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FUILY GUARANTEED

* -ft * THEN TRY THIS 
PROVEN EASY SYSTEM ON YOUR HAIR
•.. Helps Prevent Brittle Ends From Breaking Off!
HERE IS THRILLING NEW HOPE for millions who want their 
dry, lusterless, unruly, brittle and breaking off hair more lovely 
... longer. The Juelene SYSTEM has helped men and women all 
over the nation to find new happiness and confidence in more 
beautiful, healthy appearing hair. Yes, hair may get lunger-" 
the scalp and hair condition being otherwise normal—if the 
breaking-off process of dry, brittle ends can be retarded. 
That’s why Juelene is such a natural way to help your hair gain 
Its normal beauty. This wonderful SYSTEM helps relieve hair 
dryness that is caused by lack of natural oils. It helps soften 
harsh, brittle ends, thus giving your hair a chance to get longer 
once the breaking-off and the splitting ends have been curbed. 
If your hair is dry, rough and hard to keep neat, try the easy 
Juelene SYSTEM for just 7 days. See if Juelene’s tendency to 
sbftcn harsh, difficult-to-manage hair cun help yours to become 
softer, silkier, more lustrous than it has been before—in just one 
Short week! You may win compliments from both men and 
Women who admire and envy your hair in its new lovely beauty.

MONEY BACK IN FULL!

If you do want longer hair, mail the coupon today. Then test Juelene and 
potice the remarkable difference in the appearance of your hair—lustrous 
end well-dreased. See how nicely it lies in place, how easily it combs. With 
Tour positive guarantee $ou can’t lose, and have everything in your favor to 
gain. So make thia effort now. Send the Introductory Coupon immediately!

test JUELENE
^FOR 7 DAYS

Thrilling Results or

That’s all we ask you to do. Just make the 
convincing Juelene testfor7 days and see 
for yourself if your brittle,splitting hair 
can be softened,made more sparkling and 
lovely. Your mirrorwill tell you the thrill­

ing results and so will your friends! If you 
aren’t absolutely amazed with the glistening 
sheen ... if you aren’t delighted with the ease 
in which you can manage your hair, we will re­
fund every cent of your money. What could be 
fairer? Thia proves to you how excellent we 
think the results will be! So don’t wait Mail 
the coupon right now. And like thousands of 
others you may find new beauty, be rightfully 
proud of your hair. You run no risk because 
you have absolute guarantee of delightful 
rcaul to or your money back. Send for it now I

MAIL ^JpTn1 NOW!

JUEL GO., 1930 Irving Park Road, Dept. A625,{Chicago 13, IL

MAKE THIS EASY 
7-DAY TEST...

LONGER HAIR
Dresses Better 
In Latest Styles

FOR DRY, BRITTLE HAIR
Dry hair is not only hard to manage but a continual source 
of embarrassment. Why be ashamed of unlovely hair when 
it may be so easy to make it beautiful, sparkling with new 
healthy looks, lovely luster. A women’s hair is one of the 
first things noticed by men — sleek, shining, glamorously 
long hair is always alluring. And men, too, attract admir­
ing attention when their hair lies smooth, thick and neat. 
Try Juelene. See how much more beautiful your hair may 
be In such a short time, after the dry hair condition has been 
relieved. Actually make your hair your “crowning glory” I 
This introductory offer gives you an opportune chance to 
prove to yourself that you, too, may have sparkling . .. 
longer hair 1 Be convinced!—Send for your Juelene NOW.

Make This 7-Day Test
...SEND NO MONEY!

JUST MAIL THE CONVENIENT INTRODUCTORY COUPON! 
Upon arrival of Juelene pay Postman $1.00 plus postage. Or if you 
prefer, send a remittance with yoursorder—we will nay the post, 
age. Then test Juelene. Notice how much more silky and soft yoar 
hair may be in just seven short days. So take advantage of this 
INTRODUCTORY, GET-ACQUAINTED-OFFER today—NOW. 
and know at last the happiness of possessing really lovelier hair.

INTRODUCTORY COUPON...
JUEL COMPANY, Dept.' A'623!
1930 Irving Park Raad, Chicago 13, III.

Yea, I want easy-to-manage, longer hair. I will try the 
JUELENE SYSTEM for 7 days. If my mirror doesn’t show 
•a Us factory results, I will ask lor my money back.

□ I am enclosing $1.00
□ Send C.O.D. plus postage

NAME.

aODRESS.

tin. IONE_____ STATE.
X^Our Customers Participate in Gifts
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AMAZING MEW

GOLD SEAL POLICY
PROVIDES THIS PROTECTION 

FOR JUST

CASH BENEFITS^
ENOUGH To Bo WORTHWHILE!

^SjCKNESSjCENtHTST
;1 policy pays for Joss pf time dup
। - to sickn'ess,’a regular monthly -
( ’ income ?fof' as. long as-.3
I months,;.-up: to'.>L-. X.a’; Ji- c-.

ACCIDENT BENEFITS!
Policy pays for accident diss -, 
ability Jar rate up td<$ 100 per

•JtfQnt'Ri ifor-a^ 24 Ml

CASH for Almost Every Emergency!
Now. added millions can afford all-around insurance protection. Here 
Is a combination SICKNESS, ACCIDENT & HOSPITALIZATION 
policy for just a dollar a month that pays in strict accordance with its 
provisions for ANY and ALL accidents, ALL the common sicknesses* 
even non-confining illness and minor injuries. It pays disability 
benefits from the very first day. NO waiting period! NO this Is not the 
visual "limited” policy. It’s an extra-liberal policy that provides quick 
cash to replace lost income, pay doctor and hospital bills, for medicines 
«and other pressing demands for cash that invariably come when, 
sickness or accident strikes.

POLICY ISSUED By Mail AT BIG SAVINGS!
NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION!

ACCUMULATED CASH!
Policy pays for accidental. loss 
of life, limb'-;or-sight up to 
$4,000^ accumulated .tQ... _.' HMD

Ages 15 to 69. Actual policy sent by mail for 10 Days 
Free Examination. NO cost! NO obligation! NO 
Salesman will call! See this policy and judge for your- 
pelf. It’s the protection you need and should have at 
a price you can afford, just mail coupon below! But 
do ii today. Tomorrow might be too late!

*M

^t //C SICKNESS, ACCIDENT 
and MATERNITY yy^/rMr/^M 

Policy pays "hospitalization benefits'* ^fKjlM 
for sickness, accident or maternity, in* 
eluding hospital room at rate of $5.00 
per day, operating room, anaesthesia, - ■■ g 
drugs, dressings, laboratory, X-ray, oxy* C 11
gen tent and other services, even ambu' *y 
lance service. Total hospital benefits as- la
specified to over...................  * ws wF • Bl wr

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.
493-P S"1"' OMAHA 2. NEBRASKA

■ B
B 
I
■ B 
I 
I 
■ 
■ ■
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The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.
493* Service Life Bldg., Omaha 2, Nebraska 

SEND without cost or obligation your extra-liberal 
“Gold Seal” Sl-A-MONTH Policy for 10 Days’ Free 
Inspection.
NAME....

ADDRESS

CITY
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CIRCUIT

You Build This 
SUPERHETERODYNE

brings in
of Radio Parts I Send You

(Let me send you facts about rich opportunities 
in Radio. See how knowing Radio can give you 
security, a prosperous future. Send the coupon 
for FREE 64-page book, "Win Rich Rewards in 
Radio.’’ 'Read, how N.R.I. trains you at home. 
Read how you practice building, testing, repair­
ing Radios with SIX BIG KITS of Radio parts 
I send you. . ,,

Future for Trained Men Is Bright 
in Radio, Television, Electronics

The Radio Repair Business is booming NOW. 
There is good money fixing Radios in your spare 
time or own full time business. Trained Radio 
Technicians also find wide-open opportunities in 
Police, Aviation, Marine Radio, in Broadcast­
ing, Radio Manufacturing, Public Address
Work, etc. Think of the boom coming 
new Radios can be made! Think of 
greater opportunities when Television, EM, 
tronics, can be offered to the public!

Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10 
a /Week EXTRA in Spare Time

when 
even 

Elee-

The day you enroll I start sending EXTRA 
MO-NEY JOB SHEETS to help you make 
EXTRA money fixing Radios in. spare time 
while learning. You LEARN Radio principles 
from, my easy-to-gra-sp Lessons — PRACTICE 
what you learn by building real Radio Circuits 
with Radio parts I send—USE your knowledge 
to make EXTRA money in spare time.

Mail Coupon for Free Copy of Lesson 
and 64-Page Illustrated Book

I will send you FREE a sample lesson. "Get­
ting Acquainted with Receiver Servicing,4* to 
show you how practical it is to train for Radio 
in spare time. With it I’ll send my 64-page, 
illustrated book, “Win Rich Rewards in Radio.’’ 
Just mail coupon in cun envelope or paste it on 
a penny postal. J. E. Smith, President Dept. 
5JA2, National Radio Institute, PIONEER HOME 
STUDY RADIO SCHOOL, Washington 9, D. C.

My Course Includes Training in 
TELEVISION • ELECTRONICS 

FREQUENCY MODULATION

You Build This
MEASURING INSTRUMENT 

yourself early in the course—use it 
for practical Radio work on neigh­
borhood Radios to pick up EXTRA 
spare time money!. __-

local and distant stations. 
You get practical experi­
ence putting this set 
through fascinating tests.

Sample LessoitFBEEi
Gives hints on Receiver Servic­
ing, Locating Defects, Repair of 
Loudspeaker, I. F. Transformer, 
Gang Tuner, Condenser, etc., 31 
illustrations. ‘Study it—keep it 
— use it — without obligation! 
Mail Coupon NOW for your 
copy!

t^rSow^^RES^ WlH ^ZcA K
I f&cvatefa- £

Hamo

Address

City

MR. J. E. SMITH. President. Dent. 5JA2 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington 9, D.C. 
Mail me FREE, without obligation, Sample Lesson 
and 64-Page book, "Win Rich Rewards in Radio.”v 
(No Salesman will call. Please write plainly.)

?i

Age

Zone. State, 4FR

ft 
8
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Get strong! Mould a powerful all-Around body lined 
with steel-like muscles. Boast of sinewy arms . . . 
a crushing grip ... a mighty chest ... a powerful 
hack and legs that spell ENDURANCE. Yes . . . 
just 15 MINUTE'S A DAY with this PROGRESSIVE 
COMBINATION will Quickly do the trick. Get this 
6-way home gym. NOW . . . start building tomor­
row’s muscles TODAY. Get Herculean strength easily 
at home in spare time with this newly invented 
chest pull and bar bell combination.

A Six-Way Progressive 
Muscle Building Set

This outfit is rightly named a 6-Way Progressive Muscle Building 
Set , . . includes practically all the advantages of a gym in 
your home and in your spare time. In quick time, you will be 
handling the 5 super-power live rubber cables. The Bar-Bell hook­
up permits you to do all kinds of Bar-Bell workouts. There are 
expertly prepared pictures and printed instructions to show you 
just what to do. All of the following are included:

FREE
With your order, we 
include a pair of Pat­
ented Foot Stirrups . • . 
important Car foot and

1. Bar-Bell Equipment for powerful muscles in every part 
of the body.

2. The 5-Cable Progressive Chest Builder for building a 
mighty chest and mighty arms.

3. Patented Foot Stirrups and Muscle Co-ordinator for com­
plete body building.

4. Rowing machine for back and legs.
5. Grip of Steel for wrist and hand muscles.
6. Wall Pull for shoulders.

ALL MADE WITH U. S. GOVERNMENT 
RELEASED SURPLUS AIRPLANE CORD.
Adjustable to strength requirements. Also included is a 

Mt complete illustrated course of instructions.

10 Days FREE Trial

ft

overhead workouts to 
develop mighty torso

ALSO while

Order the “WHITELY GYM” . . . use 
it for 10 days . . . see how it 

develops you . 
lied, return 

% $8.98 will

. . if not satis- 
it and your 

be refunded.

Send No
Sign your

Money 
name to

they last, a copy of 
“HOW TO FIGHT.’* 
Show* shortcut* to art 
of self-defen so direct 
from champions

*

^

coupon. Mail to us 
today. Pay in ac­
cordance with in­
structions in coupon. 
Act now because sup­
ply is limited.

I

MUSCLE POWER CO, 
Dept. 3608 
500 East 134th Street 
New York 54. N. Y.

I

MUSCLE POWER CO., Dept. 3608
500 East 134th Street, New York 54, N. Y.
Send the "WHITELY GYM" at once and include 
my 2 free gifts.
□ Enclosed find 31-00 deposit. I will #ajp 

postman balance of 87.08 plus pottage.
□ Enclosed find 86.88 tn full payment.
It isf understood if I am not satisfied I may 
return the "Whitely GYM" and you will re* 
fund my 88.08.
(SERVICEMEN NOTE: Sorry, but shipments can 
only be made in U.S.A, either C.O.D. or pre* 
paid. Ruling will not permit shipments to 
P.P.O. or A.P.O. Canadian shipments accepts# 
cash with order la American fundal.

NAME.

ADDRESS.

©ITT. .TOHA. .. .ATATC.
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Would you give less than 
7c a day for Music Lessons!

Didn’t Dream She Could Learn So Quickly!
“8 DIDN’T dream I could actually learn to play 
I without a teacher. ... I had always heard it

Yes, That’s all it Costs!
Amazing Print and Picture 
Method Teaches Thousands to 

Play in Their Own Homes

THINK of it! For just about the few pen­
nies you spend for your daily newspa­

pers, YOU CAN LEARN MUSIC! You can 
learn to play your favorite musical instru­
ment. Any instrument—piano, saxophone, vio­
lin, guitar, accordion, etc. What's more, you 
can learn right in your own home, in spare 
time!

Actually, your music lessons cost less than 
7c a day. And that includes everything—in­
struction, sheet music, personal Advisory 
Service. No extras of any kind, nothing more 
to pay.

Easy as A-B-C
couldn’t be done. You can imagine my surprise 
when after 3 or 4 weeks I found I could play real 
tunes. Now when I play people will hardly 
believe that I learned to play so well in so short 
a time. Any person who takes your piano course 
and studies it cannot help but learn to play”

—*H. C. S., California.

No hum-drum scales or exercises, either. You 
start claying real tunes—from the very first 
lesson. YOU LEARN TO PLAY BY PLAYING. 
Every move is clearly shown in charts and illus­
trations—with accompanying text to lead you 
easily from one step to another. And what a 
thrill to hear yourself actually playing popular
songs and classical selections! What a surprise 
for your friends!

Find out about this easy, money-saving method at 
once. Join the thousands from all walks of life, from

FOUND ACCORDION EASY 
“I’ve always wanted to. 
play the piano accordion,’* 
writes *H. E. from Can­
ada. “But thought I’d 
never learn it. Then I read 
about your lessons. I 
don’t know how to express 
my satisfaction,”

AMAZED FRIENDS
“This course has been 
very interesting. Words 
cannot express how I 
have enjoyed it. My 
friends seem very much 
pleased with my playing; 
they can hardly believe 
I learned without a teach­
er.’’ — *E. G., Atlanta, 
Georgia.

every corner of the 
globe, who have learned 
to play this easy A-B-C 
way, without a teacher. 
Mail coupon below for 
illustrated free booklet 
giving complete informa­
tion on how you can 
learn to play any instru­
ment in your own home. 
Free print and picture 
sample included. U. S. 
School of Music, 1239 
Brunswick Bldg., New 
York 10, N. Y. (Forty­
seventh year. Established 
ISOS.),

gll■■■ll■■l■®■■■llW

Look at these notes—they are 
F-A-C-E. Simple, isn’t it? 
You are already learning to 
read music. It’s easy to play, 
too. A new invention, the 
“Note-Finder,” locates each 
note for you on the keyboard.

Send for Free Print and Picture Sample
U. S. School of Music, 1239 Brunsw’k Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.

Music is the magic 
key to friendship, 
fun, romance. The 
person who can play 
a musical instru­
ment is always sure 
of a welcome. Why 
not Set music open 
the door for you to 
a happier, richer 
life? Mail the coupon 
and find out how 
easily and inexpen­
sively you can learn 
at home.

E

I

* Actual pupils' names on request. Pictures by Professional Models.

I am interested in music study, particularly 
ment checked below. Please send me your
booklet, “How to Learn Music at 
Picture Sample.

Home,” and
in the instru- 
free illustrated 
Free Print and

Piano 
Guitar 
Hawaiian

Guitar
Violin 
Saxophone

Name

Address

City

Piano Accordion 
Plain Accordion 
Trumpet, Cornet 
Reed Organ 
Tenor Banjo 
Ukulele

•Please Print)

Clarinet 
Trombone 
Flute 
Piccolo 
Mandolin

Modern
Elementary 
Harmony

Practical 
Finger 
Control

Have You 
Instrument?

State
Note!—If under 16 years of age, parent must sign coupon

Save 2c—Stick coupon on penny post card.

I

6
II

H
JI
KI 
KI

7



AMAZING!SENSATIONS AGES!
^f^^^^

MSV! QUICK! DELICIOUS!
'■What a drink! . , . the richest, mellowest wine 
you've ever tasted. High alcoholic content, yet so 
(delicate and smooth you'll. kick yourself for what 
you've been missing all these years in real wine 
■enjoyment . . . and — think of it — at only a few 
(pennies a quart. What a treat for your friends. 
(All you do is follow a centuries' old secret formula 
(Of the Old World Monastery Monks who were truly 
•master wine makers. Without long waiting, you'll 
(have a supply of the finest wine ever. No fuss. 
No bother. Ingredients can be purchased any­
where. Your Government permits you to make 
'Up to 200 gallons of wine a year — tax free — 
for your own, use. For easy- detailed directions, 
pimply Jill in the coupon, attach $1.09, cash or 
jsioney order, and mail off at once. It will be the 
.vest $1.00 investment you ever made.

A GALLON

Benedict Wine Co., Dept. DA-2, 
1420 Chestnut St., Phils. 2, Pc.
Please send me the old. proven Monastery 
Wine Formula tor which I enclose $1.00.

Mama

Address-

State

s
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TIGHT-oumcosTT 
‘Here’s new amazing mouth comfort without risking a single cent .. V' • enjoy that feeling of 
having your own teeth again. Its efficaciousness is attested to by hundreds of users who 
enthusiastically praise Crown Plate Reliner ... you, too, will join this happy army if you will- 
just try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . . . eat what you want . . . yes, comfortably 
eat foods you have been deprived of Buch as steak, corn, apples, etc. Use Crown Plate Reliner 
and again make eating a pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner^ tightens false teeth or_noco*t. 
Perfect for partials, lowers and uppers.

NOT A POWDER OR PASTE crown flats REiiNEit1»Miy tou»*.
Don’t suffer embarrassment and discomfort caused by loose dental plates. Apply CROWN RELINER. In a jiffy' 
your plate tits like new and stays that way up tq 4 months. No old-fashioned heating to burn your mouth. Just 
squeeze CROWN from tube and put your teeth back in. They'll tit as snugly as ever. Inventor Is a recognized, 
authority in dental field. A patent has been applied for CROWN RELINER to protect you from imitators. After 
you reline your plate with CROWN, take your false teeth our for cleaning without affecting the CROWN 
RELINER. CROWN RELINER is guaranteed . , . it’s harmless. NOT A POWDER OR PASTE! DOES NOT 
BURN OH IRRITATE. If not satisfied, even after 4 months, return partly used tube for full refund CROWN: 
is a scientific discovery that you use without fuss or bother. Just squeeze it out of the tube onto the plate and 
<n a Jiffy your plate will again feel as tight and comfortable as it did when it was new._Urder_today and 
*njoy this new oral comfort right away.

WHAT USERS ^ i
TELL US —READ!_____ (
J. ('lenient* of Algonac writes: 
"My plate* were so bad they 
rattled when I talked. Now 1 
can ext steaks, corn on the

^HERE'SCUR FREE OFFERS
CROWN offers you a two-way protection for your platen?' OrderTllOWN

cob. W. W. of Virginia

Kellner all you claim for it 
and more.” . . . Many more 
attest to same excellent re-, 
suits. Reline your plates with 
CROWN. It s tasteless. Das 
that natural pink color. Order 
a tube of CROWN REL1NEK 
today . . . enough to last a 
year.

RELINER and receive r REE with your order CROWN DENTAL PLATK 
CLEANER. The DENTAL PLATE CLEANER is easy to use and restores 
that new freshness to your plates to help keep your mouth clean and germ* 
free. CROWN CLEANER eliminates without bruahinn PkkIb that collect in 
plate corners anil crevices. Delps protect plater because no brushing is 
necessary and therefore the danger of scratching is avoided. You will enjoy 
the feeling that your breath is sweet and is not "false-teeth offensive". Order 
today and get your CROWN CLEANER FREE with the CROWN DENTAL 
PLATE RELINER . . . remember you don’t risk a single Cent. -You must be

~^SEND NO MONEY
Try it for 4 months and then return it for ah 
full refund if not satisfied. Order at once and ? 
we will include FREE with your order a tube! 
«>f CROWN DENTAL PLATE CLEANER.^ 
.You’D be delighted with both ... and the ^ 
jCROWN CLEANER will make your mouth7 
feel refreshed. Rush coupon sending name and, 
address. Pay postman one dollar for combina* 
tian plus postage, or send cash and we pay, 
postage. Act now and enjoy this new happiness^

At Your Druggist ©r Order Direct

Crown Plastic Co.. Dept. 3410
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave. 

Detroit 4, Mich.

CROWN PLASTIC CO., Dept. 3410
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave., Detroit 4, Mich.

Send your wonderful Crown Dental Plate Reliner and 
Include the FREE Crown Dental Cleaner. I will pay 
postman one dollar plus approximately 24c postage on 
arrival. If I am not satisfied after 4 months, I may 
return partly used tube for full refund.
(□ I am enclosing one dollar in full payment same 

guarantee.)

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY STATE,
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A New ?WasteMg >farsba!F’ Newel By

RAINBOW
TRAIL

By aiff Cambell

Mustang Marshal encoun­
ters a hidden opponent 
whose craft is more deadly 

than bullets'

CHAPTER I

The Coming of Marshall

THE TRAIL wound steadily 
upward through thick, lush 
grass and multi-hued flowers

1®



Th® Anchor of "Utah.” ete.

that dotted the steep hillside in a 
riotous profusion of color. At the 
top of the hill were white, fleecy 
clouds, giving one the impression 
that the sky was resting on the hill.

The big black horse snorted pro- 
testingly. . . he had done more hill 
climbing this day than any other day 
that he could recall; now he was 
tired and vended and almost con­

vinced that it would never end. 
Astride him, Marshall shifted him­
self a bit in the saddle.

“I know, I know,” he said wearily. 
“You’re plumb wore out an’ so am I, 
but this can’t last f’rever, y’know. 
We’re bound t’ reach level ground 
sooner or later, so you might’s well 
shut up an’ save your breath an’ just 
keep goin’ till we do,”

11
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The black voiced an answering and 
evidently dissatisfied snort but Mar­
shall disregarded it. He looked up 
suddenly, .the air was surprisingly 
cooler now, proof that they were 
nearing the top of the hill. The big 
horse noticed it and raised his head, 
too. .he quickened his pace. Then 
suddenly they were on level ground 
again.

“There y’are,” Marshall said. “Just 
like I told you.”

He sat upright again in the sad­
dle. . .the black’s tiredness seemed 
to disappear and he loped away ef­
fortlessly. They swept over the 
grassy level for some ten, fifteen 
minutes. . .they had covered a mile 
when Marshall pulled the black to a 
halt.

They had come to the end of the 
level ground. Below them, spreading 
away at the base of a gentle slops was 
a sprawling town. Marshall pushed 
his dust-smudged hat back from his 
eyes.

“Wa-al, what d’you know!” he mut­
tered in surprised tones. “I woulda 
been willin’ t’ bet there wasn’t any­
thing b’tween these hills but more 
hills.”

He settled himself deeply in the 
saddle.

“Go ’head!” he said.
The black went on again, down the 

grassy incline, then they were trot­
ting onto hard, barren ground that 
presently became a street. The big 
horse whinnied but there was no an­
swering hail. . .his hoofs echoed 
metallically on the ground. There 
were stores on both sides of the street 
. . . above one doorway hung a sign 
whose faded letters formed the word 
“Eat”; twenty feet beyond it was a 
double-windowed store with the sin­
gle legend. . . “Bank”. . . daubed on 
its dirty panes.

Halfway down the street was a 
two-story high structure, the tallest 
building in the town. There was a 
sagging porch in front of it. . .a 
huge sign that read ‘Hotel’ hung be­
tween the two middle windows on the 
upper floor. There were hitching 
posts and rails at various points along 
the curb but they were completely 
unused. Marshall halted the black. He

was puzzled and the expression on 
his bronzed face reflected it.

“Funny,” he muttered. He twisted 
around for a moment, then he set­
tled himself again in the saddle. 
“Doggone funny, if anyb’dy should 
ask me. Not a sign o’ life anywhere’s. 
Looks like one o’ them ghost towns 
I’ve heard tell about.”

K^E STIFFENED instinctively 
a. when he heard a door creak 
open somewhere behind him along 

the street. . .he turned around pres­
ently. From the doorway of the bank 
a man with a half raised rifle in his 
hands peered out at him for a mo­
ment, then he withdrew his head. The 
door slammed shut and the jarring 
noise echoed the length of the street. 
Marshall frowned.

“Nice feller,” he mumbled. “Looks 
me over fr’m top t’ bottom, then he 
pulls in ’is head without sayin’ a 
word o’ greeting.”

He wheeled the black and rode 
slowly down the street, pulled up in 
front of the bank and dismounted 
stiffly. He hitched up his pants and 
trudged across the wooden sidewalk. 
The black turned his head and fol- 
lowed Marshall with his eyes. The 
wooden planking that formed the 
sidewalk was warped and it creaked 
dismally beneath Marshall’s step. He 
glanced at the word ‘Bank’ on the 
window pane, halted when he reached 
the closed door. He jerked it impa­
tiently. . .when it refused to open 
he frowned again and rapped on it 
sharply.

“Hey!” he yelled. “Open up! Y’got 
comp’ny!”

There was no response. He gave 
the door knob a vicious twist.

“Hey!” he yelled a second time.

THE door was suddenly opened. .
in the doorway stood the man 

with the rifle; this time the weapon 
was levelled. Its muzzle gaped men­
acingly at Marshall’s chest. The man 
behind the rifle was grey-haired and 
nervously quick-eyed.

“Howdy,” Marshall said curtly. 
The man did not answer. His finger 
seemed to tighten around the trigger 
of the rifle. “What kind uva place is
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this, huh? This th’ way you us’ally 
greet strangers ’round these parts?”

“Who. . .who are you?”
“Oh. . .so you have got a tongue, 

eh? My name’s Marshall.”
“What d’you want?”
“Somethin’ t’ eat an’ drink an’ a 

place t’ sleep.”
The rifle was lowered the barest bit.
“You’d better keep goin’, Mister,” 

the man said. “This ain’t th’ safest 
place f’r anybody t’ be at.”

There was a light 
step behind him. . . 
Marshall’s eyes went 
past him. A girl came 
forward. She, too. 
carried a rifle.

“What is it, Tom?” 
she asked. She avoid­
ed Marshall’s eyes, 
looked him over ap­
praisingly, halted her 
eyes lingeringly on 
the brace of heavy 
black Colts that hung 
low against his lean 
thighs. “Who is this 
man?”

“Says his name’s 
Marshall an’ that he’s 
lookin’ f’r some grub 
an’ a place t’bed 
down.”

Marshall smiled 
lightly.

“That goes f’r my 
horse, too,” he said.

The girl’s eyes came up to meet 
his. Hers were soft and brown but 
troubled. For a second time she
looked down at his bolstered guns.

“One o’ you mind tellin’ me what’s 
goin’ around here?” he asked. 
“What’s all th’ mystery about?”

“You can put down your rifle, 
Tom,” the girl said.

The grey-haired man backed deep­
er into the store. The girl came for­
ward to the doorway. For a moment 
she and Marshall eyed each other. . . 
presently his eyes ranged past her. 
Behind her he could 3 overturned 
chairs, a smashed table and papers 
scattered on the floor. He looked sur­
prised but he made no comment.

“We didn’t mean to be rude,” he

heard her say and he looked at her 
again.

“That’s awright,” he replied. “Sor­
ry I busted in on you like this, but 
th’ old feller was th’ on’y human I 
saw.”

“Yes,” she said patiently. “We’re 
the only ones left in Rainbow. Every­
one else has gone. I think it would be 
wise for you to go, too.”

“That so? Why?”
“Things are liable to happen

around her e,” she 
said significantly.

“Fr’m th’ looks o’ 
this place,” he an- 
swered wryly. “I’d 
say they have hap­
pened a’ready.”

“We expect them, 
to be even worse.”

“You don’t say!”
“That’s why you’d 

better go,” she con­
cluded.

Marshall hooked 
his thumbs in his 
gun belt.

“What’s s’pposed t’ 
follow th’ tornado or 
whatever it was that 
hit here?” he asked.

“Fire,” she said 
simply.

His eyebrows 
arched.

“©h, yeah?”
She nodded mutely,

wearily.
“Look,” he said. “S’ppose yon tell 

me what this bus’ness is all about?
Mebbe I c’n do somethin’.”

SHE smiled wanely and shook her 
head.

“I’m afraid there isn’t anything 
anyone can do now.”

“I’m still willin’ t’ try.”
She shrugged a slender shoulder.
“I don’t suppose there can be any 

harm in telling you. As you probably 
noticed, this is a bank. My father 
owned it. Anyway, we were robbed 
the other night. The depositors. . . 
they’re cattlemen. . .we-11, curiously 
enough the very next morning every 
one of them appeared and clamored 
for their money.”
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“Nice spot f’r your Dad t’ be in 
with all th’ dough gone,” he said.

Her face clouded.
“Dad tried to explain to them what 

had happened. He promised to make 
good the money somehow, however 
he begged them to give him some 
time to raise it. They wouldn’t lis­
ten,” she said bitterly. “They accused 
him of robbing the bank. O-h, they 
said some perfectly terrible things to 
Dad.”

He nodded grimly.
“They were cattlemen awright,” he 

said understandingly. “They’re alius 
too thick-headed t’ listen t’ reason. 
They ain’t got ’ny more sense than 
their steers.”

“Dad finally lost his temper,” the 
girl continued. “He ordered them out. 
There was a fight. Dad was. . .shot.”

“That was a tough break. Was he. . 
hit bad?”

“He’s dead,” she said simply.
His lips thinned.
“Killin’ him off just about killed 

off their chances o’ ever gettin’ their 
money back. But knowin’ cattlemen 
an’ how they op’rate, I wouldn’t ex­
pect them t’ figger that out, least­
ways not right off.”

“They didn’t look at Dad’s death 
that way. They sent me word that 
they’d come for their money today.”

“They did, eh? An’ where are you 
s’pposed t’ get it fr’m?” he demanded.

“I don’t think they gave that any 
thought.”

“That all th’ message they sent 
you?”

“Y-es, practically all. Of course, 
they added a threat to it.”

“ ’Course. I’d expect th’m t’ do that. 
What was th’ threat?” he asked.

“If I can’t produce the money 
when they come for it today, they’re 
going to burn Rainbow to the 
ground.”

“Just like that, eh? Is that why ev­
erybody hightailed it?”

“Yes,” she replied. “But I can’t say 
that I blame them. The Wades are 
bad, thoroughly and cruelly bad, so it 
isn’t surprising that everyone’s afraid 
of them.”

“Everybody ’cept you an’ th’ old 
feller. Who are these Wades?” he 
asked.

“O-h, they own the Bar-0 Ranch. 
It’s the biggest spread in the county.

The Wade boys, Ed and Jim, are 
twins, and they’re equally bad.”

“What about th’ law? Don’t it ham­
per their style none?”

“Not in the slightest. The Wades 
do things around here to suit them­
selves.”

“Yeah, but what about th’ Sheriff? 
He do ’nything ’bout clippin’ their 
wings?”

HE girl’s lip curled scornfully.
“Sheriff Hodges is their cousin.

Actually, he owes his job to them," 
she explained.

“So that’s how it is in Rainbow!”
“Yes.”
“Where’s this Hodges feller now? 

Don’t tell me he’s hightailed it, too?”
“He has! Whenever anything hap­

pens, the Sheriff is out of town. 
We’ve become quite accustomed to 
that situation. Of course, when things 
quiet down, he always returns.”

“Y’got some set-up in this town, 
awright! S-ay, who’s th’ old feller?”

“Tom? Oh, he’s just an old friend. 
He was a storekeeper here in town, 
but the Wades ruined him. Dad took 
him in and he’s been with us ever 
since. I don’t know what I’d have 
done without him.”

“Uh-huh. Oh, yeah. . .what’s your 
name?”

“It’s Grant, Frances Grant. How­
ever everyone calls me Fran,” she an­
swered. “But you’d better be going 
now. I shouldn’t have kept you here 
this long.”

He wheeled abruptly and marched 
to the waiting black at the curb. The 
big horse turned his head and 
watched him jerk his rifle out of the 
leather sheath that hung on his sad­
dle below the dangling right stirrup.

“Got a place f’r him?” Marshall 
asked over his shoulder, nodding to­
ward the idling horse.
Fran’s eyes widened.

“You mean you’re. . .”
“I’ sure am stayin’ put in Rain­

bow,” he said with a grin. “I’ve alius 
wanted t’ work in a bank. Here’s just 
th’ chance I’ve been waitin’ for an’ 
I’m doggoned if I don’t grab it while 
th’ grabbin’s good.”

“But. .
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“No buts about it,” he said. He 
came striding back to the doorway. 
“You’ve hired y’self a new teller. 
Mind if I step inside? Might be a 
good idea t’ kinda get organized t’ 
r’ceive th’ customers, y’know!”

* * *

IT WAS late afternoon, a cool, 
oppressively silent and tensed 

interlude between day and night.

the roof. . .it was Fran’s. He had in­
sisted that she and old Tom move up 
to the roof for he was certain that 
there would be some kind of out­
break. . .gun-play he expected, even 
though he hadn’t said so. . .when the 
Wades arrived. With them up there, 
he would be better able to cope with 
the situation, especially if the Wades 
attacked in numbers. From their 
posts they could add a helpful rifle 
fire in the event of a frontal attack.

The lengthening shadows had al­
ready appeared and draped them­
selves over the hastily closed-down 
town. A tiny piece of paper, caught 
up by a swirling gust of wind, sped 
wildly and blindly along the gut­
ter. .• .when the wind died down, the 
paper dropped limply, twisted and 
exhausted, against the curb. Inside 
the bank, the chairs and the smashed 
table had been removed. Marshall, his 
thumbs hooked in his gun belt, 
lounged idly and impatiently in the 
open doorway. He looked up quickly 
when he heard a noise. . .it was the 
drab “Eat” sign flapping in the breeze 
on its rusty hinges.

He heard a light step overhead on

He stiffened when he heard a distant 
rumble of horses’ hoofs.

“Uh-huh,” he said aloud. “Reckon 
th’ Wades are fin’lly cornin’.”

He stepped back, closed the door, 
vaulted the low counter and straight­
ened up behind it. The clatter of 
hoofs swelled. . .he heard a thump­
ing on the roof, a pre-arranged signal 
to warn him of the Wades’ approach. 
Then iron-shod hoofs filled the street 
with a metallic thunder. A group of 
hard-riding horsemen swept past the 
bank at a full gallop. Dust swirled 
around them, then over their heads. 
A moment later two of them came 
riding back. Marshall saw them pull 
up at the curb, saw them dismount.
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"One o’ th’m’s bigger’n a bear,” he 
muttered as he watched them saunter 
toward the door. "Reckon he’s one o’ 
th’ Wades. Th’ other feller’s a heap 
smaller but even more ornery lookin’ 
than th’ big one.”

SME LEANED back against the 
wall. The door was flung open 

and the two men pushed their way 
in. Marshall straightened up, grinned 
and waved his hand.

“Howdy, gents,” he called. “Glad t’ 
see you. Mind closin’ th’ door, 
partner?”

The big man gave him a hard 
look. . .he and his companion ex­
changed glances. When the former 
nodded, the second man kicked the 
door shut.

“Thanks, partner,” Marshall said 
amiably. “Now, then, gents. . .what 
c’n I do for you? Talk right up. Don’t 
cost a danged cent t’ ask questions, 
y’know.”

The big man frowned, shifted his 
holster, then he came lumbering up' 
to the counter.

“Where’s Fran Grant?” he de­
manded.

Marshall grinned again.
“Gone, m’ friend,” he answered. 

“But don’t ask me where. Feller ain’t 
s’pposed t’ ask a lady where she’s go- 
in’, y’know. He’s liable t’ be told.”

He laughed loudly. . .when 
Wade scowled, Marshall’s laugh 
ceased abruptly. He shook his head 
sadly.

“Sure beats all hell how some fel­
lers c’n tell a joke an’ have everyb’dy 
listenin’, rollin’ on th’ floor,” he said 
sheepishly. “When I tell ’em, heck, 
they fall flatter’n a pancake. Wonder 
if it’s th’ jokes or just me?”

Wade’s lip curled.
“I wonder,” he said coldly. He 

leaned against the counter. “Who’n 
hell are you?”

Marshall’s eyebrows arched in sur­
prise.

“Me?”
“Who d’you think I mean?”
“Couldn’t be anyb’dy else but me, 

could it. . .bein’ that I’m th’ on’y 
one b’hind here?”

“Wa-al?”
“Huh?” Oh. . .I’m Marshall. 

What’s your handle, partner?”

“Wade!” the big man snapped.
“What are you doin’ here?”

Marshall’s chest swelled.
“Heck, Mister, I’m president, gen’- 

ral manager, even th’ porter,” he an­
nounced and tapped himself on the 
chest. “Fact o’ th’ matter is, partner, 
I’m what you might call, th’ hull 
danged vzorks. Somethin’ I c’n do f’r 
you? Wanna make a d’posit or some­
thin’?”

Wade’s companion came forward 
now. He tugged at the big man’s 
sleeve. . .Wade and he moved back 
from the counter; they conferred in 
whispers for a moment, then Wade 
nodded. The other man turned and 
trudged back to the door.

“Mister,” Wade said presently. 
“S’ppose you show me your bill o’ 
sale or whatever else y’ got t’ prove 
you own this place.”

F?t Js ARSHALL rubbed his chin re- 
aV.BL flectively. He raised his head 
suddenly. His jaw hung for a mo­
ment. . .then he snapped it shut.

“I’ll be doggoned!” he said like a 
man making a sudden and unhappy 
discovery. “I’ll be a lop-eared son- 
uva-gun if I even thought o’ askin’ 
f’r anything b’side a key t’ th’ place! 
How d’you like that?”

Wade’s lips tightened. His right 
arm jerked clumsily. . .his gun 
cleared its holster but before the big 
man could snap it upward, a big Colt 
flashed into Marshall’s hand and 
thundered deafeningly. Wade 
dropped his gun hastily. . .he made 
a convulsive grab with his left hand, 
clutched his right wrist tightly. He 
glowered at Marshall. . .the latter 
was grim and steely eyed now.

“Awright!” Marshall said through 
his teeth. “You near th’ door! Reach 
f’r th’ ceilin’ or TH blast you apart!”

The man scowled darkly. . .when 
Marshall’s Colt swung toward him in 
an encompassing circle, his hands 
climbed upward without further de­
lay.

“An’ keep ’em up there, too!” Mar­
shall commanded. He swung himself 
over the counter. Wade, tight-lipped, 
and still gripping his shattered wrist, 
glared at him, however he backed 
away a bit, watching Marshall warily 
but making every effort to keep a re-
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spectable distance from him. Mar­
shall looked at him.

“Wade,” he said shortly. “I’ve just 
got this much t’ say t’ you an’ I want 
you t’ r’member it ’cause it goes f’r 
your brother, too. Fr’m now on stay 
th’ hell outta here. That clear? Th’ 
next time I see that pot-belly o’ 
yourn cornin’ through that door, I’m 
gonna start fillin’ it full b’ lead.”

He brushed past the big man, halt­
ed briefly to kick Wade’s gun against 
the far wall, then he 
strode over to the 
door.

“You,” he said curt­
ly to the man with 
the upraised hands. 
“What’s your han­
dle?”

The man’s lips 
tightened.

“Go t’ hell!” he
snarled.

Marshall struck him 
squarely in the face. . 
he reeled drunkenly, 
fell to his hands and 
knees.

“Get up!”
Slowly the man came 

erect again. Bio oxi 
trickled out of a cor­
ner of his mouth.

“Wa-al?” Marshall 
demanded ruthlessly.

“It’s Gort!”
“That’s better. Next 

time don’t be so free

CHAPTER II

Rainbow

sendin’ other
folks where you’re headin’ for!”
Marshall said sharply. “G’wan, 
both o’ you. . .get outta here 
stay out!”

^P'ORT obeyed promptly. . 
O backed out of the bank,

th’ 
an’

.he 
his

hands still high over his head; he 
lowered them when he reached the 
curb. Wade turned slowly, looked at 
Marshall and at his gun that lay 
against the wall. Marshall shook his 
head significantly and the big man 
lumbered out. Marshall watched them 
mount, saw Wade ride away. Gort 
twisted around in the saddle and mo­
tioned vigorously. . .suddenly he 
spurred his horse and dashed off. 
Marshall whirled, raced back to the 
counter threw himself over it. There

was a sudden pounding of hoofs, then 
an ear-splitting thunder of guns. The 
windows fell in with a deafening 
crash.

Now, rifle in hand, Marshall arose 
and came racing out of the bank. He 
skidded to a stumbling stop at the 

_ curb, and half raised his rifle. The 
last horseman in line, twisting around 
in his saddle, his gun upraised, 
caught sight of him and levelled his 
gun. Marshall’s rifle snapped up­

ward. . .he fired 
twice.

The horseman stiff­
ened, dropped his gun 
into the gutter. He 
turned slowly and 
toppled out of the 
saddle. He fell heav­
ily, landed on his 
shoulder and crashed 
over limply on his 
face.

HE next morning 
there was a curi­

ous and sudden echo 
of activity in Rain­
bow, a constant and 
noisy clatter of hoofs 
and a squeaking - of 
wagon wheels and 
brakes as the towns­

people returned to their homes and 
stores. Marshall, standing in the 
open doorway of the bank, watched 
them interestedly. He heard a step 
behind him. . .he turned his head.

“Good morning,” Fran said.
“Mornin’,” he replied. He moved a 

bit, made room for her in the door­
way. “Looks like a p’rade.”

“Yes,” she said soberly. “However, 
it isn’t the first return of Rainbow’s 
citizens that I’ve witnessed. The 
chances are, this won’t be the last.”

He made no reply. They were si­
lent for a moment, their eyes on the 
strange cavalcade that rumbled past 
them. Both looked up when a small 
wagon with a canvas top came abreast 
of the bank. . .the man and the wom­
an on the driver’s seat waved as they 
clattered by.
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“Ben West and his wife,” Fran 
said. “They run the hotel down the 
street.”

Now a big man on an equally big 
horse emerged from between two 
prairie schooners. The man looked 
over, caught Fran’s eye. . .he smiled, 
touched the wide brim of his hat, 
swung his horse into the curb and 
pulled up.

“Sure grow ’em big out here,” Mar­
shall remarked, eyeing the man, 
“Who’s he?”

“Mike Gallo,” Fr.an answered. “He 
owns the Star Cafe. It’s across the 
street from the hotel.”

Gallo dismounted. He brushed 
some dust from the front of his long 
black coat, gave his hat brim an ad­
justing tug, then he came striding up 
to the doorway.

“Mornin’, Miss Fran,” he said. He 
smiled again, revealing small, white, 
even teeth that flashed all the more 
noticeably because of his dark skin.

“Good morning, Mike,” Fran said. 
“You came back sooner than usual, 
didn’t you?”

The big man laughed softly.
“S’ppose so,” he admitted a bit 

sheepishly. “Sorry I had t’ run out on 
you, Fran, but you know how it is 
with me an’ th’ Wades, I owe th’m a 
heap an’ I don’t d’ny it. That’s why 
when anythin’ comes up b’tween them 
an’ someb’dy else, I can’t take sides 
against ’em. I’m willin’ to admit that- 
if it wasn’t f’r them an’ f’r th’ bus’- 
ness they bring into th' Star, wa-al, 
th’ Star just wouldn’t be what it is 
t’day.”

“Of course,” Fran replied. Marshall 
detected a trace of cold scorn in her 
voice.

“But,” Gallo continued. “Long’s 
nuthin’ happened to you, an’ you’re 
awright, reckon I c’n breathe easier 
now. This th’ feller who made th’ 
Wades eat dirt?”

“This is Marshall.”

THE big man nodded to him.
“Glad t’ know you,” he said. 

“Glad t’ know anyb’dy who’ll stand 
up t’ th’ Wades.”

“You oughta try it y’self some­
time,” Marshall said quietly. “You’re 
big enough.”

Mike grinned sheepishly.

“Yeah, I s’ppose so,” he acknowl­
edged. “Still, it alius seems like it 
takes a stranger t’ show you how a 
thing like that c’n be done. Anyway, 
soon’s I heard what happened, I hot­
footed it back.”

Marshall grunted.
“You an’ a heap more.”
“Uh-huh, on’y how they found out 

about it sure beats me,” Gallo said.
“An’ who brung you word?” Mar­

shall asked.
The big man’s teeth flashed again 

in a knowing smile.
“O-h, word gets aroun’, y’know,” 

he answered. “I’ve seen you some- 
where’s, ain’t I?”

“Could be. I’ve been places.”
“Yeah, sure, an’ I’ve heard your 

name b’fore, too. Yo couldn’t be th’ 
feller who turned Leadville an’ Chen­
ango an’ a couple o’ them other hell­
holes inside out an’ showed th’ pole­
cats there that th’ Law was boss. . . 
could you?”

“I was Sheriff o’ Leadville an' a 
couple o’ other places,” Marshall said 
quietly.

“Wa-al,” Gallo said, nodding. “I 
sure wish you were th’ Law here, too. 
Rainbow might be worth livin’ in 
then.”

Marshall felt Fran’s eyes on his 
face. . .when he looked down at her, 
she quickly averted her eyes.

“If I c’n be uv any help, Marshall,” 
Gallo said. “Just you get word t’ me.”

“Think I’ll need ’ny?”
The big man’s face grew grim.
“If I know th’ Wades like I figger 

I do,” he answered, “You’ll need 
more’n just help fr’m me.”

“That so?”
Gallo nodded.
“Nob’dy c’n ever kick them aroun’ 

an’ get away with it. Mebbe you’re th* 
exception. But till you prove it to 
th’m, they’ll do everythin’ they c’n t’ 
get you. ’Course, that’s just th’ way I 
got th’m figgered out. I’m willin’ to 
admit they ain’t monkeyed aroun’ 
with a real gun thrower b’fore, an’ 
that you’re li’ble t’ pin their ears 
back like all get-out. But all th’ same, 
Mister, if I was you, I’d sure take 
it easy an’ I’d sure watch m’ step.”

“Thanks,” Marshall said. “I’ll bear 
that in mind.”

Gallo nodded.
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“Wa-al, I better get goin’ again. 
Got t’ get things org’nized f’r bus’- 
ness, y’know. Even one day makes a 
heap uva diff’rence. Be seein’ you, 
Marshall. You, too, Fran.”

KE TURNED on his heel and re­
traced his steps to the curb; 

mounted and rode slowly up the 
street. Fran turned and went inside. . 
Marshall followed her. He closed the 
door behind him with a backward 
thrust of his left leg. Fran halted, 
turned and looked up at him.

“Marshall,” she began.
He looked down at her, hooked his 

thumbs in his gun belt.
“Yeah?”
“You’ve been wonderfully kind to 

me,” she said, “and brave. But I want 
you to leave Rainbow.”

He grinned easily, boyishly.
“Tired o’ havin’ me aroun’ a’ready?” 
“No,” she said gravely.
“ ’Fraid th’ Wades’ll do things t’ 

me?”
“They’re too many for one man to 

stand off. It isn’t fair to you and I 
don’t want anything to happen to you. 
The bank isn’t worth your life and I 
won’t stand by and let you risk your 
life for it,” she concluded.

“I’ve fought against bigger odds 
an’ f’r things that weren’t half as im­
portant,” he answered.

“I want you to leave Rainbow,” she 
repeated. “Today. Now.”

“An’ if I don’t?”
“Please. . .”
He shook his head.
“F’rget about th’ bank an’ every­

thing else, Fran. I’m stayin’ on in 
Rainbow b’cause I want to. It’s my 
job an’ that’s that.”

“I. . .1 don’t understand.” 
“S’ppose you don’t try to, huh?” 
“Then you won’t go?” 
He shook his head again.
“No,” he said with finality. “If I 

work f’r you, swell. If I don’t, I’ll 
just hafta go find me somethin’ else 
t’ do t’ keep me here.”

* $ $

Marshall rode slowly out of town. 
Minutes later when he topped a rise 
he twisted around in the saddle and 
looked back. Below him he could see

Rainbow and its busy street. He set­
tled himself in the saddle again, and 
nudged the black with his knees. The 
big horse loped away. . .presently he 
quickened his pace, and broke into a 
swift, free-striding run. They swept 
over the ground in an easterly direc­
tion. A rifle cracked suddenly, spite­
fully, and Marshall threw himself 
forward instinctively against the 
black’s neck. The big horse whinnied 
nervously, excitedly. . .Marshall dug 
his spurs into the black’s flanks, 
swerved him and sent him thundering 
away.

The rifle roared a second time and 
the bullet ploughed the earth a dozen 
feet ahead of them. Again Marshall 
swerved the plunging horse, whirled 
him around when they came abreast of 
a huge boulder, and pulled up behind 
it. Cautiously Marshall peered out 
over the sun-scorched top of the boul­
der. . .he spotted a tiny wisp of gun 
smoke rising gently above a distant 
clump of brush.

“Awright, M i s t e r,” he . gritted. 
“Long’s I.know where you’re at, reck­
on it’s up t’ me t’ do somethin’ about 
it.”

He backed the black away from the 
boulder.

“Awright,” he said simply. “Let’s 
go!”

HE SPURRED the big horse, sent 
him flashing away. . . then sud­

denly he came circling back in a fu­
rious clatter of hoofbeats. Twenty 
feet from the brush he slowed the 
black, slid out of the saddle and 
jerked out a big Colt. The black 
whirled and raced away again.

Marshall raced forward. He fired 
twice into the brush, side-stepped 
nimbly to avoid presenting a station­
ary target for the hidden rifleman, 
swerved this way, then that. . .he 
panted to an abrupt halt when there 
was a sudden stirring behind the 
brush. A horseman bent low over his 
mount’s neck came plunging out of 
the brush.

“Why, you lousy. . .!” Marshall 
yelled.

His Colt thundered protestingly 
and the horse cried out, stumbled and 
tripped, hurling his rider over his 
head. The man struck the ground
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heavily, evidence that he was unpre­
pared for the fall. . .he landed on his 
shoulder and crashed over in a limp, 
awkward heap of arms and legs. The 
wounded horse scrambled to his feet, 
wheeled and jogged away. Marshall, 
his gun raised and ready for another 
shot, burst through the brush. He 
jerked to a stumbling stop.

“Awright, you polecat!” he com­
manded. “Get up on your hind legs 
an’ reach f’r th’ sky!”

There was no movement by the out­
stretched man, no response. Marshall 
eyed him warily for a moment, then, 
with his Colt levelled, he trudged for­
ward, came up directly behind him.
-“Awright!” he said again. “Get up!”
Still there was no movement, no 

acknowledgment of Marshall’s com­
mand. He frowned. . .he looked 
about him quickly, guardedly; when 
he spied the man’s rifle lying on the 
ground a short distance away, he was 
satisfied. He bolstered his gun, bent 
over the man, turned him over on his 
back. Marshall’s eyes widened. He 
stared hard. Peeping out from beneath 
the man’s hat brim were blond curls. . 
he gulped and swallowed, stared hard 
at a tiny thread of blood that sudden­
ly appeared between the curls and 
worked its way downward and halted 
when it reached a curving eyebrow.

“Holy cow!” he muttered. “A girl!”

WE WHIPPED out his bandana, 
knelt down beside her and gen­

tly wiped away the blood. The black 
came up behind him. . .nudged him, 
and Marshall looked up. He pocketed 
his handkerchief, hitched up his pants 
and bent over the girl again. . .he 
swept her up into his arms, turned to 
the black.

“Steady,” he said, and got to his 
feet. He lifted the unconscious girl 
into the saddle, steadied her with one 
hand, gripped the reins and swung up 
behind her. She sank back against 
him. “Awright.”

The black turned his head and 
looked at the girl. . .he whinnied 
softly and Marshall nudged him with 
his knees.

“Go ’head,” he commanded.
Slowly they retraced their steps. . . 

half an hour later they clattered into 
Rainbow. There were people on the

street and they halted their conversa­
tions or activities, looked up and eyed 
him interestedly. Mike Gallo was 
standing in the open doorway of his 
place. . .he looked up.

“Marshall!” he called. He came 
striding to the curb. . .Marshall 
pulled up.

“Know her?” he asked, nodding to­
ward the limp figure that lay against 
his chest.

Gallo looked at her sharply. His 
eyes widened.

“Hey!” he said quickly. “What hap­
pened t’ her?”

“Know ’er?” Marshall repeated.
“Sure,” Gallo answered.
“Awright then. Who is she?”
“Eadie Wade.”
Marshall’s eyebrows arched.
“Oh, yeah?”
Gallo nodded vigorously.
“Oh, yeah, is right. Mister, you got 

y’self a heap o’ trouble on your hands 
now if you had ’nything t’ do with 
whatever happened t’ her.”

“That so? Th'’ Wades use her in 
their bus’ness?”

Gallo’s face darkened.
“Look, Marshall. . .do me a favor 

an’ y’self. Lemme have Eadie an’ you 
get th’ hell outta Rainbow fast’s that 
horse o’ yourn c’n carry you.”

“No, thanks. I’ll hang on to ’er f’r 
now anyway.”

Marshall nudged the black. . .the 
big horse clattered away. In another 
minute they halted again, this time 
in front of the bank. Marshall slipped 
out of the saddle. . .gently he low­
ered the girl, settled her in his arms, 
turned and trudged across the side­
walk. The door opened and Fran ap­
peared. Marshall grinned at her.

“Brung you a boarder,” he said 
lightly. “Know ’er?”

Fran held the door wide. Marshall 
halted on the threshhold. Fran peered 
hard at the Wade girl.

“Why, that’s Edith Wade,” she said 
quickly.

“That’s what Gallo said.”
“But. . .”
“She took a nasty spill offa her 

horse,” Marshall said. “I’ll tell ’bout it 
later on. Right now th’ best thing we 
c’n do f’r ’er is t’ get ’er t’ bed.”
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M7RAN turned without a word. Mar- 
shall, shifting the unconscious 

girl in his arms, followed at Fran’s 
heels. They went through a door at 
the very rear of the bank, down a 
narrow length of hallway, then into 
a small room at the far end of it. 
Fran turned to him.

“Put her down on the bed,”'she said.
Marshall obeyed. Fran pushed past 

him, bent over the girl.
“Edith!” she said.
When there was no response, she 

went quickly to a washstand in the 
corner of the room. She opened 
a drawer, whipped out a towel, 
dipped one end of it into the wa­
ter, turned and came back to the bed. 
Again she bent over the Wade girl. 
Gently she bathed her face and wrists. 
Half a dozen times she came erect, 
went back to the water basin and 
dampened the tov/el; it was probably 
fifteen minutes later when Edith 
Wade stirred.

“Thank goodness!” Fran said. She 
put down the towel, seated herself on 
the edge of the bed, took Edith’s 
hands in hers. “Edith!”

The girl’s eyelids flickered. . . 
presently her eyes opened.

“Feel better now?” Fran asked,
Edith’s eyes ranged past her. She 

looked at Marshall for a moment. . . 
she flushed suddenly and hastily, 
awkwardly, averted her eyes. Mar­
shall, watching her, frowned; he 
straightened up, hitched up his belt, 
shifted his holsters a bit.

“Don’t s’ppose you need me in here 
any more,” he said. He turned, 
trudged to the door, halted in the 
doorway and looked back. “Fran.”

She turned and looked at him.
“You better tell ’er that she’s 

damned lucky t’ be where she is right 
now ’stead o’ out in th’ brush with a 
bullet in ’er,” he said coldly. There 
was anger in his voice and eyes, 
“Folks who go ’round takin’ pot shots 
at other folks are doggoned lucky 
when they don’t get plugged instead. 
If she aims t’ stay alive, she better not 
push ’er luck too far. There’s a limit 
t’ everything, ’specially luck.”

He jerked at his hat brim viciously.
“There’s another thing you might 

tell ’her, too,” he added presently.

Fran looked at him quietly, patiently. 
“Tell ’er t’ leave killin’s to ’er broth­
ers. They’re s’pposed t’ be good at 
th’m, ’specially when th’ other feller 
ain’t lookin’. As f’r her, she can’t 
shoot straight, even when she’s got a 
bead on a feller.”

HE STORMED out, pulled the 
door shut behind him. He was 

tight-lipped when he came out of the 
bank. Mike Gallo, sober-faced, came 
striding up to him. Marshall’s frown 
reflected his annoyance with the man.

“Oh,” he grunted. “So it’s you 
again, eh?”

“She awright?” Gallo asked anx­
iously.

“Who’s she?”
“Eadie, o’ course. Who d’you think 

I’m askin’ about?”
“O-h, her,” Marshall grunted. 

“Yeah, she’s awright. Got ’erself a 
bump on ’er head, but that’s about 
all. How come you’re so all-fired 
worried about ’er?”

“I’m on’y thinkin’ o’ you,” Gallo 
answered.

Marshall’s lip curled.
“Don’t bother y’self about me, Mis­

ter,” he said coldly. “I don’t need 
’nybody t’ ride herd over me, least- 
ways, not yet, anyway. An’ when I 
do, d’pend on it, I won’t ask you t’ 
do it.”

Gallo shrugged a thick shoulder.
“Awright," he said with finality. 

“If that’s th’ way you feel about it, 
reckon it’s awright with me. Eadie 
ready t’ go home yet?”

Marshall's lips thinned into a 
straight line.

“No!” he snapped. “But when she 
is. I’ll see to it that she gets there 
awright. I'm still able t’ get about by 
m’self, so’s my horse. B’tween us 
we’ll handle her awright.”

Gallo eyed him for a moment, then 
he smiled.

“ ’Course,” he said. “So long.”
He turned and marched off. Mar­

shall followed him with his eyes un­
til the big man turned into the Star 
Cafe.

“I don’t like that feller,” he said 
half aloud. “Some day he’s gonna get 
under my feet an’ I’m just natur’lly 
gonna walk all over ’im!”
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CHAPTER III

Strange Companions

IT WAS^evening when Marshall 
and Edith Wade. . .both of them 
sitting awkwardly and stiffly 

erect astride the big black. . .rode 
slowly eastward over the night-dark­
ened range.

From time to time the black turned 
his head and looked up at them 
curiously. . .he seemed unable to 
understand the silence between them. 
He whinnied once, twice, hopefully, 
but when there was no acknowledg­
ment nor response from Marshall, not 
even his usual reassuring pat on the 
black’s neck, the big horse lapsed 
into silence too. The range was 
quiet, its heavy silence pierced only 
occasionally by the creaking of the 
saddle or the stirrups.

It was now more than an hour since 
they had left Rainbow, yet in all that 
time neither of them had uttered a 
single word. Each sat stiffly erect 
to avoid touching the other, an exact­
ing if not a difficult feat for two 
people astride the same horse. A 
chill wind swept over them suddenly 
and the girl in her cotton dress and 
equally lightweight jacket that Fran 
had insisted upon her taking reacted 
to it instantly. . .she bowed her head 
and drew in her arms close against 
her body.

“Want my blanket aroun’ you?” 
Marshall asked.

“No!” she answered without rais­
ing her head.

“Ain’t ’ny sense freezin’, y’know,” 
he continued calmly. “Not when you 
don’t hafta.”

“I’m quite warm, thank you,” she 
said stiffly.

“Awright,” he said with an uncon­
scious shrug of his shoulder. “Suit 
y’self.”

He leaned forward suddenly and 
snapped her jacket collar upward to 
shield her neck. She did not remon­
strate with him this time. . .neither 
did she voice an objection. The wind 
swirled about for another minute, 
then just as suddenly as it had burst

upon them, it raced away into the 
night. Edith raised her head, re­
laxed a bit with an audible sigh. The 
black . stumbled over a half-buried 
rock, tripped clumsily and went 
down to his knees. . .Marshall’s arm 
shot out instantly, gripped the girl 
securely for a moment, but only for 
that moment. She clutched the 
saddle-horn frantically. . .the black 
came erect again in that brief space 
of time and the girl pushed Mar­
shall’s arm away.

“I was on’y tryin’ t’ save you fr’m 
takin’ another spill,” he said coldly. 
“But don’t worry, I won’t bother 
m’self again, not even if it looks like 
you’re gonna break y’ neck!”

She did not reply. He moved back 
a bit in the saddle, tightened his grip 
on the reins.

“Stubborn an’ nasty an’ plumb 
ornery,” he muttered half aloud. “I’m 
doggoned sorry I didn’t stay put an’ 
let you go home by y’self.”

“Why didn’t you?” she demanded.
“B’cause I’m just a danged fool!” 

he said loudly.
“That’s quite evident,” she said 

curtly.

S^IS LIPS tightened. The moon
S disappeared now behind a cloud 

and the hushed range was frighten­
ingly dark. Fantastically formed 
shadows darted here and there. . . 
some of them seemed to arise directly 
in their path, flitted past them so 
closely that once or twice the black 
cried out and jerked to an abrupt 
halt that almost jolted the girl out of 
the saddle. Marshall made no attempt 
to help her. . .he sat perfectly still 
and waited for her to steady herself, 
then he made the black go on again. 
The wind returned presently and 
dust and vagrant leaves swirled about 
them wildly. Marshall glanced sky­
ward.

“Storm cornin’,” he .told himself. 
He nudged the big horse with his 
knees. “Go on.”

The black quickened his pace but 
there was no lessening of the wind 
nor eluding it. It hovered over them 
persistently. Marshall whipped up 
his own jacket collar. He halted the
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black and dismounted, unstrapped his 
blanket and swung up again into the 
saddle.
the blanket and draped it over the 
girl’s shoulders.

“Awright,” he said to the black. 
“Go ’head!”

Through the dark night they rode, 
a mile, then another and finally the 
storm broke upon them. It was a light 
but cold drizzle at first, then a deep­
ening of the rain and finally a furi­
ous, drenching downpour.

“Hey!” he yelled and nudged the 
girl. “Know o’ any place aroun’ here 
where we c’n get shelter?”

She turned her head,
“We should be near an old line­

rider’s shack,” she replied.
“Yeah? How near?”
“O-h, it can’t be very far now.”
He spurred the black and the big 

horse broke into a swift gallop.
“There it is!” the girl cried sud­

denly.
She pushed the blanket away and 

pointed. . .Marshall’s eyes followed 
her finger. He jerked the reins, 
swerved the black. . .in another min­
ute they pulled up in front of a dark­
ened shack. Marshall slid out of the 
saddle. He turned and held out his 
arms to the girl.

“Come on,” he said briefly.
When she seemed to hesitate, he 

stepped closer and whipped away the 
blanket and lifted her out of the sad­
dle and put her down on the wet 
ground. He turned on his heel and 
went swiftly to the shack door. He 
tried the knob. . .when it failed to 
open he muttered something under 
his breath, stepped back and crashed 
into the door. It flew open, collided 
with something inside the shack. He 
stepped over the threshhold, disap­
peared in the darkness.

“Awright!” she heard him call 
presently. “You c’n come in now!”

HE HALTED again in the open 
doorway. Suddenly a tiny yel­

Without a word he opened brightness.

low light flared and flamed. There 
was a crude, makeshift table in the 
middle of the shack. . .Marshall, a 
lighted match in one hand, was bent

over a lamp that stood atop the table. 
The lamp flamed with a dazzling

“Swell,” he said and straightened 
up.

He hitched up his gun belt and 
strode past her, went outside again. 
She heard his voice, heard the horse 
whinny. . .it was several minutes later 
when Marshall returned. He closed 
the door with a backward thrust of 
his foot, handed her the blanket.

“Use it,” he said. “It ain’t wet all 
th’ way through.”

He brushed past her again. . .there 
were several upended boxes in a far 
corner of the shack and he brought 
one forward, placed it near the table.

“Sit down,” he said and turned 
away again.

He was hunting for something 
now. . .she followed him with her 
eyes, finally saw him hold up an 
empty pail. He smashed a couple of 
the boxes with the butt of a big 
Colt, broke the wood across his knee 
and filled the pail with it. He 
struck another match. . .he placed the 
pail close by on the floor, stepped 
back and leaned against the far wall; 
soon a flame crackled in the pail and 
he nodded to himself.

“Reckon that’s about all I c’n do 
f’r you t’night,” he said, turning to­
ward her. “Sorry I can’t rustle up 
some grub, or at least some hot cof­
fee. You’ll just hafta do without it 
’till you get home again.”

She sat down on the box, draped 
the blanket around her. He placed 
another of the boxes against the wall 
for himself, seated himself upon it. 
They were silent again, their eyes 
focused on the bright, warming fire 
in the pail. The rain thudded on the 
roof, beat against the walls and the 
door. The girl drew the blanket 
closer. Presently she closed her 
eyes,

^ $ #

IT WAS early the next morn­
ing a clear, warm, sunny morn­

ing. . .when Marshall rode slowly 
into Rainbow and pulled up in front 
of the bank. He swung himself out
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of the saddle, turned his head when 
he heard the door open. Fran was 
framed in the doorway.

“Hi!” he called cheerily.
“Hi, yourself!” she replied.
He came striding up to the door. . . 

her eyes ranged over him, probed his 
face.

“What’s th’ matter?” he asked, 
halting in front of her. He pushed 
his hat back from his eyes, hooked 
his thumbs in his belt. “Your eyes 
are red. You been cryin’ or some­
thin’?”

She shook her head, smiled fleet­
ingly.

“I didn’t sleep very well,” she an­
swered and quickly averted her eyes.

“Qh, he said. He looked at her 
sharply. “What kept you awake? 
Worryin’ ’bout me an’ why I didn’t 
get back?”

“Of course not! You’re free to 
come and go as you please. Besides 
that, you’re a full-grown man.”

“Uh-huh, on’y you were worried, 
weren’t you?”

“We-11, when it got to be mid­
night. . . .”

“You had it all figgered out that 
th’ Wades’d finished me off. Fact 
o’ th’ matter is, Fran, I didn’t see 
either o’ th’m or any o’ their hired 
hands. When we reached th’ Bar-0 
it was just after sun-up and. . ..”

She looked up at him quickly.
“Sun-up?” she repeated.
“Uh-huh. When that storm busted 

loose on us, we hadda find some place 
t’ duck into, an’ lucky f’r us we run 
into some ol’ line-rider’s shack an’ 
spent th’ night there. Good thing 
Eadie knew where it was. I’da never 
found it by m’self in all that storm 
an’ darkness. Anyway, th’ storm let 
up somewhere’s b’fore dawn an’ we 
got goin’ again. When we hit th’ 
Bar-O. . . .”

“I don’t suppose you’ve had any 
breakfast,” Fran interrupted. “The 
coffee’s still hot and you’ll find muf­
fins in the bread-box. Do you mind 
helping yourself while I attend to 
some other things?”

She turned on her heel and went 
back inside. He stared at her for a

moment, followed her slim, swift­
walking figure with his puzzled eyes 
until she disappeared from sight. He 
rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

“Now what d’you s’ppose got into 
her?” he muttered. “Just get started 
tellin’ ’er ’bout last night an’ she 
plumb freezes up an’ hightails it.”

He heard an approaching step on 
the sidewalk behind him. . . he 
turned as old Tom came across the 
street.

“Mornin’, ol’ timer,” Marshall said. 
The old man halted beside him.
“Mornin’. Fran know you’re back?”
“Yeah, sure. I was just talkin’ to 

’er.”
“She was sure worried ’bout you 

last night. Wouldn’t turn in, no mat­
ter what I tol’ 'er. She just kept 
pacin’ up an’ down, turnin’ first t’ 
th’ window an’ listenin’ there f’r a 
spell, then openin’ th’ door an’ peer­
in’ out. Fin’lly. . . o-h, reckon it was 
somewhere’s ’round three o’clock, she 
sat down near th’ window an’ dozed 
off.”

“Heck, there wasn’t any call f’r 
any o’ that! I’ve been out all night 
b’fore. B’sides, I c’n take care o’ 
m’self, b’lieve me.”

“Yeah, I s’ppose you c’n. But 
women c’n get th’ dangedest, funniest 
ideas, y’know, an’ when they do, they 
c’n build ’em up ’till they almost lose 
’em in th’ clouds.”

“So I’ve heard tell,” Marshall com­
mented.

“B’sides,” the old man continued, 
then he paused abruptly.

“Yeah? What were you gonna 
say?”

“Marshall, somethin’ tells me that 
Fran’s taken more’n just a shine to 
you. Y’know, when a girl starts stay­
in’ up nights worryin’ ’bout a feller, 
an’ when she walks aroun’ th’ house 
not seein’ where she’s goin’, brother, 
she’s. ...”

“Hold it, partner,” Marshall said 
quickly. “Ain’t you readin’ th’ signs 
all wrong?”

Tom grinned toothlessly.
“Mister, I’ve had six sisters an’ all 

o’ th’m got th’mselves husbands. 
B’sides that, I’ve had two wives in 
my time, so doggone it, I oughta know 
what they’re up to when I see ’em
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moonin’ around like Fran’s been 
doin’. All I gotta say t’ you is this 
. . . if you ain’t th’ marryin’ kind, 
partner, I’d kinda s’ggest that you 
climb back up on that horse o’ yourn 
an’ start goin’ places, but fast!”

^ $ ^

"^MARSHALL sauntered into the 
Star Cafe, halted when he 

came to the bar and leaned on it. . . 
Mike Gallo came along presently and 
stopped beside him.

“Evenin’, Marshall.”
*O-h. . . h’llo.”
The big man turned his head for a 

moment, looked anxiously toward the 
door.

“S’matter?” Marshall asked, watch­
ing him.

Gallo turned to him. His face was 
grim.

“I understan’ th’ Sheriff’s noseyin’ 
aroun’ town with a couple o’ his 
deputies an’ that they’re kinda 
anxious t’ meet up with you,” he said 
in a low voice.

Marshall’s eyebrows arched.
‘That so?”
“Yeah.”
“An’ what d’they wanna talk t’ me 

about?”
“Th’ warrant th’ Sheriff’s totin’ 

aroun’ says t’ lock you up f’r mur­
der.”

“That’s mighty interestin’. Who’s 
th’ late lamented?” Marshall asked.

A bartender, a short, pudgy man 
with a glistening bald-head, a much 
too long and soiled apron tied around 
his waist and a damp, soggy towel 
slung over his arm, appeared behind 
the bar. He eyed Marshall.

“Awright, Mister,’ he said after a 
moment’s patient wait. “What’ll it 
be?”

Gallo gave him an icy stare.
“6eat it,” he said curtly. “We’re 

talkin’.”
“Y’mean you are,” Marshall said 

quickly. “An’ since I’m doin’ th’ 
listenin’, reckon I c’n handle a drink 
at th’ same time. Whiskey, bartender.”

The latter shrugged his shoulder 
. . . finally, he placed a half-filled, 
uncorked bottle in front of Marshall,

followed it with a glass; after a mo­
ment’s hesitation he placed another 
glass on the bar at Gallo’s elbow. 
Marshall poured himself a drink, 
turned to Gallo.

“How ’bout you?” he asked.
Gallo shook his head and Marshall 

grinned lightly.
“It’s your own stuff,” he said dry­

ly. “You oughta know better’n any­
body else if it’s worth drinkin’.”

“O-h, it’s awright,” the big man 
said quickly. “It’s. . . it’s just that I 
ain’t drinkin’.”

Marshall lifted his glass, drained it 
at a swallow. . . Gallo’s hand shot 
out, gripped Marshall’s arm.

“Hodges!” he said out of a corner 
of his mouth. “Watch y’self!”

He straightened up, patted Marshall 
on the back and turned away.

“Be seein’ you,” he called lightly 
over his shoulder.

Marshall turned quickly.
“Hey!” he called loudly. “Who ‘ 

was that polecat I’m s’pposed to’ve 
killed off?”

“Curly Bendix,” a surly voice said 
behind him. The muzzle of a gun col­
lided with his spine and he stiffened. 
“Put down that glass, Mister, an’ turn 
aroun’ with your hands high!”

CHAPTER IV

Ths Tricks of the Trade

M
arshall, his hands half 
raised, turned slowly. In 
front of him stood a bulky., 

scowling man whose leveled gun 
gaped at Marshall’s chest. . . behind 

him were his deputies, two men with 
silver stars pinned to their shirt 
fronts and who eyed Marshall inter­
estedly.

“You’re under arrest f’r th’ murder 
o’ Curly Bendix,” Sheriff Hodges 
said briefly.

Marshall smiled coldly.
“Never heard o’ him,” he said calm­

ly. “Who dreamed him up? Th’ 
Wades?”

Hodges bristled -with a great show 
of indignation.

“Nob’dy dreamed him up!” he re­
torted angrily. “Nob’dy had to! He 
was real, awright, an’ plenty healthy
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too, leastways ’till you plugged him. 
As f’r th’ Wades, they had nuthin’ t’ 
do with this a-tall. Runnin’ you down 
was my idea, see?”

“If you say so.”
“Awright then!” the Sheriff sput­

tered. “I’m th’ law in Rainbow an’ 
nob’dy else. Get that straight!”

“It’s awright with me. I s’ppose 
you got y’self fixed up with a war- 
r’nt an’ that it’s all legal-like like th’ 
law says it has t’ be?”

Sheriff Hodges grinned, then he 
laughed heartily.

“Oh, sure!”
“Reckon then you won’t mind 

showin’ me th’ warr’nt?”
Hodges’ eyes glinted, belying his 

laugh.
“Course not!” he answered readily. 

His thick fingers tightened around 
the butt of his gun. “Take a good 
look at it, Mister. It’s starin’ straight 
at you. Th’ Gov’nor, th’ S’preme 
Court an’ everythin’ else all roiled up 
into one Colt!”

Marshall did not reply.
“Take his guns, Boys!” Hodges 

commanded. His two deputies looked 
at him, then at Marshall. "Go ’head, 
Pete, Sully!”

The man named Pete hitched up his 
pants and came forward. . . Sully 
contented himself by simply moving 
closer to Marshall, however he made 
no attempt to assist his mate in dis­
arming the black clad man. Pete halt­
ed directly in front of Marshall and 
reached for the latter’s gun butts.

MARSHALL grabbed him sud­
denly. . . Pete was taken com­

pletely by surprise, hence he offered 
no resistance. With a mighty surge 
of strength Marshall hurled him 
away, sent him plunging wildly to­
ward Hodges. Sully, wide-eyed and 
open-mouthed, stepped forward. . 
Pete came .careening into him and 
both collided heavily and stumbled 
backward, trampling the equally un­
prepared and surprised Hodges. The 
Sheriff, kicked painfully by one man 
and trampled on by the other, cried 
out and when an elbow was driven 
into the pit of his ample stomach, he 
gasped and dropped his gun. Pete,

stumbling awkwardly when Hodges 
shoved him away, bent down to pick 
up the gun. . . instead he kicked it 
away.

“Doggone you, Pete!” Hodges bel­
lowed. “Doggone your clumsy hide! 
I oughta. ... !”

“Hold it!” Marshall snapped. 
“Come on, th’ three o’ you. . . hoist 
’em an’ hoist ’ em high!”

The lawmen turned and stared 
hard. There was a big black Colt in 
Marshall’s right hand and the muzzle 
yawned at them hungrily and omi­
nously. Slowly their hands climbed 
upward. Hodges, red-faced, was pant­
ing ;, his deputies were equally red­
faced and both appeared dazed by 
what had happened. Marshall’s lip 
curled scornfully.

“You’re a fine c’llection o’ lawm’n, 
awright,” he said coldly. “Th’ three 
o’ you couldn’t catch a cold.’

Hodges shifted his bulk from one 
leg to the other.

“You,” Marshall said, looking 
squarely at the Sheriff. “This Bendix 
maverick I’m accused o’ killin’, .who 
was he?”

The Sheriff scowled.
“One o’ th’ Wades’ riders,” he 

grumbled.
“Uh-huh. An’ where was I s’pposed 

to’ve killed ’em?”
“Right down th’ street.”
Marshall looked up quickly.
“Oh, I think I get it now,” he said. 

“I r’member some feller on a horse, .it 
was after I threw Wade an’ Gore 
outta th’ bank, .anyway, this feller 
was ridin’ down th’ street. He turned 
aroun’ and threw down on me on’y I 
shot first. So that was th’ Curly 
Bendix you’ve been yapnin’ about. . 
right?”

Hodges averted his eyes.
“Yeah,” he mumbled. “On’y that 

ain’t th’ way I heard it told.”
“Mebbe not, but that’s th’ way it 

happened.”
Hodges mumbled again, indistinct­

ly, and Marshall glared at him. The 
big Colt came up a bit higher.

“You fellers get th’ hell outta 
here,” Marshall said gruffly. “'What’s 
more, if you aim t’ go on livin’, take 
a tip fr’m me an’ steer clear o’ me.
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I’m liable t’ f’rget m’self next time I 
run into you an’ start blastin’ away 
’stead o’ fellin’ sorry for you. G’wan 
. .get goin’.”

Hodges turned slowly. .Pete 
bumped into him and when the Sher­
iff jerked around and glared at him, 
Pete backed away hastily. Slowly 
and carefully, giving one another 
ample room so as to avoid further 
crowding and trampling, the trio 
filed out of the place.

Marshall turned, halted when he 
spied Hodges’ gun lying just beyond 
him. .he strode over to it, edged it 
away from the bar, drew back his foot 
and kicked viciously. The gun, 
caught squarely by Marshall’s booted 
toe, spun toward the open doorway. 
It sailed over the threshold, rose 
just a bit higher as it cleared the 
narrow sidewalk, then it dipped 
sharply and dropped limply into the 
gutter.

ARSHALL bolstered his gun.
Someone tapped him on the

shoulder, .it was Mike Gallo.
“S-ay,” Mike said with a relaxed 

grin. “That was awright th’ way you 
handled them three fellers. You 
made ’em look silly.”

“There are tricks in every trade,” 
Marshall answered. “Even in how 
t’ arrest a feller an’ get away with 
it.”

“Yeah, I s’ppose that’s so,” Gallo 
acknowledged. He grinned again, 
looked toward the bar. “Think I c’n 
stand a drink now. How ’bout joinin’ 
me?”

“Awright.”
They leaned over the bar. .the 

pudgy man appeared presently.
“Drinkin’, Gents?” he asked.
Gallo scowled darkly.
“Yeah,” he snapped. “On’y none 

o’ that belly wash this time. Trot 
out some o’ my special stuff.”

The bartender looked at him ques- 
tioningly.

“Huh? Where d’ you keep it, 
Boss?”

“Don’t gimme any o’ that innocent 
stuff,” Gallo said gruffly. “You know 
well’s I do where th’ stuff is. You’ve 
had more uv it ’n I have.”

“Aw, now, wait a minute, Boss. . . .” 
“You heard me! Seems like every 

time I turn m’ back, you’re gone. 
Th’ next time I see you, you’re 
outta th’ back room. No wonder th 
stuff’s dwindlin’ so fast. G’wan. . . 
go get us a bottle uv it an’ no back 
talk!”

* * *

Marshall strode briskly along the 
darkened street toward the bank. Sud­
denly a shot rang out. . . he froze in 
his tracks, his hands dangling crab­
like just above the jutting butts of 
his guns. A man with a Colt clutched 
in his upraised hand staggered 
drunkenly out of a nearby alley. 
Marshall eyed him carefully. When 
the man came abreast of him, he 
fired again, skyward.

“H’ray!” he yelled.
Marshall, turning, watched the 

man for another minute, then he went 
on again. The man halted, straight 
ened up, wheeled and leveled his gun 
and fired. The bullet whined past 
Marshall’s head. . . he whirled around 
instantly, crouching, a readied Colt 
gripped tightly in his hand. The man 
who had fired at him wheeled like a 
flash and fled. . . he swerved sud­
denly and plunged into a darkened 
alley and disappeared. Marshall 
dashed after him. . . he came thunder­
ing up to the entrance to the alley, 
skidded to a stop. He shook his head. 
Pursuit, he realized, would be noth­
ing more than wasted effort. The 
man, he decided, had doubtless 
planned his escape route beforehand, 
and now, in the darkness and in the 
depths of unfamiliar alleys he would 
easily outdistance Marshall. He bol­
stered his gun.

“Damn,” he muttered. “I’d sure 
liked t’ have caught up with that 
polecat. I’da kicked ’is teeth out!”

He turned on his heel and trudged 
away.

“Reckon I’d better start gettin' 
used t’ havin’ fellers take pot shots 
at me,” he muttered presently. “Th’ 
Wades will try every trick in th’ 
book an’ then some t’ get me."

He hitched up his belt.
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"I’ll just have t’ keep one step- 
ahead o’ th’m,” he said with finality. 
>Me' GAVE his gun belt another 
MSI hitching-up. He glanced across 
the street. . . a store directly op­
posite was suddenly plunged into 
darkness. As he moved alertly, a 
rifle cracked ominously. He threw 
himself sideways. . . he heard a bul­
let whine past, heard it splinter the 
framework of a door just behind 
him. His guns flashed into his hands 
and he plunged across the street. He 
thought he detected a shadowy move­
ment somewhere within the store. . . 
as he came closer to it he saw that 
it was vacant.

The indistinguishable shadow 
moved again and Marshall’s guns 
leaped upward and flamed and 
belched with a thunderous roar. A 
window fell in with a deafening, 
shattering crash. He headed for the 
door, planning to smash it in. . . mid­
way he swerved and dashed toward 
an alley that ran alongside. He came 
plunging into it. . . he caught a fleet­
ing glimpse of a shadowy, running 
figure at the far end of the alley and 
he fired twice, two lightning shots 
that blended into a single ear-split- 
ting report. The shadow stopped, dis­
solved into a man who staggered, tot­
tered, gasped and suddenly crum­
pled up.

“Reckon that’s that,” Marshall said 
half aloud. “That kinda squares 
things b’tween me an’ th’ Wades, 
leastways f’r t’night, anyway. One 
feller got away an’ one didn’t. That 
makes it ’n even count an’ I’m satis­
fied.”

He shoved his guns into their hol­
sters, turned and tramped across the 
street. A minute later he reached the 
bank, found the door unlocked and 
went in, bolted the door behind him. 
He heard a quick step and looked up. 
Fran was standing in the connecting 
doorway.

“Oh,” he said lightly. “How come 
th’ door wasn’t locked? An’ how 
come you ain’t turned in yet?”

He came sauntering forward.
“I heard some shooting,” she said 

quietly.

He grinned boyishly.
“Come t’ think uv it,” he replied, 

“I did, too.”
“Did you do any of the shooting?”
He laughed softly.
“Some of it,” he said casually. Her 

anxious eyes probed his face. “One 
feller put on like he was drunk an’ 
when he got past me, th’ son-uva-gun 
took a shot at me. He got away, run 
like a thief down some dark alley an’ 
left me high an’ dry.”

“One fellow?” she echoed. “You 
mean there was a second attempt to 
shoot you, too?”

He nodded grimly.
“Yeah, right across th’ street,” he 

answered. “There was a feller with 
a rifle planted there in ’n empty 
store. He’s ready f’r a real plantin’ 
now. I got him.”

SHE WAS silent for a moment.
“Now don’t you go worryin’ 

about me,” he said. "I c’n take care 
o’ myself.”

“Marshall,” she began presently. 
“Won’t you please listen to reason 
and leave Rainbow while you can? 
While you’re still able to?”

“You don’t understand, Fran. . . ” 
She gestured impatiently.
“I know, Marshall,” she said quick­

ly, interrupting him. “You’ve a job to 
do here.”

“That’s right.”
“But what kind of a job is it that 

you must subject yourself to cow­
ardly attacks?” she demanded. “I 
don’t understand it.”

“Look, Fran. . . s’ppose we just 
f’rget th’ hull thing, huh? Nuthin’s 
happened to me an’ nuthin’s goin’ 
to-”

She was silent. . . but after a brief 
minute she looked up at him again.

“Marshall.” she began.
“Yeah?”
“Marshall, if I offered to go with 

you, would you leave Rainbow?”
“Wa-al, now. . . ”
“Would you?” she asked again.
Their eyes met. . . they looked at 

each other steadily, unwaveringly.
“You’re a swell girl, Fran,” he said 

slowly.
“You’ll do it?”
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He hitched up his belt again, drew 
a deep breath, faced her again.

“No, Fran," he said quietly. “I 
wouldn’t. I couldn’t.”

She turned and walked swiftly 
away.

CHAPTER V

The Bar-0

®O D AND JIM WADE sat quiet- 
ly at the kitchen table as 
Edith finished drying the 

breakfast dishes. They followed her 
every move with their eyes, watched 
as she hung the wet towel on the bar 
above the sink, watched too as she 
put away the dishes.

“Eadie,” Ed said finally. She turned 
and looked at him. “I sure wish you'd 
.a plugged that feller Marshall when 
you had th’ chance to.”

“Me, too!” Jim said and thumped 
the table with his big hand,

“If you’da got th’ skunk,” Ed con­
tinued, “we woulda been awright by 
now. We’da had our dough outta th’ 
bank an’ we’d be sittin’ pretty.”

Jim nodded vigorously.
“That’s right,” he said gravely. 

“We sure woulda!”
Ed turned his head, gave Jim a 

cold stare.
“You wanna tell this, or am I 

gonna?” he demanded. “"Where was 
I?”

“You were talkin’ about our 
dough.”

“Oh, yeah! Y’know, Eadie, we had 
Fran right where we wanted ’er,”

“Uh-huh,” Jim said with another 
vigorous nod of his head. “She was 
plumb scared t’ death. She was all 
set t’ blab ’er guts out.”

Ed glared at him and Jim wilted.
“Look, Jim,” Ed said curtly. “There 

never was no story that needed two 
t’ tell it. If you can’t keep quiet ’till 
I’m done talkin’, you go ahead an 
tell it an’ I’ll shut up. But if I’m 
gonna tell it, you shut up an’ stay 
shut!”

Jim averted his eyes. . . he sank 
back in his chair.

“Thanks,” Ed said with a grin. 
“Like I was-gonna say, Eadie, Fran

on’y needed one p<ish outta us an’ 
she’da led us right t’ th’ spot where 
'er ol’ man’d buried th’ 'dough he 
stole fr’m th’ bank. But right then 
Marshall come along an’ that wag 
that. He saved Fran’s hide an’ th' 
dough, too,”

Jim raised his head.. . Ed looked at 
him questioningiy.

“‘Smatter? I f’rget somethin’?” 
Jim shrugged his shoulder.
“Don’t ask me,” he replied. “This 

is your story, ain’t it?”
®D SCOWLED darkly, clamped 

his jaws shut and sat back in 
his chair. Jim laughed softly.

“What he’s tryin’ t’ lead up to, 
Eadie,” he said smoothly, “an’ 
flounderin’ aroun’ like a drownin’ 
steer instead, is that we ain’t worryin’ 
b’cause our dough’s gone. It’s on ac­
count o' you an’ your dough. Y’see 
Eadie, we’re men an’ men y’know, 
c’n alius get along, dough or no 
dough. But it’s diff’rent, heaps diff’ 
rent, b’lieve me, an’ tougher, too, 
when it happens t’ be a girl who ain’t 
got ’ny dough out here.”

“Tough ain’t half th’ word f’r it,” 
Ed said curtly.

“You’re both firmly convinced that 
Fran Grant not only knows that her 
father looted the bank,” Eadie said, 
“but that also knows where he buried 
the money. Aren’t you?”

“I’ll bet every buck I’ll ever have,” 
Ed said quickly, “against a button, 
that she knows all there is t’ know 
about it.”

“If she don’t know,” Jim added, 
“then nobody does, an’ that goes 
double f’r ’er old man, th’ polecat! 
An’ if that’s th’ case, then our dough 
just sprouted wings an’ flew outta 
th’ bank an’ disappeared f’rever. 
Doggone it, Eadie, does that make 
sense t’ you, or t’ you, Ed?”

“No,” Ed said flatly. “It don’t!”
“How ’bout you, Eadie?”
“N-o,” she answered doubtfully. “I 

don’t suppose it does.”
“Then there y’are!" Jim said 

triumphantly.
“There’s just one more thing we 

want you t’ know, Eadie,” Ed began 
and paused.

“Yes?”
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“Eadie,” Ed continued, “I think you 
know how you stand with Jim an’ 
me. You gotta ’dmit we’ve never 
treated you like a step-sister, have 
we? We’ve alius acted like you was 
one o’ us an’ nuthin’ else but. Aw- 
right then. If we felt diff’rent about 
you, b’lieve me, ’stead o’ worryin’ 
about you an’ about you Iosin’ th’ last 
buck you got in th’ world, we’d prob’- 
bly say, heck, it’s tough an’ then we’d 
just f’rget about it.”

“That’s right!” Jim said with a 
nod. “But b’cause we’re just one 
fam’ly, we gotta stick t’ t’gether an’ 
do somethin’. Eadie, you’re in this 
same’s we are. We’re countin’ on you 
doin’ your part.”

‘“Course she will!” Ed said hear­
tily. “Eadie’s a Wade clear through 
an’ that means she’ll see this thing 
right down t’ th’ end no matter what 
happens. Blood’s thicker’n vzater, 
y’know, an’ that’s what counts!”

“Good,” Jim said. “Ed, this 
Marshall feller’s in th’ way. We got­
ta do somethin’ about him,”

“Awright. You got some plan in 
mind?”

“I’m workin’ on one right now. 
But there’ll be parts in it f’r all 
three o’ us.”

“I wouldn’t want it no other way. 
Th’ Wades’ll go in on it all t’gether 
or they’ll stay out uv it. You go ahead 
an’ work it out, Jim, an’ when it’s 
ready, just you say th’ word an’ tell 
each uv us what we gotta do an’ 
we’ll do it. That’s th’ way you want 
it, Eadie, ain’t it?”

^HE MOISTENED her lips with 
t^ her tongue, a quick, darting 
movement of her tongue. She nodded 
mutely. She turned suddenly and 
went out of the room. Jim and Ed 
sat back quietly; they heard her 
quick, light tread on the stairs. . . 
presently they heard a door on the 
upper floor open, then it closed. Jim 
relaxed, grinned and nudged his 
brother.

“How’d we do?” he asked. “F’r my 
money we put it over.”

Ed shrugged his shoulder.
“I hope so,” he replied. “Fr’m th’ 

looks o’ things, we’re gonna have our

work cut out f’r us handlin’ this 
Marshall feller an’ . . . . ”

“Wait a minute,” Jim interrupted. 
“I know that Johnny Farrell got a 
shot at Marshall last night an’ missed, 
but what about Joe Tyler?”

"He ain’t back yet.”
“Wa-al, then we’ve still got a 

chance, ain’t we? Joe’s a damned 
good man with a rifle an’ mebbe he 
got Marshall.”

“Mebbe, but th’ fact that he ain’t 
back yet makes me figger that he 
didn’t do ’ny better’n Farrell did. You 
know danged well, Jim, that if he 
plugged Marshall f’r keeps, he’da 
hightailed it out here right off.”

“Yeah,” Jim admitted. “I s’ppose 
he woulda, an’ if he couldn’t make 
it, then he’da managed somehow t’ 
get word uv it t’ us so’s we’d know.”

“Uh-huh. Jim, f’r all we know, 
mebbe Marshall got Tyler instead o’ 
th’ other way around.”

“Y’might have somethin’ there, Ed. 
Then f’r all we know, while we’re 
chewin’ th’ rag here, waitin’ f’r Ty­
ler t’ show up, he might be layin in 
some alley deader’n all hell!”

Ed nodded gravely.
“That’s why I’m hopin’ our story 

an’ our little act we cooked up went 
over vzith Eadie,” he concluded. “I 
gotta feeling that Marshall’s too 
strong f’r us t’ handle ’less we get’m 
when he ain’t expectin’ anything t’ 
happen to ’im.’

“Go on. I’m listenin’.”
“Wa-al, what I’m figgerin’ on is 

that we’re gonna need Eadie t’ help 
us get him. Once she’s sold on th' idea 
that while he’s helpin’ Fran stand us 
off, he’s actu’lly helpin’ Fran cheat 
Eadie outta her dough, little Eadie 
is gonna act up like any other woman 
an’ be willin’ t’ fix Marshall an’ good. 
Hell, ’less I miss my guess, Jim, she 
might even play up t’ Marshall, lead 
him off some where’s where we’ll be 
layin’ f’r ’im an’ then. ...”

Jim grinned broadly.
“That’ll be th’ end o’ Mister 

Marshall!”
“Right!”
“Wa-al, supposin’ that’s th’ way it 

works out, Ed. What about Eadie? 
Don’t we hafta get rid o’ her, too?”

“I got that figgered out, too.”
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Jim’s eyes widened.
“Y’mean we’re gonna. ...”

^'^^O!” ED SAID curtly. ‘"After
X we kill off Marshall, th’ 

rest’ll be easy. We put s’me pressure 
on Fran, suddenly realize she don’t 
know a danged thing about th’ dough 
an’ admit we got ’er wrong, ’Course 
it’ll be tough on Eadie, so’s t’ make 
’er feel better we’ll s’ggest that we 
scrape up th dough she needs t’ take 
’er back East. . . ”

“Doggone it, that’s just what she’s 
alius wanted t’ do!”

“‘Course it is! She goes back East 
an’ outta our lives f’rever an’ we 
get her dough well’s our own. That's 
th’ hull story.”

“You’re awright, Ed! You’re dog- 
goned smart when it comes t’ that 
kind o’ thing!”

Ed smiled coldly.
“You don’t know th’ half uv it, 

Jim.”
“Reckon that’s right, too, Ed. But 

gettin’ back t’ cases. ...”
“Marshall’s th’ nut we gotta crack. 

Long’s he lives v/e don’t dare do a 
damned thing. That’s why we gotta 
get things org’nized an’ movin’ to­
ward gettin’ rid o’ him!”

* $ *

It was an hour later when Ed 
Wade climbed the stairs to the upper 
floor and halted in front of Edith’s 
room.

“Eadie!” he called.
There was no response.
“Eadie!” he called again after a 

brief wait. He heard a stirring, an 
indistinguishable movement, behind 
the closed door, waited another mo­
ment, then he rapped lightly. 
“Eadie!”

He heard a more distinct move­
ment.

“She’ll be answerin’ now,” he mut­
tered to himself. “Prob’bly been 
takin’ a nap.”

“Yes? What is it?"
“It’s me, Eadie. Ed. I wanna see 

you a minute.”
He heard a quick step, a key 

grated in the lock, then the door 
was opened.

“Hated t’ bother you, Eadie,” he 
said gently.

“Oh, that’s all right!”
“Go take a look outta your win­

dow,” he said, nodding toward it.

HE EYED him questioningly. . . 
when he waited patiently with­

out offering to explain his request 
she turned and went swiftly to the 
window at the far end of the room. 
She pushed the curtain aside and 
peered out. . . she turned suddenly, 
wide-eyed and white-faced.

“The men,” she said quickly, 
breathlessly. “They’re carrying some­
one into the bunkhouse!”

He nodded mutely. Then her eyes 
framed a question.

“Joe,” he said simply. “Joe Tyler. 
He’s dead. Sam Hodges just brung 
him here fr’m town.”

A gasp escaped her.
“I know how you feel about it,” he 

said gently. “If I ain’t mistaken, it 
was Joe who taught you how t’ ride 
an’ shoot. He was alius lookin’ after 
you like he was your big brother. 
An’ now. ...”

Her lips tightened.
“Who did it. Ed?” she demanded.
He moistened his lips with his 

tongue. . . withheld his reply pur­
posely.

“Marshall?” she demanded.
He nodded, waited again.
“How. . . how did it happen?”
“Wa-al, seems like Marshall made 

some ’ kinda crack about you,” he 
answered slowly. “ ‘Course nob’dy 
could do anythin’ like that in front 
o’ Joe an’ get away with it.”

“Go on.’
Ed drew a deep breath.
“Wa-al, I don’t know much about 

what happened ’cept that Marshall 
managed t’ get away fr’m Joe who 
went lookin’ f’r ’im. Seems kinda 
funny, leastways it does t’ me, but 
when they found Joe he was layin’ in 
’n alley with two bullet holes in ’im.”

She caught her lower lip between 
her teeth, stifling the gasp or per­
haps a cry that arose in her throat.

“And Marshall?”
Ed’s lips tightened, and his eyes 

grew steely.
“He got away with a hull skin.
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What I meant about it lookin' funny 
t’ me was th’ fact that when they 
come across Joe, he didn’t even have 
a gun on ’im. I got ’n idea he was 
plugged somewhere’s else an’ dragged 
into th’ alley an’ left there t’ die. 
Chances are, Marshall musta give Joe 
th’ slip, doubled back, come up b’hind 
’im an’ drilled ’im b’fore Joe knew 
what was happenin’. Then there was 
one more thing. ...”

Her eyes clung to his face, his 
mouth.

“Jee wasn’t th’ kind t’ do ’is 
fightin’ in no alley. He was kind 
that spoke his piece or did his 
fightin’ right out in th’ open. Th’ 
hull damned thing smells t’ me, an’ 
fr’m th’ way I figger it out, Joe 
wasn’t just shot. He was murdered in 
cold blood. An’ Mister /Marshall, th’ 
dirty, lousy skunk’s gonna answer t’ 
th’ Wades f’r that, b’lieve me!”

HE HITCHED up his belt 
viciously, turned and started to­

ward the door. . . he halted midway 
and turned around again.

“Y’know, Eadie,” she heard him 
say again. “I ain’t th’ kind who lis­
tens t’ gossip an’ such an’ spreads it. 
But now that I think uv it, mebbe 
there is somethin’ t’ th’ things I’ve 
been bearin’.”

She turned quickly.
“What kind of things?”
“Oh, things ’bout Marshall. . . an’ 

’bout someb’dy else.”
Her eyes probed his face. . . he 

looked away, dug his boot toe into 
the faded carpet on the floor.

“You mean. ...”
“Th’ hull town’s buzzin’ with 

stories ’ bout th’ goin’s on at th’ 
bank,” he blurted out, then he looked 
up again defiantly. "Nob’dy c’n fig­
ger out why a feller like Marshall’s 
stayin’ around. He don’t do ’nything 
that anyb’dy c’n see. ’Less someb’dy’s 
makin’ his stayin’ on in Rainbow 
mighty enticin’, he shoulda been gone 
long ago.”

She turned away from him slowly. 
He gave her a sidelong glance and 
went out of the room. Jim was wait­
ing for him at the bottom of the 
stairs. Ed motioned to him to fol­

low, led him through the kitchen and 
out of the house.

“Wa-al?”
Ed grinned evilly.
“ ’Less I’m readin’ th’ signs wrong, 

she’s just about ready t’ slit Mister 
Marshall’s throat f’r ’im. I gave ’er 
a story that just about kicked th’ 
props out fr’m under ’er.”

“An’ she swallowed it?” 
“Th’ hull damned thing!” 
Jim grinned back at him. 
“Swell, Ed, swell!” he exulted, 

then he grew serious again. “Ed, I’ve 
been wonderin’ about somethin’.”

“Yeah. . . what?”
“Wa-al, Joe Tyler wasn’t th’ kind 

you could send off t’ plug a feller in 
th’ back. How come he agreed t’ do 
it without kickin’ up a fuss?”

“I told Joe somethin’ that made 
him willin’ t’ do anything,” Ed 
answered quietly.

Jim’s eyes widened.
“What was that?” he asked.
“I tol’ ’im that Marshall’d been 

makin’ some nasty r’marks about 
Eadie an’ that was that. Joe didn’t 
hafta hear no more. He grabbed ’is 
rifle, saddled up an’ lit out f’r Rain­
bow like a bat outta hell!”

CHAPTER VI

Rendezvous

FS^HE BLACK came dashing into 
a boulder-rimmed circle, snort- 
ed protestingly when Marshall 

pulled him to a full stop. The clatter 
of approaching hoofs swelled. . . he 
had heard them earlier and he had 
instantly voiced a low-pitched, warn­
ing whinny but instead of being 
whirled around and sent racing away 
to a protected spot until the riders’ 
identities could be determined, 
Marshall had simply patted the big 
horse’s sleek neck and kept him on 
the trail. Now he heard a hail. . . he 
turned his head and saw a cheery 
wave of a hand, saw Marshall 
acknowledge it and answer it. -

The newcomers broke into the cir­
cle and the black noticed that one of 
them was a woman and he bristled 
instantly. He disliked women. . . his 
reason was simple and obvious, a
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fear that one of them would come be­
tween his master and himself. The 
black’s fear mounted to a new height 
now. . . the woman was the prettiest 
he had ever seen. But in that same 
instant he recognized her. Her sorrel, 
a dainty-hoofed, clean-limbed mare, 
whinnied softly, musically, and the 
black eyed her interestedly.

He felt Marshall swing himself out 
of the saddle; he saw him stride 
across the intervening space, hold 
out his arms and catch the woman 
in them as she slid to the ground. The 
black bristled again but the mare 
sidled up to him and the big horse 
promptly forgot about his master and 
the woman.

The second rider was a lean, youth­
ful man with a bandaged right arm 
in a sling. . . his horse, a big, power­
ful white animal halted where direct­
ed, however he made no attempt to 
join the other horses. The black 
turned his head once again. . . he saw 
Marshall clasp the woman in his 
arms, saw her raise her head, saw 
them cling tightly to each other in 
an embrace, then saw their lips meet. 
The man with the injured arm 
grinned down at them.

“Doggone!” he chuckled. “Must be 
th’ air that does things like that t’ 
folks! Go on, go on. . . don’t pay 'ny 
’ttention t’ me! I ain’t important. I 
just come along f’r th’ ride!”

But now Marshall and the woman 
were walking over to him.

“How are you, Smith?” Marshall 
asked.

“O-h, so-so. You’re lookin’ fit so I 
reckon things are shapin’ up awright, 
enr

Marshall grinned up at him.
“Yeah, pretty good,” he answered. 
The horseman nodded.
“How much longer d’you think it’ll 

be?” he asked.
Marshall shrugged his shoulder.
“That’s hard t’ say, Smith. You 

oughta know how these things are. 
You can’t push ’em. You hafta let 
’em d’velop by th’mselves an’ hope 
t’ heck they won’t take ’ny longer’n 
they hafta.”

“But, Ned. . . ” the woman said 
looking up at Marshall.

>WE SMILED at her, put his arm 
M around her waist.
“Now, honey, don’t go gettin’ im­

patient. You know I didn’t wanna 
take this thing on. That feller made 
me do it,” he said, nodding toward 
the man astride the white horse. 
“Y’know, it seems like I’m alius get­
tin’ into messes on account o’ him 
alius gettin’ hurt just when he oughta 
be at ’is best. Doggone his hide any­
way !”

The man laughed lightly.
“Go on! If it wasn’t f’r me, you’d 

never have ’ny excitement. Foolin' 
aside, Marsh, you had ’ny trouble?”

“O-h, no more’n I expected, Th’ 
Wades aren’t th’ nicest folks in th' 
world an’ they don’t like th’ idea o’ 
havin’ me around. Reckon that’s 
b’cause they can’t savvy my play. 
‘Course they’ve made a couple o’ tries 
t’ kinda s’ggest that I hit th’ trail. . .”

“That all?”
“An’ they’ve taken a couple o’ pot 

shots at me,” Marshall continued cas­
ually, “but, shucks, all in all, they 
aren’t ’ny diff’rent than any o’ th’ 
other highbinders I’ve run up against. 
They’re all hell raisers b’cause 
everyb’dy gets scared o’ th’rn an’ 
nob’dy dares stand up to ’em. They’re 
th’ law most o’ th’ time or they 
control it, so they get away with 
pretty much everything.”

“Anything you want me t’ do?”
Marshall grinned up at him.
"Reckon th’ best thing you c’n do 

right now is take care o’ that busted 
arm o’ yourn,” he replied, “How many 
times does this make it?”

“O-h, four or five,” Smith answered 
lightly. “I ain’t sure which it is. But 
it’s th’ doggonedest thing how I alius 
manage t’ get plugged in m’ right 
arm!”

“It’s a heap safer gettin’ plugged 
there than any place else,” Marshall 
retorted. “Wouldnt do ’nybody any 
good t’ try puttin’ a bullet through 
that head o’ yourn. It’s harder’n 
rock. I oughta know. _ R’member th' 
time I walloped you an’ danged near 
busted my hand on your head?”

“Sure!” Smith said and he laughed 
again.

“Ned!” the woman said.
“Yeah?”
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“Don’t you think Smith should 
send some of his men to help you?” 
she asked.

“Nuthin’ much they could do ’cept 
mebbe stir up a heap o’ suspicions. 
No, they wouldn’t be helpful. Mebbe 
later on I’ll be able t’ use ’em an’ if 
I do need ’em, I’ll get word t’ Smith 
an’ he can order ’em here.”

“Yeah, but don’t take any chances 
an’ don’t wait ’till th’ last minute t’ 
let me know,” Smith said sharply.

^MARSHALL GRINNED at him. 
XvJst “Don’t worry. I’m awf’lly 
fond o’ life, b’lieve me, an’ I don’t 
aim t’ have ’ny polecats snuff it out 
ahead o’ time,” he retorted. “B’sides, 
th’ minute I’m finished here, we’re 
headin’ f’r California an nob’dy’s gon­
na stop us again, not even you, Smith 
Jenkins!’

“I wish we were on our way 
again!” the woman said quietly but 
emotionally.

“We will be,” Marshall replied. 
“An’ real soon, too! C’mon, honey, 
you an’ Smith’d better be makin’ 
tracks. You’ve got a long ways t’ go 
b’tween now an’ nightfall.

He took her by the arm, led her 
back to her horse. The black hovered 
close by.

“Ned,” the woman said, turning to 
Marshall. “You’ll be watchful every 
minute of the day and night, won’t 
you?”

“‘Course! But I don’t want you 
doin’ a heap o’ worryin’, under­
stand?”

She was in his arms again. . . she 
clung to him tightly. His lips 
brushed her hair.

“It’s been so long,” she whispered. 
“It seems like years!”

“I know, honey,” he answered. “It’s 
been just as tough on me, b’lieve me, 
wonderin’ what you’re doin’, what 
you’re thinkin’ about an’ all that.”

Their iips met in a minute-long 
kiss, then he released her, lifted her 
into the saddle. He handed her the 
reins, patted the sorrel’s arched neck.

“Take care o’ her,” he cautioned 
the sorrel. “Don’t forget that!”

He stepped back. . , the sorrel 
wheeled, clattered forward and

ranged herself alongside the big 
white horse. Smith Jenkins settled 
himself in his saddle, gripped the 
reins in his left hand.

“So long, Marsh!” he called. “Keep 
in touch with me an’ lemme know 
right off if you need ’nything!”

“Goodbye, darling!” the woman 
called.

The white loped away with the 
sorrel at his flanks. The black edged 
forward, rubbed his nose against 
Marshall’s shoulder. . . Marshall 
however gave no sign. He followed 
the southward racing horses. . . when 
they reined in for a moment and both 
Smith and the woman twisted around 
in their saddles and waved, he 
whipped off his hat and waved it 
vigorously in farewell. Presently, 
perhaps within a minute’s time, they 
reached the head of the southward 
trail. . . when it dipped down sharp­
ly, they disappeared from sight. Soon, 
too, the metallic echo of their horses’ 
hoofs faded out completely. Marshall 
turned slowly, heavily. . . he turned 
and eyed the waiting black, patted 
the horse’s neck.

“Reckon that’s that,” he said. 
“We’re all alone again.”

The big horse pawed the ground.
‘Yeah,” Marshall said, nodding. 

“We might’s well get goin’. Ain’t 
anything t’ keep us here any longer.”

B>E SHIFTED his holsters,
S reached for the reins and vault­

ed lightly into the saddle. The black 
stiffened suddenly and Marshall 
quickly looked up. A low-pitched 
whinny broke from the black. . . 
mechanically Marshall’s right hand 
dropped and tightened around the 
butt of a ready Colt. Now he heard 
the ring of hoofs on stone and shale 
and a horse and rider emerged into 
the clearing from behind a huge 
boulder. When the rider looked up, 
Marshall’s hand came away from his 
gun butt. . . it was Edith Wade. She 
clattered up, reined in a dozen feet 
away from him.

“Howdy,” he said briefly.
She did not acknowledge his greet­

ing. She shifted herself a bit in her 
saddle, easing herself. There was a 
cold, tight-lipped smile on her face.
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Her eyes ranged over him for a mo­
ment.

“The great lover himself,” she said 
coldly, nodding to herself. “I sup­
pose I should apologize for peeping 
while you were emoting in that so 
touching farewell scene. Actually, it 
was quite accidental. You see, I was 
riding by when you and your lady­
love fell into each other’s arms, and I 
simply couldn’t go on ’till the scene 
was over. I was simply over­
whelmed.”

He was motionless, and mute. . . 
he eyed her quietly and patiently.

“I didn’t realize you were such a 
lady’s man,” she went on tauntingly, 
“despite the stories I’ve heard about 
you. But now that I’ve seen you in 
one of your moments, I know better. 
Incidentally, that girl was very at­
tractive. And the way she clung to 
you and kissed you, wh-y, Marshall, 
I think the silly fool’s in love with 
you! But on the other hand, there’s 
no telling. . .she may have been 
playing a role just as you were!”

His eyes glinted dangerously but 
she disregarded it and went on reck­
lessly.

“She didn’t look familiar to me,” 
she continued. “Does she work in one 
of the saloons in Rainbow? N-o, I 
didn’t think she was one of the local 
belles. You’re far too clever to have 
her so close to Rainbow. Heavens. . . 
think of the complications that might 
arouse! Suppose Fran Grant were 
to compare notes with her? That 
would never do, would it?”

Her horse inched his way closer to 
the black. Marshall, watching, 
nudged the black. . .the big horse 
suddenly snorted, so frighteningly, 
that Edith’s mount, shying away in 
haste and alarm, almost unseated her. 
Marshall grinned. . .he was himself 
again.

he demanded. “You
w w finished? You oughta be, 

judging by th’ way that tongue o’ 
yourn’s bein’ goin’. Now s’ppose you 
just turn aroun’ an’ go on back where 
you come fr’m. If you don’t, I’m li’ble 
t’ get awful mad. An’ when I get mad, 
th’ on’y thing that calms me down is 
t’ give some flannel-mouthed young

kid that ain’t dry yet b’hind th’ ears, 
a doggbned good spankin’. Go on 
now. . .turn that cayuse aroun’ an* 
get outta here.”

She bristled, sat upright in the sad­
dle, tightened her grip on' the reins. 
Tiny patches of white anger danced 
into her flushed cheeks. Suddenly 
she spurred her horse. . .he protest­
ed, however he yielded finally, 
bounded forward only to have Mar­
shall swing the black around directly 
in his path.

“You’re goin’ th’ wrong way,” 
Marshall said curtly. “Turn around.”

He leaned forward out of the sad­
dle, grabbed the Wade horse’s bridle, 
wheeled him.

“There y’ are,” he said and re­
leased the bridle.

Edith’s hand flashed. . .she 
slapped Marshall across the face, a 
stinging, ringing slap. He stared at 
her wide-eyed, perhaps he was a bit 
dazed, too. Her horse bolted away 
like a frightened deer. Edith twisted 
around in her saddle.

“I hate you!” she screamed. “I hate 
you!”

He touched his reddened cheek, 
shook his head.

“Reckon I know how she feels 
about me,” he muttered. He followed 
her with his eyes. In another minute 
she was gone, flashing over the range 
at breakneck speed, racing her mount 
down a twisting trail that led east­
ward to the Bar-O. Marshall shook 
his head again.

“Doggoned hell-cat,” he muttered.
He turned slowly, settled himself 

in the saddle. The black twisted his 
head, looked up at him, waiting and 
wondering. Finally, when Marshall 
failed to nudge him, the big horse 
took things upon himself. . .he trot­
ted away. When Marshall made no 
attempt to check him, he quickened 
his pace to a brisk canter.

❖ * $

The days that followed passed 
slowly, long, tedious, uneventful 
days, and seemingly never-ending. 
Daily, Edith Wade rode into the 
range, hopefully watchful, studying 
the trails and the blue sky for signs
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of billowing dust, the wake of a 
horse’s hoofs. From mid-morning un­
til late afternoon, she rode slowly 
through the low country, then up and 
down trails, but always with the boul­
der-rimmed clearing as the center of 
her riding arc. Finally, in the late 
afternoon, when the chill winds be­
gan to sweep down, she would wheel 
her jaded mount and ride back to the 
Bar-O.

At home she went about her duties 
silently. It was natural that Jim and 
Ed should notice it. . .they did. and 
when her back was turned they 
looked at each other questioningly, 
and each gave the other the same re­
ply, a shrug of the shoulder.

^^0117^AT d’you make uv it?” 
Jim asked one day while

Edith was absent from the ranch.
“Dunno what t’ make uv it,” Ed 

replied. “I’ve been noticin’ how she 
hustles outta here right after she 
gets th’ place t’ rights, but where’n 
heck she goes to, I’m doggoned if I 
c’n even guess.”

“Mebbe we oughta ask ’er,” Jim 
suggested hopefully. He hesitated 
for a moment, then he continued. 
“Ed, reckon I might’s well tell you 
that I follered ’er th’ other day. But 
I’m damned if she did a doggoned 
thing in th’ four hours I trailed ’er 
but ride up hill an’ down, this way 
an’ that, until I was plumb worn out 
I was ridin’ one o’ th’ new horses we 
got an’ th’ blamed cayuse ain’t him­
self yet after ridin’ around I gave 
’im. What d’you say we ask ’er, huh?”

Ed shook his head.
“Nope,” he said finally, heavily. 

“We’ll just leave ’er alone, leastways 
f’r th’ time bein’ anyway. Mebbe she’s 
just ridin’ somethin’ off, somethin’ 
we don’t savvy. Y’know, Jim, Pop 
alius used t’ say ’er mother was a 
loner sometimes, too. He got used to 
it. When she wanted t’ talk, he 
talked, an’ when she acted like she 
wanted no part uv ’im, he gave ’er a 
wide berth. Y’know, women-folks 
are doggoned mysterious critters. 
Sometimes they don’t even savvy 
th’mselves so how’n hell c’n a man do 
it? Eadie’ll get over it an’ that’ll be 
that.”

“Wa-al, I sure hope so. S-ay, you 
don’t think she’s cornin’ down with 
somethin’, do you?”

“Huh? O-h, y’mean mebbe she's 
gettin somethin?”

“Could be, couldn’t it?” Jim per­
sisted.

“I don’t think so,” Ed answered. 
“She’s young an’ if I didn’t know bet­
ter, th’ on’y thing I’d say was ailin’ 
’er was that she was in love. But, 
heck, Jim, you know as well’s I do 
that that’s ridiculous. She’s just 
growin’ up an’ prob’bly don’t know 
what t' make uv it. But give ’er time 
an’ she’ll be ’erself again. Just watch 
an’ see if she ain’t,”

CHAPTER VII

Marshall Gets Down to Cases
IKE GALLO was standing 

in the open doorway of 
the Star when Marshall 

emerged from the bank and came 
sauntering up the street.

“Mornin’,” Gallo said briefly. 
Marshall nodded to him in replv. 
“How’s things?”

Marshall halted, hooked his thumbs 
in his belt.

“O-h, awright,” he answered. “Hear 
o’ anyboy else bein’ on th’ prowl f’r 
me since th’ Sheriff tried t’ pin that 
Bendix killin’ on me as a murder?”

Gallo grinned. . .his white, even 
teeth flashed brightly when his lips 
parted.

“Nope. Reckon you’ve been b’havin’ 
y’self, eh?”

“I usu'lly do.”
“ ‘Course,” he said quickly. “S-ay, 

Marshall, you plannin’ t’ stay on in 
Rainbow?”

‘Dunno. Haven’t made up my mind 
yet. Why?”

“Wa-al, you don’t look t’ me like 
th’ kind o’ feller who c’n be satisfied 
just hangin’ aroun’ an’ doin’ nuthin’ ”

“Thanks,” Marshall said dryly.
“I ain’t finished yet. Jim Lane who 

owns th’ X-BarX spread was in here 
last night an’ told me his foreman’s 
quittin’. Lane’s a pretty square 
shooter an’ th’ job’s worth c’nsidering 
if you ain’t plannin’ t’ hightail it. 
Th’ pay’s good an’ it’s alius on th’ 
line when payday comes around.
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That’s more’n I c’n say ’bout most 
bosses I’ve heard tell of.”

Marshall nodded in agreement.
“I wouldn’t mind puttin’ in a good 

word for you, Marshall, an’ it might 
mean somethin’ with Lane. We’ve 
been good friends f’r a long time. 
But b’fore I say ’nything t’ Lane, I’d 
like t’ know that if you take th’ job 
it wouldn’t be just f’r a spell, say t’ 
tide you over ’till you got s’me fold­
in’ money in your kick an’ then you 
hit th’ trail. I wouldn’t wanna do that 
t’ Lane b’cause he wants a feller per­
manent. What d’you think?”

“How soon does he hafta know?”
“O-h, in a couple o’ days.”
“Then s’ppose I think about it an’ 

let you know?”
“Swell. He’ll be in town again 

’bout th’ end o’ th’ week. You lemme 
know b’fore that.”

“I’ll do that, an’ thanks f’r thinkin’ 
o’ me f’r th’ job.”

“Forget it,” Gallo said with a dis­
missing gesture of his hand. “Wa al, 
reckon I’d better get things org’nized 
inside. Stop by again an’ lemme know 
what t’ do about that job.”

“Wait a minute,” Marshall said 
quickly. “If you got another minute 
t’ spare, I’d like t’ ask you somethin’. 
Gallo. You mind?”

“Nope,” the cafe owner answered. 
“Go ’head. What’s botherin’ you?”

“It’s about Fran Grant’s father an’ 
th’ bank.”

“Oh! Look, Marshall, s’ppose we 
go inside? It’s a heap easier t’ talk 
in there.”

“Whatever you say.”
ALLO turned and led the way 
into the cafe. .Marshall fol­

lowed at his heels. They halted pres­
ently at the bar and leaned over it.

“How ’bout a drink?” Gallo asked. 
“My own stuff, y’know.”

Marshall shook his head.
“Too early in th’ day f’r me,” he 

replied. “Gallo, I wanna know what 
you know about Grant an’ th’ bank.”

“Don’t know much, Marshall. I had 
some dough in there same’s most ev­
erybody else in town did. When th’ 
place was robbed, that was th’ end o’ 
my dough an’ of th’ others. But that’s 
all I c’n tell you.”

“Th’ Wades’ve been yelpin’ f’r all

they’re worth that it was Grant ’im- 
self who robbed th’ bank an’ that 
Fran was either in on it or knows 
where ’er pop cached th’ dough. 
What’s your opinion?”

“Haven’t got ’ny.”
“Come on, Gallo. . .don’t gimme 

that.”
The big man shrugged his shoul­

der.
“You asked me an’ I answered you 

th’ on’y way I know,” he said dogged­
ly. “What d’you want me t’ do? 
Want me t’ tell you what someb’dy 
else says or what I think about it?”

“I don’t give a damn f’r what any­
body else says. I wanna know what 
you know,” Marshall retorted.

“Awright then. You just r’member 
that I got th’ Star t’ watch over so’s 
it don’t just move out on me. That, 
Mister, is a full time job, b’lieve me, 
an’ handlin’ that don’t leave me time 
f’r mindin’ anybody else’s bus’ness. 
How’n hell would I know what Grant 
was doin’ over t’ his place or what 
he was cookin’ up? He never came in 
here. An’ th’ on’y time I ever saw him 
was when I went over t’ th’ bank t’ 
d’posit s’me dough an’ that wasn’t 
often.”

“Yeah, but. . .”
“ ‘Course I’ve heard a lotta dalk 

since th’ robbery but what uv it? Th’ 
Wades c’n holler all they wanna but 
it don’t prove ’nything, does it?”

“Gallo, d’you think it was ’n out­
side job?”

“It could’ve been. An’ it could’ve 
been any one uv mebbe a dozen 
hombres right hnre in Rainbow who 
could’ve done th’ job. But that don’t 
prove ’nything either, does it?”

“Quit stallin’. You hear a lot o’ 
them shootin’ off their mouths when 
they’re drunk, so you oughta know 
somethin’.”

ALLO eyed him for a moment.
“What’s your angle, Marshall?”

he asked presently. “What are you 
after?”

“Haven’t got ’ny angles an’ I don’t 
figger t get a damned thing out uv 
it.”

“I’m still listenin’.”
“You c’n b’lieve this or not, but all 

I’m trying t’ do is help Fran Grant 
out uv a lousy mess.”
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“You’re a stranger here, Marshall. 
Why are you buttin’ into somethin’ 
that don’t c’ncern you?”

“I’m buttin’ into it b’cause th’ hull 
thing smells bad t’ me an’ b’cause it 
all centers aroun’ a girl who can't 
fight back. Want ’ny more reasons?”

Gallo seemed to be smiling.
“Who d’you think robbed th’ bank, 

Marshall?” he asked.
“Who?” Marshall echoed loudly. 

“Th’ Wades, that’s who! They killed 
Grant, robbed th’ bank an* now 
they’re hollerin’ bloody murder just 
t’ cover th’mselves up. Th’ hull 
thing’s so doggoned crooked, it. . . 
it stinks out loud!”

“An’ s’pposin’ they did everything 
you say they did, Marshall,” Gallo 
went on quietly. “What c’n you do 
about it?”

“Dunno yet, but mebbe I c’n cook 
up somethin’.”

Gallo was silent for a moment. . . 
he eyed Marshall thoughtfully, ap­
praisingly. Presently he nodded.

“Uh-huh,” he said. “Mebbe you 
can.”

“I will!"
Gallo’s thick fingers drummed on 

the surface of the bar,
“Marshall,” he said finally. “I 

b’lieve you. I think you’re on th’ 
level.”

“You know damn’ well I am,” 
Marshall said evenly.

“An’ b’cause I think you’re on th’ 
level,” Gallo continued, “I’m gonna 
give you a lead.”

“Now you’re talkin’!”
“You understan’, uv course, that if 

anybody ever gets wind o’ this, that’ll 
be th’ end o’ me?”

Marshall stiffened.
“Nob’dy’s ever accused me o’ talk­

in’ outta turn,” he said sharply. “Or 
o’ talkin’ too much.”

“That’s what I’m bankin’ on,” Gal­
lo went on calmly. “An’ that’s why 
I’m gonna back your play. ‘Course I’ll 
hafta keep in th’ background, but 
you’ll understan’ that I’m on’y doin’ 
that t’ stay alive. We better have that 
understood right off.”

“Awright. . .that’s settled.”
Galo looked toward the door, then 

he bent closer to Marshall.
“Jim Wade,” he whispered.

“Huh? What d’you mean. . .Jim 
Wade?”

“Sh-h-h!” Gallo cautioned him. 
“You don’t hafta holler, y’know!”

MARSHALL gave him a cold 
stare.

“Awright!” he said gruffly, then 
in a lower tone of voice. “Now what 
was that about Jim Wade?”

“He’s th’ man f’r you t’ work on.”
“Y’mean he did th’ job?”
“Nope. I dunno just what he did 

’cept that he did somethin’.”
“Yeah, but. . .”
“Look, Marshall, I know what I’m 

doin’ so just take things th’ way I 
give ’em to you, then we’ll get some- 
wheres. I didn’t hafta be a witness to 
it t’ know that th’ Wades engineered 
th’ robbin’ an’ th’ killin’. I just know 
they did it an’ let it go at that.”

“Awright, Gallo. . .let’s get back 
t’ Jim Wade.”

“I said “Jim Wade’ b’cause I know 
fr’m experience that he’s th’ easier 
one o’ th’ two brothers t’ handle. Put 
th’ pressure on ’im, scare th’ pants off 
’im an’ he’ll spill his guts out. Get th’ 
idea?”

“Yeah,” Marshall said slowly, 
thoughtfully. “Sure.”

“I dunno how or when you’re 
gonna get t’ him,” Gallo continued. 
“But you’ll hafta work that out f’r 
y’self.”

“Jim Wade,” Marshall mused.
“He’s your man.”
Marshall hitched up his pants. . . 

Gallo watched him, watched him 
shift his twin holsters a bit.

“Wa-al,” Marshall said finally with 
a quiet grin. “Now I’ve got somethin’ 
to work on.”

Gallo shrugged his shoulder.
“It’s a starter,” he admitted. “But 

how far you get with what y’know 
d’pends on how smart; y’are. Just you 
r’member that th’ Wades are ornery 
an’ that they’ve got a lot o’ friends 
’round these parts. You’re a loner, 
an’ you’re gonna find that every­
body’s against you. If you get away 
with what you’re gonna hafta do. 
an’ with a hull skin, you'll be luck- 
ier’n all hell. Wa-al, so long, Mar­
shall, an’ good luck. ’Less I miss my 
guess, you’re gonna need a heap uv 
it!”
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Gallo pulled his horse to an 
abrupt stop. He had heard approach­
ing hoof beats. . .now he could see 
the hatted head and the shoulders of 
a horseman coming toward him, 
swinging through a rocky pass. He 
stood up in his stirrups and looked 
eagerly.

“Jim!” he yelled and dropped down 
into his saddle.

He dug his spurs into his horse’s 
flanks, sent him bounding forward. 
The oncoming man rode into the 
open. . .it was Jim Wade. . .looked 
up, recognized Gallo and waved in an­
swer to the cafe owner’s yell of rec­
ognition. Presently Gallo came dash­
ing up.

“H’llo, Mike,” Jim called and 
pulled up. He seemed surprised to 
see Gallo and added: “What are you 
doin’ out this way ? Didn’t know you 
ever went sight seein’ or callin’.”

Gallo halted his mount, wheeled 
him around and ranged him along­
side Wade’s.

“I come out here just t’ see you, 
Jim,” he replied. “I was hopin’ I’d 
run into you away fr’m th’ ranch.”

Wade’s eyebrows arched.
“Yeah? Why?”

^T^ALLO eased himself in the sad- 
’iJ’ die, shoved his hat back from 
his eyes. Jim did likewise, almost me­
chanically.

“Got somethin’ I wanted t’ talk t’ 
you about. Somethin’ personal,” Gallo 
said, “an’ private.”

“Oh,” Jim said and waited.
“It’s about Marshall.”
Jim’s face clouded.
“Marshall?” he repeated. “What 

about ’im, th’ skunk?”
“We’ll come t’ him in a minute, 

Jim,” Gallo said. “First there’s some­
thin’ else. You an’ me’ve been friends 
f’r a long time, ain’t we?”

“Yeah, sure.”
“Must be more’n ten years.”
“More or less, but what’s that 

gotta do with Marshall?” Jim de­
manded. “I don’t savvy th’ c’nnec- 
tion”

Gallo smiled patiently.
“You will in a minute, Jim,” he 

continued. “I just wanted t’ r’mind 
you o’ how long we’ve been friends 
b’cause what I gotta say t’ you, I

want you t’ take th’ way one friend’d 
take fr’m another. That awright?”

“Reckon so. .leastways, it is so far.”
“Then let’s go on. Jim, you’ve 

alius had t’ play second fiddle t’ Ed. 
That’s right, ain’t it?”

Jim Wade frowned. He eyed Gallo 
sharply now.

“Go on,” he said curtly.
“Not that I don’t think a heap o’ 

Ed,” Gallo went on reassuringly. “I 
do, b’Heve me, b’cause they don’t 
come ’ny better’n Ed. It’s just that 
I like both o’ you an’ somethin’ come 
up an’ I think you oughta be th’ man 
t’ do it an’ grab off some o’ th’ thun­
der. f’r y’self f’r a change.”

“I’m still listenin’,” Jim said.
“Jim, th’ feller who gets Mar­

shall’ll be just about th’ biggest thing 
in this country. ’Course if that 
p’rticular feller should be either you 
or Ed that’ll be natural. If it hap­
pens t’ be someb’dy else, he’ll be 
bigger’n you an’ Ed by a mile. That 
right?”

“Y-eah,” Jim admitted. “I s’ppose 
so.”

Gallo smiled, then he braced him­
self.

“Jim, you could be that feller 
easy,” he said quietly. “You’re 
better’n most with a six-gun, heaps 
better’n Ed. if it ever came to a test. 
You just ain’t never had t’ step out 
on your own an’ show folks just what 
you could do if you had to.”

Wade looked at him and grinned.
“Hey, Mike, .are you tryin’ t’ kid 

me?” he demanded.
“Nope,” Gallo answered. “I’ve been 

hearin’ a lot o’ other folks sayin’ dog- 
goned nice things about you, Jim, an’ 
it kinda got me t’ thinkin’. An’ th’ 
more I thought about th’ idea, th’ 
more I b’come c’vinced that you’re 
just th’ feller t’ take Marshall an’ get 
Rainbow back t’ normal.”

MIM DID not answer, .he looked 
away, quietly, tight-lipped, 

thoughtfully.
“Marshall ain’t half as good as 

folks l-ike t’ make him out,” Gallo 
went on shortly. “An’ Jim, in this 
case, it wouldn’t have t’ be ’n even 
draw. Savvy?”
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Jim turned to him again quickly.
“Y’mean. . . .”
“You could get th’ drop on ’im an’ 

then pour it into ’im.”
“Yeah, I s’ppose so.”
“He comes into th’ Star regular,” 

Gallo continued. “Now if you were 
t’ drop in, s-ay, in th’ evenin’, pay no 
attention to ’im, kinda make your 
way up t’ th’ bar so’s he wouldn’t get 
suspicious, jerk out your gun an’ give 
it to ’im, that’d be that, an’ you’d be 
top man. What do you say, Jim?”

“Ed know anything o’ this?”
“Nope,” Gallo answered. “I ain’t 

seen Ed f’r some time now. What’s 
more, I don’t want to ’till this thing’s 
over. Jim, just picture it f’r y’self. . 
walkin’ into th’ ranchhouse an’ sayin’ 
t* Ed, “Wa-al, that’s that. I just got 
Marshall’. C’n you picture Ed, bear­
in’that? Heck....!”

There was a cold, hard smile on 
Jim’s face. Unconsciously his hand 
dropped and tightened around the 
butt of his gun, tightened around it 
so viciously that it seemed crushed in 
his huge hand.

“Yeah, Mike,” he said presently, 
almost breathlessly. “I think Mister 
Marshall’s about t’ get what’s due 
’im. An’ I’m gonna be th’ feller t’ 
give it to ’im!”

Gallo laughed softly, .he clapped 
Jim on his broad back.

“Good f’r you!” he said heartily, 
“Let’s shake on it!”

They gripped hands for a moment. 
Then Gallo straightened up in his 
saddle.

“T’morrow night’d be a good time, 
Jim,” he said. “I’ll see to it that 
Marshall’s there. An’ Jim. . , .”

“Yeah?”
“I’d make sure if I was you that Ed 

didn’t know anything ’bout this so’s 
he couldn’t bust in ahead o’ you an’ 
spoil things. Y’know, Ed’s alius 
kinda jealous o’ anyb’dy gettin’ ahead 
o’ him, an’ you know what he’d do t’ 
be th’ one t’ kill Marshall. He’d give 
everything he’s got f’r th’ honor o’ 
bein’ known as th’ feller who killed 
Marshall.”

“I know,” Jim said quickly, re­
sponsively. “I knoyv, on’y this time

Ed’s gonna have t’ take my smoke. 
This is gonna be my party, all mine!” 

“An’ I’ll have somethin’ on hand 
t’ help make that party th’ doggoned- 
est, biggest party Rainbow’s ever 
had! Be seein’ you, Jim!”

CHAPTER VIII

Storm Clouds

ST WAS late afternoon. Edith 
had returned from her daily 
’ride’, and now, her horse un­

saddled and turned loose in the cor­
ral, she was standing at the fence be­
hind the barn, staring moodily into 
space. She looked skyward listless­
ly. . ■ soon it would be evening. 
Lengthening shadows had already 
made their appearance; she could see 
them draping their veils over the 
range, over the house beyond the cor­
ral.

She was tired and the thought of 
preparing supper sickened her. But 
she forced herself to turn around, 
started slowly toward the house. She 
passed the barn. . . she stopped when 
she heard a voice within. Curiosity 
forced her to walk to the open door­
way, to peer inside. For a moment 
she could distinguish nothing in the 
barn’s shadowy dimness. . . the voice 
gritted again presently, and it guided 
her eyes to the last stall at the far 
end of the barn. It was Jim’s voice. . 
and now she could see him, a huge, 
hulking figure of a man. He was 
just outside the stall, facing it, 
crouching strangely like a great 
shaggy lion about to spring. He 
moved suddenly, cat-like despite his 
bulk, and she saw a leveled gun flash 
into his right hand. Her eyes 
widened.

“Yeah, Marshall,” she heard Jim 
say curtly. “It’s me, Jim Wade. You 
musta figgered it’d be you an’ me 
some day. Reckon this is th’ day, 
awright, an’ it means th’ end o’ the 
trail f’r you. ’Course, if you wanna, 
go right ahead an’ reach f’r them 
Colts o’ yourn. I’m gonna kill you 
anyway, but it’ll look a heap better 
f’r me if you make some kind o’ play, 
y’know.”
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Edith was over the threshold now.
Jim laughed softly.
‘“Smatter?” he taunted. “Fraid t’ 

move, eh? Wa-al, mebbe it’s just as 
well. You other fellers. . . g’wan, get 
outta there an’ over t’ th’ other side 
o’ th’ room. I’m gonna start blastin’ 
in a minute an’ I don’t wanna splatter 
this skunk’s guts all over you.”

He laughed again. . . he stopped 
abruptly, whirled around when he 
heard Edith’s quick step on the 
creaking floor boards.

“O-h,” he said quickly, sheepishly. 
“Didn’t hear you come in, Eadie.”

She swept past him now, peered 
into the stall, .she turned and looked 
at him.

“Oh, Jim!” she said, almost re­
proachfully.

BE FLUSHED beneath _her 
steady eyes. She leaned back 

against the wall. . . he looked away, 
bolstered his gun awkwardly, hitched 
up his pants, then he jerked his head 
up and faced her again defiantly, 
doggedly.

“Go ahead an’ laugh if you wanna,” 
he said gruffly. “It’s awright. I 
won’t get mad. But mebbe t’morrow 
it’ll be diff’rent. Mebbe then I’ll do 
all th’ laughin’ ’round here.”

‘What. . . what do you mean?”
“Nuthin’,” he said quickly, then a 

shrewd gleam brightened his eyes. 
He laughed softly. “Nuthin’ a-tall.” 

She eyed him for another moment, 
then she stepped past him, marched 
to the door, .she reached the doorway 
and stopped. Jim, at her heels, 
crowded her.

“Ed,” she said simply.
He peered over her shoulder. . . he 

saw his brother trudging up the path 
toward the house. For a moment Jim 
watched him, tight-lipped and silent, 
then Ed reached the house and went 
in.

“Eadie,” he said.
“Yes?” she asked over her shoul­

der.
“You go on up t’ th’ house, too. 

It’s most supper-time anyway. If Ed 
asks f’r me, you just say you ain’t 
seen me. Say it like you mean it, 
understand?”

She turned to him.
“But aren’t you coming in for....?” 
He shook his head.
“No,” he answered. “I’ll skip sup­

per f’r t’night. If I’m hungry, I c’n 
eat later on. Right now I gotta get 
goin’. Got somethin’ to ’tend to.”

“You’re going to Rainbow?”
“Yeah,” he said grimly. “I’m gonna 

take care o’ Mister Marshall t’night. 
But I don’t want a peep outta you 
about it, y’hear, t’ Ed or anybody 
else.”

She stared at him. .he mistook the 
expression in her widened eyes and 
on her face for worry about him.

“It’s awright,” he said quickly, re­
assuringly. “Nuthin’s gonna happen 
t’ me. Everything’s arranged. Just 
r’member what I told you an’ I’ll see 
you later.”

He patted her shoulder clumsily, 
then he pushed past her out of the 
barn, tramped away toward the cor­
ral. His horse, already saddled, was 
tied up just inside the corral gate. 
Edith saw him climb into the saddle, 
wheel and ride out.of the corral. He 
spurred his horse, rode westward at 
a gallop. Presently he was out of 
sight.

A sob burst from Edith. She 
plunged out of the barn, raced blind­
ly toward the corral. She flung open 
the gate, .there were a dozen horses 
idling close by and they looked up, 
shied and backed away. Her own 
horse turned his head and looked at 
her. . . he alone did not move. Her 
saddle lay against a nearby post and 
she snatched it up, swung it over her 
horse’s back. A minute later, astride 
her mount, she came whirling out of 
the corral, spurred him and sent him 
racing away after Jim. Two men 
came out of the bunkhouse. . they 
stopped, looked up, followed her 
swift flight with puzzled eyes.

^*SWM’” ONE man muttered.
“Looks like she’s in one 

helluva sweat t’ get somewhere’s, 
don’t it?”

“Uh-huh,” his companion an­
swered.

“An’ she’s ruinin’ some mighty 
good horseflesh gettin’ there,” the
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first man continued. “Y’know, Buck, 
I’ve been watchin’ that young un th’ 
last couple o’ days an’ if anybody was 
t’ ask me, she’s. . .

“Who’s askin’ you?” the second 
man said gruffly.

“Nobody, but. . .
“Then why don’t you f'rget it?”
“F’r Pete’s sake, .what is this? Th’ 

first time I open m’ mouth, I get 
stepped on.”

“That’s a heap easier on you than 
havin’ somethin’ else happen to you. 
Long’s you work f’r th’ Wades, don’t 
go shootin’ off your mouth ’bout any 
o’ th’m.’’

“But I wasn’t doin’ no such thing!” 
“Mebbe not, Danny, but I wasn’t 

takin’ any chances. You don’t know 
th’ Wades like I do. Fr’m now on, 
take my advice, partner, .don’t go 
passin’ no opinions ’bout anything 
'round here. You just r’member that 
an’ you’ll live longer an’ happier. 
Savvy? Awright then, .come on.”

$ * *

Edith rode swiftly onward. Mile 
after mile fell away behind her, then 
suddenly she swerved her horse and 
sent him racing away in a southerly 
direction. After a mile she swung 
westward again. She twisted around 
in the saddle and looked back. Her 
heart beat faster, happily, for there 
was no sign of Jim. Her southward, 
circling ride, had brought her safely 
past him and now if she could main­
tain her pace, she would reach Rain­
bow ahead of him. It was dusk now 
and the thought of the approaching, 
deepening darkness frightened her. 
She leaned forward, patted her 
horses neck. . . he seemed to under­
stand, seemed too to quicken his pace 
in answer to her touch.

$ # *

She felt stronger now and she 
raised her head, .in the distance, a 
little below them, she could see a 
glow of dimmed yellowish lights. It 
was Rainbow. In a few minutes they 
were going down a gentle, grassy 
slope; minutes later they were racing 
up the street toward the bank.

There were men on both sides of

the street, lounging, idling, talking 
men; there were men standing in 
lighted doorways, .they looked up 
when she dashed past them, turned 
and watched her interestedly, saw 
her slip to the ground and scamper 
across the sidewalk to the bank’s 
door. They saw her fling it open 
and burst in. They looked at one 
another, .there was no comment, no 
voiced comment, no reaction save a 
simple shrugging of shoulders, and 
in some few instances, an equally ex­
pressive arching of eyebrows.

DITH!” Fran said in surprise 
from the connecting doorway

between the bank proper and the liv­
ing quarters beyond it. “This is a 
surprise!”

Edith whirled, stared at her.
“Where is he?” she demanded 

breathlessly.
“He?” Fran repeated.
“Marshall!” Edith said impatiently. 
“Oh!”
“Fran, I must see him at once I It’s 

important. . . terribly important!”
“Really 1”
Their eyes met and clashed. There 

was excitement, emotion, even rising 
anger in Edith’s eyes; Fran’s were 
steadier, calmer, .and restrained.

“I’m sorry,” Fran said finally. “But 
he isn't here at the moment. How­
ever, I’ll be glad to give him a mes­
sage if you care to leave one.”

There was a brief, second-long 
silence.

“Do you know where he is?” Edith 
pressed eagerly. “Or where he’s 
gone?"

Fran smiled coldly.
“No,” she replied. “I don’t. Ac­

tually, I don't consider his going and 
coming any of my business. He isn’t 
married to me, you know. He’s 
merely an employee of the bank.”

Edith's lip curled scornfully. At 
the words “employee of the bank,” she 
turned her head and looked about 
her. The vast emptiness of the “bank" 
and its complete lack of everything 
save a single, low counter, brought 
a fleeting smile to her face. Fran dis­
regarded it completely. She waited
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patiently, unhurried and unruffled 
until Edith faced her again.

“And now,’’ she continued, “I hope 
you will excuse me. Of course, I shall - 
tell Marshall that you were here. 
Doubtless, he’ll be sorry he missed 
you.”

Edith turned slowly. Fran smiled 
again, watched the-younger girl for 
another moment.

“Perhaps you’d like to wait for 
him?” she asked. “Of course, I must 
warn you that it may be a matter of 
hours, perhaps even days, however. . .”

Edith looked at her over her shoul­
der.

“Jim,” she said quietly and simply, 
“is on his way here to kill him.”

There was no reply from Fran, no 
visible reaction, no outward move­
ment. Suddenly she smiled again. . . 
then she laughed softly.

“Really?” she said and laughed 
again. “That’s the most amusing thing 
I’ve ever heard. Here you are, a 
Wade, someone who tried to kill him 
once, expecting me to believe such a 
childish story. Do you think I’m as 
naive as all that, to believe such a 
story from you and about your own 
brother? Really, Edith. . . that’s ask­
ing too much of me! Frankly, I'm 
glad, for your sake, of course, that 
Marshall isn’t here. I know what his 
reaction would be and I’m glad you’re 
saved the embarrassment of hearing 
it. Must you be going?”

DITH, HER face flushed with 
anger, wheeled and marched to

the door. But in the doorway she 
halted again for a final word.

“You may tell him,” she began 
icily.

“Yes, my dear?” Fran called taunt­
ingly. “I may tell him what?”

Edith’s jaws snapped shut. She 
stormed out, returned almost, im­
mediately and pulled the door shut. 
She dashed across the sidewalk and 
swung up into the saddle, wheeled 
her mount, spurred him and sent him 
racing up the street. Men turned and 
looked at her. . . she saw none of 
them. It was only when she thun­
dered past the Star that she pulled 
up abruptly. . . Jim’s horse was tied 
up at the rail. For a moment she

stared at the horse. . . presently she 
settled back in the saddle and dashed 
out of town.

In the bank Fran Grant was stand 
ing stiffly, motionlessly, still facing 
the closed door. She whirled sudden- 
iy-

“Tom!” she screamed. “Tom!”
The old man appeared in the con­

necting doorway.
“Yeah, Fran?”
She ran to him, grasped his arms.
“Tom,” she gasped. “You must find 

Marshall. You must, you understand? 
Jim Wade is on his way here to kill 
him!”

CHAPTER IX

Plot and Counterplot

IM WADE, his face flushed, 
leaned over the bar. . . he 
caught up the bottle in front of

him and poured himself another 
drink. Mike Gallo was standing at 
the far end of the bar, his eyes fixed 
on the open doorway. The bartender 
nudged him and Mike looked at him 
questioningly. ... he followed the 
bartender’s eyes toward the bottle in 
front of Jim.

“Give ’im another one?” the bar­
tender’s lips framed the words with­
out actually voicing them.

Gallo nodded. . . the bartender 
whisked a bottle off the shelf be­
hind him, uncorked it and placed it 
on the bar. Jim drained his glass.

“That f’r me?” he asked, eyeing 
the second bottle interestedly.

“Yep,” the bartender ’■eplied. He 
removed the empty bottle, filled Jim’s 
glass with whiskey from the second 
bottle. “There y’are, partner. Drink 
’er down!”

Jim grinned broadly. His beady 
eyes seemed to gleam all the brighter 
in his liquor-flushed face.

“Leave that t’ me!” he said. He 
lifted the glass. “Here’s mud in your 
eye!”

He swallowed the drink, put down 
the glass. . . Mike Gallo sidled up 
to him, nudged him.

“Jim!”
“Yeah?”
“He’s back,” Gallo whispered.
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“Huh? O-h, y’mean Marshall?”
“Yep. He just rode past. He’s 

prob’bly reached th’ bank by now.”
“Uh-huh.”
“Wa-al?” Gallo pressed him.
“What d’you figger I oughta do? 

Go after ’im?”
“What d’you figger you oughta 

do?”
Jim straightened up, hitched up his 

belt, shifted his holster a bit.
“Wa-al, reckon this is it,” he said 

grimly.
Gallo clapped him on the back.
“An’ you’ll do it, too!” he said. 

“My dough’s on you, Jim. I ain’t 
never picked th’ wrong man yet an’ 
I don’t aim t’ spoil that record now. 
Go ahead an’ get it over with!’’

Jim nodded. He turned slowly, 
started toward the door. . . midway 
he quickened his pace and strode out. 
Gallo smiled fleetingly. The bar­
tender reached for the bottle. . . he 
checked himself, looked at Gallo.

“Want a drink, Boss?” he asked.
Gallo turned his head.
“Huh? A drink?” he repeated. 

“Yeah, Charley, I’ll have a drink. I 
think I got one cornin’ to me!”

The bartender ey«l him curious­
ly. . . wisely he refrained from say­
ing anything; he produced a clean 
glass, filled it and shoved it across 
the bar.

“There y’are, Boss,” he said.
Gallo nodded, lifted the glass to 

his lips.
“Here’s how!”
“How!” Charley said.
Gallo swallowed the drink, reached 

for the bottle and refilled his glass.
$ $ *

ARSHALL dismounted, led 
the black down the alley that

ran alongside the bank, then around 
the building to the lean-to behind it. 
Tom Lewis appeared in the doorway 
of the lean-to.

“I’ve been lookin’ all over f’r you,” 
he said directly. “You see anything 
o’ Jim Wade?”

“Nope.”
“Seen anything o’ Eadie Wade?” 
Marshall shook his head.
“Jim’s in town,” Tom continued

“Better watch y’self. He’s here t’ 
get you.”

“Ed with ’im?”
“Nope. Jim’s playin’ this string 

out all by ’imself.”
“An’ Eadie?”
“She come into town ahead o’ Jim. 

She come straight t’ th’ bank t’ warn 
you ’bout Jim.”

The expression on Marshall’s face 
reflected his surprise.

“Eadie did?”
Old Tom grinned.
“Uh-hUh. She an’ Fran opened up 

on each an’ f’r a minute I kinda ex­
pected I’d hafta dig me a hole some- 
where’s t’ crawl into t’ keep fr’m bein’ 
scalped. I was inside but I didn’t let 
on I could hear th’m. S-ay, Marshall, 
mebbe you don’t know it but if you 
do, mebbe you don’t care a hoot, but 
both o’ them girls are in love with 
you.”

“Now it’s two o’ th’m, eh?”
“Uh-huh. I tol’ you b’fore, I c’n 

read th’ signs. This time I didn’t 
hafta read ’nything. I heard ’em an' 
right out loud, too, an’ there was no 
mistakin’ ’em. Fran’s jealous as a cat 
an’ she sure showed it. ’Course I was 
kinda s’rprised t’ hear Eadie talk up. 
I had her pegged as bein’ just a mite 
too young f’r that sort o’ thing, but 
now that I think uv it, hell, no fe­
male’s too young or too old f’r 
romancin’!”

Tom patted the black’s neck.
“What’n hell d’you do t’ women t’ 

make ’em act up like that, huh?” he 
demanded. “I’m doggoned if I c’n 
figger it out. Fr’m what I’ve seen an’ 
heard, you don’t seem t’ lead ’em on 
or encourage ’em any, but I’m 
damned if they still don’t fall all 
over th’mselves declarin’ th’mselves 
in on you. I’m plumb stumped!”

ARSHALL laughed lightly. He 
unsaddled the black.

“Y’know,” Tom continued. ‘When 
I was a young feller, I used t’ think 
I was a top hand with th’ women. 
But, heck, you got me beat a dozen 
diff’rent ways fr’m th’ ace when it 
comes t’ breakin’ hearts. Th’ on’y way 
I c’n figger it out is that it’s that 
shyin’ away fr’m women th’ way you 
do that gets ’em. It must be!”
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Marshall stepped to the doorway of 
the lean-to. . . he dropped the saddle 
just inside the door.

“I used t’ think women liked big, 
rough, he-men,” Tom went on. 
“Sweep ’em off their feet’, was th’ 
way I went after ’em. But now I c’n 
see that that was all wrong. Your 
way’s a heap better, Wa-al, you live 
an’ you learn, eh, Marshall?”

“Where's Jim Wade now?” the 
latter asked.

“Huh? Jim? O-h, he’s down t’ th 
Star sloppin’ up that rat poison Mike 
Gallo sells f’r whiskey. I poked m’ 
head in there when I come past a 
little while ago, an’ fr’m what I could 
see uv ’im, Jim was doin’ awright f’r 
’imself.”

Marshall had listened atentively. . 
now he nodded.

“If that’s th’ way it is,” he re­
marked, “then th’ chances are he 
won’t be lookin’ f’r anything but a 
place t’ sleep it off.”

“Dunno about that,” Tom said 
quickly, warningly. “What’s more, I 
wouldn’t even count on it neither. 
There’s no tellin’ with them Wades. 
Th’ on’y thing you c’n figger on 
far’s they’re c’ncerned is that they’re 
mean an’ ornery an’ that if you give 
th’m a break, you’re a sucker.”
. .“I don’t aim t’ give th’m anything,” 
Marshall said determinedly. “Least­
ways, no more’n I have to. I know 
their kind. You either kill them or 
you get killed. It’s that simple.”

Tom nodded in agreement.
“That’s right. So if Jim shows up 

here an’ he makes just one move, give 
it to ’im good an’ proper. Th’ sooner 
th’ Wades get killed off, th’ sooner 
Rainbow c’n settle down t’ livin’.”

There was a sudden shout from the 
direction of the street, .they looked 
at each other.

“What d’you s’ppose that is?” Mar­
shall asked.

Old Tom snorted.
“You oughta know th’ answer t’ 

that one,” he retorted.
Marshall nodded.
“Jim Wade,” he said quietly. He 

hitched up his gun belt, shifted the 
twin holsters a bit forward as Lewis 
watched. “Look, Tom, you hustle

into th’ house through th’ back door. 
Keep Fran away fr’m th’ windows, 
understand? An’ that goes f’r you, 
too. If Wade’s drunk, he’s li’ble t’ 
start blastin’ away soon’s he gets 
close enough an’ in his c’ndition th’ 
windows’ll be what he’ll hit.

“But you watch y’self, y’hear?” 
Marshall smiled fleetingly.
“Don’t worry about me,” he an­

swered. “I c’n take care o’ myself 
awright, an’ uv all th’ Jim Wades 
you’ll ever see. Go ’head.”

TOM TRUDGED away. When 
he reached the back door and 
jerked it open, Marshall started up 

through the alley.
“Marshall!” he heard a thick, gruff 

voice yell. “Come outta there, you 
yeller-livered skunk! Come outta 
there an’ get what’s cornin’ to you!”

He was a dozen feet from the en­
trance to the alley when Jim Wade
staggered by. Six or eight townsmen 
followed at a short distance behind 
him.

“Marshall!” he heard Jim roar 
again. “Come outta there, damn you, 
or I’m cornin’ in after you!”

He reached the end of the alley. . 
the townsmen had halted behind Jim; 
one of them spied Marshall. He 
nudged the man nearest him. .both 
paled, wheeled and backed away 
hastily. The others looked up won- 
deringly. .they too saw Marshall 
standing in the alley entrance, his 
thumbs hooked in his gun belt. There 
was a sudden and general confusion. . 
in another minute Jim Wade stood 
alone. His companions halted their 
flight presently, .they separated, 
darted into nearby doorways and 
peered out.

“Marshall!” Jim roared at the very 
top of his liquor-thickened voice.

“Wa-al?” Marshall demanded curt- 
ly-

Jim stiffened, .he turned his head 
slowly, stared hard at the rigid black 
clad man. He blinked once or twice. . 
he took a single step forward, 
stopped, braced himself on wide­
spread legs, squared his shoulders.

“Marshall,” he began again. “I’m 
gonna kill you!”
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“You better go sleep off that drunk 
b’fore you try it!” Marshall retorted. 
“You'might have a chance then!”

Jim stumbled forward. He tripped 
mounting the curb, kept his feet 
somehow, miraculously, and stumbled 
on. Marshall did not move.

“Marshall!” a voice yelled. “Watch 
that polecat! He’s on’y puttin’ on 
that he’s so drunk!”

It was Tom Lewis’ voice and Mar­
shall recognized it at once. Then a 
huge, plunging form leaped over the 
sidewalk. Marshall side-stepped, 
struck swiftly, a pile-driving, mur­
derous blow that exploded in Jim 
Wade’s face. It was a bone-crushing 
punch, a paralyzing blow that halted 
his onrush and left him dazed and 
tottering. Marshall leaped in again, 
struck him again.

Jim turned away slowly, a battered, 
bleeding hulk of a man. He stumbled 
awkwardly, blindly. . .he swayed 
drunkenly and fell sideways and 
rolled over. He was near the curb 
now. . .he dragged himself up to his 
knees, using his big hands and thick 
arms to prop himself up. He raised 
his head, .his right eye was closed; in 
fact, the entire right side of his face 
appeared battered and crushed. There 
was surprisingly little blood on his 
face, actually, little more than a 
trickle on his lips.

Slowly he focused his left eye on 
the tall, lean man who stood so mo­
tionlessly now, watching him. .sud­
denly Jim’s right arm jerked back­
ward. His gun cleared its holster. . 
he snapped it upward in a lightning 
motion, levelled it when a Colt thun­
dered deafeningly, drowning out all 
other sounds. Jim’s gun flamed, its 
report so puny by comparison, .the 
bullet ploughed harmlessly into the 
wooden sidewalk at a point about a 
yard beyond where Marshall was 
crouched amid a swirl of gently ris­
ing gunsmoke.

Jim’s fingers opened and the gun 
slid out of his hand, .it dropped on 
the sidewalk within inches of his 
left hand. He tottered brokenly and 
his head came down. He lurched for­
ward, struck on his face, rolled partly

over on his back and lay still. The 
echo of gunfire seemed to linger in 
the air, spanning the length of the 
hushed street from one end to the 
other.

THERE was a sudden rush of 
booted feet, and two men came 
dashing up the street. One of them 

jerked out his gun and snapped a 
shot that went wild. .Marshall fired 
but once in reply. The second man 
stopped immediately, turned around 
in almost the same movement and 
fled. The man who had fired halted 
too. .his hat had been whisked off his 
head. He stared at it as it spun over 
the curb, .when it toppled over limply 
in the gutter, he leaped after it, 
caught it up and scampered back onto 
the sidewalk, whirled and plunged 
headlong into a nearby alley. Now 
other men emerged from their places 
of safety, .some of them started to­
ward the outsprawled Jim Wade on 
the run. The bank door was sud­
denly flung open and Tom Lewis, 
rifle-armed, rushed out.

“Stay where y’are!” he yelled and 
levelled his rifle threateningly.

The oncoming men skidded to a 
hesitant stop. Marshall glanced at 
them, then he bolstered his gun. .he 
bent over Jim for a moment, and 
straightened up again.

“Tom!” he called.
Lewis came to his side at once, 

looked at him questioningly.
“Put your rifle inside,” Marshall 

instructed him in a low tone. “Then 
come back here. Want you t’ help 
me get him into th’ bank.”

“Huh?” Tom’s eyes were wide. 
“What’s th’ idea?”

“Do’s I say,” Marshall said curtly. 
“We’ll talk about it afterwards.” 
“Awright, on’y I think you’re 

plumb loco,” Tom flung over his 
shoulder as he strode away, .he re­
turned in another moment without 
his rifle. “Need a dozen men t’ carry 
that over-stuffed buff’lo.”

“Never mind th’ gab,” Marshall 
snapped. “Take his feet.”

Tom scowled darkly, however he 
obeyed, .he ‘took’ Jim’s feet, then 
with Marshall doing the actual carry-
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ing, they managed to get Jim into 
the bank. Fran, wide-eyed and white­
faced, met them, came forward at 
once to hold the door for them.

“Close it,” Marshall panted. “An’ 
lock it.”

Fran obeyed without a word of 
protest.

“Inside,” Marshall breathed to 
Tom. “Put ’im on my bed.”

Tom mumbled something under his 
breath, however his protests were 
confined to idle mutterings rather 
than to physical stoppages, and pres­
ently Jim Wade was laid out on Mar­
shall’s bed.

$ $ *

MIKE GALLO had witnessed 
the entire affair from his own 

doorway. When he saw Jim Wade 
drop his gun and pitch forward on 
his face, he was completely satisfied. 
He smiled, turned on his heel and 
went directly to the back room, .he 
emerged a minute later with his hat 
on his head and his coat slung over 
his arm. The bartender looked up 
questioningly.

“Keep ’n eye on things, Charley,” 
Gallo instructed him.

“Sure, Boss.”
“ ‘Case I ain’t back at midnight,” 

Gallo continued, “Close up.”
“Yeah, but what about th’ dough 

in th’ till?”
“I got it,” Gallo answered.
“What about th’ rest o’ th’ dough 

I’m gonna take in b’tween now an’ 
closin’ time?”

Gallo smiled coldly.
“T’day’s payday, ain’t it? Take 

that dough f’r your week’s pay,” Jie 
said and strode out.

Minutes later he led his horse out 
from behind the cafe. He mounted, 
settled himself in the saddle, gripped 
the reins and loped away.

CHAPTER X
Gallo Rides Again

ST WAS a clear, bright, starlit 
and moonlit night, with a brisk, 
freshening coolness in the air. 

Gallo’s mount dashed along spirited­

ly, his hoof beats echoing over the 
shale upgrade that led to the Bar-O. 
Topping the grade Gallo could see 
yellowish lights on the lower floor 
of the ranchhouse, evidence that the 
Wades were still awake. He clat­
tered past the bunkhouse, a low, 
squat, almost shapeless structure, dis­
torted because it was in darkness, 
swung around the corral milling 
about, .now too he saw half a dozen 
figures perched on the top rail of 
the corral.

“Sure stay up late out here,” he 
muttered to himself. He slackened 
his horse’s pace when they came 
abreast of the late sitters. “Hi, there! 
Ed up at th’ house?”

“Yep!” a voice answered. “An’ 
who wants t’ know?”

“Me!” Mike called over his shoul­
der as he spurred away. Presently 
he whirled up to the front porch, 
reined in, dismounted and started up 
the steps when the door opened and 
a burly, shirt-sleeved figure appeared 
in the doorway.

“Evenin’, Ed,” Gallo called.
“Huh?” Ed answered. Mike 

stopped on the top step, pushed his 
hat back from his eyes. Ed laughed. 
“O-h, h’llo, Mike! Thought you 
were Jim at first, then I knew it 
couldn’t be. He was never that p’lite 
in his hull life. Don’t b’lieve I ever 
heard him say ‘good evenin’ ’ t’ any­
body! Hey, what are you doin’ out 
this way, huh?”

“Wanted t’ see you.”
“Uh-huh. I’m just tryin’ t’ r’call 

when you were out here last. Must 
be years now, Mike. Prob’bly when 
th’ old man died, .right?”

“Yeah, reckon that’s right, Ed.” 
Ed pushed the door open.
“Go ’head, Mike. Into th’ kitchen. 

We c’n talk in there,” he said.
They trooped into the house, 

reached the kitchen. .Ed closed the 
door behind him, nodded toward a 
chair at the table.

“Sit down.”
Mike swung a chair away from the 

table, seated himself and looked up. 
Ed sat down on the opposite side of 
the table.
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“Have a drink?” he asked. “It 
oughta be good. I got it fr’m you, 
y’know.”

“Not right now.”
Ed sat back in his chair.
“Whatever you say,” he said.

“How’s tricks in Rainbow?”
“Could be better, heaps better.”
“That Marshall feller still around?”
Gallo nodded mutely.

^$S^RE w's^ someb’dy would do 
me a big favor an’ put a bul­

let in him where it’d do him th’ most 
harm an’ me th’ most good,” Ed said 
with a grin. He eyed Mike sharply. 
“What th’ hell’s th’ matter with you. . 
huh?”

“Ed,” Mike said heavily. “I gotta 
tell you somethin’ an’ I wish t’ God I 
didn’t hafta.”

“What is it?”
“Wa-al, it’s funny you wishin’ just 

a minute ago that someb’dy’d take a 
shot at Marshall, b’cause someb’dy 
did.”

Wade laughed lightly.
“On th’ level? Who was it?” he 

demanded interestedly.
Gallo drew a deep breath.
“Jim,” he said quietly and waited.
“Jim?” Ed repeated. “Th’ hell he 

did! Why, that danged, locoed fool! 
He couldn’t hit th’ broad side uv a 
barn with a gun ’less he stood right 
on top uv it!”

“Wa-al, he tried t’ do a job on 
Marshall, so you gotta give ’im cred­
it f’r that.”

“Yeah, I s’ppose so. But doggone 
it, Mike, I’d expect you t’ stick up 
f’r Jim, f’r anybody f’r that matter. 
You’re th’ doggonedest feller! You 
alius see good in everybody, don’t 
you?”

Gallo averted his eyes.
“Was that what you come all th’ 

way out here t’ tell me?” Ed asked. 
“O-h, I get it. You wanted t’ tell me 
about it y’self so’s I’d be calmed 
down by th’ time Jim got home. Dog­
gone you, Mike! You’re awright an’ 
I wish t’ hell there were more like 
you!”

“There’s more t’ th’ story, Ed.”
“Then spill it, man! I c’n take it.”
“I better b’gin fr’m th’ b’ginning,”

Gallo said and Ed nodded. “Jim come 
into th’ Star ’round evenin’. He had 
a couple o’ drinks an’ pretty soon his 
tongue got loosened up an’ he nearly 
floored me by spoutin’ out loud that 
he was out t’ kill Marshall. ’Course I 
tried t’ talk ’im outta th’ idea, but you 
know how liquor c’n give a feller 
funny ideas.”

“Go on, Mike.”
“Wa-al, there wasn’t any talkin’ 

him outta what he’d cooked up,” 
Gallo continued, “so I got ’n idea my- 

• self. I figgered that if he got good 
an’ cockeyed, he’d f’rget th’ hull 
thing. I give th’ bartender th’ eye an’ 
when Jim finished one bottle, an­
other one was set up for ’im. I even 
went upstairs an’ fixed up a place 
f’r him t’ sleep. I figgered he’d sleep 
off ’is drunk an’ then by mornin’ 
when he woke up, th’ idea’d be 
gone.”

D NODDED approvingly.
“Uh-huh. What happened?”

“Th’ place kinda busied up an’ I 
turned away fr’m Jim f’r a couple o’ 
minutes. Th’ next thing I knowed 
he was out th’ door an’ headin’ up th’ 
street tow’rd th’ bank.”

Ed was silent. . .he waited for 
Mike to go on.

“Wa-al, I went after Jim but he 
had too much uv a lead on me. 
B’sides he musta run right smack 
into Marshall in th’ street, judging 
by how fast things happened. Jim 
hauled off on Marshall but like I 
told you, Ed, he was pretty drunk an’ 
Marshall walloped him plenty.” 
. “Th’ dirty skunk,” Ed gritted. 
“Wallopin’ a drunk who couldn’t 
fight back!”

“Jim went down on ’is knees but 
he wasn’t through. Nope, he had plen­
ty °' guts, too much f’r ’is own good. 
He went f.’r ’is gun, but Marshall 
beat ’im to th’ draw an’ blasted ’im.”

Ed was on his feet now. His eyes 
were blazing.

“By God!” he stormed. “I’ll kill ’im 
f’r that!”

Mike arose too. He pushed the 
chair closer to the table.

“Ed, Jim’s dead,” he said quietly.
“I figgered he was,” Ed said heav­

ily, “judgin’ by th’ way you led up 
to it.”
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Gallo breathed a sigh of relief.
“But I ain’t blamin’ you f’r any uv 

it, Mike,” Ed added. “You done all 
you could an’ mebbe more an’ I won’t 
f’rget it, b’lieve me.”

“We’re friends, Ed, an’ friends are 
s'pposed t’ do whatever they can an’ 
whenever they get th’ chance to.”

“Yeah, I s’ppose so.”
“Ed, now that you know ’bout Jim, 

what are you gonna do?”
“Dunno yet, Mike. ’Course I know 

there’s actu’lly on’y one thing to do 
an’ that is f’r me t’ kill Marshall.”

“But. . .?”
“He’s a smart hombre. I can’t af­

ford t’ leave anythin’ t’ chance. I 
gotta figger out all th’ angles an’ 
everything I’m gonna do so no mat­
ter what he does I’ll be pr’pared f’r 
it.”

“Uh-huh. Ord’narily I'd say that 
was th’ on’y way t’ tackle ’im,”

“An’ now?”
“No good.”
“Awright. What’s your idea?”
“Wa-al, this is th’ way I’d figger it. 

Here Marshall’s just killed your 
brother. He’s smart like you say he 
is, so he knows you’re gonna do some­
thin’ about squarin’ accounts with 
’im an’ pronto. He’s worried an' 
jumpy. He’s prob’bly stayin’ up all 
night t’night an’ every sound he 
hears, he figgers it’s you.”

“Go on.”
“He’ll prob’bly have a couple o’ 

shots o’ whiskey t’ steady ’imself but 
by th’ time mornin’ comes rollin’ 
around, he’ll have finished a hull bot­
tle full. He’ll be so blamed bleary- 
eyed, he won’t be fit f’r anything. 
It’s common sense, Ed, leastways it 
is t’ me, that worry, no sleep an’ a 
good sized swig o’ liquor thrown in 
every now an’ then c’n do more t’ 
ruin a feller an’ quicker, too, th’n 
anything else you ever heard tell uv.”

“S’ppose that’s right, Mike. You 
figger that mornin’ would be. . .”

“Nope,” Gallo said, interrupting 
him. “Sun-up.”

“Awright, sun-up.”
EP,” Mike said with final­
ity. “He’ll be at ’is worst at

sunup, sleepier’n all hell. That’s when 
you wanna tackle ’im. What’s more, 
Ed, this is th’ kind uva job that wants

on’y one feller t’ do it. So th’ thing 
f’r you t’ do is do it an’ th’ sooner th’ 
better. Puttin’ it off. . .”

“I don’t aim t’ put it off.”
“Good f’r you. In that case. . .”
“I’m plannin’ t’ hit Rainbow t’mor- 

row mornin’ at sun-up,” Ed conclud­
ed. “An’ I’ll be alone, too.”

Gallo nodded. . .he turned and 
trudged to the door and opened it. 
Wade followed him out. . .they halt­
ed again presently when they reached 
the front door.

“G’night, Ed.”
“G’night, Mike, an’ thanks f’r ev­

erything.”
“F’rget it,” Gallo answered and 

went out.
He mounted slowly, heavily, with 

unusual and evidently purposeful de­
liberation, wheeled his horse away 
from the house, jogged toward the 
corral, circled it. There was no 
noisy milling about. . .the horses 
had quieted down; he could see them 
now, shadowy and almost indistinct, 
huddling together at the far end of 
the enclosure. He noticed at a glance 
that the late sitters had gone. . .he 
twisted around in the saddle and 
looked toward the bunkhouse. A 
dimmed light gleamed in its single 
window and cast a thin ray of yel­
lowish light over the ground below it. 
The corral fell away behind him, and 
he shot a quick look over his shoul­
der.

A slim, cloaked figure appeared at 
that moment in a breathless, diagonal 
dash from the direction of the rear 
of the house.

“There she is,” he muttered.
In another moment “she” spotted 

him and she swerved toward him. He 
drew rein and waited, eased himself 
in the saddle until she came panting 
up to him.

“Mike!” she said breathlessly.
“H’llo, Eadie,” he answered. “I 

had a hunch you’d be wantin’ t’ see 
me after I left th’ house, so I kinda 
moseyed along slow’s I could t’ give 
you a chance t’ get out here ahead ’o 
me.

“You mean you knew I was. . .”
“Oh, sure!” he said laughingly. “I 

saw you standin’ b’hind th’ curtain 
b’tween th’ kitchen an’ th’ parlor.
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Fact o’ th’ matter is, EadieJT spotted 
you standin’ there th’ minute J came 
in.”

“Oh!”
'•'When I sat down,” he continued, 

“I took th’ chair facin’ in your d’rec-, 
tion ’stead o’ leavin’ that one f’r Ed. 
He hadda walk 'round th’ table t’ get 
to th’ other chair an’ when he sal 
down he had ’is back t’ you.”

“I couldn’t tell that, Mike, I, didn’t 
dare peek out.”

“Uh-huh. Whal’d you wanna see 
me about, Eadie?”

“Does Ed know that I. . .”
“That it was you who rode into 

Rainbow an’ warned Marshall that 
Jim was cornin’ f’r ’im? Nope.”

“It was sweet of you, Mike, not to 
tell him that.”

“An’ if he ever finds it out, I’ll tell 
’im you came t’ tell me about Jim so’s 
I could try t’ stop ’im. That’ll satisfy 
’im.”

“O-h, Mike! You’re an angel!”
“Oh, sure!” he said and laughed. 

“You’d better be getting’ back t’ th’ 
house, Eadie. It’s late. An’ don’t you 
go worryin’ about anything. Y’hear?”

“Yes, Mike, and thanks loads.” 
“F’rget it. G’night!”
He spurred his horse and sent him 

dashing away into the night.

IT WAS three o’clock in the morn­
ing. Rainbow was hushed and 

gloomily dark. There was a sudden 
clatter of hoofs, then a lone horse­
man appeared and came loping down 
the street. He peered intently, sharp­
ly, in the night light at every store 
sign he passed. . .he halted his 
mount abruptly, wheeled and came 
jogging back, and pulled up in front 
of the bank. He dismounted stiff­
ly. . .for a moment he looked up and 
down the street; when he seemed sat­
isfied that he had aroused no one, he 
marched briskly across the sidewalk. 
He stopped at the door, reached for 
the knob. . .he checked himself, con­
sidered briefly, then he rapped on the 
door lightly. There was a minute- 
long wait. . .finally the door was 
opened.

“Smith!” Marshall greeted him in 
a low, guarded tone.

“Hi, feller!” 
“Come alone?”

“Uh-huh. That’s th’ way you want­
ed it, wasn’t it?”

“That’s right. Figgered nob’dy’d 
think anything if they spotted you. 
A bull troop o’ riders’d be sure t’ 
’rouse th’ town an’ then everyb’dy’d 
know what was cookin’,” Marshall 
answered. “Hey! Where’s Tom Lew­
is?”

“Who? Oh, y’mean th’ ol’ feller 
you sent t’ get me? Heck, he was so 
plumb tuckered out after that long 
ride, I made ’im stay put f’r th’ r<=jSl 
o’ th’ night, He’ll prob’bly be st i0W. 
in’ up later oh Gt soon’s he feels Up V 
ridin’ back. S-ay, don’t a feller get 
invited inside?”

“Sure, Smith,” Marshall said quick­
ly. “Figgered we’d do our talkin’ ou** 
here first, then we’ll go in an’ see 
what we c’n do with Wade.”

“Oh, I get it. You think th’ pole-— 
cat’ll open up?” -----^

“Yeah, I think he wili-v
“Awright. What’s th’ s^' -up?”
“Wa-al, I got ’n idea th’ minute he 

knows he’s up against Ranger law, 
he’s gonna bust wide open 'hile 
he’s stewin’ in his own juice., ymi an’ 
me c’n kinda jaw a lot about xhar’in’ 
’im. You c’n be stiff an’ hard v.
I’ll try t’ proposition you on a 
f’r him if he talks. How’s that 1 
t’ you?”

“Awright I guess, Marsh. Anyway, 
it’s worth a try.”

“Then let’s go inside.”
Smith Jenkins stepped into the 

bank. He closed the door behind Jim 
noiselessly, then he followed Mar­
shall through darkened rooms. . .r 
blinked and slackened his pace when 
they came into light.

“Here’s your man, Smith,” he heard 
Marshall say.

They were in a small room. There 
were two cots in it, with a single 
chair between them. In the middle of 
the room was a table and a righted 
lamp on top of it. On one cot lay a 
bulky, blanket-covered man with a 
scowl on his face and a blood-stained 
bandage wound around his head. He 
glared at the newcomer who eyed him 
coldly, disdainfully.

“This is Jim Wade,” Marshall said 
presently. “I dunno f’r sure yet 
whether he’s lucky my bullet on’y
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clipped ’is head an’ left ’im alive so’s 
th’ law c'n hang ’im, or not.”

JENKINS moved closer to the big 
t@ man arid looked down at him. . .
Jim’s eyes widened suddenly. He had 
spied the gold badge on Smith’s shirt­
front and now he was staring at it.

“So you’re Jim Wade, eh?” Smith 
used.

^(./ou. ■ ,a Ranger?
1 ' ins nodded grimly.-

‘‘Yep’ Sa’d curtly- 
ant.”

Wade’,.

‘Lieuten-

strangely
;ht it wasSec.-

white. In the yellow lamp lig
“Awright, Marshall!” Sm^th ,/5aid- 

“Let’s get him up on ’is feet an € on 
our way!” .

“Where. . .where you takin’ ) 
Jim asked in a hollow, unfamihar 
voice.

“To a hangin’!” Smith snapped iri 
reply. “Yours!”

Jim gulped and swallced hard.
“Wait a minute, Jenkins!” Mar­

shall said quickly. “Can’t we make 
some kind o’ deal f’r him?”

“Th’ law don’t make deals f’r kill­
ers an’ bank robbers!”

“Yeah,” Marshall said. “I know 
that. But, doggone- it, man, this is 
diff’rent.”

“Not th’ way I see it,” Smith re­
torted. “This feller an’ ’is brother’ve 
been raisin’ all kinds o’ hell ’round 
these parts f’r a long time. Now we’ve 
caught up with ’im an’ he’ll hafta pay 
f’r th’ things he’s done.”

“Wa-al,” Marshall began slowly. 
“S’ppose he wants t’ do somethin’ de­
cent?”

Jenkins’ lip curled scornfully.
“He wouldn’t know how!” he said 

coldy.
“You don’t understand,” Marshall 

said quickly. “S’ppose he wants t’ 
face th’ law with a clear conscience? 
S’ppose he wants t’ tell everything 
he knows?”

“Let ’im!”
“If he does, what’ll you do f’r him 

in r’turn?”
“Look, Marshall,” Smith said with 

finality. “I dunno what th’ hell 
you’re drivin’ at. What’s more, I 
ain’t int’rested. But I’m alius willin’

t’ give everybody a fair shake. If this 
feller’s got somethin’ t’ say an’ if he 
starts talkin’ th’ minute I’m finished 
an’ comes through with everything 
he knows. . .”

“Yeah? What then?”
“I won’t make ’ny promises. All I’ll 

say is that I’ll talk up f’r ’im where 
it’ll do ’im good.”

“There y’are, Wade,” Marshall 
said,, turning to him. “It’s up t’ you 
now. You’re gettin’ a helluva better 
break th’n you deserve. So now you 
better start talkin’or. . .”

“He’ll hang!” Smith concluded and 
turned away.

Jim Wade gulped again, loudly and 
painfully. . .and swallowed hard.

“Wa-al?” Marshall demanded im­
patiently.

“Awright,” Jim wheezed. “What 
d’you want me t’ tell you?”

CHAPTER XI

The Good Samaritan

^^p.HE FIRST gray light of dawn 
■|M pierced the dull sky, and the 

last lingering night shadows 
vail’sIied- The air was chilly and a 
swift, no*sy breeze droned through 
Rainbow, .swirling dust in its wake. 
Mike Gallo aPpeared in the doorway 
of his cafe. He lS±Cd eastward anx­
iously, listened intently and iiitsmy-. 
shook his shoulder.

“Hope t’ hell he don’t get cold 
feet,” he muttered to himself. “That’d 
sure be one helluva note, just when 
I got things fixed.”

He heard a hoof beat and he dashed 
into the street. . .a horseman came 
whirling into view. Gallo’s heart 
pounded wildly. It was Ed Wade and 
Mike’s anxiety vanished.

“He’s come awright!” he told him­
self delightedly. “He’s come!”

Wade slackened his horse’s pace 
for a moment. . .he spied Gallo and 
he rode forward again, guiding his 
mount to where Mike was awaiting 
him. He clattered up, and reined in.

“Got here like 1 said I would,” he 
said simply.

“Uh-huh,” Gallo answered. “Better 
climb down now, Ed.”

“Huh? Why?”
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“I figger it might be better if I 
was t’ go take a look first," Gallo ex­
plained. “Wanna see if Marshall’s 
around an’ what he’s doin’. I don’t 
aim t’ let you get shot up like Jim 
was. Anyway, soon’s I know it’s aw­
right, I’ll come back f’r you an’ you 
c’n go ’head an’ do what you gotta. 
Get th’ idea?’’

“Yeah, sure, Mike,” Ed replied. He 
swung himself out of the saddle. 
“Want me t’ wait here?”

“N-o,” Gallo said. “Take your horse 
’round th’ back o’ my place, then you 
c’n wait f’r me just inside th’ alley­
way. Might be a good idea f’r you t’ 
stay outta sight c’mplete ’till it’s time 
f’r you t’ come out in th’ open.”

Ed nodded in agreement.
“Whatever you say, Mike. You’re 

runnin’ this thing an’ you sure seem 
t’ know what’s t’ be done. Awright, 
I’ll go ’round t’ th' back an’ meet you 
in th' alley.”

They turned as one. . .Wade led 
his horse onto the sidewalk, then h- 
disappeared into the alley that led tc 
the lean-to behind the cafe: Gail^ 
strode briskly down the street, crow­
ing diagonally to the opposite sl^ 
then continuing until he reached ^ 
bank. He halted in front of it turnecj 
and looked un -^r fjr’a brief 

........ , w- . ,'e e 1 e d and
^ ^ey that flanked 

me bank. He quickened his pace, 
whirled around the building to the 
back door and knocked on it impa­
tiently. There was a brief wait. . . 
presently he heard a heavy step in­
side, a key grated in the lock and a 
bolt was drawn back, then the door 
was opened. Marshall, his hand on 
his gun butt, eyed him questioningly.

^flH’ IT’S y°u’eh?”“Yep, an’ I gotta see you 
’bout somethin’.”

Marshall frowned with annoyance.
“Kinda early t’ be out visitin’, ain’t 

it?” he asked.
“I didn’t come here t’ pay you a 

visit,” he said a bit sharply. “I’m here 
b’cause I figgered you oughta know 
that Ed Wade’s in town.”

Marshall’s eyebrows arched.
“Ed Wade, eh?” he repeated 

thoughtfully and frowned again.

“I don't s’ppose ; hafta tell you 
what he’s here for,” Gallo added.

“Nope,” Marshall said grimly.
“That’s one thing J c’n *i«a ?r out f’r 
myself.”

“That’s what I thought.”
There was a brief silence.
“Where’s he at?”
“Down at my place. I slippad away 

first chance I gc s0's I cqa}>? hus-tH 
up here an’ ter ■J ’pout \ .

‘‘Uh-huh. he ^' .jn’?” Wb^s urmk-
mope. ,

sober.” Gaun He s cold

The cab thanks f r, th tip, Gallo.” 
“F’rge' “ owncr grinned fleetingly. 

anytb;. c it- 1 just don’t aim t’ have
’ nig that I c’n pr’vent happen to 

y That’s all.”
don't either,” Marshall replied.

'Look, Marshall, Ed’ll be heaps 
diff’rent th’n Jim was. I mean you’ll 
nafta handle Ed diff’rent.”

“I don’t get that.”
“Wa-al, what I was tryin’ t’ say 

was that Ed’s smart. Just give him th* 
slightest break an’ you’ll be deader’n 
all hell. He’s damned good with a six- 
gun, fast, an’ what’s worse, tricky.”

“Y’mean I’ll hafta watch ’im every 
minute o’ th’ time I’m near ’im. That 
th’ idea?”

“On’y part uv it. My idea is t’ cut 
loose with them Colts o’ yourn th’ 
minute he comes close, enough. He’s 
out t’ kill you an’ I don’t see why’n 
hell you should give ’im even th’ 
slightest chance t’ draw. Get ’im 
while th’ gettin’ is good an’ you’ll be 
done with th’ Wades f’r good.”

“I see.”
“B’lieve me, Marshall, I know what 

I’m talkin’ about. Th’ Wades were 
never ones t' give th’ other feller a 
break. That’s why Boot Hill’s so 
danged overcrowded now with other 
fellers. You do like they done an’ 
they’ll be plantin’ you there, too.”

“You figger Ed’s gonna come after 
me?” Marshall asked.

“I know he is,” Gallo answered 
quickly. “I heard ’im say so.”

“Uh-huh.”
‘But that’s a br'eak f’r you right 

off,” Gallo went on. “He’s gotta come 
t’ you an’ you c’n start blastin’ away 
at him th’ minute he reaches here,
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Hell, you c’n be b’hind somethin’ an’ 
he’ll hafta spot you b’fore he c’n start 
shootin’ back at you.”

MARSHALL listened attentive­
ly. . .he looked at Gallo, 

quietly studying the big man. He 
made no comment, waited instead for 
Gallo to continue.

“So there y’are,” Mike concluded. 
“You know what you’re facin’. You 
know what you gotta do an’ th’ best 
way t’ do it. When it’s done, mebbe 
then we c’n have s’me peace ’round 
these parts.”

“Awright, Gallo, an’ thanks again 
f’r tippin’ me off.”

“Never mind th’ thanks. Just 
r’member that it’s your life or Ed 
Wade’s an’ act accordin’.

“I intend to.”
Gallo nodded, turned abruptly and 

strode around the building. Marshall 
heard the big man’s quick step in the 
alley. . .in another minute it faded 
away completely.

Ed Wade, a big, tight-lipped man 
with quick, anxious eyes and a 
nervous, tensed impatience about 
him, was waiting in the alley-way 
when Gallo came striding in from 
thp street. Ed looked up quickly and 
came forward at once.

“Awright?” he asked.
“Yep!” Gallo panted in answer.
Wade nodded. He hitched up his 

belt mechanically, jerked out his gun 
as Mike watched, palmed it expertly 
and fanned it skillfully, then he 
slipped the weapon back into its hol­
ster. Gallo grinned.

“That’s awright, Ed!” he said ad­
miringly. “You’re even faster with a 
gun th’n I figgered. I got ’n idea this 
is gonna be easier’n you’re willin’ 
t’ b’lieve.”

Wade did not answer. He shifted 
his holster a bit until the butt of his 
gun was directly below his fingers.

“You see ’im?” he asked.
Mike nodded mutely.
“How’d he look? Like you fig­

gered he would?”
“Huh? O-h, sure! He looked like 

somethin’ that rode into town on th’ 
buckin’ tail uva cyclone!”

Ed grinned fleetingly.
“Think he had a tough night, eh?”

“An’ how!’ Gallo answered. “Tryin’ 
t’ stay awake an’ hittin’ th’ bottle at 
th’ same time, wa-al, you c’n imagine 
what he looks like. You’ll see f’r 
y’self soon enough. You oughta get 
goin’, Ed.”

‘Yeah, in a minute. Which way 
d’you think I oughta bust in on ’im, 
Mike, fr’m th’ back?”

“Heck, no!” Gallo said quickly. 
“Go in through th’ front door. He 
won’t be expectin’ you t’ bust in that 
way an’ you’ll take ’im by s’prise.”

“Uh-huh.”
“An’ start shootin’ th’ minute you 

get inside an’ see anythin’ that looks 
like him. Don’t f’rget that!”

Ed grinned again, lightly.
“You ever hear o’ me givin’ a skunk 

a break?” he asked.
Gallo laughed softly and patted 

him on the back.
“Nope,” he replied. “Never. Now 

go ahead, Ed. Go get ’im an’ when 
you come back we’ll celebrate.”

Wade hitched up his belt again, 
squared his shoulders.

“Be seein’ you,” he said and trudged 
out to the street.

* * *

ED WADE was twenty feet from 
the bank when the door opened 

and Marshall emerged. Ed halted 
abruptly. His hand dropped instantly 
to his gun butt. Marshall, his hands 
dangling at his sides, stepped into 
the gutter, turned and looked up. Ed 
seemed uncertain, even hesitant. . . 
then his right arm jerked suddenly. 
His gun flashed in his hand. . . the- 
muzzle cleared the thick leather lip 
of his holster and snapped upward. 
He fired and the rolling echo of gun­
fire filled the air, ranged the length 
of the street; there was an answering 
roar and the echo swelled mightily 
for an instant, burst and started to 
fade, leaving in its wake a curious, 
muffled rumbling that sounded like 
distant summer thunder. Then in an­
other moment the rumbling too had 
gone.

Ed staggered. . . he braced himself 
with an effort, even squared his 
shoulders. His gun came down now 
and slid out of his hand, dropped
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limply into the gutter. He turner! 
clumsily, managing to keep his feet 
when it appeared that he would fall, 
started up the street at a stumbling, 
faltering, foot-dragging pace. He 
swerved blindly toward the curb, 
mounted it and stopped. Again he 
braced himself, , . now he went on. 
He reached an alley, turned into it, 
disappeared, A minute later he reap­
peared, stumbled out, his hands 
clutching at his chest. He sagged and 
crumpled and fell on his hands and 
knees. . . he stiffened and pitched 
forward on his face.

There was a sudden banging of 
doors and presently men with tousled 
heads and sleep-reddened eyes peered 
out. Marshall, his gun bolstered, came 
striding up the street. Men eyed 
him. . , others stared at the limp, out- 
sprawled figure on the sidewalk. Half 
a dozen men stepped out into the 
street. . . when Marshall passed them, 
they fell in behind him silently, fol­
lowed at his heels, He stopped be­
side Ed, looked down at him. . . an­
other man dropped to one knee, bent 
over Wade and turned him over on 
his broad back. There two wide, soggy 
blood stains on Ed’s shirt-front, The 
man nodded. . , he looked up pres­
ently, caught Marshall’s eye and nod­
ded again.

“Got ’im plumb center, Mister,” he 
said and climbed to his feet. “Your 
first shot on’y winged ’im, prob’bly 
busted ’is shoulder. But th’ second 
one done th’ trick awright, drilled 
’im clean through th’ heart.”

WiHERE WAS a frown on Marsh- 
all’s face. His eyes ranged over 

the faces of the men around him. . 
he turned, stopped when he heard the 
pounding of running feet, looked back 
over his shoulder. He saw Mike Gallo 
coming down the street on the run. 
But he did not wait. . . he shouldered 
his way out of the circle of men and 
strode away. He was within a dozen 
feet of the bank when the door was 
flung open and Tom Lewis, his rifle 
gripped in one hand, and his pants 
held up by the other, .dashed out.

“Hey!” Tom yelled and skidded to 
a stop. He looked at Marshall, then

past him. . . after a moment he looked 
up at Marshall again and grinned. 
“Reckon that’s that, eh?”

“Yep,” Marshall answered. “Ed 
Wade’s dead.”

“Sure looks like it fr’m here,” Tom 
said and he laughed softly. “Y’know, 
Marshall, I’ve hated that polecat ever 
since I c’n r’member. I’ve alius 
hoped I’d be on hand when he got 
what was cornin’ to ’im. I wanted t’ 
be right there to see him stop a bul­
let in ’is gizzard, wanted t’ see ’im 
suffer like he made others suffer. 
But I don’t feel bad about it now, I 
mean about not bein’ on hand t’ see 
how it happened to ’im. Long’s I 
know he’s dead an’ that it was you 
who done it, I ..... ”

“I didn’t do it, Tom,” Marshall said, 
interrupting him. T hate t’ dis’ppoint 
you but someb’dy else did th’ job.”

The old man stared hard at him.
“Huh? What was that?” he de 

manded. “Gimme that again.”
“I said I didn’t kill him,” Marshall 

said patiently. “Someb’dy else did.”
“I. . . I don’t get it.”
“That makes two uv us that don’t 

get it,” Marshall said grimly. “I fired 
at ’im, awright, an’ I know I hit ’im. 
But I on’y fired once an’ I hit ’im in 
th’ shoulder. I wanted t’ get him 
alive, not dead, but someb’dy else had 
diff’rent ideas an’ beat me to ’im.”

“An’ there’s another hole in ’im 
b'side yourn?” Tom asked.

Marshall nodded.
“Right over th’ heart,” he replied.
“Wonder who else had th’ guts t' 

go after ’im?”
“While you’re figgerin’ that one 

out,” Marshall said dryly, “try your 
hand at th’ next question. There were 
on’y two shots fired, leastways that’s 
all I heard, Wade’s an’ mine. I not 
on’y didn’t hear th’ shot that killed 
Wade, but I’m doggoned if I c’n 
even figger out where it come fr’m. 
Mebbe you c’n figger it out for me. 
Tom. I can’t. I’m stumped an’ I mean 
it.”

“Wait a minute!” Tom commanded. 
“Lemme get th’ picture set in m‘ 
mind. Did you see ’nybody?”

“Nope. That is, nob’dy but Gallo 
an’ that was when he come t’ warn 
me that Ed was here. But Gallo went
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back t’ his place an’ then th’ next 
time I saw ’im it was after th’ killin’ 
an’ then Gallo was runnin’ down th’ 
street t’ where Wade was layin’. That 
lets him out. He couldn’ta done it.”

Tom turned away.
“C’mon,” he said over his shoulder. 

“Let’s go fix us s’me breakfast. I’m 
doggoned hungry.”

CHAPTER XII

The Sum Total

eLD TOM LEWIS idled in the 
doorway between the bank and 
the living quarters, watching

Fran as she swept the bank floor.
“Y’know,” he mused. ‘It’s doggoned 

funny ’bout Marshall. Y’know that. 
Fran?”

“Funny?” she repeated without 
looking up. “What do you mean?”

“Wa-al, I went down th’ street with 
’im a while ago an’ I’m doggoned if 
every woman we passed, young an’ 
old alike, too, didn’t turn aroun’ an’ 
give ’im th’ eye.”

- “Really?”
“Yep. I s’ppose there is somethin’ 

about ’im that makes women folks do 
like they do when he comes along. 
There must be. I ain’t never noticed 
’specially, but I s’ppose t’ them he’s 
kind o’ nice lookin’.”

“I think he’s a very good looking 
man.”

“Uh-huh. Then too he’s big an’ car­
ries ’imself. ...”

“Like an athlete, Tom, and all 
women want their men to look like 
that.”

■“Yeah, I s’ppose that’s right, Fran. 
But I’ll say this much f’r him. . . he 
didn’t give any o’ th’m a tumble.”

She did not answer. . . he watched 
her out of the corner of his eye, saw 
a fleeting smile toy at the corners of 
her mouth.

“Bet there’ll be a heap o’ busted 
hearts ’round these parts when he 
pulls up stakes an’ moves on,” he 
mused again.

Fran looked up quickly. Tom saw 
at once that the smile had gone.

“Has he. . . has he said anything 
about that to you?” she asked.

He shook his head.

“Nope. I’m just readin’ th’ signs. 
That’s all.”

“Oh!” she said quickly, relief it) 
her voice.

“He ain’t th’ kind t’ stay put around 
a hole like Rainbow,” he went on 
doggedly. “He’s too big f’r us. He 
oughta be runnin’ one o’ them big 
ranches like they got in Texas an’ 
other places. Just you watch an’ see 
if I ain’t right about him pullin’ out­
ta here one o’ these days. There’s 
nuthin’ f’r ’im here an’ there never 
will be.”

She smiled quietly, confidently.
“And yet, Torn,” she said, “he 

might find something in Rainbow to 
hold his interest. Something no one 
else even suspects. He might, you 
know.”

Tom shook his head.
“I wouldn’t count on that a-tall,” 

he said with finality. “That feller’s 
meant f’r bigger things th’n Rainbow 
c’n ever offer ’im, an’ ’less I miss my 
guess c’mplete, Fran, he’s gonna get 
th’m.”

“Perhaps. Tom, do you remember 
what Dad used to say about the grass 
being greener in the other fellow’s 
yard?” she asked.

Tom grinned sheepishly.
“He used t’ say s’ many things I 

ain’t sure that I r’member that par- 
tic’lar one,” he replied. “What was 
it?”

‘ ‘Clover, Dad said, was where you 
found it’.”

“Huh?”
‘That means that a man doesn’t 

have to leave his own backyard to 
find the things he wants most. I be­
lieve that, Tom. Usually, those very 
things are right there, simply wait­
ing for him to realize that they are 
there. Sometimes, of course, some 
one else has to point them out to 
him, however, eventually he discovers 
their existence, one way or another.”

Tom suddenly straightened up.
“We’re gettin’ comp’ny,” he said.
The street door opened as Fran 

turned. In the open doorway stood a 
pretty, smiling young woman. Tom 
stared at her, gulped and swallowed 
. . . hastily he backed out of sight, 
wheeled and fled.

“Hello.”
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Fran eyed her. . . the newcomer in 
turn eyed Fran; she seemed to focus 
her eyes first on the broom in Fran’s 
hand, then on the torn towel she had 
wound around her hair to protect it 
from the dust. Fran followed the 
young woman’s eyes and frowned.

“Yes?”
“I’m looking for someone. . . a 

man.”
“Indeed!” Fran said sarcastically.
“His name is Marshall. I under­

stand he lives here.”
“That’s right. . . he does live here.’
“We-11, is he here now, or can you 

tell me where I might find him?”
“Is he expecting you?” Fran coun­

tered.
“Oh, no!” the other said quickly. 

“I thought I’d just run in on him 
and surprise him.”

“In that case,” Fan said frigidly, 
“I’m afraid I can’t help you very 
much. However, if you care to 
leave your name or a message. . . ”

“No, I don’t think I ought to do 
that. Actually, he might not approve 
of my coming here at all. Of course, 
if he vzere here now. . . ”

Fran frowned again. Suddenly she 
recalled what Tom had told her 
earlier. . . of the women on the street 
who had turned and looked so bra­
zenly at Marshall. Her eyes glinted... 
she was certain that this young 
woman was one of them. “Perhaps 
then,” she said coldly, “it’s just as 
well that he isn’t here now.”

“O-h, really?”
“Yes,” Fran went on. “Since you 

won’t leave any word for him, and 
since you seem to doubt that he 
would be pleased to see you here, 
perhaps it would be best if you didn’t 
come back. I’m sure if he vzere 
anxious to see you he would know 
how to get in touch with you.”

“I see,” the young woman said 
slowly. “Has anyone ever told you 
that you’re a very impertinent per­
son? Actually, you act as if you 
owned him and made up his mind for 
him. You sound like a wife, or how­
ever a nasty-tongued wife is supposed 
to sound.”

Fran’s eyes blazed.
“I’m not at all interested in

your opinion of me,” she said 
furiously. “But I do think you’d have 
more pride than to run after a man 
and try to force yourself upon him. 
There are several cafes and saloons 
down the street. You might try 
them. I’m sure you’d have greater 
success there. The men who frequent 
those places are doubtless better 
suited to you and your style. You’ll 
excuse me, please. I’m very busy.”

Fran turned away and began to 
ply her broom vigorously. . . she 
heard the door close and she smiled 
to herself. There was a hesitant, cau­
tious step in the connecting doorway 
and she looked up. It was Tom Lewis.

“She. . . she gone?” he asked in a 
guarded tone.

“Yes!” Fran said and she laughed. 
“Why, that brazen thing! The nerve 
of her, coming here after Marshall! 
But she won’t come here again, be­
lieve me!”

‘Y’mean, you. ...” his voice trailed 
away weakly.

She laughed again, lightly.
“As you would say, Tom, I ‘told 

her off’!”
He sank back against the door 

jamb.
“She was just one of those women 

you told me about, the ones who 
ogled Marshall on the street.”

He struggled, forced himself up­
right again with an effort.

“Fran. ...”
“Yes?”
“It wasn’t your fault,” he sputtered. 

“It was all mine an’ I oughta get 
kicked clear outta town. Y’see, I was 
tryin’ t’ lead up t’ her on’y I just 
couldn’t seem t’ get to it without 
hurtin’ you.”

“What do you mean?”
“Fran, she wasn’t one o’ them 

women a-tall.”
Her eyes widened. . . she caught 

her breath as she waited for him to 
continue.

“She. . . wasn’t?”
.“‘Course not! She’s Marshall’s 

wife! Doggone an’ damnation!”
* * *

THE STAR CAFE was deserted 
when Marshall halted in front of
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it and peered in. . . he spied Mike 
Gallo standing behind the bar and 
sauntered inside. Gallo looked up.

“H’llo, Marshall,” he said and added 
a smile. “You’re just th’ feller I’ve 
been waitin’ t’ see. Kinda hoped you’d 
come by so’s we could have a drink 
t’gether t’ sort o’ celebrate. This is a 
big day f’r Rainbow an’ an even big­
ger one f’r me, now that Ed Wade’s 
gone, an’ that sure calls f’r some kind 
o’ celebration. An’ bein’ that you’re 
th’ feller r’sponsible f’r it all, th’ 
Star’s standin’ treat.” . . .

He bent down. . . when he straight­
ened up again, he had a bottle of 
whiskey in his hand. He uncorked it 
and placed it on the bar, followed it 
with two glasses.

“There y’are,” he said and smiled 
again. “It’s my own stuff so you don’t 
hafta be afraid uv it. Go on, man. . 
pour your own.”

Marshall did not move. He stood 
erect, his thumbs hooked m his gun 
belt. Gallo eyed him questioningly.

“S’matter?” he asked.
“Nuthin’ much,” Marshall replied. 

"But s’ppose we cut out th’ horsin’ 
around about celebrations an’ talk 
turkey. You know well’s I do, Gallo, 
that I didn’t kill Ed Wade.”

The cafe ’ owner’s eyes did not 
waver.

"Awright,” he said quietly. “I 
killed ’im.”

“That’s what I figgered,” Marshall 
said calmly.

Gallo was grim-faced now, and 
tight-lipped.

“Sure I killed Ed,” he repeated. 
“An’ I’m glad I did. I’ve hated his 
guts f’r years on’y there wasn’t any­
thing I could do about it ’cept wait 
an’ hope f’r a chance t’ come along 
so’s I could pay ’im off. Wa-al, I got 
th’ chance an’ he got what was cornin’ 
to ’im. Reckon that’s about all there 
was to it.”

Marshall nodded understandingly.
“Uh-huh,” he said. “Y’know, Gallo, 

at first I was plumb stopped. I coulda 
sworn there were on’y two shots 
fired, Ed’s an’ mine. But when I got 
a quick look at ’im layin’ out there 
in th’ street an’ found there were two 
wounds in ’im ’stead o’ one, I couldn’t 
figger it out. I didn’t hear ’ny third 
shot an’ what was worse, there wasn’t 
anybody aroun’ f’r me t’ blame it on.”

Gallo smiled fleetingly.
“Th’ blood covered up both wounds 

an’ I didn’t think o’ lookin’ t’ see if 
both o’ th’m were bullet wounds. 
Reckon I just took it f’r granted that
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they were an’ let it go at that, It was 
on’y afterwards when I got t’ thinkin’ 
about it again that I d’cided I'd bet­
ter have another look at ’im. I’d 
heard they’d toted Ed -down t’ th 
Sheriff’s office an’ I went down 
there an’ took a second look at 'im. 
Then I knew I wasn’t wrong. There 
wasn’t ’ny third shot. What killed 
Ed was a knife jab straight into ’is 
heart.”

Gallo’s smile had vanished,
“Go on,” he said briefly.
“Th’ funny thing about it,1' 

Marshall continued, “was th’ fact 
that even though I knew what’d killed 
’im. I was still just as far away fr’m 
figgerin’ out who it was that killed 
’im as I was in th’ b’ginnin’. Ord’nar- 
ily, y’know, one thing alius leads to 
another. But in this case it was diff’- 
rent. There wasn’t any trail t’ fol­
low.”

THERE WAS no comment from
Gallo, no movement of any kind. 

He was motionless. . . his eyes were 
focused on Marshall’s face.

“I went over th’ hull thing in my 
mind, fr’m th’ beginnin’ right down t’ 
th’ end, an’ th’'on’y one I alius came 
back to was you, Gallo. Not that that 
helped ’ny. What made me wind up 
with you was th’ fact that you’d come 
t’ warn me about Ed an’ how you’d 
s’ggested that I start blastin’ away 
at ’im th’ minute I saw ’im an’ so 
on. Somehow that made some kind o 
tie-up b’tween you an’ th’ killin’ on’y 
I couldn’t figger out what it was. 
What threw me off alt’gether was 
seein’ you come runnin’ down th’ 
street. I couldn’t understand how you 
could’ve killed Ed, hustled back t’ 
your place an’ then come gallopin’ 
back down th’ street again all inside 
uv a couple o’ minutes or mebbe less.”

Gallo laughed softly.
“But somehow, everything alius 

seems t’ come out in th’ wash. It 
came t’ me all uva sudden. You 
must’ve slipped outta here right after 
Ed did, on’y you worked your way 
down toward th’ bank through th’ 
backyards. You hopped into that al­
ley an’ as luck would have it, Ed came 
stumblin’ past there. You must’ve 
called to ’im, otherwise I don’t think

he’da gone in there. Anyway he went 
in an’ you knifed ’im.”

Marshall paused and moistened his 
lips, then he went on again.

“Mebbe he fell down, mebbe he 
didn’t, not that it makes ’ny diff’rence 
either way ’cept that it took ’im 
more’n a full minute t’ come outta 
there. That gave you time t’ run like 
hell through th’ yards, then you came 
out t’ th’ street again through still 
another alley further up th’ street. 
You didn’t go back t’ your place 
Gallo, You on’y made it look that way 
an' I was dumb enough t’ fall f’r it ’"

“Awright,” Gallo said. “That’s 
close enough t’ th’ way it happened. 
So what? I killed th’ polecat an’ I’ve 
admitted it, ain’t I? I had damned 
good reason f’r doin’ it an’ no fury 
in th’ world’d c’nvict me f’r it.”

“You had a better reason f’r killin’ 
Ed,” Marshall said quietly, “same’s 
you ha’d f’r wantin’ ’Jim Wade killed 
off."

“Yeah? What was that?”
“Y’see, Gallo,” Marshall continued, 

“you hadda miss up somewhere’s. 
Jim ain’t dead. He’s in jail.”

“No ’”
“I say he is. Th’ Rangers’ve got ’im. • 

An’ he talked, Gallo, heaps. He spilled 
th’ beans ’bout th’ bank robbery an’ 
told us, ...”

“Us?” Gallo echoed. “Y’mean you 
too? Then you’re a Ranger an’ not 
just on th’ loose, lookin’ f’r a job or 
somethin’?”

“That’s right,” Marshall answered. 
“Jirn told us that th’ bank money 
was buried down b’low here under th’ 
floor an’ that you were keepin’ it for 
th’m. You wanted both Jim an’ Ed 
outta th’ way so’s you could have th’ 
money f’r y’self. Reckon that’s th’ 
hull story, Gallo, an’ you’re gonna 
swing f’r it, leastways f’r th’ murder 
o’ Ed Wade. You’d better come out 
fr’m b’hind there. You an’ me are 
goin’ f’r a ride.”

Gallo smiled. . . his white, even 
teeth flashed in his swarthy face. He 
brushed a speck of dust from the 
lapel of his coat. . . he whirled sud­
denly and a knife gleamed in his 
hand, then he threw it. A Colt
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thundered deafeningly. Gallo stag­
gered, fell against the shelf behind 
the bar and a dozen bottles crashed 
to the floor. He stumbled away, 
reached the end of the bar, braced 
himself on it and raised his head. He 
stiffened suddenly, turned halfway 
and crashed headlong to the floor. 
Marshall watched him for a moment, 
then he turned his head and looked 
at the wooden post behind him. A 
long knife quivvered in the post 
barely an inch above his head.

THE THREE horses halted when 
they reached the top of the hill 
and their riders twisted around and 

looked down into Rainbow for the 
last time.

“S’matter, Marsh?” Smith Jenkins 
asked with a grin. “Wanna go back 
an’ take that Sheriff’s job there?”

“No, thanks,” Marshall answered 
quickly. “I’ve had all I want o’ Rain­
bow. Th’ Wades are where they won’t 
do ’ny more harm, Mike Gallo’s 
planted right ’longside o’ Ed an' 
Fran’s got th’ bank’s money back 
again.”

“Yeah, you sure did all th’ Gov’nor 
wanted you t’ do an’ then some,” 
Jenkins commented. “Still he’s gonna

be sore when I tell ’im you’re done 
an’ finished with th’ Rangers.”

“But he agreed that this was to be 
Ned’s last Ranger mission,” Carol said 
quickly. “He asked us to postpone 
our trip to California just long 
enough for Ned to clean up Rainbow 
and now that that’s done, we’re 
California bound, the Governor not 
withstanding.”

“S-ay, Marsh,” Smith said. “Them 
two girls standin’ in front o’ th’ bank. 
They watched us all th’ way up here. 
Know th’m?”

“Yeah, sure,” Marshall answered.
“Th’ taller one’s Fran Grant an’ th’
other one’s Eadie Wade. They’ll 
probably be good friends again now 
that Fran’s got her money back an’ 
Eadie’s got not on’y th’ dough ol’ 
man Wade left ’er but Jim’s an’ Ed’s, 
too. Carol, Im sure sorry you didn’t 
meet Fran an’ Eadie, ’specially Fran. 
You an’ she would’ve hit it off swell 
t’gether.”

Carol and Smith Jenkins looked at 
each other quickly and exchanged 
winks.

“Yeah,” Jenkins drawled.. “I’ll, bet 
they would’ve, too.”

They turned in their saddles as 
one and rode westward.

(THE END)
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FUNERAL 
O’NEILL’S 
TRIGGER 
PAYMENT

Funeral O'Heil’, the Boxelder under­
taker, and his sidekick. Ringbone 
Smith, return in this salty tale by 
the author of the "Judge Bates" and ^^j 

the "Buck McKee" stories.

HE WAS A thin, elderly 
man and now, somewhere 
in these mountains cov­

ered with pine and buckbrush, he 
was lost. And to make matters 
worse, rain was sweeping heavily 
across the Little Rockies. Rain
that threatened any minute to turn 
into snow and the first late fall bliz­
zard.

Gaunt Funeral O’Neill, the Boxel­
der undertaker, cursed under his 
breath, his predatory face showing 
fatigue. He turned in saddle, glared 
through the evening darkness at his 
partner, stubby Ringbone Smith.

“Hell of a weather for a man to 
ride abroad, Ringbone! Why would 
old Prof Jimmy Faulcon pick such 
a terrible storm to get lost in? Well, 
night’s cornin’ on, an’ we lost the 
track we were following back yon­
der. . .”

The veterinary, cherubic face 
aglow from the elements, dug into 
his slicker pocket, came out with a 
red peppermint. “He’s been gone al­
most a week, Funeral,” he said, 
thoughtfully. “Wonder if he still 
breaths the Lord’s good air.”

Funeral O’Neill sat his tired horse,

Ky
Lee

Fleren

and looked over the terrain. Out 
there beyond the pelting rain was 
buckbrush and wild rosebushes and 
whispering pines. . .And back yon­
der the trail had petered out and— 
Suddenly he tensed.

“You hear that, Ringbone?”
Ringbone Smith said, “Sure did, 

Funeral. . .Sounded like the call of 
a man. Low, though—”

“Hello, there,” called Funeral, cup­
ping his lips. “Funeral O’Neill talk­
ing!”

The call rang out, lingered across 
the brush, then died. Save for the 
pelting rain on their slickers, silence 
held the mountains. Now through 
this silence they heard the thin voice 
again.

“Funeral—Ringbone—This way—” 
Already the pair had dismounted, 

already they were going down the 
ledge. Sliding in muddy talus, they

61
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broke through the brush, came to a 
small rocky clearing. There, under 
an overthrust, they saw the man. Prof 
Faulcon lay in a limp, muddy heap,

Funeral and Ringbone knelt beside 
him. “Dang it, prof,” murmured the 
undertaker, “we figured you was a 
goner,” Then his throat constricted 
as he saw the bonds. Rawhide thongs 
held the professor’s hands behind 
him. Another, trussed about his 
throat, had almost cut his jugular.

“He’s passed out,” said Ringbone, 
softly.

Funeral’s skinning-knife severed 
the rawhides. Rain had softened the 
whang, making it slick and thinning 
it out. While Ringbone pillowed the 
professor’s gray head on a nearby 
rock, Funeral studied the rawhide 
bonds. And in the lanky, homely un­
dertaker rose a great anger.

“Somebody’s captured the prof,” he 
said quietly. “They’ve wet rawhide 
and tied it around his throat and 
wrists.” He rolled back the man’s 
muddy, wet pant-legs. “Yes, they’ve 
even tied his feet. They’ve put him 
in a dry spot and let the rawhide dry 
out and contract. They've tried to 
choke him, Ringbone. He’s untied 
his feet some how and got this far.”

Their glances met across the limp, 
unconscious form. And when Ring­
bone Smith spoke, the veterinary’s 
husky voice was soft. “I’m getting 
the man, or the men, that did this to 
prof, Funeral!”

“But why did they?”
Methodically Ringbone went 

through the professor’s pockets. A 
jackknife, a handkerchief. And in the 
coat pocket, a few bits of shattered 
pottery. He handed the pottery to 
Funeral.

“Mimbres pottery,” said the under­
taker. “Hell, that pottery came orig­
inally from New Mexico, if I remem­
ber my college anthropology! Now 
what would Mimbres pottery be doin’ 
in Montana?”

Ringbone Smith shrugged, “We 
better be gettin’ prof into civiliza­
tion.”

1PUNERAL cradled the pedant in 
his arms, carried him to their 

horses. Ringbone taking the lead, Fu­

neral holding the prof across the 
front of his saddle, they rode down 
the mountain, horses sliding and slip­
ping. Prof Jimmy Faulcon’s head 
lopped back, disclosing the raw 
marks left by the rawhide thong. Fu­
neral felt a constriction in his throat. 
- Years before, at the state univer­
sity, Prof Faulcon had had Funeral 
and Ringbone as students, and be­
tween these three had grown an en­
during friendship. Whenever aging 
Prof Faulcon passed through .Boxel­
der, he always stopped off for a vis­
it. The week before he had arrived 
unexpectedly and said he was going 
into Little Rockies to search for 
Mimbres pottery.

“Mimbres pottery?” Funeral had 
looked amazed. “That’s a pottery 
made in New Mexico eons ago. The 
local Indians don’t make pottery. 
They use skins for water bags.”

But Prof Faulcon had shook his 
gray head. “One of my friends, a lo­
cal Indian, mailed me some bits of 
pottery he had just found, out in the 
Little Rockies. I was amazed to find 
it was of the Mimbres family.”

“Now how,” asked Funeral, “did 
that get up north?”

“That,” said the pedant, “is what I 
intend to find out. If I find enough 
pottery, I can prove that once, ages 
ago, trade occurred between the 
Northern Indians and the Southern 
tribes. And thereby smash to smith­
ereens Doctor Smithers’ theory.”

Funeral smiled. “You two ol’ coots 
still battling?”

“A purely friendly argument,” 
smiled the professor.

Funeral and Ringbone had watched 
him ride off, leading his packhorse. 
And misgivings had filled both of 
them. Fall and snow would soon turn, 
their fury loose on the pine-covered, 
rocks and ridges. And Prof Faulcon 
must have been pressing seventy 
pretty close. Ringbone had voiced his 
fears.

“I’ve thought the same,” Funeral 
had murmured, “but the old coot is so 
headstrong he wouldn’t let anybody 
go with him. . .”

Days had run out, stretched into a 
week. And still no word came from 
the archeologist. Two days before
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the rain had started. Now, riding 
down the mountain, Funeral won­
dered who had tried to kill the pro­
fessor. The rawhide thongs around 
the throat, and the cruelty of the set­
up, pointed to the work of Indians. 
The Gros Ventres had, in their sav­
age days, killed prisoners that way. 
Wrapped their throats with wet raw­
hide, placed them in the sun, watched 
the rawhide dry out and constrict, 
and choke their victims to death.

But the local Indians had been 
peaceful lately.

THEY headed for the Hawkins’ 
ranch, about eight miles away on 
the road to Boxelder. From there a 

rider could go in for the doctor. 
When they came out of the pines, 
there at the foot of the mountain, a 
rider rode out of the brush toward 
them. He was a thin-shouldered man 
wearing a yellow oilskin slicker. His 
eyes, greenish-brown slits, regarded 
the partners from under the flappy, 
rain-soaked Stetson.

“Howdy, Funeral. Howdy, Ring­
bone. What you two gents doin’ out 
here in the mountains? Who’s the 
hombre you got there, Funeral?”

“Friend of mine,” grunted Funeral 
O’Neill. “Met with a little accident. 
You ask us why we’re out here. We 
could ask you the same, Carl Hanne­
gan.”

“Heard there was a few of my Cir­
cle Z strays over here.” Hannegan 
gigged his horse close and looked 
sharply at Prof Faulcon. “Who is the 
ol’ coot an’ what happened to him?”

Funeral regarded Hannegan bleak­
ly. Hannegan had been in this coun­
try for almost two years, homestead­
ing back in rocky Mission canyon, 
and Funeral had never cottoned to 
the man. For one thing, Hannegan 
kept a tough bunch around him— 
tough hands, gun-hung. He ran a few 
cattle—not enough to make a living 
on—but still he always seemed to be 
well heeled with money.
'“You’re inquisitive,” murmured Fu­

neral.
Hannegan lifted heavy eyes. “Don’t 

take an innercent question wrong, 
O’Neill. . .” Suddenly Funeral saw 
those greenish-brown eyes turn to

steel. Only then had he really seen 
beneath the man’s easy exterior. An­
ger flared across those eyes, lived 
and breathed, then Hannegan con­
trolled it.

“I’ll ride with you,” he said.
“No need,” said Ringbone. “We 

can handle it alone.”
“Headin’ that way, though,” said 

Hannegan.
The ride to the Hawkins ranch was 

made in silence. The log house was 
dark when they rode into the clear­
ing and Funeral’s hello brought a 
kerosene lamp to life. The under­
taker carried the pedant inside, laid 
him on a cot.

Old man Hawkins’ eyes widened. 
“Hades, that’s your ol’ frien’, the pro­
fessor, ain’t it, Funeral?” He didn’t 
wait for a reply. “The Injuns must be 
on the warpath back there in the 
mountains. Look at where that raw­
hide—”

“No Indian did that,” grunted Fu­
neral. He took the wide rawhide 
thongs from his pocket. “Look at 
those knots, Hawkins.”

The oldster moved closer to the 
lamp, puckered his aged eyes. “No 
siree, them ain’t Injun knots, Fu­
neral. I’ve seen them fix them raw­
hide death contraptions. They use a 
runnin’ knot, kinda like, but this is 
a square knot. Never did see an In­
jun tie a square knot.”

“Neither have I,” said Funeral.
Hannegan said, “Who do you sup­

pose did it, O’Neill?”
But Funeral did not answer. Ring­

bone said, “He’s cornin’ to, Funeral.” 
The prof stirred, wet his thin lips, 
mumbled.

“Clear out, you two,” Funeral told 
Hawkins and Hannegan, “What the 
prof’s got to say concerns only me 
an’ Ringbone.”

LD MAN Hawkins hobbled to 
the door. But Hannegan stood

there, legs wide, a twist on his lips. 
“Me, I’d like to hear what he says,” 
he said.

Ringbone gave him a shove. “Get 
into the next room.”

Hannegan hit, his eyes tight. His 
knuckles knocked Ringbone against 
the wall. The short veterinary, fists
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up, Mood trickling from his mouth, 
moved toward him. But Funeral 
O’Neill grabbed the thin rancher. 
Hanriegan whirled, swung. Funeral 
ducked, his left came in.

The blow knocked Hannegan’s 
head back. The_ rancher grunted, 
swore, struck again. He hit Funeral 
on the jaw. Thoroughly angry now, 
the undertaker swung hard, knocking 
Hannegan through the door.

Hannegan landed on the floor in 
the next room. He spat blood, glared 
at Funeral, But he said nothing. Fu­
neral slammed the door, strode back 
to Prof Faulcon.

“Dang it,” growled Ringbone, “I 
don’t like it for you to horn in on 
my fights.”

“Forget it,” snapped the under­
taker; “I been wantin’ to hit him for 
a long, long time.” His voice lowered. 
“What you got to say, prof?”

Prof Faulcon’s thin lids rose, 
closed, opened again. Recognition 
stabbed across the watery eyes. “Fu­
neral. . .’’he murmured. “Good to. . 
see. . .” His eyes closed.

Funeral shook him gently, “What 
happened?”

“Found. . .Mimbres. . . Cave. . . 
in canyon. . . They were robbing. . 
trains. The cave their hideout. . . 
They found me, tortured me. . . 
Wanted to lay the blame on Indians 
. . .1 broke loose. . .”

Funeral looked at Ringbone. 
“Where is the cave?”

“Up. . .the canyon.” The man 
stirred, licked his lips. “I’m goin’ 
rest. . .sleep a long time. . .” Al­
ready his chest rose to his measured 
breathing.

Funeral got a-foot. Mentally he un­
scrambled the professor’s seemingly 
nonsensical mutterings. For almost 
two years lawlessness had ridden the 
Boxelder range. Twice the Great 
Northern express had been held up 
at Black Butte and the bandits had 
escaped with dust and cash. A bank 
had been knocked over at Havre, an­
other at Black Eagle. And each time 
the spores of the bandits had disap­
peared back in the mountains.

Ringbone stared, popped a pepper­
mint into his mouth. “You mean—

he’s stumbled on whoever has robbed 
them trains an’ banks?”

“Seems that way,’! murmured Fu­
neral. Suddenly, he cat-footed silent­
ly to the door, jerked it suddenly 
open. The stooped form of Hannegan, 
bent to the keyhole, almost fell into 
the room. But the rancher caught 
himself in time, jerked himself erect. 
Anger flushed his thin face.

“You seem mighty interested,” said 
Funeral O’Neill, quietly.

“Can’t a man reach over to scrape 
the mud off’n his boots,” growled the 
rancher.

Old man Hawkins, seated on a 
homemade chair, cackled toothlessly. 
“He weren’t workin’ on his Justins, 
Funeral. That dog had his haid—”

Hannegan snarled, “Shut up, you 
ol’ fogey!” He studied Funeral cold­
ly. “Seems to me I’ll have to trim 
your ears for you, undertaker. Let’s 
hope that time comes danged pronto.” 
He turned, strode into the night. 
Soon, above the patter of the rain, 
came the sound of his hoofs retreat­
ing.

Funeral smiled bleakly. “Hawkins, 
get one of your riders outa the bunk­
house, head him into town for doc. 
Get a coupla more in the room with 
proof. Have ’em armed with rifles and 
sixguns.”

Hawkins’ craggy brows rose, 
“What—why the guards, Funeral?”

“I got a hunch prof stumbled onto 
some important findings. Somebody 
tried to kill him once—they’ll try 
again. Keep him under guard all the 
time, savvy?”

“I sure will.” Hawkins’ Adams-ap- 
ple bobbed. “But what you an’ Ring­
bone goin’ do, Funeral?”

“We got a trail to cut,” said Fu­
neral, grimly,

BARENESS had settled; the rain 
had stopped. Funeral pointed 

his bronc south, heading toward Mis­
sion canyon. Ringbone rode beside 
him, chewing a fresh peppermint. 
The undertaker crammed fresh bur- 
ley into his pipe.

“Oughta be a moon soon,” he mur­
mured.

“Was last night,” said Ringbone. 
“Danged bright, too. But maybe the 
rain will come up—”
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"No clouds in the west.”
The moon was up by the time they 

gained the ridge. Yellow light lay 
like a benediction across the slow- 
waving green pines, the rain-washed 
crags. The beauty of the wilderness 
brought a touch of admiration to Fu­
neral O’Neill. But this was lost in the 
turmoil surging the gaunt undertak­
er’s mind.

“Crazy,” he muttered. “First thing, 
that pottery—New Mexico pottery in 
the Montana mountains. Then this 
cave in Mission canyon— You mind 
ever hearin’ about a cave there, Ring­
bone?”

“Never have.”
Funeral turned in saddle. “Look 

yonder,” he said, coldly. “Is that a 
rider down there, following our 
trail?”

Ringbone peered. “Sure is,” he 
agreed. “By hell, that’s Carl Hanne- 
gan, I guess! He’s hid in the brush 
an’ now he’s trailin’ us.”

Funeral O’Neill leaned back in sad­
dle, sucked his cold pipe. “Hanne- 
gan’s in on this,” he said quietly. 
“Him an’ his gang have been per­
formin’ these robberies. The profes­
sor has stumbled onto their hiding 
place. They’ve decided to kill him 
and make it look like the Indians 
had killed him. Therefore there’d be 
no suspicion on Hannegan and his 
riders.”

Ringbone chewed. “An’ then?”
“What’d you use for brains?" 

snapped Funeral O’Neill. “Sour­
dough?”

“No use of bitin’ your pipe stem 
off,” said Ringbone, placidly.

Funeral sucked hard. “But prof’s 
escaped. The rain come, watersoaked 
the rawhide, saved his life. Hannegan 
was out huntin’ for prof when he ran 
into us taking prof to Hawkins’s.”

“But this cave?”
“That,” said Funeral, “is what gets 

me. . . That and this damned pot­
tery.” A chuckle broke from his thin 
lips. “Let’s us exchange places with 
Carl Hannegan and trail him for a 
while,”

Squatting, hidden by buckbrush, 
they watched Carl Hannegan ride by, 
a dim shadow under the moonlight. 
The rock-strewn ridge, rising behind 
Hannegan, cut him from view. Ten

minutes later, they followed his trail,
The dim moonlight made tracking 

difficult. But the man, they noticed, 
was hitting back toward Mission can­
yon. Here, in this wilderness, he had 
his den. Now, he was coming home. .

They rode through a clump of 
chokecherry trees and then the voice 
from the brush said, “That’s far 
enough, you two!” A rifle cocked 
noisely. “One move toward your guns 
an’ this hammer’s failin’!” The brush 
crackled, and Carl Hannegan, rifle 
up, stepped out.

“Outfoxed us, huh?” murmured 
Funeral O’Neill.

Hannegan’s greenish eyes glittered. 
“You gents know too much,” he said 
sternly. He called, “Mike,” and an­
other man came from the brush be­
hind them. Squat, ugly, he packed 
two .45’s, cradled a Winchester. “Get 
their guns, Mike.”

“Get off your horses,” growled 
Mike.

Funeral O’Neill glanced at Ring­
bone. Jaw working on a peppermint, 
the horse-medico was coldly studying 
the situation, his eyes narrow slits. 
Anger touched the undertaker, but he 
held it and kept his agile mind clear. 
He swept lazy eyes over Carl Hanne­
gan. .He said, “My embalming nee­
dle’s waiting for you, Hannegan. . .”

H
annegan smiled sourly.
“You’ll never stick that needle 

into my carcass, O’Neill,” he 
snapped, “But if’n that single-brained 
partner of your’n don’t watch that 
gunhand of his’n—”

“Take it easy, Ringbone,” advised 
Funeral.

Ringbone snarled, “Shoot us for 
a coupla broken down ruptured sage­
hens! Ridin’ right into this dog’s 
trap! We oughta—”

Funeral stepped down. Mike took 
his guns. When Ringbone had also 
been disarmed, Hannegan made them 
mount. “You lead the way, Mike,” 
he said. “I’ll ride behind with my ri­
fle out.”

Mike asked, “We gotta get out this 
country, Hannegan. Our string’s 
played out here. . . Once that pro­
fessor gets so he can tell all he knows 
an’ the law’ll be so thick in these 
mountains that—”
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“We’ll clear out,” snapped Hanne­
gan.

“That danged perfesser,” growled 
Mike, “sure wrecked things. Why in 
the hell did that danged Shady have 
to collect that pottery? If’n it hadn’t 
been for him the perfesser would 
never—”

“Get moving,” ordered Hannegan.
With Mike in the lead, they head­

ed back toward the canyon. Funeral 
glanced over his shoulder, grinned 
bleakly as he saw Hannegan behind, 
rifle trained on him. A tiny warm 
spot grew on his spine and he felt 
ticklish. Hannegan might let that 
hammer drop and—

Ringbone asked, quietly, “Where’d 
you figure they’re takin’ us, Fu­
neral?’

“T’ the cave, I reckon. You see, they 
gotta get rid of us. Otherwise, they 
won’t have time to—”

“I know that.” The veterinary 
scovzled. “We’re behin’ the eight ball. 
Funeral?”

But Funeral saw some light in the 
darkness. “Maybe so,” he agreed. 
“But otherwise we might never have 
found that cave, Ringbone.”

Hannegan ordered sternly. “Close 
that talk, you two.”

TWO HOURS later they skirted 
the edge of a cliff. A heavy 
growth of chokecherry trees flanked 

an outcropping. Mike put his horse 
into these and Hannegan bade them 
follow. A voice called from the dark­
ness, “Who’s there?”

Mike said, “Me an’ Hannegan.”
The speaker came forward, break­

ing the brush. He was a hard-faced, 
narrow-eyed man, carrying a rifle. 
He stared at Funeral and Ringbone. 
“What’s these two hellions—?”

“We’re pullin’ out,” snapped Han­
negan. “All the outfit in the den?”

“Pullin’ out? Why, ain’t these 
good pickin’s?”

“Follow us.”
The side of the mountain seemed 

to break apart. They rode into a gi­
gantic cave. Two men were seated 
around a pine fire playing cards on 
a saddleblanket. The flickering 
flames cast shimmering shadows on 
the rocky walls. Amazement crept

through Funeral O’Neill, showed it­
self in Ringbone’s gaping jaw.

“Never knew a cave this size—”
Hannegan cut Funeral short. “Get 

off’n your broncs, you two. Mike, tie 
their hands. Use wet rawhide. Later, 
before we leave, we’ll put one of 
them rawhide collars on them. Put 
’em in that side cave.”

Mike worked swiftly, competently. 
Funeral grunted as the rawhide cut 
into his wrists. Despair tugged at the 
undertaker; he put it aside. While 
Mike tied him, his eyes ran around 
the interior. Yonder, against the 
rocky wall, was a manger and, tied to 
it, were the outlaws’ horses, munch­
ing wild grass. Saddles hung from 
the wall on wooden stakes driven into 
cracks.

“Get movin’,” grunted Mike.
The longrider herded them through 

a passageway. Here was a smaller 
cave. He made them sit down, and he 
tied their legs with rawhide. Then he 
went back to the main cave, his boot­
heels pounding against the rock 
floor.

Funeral studied the cave and mur­
mured, “By hades, Ringbone, these 
men have made a great discovery. A 
great cave, here in the Little 
Rockies. . . Wait until the people 
in Boxelder hear—”

“They won’t hear about it from 
us,” said Ringbone dourly. “Prof 
Faulcon might tell them but we 
won’t. Hannegan ain’t forgettin’ the 
beatin’ you gave him down at Haw­
kins’ ranch.”

Funeral’s long face clouded. “We’ll 
get out,” he encouraged.

“And how will we?” Cynically.
“Prof got away.”
Ringbone scowled. “By heaven, he 

did’” He smiled grimly. “Well, any­
way, we know where that pottery 
come from. One of these gents kinda 
collects it, huh?” The vet’s smile 
broke into a chuckle. “Don’t that beat 
it all—a danged longrider collectin’ 
pottery— Say, you mean this gang 
makes raids as far south as New Mex­
ico?”

“Looks like it.”
Hannegan was talking in loud 

tones. “The jig’s over with, boys. 
Load the haul into saddlebags an’
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we’ll take two pack horses. We gotta 
drift, an’ drift pronto.”

“How about O’Neill an’ Smith?”
A short silence. Then Hannegan 

said, “We’ll get Shady to put some 
of those rawhide collars on ’em. By 
the time the law does find this place 
they’ll be dead. Danged hellions, 
they’ve bucked me too long.”

Boots ground against rock. A bronc 
grunted as a saddle slapped home. 
Funeral rolled over, backed up to 
Ringbone. “For God’s sake, Ring­
bone,” he grunted, “start chewing!”

Ringbone stared. “Start what?”
“The rawhide,” growled Funeral. 

“My wrists.”
Ringbone said, “I can crack a black 

walnut with my teeth.” He twisted 
around; Funeral felt his teeth bite 
into the rawhide. He lay there, sweat 
on his forehead, and listened to the 
men in the other cave. This was a 
race against time. Time that ticked 
on, and on. . .

?^OT THAT dust loaded, 
Jake?” asked Hannegan,

“A mite more.”
Mike growled, “I got my job load­

ed okay. Dang, hope that rain comes 
up again, an’ washes out our tracks.”

“Shady,” said Hannegan. “Better 
get some rawhide an’ make them 
neckties.” His chuckle rang in Fu­
neral’s ears. “That danged scarecrow 
undertaker has stuck his needle into 
his last man.” .

“Okay, Hannegan.”
Justins ground toward them. Three 

strands bound Funeral’s wrist; Ring­
bone had chewed two apart. Now, 
jaws working madly, he chewed, the 
approaching boots pounding in his 
ears. Suddenly he grunted, exhaled. 
And Funeral, working swiftly, had 
freed wrists of the entangling raw­
hide.

But, already, Shady was on them. 
Square shoulders limned above the 
undertaker. Heart pounding, Funeral 
lay there, hands still behind him. To 
Shady, it looked as though he were 
still tied.

“Sit up, O’Neill,” he grunted.
Funeral looked at the thick wet 

rawhide in the outlaw’s grimy hands. 
Anger beat like a muffled drum in

him, This was not a man’s way to 
fight and kill—this was the method 
of the savage, the aborigine.

“I can’t sit up—my hands—”
Shady made his mistake then. He 

grabbed Funeral by the shoulder, 
went to jerk him upright. And the 
undertaker’s long right arm, snaking 
out in a circle, clamped around the 
longrider’s neck, dragging him down. 
Shady grunted, went to holler, but 
Funeral’s grip cut off his windpipe. 
Funeral’s left hand came in.

He hit Shady on the forehead. A 
glancing blow, with little result. And 
then they were rolling on the stone 
floor. With sinking heart, Funeral 
fought. He twisted the man around, 
then Ringbone’s boots came in. The 
Justins smashed against Shady’s 
head, crumpled the man into a limp 
ball.

UNERAL panted, “Gracias, ami­
go. You reckon they heard—” Al­

ready he had one of Shady’s ,45’s. He 
placed the barrel against the rawhide 
knot between his ankles, let the ham­
mer fall.

Roar cascaded through the cave. 
The bullet tore through the knot, 
whammed onto the rock, lifted across 
space in evil song. And hard above its 
ringing echoes came the cry of men, 
the excited stomp of frightened 
broncs.

“Shady,” hollered Hannegan. 
“What happened?”

Quickly Funeral O'Neill ripped 
the rawhide from his ankles. He 
whirled, legs weak, stepped toward 
the recumbent Ringbone, .45 in hand.

“You ain’t shootin’ the rawhide 
off’n my wrists,” said Ringbone 
steadily. “I ain’t gonna get no bullet 
in my gizzard—”

Funeral allowed a grim smile. 
“Maybe Shady’s got a knife—” But 
Shady didn’t.

“We’re cornin’ in,” roared Hanne­
gan.

“Come in,” invited Funeral O’Neill. 
“An’ step into our lead, hombres. 
Shady’s out of the picture—I got his 
gun. And my needle’s waitin’ for you, 
Hannegan!”

“You’ll never stick that needle into 
me,” snapped Hannegan. “Scatter 
out, men. Mike, settle behind the



68 ★ ★ ★ Complete Cowboy

mangers. Jake, take this side. We got 
them trapped in that cave. There’s 
only one way out an’ that’s into this 
section—”

“But we gotta get outa here, Han- 
negan!”

“We’ll get out. . .with plenty of 
time. But before we go I aim to salt 
down O’Neill an’ Smith. Somethin’ 
I’ve craved to do for a long time.”

ILENCE settled, broken only by 
the occasional snort of a horse.

Funeral untied Ringbone, shoved one 
of Shady’s cutters into the vet’s 
hand. Then settled back against the 
wall, brows knitted, and watched the 
entrance.

“There’s a way. . .’’he murmured.
“Yeah,” snorted Ringbone. “We 

could walk out there an’ walk into 
lead. We could— We got guns, but 
they still hold the upper hand.”

Shady muttered, sat up, eyes wild. 
Gradually the fundamentals of the 
situation crept into his brain. “Out 
tricked me, huh,” he muttered. He 
lifted his voice. “Hey, Hannegan—”

“Yeah.”
“They jumped me—got my guns—”
“I know that. Sit tight, an’ we’ll 

smoke ’em out.”
Shady moaned, held his head. 

“What’d you hit me with?” he want­
ed to know. “The hull ha’f of the 
mountain?”

Funeral looked at Ringbone’s 
enormous boots. “Just about,” he 
murmured. Plans were gathering in 
his brain; he sorted through them, 
found nothing logical. They could 
walk through that archway, guns 
roaring in a surprise attack. They’d 
get some of Hannegan’s gang—maybe 
Hannegan—but guns would get them 
too.

“We got you in a spot, Hannegan,” 
hollered the undertaker “We can 
stay in here for a danged long time. 
But you gents can’t stay much long­
er. Already Prof Faulcon has prob­
ably told his story to Sheriff Dun­
lap. An’ maybeso right now Dunlap 
an’ his deputies are headin’ this 
way—”

Silence. Then Hannegan said, 
“He’s right.”

“Let’s just pull out,” said Mike.

Shady roared, “an’ leave me behind 
for the law to hang!” His voice held 
a hysterical note. “You can’t do that, 
not to me. ...”

Funeral studied the man. He was 
a jittery, gun-hung killer—his nerves 
were shot, his mind broken. And then, 
Funeral saw their way out.

“They don’t give a dang about 
you, Shady.”

Shady growled, “They better not 
try anythin’ like that or I’ll—Lord, I 
wish I had a gun, O’Neill.”

“We’re leavin’,” came back Hanne­
gan’s voice. “Okay, boys, swing up. 
Get that packhorse’s lead-rope.”

F
uneral O’Neill’s lips 
showed a strange smile. He knew 
that Hannegan would never leave—■ 
not when Hannegan had him and 
Ringbone ready for the meat-axe. 

Hannegan would make out like he 
was leaving and then hide in the 
brush for an ambush. . . . But Shady 
didn’t reason it that way.

“Gimme a gun, O’Neill, I’m goin’ 
out there.”

“They’ll kill you—”
“Might just as well die under lead 

as dangling from a hangnoose. You 
gents once get me behind bars an’ 
they look up my record—Gimme a 
gun!”

“You’ll turn it on me!”
“I’ll bargain with you.” The owl­

hooter’s voice was horse. “Gimme a 
gun an’ I’ll walk out there. An’ if I 
come through alive I’ll only ask an 
hour start of you. One hour before 
the law hits my trail—That a deal, 
undertaker?”

“Here’s the gun.”
Shady fondled the .45 lovingly. His 

gray eyes flared. He whirled the 
cylinder, then said, “I’m cornin’ out—■ 
with a gun!” Now he walked for- 
ward. And Funeral O’Neill, grabbing 
Ringbone’s gun, moved forward too. 
About five feet behind the crazed 
outlaw. Now Shady walked through 
the archway.

Gun-roar lifted in shattering caco­
phony. A bullet smashed into the 
longrider, sent him staggering for­
ward. His gun stabbing flame, the 
longrider steadied himself, stood with
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spread legs. Mike’s scream cut 
through the stabbing roar.

“He got me—Hannegan—”
“You—doublecross me—” Shady 

was grinning. Grinning, and dying on 
his feet. And how, the gun of Funer­
al O’Neill came into play. The gaunt 
undertaker, hunkered low by the 
archway, let his hammer fall.

Already' Shady’s lead had killed 
Mike, sent another down. Two re­
mained, and Funeral O’Neill sent one 
falling, a well-placed bullet in the 
man’s chest. Shady’s gun had ceased 
speaking now, and the man’s knees 
were caving. Funeral lifted his smok­
ing gun on Hannegan.

Hannegan squatted behind a dead 
horse, .45 talking. A bullet chipped 
rock above Funeral. The undertaker 
felt pain stab his chest. From the 
corner of his eye, he saw Ringbone 
Smith plunge in, grab the fallen 
Shady’s gun. And as the vet rolled 
over, he shot once. Then his gun 
clicked on an empty cartridge.

But one shot was enough. His lead 
hit Hannegan in the forehead. Funer­
al got to his feet, smiling wryly.

“Damn, Ringbone, I wanted Han­
negan—”

“T’ain’t what you want,” advised 
Ringbone gruffly; “it’s what you 
get. You—got a bullet in your chest?”

“Splinter of rock.” Funeral knelt 
beside Shady, shook the man gently. 
The eyes opened, bloody lips smiled.

“Funny thing,” the outlaw mur­
mured. “Me, fightin’ for the law—I’ll 
bet my ol’ pals down south—”

Funeral got to his feet. “Dead,” he 
said quietly. “Went out the way he 
wanted, his guns talking. . . Maybe 
if he had had the right start when 
he was a kid he’d have been a good—”

“An’ maybe not,” growled the 
realistic Ringbone. “Well, we better 
get this mess into town. Shove ’em 
into coffins, hoi’ an inquest, an’— 
What you grinnin’ about, you lanky 
buzzard?”

“Hannegan.”
“What’d you mean?”
“He said I’d never stick my needle 

into him. But I’ll use that new one— 
that one I just got—”

Ringbone shuddered. “You cl' buz­
zard.” Then he smiled widely. “But 
it’ll be a hollow victory, Funeral, 
’cause he’ll never feel it!”

(THE END)
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OUTLAW’S COUM
By T. W. Ford

(Author of "Get Off The Owlhoot", "The Kid Goes Killer", etc.)

One of you three sold me out to the law the night they got me. Tonight I'm
going to find out which one it was!

THREE persons sat eating the 
greasy dinner at the oilcloth 
table in the Cantina de Cassidy 

at the Brush Forks crossroads. Be­
fore the railroad spur was built down 
the Tonapee Valley to Tonapee Cen­
ter some twenty odd miles to the east, 
the crossroads had been a busy place. 
The freighters bringing cargo down 
from the former end of the rail line

passed through there; also three 
stage lines. But with the extension of 
the railroad, it all petered out. Now 
one coach made a trip up from Faro 
once a week to meet the line that ran 
westward every other day to Elk 
Branch. That was all.

The store and the handful of cab­
ins at the intersection was abandoned 
caving-in derelicts. They stood like

71
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blind sentinels at the crossing beside 
Gunfire Creek’s sluggish, yellow wa­
ters. There was only the cantina left, 
and the two men and one woman eat­
ing there now had agreed when they 
first sat down that the place was a 
fester sore on the tail-end of crea­
tion.

The cantina had been built by one 
Miguel Cassidy, a shy-smiling little 
Mex who’d been dubbed “Cassidy” by 
a father in honor of a very brave 
gringo who’d saved his life once be- 
lowfcthe line. But when the crossroads 
business began to die, Miguel Cass­
idy had sold out to a one-eyed breed 
and gone back to the home of his fa­
thers in Mananaland.

“That’s the way the story goeS, 
anyways,” said Garland, a flat-bodied 
man with abnormally high cheek 
bones. Above them, his eyes looked 
like elongated chips of glass. He was 
plainly garbed, with one tied-down 
holster on his left thigh. But he ate 
right-handed. He poised a chunk of 
beef before his slice of mouth. “Mi­
guel was a nice gent—they say.”

The woman, Sally Murdee, with 
glowing dark red hair, looked across 
the table. “You’ve lived up this 
way?” she asked.

Nothing happened to Jo-Jo Gar­
land’s face actually. It just went 
dead, and a light like a cold flame be­
hind his eyes said, “Be careful.” He 
shrugged. “Been through here before, 
few times. Reckon it was over Selby 
way I heard the yarn.” Selby was the 
range town down the line to the 
southwest. “You come from these 
parts, ma’m?” That was only a half 
lie.

Sally Murdee smiled prettily out of 
her dark eyes. She shook her head as 
she smoothed her dress down over 
her high-bosomed figure. She wore 
too much rouge and had too bold a 
stare for a lady. “Oh,* no. I—I have 
relatives in this part of the country. 
But I’ve never been here before.” 
That was a whole lie.

“Me, neither,” put in Edward Bur­
son, a little, birdfaced man in a 
sombre black suit of broadcloth. He 
was a banker. He shook his head of 
thinning light yellow hair to accent 
the statement. And that was a lie, too.

THE waiter came in, a big slouch­
ing man in a dirty apron, with 
a pan of fresh biscuits. Something 

like a six-gun butt jutted beneath the 
apron. They didn’t notice it though 
—nor the fact that the one-eyed 
breed proprietor had not yet put in 
an appearance. Jo-Jo Garland slid the 
coffee pot at the waiter.

“Suppose, gopher, you take this 
gully wash back and bring us some 
hot java. And—hot!” he ordered.

The slouching man rolled an eye 
uglily down at him. It wasn’t the 
look of a servant in a mangy little 
cantina. “Yeah? Sorta persnicketty, 
ain’t you, pard?” Then he turned and 
shuffled out to the kitchen with Gar­
land scowling in puzzlement after 
him.

Sally Murdee wiped her mouth 
with an exaggeratedly dainty ges­
ture. She flashed a longing look at 
the shot glass of whisky beside Gar­
land’s plate. “There’s something— 
something strange about this place. 
It—it’s real spooky-like.” She looked 
around at the yellowed seamed walls 
of the little dining room and through 
the open side door into the adjoining 
barroom. That was empty. “I—” She 
dropped a hand to her pocketbook on 
the chair beside her. There was a nice 
little double-barrelled derringer in it.

Garland glanced around. “Nothing 
to fear here. Why—” He paused as 
he saw the bartender lounging in the 
connecting doorway. He sucked on a 
cigaret and regarded them with cold 
insolence a full moment before he 
turned away. “Nothing. Less’n it’s 
that one over there.” Letting his gaze 
take in the voluptuous figure of the 
woman, he speared a knife at the man 
diagonally across at a corner table in 
the front.

The gent sat half couched in a 
chair, head on his chest. Even as they 
glanced over, he snored softly, appar­
ently sleeping off a skinful of red­
eye. He was medium-sized with bat­
winged chapped legs sprawled out 
before him. A large-brimmed som­
brero, sloped forward on his eye­
brows, hid his face. Water from a 
leak in a corner of the room had 
splotched a dark uneven pattern on 
one corner of his hickory shirt; he 
seemed oblivious to it.
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Burson never knew what made the 
thing pop' into his mind, or what 
made him voice the thought, either. 
Perhaps it was that double slug of 
rye whisky he’d had when he came in 
wet from the trail an hour before. 
“Used to know a ranny down this 
way. Fella by the name of Killi—” 
His eyes hooded warily. “Killi-cut— 
or was it just plain ‘Killy’,” he added, 
changing what he had been going to 
say.

Garland became busily engaged in 
mashing a biscuit into the gravy on 
his plate. “Never heard of no jasper 
by that name.”

The woman only looked blank as 
she drew out a small hand mirror and 
primped at her hair, but her silence 
was as much of a lie as Jo-Jo Gar­
land’s denial. The name the banker 
had been about to say was “Kiliigan.” 
Bigger Kiliigan had been the man.

“And a wire-tough bitter-ender of 
a piece of man, too,” Garland was 
adding to himself. He had known him 
real well.

WALLACE KILLIGAN had 
been his name by baptism, but 
down through that chunk of the 

Southwest he had been known as 
“Big” Kiliigan. Not because he was 
large in hulk; he wasn’t. But there 
had been something big and indomi­
table about the man, something be­
hind the half-humorous face with 
sad, strikingly black eyes. Those eyes 
could flame with bitter savage fury 
too. And when they did, a forerunner 
to violent action, hombres facing him 
felt suddenly puny and insignificant.

Big Kiliigan had been declared an 
outlaw, and he didn’t make his liv­
ing by any business inside the bounds 
of the Law. But back then, two coun­
ty sheriffs had admitted they would 
never arrest him, much less attempt 
to bring him in. They savvied what 
had sent Kiliigan back into the brok­
en hills country to live like a wild 
thing despising human critters. It 
had happened when he was just a 
beardless button in his teens. The big 
Bearpaw Cattle Pool had moved onto 
the Upper Selby range, buying out 
the old Box-T, and then acquiring 
some of the smaller spread. But Big

Killigan’s father had refused to sell 
out at their price.

Owslow, boss of the Bearpaw, was 
a range pirate. What he couldn’t get 
one way he acquired another. Old, 
blunt, simple Mike Kiliigan had 
found himself in court fighting a 
charge that his title of ownership 
was spurious. Old Mike couldn’t help 
it if the original owner hadn’t filed 
properly. All he knew was that he 
had paid for it and worked it. The 
boy, Big, thought the same way. That 
was why he put a slug through the 
chest of the deputy who shot his dad 
the day the posse came to evict them 
from the land. That had made him an 
outlawed.

In his bitterness, he had accepted 
the role gladly; incessantly, for 
three-four years, he had warred on 
the Bearpaw that had bought his fa­
ther’s place at auction. Then, one 
night in Selby, they’d captured him 
and sent him up to the Big House on 
the killing charge.

Jo-Jo Garland knew every detail of 
the story because once he had ridden 
Big Killigan’s bunch. At the thought, 
his face got a haunted look. ,

Sally Murdee had known Big Killi- 
gan too. Once she had worked in Sel­
by as a singer at a honky tonk. And 
the night they had cornered him, 
when he had come running to her 
cabin to hide as the badge-packers 
closed in, she had slammed the door 
in his face. It was something she’d 
like to forget, too.

As he fired up a stogie, Banker Ed­
ward Burson’s eyes were still hood­
ed. Nobody now would ever guess he 
was the same Wild Ed Burson, hard- 
drinking card sharp of Selby almost 
eight years ago. He recalled Kiliigan 
too. He had owed Kiliigan some din­
ero when they captured him. But, 
shucks, what would a gent in the Big 
House for life do with money, any­
way? His head jerked nervously 
doorward as he thought he heard 
somebody outside in the thin hissing 
rain.

THE waiter brought back the 
fresh pot of steaming java, slap­
ping it down on the table so some of 

it sloshed out the spout. Only it 
wasn’t the same waiter. This was a
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little man with a bar of black mus­
tache that hid most of a scrawl of 
scar on his upper lip. Garland saw 
that he was another man as the lat­
ter turned away, saw too the shoulder 
rig as his coat flapped wide a mo­
ment. The slices of glassy eyes nar­
rowed and he eased a hand down to­
ward his own holster. He wished to 
blazes old Spike Hontell would get 
here. When he had ridden in day be­
fore yesterday it seemed Spike had 
left a message for him saying he 
would be back shortly.

Sally Murdee put down her emp­
tied coffee cup and shivered slightly. 
“That westbound stage just has to 
come along soon. I never could spend 
the night here.” She had arrived that 
midday on the coach from the north 
that made connections with the line 
that ran into Selby. “I never could 
spend the night here at all.”

“Looks like you’re a-going to, 
ma’m. The Selby stage won’t be 
through here today—or tonight.” It 
was the man in the corner who had 
apparently been slumbering. He was 
standing now, absolutely steady, 
small but perfectly round eyes drill­
ing into them across the room. 
“There was an attempt made to hold 
it up—and it turned back to Tonapee 
. . .My boys made the attempt.”

Burson came out of his chair, one 
white-knuckled hand around the 
heavy gold watch-chain bridging his 
vest. “Say, who are you—”

Moving from behind the corner ta­
ble, with that curiously relaxed mo­
tion of his body, the medium-sized 
gent whipped off his sombrero. “Big 
Killigan! Don’t you remember me, 
folks?”

ARLAND was the only one who 
had not moved. He peered with

eyes twisted from beneath the lock 
of sandy hair hanging over his fore­
head. Then he dropped the match 
with which he had been about to 
light his tube of Durham. He started 
to bend to recover it from the floor.

“Don’H” Big Killigan’s easy voice 
had become as sharp as a gunshot. 
“Don’t—Jo-Jo! I always was a split 
second faster ’n you on the draw. Re­
member? Besides, Jo-Jo, you’re cov­

ered—well covered.” He gestured 
around.

In the doorway to the barroom 
stood the lank bartender, a gun al­
ready sweeping the room. Back by 
the entrance to the kitchen was the 
big slouching man who had served 
them, already whipping a couple of 
hoglegs from beneath his greasy 
apron. And in the rear corner stood 
the little man with the scar-hiding 
mustache, faced pinched up as he 
waited with thumbs hooked over 
cocked hammers.

“My boys,” Big Killigan explained. 
“The breed owner took a little vaca­
tion for a few days. . .My new 
bunch.”

Garland summoned a grin as he 
pulled his hand away from the gun 
scabbard as if it had turned white- 
hot. “Shucks, Big! I figgered you 
might uh been sore ’cause I got orey- 
eyed and wasn’t no help the night the 
John Laws grabbed you. Shucks, Big. 
You know—”

Killigan scratched a match on a 
thumbnail and put it to the quirly 
spiking from good-natured generous- 
curved mouth. “Hell, Jo-Jo. A gent’s 
got to irrigate his tonsils once in a 
while—and Fate ain’t in the habit of 
telling him what’s coming up next 
in the deal. Hell—”

Banker Burson was erect and kick­
ing back his chair. “See here, Mr. 
Killigan. There happenes to be a lady 
present and—”

Killigan cocked an eye at him as 
he came closer. He’d always had a 
knack of seeming to move without ef­
fort. And very silently. “The same 
old hoorawing tinhorn, eh? Old Wild 
Ed! And as far as a lady, well who 
said she was—”

“‘Wild Ed’?” repeated Burson 
pompously. “I don’t know who you’re 
talking about. And I don’t know you 
either, for that matter. I—”

“Changed your handle to ‘L’ Bur­
son now, eh, Ed?” Without seeming 
to move, Killigan sent the hot match 
flipping from his fingers. It arrowed 
right at the undersized ex-gambler 
banker, stinging his cheek with its 
hot tip.

Burson squealed as he ducked too 
late and pawed at his whitish skin. 
“Damn you. Big! Damn you,” his
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transparent feeble bluff collapsed. 
“Say, you should be in prison. You 
must be a fugitive and—"’

The scrape of the extra chair Big 
Killigan pivoted out from the table 
broke off Burson’s word as he cow­
ered. The outlaw bestrode it, folding 
his arms across the back. “Don’t git 
hopeful idees, Ed. In view of the cir­
cumstances of the killing, the gover­
nor pardoned me ’bout seven months 
back. I ain’t no fugitive—yet. After 
this night’s done though. . .” He let 
it hang there.,

SALLY MURDEE was perfectly 
cool. She reached across and 

took Garland’s shot of redeye and put 
it down her throat with an experi­
enced flip. “Of course I remember 
you, Big. Even with that premature 
gray at your temples. You are always 
four square in my book—and never 
small potatoes. But I don’t under­
stand this?”

“No-o?” said Killigan softly as he 
let his black holes of eyes take in 
every detail of her pretty face. The 
eyes grew sadder a moment. Then he 
gestured to his men. “Clean the hard­
ware off ’em, boys!”

They got Garland’s hip gun; it was 
all he had. And the derringer from 
Sally Murdee’s bag. On the banker, 
they found a short-barrelled .32 hid­
den in a rig beneath a shoulder, an­
other in his waistband beneath his 
austere white shirt, and a third, a 
derringer, down one of his boots. 
Killigan laughed at him silently, his 
mouth twisting cruelly.

“Well, you always did like to have 
an ace or so up your sleeve, Ed. . . 
Ail right. Listen close—and you’ll 
understand things.” He pointed at 
Sally with his smoking quirly. “I told 
you the stage to Selby you’re waiting 
for won’t be along. My boys made it 
turn back. You don’t want to go to 
Selby anyway, Sally.”

She lifted her nose scornfully. 
“Mosby Purcell is—”

“It was me wrote you that letter 
signed ‘Mosby Purcell,’ Sally. He 
ain’t waiting for you; he ain’t got a 
big outfit with a dobie hacienda or 
nothing, and he ain’t still in love 
with you and craving to marry you— 
because he died about four years back

when he got orey-eyed and fell off 
the creek bridge and drowned. Me, I 
sent you the money to make the trip 
down this way too.”

The woman sat with her jaw un­
hinged stupidly. For a moment, it 
looked as if she v/ould cry. Then her 
nostrils pinched in and the hard 
lines, bred by her rough life, gullied 
her face. And suddenly the men in 
the room realized her red hair was 
dyed now. “Then—then, why did 
you—”

Killigan was already turned to Jo- 
Jo Garland. For a moment, the out­
law’s eyes crinkled around the cor­
ners as if thinking of old times. “Jo- 
Jo, I brought you down here too. A 
rider looked you up with a message 
from your old pard, Spike Hontell. 
The rider told that Spike said he was 
sick in bed, living his last days, and 
how he’d like to see you. . .Jo-Jo, 
knowing you and how you liked the 
skirts, I knew that would bring you 
along. Old Spike did have a mighty 
fancy-looking daughter, didn’t he? 
Well, she up and married a beef buy­
er and went to K. C. to live some time 
back. Where Spike is, I don’t have no 
idea. But he ain't in Selby. So they’s 
no sense in going there, is there?”

O-JO’S hand was very steady as 
-he plucked the quirly stub from

his lips. “ ‘Bout as much as spitten in 
the crick to start a flood, Big. . . 
Something’s eating on you plumb 
bad, boss.”

“Uh-huh. . .Mebbeso tonight I’ll 
sure it afore we leave here—them 
what does leave.” He turned to Bur­
son who sat perched on the edge of 
his chair and sized him up with a 
sneer. “Aw, stop whining, Ed. You 
always was a two-spot.”

“I ain’t saying nothing.” Burson 
managed to make it sullen.

“You’re still whining, somehow. .
Well, Ed, you got a letter too. A 

nice lawyer’s letter down to your 
bank. Said as how one Texas Kelso 
had left a chunk of dinero for you 
with this lawyer before Texas died. 
And seeing as how Texas didn’t make 
his money exactly legal, the lawyer 
fella thought it better to meet you 
out here on the quiet. Reckon you



76 ★ ★ ★ Complete Cowboy

know that lawyer was me, now, Ed. 
But I knew it’d bring you, Ed. You’d 
row yourself up Mud Creek with 
your nose for a paddle to git your 
dewclaws on a few dollars, by grab!”

Burson plucked at the watch-chain. 
“If it’s money you—”

“I’m collecting my‘ payoff—but it 
won’t be in money tonight, Ed! Not 
by a danged sight!” He drummed 
thoughtfully on the table.

Jo-Jo turned and signed to the man 
in the barroom doorway. “Bring us 
in a bottle of redeye. I’ll pay for it. 
Big, I reckon I ain’t forgot how your 
old bullet wounds itch ya on a wet 
night. Few shots always used to make 
’em let up a mite.”

Big Killigan cut his eyes over to 
his one-time gunman, then pulled 
away as if he feared he might soften. 
The bottle came and the three men 
had a drink, Burson sloshing his 
down his shirt front.

“Yep, folks, I’m outa prison. I’ve 
been spending a heap of time track­
ing you three down. . .And it 
weren’t because uh the love overflow­
ing my heart. Naw. . .You see, the 
night they grabbed me in Selby, 
somebody sold me out to them badge­
packers. . .It was—one of you 
three. . .”

THE room was abruptly hot and 
close-cramped as if somehow the 
walls were pushing in on them. Jo-Jo 

Garland nodded, watching his former 
boss. Killigan made a little groove in 
the oilcloth with his thumbnail.

“I know that. . .Word got to me 
in the Big House about it. Don’t ar­
gufy!” He flipped up a hand as Bur­
son opened his jaw. “I know! And 
they were only three who could have 
cold me out—you three.”

He stood up slowly and those at 
the table got that little insignificant 
feeling as his eyes raked them. “You, 
Jo-Jo, you was camped with me up 
on Crow Peak. You knew I was going 
into Selby that night.”

Jo-Jo nodded. “Yeah, I knew, Big.”
Killigan indicated the woman with 

his head. “Sally, back in them days, I 
reckon I was in love with you. You 
seemed prettier than a spotted pony. 
I had an engagement to meet you

that night. So you knew I was com­
ing in, too.”

The woman’s mouth twisted but 
she said nothing.

“Ed, you owed me some dinero. I 
lent it to you the Hasling boys gave 
you twenty-four hours to pay up or 
hit the trail. You was ready to pay 
me, and I’d sent you word through 
your brother that I’d be in that night. 
So—”

“By grab, Big, I’ll pay you now— 
with interest. I—I’ll pay you d-dou- 
ble.”

“This is going to be paid in blood, 
Ed Burson. You knew I was coming 
in, so you could have tipped off the 
John Laws too. . .Anyways, it was 
one of you three. One—of—you!”

“What’re you going to do, Big?” 
Jo-Jo asked calmly.

Big Killigan didn’t answer. Slap­
ping on his sombrero, he walked over 
to the stairs that led to the bedroom 
up above. Climbed them. Out of sight 
at the top, his voice came back.

“Bring Garland up first, boys.”
Jo-Jo rose before two of them 

closed in on them. He poured himself 
a fresh drink, smiled around, then 
dumped it off. And he walked across 
the room and up the stairs with a 
fixed smile. The man with the black 
mustache came back to stand guard 
with the lank one who’d acted as bar­
tender.

IT WAS some twenty minutes later 
when Jo-Jo Garland came down 

those stairs. He half stumbled down, 
one hand taloned to the railing, head 
wobbling sleepily. His face was 
bruised and swollen with blood run­
ning from a fist-gashed lip and his 
nose as well. The mustached one 
walked over and gave him the bottle 
to swig from. When Jo-Jo lowered it, 
he managed a lopsided grimace meant 
for a grin.

“Prison didn’t soften him up none 
at all.” Then the oth-r two knew for 
certain that Garland hadn’t admitted 
to playing traitor to Killigan.

“You—Burson,” said the big 
slouching man. And he gave the tim­
id ex-gambler a shove as the latter 
inched away from the table.

The rain had ceased to spit against 
the dobie building when Ed Burson
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fumbled his way down the stairs. He 
bore no marks. But his face was like 
dust-colored parchment with his 
teeth outlined through the thin lips 
ripped back tightly. “He—he can’t do 
that,” he quavered. “He can’t.”

What he meant was that Big Killi- 
gan had informed him he knew where 
he lived and worked now, knew he 
had married the daughter of the re­
tired president of that bank. And Big 
had threatened to send word to the 
president about how Burson had been 
a one-time card sharp, a drunkard, 
and crooked in the bargain.

Lips parted, the woman waited. 
Chuck, the slouching one behind 
Burson on the stairs, looked back for 
bis orders. Then he turned to the 
woman and signalled her to come. 
Rising, she swayed a moment. Jo-Jo 
saw her small white teeth gouge into 
her lower lip. She half pirouetted to 
flounce out her skirt, then moved up 
the stairs with red head high.

SALLY MURDEE wasn’t long in 
returning. She held a wisp of 

handkerchief to her red-eyed face 
as she came back down. But when she 
got behind the table once again, she 
broke. With a dry sob, she signalled 
to the bottle, swallowing the drink in 
one gulp when Jo-Jo Garland poured 
it. Every last day of her age marked 
her face.

“Hove—how did he know I 'have a 
young daughter and wh-where she—” 
She broke off, burying her head in 
her arms. Big Killigan had used the 
daughter as a club over her, threaten­
ing to send the child the truth about 
her mother. “That man—he—h-he 
hasn’t a heart any more. He—”

It was the boots of Big Killigan on 
the stairs that silenced her. He had 
been under strain too. The little gul­
lies furrowed in his face from his 
freckled short nose down to the cor­
ners of his mouth told that. Heeling 
out his quirly on the floor, he hiked 
at his gunbelt.

“All right. None of you confessed 
—as I expected. Never counted on 
that at all. . .But one of you made a 
slip, a bad one. You—”

“It was him—him!” screeched Bur­
son frenziedly, jumping up as he lev­
elled a shaky finger at Jo-Jo Gar­

land. “I could see it on his face all 
the time—that dirty guilty look. 
He—”

“Stop Matting, Ed!. . .One of you 
made a slip. . .It told me who did 
it—who sold me out to the badge­
packers.” He turned to Chuck and 
told him to bring the ponies out of 
the shed. “We’ll be leaving—all but 
one of us. . .”

CHUCK went out through the 
kitchen and they heard the rear 

door slam. It was very still in the 
front room of the cantina, Big Killi­
gan studying the tip of his quirly 
with an unreadable face. Burson’s 
jaw worked a couple of times as he 
mopped his face with a big bandana, 
but he said nothing.

Outside, a gun crackled twice. 
There was a yell of surprise, a 
chopped off oath—Then they heard 
the sudden drum of hoofs splashing 
through puddles. A horse whinnied. 
Killigan and his men had galvanized, 
their weapons leaping into their 
hands. “What the—”

The back door slammed and the bar 
was plunked across on the inside. 
And Chuck, wild-eyed, rushed into 
the front of the place, holding a 
smoking gun. “Cripes, Big! Half the 
pants-wearing citizens of Selby 
County is outside! It’s Spur Owslow 
of the Bearpaw heading ’em and—”

A hail of lead spattered against 
the outside walls of the place. Splin­
ters jumped from the shutters of one 
of the windows. Then a harsh author­
itative voice rose above the turmoil.

“Come out and give yourself up, 
Killigan, ya danged coyote!” some­
body outside ordered fiercely. “Come 
out or we’ll blast the damn place 
down!”

Without moving, Killigan seemed 
to take on inches in statue. He said, 
finally, “How in tarnation did them 
pack rats know I was down this 
way?” Then he moved toward one of 
the shuttered windows to yell back 
an answer to them.

Jo-Jo leaped in his path. “Easy, 
boss! Even if they been tipped off, 
they can’t be absolutely sure you’re 
here now! Don’t answer!”

There was a little flicker, of hu-



73 ★ ★ ★ Complete Cowboy

mor perhaps, in Big Killigan’s eyes 
when he cut them at Jo-Jo. Then the 
outlaw boss was cooly taking com­
mand as fresh lead whacked into the 
sides of the building. “Git that lamp 
on the table over behind the coun­
ter. . .Douse the ceilin’ lamp, 
Chuck!. . .Hell, this place has so 
danged many doorways to cover—” 
At a sound out in front, he leaped to 
the front door, yanked it open, and 
triggered twice. There was a bellow 
of pain out there before he slammed 
it closed and dropped the bar across 
on the inside. “And so many windas, 
too!”

“Chuck, you take the winda on this 
side!” He thumbed at the lank one 
who’d posed as the drink wrangler to 
get into the barroom and take the 
windows there. The man with the 
black bar of mustache he put at the 
rear door to the kitchen. “Jo-Jo—” 
He hesitated, then went on. “Git up­
stairs! The stand of cottonwoods 
comes right down smack ’gainst the 
left side of this place. They might try 
to git from one of them in a second- 
floor window or onto the roof. They’s 
a trap door in the roof. A man could 
git in or—” He didn’t finish it as he 
and his one-time pard locked eyes a 
moment.

^J^^OBODY’LL git in that trap 
door—alive, boss.” And Jo- 

Jo Garland hit the stairs two at a 
time after grabbing his hoglegs from 
a side table where they’d been laid. 
“This is like old times, Big!”

“You!” Killigan jabbed a finger at 
the openly quaking banker, Burson. 
“There’s a dirt cellar under this place 
with an outside entrance. .Git down 
there an—” When Burson shook his 
head and whined incoherent words, 
the outlaw picked up one of the guns 
stripped from Burson and shoved it 
at him. “Git down there! Chuck, 
throw him down!”

Chuck grabbed the ex-gambler 
banker by a shoulder, hustled him 
over to a door beneath the staircase, 
and thrust him down the stairs to the 
dirt cellar. Killigan and the red-head­
ed woman measured stares.

“There’s an outside stairs running 
up the back of this place, Sally,” he 
said.

“Big, you haven’t got any right to 
make innocent folks risk their lives 
’cause you’re in a trap! No right! I’ve 
always been your friend, Big. I 
thought a heap of you. I’d never have 
betrayed you and—”

“If you think so much of me, then 
you’ll stand by me now, woman!” He 
picked up her derringer and walked 
over to her with it. “That door onto 
the outside staircase is in the back 
room upstairs. . .Right next to the 
door is a little winda—so you can see 
anybody coming up it. Now—”

“With this pea-shooter, I’m sup­
posed to hold off—”

“You can plug a man through the 
window pane at close range, Sally. . 
Then come to the head of the stairs 
here and yell for me. Git going!” The 
report of Chuck’s gun punctuated the 
remark.

He and Chuck were left alone in 
the dining room of the cantina. The 
gunman had opened a shutter at each 
window a few inches so he could fire 
through. But after the woman had 
disappeared upstairs, Chuck walked 
unconcernedly away from the win­
dow with a grin.

“It sure is a slick trick, boss. The 
one what tries to sell you out this 
time and go over to the enemy will 
be the one who double-crossed you 
before and—Hey, them jaspers out­
side is sure careless with their lead!” 
he added. A slug had zipped through 
the aperture of one set of shutters to 
plunk into the opposite wall.

Burson’s bleating came through the 
open doorway to the cellar. “Big! 
Don’t make me stay down here 
a-alone! I always was for you! I 
wouldn’t double cross you to save 
my own hide, I swear!”

S^ ILLIGAN bawled at him to stay 
fa down there or get his head 
punched off his shoulders if he came 

up. There was the chop-chop of Jo- 
Jo’s weapon from the front of the 
second floor. Immediately on top of 
it came the almost human cry of a 
hit horse outside.

Chuck ran to one of the front shut­
ters. “Shucks, Big, you told them 
lunkheads to stay back under cover 
so they wouldn't git hurt,” he cried
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as he saw a wounded animal rolling 
in the moonlight out there. The gusty 
wind was dissipating the storm 
clouds rapidly and a crescent of lem- 

’bn-hued moon had fingered through 
the overcast.

From the barroom, Tombstone 
Tom, the lank one, cut loose with an 
outburst of fierce fast triggering. 
Something about his shooting sound­
ed as if it were in dead earnest. “Big! 
Big!” he hollered through the door­
way. Then he stuck his head through 
to go on, hoarsely, “Big, they ain’t 
the rest of our bunch out there! It’s 
a real posse, I reckon! Owslow is 
really out there—-I spotted him by 
his bald head, boss!”

Big’s jaw dropped. Then he 
whirled and went to a window, drop­
ping to his knees as he worked a 
shutter wider. After a few moments, 
he jerked it back and turned into the 
room, nostrils working.

“Something’s gone wrong, Chuck. . 
I just glimpsed Owslow myself. This 
ruckus is on the level—after all! It’s 
our skins or—”

BIG KILLIGAN hadn’t warred 
with Owslow’s Bearpaw and es­

caped capture as long as he had be­
cause he lost his head easily. He 
stood a moment' with eyes slitted. 
But at the same time he was check­
ing the cartridge chambers of his 
hoglegs. “Tell Elmon in the back, 
Chuck!” Then the boss was at one of 
the side windows, drilling away at 
the shadowy figures outside. But aft­
er a moment, his firing fell off; he 
shifted back as a couple of well- 
aimed slugs sliced wood from the 
shutter beside his face.

“Git set! I figure they’re going to 
rush us!” he bellowed through the 
place. They were dismounted and 
drawn back into the cover of the 
brush around the place. He eyed the 
walls of the interior with a lopsided 
grin. “Never figured I’d cash my 
chips in some mangy hole like this,” 
he muttered to them.

The scheme had gone amiss some­
how. The way it was to have been, 
when Chuck had gone out back and 
signaled with a lantern, the rest of 
the outfit should have come busting

in and faked an attack. He was to 
have placed the three suspected of 
having double-crossed him before at 
three crucial spots, as he had done'— 
spots from which they could slip out 
and join the attackers if they wished. 
And the one who had, he’d figured in 
advance, would be the guilty one, the 
one who had sold him out some years 
ago-

But now it was a genuine attack 
with Owslow himself out there. The 
payoff had come. He wondered at the 
unshattered stillness, why they were 
delaying in moving in and smoking 
him out. “They’ll never take me, 
alive 1 Ain’t no charge against me 
now. But Owslcw’d have my neck in 
a rope and dancing on air so danged 
fast that—” Then his head dropped.

He was thinking of the three cap­
tives. Two of them were innocent. He 
had no right to risk their hides. . . 
His gun muzzles lowered slowly. To 
be fair to the innocent, maybe he’d 
better surrender. . .

In the unnatural quiet, Chuck’s 
boots sounded hollowly as he re­
turned from the rear. The gunman’s 
face was grimly set as he paused at 
the door to the cellar. “Keep your 
peepers peeled down there, banker 
man! We can keep fifty men outa 
this place! One rush and they’ll have 
a bellyful. . .You hear me, huh?” he 
called down. There was no reply. 
“Hey, Burson?”

The silence from below was mock­
ing in its emptiness. Chuck opened 
his mouth to call again and saved his 
breath as his eyes switched to meet 
Big Killigan’s.

^^O ED BURSON was the rat 
who sold me out before, 

eh. . .” Then Big set the example by 
going into action. This was no time 
for bitter, recrimination. As he barked 
at Chuck to shut the door into the 
celler, he was already shoving over 
the big table to ram it against it as 
a barrier. They piled stuff on the ta­
ble and then braced a chair between 
its back edge and the rear wall of 
the room. Still there was no volley 
of gunfire from the outside.

Killigan hustled to a side window, 
then to a forward one to check, 
thumbing fresh shells into the second
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weapon from his shoulder rig. From 
upstairs there was a startled oath 
from Jo-Jo Garland. Right atop it 
came the sounds of a struggle as men 
grappled.

“What’s the matt—” Big started to 
call. A furious blast of lead into the 
four sides of the place wiped out his 
words. One of the shutters sagged 
outward as its upper hinge was 
smashed. Then from upstairs came 
the crash of a bullet, ths report like 
reverberating thunder as it was pent 
in by the confines of a room.

“Big! Big! The outside stairs— 
they’re on it!” Jo-Jo cried down, his 
voice harsh and thin with pain. 
“Big—”

Killigan was already hurtling up 
the stairs as the night exploded with 
gunfire. Jo-Jo’s gun slashed muzzle 
flame from a doorway toward the 
rear before he ducked back inside the 
room. “Look out, Big!” he yelled.

The outlaw flung himself prone on 
the second floor hall planking just in 
time. Lead whined over him. To his 
left, inside the room, was Jo-Jo hob­
bling on one leg, the other wounded. 
Behind his one-time pard, sprawled 
in the moonlight from a window, was 
the body of one of Owslow’s outfit. 
Ahead, down the hall, a man 
crouched in the doorway giving onto 
the outside stairway. His gun winked 
brightly again.
Big came up, triggering as he closed 

on the attacker. His left gun recoiled 
in his hand the second time and the 
man tottered back from sight. Big 
was vaguely aware of Jo-Jo’s shout 
of warning again. As the outlaw half 
turned, he saw the figure, another 
Owslow gunny, stepping from the 
doorway of a side room he had just 
passed. Big couldn’t have swivelled 
his hoglegs around in time. Then— 
there was no need to.

Firing from one knee, the depend­
able Jo-Jo drilled a hole in the side 
of the man’s head, and Big rushed on 
to try to head off the sally up the 
outside stairs. But as he stepped into 
the back room, lead rained around 
him, sending plaster spattering from 
the wall in dozens of places. Part of 
the pack out on the ground were 
storming slugs through the stair door

and the nearby window. To advance 
would be as good as digging a man’s 
own grave.

HE REALIZED at once they 
were covering others working 

up the stairs to make a rush. If he 
gave them time to get set, they 
would come pouring in, too fast and 
too many for him. His eyes scoured 
the dim room for a piece of furniture 
to thrust into the open doorway. 
Vaguely he was aware that the wom­
an, Sally Murdee, must have slipped 
out and gone over to the enemy too,. 
He weighed the advantages of re­
treating, closing the door of the 
room, and awaiting them in the hall.

But if they once got inside the 
crossroads inn, it would only be a 
matter ^f time before the inevitable 
outcome. In a cold impersonal way, 
Big Killigan guessed that his time 
to die had come. He had to meet 
them at the doorway or—Dropping to 
hands and knees and forearms, he be­
gan to work forward with the slugs 
whistling just over him. He wished 
the shadows on the floor were thick­
er.

Beyond the sill of the doorway, he 
made out jumbled shadows. They 
were pressing up the stairway all 
right. Another few feet, another mo­
ment or two, and Killigan would have 
to rise and breast the leaden hail in 
the attempt to repulse them. He came 
to his knees, arming off his sombrero. 
Got one foot under him, cocked guns 
ready. Then he flung up and forward 
and around the edge of the door 
frame. And no lead from the ground 
below plowed into his tensed frame.

Instead, from directly above his 
head, twin livid lances of gun flame 
arrowed down at the gunmen in the 
brush at the edge of the yard. Two 
men down there howled with pain. 
Another went bounding like a jack­
rabbit across a moonlit patch toward 
a shed, clutching at his side. It was 
Jo-Jo Garland up on that roof, bel­
lowing oaths as he rode those trig­
gers over the edge from a prone po­
sition. Somehow, despite his injured 
leg, he had dragged himself up the 
ladder to the trap door and out on 
top.
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Big Killigan thrust out the door 
onto the stairs as he realized he had 
far more than a hopeless prayer now. 
He slammed lead into the shoulder of 
one man a step from the top, missed 
a second but leaned forward to batter 
him down and sent him tumbling 
groundward with a slash of his gun 
barrel. A flying chunk of wood from 
the railing smacked the outlaw across 
the eyes, blinding him a moment. 
When his senses cleared, it was to 
feel a slug whistle an inch from his 
cheek and to see a bull of man charg­
ing up at him.

Big triggered his left gun. The 
hammer pinged on an empty shell. 
He flung it and missed. With the 
same hand, he lashed out. His rock- 
stiffened him in his tracks. Lowering 
his head, the outlaw charged forward 
on the small platform at the head of 
the stairs and butted the hombre full 
in the chest. The latter left his feet 
to go hurtling backward down the 
stairs and crash down two others who 
were trying to get up.

There was a heap of bellowing from 
around in the front. Phen a man in 
the saddle came busting past the side 
of the cantina, yelling the warning. 
The rest of Killigan’s bunch had 
come down the trail.

At the head of the stairs, Killigan 
himself glimpsed the bald head of 
Owslow, his old enemy, as he ducked 
into a stand of cottonwoods. But Big 
didn’t even try a shot at him. For 
some time now, he had been belly- 
sick of gunplay, of any life that 
called for it. He spat drily as he 
watched Owslow’s raiders flee back 
to the trees and hit the saddle leather 
to pull out. Under the moon, up at 
the head of the column as they hit 
over a rise he picked out the red 
head of the woman, Sally. . .

THEY had brought Jo-Jo Garland 
down from the roof and tied up 
his bullet-gouged leg in the barroom. 

Everybody was having a drink. Big 
raised his glass to Jo-Jo. “Somehow, 
pard, I always should uh knowed 
ycu’d stick by me! I won’t forgit 
this.” A squat bow-legged gent with 
merry eyes came over, “Jo-Jo, shake 
hands with Tuss Young, He usually

operates down in the Mogollones. 
This is really his bunch—not mine.”

Jo-Jo shook hands with Tuss 
Young, a man wanted in three states 
and who. they said, would still look 
happy when they fitted him for a 
hempen necktie. “Howdy, Garland. . 
Big mentioned you more ’n once. 
Great gent, Big. He done a favor for 
one of my boys up in the Big House, 
so I had to pay him back somehow. . 
Here, lemme git you another drink 
just to keep the pizen outa that laig, 
mistuh!”

Jo-Jo looked up at Big, his old 
boss. “His outfit, eh. . .But I reckon 
you’re riding with ’em, eh, Big?”

As he shook his head. Big's face 
grew grave. “Nope, amigo. Reckon 
I’d be welcome to. . .But behind 
bars, a gent gits time for a heap of 
thinking. Owslow ain’t worth my 
wrecking my life over. . .I’m head­
ing out to some place they don’t 
know me and starting a new life—a 
straight one.”

Jo-Jo’s eyes crinkled up. “Big. just 
afore I got that letter from you— 
from Spike Hontell, mebbe—I bought 
a little outfit ’way down by Orson’s 
Weils. On Broken Head Crick, it is. 
Got a coupla hundred head on it. And 
I been wondering who’d help me run 
it. Now, Big, if you was—”

Inside of a few moments, they were 
shaking on it and chuckling. 
“’Course, To-Jo, I’d only take wages 
till I’d saved enough to pay for a 
half share!”

“Consider your half paid an’ over, 
Big!”

“What do you mean? And, say—I 
sure guessed wrong,” Big went on 
more soberly. “It was two of ’em— 
not just one—who sold me out that 
time. Sally and Ed Burson, by grab!

Jo-Jo shook his head. “Neither of 
’em, Big, . .That—that’s what I 
mean by your half of the cow outfit 
being more ’n paid for.”

“Make sense, Jo-Jo!”
“ ’Member when you was sparking 

Sally in Selby that time—they was a 
cousin uh hers working at that same 
honky tonk. Sue, by name. A little 
blonde filly. I—I reckon, Big, I went 
sorta locoed over her. She said she’d

(Continued On Page 112)



SIDEWINDER
TRAIL
By Archie 
Jesceiyn

Van der Groot found a wolf­
killing job on his hands when 

he came home.

THE BLUE-GREEN waves of 
the timber came flowing down 
the slope here, broke two hun­

dred yards back from the lake, where 
Deadman’s Creek crept out, then 
dashed for the safety of the lake, as 
though fearful of pursuit. Van der 
Groot paused at the edge of the 
spruce, more from cautious force of 
habit than any premonition of dan­
ger. And then it came.

Rising, ghostily, full of untamed 
savagery—the howl of a wolf. But 
Van der Groot felt his flesh creep at 
the sound of it, for this was the 
death-howl. He had heard it too 
many times before to be mistaken. He 
took a swift step forward, and saw 
the cabin, there below the clump of 
spruce which seemed to hover pro- 
tectingly above it. The door stood 
open, hanging wildly askew by one 
hinge. Cold sweat started on Van’s 
tight-clenched hands. >

He was hurrying now, the breath 
sobbing in his throat, as the wolf­
howl rose and fluted and died to sud­
den silence, and he saw a skulking 
ghostly shape flit away into the 
shadow of the trees. A moment later 
he reached the spot and stood, staring 
blindly down at the thing lying 
sprawled there, above which the wolf 
had been howling—a dead man. His 
partner, Pierre.

The happiness of homecoming, 
which had buoyed Van der Groot up 
for two days and nights, went out of 
him in a little sigh. He had been 
counting on the surprise in Pierre’s 
face, the hearty grip of his calloused 
hand, all the joy of reunion after the

two months he had just spent in a 
city hospital. Not many partners 
could have contrived to pack a big, 
helpless hulk such as he had been, 
following that accident, and get them 
fifty miles to help. But Pierre was 
an unusual partner.

Dropping on his knees, Van der 
Groot looked around in « stony, ter­
rible silence. The evidence was plain 
to see. Pierre had been murdered. 
Before that, he had been tortured. 
The cold sweat popped again on the 
big man’s face as he read the story, 
saw two sets of tracks where the kill­
ers had carried the body this far 
away from the cabin and flung it out 
for the wolves to find, like so much 
carrion.

Tenderly, tears running unheeded 
down his cheeks now, Van der Groot 
lifted his friend in his arms, as 
though he had been a baby, carried 
him back to the cabin. This was late 
afternoon, and the little lake shim­
mered coldly in the thin November 
sunlight, the big pine, sentinel-like 
on the opposite shore, was as it had 
stood for half a century. The killers 
had been gone for hours, for the sign 
was cold. And the wolf had come, at­
tracted by the odor of death, as eve­
ning began to creep.

THE CABIN looked as if a tor­
nado had twisted through its in­
terior. Lying among the wreckage, 

and for a moment Van knit his brows 
at this, was a brown, quart beer bottle, 
empty.

The stove was full of ashes, the
82
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poker lay on the floor where it had 
been tossed after being heated red- 
hot, not once but several times. Al­
ready, Van der Groot had seen the 
brutal work of it. But it seemed all 
too apparent that, tortured though he 
had been, Pierre had refused to re­
veal the secret of where their gold 
was hidden—gold which the two of 
them had washed from Deadman’s 
Creek all through the spring and 
summer, which Pierre had kept at 
even after Van had been in the hos­
pital.

The certainty of this failure on the 
part of the killers showed every­
where, not alone in the wrecked cab­
in and final, brutal murder of their 
victim, but outside as well. Their 
rocker, off at the creek, had been 
pried crazily apart, then smashed to 
bits with the strokes of an axe.

All of that had happened during 
the previous afternoon and night, 
with final tragedy striking in the 
dawn. Which meant that the killers, 
whether or not they had found the 
cache of gold, had had all of this day 
in which to escape. The sign showed 
that they had headed off toward the 
north, into the fastnesses of the for­
est. If only he had returned a day 
earlier!

There were certain things to be 
done, which took the rest of the eve­
ning. A grave to dig. The rough 
headstone could wait. Pierre would 
understand. First his killers must be 
brought to justice. When the moon 
arose, Van der Groot took up the 
trail—a big man, who moved with 
the easy grace of a moose, and some­
thing of the cold, relentless ferocity 
of a wolf on the game trail.

It was easy for him to tell two 
things, as the miles fell behind. The 
first was that this pair were tender­
feet, in such country as this. They 
knew little about woodcraft, or about 
hiding their trail. The second fact 
was as clearly evident, that they did 
not fear or expect pursuit. Winter 
was close at hand, heavy snows could 
be expected to blot away all signs at 
any day now. Yet, while plainly not 
apprehensive insofar as the killing of 
Pierre was concerned, they still 
seemed to be fleeing from something.
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Complete Cowboy

W^ESPITE his long day on the 
trail, and his new release from 

the hospital, Van clung doggedly to 
the sign until the moon went down. 
With sun-up he was on the scent 
again. On the second day, he knew 
that he was gaining on them. Few 
men could follow such a pace as ha 
set.

On the afternoon of the third day 
he sighted them, just a glimpse in a 
little valley ahead—two hurrying fig­
ures, being swallowed again by the 
forest beyond. Van der Groot in­
creased his own speed, eyeing the roll 
of the landscape, making his plans. 
He circled gradually, and finally 
knew that, as he had planned it, he 
was ahead of them.

A rearing, snow-capped mountain 
stood sentinel-like, less than a mile 
away, a landmark which he had seen 
the previous morning. The pair of 
them had used it, apparently, to in­
sure going in a straight line. Van der 
Groot stepped out suddenly from the 
cover of a patch of brush, to confront 
them with leveled revolver.

He saw the sudden terror which 
leaped to their faces at sight of him, 
mingled with surprise. For a mo­
ment they acted bewildered, as 
though he had played a trick on them.

“Put up your hands,” Van ordered. 
“I’m Pierre’s partner—and you killed 
him.”

The implied threat in that seemed 
to unnerve them even more. They 
had figured Pierre for a lone pros­
pector, had been certain that no one 
would pass that way again before the 
following spring. They offered no re­
sistance as he disarmed them.

One was a big man, with an un­
kempt growth of reddish beard and 
the shambling look of a hungry griz­
zly. The other man was tall, thin, 
dyspeptic looking. Both of them 
bore the stamp of men who had spent 
a lot of time behind prison walls. 
There was still a faint pallor to their 
skins, as though they had not been 
out in the open long enough for sun 
and wind to complete their work.

“W-what do you mean?” the big 
man demanded, none the less raising 
his hands. “We don’t know no 
Pierre. Do we, Trake?”

(Continued On Page 86)84



To those who wontier
why we need still bigger

War Loans
In the 7th War Loan, you’re 

being asked to lend 7 billion 
dollars—4 billion in E Bonds 

alone.
That’s the biggest quota for 

individuals to date.
Maybe you’ve wondered why, 

when we’ve apparently got the 
Nazis pretty well cleaned up, 
Uncle Sam asks you to lend more 
money than ever before.

If you have, here are some of 
the answers:

This war isn’t getting 
any cheaper

No matter what happens to, 
Germany—or when—the cost of 
the war won’t decrease this year.

We’re building up a whole new 
air force of jet-propelled planes 
and bigger bombers.

We’re now building—even 
with announced reductions—■ 
enough new ships to make a fair­
sized navy.

At the time this is written, our 
casualties are nearing the million 
mark in dead, missing, and

AU oar FOR
THE MIGHTT 7^ WAR WAiV

wounded. Wounded men are ar­
riving in this country at the rate 
of over 30,000 a month. The cost 
of caring for these men at the 
battle fronts, transporting them 
home, and rehabilitating them 
when they get here, is mounting 
daily.

No—this war isn’t getting any 
cheaper. And won’t for some time.

This year—2 instead of 3
We need as much War Bond 
money this year as we did last. 
But there will be only 2 War 
Loans this year—instead of the 
3 we had in 1944.

Each of us, therefore, must lend 
as much in two chunks this year 
as we did last year in three. That’s 
another reason why your quota 
in the 7th is bigger than before.

The 7th War Loan is a chai- 
lenge to every American. The 
goal for individuals is the highest 
for any war loan to date. The 
same goes for the E Bond goal. 
Find your personal quota—and 
make it!

COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, Inc.

[ ff M« is an official V. S. Treasury advertisement—prepared under auspice* ci Treasury Department 
and War Advertising Council
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(Continued From Page 84) 
“Sure don’t, Nard. You must be 

barkin’ up the wrong stump, feller.”
“I tracked you here,” Van retorted 

simply. His eyes clouded. “You 
murdered him, and before that, you 
tortured him. I’m going to see you 
hang, for that.”

They stared at bim, and there was 
fear in their eyes now. They looked 
around swiftly, furtively, as if hop­
ing for a way of escape, but saw 
none. Nard licked thick lips with a 
trembling tongue.

“You’re crazy. We ain’t done 
nothin’.” His voice rose shrilly. “We 
don’t know what you’re talkin’ 
about.”

“You’ll find out,” Van growled. 
“For I’m takin’ you back. You can 
tell what you don’t know to the law. 
It’ll be right interestin’, I bet.”

“But you can’t do that,” Trake 
protested. “You ain’t no sheriff, and 
you got no right—”

“Pierre was my pard, I tell you,” 
Van growled impatiently. “And that 
gives me all the right I need. I’m 
takin’ you back. And I got plenty of 
evidence to get you hung, don’t wor­
ry none about that.”

M^E MADE camp, a little way off, 
and tied the two up, then 

cooked supper from their provisions, 
noting bitterly that most of their 
supplies had come from the cabin, 
from Pierre’s and his own looted 
larder. But though he made a care­
ful search, there was no sign of the 
gold which had been washed that 
spring and summer. Pierre had not 
told them, and finally, in disgust and 
desperation, they had killed him, 
made a frantic and ineffectual search, 
then gone on.

Slow rage smouldering in him, he 
fed them, then tied them to separate 
trees. He intended to get a good sleep 
tonight, and that was the only safe 
way. So far as their crimes were 
concerned, they would answer to the 
law, not to him. But, remembering 
the mutilated body of Pierre, the 
wolf howling above it, his jaw set 
hard. They’d spend an uncomfortable 
enough night, this way, but they had 
it coming.

Rolled in his own blankets, Van 
slept. He awoke to a deadly sense of8S
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danger, to a smothering weight upon 
him, and tried to fight back, to grab 
for his gun. Something smashed 
slantwise across his skull, the night 
and the weight became overpower­
ing, and he sank back into just such 
a pit as when the doctor at the hos­
pital had given him chloroform.

Slowly, conscious of an aching 
head, Van der Groot awakened, 
strove to sit up, and discovered that 
he was tied hand and foot. The dark­
ness still held, but it was giving way 
to dawn—a chill gray dawn with the 
threat of storm in it, and lowering, 
overcast sky. A wind moaned out of 
the northwest, and he was stiff and 
cramped with cold.

From the feel of his head, Van 
knew that he had taken a hard rap on 
it, that he had been unconscious for 
quite a while. They had taken his 
blanket, and now a little fire was 
burning not far off, men were stir­
ring around it, starting to get break­
fast. The aroma of coffee and bacon 
came to his nostrils.

For a few moments, the big man 
lay there, trying to think. How had 
they managed to get loose and turn 
the tables on him? It seemed incred­
ible, the way he had left them tied. 
Then, as the light grew, he saw not 
two, but three men, and understand­
ing came to him.

“Thought you was pretty smart, 
didn’t you?” Nard chuckled throat- 
ily, seeing that he was awake. “Well, 
since it won’t do you no harm to 
know, I’ll tell you that Shadow here, 
came along durin’ the night, like we’d 
been hopin’ he would. And give you 
a dose of yore own medicine. I hope 
you like it.”

Van understood now. Shadow was 
a little man, only about five feet high, 
with a scarred and twisted face. And 
it was only too plain that these three 
had broken jail, not so long before. 
This big mountain beyond had been 
a rendezvous, but they had separated, 
to throw off pursuit. The two had 
come upon the cabin and Pierre, had 
stopped long enough to torture him 
in an effort to find the gold, but had 
kept coming to keep their meeting. 
And they had been hopeful that the 
Shadow would show up.
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Complete Cowboy

THAT was just plain bad luck, 
and it was soon evident to Van, 
listening to them, that the three of 

them completed the party. Now, eat­
ing, but not offering him any break­
fast, they were arguing as to what 
to do with him. Shadow was in favor 
of keeping him alive, since he had 
proclaimed himself as Pierre’s part­
ner, and going back, making him 
show them where the gold was.

But the other two overrode that 
idea.

“That hombre we killed kept insist­
in’ they didn’t have any gold left,” 
Trake growled. “Said it hadn’t 
panned out, Mebby he was tellin’ 
the truth. Anyway, we worked on 
him, plenty—and we looked every­
thing over. No chance of findin’ 
things. And it looks like a storm. I 
want to get on across the mountains, 
where we’ll be safe. I’m not going 
back,”

Nard voted with him on that. Lis­
tening, Van der Groot felt any faint 
hope of escape fade. For the next 
question was what should be done 
with him, Nard suggested filling 
him full of lead, but Shadow shook 
his head.

“Too crude. Way it looks to me, 
you chumps botched things up plen­
ty already, killin’ that other hombre. 
Then leavin’ him for this feller to 
find. We don’t want no more signs 
of murder left around. Got to just 
make him disappear.”

“Hell,” said Trake, “When the 
snow gets here, and the wolves—he’ll 
disappear, fast enough.”

“That’s what you thought, before. 
I still think there must be gold there, 
and if’n he was that dead hombre’s 
pard, we ought to go back. You 
know where that gold was, hombre? 
Tell us where to find it and you can 
go on livin’.”

“I was his pardner,” Van agreed. 
“But the reason you didn’t find me 
there, was that I been in a hospital 
all summer, I got all stove up. If 
he had any gold dug out, which I 
doubt, then you must have give him 
some warnin’, so that he got suspi­
cious, and managed to hide it before 
you got to him.”

“Mebby he was suspicious, at that,” 
Nard conceded. “We hung around 

(Continued On Page 90)88
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and watched him from about noon to 
late in the afternoon, just to make 
sure he was alone. But he couldn’t 
have hid nothin’, even if he had 
guessed. All he done was to take his 
boat and go out fishin’ in that little 
lake. Took along sev’rai bottles of 
beer and stayed out till he’d killed 
them, then come back. And we 
grabbed him, soon as he landed.”

“Well, you two sure mugged it up," 
Shadow said disgustedly. “Now we 
got to get rid of this hombre and hit 
the trail, since you got cold feet.”

“If you want him out of the way, 
how about usin’ that cave, up there?” 
Nard suggested. “Might be we could 
check him back in there, out of sight. 
There wouldn’t nobody ever find him 
there.”

He indicated a small opening in the 
side of the nearby bluff, about twen­
ty feet up. A creek ran close at hand 
here as well, with a deep, cold-look­
ing pool. The cave, up above, with 
the November wind whistling past, 
looked equally cheerless.

“Cave, eh? Might be an idea," 
Shadow grunted, his tone indicating 
that he doubted it. He was clearly 
the leader of the trio. “Let’s take a 
look.”

“Cut him loose and bring him 
along,” Trake growled, and Nard 
slashed the bonds v/hich bound Van, 
jerked him roughly to his feet. Stag­
gering, scarcely able to stand, Van 
was herded along, and they climbed 
up for a look. Murder was a busi­
ness, to them. The only difference 
was in the crudity of their methods.

THE CAVE wasn’t big. The 
opening was a dozen feet wide, 
by four or five high, and the hole 

extended back inside the hill to the 
size of a small room, but there was 
nothing else to recommend it. Shad­
ow shook his head decisively.

“I was hopin’ therc’d be a hole or 
crack, to drop him out of sight in,” 
he said. “But it won’t do.” He 
glared at Van as though this had all 
been his fault, lips curled back in a 
snarl. “I got it. We’ll tie his hands 
and feet again, anchor a big rock to 
him, or, better’n that, two rocks, and 
dump him in that deep hole in the 
creek.”90
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Van’s blood chilled at this. The 
sky had grown overcast, a chill wind 
had sprung up, and he knew that the 
temperature must be dropping rapid­
ly toward the zero mark. A thin skim 
of ice was starting to form on the 
pond, the water looked coldly dark.

“Tie his hands behind his back,” 
Shadow instructed. “Lay him on his 
face there, side of the pool. Nard, get 
that stone over there.”

There was about an eight-foot 
bank here, above the water. A few 
flakes of snow were beginning to fall, 
making the day seem even more dis­
mal. Prodded by a pair of guns, 
handled by the two big outlaws, there 
was nothing that Van could do, but 
as his wrists were again roped behind 
his back, he tensed, ready for any 
possible chance to make a fight of it. 
But they didn’t intend to give him 
even the ghost of a chance.

Nard approached, carrying a big, 
half-flattened stone, grunting under 
its weight. He dropped it with a jar 
beside it. That stone would weigh 
at least a hundred pounds. They pro­
ceeded to use part of the rope with 
which his wrists were already tied, 
to fasten the stone as well. Van wait­
ed, tense, jaw muscles stretched.

The One thing Of importance which 
these three didn’t’ know was that, a 
few years before, he had served a 
term as a deputy sheriff. And a 
prisoner had fooled him by twisting 
his rope-tied wrists loose, doing so 
with what had looked like ridiculous 
ease, and had escaped.

As a result of that, Van had made 
a study of knots and ropes, and had 
learned the trick of it as well. It 
was easy enough to get a good bit of 
slack and slip your hands loose, if 
you knew how, with ordinary knots. 
He had been counting on that, as a 
last desperate resort. But Shadow 
was a thorough-going villain, not 
disposed to take any chances.

“Get another rock, and we’ll tie his 
ankles and fasten it to them,” he in­
structed. “And then, feller, we’ll see 
how good a swimmer you are !”

For the moment, they were not 
watching him closely. Tied as he al­
ready was, they didn’t think he could 
move. But it was now or never, Van 
knew. Once his legs were in similar
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shape, his last possible chance would 
be gone.

Twisting suddenly, heaving with 
all the strength he possessed, shoving 
the stone over the edge of the bank 
ahead of him, Van managed it. Then 
it was dragging him down, splitting 
the dark water in a tremendous 
splash, sinking into those icy depths, 
taking him with it.

Down and down for a dozen feet, 
into the soft bottom, from which a 
surge of mud rose up to fog the dis­
turbed pool. Van had seen trappers 
pull up drowned beavers from such 
depths, and the memory was not a 
pleasant one. Already, he was work­
ing desperately. He had known from 
the feel of the rope that he could get 
a little slack, and he had it, but the 
weight of the stone was such that it 
was pulling against the rope, tighten­
ing the grip of it, and already his 
lungs felt as if they were about to 
burst.

STEELING himself to calmness, 
Van got to his feet, bending 

over backward, and tugged. Here in 
the water the weight of the stone was 
far less, in proportion, and he raised 
it a little, shoved it against the bank. 
Luck was witu him. There was a 
small outward projection of the bank 
here, and he rested the weight of the 
stone on it, taking most of the strain 
off the rope. A moment later he had 
twisted his hands loose.

Gasping, he brought his nose to the 
surface, close up to the bank, partly 
hidden by overhanging brush. With 
his tortured lungs relieved, Van 
dived again, swimming in the mud­
died water, and came cautiously to 
the surface again, thirty feet down­
stream. They were watching at the 
spot where he had gone in, and, with 
the snow thickening in the air, they 
didn’t see him now.

But as he stuck his head partly out, 
the icy breath of the wind smote him 
like the edge of a skinning knife, and, 
down under, the chill of the water 
was almost as bad. He had to get 
out of the water, and soon. But out 
in the open air, without a fire, it 
would be worse.

Van pulled himself a little higher, 
head and shoulders out now, cling- 

(Continued On Page 94)92
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(Continued From Page 92) 
ing to a bush, and looked around. 
The three had disappeared, and for a 
moment he knew a thrill of hope. 
They must suppose him dead by now, 
and they’d been in a hurry to get go­
ing. If they’d go on, so that he could 
reach their fire, and build it up—

Then his hopes sank sharply. They, 
had gone back to the fire, were build­
ing it up again, plainly disposed to 
stay there for a while. With a heavy 
storm setting in and the arctic cold 
clamping down, it was likely that 
they’d camp right here for days! The 
big man’s hopes plummeted, a violent 
fit of shivering seized him.

That convinced him that he had to 
get out of the water and do some­
thing, and do it fast. Pulling himself 
on out, Van cast a longing glance to­
ward the leaping blaze. It at least 
served one good purpose, to take 
most of their attention for the pres­
ent. Now he had to get out of that 
bitter wind. The cave! That was it. 
If he could hide in there for a little 
while, and watch his chance—

Circling, moving as fast as he 
could, while the cold bit at him 
and his muscles seemed leaden, he 
reached the opening, and was just 
ducking inside the shelter of the 
cave when a yell testified that he had 
been seen, at the last moment. Trake 
was staring up at the opening, his 
face gone as white as the driving 
snow.

“I—I saw him, goin’ in there,” he 
chattered, in response to Shadow’s 
sharp question. “I saw him—or his 
ghost—”

“Saw what, you fool? Where?”

Shadow demanded harshly.
“Him! The hombre we dumped in 

the creek. Going into that cave!”
“You blithering fool!” Contempt 

was sharp as the bite of the blizzard 
wind, in the little man’s voice. “How 
could—”

Shadow broke off abruptly, taking 
a few steps, his eyes narrowing like 
those of a hunting hawk. His voice 
changed.

“Maybe you did see something, at 
that,” he grated. “There are wet 
mars here—though how in blazes he 
could ever have gotten out of there, 
I don’t see. We’ve got to get him!”

Nard drew back, staring up at the 
cave, eyes dilating.

“I ain’t honin’ to have him get his 
hand on me,” he said meaningly. “He 
—he’s a devil, that’s what he is!”

“He ain’t got no gun, and he’ll be 
soaked and freezin’ in the bargain,” 
Shadow pointed out impatiently.

“Yeah, but there’s loose stones in 
there, that he can drop on our heads 
if we try to climb up and get at him,” 
Nard pointed out, added cunningly. 
“Besides, you didn’t want no bullet 
holes in him when he’s mebby found 
sometime, did you? We can stay here 
by the fire and keep warm. Just 
leave him there to freeze. He’ll do 
it, soon enough, soakin’ wet like you 
say. And if he tries cornin’ out of 
there, we can shoot him then.”

“For once, you show some brains, 
even if you are yeilah,” Shadow con­
ceded grudgingly. “We’ll do just 
that.”

INSIDE the cave, shivering, Van 
listened grimly. This part wasn’t 

working out at all as he had hoped
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for. If Trake hadn’t seen him, at 
that last moment, he might have had 
a chance to do something. Now they 
intended to keep watch and leave him 
to freeze. Even in here out of the 
wind, his clothes were fast stiffening, 
the moan of the wind and rising 
storm was like a funeral dirge.

He had been given a poor look in­
side this cave before, and he thought, 
in that glance, that there might be a 
way out near the back, a hole through 
which he might perhaps crawl, which 
would give him a chance to circle 
around and take them by surprise. 
But it was only a small hole, fit for 
mountain rats, hopeless for him.

Their fire was leaping high now, as 
they piled more fuel on it from an 
old pile of driftwood by the creek 
bank, and sight of it, of the three 
hovering over it, was maddening. 
He’d have to do something fast, if at 
all. But what?

An idea came to him. Working 
with stiffening fingers, Van pulled 
off his pants. Soaked as he was, they 
offered little protection anyway, 
were freezing, stiff enough to stand 
alone. He slid the legs outside, be­
low the cave mouth, fastening them 
in place with a stone. Watching nar­
rowly, for a moment when all three 
outlaws were looking somewhere 
else, Van flung a stone, saw them 
look that way as they heard it strike, 
then he dropped to the ground below 
the cave.

A few steps carried him to the 
shelter of a clump of willows. The 
blizzard was thickening now, render­
ing objects hazy a few feet away. 
Nard, turning to look back, gave a 
startled yell and then began running 
toward the cave, where it looked as if 
a man was getting ready to drop to 
the ground. His course was taking 
him past where Van crouched.

As Nard shambled past, Van 
reached out, whipping his stiffening 
coat over Nard’s face, jerking, drop­
ping him in a terrified tangle. When 
he straightened, Nard’s revolver was 
in his hand.

Trake too, had started toward the 
cave. Only Shadow had remained by 
the fire, suspicious and wary, and 
now, as Van swung around. Shadow’s
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gun was out and spitting lead at him. 
And the little outlaw was warm and 
dry, there beside the fire, while 
Van’s hand was stiffening with the 
cold.

The ice of the pool seemed to be in 
his body now, running in his veins 
where blood should be pumping. 
More than anything else, he had to 
get to the fire. Advancing at a crazy, 
staggering run, Van managed to hold 
the revolver, to trigger back. He 
heard the errie whistle of bullets, 
moaning like the rising howl of the 
wind. ' „

Terror leapt into Shadow’s eyes as 
the big man kept coming. The fear 
that had been in Nard was communi­
cating itself to him, that this was 
something more than a man. The 
outlaw’s gun hammer snapped on an 
empty shell, and with a banshee howl, 
Shadow turned to flee—too late. Van 
reached him, lunged down with the 
pistol barrel, it left a glancing streak 
of red down the side of the convict’s 
head, and he slumped, almost tum­
bling into the fire.

They had piled on a lot of wood, 
fanned by the wind, it was burning 
hotly now. The searing heat of it 
beat gratefully at Van, but he hardly 
felt it as he turned, looking for 
Trake. But Trake had stumbled and 
lost his gun, was fumbling desper­
ately for it now among the layer of 
old leaves and new snow which cov­
ered the ground. As he saw the big 
man advancing on him, he screamed, 
raising his hands, his face chalky.

“You ain’t human!” he shrieked. 
“And nobody can fight a devil!”

Nard too, free of the cumbering 
coat, disarmed, was coming back to 
the fire passively enough, at Van’s 
command. Becoming aware that his 
hair was beginning to singe, Van 
stepped back slightly, gesturing with 
the gun.

“Take off your clothes, Nard,” he 
ordered. “TH put ’em on. And when 
we’re dry, we’ll be going back.”

SOME days later, back at the 
wrecked cabin, Van left his pris­

oners, a cowed and chastened trio 
now, tied, while he hunted up the old

row boat which he and Pierre used 
on rare occasions, and which, accord­
ing to the two, Pierre had used for 
that last fishing trip. The blizzard 
had passed, and, down here, there was 
almost a last breath of Indian sum­
mer in the air again.

“Where did he do most of his fish­
ing, that afternoon?” Nard demand­
ed, and his eyes, as they ranged to 
the ruined cabin and back to Pierre’s 
grave, made the three outlaws shiver.

“Off across there, close by that big 
pine,” Nard explained hastily.

It was sunny, but the water of the 
lake was icy. Kindling a good fire 
on the shore, Van undressed, rowed 
out, and peered down into the depths. 
The bottom, ten feet below, was 
sandy, and he could see several quart 
beer bottles, the dark glass shimmer­
ing in the reflected light. He dove, 
and brought them up, one at a time, 
then rowed to the shore, hurried to 
the fire and dressed again. Return­
ing to his goggle-eyed prisoners, Van 
pulled out a cork, to disclose a bottle 
full of dust and nuggets.

“It’s a cinch that Pierre spotted 
you hangin’ around that day, and de­
cided he’d better take precautions— 
though evidently^he didn’t figger on 
havin’ to deal wiin such cold-blooded 
killers,” Van said grimly. “As it was, 
he fooled you on the gold, like he 
aimed to. Half of this belongs to me. 
The other half goes to Pierre’s 
niece.”

The trio were staring, non-plussed. 
A little of the terror that had gripped 
them back at the cave was in his voice 
again, as he voiced their doubt.

“You must be a devil,” he said. 
“You wasn’t here to see him do that 
—and we watched him hide it, and 
was fooled. How’d you ever figure it 
out?”

Van chuckled, for the first time in 
days, grimly,

“Easy,” he said. “Them bottles of 
beer belonged to me, Pierre never 
drank a drop in his life. Wouldn’t 
touch the stuff. So, if he went fishin’ 
with sev’ral bottles of beer—you put 
beer and fish together, and you get 
gold—and a noose for sidewinders!”

’THE END)
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. . . and two debts were 
squared when he did!

^BANDITS DON’T make 
®~^P^ans as crudely as that,” 

J®sJ®^Mike Danman said in his
heavy voice that was rife with disbe­
lief with overtones of sardonic amuse­
ment. “I was a child myself, once, 
and also was prone to stir up a vivid 
imagination.”

“But I heard them Big Mike—I 
mean Mr. Danman—I heard them 
talkin’ of takin’ over your herd,” the 
thin-faced youngster said firmly. “I 
was sleepin’ under the ledge of a gul- 
ley when I heard these rustlers on 
top of the gulley point out just what 
cattle they were bent on rustlin’ to­
night.” The boy’s face was tense and 
far too old for his fourteen years.

Mike Danman rolled a quirly in 
thick fingers and moved his heavy 
bulk in the chair. The chair creaked 
protestingly.

“I believe they call you, Loose Kid, 
don’t they”; he said impressively. 
"I’ve seen you around.”
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A brief flicker of surprise crossed 
the youngster’s face. Who hadn’t 
seen him around? Who in Bennett 
didn’t know him as a homeless waif 
who uncomplimentarily was referred 
to as Loose Kid? It was a distasteful 
name, which is probably what the 
townspeople intended it should be. 
It was an affront and a stigma all 
rolled into two words.

Danman abruptly leaned forward 
and pointed his cigarette at the 
youngster.’ “You should be the last 
person—the very last—to make such 
an accusation. After all your—er—• 
background isn’t so good. Nobody 
should believe you, especially when 
you mention cattle rustling.”

The Loose Kid’s throat bulged and 
he seemed to swallow a hard knot that 
came from the very heart itself.

Dayman’s meaning was only too 
painfully clear. It had been four years 
since the kid, from a distance, had 
seen a posse that included Big Mike 
Danman, hold a lynching bee that had 
left the kid’s father and three other 
confessed rustlers swinging gro­
tesquely from the limb of a cotton­
wood tree.

The kid had remained in Bennett 
for no other reason save that in his 
heart he felt assured that some mem­
ber of his family would be able to 
clear the name of Loose. It had not 
been easy, taking whatever odd jobs 
a kid could fill, sleeping and eating 
as best he could, and trying to stare 
down the unspoken taunts so near 
the surface in the hard glances tossed 
his way.

He was not large enough for a 
regular cowpoke job, and lacked a 
saddle to call his own. And if he had 
been in the market for regular em­
ployment it would have been neces­
sary to see Big Mike Danman, who 
owned and operated the largest co­
operative ranch on the whole of the 
mesa.

Now he had told Big Mike that the 
choicest lot of his and other ranch­
ers’ steers on Big Mike’s ranch was 
to be rustled.

And Big Mike did not believe him 
—simply because his name was 
Loose and his father had been caught 
throwing a long loop. Just why the98



Loose Kid Pays Off

whole town should think he was cut 
from the same stripe as his Dad, and 
just a natural nominee for a noose, 
was hard to understand.

BIG MIKE was watching the kid 
intently,

“Of course if there was some 
rustling on my spread,"- Big Mike 
growled, “it would have to be some­
body who knew the layout—like 
some former employee—like Chuck 
Reynolds,”

The kid clutched his battered hat 
in his hands and found himself twist­
ing the hat into a corded rope.

“Why Chuck wouldn’t do a thing 
like that," the kid said hoarsely. 
“He’s doing all right on that little 
spread he bought for himself. He 
wasn’t among the men I heard talk­
ing.”

“Hum-m,” Big Mike said, writing 
rapidly, “that may be so. For a guy 
who is hardly better than a squatter 
Chuck Reynolds is coming up 
mighty fast. Yes—mighty fast."

The kid knew this was not so. In 
all of the mesa he could depend only 
upon one man—and that man was 
Chuck Reynolds. When matters be­
came too tough—and pride permitted 
—the kid always was sure of a wel­
come at Reynolds’. He could flop on 
a cot and always fill his thin belly 
until pride drove him into the hills 
or the town again. He never stayed 
long. He couldn’t impose on Rey­
nolds, for Reynolds had so little. An 
extra mouth to feed, in Reynolds’ 
condition, was a hardship. Of that 
the kid was sure.

“Big Mike,” the kid said in a sud­
den fury of utter futility, “you’re as 
wrong as a nine dollar bill?” He 
turned abruptly on his heel and 
started for the door of the land of­
fice.

“Hold on there, younker,’’ Big 
Mike said, and he was on his feet and 
smiling. “My foreman is up at the 
saloon. Give him this note. You’re 
working for me now. He’ll fix you 
up.”

The kid suddenly was wary. The 
hairs on the nape of his neck crawled 
ominously.

“Why?” The kid asked in sus-
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gency expenses. It pays the wage- 
oarner 825,00 a week for loss of 
time up to 90 days of hospital con­
finement due to accidental injury. 
There are even SPECIAL PRO­
VISIONS for MATERNITY hos­
pital expenses.

LOSS OFTIME *300.00 
from work by Accident, 
up to 12 weeks.
LSI. ’ *153.00

Maximum additional bene­
fit for Medical or Surgical 
care while In Hospital due 
to accident,

EMSUMNCY »|MM

^Ke^XI’'

$1OCO°°
NO EXAMINATION deludes Maternity

No medical examination neces- Benefits
sary to get the multiple benefits
and fine protection of this LOW- '■■■■BHSMiKwnsaal^ft, 
COST policy. For the head of the 
house or the whole family—for
men, women and children—from 8 months to 65 years old.
FULL INFORMATION FREE-SENO COUPON 
Don’t delay—tomorrow may be too late. Send Coupon today and 
we will send at once full information about this great policy.

PRUDENCE LIFE INSURANCE CO.
1505 D Old Colony Bids'. • Chicago 5,111.

PRUDENCE LIFE INSURANCE CO.
1505-©Old Colony Bldg., Chicago 5, ill.
Send mo at once FREE Information about your new Hospital and 
Maternity and Income Policy for Sickness and Accident Expenses<

NAME___________ _________________________ 2_______ _

ADDRESS____________________________________________________

CITY & STATE.__ _______________________ 1___ „
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MISERY 
MAY 
DISAPPEARRUPTURE

Don’t go on day after day suffering the tortures of a 
clumsy truss that presses on your hips and back, gouges 
your flesh, slips and slides and leaves your rupture 
DANGEROUSLY UNPROTECTED.
Get the truth about rupture care and how the newly pat­
ented Vita-Pneumatic Naturo-Ade (U. S. Keg.) appliance 
with its unique features can help, your rupture misery 
disappear. Write at once for FREE booklet containing 
much valuable information.
Pneumatic Appliance, 103 Park Ave., N. Y. 17, Dept. I4N

21DAYS.FREETrdAld

Hye Y
Mail \ , M^

■■-MONEY BACK 'GUARA^EE!,Z\
improve your sight with stylish glasses at big 
savings. Our home use eye-glass tester enables 
you to make selection. Quality, workmanship 
guaranteed-. SEND NO MONEY—Ju«t name and 
address for FREE catalogue and full Information.

ROME SERVICE SPECTACLE CO.
1011KAA CHESTNUT ST., PHJLAm 5, PA.

10 JESSES *325
Imagine getting 10 selected dresses for only $3,251 Top 
values. Smart in style, pattern and material. Each 
dregs pressed, cleaned, ready to wear. Assorted colors 
and materials. Sizes up to 38. Larger sizes 5 for S3,00. 
Send 50c deposit, balance C.O.D. plus postage, Satis­
faction guaranteed. Many other bargains for entire 
family.

Free Catalog
ECONOMY MAIL ORDER HOUSE

393 Grand St., Dept. DAH, New York 2, N. Y.

END MISERY!
B-^DON'T let the 
m CURSEOF3RINK 

drive your loved ones to an early 
grave or spoil your chances for 
Money, Happiness, Health. Write 

to the man who knows how to break the 
whiskey spell. Write— tell me your problems. 
NEWTON, Box 861, DA-9, Hollywood, Calif.

WHAT CAUSES EPILEPSY ?
A booklet containing the opinions of famous 
doctors on this interesting subject will be sent 
FREE, while they last, to any reader writing 
to the Educational Division, 535 Fifth Ave., 
DB-9, New York, N. Y.

SONGWRITERS
SONGS PUBUSHED MQHTH1Y ADVANCE ROYALTY. Send your 
sones or poems today for our excitine offer FREE book on 

songwriting. Don’t miss this opportunity.

HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS
Mn 2H> ypjo MllAMf *VF • HOtlYWOOO CAUFOPHIA

Complete Cowboy 
____«__-___»____-___

picion. A cowpoke without a saddle— 
and only fourteen—usually was not 
taken on—especially by a tight-fisted 
man like Big Mike.

Big Mike laid a fatherly hand on 
the kid’s shoulder. “Because you’ve 
got spunk, Loose Kid. You’re grow­
ing up. You’ll make a good hand— 
and I need good hands.”

The kid hesitated, then shrugged. 
After all, a job was a job—and he had 
to make a start sometime. And being 
on the ranch when the blowoff came 
—a blowoff Big Mike refused to be­
lieve—would offer protection for an 
innocent man like Chuck Reynolds. 
The kid meant to find out for him­
self the identity of the rustlers. All 
he knew so far was that he could 
identify their voices.

“Well,” the kid said hesitantly. 
“Well—just thank s—that’s all— 
thanks.” He took and pocketed the 
preferred letter.

Big Mike chuckled good-naturedly.

,^ T THE Last Dollar Saloon the 
a®, kid pushed importantly through 
the swinging doors.

“Get the hell outta here,” the bar­
tender bellowed. “We ain’t got no 
work and there’s no free grub.”

The kid winced inwardly, but con­
tinued to walk rapidly across 
the sawdust-covered floor. After all, 
wasn’t he a man with a job now and 
entitled to go into and do what he 
so desired? He was, he told himself, 
and strode up to Kennedy, the ranch 
foreman.

“For you,” he said, and passed over 
Big Mike’s letter.

Kennedy, bristly-faced and florid, 
took one look at the letter, reached 
hastily for the quart of redeyed, and 
downed a neat three-fingers worth.

“Hell!” he said. Then, “Hell and 
damnation!”

“I didn’t ask him for the job,” the 
kid said.

Kennedy turned slowly and looked 
down at the Loose Kid. It came to 
the kid like something in a nightmare 
that he had seen Kennedy stand 
stock still before—only he had been 
looking up and grinning at a slowly- 
turning body hanging from a taut 
rope.

100 (Continued On Page 102)
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SONGS
'^MOUNTAIN
1 - BALLADS
7 WITH WORDS AND MUSIC

Now sing all the famous cowboy songs, old-time songs and enjoy 
famous poems and recitations to your heart's content. These are 
original mountain ballads with words and music . . . the kind 
that our cowboys still sing out on the prairies and deep in the 
heart of Texas. They're the songs our real he-men amuse them­
selves with when alone, or to fascinate, attract and lure cowgirls 
to their hearts. These songs and recitations have lived tradition­
ally with Americans and will live forever because they still hold 

fascination and afford wholesome fun 
and recreation. Just the entertain­
ment when good fellows get to­
gether ... the girls will love them 
too. Be the life of the party ... 
know the words and the music

Hero you have a 
groat volume which 
contains famous 
cowboy songs and 
mountain ballads 
along- with words 
and music. Imag­
ine yourself sing­
ing these when 
lights are low or 
on one of those 
hilarious parties 
when everyone 
wants to sing. You 
will be popular 
because you know 
them and you will 
be happier when 
you sing them. 

^’ 50g

When good fellows 
■ get together, no 
matter what tune 
is the hit of the 
day, sooner or later 
they will all start 
singing "Sweet 
Adeline" and many 
other famous tunes 
in the American 
way. This volume 
includes dozens, 
yes, hundreds of 
the songs with
music will
want to remember 
and want to sing 
again. Order your 
copy while the 
limited supply ia 
available at the 

» go®

Now thrill others 
the way you have 
been thrilled with 
"The Shooting of 
Dan McGrew," 
"The SoeH of the 
Yukon/* “The Face 
on the Barroom 
F 1 o o r," "Boots. 
Boots, Boots," and 
hundreds of other 
Kipling poems, 
along with dozens 
and dozens of fa­
mous recitations . . 
now memorize these 
truly American odes 
and watch your pop- 
ul art ty in crease with 
your ability to en­
tertain your friends 
of both sexes with 
them. Limited sup­
ply available at 

^ 50©

The price Of each of the above books is an amazing bar­
gain at 50c a copy. Order all 3 and enjoy still a further 
saving, making one book free because the entire set of 
3 fou only $1.00. Rush coupon now. You fake no 
risk. If not satisfied after 5 days, return for full refund.

PICKWICK CO., DEPT. 909
73 West 44th Street, Mew York 18, N. Y.

Send books checked below at once tn plain wrapper,
1 V,l;,;’;",1................. <cash or money order)

□ Send all 3 books.
Send boobs checked:

□ Famous Cowboy Songs and Mountain Ballads
O Famous Old-Time Songs
a Famous Poems and Recitations

NAME ...... 
STREET ..........
CITY & ZONE STATE
nkctLSl ®i nA P;®^1^^- mark x in box. mail coupon and nay 
postman $1.00 plus 25c postage.

Canadian orders ,20% additional-cash with order.
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2^^<a®S|&^^ Carry a pair of GENUINE BRAHMA 

115:35 LIVE highly magnetic 
|£%5^aS®|-!^ LODESTONES. Legend reputes. Occult

Oriental ancients superstitiously carried 
two Live Lodestones a# MOST POWER- 
FUL MAGNETIC "LUCKY” CHARMS, 
one 30 "attract” Good Luck in Money, 
Games, Love, Business, Work, etc., the 
other to "prevent” Bad Luck, Losses, 

Evil, Trouble, Harm, etc. Believe in Luck? Carry a Pair of these 
curious Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones! We make no super­
natural claims, $1.97 Postpaid for the two, with all information. 
$1.97 and 28c extra if C.O.D. Satisfaction GUARANTEED or 
Money Returned. Order yours NOW!

ASTROS CO., Dept. E-415, Main P. O. 
Box 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y.

NOTICE: Beware of imitations. We absolutely GUARANTEE 
these Genuine Brahma Lodestones are ALIVE! We believe they 
are just what you want, the REAL THING—POWERFUL DRAW­
ING. EXTRA HIGHLY MAGNETIC 1 Fully Guaranteed — Order 
TODAY! Copyright 1937—A. Co.

FREE — ENGRAVING — NEW
NAME or INITIALS on IMS

TASH NOVELTY ENGRAVING CO.
1301 SURF AVENUE,. DEFT. 200-0, BROOKLYN (24), H. Y.

POGKET ADDING MACHINE
999.99. A real machine—guaranteed 5 years.
Thousands of satisfied users. Send name and 
address. We shin immediately. On delivery, 
pay postman $2.50 (plug C. 0. D< and postage 

s charges). It you send $2.50 with
Free 5^50 order, we pay postage. Leather- 
Trial & ette case 25c additional. Your

money back after 10 days trial 
if not satisfied.

TAVELLA SALES CO., 25-PNA West Broadway, New York 7, N. Y.

Send No 
meney

dfeur Designs in
MANZITE GRIPS

Modernize Your Gun!
Improve Your Score!

Most durable grips made. Positively unbreakable. For Colt, 
Smith & Wesson, Hi-Standard, Ortgies, Luger and Mausers ‘ 
in a wide choice of beautiful designs in ivory, pearl, wal­
nut, onyx, etc. Low prices. Free catalog. Dealers Wanted.
SPORTS Inc.fMfrs.) 5501 Broadway, Dept. ACS, Chicago 40

Buy More
Bonds and

Stamps
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(Continued From Page 100)
“The job part is okay, kid,” he 

said. “I was just cussin’ because the 
boss wants us to go back now. And 
we still had about four more hours to 
take on some likker.”

That did not ring true, either. It 
was not payday and Kennedy and his 
men should have been out on the 
range. But the kid shrugged and de­
cided to play his string out. After 
all, when you have nothing there’s 
nothing you can lose. . . .

Kennedy took the kid’s arm and 
led him to the back room. When he 
opened the door and gently pushed, 
the kid inside four men looked up 
and the kid saw the snout of a six- 
shooter braced along the edge of the 
round table.

The first thought that came to the 
kid was that these were not local 
men, and he would have known of any 
strangers working for Big Mike.

“What’s this,” a cowpoke said 
hoarsely. “We don’t need no kids 
around.”

“That’s right,” another said deep 
in his chest. “What’s ailin’ yuh, 
Kennedy?”

Cold fear engulfed the kid. He 
couldn’t be mistaken about those 
voices. Under the protective covering 
of the ledge at the gulley he had 
heard these same voices. There was 
no possibility of mistake.

He heard Kennedy shut the door, 
and whirled.

Kennedy was smiling down upon 
him.

The kid started to say, “Now lookit 
here, Kennedy, I—” when he heard 
the vague hissing of slashed air. He 
tried to turn and duck low. Dimly he 
saw the glint of a downsweeping six- 
shooter. Then the world exploded and 
he felt his knees lurch up and out 
from under him. Then he knew no 
more.

* * *

THE PAIN was like a shocking 
thing as his brain fought for con­
sciousness. Each effort was like 

shooting rockets that burned like 
branding irons.

He tried to move and could not, 
and then became aware of the soft-
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ness of a familiar bunk beneath his 
body. There were familiar odors, too, 
that were vaguely disconcerting. He 
turned his head and became aware 
that he was in a dark cabin. An ob­
long window pane, frightfully small, 
told him just whose cabin he was in 
—Chuck Reynolds’.

An occasional bawling and the sud­
den movement of hoofs told him cat­
tle were moving restlessly just be­
yond the limits of the cabin.

A fierce fear possessed him. Rey­
nolds had a few head, but they were 
in pasture. The movements outside 
sounded like more than just a few

a few
head, like Reynolds might have driven 

strays onto his own land after
darkness.

He tried to sit up and found his
arms bound and the loops running be-

Reynolds’ bunk.neath
That made it look more damning 

than ever for Reynolds. Where was 
Reynolds? And why should he tie 
the kid up in his own cabin? If he 
had wanted to make sure the kid did
not s 
herd,

ee the rustling of Big Mike’s 
then Reynolds certainly had

succeeded.
He lay still trying to force his

spinning head into some semblance 
of clarity. It was hard to think co­
herently.

And suddenly it wasn’t at all dif­
ficult anymore. Above and beyond 
the slow movement of cattle came the 
distinct sound of two shots, then a 
fusillade. There was a period of quiet, 
followed by another scattering of 
shots.

The kid thought he had the answer 
then—and ugly it was even though 
not a complete answer. He strained at 
his bonds.

With an utter feeling of surprise 
he felt them give—give far too easily. 
He knew that he had been tied with 
slipknots—knots never meant to hold 
a man for any long period.

And that didn’t make sense. Or 
did it? Such a situation was rife in 
its implications—none of which 
seemed to be in the favor of Chuck 
Reynolds.

He pulled the ropes free and put 
his feet over the side of the bunk.

FAMILY MUTUAL
HOSPITALIZATION POLICY

SICKNESS or ACCIDENT 
can’t rob me of my savings

^^?®^Ws ^ytt

FOR SICKNESS OR ACCIDENT

Nospltat Elates paid Mining with tki firtt toy), h ft . . $549.89

FOR ACCIDENT
DwtcrSpinsa paid,6p to $135.09 Loss of Wages rolmbarssdap io $3 33.83 

Loss of Ufa by Accldnnt .... $1000.09

WAR COVERAGE and EXTRA BENEFITS 
Childbirth Expmsa paid, up to , . $6W

Sickness or accident can easily wipe out, In a few weeks, sav­
ings it may have taken years to accumulate. Don't let thia hap­
pen to you. With a Family Mutual Hospitalization Policy, 
you’ll be able to pay your hospital bills. In case of accident, 
you will be reimbursed for your doctor expenses and for loss of 
time from work. Your Family Mutual card admits you to any 
hospital in the United States and your own family doctor may 
attend you. Benefits applying to children are 50% of those 
paid adults.

mail COUPON today Ho Agent will Bother Yow

J Family Mutual Life Insurance Co., DA-8 *
J «O1 Shipley St,, Wilmington 99, Del, }

। Please send me without obligation, complete Information on ?
# your Economical Hospitalization Plan.

J NAME_—___________________________________ ___ i

i ADDRESS— _____________________________________  |

* CITY___ ;__________________________STATE ‘

SONGWRITERS
Place your songs with us. Melodies supplied WITHOUT 
CHARGE by well known Hollywood composers. We 
record your song and make it presentable to the publish- 
ers. Lead sheets and records furnished. Send your 
song material for free examination. Write for details.

CINEMA SONG CO.
P. O. Box 670 Dept. N4 Beverly Hills, Calif.

10 ™S3’8‘MMSSEi
ORIGINAL VALUES UP TO $14.0$

Used dresses. Selected and pressed. Assorted styles, . 
Sizes 32 to 20, IO for $3.98. Sizes 38 to 46—5 for 
$3.00. Assorted colors. State sizes desired. Send 50c 
with order, balance C.O.D. plus postage, merchan­
dise GUARANTEED or purchase price refunded. Hun­
dreds of other unusual bargains in new and used 
clothing for entire family.

FREE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG
IDEAL MAIL ORBER CO., Dept. TO 

209 Tkattord Ave. Brooklyn 12, N. V.

HPI1.es
r Let us tell you of a mild, pain-
Mb' Tess, 1°^ C03t kom® treatment perfected

by Dr* O. A. Johnson, for 28 years head 
^gUghSfek physician of one of America’s Finest Rec* 

tai Clinics where thousands of cases have 
been successfully treated. Write today for Free 
Trial Offer. No obligation. Address J OHM SOM 
RECTAL CLINIC, Desk 612, Kansas City, Mo.
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SKINNY WOMEN!
Men Adore a Full 
Shapely Figure! 

GAIN WEIGHT!
Amazing 'Glamor-Figur* Formula Helps 
You Gain Safely! Easily! More Quickly!
Men are always attracted by a glamorous 
figure with annealing curves . . . and not by 
a skinny, drab, lifeless looking woman. Now

at last you, too, can try to help yourself put on enough weight 
for a shapely figure as thousands of women have by using this 
AMAZING SPECIAL FORMULA. Poor appetite and lack of 
necessary vitamins probably cause most cases of underweight. 
This "GLAMOR-FIGUR” FORMULA helps stimulate your ap­
petite to eat the proper amount of food with enjoyment . . . and 
gives you additional vitamins to help you get the required daily 
adult amount which contributes to your gaining the normal 
weight. Remember a shapely full figure helps give you a more 
BEAUTIFUL BUSTLINE, HELPS YOU LOOK AND FEEL 
BETTER, fills out sunken cheeks, gives you more poiso!

FREE 10 DAY TRIAL
^PFJO MO MOMEY1 Don’t send a cent, Try this Spe- 

dal “Glamor-Figur” Formula at our expense for 10 days and then see if he will notice and ad­
mire your new more shapely figure. Also FREE PERSONAL DI­
RECTIONS. Plus FREE DOCTOR WEIGHT GAINING PLAN to be 
used with ‘'Glamor-Figur” Formula if you order NOW! Just de­
posit with postman on delivery 98c plus postage, or send only 
SI and we pay postage. 2 for SI.69. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
if not completely satisfied. Delay is lost romance! WRITE NOW! 
GUARANTEE SALES, 20 Vesey St., Dept. C-2709, N. Y. G 7.

Amazing 
“Hair

Glamour

HE WILL LOVE )W with

LONGER^ 
WAVlAWB

MinentL™——»,
Men love a woman's long wavy, beautiful hair — 
one of woman’s secrets in winning love. Now you, 
too, can use this NEW AMAZING "HAIR-GLAM­
OUR" TREATMENT. Its SECRET FORMULA 
helps retard dry, brittle hair from breaking off. 
Therefore this formula may help HAIR GROW 
LONGER if other hair, scalp conditions are normal. 
And if you like HAIR WAVY, beautiful and soft, 
try this new treatment!
READ WHAT A FEW SATISFIED USERS SAY: 
". . , It is good. My hair really looks better and

-Mrs. M. L. S.,has mom life than before
Williamsport, Pa. "... I can't thank you enough. 
It did my hair so much good, . .’Mliss R. M., 
Carlsbad, New Mexico. ". . . It really worked 
wonders for me. . /■’—R. C., New York, N. Y.

FREE 10 DAY TRIAL! SEND NO MONEY!
Try this "HAIRGLAMOUR” TREATMENT at our
expense for 10 days and see if he will notice and
thrill to your new hair glamour. Also FREE PERSONAL DIREC­
TIONS. Just deposit on delivery 98c plus postage, or send only $1 
and we pay postage, 2 treatments for $1.69. MONEY BACK GUAR­

passesANTEE if not satisfied. Every day you delay — romance
you by! WRITE NOW!
EWE? "HOW TO SET YOUR HAIR IN 

LATEST STYLES BY YOURSELF"
This new hair improvement guide is yours free WITH ORDER of 
“Hair Glamour” Treatment. Contains many latest hair styles—some 
used by movie stars. Each style has simple step by step illustrations 
instructing you how to set your own hair beautifully, quickly and 
professional like! Hair styles that help you appear glamorous, so­
phisticated, casual, demure, etc. Remember, LONGER, SOFTER HAIR 
is easier to manage when setting your hair. Limited copies. ORO ER 
NOW!

GUARANTEE SALES, 20 V-esey St, Dept. H-2709, N. Y. C. 7.

HONEYMOON
CHA^ FEME
Bewitch, allure and captivate with this rare, 
Stimulating fragrance. Just one drop of this secret 
aronja will endure for hours and will add a more 
thrilling, irresistible charm to you! ALSO FREE
PERSONAL DIRECTIONS tell you HOW to use if you want to 
win love, SEND NO MONEY! Full size bottle sent in plain wrapper. 
Pay postman on delivery 98c plus postage, or send only $1.00 and we 
pay postage. One bottle FREE if 2 ordered. Money Back Guarantee.

VELMO CO., 20 Vesey St., Dept. P-2709, N. V. C. 7.
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When he tried to stand his head 
ached intolerably.

He finally weaved upright and 
staggered across the cabin and 
pulled open the door.

There were some longhorns and a 
few white faces practically parked 
on Reynolds’ doorstoop. Whoever 
had driven them here hadn’t bothered 
to corral them.

The kid weaved on his feet, then 
returned to the cabin. When he came 
out he was carrying Reynolds’ scat­
tergun and the pockets of his patched 
pants bulged with shells.

He drove a path through the cat­
tle to the barn, and felt hot blood 
start to flow again through his mat­
ted hair and then chillingly down 
his neck and back. He felt weak, knew 
his was weak, knew agonizingly that 
this was no time to be in either con­
dition. He—a kid—had a big job to 
do; a job that a well man would have 
considered unsafe and unwanted.

CHUCK’S HORSE and saddle 
were gone. But broad and sway- 

backed Nellie, a chore horse for the 
wagon and the alfalfa patch, still 
munched contentedly in her stall. 
The kid led her outside; pulled him­
self up upon her back. There was no 
bit, just a hackamore. The kid beat 
a tattoo on her sides. Nellie looked 
up at him in surprise and started to 
lumber slowly for Big Mike Dan- 
ham’s huge spread.

The shots had come from up there. 
Of that the kid felt reasonably sure. 
What they had protended was any­
one’s guess.

On a sudden impulse the kid pulled 
on the hackamore until Nellie re­
luctantly turned south for an arroyo 
that led from Big Mike’s ranch and 
then through Lozek Pass in the 
wilds of the mountains.

It was a long gamble and he 
realized it, but smart rustlers could 
not logically take any other route 
and remain under cover.

The kid cursed and fumed at 
Nellie, but the full extent of his 
prodding only induced Nellie to con­
tinue a jarring, slow-footed trot. 
Still, he reasoned, they were moving 
faster than a herd could be moved.104
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It was nearing dawn when he 
heard the faint bawling of cattle. 
Later he smelled the dust in the air, 
and thought he detected the jar—like 
a drum reverberating—of many hoofs 
in motion.

When it did happen it almost was 
too easy. The man out on point was 
the gun-swinging waddy who had 
opened the kid’s skull.

He came around a bend in the can­
yon and there confronting him was 
the kid, sighting along the barrel of 
the scattergun and a foaming Nellie 
with her head low and blowing hard 
at the ground. Together the kid and 
the horse made an unimposing pair. 
But the gun in the kid's hands was 
imposing—and deadly.

“Don’t reach, you hombre,” the kid 
said, as the rider’s hand moved slow­
ly downv/ard to his bolstered gun.

The right hand came slowly up- 
ward, the left was taut on the reins.

“Come in closer,” the kid clipped, 
“And keep that right hand up.”

The rider hesitated, then walked 
his horse slowly forward, with only 
hi-s eyes making furtive movements.

Without warning the kid jammed 
the muzzle into the rider’s face, 
bringing a howl of pain. As the rider’s 
head bent the kid reversed the gun 
and brought the butt down hard on 
the waddy’s skull.

The man slipped soundlessly from 
his saddle and to the ground.

The kid felt his own sore scalp. 
“That pays us off—in part.”

He hauled the man to the side of 
the canyon and bound him with his 
own lariat. Then the kid swung 
aboard the rider’s horse, gave Nellie 
an affectionate rap on her rump to 
start her home, and turned to climb 
the hills of the canyon.

He pulled up behind a clump of 
boulders and looked down. Almost a 
thousand head were making the turn 
in the canyon—sleek, white-faced 
steers mostly, a huge endeavor of the 
cooperative ranch. The kid hazarded 
the guess that only a few were the 
actual property of Big Mike, the rest 
belonging to ranchers who leased his 
broad acres and his studs. It was a 
nice haul—a sweet setup.

There were two riders, “Hawing”

HARO OF HEARING?
Yosa can’t tear well if impacted was 
blacks ear canals and presses ©n sensi­
tive ear drams.

Take Doctors’ Advice'!
Thousands of folks are now hearing normal again and 

are no longer bothered by buzzing, ringing, hissing head 
noises, dizziness; ear irritation, since they removed hard 
impacted wax. Ifut follow doctor’s advice. Never, never 
try to remove impacted wax with finger nails, tootlv 
picks, hairpins or any instrument. The safe way is with 
Orotune Ear Drops. Tests by well known laboratory 
prove them absolutely harmless used as directed,

Orotune has brought better healing to so many who 
were deafened by impacted wax that you owe it to your­
self to try it.

A. M. Beetchenon, Newark, N. J„ writes: “Before 
using Orotune Ear Drops, I was so deafened that IL 
could not hear the clock tick. After using Orotune, 5 
can now hear the clock tick with both ears.”

SEND NO MONEY. Pay postman $2, plus postage 
and C.O.D. charges for 3 months supply. If you send 
$2 with order, we .pay all postal charges. Order 
today. You’ll be amazed how clearly and distinctly you 
HEAR again when wax obstruction is removed!
HABVIN CO., 117 W. 48 St., Dpt, 719, New York 19, N.Y,

HERE 35 YOUR CHANCE TO GET 
HEW HEALTH AND YOUTH . . .

BETTER EYESIGHT . . . $50 in Savings 
Learn from my experience. Yes, thia knowledge which I am offering 
you here is by far my most valuable possession. Not for $1,000,000 
would I be without it — so much has it meant to me in new 
health and life. . . .
Before I discovered this knowledge, I was troubled with high blood 
pressure, nerves, exhaustion, eye fatigue, heart tension, indigestion, 
colitis (a form of constipation), catarrh, acne, halitosis, heart burn, 
and very frequent colds. Life had become almost unendurable.
After long years of search, I learned how to overcome ail .these 
troubles, deriving as they do from essentially the same causes. 
Tile method is natural, drugless, easy to understand, thoroughly 
practical — but so little known that it is almost a secret. Yet It 
is the only way to prevent and overcome permanently these and 
many other very common troubles that destroy life and happiness. 
New youth comes. Wrinkles fade away. Life is prolonged. Even 
my eyesight improved tremendously, making glasses unnecessary. 
That you can benefit from my experience is beyond question. 
Even if you are in good health now, you can improve it and make 
it permanent. And over a period of time you cannot fail to save 
yourself and your family at least $50.00 — most likely much more — 
by avoiding needless illness and ineffective health expenses.
The story of my discoveries, embodying the knowledge of which 
I speak and specific, easy-to-follow instructions. I have published 
in a small treatise. New and revised, it sells for $3.00. Within 
two days after applying the ideas in this treatise you will feel 
enough benefit to know that I am telling you the truth and that 
greater results are in store for you* You are quite welcome to 
try my treatise before deciding to keep it. Then if you are not 
satisfied, just send it back (within ten days) for full refund. 
I know what the information it contains has done for me; I know 
what it is doing for others. And I want you to be more than 
satisfied. In writing, use the coupon below.

Henry Casper, Publisher 
Dept. A, 524 Rock Road 
Glen Rock, Naw Jersey

Please send me right away, on 
of your treatise.

[ ] $3.00 enclosed (check, money 
order, or cash).

f ] I will pay postman $S.OO (plus 
15c C.O.D. charge)

money back agreement, one copy

Name ..................      ,..,,...........................
Street .................................,.,,.,..,,.,,.,..,,,...,,,,.,,,.,,,.,.,
City,,-...................    State............... .
ainKWMiKWi«VMMM'MIW»ntMMmwmiaiM!)(lMMMMMaiKMiSlv

105



Complete Cowboy

PULVEX
FLEA POWDER

SHE WASN'T BOHN WITH
A BBAVTSFUt NOSS

* simple correction beautified her profile MS*’ overnight, gave her joyous new self-confi- 
dence. Fascinating-book. YOUR NEW 
FACE IS YOUR FORTUNE, teBs and 

(ask a shows with 88 before-and-after photoe 
Zap dramatic rewrite of Plastic Sur- /^k i

gery. Yours, postpaid, in plain
, ^ wrapper—only ► ...,..
Franklin House, 628 Drexel Bldg.. Phil*., Pa., Dept.4-0

'Remarkable Treatment For

®)MENW-
^gV^r From Lack of Harmonet 

GET NEW LEASE!
ON LIFE

GEORGE’S Rz 205 IS A GLANDULAR 
TONIC HIGHLY REGARDED

For these men who are older, whose 
functions become sluggish and help* 
them to re-establish their capacity for 
enjoyment. Rx 205 tablets may multi­
ply the vim and zest and enjoyment 
you once knew. Your whole approach 
and attitude toward life may improve 
with Rx 205. Now H is possible for 
middle-aged adults again to enjoy the 
same spirit, vitality, and pleasures that 
made their youth a thing to remember. 
Added years need mot subtract from 
your pleasures when you use Rx 205. 
Do not delay—Let life begin today—by 
sending $3.00 for 100 Tablets—or $5.00 
for 200 Tablets. (No C, O. D’*, please.) 
P. S.—Beware of imitations. Come in 
orsend for original Rx 205 Tablets.

MARKET-HEALTH DIST. CO.-
CROZEftAR£ADEiT^^

Dept. DA-9. Phila. 2, Pa.

CARD TRICKS
Most all Playing Cards are 
marked in making. TELL 
ANY CARD FROM BACK. 

Send $1.00 for Key-marks for 
TEN different popular decks with 
complete instructions. No Gam­
blers.

THE TELLURIUM CO.
Wallace, IdahoBox 678-DA

ANNOUNCEMENT
Rheumatism, all forms: most gratifying results 

quickly received from my Formula: $1.00.

H. H. STANLEY
RT. 3, BOX 471 SEBASTOPOL, CALIF.

FEFT BI89T9 ”’ "•''”"" ■ olvnla HEW foot cushion
Many with tired, aching feet have found happy relief! 
So comfortable-LIKE WALKING ON A PILLOW Made 
of fine soft, spongy material, leather covered. So tight, 
flexible—cushions and helps relieve your feet from heel 
to toes, tf you suffer from metatarsal callouses, corns, 
foot pains or fallen arches, tty Dr. Barron’s Foot Cushion. 
Wear m any shoes—helps make walking a pleasure. 
Doctor says: “I recommend Foot Cushions to foot suffer- 
ers." Send only $1 98 for A PAIR—or will ship C 0. D., 
plus postage STATE SHOE SIZE AND IF MAN OR 
WOMAN. 30 DAY TRIAL GUARANTEE. Money back 
if you don't jet blessed relief1 ORTHO COMPANY, 
111 West 83rd St., Dept. 19-K, New York City 24.

at the herd, using their ropes as 
sharp-cracking whips. They were 
pushing the cattle hard.

The kid’s first shot echoed and re­
echoed through the canyon. It was 
deliberately high.

The riders pulled up and wheeled 
their horses uncertainly. The tail 
end of the herd shoved forward and 
tried to break into a run but were 
blocked off.

Behind his boulder the kid called: 
“Drop your guns, hombres. You’re 
surrounded.”

One rider made a desperate grab 
at his holster. The kid’s scattergun 
made him pitch sideways and face 
down in the dust.

That convinced the second. He 
reached cautiously for his gun and 
dropped it.

The kid rode down the slope while 
the rider sat his sorrel in goggle-eyed 
amazement.

The rest was simple. The kid 
turned the herd with a fusillade of 
shots and yells. When the herd had 
started on its return trip to Big 
Mike’s, the kid swung to the far side 
on it with his two prisoners, bound 
to each other atop the sorrel.

* * *

THE HANGING that morning 
would have been an epic one. 
The oldest inhabitant admitted it. 

When the kid on his horse and lead­
ing the laboring horse carrying the 
two captives turning into the square, 
Chuck Reynolds already was up on 
the scaffold, a rope around his neck.

The sheriff was on the platform, 
seeing to it that the knot under Rey­
nolds’ ear was secure and properly 
placed to snap his neck.

And Big Mike and the foreman, 
Kennedy, were standing before the 
platform looking up with a look the 
kid remembered. Only the other time 
it had not been an innocent man up 
there.

But Chuck Reynolds was innocent.
“We caught him bare-handed,” Big 

Mike was telling the crowd over and 
over again. “He already had the cat­
tle on his ranch when we caught up 
to him. When we tried to take him 

(Continued On Page 108)106



IP FUN!

^h&Pl&^M& Pn^&i
K CONNOISSEUR'S CHO!Ci 

HeRE is a book for open minds and 

ticklish spines. Hers is a book of a high­
ly tempting flavor spiced to ths liking 
of the most esquirish taste. .Here is lusty, 
merry entertainment for and about men 
who knew how to live. Hera is life with 
apologias to nona. Collected, selected 
from the best there is, this zestful Primer 
is guaranteed to make the lassies giggle 
and he-men erupt in boisterous bellyfuls.

Here is no refuge for the straight-laced 
or satisfaction for the morbid. Served in 
a highly inviting manner, this pleasure- 
fill Primer is a blueprint for hale and 
hearty living. Call it a gay evening's en­
tertainment or an ideal bedside com­
panion, you'll dally over its contents time 
and time again.

What more can be said of any book other than 
the self-appointed bearers of FORBIDDEN signs 
won't like if? Send along your orders, gentlemen, 

for this rarest of tomes just off the presses. Of course 
it s guaranteed, you either like it or IT DOESN'T COST 
YOU A CENT.

113 W. 57
Gentlemen;

Rush The 
stand that

STRAVON PUBLISHERS, Dept. P-369 
113 W, 57 St., N. Y. 19, N. Y.

ORDER KWH
ER JOT IT 10 DATS FREE

Pleasure Primer for 18 days inspection!. 8 under- 
. . . . . unless highly pleased, I may return it for a 
prompt refund!
□ Enclosed Is my dollar—-send postpaid.
□ Send C. 0. D, 9 will pay postman' 98c pta postage.

For prompt delivery, Gentlemen, fean 
out the coupon, and send at once. 
Enjoy it 10 days FREE at our ex­
pense, and if not highly delighted, 
just return it for a prompt refund.

8 Name . .......................................................,...,.„.,,..,.,...,....

I AdUtess ... .................
I
« City ..................................................................................................  state . .. ............... .. ..
! 1—1 RASK HEBE IS YOU PHSFKH
• 1—1 THE OES.CXE BOONS E01TtON-lfl.es
J CANAOA Sl.SS
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AVAILABLE for 
IMMEDIATE DELIVERY!

RADIOS, A.C. & D.C. 
Table & Console Models

Electric Stoves 
1-Burner and 2-Burner

Electric Steam Irons 
Automatic Electric Irons 

Electric Irons

Infra-Red Health Lamps 
Electric Room Heaters 

Desk Lamps — Bed Lamps
Electric Food and Cream Mixers 

Electric Toasters Electric Broilers

Schick Electric 
Shavers 

and Others

Carpet Sweepers
Electric 

Vacuum Cleaners ^

Electric Fans—all sixes
—table & floor models

Electric Roasters 
Sandwich Toasters 
Waffle Bakers

Silverware for Home Use 
Silverware for Restaurants 

Enameled Cooking Ware 
Electric Wire, All Sizes 

Heater Elements 
Iron Elements 

Cooker Elements
Night Latches 

Padlocks 
Pipe Wrenches 

Clothes Wringers 
Wash Tubs

White Enamel 
Cooking Ware 
Christmas Tree 

Light Sets 
Extension Wire 

— all sizes

Cast Aluminum Cooking Ware

Send Stamped Return Envelope for Prices
JOSEPH WINKLER & CO.. Dept. AN«9 
667-671 N. CLARK ST. CHICAGO 10, ILL.
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he even threw a few shots at us. The 
cattle are still there, as proof.”

“But what about the Loose Kid,” 
Reynolds said huskily. “You said I 
captured him, was holding him 
prisoner, because he knew of the raid 
on your herd? Where is he if I 
harmed him?”

“We have proof he was tied-up in 
your cabin, with loose knots so that 
he could escape,” Kennedy spat. “It’s 
easy to read sign.”

“It shore is,” the kid said from the 
outskirts of the crowd. He sat his 
horse easily, the scattergun across his 
knees.

“Hell and damnation,” Kennedy 
said. “It’s the kid!”

“Seize him, sheriff,” Big Mike 
yelled. “We can have a double hang­
ing now.”

“Put down the gun, kid,” the sher­
iff said evenly. “You got some ex­
plaining to do.”

The kid pushed back his hat and 
said: “I reckon I have." He did not 
discard the gun. He was staring at 
Kennedy and Big Mike.

There was something in his de­
meanor, his utter confidence in him­
self, and the sight of the two prison­
ers trussed aboard the sorrel that was 
convincing.

“Say your piece,” the sheriff said.
“I know from talking to these hom­

bres,” the kid said indicating his 
prisoners. “I guessed most of it, but 
they proved me right.”

“He’s a damned liar!” one prisoner 
said.

The kid reversed his gun and 
raised it.

The second prisoner screamed: 
“Don’t hit me again!” Then to the 
sheriff and the crowd: “He’s tellin’ 
you the McCoy.”
^ OOKING AT the sheriff, the kid 
MJ watched Big Mike and Kennedy 
start to draw back into the crowd.

“Reynolds is my friend,” the kid 
said levelly. “When the rustlers found 
out that I knew of their raid they de­
cided to make Reynolds the fall guy 
’cause I’d be a perfect stooge for him. 
They drove about fifty head into his 
place, and he came out to find out 
what the rumpus was about. There

(Continued On Page 110)



MATH HELPS THE ENTIRE FAMILY

gw

EXPERTS!

explaining all rules—the

Atf^
PlAtl^ 10fiARl

COMPLETE ANSWERS TO ALL PROBLEMS

short cuts, the professional tricks. It 
takes the headaches out of math!

SEND NO MONEY—Examine Free

PETING
HOW

FOS BEGINNERS

Handy time- 
saver figor- 

I ing family 
budgets,

"Figur-Ease” method makes math a 
‘cinch” for everyone—BEGINNERS.

Made math a 
, "cincb" at 
'Y school । 
'M and my I 

office ■

Got me my 
stripes—and 
a great help 
for peace­
time job!

Math helps you get ahead. Learn 
math simply, interestingly. Written 
as if you had a professor personally

Helped me 
land a good 
promotion 

on my 
war jobl

Rush coupon—there are limited copies due to paper 
rationing. A great help—NOW and in PEACE.

Written by an expert teacher and a civil engineer. Contains six 
. main sections—equal to years of school training—now condensed 
1 into one book for time-saving instruction—only $1.98 including the 
ft remarkable Free Slide Rule and “How To Use The Slide Rule.”

Saving Home Study Book For Your Spare Time.
Must” for Today's Better Jobs. . .and in COM« 

for that HARD-TO-GET-JOB after the War!

NEW. AMAZING 
‘FIGUR-EASE’ METHOD! 

The New Enlarged, Latest Complete, Timo

COMPLCTE BOOKS 1 sti0? ।
CONDENSED INTO I 01

>3^no" long
•^jS^Lucife Slide With 
^Handy Carrying Case. 
A, B, C, Cl, D, K, Scales

Become a MATH Wizard! Get the Right Answers in a Flash Without Paper 
or Pencil! MULTIPLY, DIVIDE, SQUARE. CUBE, EXTRACT
SQUARE AND CUBE ROOTS AS EASY AS PIE!
Worth a fortune to anyone in business, war job, or armed forces. A genuine, full-size—similar 
to a very expensive Slide Rule. Solves the toughest math problems in a flash! This Slide . A^
Rule PLUS that added section “How To Use The Slide Rule” are FREE with the latest, Y.'
lowest priced book of its kind. "MATHEMATICS MADE SIMPLE/*

ENGINEERS, THOSE IN BUSINESS, 
ARMED FORCES. STUDENTS. ETC. 
Ideal for a “brush-up” and refer­
ence for quick answers.

Answers to every problem in detail. Practice exercises for sneed 
and accuracy. Every day work problems explained. A test at 
the start and end for progress. Plus many more invaluable 

k features!
\ What the "Figwr-Ease" Method Teaches you!
\ • ARITHMETIC • ALGEBRA • PLANE AND SOLID 
1 GEOMETRY • LOGARITHMS 9 SCALES • GRAPHS © I SHOP MATH • TRIGONOMETRY • HOW TO USE THE 
% SLIDE RULE, LATEST TAXES. FOREIGN EXCHANGE, 

‘ A ETC. PLUS MANY MORE PRACTICAL FEATURES.

KENMORE PUBLISHING COMPANY .
Dept. B-85. 220 Fifth Avenue, New York City 1 
Rush to me “Mathematics Made Simple” with my 
FREE SLIDE RULE GIFT, carrying case, and free 
added section “How to Use the Slide Rule.” I will 
deposit with postman on delivery $1.98 plus post­
age. If not satisfied within 5 days I can return 
book for refund.
NAME ............. .........................  • ..................................... ..  • •
«®I®SS ........................ ......................................................
CITY .................................. (if any). . STATE........... ..
s—] Check here if you wish to save postage by en- 
U W^TaWL. M.50.

FREE GIFT COUPON

THIS MIRACULOUS TIME SAVING

SLIDE RULE# FREE
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HEW SECURITY PLAN
PAYS HOSPITAL

La DOCTOR 
f BILLS...
* Cosh only
\ 3 a day I

protects you 
m ease er , 

SICKNESS I 
on ACCIDENT}

I^MBHAL or FAMILY
Insure NOW, before it's too late! Pro­
tect your savings against Hospital 
expense. Here's an amazing offer of 
safe, dependable coverage under I 
‘America’s most popular Hospitalize- j 
fion Plan. Family or individual 
'eligible. No Medical Examination. 
[When sickness or accident strikes, J 
you may go to any Hospital in U. S. I 

or Canada under any Doctor’s f 
care. YOUR EXPENSES WILL BE I 
PAID exactly as Policy specifies. I 
WAR coverage included.The Com- I 

pany under supervision of the I 
Insurance Dept. No agent will call. I
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(Continued From Page 108) 
was some shooting, and Reynolds—• 
being innocent—surrendered.

“The rustlers had slugged me. 
When they grabbed Reynolds they 
took me to his cabin and tied me up 
loose.”

“Why?” someone in the crowd 
asked.

“That’s easy. If I rushed out to help 
Reynolds, I’d been held as a rustler, 
too. If I’d *a’ been afraid and run for 
it, Reynolds would have been hung 
and people would have been saying of 
me ‘He was just like his dad.’ Only 
I didn’t run for it. I went out and got 
the real rustlers and turned the herd 
back for home. They’re cattle that be­
longs to most of you small ranchers. 
Big Mike naturally had to lose a few 
of his own to make the thing look 
good, but he couldn’t be held responsi­
ble for the much bigger loss you small 
ranchers with leases with him would 
suffer.”

“What herd?” the sheriff rasped.
“What the rustlers realty were after 

—the big herd,” the kid said, shifting 
his gun near his shoulder. “All this 
excitement over Reynolds and fifty 
mangy critters was just a smoke 
screen. You people were getting so 
busy trying and hanging Reynolds 
that the real herd was getting away.”

The sheriff turned suddenly and 
looked hard at the spot were Big 
Mike had been standing.

“What have you got to say—” he 
started, then broke off.

The kid’s gun came up. to his 
shoulder. He saw the faces of two 
men looking up at a cord strung from 
a cottonwood tree. The gun spoke 
twice and two big men preparing to 
mount horses near the rack at the 
side of the jail clutched riddled 
shoulders. Big Mike fell blubbering 
to the ground. Kennedy looked con­
temptuously down at him, and spat.

“Your answer,” the kid said. “Try­
ing to get away would have been 
guilt enough, but they’ll talk, and so 
will these two men.” He motioned 
to his two prisoners. “Now don’t you 
think it’s about time to get that rope 
from around Reynolds’ neck?”

The crowd roared its assent, and 
the sheriff raised his hand for silence 
after removing the rope.

(Continued On Page 112)110



The
G-STRING-
MURDERS

GYPSY ROSE LEE
(The most famous ’’Strip Tease” 

Artist on the stage today I)
takes you behind-the-scenes of Burlesque in 
telling the gaudy, gruesome, gals-and-gags, 
mystery story of “THE G STRING MURDERS.’’ 
A thrill-packed hilarious, peeping picture of 
Burlesque — its High Stepping Giris and its 
rowdy Laffs — its four-a-day.
chorus girl sirens, pickle per­
suaders, night life and hot 
snots, wolves and dolls, cash­
register hearts — PLUS a fast­
moving, blood-curdling, spine- 
chilling, three-corpse mystery!

300 Pages, with illustra­
tions, of the raciest, rowdiest,
most lurid and highly 
tent detective story- 
right out of Burlesque

compe-
SPECIAL

Block, 42nd st., New $100
York, (Regular origi. I
•uaj price $2.00) ■

gazeeka boxes.

Practical Lessons in

HYPNOTISM
by Dr. Wm. Wesley Cook

Teaches you the best method of hypnotic practice. It 
is written In plain language, and all its statements are 
absolute facts and its illustrations are actual occurrences. 
This is a big 264 page book, complete and encyclopedic 
jn jts contents, which include the following chapters: 
History of Hypnotism—Qualifications of a Hypnotist—What 
Kind of a Subject—Favorable and Unfavorable Influences 
—Precautions to be Observed—How to Hypnotize—Degrees 
of Hypnosis — Clairvoyance — Self-Hypnotism and Auto- 
Suggestion—The Hypnotist’s Secret—Hypnotism and Dis­
ease—Hypnotism in Business and Society—Hypnotism in 
the Professions—Post Hypnotism—Awakening a Subject— 
Mind-Reading. Telepathy—Miscellanv, etc.
Hypnotism is today acknowledged to be an SPECIAL 
exact science. There is no restriction upon 
the acquisition of this knowledge. Its bless­
ings and powers belong to alt who desire 
and are willing to secure them.

FOR MEN ONLY 
A Selected Group of Short Story 

Masterpieces for Men
In this 352 page book — James M. Cain, outstanding 

member of the “hardboiled school” of fiction, offers 
for the delight of his male contemporaries what he' 
believes to be among the BEST OF THIS TYPE OF 
STORY. A feast for men who like their stories 
“straight.” PARTIAL CONTENTS:— Big Blonde — Dor­
othy Parker; The Undefeated — Ernest Hemingway; 
Snake Doctor — Irvin S. Cobb; Alibi Ute — Ring 
Lardner; Boston Blackie’s Mary — Jack Boyle; Twenty- 
Five Bucks — James T. Farrell; A Scandal PRICE 
in Bohemia — A. Conan Doyle; The Pur- E A 
loined Letter — Edgar Allan Poe; Romance vE *** 
Lingers — John Collier, etc., etc. A BRAND 9 
NEW BOOK with 19 THRILLING STORIES, "

You, Toe, Can Have a Baby
by Abner I. Weisman

Only those who actually suffer from a barren 
marriage, can really understand the frustration 
and heartaches. In certain extreme cases, the 
marriage itself may be wrecked by this cause. 
Dr. Abner I. Weisman has written this book— 
YOU, TOO, CAN HAVE A BABA’—which gives a 
detailed explanation of the many factors, great 
and small that may prevent normal functioning 
of the reproductive machinery. And offers the 
simple and sound advice which often-times is 
all that is needed—or the means and methods 
which medical science uses today to remove 
many of the obstacles to successful conception 
and childbirth. Other than in cases of actual 
physical incapability, the information given in 
this book should prove helpful. The book is 
very complete—it also explains the anatomy 
and physiology of reproduction, how to test 
pregnancy, what constitutes sterility, how to 
test sterility of male and female, plan for 
parenthood, etc. In very many cases, barrenness 
mav be clue to some minor condition 
which can easily be cleared away. 5 
Having a baby is truly the greatest B
thrill life has to offer. Price g

IT’S FOK TO DSUW
A complete self-Instruction Course In 9 

Divisions of Art!
Anyone who has learned to write can learn 
to drawl This helpful book removes the 
mysticism that has surrounded art. By re­
ducing the elements of drawing to its sim­
ple stens, it tenches THE BEGINNER to 
draw, and then to advance, into more diffi­
cult subjects. For the practiced artist, it is 
a source book and veritable mine of infor-
stroke on paper to selling the finished art 
work. Includes specific instruction, advice, 
tricks, on—Still Life, Animals, Human Fig­
ure, Art Anatomy, Faces and Portraits, Let­
tering, Layouts, Cartooning. Advertising 
and Commercial Art. Illustrations, Color in

**. . . If it weren’t for the married men, we 
couldn't have carried on at all and if it weren’t 
for the cheating married women, we would have 
made another million dollars.” . . , Said one 
of the Everteigh Sisters.

COME INTO MY PARLOR
by Charles Washburn

This is an authentic arid intimate account of
Chicago’s notorious Everleigh Club conducted 
early in the century when a whole section of 
the city was “wide open." Many famous and 
wealthy men patronized this “gilded palace.” 
The author formerly a Chicago newspaper man, 
in this Biography of the Aristocratic Everleigh 
Sisters, tells the inside story—describes “par­
ties,” names and gives colorful details of the
aristocratic sisters and how they changed the 
“joy of life” into' a pot of 
gold. It is swell reading from 
front door to back, with good Special 
stop-overs in between.—N. Y. / Ml 
Morning Telegraph. vn»y

POKER
By Oswald Jacoby

"How To Play A Winning Game"
Here for the first time is a complete instructive and 

entertaining book on America’s own card game. In ad­
dition to specific advice on the strategy of play (in­
cluding psychology’, percentages, rules of the game, 
etc.) the book is enlivened by scores of poker anec­
dotes and amusing personal experiences.

Some of the Chapter Headings:—How to Flay Poker 
—The Game’s General Principles — Draw Poker—Stud 
Poker — Five-Card Stud — Seven-Card Stud price 
-Five-Card Stud High-Low — Seven-Card C«EA 
Stud High-Low—Various Other Games — nffiyy 
Poker Probabilities and Mathematics — H 
Glossary and Rules............................................... ®

©9
ffiHSBES

HOW TO ORDER: Fill out coupon and mail today. All books guaranteed 
satisfactory, or money back at once. All hook? full size, beautifully 
printed, durably bound. If remittance enclosed, we pay postage. If C-Q.D.. 
sent plus postage. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE; if not completely sat­
isfied for any reason, return books and get money back at once

KNICKERBOCKER PUBLISHING CO., Dspj, A-35 
120 Greenwich St.. New York 6, H, Y.

TH

Art, etc., etc. Includes glossary 
of Art Terms, Supplies, Types of 
Work. Profusely illustrated with 
over 1000 SKETCHES and 
DRAWINGS. The price is only—

SPECIAL

$^00

MAGIC By Barrows Massey I 
Here is a practical and fascinating book which 
shows you how to master simple and complex 
conjuring tricks for your own pleasure and the 
entertainment of your friends. In the majority 
of the tricks described, little or no equipment 

Sis necessary for their successful presentation.
Everyone, young or old. loves to watch white 
magic. And it is a rare person 
who has never wished he PRICE
could amaze and amuse his 
friends with hocus-pocus. And g wv
this entertaining book tells ■
you how! ................................................. "

" zsoo jokes For ah Occasions
The best laughs from all over the world—collected in 

a single entertaining and useful volume. Tell these jokes 
at parties, entertainments, in after-dinner speeches— 
read them -in your spare moments of relaxation, or 
chuckle over them with a friend. Grouped and indexed 
under 21 separate classifications, such as about lawjets, 
doctors—business or college jokes—stories about Holly­
wood and sports—Jewish, Negro, English. Scottish, etc. 
—even a special section of limericks and another of comic 
verse. The belly laugh, the sly retort, the broad satire, 
the infinitely varied humor of the American e k nn 
people—all are here in this one volume. 4so * 
pages—hard cover, cloth bound—81A x 51/2 9
inches big—a real big book. A FIND AT ■

■ Knickerbocker Pub. Co., Dept. A-35
a 320 Greenwich ST, New York 6, N. Y,
I 
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Send me the hooks T have checked below: ) G-String Murders ...........................................  
) Practical Lessons in Hypnotism............  
) Come Into My Parlor .............................  .
) Poker .................................................................... 
> For Men Only .................................................  
; You, Too, Can Have a Baby...............
> It's Fun Tv Draw..........................................
> Magic ....................................................
) 2500 Jokes for all Occasions .....................
I enclose S. .. . in full payment.
Send C.O.D $. .. . pi us postage.

® Name

|J Address
9 City & Zone State

$1.00
2.00
2.00
1.50

1.98
1.00
1.50 
1.00

a 
a 
» 
s
3 
s 
3
3 
a
9 
a 
a
8
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Loose Kid Pays Off

J. f Now you get sensational 

4 J results — at once—with 

' »the new

COMMANDER
SUPPORTER

T r"1 Don't 'et them talk about 
L/ p your "Bay Window" — 

’ stay slenderized with
MAKE THIS 
TEST NOW!

Clasp hands over ab­
domen fingers inter­
locked — then raise 
and press gently. The 
Commander does this 
—makes you feel bet­
ter!

this amazing free-action, 
ever comfortable, sup­
porter belt! Once you 
try it, you'll never be 
without the Commander.

"THE INTER-
LOCKING HANDS" 

The Sensational
NEW PRINCIPLE 

of Abdominsl Support
Sturdy porous fabric is BUILT 
IN with the special stretch 
weave of the Commander for 
EXTRA DOUBLE SUPPORT

LOOK SLIMMER
Brace back and front 
—improves your ap­
pearance — makes 
clothes fit smartly!

across the abdomen. Instantly 
the Commander flattens your 
"corporation”—no binding, no 
riding, no sagging! Send for 
this famous all-purpose sup­

At Our Expense

porter belt today! No buckles, 
laces or straps.

NOW

<■■ a si« w » bi n a c «is ■ « « hi ra w «r. » » ^ » w biib «»■■

Ward Green Company, Dept. T-459 
113 W. 57th Street, New York 19, N. Y.
Send The Commander Supporter for Free Trial. T will pay postman 
$2.98 plus postage. (Sizes 28 to 47.) If not satisfied after 10 days 
I may return it for refund. (Sizes 48 to 60, $3.98.)

TRY IT 10 DAYS

Do this today! Send the cou­
ncil—wear A Commander for 
TEN DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE 
—and if you do not get all 
the results you expect, return 
it and YOUR MONEY WILL 
BE REFUNDED promptly.

My Waist Measures ......................... My Height is ........................

NAME ................................................  )..♦

ADDRESS .............................. ..........................................................
If $2.98 is enclosed with order, we pay postage charges

(Continued From Page 110)
“Loose Kid,” he said slowly, “I 

guess I ain’t rightly been watching 
how you growed up. All of a sudden 
like. And we don’t want any vags in 
this town; you gotta go to work, un­
derstand.”

“Yes sir,” the kid said, feeling a 
sudden panic.

“Like as maybe my deputy,” the 
sheriff said, and the crowd growled 
assent again.

For a hero and a deputy the kid 
almost ruined everything by busting 
out crying then and there. But he 
didn’t, knowing that the name of 
Loose had been cleared for all time 
in Bennett.

(THE END)

Outlaw's Court
(Continued From Page 81) 

run off with me and git hitched if I 
had a coupla thousand in my jeans. 
I’d been drinking real hard for days, 
B-Big. Didn’t know rightly what I 
was doing. And—and—hells bells, 
Big—drill me if ya want—but one of 
them badge packers carried the word 
to Owslow and he put up the dinero 
and—oh, dammit, Big, it was me who 
sent ya to jail!”

Big Killigan had gone stony-faced. 
Then, as he glanced around at the 
chattering men, his stern mouth 
eased. “Mebbe it was all for the best, 
Jo-Jo. . .Mebbe in jail a gent gits 
sense—sense enough to quit the owl­
hoot and settle down and work an 
outfit with an old pard like you! And 
I bet them other two was trying to 
sell me out anyways. . .”

(THE END)

The Red Cross
Still Needs

Blood Donors
112



HOSPITALIZATION 
31A DAY

PAYS UP TO 
§325.0023,000

Statistics show that 
23,000 people at home 
today will he in a 
hospital tomorrow. 
You’ll want the best 
for yourself and fam- 

I fly if hospitalization 
• is needed.

Our 3c a day Plan 
offers the help you 
need if you act now,

HOSPITAL AND 
SURGICAL FEES

GET OUR FREE OFFER.1
Learn how hospital and surgical care is provided 
for every member of your family in case of sick­
ness or accident. Our Plan permits you to go to 
any hospital in the U. S.: select.your own surgeon

NEARLY EVERYONE IS ELIGIBLE!
An attractive feature of the Plan we offer is that it is available

Maternity 
Cases 

included
Your policy provides 
for hospitalization for 
maternity as well, 
provided that both 
husband and wife 
have been members 
for 12 consecutive 
months prior to ad­
mission to the hos­
pital.

to almost everyone. Any man or woman under 
70 years of age may enroll as a member, and, 
if married, include wife or husband and all chil­
dren under 18 years of age as dependents on 
the same certificate, and no medical examination 
is required.
Here’s the Protection We Offer YmP
$150.00 Hospital Room
$150.00 Surgical Fees

IF

$20.00 X-Ray
$20.00 Anesthesia

$20.00 Laboratory Fees.
> Also Operating Room, Maternity, Ambulance

and

Ho Red Tape
others

YOU’RE SICK TOMORROW 
WILL YOU HAVE TO 

BORROW?

Ho Waiting
You’ll agree our Plan is amazingly liberal, and 
offers the protection that you and. your family

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION RtQUIRl

JT NO 
r^AGEHY

WILL 
CALL 
CUSH 

COUPON

need.

ESI EE ^sh coupon 
for details

We want every reader of this magazine to know how easy 
it is to enjoy the protection we offer ... we urge you 
not to delay it but to get the free details at once. Just 
sign your name to the coupon and mail it to us. 
You may paste it on the back of a penny post­
card if you like. We will send you everything 
by return mail absolutely free and without obli­
gation. Yau may act in confidence and no 
salesman will call. You will only hear from us 
by mail, so do not hesitate to act at once . . , 
no better time than now.

a

INTERSTATE MUTUAL BENEFIT ASS’N.
DEPT. 2709, DOVER, DELAWARE

Please send me FREE full details concerning your 
Hospitalization Policy.

j

NAME

an & zone ..
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what will YQtf 
be doing one
year from
YOU’RE too smart to stay in the same bld jot rut! Yd3 
know that you have one life—'that's all. So you’ve thought} 
about doing something that would advance you in your; 
work, increase your income.

The time to get started is now. And you can take the 
first step toward Personal Success this very minute! Just 
look over the coupon below and mark the I. C. S. Course 
in your field of interest. Then mail it — today!

We’ll send you complete information on the Infer* 
national Correspondence Schools, and how they cart 
give you the sound, practical training you need to get 
ahead faster. Cost is low, texts are easy to understand, 
and every student gets personal service. The time to 
"take steps’? is RIGHT NOW!

MNTCiiNATIOHflL CORBESPOHDENCE SCHOOLS JICS

Without cost dr obligation, t please send me full particulars about the course before
Air Conditioning and / 
Plumbing Courses

□ Air Conditioning 1
□ Heating □ Plumbing
□ Refrigeration □ Steam Fitting
4 Chemistry Courses j
□ Chemical Engineering
□ Chemistry, Analytical
D Chemistry, Industrial '
□ Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel
□ Petroleum Refining □ Plastics
□ Pulp and Paper Making

Civil Engineering, Archi­
tectural and Mining Courses

□ Architectural Drafting *
□ Architecture , '■
□ Bridge and Building Foreman
□ Building Estimating
□ Civil Engineering □ Coal Minin
□ Contracting and Building
O Highway Engineering
□ Lumber Dealer
□ Reading Structural Blueprints
□ Sanitary Engineering
□ Structural Drafting
C Structural Engineering
□ Surveying and Mapping'

BOX 6003, SCRANTON 9, PENNA,

□ Ship Drafting
□ Ship Fitting
□ Shop Practice
□ Steel Mill Workers
□ Tool Designing
□.Welding, Gas and Electrio

Radio Courses
□ Electronica
O Radio, General
□ Radio Operating
□ Radio Servicing

Railroad Courses
□ Air Brake □ Car Inspector
□ Locomotive Engineer
□ Locomotive Fireman'
□ Railroad Section Foreman

Steam Engineering Course*
O Boilermaking
□ Combustion Engineering
□ Engine Running
□ Marine Engineering
□ Steam Electric
□ Steam Engines

Textile Courses
□ Cotton Manufacturing
□ Rayon Weaving

Electrical Courses
□ Electrical Drafting, 
□ Electrical Engineering ‘ 
D Power House Electric , 
D Practical Electrician t 
□ Practical Telephony 
□ Telegraph Engineering

Internal Combustion 
Engines Courses

□ Auto Technician Q Aviation
□ Diesel-Elec trio *
□ Diesel Engines C Gm Engines

Mechanical Courses
□ Aeronautical Engineering
□ Airplane Drafting
□ Flight Engineer
□ Foundry Work
□ Heat Treatment of Metals
□ Industrial Engineering
□ Industrial Metallurgy
□ Mechanical Drafting
□ Mechanical Engineering
D Mold-Loft Work
□ Patternmaking
□ Reading Shop Blueprints
□ Sheet-Metal Drafting
□ Sheet-Metal Worker j

which I have marked X?
□ Textile Designing
□ Woolen Manufacturing

Business and
Academic Courses

□ Accounting □ Advertising
□ Arithmetic □ Bookkeeping,
□ Business Correspondence
□ Business Management
D Certified Public Accounting’
□ College Preparatory ✓
□ Commercial
□ Cost Accounting
□ Federal Tax
O First Year College
□ Foremanship
□ French
□ Good English
□ High School
□ Higher Mathematic*'
□ Illustrating
D Motor Traffic
□ Postal Service
□ Salesmanship
□ Secretarial _
□ Sign Lettering □^SpaniaE
□ Stenography
□ Traffic Management

Name..................    .......Age..............Home Address.............................  .................. .»„«—«..<«•
Present Working (

City.......................................................  State............................ Position.........................................*............Hour*.............A.M, ta.....„.P.Mt
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada, 

British residents send coupon to I. C. 8., 71 Kingsway, London, W. C. 2, England.
DISCOUNT TO DISCHARGED VETERANS —SPECIAL TUITION RATES FOR MEMBERS OF THE ARMED FORCES

114



Non ReadRbr/dh Greatest Classics 
h Easy 5 Minute Du/est form

Thrill to a Lifetime of Reading in I Giant Volume
Now, in 5 minutes, yes, in only 1000 
words each, you can read and intelli­
gently know the greatest work.? of th? 
world’s finest writers. If you have 
ever wished that you could know the 
classics, the really great books, if you 
have ever hoped that this wonderful 
wisdom and culture could be yours eas-

ily, quickly, excitingly, then your wish 
has come true. Here in this one volume 
are 79 classics. Not short stories but 
book length masterpieces brilliantly 
condensed, in digest form. Instead of 
reading 79 books, you read one book. 
Instead of reading 457,000 pages, you 
read only 300.

EACH STORY 1,000 WORDS—READING TIME 5 MINUTES
Imagine reading a classic as quickly and easily as a single article in your 
favorite digest magazine. The long, laborious descriptions have been taken out. 
The intricate, difficult passages simplified. You 
get the essence, the pure drama, the breath­
taking genius, with machine gun speed. Every-
body wants to read the classics. Everybody 
would, iff they had the time. NOW—everybody 
can because all you need is 5 minutes—all you 
read is 1000 words.

Enjoy and Live the Greatest Love Stories, 
Adventures, Confessions Ever Written

The book is divided into 8 fascinating sections. Humor, 
Morals, Romance, Mystery, Fantasy, History, Adventure, 
and Legend. You can select, according to your mood. 
You will be thrilled by the brilliant swashbuckling ad­
ventures by Dumas . . . the dashing sea tales of Hakluyt. 
You will be profoundly moved by the brooding tragedy 
of Dostoevski . . . inspired by the spiritual beauty of 
Tolstoy. You will laugh at the satiric irony of Voltaire. 
You will be wiser for the warming realism of Dickens 
and be captivated bv the charming love stories of Thack­
eray. You will compare the risque tales of Chaucer, the 
earthly passions of Balzac, with the fetching purity of 
Scott. You will be enchanted by the majestic legends of 
Wagner and the exotic folk tales and customs of 
India, China, Mexico and Arabia. You will be tak­
en around the world, by the gayest, wisest, most 
fascinating people who ever lived, and visit the 
exotic lands of history in stories whose beauty 
have made them immortal

BOOK LENGTH J 
► MASTERPIECES ] 
L CONDENSED IN 
L ONE EXCITING Bl VOLUME

HERE ARE JUST 1 
A FEW OF THE

FAMOUS AUTHORS 
BENJAMIN FRANKLIN 
LEO TOLSTOY
H0N0BE DE BALZAC 
CHARLES DICKENS 
ALEXANDRE DUMAS 
ALFRED TENNYSON 
BOBT. L. STEVENSON 
THOMAS DE QUINCEY 
JULES VERNE 
GEOFFREY CHAUCER 
BJORNSTJERNE

BJORNSON
CHARLES KINGSLEY 
GUY DeMAUPASSANT 
FEODOR DOSTOEVSKI 
NIKOLAY GOGOL 
HEINRICH HEINE 
SIR WALTER SCOTT 
F. M. de VOLTAIRE 
AESCHYLUS
D. M. de CERVANTES

and many others.

cttV' ;T^s*£^\/f^i.
MINUTES A DAY

A Complete Literary Education 
You get a complete literary education 
in 5 relaxing minutes each day. You 
can have the assurance and poise 
that comes from knowledge. So 
many great people have found re­
laxation and inspiration in these 
wonderful stories and now they 
can be yours almost for the ask­
ing. We have printed it on fine 
book stock, in a readable, large- 
size type and bound it in a 
beautiful cloth that you will 
be proud to own.

READ IT WITHOUT 
RISKING A CENT 

The price of FIVE MIN­
UTE CLASSICS is only 
$1.98—but you don’t even 
have to send that. All you 
need do is send the cou-
pon. 
copy

We will rush your 
to you immediately.

5 DAYS' FREE EXAMINATION
Dept. MC-25OTBILTMORE PUBLISHING CO.

45 East 17th St. New York 3, N. Y,

□ Rush my copy of FIVE MINUTE CLASSICS.

□ Send C.O.D. T will pav the postman $1.98 plus postage 
and C.O.D. charges on arrival. Same refund privileges as 
below.

You pay the postman $1.98 ___
plus small postage and C.O.D. 
charges. Then read the book. Enjoy it for 
5 days. If you are satisfied—you are paid ■ 
up in full ... if not, return it for im- • 
mediate refund. So you take no risk but * 
you must act quickly. The demand for this J 
book is tremendous. If you want to be sure 
to get your copy—ACT FAST! DON’T DE- 3 
LAY! Fill out, mail coupon today.

I am enclos- 
If I am noting $2.00 in full payment, postage is free. .. * o... ..«« 

perfectly satisfied within 5 days that the book is all you 
claim. I can return it for refund.
□ Specially bound De Luxe Gift Edition $2.93 plus postage.

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY & ZONI. STATE.



...if was a package of

* BUY ♦
U.S. WAR BONDS

ANO STAMM

lost AND found

Cookies
made with

RECIPE OR EVERY WRAPPER

CURTISS CANDY COMPANY • Producers of Fine Foods • CHICAGO 13, ILLINOIS

Candy


