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THOUSANDS  OF  MEN  AND 

WOMEN  LIKE  YOU  USE  OUR 

CONFIDENTIAL BY MAIL LOAN SERVICE

So much  easier than  calling on  friends  and  relatives  . . .   so much  more businesslike  . . .   to  borrow  the money  you  need  from  fifty-year  old  State  Finance Company  that meets the need  for ready cash  for thousands o f folks all over America! 

Yes—no  matter  where  you  live,  you  can  borrow  any  amount  from  $50.00  to $600.00  entirely  by mail  in complete privacy,  without anyone to  sign or endorse the loan  for you.  Your friends,  neighbors,  family, or even your employer will not know you are applying for a loan.  If you need money fast, rush the coupon below for  FREE  LOAN  IN FO RM A TIO N . 

GET *5 0 - to $6 0 0 -  Quick-Easy-Private

Yov Con Sorrow From 

I f   you  are  over  25  years  o f   age  and  steadily  employed, STATE  FINANCE CO M PA N Y

sim ply  mail  th e cou p o n   below-for  your Loan  Application, Regardless of State Whefe Yoo live

sent to  you in a plain envelope. There is  no o bligation, and you'll  g et  fast action.  You  can get  th e m oney  you  need  to Monthly  payments  arc  made  to  fit  your 

budget  best  You  can  start  paying  six 

help pay  bills, to  buy furniture, to  repair your hom e or car, weeks after the loan is made, and repay in 

to  pay do cto r or hospital bills,  to  pay for a vacation,  a trip, convenient monthly payments out of your 

future  earnings.  The  cost  of  the  loan  is 

or  for schooling,  or  for any  o ther  purpose.  This  m oney  is regulated  by  the  laws of the State of Nehere,  waiting  for  you,  so   rush  this  cou p on   today! 

braska.  For example,  if the loan is  repaid 

ahead  of time,  you  pay only  for the time 

you use the money . . .  not one day longer! 

One  out  of three  applicants  get  cash  on 

 M a il Coupon  for FREE  Loan 

their  signature  only.  Furniture  and  auto 

loans  are also  made.  No  matter  in  which 

state you  live, you  can  borrow from State 

Finance Company in complete confidence. 

Application!! 

CONFIDENTIAL

You’ll agree with thousands of others that this is a 

wonderfully easy way to solve your  money problem. No matter who you are or where you live—  

Complete privacy is assured. No one knows you are applying if  you're  over  25  years  old  and  steadily  emfor a loan.  All details are handled in the privacy of your own home, and entirely by mail. ONLY YOU AND WE KNOW 

ployed— mail  this coupon  now.  Loans  are  made 

ABOUT  IT! 

to men and  women in  all  walks of life and  in all 

kinds  of  jobs— to  factory  and  office  workers, 

Old Reliable Company—MORE 

teachers,  civil  service  employees,  railroad  men, 

THAN 50  YEARS OF  SERVICE! 

and hundreds of others. Get the money you need 

and  get It now.  Rush the coupon. 

 g  

 M

STATE  FINANCE  C O M P A N Y   was  organized  in  1897. 

During  the  past  5 4   years,  we  have  helped  over 

 MAIL  COUPON JOM YJ

1,000,000  men  and  women  in  all 

walks of life. Confidential loans are 

S T A T E   F I N A N C E   C O M P A N Y ,  D e p a rtm e n t  N -7 1  

made  all  over  America,  in  all  48 

3 2 3  Securities  Bldg., O m a h a  2, N ebraska

states.  W e   are  licensed  by  the  Banking  Department  of W ithout obligation rush to  me full details  m  plain envelope  together the  State  of  Nebraska  to  do  business  under  the  Small with th e FREE Loan Application and Loan Papers for my signature, if I  decide to  borrow . 

Loan Law. You’ll  enjoy borrowing this easy, confidential, N a m e...................................................... ...................................................... 

convenient  way  from  this  old,  responsible  company  in A ddress................................ • • • • ...............   ........................................   • •

whom you can place the greatest confidence. 

C ity...............................................................   Stale.................................... 

S T A T E   F I N A N C E   C O M P A N Y

O ccup atio n...........................................................   A g e ............................ 

D e p t .  N - 7 1 ,   3 2 3   S e c u r it i e s   B ld g . ,   O m a h a   2 ,   N e b r a s k a Amount you want to^borrow 

.............. 
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How to pass a genius

flill  o f  u s  ca n ’t   b e   geniuses.  B u t 

a n y  o rd in arily  ta le n te d  m o rta l can 

be a  success—a n d  t h a t ’s m ore th a n  

som e geniuses  are. 

N ow ,  a s  in   ^Esop’s  tirpe,  th e  

race  doesn’t   alw ays  go  to   th e   one 

w ho  p o te n tia lly   is  th e   sw iftest. 

T h e    trained   m an   h as  no  tro u b le  

in   passing  th e   genius  w ho  h a sn ’t  

im p ro v ed   his  ta le n ts. 

I n  good tim es a n d  b a d  tim es, in  

every tech n ical  a n d  business field, 

th e    trained  m a n  is w o rth  a dozen 

u n tra in e d   ones,  no  m a tte r   how 

gifted. 

T h e   In te rn a tio n a l  C o rresp o n d ence  Schools  c a n ’t   m a k e   y ou  in to a   genius.  F o r  m o re  th a n   60  years, 

how ever,  I.  C.  S.  h as  b een   h elp i n g   i t s   s t u d e n t s   t o   b e c o m e tra in ed ,  s u c c e s s fu l  lea d ers— 

a n d   i t   can   d o   th e   sam e  fo r  yo u . 

M a r k   y o u r  special  in te re s t  on 

th e   coupon.  D o n ’t   be  like  th e   u n successful  genius  w ho  w astes  his life in d ream in g  o f w h a t he in te n d s 

t o   do.  A ct  now l

I. C. S.  has  tra in e d

IN T E R N A T IO N A L C O R R E S P O N D E N C E   SCHOOLS

5 , 9 1 8 * 6 9 2  

men  and  women

BOX  3277-H,  SCRANTON  9,  PENNA. 

Without cost or obligation, 

send  me full  particulars  about  the  course B EFO R E which  I  have marked  X: B u s in e s s   C o u r s e s

□   Refrigeration,  Domestic

C o m m u n i c a t i o n s   C o u r s e *

P   Ship Drafting 

p  Ship Fitting

□  Accounting 

□   Advertising □   Refrigeration  &  Air Conditioning

□  Telegraphy 

P   Telephony P   Tool  Designing 

P   Toolmaking

□   Bookkeeping

□  Steam Fitting

E l e c t r i c a l   C o u r s e s

□   Welding— Gas  and  Electric 

□   Business  Administration 

□   A r c h i t e c t u r e

□   Electrical  Drafting

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

P   Business  Correspondence

□  Architectural  Drafting

P  Electrical  Engineering 

P  Electronics

□   B u s in e s s   La w

□   Building Estimating 

P  Electric  Light  and Powef 

P   FM  and  Television  Servicing 

O  Certified  Public  Accounting

P  Contractor's  Building

p  Lighting Technician 

P   Radio,  General 

p   Radio  Operating 

□  Commercial 

□  Cost Accounting

□  House Planning 

P   Power House  Electric 

P   Radio  Servicing

□   Federal  Tax 

□   Foremanship

A r t   C o u r s e s

p  Practical  Electrician 

R a i lr o a d   C o u r s e s  

O  High  School and  College

□   Commercial  Art

P   Practical  Lineman 

P  Car  Inspector  and A ir Brake 

O   Industrial  Supervision

□   Magazine  Illustrating

P   D ie s e l  E n g in e s  

P   Diesel  Locomotive 

□   Motor Traffic

□   Show  Card  and Sign Lettering 

P   Internal  Combustion  Engines 

P   Locomotive Engineer 

□   P ersonnel-Lab or Relations

C h e m i c a l   C o u r s e s

M e c h a n i c a l   C o u r s e s

P   Locomotive  Machinist 

□   Postal  Civil  Service 

□   Retailing □   Chemical Engineering

P   Forging 

P  Foundry Work P   Railroad Section  Foreman 

□   Relaif  Business  Management 

□   Chemistry,  Analytical

P   Heat Treatment of  Metals 

O  Sales  Management

□   Chemistry,  Industrial 

P  Industrial Engineering 

S t a t i o n a r y   E n g i n e e r i n g  

□  Salesmanship 

□   Secretarial P   Food-Plant  Sanitation 

p   Industrial  Instrumentation 

C o u r s e s  

□  Stenography 

□  Traffic  Management

P   Petroleum  Production  { Refining

P   Industrial  Metallurgy

P   Power  Plant  Engineering 

□   A e r o n a u t i c s   C o u r s e s

P   Plastics 

P  Pulp  and  Paper M aking  P  Machine Shop Inspection P   Stationary  Fireman 

□  Aeronautical  Engineer's, Jr. 

P   C i v i l   E n g in e e r i n g  

P  Mechanical  Drafting

P   Stationary Steam  Engineering 

□  Aircraft  Drafting and  Design

p   Highway  Engineering 

p  Mechanical  Engineering

T e x t i l e   C o u r s e s  

□   Aircraft  Mechanic

P   Reading  Structural  Blueprints 

P   Millwrightmg 

P   Mold-toft Work P   Cotton  Manufacturing 

□   Engine  Mechanic

P   Sanitary  Engineering 

P   Patternmaking— Wood, Metal

P   Designing,  Finishing 

□   A i r   C o n d i t i o n i n g  

P   Structural  Drafting 

p   Reading  Shop  Blueprints

P   Loom  Fixing  P   Rayon Manufacturing 

O  Heating

P   Structural Engineering 

p  Sheet-Metal  Drafting

p   Textile Engineering

□   Plumbing 

□   Refrigeration

P   Surveying and  Mapping 

P  Sheet-Metal Worker

□  Woolen  Manufacturing

N a m e _  

_ A g e _

C ity___

-W o rk in g  H o ur$_

Present Posltion_

.E m p lo y e d   b y _

Special  tu itio n   rates to   m embers o f th e  Arm ed  Forces.  Canadian  residents send  coupon to   Inte rn atio n al  Correspondence Schools Canadian, L td .,  M ontreal,  Canada. 
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THE PROSPECTOR

By  VIC  SHAW

ROCKHOUNDS,  get  busy—hit  for 

the  hills  and  tall  tim ber  p ronto  this 

sum m er,  a fte r  snow  is  off  the  m oun

Mr.  Shaw  is  a  well-known  authority  in 

the  fields  o f  mining  and  mineralogy,  

tains  and  the  high  w ater  is  gone  in  the  with  nearly  a  half-century  of  practical creeks.  D ig  up  gold  pans,  prospecting  picks, 

prospecting  behind  him.  and  with  'num

cam p  outfits,  and  beat  it.  P rospecting  isn ’t 

erous  published  works  as  well  as  a  life

dead  vet  bv  a  long  shot.  Let  no  one  tell  you 

time  service  as  consultant  on  ;u : tinem 

matters  to  his  credit. 

different.  B ut  first,  w rite  me  for  reliable 

dope  on  best  areas  to  pick. 

 FI FT BEX  M ’  E S T li K  A'  TALES  is M aybe  y o u ’ve  heard  th a t  hand-w orked 

both  pleased  and  proud  to  add  him  to 

placers  are  gone.  T h a t  the  rich  ore  veins 

its  roster  o f  regular  contributors—and 

hones  the  additional  s e n  ice  Mr.  Shaw 

have  all  been  found.  T h a t  now  only  the 

enables  us  to  perform  for  our  readers 

geophysical  in stru m en ts  can  locate  new  ones. 

wdl  result  in  profit  to  all  concerned — 

F orget  it.  It  is  true  they  help,  but  the  rest 

in  funds,  fun  and  health! 

of  th a t  stuff  applies  to  those  deposits  th a t 

Mr.  Shaw  will  answer  all  queries  gratis 

were  in  plain  sig h t— easiest  to  find.  T he 

—simply  enclose  a  stamped,  self-ad- 

fact  is,  th ere's  plen ty   left  for  the  gravel- 

dressed  return  envelope  with  yonr  let

sifter  and  hard-rock  buster,  who  has  learned 

ter.  Address  all  queries  to   I' I E l '  E E N  

th e  “ know -how ”  and  so  has  the  answers. 

 I I ' E S I  E R .X   I A L E S ,   Popular  Publications.  Inc.,  205  East  42nd  Street,  New I f   you  h a v e n 't  got  it  now,  we'll  give  you  all York  17,  N .  Y. 

you  need— and  for  free. 

Sure,  i t ’s  true  th a t  tw enty  years  ago  exp erts  in  W estern  sta te s  said:  “ T h e re ’re  no hand-placers  le ft.”  Y et  during  the  depresth a t  ores  occur  only  in  ce rtain   kinds  of  rock sion,  when  thousands  were  o u t  for  ju st  bean- 

-—you  m ust  know  th e  kinds,  and  then  be  able 

m oney,  lots  of  good  strik es  were  m ade  by 

to  id en tify   them   a t  sight  in  th e  field,  even experienced  m iners  and  more  rem ain  to  be 

though  colors  m ay  have  been  changed  by 

m ade.  T h e  trick  is  to  know  w here  to  look, 

w eathering  on  surface.  T h is  goes  for  rock 

a fte r  you   sabe  how  and  why. 

w here  gold  veins  occur— as  well  as  m any 

A m ateurs  fail  because  they  d o n ’t  know

 (C on tin ued  on  page  8)
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fren eL   n eg lig ee

Just  imagine  how  exciting,  how  alluring  she  can 

fr e n e b   n ig h tie

look  . . .   in  "O H,  FRENCHY,"  the  thrilling  French She’ll  thrill  you  . . .   she’ll  fill  you  with  the  magic peek-a-boo  lace  Chemise  that  leaves  just  enough 

She’ll  look  bewitching  in  “ NAUGHTY-NAUGHTY," 

of  the  n ig h t . . .   in  this  daring  French-style  midto  the  imagination!  It’s   all  lace  . . .   from dipping-the  French-style  nightie  with  the  zip  and  ze st  of night  black  negligee!  Bew itching  black  lace  and 

dare  neckline  to  bare  slit  hipline,  perky  with  pink the  Can-Can. Alluring peek-a-boo black lace reveals 

net  caress  her enticing  curves.  Shimmering  sheer 

ribbon  rosettes!  Its  elasticized  back  molds  every 

all  her  charms  .  .  .  clinging  sheer  black  rayon 

b la c k   ray on   re v e a ls  a ll  her 

lacy  stitch  of  it  to  her  c u r v e s . . .  and  lets  her c aresses  her  every curve  . . .   and

charms!  Sparkling  diamond-like 

 m

wear  it  straps  off  for  bare-shoul- 

*  - t & c  

that oo-la-la single  shoulder strap 

SQ98

buttons  hug  her  waist.  Give  her 

der  beauty,  l e i   him  know  you 

♦   # 3 0  

'( o l d s   e v e r y t h i n g !   G ive   her 

GO-LA-LA  .  .  .  she 'll  love  you  for 

Y

want  it. You'll  get "OH, FR EN CH Y" 

0H[y 

I  

’NAUGHTY-NAUGHTY"  .  .  .  she ll

ONIY

every  filmy  inch  of  it! 

and  love  every  filmy  inch  of  it. 

love you for every filmy inch of it! 

W IL C O   F A S H IO N S , Dept.  C -7 4 -H  

ORDER  ON  10-DAY  APPROVAL

4 5   East  1 7th  St.,  N e w  Y o r k   3,  N . Y. 

Check Sizes W anted:

Please  send  me  French  Lingerie  I  have  checked.  If  not  entirely 00-La-La— $9.98 

□

□  « D M n » D J i   □ « . 

satisfied,  I'll  return  within  10  days  for  cash  refund. 

Oh, Frenchy-$7.98  □  

□   <h«ck 

□   M.  0 .   « r  □   Cash  •n c lo ictf. 

NAME_________________________________________________

¥ • *   p a y   d«li*«ry  c o m . 

Naughty-Naughty-$9.98 □

O  

C.O.D.  I 'l l   p a y   delivery  c o iti. 

A D D R ES SL

CITY_

_ Z 0 N E _

_STATE_

In Black Only
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T R A C IN G   A  M O T H E R   V E I N

o th e r  com m ercial  ores,  now  priced  so  high 

Q u ery :  I  have  always  been  interested  in

th a t  they  pay  m iners  as  m uch  as  gold. 

prospecting,  hut  so  far  have  panned  only  a 

F irst  p aste  this  in  yo u r  h a t— th e  trouble 

thimbleful  of  gold,  for 

fun,  in  Indiana 

w ith  th e  gold  ores  tod ay   is  th a t  only  the 

(B row n  C ounty). 

very  richest  veins  now  are  w orth  large-scale 

I  know  of  a  location  in  Oregon  that  would 

possibly  pay  my  expenses  on  a  trip  there  from 

developm ent.  O ur  costs of  labor  and  m aterial 

my  home  in  Los  A ngeles.  It  is  a  placer  loca

are   so  high  th e re ’s  no  m argin  of  profit  in  cor

tion,  but  I'd  like  to  take  a  crack  at  its  source. 

p o rate  working  of  low grade  veins,  which 

Since  I  know  nothing  about  hard  rock 

before  1941  alw ays  paid  big  dividends.  B ut 

mining  except  what  I’ve  read,  could  you  give 

me  some  hints  and  practical  methods  o f  trac

while  th e  rich  stuff  is  scarce  as  h e n ’s  teeth , ing  the  gold  to  its  lode?  The  sccond  most 

prices  for  com m ercial  ores  o th e r  th a n   gold 

important  question  is  about  weather  and  ter

are  high  and  m ay  be  higher,  w ith  a  big  de

rain.  The  spot  is  in  Boker  County,  Oregon,  

m and  for  them   due  to  th e  natio n al  shortages. 

in  the  mountains  south  of  Boker  City.  I  want 

to  know  how  far  you  can  drive  into  the  moun

So  the  wise  p rospector  now  h u n ts  these  o th e r tains  with  a  luggage-sized  trailer,  and  if  the 

ores  b u t  alw ays  w ith  a  sh a rp   eye  o u t  for  a mountains  are  too  rough  for  travel  without 

pay-placer,  or  quartz-gold  lode. 

horses.  A lso,  what  is  the  best  month  to  go?  

I  won’t  be  out  o f  the  Army  until  February,  

O ur  W estern  m ining  fields  have  p le n ty   of 

1953,  and  would  like  to  go  that  summer. 

such  ores,  and  U ncle  Sam  is  howling  for 

MAW.  P fc„  U .S.A . 

m ore  to  stockpile,  since  loo  m any  foreign 

sources  are  sh u t  tight.  H e  w ants  all  he  can 

Reply  by  V ictor  Shaw  :  I  like  your  plan 

get  here,  of  copper,  lead,  zinc,  m ercury, 

to  start  with  an  old  placer  deposit,  and  trace 

antim ony,  tin ,  nickel,  chrom ite,  the  tungsten 

“colors”  back  uphill  to  hunt  the  parent  lode 

(vein,  or  maybe  a  series  of  gold-bearing 

ore  of  scheelite  and  especially  several  ores 

seams,  stingers  or  crevices).  And  I  don’t 

of  uranium   oxide,  as  well  as  m an y   non- 

mean  “ixicket  hunting"! 

And  I  happen  to 

m etallics  like  perlite— a  volcanic  glass. 

have  plenty  of  data  on  both  Grant  and 

Baker  Counties  for  many  years  back,  espe

Of  all  these  uranium   ore  is  top of th e  list—  

cially  in  Baker  Co.  along  the  Powder  River. 

m ost  needed,  because  we  still  m u st  im port 

O f  course,  you  must  know  all  that  coun

m ost  of  w hat  we  use  for  our  w ar  an d   indus

try  has  been  prospected  rather  thoroughly 

trial  research  purposes.  T h ere  are  some  120 

from  very  early  days— first  by  small  scale 

radioactive  m inerals,  all  b u t  a  few  ju s t  curios miners  working  surface  placers  by  hand 

methods,  then  by  dredges.  T here’s  also  been 

or  cabinet  specim ens  for  collectors.  P itc h 

some  hydraulicking  done  in  favorable  can- 

blende,  th e  prim ary   ore  richest  in  u ranium  

yon-creeks.  A fter  which  there  was  quite  a 

oxides  is  most  needed  by  our  A tom ic  E nergy 

lot  of  prospecting  for  lode  deposits,  of 

Com mission.  If  you  discover  a  deposit  a c 

quartz-gold  veins  called  "dry  gold  ore”,  and also  for  deposits  o f  complex  ores  carrying 

ceptable  to  th e  A .E.C .,  you  get  a  bonus  of 

silver-galena-copper, 

with  some  associated 

$10,000  in  ad d itio n   to  a  price  of  $3.50  a 

gold.  Even  twenty-five  years  ago  the  pro

pound  for  all  you  produce.  Y ou  get, a   sm all

duction  of  gold  from  placers  was  60%  from 

er  price  an d   no  bonus  for  th e  secondary  ores 

dredges,  ZX/r  hydraulicking  and  less  from of  ca rn o tite ,  to rb ern ite ,  and  ty u y a m u n ite , hand  placers. 

b u t  they  too,  are  extrem ely  profitable  to 

H owever,  5-6  years  ago  a  buddy  o f  mine 

jeeped  into  that  region,  and  found  one  can- 

mine. 

yon-creek  that  had  been  dredged.  H e  panned 

T h e re ’s  still  a  broad  prospecting  field, 

around  it  to  find  that  the  dredge  had  been 

wide  open  and  w aiting.  T h e   ores  m entioned 

pulled  out  when  gravel-values  got  too  low',  

also  that  some  creek  bends  hadn’t  been 

are  widely  sc attered   in  the  U.S.A.,  A laska, 

touched  and  quite  a  lot  of  gold  remained.  I 

C an ad a,  and  C en tral  A m erica,  w here  th e re 

mention  this  to  give  you  a  strong  hint.  Also,  

still  are   virgin  gold  placers,  and  m aybe 

he  did  a  lot  of  prospecting  in  the  Sparta 

uranium ,  for  little  is  know n  of  it.  So,  if  a 

district,  and  had  pretty  fair  r esu lts;  but  so 

far  as  I  recall  he  didn’t  get  up  on  the  North free  h ea lth y   vacation  in  the  hills  calls  you, 

Powder  at  all. 

w ith  its  pure  a ir,  h u n tin g   an d   fishing  and H ow ever,  I  certainly  would  have  taken  a 

no  tim e  clocks,  th e re ’s  still  a , chance  in 

trip  therei,  along  the  east  flanks  o f  the  Blue favorable  areas  to  find  som ething  th a t ’ll 

Mts.  and  maybe  the  head  o f  the  W illow  

Creek  branch  that  hits  the  Powder  near 

be  a  lifetim e  stake. 

Haines,  also  the  head  o f  the  Muddy  and 

A nd  som etim es  if  you  pick  u p   y o u r  end 

L ittle  Muddy  Creeks,  and  surely  at  head  of 

of  yo u r  rainbow ,  th e  o th e r  m ay  n o t  be  too the  main  N orth  Pow der  west  o f  B ulger  H ill. 

far  aw ay. 

 ( Continued  on  page  10)
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YOUR  CHOICE  OF  TWO  GREAT  BOOKS

D E A D   O F   N IC H T   by  Stew art  Sterling 

T H E   M IR A C L E   O F   T H E   B EL L S   by  Russell  Janney (Published  a t  $2.50)

(Published  at  $3.00)

Gil  V ine,  th e   house  d etectiv e  w ith   th e   fa n c ie st  title   In Eddie  C a n to r  s ay s:

th e  b usiness,  is  re a lly   e a rn in g   his  sa la ry   th e se   days. 

“ T H E   M IR A C L E  O F   T H E   B E L L S   is  m ore  th a n   a The  unknow n  b eau ty ,  T eresa  M arino,  is  enough  to book. 

I t ’s  show  b usiness— i t ’s  e n te rta in m e n t— i t ’s cause  a n   epidem ic  o f  loss  o f  sleep  in   h e r  ow n  rig h t; good  A m erican ism .  I  defy  you  to   read   T H E   M IR A C L E 

w hen  h e r  tru e   id en tity   becom es  know n,  i t   is  e v id en t O F   T H E   B E L L S   and  n o t  becom e  a   b e tte r  p e rs o n ." 

th a t  big  th in g s   a re   a t   stak e .  R adio  an d   A d v e rtisin g V .I.P .s   who  m u st  be  han d led   w ith   th e   u tm o st  delicacy K a te   S m ith  say s:

become  involved  in   a n   u n sav o ry   m u rd e r  w hich  c h al

OR “I’ll  guarantee once you’ve read a few pages of THE 

lenges  th e  ta le n ts   both  m e n ta l  and  p hysical  o f  Gil M IR A C L E   O F   T H E   B E L L S  you’ll  be  u n ab le  to   p u t  it V ine  who,  w hile  a   g re a t  re sp ec te r  o f  p erso n s  w a sn ’t dow n  .  .  .  it's   a   love  sto ry ,  first  o f  all  .  .  .  a n   up-m ade  sec u rity   chief  fo r  his  good  looks  alone. 

to -d ate  ta le   of  Hollywood  a n d   m ovies  . . .   a   d ra m a tic , Gil  V in e’s  in v e stig atio n   ra n g e s   o v er  th e   len g th   an d e x citin g   chro n icle  o f  fa ith   in  God. 

b read th   o f  M a n h a tta n ,  w ith   side  tr i p s   to   L ex in g to n , 

“ A  book  w hich  achieves  re m a rk a b le   pow er.  O nce  you K en tu ck y   a n d   L ong  Isla n d ,  to   g a th e r  evidence,  a n d   to pick  i t   up   a n d   becom e  im m ersed  in   its   s to ry   i t   is ro u n d   u p   Buspects. 

alm ost  im possible  to   p u t  i t   dow n.  I   recom m end  t h a t D EA D   O F  N IG H T   is  so p h isticated ,  e x c itin g   a n d   m u ryou  re a d   i t —you  w ill  an y h o w .” 

derous.  A nd  you  g e t  Gil  V ine,  to o ! 

— A lb e rt  E .  Idell,  P h ila d e lp h ia   In q u ire r You  can  have  either  one  of  these  books  for  only  $1.00— over  6 0 %   less  than  the  regular published  price— by  joining  the  M E N ’S  D O L L A R   B O O K   G U IL D . 

DOLLAR  BOOK  GUILD

M E N ’S  D O LLA R   BOOK  C U IL D

• y  

O nly  o ne  d o lla r  w ill  b rin g   you  e ith e r

Suite 2005,  Dept.  D

205  E. 42nd St.,  New York  17, N. Y. 

 *  

one  of  th ese  tr u l y   g r e a t  sto rie s  fo r  m en. 

N o te :  You  a re   n o t  o b lig ated ,  a s   in   th e   case  o f  m an y Enclosed  please  find  ($1.00  □ )  

($2.00  □ > .   Please

book  clubs,  to   bu y   th re e ,  fo u r,  o r  six  a d d itio n a l  books! 

send  me:

T h is  is  a   special  in tro d u c to ry ,  one-tim e  offer,  good 

□   D EAD   OF  N IG H T   (Published  at  $2.50)

on ly   w hile  o u r  lim ited   su p p lies  la st.  A t  no  cost  o r oblig atio n   to   you,  also,  y o u r  n am e  w ill  be  added  to   th e  

□  T H E  M IR A C L E   OF  TH E  BELLS  (Published  at  $3.00) lis t  o f  th e   M E N 'S   D O LL A R   BOOK  G U ILD   a n d   you This  does  not  obligate  me  in  any  way  to  buy  further  books. 

w ill  receive  special  n o tificatio n s  se n t  o u t  on   fo rth co m in g   book  b a rg a in s.  T h is  service  is   e n tire ly   fre e   an d Name  ............................ ......................................... 

w ill  n o t  o b lig a te   you  in   a n y   w ay.  Send  $1.00  fo r  one book  o r  $2.00  fo r  both.  N O W ,  b e fo re   o u r  su p p ly   is Street  and  Number. 

ex h au sted .  F IL L   IN   T H E   C O U P O N   TO D A Y ! 

C it y . . ........... . 

Zone. 

State. 
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 (C ontinue d  f r o m   page  S)

and  cool  nights.  On  account  o f  high  water 

T hose  peaks  in  the  Blue  Range  run  up  to 

ill  streams,  I  think  your  best  tim e  to  get 

8.000  and  9,000  feet,  with  lots  o f  lesser  peaks there  is  middle  or  last  of  April.  The  creeks 

between.  A ll  gold-bearing  creeks  heading  in 

in  mountain  canyons  will  be  bank full  and 

canyons  along  a  high  range  like  that  will 

muddy  before  that,  hard  to  cross  and  im possidrop  the  coarsest  gold  up  near  their  headble  to  work  for  placer  colors. 

waters,  where  the  steep  grade  flattens  off  a 

A ll  that  country  is  mountainous  with  footbit.  That's  where  you’ll  hit  the  heavy  nuggets, hills,  but  there  are  roads  along  all  rivers,  

a lw a y s!  Som e  fairly  coarse  gold  is  washed 

including  the  Powder.  From  Baker  City  the 

along  from  there  too,  big  as  barley  or  wheat,  

Old  Oregon  Trail 

runs  up  the 

Powder 

but  down  on  the  lower  parts  o f  long  rivers 

through  Haines,  and  Telocaset  to  La  Grande,  

all  you  get  will  be  flour-gold  in  m ost  cases. 

where  you  hit  the  State  H ighw ay  that  goes 

And  concerning  lode  gold  in  quartz  veins— 

on  to  Pendleton  on  the  Um atilla  River  and 

in  any  high  mountain  areas,  there  always 

down  it  to  the  Columbia  R ivet  at  the  town 

are  numerous  snow-slides,  that  carry  down 

o f  Um atilla.  And  I  think  this  is  the  best  way everything  in  their  paths,  rocks,  timber,  earth 

to  drive  to  Baker  City  from  Seattle.  Or.  if 

etc..  and  scour  it  all  right  down  to  bedrock 

you  drive  north  from  I..A..  8SS  goes  right 

leaving  it  more  or  less  bare.  T his  often  e x to  Pendleton,  and  you  can  back-track  to poses  brand  new  quartz  veins  never  before 

Baker  from  there. 

seen  by  man.  T he  summer  and  spring  is 

There  are  some  dirt  roads  and /or  trails 

always  a  fine  time  to  search  snow-slide  paths.  

that  leave  highw ays  going  up  canvons  as  far 

I f  you  bear  this  in  mind  it  may  serve  to  locate as  possible.  Then  it’ll  be  a  hike  for  vou,  if 

a  good  gold  vein,  even  if  you  aren’t  lucky 

you  don’t  have  a  saddle  horse  and  pack 

enough  to  trace  your  colors  back  up-creek  to 

mule  or  burro. 

But  that’s  okay,  for  you 

a  parent  vein.  This  is  an  A -l  hint,  and  comes w ill  he  doing  some  keen  prospecting  and 

from  years  o f  experience. 

panning  in  such  nlaces. 

About  panning  up  a  creek  to  find  a  par- 

I f  vou  don’t  .«!V   hard-rock  stuff,  it  won’t 

en t-v ein :  A ll  gold  that  is  washed  downhill 

matter  much,  for  if  you  make  a  strike,  you’ve 

into  a  creek  and  down  it  to  form  a  bedrock 

got  to  come  out  anyway  to  record  a  claim,  

placer,  always  leaves  a  trail  o f  flour-gold 

and  can  then  get  whatever  vou  need  of  w orkor  tiny  grains. 

So  pan  the  gravels  uping  tools.  Also,  you  should  take  saninles  off stream  from  any  placer  workings,  old  or 

your  vein  outcrops  bv  chinning  it  off  with  a 

not,  until  you  come  to  a  point  where  the  c o ltrnd  right  across  the  vein  from  wall  to  wall.  

ors  stop.  It  may  be  only  a  short  distance,  

Make  a  cone  o f  the  fragments,  then  quarter 

or  quite  a  long  way.  Anvhnw  this  tells  you 

it  and  take  one  quarter  to  make  another 

the  vein  isn't  up-creek  any  farther. 

Now',  

cone  and  reneat  until  vou  have  inst  a  handthe  vein  might  cross  the  creek  on  its  bottom, ful.  Place  this  in  a  mortar,  grind  it  to  fine 

so  you  hunt  around  on  creek  bed  at  that 

powder,  place  it  in  a  im p in g   envelope  and 

point.  If  you  don’t  find  a  vein  there,  you 

send  or  mail  it  to  a  reliable  assaver.  in  Pen- 

know  the  colors  had  to  wash  down  on  one 

>n  or  Seattle. 

side  of  the  creek,  or  the  o th e r ;  so  you  pan Meanwhile.  I  suggest  you  get  a  rnn»  of 

along  the  banks  both  sides  till  you  locate  the 

 J-Jandhnok  for  P rospecto r s .  bv  M   W   V  m right  side,  by  getting  the  colors  again. 

Bernewitz.  I  think  von  can  get  it  at  T echni

Then  you  have  to  pan  along  up  the  hillside,  

cal  Rook  Co.,  407  Market  St.,  San  Fram  isco.  

taking  care  you  don’t  go  up  some  gully  or 

I f  they  haven’t  it  you  can  net  it  from  M inershallow  ravine  and  lose  ’em.  If  you  do  lose alogist  Pub.  Co.,  H .  C.  Oake  Editor,  32‘>  

’em.  you’ll  have  to  trench  along  parallel  with 

S  E.  32nd  St..  Portland  15  Oregon.  This 

the  creek,  until  you  pick  ’em  up  again.  Som ebook  covers  outfitting.  nlacering'and  hardrnck where  above  on  that  hill  is  the  vein  from 

prospecting  and  working  of  denosits,  how  to 

which  your  colors  came  and  all  the  gold  that 

u^e  mercury,  how  to  make  and  use  rrwker,  

concentrated  dowti-creek  to  form  the  bedsluice,  and  goldpan.  how  to  retort  amalgam, rock  placer  that  had  been  worked  out.  This 

how  to  stake  a  lodf  or  placer  claim  etc.— 

always  is  the  method  used,  and  if  your  work 

everything  vou  need  to  know 

And  I'll  ex is  careful,  you’ll  not  miss.  If  there  should plain  anything  you  don’t  ii the  on  request, be  a  fork  in  the  creek,  you  pan  both  to  locate l  ots  o f  rattlers  in  that  ret:ion,  so  have  a 

the  proper  one. 

snake  kit  along.  Get  Oregon  mining  laws,  

Fact  is,  you  might  find  plenty  o f  coarse 

also  game  laws.  Get  maps  o f  U.  S.  Forest 

gold  in  the  creek  or  its  bank,  that  was 

Supervisor  at  Pendleton,  and  ask  his  remila- 

dropped  there  when  the  grade  flattened,  so 

tions  for  camping  and  prospecting  in  a  N a the  creek  water  didn’t  have  enough  velocity tional  Forest.  You  can  mine  if.  you  obey 

to  carry  the  heavier  gold.  And  maybe  the 

rules. 

guys  who  worked  the  placer  down  below,  

Best  o f  good  luck  to  you.  Hope  you  make 

never  traced  it  up  to  where  the  coarsest  gold 

a  real  strike. 

alw ays  drops  out  and  is  left  behind. 

The  climate  in  Baker  Co.,  and  the  vari

A  F A S T   S T A R T   T O   K N O W L E D G E

ous  mountains  to  the  west  and  south,  is  like 

most  all  mountain  regions  along  the  Pacific 

Q u e ry :  I  have  no  experience  in  prospectcoast  states.  You  get  snow  in  winter,  with ing,  other  than  from   books.  I  do  have  some 

rain  spring  and  fail,  but  in  B aker  Co.  sumknowledge  of  metallurgy.  Can  you  list  the mers  are  okay,  not  too  hot  daytimes  but  nice

 (Continued  on  page  101)
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 DATE CHANGES 

 A U T O M A T I C A L L Y .,  

 EVERY DA\

TIMES  PLANES! 

' 

TIMES  SPORTS! 

TIMES  AUTOS! 

TIMES  HORSES! 

 O H #

TRY  10  DAYS  A T   OUR  RISK! 

$ 0 9 5  

LIFETIME  BARGAIN! 

You  can  spend  up  to  $50.00  and  not  get  #11  the  quality  features  offered  in  this  Wonder timepiece.  This  is  no  ordinary  watch!  It 's   N E W . . .   DIFF ER E N T . . .  IM PR E SSIV E!  It  gives you  the  correct  time  and  acts  as  a  STOP  WATCH.  A  CHRONOGRAPH,  TELEMETER,  TACHOMETER 

•nd  fully  AUTOMATIC  CALENDAR! 

•   TIM ES  H O R SE  R AC ES

TIM ES  P H O T O G R A P H Y  

• Ju 



„

 * * * * * *   Hand

•   T IM ES  A U T O S

TIM ES  W O R K   O P E R A T IO N S  

•   T IM ES  A IR P L A N E S

T IM ES  LAB  E X P ER IM EN T S 

•   T IM ES  SP O R T S

T IM ES  PULSE  BEATS

Also  measures  DISTANCES  covered  by  planes,  cars,  athletes,  etc.!  Y e s . . .  all  this  and  it's an  AUTOMATIC  CALENDAR  too'  The  dale  pops  up  in  the  tiny  window  every  day!  Easy  to operate  with   2  push-buttons-  One  to  start,  anotner  to  stop  watch.  Everyone  wants  this super  watch!  Students,  soldiers,  aviators,  sailors,  race  fans,  sportsmen,  photographers  and  f ail  men of action! 

 •• - ' - a  

s  

"0iv

BUY  DIRECT-SAVE  YOURSELF  $41.00

Why  spend  up  to  $ 5 0  0 0   for  an  ordinary  looking  watch?  Save  yourself  $ 4 1 0 0   and  enjoy  a GUARANTEED*  Sw iss  watch  that  gives  you  these   25  Quality  features. . .  plus  distinction and  a  GENUINE  FLEX-O-MATIC  B A N D . . .  all  this  for  only

-   of  extra  cost -  a  genuine  FLEX-O-MATIC  band  given  with  your  watch. 

DON'T  SEND  1  PE N N Y -T R Y   AT  OUR  RISK! 

This  band  may  be  purchased  separately  at  $4.9S.  You  don 't  pay  one  red cent  extra!  Only  ONE  watch  sold  to  each  customer  because  supply  is You  t»He  no  chances!  Try  10  days  at  our  risk!  Full  price  back  if  not  THRILLED!  SUPPLY  limited  and  we  want  to  satisfy  as  many  customers  as  possible.  RUSH 

L IM IT ED !  These  watches  are  getting  scarce.  Act  now!  Tomorrow  may  be  too  late!  Don't  COUPON  NOW! 

m iss  this  bargain  of  a  lifetime!  Mail  coupon  NOW! 

U. s. D IA M O N D   H O U SE,  Dept.  I2 4 - X - 2 9 0  

1 2 7   W e s t   3 3 r d   Street,  N e w   Y o rk   1,  N. V. 

R U S H   •  C A L E N D A R . C H R O N O G R A P H   watch  »n  10  D A Y   H O M E   T R I A L   free  of  obllf•- 

tlo n !  I  will  pay  postman  only  J9.59  w hich  In clu de s  a ll  M i t u > .   tax,  alt.  —  N O T   I  C E N T  

M Q R E U   it  not  thrilled  a n d   satltfied  I  w ill  return  watch  w ithin  10  d a ys  fer  complete refund  of  purchase  price! 

( O N L Y   O N E   W A T C H   P E R   C U S T O M E R   S O L O ! > S°.VP« ' < ”  »■>* *•  * 

h a-X -2 5 0

S A V E   M O R E   A N D   G E T   M O R E :   Send  cash  0/  m oney  order  for  J9.00.  Pa ek a te   wl*t I  be  tent  insured  rloht  up  1»  your  dcc’-— at  no  extra  tost  whatsoever.  W e  slye  E X T R A -  

U . S . 

S T   service  on  all  cash  orders.  Sa m e  M O N E Y - B A C K   G U A R A N T E E !   F i i H  in structions

 \V t V<e st

a n d   Service Certificate  given. 

[image: Image 38]

[image: Image 39]

[image: Image 40]

[image: Image 41]

[image: Image 42]

 The  kid  dreamed  an  owlhoot  killing  for  his  lightning  sixes— a 

 dream  that  only  the  law  could  help 

 him  find! 

JIMMY  BARKANN  came  to  Blood- 

run  in  th e   early   eighties.  H e ’d  followed  th e   stag e  from   th e  n earest  tow n, w hich  was  som e  fo rty   m iles  to  the  e a st;  c a n terin g   along  easily  on  a   big,  b lack,  narro w headed,  d ev il-h earted   b ea u ty   of  a  horse,  sitting  a  saddle  as  en c ru sted   w ith  silver  conchas  as  a   C aballero’s  vest,  he  w as  a   h a n d som e  sight.  B u t  he  gave  me  a  cold  th rill  for th e  first  ten  seconds,  because  he  looked 

alm ost  exactly  like  Billy  the  K id. 

I  knew  B illy  fairly   well,  back  in  Lincoln 

C o u n ty   in  th e   d ay s  of-  th e  g rea t  range  w ar. 

And  Billy  had  been  dead  for  years.  Y et  for 

those  few  b re a th s  I  th o u g h t  h e ’d  surely  risen from   his  grave.  .  .  . 

T h is  lad  cam e  riding  into  tow n,  sittin g   his 

big  fancy  saddle  arro g an tly ,  w ith  the  right

“Get  off  that  gotch-eared, 

broom-tailed  jughead  of  a 

lame  jackass  before  I   get 

sore,”  I   said.  .  .  . 
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shoulder  higher  th a n   th e  left,  and  ju s t  a  sugcam e  o u t  in  a  m in u te  w ith  th e   old  sm ith. 

gestion  of  a   slouch  to  his  slim  back. 

H is 

H e  had  a  nice  free-sw inging  style  of strolling, 

face  was  long  and  brow n  and  not  too  w ide; 

as  if  he  d id n ’t  care  w hether  school  kep t  or 

his  eyes  were  gray,  large,  and  d id n ’t  sh ift 

not. 

• 

, 

when  he  looked  a t  you. 

H e  m u st  have 

“ You  know ,”  I  said,  “ I ’ve  got  a  hunch  he 

slapped  the  tra il  d u st  carefully  o u t  o f  his 

isn ’t  q u ite   th e  d esp erate  ch a ra c te r  h e ’s  try o u tfit  ju st  before  he  stru ck   B loodrun,  for ing  to  loo k .” 

his  suit  was  clean  and  black  as  th e  deep -ru n 

“ O h,  now,  A rt,”  said  Bob,  “ you  d o n ’t 

ning  river  below  D u tc h m a n ’s  C rag.  T h ere 

w ant  to  tu rn   your  back  on  th a t  gent.  Look 

was  a  pair  of  black  g au n tlets  th ru s t  into  his a t  w here  he  keeps  his  h a n d s .” 

silver-spangled  belt  and  he  wore  a  jet-black 

“ Show ,”  said  I.  “ H e ’s  p racticed  it  for 

Jo h n   B  tipped  casually  over  one  eyebrow . 

y e a rs.” 

T here  were  sm all,  alm ost  d a in ty   silver  spurs 

“ I ’ll  bet  you  he's  got  a  draw   like  B illy ’s .” 

on  his  d a rk   boots,  and  when  he  tap p ed   the 

W e  c o u ld n ’t  get  aw ay  from  th e  K id, 

m are  w ith  them   sh e ’d  rear  and  prance.  H e 

w atching  this  stra n g e r  come  across  th e  road 

did  it  once  or  twice  in  the  m iddle  of  the 

tow ard  us.  H e  was  a b o u t  eighteen  an d   by 

road,  show ing  off  his  horsem anship. 

th e  powers,  th e   resem blance  was  rem arkable, 

T h a t  broke  th e  spell  for  me,  because  Billy 

“ W e’ll  see,”  I  said. 

th e  K id  would  never  have  done  a  b rag-dance 

“ I ’ll  ju st  bet  we  w ill.”  agreed  Bob  C a n tlike  th a t.  I  relaxed  and  eyed  this  boy  again. 

rell. 

H e  d id n ’t  have  B illy ’s  buck  teeth ,  his  lips 

were  full  and  hap p y ,  and  his  hair,  in stead   of T T E   W E N T   aro u n d   th e  hitching  rail  and 

being  blond  like  the  K id ’s,  was  d a rk   ch est

"  *  up  the  steps  into  the  L ittle   Owl  Saloon, n u t  and  cu t  ra th e r  long. 

B ut  aside  from 

and  we  followed  him ,  Bob  edging  his  belt 

these  few  variances  th e  resem blance  was  rea round  so  his  blue  R ussian  .44  would  be m arkable. 

h an d y .  Bob  was  a  little  m ore  w orried  than 

“ T h e re ’s  a  flaming  h ead ach e,”  said  Bob 

I   was.  I  had  a  feeling  this  boy  w asn ’t  so 

C antrell,  m y  d ep u ty .  “ T h e re ’s  an o th er  piece bad  a fte r  all. 

of  trouble  if  I  ever  seen  o n e,” 

I  am bled  over  and  stuck  m y  foot  on  the 

I  w atched  th e  young  fellow  sidle  his  horse 

rail  beside  the  k id ’s  an d   snapped  m y  fingers 

up  to  the  livery  sta b le  across  th e  stree t  and 

for a  d rink.  Ike  slid  me  a  b o ttle  and  a  couple ease  off  her.  H is  boots  raised  little   puffs  of 

of  glasses. 

red  d u st.  H e  looked  down  and  frowned. 

I  said,  “ D rin k ,  frie n d ? ” 

“ T id y   one,  th a t  r a ttie r,”  said  Bob.  “ D o n ’t H e  turned  halfw ay  around. 

He  had  a 

care  for  our  messy  streets.  I  hope  h e ’s  ju st 

sm ooth  b ea u tifu l  w av  of  m oving,  like  a 

d ro p p in ’  off  for  a  slab  of  pie.” 

p an th er,  and  you  co u ld n 't  tell  ju st  where 

“ I ’ve  got  a  feeling  h e’s  planning  to  sta y   a 

the  m otion  began  or  ended.  I t  was  a  fluid, 

w hile,”  I  said. 

easy,  g u n m a n ’s  action.  I  still  w asn’t  w or

“ So  do  I , ”  said  Bob.  “ Say,  A rt,  d o n ’t  he 

ried  ab o u t  him.  T h a t’s  a  m ovem ent  y o u ’re 

look  like  the  K id ! ” 

born  w ith;  it  do esn ’t  have  to  m ean  danger. 

Bob  C antrell  was  a  sidekick  of  m ine  from 

“ T h a n k s ,”  he  said.  “ I ’m  d r y .” 

aw ay  back. 

H e ’d  been  down  in  Lincoln 

“ D u sty   road  from  F lag g e r,”  I  said,  slosh

C ounty  w ith  me. 

ing  w hisky  into  the  glasses, 

“ You  come 

“ H a s n ’t  got  th e  m o u th ,”  I  answ ered,  “ nor f a r ? ” 

th e  hair.  B ut  h e ’s  th e  sam e  build  and  gen

“ Good  w ays,”  said  he. 

“ P re tty   good 

eral  look.” 

w ay s.” 

“ I   w onder  how  m any  notches  h e ’s  got  cu t 

“ Y ou’re  from  the  E ast,  I  guess,”  I  went 

into  them   p u rty   g u n s? ” 

on. 

T he  boy  wore  two  .44s,  single-action 

“ O rig in ally ,”  he  said  sho rtly ,  looking  at 

Colts  w ith  ivory  grips  th a t  stood  o u t  against 

m e  from  u nder  the  brim   of  th e   big  black 

th e  d ark   slim  thighs  like  th e  A rizona  moon  in S tetson.  “ I  been  o u t  here  a  long  tim e.” 

a  deep  night  sky.  T h e y   were  hung  low  and 

 Y es,   I  said  to  m yself,  all  o f  six  m o n th s,  I ’ll th e  holsters  were  tied  dow n  w ith  raw hide 

 bet. 

strip s  dyed  black.  W hen  he  w alked  his 

“ T h e   b o ttle ,”  growled  Bob  C a n trell,  an d   I fingers  brushed  th e  b u tts ,  back   an d   forth, 

pushed  it  over  to  him .  H e   was  sta n d in g   beback  and  forth.  H e   w ent  into  th e   sta b le  a n d hind  me,  w atching  over  m y  shoulder. 
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BULLETS  W ILD  A T   BLO O DRUN

1! 

“ M y  n am e’s  A rt  S m ith ,”  I  told  th e  young

Bob  C a n trell  said,  “ K eep  yo u r  nose  clean, 

ster.  H e  glanced  at  m y  vest. 

J u n io r,”  and  we  went  o u t  and  sat  down  on 

“ Y ou're  th e  sh e riff.'’

th e   old  d ila p id a ted   chairs  in  front  of  th e  

“ W hy.  yes,  I  work  a t  it  som etim es.  You 

adobe  jail. 

planning  to  light  in  B loodrun  a  w h ile?” 

“ L ordie,”  said  Bob,  “ we  got  a  holy  te rro r 

“ M a y b e .”  H e   picked  up  his  glass  and 

on  our  hands,  A rt.” 

m ade  a  little  courteous  bob  w ith  it  a t  me  axid 

“ Oh,  th u n d e r.  Bob,  h e ’s  no  m ore  gunm an 

d ran k   the  w hisky  oft.  T hen  he  choked  and 

th a n   yo u r  A unt  F annie.  H e ’s  a  kid  from  

coughed  and  turned  his  head  aw ay  to  shake 

New   Y ork,  or  m aybe  Ohio,  come  o u t  to  im it.  H e  h a d n ’t  been  drinking  for  m ore  th a n press  the  bold  bad  b a n d its  of  B loodrun  w ith 

a  few  m onths;  he  w asn't  q u ite  sure  of  him his  superior  coolness  an d   deadliness.  D id n ’t self  w ith  liquor  yet. 

you  see  the  way  he  sw atted  th e  d u st  off  his 

“ W h a t's  your  nam e,  so n ? ”  I  asked  him . 

p a n ts ? ” 

“ Jim m v  B a rk a n n ,'’  he  said,  and  his  fin

“ W ill  you  listen  to  the  P in k erto n   detecki- 

g ertips  ju st  touched  the  grip  of  one  revolver, 

tiv e ,”  yelped  Bob,  lifting  his  h an d s  to  the 

as  if  he  expected  me  to  recognize  the  nam e 

sky  and  alm ost  overbalancing  him self.  “ A in ’t 

and  go  for  my  own  gun.  I  grinned. 

you  never  seen  the  K id  hisself  do  th a t  very 

“ Glad  to  know  y o u ,’’  I  said. 

s tu n t?   T h a t ’s  th e  w orst  kin d ,  them   th a t ’s  so H e  had  an o th er  d rink,  which  he  handled 

careful  how  they  look.” 

b etter  than  his  first;  then  1  told  him .  “ You 

“ I  d o n ’t  kn o w ,”  I  said,  “ there  was  som elook  a  lot  like  a  fellow  I  knew  down  in  L in thin g   ab o u t  th e  wrav   he  did  it.  And  th e  way coln  C o u n ty .” 

he  lets  his  h an d s  dangle  ag ain st  those  w hite 

“ W ho  was  th a t? ” 

hoglegs  of  his— ” 

“ Bov  nam ed  Billy  B onnev.” 

“ Y o u ’re  ju s t  show in’  me  how  bad  he  is, 

Jim m v  B a rk a n n 's  gray  eyes  got  wide  and 

A rt!  H e  d o n ’t  w ant  to  lose  touch  w ith  ’em. 

hard  and  he  let  Out  a  gasp.  "Y o u   knew   Billy H e  could  w hip  them   things  o u t  like  a  greased 

the  K id ? " 

shoat  out  of  a  fu n n el.” 

T hen  I  knew  he  was  no  ra ttle r,  b u t  a   lad 

“ Oh,  hell.  H e's  acting  a  p a rt,  rig h t  to  the 

whose  real  business  in  life  was  hero-w orship 

h ilt.” 

and  play-acting.  1  lost  a n y   tenseness  I  m ay 

“ T ell  me  some  m ore,  M ister  P in k e rto n ,” 

have  had.  and  b u tte d   Bob  in  the  stom ach 

said  Bob  sarcastically.  “ Tell  me  he  a in ’t  got 

with  an  elbow  to  show'  him  he  could  relax. 

r a ttle r ’s  eyes.” 

“ I  knew   him  real  w ell.”  I  said.  “ H e  was 

“ H e ’s  got  clean,  honest  e y e s,'’  I  told  him . 

quite  a  fighter.” 

“ And  th a t  m outh  was  never  stitch ed   onto 

" T h e y   had  to  shoot  him  down  in  the 

his  face  to  show  h ate  or  cruelty.  H e ’s  n o t 

d a rk ,”  said  Jim m y  B arkann. 

used  to  wrhiskv,  and  he  ta lk s  sh o rt  and  q u ie t 

“ It  w asn't  u n fa ir."  I  said,  “ because  he  was because  h e ’s  a  little  scared  som ebody’ll  find 

a  crim inal  and  it  was  plain  suicide  to  face 

out  h e ’s  a  fra u d .” 

him  in  the  lig h t.” 

“ You  m ake  me  sic k ,”  growled  Bob  C a n t

“ Besides,  it  ju st  happened  th a t  w ay ,”  p u t 

rell.  “ B ut  go  ahead,  read  me  some  m ore  of 

in  Bob.  “ T he  m an  th a t  kilt  him  w ould’ve 

them   tea  leaves,  D ad d y .  Tell  me  he  come 

shot  it  o u t  w ith  th e  K id  anyw heres.  It  ju st out  here  to  do  a  spell  of  chuck  line  rid in ’.” 

happened  it  was  in  the  d a rk .” 

“ H e  cam e  out  to  be  a  bad  m a n ,”  I   said, 

“ T h ey   had  to  do  it  in  the  d a rk ,”  repeated 

“ and  h e ’s  frightened  now  th a t  m aybe  h e ’ll 

the  boy  savagely.  “ T h e y   d id n ’t  dare  come 

have  to  be  one,  b u t  w e’ll  see  th a t  he  d o n 't.” 

at  Billv  the  K id  where  he  could  see  ’em .”  H e 

“ I ’ll  lay  you  eight  to  th re e ,”  said  Bob, 

evid en tly   thought  it  had  tak en   a  whole  p la 

“ th a t  if  we  d o n ’t  set  on  him   p erm a n en t  the toon  of  sheriffs  to  nail  th e  desperado. 

I 

first  tim e  he  tw itches  a  gun,  he'll  have  him d id n ’t  set  him  right.  I  paid  for  th e  drinks self  a  p riv a te   B oothill  in  a  m onth,  and 

and  took  my  foot  off  th e  rail. 

m aybe  w e’ll  be  the  first  cu sto m ers.” 

“ I'll  be  seeing  you  a ro u n d ,”  I   said. 

I 

“ You  got  no  faith   in  hum an  n a tu re ,”  I  

m ight  have  m ade  him  a  fath e rly   law -and- 

told  him .  “ Besides  w hich,  y o u ’ve  got  no 

order  speech  ab o u t  w atching  his  com pany 

m ore  eye  for  c h a ra c te r  th a n   a   vinegarroon. 

around  town,  b u t  it  would  only  have  set  him 

W e’ll have no  trouble w ith  Jim m y  B a rk a n n .” 

bristling.  I  th o u g h t  I ’d  w ait  an d   see  w hat W hich  proves  p re tty   well  low  w rong  an 

th e  boy  did  for  a  d ay   or  two. 

old  rooster  can  be  when  h '  decides  to  set
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him self  up  for  an  oracle  on  his  fellow  m an, 

H e  was  of  slim  build,  th e  hands  lean  and 

alm ost  fleshless,  th e  feet  narrow   as  a  g irl’s, 

T J L O O D R U N   in  those  d ay s  was  still  doing 

th e  w aist  so  sm all  I  could  have  spanned  it 

L *   its  best  to  live  up  to  its  nam e.  W e  had 

w ith  m y  two  hands.  H is  h air  was  light  blond 

a  handful  of  fairly   despicable  ch a racters 

and  his  eyes  were  w ashed-out  blue.  H e  was 

driftin g   in  and  o u t  of  th e  tow n  a t  intervals, cold  d e a th   an d   as  clever  as  they  m ake  them . 

w orking  here  and  there  and  g ettin g   into 

H e  m ight  have  piled  up  a  fortune  if  h e ’d 

fights  every  S atu rd a y   as  regularly  as  the 

been  honest,  b u t  his  m ind  was  a  rep tilian  

d ay   cam e  aro u n d .  T h ere  w ere  som e  m iddle- 

th in g ,  full  of  devious  tw istings  and  w ith o u t sized  c a ttle   spreads  near  enough  to  d isa  vestige  of  pity. 

gorge  a  pack  of  w hooping  d ru n k   punchers 

H e ’d  been  settled  in  B loodrun  for  longer 

at  us  once  a  m onth.  T h ere  were  two  or  three 

th a n   I  had .  H e ’d  been  careful  never  to  tread v arm in ts  who were p ro b ab ly  w anted  in  T exas 

too  h ard   or  openly  on  the  toes  of  th e  law, 

or  Old  M exico  for  one  crim e  an d   a n o th e r  if an d   because  o f  th a t  m arvelous  draw   he  could 

we  could  have  found  o u t  w h at  th e ir  right 

afford  to  let  an  enem y  go  for  his  weapon 

nam es  were.  And  th ere  was  one  genuine 

first,  so  it  was  alw ays  self-defense.  W hen  he 

tw en ty -fo u r-c arat  gunm an,  nam ed  or  n ic k m et  me  it  w as,  “ Good  m orning,  Sheriff nam ed  Y avapai. 

S m ith ,”  and  “ A  p le asa n t  day .  S heriff,”  and. 

D u rin g   the  y ea r  Bob  and  I  had  been  striv 

“ H o w ’s  th e  lock  and  key  business,  Sheriff?' 

ing  to  keep  th e  peace  w e’d  had  visits  from 

I  h ated   his  guts. 

o ther 

real 

lowdown 

badm en, 

n atu ra lly . 

I ’d  seen  him   rid  the  town  of  his  com p eti

T h e y ’d  ride  into  tow n,  size  th e  place  up, 

tion  a  dozen  tim es,  and  now  I  suddenly  bemove  into  the  gam bling  hall  and  try   th eir gan  to  w onder  w hat  h e ’d  do  w hen  he  met 

luck,  take  a  few  drin k s  in  th e  L ittle   Owl, 

young  Jim m y   B a rk a n n . 

and  decide  to  rest  a  while.  T h en   w e’d  shove 

T h a t  night  there  was  a  m ob  of  cowpokes 

them   on,  or  try   to ;  and  often   th e y ’d   fight in  from   the  C ircle  JZ .  Bob  C  an tre ll  and  I 

back.  I ’d  had  to  shoot  three  of  th e  cat-eyed 

strolled  out  of  the  office  and  into  the  L ittle 

gentry,  and  Bob  h ad   killed  one.  T h e   others 

Owl  Saloon,  w hich  was,  handily,  next  door. 

either  left  town  or  tangled  w ith  Y avapai, 

W e  h ad   a  d rin k   and  p u t  our  elbows  on  the 

E ith e r  w ay  they  w eren’t  w ith  us  long. 

b a r  behind  us  and  surveyed  the  place. 

Y avapai  took  a  p ro te c to r’s  c u t  of  the 

Y av ap ai  was  sittin g   in  on  th e  poker  game. 

gam bling  hall  w innings,  a  slice  of  th e  p u n ch 

T h e re   were  five  punchers  playing  with  him 

e rs ’  losses  at  the  L ittle   Owl  poker  gam e,  and and  a  lot  m ore  w atching.  At  the  o th e r  end  of und o u b ted ly   a  lot  of  o th e r  b its  and  hauls th e  b ar  stood  Jim m y   B a rk a n n .  W ith  the  exth a t  we  d id n ’t  know  of.  H e  was  a  big  man ception  of  th e   thin  gunner,  he  was  the  only 

in  B loodrun  w ithout  ac tu a lly   ow ning  an y  

m an  in  th e  place  whose  clothes  looked  as  if 

p a r t  of  it,  and  we  c o u ld n ’t  get  a  thin g   on th e y ’d  ever  seen  w ater,  let  alone  soap.  H e 

him   th a t  would  help  us  tak e  him   b y   the 

h ad   his  left  h an d   resting  on  the  b u tt  of  one heels.  Som etim es  Bob  even  suggested  d ebig  Colt. 

spondently  th a t  it  was  a  good  thin g   to   hav e 

I  said  to  m y  d e p u ty ,  “ T h a t  k id ’s  eith er Y avapai  aro u n d ,  since  he  k ep t  th e  tow n 

am bidextrous  or  su ic id a l.” 

cleared  of  o th e r  trig g e r-h ap p y   killers — “L ik e  

“ I  d o n ’t  give  a  w hoop  w hat  his  religion 

 m a kin '  a  pet  of  one  old  r a t,  A rt,  th a t’s  so is,”  said  Bob.  “ I ’m  w a itin ’  to  see  him  and 

 m ean  he  scares  th e   other  rats  a w a y .”   B u t  I Y av ap ai  lock  h o rn s,” 

would  have  given  my  sh irt  and  p an ts  an d   my 

“ M ay b e  they  w on’t , ”  I  said  hopefully. 

left  boot  to  be  able  to  tem p t  Y av ap ai  into 

“ M aybe  it  a in ’t  gonna  snow  on  the  F risco 

pulling  his  gun  on  me. 

P eak s  come  D ec em b e r,”  said  Bob.  "M a y b e N o t  th a t  I ’d  have  lived  to  brag  ab o u t  it,  I m y  m are  w on’t  throw   a  shoe  next  tim e  I  got 

suppose.  H e  had  a  draw   th a t  was  a  sn a k e ’s 

a  fifty-m ile  ride  hom e.”  Bob  fancied  him self 

striking,  a  sw ift  flash  of  lightning,  a  p erfec tas  a  d ry   hum orist. 

ly  co ordinated  swoop  in  w hich  th e  slap  of 

I  d id n ’t  say  an y   m ore.  I ’d  w atch  Jim m y 

le a th e r  was  unh eard   for  the  cra sh   of  th e  .45 

B a rk a n n   for  a  while,  and  then  I ’d  w atch 

in  his  thin  blue-veined  h an d .  H e  wore  one 

Y avapai. 

un,  as  m ost  of  us  did.  I t   w as  slung  ta il  on N o t  too  long  a fte rw a rd s  there  was  some 

is  h ip   a n d   I   never could  figure  how  he  m anso rt  of arg u m e n t  over  th e  cards.  A  couple  of aged  such  a   fast  draw   w ith  th a t  high  holster. 

th e  cow boys  got  loud  a n d   a n g ry   a n d   then
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one  of  them   stood  u p   an d   slapped  o u t  at 

tlem an.  “ I  d id n ’t  need  it,  b u t  th a n k s.  Y ou Y avapai  w ith  th e  flat  of  his  han d .  T h e  g u n like  a  d r in k ? ” 

m an,  of  course,  w asn ’t  th e re  w hen  it  fanned 

“ I  d o n ’t  m in d ,”  said  Jim m y   B a rk a n n ,  and by.  H e  was  a  long  ju m p   back,  looking  like 

his  gray  eyes  were  w hite-rim m ed  saucers  in 

a  snake  th a t  h ad   been  w akened  b y   some 

his  brow n  face.  “ P a t  G a rre tt  th e re  had  you careless  footstep  an d   was  on  th e  ale rt  to  tak e covered.  I   th o u g h t  I  ought  to  throw   in .” 

vengeance. 

“ Y ou  got  a  h e a rt  of  gold ,”  said  Y avapai. 

■'Draw,"  he  said. 

“ Ik e,  give  th e  kid  a  d rin k .” 

“ N ever  m ind,  Y a v a p a i,”  I  told  him .  I   was Jim m y   B a rk a n n   accepted  th e  w hisky  w ith six  y ard s  aw ay  and  I  spoke  norm ally  b u t o u t  tak in g   his  fascinated  gaze  off  the  gu n things  were  so  q u ie t  it  sounded  as  if  I  was m a n ’s  sn ak y   figure. 

shouting. 

Bob  C a n trell  said  to  me,  “ I  th o u g h t  you 

“ D ra w ,”  said  Y av ap ai  again,  w ith o u t  so 

said  he  was  a  fa k e r.” 

m uch  as  a  glance  a t  me. 

“ P lay -ac to r.  T h e r e ’s  a  lo t  of  difference.” 

“ You  draw ,  Y avapai,  and  I ’ll  blow  you  in 

“ H e ’s  got  guts,  to  throw   dow n  on  tw o  of 

tw o,”  said  Bob  loudly,  and  th e   m uzzle  of 

u s.” 

his  blue  R ussian  cam e  poking  out  p ast  my 

“ I   never  said  he  h a d n ’t.  I  said  h e’s  a  nice arm . 

boy  w ith  p le n ty   of  nerve  who  th in k s  h e ’s 

“ Are  you  going  to  d ra w ? ”  asked  Y avapai 

cu t  out  for  a  big  c u tth ro a t,  w hen  he  o ught coldly.  H e  w o u ld n ’t  look  at  us  a t  all. 

b y   rig h ts  to  be  going  to  school  an d   learning 

“ N o ,”  the  pun ch er  said  huskily.  All  th e 

how   to  be  a  decent  citizen.  I t ’s  a   plain  case effects  of  th e  liquor  had  left  him   and  he  was 

of  hero -w o rsh ip .”  1   looked  up  th e   b ar  and 

scared. 

w ent  on  talking.  “ T h a t ’s  th e  first  bad m an  

“ L et  it  d ro p ,”  I   told  th e  gunm an.  I   had 

h e ’s  ever  seen,  an d   h e ’s  all  eaten  up  w ith  a d my  own  S  &  W   pointed  a t  his  stom ach.  “ H e m iratio n .  H e  do esn ’t  realize  th a t  h e ’s  w orth d id n ’t  h it  y o u .” 

a   h u n d red   Y av ap ais  h im self.” 

i ' l l   pistolw hip  you  if  you  d o n ’t  d raw ,” 

“ P u t  aw ay  them   tea  leaves,”  said  m y 

said  Y avapai  evenly. 

d e p u ty .  “ T h a t  gun  fa n n e r’s  as  b ad   as  Y av a

“ Blast  him  if  he  moves,  B o b ,”  I  said.  I 

pai.  Y ou  ou g h ta  retire   and  raise  flowers. 

was  beginning  to  feel  edgy  w ith  th e  strain. 

Y o u ’re  too  old  for  this  business.” 

I  tho u g h t  p erhaps  I ’d  got  Y av ap ai  w here  I 

“ Look  a t  him   gaw k,”  I   said. 

w anted  him   a t  last. 

“ H e ’s  siz in ’  him   u p ,”  Bob  said.  “ H e ’s 

T h en   Jim m v  B a rk a n n ,  down  a t  th e  end 

figurin’  how  fast  can  Y av a p ai  draw .  W e  got 

of  th e  bar,  said  coolly,  “ P u t  your  gun  aw ay, 

a n o th er  corpse  a-com in’.” 

Sheriff,  like  a  good  fellow.”  I   tu rn ed   m y 

“ N o ,”  I  said,  “ I   have  an  idea  th e y ’ll  p a ir head  an d   saw   th a t  h e ’d  throw n  down  on  me 

off  to g e th e r.” 

w ith  b o th   ivory  Colts. 

“ R a ts ,”  said  Bob  disgustedly. 

“ D o n ’t  be  a  ja c k a ss,”  I   told  him. 

“ F air  play,  Sheriff,”  said  he,  an d   he 

grinned.  I  liked  th a t  grin  even  when  it  was 

THE  next  day  I  met  Jimmy  Barkann  in 

fro n t  of  th e  livery  stable.  H e ’d  h a d   his 

spreading  itself  above  th e  d ark   m uzzles  of 

big  wild  m are  o u t  for  exercise.  H e  grinned 

a   pair  of  hoglegs. 

w hen  he  saw   me. 

N obody  said  a n y th in g   for  a  m in u te  and 

“ H ello,  P a t  G a rre tt,”  he  said. 

then  one  of  the  C ircle  JZ   boys  snarled, 

“ M y   n a m e ’s  A rt  S m ith ,”  said  I,  “ if  you 

“ Come  on,  you  cow prods.”  T h ey   all  moved 

can  rem em ber  such  a n   odd  h a n d le .”  P a t 

tow ard  th e  door  an d   Y av ap ai  tu rn e d   on  his G a rre tt  was  th e   sheriff  who  killed  B illy  th e heel  and  w ent  over  to  Jim m y  B a rk a n n .  H e 

K id ,  and  an   old  p a rtn e r  of  m ine.  I t   a p never  even  looked  a t  Bob  an d   me. 

p eared  to  am use  Jim m y   B a rk a n n   to  label  m e H e   stuck  o u t  his  h an d   and  said,  “ M y 

w ith  his  nam e.  I  c o u ld n ’t   help  b u t  ta k e   it n a m e ’s  Y a v a p a i.” 

as  a   k in d   of  com plim ent,  for  I ’d  alw ays  a d 

“ I ’m  Jim m y   B a rk a n n ,”  said  th e  boy,  dro p m ired  old  P a t. 

ping  his  guns  into  th e  black  holsters.  I   was 

“ Y ou  seem  to  fan c y   y ourself  as  P a t, 

looking  closely  a t   him   an d   I   decided  th a t  he th o u g h ,”  he  said.  “ D one  a n y  ja ilin g  la te ly ? ” 

 •was  am bidextrous.  H is  m ovem ents  w ere  as 

“ Y o u ’ve  been  ta lk in g   to  Y a v a p a i,”  I   said. 

easy  a n d   fast  as  th e  gunm an  Y a v a p a i’s. 

“ I   d o n ’t   like  to  see  a   nice  y o u n g ste r  like  you 

“ T h a n k s  for  th e   help,  k id ,”  said  th a t  genm ixed  u p   w ith  th e   scum   of  B lo o d ru n .” 
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“ Y a v a p a i’s  all  r ig h t,”  said  Jim m y  B a ron  his  w ay  to  a  job,  told  us  ab o u t  th e  stage k an n ,  an d   added  n aively:  “ H e  calls  me  the 

ro b b ery   over  on  th e  o th e r  side  of  F lagger. 

K id.  I  like  th a t.  H e  says  I  look  like  Billy 

“ T w o  fellows  did  it.  T h ey   wore  h a n d k e rth e   K id .” 

chief  m asks  and  th e   one  had  a  pair  of  black 

“ H e  was  never  nearer  th a n   seven  m ounhoglegs  strap p e d   low;  they  both  h ad   black ta in   ranges  to  B illy,”  I  said.  “ Besides  w hich, horses  w ith  w hite  blazes on  th e ir  faces.  N ope, 

I   told  you  th a t  m yself.  D o n ’t  get  an y   ideas n obody  h u rt.  T h e y   say   this  one  w ith  the 

y o u ’re  a  rein carn atio n   of  Billy  B onney.  H e 

two  guns,  he  k ep t  ’em  covered  while  his 

c o u ld ’ve  eaten  you  for  b re a k fa st  w ithout 

p a rd n e r  collected.  T h a t’s  som ething  you 

relish .” 

d o n ’t  see  o ften  an y   m ore,  ’bird  h andling  two 

;'I   a in ’t  pro p erly   sta rte d   y e t,”  said  Jim m y th u m b -b u ste rs  a t  a  tim e.  M en  a in 't  w hat B a rk a n n . 

H e  p a tte d   his  C olts  on  their 

th e y   used  to  b e.” 

gleam ing  ivory  grips.  “ Y o u ’re  going  to  hear 

T h e  range  d etec tiv e  moved  on,  and  Bob 

m ore  of  me  and  these  b ark in g   irons.” 

C a n trell  said,  “ T h e re ’s  yo u r  babyfaced  boy 

“ W hy  d o n ’t  you  go  h o m e ?”  I  asked  him 

h ard   a t  w ork,  g ra n d m a .” 

seriously.  “ Y o u ’re  a  nice  little  boy.  W hy 

“ H is  m a re ’s  got  no  b la ze .” 

d o n ’t  you  go  hom e  and  be  a  c re d it  to  your 

Bob  gave  a  sardonic  chuckle.  “ M y  —   I 

d a d d y ? ” 

reckon  th a t  lets  him  off. 

H is  m are  a in ’t 

“ I  d o n ’t  know   why  I  sta n d   th a t  ta lk   from blazed.  N a tu ra lly   n o b o d y ’s  gonna  go  and 

y o u .”  he  said,  le ttin g   his  fingers  ripple  over fake  a  blaze.” 

th e   gun  b u tts .  “ I   guess  I  kind  of  like  you, 

“ A nd  his  guns  are  ivory,  not  b la c k .” 

P a t .” 

“ Oh,  go  p la n t  a  tu lip ,”  Bob  said.  “ You 

“ A rt,”  I  said.  “ Com e  on.  Jim m y ,  get  on 

disgust  me  w ith  yo u r  innocence.” 

yo u r  m are  and  go  back  w here  you  cam e 

L a te r  th a t  m onth  th e re  was  a n o th er  holdfrom .  Ohio,  was  i t ? ” 

up,  this  one  down  to  th e  south.  By  chance 

“ P e n n sy lv a n ia ,”  he  said.  “ H onest  to  Pete, th ere  was  a  fellow  aboard  th e  stage  from  the 

I   d o n ’t  know  why  I  tak e  your  ta lk in ’  like 

C ircle  JZ .  a  pun ch er  w ho'd  been  on  a  spree 

this,  Sheriff.” 

and  lost  his  horse  and  was  com ing  hom e  in 

“ You  like  m e,”  I  said.  “ E very b o d y   likes 

disgrace.  W'e  talked  to  him  in  th e  L ittle 

me.  Good  old  w oollv-w itted  A rt  S m ith.  T he 

Owl. 

gu n m an 's  frie n d .”  I  w ent  over  and  sa t  down 

“ I t   was  Y avapai  and  th a t  sidew inder  K id 

in  front  of  the  jail. 

of  h is,”  th e  p u n ch e r  inform ed  us.  “ I ’d  know Jim m y  B a rk a n n   was  around  town  for 

th a t  fire -eatin ’  black  m are  of  the  K id ’s  a n y abo u t  a  week.  W e  got  together  and  talked  a w here.  H e ’d  p ain ted   a   blaze  on  her  face.” 

good  deal,  and  I  spun  him  som e  y a rn s  ab o u t 

“ U h -h u h ,”  said  Bob  C a n trell.  “ J u s t  so 

th e  K id,  trying  to  show  up  the  w orst  fea

H e a r  th a t,  A rth u r,  old  p etu n ia -c o a x e r? ” 

tu res  of  th a t  deadly  cold  killer.  H e  absorbed 

“ Y ou  sh u t  your  v a p ,”  I  said.  “ W h at  aboul 

it  all  and  begged  for  more.  As  a  reform er  I 

Y a v a p a i’s  h o rse?” 

w as  a  w ashout. 

“ H e  m usta  stole  it. 

I t   w asn't  his  old 

J a n e .” 

E very  day  he  exercised  his  g rea t  black 

“ E very b o d y   can  m ake  a  m ista k e ,”  said  I. 

m are.  E very  d ay   Y avapai  oozed  around  and 

T h e  cow prod  shook  his  head. 

played  up  to  him ,  and  his  g ray   eyes  becam e 

p erm a n en tly   wide  and  w ondering.  H ere  he 

“ N o t  on  the  K id ’s  m are.  T h e re   a in ’t  but w as,  Jim m y  B a rk a n n ,  fresh  from  the  staid  

one  hoss  like  her  this  side  of  the  M ogollon.” 

hills  of  the  E ast,  chum m ing  w ith  fam ous 

H e  sp a t.  “ Besides,  t h a t ’s  a  p air  you  can 

gunm en,  on  equal  term s  w ith  them .  I  got 

sp o t  ten  mile  off  in  a  gale.  You  th in k   I  d o n ’t m ad d er  and  m adder  ab o u t  it.  H e  was  really 

know   Y a v a p a i’s  skinny  h an d s?  And  how 

such  a  fine  boy.  B u t  when  Y avapai  called 

m any  cu rly   wolves  in  this  county  c a rry   two 

him   “ T he  K id ,”  he  fairly  groveled  w ith  glee. 

lead  ch u c k e rs? ” 

H e  was  on  th e  wrong  road  and  traveling 

“ I   ta k e  it  they  were  w h ite -h a n d le d ? ”  I lickety-split. 

said  casually.  T h e   cow poke  blinked. 

T h en   one  afternoon  he  vanished,  w ith  his 

“ N o,  they  was  b la c k .” 

black  horse  and  his  six-guns  and  his  d ea r 

“ Ah,  black.  W ell,  go  on  down  to  th e  JZ , 

friend  Y avapai,  and  we  d id n ’t  see  him   for 

son,  an d   d o n ’t   shoot  off  yo u r  m o u th   too q u ite  a  while. 

freely  a b o u t  it.  Y ou  m ight  be  wrong.  L ike

A  range  d etective,  d riftin g   th ro u g h   tow n

w ise  y o u ’ve  seen  Y av ap ai  in  a c tio n .” 
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■ it  a in ’t  so  m uch  Y a v a p a i,”  said  he.  “ I t's  

“ I  d o n ’t  know   w hat  y o u 're   ta lking  a b o u t,” 

th e  K id.  H e ’s  a  hunk  of  bacon  rind  on  a 

he  said  sullenly.  “ W a tc h   yo u r  step,  P a t. 

hot  skillet  when  it  comes  to  m o v in ’. 

I 

You  d o n ’t  w ant  to  cross  m e.” 

w ou ld n ’t  go  up  against  him   w ith  an  arm y, 

“ Son,”  I  told  him   flatly,  “ if  I  w an t  to 

leastw ays  if  I  was  half  in  my  right  m ind  I 

cross  you  I'll  do  it  ju s t  as  if  you  were  a 

w ouldn’t." 

bridge.  B u t  I  took  a  liking  to  you  when  you 

rode  into  B loodrun  th a t  first  day.  I ’d  sooner 

JIMMY  BARKANN rode into town alone.  see  you  dead  than  tied  up  with  Yavapai.” 

I  was  sittin g   in  front  of  the  jail.  H is 

H e  was  try in g   to  say  som ething.  “ S h u t  up 

black  outfit  was  clean  as  usual  and  th e  siland  liste n ,”  I  said.  “ I ’m  not  through.  I ’ve ver  conchas  of  his  saddle  sparkled  and  shone 

told  you  before,  y o u ’re  a  good  kid.  B u t 

in  the  sun. 

H is  m are  was  dancing  and 

y o u ’ve  got  a  R obin  Hood  com plex,  son, 

sidling,  and  he  sat  her  w ith  th a t  touch  of 

ab o u t  these  gunnys  we  breed  in  th e  W est. 

insolent  sw agger  th a t  to  me  was  ju st  a  little 

I t ’s  all  wrong.  T h e y 're   a  pack  of  o rn ery  

path etic.  H is  grin  was  as  sweet  as  ever. 

snakes  w ith o u t  a  drop  of  real  h e-m a n ’s  blood 

“ H ello,  P at  G a r re tt,"  he  called. 

in  th eir  veins.  T en  of  them   w ouldn’t   m ake 

‘‘A rt,”  I  said.  "A rt  Sm ith.  Com e  and 

one  of  you  when  it  comes  to  tru e   w orth. 

chew  th e  fat  a  w hile." 

T h e y ’re  cow ards.  T h e y   plav  sure  things. 

“ Soon  as  I  get  the  nag  fixed  u p .’’  He 

T hey  know  they  can  draw   a  gun  q uicker 

rode  her  over  to  the  stable  and  slid  off.  He 

than  any  poor  honest  jak e  and  they  b a n k  

handed  (he  reins  to  the  liverym an  who  cam e 

on  th a t.  Y o u ’re  not  th eir  breed,  k id .”  I 

out  and  then  he  strolled  leisurely  across  the 

wished  a t  once  th a t  I  h a d n ’t  called  him  th a t; street. 

“ W h e re ’s  your  right  b o w er?”  he 

he  narrow ed  his  eyes  and  stuck  o u t  his  lower 

asked. 

lip  and  looked  tough.  “ I  tell  you  y o u ’re  not 

“ B o b s  pursuing  the  oppressors  of  the 

the  killer  breed.  I'v e  seen  a  h u n d red   exam widow  and  o r p h a n ,”  I  said.  I  could  be  as ples  of  th e  real  article  and  I  know.  Go  on 

bantering  as  the  next  fellow.  “ Sit  dow n.” 

hom e  to  yo u r  m other,  son.  Be  a  good  b o y .” 

H e  sat,  leaning  the c h a ir  ag ain st  the  adobe, 

“ P a t,”  he  said,  “ you  got  it  all  wrong.  I ’m 

balancing  on  the  back  legs. 

ju st  n a tu ra lly   poison  and  if you  rile  me y o u ’ll 

“ W here  ve  you  b ee n ?”  I  asked  him .  He 

get  all  the  trouble  you  w a n t.” 

gave  me  a  look  and  tipped  his  wide  black 

“ T h e re ’s  a n o th er  place  y o u ’ve  got  it  all John  B  back  on  his  head. 

cro o k ed ,”  I  said  calm ly.  “ You  take  a  real 

O v e r   the  hills  and  far  aw a y ,”  he  said. 

ra ttle r,  like  B illy  th e  K id,  he  w o u ld n ’t  say 

“ M ind  le ttin g   me  see  one  of  yo u r  g u n s ? ” 

a  thing  like  th a t  e v e r.” 

I  asked.  He  slam m ed  his  ch air  down  hard 

“ H e  w ouldn’t ? ”  said  Jim m y   B ark an n , 

on  the  ground  and  was  sta n d in g   in  front  of 

opening  his  g ray   eyes  wide. 

me,  tense  and  w arv,  before  I  could  blink. 

“ H ell,  no.  H e ’d  ju s t  go  ahead  and  m ake 

“ W hat  fo r? ”  he  w hispered.  “ W h a t  are 

the  trouble.  Y ou're  the  one  th a t ’s  got  it  all 

you  figurin’.  S heriff?” 

wrong.  You  c a n 't  be  a  bad  m an,  son.  I t ’s 

“ N o t  a  th in g ,”  I  s a i d /   “ If  it  m akes  you n o t  in  y o u .”  I  sta rte d   to  m ake  a  cig arette. 

any  h appier  you  can  hold  a  bead  on  me  w ith 

“ You  w ant  to  tell  me  ab o u t  those  coach 

the  o ther  one.  I  ju st  w ant  to  look  a t  your 

jo b s ? ” 

g u n .” 

“ I  d o n ’t  savvy  you  a t  a ll,”  said  Jim m y  

H e  thou g h t  it  over  a  m inute  and  then  he 

B a rk a n n .  H e  hitched  up  his  c a rtrid g e  belt said,  “ All  rig h t.  I  reckon  I ’m  ju s t  ju m p y .” 

and  caressed  th e  ivory  C olts.  “ I  guess  y o u ’re 

“ Y ou’ve  h ad   a  tough  m o n th ,”  I  said  sym plum b  loco.” 

pathetically . 

“ You  an d   vour  W estern  w ords,”  I  said. 

I  took  the  ivory-handled  C olt  revolver  and 

“ Y ou’ll  kill  m e.” 

squinted  a t  it.  In   the  finely  engraved  lines 

“ M a y b e  I  w ill,”  he  said. 

of  the  insigne,  w hich  was  a  stallion  w ith  a 

“ Ah,  so n ,”  I  said,  lighting  th e  cigarette, 

spear  in  his  m outh,  I  could  see  g rains  of 

“ d o n ’t  try .  P lease  d o n ’t  try .  Y ou’ve  got  m e . 

black  d u st.  I   picked  some  o u t  w ith  m y 

all  w o rried .” 

th um bnail. 

H e  tu rn ed   aro u n d   an d   w ent  into  th e  L ittle  

“ F o r  such  a  n e a t  cu ss,”  I   said,  “ you  did 

Owl  Saloon.  H e  was  as  puzzled  a  young  one 

a - p r e tty   u n tid y   jo b   o f  cleaning  her.  W h a t as  I ’d  ever  seen.  H e   c o u ld n ’t  u n d ersta n d is  it,  charcoal?  B u rn t  c o rk ? ” 

w hy  he  d id n ’t  shoot  m e  on  the  spot.  Me  had
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him self  thoroughly  confused,  and  he  w asn ’t 

for  calling  her  nam es.  B illy  the  K id ,”  I 

h ap p y   abo u t  it.  M ayze  he  was  even  beginsaid,  eyeing  him   sidew ays,  “ would  have  cut ning  to  d o u b t  the  existence  of  his  own  evil 

me  into  hash  m eat  for  calling   his  horse 

tendencies. 

nam es  like  th a t.” 

H e  dism ounted  slowly  an d   cam e  over  to 

NEXT  morning  I  said  to  Bob  Cantrell,  me.  He  put  his  fingers  on  the  butts  of  his 

“ W atch  out  for  Y avapai.  K eep  him  

C olts  and  took  them   off  again.  H is  hands 

where  you  can  see  him   till  I  get  b a c k .” 

an d   forearm s  were  trem b lin g   as  though  they 

“ W here  you  goin g ?”  asked  m y  dep u ty . 

h ad   a  palsy.  H e  tried   to  draw   his  guns  and 

“ Jim m y  B a rk a n n   exercises  his  m are  over 

he  co u ld n 't  do  it. 

“ P ick  up  yo u r  lead 

by  D u tc h m a n ’s  C ra g ,’’  1  said.  “ I  w an t  a  few th ro w e r.” 

w ords  w ith  him .  See  th a t  you  w atch  Y a v a 

“ C all  it  a  g u n ,”  said  I.  ‘'you  swivel  d u d e .” 

p a i.” 

“ P ick  it  u p .” 

“ I ’ll  throw   my  saddle  on  h im ,”  said  Bob. 

“ Go  to  hell.” 

“ I ’ll  have  th e  so-and-so  broke  by  th e   tim e 

“ Please,  A rt,  pick  up  yo u r  g u n ,”  he 

you  get  b a c k .” 

begged.  H e  w as  alm ost  crying,  and  his  hands 

“ J u s t  d o n ’t  draw   on  h im ,”  I  said.  “ Y ou 

w ould  touch  th e  ivory  C olts  and  draw   back 

a re n ’t  A rt  S m ith,  so n n y .” 

as  if  th e y ’d  been  hot. 

“ I  h ea r  tell  y o u ’re  nam ed  P a t  G arre tt 

“ Go  on,  d ra w ,”  I  said  coldly.  “ W h a t’s 

y o u rself,”  said  Bob.  “ I   w onder  w here  this 

w ro n g ? ” 

fabulous  Sm ith  codger  hangs  o u t? ” 

H e   sta rte d   to  u nbuckle  his  heavy  ca r

I  slung  a   leg  over  m y  ap ple-horn  saddle 

tridge  belt  th a t  held  u p   th e   two  holsters. 

and  lit  out  for  D u tc h m a n ’s  C rag.  I  rode  all H is  lean  face  was  ta u t  an d   his  te eth   had 

slum ped  over,  in  m y  usual  fashion,  an d   for 

ca u g h t  th e  u p p er  lip  and  were  bitin g   hard . 

the  first  tim e  it  occurred  to  me  w hat  a  sad 

H e  was  in  a  fu ry   an d   he  was  scared  a t  the 

picture  I 'd   m ake  beside  Jim m y   B arkann. 

sam e  tim e,  scared  sick  because  he  co u ld n 't 

H is  saddle  style  was  so  carelessly  fine  it  had 

u n d ersta n d   w hy  he  d id n ’t  shoot  me. 

a   touch  of  flam boyance.  M ine  had  a  touch 

I   took  off  m y  Jo h n   B  and  slapped  him  in 

of  som ething  b u t  it  w asn ’t  th a t. 

the  face  w ith  it.  H e  could  have  ducked  b u t 

“ Sloppiness,”  I  said  alau d ,  “ is  likely  the 

he  ju s t  stood  there  and  accepted  th e  blow, 

w ord.”  T h en   I   knew   I  was  tensed  up,  behis  h an d s  w orking  aw ay  a t  the  stu b b o rn cause  I  never  talk  to  m yself  otherw ise. 

buckle  of  his  belt.  T h e   creased-up  h a t  left 

I  found  m y  boy  on  the  top  of  D u tc h m a n ’s 

red  m arks  across  th e  clear  ta n   of  his  cheeks. 

C rag,  rom ping  his  m are  back  an d   fo rth   over 

“ Shoot  me,  K id ,”  I   said,  giving  th e  n ickthe  long  level  stretch   of  ground  th a t  overnam e  plen ty   of  sa tirica l  em phasis. 

looks  th e  river,  a  h u n d red   feet  below.  “ H e l

H e  dropped  th e  belt  w ith  its  p a ra p h e rlo,  P a t,”  he  sang  out. 

nalia. 

“ I ’m  going  to  b eat  the  p a n ts  off 

“ A rt,”  I   said.  I  slid  off  m y  horse  an d  

you,  S heriff,”  he  said. 

trailed   the  reins  to  m ake  him   sta n d . 

I 

“ All  r ig h t,”  I  said,  “ T h a t ’s  th e o ry   num s ta rte d   to  unbuckle  m y  gunbelt. 

ber  one  proved.  Y o u ’re  no  dyed-in-the-w ool 

“ W h a t’re  you  d o in g ?”  asked  Jim m y  B a rgunm an,  son.  I  hope  you  see  th a t  now .” 

k an n ,  tro ttin g   over.  “ W h a t  do  you  w ant 

“ A  guy  c a n ’t  draw   on  an  unarm ed  m a n ,” 

o u t  here,  P a t  G a r r e tt? ” 

he  said  innocently. 

“ P u t  up  yo u r  fists, 

“ I   cam e  o u t  to prove a  couple  of  theories,” 

Sheriff.” 

I   said.  “ G et  off  yo u r  m are,  so n .” 

“ A  real  gunm an  has  as  m uch  p ity   as  a 

“WTh y ? ”  he  w anted  to  know.  I   tu rn ed   on 

gila  m o n ster,”  I   said.  “ Y o u ’re  a   dish  of 

him   and  gave  him   a  h a rd   look. 

m ilk  an d   w ater.  Com e  o n .” 

“ G et  off  th a t  flea-bitten  ow l-headed  whey- 

H e   lashed  o u t  a t  me  w ith  one  solid  fist; 

belly  before  I   pull  you  off  by  th e  sp u rs,”  I 

I   bobbed  m y  head  back  an d   felt  th e  air 

snarled.  H is  face  tu rn ed   w hite. 

swish  by   m y  nose.  “ A re  you  gonna  fig h t? ” 

“Y ou  c a n ’t  ta lk   a b o u t  m y  hoss  like  th a t, he  asked  me. 

Sheriff,”  he  said. 

“ Sure,  so n ,”  I   said.  “ B u t  I  d o u b t  if  you 

“ G et  o ff  t h a t . gotch-eared  broom -tailed 

w ill.” 

ju g h ead   of  a   lam e  ja ck a ss  before  I   get  sore,” 

H e  stru ck   a t   m e  again,  and  th is  tim e  h e 

I - s a id .  I   let  m y   g u n b elt  fall  an d   stepped la n d e d   a   b ea u tifu l  blow   on  m y  ribs.  “ T h a t’s aw ay  from   it.  “ Com e  on,  gunm an,  b la st  m e

th e o ry   n u m b er  tw o,”  I   said,  “ b u t  we  m ay  as
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well  get  on  and  finish  w h at  w e’ve  s ta r te d .” 

honest  fellows  like  m e 

He  t e a t   me  fair 

So  we  went  a t  it.  F or  q u ite  a  while  it 

and  I  th o u g h t  I   ought  to  tel!  h im .” 

felt  as  though  I ’d   been  jum ped  on  by   a 

‘i t   w on’t  do  him   much  good,"  said  Y am ountain  lion. 

I'd   said  good-by  to  m y 

vapai  sho rtly ,  "w here  h e ’s  headed  fo r.’’ 

fortieth  y ea r  some  tim e  before  and  th e  m us

"Y ou  c a n ’t  kill  old  P a t,”  said  th e   boy. 

cles  in  my  arm s  and  legs  had  begun  to  dry 

Y a v a p a i’s  glance  flickered  over  to  him   and 

up  and  lose  th eir  spring,  while  Jim m y   B a rback  to  me. 

kann  was  in  absolutely  flawless  condition. 

“ I   c a n 't  do  nothing  else  b u t.” 

B ut  he  w asn ’t  scientific,  and  he  h a d n 't  th e 

‘‘H e ’s  got  no  g u n .” 

w eight  T  could  put  behind  my  punches. 

‘‘Go  on,  m ake  me  la u g h ,”  said  th e   bad- 

A fter  a  w hile  I  m anaged  to  land  a   good  right 

m an.  “ Tell  me  fu n n y   sto rie s.” 

cross  on  his  jaw   th a t  staggered  him   back. 

“ B u t  you  c a n ’t  shoot  an  un arm ed   m a n .” 

I  followed  it  up  with  a  brisk  series  of  jabs 

“ Y ou  th in k   I ’d  give  this  gristle-heel  a 

in  the  belly  and  when  he  was  folding  gently 

chance  to  get  his  fo rty -fiv e?” 

Y av ap ai 

down  I  gave  him  all  I  had  right  u nder  th e 

laughed  h arsh ly .  “ T h is  is  A rt  S m ith,  K id. 

chin.  F or  a  m inute  or  two,  as  I  knelt  above 

I f  I  gave  him   an  even  b rea k   h e ’d  blow   m y him ,  I  was  afraid  I ’d  b roken  his  neck.  T h en  

head  off.  H e ’s  got  th e  faste st  draw   in  the 

his  gray  eyes  fluttered  open  an d   he  halfc o u n ty .” 

grinned  at  me. 

" T h a n k s ,”  I  said.  “ I  never  knew   you 

"Y ou  got  a  w allop  like  a  wicked  old  m ule, 

were  a fra id   of  me,  Y a v a p a i.” 

P a t,"   he  said. 

“ J u s t  ca u tio u s,”  he  said,  “ ju s t  c a u tio u s.” 

“ I   d o n ’t  w ant  to  press  the  p o in t,”  I  said, 

"Y ou  have  p a n th e r ’s  m eat  in  you,  so n ,”  I  

“ b u t  this  proves  w hat  I  w as  talk in g   ab o u t, told  him.  “ You  learn  a  little   m ore  ab o u t 

so n .” 

boxing  and  y o u ’re  going  to  be  a  te rro r  to  the N ob o d y   said  a n y th in g   for  a   m in u te  and ungodly." 

th e n : 

“ Y a v a p a i,”  said  Jim m y   B a rk a n n , 

H e  felt  his  face.  "Y ou  d id n 't  m ark   me 

“ look  h ere .” 

u p ,"  he  said.  "T h a n k s,  P a t,  old  m a n .” 

‘‘Old  m an ,"  I  repeated.  ‘‘You  sure  m ade 

me  feel  like  one.  Y ou'll  have  a  blue-black 

chin  for  a  couple  of  days  b u t  i t ’ll  fad e.” 

THE  gunman’s  pale  eyes  went  over  to 

" W h a t  was  th a t  theory  nu m b er  tw o ?” 

Jim m y  and  stay ed   there,  su ddenly  su r

‘■That  you  had  the  g u ts  of  a  grizzly,”  I 

prised.  I  tu rn ed   m y  head.  T h e  kid  was 

said.  ' ‘C onsider  it  proved." 

sta n d in g   ab o u t  ten  feet  to  m y  right  a n d   both ivory  C olts  were  aim ed  stra ig h t  a t  Y avapai. 

‘‘Y o u ’re  a  funny  guy,  P a t  G a r re tt,”  he 

“ P u t  your  gun  u p ,”  said  Jim m y   B arkann. 

said,  g etting  to  his  feet. 

‘  A rt  S m ith ,”  T  said  auto m atically . 

“ D o n ’t  p la y   th a t  w ay  w ith  m e,”  said 

Y avapai,  frow ning.  “ I ’m  gonna  d u st  this 

H e  picked  up  his  gun b elt  and  w ound  it 

law dog  fro n t  an d   b a c k .” 

around  his  w aist. 

I  said,  “ W h ere’s  the  stage  coach  loot, 

“ P u t  it  u p ,”  said  th e  boy  steadily. 

Jim m y ? ” 

Y avapai  sw itched  his  gun  m uzzle  slowly 

H e  pursed  his  lips  and  sta re d   a t  m e;  then 

from   me  to  Jim m y   B arkann. 

he  said,  ‘‘U nder  th a t  big  tree  y o n d er.” 

“ T h a t  w on’t  do  you  any  good,”  said  the 

T h en   I  knew  t !d  shown  him   th e w ay  things 

k id,  “ because  by   the  tim e  you  p u t  one  slug 

really  stood  w ith  him . 

in  me  I ’ll  p u t  four  in  you.  Y o u ’ve  seen  me 

I  sta rte d   to  w alk  over  to  th e   cottonw ood 

shoot  m ark,  Y avapai.  P u t  it  u p .” 

tree  and  the  gunm an  Y avapai  step p ed   o u t 

Y av a p ai  h esita te d   for  a  m in u te  and  then, 

from  behind  it  and  rasped,  “ You  dum b  yack, 

by  th e  powers,  he  slid  his  gun  into  its  holster. 

I  m ighta  know n  you  was  y ello w !”  H e  was 

Jim m y   B arkann  had  bluffed  him  down! 

talking  to  Jim m y  B a rk a n n ,  b u t  he  had  his 

“ G et  yo u r  gun,  A rt,”  said  the  youngster 

six-gun  train ed   on  m y  stom ach.  I   h alted  

then.  H e d ropped  his  C olts  into  th eir  leather. 

an d   felt  th e  m uscles  craw ling  up  an d   down 

I   w alked  over  slow ly  tow ard  m y  gunbelt. 

m y  back  like  mice  w ith  cold  toes. 

I   k e p t  w atching  th e  slim  blond  gunm an  an d  

“ I  a in ’t   yellow,  Y av a p ai,”  said  Jim m y  

I  h a d n ’t   tak en   th ree  ste p s  before  h e  did B a rk a n n ,  an d   I   knew   from   his  tone  th a t  he w h at  I ’d   know   he  would.  H e  w ent  for  his 

still  th o u g h t  th e   r a ttle r  w as  a   m an  an d   a gun.  H is  h a n d   was  a   pale  tw inkle  across 

h a lf  when  it  cam e  to  com parisons  w ith  poor

his  side. 
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T h e  revolver  cleared  le ath e r,  b u t  it  never 

ing  for  you.  You  got  yourself  a  tough  re p u ta spoke.  I  heard   Jim m y   B a rk a n n ’s  Colts  s ta rt tio n .” 

to  c h a tte r  in  the  split  second  th a t  Y a v a p a i’s 

“ I  d o n ’t  w ant  to  touch., th e m ,’’  he  said, 

hand  was  flying,  snak e-strik in g ,  to  bring  up 

h an d in g   m e  the  gear.  “ I  d o n 't  w ant  to  touch his  w eapon.  T h e re   was  a  sh arp   double  clap 

them   a g a in .” 

and  then  two  shots  on  the  heels  of  th e  first 

I   took  m y  own  belt  off  and  trad e d   it  to 

p air. 

him  for  his;  he  looked  a t  it  stupidly. 

Y avapai  was  jolted  backw ard  by  th e  te r

“ T h a t  gun  was  given  me  by  P at  G a r re tt,” 

rific  im pact  of  th e  .44  slugs  in  his  chest. 

I  said.  “ N o t  any  fake  joking  P at  G a rre tt, 

Jim m y   B a rk a n n   shot  again,  tw ice,  and 

b u t  th e  real  one.  Jim m y.  I t's   m ade  a  lot  of Y avapai  w hirled  around  and  spraw led  out 

h isto ry   w ith  one  m an  and  an o th er. 

You 

on  the  ground  in  a  tw isted  ragdoll  heap.  I 

sling  th a t  aro u n d   you  for  lu c k .’’

looked  a t  th e   kid.  H is  guns  h ad   been  hol- 

H e   buckled  it  on  w ithout  sp eaking:  then 

stered,  the  sam e  as  Y a v a p a i’s.  H is  draw  

he  asked,  “ W hose  was  it  in  th e  first  place, 

m ust  have  been  su p erh u m an lv   fast. 

A r t ? ’’

“ Y o u ’re  a  w onder,”  I   said.  “ I ’ll  bet  y o u ’ve I   d id n ’t  know   w hether  to  tell  him  or  not. 

got  the  q uickest  draw   in  th e  w orld.”  I  d id n ’t Y ou  c a n 't  subm erge  a  lifetim e  of  w arped 

care  w hat  it  did  to  his  ego,  or  his  gunm an 

hero-w orship  in  one  d irty   gu n m an 's  blood, 

fancies.  W hen  a  m a n ’s  got  a  ta le n t  like  th a t, I   thought. 

y o u ’ve  got  to  adm ire  it  out  loud. 

B ut  then  I  took  the  chance. 

“ I   ought  to  h av e ,”  said  Jim m y  B a rk a n n . 

“ I t   belonged  to  B illy  th e  K id ,”  I  said. 

H is  voice  was  shaking.  “ I   been  p racticing 

Jim m y   B a rk a n n   touched  the  worn  old 

since  I  was  five.”  H e  w ent  over  to  th e 

grips.  “ T ell  me  som ething,  A rt,”  he  said. 

corpse.  “ G lory,”  he  said,  “ I  never  saw  a 

“ W h a t,  so n ? ” 

dead  m an  before,  n o t  up  so  close.  H e  looks 

“ W as  Billy  like  th a t— was  he  like  Y a v a aw ful,  d o n ’t  h e ? ” 

p a i? ” 

“ H e  was  no  raving  b e a u t) 7  to  begin  w ith ,” 

“ I  w on’t  tell  you  a  lie,’’  T  said.  “ H e  was 

I  said. 

ju s t  like  Y avapai.  H e ’d  shoot  a  m an  from 

“ H e  looks  ju st  aw fu l,”  said  the  boy.  “ I 

th e  front  or  from  behind,  w hether  he  was 

couldn’t  let  him  shoot  you,  could  I,  A rt? ” 

arm ed  or  not,  an y   tim e  it  occurred  to  him 

he  asked.  “ Besides,  he  drew   first.” 

to  do  it.  H e  was  no  b e tte r  th a n   a  m ad  dog. 

“ H e  was  going  to  shoot  you  before  he 

H e  was  ju st  like  Y a v a p a i.” 

shot  m e,”  1  said. 

I  w aited. 

“ I  was  arm e d ,”  said  Jim m y  B a rk a n n   in

“ G lo ry ,”  said  Jim m y  B a rk a n n .  H e  looked 

nocently. 

up  a t  me.  “ A n y w ay ,”  he  said,  ‘'y o u 'v e  ca r

“ Y ea h ,”  I  said.  “ You  sham e  me,  son,  you 

ried  it  all  this  while,  h a v e n 't  you?  I ’ll  wear really  do.  You  w ant  to  help  me  dig  up  th a t 

it.  A rt.” 

cash  n o w ?” 

“ P a t,”  I  said  u n com fortably.  “ P a t  G ar

“ S u re,”  he  said.  H e  co u ld n 't  tak e  his  eyes re tt.  I ’ve  got  used  to  it.” 

off  the  dead  gunm an.  “ I ’ll— I'll  be  back  in 

H e  w histled  for  his  m are.  “ If  I  com e  back, 

a  m in u te.”  H e  tu rn ed   and  w ent  into  the 

A rt,”  he  said,  “ a fte r  I  go  hom e  and  all.  do 

woods.  A fter  I ’d  been  g ru bbing  in  the  co ty ou  th in k   vou  m ight  w an t  me  for  your  d ep tonw ood’s  roots  for  a  while  he  cam e  back. 

u t y ? ” 

H e   was  looking  w hite  and  w ashed-out  and 

“ Y o u ’d  m ake  the  best  blam ed  d ep u ty   in 

he  was  carrying  his  belt  w ith  th e  two  ivory 

A m erica,  Jim m y  B a rk a n n ,”  I  said  to  him . 

C olts. 

“ W e  could  clean  up  the  W est  together.  B u t 

“ H e re ,”  he  said  to  me.  “ I   w ant  to  give 

I ’ve  got  me  a  p re tty   good  sidekick  now,  even 

them   to  you,  P a t.” 

if  he  c a n ’t  keep  an  eye  on  some  gents  as. 

“ A rt,”  I  said.  “ W hy,  so n ? ” 

in stru c te d — and  in  a   w ay  I  hope  I  never  see 

“ I ’m  not  going  to  c a rry   ’em  a n y   m ore,” 

you  a g a in .” 

he  stam m ered.  “ I  guess  I ’m  going  hom e  for 

“ I  d o n ’t  k n o w ,”  he  said.  T h e   clear,  g ray a  spell  now,  Sheriff.  I   been  aw ay  a   long 

eyes  looked  levelly  a t  me.  “ I t  all  depends. 

tim e .” 

T h e re ’s  a   lot  of  w ork  to  be  done  on  m y 

“ S u re,”  I   said.  “ B ut  you  d o n ’t  w an t  to 

m o m ’s  farm .  .  .  .  M a y b e  you  w on’t  be  seego  galloping  th ro u g h   this  te rrito ry   w ith o u t ing  me  again,  a fte r  a ll.” 

g uns,  Jim m y .  T oo  m a n y   p unchers  are   la y 

A nd  I   never  did. 
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THERE was no hired wagon master at 

th e  beginning.  Old  A aron  C o u rtn ey  

 crossin’  this dead man’s creek 

led  off,  as  a  m a tte r  of  course,  full  of 

 — or  I'in  crossin’   J o r d a n J o n n y  

y ears  an d   d ig n ity   as  head  of  the  fam ily,  rid ing  his  spring  wagon  behind  the  two  m atched 

 swore.    “Either  way,  I’ll  come  «~  bay  mares. 

 sJiootin’!%

T h e   C o u rtn e y   tra in   was  a  fam ily  train  

I

Old  A aron  and  his  w ife;  his  two  sons  and 

th e ir  wives  an d   fam ilies;  th e  six  hired m e n —
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Jo n a th a n   F re e   and  D ai  E v an   and  the  rest. 

in  him ,  and  not  a  lazy  bone.  H is  two  sons, 

Jo n n y   F ree  hired  on  because  he  was  young 

alm ost  men  grow n,  were  quick  and  obedient, 

and  h an d y   w ith  tools  an d   stock,  and  it  was 

and  his  two  d au g h ters  were  neat,  m ousy  and 

a  chance  to  move  W est,  and  be  paid  for  it. 

ladylike.  W hen  a  couple  of  ragam uffin  K i

Dai  was  a  W elshm an  w ith  a  ro v er’s  itchy 

owa  bucks  rode  in  one  evening  to  beg  sugar 

foot.  T he  C o u rtn e y s— well  th e  C o urtneys 

and  then  tried  to  steal  a  couple  of  horses, 

were  q u ite  a  fam ily. 

T h e y   had  m eans 

it  was  P rovider  who  sm artened  up  th e ir 

am ong  them   to  m ake  up  the  fam ily  train , 

backsides  w ith  a  load  of  fine  shot  from  his 

three  big  C onestogas  w ith  th eir  arching  bows 

fowling  gun  and  sent  them   how ling  over  the 

ta u t  u nder  new  canvas,  a  couple  of  wood 

hill.  T h e re a fte r,  M alachi,  the  second  son, 

and  bed  wagons  an d   A a ro n ’s  spring  w agon; 

as  well  as  the  boys,  w ent  on  g uard  d u ty   half some  th ree  h u n d red   head  of  spare  oxen  and 

th e   night  on  odd  nights,  and  so  did  P rovider. 

m eat  c a ttle  and  loose  horses;  a  pious,  proper 

and  pro v id en t  train   m oving  W est  to  Oregon. 

T J R O V I D E R   straig h ten e d   out  Jo n n y   Free, Providence  w ent  w ith  them . 

Jo n a th a n  

too.  T h a t  was  across  th e  M issouri.  An 

F re e  thought  it  should,  for  old  A aron  said 

Iow a  train   was  cam ped  a  mile  aw ay,  and 

th e  W'ords  each  m orning  before  he  m ounted 

th e y   were  not  in  good  shape.  Tw o  wagons 

to  the  seat  of  th e  spring  wagon— he  read 

were  broken  down  and  th e  best  of  th e ir  stock 

from  the  Book  each  nig h t  before  th e y   rolled 

lam ed.  P rovider  sold  one  yoke  of  oxen  to 

in, 

Jo n a th a n   som etim es  th o u g h t  a   little 

them ,  a fte r  m uch  dickering,  for  $150.  T hey 

m ore  night  guard  would  have  reinforced  the 

were  sm all  steers,  not  w ell-broken.  Jo n n y  

p ray er,  but  d u ring  the  reading  of  th e  Book 

drove  them   over,  visited  aro u n d ,  and  came 

and  th e  saying  of  the  W o rd s  he  could  stand 

back. 

A aron  sat  in  his  splint-bottom ed 

in  the  wrcle  close  to  C h a rity   C o u rtn ey ,  and c h air,  and  P rovider  was  hunkered  down  at 

th a t  was  about  all  the  chance  he  got. 

his  right. 

T h ey   w ent  well  enough  un til  they  h it 

Jo n   w ent  to  A aron  and  said,  'M r.  C o u rt

Sand  C reek.  Old  A aron  led  off,  splashing 

ney,  I ’d  like  to  draw   a  b it  on  my  p a y .” 

into  it  with  his  wagon.  A bout  m idw ay,  one 

Old  A aron  looked  up  a t  him  keenly,  p lu c k of  the  m ares  got  nervous  and  spooked  th e ing  and  teasing  a t  his  w hite  chin  w hiskers, 

other,  and  the  u p sh o t  of  it  was  th e  wagon 

and  he  said  slowly,  “ W ell,  now.  F ree— ” 

turned  over,  and  D ai  E v an   had  a  b it  of  a 

P ro v id er  said,  “'Y o u   w ere  engaged  for  the 

tim e  getting  th e  old  m an  ashore  on  the  far 

em igration,  F ree.  All  the  w ay." 

bank.  T h e  C onestoga  next  behind  th e  wag

“ Y es,”  said  Jo n ,  “ b u t  I ’ve  a  chance  to 

on  stopped  and  began  to  settle,  and  bogged 

buy  a   yoke  of  oxen  a t  a  good  price,  over 

u n til  even  its  four-yoke  ox  team   co u ld n ’t 

yon d er,  an d   I   W'ant  to  draw   no  m ore  th a n   is handle  it,  and  it  w as  deep  d ark   before  they 

f a ir.” 

got  the  last  of  th e  tra in   across  th a t  h u ndred- 

“ W hy,  now ,”  said  old  A aron,  and  P rovider 

foot  stretch   of  shallow   w ater. 

said,  “ T h e re ’s  right  and  wrong,  Free.  You 

A aron  stood  on  the  shore,  w rapped  in  a 

engaged  to  travel  all  th e  w ay  a t  a  set  sum , 

b lanket,  and  w ith  his  long  w hite  w hiskers 

an d   it  would  not  be  rig h t  to  p ay   before  the still  stream ing  w ater,  gave  devout  th an k s 

jo b   of  w ork  is  done.  Besides,  w e’ve  no  tim e 

th a t  God,  in  H is  infinite  m ercy,  had  seen 

or  labor  to  spare  w ith  sick  and  lam ed  oxen.” 

fit  to  spare  his  life  in  this,  th e  w in te r  of  his 

“ B u t  I ’ve  looked  a t  th e m ,”  said  Jo n a th a n years.  T h e  next  day,  it  was  th e  eldest  son, 

F ree.  “ All  they  need  is— ” 

P rovider,  who  lined  them   o u t  and  set  the 

“ N o ,”  said  P rovider  C ourtney. 

wheels  rolling. 

Jo n   stopped  an d   looked  h a rd   a t  P rovider. 

T h erea fter,  though  he  stood  m erely  a t 

“ R ig h t  and  w rong,”  he  said.  “ L e t’s  u n d erthe  right  of  th e  sp lin t-b o tto m ed   ch air  th a t sta n d   it,  W’hen  I  engaged  to  yo u r  fath e r, 

w as  unloaded  a t  each  stop  for  th e  p a tria rc h  

I   w as  told  I  could  throw   an y   stock  of  my 

to  sit on,  it  was  P ro v id e r  who  usu ally   h ad   the own  in  on  the  com m on  d riv e .” 

la st  word  to  say  ab o u t  th e  next  d a y ’s  drive, 

“ R ig h t,”  said  P ro v id er  quickly,  “ A nd  you 

an d   b y -an d -b y   th e  re st  o f  them   looked  to w ere  engaged  from   O hio  to  Oregon.  N o th in g  

him   for  th e   w ord  as  to  who  should  do  w hat 

w as  said  of  draw ing  ag ain st  p ay   before  O rein  th eir  w ork. 

gon.” 

A  ta ll,  w ide,  hum orless  m an,  was  P ro 

“ R ig h t,”  sa id   Jo n   th rough  h is’teeth . 

v ider  C ourtney.  B u t  th e re  w as  horse  sense

H e   tu rn e d   aw ay   an d   w alked  to  th e   la st
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bed  wagon,  w here  his  k it  and  possibles  were. 

J o n n y   took  th e  pipe  out  of  his  m o u th   an d H e  got  a  slim  hide  pouch  out  of  his  stuff 

said  directly ,  “ Y ou’ll  have  to  m ake  it  p lainer and  th ru st  it  u nder  his  belt.  H e  m ounted 

th a n   th a t.  I ’m  doing  m y  w o rk .” 

his  horse  and  rode  o u t  w ithout  looking  back 

O ne  of  th e  girls  giggled,  and  a  flush  of 

a t  the  C ourtneys. 

color  cam e  up  P ro v id e r’s  face,  spread in g   up At  deep  dusk  he  cam e  driving  two  sham from  his  d ark   beard. 

bling  oxen  ahead,  and  tu rn ed   them   in  w ith 

“ T h e re ’s  right  and  w rong,”  he  said  in  his 

the  grazing  stock.  H e  silently  took  his  place 

ste ad y ,  u n h u rrie d   voice.  "Y ou  were  hired a t  the  fire  by  A aro n ’s  wagon,  w here  M a-to  perform   yo u r  ta sk   and  not  to  lollygag 

la c h i’s  d au g h ter,  C h a rity ,  did  the  cooking. 

ab o u t  m aking  sh e ep ’s  eyes  a t  young  fe

C h a rity   was  a  rem a rk a b ly   p re tty   girl,  p a rm ales.” 

ticularly  here  am ong  the  rest  of  th e  C o u rt

“ I ’m  a  hired  m a n ,”  Jo n   said  evenly. 

ney  women,  who  tended  to  have  a  un ifo rm 

“ H ired  to  yo u r  fath e r,  not  y o u .” 

ly  subdued  look  ab o u t  them .  She  gave  Jon 

“ W e  are  all  one,  in  this  fam ily ,”  said  P ro a  sm ile  and  got  up  to  go  to  the  big  k e ttle   to vider. 

serve  him .  T h ere  was  hog  jowl  in  w ith  the 

“ T h a t  I  can  believe,”  said  Jo n   th ro u g h   his beans,  and  she  found  a  piece  well  streak ed  

teeth.  H e  clam ped  down  h ard   on  the  pipe 

w ith  th e  lean,  to  go  on  his  heaped  plate.  She 

stem   and  w alked  on  around  the  fire  to  his 

got  him  a  b it  of  sh o rt  b read  from   the  rehorse. 

flector  and  tea  from  th e  bucket,  an d   w hen 

I t   sta rte d   to  rain  ab o u t  m idnight. 

she  went  back  to  h er  own  place  by  the  rear 

wheel  of  th e  w'agon,  she  m oved  over  a  b it  so 

T T   R A IN E D   all  of  the  two  days  before 

th a t  there  was  space  beside  her. 

Jo n n y  

A  th e  m urder.  T h a t  b rought  them   up  to 

w alked  over  to  sit  there. 

th e  creek  th a t  never  had  a  nam e  before,  u n 

Old  A aron  finished  his  plate,  laid  it  aside, 

less  th e  In d ian s  had  a  nam e  for  it.  A fter 

sep arated   his  b ea u tifu l  w hite  beard  from   his th a t  it  w ent  down  as  M u rd e re r’s  Creek. 

b eautiful  w hite  m ustache  w ith  two  fingers 

T h e y   m ade  scarcely  ten  miles  a  d a y  

to  drink  off  his  te a   and  said  g ently,  “ Some 

th rough  th e  rain.  T w ice  they  had  to  doublew ater,  C h a rity ? ” 

team   through  low  places  w here  th e  w ater 

T h e  girl  got  up,  took  his  cup,  rinsed  it, 

tended  to  g a th e r  and  soak,  and  they  used  up 

and  b rought  it  to  him  filled  with  warm ed 

m ost  of  the  precious  hoarded  wood  th e y ’d 

w ater  from  the  bucket.  H e  p a rte d   beariji 

bro u g h t  in  th e  wagons.  W et  buffalo  chips 

and  m ustache  again,  swished  w ater  through 

ju s t  w on’t  burn. 

his  teeth,  dam pened  his  red  b a n d a n n a   and 

T h e  m orning  of. th e  second  d ay   they  cam e 

carefully  cleaned  a  little  dribble  on  his  beard 

to  th e  bridge.  Jo n n y   hunched  m iserably  in 

H e  said,  “ You  bought  the  oxen,  th e n ? ” 

a  wet  saddle  and  sucked  a t  his  em p ty   pipe, 

‘‘Y es.”  said  Jon. 

wishing  he  could  m ake  it  sm oke.  T h e   wagons 

“ W e il  not  be  able  to  hold  back  for  th e m ,” 

pulle’d  up,  and  D ai  and  Jo n n y   slacked  back 

A aron  said  regretfully,  “ in  case  they  canand  let  the  herd  d rift  to  a  halt. 

not  keep  u p .” 

Jo n n y ,  cold,  wet  and  restless,  w aited  for 

“ T h e y ’ll  keep  u p ,”  said  Jon. 

som ething  to  happen  up  ahead,  finally  waved 

“ F in e ,”  said  A aron.  “ You  have  the  first 

a t  D ai  and  w alked  his  horse  around  th e 

gu ard ,  I  b elieve?” 

herd  and  tow ard  th e  wagons.  As  he  passed 

“ T h a t’s  rig h t,”  said  Jon. 

A a ro n ’s  C onestoga,  C h a rity   looked  o u t  a t 

H e  finished  his  p la te  of  beans  and  took 

th e  sound  of  th e  horse  and  called,  “ W h a t  is 

th e  p la te  and  cup  over  to  the  w ashing  tub. 

i t ? ” 

H e  cu t  across  the  cam p  to  w here  his  horse 

“ D o n ’t  know ,”  he  replied.  “ I ’m  going  u p  

was  tied,  thum bing  tobacco  into  his  pipe  as 

to  have  a   loo k .” 

he  w ent.  H e  stopped  by  P ro v id e r’s  fire  to 

T h e   lead  wagon  was  stopped  a   h u n d red  

pick  up  a  coal  to  light  it,  and  P rovider 

y ard s  sh o rt  of  the  creek.  T h re e  m en  s a t 

looked  across  th e  fire  a t  him. 

horses  in  a   group  ah e ad ,  and  th e  C o u rtn e y  

“ You  b o u g h t  th e m ,”  said  Provider. 

men  were  g ath ered   in  a   k n o t  b y   th e  lead  ox 

“ Y es,”  said  Jo n n y .  H e  got  his  pipe  goteam .  A aron  and  M alachi  sto o d   like  two ing. 

g rea t  w et  roosters,  u n com ortable  b u t b e n t  on 

“ M ay b e  y o u ’ll  spend  m ore  tim e  tending 

reta in in g   th e ir  d ig n ity .  P ro v id er  sta m p e d them ,  then, an d   less  lollygagging.” 

to  and  fro,  shaking  w ate r  off  his  beard .  H is
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fare  was  dark  and  raw   in  colorful  tem per. 

the  rest  of  the  herd  across,  or  lose  m ore:  b u t 

“ F ifty   dam ned  d o lla rs.”  he  shouted  as 

when  he  got  ashore  finally,  he  laced  into  his 

jo n   rode-up  w ithin  hearing.  “ F ifty   dollars! 

hired  m an.  one  George  S tringer. 

It  s  robbery,  I  tell  y o u ! ” 

S tringer  had  p u t  in  as  wel  and  tiring  a 

“ Swearing  will  not  m ake  it  b e tte r .”  said 

tim e  as  an y   of  them ,  and  being  a  silent  and 

ok]  Aaron  pontificallv. 

“ P erhaps  if  you 

brooding  m an,  h a d n 't  said  much  ab o u t  it. 

talked  to  them  awaits  —” 

H e  said  nothing  now,  until  P rovider  rode 

“ F ve  talked  en o u g h .”  P rovider  shouted. 

his  horse  up  alongside  and  laid  a  heavy 

“ I ’ll  see  them   in  hell  firs t!” 

shaking  hand  on  him,  and  then  George 

"M y   so n ,”  Aaron  sta rte d   Sternly,  and 

S tringer  pulled  a  new  C olt's  P aten t  Revolver 

then  he  vented  a  prodigious  sneeze  and  rain out  of  his  w aistband  and  <hot  P rovider w ater  flew  from  his  beau tifu l  w hite  m u sth rough  the  belly  at  about  a  Iwo-foot  range. 

tache. 

P rovider  fell  out  of  th e  saddle  in  a  help

“ I  w on't  do  i t.”  roared  Provider.  “ I ’ll 

less  sprawl  and  landed  on  his  head  and 

swim  and  ca rry   every  dam ned  wagon  across 

shoulders  in  the  m uddy  grass. 

George 

before  I'll  pay  fifty  dollars  toll  to  these 

S tringer  stared  a t  him  for  a  long  m om ent, 

r o b b e rs!”  H e  wheeled  and  stalked  around 

as  if  he  were  as  surprised  as  anybody,  as 

his  father  and  brother,  and  w hipped  a 

if  now  he  wished  he  could  take  it  back,  and 

sweeping  arm   through  the  air. 

then  he  yanked  his  m ount  around  and 

“ Circle  in,”  he  bellowed.  "Sw ing  ’em  in 

spurred  him  into  a  run. 

to  p a r k ! ”  H e  did  not  w ait  to  see  th e  order carried  out,  but  stam ped  over  to  his  horse 

and  swung  up,  turned  his  back  on  th e  men 

JON  had  been  circling  the  loose  herd  to 

hold  them   from  spreading,  and  he  ran 

bv  the  bridge  and  the  train   alike,  and  sta rted  

his  horse  at  the  sound  of  th e  shot.  H e  met 

off  down  the  banks  of  the  swollen  creek. 

S tringer,  who  leveled  the  pistol  a t  him  anil 

T he  rain  was  ta pering  off  when  he  got 

y elled ,  “ S tay  clear,  th e re ! ”  and  Jon,  who 

back,  b u t  P rovider  was  still  growling  w ith 

had  no  w eapon,  and  whose  m other  h ad n 't 

anger.  T he  bridge  men  had  gone  back  to 

raised  any  sim ple  children,  pulled  up  and 

th eir  fire  and  a  couple  of  canvas  flies  th a t 

let  the  man  run  on  past.  S tringer  was  out 

m ade  their  cam p. 

of  sight  by  the  tim e  som eone  cam e  w ith  a 

“ W e’ll  swim  the  stock  across.”  said  P ro gun,  and  there  was  nothing  but  to  carry vider.  “ You  can  see  how  these  thieves  have 

P rovider  back  to  the  train. 

done  it.  H eld  up  the  train s  till  th e y ’ve  et 

P rovider  died  a  little  a fte r  sunup  the  next 

off  the  grass  and  had  to  pay  to  get  across. 

day.  T h e  clouds  drifted   aw ay  reluctantly., 

T h e re ’s  grass  on  the  o ther  side.” 

and  the  sun  came  through,  to  m ake  1 he  earth  

So  they  drove  the  loose  stock  a  mile  down 

steam   as  it  dried,  jo n   and  Dai  rode  back 

the  stream   to  w here  the  m iry  banks  shelved, 

to  w here  th ey 'd   seen  an  abandoned  wagon 

and  drove  into  the  w ater.  T h ey   lost  P ro and  brought  in  boards  and  built  a  coffin. 

vider's  D urham   bull  and  two  of  th e  milch 

T h ere  was  no  preacher.  Old  Aaron  read 

cows. 

from  the  Book  and  the  women  sang  a  song, 

D ai  Fvan  had  priv ately   nicknam ed  th a t 

and  then  A aron  walked  with  his  slow  un bull  AVI  Aaron,  and  there  was  some  ju stifiheeding  strid e  back  to  the  wagons  while  the cation  for  the  W elshm an's  wry  hum or.  A  d 

younger  men  filled  in  the  grave,  and  p u t  up 

Aaron,  the  bull,  was  like  Old  A aron  the 

a  board. 

m an;  full  of  y ears  and  an  in penetrable,  u n 

Old  A aron  spent  the  rest  of  the  day  readthinking  dignity,  bland  of  face  and  slow  and ing  to  him self  out  of  the  Book  and  w riting 

ponderous  of  stride.  A'cl  A aron  th e  bull 

in  his  jo u rn al,  which  he  had  kep t  up  every 

wallowed  out  into  the  fast  m uddy  w ater, 

day  since  the  train   had  left  Ohio.  The  hired 

swam  half  of  th e  distance,  decided  he  d id n ’t 

m en  stood  around  w aiting  for  som eone  to 

like  it,  and  tu rn ed   back.  T he  h u rry in g   water-tell  them   w hat  was  next,  b u t  no  one  did, 

took  him  aw ay  dow nstream ,  along  w ith  two 

and  finally  they  took  up  am ong  them selves 

of  his  harem   who  had  followed  him  these 

and  split  th e  w ork.  Jon  and  D ai  rode  down 

m any  hundred  m iles  now. 

th e   creek  and  dragged  back  a  huge  bundle 

Provider  th o u g h t  a  lot  of  his  bull.  H e 

of  willows  for  firewood,  a n d   C h a rity   and  her cursed  and  roared  w hen  th e  w ate r  took  th e 

m o th e r  m ade  sh ift  to  feed  the  lot  of  them . 

bull,  b u t  h ad   to  stick  w ith  th e   jo b   of  g ettin g A fter  d a rk ,  Jo n   an d   D ai  w ent  out  to  guard
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the  stock  across  the  river.  I t  d id n ’t  do  much 

em ergencies,  and  one  of  P ro v id e r’s  boys 

good,  though. 

w ent  along. 

A  little  mob  of  scream ing,  w hooping  I n 

I t  took  th em   all  th a t  d a y   to  ro u n d   u p dians  rode  th rough  an d   stam peded  th e  whole 

w hat  was  left  of  th e  stock,  an d   th a t  was 

shebang  a  little  before  m idn ig h t.  Jo n n y   and 

m ost  of  th e   c a ttle   an d   oxen.  T h e   In d ia n s D ai  each  fired  a  shot  a t  shapes  in  th e   d ark  

had  killed  h alf  a  dozen  an d   b u tc h ered   o u t which  they  hoped  were  In d ian s,  and  then 

th e   tongues,  an d   of  course,  h a d   ta k en   all very  p ru d en tly   flattened  on  th e ir  horses  and 

th e  horses  in  th e  bun ch ,  b u t  In d ia n s  knew rode  n o rth   while  the  c a ttle   and  In d ia n s 

th e  w hite  m a n ’s   w ohaw s  c o u ld n ’t   com pare stam peded  south. 

T h en   they  swam  back 

to  buffalo  m eat,  an d   th e y ’d  ju st  chased  them above  the  bridge  and  shook  out  th e  cam p, 

till  th e y   were  tired   of  it.  Jon  recovered  both and  spent  th e  rest  of  th e  night  on  th eir 

of  his  oxen.  O ne  h ad   ju s t  been  sta rv e d   and bellies  by  the  wagon  wheels  w ith  every  gun 

worked  dow n,  and  th e   o th e r  was  com ing 

in  the  train   loaded  and  close  a t  hand. 

along  nicely  since  h e ’d  lanced  th e  swelling 

B reak fast  was  p re tty   dism al,  though  th e 

on  its  left  foreleg.  G rass  or  no  grass,  they 

sun  was  out  b right  and  w arm .  Jon  sa t  on 

swam  them   back  across  the  creek  an d   herded 

an  ox  yoke  and  w atched  old  A aron  and 

them   close  to  th e  wagons  for  th e  n ig h t.  O ne M alachi.  T h e  old  m an  sa t  in  his  sp lin t-b o tof  th e  bridge  men  rode  over  in  th e  evening. 

tom ed  ch air  and  M alachi  sq u a tte d   beside 

H e  sought  o u t  A aron  and  M alachi,  d e him ,  and  they  d id n ’t  seem  to  be  talking m anded  b lu n tly ,  “ You  goin’  to  cross  th e 

m uch.  C h a rity   w orked  silently  a t  cleaning 

bridge  to m o rro w ?” 

up  a fte r  the  m eal,  and  he  spoke  to  her,  b u t 

Jo n   th o u g h ?  th ere  was  ju st  a  touch  of 

even  she  was  depressed.  All  he  got  was  a 

u n c e rta in ty   in  th e  w av  old  A aron  looked  up, wan  smile  and  a  m u rm u r  th a t  said  nothing. 

but  th e  old  m an  said,  “ W e  have  had  a  great 

F in ally   Jon  knocked  out  his  pipe  and  w ent 

loss  in  our  cam p  here.  W e  m ourn  our  dead. 

over  to  th e  two  men. 

I  will  decide  la te r .” 

“ H a d n ’t  we  b e tte r  be  tak in g   a  look  ab o u t 

“ W ell,  be  th in k in ’,  g ra m p ,”  th e  bridge 

the  s to c k ? ”  he  asked. 

m an  said.  “ It  m ight  go  to  seventy-five  to 

M alachi  looked  up  at  him  alm ost  fu rtiv e m orrow .” 

ly  and  said  viciously,  “ T hose  red  d ev ils!” 

“ I t  is  u nseem ly,”  said  the  old  m an  with 

lofty  d ig n ity ,  “ to  dicker  and  bicker  w hen 

Old  A aron  thum bed  reflectively  through 

the  thin  leaves  of  his  Book,  and  finally 

our  son  lies  newly  buried  y o n d e r.” 

T h e   m an  said  som ething  sh o rt  u nder  his 

looked  up. 

“ It  is  Ihe  L ord's  w ill,”  he  said  w ith  his 

b rea th   and  then  aloud:  “ Y o u ’ll  still  cross

bland,  unshaken  dignity. 

our  bridge  if  you  cross,  so  th in k   on  it.” 

Jon  w aited.  Aaron  w ent  back  to  his  Book 

Jon  d rifted   closer  and  said  suddenly,  “ You 

and  M alachi  sq u a tte d   and  tore  grass  a p a rt 

never  b u ilt  th a t  b rid g e.” 

w ith  his  fingers  and  m u ttered   ab o u t  the 

T h e  m an  looked  down  a t  him   from   th e 

accursed  things  th a t  had  happened  since 

saddle. 

H e  was  a  big  m an,  rough  and 

they  left  home.  Jon  Said  as  p atien tly   as  he 

bearded  and  his  coat  sk irts  were  ragged 

could,  “ T h e  In d ian s  w on’t  have  any  use  for 

across  his  th ighs  w here  his  rifle  w as  b a lthe  cows  and  oxen.  W e  c a n ’t  move  w ithout anced. 

them   anyw ay. 

W e’ve  got  to  try   to  find 

“ N o ? ”  he  said. 

th e m .” 

“ S tan d s  to  rea so n ,”  said  Jo n .  “ Look  a t 

Old  A aron  m u ttered ,  “ It  is  the  L o rd ’s  will. 

your  o utfit.  A  horse  apiece  and  a  couple  of 

It  is  a  ju d g m e n t.” 

ragged  ta rp s  and  yo u r  b lankets.  You  never 

Jon  jam m ed  th e  em p ty   pipe  betw een  his 

skidded  tim ber  th irty   m ile  to  throw   in  a 

te eth   and  slapped  his  thigh  w ith  one  h ard  

bridge  when  you  had  no  wagons  to  cross. 

hand.  “ T h a t  m ay  b e ,”  he  said  around  the 

I t ’s  not  yo u r  b rid g e.” 

pipe  stem ,  “ b u t  I  d o n ’t  thin k   H e ’s  going  to T h e  m an  grinned  u n p le asa n tly .  “ T ry  

hold  it  a g a in ’  me  if  I  go  out  and  see  can  I cro ssin ’  it  and  see,”  he  invited. 

find  ’em .” 

H e  tram p ed   across  th e  encam pm ent,  chewing  vigorously  on  the  pip e  stem . 

JON crossed  the encampment  a little after 

su n u p   a n d   w atched  w hile  old  A aron 

D ai  w anted  to  go.  T h e y   h a d   th e ir  horses, clam bered  stiffly  down  from   h is  w agon.  T h e  

and  two  o thers  th e y ’d  k e p t ,  in  cam p  for

old  m an  gru m b led   a n d   ru b b ed   a t   his  legs
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an d   clum ped  around  to  pull  his  chair  out 

a t  his  fath e r,  b u t  he  said  n othing,  an d   he from   u n d er  th e  wagon  bed.  Jon  said,  “ M issaid  it  sullenly,  alm ost  frightenedly,  w ith te r  C ou rtn ey ,  are  we  going  to  cross  to d a y ? ” 

ju s t  the  flickering  shift  of  his  eyes  and  the 

M alachi  cam e  down  from  his  wagon  and 

hunching  of  his  shoulders.  H e  was  a  ru d d e rw alked  over  to  sq u a t  by  his  fa th e r ’s  chair. 

less  ship,  w ith  P rovider  dead. 

T h e  old m an  m um bled  som ething  and  opened 

“ M r.  C o u rtn e y ,”  said  Jon  q u ie tly ,  “ I t   has th e   Book  across  his  knees. 

to  be  done.  I  know   how  you  feel  ab o u t.  .  .  . 

Jo n   said,  a   little  m ore  sh a rp ly ,  “ A re   vie W ell  anyw ay,  we  c a n ’t  ju s t  sit  here.  One 

crossing  to d a y ? ” 

w ay  or  an o th er,  w e’ve  got  to  cross.” 

T h e  old  m an  looked  up.  H is  m ustache 

T h e  old  m an  read  from  th e  Book,  a p p a rbristled   o u t  and  fell  back  as  he  w orked  his en tly   n o t  hearing,  clear  on  down  th e  page, 

lips  u nder  it.  “ Y oung  m a n ,”  he  said  severean d   then  he  looked  up  absently. 

ly,  “ Y our  w ays  are  m ost  unseem ly.  O ur 

“ P ro v id er  will— ”  he  said,  and  then  his 

business  can  w ait  for  p ray e rs  and  m e d itafaded  blue  eyes  cam e  sh arp ly   into  focus  and tio n .” 

th e   trem o r  sta rte d   in  his  b eard  again.  H e 

Jon  said  sho rtly ,  “ U n se e m ly !” 

stared  fixedly  a t  som ething  m idw ay  betw een 

H e  looked  alm ost  w onderingly  a t  M a him   and  Jo n .  “ I  will  th in k   on  it,”  he  said lachi,  b u t  th e  m an  did  not  look  up.  Jon  got 

finally  in  a   vague  voice. 

his  horse  and  rode  o u t  and  c u t  his  two  oxen 

M alachi  got  to  his  feet  suddenly  and  his 

o u t  of  th e  herd.  H e  drove  them   in  close, 

voice  cracked.  “ M y   b ro th e r  P rovider  was 

dragged  a  spare  yoke  o u t  of  one  of  th e  w agslain. 

God  will  send  a  ju d g m en t  on  the 

ons  and  w ith  D a i’s  h e l p ^ o t   them   yoked. 

thieves  who  have  slain  h im ! ’’

H e  balanced  his  tool  box  across  th e  saddle 

“ F in e ,”  said  Jo n ,  not  following  the  reasonbow.  T h en ,  w ith o u t  asking  perm ission  or ing,  en tirely ,  b u t  hopeful  th a t  som ething  was saying  an y   o th e r  w ord,  he  drove  th e  yoked 

finally  going  to  happen. 

team   ahead  of  him ,  back  th e  w ay  th e y   had 

B u t  M alachi  slowly  sq u a tte d   down  again. 

come.  H e  heard   C h a rity   call  once,  b u t  he 

H e   looked  a t  his  fath e r,  and  then  a t  J o n ’s did  n o t  look  back. 

boots,  w ith o u t  raising  his  eyes  higher. 

I t   w as  a fte r  noon  w hen  he  cam e  back, 

“ T h ere  is  tim e ,”  he  said.  “ T he  L ord  will 

driving  his  w eird  rig.  I t   was  the  two  good 

p ro v id e.” 

wheels  an d   an  axle  from  th e  abandoned 

“ N ow   th a t,”  said  Jo n ,  “ I   aim  to  find  o u t.” 

w agon  they  had  used  to  m ake  P ro v id e r’s 

coffin.  H e ’d  cu t  th e  bed  in  two  an d   balanced h alf  of  it  on  the  axle  and  p atch ed   th e  broken HE  FOUND  Dai,  and  said,  “I’m  going 

across.  Are  you  w ith  m e ?” 

tongue  w ith  dowels  and  a  s tra p   of  iron  from 

“ T h a ’ll  p ay   ’e m ? ”  asked  th e  W elshm an. 

th e   rest  of  th e  w reck.  T he  h ubs  squealed 

“ I ’m  going  acro ss,”  repeated  Jo n .  “ Are 

d ry ly ,  an d   the  wheels  w abbled  a  b it,  b u t 

you  w ith  m e ? ” 

it  m oved.  H e  drove  it  into  th e   circle  of  th e T h e   W elshm an  grinned  a  slow  grin.  “ A ’m 

cam p,  and  again  tram p ed   across  to  the 

tired   i’  th e  h unkers,  la d ,”  he  said.  “ Reckon 

C ourtneys,  fath e r  and  son. 

a ’m  w i’  th a .” 

“ Are  we  going  to  cro ss?”  he  dem anded 

“ F in e ,”  said  Jo n ,  and  told  him   w hat  he 

again. 

w an ted   done.  T h en   he  w ent  an d   got  his  k it T h ere  was  a   ste ad y   trem or  to  old  A a ro n ’s and  b la n k ets  out  of  th e  bed  w agon  an d  

w hite  beard   as  he  tipped  his  head  back, 

loaded  them   into  th e  ca rt.  H e  drove  down 

alm ost  as  if  he  co u ld n ’t  sto p   th e  shaking 

tow ard  the  bridge. 

of  his  chin.  H e  looked  o u t  ste rn ly   under 

As  he  pulled  around  th e  w agons,  C h a rity ’s 

h is  frosty  brow s,  and  then  his  eyes  w ent 

b ro th er  T obias  cam e  run n in g ,  sw inging  his 

aside,  o u t  an d   above  the  wagons  to  th e  little sh o rt  old  caplock  rifle  a t  th e  end  of  his  arm knoll  w here  the  board  stood  up   o u t  of  the 

an d   said,  “ I ’ll  go  w ith  you,  J o n n y .” 

p rairie  grass.  H e  cleared  his  th ro a t  h arsh ly  

“ B e tte r  sta n d   clear,  b u tto n ,”  said  Jon. 

an d   his  h an d   shook  as  it  w ent  back  to  th e 

T h e   oxen  slouched  over  th e  shoulder  of 

B ook  on  his  knee. 

th e   b an k   an d   s ta rte d   tow ard  th e  tim b ered  

“ I  will  th in k   on  it,”  he  said  finally.  H e 

bridge.  A cross  th e  bridge  a   rifle  boom ed  an d  

looked  aw ay  from   Jo n . 

th e   slug  slapped  into  th e   m ud  n o t  six  feet 

Jo n   sw itched  his  eyes  to  M alach i.  T h e  

a h e ad   of  Jon. 

m a n   fidgeted,  a n d   looked  alm o st  im ploringly

“ T h a t’s  far  en o u g h ,”  called  th e  m an. 
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T obias  fell  flat  on  his  belly  and  th ru st  his 

proaching  the  bridge.  Jo n n v   groaned  again 

caplock’s  muzzle  ahead. 

and  then  tipped  his  head  back  and  roared 

"S to p   th a t,  you  ta rn a l  fool,”  snapped  Jon, despairingly,  " D a i ! ”  H e  wheeled  aside  an d and  then  he  yelled  back  al  (he  bridge  m an, 

snatched  it is  double-barreled  gun  ;*i(t  of  the 


" I ’m  com ing  across." 

cart. 

"Y ou  are  like  hell,”  the  man  reto rted . 

T h e  man  on  the  bridge  y

I   al  the  girl, 

H e  handed  back  his  fired  gun  and  took  a n 

"X ow   stop,  d a m m it.” 

o th e r  trom  the  m an  behind  him. 

Jo n n y   took  three  running ,-ifi‘ps  and  cocked 

T obias  said  a  bad  word  and  eared  back 

his  gun. 

the  ham m er  of  his  gun,  and  Jon  said,  " W a it," 

T hen,  across  the  creek,  from  behind  the 

and  then  he  heard  the  light  p a tte rin g   of  feet flierl  ta rp s  of  the  bridge  m e n ’s  cam p.  Dai 

running  behind  him .  and  C h a rity   C ou rtn ey  

E van  rose  u p   like  a  drow ned  L azarus.  H is 

fam e  around  the  ca rt,  holding  up  her  skirts 

clothing  still  dripped  from  his  swim  across 

to  clear  her  h u rrying  feet. 

u p stream ,  but  the  long  dragoon's  pistol  he 

H er  face  was  flushed  and  one  end  of  the 

pulled  out  of  its  oilskin  w rapping  was  dry. 

braids  about  her  head  had  com e  loose  and 

H e  trained  it  on  the  bridge  men  and  said 

bobbed  to  her  running  like  a  lim ber  little 

d ry ly ,  "T h a'U   be  smart,  to  sta y   p u t.” 

I'he 

horn. 

bridge  men  sta y ed   put. 

Jo nny  groaned  unde!  his  b reath.  “ Get 

Jo n n v   h u rried ,  but  he  d id n 't  catch  C h a rb a c k ,”  he  said. 

ity   until  she  was  com pletely  across. 

She 

C h a rity 's  eyes  snapped.  ‘  I  will  n o t ! ”  she 

was  still  m arching  on  the  fuddled  bridge 

said.  She  dropped  her  sk irts  and  clenched 

men  with  her  fists  clenched  when  he  caught 

her  lists,  and  her  sm all  m outh  com pressed 

her  arm   and  held  her. 

firmly.  "T h o se  bullies,”  she  said,  and  the 

H e  k ep t  the  b u tt  of  his  cocked  gun  under 

words  fairly  crackled,  "T h o se  great  bullying 

his  arm pit  and  let  them   look  into  the  double 

boobies!  Ju st  let  them   shoot  at   m e ! ” 

muzzles

Jo nny  grabbed,  b u t  she  was  p ast  him ,  and 

" I t ’s  not  yo u r  bridge  any  m ore,”  he  said. 

stam ping  her  sm all  feet  into  th e  m ud  ap 

“ P ack  up  and  g it.” 

IT ’S  EASIER  th a n   you  think!  ’Vaseline’  H air  Tonic checks  D ry   Scalp  ,  .  .  makes  a  world  of difference in  th e  good  looks  of your  hair.  I t ’s  ideal  w ith  m assage  before  shampooing,  too.  C ontains  no  alcohol or  o th er  drying  ingredients.  I t ’s  double  care  .  .  . 

for bo th  scalp and hair .  .  , and it’s  economical. 

Vaseline HAIRTONIC

T R A D E   M A R K (

Listen  to  DR.  CH R ISTIAN, 

starring  JE A N   HERSHOLT, 

V A SE L IN E  is th e  registered trad e m ark of th eC hesebrough M fg. C o., C ons’d on  C B S  W ednesday nights. 
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And  while  Dai  w atched  them   carefully 

Jo n   w aited  for  th e  old  man  to  look  up 

with  the  dragoon's  pistol  carelessly  in  his 

from  his  w riting.  W hen  he  did,  Jon  said 

hand,  they  packed  and  got. 

carefully,  “ M r.  C o u rtn e y .  I  u n d ersta n d   there Jo nny  laid  his  gun  down  so  he  could  use 

is  a  preacher  w ith  the  train   cam ped  over 

l.olh  hands  at  the  job.  and  he  p u t  them   on 

there.  I'v e   spoken  to  C h a rity 's  father,  b u t 

C h a rity 's  shoulders  and  shook  her. 

H e 

she  w anted  me  to  speak  to  you  too.  We 

shook  her  rath e r  severely,  su  th a t  her  head 

p la n — well,  we  plan  on  g ettin g   m arried  this 

snapped  forth  and  back  and  the  lim ber  end 

evening.'' 

of  the  detached  braid  bobbed  briskly.  T hen 

F or  a  m om ent,  the  old  m an  seemed  a lhe  saw  th at  her  eyes  were  wide  and  her  lips m ost  to  h esitate.  T hen  he  said,  "Y es,  of 

wrere  trem bling  as  if  she  were  ab o u t  to  cry, 

course.  You  have  m y  blessing.' 

H e  looked 

and  he  stopped  and  put  his  arm s  around 

down  a t  his  pen.  stuck  it  in  the  ink  b ottle 

her.  He  really  h a d n 't  m eant  to  h u rt  her, 

and  offered  his  hand.  "Tt  is  th e  L o rd ’s  will, he  sa id .  and  somehow  his  arm s  got  all  the 

I  suppose,"  he  said  a t  last,  alm ost  reway  around  her.  H e  saw  the  way  her  m outh signedly. 

trem bled,  and  he  d id n 't  really  rem em ber 

“ I  w ould n 't  be  a  bit  su rp rised ."  said  Jon kissing  her.  but  he  m ust  have,  because  she 

soberly.  H e  shook  the  old  m a n 's  h and  vigwas  kissing  him  back,  and  it  w as  all  very orously,  an d   tu rn ed   back  across  the  encam pc o n fu sin g ." 

m ent  to  w here  C h a rity   w aited. 

“ W ell."  said  Jo n n y ,  and  from  behind  him. 

 B u t  ju st  th e  sam e,   he  thought  rebellious!)-, D ai  Kvan  said  d ry ly ,  “ A 'd  say  th a   do't 

 I   d o n ’t  th in k   it  jr r ts   H im   too  m uch  if  a  man verra  well."  and  Jo nny  turned  loose  quickly. 

 p u ts  his  back  into  it  and  keeps  things  rolling  on  such  days  as  H e ’s  b u sy  somcplacc Old  AAROX  w rote  in  his  slow,  careful 

 rise.   .  .  . 

h a n d :

" I   thin k   he's  com ing,’'  C h a rity   said  with a  queer  breathlessness  as  he  cam e  up.  Jon 

July  2(1.  (  u-ar  nx>rmntr.  fiiu  warm  (lav.  Today grinned  and  took  her  hand  an d   held  it  tig h tt r . i v n   M-il  21  m iles.  ( h i r   w a . n o n m a s t e r . Jona

ly  as  they  w alked  together  across  the  en

than  l-rcr.  1 la >  proved  out  most  capable,  

cam pm ent  to  aw ait  the  preacher  riding 

t h o u g h   n v l i m d   t "   ini pul M Y(. 'iH >s. 

W e   a r c   n o w .  .  .  . 

tow ard  them   from  the  o ther  train. 

P a rd n e r.  th e  n e x t  tim e  y o u ’re  told  to  so rt  o u t  y o u r  v ic tu als  a little   m o re  finnicky,  d o n 't  blam e  y o u r  doctor.  B lam e  a  to u g h   young A

In d ian   tr a d e r   nam ed   A lexis  St.  M artin ,  w'ho  g ru d g e d   a  living  out of  th e  N o rth w e st  b efore  you  w e re   b o rn . 

NEW

St.  M artin ,  a  scrapping,  s tra p p in g   y o u n g ste r,  got  half  h is  m id 

K IN D

section  to rn   aw ay  w ith   a  b u lle t,  th e   y e a r  he  w as  n in e te e n ,  and th e y   said  h e  w ould  die.  H e  d ec lin e d   to  do  so.  B u t  th e   w ound O F

d id n ’t  heal  easily.  A lw ay s  one  to  tu rn   a  pro b lem   to  a  profit,  St. 

M a rtin   cooked  up  a  deal  w ith   th e   local  saw bones,  a  b rig h t  an d P IO N E E R

re so u rc e fu l  g en t  n am ed   W illiam   B eau m o n t. 

St.  M a rtin 's  m iddle  w o u ld n 't  close,  an d   m ed icin e  k n ew   a  lot  of q u estio n s  th a t  h a d n 't  b ee n   a n s w e re d   yet.  T h ey   got  to g e th er.  F o r a  fee.  St.  M a rtin   took  his  chow   a t  th e   d o c to r’s  house.  B e au m o n t tied  v a rio u s  tid b its  to  a  silk  strin g ,  lo w ered   them   into  St.  M a rtin 's stom ach,  and  la te r  w ith d re w   them ,  n o tin g   how   long  each  took  to digest.  H e  m ade  n o tes  that,  la te r  b ec am e  fam ous.  In cid e n ta lly ,  he disp ro v ed   th e   th e o ry   th a t  tr a d e rs   can  th riv e   on  nails.  St.  M a rtin 's w in d o w   sto m ac h   re je c te d   a n y th in g   to u g h e r  th a n   ra n g e   beef  a  la m ode. 

T h in k   th e   O ld  W est  w as  c ru d e ?   S e v e n ty   y e a rs   la te r,  w'hen  th e E a st  got  a ro u n d   to  u sin g   X -r a y s ,  th e y   fo u n d   th a t  B e a u m o n t  an d St.  M a rtin   h a d   been  rig h t,  on  all  scores.  A n d   all  from   a  b e lly - 

b u lle t  th a t  w o u ld n ’t  heal. 

 — D avid  C rew e
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Howdy,  friends.  Have  a  look-see  at  next  issue’s  fast-moving  feature  yarn  by  one  o f  your favorite  writers,  Robert  L.  Trimnell.  Y ou’ll  meet  Steve  Collins,  a  cattle  rustler  on  the  run  who blew  into  the  boom  town  of  Powder  Junction  with  a  chilling  message  for  its  leading  citizen, Banker  McNair:

“ Your  runaway  son  was  my  rustling  pard  and 

Steve  began  to  guess  the  secrets  concerned  a

died  of  a  cowman’s  bullet.”   But  all  McNair  was 

money-making  dam  that  McNair’s  outfit 

was

worried  about  was  what  whether  the  boy  had 

building.  Then,  when  he  found  the  outfit 

ingiven  away  any  secrets  to  Steve  before  he  died! 

eluded  the  girl  who  made  him  an  owl-hooter.  .  .  . 

H e  decided  to  explore  the  dam.  A   bunch  o f 

A   lot  of  people  died  that  night  in  the  lead-filled killers  hot  on  his  trail  made  him  hole  up  in  a 

streets  of  the  boom  town  .  .  .  but  not  the  way 

cave  where  he  found  the  answers  to  most  of  the 

anyone  had  expected— as  you’ll  see  when  you 

queations  he’d  been  asking  in  Powder  Junction. 

read  it  in  the  next  issue! 
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By  W.  P.  BROTHERS

G u n d a r   met   his 

c h a r g e   with  feet 

wide,  standing  like 

a  stone  wall.  .  .  . 

 wjm

1 

 m

 m

b M

JlwJPSEt  s   W w x  .rM  t l  tlfim W / M . 

LIKE a bloated-bellied snake, the herd  He sleeved  the sweat and  grime  from  his stretch ed   m ore  th a n   two  miles.  I t  

w eek-old  gro w th   o f  stu b b le   a n d   to o k   a   swig. 

m oved  slowly,  a   few  g a u n t  leaders 

H e  held  th e   b rac k ish   w ate r  in  his  m o u th ah ead   keeping  u p   th e   ste ad y ,  plodding  pace

m . 

i  n u tes  before  he  let  it  tric k le  dow n  h is 

A t  th e  rear,  four  sw eat-streak ed   punchers 

p arch ed ,  aching  th ro a t. 

pushed  a t  stragglers  th a t  stru n g   in  a   long 

Jo h n   G u n d ar  rode  u p   as  M a tt  replaced 

line  from   th e   m ain  body.  T h e   d u st,  thick 

th e  cap  a n d   p u t  th e  can teen   b ack .  H e   was and  white,  rose  p erp en d icu lar  into  a   clpud-rea d y   io r   th e   m a n ’s  q u estion,  even  before less  sky. 

G u n d a r  opened  his  crack ed ,  caked  lips  to  

M a tt  C ham bers  pulled  u p   his  horse  and 

speak. 

w atched  th e  p assin g   c a ttle   o u t of  h ea v y  eyes. 

“ H ow   m uch  fa rth e r,  C h a m b e rs? ”  G u n d ar H e  was  a   ta ll,  lean  m an  w ith  tire d   lines 

d em anded  in  a   hoarse  voice.  “ T h e m   steers 

aro u n d   th e.co rn ers  of  his  m o u th .  T h e   horse, are  a b o u t  to   d ro p .” 

' 

V

a   big  b ay ,  stood  w ith  head  dow n  w hile  he 

Jo h n   G u n d ar w as a  big  m an ,  alm ost  as  ta ll reached  for  th e   canteen  on  h is s a d d le  ca n tle . 

as  M a tt  C ham bers,  b u t  heavier.  H e   s a t  his 32

...  -  *  J  »■  -■  . 
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 From  the  rich  night  trails  they  rode  to  the dusty hell of 

 an  honest  desert— four  desperate  men  whose  hot 

 guns  whispered—

THREE  M U S T   DIE

saddle  w ith  a  peculiar  slouch,  his  shoulders 

F ive  of  them ,  M a tt  C ham bers,  Jo h n   G unhunched  forw ard.  As  w ith  C ham bers,  a  week-d ar,  L u k e  Seigel,  Jo e  S tacy  and  H a rry   Logan old  grow th  of  beard,  w hite  w ith  alkali  d u st 

had  banded  th eir  h erd s  together  and  set  o u t 

and  caked  with  sw eat,  covered  his  face. 

to  find  new   range  in  M o n ta n a .  T h e y ’d  fig

T  reckon  w e’ll  h it  grass  c o u n try   la te  this 

ured  th e  pro p o rtio n s  each  had  c o n trib u ted   a t afte rn o o n ,”  M a tt  said. 

‘T h e   river  m aybe 

th e   beginning,  then  agreed  to  ta k e  the  sam e 

two  hours la te r.” 

p ercentage  when  th e y   reached  the  new  range. 

Jo h n   G un d ar  shifted  his  w eight  in  th e 

T h a t  w ay,  th e y ’d  sh a re  the  losses  equally, 

saddle.  “ You  dam n  well  b e tte r  be  right, 

no  m a n ’d  be  hogging  things  for  "his  own 

C ham bers.  I  d o n ’t  h an k e r  to  see  m y  c a ttle bunch. 

tu rn ed   to  bleached  bones  in  this  alk ali  h ell

B ecause  he  knew   this  c o u n try   some,  and 

h ole.” 

because  nearly   a  th ird   of  th e  h erd  belonged 

H is  voice  contained  an  un m istak ab le  ch alto  him ,  M a tt  C ham bers  had  been  elected  to lenge,  a  challenge  th a t  M a tt  C ham bers,  as 

lead  th e   drive.  S om ething  like  a  fifth  bea  man,  d id n ’t  like  to  overlook.  H e  d id n ’t  like longed  to  Jo h n   G u n d ar.  T h e  rest  were 

postponing  a  settlem en t  on  these  things. 

divided  equally,  alm ost,  betw een  L u k e  Sei- 

M en  like  Jo h n   G u n d ar  som etim es  got  the 

gel,  Jo e  S tacy  and  H a rry   L ogan.  N o n e  had 

idea  you  co u ld n 't  back  yo u r  h an d . 

un d ere stim a te d   the  drive.  B u t  h ard   luck  h a d  

“ W e ’ll  keep  ’em  m oving  till  we  come  to 

dogged  them   co n stan tly . 

the  riv e r,”  M a tt  said,  'if  it  takes  till  m id

T h e y ’d  sta rte d   o u t  with  alm ost  four  th o u n ig h t.’’

sand  head  and  fifteen  men.  H a rry   Logan 

"H ow   d ’yuh  know  th a t  river  w on’t  be  dry 

an d   one  of  L u k e  Seigel’s  punchers  had  died 

— ju st  like  the  last  on e,”  G un d ar  snarled. 

som ew here  back  there  w ith  In d ian   arrow s 

■Then  w h a t’ll  you  give  these  steers  to 

th ro u g h   them .  One  of  Jo e  S ta c y ’s  p unchers cl rin k ? ” 

had  stopped  a  ru s tle r’s  slug  and  th e y ’d  buried 

“ I  told  you  there  was  a  good  chance  of 

him   u nder  a  pile  of  rocks  near  the  Jackson 

the  Rock  R iver  being  dry   this  tim e  of  y e a r,” 

River  crossing.  T h e  o ther  two  punchers  h a d  

M a tt  said,  controlling  his  voice.  ‘‘And  th e re ’s found  the  going  too  tough  and  had  checked 

a  chance  the  Saddle  R iv e r’ll  be  d ry ,  too.  If 

o u t  one  night,  not  bothering  to  collect  th eir 

it  is,  w e’ll  move  on  to  the  C u m b er.” 

wages— or  th e  slugs  M a tt  C ham bers  would 

“ F er  yo u r  sake,  C ham bers,  Saddle  R iv e r’d 

have  b lasted   in  th eir  guts  if  h e ’d  know n 

b etter  not  be  d r y ,”  G u n d ar  said. 

th e y ’d  figured  to  q u it.  R iver  crossings,  m a

H e  let  his  palm   caress  th e  b u tt  of  his  six- 

rau d in g   In d ian s,  rustlers,  and  stam pedes  had 

gun.  T hen  he  wheeled  his  horse  back  around 

taken  a  heavy  toll.  N ow   th e  herd  num bered 

the  herd. 

a  little  less  th a n   tw enty-five  hundred  and  the 

How  long  th e y ’d  been  on  th e  trail  M a tt 

crew  an  even  ten  men. 

him self  d id n ’t  know.  H e ’d  lost  co u n t  of  the days.  B ut  i t ’d  been  too  long.  M en  an d   ca ttle j l / T A I T   C H A M B E R S   had  not  know n  John 

showed  it.  T h e  anim als  were  thin  and  s tra g 

-‘-"-f  G u n d ar  well  back  in  T exas.  G u n d ar gly,  barely  more  th a n   bones  and  hide.  And 

was  a  m an  no  one  knew   well.  H e  lived  alone 

th e  men  were  lean  and  g au n t,  w ith  tem pers 

and  he  d id n ’t  invite  questions  an d   d id n ’t  ask sh a rp   as  a  raz o r’s  edge. 

them .  B u t  th a t  was  ju st  as  well.  F o r  there T h e y ’d  been  driven  out  of  T exas  by 

were  n ea rly   five  years  of  his  own  life  M a tt 

d rought,  by  three  sum m ers  w ith  no  rain  to 

d id n ’t  ta lk   ab o u t— five  y ears  he  wished  he 

speak  of.  T h e   grass  h a d   tu rn e d   brow n,  trees could  forget. 

had   died  and  stream s,  once  full,  had  changed 

H e  was  crow ding  th irty .  F o r  fifteen  y ea rs 

to  d ry ,  b arren   arroyos. 

h e ’d   been  on  h is  own,  y ears  th a t  h a d   ta u g h t 33
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him   a   lot  ab o u t  m en,  both  the  good  in  them  

w as  a  living  thing,  one  th a t  n eith er  m an  was and  the  bad.  F o r  five  years  h e ’d  ridden  the 

willing  to  back  aw ay  from.  T h e  only  thing 

night  trails,  covered  m ost  of  them   from  the 

th a t  held  John  G u n d ar  was  the  know ledge 

Rio  to  C anada.  T en  years  ago  h e ’d  ab ru p tly  

th a t  M a tt  could  clear  le ath e r  before  G un- 

shucked  his guns.  H e him self would  not  have 

d a r ’s  h and  even  closed  on  his  gun.  And  vicbeen  able  to  explain  the  thing  th a t  changed to ry ,  not  b attle ,  was  w hat  decided  things  in 

him .  B u t  a t  tw enty,  h e ’d  changed  from  a 

th e  end,  G u n d ar  knew. 

wild,  m averick  kid,  fast .with  a  gun,  to  a  man. 

P rodding  the  bay  into  action.  M a tt  rode 

I t  w asn't  good  range  w here  he'd   sta rte d  

to  the  head  of  th e  herd.  H e  scanned  the 

his  ranch,  b u t  it  was  beyond  the  law.  T h a t's  

horizon  ahead  w ith  red-rim m ed  eyes.  T he 

w hat  had  m ade  men  like  Jo h n   G u n d ar  and 

h eat  m ade  the  air  dance  and  he  co u ld n 't  tell th e  o thers  his  neighbors.  H ard   men,  all  of 

— th e  desert  looked  as  if  it  w ent  on  forever. 

them ,  w ith o u t  scruples,  respecting  nothing 

T h e   herd  dragged  on.  L a te   th a t  a fte rbut  strength. 

noon,  th e y   sta rte d   h ittin g   some  p atch es  of M a tt  had  been  u n certain  ab o u t  wrater 

grass.  T h en   it  was  as  M a tt  hoped  it  would 

being  in  Rock  R iver— and  h e ’d  told  th e  o th be.  T h e  desert,  suddenly,  alm ost  m agically, ers  so.  B ut  th e y ’d  decided  to  risk  it,  push 

gave  w ay.  Now  they  were  sloping  down 

the  c a ttle  across  th e   alkali  hole,  plav  their 

from   th e  edge  of  th e  v ast  alkali  plain  into 

cards  close.  W hen  th e y ’d   arriv ed   a t  R ock 

the  Saddle  R iver  valley. 

R iver  two  days  ago.  there d  been  nothing, 

I t   was  sundow n  w hen  th e y   saw  th e  two 

not  even  a  trickle  to  fill  th e  canteens,  m uch 

riders  ap proaching.  M a tt  was  on  the  left  of 

less  to  w ater  the  herd  w ith. 

th e  herd  and  Jo h n   G u n d ar  was  ahead  of  him . 

John  G undar  had  stom ped  and  cussed  and 

M a tt  pulled  off  and  w ent  out  to  meet  the 

vowed  he'd  go  to  hell  before  he'd  see  his 

two.  F rom   th e  corner  of  his  eye,  he  saw 

share  of  th e  herd  die  on  the  desert.  Joe 

G u n d ar  follow. 

Stacy  had  b itte n   his  lip  and  w'atched  M a tt 

As  he  approached  M a tt  pulled  his  gun 

from  the  corner  of  his  eye.  L uke  Seigel  had 

aro u n d   w'here  i t ’d  be  h an d y   if  need  arose. 

looked  across  th e  desert  and  w anted  to  tu rn  

B ut  a  m om ent  la ter,  he  forgot  his  p re c a u back,  b u t  had  been  afraid   to  say  so. 

tion.  T he  two  riders  were  an  old  m an  and 

T h a t  night  th e y ’d  d rv-cam ped  and  drunk 

a  b u tto n . 

brackish  w ater  from  the  b arrel  tied  to  the 

C om ing  closer,  he  blinked  in  asto n ish chuck  wagon.  Because  th ere w as  no  one  else, m ent.  T h e  b u tto n   w asn 't  a  b u tto n ,  but  a they  blam ed  M a tt  C ham bers.  He  was  the 

girl.  She  wore  a  p air  of  faded  Je v is  and  a 

trail  boss.  I t ’d  been  his  word  th a t  had  sent 

co tto n   sh irt.  A  m a n 's  Stetson  was  pushed 

them   across. 

And  M a t t ’s  shoulders  w'ere 

back  on  her  taw ny  curls.  H er  grin  was  frank 

broad.  H e  d id n ’t  give  a  dam n  ab o u t  th eir 

and  friendly  as  M a tt  and  G un d ar  a p com plaints.  A  th ird   of  the  herd  belonged  to proached. 

him  and  to  hell  with  Jo h n   G u n d ar  and  the 

T h e  m an— her  g ra n d fa th e r.  M a tt  guessed 

re st. 

— was  dressed  expensively  in  doeskin  riding 

H e  stood  his  horse  there  while  the  d u st 

breeches  and  a  silk  sh irt.  H e  wore  an  im m acsw irled  around  him .  H e  m ade  no  m istake ulate  w hite  S tetson.  A  large  w hite  m usab o u t  G undar.  H e,  and  the  rest  of  the  ow ntache  covered  his  u pper  lip. 

ers,  would  enjoy  gut-shooting  th e ir  trailboss 

M a tt  w aved  them   a  greeting  and  tipped 

and  dividing  his  share  of  th e  herd  am ongst 

his  h a t  to  the  girl.  H e  figured  it  paid  to  be them selves  as  H a rry   L og an 's  share  h ad   been 

neighborly.  H e  judged  her  m aybe  tw enty. 

divided. 

B oth  th eir  horses  were  sleek  and  fat,  a 

B u t  G u n d ar  pulled  his  own  w eight  and 

stran g e  co n tra st  to  th e  lean.  rawrhide  b ay   he m ore  on  th e  drive.  T h ere  was  an  unbending 

rode. 

stren g th   in  the  m an  th a t  M a tt  had  to  a d 

“ M y  n am e’s  S orenson.”  the  m an  said. 

m ire.  S om ething  drove  him   relentlessly  to 

“ M alcolm   S.  O u t  for  a  ride  and  saw. yo u r 

w ard  w hatever  goal  he  fixed  on.  H e  had  no 

trail  d u s t.” 

p atien ce  w ith  th e   low  conniving  of  men  like 

“ I ’m  M a tt  C ham bers  and  th is  h ere ,”  he 

L u k e  Seigel  and  Jo e  S tacy.  I f   he  w anted 

m otioned  to  the  approaching  G undar,  “ Jo h n  

som ething,  h e ’d   w ade  in  a fte r  i't  w ith  guns G u n d a r.” 

sm oking,  no  m a tte r  w hat  th e   odds. 

G u n d ar  gave  no  greeting. 

T h e  challenge betw een him self an d   G u n d ar

T h e  m an called  Sorenson eyed  G u n d ar  and
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then  turned  his  gaze  to  th e   trail  herd.  “ You 

“ H e ’s  tired  and  old  and  d o esn ’t  feel  like 

bring  th a t  across  th e  d e s e rt? ”  he  asked. 

sto c k in ’  it  up,  in  spite  of  w hat  he  s a y s.” 

M a tt  nodded.  Sorenson  was  a  sm all  m an, 

“ W e ’re  heading  for  M o n ta n a ,  m a ’a m ,” 

b u t  he  had  a  th in ,  tig h t  jaw.  In   spite  of  his M a tt  C ham bers  said.  “ Y ou  d o n ’t  need  to 

clothes,  he  looked  to  M a tt  C ham bers  like  a 

w o rry .” 

man  who  knew  how  to  get  w hat  he  w anted. 

T h e   girl  ignored  this.  “ D o n ’t  try   to   m ove 

“ H eard  th e  d rought  in  T exas  was  p re tty  

in  w ithout  his  say-so,”  she  w ent  on.  “ Or 

bad,  but  I  d id n 't  know  it  was  th a t  b a d ,” 

h e ’ll  th in k   i t ’s  his  sole  p urpose  in  life  to  run Sorenson  draw led. 

you  off.  And  w e’ve  got  the  men  to  do  it.” 

M a tt  was  about  to  reply  when  G u n d ar 

“ W h y   you  te llin '  me  th is ? ”  M a tt  asked. 

broke  in.  "W hose  range  is  th is ? ” 

“ I  told  you— ” 

Sorenson  said,  “ I  run  m y  c a ttle   from  th e 

“ B ecause  h e ’s  g etting  o ld ,”  th e  girl  said. 

desert  rim  some  sixty  miles  along  th e  river. 

“ And  because  I ’ve  seen  it  hap p en   before.  I 

1   reckon  to  have  it  stocked  full  in  another 

lost  m y  fa th e r  and  m other  in  a  ran g e  w ar. 

ten  years.  T h e re ’s  a  few  sm aller  ranchers  on 

And  because— ”  she  nodded  du m b ly   a t  the 

the  o ther  side,  b u t  it  gets  into  tim ber  p re tty g a u n t  c a ttle   of  M a tt  C h a m b e rs’  herd. 

quick  over  th e re .” 

She  wheeled  her  horse  suddenly  an d   gal

" W h a t’s  to  keep  o ther  outfits  m oving  in 

loped  a fte r  her  g ra n d fa th e r.  M a tt  ru b b ed   his on  this  sid e ? ”  G u n d ar  w anted  to  know. 

h and  across  his  m ilk  w hite  stu b b le  and 

“ T h ere's  plen ty   of  good  range  here— and 

looked  a fte r  her.  H e  su ddenly  realized  how 

w a te r.” 

he  m ust  look,  how  th e  whole  ou tfit  m u st  look 

Sorenson's  eyes  narrow ed. 

to  her. 

"M e   and  my  H o u rg lass’ll  p rev e n t  o ther o utfits  moving  in ,” 

G undar  sp a t  in  the  dust. 

“ A ny  legal 

THAT  night they camped on  the banks of 

th e  Saddle  R iver.  T h ere  was  a   good 

claim ?"  he  dem anded. 

su p p ly   of  w ater  in  it  as  M a tt  had  know n 

Sorenson's  voice  shook  when  he  spoke.  “ I  

th ere  would  be.  I t   was  good  c a ttle   co u n try , got  th e  best  legal  claim  in  these  p a rts,  s tr a n this  valley.  T h ere  was  plen ty   of  y ea r  aro u n d ger.  Possession.  A n ’  I  got  enough  hands  to 

w ater  and  good  grass. 

back  my  claim .” 

D u rin g   th e  evening  m eal,  G u n d ar  was 

T he  old  man  was  trem bling  w ith  sudden 

silent.  H e  a te  his  grub  w ith  sn apping  wolfish 

rage.  G u n d a r’s  arrogance  m ade  him   m ad. 

bites.  W hen  h e ’d  finished,  he  wiped  his 

M a tt  guessed  if  the  oldster  had  bad  a  gun, 

m outh  with  his  sleeve  and  pulled  o u t  his 

h e ’d  have  gone  for  it.  T he  girl  sa t  her  horse, m akings.  H e ’d  sm oked  his  cig arette  down 

a   sm all,  grim  smile  on  her  lips. 

to  w here  it  was  barely  m ore  th a n   an  ash 

M a tt  broke  in  then.  "Y ou  consider  sellbetw een  his  fingers  when  he  spoke. 

ing  some  of  this  ra n g e ? ” 

“ I'll  tak e  m y  share  of  the  herd  no  fa rth e r,” 

But  his  question  was  never  answ ered. 

he  said.  " T h is   v alley ’s  good  enough  for  m e.” 

G u n d ar  sp a t  out  a  " H a w ! ”  and  wheeled  his L u k e  Seigel  and  Joe  S tacy  both  turn ed   to 

horse  back  to  th e  herd.  Sorenson  w atched 

look  a t  him .  M a tt  felt  his  legs  tig h ten   behim  go,  barely  able  to  control  him self. 

n eath   him  as  he  sq u a tte d   there.  S om ething 

H e  said  to  M a tt,  "M o v e  yo u r  herd  across inside  him   w arned  him  to  caution. 

m y  range  and  move  ’em  fa st-  -or  I ’ll  move 

“ It  looks good  to  m e,”  Jo e  S tacy  rem arked. 

’em  for  you!  And  m ake  sure  you  d o n 't  pick 

L u k e  Seigel  said,  “ M e  too.  I t ’s  a  w onder 

up  any  ex tra  on  th e  w av  th r o u g h !” 

som ebody  h a s n ’t  alread y   grabbed  it.” 

Tf  Sorenson  had  been  a  younger  m an,  or 

“ T h ey   h a v e ,”  M a tt  C ham bers  said.  “ T h e  

if h e ’d  carried  a gun,  M a tt  would  have  forced 

m an  we  talked  to  this  a fte rn o o n .” 

a  showdown.  H e  d id n 't  ta k e  insults  easily. 

“ I ’m  m oving  in ,”  G u n d ar  said.  “ I ’ll  go 

B ut  as  it  was,  he  sa t  there,  feeling  th e  color no  fa rth e r.” 

m ount  up  behind  his  ears. 

“Looks  to  m e  like  you  m ight  have  to  w hip 

Sorenson  jerked  on  his  reins.  “ Com e  on, 

Sorensen  an d   his  H o u rg lass,”  M a tt  draw led. 

J u n e ! ” 

“ F ro m   th e  looks  of  th e  m an,  I  im agine  th a t’s T h e  old  m a n ’s  horse  heaved  and  sta rte d  

q u ite   an   o u tfit.” 

aw ay  on  the  run.  F o r  a   b rief  m om ent,  th e  

Jo h n   G u n d ar  rep eated ,  “ I ’m  m oving  in. 

girl  w aited. 

“ G ra m p ’ll  sell  some  of  th e 

I f   Sorenson  w on’t  m ake  room ,  I ’ll  ta k e   it.” 

range,  if  you  approach  him   rig h t,”  she  said. 

T h e  m uscles on  M a tt C h a m b e rs’ ja w  tig h t
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ened  into  h ard   little  k n o ts.  H e  knew   he 

vicious,  swinging  blow  high  on  the  cheek. 

m eant  every  word  he  said.  And  he  knew   the 

T h e y   were  backing  aw ay  from   th e  fire 

m an  had  weighed  his  chances,  an d   figured 

now,  tra d in g   h ay m ak ers.  In   th e  half  d a rk he  could  m ake  it,  even  if  he  h ad   to  soak  the ness,  G u n d ar was h ard   to  see.  F or  a   m om ent, range  in  blood. 

M a tt  lost  him   there  in  th e   darkness.  H e 

“ T h e  herd  shore  looks  p o o rly ,”  Jo e  S tacy 

bore  in  w here  he  thou g h t  th e  o th e r  m ust  be. 

p u t  in.  “ R eckon  th e re ’ll  be  h ard ly   an y   left M a tt  sw ung  h a rd ,  his  fists  fanning  air.  T h en by  the  tim e  we  get  to  M o n ta n a — if  we  get 

som ething  exploded  in  his  head  and  for  a 

th e re .” 

second  everything  w ent  brig h t.  H e  h it  the 

M a tt  said,  “ T he  girl  told  me  th e re  was  a 

d irt  011  h an d s  and  knees.  H e  tw isted  aw ay 

good  chance  her  fath e r  would  sell.” 

in  tim e  to  miss  G u n d a r’s  knee  slicing  up  for 

“ S ell!”  Jo h n   G u n d ar  exploded.  “ I t ’s  free 

his  chin. 

land!  A n ’  old  Sorenson  ad m itte d   it  w asn 't 

M a tt  shook  his  head  and  scram bled  up. 

slocked  fu ll.” 

T h e   o th e r  was  ag a in st  th e   fire  now,  a  sil

“ W e could  raise  enough  m oney  on  th e  herd 

hou ette.  M a tt  forced  him self  to  te a r  into 

to  get  us  in ,”  L u k e  Seigel  said. 

G u n d ar.  S om ething  in  him   refused  to  give 

“ I ’ll  not  pay  a  dam n  c e n t,”  G u n d ar 

G u n d ar  th e  sa tisfac tio n   of  know ing  his  blows snapped.  “ T h e  ten  of  us  c ’d  swoop  dow n  on 

were  having  effect. 

old  Sorenson  before  he  knew  w hat  happened. 

M a tt  closed  in  again.  G u n d ar  cam e  for

W ith   th e  old  m an  dead,  his  p u n ch e rs'd   high-w ard  to  m eet  him.  M a tt  slam m ed  blow  a fte r 

tail  i t.” 

blow,  every th in g   he  could  m uster,  into  the 

“ B ut  if  we  d o n ’t  get  th e  old  m a n ,”  Joe 

o th e r's  m iddle.  H e  felt  sledge-ham m er  ex

S tacy  said,  “ it’s  m aybe  three,  four  to  one 

plosions  against  his  head,  th rea ten in g   to  rip 

against  us.” 

it  from   his  body. 

M a t t ’s  lips  th in n ed   across  his  te eth   as  th e B u t  w here  th e  slabbed  m uscle  of  G u n d a r’s 

w rangling  went  on.  Lowdown  skunks.  H e 

m iddle  had  been  solid,  it  suddenly  becam e 

said,  his  voice  b rittle ,  “ W V re  not  m u rd e rin ’ 

soft.  T h e  two  moved  tow ard  th e  fire  again, 

the  old  m a n !  W e’ll  buy  in  or  m ove  o n ! ” 

and  M a tt  could  see  G u n d a r’s  face,  bloody 

John  G u n d ar  tu rn ed   his  head  slowly. 

and  sickly  in  the  flickering  yellow  light.  His 

T h ere  was  a  slow  sm ile  on  his  lips  when  he 

own  arm s  felt  like  heavy,  lead  w eights  w ith 

spoke.  “ You  g e ttin ’  chicken-livered,  C ham no  stren g th   left  in  them . 

b e rs? "  he  rasped.  T hen,  “ Or  is  it  th e   girl? 

N e ith e r  m an  m oved  qu ick ly   now.  T h ere 

S h e’s  not  a  bad — ” 

seemed  to  be  nothing  left  in  eith er  of  them , 

H e  never  finished  the  sentence.  M a tt  covb u t  they  stood  there,  face  to  face,  slugging ered  I he  ten  feet  th a t  sep arated   them   in 

it  out. 

nothing  Hat.  B ut  G u n d ar  was  ready. 

M a tt  shifted  his  blows  to  G u n d a r’s  head. 

G u n d ar  met  his  charge  w jth  feet  wide, 

T hen  the  o th e r  su ddenly  backed  aw ay.  In 

standing  like  a  stone  wall.  T h e  m om entum  

G u n d a r’s  re tre a t,  M a tt  found  added  stren g th . 

carried  M a tt  through  th e  m a n ’s  chopping 

G u n d a r’s  fingers  closed  on  a  piece  of  firefists.  H e  slam m ed  th e   full  weight  of  his  body wood  big  as  a  m a n ’s  arm .  Before  he  could 

behind  a  blow  to  G u n d a r’s  m iddle.  B u t  th ere raise  it,  M a tt  threw   every .ounce  of  his  body 

was  no  give.  T he  man  absorbed  th e   shock  of 

behind  a   slam m ing  h ay m ak e r  to  th e   m a n ’s the  blow  with  no  a p p a re n t  feeling. 

jaw .  T h e  sound  of  bone  against  bone  was 

F rom   the  corner  of  his  eye,  M a tt  saw  Joe 

like  th e  crack  of  a  rifle. 

Stacy  and  L uke  Seigel.  T h e y   w atched,  th e ir 

G u n d ar  stood  there,  w eaving,  eyes  glassy. 

m ouths  open  a  a  little.  T h is  w asn’t  th e ir 

M a tt  c o u ld n ’t  have  h it  him   again.  H e  d id n ’t fight.  T h ey   d id n ’t  w an t  an y   p a r t  of  it. 

have  th e  stren g th .  B u t  th ere  was  no  need. 

G u n d ar  was  com ing  forw ard  now,  heavy 

G u n d ar  p itch ed   forw ard  on  his  face  an d   lay fists  ready.  H e  w ent  a fte r  M a tt  like  he  w ent still. 

a fte r  every th in g   else,  relentlessly  tough,  no 

q u a rte r  asked  or  given.  M a tt  w aited  till 

G u n d ar  was  close.  T hen  he  step p ed   in  and 

KEEPING his knees steady with difficulty, 

M a tt  staggered  over  to  th e   chuck  wagon. 

laid   a  hard  one  across  th e  o th e r’s  tem ple. 

H e   sloshed  w ate r  on  his  h ead .  H is  face  felt H e  felt  the  bones  in  his  a rm   ja r   p ain   to   his c u t  to  ribbons.  H e  sp a t  a   m o u th fu l  of  blood shoulder blade.  G u n d ar  roared  like a  bull b u t 

a n d   trie d   to  w ork  h is  jaw .  H is  body  ached shook  off  th e   blow. 

H e  cau g h t  M a tt  a

from   th e  te rrib le  pounding. 
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Some  of  th e  dizziness  was  gone  from   his 

this.  T h e   herd  m ean t  m ore  to  G u n d ar  th a n head  when  he  w ent  back  to  th e   fire.  G undar 

hu m an   life.  T h e   odds  were  m aybe  five  to 

still  lay  w here  h e ’d  fallen.  I t   looked  to  M a tt one  ag ain st  m uscling  in  in  th e   first  place. 

like  the  o thers  h a d n ’t  budged  since  th e   fight A  big  moon  poked  over  th e  rim   of  th e 

sta rted . 

valley  and  gave  him   som e  light.  H e  rode 

H e  looked  from   Joe  S tacy  to  L u k e  Seigel. 

steadily  for  nearly   two  hours  before  he  saw 

“ Any  more  a rg u m e n ts? ” 

ran ch   lights  off  to  his  right.  H e   headed  for 

Joe  S tacy  told  him ,  “ I  reckon  y o u ’re 

them ,  hoping  it  was  S orenson’s  spread,  h o p b oss.” 

ing  th e  old  m an  had  cooled  off  some  since 

L u k e  Seigel  nodded  and  said,  “ W h a t  yub 

th e   afternoon. 

a im in ’  to  do  now,  M a tt?   T h e  herd  c a in ’t  go As  he  ap proached  th e   buildings,  he  m a rm uch  farth er.  T h e y ’ll  be  dead  before  we  get veled  a t  th e  size  of  Sorenson's  holdings.  T h e 

tuh  M o n ta n a .” 

ranchhouse  was  a  big  ram bling  one  sto ry  

M a tt  knew  w hat  Seigel  said  was  true. 

affair.  T h e re   w ere  huge  b arn s  for  w inter 

H e ’d  know n  it  for  weeks,  b u t  even  to  him self hay ,  a   large  b u nkhouse  and  a   dozen  or  so 

he  w ouldn’t  ad m it  it.  M ay b e  it  w as  Jo h n  

o th e r  sm aller  buildings.  In   th e  m oonlight  he 

G u n d ar  th a t  forced  this  stu b b o rn   stre a k   in could  see  well  fenced  p astu re s  an d   corrals 

him .  B ut  now  G u n d ar  was  beaten  and  the 

and  h ay   racks.  Y ou  could  tell  a   lot  a b o u t  a whole  thing  was  before  M a tt  C ham bers. 

m an  by  the  w ay  he  k e p t  his  ran ch ,  M a tt 

Since  th e  ta lk   w ith  Sorenson  and  th e  girl 

figured. 

and  th ro u g h o u t  the  evening  m eal,  a   plan 

H e   rode  up  to  th e  house  and  threw   th e 

had  been  tak in g   shape  in  his  m ind.  I t  was 

b a y ’s  reins  over  a  h itch in g   post.  H e  step p ed only  a  h alf-th o u g h t-o u t  idea,  b u t  he  knew  

u p   on  th e  bro ad ,  veran d a-lik e  porch.  H e 

he  had  to  m ake  a   decision. 

lifted  his h and  to  knock w hen  a  voice sn ap p ed  

H e  licked  his  bruised  and  b attered   lips 

from   th e  shadow s,  “ D o n ’t  touch  yore  gun, 

before  he  spoke.  “ I ’ll  ride  to  th e  H ourglass 

m is te r!” 

to n ig h t,”  he  said,  “ M a y b e  I  c ’n  m ake  a   deal M a tt  spun,  searching  for  th e  m an  w ho’d 

with  Sorenson.  I  reckon  th e  old  m a n ’ll  be 

spoken.  H e  could  m ake  out  nothing  in  th e 

reasonable  if  we  try   to  buy  in.” 

shadow s  of  th e  building.  H e  said,  “ I  com e 

Joe  Stacy  said,  “ T h a t  w on’t  leave  us  operp ea ce ab ly .” 

atin g   expenses  till  we  can  ship  beef.” 

“ T h a t’s  good.  T h e re ’s  a  dozen  guns 

T he  sta te m e n t  dem anded  a  reply  from  

train ed   on  y ore  back.  W h a t  do  you  w a n t? ” 

M a tt.  B oth  S tacy  and  Seigel  were  w aiting 

“ P ala v er  w ith  S orenson.” 

for  it.  B ut  M a tt  tu rn ed   on  his  heel  and  w ent T h e   voice  said,  “ G et  his  gun,  J a k e .” 

down  to  the  rem uda.  H e  roped  his  bay.  H is 

F rom   th e  o ther  side  of  him ,  M a tt  heard  

fingers  were  raw   and  stiff  and  sore.  I t   took 

soft  footsteps.  H is  gun  was  je rk e d   from   its 

him  a  long  tim e  to  saddle.  H e  pulled  up   the 

holster.  T h en   th e  m an  em erged  from   the 

cinch  and  m ounted.  H e  looked  back  tow ard 

shadow s  and  knocked  on  th e  door.  I t  was 

th e  fire.  G u n d ar  was  dragging  him self  to  his 

a   heavy  door,  solid  oak,  M a tt  judged  from  

feet.  M a tt  rode  in  th e   d irection  Sorenson 

the'  sound. 

and  the  girl  had  taken  th a t  afternoon.  H e 

T h e   door  sw ung  open  an d   he  blinked  in 

d id n ’t  look  back. 

th e   sudden,  b rig h t  light.  M alcom   Sorenson 

H e  knew  this  thing  with  Jo h n   G undar 

stood  there  dresssd  as  M a tt  had  seen  him  

w asn’t  settled .  T h e   m an  pushed  on  till  he 

th a t  afternoon.  B ehind  him ,  M a tt  could  see 

got  w hat  he  w anted.  M a tt  d id n ’t  th in k   a 

into  a  spacious  living  room,  Ju n e   Sorenson 

beating  would  stop  him.  B u t  if  it  took  a 

cam e  up   to  sta n d   by  h er  father.  M a tt  pulled bullet  in  Jo h n   G u n d a r’s guts,  M a tt  was  ready o u t  his  b a tte re d   hat. 

to  p u t  th a t  there  too. 

“ Y ou  keep  your  place  well  p e rfec ted ,” 

C ham bers  knew   w hat  range  w ar  was.  H e ’d 

M a tt  said  dryly. 

seen  it  tim e and  again.  One  hog  tried   to  grab 

Sorenson  m otioned  him   inside.  H e   took  in 

the  whole  shebang,  and  p re tty   soon  a   m a n ’s 

th e  b ea t-u p   condition  of  M a t t ’s  face  an d  

business  w asn ’t  raising  c a ttle   b u t  killing 

knuckles  b u t  m ade  no   com m ent.  In ste a d   he 

men.  I t  never  settled  an y th in g .  L ike  any 

said,  “ I   a in ’t  a   fool,  C ham bers.  I  know   w hat w ar,  it  only  b ro u g h t  bloodshed,  then  re ta lia men  d esp erate  for  a  range  will  do.  A n ’  I tion  and  revenge. 

know   ju s t  ab o u t  how  th e y ’d  go  a b o u t  doing B ut  Jo h n   G u n d ar  had  been  read y   to  risk

it.” 
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M a tt  got  to  th e  poin t  quickly.  “ M y   herd 

liness.  As  he  looked  at  th e   girl  it  seemed  to 

c a n ’t  go  farth er.  I ’d  adm ire  to  b u y   in  if him   th a t  his  p a st  had  been  w asted,  aim less 

y o u 're  reaso n ab le.” 

years.  M ore  th a n   an y th in g   in  his  life  now 

Sorenson  nodded  au to m atica lly .  “ F rom  

he  w anted  to  bu y   into  this  valley,  se ttle   here the  look  I  got  of  your  c a ttle   and  y o u r  p a rtn e r for  good,  have  neighbors  like  these  two. 

o ut  th e re , ' 1  he  said,  “ I  figured  y o u ’d  try   to W ith o u t  realizing  it,  he  found  him self 

move  in  shooting.  You  c a n ’t  go  m uch  farth er. 

being  led  to  a n o th er  p a rt  of  th e  house  by 

Any  man  can  see  th a t.” 

Sorenson.  H e  washed  and  let  the  older  m an 

"1  had  some  trouble  convincing  G undar 

p u t  th e  salve  on  his  b a tte re d   face.  N ext 

vou'd  be  reasonable  if  we  approached  openthey  w ent  to  th e  kitchen  w here  Ju n e  had ly ,”  M a tt  said. 

laid  out  a  good  deal  m ore  th a n   apple  pie. 

i ' l l   put  mv  case  s tra ig h t,”  said  Sorenson. 

H e  a te   thick  slabs  of  cold  roast  beef  and 

* i  built  this  ranch  from  nothing.  B u t  I ’m 

sweet  sm elling  hom em ade  bread.  F in ally   he 

old.  Too  old  t'b e   am bitious.  I t ’s  b igger’n 

topped  it  off  w ith a  huge  wedge  of pie,  washed 

I  can  take  care  of  w ithout  tru stin g   a  m an 

down  w ith  good,  h o t  coffee.  H e  thought  h e ’d 

further  th a n   I  have  to-—save  my  own  kin. 

never  ta ste d   such  food  before. 

I  a in ’t  got  no  kin  save  Ju n e   here.  I f   I  had T h e y   w ent  back  to   the  living  room.  Sorena  grandson,  i t ’d  be  different. 

son  b ro u g h t  out  his  survey  m aps.  T ogether 

“ Anyhow,  too  m any  people  aro u n d   these 

th e y   studied  them ,  Sorenson  explaining  th e 

days.  C a n ’t  expect  to  keep  a  place  this  big 

d etails  of  th e  land. 

with  people  m oving  west  like  th e y   are.  I'll 

T h ey   were  b en t  over  th e  m aps  when  a  roar 

be  spending  all  m y  tim e  running  nesters  off. 

ripped  the  nig h t  wide  open.  All  hell  broke 

Reckon  I  ought  to  cu t  it  dow n  to  size  so’s 

loose  outside! 

Ju n e  can  handle  it  a fte r  I  check  on. 

Sorenson  cam e  up  fast.  B efore  he  blew out 

“ Now,  I  d o n ’t  w ant  to sell,  b u t  J u n e ’s  conth e   light,  M a tt  saw  his  eyes.  T h e y   were vinced  me  I   oughta.  I'm   willing  to  sell  a t 

cold,  h ard   eyes  now,  like  finely  polished 

a  decent  price  because  I  figure  Ju n e’U  find 

sp lin ters  of  steel.  In   few  men  had  M a tt  seen 

money  in  the  b an k   of  m ore  use  th a n   a  ranch th e  sam e cold  look  of resolution. 

bigger’n  she  can  handle.  Still  in te re ste d ? ” 

T h e girl  reacted  quickly.  She  raced  through 

M a tt  gru n ted   in  the  affirm ative.  Sorenson 

to  th e  k itch en   and  b arred  the  back  door. 

looked  a t  him   closely  for  a  m om ent.  T h e ir 

M a tt  h eard  her shoot  th e  bolts  seconds  before 

eyes  m et  and  held.  T h en   th e  older  m an 

h ea v y   footsteps  pounded  up  outside  and  a 

seemed  to  come  to  a  decision.  H e  said,  “ I ’ll 

shoulder  slam m ed  ag a in st  the  door.  L ik e  th e 

tell  the  boys  to  h it  th e   hay  and  we  can  go 

fro n t,  th e  back  door  was  solid  oak  and  would 

over  the  survey  m aps  I ’ve  had  made.  R eckon 

stop  a  dozen  m en.  T h e re   was  cussing  outside 

th e y ’re  p re tty   a c c u ra te .” 

and  M a tt  knew   th e  g irl’s  sw ift  action  had 

H e  w ent  to  the  door  and  spoke  a   few 

saved  them . 

w ords  to  th e  punchers  who  w aited  on  g uard 

H e  felt  his  big  six  in  his  h an d .  H e  d id n ’t outside.  W hen  he  cam e  back  w ith  M a t t ’s 

rem em ber  draw ing.  H e  was  a t  the  window 

six  he  said,  “ D o n ’t  reckon  they  need  to  sta y  

in  two  strides,  w ondering  w hat  this  was  all 

up.  Guess  I  had  you  figured  w rong.” 

a b o u t  b u t  a t  th e  sam e  tim e  alread y   know ing. 

M a tt  shoved  the  gun  in  his  holster,  feeling 

Inches  from   his  head  th e w indow  sash  seemed 

somehow  easier  w ith  th e   w eight  of  th e  th ing 

to  e ru p t  in  sp lin ters  and  glass. 

on  his  leg  once  more. 

At  th e   hitching  rail,  M a tt s  bay  heaved 

Sorenson  said,  “ T hose  cuts  on  yo u r  face 

an d   jerked  in  fright.  M o st  of  th e  shooting 

look  m ighty  sore-ful.  I  got  som e  salve  th a t ’ll was  close.  I t  cam e  from   aro u n d   the  far 

tak e  the  sting  out  quick.  L ike  to  wash  up 

corner  of  the  house  and  was  d irected  against 

and  try   som e?” 

th e  bunkhouse.  T o  the  left,  b eh in d .a  sm aller 

And  June  said,  “ I  baked  a  great  big  apple 

building,  M a tt  could  see  an  occasional  flash 

pie  this  m orning.  I  know  how  you  men  e a t 

as  som eone  poured  d eadly  crossfire  into  th e 

on  the  trail.  M ay b e  y o u ’re  h u n g ry .” 

front  of  th e  m ain  house. 

P re sen tly   from   th e  b u nkhouse  a  weaving, 

THE hat Matt held suddenly became awk running  figure  emerged.  Matt  half  shouted. 

w ard  in  his  h ands.  H e  tw isted  it  and 

H e  knew   th e   m an  c o u ld n ’t  m ake  it  th rough a.lu m p   cam e  into  his  th ro a t.  I t   was  th e  first th a t  d ead ly   hail  of  lead.  In   th e   m oonlight, tim e  in  fifteen  y ea rs  h e ’d  found  such  friendth e   figure  pulled  up  suddenly  as  a   slug  h it

[image: Image 104]

[image: Image 105]

[image: Image 106]

THREE  M UST  DIE

39

"him.  T hen  he  sta rte d   again,  staggering,  delead  into  th e  bunkhouse.  T h e y 'd   figured  to term ined  to  m ake  th e  front  door. 

pin  down  the  punchers  there.  And  they  h ad  

And  then  M a tt's   guts  froze  inside  him . 

the  main  house  pinned  down.  Soon  th e y ’d 

From   the  corner  of  the  house,  he  heard  Jo h n  

b u st  in  shooting.  Ju n e   Sorenson's  quick  ac

G u n d a r s   hoarse  v((jce  yell.  ’‘G et  him !  K eep tion  had  p revented  th a t,  but  th e y ’d  try   again. 

the  bunkhouse  pinned  d o w n !’’

And  once  th e  H ourglass  ow ner  was  dead, 

But  the  puncher  was  alre ad y   on  the  porch 

m oving  in  on  the  range  w ould n 't  be  any

now.  He  carried  a  rifle.  Old  Sorenson  opened 

th e  heavy  oak  door  to  ad m it  him .  T h e  m an 

pitched  inside  on  hands  and  k n e e s.. 

" I t 's   th at  bunch  with  th e  trail  h e rd ,''  he gasped  out.  "They  sneaked  in.  D id n 't  s ta rt shooting  till  they  was  p la n te d . ' 1  T h en   the H e 'd   c o n v in c e d   th e   o th e rs 

th e   ra n g e   h a d   to   b e   ta k e n  

by  fo rc e .  .  .  . 

man  collapsed  to  the  floor,  sucking  hard  a t 

trouble. 

T h e  whole  a tta c k   depended  on 

his  last  breaths. 

keeping  th e  punchers  b ottled  up  in  th e  b u n k 

M a tt  was  furious. 

Any  allegiance  he 

house  while  they  got  Sorenson. 

m ight  have  felt  to  his  men  was  gone.  T he 

M a tt  cursed  him self  for  being  a  fool.  H e 

whole  thing  becam e  plain.  G u n d ar  had  gone 

should  have  guessed  G u n d ar  w o u ld n ’t  let  a 

hog  wild.  H e'd  convinced  th e  others  th a t 

b eating  sto p   him   for  long.  O nce  th e   mar. 

Sorenson's  range  had  to  be  taken  by  force. 

had  set  his  course,  he  never  swerved  till  he 

M a tt  guessed  it  d id n ’t  tak e  too  much  to 

got  w hat  he  w anted.  O ne  word  from  M a tt 

convince  L uke  Seigel  and  Joe  Stacy. 

would  have  kep t  th e   g uard  posted,  a  word 

T he  strateg y   of  th e  a tta c k   was  clear.  G un- 

th a t  in  his  foolishness  M a tt  had  failed  to 

d a r's  men  were  pouring  a   ste ad y   strea m   of

give. 
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In   the  d a rk ,  he  could  feel  th e  eyes  of 

w as  like  a  living  thing.  F la tte n e d   ag ain st 

Sorenson  and  Ju n e   on  him. 

T h ey   were 

the  wall,  he  edged  along  the  v era n d a  aw ay 

accusing  eyes,  accusing  M a tt  C ham bers  of 

from  the  corner  behind  w hich  G u n d a r’s  men 

b etra y al.  “ So  you  w anted  to  buy  la n d ,”  the 

w ere  firing. 

old  man  sneered.  “ C om ing  like  a  friend  to 

H e  wished  it  were  d ark e r.  A  m an  moving 

put  us  off  g uard  while  them   rannies  of  yours 

in  the  m oonlight  was  a  good  ta rg e t.  W hen 

sneaked  up  on  us.  I  should  ’uv  ru n   you  off 

he  cam e  to  the  corner  of  the  house,  he 

th e  range  this  afte rn o o n ." 

paused.  H e  selected  th e  nearest  outbuild in g  

M a tt  C h a m b e rs’  teeth  cam e  together  tight. 

from  w hich  he  could  ta k e  cover.  H e  had  to 

H is  lips  were  w hite  lines  across  his  face. 

get  th e  m an  covering  the  rear  of  the  house. 

“ I  a in ’t  in  on  John  G u n d a r’s  m urdering.  You H e  knew   th ere  would  be  one. 

can  believe  th a t  or  n o t.” 

T h en ,  hunching  down  as  close  to  th e  earth 

Sorenson  d id n ’t  answ er  an d   he  d id n ’t  beas  possible,  he  broke  for  it. 

lieve  it.  H e  w ent  for  the  rifle  th e  puncher 

H e 'd   not  gone  ten  feet  when  he  saw  d u st 

on  th e  floor had  carried.  M a tt  saw   th e  m ovesp u rt  a t  his  feet.  H e  turned  to  locate  the m ent  in  the  m oonlight.  H e  stepped  forw ard. 

flash.  In   th a t  in sta n t  he  saw  two  sep arate 

As  Sorenson’s  fingers  closed  on  th e   stock, 

flashes.  H e  knew   then  he  co u ld n ’t  m ake  it. 

M a tt’s  fingers  closed  ab o u t  his  w rist. 

G u n d ar  had  posted  two  men  at  the  back. 

T h e   rifle  c lattered   to  the  floor. 

S om ething  slam m ed  into  his  side  and  he 

T h e   puncher  had  Levis  pulled  over  his 

fought  for  balance. 

flannels.  H e  had  no  six-gun.  M a tt  shoved 

T h e  stre n g th   drain ed   from   him .  T h e  o u this  own  gun  in  his  holster  and  took  the  rifle. 

building  seem ed  a  long  ways  aw ay.  T h ere 

“ Sorry,  old  feller,”  he  said  in  a 't i g h t   voice. 

was  no  pain.  O nly  th e  sudden  shock  of  the 

“ D o n ’t  w ant  any  in terferin g   till  I  se ttle   some thin g   had  taken  everything  o u t  o f  him .  H e 

th in g s.” 

forced  his  legs  to  move.  H e  felt  an o th er 

T h e  girl  was  in  th e  corner,  out  of  th e  line 

slug  tw itch  a t  his  jacket. 

of  fire.  Sorenson  was  cussing.  H e  sta rte d  

H e  could  go  no  farth er.  A gainst  his  will, 

for  an o th er  room  a fte r  a   gun.  M a tt  le t  the he  felt  him self  sink  to  the  ground.  Lying 

o ldster  go.  H e ’d  have  this  thin g   se ttle d — 

there,  he  b ro u g h t  the  rifle  up.  Som ething 

one  way  or  an o th er— before  Sorenson  could 

seared  across  his  leg  and  he  was  seconds 

find  tim e  to  use  his  gun. 

la te r  g ettin g   his  aim .  H e  fired  first  a t  one G u n d ar  had  one  m an  covering  th e   front 

sp u rt  of  flame,  then  w ith o u t  w aiting,  jacked 

of  th e  house.  M a tt  guessed  h e ’d  hav e  a n an o th er  c a rtrid g e  into  th e  cham ber.  On  his o ther  covering  the  back  to  p revent  escape. 

second  sh o t  th e re  was  a   yelp  of  pain  and  he 

T h a t  left  seven  men  pouring  lead  into  the 

could  hear  a  m an  cussing.  H e  fired  again. 

bunkhouse. 

G u n d ar  depended  on  keeping 

T h en   he  noted  w ith  a  grim   sa tisfac tio n   th a t the  punchers  bottled  up  in  the  bunkhouse. 

both  the  o th e r  guns  were  silent. 

Once  the  firing  stopped  long  enough  for 

How  long  he  lay  th e re  he  d id n ’t  know. 

those  punchers  to  b rea k   . . . . 

I t   had  only  been  m inutes  since  th e  firing  had 

H e  knew  w hat  he h ad   to  do.  K eeping  low, 

first  sta rte d .  T hose  few  seconds  he  lay  there 

he  went  to  th e  window.  H e  w aited  till  the 

seemed  like  hours.  B u t  he  d id n ’t  pass  out. 

m an  covering  th e  front  of  the  house  fired 

G rad u ally ,  some  stren g th   cam e  back  in  his 

again. 

A lm ost  with  th e  o th e r's  sp u rt  of 

arm s  and  legs  and  w ith  it  cam e  pain. 

flame,  M a tt’s  rifle  cracked.  T h e  slugs  which 

I t  was a  raw ,  jagged  agony.  I t  gripped  him 

had  been  com ing  through  the  front  window 

tig h te r  w hen  he  sucked  in  a  b reath. 

H e 

and  ag a in st  the  h eavy  oak  door  stopped

m anaged  to  get  to  his  feet. 

E v ery th in g  

M a tt  took  one  long  la st  look  a t  th e  girl. 

seem ed  b rig h t  and  d istin c t  in  the  m oonlight. 

H e  could  see  only  her  shape  outlined  in  the 

H e  m ade  his  w ay  aro u n d   th e   ranch  house 

darkness.  H e  tho u g h t  he  heard  a  muffled 

keeping  well  aw ay  from   the  building. 

sob  escape  from   her. 

H e  saw  som eone  try in g   to  clim b  through 

W ords  were  difficult.  H e  said,  “ I ’m  sorry, 

a  back  window.  H e  raised  the  rifle  w ith  an  

m a’am .  R eckon  m ebbe  i t ’s  up  to  me  now .” 

effort.  T h e   kick  n ea rly   knocked  it  from   his 

h ands.  B u t  he  m issed.  W hen  he  ja ck e d   th e 

HE LET himself out  the  front door.  The  empty  out,  he  knew  by  the  sound  it  had air  was  thick  w ith  th e  acrid  sm ell  of 

been  th e   la st  one. 

burned  pow dersm oke.  T h e   ro a r  in  his  ears

 (Continued  on  page  112)
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 “ This  town’ll  never  miss 

 a lawman like y o n t h e y  

 told  p e a c e a b l e   Sheriff 

 Jess  L u n t— “ leastways 

 not  with  a  bullet!” 

F our  miles  u p   the 

trail,  we  fo u n d   Jess  l 

Lu n t,  . . . 

J |

BLOODY  1 \   P E A C E A B L E

ANOTHER  raid  was  coming  up  the  be over.  But we started anyway—all except valley,  the  second  in  two  m onths. 

Jesse  L a n t— an d   crossed  th e  d ry   w ash  of 

I t  w as  com ing  up  in  high-flying  d u st 

C razy  M a n ’s  Creek  and  headed  for  its  big 

from  galloping  hoofs  and  th e  fain t   w h ick- 

bend,  w hich  loops  b an k -fu ll  aro u n d   Good- 

 w hack  of  shots,  ju s t  like  the  first  one  had. 

ch ild ’s  e a st  bou n d ary .  O ld  E v an   h a d   a   sm all T he  shots  were  effect,  to  fray  th e  nerves  of 

sp read — h alf  a  section,  th ree  h u n d red   and 

old  E van  G oodchild  and  his  wife.  I t   was 

tw en ty   acres.  H e  was  p lanning  to  acquire 

tw ilight— a   good  tim e  to  s ta rt  trouble. 

th e  o th e r  half  from   the  bank  a fte r  h e ’d 

T h e  raid  was  four  miles  from  tow n  now, 

throw n  his  steers  into  the  drive  and  pockalm ost  to  G oodchild’s  fence,  an d   it  was  too eted  K an sas  C ity   cash. 

la te  for  an y   of  us  to  do  an y th in g   ab o u t  it. 

W e  m ade  w hite  w ater  th rough  th e  big 

By  th e  tim e  w e’d  taken  ou r  horses  off  the 

bend  an d   got  th ere  in  tim e  to  see  E v an   come rail  and  go tten   down  there,  th e  th ing  would

o u t  of  his  dog -tro t  w ith  a   seven-shot  Spencer 41
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on  his  arm ;  in  tim e  to  see  him   throw   the 

scared  off  bore  a  stro n g   resem blance  to  M a tt 

stock  to  his  cheek  and  loose  off  at  th e  raid, 

N y e .” 

w hich  num bered  eight  riders. 

M a tt  N y e  was  B a rsh ee’s  segundo,  and 

H e  got  two  before  they  got  him ,  and  the 

B arshee  owned  the  Jinglefoot,  a  big  outfit 

sound  of  the  shots  was  like  sticks  being 

a t  the  o th e r  end  of  the  valley,  whose  west 

w hipped  into  a  blanket. 

fence  bordered  th e  east  fences  of  G oodchild 

A  torch  sp u ttered   across  the  dusk  and 

and  S ack ett. 

B ut  the  Jinglefoot  had  too 

clum ped  into  th e  dog-trot  and  set  it  on  fire. 

m uch  dry   range  for  its  own  good,  and  it 

S arah  Goodchild  cam e  ou t,  holding  her 

d id n ’t  require  m uch  co gitating  to  see  what 

sk irts  above  her  ankles,  followed  b y   th e  little B arshee  was  up  to,  if  he  co u ld n 't  buy  out 

M ex  boy  th e y ’d  recently  hired.  W e  waved 

G oodchild  and  S ack e tt— who  had  sole  wato  her  as  we  galloped  p a s t— th ere  was  n o th ter  rights  a t  this  end  of  the  valley^  he'd in "  we  could  do  for  E van. 

burn  them   out.  N eith er  of  them   had  any 

W e  followed  the  re tre a tin g   raid  along  the 

idea  of  selling. 

tra c e   of  the  old  stage  tra il  for  alm ost  five 

S arah  G oodchild  was  saying,  “ D id n 't  susmiles,  but  we  d id n ’t  save  m uch  of  Good-p ect  a  thing.  J u s t  this  m ornin'  E van  told 

c h ild ’s  stock  because  w e'd  been  fooled.  W hile 

me,  he  said,  ‘I  can  buy  th a t  o ther  half  secth e  p a rty   of  eight  had  been  d iv ertin g   a tte n tion  if  I  can  throw   fifty  head  into  the  D riv e’ 

tion  to  the  dog -tro t,  a n o th er  p a rty   h ad   run H e  said— ”  she-w as  sobbing  now— “ th a t  i t ’d 

off  two  dozen  head,  h alf  of  old  E v a n ’s  herd. 

be  nice  to  get  it  before  B arshee  gets  it,  th at 

H e  h a d n ’t  been  able  to  graze  m ore  than 

B arshee  owns  enough  land  a're a d y ,  a n ’  has 

fifty  head  a t  a  tim e  on  th a t  acreage. 

no  rig h t  to — to— ”  She  c o u ld n ’t  finish,  be

Full  dark  cam e  dowrn  fast,  the  w ay  things 

cause  she  was  crying. 

do  on  the  prairie,  and  Ben  Pearson  circled 

Ben  P earson  swung  down  and  helped  her 

his  horse  across  our  front  and  shook  his 

into  his  saddle,  then  m ounted  behind  her. 

head.  “ N o  use  to  go  farth er.  T h ey   got  clean 

T h e  rest  of  us  packed  E van  and  th e  two 

aw ay.  L e t’s  go  back  a n ’  see  w hat  we  can  do 

stran g ers,  and  we  all  rode  slowly  back  to 

for  S a ra h .’1

tow n  in  th e  m oonlight,  leaving  the  little  M ex 

She  was  tossing  buckets  of  w ater  onto  the 

boy  to  clean  up  th e  place  and  keep  w atch 

roof  fire,  trying  to  save  w hat  she  could. 

on  it  for  a  while. 

E van  still  lav  w here  h e ’d  fallen,  though  his 

wife  had  turned  him  over  to  see  how  bad 

he  was  hit.  H e  was  h it  bad.  O ne  of  the 

THERE  wasn’t  any  point  in  riding  onto 

th e   Jinglefoot  to  ask  B arshee  for  p e rbullets  had  taken  his  left  eye  out. 

mission  to  inspect  his  stock,  because  both 

.  W e  put  the  fire  out,  and  for  a  m inute  no

G oodchild  and  S ackett  had  used  only  hair 

body  said  an y th in g .  S arah  sat  on  an  u p b ran d s  on  th e  cows  th a t  were  m arked  for ended  bucket,  her  gray  hair  hanging  down 

th e  D rive,  and  h a ir  b ran d s  can  be  altered  in p ast  her  chin,  her  hands  dangling  off  her 

no  tim e  at  all. 

knees.  T h e  breath   was  running  in  and  out 

W e  took  the  strangers  directly   to  the  hill 

o f  her  in  little  w hispers. 

Ben  P earson  knelt  beside  her.  “ D id  you 

and  buried  them ,  but  we  left  E van  w ith 

suspect  it  m ight  come— you  or  E v a n ? ” 

the  R everend  O pdvcke.  T h e   reverend  said 

h e ’d  fix  him  up  to  look  nice  while  Sarah 

“ D id n ’t  suspect  a n y th in g .’’  She  was  sn ifstay ed   w ith  M rs.  O pdycke. 

fling.  “ W hen  they  got  S ackett  s  last  m onth, 

Jesse  L an t  was  sittin g   in  his  office  cu b b y , we  thought  i t ’d  be  the  last— ” 

w hittling  a  stick.  H is  knife  blade  k ep t  flash

S a c k e tt’s  spread,  adjoining  G oodchild’s  on 

ing  silver  in  th e  lam plight,  and  for  a  m o

C razy  M a n ’s  CTeek,  had  been  burned  and 

m ent  we  only  saw  him  and  nobody  else.  H e 

th e  stock  run  off,  and  h e’d  been  wounded 

was  sm all  and  bow -shouldered,  and  his 

while  defending  him self

sandy  h air  looked  like  he  never  com bed  it, 

W e  exam ined  the  two  riders  th a t  Evan 

even  on  S undays.  H e  d id n ’t  m uch  resem ble 

G oodchild  had  toppled,  b u t  we  d id n ’t  recoga  town  m arshal  a t  all. 

In   fact,  nobody 

nize  them . 

th o u g h t  he  was  m uch  of  a  town  m arshal,  and 

“ Paid  k illers,”  Ben  Pearson  said,  and 

it  w as  a  m y stery   to  everybody  w hy  M iss 

m ade  a  sour  face  and  sp a t.  “ B arsh ee’s  too 

D eb o rah   C lark   h a d   side-cjhuted  M a tt  N ye 

sm a rt  to  use  his  own  men  for  th is  kind  of 

for  him .  B u t  th en ,  women  are  q ueerer  than 

d irty   w ork,  though  one  of  those  boys  we

red-eyed  longhorns. 
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A  year  before,  Ben  Pearson  had  said, 

when  she  had  appeared  a t  night  w ith  a   ca n 

‘‘S om ebody’s  got  to  be  m arsh al,  a n ’  it 

dle  to  see  if  her  tot  was  warm .  Or  his  first 

m ight's  well  be  young  Jesse.  H e ’s  fixin'  to 

girl,  the  one  w ith  a  hair  ribbon  and  a 

get  m arried,  a n '  he  can  use  some  s ta b ility .” 

freckled  nose  th a t  m ade  him  feel  all  queer 

W e'd  all  smiled  at  th a t,  because  sta b ility   was inside  and  all  h an d s  and  feet  outside,  and 

an  u n d erstatem en t  w hen  used  to  describe 

w ith  no  voice  at  all. 

the  job  of  m arshal  in  our  town.  Except  for 

Ben  Pearson  went  on,  "S ervices  for  E van 

chasing  a  chicken  thief  or  locking  up  a  drunk 

are  tom orrow   a t  ten  o'clock.  M rs.  Good- 

on  a  S atu rd ay ,  there  was  little  to  do.  O r  had child's  s ta y in ’  with  M rs.  O pdvcke  ’til  we 

been,  until  these  raids  sta rted . 

can  find  a  m an  to  help  her  with  th e  place.” 

Jesse  stopped  w hittling  long  enough  to 

Jesse  I.a n t  looked  up  again.  " T h a t ’s  p re tlift  his  eyes  to  us  and  nod.  H e  had  ash-gray ty   s tu p id .” 

eyes,  and  he  alw ays  moved  them   slowly, 

"W h a t  is? ”  Pearson  took  a  step  forw ard 

w hich  gave  an  effect  of  steadiness. 

and  glared. 

Ben  Pearson  said,  "W ell,  Je sse ? ” 

" C h a sin '  'em .” 

H e  com m enced  his  w hittling

Ben  Pearson  let  his  breath   all  the  w ay  o ut, 

again. 

and  1  th o u g h t  he  would  pick  Jesse  u p   and 

" I   guess  y o u ’ve  heard  w hat  h ap p e n ed   to h it  him.  B ut  he  d id n 't,  he  grinned  instead. 

G oodchild.  W e— "  he  bore  down  on  the 

I t  w asn 't  a  nice  grin,  because  Pearson  w asn 't 

w o rd --"c h a se d   'em  until  we  lost,  'em .” 

in  a  nice  mood. 

Jesse  kept  on  w hittling. 

A fter  all,  he'd   been  responsible  for  p in 

T hen  we  all  saw  .Miss  D eborah  standing 

ning  the  m arsh al's  s ta r  on  Jesse's  sh irt,  and 

in  the  shadows  behind  the  desk.  From   the 

the  sta r  was  beginning  to  tarnish. 

wav  she  stood,  with  her  head  back  and  her 

P earson  said,  “ You  should've  been  there 

nostrils  flaring  like  a  runout  m are's,  it  wras 

to  see  it.’’

p re tty   clear  th a t  she  d id n 't  w ant  to  be  seen Jesse  snapped  the  blade  shut,  p u t  the 

and  th at  we'd  interru p ted   a  p riv ate  converknife  in  his  pocket  and  pitched  the  shaven sation.  Miss  D eborah  had  come  out  from 

stick  into  th e  woodbox.  H e  stood  up.  T he 

O m aha  a  year  or  so  before  to  run  th e  com d usky  shadow s  m ade  him  ap p ear  o d d -an bined  school  and  public  library,  and  not  six gled  and  sm aller  th a n   usual.  T he  wooden 

m onths  afte r  that  she  becam e  unofficially 

b u tt  of  the  .44  on  his  h ip   seemed  the  size  of engaged  to  Jesse  I  a n ;.  But  lately,  because 

a  plow handle. 

of  his  in activity,  it  was  seeming  m ore  and 

H e  said,  " I'm   responsible  for  w hat  h a p more  like  a  case  of  one-sided  desire,  with  no pens  here  in  town,  not  for  w hat  happens  o u tm eeting  of  the  m inds  at  all. 

side  it.''  H is  voice  was  drum -deep  in  his 

M iss  D eborah  w asn't  beautiful  like  the 

narrow   chest. 

calendar  girls  are  beau tifu l,  but  she  rem inded 

" Evan  G oodchild  was  one  of  our  citizens, 

a  man  of  som ething  sweet  th a t  he'd  known 

no  m a tte r  w hat  distance  aw ay  he  lived.” 

long  ago  and  had  alm ost  forgotten  because 

Pearson  cleared  his  th ro a t.  "S a c k e tt  is  a so  m any  things  had  piled  over  it.  She  m ade 

citizen,  to o .” 

a  man  rem em ber  his  m o th er's  face,  m aybe, 

Jesse  w et  his  th in   lips.  A fter  th e  S ackett
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raid,  he  -had  done  ju st  w hat  he  was  doing 

borah,  and  she  was  trying  to  sm ile  b u t  she 

now — nothing. 

w asn't  m aking  it  very  good. 

H e said,  “ Last  m onth  a  m an  was  w ounded, 

She  said,  "W alk   hom e  w ilh  me,  will  y o u ? ’’ 

and  today  a  m an  was  killed.  I  d o n ’t  propose 

W e  am bled  tow ard  K elcey ’s  Room s,  where 

risking  any  m ore  lives  to  do  the  im possible.” 

she  lived,  an d   neither  of  us  talked  for  a 

“ R isking  w hat  liv es?”  Pearson  asked. 

while.  She  kept  her  hand  in  my  elbow,  like 

Jesse  let  the  inference  pass.  “ T h e  im posshe  d id n ’t  w ant  to  h u rry ;  so  we  am bled. 

sible  is  to  track  down  hired  gunm en  and 

F in ally   she  said,  “ Y o u ’re  a   friend  of  h is .” 

prove  a   case  against  them .  Y ou’d  only  get 

“ Guess  you  can  call  it  t h a t.”  I  was  years 

yourself  shot  up.  T h a t ’s  why  I  said  th a t 

older  than  Jesse,  b u t  I ’d  known  him  since 

c h a sin ’  shadows  in  the  d a rk   was  stupid. 

puphood. 

T hey  could  have  am bushed  you  a n ’  blowed 

M iss  D eb o rah   said,  “ I ’m  so  asham ed  of 

you  off  your  saddles,  a n ’  why  they  d id n ’t,  I 

him  I  could  cry.  I  would  cry — ”  she  was 

d o n ’t  know .”  H e  glanced  over  his  shoulder 

raising  her  voice— “ if  I  thought  it  would  do 

a t  M iss  D eborah,  b u t  she  h a d n ’t  moved. 

any  good.” 

If  he  was  trying  to  acq u it  him self  of  the 

“ I t  w o u ld n ’t .” 

silent  charge  of  cow ardice,  he  was  a  failing. 

She  paced  me  to  the  corner  of  E lk  S treet. 

T echnically  he  was  right,  his  bailiw ick  was 

“ I  know   w hat  y o u ’re  all  th in k in g — th a t  h e’s inside  the  town  lim its;  b u t  there  are  things 

not  ju st  a fra id ,  th a t  h e ’s  in  B arshee’s  pay  by o ther  than  technicalities  th a t  co u n t,  and 

w ay  of  P ennycook  to  keep  his  h an d s  off  the 

those  things  show  in  a  w om an’s  a ttitu d e . 

Jin g le fo o t’s  law lessness.” 

Jesse  finished  lam ely,  “ T hose  two  raids  were 

T h a t  stopped  me  short.  “ Is  th a t  w hat  you 

in  the  cou n ty   jurisd ictio n ,  and  P en n y co o k ’s th in k ? ” 

the  co u n ty   sheriff.  I  d uly  reported  S ack e tt's 

“ I t ’s  w hat  everybody  else  is  th in k in g .” 

to  him ,  and  now  I ’ll  rep o rt  this.  If  he  w ants I t  h a d n ’t  occurred  to  me  u n til  she  m ento  do  an y th in g ,  he  w ill.” 

tioned  it.  I  said,  “ G lory  be  dam ned,  if  th a t 

Ben  Pearson  said,  “ N o t  while  B arsh ee’s 

can  be  p ro v en — ” 

p a y in ’  him  to  lie  still.” 

She  took  m y  elbow  and  alm ost  pushed  me 

Jesse  shrugged  and  sta re d   down  a t  his 

around  th e  corner.  W e  w alked  down  E lk 

palm s.  “ T h a t  c a n ’t  be  p ro v ed .” 

S treet,  and  when  we  reached  K elcey ’s  she 

“ P ro v e d !”  M iss  D eborah  stepped  from 

stopped  and  w hispered,  “ H e  is  not  a  cowth e  shadow s,  her  fists  a t  her  sides  and  her a rd — is  h e ? ” 

eyes  blazing.  She  had  grass-green  eyes,  the 

I  d id n ’t  answ er.  All  I  understood  was 

kind  th a t  really  ignite.  “ Are  you  going  to 

th a t  if  Jesse  L an t  w asn ’t  a  cow ard,  he  was 

sit  around  here  the  rest  of  your  life  carving 

surely  acting  like  one,  although  th ere  had 

wood  while  men  are  being  m u rd e re d ? ” 

been  tim es  in  the  p a st  when  h e ’d  acted  brave. 

Q uietly  he  told  her,  “ O nly  one  m an  was 

L ike  th e  tim e  when  old  H en ry   Fifield  had 

m urdered,  and  we  d o n ’t  know   who  did  it, 

com e  down  from  his  w inter  trap s,  g a u n t  and 

and  p robably  we  never  w ill.” 

H e  turn ed  

gray  as  a  tim ber  wolf,  and  proceeded  to 

slowly  to  Ben  P earson.  “ W e  c a n ’t  go  tlviir 

drink  up  a  seven-m onth  th irst.  H e  got  ruc- 

off  half-cocked  ju st  'cause  w e’re  ex cited .” 

tious  in  M arb le  J o h n ’s  Saloon  and  threw   a 

Pearson  sta rte d   to  swing.  H e  drew   his 

few  b ottles  out  the  door,  then  declared  his 

fist  back  and  tw isted  his  rig h t  foot  to  get 

inten tio n   of  throw ing  out  th e  custom ers,  too. 

punch-leverage,  b u t  he  never  threw   the 

Jesse  L an t  was  sum m oned. 

punch.  Som ething  like  p ity   cam e  over  his 

H en ry  

Fifield 

saw 

him 

com ing 

and 

face  and  he  let  his  fisted  fingers  fall  loose. 

snagged  o u t  a  gun  and  bellowed,  “ I ’ll  blow 

H e  shook  his  head. 

you  right  o u t’n  them   size  five  boots  if  you 

“ D o n ’t  you  ever  get  sore,  Je sse ? ”  H e 

come  near  me,  S hort  P e o p le !” 

m oved  tow ard  the  door.  “ Com e  on  over  to 

Jesse  walked  the  length  of  th e  b a r  and 

M arb le  J o h n ’s,  everybody.  I ’ll  buy  a  d rink 

reached  o u t  sm oothly  an d   stu c k   a  th u m b   in a ro u n d .”  H e  turn ed   an d   said  to  Jesse  L ant, front  of  th e  firing  pin  of  H e n ry ’s  revolver, 

“ F o r  men  only."  T h en   he  w ent  out. 

risking  p erm a n en t  m u tilatio n   of  his  knuckle, b u t  a t  th e  sam e  tim e  rendering  th e  revolver 

r WAS  following  them  across  the  street  useless.  Then  he  took  the  weapon  and when  I  heard  a   step   behind  m e,  a n d   a 

h an d e d   it  to  M a rb le  John.  H en ry   Fifield 

h and  touched  m y  elbow.  I t   was  M iss  D e h a s n ’t  been  seen  in  town  since. 
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M iss  D eborah  repealed  the  q u estion:  “ Is 

d id n ’t  p a rtic u la rly   care  w here  his  dollars 

h e's  a  c o w a rd ?”  She  sounded  desp erate,  as  if cam e  from .  H e  could  afford  to  laugh  p o liteshe  was  try in g   to  convince  herself  th a t  he ly  a t  M a tt  N y e,  because  N y e  was  a   good 

w asn’t,  and  could  not. 

spender  and  M a rb le  John  d id n ’t  give  a  dam n 

“ Y o u ’ve  got  me  co rn ered ,”  I  told  her. 

if  his  m oney  cam e  from   B arshee  or  P en n y - 

Personally,  T’d  alw ays  th o u g h t  th a t  Jesse 

cook  of  th e   devil  him self. 

L an t  was—  well,  if  not  scared— cautious  of 

M a tt  N y e  said,  “ H eard   you  had  a  sm all 

M a tt  N ye.  M a tt  had  know n  M iss  D eborah 

shooting  a  few  days  ag o .” 

long  before  Jesse  h a d — had ,  in  fact,  taken 

“ So  we  did.  B u t  it  was  in  th e  evening, 

her  to  her  first  dance  this  side  of  O m aha. 

and  p erh ap s  it  w as  a  m a tte r  of  m istaken 

“ Ju s t  a  m in u te .”  She  hung  back  a  step. 

id e n tities.” 

“ H e  w on't  go  near  the  Jinglefoot,  so  m aybe 

“ I t   had  b e tte r  b e .” 

, 

you  will. 

Som ebody's  got  to .” 

She  was 

“ I ’m  sure  th a t  it  was,  M r.  N y e .” 

standing  close  to  me,  and  by  th e  line  of  her 

M a tt  N y e  swigged  his  b arley.  “ I  fu rth e r 

m outh  I  knew  sh e ’d  m ade  up   her  m ind  abo u t 

heard  th e re ’s  a  dance  here  next  S atu rd a y  

som ething.  “ W ill  you  do  me  a  favor  when 

n ig h t.” 

y o u ’re  out  th a t  way  a g a in ? ” 

“ T h ere  is  indeed.  W e’re  bringing  th e   m u

“ W hy,  M iss  D eborah— ” 

sic  all  th e  w ay  from   A cropolis— squeezebox, 

“ I  knew  you  would.  And  th e re ’s  an o th er 

fiddle  a n ’  g u ita r.” 

thing— d o n 't  let  Ben  Pearson  s ta rt  insulting 

M a tt  N y e  spun  a   coin  across  th e   bar, 

Jesse  again.  Je sse ’s  tem per  is— is— ”  H er 

slanted  his  h a t  over  his  left  ear  an d   w ent 

face  was  clouding  up,  and  she  was  having 

out.  H e  m arched  tow ard  th e  corner  of  M ain 

trouble  w ith  her  th ro at. 

and  E lk  S treets,  his  spurs  sounding  like  sil

T h a t’s  w hen  I  peeled  off  m y  h a t  and 

ver  dollars  clinked  deep  in  the  p ocket  of  a 

leaned  down  and  kissed  her  on  th e   forehead. 

greatcoat.  A t  K elcey ’s  R oom s  he  tu rn ed   into 

M aybe  th e re ’s  no  fool  like  an  old  fool,  b u t 

th e  p ath   an d   took  th e   steps  in  one  strid e 

it  can  be  fun  finding  out. 

and  knocked  sm a rtly   on  th e  door.  M iss  D e borah  was  w aiting  for  him ,  as  he  knew   she w ould  be,  and  th e y   sa t  for  an   hour  in  th e 

 \   W E E K   la ter  M a tt  N ye  tro tte d   into  town fro n t  parlor. 

*  and  smiled  p leasan tly   all  aro u n d ,  though 

W'hen  he  retu rn ed   to  M a rb le  J o h n ’s,  he 

few  people  sm iled  in  retu rn .  H e  w as  w earing 

m et  Jesse  L a n t  a t  th e  tie-rail. 

a  black  h a t  and  a  d a rk   gray  co at  and  light 

Jesse  said,  “ I  tho u g h t  I  recognized  y o u r 

gray  trousers  tucked  into  th e  tops  of  well- 

horse,  N y e .” 

oiled  boots.  H e  tied  up  a t  M ab le  J o h n ’s, 

M a tt  N ye  stiffened.  " H e ’s  like  a   lo t  of nodded  genially  to  the  house  and  ordered 

o th e r  h o rses.” 

barley. 

“ E xcept  th a t  his  p astern s  are   too  stra ig h t H e  was  a  tall  m an  with  lean  hips  and  slenfor  easy  riding.  I t ’s  a   noticeable  d e fe c t.” 

der,  saddle  legs.  H e  was  in  his  early  thirties, 

N y e ’s  face  suddenly  flushed  crim son.  “ H e 

which  is  young  to  be  segundo  of  an  outfit  as 

isn ’t  a  w ork  pony,  I  seldom  use  h im .”  H e  

big  as  the  Jing lefo o t;  b u t  he  had  a  certain  

entered  the  saloon  and  let  th e  doors  slap 

com petence  th a t  showed  in  th e   c a rry   of  his 

shut  behind  him. 

large  head  and  in  th e  clean  curve  of  his  jaws. 

Ben  P earson  cam e  along  th e  p lankw alk 

H e  was  a  p icturesque  m an  u n til  you  looked 

and  saw  Jesse,  then  w inked  a t  me.  I ’d  k e p t 

at  his  eyes,  which  w ere  too  pale  in  th e  gun- 

m y  prom ise  to  M iss  D eb o rah ,  an d   asked 

stock  brow n  of  his  face  and  which  had  the 

Ben  to  lay  off  Jesse  for  a  while.  Ben  h ad  

disconcerting  trick  of  never  focusing  d irectly 

agreed,  b u t  added  th a t  he  w asn ’t  going  to 

upon  you,  b u t  alw ays  above  yo u r  head  or 

keep  his  guns  spiked  forever. 

beyond  your  shoulder. 

N ow   he  said,  “ C o in ’  to  the  dance  on  S a t

M a rb le  Jo h n ,  pouring  barley,  said,  “ W e 

u rd ay ,  Jesse?  O r  will  you  be  too  b usy  w hit- 

d o n ’t  see  m uch  of  you  here,  M r.  N y e .” 

tlin ’? ” 

“ T h a t ’s  because  I ’m  not  here  m u ch .” 

Jesse  regarded  him   coolly.  “ T h e   only  re a 

M arb le  Jo h n   laughed  politely.  H e  had 

son  we  can  afford  to  have  a  dance  in  this 

no  illusions  ab o u t  the  goodness  or  th e  b a d tow n  is  ’cause  I   keep  it  ta m e .” 

ness  of  m ankind.  T h e  d o m in an t  fac to r  in  his Ben  P earso n   th rew   back  his  head  an d  

life  was  th e  rea lity   of  th e  dollar,  an d   he

laughed.  “ F ro m   w h at  I ’ve  observed  in  th e
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p ast  half  hour,  y o u ’ll  dance  alone  if  you 

Jesse  d id n ’t  say  an y th in g . 

W e  walked 

d ance  a t  a ll.”  A nd  he  laughed  again  and 

p a st  E lk  S treet  and  he  looked  stra ig h t  ahead, walked  on. 

though  his  neck  m uscles  were  ta u ten e d  

Jesse  stepped  over  to  me.  “ W h a t’s  he 

ag ain st  the  desire  to  face  in  the  d irection  of 

m ean  by  t h a t ? ”  H is  face  was  tense  and  his 

K elcey ’s  Room s.  I  faced  th a t  w ay,  an d   saw 

g ray  eyes  were  hard. 

M iss  D eborah  and  M a tt  N v e  sta n d in g   to 

“ W hy,  J e s s e ^ ”  I  was  having  trouble 

geth er  on  the  steps. 

m aking  a  cig a re tte — “ I  reckon  he  m eans 

W e  w alked  as  far  as  the  m a rsh a l’s  office, 

th a t  M iss  D e b o ra h ’s  alread y   been  a s k e d .” 

w here  I  said,  “ Good  night,  Jesse.  E v ery 

H e  swung  his  gaze  from   me  to  the  slatted  

th in g ’ll  seem  different  in  the  m o rn in g .” 

doors  of  the  saloon,  and  there  was  no  color 

B u t  in  th e  m orning  noth in g   seemed  d ifto  his  skin  a t  all,  only  a  pastew ork  of  sh a d ferent.  M a tt  N y e  drove  into  town  in  a  J in ows.  H e  m ade  a  m ove  as  if  to  push  his  way glefoot  rig,  and  escorted  M iss  D eborah  to 

through  the  doors,  b u t  he  d id n 't.  H e  turned 

church. 

a b ru p tly   and  slogged  tow ard  E lk  S treet, 

Now ,  M a tt  N v e  had  never  been  inside  a 

arm s  sw inging  and  thighs  th ru stin g . 

He 

church  in  his  life,  except  m aybe  when  he 

turn ed   down  E lk,  b u t  before  I  finished  my 

was  christened  and  co u ld n 't  help  it;  and 

cigarette  he  was  back  on  M ain  again,  look

M iss  D eborah  had  alwrays  a tte n d e d   on  the 

ing  p astie r  than  ever. 

1  heard  la ter  that 

arm   of  Jesse  L an t.  B ut  Jesse  d id n ’t  go  th at M rs.  K elcey  told  him  th a t  M iss  D eborah 

m orning,  he  stay ed   in  his  office  w hittling, 

was  o ut,  or  sick,  or  som ething. 

and  w henever  anyone  nodded  to  him  through 

the  window,  he  m erely  sta re d   a t  them .  His 

THAT  dance  on  Saturday  was  one  of  the  stare  reminded  me  of  a  man  who’d  been biggest  we  ever  had .  T h e   reason  for  the 

trap p e d   in  a  glacier  cen tu ries  ago,  and  w ho’d crowd  w asn’t  th e  three-p iece-o rch estra  from 

been  carried  down  th rough  th e  crevices,  inch 

A cropolis,  the  co u n ty   seat,  nor  was  it  the 

by  inch,  all  these  years  un til  su ddenly  with 

fine  au tu m n   w eather.  I t   was  curiosity  to  see ab solute  m urderousness  h e ’s  sta rin g   out 

w hat  m ight  happen  betw een  Jesse  L a n t  and 

th rough  the  la st  preserving  glaze  of  ice. 

M a tt  N ye.  E very b o d y   knew   th a t  M a tt  had H e  w asn ’t  nice  to  look  a t,  and  as  Sunday 

squired  M iss  D eborah  u n til  sh e ’d  tak en   a 

wore  on,  people  stopped  nodding  to  him.  He 

fancy  to  Jesse,  and  everybody  was  highly 

w h ittled  savagely,  his  h a t  pushed  back  and 

interested  in  the  fact  th a t  M a tt  was  now 

his  sa n d y   h air  spilling  over  his  forehead. 

back  in  th e  picture. 

A fter  ch u rch ,  M a tt  took  M iss  D eborah 

T h ere  were  no  guns  there,  we  d id n ’t  a lfor  a  drive  in  th e  rig.  H e  told  C onover,  the low  them   a t  social  fun ctio n s— b u t  there  was 

stab lek eep er,  th a t  he  w anted  to  see  the 

a  punchbow l  and  there  were  knuckles,  and 

G oodchild  place  so  he  could  estim ate  the 

o rd in arily   those  two  d o n ’t  mix  when  blood  is dam age  and  try   to  help  S arah,  poor  woman. 

running  m ean.  B ut  Jesse  d id n ’t  do  a  thing 

W hen  Jesse  heard  th a t,  he  alm ost  skew except  hang  around  the  m usic  and  glower. 

ered  him self  w ith  th e  knife. 

Once  when  M a tt  and  M iss  D eborah  asked 

I  v en tu re d ,  “ T h e  crim inal  alw ays  retu rn s 

the  fiddler  for   Pig  On  T h e  R id g e  she  looked to  the  scene,  eh,  m a rs h a l? ” 

up  into  M a t t ’s  face  and  told  him .  “ You 

H e  still  w asn ’t  talking. 

I  left  him  and 

dance  just  as  well  as  you  alw ays  d id .” 

w ent  to  d in n e r  w ith  Ben  P earson,  and  a fte r

M a tt  said,  ju st  loud  enough  for  Jesse  to 

w ard  Ben  cu t  an d   lit  a  cigar  and  peered  at 

hear,  “ M y  only  fau lt  is  m o d e sty .” 

me  through  the  sm oke. 

T h en   the  m usic  broke  into   Pig  On  the 

“ I  d o n ’t  like  i t ,”  he  said.  " I t 's   b a d .” 

 R idge  and  M a tt  and  his  lady  skipped  away. 

“ M a tt  and  M iss  D e b o ra h ? ” 

T he  dance  ended  before  m idnight.  N ei

H e  waved  his  cigar  im p a tie n tly .  “ Jesse. 

H e ’s  abo u t  boiled  over,  a n ’  h e ’ll  h u rt  som ether  M a tt  nor  Jesse  were  d rinking,  and  it was  p re tty   obvious  th a t  there  w asn ’t  going 

body,  a n ’  m ost  likely  i t ’ll  be  th e  wrong 

p erso n .’’

to  be  a  fight.  Jesse  was  the  last  to  leave,  and 

I  walked  w ith  him  along  M ain  S treet  while 

“ H e  can  aim   a  gun,  c a n ’t  h e ? ” 

he  tested  th e  locks  on  d a rk   stores  and  k ep t 

“ T h a t  isn ’t  the  point.  T h e  point  is  th a t 

an  eye  open  for  anyone  who  m ight  d istu rb  

w hen  he  shoots,  M iss  D e b o ra h ’ll  be  w ithin 

the  peace. 

ran g e .” 

I   said,  “ N ice  d an c e.” 

“ N o t  here  she  w on’t.  Jesse  do esn ’t  like  a
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ruckus  in  his  own  bailiw ick,  and  he  w on’t 

Jesse  hooked  a  th u m b   outw ard ,  east  to do  an y   shooting  in  to w n .” 

w ard  the  valley. 

H e  d id n 't,  either. 

“ D o n ’t  come  back,  N y e .” 

It  was  dusk  when  M a tt  N y e  b raked  his 

M a tt 

N y e 

p retended 

g rea t 

surprise. 

rig  to  a  stop  a t  K elcey's  and  handed  M iss 

“ W hy,  this  is  a  free  co u n try ,  isn ’t  i t ? ” 

D eborah  down.  On  th e  v eran d a,  he  took  her 

“ Yes,  and  I  aim   to  keep  it  so.  Y o u 're  no 

by  the  shoulders  and  pulled  her  up  to  him 

longer  welcome  in  this  to w n .” 

and  kissed  her  on  the  m outh,  hard . 

She 

N y e  kicked  th e  b rak e  off  and  gathered 

d id n 't  try   to  break  aw ay.  T h a t  kiss  sound-

th e  ribbons.  “ O th er  people  will  be  th e  judge

C onover  veiled,  “ T h o se ’r* 

the  m ain  buildings!” 

:of  th a t,  not  y o u .”  H e   backed  his  team  

aro u n d ,  so  th a t  Jesse  had  to  get  out  of  th e w ay.  “ And  if  you  d o n ’t  m ind  y o u r  m anners 

ru n t,  I ’ll  report  you  to  Sheriff  P ennvcock 

cd  like  a  bootsole  squashing  into  soft  m ud. 

and  have  th a t  toy  badge  tak en   off  your 

You  could  hear  it  as  far  as  the  corner  of 

s h ir t.”  N y e  slashed  his  w hip  and  ro lle d ' 

M ain  Street. 

down  E lk  S treet  and  headed  for  the  valley. 

T h en   M a tt  N y e  saw  her  to  th e  door,  tr o tted  down  the  steps  and  sw ung  a  leg  into  the rig.  H e  was  hum m ing   Pig  On  T h e   R idge,   b u t T N   T H E   aftern o o n ,  Ben  P earson  caught  me 

he  stopped  when  he  saw  Jesse  L a n t  prowling 

b y   a   gallus  and  w hispered,  “ I   ju s t  been 

tow ard  him. 

dow n  to  M rs.  O pdycke's  to  see  S arah  Good-
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child.  T h a t  dum b  C onover  cam e  a n ’  told 

th e  h ea t,  so  th a t  a t  first  we  d id n ’t  see  the h er  ab o u t  N y e  w a n tin ’  to  help  her  w ith  the bodies. 

p la ce .” 

T h ere  were  three,  and  none  of  us  were 

“W h a t  did  old  S arah  d o ? ” 

m ightily  surprised  to  recognize  B arshee  as 

Pearson  snickered.  “ She  grabbed  the  rev one  of  them .  T h e  other  two  were  strangers. 

e re n d ’s  fow lin'  piece  off  th e  m an tel  a n ’ 

All  of  them   h ad   been  shot  clean  w ith  a  .44. 

went  for  th a t  m an  like  she  was  a  lioness. 

A  Chinese  m an  cam e  out  of  the  cook 

Allowed  th a t  no  crocodile  consciences  would 

house an d   pointed  north  w ith  a  m eat  cleaver. 

change  her  opinions,  a n ’  th a t  not  a  cent 

W hile  we  w atered  our  horses  he  gave  us  the 

of  Jinglefoot  m oney’d  ever  go  into  her  p ro p news  like  this: 

“ W an  sta r  man  come,  all

erty ,  a n ’  it  still  w as  her  p ro p erty ,  a n ’  for m ad  like  devil.  M an   shoot  at  him ,  he  shoot 

Conover  to  get  out  f a s t.”  Ben  laughed.  “ I 

a t  m an.  B alshee  shoot  a t  him,  he  shoot  at 

need  a  d rin k .  Com e  on  to  M a rb le .” 

Balshee.  S hoot-shoot-shoot.  D evil-m an  get 

A  patch-colored  pony  was  plunging  into 

h it— ”  the  cook  clutched  his  left  arm —  “ get 

M ain  S treet  w ith  th e  little  M ex  boy  from 

m ad  some,  kick  lam p  in  house  and  all  flames 

G oodchild’s  place  hanging  onto  th e  saddle, 

go.” 

H e  aim ed  his  cleaver  north  again. 

and  both  pony  and  boy  were  in  a  w hite 

“ D evil-m an  fly  th a t  wav  to  get  thlee  man 

lather.  H e  threw   him self  off  and  waved  his 

who  fly.  M e,  I  pack,  go  back  to  F lisc o .” 

arm s  a t  us  and  gabbled  in  soprano  Spanish 

I  d id n ’t  blam e  him .  “ W here's  N y e— the 

un til  Ben  cau g h t  his  flying  w rists  an d   hauled se g u n d o ?” 

him  back  to  earth . 

T h e  cook  blew  out  his  b reath .  “ H e  fly 

“ Speak  Y ou-nited  S ta te s,”  he  com m anded. 

th a t  w ay  when  devil-m an  com e.” 

“ I t ’s  legal  h ere .” 

W e  rode  n orth  o u t  of  th e  valley,  and  pres

T h e  boy  got  his  b reath .  “Senores— please. 

en tly   caught  up  w ith  a  riderless  horse  th a t 

 E l  m arecal— Sehor  L a n t— he  is— ”  the  boy was  w inded  and  lame.  A  mile  fa rth e r  on  we 

tw irled  a  linger  to  his  dam p  forehead—  

found  th e  rider  dead  of a  .44  hole  in  his  head, 

“ loco.  C ra z e e !”  T h e   M ex  boy,  it  seem ed, 

b u t  he  w asn ’t  M a tt  N ye. 

had  been  sneaking  along  th e  Jin g lefo o t’s 

H e  was,  like  the  two  back  a t  B a rsh ee’s 

west  fence,  hoping  to  sp o t  some  of  S arah 

a  stra n g e r  to  us. 

G oodchild’s  stolen  stock.  Jesse  L a n t  had 

“ P aid   k ille rs,”  Ben  Pearson  snarled. 

come  loping  p ast  w ith  his  eyes  on  the  skyline 

W e  rode  on,  and  tow ard  sunset  we 

and  h a d n ’t  even  said  hello,  which  was  u n reached  Acropolis.  T h e  county  seat  is  four usual.  H e ’d  ridden  stra ig h t  onto  the  Jin g lestree ts  a t  right  angles,  with  a  telegraph  o ffoot  range  and  d isappeared  east.  A bout  an fice  in  the  O verland  B uilding,  and  sheriff’s 

h o u r  la ter,  th e  boy  had  seen  m uch  d u st  in 

q u a rte rs  above  it. 

B ut  th ere  w asn ’t  any 

th a t  direction,  and  then  sm oke. 

M uch 

sheriff.  W e  were  told  th a t  M a tt  N y e  and 

smoke.  Jesse  h a d n ’t  retu rn e d ,  so  th e   boy 

a n o th er  m an  had  com e  through  Acropolis  an 

h ad  caught  up  his  pony  and  come  p ro n to   to 

hour  before,  and  th a t  P ennvcock  had  detown. 

p a rte d   w ith  them .  A  little  later,  we  were 

W e  collected  as  m any  m en  as  we  could  in 

told,  a  sm all  gent  w ith  a  m a rsh a l’s  sta r  on a  h u rry — ab o u t  six— and  lined  out  for  the 

his  sh irt  h ad   pounded  in  from   th e  south, 

Jinglefoot. 

W e  passed 

G oodchild’s  and 

p aused  briefly  to  b ark   q u estions  ab o u t  N ye, w ent  through  S a ra h ’s  wet  bend  of  C razy 

then  pounded  n o rth   again. 

M a n ’s  C reek  and  up  to  B a rsh ee’s  w est  fence. 

So  did  we. 

Jesse  h ad   cu t  it  in  th e  sam e  place  th a t  the rustlers  had  throw n  the  G oodchild  stock 

through,  and  we  galloped  p a st  th e  loose 

TOWARD  twilight  we  found  another 

stra n d s  w ith o u t  stopping  for  repairs.  W e 

body,  b u t  there  was  no  horse. 

T h is 

raised  the  sm oke  alm ost  im m ediately. 

stran g e r  was  all  tangled  and  tw isted,  like 

Conover  yelled,  “ T h o se’re  th e  m ain  b u ildh e ’d  been  dragged  w ith  one  foot  in  a  stirru p ings! ” 

for  aw ays.  And  he,  like  the  o th ers,  h a d   su f

W e  reached  them   in  an  hour. 

T h ey  

fered  from   a  collision  w ith  a   .44  slug. 

sm elled  of  lead  pencils,  w hich  w ere  th e   cedar 

F o u r  m iles  u p   th e  trail,  we  found  Jesse 

beam s  b u rn in g — th e y ’d   collapsed  into  the 

L an t. 

blackened  fo undation,  an d   greasy  sm oke  was 

H e  was  sta n d in g   in  th e  fringes  o f  a   cot- 

hanging  low  over  th e  ground,  held  close  b y

 (Continued  on  page  114)
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 it  was  love  in  boom  along  Puget  Bay— 

 all  widows  ived  on  arrival! 

By  FREEMAN  H.  HUBBARD

ALTHOUGH the pioneer, Asa S. Mercer helped to build 

th e  first  college  in  W a sh in g to n   T e rrito ry   an d   served as  the  first  p resid e n t  of  W ash in g to n   U n iv ersity ,  he  is best  rem em bered  tod ay   as  th e  m an  who  gave  S eattle  bachelors a  break  by  im porting  m arriageable  fem ales  from   the  E ast. 

In   the  early   1860’s  the  w h ite  male  se ttle rs  of  th e   te rrito ry o u tnum bered  the  opposite  sex  by  a b o u t  nine  to  one.  T h e    P uget Sound  H erald  estim a ted   th a t  n ea rly   3000  v o te rs  in  an d   a ro u n d S eattle  were  unable  to  m a rry   because  of  th e   scarcity   of  decent women.  M ercer,  then  a   young  m an,  conceived  th e  b rig h t  idea of  im porting  a   few  b o atlo ad s  of  prosp ectiv e  brides  from   N ew Y ork  and  N ew   E ngland.  B u t  who  would 

finance  this  ro m an tic  v en tu re? 

the  passage  o f  the  said  ladies  from  the  East 

T he  te rrito ria l  governor,  W illiam   P ick e r

and  to  compensate  me  for  my  trouble. 

ing,  shook  his  head.  “ I t ’s  a  g rea t  schem e 

H e   co u n ted   on  P re sid en t  L in co ln ’s  help. 

and  I ’m  all  for  i t,”  he  told  M ercer,  “ b u t  th e B u t  on  th e  v ery   d a y   he  lan d ed   in  N ew   Y ork, te rrito ry   c a n ’t  help  you.  O ur  tre a su ry   is black-bordered  new spapers  carried  th e  tragic 

em p ty .” 

new s  of  L in c o ln ’s  d e a th .  G eneral  G ra n t  in 

U n d au n te d ,  M ercer  canvassed  th e  tow n, 

tervened  in  his  b eh alf;  and  Ben  H o lla d ay , 

collecting  funds  from   single  m en  who  w anted 

W estern  freig h ter  a n d   shipping  m ag n ate, 

to  m arry.  As  soon  as  he  h ad   enough  m oney 

advanced  m oney  for  him   to  b u y   a   F ed era l 

he  w ent  to  B oston  by   ship,  held  a  m ass 

troop  ship  in  w hich  to  tra n s p o rt  500  “ fem ale m eeting  in  a   Lowell  hall.  W om en  filled  it 

w ar  o rp h an s  an d   w idow s”  from   N ew  Y o rk   to to  overflowing.  H e  p ointed  o u t  the  “ w onder

Seattle. 

ful  financial  a d v a n ta g e s”  open  to  ladies  of 

B u t  th e    N e w   Y o rk  H erald  and  a   M a ssam arriageable  age  in  th e  N o rth w est. 

ch u setts  legislative  com m ittee  denounced  th e 

T h e  audience  showed  avid  en th u siasm ; 

p ro je c t  as  im m oral,  w ith  th e  resu lt  th a t  th e b u t  in  M a rc h ,  1864,  w hen  he  set  sail  for 

n um ber  of  w ould-be  S eattle  brides  q u ic k ly  

S eattle,  only  eleven  Would-be  brides  had 

dw indled  from   500  to  less  th a n   100.  T h e  

nerve  enough  to  accom pany  him .  W ith in   a 

ship  set  sail  in  J a n u a ry   ’6 6 ,  ro unded  C ape few  d ay s  ten  of  the  girls  h ad   acquired  h us

H o rn ,  and  arriv ed   a t  San  F ran cisco   a fte r  a b ands;  th e  eleventh  died  unw ed. 

rough  voyage  of  96  days.  M e rc e r’s  m oney 

T h is  v en tu re  m ade  M ercer  so  p o p u la r  th a t was  alm o st  gone.  H o lla d ay   forced  him   an d  

he  was  unanim ously  elected  to  the  T e r r ith e   girls  to  disem bark.  Some  sta y ed   a t  th e torial  L egislature.  T h en   he  m ade  grandiose 

G olden  G ate  p erm an en tly . 

plans  for  a   really  big  im p o rta tio n   of  brides. 

B edraggled  an d   w eary,  a  few  girls  finally 

I n   M arch  ’65  he  drew   up  a   co v en an t:

reached  jo u rn e y ’s  end.  T h e  reception  th e y  

received  h as  becom e  a   legend  of  the  N o rth 

I,  A sa  Mercer  o f  Seattle,  W ashington  T er

west. 

ritory,  hereby  agree  to  bring  a  suitable  w ife,  

M a rria g es  followed  in  sh o rt  order.  M ercer 

o f  good  moral  character  and  reputation,  from 

him self  took  one  of  th e  passengers,  A nnie 

the  East  to  Seattle  oh  or  before  September,  

S tephens,  as  his  wife.  T h e re   are  leading 

1865,  for  each  o f  the  parties  whose  signatures 

are  hereunto  attached,  they  first  paying  me  or 

fam ilies  in  S eattle  to d a y   th a t  p ro u d ly   trac e my  agent  the  sum  of  $300,  with  which  to  pay

th e ir a n c e stry   back  to  th e   M ercer  girls. 
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 GUN  S M A R T

By  C.  HALL  THOMPSON

aX   I X A M > 

Jesse  yelled  and  tried  to   spin. 

T h e   colt  pulled  up,  b u t  th ere 

was  no   shot.  .  .  . 

V IRG  felt  the grease of sweat on  his  not bulge.  Jesse lifted his Colt and checked palm s.  T he  hair  pulled  tig h t  a t  the 

the  load.  H e  slid  the  gun  back  into  leather. 

p ic k   of  his  neck.  H e  hitched  straig h t- 

Be  like  him ,  V'irg  th o u g h t,  cold  an d   sure, 

er  in  the  saddle,  in  the  red  dusk  above  C ar- 

like  Jesse. 

dova.  H e  w atched  the  others. 

Clell  said,  ‘‘S cared,  k id 3”  through  th a t 

T he  four  men  looked  like  riders  heading 

smile. 

in  for  a  big  night  at  the  saloon. 

Clell 

“L e t  him  a lo n e,”  Jesse  said. 

chewed  the  stu b   of  a  c ig a re tte — his  full  lips 

“ Let  me  alo n e,”  V’irg  said.  “ I ’m  all 

(sent  a  smile  ou  the  town  below.  H a rk e r  and 

r ig h t.” 

Ja c k   were  thin  and  expressionless.  U nder 

Clell  laughed. 

“ H e's  tig h te r'n   a  ru sty  

th e ir  long  linen  dusters,  the  W inchesters  did

sp rin g .” 

 When  a  gun  is  a  part  of  a  man— it  takes  a  bullet 

 to  make  him  whole! 
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H a rk e r  and  Ja c k   laughed.  Virg  felt  his 

arc ad e  of  a  saloon  and  J a c k ’s  blue  roan  was 

neck  get  hot.  Je sse ’s  lips  th in n ed   u n d er  the h alted  alm ost  before  th e  bank,  th e  rider  d isdark  m ustache. 

m ounted  to  tighten  th e  cinch  buckles.  T h e y  

“ T he  k id 's  all  rig h t." 

covered  th e  b ank  e n tra n ce  from   all  angles. 

“ I  d o n 't  k n o w ,”  Clell  said. 

Jesse  pulled  up  U nion  Alley.  V irg  fol

Jack  said,  ’‘M aybe  we  shoulda  left  him 

lowed.  T h ey   left  the  ponies  outside  th e  rear 

hack  at  the  cam p.  W e  d o n ’t  w an t  no  m isexit  of  the  bank  and  w alked  back  to  D iv ita k e s .” 

sion  S treet.  Jesse's  boots  stru ck   harsh  echoes 

Jesse  looked  at  Virg  steadily. 

“ T h ere 

from  th e  boards.  H e  studied  th e  m ain  drag. 

w on’t  be  no  m istakes.  W ill  there,  k id ? ” 

A  wom an  h urried  hom e  from   late  shopping. 

“ N o .” 

An  old  sw am per  dum ped  stale  w ater  in  th e 

“ Y ou'll  rem em ber  your  b rother.  I t  was  a 

g u tte r.  A  m angy  dog  slept  peaceably  on 

bank  dick  killed  him. 

Y ou'll  rem em ber 

the  bank  steps. 

th at  f

Jesse  looked  a t  th e  kid.  “R em em ber.” 

Virg  said,  “ I ’ll  rem em ber.” 

V irg's  h and  brushed  th e  thonged  C olt.  H e 

“ I t ’s  a  p erfectly  sim ple  jo b ,”  Jesse  said. 

nodded. 

Virg  frow ned.  “ T h a t  cashier.  H e  w on’t 

T h e  b ank  sm elled  of  old  ledgers  a n d   i n k . 

take  it  lying  dow n." 

T h ere  was  a  desk  w ith  a  placard  th a t  s a id , Jesse  touched  the  gun.  “ H e'll  ta k e  it.  Bej o b   w a l t h a l ,  p r e s i d e n t . 

B u t  th e  p r e s i cause  of  this.  T h a t's   all  you  got  to  know. 

den t  had  gone  for  th e  day.  T h e   cashier  in  

T he  gun  m akes  'em  lie  down.  And  he'll 

th e  wire  cage  looked  big  and  square.  T h e  

know  it." 

celluloid  collar  was  tight  on  his  thick  n e c k . 

H ark er  said.  “ W e  re  w asting  tim e.” 

H e  held  his  place  in  the  ledger  and  sm iled. 

Jesse  nodded. 

“ W ell,  y o u ’re  th e  gent  was  in  y esterd ay  

T h ey   p u t  down  the  hill  trail  through  the 

to  look  over  our  little  b ank  before  you  instu n ted   pinons  and  along  th e   falling  spur. 

vested.  Y o u ’re  M ister— ’’

T h ey   d id n 't  talk   any  more.  On  the  flats, 

“ M ille r,”  Jesse  said. 

they  split.  H a rk e r  and  Ja ck   swung  east  and 

V irg  felt  th e  dryness  of  his  m outh.  H e 

circled  into  the  low -spraw led  buildings  of 

wished  th e  clerk  w ouldn’t  smile  so  friendly- 

the  town.  Clell  w ent  in  from  th e  west.  For 

like. 

ten  m inutes,  Jesse  and  the  kid  w aited. 

T h e  clerk  said.  “Com e  in  to  m ake  a n o th er 

Then  Jesse  said,  “ T h is  is  i t.” 

deposit,  I  re c k o n ? ” 

T hey  d id n 't  ride  fast.  Y irg’s  d u ste r  flut

“ N o ,”  Jesse  said. 

“ A  w ithdraw al,  this 

tered  in  the  sundow n  wind.  T h e ir  shadows 

tim e .” 

were  tall  and  restless  in  the  dust  before 

T h e  smile  w ent  crooked.  T h e   big  m a n   in  

them .  Virg  felt  of  the  cool  bone  of  the  gun- 

th e  cage  stared  at  the  leveled  gun. 

bu tt.  T his  is  w hat  dnes  it.  Y ou  got  this  and 

“ Y o u ’re  m a rrie d ,"  Jesse  said.  “ Y ou  d o n ’t you're  more  than  yourself,  bigger.  .  .  .   T he w ant  to  leave  a  w idow .” 

way  his  b ro th er  had  been.  T he  w ay  Jesse 

T he  cashier  d id n ’t  move.  Jesse  nodded. 

said  he  was. 

“ Inside,  k id .” 

T h e  town  had  a  peaceful,  hom e-to-supper 

T h e y   sw ung  through  the  knee  high  w icklook.  P oplars  rustled  in  the  tin y   do o rv ard s et.  T h e  room  behind  the  cage  w as  cram ped 

and  a  woman  was  calling  her  kids  from  the 

and  hot,  w ith  th e  door  leading  to  U nion 

kitchen  porch.  T hey  passed  the  bleached 

Alley  in  the  rear  wall.  T he  clerk  kep t  tu rn clapboard  church  and  the  council  house. 

ing  to  face  Jesse's  gun.  T he  barrel  jerked 

Some  of  th e  saloons  were  beginning  to  r a ttow ard  th e  iron-black  vault. 

tle  to  night-life.  T h e  G ranger's  B ank  of 

“ O pen  i t . ”  . 

C ardova  was  halfw ay  dow n  the  ru tte d   d u st 

T h ick   shoulders  bunched  under  th e  n a n and  sagging  boardw alks  of  D ivision  Street. 

keen  vest,  aching  to  fight  back.  In   th e  stillness,  th e  clerk  said,  “ I  c a n 't.” 

Jesse  sa t  lazily,  b u t  his  eyes  m oved  u nder 

the  tilted  flat  som brero.  A  corner  of  his 

Virg  saw  the  paling  lips.  “ E asy ,  Je ss.” 

m outh  smiled. 

T he  m uzzle  shoved  into  th e  ca sh ie r’s 

YTirg  saw   the  sq u a t  hunch  of  C lell  on  a 

belly.  “ Y o u ’re  a   lia r.” 

b arrel  outside  H olw ell’s  G eneral  S tore,  close 

“ T h e re ’s  a  tim e lo c k ,”  the  clerk  said.  “ N o to  his  horse,  p a tie n tly   w h ittlin g   a t  a   willow body  can  open  it  till  eight  in  th e  m orntwig.  U p stre e t,  H a rk e r  lounged  u n d er  the ing.” 
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S om ething  h ap p en ed   to  Je sse ’s  face.  H e 

IF A posse lit out, it was after Harker and 

b ro u g h t  th e  gun  u p   and  down  fast  a n d   Virg Ja c k   an d   Clell.  I t   d id n ’t  com e  n ear  th e heard  th e   crack  of  jaw bone.  T h e   clerk  w ent 

first  low  reaches  of  the  m o u n ta in ,  th e  pass 

to  h is  knees.  Virg  felt  a  num b  sickness  in 

w here  Je ss  an d   V irg  h alted . 

his  chest.  H e  w atched  Jess  wheel  to  the 

F o r  a   while,  n eith er  of  them   spoke.  Jesse 

vault. 

b u ilt  a cig arette.  H is  h an d s  were  all  thum bs. 

“ H e ’s  lying.  I t ’ll  open.  I t ’s  got  to — ” 

“ I t   w as  the  gun.  T h a t  dam n  gun  w ent 

T h e  clerk  lunged.  Jesse  yelled  and  tried 

bac k   on  m e .” 

to  spin  and  th e  C olt  pulled  u p   b u t  there 

V irg  d id n ’t   answ er.  Jesse  let  o u t  a  q u iv was  no  shot.  Jesse  swore a t  th e jam m ed  h am ering  sigh  of  sm oke. 

m er  and  flung  o ut.  T h e   gun  slapped  the 

“ Y ou  co u ld ’ve  got  h im ,”  he  said,  “ You 

cage-w ire  above  th e  c le rk ’s  h ead .  T h e   wire were  a rm e d .” 

sang  shrilly.  T h e   big  sq u a re  m an  closed 

Q uietly,  V irg  said,  “ I  got  you  o u t  of 

in. 

there.  M a y b e  I   owed  you  th a t  m u ch — the 

Virg  stood  there.  H e  saw  th e  flattening 

w ay  you  k e p t  m e  in  grub  th e   la st  m o n th s.” 

of  Jesse's  back  ag ain st  th e   iron  door. 

“ W h a t’s  th a t  m e a n ? ” 

“ G et  him ,  kid!  F o r  G od’s  sake— ” 

“ T h a t  m uch  I   owed  you.  N o   m o re.” 

Virg  d id n ’t  fire.  H e  step p ed   betw een  them  

T h e   pass  was  q uiet.  Jesse  trie d   a   laugh. 

and  sw ung  in  low,  feeling  th e   clerk   double 

V irg  said,  “ T h e   gun  m ade  a  m an  bigger, 

over  his  fist,  bringing  th e   rig h t  u p   from   th e you  told  m e.  A dded  som ething  to  him .  O nly 

floor.  T h e   clerk  tw isted  an d   lunged  across 

you  were  w rong,  Jess.  I   saw  th a t,  back  

a  table.  An  in k sp o t  spilled  b lack   across  th e there,  w hen  you  lo st  it.  T h e   gun  w a sn ’t 

ledgers.  T h e  big  m an  la y   still,  arm s  d a n som ething  added.  I t   was  a    part  of  you—  

gling  over  th e  ta b le  edge,  sw aying  idly. 

som ething  to  m ake  u p   for  a   piece  of  you 

Jesse  w as  alre a d y   a t  th e  back   door. 

th a t  w as  m issing.  I t   was  th e   only  thin g   th a t 

“ I t ’s  no  good,  now.  All  th a t  noise’ll  b ring 

m ade  you  even  eq u al  to  o th e r  m en.  W ith o u t them   running.  G ot  to  clear  o u t.” 

it,  you  were  crippled,  w here  you  live.” 

H e  flung  th rough  th e   exit  a n d   fum bled 

“ F a n c y   ta lk .” 

w ith  reins  and  stirru p .  V irg  step p ed   into  th e 

“ M ay b e.  O r  m aybe  som ething  you  know . 

saddle  on  th e   run. 

A  th in g   m y  b ro th e r  never  learned,  b u t  I 

“ T h e  o th e rs,”  he  said. 

did— before  I  was  p a s t  le a rn in g ,”  V irg  lif t

“ T he  hell  w ith— ”  Jesse  cau g h t  it.  H e 

ed  th e  reins  lightly. 

“ I  w on’t  be  seeing 

d id n ’t look  at  th e  kid.  “ T h e y ’ll  know   it  w ent you,  Je ss.” 

wrong.  T h e y ’ll  m eet  us  tom orrow   a t  L a- 

“ Y o u ’re  w alking  o u t.” 

ro sa .” 

“ I ’m  w alking  o u t.” 

H e  d id n ’t  w ait  to  argue.  T h e y   pulled  out 

“ Y ou  th in k   I ’ll  let  you.  Y ou  th in k   I 

through  th e  ta il  end  of  the  alley.  B ack   on 

w on’t  sto p   you — ” 

D ivision  S treet,  in  th e  la m p lit  n ig h t,  shots Q uiet  eyes  rested  on  th e  em p ty   ho lster  a t 

racketed. 

Je sse ’s  hip.  “ N o ,”  Virg  said.  “ Y ou  w on’t 

Virg  said,  “ C lell— the  o th e rs— ” 

sto p   m e.” 

Jesse  rode  on  as  if  he  h a d n ’t  heard. 

H e  d id n ’t. 

E v e r  h e a r   of  C h ief  W a k u n z e e k a h — Y ellow   T h u n d e r  to  h is  w h ite frie n d s,  of w h o m   h e   h a d   too  m a n y ?   In   a   c e n tu ry   b loody  w ith   la n d B A D  

w ars,  h e   w as  so m e th in g   of  a n   o ddity.  E v e n   th e   w o rs t  en e m ie s  of ttvt 

th e   re d s k in s   sa id   th e re   w e re   tw o   k in d s  of  good  In d ia n — d e a d   ones, a n d  Y ellow   T h u n d e r. 

I t  d id n ’t   m a k e   th e   old  ch ief  h ap p y .  K n o w n   th ro u g h   th e   N o rth as  th e   “w h ite   m a n ’s  I n d ia n ,”  h e   h a te d   th e   m o n ic k er,  tr ie d   to   h is d y in g   d a y   to   k e e p   se c re t  th e   d e e d   th a t  h a d   c a u se d   it. 

W h a t  Y ellow   T h u n d e r  h a d   done,  a f te r   h is  tr ib e   w as  p u sh e d   b a c k b y   th e   w h ite s,  w a s  to   go  to   w o rk .  F o r   m oney,  U .S.  d o lla rs.  W h e n h e   h a d   e n o u g h   sav ed ,  h e   b o u g h t  th e   la n d   off  w h ich   h e  h a d   b e e n p u sh e d ,  a n d   liv e d   as  h e ’d   liv e d   b efo re,  u n d is tu rb e d .  E x c e p t  b y   one th in g —h is   sp o tless  r e p u ta tio n   w ith   th e   w h ite s  .— Lance  K e rm it

[image: Image 140]

[image: Image 141]

[image: Image 142]

[image: Image 143]

[image: Image 144]

BET   A  KILLING

By  RAY  CAULDEN

“ I ’m   s o r r y ,   Lucky,”   Joe 

said.  “ I  had  you  figured 

out  all  wrong.  .  . 

BIG JOE leaned against a support post 

in  th e   G ilded  L ily  an d   w atched  th e 

poker  gam e.  I t   w asn ’t  m uch  different 

from   a   lot  o f  o th e r  gam es  he  had  seen,  b u t Jo e  never  got  tired  of  w atching  L u ck y   D an  

G allow ay  play. 

Sm oke  from   L u ck y   D a n ’s  cigar  d rifte d   u p p a s t  his  d a rk ,  handsom e  face  and  he  sat 

stra ig h t  in  his  chair,  slender  h an d s  dealing 

 Whether he dealt lives or cards,  Big  the  cards— sm ooth,  easy.  Big  Joe  grinned, because  L u ck y   was  w inning  tonight. 

H e 

 Joe was Lucky Dan's ace in the hole,  

looked  a t  th e  chips  in  fro n t  of  L ucky,  th in k ing,  M a yb e  w e’ll  get  th a t  sta k e   w e  need. 

 till  the  flaming  night  Lucky  found 

H e  sobered  th e n   and  began  to  w atch  th e  

m an  across  th e   ta b le   from   L ucky.  H is  nam e 

 himself  holding— too  many  aces! 

w as  S toner,  a   m iner  who  w orked  for  Yellow

5 3
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S tar.  S toner's  eyes  w ere  red  from   too  m uch 

whiskey  and  he  was  losing  steadily. 

HE  W ENT  back  to  his  position  behind 

L u c k y ’s  chair,  folded  his  arm s  across 

N ow  he  threw   dow n  his  card s,  growling, 

his  chest  and  leaned  again  w ith  one  shoulder 

“ L e t’s  have  some  new  p aste b o a rd s.” 

ag ain st  the  su p p o rt  post. 

L ucky  smiled  as  he  raised  his  h and  to  one 

“ H ello,  m uscles.” 

of  th e  b arten d ers,  signaling  for  a  fresh  deck. 

H e   looked  around  and  L ilv  D u n sta n   was 

T he  o ther  players exchanged  glances,  b u t  Joe 

sta n d in g   there,  sm iling  a t  him .  Lily  knew  

kept  w atching  Stoner,  seeing  th e  sullen  w ay 

how  to  smile,  too,  a  slow  curving  of  her  lush 

the  niiner  sta re d   a t  L ucky.  J o e ’s  nerves 

red  m outh,  b u t  Joe  d id n 't  sm ile  back.  H e 

tightened  a  little .  H e  knew   S toner  was  sore 

w atched  her  m ove  over  to  L u c k y ’s  table  and 

because  he  was  losing  and  p re tty   soon  h e ’d 

he  knew   he  should  be  a   little  nicer  to  her. 

accuse  L ucky  of  cheating.  6 0   Joe  w atched 

A fter  all,  she  w as  th e  ow ner  of  th e  place, 

(he  m an  because  it  was  Jo e ’s  job  to  keep 

b u t  th ere  was  som ething  ab o u t  her  th a t  Joe down  trouble. 

d id n ’t   like. 

T h ere  was  a  w hiskey  b o ttle  a t  S to n e r’s 

F o r  one  thing,  she  sp en t  too  m uch  tim e 

elbow  and  his  eves  w ere  m ean.  L u ck y   m ust 

a ro u n d   L ucky,  and  Jo e   c o u ld n ’t  figure  why have  known  w hat  was  com ing,  b u t  he  w ent 

L ucky,  who  had  a  wife  like  Jeanie.  w anted 

on  playing  w ith  his  usual  calm .  H e  d id n ’t 

to  p a y   a tte n tio n   to  th e  likes  of  Lily. 

look  around  a t  Joe;  he  d id n ’t  need  to,  be

I t   was  la te   when  th e  poker  gam e  b roke  up 

cause  Jo e  was  alw ays  there,  rea d y   for  a n y a n d   L u ck y   D an   cashed  in  his  chips.  T he thing. 

crowd  h ad   thinned  o ut,  b u t  L ilv  was  still 

“ You  fum bled  th a t  last  one,  fella.” 

there,  sta n d in g   at  one  end  of  the  bar  w ith 

Stoner  w as  on  his  feet,  his  ch air  kicked 

h er  eyes  on  L ucky. 

back  o u t  of  the  w ay,  and  he  was  glaring 

“ R ead y   to  g o ? ”  Joe  asked. 

a t  L ucky  D an   while  his  h a n d   hung  close  to 

W ith   his  eyes  on  Lily,  L u ck y   said,  “ I'v e 

his  gun.  L ucky  ju st  sat  there  sm iling  a t  him  

got  a   little  som ething  I  w ant  to  talk   over 

and  when  L ucky  spoke  his  voice  was  soft 

w ith  L ily .” 

as  always. 

Jo e  shuffled  his  feet.  “ Je an ie 's  going  to 

“ Y o u ’re  a  poor  loser,  frie n d .” 

s ta rt  w orrying  if  you  d o n 't  get  hom e  p re tty  

“ You  dam ned  tin h o rn ,”  S toner  said. 

so o n .” 

Big  Joe  stepped  aw ay  from   th e  su p p o rt 

Still  looking  a t  L ilv,  L ucky  said,  “ You  tell 

post.  H e  was  a  m ountain  of  a  m an  b u t  he 

Jean ie  I ’ll  be  along  in  a  little  w hile.” 

d id n ’t  m ake  m uch  noise  when  he  w alked. 

“ O k a y ,”  Jo e  said,  an d   he  tram ped  tow ard 

H e  cam e  around  the  table  and  m oved  in  close 

th e  sla tte d   doors. 

Going  out  he  glanced 

to  Stoner. 

back  over  his  shoulder  and  saw  Lily  and 

“ L e t’s  lak e  a  w alk,  m ister,”  Jo e  said. 

L ucky  standing  a t  the  bar.  T h eir  glasses 

Stoner  turn ed   to  face  him   and  S toner  was 

w ere  lifted  in  a  to a st  and  they  were  sm iling 

trying  to  get  his  gun  out.  Jo e's  fist  traveled 

a t  each  other. 

no  m ore  than  six  inches,  b u t  it  w ent  deep 

T h e   cam p  w as  new  and  th e  smell  of  raw 

into  the  m iner's  stom ach. 

S toner  turned 

lum ber  was  in  J o e ’s  nose  as  he  w alked  down 

loose  of  his  gun  and  bent  over,  his  face  gray. 

th e   d ark   street.  All  around  him  the  m oun

W hile  he  was  in  th a t  position,  Jo e  h it  him 

tain   was  scarred  w ith  m ine  sh afts,  but  they 

again,  this  tim e  on  the  jaw. 

were  ju st  so  m any  holes  in  the  ground  to

T h a t  was  all  th ere  was  to  it  and  it  was 

J°e. 

so  quick  and  neat  th a t  only  those  close  to 

H e   cam e  to  a  cabin  on  th e  edge  of  town 

th e  table  w ere  aw are  of  w hat  had  happened. 

and  gave a  fam iliar  rap.  H eels  tap p ed   lightly 

Joe  caught  S toner  as  he  sta rte d   to  sag,  k ep t inside  and  th e  door  opened  and  Jean ie  was 

him  on  his  feet  and  carried  him  th rough  th e 

there,  th e  la m plight  in  her  d ark   hair.  H er 

swinging  doors. 

face  w as  sm all  and  h er  eyes  were  large  and 

B ehind  him,  L ucky  D an   said,  “ Shall  we 

held  a   touch  of  sadness. 

continue,  gentlem en ?” 

*

“ Hello,  Je a n ie ,”  Jo e  said. 

W hen  Jo e  had  throw n  th e   m iner  into  the 

She  sm iled  a t  him   and  glanced  into  the 

stree t,  he  dusted  his  h an d s  and  cam e  back 

darkness.  “ W h e re ’s  L u c k y ? ” 

inside.  L u ck y   D an   looked  up   from   his  cards 

“ H ad   some  business  to  ta k e  care  o f,”  Joe 

and  sm iled  a t  him. 

told  her.  “ H e ’ll  be  along  in  a  little   while,  he Jo e  grinned. 

sa id .” 
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Jeanie  said,  ‘  W ould  you  like  a   cup  of 

were  troubled  and  it  was  a  long  tim e  before 

coflee.  J o e ? ” 

he  w ent  to  sleep. 

“ I  d o n ’t  w ant  to  p u t  you  to  no  b o th e r.” 

‘  N o  b o th e r,”  Je an ie  said.  She  w ent  over 

to  the  m akeshift  cu p b o a rd   to  get  a  cup  and 

THE  next  morning  Joe  got  up  early  and 

w ent  for  a  w alk  beyond  the  tow n.  T h e re  

Joe  w atched  her.  H e  rem em bered  th e  d a y  

was  a  chill  in  th e  air  th a t  caused  him   to 

she  and  L ucky  had  go tten   m arried,  the  way 

rem em ber  th e  warm  sunshine  dow n  in  the 

sh e ’d  looked 

then. 

You  w ouldn’t  have 

valley.  H e  wished  they  could  have  sta y ed  

thought  then  th a t  sh e ’d  ever  look  sad  again. 

down  there,  f t   was  a  nice  place,  a  qu iet  little T h a t  had  been  two  years  ago. 

town  where  th e  people  w eren't  alw ays  in  a  

Joe  supposed  it  was  kind  of  hard  on 

h u rry   like  up  here. 

je a n ie .  knocking around  the  co u n try   like  they T h ere  were  c a ttle   ranches  dow n  th ere 

did,  but  it  w ouldn't  alw ays  be  th a t  way 

As 

w here  a  m an  could  get  a  riding  job.  I t   had 

soon  as  Lucky  had  a  stake,  they  were  going 

been  a  long  tim e  since  h e ’d  had  a  rope  in  his to  sta rt  a  ranch.  T h e y 'd   se ttle  down. 

hand.  H is  face  gentled  as  he  th o u g h t  of  it 

W hen  Jean ie  had  brought  his  coffee,  she 

and  then  he  swore  softly.  Y ou  c o u ld n ’t  get 

sa t  down  at  the  table  across  from  him  and 

anyw here  working  for  fo rty   a   m onth. 

Joe  saw  the  book  she  had  been  reading.  A 

H e  h a d n ’t  seen  m uch  m oney  b u t  it  had 

little  black  book  of  poem s  th a t  sh e’d  had 

been  good  being  around  L ucky  and  Jeanie. 

a  long  time. 

And  L ucky  was  ju st  th a t— luckv.  T h e y ’d  

Joe  took  a  sip  of  the coffee  and  said,  “ Read 

get  a  stak e.  And  the  th ree  of  them   had  had 

to  me, Jeanie. 

some  m ighty  good  tim es  together. 

She  smiled  a t  him.  “ W hich  o n e ? ” 

Joe  w alked  on  and  p resently  he  cam e  to  a 

“ A nything." 

tree  beside  the  trail  and  drew   up,  sta rin g   a t He  sat  still,  the  coffee  forgotten  as  she 

the  grim   shape  th a t  hung  from  one  of  th e 

sta rte d   to  read.  H e  w atched  her  lips  move 

lim bs.  T h e  sight  chilled  him  even  though 

and  listened  to  the  soft  sound  of  her  voice. 

it  was  not  unusual  in  a  cam p  w ithout  law. 

He  d id n 't  und erstan d   the  poem,  b u t  he  liked Joe  was  still  th ere  when  M a tt  H olland,  forethe  way  she  spoke  the  words.  And  while  she m an  of  the  Yellow  S tar  mine,  cam e  dow n  th e 

read  thoughts  fdled  his  mind  and  he  saw 

road  on  a  black  gelding. 

him self  as  he  really  was— a  m an  with 

H olland  pulled  up,  a  big  man  w ith  a 

strength  in  his  hands  and  nothing  else.  Exstra ig h t  m outh  and  a  firm  jaw .  H e  looked  a t cept  for  Lucky  D an,  he'd  never  get  anyplace, 

Joe  and  nodded  tow ard  th e   hanging  m an, 

never  have  a  stake.  Except  for  L ucky  D an, 

“ H e  was  a  thief  and  he  got  w hat  was 

he'd  never  have  met  a  girl  like  Jeanie. 

com ing  to  h im .” 

Joe's  coffee  cup  was  em p ty   and  Je an ie  had 

“ S tealing  a in ’t  rig h t.”  Joe  said. 

ju st  closed  the  book  when  L ucky  D an  cam e 

H olland  looked  stra ig h t  at  him.  “ D oes 

in.  He  was  sm iling  as  he  went  over  to  the 

your  boss  know  th a t ? ” 

table  and  bent  down  to  kiss  Jeanie.  Joe 

Jo e  wet  his  lips.  “ W h a t  are  you  g ettin g  

w atched  him. 

a t,  m is te r? '’

“ A  big  night,  ho n ey ,”  L ucky  said.  “ W o n ’t 

“ I  d o n ’t  like  th e  w av  you  threw   one  of 

be  long  now  till  we  can  sta rt  th a t  ra n c h .” 

my  boys  out  of  th e  Gilded  L ilv  last  n ig h t.” 

Jeanie  smiled  but  her  eyes  d id n ’t  light  up 

Joe  said  stead ily ,  “ H e  got  out  of  line.” 

the  way  they  had  a  year  ago.  Joe  felt  ill  a t 

H olland  folded  his  big  hands  over  the 

ease.  He  got  up  and  moved  tow ard  th e  door. 

horn.  “ M a y b e  he  did  and  m aybe  he  d id n ’t. 

‘'W h a t’s  your  h u r ry ? ”  L ucky  asked. 

B ut  I'm   going  to  tell  you  som ething  and 

‘ T hink  I ’ll  turn  in .” 

you  can  pass  it  on  to  yo u r  boss.  W e  know  

“ Aw,  it ’s  early  yet.  L e t’s  break  out  th a t 

how  to  handle  crooks  in  this  ca m p .” 

b o ttle  we  been  saving.  H ave  a  little  p a rty , 

“ L ucky  D an  is  no  cro o k .” 

just  the  three  of  u s.”  L u c k y ’s  face  was 

“ T h a t  fella  claim ed  he  w asn ’t,  e ith e r.” 

flushed  and  Joe  w ondered  how  m any  d rin k s 

H olland  nodded  again  tow ard  the  tree.  “ B ut 

he'd  had  with  Lily. 

we  knew   b etter.  T h e r e ’s  no  law  here  y et  and 

“ N o t  to n ig h t,”  Jo e said.  “ I  got  to  g et  some u n til  th e re  is,  w e’ll  h andle  things  th e  w ay sh u te y e.” 

we  see  fit.  Y ou  tell  yo u r  gam bling  friend 

H e  w ent  o u t  and  around  back   to  th e   shed 

th a t  he  b e tte r  play  it  s tra ig h t  b ’  (use  I ’ll  be w here  he  h ad   fixed  up  a  bed.  H is  th o u g h ts keeping  m y  eye  on  him .” 
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“ L ucky  never  plays  it  a n y  o th e r  w ay ,”  Jo e as  he w atched  L u ck y  go  up   to  the  buggy,  saw 

said. 

L ily   D u n sta n   sm ile  and  p a t  th e  seat  beside H olland  rode  on  tow ard  th e  cam p  and 

her.  L u ck y   clim bed  in  and  took  th e  reins. 

a fte r  a  m om ent,  Joe  tu rn ed   and  followed. 

T h e y   were sm iling  a t  each  o th e r as  th e  buggy W hen  Joe  cam e  to  th e  creek  below  the 

rolled  down  th e   stree t.  And  then  Jo e  saw 

cabin,  he  saw  Jean ie  filling  a  b u ck e t  w ith 

som ething  th a t  caused  his  insides  to  tighten. 

w ater. 

She  looked  tired,  he  th o u g h t,  as 

Je an ie  G allow ay  was  sta n d in g   on  th e   porch though  she  h a d n ’t  slept  well. 

of  th e  genera]  store,  a  forlorn  looking  figure 

“ M orning,  Je a n ie ,”  Joe  said. 

as  she  sta re d   a fte r  th e  buggy. 

She  gave  him   a  smile  and  turned  to  sta re 

T u rn in g   aw ay,  Jo e  w alked  down  th e  stree t 

o u t  across  th e   m o u n tain   tow ard  th e   valley. 

in  th e  opposite  direction.  O nce  he  looked 

Jo e  w atched  her,  aw are  of  th e  w ay  th e   m ornback   and  saw  Jean ie  w alking  slowly  tow ard ing  sun  touched  h er  hair. 

th e   cabin. 

Joe  said,  “ Y ou  liked  it  dow n  in  th e  valley, 

W hen  Jo e  reached  th e  end  of  th e  street, 

d id n ’t  y o u ? ” 

he  cam e  back  on  th e  o th e r  side,  w alking 

“ M ore  th a n   an y   place  I ’ve  ever  b een .” 

heav ily ,  unm in d fu l  of  th e  flow  of  traffic  along She  answ ered  w ithout  looking  a t  him .  “ I t ’s 

th e  stree t,  the  creaking ore w agons,  the  heavy 

like  th e   place  w here  I  was  born,  clean  and 

freight  outfits.  H e   w ent  into  th e  Gilded  Lily 

q u iet  and  friendly.” 

an d   s a t  dow n  a t  a   corner  ta b le  and  stared 

“ W e’ll  go  back  th ere  one  of  these  d a y s ,” 

a t  nothing. 

Jo e  told  her.  “ L ucky  said  we  would.  You 

T h e   b a rte n d e r  called  across  th e   room, 

w on’t  have  to  live  in  a   shack  like  this  no 

“ Y ou  w ant  a   d rin k ? ” 

m ore.” 

Jo e  shook  his  head  w ith o u t  looking  a t  th e 

“ Sure,  Jo e ,”  she  said,  b u t  she  d id n ’t  look 

m an a n d   w ent  on  sta rin g   into  space,  thin k in g like  she  believed  it.  Jo e   stu d ied   her,  w onof  L u ck y   and  Jean ie,  of  how  m uch  joining dering  w hy  her  m outh  h ad   tightened  u p   and 

u p   w ith  a n o th er  m a n ’s  luck  was  supposed  to her  eyes  had  tu rn ed   b itter. 

have  m ean t  to  him . 

A fter  a  m om ent,  Je an ie  sighed  and  smiled 

H e   w as  still  sittin g   there  w hen  L ily  D u n a t  him .  “ I ’d  b e tte r  get  back  an d   fix  L u c k y ’s sta n   cam e  in  th a t  aftern o o n .  She  passed  a 

b re a k fa st.” 

few  w ords  w ith  th e   b a rte n d e r  an d   w ithout 

“ I ’ll  ca rry   th e  w ater  for  y o u ,”  Jo e   said. 

even  a   glance  in  J o e ’s  directio n ,  w ent  into 

L ucky  was  still  sleeping  w hen  th e y   got 

her  office  and  closed  th e  door.  Jo e  stared  at 

to  th e  cabin,  so  Jo e  set  th e   b u ck et  down  and th e  door  for  a   few  m inutes  w ith  b itte r  eyes 

w ent  out.  H e  had  alw ays  ta k en   his  meals 

an d   then  he  got  up  and  walked  across  the 

w ith  them ,  b u t  now  for  some  reason  he 

room. 

w anted  to  be  by  him self. 

L ily  was  sittin g   a t  h er  desk  when  Jo e  cam e 

in.  She  looked  up  and  sm iled  and  said, 

“ H ello,  m uscles.” 

JOE  had  breakfast  at  the  Miners’  Cafe. 

She  was  p re tty ,  all  rig h t,  and  Joe  knew   it 

T h e   food  w asn ’t   as  good  as  w hat  Jeanie 

would  be  easy  to  ta k e  a  shine  to  her,  b u t  he cooked,  b u t  it  filled  th e   em p ty   spot  in  his w ondered  w hy  L u ck y   c o u ld n ’t  see  th a t  you stom ach.  H e  finished  th e   la st  of  his  coffee 

c o u ld n ’t   have  a   w om an  like  this  and  Jean ie and  w ent  o u t,  stopping  in  fro n t  of  th e  place a t  th e   sam e  tim e. 

to  roll  a  cigarette.  H e  saw  L ily  D u n sta n  

Jo e   looked  a t  her  and  he  had  to  fum ble 

drive dow n  from  th e  livery stab le  in  a  shining 

for  his  words.  F in ally   he  said,  “ A in ’t  there 

red-wheeled  buggy.  She  pulled  u p   in  front 

p le n ty   of  fellas  around  here  w ithout  you 

of  the  saloon  and  sat  th ere  as  if  she  were 

picking  on  L u c k y ? ” 

w aiting  for  someone. 

“ I t   ju s t  h appens  th a t L u c k y ’s  th e  only  one B ecause  he  d id n ’t  have  a n y th in g   else  to 

I   w a n t,”  L ily  said,  still  smiling. 

do,  Joe  stood  in  fro n t  Of  th e   eating  place, 

“ L u c k y ’s  m a rrie d .” 

sm oking  and  killing  tim e.  H e  could  see  the 

basket  on  th e   seat  beside  L ily  and  he  figured 

L ily  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  her  bosom 

she  was  going  on  a  picnic.  J o e ’s  cig arette 

tig h t  ag ain st  th e   bodice  of  her  dress.  “ W h a t was  alm ost  sm oked  down  w hen  L u ck y   D an  

does  th a t  m ake  m e ?” 

cam e  along  th e  stree t,  w alking  straig h t  to 

“ S om ething  p re tty   low  if  you  d o n ’t  leave 

w ard  th e   G ilded  Lily. 

him   alone.” 

Jo e  fe lt  a   sickness  creep  into  his  stom ach

She  s a t  u p   stra ig h t  an d   th e  sm ile  was  gone
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now.  ‘'W ho  do  you  thin k   you  are,  com ing  in 

of  them   had  to  get  aw av  from  this  tow n,  go 

here  trying  to  tell  me  w hat  to  d o ? ” 

back  to  w here  they  had  been  hap p y .  H e ’d 

‘  L u ck y 's  my  frien d ,”  Joe  said,  “ And  so ’s 

talk   to  L ucky,  m ake  him  see  th a t  was  th e  

his  w ife.” 

only  thing  to  do. 

“ I'v e  seen  h er,”  L ily  said  through  slanted 

Jeanie  opened  the  door  and  let  Joe  in. 

lips.  ‘‘She  d o esn ’t  look  like  m uch  to  m e.” 

W ith o u t  saying  anything,  she  turned  and 

Anger  cam e  up  in  Joe,  sw ift  and  hot.  He 


walked  listlessly  over  to  the  stove.  H e  stood 

went  around  the  desk,  grabbed  Lilv  by  the 

th ere  in  th e  center  of  th e  room  and  stared 

shoulders  and  jerked  her  to  her  feet.  T h ere 

at  her. 

was  fear  in  her  now  and  she  tried  to  tw ist 

‘Jeanie,  w h a t’s  th e  m a tte r  w ith  your 

aw ay,  but  Joe  held  on  and  shook  her  until 

fac e ? ” 

her  teeth  rattled . 

She  moved  th e  coffee  pot  around  on  th e 

“ D on't  you  say  nothing  abo u t  Je a n ie ." 

stove,  not  looking  a t  him.  ‘‘I t ’s  nothing,  Joe. 

Joe  turned  loose  of  Lily  then  and  she 

I  went  to  tu rn   the  d am per  and  burned  m yreeled  against  the  wall,  her  eyes  wide,  her self  on  the  stove  p ip e .” 

b reath  com ing  hard  and  fast.  A fter  a  m o

“ T u rn   aro u n d ,  Jeanie,  and  look  a t  m e.” 

m ent  the  fear  w ent  out  of  her  and  anger 

“ I t ’s  nothing,  Joe.  I ’m  all  rig h t.” 

came  back. 

H e  w ent  over  and  p u t  his  hand  on  her 

She  said  in  a  low  voice,  “ W e’ll  see  if  sh e ’s 

arm   and  pulled  her  around.  “ Y ou're  lying, 

good  enough  to  hold  L ucky,  to  keep  me  from  

Jeanie.  L ucky  slapped  you.  th a t ’s  w hat  he 

tak in g   him   aw ay  from  h e r.” 

d id .” 

Joe  moved  tow ard  her  and  Lily  backed 

“ N o,  Joe.  I t  happened  the  way  I  sa id .” 

aw ay,  sliding  along  the  wall.  B ut  he  w asn ’t 

Jo e  shook  his  head.  “ You  saw  him   w ith 

sure  of  him self.  H e  d id n ’t  know   ju s t  w hat 

th a t  woman  to d a y   and  when  he  cam e  back, 

he  would  do  when  he  reached  her.  H e  stopped 

you  two  had  an  arg u m en t,  and  he  h it  y o u .” 

and  looked  at  her,  a  sense  of  helplessness 

Je an ie  looked  down  a t  th e  floor,  a  touch 

tilling  him. 

of  b ittern ess  in  her  eyes.  “ I t  d o esn ’t  m a tte r, Lily  smiled.  “ I f   you  had  any  b rains  y o u ’d 

Joe.  N o th in g   m a tte rs  an y   m ore.” 

know  th a t  you  d o n ’t  mean  a n y th in g   to 

Jo e  felt  a  sickness  growing  and  spreading 

L u c k y .” 

in  him.  H e  said  m iserably,  “ H e  d id n ’t   know 

“ L ucky  and  me  have  been  together  a  long 

w hat  he  was  doing,  Jeanie.  T h a t  w om an, 

tim e.”  Jo e  stood  and  sta re d   a t  her,  the  frussh e’s  done  som ething  to  him .” 

tratio n   still  w orking  on  him. 

“ It  d o esn ’t  m a tte r,  J o e ,’’  Jean ie  said  in Lily  laughed  again.  “ Y ou’re ju s t  som ebody 

a  dull  voice. 

Lucky  can  use.  You  poor  dam n  fool,  why 

“ It  m a tte rs,  Jeanie.  H e  loves  you  and 

d o n ’t  you  w ake  u p ? ” 

you  love  him .” 

Joe  stood  there,  sta rin g   a t  her  for  a  m o

She  still  d id n ’t  look  at  him.  “ I t ’s  all  over, m ent  longer.  T hen  he  turned  and  stum bled 

Joe.  I t ’s  been  over  for  a  long  tim e.” 

tow ard  th e  door  and  Lily  scream ed  after, 

“ D o n ’t  say  th a t,  Jeanie.  I ’ll  talk   to  him, 

him,  “ You  ever  lay  your  big  h an d s  on  me 

get  him  to  leave  h ere .” 

again  and  I ’ll  kill  y o u .” 

She  looked  a t  him  then  and  he  saw  th e 

mist-.in  her  eyes  and  heard  her  say,  “ I t ’s  too 

H

late,  Jo e .” 

E  D I D N ’T   tu rn   around  and  he  d id n ’t 

bother  to  close  the  door  when  he  w ent 

H e  swallowed  hard  and  th e re  was  a   heaviout.  T he  b a rte n d e r  and  some  of  th e  cusness  inside  him.  F in ally   he  said,  “ P ack  your tom ers  stared  a t  him ,  b u t  he  k ep t  his  eyes 

things  and  be  ready  to  leave  to n ig h t.” 

on  the  swinging  doors  and  w ent  through 

W hen  she  d id n ’t  answ er,  he  tu rn ed   and 

them   and  up  the  street. 

went  outsid e  and  back  up  th e  street. 

T h e   sun  was  going  down,  stain in g   the 

I t  was  d ark   now  and  th e  lam ps  had  been 

m ountains  w ith  its  red  flush,  b u t  Jo e  w asn ’t lighted  inside  th e  Gilded  Lily.  Jo e  w ent  in 

aw are  of  the  su n se t’s  beauty.  All  he  could 

and  saw  L u ck y   a t  a  co rn e r  table,  idly  rifling th in k   of  was  th a t  som ething  had  happened 

a  deck  of  cards.  L ucky  was  alone  an d   th ere 

to  L ucky  D an .  S om ething  had  com e  bewas  no  sign  of  L ily  D u n stan . 

tween  him  and  Jean ie,  som ething  th a t  had 

“ H ello,  Jo e ,”  L ucky  saic  w hen  Jo e  cam e 

p u t  shadow s  in  J e a n ie ’s  eyes. 

over. 

T h e  answ er  cam e  to  Jo e  then.  T h e   th ree

Jo e  s a t  dow n  an d   lo o k e j  ut  him ,  not  sa y 

[image: Image 153]

[image: Image 154]

[image: Image 155]

58

FIFTEEN  W ESTERN   TALES

ing  anything.  L u ck y   k e p t  shuffling  the  cards 

and  L ucky  smiled  a t   him,  as  if  nothing  was 

and  there  was  a  faint  smile  on  his  face. 

wrong,  as  if  this  was  ju st  a n o th e r   night  with H e  said,  “ Lily  tells  me  you  were  kind  of 

the  two  of  them  working  together,  Joe  ready 

rough  on  h e r .” 

to  stop  a n y   trouble  th a t  sta rted. 

“ She’s  no  good.  L u c k y .” 

Joe  saw  the  tight  set  of  M a tt  H olland's 

“ She  can  do  me  a  lot  of  good,  Jo e .”  L ucky 

face  and  remembered  the  man  hanging  from 

laid  the  deck  down  and  leaned  back  in  his 

the  tree.  T h e  rough  and  swift  justice  of  a 

chair.  “ W h a t ’s  come  over  you,  Joe?  D o n ’t 

mining  camp  without  law. 

you  figure  I  know  w hat  I ’m  doing  any 

O ther  men  began  to  drift  over  to  the  table 

m o r e ? ’’

and  they  stood  behind  Holland,  a  tight,  silent 

" I   don't  like  the  way  things  are  shaping 

group,  waiting,  Joe  knew,  for  L ucky  to  make 

up,  Lucky.  It  used  to  be  you  and  Je anie  and 

a  slip.  But  L ucky  would  plav  it  straight  tome,  and  now  it  a i n ’t  the  sa m e.” 

night.  H e  w ouldn’t  be  fool  enough  to  try 

“ Y ou're  imagining  things,  Jo e .” 

dealing  off  the  bottom   of  the  deck  in  this 

“ No,  I  a i n ’t.  Someth ing’s  wrong.  I ’ve  been 

game. 

stringing  along  with  you,  Lucky,  and  things 

Joe  put  his  back  against  the  wall  and  time 

were  all  right  till  we  got  here.” 

dragged  with  a  terrible  kind  of  slowness, 

“ Y ou’re  talking  crazy,  Joe.  I ’m  after  a 

T h e  two  players  w'ere.  about  even  and  H olstake,  some  big  dough  to  set  me  up  for  life.” 

land  was  watching  Lucky  with  a  sharp  in

“ T h en   you  w on’t  le av e ?” 

tentness,  waiting  for  him  to  make  th a t  one 

Annoyance  stirred  in  L ucky's  eyes  and 

slip.  B u t  Lucky  kept  his  hands  on  the  table 

then  it  was  gone  and  he  smiled.  “ T h e   setu p's 

and  was  very  careful  about  the  way  he 

too  good  to  walk  away  from,  Joe.  Stop  worhandled  the  cards. 

rying.  Kverything's  going  to  be  all  rig h t.” 

Lily  D u n sta n   came  over  and  stood  beside 

Joe  studied  him,  thinking,  H ittin g   Jeanie 

L ucky  and  he  smiled  at  her.  Joe  looked  at 

 d o n ’t  seem  to  bother  him   any.  .  .  . 

them,  thinking.  H e's  throw ing  Jeanie  over 

“ Come  0 11.  Joe  and  snap  out  of  it,”  Lucky 

 ja r  that.  H e's  g etting  set  to  thrbv.'  me  over, said  gently. 

 too.  H e's  rigged  up  som ething  t h a t ’ll  get 

Joe  stood  up,  a  sick,  em pty  feeling  inside 

 m e— m aybe  even  to n ig h t.  lie 's   ju st  looking him.  H e  looked  a t  the  deck  of  cards  and 

 fo r  a  sta k e   for  him se/J,  though  it  was  a  slip touched  it  absently,  listening  to  Lucky  say, 

 h'hen  he  said  it.  .  .  . 

“ Go  on  over  and  have  a  drink  and  y o u ’ll 

feel  better.  Ought  to  be  somebody  wanting 

 J V m   hands  tha t  weren't  steady,  Joe 

a  game  p retty   soon,” 

reached  for  his  tobacco  sack  and  slowly 

Usually  Joe  did n't  drink  anything  but 

rolled  a  smoke.  While  he  was  fumbling  for 

beer,  but  now  the  need  for  whiskey  was 

a  m atch.  Lucky  glanced  at  him  and  nodded 

strong  in  him.  H e  went  over  to  the  bar, 

at  the  box  of  matches  on  the  table, 

joe 

where  there  were  a  lot  of  miners,  M a tt  H o lstepped  over  and  picked  them  up,  stum bling land,  foreman  of  the  Yellow  S tar  among 

against  Lucky  as  he  dir]  so. 

them, 

“ Sorry,  L ucky." 

Holland  finished  his  drink  and  spoke  to 

“ You  must  have  had  more  than  one  d r in k , ’’ 

the  man  next  to  him,  “ I  think  I ’ll,  play  a 

Lucky  said  frowning  at  him. 

little  poker.” 

Joe  moved  back  against  the  wall. 

He 

Holland  was  looking  across  the  room  at 

could  see  Lily  glaring  at  him,  but  he  ignored 

L u ck y   when  he  said  it,  and  then  the  big 

her  and  kept  his  eyes  on  the  players,  feeling 

miner  tu rned  and  walked  with  firm,  deliberthe  tension  tha t  was  heavy  in  the  room. 

ate  steps  toward  L u c k y ’s  table.  T h e  b a r 

Lucky  laid  down  his  cards,  four  aces,  and 

tender  leaned  over  and  spoke  to  Joe  in  a 

showed  Holland  a  mocking  smile  as  he  raked 

worried  voice,  "Y ou  better  be  ready  for 

in  the  pot. 

trouble.  H olland's  out  to  get  L u c k y . ” 

“ Lots  of  time  y e t , ”  Holland  murm ured. 

There  was  a  dry  feeling  in  J o e ’s  mouth 

“ Your  deal,"  Lucky  said  as  he  stacked 

as  he  crossed  the  room.  Holland  had  sat 

his  chips. 

down  across  from  Lucky  and  Lucky  was 

Holland  picked  up  the  cards  and  started 

shuffling  the  cards,  his  handsom e  face  exto  shuffle  them  and  then  he  stiffened,  eyes pressionless  as  he  looked  at  the  mine  forepinned  on  a  pocket  of  L u c k y ’s  coat.  T h e man.  Joe  p u t  his  back  against  the  wall

smile  froze  on  L u c k y ’s  face  as  he  followed
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the  m ine r’s  gaze,  saw  the  edge  of  a  piece 

thing  you  want.  Joe,  but  y o u ’ve  got  to  stop 

of  pasteboard.  One  of  the  miners  behind 

th e m .” 

Holland  stepped  forward  and  jerked  the card 

“ I t ’s  too  late,  I.u c k y ,”  Joe  said,  and  he 

out  of  L u c k y ’s  pocket  and  L ucky  made  no 

walked  o u t  of  the  saloon.  On  leaden  legs 

move  to  stop  him.  but  sat  there  numbly, 

he  moved  down  the  street,  not  looking  back 

staring  at  the  black  ace  of  spades  the  m an 

when  he  heard  the  sound  of  voices  and  the 

laid  on  the  table. 

tra m p   of  feet.  His  throat  was  h u rtin g   and 

Holding  out  one.  h u h ? ’’  Holland  said. 

his  eyes  were  smarting,  but  he  hitched  up 

Lucky  looked  as  if  he  wanted  to  say  somethe  buggy  that  they  had  come  here  in.  and thing  and  couldn't.  His  breath   made  a  thin, 

went  down  to  the  cabin. 

sharp  sound  in  the  stillness  and  Joe  saw  the 

“ W e ’re  leaving,  J e an ie ,”  he  said.  “ I ’m 

fear  spring  into  his  eyes  as  Holland  shoved 

taking  you  down  to  the  valley.” 

his  chair  hack.  Lucky  sent  a  desperate  glance 

“ L u c k y ’s  not  co m in g ?” 

at  Joe. 

“ No,  L u c k y ’s  staying  here.” 

 W atch  th em ,  Joe.   . . . 

H e  saw  the  relief  in  her  eves  and  knew 

Joe  d id n ’t  move.  There  was  a  tight  hurting 

th a t  some  d a y   she  would  find  a  good  man 

in  his  th roat,  but  he  kept  his  hand  away 

who  would  m ake  her  forget  L ucky  D an.  He 

from  his  gun,  watching  the  miners  close  in, 

put  her  things  in  the  buggy  and  he  d i d n ’t 

L u c k y ’s  chair  scraped  back  and  his  eyes  were 

tell  her  he  had  slipped  tha t  card  in  L u c k y ’s wild  now. 

pocket. 

■•Joe,  for  G o d ’s  sake 

” 

J u s t  he  and  Lucky  were  the  only  ones 

I ’m  sorrv,  Lucky.  "  Joe  said  in  a  low 

who  knew  that. 

voice.  “ I  had  you  figured  all  wrong.  You 

He  helped  Je anie  into  the  buggy  and  they 

never  were  any  good.” 

drove  out  of  town,  silent  and  not  looking 

Sweat  ran  down  into  L u c k y ’s  eyes.  “Help  

back.  I f  they  had  they  could  h ave  seen  the 

me,  Joe.  W e  re  friends,  pals.  W e ’ll  leave 

figure  swaying  gently  in  the  breeze.  L ucky 

like  you  said,  go  back  to  the  valley.  A ny

D a n   had  dealt  his  last  hand. 
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Jim  would  have  died  under  that  blazing  gun,  had 

not Monroe heeled his nag 

forward.  .  .  . 

 v f  ' 

 Hell  was  building  on  the  range  his  father’s  guns 

 had  won— till  his  own  forgotten  sixes  thundered 

 out Jim Blackland’s final challenge—

SAVE  M E   A  G R A V E
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H E SAW Penny beckoning to him hesi up a greeting to Penny  Ransome, who hated ta n tly   from  the  end  of  the  corn  row 

him  beyond  reason,  with  the  raw-nerved  inbeyond  the  fence.  H e  touched  his tensity  of all  the  nesters  on  this  hot  a n d   hosh a t  and  with  deep  misgivings  swung  his tile  land. 

horse  a t   a  slant  toward  her  side  of  the  d u sty Before  he  could  speak  P en n y   said,  “ Jim  

road.  She  came  over  to  the  fence  carrying  a  

Blackland,  I ’ve  been  wanting  to  see  y o u . ” 

hoe,  and  he  was  astonished  a t  the  change 

H e r   gaze  unconsciously  searched  his  side  for 

th e  weeks  of  dro u g h t  had  w rought  in  her. 

a  gun  she  d i d n ’t  find.  T h e   talk   of  trouble H er  face  was  thin,  draw n,  too  weath ered  for 

was  open  a n d   fre quent  now. 

the  fine  te xture  of  her  features  a n d   hair.  H e She  wore  the  cheap  calico  of  the  nester 

did  not  like  those  m arks.  H e   tried  to  bring

women  b u t  the  limp,  d u s ty   dress  fitted  her
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slim  figure  to  a  nicety.  H e r   hair  was  reddish 

lot  of  you,  a t  first.  I   saw  tw enty  families 

brown,  pulled  back  in  plain  and  hurried  seof  hardscrabble  nesters  gobble  up  range  I verity,  and  hers  was  a  strong  face,  Jim   had 

need  bad. 

Because  the  government  says 

.alw ays  thought.  T h e   eyes  tha t  watched  him 

y o u ’ve  got  the  right  to  ta ke  it.  Now  i t ’s  my were  really  kind  and  level,  and  the  harried 

water  you  want,  and  p r e tty   soon  it ’ll  be  my 

look  was  of  this  sum m er's  doing. 

s h ir t.”  H is  ja w   tightened.  “ T h e re   y o u ’ve He  knew,  with  an  odd  sense  of  separation, 

got  no  rig h ts.” 

(hat  they  regarded  a  tall,  tense,  work-leaned 

H e  saw  her  flinch.  “ Y our  water?  All  of 

figure,  not  handsome,  ju st  a  cattlem an  born 

it?  You  c ouldn’t  fill  a  lard  pail  in  the  lower 

and  reared. 

c r e e k ! ” 

“ You  surprise  me.  m a 'a m . ”  Jim  said,  and 

“ T h e r e ’s  the  same  flow  in  the  lower  creek 

he  grinned  at  her.  “ I t ’s  struck  me  you've 

as  in  the  u p p e r ,”  he  pointed  out.  “ W h a t ’s gone  out  of  your  way  to  avoid  me.  I've  nobehind  the  dam   was  spring  runoff.  M y   dad ticed  D uke  Kent  helping  you  to  do  it. ” 

built  th a t  dam  tw enty  years  ago.  You  nest

She  straightened,  her  gaze  shifting.  “ L a t e ers w o u ld n ’t  have  any  more  water  if  it  wasn't ly  I'v e  wanted  to  ask  you  to  change  your 

there.  H is  voice  was  firm  but  reasonable. 

stand  about  the  w a te r .” 

H e   dared  not  lose  his  temper  and  tell  her 

“ Now,  D uke  Kent  never  put  you  up  to 

w hat  all  he  knew— th a t  the  trouble  brewing 

t h a t , ”  Jim   drawled.  “ Kent  means  to  kill  me, 

here  sp rang  from  an  old  hate,  before  P e n n y ’s 

as  h e ’s  made  plain.  Figures  h e ’s  got  to  do 

time. 

something  to  earn  his  pay,  I  reckon,  before 

She  raised  a  hand.  H e   saw  the  anger  of 

you  nesters  term in ate  the  hire  of  his  g u n .” 

her  face  give  way  to  a  beseeching  humility. 

He  saw  her  wince,  but  her  gaze  came  back 

It  was  hard  to  say  no  to  that  face,  tha t 

in  a  full  bitter  sweep.  “ T h a t  kind  of  remark 

voice,  and  Jim  Blackland  knew  his  moment 

means  you're  lying.  I've  thought  you  were 

of  uncertainty.  T h e n   he  saw  his  father  in 

begging  the  water,  but  I  never  thought  you 

the  eye  of  his  mind,  and  the  two-fisted  legacy 

a  man  th a t's  a f r a id .” 

t h a t  had  come  down  with  the  T otem   brand, 

Jim  shook  his  head,  and  his  glance  went 

and  his  eyes  hardened. 

beyond  her.  Her  word?,  oddly  struck  no 

“ I  c a n ’t  risk  four  thousand  steers.  You 

temper  from  him.  A  corn  field  could  be  a 

h ate  to  see  your  garden  d ry   up,  but  you've 

hot  place  on  any  July  afternoon.  T h e   gray, 

never  seen  a  draughted  cow." 

clay-lumped  soil  seemed  to  simmer. 

The 

H er  pride  surged  back. 

In  an  intense 

wind  swept  through  the  lazily  m urm uring 

voice,  she  said,  “ Then  Anse  M onroe's  right! 

stalks,  bearing  the  unpleasant  scent  of  tor

You  want  to  see  us  drought  out  so  you  can 

tured  plant  life.  T h e  gun,  q uartering  down 

get  back  your  range! 

M y   people  won't 

a  cloudless  skv.  spilled  a  Hood  of  coppery 

stand  for  that.  You  don't  seem  to  realize 

light  across  the  field,  creating  shadows  w itht h a t  y o u ’re  asking  for  trouble.  We'll  get in  the  rows  that  were  appalling  because  they 

water.  And  w e’ll  get  it  from  the  only  place 

made  the  heat  seem  more  intense. 

we  c a n .” 

He  had  seen  her  toiling  here,  a t  the  h a n 

Jim   looked  at  her  for  a  long  moment.  “ I 

dles  of  a  creaking  cultivator,  with  one  of  her 

know  a bout  tro u b le ,”  he  said  softly.  “ I  know 

younger  brothers  astride  a  sweating  old  mare. 

a  lot  a bout  it.  Deeper  trouble  th an  you 

H e  had  always  sensed  bitterness  in  her  at 

dream  of,  right  now.  "  H e  touched  his  hat 

this  lot.  and  it  stood  now  on  her  heat-flushed 

and  rode  on. 

face,  directed  at  him  instead  of  the  land  that 

deserved  it.  He  c ouldn’t  blame  her.  H eat, 

dirt  and  a  p retty   woman  were  a  terrible  com 

THE  nester  colony  was  scattered  across  a 

dozen  sections  of  what  had  once  been  T o bination.  He  could  relieve  it  only  a  trifle tem  range.  Ugly  shacks  and  o u tstruc tures 

by  giving  in  to  the  n es ter’s  dem and  for  irristood  a t  lonely  distances  upon  open  land  th a t gation  water  and  opening  his  dam. 

was never  m e ant  for  more  than  graze.  Grains 

In  a  kinder  voice.  Jim  said,  “ How  come 

fields  lay  ripe  and  burned  at  meager  halfyou  figured  you  could  persuade  me,  P enny? 

m a tu rity ,  with  garden  patches  showing  the 

I ’ve  already  tu rned  down  your  m e n .” 

same  d ry   lack  of  life.  Jim   Blackland  laughed 

“ You  were  nice  to  me  once.  M a y b e   I  p u t 

a t  their  irrigating  ditches,  though  he  was  not 

you  down  for  a  decent  s o r t.” 

a   vengeful  man.  T h eir  pitiful  little  scraped- 

H e  shrugged.  “ I  th o u g h t  I  was  fair  to  the

e a r th   dam s  had  gone  out  in  the  spring  fresh
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et,  as  he  had  warned  the  nesters  they  would. 

paw   for  Sol  Quiller,  an d   he  had  an  im m ature 

Now  the  creek  had  dried  to  nothing,  as  he 

son  who  was  a  show-off  and  given  to  little 

had  also  predicted. 

tricks  th a t  kept  Jim   annoyed. 

B ut  he  did  not  laugh  a t  the  people  he  saw 

Jim   regretted  th a t  he  h a d n ’t  p u t  up  a  last-watching  from  d istant  dooryards,  identifying 

ditch  fight  on  the  question  of  the  hom estead 

the  brand  on  his  horse,  drilling  him  with  hosland.  B u t  he  d id n 't  mean  to  give  a n   inch  in tile  eves.  T h e   enm ity  of  this  c om m unity  had 

th e  squa bble  over  water.  H e  w ouldn’t  make 

become  a  palpable  thing.  T h e y   had  taken 

the  same  m is take  twice.  H is  father  h a d   had 

his  land  and  now  hated  him  because  they 

a  favorite  saying:   “A n y   m an  can  m a ke  an 

wanted  more. 

 honest  bum ble.  I ’ll  tolerate  one.  B u t  th e re’s And  now  there  would  be  trouble.  T h e y  

 a  couple  of  things  I   w o n ’t  sta n d   for.  A  du m b would  try  to  take  water  by  force.  And  not 

 m ista k e  or  an  innocent  one.  m ade  tw ice .”  

one  of  the  dunderheads  understo od  their 

In  all  the  long,  sternly-disciplined  years  of 

leader’s  real  reason  for  egging  them  on. 

growing  up,  Jim   had  taken  one  licking  for  a 

Quiller  ran  Ring  Q,  on  beyond  the  colony. 

repeated  blunder.  He  had  never  needed  a n 

I t  had  struck  Jim   as  odd  t h a t   not  a  foot  of other. 

Ring  Q  graze  had  been  claimed  by  the  se t

H e   rode  into  Ring  Q  and  left  his  horse  a t  

tlers,  though  there  was  no  proof  th a t  Quiller 

the  ranch  yard  hitchbar,  curious  and  dishad  brought  them  in.  Quiller  was  well-fixed turbed  a t  the  sw avback  horses  and  rickety 

now,  but  h a tre d   was  a  thing  he  could  not 

rigs  he  saw  there.  T h e   cook  showed  himself 

drop.  T h a t   which  he  bore  T o te m   went  back 

in  the  cookshack  doorway  and  disappeared 

to  the  time  when  Pik e  Blackland  nearly 

with  too  much  haste.  At  first  there  was  no 

killed  him  over  the  rustling  with  which  Quilone  else  to  be  seen.  Jim   went  u p   the  walk ler  had  got  his  sta rt.  Now  Quiller  w anted 

a n d   found  the  aggregation  on  the  big  side 

Totem  and  revenge  and  was  out  to  get  both 

vera nda,  which  was  heavily  screened  by  an 

in  one  big  play. 

aged  wisteria  vine. 

H e   paused  on  the  top  step.  D u k e   K e n t 

T h e   nesters  were  not  all  like  P en n y   R a n was  there,  his  shoulders  pulled  back,  face some.  H is  first  sight  of  her  had  come  in 

hostile,  arro g an t  and  vaguely  speculative. 

town,  before  he  knew  her  background.  N o 

H e   was  shorter  tha n  Jim   b u t  wider  th rough 

woman  had  ever  stirred  him  as  she  had  at 

the  shoulders.  H e   h a d   the  smooth  fluid  mofirst  glimpse.  He  th ought  a bout  her  a  long tions  of  a  fighter.  H e   had  showed  up   a   few 

while,  afterw ard,  remembering  every  detail 

weeks  back  with  no  business  he  troubled  to 

of  her  face  and  smooth,  sim ply  clad  figure. 

explain,  though  he  had  grown  friendly  with 

T here  were  times  when  a  m a n  knew  a t  once 

the  nesters.  Jim   h a d   often  seen  him  and 

when  he  wanted  something  above  all  else. 

P en n y   R ansom e  together. 

But  the  next  time  he  saw  her  it  was  like 

K e n t  said,  “ H ow dy,  B lac k lan d ,”  b u t  the 

this,  hoeing  corn,  one  d a y   when  business 

others  offered  no  greeting. 

took  him  through  the  nester  colony. 

It 

Tim  nodded.  “ How  are  you,  K e n t ? ” 

seemed  to  him,  th a t  day,  th a t  she  gave  him   a 

“ Still  inclined  to  get  riled  when  I   hear 

glance  of  quickened  interest,  of  friendly  r e how  y o u ’re  treating  these  se ttlers.” 

membrance,  and  he  had  been  the  one  to  tu rn 

cold  at  the  shock  of  discovering  they  were  on 

“ Do  I  m ake  the  weath er  around  h e r e ? ” 

opposite  sides  of  a  growing  controversy.  H e 

J i m ’s  tone  was  light,  but  cold  had  touched 

had  realized  tha t  if  he  followed  his  inclinahis  heart.  At  each  of  half a  dozen  encounters tions  it  would  make  him  susceptible  to  her 

K e n t  had  ridden  high,  using  an  insolent  m a n interests  and  sympathies,  a  thing  th a t  would ner  and  baiting  words,  crowding  trouble.  I t  

only  lead  to  T o t e m ’s  ruin. 

h a d n ’t  been  hard  to  figure  out.  E v ery   ear

He  conceded  the  whole  R ansom e  family 

m a rk   proclaimed  K e n t  to  be  a  gunm an.  T h e  

to  be  above  the  common  run  in  the  colony. 

a tta c h m e n ts   he  had  m ade  here  filled  o u t  the T h e y   seemed  to  be  good  people  and  ce rta in picture  and  this  meeting  a t  Quiller’s  conly  were  clean,  orderly  and  hardworking.  B u t firmed  J i m ’s  suspicions.  Kent  was  here  to 

as  for  the  bulk  of  th e m —   Anse  Monroe, 

deal  with  Jim   Blackland,  and  the  settlers 

their  big  wheel,  was  typical,  a   raw-boned, 

were  behind  him. 

slump-shouldered,  whining-voiced  m a n  who 

“ Seems  to  me  you  try  to  play  the  Alrelieved  his  deficiencies  by  bla m in g  the  world m ig h t y ,”  K e n t said  in  his ■ve  t, superior  way. 

for  his  troubles.  H e  was  the  perfect  c a t ’s-

T h e   door  swung  open.  Q  iller  came  out, 

[image: Image 168]

[image: Image 169]

64

FIFTEEN  W ESTERN   TALES

followed  b y   the  nester  leader,  Ansel  M o n never  slacked  pace.  T h e ir   shirts  were  ripped roe.  Quiller  had  the  head  and  face  of  a   bullto  sweaty  tatters,  and  the  sweat  was  mixed dog,  and  his  shoulders  were  broad  and 

with  blood. 

bunchy.  T h e   bruskness  of  his  m a n n er  con

T here  came  a  m om ent  when  th ey  had  to 

trasted  sha rply  with  Monroe,  who  was  loose, 

halt  and  stare  at  each  other  in  exhaustion. 

ungainly,  a  man  whose  looks  and  ways  spoke 

K e n t ’s  loose-pouched  gun  had  fallen  free  in 

of  cunning.  T h e   m an  had  been  the  first 

the  fracas.  B u t  his  fingers  sought  it,  ab s e n tsq u a tte r  to  come  in,  which  had  given  him  a ly  brushin g  the  holster.  H e   was  the  killer 

kind  of  leadership. 

in  full  flame  now.  Jim   rested  no  longer.  He 

m a d e  a  driving,  hunched  lunge  forward,  his 

THE  pair  apparently  had  been  closeted  left  arm  feinting,  his  right  fist  powering for  a  consultation,  with  the  half  dozen 

through  as  K e n t  came  in,  deceived  by  the 

rq£n  on  the  porch  awaitin g  a   decision.  T h ey  

feint.  K e n t  took  the  h a r d   blow  in  his  midstill  m ade  a  silent,  sullen  group,  and  Jim riff  and  Jim   heard  his  blasting  breath. 

noted  th a t  P e n n y ’s  fath er  was  not  present. 

K e n t  tried  to  get  up,  his  m outh  open  and 

Quiller’s  ja w   set. 

H e  c u t  in  bruskly, 

noisily  sucking  wind.  H is  face  was  a  deep 

“ T en d   to  your  own  knittin g,  D u k e . ” 

red,  a   glistening  and  battered  m ontrosity. 

“W h y , ”  Jim   said,  “ t h a t ’s  w hat  K e n t ’s  do

H e   m ade  a  whim pering  noise,  a  sound  of 

ing.  T ry in g   to  crowd  me  into  a  corner  where 

unaccepting 

impotence, 

his 

puffed 

eyes 

I ’ll  have  to  fight  him.  I s n ’t  t h a t   w h a t  you blazing  fury.  B u t  exhaustion  had  him  and 

brought  him  here  for,  S ol?” 

he  c o u ld n ’t  rise.  I t   was  no  final  victory,  Jim H e  saw  surprise  leap  into  the  faces  about 

knew.  H a t e   stood  out  from  the  man.  The 

him.  Quiller’s  lips  p arte d   and  he  sucked 

killer  was  in  com mand. 

in  an  audible  b reath.  M o n r o e ’s  boy  looked 

“ L ord  A ’m ig h ty ,”  somebody  brea thed  in 

excited,  hoping  for  trouble  here  and  now. 

the  gallery.  Jim   flung  a   glance  to  see  be

H e  beat  his  father  a  mile  in  aggressiveness. 

w ilderm ent  on  the slack  face of Anse  Monroe. 

“ And  so  far  y o u ’ve  lacked,  the  stomach 

T h e   face  of  the  M onroe  boy  had  an  un for  i t ! ”  K ent  snapped.  “ I   see  y o u ’re  not wholesome  light.  H e   had  ta ste d  w hat  he 

wearing  iron.” 

w anted  and,  regardless  of  the  outcome,  was 

Jim  shook  his  head.  “ You  d o n ’t  seem  very 

deeply  aroused.  Jim   d i d n ’t  like  th a t  look. 

bright,  K ent.  I ’m  not  a  gunfighter.  I   raise 

T h e   other  nesters  seemed  astonished,  puzbeef.” 

zled.  K e n t  had  built  himself  up  for  a  m ighty 

tough  custom er a n d   now  was  fallen a n d   there 

K e n t ’s  lips  pulled  back  in  a  sneer.  “ There 

was  shock  in  this  for  the  settlers. 

comes  a  time,  Blackland,  when  a  m an  fights 

Jim   p a n te d   to  Quiller,  “ I f   y o u ’re  sm a rt or  crawls.  I t   d o n ’t  m a tte r   to  me  which 

y o u ’ll  send  him  packing  instead  of  forcing 

you  do.  These  settlers  are  my  friends.  I 

this  trouble!  I f   these  sq u a tte rs  were  smart, 

d o n ’t  aim  to  set  on  my  hands  while  they 

t h e y ’d  know  y o u ’re  only  playing  th em  for 

drought  out  so  you  can  get  back  w h a t  you 

plain  fools!” 

call  your  ran g e .” 

Quiller  stroked  his  heavy  jaw,  taken 

K e n t ’s  glance  played  askance  a t  the  setaback.  K e n t  was  getting  up,  his  legs  contlers.  T h e   man  d i d n ’t  expect  an y th in g   here, trac ting  convulsively,  his  hands  pushing 

with  Jim   unarmed.  H e   ju m p e d   and  seized 

dru n k en ly   a t   the  ground, 

the  front  of  K e n t ’s  checkered  shirt  a t  the 

W hen  he  was  a t  a   swaying  stand,  the  gunopen  collar.  His  other  fist  swung  in  a   smash m a n  said,  “ Blackland,  th e re ’ll  be  another 

t h a t  took  the  grin  from  K e n t ’s  face.  Blood 

tim e.” 

streamed  from  mashed  lips.  T h e   m a n ’s  ha* 

went  sailing.  Jim  rocked  the  g u n m a n ’s  head 

“ You  sure  seem  set  on  i t, ”  Jim   agreed. 

with  two  short,  ham m ering  punches  th a t 

“ T h e   next  t i m e ! ”  K e n t  p an ted ,  “ have  a landed  hard. 

gun  on  your  hip!  I ’m  telling  you  before  all 

T h e   assault  drove  K e n t  off  balance.  Jim  

these  witnesses! ” 

yanked  him  forward,  out  of  the  stu nned 

“ N o body  tells  me,  K e n t , ”  Jim   returned. 

group  of  watchers.  K e n t  got  to  his  feet. 

H is   voice  was  steady,  restrain ed,  b u t  the 

H e  drove  again  at  K ent,  tum blin g  down  the 

knowledge  was  stirring  in  him  t h a t   K e n t 

steps  with  him.  I t   was  give  and  ta ke  after 

w anted  more  th a n   killer  p a y   now.  T h e   b e a tth at.  K e n t  bit,  kicked,  slugged  and  gouged, ing  h ad   been  vicious,  humiliating,  a n d   the 

driving  a  hea vy  punishm ent  into  Jim ,  who

g u n m a n   h a d   lost  in  a  w ay  th a t  could  not  be
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alibied.  I t   was  a   gall-and-wormwood  th a t 

been  T o t e m ’s  r am ro d   back  in  J i m ’s  boyhood. 

had  m ade  the  m a n  a  dangerous  enemy. 

H e   would  keep  the  job,  as  far  as  Jim   was 

Jim  glanced  a t   Quiller  an d   said,  “ In  the 

concerned,  until  he  volu nta rily  hung  up  his 

long  run  y o u ’re  responsible,  Sol.  F or  w h a tsaddle. 

ever  you  people  have  cooked  up.  Rem em ber 

M a t t   flung  a  stare  a t  J i m ’s  b a tte r e d   face t h a t . ”  He  walked  toward  his  horse. 

an d   said,  “ D id   you  crawl  into  a  wolf  den 

for  a  sn o o z e?” 

HE  HOPED  that  Penny  would  have  quit 

Jim   pulled  the  sore  tissues  of  his  face  into 

her  eternal  hoeing  of  the  parched  corn 

a  grin.  “ M a y b e   I  was  even  more  foolish. 

patch.  She  h a d n 't.  Jim   had  to  pass  there 

W e n t  over  to  Ring  Q  and  run  into  th a t  ringy 

again,  and  he  wore  his  battered,  bloody  a p 

D u k e   K ent.  W e  tangled.  So  bad  we  h a d   a  

pearance  with  stiff  pride.  H e  heard  her  call 

h a rd   time  getting  u n ta n g le d .” 

at  a  distance  u p   the  corn  row  and  was  of  a 

“ H o p e  you  left  him  with  the  most  k in k s ,” 

mind  to  pass  unheeding.  T h e n   impulse  h a lt

M a t t   breathed.  H e  was  erect  in  the  saddle 

ed  him.  H e  swung  the  horse,  got  stiffly  from 

a nd  his  keen  old  eyes  were  troubled.  “ I  seen 

the  saddle  and  walked  to  the  fence. 

Sam  Robinson  today.  H e 's   a b o u t  the  only 

Penny  came  up  with  her  hoe.  H er  tired 

decent  hand  Ring  Q  ever  had  on  its  payroll. 

face  showed  sudden  concern  as  she  reg a rd 

H e  told  me  some  things  a bout  th a t  K ent. 

ed  him. 

“ I  was  afraid  of  t h a t ! ”  she 

T h e   cuss  is  some  kind  of  kin  of  Sol’s.  H e ’s 

breathed.  “ You  went  to  Q uille r’s  a n d   ran 

got  a   bad  record.  Been  up  for  two  killings. 

into  th a t  meeting. 

I  would  have  warned 

H e   got  off  by  proving  the  other  fellow  drew 

you,  but  when  you  left  I  was  so  m ad  I  d i d n ’t first.” 

c a re.”  I t  was  alm ost  an  apology,  and  this 

“ H e  never  invented  t h a t , ”  Jim   grunted, 

amazed  him. 

“ b u t  h e ’s  m aybe  got  good  a t  it.  If   I ’d  had  a 

“ I t ’s  one  m a n ’s  w ork,”  Jim   returned. 

gun  I  might  have  given  him  a  chance  to 

“ K ent  came  off  worse.” 

show  how  good.” 

P e n n y ’s  voice  tu rn ed   friendly,  almost 

M a t t   got  down  from  his  horse,  sp a t  into 

pleading.  “ W h y   c a n ’t  you  be  reasonable? 

the  d ust  and  looked  at  Jim   somberly.  “ H e ’s 

M y   family  is  having  no  hand  in  it,  b u t  we 

braggy.  W hen  h e ’s  puffing  hisself  up  to  the 

know w h a t ’s  talked.  T h e y ’re  going  to  release 

boys  in  the  bunkhouse  he  runs  off  p le nty  a t  

th a t  water  by  force  and  rely  on  the  la w ’s 

the  m outh.  Robinson  told  me  K e n t  hin ted 

setting  them  free.  T h e y   know  y o u ’ll  p u t  up he  was  paid  for  th em  killings.”  H e   walked 

a  fight  and  somebody  will  be  h u rt,  killed. 

off  toward  the  saddle  corral,  leading  his 

They’re  desperate  enough  to  b an k   on  th a t 

horse. 

for  s y m p a th y . ” 

Jim   was  a t  a  cookhouse  table  sipping  hot 

Jim  shook  his  head.  “ W a t e r ’s  only  a  p art 

coffee  when  M a t t   reappeared.  T h e   r a m r o d ’s of  it,  P enny,  and  I ’d  share  if  th a t  was  all 

face  still  wore  its  brooding  scowl.  H e   got 

th ere  is  to  it.  B u t  Q uille r’s  got  bigger  irons coffee  and  came  out  to  the  table.  Throw ing 

in  the  fire.  I t ’s  an  old  enm ity  between  him 

his  long  legs  over  the  bench,  he  sat  down 

and  the  T o te m   brand.  You  people  stepped 

across  from  Jim   and  said,  “ T h is  thing  has 

into  an  old  w a r .” 

tu rned  mean.  Fist-whip  a  gunnie  and  y o u ’ve 

P en n y   looked  incredulous.  “ I  d o n ’t  begot  a  sidewinder  to  watch.  Down  a t  the  corlieve  t h a t . ” 

ral  I  sta rte d   s h a k in ’.  I t ’s  either  ague  or  the H e  sighed,  crossed  to  his  horse  and  swung 

heebie-jeebies.” 

up.  T h is  was  the  hard  p art.  T h is  final  riding 

“ D o n ’t  worry  a b o u t  i t , ”  Jim   said.  .  “ B u t away. 

w e ’ve  got  to  p u t  a   guard  on  the  dam ,  s t a r t 

T hough  it  was  a t  the  tail  of  the  afternoon, 

ing  now.  You  take  care  of  th a t,  M a tt.   I ’ll 

most  of  his  crew  was  still  o u t  on  the  graze. 

handle  K e n t . ” 

Jim   went  to  the  big  house  a n d   cleaned  up, 

“ Like  you  would  a   lobo,”  M a t t   advised. 

which  left  him  feeling  no  better.  T h e   back- 

T h e   rem a inder  of  T o t e m ’s  crew  was  d riftporch  mirror  showed  a  face  he  h ar d ly   recoging  in  from  the  d a y ’s  riding.  W ith   no  a p nized.  H e   ached  to  the  marrow,  a n d   drea d petite  for  supper,  a n d   even  less  for  conversarode  him   like  a   saddle. 

tion,  Jim  left  the cookhouse before th e  p u n ch 

He  was  crossing  to  the  cookhouse  for  a 

ers  cam e  in  to  eat.  At  the  fro nt  of  the  big 

bracer  of  coffee  when  Matt  Paine  rode  into 

house  he  could  look  down  into  the  b o tto m  

the  yard.  Rugged  and  aging,'  Matt  had

a n d   see  the  disputed  water.  T h e   d a m   was
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no  elaborate  structure,  nor  could  the  pond 

pens  I  crave  a  d rink  in  the  R o s e tte .”  H e  

behind  it  be  called  a  lavish  hogging  of  water. 

left  the  hushed  group  and  moved  idly  along 

Pike  Blackland  had  gone  to  trouble  and  exthe  street. 

pense  to  erect  the  d ir t  fill  and  log  gates 

B r ig h t’s  m ercantile  was  still  open,  and  Jim 

blocking  the  creek, and  T o te m   had  never  im went  in,  not  w anting  an y th in g   p articularly pounded  an y th in g   but  winter  waste  water. 

except  to  kill  a  few  mom ents  time.  Buying 

B ut  the  thing  crowding  Jim   now  was 

tobacco,  he  saw  men  h u r ry   past  the  front 

Penny. 

She  was  voung,  overw orked— she 

windows,  those  who  had  been  at  the  corral. 

could  be  lonely,  starved  for  fun.  She  needed 

H e   knew  the y  were  headin g  for  the  Rosette 

a  man,  and  there  was  this  barrier  between 

an d   its  promise  of  excitement,  and  one  of 

them,  th a t  he  d id n 't  know  how  to  cross.  I t 

th em  m ight  th ink  it  would  be  more  exciting 

bothered  him  to  think  th a t  no  barriers  would 

to  warn  K ent. 

stop  Kent. 

H e   spent  a  few  m om ents  in  conversation 

W hich  was  the  b etter  m an?  Jim   gro und 

with  Brig ht  th en  emerged  onto  the  street. 

out  his  cigarette  with  an  angry  heel.  I t   was 

T h e   town  seemed  quiet,  b u t  to  him  it  had 

a   serious  m a tte r  to  strap   on  a   gun,  in  this ta ken  on  an  ominous  temper.  Eyes  watched 

d ay   when  one  was  in frequently  required.  A 

him   from  the  hotel  window  as  th a t  curious, 

decent  man  did  so  only  when  there  was  no 

lightning-like  phenom enon  of  a  town  grapeoth er  recourse.  Jim   walked  into  the  house vine  went  to  work.  Ahead  three  men  crossed 

and  got  the  gun  with  which  Pik e  Blackland 

the  d u sty   street  together  and  moved  into  the 

h ad  tamed  a  wilderness.  H e   had  taken  care 

Rosette. 

of  it,  keeping  gun,  holster  and  shell-bell 

O u tw ard ly   Jim   gave  this  no  more  than  a 

well  oiled.  Now  he  strappe d  it  on  and  went 

casual  interest.  T h e   R osette  was  as  yet  two 

out,  heading  for  the  saddle  corral. 

doors  down.  W ithin  he  would  come  upon  a 

dangerous  and  possibly  forewarned  man. 

WAGONTIRE  was  a  flat,  dimly glinting  Jim’s mind dwelt on that  thought,  but  there huddle  of  weathered  buildings  in  the 

was  no  break  in  his  stride.  T h e n   the  R o starlight  when  Jim  looked  down  on  it  from s e tte ’s  batwings  swung  out.  A  man  came 

the  last  rise.  K ent  would  be  here.  D u k e  

out,  stared  a t  Jim ,  the n  vanished  again,  Jim 

K e n t  was  a  man  who  craved  movement,  exreached  the  doors  and  turned  in. 

citement,  and  Jim  had  heard  of  his  nightly 

All  feeling  left  him  in  tha t  instant.  His 

activities  here  in  town.  Riding  on,  Jim  came 

purpose  had  become  an  equation  tha t  he  had 

onto  the  main  street  in  settled,  easy  m oto  balance  with  action.  He  felt  the  heated, tion.  At  the  corral  he  saw  a  group  of  men 

inner  air  of  the  saloon,  saw  the  usual  crowd. 

hunkered  outside  the  pole  fence,  the  regular 

H e  paused  a  second  just  inside  to  survey 

assemblage  of  punchers  in  from  the  nearby 

the  group.  H e   couldn't  see  D u k e  K e n t,  or 

range,  men  seeking  diversion. 

an y   nesters.  B ut  half  a  h undred  eyes  regard

J i m ’s  arrival  excited  only  a  friendly  intered  him  from  faces  he  knew  well. 

They 

est,  b u t  he  knew  th a t  news  of  his  fight,  of 

looked  baffled, 

then  somewhere  a 

man 

K e n t ’s  challenge,  might  have  got  around  by 

laughed. 

now.  I f   a  Ring  Q  puncher  had  been  in 

Jim   tensed,  anger  flushing  through  him. 

town  since  the  fight  the  word  was  out. 

I t   looked  like  a  p ra n k   had  been  played  on 

A  man  called,  “ H ow dy,  Jim.  W hen  did 

him,  though  no  man  in  his  right  mind  would 

you  sta rt  to m - c a ttin g ? ” 

trifle  with  a  situation  so  deadly.  H e  flung 

Jim   hitched  reins  at  the  rack  on  the  street. 

a  scowl  a b o u t  the  room. 

H e  had  come  to  the  corral  only  because  it 

A  voice  said,  “ If  y o u ’re  h u n t i n ’  D u k e 

could  give  him  information  he  w anted  in  a 

K e n t,  Jim ,  he  plum b  evaporated. 

W ord 

way  tha t  w ouldn’t  draw  too  much  interest. 

come  in  th a t  vou  aimed  to  wet  vour  whistle 

“ D u k e  K ent  in  to w n ? ”  he  asked. 

here .” 

H e  sensed  a  quickened  interest.  T h e   word 

F o r   a  m om ent  Jim   was  n u m b   with  shock. 

was  around,  and  they  were  wondering  if  he 

“ W h a t  is  th is ? ”  he  dem anded.  "S o m e b o d y ’s was  dodging  a  meeting  or  finally  seeking  it. 

idea  of  f u n ? ” 

“ W h y   y e s ,”  someone  said.  “ Seen  K e n t  at 

Rice  W a tso n   stood  a t   the  bar,  a  puncher 

th e   Rosette  ju st  now.  H e ’s  painting  his  nose. 

from  Hook,  which  lay  north  of  Totem .  He 

You  better  stay  aw ay  from  h im .” 

shook his hea d and  said,  “ I t   is  and  ain't.  Like 

' “ A  good  id ea,”  Jim   agreed.  “ B u t  it  h a p the  feller  says,  K e n t  was  here  but  he  sure
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lit  his  shuck.  D o n ’t  guess  he  realized  we  all 

knew  why.  M ost  of  us  ju st  heard  he  give 

you  warning.  H a n k   Unsinger  come  in.  He 

TW O   SIIIKS  OF 

said  loud  and  casual  th a t  you  was  in  town 

and  maybe  we  could  get  up  a  game.  And 

THE  HILL

right  there  D u k e   K e n t  got  a   sudden  need 

for  fresh  a ir.” 

A  sense  of  real  disappointm ent  ran  in  Jim. 

B y   M .   K A N E

H e  could  only  stare. 

“ Come  have  a  d r in k ,"  W atson  added. 

T here’s  one  they  tell  about  an  old- 

“ You  sure  earned  one.” 

tim er  who  couldn’t  watch  the  big  days 

Jim  shook  his  head.  “ T h a n k s,  Rice.  Next 

die  w ithout  doing  som ething  about  it.  

tim e.”  He  tu rned  and  went  out. 

It  w as  noticed  that  he  spent  a  lot 

Only  then  did  weakness  hit  him.  D istrusting  his  knees,  he  paused  tinder  the  board of  time  at  one  particular  lonely  spot 

awning  to  roll  a  cigarette,  silently  cursing  his 

in  the  hills. 

Friends  finally  asked 

shaking  fingers.  He  felt  defeated,  frustrated. 

him  what  he  did  there. 

A  man  did  not  easily  face  a  thing  like  this. 

“K now   that  hairpin  bend  in  the 

When  he  did.  he  deserved  results. 

road?”  he  said.  “W ell,  I  stand  there 

Kent  had  been  rattled,  confronted  with  a 

with  a  mask  and  a  gun,  and  hold  up 

fight  he  h a d n ’t  expected.  His  dodging  the 

fellers  in  autos  when  they  pass.” 

showdown  he  had  crowded  hungrily  to  this 

He  wasn’t  joking.  His  interlocuter 

point  meant  that  the  fist-whipping  had  put  a 

warned  him  he  was  courting  arrest. 

crack  in  his  complacency.  His  gun-courage 

would  not  come  back  in  full  flood  until  he 

"U h -u h,” said  the  old -tim er.  “Soon’s 

had  a  rigged  situation

I’ve  done  a  job,  1  duck  over  the  hill 

Anxiety  rode  wtih  Jim  each  mile  as  he  left 

to  the  other  side  of  the  road,  take  my 

W agontire  and  followed  the  worn  trail  to 

mask  off,  and  put  on  sheriff  badge.  

Totem.  Each  copse  and  rim  and  rearing 

When  the  felier  com es  along,  I  stop 

rock  became  a  menace  that  he  defied.  T e n 

him  and  give  back  his  valuables.  Tell 

sions  came  and  passed,  time  after  time,  but 

him  1  just  caught  the  hombre  that 

he  found  himself  crossing  the  boundaries  of 

robbed  him.  It  don’t  hurt  anyone.  

his  own  range  without  incident. 

And  it's  kind  of  excitin g.” 

T h e  sound  th a t  came  in  the  night,  then, 

was  hard  to  identify.  Jim  pulled  down  his 

horse,  instantly  on  guard  and  listening  with 

strained  attentio n. 

Two  gunshots,  closely 

nester  sneaking  around  the  dam.  T his  fool 

spaced,  came  to  identify  the  first  sound 

kid  was  trying  to  open  the  gate.  H e  popped 

Shooting,  at  Totem.  Jim  drove  in  his  spurs, 

a  shot  at  me  when  1  yelled  a t  him.  I  had  to 

lifting  his  horse  to  a  poundin g  gallop.  There 

plug  h im .”  There  was  revulsion  in  Luke's 

was  no  more  shooting,  but  his  m outh   was 

voice. 

d ry   when  he  topped  the  last  rise.  Totem 's 

“ D e a d ? "   Jim  asked. 

in-range  stretched  serenely  In  the  starlight. 

“ Got  him  through  the  chest,  but  he's  still 

He  ham mered  on,  driving  for  the  dam ,  knowbreathing.  His  old  man  sent  him  on  a  job ing  it  was  the  scene  of  the  trouble.  H e  had 

he  was  scared  of  hisself,  I  reckon.” 

the  impression  th a t  the  initial  and  following 

“ M a y b e . ”  Jim   agreed.  “ Or  maybe  he  was 

shots  had  come  from  two  different  guns. 

out  on  his  lonesome  to  get  a  chunk  of  glory. 

He  found  two  men  at  the  dam ,  the  guard 

W e ’ll  have  to  take  him  up  to  the  house  and 

M a tt  had  stationed  there,  and  another.  T h e  

get  h e lp .” 

second  man  lay  on  the  ground.  Jim  threw 

“ I  reckon,"  Luke  said.  “ B ut  we  ought  to 

himself  from  his  horse  before  it  was  at  a  ful 

let  him  die  where  he  lavs  and  save  ourselves 

stop. 

some  more  hell. 

Here  come  the  boys,  I 

“ Who  is  it,  L u k e ? ”  he  asked  the  puncher 

reckon.” 

Luke  H udson's  drawl  was  strained,  “ M o n 

“ T h ey   can  la ke  him  in,”  Jim   said.  ‘T i l  

roe's  smart-alec  kid.  T h e y   call  him  M onk 

ride  over  and  tell  Monroe.  T h e y ’ll  have  to 

M a t t   told  me  to  lav  low  and  try  to  catch  a

send  for  the  d o cto r.” 
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HE  MOUNTED  again  and  headed  east,  cate  its  direction.  But  he  recognized  its riding  cross-country  and  thin king  of 

owner. 

the  afte rn o o n ’s  meeting  a t  Quiller’s. 

It 

“ P u t  up  your  hands,  B l a c k la n d ! ”  D u k e  

d i d n ’t  seem  likely  t h a t   th ey  would  have  d e 

Kent  called.  “ T h en   get  th a t  cavuse  over. 

cided  to  send  young  M onk  on  this  mission.  I t 

I  d o n ’t  want  to  gun  you  th e re .” 

must  have  been  the  show-off  k i d ’s  own  idea. 

For  the  moment  Jim   felt  only  the  shock 

It  m ade  no  difference.  T h e re   were  the  reof  complete  bewilderment.  H e   sensed  th a t quirem ents  of  mercy  to  be  met  now,  and  it 

K en t  was  on  top  the  rock  to  the  left,  Hat 

d id n 't  m a tte r  th a t  th ey  involved  the  no-good there  and  motionless.  T h e y   were  miles  from 

son  of  a  bitter  enemy. 

anywhere,  and  he  c o u ld n ’t  understand  why 

M onroe’s  land  claim  was  on  the  far  side  of 

K e n t  had  not  knocked  him  out  of  the  saddle 

the  nester  colony.  Jim  rode  boldly  through 

and  been  done  with  it.  B ut  Kent  had  more 

the  settlement,  hearing  the  bark  of  d istant 

respect  for  m a n ’s  laws  than  for  those  of  d e dogs  but  encountering  no  one.  H e   had  forcency.  H e  would  dispose  of  his  victim  under gotten  Duke  K e n t  momentarily,  but  he 

circumstances  that  could  be  warped  to  his 

thought  of  Penny  as  he  passed  the  Ransome 

favor. 

place,  wondering  if  he  should  ask  her  to 

K e n t  warned  sharply ,  “ Stay  right  where 

come  and  be  with  M o n r o e ’s  wife.  Women 

you  are,  Blackland,  and  live  a  little  longer. 

bore  the  b runt  of  m e n ’s  antagonism  and  vio

Anse  took  our  horses  off  to  keep  them  quiet. 

lence.  T h e y   so  frequently  inherited  the  job 

He'll  fetch  'em  back  here  any  time   \ 

of  trying  to  repair  the  dam age.  Jim   rode  on, 

whistle.” 

dismissing  the  impulse.  Penny  would  only 

“ Anse?  W as  he  in  town  with  y o u ? ” 

hold  him  accountable  for  what  had  h a p 

“ N o t  with  me. 

H e  was  che erin’  up  with 

pened  to  young  M onk,  and  th a t,  a t  least, 

rot gut. 

But  we  come  out  together. 

You 

was  something  he  could  p u t  off  facing  for 

made  a  showy  play  in  there,  Blackland,  and 

a  time. 

it  done  you  no  good.  B ut  how  come  y o u ’re 

M onroe's  shack  was  d a r k   in  the  distance 

riding  the  wrong  w a v ? ” 

as  Jim  drew  near.  Jim  called  a  hallo  from 

“ I ’ve  been  home  a n d   was  going  back  to 

habit  as  he  rode  in.  H e   called  again,  closer 

to w n ,"  Jim  told  him. 

to  the  house,  but  w asn’t  answered.  H e  swung 

“ W h a t  f o r ? ” 

down  at  the  doorstep  of  the  d rab   little  shack. 

“ Then  l e t ’s  get  h im .”  A  sharp  whistle 

Once  more  he  yelled  for  Monroe,  and  in  a 

sounded.  After  th a t  came  a  silence  through 

moment  a  w om an’s  uneasy  voice  called  out 

which  Jim   sa t  motionless,  knowing  K e n t  had 

through  the  closed  door. 

not  taken  the  gun  off  his  back.  T h e re   was  no 

“ Who  is  i t ? ” 

audience  here,  no  need  for  a  flashy  reckless- 

‘  Jim  Blackland.  W h e r e ’s  your  m a n ? ” 

than  y o u .” 

“ H e   a i n ’t  here.  W h a t  do  you  want,  a n y 

“ T h a t   might  interest  Anse  M onroe  more 

h o w ?” 

ness.  Allowed  to  act  according  to  his  nature, 

Jim  nibbled  a  swollen  lip.  H e   h ated  to 

K ent  was  as  cowardly  as  th ey  came. 

tell  the  woman  what  had  happened  to  her

I t   seemed  a  long  while  before  J i m ’s  mount 

son. 

paid  atten tio n   to  something  ahead.  Then 

“ Know  where  M onk  is ? ”  he  asked. 

Jim   picked  up  the  sound  of  cautiously  m ov

“ W ith  his  pa,  as  far  as  1  know.  They 

ing  horses.  S uddenly   they  appeared  on  the 

never  tell  m e .”  T h e r e   was  a  whining  com forward  trail,  one  ridden,  the  saddle  of  the plaint  in  her  voice. 

other  empty.  T h e   long,  lank  figure  of  Anse 

Jim  tu rned  around  and  m ounted,  unable 

M onroe  became  recognizable  as  he  rode  up 

to  bring  himself  to  tell  her. 

cautiously.  T h e   m an  kept  his  glance  above 

He  had  covered  half  the  long  and  lonely 

Jim 's  head,  which  meant  he  wns  watching 

distance  to  W agontire  when  his  horse  showed 

Kent. 

sudden  attention  to  some  d is ta n t  sound  in 

“ P u t  your  hogleg  on  him  while  I  climb 

the  night.  Jim  pulled  the  animal  to  a  quick 

down  from  here,  Anse,”  K e n t  called.  “ We 

halt  and  sat  motionless,  auditing  the  sigot  him.  All  we  have  to  do  is  make  it  look lence  about  him. 

like  w e’re  the  last  ones  on  ea rth  who  could 

F or  all  his  caution  he  was  unprepared  for 

have  killed  h im .” 

what  happened. 

A  voice  came,  soft  and 

M onroe  paten tly   had  been  pressed  into 

casual,  and  for  a  m om ent  Jim   c o u ld n ’t  loservice  and  d id n ’t   like  it.  H e   k e p t  shifting
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in  the  saddle,  and  he  seemed  uncertain  as  he 

‘‘W o u ld n 't  you  feel  fine,  Anse."  Jim   asked pulled  up  his  gun.  Jim  fought  a  wild  imsoftly,  "if  you  found  out  your  boy's  gone pulse  to  make  his  play  now.  T h e  nester 

to  face  his  M a k er  and  you  had  m u rd er  on 

probably   wasn't  gun-handy,  and  his  nerve 

your  hands?  T o  m y  mind  you  were  wrung 

wouldn't  hold  through  much  stress. 

But 

in  on  this  deal.  1  don't  think  you've  got 

something  rose  in  jrm's  mind  - th o u g h t  of 

killing  courage  in  you,  yourself." 

the  errand  that  had  originally  brought  him 

" I t ' s   a 

trick,  A n s e ! ” 

K en t  snapped. 

forth. 

'' Blackland.  shut  up! " 

He  said.  "Anse.  while  you're  keeping  me 

" C a n   you  prove  what  you  c l a im ? ’’  M o n here  your  boy's  bleeding  to  death ,  if  he's roe  asked,  and  his  voice  was  soberly  d o u b t still  alive.  It  looks  like  Monk  made  a  fool ful. 

plav  for  glow.  He  snooped  around  the  dam. 

 " S o . "   Jim  said.  ‘  But  you  know  Monk. 

tonight.  One  of  my  punchers  plugged  him 

He's  a  show-off.  M a ybe  his  kid's  vanity  

through  the  chest.  I  was  heading  for  the 

makes  him  try  to  show  the  kind  of  nerve 

doctor  when  vou  sprung  this  big.  brave 

you  lack.  He  left  home  with  you  tonight, 

trap." 

did n't  he? 

How  would  I  know  th a t  if  I 

He  saw  Monroe  pull  straight.  But  K ent's 

ha d n 't  learned  something  about  him?  H e ’s 

voice  came  in  a  quick,  belittling  snort. 

got  a  bullet  hole  in  him.  Anse.  Every  m in 

•You've  sure  turned  tr ic k y .”  Kent  Hung 

ute  you  and  Kent  hold  me  here  takes  him 

out. 

'B ut  vou're  up  against  an  old  hand. 

closer  to  death ,  if  he  isn't  already  there. 

W e're  going  to  take  you  to  the  middle  of  the 

And  the  time  it'll  take  for  you  to  get  rid  of 

nester  colony.  Then  let  the  law  figure  out 

m e ’Il  keep  you  from  finding  out  for  sure  that 

which  one  of  twenty  nesters  might  have 

much  longer." 

plugged  you." 

“ T h a t 's  

enough. 

B la c k la n d ! ” 

K ent 

"I  guessed  th a t."   Jim  answered.  "Anse, rapped. 

“ Anse,  go  fetch  my  horse  over 

'  ou  got  any  feeling  for  that  bov?  ’

here." 

"S hut  u p ! ''  Monroe  yelped.  'I  a in 't  fall

" W a i t  a  minute.  D uke,"  M onroe  said  u n ing  for  t h a t ! ' '   But  he  had  his  mouth  open, easily.  " M o n k   could  have  done  what  B iack-and  a  spark  of  hope  glimmered  in  Jim. 

 t  Cnl l t i l i ucd  Oil  f ’tlf/t'  110)
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 There’s  never  a  fight  hut  an  Irishman  wins  it,  

 even  when  it’s  between  two  other  gents— both 

 craving  his  crimson  scalp! 

J AMES  PHELAN  was up before  the sun  ins;  track  for Jack  Casement,  and  the  Union to  grapple  with  his  problem.  T h e  cam p 

Pacific!  W o u ld n 't  it  be  a  fine  thing  and  a

was  not  stirring  vet,  not  even  the  cooks, 

proud  thing  to  be  a  foreman  for  General

and  it  struck  him  with  a  kind  of  awe  th a t 

j a c k ,   and  have  tha t  to  brag  a bout  for  the

a  thousand  Irish  could  keep  th a t  still.  A 

rest  of  your  life?  W o uldn't  it.  so? 

thousand  men  and  a  hundred  teams,  all  lay- 

This  problem — how  to  get  himself  m ade

 '70
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a  foreman— was  what  had  roused  Ja m es 

A  th ought  crept  into  the  outerm ost  circle 

Phelan  so  early.  H e  wanted  to  th ink  a bout 

of  Ja m es  P h e la n ’s  mind,  like  a  iack-rabbit 

it  while  his  mind  was  still  fresh  and  before 

venturing  into  the  edge  of  firelight.  T erence 

the  hurly -burly   of  the  d a y   swept  him  into 

S hea’s  angry  voice  frightened  the  th ought 

its  roaring  current.  It  would  ta ke  some  conaway. 

triving!  Against  such  a  field  of  contestants, 

“ T hem   to  ta ke  their  ease  out  there,  the 

it  was  not  a  distinction  to  be  won  simply  by 

m u r d e r in ’  heathen,  w ithout  so  much  as  a  

brawn  and  willingness 

T here  were  men 

sentry  posted! 

T h a t ’s  what  they  th ink  of 

Jam es  Phelan  knew  who  would  pick  up  an 

us,  and  why  w ouldn’t  they,  when  we  d o n ’t 

eight-foot  tie  and  scratch  an  itchinu  I  ack 

set  to  and  clean  th em  o u t ? ” 

with  the  end  of  it 

Nobody  heeded  that, 

“ W e ’re  here  to  build  a  railway!  We  d o n ’t 

for  an  itching  back  is  a  common  thins? 

draw  three  dollars  a  day  for  ch a sin ’  C hey

H e  sat  on  the  end  of  v es terd av ’s  last  rail, 

ennes.’’

staring  out  over  the  Red  Desert  into  the 

“ And  now  the  w o rd ’s  gone  out,  or  the 

future,  and  he  was  so  lost  in  thought  that 

Cheyennes  have  whistled  up  their  neighbors, 

he  d id n ’t  hear  Terence  Shea  limning  up  bethe  Sioux!  If  I  was  Ja c k   Casement,  I ’d  balhind.  The  little  blacksm ith  was  as  gnarled last  this  road  with  their  b o n e s ! ” 

and  twisted  as  an  old  th  >rn,  and  as  tough. 

Ja m es  Phelan sighed  and  stood  up.  “ Y o u ’re 

L am e  since  G ettysburg,  he  made  no  cona  man  of  contention,  Terence,  and  no  help cession  tfl  lameness,  and  he  wore  his  battered 

to   me  at  a!!!  M y  h e a r t ’s  set  on  being  m ade hat  at  a  truculent  angle 

He  was  carryin g 

foreman  and  yours  on  mere  slaughter!  Come 

a  Spencer  rifle,  and  when  he  reached  Jam es 

back  and  w e’ll  get  b r e a k fa s t.” 

Phelan,  he  set  the  butt  down  on  a  tie  and 

cupped  his  hands  about  the  muzzle,  as  if 

fondling  the  weapon. 

“ You  d id n ’t  see  one  o'  them  Cheyenne 

IT  WAS  a  bad  day  for  Phelan,  tormented 

with  the  painful  and  unaccustomed  procdevils?”  he  asked  hopefully.  “ Or  a n y   o  tha t esses  of  hard  thinking. 

T o  be  sure,  he 

new  lot,  the  Sioux?” 

watched  with  something  like  his  usual  de

“ I  did  not 

Terence,  w h a t’s  a  good  way 

light  as  the  whole  camp  stirred  noisily  and 

to  get  made  a  fo re m a n ? '’

prepared  to  go  to  work.  T h a t  was  the  finest 

“ T h e r e ’s  no  such  thing  am ong  us  blackshow  a  man  could  see  anywhere!  Away  to smiths.  If  I  was  Jack  Casement,  I ’d  bring 

hell  and  gone,  the  double  line  of  the  rails 

up  a  field-piece,  shotted  with  grape,  a n ’  I ’d 

ran  eastw ard,  with  the  telegraph  strung 

move  their  dam n  ta v p ay s  for  them!  W h a t 

alongside,  its  wire  dropping  from  the  last 

are  they  but  fleas  on  the  dog  o ’  Progress, 

pole  into  the  office  of  the  cam p  train.  There 

and  ain't  we  got  a  right  to— ” 

was  blue  wood  smoke  from  the  cook  stoves, 

“ Is  it  foremen  you'd  take  cannon  t o ? ” 

and  the  chief  bosses  went  le p p in ’  up  and 

Phelan  dem anded,  scandalized. 

down  the line  on  horseback  Two  locomotives 

“ Foremen?  Let  them  wait  their  tu rn ,  till 

had  hauled  up  the  supply  train,  and  the 

I ’ve  done  with  the  redskins!  Look  at  them 

wagons  waited  for  ties  and  iron.  Ahead  of 

lodges  o ’  theirs,  out  beyond,  and  tell  me, 

the  camp  train,  horse-drawn  trucks  waited 

is n’t  tha t  a  galling  th in g ? ” 

on  the  wagons;  handlers  snatched  the  stuff 

Jam es  Phelan  looked,  as  he  was  bidden, 

from  the  trucks,  and  Irishmen  with  sledges 

but  with  no  great  interest.  T h e   Cheyennes 

and  wrenches  spiked  and  bolted  it  into  place. 

were  an  old  story,  and  it  was  not  likely  tha t 

W h a t  more  could  a  man  ask  tha n  to  be  a 

the  Sioux,  camped  a  mile  or  two  away  now, 

p art  of  all  th a t,  and  in  a  hot  race  with  the 

would  prove  very  different. 

T h e  Indians 

Central  Pacific,  tha t  Crocker  was  building 

hung  on  the  flank  of  the  advancing  railway, 

with  C hinam en?  WThat  more,  b u t  to  be  made 

exacting  what  toll  they  could.  When  devila  foreman?  It  was  not  higher  pay  Jam es ment  wrought  strongly  in  them,  the  tr a c k 

P helan  coveted  but  the  pride  of  having  an 

layers  snatched  up  their  rifles  a   half-dozen 

even  greater  p a r t  in  this  hurryin g,  roaring, 

times  in  one  working  d ay   and  sp rang  for 

back-breakin g  dream  tha t  was  flinging  the 

their  “ prairie  m onitors”— the  dugouts  roofed 

first  railway  across  the  continent. 

with  sheet  iron  from  which  they  bea t  back 

H is  obsession  persisted  through  the  haste 

the  I n d ia n s ’  yelling  charges.  I t   slowed  the 

and  din  and  hard  work  of  the  day.  H e  

work,  and  made  General  C asem ent  swear. 

swung  his  sledge  with  the  best  of  them,  b u t
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it  was  easier  to  drive  a  spike  than  to  knock 

thing  a  little  more  practical  than  th at. 

an  idea  on  the  head.  An  idea  was  w hat  he 

“ T h a t   fat  one  on  the  brown  n a g ! ”  Dovle 

needed— something  to  bring  him  into  notice! 

exclaimed  suddenly.  “ T a k e   a   bead  on  him, 

Steal  the  favorite  squaw  of  the  Cheyenne 

now,  in  case  I  m i s s ! ” 

chief,  maybe,  and  make  her  a  hostage  for 

T h e   a t ta c k   ended  as  such  a tta c k s   did—  

the  tr ib e ’s  good  behavior?  B ut  how  was  a 

suddenly,  and  because  the  braves  had  lost 

man  to  tell  which  one  the  old  devil  favored 

interest.  O u t  on  the  desert,  the  d ust  settled. 

above  the  rest,  and  did  he  care  enough  for 

P resently  the  Sioux  struck  cam p  and  s tr a g any  of  them  to  make  him  behave  himself? 

gled  off  westward— to  h arr y   the  graders  and 

W hat  if  it  d i d n ’t  restrain  him  at  all,  but 

bridge-builders  a  while  and  wait  for  the 

only  stirred  him  up?  Anyway,  there  would 

trac k -lay e rs  to  overtake  them.  A  little  later, 

still  be  the  Sioux. 

the  Cheyenne  village  followed. 

H e  thought  about  Indians  not  bv  choice 

Ja m es  P helan  was  back  at  driving  spikes 

but  because  the  Indians  knew  how  to  get 

by  then,  but  with  a  sharper  focus  for  his 

themselves  noticed,  the  wav  he  wanted  to 

thoughts  and  a  quicker  tempo.  T h e y   kept  a 

do  himself.  Driving  spikes  was  so  familiar 

couple  of  miles  a p a rt,  did  those  two  tribes, 

a  rhythm   by  now  th a t  Jam es  Phelan  could 

and  there  was  no  coming  and  going  between 

do  it  in  his  sleep.  But  the  Indians,  though 

their  camps!  W hen  the  Sioux  m ade  a  rush 

almost  as  familiar,  fell  into  no  easy,  u ncha nga t  the  railway,  the  Cheyennes  held  off.  It ing  pattern.  T h ey   jerked  a t  a  man's  sleeve, 

might  be  by  some  sort  of  agreement,  but 

in  a  manner  of  speaking.  T h e y   trod  on  the 

more  likely  they  d id n 't  trust  each  other.  Astails  of  an  Iris hman's  coat.  T r y   to  ignore suming  that  to  be  the  case,  it  might  not  take 

them,  and  you  might  pay  a  great  price  for  it. 

more  than  a  nudge  to.  .  .  .  H e  decided  to 

Phelan  nearly  did.  He  was  abstra cted,  and 

talk  to  Terence  Shea  ab o u t  all  this.  Shea 

the  first  he  knew  of  Indians  was  the  whishad  no  am bitio n  to  be  m ade  a  foreman,  him tling  of  bullets  and  the  cracking  of  rifles  all self,  and  he  w ould n't  begrudge  Jam es  Phelan 

up  and  down  the  line.  H e  made  a  dive  for 

an  honest  opinion. 

the  nearest  dugout  and  snatched  up  a  rifle. 

T h e y   were  working  a  mile  and  more  be

" I s   it  you,  D a n n y ? ”  he  asked. 

yond  the  cam p  train  by  the  time  General 

'  ’T is , ”  said  D a n n y   Dovle,  sourly.  “ You 

Ja ck  Casement  rode  up  the  line  on  his  sad- 

could  be  in  better  com pany,  for  1  just  missed 

dle-horse,  and  th ey  would  lay  an o th er  mile 

an  easy  shot.  I  d o n ’t  know  but  som ebodv.has 

by  sunset.  Casem ent  B r o th e rs ’  contract  read 

spit  in  this  rifle.'’

eight  h undred  dollars  a  mile  for  anything 

" I s n 't  it  early  for  visitors,  by  the  s u n ? ”  i  less than  two  miles a day;  for over  two  miles, 

" I t ’s  them  upstart  Sioux,  with  no  m a n twelve  hundred  dollars  a  mile.  This  was  a ners  to  them  a t  all!  T h e y   got  T im   G rady.  I good  day,  and  General  Ja c k   ought  to  be 

saw  him  drop,  as  I  was  proceedin’  to  this 

strokin g  his  red  beard,  instead  of  tugging  at 

snug.  Think  o ’  him,  the  first  time  you  take 

it.  T h e  fact  was,  he  was  in  a  tearing  temper. 

a i m ! ” 

“ W'hen  everything  else  is  right— when  the 

“ A  decent  man!  And  it's  Sioux,  is  i t ? ” 

m a te ria l’s  on  hand,  and  the  graders  keep 

" I t   is,  and  the  Cheyennes  sta n d in '  off  and ahead,  and  the  w a te r ’s  fit  for  the  horses  to 

keepin ’  score.  I t ’s  a  great  wonder  they 

drink 

then  i t ’s  Indians!  Two  tribes  of 

w ouldn’t  be  content  to  m urder  one  another, 

I ndians  now.  as  if  the  Cheyenne  w eren’t 

tribe  against  tribe,  and  leave  their  betters 

enough  by  themselves!  Two  men  killed  this 

be!  Livin'  as  neighbors  this  long  time,  they 

morning  -good  men,  both  - a n d   the  work 

must  have  scores  enough  to  settle.’’

stopped  for  the  b etter  part  of  an  hour! 

Phelan  d id n 't  know  why,  but  th at  rem ark 

T h a t 's   something  Crocker  and  his  pets  d o n ’t 

struck  in  his  mind  as  a  pregnant  and  a r re s thave  to  face,  up  in  their  mountain s,  and  it’s ing  thought,  worth  furth er  consideration.  It 

something  I ’ll  not  p u t  up  with,  down  here! 

had  not  occurred  to  him  before,  b u t  the  truce 

N o t  if  I  have  to  buy  scalps,  to  teach  those 

between  the  tribes  might  be  only  tem porary 

savages  m a n n e r s ! ” 

and  uneasy,  imposed  by  the  presence  of  the 

He  was  not  talking  to  anyone  in  particular, 

white  men.  B u t  it  would  not  be  feasible  to 

b u t  he  hap pened  to  be  glaring  straight  a t 

take  all  the  whites  out  of  the  country,  ju st 

Ja m es  Phelan.  And  because  of  the  m ighty 

for  the  sake  of  setting  the  In d ian s  to  fighting workings  within  him,  P helan  roared  out, 

each  other  again!  H e  had  to  th ink  of  some

“ W e ’ll  p u t   th em   in  their  place,  a n d   t h a t ’s
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underground!  We'll  do  it  for  you,  General 

nightrtiare— for  I  don't  think  th e re ’s  con

Jack,  and  before  tomorrow's  t o d a y ! ” 

science  enough  am ong  a  thousand  of  them  to 

Some  of  the  anger  went  out  of  Casem ent's 

spoil  one  m a n ’s  s le e p !” 

eyes.  He  said.  "Y ou  will,  eh?  W h a t's   your 

“ Around  half-eleven,  then,  and  we'll  sta rt 

n am e? " 

from  the  end  of  the  rails?  I'll  get  together 

“ Phelan,  sir.  Ja m es  P h e la n .” 

what  I  need,  and  then  I'll  just  shut  my  eyes 

“ Well.  Janies  Phelan,  let  me  see  you  act  as 

till  it's  tim e .” 

boldly  as  you  speak  and  you'll  find  tha t  I'll 

T h a t   w’as  all  very  well  for  Shea,  an  old 

never  have  to  ask  your  name  a g a i n ! ” 

campaig ner  who  knew  what  even  an  hour's 

sleep  could  be  worth.  Shea  had  nothing  p a r 

He  rode  on,  erect  in  the  saddle.  If  Phelan 

ticular  a t   stake,  except  the  intellectual  inhad  thought  hard  before,  he  was  thinking terest  of  seeing  what  would  come  of  P h e la n ’s 

furiously  now. 

plan.  But  J a m e s   Phelan  staked  his  one,  great

For  he  had  made  a  boast,  and  Ja ck  Casement  had  invited  him  to  make  it  good.  Let him  do  lhat,  and  he  would  be  remembered; 

let  him  fail,  and  he  might  as  well  never  have 

existed.  General  Casem ent's  job  was  to  lay 

track,  and  bold  talk,  with  nothing  to  back  it 

up,  would  not  set  a  single  tie  in  its  place. 

Ja m es  Phelan  didn't  have  time  even  to  call 

himself  a  fool. 

SHKA  had  not  heard  the  exchange  with 

It  was  a  cattle  drive  they’d  never  for

General  Casement.  But  Shea  was  Irish, 

get— those  who  lived  to  see  the  end.  

and  he  knew  an  overruling  compulsion  when 

A  thousand  miles  through  hell’s  back

it  presented  itself  before  him.  Strong  drink 

yard.  with  one  eye  always  on  I he  dying 

foreman—and  the  other  watching  for 

wrought  some  men  up  to  that  pitch,  and 

the  kill-crazy  kid  who'd  shot  him! 

with  others  it  was  a  woman's  doing.  With 

Jam es  Phelan,  it  was  neither  liquor  nor  a 

 Don't  Miss:

light-o’-love,  but  the  rare  kind  of  possession 

that  seizes  upon  its  elect,  to  make  them  the 

vessels  of  its  larger  will.  Terence  Shea  recognized  the  signs,  and respected 

them. 

BUNCH 

P helan's  plan,  as  hastily  outlined,  might  well 

cost  them  both  their  lives.  Shea  took  lha t  as 

QUITTER! 

evidence  that  Phelan  had  given  the  plan 

his  most  careful  thought. 

By  D ee  L in fo rd

“ Would  you  patronize  the  Sioux  for  what 

you're  needing:'"  the  blacksm ith  asked.  “ Or 

— P lu s—

the  Cheyennes?" 

Exciting  novelettes  and  short  stories 

“ The  Cheyennes,  for  we've  known  them 

bv  George  C.  Appell,  Robert  L.  Trim* 

longer.  Their  two  camps  are  much  as  they 

nell  and  other  of  your  favorite Western 

were  last  night,  only  moved  a   ju m p   to  the 

authors. 

west  and  m aybe  a  bit  farth er  back  from  the 

railway.” 

“ I  saw  that  when  I  walked  out  with  the 

old  rifle,  in  hopes  they'd  be  m aybe  a  shade 

nearer.  Well,  th e y ’re  not,  and  i t ’s  a  fairly 

long  crawl!  W e ’ll  need  a  length  of  rope  and 

a  sha rp  knife  apiece.  We  re  lucky  th e re ’s  no 

moon.  I t ’ll  be  th a t  dark,  you  w ouldn't  see 

a   rattlesnake  till  y o u ’d  put  your  bare  hand 

BIG   SE P T E M B E R   ISSU E  

on  it.” 

ON  SALE  — NO W ! 

“And  may  none  of  the  heathen  take  the
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am bition  and  his  standing  in  General  Caseth a t  now  and  again  a  coyote  howled  like  a m e n t’s  esteem,  and  sleep  was  not  for  him.  He 

banshee,  out  on  the desert.  T h e   silence  lasted 

tried  anticipating  the  dangers  th a t  Shea  and 

until  silence  itself  was  enough  to  m ake  a 

he  might  meet,  b u t  so  m a ny  of  them  p r o m p tman  jum py.  A  law-abiding  person,  except  in ly  arose  before  his  m in d ’s  eve  th a t  he  gave 

trifles,  Ja m es  Phelan  had  had  no  idea  th a t 

tha t  up,  shivering.  T h e re   ought  to  be  some 

it  would  be  this  easy  for  a  thief  to  come  in 

less  troublesome  way  to  stir  up  trouble  for 

the  night. 

the  Indians!  But  w asn ’t  it  always  a  fact  tha t 

Because  he  was  an  older  man,  or  because 

when  a  man  set  his  wits  to  planning  and 

his  experience  had  been  wider.  Terence  Sh£$ 

contriving,  his  own  peace  was  the  first  thing 

was  less  surprised.  “ I t ’s  because  the  Indians 

to  g o ? ” 

teach  their  ponies  not  to  whinny  a fte r  d a r k , ” 

“ I  thought  of  a  thing,  ju st  before  I  dozed 

he  whispered.  “ T h e   wav  a  Gypsy  teaches  his 

off,”  said  Terence  Shea,  limping  up  to  their 

dog  to  course  without  g iv in ’  tongue,  and  for 

rende7.vous.  “ I  had  it  from  one  o ’  them  old 

the  same  reason.  You'd  no  tr o u b le ? ” 

mountain   men.  back  at  Laramie.  He  said  a 

" N o n e ,  only  I  fancied  the  point  of  a  knife beast  that  had  carried  whites  could  never 

between  mv  shoulders  every  little  while! 

stand  the  smell  of  an  Indian.  Now,  if  the 

W e're  headed  right,  are  w e ? ” 

creatures  can  distinguish  like  th at,  why 

“ Ju st  right,  and  we’re  halfway  between  the 

would n’t  those  Cheyenne  cayuses  follow  you 

Cheyennes  and  the  Sioux,  where  we  stand. 

and 

me  almost 

without 

head-ropes? 

I 

M ind,  now,  and  d o n ’t  try  to  h u rry   this  last would n’t  wonder  that  th e y'd   trail  along  bebit!  Tie  your  ponies  in  am ong  the  others, hind,  sniffin’  and  snuftlin’  in  a  kind  of 

to  the  pegs  th a t  are  already  driven.  Then 

e c sta sy ! ” 

steal  awav,  and  let  the  heathen  make  what 

“ W e ’d  best  fetch  the  ropes  along,  ju st  the 

they  will  of  the  evidence  b y   us  provided.  I t ’ll same.  And  the  less  sniffin’  and  snufflin’,  the 

look  bad  for  the  Sioux— like  a  man  coinin’ 

better!  Are  you  ready,  T e r e n c e ? ” 

out  of  a  strange  hen  coop  with  eggs  in  his 

“ I  am,  and  i t ’s  a  fine  night  for  ste alin’ 

pocket.  B u t  t h a t ’s  for  them  to  explain 

horses! ” 

Y ou'v e  only  to  look  at  them  to  know  t h e y ’d 

Because  he  was  Irish,  the  worst  of  Jam es 

steal  h o r se s! ” 

P h e la n ’s  fear  was  behind  him  when  the  time 

Their  luck  held,  and  the  Sioux  were  no 

came  for  action.  Excitement  took  the  place  of 

more  wakeful  th an  the  Cheyennes.  T h ey  

fear,  but  the  excitement  was  kept  rigidly  in 

tethered  the  six  Cheyenne  horses,  and  then 

hand.  T h e  plan  was  his,  and  he  led  the  wav. 

crept  off  in  the  darkness  toward  the  railway. 

He  could  scarcely  hear  Terence  Shea,  only  a 

T here  might  be  a  couple  of  hours  of  sleep 

long  pace  behind  him,  and  tha t  ought  to 

left  in  the  night,  if  they  could  settle  th em mean  that  the  Cheyennes  could  not  hear selves  to  it.  One  thing  sure 

they  would 

either  of  them.  T h e   hardest  and  most  d a n want  to  be  awake  and  watching  from  sunup gerous  part  of  the  n ig h t’s  work  was  still 

on.  T h e y   would  not  want  to  miss  what  they 

ahead,  but  in  (hat  he  counted  heavily  upon 

had  spent  half  the  night  in  preparing. 

Shea,  who  had  a  bla cksm ith's  wav  with 

horses.  Their  knives  were  as  sha rp  as  an  oilstone  could  make  them. 

JAMES  PHIL AS  prayed  that  General 

It  must  have  been  getting  on  for  m id

Casement  should  not  miss  it.  either, 

night  when  they  crept  up  to  the  edge  of  the 

though  th ey  said  th a t  noth in g  escaped  those 

Cheyenne  camp,  guided  by  the  peaceful 

keen  eyes.  T h e  trouble  was  th a t,  unless  you 

sounds  the  horses  made,  grazing.  Phelan  cut 

knew  what  to  watch  for,  the  first  stirrings  of 

three  of  the  rawhide  ropes  th at  tethered 

the  two  Indian  camps  might  look  like  ju st 

them  to  their  stakes  and,  fumbling  a  little, 

the  beginnings  of  another  day,  anv  d a y   at  all. 

tied  the  ends  of  the  ropes  together.  T h e n   he 

If  some  of  the  Cheyenne  horses  had  strayed 

moved  off,  one  careful  step  a t  a  time,  and 

off  durin g  the  night,  w hat  was  unusual  in 

the  three  horses  followed  without  protest. 

th a t?   T h e  braves  who  owned  them  could  fol

H e  made  himself  move  slowly— no  faster 

low  the  trail.  Seeing  where  it  led,  th ey  might 

than  the  small  hand  of  a  clock,  it  seemed! — 

not  follow  it  all  the  way,  or  not  alone.  T h e y  

and  he  took  it  as  a  good  sign  th a t  there 

might  report  back  to  the  Cheyenne  chief, 

w asn ’t  a  sound  from  Terence  Shea.  T here 

first.  I f   th e y   d id   th at.  .  .  . 

was  n o t  a   sound  anywhere,  in  fact,  except

It puzzled General Casement sorely. “What
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the  devil  are  they  up  t o ? ’’  he  dem anded, 

its  yelling  furv  for  being  spread  thin.  M e n  

taking 

his 

field-glasses 

from 

his 

eyes, 

runnin g  in  the  open  flung  up  their  arms 

'•They're  not  striking  camp,  because— ” 

suddenly,  dropped  their  rifles  and  crum pled 

“ i t ’s  too  soon  for  th at,  sir,  and  anyway, 

in  little,  tw itching  heaps.  It  looked  like  Eleci t ’s  only  the  braves  riding  out,  not  the tion  D ay,  like  S a tu rd a y   night  in  Julesburg, 

squaws.” 

like  Arm ageddon  itself! 

Casement  stared.  “ Phelan,  isn't  it?  W hat 

From  exultation,  Ja m es  P hela n’s  mood 

do  you 

Lord!  Look  at  them  go  n o w ! ” 

had  tu rned  to  a  kind  of  awe.  Would  they 

'■Hooray!"  yelled  Jam es  Phelan,  whirling 

never  be  done  with  it,  then?  Would  they 

his  sledge  in  the  air.  '  Bet  on  the  Cheyennes, 

leave  none  but  a  handful  of  squaws  and 

General,  sir,  for  they  don't  know  but  what 

orphan  children?  T h e re   w o u ld n ’t  be  enough 

their  cause  is  just!  Oh,  begod,  but  th e re ’s  a 

of  two  tribes  left  to  hold  up  a  handcar! 

lesson  for  all  horsethieves! ” 

General  Casem ent  had  to  nudge  him,  to 

Genera!  Casement  gave  no  sign  that  he 

get  his  attention.  T h e re   was  wonder  in 

had  heard.  He  was  staring,  and  every  man 

C a se m e n t’s  face,  too,  but  he  was  getting 

along  the  line  of  the  railway  downed  tools 

control  of  it  now. 

and  stared  with  him.  T h e  man  beside  Jam es 

With  a  queer  note  in  his  voice,  he  said,  “ I 

Phelan  tried  to  put  the  wrong  end  of  his 

spoke  yesterday  of  buying  scalps,  but  I ’m 

pipe  in  his  mouth. 

behind  the  times!  W hoever  set  off  th a t  lot 

T h e  impetus  of  I heir  first  charge  carried 

of  fireworks  out  there,  h e ’s  mv  m aster  at 

the  Cheyennes  straight  through  the  Sioux 

dealing  with  Indians  hence.  W as  it  you, 

camp  and  out  the  other  side.  I t  was  not 

P h e l a n ? ” 

until  they  turned  back,  to  charge  again,  th a t 

Ja m es  Phelan  swallowed.  “ M e and  Terence 

the  true  struggle  began.  T h e   Sioux  fought 

Shea,  s i r ! ”  For  the  moment,  he  had  even 

011  foot,  amid  their  swaying,  reeling  lodges, 

forgotten  ab o u t  being  made  a  foreman. 

and  fought  savagely.  Smoke  went  up  where 

"Go  get  Shea,  then,  and  bring  him  to  the 

a  cooking-fire  had  caught  on  the  frame  of  an 

office  car.  I  d o n ’t  know  how  you  did  it,  b u t overthrown  tepee,  and  the  railway  builders 

in  the  W a r,  t h e y ’d  have  given  you  your 

could  see  the  flames,  pale  in  the  morning 

brigade  for  a  coup  like  that!  T h e   W a r ’s 

sun.  Riderless  horses  meant  th a t  the  C h e y over  these  three  years,  b u t — go  and  get enne  braves  were  not  having  it  all  their  own 

Shea!  And  p u t  your  sledge  down,  man!  If 

way.  iu  spite  of  stirprise.  T h e   fighting  spilled you  wanted  to  go  on  j u s t  driving  spikes,  you 

out  on  the  desert  in  every  direction,  beyond 

should  have  stayed  in  your  blankets  last 

the  edges  of  the  camp,  b u t  lost  nothing  of

n i g h t ! ” 

 T E X A S   H E A D S   ’ E M   N O R T H ! 

B roken  A rro w   R an ch  w a s  perch ed   h ig h   on  th e  to w e r in g   c liffs  o f  F o rb id d e n   M esa— up  a th o u sa n d   fe e t  o f   tw is t in g   tr a il  m ade  fo r   am b u sh .  B u t  D e v il  J im   N o la n   had  sa id   h e ’d d eliv er  h is  T e x a s  herd  to  A rro w ,  and  d e liv e r   it  he  w ou ld — if   he  had  to  sta m p e d e   th o se beeves  over  ev ery   b a ck -sh o o tin g ,  T e x a s -h a tin g   son  in  C olorado! 

 K e n n e t h   L.  S i n c l a i r ’s  G r e a t   N o v e l e t t e

—  And  —

S m a s h in g   W estern   s a g a s   by  D e  W itt  N e w 

2 5 c « l C - B 0

0

*

bury  and  E d w in   K.  S lo a t,  p lu s  e x c itin g sh o rts  by  F ra n k   P.  C a stle,  H a s c a l  G iles  and oth ers. 

W E S T E R N

September  Issue— O n  Sale  Now! 
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T A L M c M K e

J O H N   S L A U G H T E R

 T H e  M ^ A / W H O   Z Q M B D  

 T O M B S T O N e  

J o h n  s l a u g h t e r   w a s ’N T v e r y

TALL IN  T H E   S A D D L E , BUT THE 

W AY  H E  COULD  D R A W  A N D  

U SE  H IS   P E A R L - H A N D L E D  

CO LTS  M A D E  H IM   A  

C O N S I D E R A B L Y   B I G G E R  

M A N   T H A N   M O S T . 

^ P a i S E D   O N  T H E T E X A S  P L A IN S , 

5 '  6 “  OF  R A W H ID E   AN D   S H E E R   GRIT, A F T E R   A   HITCH  IN T H E   C O N F E D E R A T E   A R M Y   A N D

G  Y E A R S   W ITH T H E T E X A S   R A N G E R S , H E   D R O V E  A  H E R D   O F  L O N G H O R N S  TO 

A R I Z O N A   A N D   M A R R I E P  T H E   D A U G H T E R  O F  A  RANCftER N E A R  T O M B S T O N E . 

 “T h e   e a r p s j h e  c l a n t o n s . c u r l y   b i l l  b r o c i u s  a n d  j o h n n i e  r i n g o  w e r e SH O O T IN G   IT O U T  A M O N G  T H E M S E L V E S , B U T  S L A U G H T E R   STUCK C LO SE  TO  H IS  

 STO C K  B U S IN E S S . 

,  , 

W h e n   h e  a n d   h is   w i f e   s e t  o u t   in   a  b u c k b o a r d  t o BUY CATTLE, W O R D   H E  W A S   C A R R Y IN G  A  HEAVY 

W A LLET   H AD  GO TTEN  A R O U N D  A N D   TW O 

B A D M E N   R O D E   TO  W A Y L A Y   T H E M . 

S L A U G H T E R   S A W   T H E M   FIRST, 

W H I P P E D   u p  h i s   H O R S E S  a n d  

C A R E E N E D   ‘RO U ND THE AM SU SH . 

L a t e r ,  a   f e w   s h r e w d

QUESTIONS  in  t h e  RIGHT  P L A C E S  

A N D  HE LEARNE D WHO THEY WERE. 

O N E   H E   K IC K E D   OUT  O F  B ED ; 

T H E  O T H E R   H E  GOT T H E   D R O P  

O N A T   A  B A R ,   B O T H   H E TOLD, 

“IF  Y O U 'R E   N O T   OUT  O F   T O W N  

BY TOMORROW, I'LL  K I L L   Y O U ! *  

T H E Y   W E N T . 

I n   '8 6 ,  S L A U G H T E R , THEN  4 5 , W A S  ELECTED 

S H E R IF F  O F COCHISE  COUNTY.  W O R K IN G  

M O ST LY A L O N E  A N D   ON THE T H E O R Y   IT 

W A S N 'T   WORTH THE RISK AN D   E X P E N S E  

TO  B R IN G   IN A   B A D M A N   A N D  CHANCE 

A   R E S C U E   BY HIS  PALS, S L A U G H T E R  

P R O V E D  THE M O S T   E F F IC IE N T  

L A W M A N   T H E  O LD  W E S T  

E V E R   S A W , 

H i s  f i r s t  a c t  w a s    t o

V IS IT   T H E  H O T S P O T S  

A N D   W A R N   K N O W N  

R U S T L E R S , G U N M E N  

A N D   B A N D IT S TO L E A V E  

T H E   COUNTY.  SU CH  

W A S  H IS R E P U T A T IO N  

T H A T  M A N Y  DID. 

PR O N T O .' 
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O L t  WEST 7 ' 

He TOOK TWO  DEPUTIES W HEN HE  LEA R N ED  THAT OUTLAW S  W H O   H A D  H ELD  

U P A  T R A IN  A N D  KILLED T H R EE O F  T H E   C R E W   W E R E  HOLED UP IN THE M O U N T A IN S .  

T H E   B A N D IT S ,S U R P R IS E D   W H IL E  A S L E E P  A T T H E IR  C A M P F IR E , W E N T  F O R T H E IR  

6 U N S .  S L A U G H T E R 'S  COLTS AC C O U N T ED   FOR A L L T H R E E .   IN T H E M E L E E  H E   G O T  

H IS   F IR S T   A N D   O N L Y   W O U N D , A   C R E A S E   IN   T H E   E A R . 

toy

H e   BROUGHT IN  PLENTY  OF STOLEN  H O R S E S   BUT  F E W  H O R SE TH IEV E5.R EP0RT IN G  

5 IM P L Y  THAT H E 'D   C H ASED  T H E SUSPECT  CLEAN  OUT O F THE COUNTY.  O N  A  H U N T  

F O R   A  S T A G E C O A C H   R O B B E R ,   H E   U N C O V E R E D   T H E  

B R U T A L  M U R D E R   O F  A   P R O S P E C T O R . 

W IT H IN   24. H O U R S   H E 'D   K IL L E D  

T H E   R O B B E R ,  C A P T U R E D   A N D  

S E C U R E D   A   C O N F E S S IO N   F R O M  

T H E  M U R D E R E R . 

D U R I N 6   T H E    A  

Y E A R S   H E  W A S  

T H E   L A W  IIS 

C O C H IS E   COU NTY, 

J O H N   S L A U G H T E R  

T A M E D   R IP -R O A R IN G  

T O M BST O N E  DO W N  

T O A  W A L K . T H E N  

, 

H E   R E T I R E D   TO  H IS  

7 5 . 0 0 0 - A C R E  

S P R E A D   IN  T H E  

S A N   B E R N A R D IN O  

V A L L E Y   W IT H  

N O T H I N G   T O  

F I G H T   B U T  

R A I D I N G   A P A C H E 5 , 

A N D   S U R V I V E D  

TO T H E   R I P E   O LD  

A G E   O F   81. 

[image: Image 205]

[image: Image 206]

[image: Image 207]

“ Y ou  c a n ’ t  bluff 

 me,   Randall.  .  . 

SHOOT—

OR  HANG! 

By  A.  C.  ABBOTT

 Jim  Rantlall’s  life  was  riding  in  his 

JIM RANDALL stopped just inside the 

batwing  doors,  slapped  by   an  icy  hostility  th a t  m om e nta rily  stiffened  him. 

 holsters,  side  by  side  with  sudden  Someone  had  seen  him  coming,  and  the  wall of m urderous h a t e  h a d   been  thrown  up  sooner 

 ileath— for the one  man  who  could  than  he expected.  It  didn’t  make  any  differ

 save  him  from   a  rope! 

ence.  H e   h a d   known  w hen  he  rode  into   this 

remote,  explosive  cowtown  th a t  his  life  was

 78
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riding  in  his  holster  for  as  long  as  he  stayed. 

worked  for!  M a y b e   y o u ’ve  got  everybody 

One  swift  survey  told  him  the  man  he 

else  buffaloed  but  not  me. 

Drag  iron,  or 

sought  was  not  present  and  he  strode  on  to 

ride! ” 

the  bar,  the  slow  clink  of  his  spurs  making 

F or  a  second  the  young  rancher  stood 

the  only  sound  in  the  hushed  room.  His  m a npoised,  then  his  gun  flashed  up  to  center ner  was  cool,  almost  insolent,  in  spite  of  his 

on  J i m ’s  chest,  his  th u m b   rigid  on  the  h a m taut  nerves. 

mer.  His  face  flamed  with  suppressed  fury. 

" W a t e r ,"   he  said  to  the  tight-lipped  b a r 

R andall  said,  “ If  y o u ’ve  got  what  it  takes 

tender. 

to  kill  a  man  in  cold  blood,  hop  to  i t ! ” 

H e  stood  clear  of  the  bar,  a  big  man,  black 

Meade  tried.  His  face  turned  gray  as  his 

hair  shewing  under  his  wide-brimmed  hat, 

lips  curled  back  over  his  teeth  in  a  savage 

with  a  dark  inscrutable  face  and  untelling 

snarl,  and  for  a  m om ent  his  hand  tightened 

eyes.  His  long  right  arm  swung  free  above 

on  the  gun.  T h e n   his  whole  arm  began  to 

the  butt  of  the  heavy  gun  at  his  thigh. 

trem ble  and  finally  sagged. 

Most  of  th e   men  in  the  room  kept  their 

He  straightened  slowly,  then  sheath ed  his 

eyes  fixed  studiously  on  the  drinks  before 

gun  with  a  vicious  gesture.  “ I ’ll  give  you  an 

them.  A  few  showed  a  cautious  curiosity. 

hour  to  get  out  of  here,”  he  said  coldly.  “ O ut 

One  young  cowman,  standin g  with  a  group 

of  town  and  out  of  the  co untry.  Any  time 

near  a  card  table,  was  openly  sizing  him  up; 

after  th a t,  anywhere,  I'll  shoot  you  on  sight.” 

and  Randall  felt  a  chill. 

He  would  have  known,  anywhere,  tha t  this 

man  was  A Hie  M eade's  brother  although  he 

AS MKADE stalked out of the saloon, Jim 

turned,  marble-faced,  toward  the  bar. 

had  never  seen  him  before.  T h e   same  golden 

T h e   cool  water  eased  the  cram p  in  his  throat 

hair,  the  square  chin,  the  same  direct  fearless 

but  could  not  p u t  out  the  fire  in  his  mind. 

look  out  of  sun-lit  blue  eyes.  Those  eyes 

F or  twenty-five  years  he  had  ridden  a  reckwere  traveling  over  R a n d a ll’s  long  frame less,  flaming  trail,  not  caring.  He  h a d n ’t  even with  speculation:  and  Jim   instinctively  lifted 

cared  about  being  branded  a  rustler  until  he 

a  big  brown  hand  to  the  pocket  of  his  shirt 

met  Allie  Meade.  And  now7  time  was  runnin g 

where  a  long  strand  of  golden  hair  curled 

out

softly. 

H e  set  the  glass  down  and  tu rned  out  of 

 I f   hr  know s,   he  thought  bleakly,  h e’ll  p u t  a the  bar.  On  the  board  walk  he  paused, 

 slug  through  th a t  pocket  and  all  hell  w o n 't squinting  in  the  relentless  glare  of  the  a f te r 

 stop  him. 

noon  sun,  reaching  a  hand  autom atically  for 

He  swore  under  his  breath   as  he  turned 

tobacco.  He  got  his  cigarette  into  shape  and, 

to  the  bar,  dam nin g  the  fate  tha t  had  put 

as  he  lit  it,  favored  the  crooked  d u sty  street 

Ben  Meade  in  his  path  this  day.  H e  was 

with  a  hard  thoughtful  scrutiny. 

risking  everything  on  a  blind  hunch. 

It  was  S atu rd ay   and  the  little  town  was 

M eade  detached  himself  from  the  group 

bustling  with  ranchers  and  cowboys.  H e  

and  strode  purposefully  across  the  room.  As 

h a d n ’t  cared  much  for  it  before,  and  liked 

Jim  swung  to  face  him,  M eade  came  to  a  slow 

it  less  now.  T h a t  jagged  broken  co u n try   lyhalt,  his  hands  at  his  belt. 

ing  below  the  rim  had  seemed  haven  enough 

"Jim   R a n d a l l? ” 

until  the  day  h e ’d  found  Allie  M eade  sitting 

A  tight  knot  formed  in  J i m ’s  breast  as  he 

forlornly  bv  the  trail,  nursing  a  sprained 

met  the  blue  gaze  squarelv.  “ M y  n a m e ,”  he 

knee. 

admitted  quietly. 

Her  horse  had  thrown  her  and  run  off.  Jim  

“ Hell  with  a  gun,  I  hear.  In  fact,  I ’ve 

had  carried  her  home,  and  he  could  still  feel 

heard  a  lot  about  you  since  I  hit  this  co unthe  gentle  roll  of  her  head  against  his  shoult r y . ”  M e ad e’s  eves  were  suddenly  bright der.  He  had  tolrl  her  harshly   who  he  was 

with  decision  and  contempt.  “ You  dam ned 

and  th e n — to  his  own  s u r p r i s e -   had  kissed rustler!  ” 

her.  Afterwards,  he  found  the  str a n d   of  hair, 

No  one  spoke.  T h e   knot  in  J i m ’s  breast 

tangled  around  a  bu tto n   on  his  shirt.  .  .  . 

was  tightening,  but  he  said  evenly,  “ Your 

M ovem ent  across  a t  the  general  store 

mistake,  M e a d e .” 

caught  his  eye,  and  his  heart  leaped  convul

M e a d e ’s  lip  curled.  “ You  c a n ’t  bluff  me, 

sively  as  Allie  M eade  came  into  view.  He 

Randall.  I ’m  callin’  you  straight  out.  Y o u ’re 

wondered  a t  her  power  to  move  him  so,  even 

a skunk  and  a  thief.  Stealin’  from  men  y o u ’ve

a t  a  distance  too  great  for  him  to  see  her

[image: Image 210]

[image: Image 211]

8 0

FIFTEEN  W ESTERN   TALES

clearly— to  do  more  th an  remember  how  she 

He  dug  into  his  levi  pocket  and  pulled  out 

had  fell  in  his  arms  th a t  other  day.  She  was 

his  last  silver  dollar.  For  a  m om ent  he 

talking  to  someone,  hut  it  was  a  moment 

weighed  it  in  his  hand.  H e  shrugged  and 

before  Jim  could  wrench  his  eyes  from  her 

dropped  the  dollar  into  Billy’s  shirt  pocket. 

to  look  at  her  companions. 

“ H o w ’s  your  fishin’  tackle  these  d a y s ? ”  he 

One  of  them  was  her  brother,  Ren,  who 

asked  with  a  grin. 

was  gesturing  angrily.  T h e  other,  tall  and 

"B uste d.  ”  Billy  took  a  peek  into  his  pocket dark  and  forceful,  was  their  foreman,  W ade 

and  let  out  a  shrill  yip  of  joy.  He  broke 

Preston

off  to  m ake  a  run  for  the  store  across  the 

Then  Allie,  glancing  casually  across  the 

street. 

street,  saw  him  and  seemed  to  freeze  in  the 

Jim  waved  to  him.  then  moved  deliberately 

middle  of  a  sentence,  one  hand  uplifted  The 

to  his  horse.  He  jerked  tight  the  cinch  and 

two  men  saw  him  at  the  same  time  and 

only  as  he  was  prepared  to  m ount  did  he 

stepped  away  from  the  girl  with  guarded 

remember  the  sorrel  he  had  been  watching. 

significance,  but  Jim  no  longer  heeded  them 

He  stopped,  stung.  He  h adn't  meant  to 

He  fell  his  face  grow  hot  under  the  pressure 

miss  Preston's  trail  when  the  Bar  M  foreof  Allie’s  wide-eyed  stare  and  he  turned man  rode  out  of  town. 

ab ru p tly   up  the  street,  cursing  Softly  to  h im 

Then  he  shrugged  and  swung  into  the  sa d self

dle.  This  was  his  d a v   to  gamble. 

In  a  m a ite r  of  moments,  however,  he  collected  himself  and  slowed  to  a  saunter,  his eves  touching  every  saddled  horse  along  the 

scattered  hitch  rails  until  he  spotted  the  Bar 

 H E JOGGEl) out of town to the wesl. nor 

ing  the  surprised  and  relieved  glances 

M  sorrel  carrying  W ade  P re sto n ’s  saddle. 

of  men.  then  circled  north  and  spurred  into 

Then  he  turned  back  toward  the  saloon,  in 

a  lope.  H e  left  his  horse  in  a  brush  thicket 

front  of  which  his  own  roan  do^ed,  hipshot. 

some  distance  from  the  cedar  grove  and 

Allie  and  the  two  men  had  vanished  Jim 

slipped  ahead  on  foot.  Allie  M eade,  sitting 

put  his  back  against  the  wall  of  the  building, 

on  a  log  with  her  little  fists  doubled  nervousbuilt  a  smoke  and  waited.  He  was  half ly  in  her  lap,  did n't  see  him  until  he  spoke. 

through  with  his  second  cigarette  when  little 

She  gasped,  whirling  to  her  feet. 

Billv  Gray  burst  around  the  corner  of  the 

"H o w d y ,  miss,''  Jim  said,  and  somehow 

building  and  skidded  to  a  halt  in  front  of 

m anaged  to  keep  his  voice  level.  He  had  his 

nirrc, 

hat  clamped  in  both  big  hands  and  was 

“ How:— howdy,  J i m , ”  he  sta m m ered,  t r y squeezing  the  devil  out  of  it. 

ing  vainly  to  be  nonchalant, 

Allie  took  one  hesitant  step  toward  him 

“  'Lo,  Billy,’’  Jim  drawled  easily.  “ W hat 

" J im .  I — had  to  see  you  before  you  left.” 

d'vou  k now ?" 

“ L e f t ? ”  he  echoed,  startled.  “ You  thought 

"P le n ty .  ”  Billy’s  chest  swelled  with  im

I  was  goin ’  to  run  o u t? '' 

portance.  but  he  waited  until  a  passing  cow

“ You  wouldn't  fight  Ben?  Jim.  you'd  kill 

boy  had  gone  into  the  saloon  before  adding 

him! ” 

guardedly.  “ Somebody  wants  to  see  you.  Out 

H er  words  hit  Jim   with  a  staggering  imin  that  cedar  grove  back  of  town.  She  said pact.  He  had  put  Ben  M eade's  ultim atum  

to  h u r r y , ” 

out  of  his  mind,  not  allowing  himself  to  make 

“ S h e ? ”  Jim  grabbed  the  boy  s  shoulders 

any  plans  beyond  the  trailing  of  th a t  sorrel 

in  steel  fingers. 

horse.  Now  he  could  only  stare  at  her.  react

“ O u c h ! ”  Billy  said,  squirming  painfully. 

ing  to  the  pained  terror  in  her  eves.  S udden

" D a r n   it.  I  told  you  1  promised  not  to  tell. 

ly  she  was  in  his  arms,  her  face  hidden 

Leggo.  you  big  maverick

against  his  chest. 

Jim  lei  go  and  straightened,  his  chest  heav

He  breath ed  heavily,  his  hands  gripping 

ing  with  a  ragged  breath.  “ Billy,”  he  said 

her  shoulders  hard.  “ Allie,  d o n ’t  do  things 

tensely,  "you  won't  tell  anybody,  ever,  about 

like  this  unless— ” 

comin  after  me  h e r e ? ” 

She  lifted  her  head.  “ Jim ,  you  ca n 't  fight 

“ Course  n o t.”  Billy  retorted.  “ I'm  your 

Ben,  Please!  You've  got  to  leave  a n d — and 

friend,  a i n ’t  I ? ” 

take  me  with  y o u . ” 

Jim's  voice  was  rough  with  feeling.  “ If 

“You  don’t  know  what  you’re  sayin’.”  He 

you  are.  cowboy,  y o u ’re  the  only  one  1  g o t.” 

shoved  her  away. 
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" W e ’d  make  out  somehow,”  she  pleaded. 

Preston  had  his  back  to  him  and  was  ju st 

‘  Please,  J i m . ” 

shakin g  hands  with  a  scar-faced  man.  Evi

“ N o ,”  he  said  harshly.  “ I  won’t  do  it.  N ot 

dently   the  other  had  ju st  arrived  at  the  renfor  your  brother,  Allie.” 

dezvous,  and  Jim   felt  a  hot  surge  of  elation. 

She  stared  at  him,  hurt.  “ T h a t 's   not  what 

H e   h a d n ’t  missed  a  thing  and,  with  the  men 

I  m e a n t.” 

not  over  ten  feet  from  him,  he  could  hear 

' i t   isn’t ? ”  His  head  was  clearing  now. 

every  word  th a t  was  said. 

"Jim,  what  can  you  d o ? ’’  she  whispered 

hopelessly,  ‘i f   von  kill  him-—it  isn’t  going  to 

solve  anything.  W hy  did  you  come  b a c k ? ” 

i   m  p la y in ’  a  h u n c h ,”  he  said,  ' i ’ve  seen the  man  your  b r o t h e r s   looking  for,  out  in 

the  breaks,  a n d — ”  he  grinned  crookedly—  

"it  a i n ’t  me.” 

“ W h o ? ”  she  dem anded,  suddenly   eager. 

His  grin  held.  “ If  my  luck  holds  out,  I ’ll 

show  him  to  vou

And  then  she  was  in  his  arms  again,  her 

arms  around  his  neck. 

Jim  lingered  over  tha t  kiss,  then  waited  in 

the  grove  until  he  saw  her  safely  nearing 

town. 

He  mounted  and  headed  east  toward  the 

brush-lined  creek  that  tumbled  out  of  the 

wild  country  to  How  past  the  edge  of  town. 

He  had  lost  his  chance  to  trail  P re s to n ’s 

sorrel 

his  hunch  had  better  hold  good  now. 

He  entered  the  brush  cautiously,  and  one 

swift  glance  at  the  trail  leading  up  the  creek 

showed  him  the  fresh  tracks  of  a  horse.  W ith  

an  exultant  exclamation,  Jim  pulled  back 

into  the  lighter  timber  away  from  the  creek 

and  put  his  horse  into  a  stiff  lope  up  country. 

He  covered  a  mile,  hindered  in  places  by- 

T h en   Ben  M eade  saw  him   and 

steep  rocky  gulches,  before  once  more  a p whirled,  his  g u n   sw eeping  u p   with sm ooth  certainty.  .  .  . 

proaching  the  creek  trail,  every  sense  strung 

taut.  T h e  tracks  were  still  going  up. 

He  had  started  to  rein  back  when  his 

“ See  a n ybody  on  the  way  in ? ”  Preston 

horse  suddenly  threw'  up  his  head,  ears 

asked. 

pointed  toward  a  thick  clump  of  willows  a 

" N o . ” 

hundred  feet  up  the  creek.  He  was  off  in

■



Good.  Then  I  reckon  wre've  no th in ’  to 

sta ntly.  his  hand  muzzling  the  animal,  his 

worry  a b o u t . ” 

voice  murmurin g  reassurances.  Quickly  he 

" I   ain't  too  sure  about  th at.  M e  a n ’  the led  the  animal  away  from  the  trail  and  tied 

boys  heard  you  was  q u i t t i n ’.” 

him  in  a  rocky  gulch.  Then  he  hurriedly 

“ W h a t ’s  the  m a tte r  with  t h a t ? ”  Preston 

shucked  chaps  and  spurs  and.  loosening  the 

frowned.  “ You've  taken  enough  cattle  to  p a y  

gun  in  his  holster,  headed  toward  a  clump 

you  off,  and  my  q u itting  was  a  p art  of  the 

of  willows. 

deal.  Now  that  R a n d a l l’s  back  it  ju st  hur

In  the  willows,  on  the  edge  of  the  water. 

ries  things  up.  After  he  kills  M eade,  h e ’s 

Was  a  small  clearing  H e  had  almost  reached 

goin ’  to  have  a  price  on  his  head.  He  won’t 

it  when  the  restless  stampin g  of  horses,  the 

last  long  and  ev e r y b o d y ’ll  think  t h a t ’s  what jingle  of  bit  chains,  sent  him  droppin g  flat. 

ended  this  r ustlin’.  I'll  have  Bar  M . ” 

He  wriggled  the  last  few  yards,  depending 

on  the  m urm ur  of  the  creek  to  mask  what 

few  sounds  he  made,  and  lifted  his  head 

SOUNDLESSLY JM  gained his  knees,  his 

left  hand  on  the  log  to  steady  himself; 

cautiously  over  the  top  of  a  log. 

but  as  he  started  to  his  feet,  the  strea m   b a n k
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gave  way  under  him.  M om e nta rily  he  clung 

Allie’s  golden  head  shining  mockingly  in  the 

helplessly  to  the  log  with  head  and  shoulders 

sun,  and  he  saw  Ben  M e a d e   standing  beside 

in  full  view  of  the  two men 

in  the  clearing. 

her.  T h e r e   was  a  low  d ru m m in g   in  his  head, Jim  had  ju st  a flashing  glimpse  of  them

like  the steady  pound  of a   runnin g  horse,  and 

stabbin g  for  their  guns  Then  he  got  his  legs 

he  tried  to  shake  it  away. 

under  him  and  lunged up,  snappin g  a  shot

T h en   Ben  M eade  saw  him  and  whirled,  his 

at  the  scar-faced  man a=  that  individual’s

gun  sweeping  up  with  smooth  certainty. 

gun  came  free.  Jim  h:td  shot  for  the  right 

T hrough  a  thickening  haze  Jim  saw  Allie 

arm,  and  he  missed.  He  fired  again,  still 

throw  herself  at  Ben  as  the  gun  went  off,  and 

trying  for  a  crippling  «1 .ot.  Then  a  bullet 

the  bullet  whispered  harmlessly  ‘past  his 

slammed  into  his  right  shoulder  and  he  felt 

cheek.  T h e   drum m ing  in  his  head  was  louder, 

the  gun 

slipping from  his  fingers. 

driving  him  crazy,  b u t  still  he  co uldn't  shake 

Both 

rustlers were  firing now  as  fast  as

it  free.  Above  Allie’s  scream,  he  heard  a 

they  could  pull  the  tri;  :*t .  ami  Jim  Randall 

childish  voice  shrieking  frantically. 

had  no  choice.  He  caught  the  gun  in  his  left 

“ W a it!  W ait!  Jim   a i n ’t  no  rustler.  I  seen 

hand  as  he  went  to  his  !-npp«  in  the  'ey  water, 

it  all.  W a i t ! ” 

and  he  shot  to  kill. 

Slowly  Ji;n  swung  around  to  see  Billv 

Rocks  along  the  creek  were  still  throwing 

Gray  bearing  down  on  him,  riding  W ade 

b.°rk  echoes  of  t h f'  crashing  guns  when  he 

P restr>n’s  sorrel  horse.  T h e  bov  had  a  fish 

staggered  out  >-f  the  creel;  and  bent  a  raging 

pole  in  his  right  hand  and  was  waving  it 

<l< sp;;iring  look  at  the  two  men  h “  ha.I  shol. 

desperately.  Then  J i m ’s  less  went  out  from 

Neither  of  them  would  ever  tell  Ben  Meade 

under  him  and  he  saw  the  ground  coming 

anything.  Sickness  from  his own  wound  swept 

up.  . . . 

 M i  him.  but  he  clenched  his teeth  against  it. 

T h e  next  instant,  it  seemed  to  him,  he 

*!• 

 ig 

the  gun awkwardly into  his holster

could  hear  Billy’s  voice:  ‘T   was  fishin'  with 

ifm  turning  stonily  toward  his  horse. 

my  new  pole— I  was  so  scared  I  c o u ld n ’t  do 

He  was  reeling  drunkenly  in  the  saddle  by 

no th in ’  for  a  while,  but  then  I  come  a-run- 

the  time  he  reached  town.  He  had  let  the 

n in ’.” 

roan  pick  his  own  way,  and  now  the  horse 

“ Well,  s o n n y - - ”  T h a t  was  Ben  M e a d e ’s 

moved  into  a  narrow  alleyway.  Jim  realized 

voice,  fervent  and  very  close.  “ T h a n k   God 

that  it  ran  along  the  general  store  and  came 

you  d i d ! ” 

into  the  main  street  across  from  the  saloon 

Jim  looked  up,  straight  into  M e a d e ’s 

where  he  had  heard  his  death  w arra n t  read 

clouded  blue  eyes.  T h e   ran c h er’s  face  was 

seemingly  hours  ago.  J u s t  short  of  the  mouth 

gray,  his  lips  trem bling  as  he  started  to 

of  the  alley  Jim  pulled  up  and  slid  weakly 

speak,  but  he  d i d n ’t  get  a  chance  to  say  what to  the  ground 

Lead  would  be  living  the 

was  on  his  mind.  At  tha t  moment  a  golden 

moment  he  came  into  view,  and  there  was  no 

head  slipped  in  between  them,  and  Jim  felt  a 

use  in  a  good  horse  catching  hell  just  because 

cool  little  hand  on  his  cheek. 

the  man  who  owntd. him  was  a  fool

“ J i m , ”  Allie  whispered

He  had  to  c ’ir.t:  to  the  horn  for  a  moment 

H er  blue  eyes  were  shining  and  her  lips 

while  a  terrible  weakness  shivered  through 

were  parted  in  a  trem ulous  smile.  Jim 

him.  Then  he  shoved  himself  awrav  and 

watched  them,  fascinated  as  they  came  closer 

forced  his  trembling  legs  to  carry  him  past 

and  closer  T h en   he  heard  a  quick,  short 

1he  end  of  the  huiMing,  into  the  open. 

laugh. 

He  saw,  instantly,  the  group  on  the  board

“ H e ll,”  Ben  M eade  drawled  in  surprised 

walk*  not  over  twenty  feet  away  and  swung 

approval.  “ Looks  like  I 'm   gonna  save  the 

to  f p.re  them,  his  Irgs  braced  defiantly,  his wages  of  a  foreman— got  me  a :  p artner  inb:md<  hanging  loosely  at  his  sides.  He  saw ste ad .” 

-  ' 

T H E   RED  CROSS  IS  PEOPLE  E V E R Y W H E R E

 Ready to help whenever,  wherever help is needed. 

A N S W E R   T H E   CALL— G IV E   T H R O U G H   T H E   R ED   C R O S S! 
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C A T T L E   C O U N T R Y   Q U I Z

By  HALLACK  McCORD

 (A n .m ’crs  on  page  100)

RH1X  up iind  relax a  spell,  pardner,  and  while you're at  it. try your hand at answering tlu-  tw en ty   ran gelan d   brain  tw iste r s  lis te d   b elow .  A n sw e r   e ig h tee n   or  m ore  and  you  re to]>  m aterial.  A n sw e r  six te en   or  se v e n tee n ,  and  you're  g o o d .  B u t  a n sw er   fe w er   than filleen ,  and  vou're  c ro w d in g   into  the  A rb u ck le  class,  (io o d   lu ck ! 

1.  T ru e  or  fa lse ?   A n  albino  h o rse  and  a g r a v ey a r d ?   A  co w   cam p?  A   ran gelan d   C h ristji. 1 1< 'inino  are  the  s tm e   color. 

m as  celeb ra tio n ? 

2.  It  the  ranch  boss  sent  you  out  to  g e t  an 11.  T ru e  or  fa lse ?   In  the  sla n g u a g e   o f  the all-aroun d  eow   h orse,  w hat  type  ol  horse

co\vp u n ch er.  "cow  r ig g in g '’  is  a  sort  of  h a r

'mid  vou  return  w ith  :

n ess  used  to  lead  c o w s  with. 

3.  T rue  or  talsc  ?  T h e   term ,   'had  m ed icin e .”  

12.  W h a t  is  the  e a rlv -d a v   d efin itio n   of is  a  W estern   ex p r essio n   used  in  referen ce  to

“e o w to w n ” ? 

persons  con sid ered   d an gerou s. 

13.  W h a t  is  the  m ea n in g   of  the  cow p u n ch er 4.  W hal  is  lik ely  to  happen  if  one  cow p ok e sla n g   term ,  "day-lighting''? 

lin t s   "baaaa"  at  an oth er? 

14.  T ru e  or  fa lse?   In  the  sla n g u a g e   o f  the 5.  W h ich   is  darker  in  co lo r— a  blood  bay  or c o w p o k e,  the  e x p r e s sio n   “d c a d t a ir   w as  often an  ordinary  hay  horsv   1

used  for  any  esta b lish m en t  o f  ill  repute. 

 t>.   W hat  is  m eant  w hen  it  is  said  that  a 1?.  W h a t  is  the  m ea n in g   gj  the  W ester n b u cking  h orse  is  " b low in g  the  plu g".' 

e x p r es sio n ,  " leg  b a il” ? 

7 . 'T ru e  or  false.-'  A  "b ucking  r ein ”  is  g e n 16.  If  a  co w p o k e  told  you   he  had  "just erally  a  sin g le  rope  attach ed  to  the  hack an iore m issed   b ein g   exalted ,"   w hat  w ou ld   he  m ean ol  a  b u ck in g  horse. 

by  th is? 

8.  If  a  cow p ok e  Iriend  o f  y ou rs  told  vou 

17.  A c c o r d in g   to  the  sla n g   o f  the  W e s t h e ’d  been  " bucking  the  tiger,"   w h ich  o f  the ern er,  w h at  is  the  m ean in g  of  the  term   "tried fo llo w in g   th in g s  w ould  he  have  been  d o in g ?  

c h ic k e n ” ? 

H id in g  an  esp ecia lly   w ild  h o r se? 

P la y in g  

18.  T ru e  or  fa lse ?   T h e  c o w p o k e  e x p r es sio n fa ro ?   H ating  a  to u g h   meal  prepared  by  the 

“ to  fo rt  u p ”  m eans  to  barricade  o n e se lf  and cam];  cook? 

p repare  for  a  battle  or  seig e. 

9.  T ru e  or  fa lse?   The  e x p r essio n ,  " C a li19.  T ru e  or  fa lse ?   " H a ta jo "   is  a  term   g e n forn ia  tw is t ,”  is  a  r o p in g   term. 

erally  used  in  referen ce  to  a  train  o f  pack 

Ml  If  a  .M exican  cow p ok e  told  you  he  had 

m ules. 

just  left  the  "cam p  sa n to ,”  at  w h ich   o f  the 20.  T ru e  or  fa lse ?   A c c o r d in g   to  W e ste r n fo llo w in g   p laces  w ou ld  he  h ave  b een ?   A sla n g ,  a  "hav  sh o v eler"   is  a  farm er. 
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D E V I L   M A K E S  

A  C O W M A N

J S T E R .   this  is  K ey  a n ’  Cross 

settlers  in  the  valley,  a n ’  there  a i n ’t  goin ’  to range.  Vou  know  w h a t ’s  good, 

be  none.” 

y o u ’ll  keep  tra v e lin ’.”  T h e  cow

A  gangling,  freckle-faced  boy  of  fourteen 

man  lilted  forward  a  little, p u tti n g   his  weight came  from  the  creek,  a  flop-eared  mongrel 

on  the  stirrups,  his  hands  resting  on  the 

rollicking  a t  his  heels.  He  went  around  by 

saddle  horn. 

the  heads  of  his  fath er's  horses  and  stood 

T h e  nester  was  small,  spare.  H e  moistened 

gazing  sullenly  at  the  riders.  His  eves  took  in 

his  lips  with  the  tip  of  his  tongue. 

the  tall,  lean  spokesm an,  then  slid  away  to 

'  I ’ve  already  filed  at  the  land  office,”  he 

the  second  man,  sitting  silent,  his  bieak 

said.  “ 1  located  a   q u a rte r  section  up  here 

eyes  a-glitter. 

on  Snow  Crick.” 

T h e n   he  gave  his  atten tio n   to  the  girl.  She 

“ 1  d o n ’t  care  w h a t  you  filed  on,  n es ter,” 

seemed  a b o u t  his  own  age.  She  smiled. 

the  horseman  said  coldly.  “ T h e r e   a i n ’t  no 

“ H u l l o ! ”  she  said. 

8 4
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 *‘Sod-busters  are  an  out-breed 

 his fa th er said,  and d ied  to  p ro ve t  ^



 it.  Was  it  any  w onder  the  k id  

A 

 s w o r e

“  I’l l   raise  hell— and 

 c a ttle / ” 

T h e   boy  stared  back  stonily.  She  belonged 

to    them .   Cowboys  always  m e an t  trouble.  H e h ated  them. 

“ M y   nam e  is  Rose  M i t t a g , ”  the  girl  p e r sisted.  “ W h a t ’s  y o u r s ? ” 

“ L u k e , ”  the  boy  answered  grudgingly.  H e  

T he  foreman  threw  a  wild 

felt  his  face  getting  red.  H e   a dde d:  “ L o t t . ” 

shot  and  ran  behind  some 

T h e   n e s te r’s  wife  was  small,  delicate.  Toil 

■

horses at  the  hitchrack .. . . 

and  h a r d sh ip   h ad   left  their  scars.  She  rested her  h an d   on  her  h u s b a n d ’s  arm ,  as  though to  give  him   courage.  H e   glanced  a t   her 

quickly. 

8 5
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“ D o n ’t  ye  fret,  M a r t a , ”  he  said.  “ E v e r y hysterically  and  leaping  about.  T h e   boy t h in ’s  goin ’  to  be  all  r ig h t. ” 

hesitated,  te rro r  on  his  face. 

His  eyes  went  back  to  the  scowling  cow

H e   was  convinced  th a t  these  cowmen  were 

man. 

going  to  hang  his  father.  Suddenly   he  clawed 

“ I  sorta  figgered  we’d  be  above  cattle 

fo rth  a  clasp  knife,  a  prideful  possession, 

range,”  he  said  in  meek  tones.  “ T h e r e ’s 

and  leaped  for  the  ta u t  lariat,  slashing  at  it 

plenty   graze  a n ’  water  in  the  valley— ” 

with  the  keen  blade,  severing  it. 

“ Mister,  I  a i n ’t a u g e r in ’,”  the  cowman  said 

“ M y   best  rope! ”  Fogel  ripped  out  an  oath. 

angrily.  “ I 'm    fe llin ’.  You  keep  goin’.” 

“ I'll  fix  y u h   fer  t h a t ! ”  H e   piled  from  the Slow  anger  kindled  in  the  nester  named 

saddle  and  slugged  the  boy  to  the  ground. 

Lott.  He  was  a  mild-tempered  man,  b u t  had 

W a d e   L o tt,  choking  and  sputt erin g,  b lu n also  a  stubborn  streak.  H e   stood  there  for  a dered  to  his  feet  and  rushed  to  the  aid  of  his 

long  time,  washed-out  eyes  looking  away 

son. 

across  the  meadow.  T h e n   he  spoke,  slowly, 

M itta g   reined  his  horse  into  him,  hazing 

choosing  his  words  with  difficulty. 

him  away. 

“ Ever  since  me  a n ’  the  woman  come  west, 

L u k e   w o u ld n ’t  sta y   down.  H e  kept  getting we  been  sta rv i n ’  on  gover’m ent  claims. 

u p   a n d   ch argin g  in,  his  head  lowered  and 

Times  it  looked  like  we  was  goin ’  to  m ake  a 

his  arm s  ch urnin g  ludicrously. 

go  of  it,  cowmen  run  us  out.  W e  d o n ’t   figger Fogel  jerked  out  his  six-shooter  and  beto  do  nobody  injury.  W e  ju st  want  a   chanst gan  b a ttin g   at  the kid 's  head  with  the  barrel. 

to  live.  Our  money  is  gone.  T h e   harnesses  is 

Blood  streaked  the  b o y ’s  face.  H e   shook  his 

failin'  apart.  Look  at  t h a t   nigh  front  wheel. 

head  dazedly  and  back  away,  swaying  on 

W o n 't  stand  fer  to  tote  us  no  furth er.  T his 

his  feet.  T h e   othe r  charged  in. 

here  land  is  ourn  if  we  can  h a n g   on.  I  ’low 

M a r t h a   L o tt  reached  down  for  the  W in we  s t a y . ” 

chester  in  the  wagon  a n d   pointed  it  at 

F ogel’s  head. 

“ Stop  i t ! ”  Her  voice  rose  shrilly.  “ Stop 

SOL  MITTAG  never  backed  up.  He  was  hitting him or I'll kill you!” 

cold-blooded,  ruthless.  M ore  th a n   th a t, 

Fogel  turned,  his  face  twisted  in  a  snarl. 

he  possessed  shrewdness.  I t   had  been  by 

“ I f   I  ever  git  a  chance,  I ’ll  tear  the  dam n 

sharp  scheming,  backed  up  by  guns,  th a t  he 

whelp  a p a r t . ” 

had  possesed  himself  of  the  land  in  the  great 

“ Y o u ’d  b etter  n o t ! ”  the  girl  cried.  She  was valley  of  the  Saddlehorn. 

frightened,  an gry.  She  was  crying  a  little. 

He  needed  not  even  a  gestu re  now’.  T h e  

“ W h y   d o n ’t  you  pick  on  somebody  your 

rider  beside  him,  D org  Fogel.  loosened  the 

own  size— ” 

tie-strings  th a t  secured  his  lariat.  His  lips 

Sol  M it ta g   made  an  impatient  gesture. 

thinned. 

“ Rose,  the  next  time  y o u ’ll  stay  home.  Git  on 

T h e   boy  watched  him,  suddenly  suspicious 

your  horse,  Dorg.  T h e y ’ll  move  o n .” 

of  this  other  man.  Fogel  shook  out  a  little 

W a de  Lott  threw  his  arms  around  the  boy. 

wildcat  noose,  nudging  his  horse  forward  a 

His  wife  was  c l a b b e r in g   from  the  wagon, 

step  or  two. 

still  clutching  the  rifle. 

‘"Look  out 

fer  him, 

p o p ! ” 

the 

boy 

“ How  bad  is  he  h u r t ? ”  she  cried  fearfully. 

screeched,  b u t  the  warning  came  too  late. 

“ L ay   him  down  an"  get  some  w ate r.”  She 

T h e  noose  settled  over  W a d e   L o t t ’s  head 

turned  toward  Fogel, a  desperate anger  in  her 

and  there  was  the  dry  hiss  of  h em p  running 

eyes,  as  though  he  had  struck  her. 

through  the  honda.  T h e   nester  was  jerked 

“ I — I ’m  all  right."  Luke  sta m m ered.  He 

from  the  seat,  as  he  clutched  desperately   at 

was  breath in g  hard.  “ But  th e re ’ll  come  a  day 

the  whale  line. 


when  he  won’t  be.” 

“ W h a t  say  we  give  the  d am n e d   sq u a tte r 

He  glared  at  Fogel. 

a  taste  of  a  rope  over  a  limb,  S ol?”  Fogel 

T h e   cowman  and  the  range  boss  reined 

snarled.  H e  started  to  drag  the  sod-buster 

away,  b u t  the  girl  remained  for  a  few  moalong  the  ground. 

ments,  staring.  T h ro u g h   the  tears  in  her  eyes H orror  made  the  girl’s  eyes  pop. 

shone  a  puzzlement,  as  though  th ere  were 

“ D a d ! ”  she  screamed.  “ M a k e   him  stop 

people  she  c ouldn’t  qu ite  understand.  T h e n  

it. ” 

she,  too,  spun  h e r   horse  and,  small  heels 

Sol  M itta g   scowled.  T h e   dog  was  barking

kicking,  spurred  away. 
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C H A P T E R   T W O  

of  it.  H a i n ’t  got  a  mite  more  right  to  it  th a n four-five  thousand  acres  of  blue  sky.  N o t 

T ioga  Bill

even  legally.” 

T h e   stranger  voluntered  the  inform ation 

UNDER  Wade  Lott's  exterior  mildness  at last  that he was known as Tioga  Bill, and was  a  streak  of  plodding  obstinacy  th a t 

further  explained  tha t  he  had  been  “ projec twould  not  adm it  this  final  defeat.  A  few in'  ”  th e re abouts  since  the  d a y s  of  the  Piute miles  from  the  meadow,  he  and  Luke  diswars.  H e  had  known  Vasquez,  the  bandit, covered  the  buildings  of  an  abandoned 

and  had  played  a  part  in  C'erro  G o rd o ’s 

mine,  and  he  salvaged  lumber  enough  for  a 

r am p a n t  days  when  “ a   m a n  for  b r e a k fa s t ” 

frame shack.  He  was  always  faced  by   the  fear 

had  been  the  order. 

t h a t  the  cowmen  might  return 

and  yet  there 

P ro m p tly   Tioga  Bill  became  a  hero  in  the 

was  the  small  hope  tha t  they  might  still 

eves  of  Luke.  T h e   bov  felt  tha t  he  had  won 

m ake  a  stand.  He  had  sensed  a  weakness  in 

some  small  place  in  the  affairs  of  men,  be

Sol  M ittag,  tha t  had  to  do  with  his  daughter. 

cause  of  his  fight  with  the  cowman. 

T h e  shack  was  close  to  completion  when  a 

L u k e   looked  at  Tio ga  Bill.  “ Do  you  know 

stranger  appeared,  plodding  behind 

two 

how  to  build  a  log  h o u se ?”  he  said. 

heavily  laden  burros.  H e   offered  no  im

“ Sartin  do,  bub.  Got  one  up  t ’  Saddlebag 

mediate  greeting,  but  surveyed  the  shack  as 

L ak e  a n ’  ’nother  one  over  the  h u m p   on  the 

though  it  were  an  affront  to  God  and  man. 

M iddle  F ork  of  the  San  Joaquin.  Do  a  leetle 

H e  grunted  at  last,  spat. 

m inin’  th e re .” 

“ How  long  d 'y e  reckon  th a t  m atchbox 

“ I f   you'll  help  us  build  o n e ,”  Luke  sugwill  stand  when  the  snow  c o m e s? ” 

gested,  “ I ’ll  do  a  stint  of  work  for  you  at 

“ W h a t's  the  m a tte r  with  i t ? ”  Luke  d e the  m in e .” 

manded  with  boyish  resentm ent.  T h ey   had 

Old  Tioga  Bill  regarded  the  boy  with 

worked  hard  to  m ake  the  shack  w eathertwinkling  eyes.  H e  shifted  his  cud. 

proof  and  comfortable. 

“ Now  mebbe  ye  sold  a  bill  of  goods,”  he 

“ W on't  stand  snow  on  the  roof,”  the  old 

drawled.  “ I  been  a-figgerin’  to  pack  out  some 

man  stated  flatly.  "Y e   kin  look  for  ten- 

ore  by  burro  train.  If  yore  paw's  waggin  was 

twelve  foot  on  the  level,  an'  it  sta rts  early. 

in  shape  to  haul  it  from  Snow  Crick  here  to 

Newcomers  t ’  high  co untry,  I  ta ke  it. ” 

Pineville,  I  could  jist  about  double  the  o u t

T h e   stranger  was  a  stooped,  wirv  person, 

p u t  a n ’  we’d  m ake  a  leetle  m oney.” 

with  a  tobacco-stained  beard  and  skin  like 

“ I  figgered  to  git  a  job  somewhere,”  W a de 

the  bark  on  the  north  side  of  a  tree.  H e  had 

L ott  said.  “ W e ’re  goin ’  to  need  cash  to  go 

faded  blue  eyes,  and  there  was  something 

on p r e tt y  soon.”  H is dull  features  brightened. 

friendly  a bout  hint,  in  spite  of  his  cracked, 

“ I'll  have  th a t  front  wheel  fixed— ” 

scolding  voice. 

W a de  L ott  looked  at  his  wife  with  sudden 

dismay.  “ T h ey   d id n 't  tell  me  at  the  land 

THEY  built  a  snug  cabin,  there  on  the 

edge  of  the  meadow’,  and  chinked  it  with 

office.  T h e y   said,  'A  little.snow  at  this  elevamud.  T h e  rafters  were  great  logs  placed tion.’  ’’

horizontally  and  close-spaced  to  w ithstand 

T h e   old  man  grunted.  "L a n d   office  ain't 

the  weight  of  heavy  snows.  T h e y   were  covwuth  a  durn  'xcept  to  them  as  runs  it.  Build ered  with  shakes,  over  which  were  laid  sod 

a  log  house,  if  y e ’re  sot  in  your  mind  that 

and  stones. 

this  here  is  whar  ye're  goin ’  to  s q u a t . ” 

T h e  floor  was  of  boards  from  the  old 

“ I  never  built  no  log  house,”  W a de  Lott 

mine.  T h e re   was  a  big  stone  fireplace.  A  lean- 

said  wearily.  “ Just  shacks  on  gover’ment 

to  sta ble  was  built  for  the  horses,  and  m e ad claim s.”  He  told  the  old  man  then  of  the ow  hay  cut  and  stacked  close  bv. 

visit  of  the  K ey  and  Cross  men  and  showed 

When  the  work  was  done,  Tioga  Bill  went 

the  scar  on  the  boy's  head. 

on  to  his  mine  over  the  first  divide,  a   verbal 

“ Yare,  I  know  Sol  M i t t a g . ”  the  other 

agreem ent  having  been  reached  between  the 

grunted.  “ Know  ini  like  the  trail  over  Kear- 

sq u a tte r   and  himself  to  the  effect  th a t  L o tt sarge.  H e  was  in  on  the  big  sw am p  land  steal. 

would  freight  ore  from  Snow  Creek  to  the 

Hand-in-glove  with  the  land  office.  Parcel  of 

railroad  the  following  summ er,  working  out 

crooks.  Swore  the  hull  valley  was  swam p  a n ’ 

the  wages  due  Tioga  Bill  plus  a   stipulated 

wuthless,  a n ’  hornswoggled  onto  the  hull  lot

am o u n t  per  ton. 
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There  had  been  no  more  visits  by  Key  and 

T h e  nester  ran  his  fingers  nervously 

Cross  men,  and  the  L o tts   came  gradually  to 

around  the  neckband  of  his  shirt.  T h e re   was 

have  a  certain   feeling  of  security. 

still  a  horrible,  d ark   line  showing  from  the 

It  was  September  when  W a d e   L o t t   p r e rope  burn. 

pared  to  go  to  Pineville.  T here  had  been 

Rose  M it ta g   was  saying,  “ I ’m  ju st  getting 

snow  flurries  a t  timber  line  and  below.  T h e 

home  from  school.  D o n ’t  vou  go  to  school, 

high  peaks,  with  their  snow  patches,  held  a 

L u k e ? ” 

constant  threat  of  storms. 

“ N a w . ” 

T h e  sq u a tte r  

family  needed  supplies, 

“ Y ou’ll  be  awful  ignorant  when  you  grow 

harness  p a r ts   and  blacksm ithing  for  both  

u p , ”  the  girl  said,  “ ju s t  like  P iu tes  a n ’ 

horses  and  wagon.  Mrs.  L o tt  remained  a t   the 

h e a th e n .” 

cabin.  She  kissed  her  h u sb a n d   and  son. 

L u k e  found  no  word  to  th at.  His  father 

“ Do  be  careful,”  she  admonished  them. 

g athered  up  the  slack  reins,  pulling  the 

She  watched  from  the  cabin  door,  waving, 

horses  away  from  their  feast  of  lush  roadside 

as  the  team  rounded  the  breasting  swell 

grass.  T h e  wagon  sta rte d   off. 

down  the  slope. 

•

Rose  M itta g   smiled  and  waved  her  hand. 

About  halfw ay  to  Pineville,  L u k e   and  his 

“ I ’ll  come  and  see  you  some  time.  :B y . ” 

father  passed  the  great  K ey  and  Cross  ranch. 

I t  was  close  to  d a r k   when  the  wagon  drove 

W ade  Lott  had  stopped  the  team  on  a  high 

into  Pineville.  Lig hts  cast  their  faded  yellow 

shoulder  several  miles  aw ay,  to  stare  a t   the 

glow  from  an  occasional  window.  On  the 

rich,  green  valley.  I t   was  a  vast  co untry, 

outskirts  of  town,  cowboys  were  poling  the 

this  S addle horn— too  big  for  one  man.  T here 

last  of a  trainlo ad  of  steers  into  cattle  cars. 

was  room  for  h u n d re d s  of  settlers,  a n d   still W a d e   L o tt  identified  Sol  M itta g ,  perched 

not  crowd  the  cow  outfit. 

on  a  top  rail  with  a  tally  book.  D org  Fogel 

“i t ' s   awful  p u r t y , ”  L u k e  said. 

was  am ong  the  cursing,  yelling  punchers, 

“ G o d ’s  g a rd e n ,”  the  nester  said  slowly. 

hurrying  to  complete  the  loading  before dark. 

“ Snow  water  ir r i g a t m   it  all  year.  Tioga  Bill, T h e   lid  would  be  off  in  Pineville  tonight. 

he  says  the  winter  is  mild  on  the  floor  of 

W’ade  L o tt  moistened  d ry   lips  with  his 

the  valley.  F our  thousand  foot.  W e  re  seven 

tongue.  H e ’d  had  unpleasant  experiences  with 

thousand  where  we  be.  K a i n ’t  do  much  so 

d runken  cowboys  before.  Somebody  was  sure 

high.  I  wisht  I  could  git  a  q u a r te r   down 

to  recognize him   as  a  squatter. 

here  som ’ers  fer  you  an '  mom,  L u k e . ” 

“ W e ’ll  git  the  list  a t  the  s to re,”  he  told 

“ You  got  as  much  right  as  th em  cowmen,” 

Luke,  “ a n ’  some  crackers  a n ’  cheese a n ’  cam p the  boy  said. 

by  the  willers  outside  of  town.  Com e  morn- 

“ Might  is  right  in  cow  country,  son.”  T h e  

in ’  we’ll  be  in  early  a n ’  git  th a t  bla ck sm ith in ’ 

s q u a tte r  shook  his  head.  “ I  w a ’n ’t  never 

done.” 

much  of  a  fighter.” 

L u k e  did  not  answer.  Aching  thoughts 

A  mile  beyond  the  cattle  ranch,  th ey  met 

slugged  him.  H e  would  have  liked  to  sta y   in 

Rose  M ittag.  Luke  had  hoped  he  would  see 

town  a n d   see  the  sights,  listen  to  the  music, 

her.  H e  h a d   built  day-drea m s  a b o u t  her, 

peek  past  the  bat-w ing  doors  into  forbidden 

half-angry  dreams  com pounded  of  violence, 

b u t  fascinating  realms,  watch  the  swaggering 

with  himself  on  the  side  of  the  right. 

punchers.  If  only  for  once he  w a ' n ’t a  n e s te r ’s T h e   girl  called  a  greeting  to  them.  She 

kid. 

arched  the  gaunt,  awkward  y o u th   a  pert 

H e  felt  a  little  like  a  coyote,  skulking  past 

glance.  “ Hullo,  L u k e .” 

h um a n  haunts.  T h e y ’d  camp  a t  the  edge  of 

T h e   boy  grinned  shyly.  She  seemed  p r e t town,  the  same  as  outcasts.  Sometimes  he tier  tha n  he  remembered  her.  H e   swallowed 

almost  wished  he  was  a  cow m a n’s  boy.  Cowhard  and  mumbled  an  answer. 

men  were  fighters. 

“ Are  you  still  up  on  Snow  C r e e k ? ” 

“ W e  got  a  b etter  log  cabin  th a n   D a n ’l 

Boone,”  L u k e  declared.  “ W e ’re  goin ’  to  tra p  

this  w inte r.” 

WADE  LOTT  drove  to  the  blacksmith 

shop  in  the  morning,  and  L u k e  found  it 

“ I   hope  yore  paw  d o n ’t   hold  it  in  fer  us 

a  place  of  immense  inte rest— the  burly 

too  g rea tly.”  W a d e   L o t t   said, 

sm ithy,  the  forge  and  anvil,  the  wheezing 

“ H e  was  p re tt y   mad,  b u t  h e ’s  k inde r  forbellows,  steel  turning  mellow  under  the gotte n.” 

coals,  the  clang  of  ham mers,  flying  sparks, 
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as  metal  was  deftly  moulded  into  shape. 

and  he  guessed  Rose  m u s t  h ave  snickered 

Pineville  still  lay  d o rm a n t  a fte r  its  night 

behind  his  back. 

of  carousal,  a  sleepy,  false-fronted  town  surprisingly  dull  and  unin te resting  under  a   m id morning  sun.  H ere  and  there  a   horse  stood THE  land  office  was  dark,  gloomy.  The 

register  was  a   hawk-faced  m an  named 

slack-hipped  a t  a  hitchrail,  a   few  men 

Bruno  Arm itage.  H e   peered  a t  W a d e   L o tt 

lounged  in  front  of  the  hotel,  a  stolid-faced 

over  his  glasses. 

Piute  sat  astride  a  ribby  pony— bearded 

^‘H ow   do,  L o tt?   Get  settled  all  r i g h t ? ” 

prospectors  were  sitting  and  spitting  and  a 

H is  voice  was  squeaky.  I t   m ade  L u k e   th in k man  was  swabbing  cuspidors. 

of  a   complaining  hinge. 

T h e   blacksm ith,  a  great  hulking  figure, 

“ M ister  A rm ita g e,”  the  nester  said,  “ ye 

stared  at  the  nester.  “ Stranger  in  these 

lied  to  m e .” 

p a r t s ? ” 

T h e   oth er  suddenly  ceased  polishing  his 

“ I  located  a  q u a r te r   up  on  Snow  C ric k ,” 

palms  and  sp read  them  on  the  counter.  His 

L ott  answered. 

face  tu rned  fiery  red. 

“ Oh.  y o ’re  th a t  feller,  h u h ? ”  T h e   black

“ W h a t  do  ye  m e a n ? ”  he  dem anded. 

smith  rolled  his  under  lip  into  a  neat  gutter 

L u k e ’s  eyes  widened. 

He  stared  a t   his 

anti  fired  a  brown  .stream  at  the  nearby 

father. 

water  tub. 

“ Ju s t  w hat  I  sa id ,”  W a de  L o tt  retorted 

Luke  saw  the  loungers  outside  of  the  door 

harshly.  “ Ye  told  me  there  w a ’n ’t  never  no 

exchange  significant  glances.  One,  a  lanky, 

snow  to  speak  of  up  there  on  Snow  Crick. 

snake-eyed  puncher  whom  the  blacksm ith 

T h a t ’s  lie  num ber  one.  A n ’  ye  said  there 

called  Clint,  asked  him,  " W h a t 's   yore  name, w'a’n ’t  no  valley  land  open  to  entry.  I  said 

b u b ? " 

I  wanted  a  q u a r te r   section  where  a   man 

“ Luke  L o t t . ” 

could1 make  a  livin’,  not  a  place  where  me 

"Call  me  ‘m ister’  ye  sod-buster  w help.” 

a n ’  my  fam ily’d  be  snowed  in  seven-eight 

“ Y— yes,  m ister,”  Luke  gulped. 

month s  in  the  y e a r . ” 

T h e r e   was  a  roar  of  laughter.  T h e re   were 

T h e  register  stared  at  the  man  before  him 

other  coarse  jibes.  One  stuck  out  a   leg  and 

as  though  he  could  not  believe  his  ears.  At 

tripped  him.  Another  threw  his  h a t  into  the 

last  he  said  gratingly,  “ M y   friend,  y o u ’re 

water  tub. 

lucky  to  be  allowed  to  sta y  where  you  a r e . ” 

“ Leave  the  boy  alone,”  W a de  L ott  cried  a t 

“ Look,  y o u . ”  Luke  was  sure  it  c o u ld n ’t  be last.  A  stocky  puncher  addressed  as  Link 

his  father  talking.  In  all  of  his  life  h e ’d  never hunched  himself  in  front  of  the  nester,  fists 

heard  that  tone  before,  even  when  he  was 

clenched. 

swearing  a t  the  horses.  “ I  w anta  tell  ye 

“ Keep  yore  tongue  to  yorself,  sod-buste r.” 

s u t h i n ’  Ju s t  as  quick  as  I  can  make  a  little Luke  never  forgot  Clint  and  Link.  H e   saw 

money.  I  m  goin'  to  ioea'e  the  best  q u a rte r 

them  with  D org  Fogel  several  times  after 

there  is  (in  the  S addlehorn.’’

that. 

“ I  tell  ye  there  a i n ’t  no  land  open  in  the 

Luke  glanced  fearfully  at  his  father,  and 

v alley,”  shrill  d  the  other.  “ Look  fer  yourwas  shocked  bv  the  haggard  look  on  his  face. 

self.”  He  waved  his  hand  at  a  m ap  covered 

H is  eyes  burned  with  a  strange,  feverish 

with  little  squares,  large  blocks  of  which  had 

brightness. 

been  marked  with  red  canyon.  “ Ye  d o n ’t 

“ Be  back  a fte r  a   b i t , ”  W a de  L ott  m u thave  to  ta ke  my  word  for  it.” 

tered.  H e  turned  to  the  boy.  “ Come  on, 

“ I ’ll  have  me  sq u a tte r   rights  plu m b  in  the Luke.  W e ’ll  go  up  to  the  land  office.” 

middle  of  it, ”  W ade  Lott  was  saying  in  a 

Luke  walked  silently  beside  his  father. 

flat,  hard  voice.  “ I'm   goin'  to  write  to  the 

Some  day  when  he  got  big  h e ’d  punch  a 

general  land  office  an '  find  out  jist  w hat  land 

cowboy.  Once,  as  he  shuffled  along,  he  stole 

has  been  patented  a n ’  what  ain't.  I  hear  Sol 

a   look  a t  his  reflection  in  a  store  window.  I t M itta g   n  •  V  application  for  survey  and  p u rshocked  him  a  little.  H is  sleeves  were  halfchase  tinder  the  Swamp  Land  Act,  a n ’  th a t way  to  his  elbows;  his  overalls  were  far  too 

was  repealed.” 

short  and  skin  tight.  H e  was  as  tall  as  his 

Bruno  Armitage  was  breath in g  noisily. 

dad,  whom  toil  and-  hardship  had  bent  with 

“ Y'o’re  m a k in ’  trouble  fer  yourself,  L o t t , ” 

a   ruthless  hand,  b u t  gaw ky,  undeveloped. 

he  said.  “ I  warn  ye.  Ye  c a n ’t  monkey  with 

H e   was  different  somehow  from  o the r  boys

Sol  M i t t a g . ” 
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“ M ebbe  /   w o n ’t  git  to  profit  by   it  none,” 

t h a t   d ru g   y u h   off  the  wagon  with  his  rope.” 

W ade  L o tt  persisted  doggedly,  “ b u t   by  the 

W a d e   L o tt  tu rned  slowly.  H is  lips  thin ned 

times  things  is  straightened  out,  th e re’ll  be 

under  his  ragged  mustache.  A  slow,  desperroom  for  oth er  settlers.” 

a te   fire  kindled  in  his  faded  eyes. 

“ I t   will  go  bad  with  y e ! ”  the  register 

“ H e ’s  a  bad  o n e .”  T h e   n es ter’s  voice 

warned. 

rasped  hoarsely. 

T h ey   went  out  to  the  street,  L u k e  and  his 

“ How  soon  will  the  wheel  be  fixed?”  the 

father  T h e   bo y ’s  h ea rt  was  pounding  like  a 

boy  said. 

hard-swung  double-jack.  H e  heard  his  fa

“ N o t  fer  a  couple  hours.  T here's  spokes 

th e r ’s  voice,  suddenly   become  low,  tranquil. 

to  fit  a n ’  the  rim  to  be  shrunk  o n . ” 

“ I  alius  been  a  great  one  to  do  things  wrong, 

Luke.  Y our  maw  uster  tell  me  I  was  as 

THEY  went  toward  the  blacksmith  shop. 

th um b-handed  a  feller  as  she  ever  see.  M e b 

Two  young  punchers  had  joined  the 

be  I  done  wrong  now.  I  d u n n o .” 

group  there.  T h e y   seemed  little  more  than 

They  were  on  the  sidewalk  again,  and 

boys.  L u k e  learned  later  th a t  they  were 

W ade  was  making  slow,  measured  footsteps 

M  it ta g ’s  two  youngest  sons. 

on  the  planking. 

M it ta g   had  joined  Fogel  on  the  hotel  piaz

“ I  got  to  th in k in ’  outside  of  town  last 

za.  T h e   man  from  the  land  office  was  there, 

n ig h t,”  the  sq u a tte r   said.  “ T h e re   we  was gesticulating  excitedly.  L u k e ’s  scared  glance 

s k u lk in ’  in  the  dark,  same  as  we'd  done 

k ept  skirmishing  toward  them.  T h e   register 

s u th i n ’  we  h a d n ’t  oughta.  Me,  I ’d  liked  to was  sure  to  tell  the  cowman  what  his  fath er 

been  in  w a tc h in ’  the  d o in ’s,  but  I  d i d n ’t  dare had  said. 

on  account  of  M itta g   a n ’  his  punchers.  I 

Sol  M it ta g   sta rte d   down  the  steps.  He 

was  a  great  one  for  excitement  when  I  was 

came  up  the  street,  Fogel  striding  briskly 

a  boy.”  He  shook  his  head  forlornly.  “ A in ’t 

beside  him.  At  last  they  confronted  the 

much  fun  for you.  Luke.  H a r d   on  your  maw; 

nester  menacingly. 

s h e ’d  like  mightily  to  git  to  come  to  town 

“ Lott,  I  hear  yu h   been  th ro w in ’  talk  in 

now  an'  then,  but  it  seems  I  alius  git  in 

tow n,”  M it ta g   stormed  angrily. 

trouble.  Squatters  is  kind  of  an  out-breed, 

“ Guess  ye  d id n 't  hear  n o t h i n ’  tha t  w a’n ’t I  reckon.” 

th e   t r u t h , ”  W a de  L ott  said  thickly,  tugging 

“  ’T a i n ’t  so,  p o p ,”  Luke  said— he  felt  exa t  his  mustache. 

cited  as  if  at  a  discovery.  “ S quatte rs  m ake 

“ So  I  a i n ’t  got  nary  right  on  the  Saddle- 

wagon  tracks  fer  others  to  foller.  T h e y   got 

horn,  e h ? ” 

to  have  fightin'  stuff  in  ’e m .’’

“ Ye  a i n ’t  got  no  right  to  tr y   a n ’  keep  set

“ Yes,  I  ’low  ve  re  r ig h t,’'  W a de  L o tt  said tlers  out,  like  ve  been  a - d o i i r .” 

slowly. 

“ Any  legal  right  I ’m  la ck in ’,”  th undered 

He  looked  up  and  down  the  street.  “ T h a t ’s 

the  cowman,  “ I  pack  right  here .”  He  slapped 

it 

fightin’  stuff.” 

his  holster. 

Cowboys,  Key  and  Cross  men,  were  be

“ T h e r e ’s  plenty   land  fer  e v e ry b o d y ,”  Lott ginning  to  appe ar  on  the  sidewalks.  T h e y  

said  stu bbornly.  “ I  aim  to  file  on  a  q u arte r 

had  slept  off  their  respective  jags  of  the 

in  the  valley  when  I  kin.  No  good  m incin’ 

night  before  and  hangovers  left  them  sul- 

words.  I  done  been  h e a tin ’  how  you  made 

len-eved.  morose

a  grab  while  th a t  Swamp  Land  Act  was  in 

Dorg  Fogel  slouched  from  the  hotel.  He 

effect.” 

yawned,  made  a  wrv  face,  his  eye  w ander

Sol  M it ta g   laughed  mirthlessly:  then  he 

ing  aimlessly  over  the  town.  Suddenly  he 

said  in  a  menacing  tone,  " L e t  me  tell  ve 

stiffened,  as  his  glance  identified  the  two  figso m e th in ’,  sod-buster— all  the s q u a tte r   rights ures  in  front  of  the  saddle  shop.  H e  stared 

you  ever  hold  will  be  in  Kin gdom  Come,  if 

hard  at  the  nester  and  the  boy,  his  hands 

ye  d o n 't  d r a g . ” 

clenching. 

T h e   men  hunkered  next  to  the  building 

At  th a t  m oment  Bruno  Arm itage  bustled 

got  up.  T h e   clang  of  the  h am m er  on  the 

from  the  land  office  in  his  shirtsleeves. 

anvil  ceased. 

Luke  gaped  a t  Fogel  and  the  scene  th a t 

One  of  M itta g '?   sons  said,  “ W h a t ’s  up, 

day  In  the  meadow  came  back  with  a  rush. 

d a d ? ” 

P anic  laid  hold  of  him. 

W a d e   L o t t ’s  voice  plodded  on.  “ Ye  c a n ’t 

“ Look, pop!  Look  over  there!  I t ’s  the  feller

s top  settlers.  T h e y ’ll  be  rollin’  down  the
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Sarkllehorn  one  day.  M ebbe  I  won't  be  see- 

“ P o p ! ”  L u k e ’s  voice  pitched  to  a  scream, 

in ’  ’em.  but  my  boy  will.” 

then  dropped  to  a small,  plaintive cry.  “ P o p . ” 

“ W e  d o n ’t  want  your  kind  here,  ye  dam n 

H e   threw  himself  beside  his  father. 

plow-chaser! ”  the  man  called  Link  snarled. 

“ I — I ’m  all  r ig h t— L u k e . ”  T h e   sq u a tte r  

“ R un  ’im  out.  Sol,”  Clint  rasped.  “ T o w n ’s 

was  fighting  for  breath.  Two  tell-tale  streaks 

with  y e . ” 

of  red  crept  from  his  mouth  corners.  “ T a k e  

T h e   nester  spread  his  toil-worn  hands.  “ I 

keer— of  your  maw.  I  likely  done  wrong, 

a i n ’t  got  n o th in ’.  ’Low  I  never  will  have, 

but  somebody  has— t ’  break  trail— ’’

but  1  reckon  it ’s  b etter  tha t-aw av  than  to 

have  my  woman  a n ’  my  kid  hear  folks  say 

I'm  rich,  but  I  stole  what  I  g ot.” 

C H A P T E R   T H R E E

Sol  M ittag   stared  at  the  sq u a tte r,  his 

hands  clenched.  Luke  gaped  at  the  cattle 

Sod-B uster’s  Kid

king.  For  one  brief  instant  something  dulled 

the  savage  fire  in  the  cow m a n’s  eyes.  Like 

THEY  buried  Wade  Lott  on  a  little  knoll 

a  fear,  it  seemed  to  Luke.  T h en   it  was  gone, 

at  the  edge  of  the  meadow  on  Snow 

and  M itta g   was  cursing. 

Creek.  T h a t  was  the  way  his  wife  wanted  it. 

“ H e ’s  callin’  ye  a  crook,  S o l! ”  Fogel 

“ H e ’d  want  to  be  near  us,  "  she  said.  “ N o t cried.  His  face  was  alive  with  thin-veiled 

in  the  cemetery  in  town  am ong  stra n g e rs.” 

craft.  “ Smash  it  back  in  his  teeth.  I ’ll  see 

Luke  and  Tioga  Bill  built  a  great  cross 

tha t  his  dam n  sneakin'  brat  d o n ’t  pull  a 

out  of  logs,  and  carved  his  nam e  on  it:

knife  on  us  ag  in.” 

W A D E   L O T T ----- P I O N E E R . 

Fogel  struck  Luke  on  the  mouth.  “ Ye 

Luke  did  not  see  Rose  M it ta g   again  until 

ain't  got  your  maw  here  now .” 

the  following  spring.  She  rode  across  the 

Lights  blazed  before  L u k e ’s  startled  eves, 

meadow  one  day  late  in  June.  There  were 

and  out  of  the  dazzling  aurora  he  had   a 

still  snow  patches  in  the  timber. 

glimpse  of  his  father,  lunging  for  D org 

Luke  saw  the  girl  rein  in  and  stare  for  a 

Fogel's  throat. 

long  time  at  the  grave.  Then  she  came  on 

T h e  foreman  made  no  a t te m p t  to  defend 

to  the  cabin. 

himself  with  his  two  lists.  Instea d  he  lurched 

“ I  guess  you  must  hate  us  all,”  she  told 

back,  clawing  out  his  six-shooter.  It  blasted 

Mrs.  Lott.  “ But 

y o u ’re  our  neighbors  and 

once,  a  muffled  detonation,  there  between 

I   had  to  come  and  tell  you  how  sorrv  I  a m ; ’ 

those  two  straining  bodies. 

Mrs.  L ott  smiled  and  held  out  her  hand. 

T h e  sq u a tte r   drove  Fogel  against  the  wall 

L u k e  said,  “ See,  the  snow  was  up  to  here 

last  w inte r.” 

of  the  blacksm ith  shop.  He  w asn ’t  a  timid, 

scared-looking  little  man  any  more,  but  a 

“ I  thought  of  you  lo ts ,”  the  girl  said.  “ I t 

mountain-quickened  wildcat.  Yells  broke. 

must  have  been  terribly  lonesome,  snowed  in 

Boots  rolled  their  ragged  drum -be at  on  sidelike  that.  W h a t  did  you  do  all  the  ti m e ? ” 

walk  and  piazza. 

Doors  slammed.  T h e 

“ I  had  a  tr a p   line,”  Luke  told  her.  “ Old 

crowd  grew  and  staring  faces  shaped  a  hol

Bill-  he  let  me  use  his  tr a p s   a n ’  learnt  me low  square  around  the  fighters. 

the  things  a  feller  has  to  know .” 

T h e  impact  of  the  foreman's  body  shook 

Pridefully,  Luke  exhibited  his  homemade 

the  boarding,  sh attered  grimed  panes  in  a 

snowshoes,  explaining  how  he  had  cut  and 

loose  sash.  T h e  sq u a tte r  loosed  his  grip, 

split  hickory  for  the  frames,  set  in  the 

only  to  clamp  on  another.  He  lifted  Fogel, 

spreaders,  cut  thongs  of  deer  hide,  fitted  the 

raised  him  high,  and  dropped  him  on  the 

lanyards,  woven  the  netting,  worked  the  heel 

great  wheel  stone  by  the  door. 

and  toe  mesh  and'  sh aped  the  knots  for  the 

loops  and  foot  fastenings. 

T h e   sound  wras  like  the  cracking  of  an 

eggshell.  W ade  Lott  staggered  back,  sway

B ut  mostly  Rose  exclaimed  over  the  snow 

ing  a  little  on  wide-spread  feet.  His  eyes 

plants,  studding  the  carpet  of  pine  needles, 

found  Luke  and  recognition  fought  through 

where  the  snow  had  melted,  with  their  carthe  glaze  tha t  was  already  skimming  those mine  brilliance. 

faded  depths.  Once  the  nester  raised  his 

“ M y   moth er  died  when  I  was  born,  an d  

hand,  atte m p tin g   to  brush  aw ay  the  eternal 

there  was  never  a nybody  to  show  me.  D a d  

mists  tha t  blurred  his  vision,  before  he  went 

and  the  boys  were  always  breaking  horses  or 

down. 

working  ca ttle — they  th ink  i t ’s  silly  to  m ake
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a  fuss  over  p retty   things,  b u t  I  love  th e m , ” 

H e   was  seventeen  then.  H e   had  shed  his 

Luke  sold  his  furs  in  Pineville,  a n d   more 

angling  awkwardness  in  the  timber.  H e  had 

th an  ever  felt  himself  a  man.  T h e   winter 

grown  tall,  and  was  as  tough  as  the  hickory 

had  not  been  w ithout  profit.  H e  broke  a  litand  rawhide  th a t  had  gone  into  the  making tle  ground  at  the  lower  end  of  the  meadow 

of  th a t  first  pair  of  snowshoes. 

a nd  p u t  in  a  garden. 

Rose  M it ta g   had  never  come  to  the  cabin 

Tioga  Bill  brought  burros  from  the  feed 

on  Snow  Creek  following  her  visit  th a t 

yard  in  town  and  L u k e  helped  him  p ac k   ore  '  spring.  Once  L u k e  had  seen  her  for  a  moover  the  hump.  L a te r   he  hauled  it  to  the ment  in  Pineville,  and  she  h a d   given  him  a 

railroad. 

sh y  smile.  Again  he  had  m et  her  riding  out 

One  day  he  saw  D org  Fogel  in  Pineville. 

from  town  with  her  father. 

T h e   foreman  glared  at  him  with  eyes  flam

Something  had  happened  to  her.  Luke 

ing  with  hatred.  Luke  noticed  th a t  the  K ey 

c ouldn’t  quite  m ake  up  his  mind  what  it 

and  Cross  foreman  walked  with  a  p ro was,  b u t  all  a t  once  she  was  a  woman. 

nounced  limp,  as  the  result  of  injuries  suf

W hen  her  eyes  met  his  th a t  day,  she  said, 

fered  in  the  fight  with  W a d e   Lott. 

“ H ow   do  you  do, L u k e ? ”  with  stiff  formality. 

“ Liked  to  bust  him  wide  open,”  B ellerin’ 

Sol  M it ta g   stared  straight  ahead,  his  lips 

Teck,  a  freighter,  with  whom  L u k e  had 

thin-draw n,  his  eyes  fired  with  th a t  old 

made  friends,  said.  “ Anoth er  m an  would 

h atred. 

a-died  decently,  b u t  not  Fogel. 

H e ’s  too 

L u k e   learned  later  that  rustlers  were  lootdam n  o r n e ry .”  And  then,  “ Kid,  y e   be tte r ing  the  K ey  and  Cross  herds. 

watch  ’im,  or  some  day  he'll  gun  y u h   d o w n .” 

“ T h e y ’re ble edin’  M it ta g   w h ite ,”  men  said. 

M ore  and  more  L u k e   saw  rickety   wagons 

C a ttle  thieves  on  the  Saddlehorn!  L u k e 

laden  with  a  hodge-podge  of  household 

co u ld n ’t  u n d e rsta n d   it.  T h e r e   were  no  other goods  and  farm  implements  in  Pineville. 

brands. 

M en  blamed  it  on  the  would-be 

And  always  sad-eyed  women,  sullen-faced 

settlers,  w ho’d  come  with  a  chip  on  their 

men,  while  small,  startled  faces  peeped, 

shoulders  a fte r  W ade  L o t t ’s  killing,  and 

scared-like,  out  at  a  new  world  an d   new 

whom  K ey  and  Cross  had  blasted  back. 

enemies. 

L u k e   took  no  sides,  beyond  ad m ittin g   to 

T h e   words  uttered  by  W a d e   L o t t   th a t  d a y himself  th a t  h e ’d  like  to  see  M it ta g   ta ke 

in  front  of  the  blacksm ith  shop  h a d   echoed 

some  punishm ent. 

far.  Freighters  carried  the  news  of  the  nester 

A  restlessness  was  growing  in  town,  and 

who  had  been  killed  because  he  disputed  the 

though  L u k e  recognized  it  for  a  w olf-pack’s 

rights  of  land  thieves.  T h e   telegraph  operturning  on  a  wounded  member,  he  saw  no a to r  told  a  train  crew,  and  the  train  crew 

reason  for  not  availing  himself  of  it. 

carried  the  word  down  the  rails. 

“ W e ’d  o u ghta  to  go  down  to  the  valley,” 

Some  men  came  because  they  could  not 

L u k e   told  his  m other  one  day,  “ a n ’  locate 

resist  a  challenge— a n d   a  few  killings  took 

th e   place  on  Willow  Crick  tha t  pop  had  his 

place  as  the  result.  Sullen  m utterings  grew 

eye  on,  out  north  of  Pineville.” 

as  people  were  stirred  to  ta ke  sides. 

M a r t h a   L o t t   said  nothing. 

When  L u k e  thought  of  his  father,  he  found 

“ Guess  it'll  mean  a  fight,”  Luke  said 

a  lump  in  his  throat. 

thoughtfully. 

 “S q u a tters  is  an  ou t-b reed ,”   W a d e   L ott 

“ I t ’s  been  a  fight  ever  since  we  headed  our 

h a d   said. 

wagon  w est,”  his  m othe r  answered.  “ Drouth, 

Out-breed!  M ore  than  one  m a n  of  th a t 

hail,  grasshoppers,  cowmen,  cold,  flood  a n ’ 

breed  was  showing  he  w asn ’t  afraid  to  die. 

sta rv a tio n .”  H e r  chin  quivered  a  little,  b u t her  eyes  were  defiant.  “ W a de  w a ’n ’t  think-THE second winter Luke extended his trap  in’ about givin’  up  that  day  in  Pineville.” 

line.  He  was  wiser  in  wood  lore  now—  

T h e   vein  in  Tioga  B ill’s  mine  had  pinched 

he  made  fewer  mistakes.  He  loved  the  high 

out.  T h e   old  m an  had  gone  to  town  to  o u tco untry,  but  sight  of  the  green  valley  of  the fit  for  a  prospecting  trip   in  the  Panam ints. 

Saddlehorn  always  stirred  the  longing  to 

H e   m et  M rs.  L o t t   and  L u k e  on  the  street, own  a  piece  of  it. 

a n d   they  told  him  of  their  plans. 

T h e   third  winter  he  successfully  m atched 

“ Y e ’ll  blow  the  lid  plum b  off  the  land  ofwits  with-  the  most  cunning  fur-bearing-fice  politics,”  he  declared,  “ Y e ’re  likely  to 

animals,  and  his  profits  were  substantial. 

blow  it  off  the  Saddlehorn.  Still  ’n ’  all,  fur  as
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th et  goes,  tha r  w o u ld n ’t  been  b u t  dam n 

ing  flame  th rough  his  body.  F ear  lurked  in 

leetle  m in in ’  if  it  h a d n ’t  been  fer  gunpow his  faded  blue  eyes. 

der  and  g u ts.”  H e  clucked  in  his  beard. 

H e   went  toward  the  livery  stable,  and  a 

“ D u rn   my  pore  relations,  if  I  d o n ’t  sta y   to voice  hailed  him.  “ Hi,  k i d ! ”  I t   was  Bellerin’ 

see  it.” 

Teck.  T h e   freighter’s  eye  noted  the  gun- 

L a te r   he  took  Luke  up  to  his  room  in  the 

belt.  “ Wall,  I  see  ye  done  growed  u p . ” 

hotel. 

F u n n y   a b o u t  th a t  six-shooter— a   feller 

“ I  w o u ld n ’t  say  this in  fro nt  of  yore  m a w ,” 

might  ju s t  as  good  been  wheeling  a   cannon 

old  Bill  said,  “ b u t  a  b are-handed  m an  in 

down  the  street.  E v ery b o d y   in  town  seemed 

these  dig gin ’s  is  gonna  be  sin  in  the  sight 

to  be  looking  a t   him.  Two  K e y   and  Cross 

o ’  God  if  you  do  w hat  y o ’ve  set  on.  W h a t  ye cowboys  gave  him  a  hard-eyed  stare,  then 

want  is  a  six-shooter  strapped  around  your 

m a d e  some  jeering  remark. 

middle.  I  showed  ve  how  to  build  a  log 

D org  Fogel  came  out  of  a  saloon.  He 

house,  a n ’  1’a r n t  ye  to  m ake  snowshoes  a n ’ 

glanced  carelessly  at  Luke,  then  stopped, 

run  a  trap   line.  Now,  by  the  great  H orn 

pushing  up  his  hat  and  scowling. 

Spoon,  I ’m  a-goin'  to  onfold  a  leetle  wisdom 

Calf  round-up  was  done  on  the  Saddlec onsarnin’  a  six-shooter.” 

horn  and  all  of  the  Key  and  Cross  men 

He  resurrected  from  his  war  bag  a  b a t were  in  town.  Sol  M it ta g   was  a t  the  blacktered  but  well-oiled  and  smooth-w orking  .44 

smith  shop  now.  Luke  suddenly   made  up  his 

Colt,  together  with  a  belt  and  holster.  “ It 

mind  to  talk  to  the  cowman.  N o  good  in 

belonged  to  an  ole  podner  o ’  m ine ,”  Tioga 

pu ttin g   it  off. 

said,  “ back  in  the  boom  days  o ’  C'erro  Gordo 

H e  walked  slowly  down  the  street.  T h e  

a n ’  P anam int.  Strap  er  on— a n ’  m a y  ye  have 

sing-song  clamor  of  a  h am m er  on  th e   anvil 

need  fer  it! ” 

reached  him,  stirring  memories.  N ev e r  as 

“T h a n k s,  T io g a .”  L u k e ’s  hands  were  tr e m long  as  he  lived  would  he  hear  a   bla ckbling  a  little,  as  he  fondled  the  stained  wals m i th ’s  h am m er  without  seeing  his  fath er nut  grips.  “ W e  co u ld n ’t  done  n o th in ’  if  it sprawled  on  the  ground,  dying. 

h a d n 't  been  for  y o u . ” 

His  hands  clenched,  then  opened  slowly. 

“ L is’en  to  m e,’’  Tioga  Bill  went  on  gruffly, 

He  flexed  th em  to  take  the  stiffness  out 

waving  aside  the  b o y ’s  words  of  appre ciaof  his  fingers.  M itta g   never  w aited— a n d   h e ’d tion.  “ L is’en  d o s t.   J o rd a n   is  a  hard  ole  trail. 

boasted  a bout  how  he  backed  his  legal  rights 

Y e ’re  goin’  to  meet  up  with  some  tough 

with  a  .45. 

hombres.  D o n ’t  ever  tigger  y e ’re  onder  airy 

Luke  wondered  how  it  would  feel  to  have 

obleegation  to  give  t ’other  feller  an  even 

somebody  shooting at  you.  He  wondered  how 

chance.  T h a r   a i n ’t  no  g entlem en’s  code  in  a it  felt  really  to  point  a  gun  a t  a   m a n  and 

gunfight.  T h a t ’s  all  storybook  blather.  When 

pull  the  trigger.  T h e   though,  the  rising  beat 

ye  rightly  sabe  who  your  enemies  are,  come 

of  his  blood,  gave  him  a  funny  sort  of  lift, 

a-foggin’.  If  ye  got  to  kill  a  man,  go  git 

and  if  h e ’d  been  more  practiced  a b o u t  these 

him  ’fore  he  gits  you,  ’cause  he  sartin  will 

things  he  would  have  recognized  it  as  the 

if  he  kin.  D o n ’t  let  ’im  talk  yuh  down,  or 

urge  to  kill.  H e  knew  he  was  ready  to  kill, 

it ’ll  be  another  case  o ’  slow. 

if  he  had  to. 

“ Yore  paw  was  a  brave  man,  but  he  never 

Luke  went  toward  the  blacksm ith  shop. 

had  a  chance.  Sol  M itta g   a n ’  Fogel  figgered 

him  a  fool  ’cause  he  d id n ’t  pack  an  ounce 

Q O L   M I T T A G   had  his  back  to  him.  H e 

of  iron.  Y e’re  jist  a  so d-buste r’s  kid,  but  ye 

was  talk in g  to  the  blacksm ith. 

T h e  

know  how  to  shoot,  ’cause  I  l ’a r n ’t  ye  up 

blacksm ith  looked  past  the  cowman,  and  his 

tha r  in  the  m o u n ta in s— a n ’  a  Colt  in  hand 

jaws  came  a p a r t  and  a  small  drizzle  of  to is  wuth   two  on  the  draw.  Keep  this  thing bacco  juice  leaked  down  his  chin. 

right  h a n d y . ” 

H e  rolled  up  his  eyes  and  said,  “ Goddle- 

mighty! ” 

C H A P T E R   F O U R  

Sol  M itta g   heeled  around,  ripping  o u t  an 

“Come  A -Foggin’!” 

oath.  H e   stared  a t   Luke,  ta rd y   recognition 

dawning.  “ W h a t  in  hell  do   you  w a n t ? ” 

I  U K E   L O T T   walked  slowly  down  the 

“ I  w an t  to  ta lk .”  I t   seemed  to  L u k e   as 

^

street.  His  h ea rt  ham m ered  wildly  a t 

though  his  own  voice  came  from  a   long 

his  ribs.  E very  nerve  seemed  to  be  th r e a d ways  off. 
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“ You  w ant  to  talk  to  m e ? ”  M it ta g   t h u n as  though  she  had  still  been  a  little  girl. 

dered . 

“ Come,  Rose.  W e ’ll  go  look  at  it  in  the 

“ Yeah.  Some  place.” 

bolt.  Tell  more  a b o u t  it  tha t  w ay.” 

“ W hy  not  right  h e r e ? ” 

“ All  right.  R ight  here.  Look.  I ’m  goin ’ 

to  locate  a  section  where  them  big  co tto n woods  are.  north  o ’  town.  I f   vuh  figger  to OUT of  all  the  crashing  turbulence  in  his 

brain,  Luke  remembered  tha t  D org 

raise  hell  about  it,  now  is  a  good  ti m e ! ” 

Fogel  was  in  the  stree t  behind  him.  Vaguely 

At  tha t  moment,  Rose  M it ta g   came  out 

it  came  to  him  th a t  h e ’d  heard  the  voice  of 

of  the  general  store.  A  small  piece  of  colorful 

Clint  Wall  calling  to  someone:  “ i t ’s  that 

print  fluttered  in  her  fingers.  Luke  d i d n ’t  see dam n  so d -b u ste r’s  kid.  H e's  on  the  peck. 

her  then,  but  he  heard  her  voice,  calling  to 

Look  out  fer  ’e m ! " 

Fogel.  He  couldn't  see  Fogel  either,  but  he 

L uke  was  surprised  to  find  that  he  could 

knew  the  foreman  was  somewhere  there  on 

think  at  all,  but  suddenly  his  mind  cleared, 

the  street  behind  hira, 

and  it  was  as  though  he  was  sta nding  on  a 

“ Dorg!  Dorg.  where’s  d a d ? ' ’

hogback  in  the  mountains,  with  the  frosty 

Fogel  d id n 't  answer. 

air  giving  vivid  outline  to  every  object. 

“ Dorg,  w hat's  the  m a tte r?   Answer  m e ! ” 

Link  Slaven  would  be  out  there  too.  likely. 

H er  voice  ran  th rough  the  sudden  silence 

Slaven,  Wall  and  Fogel.  Old  Tioga  Bill  had 

of  the  street,  carrying  a  note  of  panic. 

said,  “W hen  ye  rig h tly  sabe  who  yore  ene

T h en   Luke  heard  a  faint,  p artly   stifled 

 m ies  are— com e  a-fffggitt’." 

cry.  T here  was  the  quick  p a tte r   of  small 

L u k e  knew  nothing  of  the  art  of  the  fast 

shoes,  hitting  the  planking,  sharp  little  h a m draw  and  quick-thrown  hip  shot,  but  he  had mer  blows.  H e  heard  the  rustle  of  skirts,  as 

used  Tioga  Bill’s  Colt  on  the  trap   lines,  and 

she  swept  past,  so  close  he  could  have 

he  guessed  a   lively  lvnx  or  a  tim ber  wolf 

touched  her. 

was  a   lot  harder  to  hit  than  a  man. 

“ Dad's,  w hat's  the  m a t t e r ? "   H er  eves  were H e  dragged  the  old  plow-handle  .44  from 

wide,  frightened,  bewildered.  She  looked 

its  holster  and  eared  the  h am m er  back  and 

from  her  fath er  to  Luke. 

jerked  around. 

Luke  saw  the  bright  piece  of  print  which 

Fogel  was  b etter  th an  sixty  y ards  away, 

she  still  clutched.  A  sample  of  a  new  dress, 

gun  draw n.  Somehow  it  came  to  L u k e  that 

he  guessed.  She  sure  liked  p r e tty   things. 

the  foreman,  at  th at  distance,  was  more  of 

She  stared  at  Luke  for  a  long  time.  “ O-oh. 

a  decoy  th an  an  im m ediate  menace. 

I t ’s  y o u ! ”  And  it  d i d n ’t  seem  to  him  that He  had  a  glimpse  of  the  lank  Clint  Wall, 

she  liked  him  then. 

slinking  behind  some  horses  at  a  hitch- 

Luke  d id n 't  answer.  He  was  breath in g 

rack  across  the  street.  Link  Slaven  was  on 

hard.  He  saw  the  girl  sta ring  at  the  holster 

the  same  side  as  the  blacksm ith  shop,  near 

a t  his  hip.  He  dropped  his  eyes.  T h e   fingers 

the  assay  office.  He  was  sta nding  spraddle- 

of  his  right  hand  were  spread,  stiff-like,  close 

legged  in  front  of  an  alley  holding  a  six- 

to  the  b utt  of  the  .44.  1'here  was  no  m a sk shooter. 

ing  his  intent. 

Seemed  like  Fogel  must  have  told  ’em  to 

Sol  M ittag 's  eyes  drove  at  him  with  tigerget  him. 

ish  ferocity.  T hen,  at  last,  he  looked  down 

Luke  heard  a  gun  blast  out.  Glass  crashed 

a t  the  girl,  and  the  fierceness  seemed  to  die 

behind  him,  and  he  was  dim ly  aware  tha t 

out  of  him. 

Ja k e   Yaght  had  hunkered  down  behind  the 

“ W hat  is  it.  Rose?  W h a t  yuh  got  th e re ? ’’ 

forge.  O th er  figures  were  scrambling  fra n 

Rose  M ittag  had  never  taken  her  eyes 

tically  to  get  out  of  the  line  of  tire.  He  felt 

from  Luke.  She  seemed  to  be  plumbing  the 

suddenly  alone,  abandoned. 

depths  of  his  soul,  seeing  there  what  he  had 

He  sta rte d   to  run.  H e  ran  toward  Link 

not  realized  he  felt.  Her  cheeks  drained 

Slaven.  He  saw  the  c o w b o y ’s  eyes  pop,  as 

white.  “ You  fool! ” she  flung  a t  him.  “ You— ” 

though  suddenly   confronted  by  the  fact  that 

She  turned  to  her  fath er  and  held  out  the 

he  had  a  crazy  man  to  contend  with,  p ro b bit  of  cloth.  H er  lips  were  trembling.  “ I t —  

ab ly  reaching  the  conclusion  tha t  sod-busters 

i t ’s  a  sample.  Some  new  goods— they  got  in. 

were  all  loco,  like  sheepherders. 

I t ’s  awfully— pretty,  isn’t  i t ? ” 

L u k e   guessed  t h a t   he  w a s n ’t  fighting  ac

“ Yeah,  su re.”  Sol  Mittaa:  took  her  hand. 

cording  to  the  rules,  loping  along  the  side
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walk  like  a  startled  coyote.  Lik ely   t h e y ’d 

group  around  Link  Slaven's  b o d y   a n d   he 

figured  he'd  stand  th ere  and  let  th em  b lu d g w atched  him  carefully.  T h e   K ey  and  Cross eon  him  down  with  lead. 

p unchers  would  sure  be  out  to  get  him   now. 

Lin k  fired,  still  looking  somewhat  startled, 

Some  one  took  hold  of  his  arm.  I t   was  his 

Luke  crouched  a  little,  lengthening  th a t  demother.  She  seemed  very  calm,  as  calm  as  * 

ceptive  coyote  stride.  Link's  shot  went  wide. 

she  had  been  th a t  d ay   on  Snow  Creek  when 

Luke  saw  the  gun  in  the  o th e r ’s  hand 

she  pointed  the  W inchester  a t  Fogel. 

ju m p   again,  quick,  and  something  cool 

“ M e bbe  I  h a d n ’t  o u ghta  gone  a fte r  M i t fanned  his  cheek. 

Suddenly  he  stopped, 

tag  like  t h a t , ”  Luke  said,  b u t  it  was  a   conjabbed  the  old  .44  toward  Link  and  fired. 

cession  to  w hat  she  might  th in k — not  a n y 

Link  tried  to  th u m b   the  h am m er  back 

thing  he  felt  himself.  His  blood  was  sing- 

again,  but  he  seemed  to  be  having  some 

ing. 

trouble.  H e  looked  a t  Luke,  his  eyes  wide, 

Mrs.  L o tt  smiled  a t  him.  “ I ’m  proud  of 

bewildered.  He  took  one  step  and  tripped 

you.  You  showed  them  th a t  a — t h a t   an y b o d y over  a  loose  plank.  T h a t  was  w h at  it  looked 

can  fight  th em  with  their  own  w eapons.” 

like.  But  Link  never  got  up. 

I t   took  some  of  the  wind  out  of  him,  and 

he  grinned  at  her,  " I   sorta  wisht  pop  could A 

P R O S P E C T O R   had  left  some  pack- 

been  here.” 

 -t*-  laden  burros  in  front  of  the  as say  office. 

L uke  found  th at  th ey  served  as  a  sort  of 

fortification.  H e  peered  p ast  th em  and  saw 

C H A P T E R   F I V E

Fogel.  H e  threw  up  his  gun,  but  one  of 

the  burros  tiling  around  in  his  way. 

Homestead  in  the  Valley

The  foreman  threw  a  wild  shot,  and  ran 

in  between  some  horses  a t  the  hitch-rack 

RESENTMENT  flamed  through  the town 

on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street.  T here 

like  the  run  of  a  prairie  fire.  A  n es ter’s 

were  no  more  shots,  and  people  began  spillkid,  fighting  lone-handed,  had  defied  the ing  from  doorways  and  alleys. 

K ey   and  Cross. 

Luke  saw  Tioga  Bill  coining  down  the 

Eye  witnesses  filled  in  the  details  of  the 

street  at  an  awkward  lope,  six-shooter  in 

fight,  and  sentiment  crystallized  into  a  b r i t his  hand.  Then  he  saw  the  m a rsha l;  he  saw tle  an tagonis m  toward  the  K ey  and  Cross. 

his  moth er  too.  H er  face  looked  like  marble. 

A  kid  had  draw n  first  blood  tangling  with 

He  started  toward  her. 

the  power  of  T h e   Saddlehorn  a n d   wolf-like 

The  marshal  yelled  at  him.  “ Hold  on  there, 

men  closed  ranks  behind  him. 

k i d ! ”  The  man  with  the  badge  had  pulled 

Bruno  Arm itage  crafti ly   began  to  mend 

a  gun. 

his  fences.  T h e   L o tts   filed  on  the  section  on Luke  glanced  back,  his  eyes  filled  with 

Willow  Creek,  and  Bruno  A rm itage  received 

perplexity.  Link  Slaven  was  where  he  had 

their  application  w'ith  soft  words  and  a n   oily 

fallen,  L u k e  guessed  he  h a d n ’t  tripped  after 

smirk. 

all. 

Bellerin'  i'e c k   was  striding  from  the  feed 

y ard,  knocking  people  right  and  left. 

ONE  day  Luke  met  Rose  Mittag  at  the 

ru tte d   turn-off  th a t  led  to  the  cabin  on 

His  bull-th roated  voice  rose  above  the 

Wallow  Creek.  T h e   last  time  he  had  seen 

clamor  of  the  street,  as  he  bore  down  on  the 

her  had  been  tha t  d a y   in  front  of  the  b la ckmarshal. 

sm ith  shop.  She  had  lashed  out  a t   him   then, 

“ If  ye  arrest  tha t  kid,  th e re ’ll  be  more 

her  eyes  flashing  anger. 

kinds  of  hell  to  pay  th a n   ye  ever  th o u g h t 

H e   slapped  a t  the  horses  with  the  reinthere  was.  Ye  dam n  ole  buzzard— c o u ld n ’t ends,  staring  straig h t  ahead,  b u t  the  girl 

ye  see  they  was  all  g u n n in ’  fer  h i m ? ’’

swung  her  m o u n t  into  the  road. 

Tioga  Bill  had  come  up  and  was  yelling. 

“ A ren't  you  going  to  speak  to  me,  L u k e ? ” 

“ I  never  heerd  the  law  tried  Fogel  fer 

she  dem anded. 

shootin’  the  k id ’s  f a th e r.” ” 

L u k e   felt  his  face  getting  red.  H e   pulled 

“ N o . ”  Bellerin’  T ec k   roared,  “ b u t  if  w e’d off  his  b attered  h at.  “ I — I  k in d a   figgered 

had  a  vigilance  committee  in  this  town  h e ’d 

th a t  you  h a te d   m e .” 

been  tried.  W e ’d  trim m ed  a   tree  with  him .” 

“ T h e r e ’s  been  too  much  h a tin g ,”  th e   girl Luke saw  Sol  M i t t a g ’s  storm y  figure  in  the

said.  “ And  I ’ve  been  thin king  a  lot— all  the
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terrible  things  t h a t   h a ppe ned  to  you. 

I 

THE first snow of the season  began to  fall 

couldn’t  blame  you  for  wanting  to  fight.  I 

in  the  lower  altitude s  two  weeks  a fte r 

would  have  too.  Anyway,  if  y o u ’re  going 

L u k e ’s  retu rn   to  the  cabin  in  the  m o u n to  be  neighbors,  it  will  be  so  much  nicer  to tains.  H e   had  been  in  D re ad   Pass  and  was 

be  friends.” 

r e turning  to  Snow  Creek  when  he  saw  a  

Luke  said,  “ Sure.  N eighbors.”  H is  face 

small  herd  of  ca ttle  moving  in  the  timber. 

lighted,  and  he  told  of  the  new  cabin.  “ I 

L u k e   remembered  now  th a t  other  years  he 

peeled  the  logs— it  makes  the  place  look 

had  come  on  the  tracks  of  driven  herds 

better,  a n ’  we  got  three  rooms  a n ’  a  sto ve.” 

a b o u t  the  time  of  the  first  snowfall.  T h e  

H e  paused,  and  a dde d:  “ B u t  th e r e ’s  no  fun things  he  had  hea rd  concerning  rustlers 

in  h a v in ’  nice  things  if  there  a i n ’t  a nybody cam e  back  to  him. 

to  show  ’em  to.  I  wish  y o u ’d  com e  a n ’  see 

H e   concealed  himself  on  a  rocky  shoulus.” 

der  and  watched.  H e   finally  identified  F o g e t 

“ I  can  see  the  smoke  from  your  place 

and  the  cowboy  called  Clint.  T h e   other  two 

a t  the  ranch,"  Rose  said.  T t   doesn’t  seem  so horsemen  were  strangers.  L u k e  turned  his  a t lonesome  a n y   m o re .” 

te ntion  again  to  the  cattle. 

“ I ’m  goin ’  to  run  a  tr a p   line  a g ’in  this 

T h e y   were  mostly  cows.  Cows  would  have 

winter,  a n ’  next  yea r  w e’ll  get  e v e ry th in ’ 

been  bred.  I t  m eant  th a t  M it ta g   was  losing 

all  fixed  up  just  like  folks.  I t   takes  an  awful a  lot  more  tha n  those  represented  here.  Small 

long  time  when  y o u 're   poor.” 

wonder  th a t  calf  roundup  on  the  Key  and 

“ W e  are  poor  to o,”  the  girl  said.  “ W e 

Cross  these  past  years  showed  staggering 

h a v e n ’t  any  friends.  E v ery b o d y   h ates  us.  I losses. 

guess  t h a t ’s  the  worst  kind  of  po v erty   there Those  early  snows  not  only  obliterated  the 

is.” 

ru stle rs’  trail  blit  closed  the  pass  against  p u r 

“ Yuh  got  us,”  L u k e  said,  and  then  he 

suit.  T h e   K ey  and  Cross  foreman,  then,  was 

realized  how  strange  the  words  m ust  have 

not  only  a  gu n m a n   but  a  thief  and  a  traitor 

sounded.  W h a t  was  he  offering  to  a  man  he 

as  well. 

was  fighting— and  once  h a d   m eant  to  kill. 

L u k e   was  tem pted  to  throw  a  bullet  at 

A  week  later,  Rose  rode  down  to  the  cabin 

Fogel,  as  his  h atre d   of  the  man  flamed  anew. 

on  Willow  Creek.  L u k e   showed  her  the 

H e   cocked  his  W inche ster  and  sighted  exthings  he  had  accomplished.  H e  was  proud perim entally  a t  the  riders  in  th a t  maze  of 

of  it  all,  as  he  had  been  of  t h a t   first  pair softly  falling  flakes. 

of  homemade  snowshoes. 

B u t  a t  last  he  eased  the  h am m er  down. 

When  the  girl  went,  Luke  walked  with 

“ Sol  M itta g   a i n ’t  no  friend  of  mine,”  he 

he  ras  far  as  the  main  road. 

m u ttered .  “ T his  is   his  fight.” 

All  at  once  it  seemed  that  words  were  hard 

to  find.  T h e   horse  grazed  unnoticed,  reins 

C H A PTER  SIX

dragging. 

“ A in ’t  the  m ountain s  p r e t t y ? ”  L u k e  said, Sod-Busters  Can  Fight

breakin g  an  awkward  silence. 

“ T h e   m ounta ins?  Oh.  Yes.” 

T HE  place where  the cabin  had  stood  was 

“ I ’m  goin ’  up  to  Snow  Crick  next  week  to 

like  a  black  c a rp et  flung  down  under  the 

get  my  traps  rea d y .” 

trees.  Above  was  the  brown  ta p e stry   of 

“ I ’ll  miss  y o u .” 

scorched  branches. 

H e   smiled.  “ M o th e r ’s  goin ’  to  sta y  here. 

L u k e ’s  dull  sta re  at  last  found  the  lean- 

S h e’d  like  for  you  to  neighbor  with  her,  I 

to  shack  by  the  corral,  with  its  crooked  bit 

reckon.” 

of  stove-pipe.  H e   went  on  then,  skirting  the 

ch a r re d   tim bers  an d   gray  ashes.  H is  m other 

“ T h a t ’s  what  neighbors  are  for.”  She  held 

appe ared  in  th e   door  of  the  sh a n ty ,  crying 

out  her  hand,  “ Good-by,  L u k e . ” 

o u t  when  she  recognized  him. 

H er  h an d   seemed  ridiculously  small,  b u t 

T e a rs  were  stream in g  down  her  cheeks,  as 

a t   the  touch  of  it  hot  blood  ham m ered  in  his 

veins.  Suddenly  words  were  clamoring  for 

he  caught  her  in  his  arms. 

u tterance— all  the  things  a   young  m an  who 

“ W ho  did  i t ? ”  His  voice  was  harsh. 

is  in  love  wants  to  say  a n d   never  can. 

“ N o   One  knows.  A  dozen  nesters  h ave 

H e   squeezed  her  fingers  gingerly. 

been  b u rn e d   out,  th rea tene d,  if  they  d i d n ’t 

“ G ’by— Rose,”  he  said. 

leave.” 
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“ M ittag,  I   reckon,”  bitterly. 

H e  still a r o u n d ? ”  H e  w o u ld n ’t  tell his m othe r 

“ H e   swears  he  d o n ’t  know  a n y th in g   a bout a b o u t  the  thing he h a d   learned  a t   C lan c y ’s—  

it.”  She  paused,  adding,  “ I   h e a r  the  K ey 

no  use  worryin g  her. 

and  Cross  are  in  a   bad  way,  too.  M it ta g   let 

“ Tio ga  Bill  says  h e ’s  living  a t   a   ranch  ju s t Fogel  and  the  rest  go.  T h e r e ’s  only  Rose 

south  of  town.  H e ’s'  got  some  young  stuff 

a nd  the  boys  now.” 

a nd  has  registered  a  b rand,  the  77,  under 

Luke  told  of  having  seen  the  foreman  and 

the  nam e  of  the  Valley  L a n d   and  C a ttle 

Clint  Wall  driving  ca ttle  over  D re ad   Pass. 

Com pany.  Rose  tells  me  Fogel  a n d   B runo 

“ Saw  smoke  up  the  crick,”  L u k e  added. 

A rm itage  are  real  t h i c k ;  she  hea rd  th ey  were 

“ W e  got  neighbors’? ” 

in  p a r tn e rs h ip .” 

“ Yes,  the  Clancys.  T h ey   filed  on  the  next 

A  little  before  dark ,  L u k e   slipped  a  bla nquarter.  T h e y   filed  on  the  next  qu arte r. 

k et  and  bridle  on  one  of  their  w ork  horses 

T h e r e ’s  a  great  brood  of  them,  a n d   t h e y ’ve a n d   stuffed  his  gunbelt  inside  his  shirt. 

had  so  much  sickness.  T h e   nig ht  the  riders 

“ I ’m  goin’  in to   Pineville,”  he  told  his 

burned  our  cabin,  they  were  ordered  to  leave. 

mother. 

M r.  Clancy  is  so  hot-tem pered;  I  guess  he 

“ Be  careful,  son,”  she  said. 

H e r  eyes 

talked  p r e tt y   strong.  T h e y   like  to  bea t  the searched  his  face, 

poor  m an  to  d e a th , ” 

Luke  kissed  her,  wondering  th a t  she  could 

“ I'm   goin'  up  to  see  h im ,”  Luke  said. 

always  remain   so calm.  H e  guessed  he  w asn ’t 

T h e   sod-buster  was  a  little  man,  b u t  he 

fooling  her. 

bristled  with  light  and  determination. 

H e  c ouldn’t  know  th a t  he  was  no  sooner 

“ Some  settlers  have  q uit  a ’rea d y ,”  he  said 

out  of  sight  th a n   M rs.  L o tt  was  hurrying 

disgustedly,  “ but  not  me.  I  been  fightin’  all 

u p   the  creek  toward  the  Clancy  shack,  and 

me  life.  I t ’ll  take  more  than  a  few  s k u lk in ’ 

t h a t   not  five  m in utes  after  her  arrival  there blackguards  a-horseback  to  scare  me  o u t. ” 

the  stooped  little  I rishm an  was  astride  a 

“ Would  you  know  any  of  th em  if  you  saw 

plow  horse,  galloping  m adly  in  the  direction 

them  a g a in ? ”  L u k e  asked, 

of  the  K ey  and  Cross  ranch. 

“ I t 's   like  I  was  tellin'  the  sheriff,  me  boy. 

Betwixt  the  night  a n ’  the  rage  th a t  consumed 

HE  PASSED  the  place  on  the  outskirts 

me,  I  w a ’n ’t  fit  to  be  recognizin’  me  own 

where  he  and  his  fath er  h a d   camped 

brother.  W a n   of  them  slapped  a  noose  a t  me 

th a t  nig ht  long  ago  under  the  willows,  feara n ’  drug  me  a  bit,  ye  see,  a n ’  whin  I   got ing  to  go  into  Pineville.  H e  h a d   grown  up 

on  me  feet  this  feller  jum ps  off  his  horse, 

since  then;  Sol  M it ta g   had  been  whipped 

rushes  in  w it’  a  pistol,  b a t tin '  a t   me  head. 

to  his  knees;  an o th er  m an  was  shaping  a 

“ Nope,  I  w ouldn’t  know  none  of  thirn. 

new  and  bloody  empire. 

Oh-ho— wait  a  m in u te .”  Clancy  wrinkled  up 

Would  there  never  be  peace? 

his  bushy  brows  and  scratched  his  stu bbly 

L u k e  slid  off  the  horse  at  the  end  of  the 

jaw.  “ I t   jist  comes  to  me.  T h e   wan  tha t 

street  near  the  bell  tower.  H e   buckled  on 

clubbed  me.  I t   strikes  me  now  t h a t   he  had 

the  gunbelt,  took  the  old  .44  from  the  hola  hitch  in  his  git-along.  A  kind  o ’  limp, ster  and  p u t  it  back,  testing  its  position. 

d'ye  m in d .” 

 “I j   y e   got  to  kill  a  m an,  go  git  him   ’fore  he 

“ I   know  who  it  w a s ! '’  Luke  cried.  “ Dorg 

 gits  you.  .  . 

 H e  wondered  where  old  Bill 

Fogel.” 

was. 

“ Saints  presarve  u s ! ”  cried  Clancy.  “ N o t 

His  eyes  skirmished  th rough  the  m u d d y  

the  feller  ye  maw  was  te llin’  a b o u t— the  wan 

shadows.  H e  could  m ake  out  men  seated  on 

tha t  kilt  y e ’  f a th e r ? ” 

piazzas,  h u nkere d  on  steps.  N ow   a n d   then 

“ T h e   same  one,”  Luke  said.  “ M y   father 

a  m a tch   flared,  lighting  a  face.  T h e r e   was 

crippled  him  for  life  when  he  threw  him 

the  low  drone  of  voices.  L u k e  walked  past 

down  on  the  wheel-stone  a t   the  blacksm ith 

the  feed  yard.  H e   saw  glowing  cigarette 

shop.” 

ends. 

W he n  L u k e  returned  home,  his  m other 

Some  one  recognized  him,  “ Hi,  sod-buster, 

said,  “ You  o ught  to  tell  M it ta g   a b o u t  those h ow ’s  c r o p s? ” 

cattle  on  D re a d   P a ss.” 

Another  jeered.  “ H e   a i n ’t  no  sod-buster—  

L u k e  shook  his  hea d.  “ L e t  him   find  o u t. ” 

h e ’s  a   trapper.  T h a t ’s  D a n ’l  Boone.  Lookit A  little  later  he  said,  tryin g  to  keep his  voice 

the  fur  ca p .”  L aughter. 

calm,  “ W h a te v er  becam e  of  Fogel,  an y w a y ? 

Fogel  was  bound  to  be  in  town.  Living

[image: Image 251]

[image: Image 252]

98

FIFTEEN  W ESTERN   TALES

close,  he  w o u ld n ’t  be  spending  his  evenings 

get  him  sure.  B u t  if  he  could  get  p a s t  the 

a t  the  ranch.  L u k e ’s  eyes  h u r t   with  w atc h alley  and  th en  come  back  through  the  p a sing.  His  ears  strained  to  recognize  familiar sage  there  between  the  saddle  shop  and  the 

voices.  Fogel  had  promised  once  to  kill  him 

side  of  the  livery  barn.  .  .  . 

on  sight. 

H e  jum pe d  over  the  railing  and  ran  for 

Luke  stopped  in  front  of  the  M in e rs ’  H o the  saddle  shop,  ducking  under  the  hitch-tel.  A  chair  slapped  down.  ■'Hell,  i t ’s  the 

rail  and  scaring  the  horses,  as  he  took  to  the 

k id.”  It  was  J a k e   Vaght.  Heerd  they  b urnt 

street.  Somewhere  boots  were  pounding  on 

ye  out.  D am n  s h a m e.” 

th e  sidewalk,  and  a  voice  yelped,  " T h e r e ’s 

“ Tioga  Bill  a r o u n d ? ”  Luke  asked. 

hell  ter  p a y ! ” 

‘•Nope,  Bill's  over  D ea th   Valley  w ay .” 

D im ly  Luke  was  aware  of  the  impact  of 

Luke  went  on.  H e  pushed  into  a  saloon. 

the  hoofs  of  hard-ridden  horses  coming  into 

Three  or  four  were  a t  the  b a r ;  a  poker  game 

town,  b u t  his  eyes  were  intent  only  0 11  the 

was  going.  Fogel  was  not  there. 

pools  of  shadows  tha t  he  must  penetrate. 

He  examined  the  horses  on  the  street.  He 

H e  came  to  the  passageway  and  ran  along 

remembered  Fogel's  fancy  saddle.  H e  looked 

it. 

in  all  the  saloons  on  one  side  of  the  street 

T h e   door  at  the  side  of  the  hotel  was  open. 

and  crossed  over. 

H e  had  a  glimpse  of  the  blue  haze  of  tobacco 

In  front  of  the  Saddlehorn  he  saw  a  horse 

smoke  within  and  heard  the  raising  y am m er 

with  a  fancy  rig.  H e  was  p r e tt y   sure  it  was of  voices.  Fogel  lunged  th rough  the  door, 

Fogel's,  but  he  couldn't  make  out  the  brand. 

gun  drawn,  a  solid  shape  again st  a  yellow 

He  ran  his  eye  along  the  hotel  piazza,  seeing 

frame. 

figures  there  in  the  chairs. 

Clint,  in  the  deeper  shadows,  was  squall

Bruno  Arm itage  came  out  of  the  door. 

ing,  “ Git  away  from  tha t  d o o r ! ” 

Luke  stared  at  him.  He  hated  Armitage.  And 

F ro m   somewhere  behind  him,  Luke  heard 

the  tension  in  him  dissolved  into  action. 

a  yell.  " H e 's   in  the  driveway  here,  D o r g ! ” 

He  slammed  up  the  steps  and  bunched  the 

A nother  of  F ogel’s  men,  Luke  imagined — 

front  of  the  register’s  o rnate  vest  into  a 

one  of  the  fellows  who  had  been  there  in 

twisted  knot,  jerking  the  other  toward  him, 

the  feed  yard. 

A  silence  grew  around  him. 

Suddenly   savage  concussions  slammed  the 

"W here's  F o g el? '’

night.  Muz zle  flame  lashed  the  gloom.  Luke, 

“ L e g o  o ’  me,  dam n  ye! ”  A rm itage snarled. 

takin g  refuge  in  the  blackness,  held  his  fire. 

“ Mister,  I  hear  you  are  m ighty  friendly 

T h e   flash  of  his  gun  would  b etra y   his  posiwith  Fogel.  I  reckon  you  know  where  he  is tion. 

right  now.  Tell  me  quick  or  I ’ll  tear  you 

And  then  the  old  plow-handle  Colt  bucked 

a p a r t ! " 

hard  in  his  hand.  Once! 

Twice! 

Fogel 

Armitage  gasped  out  a  curse.  "I  a i n ’t  seen 

swayed, 

toppled 

forward. 

C l in t’s 

gun 

Fogel." 

splashed  yellow  again.  Something  hit  Luke 

Luke's  fist  smashed  him  in  the  mouth. 

and  half  turned  him  around.  He  braced  his 

legs  and  aimed  at  the  orange  lances.  He 

The  register  spat  out  some  unintelligible 

fired  until  the  h am m er  clicked  on  em pty  

remark  and  flapped  a  hand  toward  the  lobby, 

shell. 

A  figure  got  up  from  a  chair  down  the  piazza 

and  eased  quickly  toward  the  steps  that  led 

T h e   gun  flanking  him  bv  the  feed  yard 

to  the  alley.  Luke  had  a  brief  glimpse  of 

roared  twice  more,  then  hoofs  were  pelting 

a  llai-crowned  hat  such  as  punchers  on  the 

the  ground.  Luke,  fighting  nausea,  braced 

Saddlehorn  wore,  and  a  lank  form.  It  looked 

himself  stu bbornly  against  the  wall  and  tried 

like  the  cowboy  called  Clint. 

to  reload. 

He  was  goin’  to  warn  Fogel.  Fogel  rhust 

He  was  still  fumbling  with  the  ejector 

be  in  the  hotel  bar.  Luke  flung  Armitage 

lever  when  he  heard  a  girl’s  voice,  raised 

away,  stood  a  moment,  undecided.  Swinging 

above  the  growing  commotion. 

doors  in  the  lobby  led  to  the  b a r — there  was 

“ L u k e ! ”   it  called.  “ L u k e ! ” 

also  a  side  door  in  the  alley. 

L u k e  was  aware  then  of  a  horse  k  

le 

If  he  crossed  the  lobby  he'd  be  a  wide- 

him   and  a  rider  bending  toward  him.  “ Here 

open  target,  in  case  someone  happened  to 

he  is,  s is ! ”  One  of  the  M itta g   boys.  F u n n y , bt,‘  watching  through  one  of  those  side  winthem  being  there. 

dows.  If  he  sta rte d   th rough  the  alley,  th e y ’d T h e re   was  a  rush  of  small  feet,  and  Rose
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had  caught  hold  of  him,  was  ste adying  him. 

I t   seemed  a  long  time  since  h e ’d  been  out 

Some  one  came  running  up  with  a  lantern. 

there  am id  the  jolting  thunder.  H e  felt 

Then  he  heard  Sol  M ittag ,  oaths  booming 

funny,  done-up,  b u t  he  could  hear  low  voices, 

out  of  him. 

and  guessed  he  must  be  all  right. 

"Whs?  in  hell  d id n 't  you  let  us  know? 

Faces  took  form  a t  last.  His  moth er  was 

We'd  took  rare  of  them  d am n  rustlers.” 

there,  and  Rose.  Luke  d id n ’t  know  Sol  M i t 

Luke  glared  at  the  big  cowman  defiantly. 

tag  at  first— he  looked  tunny  w ithout  his  hat 

T h i s   was  a  light  1  m eant  to  finish.” 

on. 

He  wondered  if  M itta g   remembered  how 

“ Howdy,  neighbor.”  Sol  M itta g   said. 

it  began. 

Luke  stared  hard  at  first  one  and  then  a n 

“ He's  h u r t ! ”  Rose  cried.  ‘  He's  all  blood. 

other  of  them.  Sol  M itta g   had  called  him 

T ake  him  into  the  hotel  and  get  the  d o c to r.” 

" n e ig h b o r.” 

"H o w 'd   you  git  h e r e ? ”  Luke  said  thickly. 

H e   grinned  and  said  it  out  loud.  " P o p   was 

"C lancy  came  for  us.  He  just  a bout  ran 

sure  enough  a  pioneer,  wasn't  he?  Jist  like 

drat  plow  horse  to  d e a th . ’’

he  a n ’  ole  Bill  carved  on  his  tombstone  up 

" Fogel's  done,”  another  of  the  M ittag 

there  at  snow  crick. 

boys  was  saying,  "C lint  a i n ’t  dead,  b u t  I Rose  said,  ‘  W e ’re  proud  of  y o u — and  hint 

reckon  he's  wishin’  he  was." 

too.”  H er  eves  were  shining. 

T h a t   would  m ake  it  easier,  Luke  thought, 

U T T E ’S  bad  h it, '’  the  doctor  told  an  anx- 

to  tell  her  what  he  knew  he  some  day  must. 

i  A  ious  little  group  later,  " b u t   sod-bus- 

H e  shut  his  eyes  and  relaxed.  A  man  needed 

ters  are  a  h a rd y   breed.  H e ’ll  pull  th r o u g h .” 

his  strength  for  that. 
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A n sw e r s  to   CATTLE  COUNTRY  QUIZ

 (Questions  01 1   page  S3)

1.  F a lse,  A n   albino  h orse  is   lig h ter   than  a ju st  left  a  “eam po  san to,"  he  w ou ld  m ean  he palom ino. 

had  ju st  left  a  gra v ey a rd . 

2.  Jf  the  ranch  boss  sent  you  out  for  an  all- 

11.  F a lse.  “ C ow   r ig g in g ”  is  the  g ea r  that around  cow   h orse,  you  should  return  w ith   an 

a  c o w p o k e  w ea rs  w h en  at  w ork. 

anim al  w h ich   had  been  sp ecia lly   trained  to perform   the  m any  d u ties  required  by  an  e x 12.  A c c o r d in g   to   the  earlyd av  d efinition ,  a perienced  cow p ok e. 

“covvtow n”  w a s  a  tow n   at  the  end  of  the  trail. 

3.  T ru e.  "B ad  m ed icin e'’  is  a  term   c o m 13.  “ D a y lig h tin g ”  m eans  to  lea v e  the  sad m only  used  in  referen ce  to  perso n s  con sidered dle  of  a  b u ck in g  h o rse  so  far  that  d a y lig h t  can d an gerou s. 

*■

be  seen   betw een   rider  and  saddle. 

14.  T ru e.  “ D e a d fa ll”  w as  o ften   used  in  ref4.  If  a  cow p ok e  b la ts  “baaa”— the  cry  of the  sh eep — at  anoth er,  a  fight  is  lik ely   to  e n eren ce  to   an y  e sta b lish m en t  o f  bad  repute. 

sue. 

15.  “L e g   b a il”  refers  to  the  situ a tio n   o f  the in d ivid u al  w h o   h as  broken  out  o f  the  cala-5.  A  blood  bay  is  darker  than  an  ord in ary 

bozo. 

bay  horse. 

16.  If  a  cow p ok e  told  you  he  had  ju st 

6.  A   b u ck in g  h orse  is  said  to  be  “b lo w in g m issed   b e in g   " e x a lte d ,”  he  w ould  m ean  he the  p lu g ”  w h en   he  is  tr y in g   e v e r y   trick   in  the had  ju s t  m issed   b e in g   stru n g   up. 

book. 

17.  “ F ried  

c h ick en ” 

is 

a 

con tem p tu ou s 

7.  T ru e.  A   “b u ck in g  r ein ”  is  g en e ra lly   a sla n g   term   used  in  referen ce  to  bacon  rolled sin g le   rope  attach ed   to  the  h ack am ore  o f  a in  Hour  and  then  fried. 

b u ck in g  horse. 

18.  T ru e. “To  fort  u p ”  m eans  to  barricade 8.  I f  a  cow p ok e  frien d   told  you   h e ’d  been o n e se lf  and  g e t  read y  for  a  seig e. 

b u ck in g  the  tig er ,  he  w ou ld   m ean  h e ’d  been p la y in g   faro. 

19.  T ru e.  “H a t a j o ”  g en e r a lly   refers  to  a tra in   o f  pack  m ules. 

9.  True.  “ California tw ist”  is  a  roping term. 

20. True.  According  to  W este rn   slang,  a 

10.  If  a  Mexican  cowpoke  told  you  he  had 

“hay  shoveler”  is  a  farmer. 

1 0 0
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 (C o n tin u ed   fro m   page  10) 

them  about  cost  o f  these,  which  may  not  be 

points  amateurs  must  know ?  And  the  outover  a  few   bucks  each.  Be  sure  and  tell  them fit  needed. 

1  don’t  mind  tough  work,  but 

to  use  weathered   su rfa c e   rocks  if  possible. 

lack  sufficient  knowledge  to  recognize  ore  in 

A lso  I  suggest  you  get   M ineral  Indentifi-a  vein  outcrop. 

 cation  S im p lified ,   by  O.  S.  Smith,  M iner

A.M .,  Corning,  N.  Y. 

alogist  Pub.  Co.,  329  S.  E.  32nd  St.,  P ortland  IS.  Oregon. 

Other  publications  are 

Reply  by  Victor  S h a w :  Sight-recognition 

 T h e   R o ck  B ook,   by  Fenton  ;  and   H andbook of  rocks  and  minerals  in  the  field,  like  everyf o r   P rospectors,   by  Yon  Bernew itz,  pubthing  else,  takes  experience,  coupled  with  a lished  by  the  same  company.  Price  them  bestudy  of  rock  types  from  books  that  I  shall fore  ordering. 

list  presently. 

However,  one  can't  really  do 

T hese  books  and  rock  samples  will  sava 

much 

with 

rock 

descriptions 

 alone,  

but 

you  many  years  of  actual  field  experience. 

should  have  actual  samples  to  study. 

Success  to  you,  and  come  again. 

Such  samples  now  are  put  up  in  boxes  with 

labeled  specimens  o f   rocks  in  weathered  con

T U R Q U O I S E   M IN IN G

dition,  just  as  taken  from  vein  outcrops,  or 

surface  samples  from  areas  of  igneous  and 

Query:  Could  you  give  me  some  definite 

sedimentary  rocks.  The  chief   iiftUffltS  rocks inform ation  on  turquoise  mining?  Are  there 

(note  that  these  are  the  only  ones  which 

any  active  mines  in  the  U .S .?  I  always 

have  brought  to  surface  by  volcanic  action 

understood  that  the  Persian  stones  were  suthe  various  metallic  ores  in  solution)  com perior.  Is  this  true?  If  there  are  no  active prise  the  gray  granites,  not  the  red  type;  

mines  in  our  country,  are  there  any  localities 

andesrite;  rhyolite,  and  also  sometimes  basalt.  

where  turquoise  may  be  found  consistently?  

The  chief  sedimentary  rocks  which  were 

I  expect  to  spend  this  summer  in  Nevada.  

watordaid 

and'  include  slate,,  schist, 

and 

A re  there  any  unusual  localities  where  a 

shale,  the  conglom erates  (those  with  rounded 

rock  hound  might  “find  things"? 

inclusions  o f  igneous  fragm ents),  also  gray- 

R.I.,  Reading,  Penn. 

wack  (w hich  has  only   sharp  fragm ents  included  in  its  m ass).  There  is  also  limestone Reply  by  V ictor  S h aw :  Turquoise  is  one 

and  quartzite,  which  were  sedimentary  but 

of  the  most  ancient  minerals  and  first  was 

underwent  strong  metamorphosis  by  extrem e 

mined  before  the  dawn  o f  history,  in  a 

heat  and  pressure. 

mountain  range  between  towns  of  Mished 

When  the  molten  magma  of  igneous  rocks 

and  Nisdipoor  in  northeast  Persia.  Its  name 

u a s  thrust  up  volcanically  into  and  through 

is  derived  from  the  French  meaning  “T urareas  of  sedimentary  rocks,  the  magma  full kish  stone",  because  it  was  introduced  into 

o f  metallics  in  solution  was  crystallized  in 

Europe   by  way  o f  Turkey. 

It  is  also  the 

fractures  we  call  veins.  But  at  the  same  time 

standard  gem   of  Tibetians  who  used  and 

fractures  occurred  also  in  the  sedimentary 

revered  it  from  very  remote  times.  It  was 

slate  and  schist,  conglomerate  etc.,  so  the 

also  mined  on  Sinai  Peninsula,  circa  5500  B.C. 

magma  also  flowed  into  these  fractures  to 

A s  for  Persian  stones  being  superior  to

make  similar  veins  right  in  the  sedimentary 

those  mined  domestically, it's  true  they  used

rocks,  as  well. 

to  be,  but  the  supply  in  those  countries  be

The  igneous  rocks  usually  formed  hills 

gan 

failing  about  1900, due  to 

primitive, 

and  mountains,  and  that  is  where  you  hunt 

wasteful  mining  methods.  And  about  that 

for  ore  veins.  But  you  also  hunt  for  them 

time  American  interests  began  developing 

in  slates,  schists,  shales,  conglomerates  etc..  

the  known  ancient  mines  in  our  S o u th w est;  

but  not  more  than  one  or  one  and  a  half 

until  today  a  m ajority  o f  the  world’s  turmiles  from  the   point  o f   contact  with  the quoise  comes  from  our  mines,  and  is  o f   far 

granite,  andcsite  etc. 

better  quality. 

In  the  granites,  etc.,  the  veins  are  fissure- 

In  North  America  use  of  this  gem stone  has 

tvpe  and  go  down  to  great  depth.  T he  veins 

been 

chiefly  confined  to Central 

America, 

in  the  slates,  schists  etc.  may  have  great 

M exico,  and  our  Southwestern  states.  And 

depth,  but  not  always.  A t  any  rate,  they’re 

the  stone  was  sought  by  Cortez  in  the  16th 

often  very  rich  veins,  especially  at  the  surcentury,  by  Nunez  Cabeza  de  Vaca, and face,  due  to  a  weathering  (oxid ization )  of 

Coronado.  The  Spaniards  after  the  famed 

the  outcrop  that  in  a  loose  gangue  (vein  fill

“Cibola"  found  all  Indians  there  using  the 

ing )  allow s  the  metallics  to  penetrate  dow ngem  for  decorations,  went  to  the  mines  and ward  and  enrich  the  surface  ore,  sometimes 

took  pack  loads  back  to  M exico  City.  I  also 

for  several  hundred  feet.  That  old  saying  of 

got  fine  turquoise  from  N avajo  Indians  about 

bygone  miners  that  “a  vein  is  richer  at 

1903,  when  on  a  pack  trip  through  their 

depth"  isn't  always  true. 

reservation,  looking  for  new  undisturbed  cliff 

As  for  rocks  to  study,  you  can  order  them 

d w ellin gs;  and  heard  of  one  cliff  dwelling 

in  boxed  form  from  mineral  dealers,  one  of 

in  which  had  been  unearthed  a  large  pottery 

the  best  of  which  is  W ard’s  Natural  Science 

jar  filled  with  turquoise. 

Establishment,  Inc.,  3000  R idge  Road  East,  

Today,  those  ancient  diggings  still  are 

Rochester  9,  N.  Y.  Just  write  them  to  seworked  in  the  Cerrillos  Mountains  a  little lect  you  one  box  o f  igneous  rocks, and  an 

w est-of-south  from  Santa  P e  on  H igh w ay  10,  

other  of  the  chief  sedimentary  rocks,  all  of.  

east  o f  U S -8S  and  the  R io  Grande  River.  

these  labeled  with  their  common  names.  A sk

T hese  mines,  tw o  o f  them,  are  being  worked
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on  both  Turquoise  H ill  and  Mt.  Chalchihuitl 

better  with  collectors,  both  professional  and 

o f  this  range,  the  latter  being  a  low  knob  near amateur,  because  in  this  market  there  is  lots 

the  rente'r  of  the  range. 

Both  areas  were 

o f  competition. 

worked  in  a  primitive  manner  by  the  ancient 

S o  I ’d  suggest  advertising  what  you  have 

Indian  tribes,  and  the  excavations  on  Chali- 

in  one  of  the  mineral  magazines.  A ll  collecchiluiitl,  old  and  new,  are  actually  amazing.  

tors  take  ’em  and  partly  to  see  ads  such  as 

The  gem  is  also  being  mined  to  some  extent 

yours. 

at  Azure  Mine  in  the  Burro  Mountains,  some 

The  best  mineral  magazine  in  the  W est,  

dozen  miles  west  of  Silver  City  in  Grant 

and  in  my  opinion  in  the  U .S .A .,  is   The County,  also  near  W hite  Signal  at  south  end 

 M iu c r a lo y ist,  PL  C.  Dake,  Editor,  address: of  Burro  Mountains  reached  from  Silver 

329  S.  E.  32tid  St.,  Portland  15,  Oregon.  This 

City  via  county  road  KSO,  and  in  the  Jarilla 

magazine  gives  all  important  mineral  dealers 

Mountains  four  miles  northwest  of  Turquoise 

in  the  nation,  with  many  lesser  ones  as  well,  

Town.  Otero  County. 

so  an  ad  in  this  monthly  magazine  will  reach 

In  Arizona,  there's  a  rather  large  mine  in 

a  very  large  potential  market. 

the  Dragoon  Range  near  Courtland,  on  U S - 

H ow ever,  your  dealer  market  isn't  too  bad 

Cochise  County  on  the  Turquoise  Ridge.  

and  one  o f  the  largest  of  these  is  Ward's 

The  gem  is  also  reported  near  Kelvin,  in  east- 

Natural  Science  Establishment.  Inc..  at  .3000 

central  Pinal  C ou n ty;  and  in  the  Cerbat 

Ridge  Road  East,  Rochester  9.  N.  Y.  Price 

Mountains,  near  Chloride,  in  west-central 

depends  naturally  upon  kind  of  stone,  size  of 

Mohave  County. 

samples,  and  if  of  gem  quality,  or  not. 

11 1   California  we  have  some  in  both  Fresno and  San  Bernardino  counties. 

And  there's 

L O S T   M IN E S

turquoise  reported  on  Mt.  H oly  Cross,  Colorado. 

Q uery:  I'm  very  much  interested  in  gold 

If  you  go  to  Nevada,  you’ll  find  a  whole  lot 

mining,  or  rather,  gold  mines,  especially  those 

o f  turquoise  o f  good  quality  being  mined 

that  have  became  lost  and  live  only  in  legends 

in  many  scattered  localities.  lit  N ye  County 

and  yarns.  Am  also  interested  in  lost  stage 

there  is  a  mine  near  Tonopah,  hard  by  the 

coach  shipments,  etc.  Could  you  give  me  any 

west-central  county  line—and  at  Belmont  in 

inform ation  regarding  either  of  these  subnorth  part  of  county  in  Manhattan  mining jects?  I ’ve  heard  that  there  are  numerous 

district.  Lander  Country,  boasts  a  mine  near 

lost  mines  in  Idaho.  H ow ever,  just  bearing 

A ustin;  Fox  Mine  is  at  Cortez  on  the  east- 

about  mines  does  nothing  except  get  me  all 

central  boundary  line,  and  there  are  numerenthused.  I  would  like  to  do  a  bit  of  prosous  others. 

pecting  this  summer  and  will  endeavor  to  run 

This  gem stone  is  a  hydrous  phosphate  of 

down  any  leads  you  might  have  I  have  heard 

aluminum,  its  color  due  to  a  little  copper  and 

o f  two,  or  rather  three  lost  mines  near  Lake 

iron.  ]t  is  opaque  and  rather  soft  so  is  al

Pend  Oreille  in  Northern  Idaho.  I  live  about 

ways  cut  cabochon.  The  best  gems  are  sky- 

a  mile  from  B ayview ,  which  is  right  on  Pend 

blue  although  much  of  it  comes  in  greenish 

Oreille.  H ow ever,  as  yet  I  have  been  unable 

or  a  blue-green  hue.  Crystals  are  rare,  but 

to  procure  any  concrete  leads,  but  am  still 

some  have  come  from  Lynch  Station,  Ya. 

working. 

You  don’t  want  to  miss  the  famed  K ing 

W .T .,  Bayview ,  Idaho

Mine,  at  Manassa  in  the  San  Luis  valley,  

Colo.  It's  the  oldest  in  the  state. 

Reply  by  V ictor  S h aw :  I'm  sorry,  but  I 

can’t  give  you  much  encouragement  in  your 

M A R K E T   FO R   G K M S T O N E S

proposed  quest  for  so-called  lost  mines.  I've 

collected  stories  about  them  for  years,  in  fact 

Q uery:  Can  you  tell  me  how  to  find  a 

sold  a  series  of  them,  and  while  I  admit  that 

market  for  uncut  stones  such  as  agate,  garnet,  

perhaps  a  few  are  authentic,  a  vast  majority 

topaz,  and  sapphire? 

I  have  some  nice,  

have  insufficient  details  o f  location,  with 

banded  agate,  a  lot  o f  clear  and  pale  yellow 

many  that  are  absolute  myths.  Some  have 

sapphires,  and  a  few  of  the  famous  blue  Y oga 

vague  directions  the  original  finder  couldn't 

Montana  sapphires. 

The  largest  of  these 

use  to  re-locate  them.  So  let  me  ask  you— if 

weighs  three  and  a  half  karats.  I  also  have  a 

the  first  discoverer  failed  to  find  bis  bononza 

few'  rubies.  I  w:ould  like  to  sell  just  a  few  of again,  what  chance  have  you  from  40  to  75 

these  to  help  me  out  on  my  expenses. 

years  later?  N ada,  am igo,   it’s  purely  ridicu

L .H.,  Billings,  Montana

lous. 

Y ou’ve  noted  of  course,  that  all  o f  them  are 

Reply  by  Victor  S h a w :  There  are  many 

glittering  bonanzas. 

markets  today  all  over  the  U .S.A .  for  all 

T he  logical  thing  to  do  is  to  study  a 

rough  uncut  minerals,  both  with  mineral 

little  basic  geology,  get  a  reliable  book  on 

dealers  and  with  collectors,  whose  name  is 

field  methods,  then  get  into  favorable  areas 

legion.  Probably  well  over  50%  o f  amateur 

for  some  legitim ate  prospecting  of  new  decollectors  now  have  lapidary  outfits  and  are posits,  either  placer,  or  lode.  1  can  help  you 

becoming  expert  in  the  ancient  art  of  cutting 

in  this,  if  you  like. 

and  polishing  minerals  and  gems. 

O f  course,  you  want  as  high  a  price  as 

A L L -A R O U N D   R O C K H O U N D

possible,  which  will  hardly  come  from  the 

dealers  for  obvious  reasons.  Your  chance  is

Q uery:  I  would  like  to  get  inform ation  on
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prospecting  for  gold  and  other  metals  such  as 

chrysotile. 

T he  first  occurs  in  hornblende 

silver,  rapper,  lead,  etc. 

schist  rocks  and  the  other  in  serpentine,  which 

C.B.,  Rye,  Colorado

is  a  hydrated  silicate  o f  magnesium.  Most 

commercial  asbestos  is  chrysotile,  found  in 

Reply  by  Victor  Sh aw :  I  prospected  and 

serpentine,  which  occurs  in  belts  of  so ft 

mined  in  Colorado  for  some  18  years,  from 

greenish  rock,  much  used  for  building  stone.  

1902  to  1920,  and  have  kept  in  close  touch 

It  also  is  the  rock  containing  chromite  ore,  

with  developments  ever  since. 

platinum,  and  nickel.  The  chrysotile-asbestos 

Take  a  good  map  of  the  state,  and  rule  a 

comes  in  veins  and  its  fibers  reach  from  wall 

line  from  Steamboat  Springs,  Routt  County,  

to  wall  of  the  veins,  having  a  silky  luster  of down  through  Delta  in  D elta  County,  then 

yellow -green  color. 

Rubbed  in  fingers  the 

another 

from 

Denver, 

Arapahoe 

County,  

fibers  separate.  There  may  be  some  in  Colodown  through  Del  Norte,  Rio  Grande  Counrado,  but  if  so  I ’ve  no  reports  on  any.  Most ty,  and  inside  these  lines  you’ll  have  (includlong  fiber  comes  from  Arizona,  with  some ing  Teller  County)  roughly  about  all  favorshort  fiber  from  California. 

able  areas  for  gold-silver-lead,  copper,  zinc,  

Panning  for  placer  gold  is  not  hard  to 

tungsten,  and  other  commercial  metallic  ores.  

learn,  but  takes  some  practice  to  get  the  best 

Outside  of  this  vast  belt  there  isn't  much. 

results.  U se  a  common  sheet-iron  working 

This  is  because  this  belt  contains  most  of 

pan  o f  16-inches  across  top,  costing  about  75c. 

the  Rocky  Mountain  Range,  which  is  com

U se  a  # 2   round-point  shovel  and  fill  the 

posed  of  the  igneous  andesite  and  granite 

pan  w'ith  gravel  ( that’ll  be  mixed  with  sand,  

rocks,  which  are  the  kind  of  rocks  in  which 

of  course)  and  shake  it  and  bump  it,  to  settle the  ores  named  are  alw ays  found.  T he  rocks 

the  possible  gold  to  the  bottom—practice  it 

in  the  rest  of  the  state  are  different,  being  of in  some  old  washtub.  Force  loaded  pan  under 

sedimentary  ( w ater-laid)  type,  often  metawater— shaking  it  w'ell  to  settle  the  contents, morphosed,  but  not  parent-rocks  for  the  ores 

then  while  still  under  water  scrape  off  all 

named.  It  is  in  these,  of  sedimentary  origin,  

larger  pebbles  and  rocks  and  shake  while 

that  you  find  asbestos  and  the  secondary  ore 

doing  so. 

of  carnotite  that  occurs  in  the  sedimentary 

N ow   raise  pan  and  tilt  it  so  that  rim  aw'ay 

sandstones  of  the  Colorado  Plateau  region 

from  you  is  just  under  water  and  shake  it 

around  San  Miguel  County  and  extends  into 

to-and-from  you  so  that  contents  washes  out 

Utah. 

over  the  edge  farthest  from  you,  thus  by 

continual  action  most  of  the  sand  and  gravel 

Roughly  this  is  the  basic  geological  condiwill  be  washed  off.  But.  as  contents  get  low tion.  O f  course,  there  are  a  few  exceptions, er,  watch  contents  closely  and  now  and  then 

where  spurs  o f  the  Rockies  extend  into  the 

bump  pan  with  heel  of  hand  to  keep  settling 

sedimentary  sandstone,  slate,  gneiss,  quartzite,  

possible  gold  and  keep  it  on  bottom. 

shale,  and  schistose  areas  outside. 

Presently,  you’ll  see  some  black  sand  under 

Colorado  has  been  one  of  the  richest  mining 

the  yellow -gray  cover  of  sa n d ;  so  work  more 

regions  in  the  L'.S.A.  and  it  still  has  much 

slow ly  and  carefully  making  sure  only  the 

to  discover  and  develop,  but  I've  seen  many 

lighter  sand  washes  over  the  far  edge.  This 

of  its  rich  gold  mines  become  exiiausted  and 

is  the  crucial  test  of  your  skill—to  get  all 

let  out  to  leasers,  such  as  the  Gold  King,  

lighter  sand  washed  off  and  leave  the  black,  

Silver  Lake,  Gold  Prince,  Sunnyside  and 

for  the  black  stuff,  composed  of  iron  m ostly 

others  in  the  Silverton  area— Cam])  Bird  and 

is  heavier  than  sand,  but  it  takes  very  careful Yankee  Girl  near  Ouray—Tom boy  and  B utwashing  to  get  rid  o f  it  all. 

terfly-Terrible  in  Teiluride  area—silver  mines 

W hen  you’ve  done  this,  carefully  empty  all 

of  I.eadville  and  Aspen—even  most  of  the 

but  a  spoonful  of  water.  Then  tilt  the  pan 

great  gold  mines  at  Cripple  Creek,  and  the 

so  as  to  drain  a  V -shaped  angle  back  along 

rich  May  Day  gold  mine  in  the  La  Plata 

the  bottom  and  roll  the  tipped  pan  around 

Mountains  near  Durango,  just  to  name  a  very 

so  the  black  sand  will  run  backward,  leaving 

few  of  the  best  known. 

tiny  yellow   grains  o f  gold  at  its  sharp  tip. 

However,  many  older  mines  still  produce,  

In  practicing,  you  can  mix  about  a  dozen 

arid  some  new  strikes  are  being  made  now 

small  bird  shot  with  gravel,  thru  count  shot 

and  then  by  use  of  modern  geophysical  into  see  if  you’ve  got  ’em  all.  W hen  you  do, struments,  by  hunting  over  rocks  bared  by 

you’re  a  panner. 

snow  slides—or  even  by  sheer  luck.  T here’s 

enough  activity  to  prove  that  new  deposits 

R E C O G N IZ IN G   R O C K S

still  remain  to  be  discovered  through  intelligent  prospecting. 

Q u ery :  My  brother-in -law  has  a  ranch  of 

For  uranium  ores,  a  Geiger  Counter  is  a 

approximately  three  hundred  and  sixtv-five 

must.  The  use  of  this  instrument  is  explained 

acres  in  Chihuahua  Valley.  California  which 

in  the  Atom ic  Energy  Commission's  little 

is  in  Cleveland  National  F o r e s t  I  believe.  

booklet   F m spcctim j.  jo r   I 'm tm m i,   yours  for W e’ve  heard  rumors  that  the  region  there30c,  if  you  write  to  the  Supt.  o f  Documents, abouts 

formerly 

had 

heavy 

deposits 

o f 

Gov’t  Printing  Office,  Wash'll  25,  D.  C.  It 

tungsten,  garnet,  and  other  metals.  The  hilly 

also  gives  data  on  the  $10,000  bonus  for  acpart  o f  his  property  is  nearly  covered  with ceptable  pitchblende  ore,  and  the-  price  per 

quartz  and  w e’ve  found  many  garnets  which 

pound  for  all  of  this  ore  you  may  produce. 

were  exposed  to  the  elements  and,  o f  course 

Asbestos  is  o f  two  k in d s:  amphibole  and

valueless.  Can  you  tell  me  about  what  t*' 
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look  for  in  rock  formation,  quartz  composi

Wars  we  always  have  a  “shortage”  o f  this 

tion,  color  of  quartz,  depth,  and  any  other 

vitally  necessary  metal. 

information  regarding  prospecting  in  this 

T he  above  may  help  you  when  looking 

region.  In  other  words,  vve  believe  there  are 

around  down  there,  but  I  don’t  know  o f  any 

precious  metals  and  stones  on  his  property,  

tungsten  having  been  found  in  what  I  think 

but  we  actually  don't  know  what  to  look  for 

may  be  your  district.  But  you  can’t  be  very 

or  how  to  go  about  it. 

far  from  the  Pala  and  M esa  Grande  deposits 

J.B.,  Los  Angeles,  Cal. 

o f 

semi-precious 

stones  called 

“kunzite”,  

which  occurs  in  pegmatite  dikes,  also  rubellite 

Reply  by  Victor  Sh aw :  N ow   my  maps 

(pink  tourm aline),  which  occurs  in  lepidolite 

fail  to  show  your  valley  by  name,  anywhere 

(a  lithium-mica  of  pinkish  color)  which  is 

in  the  Cleveland  N a t’l  Forest  region,  so  I 

mined  for  its  lithium. 

can’t  locate  you  precisely. 

W here  is  your 

Anyway,  please  give  me  your  location  on 

acreage  from  Pala  or  M urrieta?  Or  is  your 

the  map,  and  if  the  above  doesn’t  give  all  you valley  more  to  the  south,  somewhere  east  or 

want  to  know,  query  me  more  fully. 

west  o f  Lake  H enshaw ? 

You  see,  local 

geology  makes  a  lot  of  difference. 

You  mention  tungsten  and  it’s  true  that  it  is 

M O N T A N A   M IN E S

found  in  quartz  veins,  but  there  are  five  or 

six  kinds  of  tungsten,  and  also  many  kinds  of 

Q u ery : 

Is  there  any  chance  o f  finding

quartz—and  of  the  latter  only  one  kind  is 

chromium,  tin  or  beryl  in  eastern  Montana?  

likely  to  be  associated  with  tungsten  ore. 

Or  what  could  a  person  expect  to  find  in  that 

Are  you  sure  what  you  call  "quartz”  isn't 

line? 

 ca lcih \  instead?  I  ask  this  because  the  most In  your  opinion,  would  it  be  worth  while 

common  variety  of  tungsten  ore  in  this  state 

to  spend  a  year  prospecting  in  any  one  of  the 

is  scheelite,  and  scheelite  is  a  tungstate  of 

northwestern  states? 

calcium.  1  mean  that  where  scheelite  veins 

R .I...  Baker,  Montana

ocur  then 're  usually  found  a  variety  of 

calcium  rocks,  from  calcite  itself  to  those 

bearing  calcium,  like  limestone,  dolomite,  etc.  

Reply  by  Victor  S lia w :  You  are  not  like

And  as  quartz  is  the  most  common  mineral,  

ly  to  find  any  chromite  or  tin,  nor  is  the 

calcite  is  the  next  most  common  anywhere. 

geology  o f  eastern  Montana  favorable  for 

You  can  tell  them  apart  easily,  for  quartz 

beryl,  as  far  as  my  data  and  reports  go.  

has  a  hardness  of  7  in  the  Mob  scale  but 

Back  in  1922  Montana  produced  10  tons  of 

calcite  is  only  3.  You  can  scratch  calcite 

chromite  ore,  22  tons  in  1923,  and  only  20  in 

with  a  knife  point  (or  with  quartz)  but  can't 

1924,  with  none  listed  thereafter.  And  that 

scratch  quartz  with  knife  or  file  but  quartz 

output  of  only  52  tons  of  chromite  ore  was 

will  scratch  window  glass  and   is  scratched all  from  the  counties  o f  Stillw ater  and  Sweet 

by  corundum,  or  topaz,  or  diamond.  Calcite 

Grass  in  the  south  central  part  of  the  state. 

is  glassy  on  surface  and  crystallizes  in  the 

The  reason  for  the  above  is  that  most  of 

form  of  rhombs  that  usually  are  transparent,  

the  chromite  ore  found  anywhere  occurs  in  a 

in  its  massive  deposits. 

serpentine  rock  formation,  or  maybe  in  some 

If  there’s  any  tungsten  in  your  valley  it 

other  ultrabasic  rock  high  in  olivine,  such  as 

will  be  in  the  form  of  scheelite.  Quite  a  lot 

dunite.  Beryl  usually  occurs  in  granitic  rocks,  

of  this  type  is  scattered  over  the  state,  the 

especially 

in 

pegm atite-granite—pegmatite 

biggest  deposit  being  near  Bishop.  Another 

dikes  are  one  o f  the  most  favorable  rock  forused  to  be  at  Atolia  just  south  of  Randsburg mations  for  most  any  type  of  the  semi-preon  US-395  in  the  Mohave  Desert.  And  there cious  stones  o f  gem  quality.  Serpentine  is  a 

are  many  others  found  recently.  A lso  many 

hydrated-m agnesium -silicate  and  is  an  alterin  Nevada,  too. 

ation  product— with  added 

water—o f  the 

Scheelite  deposits  occur  in  quartz  veins 

dunite  rocks,  all  of  these  with  high  percentin  granite  in  both  California  and  Nevada.  

ages  of  olivine  and  piagnesium.  T he  basic 

Often,  too,  there  may  be  some  garnet  in  the 

type-rock  of  this  group  is  peridotite,  which  is 

ore,  though  not  always.  However,  there  is 

an  igneous  rock  o f  ultrabasic  composition 

apt  to  he  a  dolomite  nearb y;  or  perhaps  an 

and  as  such  occurs  only  in  areas  o f  volcanic 

area  o f  limestone  that  contacts  an  area  of 

activity  of  the  kind  that  form  mountain 

gray  dioritic-granite.  or  granodiorite. 

And 

ranges. 

very  often  the  scheelite  ore  occurs  in  a  vein 

Such  mountains  occur  only  in  western  Monin  a  series  o f  chutes,  or  lenses,  often  widely tana.  where  they  constitute  a  portion  of  the 

separated  in  vein  That  is,  the  vein  isn’t  solid long  chain  we  call  the  Rocky  Mountains.  And 

tungsten  ore  right  along  each  way,  but  in 

this  western  half  of  Montana  differs  widely 

chutes  or  lenses  with  barren  quartz  between. 

from  the  eastern  half  in  geologic  structure;  

In  fact,  though  the  A tolia  mine  produced 

for  the  eastern  plains  consist  chiefly  of  unmore  tungsten  than  the  Boulder  and  N ederfolded  strata  o f  Cretaceous  and  Tertiary land  mines  in  Colorado  once,  its  peak  has 

rocks  not  favorable  for  ores  or  gemstones. 

probably  p assed ;  and  the  same  may  be  true 

F act  is,  Idaho  is  more  of  a  gem  state  and 

of  the  big  new  discoveries  twenty  miles  from 

is  perhaps  far  less  prospected  than  western 

Bishop. 

For  U ncle  Sam ’s  tungsten  mines 

M ontana  that  was  and  is  very  rich.  I ’m  sor

never  have  produced  this  ore  in  very  large ry  1  can’t  encourage  you  in  your  eastern 

amounts  for  any  length  of  time  and  in  our M ontana  areas. 
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ON  THE  TRAIL

H A T   does  a n y b o d y   really  w ant 

Q u e ry .  Is   it  tr u e   th a t  sle ep in g   u n d e r  a to  know  ab o u t  the  W est  to d a y ? ” 

h o rse   b la n k e t  w h ile  ca m p in g   o u td o o rs a  friend  asked— and  somewhat 

w ill  keep  r a ttle r s   aw ay? 

to  our  surprise  we  c ouldn’t  answer  right 

N o .  A   r a ttle r   m a y   r e s p e c t  a  h o r s e ,  b u t away.  W h a t   did  people  want  to  know  a bout n o t  its  b la n k e t,  n o   m a tte r   liovv  s m e lly . 

th a t  came  within  the  scope  of  this  m agazine? 

Q u e r y :  H o w   w o u ld   a  m o d e rn   m id w est-e rn e r,  u sed   to   h u n tin g   an d   o u td o o r  life, W e  went  to  our  files.  I t  was  a  considerm ak e  o u t  w ith   th e   m o re  p rim itiv e   c o n able  job.  Over  the  years  a  lot  of  people  have d itio n s  o f  A lask a—o u r  la st  re m a in in g  

w ritten  to  us— and  w e’ve  w ritten  to  a  lot  of 

g e o g ra p h ic a l 

“ f ro n tie r ” ? 

H e r e ’s 

a 

people.  But  we  found  an  am azing  num ber 

re a d e r  a n x io u s  to   try. 

of  questions  we’d  answered,  a t  one  time  or 

another,  and  it  struck  us  th a t  if  some  re a d 

W e   p a s s e d   th is   o n e   a lo n g   to   a  m a n   w h o ers  had  found  them  worth  asking,  others 

h a s  p u t  in   a  lif e t im e   in   A la s k a ,  d o in g   w h a t m ight  be  interested  as  well. 

th e   a b o v e   r e a d e r   w a n ts   to   d o ,  a n d   h e r e ’s w h at 

he 

s u g g e s ts : 

D on 't 

g o  

out 

th e r e

So,  in  a  condensed  form,  w e’re  prin ting 

raw   a n d   e x p e c t   to   w r e s t   a  liv in g   o u t  o f them  here— if  you  like  the  idea,  l e t ’s  keep 

w ild e r n e s s .  T r a p p in g   is  o k a y ,  b u t  th e   fu r 

'em  rolling. 

m a r k e t  is  u n s e t t le d   a n d   n o t h in g   to   b a n k   o n .  

Q u e ry :  W h e re ,  in  th is  d ay  a n d   age,  can I f   y o u ’re  w illin g   to   a c c e p t  t e m p o r a r y   e m p lo y m e n t — a n d   a re  n o t  c h o o s y — in  o n e   o f one  g e t  h o ld   of  som e  g e n u in e   In d ia n  

t h e  

la r g e r , 

s e t t le d  

c o m m u n it ie s  

( m in e s ,  

s m o k e -ta n n e d   b u ck sk in ? 

c a n n e r ie s ,  e t c .)   w h ile   y o u   g e t   y o u r   b e a r 

T o   o u r   k n o w le d g e ,  m o s t  a r t ic le s   c o m in g s ,  th e   c h a n c e s   are  n o t  b ad .  T h e   N o r t h m e r c ia lly   a d v e r tis e d   a s  I n d ia n - t a n n e d   b u c k w e s t   is  b o o m in g   a n d   o p e n   to   “ f r o n t ie r ”  

sk in   a r e   n o t  th e  real  th in g .  P e r h a p s   o n e   o f in itia tiv e . 

o u r   r ea d er s  can   h e lp   y o u . 

Q u e r y :  I  am   a  P fc.  c u rre n tly   in  K o rea, Q u e ry :  Is   th e   A p p alo o sa  h o rse   stric tly b u t  a b o u t  to   be  ro ta te d .  W h a t  a re   m y a  co lo r  breed,  o r  is  c o n fo rm a tio n   in ch a n ce s  o f  h o o k in g   u p   w ith   th e   T e x a s cluded  in   th e   s ta n d a rd ? 

S ta te   P a tro l? 

C o lo r   is  im p o r ta n t,  b u t  s o   is  c o n f o r m a 

R e q u ir e m e n ts   a r e   th a t  y o u 'r e   n o t  r e la te d tio n .  D r o p   a  lin e   to   th e   A p p a lo o s a   H o r s e t o   a n y   o t h e r   m e m b e r   o f   th e   fo r c e ,  a  s ix -  

C lu b ,  In c .,  M o s c o w ,  I d a h o — t h e   s ta n d a r d   is m o n th   r e s id e n c e   in  T e x a s ;  th a t  y o u ’re  a t t o o   s p a c e - c o n s u m in g   to   b e   d e ta ile d   h ere. 

le a s t  5'8"  ta ll  a n d   w e ig h   2—  3 'A  p o u n d s   p er 105
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in ch   o f   h e i g h t ;  th a t  y o n 'r e   21— .35  y e a r s   o f Q u e r y :  I s   th e r e   s t a te   la n d   f o r   sa le   in I g e   a n d   o f  g o o d   r e p u te .  W r it e   to   C h ie f, N e v a d a   o r  M o n t a n a — o r   is  th e r e   a n y T e x a s  H ig h w a y   P a tr o l.  S t a t e   D e p a r tm e n t la n d   a v a ila b le   f o r   h o m e s te a d in g   in  

}1  P u b lic   S a f e t y ,  A u s t in ,  T e x a s . 

e ith e r   s t a te ? 

Q u e r y :  C a n   y o u   g iv e   m e   t h e   d o p e   o n T h e r e   is  n o   h o m e s te a d   la n d   a v a ila b le   for th e   m o d e r n   U .S .-M e x ic o   B o r d e r   P a 

s e t t le m e n t   in  e ith e r   s t a t e — n o r  do  w e   k n o w tr o l ? 

o f   a n y   s t a t e   la n d   fo r   sa le.  O c c a s io n a lly Q u o t in g   fro m   an  officia l  a n n o u n c e m e n t : 

" lie u ”  la n d — la n d   tr a n s fe r r e d   lo   th e   s ta te by  tile   F e d e r a l  g o v e r n m e n t   in  lie u   o f   o th e r  

'P a tr o l  I n s p e c to r s   ( a r e )   m e m b e r s   o f  th e I m m ig r a tio n   B o r d e r   P a tr o l,  a  m o b ile   u n ic o n s id e r a t io n s — b e c o m e s   a v a ila b le ,  a n d   v o u fo r m e d  

e n f o r c e m e n t  

o r g a n iz a t io n . 

T h e  

m ig h t  q u er y   th e   M o n ta n a   S t a t e   D e p a r tm en t  o f  A g r ic u ltu r e   a n d   P u b lic ity ,  at  H e le p rin cip a l  p u r p o s e   is  to   p r e v e n t  th e   s m u g n a,  M o n ta n a ,  o n   th is. 

g lin g   a n d   ille g a l  e n tr y   o f   a lie n s   in to   th e U n ite d  

S t a t e s ; 

P a tr o l 

I n s p e c to r s   p a tr o l 

Q u e r y :  I s   th e   y e llo w   r in g - n e c k   s n a k e a r e a s  to   w  h ich   th e y   are  a s s ig n e d   a lo n g   th e o f  O h io   p o is o n o u s ? 

in te r n a tio n a l  b o u n d a r ie s   an d   th e ir   v ic in ity , by  a u t o m o b ile ,  on  h o r s e b a c k ,  a f o o t ,  by T h e   r in g -n e c k   s n a k e   is  e n tir e ly   h a r m le s s.  

K ent,  or  as  o b s e r v e r s   in  a ir c r a ft,  in  se a r c h In  fa c t,  it  d o e s n 't  e v e n   b o th e r   b itin g . 

o f   a lie n s   w h o   h a v e   e n te r e d   o r  a re  a t t e m p t in g   to   e n te r   th e   I ’ .  S.  u n la w f u lly .  In   c a r r y 

Q u e r y :   W h e r e   c o u ld   I  b u y   a  c o u p le   o f in g   ou t  th e ir   d u tie s ,  th e y   s to p   fo r   in s p e c 

h u n d r e d   u n b r o k e n   r a t tl e s n a k e   r a t tl e s , tio n   v a r io u s   k in d s  o f   v e h ic le s   in  w h ic h   it  is s ix   o r   m o r e   s e g m e n ts ? 

b e lie v e d   th at  a lie n s   are  b e in g   b r o u g h t  in to th e   LI.  S .;  w a tc h ,  fro m   c o n c e a lm e n t ,  c r o s s 

T r y   w r it in g   to   th e   S o u th   D a k o ta   D e p a r t in g   p la c e s  on  t h e   in te r n a tio n a l  b o u n d a r ie s m en t  o f   A g r ic u lt u r e .  I'ierre,  S o u th   D a k o ta .  

s u s p e c te d   o f   b e in g   u s e d   by  p e r s o n s   e n g a g e d A lso ,  som e   I ' l l 7!'   readers  m ight  be  able  to in  ille g a l  a c t iv it ie s :   m a k e   e x t e n d e d   c a m p h e lp   y o u . 

in g   d e ta ils   in  d e s e r t  or  w o o d s ,  d u r in g   w h ic h Q u e r y :  A f te r   g e tt in g   o u t  o f  th e   a rm y , th e y   m u st  rely  e n tir e ly   u p o n   th e ir   o w n I   b o u g h t  a  fa rm ,  w h ic h   tu r n s   o u t  to   be a b ility   and  r e s o u r c e f u ln e s s   for  s u s t e n a n c e in f e s te d   w ith   s n a k e s .  W e ’v e   k ille d   r a t 

an d  

s h e lt e r ; 

o b s e r v e  

th e  

b o r d e r  

fro m  

tle r s   a n d   c o p p e r h e a d s   f r o m   th e   a ttic   to to w e r s   a nd   in  g e n e r a l  in v e s t ig a t e   v io la t io n s th e  

c e lla r, 

h a v e  

s n a k e - p r o o f e d  

th e  

o f   th e   1 m m ig r a lio n   P a w s   .  .  ,  m a k e   n u m e r 

f o u n d a t io n s — a n d   n o w   t h e y ’r e   tr y in g   to o u s   a r r e s ts ,  s o m e t im e s   o f  d a n g e r o u s   c r im 

c lim b   u p   t h e   s c r e e n   d o o rs .  I s   th e r e   a n y in a ls,  a n d   s h o o t in g   a ffr a y s  fr e q u e n tly   o c 

w a y   to   d is c o u r a g e   s n a k e s   o n   th e   p r o p 

c u r .” 

e r t y ? 

Q u e r y :  H o w   w o u ld   I  g o   a b o u t  t r a p p in g   so m e   o f  o u r   A r iz o n a   s n a k e s   a n d C le a n in g   o u t  all  th e   r u b b ish   on  y o u r liz a rd s   f o r   c o lle c tio n   p u r p o s e s ? 

g r o u n d s ,  th u s  r e m o v in g   h id in g   p la c e s ,  w ill h e lp .  H o w e v e r ,  th e r e   are  ju s t  t w o   a lt e r n a 

T h e r e   arc  n o   s a t is f a c t o r y   h o m e -m a d e tiv e   w a y s  o f  d e a lin g   w ith   a  s n a k e   in f e s t a tr a p s,  but y o u  

can  

"rope"  liz a r d s 

a n d 

tio n .  g u a r a n te e d   o n e   h u n d r e d   p e r c e n t  e f s n a k e s   w ith   h o r s e h a ir   or  s tr in g   n o o s e s   at f e c t i v e :   kill  ’e m — or  lea rn   to   lo v e   'em . 

th e   en d   o f   a  lis h p o le . 

Q u e r y :  W h e r e   w o u ld   I  find  i n f o r m a 

Q u e r y :  W h a t   is  a  jo i n te d   s n a k e ? 

tio n   o n   th e   g h o s t  to w n s   o f  th e   W e s t ? 

O n e   t h in g   it's  n o t— a n d   t h a t ’s  a  s n a k e .  A A m o n g   b o o k s   o n   W e s te r n   g h o s t   to w n s , jo in te d   s n a k e   is  a  liza rd   w  ith o u t  le g s ,  a n d G o ld   in  T h e m   H ills ,   by  ( \  

B.  G la ssco ck ,  

sh a r e s   a  liz a r d 's  a b ility   to   g r o w   a  new'  tail ( G r o s s e tt  

a n d  

D u n la p .  P d 1 

is 

r e c o m if  th e   old   o n e   is  cu t  off.  . \ o   s n a k e   c a n   do m e n d e d .  T h e   b o o k   cover-,  th e   T o n o p a h th is. 

m illin g   b o o m   a n d   th e   r e s u lta n t  m u s h r o o m 

Q u e r y :  I s   a  g ila   m o n s te r   a c tu a lly   v e n 

in g   c o m m u n it ie s .  S o m e   o f   th e  c h a r a c te r s o m o u s ,  o r  d o e s  its   p e c u lia r   p h y s ic a l m e n t io n e d   are  still  a liv e . 

m o u t h   c o n s t r u c ti o n   sim p ly   r e n d e r   its m o u th   g e r m - r id d e n ,  so   t h a t   its   b ite   is Q u e r y :  W h a t   is  th e   o v e ra ll  c lim a te   o f in f e c tio u s   r a t h e r   t h a n   p o is o n o u s ? 

N e v a d a ? 

T h e   g ila   is  d e fin ite ly   v e n o m o u s .  M a n y Tt  r a n g e s   fr o m   s e m i- tr o p ic a l  in  th e   s o u t h a u t h o r it ie s   d o u b t  th a t  b ite s   o f  a n im a ls   in ern   p a rt  o f   th e   s t a t e   to   r e a lly   r u g g e d th e   w ild   a re  a s  in f e c t io u s   a s  t h o s e   o f   b e a s ts w in t e r s   in  th e   n o r th . 

in  c a p tiv ity . 

T H E   E D I T O R S
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MYSTERY  OF  THE 

BIG  MUDDY

By  FREDERICK  JAMES

A PART  of  Montana’s  Ear!}'  history 

W h e r e v e r   M e a g h e r   had  been,  in  his  brief lies  sh r o u d e d   in  a  deep  m y stery  

years,  he  h a d   beef?  a  s to rm   center.  A t   the which  th ro u g h   the  yea rs  has  r e age  of  tw enty-fiv e  he  was  convicted  of  c o n m ain ed  unsolved.  O n   a  d a r k   J u ly   night  in sp irin g   ag a in st  the  Q u e e n   of  E n g la n d   and 

] <Sf>7  the  y o u n g   t e r r i t o r y ’s  acting  g o v e r n o r sent  into  life  exile  along  with  o th e r   rebelfell  from  the  deck  of  a  riv er  s te a m e r   at  F o r t lious  I ris h m e n .  H e   h a d   then  m a d e   a  d r a 

B e nton  a n d   was  sw ept  aw ay  by  the  ta w n y , 

matic  escape  from   his  im p r iso n m e n t,  in  the 

roily,  r i s e r   kno w n   in  those  past  as  " T h e penal  colony  of  T a s m a n ia ,   a n d   found  his 

Big'  M u d d y . " 

way  to  X e w   Y o rk ,  w h ere  he  becam e  at  once 

The  d ro w n i n g   ended  a  brilliant  career. 

a   p o p u la r   lecturer.  W h e n   the  Civil  W a t  

T h o m a s   F ra n cis  M e ag h e r,  te rrito ria l  e x broke  out,  he  o rg a n iz e d   a n d   led  his  im ecutive  and  highly  c o ntrove rsial  figure,  was m o rta l  I r i s h   B rig a d e   t h r o u g h   one  battle taken  from  the  scene  at  the  prim e  of  his 

after  an o th e r ,  until  the  o rg a n iz a tio n   was life 

l i e   was  o n k   fortv-three. 

alm ost  total!v  destroyed. 

 '"They're  after  me,  J o h n n y t h e   governor  complained.  ‘‘They're  going  to  try  to  get  me—”  and 

 one  black  night  the  muddy  and  silent  Missouri 

 made his fears come  true.  .  .  .  An  unfinished  page 

 in the history of the West! 
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Cashiered  from  the  army  for  drinking 

BftelliRgealySO boxes 

too  heavily,  he  decided  to  seek  his  fortune 

•f Ghristos Cards priaM/ 

in  the  Montana  gold  camps.  Fortune  smiled 

irith sMdtr’s aara •

on  him  at  this  point,  and  to  his  surprise  he 

3 0   S A M P L E S   F R E E ! ' 

was  made  acting  governor  of  the  territory 

A lbum s  o f 80  Btylea—all  a c tu a l  ca rd s—F re e .  A lso    i big Special Box A s s o rtm e n ts  a e n to n  ap p ro v a l. De-  1 

sig n s  in clude  R elig io u s,  H u m o ro u s,  A rtis tic   an d in  the  absence  of  the  regularly  appointed 

B u sin ess.  M ake  u p   to  $1.30  p er  b o x .  O n ly   S p a r e Tim e needed.  N o  ex p erien ce  J u s t  sh o w  a n d  ta k e  o rd e rs .  Biff governor. 

s e a s o n   now .  Send  n o  m oney!  R u sh   n am e  on  p o s tc a rd   to d ay ! 

GENERAL  CARD  CO.,  1300  W.  Jackson,  0 e p t.5 5 - 0 , Chicago M U . 

Immediately  he  became  a  controversial 

figure  in  the  wild  and  remote  mining  re

S E N D  

F O R   T H I S  m

 m

 i

gion.  He  was  a  Republican  appointee,  but 

M a k e   m o n ey .  K n o w  h o w  t o  b r e a k  a n d he  cast  his  lot  with  the  Democrats,  thus 

tra in   h o rse s.  W rite   to d a y  fo r   th is   b o o t F R E E ,   to g e th e r   w ith   sp e c ia l  o ffe r  o f arousing  the  animosity  of  many  in  those 

a   c o u rse   in   A n im a l  B re e d in g .  I t   y o u a re   In te re s te d  In  G a ltln g  a n d   R id in g   t h e  s a d d le h o rse ,  c h e c k   h e ro   (  )   D o  i t   to d a y — n<w. 

parts.  Always  a  dominating,  swashbuck

B E E R Y   S C H O O L   O F   H O R S E M A N S H I P  

ling  character,  he  forged  ahead,  now  chas

D e p t.  848 

P leasant  H i ll,  O h io

tising  the  judiciary,  now  challenging  newspaper  editors  to  duels,  oblivious  of  animosities  and  hatreds  around  him. 

EAR  WAX  DROPS  fo r

f a s t   t e m p o r a r y   r e l i e f   o f  

On  July  first  he  arrived  at  Fort  Benton, 

a c c u m u la te d   w a x   c o n d itio n

to  inquire  about  a  shipment  of  rities  sup

T O O T H A C H E ? 

posed  to  have  arrived  by  boat  from  St. 

ast<  yo u r  d ru g g ist  fo r  D E N T ’S 

TOOTH GUM,TOOTH DROPSorPOULTICE

Louis.  The  arms  were  for  his  “ Montana 

H E - M A N   V O I C E ! 

Volunteers”  which  he  had  organized  to 

S TR EN G TH EN   y o u r   v o ic e   t h i s   t e s t e d .   8Ci- 

’ 

e n title   w a y .  Y es  —  y o u   m a y   n o w   b e   a b le fight  Indians,  with  himself  at  their  head  as 

t o   Im p ro v e   t h e   P O W E ll  o f  y o u r  sp eakin g: a n d   s i n n in g   v o ire   . . .   in   t h e   p riv a c y   o f 

“ general/’

y o u r  

o w n  

ro o m ! 

S e lf* tra in ln g  

le s s o n s , 

m o s tly   s i le n t .  N o  m u s ic   r e q u ir e d . 

FREE  BOOK 

The  day  was  hot  and  Meagher  felt  sick 

W r ite   TODAY  f o r E u g e n e  F o u e h tin ffc r’s  g r e a t b o o k le t  “ H ow  

to  

D e v elo p   a  

S u c c e s s fu l

V o ic e .”   J f s   a b s o lu te ly   F R E E !  You 

m u s t

and  weak  from  his  long,  arduous  ride.  He 

s t a t e   y o u r  a g e . 

N o  s a le s m a n   w ill  c a ll. 

S e n d  y o u r

n a m e   a n d   a g e  R IG H T   NOW! 

PREFEC T  VOICE  IN S T IT U T E  

was afflicted  by  the  common  "summer  com2 1 0   S .  C lin to n   S t .,   S tu d io   HY-5,  C h ic a g o   6 ,   H i. 

plaint”  and  a  friendly  storekeeper  suggested  blackberry  brandy  as  a  remedv.  It  was It   B E C O M E   A N   E X P E R T

readily  accepted. 

After  several  applicai U V I I l H ! 

tions,  the  governor  felt  better,  much  bet

E xecutive  Accountants  and  C . P .  A ’s  earn  14,000  to   $10,000 a   year. 

Thousands o f firms need them .  We  train  you  thoroly a t  home in spare ter.  In  fact,  he  felt  downright  gay. 

tim e  fo r C.  P.  A ’r  exam inations o r executive  accounting  position*. 

Previous experience u nnecessary. Personal train ing  u nder supervision o f  staff  of C .  P.  A ’s.  Placem ent  counsel  and  help.  W rite  fo r  free While  attending  to  his  ailment,  he  was 

book,  ’'A ccountancy. th e'P ro fessio n  That P ay *.” 

L A S A L L E   Extension  University,  417  So.  Dearborn  St. 

greeted  by  Johnny  Doran,  an  old  friend 

A Correspondence Institution Dept.  8334-H, Chicago 5, HI. 

who  had  just  arrived  in  town  from  down

Learn Profitable Profession 

river. 

I n   Q O   d a y s   a t   H o m e

“ They’re  after  me,  Johnny,”  the  gover

M E N   A N D  W O M E N ,   18 T O  SO.  S w ed ish   M assage g r a d u a t e s   m ak e  b i g   m o n e y   w o r k in g   fu ll  o r  s p a r e   t im e nor  complained.  “ They’re  going  to  try  to 

w ith   d o c to rs   o r   in   h o s p i ta l s ,  h e a l th   r e s o r t s ,  s a n a to - 

riu m s ,  c lu b s ,  p r i v a t e   p r a c tic e .  A  d ig n ifie d   In te r e s t i n g   c a re e r!  Q u a lify   fo r  y o u r  g ra d u a tio n get  me.  One  of them  painted  at  me  when  I 

c e rtific a te .  T h o ro u g h   i n s tr u c tio n   a t   h o m e   a s   In c l a s s   ro o m s .  W r ite   f o r   I l l u s t r a t e d   B ook—F R E E ! 

rode  into  town  and  said,  ‘There  he  goes.'  ” 

• 

The  College  of  Swedish  M a s sa g e  

D e p t.  2 95K ,   41  E.  P e a rso n ,  C hicago  11

The  “ general”  seemed  unnerved. 

S T U D Y   A T   H O M E   for  Business  Success 

Doran  quieted  him  and  promised  that  he 

and  L A R G E R   P E R S O N A L   E A R N IN G S ,   43

years  expert 

instruction— over 

114,000 

could  sleep  aboard  the   G.  A.   Thompson 

students  enrolled.  LL.B.  Degree  awarded. 

that  night.  This  offer  from  the  pilot  of  the 

A ll  text  material  furnished.  Easy  paym ent 

 w

boat  was  accepted,  and  after  tucking  the 

plan. 

Send  for  FREE  BO O K— " L a w   and 

Executive  Guidance"— N O W ! 

unsteady  governor  into  a  bunk,  Johnny 

A M E R IC A N   E X T E N S IO N   S C H O O L   O F  L A W

Doran  himself  turned  in  for  a  night’s  rest. 

Dept.  B-53.  6*6  N.  Michigan  Ave.,  Chicago  11,  Illinois 108
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M Y S T E R Y   O F   T H E   B IG   M U D D Y

Nightfall  had  hardly  settled  o v e r   the 

scene  when  a  sentry,  pacing  the  deck,  saw 

a  white-clad  figpire  n ear  the  ste rn   of  the 

vessel  and  a  m om ent  later  th e re  was  a 

groan,  and  then  a  splash. 

" M a n   o v e r b o a r d !   Man  o v e r b o a r d ! ”  T h e cry  p eu e lrate d   the  sleeping  q u a r t e r s   and half  clad  men  poured  o u t  on  deck  to  re n d e r  

assistance.  Rut  assistance  was  too  late.  T h e  

foamv  river,  c re sting  in  a  late  s p r in g   r u n off.  swirled  angrilv  and  spirited  aw a y  the t e r n l o r v ' s   han d s o m e  governor. 

T h e   rttlMUj's  b e g a n . 

O n e   m an  simply  said.  “ A n o th e r   victim 

of  w h isk e y .”  Rut  this  was  too  simple. 

A n o th e r   said,  “ T h e   vig ila n te s.”  T h e r e m ight  have  been  so m e thing  in  this  theory. 

M e a g h e r   had  p ard o n e d   a  fellow  I r i s h m a n not  long  before  and  on  his  release  the  m u r de r e r   had  th rea ten e d   the  lives  of  those  who had  im prisoned  him.  T h e   vigilantes  p ro m p t-h   hu n g   him   to  the  nea rest  tree  a n d   p in n e d a  note  to  his  dangling  body,  a d d re sse d   to 

T h e   D a r k   C o n t i n e n t s  

the  g o v e r n o r :    D o  this  again  and  y o u ’ll  m e e t o f   Y o u r   M

i n d

 the  sam e  jale.  

M e a g h e r ’s  enem ie s  were 

D  O   Y  O  U   straggle  for  balance ?  A re  you 

legion. 

forever  trying  to  m aintain   energy,  enthusiasm,  

As  late  as  I c> 13  a  p r iso n e r  in  a  small 

and  the   will  to  do ?   D o   your  personality  and county  jail  in  M o n ta n a,  suffering  from  d e pow er o f  accom plishm ent ebb and flow — like lirium  tre m e n s  had  “ c o n f e s s e d ”  th a t  he a  stream  controlled  by  som e  unseen  valve? 

had  m u r d e r e d   the  g o v e r n o r   a n d   had  been D eep w ithin you are m inute organism s.  F rom  

paid  for  it.  W h e n   he  had  so m e w h at  r e th eir  function  spring  your  em otions.  They covered,  he  denied  all. 

govern your  creative ideas and  moods—yes, even A  few  years  later,  an  aged  M o n t a n a n  

y o u r  e n jo y m e n t  o f   life.  O n c e   th e y   w ere tv I in  had  once  been  a  vigilante,  as serte d  

th o u g h t to  be  the  m ysterious  seat  o f  the  soul tha t  he  was  p resent  when  the  o rg an iz atio n  

-—and  to  be  left  unexplored.  N o w   cast  aside 

had  ‘put  the  m a r k "   on  M e ag h e r.  N o   proof superstition  and  learn  to  direct  intelligently 

these  powers  of self. 

of  this  could  be  obtained,  for  a n y   of  the  old 

m a n ’s  c o n te m p o ra rie s  who  had  been  on  the Accept  th is   "p te e   B o o k

scene  at  that  time  conveniently  forgot  all 

Let the  Rosicrucians, an  age-old  fraternity   o f  thinking  men  and w om en (n o t a religion), p o in t o u t how they  knew. 

you  may fashion  life  as  you  want  it — by making  the T h u s   the  m v ste r y   co n tin u es  a n d   h is t o r fullest use o f  these little-understood  naturalfacultiei ians  still  puzzle  over  the  str a n g e   d ea th  of 

w hich  you  possess.  T his  is  a  challenge  to   m ake  the m o st o f  your heritage as a hum an. W rite  for the Free one  of  M o n ta n a 's   m ost  spe cta cula r  a n d  

B o o k .'T h e M a ste ry o fL ife .” Address: Scribe  G .X .B . 

most  co ntroversial  officials. 

A n d   the  Rig  M u d d y ,  like  O ld   M a n  

7 < &   R O S I C R U C I A N S

River,  “ j u s t  keeps  rollin'  —   he  d o n ’t  say 

S a n   J o s e  

(A M O R C ) 

C a lif o r n ia

n u t h i n ’— he  j u s t  keeps  r o llin ’  a l o n g . ” 

109

[image: Image 281]

[image: Image 282]

[image: Image 283]

[image: Image 284]

[image: Image 285]

[image: Image 286]

[image: Image 287]

FIFTEEN  W ESTERN  TALES

 (C  o i i i i m t r d   f r o m   pa</c  ( f t )  

land  claims.  H e ’d  pull  the  devil  s  whiskers 

to  get  hisself  talked  ab out.  Blast  you,  Duke, 

you  claimed  you'd  shoot  it  out  with  Blackland  fair  and  square.  You  only  wanted  me for  a  witness.” 

K e n t ’s  answer  was  to  step  back  hastily, 

11  alm ost  passes  belief  how  m an y   m ore  fish  th e   F la tfish so  that  he  could  use  his  gun  on  either  man 

patches  l>ernuse  of  its  offset  h onking  w hich  p re v e n ts  th e fish  from   th ro w in g   th&  hook.  W hen  a  fish  s trik e s   a  F la tif  necessary.  M onroe  still  had  a  gun  in  his fish,  it’s  in  as  bad  a  fix  as  a  m an   w ho  ju m p s  off  a  skyscrap e r,  re g re ttin g   it  w hen  he  is  h a lf-w a y   dow n. 

Its  

slack  hand,  trained  on  Jim.  And  Jim   knew 

num ber  is  up-  and  t h a t ’s  fo r  s u re !  No  w o n d er  i t ’s  th e th a t  this  mom ent  was  as  good  as  any  would 

w o rld ’s  la rg e st  sellin g   p lu g !  G et  it  a t  y o u r  ta c k le   d e aler h  o r  w rite   fo r  48-page  book  w ith   fish in g   sec re ts  o f ever  be. 

fam ous  an g le rs. 

H e  jum pe d  his  horse  squarely  at  Kent. 

H ELIN  T A C K LE  CO. 

3 6 6 9   M eld ru m  

D e tr o it  7 ,  M ich . 

K ent  whirled,  and  Jim  would  have  died  un der  his  blazing  gun  had  not  M onroe  heeled his  nag  forward.  K ent's  jerky  reflex  at  the 

O I L   B U R N E R

double  danger  pulled  his  sights  to  the  right. 

 S W E E P I N G   T H E   C O U N T R Y ! 

Jim   could  feel  the  breath  of  the  bullet  as  it 

whined  past.  H e  lost  track  of  M onroe  and 

S U P S   INTO  ANY  COAL 

.RANGE,  STOVE  OR  FURNACE

brought  his  own  gun  up  as  Kent  whipped  in 

A m azin g   q u ick , 

in te n se  

h e a t.  B y  fin g e r-tip   co n behind  his  horse,  bending  from  sight  like tro l.  C heap er  th a n   co al.  No 

m ore  shoveling  coal  o r  ash es.  S E N T  

an  Indian. 

ON  TKIAl*.  Prove  it  pays  for  its e lf  quickly 

by  w h at  it  saves.  $1  b onus  fo r  testin g .  W e 'll Jim  shot  at  the  vanishing  figure,  and 

one  iii  y our  own  hom e  tor  one  m o n th .  W rite   fo r  de-NO RTH W EST  MFG.  CO.,  402-K  M ain,  M itch ell.  S .  D. 

K e n t ’s  horse  shied  around  on  its  reins.  Kent 

stood  exposed.  Two  guns  fused  their  explo

 A D V E N T U R E !   R O M A N C E ! 

sions  in  a   single  report.  Jim  had  only  a  split 

Men,  women,  all  ages.  Enjoy  livsecond  of  awareness  of  this. 

ing  aboard  fast  modern  ships. 

Visit  romantic  South  America, 

H e  had  a  sense  of  trying  to  brace  himself 

Europe,  the  Orient.  Big  money,' 

adventure,  excitement.  Experiin  the  saddle,  then  it  was  all  wiped  out  by ence  unnecessary. 

Send  JUST  ONE  DOLLAR  for 

a  darkness  deeper  than  the  n ig h t’s. 

complete  fascinating  guide  revealing  step-by-step 

procedure.  Money  back  guarantee.  Thousands  doing 

it  .  .  .  why  not  you. 

DA VENPO RT  IN T E R N A T IO N A L  

Dept.  A .   1 1 7 0   B roadw ay,  New  York  I ,   N.  Y. 

IT WAS  a strange  room, stark  and  painted 

white,  as  was  the  iron  bedstead  s u p p o r t

S T A R T   Y O U R   O W n T B U S I N E S S

ing  him.  J i m ’s  first  conscious  thought  was 

<iii 

it.  Y our  o w n 

1 5 8 «   o f  o u r  D e a le rs   so ld   SJi.OOO  to

a  wonder  as  to  where  he  was  and  how  he  had 

!pU7,.VH!  in 

I t t . l l .   W e  s u p p ly   s lo c k s ,  w n iip m e n t  o n   c r e d i t .  2 0 0  

lu>in*>  ni'cc*.' it iv f. 

S a le s   e x p e rie n c e   im n cce > sary - 

P le a s a n t, 

p ro f itgot  there.  He  lifted  weak  fingers  to  touch  a a b le   1.11*1 m -ss  i..i.-i<ed  l.y  w o rld   w id e  in d u s tr y .  W rite   R A W L E IO H 'S . 

D EPT.  M -U -P8L.  Fr«*p|>ort.  Illin o is . 

tight,  skullcap  bandage  and,  like  an  echo, 

his  ears  recalled  the  blast  of  D uke  Kent's 

R   U T   F R  E  E 

guns. 

l i l V

V



BOOK

W hen  he  got  his  fevered  eves  open  again 

\ on i  FREE  copv  or  'T h e   L aw -T rained  M an”   shows  how  to  gain the  room  had  steadied.  T h e  smell  of  mediines'iige  a n d   g reater  esu nings  th ro u g h   R lack sto n e  hom e  law   stu d y . 

AD  in stru ctio n   m ate ria l  fu rn ish ed   in clu d in g   16-volum e  Law  L ib rary cine  hung  heavily  in  the  air.  A  woman  in 

w ritten  by  fr.>  w ell-know n  law  a u th o ritie s.  Law yers,  jud g es  aijiong out  grariuateH.  LL. H.  i teg re*'.  Low  c o s t:  easy  term s.  W rite   todav. 

white  went  past  the  open  door,  and  he  knew 

BLACKSTONE  COLLEGE  OF  U W ^ & e ^ S i a i r m . 

he  was  in  the  little  hospital  Doc  W ineburn 

 A   (  o r n  s p o n d  t  tic e  I n s t i tu t io n   F o u n d e d   i n   1890

ran  in  connection  with  his  residence  in 

Wagontire.  T his  knowledge  only  made  the 

gap  between  here  and  tha t  blazing  heap  of 

scabrock  more  perplexing.  Still  giddy,  he 

yelled  after  the  vanished  nurse  to  dem and 

TRY  THIS!... 

an  explanation. 

If you  ca n   obtain  relief b y  hold in g 

ba ck   your  rupture  or  ruptures  in 

T h e   woman  came  in  smiling. 

She  was 

this  m anner  !   C A N   H E L P   Y O U ! 

portly,  gray,  the  kind  of  woman  a  m an  liked 

W rite today  for  m y valuable FREE 

inform ation  w h ich   is  baaed  on  2 3  

to  look  upon  in  a  moment  like  this.  H e r 

years  of p ra ctica l  e x p erien ce. 

voice  was  efficient  but  kindly  when  she  said, 

FR ED   B.  M IL L E R ,  Mfgr. 

‘‘So  you  finally  came  out  of  it.” 

D e p t . G , H a g e r s t o w n ,  M a r y l a n d

n o
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S A V E   M E   A   G R A V E

Imfmdteo Comfort 

And 

for You with

"H o w   long  have  I  been  h e r e ? ’’  Jim   Blackland  asked. 

RUPTUREEASER

Three  days.  You  had  a  bad  concussion. 

B ut  y o u ’re  lucky.  I ’ve  got  a  sicker  m an  to 

T rad «   M a r k  

( A   Piper  Brace  Product)

worn-  a b o u t." 

F o r  M E N ,   W O M E N   a n d   C H I L D R E N

T hough  Jim  had  a  dozen  things  to  ask, 

the  nurse  vanished  before  he  could  frame 

another  question  on  his  thick  tongue.  H e 

let  go.  resting  in  his  drowsiness.  T h e   next 

time  he  woke  up  his  head  was  completely 

Right or

clear. 

And  he  was  not  alone.  H e  had  to  look 

$ 3 9 5

Pot. fe n d . 

twice  to  make  sure  it  was  Penny  Ransom e 

seated  so  quietly  in  the  chair  a t  the  head  of 

Double  * 4 * *

his  bed.  She  was  watching  him  closely  and 

A   strong,  form   fitting  washable  support  d ewithout  a  trace  of  hostility.  She  smiled  into signed  to  give  you  relief  and  com fort.  A d his  eyes  and  this  astonished  him  more  than justable  back-lacing  and  adjustable  leg straps. 

the  fact  of  her  being  here.  I t  was  like  the 

Snaps  up  in  front.  S oft  fla t  groin  p ad — N O  

first  time  he  had  seen  her, 

STEEL  O R   LEATHER  B A N D S .  Unexcelled  fo r 

" I 'v e   spent  a  lot  of  time  here  la tely,” 

com fort,  IN V ISIBLE   U N DER  LIGH T  CLOTH

Penny  said.  '  .Monk  M onroe's  in  the  next 

IN G .  W ashable.  Also  used  as  a fter  o p e ra room.  1  came  in  to  stay  with  his  moth er  till tion  support. 

. 

the  crisis  passed.  I t  has  now.  T h e  doctor 

#   THE  M O S T   EFFECTIVE  H E R N IA   SU PPO RT .  

says  M o n k ’s  going  to  live.  And  m aybe  a 

Thousands of  people who  have  tried  old-fashioned, 

expensive  devices  turn  to  Rupture-Easer  for  new 

better  life,  for  he  was  surely  a  scared  kid. 

comfort. 

So.  with  nothing  else  to  do,  I  came  in  to  sit 

#   R U P T U R E - E A S E R   I S   S A N I T A R Y . 

with  you." 

Can  be  washed  without  harm  to  fabric— you 

never  offend  when  you  wear  Rupture-Easer

" T h a n k s ."   Jim  said. 

" H o w   did  ii  get 

#   N O   F I T T I N G   R E Q U I R E D . 

unscram ble d?" 

Just  measure  around  the  lowest  part  of  the 

"Anse  Monroe  brought  you  on  to  town, 

abdomen  and  specify  right  or  left  side  or  doubt*. 

then  went  back  to  Totem   with  the  doctor. 

Over  300,000  Grateful  Users

The  next  day  they  brought  Monk  in." 

H a r le y   D e c o te a  u,  M o n t p e lie r ,  V t,  w r ite s ;  “ T h e  

" W h ere  is  K e n t? " 

 la st  brace  y o u   sen t  m e   w a s  w o n d erfu l.  I   have been  ru p tu re d   fo r   30  yea rs.  1  am   n ow   36,  a n d  

"W here  he  belongs. 

T h e y   buried  him 

 in  30  yea rs,  I   h a ve  n e v e r   been  m o re  p le a se d ,M 

M in n ie   L a J e u n e s se ,  M in n e a p o lis ,   M in n ,  s a y s : yesterday." 

. 

.  the  R u p tu re -E a se r   is   v e r y   c o m fo rta b le and  a lm o st  a  m ira cle  as  to   th e   w a y   it  h o ld s Jim  lay  musing  for  a  long  while. 

 one  in  place,  and  am  v ery   m u ch   p le a se d   and s a tis fie d   w ith   the  b e lt." 

I  aim  to  let  through  w ater,”  he  said  then. 

F ra n k  

H. 

Le w is, 

A d r ia n , 

M i c h i g a n  

 w r ite s : 

Knough  to  help  the  colony  squeeze  through 

 " T h a n k s   to  yo u r  R u p tu re -E a se r   I   am  a b le  to c o n tin u e  m y   w o rk .” 

(he  drought.  But  on  one  condition.  T h a t  

B L E SSE D   R E L IE F   D A Y   A N D   N IG H T  —  Y o u   can this  winter  you  all  p u t  up  proper  dam s  and 

sleep  in  it—

work  in  it— bathe  in  it! 

1 0   D A Y   T R I A L   O F F E R  

trap   your  own  runoff.’’

M oney-back  guarontee  if  you  don't  get  relief. 

He  saw  her  eyes  close  and  open  only  after 

P I P E R   B R A C E   C O .,  D E P T .  P F G - 8 2  

811  Wyandotte,  Kansas  City  6,  Mo. 

a  long  moment.  She  probably   c o u ld n ’t  help 

----------------------- —  —

-------------------------------- —  —

—

—   *, 

what  had  come  into  them  and  he  hoped  she 

Piper  Brace  Company,  Dept.  P FG -82 

8 11  W y a n d o t t e ,   K a n s a s   C it y   6,  M o . 

didn't  even  try. 

P le a s e   s e n d   m y   R U P T U R E - E A S E R   b y   re tu rn   m o il. 

■'Thanks,  Jim.  In  my  heart  I  knew  I  was 

R ig h t   S i d e  

0   $ 3 . 9 5  

M e a s u r e   a r o u n d   lo w e s t   p o r t   o f  

right  the  first  time." 

Le ft  S id e  

Q   $ 3 .9 5  

m y   a b d o m e n

D o u b l e  

Q   $ 4 . 9 5  

i s ...................  I N C H E S . 

He  held  out  his  hand  and  w asn ’t  greatly 

(N o t e :   B e   s u r e   to  g i v e   S iz e   a n d   S id e   w h e n  o r d e r i n g . ) surprised  when  she  took  it.  It  was  no  h a n d 

W e   P r e p a y   P o s t a g e   e x c e p t   o n   C . O . D . 's . 

E n c lo se d  is: □   M o n e y  O rd e r  Q   C h e c k  f o r $ _________ □   S e n d C . O . D . 

shake.  Their  grips  held,  easy  and  warm  and 

with  the  sense  of  a  perm anent  tie. 

H e  d id n ’t  have  to  go  any  farth er,  not  with 

A d dre ss------------ ------------ ------------- ------------------------ - 

.------

words.  He  was  still  a  sick  man,  exhausted, 

C i t y   a n d   S t a t e ............ - ..... ...................—

___________ .... ... 

unshaven.  B ut  her  lips  came  down  to  his 

RUSH  THIS  COUPON  NOWS

and  her  eves  shut  and  th a t  settled  it. 
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DO  YOU  H A V E 

FIFTEEN  W ESTERN   TALES

PROSTATE  TROUBLE? 

 (C o n tin u ed  fro m   page  40)

General 

Weakness, 

Backache, 

Fr«« 

N ow   there  was  a   roaring  in  his  ears.  M a t t  

quency.  Burning  Urination,  Kidney 

dropped  the  rifle  a n d   reached  for  his  six-gun. 

and  Bladder  Distress. 

The  K ansas  City  Medical  P ress  has 

Before  he  could  get  it  out,  before  he  could 

ju s t  published  a  revealing  booklet 

fire  again,  there  was  a  blinding  flash  a t   the 

which  discusses  th e  PRO STA TE 

window.  T h e  shadow,  half  in  and  half  out, 

GLAND  in  language  anyone  can 

sagged  suddenly  and  dropped  to  the  ground. 

understand.  Inform ation  contained 

in  this  book  m ay  save  you  years  of 

I t   d i d n ’t  move.  Sorenson,  M a t t   guessed,  had suffering.  Give  nam e  and  address, 

found  a   gun  in  time. 

f ----------- M A I L   C O U P O N   T O D A Y -  —  —  - , H e   headed  for  a  place  where  he  could  get 

I  K.  C.  M e d ic a l  Press 

I

a t  those  firing  from  the  corner.  He  sta g

■  »cj>t.  T - l .   1440  £.  21st, 

II

■  N orth   K a n sa s   C ity, M o . 

j

gered,  half  running  to  keep  his  balance. 

I  P le a s e   s e n d   m e   b y   r e tu r n   m a ll  b o o k le ts   !  

T h e r e ’d  be  six,  he  th o u g h t  dully.  Well,  he 

|   I  h a v e   c h e c k e d   b e l o w . 

I

h a d   six  slugs  in  his  gun—

|   T h e   P r o s t a t e   G l a n d   □  

A r t h r i t i s   □   I

■  K i d n e y   a n d   B l a d d e r   Q  

R u p t u r e   □  

|

H e   stum bled  and  fell.  H e  began  the  terri

,   P l e a s e  

e n c l o s e  

1 0 c  

f o r  

e a c h  

b o o k  

■ 

I   o r d e r e d . 

*

ble  effort  of  picking  himself  up.  T h e n   he 

realized  he'd  passed  the  back  corner  of  the 

RUPTURED? house.  He  was  behind  those  firing  at  the b u n k   house. 

Get  Relief  This  Proven  W ay

His  first  shot  turned  them  around.  He 

W hy  tr y   to   w o rry   alo n g   w ith   tru s s e s   t h a t   gougs-  y o u r heard  G u n d a r   scream,  “ I'll  get  this  one! 

aeHh«—p ress  h eav ily   on  hips  and  spine— e n la rg e   o p en in g — 

K ee p   ’em  down  in  the  b u n k h o u s e ! ” 

/a il  to  hold  r u p tu r e ?   You  need  th e   C lu th e.  N o  le g -stra p s o r  c u ttin g   b elts.  A u to m a tic   a d ju sta b le   pad  holds  a t   re a l B u t  no  one  paid  him  mind.  T h ey   had 

op en in g — follow s  ev ery   body  m o v em en t  w ith   i n s ta n t  in creased  s u p p o rt  in   case  o f  s tra in .  C a n n o t  slip   w h e th e r  a t t h o u g h t  their  backs  were  covered.  T h e   k n o t w ork  o r  p la y .  L ig h t.  W ate rp ro o f.  C an  be  w orn  in   b a th . 

of  men  at  the  corner  seemed  to  melt  into 

Send  fo r  a m a z in g   F R E E   book,  “ Advice  T o  R u p tu re d ”   a n d d e ta ils  o f  liberal  tru t h f u l  60-day  tr i a l  offer  A lso  en d o rserun n in g   shapes. 

m ents  fro m   g ra te fu l  u sers  in  y o u r  neighborhood.  W rite : C L U T H R   SO N S,  D ept.  15,  Bloom field,  N ew   Jersey* 

T h e   only  figure  M a t t   recognized  was  tha t 

F L O R I D A :   S e v e r a l   5  a c r e   t r a c t s   h i g h   a n d   d r y . 

of  Jo h n   Gundar.  T h e r e   was  no  mistake.  T h e R a i s e   f r u i t s   a n d   v e g e t a b l e s ,   60  m i l e s   f r o m   S t. 

P e t e r s b u r g   a n d   C o a s t .   P i n e   F i s h i n g   a n d   s w i m long  arms,  the  hunched  shoulders. 

M a t t  

m i n g .  O n ly   $245.  $10  d o w n ,   $10  a   m o n t h .   F o r called,  “ Come  and  get  it,  G u n d a r . ” 

d e t a i l s   w r i t e   G .  B .  P o t t e r f i e l d ,   U n i o n   B l d g ., C h a r l e s t o n ,   W e s t   V a . 

He  never  knew  w heth er  G u n d a r  heard  him 

or  not  above  the  roar  of  the  shooting.  B ut 

INVENTORS

G u n d a r  came,  his  gun  spewing  lead.  M a t t  

felt  a   slug  sear  his  temple.  Anoth er  ripped 

I f   you  believe  th a t   you  have  a n   In v en tio n ,  you  sh o u ld   find  o u t  how a t   the  flesh  of  his  arm.  His  own  guri  was 

to   p ro tect  it.  W e  a re   reg iste re d   P a t e n t   A tto rn e y s.  S en d   fo r  copy  of ou r  P a te n t  B o oklet  “ H ow   to   P r o te c t  Y o u r  In v e n tio n ,”   a n d   a n   “ I n vention  R eco rd ”   form .  N o   o b lig a tio n .  T h ey   a re   youra  fo r  th e   a sk in g , firing  now  as  if  triggered  by  someone  else. 

McMORROW,  BERMAN  &  DAVIDSON

G u n d a r  had  stopped  as  the  first  slug  took 

R e g is te re d   P a t e n t   A tt o r n e y s  

him   in  the  middle.  H is  gun  arm   dropped  and 

1 5 0 -D   V i c t o r   B u i l d i n g  

W a s h in g t o n   I ,   D .  C . 

M a t t   fired  twice  more,  seeing  the  other  recoil 

New 

FUNGI-SIDE"  Kit with  each  shot.  Gundar  brought  up  his  gun Complete  Modern  Treatment  Relieves

again.  H is  last  shot  kicked  up  a   stinging 

spray  of  dirt  and  stones  in  M a t t ’s  face. 

G u n d a r  stood  there,  gun  loose  in  his  fingers.  Like  a  giant  ox,  he  swayed,  refusing  to go  down.  M a t t   tried  to  fire  once  more.  T here 

w a s n ’t  the  strength  in  his  hand  to  ear  the 

h a m m e r  back. 

T h en   G u n d a r   pitched  forw ard— dead. 

R esu lts  a re   w h a t  c o u n t  .  .  .  “ FU N G I-SII> E” s  a ctiv e   in g re d ie n ts  p e n e tra te   r ig h t  to   th e   ro o t  of  your  tro u b le   a n d M a t t   could  see  black  shadows  pouring 

reliev e  th e   m iseries  o f  A th le te s  F o o t,  C om plete  K it  consistin g   o f  “ SO O T H -A ID ”  pow der  fo r  fo o t  b a th   to   relieve from  the  b u n khouse  then.  Guns  flamed  in 

so ren ess  a n d   “ F U N G I-S ID E ”  liquid  to   d e stro y   fu n g i. 

the  darkness  as  Hourglass  men  w ent  after 

Sim ple  to  ap p ly .  C lean,  C olorless.  U sed  by  ph y sician s. 

F o rm u la   and  In g re d ie n ts   te sted   by  U .  S.  P u b lic   H e alth the  remaining  raiders. 

Service.  Send  $1.00  to d ay   fo r  com plete  k it.  M oney  re funded  if  n o t  satisfied. 

H e  lay  there,  suddenly  thinking  of  the girl. 

H  A   R  A   N 

P R O D U C T S

H e   knew  now  th ey  could  never  be  neighbors. 

Dept. PF, 797-6th Ave., New York 1, N. Y. 

T h e r e   c ouldn’t  be  th a t.  H e   w asn ’t  in  their
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THREE  M UST  DIE

class.  T h e  past  fifteen  years  prevented  that. 

 F O R

And  the  past  ten  minutes  had  more  than 

clinched  it. 

SUMMER

Hut  he (I  done  somethin;'  for  her  and  for 

the  old  man.  W ith  this  knowledge,  a  peace 

seemed  to  come  over  hint,  a  peace  h e ’d  not 

IECE WESTERN

known  in  fifteen  years. 

As  the  moonlit 

STERLING  BUCKLE  SET

ranch  yard  grew  black  in  painful  throbs,  he 

let  his  head  sink.  Then  blackness  swept  over 

him  In  a  mighty  wave,  ta king  the  pain  with 

it

When  he  opened  his  eves  again,  it  was 

against  brieht  light. 

H e  c o u ld n ’t  figure 

where  he  was.  He  thought  he  was  with  the 

trail  herd  on  the  desert. 

T h en   his  eyes 

V A L U E

focused  on  a  white ceiling.  His  hands  touched 

O N L Y

sheets  on  the  bed. 

He  tried  to  move  but  there  was  no strength 

 % B 5

t a x  

 BEAUTIFULLY \

I N C L U D E D  

 HANDMADE

in  his  body.  H e  heard  voices  and  footsteps 

and  then  Malcom  Sorenson’s  face  came  into 

ONE HAND ENGRAVED  INITIAL 

hi>  vision.  T h en   he  remembered  the  gun- 

F R E E

fighl. 

‘•Kasv  there,  son,”  Sorenson  said.  “ You 

M A I L T O D A Y - C H E C K  OR M ONEY O R D E R  TO

lost  a  heap  'of  blood.” 

 mm  P. O. BOX  4 5 4 -  •



•

•

M a tt  wanted  to  know  ab o u t  the  trail  herd, 

HHjnS  CORPUS  CHRISTI.TEX. 

about  June,  about  a  lot  of  things.  H e  tried 

 "W a tch   fo r " H A R T ’S 'A d v s ,  A lw a y s " 

to  speak,  but  his  voice  was  a  hoarse  croaking 

rasp. 

" Y o u r  heard's  all  rig h t,”  Sorenson  s u p 

C A R B U R E T O R   TOO  RICH

plied.  reading  his  thoughts.  " I ’m  running 

MAKES  MOTORIST  TOO  POOR

'em  on  my  range. 

T h e y   need  fa tt e n in ’. 

C a r   owners  who  a re   w asting  m oney,  g ettin g   poor m ileage  d u e   to   over-rioh  m ix tu re s,  will  be 

T h e y ’ll  stay  there  as  long  as  you  w a n t  ’em 

pleased  to   le a rn   how  to   s a v e   g a s o l i n e   by V A C U - M A T I N G   O V E R . R I C H   M I X T U R E S . 

there.  Reckon  there's  plenty   room  here  for 

V a c u -M atic   fits  all  c a rs,  tru ck s  a n d   tra c to rs. 

 A u to m a tic   a n d   operates  on  th e  su p erch arg e two  sp reads.” 

p rin cip le,  E asilv   in sta lle d   In  a  few  m in u tes. 

M a tt  closed  his  eyes  again.  He  slept  then 

SALESMEN  W A IT E D !  Big  Profits

F o r 

F R E E  p a rtic u la rs , how  you  ca n   in sta ll  one  on your  own  car

and  his  sleep  was  easy. 

for in tro d u c in g . 

Just  sen d  your  name  a n d   ad d re ss  on   a  p o stcard  to V A C U - M A T I C ,   7617-1906  W.   Statfl  St.,  W A U W A T O S A , W l S . 

I 

 K CLOTHES  BARGAINS! 

WHAT  A  BUY*  XurPh»s  stock  from  a  big  midwest  supply C E M n   M f i   M f t N F Y I  

*entJ  name,  complete  address, 

•  firm  makes  the si*  g ig an tic   savings  a v a ilf flw   n i v l H l I   clothing  desired  (sta le   how  m any  of able  to  you!  S tiin ly .  serviceable  work  clothes,  though  used,  havo each),  and  your  color  choice  {also  2nd  color  choice).  W e  wi l l  sh ip been  washed,  thoroughly  ste rilize d   and  reconditioned.  Kvery  g a r 

Im m ediately.  Pay  postm an,  plus  postage  when  your  order  a rr h e s . 

m ent  made  of  lonR-wearing  wash  m aterials,  strongly  sewn,  w ith Or.  enclose  cash,  check  or  money  ortk-r.  and  W e  P a y   Postage reinforced  s titc h in g   at  points  of  s tra in   When  o rd erin g   please  state Keep  10  days.  R eturn  for  full  refund  of  purchase  price  if   not m easurem ents  under  item . 

com pletely  satisfied.  O rder  TODAY  at  our  r i s k ’

Y O U N G   DISTRIBUTING  CO. 

Dept.  486

2 6 0 5   Elmhurst,  Detroit  6, Mich. 
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M A K E   E X T R A  

LEARN 

M O N E Y

 r

 m

 m

 s

AT  HOME

 ( Conliiuicd  from   page  4S) 

 t  R I C H   O P P O R T U N I T I E S   (o r  M E N   a n d   W O M E N  

tonwood  grove,  inhaling  and  exhaling  in 

with  "know-how/'  in  Plasties.  Interstate1*  new  Plastics  cour*< long,  steady  gusts,  like  a  man  who's  just  run 

1 

, 

tell* and shows  how to  make hundreds of fast selling items out

*®  rf\C 

Plastic*.  Cives  complete  training  rs  fabrication,  easting, an  im p o rta n t  race  and  won  if.  H e  was  hold lamination,  molding,  internal  carving,  etc.,  in  simple,  easy, step-by-step  language and picture*. Plastics and Fabricating ing  his  gun  and  his  left  sleeve  was  blood-w  

K its for 23 valuable  Plastic  items come with training at  no crusted.  His  sw'eat-drenched  horse  was  on 

S\ G ^  

extra cost.  STA R T A  PLASTICS BUSINESS O F  YOUR 

OWN.  No  other  industry  holds  such  promise  for  the 

three  legs,  snatching  a t  gram a  grass  and 

future.  You  can  make  big  money  manufacturing  novswitching  its  tail  a t  flies. 

elties, toys, signs, e t c . in your own home in spare or full time. Don’t  w ait' Learn NOW how Interstate’s Plastic* 

Jesse  said,  ‘‘H ello .’' 

Training qualifies you for success in the  Plastics field. 

W e   all  said,  “ Hello.” 

p l a s tic s  a n d   su p pl ie s  fu r n ish e d

FO R   2 3   V A L U A B L E   P R O JE C T S

Ben  Pearson  w anted  to  know  where  M a tt 

INTERSTATE TR AIN IN G   SERVICE

N y e   was.  Jesse  nodded  toward  the  cot

Dept.  11CH____________ Portland  13,  Oregon

tonwoods.  “ W e  can  bury  him  there,  where

I   shot  it  out  with  him.  H e  threw  down  on 

me  first.  H e  was  the  last  of  the  g a n g / ’  Jesse Love,  w e alth ,  h a p p in e ss   m a y   be  youra. 

flipped  the  cylinder  from  the  hot  frame  of 

C a rry   th e   alleged  L ucky  T a lism a n   o f  

th e   O rie n t. 

T ry   th is   am azing:  c h arm  

his  .44  and  sq uin ted  surprised]}-  a t  it.  “ L ast fo r  one  w eek.  S a tisfa c tio n   g u a ra n te e d  

or  m oney  re fu n d e d . 

Send  o n ly   $1.00 

bullet,  too.” 

today. 

I  asked,  “ W h e re ’s  P e n n y c o o k ? ” 

DEL  M O N T E

21-72  2 lit   St.,  Suite  39.  Long  Isla n d   C ity 5,  N.  Y . 

“ Gone  n orth  out  of  the  county,  clean  off 

the  prairie. 

Clean  off  the  w orld.’’ 

Jesse 

H Y P N O T I S M laughed.  “He won't  be  back.’’

Conover  was  thick-headed  enough  to  ask, 

L « a m   to  a p p ly   t h is   ir e m e n d o n *   P O W E R .  D e v e lo p   w ill*  

“ W h a t  happened,  J e s s e ? " 

p o w e r ,  » e lf - e o n fid e n c e ,  s e lf - c o n t r o l.  A N Y O N E   c a n   m a s t e r t h is   e x c it in g ,  p r o f it a b le   p r o f e s s io n   in   s h o r t   t im e   b y   t r a in in g Jesse  L a n t   looked  him  over  carefully. 

*t  h o m e ,  w ith   G U A R A N T E E D   R E SU L T S .  D O N ’T   D E L A Y   .  .   .  

“W h y ,  I   guess  I   ju st  got  plain  m a d . ” 

W r ite   to   A m e r ic a ’s   o l d e s t   H y p n o t ic   s c h o o l   f o r   f r e e   in fo r m a *  

t io n   n o w ——t o d a y ! 

I ’m  the  town  m arshal  now,  and  I  spend 

IN S T IT U T E   O F  A P P L IE D   H Y P N O L O G Y  

1 2 0   C o n t ro l  P o r k   So,,  N .  Y .  19,  D e p t.  3 8 ________

most  of  m y  time  whittling  because  th e re ’s 

High  School  Course

little  else  to  do. 

Ben  Pearson  thought  I 

ought  to  have  the  job  on  account  of  how 

at  Home

Many Finish in 2 Years

it  was  me  w'ho’d  gone  out  to  the  Jingle

Go  a s   rap id ly   a s   y o u r  tim e   a n d   a b ilities  p e rm jt.  C ourse foot  and  informed  M a t t   N y e   tha t  Miss 

lider

 tc _______   _________   .  .  -

eq u iv a le n t to  r e s id e n t Bchool  w ork — p r e p a r e s   f o r   college e n tra n c e  exam a.  S ta n d a r d  H .  S.  t e x t s  su p p lie d . D iplom a. 

D eborah  was  willing  to  sta rt  seeing  him 

Credit for  H.  S.  aobjecta  already  completed.  Single  subjects  If desired.  High  school  education  ia  T e r y   Important for advancement in business  and  industry  and  socially.  Don’t  be  handicapped  all again. 

your life.  Be  a  High  School  graduate.  Start  your  training  now. 

Free  Bulletin on  request.  No obligation. 

Ben  gets  a  kick  out  of  th a t— says  that 

i  AmerlcanSdiesI.Otpt. HC-49lDrexe!at58th,Chicago37

if  it  w a s n ’t  sle u th in ’  it  sure  was  spoofin',  and OWN a Busi ness

a  fine  favor  for  her;  even  though  Jesse  will 

never  know  a bout  it.  Ben  and  Sackett  run 

-  If  em ployed,  s t a r t   p a r t  tim e.  A le rt  d e a le rs 

 '?   c an   gross  $5  h o u rly   p ro fit  on  own  service the  Jinglefoot  together,  and  share  water 

=-  p lu s  $3  on   E A C H   servicem an.  C lean ,  revive, 

 ~  m o thproof  ru g s  &  u p h o lste ry   on  lo ca tio n .  N o rights  with  Jesse  and  Deborah  Lant.  They 

^   sh op   needed.  Services  n a tio n a lly   a d v ertised . 

own  the  old  Goodchild  place— Sarah  stayed 

*   R epeat  custo m ers. 

E a s y   to   le a rn .  Q uickly

*  esta b lish e d . 

E asy  

term s. 

S e n d  

to d a y  

fo r 

on  with  the  O pdyckes  and  let  Jesse  buy  it 

^   F R E E   booklet.  No  o b lig a tio n . 

DURACLEAN  CO.,  2 - 6 7 8   D u ra c le a n   B ld g .,  D e erfie ld ,  t i l . 

for  so  much  a  y ear— and  they're  busy  and 

 M A K E   EXTRA  MONEY

prosperous,  raising  kids  and  cows. 

T h e   other  d a y   I  rode  out  there  to  give 

E V E R Y  B U S I N E S S  E V E R Y W H E R E  

Jesse  the  deed  to  the  o the r  half  section, 

U S E S   UNION  L A B E L  B O O K  M A T C H E S

N o  ex p erien ce  needed  to  e a rn   b ig  d aily   com m issions. 

which  h e ’d  acquired  from  the  bank  w'ith 

Be a  d ire c t fa c to ry  re p re s e n ta tiv e  of th e  w o rld ’s  la rg e s t exclusive  U N IO N   L A B E L  Book M atch  m a n u fa c tu re r. 

K an sa s  City   cash  after  two  successful  trail 

P ro sp ec ts  ev e ry w h e re .  F e a tu re

drives. 

G l a m o u r   G i r l s ,   H i l l b i l l i e s , 

Y.lfUHTTH

s c e n i c s   a n d   d o z e n s   o f   o t h e r  

H e   was  rigging  a  rawhide  line  from  the 

sty le s  — Double  B o o k s—Ju m b o  

Books —n e a rly   100 color com birebuilt  dog-trot  to  a  tree,  the  kind  of  a  line n ations.  N ew ,  b ig g er  p o rtfo lio  

m akes  th is   f a s t e s t   se llin g   line 

you  use  for  family  wash  and  baby  things  and 

a  r e a l   p r o f i t   m a k e r  f o r   y o u . 

W rite  TO D A Y   fo r  full  d etails. 

such.  H e  knew  I  thought  it  was  funny,  and 

SU PER IOR  M ATCH  CO. 

he  stared  a t  me  with  icy  eyes. 

fc  D p t . S -8 S 2 , 7 5 2 8   S . G re e n w o o d   A v e . , C h ic a g o   1 9 , III, B u t  I   never  cracked  a  smile. 

W e s t   C o a s t   S a l e s m e n ,  w r it e   Box  1 0 8 7 , S a n   J o s e , C a l i f . 
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AUTO  SEAT  COVER

i t f u   a t   »   d i j y I   N o w   of  lost y o u  ca n  hawe 

* *  n W

I   ”   D U   1  •  sm art  seat  co vers  that 

w ill  protect  y o u r  uph olstery  a n d   a d d   distinction  to G r e e n   o r  G r e y  

y o u r  car  at  a m a z in g ly   lo w   cost.  These  re m ark able seat  co vers  ore  ta ilo re d   o f  m irocle  p lastic  in  rich, lustrous  colors.  N e w   sn a p -o n   action  h o ld s  them tight.  FIT S  A L L   C A R S.  C olorfast.  W ill  not  fa d e   or s h rin k. W a te rp ro o f, sta in pro o f,  g re ase p ro of.  Resists burns.  C le a n s   e a s ily   w ith   d a m p   cloth. 

G iv e   yeor  an d   m ak e   o f  car,  2-door, 4-door

CANDY  STRIPE

C O LO R F U L   P LA S T IC

298FRONT ONLY

lifelike

Z E B R A   $ « J 6 9

F R O N T   *.  R E A R

3 W  

 cccciao #tc

 WALKIE-

 7Ze*

 KTZiU i

 TALKIE

F LE X IB LE   SU N  VISOR

COMMUNICATION 

Like  looking  th ro u g h   fine  sun 

Automatic  Cor Washer  $ 3 .9 5

SYSTEM

glasses!  S to p s  g lare  w ith o u t  re-  Safety a  

•  N O   B A T T E R IE S 

$   ^

V   3

ducing  vision. No  to o ls,  n o   bolts. 

Driven*" 

A tta c h e s   to   y o u r  g a rd e n   h o se ,  c le a n s  

•  N O  P L U G - I N  

W

complete

no  screw *,  no  glue!  A dheres  p e ry o u r  c a r   lik e   n e w   in   le s s   th a n   10  m in 

Perfect  fo r  room  to  room ,  house  to 

m an en tly   tq   th e   insido  o f  yo u r 

/ \ | | | v   * 1  

u te s .  M o rio n   b ris tle   b ru s h   c a n 't  s c ra tc h , garoRe.  etc.  No  batteries,  no  tubes. 

C O M P L E T E   2 -W A Y   T E L E P H O N E   S YS w indshield.  Y ou'll  w onder  how U N I T   $ | 

m a t   o r   t a n g le .  3  ft.  lo n g   a lu m in u m T E M   works  at  am azingly  long  dls-you  e v er  dro v e  w ith o u t  it! 

h a n d le  g iv es rea c h  w ith o u t w e ig h t. L ife 

Hanrty  pocket  size.  Electronic

tim e   all  b rass 

co u p lin g s. 

2 6 0 5   E L M H U R S T ,  D E T R O IT   6,  M IC H . 

[image: Image 315]

[image: Image 316]

[image: Image 317]

SUERING G IA t

U SED  BY  U . S  

A R M E D  

FORCES 

^

CLUTCH

NOW — Whether You’re a Beginner or an  Expert Mechanic 

-Y o u   Can  “Breeze  Through"  ANY  AUTO  REPAIR  JOB!  

MOTOR'S  BRAND-NEW  AUTO  REPAIR  MANUAL  Shows 

You  HOW— W it h   2 4 0 0   P IC T U R E S   A N D   S IM P L E  

S TE P -B Y -ST EP   IN S T R U C T IO N S . 

COVERS  EVERY JOB ON EVERY CAR BUILT FROM  1935  THRU  1952

T f E S ,   i t ’s  easy  as  A -B-C  to   do 

s h o r t- c u ts   t h a t   w ill  a m a z e   y o u .  N o X   a n y   “fix-it”  jo b   on  any  car 

w o n d e r   th i s   g u id e   is  u s e d   b y   th e w h e th er  it’s  a - sim ple  c a rb u re to r 

U .  S .  A rm y   a n d   N a v y !   N o   w o n d e r 

ad ju stm en t, o r a  co m p le te  overhaul. 

h u n d r e d s   o f  th o u s a n d s   o f  m e n   c a ll J u s t   look u p  th e  jo b   in th e  index of 

i t   t h e   “ A u to   R e p a i r   M a n ’s  B ib l e ” ! 

M O T O R ’S  N ew   A U T O   R E P A I R  

 Meat of Over 170 Official Shop  Manuals

 ■Up  adjustm ent*

M A N U A L .  T u r n   to   pages  co v er

 others

ing  jo b .  Follow   th e   clear,  illu s

E n g in eers  from   ev ery   autom obile 

tr a te d  

step -b y -step  

in stru c tio n s. 

plant  in  A m erica  w orked  o u t  these 

tim e-saving  procedures  for 

.  Many  Letters  of  Praise  from  Users

P re s to —th e  jo b   is  done! 

th e ir  own  m otor  ca r  line. 

“ MOTOR'S  Manual  paid  fo r  It 

s e lf  o n   th e   firs t  2  Job s,  nnd 

N o  guessw ork!  M O 

Same.  FREE  Offer  On 

N o w   t h e   e d i t o r s   o f  

saved   m e  v a lu a b le   t im e   by 

e lim in a tin g   g u essw o rk . ” 

T O R ’S   M an u a l  tak es 

M O T O R 'S   Truck  and 

M O T O R   h av e  g ath ered  

—

W .   S C H H O P ,  O h io . 

to g e th er  th is  w ea lth   of 

n o t h i n g   f o r   g r a n t e d . 

Tractor  M an u al

Covers  EVERY 

job  on 

“ K now -H ow ”  fro m   over 

T e lls  yo u   w here to   s ta rt. 

 He  Does  Job  in  SO  Win.—Fixed  motor 

E V E R Y   p o p u la r   m ake 

170  Official  F a c to ry   Shop 

another  mechanic  had  ' orked  on  half 

W h a t  tools  to   u se.  T h e n  

g a s o l i n e   t r u c k ,  t r a c t o r  

M an u als,  “ boiled  it  dow n” 

n  day.  W ith  yonr  Manual  I  did  It. 

made  from  1!>36  thru  1051. 

i t   leads  you  easily  and 

in to   cry stal-clear  terms* in 

in  30  m inutes.” 

FRRE  7-Day  T rial.  Check 

—

C .   A U B I R R Y ,   T e n n . 

q u ick ly   th ro u g h   th e   enproper  box  In  coupon. 

o n e  

h a n d y  

i n d e x e d  

tir e   operation! 

book! 

M A IL   COUPON  NOW  FOR  7-DAY  FREE  TRIAL

Over  TWO THOUSAND Pictures' Sc Com

 Try Book  FREE  7   Days

M O T O R   B O O K   D f P T - 

*

 plete, So Simple,  You  CAN’T  Co  Wrong! 

S E N D  N O  M ON EY '. 

D e s k   9 3 J,  2 5 0   W .   5 5th   St.,  N e w   Y o r k   19,  N .  Y . 

J u s t  

m a il 

c o u p o n ! 

Rush  to   •"*»  a t   once  (ch eck  b o x  o p p o site  book  you  w a n t): N E W   R E V IS E D   1952  E d itio n  

W h en  

th e  

po stm an  

covers  ev ery th in g   you  n eed   to  

b rin g s  book,  p a y   him  

for  2  months  and  a  final  payment  of  9 5 c o n e   month  afte r  that. 

know   to   re p a ir  851  car  m odels. 

no th in g .  F irst,  m ak e 

Otherwise  I  will  return  the  book  postpaid  In  7  days.  (Foreion 780  g ia n t  pages,  2400  “T h is-Is-it  show  you  w h at  it’s 

 price,  rem it  t8   cash  ivith  order.)

H ow ”  p ic tu re s.  O v er  200  “Q uick- 

got!  U nless  y ou  ag ree  |   □   M

noTa n will  remil

 \r  3

C heck”  c h a r ts - m o r e   th a n   38,000 

th is  is  th e   g reatest 

months,  plus  85c  delivery  charges  with  final  payment.  Otherwise I  w ill  retnm   book  postpaid  in  7  days.  (Foreton  price,  rem it  0 0  

e ssen tial re p a ir specifications.  O ver 

tim e-sav er  a n d   w ork- 

 cash  w ith   order.)

sav er  y ou’ve  e v e r  seen 

2 25,000  service  and  re p a ir  facts. 

—re tu rn   book  in  

7 

P r i n t   N a m e.....................  * ......................................................................... 

In stru c tio n s  a n d   p ic tu re s  a re   so 

d ay s  a n d   p a y   n othing. 

A d d ress ................................................................... ...................................... 

clear  yo u    c a n 't  go  w rong! 

M ail 

coupon 

today! 

C ity .......................................................................... S ta te ............................ 

E v e n   a  green  b e g in n e r  m echanic 

A d d r e s s : 

M O T O R

 can  do  a  good  job  w ith   th is  g ia n t 

 B o o k   D e p t.,  D e s k   9 3  J ,  

□ Cheek box and save 35c shipping charge by enclosing WITH 

coupon  en tire  payment  of  $5.95  for  Auto  R epair  Manual  (or  S8 

fo r  Truck  and  Tractor  R epair  M anual.)  Same  7-day  retum -refund m a n u a l  b efo re  h im .  A n d   if  you’re 

 2 5 0   W e s t   5 5  t h   S t .,  

privilege applies. 

_________________________________________

a   to p -n o tch   m echanic,  yo u ’ll  find

 N e w   Y o r k   1 9 ,  N .   Y . 
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