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by BLISS LOMAX 

Rainbow Ripley and his pint-size partner, Grumpy 

Gibbs, thought they had retired to Judge Carver's big 
Bar 7 Ranch to relax, but actually they had become in
volved in as haffiing and sinister a mystery as ever con• 
frontecl them. 

What Rainbow and Grumpy had to deal with now was 
not rustlers or team robbers but only the love of a' 

penniless hoy for a wiM horse. 

Yet that love was to breed cruelty and vengeance and ; 
murder. Suspicion was to touch an innocent man and 
bring heartbreak to the girl he loved. 

Here are Rainbow and Grumpy at their topnotch best, 
in the most exciting and human a<lventure of their 
career. 
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1 

"You'vE GOT TIME TO SPARE," Zack Trilling, the Bar 7 foreman, said, 
glancing at his watch as he sat at breakfast with Rainbow and Grumpy. 
''Hallet will get you into town thirty-to forty minutes before your train 
is due. Chances a re Number 3 will be late; she usually is." 

"We've got to stop at the bank for some money," Grumpy declared. 
"We better be movin'." 

He pushed back his chair and started to get up. 
"Keep your rompers on a minute;" Rainbow told him. "I've got to 

have another cup of coffee. You've been straining at the bit ever since 
I wired Conroy we'd take the case." 

"I want to git .it over with," his pint-size partner returned, with his 
usual crustiness. "It don't sound important to me. It's jest goin' to 
bust up our plans for a long lazy summer, here on the ranch; that's 
about all." 

Trilling smiled at their bickering. It struck a very familiar note in 
his ears, -and he was reminded once again that the success they had 
achieved in their profession had changed them very little. Rainbow 
Ripley and Grumpy Gibbs were famous today. Though they still re
ferred to themselves simply as range or stock detectives, they had 
long since outgrown the limitations of that phase of detective work and 
won renown in a dozen Western states in the general field of criminal 
investigation. 

But Zack, who had grown old as the efficient foreman of Judge 
Carver's Bar 7 outfit, liked best to remember them as they were when 
they were riding for th! brand: Rainbow, a tall, soft-spoken young 
man, and Grumpy, a doughty, hard-headed fighting bantam, already 
turned fifty, even in those days. 

"How long do you boys expect to be gone" he asked, as Rip filled 
his cup. 

The tall man �hrugged. 
"I don't know, Zack; maybe Grump is right about it and it won't 

amount to anything. We've worked for the Conroy and McCann 
Construction Company before. They were building that big Fox Lake 
power dam at the time, and someone seemed to be interested in slow
in� up the work. We handled that easily. This seems to be about the 
same proposition." 
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·'Railroad this trip," Grumpy put in. "Rocky Mountain Short Line 
job. 'Branch line up to Eureka. They can't git the men to stay with 

the work, labor tum-over every few days. It's slowin' things down, 
of course." 

"Nothing very startling about that," said Zack. "You boys ought 
to be able to get to the bottom of it without putting· any strain on 
your talents." 

"That's my idea," the little man grumbled. "We'll be lucky to git 
a week's work out of it." He scowled at Rip. "Is it goin' to take you 
all mornin' to finish that coffee?" 

The crew had finished breakfast and most of the men were waiting 
to see the partners off. 

"Here come your passengers," Snuffy Willis called to Hallett as Rip 
and the little one stepped out with Zack. "Don't make a mistake and 
deliver them dudes to the wrong address. The way they're rigged out 
yuh might think they was a couple of bank presidents if yuh didn't 
know 'em." 

"Shucks, a fella couldn't go wrong that-a-way, once the little runt 
opened his mouth," old Arizona, the dean of the Bar 7 riders, cackled. 

Rainbow joined in the laughter; he knew he and Grumpy had no 
better friends anywhere. The little one came back with a bristling 
retort, 'however. 

"A brayin' jackass always sounds loudest in the mornin'. Thi� suit 
I'm wearin' :s new, but if you had half the polish I've got on the seat 
of these pants, you might have walked off with that cross-eyed woman 

in the railroad eatin' house." 
The cross-eyed woman was a tender point with Ariwna, and the 

laugh was turned on him at once. 
"Git out of them overalls once in a while and educate yorself a little, 

Arizona," Grumpy called back with a chuckle as Howie set the team in 
motion. "Nice bunch of boys," he remarked to Rip and Hc,wie. "I 

always hate to leave 'em." 
Rainbow nodded. They had been coming back to the Bar 7 between 

cases for many years and had come to consider it home. Proof that the 
ties that bound them to this Black Forks country were to endure was 
to he found in the fact that for a long time they had been acquiring 
range north of the ranch and stocking it with cattle: which Bar 7 
worked under an arrangement they had made with the judge. 

"I wish I was goin' down to Denver with you fellas," Howie re-
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marked, as he touched up the team. "If I had your money, I wouldn't 
be spendin' my �pare time in the wilds of Wyomin'." 

"What's the matter wi th Wyomin'?" Grumpy inquired. 
"Nu thin' particular. But I ain't been no further away from the 

ranch than Green River in two years; and that don't get a man no
wheres. They used to have a good rodeo over there, but we're puttin' 
on a better show right here in Black Forks of late." 

A smile flowed into Rainbow's gray eyes. 
"When you've been around a lot, you begin to realize there's con

siderable about Black Forks that'll stand up with the best you can 
find anywhere." He jerked his head in the direction of a distant ranch
house. "I've noticed that it isn't only fast horses that old Pike Ken

drick raises." 
Howie grinned 
"If you mean Resa Kendrick, you're sayin' somethin'. &it Stark 

Tremaine's got her all fenced in; no one else has got a chance with 
her. And no hard feelin's about it," he added generously. "Stark's 
a nice guy." 

"He's all of that," Rainbow agreed. "Grump and I are going to need 
a foreman one of these days; we can' t impose on the judge forever. 
If he won't let w; have a Bar 7 man for the job, I hope we'll be lucky 

enough to get Stark." 
Hallett shook nis head. 
"Not much chance of that," he declared. "Harley Purcell will never 

let him get away from Double Diamond. When old Norcross finally 
has to call it a ciay, Stark will step into bis shoes. He's just as good 
as ratnroddin' that big spread right now .... Hi, you Bess, Baldy!" 

he shouted at tht! team. "Shake your legs! We got a train to catch!" 
They were in town with time to spare. After a brief stop at the 

bank, Howie drove.them to the station. Rip went in for the tickets. 
When he came out, he found Grumpy and Hallett s tanding up in the 
buckboard, their at tention focused on a cloud of dust that was moving 
clown the flats to the eas t of town. 

"W're going to have some time to kill," said Rainbow. "Number 3 
is running forty minutes late at Granger .... What's all the excite
ment?" 

"Reckon it's Mustang Smith and his bunch bringin' in some broom
tails," Hallett answered. "I know they been ou t on the desert for a 
month or so .... Yep, that's what it is! Got a snag of 'em this time." 

The bands of wild horses that roamed the far reaches of the Red 



6 T H B  P HA N T OM CORRA L 

Desert had been so thinned out during the past few years that sight of 
the big caballada ·being driven into the railroad shipping pens was 
something of a novelty in Black Forks. 

Mustang Smith's outfit had been luckier than usual this trip and 
they had almost two hundred head in the bunch they were hazing 
across the flats this morning. 

The horses seemed to realize that this was their last run, and they 
were making it a wild one. Eyes gleaming, wild as eagles, they whirled 
repeatedly and tried to break back to open country. Always, Mustang 
Smith and his men were ahead of them and turned them in time. But 
sight of town and the railroad that was soon to carry them off to Salt 
Lake City, to be ground up into chicken feed, filled the wild things 
with a last, desperate resolve to break free. With manes flattened and 
tails flying in the wind, they dashed down the bottom lands along 
Black Forks Creek, whipped its placid waters to spray in crossing, 
and flashed out toward the road north. 

This maneuver had been tried before, and Smith and his men were 
ready for it. A ranch fence ran at right angles to the road. All the 
mustangers had to do was to close the open gap to the east. 

"By grab, they'd have made it but for Sam Pedroli's fence ! "  Grumpy 
exclaimed disappointedly. "I was kinda pullin' for 'em. They know 
they're licked now. Comin' in without any fight left in 'em." 

The shrill cries of the mustangers and the screaming of the fright
ened horses bad not gone unnoticed in town. Young and old headed 
for the shipping pens for a look at  the broomtails. 

But they were not the only ones whose interest had been captured 
by sight of the wild ones. Up the creek a few hundred yards from 
the town bridge that crossed the stream at the U. P. station, was a 
cabin, made of discarded railroad ties, the shack was half hidden in 
the willows that grew tall and green along the stream. Standing in 
the doorway, anger and resentment whipping through his under-nour
ished body, Johnnie Smiley had been watching the horse herd almost 
from the moment it had appeared on the flats. 

Johnnie was a boy of fifteen, spindly shanked and with a crop of 
yellow hair that always needed cutting. He had a pair of blue . eyes 
to go with his yellow hair, and a fine, sensitive face that was stamped 
already with the hard knocks of life. 

Things had never been easy for Johnnie. His faded overalls and 
butternut shirt were shabby with Jong wear and well patched, but 
they were clean, and he was scrupulously clean himself. 
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"Th ey'r e  gitt in' 'em in io th e pens," he said o ver his shou lder to his 
father , who sat i n  th e d ark ened room, weav in g a willo w basket. T he 
boy's ton e was bitt er. "Th ey wasn 't h ar min '  no on e, o i>t on th e .desert. 
Gi ttin ' so m en will do an yth in '  to mak e  a do llar." 

B ein g onl y a ki d -in fa ct h e  was oft en call ed th e Kid , and when 
th at was not defini te en ou gh , th e Bla ck Fo rks Kid - Jo hnn ie kn ew 
a bout tho se  bi g beef h erds wh ich on ce had come bawl in g do wn from 
the north in the flus h days, when T exas cattle wer e being fatt en ed 
in W yomin g and r an ge was free, on ly fro m h ear say. H is o wn m emor y 

r an ·  ba ck on ly to l ean p ick in gs for h is father and h imself , to mor e  and 
mor e  bar bed wir e and f ewer and f ewer jo bs. Wh at th e end was to be, 

h e  d idn't kno w. But s ight o f  th es e  luckl ess broomta ils go in g  to t heir 
ignominous end came close to givin g him th e ans wer. H e  kn ew Mus 

tan g  P ete Sm ith, B ill Am bers and th e rest o f  that ou tfit. In their wa y, 
they were al l ri ght; they were on ly t ryin g  to m ak e  a livin g, and h e  
tr ied not to ho ld it a gainst th em. But h e  was ask in g  to o mu ch o f  
hims elf ; h e  was too fond o f  hors es for th at, and t he fate that a wa ited 
th ese bro omtails arou sed h is p ity. It bit d eep into h im becaus e in hi s 
su bcons cious mind b e  saw a p arall el between th em and h imself ;  b e  
kn ew wh at it m eant to be push ed arou nd, not want ed. 

H e  turn ed away from th e d oor ,  h is youn g f ace so ber with h is · thin k
in g. From a tin can that sto od on a sh elf in ba ck of the stov e, h e  t ook 
fift een cents , p aus in g  for a mom ent to est imat e ho w mu ch mon ey r e
main ed in th e can . H e  shoo k h is h ead o ver it , for h e  was th e r ea l  
br ead -winn er o f  t he famil y and had to r egard hims elf as a man. 

"Wh en the po nies ar e gon e th er e won 't be mu ch o f  an ythin' wild 
l eft in t his countr y," he mu t ter ed gr iml y. "Reckon th at's th e w ay 
some fo lk s want it. T he way th in gs ar e go in ', they mi ght as ·well d ivid e 
everythin ' betwern a few big outfits and be don e with it." 

"No u se takin · on th at-a-way, son ," Mr. Smil ey ans wer ed without 
lookin g u p  from his wea vin g. H e  h ad the ba sket a lmost fin ish ed. He 

h eld it u p  and tu rned it around in h is hands. "Th is is a extr y s p ecially 
n ice on e, Jo hnn ie. It ou ght to br in g a dol la r, at l east." 

H e  was a mil d-temp ered l ittle m an with the inno cent un wrink led 
face o f  a ch ild, and s lo wly go in g bl ind with catara cts. Th e to p of h is 

h ead was bald a r,d h ad tak en on a _fin e pol ish. A roun � h is ears ,  l ittle 
tuft s stood out l ike bal ls o f  cotton. In happier da ys ,  Wash Smiley 
ha <l been Bl ack Fo rks' l ead ing s addl e-ma ker. 

"W ild boss es a in' t wu th nu th in' ," he o bserved without int er est. 
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"They're all runty with inbreedin', and hoofs so soft from drinkin' 
alkali water that you can't git a shoe to stay on 'em." 

"Mebbe they ain't worth nothin', Pappy," the Kid admitted re
luctantly, "but it ain't right to grind 'em up into chicken feed." 

Mr. Smiley nodded. "Seems a shame," he agreed. "Used to be 
lots of wild bosses around when I fust come t� Black Forks. Onct 
in a while you could trap a good one. Made a fair to middlin' cow 
pony. That was before yore time, Johnnie." 

The boy clamped on his battered hat. 
"Purty bright out," he said: "You stay inside today and keep out 

of the light, Pappy. Yore eyes botherin' you much this mornin'?" 
" 'Bout as usual." 
"You need an operation," the Kid .said soberly. "I hope I can git 

you down to Salt Lake City this winter." 
"Whar you goin' now" his father inquired. "I need tobacco." 
"I know ; I got the fifteen cents. Reckon I'll drop over to the 

shippin' pens before I come back. I want to have a look at the horses." 
He struck off cf own the path along the creek and climbed to the road 

at the bridge. His · long, free-swinging stride carried him into . town 
quickly. His lean, narrow-hipped figure was a familiar one in Black 
Forks. Buck Rainsford, the sheriff, gave him a friendly greeting as 
he passed. 

"Mawnin', Kid," Buck drawled. "I figured you'd be down to the 
railroad by now, lookin' over that wild bunch." 

"Goin' down directly, Buck," the Kid answered. "Had to git some 
tobacco for Pappy." He started on again, only to turn back after 
taking a step or two. "By the way, Buck, you ain't heard of no one 
lookin' for a man, have you?" 

The sheriff found no reason to smile. 
"No," he said. "Things are awful quiet. But somethin' will be 

turnin' up; there's others waitin' and hopin' too." He jerked his head 
to indicate the three cowpunchers roosting on the wooden steps in front 
of the Mint Saloon. "Cowboys without horses," he muttered more to 
himself than to the boy. "Too bad ! . . .  Well, fall's comin' and things 
will pick up about rodeo time. I'll let you know if I hear of anything, 
Kid." 

Rainsford was on his way to the courthouse. He crossed the street, 
his grizzled face a little rockier than usual, for under his walrus hide, 
he was a kindly man. 

"Fifteen-and an old man already," he murmured, thinking of 
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Johnn ie .  He sh ook :; 1i s head ov er it . "S eem s l ik e  a boy ough t to ge t a 
bet ter br eak than tria t." 

D own a t  the rai lroad sta tion , w ith time t o  sp are, Rainb ow an d 
Grumpy had c rosse d the track s to th e sid ing and cl im bed up on ·th e 

plank catwalk tha t ran ar ound the top of th e shipping pen s. Mu stang 
Pe te Smi th spi ed th em and cam e a round to whe re they st ood wa tch ing 
the m ill ing h orse s. A cl oud of du st wa s rising f rom the pen s, but the 
brisk w est w ind wh ipp ed it away a s  soon a s  it r ose. 

"Pe te, y ou round rd up qui te a bunch of 'em th is t ime ," How ie greet 
e d  h im .  "Y ou wa sn't ou t m or e  than tw o m on ths ." 

"Jes a bout. We did a ll, righ t. At ei gh t d olla r s  a head , it run s up 
to si xt een hund red dolla rs, m ore or l ess. I s ee  y ou and the litt le fella 

a re al l· slicked up , Rip. Y ou off ag' in ?" 
"A littl e  bu sin ess in D en v er," Rainb ow an swered. "H ow fa r out 

were y ou ,  Pe te?" 
"Tha t b rok en c oun try a roun d  S iou x R ock s. Aw ful d ry thi s  y ea r ; 

n o  wat er at al l stan din' in the charcos. I figg ered they'd hav e to c ome 
in to th e sp ring s at Siou x. R ock s." He wa s re fer ring to th e h or se s  and 

he ind ica ted them wi th a j erk of h is head , spattei;ing on e with an 
accurat ely aimed st ream of tobacc o ju ice a t  th e sam e t ime. "I gue ssed 
righ t for onc t." · 

Th e broom ta ils wer e long in ha ir and shedd ing in s pots. It gave 
them a ragg ed app earan ce. Most of th em w ere sma ll er than th e a �erag e 
c ow p ony , and in breeding had h ad  the cu riou s effect of ma king the ir 
he ads seem too lar �e for thei r  bod ie s. 

The pa rtn er s and H owie m oved a round the p en s  wi th Mu stang 
Sm ith. It w as p recar ious g oing, f or a scor e of men were p er ch ed on 
the ca twalk and th t- only way t o  pass them wa s to st ep around them . 
Lea ding the way , R ip h ad r eached the la st p en and wa s turni ng back 
on the side nea rest the ma in track s, wh en h e  ran int o  th e K id, wh o 

had been th ere some m inu te s; h is a tt en ti on f ocu sed on a fiery buck 
skin stal li on th at stood a g ood f our hand s hig he r  than any other 

h orse in th e pen s. 
"Hi ya, R ip -G rumpy ! "  Johnnie exc la imed, a s  th ey sto pped. 
"Wha t a r e  y ou d oing in town ?" Ra inbow inqu ired. "I th ough t  you 

w ere out at D ouble D iam ond ." 
"No, I a sked f or my time las t  we ek .  Y ou won't c at ch  m e  wor kin ' 

fo r that out fit n o  more ." 
"What went wrong?" Rip asked. 

"I had a run- in with Mundy. Tha t big wolf dog of his bit me a 
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coup le ti mes and I said I wo uldn 't f eed  h im no more. Mund y s lappe d 
me a round ; h e  wo uldn' t pi ck on nobod y his s ize." 

"W al, wha t abo ut o ld P ike?" G rump y d emand ed .  "Yo u a lwa ys 
s ee med to gi t alon g fin e wi th hi m." 

"He s aid he 'd have to s tr in g  alon g w ith his for eman. Tha t sett le d  i t." 
The conversa tion s udden ly in te res ted Howie Ha llett. He po ked his 

h ead o ver Gr ump y's sho ulder. 
"Th ere's so meth in g  w ron g abo ut yo ur s tor y, Kid," he said . "Pi ke 

Kendri ck to ld me onl y last wee k that yo u w as goin' to rid e B la ck 
Ligh tnin '  for hi m a gain a t  the r odeo ." 

"Did he ?" th e bo y grunt ed, his mou th ti gh t. "Wa l, h e's fooli n' hi m
s elf. If he's goin g to ra ce an y ho rses, he ll ha v e  to gi_t somebod y els e 
to do his ridin '-as much as I n eed  th e mon ey." 

"You needn't wor ry abo ut findin g .  a mo un t," Rainbow to ld hi m. 
"Yo u c an get mor e  o ut o f  a hors e th an an y bo y around h ere ; Pedro li 

or one o f  the B ush fields will b e  glad to h ave yo u." 
The Kid 's s 1arv ed bo yhood h ad a lwa ys to uch ed Rip in a s oft s pot and 

G rump y  and he had o ften p ut th e lad in th e wa y o f  ea rnin g a 
few dollars. 

"I no ti ce .d  th at bi g b ucks kin had taken your e ye ,  John ni e," h e  
con tin ued. "Go _od. lon g  ba rre l on hi m. Nic e ch es t, too ." 

"He looks a ll ri ght," th e bo y a gr eed. "Go t  as cl ean a pair o f  for e
le gs as yo u'd ever w an t  to see . A fo ur-ye ar -o ld, I r eckon . No br oom
ta il abo ut h im. Look at him now ! "  

The bi g bu cks kin was figbtin g mad. S qu ealin g with ra ge, i t  r ear ed 
up and tr ied to leap th e hi gh fen ce. Fai lin g in that, i t  swun g aro und 

• and a tta cked th e pen wi th i ts hind legs, tr yi ng to ki ck i t  down . 
Mustan g Smi th yelled a t  on e of hi s men, who came runn in g  wi th a 

coil ed r ope  a nd dro v e  the b ucks ki n ba ck, cu rs in g i t  to a finish b efor e  
he w as thro ugh . 

"That yaller d evil is the omies t c ri tter I ev er laid eyes on !" Mus 
tan g  grow led, w ipin g his per spiri ng face on his s leeve. "Rais ed hell 
ev er si nce we trapped hi m I " 

The bi g hors e s to od  o ut in the pen , tr emblin g, lips rollin g aw ay fro m  
its teeth . 

"Go od blo od in hi m," G rump y  obs erved tho ughtfully. "He mus ta 
b ust ed awa y fro m  so me ran ch wh en he w as a c olt." 

"Th ere ain't no mar k on . hi m," Mustang spo ke de fensively at once. 
"He was r unnin' wild wh en we tra pped  hi m. R ecko n tha t  makes 
i..,:4,n ourn." 
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There was a heavy-footed humor of a sort in Mustang Smith. Think- · 

ing to have a littlt- sport at Johnnie's expense, he said: 
"If you could break that buckskin, Kid, you'd have a boss that'd 

knock the spots c ff  Pike Kendrick's geldin'. Yes, sir ! You could 
make yorself some real jack." 

"I don't know whether he can run or not," the boy replied. 
"You can buy him cheap - eight bucks," Mustang offered solemn

ly. It was cruel in a way; he knew the Kid didn't have half of eight 
dollars to spend on a horse of any kind. "I'd give you a bill of sale 
that would shore enough make him yourn. That prize money counts 
up five hundred dollars. It would sit you right up in business." 

He was laying it on rather thick, but Johnnie was too taken with the 
prospect to be suspicious. But not Rainbow. Grumpy saw the tall 
man's face harden with displeasure. 

"I'd shore like to own him," the Kid declared. "Reckon I could 
gentle him; I kind o' got a way with horses." 

The mustanger laughed at his own jest. 
"I :was jest kiddin' ," he said, with a grin. "I '1\'0uldn't sell that 

hell-cat to you, Kiel. He's an outlaw; he'll kill you if you ever tried 
to toss a saddle on him." 

"I wouldn't care about him bein' an outlaw," said Johnnie, disap
pointment pinching his face. "It's the eight dollars that sticks me/' 

"Wait a minute," Rip spoke up. He glanced at Mustang. "You 
had your little laugh, - Pete, but you made a deal. The buckskin be
longs to the Kid. You come into the depot with me and write out 
that bill of sale ; I'll give you the money." 

"Rip--you mean it?" the boy burst out excitedly. 
"Sure, I mean it. You'll need something for feed too. Here's a twen

ty-dollar bill. You can pay it back some time." 
"I shore will I "  the boy declared earnestly. 
Rip and Grumpy were fifty w.iles east of Black Forks an hour later. 

Their talk went back to the boy. 
"It was foolish of you to buy that horse for him," the little one 

declared heatedly. ·'You won't feel so good about it if that outlaw 
bangs him up. Old Wash Smiley depends on the boy to earn the ·livin'." 

"Johnnie won't get banged up," Rainbo� returned lightly. "They'll 
get along all right together." 

"Good Josephine, you don't expect that buckskin to amount to 
anything, do you?" 

"No, but the way that boy's face lit up was worth ten times twenty 
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dollars to me. lle'Il pour out all the love that's in him on that horse. 
That's all I was thinking of, plus the fact that I don't like to see a 
man make game of a defenseless kid . . . .  We better drop off a wire to 
Conroy at Rawlins, telling him we'll be in Denver tomorrow noon." 

2 

W�EN THE PARTNERS WALKED into the Conroy and McCann offices, 
thirteen months had passed since they were there last. Rip sent their 
names into Conroy. 

"Some changes around here," Grumpy observed. "That blonde sec
retary seems t9 be gone." 

"Married, I suppose," Rainbow said idly. "She was too good-look
ing to last long in a big office." 

Without waiting, the blonde secretary's successor showed them into 
Conroy's private office. The latter greeted them heartily. 

I'm sure glad to see you gentlemen," he said. "I hope you can get 
to the bottom of this trouble as quickly as you did on that Fox Lake 
job. I presume my letters have given you some idea of what we're up 
against." 

"Only in a general way," Rip replied. "We want you to go into de
tail about it. I suppose you've got a deadline to meet on the contract." 

"Naturally ! We thought we allowed ourselves all the time we'd 
need, _but the way things are going it'll take us forever to build that 
ninety miles of track. We've got about two hundred men on the job. 
We can't get any work out ' of them. I don't mean the track-layers 
and our field crew; it's the pick and shovel gang. Fifty to sixty a 
week ask for their time. We send a new bunch up and the same thing 
happens all over . It's enough to knock hell out of any job." 

"Who is supplying you with men?" 
"Sam Strait, the labor contractor. We've done business with Sam 

for years." 
-"He's tricky, accordin' to what I hear," said Grumpy. 
Conroy nodded. "I suspected Sam had something to do with this 

right away. I went into it thoroughly and didn't get anywhere. Any
thing to interest Sam Strait has to have a profit in it. I couldn't figure 
out how he cou�d make an extra dollar by double-crossing us. After 
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all, we're one of h :s biggest accounts. He coilects a lot of money in 
labor fees through us." 

"It's an old game for these labor bosses to put men on one job, col
lect the fee, then pull them off and ship them on to another job and 
collect a second time," said Rainbow. 

"That's not the case this trip," Conroy answered with a trace of ir
ritation. "The answer isn't going to come as easily as that, Ripley. It's 
the men who pay the fee ; thy're not so dumb as to pay their two dol
lars and stay with us a week, lose three or four days getting to another 
contractor and then have to shell out a second time. No, sir ! It's go
ing to cost us a th<Jusand dollars for every day we run over our d_ead
line. McCann is East. I've talked to him long distance a dozen times. 
He's got the idea .mme competitor of ours is trying to get our scalp. 
I don't agree with that." 

"What do you think?" Rainbow asked. 
"I don't know what to think. The Rocky Mountain Short Line got 

five bids on this job. I know the other bidders. They're all responsible 
firms and good friends of ours. There's plenty of work around ; they're 
all busy. Thinking one of them might have the knife out for us doesn't 
make sense to me." 

They discussed the matter for some minutes. 
"You payin' the standard wage?'' Grumpy inquired. -
"We're paying a dollar and a quarter ; that's better than the scale. 

The- grub's good. We always keep a clean, comfortable camp . • • •  
Now you fellows tell me what the answer is." 

"We'll have a try at it,'' Rip told him. "Is there anyone up there 
who'll recognize m ? "  

' 'Mike Moran, c,ur construction boss, will remember you. There'll 
be a train up this evening. I 'll give you a letter to Mike." 

"We won't go up to the job right away, Mr. Conroy. I believe we'll 
get further if we find out what we can in Denver, first. We'll put up 
at some cheap hotel and get into some old clothes and hang around 
the saloons and po()l rooms down Sixteenth Street' near the station and 
see what we can hear. We'll brace Strait for a job later on. You 
write Moran that he isn't to recognize us when we show up ; and you 
do the same if you run into us. We won't be sailing under our own 
names, of course." 

"All right," Conroy agreed. "I want you . to have a. free hand. But 
get us some results, Ripley. You know what we'll be up against in 
that high country if we're not done before snow flies." 
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He walked to the door with tl!em twenty minutes later. 
"Will I be hearing from you ?" he asked. 
"We'd better stay away from here," the little one advised. "There's 

a good chance that yore offices are bein' watched." 
Rainbow found the suggestion a plausible one. 
"If yve have any word for you, we'll get a message through," he said. 
The elevator carried them down to the street. 
"What do you make of it ?" Grumpy asked. 
"I don't know ; but Sam Strait 's got a finger in it;  it couldn't be 

otherwise." 
"By grab, we're agreed on somethin' for once ; let's go over to the 

Eidelweiss and have a good lunch before we start slummin'. It'll per
haps be the last good meal we'll be meetin' for some time." 

After lunch, they stepped into a cheap clothing store, carrying their 
bags. They made some purchases and changed clothes in the store. 
When they came . out they were dressed in the rough garb of day 
laborers. 

"These leather bags are a give-away," Rip remarked. "We'll check 
them at the depot this evening and buy a couple cheap suit-cases. 
Where's the hotel you mentioned ?" 

"Around the corner on Sixteenth Street. Argos, they call it. It's a 
dump." 

They found the Argos and registered under assumed names. For the 
rest of the afternoon, they circulated among the beer saloons and pool 
rooms within a block of the Union Depot. Though Grumpy was a 
past master at scraping acquaintance with strangers �hey picked up 
nothing of interest until about five o'clock, when they saw a score of men 
coming across from the depot. They had the look of construction job 
lahorers. A burly red-headed individual seemed to have them in tow. 

"That bunch has just come in off some job and is headin' for the 
nearest drinkin' establishment," Grumpy observed. "They're totin' 
their suitcases and bundles-that's a purty good sign they've got 
through somewheres." 

The men passed within a few feet of the partners. The red-headed 
one, who seemed to be in charge of the gang, said in a voice that could 
have been heard half a block away, "You buckos have got only time 
to hoist a couple beers ; your train pulls out in twenty-five minutes." 

They hurried into the saloon on the corner. 
"Let's tag along," Rainbow suggested. "See if you can strike up 
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some conversation with them, Grump. Maybe we can find out where 
they're from and where they're going." 

The partners managed to crowd up to the bar. Grumpy picked out 
his man and purposdy stumbled over the latter's roll. · He bent down 
and straightened it up against the bar. 

"Didn't see yore roll settin' there," he told the owner. "Guess there 
was no harm done." 

"None at all," tht man answered. "We all flocked in here together ; 
got only a few minutes in Denver." 

"I see you all look like yo're travelin'. Where you· headin'?" 
The man glanced down the bar at the red-headed man and lowered 

his voice in answering. "Nevada. Guffey is keeping it kinda quiet." 
Grumpy spun a silver dollar on the bar and invited the man to have 

a drink with th�m. The stranger was not adverse to accepting _the 
proffered hospitality. 

"Nevada's, a long piece away from here," the little one remarked. 
"Big job out there?"  

"Yeh, Western Pacific i s  buildin' to the Coast. Good pay, too, A 
dollar and a half a day, and our time starts when we pulf out of Den
ver . . . .  Here's looking at you ! "  

Grumpy set down bis empty glass. 
,; A dollar and fou r bits a day sounds good to me and my pardner. 

They ain't payin' that kind of money in Colorado. I reckon a buck a 
day and eats for �wingin' a pick is about what can expect. We 
just hit town ; been workin' up in Montana." 

"You can do a little better than that," he was told. "There's a job 
up on the Rocky Mountain Short Line. Paying a dollar and a quarter. 
We was up there about a week when this comes along. Nice money, 
and we're gitting paid for faree or four days without doing a lick." 

"Is there any chance of the two of us horning in?" Rip inquired. 
G:iffey, the red-haired man, came shouldering up to, them. 
''What's all the gabbing about?" he demanded angrily of the man 

who had been supplying the partners with the information they wanted .. 
" I  told you to keep your mouth shut, Davis." 

''It's just a couple of guys looking for a job, Guffey," Davis pro
tested. "They'd like to go out with us." 

"Would they?" 
Guffey scrutinized the partners suspiciously. And then, apparently 

satisfied that they were what they pretended to be, he said, "If it's a 
job you're looking for, drop around to see Strait in the morning." He 
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pulled o ut a bus i ness card bea ring t he la bor cont ra cto r's name an d 
o ffice a dd ress. "Tel l Sam I sen t yo u in ; he 'll fix yo u up wit h some 
in g. Can 't arran ge an y trans portation for yo u t his evenin g." 

Guffe y  t urn ed a wa y, and Davis ti pped the par tners a w ink . 
"That guy blo ws ·o ff purty lo ud ," he to ld t hem . "B ut he d on' t mean 

not hin g. Yo u see Stra it ; he 'll trea t yo u ri ght .  If he o ffers to send yo u 
up to Eureka on t hat Short Line jo h, take him up ; yo u won't be t here 

lon g. Sa m wi ll ha ve yo u hea ded fo r Nevad a in a co uple weeks or less ." 
Ra in bow put on a puzzled look , 
"Tha t  sounds all r ight, but I don't ge t it. If Stra it is s hipping men 

out ' to tha t Wes tern co untr y rig ht a long, w hat 's t he t he idea of sendin g 
a man up to this o ther jo b for a co uple wee ks ?" 

"I d unno ," Dav is re plied . "G ue ss he's got to wai t t ill he get s an 
o rder for men before he can fill it. B ut yo u don 't have to w orr y a bo ut 
that Short Li ne jo b; I d idn 't raise a sweat t he w hole time I was up 

t here. Yo u can t ake it ea sy 'cep t w hen Moran, t he com pan y  s uper, is 
ar ound . . .. Yo u s ure yo u won' t have ano ther dr ink ?" 

"We go t to r un a lon g," Gr um py told him. "I go t to pick up a pa ir 
of boo ts I left to be re pair ed." 

Th e par tners l eft t he saloon and started look in g  for a reasona bly 
clean resta urant in w hich to have s upper . 

"We s hore hit the ja ck -po t t ha t  t ime ," Gr um py de clared , w it h  a 
chuck le. ''This t hin g is jus t  a bo ut w ha t  I figgered i t  w as. If some 
con tra ctor o ut in Nev ada is o fferin ' more mone y and a bon us of thre e 

o r  fo ur da ys '  pa y, he's goin g  to git men." 
"B ut why t he attem pted se cre cy? W hy send men to one jo b on ly to 

pull t hem o ff  in a week or so ?" Rip s hook his head . "We're a lon g wa y 
from understand ing Str ait's game." 

T he y  s ur pr ised the m se lves by find in g a go od Me xi can re sta uran t. 
After s upper , t he y  s pen t  the even in g  as t he y  had the af tern oon but 
wi tho ut learn ing an ythin g  tha t s hed an y f ur ther lig ht on w hat w as 
w rong wit h  the Conro y and M cCann jo b a t  Eure ka. 

A fe w m in utes af ter n in e  ne xt morn in g, t he y  wa lk ed into · Sam 
Stra it's s ha bby o ffice. Ot hers were t here a head of them and the y had 
to wait the ir tu·rn. 

A partitio n divided t he o ffice. Ever y fe w min utes Stra it came to the 
door and ca lled someone in. He had the hard, ro ck y  fa ce of a man 

o ut of w hom t he las t dro p of softnes s ha d bee nr·wr un g. He final ly 
m otio ried for the part ners to s te p  into his o ffice . 
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Grumpy told him Guffey had sent them around. Strait jotted down 

their names. 
"I can send you to Eureka this afternoon at a dollar and a quarter 

a day," he growled. "That okay?" 
"If it's the best you got," the little one told him. 
"It's all I've gc,t for the present. Something better- may come along. 

You'll find Ed Ferguson up here. He'll keep in touch with you. Here's 
your transportation. Be at the depot at four o'clock. You'll find 
Guffey there. There'll be some others going up." 

He signified that he was busy and hurried the.m out. 
Back on the street, Rip said, "That ·was short and to the point. 

Looks like we're going to raise a crop of blisters for a few days." 
"Takin' this ca,e was yore idea, don't forgit it! "  
The tall man laughed. "It still seems to be a good idea," he said 

lightly. 
They crossed the street to a poolroom and killed an hour watching 

Strait's place. All they saw was the usual ebb and flow of life around 
an employment cffice. Men came and went ; others stopped to read 
the ,Help Wanted ads neatly chalked on the blackboard that hung 
outside the windows. 

"We've ·nad enough of this," said Rip. "Let's get out." 
They had just reached the door when an argument started across 

the street. Guffey stood · barring the way to a man, not much bigger 
than Grumpy, who was determined to get into the office. 

"I tell you to go 'long and peddle your papers, Joe," Guffey insisted 
with what he considered great patience. · "Sam ain't got no time to 
waste on you. If you got a raw deal out there it ain't Sam's fault." 

"The hell it ain't ! "  the man retorted angrily. "He knew he was 
handing us the works when he shipped us out. We all got the same 
dose. The rest can stand for it if they want ; but not me! I paid my 
own fare back to Denver for the satisfaction of busting Sam Strait in 
the nose, and I ain't ch<!nging my mind now ! "  

He lowered his head and tried to dive into the office. Guffey caught 
him under the jaw with a long, whistling right that lifted him off his 
feet. The man picked himself up and came back swinging with both 
arms. His courage and determination fell far short of being a match 
for Guffey's huge fists, and the later proceeded to give him a merciless 
beating that had Grumpy wincing before it was over. Rainbow sensed 
what was running throu['.h his partner's mind. 

"Hold your shi-t on," he warned. "I'd like to take a hand in this, 
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_myself, but we can't afford to mix with Guffey and Strait just now." 
A policeman appeared. He seemed to be well acquainted with the 

red-haired Guffey. "What's the trouble, Pat?'' 
"Just a bindle stiff who figures he's got a grudge against Sam," 

\.>Uffey explained. "I tried to talk him out of it, but he wouldn't have 
it that way." 

The policeman nodded and pulled the man on the sidewalk to his 
feet. "Git goin' now," he advised, "or I'm callin' the wagon ! "  

He gave the man a shove, and the latter stumbled away. 
"Things can't be so good out in Nevada," Rainbow remarked, as 

he and Grumpy turned down the street. "I imagine it's that dollar 
and fifty cents a day." 

"Most likely," the little one growled. "These rats git a man out 
· there, where there's no other jobs around, and it's a buck a day for 
him, and he can like it or lump it. That's treatin' men like cattle. 
Helpless men, too." 
, Rip looked down at him thoughtfully. "Sounds like you're working 
yourself up about this." 

"I am! "  the little man snapped. "I'm shore gitting interested in 
Mr. Sam Strait - blisters and all ! "  He glanced across at the man 
with the battered, bloodied face. "We tak.in' a chance on bracin' 
that gent?" 

"He might save us a long trip out to Nevada," Rainbow declared. 
"We'll tag along and see where he goes." 

The man turned the corner, and halfway down the block, entered 
a cheap lodging house. 

Moving with the aimless gait of men who are only killing time, Rip 
and Grumpy approached the door. They found no one in the down
stairs office, and without stopping they ascended the stairs. An old man 
in shirtsleeves, obviously the clerk of the establishment, confronted 
them. 

"What you boys want?" 
"We just saw Joe come in," Grumpy told. him. "We want to see 

what we can do for him. He looks purty tough." 
"Hunh ! " the old man grunted. "Looks like a train hit him I Who 

worked him over that way?" 
"We dunno. What room is he in" 
"Nineteen, down the hall." 
The old man dumped· down the stairs, and the partners went on to 

room nineteen. Rip knocked on the closed door. Getting no answer, 
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h e  pushed i t  open and walked in, with Grumpy at his heels. They 
found a gun leveled at them. 

"If Strait sent you lugs around to finish me off, I'm ready for you I "  
they were told. 

"Put down your gun," Rainbow said. "Sam Strait's no friend of 
ours. We're working for Conroy and McCann." 

"Detectives?" 
"Yeh. If you want to square your score with Sam Strait, you'll talk 

fast. We overheard what you said to Guffey. What's your name?" 
"Joe Pickens . . . •  What do you want to know?" 
"We want you to tell us what you ran into out in Nevada. You 

were promised a dollar and a half a day by Strait. Did you get it?" 
"For the first week, then it was a buck a day, take it or !eave it. 

Guys that Strait sent out before us told us what the game was, but we 
wouldn't believe it. They knew what they was talking about." 

"You were to get a bonus for the time lost in getting out there. Was 
that paid?" 

"Guffey handed it  to us before we left Denver. Each of us got a 
five-spot." 

The partners found the circumstance peculiar enough to make them 
prick up their ears. 

"Wal, that clears things up somewhat ! "  Grumpy declared weighily. 
"A construction company working as far away as Nevada wouldn't 
hand out bonus money in that way ; they'd wait till the men was on 
the job and add it on to the first pay envelop. Strait's handin' out that 
money for someone else." 

"Was there any talk about it, Pickins?" Rainbow asked. 
"Naw, suckers don't think! We stuck the mo�ey in our pants and 

!_igured we was being treated real square. It didn't get to us that Strait 
was using us for saps to put Conroy and McCann in the hole. When 
I hit Denver, I shoulda gone right up to the Eureka job and did my 
tallµng there;  that would've stopped the double-crossing crook ! "  

"We'll do something about it," said Rip. "You can't stay here, 
Pickens; Strait will have you picked up and bundled out of Denver. 
Are you broke?" 

"Just about.." 
Rainbow gave him twenty-five dollars. 
"That'll keep you going for a few days. We'll hide you out for a 

week or so. I want you to keep off the streets and be sure not to do 
:my talking. Can you get out of this place into the alley?" 
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"Y eh ,  there's a b ack st ai rs." 
"All ri ght," Rip told him. "W e11 get a ri g;  you meet u s  in th e all ey 

i n  ten minu tes." 
Af ter Grumpy h ad p eered out into th e h all and found th e w ay cl ear, 

Rip and h e  hu rri ed dow n to th e st reet . 
"W e b et ter hi re a bac� ; th at'll b e  qui ck est," th e li ttl e  on e advi sed. 

"Pl enty o f  'em in f ront of th e d epot." 
"W e'l l  grab on e in a hu rry ," R ainbow an sw ered . "W e don' t w ant 

to wast e any time about puttin g thi s man Pi ck en s  und er cov er." 
Th ey climb ed into a h ack a nd h ad th e d riv er mak e a qui ck tu rn 

around th e blo ck and up th e all ey .  It h adn't tak en th em mo re th an 
sev en o r  ei ght minut es at mo st. Th ere w as no sign of Pi ck en s. But 

th ey h ad told him to b e  down in t en minut es. 
Th e second s ti ck ed aw ay, how ev er, and sti 11 h e  f ail ed to ap p ear. 
''We're kiddin ' ou rselv es, Rip ," G rumpy growl ed. "W e b een w aiti n' 

five minu tes al ready . Th ey got to him, sho re as shoot in '! "  
'Tm goin g up to th e room," R ainbow rap ped. "You w ai t  h ere.". 
H e  ran u p  th e b ack st ai rs and di sapp ea red in sid e. Th e d oor of room 

n inet een sto od  o pen .  T here w as no on e th ere. Pi ck en s' c anva ss roll 
wa s gon e, too . An o vertu rn ed ch ai r  su ggest ed th at th ere h ad been a 
st ruggl e. 

Rip retu rn ed to th e h ack and told th e man on th e bo x  to · d riv e on. 
"Gon e, eh ?" G rumpy sn app ed. 
"Yeh, b ag an d b agga ge. Th ey mu st h ave grab b ed hi m a minut e 

o r  two af ter w e  l eft. W e  could h av e  u sed Pi ck en s." 
"No u se lookin' fo r him now." Th e li ttl e o ne  shook hi s h ead d is-

gu stedly. "W e're ju st out tw enty -fiv e  doll ars." 
-

"I'm af raid w e' re ou t mo re th an th at ." Ra inb ow' s gray ey es n ar
row ed grimly. "Th e w ay thi s th ing w as ti med mak es i t  loo k as thou gh 

w e'd b een spott ed. If St rait' s put th e fin ger on u s, w e'v e go t a rou gh 
time st arin g u s  in th e f ace on th e Eu rek a jo b ;  and w e'll not get v ery 
mu ch fo r ou r t rou b le." 

"Good Jo sephin e, if you f eel lik e th at about i t, why bo th er wi th 
goin' ? If w e  ain't foolin' no body -" 

"Th at's the ru b ,  G ru mp! W e  do n' t  know wh eth er w e're foolin St rait 
o r  not. Th e only w ay w e  ca n b e  sure w here w e  st and is to go th rou gh 
with o ur play an d t ake th at t rain th is aft ernoon." 
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THERE WAS GOOD GRASS on the flats along Black Forks Creek. Johnnie 
put his big buckskin on it, safely picketed. Possession of the animal 
had changed his world completely, and for the first day or· two he spent 
most of his time seated on the cabin doorstep, watching every move 
the horse made. 

The stallion· was as wild as Mustang Smith had said it was. The 
Kid was not discouraged when he saw it stand stiff-legged for hours 
at a time, head raised and eyes rolling ; he knew it was fear and that it 
would gradually wear off. When the big horse began to pick at the 
grass, he was overjoyed. 

"He's comin' around all right," the kid told his father. "Grazin' a 
little this mornin'. What he needs right now is to be left alone." 

"Wal, if he can't be broke, he may turn out to be a good bucker 
and you can sell him to Burrell when be brings his wild string up to 
the rodeo. A bucker usually brings a good price." 

Johnnie squared his thin shoulders indignantly. 
"No, sir, Pappy ; I'll never sell that fella ! Reckon 111 have chances 

aplenty one of these days," he added confidently. "But he's my horse ; 
nobody's goin' to git him a.way from me." 

It was seldom that anyone was to be seen along that stretch of the 
creek, save for the town boys, who came down to fish for bullheads. 
Though they were of his age, Johnnie had little in common with them 
and, hungry as he was for companionship, had never encouraged them 
to stop at the cabin. He was glad of it now ; it meant that he had the 
horse to himself and didn't have to worry about anyone trying to go 
near the animal. 

The money Rainbow had given him had not been put in the coffee 
can that held the dwindling family nest egg; the money was for the 
horse, and the Kid intended to keep it separate. He had not often had 
as much as twenty dollars at one time. To guard against it being lost 
or stolen, he had placed it in a tobacco bag and wore it around his 
neck on a string. It was with a distinct feeling of importance that he 
walked into the bank one morning and had the bill changed. He pro
ceeded to Rinehart's general store, then, and purchased a bag of oats, 
which he trundled home on his wheelbarrow. His father heard him 
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comin g. Wash w agged h is h ead di sapprovin gl y ove r spen din g mone y 
fo r grain. 

"S eein' how littl e we got f er o urs elv es ,  s eems li ke it 's jest squan _de rin' 
mo ney, buyin g grain f er a boss." 

"Pappy, th at 's wh at ,Ri p  s aid it w as for . It w ouldn 't be ri ght to 
us e it for an yth in g  els e." The bo y pulled o ut a b ag o f  candy f ro m  his · 
po cket . "Mos e took off t en cen ts 'caus e h e  did n't h ave to del iv er. I 
bo ught yo u som e o f  the m le mo n d ro ps." H e  h anded h is f ath er the 
bag. "Yo u alw ays l ike to s uck on 'em." 

Th e o ld m �n took th e bag and po pped on e o f  th e ye llow balls into 
h is mo uth and s uck ed on it no isil y fo r a mo me nt o r  two. He w asn 't 
alto get her moll ified. 

"Th e boss ain 't go ing to wo rk o ut fe r us, Joh nn ie. A jo b w ill be 
t urni n'  up fe r yo u so on er o r  l at er and yo u'll be goin ' o ut to one o f  
th e r an ches ag'in. Th at 11 le ave m e  her e alon e. Don 't seem as ·tho ugh 
I co uld look af ter a bo ss, le ast o f  all a wild critt er." 

"Meb be a j ob w ill t urn up ri ght he re in town. Town jo bs are mo re 
st ead y th an ranch wo rk .  I f I can git somethi n' like th at it 'll be fine ; 
I can l ook afte r yo u a lot be tt er, and I co uld t ake care o f  th e hors e, 

too. By t he w ay, Mos e s ays be needs so me mo re baskets. · He sold t hat 
l ast on e ri ght o ff. H e  paid yo u a doll ar and a -quarte r f or it , Pappy." 

Jo hnn ie's s pi rits had bo un ced back wi th the tho ught o f  findin g a 
jo b in to wn. It seemed to be the answe r to all his pro ble ms. He gave 

h is f athe r the mone y he had re ceived f or the basket. The e xt ra quarter, 
as well as Mos e Ri neh art's approv al o f  his h and iwo rk, pl eased Mr. 
Smiley. 

"I kn ew that was an extr a ni ce o ne," h e  d ec !11red pro udl y. "If my 
eyes w as wh at the y sh oul d  be, I co uld t ur n  o ut fo ur to five a w ee k  

li ke th at . . . .  H and me the can , Johnnie. I alw ays like t-0 d ro p  the 
money i n  mysel f. K ind a makes me f eel go od. Why n't yo u catch us a 

mess o f  bullh eads fe r su ppe r? T he y're about t he best e atin' the re is, 
th is t im e  o f  the ye ar." 

"I'll git a good me ss as soon as t he s un gi ts off the w at er," the Kid 
promi sed. "I'm goin ' to st art cutt in' some w illows this afterno on ;  I 

c an make a brush co rral th at 'll hold the big f el la. If I h ave to go out 
o n  th e ran ge to wo rk, h avin ' the ho rse in a co rr al will m ake it easy fo r. 
yo u ;  yo u can th row h im a litt le f eed in t he ev en in '. Be fore the 
cold we ath er ' comes , I 'll kn ock a s table togeth er. The re's lots of 
go od bo ards le ft o ut at Rineh ar (s old i ce-ho use. I ask ed Mos e abo ut 
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it; he said I c oul c., he lp mys elf. We 'll be a ll ri ght if I ca n just keep 
so me mo ne y c omi n' i n. 

B ui ldi ng a br us h corra l was not somet hin g that coul d be star te d  a nd 
finis hed i n  o ne af ter noo n by ma n o r  boy wor ki ng si ngle -ha nd ed. T he 
Kid worked met hodica lly ,  a nd as the da ys pas sed, he began to have 
somet hin g to s how fo r his la bor. T he bi g buc ks ki n  had become acc us 

to med to seei ng him move a bout. He had beg un t o  gra ze co nte nte dly 
a nd no longe r bounded awa y t o  t he e nd of his picket ro pe eve ry ti me 
he ca ught si ght of t he boy. When fre sh water was poured i nt o  hi s t ub, 
he 'd c ome i n  for it as s oon as Jo hnnie w it hdrew. After he ha d dra nk 
his fill he wo uld s ta nd t here swis hing his drip pi ng muz zle in t l\e water . 

T he Kid ha d placed a woo de n box alo ngside the t ub. In it he be gan 
to leave a few ha ndf uls of oats. T he bi g horse fo und t he m  a nd de
v oured the m  gr ee di ly . 

Jo hnnie ca me to t he ca bi n  d oor sev era l mo rnings later to fi nd t he 
hor se  wit h  its hea d  i n  t he e mpty oat - bo x. T he buckski n looked up a nd 
nick ere d  at him. T he boy's heart ove rflow ed w it h  happin ess. 

"Gosh, yo u k now me! "  he e xclai me d, his t hr oat ti ght wit h e motio n. 
T he te mpta tio n to t ry to p ut his ha nd o n  t he buckski n's gliste ni ng 
mu zzle al most o verca me hi m, but he resist ed it. "It's t oo so on fo r 

t hat ," he to ld hi mse lf. "He 's be gi nni n' to fi gger thi ngs o ut i n  his o wn 
way ; o ne of t he se da ys he' ll underst and he ai n't got not hin' to be 
af raid of ." 

Mr. Smiley finis he d ano ther pasket th at he pro no unce d t he e qual o f  
the o ne Mose Rine hart had sol d so q uic kly .  Jo hnnie t ook it int o  to wn. 
When t hat er rand was finis hed, he sa unter ed up t he st reet . He k new 

t he cow boys lo ungi ng i n  fro nt of t he sa loo ns .  He stop ped to s peak t o  
half a do zen or mo re ,  i nquir ing ha lf - heart edl y  a bo ut a j ob. T hPy s hook 

t heir heads a nd t'xpres sed the opi nio n t hat it wo uld be a no the r mo nth 
befo re t he bi g o ut fits be ga n to take o n  e xtra me n f or the fall work. 

"I go tt a git s omet hi n' bef ore the n," he t ho ught , as he mov ed o n. 
"Must be so me lhldy i n  B lack Forks c ould use me." 

He was i n  s ome do ubt as how best t o  p roce ed. T he Gazette ra n a 
co lumn of wa nt ads . He co nsider ed t hat means. It wo uld cost fo rty 
ce nts . Bef ore he s pe nt t he mo ney , he decided t o  ask B uck Rai nsford 
w hat he t ho ught a bo ut it . 

T he  s he ri ff's o ffice w as aro und t he cor ner i n  back of the co urthouse . 
T he Kid we nt t here an d s pok e  to the s heriff . 

"I don' t  w an t  t o  do Carl Spi tze r  down at the Gazette o ut of f orty 
c en ts," the s he riff declared, wit h a- c huck le. "B ut I don't _ t h�k it 's 
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go in g to be necessa ry fo r you to do an y ad ve rt is in '. You hu rry you r
se l f a ro und to Dan Me ssen ge r's o ffice. He's up t he re right now . We 
we re speak in '  a bout you last even in '." 

The K id 's fa ce lit up . 
"You mean he 's got a jo b fo r me , Buck?" 
"Yo u ta lk t hat ove r w it h  him," R ainsfo rd replied. "He 'll be in co urt 

t his afte rnoon ; you catc h him befo re he goes ho me to d inne r." 
S in ce Jud ge Ca rve r  had been e le cted to t he ben ch, Dan Messen ge r  

was un ive rsa lly reco gn ized a s  t he co unt y' s  lead in g  atto rne y. H is o ffices 
-we re loc ated on t he secon d floor of t he two -sto ry co rne r bu ild in g  he 
had rece ntly e re ct ed  on t he town 's ma in st reet .  T he bank and a d oc to r  

a nd dent ist occup ied t he lowe r floo r ; upsta irs, in t he rea r, we re so me 
s ma ll unfu rn is hed apa rt ments. 

Messen ge r  was at his desk , in an inne r o ffice, d ictat ing so me lette rs 
to his steno grap he r, w hen Jo hnn y  w alked into t he wa it in g-roo m. T he 
conne ct in g  doo r sto od aja r, and the law ye r ca lled to him to s it dow n.  

T he K id knew Dan Me ssen ge r in t he sa me wa y he knew e ve ryone 
in B la ck Fo rks. T his wa s t he first t ime, howe ve r, t hat he ha d been in 
hi s o ffice . T he w alls we re lined w it h  s he lves o f  law books . Alon g w it h  
the stee l en grav in gs o f  Was hin gton and Lin co ln and f ra med facs imile 

o f  t he Const itut ion , t he y  had a so berin g e ffe c t on the bo y. It see med 
inc redible t Q  him t hat a man co uld know a ll t hat was sto red -awa y  in 

t hese bu lk y vo lumes. So me how, it made him ac ute ly awa re of his ow n 
la ck o f  w hat was co mmon ly re fe rred to as "b ook lea rn in g." He had 

o f ten hea rd t he sto ry of how D an Messen ge r, a penn iless cow punc he r, 
had co me in o ff  t he ran ge and read law in Anson Ca rve r's o ffice fo r 

fo ur yea rs, suppo rt in g  himse lf by do ing c ho res and odd jo bs. It had 
ne ve r  made mu ch o f  an imp ress ion on Jo hnn ie t ill now . In a wa y, he 
fo und a -spa rk of insp irat ion in it . 

"Re ckon if you want so met rnn' bad eno ugh, you can g it it," he 
mused . "It don 't mean yo u ha ve to be s ma rt eno ugh to be a law ye r." 

"Co me in , Jo hnn ie ! "  Messen ge r  ca lled . "Close the d oor and w e  
won 't hea r  t he ma chine ; Mrs. La mb has so me t yp in g  to do. How i., 
you r fat he r?" 

"He don't have much to say a bo ut it , but his e yes a re gitt in' wo rse 
all t he t ime, Mr. Me ssen ge r. As soon as I can git my hand s  o n  t he 
mone y, I ' m go in' t ake him down to the city. Do c T readwa y to ld me 

so me t ime a go t hat it was too late fo r med icine to do an y go od. H e  
s ays _an �ye surgeon can re mo ve t he ca taracts ." 

T he law ye r nodded s ympat het icall y, and t hou gh T readwa y, whose 
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office was downstain, had told him it was equally too late for an opera
tion, he said, "If Doc feels that way about it, you haven't any reason 
to give up hope . . . .  Johnnie, I know you like ranch life. I can under
stand that ; I used to like it myself. Still do, in fact. What I'm getting 
around to is where I can induce you to work for me. I need someone 
to look after the building and keep it neat. I've just lost the man I 
had." 

"I'd like it fine,' the boy declared without hesitation. ''I talked it 
over with the old man a few days ago, and I told him the best thing 
for me to do was tc, find somethin' in Black Forks. That way, I could 
look after him bettc-r ; and there's another reason now, Mr. Messen__ger ; 
I've got a horse that needs attention." 

Messenger leaned back in his chair and laughed merrily. He was 
a thin, wiry man, his hair now shot with gray. His Jean face had never 
iost its range tan. 

"Buck was telling me Rainbow had staked you to a horse. I can 
imagine you want to stay dose to him. Buck says he's wild as a bat. 
You haven't had a saddle on him yet, have youi'" 

"No, -sir ! I ·  hav1m't even had a hand on him. If yo're goin' to git 
anywhere with a horse, you've got to have patience." 

"That's not a b:id thing to have whatever you're doing. Does he 
look like he can run, Johnnie?" 

The Kid gi'inned. "I'm shore hopin' he· can, sir. Looks to me like 
he's built for it. H1/s a big fella, Mr. Messenger ; not a mark or blem
ish on him." 

The lawyer smil,�d at the boy's enthusiasm. 
"Sounds to me like you've got an idea buzzing in your he�d. When 

you're ready to im·ite me, I'd like to come down and have a look at 
him. But to get back to this job, Johnnie ; the hall and stair� will have 
to be swept down tvery morning, as well as the sidewalk. You can use 
a hose on the walk once or twice a week. There's a washroom that 
has to be kept clean. In here, the waste baskets have to be emptied 
and things dusted. Mrs. Lamb can tell you exactly what to do. Just 
don't disurb any papers. If you get down early, you'll be through 
by nine o'clock. Y c:,u can go up to the house then and help Mrs. Mes
senger for an hour or two. That will leave you free for the rest of the 
day. I'll pay you twenty-five dollars a · month. Treadway and 
the dentist will be glad to pay you something for looking after their 
offices. Does it sound all right to you ?" 

"It sounds wonderful," the Kid said, a little overwhelmed by his 
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good fortune. "That's big money for me, especially if the job is steady." 
"It will be steady," Dan assured him, happy that he could afford to 

be generous with the Kid. His own boyhood years had been lean ones, 
too. In fact, he could see himself all over again in rnany ways in 
Johnnie Smiley. "I'd like to have you begin tomorrow morning. Seven 
o'clock will be early enough. The folks in the apartments don't like to be 
disturbed before then." 

The boy told him he'd be there on the dot, and Dan took him out 
to Mrs. Lamb. She gave him a key to the building and showed him 
where the brooms and other things were kept. When he reached the 
street, the Kid was walking on air. He hurried back to the sheriff's 
office with his good news. 

"I can thank you for all this, Buck. You'll never be sorry you 
recommended me to Messenger." 

"I'm sure I won't, Kid," Rainsford said in his lazy drawl. "But, 
pshaw! I didn't have to urge Dan to take you on ; he's had his eye 
on you for some time." 

"Yeh?" the boy queried, a little surprised. Buck nodded. 
"You've got some friends, Kid." 
Within a few days the boy's life had fallen into a definte pattern. 

He was accustomed to being up and about by five. His first concern 
was to care for his horse. He cooked breakfast, then, and left for 
town. He was always back by early afternoon ; it left him free to 
spend long hours .with the big buckskin. He had never been so happy. 
One evening he inched along the picket rope and put his hand on the 
animal's muzzle. The big horse trembled under his touch but did not 
bolt . . It was the beginning of a strange surrender. 

•"Gosh, you'll be a beauty when you'll let me put a brush and curry 
comb on you," be glowed. ' 'I 'll have something to show ·Rainbow 
when he gits back." 

Dan Messenger often mentioned the horse to him. 
"I'm still waiting to be invited down to see him, Johnnie," he re

minded the Kid as they met on the stairs. He noticed that the boy 
had outfitted himself with a pair of new overalls. That he had pride 
in himself did not surprise Dan. 

"I want to wait till I've had a saddle on him once or twice," the 
Kid told him. "It won't be long now, Mr. Messenger ; he let me brush 
him down last evenin' , I'm going to turn him into the corral this after
noon and see how he likes that." 

"Have you got a saddle?" Dan asked. 
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" I  got an o ld s to ck s addle .  It's pur ty he avy but i t'll do." 
Dan n odde d an d started to con tinue up to h is  office. He stoppe d  

after ta kin g  a few s te ps. 
"Joh nnie ,  wh en you go up to the hou se, y ou tell the wi fe I sai d 

to le t you have the s addle I've go t h angin g in the basement. I nev er 
ge t a ch ance to u se it an ymore. If you li ke it, you c an have it. You r  
fathe r w ill remem be r  it ; he m ade i t  fo r me ." 

"G osh , I cou ldn 't ta ke i t  fo r nothin ', Mr. Mes seng er," th e Ki d p ro
tes ted. 'Td sho re li ke to h ave i t  i f  you 'll let me wor k i t  ou t." 

Dan preten ded to be anno ye d. 
"What's the matter?" he de man ded. "Rain bo w  can give you a 

hor �, bu t I can' t g ive you a saddle . Don' t I r ate with Ri p?" 
"fr ain 't that," the bo y an swere d apolo ge tic al ly. 'Tm wor kin' now; 

I figger I ought to pay my wa y." 
"Al 1  ri ght," Dan relented. "You tr y i t  ou t. We c an make some ar

ran gemen t later." 
"\Vha r di d you gi t that?" Mr. S miley de man ded, wh en Johnnie 

wa lked in to the ca bi n  at n oon wi th the sa ddle s lun g over h is shou lder . 
"Ta ke a goo d look at it, Papp y," the bo y  tol d  him ,  lower ing th e 

sa ddle to h is fa ther's kn ees. "Do es tha t fa ncy toolin ' on the ski rts loo k 
famil ia r to y ou ?" 

Mr. Smile y . s tar ed  an d s tared and ran a trem blin g h and ove r  th e 
beau ti full y em bo ss ed  lea ther ro settes. Emotion ove rc ame hi m for a 
moment. 

"Eigh t years o ld, an d still as ti ght as a dru m," he sai d with falte r
i ng voice . "I ma de 'em ri gh t  an d the y stay ed right i f  they wa'n' t 
a buse d." 

"Do you remem be r  who you ma de this one for ,  Papp y?" 
"Sho re !  Dan Messenge r. He use d i t  to go hun tin ' u p  in the Solomon 

-Moun tains . Is he lo anin ' it to you , Jo hnnie ?" 
"No, he sa id I was to try it out an d i f  I li ke d  it, he' d make a di cker 

with me ."  
Old Wash loo ked up , aggri eved. 
"Ther e a in 't no qu es tion a bou t yore likin' it, is the re?" 
"No , Pap py; i t's o ne of the las t sa ddles you ma de , and I 'm rea dy to 

wor k  my fin gers off to ke ep i t. I 'll be n eedin' i t  one o f  th ese evenin 's ." 
The nee d c ame soo ner than he e xpecte d. The buc ks kin gre w u se d  to 

the co rr al. It wasn't long a fter that be fore Johnnie was leadin g h im 
aro und with a ha cka more .  

The hac kam ore gave way to a bri dle . It w as  a trying e xperien ce for 
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bo th ho rs e  a nd bo y. Th e m ira cle was tha t it s ucceed ed. Da n shook 
h is head w hen the K id told h im wha t h e  h ad a cco mpl is hed. 

"I k now yo u're telling the tru th, Jo hnn ie, but if yo u w ent d own  th e 
s treet right now yo u wo uldn 't find o ne man in fif ty who 'd believ e  it 
co uld be don e. I f  tha t  ho rse will s tand for th e f ee] of th e bit, h e'l1 
take a s addl e." 

Th e K id h ung his new sadd le on the cor ral ga te fo r a da y th at the 
bu cks kin m ight a ccus to m h ims elf to s igh t a nd sm eU of it. D ropp ing 
it o n  h im prov ed less d ifficul t than getting him to ta ke th e bit. Un til 

da rk, th e bo y wal ked h im up a nd dow n  the fla ts, grad ual ly tighten ing 
th e cinch s trap but mak ing no at temp t to mo unt. But tha t mo m en t  

was n't f ar awa y no w. Af ter s upp er ·  th e n ext ev ening, h e  Jed th e ho rs e 
a cross th e cr eek to th e d ir t  road tha t  ra n o ut to Rineha rt's a bandon ed 
iceh ous e. They had th e ro ad to th ems elv es .  Th e bo y knew it wa s now 

o r  n ev er ;  th at wh en he sw ung up h e  had to stay w ith the stall ion or 
begin aU ov er again, w ith the 1ik el ihood of nev er succeed ing. 

Th e K id go t a f oot up and va ulted l igh tly into the l ea ther. The 
big ho rs e f ro ze in its tr acks for a mo m ent. Th e unfa m ilia r  w ei gh t  o n  

i ts back fil led it w ith terror. S udd enl y  it ]ef t th e gro und and tried to 
trad � ends i n  m id-a ir. The Kid k ept up a s trea m of tal k, but it s eem ed  
to be wasted o n  th e ho rs e. I t  rea red up on its hind l egs and tr ied to 

s hak e h im o ff. Fail ing in that, it low er ed  its head a nd p lunged o ff  into 
th e sa ge to do som e d esp era te  s unfish ing. Th e K id s ta yed w ith h im 

a nd final ly s tra igh tened h im o ut. Th e s ta llio n  bega n to run. Johnn ie 
sw un g  in to the road . I t  w as  better tha n a m il e  o ut to th e iceho use. 
Th e bo y' s blo od bega n  to s ing as h e  f el t  th e p la y  of m usc les ben eath 

h im and saw the lon g, cl ea n  legs flas hin g  o ut lik e  p is to ns .  Th e ho rs e 
wa s in a la th er wh en Joh nn ie p u1l ed him up . 

"Ma n, yo u ca n trav el ! "  th e Kid burst o ut exulta ntl y. "Yo re sof t, 
a nd yo u a in't shod, but I can ta ke car e of that ! Wh en yo u'v e  been 
bro ught into co nd itio n th ere wo n' t  be a co ld -blood ed hors e aro und 
her e  tha t ca n sta y w ith yo u ! ' ' 

H e  ra n his h and s ov er th e lo ng muz zl e  a nd fo ndl ed th e a nima l' s  ears 
as he l et hiµi get h is br ea th. 

"We'll tak e it easy go in' ba ck . Y o'r e a p urty f ancy crow -hopper, big 
f ella , bu t yo u a in' t no s hu cks as a buck er ;  yo u a in' t m ean eno ugh 
for tha t." 

Wh en th ey go t ba ck to the fla ts, h e  w alk ed th e hor se until h e  had 
h im coo led o ut. In th e early -da rk, h e  r ubbed him down ca ref ull y, ta lk
ing to h im as h e  work ed. As Rain bow had p red ic ted , be h ad so m ething 
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on which to pour out his love at last, something of which �e could be 
proud. His arm stole around the buckskin's arched neck. 

"I gotta have a name for you, mister," he whispered. "Yo're goin' 
to be a champion . . . .  Gosh ! That's what I'll call you-Ch:imp l I 
couldn't ever find a better name! "  

4 

DESPITE ALL THE DIFFICULTIES they were having, Conroy and McCann 
had pushed construction of the Rocky Mountain Short Line's new 
branch as far as the little mining town of Aurora. Steel had been laid 
several miles beyond the town ; the roadbed was half completed for an
other three miles. The construction company had moved its .:amp to 
the new railhead only several days before Rainbow and Grumpy ar
rived from Denver with eighteen other men who had been shipped up 
to the job by Sam Strait. 
· The partners found the little tent city spread out along the banks 
of a rushing creek that supplied it with crystal clear mountain water. 
With the flaps of the walled tent, which they shared with four other 
men, rolled back, they had a million dollar view of the Divide and the 
Medicine Bow Range. Being new, the camp was clean. As for the 
grub, it was plain, hut there was plenty of it and the work they were 
doing gave them an appetite to appreciate it. However, as the end of 
the week neared, the conviction grew on them that they were wasting 
their time. 

"You had it right," Grumpy muttered, as he and Rainbow sat on 
the bank by themselves just before dark. "They spotted us in Denver. 
Strait tipped Ferguson off pronto. That's the only way I can explain 
why he hasn't opened up to us." 

Rip skittered a stone across the stream. 
''No question about it," he said thoughtfully. "I don't know whether 

Strait knows who we are, but he's certainly got it figured out t.liat we're 
working for the company. It makes me wonder why _be hasn't tried to 
have us roughed up. It wouldn't have surprised me if we'd been jumped 
in the Denver depot or thrown off the train in the yards." 

"They don't know how much we know, Rip," the l ittle one asserted. 
"That's why Strait is bein' cagey with us. Otherwise, he'd have had 
us slugged before we hit camp.'' 
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Rip shook his head dubiously. 
"I don't know whether that's the answer or not. It seems to me this 

game is so thin that if we know anything it's a case of knowing too 
much for Sam Strait's racket. Maybe we've been too cautious Most 
of the gang will be going into Aurora tomorrow night to tank up. Sup
pose we trail in, too ; if they've got anything up their sleeve, we'll give 
them a chance to come at us. There's no point. in breaking our backs 
this way if it isn't getting us anywhere." 

"You're right," Grumpy growled. "Moran caught me with my boot 
off this afternoon and hobblin' around with a cramp. I thought he was 
gain' to bust out laughin' before he looked the other way and got 
past me." 

Obviously, Strait had not been suspicious of them when they were 
in his office, else he would hardly have identified Ed Ferguson as his 
under cover agent on the Eureka job. That had come later, when they 
had followed Joe Pickens to his room. Just how it had happened had 
ceased to interest the partners. But Ferguson, a colorless man with a 
heavy, rather stupid-looking face, continued to claim their attention. 
He had been on the job from the first, and Mike Moran, the company 
superintendent, had rewarded this seeming loyalty by making him sub 
foreman. It had given Ferguson a chance to move around and talk 
with the men, which was exactly what he wanted. He had stopped 
that soon after Rip and Grumpy hit camp. He was so careful not to 
have anything to say to anyone that he might as well have said in so 
many words that he knew he--was being watched. 

"You don't expect all the men who go into Aurora tomorrow night 
to come back, do you?" Grumpy asked. "They'll have their week's 
pay in their pocket." 

"We'll lose a bunch of them," said Rip. "Ferguson isn't the only 
man Strait's got working for him; he hasn't been passing any word 
around but that doesn't mean it hasn't gone out. We're losing at least 
one man in our tent." 

"Who, Rip?" 
"Petersen. He had his roll spread out when I walked in on him. I 

asked him what he was doing. He said he was just looking for a 
, needle. He was packing up . . . .  We better turn in ; we're both tired." 

Moran could have ordered a work train run into Aurora on Satur
day evening to carry the men in for their fling. He had discovered 
by experience, however, that that was only making it easier for many 
of them to desert. Without a train to take them in, the only way to 
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reach town was to hoof it. The long walk seemed to deter no one who 
was of a mind to go. Some didn't even wait for supper. By seven 
o'clock, half the camp was moving in the direction of Aurora. 

Rip and the little one trudged along with a hundred others. The 
temporary release from work, coupled with the prospect of pleasure 
immediately ahead, brought out a rough, noisy good-fellowship. It was 
not extended to the partners. Even their own tent-mates had drawn 
away from them. 

"You'd think we had the ten-year itch and it was catchin'," Grumpy 
commented sourly. 

' 'I suppose Strait has had it spread around that · we're professiohal 
labor spies," Rainbow said. "I didn't see anyone toting his roll when 
we left camp. But look up ahead now; I can count a dozen or more. 
Someone brought the stuff out and cached it along the right-of-way 
during the day . . . .  There goes another man down the embankmenL 
It's Petersen." 

It was only minutes before Petersen climbed back to the tracks. 
His bindle was slung over his shoulder. 

"Nice goin' I "  Grumpy jerked out with a characteristic grunt. "At 
this rate, Moran's goin' to lose forty to fifty men this week. I don't 
know as it 's any skin off our teeth ; we were hired to find out how this 
racket was bein' worked and who was behind it, not to stop it ;  that's 
up to C�mroy. ,,. 

Rainbow agreed that was the case. 
"We haven't done so badly, Grump. Before the night's over we may 

be able to put our finger on the four or five men-there can't be more 
than that-who are working with Ferguson. We can pass that infor
mation along to Conroy and he can weed 'em out. That'll put it up to 
us to find out who's behind Strait. He may be picking up a few dollars 
by shipping men out to Nevada, but it's not the real pay-off. Some-
one's banding it out to him in big chunks." 

The Short Line was already running two stub trains a day into Au
rora. One left in the morning and the other in the late afternoon. The 
men who were leaving the job were satisfied to spend the night there, 
carousing with the others. The town had only two saloons. By eight 
o'clock it was almost impossible to pack another man into them. This 
happened to be Saturday night for Aurora's hardrock miners as well, 
and they were a tough-minded gentry who didn't take kindly to being 
pushed aside by a rag-tag construction gang. Arguments broke out al
most immediately. 
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"Looks like this town may come apart at the seams tonight," Grumpy 
observed, as he and Rip took a turn up and down the main street. 

"Things will be popping in another hour," Rainbow predicted. 
"That's the depot ahead of us. We'll wander down there later on ; if 
a play's going to be made to grab us, that'll be a good place for it ; 
it's dark there. "  

They turned back, their carelessness nicely feigned. They knew 
what they were inviting ;  that if they were downed it would be some 
time before they saw Aurora and the camp again. Grumpy was pre
pared for action ; he had a gun concealed in his shirt. 

Several cautious storekeepers were putting up the wooden shutters 
over their windows. The partners were passing _a darkened shop, when 
a low whistle readied them from the shadows. They glanced that way 
and saw a man standing in the doorway, his hat pulled low over his 
face. 

"I saw you fellas pass a few minutes ago," he said guardedly. "I 
been waiting for you to come back. There's a church just around the 
corner. Walk up that way ; I'll follow you." 

"Who are you?" Rip demanded. ·  
"It's Joe Pickens. You ought to remember me. We had a little talk 

in Denver." 
The partners saw now that this was the man who had dis:1ppeared 

from the rooming house. 
"Okay," Rainbow told liim. "We'll meet you in front of the church." 

;, He and Grumpy were frankly surprised to find Pickins in Aurora. 
"He's asking for another beating, showing up here," Rainbow ob

served.. 
"Mebbe not," was Grumpy's suspicious rejoinder. "This could be 

a come-on for us ; that gent could have changed bases since we saw 
him last and be playin' it Strait's way." 

Ripley agreed that that was possible, 
"We'll be set for whatever comes up," he said. "If this bird hap

pens to be on the level, we can turn a trick tonight that'll tie a knot 
in somebody's tail." 

They reached the church. They had been there only a few seconds 
when Pickens joined them. 

"I didn't run out on you with your dough," he hastened to tell Rip. 
"You'd only been gone a couple of minutes when I heard somebody at 
the door. I thought it was you fellas. Guffey and a big punk I used to 
see around Strait's office comes barging in. Before I can grab my gun, 
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the big guy w ha n  s me o n  the head wi th a bi lly. T hey mus t've dra gged 
me into the a lley a nd go t m e  down to the f reight ya rd, 'caus e I 'm on 

my wa y to F t. Wor th in a box: car w hen I come to. A rai lroad dick 
finds me. Th ey s t ick m e  in a hospi ta l i n  Ama ri l lo for a couple of da ys .  
�fon cy, gu n, even my fou r-bi t  s ti ckpi n go ne. T hey didn' t leav e n othi n' .  
I ro de th e ro ds bnck to Denv er a nd borrow ed dou gh en ou gh to ge t m e  

up here." 
I t  sou nde d  Iik t  the tru th to Rip. 
"What ar e you goi ng to · do now ? "  he in qu ired. 
"I 'm goin g to bust the thi ng wi de open!" P ick ens bu rst ou t a ngri ly. 

"Af ter w ha t  I bee n ha nde d, I 'm gettin g even wi th Sam S trai t if i t  k ills 
me! I di dn't pu ll i n  un ti l t his mo rnin g. I was going out to the camp. 
Th en I figu red i t  was Sa tur da y  an d the ga ng w ou l d  be in toni ght an d 
th at this was th e pla ce fo r me t o  tel l the su ck ers wha t they' re fa lli ng 

for. Bu t I don't wa nt t o  qu eer a nythi ng f or you ; I to ok you r  m on ey, 
so I gu ess i t's up to m e  to lis ten to w hat you 'v e got to say a bou t i t." 

"Wha t you' re s ugges tin g  wou ld be a l l  ri ght if you cou ld get the m en 
to lis ten to you ," Rip sai d, af ter thi nkin g i t  ov er f or a mom en t. "You 

k now S tra it's go t so me o f  his gan g  pla nted up here. If -" 
G rumpy mu tter ed a war ning, "Ho ld-i t  Rip ! T her e's a c ouple m en 

wa lki n' th is wa y. This c ou l d  be i t." 
T he two men wh o ha d tu rn ed the co rner s aunt ered past the c hu rch 

and looked th em ov er. T hou gh i t  was da rk on the tr ee-lined s treet, 
the par tn ers ha d no difficu lt y  recognizin g t he m en. T hey had seen 
them on th e j ob, da y aft er da y. 

"Who ar e tho se crum bs chas ing-you f ellas or me?" P ick en s ask ed 
blu ntl y. 

"Ma ybe a ll three of us ," Rai nbow a nsw ered. "Do you know t hem ?" 
"Th e s horter of the two is Bi ll D ox ey. I a lwa ys fi gured he w as  a 

st ool y gent . I di dn't get th e oth er one." 
"He calls himself To rchy Wr ight," G ru mpy told him. He w as  sati s

fi ed tha t P ick ens was no t tryi ng an y dou ble-cr oss . What do you k now 
a bou t  Ed F erg uson?" 

"T he ra t ! "  Pic kens grow l ed. "H e's wo rkin g f or  S trait . It was F er
guso n w ho ri gged t hin gs u p  f or me an d the bun ch that went out t o  
Nev ada to gether. H e  a nd  D oxey w ere thic k. T hat' s what t ipped me 
off to Bi ll." 

"Wh o el se w as  dose to F erguson?" Rip in quired. 
"No on e tha t I remem ber. I suppose S trai t's moved in some mo re 
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guys since I left. That was some weeks ago, now. But what's the idea 
of those guys tailing you? Has Strait gQt your number ?" 

Rainbow grinned. 
"That seems to be the situation. We came into Aurora tonight to 

give bis boys a chance to jump us. We figured if they did that we'd 
have our answer and also learn who Ferguson has working with him. 
You say you want to blow things wide open. If that means you don't 
mind sticking your neck out, with a fair chance that the roof may fall 
in on all three of us, we'll try to tear into them with you." 

Pickens ncxlded grimly. "All you've got to do is say the word." 
"All right," Rainbow agreed. "We know Ferguson is in the saloon 

next door to the hardware store. Most of the crowd is in there, too. 
Let's see if that's where the pair that just passed is heading. If we 
can get them all together, we can make this count." 

They retraced their way to Aurora's main street and were in time 
to see Doxey and Wright elbow their way into the saloon. 

"The next thing to do is to see if there's a back entrance to the 
place," Ripley told Grumpy and Pickens. 

They hurried around the block and found an unfenced lot in back 
of the saloon. Empty beer kegs and a miscellaneous collection of 
bottles and boxes left little doubt that the building could be entered 
from the rear. 

"Here's a door," Grumpy announced. He tried' it and found it un
locked. He pushed it back and walked in. He was gone a few moments. 

"How does it look?" Rainbow asked. 
"Just a storeroom between us and the bar. The inside door won't 

give us any trouble; I tried it. If it's yore idea for us to waltz into 
this dump, there ain't nothin' to stop us." 

''Just getting in won't be enough," the tall man remarked soberly. 
"There's been a lot of liquor going down the hatch in there; it's not 
going to be easy to get the attention of that mob anc'. make them listen 
to anything, to say nothing about what Ferguson 2-nd his friends will 
do about it. If we give them a chance to yell spies and labor baiters 
at us, we11 be licked before we get started." 

Grumpy growled, "By grab, we've stuck up tougher crowds than this 
and made 'em say uncle! I guarantee you if I git in there and dumb 
on top of the bar and show 'em the business end of a gun rn git some 
attention ! "  

After mulling it over for a moment or two Rainbow said in bis quiet 
way, "All right; •we'll play it along that line. You and Joe stick here 
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and give me a couple minutes to get around iit front. 111 fire a rock 
through a window ; that'll draw attention and cause commotion enough 
for you to reach the bar. When you hear the glass break, rush in, 
climb up on the bar and slap a shot into the ceiling to show them you 
mean business. I don't have to tell you how to handle that part of it, 
When you've got them herded back against the wall, I'll walk in. You 
keep out of sight, Joe, till I call you. Have you got that?" 

"Sure! But what do we do if something goes wrong?" 
Rip glanced at him sharply. 
"What's the matter, are you getting shaky?" 
''No," Pickens whipped back . 

. "Then don't worry about what we'll do if something goes wrong ; if 
this thing explodes in our face, we11 be stuck with it." 

5 

IN BLACK FORKS, THE BRIDGER HOUSE was the only hotel worthy of the 
name. It was patronired chiefly by stockmen and their families and 
the traveling salesmen who worked the territory. There was a bar in 
connection where anyone looking for a game of poker could be accom
modated. Grat Collamore ran the games. Being a professional gambler 
had not lowered his standing in the community. In fact, Grat was gen
�rally regarded as an upright citizen. He was a corpulent man, in
variably coatless, addicted to fancy suspenders and sleeve garters, and 
a far cry from the sleek, debonair gambler usually encountered in the 
story papers. He had a favorite chair on the veranda of the Bridger 
House, and he could be found th&e every afternoon, armed with a 
palm leaf . fan and a cigar. 

!t was a point of vantage from which he could watch the life of the 
town, in which he appeared to find an endless interest. He was seated 
there when Joe Mundy, the tall, black-haired Arrowhead foreman, 
passecl. He nodded to him, and Mundy stopped. 

"Did you come in alone, Joe?" he inquired; 
"No, Miss Kendrick came in with me. She had some shopping to 

do. Have you seen the Smiley kid around?" 
"Yes, he seems to be doing the chores at Messenger's place. I was 

surprised to hear l'ike had let the boy get away from hi\n. I took it for 
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gr anted he 'd have the Kid riding Bl ack Lightn ing ag ain thi s year." 
"It w as m y  f ault," Mund y v ol un teered. "He rubbed me the w rong 

w ay and I l ost m y  temper . The o ld man w an t s  me t o  p at ch thing s 
up with him and get him bac k. It 's up t o  me t o  e at cr ow .  I' m g lad to 

d o  it as l ong as Pike f eels as he d oes ;  he' s  c on vinced the K id c an get 
more out of the hor se t han some other boy." 

"I believe he 's right about it," Col lam ore said fr an kl y. "Nat ur al ly, 
I'm interested ; the re 'll be a l ot of mone y bet on the r ace th is ye ar . 
With the Kid up , B lac k Lightning i s  sure t o  re peat .  I hope you d on't 

have an y t rou ble making Johnnie see it your w ay." 
A sm ile t ouche <;l  M und y's wide m outh. The bone struct ure of bis 

f ace w as pr on ounced , the cheek bone s high and the ·skin tight over the 
bri dge of his n ose. It g ave hi s c ounten ance a r ather d our but str ong 
and n ot unh and some appear anc e. 

"That 'l l be easy," he said with t he c omp lete c on fi den ce which char
acteri zed an y opini on he offer ed ,  whatever the s ubject . He w as often 

w rong, but he found ways of making it seem othe rwise. It made him 
app ear to have · m ore drive than he re ally p ossessed , though sin ce Pike 
Ken dri ck had br ought him d ow n  from the Win d River countr y and 

put him in charge of his big Arr owhe ad spre ad ,  M und y had p rov ed 
him se lf a '  c ap able, hard -w orking f or em an whose l oyalt y t o  the br and 
c ou ld n ot be questi oned .  "He w on 't stic k with a m op  and br oom ver y 

l ong when I s tart t alking horse t o  him, Gr at. That kid 's g ot t o  have a 
hor se ar ound him or he isn 't happ y." 

Coll am ore slapp ed at an offending in sect with hi s fan . 
"Your r easoning i s  all ri ght , Joe, but it m ay n ot ge t you ve ry far . 

The Kid happen s t o  have a hor se. Rip le y  and his p artn er were in town 
a c ouple of w eeks ago when Mu st an g  Smith and his crew drove in with 
a big bunch of br oomta ils. Rip bought one of them f or Johnnie . I 

he ar he's g ot it in a c orr al d own on the flats ." 
Mund y l aughed. "That 's one on me ; I thou ght f or a minute y ou 

we re g oing to te ll m e  Pedr oli or Ira Bu shfie ld had sign ed him up t o  
ride one of their hor se!. The Kid 's g ot n o  bu sine ss pl aying w ith a 
wi ld hor se; he d oesn 't kn ow an ything abo ut bre aking a br on c." 

"M aybe n ot." Col lamore w as si lentl y amu sed . "F or n ot kn owing 
an ything abou t it he's d one prett y we ll. He' s  ri ding that an im al. 
Charlie Ebbett s , . the st ati on agent , t old me he s aw hi m the other eve

ning ; the K id w as runn ing the hor se out on that d irt r oad t o  the old 
i ce-h ouse ." Gr at lit a fresh c ig ar .  "I sup pose the boy figur es he 's g ot 
hi mself a f ast horse ." 
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"T hat 's s illy," Mun dy exclaim ed. "Yo u'r e  not t ak ing an yt hing li ke 
that serious ly, G nt ?" 

"\\'hat ?" Cullamo re's ton e  w as cont em ptuous . "Y ou don 't see an y
t hing gr een abou me, do you ? Of cou rse it do esn 't mean an yt hing ; 
bu t I su spect t hf Kid's in dead earn est about it . T hat 's w hat I w as 
tryin g to t ell _you ; don't make fun of his ho rse." 

"I g uess i t 's a goo d t ip at t hat," Jo e admitt ed. "H e t ak es hims el f 
pr ett y s erious ly. . . I' ll b e  s eeing you ,  Gr at."-

Co llamo re f av ored him wit h a part ing n od an d return ed to his in ter
ru pted con tem plat ion of t he flo w of l ife along t he st reet. 

Johnn ie was on his w ay do wn f rom Mess eng er 's hous e, un aw ar e  t hat 
Mun dy w as l ook ing for him, w hen he hear d  his n am e  cal led as he w as 
pass ing R in ehart 's sto re. H e  turn ed to fin d R esa Ken drick sm iling at 
him. H e  l ifted h is b att ered hat an d f elt str ang ely em b arrasse d. R esa 
had alw ays been his fr ien d  at t he Arr ow head. 

''I'm gl ad to see you ,  Jo hnn ie," s he s aid. "T he r anc h hasn't b een 
t he sam e s in ce y,)u l eft.' " T her e w as a w arm fr ien dlin ess in her vo ice 
t hat tou ched him. H e  w as so use d to s eeing her in ov er al ls t hat s he 
seem ed a l it tle s tr ang e in her g ra y  w hipcor d su it .  

"It 's ni ce of you to s ay t ha t , Res a," he got out beav ily. "You kno w 
w hy I left." . 

"We w ant yo u to co me back to us , Jo hnni e. T here won 't be any 
mo re tr oub le ov e;· the dog .  It's gon e." 

The Kid's fa c,· br ig ht en ed. 
"Som ebod y  fin ally u sed  a gun on that w olf, eh? W ho w as it , Re sa?" 
"Joe g av e  t he dog aw ay, Jo hnn ie. H e's so rr y  he lost his t emp er an d 

sl apped you. H e  drov e me in t oda y. H e's look ing you u p  before w e  
go hom e. H e's go ing to ask you to come b ack t o  your ol d job . . . . 
Pl eas e, Jo hnn ie! " s he pleaded as s he saw his f ace clou d. "Meet him 
half- w ay, won't you ?" 

"I'm throug h ·..vit h r anc h work, R esa," the b oy said soberl y. "I got 
a g ood jo b her e  in to wn . I 'm w orkin ' fo r Dan Mes seng er . I f  Mun dy 
is s ayin ' he's so rr y  he ban ged m e  ar oun d, he's sayin ' it because yor e  
pa i s  m akin' him say it . I ' ll n ev er g iv e  him a chance to lay a han d 

on me ag 'in." 
S omething in 1 he depths of R esa Ken dri ck 's ha zel eyes said s he ad

m ired his st an d. But s he fel t o bl ig ed  to def en d  her fa ther 's f orem an . 
"Bang ing you aroun d, as you put it , w as un called fo r. I w oul dn 't 

wa nt  yo u ba ck if I thought anything like that was likel y  to be re
peat ed. Joe kn ew t he m en hat ed  t he  dog ; he f elt t hey  w ere pick ing on 
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it. It was unfortunate that when he boiled over it had to be with you. 
I refuse to believe it was just meanness on his part." 

"That's because you think the best of everybody," the Kid said 
without retreating an inch. "I hope you never have to change yore 
opinion of him; but I can ten you he knows how to look out for him
self ; he's got some big ideas about where he's gain' to end up." 

The girl's head went up and her mouth lost its long curve. 
"Johnnie-what do you mean by that?" she demanded sharply. She 

surmised that she understood him perfectly. 
The boy shook his head and scraped his scuffed boots. 
"If you don't know, I better not tell you. Reckon he ain't foolin' 

Stark Tremaine." 
This was being almost too frank for Resa. She laughed to cover her 

confusion. 
"You needn't be troubled on that score," she said lightly. "Even a 

girl should be able to figure out some things for herself. I'm not going 
to urge you to change your mind but do think it over before you 
say no." 

"There's nothin' to think over," the Kid declared doggedly. "If you 
see Mundy you can tell him not to waste his time lookin' me up." 

They spoke a minute longer and the boy was turning away, when 
Mundy came across the street and called him back. 

"I've been looking for you, Kid," he said, with attempted good-will. 
"Has Resa told you we want you to come back to Arrowhead?" 

"Yeh," was the boy's muttered answer. 
"Johnnie says be isn't interested,'' the girl explained. "He's found 

a job in town." 
"That's foolish," Mundy declared patronizingly. "Working in town 

is all right in the- winter, Johnnie, but don't tell me they can coop up 
an old ranch hand like you till the weather closes in. I was all wrong 
about ruffing you up ; I was sorry for it the next day. If you11 give i:ne 
the chance, I'll make it up to you some way. I felt so bad about losing 
my head that I got rid of the dog. There's no reason why we can't 
patch things up." 

He stuck out his hand. The Kid ignored it. 
"Why don't you put yore cards on the table, Mundy? I know why 

you want me back ; Black Lightnin' has been brought in from the 
range and put on hard grain. The old man knows it's time to begin 
workin' him out a little." 

"Sure! " Joe admitted readily. "There's no secret about that. The 
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boss wan ts to put B lack Li ghtn ing in y our ha nds and hav e  yo u s tay 
w ith him t ill the rac e is over. H e  co uld g et a boy fr om G reen Riv er. 
B ut he w on't thi nk of it ; he wan ts y ou and n obody els e. I d on 't bla me 
him f or f eelin g 1.ha t wa y ;  you can top any thing a round here. You 

kn ow, Kid , w hen Reb brought tha t bi g ink spo t d own f ro m  the hig h 
pas ture a nd  turn ,xl hi m in to the Number Two corra l, tha t horse k ep t  
on the mo ve for a n  hour , lookin g f or y ou. H e  mis ses yo u, s ure en ough." 

. T his w as an a droi t  ar gum en t, and it got the boy. M undy tried to 
p ress it home. 

"Y ou kn ow he can be m ean when he wan ts to. B ut y ou a lways co uld 
d o  as y ou p leas ed wi th him .  I guess a horse lik e tha t j us t  p icks out 
his man, and t ha t's a ll t here is t o  it ." 

"T he tw o of us got a lone good to get her," Johnni e said s imply . "B !ac k 
Lightnin's a ll rig ht. Y ou ca n' t  git an yw heres w ith him if y ou go a t  it 
hamm er a nd ton gs ;  he w on' t stand for tha t." H e  glanc ed at R esa. 
"Yo u better tell tha t to w hoev er yo re pa g its to rid e hi m." 

"Johnni e ,  is y our d ecisi on as fina l  as t ha t?" 
T he Kid nodd ed fi rmly. "I a in't ridin' B lack L ight nin '." 
M undy still had a trump or tw o to p lay, and be led them. Turn in g 

t o  R esa ,  he said , "Af ter w hat I w as told d own the s treet, I d idn' t ha ve 
muc h hope tha t w e  c ould ma ke Johnni � see i t  our way. H e  isn 't sa y

in g any thin g  a bo ut it, but he's got his ow n hors e. Ra inbow Ri pley 
bought him a mustan g, and I hea r it's look in g  p retty good." 

"Who told you tha t?" the Kid d ema nd ed gruffly. 
"Why, I saw G rat Colla more as I was passin g t he hot el. I happ en ed 

to tdl him I was lo okin g fo r yo u. H e  warn ed me t ha t  if y ou find y our 
hors e r ea lly has somethin g t ha t  y ou'd be rid in g f or yours elf this yea r, 

i f  y ou c ould sc rap e up the en tran ce f ee." 
"I ca n' t believ e it," Resa sa id. "Johnn ie racin g his own horse! Is 

i t  rea lly true?" 
"No one's hea rd me say an ythin' a bout rac in' him," the Kid an 

s wered. "And M un <ly ,  you can t ell G ra t  Collam ore that w ha t  I'm doin ' 
a in 't n one of his busin ess." 

"G rat w asn' t ta lkin g o ut of turn ," Joe a rgued. "D on't ta ke it that 
w ay. S omeon e told him you had the horse. It d oesn' t m ea n  an ythin g  
to him. Ma yb e  w e  can mak e  it mean s omethin g--'-tha t's if y ou really 
think y our bronc c an run ." 

"Yeh?" the Kid queried s usp ic ious ly .  "Wha t d o  y ou mean ?" 
Joe p layed his a ce. 
"I wa s thin kin g y,lu coul d fetc h him out t o  the ra nc h  and w ork hi m 
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an d B la ck Li ghtni ng t ogether . It w ouldn 't cost you a penn y for _ grain. 
We've got that me asured half -mi le ;  we could ti me you and keep thin gs 

q uiet. Y ou' ve got five t o  si x week s t o  go yet. If your hor se show s he 
can r un, we' ll chip in an d p ut up the en tran ce m on ey. You can r ide 
B la ck Li ghtnin g in the st ake r ace an d be up on your own horse in the 

free-f or -a ll." 
The Ki d had b egun t o  shake his head. 
'Tm doin' a ll ri ght b y  m yself, M un dy, an d I ain 't interest ed in an y 

scheme like that. T alkin ' abo ut r acin ' a hor se that r an wi ld on the 
dese rt an d ha s neve r been shod i s  n onsen se. Me bbe his ho of s  w on 't 

hold a set of shoes. Wh ateve r he t urn s out t o  be , he gi ts all m y  ti me , 
n ot ha lf of it . B ut I' ll p romise you one thin g, Re sa ;  I w on 't ride 
against Bla ck Li ghtnin' on an y othe r man 's hor se, n o  m atte r what 
I'm offere d. I give you m y  w or d  on t hat ." 

She e xpres se d  her t hank s. 
"I 'll te ll F at her ; I'm s ure he 'll appre ciate it . . • .  I gue ss there 's n oth

in g f urther t o  be sa id, Joe ." 
"No, I don 't s upp ose there is ! "  M un dy jerked out angri ly. "The 

st ub b orn litt le fo ol wo uld sooner go hun gry t han come off hi s hi gh 
per ch. It' s  t oo  ba d I di dn 't kn ock a little sense int o him whi le I wa s 
ab out it ." 

Resa stare d him t o  si len ce. 
"Kn ockin g sense int o fifteen -ye ar-old b oys is prett y l ow b us iness f or 

a man," she sa id chill in gly. She n odde d farewell t o  the Kid. "I w ish 
y ou luck with your horse, Johnnie . An d thanks f or the adv ice y ou 
ga ve me." 

She t urn ed on her hee l  and w as severa l steps awa y  bef ore M un dy 
ca ught up with her . The K id st ood there wat chin g  them go up the 
st ree t. Re sa' s shoulder s were s ti ff  and un com promi sin g. 

"R eck on she 's gitt in ' w ise t o  tha t gent ! "  he m ut te red sole mn ly. 
On rea chin g the fla ts Johnnie went t o  the corra l first . Champ saw 

hi m comin g an d ni ckere d a greetin g. The Kid looked the b uck skin 
over care f ully a nd then let him n uzzle him .  Thi s se ar chin g f or a lump 

of sugar had b ecome a game bet ween the m that b oth en j oye d. 
"H ere it is, Champ ," the Kid ann oun ce d, holdin g out the sw eet. 

"Some f olks are b eginnin ' t o  figger yo're goin' t o  t urn out t o  be a ra ce 
horse ,  mister. Me b be the y  kn ow what the y're talkin g ab out ." 

F or severa l da ys he ha d been pa ckin g the an ima l' s  hoofs in wet cl ay 
and b in din g it on wi th pie ce s  of gunnysackin g. The w rappings we re 
dry again y an d he got a b ucket of water an d soaked them .  When he got 
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to the cabin, h e  told his father he had met Resa and Mundy and what 
the Arrowhead forenan had had to say. Mr. Smiley wagged bis head 
over it thoughtfully. 

"Don't sound right to me, the_ foreman of a big outfit spreadin' himself 
that-a-way. The more a man's got to say, the less truth you can look 
fer per word. In my time I knew every range bos.s from here half-way 
to Wind River. Mundy did more talkin' in a few minutes th:.n them 
old ramrodders would have given out with in a month o' Sundays. 
Reckon Pike Kendrick sent him in with orders not to take no fer an 
answer from you." 

''I wasn't fooled by the way he tried to play up to me, Pappy. 
Reckon the next thing I can expect is to have the old man himself 
comin' after me. He'll git the same answer I gave Mundy. I'm stick
ing with Dan and Ci1amp, and no one's changing my mind about it." 

"That's right, Johnnie. I ain't got nuthin' in partic'lar ag'in Pike 
Kendrick-it's kinda ranch law fer an owner to side with his· foreman 
in all disputes-but 1 idin' his bosses never put any meat in the pot fer 
us. It's a steady job that keeps the money comin' in. The time you 
spend on Champ don t cost you nuthin' ; and its kinda comfortin' to sit 
here and know you gut a hoss jest outside the door. Kinda makes you 
feel like you was somebody.'' 

They had been living better recently and his position in regard to the 
horse had changed completely. There was a jar of jam on the table, 
where he sat finishing his lunch. He piled the jam so high on a slice 
of bread that raising it to his mouth without spilling it was a delicate 
operation. He smacked his lips over it. 

"Never tasted no jam like that ! "  he declared. "That Mrs. Messenger 
is a fine woman, Johnnie. Whole strawberries in that jam. Taste jest 
like you'd plucked 'em right off the plant ! "  

He pushed away his empty plate and fumbled for his pipe and to
bacco. 

"A good woman can help a man a lot, Johnnie. There was a mess 
of them McF,,arland gals, five, six, at least. The old man didn't think 
much of the youngest one marryin' Dan, It turned out she did the 
best of all." 

The Kid wasn't listening. He got up and started clearing away the 
table ;  _ he'd had his cwn lunch in the Messenger kitchen. Out of a 
moody silence, he said, "Reckon I couldn't expect to keep folks from 
knowin' I was workin ' Champ out in the evenin's ,  but I didn't know 
I was bein' watched. If there was a piece of good horse-flesh around, 
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Co llamor e wou ld mak e it his bus in ess to find out about it. I ain't let 
Champ ou t s inc e t he first ni ght I rod e him. I 'm g lad no w I didn 't. I 

d on 't wan t  a lo t of ta lk go in '  around." 
Mr. Smi ley suc ked uns ucc ess fu lly on his p ip e  and w hen he cou ldn 't 

g et it to dra w ask ed the boy to g et him a s tra w from the broom. 
"Champ 's yor e  boss," he s aid, w hen the op era tion on the p ipe was 

comp leted .  "Y ou don 't ha ve to keep him ou t of s ig ht. I f  Ra inbo w 
was here, he'd tell you so; he took car e of t hings l ik e  that w hen he 

m ad e  Pet e g ive him a bill of sa le. Nob ody's pu tt in' anyt hin' ov er o n  
him and Grumpy Gibbs . Ho w long d id t hey say t hey w er e  go in' to b e  

a wa y  -this t im e?" 
"R ip sa id he d idn't kno w. T ha t's the r ea l  r eason I don' t w an t  fo lks 

· wa tc hin ' ev ery move I ma ke; I w an t  to be ab le to surpr is e him w hen 
he g its back. T hat 's w hy I a in 't been sayin ' mu ch ev en to Dan a nd 
Buck." 

"S eems som eon e's b in do in' som e ta lk in '," Mr. Sm iley obs erv ed. 
"Jest go ssip, I r eckon ; k eepin' track o f  ot her fo lks ' busin ess is kinda 

th e lead in '  act iv it y  of t hi s  to w n. But you kno w Gra t Co llamor e 
wou ldn 't be int eres ted in Champ 'less he had r eason to b eliev e t he 
boss was go in' to up set all c alcu lat io ns about t he ra ce. You don' t think 
Champ's tha t go od, do you, Jo hnni e?" 

"H e can r un, bu t I don 't k no w  ho w go od he is," the Kid d eclar ed 
t ens ely. "I won 't kno w till I g iv e  him a c hanc e to s ho w  m e. I'm go in' 
to keep his feet in c la y  for a few cl.ays m or e  b efor e  I hav e  Chris H oeffler 
put a s et of lig ht s ho es on him. When be g its u sed  to w earin ' 'em, I 'll 
put him ov er the road and let him s ho w  m e  w ha t  he's go t;  and w e1l 

do o ur work in '  ou t jus t a ft er da wn. I f  an yb ody wa nts to sp y on _u s 
t hey' ll hav e  to g it out purty ear ly ! "  

6 

RAINBOW DID A THOROUGH JOB o f  s mashing the s alo on w ind cw. The 
s hatt er ed  g la ss  w as  s till fa lling w ith its p ecul iarly c hi lling sound w hen 
s ev era l m en pop ped out o f  the d oor ,  seek ing an explanation. Ins id e, 
the no isy argu men ts and hilar ity subs id ed  for the mom ent as neck s 

w ere cra ned to w ard t he  street. Surpris e t urn ed to am azem ent w hen 
Gr um py's .45 barked thund erously in the lo w -c eiling ed ro om. Over 
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the hea ds of t he aowd Rip cou ld n ow see him perched on the b ar. 

"Ba ck over again st the wa ll an d sta y  pu t! " the little man growled. 
"There don' t wan t to be n o  n on sen se ab out this!" 

The men fou nd som ethi ng writt en on bi s ha rd-b itt en fa ce that car
ri ed convicti on·. They bac ked a wa y, som e with their han ds rai sed. Ra in 
bow pu shed pa st the· severa l men at the door an d m ov ed  a long the ba r 

un til he stood ju st below Grump. S eeing them t og ether sna pped the 
lank y, slow-thinkin g F ergu son out of his tran ce. 

"It 's them dirty :;pies of Con roy's ! "  he b ellowed. "W e don't hav e  
to tak e n o  pu shi n' a roun d f rom the sn oopin ' skun ks! Pu ll 'em down ,  

b oys, an d run 'em to hell out a  of here!" 
Bill D oxey an d Torchy W right, the t wo m en who ha d passed the 

pa rtn ers in f ron t of t he chu rch, echoed his cry, an4 with two others 
start ed t o  ru sh the ba r. 

"H old it!" G rum py whipped out fiercely. "An d  kee p yore m ou ths 
but ton ed !  M y  pardn cr an d me a re doi n' a ll t he ta lkin ' here f or a m in it l "  

It wa s n o  su rpri se t o  Rip t o  find ev ery man in the ba rroom aga in st 
them, an d he in clu ded the owner of the sa loon an d his two ba rt en ders, 
thank s t o  the shat tered win dow an d the int erruption of bu sin ess. H e  
sta rted to speak , on ly t o  b e  howled down. H e  wait ed b ef ore he t ried 

again . 
"Y ou bet ter hea r  wha t I'v e g ot t o  say," he rapped. "It'll open you r 

eyes." 
"Go g et him , Bill I "  F ergu son u rg ed. "The gu n is ju st a b lu ff  I "  

D oxey thought ot herwi se an d wa s sat isfi ed t o  stay where he wa s; 
"L et 'em wag their tong ues, Ed," he growled. "W e kn ow what we'll 

hea r f rom them. W ho the hell will pay an y att ent ion to wha t they 
got t o  sa y?" .  

"W e'v e g ot a man here that you 'll pa y som e at ten tion to," Ra in bo w 
an swered him. "I don't m ean y ou persona lly, D oxey; you an d the 
rest of St ra it 's hi ghbin ders don 't ha ve t o  list en , b ut you men who're 
boun d f or Neva da will wan t  to get an ea rfu l. • • • Joe I Com e on in I " 

he cal led. 
There wa s a pau se, an d the tho ught crossed bis m in d  an d G rumpy's 

that Pick en s m i ght hav e run out on t hem .  Thei r an xi et y  wa s short 
liv ed, for th e st oreroom door open ed an d Joe Pick en s leaped up on 
the bar. 

"It' s Joe Pi ck ens!'. choru sed ha lf a doz en m en. 
"S o some of y ou k now m e, eh?" Pick en s  flu ng bac k. He sing led out 

Ed F ergu son ,  an d his eyes b la zed. "H ow a bout you , borsefa ce? Y ou 
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ou ght to remember me, y ou dou bl e-cr ossin g r at !  And y ou, too, D oxey ! " 
"Better stop the n ame- callin g an d tell the men y our s tory," Rip 

advis ed. 
:-'Su re ! "  P ic kens agr eed. "An d I got a s tory to tell you gu ys. I u sed 

to w ork on this j ob like y ou. S am S tr ait shipp ed me up . H e  tipp ed 
me off that F er gus on w oul d be l ookin g ou t for me, ju st in c as e  ther e 
might be a chan ce of better mon ey somew her e els e." Joe l au ghed 
har shly. _ "I' ll say Fer guson look ed out for me I I w as her e tw o w eeks 

w hen he p as sed the w ord to abou t tw en ty -five of us that S am had 
s omethin g ou t in Nev ada at a doll ar an d a half a day an d a bonus for 
the time w e' d  los e gettin g ou t ther e. An d there was to be _n o secon d 

r ak e-off for him comin g  ou t of ou r pock ets. S trait w as ju st bein g a 
good guy ; he l iked us an d he wan ted to get u s  a br eak I " 

T he men wer e shift in g  abou t un ea sily ,  s ome of them seemin g to sur 
mise w hat w as comin g. W hen Fer gus on an d his cohorts began to 
hoot an d yel l an d mak e it imposs ible for joe to con tinu e, the crow d 
turn ed on them thr ea ten in gly iHld they w ere s il en ced w ithou t any help 
fr om the p ar tn �rs . 
- Pick en s stood ther e  with a mock in g  lau gh on his lips. A ll the bitter 

n es s  he had been storin g up for w eeks was findin g  expr ess ion tonight. 
"W hat I' m tellin g y ou soun ds k in da fami liar , don' t it?" he j eer ed. 

"You suc ker s  have been gettin g the s ame br an d of bun k  F er gu son 
han ded me an d my pals. I can tell y ou w hat y ou have ahead of y ou ;  
I kn ow; I been all thr ou gh it. W hen y ou rol l in to D env er, y ou'r e go
in g to have a ni ce n ew five-dol lar bil l pu t in y our mitt. T hat' s  y our 
bonu s to cov er the three days y ou' ll lose gettin g ou t to that W. P. job. 
Good old S am S tr ait, the poor man' s frien d! An d then you 'll be 
dum ped out on the desert a coup le morn in gs l ater, an d w hat ar e y ou 
goin g to fin d? A re y ou goin g to get that doll ar fifty a day ? Su re, 

y ou'r e goin g to get it-for a w eek !  T hat' s w hen you get the bad n ews. 
I t's a bu ck a day the res t of the w ay . . .. W ait a minu te ! "  He s hou ted 
as a gru mblin g r oar ros e fr om the crow d. "M ay be y ou figur e that w as 
jus t a mistake. T he g uys y ou' ve been work ing w ith jus t lau gh at y ou ;  
they been thr ou gh it, too; they tried to tell y ou w hat y ou had c omin g. 
W hat ca n y ou do abou t it? W ho c an poor s ap s  lik e us mak e a squ awk 
to? It' s  a hell of a l on g  way to the n ext j oi>-if you coul d fin d on e. 
You r gr ea t f rien d- Sam Str ait an d these l ice have sold y ou ou t ;  bu t 

y ou c an 't do any thin g about it; you 'r e  stuc k ! "  
"H ow mu ch is Conr oy pay in ' y ou for all this?" Fergu son cr ied. 
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"That 's th e a n ,wer ! "  Bi ll D oxey · sho uted at the men. "A sk h im 

what h e's gett in g  out o f  thi s !  Ask hi m for p roo f ! " 
"I'll gi ve you di th e proo f you n eed I " Pick en s  c ri ed in an swer to 

tha t  chal len ge. He wh ip ped o ff  hi s coa t and shirt and sho wed th e 
half -heal ed sca rs ,,nd welt s on h is back and to ld th em th e story o f  ho w 
h e  had r etu rn ed t.O D en ver to squar e accou n ts with Stra it and wha t  
had happ en ed to .'lim. 

Rip and Gru mpy wer e  po werless to st op what fo l lo wed. Th e men 
seiz ed F er gu son, Do xey and th ree oth er s--th er e  seemed to be no 

dou bt in th eir mind s a s  to who wer e Strait 's agent s-a nd ra n th em 
out into th e str eet News o f  wha t wa s hap penin g  had r each ed t he o th er 
sa loon a nd empt i ed it in a hurry. Aurora 's to wn mar sha ll tri ed to 
fight hi s wa y th ro Jgh th e swa rmin g c ro wd ,  in th e c ent er o f  wh ich F er 
gu son and h is hand ymen were bein g bea ten to a pu lp .  
· "Let me throu :�h I "  th e mar sha l shou ted a s  fist s  c ont inu ed th eir • 
bo ne-cru shin g tat too. "Yo 'r e k illi n' tho se fella s ! "  

Pet er sen and h a.If a hu ndr ed lik e  hi m d idn 't int en d  to go that far, 
but th ey _weren 't -..o be sto pp ed un til t hey had th e five men str et ched 

in th e du st. Th ey dra gg ed th em to th e c reek th en and flun g  th em in, 
l eav in g  it to t he ic e co ld wat er to r ev iv e  th em befor e t hey dro wned .  
F er gu son and th e o th er s  cra wled out o n  th e far ba nk and pai nfu lly 
mad e  th eir way u p  the str ea m  i n  th e d irectio n o f  t he ca mp, th e cro wd 

hootin g at th em d erisivel y  unt il th ey di sapp ea red around a bend. 
Th e pa rtn er s a nd Joe Pick en s had witn essed th e pr oceedin gs fro m  

th e doo rway o f  foe saloon. T hey had ev er y r ea so n  to con gratula te 
th emselv es on th e way th ings had gon e. 

"It won 't be n ecessa ry for u s  to say an yth in '  to M ik e  Moran a bout 
th is," Gru mp y  d edar ed ,  with a chu ckl e. "H e'll get it a s  soo n as be 
st ep s out o f  h is t ent tomo rro w mo rni n '. H e  won 't hav e to wire D env er 
fo r mo re men th is week." 

"It cou ldn' t ha \"e wo rked ou t bett er from ou r end ," said Ri p. "F er 
gu so n and h is bu r.ch ar e throu gh. It'l l tak e Stra it a littl e  ti me to get 

r eor gan ized .  I wa nt to be around wh en h e  gets th e news. W e' ll t ake 
th e mornin g tra in out and shuck th ese dud s a s  soon a s  we reach the 
city." H e  smiled at Pick en s. "You mu st feel bett er, Joe; you did 
thin gs up bro wn. Do you k no w  what you 'r e  goin g to d o  no w?" 

"I'm go ing to strik e  Mo ran for a jo b. I d on't k no w  what I'm goi ng 
to do a bou t y ou r  1wen ty -fiv e buck s ;  i t's go in g t o  tak e  me a lo ng tim e  

to p ay -" 
"You' v e  p aid t hat bac k with i nt er est a lr eady ," R ainbow i nt er ject ed. 
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"Fo rget a bou t i t . W hen I see Co nroy I' ll put in a boos t for yo u t ha t  
wo n't hurt you a ny. If i t's poss ib le to ea t in Aur ora a t  t his t ime o f  
nig ht, l et's fin d t he s po t." 

- · 

T he part ners ha d no thing a t  camp that t hey wer e  int er es ted in cla im 
i ng ,  a nd  t hey decided to sp end t he nig ht in to wn. 

"You m ay fin d som et hing in our suit cas es t ha t  yo u can us e," Rip 
to ld P ick ens. "If t her e is , help you rs elf. W e'll jus t cur l  up in a sof t 
spot alo ng t he cr eek la ter on an d l et it go a t  t ha t." 

At s ev en-th ir ty t he n ext mor ning they wer e o n  t heir way t o  Denv er. 
"S eems I'm g it tin' so I can't tak e it no mo re," 'G rum py comp la in ed. 

"I don't k no w  whether it was t he nig ht air or it's just pu nishm ent for 
m y  s ins, bu t I s hor e go t a m is er y  in m y  ba ck t his mo rnin' . W hen I gi t 
to Black Forks I'm go in' to do a lot of s itt in' do wn, I promi se yo u." 

"I ho pe :we c an c los e t his t hing up in a f ew  days ; I' d l ik e  to be hea d
ing hom e, to o," said Ra in bo w. "I was jus t wo nder ing ho w Jo hnn ie 
was g ett in g a long wit h his hor se." 

T he lit tle on e grun t ed  caust ica lly .  "You m ig ht bet t er be ask in' yor e
s elf when t hey held his fu nera l." H e  winced as he s hift ed aro un d  on 
t he seat . "T he a ches I go t in m e  ma kes m e  f eel sor ry f or t he  K id. 
Was h Sm iley cou ld s ue you for damag es for put ting t hat ou tla w  in t he 
bo y's han ds ! "  

Ra inbow r ea lized Grum py's chat t er was no t to be tak en seriously . 
Thr oug h the car windo w, he ga zed a t  th e magn ificen t p anorama o f  
pea ks an d moun ta ins. 

"T here's g ood stu ff in t ha t  boy, Grump. I wis h we cou ld do so me
thing for him . Giv ing his t ha t  hor se  do es n't amou nt to any thing ; he 

oug ht to be in s chool in st ead of ou t fig hting for a liv ing. I'm going 
to see if t he Ju dg e can' t do som ethin g." 

"I do n't kno w what ," t he li t t le man comm ent ed. "It b etter no t 
be an ythin' in the wa y of help from t he coun t y; t he K id wou ldn 't t ak e  

k in dly to tha t. I'm afr aid i t 'd slap him down a wfu l har d  even to sug
g es t  it." 

"I'm sur e it wou ld," sa id Ri p. "If you'r e go ing to help him , you'v e 
go t to do it. wi thout hur ting his pri de . • • .  I hope th is train doesn 't 
l eav e the tracks. No t mu ch ba llast been p ut in a lo ng her e." 

"T hey'v e go t a ga ng work in '  nor t h  f rom the junct io n, I hear d. T eff  
m e, ho w's F erguso n goin ' to git wor d  to Str ait? It's Sun da y. H e  can' t 
g et a let t er o ff; t he p ost o ffic e  will be clo sed. T her e won't be an yone 
aro und the depot ei ther to tak e a t elegram. H 

"I ima gin e he11 be on t he next tr ain. T ha t 'll g ive us tim e en oug h 
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to get strai ght en ed ou t. Strait 's goin g to how l w hen h e  h ear s what 's 
hap pened .  I t'll ctrtainl y ca ll for conta ct betw een him and th e part y 
for w ho m  h e's wo rkin g. We'll hav e to wat ch ev ery m ov e  h e  m akes fo r 
a da y or t wo .  You want ed som e  sittin g down. Chan ces a re you 'l l hav e 
p lent y  of it to d o. ' 

"That part of it 's all ri ght ," th e l ittl e  m an gr um bl ed . "It ain 't li kel y 
thi s part y w ill be comin' to Stra it' s o ffice for an y git -to geth er." 

"No t if h e's on e of Conro y's comp etit or s." 
"Th er e' s  no if a bout i t  in m y  niind," said Grump y. "Wh en Conro y 

told u s  th ese oth er firm s wa s all r espon si bl e  p eopl e and go od fri ends 
of hi s, I thou ght h e  mi ght be wron g. Th e wa y th in gs hav e shap ed up 
do esn 't s eem to l eav e an y dou bt a bout it . We know t hi s  racket i s  
co stin ' som ebody som e  r eal dou gh .  Who els e but o ne of th ese so -call ed 

f ri end s of hi s cou ld be in t er est ed in goin ' that far to hand hi m th e 
wor ks." 

T he tall man sh oo k hi s head. "I can 't gi ve you an ar gu ment on that. 
Th e first thin g for us to do is to r ent an up stair s o ffice in som e  build 

in g clo se enou gh t ,1 Strait's pla ce so w e  can keep ta bs on who com es 
and go es. We'l l hi re a carri age by the da y and ha ve i t  waitin g belo w. 
If a ha ck rolls up to hi s d oor and h e  driv es awa y, w e'l l be a bl e  to 

follow him ." 
Th ey had no di fficu lty enga gin g a room for a w eek tha t prom is ed  to 

serv e th eir pu rpose. Th ey tipp ed th e janitor a dolla r and h e  produ ced 
a coup le o f  d ilap idat ed cha i rs. It was la te Sunda y aft ernoon by no w. 
Th e st ree t  bad a d eser t ed look. Aft er wat chin g S trai t' s o ffice for a f ew 
minu t es and conv in cin g th ems elv es tller e wa s no on e th er e, th ey 
ch an ged clo thes and w al ked up to the Al ban y _  and r egi st er ed .  A ho t 
bath proved to be w hat Grump y need ed. 

"Feel li ke I 'm li vin g a g'in," h e  d eclar ed. "I'm r eady for dinn er ." 
"We'll hav e i t," Rip said , •w ith a grin, "and if th er e's a go od show 

in to wn, w e'll ta ke it in . I spo ke to the port er a bout a car ri age and 
to ld him to hav e i t  h er e  a t  sev en -thirt y in th e mo rnin g. We'l l arriv e 

a t  our o ffice in st y l e." 
Th e cur ren t th eatri ca l  attra ction s w ere li st ed ·  on a board in th e 

lo bb y. Th e w el l-known a cto r, Gu y Bat es Pos t, a gr eat D env er favor 
it e, wa s at the Tab or Grand in "Th e H eir to th e Hoorah ." 

"That ou ght to be good enou gh for u s," Rainbow o bserved. "We'll 
st op at th e ci gar st and and hav e th em r eserv e som e  s eat s." 

Wi th it s go od food and mu si c, th e A lban y wa s a p op ular p la ce on a 
Sunda y ev enin g, an d th e par tn er s  found th e caf e w ell filled, tho ugh i t  
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was still early. Grumpy put on his gold-rimmed spectacles and picked 
up the menu as soon as they were seated. The only light in the res
taurant was provided by the shaded lamps on the tables. 

"You, better do the orderin' if you can see to read what's on the 
card," the little man complained. "So dim in here I can't see nuthin'. 
Got this place dolled up like a lady's boodwar, with all these artificial 
vines and red lamps. A steak and some French fries will do for me." 

Rip was facing the door. He was studying the menu, when the head
waiter hurried past, showing a. man and woman to a table in the rear. 
The woman was young and pretty. Rip quickly raised the menu before 
his face as a screen ; he llad got a flash of the couple and recognized 
them instantly. 

"Come on ! "  he snapped at Grumpy, "We're getting out of here. 
Don't waste any time asking why." 

"Something wrong, gentlemen?" the startled waiter inquired. 
Rip dropped a dollar on the table and started out. Grumpy overtook 

him in the lobby. 
"What's the idea?" the latter demanded huffishly. 
"Grump, that couple the bead-waiter just took past our table-the 

woman is that good-looking girl who used to be Conroy's secretary. 
Do you know who's with her?" 

"No! "  
"Sam Strait." 
"Then evidently she didn't git married, as you figgered, or she 

wouldn't be steppin' out with Strait. But what's so unusual about her 
bein' with that bird? I .suppose be saw her in the office two or three 
times a week when she was workin' for Conroy and McCann and got 
acquainted with her. I don't think much of her judgment in runnin' 
around with him, but . . .  Wait a second! Say, if Strait said anythin' 
to her about us, she could have told him who we are ; she knows we 
worked for Conroy before." 

"Undoubtedly that's what happened. But I'm sure we've stumbled 
on to something more important than that. Isn't it reasonable to sup
pose that when she left Conroy that she went to work for some other 
construction company? Now we catch her �ut with Strait. Don't you 
see how things hook up?" 

"I'd have to be dumb if it  didn't! "  Grumpy removed his spectacles 
and returned them to the case, closing the lid woth a sharp click. "We 
better have our dinner at the Brown Palace. How sure are you they 
didn't see us?" 
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"Th ey didn' t ,  Gr ump. It sh ouldn't be difficult t o  find wh at firm 

she's with now. W hen w e  do, w e'll be c los e  t o  w in din g t hings up. 
I'm t ryi ng t o  r ecall her nam e. T hex:e was on e of th ose lit t le n am e  plates 
on her de sk .... Mi ss--" 

· "John son , w asn't it ?" 
"Th at does it ' Not John son, but Jen se n. Mi ss Jen sen ! "  With a 

tw in kle in h is gray eyes, R ip said, "It's st art ed out t o  be a v ery pleas-
an t evenin g." 

"Yeh , if we d,Jn 't find St ra it an d the ga l sit tin '  n ext t o  us in th e 
t heat re." 

"We'll mak e  rnre we don 't run int o th em," Rip said. "We11 be 
t hrough wit h dinner bef ore th ey a re. We'll wal k- back t o  t he  Al bany 
a nd see wha t  t ht:y do w hen t hey com e out. If th ey go t o  t he opera 
h ouse, w e'l l have t o  pa ss up th e sh ow." 

Wh en th ey return ed t o  t he hot el, th ey w at ch ed bot h ent ra nces. It 
w as alm ost eigh t o'clock before St rait an d th e Jensen girl came out. 
T hey t urned in t o  Sev enteenth St reet a nd w alked aw ay f rom t he bu si
ness dist rict. Aft er f ollowing th em some blocks, t he partn ers saw th em 
ent er one of Denv er's fa sh iona ble a pa rtm en t  h ouses. 

"T his B ur dick Court i s  pur t y  sweel q ua rt ers f or a ga l in her-ci rc um
st an ces," G rumpy comm en ted. 

"I don 't kn ow ,' '  Ra in bow coun t ered. "Mi ss Jen sen 's circumstan ces 
ma y surpri se us. I suspect she is doin g ve ry well f or herself. Le t 's get 
back down-t ow n;  St rait's ev iden t ly n ot taki ng her t o  t he t heat re t his 
evenin g." 

Th ey w alked awa y  ra pidly. 
"Is it yore idea that th e ga l is bein ' used as th e go-betw een ?" t he 

liUle on e quest ioned as th ey swun g alon g. Ra in bow n odded. 
"I can 't th in k  an ythin g else un fil the ev idence shows I'm mistaken. 

If y ou'll st retc h your legs a little m ore, we'll j ust about catc h t he 
curta in." 

7 

T HERE WAS A TAKG IN THE Am these mornings th at told t he K id sum
mer was defin it el y  gon e. T o  t he n orth , th e t owerin g pea ks of the Solo
mon s seemed n earer .  Ov er th e plai ns, hung a blue a ut umnal ha ze. 
Most of th e i dli ng ra nc h ha nds h ad di sa ppear ed f rom th eir haun ts 
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alon g th em ai n  st reet of B lack Forks. Th e b oy kn ew th at hay w as 
bei n g  pu t u p  a nd c attle b ei n g  w ork ed d ow n  from th e hi gh p lac es. 

Fall w as th e p leasa nt est tim e  of th e year on the ran ge. Old m em o
ri es tu gged at Joh n ni e. H e  k n ew it w ou ld n't b e  lon g b ef ore th e a sp ens 
abov e Si n gi n g  Creek w ou ld b e  tu rni n g  yellow. Any d ay n ow th e Ar
rowh ead chuck w agon w ou ld b e  ru n out of th e sh ed and greased and 

m ad e  ready f or th e rou nd -u p. H e  h ad "rod e" t he w agon th e p revi ous 
year and ru stled w ood f or bi g Elm er, th e rou nd -up c ook ,  at wh ose 

d exterity a nd ski ll h e  h ad n ev er c eased t o  ma rvel. H e  th ou gh t  of R eb 
Ju sti n, B ret F ai les and H appy Sh erd ell, hi s fav ori tes amo n g  th e A r
rowh ead cr ew. 

"I'd sh ore lik e  to see 'em," h e  mu tt ered t o  h im self ,  as h e  w ent t o  
th e c reek f or w at er f or Champ. "Th e c ou n try mu st b e  real pu rty n ow, 

up to' ard s S qu aw Butt e. I c ou ld put aw ay a st ack of Elm er' s  flap 
j ack s and a p an of b ac on thi s  morni n '. I shore c ou ld I "  

And yet wh en h e  reach ed th e c orral and Ch amp ni ck er ed  a greeti n g, 
th e Kid k n ew h e  w ou ld n 't trad e hi s presen t lot f or a d ozen j obs on A r
rowh ead. As th ou gh his n ostalgic th ou gh ts h ad h eld s om e  d is loya lty 

t o  th e big bucksk in, h e  said, "A f elJa c an 't h elp thi nki n '  b ack s om e
ti mes, Ch am p, bu t I d on 't really mi nd n ot goi n '  ou t w ith th e w agon ; 
I got you, and th at's all th at m att ers. I'm goi n '  to gi t y ou a s et of 
sh oes thi s  af tern oon, and y ou ain' t goi n g  t o  lik e i t, bi g f ella. N o  h orse 

d oes f or th e fi rst tim e. B ut i t  w on 't hu rt; I'll see that Ch ris is extry 
c arefu l wi th you ." 

H e  w as w etti n g  d own th e sid ew alk ,  th e rest of h is d ai ly ch ores fi n 
ish ed ,  wh en M essen ger cam e arou nd th e c orn er. H e  h ad his u su al 
f ri end ly good m orni n g  f or th e b oy. 

"Y ou 're finishi n g  up early , Joh nni e." 
"M rs. M essen ger wa nts m e  to gi �e h er a h and t ransp lan tin ' som e 

flow er s. I figgered I'd git u p  to th e h ou se  a litt le ah ead of tim e, M r. 
M ess en ger." 

D an smi led. "I did n't thi nk sh e'd let anyon e t ouch h er peoni es." 
H e  wa s w ell p leased with t he w ay th e boy did h is w ork . H e  h ad 

wis ely refrai n ed fr om gi vi n g him too mu ch p rais e, h ow ev er, fee li n g  
Joh n ni e  n ei th er w ant ed n or w ou ld be h elped by any c odd li n g. 

"Y ou did n 't happ en to see Buck R ainsf ord ri de by?" Messe n ger 
qu esti on ed .  H e  took it for gran ted th at th e Kid kn ew w ord h ad reach ed 
town duri n g  th e ni gh t  tha t  a m an had been ki lled at t he s tage stati on in 
Tips ton e Valley an d t hat th e s heri ff  h ad left f or the sc en e of th e sh oot

i n g  at onc e. 
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"He jogged by about twenty minutes ago," Johnnie answered. 
"Did you talk t,J him?" 

5 1  

"No, he seemed to be i n  a hurry. H e  looked purty dusty . . . .  Is 
there anything wrong?" 

"Steve Ellis was killed last night." 
The Kid straightened up, his eyes wide and incredulous. 
''Steve?" he burst out excitedly. "Who got him, Mr. Messenger?" 
"According to the story Buck got last night, Joe Mundy shot him. 

That may not be correct. I'll run up and look at the mail and go over 
to the courthouse then. I wouldn't let this break me up if I were you, 
Jolmnie. I know you liked Steve ; most eveyone did. But he would 
drink too much at times. I presume that was the trouble last night." 

"He was a goocl friend of rnine," the Kid said tensely. He choked 
back his emotion and his young face turned hard and bitter. "There 
wasn't nothin' mean in Steve. He'd give you his shirt if you n�eded it. 
If he drank too much sometimes, it wasn't often. It'd take a yellow
livered skunk like Mundy to pick trouble with him." 

"It'll be time enough to express an opinion when we know the details," 
said Dan. "If you're finished, go up to the house; I'll see Buck." 

The Kid nodded his head. 
"I'll go up as sqon as I git done with the sidewalk. I bet Mundy 

doesn't git away with this. Somebody will take it up." 
Messenger let it pass without comment, but he was secretly of the 

· same opinion as Johnnie. Steve Ellis had been born and raised in the 
Black Forks country. He had always had friends, even when he didn't 
have much of anything else. For the past three years he had managed 
to squeeze a living out of a small cow ranch on the eastern slope of 
Tipstone Valley. 

Dan met the sheriff as the latter came out of the district attorney's 
office. 

"I've just been in talkin' things over with Ashforth," Buck volun
teered. "He agrees with me that it would be foolish to try to indict 
Mundy, He'd plead self-defense and the Grand Jury wouldn't hold 
him." 

"Then it was Mundy who shot Steve," Messenger said. "What led 
up to it, Buck?" 

"Mundy and a couple Arrowhead riders stopped at the station for 
a drink. Steve was there. He'd had a few. The two punchers, Pasco 
and Rocky Lesant, claim be was drunk. Cain was behind the bar. He 
ain't, so sure Steve was drunk, but says he'd been drinkin'. The argu-
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ment star ted over tha t  do g Mund y  ow ned , tha t  o ne th at chewed up the 
Kid. I gu es s i t  was half wo lf. It se ems M und y gav e  it to Dad Earl y, 

the Government h unte r. St eve stops at Dad 's cabi n a co upl e o f  da ys 
a go a nd th e do g s naps it cha in a nd l unges at h im. H e  pro mp tly slaps 
a sl ug i nto it. M und y ad mits that kill in' th e do g made hi m so re, b ut 
he says b e  h eld i n. St eve begins r idi n'  hi m th en abo ut giv in' the Kid 
a beati n'. Th eir stori es all a gr ee that wh en the two of 'em :finall y we nt 
fo r th eir guns tha t  St ev e  drew first. H e  fired a shot , a ll ri gh t. I do n't 
know whe ther h e  mea nt it or w as  j ust tryi n' to p ut the craw l o n  
Mund y." 

"M und y  na iled hi m, o f  co urse ," D an 's to ne was sober. "Tha t sho t 
of Stev e's -wh ere d id it la nd, Buck ?" 

"I d ug the sl ug o ut o f  the ce ili n'." Rains ford sh ook h is b ead . "St ev e  
Ell is was aw f ul neat with a si x- gu n. Dr unk o r  so be r, it's hard for me 
to bel ieve he 'd be tha t  wild if be shot :firs t." 

"Me , too," Da n d ecl ar ed. "This wo n't be the end of i t, Duck . I 
a gree w i th Joh nni� o n  tha t." 

"Th e K id k nows abo ut it, eh ?" 
"H e do es n't k now the ar gume nt c enter ed aro und h im." Da n sh ook 

h is head. "I do n' t  like tha t' par t of it a t  a ll. It could very eas ily throw 
the boy off ba lanc e." 

"I do n't be liev e it w ill ," B uck drawl ed .  "The K id w as thi nk in' o f  
Stark Tr ema in e, no do ubt ; S ta rk was St ev e's best f riend. I'v e  ca ugh t  

a h int h ere a nd the re for so me t ime t hat ther e'd be a fac e-up betwe en 
the m some da y. I do n' t  k now wh y so me peop le sho uld alwa ys b e  
harp in' o n  it. M und y's always b ee n  too c ock y  fo r me , b ut I figger yo u 
ca n like h im or l eav e him alo ne. He 's mad e  P ik e  a go od ma n, a nd th is 
is th e first ti me he's b een mi xed up in a ny th in' that do es n't look r ight ." 

Me ss enger r egarde d hi m car ef ully fo r a mo me nt .  
"Yo u s ay yo u do n't k no 1"  why the t alk go t sta rt ed .  I th ink y ou do, 

B uck ; yo u do n't miss ma ny tr icks. Yo u w er e  at th e da nce a t  the T ip
sto ne sch ool this spri ng. Yo u saw e nou gh to tell yo u what s ta nds be
twee n th em." 

Rai nsford lo ok ed up from be nea th his sha ggy bro ws .  
"Re sa Kendr ick?" 
"Tha t's r eason enough ." 
Ra ins fo rd p ulled d own t he  co rners o f  h is mo uth . 
''I gi ye h e.r credit for to o m uch s ense to be ca ught in th e midd le o f  

anyth in' l ik e  th at. Yo u be tt er h ave a talk with th e K id a nd stra igh te n  
thi ngs o ut in h is m ind . Ord inar il y, I'd co mii der it a mis tak e  to m ake 
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t oo  mu ch o ver his hor se-h e's got h is hop es up purty h igh as i t  i s
but it m ight be th e th ing to do r ight now .. . .  Ha ve you been out on 

t he flat s yet ?" 
"I fin all y got down last ev en in g. I 'd pu t i t  o ff  for t he ver y r ea son 

you m ent ion . L ook s  n ever mad e a f ast hor se, bu t I 've got to adm it I 
wa s a l ittl e su rpri sed a t  wh at John nie ha d to show me. The st allion 
i s  a bi g, stron g hor se. I susp ect t her e's ver y lit t le mu stang bJood in 
h . " 1m. 

"Did th e Kid run him for you ?" 
"No, h e's go t Champ 's f eet pl ast er ed  wit h  cla y. H e' s  goi ng to hav e  

h im sho d  thi s a ft ernoon. Th e stal lion is four year s o ld. W it hout tr y
in g to soun d discour agin g, I po int ed out to Jo hnn ie tha t  it wa s ask in g 
a lo t to exp ect a hor se tha t ha d been r un ning wild f or a lon g  t im e  to 
f ace a crowd an d ban d  mu sic an d a ll t he ot her excit emen t  of a r ace. 
We talk ed i t o ver, an d I su ggest ed t ha t  i t m ight be wise for him to 

ma ke his p lan s on a lon g  ran ge ba sis an d get Champ r eady f or  n ext 
year an d no t to ent er h im th is f all." 

"What wa s h is an swe r to tha t ?" Bu ck qu est ion ed. 
''I t stopp ed me." D an gr inn ed. "H e tol d m e  tha t seein g as how 

Rai nbow h ad  bou ght th e hor se fo r him t hat h e' d  h av e  to be gui ded 
by what ever Ripl ey ha d to sa y. I coul dn't quar rel with t hat , Bu ck." 

"No . W e' ll hav e to git hol d of Rip as soon a s  h e  shows up . I'm 
co nvin ced th e Kid is p layin' wit h a col d  deck. If he ha d t he en tran ce 
mo ney an d Cha mp wa s t he fa st est th in g  on fou r  l egs in the stat e o f  
Wyo min' , h e  still woul dn ' t  ha ve a chan ce o f  git t in '  h im to th e po st. 
An d t he mor e chan ce h e  woul d seem to hav e  of tak in '  th e ra ce, t he 

l ess chan ce h e'll h ave to gi t in it. You know Pik e  Ken dri ck wi ll see 
to i t  t hat t he hor se is rul ed o ff  th e m inu te it be gin s a ct in' up. Th e 

th in g  f or u s  to do is l et t he Ki d down a s  easy a s  we can." 
Joh nnie t ook Ch amp to th e bla ck sm ith shop t ha t  aft ern oon as he ba d 

planned. Dan h ad h ad a lon g ta lk with hi m. Knowin g t ha t  on hi s a c
coun t ,  a s  he v iewed it , lau ghin g  St eve Ellis la y dea d in T ipst one Va lley, 

wa s a bitt er loa d  for h im to bear . H is hatre d of Joe Mun dy now 
burne d wi t h  a fier ce, impla ca ble flame. W ithout int en din g an y dis

para gem ent of Bu ck Ra in sfor d's abil it y, he wished Rain bow an d 
G ru mpy were th ne th at th ey m ight get to th e t ruth of wh at had ha p

p ened in th e salo on at th e T ip ston e stat ion. H e  refu se d  to beli eve an y
thin g but . that l\Iun dy ha d wanton ly k illed S t eve an d ma de i t  look 
oth erwise. Of a ll th e Ar rowhead cr ew, Ton y Pa sco an d Ro cky L esant 
wer e chummy wi:h Mu ndy. H e  felt th ey'd back him u p  in an y mo ve 
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he mad e. As for I ke Cain, w ho ran t he st at io n, he w as a wort hl ess 
bl ackl eg, d istrust ed and d es pis ed by al l ho nest men. 

The blacksmit h s ho p  w as a popu lar hangout . T he t alk th er e  w as all 
of th e s hoot ing . The boy's arr iv al -prov id ed t he lo af ers w it h  an o ppor 
tu nity to d raw him out . The Kid tu rned o n  them angr ily. 

"I ain't got not hin' to say," he grow led. "I came her e  to g it a hors e 
s hod, not to do any g abbin' I "  

Champ o bj ect ed to being l ed in. H oeffier o ffered t o  g iv e  him a hand. 
Jo hnnie s aid no . 

"I 'll do bett er mys elf , Chr is. I 'll g it him in if you 'll make thes e 
f ellas cl ear ou t." 

Ho effler as ked t he t hr ee men to st ep ou tsid e. Aft er t hey bad mov ed 
back to t he ro ad Jo hnnie qu ieted the horse and got him t hroug h t he 

w id e  doors. The blacksmit h sn app ed th e str aps i nto t he hal ter r ings. 
H e  reg ard ed Champ w it h  s cowl ing anxiet y as he beg an _ to rear and 
kick. Ther e  w as some fr ee adv ice from th e l itt le aud ience, no w look 
ing o n  from the entr ance to t he s ho p. 

"I 'll hav e to ho bble him, Jo hnnie, and use t he sl ing," Chr is d eclar ed . 
"I wo n't be abl e to g et near him if I do n't." 

"All r ig ht," the boy agreed. "Just do n't be roug h wit h  him. 111 
ho bbl e  him for you." 

The ho bble har ness was an ing enious arr an gement of l eat her s traps 
t hat cou ld be ad jus ted to fet ter t hr ee of a hor se 's four l egs at all t imes , 
enabl ing t he bl acksmit h to wo rk arou nd a fr act ious animal with com
par at ive s af ety. Ho effler alw ays claimed it w as his ow n inv ent io n. 
Jo hnnie had oft en s een it u sed, and befor e Champ r ealized w hat he 
was in for, he w as s ecur ely tru ss ed u p. I t  w as a d iffer ent matt er when 
it came to Jift ing his r ig ht hind leg into t he s ling. But Chr is Ho effler 
was a d et ermined G erman. H e  d id n't w eig h ov er a hu ndr ed and sixty 
pou nds ; a toug h, w iry man w hos e f eats of str engt h matc hed thos e of 
men almost tw ice his s ize. He final ly got t he hor se's l eg in his l ap and 
beg an to par e th e hoof. T he K id w at ched ev ery mov e. 

"How d oes it look, Chr is?'' H e  knew how mu .ch d epend ed o n  Ho ef 
fter 's answ er .  

"Loo ks purty g ood .  A litt le d ry but no d eep cr acks , Jo hn nie." 
''G os h, th at 's g ood!" t he boy excl aimed. "I been worr ied about his 

hoofs . R ecko n t he cl ay help ed." 
When th e bl acks mith tried to set th e first s hoe, Champ u ps et him 

and sent his kit flying. The Kid grabbed t he head -st all and hu ng on 
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as the big horse reared, afraid that Champ would throw himself and 
break a leg. 

Hoeffler was upset three times before he got the shoe nailed on. He 
began to get mad, and it didn't make things. easier for him. He got up, 
rubbing a skinned elbow. But for his boast that he had never seen the 
horse he couldn't shoe, he would have quit. 

"He's a man-ki ller, Chris," someone said from the doorway. "If he 
ever breaks those hobbles, he'll kick the daylights out of you." 

Grat Collamore had joined the little group of onlookers. The Kid 
recognized his voice before he caught a glimpse of him, and all of his 
pent up emotion exploded. 

"Nobody's ask.in' for yore put-in, Collamore ! "  he lashed out angrily. 
"If you've got any advice to hand out, give it to yore friend Mundy ; 
he'll be needin' it ' " 

Referring to Mundy as his friend puzzled Grat, who was in no 
danger of losing his temper, for his acquaintance with Arrowhead's fore
man was as casual as with a hundred other men. The boy's feeling 
against the man needed no explanation, however. 

"Why are you jumping down my throat, Johnnie? If Chris wants 
to fight that devil . that's his business; but it's time somebody opened 
your eyes." 

"Yeh?" was the boy's contemptuous retort. "I got my eyes open ! "  
"Not according to what I hear. You're having a wonderful dream, 

but it's just a dream. You ought to know better than to think you 
can pit that animal against Black Lightning, the Chief and three or 
four others I can name." 

The boy drew himself up tensely. "I'm glad you think so poorly of 
Champ ! That suits me fine ! "  

"It ain't a question of what I think, Johnnie. Arentz and the other 
rodeo officials won't take a chance on him. They're not going to risk 
having things bungled up-maybe an accident. You could enter him 
in the wild horse race." Callamore chuckled. "If he didn't start 
running around the track the wrong way, you might win it." 

It drew a round of laughter from the group in the doorway. Johnny 
faced them defiantly, the blood draining away from his face as he took 
their quips. 

"If you've had y::>re fun why don't you move on?" he blazed. "You 
ain't interested in my horse, so keep yore mouths shut! "  

"I'm interested t,> the extent of fifty dollar!!," said Collamore. "I'd 
take him off your liands at that figure, or you can keep Wm if you'll 
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ag ree to stay awa y 'from the rod eo. It 'll b e  wo rt h tha t m uc h  to me 
just to kno w  yo u're no t going to sc ra m b le up things so a man can 't 
lay a bet in tellig ent ly." ; _ 

Tha t Co lla mo re cou ld mak e s uc h  an off er in a ll s erio usn ess stunn ed 
t he Ki d, an d t he b est ans wer he co uld ma nag e was a cont emp tuo us, i f  
f eeb le, la ug h. Ho effler cam e to the bo y's rescu e. 

"I t ain 't rig ht to pick on the Ki d lik e that a nd hu rt his feeUn 's," he 
p rotes ted. 

''I wis ht so niebo dy' d  hu rt m y  f eelin's b y  off eri n' ine fifty do 1la rs fo r 
a no -a cco un t crow- bait," o ne o f  the m en cack led to t he laug ht er o f  his 

co mpanions . 
"Yo're rig ht, M il t ; G ra t's bein' rea l g en 'ro us ! "  ano ther de cla red 

wi th m ock g ravit y tha t ma de the Ki d s qui rm. "Fift y do lla rs is a fanc y 
p ric e fo r boss m ea t." 

8 

UNNOTICED, STARK TREMAINE CAll,O;; DOWN the pa th ou tsi de the b lack 
sm ith s hop as Jo hnnie fac ed his to rm en to rs. His happ y, ca refre e smi le 
was mi ssing today. 

A few s trides · broug ht hi m to the door. H e  jerk ed a n od  a t  t he bo y  
and ran his eye o ver Co lla mo re an d the o thers , in no dou b t  as to wha t 
ha d b een going o n. 

''\Vha t s eems to b e  the trou ble here?" T remain e ask ed qui etly. 
"Ha ve t hey b een throwing the p ro d  in to you ,  Ki d?" 

"T hey're ra zzin ' m e  an d my ho rs e._ Bu t I can tak e i t." T he bo y's 
ton e reflec ted his recov ered con fidenc e. 

T rema in e's a ttention foc us ed on G rat Co lla mo re. 
"I kno w i t  do esn 't tak e muc h to am use m en lik e  Mi lt Tans y ;  bu t 

I wo ul dn 't exp ect to ca tc h  yo u m aking ga m e  o f  a bo y, G rat ," he said, 
his voic e de cei ving ly f ree o f  ang er. 

"I do n't know w here the Ki d g ets i t, T remain e, bu t b,e has the i dea 
tha t I' m thick wit h M un dy. I di d see him t he las t tim e he was in to wn. 
I was si tting on t he ho tel v eran da w hen he p assed. H e  tol d m e  be was 
lo oking fo r Jo hnni e ;  t ha t  Pik e w anted hi m to ri de B lack Li ghtn ing. I 
to ld him the bo y had a ho rse of his o wn an d wasn 't lik ely to b e  in ter
es ted in goi ng ba ck to A rrow head. Ou t o f  that t he Ki d .seems to hav e  
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got the idea that I m against him. I don't want to see him attempt to 
race this horse. Bi;t strictly on my own account. I don't want to see a 
half broken horse that was running wild on the desert only a month 
ago brought into any race on which I'm making book. I don't think 
it's any kindness t•J the Kid to string him along. I told him frankly 
I'd give him fifty· dollars for his horse and he could keep him if he'd 
promise not to try to enter him." 
· "That's straight from the shoulder, at least," said Stark, "though 
it seems a little ear;y to be talking of buying the Kid off. I don't know 
what he's got in the way of a horse ; this is the first time I've seen it." 

He looked Champ over hurriedly. Hoeffler had finished with another 
shoe and was trying to get the animals left hind leg into the sling and 
having a hard time of it. Tremaine turned to the Kid. 

"Does Grat's proposition interest you, Johnnie?" 
"Not for two . seconds! He's puttin' words in my mouth when he 

talks about me racin' this horse. I ain't said nothin' of the kind." 
"Shucks, Johnnie, it don't take a fortune-teller. to figure out what 

you've got on your mind," Collamore declared. "You don't have to 
give me an answer this afternoon ; think my proposition over." 

"I got nothin' tc think over. You ought to have sense enough to 
know. I wouldn't }et anybody put up the entrance money for me un
less my horse was ready. It ain't that that yo're worryin' about. What 
you don't want is a dark horse in the race. If I'm ruled off it won't 
be for no other reason." 

Grat shrugged his beefy shoulders. 
"I won't argue v,ith you, Kid, but whatever happens, you'll get a 

reasonably square deal from me." 
With a parting nod to Tremaine, he turned down the path. The 

former leveled his e:,es at Milt Tansy and the other two and they took 
the hint and follow1�d Collamore. 

"I'll see if I can t give you a hand, Chris," Tremaine said. "You 
take Champ's head and calm him down a little, Johnnie." 

Even with some of the distractions removed the big horse fought 
every minute until Hoeffler was finished. 

"That was as tOLgh a job as I ever tackled," Chris declared, rub
bing his bruises. 'Tm afraid he'll raise bell when I drop the bobbles. I 
don't know whether the Kid will be able to hold him or not. You 
better lead him out, Tremaine." 

"I can handle him," the boy insisted. "He knows me." 
After a bad few minutes the Kid got the horse out of the shop. 
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"You can walk him home all right," Tremaine told him. "I've got a 
little business with Chris. When I finish, I'll get my bronc and ride 
down to the flats. There's something I want to say to you." 

Champ didn't like the feel of his new shoes, but the wild light in 
his eyes began to fade and he permitted the boy to lead him down 
the street. By the time they reached the flats the stallion was moving 
along without giving any trouble. The Kid turned him into the corral. 
After dashing around the enclosure for several minutes and voicing 
his disgust in a series of angry snorts, he rolled in the dust and tried 
to kick off the offending shoes. 

Johnnie gazed at him fondly. 
"You got to git used to them, Champ. In a day or two you W'OD't 

know you got 'em on." 
When Tremaine arrived, he stopped at the cabin and said hello to 

Mr. Smiley. He continued on to the corral then, where the Kid stood, 
waiting. 

"Your father knew Steve, but I didn't say anything to him about 
what happened," he expained. "I suppose the Gazette will be full of it 
this afternoon." 

What he had to say about the shooting added little to the story 
Rainsford had brought in. Shortly before midnight someone had 
brought the news to Double Diamond. He said he and most of the 
crew had gone up to Tipstone at once. 

"Steve had his faults, but a man couldn't ask for a better friend. 
We buried him this morning after the coroner got there. We placed 
him high up among the cedars on Sentinel Mountain where he'll have 
a lot of room and the wind will keep the grass stirring around him." 

The Kid bit his lips. 
"He'll appreciate that. • • .  Does Mundy's story sound all right to 

you?" 
The Double Diamond man shook his head. 
"It sounds fishy to me, too," Johnnie said thinly. He studied his 

boots for a moment. "What are you goin' to do about it, Stark?" 
'Tm not going to forget it," was the grim response. "We may never 

know exactly what happened, but usually these things come out. In 
the meantime, don't get the idea that any part of this is your quarrel." 

"Is that what you had to tell me?"  
Tremaine nodded. 
"I know Steve was throwing it into Mundy about what he'd done 

to you. But they didn't like each other and they could have rowed 
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just as easily about something else. The less you have to say about 
Joe Mundy the bet ter off you'll be." 

It was almost identical with the advice Messenger had given the boy. 
"I got good reas<•n to bate Mundy, and I do," Johnnie said with his 

old man's soberness. "But I won't have no trouble with him if he'll 
leave me alone." 

Tremaine's gaze sharpened. 
"Why do you say that? What makes you think he'll come at you?" 
The Kid shrugged his thin shoulders an.d shook his head. 
"I don't know. l crossed him, and you see what's come of it. If I 

know Joe Mundy, he figgers he's got a score to settle with me. I sup
pose Resa told you Rip had given me tbe horse." 

"Yes, she did, and she said something that you'd do well to remem
ber; and that is not to get your sights trained too high on Champ. I 
know you love horses, and I can see what he means to you. It'd be 
wonderful if he turned out to be a champion ; but you can be happy 
with him without that." 

"Shore," the Kid muttered weightily. "I'm jest hopin'-that's all. 
Other people can have a ·  horse without causin' a lot of talk; I don't 
know why I can't." 

"You won the stake race last year and finished second the year be
fore ; that's why. Think of it that way and get the chip off your 
shoulder. I've got to be running along. If you get the chance, let me 
know how things go with you." 

The Kid offered 10  walk back to the road with him. They had just 
passed the cabin when they saw a heavy-set, florid faced man striding 
toward them. 

"Pike Kendrick! '' the Kid exclaimed under his breath. "I been a
pectin' him! You wait, Stark, and hear what he's got to say." 

There was an air of authority, as well as prosperity about the gray
hair� owner of Arrowhead. His hand-made boots and tailored clothes 
were the best that money could buy. He was annoyed t,o find Tre
maine there, but save for a pulling down of his upper lip that caused 
his flowing mustache to rise, be gave no sign of it. He expressed his 
regret over Steve Ellis. 

"I'm sorry it happened, but I couldn't ask my foreman not to de
fend himself." 

"If you don't mind, Mr. Kendrick, I'd rather not discuss it," said 
Stark. 

"There's no more that needs to he said," old Pike returned with his 
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usual brusqueness. He fastened his eyes on the boy. "Johnnie, I don't 
want any more of this foolishness ! I'm on my way over to Green 
River. If I can't make a deal with you, I'm goin' to get me a boy 
over there. I don't care whether you come out to the ranch or not, if 
that's what is stickin' in your craw. I know you don't get along with 
Mundy. But that's neither here nor there. I'm willin' to bring Black 
Lightnin' into town. I'll arrange with Arentz so you can work the 
horse at the rodeo grounds. If you win the race, I'll give you a hundred 
dollars. You and your pa can use a hundred ; it11 keep you in grub 
all winter." 

Tremaine frowned. Kendrick's offer was generous enough, but trad
ing on the boy's poverty seemed a mean advantage to take. 

If the Kid hesitated over bis answer it wasn't because there was any 
uncertainty in his mind. But Kendrick was a big man in Johnnie's 
small world, and having leaped to do bis bidding a thousand and one 
times had left its impression and he found it anything but easy to defy 
him. • _ 

"It shouldn't take you all afternoon to say yes or no ! "  Pike snapped 
impatiently. 

"I don't like to let you down, Mr. Kendrick," the boy told him, 
"but I got to say no." 

Tl\e old cowman's face reddened with anger and his mustache 
bristled. 

"That's gratitude for you I "  he snorted sarcastically. "Of all the 
nonsense I ever heard, this takes the cake ! "  

His outburst brought the boy's father to the door. Mr. Smiley 
shaded his eyes with his hand. "Is that you, Pike?" he called. 

"Yes, Wash ! Where does this boy of yours get the idiotic idea he's 
got somethin' fast enough to put in the race? Where is this horse? I 
want to have a look at him ! "  

Mr. Smiley took exception to this high-handed attitude, and he 
was not beyond giving Kendrick a dig. 

"Take him down to the corral, Johnnie, and let him have a good 
look," he cackled. "Mebbe you can show him sunthin' that'll fetch 
him down off his high boss." 

Tremaine went back t-0 the corral with the Kid and Kendrick. The 
latter gave vent to a sharp grunt of surprise on catching sight of 
Champ. 

"That's strange," he muttered to him!lelf. 
He walked around the corral, viewing the horse from every angle. 
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His surpris e  fad ec and h is eyes br igh ten ed w it h  an obs cur e in ter es t. 

"Wha t seems t o  be th e trou ble, Mr. Kendr ick?" T rema in e  in qu ir ed 
wh en he saw Pik e n od, as though con vin ced of the corr ectn ess of wha t  
he was thin kin g. "Y ou a ct as th ou gh you'd s een th is h or se  before." 

"I hav en 't an yfoin '  to sa y-n ot n ow l " 
Th e cowman 's t one wa s curt and omin ou s. Th e Kid felt a s hiv er 

run d own his spin e. 
"You n ev er saw h im befor e," h e  burst out h otly. "You can 't pu ll n o  

blu ff like that on me! Mus ta ng Pet e trapped h im wa y ou t beyond 
Siou x  Rocks , and th er e a in 't n o  mar ks on h im l "  

"I d on 't car e w per e h e  was runnin' ," Kend rick r espond ed gru ffly. 
"As for th e a bs en ce of a brand , tha t d on't mean a thin g ;  a man bran ds 
hi s liv es tock for h is con veni en ce;  th e law d on't r equ ir e you to d o  it. 
Bu t I'v e  s een enough !"  

H e  wa lk ed ba ck toward th e road rapid ly and left Johnn ie and Tr e
ma in e s tand in g  th ere. For all of h is bold fron t, the boy had been shak en. 

"His ta lk a bout gi ven' me a hundr ed d ollars w as  a ll w ind ; h e  h ad 
this thin g plann ed out bef or e be sh owed up! H e' s  goin' to try s ome 
tri ck to ta ke Cha mp awa y fr om me." 

"I d on 't beli ev e  he'll su cceeed ,  bu t I a gr ee tha t  he'll tr y." Tremaine 
was n ot taki ng th e in cid en t ligh tly. "You ta lk to Dan M essen ger ; he 
can tel l you wha t you 're righ ts a re. I w ou ldn' t Jos e  any time abou t it, 
Johnn ie. P ike Ken dri ck is usua lly a fa ir and h onora ble man, but n ot 

w µere a rac e is concern ed. H e'd ra th er ha ve B la ck Li gh tning come in 
a winn er than sh ow a profit on Ar rowh ead." 

9 

T HOUGH RAINBOW AND GRUMPY ARRIVED a t  the sha bby o ffice from 
wh ich th ey proposed to keep S tra it's h ead qua rters und er s urveil lan ce 
a t  an earl y hou r, they had n ot been a t  t he wind ows more than a few 

minutes wh en th ey Eaw Ed Fer gus on t ryin g th e door. Un able to get in , 
he began pa cin g ba ck and forth in fr on t of th e building, his impa tien ce 
obvious . 

"H e's boili n' ov er," Grumpy obs erv ed . "Reck on h e  a in't got to 
St ra it wi th hi s ba d new s  a s  yet." 

"Tha t would be my gu ess," said Rip. 
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F ergu so n wa s join ed shor tly by Do xey an d on e of t he ot hers w ho 
ha d come to gri ef a t  Au rora. T hey k ept gl anci ng up the str eet in t he 
dir ection .from w hic h t hey expec ted S trait to a ppea r. 

Rain bow pul led o ut hi s watc h. 
"It 's eight o 'clock. He ou ght to be showi ng up soon." 
"Here he comes n ow, Ri p. Watc h t hi s. It o ught to be goo d ! "  
Strait lo st hi s swa gger t he secon d he ca ught sight of F er gu son. He 

quick en ed his st ep, an d ev en at a distan c e  t he pa rtn er s  co ul d  see his 
ro cky fa c e  ti ght enin g wit h min gl ed wra th an d an xi ety. 

Gru mpy rai sed t he win dow , but he an d R ip w ere•una bl e  to c atc h a 
wor d of w hat followed. T hat wa s har dly n ec essa ry ,  how ev er, for St ra it 's 
an gry gest ures a nd the han g-do g prot estation s of hi s men spok e fo r 
t hemselv es. He w as so besi de himself t hat w hen he t urn ed to t he  doo r, 
he ha d t ro ubl e getti ng t he k ey into t he l ock .  

"He a ct s  to me lik e he kn ew t he bottom had dro pped o ut o f  the 
rain barr el," G rumpy declar ed w it h  sat isf act ion. Pat Guff ey cro ssed 

t he st reet an d pushed into t he o ffic e  a s  t he l it tle on e w as speak in g. 
"St rait 's got hi s right -han d man w ith him now , Rip. T hey can hav e  a 
real pow -wow ." 

"S trait 's t he only one in t her e t hat I'm int er est ed  in ," Rai nbow re
ma rked. "He'll mak e some mo ve t his mornin g, a nd he's not l ik ely to 
do it by t elep hone. I f  somet hin g  do esn't brea k by noon, I 'm goin g to 

l eav e  y ou here an d t ry to get a l in e  on t he Jen sen gi rl ." 
T hey di dn 't hav e  to wa it l ong for a ction. 'It wa s not y et n in e  o' cl ock 

w hen Strai t hurri ed o ut an d t urn ed u p  t he street. T he ha ck the part 
n er s  ha d hired wa s waitin g below. 

"Yo u  cl imb into it , G rump, an d k eep him in si ght," Ri p dir ect ed. 
"I 'll follow him on foot." 

He ran down t he st air s, an d befo re he reac hed t he co rn er wa s only 
a few ya rds back of Str ait. T he la tt er turn ed to t he l eft at t he Al ba ny. 
Aft er sev eral blo ck s, the man' s destination became almo st a c er aint y 

in Rain bow's m in d. Wit h a qui et, resident ial str eet o penin g befo re him, 
he slowed his pac e an d permitt ed St rait to draw further ahead. 

T he 'litt le on e ha d been a s  quick a s  R ip to surmise that St rait w as  
boun d f or t he apartment hou se t he y  had seen him en ter wit h t he  girl 

t he p rev io us evenin g. T ho ugh he ha d t he driv er hol d  hi s t eam t o  a 
W!l.lk, he w as almost a breast of Ripl ey w hen t heir man did the expect ed 

an d t urn ed int o B ur dick Co urt. 
"Yo u  bett er dri ve right p ast t he plac e for a hundred yards or so be-
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fore you stop," Rainbow advised from the sidewalk. "I'll be along in a 
few minutes." 

Having allowed Strait time enough to get upstairs, Rip walked into 
the building and pretended to be writing down the names on the mail 
boxes. He found the one he was seeking: Mis.s Celia Jensen, Apart• 
ment H. A uniformed houseman caught him at the boxes. "Who are 
you looking for?"  he asked. 

"Just getting m:mes for the new directory," was Rainbow's ready 
excuse. "I suppose most of these tenants are new." 

"Only one or two. We seldom have a vacancy." 
Rainbow glanced at the boxes. "Some of these names are new to me. 

I don't remember Miss Jensen." 
"She's been with us· three years," the houseman volunteered. 
It was a surprising bit of information. Ripley greeted it with a dis. 

sembling laugh. "Can't trust my memory any more," he said as he 
walked out. 

Obviously, if Celia Jensen had been a resident of Burdick Court for 
three years, she had lived there during the time she had been employed 
by Conroy and McCann. It had inferences and connotations that made 
Rainbow revise some of bis deductions. 

Grumpy saw him coming and opened the carriage door. 
"I had a little luck," Rip told him. ''Miss Jensen has been living 

in that swank apartment house for three years. That rules out any 
idea she owes her present prosperity to a new job." 

"Wal ! "  Grumpy declared pointedly. "That puts a different face on 
things. She ain't workin' for any construction company. We've got 
the answer tQ this riddle right at our finger tips if we'll just reach out 
and grab it." 

"What do you suggest?" Rip asked. 
"I'm for bustin' up there and findin' out just who Strait rushed out 

here to meet. That'll settle it. We won't find out whose money is tie. 
hind that gal by sittin' in this hack." 

"If we went up to Miss Jensen's apartment it would be just a case 
of chasing the ducks off the pond." Rainbow leaned back on the 
cushions and stretched his long legs. His gray eyes were thougbful. 
"I'm not so sure there'll be a third party to the conference. The feel• 
ing grows in me that this hurried get-together is between Miss Celia 
Jensen and Sam Strait, and no one else. He knows the jig is up and 
that he's got to talk fast if he hopes to get another handout before the 
purse strings close. He couldn't have much hope of talking a man into 
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co ming through wi th mo re mon ey. It would b e  diff eren t  if h e  w ere 
d ealing w ith a wom an who w as going al l ou t to smash a m an' s busin ess." 

Gr ump y's head came up. "Go od g rief," h e  grow led , "ar e you tryi n' 
to tell me thi s  Jens en · g al is respon sib le for all the trou bl e Con ro y  
and Mc Cann have b een runn in ' in to ?" 

"It's a con vinc ing expl an ation to m e," said R ip .  
T he li ttle man sh ook bi s head. "I c an 't s ay it ain 't. A wo man wi ll 

go a long w ays to s qu are a g rudg e. Bu t w hos e mon ey i s  she usin' ?" 
"It could b e  Con ro y's. Sh e migh t have be en a lo t mo re to hi m than 

merel y  hi s secretary. All this i s  .on ly a hun ch. Bu t w e've pl ayed 
long er sho ts and had th em s tand up. Ou r b est bet rig ht now is to stick 

wi th Strai t  and see if w e  c an 't pi ck up so mething that w iil tend to 
con firm wh at we're thin king . W e'll go to Con ro y  th en and g et h is sid e 
of it. I don 't i mag in e h e' ll relis h h aving us d elving in to his p ri vate 
lif e, bu t if that's th e w ay the c at is go ing to ju mp , w e'l l h ave to pl ay 
it ac co rdingl y." 

T hey h ad a lon g  w ai t  bef ore they s aw Straigh t em erg e  f ro m  th e 
Bu rdick Cou rt ap artm en ts. H e  tu rn ed b ack th e w ay he had co me. 
Th e p artn ers g ave h im a saf e  star t and then follow ed easi ly in the 
hack. When Strai t w as w ithin a b loc k of his offic e, he step ped in to 
a b an k. 

"H e mu st have mad e a tou ch," G ru mpy as serted . 
As soon as they w ere p ast th e ban k R ain b ow to ld

J 
the d ri ver to stop. 

"You w ai t  here, G ru mp ;  I 'm go ing in. I 'd like to se e 'the ch ec k  he's 
c as hing." 

Strait w as standin g at on e of the cu sto mers' d esk s in th e cen ter of 
t he roo m  wh en Rip s tepp ed in . H e  w as  endo rsing a ch ec k. R ain b ow 
pic ked up a p en ·  and depo si t  s lip at ano ther d esk and kept hi s h ead 
low ered un ti l  Strait wen t up to a tell er' s  w indow. A gl anc e at the 
ch eck he p resen ted sati sfied the yo ung man b ehind the w ick et, w ho 

p roceeded to c ash it. 
It w as evid enc e enoug h that Strait had b een here b efo re. Of greater 

in teres t to Ripl ey, how ever, w as  th e f act that the c hec k that had ju st 
b een p res en ted w as a person al on e, its dim ens ions leaving no dou b t  
bu t w hat i t  h ad com e f rom a pocket-si ze boo k. B eing f ami liar wi th 
the ru les of mos t  repu tab le b an ks, the tal l man realized th at only an 
astu te m ove would en ab le h im to disco ver on whose acco un t  the p ape r 
had b een d rawn. Sev eral years b ac k, wh en Grum py and he h ad been 
handl in g  a matter for the Ro cky Mo un tain Sho rt Lin e, To m' Stree t, 
the g en eral man ager of the rail ro ad, h ad b roug ht him in to the b an k  
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and introduced him to Mr. Carpenter, one of its vice presidents. It 
suggested an appr,1ach, and after Strait had left, Rainbow had himself 
directed to the gentleman's office. 

Carpenter recalled having met him. 
"I remember the talk we had very dearly, Mr. Ripley. What can I 

do for you?"  
"Do you know Sam Strait, the labor contractor?" Rainbow inquired. 
"I know who he is. He carries a small account with us. Has this 

anything to do with the Short Line?" 
"Indirectly. Strait cashed a sizeable check on Miss Celia Jensen's 

account a few minutes ago. I'm not making any accusations, but I 
think you'd be wise to examine her signature." 

This was sheer bluff. Rainbow realized that if the long chance he 
was taking failed him he'd � hard put to find a way out. 

Carpenter used the telephone. An assistant cashier appeared with 
the check and Miss Jensen's identification card a few minutes later. 
Carpenter compart:d the signatures carefully. 

"I'm afraid you 're mistaken, Mr. Ripley," he said. "The signature 
on this check is all right." 

He didn't offer to show it to Rainbow. But that wasn't important; 
the latter had got the information he wanted. 

"It was just a tip that I thought was worth running down," he said. 
"I'm sorry I bothered you." 

Grumpy noticed the satisfied look on his partner's face when he saw 
him coming. Rip gave the driver the address of the building in which 
the Conroy and McCann offices were located. 

"Somethin' elided for you," the little one declared. 
"In a big way, Grump! If Dan Conroy will open up to us, we can 

be on the Union Pacific this evening, bound for home." 
What he had to say about the check satisfied Grumpy that the end 

of the case was in sight. 
"When the facts get noised around it'll put Sam Strait out of busi

ness. None of these big construction outfits will have anythin' to do 
with him. But it'Jl leave Conroy with a headache. I don't see how he 
can bring criminal proceedin's against either the gal or Strait." 

"What he does is not our worry," said Rip. "We can pay .off this 
hack.man ; we don ·t need him any longer." 

When they got upstairs, they had to wait twenty minutes or longer 
before Conroy could see them. 

"I understand you've been busy," he told them. "Mocan wired me 



66 T H E  P H ANTO M CORR A L 

this morning. Have you got a line yet on who's behind Sam Strait?" 
"Yes, and it's going to surprise you," Rip answered. "You can 

charge this experience up to an old employe of yours-Miss Celia 
Jensen." 

"What?" Conroy gasped, half rising in his chair. Ashen-faced, he 
stared at the partners in stunned amazement for a long moment and 
then sank back with a groan. Suddenly he popped to his feet and 
closed and locked the door. "I wasn't prepared for anything like this," 
he got out uncertainly as he returned to his desk. "What proof have 
you got, Ripley?" 

"Suppose we clear up one or two things before we tell you what 
we've learned," Rip countered. "I realize this is very personal. You 
know Strait has been well paid for his efforts. Have you any reason 
to believe that Miss Jensen is in a financial position to have supplied 
the money?" 

"Yes," Conroy gulped. "A man does some damned foolish . things! "  
"Can you think of some reason she might have had for going out 

to smash you? "  
"Reason, Ripley?" Conroy threw up his hands hopelessly. "What 

reason does a vindictive woman need? She could think up a hundred ! 
Good heaven's man, don't keep me waiting! What do you know?" 

"We better start at the beginnin'," Grumpy spoke up. "It didn't 
take us long to discover where Strait fitted into the picture. We knew 
he wasn't spendin' his own money, but it wasn't until this mornin' 
that we found out where it was comin' from." 

It did not take them long to acquaint Conroy with the facts at their 
command. The latter mopped his perspiring brow. 

"I'll drive Sam Strait out of this town for his part in this dirty busi
ness ! "  he declared, his voice rough and bitter. "It's hard to estimate 
how much the delays have cost us on the Short Line job, but we can 
squeeze through _now. I'm certainly indebted to you gentlemen for the 
manner in which you've handled this matter." 

·· 
He had noth{ng to say about Celia Jensen. The partners found that 

easy to understancl. 
"I hope you'll be able to do something for Pickens," Rainbow told 

him. "He came through for us when things looked pretty tough, Mr. 
Conroy." 

"I'll be going up to the job tomorrow. 111 have Mike move him up 
a little. You need a check. If you'll step out to the cashier's office, 
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we can take care of that. Are you going to be in Denver for a day 
or two?" 

"No, sir," Grumpy declared wryly. "We're pullin' out before some
body has the notion to put a pick and shovel in our bands. I whittled 
a couple years off my life on your Eureka job." 

Conroy smiled. "Moran told me you were finding the going a little 
rough." 

The partners found tbemselyes in Cheyenne that evening and after a 
three-hour wait began the long trip across Wyoming. 

"Could I interest you in a trip into the Solomons for deer this fall?" 
Rainbow asked, as they sat in the observation car. 

"Not me," the little one said flatly. "You better talk to Dan Mes
senger. Mebbe you can persuade him to knock off for a week in the 
mistaken idea th«t a deer-hunt in that high country is just the thing 
to make a man fit and sassy. Personally, I 'll take my fun a little easier. 
If the Bar 7 round-up is movin' toward home by the time I've caught 
up with my lo&fin', I may go out to the wagon for a day or two and 
do nothin' but exercise my jaw a little and leave it to someone 
else to do the sweatin'." 

10 

WHEN . RIP AND GRUMPY ARRIVED in Black Forks the next morning, 
they found the hotel bus waiting at the depot. They got in with several 
traveling salesman and rode up to the Bridger House. It was their 
custom whenever they wanted to linger in town for a few days before 
going out to Bar 7 to put up there. 

After they had registered and refreshed themselves Rainbow sug
gested that they walk up to the court house and say hello to Judge 
Carver. 

On the way up, they stopped half a dozen times to exchange greet
ings with old acquaintances. At the court house, they were disappointed 
to learn that the judge had gone out to the ranch. 

"Let's drop around and see Rainsford," said Grumpy. "He always 
knows the news." 

Buck saw them coming down the walk and came to the door to 
meet them. 
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"So yo u're ba ck," he said . "I s uppose yo u j us t  go t in." 
"On t he Li mi te d," Rain bow to ld hi m. "S he w as runni ng 'way late. 

We j us t  hea rd we 'd missed the ju dge ." 
"Ye h, be wen t o ut yes te rday. How d id yo u make o ut d own  in 

Co lo rado?" 
"Dan g ne ar ki lled o urs elv es on that c as e," G rumpy co mp lain ed. 

"We blew i t  w ide op en ,  but yo u s ho ulda seen us o ut the re on the ri gbt
of -w ay s win gin g a pi ck." 

"Yo u  s eem to ha ve plen ty peppe r lef t," Rainsfo rd said, w ith a grin . 
"S uppose the two of yo u si t down. I don 't s uppose yo u've s een Mes
sen ge r." Rip said no. "Dan 's an xio us - to se e  yo u," Buck co ntin ued. 
"When yo u le ave, I' ll walk bac k to his o ffice w ith yo u. D an 's go t 
Jo hnnie S mi ley wo rkin ' fo r him-cleanin' up the b ui ldin ' and gi vin' 
Mrs. Messen ge r a hand at the ho use." 

"I bet D an' s  an xio us to see yo u," G rumpy d eclared ,  wit h a caus ti c 
c huckle. "I t's go t some thin ' to do wi th that wi ld ho rse yo u bo ught the 
Kid. It won' t s urp rise me if they 're gi ttin ' ready to sue you." 

Rain bow twk it wi th a s mi le .  "How did Jo hnnie make o ut wi th 
t hat big bucks kin?" 

"I don 't know w hat to say," Buck d raw led . "I a in 't s up posed to do 
any t alki n' ; the Kid as ked me no t to . But wi tho ut le ttin' the c at gi t 
too f ar o ut of the b ag, I rec kon I can tell yo u he did all ri ght. No thin ' 
has e ve r  me an t as much t.o hi m as that ho rs e, R ip. If they ta ke hi m 
aw ay fro m t he Kid it's goin ' to b rea k his he art." 

"W ho 's thin kin g o f  doin g that?" Rain bow in qui red, his tone in dic at
in g his i mmedi ate in teres t. 

''Pi ke Kend ri ck. It's j us t  a va gue so rt of a thre at s o  far, b ut i t's go t 
the Kid sc ared s ti ff. We c an talk i t  ove r w ith Dan and se e  w ha t  yo u 

ma ke of i t. I don' t s upp ose y ou've hea rd th at S teve Ellis w as ki lled 
the o the r day ." 

"Ki lled?" G rumpy dem anded. "You m ean sho t to d eath?" 
Buck n odd ed. He to ld the m abo ut the s layi ng at the Tips tone s ta ge 

station. 
"T he ci rc umstan ces are s usp icio us b ut I haven 't been a b le to di g up 

an ythin' to wa rran t takin ' Mundy in to cus tody . . T he matte r j us t  
rests the re ." 

"So unds li ke it was an unpre medi tated ki llin ', and tha t's a lways the 
hard es t kind to un rave l," G rumpy d eclared so ber ly. Rip and he had 
kllown S te ve Ellis fo r ye ars .  It gave the m a pers ona l as we ll as p ro -
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fessional interest in his death. "Three witnesses, but all prejudiced, 
I'd say." 

"Two of them prejudiced and the other either intimidated or bribed, 
and I 'm inclined w believe it's the former," said Rip. "They say Ike 
Cain always has a side of beef cooling out in his cellar. He doesn't 
have cows of his own, so I presume when he needs meat be just goes 
out and drops his loop where it'll do most good. I'm coupling that, 
Buck, with the fact that Mundy spends more time in the saddle than 
most foremen do ; his riding takes him into every nook and cranny of 
Arrowhead." · ·  

"Your conclusion bein' that he caught Ike in an embarrassin' situa
tion.''. Rainsford'5 eyes puckered thoughtfully. "I reckon I can believe 
that without stretchin' my imagination too much. Of course, to say 
that Mundy'd keep a thing like that under his hat on the chance that 
he might need Ike some day is just another way of sayin' he's a crook. 
I'm not ready to go that far; I know he'.s mean anq doesn't give a 
damn for anyone but himself, but that doesn't necessarily make him 
a blackleg." 

"By gravy, that"s leanin' over backwards to be fair to a man ! "  
Grumpy declared with characteristic vehemence. " I  don't claim to know 
too much about l\Iundy but the little I got to hang my opinion on 
dqn't help him any with me. As I git it, he claims they was facin' each 
other when Ellis got his gun out of the leather. You c.ouldn't make 
me believe that in a month of Sundays." 

"What makes you so sure about it ?" Buck questioned. 
"Because he claims Ellis was drunk. You can't tell me Mundy 

stood there and let a drunken man draw on him. For my money, his 
story is a lie any way you look at it." 

"That's only an opinion, Grump," Rainsford said, his tone un• 
ruffled. "I told you the circumstances were suspicious. I think Mundy's 
lying. But you sec, you boys have got it on me; you can play your 
hunches ; I've got to have some evidence before I can do anythin'." 

"Ike Cain is your best bet, Buck," Rainbow spoke up. "He's .often 
been in trouble with the law-nothing serious--but I imagine he knows 
his luck will run out on him and he'll go over the road for a stretch if 
you and Ashforth t-ver get a case against him that will stand uµ. I be
lieve if you could convince him that you had dug up something-I 
don't mean anything connected with the shooting-you could break 
him down by offering to make a deal with him. I know he's as crooked 
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as the day is long, but he's never going to make anyone any real 
trouble." 

The sheriff shook his head. "I tried that, Rip. The old cuss wouldn't 
take the bait. If you boys want to take a day off, 111 appreciate it if 
you'll go up to Tipstone with me. Maybe you can get somethin' out 
of Ike." 

Rainbow laughed. "That's putting us on the spot, Buck. It's un
likely that our luck would be any better than yours. I think we better 
forget it for the time being." 

"S o do I," the little one agreed. "Let this thing simmer for a while, 
Buck. Later on we can show up at the Tipstone station. If Rip . and 
me go alone it'll give us a free hand, and you won't be responsible for 
what we do. If we're goin' to have a talk with Messenger, we better 
be gittin' over there ; it's almost dinner-time." 

They caught Dan as he was leaving. 
"We don't want to hold you up," Grumpy told him. "We can git 

together this afternoon just as well." 
"No, we'll go up and sit down 'for a minute or two," said Messenger. 

"I want you to hear what I' ve got to say before you run into Johnnie. 
I suppose Buck. ha� told you the boy is afraid they're going to take 
his horse away from him." 

Rainbow nodded. "I can't understand it, Dan. It seems incredible 
that Kendrick would have any interest in an eight-dollar horse." 

Messenger showed them into his office. The conversation turned al
most immediately to what Kendrick had said on his visit to the J}ats. 

"Tremaine was there at the time,:' Messenger told the partners. "I 
had a chance to speak to him the other day. He says Pike made it ap
pear that he recognized the horse." 

"Kendrick is wrong in his contention that unbranded livestock, run
nin' wild, doesn't pass into the public domain," Grumpy asserted. "The 
courts have ruled on that a thousands times. If I find an unbranded 
cow roamin' my range and I take possession of it and slap my brand on 
the critter, it's mine." 

"That's true," Dan agreed., "but this is a different matter. If you 
bring unbranded livestock into town and I buy it, the bill of sale I get 
from you gives me nominal title. But the law contends, Grumpy, that 
if a dispute arises over the ownership of the animals that the burden 
of proving legal title to them rests on me. If prima-facie evidence of 
their previous ownership is introcuced, and I'm unable to contradict 
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it, the cou rt wi ll ord er m e  to hand them over, and the o nly thing I 
ca n do is tr y to recov er f rom you." 

"Th is t alk's getting bey ond me," Ra inbow said, w ith a puz zled f row n. 
"I repeat w ha t  I said dow nstai rs ;  what i s  there abou t  a n  eig ht-do lla r  
ho rs e to interes t Pik e  K endrick ?" 

"You 've go t to put your cards o n  the ta ble, Da n," Rains for d  ad
vis ed. "I know yo u do n't wa nt to spoi l the surpris e the K id's been 
sav in' fo r Rip, but i t  c an't be helped." 

·"You 're ri ght," Messeng er agr eed. "W hen you s ee Jo hnnie, you 
do n' t ha ve to l et o n  tha t you k now a nything. The tru th is, Pi ke's 
afr aid that eight-do lla r hor se may wi n the stake race." 

Rainbo w and G ru mpy b roug ht thei r cha irs dow n w ith a sur prised 
bang. 

"No l "  the tall man excla imed. "It pa sses belief, Dan ! "  
"I t's a f ac t. Jo hnnie ha sn't ha d a ny o ther id ea i n  his mi nd fro m the 

mom ent he go t hi s ha nds o n  the ho rs e. H e  took him dow n o n  the flats, 
bu ilt a bru sh co rra l a nd p ro ceeded to b reak him. I gave hi m a saddle. 
I t  w asn' t lo ng befor e he was wo rki ng him .ou t o n  the di rt ro ad o ut to 

the o ld ice-hous e. H e's had hi m shod." 
"G ood grav y! ' ' Gru mpy bu rst o ut. "That takes the c ake! Is that 

b ig bu cksk i n  f ast, Da n?" 
Messenger s hrugg ed. �·1 d on't know . But he's big a nd  s tro ng enou gh 

to be fast, and he's go t a good set of legs. I 've never heard the boy 
expr ess an o pinion abou t i t, bu t he c all s him Cham p, and he mea ns it. 
Buck and ,  I f elt that he was reaching for the moon and that w e  ou ght 

to try to talk hi m o ut o f  any no tio n o f  racing the ho rse. H e  told m e  · 
yo u' d  boug ht Cha mp for hi m, Rip, and that he 'd do whatever you 
sa id. You can gu ide you rself acco rdingly." 

A smile softened the tall m an's l ean f ace. 
"'If the Kid 's go t an i dea li ke that pl anted in his mind, it wo n't be 

easy to talk him out o f  i t. T he bu ck skin mus t have something if K en
dr ick is getti ng wor ried." 

"H e a int t.4e only o ne," Rai nsf ord dr awl ed. "Coll amo re o ffered the 
K id fifty doll ars the o ther day if he'd guarantee to stay away fro m the 
rodeo with Champ. Men who bet on horses sca re awful easy. As fa r as 
I know, no ne o f  'em has the s lightest reason for thinki n' the Kid has the 
gho st of a s ho w. I recko n it's o nly becaus e he j ust 1ooks my sterious and 

d oesn't have anythi n' to say when he's questioned about Champ tha t' s 
go t them s itti n' o n  the edge of their seats. One of the boys in the 
cour t hou se tol d me he'd beard the horse was a sleeper we'd du g up 
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and the Kid was only ridin' for us. That'll give you some idea of the . 
nonsense that's goin' around." 

"We can't stop folks from talkin', but between the four of us we 
ought .to be able to see that the Kid gits a square deal," said Grumpy. 
"I figgered it was a mistake to hand that outlaw over to him ; I didn't 
see what he was goin' to do with the horse, 'cept ·git hurt. To come home 
and find he's still in one piece and got the whole town by the ears kinda 
leave me flabbergasted. But if Johnnie can show me that the buckskin 
can travel with fast steppers like the Chief and Black Lightnin', I ain't 
goin' to sit back · and see Pike Kendrick or anyone else do him out of 
his chance if I can help it." 

Rainbow glanced across the desk at Messenger. 
"What do you want us to do, Dan? Kendrick's talk may have been 

just a bluff. He hasn't made any move, has he?" 
"I don't know for sure, Rip, but I think so. You remember Charlie 

Guthrie, of course. When Charlie died, his wife sold off what little 
livestock they had left and leased the range to Steve Ellis. She was 
never able to dispose of the brand and buildings. The other day, Pike 
bought her out for a song. The deed has just been rtcorded. Maybe it 
doesn't mean anything, but for the life of me I can't see why he'd want 
the brand for any legitimate reason. Charlie used to have some good 
horses. I 'm just wondering if that explains anything. Pike is in a 
position now to put in a claim on any animal that may have broken 
away from the ranch." 

"But Guthrie's dead. If Kendrick contends that Champ was Guth
. rie's horse, and not his, how is he going to prove it. He'll need W!tnesses 
and have to be able to identify the animal." 

"I haven't the slightest idea how Kendrick is going to establish · his 
case. I'm far from sure that he's even contemplating any legal action. 
But I was going to ask you to see if you could learn anything. I know 
if Champ was foaled on the Guthrie ranch he must have broken away 
when he was a yearling. It's possible that Mrs. Guthrie recalls the 
incident and will be a witness. That may be the very reason why 
Kendrick was tempted to buy her out. She's an old woman and she's 
been in hard straits for a long time. The prospect of a little _unexpect
ed cash would most likely quicken her imagination if not her memory." 

Before Rainbow could answer, Grump said, "Sounds to me like you'd 
put yore finger on somet�in'. It gives us two reasons for goin' up to 

- Tipstone. I know if the old woman is mixed up in anythin' like this 
it's because somebody's pulled the wool over her eyes." 
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:R.ip no dded. 'T hat woul d be m y  opinio n. You haven' t sai d an y

t hin g to Jo hnni e  a bou t t hi s, I tak e i t ." 
"No ," Dan a ssured h im. "It' ll be t im e  eno ugh fo r tha t when we 

kn ow what we'r e fa cin g." 
'Tm r ea dy to do what I can," Rain bow announ ced. He gl an ced a t  

R ain sfo rd. "Ho w a bout som e  ho rse s, Bu ck ? Can you fi x  u s  up ?" 
"Sur e." 
"Al l right , we'll pu U a wa y  ea rl y tomo rrow mo rnin g. If you ha ven 't 

an yt hin g  bett er to do, com e  o ver to t he Bri dger an d have dinn er wit h  
u s � we'll l et Da n run alon g hom e." 

. R ain sfor d acc<'pt ed t he in vitation . T hey foun d G ra t  Coll amor e in 
t he din ing room. H e  st opp ed t hem as t hey pa ssed his tabl e. R elation s 
between t he par t ner s an d him ba d alwa ys been on a f ri en dl y  l evel. 

"I'm glad to see you ba ck ," he s ai d. "You st ar t ed som et hin g when 
y ou bou ght t hat hors e fo r the Ki d," he con tinu ed, with a du bious 
chu ckl e. "I sup p·Jse Bu ck 's been givin g you an earfu l." 

"It wa s qu it e ,1 surpri se," was Rip' s smi lin g an swer. "I un derstan d 
you' re a litt le up .-.et a bo ut it ." 

�'No, sli ghtl y  inter est ed ;  t ha t 's a ll," Gra t co rrect ed. H e  bu t t er ed a 
bi scuit ca refull y. "Bein g a p ru dent man , I tr y t o  walk aroun d t rou bl e 
when I see it shapi ng up a hea d of m e. I don't a sk  f or a sure t hin g·, 
whet her it' s a ga me of car ds o r  a ho rse ra ce. But a ra ce is har d  enou gh 
to fi gur e no ma tt er how mu ch you know a bo ut t he s tart ers . Runni ng 

in a wil d  hor se o n  a man is lik e askin g him to pla y wi t h  a lo aded deck. 
T he Kid s hou ld have gra bbed m y  fift y  dolla rs when he ha d the chan ce." 

"W hy di d you wit hdraw yo re off er?" G rum py wa s qui ck wi th t he 
qu estion. � 

It took Collam ore by su rpri se bu t wit hou t mak in g  an y s eriou s den t 
in his in scruta bili ty . H e  picked u p  h is kn if e  an d for k an d t heri set t hem 
down a gain. 

"T he Ki d wi ll tell you I prom ised him he' d get a squa re deal f rom 
m e. T hat still g0cs. It ain 't goin g to help him a bi t. I don 't claim an y 
vi rtue s for m ysel f , but I draw t he line at han din g  t he work s to a boy . 
Ma ybe you can d·J som ethi ng fo r him .  I hop e  so , at l ea st." 

Ra in bow t ho ught he un derst ood. H is fa ce whip ped ha rd an d flat. 
"Is that as f ar a s  you can go , Grat ?" 
"It o ught to bt: far enough for yo u, R ip," Col lamor e r epl ied p hl eg

mati call y. "Pik e m ean s busin ess. T he funn y par t of it i s  tha t  he's 
bein g tak en fo r a su ck er. T here' s  mo re to t his than do in g t he Ki d ou t 

of his hor se, but t hat ai �:t m y  bu sin ess." With kn if e  an d fork in han d, 
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he speared a piece of meat quickly and transferred it to his mouth. 
His eyes remained locked with Rip's as the latter hung on, silently 

demanding a further explanation. 
"All right ! "  Collamore growled. "I never heard any reason given 

why Joe Mundy was at the Tipstone station the day he shot Steve 
Ellis. Maybe he went up there just for a drink. But it's a long ride 
for a drink." 

Rainbow's mouth relaxed. "Thanks Grat," he muttered, as he 
walked on with Grumpy and Rainsford. 

"By Josephine, I can tell you now who Kendrick's witness is goin' 
to be ! "  the little one ground out, as they sat down. "That · thievin', 
watery-eyed old reprobate like Cain is yore man I "  

"No doubt of it," Rainsford grumbled. Rip leveled his gray eyes 
at him. 

"Buck, if Mundy is rigging this business on Kendrick, you know 
what he's after. It ought io dear up any doubt in your mind as to 
what he is." 

"It does ! "  Rainsford muttered grimly. "I've got him tagged cor
rectly at last I " 

11 

AFTER DINNER, RAINBOW AND GRUMPY stopped out on  the hotel veranda 
with Rainsford and found the Kid standing on the si�walk, waiting 
for them. He had been there all the while they were inside. His face 
lit up eagerly on catching sight of them . 

. "Rip ! "  he cried, rushing up. "Gee, I;m glad to see you and Grumpy! 
Mr. Messenger told me you'd got back. I been lookin' for you for a 
week." 

The boy was so genuinely happy at seeing him that Rip was touched. 
He put hls arm on the Kid's shoulder. 

"Johnnie, you're looking fine! I was glad to hear you'd found a 
job in town. _ Dan must be treating you an right." 

"We git along good, Rip. Mr. and Mrs. Messenger are fine people." 
The Kid gave Rainsford a long glance. "You didn't let nothin' slip 
'about the horse, did you, Buck?" 

"Say, what about that big buckskin?" Rainbow demanded, relieving 
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th e sheri ff fr om a nsw erin g th e boy's qu esti on. "A ll I can g et so far is 
tha t  you' ve g ot a surpri se for me . Y ou d on 't mean t o  te ll me you 

g ent led hi m." 
Johnni e grinne d, and he w as complet ely h app y for the moment . 
"W hen can you and Gr ump y  come d own t o  se e h im?" 
"We w ant t o  s ee hi m right aw ay," the litt le on e 't old hi m. "We w as 

go in' d own n ow .  Wi ll you come along, Bu ck?" 
"No, I can 't, Gru mp. I 'll be bus y  most of t he a fte rn oon. But you 

boys g o  along wi th Johnni e. I'll s ee you lat er on ." 
Th e K id str c::t ched h is legs and kept in step with the tall man as th ey 

w alked d own th e s tr eet. H e  had be en s or ely bes et for d ays, but th e 
r etur n of th e p artners, es pe ci all y of R ain bow, gav e hi m a fe eling of 
se cur it y and con fiden ce th at neith er Bu ck n or  Mes sen ger had been a ble 
t o  in spir e. Ju st t o  w al k  d own th e main str eet of B lack F orks wit h  Rip 
and Gru mp y was a t on ic in i t self and he made t he most of thi s opp or 

tunit y t o  let p eople see that thes e men w er e  h is fri end s. A cquaint 
an ce s with w hom he w ould ord in ari ly ha ve exchanged a word g ot on ly 
a n od. 

A si xt eeo-ho rst fr eigh ting out fit w as p ulling awa y  fr om Rin ehart' s 
w ar eh ou se as they p ass ed. 

"Gitt in' a la te start," Gru mp y re mar ked. "It 'll be a ft er midnight 
before the y r ea ch the Tipst on e  stati on." 

The Fe fe re nce to Tip st on e  h ad a sober ing e ffe ct on th e Kid. 
"Re ckon y ou 've be en t old what h appen ed t o  St eve Elli s," he said . 
"Yes," Rip a ckn ow led ged , "Bu ck t old u s. W e  wer e sorr y to h ear it." 
A ft er a moment ary he sitat ion th e b oy said, "Wh at d o  you fellas 

ma ke of it?" 
"W e hav en't had t ime t o  thin k a bout it ." Rain bow 's evasiv ene ss w as  

in tent ion al. "I was g lad t o  h ear th at D an and Tre main e h ad advis ed 
you as th ey d id. H ave you seen an y m'ore of Mund y?" 

"No. I guess he ain 't been in late ly . I saw K endr ick.H 
"Y eh?" R ip said, gi vin g the boy a chan ce to say mor e. 
"H e w as aft er me t o  rid e B lack Lightnin '. H e  found out th at I 

meant it when I s aid n o." Th e K id looked u p  and h is young face was 
p in ched wi th an xiet y  sud den ly. "R ip, can he t ake my horse aw ay fr om 
me? He as . g ood as thr eaten ed t o  d o  it. I s p oke t o  Mr . M es ss enge r 
about it." 

"Wha l  d id D an tell you ?" Gru mp y p ut in. 
"That i f  an yH1in' came up, he'd look out for m y  ·i.nterests." 
"That 's a g ocd ans wer ,  Johnn ie ," said Ra in bow. "Pi ke K endr ick. 



76 . T H B P H A N T O M C O R R A L 

is incli ned to be h ot -headed. I w oul dn't l ose an y sleep ove r  i t. We'll 
be -a roun d. I f  a ny body t ries t o  do y ou di rt, we'll have s omethin ' to say 

a bou t  it . He re 's the pat h. It 's be en a l ong time s ince I was down on 
the flats. Looks l ike s ome one ha d been cutting some will ows ." 

"T hat was me," the boy t ol d  him . "I ma de a brush c orral for Champ . 
Coul dn 't keep him on a p icke t rope all t he time ." 

''You na me d  him Champ , e h?" Rip in qu i red inn ocen tly . 
"Y ou like i t, Rip?' ' 
"I t's a fine name for a h orse. l!I he livin g up t o  i t, Johnnie ?" 
" I  w oul dn 't t ra de him for a ny h orse I eve r saw ," was t he Ki d's st out 

Jy l oyal respon se. "He'll nicke r as s oon as he hea rs me c omin '. I 
reck on he thinks as much of me as I do of him. The tw o of us s ho re 

hit it off, Rip. He a in't wil d n o  more . I been run nin' .him s ome." 
"Joh nnie , do y ou mean it ?" Rain bow 's su rp rise was s o  well simulat

ed t he boy did n ot questi on it. 
"You 'Jl be tellin' us y ou g ot a race h orse n ext ," Grumpy pu t in for 

good measu re .  
Johnn ie's g rin re tu rn ed. "I sh ore w oul dn 't t ry t o  fool y ou fellas. 

Grat Collam ore an d s ome othe rs h ave been doin ' s ome t al kin ' an d 
kin da s noopin ' a rou nd. But t hey ain 't got n oth in' ou t of me ; I just 
kept on saw in' w ood, waitin ' for y ou to git back. I fig ge re d  if I ha d 
him all rea dy y ou' d be p rou d of him ,  too." 

T his glimpse in to what was in t he boy 's h ea rt ti ghtene d Rip 's mou th 
an d he silently v owed to lay asi de his ow n plans for the p resen t an d 
dev ote all his t ime an d ene rgy t o  che ckmatin g Pike Ken drick an d his 
forema n. 

Champ whinni ed. I t  brough t M r. Smiley t o  the ca bin door, for i t  
ha d become a sign al t o  him tha t the boy was in si gh t. Johnn ie ha d 
bou ght h is fathe r a p air of da rk glasses. He h ad see n them disp laye d  
on a ca rd in Rineha rt's ,  p rice d at twe nt y- five cents. Cheap as they we re, 
Mr. Smiley claim ed they help ed his eyes , an d he w ore them incessant ly .  

"Hi yu h, Wash! '' Grumpy called t o  him. 
T hou gh the v oi ce soun de d  fa milia r, M r. Smi ley h ad di fficult y i n  

re cogni zin g t he l it tle man r When he di d, a smile w rea th ed h is pi nk ,  
rathe r c hil dish face. 

"B y gum, it 's t he little runt ! "  he e xcl aime d. "Tha t Ra in bow y ou  
got with y ou?" 

"Yep , i t's t he tw o of us." 
The y  rea c he d  t he cabin door a few m oments late r an d M r. Smiley 

shook han ds w ith them . 
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"Come in and cake a load off yore feet," he urged. "Johnnie and 
me has been talkin' about you considerable, wonderin' jest when you'd 
git home. It's shore comfortin' to know yo're around." 

"We want to see the horse first, Mr. Smiley," Rip told him. "We'll 
stop in before we leave." 

"All right," the old man sputtered. "Reckon the boss is the big item." 
His attentio_n turned to Johnnie. "You git my lemon drops?" 

"Pappy, there ain't a lemon drop in town nowheres. They had some
thin' new in Rudy 's Smoke Shop, called cream delights, two for a 
penny. Rudy said they was real tasty. He had me try one, and I 
liked it fine."  

He pulled out a small paper bag and handed it lo h is  father. Mr. 
Smiley reached inside and squashed one of the cream delights. 

"Soft candy," he complained, licking his fingers. "Soft candy is all 
right for them that likes it, but you put it in yore mouth and it's gone 
before you can say Jack Robinson. That's one thing about lemon 
drops I like ; they're lastin'." 

Rainbow thought the old man looked more feeble than when he had 
seen him last. On the way to the corral, however, he said, "Yo'ur father 
seems to be about as usual." 

"I don't know,'' the Kid answered weightily. "Gittin' so he has 
awful tantrums when he puts someth�n• down and can't find it. When 
I came home yesterday afternoon, he was crawlin' around on the cabin 
floor, lookin' for bis pipe. It was on the table all the time. His eyes is 
worse than he figgers, I reckon. But I'm savin' up fast as I can. I'll 
git him to one of those big eye doctors before long." 

Rip n09ded and stole a glance at Grump. The latter said, "If things 
pan out all right there won't be no trouble about that." 

Champ eyed th,.: partners nervously, but Johnnie spoke to him and 
finally induced him to come up to the gate. 

Rainbow and Grumpy were honestly amazed. 
" By grab, he looks fit as a fiddle ! "  the little man declared enthusi

asticalJy. "His co:1t's shinin' and he looks hard. You must have been 
grainin' him for s->me time." 

"Yeh." The Kd was waiting for Rainbow to express his opinion. 
"Ain't you got nothin' to say, Rip?" 

"Johnnie, I hardly know what to say. He's a beauty. It doesn't 
seem possible this is the s:J.me horse I saw in the shipping pens. Mus
tang said he was 'h ild, and he sure was. I never admitted it to Grumpy, 
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but after we left for Denver I bad some misgivings about buying this 
fellow for you. How long have you had the shoes on him?" 

The Kid understood what was behind the question. 
"You don't have to worry about his hoofs, Rip. The shoes are just 

as tight as they was the minute Hoeffler got through puttin' 'em on. 
Be almost a week today. But I got even better news for you. I really 
let him out this- mornin' about daylight. Man, can he pack the mail! 
I got him warmed up nice before I give him the word. I didn't have 
no measured distance nor any way of holdin' a watch on him, but 
he was movin'. Black Lightnin' never showed me anythin' like that." 

"Wal, we can step off three-eighths of a mile without no trouble," 
Grump chirped. "Ed Bosch has always got a stop watch in his jewelry 
store. I'll borrow one off him." 

The Kid's spirits soared ; he had been looking forward to this moment 
for a long time. 

"We'll git everythin' attended to this afternoon and be ready for 
the trial in the mornin'," he said happily. "We don't want no snoopers 
hangin' around. You won't mind gittin' out of bed early, will you?" 

Rainbow said no. He did not mention the fact that they were leav
ing for Tipstone at an early hour. After spending a few minutes at the 
cabin, they crossed the creek and went out towards the ice-house and 
carefully stepped off a stretch of three furlongs, the distance at  which 
the stake race was run. 

The Kid was sorry the work was finished so quickly, for he would 
have liked to have hung on to Rip and Grumpy for the rest of the 
afternoon. In the hope of getting them back to the corral for at least 
another few minutes, he said guilelessly, "I guess Champ's safe enough 
on the flats. Worries me some times, though. When I'm up-town doin' 
my job, Pappy's all alone. If he's workin' on a basket, he don't pay 
attention to anythin' goin' on outside. The corral's purty far from the 
cabin, don't you think?" 

Rainbow said no. He was completely taken in. 
"It's nicely placed, Johnnie. Makes it easy for you to fetch water 

from the creek. You don't have to worry ahQut Champ being safe." 
"I found a couple of cigarette butts on the path to the crick tbe other 

day. Someone had been around. You don't think they'd try to steal 
Champ or do somethin' to him? I could move the corral ." 

"You leave it where it is," Rip told him. "And forget about Pike 
Kendrick stealing your horse or tying to injure it. That's foolish. If be 
makes a move it'll be some legal skuilduggery. He wants Black Light-
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n in g  to win , and he'll go a lon g way to m ak e  sur e o f  i t .  Bu t you kno w 
h e  isn't a s coundr el. After a ll, yo u'v e  go t som e fr iends on Arr owh ead 
on e in par ticu lar.' ' 

"R esa ?" 
"Cer ta in ly! Pike kno ws h e  d oesn 't dar e to do anythin g t oo  ra w or 

h e'll be in trou ble wi th her. We' ve go t a few t hin gs to do , Johnni e. 
W e'lJ get back to to wn. I -brou gh t  you ba ck a little som eth in g  from 
Denv er. If you wan t  to com e d own  to th e ho tel a fter supper, I 'll gi ve 
it to you." 

"Gosh, I didn 't exp ect you to br in g m e  no thin ', Rip ," the Ki d s aid 
ra th er tr em ulous ly. "I'll be ou t in fron t o f  th e Brid ger a bou t seven 
o 'clo ck." 

Th e par tn ers sa w him cro ss th e cr eek as th ey fo llo wed the o ld road 
in to to wn . 

"H e was han gi n' on to you p ur ty hard," Grump y d ec lared sympa
th etica lly. "Kind a lon esom e for him do wn h er e  wi th jus t o ld Wash 

ar ound. I don 't kno w_ why it is, bu t h e  gi ts und er my h ide, som eho w . 
. . • I didn' t kno w  you bough t anyth in '  fo r h im in D env er." 

"I didn 't," Rai nbo w conf es sed. "I n ev er thou gh t  o f  i t. I 'm go in g 
in to Bos ch's and buy him a tim e-pi ec e. I'll s wear Ed to k eep m y  
secret i f  Johnni e com es in som e tim e  to ha ve it r epai red. I don 't think 
we'd bett er say an ythin g to Ed a bou t  a sto p  wa tch . He'd sur mis e wh y 
we wan t ed i t." 

"I guess tha t' s righ t," th e lit t le on e a ckno wledged. "H e d oes a lo t 
o f  bettin ' on th e races. Bu t wh er e we goin ' to gi t it?" • 

"I 'll try a t  th e s choo l. I'v e s een ·  Tom Lo wry usin g on e at th e gam es . 
I 'll wa lk up th ere r igh t no w." 

His errand was su ccessfu l. La t er in th e af ternoon, h e  found a wa tch 
for Johnni e that s ui ted h im. Bos ch laugh ed ov er his r equ es t n ev er to 
men t ion tha t i t  ha d been p urc ha sed in h is sto re. 

"Rip, th ere's a do zen women in th is to wn wearin g bra celets and th e 
lik e  t ha t  ar e supposed to ha ve com e a ll th e wa y from Ka nsa s Ci t y  to 
San Fran cisco. I 'd ha v e  a lo t o f  hu sbands in ho t wa t er if I s tar ted 
ta lk in g. I won' t say anythin g to th e K id ;  you can d epend on i t. By 
th e wa y, wha t  do you kno w a bou t that bu ckski n hors e he's got d9wn 
th er e on th e fiats?" 

"I don 't kno w a thin g tha t wou ld in ter est a bettin g man , Ed ." Rip's 
eyes were a s  emp ty as an Ind ian 's and a fa in t  grin touc hed th e corn ers 

o f  hi s mou th. "I imagin e tha t's what you m eant. If you'll pu t thi s in 
a cha mo is bag, 111 tak e  it tha t  way; you n eedn't wrap it u p ." 
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Th e K id wa s on hand a t  th e strok e o f  seven , h is fa ce fr esh ly 
scru b b ed .  Ra in bow ca lled h im up on th e v er anda and gav e h im t he 

w at ch. "How do es it str ik e  you ?" h e  ask ed, a s  Johnn ie st ood th er e  
speech less. "Th ere wa sn't t im e  to hav e your na me eng rav ed on it." 

Th e bo y's lip qu iv ered and h e  low er ed h is h ead to h id e  h is emot ion . 
"I-I don 't know why you d id anyth in '  lik e th is, R ip," h e  got ou t chok
ing ly. "I t 's th e finest th ing I ev er own ed -n ext to Champ." 

"Sit down ," G rumpy to ld h im ,  h is ton e  as gru ff as usu al. In the 
shadow s, how ev er ,  ·h is flin ty fa ce had lo st h is g rim ness fo r th e momen t .  
"R ip figg er ed a wa t ch wa s ju st ab out wh at you needed . You ough t to 

hav e a cha in to go w ith it . I go t an ext ry on e in my trunk at th e ran ch. 
I 'll bring i t to you n ext t im e." 

· · 

Th e boy wa s fur th er em barr assed .  H e  regarded t he  lit t le  man w it h  
a dee p int entne ss fo r a mom ent , h is ey es larg e in h is thin f ac e. 

"Do you think you ough t to do tha t, Grumpy?" h e  a sk ed t en sely. 
"I'd adm ir e  to hav e a wat ch cha in tha t b elong ed to you, bu t -" 
· "That 's a ll sett led ," G rumpy grow led ,  bu sy ing h im self w ith h is 

p ipe. "I to ld R ip not to buy a cha in, t hat I'd tak e care o f  tha t end ." 
It satisfi ed th e K id .  Ra in bow put h im f ur ther at ease by turn ing 

th e co nv er sa t ion to ot her t hing s. H e  su sp ect ed th e boy w as an xiou s  
to show th e wa t ch to · h is fa th er, and wh en h e  saw Ra in s  ford com ing , 

h e  said, "W e' ll see you in t he  mo rning ,  Johnn ie. W e' ll b e  dow n ear ly . 
Th e Messeng er s  hav e inv ited u s  up to th e hou se for th e ev enin g." 

Aft er prou dly exh ibit ing th e g i ft t ci  Buck, th e boy hurr ied o ff  fo r 
h om e. Ra in sford's g lan ce fo llow ed h im fo r a mom ent or two . 

"Tak es so litt le to mak e a boy ha ppy ," h e  mu sed. 
Th e par t ner s  w ere in b ed be for e m idn ight. Four o 'clock cam e qu ickly . 

By th e t im e  t hey got in to r ang e clo the s and st epped ou t o f  t he ho t el, 
dawn wa s br ea king. Ear ly a s  it wa s, Johnny wa s a lr eady a st ir ,  and 
wh en they reached th e fla t s, h e  had Cha mp sadd led .  

Mr. Sm iley popp ed ou t o f  th e ca bin and in sisted o n  w itne ssin g th e 
tr ia l. H e  a lmo st fell in t he creek b efor e  t hey go t him a cro ss. 

"Th is ro ad ain ' t a s  fa st as the tra ck," the Kid r em ind ed t hem. "You 
got to a llow a second or two for that e ven at thr ee fu rlong s." 

"W e'l l  tak e t hat in to co nsid era t ion ," Ra inbow told h im .  "I'll go 
down to t he fini sh lin e  a nd  ho ld t he wa tch. Grump w ill st art you ." 

Th e lit tle on e had cut o ff  a w illow lim b. H e  tr im med i t wi th h is 
kn if e and a ffixed a h an dke rch ief. 

"Wh en I yell go , I'll dr op th e flag ; k eep yor e  eyes on m e, Rip ." 
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"Sa y, that leav es m e  o ut of it ," Mr. Smil ey prot est ed. "Let me 
hold th e flag ." 

Grump y glar ed a t  him fier cely. "Wa sh , you git ba ck i n  the brush 
and k eep qui et . 111 paddl e yo u if you do an yth in' to di stra ct the ho rse." 

Joh tmi e had sw ung up into th e saddl e. 
"Grump y's r igh t , Pa ppy," h e  sa id. "You k eep ba ck . I' ll jo g Champ 

up t he  road a bit a nd loo sen h im up a littl e." 
Th e big hor se seemed to r eal ize th e m ean in g  of th ese pre parat ion s. 

H e  was so ea ger t o  run that th e bo y had d ifficult y ho ld in g  h im in. 
Th e sun wa s u p  by th e tim e  h e  turn ed and start ed mo vin g ba ck 

toward Grump y. Th e stak e ra ce wa s run from a stand in g  start. With 
h is boot h eel, th e litt le on e had drawn a lin e a cro ss th e road . 

"Wa lk h im up to it," h e  ca ll ed t o  the K id. "I' ll give yo u t im e  eno ugh 
to git set befor e I yell go ." 

Cham p was gett ing n ervou s, but Johnn ie bro ught h im up to th e line. 
"Ho ld h im now ! · • Grump y w arn ed. "Git r ead y I Go I "  
Champ brok e a wa y  w ith a r ush. Th e K id flatt ened o ut on th e sta l

lion' s n eck and f elt h im r espond to th e pressure of his k ne es. 
Gr ump y's eyes wer e tor n wid e w ith am azem ent a s  h e  saw the big 

hor se 5tr eak in g  d own th e road, t he  rh ythmic beat in g  o f  h is flyin g hoof s 
rin gin g  o ut on th e morn in g  a ir. With ever y str id e  the buck sk in' s legs 
seem ed to fla sh out at an in cr ea sed tem po. In a matt er of se cond s, h e  
fla shed pa st Ra inbow. 

Mr . Sm il ey sca mper ed o ut of the brush, garr ulous and exicted. 
Grump y wa ved him out of th e wa y and ran down th e road to learn th e 

t im e. 
Johnn ie had to t ak e  Cha mp almo st to th e ice-ho use before h e  cou ld 

.p ull h im down . H e  jo gged ba ck to wh er e  th e partn er s  st ood, wa it in g. 
"Ho w good wa s i t? "  h e  j erked o ut br eath lessly, en co ura ged by th eir 

o bviou s excit em ent . 
"I clocked you in th irt y-n in e  seco nd s flat." R ip d id no t t ry to 

con ceal h is elat ion. "That' s bet er than go od, Johnn ie! The thr ee fur 
long r ecord for hot blood s is on ly th irt y-thr ee. second s." 

"Thr ee- eighths of a mile is just a br eeze for h im!" Grump y de 
clar ed. "H e's hardl y warm ed up ! What d id yo u do on B la ck L ightnin' , 
Johnn ie ?" 

"Forty-on e and t wo -fifth s, th ey sa id . B ut h e's d one better 'n fort y
on e." He patt ed Ch amp a ffect ionat el y. "I got to ke ep yo u movin ' ;  I 
don't w ant you t o  git stiff . . .. I don't put a bl anket on h im ,  Rip, till 

I git back a cro ss th e cr eek. I walk h im good , th en ." He had a qu es-
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tion to ask , and be cause so mu ch depend ed on the ans we r, he pu t it 
hes itant ly . . .. "D o you figger he 's g ood en ough t o  p ut in the race?" 

"He 's g ood  en ough t o  win it , Johnn ie," R ain bow rep li ed. "I 'm pr oud 
of bot h of you ." 

The Kid's cup of h app iness over flowed. 
"Gosh , I re ck on tha t makes everythin' all righ t." He dr ew in a 

deep breath of re lief. "I 'll meet you at the corra l." 
Rain bow was compe lled to te ll hi m they had s ome business up n ort h 

and were leaving B la ck F orks as s oon as they cou ld fin ish breakf as t. 
"B ut we 'll be back tomorr ow or s ooner . You jus t  tend to your kni t

ting ; things wi ll work out all righ t." 
The Kid was d is app oint ed ,  but he s aid , "Sh ore ! I' ll be look in ' for 

you wh en you g it back. I d on 't wan t to d o  n o  br ag gin ', but Ch amp 
w on 't let you d own. Y ou can depend on th at." 

He r ode a way. 
''And we w on 't let . you d own ," Rain bow m,ut tered sober ly. "This is 

one case I d on't p rop ose to lose!" 
"The m's my sen timen ts exa ctly! " Gru mpy gr ow led . "If they take 

the h orse aw ay fr om the Kid it' ll be ove r  my dead body and n o  way 
e lse!" 

12 

T HE AIR WAS so CLEAR. t his late Septe mber m orn ing th at three h ours of 
r id ing seemed to br ing t he blue-br own s we ll of the Solom ons n o  ne arer. 
Flung out in f r ont of the main bulw ark of the mount ain s like a pr ote ct

ing barrier reef w ere high hi lls. Beyond th ose h ills lay Tipst one Va lley. 
This wa s f amiliar coun try t o  Rainb ow and Gru mpy. The r oad was 

the ma in one n orth and w ou ld have taken the m t o  Bar 7 had they de
sir ed .  They pu lled up, h owever , when they re ach ed the f orks where it 
bran ched off to the va lley, and rested their h orses. 

"The c ountry looks g ood ," t he litt le one obser ved . I t  was t he first 
t ime he h ad sp oken in an h our .  "It 's been a better than aver age ye ar 
for eve rybody." The buffalo gr ass was br own already, but i t  would 
lose n one of its n utrit ive va lue un til it dr opp ed its seeds in the spring . 
Cat tle were gra zin g in the dis tan ce. This w as D ou ble Dia mond ran ge .  
"Pur cell's st uff looks fine. He 's e viden tly goin' to have Tre maine work 



T H 8 P H A N TO M  C O RRA L 83 

down this way last. I never could see any reason for doin' it other� 
wise. But a man gits set in his ways and it's hard to change him." 

Rip nodded and let it pass without comment. 
"It must be tou.�h for Stark to ride over to Arrowhead to see Resa 

and run into Mundy," he mused. "Stark and Ellis were pretty close. 
He's level-headed, but there'll be trouble there .some day." 

"Only a question of time," Grumpy agreed. "If we're goin' to do 
anything about Mundy, we don't want to be too long." 

It was their intention on reaching Tipstone to ride across the valley 
and learn what they could from Mrs. Guthrie before going near the 
station. They felt if they could get the old woman to talk they would 
be able to decide for themselves if Messenger's surmise was correct. 

''I• suppose we'll find her packin' up," said Grumpy. "She's got a 
sister livin' in town. Chances are Hattie win go in and stay with her. 
Unless she's bein' completely duped, she's been posted as to her story. 
What line are we goin' to take with her? "  

"We can pretend we don't !wow she's sold out and that we're inter
ested in buying the place. That11 give us an opening." 

They crossed the valley several miles below the station and rode into 
the yard at the Guthrie place at noon. They saw evidence that the old 
woman was packing her belongings. Mrs. Guthrie was at the kitchen 
door by the time they got down. She knew who they were. 

"What are you <loin', Hattie, cleanin' house?" Grumpy inquired 
banteringly. 

"No, I ain't, Mr. Gibbs; I'm packing. I 've sold." 
"What?" The little man's tone was sharp with disappointment. 

"That's too bad I When we heard Steve Ellis was dead and wouldn't 
be leasin' yore range no longer-, we figgered we'd like to buy and add 
it to the acreage we've been puttin' together. We rode over to make you 
an offer." 

"Wal, you gentlemen are too late. I've sold to Pike Kendrick. It's 
a pity, ain't it, that after settin' here, wantin' to sell for nigh on three 
years, that I should git two offers in one week . . . .  I'd ask you in, but 
everythin's so upsd. I'm expectin' a wagon to take my goods into 
Black Forks this afternoon." 

Rainbow sat down on the edge of the water trough. "We won't 
bother you, Mrs. Guthrie. How did Mr. Kendrick happen to become 
interested jn buying the place?" 

"Wal, I don't rightly know." The old woman tucked her scraggly 
hair into a tight knot. "Mr. Mundy, his foreman, came by one day re-
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cen tly and s topped in f er a mini t. H e  s aid A rro wh ead migh t tak .e ev ery
thing o ff  my h ands at a pric e. Th at rang e Stev e  was leasin ' is good 

su mmer rang e, you kno w. I di dn 't think it was mo re'n talk , bu t n ext 
I kn ew, M r. Kend rick rid es ov er and we c ame to terms." 

Th e partn ers exch ang ed a sh rewd g lanc e. To learn th at M undy .h ad 
h ad a part in arrang ing th e s ale w�n t a long way to ward con fi rming 
t he tip G rat Co llamo re h ad giv en th em. 

"Th e pric e I took was a sh ame," Mrs . Gu th ri e  con tinu ed. "Ch arli e 
and me s craped and s lav ed so long ." 

G ru mpy pri med th e pu mp and h elped hi ms elf to a d rink as sh e 
rattled on abou t h er d eparted hus band . 

"H atti e, befo re Mundy said any th in '  abou t  gi ttin ' Kend rick in ter
�s ted ,  was h e  in qui rin ' abou t  a bu ckskin ho rs e  th at s tray ed away f ro m  
th e r anch ?" 

"H e s aid h e'd h eard that Charlie los t a fin e buckskin y earlin '." 
"H e jogg ed y or e  memory abou t i t  a li ttle, I reckon." 
"L aws ,  h e  didn 't hav e to ! Ch arli e n ev er go t ov er losin' th at y earlin '. 

It h appened th e spring befo re Mr. Gu th ri e  passed away ." 
T he o ld wo man was beginn ing to g ro w  suspi cious of th ei r qu es ti on s, 

bu t th e partn ers were convinced th at sh e kn ew li ttle o r  noth ing abou t 
wh at was afo ot. 

"Ch arli e's been d ead th ree years," s aid Rain bo w. "Th at wou ld 
mak e th e ho rs e  about f ou r  y ears o ld .  Th at's going back qui te a spell. 
Wh o was wo rking fo r you at that ti me, Mrs. Gu th ri e?" 

"Stev e  c lai med h e  was wo rkin' f or u s," sh e d ec lared, with a tart 
lau gh. "H e was allus mo re in teres ted in flyin ' off to som e d anc e o r  
swappin' y arns d own at the s ta tion th an in workin' ." 

Rain bo w flashed a g lanc e  at G ru mpy . T he little on e nodd ed. Bo th 
h ad been quick to g rasp th at th e o ld wom an 's s to ry was no w o pen to 
con tradic tion . 

"Yo re memo ry 's playin ' trick-s on you ,  H atti e," G ru mpy chid ed . 
"You kno w as weW as I do th at St ev e Ellis was wo rk.in ' for Dou ble 
Di amo nd  fo r a .y ear befo re h e  leased yo re rang e. Th at wou ld m ak e  i t  
fiv e y ears ago, no t fou r, th at the ho rse bus ted away from you ." 

M rs. Gu th ri e  was i mmedi ately c onfus ed .  
"You gi t a body all tang led up wi th yo re qu es tions," sh e pro tes ted. 

"Mebbe i t  was fiv e y ea rs ago, mebbe fou r. I don 't s ee no poin t in 
ta lkin '  abou t it noho w. I'd lik e  to stand h ere and vis i t  wi th you some 
mo re, bu t I go t so much lef t to do , you go t to excus e me." 

"W e won 't was te any mo re o f  you r ti me, M rs .  Gu th ri e," Rip told 
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her, gett in g  to his feet. 'Tm so rr y  we wer e too la t e  to mak e  you an 
offer ." 

H e  and the lit t le on e s wun g up in t he sadd le. 
"S ee you a gain , Hat ti e," the latt er cal led ba ck as they rod e  a way. 
T hey had l earn ed enou gh to eras e  any dou bt t hat P ik e  K endr ick 

was goin g to at t emp t to claim Champ . On the ot her hand , they wer e 
equa lly positiv e t hat t hey cou ld en tan gl e Hatti e Gut hri e in her sto ry. 

"S he' ll let K end ri ck kno w we paid her a visit ," Gru mpy predict ed .  
"H e'll be smart enou gh to s ee s he can 't be muc h  help t o  hi m." 

"No dou bt," Rain bo w  a gr eed. "Accordin g to her ti me t able, Champ 
wou ld be fiv e years o ld o r  bett er. H e  may be fou r, bu t not a da y mor e. 
That in it self wou ld k nock the bottom out o f  K endrick 's cont ention . 
I i ma gin e he'll coa ch her to be va gu e  a bout t he tim e and be satis fied to 
ha ve her t esti fy t hat Charl ie had a buckskin y ea rlin g  t ha t  got a wa y." 

"I f  t her e's any hearin ', we'll be pr esent and hav e som et hin ' to say , 
Rip . I can und ers tand exactly what Co lla mor e m eant when he said 
Pi ke was bein 'Jak en for a suc ker. Mund y ri gged up this d eal and t hen 

so ld it to him. I ca n s ee just ho w it was work ed ; Ik e Cain was p lum b 
in the midd le o f  it . H e'd hav e  ·heard from o ld Char lie a bout him losin' 
a hors e. T ha t 's what sen t Mundy up to s ee the o ld wo man . What he 
found out from her l ef t  hi m not hin ' to do but git Cain pr im ed to com e 
fo rward and jd enti fy t he K id 's hor se as the missin' anima l. T hat's 
what 's bet ween t ha t  pair . W hen Munda y went to Pik e wit h t hat s et

u p , t he o ld man co t:ldn't stay a way fro m it ." 
Rain bo w  had no f ault to find wit h the litt le man 's ar gu ment. H e  

r ode a lon g wit hout sayin g anyt hin g for s ev eral minut es .  
"W hat 's o n  yor e :nind?" G ru mpy gro wled. 
"I was jus t think in g  ho w n ec essary i t  was to hav e S t ev e  Ellis out 

of t he wa y. A word from him wou ld hav e kno cked this busin es.s into a 
cock ed hat ." 

Grum py turn ed i n  his sadd le and r egard ed the t all man wit h  n ar 
ro wed ey es. 

"Mundy was well heeled t hat da y," Rip ad ded. "H e had Pasco 
an rl Lesant wit h  him .  T hey 'v e been the lon e  wo lv es of t he Arro whead 

cr ew ev er sin ce he brou ght them do wn fro m Windy Riv er. A f or eman 
do esn' t usually take t wo men a wa y  fro m their work just to hav e  com
pan y when he go es ri di ng." 

Grum py ro ck ed w,t h t he inf er enc e R ip had dra wn and the lin es in 
his face deepened. 

"That could be t l •c ans wer we'r e  lookin ' for I Mund y could hav e 
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had 'em along to make shore his play wasn't goin' to miss. Cain will 
know why we're showin' up. He'll be cagey with us." 

Rainbow nodded. "We'll get something out of him-one way or an
other." 

Though the station at Tipstone was still referred to as a stage sta
tion, it had not seen a stage in years ; the freighting outfits that plied 
between Black Forks and the mining camps on the western slope of 
the Solomon Mountains put up there over night and provided Cain 
with his chief source of revenue. The Government maintained a post 
office at Tipstone, but it paid him only a few dollars a year, and he 
had to depend on his bar and the freighters for a living. He was seated 
outside in a chair, sound asleep, when the partners rode up. 

Ike slowly shook himself awake and blinked his rheumy eyes. When 
he recognized his visitors, he jerked wide awake in a hurry. Rip and 
Grumpy had last seen him a year ago, .seated in the same spot and in 
the same chair. If he had changed at all it was only to become a little 
dirtier, his pants a little baggier at the knees. The days were long, 
here at Tipstone, with very little to break the monotony, and through 
the years old Ike had become the living counterpart of the shabby sta
tion, his drooping mustache and beaten, hang-dog look a perfect re
flection of the sagging barns and woebegone windows, the holes in the 
broken panes either stuffed with rags or boarded up if rags didn'.t 
suffice tc, keep out dust or cold, depending on the season. 

"Ain't seen you fellas in a long time," he said without enthusiasm. 
He got to his feet, tall and stringy, regarding them the while with a 
crafty if obscure interest. Behind him, the saloon door stood wide open. 
He turned -in and went behind the bar. The partners stepped in after 
him and Rip spun a silver dollar on the mahogany. 

"I got some oold beer and rye; that's all." Ike didn't expect this 
visit to bl! pleasant, and his tone indicated as much. 

"Beer," Grumpy told him. Rip safd the same. 
_ "Reckon yo're goin' to ask questions about Steve." Ike pulled the 
caps off the bottles. "I told Rainsford all I know." 

"We figgered we'd like to git it first-hand ; we kn,.w Steve." 
Grumpy raised his glass and smacked his lips. "This beer is cold. 
You musta had it buried in the spring." 

Cain nodded. "Didn't fetch it up but a few minutes ago. Mundy 
had to shoot in self-defense. It was one or t'other of 'em. I miss Steve. 
I could allus depend on him to show up onct a week fer his mail and 
a drink or two ... 
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"Ike, whe re wa s he s tan din g  w hen Mun dy drop ped hi m?" Rip ha d 
locate d the h ole in 1 he ce ilin g  fr om which the she riff ha d re mo ve d the 
slug from Ellis' gun . 

"Righ t t ba r  in th e door. He was goin ' out t o  his boss . I don 't kno w 
why he di dn 't ke ep on goi n'." 

"Whe re was Mun dy stan din g? '' 
"Jest a bout wh ar yuh a re." 
"An d Lesant an d Pa sc o?" 
"Th ey was lean i.n' on the ba r, a bout hya r." Ike in dica ted the s pot. 

· "I was right wha r [ a m  n ow, not more'n an inch o r  two one wa y o r  
t 'othe r." 

Rain bow ha d G rum p st an d  whe re Cain sa id Mun dy ha d been. H e  
wa lke d t o  t he doo r, hi msel f. 

"Let's act th is out an d ge t it s trai ght," he sai d. "This is the wa y 
Mun dy, Steve an d you we re stan din g. Is t hat ri ght ?" 

"That 's co rrect," Ike assured him. 
"Y ou're posi tive ?" 
"A bsolute ly I "  
G rumpy he ld hi s ton gue, w on de rin g wha t Ri p was tryin g t o  p ro ve. 

He saw him wh ip up his g un sudden ly an d le vel i t  a t  him . Behin d t he 
bar, Cain sta rte d to duck . 

Ri p grinn ed. "You're a litt le ne rvous, Ike. Di d yo u duck do wn be
hin d  the ba r like that when Ellis fla she d  his gun ?"  You kne w he w as  
ma d an d that he meant bus in ess when be dre w .  That 's wha t  you told 
Ra insf ord." 

Ike 's Ada m's a pple s lid u p  an d down in his throa t wi th a c onvulsi ve 
je rk. He saw the pitf all ah ea d  of h im. 

"I kn ow I di d," he ackn owle dged uneasi ly. "But I he ld my groun d." 
"Y ou we re ri ght in the line of fire, but you s ta yed p ut ;  ye t j ust n ow 

you we re ready t o  drop." Ri p la ughe d acc us in gl y. "Tha t w as a ba d 
s lip you made, Ike ." 

Cain sta rte d to make a den ia l. Gru mp y c ut hi m sh ort. 
"You lyin' old re pro bate , yo' re c aught wi th yore pan ts down! I f  

that sh ootin' was run off as yo u c lai m, you' d ha ve hit the floor the 
sec on d  Ellis reached for his gun ! Y o' re eithe r  lyin' a bout i t  or you 
di dn't see what ha ppene d at al l !  What 's Mun dy got on yo u tha t yo' re 
eatin ' out o f  his basket th is wa y?" 

"He ain' t go t n u  thin' on me l" Ike prote ste d vehe mentl y. "I'm te llin '  
i t  the wa y I sa w it! "  

"Let's see if you a re," Rain bow sa id thin ly. "I 'll take your wo rd 
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t ha t  you w ere standing t her e and s aw Ellis draw. Now you wat ch m e.� 
H e  r et urn ed his g un t o  th e holst er. "Y ou saw Ellis fire, you say. I' m 

g oing t o  draw n ow. Wh en m y  hand starts up, you st op me when I 
rea ch th e p os it ion h e  was in wh en h e  s hot.'' 

· Ra inbow mad e a leis urely draw. H is han d  w en t  up and up, Ca in 
s uck ed in his br eath w it h  a thr oat y r asp. No oth er s ound cam e fr om him. 
A harri ed l ook t ugg ed at his wat ery eyes . 

"W hat 's th e matt er? Was I t oo  fas t for you?"  Rain bow rega rd ed 
him wit h  chill ing int entn ess. "W e'l l tr y i t  aga in ;  and you s ing out or 

g et r eady t o  craw l." 
Rip's hand m ov ed s low er t hi s  t im e. 
"About t har," Ik e gr owl ed. 
Th e gun w as  m or e  t han s hould er hig h. It was in cr ed ibl e  t o  the part 

n ers t hat any man, even a tipsy on e, w ho had handl ed a Colt all his 
li f e, w ould h av e  been in that posit ion. B ut Rip squeezed t he trigg er. 
T he bull et t hudd ed int o the wa ll wit hin a few in ches of th e ceiling. 

Th e s hot fill ed t he barr oom wit h a r um bling th und er. It r oll ed 
t hr oug h t he op en d oor and died awa y. No on e mov ed . Ca in's ragg ed 
musta ch e  dr opp ed forl ornly. Th ough he was ign orant, he kn ew hi s 

righ ts :  t he partn ers w er e  d et ectiv es , but th ey w ere n ot t he law . Offi
cial ly, they had n o  a uth ority t o  questi on and p ush him a round l ik e  

t his. H e  exa ct ed littl e com fort fr om t he kn ow ledg e, for he real ized that 
i f  h e  tr ied t o  d efy t hem he w ould be inviting m or e  tr oubl e. 

"Come out fr om behind th e ba r and walk ov er h er e," Ra in bow or
d ered .  "I want you t o  expla in s omet hing t o  me." 

Ik e s huffled a cross t he room. 
"I d on't kn ow what yo'r e  up t o," he w hined, "but if yo'r e  g oin ' 

t o  d o  any m ore sh oot in', d on't bust t he mirr or fer m e." 
"I w on 't break your mirr or," Rip ass ur ed him. "Y ou saw wh er e  

m y  bull et la nded. I f  Ell is had his g un in the sam e  positi on I d id, t ell 
me how his sl ug p loug hed int o  th e ceil ing." 

Cain w ip ed his m outh wit h th e ba ck of h is hand and cont emp lat ed 
th e bu11et · hol e in t he planks a bov e wit h s quinting eyes. 

"I d on't kn ow a s  I can expla in it," he mutt er ed , trying t o  crawl out 
of th e trap h e  was in . "M ebbe St ev e  had his g un h ig her t han I figg er ed." 

"He w ould ha ve had t o  hav e  it ov er his head ! "  Rain bow rap ped. 
"Like th is !"  

H e  p ut a bull f!t int o t he  ceil ing w it hin s ev eral in ches of  t he hole. 
"There's only on e explan at ion of i t  I" Grumpy g roun d out. H e  d e

t ached hims elf from t he ba r. "M ebbe I can jog yor e memor y a l itt le, 
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Ike! Ellis had h. s gun up like that because he'd been hit and was 
droppin' to the ffoor l In tryin' to save himself from goin' down, he 
tightened his grip on the gun and it went off ! Don't tell me he was 
shootin' at Mundy, you moth-eaten old liar ! "  

His manner wa ; so threatening that Cain backed o ff  a step. 
"Call me a liar as much as yuh please, but don't you crowd me too 

far, Gibbs ! "  he got out shrilly. "Pasco and Lesant saw it the same 
way I did. Yore guessin' at what happened don't make it so." 

"You'll find we're doing something more than guessing," Rainbow 
advised. "This case is a long way from being closed. I wonder if you 
know what you're letting yourself in for in suppressing evidence? If 
it turns out to be murder, you'll be an accessory after the fact and the 
law will hold you as responsible as the actual killer." 

"I ain't serpressin' nu thin ' ! " Ike retorted with growing truculence. 
Desperation was giving him his second wind. "I'll be right hyar when
ever the sheriff wants me. And I kin tell yuh sunthin' : when you go 
around accusin' an innocent man, yo're leavin' yoreselves liable. Reckon 
Joe Mundy will kriow what to do about it ! "  

"We'll be glad t:1 have him take exception to anything we've said," 
the tall man informed him. "Perhaps he'll be willing to explain what 
be was doing here that afternoon. You wouldn't know, would you? "  

" I  ain't i n  the habit o f  askin' people thar business when they drop 
in," was Cain's curt answer. 

"It's a thirty-mile ride over here from Arrowhead," Rip remarked. 
"That's a considerable distance. If a man didn't have some legitimate 
business at the end of it, a jury might feel it called for an explanation." 

"Yeh; seein' that he was droppin' in reg'Iar," the little one threw in. 
"Or was that the <•nly time he was here, Ike?" 

Cain was tempted to say yes, but he was too smart to trap himself 
a second time. 

"Mundy never came over this-a-way much. Reckon he w;is up here 
onct before." 

"Was that the t ,me he went. up to see Mrs. Guthrie?" Rip asked 
quickly. 

"Reckon it wuz,'' Ike answered, decided tha.t a little truthfulness 
now might help. "He went up to talk to her about a boss Charlie lost 
some years back." It was unexpected enough to startle the partners. 
Cain enjoyed the surprise. 

"I suppose you told him about Guthrie's buckskin,". Rainbow sug
gested. 
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"I shore did ! I 'membered the boss wal. Best colt Charlie ever 
owned." The proprietor of the Tipstone station grew bold enough to 
1,augh in their faces. "Yuh fellas ain't kiddin' me; I know all about 
that boss the Kid's got down on the flats outside of Black Forks. I 
was in town last week and managed to git a good look at the boss. I 
recognized him right off." 

"You dirty crook ! "  Grumpy rapped. "I oughta pull ¢e hide off 
you ! There's a lot of buckskin stallions in this country I The idea of 
you claimin' you can recognize a horse you ain't see in years! "  

'Tm used to bein' abused," Ike cackled. " I  ain't got nuthin' ag'in 
the Kid, but he won't have that boss long. There's a mark on him that 
I'm going by. Sunthin' yuh fellas didn't notice, I reckon." 

"What kind of a mark?" Rainbow whipped out, his face hard and 
flat. Cain knew he had the upper hand now, and be just stood there 
and grinned. 

"I'll be tellin' that to the jedge, if yuh don't mind, Ripley." 
The partners did not linger long after that. They were in a sober 

mood as they headed for town. 
"Reckon that explains the cigarette btttts the Kid found," Grumpy 

growled savagely. "Cain's seen some little peculiarity on Champ that 
he'll swear Guthrie's horse had. If they can git old Hattie to do just 
enough lyin' to back that up, they'll come mighty close to takin' the 
horse away from Johnnie." 

"I know it," Rainbow muttered grimly. "I'm afraid it's coming too 
quickly for us to stop it." 

"There's .;me thing we can do, Rip. We can hide Champ." 
The tall man shook his head. 
"We'd be in contempt. The judge would never forgive us." 
"Wal, you keep out of it, then," the little one returned, his hard

bitten face set and determined. "I'll handle it. If I have to do any
thin', I won't wait for a court order to be issued." 
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13 

IT WAS AFTER TEN o'cLOCK when the partners reached town. They 
rode to Rainsford's barn and stabled the broncs. There was a light in 
the sheriff's office. They walked that way and found Toby Ferris, the 
deputy sheriff, on duty. 

"I suppose Buck's gone home for the night, Toby," Rainbow said. 
"No, he went dc•wn the street about ten minutes ago to get a snack, 

Rip. I think you'll catch him in the Crescent Lunch. If he ain't there, 
try the barbecue." 

They found the sheriff perched on a stool in the lunch room. There 
were four or five c,ther customers. 

"Well?"  Buck inquired guardedly. 
"We did all right," Rip replied. "Haven't had any supper. We'll sit 

down with you, and go up to the hotel afterwards." 
Rainsford nodded. "That'll be better, I reckon. You needn't hurry. 

You must be hungry." 
Grumpy asked for a double order of ham and eggs and fried potatoes. 
"And give me some coffee while I'm waitin'," he told the man be

hind the counter. 
Buck laughed. "I'll say one-half of the co'!lbination is hungry." 
"That goes for both of us," Rainbow remarked, with a grin. "I for

got to mention that he missed dinner, too." 
When they finally got to the Bridger, Rip got the key at the desk 

and led the way upstairs to the connecting rooms Grumpy and he were 
occupying. The little one sat down and pulled off bis boots immediately. 

'Tm in for the night," he observed, tossif1g his coat on the bed anc! 
getting out his pip� and tobacco. "We saw Cain and Hattie. Guthrie, 
Buck, and managed to git quite an earful. But I don't know what 
Rip means by sayin' we did all right. It looks purty bad for the Kid." 

He couldn't find a chair that suited him, so he went into his room 
and dragged out a rocker. He was in time to catch foe end cf a ques
tion Rainsford hacl addre� to Rainbow. 

"It's exactly what Dan sairl," Rip answered. "Kendrick is going to 
try to prove that Champ belonged to Charlie Guthrie. Mundy's got the 
old lady all primed- to make a statement. Ike Cain is going to identify 
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the horse. It's a faked up story from start to finish. But as Grump 
says, it looks like they'll get away with it. If we had even a little evi
dence on our side, it . would be different." 

They gave him a detailed account of their talk with Mrs. Guthrie, 
as well as their conclusions about it. From that, they went on to what 
Ike had had to say regarding the horse. 

"Of course that dirty skunk is lyin' ! " Buck exclaimed disgustedly. 
"I can't believe Pike Kendrick would swallow a yarn like that unless 
he wanted to; he knows Ike Cain is a worthless renegade. I doubt that 
the judge will order the Kid· to hand Champ owr on his word. Did 
you get anythin' out of Cain about Ellis?" 

Grumpy said, "We got plenty, Buck. Rip had him hangin' on the 
ropes. We came away from Tipstone convinced that Steve . was cut 
down without havin' a chance for bis life. He was leavin' when some
body called to him, and when he turned, he got it." 

"There can't be any question about it," Rainbow seconded. "We 
proved to our satisfaction that Steve Ellis . didn't fire the first shot. 
We're sure he'd had a slug pumped into him before he got bis gun 
out of the holster." 

"Suppose you boys start at the beginnin' and let me draw my own 
conclusions," Rainsford advised. 

The partners obliged with a graphic story of what had taken place 
at the Tipstone station that afternoon. It had the sheriff shaking his 
head long before they were finished. At the end, he sat there . without 
saying anything for a minute. 

"Do you see it the way we do?" Rainbow asked. 
"Yes; I don't see how it would be possible to read anythin' else into 

it," Rainsford responded soberly. "I wouldn't say you'd busted things 
wide open, but you've certainly got your foot in the door. I couldn't 
have gone up there and did anythin' like that-makin' my points with a 
loaded gun. There would have been a howl from the voters that I was 
exceedin' my authority. \Vb.at do you expect Mundy to do about it? 
You've accused him of murder in no uncertain way." 

"I don't expect him to do anything, Buck," the tall man replied. 
"Legally, I mean. We're convinced he's guilty. If we're right, he won't 
rush into court and give us a chance to put him under oath and start 
firing questions. If we accomplished nothing else, we made Cain change 
hi.s story. And that can be damaging. All four of them told you the 
satne tale, didn't they?" 
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"Wo rd for wo r ci. Th ey had pl en ty tim e  to gi t th ei r  h ead s to geth er 

b efore I g ot th ere tha t n ight. Wha t' s  yo ur po in t?" 
"Tha t all fo ur of th em couldn' t ha ve b een m istak en. W ith Ca in b e

ing c om pell ed to c 1ang e h is sto r y, it wo uld b e  appa r en t  to a j ury tha t  
th e sta tem en t they mad e to yo u co uldn' t ha ve b een tr ue." 

"I co uld b ring L�san t and Pa sco in and g r ill th em," th e sh eriff off ered. 
Rip said, "D on ' t wa ste yo ur tim e  on them , B uck. Ike Ca in is the 

k ey to th is ca se. :Mund y had somethin g on him to whip him �n to l in e  
in th e b eginn ing, a :1d I still think i t  wa s a li ttl e  r ustl ing , but the ta ble s 

a r e  turn ed now ; Cain is in a po si tion to c rack th e wh ip . A li ttle f r ee 
Ar rowh ead b eef w on' t sa ti sf y h im ;  h e'l l wan t mon ey, and Mund y w ill 

ha ve to c ome th r ough, o r  el se." 
G rum py r eared up in h is cha ir. "Tha t' s  plain a s  p rin t to me ! Tha t 

d i rty gal oot is th e g en t  to wa tch. W e' re in thi s  ca s e  now, B uck, and 
w e'r e goin '  to gi ve it p len ty of a tten ti on . I f  w e  c an nail Ik e Cain, w e  
can tag Mund y and stop th is tro ubl e tha t' s  com in' a t  Jo hn nie." 

"Yo u ain' t advi sin' m e  to tak e an ybod y in to c ustody on suspic ion o f  
m urd er, a r e  yo u?" Ra in sfo rd a sked. 

"Tha t's th e la st th ing in th e wo rld I wan t yo u to do r igh t 11o w," 
R ip to ld him . "W � ha ven' t go t evid enc e eno ugh to hold an yon e. I 

know w e  haven 't m uc h  tim e as fa r a s  Kend r ick i s  conc erne d. If h e'd 
onl y hold o ff  a w efk o r  tw o-" 

"He won' t, R ip. Th e Gazette p rin ted th e rod eo p rog ram th is af ter 
noon. Th e rac e  i s  th re e  w ee ks from tomo rrow . I miss m y  g uess i f  he 
doe sn 't a sk th e j ud �e fo r a h earin' in two o r  th re e da ys, a t  mo st. I 
don 't know wh ether D an  can p ull a trick o ut o f  h is sl eeve and get a 
postpon em ent." Ra in sfo rd clapped on hi s ha t. "I'll l et yo u b oys get 
to b ed. Yo u'll b e  Seein' Dan in th e mo rn in ', of co ur s e?" 

"A s soon a s  h e  g ds d own," sa id R ip .  "D r op a r ound if yo u can. I 
th ink we b etter n ot say anyth ing to Johnn ie ab out h ow bad thing s 
loo k." 

"No ,  do n't sa y a word," Grump y spok e up. "He ain 't l os t  bi s ho rse 
yet. l'o u can tak e  it fo r g r an ted tha t  Ik e d idn 't l ose an y tim e g ettin '  
to Mund y wi th a r ep ort of our b ein ' a t  T ip ston e. W e  m ay ha ve lo st 

a trick _in not layin' o ut and ta il in ' him." 
"Th ere's som eth ir;g in tha t," Rainb ow ac kn owledg ed .  "I w ond er 

h ow h e'll com e dow n f rom the sta tion to A rrowh ead ." 
"How did yo u f el la s  come down ?" Ra insfo rd a sked. 
"W e cam e thro ugh the W itch Hill s." 
B uck sa id , "Ik e will tra vel tha t  wa y, too. He know s th ose hills like 
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a book. After the way you stirred things up, I imagine he'll be gittin' 
together with Mundy quite reg']ar to compare notes. Mundy wiU be 
leery of goin' to Tipstone, and he won't appreciate havin' Ike showin' 
up at the ranch. It would make talk." 

"Buck, !· think you've put your finger on something] "  Rip snapped 
erect in his chair, suddenly alert. "That pair will be getting together, 
and Cain will make Mundy come to him." He glanced at Grumpy. 
"We ought to be able to spot their meeting place if we lay out in the 
Witch Hills for a few days. It may be hoping for too much to figure we 
might get close enough to get a line on what they're doing, but I 
haven't anything better to suggest." 

"I'll go out with you," Rainsford announced. "I believe I can show 
you where Mundy will be goin'. Ike Cain had a cabin high in those 
hills before he got the station at Tipstone. I know because I had to 
dig him out of it the first time I arrested him. You'd have trouble 
findin' it by yourselves. If it's okay with you, we'11 pack some grub 
and do a quiet sneal<. out of Black Forks tomorrow evenin'." 

They talked it over for several minutes. Buck said good-night, 
then, and started out. He came back after going down the hall aAew 
steps. 

•· 

"It jHst occurred to me that Stark Tremaine might know somethin' 
about Charlie Guthrie's missin' horse. Ellis werit from the Guthries 
to Double Diainond and he and Tremaine were thick. You know how 
cowpunchers like to gas ; Ellis might have said somethin' that Stark 
will recall. I understand the Double Diamond has begun to gather, 
and that he's busy. But he'd come in if you asked him. If you could 
git word out to him by mornin', he could be in town by early afternoon. 
We wouldn't have to change our plans." 

"That's a good hunch," the little one declared. "Do you agree with 
me, Rip?" 

The tall man said, "I'm all for it. But I can see that it'll put Stark 
in a tough spot. He may not feel that he can take sides against Resa's 
father. We'll put it up to him, however. Have you seen anyone in town 
from out that way who might be going home tonight, Buck?" 

"I saw Frank Willmine earlier in the evenin'. Grumpy's half un
dressed. Suppose you grab your hat, Rip, and we'll see if we can 
catch Frank. Yow can write a note downstairs." 

They tried the saloons and found Willmine in the Elk.horn. He was 
about ready to start home. He said he'd be glad to stop at Double 
])iamond. 
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Mor nin g fou nd t he pa rtners at Da n Messenger's offic e. Johnni e wa s 
ju st fini sh ing hi s cho res. As u sua l, h e  wa s deli gh ted to see th em. 

"I stop ped a t  th e ho t el on my wa y to work ," h e  sai d. "I kno w 
Oddi e Fowler, th e cl erk. H e  to ld me you go t bac k last ni gh t. If you 

w ent t o  Ba r 7, you di dn't sta y  lo ng." 
"W e went u p  t o  Tipsto ne, Johnn i e," Rip retu rn ed, ha vin g  deci ded on 

th e spur of th e momen t  th at it wou ld be best to be fra nk with hi m. 
Th e Ki d's ha nds ti ght en ed on hi s broo m. 

"So meth in' a bout St ev e?" 
"You gu ess ed i t ," Gru mp y  mut t ered co nfidentia lly. "You can keep 

tha t un der yo re ha t. I f  you don' t see u s  a roun d  fo r a da y o r  two ,  an d 
an ybo dy tri es to get a lin e  o n  us , ju st tell 'em you think w e'v e gon e  ou t 
to th e ranch." 

"I shor e w ill," the bo y  p ro mi sed, i mpr essed by th e f act that h e  was 
sha ri ng a sec ret wi th th em. 

"Is Dan u pstai rs?"  Rain b ow as ked. • 
John ni e  pul led out hi s new wa tch a nd n ote d th e ti me. 
"Y ou go t a bou t four mi nu tes to wai t .  Mr . Mess enger a lwa ys sh ow s  

up by nine o'c lock. Mrs. La mb is up th ere. You can go in an d s it 
down ." 

Th e p art ner s start ed u p  th e stair s, o nly to ha ve the Ki d st op th em. 
"Th e p rogra m wa s i n  th e Gazette la st ev eni n' .  T he  en t ri es fo r th e 

stak e rac e  do se o n  th e tw ent y-first. Th e ju dges i s  the same a s  la st 
yea r. You can rea d  a ll a bout it in th e pa per." 

Rain bo w  smi led u nder stan di ngly. "We'll tak e ca re o f  ev erythin g in 
ti me. Don 't worr y a bo ut th at. We'll ha nd th em a su rp ri se thi s  year, 
Joh nni e." 

Rai nbo w  a nd th e lit t le one ha d ba rely seat ed themselves wh en Mes
senger wa lk ed in . 

"Come i nside," h e  t old t hem. "I'm a nxi ou s to h ear what you'v e got 
t o  say." 

"W e saw Bu ck .last ni ght a nd ta lked thi ngs ov er wi th hi m," G ru mp y  
vo lu ntee red. "He s ai d  h e'd tr y t o  j oin u s  here." . 

Rip sai d, "S ometh i ng ma y h av e  co me up . We won't wa it for hi m ;  
h e' s  h ear d a ll th is o nc e. Y ou ha d th e ri gh t hu ll(:b a bou t Ken dric k.. 
But yo u kn ow w e  w ent u p  t o  Tip st on e  wi th a c ouple th ings o n  ou r 
min d. We ca me back beli evi ng th ey' re mo re o r  less co nn ect ed." 

"Do I u nder sta nd you to mean tha t th e h or se figur ed i n  S t ev e  Ellis' 
death ?" Dan w as  su rpris ed and di dn' t a t t emp t to di ssemble i t. 

"Su ppose you see what yo u ma ke of it." 



96 T H B  P H A N T O M  C O R R A L  

Witho ut f urther ado, he and Gr ump y  procee ded to re pea t  wh at t hey 
had t old R ains f ord . When t hey finish ed, Mes senger sw ung aco und in 
h is chair and s tared o ut o f  the windo w a bstr act ly, m ullin g  over what 
he had just heard . 

"T ime is wha t we n eed ," G rump y sa id. "Can you ho ld Kendric k 
off, Dan?" 

"Yes, we can have i t  p ut o ff  un til the fall term o f  co urt by demand 
ing a tr ia l, but tha t  wo uld be p la y in g  ri gh t in to his hands." 

"Ho w so?" Rip ask ed . .  
"Why, as soon as he en ters a c lai m, Jud ge Carver wi ll orde r the 

sher iff to impo und the h ors e. B uck will ha ve to take Champ a wa y  from 
Johnn ie. I t  means h e-and I migh t  as we ll be hone st and inc lude the 
thre e o f  us-can give up an y i dea of puttin g h im in to the race. Our 

case will be pre tty far do w n  on the ca len dar and the race w ill be an
cient his tor y by the time we go to tr ia l. That wa y, win or lo se, Ken

d rick w ill have accomp lished his purpo se." 
"I s uppose the a lte rnative is an in fo rmal h earin g in t he  j udge 's 

cham be rs, w ith no body tes ti f yin g under ooth ." Rip le y's tone was bit-
te r. "We 'd be lick ed be fore we start !" 

Messenger had to ad mi t  tha t  th e o utlook was no t br igh t. "B ut," he 
added , "w e'll have a ch ance to question Ke ndrick 's w itne sse s. I ag ree 
w ith yo u, R ip ,  tha t Ellis co uld undo ubtedly have spik ed this g ame. B ut 
I'm not as s ure as yo u are that he w as  shot to d ea th to k eep  hi m from 
ta lking, tho ught I ad mit it was a s trange coincidence. I supp ose I find 
it h ard to be lieve beca use i t  seems incre dible to me tha t a ma n like 
Mund y wo uld go as far as murder on the utte rly a bs urd th eor y tha t  
if he rigged up something tha t wo uld make Kend rick a little s urer of 
winnin g the ra ce he 'd so in gratia te h imse lf with the o ld man tha t  he'd 
advance h is chanc es wi th R esa . • • .  Oh, I kno w there was bad blood 
be tween Ellis and Mund y. But-" 

"Dan, i f  yo u thi nk i t's a bs urd , turn to the cri mina l _records ; the y're 
filled w ith m uFders th at we re just as st up id ly mot iva ted." 

"Yo u've go t me there," Messeng er ac kn ow led ged. "When Tremaine 
reache s to wn , I wish yo u wo uld brin g hi m up. I'll be in the o ffice a ll 
a ftern oon .  I think it wa s wor thw hile askin g him to co me in . He ma y 
be a ble to tell us so me thing . Of course , it 'll on ly be h ear sa y; it 's un 
like ly tha t he kno ws an ything a bo ut G uthr ie 's co lt o f  his own per
sona l  kno we ld ge." 

Gr ump y ga ve h im a sh arp ,  questio ning glance . "Wh y do yo u sa.y 
that ?" 
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"S tark 's bad a look a t  Champ, Gru mp. H e  wa s d own a t  the c orral 

when Kendr ick showed up tha t a ftern oon and hin ted be r ecogn ized ·th e  
hor se. I take it for gran ted tha t und er those cir cu msta nces Stark 
would have told Johnn ie ab ou t  Charl ie G uthr ie's yearl ing." 

Ra inb ow n odde d. "You 'r e r ig ht. It wouldn 't ha v e  be en a ques tion 
o f  whet her he sa w s ome thing fa mil iar ab ou t  Cha mp; he'd h ave spok en 
to Johnn ie or g ot word to you. I 'm afra 'id he won 't be much hel p  to us ." 

T he sheriff ra pped on the d oor a nd wa lk ed in. 
''I got some un plea sant n ews for y ou ,'' he ann ounc ed ,  slapping hi s 

ha t on the de sk .  ';T he Kendr ick s are in town. M undy and I ke Cain 
came in with them. "  

A momen tary silen ce d esc ended on the office. T he l ittl e  one wa s first 
to find his tong ue . H e  pushed ba ck his cha ir with an angry gr ating . 

"B y gra b, t he fa :' s in the fire n ow ! "  H i s  v oice wa s as r oug h  as a file . 
"We ain 't g ain ' t o  have time to turn ar ound. Kendr ick won' t wa it n o  
lon ger than it ta kes th e jud ge to g it ba ck ." 

Bu ck sa t d own hrnvily. "Car v er 's a t  the c our t  house n ow. G ot in 
a bou t eight- thirty . Kend ri ck ha s seen hi m already . T he judge has 
gran ted him a hearin'. Two o 'cl ock this a ftern oon in his cha mbers . 
He's in struc ted me to ha v e  all in ter est ed par tie s pr esen t. T he K id 's a 
min or. T ha t  mean s I'll ha v e  to g it old Wa sh up to the cour t'hou se ,too." 

"That won 't b e  nece ssar y," R ainb ow sa id b lun tly. "T here 's no poin t 
in ge tting Johnn i e  in to this un til we ha v e  to. I t  will b e  to ug h enoug h 
to spe ak to - hi m when we kn ow the decision ha s gon e aga in st u s." 

"It ain 't a qu estion of what I 'd l ik e  to do," Ra in sford pr otested . 
"Bu t  when the court give s me an ord er, I 'v e  got to carry it ou t. T he 
Smil ey s  have the hor se in their possession. I t's th eir rig ht to him tha t's 

b ein' que sti on ed." 
"L egally, tha t isr , 't tr ue ,  Buck . When I b ought the hors e, P ete ma de 

the b il l  o f  sale ou t to me. I told Johnn ie I would tran sfer it to him 
when I g ot back. We 'v e be en so bu sy tha t I ha ven 't had it don e, than k  
hea ven." He pulle C: out his wall et and extra cted the paper . "H er e  i t  is. 
Tak e  a look a t  i t. "  

"P ut i t  a way ," foe sheri ff gr umbl ed. "I d on 't ha v e  to read it;  your 
word is go od en oug:1 f or me. I kno w the hor se bel ongs to the Kid, bu t 
ii you want to a ppt!ar a s  the lega l owner of th e momen t, I won 't ha ve 
to b other the Sm.il t y s." 

' 'T he j udge will be sa tisfied wit h  that explana ti on," Me sseng er told 
him. "If we n eed Johnnie t hi s  a ftern oon ,  I 'll guara ntee to produ ce him." 

Gru mpy wag ged hi s hea d  and sa id ar tlessly , "Shor e! " 
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14 

THE PARTNERS ENCOUNTERED MUNDY on the street just before noon. 
He hesitated, as though he were going to stop, but he thought better 
of it and continued on his way. The light in his frosty eyes left no 
doubt of the enmity seething in him. 

"We better not meet on a dark night and not know he's behind us," 
Grumpy muttered venomously. "It's gittin' late; Tremaine ought to 
be showin' up. He'll look for us at the hotel, first off." 

They turned into the Bridger, only to be told at the desk that no one 
had been there. Grat Collamore sat down alongside them on the 
veranda. 

"Can you beat this ?" he asked carelessly. "I see they're all in town." 
"I don't know, Grat," Rip replied. "I'm afraid we're going to need 

help." 
Collamore fanned himself indolently and said, "You won't get it 

from Carver. Being such good friends with the two of you will be 
enough to make him lean over backwards to be fair to the other side." 

The partners recognized the truth of that. !Chad kept them from 
g�ing to the courthouse. 

The gambler proved that he had sources of information of his own 
by saying, "They've been watching the Kid work out his horse. They 
know Black Lightning can't beat him. Kendrick's prepared to pay any 
claim for feed and care and breaking Champ that Dan Messenger 
makes. He won't squabble about the size of the bill ; he wants the 
horse. Of course, he'll try to give the judge the idea that this action 
doesn't concern anything more than a cheap bronc that might be made 
into a fair-to-middling cow pony." 

"We'll be on hand to see that he don't git away with 'anythin'-·Jike 
that," the little one observed pointedly. 

Collamore subsided and had no more to say. His eyes roamed the 
street and his face was as impassive as stone. Noon-time came, and 
he got up ; the dining room doors had been opened. 

"Suppose you leave that end of it to me," he said woodenly. "I 
think I can do better than you." 

The Kendricks came up the steps a few minutes later. Resa spoke to 
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the partners. Old I 'ike ignored them coolly and continued on to the 
dining room. 

"We better be go n' in, too," Grumpy advised. "It's fillin' up." 
"Here comes the judge,"  Rip told him. "We can say hello to him, 

at least." 
Judge Carver's manner was reserved. "I offered to disqualify myself 

on account of our dose relations," he said. "Kendrick. thought that 
wasn't necessary. You know I'll be impartial. It seems to be a trifling 
matter.'' 

Rip thought it �t to say no more. After the judge bad been seated, 
they found a table in the dining room. Collamore sat a few feet away. 
On the opposite side, Resa and her father were being served Grat's 
eyes strayed in their direction several times but with the same casual
ness with which he regarded Judge Carver and the others. He took 
his time over his foc,d. 

The partners weu watching him. When he finished he hauled him
self to his feet and sauntered over to the Kendricks and stopped. 

He said, "I undnstand you're claiming that buckskin horse the 
Smiley boy's got down on flats belongs to you, Pike.'' He wanted to 
be overheard and pitched his voice accordingly. 

''I'd rather not say anything about it if it's just the same to you," 
Kendrick returned, his annoyance obvious. Collamore did not take the 
hint. 

"I suppose you kuow he's as fast or faster than Black Lightning." 
"Hunh l"  Kendrick snorted scornfully. "That's ridiculous ! "  
"Maybe," Grat conceded lightly. "I just wanted to tell you that if 

you get title to him I'll be glad to take him off your hands for five 
hundred dollars." 

The cowman's fact- turned purple with fury. He realized that Judge 
Carver and everyone in the dining room was overhearing every word 
of this. 

"You'd be hard to find if I took ygu up, Collamore. You know that 
big bronc has been running wild and doesn't amount to anything." 

"I'll make it six hundred," Grat said, with maddening equanimity. 
"You can have the cash or a certified check any time. What do you 
say?" 

"You're out of your mind ! "  Pike sputtered. "Don't bother me with 
your wild talk ! "  

Collamore laughed. "So you know what the horse is worth. Well, 
you c-.an't blame me for trying to find a bargain.'' 
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He strolled out, leJving tongues wagging. 
"By grab, that stripped the sheep's clothin' off the wolf ! " Grumpy 

declared, with a chuckle. "Look at the judge's face, Rip. Reckon he 
knows this matter ain't so triflin' as he allowed." 

A smile of satisfaction curled Rainbow's lips. "We won't hear any
thing out of Kendrick this afternoon about Champ being a cheap horse." 

If the partners had thought of it at all, they would have realized 
that Johnnie had a far too sensitive finger on the pulse of the town 
for Kendrick's presence, with Mundy and Ike Cain, to escape his at
tention for long. He was on the steps, waiting for them when they 
came out of the dining room. The anxiety stamped on his_ young face 
could not be co_ncealed. 

"Kendrick's here to do somethin'. I kr JW il l "  
Rainbow cast his eye over the veranda an decided there were too 

many listening ears. "Walk down the street with us," he said. 
They went as far as Rinehart's store and stopped at the hitch rack . 

The Kid knew the partners well enough to find nothing reassuring in 
their manner. 

"Johnnie, this is it, all right," Rainbow told him. "Kendrick's going 
to make his move this afternoon. But that's no reason for us to start 
falling apart. We know exactly what he's going to do and. we're ready 
for him. I want you to go home and stay there until you hear from us." 

"Shore," the boy muttered desperately. His heart was in his eyes 
as he looked up at them. "I can't give up Champ ! I 'd rather die ! " 

Grumpy's mouth hardened. "You ain't givin' him up, Kid. You go 
home as Rip says, and sit tight. You go on, now, and keep yore chin 
up." 

After a minute or two, Johnnie trudged off in the direction of the 
cabin, a picture of complete dejection. The partners turned hack to 
the Bridger, equally sober. 

One-thirty passed without any sign of Tremaine. 
"Reckon we can give him up," Grumpy muttered. 
Rip said, "I'm afraid so. He might have been very little help to us, 

but anything would be better than nothing. We might as well wander 
up to the court house. We'll pick Dan up on the way." 

l\Iessenger found Grat Collamore's offer to buy Champ decidedly 
interesting. "It was a smart way of establishing the value of the 
h\Jrse. It won't help Kendrick any." 

They found Pike and Resa in the empty courtroom. They had Mrs. 
Gut!1ric with them. 
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"We can wait out here until the judge calls us in," said Dan. "I see 

Buck coming." 
They had been �tanding on the steps only a few minutes, when Joe 

Mundy arrived with old Ike. The latter shi fted his eyes as he passed. 
Mundy glanced ne, ther to right nor left. The sheriff looked into the 
court room and saw them take seats just back of Resa and her father. 

· 'Almost two o·clock," he drawled. ' 'Evidently Kendrick is goin' to 
go it alone. Must figger he doesn't need a lawyer." 

Judge Carver's l lerk opened a door at the side of the bench and 
beckoned for them to follow him. 

"That's us," Gru mpy muttered. ''Let's file in." 
Though the room in which the hearing was to be held bore the dig

nified title of the judge's chambers, it was just a box-like room, plainly 
furnished with a de:;k and chairs and the county's· law library. 

Judge Carver spoke to the sheriff. "Where's the boy and his father?" 
Rainsford's explanation surprised him, and Pike, as well. The judge 

glanced at Ripley. 
"I didn't realize you were a principal in this matter. I presume you 

are in a position to })roduce the horse if you are ordered to do so." 
Rainbow avoided saying yes or no. "He's been held in a corral, down 

on the flats, for wet-ks, Judge. Everyone in Black Forks knows it. I'm 
sure Mr. Kendrick isn't in any doubt about it." 

Pike started to bristle but contented himself by giving Rip a stormy 
glance. Under the judge·s questioning the owner of Arrowhead quickly 
established bis purchase of the Guthrie ranch, with a11 rights and title 
to anything pertaining thereto. 

What he had to say regarding the disappearance of a buckskin year
ling from the Guthrie place was only what the partners and Messenger 
expected. 

"Mrs. Guthrie will confirm what I've said," be finished. 
The old woman's statement was equally unsurpr_ising. 
"You recall losing the horse to which Mr. Kebdrick refers?"  Car

ver asked. 
"I t's jest as Pike tells it," she said. "Charlie was sick abed and 

couldn't go after the colt. He allus figgered it was out on the desert, 
runnin' with the wild ones." 

"How long ago v;as this, Mrs. Guthrie?" 
"Three years ago," she answered, without a moment's hesitation. 
Dan leaped to his feet. ' 'I'd like to question Mrs. Guthrie on that 

point, Judge." 
~ · 
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Ca rv er n odd ed, and Mess eng er tu rn ed to th e old woman . 
"Mrs. Guthri e, you 've chang ed your s tor y in th e last twen ty- four 

h ours. Has an yon e  c oach ed you regardin g th e s ta tem en ts you ar e 
making h er e?" 

"Th e  id ea r l I kn ow m y  own mind, Mr . Messeng er! " 
"I p resu m e  you k new it yes terda y," Dan return ed p oint ed ly. "Mr. 

Rip ley a nd Mr. Gibbs were at you r pla ce ab ou t  n oon .  Y ou t old th em 
St eve Ellis was working for you wh en th e h ors e disapp ea red ; and you 
plac ed th e ti m e  as th e spring bef or e your husban d. di ed .  Y our hus ban d 
bas been d ead thr ee yea rs , and Ellis work ed f or D oub le Dia m ond f or 
twelve t o  f ou rteen m on ths aft er lea ving you. That adds up t o  f our 
years . If th e h ors e was a year ling wh en h e  br ok e  a wa y, h e'd be five 
yea rs old n ow. Both of you r s tor ies can' t b e  tru e--or do you d en y  

ha ving mad e  th ese s ta tem en ts yes terda y?" 
Mrs . Gu thri e had b egun to fidg et in h er chai r. Sh e s en t  an app ea l

ing g lanc e in K end rick's di rec ti on . "I d on' t k now wha t I told th ose 
m en yes terda y," sh e d ecla red n erv ousl y. "I was confu sed wh en th ey 
wa s th er e-I was pa cking up . Wi th out tllinkin ', I ma y ha ve said it was 

th e spring b ef ore Char li e pass ed a way. If I did, I was wr ong ; it was 
th e spring h e  wa s . so sick , j es t  a for e h e  di ed. St ev e  had left u s  and we 
was th ere a lon e." 

· Da n kn ew sh e was lying , but h e  c ou ldn't sha ke h er r evis ed story. 
He said, "I wish I had you und er oa th, Mrs. Gut hri e. I beli ev e I c ou ld 
ma ke you tell a di fferen t  st ory." He ch eck ed hi ms elf as h e  w as  a bou t  to 

sit d own . "Wh en you s old out to Mr. K end ri ck, d id  you hav e an id ea 
of th e va lu e  o( th e missing h ors e?" 

"Wh y, I kn ew h e  wa s an a wfu l g ood c olt. I -" 
"I t might in terest you to kn ow tha t Mr. K end ri ck wa s ofrered si x 

hund red d ollars f or th e h ors e h e  c lai ms t o  b e  your bucksk in." 
Th e old woman 's eyes snapp ed vindic ti vely at old Pik e. Sh e bad re

c ei ved fr om hi m on ly a f ew hund red d olla rs m ore f or everything s he  
had s old. 

"It wasn't a legi ti mat e offer," K end rick has ten ed to tell he r, afraid 
l est s he b lur t ou t th e tru th. Judg e Carv er 's eyes b or ed in to hi m st ern ly. 

"It s oun ded legi timat e to m e," h e  r emar ked. "N o on e has ever 
a ccu sed Colla m or e  of thr owing his m on ey awa y." With th e pertin enc e 
Rip and Gr ump y had c om e  to exp ect fr om hi m, h e  a dded , "I d on 't 

supp os e  you wou ld pa rt wi th B la ck Ligh tning f or si x hund red d olla rs." 
Pik e  s qui rm ed and a ssur ed Mrs. Gu th ri e  that if his c la im were a l

lowed h e  wou ld mak e an ad just m en t  wi th h er. 
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"T hat 's j us t  t he s ame as hribin ' the wi tn ess , ain 't  i t," Jud ge?" Gru m

p y  spo ke up. "I n e, er hear d o f  Pi ke Ken dr ic k tos sin '  his m on ey away, 
eit her." 

Carv er fro wn ed . "I'm not in ter est ed in the d egree of Mr . Kend ric k's 
gen eros ity." His glanc e wen t to Dan. "S inc e you are r epresentin g 
R ainbo w, i'll addr e�s m ys el f  to you. You' ve heard Mrs . Gu thri e s tate 
that a buc ks kin yearlin g dis app eared from t hei r r anc h. H ave you an y

t hin g to off er that would d ispro ve t hat s tatement ?" 
"No, Jud ge. We r e  qui te wi ll in g  to conc ed e  t hat suc h an anim al 

b roke away fr om t he Gu thri e p lac e. We d en y  onl y the inf er en ce that 
t he hors e Ra inbo w bo ught fro m Pete S mi th is that ani inal, and the cor 
r ec tn ess o f  t he d ate lHrs . Gu thri e giv es. It is a v er y  impo rtant point . 
We cont end that the s tor y s he told yest erd ay was t he tru e on e, m akin g  

t he mis sin g co lt fiv e years old. T he ho rse kno wn as Champ is onl y 
fo ur . 1\-ir . Kend ric k has b een c areful to learn as muc h. It war ran ts 
the su sp icio n  t hat press ure has be en brou ght to b ear on the wi tn ess 
to m ake her c han ge her s to ry to confor m wit h  that fac t." 
· "H ave you any evid enc e to that eff ec t?" 

Dan had to s ay no. 
"H ave you an y witn es ses ,  or evid enc e, to suppo rt you r  ar gu ment 

that it was four years ago t he hor se bro ke away?" 
"W e exp ec ted to b e  ab le to o ffer a witn ess. W e  s en t  wo rd to him 

las t ni ght ,  Jud ge. It evi dentl y fail ed to r eac h him." 
Jud ge Car ver s tr aighten ed up at his d es k  and wei ghed what he was 

about to say. "In the ab senc e o f  an y evid enc e to the con trary, I am 
co mp ell ed to acc ep t Mrs. Guthri e's s tor y," he b egan. "I know of m y  
o wn k no wl edge that hors es that go wild inv ari ab ly find thei r way out to 
lhe R ed D esert and run wi th the b ands of so-call ed b room tai ls. I t ak e  

i t  ther e is . no qu esti on that the hor �  Pete Sm ith so ld to R ainbo w was 
trapped on the desert." 

"W e don 't dispu te that," said D an. "I -" T he door b ehind him 
had op en ed, and T rem ain e  s to od  t her e. "H er e  is our missin g wi tn ess ,  

no w, Jud ge . . .. Co me in , S tar k ! "  
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I KE CAIN WAS THE ONLY ONE to ev inc e  no in ter est as Tr emain e  w al ked 
in to t he room. M undy l eft hi s seat and w en t  ov er to K en dr ick im
med iately and w hisper ed so mething in his ear. Resa lo st her air of 

bo redo m at on ce. As for t he j udg e, he settl ed b ack w ith w hat app ear ed 
to b e  consc io us r eli ef .  

"I w as up b eyond Hay stack Peak w hen your mes sag e go t to me, 
Rip," St ark expl ain ed. "I got her e as quick ly a s  I co uld .. . .  What 's 

t hi s  all abo ut?" 
"I t hink Judg e  Carv er i s  t he on e to tell yo u," Messeng er suggest ed. 
"Ju st a min ute ! "  K endr ick b urst o ut exc itedly . H e  f asten ed hi s 

ir ate eye on Tr emain e. _ "I don't kn ow w hat yo u'r e here to say , but 
I'm tell ing yo u pl ain ly, Tr emain e, that if you sid e - ag ain st me, you' ll 

n ev er p ut foot - ori Arrow head ag ain ! " 
"Father!" Resa c ried , ag hast. "Yo u and Jo e l ed me to b el iev e it 

w as the tr uth you w ere af ter! If Stark c an shed any lig ht on thi s mat
ter, he sho ul d sp eak, by a ll mean s ! "  

"I'll t hank yo u t o  k eep o ut of this ! "  old Pik e  snap ped. ''I'd w el 
co me unp rejudic ed evi denc e, b ut Tr emain e i s  hand in glov e wi th t he 
bun ch that's b een making al l t hi s  to -do o ver t: .� Kid . H e  can d ecid e 
now w hic h sid e of t he b read hi s b utter i s  on ! "  

"I r efu se t o  be sil enc ed," R esa said ten sel y, the blood d rainin g 
aw ay fro m her c heeks. "If Jo hnni e's hors e d oesn 't b elong to you , sur e

ly yo u don't w ant him , Father ." S h� turn ed to Tr emain e. "If you 
hav e any thing to s ay, St ark, I in sist that yo u sp eak." 

'' I '� still in the dar k," he tol 1 her. "If the Judg e wil l  g iv e  me an 
id ea of w hat's wan ted of me, I 'l l  b e  gl ad t o  obl ig e." 

"B e seat ed," Carv er told hi m, "and I'll exp lain w hat w e  ar e try ing 
to d ec id e." It required only a f ew mo men ts, an d he t hen turn ed to 
l\.1esseng er. "Yo u may p roc eed." 

Dan b egan by asking St ark if he r ec all ed t he sp rin g w hen S tev e 
Ell is jo in ed the Do ubl e D iamond cr ew. 

"Cer tainly," w as the ready respon se. "I t w as f our: year s ago." 
"In yo ur con ver sation s wit h Ell is, did he ev er hav e anyt hin g to say 
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a bo ut a buc ksk in y ear ling th at brok e awa y from th e Guth rie ra nch. 
Tak e you r tim e a bo ut a ns wer in g  a nd t ell us exa ct ly what h e  sa id." 

Tr ema ine sat t here in a deepen ing s ilence, w ith ev er yon e in th e room 
han ging on h is answ er. Th ey saw h im shak e h is h ea d. 

"I 'm sorr y," h e· sa id, "but to th e best o f  my k nowl edge Steve n ev er 
sa id a nyth in g."  

It was a blow to  th e hop es o f  th e pa rtn ers an d Mess enger. Ac ros s  
th e room , B uck Ra ins for d 's fac e was da rk w ith disa ppointm ent . Th ey 
k new Tr emain e ha d not been cow ed by a nyth in g  K en drick bad said. 

"Ar e y ou pos itiv e, Stark?" Da n deman ded p er em ptor il y. 
"I 'v e got to sa y y es. St ev e  often spo ke of Char lie G �th rie, but h e  

n ev er m entio ned anyth in g  a bout a hors e that ha d gon e  w ild." 
Mun dy a n d  Ik e r ela xed, a nd Kendr ick was op enly ju bila nt .  
"Of cours e h e  co ul dn't hav e sa id a nythi ng," h e  excla im ed. "Th e co lt 

didn 't get awa y t ill a fter Ell is w ent t o  wo rk for you r out fit." H e  swu ng 
aro un d  to Ca in. "Ik e, yo u t ell th e Ju dge what you · k now a bout th e 
ho rse a nd how y,)u ident ified h im." 

"\Val-" 
"Wa it, Ike," Ju dge Carv er int er j ect ed a dmo nish in gly . .  "I want to 

warn you that y ,)ur v era city do esn't ra te v er y  h igh w ith me. I do n 't 
wa nt an y l ong-w inded dis sertat io n  from yo u. Stick to fact s, an d be 
s ure yo u state th em cor rectly." 

"Wal, Jedge, t hey a in't no r easo n f or m e  to l ie a bout th is .  It a in't 
m y  ho ss th ey'r e  wra nglin' ov er. I kn ew a ll a bout ·the y'a rlin ' bus tin' 
awa y. I wa s up tha r to th e ranch o nct er tw ic est wh en it was j est a yo un g 
colt.'' Ik e c ross ed h is s pindl y  legs an d· gla nced o ver th e room no n-
chala ntly. 

"Was St ev e  E l lis work ing th er.e at th e t ime?' ' Carv er inqu ir ed. 
"No , }edge, Char lie was alon e a nd bed-r idden most o' th e t im e." 

He cau ght G ru mpy glarin g at h im a nd pu lled h is eyes awa y qu ick ly. 
"Contin ue, I ke!" Carv er prompt ed. 
"Wa ll ,  }edge, th e colt ha d an acc ident; 'cut h is r ight ea r on som e 

ba rbed w ire. It hea led up a ll right but it musta h urt th e co rd. Wh en 
h e'd ra ise h is ea rs after that, th e t ip o '  th e r ight one woul d fall ov er. 
Wh at you call a lop ea r. Charl ie felt ba d a bo ut it. It was th e on ly 
bl emish on th e boss." 

"An d yo u 've fou nd the sam e  ma rk on Ch amp ?" 
"Absolut el y , Jedge l No qu estion a bout it! Pik e  ask ed m e  to com e 

in a nd ha ve a lcok at t he hoss. I spotted that ear r ight o ff." 
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"Th e lyin '  old b uz?,ard I "  Gru mpy mut tered und er h is breath to 
Ra in bow. "Cha mp's r ight ea r d oes lop over a bit ,  R ip. W e'll n ever beat 
th is fra me-u p. You keep th e ta lk g oing ; g ive m e  th irty minu tes." 

Th e ta ll man's fac e  rema in ed insc ruta ble as th e litt le on e t ip -t oed 
t o  th e do or and st epped out. 

"What 's you ans wer t o  th e a llegat ion , Mr. Mess eng er," Ca rv er in-
qu ired s oberly. 

"I'd lik e t o  c on fer with Ra in bow a moment , Judg e," Th e permis
s ion was g iv en. Dan wa lk ed t o  th e rea r of th e room with R ip. 

"I t looks as th ough this th ing is g oing aga inst us ," h e  sa id g rimly. 
"Th ere· is s ometh ing wron g- with Cham p's right ea r. Ca in has s im ply 
rigg ed h is st ory t o  fit th e c ircu ms tanc es. I believ e th e Judg e k nows th e 
man is ly ing. But that isn 't g oing t o  h elp us an y ;  if w e  c an 't prove Ik e 
is ly ing, Ca rver wi ll hav e t o  acc ept h is st ory." 

Th rough th e wind ow Ra in bow saw G ru mpy ba il a passing rig and 
c lim b  in hu rried ly. Th e d riv er tu rn ed h is t ea m  and d rov e off in th e 
d irect ion of th e flats. 

"I f we k eep Ca in ta lk ing long en ou gh, h e  may t rip h ims elf," th e ta ll 
man su ggest ed .  "It s eems t o  be ou r on ly chanc e. I f  I lose, . I 'v e  s ti ll 

g ot a c la im aga inst Kend rick for feed and ca re. Run it u p  a s.h igh as 
y ou can . It' ll be someth ing for Johnn ie." 

Th e h ea ring g round on. R ip had c onc ed ed d efeat and h is th ought s 
were riding with G rum py. 

Johnn ie ha d been at th e ca bin d oor for an hou r, and he sa w th e 
lit tle man runn ing up th e path ,  th e look on h is fac e lea ving n o  dou bt 

as t o  th e natu re of h is n ews. 
A c ry of ang uish wa s wrung from th e boy that brought bis fa th er 

t o  th e d oor. Mr. S miley had been u "na ble t o  c ont ain 'h ims elf from 
th e moment Johnn ie had told h im what was ta king p lac e at t he oou rt 

h ous e. H e  tore off h is da rk g la sses. S tra in ing h is ey es, h e  s aw tha t it 
was th e litt le on e wh o was dash in g  up t o  the ca bin . 

. "G reat da y in th e m orn ing! " h e  sc reech ed. "D on't t ell m e  th at 
h oss- thief Kendrick is takin ' Cha mp away . from my boy ! "  

"Wa sh. s hut yore m outh ! "  G ru mp y  snap ped. "I want to ta lk t o  
Johnn ie, and I g ot t o  be quick a bout it! "  H e  g la red fi erc ely at th e Kid . 
"N o you list en t o  me and you g it ev ery w ord of wh at I say, and git 
it st raight ! Th is thing at th e c ou rt h ous e is g oin' ag 'in us, but you 

a in 't lost Cha mp y et ,  and y ou won 't if y ou d o  exact ly wh at I t ell you. 
You t oss yore sadd le on h im in a hu rry .  Y ore pa and m e  will g it som e 
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grub together for you. I want you to light out of here for the north. 
Go right out east on the flats till yo're four, five miles beyond town. 
You head for the Witch Hills, then. You understand?" 

The Kid nodded, trying to get a grip on himself. 
"When you hit the hills, hole up somewhere for a day," Grumpy 

continued inflexibly, "then move on and hole up again for another day. 
Do the same_thing the third day. You'll be leavin' some sign behind 
you, horse droppiu's and the like for a good trailer like Buck to pick 
up. He'll be out lookin' for you, Kid, and so will Mundy. M&ke yore 
camps so they'll git the idea yo're workin' out to the desert. On the 
fourth day, you line out straight for the Bar 7 round-up. Tell Trilling 
Rip and me sent you. Turn yore horse into the round-up remt•da. It'll 
be the last place anyone wi ll be lookin' for you. You can keep yore 
eyes open. If you see anyone showin' up, make yoreself scarce. And 
remember this, no one but Rainsford can take Champ away from you, 
should anybody catch up with you." 

"What about Pappy?" Johnnie jerked out, a catch in his throat. "He 
can't take care ,)f himself." 

"I'll git somebody down here to look after him. You got nothin' to 
worry about on that score. You stick with the wagon till we :::how up. 
Time's all we need to bust this rotten business wide open. You start 
steppin', Johnnie ! I want you away from here in five minutes ! "  

It took a minute or two longer than that, but the Kid had been 
gone a quarter of an hour when the litµe man heard voices outside. 

"They're comin'," he warned Mr. Smiley. "You keep yore lip but
toned, Wash. You ain't got the least idea where the boy's lit out for." 

He saw Kendrick and Mundy, accompanied by the sheriff and Rain
bow moving along the path. 

Rainsford had a premonition of what they were to find, and his 
glance went to the enipty corral. The expression on his poker face did 
not change. Ke.idrick barged past him into the cabin. 

"So, this is where you dodged to ! "  Pike ripped out suspiciously on 
catching sight of Grumpy. "I might have known it! Where's the Kid 
and the horse?" 

"Gone for a little ride, I reC:wn," was the unperturbed answer. "How 
did the judge dtcide, Pike?" 

"In my favor ' Rain;;ford's got his orders." 

"That's too lad," Grumpy purred. He looked up at the sheriff. 
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"Looks like you might have some waitin' to' do, Buck. It may be some 
time before the Kid gets back." 

Mundy decided that it was time for him to take a hand. "If you 
think you can conceal the horse, you won't get away wit1i it, Gibbs ! "  
he rapped out threateningly. "A court order has been issued, and 
you'll obey or you and the Kid will both be in trouble! "  

"Wal, that comes a little late," Grumpy murmured innocently. 
"There wa'n't any court order in existence when the boy left, or · 1  
would have advised him differently. Fact is, I didn't think there was 
any chance that you higbbinders could pull the wool over the judge's 
eyes." 
- Krndrick had turned his attention to Mr. Smiley. 

"What have you got to say?"  he demanded wrathfully. "You know 
where . the Kid is l "  

"Wal, the fact is, I don't, Pike," the old man cackled, with surpris
ing impudence. "He was travelin' awful fast when he left here." 

"This has gone far enough," Buck said with authority. "It means 
I'll have to go after him. And I won't need any assistance," he added, 
giving Mundy a meaningful glance. 

Kendrick's usually ruddy face had taken on an apoplectic '::ue. 
"I W6n't stand for no trickery, Rainsfordl "  he beilowed. ·•1 know 

where you sympathies lie! That horse belongs to me, and I mean to 
have him ! "  He swung around on Rainbow, his eyes blazing. "You 
were a party to this conniving. Carver's order calls on you to deliver 
the animal to me. You 'II do it or suffer the consequences ! "  

"Mr. Kendrick, if it's my money you want," Rip answered with in
furiating calmness, " I'm ready to settle with you now." 

"No you don't ! "  Pike flared back. "I don't want your m;meyl I 
want the horse ! "  

Rainbow nodded". "Don't go too far in your anxiety to get your 
hands on him," he advised. "You might tell your foreman to be equally 
careful." 

Mundy was forced to take it up. 
"Yo� may drag a lot of weight around here, Ripley, but don't ex

pect me to run when you bark. Your loose talk up at Tipstone yester
day got back to me. I wish I'd be&1 there." 

"So do I," the tall man said quietly, drilling him with his gray eyes. 
''I don't know where the Kid is. But I don't want to hear that he's 
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been messed up again by you. If I do, you 'll find I'm a little quicker on 
the draw than Ellis." 

Kendrick stopped the argument before i t  got out of hand, and after 
another blisterfrg demand for. action by the sheriff, he and Mundy 
left. Rainsford ,tood there, rolling his shoulders. 

"This is a fin� spot you boys put me in. I don't mind Kendrick's 
ra�ting' but I'd :Limost as soon turn in my badge as to go out and drag 
that boy in with his horse and see it turned over to_that yappin' hyena ! "  

"Wal, you can let yore conscience be yore guide, Buck," Grumpy 
piped up. "You - don't have to look around every corner you pass." 
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RAINSFORD RODE HIMSELF WEARY in the next few days. He knew John
nie and Champ had to have water ; and the boy would have to have 
food carried out to him or be in a position to come in for it. 

The one place.not to look, Buck felt, was the partners' range beyond 
Bar 7. Seeing that Grumpy had arranged the escape from town, it 
seemed altogether unlikely that he wouldn't have thought of something 
better than that. In lesser degree, and for the same reason, the sheriff 
regarded Bar 7 itself as unlikely hunting-ground. There was Double 
Diamond, with the Kid's friend Tremaine in virtual charge of its 
sj)rawling range. It was enough to take Buck there first. He question
ed Harley Purcell, the owner of the brand, Stark and half a dozen 
punchers. They convinced him that they had seen nothing of Johnnie. 
He rode on, and in the Witch Hills he found the Kid's first camp. 
It was deep in a willow brake. He could see that the boy had stretched 
a rope and made a temporary corral. 

Rainsford slept there and _took up the trail in the morning. He found 
the second camp, and then the third, but Johnnie was never less than 
a day ahead of him. That night the sheriff rode into Arrowhead for 
supper and a bed. 

Mundy and Pike were together on the gallery when Buck stepped 
down from his jaded horse. They were full of questions. 

"He's either through or still in the Witch Hills," he told them. 
"These phantom corrals I'm chasin '  don't git me very far." 
. "He's making for the desert," Mundy asserted. "I figured he would." 

"It looks that way," Buck agreed, though he thought otherwise. He 
couldn't believe that Grumpy wouldn't have warned Johnnie against 
making that mistake. "He may be right here on Arrowhead," he con
tinued, to their surprise. "He had some good friends in your crew, Pike." 

Kendrick's glance went to his foreman. "What've you got to say 
to that, Joe?" His tone had a sharp edge of criticism. "I know you and 
some of the old hands don't hit it off too well, but I'm damned if I 
thought there was any chance of a double-cross." 
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"There's nothing to it ," Mundy returned flatly. "I can pick out the 
men Rainsford i:, referring to. If you say so, I'll bring them in in the 
morning and we can question them." 

"No," Buck objected, "we wouldn't git anythin' out of 'em that way. 
Where you workin' ?" 

"The south range." 
'TH ride down there in the mornin' and do my own questionin'." 
Arrowhead was a pleasant place. A creek flowed across the ranch 

yards, keeping the grass green and giving the poplars and cottonwoods a 
luxuriant growth. The bunk houses, crew's kitchen and the corrals 
were located at the end of the yard, and the house was so situated 
that' the home life of the ranch could be obser.ved from the gallery. 

Resa came out. after Mundy had left. She asked about Johnnie. Her 
father invited her to sit down with them. She said no, and in a minute 
or two, excused 11erself and turned back into the house. Pike let his 
pipe go out and sat there in mo;>dy silence. 

"I went too far with her the other day in town," he confe:osed. "I 
shouldn't have jum�d Tremaine the way I did." · He shook his head. 
"It's a strange thing, Rainsford ; that .Smiley boy worked here for a 
spell and now tht whole life of this ranch seems to be revolving around 
him. I wish I'd never laid eyes on the Kid ! " 

"I don't know, Pike," the sheriff muttered dubiously. "You're tryin' 
awful hard to play Simon Legree; but right down inside of you, I don't 
believe you mean it." 

."I mean to · w;n the stake race," was the flinty response. 
"There could he more important things," said Rainsford. "But it 

appears that you've got the Kid euchred out of it. If he shows his 
face, you grab hi; horse, and if he keeps on the dodge, he can't enter 
him in any race." 

Pike scowled. "You find him. I 'm not taking any chances with 
Ripley and Gibb� pulling a trick on me at the last minute." 

Buck questiont'd Reh Justin and Happy Sherdell, Johnnie's particu
lar cronies, the next morning. They seemed to •be as well informed 
as to what had taken place in town as though they had read a detailed 
account of it in some newspaper. They insisted, however, that they 
neither knew nor had seen anything of the Kid. 

"Mundy's been lookin' for him," Happy volunteered. "He's got 
Pasco and Lesant out around Sioux Rocks, combin' that country." 
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"Yeh, and he's been doin' some lookin' on his own account," Reh 
chimed in. "He's been leavin' the work most every afternoon. Mebbe 
he just comes into the house, but that ain't what we think. He's got 
somethin' ori his mind." 

Rainsford found this information more interesting than he Jet on. 
A man who knew his• way could leave Arrowhead 's south range in the 
late afternoon and be at Ike Cain's old cabin in the Witch Hills by 
dark. With the thought resting heavily on him, Buck returned to the 
hills and took up the Kid's trail where he had dropped it the i)revious 
evening. He followed it until noon, when it faded completely. Johnnie 
and Champ seemed to have picked up their heels and taken off through 
the air. 

There wasn't any doubt in Buck's mind but what the Kid had 
traveled along the rocks on the crest of the ridge. He couldn't find 
where the boy had left them, however. He was singularly undisturbed 
over it. With the afternoon before him, he came off the riJge and 
doubled back on his own trail for several miles. After pausing to orient 
himself, he turned off sharply to his left and began picking his way 
through rough, broken country that made the going slow. 

Years had passed since he had had any occasion to find Ike Cain's 
old cabin, but he continued to fmd out-croppings and down timber that 
looked familiar. When the hills began to pinch up higher abruptly, 
he knew he wasn't mistaken. He picked up a faint trail a few minutes 
later and decided it had been used recently. He followed it, moving 
cautiously, and it led him to the tumbledown cabin. After watching 
it from a distance until he was sure there was no one there, he came 
up, then, and found plentiful evidence that i t  h:;d been visited within 
the last few days. 

His first thought was to conceal himself and his horse and sit tight, 
but knowing he might have to wait a day or two, or even three, for 
developments, and being without food, convinced him it wouid be fool
ish. Instead, he decided to head for the Bar 7 house, spend the night 
there and outfit himself with grub enough to last him a week, after 
which he would swing across the partners' range and down through 
Ilar 7, looking for the Kid, and back to the Witch Hills. 

It was a Jong ride to Bar 7, and the shadows were falling when he 
rode in. He was surpriseq to have Grumpy h�, i l  him before he could 
get down. 

"Thought you was in town," Buck called back, not without suspicion. 
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"Rip· and I�just came up to git some horses and our own ridin' gear. 
You havin' any It ek?" 

"Not with the hand you dealt me," Buck declared dryly. "The Kid 
seems to have taken wings. You and Rip here alone?" 

"Yeh, haven't even got a cook. Rip's out in the kitchen, seein' what 
he can rustle up. Come on in ! " 

When Rainsford told the partners what he had discovered in the 
Witch Hills, it definitely relegated any talk about Johnnie and Champ 
to second place. There was no question in their minds as to who 
had been at the cabin recently. 

'Tm ready to forget about the Kid for a few days and go back there 
with you and han� on till somethin' cracks," said Buck. "We can 
leave here in the mornin' and work our way in without much ch�nce 
of bein' spotted. It'll take us longer, to find a safe place to hide out 
our broncs than anythin' else." 

They packed the food they were likely to need in gunny-sacks and 
got a small bag of oats . for the horses before going to bed. It enabled 
them to get an early start. Though by midmorning Rainsford was able 
to state that they were within three miles of the cabin, noon had come 
and gone before they caught their first glimpse of it. 

"Any water in here?" Rainbow asked, after studying the terrain 
- carefully with a p.1ir of glasses. 

"Springs," Buck replied. "We ought to find one without any trouble. 
We're certainly goin' to need water." 

"The grass is still green on that slope beyond the cabin." Rip hand
ed the glasses to Rainsford. "Take a look. I don't know what's on the 
other side of that hogback, but I suggest we circle over that way ; we 
may find water and a good place to leave the horses. If we jo, we'll 
be in position to work down through the backbrush almost to the door;" 

They made the detour and were rewarded by finding a flowing spring 
and a sheltered spot. Grumpy climbed the intervening ridge and found 
himself looking down on the shack. 

"Ain't a bad climb at all," he announced, on getting back. "During 
the middle of the day it ought to be safe to light a fire down in here 
and boil some coffee." He glanced at the sun. "It's time to eat right 
now." 

They crossed the saddle and crawled down through the brush in the 
late afternoon. 

"This ought to be close enough," the little one observed. "We don't 
hwe to look down their throats to catch what they're sayin." 
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"That's right," Buck agreed. "If they come, it'll be in the early 
evenin'. We can close in then if we find it necessary." 

It was the beginning of a long and apparently fruitless vigil. After 
two days and nights of it even Rainbow's patience began to wear thin. 

"I say let's stick it out another twenty-four hours," he argued. 
"We know they've been here once or twice; there's reason to believe 
they'll come again." 

"We'll sit it out another night, but that's all," Rainsford told him. 
'Tm goin' down and see about some breakfast. You boys come afong 
when you're ready." 

"We'll go along with you now," the little one spoke up. "It's goin' 
to be hot ag'in in this brush around noon. No point in bakin' our 
brains out like we did the last two days." 

"I don't object to taking it easy," said Rip. "If we're back here by 
five it'll be early enough." 

They got through another long, tedious day, and in the afternoon 
took up their position in the brush. The sun dropped behind the hills 
and the purple haze of evening had begun to deepen, when Grumpy 
reached out and put a warning band on Rainbow's leg. A shabby figure 
on horseback was moving toward the cabin from the east. Buck nodded 
in answer to the tall man's nudge. 

"It's Ike," he muttered. 
Cain rode up to the door and dropped the reins over hi5 bronc's 

head. He glanced inside but found no reason to enter the old shack. 
His confident manner suggested that it had not occurred to him that 
he might not be alone in these hills. He had a gun on his hip. He 
broke it open, made sure it was loaded and in working condition, as a 
man might who expected to have some need of a gun, before he re
turned it to the hoster and sat down on a log. 

Cain seemed to reach the end of his patience after he had smoked 
several cigarettes. He got to his feet three or four times and peered 
off ·to the west. Finally, he was rewarded . .  A horseman was coming up 
the trail Rainsford had, used when he found the cabin. It was Joe 
Mundy. He rode up to Cain. "I  couldn't get it, Ike," he said from 
the saddle. "The old man wouldn't let me have it." 

It took no more to throw Cain into a violent rage. 
"I ain't lookin' to Kendrick fer my money ! "  be ripped out. "Yo're 

the gent I did my dickerin' with ; an' I told yuh the last time I wa'n't 
standin' fer no more stailin' ! " 
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Mundy got down, his rocky face bard but otherwise outwardly un
disturbed by Ike's 0 1tburst. 

"You'll have to tace it easy," he said flatly. "You've had fifty bucks . 
already. No reason •or you to be squawking ; we haven't got the horse 
yet." 

Cain brushed this aside wrathfully. 
"It wa'n't my fault the hoss was run out oil yuh l Don't try to come 

thit on me, Mundy I I lied myself blue in the face fer yub l "  
"And you damn n�ar bungled everything at the last minute ! " }.fon

dy's voice began to rumble sullenly. "What do you think would have 
happened to your story if Tremaine had been able to say anything ?" 

"Hub l "  Ike snorfrd. "How could Steve have told him anythin' about 
a buckskin y'arlin' when there wa'n't no sech animal? It was a sorrel 
mare Guthrie lost ;  I had to talk myself hoarse convincin' Hattie it was 
a buckskin. I ain't tellin' yuh nothin' yuh didn't know ! Steve Ellis 
was the only one who coulda done any talkin'. That's why you cut 
him down." 

Mundy's neck muscles corded and the icy glitter that touched his 
eyes was ominous. 

"I'm getting sick of having you reminding me of certain things 
every time we meet : You want to stop cracking the whip, Ike ! " 
· In the afterglow, they stood out in sharp silhouette to the partners 
and Rainsford. Ike kept his hands hanging loosely at his sides. The 
care with which he had made sure of his gun suggested that he was 
not going to be caught unawares. 

"We better not wait any longer," Rainbow said quietly. "We've 
got enough to send Mundy away for keeps." 

Buck nodded and raised his rifle. He said, "When i call out for 'em 
to freeze, you and Grump git their guns." 

"Yuh don't have to tell me I may know too much for my own 
hwlth," Ike was growling. "That occurred to me some time back. It'll 
make me right kere'.°ul. The bank's tryin' to toss me out of Tipstone. 
I gotta do sunthin' for 'em, and I'm lookin' to yuh fer it. -I got till 
the fifteenth . . . .  Yuh don't want to disappoint me, Mundy ! "  

The threat had n o  sooner been uttered than the Arrowhead foreman 
went for his gun. Cain was barely a second behind him. But they 
were too late. 

"Start reachin' l "  Rainsford cried. "I got my rifle centered on you l "  
Grumpy darted oJt of the brush, his gun in his fist, and disarmed 
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th e two bewild ered men. Only when th e s her iff s nap p ed on th e ha nd 
cuffs d id M und y sh ak e  h im self out of h is tra nce. 

"I 'm arr est in '  you f or th e m urd er of St eve Ellis ," Buck dra wled. 
"I 'm tak ing you in, t oo, _ Ik e. Ma yb e  you can t urn S tat e's evid ence 

a nd sa ve your r ott en h id e." 
M und y s eized th e m oment to fling h ims elf at h is ,h ors e in a d es perat e 

a tt empted to es cape. R ip s tuck ou t a foot and tr ip ped h im ,  and h e  p it ch
ed h ead long int o  a c lump of sa gebr us h. 

B uck ha uled h im t o  h is feet. 
"I'l l  t ap you on th e h ead if you've g ot a nyth in' els e lik e  that on 

your m ind ! " h e  g rowled. 
Gr um py had n ot tak en h is eyes off Ik e Ca in. 
';Y uh d on 't hav e t o  wa ive that g un in m y  fa ce ! "  Ik e wh in ed .· ''I 'll 

d o  p lent y ta Jk in ' wh en th e t im e  comes." 
';Lop ear ,  eh ?" th e litt le man rapped . "I' ll give you a pa ir of 'em 

if you so mu ch as ba t an eye- wink er! " 
"I wa nt t o  g it out of h ere bef or e bla ck n ight," B uck sa id t o  th e pa r t

n ers. "I d on 't n eed you hoys t o  h elp m e  g it th is pa ir int o t own. If 
you j ust ha ppen to kn ow wh er e th e Kid can be found , you bett er g it 

t o  h im;  K endr ick can't touch Ch amp n ow." 
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RAiNBOW AND GRUMI'Y HAD HIRED Andy McBain, an old-time puncher, 
to look after the Kiel's father. Andy had long since been reduced to 
swamping out bunkhouses and helping out in ranch kitchens, and he 
was glad to get the work. He and Mr. Smiley had been cronies for 
years, and the arran� ement had worked out so well that the Jatter ob
jected strenuously when the partners suggested that Andy's services 
were no longer required. 

"It ain't human, liggerin' to leave me alone down here jest when 
everybody in this toV1 n is enjoyin' 'emselves ! "  he stormed. "Andy and 
me was gittin' along like two bugs in a rug ! "  

"What do you mean, alone?" Grumpy demanded. "You got John
nie back ."  

"Yeh, but he'll be : akin' Champ out to the rodeo grounds next week 
and roostin' there w,th him. Won't be a soul botherin' about me." 

"All right," Rip toid him, "Andy can stay till the race is over. You 
don"t mind, Grump? '  

"No, I don't suppose I do. But yo're a hard man to  argue with, 
V,' ash ! First, you pir, us down to agreein' to let you take in the races 
::1,id what not. and then you pull this on us. You know you shouldn't 
go out in the sunlight. You won't see nothin' of the races or the 
buckin'." 

"No, l;>y jinks, I won't see much, but I can sit in the grandstand and 
fill up on peanuts and hear the crowd yellin'. That'll be somethin'." 
Be smacked his lips contemplatively. "Them rodeo fellers allus has 
them big, double-jcirted Californy peanuts." 

The partners had p )Sted the entrance money for Johnnie. Grat Col�. 
!;-,more had responded by making Champ a slight favorite in the bet
Iing odds. The Kid uas literally walking on air. He gave the sheriff 
credit for being partially responsible for bringing Mundy to justice for 

-tilling Steve Ellis, a1 ,d in lesser degree for establishing his right to 
Champ. But he really was only being generous to Buck, for deep in
side of him he was ccnvinced that Rainbow and Grumpy had done it 
all. They had justified his faith iri them a hundred-fold. 

The Kid was work ing Champ every morningnow. The partners 
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timed him repeatedly. The big horse continued to run the three fur
longs under forty seconds. One crisp morning, with the boy pressing 
him, he came in a fraction of a second under thirty-nine. 

"Don't crowd him after this," Rip advised. "He's ready. We don't 
want him to go stale." 

"I'll see he don't," the boy promised. "I ain't goin' to have him 
leave his race down here on the flats. Have you spoken for a stable 
at the track? "  

"Yeh, got number seven," Grumpy answered. "That's a lud{y num
ber, Kid. Bar 7 will be in town tomorrow with the beef cut. As soon as 
the boys git through loadin', we'll git Howie Hallett and Willis lined 
up to go out and stay with you." 

They helped Johnnie to put a blanket on Champ. It was a new one, 
the gift of Grat Collamore. The boy had been reluctant to admit he 
was mistaken about Grat. Rip had made him realize how much they 
owed their success to the man. 

Black Forks had begun to take on a holiday air for the rodeo and 
races. The big .outfits had been driving in for the past week. The 
shipping pens gave up clouds of dust as the cattle were put aboard 
the cars for Omaha and Chicago. The men worked with a will, spurred 
on· by the promise of a big time in town. Double .Diamond's wagon 
had been first to pull into the campgrounds along the creek. There 
were upwards of a dozen wagons there now. The road into town lay 
between them and the Smiley cabin, but their cook fires cast a red 
glow over the ·flats in the evening that could be seen from the door. 

The arrest of Mundy and Ike Cain had caused a sensation. But it 
had run its course ; the two men were lodged in jail and could be 
forgotten temporarily. Cain had made a full confession to Perry Ash
forth, the district attorney, but he was being held as a material witness. 

"Reckon the judge has cooled off sufficient to make it safe for us to 
have it out with him," Grumpy suggested, as he and Rip returned to 
town from the flats. 

The tall man put on a straight face and said, "You're the one who's 
in hot water. But I'll go along with you." 

They found Judge Carver in his chambers. Ashforth was with him. 
He frowned forbiddingly at sight of the partners. He knew how to 
"throw the book at a man," and he proceeded to give them a dressing 
down." 

"But I didn't conceal the horse, Judge," the little one protested. 
"He was there for anybody to see who came along." 
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"You showed little respect for this court," Carver insisted. "It's 
fortunate for you that the matter turned out the way it did." 

Ashforth left, -and when the door had closed on him, the judge's man
ner changed abruptly. ''That was for his benefit," he explained. "But 
it was a dangerous trick. to play on me, Grumpy. I suppose I'll survive 
it . . . .  What about this horse Champ? Is it safe to place a little bet 
on. him?"  

Rainbow grinned. "A  horse race i s  a horse race, Judge. I never bet 
on them, myself, but Champ just did the three-eighths in · thirty-eight 
and a half. I don't believe any time like that was ever made in Wyo
ming. "  

"I'll risk fifty dollars," Carver declared. "I was just talking with 
Ashforth about the Mundy trial. I've decided not to sit on it. You'll 
be important witnesses, and there are other reasons why .I'm going to 
step aside. Kendrick has been in to see me. It's been a blow to him. 
He insists he believed Cain's story about the Guthrie colt was true. 
Mundy came to him with it and he didn't question it." 

"I believe that's correct," said Rip. "Of course, old Pike saw it was 
a way out for him and he was ready to close his eyes. Has Buck been 
.able to pick up Pasco and Lesant?" 

"No, he believes they've left the country. But Ashforth's got an 
airtight case without them. Zach will reach town sometime tomorrow 
with the drive. He tells me your stuff grades up fine." 

"It should, Judge -- and thanks to you. It was llar 7 stock origi
nally. With your pennission, we'll ask Howie and Snuffy to go out to 
the grounds and stay with Johnnie." 

The judge nodded. "They'll like it and it'll keep them out of mis
chief." 

The professional trick ropers, riders and other performers, who fol
lowed the rodeo circl'it for a living were not due to arrive in Black 
Forks until the· end of the week, but the local talent, bronc busters and 
bulldoggers, had begun to register at the temporary office the Rodeo 
Association had opened in the Bridger House. Flags and banners had 
been strung across th� main street, and the Black Forks Comet Band 
was practicing every evening at the opera house. The sour notes .float
ing out through the windows made it abundantly clear that practice 
was what the band 11t.,>eded. 

Tril ling and the B,'.r 7 crew had to hold their steers on the flats for 
over two hours the next day before they could get into the shipping 
pens. The partners and the judge started for the railroad as soon as 
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word came up that the ·way was dear. They found Frank Dunn, the 
stock buyer, at the depot. He bought cattle for the feed lots in eastern 
Nebraska, where they were fattened for slaughter. Carver had been 
selling his cut to him for several years, Dunn's responsibility beginning 
as soon as the steers were loaded. 

"Arrowhead held us up a little, Judge," he said. "Pike did his best, 
but he misses -Mundy at a time like this. He doesn't seem to have 
found anyone to take his place." 

"Have you seen our stuff, Frank?" Rainbow inquired. 
"Yes, I went out on the flats half an hour ago and looked it over. 

Kice clean stock, every head of it. It'll bring top price." 
In a few minutes, the cattle were pouring into the pens. The part

ners and the judge braved the dust with Dunn and went out on the cat
walk. The long drive had taken most of the spookiness out of the 
steers, but their bellowing made the air tremble. Judge Carver got 
Trilling's attention." 

"It's getting late," he shouted, cupping his hands to his mouth to 
make himself heard above the din. "Are you going to be able to wind 
it up by dark?" 

"Yes, i f  Frank will see that his men keep spotting us to the- cars !"  
"I won't hold you upJ " Dunn told him. "I  want this stuff to roll 

east tonight ! "  
The long, hard job began. After watching the work for a few min

utes Carver said he'd had enough. 
"I guess we have, too," said Rip. "I'll tell Howie we want to see 

Snuffy and him tonight, then we'll go back to town with you." 
The partners were seated on the hotel steps that evening, unable 

to find a vacant chair on the veranda, when Howie came looking for 
them. 

"Snuff's in the barbershop gettin' his hair cut," be explained. "He'll 
be along in a couple minutes." 

Rainbow told him what they wanted. The Bar 7 rider agreed readily. 
"When's the Kid takin' Champ out to the grounds?" he asked. 
"We want you to take him out in the middle of the mornin'," 

Grumpy answered. "Show up with an extry bronc for the Kid, so he 
can ride out with you. Black Lightnin' and most of the other horses 
are there already. You keep yore eye on Champ, Howie. I ain't got 
no reason to think anythin's goin' to go wrong, but things happen." 

They were still talking, when Willis joined them . .  After listening to 
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what the partners had to say, he mentioned what they were going to 
need. 

"We'll take ccre of that end of it," the little one assured him. "We'll 
have Rinehart's send out hay and buckets and the like. You'll have to 
rustle yore own meals. Some canned stuff will take care of that. We'll 
be out reg'lar tc see how yo're makin' out. And by the way, boys, if 
you've got any idea of gittin' oiled a little, tend to it tonight." 

When Johnni1· finished his chores for Messenger the next morning 
it was for the la,t time until after the race had been run. He had ar
ranged with Andy McBain to do his work while he was away. 

"He's a little slow, !\Jr. Messenger, but he cleans up real neat. I 
hope you'll be ahle to git along without me." 

"We'll do our best," Dan said smilingly. "It will be for only a few 
days." The boy's face was tense with an excitement he could not 
conceal. "Have you found out who is going to ride Black Lightning 
for Kendricks?" 

"Ray Eagen, from Green River. I rode against him last year." 
"I remember," Dan recalled. "He knows all the tricks, Johnnie. 

You want to look out for him." 
"I got my race planned, Mr. Messenger," the Kid declared �eriously. 

"I'm going to take Champ out in front as quick as I can and keep him 
there. At that d 'stance, he's strong enough to hold any pace he sets ; 
I don't have to worry about a stretch drive." 

He was on his way out to the rodeo ground an hour later. It was 
a proud· m:oment for him when he rode down the main street of Black 
Forks, with Howie and Snuffy leading Champ, dressed up in his new 
blanket. 

Their arrival at the stables caused a stir among the handlers and 
owners of the other horses. All this attention was wine to the Kid and 
he more than held his own in the badinage that was leveled at him. In 
his imagination, be had lived every moment of this pre-race atmosphere. 

The partners found Champ comfortably settled in his stable by the 
time they got ou1 .  

"Looks like y()u've made yoreselves right at home," Grumpy ob
served. "Have you got everything you need ?" 

"Everythin' bu t a coffee pot," Snuffy Willis told him. "How did 
you overlook that ? "  

"We figgered you could find a tin can," the little one replied, with 
a chuckle. "We'J git you a coffee pot." 

His and Rip's particular concern at the moment was how Champ 
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was b ehavin g. The b ig hors e was un den iably n ervous .  The b oy read 
th eir th ough t. 

"H e's sca red a lit tl e, b ut h e  ai n't ac tin' up ," h e  said. "I kn ew h e  
woul dn 't. I' m go in' to jo g h im a ro und th e t rack a co upl e ti m es .  H e'll 
git th e f eel o '  th ings p urty quick ." 

Th e par tn ers watch ed h im c ircl e  th e t rack . 
"I dunno," Grumpy m ut tered d ubio usly. 
"Yo u  d on 't kn ow wha t "  Ra inbow's ton e was unco nsc io us ly s harp. 
"H ow he's goin' to ac t wh en h e  fa ces a c rowd an d tha t da ng ban d I 

H e'l l lo se if h e's lef t a t  th e p ost ; the dista nc e  is too sh ort for hi m t o  
come on an d win af ter a ba d s tart." 

"Th at's a p lea san t thought," R ip ob served sar ca st ically . "If you 
wa nt to c ar ry any thi ng l ik e  tha t  aro un d  with yo u, go to i t. I'm not 
goin g to do it; I b el iev e Cha mp will co m e  thro ugh." 

That end ed i t  for th e t ime b eing, b ut it p opp ed up in th ei r  con
v er sati ons with Rainsfo rd a nd M ess enger rep eat edly . 

"I t hink yo u'r e worr yin' y our self n eedlessly, Grump," B uck sa id, 
the ev en in g  b ef ore th e rac e. H e  ha d b een goi ng o ut to th e t rack ev ery 
day . "Fro m what I saw th is aft ernoo n, it l ook ed t o  m e  as t hough Bla ck 
Li gh tnin ' and that new hors e of Ira Bush fiel d's a re goin' to be th e b ad 

acto rs." H e  gla nc ed up an d down th e s treet. "R eckon this i s  t he bi g
gest crowd we ever ha d in fo r th e show. An d th ey 're no t al l l1ere y et ;  

th ere'll b e  a b ig b unch ov er f ro m  G reen Riv er o n  th e mo rni n' t rai n. 
Do es Pik e ha ve anyt hin '  to s ay to yo u?"  

G rumpy told him no . "H e was t ry in ' to · git us where the hair is 
short, an d h e  k nows we know it . R esa 's as f riend ly as ever. No reas on 
why sh e sho ul dn't b e." 

Aft er  pa rt ing with Ra insfor d, th e pa rtn ers ran int o Resa a nd Tre
ma in e  in f ront o f  the Ea gle D rug' St ore. At Stark's ur gi ng, they wen t 

in f or  so m e  ic e-c ream. Ra in bow t ri ed to k eep th e c on versa tio n  o ff  the 
rac e  b ut fo und it impossi bl e. 

"The devil wil l  o ut," R esa  s aid, with a fa int s mi le. "I k now the 
th ree of yo u a re thi nkin g of no thin g  els e. Perso na lly , I'll b e  glad when 
t omorro w is o ver. I wish I c ould go out and ch eer fo r Johnn ie's ho rs e. 
But I ca n't; I kn ow if fath er los es it 's going to b e  a b i tter experienc e 

fo r h im." 
"If h e's ent ertaini ng a ny idea of los in g, h is tal k does n't soun d l ike 

it ," Trema in e r ema rk ed. "I no tic ed tha t. Colla mo re has short ened th e 
odds on D es ert Queen . Bushfiel d's mar e h asn't b een given much con 

si derat ion .  Ma ybe s he' ll be th e real s urpris e." 
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"You really don't believe anything of the sort, Stark," Resa told 
him. "You're convinced Champ will win." 

"Maybe I am, "  he admitted, "but only because I 'd like to see John
nie get a break . That five-hundred-dollar purse would mean a lot 
to him." 

Rip and Grumpy sat at the table with their backs to the street. 
Resa and Tremaine were facing it. The latter was speaking, when 
Resa interruptec him. 

"Something has happened," she exclaimed. "I wonder why everyone 
is tunning up the street." 

The sheriff had seen the partners enter the drug store. He appeared 
in the door suddrnly. 

"Come on ! "  :1e shouted to them. "The stables are afire at the 
rodeo grounds ! "  

"My God ! Grumpy groaned. "They're bone-dry ; they'll burn like 
tinder ! "  

It was fully a mile from down-town Black Forks to the grounds. 
Everyone was running that way. A team and wagon came by and the 
sheriff and the partners and Tremaine piled in. 

Suspicion was riding the little man hard. 
"This looks like dirty work to me! "  he snarled. "I don't believe 

someone just got careless! "  
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18 

WHEN THEY REACHED THE GATE th ey coul d see that th e fir e wa s burn 
in g fierc ely. S ev en o r  eight sta lls had been co nsu m ed alr ea dy. 

Ho w ie ra n up to th em a s  th ey l ea ped do wn fro m th e wa gon. 
"Cha mp 's a ll right ! '· h e  y elled. "Snuffy and t he Kid l ed h im do wn 

by th e gran dstand! Got hi m out fir st t �in g! " 
It wa s. w elco m e  n ew s. 
"Wh er e  did t he fir e start ?" Ra in sfor d d eman ded.- ' 
"Do wn at th e lo w er en d of th e ro w ,  Buck ! "  
Ho rses w ere scr ea min g. , Th e han dler s  and rou sta bout s w er e  t ry in g 

to get th e f right en ed an imal s out of t he bu rning stall s an d ha vin g  a bad 
t i'm e of i �. Ra in bo w  ran that way, w ith th e oth er s  foll ow in g. Th ey 
had gon e  on ly a f ew f eet w hen th ey h eard P ik e  Ken dr ick bello w in g  at 

t he m en to sa ve B lack L ightn in g. Th e roof ov er the hor se' s  h ead wa s 
ab laze. T he spark s fro m it ign it ed th e stra w on th e ground. 

S i ght of th e sh er iff wr ench ed a v iol ent out bu rst f ro m  ol d P ik e. 
"Da m n  you empt y-head ed po lit ician s! "  h e  cri ed.' "No wat er lin e  out 

h ere ! Not ev en a fir e-barr el!" 
A ma n ran out of B lack L ightn in g's sta ble, bis ey ebro w s  an d ha ir 

bad ly singed . 
"Tr y a ga in, H en ry! " Kendr ic �  imp lo red wil dly. "Put a w et ba g 

o v er his h ead! If you d _Qn't get him out h e'll b e  a gon er in a m inut e 
o r  t wo! " 

''H e won 't l et you git n ear h im ,  P ik e! I ha d a blank et and h e  k ick ed 
it out of my han ds!" 

With Cha mp sa fe, Jo hnn ie ca m e  runn in g  back to find th at B lack 
Light nin g  wa s th e on ly hor se that ha d not been r escu ed. H e  found a 

ha l f-filled wat er buck et a nd yel led at Hall ett to t ear o ff  h is sh irt. 
"Kid, w hat ar e you go in ' to do ?" G ru mpy wh ipp ed out . 
'Tm goin' to git Black L ightn in '  o ut of t her e !  H e  kno w s  me! I can 

h andl e  h im ! " 
"Kid, yo 'r e  cr azy!" th e litt le man prot est ed v io len tly. "You k no w  

w hat Kendr ick tried to do to you! " 
"It don 't matt er! " Johnn ie an sw ered, dou sin g Ho wi e' s  sh irt into th e 

wa ter. "I can 't see that hor se· d ie thi s  way I "  
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He  tore the stirt i n  two, tied a piece of i t  over his face, up to his 

eyes, and darted into the blazlng stall. 
In the lurid l ight of the flames he could see the terror-strick�n horse, 

forelegs planted wide, rol l ing his fear-crazed eyes. He spoke to him, 
got the halter free. The animal squealed as a burning board from the 
roof fell across bis withers. The Kid knocked it to the ground. His 
lungs were filling with smoke ; he knew he couldn't stay in there long. 

'; Blackie, it's now or never I "  he pleaded. "You got to let me git 
you out ! "  

He got the wet shirt over the horse's head, but the animal reared 
the moment the doth touched its eyes. The Kid managed to stay with 
him. Holding the wet rag in place, he grabbed the horse's mane and 
started to swing up. Before he could make it the rear end of the roof 
fell in. With hands and shoulders burned, the smoke smothering him, 
he tr;ed again, and this time he succeeded. When he dug his heels into 
Bl:ck Lightning's belly, the horse plunged out of the flames and smoke 
with a rush that scattered men right and left. But they cheered as 
Rainbow lifted tLe boy down. 

"Are you all right, Johnnie?" he asked anxiously. He was proud 
of the Kid. 

"Shore, Rip ! "  ,vas the doughty answer. "Got burned a bit, but I'm 
okay." 

''R ight, nothin' ! "  Grumpy yelped. "Look at yore hands ! How you 
goin' to ride a rc.ce tomorrow?" 

"We'll take him into a doctor right- away," Rainbow interjected. 
Pike came up to ;rumble his thanks. The tall man waved him aside. 
''This was k indmss to a horse, Mr. Kendrick, not to you ." 

Rip remained for a word with the doctor, after the Kid's hands had 
been treated and bandaged. 

' 'The burns are not serious, Ripley, but if he rides that race tomor-
row it will be on _;rit alone." 

''He's gat plent:: of that, Doc. He'll be out there, and I'm not going 
to try to stop bin." -

Though the sta'.Jles had been completely destroyed, only one horse 
had been injured seriously enough to be scratched. The origin of the 
fire was still in doubt, but Grumpy was forced to admit it had not 
been aimed at Champ. At Rip's suggestion, he entrusted Andy McBain 
with the responsibtlity of getting Mr. Smiley to the show. 

"Git him there early, Andy, and buy him whatever he wants. The 
Kid says he's all r.ght. Wash will have to be satisfied with that. We're 
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goin' out now and we'll be close to him till just about race-time." 
They found Champ less affected by the fire than they dared to hope. 

But as Howie explained, they had led him out and taken him down 
to the grandstand before the flames had made much headway. 

Rip and Grumpy had a talk with Johnnie. The boy's hands were 
pai�ing him but his spirits had not been dampened. 

"You gave me my chance, and I ain't goin' to dog it now. Howie's 
goin' to take Champ up to the barrier. You didn't fergit Pappy?" 

"No, I wouldn't be surprised if  Andy and him was up in the grand
stand right now," the little one told him. "You ought to eat a sand
wich or somethin', Kid." 

"I had a couple, Grump. It shore was nice of Mrs. Messenger to 
send out that basket. You fellas don't want to miss the buckin' con
test. You better be gittin' soine seats; the crowd's filin' in early." 

Rainbow grinned. "I guess that's a hint that we aren't needed here. 
We'll be pulling hard for you, Johnnie ! "  

They �rossed the track and sat down in the grandstand. The stake 
race was the third event on the program. Grumpy shook his head when 
it was announced. 

"You need strong hands to ride a race," he muttered. "Grit ain't 
enough by itself." 

"It'll take you a long way," said Rip. 
The noise of the crowd and the blaring of the band reached the Kid 

as Howie and Snuffy lifted him into the saddle' to save his hands. 
"Nine people out of t-en up there are pullin' for you to win, Kid," 

Snuffy told him. "We'll be waitin' to pick you up when the race is over." 
Johnnie gave him a tight-lipped nod and told Howie to get started. 
Black Lightning and Desert Queen began to rear as they were led 

up to the barrier. Seven horses faced the starter'. The mare was finally 
brought into position at the rail, but Kendrick's horse continued to rear. 
Five times the starter called them back. It made Champ jittery. The 
Kid groaned as he pulled him down and daggers of pain shot up his 
arms. 

The starter sent them back once more. "Come up slow this time," he 
warned, "and you keep your horses from breaking, Smiley and Eagen ! "  

They came back in better line than any previous time. The starter 
yelled, "Go! "  The crowd groaned. It looked for a moment as though 
Champ had been left flat-footed. But Johnnie got him away. He was 
last as they passed the grandstand, but going around the first turn he 
had pu1led into fi fth place. He had the big horse driving now, and 
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Cham p seem ed to cat ch t he excit em en t o f  t he ra ce. Co ming i nto the 
ba ck st ret ch, he o verhau led Pedrol i' s  Chi ef. D esert Qu een b ro ke ba dl y 
an d Jo hnn ie sho t t hroug h alo ng the rail, wit h  onl y B la ck Lig htn ing 
a head o f  him. 

"Com e on, Cha mp ! "  he p ra yed. B iti ng hi s l ip s  a ga in st the raw to r 
t ure of hi s han ds, he dro v e  hi s kn ees into t he bu ckskin an d f el t  him 
respon d wit h in cwased sp eed. Roun ding the fa r tu rn , he clo sed the 

g ap ,  an d as t hey cam e int o t he st ret ch t here was da yli ght sho win g b ,e
t ween t he t wo ho rses. 

Bu t Bla ck Lig h ,n ing was not b eat en yet. You ng Eag en wa s giv ing 
him a goo d ride. The cro wd wa s o n  it s feet , yell ing ma dl y. T he wall o f  
n oise hit Champ and sta rt ed to t hro w him o ff  st ri de. T he Ki d clamp ed 
do wn on t he rein an d st raig ht en ed him ou t. 

Bla ck Lig htning chall en ged again, but Champ b eat him off. Jo hnn ie 
was b eyo n d  an yt hi ng bu t keep ing him self in the sa ddl e no w. H e  kn ew 
Champ wa s running a way wi th him .  H e  t ri ed to tig hten his g rip on 

t he rein bu t hi s pa m-wra cked fl esh defied hi s will . Hi s sen ses were reel 
ing when he fla shed un der the wi re. H e  kn ew he had won ,  but he didn 't 
hea r t he cheer th at wen t up f rom th e cro wd. Wi th his la st con sciou s 
breat h he kicked his feet out o f  t he sti rrup s an d p it ched i nto t he du st. 

Befo re the pa rt ners coul d reach h im, Ho wi e  ha d ru shed ou t on the · 
t ra ck an d p icked him up . 

"Ju st faint ed, I reckon," he sa id to Rip . "H i s  han ds mu st b een 
pa in in ' him som et hin ' a wful ! "  

It p rov ed to b e  a co rrect diagno sis. When Jo hnn ie op en ed  hi s eyes 
hi s hea d  was p illo wed in Resa Ken dri ck's lap. H e  gaz ed a t  her an d 

t he pa rtn ers a long t im e  b efo re he sai d, "I wo n, R ip. I tol d you Cham p 
wo ul dn' t l et u s  down." H e  smil ed wanl y. "Will you coll ect m y  p riz e 

mo n ey fo r m e?" 
"You'll hav e  to do t hat you rsel f ,  Jo hnn ie. Tomo rro w  will be t im e  

eno ugh." 
D an an d Bu ck pu shed t hro ug h t he circl e. T hey had Do c T readwa y 

wit h  t hem. "H e's got a ba d f all ," t he latt er tol d t he pa rt n ers. "T he 
t hi ng to do i s  to ta ke him to t he ho sp it al. If he i sn 't hu rt, so mu ch t he 
b ett er ; he ca n u se a li ttl e  rest an d qu i et. We can bo rro w a rig f rom 
som ebo dy." 

"I'v e  go t on e i f you 'll u se it ," Pi ke Ken drick o ffered. 
"I'll go wit h  you an d hol d  him ," R esa o ffered. "You can dri ve, M r. 

M esseng er." 
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Rainbow lifted the boy and carried him to the rig. "Well follow 
you, Dan," he said as they were pulling away. 

With Rainsford, the partners hurried to the hospital. They found 
Messenger in the reception room. 

"Doc says there's no broken bones," he was able to tell them. "Resa 
and the nurse are cleaning him up and ·putting him to bed. It may be 
a few minutes before we can go in." 

They had sat there some time when Buck said, in his drawling tone, 
"I stopped at Arrowhead one night when I was out lookin' for the Kid. 
Kendrick told me somethin' that's stuck in my mind. He said it was 
strange how Johnnie kd worked for him, just a kind of ranch rousta
bout, earnin' a few dollars a month, and now everythin' was revolvin' 
around him. It seems to be that way with us. If we haven't taken him 
under our wings already, we better do it-and I don't mean for a 
week or a few months." 

"We'll have to do something for him," Dan agreed. "We can afford 
to make things easier for him. The purse will give Johnnie a little 
nest egg to start with." 

"Don't couut on the purse, Dan," Rainbow spoke up. "There may 
not be much of it left when the doctors get through with it. He wanted 
the money so he could do something for his father. No matter what 
we think about it, -we can't deny him that, and I'm not convinced that 
any doctor in Black Forks is competent to say it will be money wasted. 
The first thing for us to do is to see hi;n through it. But Grump and 
I will go all the way with you. Johnnie 's only a boy, but he gave this 
community a lesson in unselfishness k2t night that'll be remembered 
long after the race is forgotten." 

Resa appeared in the doorway. 
"Wal, can we go in?" Grumpy as:�.:d. 
"He's sound l!Sleep," she said, her eves a little misty. "He had me 

put his watch under his pillow. He t</ j , :: you had brought it to him 
from Denver, Rainbow. It was a wonderful investment. He held it up 
for me to see, and he said, 'Resa, you know if any watch you bought 
in Black Fork got a fall like that, it woulda busted wide· open, but 
Rip's watch never missed a tick'." 

The others laughed, but Grumpy scowled self-accusingly. ''By grab, 
(hat watch chain !"  he -muttered. "I plumb forgot all about it I "  

T H E  E N D  
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S I X - G U N  S H OW D OWN  
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There was hound to he a showdown when sharp shoot
ing, cattle rustling Tex Hurrell came hack to Cactus 
City. For he had heard how the Orlando Cattle Com
pariy had gained control of the valley after a bloody 
range war against the local ranchers. And Tex and his 
father's sole surviving cowboy, Pecos, had returned to 
sett le  the score with the OCC for the burning of the o ld  
man's Circle H spread. 
Becoming foreman of the very outfit he seeks to destroy, 
Tex devises a scheme to put the OCC out of business by 
rustling, rebranding and resell ing the ranch's cattle. 
The very pretty sister of the owner, a band of renegade 
Mexicans led by the sinister El Scorpiono, and a range 
war with a sheepherder combine to keep Tex too busy 
to carry out his rust l ing plans. Continua1 ly defending 
the ranch from sheepmen and Mexicans, Tex Hurrell 
becomes a champion of the forces of law an,l or<ler. 
Tex HurreH blows up cliffs, blocks a river and outwits 
a frontal attack by E l  Scorpiono's cutthroats, as Six-Gnn 

Showdown gallops to a smashing finish. Western fans 
wil l  he kept tense with suspense as they watch the excit
ing unwinding of another topnotch yarn spun by Tom 
West . 
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