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the one used by Miguel. A thin streak
of light showed under the ill-fitting
door; the clink of glasses sounded.

Dave Lomax had not learned any-
thing about the missing steers, but he
had gleaned news he thought well worth
while. He halted outside the door, his
face sternly set. Miguel did not drink
while he was serving his customers; he
reserved his potations—also his best
liquor—for a nightcap with José, his
brother-in-law. Senora Miguel was
dead.

IGUEL had his glass lifted when

he saw his door open and the fig-

ure of Lomax glide into the room. His

jaw dropped in astonishment and con-

sternation. The latter deepened when

the “drunken gringo” addressed him in
excellent Spanish.

“Both of you, gentlemen, raise your
hands. So.” Lomax removed two
knives and a small automatic, the last
from Miguel. “Now you may sit down
again while we have our talk. Do not
fear my guns so long as you talk and
tell me the truth, gentlemen. First, how
much did you steal from me tonight,
Miguel, when you two packed me up-
stairs?” He fingered the roll he had
taken from Miguel’s sash.

“Forty-eight dollars.”

“That sheuld be about right. Now
then, I was on the roof when you talked
about the starting of this cantina and
the protection you have from .Senor
Bartley. That interests me. Miguel,
get me a pen and ink. José, you write
down what Miguel is going to tell you.
Be nice, boys, both of you. It is well.”

Lomax returned to his room later
only for his boots and other belongings.
It was nearing dawn when he rode
Rusty away and out of the town. He
cantered toward the foothills while the
east grew gray, and then as the sun
leaped up, loped back to town, charging
his lungs with the fresh, sweet air.

“We're shut of that cantina, Rusty,”
he said. “Me, I'm going to git me a
bath and a white man’s breakfast down
to the hotel. You git the best there is
in Loredo to take the taste of Mexican
stuff out of your mouth. I'm off frijoles
for life. My insides are plumb per-
forated. You and me for the out-of-
doors for a bit, Rusty. We'll live in
the open till we get aired.”

He was eating ham and eggs when
Mills found him. -

“Been huntin’ you fo’ an hour,” said
the foreman. “They cut out five steers
las’ night, Tyne saw ’em feedin’ in a
pocket yest-ay afternoon. Now they’re
gone. An’ the Old Man’s gone ravin’
loco. Wants you should quit galootin’
an’ come out to the ranch right away.”

“I’'m with you. I was comin’ out to-
day, anyhow.”

“Learn anything here in town?”

“Learned a heap, but not what I was
looking for. Had your grub, Mills?
Then come on.”

The rider, Tyne, showed Lomax
where he had seen the steers grazing the
afternoon before. He described their
markings. Dave listened and rolled a
cigarette, seated on a rock, Rusty

grazing.

“What you aimin’ to do?” asked
Tyne.

“Think.” Tyne looked at Lomax,

who appeared to have withdrawn within
himself and to be totally unconscious
that the rider remained close by. Lo-
max smoked on and out, rolled another,
and another.

“Old Man said I was to stay if you
need me,” Tyne ventured.

“You might let me look at your
horse’s feet.”

Tyne looked on, amazed, while Lo-
max made his inspection.

“That all?”

“Yep. See you later on, Tyne.
Adios.”

When the rider had gone Dave Lo-
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said Bartley, facing Lomax across the
desk in the office of the Broken K.
“You’ve delivered the steers, but I'm
not satisfied with what you said about
the rustler.”

“I told you he was dead. And buried.
He won’t trouble you any more.”

“What did you bury him for?”

“A human body’s worth better burial
than the belly of a mountain lion or a
puma, ain’t it?”

“Where’s he buried?”

“In my own private graveyard, Bart-
ley. The ghost is laid. Don’t you go
stirring it up. You got back your steers.
If that rustler ever bothers you again I
give you full and free leave to hang me
to the first tree. I don’t lie, Bartley,
and I plumb hate to have anyone sug-
gest I do. Makes me sore.”

They measured eyes across the desk.
Finally Bartley nodded.

“I’'m taking your word for it then.
I'll make you out a check.”

Dave Lomax stopped him as hlS pen
touched the paper.

“How much you figger them steers
worth?”

“Worth? Why, about five thousand
dollars, the way the market is now.”

“Then Larkin’s steers, that died that
time you took the wells, should be about
the same figger? Suppose you make out
a check to Larkin for five thousand dol-
lars. That’ll square me.”

“What are you driving at, Lomax?”
demanded Bartley.

“T'll tell you,” said Lomax, com-
posedly seating himself on the corner of
the desk. “Coming down to Loredo I
stayed with Larkin. Your name came
up. Larkin said considerable about you.
Said you were a robber and said some-

thing about false witness.

“I HIRED out to you to get back
~ them steers an’ break up the rus-
tlers. I've done just that. Outside of
that, I happened to pick up a few things
down in Miguel’s cantina. They didn’t
know I sabe Espanola. To tie it short,
I find out that Miguel and José wit-
nesses for you in the Larkin matter and
does some fancy lying at that. They
got the wells for you.”

“It’s a lie.” )

“No, it ain’t. I persuaded ’em to put
it all down in black and white. They’ll
go into court if they have to. I per-
suaded ’em it would be healthy for ’em
to do that little thing.

“But shucks, why raise a fuss! Lar-
kin’s through ranching. His daughter
don’t like the place. She’s going else-
where. Larkin’s going with her. You
keep your wells. You keep my bonus.
And you make out your check for five
thomsand, and I’ll trade you this con-
fession of Miguel and José. How about
it?”

Bartley was a man of quick decisions.
He wrote the check and they traded
paper.

“What makes you so all-fired stuck
on fixing up Larkin?” Bartley asked as
Lomax folded up the check.

“It ain’t Bartley so much. You see,
I’'m going to marry Doris Ann.”

He went out to the mare while Bart-
ley watched him with the glint in his
flinty eyes not entirely that of anger.

“That’s what I'm going to do, Rusty,”
Dave Lomax confided to the mare as
they galloped toward the foothills. “She
don’t know it yet—for sure—but she
sure suspects it.” The End
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Stampede of the Laramie

OUG downed his drink, then
D motioned to Zach Teale and
Zeb Baxter seated at a corner
table, talking to the stranger who had
come in on the Limited. “If I ain’t
mistaken,” he said quietly, “that gray-
haired stocky feller over there is Bruce
Malcolm from Laramie country. He
visited the ranch once when I was a
younker . . . friend of Zach’s. . . .”
“Yeah, that’s who it is,” Ananias
Jones put in, as
the Lazy-B and
Triple-Box-3
punchers
directed
glances to-
ward the

-

//

three men. “I remember him now.
Malcolm’s got a pretty fair spread in
the Laramie Basin. Runs the Rock-
ing-M brand, as I recollect.”

Doug nodded. “That’s it. I ain’t
got the least idea what brought Mal-
colm here, but I'm bettin’ that he didn’t
come to Los Tayos just to say “hello.”
They’s trouble of some kind on the
prod. I can tell it just by lookin’ at
Zach’s face. Neither him nor Baxter
has touched their drink yet. It
ain’t natural, nohow!”

The other men pricked up
their ears. “Now, I know we
ain’t goin’ to work right to

oncet,” Rusty Simms
laughed cheerfully. “Doug,
you can smell trouble
quicker’n a cow scents
acreek. I'mhopin’ I'm
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STAMPEDE OF THE LARAMIE GUN WOLVES 1

Doug,” put. in Ananias.

Y now the saloon was crowded with

people. Among the punchers Doug

had helping him was Bruce Malcolm.
Now he stepped forward.

“It looks to me, Doug,” Malcolm
said, “like you’ve sure put an end to
the Masked Riders. I'd like to know
how you done it. Who’s the leader?”

“You'll find him dead under that ta-
ble there,” Doug answered.

Malcolm approached the corpse gin-
gerly; stooped and removed the mask.
The dead leader was Dell Turner!

Malcolm got to his feet, faced Doug.
“Why—why—that’s Dell Turner—
They must be some mistake—"

“Nope, they ain’t no mistake,” Doug
answered soberly. “It’s just another
case of a good man gone wrong. He
mighta been a good friend of yours
once, but his craze for money over-
shadowed that.”

Malcolm took another look at Tur-
ner’s body, then heaved a sigh of re-
gret. “If you say so, I reckon you’re
right. How’d you find out?”

“It was this way,” Doug commenced.
“You had an idea we was just ridin’
around aimless the last coupla weeks,
but every one of us has been busier
than a one-armed man brandin’ in fly
time. Skelly was left at your place to
see if anything turned up. The rest of
us scattered. Every ranch in the neigh-
borhood has been watched close by one
of us.”

Doug laughed shortly. “I got so I
was a reg’lar detective, snoopin’ around
bunkhouses an’ such. I was pretty
busy, too, gettin’ together a crew of
boys I could trust. ) knew us fellers
from the Triple-Box-3 couldn’t handle
the situation without help. It was
largely hunch made me suspect Dell
Turner. When you ’n’ Turner talked
about havin’ me come to Laramie, he

saw you was plumb sot on gettin’ out-
side help. So’s you wouldn’t get sus-
picious, he agreed to the idea, figgerin’
it’d be plumb easy to watch me. The
Masked Riders was to lay low until I
give the job up as a failure and left
Laramie. I knew you wouldn’t do any
talkin’, Mr. Malcolm, so when Hatcher,
and that feller I killed on the freight,
come to Los Tayos, I figured it musta
been Turner that spilled the beans.”

Doug paused 2 moment to roll and
light a cigarette, then continpued.
“When we first went to the Rocking-M,
Skelly recognized Spur Rowley. Row-
ley bas been wanted over in Texas for
bank robbery for the last ten years. It
was pro’bly him that told Turner how
to blow a vault. Rowley didn’t recog-
nize Skelly, as they was never close
acquaintances. I figured that Rowley
was one of the Masked Riders, but on
the other hand, thinkin’ he might be
goin’ straight now, I didn’t say anythin’
to you.”

“Spur Rowley a crook?” Malcolm
gasped. “I’d never believed it. He was
a right good foreman.”

“Rowley sure returned to his old
ways, then,” Doug replied. ‘“Three
times within the last two weeks, Row-
ley has made a trip to the Pitchfork te
see Turner, after the rest of your boys
was asleep. Skelly followed him each
time, an’ then got back to the Rock-
ing-M before Rowley did. That give
me a hint that mebbe Turner wasn’t
as straight as he pretended. I got to-
gether a bunch of boys an’ we raided
Turner. The idea of us wearin’ ban-
dannas was to give Turner somethin’
to think about.”

“It worried him all right,” Malcolm
broke in. “He was pretty well broke
up when he told me about your raid.
Said he’d lost some valuable papers.”

“That was the object of my raid,”
Doug stated. “I figured that if Turner
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was the head of the band, he’d have
some notes, or somethin’, showin’ who
belonged an’ how much was paid each
man. I got what I wanted, too. It was
all jotted down in a note-book which
I'll turn over to you to use as evidence
against the prisoners we took. Nearly
all the gang that hung out here at the
Dance and Chance was in Turner’s pay,
although they all were not actual mem-
bers of the band. Turner, himself,
never come here much; he used
Hatcher as his go-between.”

“Who killed Rowley?” Malcolm
asked. -

“I’LL get to that in a minute,” Doug
answered. ‘“The night we made the
raid on Turner, Rowley paid the Pitch-
fork a visit. Rusty an’ me run into
Spur on his way home. I figured to
capture him, but he started to roll lead
from his .45 gun. Bein’ kinda slow, he
was beat to the draw by Rusty; got
plugged in the chest twice. Before he
died, I showed  Rowley his name in
Turner’s note-book, an’ him thinkin’
the game was up, told us a heap of
things about the Masked Riders that
we didn’t know. It was him warned
us of this bank-robbery that Turner
planned.” :
“It's all clear now,” Malcolm re-
plied. “The Masked Riders is through
for keeps. Everythin’ Zach said about
you bein’ the man for the job, is true.”
“Shucks!” Zach Teale growled.
“Don’t be givin’ the boy a lot of credit
he don’t desarve, Bruce. Anyway, it
was just luck—” ,
“No, it wa'n’t luck,” Malcolm de-
nied. “It was headwork an’ a fightin’
spirit that handled this job. If you’ll
let us know how much we owe you be-
sides thanks—"
His voice was lost in a chorus of
protestations from the Triple-Box-3
men.. “. .. yuh see,” Doug was ex-

plaining, “we was all glad to help you
—just for the fun of the thing. It got
us outta a heap of work on round-up,
too. Nope, we ain’t takin’ any money
from you, Mr. Malcolm. That goes, as
far as my bunch is concerned. As to
the help we got from your local punch- .
ers, that’s up to you an’ them.”

He paused suddenly and his brow
wrinkled; then he continued gravely.

-“I tell you, you might give this wind-

broken, cow-hocked, sheep-stealin’ Zach
Teale a couple ’dobe dollars for his work.,
It’s all his part was worth. . . .”

Further words were lost in the roar
of laughter that followed. Finally Mal-
colm was able to make himself heard
again. “Mebbe I can do somethin’ for
one of you, anyway,” he announced.
“I’m goin’ to need a new foreman . . .”
He turned suddenly to Trigger Skelly.
“Skelly, the job’s yours, if you’ll take
it.”

“There ye go, Bruce,” Old Zach
crabbed, “stealin’ one of my best men.
I'd rather ye took Doug. He ain’t no
more use t’ home than a heun’ dawg
with the rheumatiz.”

Skelly looked at Malcolm, then at
Teale. “I sure hate to leave the Triple-
Box-3. ...

“Thunderation! Boy! I was on’y
kiddin’ ye.” Teale said kindly. “Go
ahead an’ take the job. It’s a step up.”

“I reckon I will, then, Mr. Malcolm,”
Skelly stated, his cheeks flushing.
“They’s somethin’ about your Rock-
ing-M ranch that I like a heap—”

“Yeah, I know,” Malcolm cut in
dryly, eyes twinkling. “My girl Betty
told me. I reckon I’ll be gettin’ a son-
in-law as well as a foreman.”

“Skelly,” Doug observed whimsi-
cally, as he grasped the cowboy’s hand
in a grip of steel, “it seems like I recol-
lect sayin’ when we left Los Taylos,
that all of us might not come back!”

The End
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ously, the .45 cleared leather.

Joe Cork was on his feet now, shout-
ing. “Your right, Crossdraw! For
God’s sake, use your right!” Then
Dobson’s gun barked again and Tag-
gart’s shirt sleeve ripped. Another slug
chopped the lawman’s side.

A tight grin played on Crossdraw’s
mouth. Tantalizingly, his left arm con-
tinued its upward swing. Like the un-
checkable wheel of time rolling down
the ages. Bruze Dobson stared at the
arm, sweating. He fired again and the
slug went wild.

The gun in Crossdraw’s left hand
bucked.

E two men hit the floor simultane-
ously. Bruze Dobson was dead be-
fore he struck. Blood gushed from a
hole in his forehead. Nearby, Cross-
draw Taggart lay in a heap. Joe Cork
reached him a second later.

The deputy raised Taggart gently in
his arms. Due to Dobson’s being un-
nerved by the lawman’s surprise gun-
play, Crossdraw had not been slugged
vitally, though his chest and shoulder
ran crimson. Joe wiped away some of
the blood.

“You dang fool,” he groaned.

Taggart’s eyes were open, staring at
Joe peculiarly. “Guess I'm too tough
to croak,” the sheriff grinned. “Gimme
the makin’s, will yuh?”

Joe fumbled out a nervous cigarette.
His hand shook so it bobbed the glow-
ing matchhead against Taggart’s right
hand. Joe froze, horrified

Taggart jerked not the slightest from
the sudden heat! And from the scorch-
ing hand came the odor of burnt wood.

Crossdraw looked down at the hand.
He wiped off the black smudge.

“Artificial,” he explained quietly.
“They had to amputate the mitt in the
Doverville Hospital. Blood poisonin’
from that slug Dobson give me from
ambush. As it is, I can’t stand the

wooden mitt on over an hour. I been
wearin’ the glove so gents wouldn’t get
wise before I was ready. I needed time
to work up that new draw of mine.
And Joe,” Taggart’s grin was broad,
“my left wing’s gettin’ better every day.
The doc said if I kept usin’ it, it would
loosen up complete. It'll take time,
but I figure with you to help, I can hold
down my job here in Sawbuck.”

Joe Cork squeezed the other’s arm.
No man living had more guts than
Crossdraw Taggart. With ome hand
missing and the other half-useless, the
lawman had faced Bruze Dobson over
six-gun muzzles and had won. Help
Crossdraw keep his job in Sawbuck
Corners? Joe Cork would stick with
him till the cows came home.

POWDERSMOKE SHOWDOWN
(Continned from page 67)

here like this. I—Hardwinter, I hated

to kill him. Damn it, I always liked

the man!”

“Shows what a woman can do to
men,” Hardwinter sald.

“It sure dees. Take Sam’s case: He
started changing the minute he met The
Widow; put talcum on his face when
he shaved, and started dressing up.
Sam, dressing up!”

He clucked his tongue and shook his
head and started removing the white-
toed, white-heeled red woolen socks
Sam Hala had worn.

“Hey, Bick,” protested Hardwinter.
“You ain’t supposed to take his socks
off too.”

“Oh, yes, I am,” Bick Deems contra-
dicted. “You see, Hardwinter, dress-
ing up to go a-courting made a thief of
poor old Sam. When he moved out of
the cabin we shared, he took my Sun-
day socks with him. And then he had
the gall to tell me if I wanted them
back, I’d have to come and get ’em and
take them off of him!”
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