 

to  clean  up  V irginia  City  and  A lder 

ready  but  it  took  h er  only  a  moment 

Gulch,  and  th a t’s  w hat  we  need  here. 

to   find  one.  “I  can  th in k   of  several 

I   know  he  owns  the  paper.  W h a t  he 

explanations,”  said  she.  “By  injecting 

says  privately  won’t  cu t  m uch  ice. 

him self  into  the  affair,  he  confused 

B ut  you  see  to  it  th at  the   E nterprise 

things  in your m ind and Dad’s.  Maybe 

doesn’t  sta rt  any  campaign  fo r  a  vigth a t  was  the  p u r p o s e ...  More  likely ilance  committee.  I t   would  be  ju st 

he was there to make sure th a t Yancey 

the  same  as  stabbing  Kize  in  th« 

hadn’t   had  a  chance  to  disclose  his 

b a c k ...  You  understand,  don’t   you, 

incrim inating  evidence  before  he  was 

Iris ? ” 

cut  down.  I   haven’t   th e  slig h test  idea 

“O f  course.  Promise  me  you’ll  stay 

w hat  th a t  evidence  am ounted  to,  but 

close  to  him,  J i m . . . . I   don’t  have  to 

I ’m  sure  if  th ere  was  a  leak  th at

tell  you  to  be  careful  for  yourself4
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You know w hat you mean to me.”  She 

changed  the  subject  abruptly.  “Have 

pulled  his  head  down  and  kissed  him. 

you  got  the  hides  for  th is  beef?” 

“C ertainly!”  D orn  drew   him self  up 

ONLY  THE  young  woman  who  stiffly.  “Damm  it,  man,  you  ain’t looked  a fte r  the  subscription 

questioning m y honesty, be  you?” 

list  and  the  w ant ads  was  in  the  outer 

“W e’re  not  takin g  an ything  for 

office.  She  had  a  smile  for  Jim   as  he 

granted, 

H en ry ; 

everybody 

gets 

passed. 

From   the 

steps  of  the 

treated  alike.  I f  you’ve  got  the  hides, 

 E nterprise  office,  he  glanced  up  and 

I  w ant  to  see  them. 

down the main street.  On the sidewalk 

“W ell,  I'll  be 

dam ned!”  Dorn 

in  fro n t  of  the   M averick  several  men 

snorted  angrily.  “D irector  of  the 

were  gathered.  One  of  them  pointed 

bank,  a county  commissioner,  running 

to  the  spot  where  Tom  Yancey  had 

cattle  on  th is  range  ever  since  it  was 

dropped.  Obviously they were discuss

Indian  country,  and  you  call  me  to 

ing  the  shooting.  A  few  doors beyond 

acco u n t!  Come w ith m e !  I ’ll show you 

the  saloon  a  ranch  wagon  stood at  the 

the  hides!” 

hitch-rack.  Halves  of  dressed  beef 

H e  storm ed  into  the  Nevada  M arwere  being  carried  into  the  Nevada ket  and  led th e  way  to the  back  room. 

M arket,  the  tow n’s  leading  butcher 

“T here’s  your  hides!”  he  rapped. 

shop. 

“You  take  a  damned  good  look  at 

On  approaching  the  wagon,  the  two 

cm ! 

m en who were  handling the  beef came 

“I ’ll  be  glad  to,”  said  Jim ,  not  a  bit 

out  of  the  shop.  He  recognized  them  

intim idated  by  H enry ’s  bluster. 

fo r  two  of  H enry  D orn’s  ranch  crew. 

H e  examined  the  brands  carefully 

H e  was  about  to  speak  to  them, when 

and  counted  th e  hides  several  tim es, 

a man hailed him from  the  door of the 

m aking  sure  th a t  the  num ber  tallied 

m arket.  I t  was  H enry,  himself.  He 

w ith  the  carcasses  hanging  on  the 

was  one  of  the  County  Commisrack.  T his  was  hardly  necessary,  but, sioners,  serving  his  fou rth   term,  and 

he had th e owner of th e  Box  D on th e 

generally  regarded  as  the  w ealthiest 

hook  too, and he found a keen, though 

stockman  in  the  district. 

necessarily  concealed,  satisfaction  in 

“M ornin’,  Jim ,”  said  H enry.  His 

prolonging  the  m an’s  agony. 

greeting  was  not  unfriendly  b u t  it 

"E very th in g  seems  to  be  in  order,” 

lacked  its  usual  warmth.  Lord  had 

he  announced  finally,  his  tone  as  inbeen  one  of  H enry  D orn’s  Box  D 

nocent  as  a  babe’s.  “I ’m  sorry  you’ve 

rid ers  for three  years  and  had  had  his 

been  annoyed,  H enry.  I   can’t  un d ersupport  in  getting   his  present  apstand your  a ttitu d e ;  you  know  stock’s pointm ent  as  paid  deputy  sheriff. 

being rustled, butchered  and the  m eat 

“M orning,” Jim  returned. “I  figured 

sold  rig h t  here  in  town.  I f   we  check 

you were  too busy  to  be  in town  bosson  everything th at comes in, we ought ing  the  delivery  of  a  wagonload  of 

to  be  able  to  get  a  line  on  who’s 

beef.” 

selling  the  rustled  stuff.  D idn’t  you 

“ I  had  to  come  in  for  the  special 

vote  for the  ordinance m aking it m anm eeting this afternoon. I ju st  dropped datory  for  anyone  w ith  dressed  beef 

into the m arket to  collect some money 

in  his  possession  to  produce  the  hide 

th a t  was  o w in g ...  A nother  killing 

on  dem and?” 

th is  morning.  R ight  in  town  this 

“I  d id !”  H enry  adm itted  hotly. 

tim e.”  He  shook his head  over  the de

“N othing wrong  w ith  the principle  of 

plorable  fact.  “T hings  seem  to  be 

it  if  you  use  some  sense  in  applying 

going from  bad to worse.” 

the  law.”  R ealizing  th at his bellowing 

“T hey’re  not  g ettin g   any  better,” 

had  begun  to  a ttrac t  atten tio n   out  in 

Jim   conceded.  “You  commissioners 

front.  He  was  no  less  indignant.  “You 

are  not  helping  m atters  by  calling  a 

and  Kize  know  damn well  I  don’t deal 

special  m eeting  and  panning  the 

in  rustled  beef.” 

Sheriff.  O ur  lawless  elem ent  will 

Jim   shrugged 

w ith 

m addening 

sure  get  a  bang  out  of  th at.”  He 

equanimity.  “Somebody’s  dealing  in 

didn’t  propose  to  be  p ut  on  the  deit,  H enry—and  no  fly-by-night  outfit, fensive,  and  w ith  th at  in  mind,  he

either.  I f   you  w ant  to  do  som ething
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helpful,  tighten  up  the  ordinance; 

want  them  to  pull  Kize  down.” 

make  it  impossible  for  the  crooks  to 

The  board  was  composed  of  four 

switch  hides  on  us.  I  believe  th ey ’re 

members,  three  of  them  stockmen  and 

doing it.  Forbid the  sale  of a beef carthe  fourth,  Amos  H ardesty,  the  precass  unless  it  has  the  hair  on.” 

sident  of  Rock  Creek’s  only  bank. 

“T hat’s  impossible,”  Dorn  declared 

H ardesty  usually sided w ith  Dorn.  He 

promptly.  “I t  wouldn’t  w ork;  some 

chanced to step  out of the bank as Jim  

of  the  eating  places  couldn’t  use  a 

was  passing.  They  spoke  briefly. 

whole beef  at  a  time.  The  meat  would 

“A nother  unfortunate  incident  this 

spoil.” 

m orning,”  the  banker  observed.  He 

“L et  them  buy  their  stuff  from  the 

was  a  stoop-shouldered,  harried-look- 

markets.  I t   may  cost  them   a  penny  or 

ing man whose  health had been failing 

two a pound more, but  they  can afford 

for  years.  “I  was  glad  to  hear  that 

it,  w ith  the  prices  they’re  getting  for 

Kize  made  Bill  M ullhall  back  down; 

a  meal.  You  can’t  set  down  to  a  steak 

th a t’s  something  to  commend,  at 

in  this  town  for  less  than  six  bits.” 

least.” 

Jim   glanced  at  his  watch,  though 

“I  wouldn’t  say  he  made  him  back 

he  was  not  particularly  interested  in 

down,  Mr.  H ardesty,”  Jim   returned. 

the  time  of  day.  W hat  he  was  really 

“B ut  he  stood  up  to  W ild  Bill  and 

doing  was  try ing   to  decide  w hether 

told  him  where  he  headed  in.  I 

it  would  be  w orthw hile  to  give  the 

haven’t  seen  anybody  else  stand  up  to 

Commissioner  another broadside. 

him.  Perhaps  th a t’s  because  I  don’t 

“I'll  have  to  be  moving  along,”  he 

get  around  as  much  as  some  of  you 

said  casually.  “I ’ll  see  you  this  a fte r

County  Commissioners.  Maybe  you’ve 

noon.  I  know  what  you’ll  have  to  say 

seen  someone that  I m issed.” 

will be to the point. You’re a  fair  man, 

H ardesty  got  the  dig  and  made  a 

Henry,  and  hard-headed,  to o ;  nobody 

long  face.  “Possibly,”  he  said  in  a  seever  found  anything  soft  under  your pulchral  voice.  “I,  for  one  have  never 

hat.  I  don’t  have  to  tell  you  that  the 

asked  the  impossible  of  Kize.  I  know 

board  won’t  be  fooling  anyone,  not 

these  are  try in g   times.  The  public 

even  itself,  if  it  tries  to  pass  the  buck 

has  been  very  patient  with  the  Sherand  shove  all  the  responsibility  for iff,  v ery!” 

present  conditions  on  Kize.  The 

W ith   a  curt  good  morning,  he  conboard’s  got  to shoulder  some  of  it and back  him  up.  You’ll  hear  from  the 

tinued  on  his  way. 

public  if  you  don’t . . .   Of  course, 

“Old  money-bags  would  like  to  lift 

th a t  doesn’t apply to  you,  H e n ry ;  you 

Kize’s  scalp  if  he  had  the  nerve,” 

can  be reelected  as often as you want. 

thought  Jim.  “Stick  a  knife  into  him 

B ut some  of the  other members didn’t 

and  I ’ll  bet  you’d  get  ice-w ater!” 

have  any votes  to  spare,  last  election. 

Not  too  many  years  back,  the  bank 

You  m ight  rem ind  ’em  of  that.” 

had  been  in  the  process  of  being  held 

up;  Kize  had  foiled  the  robbery  and 

saved  the  day  for  Amos  H ardesty. 

Some  things  were  quickly  forgotten, 

Jim  told himself. 

j  

 r   IM  SA ILED   out  of 

He  glanced  through  windows  as  he 

 J 

I I   the  Nevada  M arket 

went  by  the  hotel.  Some  of  the  regu

| 

I  I  w ithout  waiting  for 

lars,  who  spent  most  of  their  time  in 

w   I  I  Dorn  to  give  him an 

the  lobby,  were  on  hand.  He  failed  to 

\V jr  J   answer. 

“I 

don’t  catch  sight  of  Con  Morgan  or  Chuck 

know whether I lit a 

Silvey. 

fire  under  him  or 

Cutting diagonally across  the  street 

not,”  he  mused,  as 

at  the  court-house  corner,  he  was 

he  went 

up 

the 

hailed  by  a  horseman  who  pulled  his 

street.  “I  wouldn’t  bronc  to  a  slithering  stop.  “H i  Jim !” 

mind  too  much  if 

the  grinning  rider  yelped.  H e  was  a 

th at  bunch  asked 

freckled  redhaired  man  w ith  a  pair 

me  to  turn  in  my  badge,  but  I  don’t

of  baby  blue  eyes  set  in  a  face  th at
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was  both  hum orous  and  reckless. 

th a t  m yself,”  he  m uttered  as  he  filled 

"H i,  O ats!”  Lord  returned.  H ere 

his pipe. W ith o u t w arning, he  popped 

was  an  old  friend  and  he  was  glad  to 

a  question  at  Lord.  “W h at’s  your 

see  him.  “How’s  everything  on  Cabin 

slan t?” 

Creek?” 

“T here’s  som ething  between  them  

“Couldn’t  be  better!  Cows  eatin’ 

and  W ild  B ill  knows  what*  it  is. 

and  drin k in ’  and  beg ettin ’! . . .   Say, 

Struck me  they  were  alm ost  as  afraid  

has Kize done anyth in ’ about me y et?” 

of  w hat  he  m ight  say  as  th ey   w ere 

“I t ’s  coming  up  this  afternoon, 

of  his  guns.  E ith e r  Silvey  and  his 

O ats;  he’s  p u ttin g   it  up  to  the  Compals  have  turned  up  som ething  and missioners.  You  going  to  be  around 

are  p u ttin g   the  screws  on  M organ,  or 

town  the  rest  of  the  day?” 

—and  I  don’t  like  to  say th is—it’s  the 

“Yeh. T he  Boss sent me  in  for  some 

other  way  around  and  he’s  giving  the 

things.” 

orders  to  them .” 

“Fine,”  said  Jim .  “Be  on  your  good 

T he  Sheriff  puffed  his  pipe  gravebehaviour.  No  elbow-bending,  underly  and  was  slow  to  answer.  “I  wonstand?” 

der,”  he mused  aloud.  “Comes  hard  to 

“Shore!  I  w ant  th at  job,  Jim .” 

suspect  a  man  you’ve  had  faith  in  for 

“You  drop  around  to  the  office  and 

years.  Con’s  got  brains.  Chuck  Silvey 

see  Kize  a fte r  the  m eeting,”  he  was 

is  ju st  a  low-grade  crqok;  he  couldn t  

advised. 

be  head  man  of  anythin’.  W e  better 

go  slow  and  not  leap  to  any  conclu

KIZE HAD HIS feet on his desk  sions. Mebbe they’ve jest got togethand  was  tipped  far  back  in  his er  on  the  gam blin’  business;  th at 

chair,  still  m editating  on  the  events 

could  be  the  deal.” 

of  the  m orning,  when  Jim   walked  in. 

Jim   shook  his  head.  “You  don’t  be

“You  got  things  figured  out?’  Jim  

lieve  that,  Kize.  You  know  it’s  biginquired, 

ger than  th a t;  Tom  Yancey  had  noth

“J e s t  about.”  Kize  took  down  his 

ing  to  do  w ith  the  gam bling  racket.” 

feet  and  straightened  up.  “W here 

Kize  nodded  grimly.  “T h a t’s  true. 

you  been?” 

W e  th in k   we  know  w hy  he  was 

“I  ran  into  D orn  and  needled  him 

knocked  off,  bu t  we  can’t  be  shore.” 

up  a  bitt” 

“W e  can  be  sure  of  some  other 

things,”  Lord  persisted.  “Con  M organ 

Kize  forgot  his  cares  long  enough 

had  owned  the B ar  66  spread  for  two 

to  chuckle  over  w hat  Jim   had  to  say. 

or  three  years.  H e  uses  a  lot  of  beef. 

“W hen  he  was  listin ’  his  accomplish

I   don’t   know  w hether  th at  explains 

ments,  didn’t   th a t  psalm -singin’  Bapan y th in g  or  not  but  i t ’s  w orth  looktis t  say  anythin’  about  bein’  a  deacon ing  into.” 

of  th e  church?”  Kize  queried. 

“I t  is,”  the  old  man  agreed.  He  got 

“No,  he  was  too  mad.” 

up  and  began pacing  th e  floor  of  the 

The 

old 

man  laughed. 

“Hank 

little   room,  hands  clasped  behind  his 

D orn’s  all  right.  I ’ve  got  worse 

back.  “My  ace  didn’t  stand  up,  but 

friends.  If  he  supports  me,  I   don't 

we’ve  been  dealt  some  cards.  Mebbe 

care  w hat  the  other  members  of  the 

some  high  cards.  W e’ll  see—we’ll 

board  have  to  say.  H ank can  back  ’em 

s e e ...  O tis  was  in  here  a  bit  ago,  all 

into  a  fence  corner  if he  gits his dan hot  and  bothered.  I ’m  afraid  I  wasn’t der  u p . . .   You  seen  Iris ? ” 

much  help  to  him ;  I  referred   him   to 

“Yes.  She  called  me  in  for  a  few 

Cap.  I  think  we'll  be  better  off  if  we 

m inutes.” 

let  this  k illin’  go  down  as  self-de

Kize  gave  him  a  sharp  glance. 

fense.  W e’ll  always  have  tim e  to 

“W hat’d  you  tell  h er?” 

change  our  mind.  You  can’t  catch  big 

“N othing  th at  she  couldn’t  have 

fish,  Jim ,  if  yo’re  satisfied  to  go  after 

got  from   someone  else.  Funny,  her 

minnows.” 

slant  on  Con;  she  thinks  Silvey’s  got 

som ething  on  M organ.” 

“Does  she?”  Kize  picked  up  his  to

THEIR DISCUSSION dragged on 

for  half  an  hour  or  more,  when 

bacco  pouch,  “I ’m  w onderin’  about

the door opened suddenly and a color
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less  little  man  popped  in  and  immesaloons  in  the  hopes  of  locatin’ 

diately  closed  the  door  behind  him. 

h i m. . .   You  follow  m e?” 

His  rough  garb  and  heavy  boots 

“Good  gravy,  yes!”  Kize  snapped. 

identified  him  as  one  of  the  small 

“Keep  on  talkin ’!” 

arm y of miners w orking the  gravel  in 

“Tom  was  a  m ite  nervous;  he  fig- 

R ustlers’  Bend.  Furtherm ore,  Kize 

gered  it  m ight  have  got  back  to  cerand  Jim  recognized  him  as  one  of  the tain  parties  that  he’d  been  seen  talk several  men  in  from  the  diggings in’  to  you.  He  asked  me  if  I ’d  mind 

they  had  seen  in  the   M averick  th at 

tag g in’  along  a fte r  him.  He  was to  go 

morning. 

into  a  bar  first  and  I  was  to  stroll  in 

The  visitor  appeared  nervous,  even 

a  few  seconds  later.  I  wasn’t   to  mix 

frightened.  Since  he  had  not  passed 

up  in  any  trouble  he  m ight  walk  into 

the window, which he would have had 

nor  even  let  on  I  knew  him.  W hat he 

to  do  had  he  reached  the  office  by 

w anted  to  be  sure  of  was  th a t  if  he 

coming  up  the  widewalk  from   the 

recognized  one  of  those  birds  he 

main  street,  they  knew  he  had  arcould  tip   me  off and  I  could  git word rived  by  way  of  the  back  lots. 

back  to  you,  no  m atter  w hat  happen

"W al,”  Kize  questioned,  “w hat  can 

ed  to  h i m . ..   W al,  th a t’s  the  way  we 

I  do  for  you?” 

worked  it.  W e’d  been  in  and  out  of 

“My  name  is  Ike  Burch,”  the 

four,  five  places  before  we  walked 

stranger  answered, shying  away  from 

into  the   M averick.   W hen  Tom  came 

the  window.  “I   w ant  to  talk  to  you, 

face  to  face  w ith  Chuck  Silvey,  he 

Sheriff,  and  I   don’t  w ant  no  one  to 

pushed his  hat back  on his head.  T hat 

see  me  in  here.  I f   th at  bunch  finds 

was  the  signal  th at  he’d  found  his 

out that  I been confabin’ w ith you  I ’ll 

man.  W h at—” 

g it  the  same  dose  they  handed  Tom 

“Hold up  a m inute I”  Kize  in te rru p 

. . .   You  got  some place where  we  can 

ted.  His  old  eyes  were  pinpoints  of 

talk  private?” 

excitem ent.  “You  shore  you  got  the 

"T here’s  jest  this  office  and  the 

signal  straig h t?” 

cells  in th e rear,”  Kize  told him.  T his 

“Course  I'm   sure!”  B urch declared. 

man  B urch  had  said  enough  already 

“Tom  turned  to  me  after  he  gave  it, 

to  arouse  the  keenest  sort  of  interest 

to make  sure  I ’d  got  it.  I  nodded  th at 

and  speculation  in  th e  Sheriff  and 

I  had.” 

Jim .  “T here’s  a  passageway  leads 

Kize  Farraday was hard  put to  conthrou gh  th a t  door  to  the  cell  block. 

tain  himself.  He  slapped  his  w eather

I f   anyone  comes,  you  can  step  in 

beaten  hat  on the  desk and  his smothth ere  till  th ey ’re  gone.” 

ered  whoop  of  satisfaction  almost 

B urch  indicated  the  outer  door 

choked  him.  “W e’re  g ittin ’  a  break 

w ith  a  je rk   of  his  head.  “You  mind 

at  last!”  he  crowed.  “A nd  w hat  a 

lockin'  it? ” 

break,  J i m f . . .   So  Silvey  was  one  of 

"H ellsfire, we  ain’t  had  a key  for  it 

the  pair  th at  knocked  o ff  J e ff  Forain  years.  Jim —pull  yore  chair  up  in ker 1”  He  rubbed  his  hands  together 

fro n t  of  the  door  and  sit  there.  You 

in  unholy  glee,  looking  more  like  a 

take  th is  seat alongside m y desk, m isfierce,  implacable old  eagle  than  ever. 

ter,  and  le t’s  hear  w hat  you  got  to  “Ike,  you  don’t  know what th is means say.” 

to  us.  I  swear  to  you  Tom  Yancey 

“Tom   Yancey  and  me  was  friends, 

will be  avenged,  and many  tim es  over 

and  long  before  we  saw  R ustlers’ 

before  we’re  th ro u g h ...  Did  Tom 

B end,”  Burch  began.  “I  bumped  into 

draw  on  him ?” 

him  by  accident  this  m ornin’.  He  told 

“He  didn’t  have  a  chance  to  draw. 

me  w hat  he  was  doin’  in town.  I t  was 

Them  wolves  was  w aitin’  for  him. 

the  first  I ’d  heard  about  him  seein’  a 

W hen  his  drink  came,  Silvey  upset it 

couple  of  fellas  leave  the  Bend  th at 

and  shot  him  down  before  you  could 

m ornin’ w ith  J e ff   Foraker.  Toni  said 

say  Jack  Robinson.  Tom  staggered 

he’d  promised  you  he’d  try   to  spot 

back.  He  was  halfway to  the  door  beat  least  one  of  those  gents,  and  he fore  he  got his  gun out of  the  holster. 

was  goin’  to  make  the  rounds  of  the

He  tried  to  get  it  up  but  he was  too
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far  gone  to  do  an y th in ’.  I t   happened 

and  my  te n t;  I'm   g ittin ’  outa  th is 

so  quick  I  w ouldn’t   have  seen  it  if  I 

country.  I f   you  w ant  to  call  in  a 

hadn’t   been  lookin’  for  som ething 

shorthand  w riter,  I ’ll  make  a  state-* 

like  that.” 

m ent  and  sign  it,  but  I  ain’t  stic k in ’ 

“W here  was  Con  M organ?”  Jim  

around  here  to  g it  knocked  o ff.” 

spoke  up. 

Jim   expected  the  old  man  to  voice 

“H e  was  there,  alongside  Silvey. 

instant  objection  to  such  a  program . 

He  purtended  to  be  aw ful  shocked. 

Instead,  Kize  said:  “T h ere’s  some

B ut  he  didn’t fool m e;  he  knew it was 

th in ’  to  that.  T he  only  shore  way  I 

cornin’.’

could  protect  you  would  be  to  lock 

“You’re  statin g   an  opinion  now,” 

you  up,  and  th a t  w ould  be  good  only 

Jim   remarked.  “W hat  you  thought 

so  l o n g .. .W h ere  you  aim in’  to  head 

about  it  won’t  be  adm itted  as  evif or?” 

dence.  Did  you  see  M organ  do  or 

“Reno.  I ’ll  give  you  an  address 

hear  him  say  anything  th at  indicated 

where you  can  keep  in  touch  w ith me. 

he  was  a  party  to  w hat  happened?” 

I ’ll  come  back  when  you  can  guarantee  me  it’ll  be  safe.  I t ’s  less  than BURCH THOUGHT it over for a  three  hours  till  the  afternoon  train moment  or  two.  “No,”  he  adm itpulls  out  for  the  south.  I ’ll  ask you  to ted,  “I  don’t  know  as  I  did.  I  reckon 

look  out  fo r me  till  she  goes.” 

it’s w hat  he  didn’t do  th at  damns him. 

W hen  a  man  whips  out  a  gun  beside 

“ W e’ll  do  th at,”  Kize  agreed.  “Jim  

you, you jum p back and  try   to  g it  out 

—you  take  down  his  statem ent  in 

of  th e  way.  M organ  never  moved  a 

longhand.  W hen  you  g it  done,  go 

finger.  He  didn’t  even  look  su raround  to  the  barn  and  hitch   the prised.” 

bays  to  a  buggy.  B ring  some  sand

“T h at’s  evidence,”  Kize  said.  “I t 

wiches  back  w ith  you—enough  for 

ain’t  conclusive,  but  it’s  admissable. 

the  two  of  you.  I ’m  goin’  to  have  you 

M organ may be  able  to explain  it.  B ut 

drive  Ike  down  to  M cCardlesville.  H e 

le t’s  go  back  to  the  beginnin’. . .   Did 

can  catch  th e  train   there.  You  stick 

Yancey  say  an y th in ’  to  you  about 

close  to  him  till  the  tra in ’s  m ovin’.” 

B ill  M ullhall?” 

“N ot  this  m ornin’.  B ut  he  knew 

r

S

r

W ild   Bill.  M ullhall  may  be  a  dia- 

mond-back  ra ttle r  w ith  some,* but  he 

H E   A F T E R N O O N  

didn’t  have  a  finger  in  this  frame- 

was  gone  by  the 

up.” 

time  D eputy  Sher

Though  Ike  B urch’s  story  was 

iff  Lord  got back  *o 

priceless beyond  words,  and  Kize  had 

Rock 

Creek.  The 

little   reason  to  doubt  it  was  true,  he 

southbound  t r a i n  

was  not  sa tisfie d ;  he  had  to  be  sure. 

had  not  left  town 

W ith   th at  in  mind,  he  led  the  man 

u n til  an  hour  after 

over  it,  back  and  forth  half  a  dozen 

i t s  scheduled  detimes,  deliberately  try in g   to  confuse parture,  emergency 

him  and  break  it  down.  T ry   as  he 

repairs  on  the  locowould,  and  he  had  Jim ’s  help,  he motive  (a  leaking 

could  neither  develop  any  discrepansteam  chest,  this  time,  which  had  to cies  nor  catch  B urch  in  any  contrabe  repacked)  the  reason.  Jim   had  p u t dictions. 

Ike  Burch  safely  aboard  the  train   at 

“T hat  settles  it,”  he  declared  at 

M cCardlesville  and  begun  the  long 

last;  “you  know  what  yo’re  talkin ’ 

drive  back  north  at  once. 

about.  I  want  you  to  go  back  to  the 

Though  Jim   retu rned  to  town  anx

Bend  and  keep  away  from  me  till  I 

ious  to  learn  how  Kize had fared  with 

need  you.” 

the  County  Commissioners,  he  had 

“Oh,  n o !”  B urch  demurred.  “I  ain’t 

another  m atter  on  his  mind  of  equal 

goin’  back  to  the  Bend!  I  sold  my 

importance.  Though  he  understood 

claim  an  hour  ago  to  Mike  B rophy;  I 

the  old  man’s  m otive  in  helping 

ain ’t  even  goin’  up  to  git  my  tools

Burch  flee  the  country,  and  was  in
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full  accord  w ith  it,  he  could  not 

and  incrim inating  th at  he  didn’t  feel 

blink  the  fact  that  Kize  had  again 

free  to  divulge  even  to  them.  A nd  he 

grossly  exceeded  his  authority  and 

swung  around  and  warned  me  not  to 

le ft  himself  open  to  the  serious 

say  a  word,  lest  th ere  be  a  leak  and 

charge of having secreted a witness to 

all  our  work  go  for  nothin’.” 

«  felony.  I t   w ent w ithout  saying  th at 

“Good  heavens,  Kize,  has  he  really 

Jim   found  himself  in  the  same  boat. 

got  hold  of  som ething?”  Jim   ques

T he  afternoon  had  turned  unseationed  incredulously. 

sonably  warm.  A fter  putting  up  the 

“No,  of  course  not!  B ut  they 

team, Jim   came  up  the  path  from  the 

swallowed  it;  they  wasn’t  prepared 

barn  to  fin d  Kize  sittin g   out  in  front 

for  any  stand  like  th at  from  Otis.  I 

of  the  office,  his  short  legs  crossed 

reckon  th a t’s  why  it  w ent  down  so 

and  th oug htfully   p uffing  on  his 

easy.  All  he’s  got  to  do  now  is  make 

pipe, 

him,  Jim ;  I  forgave  Otis  a  lot  this 

Kize brought  his  chair  down  on  all 

his  bluff  good.  And  we  got  to  help 

fours  and  unwound  his  legs  on  catchfireworks  started  p o p p i n’  when ing  sight  of  Jim .  “Back, eh?”  he said. 

I  demanded  another  depity,”  he 

“I   heard  the  train   pulled  out  late;  I 

continued.  “Rainey  and  H ardesty  h it 

knew  you  wouldn’t  be  back  much beafternoon.” 

fore  evenin’.  You  g it  him  off  all 

Kize  spoke  freely  of  his  brush 

rig h t? ” 

w i t h   t h e   Commissioners.  “T  h e 

Jim   nodded.  “No  trouble  at  all. 

firew orks  started  poppin’  when  I   de

Coming  up  the  path,  I  noticed  you 

manded  another  depity,”,  he  congrinning  to  yourself  like  an  old  tomtinued.  ’’Rainey  and  H ardesty  hit c a t . . 

How’d   the  m eeting  go?” 

the  ceilin’  they  wasn’t  standin’  for 

Kize 

chuckled 

immodestly.  “It 

such  reckless extravagance,  they said. 

w ent  my  way.  Before  they  got 

A ccordin’  to  them,  me  and  you  had 

through  w ith  me,  I  wangled  money 

handled  things  satisfactorily  in  the 

for  another paid  depity  out  of ’em and 

past  and  there  wasn’t  no  reason  why 

got  an  emergency  ordinance  m akin’ it 

we  couldn’t  do  it  now  if  we  put  our 

unlaw ful  to  offer  a  beef  for  sale  if 

minds  to  it.  I  ju st  had  to  hammer  it 

the  hide’s  been  p u le d ...  W rangled 

into  their  heads  th at  things  is  a  b it 

w ith ’em  for. two  hours.  They  was  all 

different,  w ith  a  couple  thousand 

set to  throw  th e book  at me and  O tis; 

wild-eyed  miners  and  stam peders  to 

I ’m  danged  if  the  boy  didn’t  surprise 

ride herd  on.  Hank  Dorn  took  up  the 

me,  the  way  he  made  them  back 

fight  for  me  and  talked  ’em  down.” 

water." 

Kize  shook  his  head  disgustedly.  “It 

Jim   reached  in  through  the  open 

began  all  over  again,  when  I  told  ’em 

door  and  got  a  chair.  “W hat  do  you 

I  wanted  to  swear  in  Oats  O llinger. 

m ean?”  he  asked,  with  a  puzzled 

Hardesty  threw   up  his  hands  in  horfrown. 

ror  and  told  me  I  was  crazy;  th at 

“W hy,  W ood  had  no  sooner  called 

Oats  would  have  all  of  us  in  hot 

the  m eetin’  to  order  than  he  and 

water  before  he  was  on  job  tw enty- 

George  Rainey,  the  peny-pinchin’  igfour  hours.  Called  him  a  wild,  recknoramus, began  yappin’  about  no  conless,  fightin’  fool  who’d  been  huntin’ 

victions,  no  arrests,  the  country  goin’ 

trouble  ever  since  he  was  old  enough 

to  hell  in  general.  I  figgered  I  better 

to  put  on  overalls.  By  gravy,  I  told 

save my ammunition and  let  Otis  take 

him  that  a  fightin’  fool  was  exactly 

firs t  crack  a t  ’em.  So  help  me,  he 

what  I  w a n te d ...  Oats  has  gone  out 

stood  up  and  told  them  he  wasn’t 

to  the  ranch;  he’ll  be  in  tomorrow 

there  to  be  cross-examined;  that 

m ornin’  to  take  the  oath.” 

there’d  be  arrests  when  he  was  convinced they could be followed up w ith convictions.  T he  ringleaders  of  the 

THE  NEWS  pleased  Jim.  “Oats 

will  come  through  for  u b .  H is 

outlaw   elem ent  was  th e  ones  he  was 

laugh  and  grin  fool  a  lot  of  people; 

after,  he said.  He  had  inform ation  in 

but  when  the  chips  are  down,  he’s 

his  possession  th a t  was  so  startlin ’

got  what  it  takes.  W e  can’t   have  any
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secrets  from   him,  K ize;  we’ll  have  to 

body  appeared  before  Ju d g e  R itchie 

give  it  to  him  straig h t  about  Yancey 

and  paid  th eir  fine  and  he  signed  an 

and B urch  and  all  the  rest  of  it.” 

order  for  th eir release.” 

“ N aturally,”  the  old man  agreed. 

The  town  had  no  lock-up  of  its  own 

“W hat  about  B urch?’’  Jim   demandand  used  the  county  jail.  T he  two ed,  a  new  note  of  soberness  in  his 

prisoners,  cowboys  who  had  been 

voice.  “You  know you’ve  left  yourself 

arrested as the  resu lt  of a street  fight, 

wide  open  for  trouble  in  not  taking 

had  been  brought  in  by  Cap. 

him  before  the  D.A.” 

Kize  walked  back  w ith  him  and  let 

“I  shore  have,”  was  Kize’s  gru ff 

the  two  men  out  of  th eir  cells. 

response.  “I f   I  had  let  him  tell  his 

Though the  latter  still  bore  m arks  of 

story  to  Otis,  Silvey  would  have  been 

th eir  melee,  they  came  out  laughing, 

charged  w ith  m urder  and  I  would 

th eir  enm ity  buried  and  bore  no  one 

have  been  ordered  to  take  him  into 

any  ill-will.  They  passed  Lord  on 

custody.  T he  best  we  could  have  got 

th eir  way  to  the  street.  T hey  joshed 

out  of  th a t  would  have  been  to  have 

w ith  him  for  a  moment. 

him  found  guilty.  By  grab,  I ’m 

“See  you  again,”  was  Jim 's  jocular 

playin’  for  bigger  stakes  than  th a t;  I 

farewell. 

figger  by  keepin’  .our  mouths  shut 

“No,  you w o n 't!”  one  of  them   called 

and ju st  sawin’  wood,  we  may  be  able 

back.  “W e  don’t  like  the  grub  you 

to  snag  bigger  game  than  him.  The 

serve  up  here,  and  there  ain’t  enough 

gamble’s  w orth  the  risk.  You  can’t 

of  it.” 

lick  this  proposition  by  trim m in’  its 

Kize  and  Cap  walked  into  the 

edges;  you’ve  got  to  smash  through 

office  together.  “H ear  they  give  yuh 

to  the  heart  of  it.  You  remember that, 

another  paid  depity,”  Cap  remarked. 

Jim ,  if  anythin’  happens  to  rne.” 

“W onder  when  them   tightw ads  w ill 

He  m entioned  this  somber  possibilgit around to  givin’ me a man or two-” 

ity  w ith  a  characteristic  absence  of 

“I  don’t  kno w ;  I ’m  no  fortune 

concern  for  himself.  Lord  attem pted 

teller,”  Kize  told  him. 

to  treat  it  lightly.  “N othing’s  going 

“H unh!”  Cap  snorted  indignantly. 

to  happen  to  you,”  he  said. 

“I  didn’t  expect  any  sym pathy  from  

Kize  grunted  skeptically.  “D on’t 

yuh!  Nobody  appreciates  w hat  I  do,” 

let  us  kid  ourselves,  Jim ;  no  m an’s 

he  grumbled  to  him self  as  he  w ent 

luck  stands  up  forever.  T h at  goes  for 

out. 

you  as  w ell as  for  me,  and  it’l l   go  for 

Kize  was  ready  to  leave  a  few 

Oats,  t o o . ..  You  ain’t seen  the  E n te r

m inutes  later.  “Iris  w ill  have  supper 

 prise  y e t? ” 

w aitin’,”  he  said,  “You  goin’  to  be 

“No.  How  did  Iris  handle  the 

around  this  evenin’?” 

sto ry ? ” 

“I ’ll  be  around,”  said  Jim . 

“She  didn’t  play  it  up  too  much. 

“A ll  right.  W e’ll  sit  down  and  try  

Quotes  me  and  Otis  and  Cap  W yeth 

to  map  out  som ethin’.  W e’re  goin  to 

as  agreeing  th at  Yancey  was  at  fault 

keep  cases  on  Chuck  Silvey  and  the 

and  Silvey  was  ju stified   in  shootin’. 

bunch  he  travels  with.  A nd  I'm  

I t ’s  awful  hard  to  fool  Iris.  I  couldn’t 

including  Con.  W e’ll  ride  up  to  the 

come  rig h t  out  and  tip   her  off,  but  I 

Bend  tomorrow  and  make  a  little 

dropped  a  h in t  or  two  and  I  reckon 

scout  over  to  the  east  afterw ards  and 

she  smelled  a  rat.  Leastwise,  she 

give  his  spread  a  good  lookin’-over.” 

didn’t  w rite  anyth in ’  that  she’ll  have 

to  eat,  one  of  these  d a y s . . .   T here s 

a  copy  of  the   Enterprise  on  the  desk 

THE NIGHT passed without  incident.  A t  d ifferen t  tim es  both if  you  want  to  have  a  look  at  it.” 

Kize  and  Jim   looked  in  at  the  hotel 

Jim   stepped  inside  and  was  reading 

and  the   M averick  bar.   Con  was  very 

the  paper,  when  the  M arshal  came  up 

much  present  but  nothing  was  to  be 

the  walk  and  took  his  vacated  chair- 

seen  of  Chuck  Silvey. 

Jim   could  hear  him  talking.  “I ’ll 

W hen  they  came  down  next  m ornrelieve  yuh  of  the  two  boys  yuh  got ing, they  found  Oats  on  hand.  He  had 

in  the  cooler,”  Cap announced. “Somebrought his  own strin g  of hroncs w ith
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him.  In  a  few  m inutes  he  had  been 

braces  as  it  plunged  in  and  out  of 

around,  he  had  already  made  himself 

the  treacherous  chuck  holes  w ith 

at  home.  W ith   his  presence,  the  drab 

which  the  road  was  pitted. 

old  office  became  a m errier  place. 

“They’re  in  one  hell  of  a  hurry,” 

Kize  swore  him  in  and  set  him  to 

Oats  commented.  M ullhall’s  stages 

swabbing  out  the  cells,  a  task  that 

usually  moved  more  sedately. 

seldom  had  any  attention.  “T h a t’ll 

T he  Sheriff  and  his  deputies  drew 

take  him  down  a  peg,”  the  old  man 

o ff  to  the  side  of  the  road  and  as 

confided  to  Jim.  “I ’ll  find  ways  to 

the  careening  stage  swept  past  them, 

cool  him  off  a  bit  before  he’s  been 

they  were  surprised  to  see  W ild  Bill 

around here very long.” 

on  the  box  w ith  the  driver.  They 

I t  was  after  ten  when  they  pulled 

raised  a  hand  in  the  custom ary  greetout  of  town  for  R ustlers’  Bend.  On ing.  B ill  saw  them,  but  he  did  not 

the  way,  Kize  took  his  new  deputy 

respond.  In  their  brief  glimpse  of 

into  his  confidence  and  told  him 

him,  they  realized  from  the  set  of 

exactly  how  m atters  stood.  I t   had  a 

his  jaw  and  flam ing  eyes  that  he  was 

surprisingly  sobering  effect  on  Oats. 

in  one  of  his  uglier  moods. 

He  was  particularly  impressed  w ith 

“W onder what  he’s  got  on his  mind 

Jim ’s  thought  th at  Con  M organ’s  Bar 

th is  m ornin’,”  Kize  growled.  “I f   I 

66  ranch  m ight  be  involved  in  the 

know  him,  he’s  had  a  run-in  w ith 

rustling.  “You  may  have  h it  the  nail 

somebody.” 

on  the  head,”  he  declared.  “T bat 

would  explain  a  thin g   or  two,  at 

least.” 

THE  EXPLANATION  was  waiting  for  them  when  they  reached 

“How?”  Kize  asked. 

the  tiny  settlem ent  th at  had  grown 

“H e’s  got  a  new  crew  and  a  new 

up  around  the  dilapidated,  w eatherman  ram rodin’  the  spread.  He  lost beaten  frame  building  th at  Johnnie 

three  of  the  old  bunch  almost  as  soon 

M ontero  had  built  in  the  long  ago 

as  the  excitem ent  began.  They  got 

to  house  his  back  country  saloon.  In 

gold  fever.  Since  then,  he’s  replaced 

those  days,  Ju an   M ontero—everythe  others,  one  at  a  tim e.  The  only body  called  him  Johnnie—and  his 

one  of  ’em  who  ever  worked  on  this 

custom ers  had  had  R ustlers'  Bend  to 

range  before  is  Steve  Gore,  and  his 

themselves.  Rock  Creek  could  be 

reputation  was  never  too  good.  W e 

forded  in  many  places  but  the  crossju s t  couldn’t  savvy  why  Con  was ing  where  he  established  him self  had 

tu rn in ’  off  good  men  and  h irin ’  on 

soon  become  the  main  thoroughfare 

strangers.  H e  turned  Honey  Ricker 

to  the  north  and  east.  Locally,  it  was 

a d rift.  H oney’s a top  hand.  He  caught 

most  often  spoken  of  as  Spanish 

on  w ith  our  o u tfit  rig h t  away.  He 

Ford. 

to ld   us  he’d  never  had  any  trouble 

There  were  Basque  sheepmen  in 

w ith   Con  and  couldn’t  understand 

the  Buckskins,  where  the  graze  was 

w hy  he’d  been  handed  his  time.” 

too  poor  to  support  cattle.  B eing  a 

Jim   caught  the  old  man’s  eye.  “I t 

Basque,  Johnnie  catered  to  his  counm akes  me  wonder  more  than  ever  if trymen.  Cowboys  resorted  there,  too; 

we  haven’t   p u t  our  finger  on  somea  third   gentry,  a  hard-faced  crew, th in g .” 

who  did  their  riding  by  night,  some

“Yeh,”  Kize  m uttered  thoughtfultim es  rendezvoused  there.  They  were ly.  “I   knew  Con  had  hired  a  new 

free-spenders. 

forem an  and  two  or  three  punchers, 

Johnnie  asked  them  no  questions 

b ut  I   didn’t   know  all  of  the  old  crew 

and  never  any  inform ation  concernwas  gone;  we’ll  shore  look  into  it.” 

in g   them  to  relay  to  the  S heriff.,H e 

T hey  were  still  several  miles  from 

was  a  profane,  laughing  barrel-chestth e  Bfend,  when  one  of  W ild  B ill’s ed  man  w ith  the  strength  of  an  ox. 

stages  bore  down  on  them,  the  six- 

The  discovery  of  gold  had  appeared 

horse  team   on  the  dead  run,  kicking 

to  be  his  great  opportunity;  day  and 

up  clouds  of  dust,  and  the  heavy 

night, a wild,  gold-crazed mob  crow dcoach  heaving  and  lurching  preed  into  his  bar,  the  only  one  in cariously  on  its  leather  thorough-camp,  threatening  to  tear  the  place
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apart.  Armed  w ith  a  stout  pickax 

adequate  E nglish  profanity   to  exhandle,  lie  tried   to  m aintain  a  sempress  his  opinion  of  th a t  individual. 

blance  of  order.  I t   was  a  losing  bat

T h at  attended  to,  he  said:  “H e  ees 

tle.  W hen  his  establishm ent  had  been 

come  theece  m orning  and  tell  us 

wrecked 

for  the  fifth 

time,  he 

we’re  pay  four-bits  a  hondred  more 

acknowledged  defeat  and  tu rn ed   the 

for  evert’ing  he  haul  up  from   town. 

place  into  a  general  store.  He  still 

Las’  week  she  ees  four-bits  more. 

dispensed  whisky,  b u t  it  had  to  be 

E very week  he  raise  his  rate, the  godpurchased  by  the  bottle  or  gallon dam  hog!  W hat  he  t ’ink  we  are?  P ay 

and  could  not  be  consumed  on  the 

heem  more  for  haul  sack  of  flour  up 

premises. 

from   Rock  Creek  th at  flou r  ees 

M ontero’s  place~was  flanked  righ t 

w orth?” 

and  left  by  half  a  dozen  board  and 

“Go  on,”  Kize  urged.  “T ell  me 

canvas  places  of  business,  some  boastw hat  happened.” 

ing  false,  Cripple 

Creek 

fronts. 

“P len tay   men  in  for  the  mail.  They 

Across  the  way,  a  score  of  tents 

hear  w hat  he  say.  By  Joe,  they  not 

housed  an  unknown  number  of  felike  theece  beezness,  pay  th rough  the male  camp  followers. 

nose  for  everyt’ing,  and  they  tell  him 

Recently,  the  post  office  in  Rock 

so.  W ild   Bill,  he  don’t  geeve  damn 

Creek  had  established  a  branch  o ffor  n o t’ing  like  th a t;  he  laugh  in fice  at  the  Bend.  I t   was  housed  in  a 

th eir  face  and  tell  ’em  to  get  out. 

corner  of  Jo hn nie’s  store,  w ith  L ittle 

Everybody  afraid  of  him  b u t  L ittle  

Ben  Riley  in  charge.  L ittle  Ben  had 

Ben.  Ees  meestake  for  him  to  say 

proved  him self  a  popular  character. 

an y t’ing;  but  he  have  to  shoot  hees 

H e  was  an  inoffensive  man,  crippled 

m outh  off.  H e  say  some  fella  is  alw ith  a  w ithered  rig h t  foot.  No  one ready  to  settle  B ill’s  hash.  I  don’ 

envied  him  his  job;  it  paid  very  litknow  where  he  get  th a t;  ju st  bluff, tle.  T o  eke  out  a  living,  L ittle  Ben 

I  tank.  B ut  Bill,  he  go  crazy  and 

helped  Johnnie  in  the  store  in  his 

slam  hell  out  of  him.  He  knock  him 

spare  time. 

down,  pick  him  up,  knock  him  down. 

T his 

morning,  w ith 

his 

first 

By  damn,  th a t  make  me  mad,  beeg 

glimpse  of  Spanish  Ford  and  the 

fella  like  M ullhall  beat  up  c rip '!” 

sprouting  settlem ent,  Kize  saw  at 

J u s t  talking  about  it  made  Jo h n least  a  score  of  men  m illing  around nie’s  w rath  boil  over.  “I   make  sure  I  

in  fro n t  of  M ontero’s  store.  They 

stop  eet,  I  tank!  I  ru n   to  back  of 

w ere  men  from   the  adjacent  diggings 

store  and  get  my  club.  Don’t  take 

and  norm ally  should  have  been  at 

long,  but  M ullhall  has  L ittle   Ben 

work  at  this  hour.  “The  mail  came  up 

by  the  collar  and  drag  him  outside. 

long ago,”  Kize  rem arked;  “that  ain’t 

H e  kick  him  down  the  step.  Ese 

w hat  they’re  w aitin’  around  f o r . . . 

 hom bie  es  una  fiera!   Goddam,  I   tank 

Come  on!” 

I  keel  W ild   B ill;  the  stage  is  stand 

there,  ready  to  leave,  the  guards  up 

H E  SPURRED  his  bronc,  and  on  roof.  One  of  them,  Frank Wood-Jim   and  Oats  quickened  their 

mancy,  see  me  run  out.  He  pick  up 

pace.  Several  m inutes  later,  they 

his  shotgun  and  tell  me  he  blow  my 

■



pulled  up  at  the  store.  There  was  a 

head  off  if  I  move.  V iig en  santissima,  

wide  platform ,  or  stoop,  several  steps 

th at  stop  m e !  W ild   B ill  te ll  us  all  to 

| 

off  the  ground,  in  fro n t  of  M ontero’s 

go  to  hell  and  he  climb  up  on  the 

place.  Leaving  his  horse  at  the  rack, 

box  w ith the  driver,  and  off  they  go.” 

the  Sheriff  hurried  across  the  p lat

Q uestions were  leaping at  Kize and 

form  and  into  the  store,  Johnnie  was 

they  were  in  no  way  concerned  w ith 

in  the  rear,  w ith  several  men.  One  . the  b ru tality   of  M ullhall’s  attack  on of  them   was  Chuck  Silvey. 

L ittle   Ben  R iley;  the  whole  incident 

“W h a t’s  this  all  about?”  Kize 

needed  explaining,  and  he  could  not 

asked,  when  he 

had  called  the 

escape  the  feeling  th at  factors  were 

Basque  aside. 

involved  th a t  did  not  appear  on  the 

“W ild  B ill 

M ullhall 1” 

Johnnie 

surface.  “Does  Riley  need  a  doctor, 

used  both  his  native  Spanish  and  in

Johnnie?” 
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M ontero  shook  his  head.  “ Chuck 

ought  to  be  satisfied;  you  got  i t . . . 

got  him  patch  up;  he  be  all  rig h t.” 

You  fillin ’  any  charges  against  Bill 

“Good,”  Kize  m uttered.  “I ’m  sur

M ullhall?” 

prised  th at  Silvey  didn’t  take  a  hand 

“No,  I ’ll  get  satisfaction  some  other 

in  the  scrap  when  he  saw  his  friend 

way.”  L ittle  Ben’s  eyes  burned  a  lit

Riley  g ittin ’  a  heatin’.  Chuck  was  in 

tle   brighter.  “H e’s  about  to  the  end 

the  store,  I  reckon,  while  all  this 

of  his  rope.  Folks  stand  for  ju st  so 

was  goin’  on.” 

much  from a skunk like  him, theh  one 

“No,  it  was  all  over  when  he  came 

day  they  decide  they’ve  had  enough, 

in.” Johnnie  lowered  his voice against 

and  they  do  something  about  it.  I 

being  overheard  at  the  rear  of  the 

won’t  have  to  w ait  long;  M ullhall 

store.  “Ees  damn  fool,  Chuck;  show 

w ent  too  far  when  he  licked  a  cripup  here  last  night  after  what  happen ple  around.” 

in  town.  Tom  Yancey  have  plentay 

Kize  was  im m ediately  convinced 

friend  along  the  Bend.” 

that  there  was  no  longer  any  m ystery 

“No  charges  against  Silvey,”  Kize 

about  L ittle  Ben’s  purpose  in  invitobserved  w ithout  interest.  “He  m ust ing  a  beating  at  W ild   B ill’s  hands. 

have  had  some  business  to  attend  to.” 

F ittin g   Chuck  Silvey  into  the  picture 

“Beezness?  Blonde  beezness,  you 

did  not  tax  his  imagination.  Poked- 

mean.”  M ontero  winked  an  eye  and 

faced,  he  said:  “Could  be.  No  doubt 

chuckled  knowingly.  “W hen  he  see 

th ere’s  certain  parties  would  be  well 

how  the  boys  feel,  he  don’t  stick 

pleased  to  see  W ild  B ill  run  out  of 

around  long  last  n ig h t;  he  talk  to 

the  country.  B ut  don’t  underestim ate 

L ittle   Ben,  and  then  he  go  across  the 

the  man,  Ben,  or  you’ll  wish  you’d 

street.  H e  don’t  show  his  face  again 

climbed  into  one  of  your  mail  bags 

till  a  few  m inute  a g o . , . I   ju st  tell 

and  throw n  away  the  key.” 

him  if  he  got  any  sense,  he  get  out 

Big  Johnnie  M ontero  held his  sides 


of  camp.” 

and  roared  w ith  laughter.  “By  Joe, 

Kize  had  found  the  fishing  exth a t’s  good!  You  get  in  one  of  them cellent.  W ith   M ontero,  he  walked 

mail  bag,  Ben,  and  Uncle  Sam  say 

back  for  a word w ith  L ittle  Ben,  who 

‘Hands  o ff’,  eh?” 

was  stretched  out  on  an  unused 

Silvey 

found 

nothing  am using 

counter,  his  face  patched  up  w ith 

about  it.  “I f   three  or  four  hundred 

court  plaster,  his  mouth  badly  swolmen  get  organized,  they’ll  take  things len. 

over.” 

“I t   won’t  take  th at  many,”  said 

SILVEY HAD  an  impersonal  nod  Kize. “If it happens, Wild Bill won’t of  recognition  for  the  old  m an; 

be  the  only  one  they’ll  go  a fte r; 

R iley  looked  up  at  him  w ith  his 

th ere’ll  be  other  names  on  th eir  list. 

shrewd,  beetle-like  eyes. 

I ’d  keep  th a t  in  mind.  In  fact,  I ’d 

do  some  thinkin’  about  it  rig h t  now; 

“Johnnie’s  ju st  been  tellin ’  me  that 

th at  crowd  out  in  fro n t  seems  to  be 

B ill  gave  you  a  good  beatin’,”  said 

growin’.  Mebbe  th ey ’re  jest  discuss- 

Kize.  “Looks  like  he  wasn’t   lyin’. .. 

in*  the  w eather;  mebbe  they’re  not. 

W h y   did  you  pu t  yore  oar  in,  Ben? 

Tom   Yancey  ain’t   been  laid  in  his 

You  don’t  have  no  freigh t  cornin’  up 

grave  yet.” 

from   town." 

T he  Sheriff  had  had  his  say.  He 

“T he  principle  of  the  th ing   got  me. 

swung  around  and  left  them   stand

I ’m   sick  of  seeing  th at  dirty   stinking  there.  Jim   Lord  came  across  the e r  p u ttin g   his  hand  in  everybody’s 

platform   to  join  him  at  the  door.  “I 

pocket.  H e  can lick me w ith one hand 

understand  Silvey’s  horse  is  in  Jo h n tie d   behind  h is  back;  but  I   showed nie's  barn,”  said  Jim .  “He  better 

him   I   w asn't  afraid  to  tell  him  o ff 

climb  aboard  and  get  out  of  here. 

to   h is teeth.” 

These  men  aren’t   fooling,  K ize;  they 

Kize  found  it  an  entirely  unbelievw ant  him.  T hey’re  ju st  w aiting  till able  explanation,  b u t  he  pretended 

we  pull  away." 

n o t  to   question  it.  “You  knew  w hat 

“W al,  i f  th a t’s  the  case,  we’ll  stick 

you  was  askin'  for,”  said  he.  “You

around  a  bit,”  the  old  man  growled. 
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“Silvey’s  had  all  the  w arnin’  he's 

w ickiups,  b u ilt  in  the  P iu te   fashion 

goin’  to  g it  from   me.  Too  dang  bad 

today,  and  pockm arked  w ith  countwe  can’t  afford   to  let  these  fellas  go less  scars  of  shovel  and  pick.  To  the 

to  w ork  on  him.  T ell  Oats  to  git 

no rth,  its  beauty  rem ained  unspoiled, 

dow n;  we  may  be  here  some  tim e.” 

the  creek  breaking  th rough  a  tow

Selecting  an  empty  wooden  box 

ering  rocky  portal  to  pour  its  , p refrom   a  pile  at  the  side  of  the  p la tcious  w aters  into  the  Bend. 

form,  he  placed  it  on  end  and  sat 

W hen  the  trio   reached  the  crest,  a 

down.  As  fu rth e r  proof  th a t  he  was 

vast  expanse  of  te rrito ry   lay  spread 

not  leaving,  he  produced  pipe  and  to out  before  them.  T his  ridge  was  the bacco. 

divide  between  Rock  Creek  and  the 

The  crowd  perceived  his  intention 

headw aters  of  Cabin  Creek.  To  th e ir 

at  once.  An  angry  m uttering  arose 

rig h t,  the  broken  hills  flattened  out 

from   the  men.  Two  or  three  m inutes 

to  pleasant,  rolling  rangeland. 

later,  however,  th e ir atten tion   was  d i

“There  he  goes,  c u ttin ’  across  to 

verted  by  the  appearance  of  a  m ountthe  south  fork  of  the  crick!”  Oats ed  man  who  swung  out  wide  around 

called  out.  “H e’s  behind  th at  long 

the  wood  and  canvas  shack  th at 

patch  of  m ahogany  now.  W atch   the 

housed  a blacksm ith’s forge  and headlower  end;  you’ll  see  him  directly.” 

ed  fo r th e  crossing.  It'w a s  Chuck  Sil

I t   wasn’t  long  before  Silvey  reapvey;  he  pulled  his  bronc  to  a  gallop peared,  jogging  along  w ithout  any 

and  dashed  across  the  creek  to  disapthought  of  pursuit. 

pear  in  the  hills  beyond. 

“H e ’s  bound  for  Bar  66,  jest  as  Jim  

said,”  Kize  declared.  “W e  won’t 

“T h at  yellowleg  was  sure  m akin’ 

chase  him ;  w e’ll  d rift  through  the 

tra c k s !”  Oats  o b s e r v e d   thinly. 

hills  th is  afternoon  on  the  chance 

“W h ere’s  he  lig h tin ’  out  for  in  th at 

direction?” 

th at  we  may  g it  a  line  on  som ethin’, 

“ Con  M organ’s  Bar  66,  if  you’re 

and  drop  down  M organ’s  way  to asking  me,”  said  Jim . 

ward  evenin’.  Git  out  yore  glasses, 

“Git 

m ounted!” 

Kize 

rapped. 

Jim ,  and  have  a  look  at  the  country. 

“W e’re  headin'  th a t  way,  too!” 

See  if  you  can  find  a  trace  of  smoke 

anywheres.  R u stlin ’s  been  reported 

from   way  over  on  W ild cat  and  Seven 

Springs.  I f  B ar  66 is w here the  s tu ff’s 

been  going,  th ey ’ve  had  to  hold  it 

N 

CA RV IN G  its 

somewheres  over  night.  You  can’t  

p r e s e n t  

course 

drive  stock  th a t  distance  betw een 

Rock  Creek  had  cut 

sunset  and  sunup.” 

deeply 

i n t o  

the 

Lord  used  his  binoculars  for  ten 

Buckskin  hills,  so 

m inutes  and  failed  to  find  any  sign 

th at  in  most  places 

of  smoke  or  horsemen.  U nder  th e 

the  outer  curve  of 

b rig h t  mid-day  sun  the  Buckskin 

R ustlers’  Bend  was 

H ills  appeared  to  slum ber  peaceful

•  a  sheer  bank,  rising 

ly.  H igh  up  on  the  flank  of  F rem ont 

th irty   to  fo rty   feet 

Peak,  a  band  of  A ngel  Begoa’s  sheep 

above  the  creek botmoved  into  view ;  but  th a t  did  not tom.  V egetation had 

come  w ithin  th eir  interest. 

long  ago  caught  a  foothold  there 

“W e’ll  git  o ff  the  ridge  and  w ork 

and  even  in  dry  years  had  conacross  tow ards  Seven  Springs,”  said tinued  to  flourish,  and  was  green 

Kize.  “W e  w anted  to  have  a  look 

w ith  aspens,  some  pine,  the  ubiquiaround  there  the  last  tim e  we  was tous  cottonwood  and  great  patches 

out,  Jim .  T his  w ill  be  a  good  time 

of  glossy  m ountain  mahogany. 

to  do  it.” 

On  the  lower,  or  inside  curve,  gold 

He  hadn’t  said  a  w ord  about  w hat 

had  been  discovered.  I t   was  a  gentle 

had  taken  place  at  Spanish  Ford. 

bank,  sloping  gradually  upwards  to 

Jim   had  thought  to  w ait  him  out. 

a  m ountain  meadow.  I t   was  dotted 

W earying  of  that,  he  brought  it  up 

w ith  a  crazy  quilt  of  ten ts  and  brush

himself. 
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“I   thought  you  boys  had  figgered 

they  was  leavin'  and  which  way  they 

th at  play  out,”  Kize  told  him.  “No 

was  travelin’.” 

m ystery  about  it.  L ittle  Ben  is  a  cute 

Oats  was  quick  to  grasp  the  meancustom er;  he  crossed  W ild   Bill  deing  of  all  th is  and  equally  quick  to liberately.  I  don’t  know as  he  counted 

realize  th at  it  was  more  surmise  than 

on  g ittin '  the  beatin’  B ill  gave  him, 

probable  fact.  Kize  and  Jim   could 

but  w hether  he  expected  it  or  not,  it 

only  agree  with  him. 

made  his  play  stand  up.  T here’s  been 

“B ut  w hat’s  the  angle  on  M ulla  lot  of  feelin’  against  Bill.  T his  may hall ?”  he  asked. 

snowball  into  somethin’  serious.  At 

“T hey’re  afraid  of  him,”  said  Jim . 

least,  that  was  the  idea.” 

“You’d  have  got  it  if  you’d  been  in 

This  was  a  riddle  to  Oats.  “I  don’t 

the   M averick  yesterday  morning.  B ill 

get  it.  I  never heard  of  M ullhall  mak- 

can  name  names  and  say  who’s  who. 

in ’  any  trouble  for  L ittle  Ben.” 

H e’s  got  a  tough  bunch  w orking  for 

“P u t  the  pieces  together  and  you’ll 

him,  soma  of  them  w ith  records  of 

have  the  answer,”  the  old  man  said 

th eir  own.  They  can  spot  a  crook 

bluntly.  “Chuck  Silvey’s  no  fool;  he 

when  they  bump  into  one.  I t  didn’t 

knew  he  was  likely  to  run  into  tro u take  him  long  to  add  up  the  score. 

ble  at  the  crossin’.  So  he  came  for  a 

T h a t’s  enough  in  itself  to  make  him 

reason.  I  figger  it  was  to  give  Riley 

dangerous.  B ut  I  don’t  believe  th a t’s 

some  instructions.  The  two  of  ’em 

the  only  reason  why  th ey ’re  out  to 

had  their  heads  together  last  n ig h t; 

get  B ill  M ullhall.” 

what  happened  th is  m ornin’  was 

“Nor 

me,” 

old  K i z e   agreed. 

planned.” 

“They’re  most  likely  afraid  he's 

goin’  to  horn  in  on th eir  game  or  take 

it  over  complete.  T h ey’d  like  noth

OATS  LOOKED  his  surprise.  in’ better than to see a mob string him 

“You  mean  L ittle  Ben’s  work- 

up.” 

in’  under  cover  for  somebody?” 

“W e’ve  thought  so  for  a  long 

They began moving  down the slope, 

while,”  Jim   inform ed  him.  “W e’ve 

w ith  Oats  leading  the  way.  He  turned 

watched  him  but  he’s  been  too  slick 

in  his  saddle  to  ask  where  Johnnie 

fo r  us.  I ’d  say  th at  this  only  goes  to 

M ontero  stood.  “You  don’t  have  to 

prove  we’ve  been  rig h t  about  him  all 

w orry  about  Johnnie,”  Kize  assured 

along.  W e’ve  been  just  following 

him.  “H e’s  sorta  taken  L ittle  Ben 

hunches  and  stabbing  in  the  dark,  but 

under  his  wing,  but  th at’s  on  the  up 

th e  whole  th in g   is  beginning  to  jell 

and  up  as  far  as  he’s  concerned;  he 

in  my  m ind.” 

ain’t  mixed  up  in  this  deal.” 

“Mine,  too,”  Kize  seconded.  “L ittle 

The  afternoon was  half  gone before 

Ben  R iley  is  the  chief  inform er  for 

they  were  in  position  to  scour  the 

th e  gang  of  crooks  we’re  after.  H e’s 

badlands  north  and  west  of  Seven 

in  a  position  to  know  who’s  leavin’ 

Springs.  I t   was  broken  country, 

camp,  a n d  when.  A  man  can  keep  his 

crisscrossed  by  mean  little   canyons, 

m outh  sh ut  if  he's  pullin’  away  w ith 

more  than  one  of  which  would  have 

a  sizeable  am ount  of  gold  on  him, 

served  admirably  to  hold  a  hidden 

but  he’s  always  shore  to  go  to  Riley 

corral.  T his  unfenced  range  was  p art 

and  leave  a  forw ardin' address for his 

o f  John  W ood’s  thirty-thousand  acre 

mail.  I f   two  or  three  men  band  tospread.  The  graze  was  so  poor,  howg eth er  fo r  safety ’s  sake  and  go  out ever,  th at  his  Double  Diamond  catby  wagon,  he  finds  some  way  of  p u ttle  seldom  got  this  far  north. 

tin g   a  m ark  on  it  th at  the  gang  can 

No  rain  had  fallen  here  since  late 

read.  T h a t’s  the  only  way  I   can  ex

Spring.  The  earth  was  powder  dry, 

plain  w hat  happened  to  the  bunch 

and  such  tracks  of  horses  and  cows 

th a t  was  drivin ’  across  the  m ountains 

as  they  found  were  d rifted  over  and 

to   Idaho.  T hey  didn’t   g it  far  before 

almost  obliterated. 

th ey   was  stuck  up.  One  of  ’em  lived 

Kize  held  up  his  hand  and  called 

long  enough  to  tell  me  th a t  L ittle 

a  halt.  “Looks  like  we’re  w astin'  our 

Ben  was  the  only  person  who  knew

time,”  he  adm itted  reluctantly.  “I f

[image: Image 79]

[image: Image 80]

32

D O U B LE  A C T IO N   W E S T E R N

any  stu ff  had  been  driven  through 

aware  th at  the  confining  walls  of 

here  recently,  we’d  have  seen  some 

the  deep  cavern  m agnified  the  sligh tsign  of  it  by  now.  The  two  of  you est  sound  and  sent  its  w arning  ahead 

got  anythin’  to  suggest?” 

of  them. 

“I  don’t  know,”  Jim   said,  lowering 

The  S heriff  took  the  lead.  Jim   and 

his  binoculars  a fte r  another  fruitless 

Oats  stru n g   out  behind  him,  riding 

searching  of  the  country  ahead  of 

in  single  file.  T his  narrow,  tw isting 

them.  “W e  could  play  our  hunch  all 

defile  through  the  B uckskins  ran  on 

the  way  out.  I   don’t  know  th at  it’ll 

and  on  for  a  long  two  m iles  before  it 

stand  up,  but  if  we  knew  for  a  fact 

opened  on  the  desert  wastes  of  the 

th at  the  rustled  stu ff  is  being  hazed 

Owyhee  and  the  Red  B uttes,  beyond. 

through  to  Bar  66,  we  wouldn’t  be 

Time  was  not  of  the  essence  now; 

looking around  here  for  a hidden  corthey  moved  slowly,  advancing  a  hunral.  I f   you  cut  out  a  bunch  of  cows dred yards and then pulling up to test 

around  Seven  Springs  or  along  W ild the  stillness  of  the  n ig h t  and  catacat  and  w anted  to  get  them  through logue  every  sound  the  canyon  breeze 

unseen  to  M organ’s  spread,  you’d 

brought  to  th eir  ears.  Fragm ents  of 

most  likely  take  to  the  desert  and  cut 

rock  slid  down  from   the  crum bling 

back  by  way  of  the  Red  B uttes  or 

rim,  bounding  high  a fte r  strik in g   the 

Touchstone  Canyon.  Least,  th a t’d  be 

floor  and  sending  up  a  g reat  din  th at 

my  way  of  doing  it.” 

echoed  and  reechoed  until  its  reced

Kize  greeted  it  w ith  a non-commiting  thunder  died  away  in  the  far ta l  g ru n t;  Oats  O llinger  scratched 

reaches  of  the  canyon.  W here  they 

his  head  and  pointed  out  what  to 

could,  they  rode  in  the  p itch   blackhim   was  a  flaw  in  Jim ’s  reasoning. 

ness  close  to  the  walls  but  it  was  not 

“Anybody  drivin’  in  from  the  B uttes 

always  possible  to  avoid  the  thin 

or through  Touchstone  would have  to 

sh aft  of  m oonlight  th a t  filtered 

cross  Cabin  Crick,  sooner  or  later  if 

down  from   above. 

A t  one  pause,  Kize  waved  Jim   and 

they  wanted  to  g it  west  to  M organ’s 

place.  You  know  w ithout  my  tellin ’ 

O ats  to  his  side.  “No  point  in  goin’ 

you  that  there’s  ranches  along  the 

all  th e  way  through,”  he  to ld   them. 

crick.  N ot  all  but  m ost  of  th at  range 

“She  widens  out,  a  b it  beyond.  W e’ll 

is  fenced  off.  Chances  are  you’d  have 

go  th at  far  and  hole  up  there  and 

w ait  the  nigh t  out.” 

Iferouble  g ettin ’  through  w ith  a  bunch 

of  cows.” 

T hey  began  another  slow  advance 

“I  don’t know why,”  Kize  spoke  up. 

and  had  ju st  sw ung  around  a  bend, 

when  Kize  waved  them   up  again. 

“There  ain’t  been  no  stock  run  off 

down  th at  w ay;  nobody’s  out  lookin’ 

“L isten  to  th a t!”  he  commanded, 

for  rustlers.  W here  nobody’s  lookin’ 

rising  in  his  stirrups.  “T h at’s  cows, 

for  you  is  the  place  to  git  through. 

and  th ey ’re  bein’  ru n!  I  can  te ll  by 

the  way  th ey ’re  bellerin’!” 

W e’ll move  along to  H ank  Dorn’s  and 

invite  ourselves  to  supper.  A fter

The  d istant  rumble  grew   in  volume 

w ith  every  passing  moment. 

wards,  we’ll  take  a  chance  on  Touch

“W e  b etter  drop  back,”  Jim   adstone.  W e  can  be  in  the  canyon  by vised.  “This  is  a  tough  spot  to  be 

ten  o’clock.  W e’ll  lay  out  there  to n ig h t  and  if  we’re  lucky we  may  have caught  in.  I f   those  cows  are spooked 

up,  they’ll  run  us  dow n!” 

company  before  m ornin’.” 

"No,  s i r !”  Kize  rapped.  “W e’ve hit 

IT WAS A long haul for men who  the  jackpot,  and  I  ain’t  droppin’ 

had  been  in  the  saddle  most  of 

back!  Stands  to  reason  th is  can’t   be 

the  day.  Though  the  moon  was  high 

m ore’n  a  couple  dozen  head.  I f   we 

by  the  time  they  p u t  th eir  broncs 

have  to,  we  can  tu rn   ’em  w ith  our 

into  Touchstone  the  passage  was  so 

guns.” 

narrow   and  the  walls  rose  so  sheer 

The  plunging  hoofbeats  swelled  to 

th a t  only  a  th in   shaft  of  m oonlight 

rum bling  thunder,  the  canyon  walls 

found  its  way  down  to  the  floor  of 

throw ing  the  sound  back  and  forth 

the  canyon.  T hey  moved  cautiously, 

u n til  it  seemed  th a t  an  avalanche  of
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cattle  was  bearing  down  on  them. 

been  using  Touchstone  for  weeks and 

Oats  cursed  his  nervous  bronc  and 

had  taken  its  safety  for  granted. 

fingered  his  gun.  The  other  horses, 

F lig h t  was  imperative  now  and  w ithrange  wise  too,  rolled  their  eyes, havout  exchanging  a  shot,  they  turned ing  no  stomach  for  these  close quarttheir  horses  and  soon  drew  away ers. 

from  the  stam peding  steers.  They 

The  flat  crack  of  coiled  ropes  and 

had  a  rope  corral  in  Touchstone  Canthe  shouting  of  the  men  who  were yon.  They  reached  it  in  the  course 

hazing  the  cows  through  Touchstone 

of  a  mile,  let  themselves  through  and 

pierced  the  din  of  hoofs  and  bellowwere  gone  long  before  their  pursuing.  Jim   consciously  braced  himself ers,  bovine  and  human,  came  in sight. 

for  the  onslaught.  He  felt  that  what 

W hen  the  cows  came  up  against 

they  were  doing  was  foolhardy,  howthe  barrier,  they  ground  to  a  halt. 

ever  they  made  out.  He  glanced  at 

Kize  and  his  deputies  surmised  the 

Kize,  a  black  silhouette  against  the 

reason. 

streak  of  m oonlight  and  realized  that 

Investigation  proved  them   correct. 

it  was  useless  to  attem pt  to  dissuade 

“W e  can  get  through  if  you  want  to 

him  now. 

go  on,”  Jim   remarked. 

A  moment  more  and  they  could  see 

Kize  shook  his  head.  “No  use;  we 

the  frenzied  steers,  tails  up  and heads 

couldn’t  overhaul  ’em  now.”  A  cow 

down,  charging  toward  them,  their 

stood  where  the  m oonlight  struck  it. 

horns  scraping  the  walls  and  flashing 

He  had  a  look  at  the  brand.  “H ank 

wickedly  in  the  sliver  of  moonlight.  Dorn’s  stuff,”  he  announced.  “About 

“Use  yore  guns!”  Kize  yelled. “Keep 

th irty   head.  They  didn’t  p ut  on  any 

’em  buckin!” 

weight  tonight,”  he  added  dryly. 

Belatedly,  he  realized  that  their 

“W e’ll  have  to  stay  w ith  them  till 

predicam ent  was  more  serious  than 

m ornin’.  One  of  you  can  ride  over  to 

he  had  anticipated.  The  night  was 

Box  D  and  tell  Hank  to  pick  ’em up.” 

suddenly  made  hideous  w ith  the 

They  pulled  the  saddles  off  th eir 

crashing  o f  th eir  gunfire.  The  flashhorses  and  settled  down  to  spending es, as  m uch as  the  noise, p ut  terro r in 

the  rest  of  the  night  in  the  canyon, 

the  surprised  cows.  The  ones  in  the 

each  to  take  a  tu rn   at  standing 

lead  trie d   to  check  th eir  mad  rush 

guard  while  the  others  slept. 

b ut were  pushed  on by  those  th at  fol

“I t ’s  tough to  lose  those birds when 

lowed. 

Q uickly  reloading  their  guns,  the 

we  was  as  close  to  them   as  that,” 

three  men  began  another  fusillade. 

Oats  declared.  “I  wonder  who  they 

was.” 

I t   had  the  desired  effect,  but  the 

“I  reckon  we  know,”  Kize  m utm illing,  slithering  herd  was  not tered.  “Catchin*  them  here  spells B ar 

th irty   fee t  away  when  it  ground  to 

a  m om entary  halt  and  then  began 

66  in  letters  a  foot  high  to  me.  Mebdoubling  back  up  the  canyon,  drivbe  we’ll  be  able  to  pick  up  som ethin’ 

in  the  m ornin’  th a t’ll  knock  any 

ing the  ru stlers  ahead  of them. 

“Handed  them   gents  a  surprise!” 

guesswork  out  of  it.” 

* 

# 

*

O ats  shouted  gleefully.  “They  better 

n o t  stop  fannin’  their  bronc  till  they 

In   the  morning,  they  found  num erh it  the  Ow yhee!” 

ous  cigarette  butts  and  the  ashes  of 

T he  Sheriff  ordered  them  to  take 

several  small  fires,  evidence  th at the 

up  the  pursuit.  The  tables  were 

corral  had  been  used  on  previous  octu rn ed   now,  and  they  drove  the casions.  Jim   picked  up  a  frayed  and 

panic-stricken  steers  ahead  of  them 

faded  hatband.  I t   could  have  lain 

w ithout  thought  of  life  or  limb,  firthere  for  years  and  was  hardly  to  be ing  over  th eir  heads  and  using  their 

regarded  as  a clue.  "W hen  we  get out 

voices  in a w ild  whooping  th at would 

of  the  canyon  are  we  going  to  Bar 

have  done  credit  to  an  Indian. 

66  for  a  face  up?”  he  asked. 

Kize  studied  him  thoughtfully  for 

THE SURPRISE of the four rust a moment.  “Would that be yore  idea lers  was  complete,  too;  they  had

of  the  sm art  thin g  to  do?” 
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“I  don’t  know  as  it  would.  Those 

heard  ’em  y ellin’,  but  w ith  all  that 

fellows  last  n ig h t  got  away  unseen 

noise,  you  couldn’t  recognize  a  voice. 

and  unhurt.  They  w on't  come  this 

B u t  don’t  you  worry,  O tis ;  I ’ll  stam p 

way  again,  but  th ey ’ll  find  another 

out  the  ru stlin ’;  I  got  some  ideas 

way  and  keep  playing  th eir  game  if 

about  it.” 

we  hold  off  and  let  them   get  the  idea 

As  usual,  Longyear  tried   to  draw 

that  th ey ’re  not  suspected.  T h at 

him  out  and  had  no  success.  Kize 

m ight  be  the  sm art  thin g   to  do;  it’ll 

left  the  courthouse  to  discover  th at 

give  us  another  chance  at  them. 

news  of  the  encounter  had  already 

Flush  your  birds  before  you’ve  got 

reached  town.  I t  was  tim e  for  the 

them   dead  to  rights  and  you’re  apt 

 Enterprise  to  be  off  the  press  b u t  it 

to  lose  them .” 

was  not  yet  on  the  street.  H e  took  it 

Kize  wagged  his  head.  “T h at’s  exfor  granted  th at  I ris   had  caught  the actly  how  I  figger  it.  I ’m  glad  you 

paper  at  the  last  m inute  and  was 

agree  w ith  me.  W e  can  p u rty   near 

holding  it  up  to  include  the  Touchcall  our  shots  now.  W e’ll  give  these stone  Canyon  story. 

gents  all  the  rope  they  require  and 

Judge  M essenger  came  down  the 

see  if  we  can’t  move  in  on  the  head 

steps  a  moment  later  and  called  him 

man.” 

back.  They  were  friends  of  long 

“M organ?” 

standing.  “W hat  you  and  O tis  had  to 

say  at  the  board  m eeting  got  back  to 

“M organ! . ..W h g   else?” 

me  in  a  roundabout  way,”  the  Ju dge 

said. 

“I t ’s  encouraging  to 

know 

/

7

r

you’re  m aking  some  prftgress.  I ’d like 

to  believe  we’re  g ettin g   to  the  end  of 

I Z  E  

sought 

out

all  this  wholesome  killing  and  rob

Longyear  on  reachbery.” 

ing  town  and  told 

“So  would  I,”  Kize  told  him.  “B ut 

him  about  the brush 

th a t’s  more  than  I  can  promise  you, 

w ith 

the 

rustlers 

Horace,  The  evidence  is  pilin ’  up 

in  Touchstone.  H e 

against  certain  p a rties;  one  of  these 

knew  he  wasn’t givdays,  we’ll  pull  the  roof  down  on ing  anything  away 

em. 

that  there  was  any 

They  talked  a  few  m inutes.  The 

h o p e   of  holding 

boys  who  delivered  the   Enterprise 

back; 

if  no 

one

had  got  th eir  papers  and  were  ru n else  talked,  H enry ning  up  the  street  by  the  tim e  Kize 

D orn  would. 

reached  the  corner.  He  got a copy and 

"H ank  came  through  for  us  at  the 

found *a  brief  account  of  the  Touchm eetin’,”  he  told  Longyear.  “This stone  Canyon  a ffa ir  on  the  fro n tsorta  squares  us  w ith  him.  He  was page.  The  story  was  s u b s ta n tia lly  

m ighty  pleased  to  git  his  cows  back.” 

correct  and  disclosed  nothing  th at 

“I imagine 

he was,”  the  D istrict

he  wanted  to  hold  back.  H e  reached 

A ttorney agreed.  “If  it  does  nothing

his  office  a  few  m inutes  later  and 

else,  it  shows  him  you’re  on  the  job. 

found  Iris  and  Jim   there. 

I  hope  he  talks  it  up  to  the  other 

“Take  your  chair,  Dad,”  she  urged, 

members  of  the  board.  They  took  my 

getting  up.  “I ’ll  sit  on  the  desk.”  She 

word  for  it  day  before  yesterday th at 

gave  him  a  pecking  kiss.  “I  trie d   to 

we’d  come  through  w ith  something, 

locate  you.  Jim   told  me  you  were  in 

directly.  T hey’ll  hold  us  to  it.” 

the  courthouse  w ith  O tis.” 

“ I 

know,”  Kize 

acknowledged. 

“So  I  was,”  he  said,  his  frow n  hid

“T his  could  have  been  it  if  we’d 

ing  his  great  pride  in  her.  "I  ju st 

snagged  those  fellas.” 

had  a  look  at  the  paper.  W h ere’d  you 

“You  haven’t  any  idea  who  they 

git  yore  story?” 

are?” 

“Young  W ilbur  Rainey  came  in 

T he  Sheriff  shook  his  head.  “I t  

from   Cabin  Creek  w ith  the  news.  I  

was  pitch  black  in  the  canyon.  We

got  w hat  I   could  from   him.  W hen  I
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couldn’t  find  you,  I  buttonholed  him 

the  gang  th a t’s  in  the  saddle  is  more 

.  ..Did  I  say  too  m uch?” 

afraid  of  him than  the  law.  He  knows 

“No,  it’s  all  rig h t.” 

w hat  the  set-up  is,  and  they  know 

“I ’m  glad  to  hear  that,”  she  obth at  he  knows.  H e’s  got  th a t  bunch served,  w ith  mock  relief.  “I ’d  hate  to 

shakin’  In  their  boots,  and  not  only 

be  in  bad  w ith  both  of  you.  Jim ’s 

because  he  can  call  the  tu rn  on  ‘em; 

ju st  been  reading  me  the  rio t  act  for  w hat’s  really  got  ’em  scared  is  th at he my  editorial  on  th at  nasty  business 

may  move  in  on  their  game.  T h at’s 

at  Spanish  Ford  yesterday  m orning.” 

why  they’re  out  to  git  rid  of  him. 

“H u n h !”  Kize  snorted  suspiciously. 

By  gravy,  they  won’t  git  away  with 

it  if  I  can  help  it!  Bill  M ullhall  is 

“I  ain’t  seen  th at  yet.” 

m ighty  valuable  to  m e!” 

“Read  it,”  Jim   advised,  “and  you’ll 

“I t ’s  too  bad  you  waited  until  now 

agree  w ith  me  th a t  she  ought  to  be 

to  let  me  know  these  things,”  Iris 

spanked.” 

told  him.  She  was  both  chagrined  and 

Kize  snatched  up  the   Enterprise 

annoyed. 

and  turned  to  the  editorial  page.  The 

“I t ’s  a  peculiar  situation—me,  the 

article  bitterly  attacked  W ild  Bill 

Sheriff  and  you  the  editor  of  the  pa

M ullhall  for  m anhandling  a  defenseper,”  Kize  grumbled.  ’’You’ve  always less  cripple.  I t  wanted  to  know  what 

respected  my  confidence,  but  w ith 

had  become  of  W estern  manhood 

things  as  bad  as  they  are,  I  figgered 

th at  once  had  been  proud  to  succor 

you  lay  off  of  B ill  M ullhall.  And 

the  weak  and  the  helpless.  A  long 

forgit whatever  I  may have  said about 

list  of  M ullhall’s  offenses  and  bruhim.” 

talities  was  recorded.  “How  much 

“No,  I  w ant  a  fuller  explanation 

 longer  w ill  the  community  tolerate 

than  th at  before  I  make  any  prom

 the  presence  of   this  man?”   it  asked, ises,”  she  insisted.  “ Can’t  the  two  of 

 “Surely  not  for  long,”   it  concluded. 

you  be  frank  w ith  me  for  once?  You 

“Good  g rie f!”  Kize  exploded,slapknow  it’s  off  the  record.  You  said ping  the  paper  down  on  his  desk  what  happened  at  Spanish  Ford  was w ith  angry  bang.  “Iris,  th a t’s  the  arranged;  I  want  to  know  what  you craziest  thing  you  ever  did!  I t   plays 

meant  by  th at.” 

rig ht  into  the  hands  of  the  skunks 

She  turned  appealingly  to  Jim . 

we’re  try in ’  to  run  down!  Shore,  he 

“She’s  rig ht,”  said  he.  “You’ve  gone 

beat  up  Ben  Riley  and  half  kicked 

so  far,  Kize,  you  m ight  as  well  tell 

the  life  out  of  him,  but  the  whole 

her  the  rest.” 

th in g   was  fram ed!  They  wanted  to 

The  Sheriff  was  not  easily  persug it  B ill  M ullhall  out  on  the  end  of aded  to  disclose  the  few  facts  and 

a  limb  and  whip  up  feelin’  against 

m ultiple  suspicious  th at  pointed  to 

him,  and  by  grab  you’ve  done  yore 

L ittle  Ben  Riley  as  the  inform er  for 

dangdest  to  help  ’em  out!” 

the  gang  th at  was  behind  the  robberies  and  m urders  th at  had  plagued  the IRIS GOT down from the desk. “If  community for weeks. In  the end, he you’ll stop  shouting at me  and  exdid,  and  Iris  was  properly  amazed plain  what  you  mean,  I ’ll  try   te  unand humbled.  She  had  known  the man derstand,”  she  exclaimed,  white  spots 

almost  from  the  day  of  his  arrival  in 

of  indignation  in  her  cheeks. 

Rock  Creek  three  years  ago.  H e  had 

“You  needn't  git  on  yore  high 

come  up  from  Carson  City,  or  some 

horse,”  Kize  protested,  “Jim   and  me 

town  in  W ashoe  Valley,  and  gone  to 

have  tried  to  set  you  straight  but 

work  as  a  clerk  in  the  post  office. 

you  won’t  listen.  You’ve  got  it  into 

She  had  seen  and  talked  w ith  him 

yore  head  th at  B ill  M ullhall  is  reevery  day  until  he  was  transferred  to sponsible  for what you call this ‘reign 

the  branch  office  at  Spanish  Ford. 

of  terro r’  and  you’re  not  going’  to 

“I t ’s  incredible,”  she  said.  “L ittle 

be  talked  out  of  it.  I   ain’t   makin’  no 

Ben was  always so  kind  and  obliging. 

excuses  for  him ;  he’s  everythin’  you 

I   couldn’t  help  liking  him.” 

say  he  is.  B u t  if  he  wasn’t   around, 

"A  lot  of  people  like  him,”  Jim   rethings  would  be  worse  than  they a re ; marked.  “They’ll  be  as  surprised  aa
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you  are  when  the  showdown  comes.  th at  he  was  going  to  w ork  for  the I'm   certain  he’s  had  a  finger  in  every 

A delaide  M ining  Company,  at  Gol- 

one  of  these  killings.  H e’s  the  last 

conda  and  could  be  reached  there  at 

man  in th e w orld  you’d  suspect on beany  time. 

ing  a  crook;  th a t’s  w hat  makes  him 

“T h at  sounds  like  he’s  goin’  to  be 

so  dangerous.  I  don’t   question  for  a 

on  the  level  w ith  me,”  the  Sheriff 

moment  th at  Tom  Yancey  confided 

said  to  Jim   and  Oats.  “H e  wouldn’t 

in  him  th at  he  was  coming  to  town 

have  wrote  if  he  had  any  idea  of  giv- 

to  try   and  spot  the  men  who  killed 

in’  me  the  slip.  I ’ll  drop  him  a  line 

Foraker.  You  can  charge  th at  m urder 

je s t  to  let  him  know  I  appreciate  the 

up  to  him.” 

courtesy.” 

These  disclosures  le ft  Iris   aghast. 

He  got  out  pen  and  paper.  W hen 

“I   fe lt  all  along  th a t  this  wave  of 

he  had  his  lette r  finished,  he  took  it 

crim e  didn’t  have  you  as  baffled  as 

to  the  post  office.  H e  had  instructed 

you  pretended,”  she  said.  “B ut  I 

his  deputies  to  v isit  the  restaurants 

had  no  idea  th at  you  had  got  as  far 

and  butcher  shops  and  make  sure  th at 

as  this—and,  of  course,  you're  not 

the  new  ordinance  pertainin g  to  the 

te llin g   me  everything  even  n o w ... 

sale  of  beef  was  not  violated.  He  had 

Dad,  are  you  ready  to  break  this 

reserved  the   M averick  H otel  fo r  his 

whole  mess  wide  open?” 

own  inspection. U sing the alley at the 

“No,  I  w ouldn’t  say  th a t!”  Kize 

rear  of  the  post  office,  he  reached 

declared  emphatically.  “W e’ve  got  a  the back of the hotel unnoticed. 

long  ways  to  go.  I f   you  w ant  to  help 

th in g s  along,  don’t  have  any  more  to 

Across  the  alley  from   the  kitchen 

say  against  M ullhall.” 

stood  the small brick building, recently  completed,  in  w hich  meats  and 

“You’ve  got  my  word  on  that,”  she 

other  perishable  foods  were  stored 

promised.  “I  doubt  th at  the  editorial  until  needed  Sounds  from  the  storew ill  have  any  great effect,  one way  or room  proclaimed  th at  some  activity 

the  oth er;  b u t  I ’m  w illing  to  do  anywas  going  on  w ithin.  H e  pushed th in g   I  can about  it,  short  of p rin tin g  

through  the  heavy  door  and  found 

a  retraction,” 

two  of  the  hotel’s  kitchen  crew 

She  heard  Jim   chuckling  softly. 

busily  c u ttin g   up  a  side  of  beef.  On 

She  turned  around  to  him  quickly, 

the meat rack,  six dressed  halves  were 

h e r  eyes  flashing  danger  signals. 

hanging.  Though  the   M averick  was 

“W h at  did  I   say  th at  was  so  amusserving  several  hundred  meals  a  day, ing?”  she  demanded. 

it  could  not  be  using  as  much  beef  as 

“I   was  ju st  thinking  about  B ill  and 

this.  I t   confirm ed  Kize’s  suspicion 

a  reaction.  He  may  demand  one. 

th at  Morgan  was  quietly  supplying 

W h a t’ll  you  do,  Iris,  if  he  comes 

some  of the  other restaurants  in  town. 

threatens  to  tear  the  place  apart  un 

The  two  men  had  stopped  w orkless  he  gets  satisfaction?” 

ing.  They  saw  the  Sheriff  run a hand 

“L et  him  come,”  she  replied,  w ith 

over  the  sides  of beef.  He  found  them  

a  little   toss  of  her  head.  “I ’m  not 

warm  enough  to  suggest  th at  they 

the  least  bit  afraid  of  W ild   Bill 

had  ju st  been  brought  in. 

M ullhall;  I ’ll  handle  him.” 

“This  stu ff  hasn’t  been  hangin’ 

“You  m ight  at  th at,”  he  conceded. 

long,”  he  said.  “W here  did  it  come 

“They  say  B ill’s  ju st  pie  for  a  p retty  

from ?” 

g i r l . ..  Come,  Iris,  I  was  only  having 

“The  ranch,”  one  of  the  men  ana  little   fun  w ith  you.  I f   I  know  him, swered.  He  was  a  sallow-faced  Greek. 

he’ll  be  delighted  to  find  that  he’s  so 

P icking  up  a steel,  he  began  to  sharpim portant  th at  the   Enterprise  has  to en  a  long,  wicked-looking  knife,  his 

devote  its  editorial  column  to  him.” 

m anner  suggesting  th at  it  was  for  a 

* 

# 

*

d istinctly  unpleasant  purpose. 

KIZE  RECEIVED  a  letter  from  “This beef has been out in the sun Ik e  Burch,  postmarked  Reno, 

till a  few m inutes  ago,” Kize  growled. 

the  follow ing  morning.  Burch  wrot

“e

You  fellas  ain’t  had  time  to  jerk   the
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hides.  I t  came  in  fully  dressed, 

it up,”  Con averred.  “I ’m not standing 

didn’t  it? ” 

in  your  way.  I t   saves  me  fifty   dollars 

The  Greek  shrugged.  “W e  justa 

a week  to  slaughter what  beef  I  need 

work  here.  Suppose  you  spik  to 

at  the  ranch  and  pull  the  hides  on  the 

Meester  M org’.” 

spot.  My  kitchen  crew is  over-worked 

“Don’t  give  me  none  of  yore  inas  it  is.  I f   I  had  to  go  to  extra  work solence!”  the  old  man  whipped  back. 

w ith  the  beef,  I ’d  have  to  hire  a  cou

“I ’ll  speak  to  you  and  you’ll  give  me 

ple  more  men.  And  where  you  going 

a  straight  answ er!”  He  had  a  look 

to  get  men  in  this  town?  They  want 

about  the  room  and  failed  to  find  any 

three  bucks  a  day  and  grub  ju st  for 

hides.  “W hat  did  you  do  w ith  ’em?” 

w ashing  dishes.  Besides,  I  haven’t 

he  demanded.  “Or  didn’t  they  even 

any  room;  the  cooler  isn’t  half  big 

bother  to  bring  ’em  in ?” 

enough  for  my  needs.” 

“You  spik  w it’  de  boss,”  the  Greek 

Kize  thought  he  saw  an  opporturepeated  less  truculently. 

n ity   to  drive  M organ  into  a  corner, 

“By  grab,  I  w ill!”  Kize  burst  out 

and  he  pounced  on  it.  “If  you  need 

angrily.  “Stop  what  yo’re  doin’;  I ’m 

room,”  he  said,  “why  fill  it  up  w ith 

seizin’  th is  beef!” 

beef?  You  could  have  a  carcass  sent 

He  started  for  the  door.  I t   opened 

in  every  couple  days.  How  long  will 

before  he  reached  it  and  Morgan 

all  this  run  you?” 

resplendent  in  mauve  weskit  this 

Morgan  wanted  to  say  three  or 

morning,  walked  in.  He  appeared  unfour  days;  but  he  saw  the  trap.  “I t ’ll disturbed  by  the  S h eriff’s  hostile  a tcarry  me  two  to  three  weeks;  if  you titude. 

th in k  there’s  anything  queer  about 

“One  of  my  dishwashers  told  me 

th is  beef,  why  don’t  you  go  out to  the 

you  were  back  here,”  he  said  coolly. 

ranch  and  tell  Legrand  you  want  to 

“W hat  seems  to  be  the  trouble?” 

look  things  over?” 

“T his  beef,”  Kize  told  him.  “You 

Kize  bristled  at  this  piece  of  adknow  the  law.  Yo’re  violating  the  old vice.  “I f   I  have  any  occasion  to  look 

ordinance  as  well  as  the  new;  you 

yore  ranch  over,  I ’ll  manage  it  w ithcan’t  show  hides  for  this  stu ff.” 

out  havin’  to  consult  yore  foreman. 

“T h a t’s  correct;  but  I ’m  not  vio

You  may  be  legally  in  the  clear  as 

lating  any  law,  Kize.  Both  of  them 

far as  the  ordinances  g o ;  I  know they 

relate  to  the  sale  of  beef.  I ’m  not  ofwas  drawn  hastily.  I ’ll  git  an  infering  anything  for  sale;  I ’m  slaughterpretation  from  Longyear.  I f   they tering   my  own  cattle,  bringing  it  to 

need  fixin’  up,  the  board  can  do  it  at 

town  and  putting  it  in  my  cooler  to 

the  next  meeting  All  I ’m  supposed 

serve  in  my  dining  room  as  needed. 

to  do  is  enforce  the  law s;  I  don’t 

To  be  sure  I  was  rig ht  about  it,  I  got 

w rite  ’em.  I f   Longyear  tells  me  to 

some  legal  advice.  P a t  Holman  is  as 

confiscate  th is  beef  and  file  a  charge 

good  a  lawyer as  there  is  in town.  He 

against  you,  I ’ll  have  to  do  it.” 

tells  me  I ’m  in  the  clear.” 

“He  won’t  tell  you  anything  of  the 

sort.” 

KIZE DIDN’T attempt to conceal  “Mebbe  not.  That  ain’t  goin’  to his  annoyance.  “Mebbe  there 

stop  some  liftin ’  of  eyebrows  in  yore 

 is a  loophole  in  the  law.  I f   so,  I ’ll see direction,  Con.  You  may  be  doin’ 

th a t  it’s  plugged  up  in  a  hurry. 

business  w ith  yoreself,  as  you  say, 

Everyone  knows  why  the  ordinances 

but  a  lot  of  folks  ain’t  goin’  to  see 

was  passed  and  are  w illin’  to  abide 

it  th at  way;  talk  will  sta rt  that  yo’re 

by  ’em.  To  say  the  least,  it  seems 

coverin’  up  somethin’.” 

m ighty  peculiar  th at  you’d  seek  le

Con  drew  him self  up  in  w rathful 

gal  advice  to  help  you  git  around 

indignation.  “Is  th at  your  way  of 

them.  You  got  cattle  runnin’  on  the 

hinting  that  this  beef  is  rustled?” 

open  range.  I ’d  thin k  you’d  be  in ter

“I ’m  not  h intin’  at  anythin’.  I ’m 

ested  in  doin’  w hat  you  can  to  help 

only  tellin ’  you  what  the  talk ’s  goin’ 

us  p u t  an  end  to  the  ru stlin ’.” 

to  be,  and  you  know  when  gossip  of 

“You bet  I ’m interested  in breaking

th a t  sort  gits  goin’,  it’s  hard  to  stop
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—no  m atter  how  innocent  a  man  may 

flin ty   answer.  “H e’s  had  me  over  a 

be.  Mebbe  you  can  affo rd   it.  Mebbe 

barrel  long  enough;  th a t  business  at 

you  don’t  care.” 

M ontero’s  place  opened  my  ey e s. . . 

“W e’ve  always  been  friends,  Kize,” 

W atch  D inw iddie’s  H ole.” 

M organ  declared  w ith  th e  a ir  o f  one 

who  is  being  magnanimous.  “T here’s 

/

8

/

no  reason  w hy  we  should  have  any 

trouble  now.  As  you  say,  th ere’ll  be 

ta lk   if  I  buck  th e  ordinance.  I   don’t 

IM   and  Oats  had 

usually  pay  any  atten tio n   to  th a t  so rt 

found  no  one  vioof  stu ff.  B u t  I ’m  not  going  to  be  a lating   the  new  o rdog  in  the  m anger  about  th is;  I ’ll dinance. 

W h e n  

p lay  i t   your  way  and  charge  up  the 

Kize  related  his  exe x tra   expense  to  experience.” 

perience  w ith  Con 

Kize  w asn’t   fooled  by  this  sudden 

M organ,  th ey   gathabout-face,  b u t  he  had  to  pretend  to ered  around 

him, 

be  pleased.  “T h a t’s  decent of  you,”  he 

fu ll  of  questions. 

declared.  “I t ’s  the  sensible  way  to 

H e 

intentionally 

look  at  it.” 

om itted 

repeating 

“W h a t about th is  beef?”  Con asked. 

everything  th a t  had 

“Do  you  w ant  me  to  send  it  back  to 

been  said  about  Chuck  Silvey.  “T here 

th e  ranch?” 

w asn’t  a  hide  in  the  place.  T h a t  beef 

“No,  it  w ould  spoil.  Use  it  up  and 

had  been  brought  in  ready  to  be  cut 

ju s t  be  sure  the  next  lo t  comes  in 

up,”  he  told  them.  “ Con  didn’t  make 

w ith   th e  h air  on.”  H e  told  th e  Greek 

any  bones  about  it.” 

and  the  other  man  to  go  on  w ith 

Jim   found  a  copy  of  th e  law  and 

th e ir  work.  W ith   Con, he  crossed  the 

read  it  carefully.  “I  believe  M organ’s 

alley  to  the  hotel  and  they  walked 

right.  L isten  to  th is:   N o  beef  steer 

th rou gh  the  em pty  dining  room  to 

 shall  be  offered,  for  sale,  or  bartered,  

gether.  H alfw ay,  Con  stopped,  and 

 or  otherw ise  used  in  trade— .  I t 

a fte r  m aking  sure  they  were  quite 

doesn’t  forbid  a  man  doing  business 

alone,  he  said  confidentially,  “I  hear 

w ith  him self.  You  couldn’t  ask  M or

Chuck  Silvey was  run  out of  Spanish 

gan  to  send  a  piece  of  hide  to  the 

F ord  yesterday  m orning.  T he  way  it 

table  w ith  every  steak  he  serves. 

was  told  to  me,  you  and  your  depu

W h at  gets  me  is  w hy  he  backed 

ties  saved  his  bacon.” 

down—th a t’s  if  he  really  is  the  boss 

“Yeh,”  Kize  m uttered,  w ondering 

man.” 

w hat  th is  was  leading  up  to,  “th at 

Oats  looked  up,  puzzled.  “W h y   do 

crowd  sounded  real  ugly.”  In te n t  on 

you  say  th at?  I f   he’s  sm art  enough 

doing  a  little   m aneuvering  of  his 

to  run  this  assortm ent  of  thieves  and 

own,  he  added:  “W e  pulled  out  rig h t 

cut-throats,  you  got  to  figger  he 

behind  him  and  made  shore  he  wasn’t 

knows  we’re  m akin’  some  progress. 

bein’  followed.  T he  last  we  saw  of 

H e  may  th in k   it’s  tim e  for  him  to 

him,  he  was  c u ttin ’  across  to  yore 

pull  in  his  horns  a bit.” 

place  on  the  south  f o r k . ..  He  spends 

“No,”  Jim   dem urred,  “it’s  always  a 

a  lot  of  his  tim e  on  th e  ranch.” 

sign  of  weakness  to  back  down  when 

H e  expected  M organ  to  deny  it. 

you  find  the  going  g ettin g   a  little  

T h e  denial  came,  in  a  strange  way, 

rough.  M organ  knows  th a t’s  the  way 

and  the  old  man  was  wholly  unprew e’d  see  it,  and  it  w ould  be  the  last pared  fo r  it. 

thin g   he’d  do.  H e’s  got  som ething 

“He  doesn’J  spend  as  much  time  on 

else  up  his  sleeve.  O f  course,  he  may 

m y  ranch  as  he’d  like  to  have  you 

be  only  the  num ber  two  man.  Have 

th in k .” 

you  thought  of  that,  K ize?” 

U nder  his  hooded  brows  Kize  ri

“I ’ve  thou gh t  of  it,”  the  Sheriff 

fled  a  fierce,  searching  glance at  him. 

said  grum pily.  “I t   never  gits  me  any

“W h at  do  you  expect  me  to  make  of 

where.  I  can’t  p ut  my  finger  on  any 

th a t? ”  he  jerked  out. 

character  in  these  parts  who  could 

“ W hatever  you  please,”  was  Con’s

fill  th at  pair  of  shoes,  unless  it’s
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W ild   Bill,  and  I  know  damn  well 

He  was  six  feet  tall  in  his  bare  feet, 

th at  it  ain’t  him.” 

and  though  an  octogenarian,  still 

He  ran  into  M ullhall  on  the  street, 

straig h t  as  a  ramrod,  and  tough  as 

ju s t  before  noon.  The  latte r  was  as 

bullhide. 

sober as he  ever was.  He  greeted  Kize 

Though  he  had  no  demands  on  his 

w ith  apparent  good-will.  “T h at  girl 

time  and  could  have  been  one  of  the 

of  yours  sure  knows  how  to  sell  her 

first  to  stake  a  claim  in  the  Bend,  he 

papers,”  he  declared,  w ith  a  harsh 

had  scoffed  at  what  he  called  the 

chuckle.  “She  sure  ripped  hell  out 

fools,  who  rushed  in.  A fter  every 

of  me,  didn’t  she?” 

foot  of  likely-looking  ground  had 

“I  don’t  tell  her  what  to  w rite,”  the 

been  pre-emptied,  he  p ut  in  an  apold  man  replied.  “She  does  her  own pearance  and  announced  that  he  was 

thin kin’  and  I  do  mine.  B ut  I  do 

going  to  locate  a  claim.  On  sounding 

agree  w ith  one  th ing   she  wrote, 

him  out  and  discovering  th at  he 

though  not  for  the  same  reason.  I t 

knew  nothing about placering, several 

was  o utrigh t  foolish  of  you  to  tear 

loungers  at  Johnnie  M ontero’s  then 

into  L ittle   Ben  th a t  way.  You  was 

saloon,  had  advised  him  in  jest  to 

only  giving  the  elem ent  th a t’s  down 

go  up  the  bank,  above  the  gravel 

on  you  som ethin’  they  can  g it  their 

bars,  and  try   his  luck  there. 

teeth  i n t o . ..  W hy  did  you  slam  him 

That,  Rawhide  Sm ith  did,  and  to 

around  like  that,  B ill?” 

the  amazement  of  all,  struck   it  rich. 

“Because  he’s  ju st  like  th at  w ith 

He  kept  a  rifle  handy,  did  not  bothcertain  parties  th a t’d  like  to  see  my er  to  erect  a  ten t  or  other  shelter, 

run  out.”  He  held  up  two  fingers  of 

and  worked  his  claim  in  good  w eathhis  rig h t  hand  and  entw ined  them.  “I er  and  bad.  Every  evening,  rifle  on 

got  his  play  rig h t  away.  I t  made  me 

his  shoulder,  he  m arched  into  Joh n so  damn  mad  I  wanted  to  kill  him ; nie’s  place  and  turned  over  to  him 

you  tell  your  daughter  th at  if  he 

the  proceeds  of  the  day’s  work  for 

comes  at  me  again,  I ’ll  bring  her  his 

safe  forw arding  to 

Rock  Creek. 

ears  for  a  souvenir.” 

Johnnie  soon  found  it  a  nuisance. 

W ild  B ill’s  broad,  pock-marked 

B ut  do  a  Basque  a  favor  and  he  never 

face  was  expressionless  and  his  eyes 

forgets.  Rawhide  Sm ith  had  befriendas  em pty  as  an  In d ian ’s  as  he  looked ed  Johnnie’s  people  when  they  first 

down  at  Kize,  m easuring  the  effect 

came  to  Nevada  and  found  them of  the  tip   he  had  given  him  about selves  unwanted.  So,  he  kept  his  bar

L ittle   Ben  Riley.  “I  see  I  wasn’t 

gain  w ith  Rawhide. 

te llin ’  you  anythin’  you  didn’t  know ” 

The  pocket  the  old  man  had  so 

he  said  fiercely. 

m iraculously  discovered,  could  not 

“I'm   obliged  jest  the  same,”  the  old 

hold  out  forever.  Johnnie  had  seen 

man  told  him. 

Rawhide’s  poke  grow  lig h ter  and 

* 

* 

*

lighter,  until  it  shrank  to  less  than 

A t  the  moment,  events  were  about 

an  ounce  a  day.  He  advised  him  to 

to   transpire  on  the  trail  across  the 

q uit;  Rawhide  was  a  rich  man.  B ut 

B lue  Meadows  from  R ustlers’  bend, 

Rawhide  had  hung  on.  For  the  past 

close  to  where  it  cut  into  the  Rock 

ten  days,  he  had  not  bothered  to  de

Creek  road th at were  to  call  for more 

posit  his  dust  w ith  Johnnie.  I t   was 

headlines.  The  principal  actor  was 

safe  enough  w ith  him,  he  said;  noone  Rawhide  Smith. 

body  was  interested  in  robbing a  man 

Rawhide  Sm ith  had  been  around  a 

of  such  a  triflin g   amount. 

long  time.  H e  could  tru th fu lly   call 

him self  Rock  Creek’s  oldest  citizen, 

w hich  he  often  did.  For  the  past 

THIS  MORNING,  he  had  appeared  at  the  store  w ith  the tw enty  years,  he  had  subsisted  on  his 

word  th at  he  was  pulling  out.  He 

A rm y  pension  and  the  charity  of  his 

had  no  need  of  leaving  a  forw arding 

granddaughter’s  husband.  As  a  scout, 

address  for  his  m ail;  he  never  re he  had  served  through  the  camceived  any  letters.  W aving  Johnnie paigns against th e  Piutes,  and  farther 

goodbye,  he  had  taken the tra il across 

n o rth ,  In  the  w ar  w ith  the  Bannocks. 

the  Blue  Meadows,  his  rifle  on  his
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shoulder  and  a  small  pack  on  his 

chair  by  the  tim e  my  next  b irthday 

back,  looking  exactly  as  he  had  on 

rolls  a ro u n d !” 

th e  day  when  he  first  appeared  at 

Kize  was  pouring  it  on  for  a  p u r

Spanish  Ford. 

pose,  n o t  w anting  to  have  any  ques

A ll  had  gone  well  w ith  him  un til 

tions  asked  about  w hat  he  was  bent 

he  neared  the  road.  There,  a  masked 

on  doing  th at  afternoon.  “T he  two 

man  waited,  his  .44  ready.  Rawhide 

of  you  git  up  to  the  Blue  Meadows,” 

saw  him  a  second  before  he  stepped 

he  repeated.  “You  don’t  need  me  to 

out  and  called  on  him  to  throw   up 

help  you  handle  th a t  business.  I  got 

his  hands.  The  old  man  threw   up  his 

som ethin’  I  w ant  to  look  into.  W on’t 

rifle,  not  his  hands,  and  put  his  bultake  me  long;  I ’ll  be  rig h t  here  when let  squarely  between  the  b andit’s 

you  git  back.” 

eyes.  Removing  the  mask, he  saw  th at 

“A ll  rig h t,  but  you  w atch  your  p ’s 

his  assailant  was  Ad  Jenkins,  who, 

and  q’s,”  Jim   scolded.  “W e  should  be 

a t  varying  intervals,  worked  an  un- 

back  by  five.  You  see  th at  you  are. 

roductive  claim,  or  pretended  to, 

Don’t  you  spoil  the  evening  for  Iris 

u t  was  better  known  as  Chuck  Sil- 

like  you  did  last  year;  she  had  the 

vey’s  boon  companion. 

dinner  in  and  out  of  the  oven  two  or 

* 

# 

#

three  tim es before  you  finally showed 

The  news  was  not  long  in  reachup.” 

ing  town.  Oats  brought  it  to  the  office.  Kize  and  Jim   were  frankly  delighted. 

SINCE  THE  old  man’s interest  in 

having  a  look  at  D inw iddie’s 

“Score  one  for  our  side,  even  if  we 

Hole and  the  adjacent country  sprang 

didn’t  get  him,”  the  latte r  exclaimed. 

solely  from   the  tip   Con  M organ  had 

“Ad  Jenkins.  T h at  gives  us  another 

given  him,  he  m ust  have  had  some 

itr in g   on  S ilvey;  they  did  th eir  playreason  to  believe  it  a  dangerous  m isin g  together  and  I ’m  dead  sure  they sion.  W hy  he  fe lt  ju stifie d   in  underkilled  together.  I f   we  ever  get  the taking  it  alone  is  d iffic u lt  to  underwhole  story  on  who  killed  J e ff stand,  unless  it  can  be  charged  to 

Foraker,  we’ll  find  it  was  th a t  pair.” 

perverseness  or  a  conviction  th a t  it 

“I ’ll  go  along  w ith  you  on  th at,” 

w ould  resu lt  in  the  complete  exposaid  Kize.  “You  and  O ats  g it  up sure  of  the  outlaw   rin g   and,  having 

th ere  as  soon  as  you  can.  You  better 

accomplished  it  single-handed,  sitak e  the  Coroner  w ith  you.  H e  can lence  his  critics  and  perm it  him   to 

arrange  about 

having 

the 

body 

retire  in  a  blaze  of  glory. 

brought  in.  Search  it  carefully;  you 

B y  w ay  o f  Rustlers*  Bend  and 

may  be  lucky  enough  to  find  some 

Spanish  Ford,  it  was  fully   tw enty- 

evidence  on  him   th at  we  can  use.” 

five  m iles  to  D inw iddie’s  Hole.  I t  

F o r  him   to  stay  behind  was  un was  a  long,  roundabout  way.  T here usual.  Jim   was  in stan tly   suspicious. 

was  no  road  d irectly   east  from   town, 

“W hy  you  sending  us  up  alone?”  he 

b u t  by taking  to  th e  h ills  and  c u ttin g  

asked.  “I  swear,  you’re  goin’  a fte r 

th rough  th e  lava  beds  beyond,  a 

som ething  on  yo u r  own  as  soon  as 

horsem an  could  reach  the  Hole  in 

you  get  rid   of  us.  You’ve  been  acting 

an  hour’s  riding. 

peculiar  all  m orning.” 

Kize  w aited  only  u n til  he  was  sure 

“Peculiar,  my  foot!”  Kize  snorted 

hi*  deputies  had  le ft  w ith   Shep 

disgustedly.  “Iris   been  a t  you  to 

Failes,  th e  Coroner,  fo r  the  Blue 

keep  an  eye  on  m e?” 

Meadows.  H e  th rew   a  saddle  on  his 

“I   don’t   know  about  th at,”  Jim   refavorite  bronc,  then,  and  a  few  m into rted.  “I t ’d  be  too  bad  if  she  worutes  later,  he  jogged  across  the  Rock ried  a  little   about  you  now  and  then, 

Creek  bridge  at  th e  head  of 

main

w ouldn’t  it? ” 

street  and  struck   o ff  to  the  east. 

“T h a t’s  all  rig h t—if  it  don’t  go  too 

* 

# 

*

far.  I   don’t   need  nobody  steppin’  on 

T he   E nterprise  had received 

news

my  heels  all  th e  tim e ...  Good  grief! 

of  Rawhide  Sm ith’s  slaying  of  Ad 

I f   the  two  of  you  have  yore  way 

Jenkins.  Iris   was  w ritin g   the  story 

about  it,  you’ll  have  me  in  a  wheelwhen  she  saw  Jim   and  O ats  O llinger
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ride  by.  They  had  Shep  Failes  w ith 

H ustis  hurriedly  closed  th e  office 

them.  T heir  destination  appeared  obdoor.  “Keep  your  voice  down;  he’ll vious.  She  wondered  why  her  father 

hear  you!”  he  burst  out,  as  excited 

wasn’t  accompanying  them,  but  when 

as  she,  though  for  no t  the  same  rea

Kize  passed  a  few  m inutes  later,  she 

son.  “W h at’s  wrong  w ith  Con  M ortook  it  for  granted  th at  he  was  on gan ?” 

his  way  to  overtake  them,  and  she 

“I t ’s  the  most  outrageous  thing  I 

thought  no  more  about  it,  other  than 

ever  heard  of—that—that-—”  S h e  

to  speculate  on  how  late  they  would 

couldn’t  finish  w hat  she  wanted  to 

be  getting  back. 

say  w ithout  violating  the  confidence 

The  paper  was  on  the  press  and 

her  father  and  Jim   had  reposed  in 

she  was  clearing  her  desk  so  that  she 

her.  “I—I ’m  sorry  I  said  anything  at 

m ight  get  away  early,  when  H enry 

all,”  she  added  lamely.  “If  he  takes 

Hustis,  the  owner  of  the   Enterprise 

over,  he’ll  have  to  hire  him self  a  new 

put  his  head  in  the  door.  “Hold  on 

editor;  I  couldn’t  w ork  for  him.” 

to  your  hat,  Iris,”  he  said.  “I ’ve  got 

“ Because  he  sells  w hisky  and  takes 

a  surprise  for  you.” 

a  rake-off  on  some  gambling?  T h at’s 

“Good  heavens,  you  don’t  mean 

terribly  naive  of  you,  Iris !”  H ustis 

you’re  raising  my  salary,  H enry?” 

accused  bitterly,  fearful  th at  Farra- 

she  returned  laughingly. 

day  stubbornness,  w ith  which  he  had 

“I  don’t  know  about  the  raise,  but 

had  some  experience,  would  cost  him 

it  looks  as  though  someone  else  will 

the  sale.  “ Con’s  one  of  the  most  popbe  paying  it.”  He  lowered  his  voice ular  men  in  Rock  Creek.  I  never 

to  add:  “I ’ve  been  offered  a  good 

heard  anyone  say  anything  against 

price  for  the   Enterprise.   If  we  can 

h im ;  he’s  always  been  a  square  shootwork  out  a  deal  w ith  you,  I ’m  going e r . ..  Don’t  w reck  this  deal  for  me, 

to  let  it  go.” 

Iris.  W hy  can’t  you  go  on?” 

An  incredulous  expression  settled 

“Because  I  know  how  he’d  want  the 

on  I ris ’  young  face.  H ustis  had 

 E nterprise  r u n . . .  how  I ’d  be  told 

talked  for  several  years  about  selling 

w hat  to  w rite—and  how  it  was  to  be 

the  paper  and  moving  down  to  Cals la n te d ...  Did  he  say  anything  about ifornia,  where  his  w ife’s  people  lived. 

the  M ullhall  editorial?” 

B ut  th at  was  before  the   Enterprise 

“J u s t  casually.  He  thought  it  was 

had  begun  to  show  a  profit.  For  him 

fine.  Con’s  public-spirited;  he’s  for 

to  sell  now  came  as  a  shocking  su ranything  th a t’s  for  the  good  of  the prise. 

community.” 

“You  m ight  have  given  me  some 

Con’s  favorable  reaction  to  the  edwarning,”  she  protested. 

itorial  gave  Iris  her  cue.  I t   made  his 

“I   didn’t  have  warning  myself,” 

purpose  in  purchasing  the   E nterprise 

H ustis  replied.  “I  mentioned  a  fig very  plain. 

ure  I ’d  take  several  days  ago,  but  it 

“You’re  all  wrong  about  being  told 

was  just  one  of  those  casual  converwhere  to  head  in,”  H ustis  pressed  on. 

sations,  I  thought,  and  I  never  ex

“Not  five  m inutes  ago,  Con  told  me 

pected  anything  to  come  of  it.  A  few 

he  knew  nothing  about  publishing  a 

m inutes ago, he walks in and says he’s 

newspaper;  th at  he  wants  you  to  take 

ready  to  make  a  deal.  I t   won’t  make 

charge, combine  your  duties  and mine 

any  difference  to  you,  I r i s ;  he  wants 

and  run  the  paper  as  you  th in k   best. 

you  to  stay  on  as  editor.  In   fact  he 

I t ’ll  mean  more  money  for  you,  Iris. 

makes  th at  one  of  the  conditions  in 

T here’s  no  reason  why  you  can’t  try  

buying  the  paper.” 

it  out  for  a  m onth  or  two.  I f   it 

“T h a t’s  nice  of  him,”  she  m urdoesn’t  work  out  your  way,  you  can m ured.  “I t ’s  someone  from  out  of 

always  quit.  B ut  don’t  give  it  a  fla t 

town,  of  course.” 

turn-down.  Come  on  up  in  fro n t  and 

“No,  Con  Morgan.” 

hear  w hat  M organ  has  to  say.  T h a t’s 

“Con  M organ?”  Iris   straightened 

the  least  you  can  do.” 

up  as  though  she  had  ju st  received 

She  was  finally  persuaded,  b u t  not 

an  electric  shock.  “Good  Lord,  no! 

in  response  to  urging.  A ny  idea  th at 

N ot  th a t  man,  H en ry!” 

M organ  would  refuse  to  go  through
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w ith  the  deal,  unless  her  services 

eral  letters.  The  letters  contained 

were  included,  was  absurd  to  her.  Benothing  of  an  incrim inating  nature ing  convinced  of  his  purpose  in 

against  the  dead  man  or  anyone  else. 

purchasing  the  paper,  she  took  it  for 

Otherw ise,  the  deputies  had  learned 

granted  th at if she resigned, he would 

nothing  beyond  the  facts  they  had 

bring  in  an  editor  of  his  own.  In   th at 

when  they  left  for  the  Blue  Meaevent,  there  would  be  nothing  to  stop dows. 

M organ  from   launching  an  all-out 

* 

* 

*

campaign  against  M ullhall.  If  she  re

I t   was  after  five,  and  Kize  was  not 

mained  on  the  job,  she  could  protect 

at  the  office.  T hey  were  not  immediher  fath e r’s  interests  in  some  degree. 

ately  anxious  about  him  but  when 

Iris  needed  no  other  argum ent. 

half-past  five  came  and  he  did  not 

p ut  in  an  appearance,  Jim   went  down 

CON WORE a coat this afternoon,  to  the  barn to  see  if  one  of  the  old form al  attire  for  him.  He  knew 

m an’s  strin g   of  broncs  was  missing. 

how  to  be  courteous  and  he  p u t  his 

W hat  he  found  sent  him  h u rry in g   * 

best  foot  forw ard  w ith  her.  " I  hope 

back  to  the  office. 

you've  considered  my  proposition 

“The  sorrel  m are’s  gone,”  he  told 

favorably,  Miss  Farraday.” 

Oats.  “T h at  means  he  ain’t  around 

“Yes  and  no,”  she  answered.  “I ’ve 

town.  Grab  your  h a t;  we’ll  go  up  the 

had  a  free  hand  here  and  I ’ve  tried 

street  and  try   to  find  out  w hat’s  beto   make  the   Enterprise  a  strong  weacome  of  him.” 

pon  fo r  law  and  order.  I ’ve  stepped 

They  tried  the  hotel  and  several 

on some  people’s  toes, but  I ’ve  always 

saloons w ithout  result, when they met 

had  evidence  to  ju stify   my  stand. 

the  Marshal. 

T h a t’s  the  only  way  I  can  work.  I f  

“Yeh,  I  saw  him  about  half-past 

I'm   to  consider  staying  on,  it  w ill 

tw o,”  Cap  told  them.  “W hen  I   saw 

have to be on  the  explicit understandhim  rid in ’  out,  I  figgered  he  was ing  th at  I   am  to  handle  the  news  and 

bound  for  the  Meadows.” 

th e  editorial  page  as  I  see  fit.” 

“He  crossed  the  bridge,  eh?”  Jim  

“O f  course!”  Con  assured  her, 

asked. 

“You’re  a  courageous  young  woman, 

“I  dunno.  The  Hoskin  boy  was 

M iss  Farraday.  I  w ant the paper to be 

fish in ’  there  all  afternoon.  He  could 

run  in  the  best  in terest  of  the  comtell  yuh.” 

m unity  and—n aturally—to  show  a 

T hey  went  off  in  search  of  Dale 

profit.  I  know  you  can  do  it.  I t ’s  not 

Hoskin.  He  told  them   he  had  seen 

my  intention  to  pop  in  here  and  tell 

the  Sheriff  tu rn   eastward,  soon  after 

you  w hat  to  w rite  and  how  to  w rite 

crossing  the  creek, 

it.  I   w ant  you  to  call  a spade a  spade. 

“He  was  riding  old  Jin n y ,”  he  said. 

T h at goes,” he added, w ith a grin th at 

“You  know  the  tra il  old  man  Revell 

made  little   im pression  on  his  caverused  when  he  had  a  cabin  in  the nous  countenance,  “even  if  you  find 

Squaw  H ills.  T h a t’s  the  way  he  was 

yourself  gunning  for  me.” 

heading.” 

H is  protestations,  u ttered   w ith  a 

I t   posed  a  question  th at  neither 

rin g   of  sincerity,  failed  to  have  any 

Jim   nor  Oats  could  answer. 

effect  on  Iris.  I t   was  talk,  and  noth

“I t  gets  m e!”  the  latte r  declared 

ing  more  than  talk,  she  believed.  I t  

soberly.  “I  don’t  know  of  anyth in’ 

w ould  not  be  long,  she  was  sure,  bein  the  Squaw  H ills  th at  would  infore  he  trie d   to  force  her  hand.  She terest  him.  Maybe  he  was  ju st  takin ’ 

was  secretly  resolved  to  go  through 

a  shortcut  to  where  he  was  goin’.” 

w ith  it,  however,  and  when  she  left 

T his  stru ck  Jim   as  a  very  logical 

Con  and  H ustis  to  conclude  th eir  a robservation.  In   his  m ind’s  eye,  he rangem ent,  she  had  given  her  prom mapped  out  the  Squaw  H ills  and  the ise  to  stay  w ith  the   Enterprise. 

country  beyond.  Once  through  the 

She  had  le ft  for  home  before  Jim  

hills,  a  man would  have  the  lava  beds, 

and  Oats  got  back  to  town.  T hey  had 

the  headwaters  of  the  south  fork, 

found  a  rath er  large  am ount  of  cur

D inw iddie’s  Hole,  and,  not  too  far 

rency  on  Ad  Jenkins,  as  well  as  sevto  the  north,  M organ’s  Bar  66  ranch, 
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ahead  of  him.  T hat  was  enough  for 

w ith  some  amazing  bits  of  inform a

Jim ,  He  discussed  it  w ith  Oats  and 

tion. 

they  were  of  one  m ind  about  it. 

“He  wanted  to  get  back  early  for  a 

“Sure  as  shootin’,  he  lit  out  to  have 

couple  of  reasons,” Jim  continued. “If 

a  look  at  Morgan’s  spread.”  Oats  was 

he  got  in  early,  he  w ouldn’t  have  to 

positive.  “An  hour’s  rid in ’  each  way 

explain  where  he’d  been.  And  it’s  his 

would  do  it.  T h a t’s  why  he  told  us 

b irth day ;  he  wouldn’t  w ant  to  spoil 

he’d  be  back  in  the  office  by  five.” 

th in gs  for  Iris.  A  lot  of  th ings  could 

“I  hope  there’s  nothing  wrong,” 

have  happened  to  upset  his  calculayoung  Hoskin  said. 

tio ns;  he  may  be  all  right.  Somehow, 

“So  do  we,”  Jim   answered.  He 

I  can’t  believe  it,  Dan.” 

thanked  the  boy,  and  they  turned 

“You  feel  sure  th at  he  set  out  for 

back  into  town,  th eir  faces  grave. 

Bar  66?”  Corbett  knew why  M organ’s 

“Jim —the 

old  man’s  run 

into 

ranch  was  suspect. 

trouble.”  Oats had  seldom  sounded  so 

“I  don’t  know  what  else  to  think.” 

grim.  “W e’ll  have  to  go  out  lookin’ 

said  Jim .  He  looked at his watch. “I t ’s 

for  him.  W aitin’  ain’t  goin’  to  make 

almost  six-thirty.  I ’ll  give  him  until 

the  job  any  easier.  The  best  thing 

then.” 

we  can  do  is  to  organize  a  searchin’ 

“T h a t’ll  give you a little  better than 

party  and  get  started.” 

an  hour  of  daylight.”  C orbett  walked 

Jim  shook  his  head.  “W e’ll  wait  till 

to  the  window  and  glanced  up  the 

half-past  six  before  we  throw   Iris 

road in the direction of the bridge. He 

into  a  panic  and  go  out  looking  for 

was  a  tall  man,  square  shouldered, 

him.  T h ere’s  still,  time  for  him  to 

w ith a  rather  plain  face,  relieved  by a 

show  up.” 

pair  of  intelligent  eyes  and  a  strong 

“Yeh,”  Oats  agreed.  Each  knew  the 

mouth.  “Jim —you  w ant  me  to  see 

other  was  convinced  to   the  contrary. 

Iris?  I t ’ll  save  you  a  little   tim e.” 

“I  wish  you  would,  Dan.  She  has  a 

H EY   S T O P P E D   in  fro n t  of 

lot  of  faith in you.  I t would  be  foolish 

Doctor  Corbett’s  house  and  Jim  

to  try   to  make  her  th in k   there’s 

w ent  in.  Corbett  had  his  office  and 

nothing  wrong,  but  don’t  let  her  look 

w aiting  room  on  the  ground  floor. 

at  the  w orst  side  of  it.” 

The  rest  of  the  frame  building  had 

“I ’ll make  it as  easy on her as I   can. 

been  transform ed  into  a  hospital  of 

You get me a h o rse ;  I ’ll be over to the 

sorts,  Rock  Creek  having  no  other 

sheriff’s office  before you’re  organized 

facilities  of  th at  sort. 

and  ready  to  ride.  I ’ve  got a  feeling  I 

“I   was  ju st  gettin g  ready  to  leave,” 

better  go  w ith  you.  I ’ll  bring  my  bag 

was  the  young  doctor’s  greeting.  He 

along.” 

gave  Jim   a  second  look.  “W h at’s  the 

m atter  w ith  you?”  he  asked  banter- 

ingly.  “A ren’t  you  dressing  up  a  bit  I T  DID  NOT  take  Jim   and  Oats long  to  enlist  a  dozen  men,  most 

for  the  party?  You  haven’t  even 

of  them   cowboys,  who  chanced  to  be 

ihaved.” 

in  town.  Some  left  their  supper  un

“Dan—Kize  is m issing.” 

touched,  others  hastily  gulped  down 

“W h a t!”  L ord’s  gravity  eloquently 

a  few  m outhfuls  and  repaired  to  the 

expressed  the  seriousness  w ith  which 

street  in  front  of  the  sheriff’s  office, 

he  regarded  the  situation.  I t  pulled 

where  the  posse  was  to  rendezvous. 

Corbett  to  his  feet,  his  deep  and  im

Doctor  Corbett  joined  them   at  the 

m ediate  concern  evident. 

last  moment.  Jim   asked  at  once  how 

Jim   hu rried ly  explained  himself. 

Iris  had  taken  the  news. 

H e  had  no  hesitancy  in  speaking 

“She  didn’t   go  to pieces,”  Dan  told 

frankly.  No  one—not  even  Iris—had  him.  " It  h it  her  hard,  of  course;  but been  so  freely  taken  into  th eir  confishe’s  like  K ize;  she  can  hold  herself dence  as  Corbett,  who had  a  keen  inin.  Coming  this  evening,  of  all  times, te re st in  the  scientific  phases of  crimmade  it  worse.” 

inal  investigation.  H is  laboratory  was 

“I   blame  m yself,”  J h n   m uttered 

too  inadequate  to  prom ise  much,  but 

b itterly.  “I  knew  he  was  up  to  somehis  m icroscope  had  provided  them thing.” 
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“You  can blame yourself  if you  feel 

see  w hat  w e’re  doing,  w e’ll  w ait  for 

you  m ust,”  said  Dan.  “Iris   knows  it 

th e  moon.” 

isn 't your fa u lt; Kize ordered you  and 

T h ey   had  been  th ere  only  a  few 

O ats  to   get  up  to  th e  Meadows.  I 

m inutes,  w hen  Oats  caught  the  fain t 

do n 't know w hat you  could do bu t g o ; 

w hinnying  of  a  horse.  H e  asked  fo r 

he’s the b o s s ,..  I   stopped  on  th e way 

quiet. T h e sound came again, from  far 

over to ask Belle Newcomb and  Carrie 

off to  the right. 

Brundage  to  go  over to th e  house and 

“Did you catch that, J im ? ”  Oats  destay   w ith   h er  till  we  get  back.” 

manded excitedly. 

A  signal  from   Jim   set  th e  posse  in 

“Sure.  Sounded  as  though  it  came 

motion.  T h e  gathering  crowd  parted 

from   over  tow ards  th e  Hole.” 

to   let  them   through.  T he  pace  quick

“A nd  it  sounded  like  old  Jin n y   to 

ened  as  th ey   swung  into  M ain  Street. 

m e!”  O ats  w hipped  out,  angered  by 

T h e  loose  planks  in  the  Rock  Creek 

th e  lack  of Jim ’s  perception.  “W h at's 

bridge  set  up  a  noisy  tatto o   as  th ey   th e  m atter  w ith  your  ears?  T h a t  old thundered  across. 

mare  has  a  funny  whim per.  You've 

T he  tra il  was  well  defined  as  fa r 

heard it often enough to recognize it.” 

as  Gabe Revell’s abandoned cabin.  Be

They  listened  again  and  caught 

yond,  i t   w ound  through  a  tangle  of 

sound  once  more.  A   shiver  ran  down 

m ountain  m ahogany  and  aspens  for  J im   L o rd ’s  spine. 

several  miles.  I t   slowed  th e  horses  to 

“I t ’s J in n y !”  he  ground  out.  “Come 

on!” 

a  w alk  in   m any  places.  Finally,  the 

posse came out above the  scrub tim ber 

T hey  found  the  faith fu l  old  m are 

and  had  the  rocky,  badly  cut-up 

standing  w here  the reins had  dropped 

Squaw H ills ahead of  them.  T hey  had 

over  her  head.  A  few  feet  away  lay 

w orked  through  as  far  as  the  lava 

Kize.  D an’s  b rief  exam ination  was 

beds  and  nest  of  springs  th at  fed  the 

hardly  necessary. 

south  fork  before  the  lig ht  began  to 

“H e’s  dead,”  he  m uttered.  “H e’s 

fail. 

been  dead  some  tim e;  he’s  cold.  Shot 

th rou g h   the head." 

A fter  a  b rief  parley,  Jim   lead  half 

T h ey  were  gathered  around  th e 

of  the  posse  in  the  direction  of  the 

body,  when  one  of  th e  posse  cried t 

sp rin g s;  O ats began scouring  the  lava 

“Look  here!” 

beds  w ith  th e  others.  T he  purple 

Someone  broke  off  a  clum p  of 

afterglow   was  fading  to  deep  tw idead  sage  and  touched  a  m atch  to  it. 

lig h t  w hen  they  joined  forces  again. 

I t   flamed  b rig htly   and  in  its  w ierd 

N othing  had  been  seen  of  Kize. 

ligh t,  th irty   feet  away,  th ey   saw 

“I t ’ll  be  black  n ig h t  in  a  few  m in

Chuck  Silvey  sta rin g   a t  them   w ith 

utes,”  O ats  rem arked,  stating   the 

sightless eyes, his satu rn ine face more 

obvious.  “I f   we’re  goin'  to  search  out 

ugly  in  death  th an  it had been  in life. 

the  crick  bottom   and  have  a  peek  in 

“Good  L o rd !”  O ats  groaned.  “The 

the  Hole,  we’ll  have  to  hold  up  here 

two of them —they shot it  o u t!” 

till th e moon shows.” 

“W h at  did  Silvey  have  against 

“W hy   n o t  push  on  to  the  B ar  66?” 

K ize?”  a  man  asked  another. 

one  of  the  men  asked.  “They  m ay  be 

“I   reckon  Kize  knew  som ethin’ 

able  to  tell  us  som ethin’  there.” 

about  th at  shootin’  in  th e   M averick 

O ats  and Corbett exchanged a quick  the  other  day  th at  was  too  much  for glance  w ith  Jim .  In   the  gathering 

Chuck.” 

darkness,  they  saw  him  retu rn   a  firm  

Jim   heard  them,  bu t  he  was  too 

no 

to 

th eir 

unasked 

question. 

stunned  for  the moment  to  care  w hat 

N othing  had  been  said  to  the  posse 

was  said.  A  fire  was  b u ilt  up,  the 

regarding  the  suspicions  the  three  of 

flames  leaping  high  and  lig h tin g   the 

them   entertained  against  the  Morgan 

grisly  scene.  Dan  came  over  to  Jim  

ranch.  Plainly,  Jim   did  not  intend  to 

and  p u t  a  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

say anything. 

“I  know  how  you  feel,”  he  said. 

“W e’ll  m ark  tim e  here  for  half  an 

“I t ’s  too  bad  he  had  to   go  th is  way. 

hour,”  he  announced.  “I t ’ll  be  some 

T hey  m ust  have  come  on  each  other 

lig h ter  by  then.  I f   we  find  we  can’t

w ithout  w arning  and  blazed  away.” 

[image: Image 108]

[image: Image 109]

[image: Image 110]

[image: Image 111]

R U S T L E R ’S  BEN D

45

Jim   shook  his  head  grimly.  “No, 

A fter the funeral, Dan and Jim  rode 

you’re  wrong,  Dan!  A ll  wrong!  Look 

home  from   the  cemetery  w ith  her. 

at  his  saddle.  Bloodstains  on  it.  You 

M organ  had  been  one  of  the  m ournknow  th at  slug  killed  him  instantly. 

ers.  Iris  resented  it  hotly.  “I f   he  had 

He  never  got  off  his  horse;  this  was 

even  a  spark  of  decency,  he  would 

a trap,  and  he  rode  iijto  i t !” 

have kept away.” 

“Everyone  else was th e re ;  if  he had 

stayed  away,  it would  have  called  attention  to  him self,”  Corbett  pointed out. 

H E   new  M ethod

“O f  course,”  Jim   agreed.  “H e’s  got 

ist  church  was  not 

an  a irtig h t  alibi—he  was  talking  to 

half  big  enough  to 

you  and  H ustis as  late  as  four  o’clock 

accommodate 

t h e  

that  afternoon—but  th a t’s  not  going 

throngs  th at 

came

to  stop  him  from being  cagy.  I ’m  sure 

to  pay  th eir  last  rehe  doesn’t  know  how  close  we’ve spects  to  Kize  Far-moved  in  on  him.” 

raday.  I t   could  not 

“I t ’s  going  to  set  you  back,  losing 

be  said  of  him  that 

Dad,”  said  Iris.  “He  m ust  have  taken 

he  had  been  unapsome  secrets  w ith  him.” 

preciated 

in 

life. 

“He  took  one  that  I ’d  give  an  arm 

B ut  he  had  been

to  know.  W hen  he  talked  w ith  Morcritized  by  many  of  la te ;  now  th at  he gan that morning,  something  was  said 

was  gone,  his  loss  seemed  irreparable. 

that  sent  him  up  to  D inw iddie’s  Hole 

W ith   Dan  Corbett’s  help,  and  the 

in  the  afternoon.  It  could  have  been 

courageous  assistance  of  Iris,  Jim  

a  tip-off,  or  something  M organ  let 

saw  the  old  man  placed  to  rest  w ith 

slip  accidentally.” 

the  public  believing  that  Silvey  and 

“W hat  kind  of  a  tip ? ”  Dan  in

Kize  had  died  in  a  gun  duel.  The 

quired. 

County  Commissioners  had  assembled 

“T hat he’d  find  something  interesthurriedly  and  appointed  Jim   to  fill ing  up  there.” 

out  the old  man’s  unexpired  term. 

The  Doctor shook his  head.  “I   can’t 

Kize had  held back  every  bit  of  inforbelieve  i t ;  Kize  was  too  sm art  to  fall m ation and  evidence that  he  could,  on 

for  anything  like  t h a t . ..   Unless  Con 

the  theory  th at  it  would  jell,  sooner 

was  double-crossing  Silvey.” 

or  later,  and  enable  him  to  round  up 

“Maybe  we’ll  get  the  answer  when 

the w hole outlaw ring  on one spectacyou  finish  examining  the  slugs,”  Jim ular  move.  Jim   was  determined  to 

observed  bitterly.  “W hen  will  you  be 

proceed  on  that  line;  accordingly,  he 

ready  to  say  something,  D an?” 

had  given  the  gang  every  reason  to 

“This  evening.  You  and  Oats  drop 

believe  th at  he  had  been  completely 

in any time after  e ig h t. . .  Are the  two 

taken  in  by  the ruse  they  had  used  in 

of  you  going  to  go  it  alone?” 

killing  Kize  and  Silvey. 

“For  the  present.  The  Commission

He  had  not  attem pted  to  deceive 

ers  authorized  me  to  hire  another 

Iris. F o r her, knowing what she  knew, 

man,  but  I  don’t  believe  I  will.  I ’ve 

it  had  tested  her  courage  to  the  lim it 

spoken  to  Joe  Sherdell  and  three  or 

to w rite what she did about the double 

four  others.  They’ve  promised  th at  I 

slaying.  H er  first  reaction  was  to  go 

can  call  on  them at a moment’s  notice 

to  her  desk  and  w rite  a  story  that 

and  swear  them  in  on  a  day  to  day 

would  openly  accuse  Con  Morgan  of 

basis.  I  think  I ’ll  play  it  th at  way.” 

what  she  believed  was  his  part  in  the 

# 

* 

*

killing  of  her  father,  see  it  printed 

IT H O U T   T H E   o l d   m a n  

and  circulated  before  he  could  prearound,  the  dingy  sh eriff’s  ofvent  it,  or  short  of  that,  never  to  go fice  w asn't  the  same.  W hen  Jim  

near  the  E nterprise again.  Only  Jim ’s  walked  in  that  evening, his  eyes went insistence  th at  she  go  on,  keeping 

to  the  battered  desk  where  Kize  had 

w hat  he  had  told  her  to  herself,  had  held  forth  for  so  many  years.  I t persuaded  her. 

brought  a  lump  to  his  throat,  and  he
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was  glad when  O ats came  in,  for even 

here.  T his is  the  slug  I   removed  from 

in  his  m ost  somber  moments,  there 

Tom  Yancey.  A nd  over  here  is  one  of 

was  som ething  tonic  about  the  red- 

the  two  I   dug  out  of  J e ff   F orak er’s 

haired one. 

chest.  W e  know  the  firs t  one  was 

“W ell,  we  sure  gave  Kiz#  a  send- 

fired   from  Silvey’s  gun.  T his  one 

o ff  such  as  Rock  Crick  never  saw behere  came  from   the  same  weapon.  So, fore,”  Oats  declared  proudly.  “The 

he  killed  Yancey  and  shot  F oraker.” 

old man would certainly have enjoyed 

“T h a t’s  what  we  figured,”  Jim  

it.”  He  checked  him self  as  he  saw 

said.  “You  took  two  slugs  out  of  F o r

Jim ’s  face  grow  long.  “T h at  won’t 

aker.  W h at  about  the  other  one?” 

help  things  a  bit,  Jim ,”  he  began 

“T his  is  it,”  Dan  stated,  touching 

again,  unsm iling  b u t  not  cast  down. 

another  leaden pellet.  “W e  don’t  have 

“W e  got  to  be  th in k in ’  about  th e  tothe  gun  th at  fired  it.  B u t—and  get morrows  if  we’re  goin’  to  keep  faith 

th is—from  th at  same  gun  came  th is 

w ith  him.  D id  C orbett  say  an y th in ’ 

slug  and  th is  one.  T he  firs t  is  the 

about  the  slugs  I   took  over?” 

bullet  th at  killed  K ize;  the  other  is 

“He  wants  us  to  drop  in  to n ig h t; 

one  th a t  killed  Chuck  Silvey.  One 

you’re  sure you  didn’t get them  mixed 

man  m urdered  the  two  of  them   and 

up?” 

helped  to  m urder  Foraker,” 

“A bsolutely!  I   did  exactly  as  he 

said.  I  heard  th at  one  of  Mike  F o r

“Good  g rie f!”  O ats  exploded.  He 

ney’s  horses  had  died.  I   went  up  to 

sounded  for  all  the  w orld  like  old 

his  place  and  began  w ith  the  gun  we 

Kize.  “You  can  state  th at  for  a  fact, 

took  o ff  of  Ad  Jenkins.  I  stood  about 

Doc?” 

thirty-five  feet  off  and  p u t  a  slug 

“I ’m  ready  to  put  them   under  the 

into  th e  dead  horse.  I   dug  the  slug 

microscope  and  prove  it  to  you  w ith 

out,  then,  and  pu t  it  in  an  envelope 

your  own  eyes.  A nd  I  can  tell  you 

and  wrote  on  it  w hat it was.  I   did  the 

th at  this  slug  over  here, w hich  is  the 

same  w ith  Silvey’s  gun n ex t and  then 

one  I  removed  at  the  autopsy  on  th at 

w ith  Kize’s  .45.  T here  was  no  m ixin’ 

Dutchman,  H erm an  R itte r,  who  was 

up about it.” 

killed  and  robbed  two  days  before 

“I  ju st  wanted  to  be  sure,”  said 

they  got  Foraker,  came  from   th at 

Jim .  “I ’m  counting  on  w hat  Dan  can 

same gun.  I t  means th a t whoever owns 

make  of  them.  W e’ll  show  up  a t  his 

it  has  accounted  for  the  lives  of  four 

place  a  few  m inutes  a fte r  eight." 

men.  I  certainly  believe  if  we  had 

The  Doctor  was  closeted  w ith  a 

made  autopsies  in  every  case,  we 

patient when they arrived. A fte r coolcould  charge  other  killings  to  him. 

ing  th eir  heels  in  the  w aiting  room 

F in d   him,  Jim ,  and  you’ve  got  either 

for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  he  joined 

the  ringleader  of  th at  gang  or  his 

them.  Even  before  he  spoke,  they 

first  lieutenant,” 

knew  he  had  good  news.  “I ’ve  got 

“A  .44,  eh?”  Jim   queried  tensely. 

som ething  interestin g   for  you,”  he 

“A  .44  calibre  Colt,  and  I ’d  say, 

to ld   them.  “Come  on  back  to  th e  la- 

from  the  sharpness  of  the  scratches, 

bcatory; we won’t  be disturbed there.” 

an  eight  inch  barrel.  I  don’t  think 

O n  the  bench  where  he  worked, 

th ere’s  any  question  but  it’s  an  old 

they  saw  eight  slugs  lined  up  in  a 

F ro n tier  Model  single-action  gun. 

row,  each  resting  on   &   piece  of  paper T here’s  a  lot  of  them   around,  so  that 

bearing words of identification. 

doesn’t  tell  you  too  much.” 

“I  w ant  you  to le t  me  handle  these 

“I t   tells  me  a  lot.  W e  know  now 

things,”  C orbett told  them. “They tell 

th at  the  evidence  we  found  at  the 

a  story.  You did  a  good  job th is a fte r

Hole  the  m orning  a fte r  Kize  was 

noon,  O ats;  the  slugs  I   got  from  you 

killed  wasn’t  m isleading.  You  h it  the 

are  flattened  out  ju st  about  as  th ey ’d  nail  on the  head when  you  said  Silvey be  if  they  had  been  fired  into  human 

had  been  killed  somewhere  else  and 

flesh.  T he  scarifications are  perfect.” 

th e  body  ju st  dumped  there  near 

“Go  ahead,”  Jim   urged.  “L e t’s  have 

Kize.” 

it.” 

“I  couldn’t  be  m istaken  about  that, 

“All  right.  I ’ll  begin  w ith  th is  one

considering how little  blood we found
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on  the  g ro u n d .. .   Do you want to take 

The  two  of  us  are  going  up  there  in 

charge  of  these  slugs?” 

the  m orning.” 

Jim   said  no.  “Take  good  care  of 

“You  th ink  i t ’s  safe?” 

them.  T hey’ll be  ju st as  safe  w ith you 

“For  a  few  days  it  will  be.  T hey’ve 

as  w ith  me.” 

ju st  killed  one  sheriff,  D an;  they 

won’t  try   to  rub  out  another  till 

CORBETT  PUT  them away  care things have quieted down.” 

fully,  first  w rapping  each  one  in 

>:« 

 i'fi 

*

the  paper  on which  it  stood.  “W e  can 

Shep  Failes,  the  Coroner,  had  held 

go  back  to  my  office,”  he  suggested. 

an  inquest  in  D inwiddie’s  Hole,  the 

“W e’ll  be  more  comfortable  there.” 

m orning  following  the  discovery  of 

He  led  them  in.  Oats  built  himself 

the  two  bodies.  Duke  Legrand,  M ora  cigarette.  They  had  talked  for  a gan’s  foreman,  was  present  and  had 

quarter  of  an  hour,  when  a  lull  came 

been  questioned  at  length.  He  disin  the  conversation.  Dan  glanced  at claimed  any  knowledge  of  what  had 

Jim.  “I  wonder,”  he  said,  “if  the 

taken  placc.  _Ie  had  found  Silvey’s 

thought  th at’s  plaguing  me  h a s  

horse  grazing  along  the  south  fork, 

crossed  your  mind.” 

just  after  dawn.  Chuck  had  been  at 

“W hat  thought?”  Jim   asked. 

the  ranch,  he  said,  and  left  for  town 

“That  the  silver  handled  gun  that 

by  way  of  the  Squaw  H ills.  He  didn’t 

W ild  B ill  packs  is  a  .44  calibre  Fronknow  what  he  was  doing  in  Dinwidtier  Model  Colt’s.” 

die’s Hole. 

“I t ’s  not  M ullhall,”  Jim   said  posi

He  was  a  rather  tall,  hatchet-faced 

tively.  “He  came  along  th at  afternoon 

man  of  French  extraction,  nearing 

when  we  were  in  the  Blue  Meadows, 

forty.  His  thin  upper  lip  had  an  uninvestigating 

Jenkins’ 

attempted 

pleasant  way  of  liftin g   to  expose  his 

stick up  of Rawhide  Smith.  Bill  stuck 

blackened  silver  bridgework.  Jim   and 

around  u n til ju st before we  left.  T hat 

Oats  had  found  him  a  dark,  obscure 

rules him  out.” 

individual  whose  thinly  veiled  hos

“I  don’t  know  why,  but  I ’m  glad  to 

tility   made  him  more  suspect  than 

hear  it,”  Dan  declared.  “I  know  his 

ever  in their  eyes. 

record’s  bad  and  that  he’s  a  wild  man 

“If  we  go  up  through  the  Squaw 

when  he’s  drunk.  Maybe  it’s  because

Hills,  Legrand  will  figure  we’re  still 

I   seem  to  see  some  good  qualities  in  tryin’  to  get a  lead  on  what happened him.  I  was  sorry  to  see  Iris  write 

at  the  Hole,”  Oats  spoke  up.  “W e 

th at  editorial.” 

won’t  get  anythin’  out  of  him,  but 

“That  won’t   happen  again,”  said 

he  may  let  somethin’  else  slip.  I f   we 

Jim .  “Kize  always  felt  th at  Bill  was 

don’t  accomplish  anythin’  else,  we 

a  sort  of  check  on  the  gang  that  got 

can  at  least  size  things  up.”  He 

him ;  th at  he  was  im portant  to  us.  I 

glanced at Jim. “You goin to give him 

know  he  was  right.  Morgan  fears  the  kid  glove  treatm ent  again?” 

h im ;  th a t’s  why  he  bought  the   E nter

“Not  particularly.  If  he  gets  tough, 

 prise.   H e  figures  he  can  whip  Iris 

we’ll  get  tough  w ith  him.” 

into  line  and make  her  go  after  M ull

They  got  away  from  town  before 

hall  tooth  and  nail.  From   what  I  told 

nine  next  m orning  and  were  in  sight 

you,  I  thought  you  guessed  as much.” 

of  the  Bar  66  house  an  hour  and  a 

“I  did,”  Dan  acknowledged.  “I t ’s 

half later. 

too  bad  you  can’t   use  B ill  M ullhall.” 

They  watched  it  for  a  time  from  a 

“You mean—talk him into throw ing 

screening  of  trees.  “Looks  peaceful 

in  w ith  the  law?”  Jim   laughed  skepenough,”  said  Jim .  There  was  some tically.  “I ’m  afraid  n o t;  B ill  isn’t 

activity  around  the  house  and  in  the 

built th at way.  I f  he was still the man 

ranch  yard.  Along  the  creek  bottom, 

he  was  when  he  was  cleaning  house 

a  small  herd  of  cattle  grazed  confo r  W ells  Fargo,  there  m ight  be  a tentedly. 

chance.  B u t  he’s  going  his  own  way 

“Yeh, but no work bein’ done,” Oats 

now  and  he  isn’t   going  to  burn  noble 

commented.  “I  figure work ain’t what 

fo r  the  law.  R ig h t  now,  I ’m  more  inth at  bunch  is  here  to  d o . . .   Shall  we terested  in  Bar  66  than  in  Mullhall. 

ride  in?” 
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"M ight  as  well,”  Jim   answered 

against  the  opposite  side  of  the  door 

quietly.  “Keep  your  eyes  open.  I f  you 

frame  to  steady  him self,  a  cigarette 

have  to  go  for  your  gun,  be  quick 

held  lig h tly  between his  th in   lips.  He 

about  i t ;   we’ll  have  three  or  four  to 

stood  th at  way  until  they  rode  up  to 

one  against  us,” 

the  door. 

O ats  grinned  recklessly.  “I ’ll  keep 

“H i,”  Jim   called  out  in  an  im perth a t  in mind.  I  aim  to  go  on  livin’  for sonal  greeting. 

years  and  years.” 

Legrand  jerked  a  short  nod  and 

said,  “L ight.” 

They  put  th eir  horses  up  to  the 

^

1

0

^

rack  and  got  down.  “W e  w ant  to  ask 

you  a  few  questions,”  Jim   told  him. 

T E V E   GORE,  the 

Legrand  nodded  again.  “You  want 

only man  of the  Bar 

to  come  in  and  take  a  load  off  your 

66  crew  who  had 

feet?” 

worked  on  the  Rock 

They  accepted  his  invitation  and 

Creek  range  prior 

followed  him  into  the  kitchen,  the 

to  catching  on  w ith 

sand  on  the  unsw ept floor  grating be

M organ’s  o u t f i t , 

tween  th eir  boots.  In   th eir  time,  they 

b u rst  into  the  k ithad  seen  m any  ranch  kitchens,  as chen,  w h e r e   Le-well  as  houses,  bu t  never  one  on 

grand  sat  at  the 

which  as  little   money  had  been  spent 

table, 

d rinking 

a 

as  this.  A  crude,  homemade  table,  at 

cup  of  coffee.  As 

which  the  whole  crew  ate,  stood  in 

O ats  O llinger  had  said,  Steve  Gore’s 

the  center  of  th e  room.  Only  two  or 

reputation   was  bad;  he  had  been  susthree  battered  chairs  were  in  evipected  of ru stlin g   and  stealing horses dence. 

U pturned 

wooden 

boxes 

on  several  occasions  and  had  once 

served  for  the  rest.  T he  stove  was 

stood  tria l  on  the  latte r  charge,  only 

d irty   w ith  grease  drippings  and 

to  have  the  case  throw n  out  of  court 

clogged  w ith  wood  ashes.  A  cupfor  lack  of  evidence. 

board  th at  had  been  knocked  togeth

“T he  law’s  payin’  us  a  visit,”  he 

er  out  of  several  packing  cases,  comjerked  uneasily.  “Lord  and  O llinger pleted  the  furnishings.  A  pane  of 

ir e   rid in ’  across  th e  flat  now.” 

glass  was  m issing  from   one  of  the 

“Is   th at  so?”  Legrand  sneered.  “I 

windows.  A  board  had  been  nailed 

been expectin’  ’em.  I ’ll  do  the  talkin ’, 

over  the  opening. 

Steve,  you  stick  around,  and  tell  the 

Jim   drew  up  a  chair  and  sat  down, 

re st  of  the  boys  to  do  the  same  and 

facing  the  foreman  across  the  table. 

make  a b lu ff at being busy.” 

“W e  had  another  look  a t  the  Hole 

H e finished his coffee before he got 

th is  m orning,”  he  said.  “The  couple 

up.  H is  gunbelt  hung  from   the  back 

tim es  we’ve  been  up,  we  noticed  th at 

of  a  chair.  He  strapped  it  on  and  half 

your  stock  never  d rifts  over  that 

pulled  the  gun  from  the  holster, 

way.” 

m aking  sure  it was  free. 

"N ot  often,”  Legrand  agreed.  “B et

Steve  had  hurried  out.  W hen  L ete r  graze  along  the  crick ;  th a t  keeps grand sauntered to the  door, the  form

’em  from  stray in ’.  B ein’  cows,  they 

er  was  halfw ay  down  to  the  barn. 

don’t  like  the  lava  th ey ’d  have  to 

T here  was  no  separate  bunkhouse  at 

cross  to  get into the Hole.” 

B ar  66;  ju st  the  main  house,  a  barn 

“T here’s  some  droppin’s—not  too 

and  several  corrals.  Jim   and  Oats 

old—and  a  mess  of  cow  tracks  in 

w ere  only  two  hundred  yards  away, 

there,” Oats remarked. “I suppose you 

m oving  at  a  comfortable,  unhurried 

noticed?” 

jog.  T he  satisfied  look  on  the  fore

“No,”  L egrand  m uttered.  H e  lit  a 

m an’s  sharp-featured  face  said  he  was 

fresh  cigarette.  H e  smoked  tailored 

confident  he  could  handle  them. 

cigarettes.  H e  tossed  the  pack  on  the 

T h e visitors  rode  into  the  yard.  Le-

table  for  them   to  help  themselves. 

Band continued to lounge in the open  Oats took  one.  A  shadow had  fallen tchen  doorway,  one  hand  pressed

across  the  door.  I t   was  Steve  Gore. 
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He  sat  down  on  the  step,  apparently 

he  said  thinly.  “You  know what I 

oblivious  to  what  went  on  inside. 

t h i n k ,   and  I   k n o w   what  you 

“I  ain’t  been  down  there  more’n 

think. L e t’s  put the cards on the table. 

once or twice since  I caught  on here,” 

Chuck  saw  his  chance— everybody 

Legrand  went  on.  “I  was  down  the 

hollerin’  for  beef  and  the  price  goin’ 

other  day,  of  course,  when  you  fellas 

sky  high.  He  got  a  couple  boys  towas  up  w ith  the  Coroner.  As  I  regether  and  set  himself  up  in business member  it,  the  Hole  would  be  a  good 

. . .   Can  there  be  any  question  about 

place  for a couple  fellas to  hold  sc"3e 

it? ” 

of  this  stu ff  th at  they  say  is  bein’ 

Jim   knew  this  was  what  the  man 

rustled.” 

had  been  leading  up  to  from  the 

“T hat’s  the  way  it  struck  us,”  said 

first.  The  gang  had  killed  Chuck  be

Jim ,  anxious  to  proceed  w ith  this  decause  they  knew  he  was  suspect, ception.  “Tell  me  about  Silvey.  Or 

rigged  the  killing   of  Kize  on  him,  or 

maybe  you  don’t  feel  like  talking;  he 

so  they believed,  and  were  now  ready 

and  the  boss  were  rather  friendly.” 

to  charge  him  w ith  the  rustling. 

“Go  ahead,”  was  the  forem an’s  un

“I  don’t 

know,” 

Jim  

declared 

perturbed  response. 

thoughtfully.  “I f   they  slaughtered 

“He  was  often  here,  wasn’t  he?” 

cattle  in  the  Hole,  there  ought  to  be 

“Yeh, he  was.  Always  in  time  for  a 

some  sign  of  the  offal.” 

free  meal.  He  never  hung  around 

“H u h !”  Legrand  brushed  that  conlong.” 

tention  aside as worthless. “The  coyo

“He  always  came  alone?”  Oats 

tes  and  wildcats would  make  off with 

spoke up. 

th at  in  a  hurry.” 

“Yeh.  Oh,  he  may  have  had  some

“They  wouldn’t  make  off  w ith  waone  w ith  him  once  or  twice,  but  he gon tracks.  If beef was slaughtered  in 

was  usually  alone.” 

the  Hole,  the  meat  had  to  be  got  out. 

“I  don’t  suppose  he  ever  told  you 

There  isn’t  a  sign  of  a  wagon  track.” 

what  the  business  was  that  brought 

For a moment, Jim  and Oats thought 

him  up  this  way  so  often?”  Jim   inthey  had  Legrand  trapped,  but  he quired. 

slipped  out  of  that  tig h t  corner  w ith

“Sure!  He  was  always  on  his  way 

out  too  much  trouble.  “They  could 

back  to  town  from  the  Bend  and  was 

have  packed  the  stu ff  out  on  horsetak in ’  the  short cut  down through the back and  had  a wagon w aitin’,  over  c 

Squaw  Hills.  I  swallowed  it;  why 

the  Cabin  Crick  road,”  he  said. 

should  I   question  it? ” 

“T h at’s  true,”  Jim   agreed.  “They 

could  have  gone  out  below  the  creek 

LORD  SHRUGGED.  “I  see  what  and you would never have known anyyou  mean.”  He  felt  that  Duke thing about it.”  He secretly wondered 

L egrand’s  affability  had  a  purpose; 

if he  was  not  m aking  him self  out  too 

that  he  wanted to  be drawn  out  about 

stupid  to  pass  m uster  w ith  Legrand. 

Chuck  Silvey.  I t  was  not  difficult  to 

But  apparently  not,  for  the  latter 

fathom,  as  the  new  Sheriff  saw it. 

said;  “N aturally!  I  got  a  ranch  to 

“W hen he pulled  out, he  rode west, 

run;  I  don’t  give  a  damn  about  what 

and  I  reckon  you  figure  he  was  ju st 

the  other  fella’s  doin’.  W ith   Chuck 

going  down  the  hills  to  town,”  Oats 

under  the  ground,  I  reckon you won’t 

observed.  He  was  taking  his  cues like 

hear  about  no  more  ru stlin ’  for  a 

an  expert. 

spell.  W hen  a  gang  loses  the  boss,  it 

“N a tu ra lly !”  Legrand  exclaimed. 

takes  ’em  some  time  to  get  reorgan

“I t   never struck  me  th at  he  was  goin’ 

ized.” 

to  the  Hole.” 

Jim   and  O ats  felt  th at  th is  was  a 

Jim   sat  up,  pretending  to  be  su rsubject  on  which  Duke  could  speak prised.  “You  state  th at  as  a  fact;  do 

w ith  authority.  They  sat  there  for 

you  know  he  was  bound  for  Dinwid- 

another  ten  m inutes  or  more,  sizing 

die’s  H ole?” 

up  their  man  and  the  place.  Through 

Legrand  pushed  his  hat  back  from 

the  window  they  could  see  half  a 

his  forehead  and  laughed  m irthlessly. 

dozen  men  loitering  about  the  yard, 

"Suppose  we  quit  kiddin’  ourselves,” 

several  putting  a  new  board  into  a
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damaged  wagon-box,  and  the  rest 

m aking a show of applying themselves 

THE  SOUTH  fork  described  a 

h alf  circle  ju st  behind  the  barn, 

to various tasks.  Steve Gore  continued 

sw inging w ithing  a  few  yards  of  it at 

to sit  on the  doorstep. 

one  point.  As  they  walked  down  the 

Legrand  made  no  attem p t  to  h u rry  

yard, Jim  saw a w ildcat run  out of the 

his visitors  on  th eir way.  He was well 

brush  along  the  creek.  H e  called  the 

satisfied w ith w hat he believed he had 

atten tio n   of  the  others  to  it,  and 

accomplished.  Across  th e  table,  J im  

w hipping  up  his  gun,  fired  at  the 

and  Oats  also  felt  well  repaid   h it 

animal.  I t   was  not  a  d iffic u lt  shot. 

th eir  visit.  T hey  knew  L egrand  was 

I f   he  registered  a  clean  miss,  it  was 

shrewd,  cunning  and  as  dangerous  as 

because 

he  hoped  th at  Legrand 

a  rattler.  T hey  also  knew  w hy  Stevt 

would  not  lose  an  opportunity  to 

Gore had  planted him self on th e doorshow  him  up.  He  read  the  man  corstep  and w hy  the  rest  of  the  crew  re-rectly,  for  the  foreman  drew   and 

m aind  in  the  yard. 

fired  in  one  motion  and  the  w ildcat 

T he  gun  Duke  was  wearing  was  * 

bounced  into  the  air,  a  curled  up  bun

F rontier  Model  Colt’s,  its  calibre  a 

dle  of  fur,  and  was  dead  when  it 

question,  though  it  could  hardly  be 

struck  the  earth. 

other  than  a  .44  or  .45.  I t   raised  a 

“Nice  shooting!”  Jim   complimentquestion  in  Jim   L ord’s  m ind,  and  in ed  Legrand.  “I  was  way  off.” 

Oats,  th a t  kept  recurring.  W as  this 

He  had  accomplished  his  purpose; 

the  gun  th a t  had  killed  old  Kize? 

the  gun  was  a  .44.  Oats  tho ugh t to  do 

“You  been  slaughtering any  beef?” 

even  better.  They  walked  over  to 

Jim  asked. 

where  the  animal  lay.  H e  turned  it 

over  w ith  his  boot. 

L egrand said no.  “Con sent up word 

“A  big  one,”  he  commented.  “Make 

a  couple  of  days  ago  th a t  he  had 

a  nice  pair  of  m ittens.  You  w ant  th a t 

enought  to  last  a  week  or  two.  You 

pelt  particularly,  L egrand?” 

know about the argum ent he had w ith 

“No,  go  ahead,  take  it.” 

F arraday  over  the  ordinance.” 

He  called  Steve  o v e r .   “You’re 

The two men nodded. 

handy  w ith  a  skinnin’  knife,” he  said. 

“W here you been doin’ your slaugh

“O llinger  wants  that  pelt.  Give  him  a 

terin ’?”  Oats  inquired. 

hand  w ith  it.” 

“In   the  barn,”  was  the  easy  an

He  and  Jim   stood  w atching  as  Oats 

swer.  “If  you  fellas  w ant  to  have  a 

and  Gore  knelt  down  and  w ent  to 

look  a t  it.  I ’ll  take  you  back.  You 

work.  The  pelt  was  soon  jerked  off. 

won’t   find  any  hides,  if  th a t’s  what 

Oats  turned  the  carcass  over.  The 

you  got  on  your  mind.  Mike  Forney 

slug  had  gone  almost  through  the 

was  up  the  other  day  and  bought  a 

animal.  H e  could  feel  it  ju st  below 

wagonload  of  ’e m .. .   You  want  to  go 

the  skin.  W ith o u t any attem pt at  conback?” 

cealment,  he  started   to  dig  it  out.  Jim  

“I  w ouldn't  mind,”  Jim   told  him. 

realized  his  purpose  and  felt  his 

Gore  got  up  and  let  them   pass.  He 

blood  freeze.  H e  couldn’t  say  anyand  Oats  exchanged  a  b rief  nod  of thing ;  he  could  only  ask  him self how 

recognition. 

Legrand  could  fail  to  sense  why  they 

“You  got  a  big  crew  for  a  spread 

were  interested  in  exam ining the bulth is  size,  Duke,”  said  Jim . 

let. 

“T o o   b i g .   B ut  if  Con  don’t 

Oats  got  the  slug  out  and  wiped  it 

m ind  payin’  the  wages,  i t ’s  none  of 

off. “M ust have  split  th at cat’s heart,” 

m y  business.  I  reckon  he’s  doin’  well 

he  declared.  “A in’t  flattened  out  a 

enough  not  to  have  to  count  the  penbit.” 

nies.” 

I t   was  his  intention  to  drop  it  into 

I t  was  an  ingenious,  disarm ing  anhis  pocket  casually,  but  Legrand swer,  quite  in  keeping  w ith  everyreached  out  for  it.  Oats  had  to  pass  it th in g   Legrand  had  to  say.  I t   made 

over. 

th e  Sheriff  and  Oats  realize th at they 

“Never  struck  a  rib  or  n othin’,” 

w eren’t  dealing  w ith  any  Chuck  Sil

Duke  m uttered,  looking  the  pellet 

vey. 

over  w ith  slight  interest.  “T hat  don’t
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happen  very  often.”  Don*  w ith  it,  h« 

I  knew  I   was  on  thin  ice;  but  there 

carelessly  tossed  the  slug  into  the 

it  was  and  I  figured  I  could  take  a 

creek. 

chance.” 

All  Oats  could  do  was  to  roll  up 

“Grow  u p !” Jim  snapped. “You take 

the  pelt  and  snarl  to  himself.  Jim  

any  chances  w ith  th at  gent  and you’ll 

was  even  harder  but  to   dissemble  his 

find  yourself  in  Phelan’s  funeral 

disappointm ent  and  relief. 

parlor.  H e’s  ju st  plain  poison,  and 

They  found  nothing  in  th e  barn  to 

don’t you make any mistake about i t !” 

call  for  a  question.  Oats  found  a 

“He  ain’t  so  Gawd  awful  smart,” 

piece  of  cord,  tied  the  unw anted  pelt 

Oats  argued.  “He  slipped  up,  there  at 

into  a  bundle  and  then  th e  three  of 

the  last  second.” 

them  walked  back  to  the  horse  rack 

“And  he  knew  it.  Now  we’ve  got 

beside  the  kitchen  door. 

this  long  ride  for  nothing.  I  bet  th at 

“Duke,  I  want  to  thank  you  for 

gang  has  worn  a  trail across  the  ridge 

the  help  you’ve  given  us  about  Silinto  the  Meadows.” 

vey,”  Jim   said,  before  he  swung  up 

into  the  saddle.  “You  don’t  get  to 

“W e  can  lay  out  there,”  Oats  oftown  often,  do you?” 

fered. 

“No,  I  stick  p urty  close  to  home.  I 

Jim   shook  his  head,  “Too  late  for 

get  over  to  the  store  at  Spanish  Ford 

that.  Legrand  made  a  slip.  I t ’ll  scare 

now  and  then.” 

him  o ff;  he  won’t  take  a  chance  on 

“T h at’s  where  we’re  heading  now. 

having  fooled  us.  You  won’t   hear  of 

You  found  a sho rt c u t? ” 

any  more  robberies  th ere;  we  can  be

“You  can  go  over  th a t  ridge  and 

gin  looking  somewhere  else.” 

drop  down  into  the  Blue  Meadows." 

Legrand  realized as sooq. as the word*   S

 U

 S

left  his  lips  th at  ha  had  made  a  slip, 

“T hat’s  w hat  the  boys  tell  me,”  he 

ran on quickly. “Personally, I ’m never 

OM ING  down  the 

in  too  big  a  hurry   to  go  around  by 

slope 

at 

Spanish 

way  of  the  road.  W hy  punish  a 

Ford,  the  sheriff 

horse?” 

and 

Oats  had 

a 

Steve  Gore  overheard  him  and  had 

bird’s-eye  view  of 

to  tu rn   away  to  conceal  his  amused 

the  diggings.  I t  was 

amazement.  T h at  was  good—Duke 

noon,  but  no  one 

having mercy on a bro nc! 

s e e m e d   to  have 

Jim  was  equally  undecieved, but  he 

knocked  off  worksaid, “T h a t’s right. I  reckon we’ll take ing. 

the  ro a d ;  the  day’s  still  young.” 

“Busy  a s 'a   bunch 

of  ants,”  Oats  re

THEY RODE off without glancing  marked. “Reckon not many of ’em are back,  th eir  silence  holding  back 

doin’ as well as  old  Rawhide.” 

u n til  the  Bar 66  house  was far behind 

“He  was  lucky,”  said  Jim .  “He 

them. 

came  late,  got  his  in  a  h u rry   and  had 

“W ell,”  Jim   m uttered,  “you  can 

the good sense to call it a day. T here’s 

blow  o ff  now if  you w ant  to.” 

more  tents  far  up  the  Bend  than 

“Good  C hristopher I  T h at close to it 

there  was  last  week.  You  know  what 

and  have  him  throw   th at  slug  in  the 

th at  means.” 

.c ric k ! 

“Sure.  Old  claims  peterin’  out  and 

“I ’ll  say  you  were  close  to  it 1”  Jim  

men  try in ’  new  gravel.  I  don’t  know 

rapped  out angrily.  “You  came w ithin 

why  those  bars  shouldn’t  be  as  rich 

an  inch  of  tipp in g  him  off  to  what 

as the ones  down here.” 

you  were  after!  L et  him  get  the  idea 

Jim   shrugged.  “I  couldn’t  tell  you 

th a t  we’re  m atching  slugs  and  he’ll 

one  way  or  the  other.  B ut  the  creek 

get rid of th at gun  in a h u rry!” 

was  prospected  as  far  as  the  portal 

“Oh, I  coulda covered myself,” Oats 

a  week  or  ten  days  after  the  rush 

protested  aggrieved.  “I ’d  have  said 

started.  All  anyone  found  up  there 

som ethin’  to  throw   him  off  the  scent. 

was  a  color.  I ’m  afraid this  camp  will
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be  good  only  as  long  as  the  lower 

even  th at  estim ate  was  overly  optibars  continue  to  produce.” 

m istic;  b u t  he  had  had  no  idea  th at 


They 

found 

Johnnie 

M ontero 

the  end  was  already  in  sight.  I f   true, 

doing  his  usual  thriving  business. 

he  had  little   time  left  in  which  to 

The  platform ,  or  stoop,  in  fro n t  of 

track  down  the  bandit  gang  th at  had 

the  store  was  piled  high  w ith  mercapped  its  long  list  of  crimes  w ith chandise  th at  had  been  delivered  th at 

the  killing  of  Kize  Farraday. 

m orning  but  which  Johnnie  and  his 

“Johnnie—is  it  really  as  bad  as 

clerks  had been  too  busy  to  wheel  inth a t? ”  he  asked,  not  try in g   to  hide side. 

his  concern.” 

Through  a  window  Jim   and  Oats 

“Oh,  I  talk   beeg  weeth  the  boys. 

saw  L ittle   Ben  Riley  in  his  cubicle, 

Say  mebbe  n ex t  week  she  be  a  beeg 

sorting  mail.  He  bore  no  marks  of 

one  again.  B ut  I  don’t  geeve  no  more 

the beating he  had received from W ild 

credit.  She’s  cash  from  now on.  W hen 

Bill.  They  left  th eir  horses  at  the 

theece  theeng  blow  up,  I  don’t  want 

rack  and  walked  in.  Johnnie  called  a 

her  to blow  up  in my  face.’’

greeting  but  was  too  busy  to  talk 

His  wife  called,  and  they  w ent  upw ith  for  a  few m inutes.  They  w ent  to stairs  to  dinner  A n  hour  later,  they 

the  rear  and  sat  down.  W hen  the 

were  on  th eir  way  to  town.  Jim   had 

Basque  was  free,  he  joined  them.  He 

little   to  say.  Oats  knew  w hat  was  on 

spoke  of  Kize  and  expressed  his  rehis  p artn er’s  mind. 

grets  at  the  old m an’s  death. 

“Don’t  let  it  get  you  down,”  the 

“Johnnie,  le t’s  have  some  cheese 

red-haired  chirped.  “W e’ve  only  got  a 

and  crackers  and  a  can  of  sardines.” 

couple  weeks  or  more.  T h a t’ll  be 

Oats  interjected. 

time  enough.” 

“No,”  Johnnie  protested.  “M aria 

“W e  can't  count  on  having  two  or 

call  down  in  couple  minute.  You  felthree  weeks.  W hen  the  camp  begins la  come  upstair  and  have  dinner  with 

to  fade,  the  first  ones  to  leave  this 

me.”  He  raised  his  head,  sniffed  the 

country  will  be  the  birds  we  want.  It 

m ingled  fragrance  of  garlic  and  some 

was  always  Kize’s  idea,  and  it’s  been 

savory,  nut-like  aroma  d riftin g  down 

mine,  th at  we  could  work  things  up 

from  above,  and  grinned.  “T h at’s 

to  a  showdown  th at  would  blow  the 

 garbanzos  and  some  basco  sausage. 

lid  off  of  everything,  W e're  not 

You  like  heem,  allrig h t!  T h at  Maria, 

ready  for  it;  we  haven’t  evidence 

she’s  damn  good  cook.” 

enough.  B ut  if we  wait, we may  loose 

They  accepted  his  hospitality  w ith 

them.  I ’m  going  to  give  it  some 

alacrity.  As  they  waited  to  be  called, 

thought,  I  promise  you.  I ’ll  do  some

Jim   said,  “I ’ve  never  seen  the  store 

thin g   in  a day  or  two.” 

busier,  Johnnie.” 

“Yeh,  she’s  good,  so  long  as  she 

last.”  The  Basque’s  tone  was  skepti

A  PLAN  OF  action  occurred  to 

Jim   before  the  afternoon  was 

cal. 

over.  His  first  inclination  was  to  dis

“W hat  do  you  m ean?”  Jim   asked. 

miss  it  as hair-brained  and  utterly   ab

“Another  bad week along the  creek. 

surd.  And  yet,  the  more  thought  he 

T h a t’s  two  in  row.  Some  fella  go way 

gave  it,  th e  less  preposterous  it 

up  by  the  portal.  Don’t  find  not’ing. 

seemed.  He  knew  Kize  would  have 

I  know  what  th at  mean.  You  see; 

vetoed  it  in stan tly ;  it  m eant  risking 

theece  week,  plenty  fella  leave  camp. 

everything  on  a  long  gamble  who^g 

Three,  four  go  theece  morning.  Next 

chief  virtue  was  its  audacity. 

week,  mebbe  they  leave  by  hundred.” 

“I  better  forget  it,”  he  decided. 

The  few  m ining  experts  who  had 

T h at  evening,  however,  he found  himexamined  the  R ustlers’  Bend  digself  discussing  it  w ith  Iris.  She  was gings  had  said,  w ithout  exception, 

anything  but  enthusiastic. 

th at  the  camp  was  not  a  perm anent 

" I t ’s  too  wild,  isn’t  it? ”  he queried. 

one;  th at  the  gravel  would  be  ex

“I t ’s  not  only  that,  J im ;  I  don’t 

hausted  in  a  year,  at  most.  Recent  inknow  w hether  I   could  get  away  w ith dications  had  led  Jim   to  believe  that

my  p art  of  it.  M organ  never  comes
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to  the  office,  but  I ’m  sure  one  of  the 

boys  in  the  pressroom  is  spying  for 

THE  FOLLOWING  day  was  to 

prove  th at  coming  events  do  not 

him.’’

always  cast  th eir  shadow  before 

“Say  th at  you  could  do  it—and  I ’d 

them.  The  morning  wore  on  peacesee  th at  you  were  well  protected— 

fu lly   in  Rock  Creek,  but,  between 

what  would  you  thin k  about  it? ” 

town  and  the  Bend,  events  were 

Iris  shook  her  head.  " I  don’t 

taking  place  th at  were  destined  to 

know,” she said  thoughtfully.  “I don’t 

set  the  stage  for  the  violence  that 

want  you to  pin me dow n;  you’ve  cerwas  to  follow. 

tainly  got  two  or  three  days  to  think 

Three  miles  below  Spanish  Ford, 

it  over.  I ’d  like  to  discuss  it  w ith 

M isery  Creek,  which was  actually  the 

D an;  he  has  a  good  head  for  such 

north  fork  of  Rock  Creek,  cut  across 

things.  And  you  know,  of  course,  that 

th e road  th at served the diggings.  For 

almost  the  first  thing  you’d  have  to 

ten  months  a  year,  it  was  a  meanderdo  would  be  to  sell  the  idea  to  Otis ing,  slow-flowing  little   rivulet.  D ur

Longyear.” 

ing  the  spring  run-off,  however,  it 

“I  suppose  so!”  Jim   m uttered  disbrought  down an  icy to rre n t  from  the gustedly.  “T hat would  be  the  end  of 

slope  of  distant  Mt.  M isery,  where  it 

it;  I ’ll  have  to  come  up  with  someheaded. As  a result, the  creek bed was th in g   else.” 

badly  eroded.  W here  it  cut  the  R ust

Jim   did  not  stay  late.  Iris  had  put 

lers’  Bend  road,  the  banks  were  ten 

in  a  full  day  at  the   Enterprise.   B ut 

feet  deep,  necessitating  the  constructhough  she  was  tired,  he  was  glad  to tion  of  one  of  the  firs t  bridges  built 

see  th at  some  of  the  tightness  had 

in the  county.  Soon a fte r the rush  had 

le ft  her  face.  She  walked  to  the  gate 

gotten  under  way,  the  county’s  road 

w ith  him  and  when  he  kissed  her 

superintendent  had  replaced  many  of 

good  night,  she  clung  to  him  and  a 

the  old  tim bers  w ith  new  ones  and 

sob shook  her. 

pronounced  it  safe  for  the  heaviest 

“T hank  God,  I ’ve  got  you,”  she 

loads. 

whispered.  “I  don’t  know  what  I ’d  do 

For  several months,  it  had  stood  up 

w ithout  you,  Jim .  They  could  kill 

under  the  test  of  B ill  M ullhall's 

you,  too—I  know.  I  hope  R ustler’s 

freighting  outfits.  T his 

morning, 

Bend  becomes  a  ghost  camp,  and 

however,  it  had  given  way  as  one  of 

soon,  A nything  to  end  this  nig h this twelve-mule  teams  and  a  strin g   of mare.” 

wagons  was  crossing,  plunging  to 

“I t ’ll  be  over  soon  enough,”  he 

the  bottom  carrying  two  wagons 

assured  her. “Rock  Creek  will  be  just 

w ith  it,  injuring  a  driver,  several 

the  quiet  little   cow-town  it  used  to 

animals  and  spilling  the  contents 

be.  Nobody  will  get  rich,  but  there'll 

of  the  wagons—m ostly  flour  and 

be  a  good  living  for  all.” 

canned  goods—into  the  creek. 

“I  like  it  better  that  way.  I  wonder  w hat  w ill  become  of  the   E nter

M ullhall’s  ranch  was  less  than 

 prise?   I t   wouldn’t  pay  to  publish  it 

three  miles  up  Misery  Creek.  W ord 

daily.’’

was  sent  to  him  at  once.  In  the  mean

"No,”  he  agreed.  “H ustis  got  out  at 

time,  traffic  began  to  pile  up  at  the 

the  rig h t  time.  A fter  Morgan  is 

wrecked  b rid g e;  it was  impossible  for 

washed  out  of  the  picture  and  the 

the  stages,  as  well  as  anything  else 

boom  days are  over,  the  paper  will  go 

that  rolled  on wheels,  to  get  through. 

to  someone  for a  song.” 

W ord  of  the  accident reached  town 

“I ’d  love  to  have  the   Enterprise 

prom ptly  and  Jim   and  Oats  set  out 

for  my  own,”  Iris  declared,  her  voice 

for  the  scene  at  once.  W hen  they  arrising   w ith  eagerness.  “I ’ve  made  it  a rived,  they  found  W ild  B ill  there, 

good  newspaper  th a t’s  respected  ail 

and  in  a  towering  rage.  The  injured 

over  Nevada.  I  couldn’t  bear  to  see  it 

mules  had  been  out  of  theii  agony. 

go  back  to  w hat  it  was  when  I  took 

B ill’s  men  were  m aking  an  e ffo rt  to 

over.” 

snake  the  wrecked  wagons  back  on 

"W ell,  we’ll  see,”  Jim   said  encourthe  road.  He  was  down  under  the agingly.  “Maybe  we  can  arrange  it." 

bridge,  examining  the  approaches  and
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tu rning   the  air  blue  w ith  his  violent 

into  the  saddle  then  and  raced  away 

profanity. 

in  the  direction  of  his  ranch.  Stop

The  Sheriff  and  Oats  made  a  rapid 

ping  at  the  house  only  long  enough 

calculation  of  the  damage. 

to  arm   him self  w ith  a  sixteen-foot 

“I t ’ll  cost  him  a  couple  thousand 

stock  whip,  he  took  off  for  Spanish 

dollars,”  the  red-haired  man  declared. 

Ford,  rid ing  like a man  possessed. 

“T hree  mules  shot,  a  couple  of  wag

Jim   and  Oats  w atched  the  salvagons  smashed  up  and  the  goods  th at’s ing  operations  for  a  few  m inutes. 

spoiled.  He’s  responsible  for  'em  I 

Both  were  asking  themselves  where 

reckon.” 

M ullhall  was  bound.  “Are  we  going 

“L et’s  get  down  and  talk  to  him.” 

to  stick  around  here?”  Oats  inquired, 

said  Jim .  “H e’s  blowing  off  like  a 

a  frown  puckering  his  young  face. 

w ild man.” 

“W e  better  w ait  un til  Blenis  and 

B ill  turned  on  them   woifishly,  his 

his  road  crew  show  up,”  Jim   anpocked  face  lined  w ith  wrath.  Jim swered.  “They  know  about  the bridge 

started  to  say  som ething about  it  beby  now;  they’ll  be  here  directly.” 

ing  a  bad  accident.  He  didn’t  get  far. 

“You  figure  the  bridge  was  tam p

“Accident,  h e ll!”  M ullhall  roared. 

ered w ith ?” 

“T his  was  no  accident!  The  bridge 

Jim   nodded.  “I ’m  afraid   it  was.  .. 

was  tam pered  w ith!  I t  was  aimed  at 

Som ething  bothering  you?” 

me!  I ’m  the  only  one  who’s  p u ttin ’ 

“Bill.  He  said  he  was  goin’  to  find 

heavy  loads  over  it! ” 

out  what  was  what.  He  ain’t  goin' 

“You  mean  the  timbers  were  cut 

into  town.  I  don’t  believe  he’s  headin’ 

and  the  bridge  left  hanging?”  Jim  

for  Bar  66.  T hat  leaves  only  one 

demanded. 

place.” 

“H ell  no!  T h at  would  have  been 

“Spanish  F o rd ?” 

too  much  of  a  giveaway!  Look  under 

“Yeh.  Jim —if  th is  was  a  job,  L ittle 

th e r e !  The  approaches  was  under

Ben  Riley  knows  about  it.  He  had 

m ined!  I t ’s  the  same  on  the  other 

som ethin’  to 

square  w i t h  

Bill. 

s id e !” 

T here’ll  be  hell  to  pay  when  they 

come  together.  B ill  w ill  get  the  tru th  

T HERE  was  some  evidence  that  out  of  him  or  kill him.  If  we  stick the  ground  had  been  cut  away. 

around  here  much  longer, w e’ll  be  too 

“A  freshet  could  have  done  it,”  Jim  

late.’’

pointed  out. 

“You’re  rig h t!”  Lord  agreed,  re

“D on’t  tell  me  anythin’  like  th a t!’’ 

versing  him self  on  the  instant.  “W e 

B ill  yelped.  “T h at  was  picks  and 

can  put  our  broncs  across  the  crefck 

shovels!  I  know  who  did  it!  By 

most  any  place;  le t’s  be  m oving!” 

Gawd,  th ey ’ll  pay  for  it! ” 

“You  better  take  it  easv,  Bill,  and 

be  sure  before  you  fly   off  the  han

 s

   V

 i

 s

dle,”  Jim   advised. 

“I ’ll  make  sure  it  was  no  accident! 

IT H   T H E IR   first 

I   guarantee  you  I ’ll make  s u re !” 

glimpse 

of  Span

“The  first  thing  for  you  to  do  is 

ish  F ord  they  saw  a 

get  your  stages  ru n n in ’,”  Oats  spoke 

crowd  of  fully  one 

up.  “They  can  get  through by  way  of 

hundred  men  gaththe  Idaho  road  and  come  through 

ered  in  front  of 

your  ranch.” 

M ontero’s  store.  I t  

“I  ain’t  interested  in  g ettin ’  ’em 

was  a  growling,  anthrough!  They  can  stand  where  they gry  crowd.  W hen 

are  and  ro t  till  I  get  the  lowdown  on 

they  rode  up,  they 

th is  d e a l!” 

understood  the  rea

He  climbed  out  of the  creek  bottom 

son.  W ild   B ill  had 

and  harangued  one  of  his  men,  Cass 

L ittle  Ben  roped  to  the  hitch-rack 

Curry,  for  several  m inutes,  ordering 

and  was  cutting  him  to  ribbons  w ith 

him   to  salvage w hat  they could of the 

the  stock whip.  E very  tim e the  leaden 

flour  and  canned  stu ff.  He  swung

popper  struck,  it  plucked  out  a  piece
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of  the  cripple’s  shirt  and  slashed  his 

and  tossed  it  at  the  feet  of  the  men 

flesh.  The  front  of  him  was  already 

in  the  fro n t  row. 

a  bloody  mess. 

"T hat  h a t’s  the  deadline,”  he  told 

M ullhall  was  an  a rtist  with  the 

them.  “W e’ll  shoot  the  man  that 

stock  whip.  He  could  call  his  shots, 

crossed  it.”  To  Oats,  he  whispered, 

and  when  he  took  aim,  the  deadly 

“You  hold  them!  I ’ll  take  care  of 

popper  found  its  mark. 

M ullhall.” 

“Stop  him !”  someone  in  the  crowd 

He  fell  back  to  where  W ild  Bill 

yelled.  “H e'll  kill  L ittle Ben!” 

stood,  the whip  in  one  hand,  the  other 

O thers  echoed  the  frantic  cry,  but 

on  his  gun.  Beads  of  perspiration 

the  men  from  the  diggings  lacked  a 

stood  out  on  his  broad  face. 

leader  who  could  translate  th eir  horror  and  w rath  into  action.  Big  John

“You  went  too  far  this  time,  B ill,” 

nie  M ontero  stood  on  the  stoop,  im

Jim   told  him.  “You’re  under  arrest, 

ploring  W ild  B ill  to  desist.  Now,  for 

but  I ’m  going  to  let  you   go  on  your 

the  first  time,  the  latte r  fixed  his atown  recognizance;  I ’ll  find  you when tention  on  him,  and  it  was  lethal  in 

I  want you.  You fork your  bronc  now 

its  intensity. 

and  get  out of  here.” 

“Keep  your  lip  buttoned,  you  big 

A  snarling  grunt  was  the  only 

greaseball,  or  you’ll  get  some  of  the 

sound  that  came  from  W ild  B ill’s 

sam e!  I  ain’t  askin’  him  who  done  i t ; 

lips.  He  had  a  reputation  to  mainif  the  bridge  was  wrecked,  I   know tain,  and  exhibitionist  th at  he  was, 

who  did  i t !  All  he’s  got  to  tell  me  is 

he  coolly  coiled  his  stock  whip, knot

—was  a  job  done  on  it!  He  knows, 

ted  the  popper  and  ran  his  arm  

the  little   ra t!” 

through  the  loop  until  he  had  the 

“B ut  you’ll  keel  him,  B ill!” 

whip  draped  over  his  shoulder.  Giv

“You’re  damned  rig h t  I ’ll  kill  him 

ing  his  gun-belt  a  hitch,  he  swagif  he  don’t   talk !” 

gered  over  to  his  horse,  his  round, 

The  stiffness  had  gone  out  of  L itferret-like  eyes  burning  feverishly. 

tle  Ben.  His  head  lolled  on  his  chest 

He  was  an  excellent  horseman  and  he 

and  only  the  rope  th at  bound  him 

swung into the  saddle w ith a flourish. 

held  him  erect. 

As  soon  as  he  was  seated,  he  raked 

“H e’s  out  on  his  feet,  unconthe  bronc  w ith  the  spurs  and,  w ith scious !”  a bearded m iner  cried  in vioa wild  yell,  drove  through  the  crowd lent  protest.  “Shame  on  you,  M ullat  a  slashing  gallop,  scattering  men hall!  Don’t  hit  the  little   fella  w ith 

rig h t  and  left. 

the  whip  again!” 

Many  of  them   were  armed.  I t  

T he  crowd  rallied  behind  th at  cry 

would  have  been  a  simple  m atter  to 

and  its  anger  swelled  to  a  menacing 

send  a  fusillade  of  shots  in  M ull- 

roar.  Beside  him self  though  he  was, 

hall’s  direction,  even  as  some  of 

a  w arning  was  telegraphed  to  W ild 

them   had  fired  on  another  occasion 

B ill’s  brain.  He  half  swung  around 

at Chuck Silvey.  For  M ullhall to have 

and  faced th e  men.  One  look  a t  those 

escaped  unmarked  would  have  been  a 

grim   faces  and  he  knew  that  the 

minor  miracle.  T hat  not  a  hand  was 

strange,  inexplicable  alchemy  that 

raised  to  stop  him  was  due  solely  to 

transform s  an  angry  crowd  into  a 

th e  coolness  and  determ ination  of  the 

savage  mob  had  taken  place.  Though 

S heriff and  Ollinger. 

realizing  th a t  his  situation  was  suddenly  desperate,  he  refused  to  back away.  He  saw  the  crowd  edge  for

J IM  REALIZED  that  the  situation  was  still  ticklish.  Proof  of w ard  a  step  and  stand  there,  poised 

it  came  almost  at  once,  and  the  anger 

to  rush  in  at  him,  when  Jim  and  Oats 

of  the  crowd  was  now  directed  at 

broke  through,  th eir  guns  levelled. 

him. 

“T h a t’s  far  enough!”  Jim   rapped. 

“If  you  think  you  saved  his  rotten 

“ W e’re  taking  charge here!’’

hide,  you’re  mistaken,  Mr.  S h eriff!” 

T here  was  som ething  in  the  dead 

I t  was  the  tall,  bearded  man  who  had 

level  quality  of  his  voice  th a t  carried 

spoken  his  mind  to  W ild  Bill.  “W e 

conviction.  H e  whipped  off  his  hat

know  where  to  find  him  as  well  as
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you!  T here’ll  be  more  to   this,  I'm  

telling  you!” 

OATS  ARRIVED  with  Corbett 

shortly  a fte r  noon. 

T here  was  a  chorus  of  approval 

“You  got  here  sooner  than  I   exfrom -the  crowd,  M ontero  had  slashed pected,”  Jim   told  them.  “You  m ust 

the  rope  th at  bound  L ittle   Ben  and 

have  clear  sailing,  O ats.” 

placed  him   on  the  stoop, 

"Yeh,  didn’t  see  a  soul.” 

“Break  it  up,  boys,”  Jim   ordered, 

Dan  w ent  into  the  te n t  where  L it

“A  couple of you  give Johnnie  a  hand 

tle  Ben  lay  and  was  busy  w ith  him 

and  carry  Riley  to  his  tent.  I ’ll  send 

for  the  better  part  of  an  hour,  Jim  

to  town  for  the  doctor.”  He  walked 

and  Oats  sat  on  the  stoop  in  fro n t  of 

over  to  recover  his  hat  and  the  men 

M ontero’s  store. 

fell  back  before  him. 

“How d id  thin gs  go  up  here?”  O ats 

T he  crowd  disintegrated  slowly. 

inquired.  Jim   shook  his  head. 

W hen  he  considered  it  safe,  Jim   had 

“I  don’t  know.  I   didn’t  have  any 

a  look  at  L ittle   Ben,  who  had  recovtrouble.  The  men  w ent  back  to  th eir ered  consciousness.  A t  Jim 's  shoulclaims,  b u t  they  didn’t  go  to  work. 

der,  Oats  m uttered,  “Looks  like  he’d 

They  stood  around  in  groups  of  five 

been  p ut  through  a  meat  grinder.” 

to  ten,  talk in g  up  something.  Look 

Someone  got  a  blanket.  L ittle  Ben 

up  the  B end;  you  can  see  them   doing 

was  placed  on  it  and  carried  to  his 

it  rig h t  now.  I  don’t   like  it.  Johnnie 

tent.  M ontero  came  out  after  a  few 

thinks  they  may   so   after  M ullhall 

m inutes,  shaking  his  head  as  he 

tonight,” 

joined  Jim  and  Oats. 

“I t   w ouldn’t  surprise  rate,”  Oats  de

“I ’ll  feex  up  some  of  the  small  cut 

clared  soberly.  “God  knows  he's 

weeth  sheep  dip,”  Johnnie  told  them. 

asked  for  i t . . .   W e  goin’  to  stick 

“ Corbett  will  have  to sew  up  the beeg 

around?” 

cuts.  You  b etter  tell  him  to  come 

“No,  we’ll  go  back  w ith  Dan;  but 

queeck.” 

only  as  far  as  M isery.  W e ll  put  in 

“All  right,  Oats,”  said  Jim ,  “you 

the  rest  of  the  day  there.  A fter  dark, 

get  started.  Go  over  the  ridge  to  Bar 

we’ll  cut  across  country  and  camp 

66  and  down  through  the  Squaw 

out on  the  Idaho  road.  I ’m  not  going 

Hills.  B ring  Dan  back  th at  way.  If 

to  have  M ullhall  lynched  if  I  can preyou  ride  out  in  the  open,  you vent  i t . . .   Don’t   say  anything  to  Dan 

shouldn’t  run  into  trouble.  I ’ll  w ait 

about  this.  I t ’d  get  back  to  Iris.  She’s 

here.” 

got  enough  on  her  mind,.” 

Oats  got  away  at  once,  and  Jim  

Corbett  pronounced  L ittle   Ben’s 

walked  into  the  store  w ith  Johnnie. 

condition  serious,  due  to  the  loss  of 

T he  barrel-chested  Basque  continued 

blood.  Some  of  the  cuts  were  deep, 

to  pour  out  a  bilingual  denunciation 

and  he  predicted  that  the  man’s  reof  W ild  Bill. 

covery  would  be  slow  and  painful. 

“ Some’ting  should  be  done  weeth 

A fter  leaving  some  instructions  w ith 

that  fella,  and  I  don’t  mean  just  lock 

Johnnie,  he  left  w ith  Jim   and  Oats. 

him  up,”  he  growled.  “P o t   Dios,   I 

W ith in   a  mile  of  the  Ford,  they 

t ’ink  mebbe M acHugh  is  r ig h t;  theece 

met  a  stage.  Jim   stopped  it  and  was 

is  not  the  end  of  it.” 

told  that  Cass  Curry,  the  man  W ild 

“M acHugh  is  the  tall  gent  with  the 

B ill  had  left  in  charge  a t  the  creek, 

beard?’’  Jim   asked. 

was  tran sferrin g  passengers,  mail  and 

“Si.  Andy  MacHugh.  H e’s  good 

express  at  the  bridge  and  having  the 

man,  but  theece  too  much  for  heem. 

north  an  south-bound  stages  turn 

The word go  up  the  creek today. Mebaround. 

be  tonight  couple  hundred  of  the 

“Is  Cal  Blenis  on  the  job?”  Jim   inboys  go  on  M ullhall’s  place  and quired  of  the  driver. 

streeng  him  up.  Mebbe  you  d o n t 

"Yeh,  he’s  there,  w ith  a  road  crew, 

stop  ’em  next  time.” 

clearin’  things  away.” 

“They’ll  cool  off  during  the  day.” 

The  stage  rolled  on. 

Jim   wasn’t  as  sure  about  it  in  his 

A t  the  crossing,  Jim   found  a  line 

m ind  as  he  sounded, 

of  ranch  wagons,  laden  w ith  supplies, 
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lined  up  below  the  wrecked  bridge. 

wagons  and  lig h ter  vehicles were  led 

Strung out behind  them  were  three  or 

across  the  tem porary  structure.  A 

four buckboards. 

watchman, who was to rem ain on duty 

“I  don’t  know  what  they’re  w aitin’ 

through  the  night,  began  lighting 

for,”  said  Oats.  “They  won’t  get 

and placing  a  number  of  red  lanterns. 

across  here  for  a  couple  days.” 

“W here  do  we  find  our  supper?” 

Jim   got  Blenis  aside  and  asked  his 

Oats  asked,  when  he  saw  Blenis  and 

opinion  on  why  the  bridge  had  caved 

his  crew  leaving  for  town. 

in.  “The  rock  underpinning  was  re

“I  guess  we  don’t,”  Jim   replied. 

moved,”  the  road  superintendent  told 

“W e  can  get  away  from  here  any 

him.  “I  built  this  bridge.  W e  placed 

time  now.  P ull  up  your  belt  a  notch 

some  boulders  and  set  the  timbers  on 

and  we’ll  ride.” 

'em.  I   examined  the  bridge  only  a 

couple  weeks  ago.  I t   was  as  sound  as 

H E N   H E   was  mounted,  he 

a  dollar.  M usta  taken  three  or  four 

rode  up  the  road  to where  Casa 

men  all  nig h t  to  dig  the  boulders  out 

Curry  stood  talking  w ith  M ullhall s 

and  roll  'em  into  the  creek.  They 

skinners.  “ Curry—you  sticking  it  out 

filled  the  holes  w ith  loose  earth  and 

here  tonight?” 

ju st  left  the  stringers  hanging  there. 

“T hat  seems  to  be  the  idea.  B ill 

I t  was  sure  to  go  down  w ith the  first 

said  the  wagons  was  to  stand  rig h t 

heavy  load  th at  was  p u t  on  it.” 

where  they  are,  so  they  stand  here 

“Then  B ill  was  rig h t.” 

till he tells me  to  get  ’em rollin.’’

“He  sure  was!  The  d irty   skunks 

“You  know th at  he  got  in  a bit over 

was  out  to  get  him, and no mistake.  I 

his  head  at  the  Ford,  don’t  you?”  Jim  

ain’t  try in g   to tell  you  how to  handle 

asked. 

your  job,  Lord,  b ut  destroying  a 

Curry  nodded.  “Frank  W oodmancy 

bridge  is  a  crime.  I t ’s  up  to  you  to 

told  me,  when  he  came  down  on  the 

find  out who they was.” 

afternoon  stage.” 

Jim   nodded,  w ithout  taking  of

“Maybe  it would  be  a  good  idea  if 

fense,  and  said,  “T h at’s  my  job.  I ’ll 

you  rode  up to the ranch  this  evening 

take care  of it,  Cal.  W hy are all  those 

and  got  some  new  instructions,”  Jim  

wagons and rigs lining up over there? 

advised.  “It's   ju st  possible  you  m ight 

You  got  any  hope  of  getting  them 

be  more  use  to  him  up  th e r e . than 

across by nightfall?” 

here.” 

"T he  ligh ts  ones.  I   got  some  new 

Curry’s  eyes  narrowed  as  he  looked 

tim bers  coming up.  I 'll  drop  a  couple 

up  at  him.  There  was  tough  fibre  in 

in place  and lay some  loose planks on 

him  and  it was  reflected  in  his  hard

'em.  Be  a  week  before  the  stages  and 

bitten  face.  “I ’m  obliged  for  the  tip," 

B ill’s  freigh ters  can  get across.” 

he m uttered. “B ut F rank said he'd  get 

Corbett  continued  on  to  town after 

word  to  me  if  them   gravel  scratchers 

a   few  m inutes.  F o r  the  rest  of  the 

along  the  Bend  was  crazy  enough  to 

afternoon,  Jim   and  Oats whiled  away 

go out to  get B ill this evenin’.” 

th eir  time  at the bridge, being met on 

"Okay,”  Jim   told  him.  “W ood- 

every  hand  by  the  same  question: 

mancy’s  got  another  guard  and  a  d ri

W ho was  out  to  get  M ullhall ?  T heir 

ver  up  there  w ith  him.  T hat  adds  up 

only  answer  was  th at  they  didn’t 

to  only three  men.  If  any  real  trouble 

know. I t   was  received  w ith  a  shaking 

blows  up,  they  won’t  be  givin  a 

of heads  and  rising  doubts  as  to  their 

chance  to  get word  to  anyone;  th ey ’ll 

fitness  for the jobs they held. 

be  rounded  up  rig h t  off  the  b a t.. 

“T hey  don’t  think  much  of  us, 

B ut you  do  as  you  please.” 

Oats,”  Jim   remarked,  with  a  thin 

He  swung  his  horse  and  rode  off 

smile. 

w ith  Oats  at  his  side.  Two  miles 

“I f   we  could  tell  ’em  half  what  we 

above  the  road,  they  forded  M isery 

know,  they’d  change  their  tune.” 

Creek  and  after  strikin g   through  a 

The  new  tim bers  arrived.  By  six 

fringe  of  low  hills,  came  in  sight  of 

o’clock,  several  were  in  place.  Planks 

the  Idaho  road. 

salvaged  from   the  old  bridge  were 

“B etter pull  up,  eh?”  Oats  queried. 

laid  on  them.  Presently,  the  ranch

Jim   nodded. 
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“I t ’s  a  good  spot.  W e’ll  leave  the 

eyes  glued  on  the  road.  By  the  frosty 

broncs  here  and  go  up  to  the  top  of 

lig ht  of  the  stars,  they  saw  the  mob. 

this  knoll.  T here  won’t   be  any  moon 

“Good  C hristopher!”  came  from  

tonight  un til  late.  W e’ll  have  to  de

O ats  in  a  snothered  cry.  “M ust  be 

pent  on  the  stars.” 

two  hundred  of  ’em!” 

“And  our  ears,’’  Oats  added.  “If  a 

“Come  on,”  Jim   m uttered.  “Get 

mob  starts  over  from   the  Ford,  we’ll 

mounted.  If  we  hurry,  we  can  reach 

hear  ’em long  before we see ’em.” 

B ill’s  place  half  an  hour  ahead  of 

Even  in  the  gathering  tw ilight  a 

them .” 

considerable  stretch   of  the  road  was 

visible  from  the  crest  of  the  knoll. 

They  looked  it  over  carefully.  I t   was 

 y

   1 3

   y

still  so  early  that  they  pulled  off 

MAN  CAM E  out of 

th eir 

boots  and  relaxed  on  the

the  house  when  he 

ground.  Oats  soon  fell  asleep  and

heard  Jim   and  Oats 

snored  loudly.  Black  n ig h t  had  falride up to the hitch-len,  when  he  roused  himself. 

rack. 

“W ell?”  he 

“W hat  time is  it? ”  he  asked. 

growled  before  he 

“A 

few  m inutes  after e ig h t... 

r e c o g n i z e d   t he 

Don’t  lig h t  that  cigarette.  W e  may

S h e r i f f   and  his 

not  be  alone  around  here.” 

D eputy.  “ Oh,  you,” 

“W hat  makes  you  say  th a t? ”  Oats 

he  added  less  beldemanded,  blinking  owlishly. 

ligerently. 

“W ell,  I  figure  a  mob  isn’t  likely 

“B ill  here?’’  Jim

to  hoof  it  all  the  way  from  the  Ford 

unless  they  know  for  sure  th at  M ull- 

hall’s  at  the  ranch.  The  most  likely 

He  opened  the  door  and  followed 

thing  for  them   to  have  done  was  to 

them   in  to  w hat  had  once  been  the 

send  someone  over  th is  afternoon  to 

parlor  of  the  old  house.  A   plain  pine 

keep  cases on him.” 

table  sat  in  the  center  of  the  room, 

Several  m inutes  passed  before  Oats 

long  enough  to  accommodate  a  dozsaid, *“ You  sound  p u rty   sure  th at en  men.  W ild  B ill  sat  there,  a  glass 

we’re  goin’  to  have  our  hands  full.” 

and  bottle  handy.  Across  the  table 

“No,”  Jim   demurred,  “I ’m anything 

from   him.  Cass  C urry  was  getting  a 

but  sure.  I ’m  not  hunting  trouble;  we 

dressing  down  for  leaving  the  bridge. 

made  th at  crowd  toe  the  line  this 

Ranged  around  the  room  were  seven 

m o rn in g;  it’ll  be  a  differen t  story  to others,  shotgun  guards,  stage  drivers night.  T hey  won’t   be  backed  down  so 

and  two  who  did  no  known  work  but 

easily  a  second  tim e.” 

lived  on  M ullhall’s  bounty. 

“Reckon  not.  I f   they  get  this  far, 

“You  get  back  to  the  wagons and 

they’ll be steamed up  p r o p e r ...  W hat 

stay  th ere !”  B ill  railed  at  Curry. 

are  you  goin’  to  do  it  they  show  up— 

“W hen  I  want  you  here,  I ’ll  tell 

lig h t  out  for  M ullhall’s  ranch  and 

y o u !” 

fo rt  up  there w ith  him  and his  m en?” 

He  had  been  drinking.  He  wasn’t 

“The  firs t  th in g   to  do  w ill  be  to 

drunk  but  he  was  far  enough along to 

w arn  him  w hat’s  up.  As  for  the  rest 

be  an  unreasoning,  snarling  brute. 

of  it—I ’ll  cross  th at  bridge  when  I 

Sight  of  Jim   fu rth e r  in fu riated   him. 

get  to  it.  If  you  don’t—” 

H e  didn’t ask the  Sheriff what  he was 

“L isten !”  Oats  broke  in,  “Do  you 

doing  there. 

catch  th at? ” 

“You,  eh!”  he  roared.  “I  tell  this 

“Yeh!  T hey’re  coming,  for  sure!’’ 

son  to stay  w ith  the  w agons;  you  tell 

T hey  listened  and  the  dull  rumble 

him  he’s  needed  here!  W ho's  givin’ 

of  many voices,  not  unlike  the  breakthe  orders  to  my  men,  Lord—you  or ing  of  su rf  on  a  sandy  shore,  grew 

m e?” 

w ith  every  passing  second. 

“Shut  u p !”  Jim   rapped.  “I f   you 

Jim   got  to  his  feet.  O ats  stood  up 

w ant  to  save  your  ro tten  neck,  you’ll 

beside  him.  T ogether,  they  kept  th eir

listen  to  m e ...  You’ve  got  ju st  th ir
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ty   m inutes  to  decide  w hether  you 

hand  is  being  forced,  and  I ’ll  have  to 

w ant  to  be  jerked  to  hades  or  make  a 

lay it  on  the  line.” 

run  for  it.  There’s  a mob of  two  hun

“N o!”  Oats  objected  vehemently. 

dred men  on their way over  here  from 

“W hy  should  you  throw   everythin’ 

the  Ford  to  string  you  up,  and  they 

away  to  save  this  roughneck’s  hide? 

mean business P

T ell  the  mob  that  R iley’s  the  inform 

I t pulled  Cass  Curry and  the  others 

er  for  the  gang;  that  it  was  him  who 

to  rigid  attention.  M ullhall  pushed 

p u t  the  finger  on  the  men  who  was 

back  from the  table  and  glared  at  Jim  

robbed  and  killed,  and  you’ll  sta rt  a 

w ith  menacing  eyes. 

blackleg  stampede  out  of  this  country 

“You’re  lyin’!”  he  snarled.  “Those 

as  soon  as  the  word  gets  around! 

white-livered  punks  w ouldn’t  have 

You’ll  lose  ’em  all—even  little  Ben. 

the  guts to come after me !’•

H e’ll  be  dragged  out  of  bed  and 

“Open  the  door  and  listen,”  Jim  

lynched  before  m idnight!” 

flung  back.  “You’ll  hear  ’em.  T hey’ll 

“I  appreciate  all  that,”  Jim   m utterbe  m arching  into  the  yard  in  half  an ed  grimly,  “but  it’s  the  only  thing 

hour.” 

I  can  do.  If  I move  fast  enough  I may 

I t  had  a  profound  effect  on  W ild 

be  able  to  grab  off  most  of  them.” 

Bill.  He  shook  his  head  as  though  to 

His  attention  flashed  back  to  W ild 

clear  it  of  the  alcoholic  fumes  that 

Bill.  “W hat  do  you say?” 

clouded  his  mind.  He  got  to  his  feet. 

“W hat  the  hell  can  I  say  but  yes?” 

He  didn’t  go  to  the  door;  something 

was  the  sullen  response.  “I f   you  can 

told  him  he  didn’t  need  the  evidence 

tu rn   ’em  back  at  the  gate,  okay!  B ut 

of  his  ears. 

I  ain’t  goin’  to  be  caught  in  this 

“You  mean  it! ”  he  acknowledged, 

house  like  a  trapped  rat!  T here’s 

w ith  a  low  growl.  As  he  stood  there, 

enough  of  us  here  to  give  a  good  acbreathing  heavily,  his  truculence  and count  of  ourselves.  I f   I  have  to  go 

insufferable  insolence  ran  out  of  him 

under,  I ’m  goin’  down  fig h tin ’!” 

like  sand  from  an  overturned  glass. 

Though  he  was  alive  to  his  danger 

W hen  he  spoke,  he  was  suddenly 

and  felt  the  cold  fingers  of  fear  gripstone  sober.  “I ’m  obliged  to  you, ping  him,  he  tried  to  bluster  his  way 

Sheriff.  I  ain’t  runnin’.  W hen  they 

out, ignoring  his men and taking their 

come  through  my  gate,  th at  mob  will 

loyalty  for  granted.  One  of  them 

meet  gunfire.” 

opened  the  door  and  the  angry  roar 

of  the  aproaching  mob  rolled into  the 

“Use  your  brains,  Bill,”  Jim   adroom  w ith  a  menacing  rumble.  The vised  grim ly.  “You can’t kill two hunmen  shifted  about  nervously  and dred  men.  K ill  one  or  two,  and  noth

B ill’s  cheek muscles  drooped. 

ing  short  of  hell  itself  will  stop  the 

“You  better  get  down  there,  Lord,” 

re st  from  g ettin g   you.  I   saved  your 

he  m uttered,  his  surliness  gone.  “I f  

hide  this  m orning,  and  I ’ll  do  my 

th ey ’ll  listen  to  you,  talk  fast.  A sk 

best  to  save  it  again  to n ig h t;  you’re 

’em why  Riley always had  so  much  to 

m y  prisoner and  it’s  my  duty  to  prosay  to  Chuck  Silvey.” 

te c t  you.  You’ve  got  your  choice; 

" I  know  what  to  say,”  Jim   returnp lay it m y way o r go  it alone.” 

ed  bluntly.  “P u t  out  the  lam ps. . . 

“W h a t  do  you  mean—your  way?” 

Come  on,  O ats; we’ll leave  our broncs 

“No  gun-play,  for  one  thing.  I ’ll be 

a t  the  rack  and  walk  down  to  the 

a t the gate, when they get there—ju st 

gate.  Be  a  few  minutes  before  they 

O ats  and  me.  I  don’t   want  you  or 

show up.” 

your  men  to  show  your  faces.  I ’m 

n o t  fool  enough  to  thin k   I  can  stop 

them   by  throw ing any  fear  or  respect 

THEY REACHED the ranch gate, 

a  crude  affair  built  of  aspen  sapfor  the  law  into  them.  There  is  only lings  and  barbed  wire  that  could  be 

one  th ing  I   can  say  th a t’ll  have  any 

flattened  in  a  m inute  or  two. 

effect  on  them ;  th a t’s  to  tell  ’em  the  .  “That  won’t  hold  ’em  back,”  Oats tru th   about  L ittle   Ben  Riley.  I t ’s  the 

rem arked  solemnly.  “You  realize  th a t 

last th in g  in  the w orld I  w ant to  do— 

we’re  going  to  find  ourselves  caught 

i t ’ll  scramble  all  my  plans—but  my

in  the  m iddle  if  your  palaverin’
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doesn’t 

work? 

M ullhall  and 

his 

if  you  knew  he  was  a  crook?”  somebunch  w ill  open  up  from   the  house one  shouted. 

and  this  mob  will  let  fly  at  us  from 

"Yes, w hy didn’t you?”  M cHugh reth e  other  direction.” 

peated. 

“I  know,”  Jim   said  quietly.  “W e’ll 

“Because  I   thou gh t  th a t  through 

have  to  keep  a  cool  head.  Don’t  make 

him  I  could  get  the  evidence  I   need 

th e m istake  of  reachin’  for  your  g u n ; 

to  hang  the  actual  killers  and  rin g talk  w ill  have  to  tu rn   the  trick,  or leaders.  You’ve  forced  me  to  speak, 

nothing w ill.” 

even  though  it’s  likely  to  mean  th at 

Before  long  they  caught  sight  of 

th ey ’ll  flee  the  country  now.” 

th e  mob.  Presently,  they  could  see 

He  told  them   how  L ittle   Ben  had 

bearded  A ndy  M cHugh  in  the  lead. 

used  the  forw arding  address  dodge; 

J u s t behind  him walked two men w ith 

how  he  had  m arked  the  wagons 

coiled  ropes  over  th eir  shoulders. 

carrying  gold.  W h at  he  didn’t  know, 

“They'll  see  us  directly,”  said  Jim. 

he  let  his  im agination  supply.  He 

“I ’ll  hail  M cHugh  when  he  gets  near 

saw th at  he  was  convincing  them,  and 

enough so  my voice will  carry. T h a t’ll 

he  threw   caution  to  the  winds.  He 

let  him  know  who  we  are.” 

m entioned  H ullhall  and  w hat  Cal 

W hen  he  called  out,  the  men  from 

Blenis  had  told  him  about  the  M isery 

the  diggings were less  than  a hundred 

Creek  bridge. 

yards  away.  They  recognized  his 

“I  don’t  owe  B ill  M ullhall a th ing ,” 

voice.  “Come  up  to  the  gate,  Mche  w ent  on.  “B u t  I  can  tell  you  th is; H u g h ;  I ’ve  som ething  to  say  to  you!” 

the  bandit  gang  th a t’s  made  every 

I t   brought  an  angry  yell  from  the 

one  of  you  wonder  if  you’d  be  the 

mob.  “No  sheriff’s  stoppin’  us  tonext  man  to  be  shot  down,  fear  him. 

n ig h t!”  one  of  them   cried.  “T ell  him 

W itho u t  M ullhall,  thin gs  would  be 

to  get  out  of  the  way,  Mac;  we’re 

worse  than they are.  H e’s  in the  house 

goin’  th ro ugh !” 

w ith  a bunch of his m en ;  th ey ’ll shoot 

They  came  on  un til  they  were 

it out w ith  you.  I f   you  still th in k  B ill 

pressing  against  the  flimsy  gate. 

M ullhall  is  the  man  you  want,  go  get 

“Can  you  speak  for  these  men,  Mchim.” 

H u g h ?”  Jim   demanded. 

W ith   Oats,  he  walked  away  from 

“T hat  I  can!  You’re  wasting  your 

the  gate  and  left  them   to  th eir  own 

time,  Mr,  Sheriff,  if  you  think  w e’ll 

decision.  The  crowd  m illed  around 

be  swayed  by  your  gab.  You  saved 

for  a  few  m inutes,  everybody  talking 

M ullhall’s  bacon  th is  m orning.  Don’t 

a t  once.  There  were  friends  and  acth in k   you  can  do  it  tonight.” 

quaintances  of  J e ff   Foraker,  D utch 

“Maybe  you’ll  feel  different  about 

R itter,  Tom  Yancey  and  the m any  of 

it  when  I  open  your  eyes  to  the 

the  other  men who  had  died  violently 

tru th .”  Jim   spoke  w ith  an  incisivea t the  hands  of  the  gang among  them. 

ness  th at  won  him  a  hearing.  “A  doz

T hey  began  w hooping  it  up  against 

en  men  from   the  diggings  have  been 

L ittle   Ben.  They  were  for  h u rryin g 

m urdered  in  the  past  ten  weeks. 

back  to  the  Ford,  questioning  Riley, 

Tw ice  th at  many  or  more  have  been 

and  if  he  couldn’t  clear  himself, 

slugged and robbed of th eir gold.  And 

strin g in g  him  up  on  the  nearest  tree. 

y et  you’re  here  tonight  to  avenge  the 

wrongs  of  the  double-crossing  little  

ra t who’s had  a  finger  in  every  killing 

SINCE  ALL  were  bent  on  vengeance  it  did  not  take  them   long and  robbery  th a t’s  been  committed 

to  decide  th at  L ittle  Ben  should  pay 

since  you  came  to  the  Bend.  I ’m  only 

for  his  treachery.  Even  those  who,  a 

saying  what  I ’ve  known  for  weeks. 

few  m inutes  ago,  had  been  loudest  in 

Kize  Farraday  knew  it,  too.  L ittle 

denouncing  W ild   B ill  were  forced  to 

Ben  R iley  is  the  inform er  for  the 

admit  th at  th eir  score  against  the 

gang  th a t’s  responsible  for  the  lawpostm aster  at  Spanish  F o rd   was  far lessness  th a t’s  left  no  man  safe.” 

heavier.  Vowing  th at  th is  nig h t’s 

H is  startlin g   accusation  was  met 

work  should  not  go  for  nothing,  they 

w ith  cries  of  “L ia r !”  and  hoots of  debegan  a  disorderly  retu rn   to  the rision.  “W hy  didn’t  you  arrest  him

Creek. 
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“W ell,  you  had  your  w ay;  you 

hold back  even  when  they  recognized 

tu rn ed   ’em  back,”  Oats  grumbled. 

Jim   and  his  companions. 

“I t ’s  w hat  you  m ight  call  a  dismal 

“Hey,  w ait  a  m in it!”  one  of  them 

success—if  you  ask  me.  You  didn’t 

challenged,  “You  can’t  go  in there  to only  expose  your  hand,  you  p ut  a n ig h t!” 

rope  around  R iley’s  neck,  for  sure.” 

Oats  had  them   covered  in  a  second. 

“W e’ve  got  a  few  m inutes  to  do 

“Drop  your  guns!”  he  snapped.  “This 

som ething  about  that,”  Jim   replied 

is  the  law,  and  we’ll  go  where  we 

over  his  shoulder  as  he  hurried  back 

damned  please 1” 

to  the  house. 

The  m iners  gave  in.  The  angry 

Someone  stru ck   a  lig h t  when  he 

voices  brought  M ontero  to  the  door. 

burst  in.  M ullhall  knelt  at  an  open 

“Get  inside,  Johnnie,  and  keep  out 

of  this,”  Jim   ordered.  “Come  on,  be 

window,  a  rifle  cradled  in  his  arms. 

“You  w on’t   need  th at,”  Jim   said 

quick  about  it! ” 

Johnnie’s discretion  outweighed his 

thinly. 

“Reckon not,”  B ill answered, a new 

curiosity.  Growling  to  him self,  he 

respect for L ord in  his tone.  “You  did 

stepped  back  inside  and  slammed  the 

all  rig h t.” 

door. 

I t   was  dark  in  the  headquarters  of 

“I ’m  going  to  the  Ford,  and  I   aim 

the  stage-line.  C urry  struck  a  match. 

to  get  there  in  a  hurry,”  Jim   told 

By  its  flickering  lig h t  they  saw  three 

him.  “I  w ant  C urry  to  go  w ith  us. 

men on the floor, bound hand and foot. 

You’ve  got three men there.  You send 

“J u s t  as  I   thought,”  said  Jim . 

word by  C urry  th a t  they’re to  do as  I 

“They  were  taken  by  surprise  and 

say;  I   w ant  Ben  R iley alive.” 

tied up before  they could  do anything 

“You’re crazy, L o rd !” M ullhall proabout  it.” 

tested.  “You’ll  never  get  away  w ith 

“You  said  it! ”  F rank  Woodmancy, 

It!” 

who  rode  shotgun  for  M ullhall,  ex

“I   w ill  if  I  hurry.  W e’ll  toss  him 

claimed.  “W e  was  eatin’  supper  when 

into  your  stage,  carry  him  across  the 

they  jum ped  u s . . . . C u t   these  ropes, 

tem porary bridge at M isery, place him 

Cass,  and  get  us  out  of  this  fix.” 

in  one  of  your  wagons  and  have  him 

Curry  lighted  a  lantern  first.  He 

behind  bars  by  m idnight.” 

had  the  men  freed  from  th eir  bonds 

“Okay,"  B ill  agreed.  “You  tell  the 

a  moment  or  two  later,  but  not  w ith

boyB  to  do as  the  Sheriff  says,  Curry.” 

out  a  raucous  laugh  at  th eir  expense. 

C urry’s bronc  had  been  turned  into 

“The  boss  says  the  three  of  you  are 

the  corral.  H e  p u t  a  saddle  on  it 

to  do  whatever  the  Sheriff  tells  you,” 

quickly  and  w ith  Jim   directing  th eir 

he  told  them. 

course,  the  three  of  them   got  away, 

Woodmancy  and  the  other  two 

s k irtin g   through  to  th e  south  of  the 

looked  to  Jim  for  th eir orders. 

low  h ills u n til they were ahead  of  the 

“You  want  to  step  lively,”  he  said. 

mob.  T hey  cut  into  the  Idaho  road, 

“No  time  for  explanations.  H itch  the 

then,  and  reached  th e  Ford  w ith  apteam  and  hook  up  as  quickly  as  you proxim ately  half  an  hour  to  accomcan.  Curry,  you  come  w ith  me.  W e’ll plish  th eir  purpose. 

snatch  Riley  out  of  his  ten t  and  put 

T he  deserted  camp  was still  awake. 

him in  the  stage.  I  want  to  be  rolling 

L ig h ts  burned  in  Johnnie’s  store. 

away  from  the  Ford  in  ten  minutes, 

From  th e ten ts along the  Creek,  came 

at the  latest." 

the  shrill,  hardened  voices  of  the 

Leaving  Oats  to  guard  the  two 

women,  some  raised  in  laughter  and 

miners,  they  crossed  to  L ittle   Ben’s 

others  in  the  usual  bickering  that 

tent.  He  lay  on  a  canvas  cot,  sleeping 

w ent  on  endlessly  there.  Two  miners 

fitfully.  He  heard  them  coming  and 

sat on the stoop  in fro n t  of  Montero’s 

was  wide  awake  when  they  entered. 

place. They jum ped to th eir feet when 

“W ho  is  it? ”  he  asked. 

th e  Sheriff’s  party   pulled  up  sharply 

“Sheriff,”  Jim   answered  tersely. 

before  the  board  and  canvas  “office” 

“I ’m  taking  you  to  town.  Stop  your 

o f  the  stage-line,  next  door.  The 

yammering.  I f   you  take  it  easy,  we'll 

m iners  were  armed,  and  they  didn’t

try  not to h u rt you.” 
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THE CRIPPLE started to protest.  locking  you  up  when  I  get  you  to T h ey  sh u t  him  up  and  carried 

town.  I ’ll  charge  you  w ith  m urder  to* 

him   in  a  blanket  to  th e  stage,  a  hunm orrow.” 

dred  yards  away.  W oodmancy,  the 

* 

* 

*

other  guard  and  the  driver,  were  al

I t was a few m inutes after  m idnight 

ready  moving  up  from   the  corral  in 

when they carried him back to the cell 

back  w ith  the  harnessed  team.  Hookblock. 

ing  up  took  only  a  m inute  or  two. 

“I w ant  you to  drag  out  a  cot,  Oats, 

M ontero  w atched  from  inside  the 

and  spend  the  nigh t  here,”  Jim   said, 

door.  O thers,  possibly  a  score,  looked 

when  the  two  of  them  retu rned  to  the 

on  from  a  distance.  L ittle   Ben  had 

office.  “If  W yeth  brings  a  d run k  in, 

been removed  from his  tent  so  quickly 

you  go  back  w ith  him  when  he  locks 

and  quietly  that  they  were  not  aware 

him  up.  Don’t  let  him  talk  to  Ben.  I ’ll 

of  it.  B ut  they  knew,  as  every  man 

w ait  u n til  you  go  out  and  get  some 

w ithin  half  a  mile  of  Spanish  Ford 

supper.” 

did,  w hat  the  crowd  th at  had  left 

“A nything  you  say,”  Oats  agreed. 

camp  earlier  in  the  evening  had  in 

“B ut you  ain’t goin’  to  be  able  to keep 

m ind, and th at as a prelim inary,  Frank 

the  news  back  th at  we  got  R iley 

W oodmancy  and  the  driver  and  other 

locked  up.  I t ’ll  be  all  over  town  in  a 

guard  had trussed  up  to  prevent  them 

few  hours.” 

from  carrying a w arning  to W ild  Bill. 

'“I f   I  can  hold  it  back  till  m orning, 

Obviously, 

som ething 

had 

gone 

I ’ll  be  satisfied.  B ring   me  a  pot  of 

wrong,  for  here  was  the  Sheriff,  as 

coffee  and  a  couple  sandwiches.” 

well  as  W oodmancy  and  M ullhall’s 

"W ill  th at  be  enough  for  you?” 

other  men,  getting  the  stage  ready  to 

“I t ’ll  have  to  be;  I   don’t  want  to 

rqll.  T hat  in  itself  puzzled  them ; 

waste  any  time  in  a  restaurant.  Late 

heretofore  no  stage  had  ever  left 

as  it  is,  I ’m  going  to  rout  out  Longcamp  after  nightfall. 

year  and  walk  him  over  to  Dan’s 

Jim   was  aware  of  their  hostile 

place.  Before  I  close  my  eyes,  I  w ant 

scrutiny.  He  was  equally  alive  to  the 

to  know  exactly  w hat  I ’m  going  to  do 

fact  th at  th eir  number  was  growing 

tomorfow.” 

w ith  every  passing  minute.  W ith   a 

smothered  sigh  of  relief,  he  heard 

Shorty  W illiam s  the  driver,  say, 

"T h a t  docs  i t:   W e  can  ro ll!” 

T   W AS  after  one, 

“ Climb  aboard,”  Jim   told  him. 

when Jim  banged on 

“Don’t waste  any time about  it.  Curry, 

C orbett’s  door.  T he 

ride  on  the  box  w ith  him.  W ood

Doctor  was  used  to 

mancy,  you  and  your  partner  get  up 

being  called  at  all 

on  top.” 

hours  of  the  n ig h t 

He  called  to  Oats.  The  two  of them 

but  he  hardly  exgot  inside  of  the  coach  w ith  Riley. 

pected  to  find  th e 

Shorty  cracked  his  whip  and  the  six- 

Sheriff  and  D istrict 

horse  team  leaped  away. 

A ttorney  calling  on 

“Your  luck  is  sure  standin’  up  for 

him. 

you,”  Oats  said,  raising  his  voice  to 

“W h a t’s  up?”  he 

make  himself  heard  above  the  rum asked,  glancing  from   one  to the  other bling  of  the  wheels.  "The  rest  ought 

and  try in g   to  find  his  answer  before 

to  be  easy.” 

either  spoke. 

Jim  nodded.  L ittle   Ben  was  w atch

“T h at’s  what  I ’d  like  to  know,” 

ing  him  in tently.  Finally,  the  latter 

Longyear  complained  i r a s c i b l y . 

asked,  “Did  they  get  M ullhall?” 

“D ragging  a  man  out  of  bed  at  this 

“They did  not. T h ey ’re  on th eir way 

tim e  of  n ig h t!” 

back  to  camp  to  get  you.” 

“I  couldn’t  see  any  sense  in  tellin g  

“No?”  R iley  half  raised  him self 

my story twice,” said Jim . “P u ll down 

from the  seat where he lay. 

the  shades,  Dan,  and  I ’ll  begin.” 

“Yeh.  Your  game  is  up,  B en;  I ’m

Ignoring  the  increasingly  hostile

[image: Image 152]

[image: Image 153]

R U S T L E R ’S  BEN D

63

in terruptions  th at  came  from  O tis  as 

to  be  able  to  speak  for  a  m inute. 

he proceeded, he  gave them  a  detailed 

Gasping,  he  popped  to  his  feet  and 

account  of  what  had  happened  at 

strode  back  and  forth,  m utterin g  in

M ullhall’s  ranch  and  Spanish  Ford. 

coherently. 

Before he was finished, O tis Longyear 

“You  b etter  get  hold  of  yourself, 

was beside himself, his th in  face chalk 

O tis,”  Dan  warned,  honestly  conw hite  w ith  indignation,  and  when  he cerned.  “You’re  a  young  man,  but 

learned  th at  L ittle   Ben  R iley  had 

th ere’s  a  lim it  to  w hat  your  heart will 

been  placed  in  jail,  he  could  not  constand.” 

tain himself any longer. 

“I  can't  believe  it! ”  Longyear 

“Lord,  do  you  actually  mean  to  tell 

wailed.  “I  can’t  believe  that  a  man  I 

me  you’ve  had  all  th is  evidenc# 

tru sted   and  depended  on  to  keep  me 

against  Ben  Riley  and  failed  to  coninform ed  could  go  behind  my  back su lt m e?” 

and  pursue  a  course  th at  makes  an 

“Take  it  easy,”  Jim   told  him.  “If 

u tte r  idiot  of  me!  I   was  entitled  to 

I ’ve  got any  evidence  against him,  it’s 

know  the  tru th !  I t  was  L ord’s  duty 

circum stantial.  I f   you’d  issued  a  w arto  keep  me  inform ed!  My  Gawd,  I ’ll rant  on  him,  he’d  have  slipped 

be the laughing stock of the coun try!” 

through  your  fingers  and  the  gang 

“Q uit  w orrying  about  yourself  and 

would  have  got  rid  of  him.  I  know 

try  to grasp what all this means,”  Dan 

he’s  guilty,  but  the  only th in g  we  can 

advised  sharply.  “Nobody’s  gone  behold  him  on  is  suspicion.” 

hind  your back  or  made a  fool  of you. 

“Have  you  tried   to  get  a  confes

Jim ’s  done  things  the  law  wouldn’t 

sion?” 

perm it you to  do.  I f   you  convict Mor

“H e’s ten times as afraid of  the vengan  and the  rest  of  his  gang  and send geance  of  his  own  crowd  as  he  is  of 

some  of  them   down  to  Carson  City 

the  law.  He  won’t  talk un til  he  knows 

to  be  hanged  and  th e  rest  for  long 

we’ve smashed the  gang.  I ’ve  got a lot 

prison  terms,  the  whole  State  w ill  be 

more  to  say  on  some  other  m atters. 

talking  about  y o u :  you  can  have  any

I t ’s  going  to  gripe  you  something 

th in g  you want, next  election.” 

terrible.  B u t  you  want  to  remember 

Jim   waited,  saying  nothing  fu rth at  you  laughed  when  Kize  tried   to ther.  O tis  began  to  get  hold  of  him tell  you  we  were  up against an organself.  He  got  out  a  handkerchief  and ized  rin g   of  thugs.  I f  he  had  told  the 

mopped  his  face.  “Con  M organ!”  he 

h a lf  of  w hat  he  knew,  nothing  would 

got  out  incredulously.  “I   never  sushave  done  you  but  to  order  arrests pected  h im ....H o w   sure  are  you, 

th a t  w ould  have  got  us  nowhere.  I 

Jim ?” 

know a public  prosecutor  hasn’t  much 

“I ’m  dead  sure.  He  was  on  p retty  

leew ay;  th e  law  has  spelled  out  the 

safe  ground when things s ta rte d ;  he’d 

rules  for  you.  T h a t’s  why  I ’ve  kept 

been  here  a  long  tim e  and  made  a  lot 

m y  m outh  shut.  I   figured  when  I   was 

of  friends.  I  don’t  know  w hether  he 

sure  I   could  break  the  case  I ’d  dump 

sent  for  Silvey  and  Jenkins  and  the 

the  facts  in your  lap  and you couldn’t 

rest  of  them.  Chances  are,  he  d id n 't 

m iss.  M y  hand’s  been  forced,  I ’m . not 

have t o ;  the rush was on and th at kind 

ready  fo r  a  showdown,  but  I ’ve  got 

of  vermin  was  sure  to  show  up.  He 

to  risk   it.  I   know  it's  now  or  never. 

had  a  ranch.  He  knew  the  price  of 

T h a t's  why  I ’m  talking  tonight.” 

beef  would  go  sky  high.  So  he  fired 

W h a t  he  had  to  say  about  L ittle 

his  old  crew  and  put  his  thugs  on 

Ben  and  th e  inform ation  he  proceed

Bar  66.  They  were  road-agents,  but 

ed  to   disclose  regarding  the  slaying 

when  they  weren’t  busy  at  that,  they 

of such men as D utch R itte r and  Tom  filled  in  th eir  time  w ith  a  little  ru st

Yancey  had  a  stunning  effect  on 

ling.” 

Longyear,  but  it was  as  nothing  com

“W hat  about  Ben  Riley?  He  was 

pared  to  the  bombshell  he  exploded 

around  town  for  months  before  there 

w hen  he  told  him  how  Kize  and 

was  any  talk  about  gold  in  R ustler’s 

Chuck Silvey had been m urdered. The 

Bend. He seemed to be harmless.  How 

D.  A.  rocked  back  and  forth  in  his 

did  he  get  mixed  up  in  th is?” 

chair,  too  bew ildered  and  infuriated

“I   don't  know,  O tis,”  Jim   answered
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frankly.  “But  I ’ll  make  a  guess.  I  becertainly th in k   Con’s got two or three, lieve  they  were  acquainted  before 

or  four,  men  rig h t  here  in  town  who 

either  of  them  showed  up  in  Rock 

take th eir  orders  from  him.” 

Creek.  L ittle  Ben’s  been  a  key  man. 

A fter  giving  the  m atter  some  more 

M organ  wouldn’t  have  taken  a  chance 

thought  L ongyear  said,  “I ’m   try in g  

on  him  if  he  hadn’t  known  who  he 

to  size  up  the  whole  picture  from   the 

was  dealing  with.  He  never  took  a 

legal  end.  Have  I   got your w ord  for  it 

chance  on anything.  As  soon  as  L ittle  

th at  you aren’t  holding an y th in g  back 

Ben  tipped  him  off  th at  Yancey  was 

on   me?” 

on  his  way  to  town  to  identify  the 

“A bsolutely!  I ’m  not  holding  back 

parties  th at  killed  Jeff  Foraker  for 

anything  now.  I t ’s  too  late  fo r  that. 

Kize,  he  ordered  Silvey  to  kill  him. 

You  sound  a  little   dubious  about 

L ater,  when  he  figured  that  Kize  had 

w hat’s  been  said;  can’t  you  see  it? ” 

som ething  on  Silvey,  he  said  Silvey 

“C ertainly  I  can  s c e .i t ! ”  O tis  rekilled.  And  to  make  it  really  good, plied,  w ith  a  sharp  note  of  rebuke. 

he  wrote  Kize’s  ticket,  too.” 

“I ’m  not  thick!  I ’m  sure  you’ve  got 

Longyear  lowered  him self  into  his 

it  sized  up  correctly.  B u t  I ’m  tellin g 

chair,  shaking  his  head  soberly.  “You 

you,  Jim ,  we’ve  still  got  a  lot  of  work 

tell  a  convincing  story,”  he  declared. 

to  do.  I  can hand  you  a bunch  of  John  

“Can  you  prove  it? ” 

Doe  w arrants  in  th e m orning  and  you 

can  arrest  M organ  and  all  the  rest 

CORBETT  produced  the  slugs  of  them.  It  won’t  get  us  anywhere; he  had  examined  and  repeated 

we  can’t  charge  them   w ith  robbery 

w hat  he  had  previously  told  Oats  and 

and  m urder.  I t ’ll  have  to  be  on  sus

Jim .  He  expected  L ongyear  to  take 

picion  of the  same.  P a t Holman,  Con’s 

violent  exception  to  the  work  he  had 

lawyer,  w ill  have  them   out  of  jail  in 

done. To his  amazement and  Jim ’s, the 

a  day  or  two.  T hey’ll  be  hard  to  find, 

D istrict  A ttorney  was  elated. 

after  th at.” 

“M arvellous!”  he  exclaimed.  “The 

“I  know  all  that,  and  I  don’t  probest  kind  of  evidence  I  could  have!” 

pose  to  play  it  th at  way,”  Jim   de

He  checked  his  enthusiastic  outburst 

clared  hotly,  at  the  end  of  his 

suddenly.  “I t ’s  unfortunate,”  he  conpatience.  “T here  isn’t  time  to  do  any tinued  w ith  rasp  of  annoyance,  “that 

more w o rk ;  we’ve got to1 take a chance 

the  slugs  you  can  id en tify   all  come 

w ith what we’ve  got.  I   don’t  w ant any 

from  the  guns  of  men  who  are  dead. 

Jo h n   Doe  w arrants.  T he  biggest m is

B ut  if  I  can  prove  there  was  a  contake  we  could  make  rig h t  now  would nection  between  M organ  and  Silvey 

be  to  take  M organ  and  th a t  bunch  up 

and  Jenkins,  the  slugs  w ill  be  very 

at  the  ranch  into  custody.  W h at  we 

im portant.”  He  glanced  at  Jim .  “T his 

w ant  to  do  is  p u t  the  panic  on  them — 

m issing  gun  th at  killed  Kize  and  Silw atch  the  railroad  and  the  roads  and vey—have  you any  idea  where  to  look 

stop  anyone  who  trie s  to run.  M organ 

for  it? ” 

will  know  in  a  few  hours—he  may 

“J u s t  a  guess,  Otis.  Maybe  you 

know this m inute—th a t we’ve  got Ben 

better  call  it  a  hunch.  I  believe  it’s 

R iley  locked  up,  and  why.  I t ’ll  scare 

Duke  L egrand’s  gun—M organ’s  fore

Morgan,  but  he  w on’t  lose  his  w its; 

man  at  B ar  66.” 

he’ll  have  H olm an  busy  in  the  m orn

The  D istrict  A ttirn ey   settled  down 

ing,  try in g   to  spring  L ittle   Ben  on  a 

to  p u ttin g   together  all  the  facts  and 

w rit.  I f   you  can  fight  him  off  for 

surmises  Jim  had  given him. B ringing 

tw enty-four  hours,  I ’ll  pull  the  rug 

W ild  B ill  into  court  for  assault  on 

out  from  under  all  of  them .” 

R iley  was  such  a  trifling  m atter  now 

“I  can  head  off  a  habeas  corpus  for 

that he w isely said  it  better  be  forgota  day  or  two,”  L ongyear  said  flatly, ten  for  the  present.  He  wanted  to 

“but  I ’m  not  at  all  convinced  th a t you 

know  if  M organ  and  the  men  on  his 

can  put  evidence  enough  tog eth er  in 

ranch  comprised,  in  the  Sheriff’s 

th at  time  to  convict  them.  You’ve  got 

opinion,  all  of  the  members  of  the 

som ething  in mind.  W h at  is  it? ” 

g^ng. 

“I ’m  going  to  ask  Iris  to  devote 

“T hey’re  the  im portant  ones,  but  I

m ost  of  the  fro n t  page  of  the
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 E nterprise  tomorrow  to  a  straight 

jerked  to  his  feet,  his  lean,  fighting 

naws  story  th a t’ll  say  everything  I ’ve 

face  tense  and  uncompromising.  “I ’m 

told you tonight—name names, accuse 

not going to sit here all night  arguing 

M organ of being the  head man  of  this 

w ith  you.  Otis.  A ll  you’re  fighting 

bandit ring, and make it so strong  it’ll 

for  is  your  job  and  political  career. 

blow  the  lid  off  of  everything.  She 

I ’m fig h tin g  for my job, too, but  th a t’s 

can  quote  me,  and  I  hope  you’ll  have 

small  end  of  it  w ith  m e;  I  want  to 

the  guts  to  let  her  quote  you,” 

square  Kize’s  account  in  full.  I ’ve  got 

a  dozen  reliable  men  lined  up  th at  I 

THE  DISTRICT  Attorney  threw  can swear in at a minute’s notice. I’ll up  his  hands  in  horror.  “T hat’s 

have  them   block  every  road,  and  I ’ll 

the  most 

fantastic,  rattle-brained 

post  a  couple  at  the  depot.  I ’ll  stay 

th in g   I   ever  heard!  You  can’t  p rin t 

close to Morgan, myself.  In  the meansurm ised  and  suspicious  as  fact! 

time,  Oats  will  take  a  bunch  of  men 

T h a t’s libel!" 

and  go  up  through  the  Squaw  H ills 

“Libel,  your  grandm other!”  Jim  

and  plant  them  where  they  can  keep 

rapped. H is restrain t had snapped and 

the  Bar  66  house  under  surveillance. 

he  was  a  fearsome  figure  as  he  glow

A ll  you’ve  got  to  do  is  decide  which 

ered  at  O tis,  “Morgan  owns  the 

way  you  want  to  jump,  and  do  it 

 E nterprise.  H e  can’t be libelled by his 

now.” 

own  newspaper.  Iris  can  word  what 

“I ’m  not  going  to  be  bulldozed  into 

you  say  so  you'll  be  covered.  As  for 

anything,”  O tis  said  flatly.  " I ’ll  sleep 

myself,  I   don’t   care;  if  a  blast  like 

on this and  give you my answer  in the 

th at  doesn’t   shake  M organ  loose,  I ’ll 

hand  in m y  resignation.” 

m orning.” 

“I ’m  afraid  you  w ill  be  handing  in 

“No,  you  won’t,”  Jim   contradicted; 

your  resignation,  too,  O tis,”  Corbett 

“I ’ve  got  to  go  now.  W hen  I  leave 

volunteered. 

“Strikes 

me 

you’re 

here,  I ’m  going  to  see  Iris!  I  want 

caught  between  the  devil  and  deep 

th is to be  all set before  I  turn in. Morblue sea.  The  camp’s fading.  T he  gold gan’s  spies  will  be  w atching  us  by 

excitem ent  w ill  be  over  in  a  week  or 

morning.  I ’m  not  going  near  the 

two.  These  crooks will  leave  for  parts 

 E nterprise  tomorrow  till  the  paper’s 

unknown  and  you’ll  be  left  holding 

out, and  I  want you  to  keep  a w a y .. . . 

the bag,  all  these  crimes unsolved  and 

Good  heavens,  Otis,  you’ve  got  everyno one brought to justice.  I f  th at hapth in g   to  win  and  nothing  to  lose.  If pens,  you  couldn’t  be  elected  dog 

it’s  credit  you  want,  you’ll  get  it; 

catcher.  Jim ’s  idea  is  wild  and  risky, 

you’re  on  record  w ith  the  Commisbut  it  may  tu rn   the  trick.  I  believe sioners  as  having  inform ation  so  imi t   will.  I f   the   E nterprise  comes  out portant you  refused to  divulge  it even 

w ith  a  story   like  th at  it’ll  stand  this 

to them.  T h at’s proof enough  that you 

town  on  its  head.  I  know  M organ’s 

were  in  this  from  the  first.  Kize  and 

a   shrew d  customer,  but  if  he  doesn’t 

me  made  the  snowballs,  but  it’s  up  to 

make  a  false  move  and  give  him self  you  to  throw  them.” 

away  when  a  story  like  th at  breaks, 

This  appeal  to  the  D istrict  A tto rnothing  w ill  do  it.” 

ney’s  vanity  was  a  telling  argum ent. 

“ I   sounded  her  out  on  it,”  Jim   told 

A fter  some  hesitation,  he  said  he’d 

him.  “I   th in k   she  can  be  persuaded.” 

go  through  w ith  it.  “B ut  you  have 

“She  couldn't  get  away  w ith  it  if 

Iris  come  to  the  courthouse  in  the 

she  w anted  to,”  Otis  persisted.  “M orm orning and let me read her supposed gan  would  get  wind  of  it  and  stop 

interview  w ith  me,"  he  insisted. 

her.” 

“She’s  in  my  office  every  m orning. 

“You  leave  th at  to  Dan  and  m e; 

There  won’t  be  anything  suspicious 

w e’ll  see  th at  she  has  all  the  protecabout that.” 

tio n   she  needs  and  th at  no  tales  are 

“All  right,”  Jim   agreed.  “I ’ll  ask 

carried  down  th e  street  to  Morgan 

her  to  have  it  all  on  paper,  when  she 

till  the  paper’s  off  the  press.”  Jim

sees  you.” 
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The  conference  broke  up  presently 

exactly  how  things  stood,  and  in  deand  Jim   w ent  on  to  the  Farraday tail,  for  a  great  deal  was  to  depend 

home.  A  discreet  tapping  on  a  bedon  the redhead. 

room  window  awakened  Iris.  “I t ’s 

Some  of  it  came  as  no  surprise  to 

me,  Jim ,”  he  told  her.  “I ’ve  got  to  see 

Oats,  b u t  to  learn  th a t  Jim ’s  plans 

you.  J u s t  slip  something  on and  don’t 

were  completed  and  the  next  few 

bother  to  pu t  on  your  war  paint.” 

hours  were  to  bring  the  showdown 

He  acquainted  her  w ith all  th at  had 

left  him  a  bit  goggle-eyed.  “W here 

happened  in  the  past  few  hours  and 

do  I  fit  into  it? ”  he asked. 

w hat  had  passed  between  Longyear 

“I ’m  going  to  deputize  h alf  a  dozand himself. 

en  men  for  you  and  send  you  to  B ar 

“A nd  O tis  has  agreed  to  it? ”  she 

66.  W atch  the  house.  See  who  comes. 

asked,  not  hiding  her  surprise. 

Maybe no  one  w ill;  I ’m  going  to  post 

a  couple  men  on  the  short-cut  up 

“He  wants  you  to  w rite  out  what 

through  the  hills.  Don’t  let  anyone 

you’re  going  to  say  over  his  name. 

leave. 

Stop  'em  w ith  gunfire  if 

You  can  p ut  any  words  in  my  mouth 

nothing  else  will  do.  A nd  stay  up 

th at  you  p lease;  I  don’t  care  how  far 

there  till  I  join  you.  Take  my  binocyou  go.  You  can  have  your  story  finulars ;  you  can  lay  back  far  enough  so ished  by  noon.  I f   you  hand  it  to  the 

you  won’t  be  s p o tte d ... .Y ou  got  all 

compositors  when  they  come  back 

th a t? ” 

from   dinner,  how  long  will  it  take 

“Sure!  W hen  do  I  pull  away?” 

them   to  set  it? ” 

“In  an  hour  or  two.  You  bothered 

“A bout  two  hours.” 

last  n ig h t? ” 

“T h a t’ll  give  you  all  the  time  you 

“No,  I  didn’t  see  anybody.  R iley’s 

need.  Dan  has  agreed  to  show  up  at 

askin’  for  a  lawyer. Says he w ants P a t 

your  office  at  one  o’clock  and  stay 

Holm an.” 

w ith  you  u n til  the  paper’s  out.  H e’ll 

“He  does,  eh.”  Jim   smiled  m irth lock  the  back  door  and  see  th at  no lessly.  “T hat  saves  M organ  the  emone  leaves  the  building.” 

barrassm ent  of  going  out  on  the  limb 

He m entioned the  other precautions 

for  him.  I ’ll  get word  to  Holm an later 

he  was  tak ing ;  deputizing  a  number 

in  the  m orning.  I ’ve  had  breakfast; 

of  men,  sending  Oats  to  B ar  66 and 

you  go  out  and  get  yours.  A nd  no 

guarding  the  roads  and  railroad  degabbing,  Oats.” 

pot. 

By  eig h t-th irty   he  had  his  depu

“I ’ll  keep  M organ  in  sight  all  a fte rties  sworn  in.  T hey  were  instructed to  take  up  th eir  various  positions 

noon,”  he  ran  on.  “You  don’t  have  to 

quietly,  shortly before  noon.  H e menbe  afraid  of  him,  Iris ;  if  he  makes  a tioned  the  men who w ere  to  be  turned 

beeline  for  the   E nterprise  as  soon  as 

back  if  they  attem pted  to  leave town. 

he  reads  the  paper,  I   won’t  be  far 

A fter  he  had  selected  the  deputies 

a w a y ...  W hat  do  you  say?  W ill you 

who  were  to  go  w ith  Oats,  he  had  a 

do  your  p a rt? ” 

word  or  two  w ith  the  redhead. 

“Yes,”  she  answered  simoly,  “and 

“D rift  out  of  town,  a  couple  at  a 

I ’ll  be  thinking  of  Dad  w ith  every 

tim e,”  he  advised.  “You  can  rendezline  I  w rite.” 

vous  up  the  tra il  at  the  old  cabin. 

T h a t’ll hold  down  the  talk.” 

OATS  HAD his  cot put away be “You  got  any  idea  when  I’ll  be fore  seven,  the  office  swept 

seein’  you?”  Oats  asked. 

and  was  gettin g   anxious  about  his 

“I t ’ll  depend  on  how  thin gs  go  at 

breakfast,  when 

Jim   walked 

in. 

this  end.” 

“W ell,”  he  drawled,  looking  the 

Oats  nodded.  “I ’ll  tell  th e  boys 

Sheriff  over  carefully,  “if  I  can 

about  g e ttin ’  away.”  H is  eyes  found 

read  the  signs,  you’re  all  spooked 

J im ’s  for  a  moment.  “Take  care  of 

up  th is  m ornin’  . . .   W h a t’s  doin’ ?” 

yourself,”  he  said.  I t   was  as  near  as 

“I ’m sittin g   on a  keg  of gunpowder 

he  had  ever  come  to  expressing  hi* 

w ith  a  sho rt  fuse,  th a t’s  all,”  Jim  anwarm  feeling  for  Jim   Lord. 

swered.  He  knew  O ats  had  to  be  told

A fte r  they  were  gone,  Jim   w ent
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down  the  street  and  looked  in  a t  the 

Holman  conferred  w ith  L ittle  Ben 

 M averick  saloon  and  the  hotel.  Morfor  tw enty  minutes  or  more.  W hen gan  was  conspicious  by  his  absence. 

the  lawyer  walked  into  Jim ’s  office, 

Nor  was  anything  to  be  seen  of  Slip 

his  attitu d e  was  belligerent.  “W hat’s 

Egan  and  several  others  who  were 

the  charge  going  to  be?”  he  demandsuspected.  Otherwise—to  a  casual  obed. 

server—the  life  of  the  town  m ight 

“Suspicion  of  m urder.” 

have  seemed  to  pursue  its  usual  p at

Holman  snorted  contemptuously. 

tern this  morning.  Jim   looked  deeper 

“You  can’t  hold  him  w ithout  giving 

than  that  and  below  the  surface  he 

him  a  hearing,  I ’ll  see  Messenger 

caught  a  vague  tension  and  sober  exrig h t  away  and  demand  th at  Riley  be pectancy,  as  though  Rock  Creek  was 

brought  before  him  tomorrow  morngirding  itself  for  some  violent  up ing.” —

heaval. 

“Go  to  it,”  Jim   told  him,  “I  can 

Everyone  knew  by  now  that  L ittle 

hold  Ben  on  suspicion  for  two  or 

Ben  Riley  had  been  taken  into  custhree  days.  By  then,  I  may  be  able  to tody.  W hile  no  specific  charge  had 

present  some  evidence  th at’ll  prevent 

been  filed  against  him  as  yet,  tales 

you  from  springing  him.” 

reaching  town  from  the  Bend  left  no 

Cap  W yeth,  the  town  marshal, 

doubt  as  to  why  he  had been  arrested. 

sauntered  in  soon  after  the  law yer 

“T h a t’s  the  reason,”  Jim   said  to 

left.  He  was  full  of  questions.  “L ittle 

himself,  seeking  an  explanation  for 

Ben  was  always  ready  to  do  a  man  a 

the  lurking  uneasiness  he  read  in 

favor,”  he  said  “I  sorta  cottened  to 

men’s  faces.  “They  know  th at  throw him.  I  can’t  believe  he  was  mixed  up ing  R iley  into  the  pokey  will  bring 

in all  these  killin’s and  robberies. Yuh 

other  developments.” 

actually  thin k  yuh  got  a  case  ag’in 

He  was  positive  that  his  plans  had 

him ?” 

not  leaked.  Leaving  the  hotel,  he 

“W ell,  I ’ve  got  him  locked  up,” 

crossed  the  street  and  climbed  the 

Jim   replied.  “T hat  should  speak  for 

stairs  to  P at  Holman’s  office  and  told 

itself.” 

him L ittle   Ben wanted to see him. The 

“Yeh,”  Cap  m uttered.“Do  yuh  mind 

lawyer  pretended  to  be  surprised  but 

if  I  go back and talk to him ?” 

Jim   was  sure  in  his  own  mind  th at 

“I  mind  a  lot.  P a t  Holm an’s  been 

M organ  had  already  communicated 

talking  to  him.  I  can’t  keep  his  laww ith  the  man. 

yer  out,  but  no  one  else  is  going  to 

“I f   you’re  going  back  to  the  jail, 

see  him.” 

I ’ll  walk  around  w ith  you,”  said  Hol

“H unh!”  Cap  snorted,  affronted. 

man. 

“T h at’s  purty  high-handed,  ain’t  it? ” 

“You  can  think  what  you  please 

about  it,”  said  Jim.  “T h at’s  the  way 

^

1

5

^

I ’m playing it.” 

A fter  Cap  left,  Jim   took  his  chair 

T   T H E   com er Jim  

outside  and  sat  down  beside  the  door 

saw  Iris  going  up 

as  Kize  had  been  wont  to  do.  He  had 

the  c o u r t h o u s e   been  there  only  a  short  while,  when steps.  He  glanced 

he  saw  Joe  Sherdell  coming  up  the 

at  his  watch  and 

walk.  Like  himself,  Joe  was  an  ex- 

was  pleased  to  discowpuncher.  He  had  set  up  in  busicover  th at  she  was ness  as  Rock  Creek’s  iceman.  O f  the 

on  time  to  the  mineleven  men  Jim   had  sworn  in  that ute  for  her  daily  in  that  morning, Joe was the  only one round  of  the  counw ith  previous  experience  as  a  part-ty  offices.  The  imtime  deputy. 

portance  of  her  e r

“I ’ve  got  everythin’  set,”  Joe  anrand  this  m orning  had  not  throw n nounced.  “Fred  Coles  is  goin’  to  take 

h er  off  stride.  In   his  eyes,  it  spoke 

over  my  route  for  me.  I  can  stick  it 

volumes  for  her  courage  and  self-  out  here  as  long  as  necessary  now.” 

control. 

He  took  off  his  hat  and  wiped  his
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forehead.  “A  m ite  hot  for  this  time 

A s  he  surmised,  Dan  found  Iris  

of  year.”  H e  laughed  and  added, 

w aiting  for  him. 

“T h a t’s always good for my business.” 

“Do  you  w ant  to  read  th is  stu ff be

“I t ’s  a  beautiful  day,  for  sure,”  Jim  

fore  I   give  it  to  the  com positors?” 

observed.  “I  asked  you  to  stay  here, 

she  asked. 

Joe,  because  I  know  I  can  count  on 

“No,”  Dan  told  her,  rem arking  to 

you.  I ’ll  be  in  and  out  of  the  office 

him self  how  cool  she  was.  “I   know 

most  of  the  day.  No  one b u t  P a t  H olyou w ent all  out.” 

man  is  to  talk   w ith  R iley—th a t’s  u nless  he  asks  for  th e  doctor.  I t ’ll  be 

“I   did,”  Iris  adm itted.  “I t ’s  my 

all  rig h t  to  let  Corbett  see  him.  U nswan  song,  and  I  made  it  a  good  one. 

T he  E nterprise w ill be  a ship w ithout 

derstand?” 

Sherdell  nodded. 

a rud d er by evening.” 

“I ’ll  spell  you  for  half  an  hour  at 

“And  very  likely  w ithout  a  capmealtime,”  Jim   continued.  “I f   I ’m tain,”  Dan  supplem ented. 

dow n  the  street  and  someone  comes 

T he  m echanical  s ta ff  of  the  newsw ith   word  th a t  I   w ant  you,  don’t  fall paper  was  lim ited  to  four  m en:  two 

fo r i t ;  i t ’ll  be  a tric k  to  get to Riley.” 

compositors,  Lem 

Galloway,  t h e  

“You  th in k   they  may  try   to  bust 

pressman,  and  C lint  E ddy,  his  assishim   o ut?” 

tant. 

“I   don’t  know  w hat  they’d  do  if 

Dan and  Iris   walked  into  th e  pressth ey   get  to  him.  Maybe  they’d  kill room,  w hich  was  separated  from   th e 

him   in  his  cell  to  shut  his  m outh. 

offices  by  a  wooden  partition.  W hile 

JuBt  w atch  yourself,  Joe.  I f   the 

she  was  conferring w ith  her  composibreak  comes,  i t ’ll  be  late  in  the  a fte rtors,  he  locked  the  back  door  and noon.” 

pocketed  the  key.  T he  six  windows 

“ ‘I f ’?”  Joe  echoed.  H e  gave  Jim   a 

were barred w ith heavy wire gratings. 

th in   smile.  “You  don’t  sound  to  me 

Anyone  attem pting  to  leave  the  room 

as  though  there  was  any  if  in  it.” 

would  have  to  pass  through  the  door 

Jim   shrugged.  “W e’ll  see.” 

to  the  offices. 

T he  two  men  who  were  to  set  the 

THE MORNING wore on. Just be story were immediately excited by the fore  noon  Dave  McGheean,  the 

“copy” Iris handed them. T hey looked 

Rock  Creek  postm aster,  came  to  get 

up  at  her  aghast. 

L ittle  B en’s  keys.  He  was  going  up  to 

“You—you  out  of  your  mind,  Miz 

th e  Bend,  he  said,  w ith  a  new  man to 

F arrad ay ?”  one  of  them   gasped. 

take  R iley’s  place,  “I  hope  to  find 

“No,  Sam,  I   know  w hat  I ’m  doing,” 

his  accounts  w ith  the  D epartm ent  in 

she  answered  calmly.  “You and  Charorder.” 

lie  get  to  work.  D octor  Corbett  is 

“ I  th in k   you  will,”  Jim   told  him. 

going  to  sit  here  u n til  the  paper  is 

“ Ben  had  bigger  fish  to  fry   than 

being  d istributed  to  the  boys.” 

filching from the  Government.  I ’ll get 

As soon as  the  office  door closed  on 

th e  keys.” 

her, 

Galloway 

and  his 

assistant 

T here  was  a  short  order  restaurant 

dropped  w hat  they  were  doing  and 

around  the  corner  that  had  a  contract 

crowded  around the  compositors,  who 

w ith  the  county  to  serve  meals  to  the 

regaled  them  w ith  snatches  of  the 

prisoners.  A  boy  arrived  w ith  a  tray 

story. 

fo r  Riley,  ju st  before  twelve.  Sher

“Gawdawmighty 1”  Lem  Galloway 

dell  took  it  back  to  the  cell  and  Jim  

groaned.  “Con  M organ!  W ho’d  have 

le ft  to  get  his  own  dinner.  He  was 

thought it? ” 

gone  no  more  than  half  an  hour.  I t 

H is  assistant,  Clint  Eddy,  was  no 

was  the  deputy’s  turn,  then.  Joe  was 

less  excited. 

back  a  few  m inutes  after  one. 

“W ell,  boys,  you’ve  got  a  paper  to 

“I  ju st  saw  Corbett  goin’  into  the 

get  out,”  Dan  said,  from   his  chair 

 Enterprise.”   he  told  Jim. 

near  the  door.  “You  b etter  get  busy.” 

“ Good!’  the  sh eriff  said.  “E very

I t   was  warm  in  the  pressroom. 

thing  seems  to  be  going  according  to 

W hen  he  removed  his  coat,  they  saw 

schedule.” 

th at  he  wore  a  gun.  I t   was  an  unsual
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circumstance  and  the  air  in  the  room 

dart  away  from  the   Enterprise  w ith 

began  to  grow  electric. 

the  day’s  edition.  They  were  as  wild 

and  excited  as  young  eagles.  T heir 

GALLOWAY and Eddy inked the  excitement  was  mild  compared  to rollers  of  the  flatbed  press  and 

their  customers,  when  the  latter 

locked  up  the  forms  on  the  pages  th at 

g l i m p s e d  

t h e  

headlines  that 

were  already  in  type.  Several  times 

screamed :

young E ddy ’s eyes strayed to  the  padlocked  back  door.  Dan  caught  it.  He O U T L A W   GANG  E X P O S E D

knew  that  E ddy  was  m aking  sure  it 

was  locked.  I t  confirm ed  the  suspi

 W H O L E S A L E  

 A R R E S T S  

cion  in  Dan’s  mind  th at  the  assistant 

 P R O M IS E D ,  D IS T R IC T   A T 

pressman  was  the  man  to  watch.  He 

 T O R N E Y   A N D   S H E R IF F   R E 

was  not surprised,  forty m inutes  later, 

 V E A L   T R U T H   A B O U T   K I L 

when,  w ith  the  press  standing  w ait

 L IN G   O F  K I Z E   F A R R A D A Y  

ing, E ddy  grabbed  his  cap  and  started 

 A N D   O T H E R S :

to  h u rry  past  him. 

 Con 

 Morgan  A lleged 

 M aster 

“Sorry,  Clint,”  Dan  told  him.  “but 

no  one’s  leaving  till  the  paper’s  on 

 M ind  of  B andit  R ing

the  street.” 

One  of  the  youngsters  dashed  into 

“I  was  just  going  out  to  get  a  pack 

the  hotel  and  slapped  a  bundle  of  paof  cigarettes,”  Eddy  protested.  “I pers  on  .the  desk.  The  clerk  started  

won’t be  gone  five  minutes.” 

to  glance at them  w ith  a bored  air.  He 

“No,”  Corbett  said  flatly,  “You’re 

was  suddenly  electrified  by  what  his 

not  tipping  Morgan  off.  You  better 

eyes  saw.  A fter  staring  transfixed  at 

begin  asking  yourself  which  side  of 

the  headlines  for  a  moment,  he  threw  

the  bread  your  b utter  is  o n ;  Con 

off  his  trance  and  bolted  through  the 

M organ’s  friends  are  going  to  be 

door  to  Morgan’s  private  office. 

very  unpopular  in  Rock  Creek  in 

There  was  a  silence  w ithin  for  a  few 

another hour or two.” 

seconds,  then  M organ’s  voice  raised 

E ddy  grew  belligerent  and  stoutly 

in  an  enraged  bellow,  so  violent  th e 

denied  there  was  any  connection  bevery  air  seemed  to  rock.  B ursting tween  Con  and  himself.  Dan  listened 

from his office, coatless, unarmed, the 

u n til  he  had  heard  all  he  cared  to 

crumpled  copy  of  the   E nterprise 

hear.  “T h at’s  enough,”  he  said,  with 

clutched  in  his  fist,  and  stopping  not 

finality.  “Hang  up  your  cap,  C lint; 

even  to  grab  his  hat,  he  storm ed  out 

you’re  in  for  the  afternoon.” 

of  the  hotel,  bound  for  the  newspa

T h a t  ended  it.  Still  sulking,  Eddy 

per  office. 

walked  back  to  the  metal-topped 

The  little  building  th at  housed  the 

table  where  Lem  Gallowway,  who 

 Enterprise  stood  on  the  corner,  a 

could  do  most  anything  around  a 

short  block  away.  If  Con’s  first 

newspaper  plant,  was  setting  the 

thought  had  been  to  reach  it  in  time 

eight-column head Iris had laid out. 

to stop the  distribution  of the edition, 

As  soon  as  the  story  itself  was  in 

he  m ust  have  known  before  he  got 

type,  it  was  proofed  at  once  and 

half-way  there  th at  he  was  too  late. 

passed  through  the  wicket  to  her. 

Men  got  in  his  path  and  refused  to 

W hen  she  had  proof-read  it,  she 

step  aside,  th eir  hostility  engraved 

brought  it  in  and  complimented  the 

in  every  feature  of  their  dark  faces 

men  on the  speed  they had made.  Len 

and  ready  to  crystallize  into  action 

had  the  head  ready.  She  had  a  look  at 

as  soon  as  they  recovered  from  their 

it. 

surprise. 

“All  rig h t,”  she  said.  “Lock  up, 

Jim   followed  closely  and  he  was  at 

Lem,  and  let her roll. W e’ll  give them 

the  corner  when  Morgan  reached  the 

som ething to  talk  about  over  the  supdoor  of  the   Enterprise,   He  could  see p er  table  tonight.” 

Iris,  seated  at  her  desk.  N othing  was 


*  *  *

to  be  seen  of  Dan,  but  he  was  certain 

J IM  WAS  seated  in  the  lobby of  the doctor was only a few steps away, the  hotel,  when  he  saw  the  boys

behind  the  partition. 
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Know ing  Corbett  w ould  protect 

then  th at  Jim   understood  w hy  C urry 

Iris,  Jim   stopped  at  th e  corner,  try carried  a  coiled  lariat. 

in g  to  gauge  the  tem per  of  th e  town. 

Rock  Creek  was  going  wild.  T he 

H E N   M U L L H A L L   dragged 

same  mob  fu ry   th a t  had  gripptsd  the 

M organ  out,  he  found  the 

men  a t  Spanish  F ord   could  be  very 

S h eriff  facing  him.  B ill  had  no  ineasily  fanned  into  a  raging  fire   here. 

tention  of  being  stopped.  “Toss  your 

Iris  saw M organ  coming.  She  spoke 

rope over  the limb of this cottonwood, 

to  Dan  and  he  told  h er  not  to  be 

C u rry !”  he  growled.  “W e’ll  finish  o ff 

afraid.  A  moment  later  M organ 

th is  pup,  here  and  now !” 

rushed  in,  his  cavernous,  rocky  face 

“Bill,  M organ  belongs  to  me.”  Jim  

pasty  w hite  w ith  rage. 

spoke  w ith  a  quiet  authority,  his  face 

“You’ll  pay  for  th is !”  he  roared. 

hard  and  flat.  “You  haven’t  got  back

“You'll  pay  for  your  damned  lies, 

ing  enough  to  get  away  w ith  this. 

and  so’ll  Longyear  and  Jim   L o rd !” 

The  law’s  bigger  than you  are,  ju st  as 

H e  slapped  her  face  w ith  his  folded 

Kize  told  you.” 

copy  of  the   E nterprise.   Catching  her 

“Yeh,  he  told  me—and  w hat  did  it 

by  the  shoulder,  his  fingers  ripp in g  

get  him ?  I f   he’d  listened  to  me,  he’d 

her  waist,  he  pulled  here  to   her  feet. 

be  alive  today!  You  goin’  to make  the 

“Now  get  out  of  here,  you  double- 

same  damned  fool  m istake,  too?” 

As  th ey   stood  there,  n eith er  ready 

crossing  l i t t l e . . . ” 

to  give  an  inch,  toe  to  toe,  Curry 

He  gave  her  a  shove  th at  sent  her 

dropped  his  rope  over  the  limb  of  the 

reeling  tow ard  the  door.  Dan  stepped 

cottonwood. 

in  too late to catch  her, b ut B ill M ull- 

“W ell?”  M ullhall  rapped.  “How  do 

h a ll’s  bulk  filled  the  doorway,  and  he 

you  w ant  it.? ” 

caught  her.  There  was  a  cold  fu ry   in 

“D on’t   force  my  hand,”  Jim   re th e  man  th a t  was  more  forbidding  by turned.  “You  owe  me  a  favor,  Bill. 

far  than  Con  M organ’s  booming 

Last  nig h t—rem ember?" 

w rath. 

T h a t  p u t  another  face  on  it  w ith 

“H e  shouldn’t  have  done  that,  Miss 

M ullhall.  “I  remember,”  he  said 

Farraday,”  said  Bill,  his  voice  harsh 

through  clenched  teeth,  a  fro sty  g litand  merciless.  “H e  shouldn't  have te r  in  his  eyes.  “I  was  savin’  it  for  a 

talked to you th a t way n e ith e r; you’re 

time  when  I   figgered  you’d  really 

a  lady—if  he  ever  saw  one.  B u t  don’t 

need  it."  H e  gave  M organ  a  shove  in 

let  it  bother  you  too  m uch;  i t ’ll  be 

Jim ’s  direction.  “Take  him,  if  you 

one  of  the  last  things  he’ll  ever  say.” 

got  to  be  a  sucker!” 

H e  handed  her  over  to   D an  and 

Con  had  not  opened  his  mouth.  H is 

started  fo r M organ. T he la tte r backed 

cheeks were sagging as though he had 

away  u n til  he  had  th e  w all  behind 

shot  in  them.  W hen  Jim   grabbed  him 

him   and  could  re tre a t  no  further. 

by  the  arm  and  led  him   away,  he 

T here  was  te rro r  in  Con’s  eyes.  “I 

didn’t  protest.  I t   was  a  differen t 

ain’t  arm ed!”  he  whined. 

story,  when  they  tu rned   the  court

B ill  didn’t   bother  to  answer.  He 

house  corner  and  the  crowd  th a t  had 

brought  his  rig h t  hand  up  from   the 

been  follow ing  them   held  back. 

knees  and  sent  an  iron  fist  crashing 

“I ’ll  make  you  and  Longyear  eat 

into  M organ’s  jaw,  liftin g   him   to  his 

the 

b lu ff 

you’re 

throw ing!”  he 

toes  and  driving  his  head  against  the 

ground  out  savagely.  “Lies  and  hot 

w all  w ith  a  crunching  th u d   th at 

a ir;  th a t’s  all  it  is!  You  can't  lock 

rocked  his  senses.  W rapping  his  fin me  u p !” 

gers  in  the  collar  of  Con’s  shirt,  B ill 

“ Can’t I ? ” Jim   challenged, his voice 

dragged  him  to  th e  street. 

razor-edged.  “I  ju st saved your rotten 

As  Jim   stood  on  the  corner,  W ild 

neck;  I ’ll  lock  you  up  and  keep  you 

Bill,  Cass  C urry  and  two  other  M ulllocked  up.” 

hall men  had  brushed  past  him,  walk

On  reaching  the  office,  he  told  Joe 

ing  rapidly,  th eir  faces  hard  and 

to  search  M organ  for a knife  or  other 

tense.  To  his  surprise,  they  had 

weapons.  T hey  found  nothing.  A fter 

stopped a t  the  door  of  th e  newspaper 

rem oving  the  prisoner’*  suspenders 

and  B ill  had  h urried  in.  I t   was  only

and  necktie,  they  m arched  him   back
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to  the  cell  block  and  locked  him  up, 

said,  his  voice  as  tender  as  it  was 

to  the  speechless  amazement of  L ittle 

sober.  “I  didn’t  figure  M ullhall  would 

Ben. 

bust  in  on  you.” 

“I   want  to  see  Holm an.”  Con 

“I t ’s  a  good  thing  he  did,”  Dan 

growled.  "Get  him  here  rig h t  aw ay !” 

spoke  up.  “I  was  asleep  at  the  switch, 

“You’ll 

see 

Holman 

tomorrow 

lettin g   Morgan  slap  her  around  like 

morning—not  before,”  Jim   informed 

that.” 

him. 

“He  paid  for it,”  Iris  declared  firm ly.  "O f  all  the men  in  the  world  W ild Bill  M ullhall  was  the  last one  I would 

 S

   1 6   S

Vvavt 

to   CQmt  to   TCV'J

and  defend  me  like  that.”  She  shook 

 H E R IF F  

 LO RD

her  head  at  the  memory.  “I ’ve  always 

read  the   E nterprise 

had  an  aversion  to  fighting,  but  when 

story  hu rriedly   but 

I  saw  him  drive  his  fist  into  Con 

without  skipping  a 

M organ’s  jaw,  I  could  have  screamed 

line.  From   across 

w ith  delight.”  She  looked  up  and 

the  desk,  Joe  Sher- 

tried  to  read  Jim ’s  eyes.  “Having  to 

dell  said,  “W e  got

arrest  Morgan  isn’t  going  to  help 

two  of  ’em  in  the

your  chances,  is  it? ” 

cooler  now.  Looks 

‘.‘No,”  he  adm itted.  “My  best  hope 

like we was  doin’  all 

now  is  that  he  got  someone  through 

rig h t.” 

to  the  ranch.  I f   Legrand  and  the  rest 

“I t ’s  too  early  to 

of  them  sta rt  to  run,  th at  could  do 

say,”  Jim   returned  soberly.  “I  didn’t 

the  trick.  I ’m  going  down  to  the  deplan  on  having  to  lock  up  Morgan. 

pot  and  see  if  anybody  tries  to  slip 

M ullhall  forced  th at  on  me;  he  and 

out  on  the  evening  t r a i n . . .You're 

some  of  his  crowd  had  the  gall  to 

about  ready  to  leave?” 

think  they  could  give  Con  a  ride  at 

“In   a  few  minutes,  Jim.  Dan  is 

the  end  of  rope,  rig h t  on  the  main 

going  to  walk  me  home.  You’ll  have 

street  of  Rock  Creek.  A  man  can 

to  h u rry   if  you  w ant  to  be  at  the  dehardly  do  anything  to  give  himself pot  in  tim e.” 

away  when  he’s  behind  bars.”  Jim  

“W ait  a  second,”  Dan  interjected 

shook  his  head regretfully.  “I  was

as  Jim   started  out.  “W hat  about  some 

counting  on  Con to  do  something  that

protection  for  Iris?  I ’ve  got  patients 

would  be  a  giveaway.” 

to  look  after.  I ’ll  be  free  this  eve

From   a  closet  in  the  corner  of  the 

ning,  but  that  isn’t  enough.” 

office  he  produced  old  Kize’s  sawed- 

“You’re  right,”  Jim   agreed.  “A fter 

off  shotgun  and  a  bag  of  shells. 

the  train  pulls  out,  I ’ll  send  the  two 

“Keep  this  handy,”  he  told  Joe. 

boys  I ’ve  got  posted  there  up  to  the 

“W ild  B ill  listened  to  my  argum ent 

house,  Iris.  They  can  spell  each  other 

a  few  m inutes  ago  but  he  may  get  to 

and  spend  the  night  on  the  porch,” 

talking  it  up  again.  I t ’ll  sound  good 

“Jim,  th at  isn’t  necessary,  I ’m  sure 

to  some,  no  doubt.  I ’m  going  to  stop 

I ’ll be all  right.” 

in  at  the   Enterprise  for  a  m inute  and 

“W e’ll  play  it  safe,”  he  told  her. 

then  go  on  to  the  depot.  I ’ve  got  a 

“You  know  Carl  H enry  and  Tony 

little   tim e  before  the  evening  train 

Kelland.  They’ll  take  good  care  of 

pulls  out.” 

you.” 

H e  found  Iris  cleaning  out  her 

desk,  preparatory  to  leaving  the   E n terprise  office  for  what  m ight  be  the AT  THE  DEPOT,  he  spoke  to 

the two deputies.  They had seen 

last  time,  or  certainly  for  as  long  as 

nothing  of  the  men  suspected  of  bearms. 

ing  Morgan  adherents.  The  train  was 

He  held  her  close  for  a  moment. 

due to pull out in a few minutes. Most 

He  could  see  th at  th e  strain  she  had 

of  the 

passengers 

were 

already 

been  under  was  tellin g   on  h er;  her 

aboard.  Jim   swung  up  at  the  rear 

face  looked  drawn  and  her  lips  had 

and  walked  through  the  coaches  and 

lo st  th e ir  long,  allu rin g   curve. 

th e  smoker.  Slip  Egan  and  the  two 

“You  did  a  swell  job,  honey,”  he or three others, who m ight have  taken
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th is means  of gettin g away from  Rock 

face  w orking  nervously.  “W h at  are 

Creek,  were  not  in  the  cars.  The  poswe  going  to  do?”  he  demanded  con-sibility  of  th eir  m aking  a  last  motentiously.  “W e  can’t  ju st  w ait.” 

m ent’s  rush  for  the  tra in   did  not  es

“T h a t’s  all  you  can  do,”  Jim   said 

cape  Jim .  H e  told  his  deputies  to  be 

th in ly   as  he  reached  for  his  hat.  I ’m 

on  the  watch  fo r it. 

going  to  B ar  66  as  soon  as  I  grab  a 

T he  tra in   pulled  out,  however, 

bite  to  eat.  W e  don’t  know  w hat  the 

w ithout  th eir  showing  up. 

situation  is  there.  I t   may  be  all  in 

“Maybe  w e’re  having  better  luck 

our  favor.  The  best  th in g   you  can 

elsewhere,”  he  said  to  H enry  and 

do,  Otis,  is  to  keep  your  rom pers  on 

K elland.  Doubt  was  beginning  to  astill  we  know  for  certain  where  we sail  him.  He  p ut  it  out  of  his  mind 

stand.” 

and  told  the  two  men  to  get  th eir 

W hile  Jim   was  seated  at  the  co u n supper.  A fterw ards,  they  were  to ter  in  T ate’s  short-order  restaurant, 

look  out  for  Iris  u n til  he  relieved 

O liver  Failes,  W oodhull’s  Double 

them   in  the  morning. 

Diamond  foreman,  walked  in  and 

T here  were  only  three  roads  and 

took  the  stool  beside  him.  Failes  was 

the  tra il  through  the  Squaw  H ills 

a man  of p arts and ju st the  person  the 

leading  out  of  Rock  Creek.  Borrow

Sheriff  felt  he  needed  to  stand  guard 

in g  a  horse,  he  made  the  round  of 

at  the  jail,  w ith  Sherdell.  A fter  they 

them ,  questioning  the  men  he  had 

had  exchanged  a  word  or  two,  he 

on  guard.  He  m et  the  same  answer 

said,  “A re  you  going  to  be  in  town 

everyw here;  Egan  and  the  other  susover  night,  O llie?” 

pects  had  made  no  attem pt  to  pass 

“ Yeh.  The  boss’s  w ife  is  cornin’ 

the  road  blocks. 

up  from   Reno  on  the  m ornin’  train. 

Concealing  his  disappointm ent,  he 

I ’m  goin’  to  drive  her  out  to  the 

ordered his  deputies  to m aintain th eir 

r a n c h ...  W hy  do  you  ask?” 

vigil  throughout  the  night.  T urn in g  

Jim   explained  w hat  he  wanted.  “I 

back to  town, he stopped  at the  courtmay  be  seeing  trouble  where  there house  «nd  went  up  to  see  the  Disisn’t any.  On the  other hand,  M ullhall tric t  A ttorney.  He  found  him  pacing 

is  still  in  town.  I f   he  gets  to  blowing 

th e  floor,  his  nerves  worn  ragged. 

off, he m ight steam up a crowd.  I ’ll be 

“I ’ve  been  w aiting  for  some  word 

away  for  a  few  ho urs;  I ’m  going  up 

from   you,”  Otis  snapped.  “I  heard 

about  M ullhall  and  Morgan.  W hat 

to  Bar  66.  I  wouldn’t  be  calling  on 

about  the  o thers?” 

you,  otherwise,  O llie.” 

“T h a t’s  all  rig h t,”  Failes  told  him. 

“N othing  doing  so  far.”  Jim   eased 

“I ’ve  got  to  order  some  provisions 

him self  into  a  chair.  “T h ey’re  sittin g  

for  the  ranch  so  th ey ’ll  be  ready  for 

tig h t.  W e ’ll  have  to  wait  them   out.” 

me  to  pick  up  in  the  m orning.  You 

“W ait  them   out!  W ait  them   o u t!” 

Longyear  exploded.  “You  were  so 

tell  Joe  I ’ll  be  down  in  th irty ,  fo rty  

m inutes.” 

positive  there’d  be  a  break  as  soon  as 

l|«

they  read  the  paper.  All  we’ve  done 

is  expose  our  hand  for  nothing.  W e 

A fter  explaining  to  Sherdell  th at 

can’t hold  M organ more  than  a  day  or 

the  Double  Diamond  foreman  would 

two.  W hy  did  you  have  to  arrest 

join him  for  the  night, Jim  w ent back 

him ?” 

to  th e  barn  and  saddled  a  horse.  H e 

“To  save  his  neck.  He  w ouldn’t  be 

was  well  up  the  Squaw  H ills  tra il 

m uch  good  to  us  dangling  from   the 

when  n ig h t  fell.  B eing  careful  to 

limb  of  th at  cottonwood.  I f   you’re 

make  noise  enough  to  telegraph  his 

th in k in g   of  telling   me  to  tu rn   him 

coming  ahead  of  him,  he  proceeded 

loose,  forget  it.  H e’d  be  stru n g   up 

u n til  he  was  w ithin  less  than  half 

inside  of  an  hour.  I f   you’ve  been 

a  mile  of  the  B ar  66  house,  before  he 

down  the  street,  you  know  w hat  the 

was  suddenly  commanded  to  pull  up 

feeling  is.  Rock  Creek  believes  every 

and  hoist  his  hands. 

w ord  it  read  in  the   Enterprise. 

“W ho  are  you?”  a  voice  demanded 

Longyear  flopped  into  his  swivel 

g ru ffly   from   the  cover  of  a  patch  of 

chair  and  swung  back  and  forth,  his

m ahogany  bush. 
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Jim   thought  he 

recognized the 

mit.  “I  suppose a man  on top  of  Coulvoice.  “Sheriff  Lord,”  he  answered. 

ter’s  Knob  could  be  seen  from   the 

“Oh,  hell!”  came  a  cry  of  dismay 

house  w ith  a  good  pair  of  binoculars. 

from   the  shadows.  “J u s t  you!  I  fig- 

B ut  if  they  knew  the  bottom  had 

gered  I ’d  snaggpd  somebody!” 

dropped  out  of  th eir  game,  they 

The  man  stepped  out  into  the  open. 

would  have  pulled  away  as  soon  as  it 

He  was  Slim  Haller,  one  of  the  depgot  dark;  Legrand’s  too  sm art  to uties  who  had  come  up  from  town 

th ink   for  a  m inute  th at  he  could  save 

with  Oats. 

him self  by  fo rting   up  in  the  house. 

‘‘W hat’s  doing  up  here?’’  Jim  

W e’ll  stick  it  out  and  see  what  hapasked. 

pens.” 

“N uthin’,  so  far  as  I  know,”  Slim 

The  night  wore  on.  I t   got  to  be  ten 

answered.  “Oats  is  off  to  the  left  a 

o’clock.  The  lights  in  the  Bar  66 

couple  hundred  yards.  I  was  just 

house  continued to burn. Ranch house 

makin’  a  little  scout  over  this  way, 

lig h ts  d id n ’t  usually  burn  th at  late. 

when  I  heard  you  cornin’.” 

The  circumstance  struck  Jim   as  suspicious.  H alf  an  hour  later,  inaction TOGETHER,  they  moved  on  to  and  the  growing  feeling  that  Longwhere  Oats  and  the  other  depuyear  had been rig h t when he  said  they ties  were  gathered.  The  redhead 

had  exposed  th eir  hand  for  nothing, 

could  only repeat what  Slim  had  said. 

forced  him  to  a decision. 

“Been  quiet  as  a  graveyard,”  he 

“W e’re  going  in,”  he  announced, 

complained.  “W e  been here  for hours, 

“W e’ll  leave  our  broncs  here  and 

circlin’  the  house  and  keepin’  to .th e 

creep  up  on  foot.  T here’s  eight  of  us. 

brush.  Legrand  and  the  rest  of  ’em 

W e’ll  spread  out  and  converge  on 

have  been  fiddlin’  around  the  yard 

the  kitchen  door.  W hen  the  first  shot 

and  the corrals all  day.  No  one’s come 

comes,  drop  down  and  hug  the 

up  from   town.  I f   Morgan  sent  a  man 

ground.” 

up,  he  got  here  ahead  of  us.” 

The  men  voiced  their  approval; 

“T h at  isn’t   likely,”  said  Jim ,  his 

they were  tired  of  w aiting,  too.  “A ftkeen  disappointm ent  evident.  " I ’ve er  that  first  blast,  we  move  up  a  bit, 

got  M organ  locked  up.  I f   I  had  had 

and  when  we’re  close  to  the  door,  we 

any  idea  that  was  going  to  be  necmake  a  rush  for  it—is  th at  it? ”  Oats essary,  I ’d  have  left  the  trail  wide 

asked. 

open.  B ut  if  they’re  still  here,  th at’s 

“No,  we  won’t  rush  ’em,”  Jim   re som ething;  if  they’d  been  tipped off, plied.  “W e’ll  stay  p ut  and  ju st  throw  

some  of  them   would  have  tried  to 

enough lead at the house to hold them  

make  a  run  for  it  by  now.” 

here  till  morning.  I ’ll  bring  enough 

He  brought  them  up  to  date  on 

men  to  surround  the  place  and  m aker 

w hat  had  occurred  in  town.  As  he 

capture  certain.” 

talked,  he  watched  the  house.  B ut

They advanced  carefully  un til  they 

tery   daubs  of  lig ht  shone  from  the 

were  in  easy  range.  The  n ig h t  conwindows. 

tinued  as  silent  and  peaceful  as  ever. 

"Slim   had  the  idea  this  afternoon,” 

Continuing  to  close  in,  they  reached 

said  Oats, “th at mebbe these birds had 

the  corrals  and  found  themselves 

a  set  of  signals  rigged  up  and  it 

w ithin  seventy-five  yards  of  the 

w asn’t  necessary  for  anyone  to  reach 

kitchen,  and  still  not  a  gun  had 

the  house  to  tip  ’em  off  th at  the  jig  

flashed  from  window  or  door. 

was  up.” 

I t   seemed  queer  to  Jim .  H e  called 

“W hat  did  you  mean,  Slim?”  Jim  

softly  to  Oats  and  moved  him  over 

inquired  “—a  series  of  shots?” 

for  a  word.  “The  corrals—no  more 

“No,  smoke  or  some  sort  of  wig- 

horses  in  ’em  than  th at  this  a fte rw aggin’.  W e  saw  Legrand  out  in  the noon?” 

yard,  usin’  a  pair  of  glasses.  I  fig- 

“There  was  three  times  as  m any!” 

gered  he  wasn’t   try in ’  to  find  out 

Oats  growled,  apprehensively,  after 

w hat  tim e of day  it was.” 

a  long  glance. 

“ Could  be,”  Jim   was  forced  to  ad

“ I  thought  1 0 !”  Jim   m uttered. 
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“W hat  do  you  mean?”  The  ques

Corbett  called  back.  “L ight  a  lam p!” 

tion  was  su p erflo u s;  Oats  knew  what 

I t   was  only  a  moment  before  he 

he  meant. 

tram ped  into  the  kitchen.  W ith   him 

“No  one  h ere!”  was  the  savage  recame  W ild  Bill,  Cass  Curry  and  half sponse.  “Come  on!” 

a  dozen  others.  W h at  M ullhall  was 

doing,  riding  w ith  Dan,  Jim   and  Oats 

J IM  THREW  caution  away  and  didn’t know. They were to find out a marched  up  boldly  to  the  door 

moment  later. 

and kicked it  open.  Oats followed him 

“W e  just  got  into  the  house  and 

in  and  the  others  were  only  a  step 

found  it  em pty,”  Jim   told  the  newbehind.  T h eir  entrance  went  unopcomers.  “Legrand  and  every  last  one posed.  In   a  few  minutes,  they  had 

of  them   gave  us  the  slip.” 

searched  the  house.  They  had  it  to 

“W e  knew  before  you  d id !”  W ild 

themselves. 

B ill  rapped.  “They  rode  into  town  a 

“Pulled  o u t!  Made  a  clean  getlittle   b e tte r’n  an  hour  ago  and  took aw ay!”  Slim  H aller’s  voice  was  shrill 

M organ and  Riley out of j a i l !  T h ey ’re 

w ith  anger  and  disgust. 

on  the  way  to  M ount  Misery,  the 

Jim   felt  the  stove.  I t  was  cold. 

whole  eleven  of  ’em.  I f   we’re  goin’ 

“T hey’ve  been  gone  some  time,”  he 

after  ’em,  le t’s  get  s ta rte d !” 

said. 

“W ait  a  m inute,”  Jim   got  out,  his 

Oats  was  inconsolable,  blaming 

voice  husky  w ith  chagrin  and  failure. 


him self  for  the  gang’s  escape. 

“T ell  me  exactly  what  happened, 

“Stop  i t! ”  Jim   snapped,  more  an

Dan.” 

noyed  w ith  him self  than  w ith  Oats. 

“They  were  clever  about  it,”  Cor

“I t   wasn’t  your  fault.  Slim  was 

bett  said.  “Cap  W yeth  brought  Slip 

right,  I  reckon;  they  used  signals.  I 

Egan  in  for  being  drunk  and  disornoticed  the  last  time  I  was  here  th at derly.  T here’s  no  reason  to  th ink  Cap 

th e re ’s  a  shallow  ravine  leads  up  the 

was  in  on  the  game,  but  Egan  wasn’t  

ridge.  T h a t’s  the  way  they  m ust  have 

drunk.  He  broke  away  from  Cap  in 

gone,  leading  th eir  broncs  till  they 

your  office.  Sherdell  and  Ollie  s ta rtwere  over  crest.  All  they  had  to  do ed  to  give  the  M arshal  a  hand.  T h at 

then  was  drop  down  through  the 

was  the  signal  for  Legrand  and  the 

B lue  Meadows  and  head  for  Idaho.” 

rest  of  them   to  pile  in.  They  had 

“W e  can  go  after  them ,”  Oats 

your  deputies and  Cap  covered before 

growled.  “No  use  standin’  here  gab- 

they  could  lift  a  finger.  T hey  got 

bin’!” 

the  keys  and  freed  Riley  and  M or

Jim   shook  his  head.  “No  use  chasgan. 

ing  them.  Too  late  for  th a t;  th ey ’re 

Not  a  shot  was  fired.  Before  they 

w ell  on  th eir  way  to  th e  line  by 

left  th e  jail,  they  pushed  Cap  and 

now.  T he  best  th in g   I  can do  is to get 

your  men  into  a  cell  and  locked  them 

back  to  town  and  telegraph  every 

up.  They  had  left  th eir  horses  down 

Idaho  sh eriff  along  the  southern  tier 

behind  your  barn.  T hey  had  extra 

to  be  on  the  lookout  for  them.” 

ones  for  Riley  and  Con.  B ut  they 

He  had  scarcely  finished  speaking, 

d idn’t  pull  away  at  once.  Believe  it 

when  Slim  doused  th e  light.  “Someor  not,  three  of  them  had  the  crust  to one  cornin’!”  he  jerked  out  sharply. 

walk  Con  to  the  hotel.  H e  opened  his 

“Broncs  ru n n in ’!” 

safe.  Got  his  money,  I   suppose.  I t  

T hey  listened  and  discovered  he 

w asn't  till  then,  I  understand,  th at 

was  correct. 

anyone  knew  they  were  in  town.  Be

“Keep  away  from  the  windows  till 

fore  anything  could  be  done,  Steve 

we  find  out  w hat  this  is!” 

Gore  and  the  rest  of  the  gang  dashed 

They  caught  the  sharp  reining  in 

up  w ith  the  led  horses.  I t  was  only  a 

of  horses,  and  then  a  voice  yelled: 

m inute  or  so  before  the  lot  of  them  

“H ello  the  house!” 

were  riding  out  of  town.” 

Jim   ran  to  the  door.  “Dan,  is  th at 

I t   was  a  crushing  blow.  Jim   could 

you?” 

not  completely  dissemble  its  stunning 

“Yes!  T hank  God  we  found  you !” 

effect,  but  he  refused  to  accept  de
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feat.  “They  may  have  outsm arted 

themselves.  Taking the M ount M isery 

 s

   1 7

   s

road  is  a  feint  to  draw  pursuit  in 

th at  direction.  Beyond  the  Ashbourn 

Mine,  that  road  ends  in  a  tangle  of 

T 

M U LLH A LL’S 

canyons  that  a  horse  can’t  negotiate. 

ranch  the  posse  got 

I f   Morgan  and  Legrand  don’t  know 

rifles  and  additionit,  Steve  Gore  does.  They  may  go  as al  men.  C u t t i n g  

far  as  the  mine.  I f   they  do,  they’ll 

across  the  meanderbegin  cutting  back  east,  then.” 

ing  Idaho 

r o a d , 

“East  to  the  Owyhee,  you  mean, 

they  struck  n orthand  try   to  fade  away  out  on  the  deseast  and reached 

ert?”  Dan  queried. 

Rock  Creek  and  the 

"They  might,  but  I  don’t  believe 

upper  d i g g i n g s . 

th a t’ll  be  their  play.  R ustlers’  Bend 

T ent  flaps  w e r e  

used  to  be  the  short-cut  to  Idaho. 

r a i s e d  

as 

they 

I t ’s  still  there.  Gore  is  fam iliar 

passed,  the  gold  seekers  rushing  out 

enough w ith  it.  As  long  as  I ’ve  got  to 

to  determine  the  reason  for  the  comgamble,  I ’ll  gamble  on  the  Bend.  I t ’s motion. 

just  possible  we  can  reach  the  portal 

The  walls  of  the  rocky  gorge 

ahead  of  t h e m ...  Oats,  you  and  the 

through  which  Rock  Creek  broke 

boys  fetch  up  our  broncs!  W e’ll  get 

through  to  the  Bend  rose  sheer  for 

away  as  quickly  as  we  can!” 

everal hundred feet.  Beyond, was the 

high  plateau  that  flowed  away  across 

Corbett  gave  Jim   an  encouraging 

the  State  line  to  the  wide  expanse  of 

slap  on  the  shoulder.  “You  don’t  have 

the  uninhabited  Snake  River  Plains. 

to  take  it  so  hard.  You’ve  got  them 

The  trail  the  rustlers  had  used  in  the 

on  the  run.  T h at  cries  ‘guilty!’,  and 

long  ago  wound  up  the  eastern  b utwhat  they  did  in  town  to n ig h t' is tress  of  the  portal;  the  western  apfu rth e r  proof of  it.” 

proach  was,  for  any  practical  p u r

"T h a t’s  one  way  to  look  at  it,”  Jim  

pose,  unscalable. 

acknowledged.  He  glanced  at  Mull

W here  the  ascent  began,  there  was 

hall.  “I ’m  glad  you’re  riding  with 

a  patch  of  sand.  Jim   got  down  and 

us,  Bill.  You  never  would  talk,  eiexamined  it  carefully  for  fresh  hoof-th er  to  Kize  or  m e;  but  you’ve  read 

prints  of  horses.  The  moon  was  in  its 

the  paper.  How  rig h t  was  the  story?” 

first  quarter  and  low  in  the  sky,  but 

“A  hundred  percent  rig h t!  I   didn’t 

the  stars  shone  brilliantly,  providhave  to  come  to  this  country  to  get ing  light  enough  for  him  to  be  sure 

acquainted  w ith  Duke  Legrand  and 

of  what  he  found. 

some  of  the  others.  W hen  I   showed 

“No  fresh  tracks,”  he  announced. 

up,  M organ  offered  me  a  deal  if  I ’d 

“I f   this  is  the  way  they’re  coming, 

throw   in  w ith  him.  As  for sayin’  anywe’re  in  time.” 

th in ’  to  Kize  or  you—how  could  I? 

They  held  a  brief  parley.  “I f   some 

I t   was  never  my  pattern   to  go  blab- 

of  us  go  to  the  top  and  the  rest  hide 

bin’ to  the law or playin’ stool pigeon. 

out  down  here,  we  can get th at bunch 

As  for  tu rn in ’  road  agent,  hell!  I 

in  between  us  and  have  ’em  dead  to 

fought  ’em  for  too  many  years  to 

rights,”  said  Mullhall. 

w ant  any  p art  of  t h a t . . .   You’ll  save 

“T hat  sounds  all  righ t  to  me,”  Jim  

a  few  m inutes  if  you  go  up  through 

declared.  “Bill,  you  and  your  boys 

my  place  and  cut  across  the  Idaho 

go  up  the  trail.  Oats  and  Slim  will 

road  to  the  portal.  I  don’t  see  a rifle 

go  w ith  you.  T hat’ll  leave  me  men 

in  the  crowd.  W e  can  get  ’em  at  the 

enough  at  th is  end.  W e’ll  move  back 

ranch. 

Six-guns 

won’t   be  heavy 

into  the  brush.  There’s  good  cover 

enough  for  th is  job.” 

for  you  up  there,  Oats.  Get  set  as 

“Thanks,  Bill.  W e’ll  need  rifles, 

soon  as  you  can.  W e  won’t  show  our 

sure  enough.”  Jim   heard  the  horses 

hand  till  they  pass  us.  You’ll  hear  a 

coming  up.  “Come  on,”  he  said,  "W e 

flu rry   of  shots  from  us,  then.  T h a t’ll 

can  get s ta rte d !” 

be  the  signal  for  you  to  open  up.  I f
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they  w ant  to  surrender,  okay;  othergrand,  n ot  Con,  who  took  charge. 

wise,  sta rt  blasting  them.  J u s t  be 

“Give  these  broncs  hell  and  follow 

sure  they  don’t  get  through  you.” 

m e!” he  yelled.  ‘‘W e’ll  smash  through 

“H e ll!”  W ild   B ill  growled.  “I t ’ll 

th a t  g un fire  up  there  or  know  w hy!” 

be  as  easy  as  strin g in ’  fish !” 

T hey  tried   it,  b u t  found  it  so  ho t 

I t   was  already  well  past  m idnight. 

they  had  to  tu rn   back.  A  wounded 

I t   got  to  be  one  o’clock, 

horse  threw   its  rider.  M addened  w ith 

“W hat  do  you  th in k ? ”  Corbett 

pain,  th e  screaming  anim al  darted 

asked  Jim . 

across  the  face  of  the  wall,  lost  its 

“I f   th ey ’re  coming,  they  should  be.  footing  in  a  loose  rock  fall  and  w ent here  in  the  next  hour.”  The  anxiety 

plunging  to  its  death  in  the  creek, 

in  Dan’s  voice  had  not  escaped  Lord. 

far  below. 

“T his  was  a  gamble  from  the  first. 

L egrand’s  next  move  was  to  try   to 

W e’ll  have  to  keep  th at  in  mind." 

break  back  down  the  trail.  Jim   and 

Two  o’clock  came  and  the  broodhis  men  quickly  changed  the  bandit’s ing  stillness  of  the  n ig h t  was  brom ind  about  that.  R ealizing  th a t  they ken  only  by  the  yipping  of  a  distant 

were  opposed  in  force  both  from  

coyote.  The  moon  had  long  since  set. 

above  and  below,  Legrand  and  his 

Some  of  the  stars  seemed  to  be  winkcompanions  flung  them selves  out  of ing  out. 

the  saddle  and  sought  w hat  shelter 

Jim   stuck  it  out  for  another  quarthey  could  find  among  the  rock  ou tter  of an hour  in sullen  silence.  F inalcroppings.  Steve  Gore  rolled  into  a ly,  he  said,  “Looks  like  I  guessed 

pocket  th at  was  deep  and  wide 

wrong.  W e’ll  hang  on  for  another 

enough for all.  In  a m atter  of seconds, 

th irty   m inutes.  I f   they  don’t  show 

they  crawled  in  w ith  him  and  began 

by  then,  w e’ll  send  word  up  to  Oats 

sniping  uphill  and  down. 

and  the  bunch  of  us  can  head  back 

O ats  and  his  p arty   began  to  re tu rn  

to  town.” 

the  fire  w ith  a  vengeance.  Jim   and 

Less  than  a  q uarter  of  an  hour 

his  possemen  did  the  same.  T he  latpassed,  when  they  were  electrified  to ter  now  found  them selves  in  double 

see  a  cavalcade  of  horsemen  coming 

jeopardy,  w ith  the  g unfire  from   the 

up  the  Bend.  T hey  were  strung  out 

rim   as  serious  a  menace  as  the  slugs 

in  twos  and  rid in g  slowly,  obviousth at w hined  th eir  way  from   the pockly  saving  th eir  horses  against  the et  where  the  bandits  w ere  holed  up. 

long  ride  ahead, 

Simply  by  w atching  th e  gun  flashes 

“Q uiet  now !”  Jim   warned.  “N ot  a 

they  could  tell  w hat  was  occurring 

peep  out  of  anybody!” 

above.  Twice  w ithin  the  space  of  a 

Steve  Gore  rode  in  the  lead  w ith 

few m inutes  Oats and his  crowd tried  

Morgan.  Jim   and  the  possemen  could 

to  rush  the  pocket,  only  to  be  throw n 

see  him  pointing  out  the  old  trail  up 

back. 

the  wall. 

“Good  Gawd!”  Jim   cried.  “T hey'll 

be  cu t  to  ribbons  if  they  don’t  stop 

L L   U N SU SPIC IO U S  of  the 

th at—to  say  nothing  of  m owing  us 

danger  lurking  so  close  at 

dow n!”  H e  turned  to  CHarlie  Jo h n hand,  M organ  and his  men started  the son,  one  of  his  cowboy  deputies. 

ascent.  They  were  halfw ay  up  before 

“Charlie  can  you  get  up  there?  By  a 

Jim   gave  word  to  move  out  into  the 

roundabout  way,  I   mean.” 

tra il  below  them.  T h at  movement, 

“Yeh,  if  I   drop  down  th e  crick  a 

careful  as it was, dislodged fragm ents 

bit.  I t ’ll  take  more  time,  but  I   can 

of  rock. 

make  it.” 

I t   was  all  the  w arning  the  gang 

"G et  going,  then,  and  don’t  let  it 

needed  to  tell  them   som ething  was 

take  you  any  longer  than  necessary. 

amiss.  A  flu rry   of  shots  from  below, 

T ell  Oats  I   said to hold o ff till dawn, 

all  deliberately  wide  of  the  mark, 

so  we  can  see  w hat  we’re  doing.  A nd 

confirm ed  it.  W hen  an  answering 

you  can  tell  them   up  th ere  th a t  th eir 

blast  came  from  above,  M organ’s gang 

slugs  are  w hining  all  around  us.  You 

realized  in  a  h u rry   th at  they  had 

needn’t  come  back;  I   have  men 

ridden  into  a  trap.  Now  it  was  Leenough.” 
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Johnson  had  been  gone  some  time, 

wound  more  serious  this  time.  He 

when  Oats  and  W ild   B ill’s  men  made 

didn’t  know  how  M organ’s  crowd 

another  futile  attem pt  to  close  in.  As 

was  farin g   but  it  seemed  unlikely 

the m inutes ticked  away and the move 

that  all  of  them   had  escaped  the  hail 

was  not  repeated,  Jim   took  it  for 

of  slugs  directed  at  the  pocket. 

granted  th at  Johnson  had  reached 

them. 

The  firin g   continued  spasmodical

J IM  GAVE  the  word  to  edge  up 

a  bit.  T aking  advantage  of  every 

ly.  An  hour  and  more  passed.  One  of 

boulder  and  outcropping,  the  lower 

Jim ’s  men  stopped  a  bullet.  Corbett 

posse  advanced  a  foot  or  two  at  a 

cut  off  the  man’s  sleeve  to  make  a 

time.  P resently,  from   the  rim,  there 

tourniquet.  He  was  stopping  the 

came  an  unexpected  diversion.  Three 

flow  of  blood,  when  Jim   bent  down 

men  dashed  into  the  open,  m aking  for 

beside  him. 

a  ledge  to  the  left  of  the  qaurry.  Jim  

" Ju st  a  bad  flesh  wound,”  Dan  told 

identified  them  easily  enough:  Oats, 

him.  “W e’ve  been  lucky  so  far.  How 

W ild  Bill  and  Curry.  He  couldn’t 

late  is  it? ” 

hold  back  a  groan  as  he  saw  the  red

“I t ’s 

getting 

on 

toward  four 

head  go  down.  M ullhall  stopped  to 

o’clock.  I t ’s  a  long  night.” 

pick  him  up  and  was  dropped  in  his 

Even  after  the  stars  faded,  dawn- 

tracks.  Curry  made  it,  and  from  the 

seemed  a  long  time  in  coming.  Finalsafety  of  the  ledge  had  the  pocket ly,  streaks  of  pink  and  orange  began 

at  his  mercy.  H is  rifle  began  to 

to  play  along  the  eastern  horizon. 

buck  and  the  trapped  men  had  to  hug 

Down  along  the  creek,  a  ground  mist 

the  ground.  In   that  interval  W ild 

floated  in  soft,  sw irling  layers.  I t 

B ill  struggled 

to 

his  feet 

and 

was  growing  lighter  w ith  every  passdragged  Oats  behind  the  ledge.  In ing  second.  O ff  to  the  west,  a  coyote 

a  few  moments,  three  rifles  were 

tro tted   out  on  a  rocky  ledge  and 

cracking  from  th at  spot. 

barked  a  m atutinal  greeting  to  the 

"Thank  heaven!”  Jim   m uttered. 

sun  god.  As  though  worked  on  wires, 

“All  three  of  them  are  still  able  to 

the  great  golden  orb  swung  up  into 

pump  a  gu n!” 

the  sky  and  every  crag  and  outcrop

In   the  pocket  someone  held  up  a 

pin g   stood  revealed  in  forbidding 

rifle  with  a  dirty  handkerchief  atgrandeur.  Halfway  up  the  slope  the tached  to the  barrel and  waved  it back 

sunlight  glinted  on  a  rifle  barrel  that 

and  forth  in  token  of  surrender. 

projected  over  the  lips  of  the  depres

“O kay!”  Jim   shouted.  “ Come  out 

sion  in which  Morgan  and  his  cohorts 

with  your  hands  in  the  a ir!” 

had  spent  the  night.  Nothing  could 

Steve  Gore  came  first,  followed  by 

be  seen  of  the  men  on  the  rim.  Jim  

seven  others.  Three  of  them   were 

was  equally  sure  that  his  own  bunch 

bloodstained. 

was  not  visible  from  above. 

“W here’s  the  rest  of  you?”  Jim   de

W ith out 

exposing  himself, 

he 

manded. 

cupped  his  hand  to  his  mouth  and 

“Duke  and  Morgan  and  Slip  are 

yelled:  “This  is  your  last  chance  to 

done  fore!”  Gore  called  back.  “They 

surrender,  M organ!  E ith er  walk  out 

can’t  make  i t! ” 

w ith  your  hands  up  or  take  the  con

“All  right,  the  eight  of  you  walk 

sequences !” 

this  way!”  To  his  men,  Jim   said, 

A  cracking  of  rifles  from  the  pock

“This  may  be  a  trick.  Look  out  for 

et  was  his  answer.  H ard  on  the  heels 

it.” 

of  it  came  a  rattle  of  gunfire  from 

Gore  and  the  others  were  searched 

the  rim, 

for  hidden  weapons  and  placed  under 

“All  right,  boys,”  Jim   m uttered, 

guard. 

“pick  off  every  man  th at  shows  him

“I ’m  going  up  to  the  pocket  by 

self.” 

myself,”  Jim   said.  “You  boys  keep 

The  firing   continued  in  that  fashme  covered  as best as you  can.” 

ion  for  half  an  hour  or  more  w ithout 

“You  don’t  know w hat you’re  walkchanging  the  situation  appreciably. 

ing into,”  Dan protested.  “I ’ll  go w ith

Jim   had  another  man  go  down,  the
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“I ’ll  go  alone,”  Jim   reiterated  soberly.  He  set  his  rifle  against  a A  SHARP,  warning  yelp  from 

C urry 

swung 

the 

Sheriff 

boulder,  saying,  “I f   I   need  a  gun, 

around.  M organ  had  a  second  gun.  I f  

I ’ll  be  a  lot  faster  w ith  a  .45.” 

he  had  had  strength   enough  to  whip 

W ith o u t  exposing 

him self 

unit up  quickly he  could  not have  failed 

necessarily,  he  climbed  the  slope.  O ut 

to  send  a  bullet  crashing  into  Jim .  In  

of  the  corner  of  his  eye  he  saw  Cass 

the  second  th at  was  his,  the  latte r 

C urry  leave  the  security  of  the  ledge 

fired,  and  the  stubby,  blue-nosed  .38 

and  move toward the pocket w ith  him. 

w ent  flying  out  of  Con’s  shattered 

They  got  there  alm ost  together. 

hand. 

Slip  E gan  lay  huddled  on  the  rock 

“I  used  to  th in k   you  had  brains, 

floor,  face  down,  and  in  th at  stiff, 

M organ,”  said  Jim .  “T h at  was  a  long 

grotesque  fashion  th at  only  the  dead 

tim e  ago.  You  haven’t  got  sense 

have.  Duke  Legrand,  so  grievously 

enough  to  know  the  jig   is  up  even 

wounded  th at  his  sh irt  was  a w et  red 

now.” 

smear,  had  dragged  him self  to  one 

“Get  C orbett!”  Con  howled,  w ringside  of  the  pocket  and  propped  his ing his  hand.  “Don’t  let me  die  h e re !” 

shoulders  against  it.  M organ  was  s it

Jim   called  the  doctor  up  and  also 

tin g   up,  but  he  was  obviously  in  bad 

waved  the  men  in  from  the  rim.  Beshape,  too. 

fore  Dan  joined  them,  C urry  nudged 

“Cass,  jum p  in  there  and  gather up 

th e  S h eriff  and  p o in te d 'to   Legrand. 

their  guns,”  the  Sheriff  called  across 

Duke  was  dead,  the  lighted  cigarette 

to  Curry.  T h at  accomplished,  he 

still  pasted  to his  lifeless  lips. 

“H e’s  gone—and  he  ain ’t   the  only 

stepped  into  the  pocket  him self  and 

the  first  th in g   he  did  was  to  ask 

one,”  C urry  said,  his  face  hard  and 

C urry  for  L egrand’s  pistol.  T he  latbitter. 

ter  looked  on  w ith  narrowed,  hate- 

Jim   gave  him  a  questioning  glance. 

ridden  eyes.  He  had  lost  none  of  his 

“Bill,”  C urry  inform ed  him.  “He 

sneering  truculence.  Jim ’s  attention 

kicked  off w ithout a whimper.  I  knew 

he  was  h u rt  bad.  I  fired   a  couple 

focused  on  him  presently. 

shots  and  turned  to  speak  to  him.  He 

“Looks  like  you  win,  Mr.  Sheriff," 

was  glassy-eyed.” 

said  Legrand.  “No  m atter  how  sm art 

“W hat  about  O ats?”  Jim ’s  mouth 

you  play  things,  a  damn  fool  can 

was  tigh t,  fearful  of  C urry’s  answer. 

throw   you.  I f   I ’d  shoved  a  gun  into 

“He  was  alive  when  I  left  him.  B ut 

Chuck  Silvey’s  belly  the  first  tim e  I  

he’s  h u rt  bad,  too.” 

saw  him  and  pulled  the  trig g er,  we 

Dan  was  there  by  then.  Jim   told 

wouldn’t  have  ended  up  th is  way.” 

him  about  Oats. 

“W ell,  you  got around  to  it  eventu

“Take  a  quick  look  at  Morgan,  and 

ally,  Duke,”  Jim   observed.  “No  questhen we’ll  get over to  the ledge.” 

tion about  that,  is  there?” 

“You’re  p retty   well  shot  up,  Con, 

“N one!” 

but  you’ll  live,”  Corbett  remarked, 

“Then  you  got  Kize,  too.  Corbett’s 

after  a  hasty  examination.  He  h u rbeen  comparing  the  slugs  he  ex tractried  a fte r  Jim ,  then. 

ed. Both came  from the same  gun.” 

They  found  Oats  unconscious.  A 

“So  w hat?”  Legrand  m uttered, “the 

slug  had  entered  his  chest  and  the 

old  boy  knew  too  much.  A  man  does 

wound  looked  desperately  serious  to 

a  lot  of  things  when  he’s  sparrin’  for 

Jim . 

tim e . . .  I ’d  thank you  for a  cigarette.” 

“I   don’t  believe  it  is,”  said  Dan. 

C urry  rolled  one  for  him,  p u t  it 

“T he  bullet  struck  a  rib  and  followed 

between  the  man’s  lips  and  struck  a 

it  around.  I  can  feel  the  slug  lodged 

light. 

against  his  spine.  The  pain’s  so  great 

“Doc’s  w ith  us,”  Jim   said.  “I ’ll 

it  has  brought  on  a  nervous  collapse. 

get  him  up  here.” 

W e’ll  have  to  get  him  to  town  as 

“Don’t   bother  on  my  account,”  Le- 

quickly as  we  can.” 

graad 

returned. 

“Mebbe 

Morgan 

“You  th in k  he’ll  be  all  rig h t  when 

could  use  him.  My  num ber’s  u p ;  no 

the slug’s removed?” 

sawbones is goin'  to  do me any good.” 

(Continued  On  P age  95)
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LESSON

in

LARNIN’

by

W.  F.  D A Y

 W hat  icith  S h e r iff  T a lly  

 gougin’ everyone  in  town 

 fo r   protection,  m e  and 

 Cactus allow s  th a t som eth in ’  has  to  he  done about  it,  or  we’ll  all  be 

 stone  busted  pronto! 

as  a  stic k   of  d y n am ite  a t  th e  en d   of  & one  inch  lit  fuse. 

“ W e  a in ’t   g onna  p a y !  N aw   w e 

from   now  o n .”   li e   tu rn s   fro m   th e  k ita i n ’t ! ”   C actus  b lab b ers  a n d   to y s  w ith chen  a n d   s ta r ts   b a c k   th ro u g h   th e   re sthe  dough  b all  in   his  h and. 

ta u ra n t,  C actus  tra ilin g   him.  D ough 

S h e riff  T ally   w h irls  on  him   a n d  

clings  to   C a c tu s’  h a iry   arm s  a n d   his 

sticks  o u t  his  big  belly.  “ L o o k ,”   he 

m outh  s p u tte r in ’  lik e  he  w as  s p ittin ’ 

says  an d   gives  C actus  a  h a r d   shove 

ou t  p ru n e   seeds. 

w ith   a  s tif f  fin g er.  “ I   a i n ’t   t a k i n ’  no 

“ I t ’s  d o w n rig h t  h i-ja c k in ’, ”   C actus 

m ore  of  yo re  lip.  J u s t  fo r  n o t  c o p p e r’ 

bawls.  “ I — we  a in ’t   g onna  p a y   i t ! ”   He 

a t i n ’  I ’ll  p u t  you  dow n  fo r  d o u b le— 

looks  over  a t  me  b eh in d   th e   counter, 

f if ty   b u c k s !” 

“ W e  a in ’t,  a i n ’t   we,  'W in d fa ll? ”   H e 

F if ty   b u c k s !  I   groan. 

doesn’t   w a it  fo r  me  to   an sw er  yes  b u t 

C actus  groans,  to o ;  th e n   a  silly  g rin  

sw ings  on  th e  sh e riff  again.  “ H ig h  

comes  over  his  long,  horse-face.  “ S o ! ” 

cost  of  k e e p in ’  l a w l ”   he  sn e e rs;  “ us 

C actus  says.  “ I f  i t ’s  dough  you  w a n t,” 

honest  m en  a in ’t   gonna  t o l ’ra te   i t . ” 

an d   d rew   back   Ms  arm   an d   le t  fly  

I ’m  th in k in ’  we  w as  crazy  fe r  sell- 

w ith   th e  dough  b a l l . . .   “ Y ou  got  i t ! ” 

l in ’  o u r  m edicine  w agon  a n d   buy i n ’ 

T ally   has  it  a w rig h t.  H e  ro a rs  lik e  a 

th is  P o t  L ik k e r  re s ta u ra n t  fro m   the 

lion  a t  fe e d in ’  tim e  as  he  claw s  th e  

W id d e r  B u rn e tt.  W e  g o t  b y   a w rig h t  in dough  from   his  eyes. 

th e   m edicine  business— a n d   we  w as  all 

“ Now  you  done  it,  C a c tu s,”   I   t r y   to 

se t  to   be  resp ectab le  citizens  here  in 

say,  b u t  as  I   step   aro u n d   th e   co u n te r  I W a sh   B asin   w ith   o u r  b e a n ery   u n til 

p la n t  a  size  tw elve  boot  on  A m b ro se’s 

M idge  T a lc o tt  b ro u g h t  in  th is  S h eriff 

ta il.  A m brose  is  our  black  c a t ;  he  come 

T ally. 

w ith   th e   re sta u ra n t.  H e  tu rn s   into  one I   .w atch  C actus  scrap e  some  dough 

big  yowl,  g y rates  clean  a c ro st  th e   room  

o ff  his  a rm s  a n d   slow ly  ro ll  i t   in to   a an d   la n d s  in  a  sk id   on  C a c tu s’  b a ld  

gooey  ball.  H is  face  tw itch es  an d   his 

head.  C actus  m ust  th in k   i t   is  th e  sh ernose  w o rk s  like  a  h o rse’s  n o strils  a f te r iff  ’cause  he  spins  lik e  a  sq u irre l  in   a 

a  h a r d   ru n .  H e ’s  afe  close  to   ex p lo d in ’

w heel  cage  an d   lig h ts  a  sh u ck   fo r  th e
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kitchen.  Ambrose  is  rid in ’  jockey 

it, none  of  them. B ut th e y ’ll pay. W hat 

fashion,  tail  high  in  the  air. 

else  kin  they  do?"  He  grins  and  slops 

J u s t  as  Cactus  ducks  through  the 

a  drink  down,  and  Midge  polishes  at 

door  to  the  kitchen  Sheriff  T ally’s 

his  watermelon  head. 

.45  roars.  Peeking  through  my  fingers 

“ I l l   own  this  W ash  Basin  'fore 

I   see  Cactus  dive  to  safety.  But  I   see 

long,”   Midge  says.  “ Long  as  I   keep 

somethin*  else—Ambrose’s  black  tail 

you sheriffin’  we  got  a  fu tu re .” 

flu tte rin ’  to  the  floor. 

“ Collection  day  w e’ll  double  assess

Tally  sees  it,  too.  I  reckon th a t’s  the 

ments  on  everybody,”   Tally  says  and 

only  thing  %vhat  saves  Cactus.  Tally 

started  countin’  on  his  fingers. 

walks  over,  picks  up  the  tail  and 

I   don’t  w ant  a  d rink  no  more.  Cacsticks  it  in  his  sombrero.  He  thinks tus is r ig h t; something’s  got to be done 

it's  a  good  joke  and  struts  out  the  Pot 

to  stop  them,  and  quick.  I   slink  out 

Likker  chucklin’  to  hisself. 

like  a  egg-suckin’  dawg. 


*  *  *

AFTER  I  get  through  tremblin'  I  At  the  Pot  Likker  I  find  Cactus go  to  the  kitchen.  Cactus  is 

duked  out  in  his  Sunday  rags.  Y ou’d 

mixed  up  w ith  the  stove  wood,  and 

think  he  was  goin’  to  a  preachin’, 

over  in the  flour  barrel  I   hear  a  yowlwhich  he  a in ’t  ever  done.  Grease  spotin '.  I   look  in  the  barrel  and  see  Amted  britches  and  unironed  shirt,  a  red brose  h e’s  whiter  ’n  a  snowshoe  rabbit 

string  tie like  he  was  a  birthday packin  winter.  I   hep  him  out.  H e ’s  awful age.  He  has  on  his  brown  derby  and  I  

touchy where  his  tail  was  and  it  takes 

know  big  things  are  a t  hand. 

him  a few minutes  to  onderstand some

“ W indfall,  my  boy,”   he  says  to  me 

th in ’s  missin’ ;  after  th at  he  a in ’t  the 

as if I  was  a button,  “ you’re  now looksame.  He  mopes  off  to  a  dark  corner in ’  at  the  man  w h a t’s  gonna  clean  up 

as  if  h e’s  ashamed  of  hisself. 

W ash Basin.” 

“ Cactus,”   I   says,  feelin’  down  right 

“   ’Bout  the  only  t h i n g   y o u’ve 

sorry  for  our  cat,  “ Ambrose  saved 

cleaned  u p ,”   I   tell  him,  “ is  yoreself— 

yore  life—and  got  his  tail  lost.  Tally 

which  a in ’t   often.” 

confuskated  it.  You  owe  it  to  Ambrose 

“ T u t,”  he  says  airily,  “ this  is  no 

to  get  it  back.” 

time  for  jestin '—but  action.  I   have  a 

U ntanglin’  hisself  from  the  wood, 

plan.  Ambrose  shall be  revenged.  Tally 

Cactus  sits  on  the  box  moppin’  his 

will  be  no  more.” 

face  with  doughy  hands.  He  a in ’t  got 

I t   sounds  like  his  medicine  wagon 

no  use  for  this  Tally  now  and  already 

spiel.  But  I  know  the  best  thing  to  do 

I  kin see  h e’s  diggin’  ’round  in  his subwas  humor  him.  “ Sure,  sure,”   I   says, conscious, for  a  plan  of  revenge.  There 

“ You’re  a  big  hero.  W hat  'o  we  do 

a in ’t  no  use  talk in ’  to  him  when  h e’s 

now?” 

like  this  so  I  stalk  out  disgusted. 

“ Organize,  clabber-brain.”   He  puffs 

I ’m  boilin’  too,  ’cause  if  we  gotta 

out  his  chest.  “ Us  honest  men  is  tired 

ante  up  fifty  dollars  to  Tally  for  our 

of  bein’  shook  down  by  a  highbinder 

share  of  law  keepin’,  we  a in ’t  gonna 

and  cat  m utilator.  I t ’s  time  we  put  a 

pay  the  W idder 

Burnett, 

Which 

stop  to  this  inhuman  to  humans.  Come 

means,  any  way you  add  it.  w e’re  outa 

along,  spud  eye.  W e’ll  call  a  m eetin’. ” 

business.  Which  means  we  don’t  eat 

We  traipse  from  merchant  to  merregular  no  more. 

chant  callin’  the  m eetin’.  Cactus  tells 

I ’m  m ullin’  all  this  over  in  my  gray 

them  he  has  a  plan,  and  they  listen; 

m atter as I  step into  Gabriel’s  Trumpet 

th ey ’d  try   anything  to  get  shut  of 

for  a  snort.  Sheriff  T ally’s  belly  is 

Tally. 

hanptin’  over  the  bar  edge,  Ambrose’s 

An  hour  later  we  have  more  folks 

black  tail  droopin’  in  his  hat.  H e’s 

in  the  Pot  Likker  than  we  have  cockta lk in ’  to  Midge  Taleott.  Midge  a in ’t roaches.  Cactus  tells  them  his  plan. 

taller  ’n  a  snake’s  stomach  in  a  wagon 

When  they  start  askin’  him  questions 

ru t—and  h e’s  just  as  low  down;  bighe  ju st  waves  them  aside  and  says, gest  thing  ’bout  Midge  is  his  water

“ Leave  everythin’  to  me.  You  wanna 

melon  head. 

get rid   of  this  highbinder,  doncha?” 

T ally’s sayin’,  “ Naw,  they don’t like

A fter  everybody  has  left  Cactus
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turns  to  me  and  says,  “ Take  a 

a  knobby  finger.  “ W e’ll  go  over;  you 

le tte r! ’’

know  what to  do,  don’t you, Bull?” 

“ Take  a  w hat?” 

Bull  gives  a  loud  belch,  wipes  his 

“ A  letter.  Don’t  tell  me  you  ain't 

mouth.  “ Yeah,”   he  says  and  I  look  at 

never  heered  of  a  lette r.” 

his  long,  ape-like  arms.  I ’ve  seen  Bull 

Cactus  cain’t  read  a  line  more  less 

work  on  a  man  before;  it  was  like 

write  one.  “ Who  to ? ”  I  ask. 

w atchin’  a  butcher  dissect  a  calf  with 

“ Bull  Magone.” 

a  cleaver. 

I  have  to  laugh.  Bull  wouldn’t  know 

We  trail  into  the  store.  Tally  has  his 

a  X  from  a  J.  “ W ho’ll  read  it? ”  Bull 

back to  us  and is  ta lk in ’ to  Luke.  “ I t ’s 

is  a  cross  between  a  buffalo  and  a 

a  little  m atter  of  arithm etic,”   Tally  is 

mule.  H e’s  thick—thick  bodied,  thick 

explainin’  to  McLuke.  “ You  take  what 

headed. 

you  been  payin’  me  in  y o u   right  hand 

“ Our  dere  Bull,”  Cactus  begins. 

and  do  the  same  with  yore  left.  I  get 

“ Hold  on,”   I  says,  “  ‘til  I  get  me  a 

’em both this month. ’ ’

pencil  and  a  piece  of  wrappin’  paper.” 

Luke  looks  like  a  sparrow  shrinkin’ 

We  finally  get  the  letter  w rit  and 

from  a  hawk.  He  peers  over  his  specthe  way  Cactus  put  it  I  know  Bull tacles.  “ Tally,”  he  whines.  “ I   cain’t 

will  run  his  cayuse  to  death  to  get 

do  that.  You  wanna  ruin  me?  I ’m  ju st 

here. 

a  little  man,  Tally.” 

“ Quit  yore  cryin’, ”  Tally  says. 

I   AM  RIGHT.  Four  days  later  a  “Ain’t I protectin’ yuh?” 

cloud  of  dust  cyclones  into  Wash 

“ I ain ’t gonna do  it,”  Luke  says  and 

Basin  and  out  of  it  staggers  Bull  Matries  to  run  away  but  Tally  grabs  him gone.  He  wolfs  four  T-bones  at  the 

and  hauls  back  a  fist. 

Pot  Likker  ’fore  he  even  grunts  hello. 

Cactus  says  in  a  low  voice,  “ Bull, 

Then  Cactus  tells  him  what  he  had  to 

Luke  is  one  of  yore  clients,”   and  he 

do. 

gives  Bull  a  shove  forward. 

Bull  tilts  back  in  a  groanin’  chair 

I   don’t  want  to  look,  but  I  do  just 

and  licks  his  chops.  “ You  say  the  inthe  sam e;  Bull takes  hold  of  T rlly  and fluential  people  here  want  me  fer 

spins  him  around.  “ You  heered  my 

their  lawman! I  got to  protect  them?” 

brother  tell  you  he  wasn’t  gonna  pay 

Cactus  nods  solemnly.  “ You’re  elecyou,  didn’t  cha?  Or  you  want  me  to ted  most  unaminously.  This  serpent 

make it plainer?” 

Tally  won’t   cowtail  to  that.  You  gotta 

Tally  looks  over  Bull  like  he  would 

put  him  in  his place—which  is  out.” 

a  mountain  and  starts  slowly  backing 

Bull  looks  down  at  his  hands  as  he 

for the door.  When he  gets  to  the  door 

balls  them  into  fifts.  They  resemble 

he  runs. 

two  hind  quarters  of  butchered  beef. 

“ H e’s  our  new  protector?”   Luke 

“ When do I  start?  It shore  sounds like 

asks. He  come  up to Bull and extends a 

a  good  fu tu re.” 

hand.  “ Please  to  meetcha,”   Luke says. 

He  appears  pleased  with  th  pros

Givin’  Bull  his  hand  is  a  mistake. 

pects,  and  the  gleam  in  Cactus’  eyes 

Not th at Bull  would hurt  nobody.  Luke 

shows  the  same.  But  I  know  Cactus  is 

hollers, ‘ ‘ Ouch! Leggo! ’ ’

thinkin’  of  his  own  future,  not  Bull’s. 

Bull  looks  down  at  his  big  hand 

“ This  is  collection  day  fer  Tally,” 

dumb-like. 

Cactus  says,  “ so  w e’ll  mosey  out  to 

Cactus says,  “ You did all right,  Bull. 

see  w hat’s  goin’  on.  You  gotta  protect 

Now  you  ju st  trail  Tally  around  and 

yore  clients.” 

see  how  he  works.  Learn  all  you  can. 

“ Clients?”   Bull  says  stupidly. 

But remember to  protect yore  clients.” 

“ The  people  what  pays  yore  sal

He  nods  and  shuffled  out. 

a ry ,”   I   enlighten. 

;  “ Oh,”   he  says  and  trails  us  out, 

N  THE  way  back  to  the  Pot  Likm u tterin’,  “ Clients.” 

ker  me  and  Cactus  are  hummin’ 

We  a in ’t  no  more  ’n  hit  the  street 

a  tune. 

when  we  see  Tally  struttin ’  into  Luke 

-“ I ’ll  be  a  big  bubble  in  Wash 

McLuke’s  Mercantile. 

Basin,”   Cactus  says.  “ It  was  me  what 

“ T h at’s  him,”   Caetus  says  pointin’  . 

(Continued  On  Page  98)
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The

N IG H T  

D A R K

by  BRETT AUSTIN

(author  of “Gambler’s 

G un-L uck” )

 T ru e  F act  Feature

T HE  LIGHTNING-storm  had 

caught  the  trailh erd   on  P orcupine  Creek.  From   m idnight  on cowboys  fought  unruly,  frightened 

cattle  th at  threatened  any  m inute  to 

stampede  across  the  M ontana  hills 

and  gullies. 

Rain  had  come  down  in  hard  to rrents  and  had  roared  into  coulees; lig htnin g  had  played  across  skies 

darkened  by  scurrying  clouds.  E x cept  for  the  lig htnin g   the  n ight  had been, as one cowboy aptly  p u t it, “As 

black  as  the  inside  of  a  black  S tetson.”  B ut  they  had  held  the  herd. 

All  hands  had  been  out. 

Now the wind had driven away the 

clouds  and  dawn  was  ligh tin g  the 

q u itter  to  pull  outa  the  c a w y .” 

southern  badlands,  slowly bringing to 

A  bunch-quitter  is  a bronc  that,  the 

life  the  w ild  colors  of  red  and  blue 

m inute  he  sees  a  chance,  leaves  the 

and  yellow  th at  marked  the  badland 

main  herd. 

wilderness.  And  the  cowboys,  dog- 

“Smoky  knows  how  to  take  care  of 

tired,  wet,  slickers  glistening,  rode 

bunch-quitters,”  the  old  waddie  said. 

tow ard  the  mess-wagon  on  the  ridge. 

They  rode  into  camp  and  the  cook, 

“W onder  how  the  nighthaw k  an’  his 

despite the  storm, had  coffee ho t over 

c a w y   fared,” a  cowboy asked. 

the  fire.  They  filled  tincups  and 

T hey  were  silent  momentarily— 

squatted.  The  horse-wrangler—comcold,  wet,  and  miserable.  The  night-monly called “the jin g ler”—looked up 

hawk  had  been  out  in  this  storm,  too. 

from  his  cup.  “Here  comes  Smoky 

H e had had to watch over the remuda, 

now  with  the  horses.” 

had  to  keep  broncs  bunched  on  the 

Smoky  choused  the  broncs  into  the 

darkest  night.  “Never  seen  a  night- 

rope  corral.  They  were  wet  and  some 

hawk  yet  who  lost  a  hoss,”  an  old 

had  slipped  in  the  mud  and  were 

tim er  said.  “ Smoky  knows  his  busimuddy.  Smoky  drove  the  broncs  into ness.” 

the  corral,  came  down  to  tie  the  rope 

A cowpuncher shook his head. “Bad 

across  the  opening,  and  the  broncs 

night,  an'  a  good  n ig h t  for  a  bunch-

were penned.  Then the nighthaw k un-
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saddled his  own bronc and  turned him 

On  big  o u tfits  the  rem uda  conloose.  “She’s  yore  rem uda,”  he  told tained  quite  a  few  horses.  Each  man 

the  hoss-jingler. 

rode  from  seven  to  ten  broncs  in  his 

“How  m any’d  you  lose,  Sm oky?” 

strin g   and  a  big  pool  o u tfit  would 

Smoky  smiled.  “N ot  a  danged  one. 

carry  around  tw enty  to  th irty   riders. 

Rough  night,  though.”  He  got  a  tin  

Thus  the  nighthaw k  would  have 

cup  and  poured  his  coffee.  “ Good 

charge  of  two  or  three  hundred  sadnighthaw k  never  loses  a«  hoss,  you dle-horses,  no  cinch  job  during   a 

scissorbills.” 

storm   or  on  a  w ild  black  night. 

And  Smoky  was  right.  A  good 

A  good  nighthaw k  worked  doublenighthaw k  never  lo£t  a  horse  regardduty. 

less  of  storm,  prairie-fire,  or  dark

D uring  the  day,  when  the  cook  was 

ness.  A t  dusk  the  nighthaw k  took 

moving  camp  on  a  roundup  or  trail- 

over  the  remuda  from  the  hoss-jingdrive,  the  nighthaw k  drove  the  bed ler.  Hrs  job  was  to  take  the  saddle-wagon.  R ig h t a fte r  the  crew  had  been 

broncs  out  and  graze  them   and  bring 

fed  breakfast—around  four  or  five  in 

them   in  come  daylight.  The  hoss- 

the  m orning—the  cook  and  night- 

w rangler  had  the  saddle-horses—also 

hawk  would  break  camp.  The  wagon- 

called  the  remuda  and  the  c aw y — 

boss  would  give  orders  where  to 

during the  daylight  hours.  The  night- 

throw   up  the  next  camp and  then ride 

hawk  had  charge  of  them   during  the 

out  on  gather  if  on  round-up. 

night. 

The  cook  and  nighthaw k  would 

H is  job  was  a  job  of  responsibility. 

load  up  equipm ent—tarps,  bed-rolls, 

H orses  were  vital  to  a  trail-drive  or 

cooking 

utensils—and 

then  they 

a  cow-outfit.  And  many  times,  espewould  hook  up  the  teams.  U sually the cially  a fte r  a  hard  w inter,  saddle-mess-wagon,  because  of  its  size  and 

horses  were  scarce.  Should  a  night- 

heaviness,  took  two-horse  teams  to 

hawk  lose  a  bronc  in  a  storm   or  a 

pull  it.  The  bed-wagon  was  lig h ter 

dark  night,  that  horse  m ight  never 

and  usually  had  only  a  single  team. 

be  found  again. 

I f   the  cook  and  night-haw k  were 

For  a  horse  is  an  ornery  critter. 

in  strange  country  a  “w agon-pilot” 

Once  free  of  the  rem uda  he’d  start 

rode  ahead  and  piloted  them   to  the 

back  for  home,  w hether  he  be  in  Colnext  camping  ground.  I f   the  cook orado  and  home  is  either  M ontana 

knew  the  country,  he  took  the  lead, 

or  Texas.  And  men  on  a  trail-drive 

braced  on  his high  sp rin g seat, jouncor  roundup  crew  did  not  have  time  to ing  and  holding  on,  for  these  wagons 

ride  out chasing a fte r the nighthaw k’s 

followed  no  trails—they  made  th eir 

m istakes.  T h eir  job was  to  gather  catown roads. Or, if the nighthaw k knew tle  and  brand  them   or  chouse  cattle 

the country and terrain  b etter than the 

onto  new  range;  the  nighthaw k’s  job 

cook,  he  drove  his  bed-wagon  in  the 

was  to  keep  his  remuda  intact. 

lead.  One  th in g   was  certain.  On  the 

Besides,  Indians  wanted  horses. 

day  th at  camp  was  moved,  the  night- 

T hey ’d  follow  trail-herds,  hoping  to 

hawk  got  little,  if  any,  sleep. 

steal  a  horse.  E ith e r  the  hoss-jingler 

U sually  camp  was  reached  by noon. 

or  nighthaw k  lose  a  bronc  and  the 

I f   on  a  trail-drive,  the  wagon  would 

cayuse m ight be  used  on  the  next reddrive  ahead  of  the  herd,  then  make skin  raid. 

camp  at  the  end  of  the  day’s  drive. 

I f   on  roundup,  usually  the  wagons 

M ANY nighthawks put bells on a  made  camp beside a stream or water-few  broncs  th at  had  proven  to 

hole.  Then  came the  job  of unhooking 

be  bunch-quitters.  Thus,  because  of 

teams  and  unloading  equipment.  By 

the  bell,  the  nighthaw k  could  always 

the  time  nighthaw k  was  free  to  h it 

tell,  regardless  of  the  darkness, where 

his  “sougans”  it  m ight  be  three  or 

the  bunch-quitter  was;  if  the  horse 

four in the afternoon. 

started  to  d rift  from   the  main  herd 

All  this  tim e  the  horse-jingler  had 

under  cover  of  darkness  the  night- 

had  charge  of  the  rem uda.  H e  did not 

hawk  could  trail  him  by  the  sound  of 

move  directly w ith  the  wagons but he 

the bell. 

had  to  have  the  horses  corralled  by
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noon  so  circle-riders  could  change 

“Maybe  somebody 

slipped  him 

mounts.  W hen  dusk  came  th e  horse- 

a  bottle,  Carl?” 

jin gler  brought  in  hib  c a w y   and  cor

“A in’t  no  red-eye  in  this  camp.  A n’ 

ralled  the  broncs  in  the  rope-corral. 

hades  help  the  gent  w hat  brings 

H e  unsaddled  his  own  horse.  He  was 

in  a  bottle.  H e’s  gone  to  sleep;  well, 

through  for  the  day  unless  the  crew 

th a t’s his  ticket  out, men.” 

was  short-handed  and  the  wagon-boss 

And  if  the  nighthaw k   had  gone  to 

made him ride a two-hour  guard shift. 

sleep,  he  got  his  “tick et”  punched. 

B ut  by  this  time  th e  nighthaw k 

He  was  paid  off  and  he  rode  away. 

would  already  be  dressed,  even  if  he 

B ut  maybe  he  hadn’t   gone  to  sleep. 

had  had  no  sleep  except  for  an  hour 

Maybe  some  redskin  had  slipped  in 

or two.  Already  he would  have  ridden 

and  killed  him  in  the  dark? 

• out  to  scout  pasture  for  the  c a w y   to 

I f   such  were  the  case,  the  night- 

graze  on  th at  night. 

hawk  still  got  his  “tick et”  punched, 

For  the  horses  were  tired.  Many 

only  in  a  differen t  manner.  He  was 

tim es  a  tough  M ontana  cowpony 

given  a  prairie  grave  and  a  rock  for 

would  cover  th irty   miles  or  more  on 

a  headstone  and  the  crew  would  head 

a  single  circle.  And  he’d  be  hungry 

out  trailin g   “In ju n s”  who  had  stolen 

and  ready to  graze when the  “leather” 

the  remuda.  A nd  when  they  caught 

had  been  strip ped  from   him.  I f   he 

the  redskins,  there  would  be  another 

were  on  good  long  grass,  he’d  eat  all 

battle. 

n ig h t w ithout  roaming,  but  if he  were 

W hile  the  horse-wrangler  was  usuon  poor  grass—

ally  a  young  fellow,  a  waif,  a  kid— 

Short, th in   grass  was  the  curse  of  a 

the  nighthaw k  was  always  a  m ature 

nighthaw k’s  calling.  F o r  on  poor 

man  w ith  good  judgm ent.  Somegrass  hungry  cayuses  would  roam. 

times  he  would  be  an  old-tim er  who 

The  bunch  would  break  up  and  go 

had  grown  too  s tiff  in  the  bones  to 

out  looking  for  grass.  Therefore,  on 

stand  the  jar  of  a  long  circle  gathermoving  to  a  new  camp-grounds,  the ing  wild  cattle.  On  m oonlight  nights 

nighthaw k  was  sure  to  scout  for  long 

he  was  “in  clover.”  The  dark  nights— 

grass  for  the  n ig h t’s  grazing. 

or  storm y  nights—were  his  tough 

times. 

O M E T IM E S  

the 

day-jingler 

The  first  few  nights  out  on  roundknew  where  the  grass  was  locatup  were  the  worst  for  the  nighthaw k. 

ed.  T hen  he  would  ride-  out  with 

For  with  each  bronc  being  ridden 

the  nighthaw k  and  the  herd  and  get 

half-a-day—a n d  ten   b r o n c s   to 

th e  broncs  settled  on  grass  before 

a  “strin g ”—it  would  be  five  days  uncoming  back.  The  day-jingler  was til  a  cowboy  rode  “th rough”  his 

usually  a  kid—most  of  the  time  an 

string.  Therefore  some  of  the  broncs 

“orphan”  some  o u tfit  had  picked  up 

would  be  jaded  while  the  unridden 

in   sonic  town—and  his  job  was  easier 

cayuses would be  fresh. And the  fresh 

than  th a t  of  the  nighthawk.  I f   he 

horses  would  want  to  roam. 

w ere  in  any  way  co-operative,  he 

A fter  a  week  or  so  out,  the  night- 

would scout for grass while the night- 

hawk  had  a  tired   rem uda—horses 

hawk  slept  in  his  bed-roll  under  the 

th at  had  met  circles  and  were  hungry 

bed-wagon. 

and  gaunt.  They  wanted  to  graze,  not 

Sleeping  days,  especially  in  the 

to  roam.  Also,  by  this  time  many  of 

hig h   desert  country  of  Arizona  and 

the   green 

horses—those  recently 

N ew   Mexico  and  Nevada,  was  almost 

broken  to  bit and  saddle—would  have 

impossible  because  of  the  intense 

worked  into  the  remuda  and  settled 

heat—but  the  nighthaw k  had  to  sleep 

down. 

days  or not at  all.  For  if he  dozed  off 

As  for  his  mounts,  the  average 

a  moment  his  herd,  if  on  poor  grass, 

nighthaw k  picked  quiet,  dependable 

w ould  break  up.  And  when  m orning 

horses.  He  was  no  bronc-stom per; 

came  and  the  remuda  didn’t  come 

his  job  was  to  herd  horses,  not  break 

th u n dering  in—“W here  in  the  hades 

them.  And  when  he  needed  a  good 

is  th at  nighthaw k?”  the  wagon  boss 

horse,  he  needed  a  good  horse  th at 

would  growl. 

(€0111101164  On  Psg-e  91)
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Frosty 

Robinson 

had 

been  brought  back  *  .  , 

Outlaw Lawman of  Glen  Rose

by HAROLD  PREECE

(ftntSior  o f  “ S ta g e s ”  I n   T he  W ag o n   Y ard — ) F r o sty   Robinson  had  become  th e   la w   in  Glen  R ose  by  d e fa u lt, a n d A t  looked  as i f   th e   to w n   was  s tu c k   w ith   a s  ornery  a  polecat h idin g   behind  a  badge as  one  could  im agine! 

A rose by  any other  name  might  der  the  old rule of  ‘finder’s* keepers.’1 

smell  just  as  sweet  to  Lawyer 

W hich  riled  a-plenty  Glen  Rose's 

Fate  Chambers  who  got  drunk 

postmaster  and  general  storekeeper  T« 

and  reeled  off  poetry  at  the   W ildcat 

J.  Bryan.  O n  that  bright  morning  in 

 Bar.   But  the  sober  citizens  of  Glen 

the  early  1900’s,  O id  M an  Bryan  was 

Rose,  Texas,  reckoned  their  little  town 

sounding  off  hot  and  heavy  about  his 

was  smelling  powerful  bad  under  its 

fellow-official. 

own  name. 

"Frosty  Robinson  is  just  about  the 

T he  man  stirring  up  the  smell  was 

meanest,  oneriest  cuss  who  ever  hit 

none  other than  their duly-elected  Con

Somervell  County,”  he  was  grumbling 

stable,  And  there  wasn’t  much  you 

with  each  sack  of  coffee’weighed  up 

could  do  to  clear  the  once  pure  mounand  each  letter  handed  out.  "Think  of tain  air  breathed  by  the  good  folk  of 

electin’  a  jail-buzzard  like  that  Consta

Glen  Rose;  not  unless  you  wanted  to 

ble  of  a  town  where  decent  women  is 

make  the  Constable  breath  some  guntryin’  to  bring  up  decent  young-uns. 

powder—'and  he  was  the  best  shot  in 

W e ’d  better  just  cut  out  the  danged 

town.  You  might  hate  the  Constable, 

office  if  nobody  but  a  pistol-crazy 

but  you  couldn't  deny  his  legal  right 

coyote’ll  run  for  it.” 

to  wear  his  star  even  if  he’d  got  it  un-

A  bullet  pinged  through  the  upper

86

[image: Image 211]

[image: Image 212]

[image: Image 213]

O U T L A W   LA W M A N   O F   G LEN  R O SE

87

p a r t  o f  the  stre e t  w indow   in  B ry a n 's 

gits  th eir  m ail  safe.  N o w   if  y o u ’ll  ju st 

sto re.  It  tore  a  long  zig-zag  hole  in  th e  

h a n d   over  th e  re g istered   le tte rs— ” 

w indow ,  th en   w hizzed  th ro u g h   the 

fram e  building  to   p u n ctu re  a   can   of 

L D   M A N   B R Y A N   looked  d efipeaches  on  a  shelf.  W o m e n ,  b u y in g a n tly   a n d   stu b b o rn ly   a t  F ro sty  

grub  for  their  fam ilies,  scream ed  shrilly 

R obinson. 

T h e n  

a 

b u llet 

crash ed  

an d   tore  th ro u g h   th e  back.  A   scared  

th ro u g h   th e   little  glazed  postoffice  w in little  boy  d ro p p ed   fla t  on  th e  floor  as d o w   ov erh ead .  T h e   glass  show ered 

a   second  b ullet  sm ash ed   a   gasoline 

d o w n   like  fine  snow   in  an  inch  of  B rylam p  han g in g   o utside  th e   door. 

a n 's   face. 

In  w alked  a  ta ll  fellow   w ith   a   frosty* 

" N e x t  tim e  I ’ll  aim   a  little  low er 

w hite  face.  T h e y   d id n ’t   call  it  ‘‘priso n  

a n d   give  y o u r  h ead   a  sh a v in ’,”  B ry an  

pallor” ,  th o se  d ay s.  C lose  b eh in d   him 

h e a rd   H e n ry   Lewis  rum ble.  ‘A in 't  got 

stro d e   a  sq u a t,  d a rk   m an  b u ilt  like  a 

no  patien ce  a -tall  w ith   them   w h a t  re bull.  T h e   tall  on e  w o re  a   s ta r  rea d in g sists  th e  la w — and  th a t's   me  a n d   C o n 

‘‘C o n stab le." 

T h *   bull-like  hom bre 

stab le  R obinson.” 

sported  a n o th e r  one  w hich  sa id   " D e p 

W h e n   the  p o stm aster  looked  to w a rd  

u ty   C o n stab le." 

the  d ep u ty ,  he  sa w   a   still-sm oking  gun 

T h e   C o n sta b le   s ta re d   h a u g h tily   a t aim ed  a t  his  skull.  S ilently,  th e  old  m an 

the  bolts  o f  calico  on  O ld   M a n   B ry a n ’s 

h a n d e d   five  reg istered   letters  to   R obcounter.  H e   n o ticed   th e   scare d ,  snivelinson. 

ling  kid  lying  on  th e   floor.  “ W ip e   y o u r 

W ith in   a  few   m inutes,  th e  C o n sta nose  a n d   g it  o u t  o'  h ere,  S o n ,"  he ble  w as  knocking  a t  th e  doors  of  those 

grow led.  T h e n   w hile  his  d e p u ty  p o in ted  

w h o se  nam es  w ere  on  the  letters. 

a   gun  to w a rd   B ry an ,  sta n d in g   in  th e 

" G o t  a   re g istered   le tte r  for  y o u ," 

postoffice  cubbyhole,  th e   C o n stab le 

h e ’d  say,  “So  blam ed  m uch  m ail  ro b helped  him self  to   cigars  a n d   chew ing b e ry   g o in ’  on,  I  fetched  it  personally. 

g«m. 

T h a t ’s  w h a t  you  folks  elected  me  C o n 

H e   lit  a  cigar,  w alk ed   over  to  the 

stab le  fo r— to  see  you  d id n 't  lose 

postoffice,  a n d   blew   a  big  w hiff  of 

n o th in ’  th a t  belongs  to  y o u .” 

sm oke  in  the  old  m an ’s  face.  “ T h a n k s  

‘‘N ow ,  you  know ,  the C o n stab le d o n 't 

for  them   fine  see-gars,  p a rd n e r,”  h e 

g it  no  salary .  A n d   I ’m  risk in '  m y  life 

d raw le d   lazily.  ‘‘A n y   m ail  th ere  for  me 

fo r  you  every  blessed  d ay .  R eckon 

or  D e p u ty   H e n ry   Lew is,  postm aster?" 

y o u 'd   like  to  give  me  a  little  b it  of 

O ld   M a n   B ry an   w as  coughing  and 

w h a t’s  in  th a t  letter.  T e n   p er  cent 

choking  from   th e   cigar  smoke.  B ut  he 

w ould  be  ju st  ‘bo u t  rig h t.” 

m an ag e d   to  sp u tte r:

A   trem bling  old  C o n fed erate  v eteran  

“ N o   m ail  for  y o u   tw o  circus  apes 

opened  his  le tter  a n d   pulled  o u t  his 

w e arin '  s ta rs.  B u t  I  reckon  S heriff 

fifteen-dollar  pension  check.  T h e n   h e  

W a l t   D av is  m ig h ta  g o t  a  couple  o ’  re reach ed   into an   old  tobacco sack,  co u n tw a rd   circulars  w ith  y o u r  ug ly   m ugs  on ed  o u t  a  dollar  an d   a  h a lf  in  nickles 

'em .” 

a n d   dimes. 

B ry an   ca u g h t  his  b re a th .  "M ig h t  go T h e   C onstable  collected  a   dollar 

over  a n d   a sk   him ,”  h e  ad d ed .  “W a lt 

from   a  w idow   w om an  living  on  th e  ten 

w a s  h e re   ju st  a  m inute  ago  to  git  his 

dollars  m onthly  sen t  h er  b y   h e r  m arm ail." 

rie d   d a u g h te r  in  F o r t  W o rth .  B ut 

T h e   C o n stab le  lau g h ed   a  h a rd ,  d ry  

from  a  re tired   p reacher,  living  on  a 

lau g h ,  " If  you  w a sn ’t   so  cussed  comchurch  allow ance,  h e  ex acted   double ical,  B ry an ,”  h e  chuckled,  ‘T d   o’  sh o t 

trib u te — tw enty  per  cent. 

y o u   a   long  time  ago.  I ’d  o ’  plugged  you 

" F o rk   over,  you  cussed  old  Bible- 

w h en   you  accused  me  a n d   D ep u ty  

p o u n d e r,”  Robinson  dem anded.  " Y o u ’ll 

H e n ry   th ere  o f  ro b b in ’  th is  sard in e  can never  g it  th ro u g h   p ay in ’  for  them   th ree  

y o u   call  a   postoffice.  I  o u g h ta   done  it 

y ears  you  m ade  me  spend  in  th e  pen. 

a fte r  y o u   g o t  me  fired  a s  th e   tow n 

A n d   w hen  y o u 're   scorchin’  in  hell,  I ’ll 

n ig h tw a tc h .  B u t  n o   h a rd   feelin’s.  A s 

still  b e  follerin’  y o u   a n d   collectin’  ” 

a   officer,  I  g o t  a   b oundin  d u ty   to   p ro 

F ro sty   h a d   a   special  g ru d g e  a g a in st 

te c t  th is  postoffice  a n d   see  th a t  folks

th e  p reacher.  O nce,  th e   p reach er  h a d
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o w n ed   a   fine  b ull  steer.  R obinson,  then 

th e  h o u se  o f  F ro s ty   R obinson,  lo cated  

a   stone  m ason,  h a d   g ra b b e d   th e  bull, 

n o t  fa r  from   th e   co tto n   gin  o p e ra te d   b y h ad   b u tch e red   it,  a n d   p e d d led   th e   beef a   re sp ecta b le  citizen  n am ed   P rice.  O n e  

a ro u n d   to w n .  S h e riff  D avis  h a d   th en  

d a y ,  P ric e   d ecid ed   to   o pen  up  a »   old 

g ra b b e d   R obinson  a n d   se n t  him   o ff  to 

w ell  n e a r  th e   gin  so  th a t  farm ers  w o u ld b re a k   rocks  in  th e   T e x a s   pen. 

h av e  w a te r  fo r  th eir  team s  w h en   th e y  

B u t  w h en   F ro s ty   h a d   d one  his  time, 

b ro u g h t  in  th e   co tto n .  W h e n   he  p rie d it  h a d   been  th e  p re a c h e r  w h o   h a d   gone th e   b o a rd s  loose  from   th e   w ell,  h e 

to   th e  co u n ty   com m issioners  and  g o tten  

fo u n d   p a p e rs  w ith   B ry a n ’s  n am e  a n d him   th e  jo b   o f  to w n   w atch m an .  "Y o u from   B ry a n 's  safe. 

can   b ra n d   a   ste e r  for  life  b u t  n o t  a 

T h e   g o v ern m en t  p ro secu to r  claim ed 

m an ,”  th e  p reach er  h a d   pled.  “ I ’m   ask-* 

th a t  R obinson  a n d   Lew is  h a d   cached 

mg  y o u   to  help  me  w ipe  the  brajsd  o f 

th e  p a p ers  in  th e  w ell  a fte r  robbing  the 

crim e  o ff  A m os  R o binson.” 

postoffice. 

B u t  th e 

U .  S. 

D istrict 

T h e   p reach er  w as  so rry   for  being  so 

C o u rt  in  F o rt  W o r th   tu rn e d   them   loose h elp fu l  w hen  th e   ex-convict  to o k   up 

o n   a   plea  o f  “insu fficien t  evidence,’" 

w ith   H e n ry   Lew is,  th e  blacksm ith,  a n d  

T h e n   O ld   M a n   B ry a n   h e a d e d   a   group m erch an ts  b eg a n   re p o rtin g   losses  from  

o f  citizens  th a t  laid   d o w n   the  law   to 

th eir  sto res.  D ark   tales  w ere  w h isp ered  

th e  co u n ty   com m issioners. 

a b o u t  Lew is  in  th e   T e x a s   hill  co u n try . 

T h e   y o u n g   b u lly   w as  fired   from   his 

A n d   th e  w o rst  sto ry   w a s  the  one  ab o u t n ig h t-w atc h in g  

job. 

B ut 

he 

h a d  

his  dishonoring  the  rem ains  of  his  dead  

an o th e r  c a rd   up  his  sleeve.  A n d   h e 

kinfolks. 

p la y e d   it. 

W h ile   F ro s ty   w as  doing  his  stretc h , 

T h e  la st  C o n stab le  of  G len  R ose  h a d  

a  d o cto r  cam e  to  G len  R ose  a n d   opened 

re sig n ed   b ecau se  th e   job  p a id   no th in g  

a   sanitarium .  Lew is  sold  th e  m edico  the 

m ore  th a n   p icay u n e  fees.  N o b o d y   else 

lots  th a t  co n ta in e d   th e  grav es  o f  his 

w ould  h av e   it.  E lectio n   tim e  w as  com m other,  sister,  b ro th e r,  a n d   g ra n d ing  w ith   th e  office  going  b egging.  R o b m other.  T h e n   th e  blacksm ith  g rab b ed inson  w a ite d   un til  th e   dead-line  for  fila  shovel,  h itch ed   up  a   w agon,  a n d ing  on  th e   ballot;  th e n   h e  p lu n k ed  

d rove  to   th e   fam ily  cem etery.  H e   dug 

dow n  the  fiv e-d o llar  filing  fee  a n d   a n up  th e   bones  in  th e  four  graves,  pitched no u n ced   th a t  he  w as  a  can d id ate. 

them   in  th e  w agon,  a n d   reb u ried   them  

Y ou  could  h av e   k n ocked  th e   citizens 

all  in  one  big  hole. 

of  G len  R ose  d e a d   w ith   a  quail  feath er. 

A s  R obinson  sw a g g e re d   aro u n d   M a in  

E

V E R Y   N I G H T ,  the  p reac h er  saw  

S tre e t  eyeing  them   m ockingly,  th e y  

Lew is  stru ttin g   up  a n d   dow n 

talked  the  th in g   over.  A   delegation, 

M a in   S tre e t  w ith   his  bosom   b u ddy, 

h ead ed   b y   O ld   M a n   B ry an ,  s ta rte d  

w atch m an  

F ro s ty  

R obinson. 

E v e ry  

looking  for  L aw y er  F a te   C ham bers. 

m orning,  som e  m erc h an t  found  th a t  his 

T h e y   fo u n d   th a t  em inent  m em ber  of 

sto re  h a d   been  ro b b ed   d u ring  the  night. 

the  T e x a s   b a r  a t  th e   W ildcat  Bar. 

B ut  w hen  th e  sto rek eep ers  com plained 

“ N o   use  talking,  g e n ts,”  F a te   told 

to  th e  w atch m an ,  n o th in g   h appened. 

them .  “ F ro s ty   R o b in so n ’s  going  to  be 

N o th in g   except  th e  h a rd   sta re   on 

w earing  a  s ta r  w h en   he  o u g h t  to  be 

F ro s ty ’s  pale  face  a n d   his  nervous  finw earin g   strip es.  E v ery b o d y   else  in g ers  stra y in g   to w a rd   his  six-shooter. 

tow n  can  sc ratch   his  nam e  clear  o ff  th e  

T h e n   th e y   sh u t  up. 

ticket.  B u t  h e   c an   vote  for  him self  a n d  

O n e  

m orning, 

O ld  

M a n  

B ryan 

still  b e  in.  O n e   v o te  elects  a  m an  w h e n opened  his  sto re   to  find  his  cash  box 

n o b o d y ’s  ru n n in g   a g a in st  him,  a n d   its em p ty   a n d   th e  postoffice  safe  blow n 

too  late  to  p u t  an y b o d y   else  on  th e  balopen.  H e   m ade  U ncle  S am 's  stolen lo t.’’

m oney  good  o u t  of  his  ow n  pocket. 

‘N o w   d o n ’t  b o th e r  me  a n y   m ore 

A n d   to  th e  secret  service  m en  w ho 

ab o u t  him.  D id n ’t  I  p ro sec u te  him  into 

cam e  d o w n   from   W a s h in g to n ,  he  said, 

th e   pen?  A n d   d id n ’t  a  Som ervell  C o u n 

" G it  the  goods  on  F ro s ty   R obinson  an d  

ty   ju ry   let  him  o ff  w ith   th re e   y e a rs 

H e n ry   Lew is.  T h e y   done  it,” 

w hen  h e  deserv ed   th irty ?  B arkeep, 

T h e   governm ent  m en  hu n g   aro u n d

an o th e r  double  b o u rb o n .” 
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L E C T IO N  

d a y  

came. 

Pencils 

hour.  A fte rw a rd s  all  th ree  w en t  d o w n bore  dow n  so  h a rd   on  the  nam e sta irs  w h ere  the  Som ervell  C o u n ty  

o f  A m os  R obinson  th a t  th e y   cut  rig h t 

g ra n d   ju ry   w as  m eeting. 

th ro u g h   the  p a p e r  ballots.  " O h ,  L ord," 

N e x t  d ay,  M a in   S tre e t  buzzed  w ith  

sighed  O ld   M a n   B ry an ,  helping  count 

th e  new s.  C o n stab le  F ro sty   R obinson 

th e   ballots,  “ If  them   pencil  holes  w as 

h a d   been  indicted  on  a  ch a rg e   of  big

Just  bullet  holes  in  his  b lasted   h id e," 

am y.  H e   h a d   a   w ife,  w hom   he  h a d   d e 

B ut  the  c a n d id ate  g o t  tw o  votes  th a t 

serted ,  in  F o rt  W o rth .  T h e   g irl’s  fah ad   to  be  co u n ted   for  h im —his  own th e r  h a d   learn ed   a b o u t  M rs.  R obinand  H e n ry   Lewis. 

son  N u m b er  O n e   accid en tally   w h en   h e 

C o u n ty   Ju d g e  O x fo rd   sw elled  up 

h a d   driven  som e  steers  into  th e  big 

like  a  m ad  tu rk ey   gobbler  w h en   F ro sty  

tow n.  A n d   th e   C o n stab le  h ad   d isa p 

R obinson  slouched  over  to  the  co u rtp eare d   betw een  su n s  like  an  escaping house  to   be  sw o rn   in.  "R aise   y o u r 

horse  thief. 

h an d ,  you  cussed  lock-picker,”  the 

‘‘G o t  him  y e t? ,’’  O ld   M a n   B ry an  

Ju d g e  ro a re d .  "N ext  tim e  I  see  you,  I ask ed   hopefully  w h en   S h eriff  D avis 

hope  it'll  be  a t  y o u r  inquest.  A n d   how sto p p ed   a t  th e  m ail  w indow . 

ever  you  g et  it,  I'll  w rite  it  dow n  ju s

‘‘N ope,  skipped  o u t,"  th e  S heriff 

tifiable  hom icide.” 

said.  ‘‘R eckon  he  k now ed  h e 'd   pulled 

F ro s ty   took  th e  o ath ,  b it  off  a  plug 

th e  one  thing  T e x a s   w o n ’t   sta n d   for. 

o f  tobacco,  a n d   sq u irted   a  big  sp ra y  

B u t  I ’m  g o in ’  a fte r  him .  A n d   I ’ll  git o f  juice  into  th e  Ju d g e's  face.  H e  

him — if  I  have  to   h u n t  th ro u g h   ev er’ 

w alked  dow n  M a in   S tre e t,  ru n n in g   his 

one  o f  the  m illon  counties  of  hell  to 

thin,  tw itching  fingers  over  his  shiny 

find  him .” 

n ew   sta r.  T h e n   h e   h u n te d   up  H e n ry  

F o r  a   w hole  y ear,  W a l t   D avis  w as 

Lew is  a n d   ap p o in te d   him  d eputy. 

gone  from   G len   R ose.  B u t  w hen  he 

P re tty   soon,  sto res  w ere  ag ain   becam e  back,  F ro s ty   R obinson  w as  in ing  cracked  in  G len   Rose.  T h e n   R obh an d c u ffs  beside  him. 

inson  a n d   Lewis  th o u g h t  up  a  new   w ay  

“ F o u n d   him  in  T a lla h a sse e ,  F lo ro f  m aking  m oney.  T h e y   p roved  to  be id a ,”  th e   S h eriff  told  the  crow d  th a t 

p ioneers  in  w h a t  h as  since  becom e  a 

su rg e d   aro u n d   him  an d   th e  p a sty - 

n atio n w id e   rack et. 

faced  prisoner.  ‘‘N ow ,  s ta n d   back.  W e  

T h e   first  chugging,  puffing  autom oa in ’t  g o n n a  have  n o   m obbin'.  I'm   takin' 

biles  w e re  com ing  to  T e x a s.  T h e   Lone 

him  to   Ju d g e  O x fo rd   a n d   ask in '  th a t 

S ta r  S ta te ,  as  y et,  h a d   no  law s  governth e   Ju d g e  try   him  rig h t  a w ay ." 

in g   autom obile  traffic.  B ut  th ere  w as 

Ju d g e  O x fo rd   m et  the  S h eriff  a n d  

a   law   forbidding  a n y   kind  of  vehicle 

the  sorry-  looking  captive  on  the  co u rtto   trav e l  m ore  th a n   ten   miles  a n   hour. 

house  steps.  "H o w d y ,  R obinson,"  h e 

T h e   C o n sta b le   a n d   D e p u ty   h id   them said.  "R eck o n   I  w o n 't  g it  to  sig n   th a t selves  in  th e  bushes  along  th e   F o rt 

in q u est  I  w ro te  o u t  for  you.  B ut  I  su re  

W o r th   hig h w ay .  W h e n e v e r  th e y   saw  

h a d   to   sig n   o ne  fo r  th a t  poor  g irl.” 

a   car,  th e y   flag g ed   it  dow n.  "N o w , 

T h e n   h e   spoke  to   th e  S h eriff:  ‘‘W a lt, 

s ir," th e y ’d   tell  th e  driver,  "y o u ’re   goin’ 

th e   devil  su re   tak es  care  o f  his  ow n. 

fa s te r'n   th e   ten   miles  a n   hour  th e   law  

It's   insufficient  evidence  ag ain .  W h ile  

allow s.  T h e   fin e’s  fifty   dollars.  You 

y o u   w ere   trailing  this  skunk,  a   g aso ca n   ju st  p a y   us  an d   keep  o u t  of  c o u rt.” 

line  stove  blew   up  in  th a t  g irl’s  house. 

B efore  long,  both  hom bres  w ere 

S h e's  d e a d   now   a n d   c a n ’t   te stify  

sp o rtin g   flow ered  silk  vaquero  shirts 

a g a in st  him .” 

a n d   fine  p a te n t  lea th er  boots  b o u g h t 

" H is   re a l  w ife  over  in  F o rt  W o r th  

in  th e  b e st  F o rt  W o r th   stores.  T h e n  

died  o f  ty p h o id   a   little  w hile  a fte rw a rd . 

th e   lum bering  volcano  th a t  w as  G len 

B u t  I ’ve  prom ised  Som ervell  C o u n ty  

R o se  b u sted   w ide  open. 

h e ’s  n o t  going  sco t  free  ag ain ,  a n d   I ’m keeping  th a t  prom ise." 

O

N E   D R O W S Y   d a y ,  a   young  girl 

T h e   g ra y   old  ju d g e  faced  th e  cro w d  

cam e  w ith   h e r  grim   ran c h e r  fap acking  th e  courthouse  law n.  " F o lk s ,” 

th e r  to   th e   office  o f  Ju d g e  O x fo rd . 

h e   said,  'y o u ’ve  been  w aitin g   a  good 

T h e y   ta lk e d   to   th e   Ju d g e  for  a   full (Continued  On  Pagre  93)
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be  a  sm uggler  on  the  coast  and  he 

found  buried  treasure.  H e  was  saving 

and  scrim ping  all  the  tim e,  and  after 

he  tu rn ed  honest,  there  wasn’t  a 

straig h ter  man  ever  lived.  He  voted 

for  you,  E d ;  you’ve  got  to  fin d  h is. 

killer  so  Uncle  H enry  can  rest  in  his 

grave.” 

She  was  tall  and  supple  and  blonde 

and  she  ran  the   Red  Rose  dance  hall 

for  B ill  Shanks,  the  big  gambler 

from  Denver  who  had  come  to  town 

about  a  year  ago.  Cissie  didn’t  have 

any  manual  labor  to  do;  she  didn’t 

have  to  dance  w ith  the  cowboys  and 

sodbusters  who  came  to  Liberal.  No, 

all  she  had  to  do  was  keep  the  other 

gals  w orking.  Many  a  man  would’ve 

given  his  last  breath  to  win  response 

to  th eir  attem pts  to  in terest  her,  but 

she  w ouldn’t  listen.  All  she  had  to 

th in k   about  when  the  day’s  work  was 

done,  sometime  in  the  early  m orn

DOOMSDAY'S  DOUBLOON

ing  hours,  was  Ed  Carter,  the  young 

sheriff. 

by  REX  W HiTECH U RCH

One  nig h t  Ed  Carter  and  his 

friend,  P ete  Staves,  walked  into  the 

 A   T ru e  F a ct  S t m y

 R ed  Rose  saloon  and  P ete  started  

playing  poker.  They  had  worked hard 

f a n  H E   STR A N G E  case  had  baf-

try in g   to  find  the  killer  of  Old  Hank. 

H   fled  young  Sheriff  Ed  Carter 

Pete  played  cards  w ith  four  tough 

-*■  and  now,  after  hours  of  paincowboys  from  the  B abcroft  ranch staking  investigation  he  was  no  closa  mile  from  town,  and  one  of  them er  to  a  solution.  Sometimes  he  found 

was  a  bully  who  had  whipped  about 

him self  w ishing  he  was  a  detective, 

every  fig h tin g   man  in  Liberal.  B ut 

like  Poe’s  Dupin,  so  he  could  unravel 

he’d  always  defended  Old  Hank,  and 

the  threads  of  the  m ystery.  B ut  he 

when  H ank  was  buried,  he  blew  a 

had  been  a  cowboy  before  being electbugle  over  the  grave.  L ittle to n   Rossed  sh eriff  and  he  hadn’t  done  much 

in,  the  cowpoke,  had  once  been  a 

book-reading.  Old  H ank  M otley  was 

soldier  and  a  bug ler;  he’d  been  a 

dead  as  a  sw atted  fly  on  sticking 

B ancroft  rid er  four  years. 

paper,  and  his  mound  in  Boothill  was 

The  B abcroft  men  sweat  and  lost 

sinking  gradually,  while  the  shadows 

and  sweat  some  more.  T here  was  no 

of  the  lonesome  cottonwood  grew 

question  about  it,  P ete  Staves  was 

thicker  and  longer  as'  w inter  apa  smooth  card  sharp.  B ut  he  was proached. 

honest  in  his  dealing;  he  ju st  seemed 

One  of  Hanks  friends  done  that, 

to  have  an  insight  into  the  other  fel

Ed  m uttered  tim e  and  time  again. 

low’s  mind. 

T hey  slipped  up  to  his  cabin  w in

In   the  dinky  room  the  coal  oil 

dow  and  drygulched  him.  He  didn’t 

lamps  shone  on  the  faces  of  the  men 

have  m any  friends, so  it  hadn’t  ought 

around  the  table  The  waddies  were 

to  be  hard  to  locate  all  of  them.  It 

losing  th eir  firs t  check  in  two 

w asn’t  an  enemy,  it  was  a  friend m urm onths  and  they  were  tough  as  pig-dered  old  H ank  for  his  money. 

iron.  Suddenly  the  last  hand  was 

“You  watch,”  H ank’s  niece  said; 

played,  and  Rossin  shoved  his  few  re

“the  man  who  done  th at  will  give 

m aining  coins  into  the  jackpot. 

him self  away.  Uncle  H enry  used  to

“This  here  is  a  Spanish  double-

90
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DOOMSDAY  DOUBLOON

A  RIP  ROARING  NOVEL 

loon,”  the  bully  said,  calling  atten tion  to  the  strange  coin  he’d  dropped OF  OUTLAW  TREASURE 

in  the  pot.  “I t ’s  solid  gold  and  w orth 

as  much  as  fifty  dollars  o£  Uncle 

by  C LEM   C O LT

Sam’s  money.  You  want  to  take  it? ” 

Pete  done  some  quick  thinking 

and  nodded.  “Let  ’er  go,”  he  said. 

 appears  complete  in 

“I  don't  know  a  heap  about  foreign 

 the  August  issue  of

coins,  but  it’s  gold  and  we’ll  let  it 

go  for  fifty.  Since  you’re all  through, 

what  you  holdin’?” 

REAL  WESTERN

The  Bully  showed  a  pair  of  aces 

and  a  pair  of  queens.  Silence  was 

deep  in  the  room  and  the  men  could 

Now  On  Sale

be  heard  breathing  and  a  crowd  had 

moved  over  to  the  table.  Pete  smiled 

lazily  and  reached  for  the  cards.  But 

L ittleton  Rossin’s  big  left  hand 

W A S   D E A F  ened

stopped  his  movement.  “Not  much,” 

N O W   HEARS  CLOCK  TICK

he  growled.  “You  can’t  beat them  two 

A-  M.  B ee tc h ,  N e w a rk   N .  J .   w rite s :

pairs,  lawman.  L et’s  see  what  you 

“ B efo re   using1  O ro tn n e  E a r   D rops,  I   w a s   so got.” 

d e a fe n e d   t h a t   I   co u ld   n o t  h e a r   t h e   clock tic k .  A fte r  u sing  O ro tn n e,  I   c an   no w   h e a r   t h e  

“I  was  goin’  to  do  th at  very  thing,’’ 

clo c k   tic k   w ith   b o th   e a rs.”   T h o u sa n d s  no w h a rd -o f -h e a r in g   w ould  h e a r   c le a rly   a n d   dis

P ete  drawled  calmly,  " I  got two  aces 

tin c tly   a g ain ,  a n d   a lso   g e t  re lie f  fro m   buzzing, r in s in g   h e a d   nolees,  clogged  u p   feelin g   in  ears, and  a  pair  of  kings,” 

I f   im p a c te d   w a x   t h a t   b lo c k   e a r   c a n a la   a n d p re sse s  o n   sen sitiv e   e a r   d ru m s   w ere  rem oved. 

Like  lightning  Rossin  was  on  his 

T r y   O ro tu n e   E a r   D ro p s  a s   d irected .  T h e y   a r e feet,  his  gun  in  his  right  fist.  “D on't 

s a fe   a n d   c o n ta in   a n   in g re d ie n t  esp ecially   re com m ended  fo r t h i s  

purpose. 

SE N D   NO  

touch  that  money,”  he  snarled  “Not 

M ONEY.  P a y   p o stm a n   $2  p lu s  p o s ta g e   a n d C.  O.  D .  c h arg es.  If  you  enclose  $2  w ith   o rd e r, until  one  of  the  boys  goes  through 

w e  p a y   a ll  p o stag e.  H A K Y IN   CO.,  3560  B ro a d w a y   St.  D e p t.  51-N ,  N ew   Y o rk   31,  N .  Y. 

th at  deck.  I  ain’t  lettin ’  you  pull  th* 

wool  over  my  eyes,  M ister,  ju st  because  you’re  a  sh eriff’s  part-tim e  deputy. 

P ETE nodded and a rider for the 

Double  X  went  through  the  deck 

and  the  graveyard;  there  wasn’t  another  ace  in  the  pile,  nor  was  there COM PLETE  SON®

another  king  of  diamonds  or  king  of 

W R ITIN G   SERVICE

clubs  in  the  cemetary,  so  Pete  Staves 

W o  w rite  th e  m usic fo r your 

was  cleared  of  the  charge  of  cheatw o rd s  w ith o u t  c h a rg e  on  60-60  basis.  W e  send  you  records,  copies  a n d   copying  then  and  there. 

r i g h t   y o u r  eong  fo r  you  in   W ash in g to n ,  D .  O. 

Then  a  cool  voice  said,  “Rossin, 

GUARANTEED  PUBLICATION

I   arrest  you  for  the m urder of  Henry 

M otley.  T hat  Spanish  coin  proves 

W e  g u a ra n te e   th e   p u b licatio n   o f  a t   le a st  tw o so n g s  each   m ftnth  by  a   le g itim a te   B.M.X.  m u sic it.  You  ain’t  been  in  town  since  the 

p u b lish er.  T h e  w rite rs   receive  a d v an c e   r o y a lty a n d   a   s ta n d a rd   ro y a lty   co n tra c t.  T h e   p u b lis h e r m urder.” 

p a y s   a ll  p u b licatio n   expenses. 

T he  bully  whirled,  triggering  his 

W H A T   ARE  YOUR  C H A N C E S ? 

gun.  O ther  guns  blazed.  I t   sounded 

I f   y o u   h a v e   a b ility ,  y o u r  c h an c e s  a r e   good.  N e w like  somebody  beating  a  bass  drum. 

so n g -w rite rs  becom e  fam o u s  every  year.  M aybe Two  men  dropped,  blood  streaming 

th i s   is  YOUR  year.  P u b lish e rs  a re   c o n sta n tly   on th e   lookout  fo r  good  songs.  T u rn   your  m a te ria l from   their  wounds;  another  dropped 

o v er  to   a   fir m  w hose business  is SONG W R IT IN G . 

to  his  knees  and  groveled  on  the 

W RITE  TO D A Y

floor,  L ittleto n  Rossin  edged  toward 

BEND  YOUR  PO EM   or  ly ric   to d a y   fo r  f r e e   exthe  door.  E d  Carter  stalked  him. 

a m in a tio n   and  com plete  in fo rm atio n   on  o u r  excep tio n al  offer. 

T hey  reached  the  street.  They  each 

had  ju st  one  shot  le ft  in  their  gun#. 

HOLLYWOOD  TUNESMITHS

( C o n t i n u e d   O n    T a g e   92)

B .p i,  K 4   1S37  VIm   St.,   H .lly w e .4   28,  Calif, 91
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REVEALED  AT  LAST! 

DOUBLE  ACTION  W ESTERN

( C o n t i n u e d   F r o m   P a g e   91)

T he  bully  achieved  the  m iddle  of  the 

H I T L E R ! dusty  street.  The  sheriff  knew  if he missed  his  shot  the  killer  would  get 

away;  the  bully  knew  if  he  missed 

w ith  his  last slug  he  would  get  killed. 

6TRAN6E  Littleton  Rossin  kept  backing  away 

as  th e   sheriff  edged  foward.  Then 

t h e  

bully  took  a  chance.  Scarlet 

LOVE 

flamed  from  his  Colt.  The  slug 

smacked  into  E d  C arter’s  stomach, 

but  as  he went  down,  he  took  deliber

LIFE

ate  aim  and  shot  his  man  through  the 

chest.  I t  was  curtains  for  him  as  he 

pitched  headlong  into  the  spirals  of 

dust  and  rolled  under  the  wheels  of 

a  passing  buckboard.  B ut  he  lived 

long  enough  to  confess  the  m urder 

of  Old  Hank  M otley.  The  Spanish 

coin  had  betrayed  him.  Old  H ank’s 

sm uggling  days,  when  he’d  searched 

for  buried  money  on  the  west  coast 

had  paid  off  again. 

Four  men  died  th at  night,  in  1880, 

in  the  trail  town  of  Liberal,  Kansas, 

F o r   y e a r s   th e   w o r ld   h ag  b e a rd   o n ly   w h is p e r *   a b o u t  H i t l e r ’a   s tr a n g e a t t i t u d e s   to w a r d   w o m en ,  h la   m a n ia c a l  f i t s   o f  h y e te ria   a n d   p a s s io n . 

N ow ,  f o r   t h e   f i r s t   tim e ,  y o u   cu n   re a d   t h e   e n t i r e   u n o e n s o re d   s to r y in  the  biggest  gunfight  ever  waged 

o f   H i t l e r 's   p e rs o n a l  life ,  h i s   m o s t  i n t im a te   t h o u g h ts ,  a e   t o l d   b y H IT L E R 'S   PERSONAL  PHYSICIAN I  E v e ry   p a g e   o f  t h i s   g r i p p i n g   bo ok in  the  shadows  of  the  crude  false-re v e a ls   w houghts  an d   a c ts   bo  sh o ck in g   th a t   you  w ill  be  h eld   sp e llb o u n d   b y   I t s   w e ird n e s s . 

fronts.  Ed  C arter  was  one  of  them. 

**

 a  fantastic  nightm are  of  h orror!!" 

He  lived  but  a few   hours. 

—S t.  L o u is   G lob e  D e m o c rat 

Yes,  the  sheriff  won  his  case, 

You  w ill  g asp   w ith   d is b e lie f  a s   you  re ad   of H i t l e r ’s  p u r s u i t   of  t h e   1 5 -y e a r-o ld   G e ll,  o f  h is thanks  to  Pete  Staves,  his  card  playw a y w a rd   s i s te r ,  th e   w o m e n   w h o   w e re   -reserved f o r  o ff ic e rs .  You  w ill  b e  fa s c in a te d   b y   t h i s   t r u e ing  deputy.  But  it  was  a  substantial 

r e v e la tio n   o f  t o rtu re d   m a d n e s s .  H e re   I s   H i t l e r ’s m o s t  I n tim a te   p h y s ic a l  a n d   m e n ta l  life ,  s trip p e d reward  for  Ed  C arter’s  patient  vigb a r e   f o r   y o u   t o   re a d   a n d   u n d e r s ta n d .  T h is   I s   a b o o k   o n ly   a   d o c to r  co u ld   w r ite ,  o n *   w h o   h a s ilance. 

l i t e r a l l y   liv e d   w ith   H itle r,  s tu d ie d   e v e ry  p a r t  of b i s   c h a ra c te r,  w e a k n e s s e s   a n d   v ic e s .  W r itte n h i s   n o n -m e d ic a l,  e a s y -to -re a d   la n g u a g e , B uried  in  Boothill,  Ed  C arter’s 

t h i s   book  m a y   sh o ck   y o u   a s   n o  

o t h e r   book  e v e r  h as I

monument  said. 

 E d   Carter,  Born  J u ly   4,  1844 

F R E E

 Died  October  21st,  1880 

B ead  fo r  10  Days 

 H e  got  his  man

Send  No  Money

i 

T H E   EN D

D o n 't   m i s s   t h i s   g r e a t   o p p o rt u n i t y   o f  re a d in g   t h i s   b e s t s e l l e r .  S ee  f o r   y o u rs e lf  w h y Over  2 0 0 ,0 0 0   co p ie s  of  t h i s  

book  h a v e   a lre a d y   b e e n   s o ld , 

w h y   i t   h a s   ra n k e d   in   t h e   n a ti o n a l   b e s t-s e lle r  l i s t s   o f  t h e N e w  

York  TIM ES  f o r   t h r e e  

s u c c e s s iv e  

w e ek s I 

S en d  

N o 

M o n e y .  ,  . j u s t   y o u r  n a m e   a n d  

a d d r e s s .  W hen  y o u r  copy  o f  “ I  

W A S  H IT L E R 'S   DOCTOR”   a r r i v e s , 

p ay   th e  

p o s tm a n  

o n ly  

9 1 . 9 8   p lu s   p o s ta g e ,  o r  e n c lo s e  

9 3 .0 0   a n d   w e  p ay  p o s ta g e .  I f  
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OUTLAW  LAWMAN  OF 

Free  from  ASTHMA

GLEN  ROSE

If  you  suffer  with  attacks  of  Asthm a  a n d   chok#  and (Continued  From  l ’age  89)

gasp  fo r  breath,  If  restful  sleep  Is  d iffic u lt  because  of tha  struggle  to  brea th e ,  d o n 't  fall  to   sand  a t  onca  to   tha m any  y ears  for  the  trial  of  this  m an  Frontier  Asthma  Com pany  for  a  FREfi  trial  of  tha  FRON

TIER   A S T H M A   M E D IC IN E ,  a  preparation  fo r  te m p o ra ry w h o 's  g o t  tw o  good  wom en  accusing  symptomatic  relief  of  paroxysms  of  Bronchial  Asthma. 

him  from  the  grave.  T h is  is  his  trial,  No  matter  where  you  live  or  whether  you  have  faith  In any  m edicine  under  the  sun,  send  to d a y  fo r  this  free an d   it’ll  take  ju st  one  m inute.” 

tria l.  It  w ill  cost  you  nothing.  

F r o n tie r  A sth m a   Co. 

H e   tu rn ed   a n d   g rabbed  the  silent, 

7 93 -C   F r o n t i e r   BIdflfc 

463  N ia g a r a   St. 

B u ffa lo   1,  N .  1 . 

jitte ry   prisoner  by  the  collar.  "A m os 

alias 

F ro sty  

R obinson," 

he 

said. 

Y ou’re  guilty  o f  being  the  w o rst 

rattlesn ak e  th a t  ever  craw led  out  of  the 

brush.  I  sentence  you  to  be  h an g ed   an d  

M o et 

all 

p la y ln *   card*  are 

m a rk e d

In  

Tell 

a n y   c a rd  

fro m

su sp en d -th e  sentence  on  condition  you 

back. S en d 

$1.00 

cash 

or 

m oney

o rd e r  for 

k ey m a rk s  

for  e ig h t 

d iffe re n t

get  o u t  of  tow n  in  five  m inutes.  I  p ro p o p u la r decks 

w ltii 

eamplete  I n s tru c tio n s . 

No  check*— No  C .O .D .— No  re fu n d s. 

nounce  the  sam e  sentence  on  H en ry  

T H K   T E L L U R IU M   CO. 

Lew is  as  your  accomplice;  if  either  of 

Box  1097-B 

Missoula.  Montana

you  ever  come  back  here,  y o u ’ll  get 

th e   sentence  suspended  an o th er  w a y — 

su sp en d ed   b y   your  dam n  ro tten   neck 

. 

BICE  —  CARDS

. ^ £ U ^ j C i C ! ! L   P e rf e c t 

D i c e , 

T r ic k  

Dice, 

from   th e  closest  m esquite  tree." 

F la ts ,  L oads,  Mtsjrpots 

Capa. 

T r ic k  

C ard s, 

S trip p e rs  

a n a  

N o t  one  of  the  new -fan g led   gas 

R ead ers.  O th e r  G am e  Supplies. 

Bend  D im e  fo r  co m p lete  C a ta buggies  ever  breezed  faster  o u t  of log:. 

G len  R ose  th a n   did  F ro sty   R obinson. 

M ERCU R Y   SPEC IA LT Y  

D e p t.  M  B ox  33 

R ato n ,  N . Mexico

H e n ry   Lewis  w a sn ’t  far  behind  him. 

S ix  m onths  later,  new s  cam e  back 

th a t  th e y ’d  been  cured  of  their  b ad   h a bits  a fte r  th e y ’d  d rifte d   into  A rizo n a T e rrito ry ;  a  posse  h a d   cured  them   w ith 

th e   W e s t's   infallible  m edicine  o f  the 

rope. 

O ld   M a n   B ry an   w as  so  h a p p y   th a t 

 USED 

 <?AC

h e   invited  th e   w hole  tow n  over  to  his 

 m tS S ES   7 —

sto re   for  free  apples  a n d   soda  pop. 

Assorted  materials, 

eolors,  and 

stylo*.  

Sizes 

10  te  20—«   for  *3.45.  Lara or

T H E   E N D

sizes,  0  for  $4.43.  Send  91  depeetl,  bat*

ante  COD,  plus  postage.  Money  back  If 

not  satisfied.  A m y   slothes— work  clothes. 

Write  for 

Free 

Illustrated  Catalog  af 

elothlna  bargains  for  entire  family. 

StJPEB  SALES  CO.  Dept.  NC

1 41-4  W stbbM   S t. 

B ro o k ly n   U ,   S .   X. 

 BEAT  ANY  DICE  GAME

H *re  void  in  your  poekst  .  .  .  When  there’* 

•Urer  In   j m r   bait.   Send 

»  Stamped  Self* 

A ddreited  Enrelope  and  I   ktHI  teil  yon  thins* 

*lKmt  BICE  you  never  knew. 

1*0  POSTAl 

OABBS  AJfSWBBED. 

P rin t  N am e  a n d   A ddress  Plainly. 

J*  P.  STEWART  sox s u ,  Houston,  t r a s

SONG M ITERS ATTEMOS

T K i   amaiing  dem and  fo r  phonograph  raccrd t.  tc c a h  

• r i h d   by  mar*  than  300,009  Sonf-HIt  creating  Juk*> l o n i   warrants  your  immediate  Inreitigatio*,  W*  era offering  tong  poem  writer*  th«  r«r«  opportunity  ef  h a r. 

Ing  quallfiad  com ponri  furnlih  mu»ie  on  perc.ntag®  bss>« 

f o r  any  likely  rtcordlng  material  r.c .lv a d   thts  month. 

* « «  

9#..  lo*_  W 4.  H o lfyw w d   S I  Calif. 
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D O U B LE  A C TIO N   W E S T E R N  

Z

I

R

C

O

N

S

THE  NIGHT  IS  DARK

loos*, 1st 

quality, 

 V u f  

whit*. 

Special: 

•

Zircons  approximate  total  weight  8-kts,  |6.40.  W* 

can  supply  Zircon*  In  *U  sites  and  mountings 

(Continned  F rom   P ag e  S.?)

•11  type*.  Send  order  or  writ*  far  detalli  todaj. 

B.  LOW E,  D e p t  BA 

could  pick his way across  the rockiest 

country when the n ight was ink-black. 

HOLLAND  BLBG.  ST.  LOUIS,  MO. 

He  needed  a  bronc  steady  of  nerve 

BICE  •   CABBS

and  reliable  under  the  saddle. 

i M AGIO  C a rd s —R E A D   T H B  

Therefore his “strin g ” was made up 

P e rf e c t 

Die*, 

M&gio 

Bio* 

BACKS— In k s,  Daub®,  P o k e r  of older,  w iser horses. H e  only needed I  C hip*  Claming  Ldiyou to.  Die*  four  horses  because  he  rode  only  one B o * « , 

C o u n ter 

O  & m  « r , 

P tm o h b o a rd a   W IU T H   F O R   each n ig h t—he  did not change m ounts (JATAXX3Q  TODAT. 

during  a  shift.  Also  his  work  did  not 

K .  0 .  C A RD   CO.,  SSI  So.  W ab a sh   A re .,  C h icag o ,  HI. 

run  a  horse  down  like  circle-riding 

Illustrated Comic Booklets

d id ;  many  times  he  could  get  his  re

Sell  our  IL L U S T R A T E D   COMIC  B O O K L E T S  a n d  O ther  m uda  out  on  grass  and  then  s it  his N O V E L T IE S .  E ach   b ook let  size  4 ^ x 2 % .  W e  w ill sen d 25  assorted  book lets  prepaid  upon  re c e ip t  o f  $1.00  or  bronc  on  a  h ill,  lis te n in g   to   th e   bells 75  assorted  booklets  sent  prepaid  upon  re c e ip t  o f  ft.OO, 

“W holesale  n ov elty   p ric e   list  sent  w ith  o rd e r  on ly .  N o  on  th e   lead-horses  o r  b u n ch -q u itters. 

o rd e rs   sent  C.O.D.  Send  Cash  o r  M oney-order. 

Maybe  twice  a  nig ht  or  so  he’d  ride 

R E P S A C   S A L E S   C O . around  his remuda. 

65  F i f t h   A t ©.,  D e p t .  5 0 - K ,  N e w   Y o r k   3 ,  N ,   X . 

Then,  when  dawn  at  last  came,  he’d 

circle  the  remuda,  bunch  the  broncs. 

RUPTURE-EASER Then  with  the  free-end  of  his  lass-* 

rope  popping  in  the  crisp  air  he’d 

A   strong,  form  flttint,  waihable  iup« 

head  the  cayuses  tow ard  camp  where 

port.  Back  lacing  adjuitable.  Snap* 

tip  In  front. 

Adjustable  leg  strap.  

cowpunchers  were  grum bling  as  they 

Soft,  flat  groin  pad. 

No  steel  or 

leather  bands.  Unexcelled  for comfort.  

crawled  out  of  beds  throw n  on  the 

Also  used  a*  after  operation  support.  

For  meo  or  women.  Mall  orders  give 

hard  soil.  “Here  comes  the  night- 

measure  around  th*  lowest  part  of  th* 

haw k!” 

abdomen. 

Specify  right  or  left  side 

$3ts

or  double- 

Sent  C .O .D .— or 

send 

D ust  would  boil  and  broncs  would 

money  with  order  and  save  postage,  

PIPER  ftRACC  CO. 

run  into  the  rope-corral.  Then  the 

308  to t  12th 

0*1*. DQ-e

K inut  City   $.   M*. 

nighthaw k  would  slam  down,  boot- 

heels  digging.  H e’d  run  the  rope 

across  the  end  of  the  corral  and  pen 

in the  remuda. 

Then  he’d  rip  leather  from   his 

bronc  and  bowleg  over  to  the  cook's 

fire.  ‘‘Movin’  camp  today,  cookie?” 

“Not  today, nighthaw k.” 

“Good.  I ’ll  catch  a  bit  of  shut-eye.” 

The  nighthaw k  would  look  at  the 

horse-jingler.  “ She’s  your  remuda, 

k id ; treat her g o o d !” 

T H E   EN D
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R U ST L E R ’S  BEN D

Reducing  Specialist  says: 

(Continued  From  Page  78)

_

_



L Q S E  

“I  don’t  know,”  Dan  replied  reluctantly.  "H e’ll  live  but  w hether he’ll  be  paralyzed  or  not,  I  can’t 

W E I G H T

say. 

W e’ll 

have 

to 

carry 

him 

and  Morgan  as  far  as  the  Ford,  W e 

where it 

can  get  a  wagon  there.  You  call  up 

shows  most

some  of  the men,  Jim .” 

A fter  that  was  done,  they  turned  to 

R E D U C E

W ild  Bill.  Dan  closed  the  dead  man’s 

" T h a n k s   to   th e  spot

eyes. 

in ch * *    * a ro u n d  

t h a  

m

o s t   a n y  

p a r t   o f

h l p i   a n d   t h r e e   in ch - 

 *  

■

“He  came  through  for  you  at  the 

• s   a ro u n d   th e   w ntat- 

. . 

■ 

■

» ’■  wnarJnc 

f h ©   DO d y   WI7M

end,” he  said. 

M ary  

M a rtin , 

Long 

 •

I* l* n d   C ity ,  N.  Y. 

“He  sure  did,”  Jim   agreed.  “I t ’s 

S P O T   R E D U C E R

like  you  said—there  was  good  stu ff 

in  Bill.  All  it  had  to  do  was  get  to 

• 

m agic  w an d,  the  " S p o t   R e d u c a r"  obeys  yo u r  e v e ry the  surface.” 

Wish. 

Most any  p a rt  of  your  bod y  where 

It  is  loose  and

fla b b y ,  w h era ve r you  have  extra  w eig h t

H alf  an  hour  later,  the  posse  began 

and  inches, 

tha  "S p o t 

R a d u c a r"  can

(aid  you  m  acquiring  a  youthful  slender 

moving  down  the  Bend,  herding  its 

land  graceful  figu re.  Tha  beauty  of  this 

prisoners  and  carrying  the  dead  and 

scientifically  designed  Reducer  is  that 

[the  method  is  so  simple  and  e asy,  the 

wounded.  The  few  miners  who  were 

results  quick,  sura  and  harm less.  N o   ex-

working,  quit  th eir  labors  to  watch 

Brclses  or  strict  diets.  No  steam-bathj, 

rugs  o r  laxatives.  Thousands  have  lost 

‘jv e lg h t  this  w a y — in  hips,  abd om e n,  legs, them  pass.  Jim ’s  thoughts  were  close 

ijarms, 

neck, 

buttocks, 

etc.  The 

same 

to  the  surface.  Corbett  read  them  corhiethod  used  b y   stage,  screen  and  ra d io p erso na litie s  and  leading  re d u c in g   sa-rectly. 

jjons.  The  " S p o t   R e d u c e r"  can  be  used 

|ni  yo u r  spare  tim e,  in  the  p riv a c y   of 

“The  diggings  are  shot,”  he  said. 

y o u r   own  room .  It  breaks  down  fa tty  

“A  lot  of  men  have  pulled  out.” 

tissues,  tones  the  muscles  and  flesh,  and 

|h e   Increased,  awakened  bloo d   c lfc u la - 

"Yeh,  the  camp’s  folding,”  Jim  

{Hon  carries  a w a y  waste  fa t.  T w o   w eeks 

lif t e r   using  the  “ Spot  R e d u c e r" ,  look  !rf agreed.  “A  handful  may  stick  it  out 

(the  m irro r  and  see  a  m ore  g lam orous, 

b it t e r ,  firm e r,  slim m er  fig u re  th at   w ill until  snow  flies.  T h a t’ll  wind  it  up 

R e lig h t   you. 

You | 

for keeps.” 

have  

nothing 

to  :

H IM  

‘M ac # ,  lose 

b ut 

w eight

THERE  WAS  A  crowd  at  Mon Bronx.  N.T., aaye: "I w a n t  fro m  

1 6   f o r   th e  

S p o t   R e -   j

dr*a«  to  •  *!*•  12 

. 

. , 

tero’s  store,  composed  largely  of 

w ith   tha  u s e   of  tha  d u c e r  

IS  S o ld   (

S p o t  R ad u ca r. 

I  »rn 

men  who  were  leaving  the  camp. 

Klad  X  u*«d  I t . ” 

a

Johnnie  was  excited  and  garrulous 

M O N E Y   B A C K   G U A R A N T E E  

w it h    a  1 0 - D A Y   F R E E   T R IA L  

as  usual.  He  supplied  a  wagon  and 

I f   th *  "S p o t   R . d u c r ”   d M *n ’t  do  th *   Z-horses  and  the  posse  moved  on  to 

• M d m   («•  y w   *■   It  t iu   for  rthw *.  If 

 UM 

N „

the  tem porary  bridge  at  Misery 

r w   t e i ’t   IMe  w tlo h t  and  In eh w   where  y o i* . n . y . ,   a * r «   “ I Creek,  where  some  delay  was  un

f e e   w e n t   to  !»>•  It  m o e t  If  yeu 're  npt d r M i / w i w * ? w a 2 * a tM  

100%   d e llih ta d   w ith  th e  resu lts,  yeu r  J l i u£ E  ,kBs*t o ™

avoidable.  I t   didn’t  improve  Morgan’s 

■ M « y   w ill  fee  returned  a t  e n ie . 

•"<*  1 

i t .'*

chances.  There  was  some  irony  in 

the  fact  th at  he  had  ordered  the 

ED EC A ^  

Form ula  Body  M m u i «   Dream   w ill  be

TH EE  ImludHl  Free  with y»ur erder fer th#  “ Spot  Reduter.” 

w recking  of  the  old  bridge. 

MAIL  COUPON  NOW! 

News  of  the  posse’s  coming,  and 

 mmmmmmmmmmmmmmk

what  it  had  accomplished,  ran  ahead 

i   I k s   “ S p o t   f t t d t i c t r "   C « . .   D t p f .   1 3 S  

! 

of  its  arrival.  Otis  Longyear  was 

I   * T 1   B r o a d   S t .,  N . w a r k ,   N e w   J * r i * y (

waiting  on  the  courthouse  steps when 

! 0end  me  a t  ooee,  for  $2  caih,  eh*ck  or  money  orrttr,  the "Spot  |  

i B e d u c e r " 

an d   y our  fam ous  S p e c ia l  F o r m u lt  B o d y   M a m i e   |  

Jim   passed.  He  insisted  on  a  word 

L C reem .  p o s tp a id .  I f   I   am   n o t  1 0 0 %   a a t li f i e d ,  m y  m oney  w ill  b e   •  

w ith  him  at  once.  A fter  bringing  him 

re fu n d e d  

J

up  to  date  on  what  had  happened, 

I

Jim   said,  “I t ’s  all  yours  now,  Otis. 

|  Kama 

.................................................................................................   j

I t   will  take  you  to  Congress  if  you 

play  your  cards  right.  I t ’t  too  bad 

|   i d d r w  

.................................................................................................................  \

Rock  Creek  is  w ithout  a  newspaper.” 

I  

I

“I t ’s  unthinkable!”  O tis  exclaimed. 

1 CUr  ......................... .........State  ...................... J

“The  most  im portant  news  this  town 

j   i s   i   m i I h *   >3.03.  S « * i   tht  S l i s t   8 I »   G«4y  *111111  C k m |   (

|SBs*la  w 

 KeiuMt.  

|

(Continued  On  Fagre  89)
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L E A R N   H O W   T O   U S E  

T O U R

D O U B L E   A C T IO N   W E S T E R N

H ID D E N   P O W E R S

( C o n t i n n e d   F r o m   P e g e   9 6 )

D r a w   th i n g s   t o   you. 

T h o u s a n d *  

h a r e   w on   o v er  o b s ta c le s — U s e   t h e  

ever  had,  and  no  new spaper  to  p rin t 

s y s te m   t h a t   m ay  le a d   to   P o w e r—  

M o n e y — L o v e— S u cce ss. 

Y o u   s e t  

it!  A  newspaper  is  a  necessity !” 

f u l l   in fo rm a tio n   o n ly   5 0c  i n   c o in  

o r  s ta m p s. 

“I t  sure  is,  for  anyone  w ith  po lit

MIND  MASTER.  DPT.  114-B

ical  am bitions,”  Jim   said  w ith  a  th in  

113  W e s t   5 7 th   S t.,  N e w   Y o r k   IS

smile. 

ILLUSTRATED  BOOKLETS  *   XOVELTIES

“I ’ll  see  M essenger  at  once,”  the 

O u r  V E S T   P O C K E T   s e r ie s   o f  IL L U S T R A T E D   C O M IC   B O O K 

D istrict  A ttorney  announced,  ignor

L E T S   a r e   f u l l   of  h u m o r  w ith   IL L U S T R A T I O N S .  T h *   N O V 

E L T I E S   a r e   th e   k in d  

M E N   w a n t  fo r 

E X C IT E M E N T   a n d  

ing  the  dig. “I ’ll  ask  him  fo r  an  order 

A M U S E M E N T .  10  D I F F E R E N T   b o o k le ts   a n d   8  D I F F E R E N T  

enabling  the   E nterprise  to  continue 

n o v e ltie s   a e n t  p r e p a i d   o n   r e c e i p t   0 ?  $ 1 .0 0 .  N o   C .O .D  

o rd e rs  

o r 

ch e ck s 

ac c e p te d , 

W H O L E S A L E  

P R I C E  

L IS T  

i n c lu d e d  

publication  under  the  ju risd ictio n   of 

w ith   o rd e rs   only. 

LIVE  WIRE  NOVELTY  CO.,  Dept.  U-K 

the  c o u r t...  W here  will  I  fin d  you 

 Z 1 Z   C ooper  S ta tio n  

N ew   Y ork  3,  N .  Y. 

in  an  hour?” 

6  DRESSES  $5.00

“ I ’ll  be  at  D an’s  place.  I ’m  going  to 

stick  close  to  it,  too,  u n til  I  know 

$1  D E P O S IT   R E Q U IR E D

how  Oats  is  going  to  fare. 

C le a n e d ,  p re s s e d ,  r e p a i r e d .  S iz e s   12  to   38— 6  f o r   $ 5 .0 0 , S iz e s   40  to   50— 6  f o r  $6 .7 5 .  A s s o rte d   s ty le s   a n d   co lo rs . 

A ll  c lo th in g   d ry   c le a n e d . 

“I ’ll  bring the  o rder  there.  You  can 

L a d ie s '  2 -p ie e o   S u i t s   ..................................... ...................... $ 3 .9 8

persuade  Iris  to  get  the  paper  out, 

L ad ie s’ 

S k i r t s   ............................................................. ,# a c h   75e L a d le s ’ 

J a c k e ts  

................................................................. .. $ 1 . 7 3

can’t  you?” 

R um  m an e . 

15  a s s o rte d  

p iece* 

.....................................1 2 .2 5

Surplus  army  clothes.  All  kinds. 

“I  don’t  know  how  she’ll  feel  about 

S E N D   F O R   F R E E   C A T A L O G  

H E R C U L E S   S A L E S  CO.,  D ep t.  D A A  

it.  I ’m  w illing  to  try .” 

156  H en ry   S t.,  N ew   Y o rk   2,  N .  Y. 

On  the  way  in  to  tow n  O ats  had 

regained  consciousness  several  times. 

B O O K L E T S

A fter  a  few  m inutes  he  alw ays 

The  kind  gro w n u p s  like. 

Each  one  o f  these  booklets 

blacked  out  again,  and  m ercifully  so, 

is  P O C K E T   S IZ E ,  elso  contains  8  IL L U S T R A T IO N S ,  and according  to  Dan.  T he  operation  to 

Is  full  of  fun  and  e ntertainm ent.  12  of  these  Joke booklets,  A L L   D IF F E R E N T ,  shipped  p re p a id   upon  reremove  the  slug  was  not  a m ajor  one. 

c e ip t  of  $1.00. 

o r  24 

B O O K L E T S   A L L   D IF F E R E N T  

shipped  p re p a id   fo r  $2.00,  cash  or  m oney  o rd e r. 

N o  

W hen  the  anasthetic  wore  o ff  and 

ord ers 

sent  C . O . D . 

P rint  name 

and  address 

a n d  

th e redhead opened his  eyes, he found 

m all  to :

T R E A S U R E   N O V E L T Y   C O . ,   D ep t.  27-K 

Jim   at  his  bedside. 

28  C o o p e r  S tation ,  N e w   Y o rk   3 ,  N . Y . 

“How  do  you  feel,  O ats?” 

“I  feel  fine.  W h at  you  w orryin’ 

D R U N K E N N E S S

about?” 

“Dan  was  afraid  th a t  slug  m ight 

leave  you  paralyzed  for  life.  L e t’s 

 DO  YOU  WANT  RELIEF? 

see  you  wiggle  your  toes.”  O ats 

Drunkenness ruins H ealth, H appiness. 

obliged, and  Jim   said,  “I  guess  you’re 

B R EA K  T H E  D R IN K IN G  C Y C L E  

Q U IC K L Y !  U se   A L C O R E M , th e  

all  rig h t.” 

amazing  liquid  th a t  intends  to   p ro m ote  aversion  (dislike)  tow ard  ALL 

“W e  sure  cleaned  ’em  up,  d idn’t 

intoxicating  drinks.  N o t  classed  as 

w e?”  the  red-haired  one  queried, w ith 

a  perm anent  "cure,”   b u t  i t   I S   a 

recognized  m ethod  of  withdraw al  of 

a  grin. 

alcohol. In terru p ts drinking cycle and 

FREE 

causes m any to  tu rn  from liquor. M ay 

PIN K IE S  

“Yeh,  thanks  to  you  and  B i l l .. . 

be taken in SE C R E T . A few  d ro p *  o f 

• Ith    t t i t f   i f   ALCOREM

t h i s   w o n d e rfu l  A LC O R EM   e lim i

Listen,  Oats,  I ’ve  been  here  a  couple 

Special  Form ula  capn a te s  d e sire  f o r  m o re  a lc o h o l. 

hours  and  more.  I  haven’t  seen  Iris. 

sules;  to  help  nervous 

G U A R  A N T EED  P u re and  Effective. 

an d   digestive system . 

A v e rsio n   t r e a t m e n t   is  R E C O G -  

I ’ve  got  some  pressing  business  to 

™  

 a  t 

N IZ E D   BY  M E D IC A L   A U T H O R discuss  w ith  her.” 

I T Y . A L C O R E M   co m es  r e a d y   to   u s e — s im p le   i n s t r u c tions  in clu d ed — N O   B O O K S T O   R E A D  — need  n o t  cause 

“P ressin’,  eh?  I   can  imagine.”  O ats 

excessive  tim e  o u t  from  work  or  social  duties.  One  happy A LC O R EM  user writes: “ PLEA SE S E N D  M E  M O R E  W ONgrinned  broadly. 

D E R F U L   A LC O REM   AT  O N C E  FO R   A  F R IE N D   W HO 

“T h a t  and  som ething  else,”  said 

IS   A  H EA V Y   D R IN K E R .  I  BO U G H T  FR O M   Y OU  B E 

F O R E   A N D   H A D   W O N D E R FU L  R ESU LTS.”   A s  a n Jim .  “Longyear  got  a  court  order  for 

additional help we send  P IN K IE S  (F R E E  w ith  A L C O R E M ) to  h e lp  n e rv o u s  a n d  d ig e stiv e  s y ste m . 

her to go  on  publishing  the  paper.  He 

F R E E   W E IG H T   C H A R T .  Acts  as  guide  in   building  rewas  hei'e  w ith  it  an  hour  ago.  H e’ll form ed drinker  to   proper weight. 

be  back  for  his  answer.  I ’ve  got  to 

SEND  NO  M O N E Y -O R D E R   NOW

see  her.  I ’ll  be  in  again  later.” 

SA T ISFA C TIO N   O R   M O N E Y   BACK,  Send  nam e  and 

■ddresi.  W e  rush  A LC O R EM ,  F R E E   P IN K IE S   st.-d  F R E E  

He  had  been  gone  better  than  half 

W eight  C h art.  M ailed  in  plain  w rapper.  F a y  

osjly

W.SS  s a d   small  C.O .D.  charge. 

an  hour,  when  O tis  walked  in  on  Dan 

TO   SAVE  G .O .D . C H A R G E   SE N D  $4.M   W IT H  O R D E R . 

fo r  the  second  tim e  th a t  m orning. 

“Been  over  there  half  an  hour  and 

,   M I D W E S T   H E A L T H   A I D S   .   d e p t . p -2

n o t  back  y et?”  the  D istrict  A ttorney

 'M li   S O .  D E A R B O R N   S T . 

•  

C H I C A G O   S ,  IL L IN O IS
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' '   '  R U ST L E R ’S  BEND

grumbled.  “I t ’s  almost  noon!  I ’ll  go 

on  over  myself.  Maybe  I  can  say 

TH*  b iggM t  bargain*  w *  have  , v « r   cfftrw L 

Prlnti, 

 m y e m , 

 s H .   A « -

som ething  th a t’ll  swing  her  into 

•arim)  a ty lo   and  » lo rt .  Silt*  10  la   I t , line.” 

10   fat  i t . t J .   U r« o r  tliM   «   H t $ o n »   » f   t h « »   & • » » »   w * r .  w orth   v p   l . 

“Good  heavens,  no !”  Dan  declared 

.  ‘*30 00 wh*o n.w, 3,ihI $1 d«p*s!t, balanc*

emphatically.  “I f   Jim   can’t  persuade 

I CO.D. plus  pQilagt. f m r  

|   S3.93  <h««rfiilly   r tf v n h 4 ' 

her,  you  couldn’t.  I   believe  you’ll  see 

I  If d liM H ifi«d ,o r 

her  back  at  her  desk  in  time  to  get 

[  d lM  M c h o n g td   II d w lrtd , 

out  today’s  edition.  Jim ’s  got  a  good 

 iv y   with  CwiM*n H   of

argum ent.  He  told  me  w hat  he  was 

Attlcd Mail flrlir Cl,, Int., Dept. V. 

going  to  say.” 

U !   atrfetopfctr  A v,.,  fcsaidyn  l i , l >  1

“He  did?”  Otis  echoed  eagerly. 

W A N T E D

“H e’s  going  to  appeal  to  her  pride 

T O   55 

*  SONG  POEMS

in  the  town.  Rock  Creek  is  going  to 

S E T   T O   M U S IC

need  her  more  than  ever  is  she  wants 

Submit  one  or  more  of  your  bast  poem*  ior 

 Jfl  fre#  examination.  Any  subject.  Send  poem  ior to   keep  it  from  going  to  pot.  I f   I 

details  and  information. 

know  her,  th a t’ll  win  her  over.  If  "It 

Phonograph  Records  Made

she agrees to nothing more, she’ll stay   M 

FIVE  STAR  MUSIC  MASTERS

on  until  the  trials  are  concluded  and  *  

680  Beacon  Bldg.  Boston   8,   Mass. 

you’ve  sent  M organ  and  the  rest  of 

them   to  the  pen.  She’ll  want  to  get 

S T O P   T O B A C C O   ’

away,  then,  for  four  to  five  weeks, 

B a n is h   t h e   craving;  f o r   to b a c e o   u and so will  Jim .” 

th o u s a n d s   h a v e   w i t h   T o b a c c o  

R e d e em e r.  W rite  fo r   f r e e   b o o k let 

“T ogether?” 

te llin g  o f in ju r io u s e ffec t o f  to b a c c o an d  or a tr e a tm e n t w h ich  haa r e lie v 

“ Certainly.” 

ed   m a n y   m en. 

S S   Y e a r s   I n   B i i e l n e M  

FREE

“G etting m arried,  eh?” 

319,000  Satliftatf  C iitm ri 
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“W h at’s  so  surprising  about  th a t? ” 

THE  NEW ELL  COMPANY

2M   Clayton Sts.,  St. Lsuis S, Ms, 

Dan  demanded  sharply.  “Young  people  usually  get  m arried  when  th ey ’re as  much  in  love  w ith  each  other  as 

 M E N :  

 TUcd  t*
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D O U B L E  A C T IO N   W E S T E R N

*  

L E S S O N  

I N  

L A R N I N ' 

(Continued  F rom   P age  81)

thought  of  Bull;  h e ’ll  do  aw right  for 

He  finds  Ambrose’s  tail,  and  with  a 

u s.” 

string  ties  it  to  the  c a t’s  stub.  Am

About  noon  Bull  comes  back  for 

brose  stares  at  it  for  a  minute,  then 

more  nourishment.  He  sits  in  the  k itstarts  chasm ’  it  in  a  circle.  Bull  dusts chen  tu ckin’  away  T-bones  when  dioff  his  hands. 

rectly  he  spots  Ambrose.  Ambrose 

“ You  are  doin’  a  very  good  job, 

back-arches  against  his  leg  and  gets 

Bull,”   Cactus  says.  “ I ’ll  see  if  I 

right  friendly. 

cain’t.get you a raise  in wages.” 

“ Now  who  whacked  off  yore  tail, 

Bull  says,  “ I ’m  glad  you  said  that. 

k itty ? ”  Bull  asks  around  a  chunk  of 

Now  I ’ll go  to  the  hotel  and  take  me  a 

steak. 

siesta.  Ambrose,”   he  says,  “ come  on.” 

“ T hat,”   I  says,  “ is  Mr.  T ally’s  idea 

The  two  march  out. 

of  a  joke.  Not  only  that,  but  he  wears 

* 

* 

*

Ambrose’s  tail in  his  hat  and  Ambrose 

w on’t   never  be  happy  ’til  he  gets  his 

Five  minutes later me and Cactus are 

tail  back.” 

standing  by the front  windo'w  when  we 

see  Tally  and  Midge  Talcott  astride 

Bull  doesn’t  say  anything  but  I   can 

two  cayuses  racin ’  for  all  hell  to  get 

tell  his  brain  is  chewin'  away  like  his 

out  of  town.  Cactus  and  me  look  a t 

teeth.  Directly  he  says,  “ Ambrose,  noeach  other. 

body kin insult you th at w ay.” 

“ H e’s  done  done  it,”   Cactus  says; 

I  

hear  the  front  door  bang  open,  “ Bull  is  a tough man.” 

then I hear  Cactus  and  Tally arguin ’.” 

I 

says,  “ Now  we  won’t  need  Bull 

“ F ifty   bucks,  chum p!”   Tally  belanymore. ” 

lowed. 

lie   looks  at  me  as  II  it  was  his  idea. 

Bull  goes  on  eatin ’  his  steak  and 

“ T h at’s  rig h t,”  he  says;  “ I ’ll  tell 

strok in ’  Ambrose’s  arched  back. 

Bull  tomorrow.” 

I 

says,  “ Bull,  you  got  a  client  out 

Before  Cactus  gets  around  to  tellin’ 

there  to  protect.”   I   look  a t  Ambrose. 

Bull,  Luke  McLuke  came  over.  He 

“ And  Ambrose  has  got  a  tail  fer  you 

stands  there  on  the  porch  his  sparrowto  collect.” 

like  face  tw itchin’.  “ Y ou!”   he  says, 

He  belches  and  sighs  as  he  sets  up 

and  th a t’s  all  he  can  say  to  Cactus.  He 

from  the  table.  “ D on’t  disturb  my 

goes away sp u tterin ’.  Later,  other merm eat,”  he  says  and  strolls  into  the chants came  and call Cactus bad names. 

dinnin’  room.  I   follow. 

About  four  o ’clock  Bull  barges  in, 

“ You  heered  my  cousin,”  Bull  tells 

Ambrose  p addin’  along  behind  him. 

Tally. 

Bull  doesn’t  say  hello  or  naw thin’ 

Tally  whirls  around  and  his  face  is 

like  that. 

the  color  of  whip  cream.  “ To  hell 

He says to Cactus,  “ Awright,  chump, 

w ith  yore  relashuns!”   he  bellows. 

fifty   bucks!” 

“ I ’m collectin’ my  wages.”   He  tries to 

Cactus  pleads,  “ You  cain’t  do  th at 

shove Bull to  one  side. 

to  us,  Bull.” 

That  is  too  bad.  Bull  throws  him 

“ F ifty   bucks!”  the  highbinder  says 

every  way  but  up.  "When  he  gets 

unblinkin’. 

through  he  plucks off the sheriff badge, 

Bull  Magone  has  learned  fast. 

pins  it  on  hisself,  then  heaves  Tally 

through  the  Pot  L ikker’s  front  win

THE  END

dow  'fore  me  and  Cactus  can  intrude. 

★  

★

★
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MAKE MOI

and  Build  for  Yourself

PERSONAL  SECURITY

in  a  Steady  Trade  or  a  Small 

New  Practical 

Sound  Business  of  Y o u r  O w n

Up-to-Date  Course! 

P rep are  t o   g o   in to   business 

 w a t c h   a n d   c l o c k   r e p a i r i n g

_  

fo r  yourself  a s   a  locksm ith—or 

learn  locksm ithing  as a   sideline  to  increase y o u r p re sen t e a rn ings.  Here  is  MONEY-MAKING  know ledge fo r c arp en ters,  m e

LEARN AT HOME— IN YOUR SPARE TIME

c h a n i c . .   h a r d w a r e   d e a l e r . ,   g u n s m i t h s ,  c y c l e   S h o p . 

* --

9 --

4-  

* 

-  -

ahopa, 

s e r v i c e   s t a t i o n s ,   m a i n t e n a n c e   m e n ,  e t c .   A n d   c e r t a i n l   ' every now* 

Prep are  now   fo r a   happy  fu tu re  o f  proso w n e r   a n d   h a n d y m a n   w i l l   fin d   I t   p r o f it a b le   to   k n o w   10W  to   tin ke r perity .  security.  Fascinating  high-grade 

In te llig e n tly  w i t h   l o c k s   a n d   k e y s . 

occupation  fo r  m en  of  alm ost  any  age 

5 3   E A S Y   I L L U S T R A T E D   L E S S O N S  

o r  physical  condition.  You  c an   earn  

W r it t e n   b y   a   M a s t e r   L o c k s m i t h .  T e a c h e s   y o u   p r o f e s w hile  you  learn. 

s i o n a l   *‘s e c r e t s . ’ *  H o w   t o   p i c k   l o c k s ,   d e - c o d e ,  m a k e P R A C T IC A L   C O U R S E   IN   H O R O L O G Y   H o w -to - 

m a s t e r k e y s .   I n s t a l l   a n d   s e r v ic e   k e y   s y s t e m s ,   e t c . 

i t   l e s s o n s   f o r   b e g i n n e r s   a s   w e ll   a s   t h o s e S te p - b y - s t e p   d e t a i l e d   I n s t r u c t i o n s   e x p l a i n   a n d   I l l u s a l r e a d y   I n   t h e   t r a d e .   T h o r o u g h   s e l f - i n t r a t e   e v e r y   o p e r a t i o n .   Y o u ’l l   th o r o u g h l y   EN JO Y   t h i s s t r u c t i o n   t r a i n i n g   In   A m e r ic a n   a n d   S w is s i n t e r e s t i n g   w o r k ! F U L L   P R IC E ,  O N L Y   $ 3 .9 5 . 

w a t c h e s ,   c l o c k s .  C o n ta in s   a   w e a l t h   o f L o o k   o v e r   t h i s   u n u s u a l   o n e - v o l-h e l p f u l  

p h o t o s . 

d r e w i n M , 

f t g n p t . 

u m e   c o u r s e   a t   o u r   r i s k .   Y ou 

c h a r t s ,   e t c .   O n ly   $ 4 .9 5   f o r   e v e r y t h i n g , m u s t   b e   d e l i g h t e d — o r   y o u   g e t  

c o m p l e t e .   S a t i s f a c t i o n   o r   r e f u n d   g u a r a n y o u r   d e p o s i t   b a c k   a n d   t h e t e e d .   M a ll  n o - r i s k   c o u p o n   b e lo w . 

s p e c t l o n  w o n ’t  c o s t  y o u  a   p e n n y  I C o m p le te , on ly  $ 3 .9 5 ; n o t h i n g  

m o r e   t o   p a y .  F i l l   i n   t h e   N o-R isk^

S W E D IS H   B O D Y MASSAGE

.  .  .  a n d   m a l l   i t   t o d a y l  

b e   g l a d   y o u   d i d .__________

A   Dignified  Profitable  Profession

A t  hom e,  a t   low   c o s t,  you  can   le a rn   th e   e le m en ts  of  S w ed ish  M assage  an d   H y d r o th e r a p y . 

 orf- £ u f  M a f/ie m a f/c s

M any  qualified   m en  an d   women  e a rn   fine  s a la r ie s in  p riv a te   clu b s ,  In s titu tio n s ,  h o s p ita ls ,  san a to 

COM BINED  WITH

r i u m ,   etc .  Some  go  In to   b u sin ess  fo r  th em selv es p ra c tic in g   e ith e r  f u l l   tim e   o r  s p a re   tim e   and Practice// Mec/tanics S/mp/ified

*'■  good  m oney.  These  ,—   ------------------------„  _

stru c tto n s  

ar e  

s„t r  i c t l y   p ra c tic a l 

and 

u p-to -d a te, 

B e   a   “ m a s t e r   m i n d . ” ’  L

L e

— a r n

----- - h

-   o w   t o

-    j- u g g l e   f i g u r e s , 

Teach es  anat o

o m

m y

y ,  ph y siolo gy ,  d e ta ile d   pro cedure  fo r 

d o   b a fflin g   t r i c k s   w i t h   n u m b e r ■

s .  dA ad  d lon

M g

P  « w

H Hp  a i

— ^  

a  co m plete  j

body  m assag e ,  approved  e x e rcise s,  e tc . 

o f  fig u r e s   t h i s   l i g h tn i n g - q u i c k ,  s h o r t - c u t   w a y .  M u l-  1

 

A lso  In c lu d e i
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1 u si‘n ess  in fo rm a tio n   on  how  to  b u ild
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 steady  practice  o f  1 

E x c e lle n tly   lllu s - 
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X
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 £

a g ram s.  C om plete, o n ly   3 

l l  

1  M oney-back 

g i n e e r s .   O n ly   $ 1 .4 9 . C o u rs e   i n c l u d e s   i l l u s t r a t i o n s , 
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o i

st  ’-

b--

o --

u ’

s  in r. 

g,  th e   law   o n   re a l  e s ta te   tra n sa c tio n s  in-th e   firs t  tim e ,  a r e   5000  geins  o f  w o rld ly   wisdom   on  how -to elu d in g   le g a l  fo rm s ,  e tc .,  sa le

_

sjg _

a _

a s

a^ h

l  ip ,  and  m any  o th e r  s u b jects  a  success-

live   Joyously,  succ essfu lly   .  .  .  how  to   h an d le  p eople,  lwflke fu l  re a l  e s ta te   m an  m u st  k n o |S

w tr i

H c tl

H y   u

W p -to

M -d a

M teI.  C om plete,  only  $ 6 . 9 5 . 

 Kl   m oney,  be  happy .  W ritte n   o u t  o f  actual  experience  by  th e  i M oney-back  g u a ra n te e .  U se  N o -R isk   coupon  below . 

 I 

b e s t  b ra in s   o f  m ankind  .  .  .  d u rin g   th e   p a s t  four IN S U R A N C E   B U S IN E S S . H o w   t o   m a k e   m o n e y   s e l l i n g   l i f e   I n s u r a n c e . 

y ea rs!  T o -th e -p o ln t, workable  in s tru c tio n s   on  the V i r t u a l l y   a   s e l f - t r a i n i n g   c o u r s e   o n   h o w   t o   g e t   s t a r t e d   In   t h i s   p r o f it

art  o f  g e ttin g   ahe ad.  In c lu d e d   a r e   lessons  on  HOW 

a b l e   p r o f e s s i o n ,   h o w   t o   g e t   p r o s p e c t s   t o   b u y   N O W ,  p l u s   p r a c t i c a l   In th e s e   q uotatio n s  in  your  d a lly   li f e .  C om plete, o n ly  $ 1 .0 0 , s t r u c t i o n s   o n   n e a r l y   e v e r y   o t h e r   i m p o r t a n t   p h a s e   o f  l i f e   i n s u r a n c e mm; __ 

p o stp aid .  C heck  “ How  to   G e t  A lon g”   in   coupon  below . 

|

slo n .  All  brs 

m a k i n g   f a c t s   y o u   c a n   t u r n   In t o   q u ic k C I V I L   S E R V IC E
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H O W   T O   R U Y   &   S E L L   O L D   G O L D ,   E T C .   A  n e w   to - t h e -  

p o i n t   T e c h n i c a l   B u ll e ti n   t o   t e a c h   y o u   h o w   t o   m a k e  

|    M A I L   T i l i S   X O - H I S K   C O U P O N   T O O A Y f .U 

m o n e y   d e a l i n g   in   p r e c i o u s   m e t a l s — b r o k e n   J e w e lry , o l d   g o l d ,  s i l v e r ,   p l a t i n u m ,  e t c .   E n o r m o u s   o p p o r t u n i t i e s   f o r   t h o s e   w i t h   e x p e r i e n c e .   O n ly   $ 1 .0 0 . 

N E L S O N - H A L L   C O .,  1 1 3 9   S .  W a b a s h   A v e . ,  D e p t .  J -5 2 . 
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H O W   T O   R U N   A   F A R M .  O f  c o u r s e   y o u   c a n   l e a r n   fr o m P le a s e   r u s h   m e  t h e  p r a c t i c a l  c o u r s e s  I  a m  c h e c k i n g  b e l o w .  E a c h   Is  c o m p l e t e   a n d t   ■ 

e x p e r i e n c e   b u t   w h y   w e a r   y o u r s e lf   d o w n   a n d   s q u a n d e r I  u n d e r s ta n d   t h i s   is   t n e   fu ll  p r i c e .  I f   I   a m   n o t   m o r e   t h a n   s a t i s f i e d   I   w i l l   r e t u r n   ■ 

s e v e r a l   y e a r s   fi n d i n g   o u t   t h e   h a r d   w a y .  I llu s tra te d I  the m aterial and you w ill m ake fu ll Im m ediate refund, w ithout question  or quibble^  , |
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)  H o w   T o   B u y    &   S e ll  O ld  
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G o ld .  E t c .  . . . . . . . . . . ...  1.00  ■
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U|  S h ip   C .O .D .  f o r   9 ................. . 

p l u s - p o s t a

Ho w   to  O rd e r:  In   coupon  to   r ig h t  check  courses  you  w a n t, I 

p rin t  your  nam e  an d   f u l l   ad d re s s ,  th en   m all  coupon.  Send NAME. 

paym ent  w ith   o rd e r  and  w e’ll  p ay  a l l   p o stag e  c h a rg es. 

On  C .O .D . 

I 

s h ip m e n ts  you  p ay   c h a rg es. 

Satisfaction  Guaranteed  or  Your  Money  Back I

H C L S O N - H A L L   C O M P A N Y  

(E s t a b lis h e d   1 9 0 9 )  

3 139  South  W a b a s h  A v e .,  Dept.  J -5 2 ,  C H IC A G O  5 ,  IL L . 
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 NEW  MEDICAL  FORMULA

N e w   2 -W A Y   Treatment 

Acts  in   10 SECONDS 

01  DOUBLE  YOUR  MONEY  BACKl

TODAY, it is old-fashioned to neglect worth in peace of mind cannot be meas

Iskih blem ishes when you can instantly  ured .  T o   be  le ft  o u t  of  th in g s  b ecau s* 

• C O N C E A L   t h e m   fr o m   s ig h t  w ith   t h e f r i e n d s  a n d   a s s o c i a t e s  “c a n ’t  s t a n d  th *  

D o rn o l  tre a tm e n t.  A t  th e   sam e   tim e   you sig h t  of  y o u r  sk in ”  is  in d eed   to  suffer  th e can b e  secu re in th e  know ledge th a t medi* 

to rtu re s  of th e  u n w a n ted  a n d  a v o id e d  N o c a t i o n   is  a c t in g   t o   re m o v e   e x t e r n a l l y Jonger  n eed  p ry in g   ey es  m a k e   yo u   w ince w ith   sh am e  and  m isery.  N ow   b ecau se   o f c a u s e d   p im p le s ,  b la c k h e a d s , a c n e , a n d t h e   w o n d e r f u l  " c o v e r - u p ”  f e a t u r e   o f o th e r sk in   blem ishes. 

D o rn o l  yo u   can  p u t  y o u r  b est  fo o t  fof* 

W h at  D o rn o l’s  "cover-up’ actio n   a lo n e   is w ard  .  .  .  a t once! 

M I C R O S C O P E   S H O W S

W H A T ' S  

B E H I N D   T H O S E   P I M P L E S

T R Y   D O R N O L   -AT  O U R   R I S K

,The  microscope  can’t  He -  and  its  high-powered  lenses  show your  skin  covered  with  dead  cells,  residue  from  the  sweat W e  know  what  th e   Dornol  treatm ent  has  done  for  others, «0 

glands,  and a  quantity of oil  secreted  by  the sebaceous glands. 

we w ant you to  try it a t our risk. A few m inutes a day invested A  most  important  factor  in  skin  disorders  occurs  when  thou* 

h» our  treatm ent  may  yield  more  gratifying  results  than  you sands  of  these  tiny  sebaceous  glands  discharge  more  oil  than the  skin  can  use  for  lubrication.  Unless  special  care  is  given, ev er dared  hope for.  This is what  we say to you. If you are not this oil  film  attracts foreign m atter to  your  skin much as an oil delighted  in every way  by the  improved  condition and  general mop  picks up  dust.  Bacteria and  fungi, tiny particles of clothappearance  of  your  skin  in  just  ten  days,  simply  return  the ing,  bedding,  cosmetics — are  all  external  agents  which  may unused  portion  of  the  2  Dornol  formulas  and  we  will  M a i l infect  your  skin.  See  the  difference  between  a  healthy  and not  only  the  price  you  paid — but  DOUBLE  YOUR  MONEY 

pimply skin in the microscopic reproductions below. The 2-way Dornol  treatm ent  attacks  sick  skin  with  instant  action!  Its SACK! Can anything be fairer than that? You have everythin] 

detergent  penetration  cleanses  the  pores  and  its  clinically to  gain .  . . and we  take all  the risk! 

proved  medication  discourages  oiliness  and  kills  infectious bacteria  which  are  often  associated  with  externally-caused pimples and blackheads. 

Rush  DOUBLE  REFUND  COUPON  Now

■  D O R N O L  PRODUCTS,  IN C .  D ept. 9-DA 

«

f   4257  Katonah  A ve .,  N e w   York  66,  N .  Y . 

|

^   Rush  the  Dornol  Treatm ent  at  once  in plain  wrapper. 

| |

■ 

□   On  delivery  I .will  pay  $1.98  plus  postage  and  g

c . o . a  ttoirtt*.  - 

*

O   Enclosed  find  $2  in  full  payment.  You  pay  alt 

1

 C ross  sec tio n   o f  sic*   s k in  

 Cross section of normal heab 

'V' 

i

 from  /ace   showing  sebaceous 

I   Unless  delighted,  1  may  return  the  unused  portion  of 

■

 th y   skin w ith  sebaceous plug 

 gland plugged with drying oil, 

 m  Dornol  after  10 days and  get  DOUBLE  MY  MONEY 

" 

 waste,  and  bacteria,  forming 

 removed. Dornol tends to keep 

•   BACK. 

 I   ' 

I

 pim ples and blackheads. 

 the  skin  vita l  and  healthy. 

DORNOL  PRODUCTS,  INC.  Dopt.  9 -D A  

.v.  Name 

*****«»#»*•••••••-  ®

4257 Katonah Av«.,  New York 66,  N. Y. 

*   A d d r e s s   ......................................... .......................... .................................... 

®

 9  

C it y f li   2 0 ft * '.. , .   .......................................S t . t . ............. .. 

R

*   e   •   e   *  
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