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THE TOP MEN in Industrial Posts

often are I.C.S• graduates

The men holding the top indus­
trial jobs didn’t get there by 
wishful thinking. They had am­
bition and intelligence . . . and 
they applied them to obtaining 
essential training. Many enrolled 
with the International Corre­
spondence Schools, famous for 
56 years as a training system 
for industry and commerce.

When a committee of ranking 
U. S. scientists voted Modern 
Pioneer medals to the outstand­
ing inventors of the past 25 
years, 59 of the award winners

stated over their own signatures 
that they had studied I. C. S. 
technical courses. ।

Successful I. C. S. graduates 
are numbered by the thousands 
and they include presidents, pro­
duction managers, chief engi­
neers, head chemists of some of 
tire greatest airplane, railroad, 
steel, chemical and electric com­
panies in the nation..

You have ambition and intel­
ligence. I. C. S. has the training 
you need to get to the top.^Mail 
the coupon today.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS |CS
BOX 601UB, SCRANTON 9. PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, please tend mo full particulars about the course BEFORE which I have marked X:
Air Condition Ina and 
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□ Contracting and Building
Li Highway Engineering
□ Lumber Dealer
□ Roading Structural Blueprint*
□ Sanitary Engineering
□ Structural Drafting

□ Structural Engineering
□ Surveying and Mapoing
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D Industrial Metallurgy
□ Machine Shep
□ Mechanical Drafting
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□ Reading Shop Blueprints
□ Sheet-Metal Drafting
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□ Ship Drafting □ Ship Fitting
□ Tool Designing
□ Toctmaking
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□ Air Brake □ Car Inspector
Fl Diesel Locomotive
□ Locomotive Engineer
□ Locomotive Fireman '
□ Railroad Section Foreman

Steam Engineering Course*
□ Boilermaking
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Textile Course#
□ Cotton Manufacturing
□ Rayon Weaving
□ Textile Designing
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□ Accounting □ Advertising
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□ Business Correspondence
□ Certified Public Accounting
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□ Cost Accounting
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□ Motor Traffic
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□ French
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The Texas Longhorn had once been a mighty breed, but 
now all that was left was memories of its former glory. 
And the last of the longhorns were gaunt, tick-bearing 
critters who spread, the deadly Tozas fever. Lee Cam­
eron knew how to fight this menace, and he knew as 
well, that there wasn't much time left before the fever 
would decimate the entire country, strip it of cattle. But 
the hatred that his brother, Stash, bore him, and Stash 
Cameron's determination to control the entire Brett- 
Cameron holdings was building into a grisly battle that 

swept away all plans for peaceful conservation!
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J
IM BRETT’S light buckboard, 
with its yellow wheels and run­
ning gear, was a familiar sight 
in this section of Wyoming. Once 

a month, he made the round of the 
Erett-CamerOn Company’s string of 
ranches. When snow made a rig im­
practicable, he took to the saddle and 
went on, permitting nothing less than 
a blizzard to stop him.

He was no longer young, a thin, 
colorless man, always a little dusty- 
looking, who seldom found it neces­
sary to raise his voice to have his 
orders carried out.

In his time Jim Brett had filled a 
hundred small leather-covered note­
books with memorandums concern­
ing the needs and condition of the 
various ranches. It might be only a 
window at the Kelly Creek ranch 
that needed replacing, or the waste­
fulness of the cook at Deep Springs. 
In the latter case, only the cook’s 
name would be put down, with a 
question mark, which meant he was 
to be replaced. If a puncher gave 
evidence of loyalty to the brand and 
showed signs of being able to take 
charge of men, his name went into 
the book. The Brett-Cameron Compa­
ny often needed a foreman; when it 
did, some one was moved up from the 
ranks, and the notations in Brett's 
little black book dictated the choice.

Brett was at the Grass Valley 
ranch this afternoon. It was the 
Brett-Cameron Company’s home 
ranch, the acorn from which i.; em­
pire of grass and cattle had grown. 
Here, in the long ago, Brett and 
his partner, Morgan Cameron, had 
come to rest with the hundred odd 
longhorns they had driven all the 
way from Texas, looking for range 
that they intended to make their 
own by the simple process of having 
seen it first.

It was early in May now, and the 
calf branding had been going on for 
several days. Jim sat on a bench 
under the big cottonwood near 
the kitchen door, busy with pencil 
and his current black book. Sitting 
there, waiting for the crew and Stash

Cameron, Grass Valley's foreman, to 
come in, he had but to lift his eyes 
to $ee the pass through which he and 
Stash’s father had come through the 
Big Medicine Mountains and taken 
their first moments of mellow re­
trospection.

If the familiar scene quickened old 
memories in him more sharply tnan 
usual this evening it was only be­
cause his musing had a gloomy 
twinge. He’d always had a great eye 
for locating trouble at a distance. For 
the past several months he had been 
aware of the cloud on the horizon.

“No matter what comes, I’ll never 
trade or sell my half interest in 
Grass Valley,” he mused.

The thought shocked him, and he 
sat up a little stiffly and put away 
his notebook.

“Morgan and I don’t see things eye 
to eye any more,” he admitted, “but 
it’s unthinkable that we’d come to 
to the parting of the ways after all 
these years.”

He shook his head over it and tried 
unsuccessfully to dismiss it from his 
mind. The trail Morgan Cameron and 
he had travelled had often been a 
rocky one, and they had had many 
differences; but they had always been 
able to work things out. Left to them­
selves, they could do it now.

Brett knew it was a vain hope.
“It’s Stash—he’s driving a wedge 

between us—taking us in a direction 
I won’t go.”

SME SAW the crew coming in.
His eyes were still keen, and he 

had no difficulty picking out Stash, 
tall in the saddle and square-shoul­
dered. With his raven black hair and 
gray eyes, he was a recognizable fac­
simile of the man his father had been 
at thirty-two.

The men began turning their 
broncs into the horse corral a few 
minutes later. Stash saw Brett and 
raised a hand in greeting before he 
got down. He could have turned his 
mount over to one of his punchers. 
Instead, he snaked off his own saddle 
and bridle and gave the horse a slap 
on the rump.

Instead of going through the gate, 
the animal started to back off. Stash
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was instantly angered and he gave 
the horse a kick in the withers that 
wrung a snort of pain from it. He 
would have repeated the performance, 
but the bronc dashed into the corral.

It was trivial thing, but character­
istic of Stash Cameron, Brett 
thought. He had fired men for less.

Stash sat down on the bench with 
him.

“When did you get in, Jim?”
“In the early afternoon. How are 

things going?”
“Okay. We’ll finish up the brand­

ing tomorrow. The stuff looks good; 
fewer heifers than usual this Spring.”

They talked for half an hour about 
the condition of the ranch and stock.

“Have you seen Lafoon?” Stash 
asked.

Brett shook his head. “Not recent­
ly," he said. “I talked to him in town 
about two weeks ago. He won’t sell.”

“The hell he won't!” Stash ripped 
out. “I’ll change his mind for him. 
Ben Lafoon has been stalling us off 
for a year and a half. I’ve had about 
enough of it; we need that range.”

“We could use it,” Brett agreed. 
“But we can’t run him out.”

Stash laughed unpleasantly. “You 
are getting soft, Jim. In the old days, 
when the Brett-Cameron outfit want­
ed some’king, they took it—one way 
or another.”

Brett nodded. “I know. Times have 
changed. Ben’s all right; he support­
ed us when we had that sheep trou­
ble around Ruby Lake.”

“Sure!” Stash scoffed. “He knew 
that was the side of the bread his 
butter was on; he didn’t want to see 
sheep come in any more than we did.”

“No matter; I don't propose to have 
any run-in with him,” Brett insisted. 
“And I don’t want you to have ar- 
Stash,” he added, not raising his 
voice but giving his words a point­
edness that young Cameron could not 
fail to understand. “You leave Ben 
to your father and me; we’ll work 
out a deal with him.”

It was a reprimand. Stash pretend­
ed to shrug it off.

"I know how the old man feels 
about it,” he boasted. “He’s got a 
bellyful of Ben Lafoon, too. I know 
what I’m talking about.”

Brett didn’t miss the threat Stash 
was conveying. He took it in stride, 
and said quietly, “Your father and I 
will have a talk when I get back to 
Powder City.” He got to his feet. “I 
better eat supper; I’m going on to 
Kelly Creek tonight.”

THEY WERE halfway to the 
house, when Stash squinted his 
eyes at a rider, still some distance 

away, who was pushing his bronc 
over the Grass Valley road at a de­
termined lope.

“Someone from town,” he mut­
tered. “Looks like Old Stony...It’s 
Stony, sure enough!”

A vague anxiety rode his tone. 
Stony Jackman, whose years of ser­
vice with the Brett-Cameron Compa­
ny went almost back to the beginning, 
had for the last decade, been Mor­
gan Cameron’s handy man, and only 
the most urgent errand ever took him 
away from Morgan’s side.

“I hope it doesn’t mean someone’s 
sick,” Jim Brett observed.

They stood there, waiting. Stony 
rode into the yard, a shrivelled lit­
tle man with a leathery-looking skin 
that had the color of old saddle 
leather. He had a note for Brett, but 
though he addressed himself to 
Stash, he had no greeting for him.

“Yore pa says yo’re to head for 
town right away,” he announced. “He 
wants you there ’fore daylight.”

“Why is he hustling me in like 
that?” Stash demanded. “What's gone 
wrong?”

“Nuthin’.” Old Stony always 
spared words when he had a message 
to deliver. “Yore brother’s gittin’ in 
from the East on Number 12. She’s 
due at 4.10 if she’s on time. Morgan 
says yo’re to be at the house in time 
for the two of yuh to go down to the 
depot to meet the kid.”

“I’ll be damned!” Stash whipped 
out explosively. “Lee can be gone for 
two years or more, and when he 
comes home, he’s got to show up at 
four in the morning! Didn’t he write 
the old man he was coming?”

“Telegraphed,” Stony responded 
laconically.

“It’s a hell of a note,” Stash 
growled. “I ain’t finished with the



10 DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN

branding; I been in the saddle since 
sun up, and now I’m to ride fifty 
miles tonight so I can be on hand 
to tell that young pup I’m glad he’s 
back. The old man thinks if he snaps 
his fingers I got to jump through. 
Who does he think he is, anyhow?”

ITHOUT a further word 
Stony led his horse down to

the corral; he had been told to stay 
the night at Grass Valley.

Stash’s glance follo'wed him. his 
eyes angry and defiant. He turned to 
Brett then.

“I’m surprised the old man didn’t 
ask you to come in to join the wel­
come home committee,” he said thin­
ly. ‘‘Lee would never have gone East 
to school if you hadn’t put the bug 
in the old man’s ear; he’d have 
stayed on one of the ranches like I’ve 
done, and did a little sweating. If 
you ask me, he’s had it pretty damn 
easy. But he ain’t coming back to 
push me around.”

‘‘Lee will have changed considera­
bly if he tries anything of the sort,'’ 
Jim remarked. “It was never his way 
to push anyone around. He may be a 
few years younger than you. Stash, 
but he isn’t a boy anymore; that’s 
something you want to remember. 
Don’t set yourself against him till 
you have some reason.”

“I ain’t setting myself against 
him,” Stash snapped. “But he don’t 
want to pull any airs on me. I’ve 
read his letters; talking big about 
what he's going to do. A veternarian 
—a glorified vet, that’s all he is!”

“He’s coming back to us with a lot 
more than that,” Brett said precise­
ly. “We lose five times as much 
stock to disease as we do to rustling 
and predatory animals. If Lee can 
show us how to lick blackleg and 
tick fever, he’ll be a very valuable 
man for the company.” He glanced 
at his watch. “It’s a long ride you’ve 
got, but not a hard one. You better 
have supper before you go.”

Like Stony, he knew Stash would 
go to town. His sureness communi­
cated itself to Stash and further in­
furiated the big man.

“To hell with eating!” Stash 
growled. “I’ll shave and have a cup of 
coffee!”

The crew was at the table when 
he stamped into the house. He or­
dered a horse caught up and saddled 
and continued on upstairs to his 
room.

The Grass Valley house was a bar­
ren roost, these days, not a shade or 
curtain at any window and the fur­
niture limited to table, chairs and 
bunks.

Brett sat down with the men. It 
struck him that his presence produced 
a conscious restraint in the room. It 
was strange, for though he was the 
half-owner of the big B C brand, he 
prided himself on being close to his 
men, mindful of their welfare and al­
ways easy to approach.

Old Stony came in and took a seat 
beside Jim. He was friendly, but he 
was a Cameron man and he had no 
confidences to exchange with Mor­
gan’s partner. The latter expected 
none. He noticed, however, that the 
usual chaff that greeted Stony 
whenever the old puncher chanced to 
appear at one of the ranches, was 
missing this evening.

It puzzled and intrigued Brett. He 
knew it had nothing to do with 
Stash’s going to town. His gaze wan­
dered about the room but failed to 
reward him with any hint of what 
was wrong. The men were hungry, 
and they ate heartily, seldom glanc­
ing up from their plates.

THERE WAS a clatter on the 
stairs. Stash Cameron hurried in. 
He wolfed down a piece of beef and 

swallowed a cup of black coffee. His 
eyes settled on Duke Rucker.

“Duke, you ramrod this outfit till 
I get back I won’t be gone more’n 
a day or two.”

Duke nodded. They exchanged a 
glance that seemed to hold a secret 
understanding. Stash stormed out, 
banging the door behind him. In an­
other minute, he was riding away.

With his going, the silence deep­
ened. There wasn’t any talk at all 
in the room, only the scraping of 
knives and forks and the rattling of 
dishes.

Brett, never a heavy eater, lingered 
over his coffee, wondering what to 
make of it. He had been anxious to
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get started for Kelly Creek. Sudden­
ly, he was in no hurry to leave.

Rucker was the first to get up, his 
supper finished. He started for the 
door, but he had taken only a step, 
when it was flung open. Ben Lafoon 
stood there, a gun in his fist, facing 
the roomful of B C riders. He was a 
thin, wiry man, his eyes deep in their 
sockets, and they glittered with a 
cold fury.

“Set down!” he barked at Rucker. 
“Keep your hands on the table, all 
of yuh!”

The crew froze at attention, and 
Lafoon advanced a step or two.

"Where’s Stash Cameron?” he de­
manded, the fury that was riding him 
roughening his voice.

Ben Lafoon had killed two men in 
a blazing gun duel in the main street 
of Powder City some years back, but 
by Wyoming standards he was a 
peaceable man, prosperous and wide­
ly respected. There wasn’t anything 
peaceable about him this evening.

His question went unanswered for 
a moment, the crew leaving it to 
Brett to do the talking. Jim got to 
his feet. “Stash left here about fif­
teen minutes ago,” he said in his 
quiet way. “He was called to town. 
I don't know why you’re busting in 
here like this, Ben, with a gun in 
your fist.”

Surprise touched Lafoon’s rocky 
face at finding Jim Brett among 
those present. “So you’re here,” he 
growled. “That makes things a little 
clearer. I thought this business was 
some of young Cameron’s dirty work. 
I’m damned if it don't set me back to 
find you mixed up in anythin’ as 
rotten as this, Jim. I wouldn’t put 
anythin’ past Morg Cameron or that 
rat-eyed son of his, but I always fig­
ured you were a square-shooter. 
Stands to reason, I reckon, that some 
of the Cameron dirt would rub off on 
you sooner or later.”

Brett’s mouth tightened under this 
verbal whiplashing, but he refused 
to lose his temper. “I still don’t know 
what you’re talking about, Ben.”

“The hell you don’t! B C wants my 
...,..„;, j been warned that I’d have 
my mind changed for me about not 
........ . . iou’re puttin’ the heat on me 
now. This business this afternoon

was the first step. Just as sure as 
you’re standin’ there, you know some 
of this crew came through my fence, 
vented the brand on half a dozen 
cows and topped it off by burnin’ a 
skull and crossbones on ’em with 
a runnin’ iron! This outfit can’t make 
laughin’ stock out of me!”

THE THING Brett had felt, the 
air of restraint and the feeling 
that something was being kept back 

from him was fully explained now. 
Obviously, Stash had flouted his au­
thority and either on his own, or 
with the approval of his father, had 
staged this raid. He hadn’t found it 
necessary to pick out a man or two 
and use any secrecy; the whole crew 
had been on it. Brett kept his head; 
he realized his quarrel was not with 
the men.

“This was done without my know­
ledge, Ben,” he said, his voice crisp 
and charged with feeling. “If I had 
known about it in time, it wouldn’t 
have happened. I’ve told Stash three 
or four times that he wasn’t to get 
into trouble with you. I didn’t see 
anything of him until he came in this 
evening.”

“But you got him headed for town 
in a hurry, didn’t you? You knew I’d 
be here.”

“No, Ben; his brother Lee is com­
ing home. Morgan sent Stony out 
with word for Stash to come in at 
once.”

Enraged as he was, Lafoon knew 
he had heard the truth. “More of the 
Cameron litter cornin’ home to be 
turned loose on me, eh?” he ripped 
out scathingly.

“Not if I have anything to say 
about it,” said Brett. “You destroy 
those cows, Ben, and send me the 
bill.”

“Oh, no, I won’t send you any bill! 
I’ll do better than that! I’ll kill the 
next the Brett-Cameron man I catch 
inside my line!” His blazing eyes 
swept the room and came to rest on 
Duke Ricker, Stash’s straw-boss. “I’ll 
be watchin’ for you!”

He’d had his say. Covering the 
crew with his gun, he backed out 
through the open door. A few sec­
onds later, he could be heard riding
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away. A clatter of hoofs accom­
panied him, proving he had not come 
alone.

The crew threw off its trance. 
Heads came around and faces were 
turned to Brett. He didn’t try to 
hide his annoyance. He made them 
feel it, but he delivered no angry 
blast. '

“Tm not going to ask who went 
through Lafoon’s fence,” he said. “It 
doesn’t matter; you had your orders. 
I expect an order—good or bad—to 
be carried out.” He turned to Duke 
Rucker. “You have my team harnesed 
and send a man to Kelly Creek with 
word that I won't be there till later 
in the week. I'm going to town."

2J~

I
T WAS often said that in the 
wide sweep of Wyoming lying 
between the Big Medicines and 
the Tetons, and particularly in Pow­

der City itself, little happened in the 
affairs of men on wnich Morgan 
Cameron didn’t set in judgment, 
sooner or later.

It came close to being the truth. 
He owned the Powder City bank. If 
you wanted to borrow money, you 
saw Morg Cameron. If you wanted to 
run for public office, you saw him. 
Town marshal, sheriff and the county 
prosecutor were hand-picked by him. 
It enabled him always to have the 
law behind him; in several instances, 
men who had incurred his enmity, 
left town hurriedly and without at­
tempting to stand on their rights.

But Powder City had little reason 
to complain, for it was the apple of 
Morgan Cameron's eye. It was pros­
perous, and he had made it so. It 
had a good hotel which he had built, 
and the Cameron Hospital. There was 
not another within a hundred and 
fifty miles. If the town was a little 
wild, it was because he thought that 
was the way a cow-town should be. 
Out on the range, there was the big 
Brett-Cameron Company, spread all 
over the county, to guarantee Pow­
der City continuing prosperity.

It was wide of the mark to say, as 
some did, that Jim Brett made the 
snowballs and Morgan Cameron only

tossed them. Brett had become the 
stockman of the two. Ke kept tae 
ranches ticking: Morgan Cameron 
handled the financial end of the busi­
ness.

It was an arrangement that Lad al­
ways been satisfactory to the part­
ners, and at sixty, Morg saw no rea­
son why the arrangement shouldn’t 
continue indefinitely.

Always a light sleeper, he heard a 
horseman turn into the driveway 
that led past the house. He lit a 
match and glanced at the bedroom 
clock. It was a little after half-past 
three. He didn't bother to look out 
to see who the rider was. Pulling on 
his clothes in the dark, he went down 
the hall to his wife’s door and rapped 
on it softly. Mattie was the one per­
son in the world with whom he had 
schooled himself to be gentle.

“Stash just rode in.” he told her. 
“Don't bother to get up, Mattie. 
We’ll make some coffee and get the 
surrey out and go down to the depot. 
The train’s very likely to be late. You 
take your time about getting 
dressed.”

“I’ve been awake for an hour, Mor­
gan,” Mrs. Cameron told him. “I’ll 
be down before you and Eustace 
leave.”

When young Lee was just a tod­
dler and found Eustace difficult to 
say, he had shortened it to Stash. 
The nickname had stuck, but Mattie 
Cameron made it a rule never to use 
it.

“I ought to go down to the depot 
with you to meet Lee.” she said.

Morg shook his head. “You been 
feeling too poorly, Mattie. The boy 
wouldn’t want you to overdo your­
self.”

ME WENT on down the stairs of 
the big house. It was the best 

house in town, but he could have af­
forded a much better one. It was com­
fortable, and that was all he asked. 
A woman came in to do most of the 
work for Mattie. If he had had it his 
way she would have hired a second 
girl so that she wouldn’t have had 
to lift a hand. He never indulged 
himself in luxury or extravagance. 
The loose spending of money was 
something he abhorred, and he often
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said that nobody was going to follow 
him around by the dollars he threw 
away. Nothing enraged him more 
than to have Stash come to town and 
squander two or three hundred dol­
lars in a riotious night in the saloons 
and houses under the hill in the sec­
tion of Powder City that faced the 
river. Stash’s morals didn't interest 
him, but he resented having a son 
of his make what he called “a fool 
of himself.”

He found Stash in the kitchen. The 
long ride had not mellowed the lat­
ter’s temper. “It’s a fine note, pull­
ing me all the way in tonight!” he 
growled. “You know I'm busy with 
i. c calf branding. Lee could have 
come out to the ranch when be got 
ready if he wanted to see me.”

“Your mother’s ailing again,” Mor­
gan snapped. “She can’t go down to 
the depot. She figured you should 
in here, and po (Up t ” That ended the 
matter as far as he was concerned. 
“We’ve got time to make some coffee 
and fry a little bacon. You hungry?”

Stash nodded. “What’s the matter 
with Ma?”

“Wilkins doesn’t seem to know. If 
she doesn’t pick up soon, he wants 
r;e to take her down to Denver to a 
specialist. I’ll do whatever Doc says.” 
He changed the subject abruptly. 
“Tim showed up at Grass Valley 
yet?” '

“Yeah, he got in yesterday after­
noon. He was going on to Kelly 
Creek last evening. He didn’t have 
anytning particular on his mind.” 
Stash was at some pains to make it 
sound casual; he wan ted to avoid be­
ing questioned about things at the 
ranch. “When I passed the observa­
tion station.” he ran on, “I noticed 
there wasn't any horses in the corral. 
The Mosby haven’t closed up the 
place, have they?'

“No, they're ir^t awa-v. Beet rone 
about ten days. They expected to be 
bock before Lus. rYey may be, on the 
same train with Lee.”

WS'0RGAN FILLED the coffee 
pot and opened the stove. He 

found the bacon, and broke half a 
dozen eggs in a frying pan. Without 
bothering to glance at Stash, he said, 
“You been stopping at the station.

every time you pass and showing the 
Mosby girl a lot of attention. I hope 
your intentions ain’t serious.”

“What do you mean, serious?” 
Stash demanded, quick to pick him 
up.

“You know what I mean,” was the 
blunt response. “The Mosbys are 
fine people, and she’s a fine, sensible 
young woman and too damn good for 
you, Stash. She could never go in 
double harness with you. You’d break 
her heart and kill her spirit in six 
months.”

It straightened Stash up. “That’s 
what you think,” he retorted, with a 
thin, contemptuous laugh. “Coming 
from you, I suppose I got to take it.”

“I don’t care whether you do or 
not.” Morgan’s tone was flat and un­
compromising. “It don’t set easy on 
me to have say anything of the sort 
to you, but the kind of women you 
associate with will never fit you to 
be the husband of a decent, upstand­
ing g^l like Ki* Mosby.”

“It ain’t up to you to tell me off 
every time I turn around!” Stash 
whipped out hotly. “I’m old enough 
to know what I’m doing!”

“I doubt it sometimes. You’re car­
rying my name around, and I got 
something to say about what you do 
with it. A man’s entitled to a little 
fun, but you don’t have to go hog­
wild like you did the last time you 
was in. Blow your nose in this town 
and I hear about it sooner or later. 
Thank God your mother doesn’t.... 
I guess we can eat.”

THE LITTLE white building that 
stood on the Painted Meadows, 
the land the gift of Morgan Camer­

on, always refered to as an observa­
tory by Professor Mosby, was unfail­
ingly called the observation station, 
or just the station, by all rangemen 
and townspeople. Powder City had 
never come face to face with an as­
tronomer until the Professor arrived 
the previous summer and announced 
he had come to Wyoming to establish 
a small field observatory under the 
auspices of the Fleischman Founda­
tion, of New York City. The cowboy 
population knew nothing about the 
Fleischman Foundation, though 
they admitted it sounded important,
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but it was their opinion that anyone 
who could get paid for sitting up 
half the night, looking into a tele­
scope, was fooling somebody. How­
ever, important-looking gentlemen 
had arrived in Powder City from time 
to time and had themselves driven 
out to Painted Meadows and the sta­
tion. It put a damper on the levity 
levelled at the Professor, and when 
Kit Mosby appeared at the dances 
at the Painted* Meadows and Deep 
Creek schoolhouses, her charm and 
graciousness brougrtt a quick and 
complete surrender.

Stash and old Morg were at the 
kitchen table, eating in grumpy si­
lence, when Mrs. Cameron came in. 
Though barely three weeks had 
passed since Stash had seen his 
mother last, he was struck by the 
change in her. She was thinner, and 
there were signs of suffering about 
her mouth. Her eyes still had their 
patient, unfailing kindness.

“I hear you ain't feeling well, Ma.’’ 
“No, but it's nothing serious. We’ve 

had such a cold spring. I’ll be all 
rignt, now that the days are getting 
pleasant.”

She bent clown and brushed Stash’s 
cheek with her lips. This big son of 
hers had been a cruel disappointment 
to Mattie Cameron. Contrary to 
what Morgan believed, she wasn’t ig­
norant of Stash’s escapades. It was a 
streak in him that she couldn’t under­
stand.

“It was nice of you to come in, 
Eustace,” she said. “I know Lee will 
appreciate it. I’d always planned to 
have a big party for him when he 
came home. I never dreamed I would­
n’t even be able to go to the train to 
meet him. You don’t mind having 
your father call you in?”

“It caught me at a bad time. But 
it’s all right, Ma; I’ll hitch up the sur­
rey and we can get started.”

The train was only a few minutes 
late. From the depot platform Pow­
der City spread out, stark and ugly in 
the unflattering early morning light. 
Beyond town, a fringe of willows 
marked the uncertain course of the 
Yellowhorse River, already shrunk 
to half its turbulent spring flood.

Stash sat in the surrey with his 
father, busy with his thoughts, a

sullen scowl on his face. Even as a 
boy, he had never got along with his 
brother. Making no allowance for 
the fact that the youngster was the 
baby in the family and entitled to 
the favors he himself had once en­
joyed had poisoned Stash against 
him. Once, while the family was still 
living at the Grass Valley ranch, a 
calico pony had been given to Lee. 
Jealous and resentful. Stash stole 
out on the range with, a small calibre 
rifle and waited for Lee to ride by. 
His shot tumbled the boy from the 
saddle, and only Dec Wilkins’ skill 
pulled him through.

THOUGH MORGAN and Mattie 
Cameron had not referred to the 
incident in years Stadi knew they 

had not forgotten it. Ide was doubly 
sure that Lee hadn’t. Countless other 
differences stood between them. 
Waiting for the train this morning. 
Stash told himself if the old argu­
ments didn't pop up a®’n, new ones 
would arise to take their place. He 
wanted no part of it. His mind war. 
set on making himself boss of the 
Brett-Cameron Company, and he 
didn’t intend to have Lee getting in 
his way. It prompted a question.

“What's Lee going to do—sit 
around and take things easy,”

Morgan liked neither the question 
nor the insolent tone with which it 
was put. “Suppose you leave that 
to me!” he retorted, bristling. “He’ll 
hold up his end. same as I expect you 
to do! I suppose it would be asking 
too damned much of you to try to 
pull together with him. Ycu started 
off wrong with Lee, and you’ve been 
wrong ever since. I ain’t forgotten 
nothing that’s happened. If I don’t 
say any more it’s because I promised 
your mother I wouldn’t. But I’m 
warning you, Stash, don’t you get 
too big for your britches with rue. I 
know you been doing it with Jim.”

“Is that he says?”
“It’s what I say! You can buckle 

down to a job and you know how to 
drive a bunch of men, but you just 
can’t stand being told what to do. 
I’ve sided with you against Jim every 
time there’s been an argument, and 
it’s made a lot of bad feelings be­
tween him and me. He realized I
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been standing up for you even 
though 1 knew you was dead wrong, 
like last fall, when that early bliz­
zard caught you with all that stuff 
up around the Sunlight Peaks. He 
warned you to get the stock down in 
time, but you wouldn’t listen, so we 
lost about a hundred head.”

“That’s his story,” Stash declared 
with biting sarcasm. “He’s out to 
make me look bad with you. I’ve told 
you a dozen times if he said any­
thing to me about moving the stuff, 
I never heard it. If you had your 
eyes open, you’d see what he’s lead­
ing up to.” It was part of his plan 
to turn the old partners against each 
ether. If he could get rid of him, 
Stash felt he could get around his 
father.

“Jim knows you don’t want to give 
up the bank and go back on the 
range,” he continued “If he can 
make me look like a bush—well, 
chances are you’ll be ready to sell 
out to him. That’s what Brett wants. 
He’s had everything his own way for 
years. If you ask me, it’s about time 
you showed him you got something 
to say about how things are run.”

“Poppycock!” Morgan snorted. 
"Jim Brett’s a square-shooter!”

But the thought lingered and be­
gan to build up in him.

Stash said no more; he was satis­
fied that the seed he had dropped 
had fallen on fertile soil and would 
flower sooner if left to itself.

They heard Number 12 bowing for 
Powder City. It pulled Morgan out 
of his festering abstraction. He got 
down from the surrey, and with Stash 
at his side, walked the length of the 
platform and beyond, where there 
was a gravel path beside the tracks. 
The Pullmans never got as far as the 
platform; Number 12 was always a 
long train, stopping only to dis- 
cha,gc passengers from Cheyenne 
and the east.

The train ground to a stop. Lee 
swung down the steps without wait­
ing for the porter to put his box in 
place, and stood waving to them.

“That’s him!” Morgan cried, pride 
in his voice, as he hurried to greet 
the grinning, good-looking home­
comer. They pumped hands heartily.

“By grab, you look fine, Lee! You’ve 
grown! You’re almost as tall as 
Stash!”

“Not quite, I guess,” said the 
young man. “It’s great to be back. 
Everything looks about the same. 
You look good, Dad.” He shook 
hands with his brother. “I hear 
you’re the big boss at Grass Valley. 
Why didn’t you ever write a fol­
low?”

“You know how it goes. You in­
tend to, but you keep putting it off. 
I been busy, too.”

“I bet you have. I’ll pitch in and 
give you hand. Didn’t Mother come 
down with you?”

Morgan shook his head and told 
him why. “She’s waiting for you at 
home. She'll be awful glad to see you, 
Lee. Stash, you grab one of his bags ; 
I’ll tote the other.”

TWO CARS ahead, the porter had 
had his box down and was assist­
ing a young woman and small, ro­

tund man to alight. Stash was quick 
to see them. “It’s the Mosbys!” he 
exclaimed, his pleasure evident. “I’ll 
give them a hand; the two of you 
can make out all right by yourselves.” 
He was off at once and without both­
ering to glance at his father.

“Go ahead,” Morgan grumbled. He 
didn’t object to the proffered cour­
tesy to the Mosbys, but it annoyed 
him to have Stash take it on himself 
and leave Lee and him standing 
there. “You ask them to wait up a 
minute when they reach the plat­
form!” he called to Stash. “I want to 
make them acquainted with your 
brother!”

Lee Cameron had not taken his at­
tention off the young woman who 
had stepped down from the train. He 
not only envied Stash the privilege 
of assisting her with her luggage, 
but he was sure she would disappear 
if he blinked his eyes and he would 
wake up and find he had been dream­
ing, for since leaving Chicago, he 
had seen Kit Mosby in the dining 
car at every meal, timing himself so 
that he would be sure to find her 
there. On several occasions her eyes 
had strayed in his direction and been 
quickly pulled away. Blue eyes that 
were unforgettabe, he had told him-
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enough to be at the door to open it 
for her as she was leaving and gather 
,the reward of her murmured thanks. 
•He was surprised and delighted to 
learn that Powder City was her des­
tination and, better still, that his 
father and Stash were on such friend­
ly terms with Doctor Mosby and her.

“They’re Virginians,’’ Morgan ob­
served, “and real quality folks. It's 
a pleasure to have them with us.” 
Briefly, he told Lee who they were 
and why they were in Wyoming. “I 
reckon Justin Mosby is a big man in 
his field."

“He certanly is,” Lee agreed. “He’s 
lectured at Cornell several times. 1 
can’t imagine a girl like that rough­
ing it out on the Painted Meadows.”

Morgan laughed. “Those fine duds 
are for going away purposes. Don’t 
let ’em fool you, Lee; when she gets 
into a pair of overalls, she really 
takes a man’s eye.”

Stash took care of the introduc­
tions.

“This is quite a surprise, Mr. Ca­
meron,” Kit told Lee. “I saw you in 
the diner every day. I never dreamed 
you were bound for Powder City. I’ve 
heard your mother and father speak 
of you so often.”

“It's too bad I wasn’t wearing an 
identification tag,” said Lee.

“You greatly favor your mother, 
young man,” the Professor remarked, 
and, turning to Morgan, he said, ’T 
don’t see much of you in him, Mr. 
Cameron, unless it’s his size.”

“No. he takes after his mother. 
Stash is cut more to my pattern.” 
He couldn’t help noticing how much 
at ease Lee was with the Mosbys. The 
boy had an air of gentility and good 
breeding about him that Stash had 
never possessed. “Maybe one gentle­
man in the family is all I'm entitled 
to,” he thought. “I'm a pretty rough 
article myself.”

IN THE FEW minutes they stood 
there, Stash was jealously aware 

of how well Kit and his younger 
brother got on together.

“Whenever you find yourself on 
the Painted Meadows, Mr. Cameron,” 
Kit called to Lee, “I hope you’ll step 
in.”

“I sure will,” he promised. He 
liked her use of the Wyoming idiom 
“stop in” instead of saying “drop in.” 
Evidently, she liked Wyoming and 
this western country and didn’t con­
sider herself too good for it.

Stash continued on across the 
street to the hotel with the Mosbys. 
Morgan drove up a few moments lat­
er and picked him up.

“You sit back with Lee, Pa," Stash 
said. “I’ll drive home.”

It was never difficult for him to 
whip himself into an ugly mood. He 
was close to it now. He damned the 
chance in a thousand that had placed 
Lee on the same train with the Mos­
bys. “The young squirt!” he thought. 
“I’ll put him in his place if he tries 
to cut the ground out under me with 
Kit!”

He drove swiftly. Passing the bank 
corner, he saw a rig moving into town 
on the side road from the north. With 
its yellow wheels and running gear, 
he identified it at a glance. He knev 
his father and Lee would have rec­
ognized it too if they hadn’t been 
so busy engaged in their conversa­
tion.

Stash whipped up the team. Be­
yond question, Jim Brett was in 
Powder City; for a showdown: in 
some way he had learned about the 
Lafoon matter. It spelled trouble, 
and in big letters.

“Let it come!" Stash muttered to 
himself. “I’ve had enough of this 
fence straddling! The old man will 
have to jump my way or Brett's!”

1
BRETT HAD dozed in his bug­

gy as he rode along, knowing 
his team could be relied on to 

keep to the road. In the early hours 
of the night, driving along under 
the peaceful stars, i.e had tried to 
look at the Lafoon incident from 
every angle. Try as he did, he could 
find nothing to excuse Stash's con­
duct.

Though he had never married. Jim 
had maintained a home of his own in 
Powder City for years. When the 
new Cameron House was thrown open 
to the public, he had given up the
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home and moved to the hotel, where 
he kept a suite of rooms that made 
his bachelor existence more comfort­
able.

He drove to the barn in the rear of 
the Cameron House this morning 
and put up his team. Even at this 
early hour it was a scene of activity, 
with freighting outft, bound for one 
of the mining camps in the Big Me­
dicines, being hitched. Travis Fane, 
the barn boss, had time for a word 
with Brett.

“I hadn't expected yuh back for a 
week yet, Jim. Young Lee Cameron’s 
home. Came in on Number 12. Stash 
and Morg just druv by with him a 
few minutes ago. The boy looks 
fine.” " -

‘Tin glad to hear it,” Brett said. 
'T understood Lee was expected.”

There was some mail for him at 
the hotel and a bundle of newspa­
pers that had been accumulating in 
his absence. He carried them up­
stairs, and after a warm bath, went 
to bed and sat up, reading, until long 
after the town was a stir. He knew it 
was Morgan Cameron’s habit to be 
at the bank by eight o’clock. With 
Tree just home, he’d very likely come 
down later than usual this morning. 
Accordingly, J im took his time over 
what was an unsually late breakfast 
for him.

Morg saw his partner as the latter 
stepped through the bank doors. He 
came out from behind his desk, a 
puzzled look furrowing his face. 
"What are you doing in town, Jim? 
According to what Stash told me. I 
figured you was at Kelly Crick to­
day.”

"It’s time we had an understand­
ing, Morg.” was the abrupt, yet quiet, 
answer. “That's why I came in. 
Things can’t go on this way any 
longer.” “ ' '

"Wal!” Morgan snorted indignant­
ly. “I don’t know what’s got you so 
het up. What’s happened? What’s 
wrong?”

"It’s Stash again. He’s over his 
head for fair this time. Ben Lafoon 
says he’ll kill the next Brett-Came- 
ren man he finds on his side of the 
fence, and if I know Ben at all, he’ll 
be as good as his word.”

There were other people in the

bank. Morg found it advisable to lead 
his partner to his private office.

"Have you got your facts straight?” 
he demanded, expressing neither con­
demnation nor approval of what had 
happened.

“I’ve been getting my facts straight 
for a long time. If those cows had 
been shot, or even rustled, it wouldn’t 
have been any worse than giving Ben 
this slap in the face. Making him 
look cheap and having people laugh­
ing at him is the one thing he can’t 
stand. Money won’t buy his range 
novz.”

“I don’t know about that! I’ll give 
Stash hell for this nonsense! But 
you’re making too much of it, Jim. 
Lafoon will cool off and think twice 
before he starts any shooting war 
with us. He don’t want to get too 
high and mighty vzith me. I’ve of­
fered him half again as much as his 
place is worth. Maybe this will bring 
him to his senses.”
^TP^AT’S the very position I was 

afraid you’d take!” Brett 
rapped. He was suddenly angrier 
than Morgan Cameron had ever seen 
him. “It’s just that attitude that’s 
given Stash reason to believe he can 
do as he pleases. It was bad enough 
when he went against me openly; 
this time he went behind my back. 
The whole crew sat there last eve­
ning knowing I’d been kept in the 
dark, my authority defied. I don’t 
propose to stand for any more of it. . 
Where is Stash?”

“Home, sleeping.”
“You get him down here, Morg; 

I’ll be back. The three of us will sit 
down and thrash this out. Unless he 
can convince me that he’ll play 
square and above board in the fu­
ture, he isn’t going back to Grass Val­
ley as foreman.”

Morgan Cameron’s eyes flamed. 
“Don’t you take too much on your­
self, Jim! I got something to say 
about how things are run!”

“And so have I! I never thought 
we’d come to the parting of the ways, 
but if that’s how it’s to be, this is 
as good a time as any.”

Morg rifled a glance at him that 
was all fury and suspicion. “What 
are you trying to do, get me where
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the hair is short? You know I don't 
want to go back on the range. You 
figuring I’ll sell out to you?”

“No,” Brett said flatly. “I’m too 
old to swing that load. If anyone 
does any selling it’ll be me. My half 
of Grass Valley is the only thing I 
won’t sell. I’ll flip a coin to decide 
how we divide our other interests.”

Under the tan the blood drained 
away from Morg’s cheeks. If the of­
fer he had just heard was Brett’s 
way of trying to freeze him out, it 
was a strange one. “Good heavens. 
Jim, don’t tell me you’ve gone far 
enough in your mind to be ready to 
break up the partnership!”

“I’ve gone that far, Morgan.” Brett 
got to his feet, his mouth set and de­
termined. “When vze can’t shoot 
square with each other any longer, 
it’s time to quit. I’ll be back in an 
hour. You have Stash here.”

Brett marched out, his back as stiff 
as a ramrod. Morgan’s glance fol­
lowed him, his amazement greater 
than his wrath. It was hard to be­
lieve that this was the mild-tempered, 
softly-spoken Jim Brett with whom 
he had come up from nowhere.

“Been twenty years since he got 
his dander up like this!” he mut­
tered.

He sat there for minutes on end, 
trying to face the facts with the 
same stern realism that had carried 
him to the top of the ladder. He 
didn’t have to waste time debating 
the idea of selling out to Jim; under 
no circumstances did he intend to dis­
pose of his half-interest in the Brett- 
Cameron Company. He was just as 
positive that he didn’t want to buy 
Brett out. Not now. As recently as a 
year ago he had entertained that idea, 
his thought being that Stash would 
come along and prove himelf capa­
ble of running the business. He had 
seen enough in the past ten months to 
cast grave doubt on Stash’s ability 
to measure up to such a responsibi­
lity. "

Never having had any use for Ben 
Lafoon, Morg found something hu­
morous in disfiguring the man’s 
stock with a skull and crossbones.

“He must be burnt up for fair,” he 
said to himselL

HE GAVE little consideration to 
what Lafoon might do; his pro­

blem was more difficult than that. 
He had to save face and it was h:s 
own face this time. Right or wrong, 
and he knew Stash was wrong, he 
had to stand by him.

“He’s a Cameron—my son,” he 
muttered. “Pull him away from 
Grass Valley and put another man in 
his place and I wouldn’t be able to 
hold my head up in the community 
again.”

But that was only part of it; ho 
had to placate Brett, work out some 
compromise that would satisfy him.

Chewing his mustache as he sat 
there wrestling with his dilemma, in­
spiration came to Morg. He’d send 
Lee to Grass Valley with Stash. Not 
as his assistant; that wouldn't work 
out; but Lee could make his head­
quarters there and just his presence 
would be a check on Stash. He would 
not be there all the time; there wa­
ne telling where disease would strike 
B C cattle. But Grass Valley was 
centrally located in relation to the 
other Brett-Cameron ranches. It 
seemed an ideal arrangement. Stash 
wouldn't like it, of course.

Morgan brought his fist down on 
his desk with a emphatic bang, his 
decision made. He didn’t care wh-at 
Stash thought.

When a messenger had been dis­
patched to the house, Morg walked 
to one of the front windows of the 
bank and gazed up and down the 
street. He failed to see anything of 
Brett.

At the moment Jim was on his way 
to the Mexican quarter of the town, 
a basket of groceries on his arm. It 
was unthinkable to him to sit down 
and waste an hour doing nothing.

Visiting what Powder City con­
temptuously called Greaser Town 
was not unusual for Brett. At 
regular intervals, he crossed the sage­
brush flats to the row of hovels, 
most of them constructed of discard­
ed railroad ties, along the river, south 
of the bridge. The railroad company 
gave employment to most of the men, 
finding them efficient laborers in its 
section gangs; a few worked on the 
ranches.

Bretts destination was the fourth
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house in the row, the home of the 
widow of Ceferino Gartiez. Three 
years ago, a fast freight had jumped 
the switch at Squaw Butte and 
ploughed through a gang of track la­
borers, killing Gartiez and two 
others. Long before that Ceferino 
had worked on the stage line from 
Powder City to Lander. One winter 
night, at the Sand Springs station, 
the building had caught fire. Half 
a dozen men were upstairs, asleep, 
Brett among them. Gartiez had 
aroused them and got them out in 
time. Brett had never forgotten, and 
he never permitted more than four 
or five weeks to pass without appear­
ing in Greaser Town with his bask­
et of groceries. When Maria Gar­
tiez unpacked the basket, she was al­
ways sure to find a ten-dollar bill 
tucked in on the bottom.

On the flat near the river's edge, 
where toe graze was good and Maria 
pastured two milch cows, a group of 
children was playing. They no soon­
er caught sight of Brett than they 
scampered around to the back of the 
house, yelling; "Mister Jim! Mister 
Jim!” ' '

BN THE rear, facing the muddy 
Yellowhorse, a crude wooden 

awning extended from the house. Be­
neath it the earthen floor had been 
packed hard by countless bare feet. 
On pieces of patched-together chick­
en wire, hop vines grew luxuriantly 
on toe open sides of the porch, turn­
ing back the bright rays of the sun 
but not shutting out the breeze that 
was invariably stirring along the riv­
er

Brett found Maria there, her nu­
merous progeny clutching at her 
skirt. Two of the youngsters had 
been born since Ceferino's death, a 
circumstance which Brett put down 
to human frailty and excused as of 
little consequence. She was churn­
ing butter this morning.

"Como! It is really you, Mister 
Jim!” She dried her hands hurriedly 
on her apron. “Tne little one say you 
come; I am think they make joke 
with me.”

Brett sat the basket on the table 
and took her hand. “I am glad to 
see you, Maria. How do things go?”

"Good,” she answered, giving him 
a smile and coquettish toss of her 
head. She was middle-aged, and very 
thin, but she hadn’t lost her allure. 
There was a strong Indian strain in 
her that was reflected in her flat 
features and high cheekbones.

“I’m glad to hear it,” he said. “I 
thought I’d like to drink a glass of 
buttermilk, so I came down and 
brought a few things along.”

It was what he always said, his way 
of making light of his charity. Maria 
understood. She gave his hand a 
warm squeeze and peeked into the 
basket.

“So many nice thing for us!” she 
exclaimed happily. “You very good 
man, Mister Jim. Every time I go in 
the church, I say prayer for you.”

Brett smiled. “I reckon I can stand 
a lot of praying.

She sent the children scouting and 
carried the basket in the house. When 
she returned, she had glasses and a 
pitcher of buttermilk. She sat at the 
table with Jim.

"I got surprise for you,” she said. 
“Big surprise.” Her dark eyes were 
bright and luminous against her olive 
skin. “What you think?”

Brett shook his head.
“Miguel Salazar ask me to marry 

with him.” She saw she had to ex­
plain. “Miguel is section boss.”

Brett shook his head for the sec­
ond time. “I don’t know him. Will 
he make you a good husband, Maria?”

"Quien sabe? Who knows?” She 
lifted her shoulders in a shrug that 
eloquently described her uncertainty. 
“He has good job, Miguel. He get 
drunk some time, like the rest. Meb- 
be he beat me a little. But so! Is his 
right if he’s husband. Sometimes, 
mebbe I—what you call turn him 
round my finger, too. No?” Her 
laughter was mischievous and music­
al.

"Reckon you can take care of 
yourself,” Jim conceded.

HE STUDIED her as she refilled 
his empty glass. Her faults 

were many, but her virtues far out­
weighed them. Best of all he liked 
her forthrightness.

“What you think, Mister Jim? 
Shall I marry with Miguel?”
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A thought occured to Brett and he 
didn’t hesitate about putting it into 
words. “Tell me, Maria, is Miguel 
Salazar the father of the two little 
ones?”

“Si,” she answered without embar­
rassment.

Jim nodded with pontifical stern­
ness. “You better marry him. It’ll 
r ake things better for all of you. 
You tell him for me he isn’t to give 
up his job and leave it to you to 
make the living. I’ll be after him if 
he does.”

Maria rocked with laughter. “I tell 
for sure, Mister Jim!”

After they had sat there talking 
for some time Brett pulled out his 
watch, thinking Maria would take the 
hint that he had to leave. She only 
talked faster. Somehow, Brett got 
the feeling that she was sparring for 
time; that she had something to say 
and didn’t quite know how to voice 
it. There was little subtlety in her, 
however, and when she knew she 
must speak, it was with all the direct­
ness he admired in her.

“Mister Jim—you and the Came­
rons have big trouble, eh?”

Coming from her. the question 
startled Brett. He gazed at her in 
undisguised surprise for a moment. 
“Why do you ask me such a question, 
Maria?”

“You know Sixto?” she inquired 
guardedly, and only after she had 
glanced about and assured herself 
that they were quite alone.

“Sixto Guerra?” Brett nodded yes. 
“I know him. What’s that little rat­
eyed gunman got to do with me?”

Guerra did his swaggering in the 
saloons and brothels under the hill. 
He had served two terms in the peni­
tentiary at Laramie City for crimes 
committed in other parts of the State, 
once for robbery and another time 
for rustling. In Powder City, he had 
always been on his good behavior, 
with nothing more serious than a 
number of minor infractions of the 
law against him. It was generally be­
lieved, however, that his gun was for 
hire.

“Sixto is bad man,” said Maria. 
“Everybody say.”

"That’s not answering me,” Brett

interjected. “You know you don’t 
have to beat around the bush with 
me, Maria. What is it?”

“Young Cameron—the one they 
call Stash—the last time he was un­
der the hill, he make plenty trouble, 
smash up couple place, throw some 
of the girls in the river. Fie get aw­
ful drunk.”

This didn’t come under the head­
ing of news to Brett. But Maria 
pulled him up sharply the next mo- 
fent.

“He is good friend with Sixto. He 
say purty quick, he be boss of the 
ranches; his father going kick you 
out. Sixto tell me.”

Brett’s eyes narrowed grimly. He 
didn’t like what he’d heard, but he 
refused to take it too seriously. “A 
man says a lot of things when he’s 
drunk, Maria.”

“Si," she agreed. “Sometime he say 
too much.”

“Well, finish it!”- Brett urged, his 
concern real enough by now. “What 
did Stash say that’s got you so wor­
ried?”

“He tell Sixto mebbe he have lit­
tle job for him soon.” Maria crossed 
herself with a little darting move­
ment of her hand. “Madre do Dios 
spare me! Sixto kill me for sure if 
he think I say anything to you.”

“Don’t worry; it won’t go any 
further,” Jim assured her.

“Don’t trust that Stash!” she 
warned. “You be careful, Mister Jim! 
Me, I think he’s snake in sheep’s 
clothes.”

Brett fought off the shock 
of it. “It was the whiskey talk­

ing, Maria. But even drunk, I didn’t 
think he’d have anything like that on 
his mind. Things are certainly com­
ing to a head.”

He didn’t offer to explain the re­
mark. If he had needed anything to 
fortify him in his determination to 
stick to his guns with Morg, Maria’s 
story supplied it. He got up to leave; 
he was due at the hank.

“You got this direct from Guerra. 
M a r. ■■.

“Si! Positivo!” she exclaimed, her 
feelings hurt that he should ques­
tion her word. "May an evil stroke
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of lightning smother me if I not 
speak the truth to you. Sixto, he 
come from same village as me in So­
nora. Once a week, he come here for 
bring his shirts for me to wash and 
iron. He sit down and talk with me.”

“I just wanted to be sure," Brett 
observed soberly. “How soon will 
you be getting married?”

“Purty quick, I think, before Mi­
guel change his mind.” A roguish 
smile touched her face.

“He won't change his mind; he 
knows you’ve got what he wants.” 
Jim pulled out his purse. “Here’s 
twenty-five dollars, Maria; you go 
up to Altmier’s and buy yourself a 
dress and shoes and fix yourself up 
for the wedding.”

It was too much for Maria. Tears 
of happiness and gratitude welled to 
her eyes and she threw her arms 
about him impulsively. Brett gave 
her a warm hug as she clung to him.

“You behave yourself now, Maria, 
before you get my temperature up,” 
he said with mock severity. “I don’t 
know how long I’ll be in town, but 
I'll see to it that Frank Paldino sends 
down a keg of vino for the wedding.”

He was on his way across the flat 
a few moments later. Unconciously, 
he shook his head, as if trying to 
throw off a bad dream.

“Morg ain’t in on this—unless he’s 
had the wool pulled over his eyes,” 
he told himself. “He might trim me 
out of a dollar quick enough, but 
he’d step a long way short of hiring 
a gunslinger to cut me down.”

HE COULDN’T understand 
Stash’s slant nor did it occur 

to him that anyone other then him­
self might be the object of the big 
man’s enmity.

“He must have got the idea long 
ago that I was standing on his way, 
when what I was hoping was that 
he’d learn the business and be able 
to step into my shoes.” Jim contin­
ued to shake his head grimly. “That’s 
water under the bridge now; he’ll 
know in a few minutes exactly 
where I stand."

He intended to confine himself to 
the clash with Ben Lafoon and say 
nothing about the alleged remarks to

Sixto Guerra. He realized that Guer­
ra could have invented his tale just 
to impress Maria.

“It won’t surprise me if that turns 
out to be the case,” he thought. “I’ve 
got no evidence that Stash is thick 
with him.”

He was ready to let it go at that 
for the present and put it out of his 
mind. Before he could lay it away, 
however, a question confronted him 
that put an entirely different face 
on the situation. Guerra was a con­
victed rustler. When he had been 
found guilty, across the line in Fre­
mont County, there had been ample 
evidence that he had committed many 
similar offenses. So far as known, he 
had never taken toll from Brent-Ca­
meron Company beef. But, once a 
rustler, always a rustler, was still a 
good range axiom, often quoted by 
none other than Morgan Cameron, 
himself. That being so, why was Guer­
ra tolerated to remain in Powder 
City? He had been there almost a 
year. Morg could have had him run 
out of town on ten minutes notice.

“Someone’s been using his influ­
ence—someone mighty c 1 o s - Jo 
Morg,” Jim muttered tensely. “This 
is one thing I can settle to my satis­
faction; if it’s Stash, I’ll know it be­
fore I’m through with him this morn­
ing!”

A side road took him to the main 
thoroughfare. He was still a block 
from the bank, when he heard him­
self hailed.

“Jim! Uncle Jim!”
He looked up to see Lee Cameron 

hurrying across the street to him, a 
happy grin on his young face.

Suddenly, Bett found himself root­
ed to the spot, his answering greet­
ing drying up in his throat. A flash 
of understanding had whipped 
through him that made his blood run 
cold. He realized his only mistake 
had been in thinking he was the ob­
stacle that Stash w’as planning to re­
move from his path. It was not he; it 
was Lee!

Jim saw it all so clearly now. Down 
through the years Stash had always 
hated his brother. His boyhood at­
tempt to kill Lee was not an isolated 
instance of it. At the time, the ex-
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cuse had been offered for him that 
he was so enraged he didn’t know 
what he was doing. But Stash’s only 
regret was that he had failed.

Lee was half-way across the street. 
Brett tried to put a smile on his lace 
for the boy’s sake.

“Stash will never get away it!’’ he 
promised himself. “I’ll stop him if I 
have to kill him myself!’’

HE GREETINGS over, Brett 
gazed at Lee with a critical 
eye found no reason in this 

instance for dissembling the pride 
and affection he felt for the young­
ster. He had fought for the boy; 
made it his business to see that he 
had his chance. Stash was right 
about that.

“You’ve changed some, Lee; you’re 
a little older around the eyes. You 
can’t tell how much a man knows 
by looking at him, but I reckon you 
haven’t been wasting your time back 
there.”

Lee grinned. “I’ve learned a few 
things, Uncle Jim. I can’t promise I 
can look a sick cow in the face and 
know what to do about it every time; 
but I sure can shoot some six syllable 
words at you.”

They spoke for a minute or two, 
when Brett sobered suddenly. “I wish 
we were meeting on a happier occa­
sion, Lee. I drove in about daylight, 
with plenty on my mind.”

Lee nodded. “So I understand. I 
hear Stash has got in your hair.”

Brett looked up. surprised. “He 
tell you?”

“No. Dad sent word to the house 
about an hour ago that he wanted 
Stash and me to come down to the 
bank at once. They had it hot and 
heavy. The less I have to say about 
it, the better, I suppose."

“Yes, you keep out of it,” said 
Jim. “But I’m glad you know. I don’t 
have to tell you that whatever trou­
ble Stash has let us in for with La- 
foon isn’t what sticks hardest in my 
craw.” He glanced at his watch. “I’ll 
see you later, Lee; I’m overdue at 
the bank.”

“I’ll walk along with you,” Lee an­

swered. “Dad sent me out to find 
you.”

They fell into step. It was like old 
times, Lee thought, walking up the 
main street of Powder City with 
Uncle Jim.

Morgan Cameron was waiting at 
the bank door. He saw them coming, 
and when Lee would have continued 
on to the hotel. He waved him back. 
“You’re one of the outfit now,” he 
said. “That entitles you to sit down 
with us and hear what’s said. You 
don’t object, Jim?”

“No,” was the glum response. “I 
haven't anything to say that he 
shouldn’t hear. But I don’t want him 
drawn into this trouble, Morgan; this 
is between you and me and Stash.”

Morgan Cameron jerked his head 
in a non-committal nod and led the 
way to his office.

Stash sat there glowering.

E HELD himself in for several 
minutes, listening in scowling

silence to Brett’s recital of what had 
happened. Unable to restrain himself 
any longer, he leaped to his feet, 
fuming.

“Save your breath, Jim! I’ve had 
it handed to me once already from 
the old man; I can’t stand a second 
dose! Sure, I cut Lafoon’s fence and 
sent a couple boys over to decorate 
his cows with a running iron. You 
got it straight from start to finish. 
Maybe it was a fool thing to do. But 
you don’t have to make a mountain 
out of a mole hill. Lafoon can’t make 
us any trouble. If he tries to, so much 
the better!”

Stash swung around and faced his 
father.

“You tell the law what to do in 
this county. If Ben Lafoon makes a 
move, you can fix it so he’ll find him­
self out on the end of the limb. He’ll 
be damned glad to let us have his 
ranch to square himself.”

“That’s the worst nonsense I ever 
heard out of you!” Morgan snorted, 
the unscrupulous nature of the sug­
gestion in no way responsible for his 
indignation. “I couldn’t get away 
with anything as raw as that! Those 
days are gone! Besides, Lafoon’s got 
friends!” He turned to Brett. “Can’t 
you see Ben and square this mess?”



LAST OF THE LONGHORNS 23

“What's the point in squaring it if 
it’s to be repeated the next time I 
turn my back? And it will be repeat­
ed. If not this, then something else. 
What happened yesterday wasn’t an 
accidental bit of foolishness; it was 
planned. Stash wanted Ben to come 
back at him and give him an excuse 
for going after him with guns do­
ing the talking. He’s as much as ad­
mitted it.” Brett shook his head. “No, 
sir!” he said flatly, “Grass Valley is 
going to be run my way—not his! 
That’s final, Morg: we can decide 
here and now how it’s to be. If you 
feel you can’t go along with me on 
that, the only thing left to do is to 
call all bets off and turn in our 
chips.”

In the course of what he had said 
to Stash earlier that morning Mor­
gan Cameron had not failed to re­
peat Jim’s ultimatum.

Stash had called it a bluff on 
Brett’s part. Old Morg knew it was­
n’t any bluff. And yet, he protested 
now that Jim didn’t mean it. “You’re 
just talking, Jim! You know we’re 
going to go on like we always have. 
Stash admits he made a mistake. Ain’t 
that enouga for you?”

Brett shook his head. “It’ll take a 
lot more than that to satisfy me. He’s 
been bushwhacking at my authority 
for months. It’s his attitude that’s 
wrong; he’s got the idea that you’ll 
back him up no matter what he does.”

To be compelled to take such a 
dressing down was gall and worm­
wood to Stash. To have to take it in 
front cf Lee made it doubly bitter. 
And yet, he knew he had to knuckle 
under, or pretend to; all his plans for 
the future would have been for noth­
ing if the stewardship of the Grass 
Valley ranch were taken away from 
him.

"Reckon I had this coming to me,” 
he acknowledged, with a surly growl. 
“You can pi’c it on aa much as you 
please, but the worst you can say is 
that I kt the job go to my head. I 
i —w how you handle Bill Morrow 
and the other foremen; they can’t 
dot an i or cross a t without your 
okay. I figured I was entitled to a 
little more leeway. But you get this 
straight, Jim; I haven’t been running

to the old man to get him to pull any 
chestnuts out of the fire for me; I’ve 
got more hell from him than I’ll ever 
get from you.”

TO ACKNOWLEDGE his mis­
takes and in the same breath pro­
test his innocence of the very thing 

that was the back-log if all his schem­
ing held a measure of ingeniousness. 
He didn’t make the mistake of pro­
testing too loudly.

“If you don’t want me to use my 
own judgment, when something 
comes up, it’s all right with me; I 
can toe the line like any other hired 
hand. You give the orders, Jim, and 
I’ll carry them out. You won’t have 
any more trouble with me.”

This was such complete reversal 
of his usual attitude that Morgan 
Cameron could not conceal his amaze­
ment. Brett was not so impressed.

“I w’ish I could believe that, Stash. 
If you could hold to it, you’d be a 
top man for the outfit. You’re a hard 
worker, when you put your mind to 
it; in spite of all the mistakes you've 
made, you’ve got Grass Valley show­
ing a nice profit. I’ve got no com­
plaints to make on that score.” Jim 
was only trying to be fair, not waver­
ing. “I told your father you weren’t 
going back to the ranch unless you 
could convince me you were ready to 
play square and above board in the 
future. That still goes—even if it 
means the breaking up of the Brett- 
Cameron Company. The good inten­
tions you express may be something 
more than talk, but you’ll have to 
prove it.”

“Good grief!” Morg burst out 
fiercely. “What more do you want 
the man to do? He’s admitted he was 
wrong and gives you his word he 
won’t overstep himself again. I’ll 
add my word to his. You won’t have 
any more trouble with Stash. When 
he goes back to the valley, Lee will 
go with him.”

It took his sons, as well as Brett, 
by surprise. Stash was ready to ex­
plode in a second.

“I’ll be damned if there's going to 
be two foremen at Grass Valley! You 
can’t run an outfit that way!”

“I didn’t say nothing about two 
foremen!” Morg retorted with equal
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vehemence. “You’ll ramrod the 
ranch; Lee will just make his head­
quarters there. He can fix up a room 
for an office. Chances are when he’s 
needed at one of the other ranches, 
he’ll be needed in a hurry. Six to 
eight hours riding from Grass Valley 
will take him wherever he may have 
to go."

“And in the meantime, he can keep 
tabs on me, eh? Is that your idea.”

“Mind your business and there’ll 
be no need to keep tabs on you!” 
Morg rapped. “What have you got to 
say about it, Jim?”

Brett was slow to answer. There 
were some things about the idea that 
appealed to him. It was true that 
Grass Valley was centrally located. 
Just how Lee was to apply himself, 
he didn’t know, but he took it for 
granted that his activity wouldn’t be 
limited to doctoring ailing livestock.

B
UT THERE were other consi­

derations that made Jim hesi­
tate. He took it for granted that there 
would be strife between Stash and 

Lee. That it would sharpen Stash’s 
enmity and strengthen him in his de­
termination to put Lee out of his 
path was to be expected.

“Throwing them together might be 
the best way to tie his hands,” Brett 
told himself. "Stash won’t try any­
thing if he knows it can be pinned on 
him.”

“You going to take all morning to 
make up your mind?” Morg demand­
ed impatiently.

“No, I’ve thought it over,” said 
Jim. “If Stash wants to get the chip 
off his shoulder and go back to the 
ranch with Lee, I’m willing to give 
it a trial. I don’t know how it’ll 
work out, but we’ll start with a clean 
slate; no grudges. I’ll see Lafoon 
and try to pacify him. I expect that 
he’ll kick up his heels and do some­
thing to show us he doesn’t have to 
take our backwash. Whatever he does, 
Stash, I want you to overlook it. You 
understand?” _

Stash nodded. “I’ll walk wide of 
him.” He felt he had won out, and 
he was ready to promise anything. 
“If you ain’t got nothing further to 
say, I’ll be moving along; I’ve got a 
couple things to tend to before I

head back to the valley.”
Brett signified that he had no more 

to say.
"You be at the house for dinner,” 

Morg told Stash. He also felt the 
argument had been resolved to his 
satisfaction. “Don’t keep your moth­
er waiting.”

Stash turned at the door to glance 
at Lee. "When will you be showing 
up at the ranch?”

“Depends on how long it’ll take 
me to get a few things together. I’d 
like to fix a little laboratory at Grass 
Valley. I don’t now how far Jim and 
Dad will let me go.”

“You can have whatever you want, 
as far as I’m concerned,” said Brett.

Morg nodded. “Get anything you 
need; we’ll go the whole way with 
you.”

“You better be careful; you don’t 
know what you’re letting yourselves 
in for,” Lee declared laughingly. "Be­
fore the summer gets very far along, 
I’d like to have a dipping tank at 
every one of the ranches.”

“Dipping tank?” Stash queried 
jeeringly. “You mean to tell me you 
are going to dip cattle the way they 
do sheep?”

“I want to be ready to dip them 
if we run into a siege of Texas fev­
er.” Lee saw that his father and 
Brett were as nonpulsed as his broth­
er. “Dipping cows may sound crazy, 
but it’ll save them if you can douse 
them in time. I’m not giving you a 
theory; I'm talking proven facts. 
Kill the ticks, and we won’t have any 
Texas fever.”

O
LD MORG shook his head. "I 

can’t believe dipping alone will 
do the trick. It’s the ticks that spread 
the fever, sure enough. They drop 

off a sick cow and get mas lied in the 
grass. Turn healthy stock on that 
range, and they eat the stuff. That’s 
how they get the fever; and that’s 
why it sureads so quick. And I fig­
ure the dung and saliva from a sick 
critter helps to poison the graze. I 
don’t see how dipping will get 
around that. Do you, Jim?”

“I don’t know,” Brett observed. 
“For forty years I’ve been trying to 
come up with the right answer, and 
I haven’t got it yet. Back in the days
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when we didn't have anything but 
Texas cattle in this country, we did­
n’t have any amount of tick fever. 
Cows would die, but it was never 
anything serious. Then we began 
getting white faces, pure bred North­
ern stock, and the epidemics began. 
We blamed it on the longhorns; but 
we saw the last of them eight to ten 
years ago, and we’ve got more tick 
fever than ever. So it couldn’t have 
been the longhorns.”

“But it was; they were carriers, 
Uncle Jim!” Lee was emphatic in 
his knowledge. “You don’t see any 
more longhorns in Wyoming, but 
stockmen are still bringing in South­
ern cattle, aren’t they?”

“Naturally!” Stash’s retort was 
contemptuous. “Their ribs are show­
ing when we get ’em, but they put on 
fat and make good beef steers; and 
they don’t turn up their toes and die 
of tick fever—not many of them.”

“Of course they don’t,” Lee agreed. 
“They're immune; they had the fever 
when they were calves, and survived 
it. They may be crawling with ticks, 
but the bugs can’t hurt them. It’s a 
different story when the females 
drop off and lay their eggs, a couple 
thousand at a clip. In about three 
weeks, those eggs are hatched and 
the young ticks lie waiting like a 
gang of murderers, ready to crawl 
up the legs of your Herefords. That’s 
how the disease is spread. Ticks don’t 
flit around like flies; they live their 
whole life on a cow. The males are 
dead when they drop off, and the fe­
males die as soon as they’ve laid their 
eggs. As for dead ticks, you could 
feed them by the pound to healthy 
stock and they’d grow fat on it.

Lee checked himself and glanced 
around at his audience. “I better 
stop,” he said. “I could sit here the 
rest of the morning talking Texas 
fever. I don’t suppose you’ve ever 
heard of Doctor Theobald Smith, of 
Cornell. I’m sure Professor Mosby 
has. Theo Smith is the best friend a 
stockman ever had; he’s knocked all 
the mystery out of Texas fever. He’s 
proved it can be controlled just the 
same as Rinderpast and blackleg. I 
know I’m a greenhorn, without any 
practical experience, but I’ve got a 
great man to follow.”

“Wonderful!” Stash declared sar­
castically. “I was afraid you’d come 
home with a lot of big ideas. Sounds 
like we’ll be chasing our tails before 
the summer's over.”

E DIDN’T remain to hear any 
more. Morg let him go without

comment. Though he had never been 
one to accept advice or opinions that 
ran contrary to his own ideas on a 
matter, it pleased him to have Lee 
speak out with such authority and 
conviction. If what the boy had to 
say ran contrary to his own belief, 
it was all right with Morg; he had 
footed the bills for those four years 
at Cornell, and he expected them to 
pay some dividends. But building 
dipping tanks at Grass Valley and the 
rest of the ranches was going to cost 
money, and after they were complet­
ed, the expense would continue; dip­
ping thousand of cows would be a 
job. It meant that the crews would 
have to be kept at full strength dur­
ing the slack sumer season.

Brett was thinking much the same 
thing.

“Suppose we try out the idea at 
Grays Valley before we go ahead at 
Deep Creek or anywhere else,” he 
suggested. “If it works, it’ll be the 
best investment We ever made.”

“It’ll work, Uncle Jim!” There was 
no room for doubt in Lee’s mind. 
“Wait until I get a microscope set 
up, I ll show how the ticks work. 
They produce a microbe that attacks 
the blood and breaks up the cor­
puscles. The germ gets right inside 
the blood cells. That’s why a cow 
gets a violent anemia and dies.”

They sat there for forty to fifty 
minutes, fascinated by what he had 
to say, but finding it somehow in­
credible.

The cashier rapped on the door and 
had a whispered word with Morg.

“I’ll be through here in a minute,” 
the latter informed him. “You tell 
Henry to wait.” And to Lee, he said: 
“I knew you wouldn’t come home 
empty-headed. They say there’s al­
ways something new coming up. May­
be you’ve got the right answer. 
When you get ready to make some 
experiments, you let me know; I 
want to come out to the valley and
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see ’em. I know Jim will string along 
with you and give you anything you 
want. The two of you will have to 
get out of here now and let me catch 
up with the morning’s work. I’d like 
to ask you up to the house for din­
ner, Jim, but Mattie ain’t feeling at 
all well.”

“So I understand,” said Brett. “You 
tell her to take things easy. I’ll fid­
dle around town for an hour or two 
and pull out for Kelly Creek. I’ll 
see Ben before I get back to town. 
In the meantime, if he comes into the 
bank, try and placate him, Morg. It’ll 
only aggravate him if you say any­
thing about buying him out. He’s in 
no mood to sell now. A little later 
we may talk him into letting us have 
his south range. He’s got about three 
thousand acres below Buckshot 
Creek. The price isn’t so important, 
if we can get it, it’ll take care of our 
needs for a few years.”

“It ain’t likely he’ll come in. If he 
does, I’ll let him blow off steam,” 
Morg promised.

BRETT AND Lee left the bank 
together. On the sidewalk, they 

paused for a parting word. On the 
opposite corner, two men stepped out 
of the store front building that 
housed the Powder City Gazette, and 
began a violent argument. One of 
the men was Buck Close, who con­
ducted a saloon and dance hall un­
der the hill. The other was Sixto 
Guerra. Sixto was seldom seen up­
town this early in the day.

Brett thought it strange. The ar­
gument the two were having seemed 
to concern a woman. “You’re lying, 
Sixto!” Lee and he heard Close 
snarl. “I don't care what you say, I 
know you been seeing her! I’m tell­
ing you for the last time, I won’t 
stand for it!”

He stepped off the sidewalk and 
started diagonally across the street 
for the bank corner. Guerra stood 
watching him intently. Close, a big 
man, his shoulders hunched, didn’t 
look back, but when he was halfway 
over, he whirled suddenly and 
whipped up a gun.

Sixto seemed to have expected 
nothing less, and before Buck could 
fire, Sixto slapped a shot at him,

squeezing the trigger a split second 
after he had his gun out of the hol­
ster. It was a wild shot, the slug 
missing Close by a wide margin and 
pinging off the brick front of the 
bank within inches of Lee Cameron’s 
head.

It was enough for Close, however. 
He threw down his gun, and Sixto 
turned away with a sneering laugh. 
The incident had taken no longer 
than it does for a man to draw a deep 
breath.

There had been a score of witness­
es, Shad Childress, the town mar­
shal, among them. Shad came run- 
nmg. Ignoring Close for the mo­
ment, he caught up with Sixto and 
whirled him around.

‘ What’s the idea?” he growled. 
‘You know you can’t get away with 

a gun-play on the main street of this 
town, Guerra!”

Shad had been keeping the peace, 
according to Morgan Cameron’s dic­
tates, for a good many years. Though 
he knew who buttered his bread and 
could look the other way when the 
occasion demanded, he had plenty of 
iron in him and had proved it in­
numerable times.

“He drew on me,” Sixto protested. 
Shad’s presence didn’t seem to dis­
turb him. “You’ll give me the right 
to defend myself, won’t you?”

“I don’t give a dang about your 
rights!” was the angry answer. “Take 
your troubles under the hill where 
they belong and nobody will bother 
you! For the fancy gunslinger you 
claim to be, your shootin’ stinks—if 
it was Buck you was tryin’ to drop.”

It pulled Guerra to his toes. “What 
do you mean by that?” he demanded, 
all his easy indifference gone.

SHAD’S NARROWE D eyes 
drilled into Sixto. “You know 

what I mean!” he muttered cryptical­
ly. “That wild slug came in inches 
of killin’ Morg Cameron’s boy!”

Buck Close had picked up his gun 
and would have stolen away. Shad 
called him back. ,

“I’m takin’ the two of you in for 
disturbin’ the peace,” he announced. 
“Start walkin’. I’ll be right behind 
you.” .

Over at the bank, Lee fingered the
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chipped brick where the slug had 
struck.

“That was a near accident for me,” 
he said. “About the closest call I 
ever had.”

Brett nodded soberly. “It was close. 
I’rn not sure it was accident.”

Lee gazed at him, completely puz­
zled. “I don’t get you, Uncle Jim.”

“I might have been mistaken,” 
Brett replied, “but I thought that 
shot was deliberately wild.” After a 
moment’s hesitation, he said, “You’re 
not back in New York State now, 
Lee. You used to know how to han­
dle a .45. If you’ll take my advice, 
you’il start packing a gun.”

THE LITTLE building that 
noused tne observation station 
on the Painted Meadows stood 

Lc._ . several hundred yards from the 
road. Not so many people passed in 
the course of a cay that Kit Mosby 
failed to notice who was coming and 
going.

Whenever anyone turned in, she 
always had a minute or two in which 
to powder her nose and tuck a stray 
wisp of hair into place before going 
to the door to greet a visitor.

She and her father had been home 
three days and had fallen into the 
routine ways of their lives, when she 
saw a light wagon, drawn by a pair 
of bay ponies, moving along the road 
from Powder- City. The driver of the 
rig, the sole occupant, was not rec­
ognizable at that distance. When he 
slowed his team to a walk, as he 
neared the entrance to the station, 
and proceeded to turn in without 
any hesitation, her curiosity was not 
to be denied. Getting up from the 
table where Vitas typing, siie stepped 
into her bedroom and spent a moment 
or two at the mirror. By the time she 
got to the front door, the visitor was 
within hailing distance. With a little 
rush of excitement, she saw that it 
was Lee Cameron. Under a wide Stet­
son, and wearing a gun-belt, he 
looked to be an older and much more 
determined young man than he had 
appeared on the train.

“Mr. Cameron!” Kit exclaimed 
happily. “It’s a pleasure to see you

again so soon.”
“I hope it’s not too soon,” said 

Lee, a merry light in his gray, Camer­
on eyes. “I said I’d stop in the first 
time I found myself in the meadows. 
I thought I’d be as good as my 
word.”

“It’s not a bit too soon,” she as­
sured him. “You must have left town 
early.”

“I did. I’m on my way to Grass 
Valley.” '

There was a bench beside the door. 
Kit invited him to sit there with her, 
explaining that it was cooler outside 
than in this morning.

“Father will be sorry to have 
missed seeing you,” she said. “He’s 
sound asleep; it was clear night for 
his work and he was up till almost 
dawn.”

She asked Lee about his mother 
and was pleased to hear Mrs. Camer­
on was feeling better. “Having you 
home is the best medicine she could 
get," she said. “Your mother is very 
fond of you, Mr. Cameron.”

“Lee is the name,” he observed 
banteringly,

“And Kit,” she said, in the same 
tone.

She was wearing a pair of many­
times-washed Levis and a man’s shirt. 
Lee recalled what his father had said 
on the subject, and he found himself 
agreeing him; Kit Mosby didn’t need 
ruffles and furbelows to hold a man’s 
eye.

He found himself telling her about 
what he planned to do at the ranch. 
“It won’t be much of a laboratory— 
not at first, at least—but I’ll set up 
a microscope and have a little some­
thing to work with.”

The interest Kit expressed was 
genuine. “This range country can 
use some practical scientific know­
ledge. It sounds like a great oppor­
tunity for you. I hope we 11 be seeing 
you now and then; Grass Valley is­
n’t too far away.”

“No. not as we count miles.” he 
agreed. “I’ll be getting around. With 
your permission, you’ll be seeing 
me.”

KIT LAUGHED. “The latch­
string’s always out. I suppose 

you know Vangie Edwards and the
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other girls, over Deep Springs way.”
“I used to know them. Is Vangie’s 

hair as red as ever?”
"It’s red—and beautiful. I don’t 

know what I’d do without Vangie. 
She and the Comerford girls are ar­
ranging the last spring dance of the 
year at the Deep Springs school­
house, a week from Friday. .. .Will 
you be there?”

"Will you? ’ Lee countered.
Kit said yes. “Stash stopped by the 

other day and asked me to go.”
It pulled down the corners of Lee’s 

mouth, but he didn’t hesitate over 
his answer. “If you’ll save a dance 
for me, I’ll be there.”

“That's a promise,” Kit said light­
ly. “I’ll tell Vangie you're coming. 
She’ll be over this afternoon.”

Though he was certain that he was 
about to add to his difficulties with 
Stash, Lee put it out of his mind un­
til he was on his way north again.

“I might have known it,” he mused. 
"What I saw at the train the other 
morning should have told me how 
things stood.” He shook his head 
over it. “I’m not going to let it make 
any difference to me. I want to get 
along with Stash; I’m willing to back 
down to him on some things. But 
that doesn’t go where she’s con­
cerned !”

Lee found that his brother had 
made no preparations for his coming, 
so on his own initiative he had Oddie 
Williams, the ranch’s handyman and 
cook’s swamper, clean out one of the 
front rooms. Between them, they 
built some shelves and set up a work 
table. By evening, when Stash came 
in with the crew, Lee had things ar­
ranged the way he wanted them.

“So this is what you call a labora­
tory, is it?” Stash queried, looking 
ever the rack of test tubes and rows 
of bottles. There were several steril­
izing jars on the table, as well as a 
microscope.

"It’ll do until I can get something 
better,” said Lee. “I’m going to bunk 
in here too. If I want to work at 
night, I can do it without disturbing 
anybody.”

Stash gave him a glance that was 
filled with a vague hostility. “Didn’t 
Oddie tell you Jim uses this room 
whenever he stays here over night?

Or maybe Jim won’t mind being 
pushed out; anything you do seems 
to be all right with him.”

The insinuation was too pointed to 
be ignored.

“That’s no way for us to start, 
Stash,” Lee said. “I know you don’t 
want me here; but we’ve got to man­
age to get along together. I’m ready 
to lean over backwards to do it.”

“Don’t strain yourself,” Stash 
grumbled. “Everything will be okay 
if you’ll just remember that I’m boss­
ing this outfit. And be damned sure 
you don't step on my toes!”

THERE WERE some old B C rid­
er in the Grass Valley crew, 

men like Joe Ryan, Reb Sanders and 
Top Laneer. They remembered Lee 
and were glad to see him. Duke Ruck­
er, Bill Dent and several others were 
new. They greeted the youngest of 
the Cameron clan with blank faces 
and a cool restraint that was neither 
friendly nor unfriendly, as far as the 
eye could tell. But Lee had the feel­
ing that evening at supper, and later 
events were to confirm it, that the 
big crew was sharply divided into 
two camps, with the old hands loyal 
to the brand and Jim Brett rather 
than to go the whole way with Stash.

Stash and Lee sat at 'the table 
after the men went out. Where the 
dipping tank was put in seemed to be 
of no importance, but Lee purposely 
asked his brother to pick out a lo­
cation.

“Then you’re actually going to 
build it?” Stash demanded disparag­
ingly.

‘T’ve got a hundred bags of cement 
and a load of rough lumber for the 
concrete forms on the way up,” Lee 
told him. “They ought to be showing 
up tomorrow.”

“By damn, if that don't take the 
cake!” was Stash’s growling response. 
“Jim has me turning handsprings to 
save a dollar, yet he and the old man 
let you talk them into throwing mon­
ey away! You expect my crew to 
build your tank?”

“No, I’ve got some Mexican labor­
ers coming. They can do the job in 
three or four days. Why are you so 
down on the idea, Stash?”

“Because it gravels me to see a kid
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coming home from college and tell­
ing men who’ve spent their lives in 
this business that they don't know 
anything about it. You can build 
your tank wherever you damn please. 
Just be sure you locate it far enough 
away from the house so we won’t 
smell you stinking creosote all 
night.’’

Lee let it go at that. In another 
month, following its usual custom, 
the Brett-Cameron Company would 
be shipping in several thousand head 
of Southern cattle. When the real hot 
weather came, and the ticks began 
dropping, he was satisfied that Stash 
would have to sing a different tune.

He waited for his brother to make 
some reference to the dance at the 
Deep Springs schoolhouse. Stash 
didn’t mention it, however, and Lee 
said nothing about having stopped 
at the station on his way up to the 
ranch.

He had to have riding stock.
“I’d like to have a little string of 

my own,” he told Stash. “I don’t need 
anything fancy.”

“I don’t know what you call fancy. 
We’ve got some good broncs running 
free in the lower meadow. I’ll tell 
Duke to go down with you in the 
morning and cut out whatever you 
want. There’s a big white-faced sor­
rel down there that’ll make you a 
good top horse.” Stash got up and 
moved to the door. Over his shoulder, 
he said, “They’re apt to be a little 
rough. If you don’t feel up to knock­
ing the edges off them, I’ll have the 
boys do it for you.”

Lee got the thrust. “I’ll get along 
without any wet nursing; I haven’t 
forgotten how to fork a bronc.”

The laborers and material for build­
ing the dipping tank arrived the 
next day. It was to be nothing more 
than a deep trough, with a ramp lead­
ing down into it at both ends.

EE GOT busy at once. He had to 
take some good-natured joshing

from the old hands, who had seen 
him grown up from the short-pants 
stage.

“You figgerin’ to delouse some of 
the two-legged critters on this ranch 
as well as the cows?” Top Laneer 
inquired, with a straight face.

Lee laughed. “You think they need 
it, Top?”

“Inside—as well as out, if you ask 
me,” Top returned. “It ain’t their 
smell I object to so much as what 
goes on inside their skulls. Reckon 
that would be purty hard to git at.”

“Reckon it would,” Reb Sanders 
agreed. He had grown old and bald­
headed working for Jim Brett and 
Morg Cameron. His shrewd, homely 
face was usually expressionless, but 
no man liked a laugh better than he. 
“How you aimin’ to git your cows 
into this contraption, Lee?”

“I’ll drive them in through a chute. 
When we get the trick of it, we’ll be 
able to run a couple hundred head a 
day into the tank.”

Reb shook his head pessimistically. 
“Mebbe you will! But by gravy, I 
don’t want to be on the other end 
when they come bustin’ out! They’ll 
have their tails up and sprayin’ car­
bolic or creosote all over this ranch!”

“They’ll be spooky,” Lee admitted. 
“Just get them headed in the right 
direction, Reb, and they’ll get where 
they’re going in a hurry.”

Little Tiny Duprez joined the cir­
cle. “I got this thing all figgered 
out,” was his weighty observation. 
“This ain’t no dippin’ tank Lee’s 
buildin’; it’s a man-trap. He’s gittin’ 
everythin’ set so that when Ben La- 
foon and his lads come bustin’ in here 
some night they’ll take a header into 
his ditch and git drownded.”

It won the heartiest laugh of the 
morning. It was good to hear men 
laugh again, Lee thought. In the old 
days there had been plenty of laugh­
ter at Grass Valley.

Top and the others swung into the 
saddle and rode off. Tiny’s mention 
of Ben Lafoon was the first reference 
Lee had heard anyone make of him. 
A week had passed since the inva­
sion of Ben’s range. Since he had at­
tempted no reprisal, Lee surmised 
that Brett bad managed to placate 
him.

His feeling that the incident was 
closed gradually began to be shared 
by the crew as the days continued to 
pass peacefully. And then one morn­
ing, just before dawn, there was a 
furious rattle of gunfire in the yard. 
Slugs spattered the house and shat-
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tered three or four windows.
Stash came running down the 

stairs, his shirt tails flapping. Every­
one was aroused, trying to keep out 
of the line of fire as they pulled on 
their britches. There wasn’t any 
doubt as to who was doing the shoot­
ing-

“It’s Lafoon’s bunch!” Stash 
yelped, saying only what everyone 
knew. “Quarter up to the windows 
and get your guns bucking!”

He had snatched up a pair of ,45s. 
Running to the kitchen door, he 
rushed out into the yard.

He was too late; the shooting had 
ended as abruptly as it had begun. 
Only the pounding of retreating 
hoofs greeted him. He emptied his 
guns aimlessly in their direction and 
came stamping back into the house.

“Don’t no one strike a light!” he 
barked. “Open the windows and be 
ready for ’em if they come back! 
We’ll blast hell out of them if they 
do!”

“They had their fun; they won’t 
be back,” Duke Rucker growled. The 
others had nothing to say.

THE SKY began to lighten before 
long. Stash held the crew in­
doors until it was full dawn. He led 

the way outside then, to inspect the 
damage. It amounted only to shat­
tered windows and a bullet pocked 
door. Stash forgot all about the house 
when Tiny Duprez called his atten­
tion to the clothes line on which the 
cook’s swamper dried his towels. 
Draped over the line was the hide of 
a B C steer, and burned theron, and 
with some art, was the picture of a 
man thumbing his nose at the big B C 
brand.

By comparison, the pointedness 
and artistry of the insult put Stash’s 
foray on Lafoon’s cows completely 
in the shade. Tiny, Laneer and a few 
others found some humor in the si­
tuation. But not Stash; the boot was 
on the other foot now, and it pinched 
him painfully. Beside himself, he or­
dered the hide hauled down and 
buried at once.

"Lafoon will hear from me!” he 
raged. “I’ll show him we can throw 
some lead too! It’d serve him right

is we tossed a few sticks of dynamite 
in Buckshot Creek and blocked it 
off! That would leave him high and 
dry! If I—”

He checked himself as he caught 
Lee regarding him soberly. “I for­
got you were around!” he snapped. 
“What have you got to say about it?”

“You asked for what you got,” Lee 
replied. “Jim told you Lafoon would 
hit back.”

“So what?”
"You gave Dad and Jim your word 

you’d steer clear of Lafoon. But 
you’re on your own; do as you 
please.”

Lee turned away and left him 
standing there.

After breakfast Stash rode east 
with the fencing wagon and half a 
dozen men to work along Buckshot 
Creek. Lee heard no gunfire during 
the day, but that night there was a 
grass fire on Lafoons range, and he 
surmised that it was of incendiary 
origin.

Work on the tank progressed, and 
early the following week it was fin­
ished. Jim Brett arrived at Grass Val­
ley two days later. He listened to 
Stash’s story of the raid.

“That tallies with what Ben told 
me,” he said. “I had a long talk with 
him his morning. He says you set his 
range afire.”

“He’s a liar!” Stash protested. “I 
hope you didn’t let him get away with 
that!”

“I’m only telling you what he 
thinks. His grudge is against you 
personally. He said if I wanted to 
talk business with him, I’d have to 
pull you off of Grass Valley first. 
The only thing I could do was to tell 
him I didn’t intend to have him nor 
anyone else telling me how this out­
fit was to be run. So, I guess we can 
forget all about making any sort of 
a deal for his south range.” Brett’s 
tone indicated how deeply he regret­
ted the fact.

“About the time you hit town with 
your calf crop, the stuff bought 
down in New Mexico will be show­
ing up. There’s twenty-two hundred 
yearling steers in the lot. You won’t 
be able to take many of them on here 
without more range.”
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“We can handle three or four hun­
dred head,” said Stash.

Brett nodded. ‘‘That’ll be about all.
“You planning to take in the dance 

at Deep Springs?”
Stash straightened up, surprised at 

the question. “What makes you ask?”
“Ben’s been making the rounds 

with his st^ry. He’s stirred up some 
feeling against you. He’s even got 
Charlie Edwards on his side, and 
that surprised me a little. Charlie and 
your father have always been pretty 
thick.”

Stash jerked a nod. “I’m glad to 
have the information, Jim. I don’t 
care how much feeling there is 
against me; it won’t keep me away.”

BRETT examined the dipping 
tank and had a long talk with 

Lee. “You’ve got everything ready 
in good time,” he remarked. “I’ve 
made a swing around all our ranches 
and never found the stuff looking 
better.”

“It’s early, Uncle Jim. July will 
be the test of what we're in for this 
year.”

“I know it,” Brett agreed. “I just 
finished telling Stash I’d have three, 
maybe four, hundred head of New 
Mexican stock for him in about ten 
days. As I understand it, it’s just the 
new stuff you intend to dip.”

“For a beginning," Lee replied. “I 
want to run every one of these 
Southern cows through the tank be­
fore they’re turned out to grass. I’ll 
watch our home-bred stock carefully. 
When a cow stops eating and begins 
standing around with its back 
humped, its going to get dipped in 
a hurry. Have you passed the word 
to all our foreman that they’re to get 
in touch with me at the first sign of 
Texas fever?”

“I've left them in no doubt about 
that. The symptoms are always un­
mistakable. It’ll give you a little 
warning. But I don t know what you 
can do if a bunch of cows take sick 
as far away as Kelly Creek or Twin 
Buttes. You can’t drive fever-ridden 
stock a hundred miles.”

“No, they’d die before I got them 
here,” said Lee. “Shooting anti-tox­
ins into them wouldn’t help any. I’ll

segregate them and try a spray gun 
on them. I’m not afraid of any epide­
mic at Grass Valley. By the time 
another summer rolls around I’ll have 
a suggestion for you that you’d laugh 
at if I made it now.”

“Huh!” Brett exclaimed, with a 
chuckle. “Is that so? What is it?”

“Move every cow off this range 
and bring in all the new stuff you’re 
buying. I could dip the whole bunch 
in a week. This fall, I could run them 
through again. We might get some 
fever at the other ranches, but it 
wouldn’t be serious. I’ll guarantee you 
we wouldn’t have any here to amount 
to anything.”

Brett shook his head incredulous­
ly. “Good grief, Lee, that would be 
some undertaking! Do you realize 
how much work it would mean? We 
couldn’t do it now even if we wanted 
to; we’d be moving stock all sum­
mer, to say nothing about how it sets 
cattle back to take them off range 
they’re accustomed to and put tnem 
on new graze. If we ever get around 
to doing what you suggest, we’ll have 
to make a lot of advance preparations. 
The time to start would be late in 
the year, after the round-up and the 
fall shipping.”

Lee could only acknowledge that 
this was true.

“But once started, we’d stick to it,” 
he declared. “We’d funnel every head 
of new stock through Grass Valley.”

HEY SPOKE of other things. 
Jim asked if Lee had been over

the ranch.
“Several times,” was the answer. “I 

found some dangerous patches of 
wild parsnip along the creek. The 
tops are pure poison for livestock, 
this time of the year. Stash sent a 
couple men out to burn the stuff. 
Tiny came down from the big coulee, 
day before yesterday, with news that 
we had some cows weaving around, 
plumb loco. I went back with him and 
Top. From what Tiny had to say, I 
figured the cows had got into some 
fit weed; and sure enough, they had. 
An old red bull was down, and pret­
ty sick. I gave him a stiff hypo. We 
moved the other stuff out of the 
coulee and dug up as much of the
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weed as we could. The only reason 
it’s showing up is because the coulee’s 
been over-grazed.”

“That true, I reckon,” Brett agreed. 
“You can understand why I was so 
anxious to do business with Lafoon.”

They walked back to the house to­
gether.

“How are you and Stash hitting it 
off?” Jim asked.

“About as you’d expect. I keep out 
of his way as much as possible. We'd 
get along all right if he could get the 
idea out of his head that I’m trying 
to double-cross him.”

That hit the nail squarely on the 
head, as Brett saw it.

“Walking around a situation never 
cures it,” he said, choosing his words 
carefully. “Sooner or later, you’ll 
have to stand up to Stash. It’ll have 
to be a real showdown. When it 
comes, it will either clear the air or 
make you sworn enemies for the rest 
of your lives.”

He didn’t mind having had his bed 
moved to sn upstairs room. “Down 
here was the proper place for you to 
set yourself up,” he told Lee.

That evening, he sat down to sup­
per with the crew and the brothers. 
As far as the men were concerned, 
the tension and preoccupation that 
had rested on them so heavily on his 
last visit were largely gone. But the 
rough good-fellowship he liked to see 
in his crews was missing.

“The work gets done, but they’re 
not pulling together,” he said to him­
self. “Stash can’t be handling them 
right.” He was placing the blame 
where he was sure it belonged.
"Without seeming to, he studied 

Stash and Lee as they ate, listening 
to their conversation and putting in 
a word or two of his own. He didn’t 
have to look very far beneath the sur­
face to find blind, unreasoning 
hatred in one and a quiet determina­
tion to stand up for his rights in the 
other. At best, there was only an un­
easy truce between them, made pos­
sible only because Lee had chosen 
to give ground.

“There’ll be a point beyond which 
he won’t go,” Brett mused, “and then 
they’ll meet head on.”

B
RETT always decided what 
percentage of the company’s 
calves were to be marketed. 
He gave Stash the quota for Grass 

Valley, and the next morning, the 
gather began. The little fellows were 
driven in and corralled until they 
were to be trailed to town and the 
railroad.

The work usually took three or 
four days. It proceeded satisfactori­
ly, and when Stash passed the word 
that the drive to Powder City would 
get away from the ranch at daybreak 
Sunday morning, just missing inter­
fering with the dance at the Deep 
Springs school-house, the crew’s ta­
ble talk immediately became con­
cerned with who was going to the 
dance and what girls were likely to 
be there. '

Little Tiny was one of the first 
to announce he’d be among those pre­
sent. He seldom missed a dance. Af­
ter being in the saddle all day, he 
thought nothing of riding as much 
as forty miles to, as he put it, “shake 
a leg" for an hour or two, even 
though it took him the rest of the 
night to get back to the ranch. Deep 
Springs was only fifteen miles away, 
just a pleasant jaunt for him. "

“How about ydu fellas?” he asked 
Top and Reb.

“I’ll take it in,” said Top. “It’s the 
last shindig till fall. I hear old Cor­
ry’s going to be there; he’s a mighty 
good fiddler.” " J

Reb said no. “You can count me 
out; I ain’t interested in watchin’ you 
Fancy Dans showin’ off. I know 
you’ll be the life of the party. After 
you’ve stopped at the ford and put 
away three or four hookers of Slick 
Peasant’s rat poison, there won’t be 
no holdin’ you down.”

“How you talk!” Tiny gave Reb a 
pained look. “I don’t need none of 
Slick’s snake-bite to wind me up. But 
you don’t mind stoppin’ at Lundy’s 
Ford just to be sociable, do you?”

“I’m alius willin’ to be a sociable 
cuss,” said Reb, “but I ain’t goin’ up 
against the kind of sociable stuff 
Slick hands out. I’d liefer drink some
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of Lee’s cow din. You talk Dex Fer­
ris and Ryan into goin’ with you, 
and leave me out.”

‘‘We don’t have to talk nobody into 
goin’,” Tin}' informed him caustical­
ly ; “we can go alone.’

“Sure!” Reb acknowledged. “I was 
just thinkin’ you might run into an 
argument at the ford,” he added, the 
levity gone from his tone. “Chances 
are you’ll bump into some of La- 
foon’s Tumble L lads.”

Through the window he could see 
Rucker, Bill Dent and Hank Morrell 
with their heads together.

“They’ll be goin’,” said Reb, “and 
that won’t help matters.”

Tiny would have brushed it all 
aside, but Top said, “Reb’s right; if 
he won’t go, we’ll make Joe and Dex 
tag along with us. In case some­
thin’ comes up, we’ll be able to settle 
it.”

Through the years, various argu­
ments had been settled at Lundy’s 
Ford, the only good crossing of the 
upper Yellow-horse in ten miles. In 
the Eighties, Pete Lundy had squat­
ted there and given the place its 
name. The building he had put up, 
now a weather-beaten, scabeous- 
looking structure, was still the only 
one there. In it he had conducted a 
back-country saloon and grocery. The 
business had changed hands many 
times since Pete had given up on it 
and drifted out of the country, for 
though no one had ever been able to 
make a living out of it, someone al­
ways turned up and took it over.

With each new owner, the reputa­
tion of Lundy’s Ford successively 
went from bad to worse. Slick Pesant, 
a shifty, gimlet-eyed French-Cana­
dian. had been there for the past two 
years. It was generally suspected 
that he helped himself to other men’s 
beef at times, but though he was re­
garded as an unsavory character, he 
was considered harmless, beyond a 
little petty thieving.

BUST AFTER breakfast o n 
Wednesday, Lee was called to 

the Kelly Creek ranch. Some horses 
had got tangled up in barbed wire 
and needed attention. He was back 
at Grass Valley on Friday morning. 
He was not surprised when Stash

came in early that afternoon and or­
dered old Oddie to hitch a team to 
a buckboard.

Lee spoke to him briefly. Stash 
was so careful not to say anything 
regarding his plans for the evening 
that Lee smiled to himself as he 
watched his brother climb the stairs 
to his room.

Stash was upstairs a long time. 
When he came dov/n, he was freshly 
shaven and looked well scrubbed. In 
a white silk shirt, string tie and 
tight-fitting black broadcloth pants 
he seemed taller and thinner than 
usual. In his hand, he carried his gun­
belt and .45.

The cook had his supper on the 
table, though it was not yet five 
o’clock. As he sat there, Lee wan­
dered in.

“Going to town?” he asked, put­
ting the question in a way that made 
it sound innocent and aimless.

“I’m going to Deep Springs, to the 
dance,” was the annoyed but surpris­
ingly frank answer. “Who do you 
think you was fooling—asking me if 
I was going to town? You know 
damned well I’m due to get the calves 
moving Sunday morning.”

Lee was not satisfied with having 
smoked Stash out; he had to needle 
him a little.

“That's right; I’d forgotten all 
about the calves. I guess there'll be 
quite a few going over.. .You’re get­
ting an early start, aren’t you?”

“I aimed to,” Stash snapped. “Is 
it anv skin off your chin, when I 
go?” ' ’

Lee shrugged it off. “Not unless 
you want to make something of it,” 
he said, his tone vaguely challenging. 
“If it’s any news to you, I’m going 
over, myself, after supper. I’ll see 
you there.”

STASH had finished eating. Pick­
ing his gun-belt, he started out. 

Halfway to the door he swung 
around abruptly, his face rocky. “If 
you're going over with the idea that 
you're going to cut hay at my ex­
pense, you want to forget it! If a 
certain party shows you any favors 
because you’re my brother, don’t let 
it go to your head!”

He stamped out, his shoulders
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hunched angrily. Concealing his gun 
in the folds of a blanket on the floor 
of the buckboard, he drove off.

The crew came in an hour later and 
hurriedly scrubbed up and got into 
its finery. As soon as supper was out 
of the way, Duke Rucker and three 
of his cronies pulled out for Deep 
Springs. In another fifteen minutes 
Tiny, Top, Dex Ferris and Ryan 
were ready to leave. Lee went with 
them. He saw they were armed.

“Why the guns?-’ he asked Tiny.
“We’re packin’ ’em just in case 

some of Lafoon’s crowd may be wait­
in’ for us at the ford, with blood in 
tk'r eye.”

“I doubt it,” Lee told him. “I 
puers they pretty well know who cut 
their wire. I’m sure it wasn’t any­
one in this bunch.”

“It was someone, sure enough,” 
Tiny declared diplomatically. “They 
may mistake the sheep for the goats.”

They jogged along without trying 
to overtake Rucker and the others. 
Though they were in no hurry, there 
was plenty of daylight left when 
they splashed across the Yellow­
horse at Lundy’s Ford. Half a dozen 
broncs stood at the hitch rail in front 
of the saloon. Top read the brands.

“All Tumble L,” he muttered. 
“They’re here. Reckon Rucker and 
his pals didn’t stop.”

“Thev scare purty easy,” Tiny said 
pointedly. He flashed a glance at 
Lee. “We know these fellas from 
away back; we gotta stop and give 
'em a chance to speak their piece, 
if they got anythin’ on their minds.”

Lee nodded. “That’s the way I 
see it.”

He had last seen Lundy’s Ford dur­
ing the summer following his fresh­
man year at Cornell. In the three 
years that had intervened since then, 
the rickety old building had devel­
oped a decided list. Wind had torn 
away more of the warped shingles. 
On che second floor, broken windows 
had been boarded up to keep out 
the snow and cold of winter.

Tiny led the way up to the rack. 
They tethered their broncs and 
climbed the wooden step together. 
They found the six Tumble L riders 
standing with their elbows on the 
bar, facing the door. Tiny and the

B C men jerked a nod. Lafoon’s crew 
returned it. Lee was the only strang­
er here. Behind the bar, Slick Pesant 
looked on with vacant eyes. Tumble 
L wore its range clothes and, obvious­
ly, was not going to the Deep Springs 
dance.

Tiny looked them over, and the 
tension mounted.

“Wal, what's it to be—war or 
whiskey?” he inquired.

Nep Gibson, a grizzled veteran 
laughed. He was Ben Lafoon’s top 
hand; Ben was his own foreman. 
There was a long-standing friendship 
between Tiny and Neph.

“The little runt’s still a yard wide 
and good on both sides,” Neph de­
clared. “I knew he wouldn’t walk 
away from us....We wa’n’t waitin’ 
here for you boys. Tiny; it was Ruck­
er and that other bunch we was aim­
in’ to have some words with. They 
didn’t chose to stop.” He waved the 
B C men up to the bar. “We used to 
drink with you boys; I reckon we 
can still rub elbows.”

FACES RELAXED, and the ten­
sion was gone. Slick filled the 

glasses. Neph Gibson gave Lee a long 
glance. He knew him by sight.

“You’re Stash Cameron’s brother,” 
he remarked.

That was all he had to say. It was 
enough. Lee felt a curtain drop be­
tween him and the Tumble L men. 
They had their sights trained on 
Stash and his clique, but for old 
sake’s sake they were willing to take 
down the bars to certain B C men. 
That didn’t include him. He made a 
pretense of touching his drink, since 
Tiny was paying for it, and then 
turned on his heels and v/alked out.

Tiny broke the silence Lee left be­
hind him. “You’re wrong, puttin’ on 
the ice for that boy; he’s a square­
shooter.”

“That may be; we ain’t heard noth­
in’ to the contrary,” Gibson observed. 
“But he’s a Cameron; that rules him 
out with us.”

That put a period to the subject. 
The conversation turned to less con­
troversial matters. Neph bought 
a round, and there was laughter and 
bantering along the bar.

“What’d you think of the way we
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tolled up that hide we left on your 
clothes line,” a Tumble L man in- 
■ aired.

"It was party good,” Tiny acknow- 
edged.
“It was damn good!” Neph pro­

. rted. "I bet it had Slash bestin’ hit 
wans! Where was he while all that 
hootin' was goiT on? Under the 
xl ?” "
“By grab, I dunrm what he was do­

i’, but you shore bad the rest of 
’ huggin’ the floor.”
They had another drink or two.
“That'll have to be all,” said Tiny.

■Vc got to be movin’.”
Neph slapped him on the back and 

.aged him to nave another. The little 
an said no.
B C started out. Neph walked to 

die door with Tiny.
“It was nice, cuttin’ up a few old 

touches with you and the boys,” he 
said, his manner suddenly grave. “It 
may be the last time. If Brett and 
old Morg don't yank Stash away from 
Grass Valley, this trouble is goin’ to 
end with dead men. I can smell it.”

“Could be,” Tiny muttered. A 
thought crossed his mind and he 
looked Neph in the eye. “With so 
many of us off the ranch tonight, you 
ain’t figgerin' on raidin’ us, are 
you?”

“No: the next move is up to Stash. 
We ain't a big outfit, Tiny, but we 
got some good backin’. If you come 
at us, we’ll shore be shootin’ at you.”

Lee swung up with the others, and 
they left the ford behind them. Tiny 
moved up alongside him as they rode 
along.

“it took nerve to walk cut on that 
bunch,” the little man observed. 
"They respect you for it.”

“Tnere wasn’t anything else for me 
to do,” Lee replied, tight of lip. “I 
don’t propose to apologize for being 
a Cameron.”

THE DANCE had gotten off to 
an early start and was in full 
swing by the time they reached the 

schoolhouse. As usual, there was a 
big crowd on hand; a score of rigs 
stood in the school yard, Stash’s 
buckboard among them. Saddle horses 
lined the fence.

A table had been set up outside

the door for the convenience of the 
gentlemen, and the schoolhouse 
cloakroom reserved for the use of 
rhe ladies.

Lee paused at the table to deposit 
iiis hat. Tiny and his companions un­
buckled their gunbelts and coiled 
them up in their Stetsons before 
handing the headgear over to Tom 
Sweet, a Deep Springs rancher, who 
was in charge.

“Tickets is four bits apiece,” Sweet 
announced. “How many?” He was 
less friendly than usual.

“Four,”'said Lee. “My treat, my 
boys,” he told Tiny and the others.

At the door, he ran into a man who 
was big and broad and unsmiling. It 
was Bill Morrow, the foreman of the 
Brett-Cameron C o m p a n y’s Deep 
Springs ranch, and long an impor­
tant cog in B C operations.

"It’s you, Lee!” Morrow ex­
claimed. "I’m glad to see you!”

“Same here, Bill!” Lee returned.
They pumped hands heartily.
“Go on in,” Morrow told him. “I’ll 

see you later.”
He didn’t feel called, on to shake 

hands with Tiny, Dex and Ryan, with 
whom he was much better acquainted. 
“I want a word with you boys,” he 
said. “Step out into the yard.”

At the corner of building, three 
glowing cigarette ends punctured the 
darkness. Tiny glanced that way and 
identified the smokers: Duke Rucker, 
Dent and Morell.

Morrow made sure he was beyond 
earshot of anyone before he stopped.

“What’s the idea?” Tiny demand­
ed.

“Some of us ain’t popular here this 
evenin’,” Bill answered.

“Rucker and those two over 
there?” Top put in.

“Yeh—and Stash. Stash in particu­
lar. It’s the trouble he started with 
Lafoon that’s responsible. These 
folks around the Springs regard cut­
tin’ a man’s wire without cause as a 
purty serious offense.”

“I don’t wonder,” Tiny said thin­
ly. “That’s the way we used to re­
gard it. .. .Been any trouble so far?”

“Not yet. Some of my boys are in­
side and they seem to get along all 
right; the girls refused to dance with 
your friends over there. Stash has
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been gettin’ the cold shoulder from 
everybody.”

“You talked to Stash?” Tiny in­
quired.

“Not yet. I sent in word for him to 
come out when this waltz is over. I 
been hearing things for a week. When 
Jim dropped in the other day. I told 
him what the talk was around Deep 
Springs. I figgered things might git 
out of hand here this evenin’.”

“Why not let Stash and those gents 
over there do the worryin’about it?” 
Joe Ryan asked. He jerked his head 
in the di-rect.cn of Rucker and his 
companions. Joe never had much to 
say, but that little was w-’w’1’' f0 
the point. “They seem to be the 
one.; ..aicon’s put his finger u...”

Morrow nodded. “Ben accuses ’em 
by name. He says he can prove it was 
them. He’s convinced Charlie Ed­
wards and some other big independ­
ent owners.”

“That lets us out. Bill,” Tiny in­
terjected. He was anxious to get on 
the floor and dance.

“No,” the Deep Springs foreman 
demurred, "it don't let anybody out, 
Tiny. A thing like this starts, and 
there’s no tellin’ where it'll end. 
We’re all B C, ain’t we? We can be 
dragged into this trouble. I aim to 
stop it if I can. That’s why I want 
to talk to Stash... .Here he comes 
now.”

MORROW HAD his say. Stash 
resented it hotly. He had come 

to the dance with a chip on his shoul­
der. Though the hostility directed 
his way had been brushed aside con­
temptuously, it had begun to eat into 
him. It did not improve his compo­
sure to see Kit’s eyes light up on 
catching sight of Lee, and to have 
her inform him that his brother was 
there to claim the dance she had 
promised, put a strain on it that was 
almost greater than it could bear. 
Bill's challenging remarks, figura­
tively speaking, supplied the straw 
that broke the camel’s back.

“Nobody asked you for your ad­
vice !” Stash snarled, relieved to have 
found someone on whom he could 
vent his spleen. “If Ben Lafocn’s got 
a bone to pick with me, it’s none of 
your business; and it don’t concern

Charlie Edwards nor any of this 
bunch around here’”

Morrow refused to back down. 
“Tnat’s not the xav th.". :e it.” 
eaid IT “if - well k- - • 
has been tryin’ to buy Tumble L for 
ci 1V1* o L i... A .... - : ' C L . ; J, . .. . ;! k: L -i l . _ ..

looks like the heat was bein’ put on 
Lafoon, and he was goin’ to be made 
to sell whether he wanted to or not. 
In other words, you ain’t kiddin’ no­
body, Stash. If grabbin’ range is the 
course E C is goin to take, someone', 
goin' to be next, after Lafcon’s push­
ed out. That's what thi; De ’ 
Springs crowd is saying, and it's got 
’em riled.”

'Met them think what they please!” 
Slash whipped out defiantly. “They 
can out on the ice for me, but they 
won't start nothing!”

“I don’t expect they will,” said 
Dili. “I ain’t so sure you won’t.”

“Maybe I will at that!” Stash 
boasted.

“If you do—just be sure you know 
who you’re speakin’ for.”

Slash’s eyes glittered murderously. 
"What do you mean?”

“That you won’t lie speakin’ for me 
and mv crew. I’ve got to get along 
with these folks.”

Stash rocked with fury. “You're 
working for my old man. Morrow! 
Don’t forget it!”

Bill shook his head. “Your father’s 
name is on the checks I get, but I’m 
workin’ for Jim Brett. I take my or­
ders from him, and no one else.”

Stash flicked a glance at Tiny. 
Ryan and Ferris. He didn’t have to 
ask where they stood. “I’ll see about 
that!” he blazed.

Duke Rucker called him over as he 
neared the door.

“There’s no fun here for us,” he 
complained. “We figger we might as 
well head for the ranch.”

“You stick around!” Stash rifled 
back. Here were three men on whom 
he could depend, and he intended to 
have them handy.

Lee whirled past the window with 
Kit in his arms. Rucker shot a quick 
glance at the big man to see how he 
was taking it. Stash was white 
around the lips.

“We seem to be takin’ it on the 
chin in every direction tonight,”

rect.cn
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Duke remarked pointedly.
“So what?” was the surly response. 

“Our night will come! We can wait: 
I told you we’d have to!”

“Wc been waitin’,” Duke reminded 
him.

“Well, you won’t have to wait 
much longer!” Stash rapped.

7
ST HAD not taxed Kit Mosby's 

sense of perception to realize 
that something was amiss. She 

had caught the first hint of it even 
before she entered the schoolhouse. 
Johnnie Edwards, Vangie’s brother, 
stood on the steps. He spoke to her, 
but he had no greeting for Stash. 
The cut was so deliberate that she 
couldn’t help being aware of it. 
When they stepped inside, more of 
the same treatment was directed at 
Stash.

“it’s nothing,” he said, when she 
asked for an explanation. “It’s just 
a little range trouble. You wouldn’t 
understand it, Kit. Don’t worry about 
it.”

She found it a decidedly unsatis­
factory answer, and she lost no time 
getting to Vangie with her question. 
She quickly had the whole story. 
Vangie was full of it.

“I suppose Stash was right in say­
ing you wouldn’t understand it, Kit. 
I imagine breaking through a fence 
and trespassing isn’t regarded as 
much of an offense back East; it’s 
different here. The two things you 
can’t do in this country are rustling 
and cutting a man’s wire. We intend 
to let him know exactly how we feel 
about it. Just because he’s Stash Cam­
eron, he seems to think he can do 
as he pleases.”

She told Kit not to feel embar­
rassed; that she would find herself 
as popular as ever. It was an awk­
ward situation however. With Lee's 
arrival, a new and more personal dif­
ficulty arose, and though Kit was 
happy to see him, she couldn’t help 
telling herself that she might better 
not have come. And yet, when she 
felt his strong arms about her, as 
they glided over the floor, her doubts 
and misgivings faded.

To make room for the dancing, the 
desks had been carried outside and 
the benches arranged along the walls. 
Every seat was occupied.

Kit noticed the friendly nod Char­
lie Edwards and half a dozen old­
sters gave Lee. Among the dancers 
were a number of young men who, 
like himself, had learned their three 
Rs in this very schoolhouse. They 
greeted him familiarly and appeared 
glad to see him again. The lingering, 
admiring glances of Vangie and the 
other girls left no doubt of their at­
titude.

“Everyone seems glad to see you,” 
she said. “Evidently you’re not in­
cluded in the grudge they’ve got 
against Stash. When he made the 
date with me, he must have known 
how he was likely to be recieved. He 
might have said something.” •

“I don’t suppose he gave it any 
thought,” Lee replied. He didn’t 
think anything of the sort; he felt 
it was justly annoyed, but he was un­
willing to exploit it to his own ad­
vantage. “This trouble with Lafoon 
happened before I got home, so 
there’s no reason for anyone to hold 
me responsible for it. I wouldn’t let 
it distress me if I were you; if any­
thing comes of it, it won’t be here.” 
He gazed at her fondly. “You’re very 
lovely tonight, Kit.”

THE FIDDLE and accordionist 
struck a final note and put down 
their instruments. Lee danced on and 

had taken three or four steps before 
he realized that the music had 
stopped.

“I was dreaming, I guess,” he said, 
with an apologetic smile. “Don’t we 
get an encore?”

“They’ve given us two already,’ 
Kit reminded him. “You waltz divine­
ly, Lee. Who knows, we might win 
the prize for the best couple seen on 
the floor this evening.”

“Prize?” he queried laughingly. “If 
I’d known there was to be a prize, 
I’d have put in a few flourishes. Who 
are the judges?”

“Mr. Comerford. Vangie’s father 
and that little man seated next to 
him.”

“Pete Hoffman,” Lee said after 
glancing across the room. “You will
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save another dance for me, Kit?”
Her blue eyes met his for a mo­

ment. "You think you’ll be able to 
tear yourself away from Vangie and 
Rose Comerford? They’re just wait­
ing t0 grab you.”

She took his arm, but Lee wasn’t 
in any hurry to escort her to the 
benches, where Stash was waiting 
to claim her. His brother’s annoyance 
was unmistakalbe as he watched 
them.

"You haven’t answered me, Kit,” 
said Lee.

"I know,” she murmured. “I came 
with Stash, You understand.”

"That doesn’t mean he’s got you 
you fenced off, does it?”

"No, I’ve never given him any rea­
son to think so.” Her lips pressed to­
gether resolutely. It wasn’t any trif­
ling decision he was asking her to 
make. She sensed that it would car­
ry far beyond tonight. "The first 
waltz after the refreshments are 
served, Lee,” she said.

He nodded, and it was answer 
enough.

It was the custom at all Deep 
Springs dances to have every fourth 
number a square dance. When the 
first one was called, it presented a 
problem that Vangie and the girls 
who had arranged the affair had ap­
parently not forseen. They had re­
fused to give Stash a waltz or two- 
step. When he and Kit took their 
places in one of the sets for the 
square dance, the girls didn’t know 
wiiat to do.

They held a hasty conference. 
"We’ll just have to swing partners 
with him and make the best of it,” 
Vangie decided for them. "We don't 
want to embarrass Kit to death. But 
we can let him know how we feel 
about it.”

Tiny Duprez was in the set and he 
tried manfully to gloss over the de­
lay with his clowning. The music 
struck up, and old Corry, the fid­
dler, began calling the numbers.

The evening wore on without any 
further unpleasantness. But beneath 
the high spirits and gaiety of the 
crowd there was no relenting toward 
Stash.

“He deserves all he is getting, and 
more,” Vangie told Lee as they

tripped through a lively two-step. 
“But I feel sorry for Kit. She could 
have had such a good time tonight."

W EE FROWNED and refused to 
comment; he didn’t care to dis­

cuss Kit and his brother with anyone. 
But Vangie was not to be repressed.

"Has he led you to believe that h : 
means anything to her?” she demand­
ed, with her usual bluntness.

"What a question i” Lee gave her 
a reproving glance that was only half 
in fun. “I swear you’re the same im­
pudent little brat you used to be ... 
Why put anything like that up to 
me ?’’

"Humph i” Vangie retorted. "I'm 
not blind; I've got eyes. You give 
yourself away every time you look 
at bet. Your father has done so much 
for the Mosbys that Kit felt the least 
she could do in return was to accept 
Stash’s attentions. Don’t let him tel! 
you any different.”

Lee spun her around dizzily.
“I ought to box your ears for your 

tattling," he said. Actually, he want 
ed to hug her.

When the music stopped, the ac- 
ccrdionist struck a long chord. It 
was the signal for Charlie Edwards, 
a round little man, to walk to the 
center of the floor and announce that 
there would be an intermission for 
refreshments.

Though Vaagi had come to the 
dance with Arvid Lindstrom, she in­
vited Lee to share her basket. 
"There's enough for three,” she said. 
"I’m sure Arvie won’t mind.”

The salads and cakes that came 
from the Edwards' kitchen had long 
been famous. Lee pronounced them 
as excellent as ever.

His glance strayed across the 
room to where Kit sat with Stash. 
Their eyes met briefly, and she, 
smiled. She had a fine, sensitive face, 
he told himself. The great pride that 
was in her spoke in everything she 
did.

Later, when Lee came for his 
waltz, Stash relinquished Kit to him 
without a word; but the expression 
on his rocky face spoke eloquently 
for him and left no doubt of how he 
felt about it.

Gliding over the floor with Kit, he
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found her markedly constrained.
“1 know it's been a trying situa­

tion for you,” he told her. ‘Please 
don’t take it too seriously; Stash and 
I have always been at odds. This is 
nothing new.”

“I wish I. could dismiss that easi­
ly,” she said. "I hope you don’t quar­
rel when you get home. I couldn’t 
forgive myself.”

A look crossed Lee’s face that left 
it strong and determined. “I’ve al­
ways given in to him, but there’s a 
line beyond which I won't be 
pushed.”

“I’m afraid for you, Lee,” she mur­
mured tensely.

“Don’t worry,” he said; “I can look 
out for myself.”

Applause began to greet them as 
they circled around the room. They 
were a graceful coupie, with Kit n - 
ing to anticipate every movement Lee 
made.

They noticed that some of the 
other dancers were leaving the floor, 
and when they turned, they saw that 
the judges were signaling one couple 
after another to step aside, until only 
two were left.

“Well!” Lee exclaimed. “It’s going 
to be Johnnie Edwards and Rose or 
us for the prize!”

To mounting applause, they danced 
on, doing their best not to appear 
self-conscious. Without question, the 
majority of the crowd favored them. 
On the other hand, Rose and Johnnie 
fathers were judging the dancing.

“They can’t decide against their 
very own,” said Kit. “I almost wish 
Rose and Johnnie would win.”

“1 ' on't!” Lee objOiie’. 'X want 
you to have the prize. If anyone but 
Dan Comerford and Charlie Edwards 
were picking the winner, I’d expect 
to run second. Rut they’ll call it about 
as they see it.'

THE THREE judges were cow­
men and they could have ap­
praised a steer or piece of range 

without fear of being wrong. They 
knew little or nothing about the fine 
points of dancing the waltz. That 
being so, they prudently accepted the 
verdict of the crowd. After confer­
ring briefly, Charlie Edwards raised

his hand and announced that Kit and 
Lee were the winners. He present­
ed the prize, ten dollars in gold, to 
Kit.

The crowd cheered, and everyone 
seemed pleased save Stash. For him, 
it Ohly added insult to ignominy.

It was after two before the dance 
broke up. Lee saw Stash drive off 
with Kit. Immediately thereafter, 
Rucker and his friends climbed into 
the saddle and turned their broncs in 
the direction of Grass Valiev.

Lee was walking across the yard 
with Ryan and Top—Tiny was still 
inside, saying his good-bys—when 
Bill Morrow hailed him. During the 
course of the evening they had had 
a lengthy talk.

“We got through this affair with­
out a showdown, after all,” Bill ob­
served. “But that doesn’t mean there 
won’t be one, Lee. It’s strictly up to 
Stash. He left here with blood in his 
eye. When he flies off the handle 
there’s no tellin’ what he’ll do. If he’ll 
listen to you at all, try to get him to 
go slow.”

“It would be a waste of breath for 
me to say anything to him, Bill; he 
wouldn't listen.” Lee shook his head 
grimly. I can’t get along with him; 
and I’m through trying. I know to­
night was the finish.”

Morrow nodded. “Reckon I under­
stand what you mean. It’s a terrible 
thing to see a couple brothers lined 
up against each other. It’ll be hard 
on your folks. If it’s to be an eye for 
and eye between the two of you, trot 
your fight out into the open and make 
it clear where you stand. That’ll be 
better than snipping back and forth 
and tryin’ to cover up your differ­
ences. I’m sure that’s what Jim Brett 
would advise.”

Though it was late when Lee got 
back to the ranch, he had no thought 
of g°ing to bed. The men turned in, 
and the house grew quiet again as he 
sat in his makeshift laboratory, try­
ing to read. His thoughts kept stray­
ing, and he finally put down his 
book. There wasn’t any doubt in his 
mind of the mood Stash would be in 
when he got home.

“If he barges in here looking for 
trouble, he’ll find me ready for him,” 
Lee promised himself.
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•OAYLIGHT was just breaking 
when Stash drove into the yard. 

He didn’t bother to unhitch the 
team; ne couldn’t get into the house 
quick enough. Lee heard him come 
stamping through the dining room. A 
moment later, he filled the doorway.

Stash had fared badly with Kit on 
the drive back to the station. She had 
not only let him know that he was 
completely out of favor with her but 
had told him in unmistakable terms 
that she could not accept any further 
attention from him. Fie had promptly 
charged it up to Lee’s account, and 
as he turned north across the Paint­
ed Meadows for Grass Valley, his 
wrath had swelled with every mile 
he put behind him.

“I’ll fix you!” he snarled. “I 
warned you not to get in my way!”

He lunged into the room and with 
a swipe of his hand swept the glass 
jars off the table. They hit the floor 
with a shivery chash and broke into a 
hundred pieces. It seemed to whet 
his appetite for destruction. The mi­
croscope caught his eye, and he 
snatched it up and hurled it across 
the room.

Lee had leaped to his feet. When 
he saw his treasured miscroscope go 
sailing through the air, all restraint 
left him. He flung himself at Stash 
and drove his fist into the hate-con­
torted face.

It drove Stash back, but it didn’t 
hurt him. He fancied himself as a 
rough-and-tumble fighter; this was 
exactly what he wanted. He wasn’t 
fast; he was too big for that. But 
there was dynamite in his right hand. 
He started it at his knees and it was 
whistling when it lashed out.

Lee saw it coming and avoided it. 
Stepping in, he hit Stash again, a sol­
id, bone-crunching smash on the jaw 
that lifted the big fellow to his toes. 
This time it hurt. Off balance, his 
guard down, Lee hit him a third 
time. It carried Stash against the ta­
ble, and it went over with him. Some­
how, he saved himself from going 
down.

The house was violently awake by 
now. Tiny and half a dozen more 
crowded into the doorway. Others 
ran outside to peer through the win­
dows.

Stash stood there, his chest heav­
ing with his deep, noisy breathing. 
Blood trickled from his mouth and 
spilled over his deeply cleft chin, 
The fight was not going as he had 
expected; he should have had Lee on 
the floor by now, helpless.

He saw that Lee was waiting for 
him to rush in. Ten feet separated 
them. Stash lowered his head and 
catapaulted himself forward, cover­
ing the distance in that leap. His 
arms were wide and low. He was in 
position to bring up one or both and 
try to reach Lee’s chin. But that was 
not his intention; he was being cun­
ning now. His diving rush carried 
them to the wall, their bodies crash­
ing into it with a sickening thud. 
Tne house trembled under the im­
pact, and above them, the cracked 
plaster was jarred loose and a jagged 
piece fell to the floor and crumbled 
to dust.

|g EE SLASHED at the face, his 
JU knuckles cutting across Stash’s 
mouth and leaving a red smear. The 
big fellow took the blow. He had 
Lee’s knees pinioned together, and 
that was what he wanted. He pulled 
him forward, took his legs out from 
under him and had him on the floor. 
To make sure that Lee would not get 
away, he straddled him. Methodical­
ly, then, he began to batter him into 
unconsciousness.

In the doorway, a groan was wrung 
out of Tiny. It seemed that the end 
was in sight; Lee was trapped, un­
able to strike back. Tiny knew there 
was nothing he could do. No one 
would interfere or try to stop this 
fight. The silly code that ruled their 
lives guaranteed that.

Lee’s brain reeled as Stash's fists 
thudded into his upturned face. It 
was like a woodsman felling a tree 
with a dull axe. Desperation, ’began 
to drive him. He knew he had to 
break free quickly or not at all. Fie 
reached out with his hands, trying to 
find something that would give him 
the leverage to throw Stash off. All 
he could find was a handful of pow­
dered plaster. Even that was some­
thing. He wrapped a leg around one 
of Stash’s legs and threw the pow­
dered dust into the big fellow’s face.
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Momentarily blinded, Stash dug at 
his eyes.

That second’s advantage was all 
Lee needed. With a heave that had 
all of his waning strength behind it, 
he bowled Stash over and rolled free. 
He found the overturned table 
and used it as a ladder to pull him­
self to his feet.

Stash got up, his face smeared with 
dust and blood. He wiped it with his 
sleeve and set himself for another 
rush.

Lee kept the table between them 
clearing and strength coming back 
to him. Stash began to stalk him. 
Round and round they went. In his 
eagerness Stash got tangled up with 
table. Lee caught him with left and 
right, long, slashing blows that shook 
Stash to his heels. Lee told himself 
that that was the way to whip him: 
dart in, punish him and get away be­
fore Stash could set himself for his 
sledge-hammer blows or pull him 
down again. With his long arms, he 
had the reach to do it.

Stash sensed that he was being out- 
maneuvered as the long, punishing 
shots he was taking began to wear 
him down. He tried to catch Lee, but 
the latter was always away in time.

Through the doorway they fought, 
across the dining room and out into 
the yard. The men formed a ring 
around them, their faces dark and 
tense. From Duke Rucker down to 
old Oddie, the swamper, not one but 
realized that the outcome of the 
fight must affect him. They knew 
what the stake was. By and large, the 
fate of the Bret-Cameron Company 
was being decided here.

The divided loyalty of the crew 
stood sharply revealed, the cleavage 
definite. There never had been any 
question about where Tiny and half 
a dozen B C veterans stood; they 
were Brett men, first and last. There 
had been some doubt about one or 
two others. That doubt was gone 
now; with the chips down, further 
neutrality impossible, they lined up 
with Tiny’s faction. Rucker, Bill 
Dent, Morrell and a fourth man. 
Flick Bender, though an uncomforta­
ble minority, did not waver in their 
allegiance to Stash.

Now that he had room Lee circled

around Stash, hitting him almost at 
will. It was like a cooper going 
around a barrel. But though he could 
rock the big man, he could not knock 
him down.

“They’re tirin’—both of ’em,’’ Tiny 
muttered. "They can't Sleep this up 
much longer.”

Stashs right eye was completely 
closed and his leit badly puffed. One 
of his wild swings caught Lee square­
ly on the chin and made his knees 
buckle. Stash was slow in following 
it up. Lee backed away and managed 
to keep him off.

Reb Sanders heaved a sigh of re­
lief and licked his dry lips. “When 
he hit him that time, I thought it 
was curtains,” he told Tiny. ‘ Stash 
put everythin’ he had left into it.”

The little man nodded. “He’s 
fought himself out. Lee will take him 
now.”

THE FIGHT slowed down, but 
the end was not yet. Both fight­
ers were exhausted. Stash was badly 

cut up, but Lee had taken a terrific 
beating too. His face was lumpy and 
swollen from the punishment he had 
absorbed, his mouth raw and torn. 
Whenever Stash gave ground, he 
stalked him, but he no longer rushed 
in. His arms seemed to have leaden 
weights in them, dragging them 
down. He half lowered them, con­
serving what little strength he had 
left for one final blow.

Stash continued to retreat until he 
stood at bay in front of the water 
trough. His long legs were behaving 
queerly. Lee saw him tottering. He 
didn’t hesitate. Walking into him, he 
drove a fist to the jaw. The blow 
only travelled a few inches, but its 
impact spread a foolish grin over the 
big fellow’s battered face and all the 
stiffness went out of him. Down he 
went, and in falling, his head struck 
the trough with a sickening thud. He 
lay there a moment or two and then 
tried to rise, only to fall back in the 
dust, not a muscle moving.

The fight was over.
Lee had to spread his own legs 

wide to keep himself erect. He 
looked down at Stash, and there was 
no mercy in his heart; he had suf­
fered too often and too long at his
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hands.
No one moved. Lee’s glance located 

Duke. “You’re his man, Rucker; 
slosh a bucketfull of water in his 
face.”

The cold water revived Stash. But 
he was completely helpless. Rucker 
and Bill Dent picked him up and car­
ried him into the house.

Tiny and Reb tried to give Lee a 
hand. He waved them off and doused 
his head in the trough, after which 
he knelt there, steadying himself.

“You put him away, Lee,’ said 
Tiny. He spoke pridefully. “I didn’t 
think you could do it.”

Lee shook his head. “I don’t know 
whether I could have finished him or 
not. He struck his head on the 
trough.”

“He was well licked,” Tiny insist­
ed. “This may be just what was need­
ed to clean things up between the 
tv/o of you. At least, you boys know 
where you stand now. I don’t say it’s 
the end of your trouble.”

“It’s only the beginning,” Lee mut­
tered prophetically. “You can’t make 
a friend out of a mad dog.”

He got up and walked to the house. 
The laboratory was a wreck. He found 
the microscope. The barrel was dent­
ed and bent, the illuminating mirror 
broken. The lenses were intact.

“Stash shouldn’t have done that,” 
he said soberly. “I’ll never forget 
that he did.”

H
E UNDRESSED and bathed his 
face, doing what he could to 

ease its ache. The gun he had bought 
on Brett’s advice, hung on the wall. 

It caught his eye. He walked over 
and pulled it from the holster and 
slipped it under his pillow. That “ac­
cidental” shot in Powder Ccity that 
had come so close to killing him, still 
needed to be explained. Brett had 
warned him against someone. Could 
it have been Stash? The question 
asked itself. It had to be answered.

“Yes, it was Stash!”
The thought whipped through 

Lee’s brain with that certainty that 
brooks no denial. He was suddenly 
as sure of it as that it was morning. 
Who else but Stash was interested in 
having him out of the way? Certainly 
not Sixto Guerra.

“How right Tiny was in saying we 
know where we stand now!”

8

T
HE CALF shipping always 
nought at least fifty Brett-Ca­
meron cowboys to town. They 
weu there for the double purpose of 

attending to the shipping and driv­
ing to the ranches whatever stock 
the company bought in the open 
market. The arrival of these “feed­
ers” and the shipping of the calves 
was so timed that there was seldom 
a delay of more than a day or two.

Though all this activity fell far 
short of the busy ten days every fall, 
when B C put its beef cut aboard the 
cars, when Brett-Cameron decended 
on Powder City in full strength and 
threatened to take the town apart, it 
never failed to brew some excite­
ment.

Deep Springs was the first outfit 
to arrive. Grass Valley got in a few 
hours later. Stash’s face still bore the 
marks of his battle with Lee. He 
knew he would be questioned. Ruck­
er realized it too.

Contrary to his usual policy Stash 
had brought Duke and his cronies 
to town with him and left Reb Sand­
ers to straw-boss the ranch. Lee had 
wondered about it and found no ex­
planation.

“What you goin’ to tell them. 
Stash?” Duke asked. “You can’t deny 
you had a fight. The more you try 
to cover it up, the more talk there’ll 
be. Brett will hear about it in a hur­
ry-” _

“Let him!” Stash growled. “I’m 
through worrying about Jim Brett! 
He’ll have his hands full before he’s 
much older!”

Brett was at the pens, superintend­
ing the shipping. He couldn’t have 
escaped hearing about the fight if he 
had tried. He had nothing to say, but 
he was pleased to learn that Lee had 
done better than hold his own.

Jim wasn’t the only one on hand to 
hear what the men had to say; old 
Stony, Morgan Cameron’s man Fri­
day, was there, sent down expressly 
to see and hear what he could and re­
port back to the bank. What he
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learned sent him hurrying into town.
Kit Mosby had ridden into Povzder 

City late in the morning, the errand 
that brought her only an excuse for 
her coming. She went directly to the 
hunk, ostensibly just to cash a check. 
Morg always called her into his pri­
vate office and had her sit down for 
a few minutes. She intended that he 
should this morning. Over the week­
end, she had found it impossible to 
tear her thoughts away from what 
might have happened at Grass Valley. 
She knew Stash had reached town; 
she had seen him pass the station, 
at breakfast. Certainly if there was 
any news, his father would have it.

That she would have any diffi­
culty worming it out of him had not 
occurred to her, and yet, when she 
found herself alone with him, a 
strange embarrassment seized her and 
she spoke of anything but what was 
on her mind. Unknown to her, Mor­
gan Cameron felt equally constrained. 
He was fully acquainted with every 
incident that had occurred at the 
Deep Springs dance, but he did not 
permit any hint of it to creep in his 
conversation.

Meanwhile, old Stony cooled his 
heels outside. When he saw Kit leave, 
he shook his balding head soberly. 
“By gum,” he muttered, “she’s worth 
fightin’ fer!”

“Well, what is it?” Morg snapped. 
He knew Stony so well that it need­
ed only a glance to tell him the lit­
tle man had something of interest to 
report.

STONY was not to be hurried. He 
pulled a chair up to the desk and 

sat down. They understood each 
other, these two, and there were no 
secrets between them.

“They fought, Morgan, jest as yuh 
figgered they would. Stash got back 
to the ranch, come daylight. He start­
ed slammin’ things around and Lee 
waded into him. It began in the 
house, but it wa’n’t big enough for 
’em and they finished it up out in the 
yard. It musta been somethin’ to see!”

Morg shook his head. “I know it!” 
he growled. “I was sure they’d go to 
it! How bad a beating did Lee take?”

“Huh!” Stony snorted. “He 
whipped the daylights outa Stash!”

“No!”
“Wal, he did! He says it was a 

stand-off because Stash hit his head 
on the water trough when he went 
down for the last time, but Tiny 
says he was fair whipped. It was like 
that night at Lundy’s Ford, thirty 
years ago, when yuh licked Tom Mc­
Bride and he banged his head ag’in 
the bar. He was a beaten man, and 
everybody knew it. Yuh oughta see 
Stash. He looks like he’d stuck his 
head into a bale of barbed wire.”

“He didn’t dog it, Stony?”
“No, he jest tangled with a better 

nan. Yuh want me to send him up 
here ?”

“No. So long as it was a fair fight, 
I ain't going to mention it to neither 
of them. A licking was just what 
Stash needed. It couldn’t hurt him, 
and it may knock some of the mean­
ness out of him.”

Though he wanted to be impartial, 
he was definitely pleased on one 
count. He nad never been able to 
overcome the suspicion that educa­
tion softened a man. Here was proof 
to the contrary.

Stony read his thought. “Yuh don’t 
have to worry about the boy, Mor­
gan; he’s a Cameron, sure enough!”

Without prompting, he supplied 
the details of the fight as he had got 
them from Tiny. Morg pieced them 
together easily enough. He thought 
he understood now the meaning of 
the concern he had read in Kit’s eyes. 
He admired her the more for not hav­
ing said anything.

“Thank Gawd Mattie ain't home to 
hear about it,” he declared grateful­
ly. “It’d upset her for fair.”

Mrs. Cameron had expressed the 
hope that the mineral baths at Eure- 
ke Hot Springs might help her and 
Doc Wilkins had urged Morgan to 
take her down. It was a kindly de­
ception on his part; he knew the 
baths wouldn’t help Mattie.

Stony got up to leave.
“Did Jim have anything to say to 

Stash?” Morg inquired. He took it 
for granted that his partner was well 
informed as to what had happened at 
Grass Valley.

“Nothin’ personal,” Stony an­
swered. “Reckon Jim saw it cornin’, 
too.”
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“I hope he don’t say anything,” 
said Morg. “It would be a mistake. 
Let that young woman who was just 
in here settle it. If she’s got half 
the sense I think she has, she will.”

BRETT remained at the shipping 
pens throughout the long, busy 

day, threading his way around the 
catwalk, watching the work go for­
ward to his satisfaction. Though he 
encountered Stash several times, he 
made no reference to the fight. That 
evening, when he and Morg con­
ferred briefly at the bank, he conti­
nued to avoid mentioning the matter. 
It remained for Morg to bring it up.

“I haven’t said anything to' Stash, 
and I don’t intend to,” Jim told him. 
“There’s nothing I could say. Lee and 
Stash will have to work this out in 
their own way.”

“That’s my idea,” said Morg. “I’m 
glad you agree with me, Jim. Maybe 
the two of them will get alen^ bet­
ter after this.”

“Maybe,” Brett agreed.
He didn’t believe anything of the 

sort.
The feeling was strong in him that 

what he had forseen was at hand; not 
only between the boys but Morg and 
himself as well. He didn’t know what 
direction Stash’s venom vrould take. 
Lee would be its ultimate object. 
Along the way, however, Brett-Ca­
meron could hardly escape being in­
volved. Stash might chose that course 
deliberately.

“He’s already got us in hot wat­
er,” was Brett’s unhappy reflection. 
“If he can pull off something that’ll 
make it impossible for me and Morg 
to continue together, he’ll most like­
ly try it. That’s been his purpose all 
along.”

When he stepped into the hotel, he 
was surprised to see Stash and the 
little clique of Grass Valley punch­
ers, who accepted his leadership, seat­
ed together in a corner of the lobby. 
It was only a few minutes past one, 
but he had taken it for granted that 
Stash had long since made his way 
down to the resorts under the hill 
and was by now well liquored. But 
there he sat, sober as a judge.

Jim didn’t know what to make of

it. His curiosity was aroused, and after 
exchanging a few words at the 
desk with the clerk, he changed his 
mind about going up stairs and 

' looked around for someone to sit 
down with and see what developed.

Marsh Effingham, the sheriff, 
came in just then. They were old 
friends. Jim hailed him, and they sat 
down together at one of the street 
windows.

“Shad figured he might have a busy 
night with all this B C crowd in 
town,” said Effingham. “Nothin’ do­
in’ at all, so far. Did your punchers 
hit the bright lights busted, Jim?”

“I wouldn’t know, Marsh, unless 
you’re referring to those boys over 
there,” Brett answered, with a smile. 
“I’m sure it isn’t money that’s hold­
ing Stash back.”

“Reckon not,” the sheriff agreed. 
“Morg must have been readin’ the 
riot act to him.”

Like Shad Childress, the town mar­
shal, Effingham had worn the law 
badge for years, being re-elected 
time after time, and with little or no 
opposition, thanks to Morgan Camer­
on. He was a lanky Texan, with a de­
ceivingly gentle manner and the 
dusty look of a rangeman.

AS THEY sat there, Brett stole 
an occasional glance at Stash. 

It got to be ten o’clock, and he began 
to wonder if he and Stash were sit­
ting each other out. A few minutes la­
ter, however, the big fellow got to 
his feet.

“It’s after ten,” he said, loud 
enough for everyone in the lobby to 
hear. “I’m going to the house and 
turn in. You boys better hit the blank­
ets, too; we got a long day ahead of 
us.”

He jerked a nod at Jim and Effing­
ham on his way out. He had no more 
than left, when Rucker and the oth­
ers drifted out and turned the corner 
in the direction of the grassy flat at 
the northern edge of town where the 
B C wagons always put up.

“Sounded like that was for your 
benefit, Jim, soundin’ off that he was 
turnin’ in this early,” Marsh re­
marked, an amused twinkle in his 
eyes. “Goin’ to bed, his first night
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in town, was never Stash’s way. I 
bet he’ll be sneakin’ down the line 
before the night’s over.”

‘‘Whether he does or not is strict­
ly up to him,” said Jim. “I’m not rid­
ing herd on him. There’s no reason 
for him to throw dust in my eyes.”

This was for Effingham’s ears; ac­
tually, Jim was far from being as 
disinterested as he professed to be. 
In his mind, there wasn’t any doubt 
but what Stash’s unexpected conduct 
had a purpose.

Brett had no Stony Jackman to do 
his bidding, but he had ways of in­
forming himself as to what tran­
spired in Powder City. A few min­
utes after he had said good night to 
the sheriff, he strolled down the 
street and entered the Crystal Pa­
lace saloon and got big John Ginty 
aside. Ginty ran the games of chance 
in the Crystal Palace. Big John nodd­
ed in response to Brett’s request.

“Won’t be no trouble, Jim,” he said. 
“Drop in tomorrow morning and I’ll 
let you know what I fotind out.”

Brett was at the shipping pens ear­
ly. Stash was there ahead of him and 
working at one of the chutes. About 
nine o’clock, the work was going so 
well that Brett returned to town and 
went directly to the saloon. Ginty 
had just come in.

"They didn’t see hide nor hair of 
him under the hill last night,” Big 
John told him. “I got that straight. I 
checked on it myself.”

“Good enough,” said Brett. “There 
must have been some disappointment 
along the line, knowing he was in 
town and not showing up.”

“Sure,” Big John agreed. “Stash is 
always a good spender. If he’d just 
sent his money down, he wouldn’t 
have been missed.” Ginty chuckled 
over his own humor. And then: “I 
wasn’t the only one looking for him; 
I was in Buck Close’s place about 
midnight and I heard little Sixto 
Guerra ask Buck if Stash had been 
in, I wouldn't know what he’d be 
wanting of him. Whiskey sure makes 
strange friends, Jim?’

BRETT AGREED that it did. Ap­
parently, Stash and Guerra had 

not gotten together. It was some­
thing to know, though it gave him

no clue to what was afoot. Before he 
got back to the railraod corrals, new 
questions confronted him. Why had­
n’t they gotten together? Certain­
ly he and Guerra had not fallen out. 
Perhaps Stash was trying to create 
the impression that they had.

The thought stuck in Brett’s 
mind, but it didn’t satisfy him. “No,” 
he concluded, “that isn’t the answer. 
If it was, he would have arranged to 
quarrel publicly with Guerra. That 
would be better than just staying 
away from him—unless he’s framing 
an all-around alibi for himself.”

Alibi! The word rushed at Brett. 
Suddenly, the truth dawned on him. 
Alibi! That was it! It answered every 
question in his mind. By being seen 
around the hotel until he turned if 
for the night, by staying away from 
liquor, Stash was putting himself in 
the clear for something; and he was 
doing the same for Duke Rucker 
and his other loyal adherents.

That evening was a repetition of 
the previous one. At an even earlier 
hour Stash announced he was going 
home. A few minutes after he left, 
his man’followed suit.

Brett sat there and saw them go. 
There was little doubt in his mind 
that Stash was meeting Guerra se­
cretly. The calf shipping was over: 
tomorrow, the feeders from Nev; 
Mexico would be arriving. By even­
ing, the allotment for Grass Vailey 
would be moving north across the 
Painted Meadows for the ranch, it 
meant that Stash had very little time 
in which to complete his plans for 
whatever he was bent on doing.

Though convinced that something 
sinister and tragic impended, and 
wanting to stop it, Jim realized ‘.hat 
his hands were tied; that there was 
little he could do.

“Guerra is my best chance,” he said 
to himself. “Maybe I can get a line 
on what he’s doing.”

He thought of Maria. She might 
know something. For whatever the 
chance was worth, he decided to take 
it at once.

Leaving the main street, he crossed 
the flats toward the tiv«r. Lights 
burned in the front and back rooms 
of Maria’s house. Thinking nothing
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of it, he approached the front door, 
intending to turn around the house 
and go to the kitchen, as he always 
did. He was within a hundred feet 
of the door, when voices reached him. 
It stopped him in his tracks. One of 
the voices was unmistakable.

“It’s Stash!” was his smothered ex­
clamation. '

He could only guess at the identi­
ty of the other. But that didn’t tax 
his imagination.

The door opened without warning, 
a few moments later, and Stash came 
out, closely followed by Guerra. The 
two of them parted without a word, 
Sixto taking the path along the river 
that led back to the resorts under the 
hill and Stash striking off across the 
fiats in the direction of home.

BRETT DROPPED down behind 
a clump of sage-brush and was 

just in time to avoid being discover­
ed. Stash passed within thirty feet 
of him without suspecting his pres­
ence. ‘

Jim remained where he was, hug- 
gnig the ground, for several minutes. 
When the night grew still again, he 
got to his feet guardedly. Stash had 
almost reached the main street and 
could be seen silhouetted against the 
lights.

Obviously, it had been at Guerra's 
suggestion that the two of them had 
used Maria’s house for their rendez­
vous. Brett found it hard to believe 
that she had any part in it.

“When Guerra put it up to her, she 
just about had to consent,” he 
thougha. “If she knows anything, Til 
get it out of her.”

He found Marla in the kitchen, 
ironing. Her recent marriage to Mig­
uel Salazar hadn’t changed her eco­
nomic status to the degree that she 
no longer needed the few dollars her 
washing and ironing brought in.

“Mister Jim!” Marie cried. Her 
dark, liquid eyes were large with 
fear. She backed away from the iron­
ing board and crossed herself uncon­
sciously.

Too late, she mustered a smile and 
tried to pretend there was nothing 
amiss. When Brett began to ques­
tion her, she would have denied that 
Guerra and Stash had been in her

house.
“Don't bother to do that,” Jim told 

her. “I just saw them leave. What 
were they doing here, Maria?”

“I—I don't know, Mister Jim! 
Madre de Dios, I swear it! Sixto, he 
say he like to meet a friend here. 
Miguel, he is not home till Saturday. 
Mebbe he not like it, but I have to 
say y£S t° Sixto. I don’t know till 
tonight that he is meeting that young 
Cameron in my house.”

“What did they talk about, Maria?”
“I don’t know,” she protested.
“Come now!” Jim was losing all 

patience with her. “In this house, 
there isn’t much can be said in one 
room that can’t be overheard in the 
other....You listened?”

“Si. Cameron give Sixto some mon­
ey. I know that. He tell Sixto there 
be more if everything go all right.”

After half an hour of trying Brett 
was satisfied that he couldn’t get 
anything more out of her.

“I’ve got to believe you’re telling 
me the truth, Marie, and not holding 
back on me. They didn’t see me. 1 
don’t want Guerra to know I was 
here. Understand?”

“Si, Mister Jim! I don’t tell him 
nothing.”

There was little sleep for Brett that 
night. Stash had made his deal; the 
money had been passed. Two or 
three days, a week at most, and this 
treacherous business would reach its 
grisly climax. That it would prove to 
be an attempt on Lee’s life seemed 
so likely that Brett could think of 
nothing else. He didn’t propose to 
sit idly by, doing nothing.

“When Stash pulls out for the val­
ley tomorrow, I’ll go with him,” he 
decided, “and I’ll stick close to him 
until I know what’s in the wind, no 
matter how long it holds me at the 
ranch.”

Stash wasn’t shrewd; sooner or la­
ter he would unconsciously drop a 
hint or careless word that would give 
his game away.

THE STOCK train was on the 
siding, when he reached the cor­
rals next morning. Bill Morrow and 

several other foremen were already 
on hand and had a look at the cattle.

“The stuff looks better than usual.



LAST OF THE LONGHORNS 47

Jim,” said Bill. “But I can’t help 
thinkin’ of somethin’ Lee said.”

“What was that?” Brett snapped.
“All we see is cows; we don’t give 

no thought to the army of killers we 
bring in with ’em. These critters are 
packin’ a lot of ticks. Turn back the 
hair and you can see ’em.”

“Lee will have an opportunity to 
prove whether he's right or wrong,” 
was Brett’s gruff response. “We’ll 
start unloading this stuff.”

In the meantime. Stash had ar­
rived. In a few minutes, all hands 
were on the iob. and the work got 
under way. The frightened cattle 
came down the chutes with their 
tails up and were hard to handle. The 
men cursed in their exasperation; the 
foremen shouted their orders to make 
themselves heard above the din of 
the bellowing cows. Dust began to 
rise in clouds. Brett kept on the move 
around the catwalk, bedlam in his 
ears, and sow order gradually emerge 
from confusion.

The morning wore on. It got to be 
ten o’clock and after, when Shad 
Childress, the town marshal, came 
running down from town.

“Jim! Jim Brett!” he yelled 
through ths- (hist until he got the 
latter’s attention.

“Jim. f got news for you! Ben La- 
foon’s been murdered!”

The word swept over the pens and 
in a minute or two Childress was sur­
rounded by a score of men, eager to 
hear what lie had to say.

“Ben was on his way to town this 
mornin', chivin’ in,” Childress got out 
excitedly. “He got only as far as 
Dutchman’s Crick, four miles from 
hum:, when someone shot him. He 
was stone dead when Neph Gibson 
found him. Ben had been robbed as 
Wil as murdered.”

Others talked, but Brett stood 
there stunned for a moment, realiz­
ing not only how mistaken he had 
been in thinking Lee was to be the 
target of Stash's treachery but sens­
ing to the full what dire consequenc­
es the slaying of Ben Lafoon held 
for the Brett-Cameron Company.

“Was Ben known to be carrying 
any amount of money?” he asked*at 
last.

“Not accordin’ to Gibson, Jim,”

Childress answered. “He says Ben 
had only a few dollars on him.”

“That’s a hell of note!” Stash 
growled. “The cry will go up that 
we did it, and made it look like rob­
bery to cover up our tracks! It means 
trouble for B C.”

Brett turned on him with eyes that 
were cold and hostile. Stash shifted 
about uneasily under their frost 
stare.

“It sure does mean trouble for us,” 
Jim rapped, “and I reckon that was 
the intention.”

I^YEWS OF the slaying of Ben 
Lafoon reached Grass Valley 

a « before noon. It caused as big a 
enaction there as it had in town.

“That’s a sure way to go lookin’ for 
trouble,” Reb Sanders declared, when 
Lee suggested that the two of them 
leave for Dutchmans Creek at once. 
“I don’t care who killed Ben, B C is 
goin’ to be suspected of havin’ a hand 
in it. That suspicion is goin’ to run 
like a prairie fire.”

“You've named the best reason why 
we should go,” Lee argued. “We 
can’t afford not to; we’re perfectly 
innocent and we've got to act like it. 
You have a couple horses saddled.”

It was a long ride to the creek. 
When they arrived, they found the 
sheriff, Neph Gibson and half of 
Lafoon’s crew, as well Pete Hoffman, 
who had been one of the judges at 
the dance and several Deep Springs 
men, there. Effinghan had establishd 
where the killer had waited for Ben 
'to come along. Thirty feet back in the 
scrub timber and brush, there were 
fresh horse droppings. The leaves of 
the aspen had been nipped off at 
several low-hanging branches by the 
animal. It had rubbed against a tree 
trunk as it stood there. The bark bore 
marks of it, with horsehairs still 
lodged in it.

Lafoon’s body had already been re­
moved to town. The spot where Gib­
son had found it, and other details, 
had been described before, but the 
sheriff had Gibson go over it again.

“You think Ben was in his rig
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when he was shot?” ,
“Course I do!” Neph exclaimed 

fiercely, “There was blood on the 
seat. He tumbled out after he was hit. 
The team went on about a hundred 
yards and stopped. It was a bush­
whack job, and you oughta to know 
it Marsh! Chances are Ben never saw 
the skunk that got him. Maybe these 
gents from Grass Valley can give you 
some information. Why don’t you 
question ’em?”

It had not waited for this thinly 
veiled accusation to make Lee and 
Reb aware of the feeling against 
them.

“We’ll be glad to answer any ques­
tions we can,” Lee spoke up. “One 
of your men, Pat Sears to name him, 
passed word of what had happened to 
Joe Rryan. Jow brought it to the 
house. We started for the creek at 
once.”

“Where’s your brother?” Neph de­
manded.

“Powder City, with most of the 
crew. I’m sure Marsh will bear me 
out on that.”

Effingham acknowledged it with 
an affirmative nod.

“You’re making it awfully plain, 
Gibson,” Lee continued, “that you 
think we had a hand in this business. 
If you’ve got any reason for think­
ing so, let’s hear it.”

“Brett-Cameron was after Ben’s 
ranch! It’ll have to be sold now! 
That’s reason enough for me!” Neph 
was too angry to have much regard 
for what he said. “If B C didn’t kill 
him, who did?”

“It’s my job to find out,” Effing­
ham rapped. “Y o u ain’t conductin’ 
this investigation, Neph. If there’s 
any questions to be asked. I’ll ask 
them. Ben Lafoon wasn’t easy to get 
along with. For all you know, this 
may have been an old grudge that 
someone took this way of squarin’.”

“That’s hogwash, and you can’t 
make me swallow it!” Gibson flared 
violently. “This was no grudge kill­
in’; a gent with a grudge to square 
don’t stop to lift a few dollars and 
a dead man’s watch! I’m tellin’ you, 
Marsh, you better fergit how much 
you owe Morg Cameron, and git to

the bottom c-f this!”

THE INFERENCE that Mor­
gan Cameron o w n e d him and 
would be protected, no matter what 

the investigation developed, came 
close to being too much for Effing­
ham. The glance he levelled at Gib­
son vzas cold and steely.

“I know you’re excited and have 
reason to be, Neph, but don’t go too 
far. Let me get the evidence to con­
vict, and I’ll pin this killin’ where 
it belongs.”

Gibson was- ready with another an­
gry retort, but little Pete Hoffman 
cut him off.

“Let it go at that, Neph,” he ad­
vised. “Wranglin’ with Effingham 
won’t get us anywhere. We know 
what we think. The whole thing 
stinks to heaven. Whether the law 
does anythin’ about it or not, we ain t 
forgettin’ what happened here: and 
we won’t let Brett-Cameron forget 
about it either. They’ve asked for 
what they’re goin’ to get.”

“That’s war talk, Pete,” Effingham 
warned. “You better take it easy.’

“You’ll find it’s more’n talk!” the 
little man returned hotly. “We’ll 
have Charie Edwards, Comerford and 
every outfit around the springs with 
us to a man!”

He and the other Deep Springs 
men drew aside with Lafoon’s crew. 
After conferring for a minute or 
two, they mounted and rode off.

Effingham shook his head as he 
watched them go. To Lee, he said: 
“They’ve got this all settled in their 
minds and they won’t be talked out 
of it. It looks like trouble, for sure. 
I’d advise you to go back to Grass 
Valley and sit tight till you know 
what’s what. I’m goin’ up the creek 
and see if I can't follow the trail of 
the gent who shot Ben.”

“If you find yourself near the 
ranch, drop in,” Lee invited as they 
parted.

He and Reb walked over to their 
broncs as the sheriff disappeared up 
the creek bottom. Before mounting, 
Lee extracted seven or eight horse­
hairs from the bark of the aspen 
against which the killer’s horse had
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rubbed.
“What’s that for?” Reb asked, as 

he savz him place the bits of hair in 
his metal match-box.

Lee shrugged. “Nothing important. 
Just a hunch that they might tell me 
something. when I put them .under 
the microscope.”

Reb frowned. “Reckon I'm too ig­
norant to git that,” he declared. “I 
always figgered horsehair was horse­
hair, no matter how much you looked 
at it.” '

He glanced back over his shoulder 
as they headed north, taking a last 
look at the crossing.

“I reckon Ben’s driven over that 
road teti thousand times since he hit 
this country,” he mused aloud. “I 
don't suppose he ever figgered any 
one was out to nail him. Cold blooded 
murder, that’s what it was, and no 
old grudge killin’ either. . . .It’s goin' 
to make things tough for us. Bein' 
innocent ain't enough; we got to 
prove it. Thank God, Stash can ac­
count for his whereabouts. It ought 
to put him in the clear.”

This suspicion against his broth­
er tightened Lee's mouth. Without 
glancing at Reb, he said, “Why do 
you say ought to?”

"It could have been a hired job.” 
Reb was being careful about his an­
swer. “There’ll be plenty who’ll 
claim that's what it was. They’ll say 
Jim and your old man was in on it 
too. It don't make sense; B C don’t 
need Ben’s range bad enough to git it 
that way. But it’ll be said, and you 
know it.”

"Undoubtedly,” Lee muttered.

THEY FELL silent as they rode 
along. Try as he would Lee 
could not shake off the feeling that 

Stash was involved.
It took only the briefest observa- 

lion of the contents of his match­
box to reward him with one signifi­
cant bit of information. How impor­
tant it might prove to be reminded a 
question, He decided to keep the 
knowledge to himself until he could 
talk with Jim Brett.

On the surface the life of the 
ranch seemed to flow on as usual. 
Lee was not deceived by it; he could 
feel the tension in the air. To the

exclusion of all else, the conversa­
tion of Reb and the other men con­
cerned itself with the slaying of 
Lafoon. It produced endless specula­
tion as to who had killed him and 
what his taking off was likely to 
mean to B C.

In another twenty-four hours, or 
thereabouts, the steers from New 
Mexico would be arriving at the 
ranch. The dipping trough had to be 
made ready for its first test. It meant 
hauling water from the creek. The 
men were all afternoon at the job. 
Lee prepared the solution and poured 
it in. It had to be thoroughly mixed 
with the water. That was accom­
plished by having several of the men 
ride back and forth in the trough for 
twenty minutes or more.

“That’s enough!” he called them. 
“Nothing to do now but wait for the 
drive to get in.”

Some of the intense eagerness and 
interest with which he had looked 
forward to demonstrating the merits 
of dipping cattle was gone from 
him; he knew matters of graver im­
port than Texas fever now faced 
Brett-Cameron. The situation had 
changed for him personally too.

He had only to think of Kit and 
what her reaction to the killing of 
Ben Lafoon would be to be filled 
with an even greater soberness. He 
took it for granted that it would turn 
Vangie Edwards and Kit’s other 
Deep Springs friends against him.

BEB NOTICED Lee's moodiness 
and at supper, he said, “You git 

your chance tomorrow to prove what 
the dippin’ will do. I figgered you’d 
be a little more steamed up about it 
that you are. I know Jim and your 
old man wouldn’t have shelled out 
the money for you to build the tank 
if you hadn’t made some big claims 
for what it’d do. You ain’t pullin’ in 
your horns now, Lee ?”

“Not a bit. It won’t be the last 
tank that'll be built in this country. 
If Stash shows up with only four to 
five hundred head, we’ll run them 
through in a few hours. After that, 
it’ll be safe to turn them out where- 
ever he pleases.”

It was the following noon before 
Dex Ferris dashed up to the house
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v/ith word that the drive was in 
sight.

"Brett’s trailin’ along with ’em,” 
Dex added. “I could see nis rig, back 
in the dust.”

Jim's coming was unexpected. Lee 
surmised that it was occasioned by 
what had happened at Dutchman’s 
Creek. He was about to tell Reb that 
they’d get mounted and ride out to 
meet the drive, when he saw that 
Stash had come on ahead. When the 
latter rode up to him, he didn't get 
down.

“Row do you want to handle this 
stuff.” Stash demanded, his old sur­
liness as much in evidence as ever. 
“There's an even four hundred head.”

“Can you hold them out on the 
flat where the old corral used to 
stand?”

“Well, of course!”
“Do it that way, then,” Lee told 

him. “We’ll take six head at a time 
on this end and shoot them through. 
We can be finished by three o’clock. 
This bunch must be a little leg-weary 
it won’t drift far. You can move them 
out tomorrow.”

Stash turned back at once. Not a 
word was said about the killing of 
Lafoon.

Brett drove into the yard a few 
minutes later and put up his team at 
the rack. He was his usual taciturn 
self. No word of what had happened 
at Dutchman’s Creek came from him. 
He asked how the dipping was to be 
conducted and was satisfied v/ith 
what Lee told him. When the first 
bunch was hazed into the trough, he 
was there to watch the operation.

The cows rebelled when they got 
their first sniff of the stinking, 
brown bath in the trough-like tank. 
Reb and the others went at them v/ith 
coiled ropes and sharp tempers, and 
the stock had no choice but to flound­
er through.

It went better with the next bunch. 
Lee saw a cow that had its ribs show­
ing, its eyes lustreless. He ordered 
Reb to drop his loop on it, and with 
two men holding the animal, he 
picked off a score of ticks and 
dropped them in a glass-covered 
dish.

“What was that for?” Brett asked,

when Lee passed him.
“I can pretty well tell how old 

these ticks are—especially the fe 
males. Tm going up to the hou ‘ 
I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

The microscope told him what b.- 
wanted to know. When he returns 
to the tank and Brett, he couldn'; 
conceal his elation.

“We’re in time, Uncle Jim! The 
female ticks are swelling up with 
blood and just about ready to drop 
off. We’ll make a clean sweep o'- 
them this afternoon.”

^HE JOB took longer than ez- 
Ja. pected. No one had eaten since 
earb/ morning. When the men sat 
down at five o’clock for a combination 
dinner and supper, they were grum­
bling among themselves. Hot food 
mended their injured feelings, and 
before they were finished, they were 
plying Tiny and the others, fresh 
from Powder City, with questions 
about the murder.

Nothing was said that told Lee 
more than he already knew. What 
Stash had to say only echoed the lit­
tle Tiny and the others were able to 
supply.

“I hoped you would be able to tell 
us something, Stash,” said Lee. “Reb 
and I rode down to the crossing yes­
terday morning. Seems we know 
more about the murder than you.”

“Why should I know anything 
about it?” Stash flared back indig­
nantly. “I v/as in the shipping pens 
all yesterday morning. All I know 
is the same hearsay talk we all 
heard, h had a run-in with Lafoon, 
but it wasn’t nothing serious. I sup­
pose some people will try to make 
something of it. I’m damned if I can 
think of any reason why I’d want 
him out of the way. .. .Just what did 
you hear at the crossing?”

It saved Brett from asking that 
very question.

Lee recounted what had been said 
the previous morning. It brought 
Stash to his feet, storming.

“That ain’t no more than I ex­
pected! Before Neph Gibson goes 
shooting his mouth off, he better get 
some facts! If there’s any more loose 
talk out of him, I’ll cram it down
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his throat!”
*T don’t believe that will stop the 

talk,” Brett said soberly. “But hav­
ing dug this hole, perhaps the best 
thing you can do is jump into it.”

Stash whirled on him, his face con­
torted with rage. “What do you 
mean?”

“Just that I’m taking over here; 
you’ve given your last order at Grass 
Valley.”

“Is that so?” Stash retorted, with 
a sneering laugh. "My old man will 
have something to say about that!”

A break with Brett was what he 
wanted, but he wasn’t prepared to 
have it come so quickly.

“Your father will have plenty to 
say about it,” Jim agreed. “He’s on 
his way up from town right now. I 
insisted on his coming, as soon as 
the bank closed. But I can promise 
you now, Stash, that nothing Morgan 
may have to say will make me change 
my stand. I’m not going to have my 
interest in the company jeopardized 
any further by you.”

’pT WAS strange, Lee thought, that 
£2- Stash didn’t demand an explana- 
tion.-Instead, his brother flung him­
self out of the room, cursing, and 
stamped up the stairs.

His going failed to break the ten­
sion that had settled on the dining 
room. The crew, especially Duke 
Rucker and his friends, looked to 
Erett for come indication of what 
was to follow.

‘Tn the morning/’ Jim said, know­
ing they were waiting for him to 
speak, "we’ll pick up this stuff we 
. ought in today and move it out on 
cur east range. Later in the day, I 
may have something further to say 
to you. For the present, I have noth­
ing to add to what you’ve heard.”

Tiie men were getting to their 
Hr.. ready to leave, when someone 
rode into the yard at a gallop. Lee’s 
Frat thought was that it Was his fath­

. .-a d o — -v or the others. To, 
their surprise, the man who appeared 
in the doorway a lew seconds later 
was Marsh Effingham, the sheriff. 
He jerked a nod at Brett.

"I heard you was here,” he said. 
There was an air of suppressed ex­

citement about him. “Twin Buttes 
and Deep Springs are in trouble; they 
can’t git through with the stuff 
they’re drivin’.”

“Can’t get through?” It had 
brought Jim up sharply. “Why not?”

The question was unnecessary; 
there could be only one explanation, 
and he could have supplied it. With 
only the twitching of a throat mus­
cle betraying his agitation, he 
watched the sheriff walk the width 
of the room and sit down across the 
table from him. ■

“Charlie Edwards is why,” said Ef­
fingham. “He’s standing on his line 
with his crew and about thirty oth­
ers. Dan Comerford and Peet Hoff­
man and most any of that Deep 
Springs crowd you want to name are 
in the bunch. For years Brett-Camer­
on has trailed stock to and from its 
Twin Buttes and Deep Springs 
ranches across Charlie’s range and 
Dan’s, always with their permission, 
of course. . . .There won’t be no more 
of that, they say. Reckon you know 
what’s behind it, Jim.”

“Yes,” Brett nodded, more to him­
self than Marsh. “Yes, I reckon I 
do.” He drummed on the table with 
his fingers for several moments. 
“Morrow can turn back to the Dutch­
man’s Creek crossing and go up to 
the head waters and make the ranch 
if he has to. Means an extra fifty 
miles of tough going. I swear I don’t 
know how Holderness can get 
through to Twin Buttes. There’s no 
short cut.”

“He could go through the hills and 
up the eastern slope of the Big Medi­
cines till he hits Bridgers’s Gap,” Ef­
fingham suggested.

“Two days, at best!” Erett shock 
his head. "It can be done, of course, 
but I hate to think of trailing beef 
steers out that way this Fall. I’ve 
been telling Morg for years that the 
county ought to lay out a road all 
the way to the Buttes. .. .What did 
Edwards have to say to you?”

“I ain’t seen Charlie,” Marsh re­
plied. “I was just leavin’ the Double 
Diamond when Bill Morrow rode by, 
hurryin’ into town to see if Morg 
could do anythin’. It was Bill who 
told me I’d find you here. He 
thought Charlie was bluffin’ at first.
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He’s always been friendly with those 
folks. He tried to call the bluff. 
There was some shootin’. Nobody got 
hurt, which was as intended; but 
those warnin’ shots convinced Bill 
he was up against the real thing. If 
anybody can talk to him it’s you, not 
Morg.”

“I don’t know, Marsh; I don't 
know!” Brett declared gloomily. “Ed­
wards and his friends are out to make 
an issue of this. Men won’t listen to 
reason in that frame of mind.”

BWE GOT up, motioning for the 
crew to withdraw, and began 

pacing back and forth. Somehow, he 
was a dejected figure, Effingham no­
ticed it.

“You’ve faced tougher situations 
than this, Jim. Where’s your fight? 
What’s got into you?”

“When I put up a fight, I’ve got to 
have a heart for it. I haven’t any 
heart for this trouble. Something 
will have to be done, of course. I’m 
expecting Morg here this evening; 
Bill couldn’t have caught him in 
town I imagine we’ll be seeing both 
of them. We'll decide then what’s to 
be dene when they get in....You’ll 
have something to eat won’t you?”

Marsh said he would. Brett called 
Oddie, the cook's swamper, and or­
dered supper brought in for the 
sheriff.

Lee had nothing to say, but as he 
sat at the table with Brett and Ef­
fingham, anxious to learn if the lat­
ter’s investigation had disclosed any 
clue to the murderer, the opportunity 
presented itself for him to swing the 
conversation in that direction.

“I hate to say it, but I’m stopped 
cold so far,” Marsh admitted frank­
ly. “The trail up the crick was easy 
to follow for a mile or so, and then 
I lost it completely. If this party had 
headed tov/ard Powder City, he would 
have been seen. Seems like someone 
would have spotted him if he had 
gone the other way toward Deep 
Springs. One of Chris Ewing’s cow­
boys thought he saw a man on a sor­
rel boss skirting the timber in the 
Slate Hills. But he couldn’t be sure. 
It wouldn’t have given me much of 
a lead at that.”

“It wouldn’t,” Lee agreed. “Sorrels, 
bays and chestnuts lock pretty much 
same at a distance. There’s a mill­
ion of them around. Too bad your 
man wasn’t forking a white horse,” 
he added guilelessly.

“Yeh!” Marsh chuckled, not sus­
pecting Lee’s purpose. “That would 
make things considerably easier. I 
don’t suppose there’s half a dozen 
white horses—saddle stock. I mean—• 
in the county.”

“Not that many,” Brett observed. 
“There’s Doc’s mare and the one Deb 
Taylor’s daughter has owned for 
years. There may be one or two 
more.”

“I know of one, ’way down the riv­
er; and there’s that rat-eyed brcnc 
Sixto Guerra rides,” Marsh thought 
for a moment. “Reckon that’s about 
the size of it.”

Oddie brought in a pot of hot cof­
fee and a platter of fried beef and 
potatoes.

“I’m going in and have another 
look at my bugs.” Lee remarked, get­
ting up. “Come in, when you are fin­
ished.”

It wasn’t ticks he had on his mind. 
The horsehairs he had plucked from 
the bark of the aspen on Dutchman’s 
Creek were white!

Certainly Doc Wilkins hadn’t 
killed Been Lafoon, nor had Mary 
Taylor. It left only Sixto Guerra— 
Sixto Guerra, the convicted rustler 
and gunman!

That morning in front of the bank, 
when Guerra’s accidental, or deliber­
ately v/ild, shot had almost struck 
him down was still fresh in Lee's 
mind. He had thought of it many 
times, and always with the growing­
conviction that it had been a pre­
meditated attempt on his life, with 
Stash its only possible instigator.

No room for doubt remained now, 
nor was the slaying of Lafoon any 
longer a baffling mystery. It was al­
most too plain. Only the reasons that 
had prompted the act remained a be­
wildering puzzle.... Stash had hired 
Guerra to do the job!

“But why?” Lee could only ask it 
over and over. “Why did he do ic? 
What did he think it was going to 
get him?”
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10
ini' EE COULD hear Stash moving 

around in his room overhead.
•HL^He listened, trying' to catch 
what his brother was doing. Some­
thing thudded against the floor.
There was a second thud, and then 
the squeaking of springs. It was 
enough to tell him that Stash had 
pulled off his boots and flung him- 
„elf down on his bed.

Out in the dining room Brett and 
Effingham talked by fits and starts, 
the rise and fall of their voices 
reaching kim without giving any idea 
of what they were saying. For over 
half an hour the}' sat there. The 
scraping of chairs came finally, as 
they got up. Lee could hear them 
walking to the kitchen door. A few 
minutes later he looked out the win­
dow and saw Marsh riding away.

The sheriff’s going surprised him, 
and when Brett came into the labra- 
tory, Lee mentioned it.

“I asked Marsh to leave,” Jim told 
him. ‘‘Some tilings will be said here 
tonight that I prefer he wouldn’t 
hear. He understood.”

He closed the door and shoved a 
chair in front of it. Not a door in the 
house boasted lock or key.

“Come over to the window and sit 
down with me, Lee,” he said. 
“There’s some things I’ve got to say 
to you—unpleasant things.” H i s 
voice was a grave as the lines in his 
weathered face.

“I’m afraid I know what you’re go­
ing to say, Uncle Jim,” Lee told him, 
as they sat down.

Brett shook his head. “I don’t be­
lieve you do, my boy—not all of it. 
I fought this thing out with myself 
all the way up today. When I spoke 
to your father before I left town, I 
knew the Brett-Cameron Company 
had reached the end of the trail. That 
decision was forced on me. What I 
couldn’t decide was whether I should 
speak frankly to you or remain silent 
regarding some things of vital im­
portance. You know you’ve always 
been the apple of my eye, Lee. If I 
had had a son, I would have wanted 
him to be like you. What I have to

say doesn’t come easy. But I’m sure 
of this: I’d be failing you if I didn’t 
speak.”

“It concerns Stash?” Lee asked, 
aware of the tightness in his throat.

“Yes. It goes back to the evening 
before you got home. I was here at 
Grass Valley when Stony came for 
him. Your father wanted Stash to be 
in town to meet you at the train. 
Stash didn’t want you back; he re­
sented your coming. He wasn’t going 
to have you standing in his way, he 
said. I knew there’d be trouble be­
tween you, but I had no idea then 
how far he meant to go. It didn’t 
take me long to find out; no longer 
than the next morning. When I met 
you on the street in Powder City, I 
could have told you what to expect, 
and I wouldn’t have been wide of 
the mark.”

He related Maria’s warning against 
Guerra and Stash; how he had be­
lieved at first that he was to be the 
object of their plotting.

“It was a natural mistake to make,” 
he went on. “It was crystal clear to me 
that what I had put down as 
Stash’s blundering was actually a de­
liberate scheme to goad me into 
breaking with ycur fa'.her and drive 
me out of the company; but the mo­
ment I laid eyes on you, I realized 
you were far more likely to be the 
target than I. Proof of it came quick­
ly. You must realise by now. Lee, 
that Guerra and Buck Close staged 
their phony fight for only one pur­
pose.”

“I’ve been reasonably sure of that 
for some time,” said Lee. “I've never 
mentioned it to Stash. Very likely, 
he doesn’t even suspect that I never 
regarded it as anything but an acci­
dent. Maybe I should have nailed him 
with it. Lafoon might be alive if I 
had.”

Brett gazed at him with an obscure 
interest. “Then you know, Lee?”

“I think I do. But go on you've 
said enough already to explain one 
thing that’s been puzzling me.”

CAREFULLY missing nothing, 
Brett recounted every move 

Stash had made during the past day 
or two in Powder City. He told how
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he had caught Stash and Guerra at 
their rendezvous in Maria's house: 
repeated what Maria had said about 
Stash giving Guerra money and his 
saying there would be more if every­
thing went as he wanted.

“What was I to think?” Jim asked. 
“The two of you had fought. By the 
look of him, he had taken a bad lick­
ing. And to get personal, Lee, he had 
good reason to believe he was run­
ning a, bad second to you with Kit 
Mosby. Adding it all up convinced 
me that another attempt was to be 
made to rub you out. I was so sure of 
it that I decided then and there to 
come up with the drive and stick 
here, prepared to take whatever steps 
were necessary to prevent Stash from 
carry lug out his plans. .1 was wrong; 
it ’.. •’■n't vuu they were after. It was 
Lafoon. They got him; there’s no 
yrv ; on about it in my mind. Maybe 
you feel the little evidence I have 
doesn't warrant my being so sure.”

“I wish I could feel that way.” Lee 
declared tensely. “I’d like io think 
there is some doubt about it. But I 
can’t. You heard me mention white 
horses to Effingham. I was after 
some information. He supplied it.”

It was Brett’s turn to be surprised. 
With face rocky he listened to the 
story of the white horsehairs. He 
waited for Lee to finish before speak­
ing.

“That nails it down, my boy! You 
were using your head when you 
picked up those bits of hair. I would 
never have thought of it.. .What was 
the puzzle you said I cleared up for 
you?”

"I couldn’t get what Stash was 
angling for. I do now. What else 
could he have done that would have 
been so sure to make trouble for B C? 
He knew it would drive you out of 
the organization. First, he had to 
smash Brett-Cameron. He could pick 
up the pieces then and have things 
his own way; he knows Dad doesn’t 
want to come back on the range.” 
Lee’s tone was thin and bitter. “I 
suppose he’s lying up there right 
now, congratulating himself on his 
success!”

“He’ll discover very quickly how 
badly he’s miscaulated a number of 
things,” said Brett. “He need expect

no consideration from me.”

BN THE gathering twilight Jim 
gazed across the range he knew so 

well, and there was pity and regret 
in his eyes.

“This is going to be bard on Mor­
gan: he’s a proud man!”

“Just what are you going to say 
to Dad?” Lee demanded.

“About Stash?”
“About everything.”
“As far as the badness goes, I 

don't propose to drive a hard bargain. 
I’ve always said I’d never let go of 
my half-interest in Grass Valley. I’ll 
take this ranch and Deep Springs; 
he can have the r .t. HD lawyer and 
mine can work cut the de*ails. As for 
what is to be said about Stash, that’s 
something for you an J me to decide 
right now, Lee,

“A roan can be satiWd in his own 
mind that he knows such and such is 
the case, but that doesn't mean he 
can go into a court of law and prove 
it. That’s the situation in which we 
find ourselves; weTe sure we know 
who killed Ben Lafoon. We have 
some evidence to that effect. It isn't 
strong enough to convict, not with 
the judge, prosecutor and jury under 
pressure to favor the defendant. And 
they will be under tremendous pres­
sure, Lee; Morgan will move heaven 
and earth to save Stash, and that 
means saving Guerra too. Much of 
what we know will be thrown out as 
not admfssable evidence. Why, even 
those white horsehairs won’t stand 
up. We can’t swear they came from 
Sixto Guerra’s bronc. And yet, we 
know something, and we are forbid­
den under penalty of law to withold 
it.”

“Don’t make me agree to that!” Lee 
protested, and not because he felt 
any trace of nity or forgiveness for 
his brother. “You talk about Dad be­
ing shamed and crushed. What do 
you think it would do to my mother? 
It would kill her to have Stash stand­
ing trial for murder. It would be too 
much for her even if he were acquit­
ted. I’m not fooling myself, Uncle 
Jim: Mother hasn't long to live. I 
couldn’t do this to her.”

Brett nodded sympathetically. “I 
appreciate all that. But there’s some-
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thing else for you to consider. Stash 
has got to be stopped.

If he’s left free to pursue his mur­
derous course, you’ll be shot down 
one of these days, just as Lafoon 
was.”

"ST EE DIDN’T hesitate over his 
answer. “I’ll take my chances 

on that,” he said, his face hard and 
flat a s he spoke. “It w on ’ t be as 
though I didn’t know what to expect 
from him. I figure I can take care 
of myself.”

“No, Lee! You’re dealing with a 
mad dog! I didn't question your 
courage, but courage never protected 
any man against a shot in the back!” 
The old cowman shook his head grim­
ly. "Ben was a brave man, by my 
standards; he didn’t have a chance. 
Stash won’t give you a chance. You 
won t be safe as long as you figure to 
be in line for anything he wants. I’m 
net speaking only of the Cameron 
ranches. When your father passes on, 
he'll leave a fortune to the two of 
you. Stash knows it. If he can put 
you out of the way, it’ll all be his.”

“I’ve thought of that,” Lee de­
clared, his voice toneless. “I'll leave 
him no reason to worry on that 
score. If it will spare Mother the 
agony and disgrace of seeing him ex­
posed for what he is. I'll cut myself 
off without a dollar of Cameron mon­
ey. It can be done tonight—if you’ll 
stand by me.”

Jim gazed at him aghast. “I don’t 
know what’s in your mind. Whatever 
it is, I’ll stand by you. But, Lee. 
think things over carefully before 
you burn your bridges behind you. . 
What is it you’d ask of me?”

“I want you go give me a job—fit 
me into something v o u feci I can 
handle. That 11 take care of every­
thing: ifil turn Dad against me and 
give fttdi what he \ 'nts.”

“Good Christopher I” Jim burst out 
incryiulteiy. “You don't know what

‘re sa-’ing, son! There’s nothing 
I’d like beter than to have you with 
!,... -.nW as a hired man but as my 
yu tner. But you can’t slap your 
father down like that. He’d swear to 
the day he died that I put you up to 
it. There must be a better way.”

“It’s the only way, Uncle Jim! I

know how bitter he’ll be, but if I 
can stand up to him and take it with­
out letting him know why it’s got to 
be that way, it’ll be the kindest thing 
I could do.”

Night came on. Far to the south, 
Bill Morrow ate a hasty supper at the 
Dog Iron ranch and got the loan of a 
fresh horse. He had been in the sad­
dle all day, but when something 
needed doing, he never let his weari­
ness interfere with getting it done. 
From what he had learned at Dog 
Iron, he knew Morg was less than 
two hours ahead of him, driving the 
high-stepping team of matched bays, 
the equal of which he often boasted 
could not be found in that part of 
Wyoming.

Even allowing for the short-cuts 
a horseman could take, while a team 
and rig would have to folow the 
winding road, Bill realized he could 
hardly overhaul the old man before 
he reached Grass Valley. That was 
all right with Bill. Having run into 
gunfire, a dozen mies east of Dutch­
man’s Creek, he wasn’t in any doubt 
as to the seriousness of the situation 
B C faced, and he intended to be told 
what he was to do about it by Jim 
Brett, not by Morg Cameron.

THE MOON came up to aid him.
But though he touched up his 

bronc with the spurs, where the go­
ing permitted, his calculations proved 
correct and he was almost in sight of 
the Grass Valley house before he saw 
Msg’s rig moving over the road 
ahead of him.

Morg had heard the ugly suspi­
cions against Stash and Brett-Came­
ron that had sprung into circulation 
almost as soon as news of Lafoon’s 
laying reached Powder City. Being 
innocent of any such conniving him­
self and knowing Jim Brett would 
never ’-.are countenanced it, had im­
mediately convinced him that Stash 
was ear ally blamensss and that it was 
just one of those vicious, irresponsi­
ble attacks that were always being 
directed at any organization that was 
strong enough to reach the top of 
the heap.

He was totally ignorant, however, 
of the action Charlie Edwards, Com­
erford and Pete Hoffman had taken,
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with the active support of other Deep 
Springs cowmen. The Eng drive, 
coming on top of the slanderous talk 
and Ilie stormy session he had had 
with Jim that morning, to say noth­
ing of what he feared he would have 
to fare at Grats Valley, had put him 
in a bitterly contention^ meed. When 
he hoard v; hat Morrow had to say, he 
explode!.

‘TldMLe, why didn’t you go 
through ’em?" Morg growled. ‘‘They’d 
have scattered like quail if you'd 
showed ’em you meant business! I’ve 
had out fits try to stop me, when Brett 
and I was so near broke we was just 
one jump ahead of the sheriff. Where 
do you think we’d be today if we'd 
turned around with ours tails between 
our legs and let ’em buff us out? You 
get back there and drive through to­
night! If Edwards wants to go to the 
law about it, let him!” ■

‘‘It means war, Mr. Cameron." Brett 
was aways just Jim to Morrow, but be 
had never been able to bring himself 
to address Morgan Cameron with sim­
ilar familiarity. “If that's what you 
want . Holderness and I will try to 
get through. But if that's to be an 
order, Jim Brett will have to give it.”

To have his authority questioned so 
openly made Morg wince. Nothing 
could have shown him more clearly 
hew completely he had lost his grip 
on Brett-Cameron. A blisterin" re­
buke rose his lips, only to be withheld 
as he thought of Jim. He knew their 
empire of grass and cattle was tot­
tering tonight; that he had to placate 
him. To go over his head was not the 
way to do it.

‘‘That's as it should be, and it’s per­
fectly agreeable to me” he declared 
in quite another tone. “You know I 
wouldn’t do anything. Morrow, till 
Jim okayed it.”

Lights still burned in the bunk­
house when he and Bill rode into the 
yard. It lacked only an hour of mid­
night, but the crew was still awake, 
waiting for what Tiny called the 
"fireworks” to start.

“I’d sure give a leg to hear this 
powwow!” he declared as Morg and 
Bill entered the house. He expressed 
the feeling of the others to a man.

All evening they had been so en­

grossed with what was to come of 
this meeting of the partners that they 
were completely off guard. Though 
they knew trouble was in the saddle 
and riding a wild horse, it never oc­
curred to them that they were being 
watched, and had been for several 
hours. Tiny Grass Creek flowed along 
one side of the ranch-yard. With a 
running start, a man could leap across 
it any place; but, as was the case with 
every creek in the country, a fringe of 
willows and buckbrush grew along its 
winding course. Savely hidden behind 
that screen, six men had bunkhouse 
and ranch-house under close surveil­
lance. The buildings were less than a 
hundred yards apart. The position the 
six men held placed them squarely be­
tween the two.

They had reached their point of 
vantage easily enough. Grass Creek 
flowed into Buckshot Creek just be­
low Lafoan’s Tumble L line. It had 
required them only to leave their 
broncs at a safe distance and come up 
Grass Creek on foot, with the wil­
lows to shield them, to avoid being 
detected. They were not at all hazy 
about what they were there to do. It 
was nothing less than to take Stash 
Cameron out of the house, alive if 
possible, and carry him off to a suit­
able place whey they could put some 
questions to him. What they did with 
him after that would depend on what 
he had to say.

IN SLICK Pesant’s barroom at
Lundy’s Ford they had made their 

plans. All day long they had brooded 
over the manner of Lafoon’s passing. 
Slick’s whiskey had clarified the sit­
uation to a remarkable degree and 
left them in no doubt as to what their 
duty was. Ben had been foully mur­
dered; he had always been a good 
boss; it was up to them to avenge him.

They had no evidence against 
Stash. They needed none, they told 
themselves. Neph Gibson had summed 
it up for them when he said: “What’s 
evidence? We can put two and two 
together! A skunk’s a skunk, and you 
don’t have to see him to know one’s 
been around!”
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From their place of concealment 
they saw Morg and Bill Morrow ar­
rive.

“•That explains it!” Neph muttered 
savagely. “They was expected; that’s 
why them gents ain’t asleep!”

He and the other Tumble L punch­
ers hadn’t been able to understand 
why lights had continued to burn in 
both the main house and the crew’s 
quarters. Long before this they had 
expected to be able to steal into the 
ranch-house, faces masked, and grab 
Stash. They had counted noses and 
knew that, aside from him, they 
would have only Lee and Brett to 
contend with. They had even locat­
ed Stash's room. The B. C. crew 
didn’t figure to interfere, no matter 
what happened: they were penned 
up in the bunkhouse and two men 
could keep them there.

Neph and his cohorts knew Charlie 
Edwards and Comerford had denied 
B C a right—of way across their 
range. That Morrow’s presence at 
Grass Valley was for any other pur­
pose then to hold a council of war 
with the owners of the brand was 
not open to question in their minds.

“The damn range hogs are goin’ to 
cook up some more dirty work!” Kize 
Lafoon ground out. He was distantly 
related to Ben and the others recog­
nized his right to be bitter. “We’ll 
never git all of ’em together ag’in 
like this. They’ll git together in the 
dinin’ room. We can creep up to the 
windows and settle their hash so 
it’ll stay settled!”

Neph said no; he wasn't ready to go 
that far, though he was sorely tempt­
ed. He looked around at the others; 
he was head man, and he let them 
know it. “Stash is the gent we want. 
If anybody's got a different idea, he 
can forgit it! We'll sit tight awhile 
longer.”

Kize was not easily silenced. 
“There’s five men in there now,” he 
argued. "We can git in the house all 
right, but we’ll never git by the five 
of ’em, no matter how long we wait, 
without having guns shoved in our 
faces. That old butterball Morg Ca­
meron won’t bother us much, but you 
ain’t walkin’ over Jim Brett. I don’t 
know ’bout young Lee Cameron. 
From the little I’ve seen of him, he’s

got some guts. When it comes to 
Morrow, you know he’ll put up a 
fight.” * "

Neph was forced to admit that 
Bill’s presence complicated matters 
considerably.

“Ain't likely Bill will stay the 
night here,” he observed contentious- 
ly.

THE WORDS were barely off his 
tongue, when Morrow stepped 
out of the house. The Tumble L rid­

ers riveted their attention on him, 
hoping he was about to leave. The 
hope was short-lived, however, for 
Bill yanked the saddle off his bronc 
and started to lead the animal down 
to the corral.

Tiny Duprez came to the bunk- 
houe door and called to him as he 
passed.

“What’s doin’, Bill?” Tiny demand­
ed. “We ridin’ tonight?”

“No, you boys can hit the blanket,” 
Morrow replied. “Jim says that as 
far as he’s concerned no cause will 
be given for further trouble. He’s 
ridin’ back with me in the mornin’ 
to have a talk with Edwards and 
Comerford. If they won’t agree to 
let us through, we’re goin’ to swing 
around their range and get home the 
best way we can.”

Neph and the Tumble L men caught 
it all. They held their tongues until 
Bill returned to the house.

“What do you make of that?” Kize 
Lafoon was quick to ask, the moment 
the door slammed.

“I dunno,” Neph muttered fierce­
ly. “Looks like some of the wind was 
knocked out of my sails. Sounds as 
though Jim Brett might have had 
this whole thing put over on him and 
didn’t know nothin’ about it till it 
was too late to be stopped. Damn 
me, that’s sure one thing Stash Ca­
meron is goin’ to clear up for ^us 
when we git our hands on him!”

“That ain’t goin’ to be tonight,” 
one of the other men spoke up. “You 
heard Morrow say he was stickin’ 
here till mornin. Jest what are we 
goin’ to do, Neph?”

“We’re goin’ to git outa here and 
come back tomorrow night.”

“Pull away without even makin’ 
them hit the floor?” Kize demanded
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incredulously. “We slapped lead into 
that house once before, and we’ll give 
’em another taste right now!”

He started to get his gun out of 
the leather. Neph stopped him.

“You try that again and I’ll poke 
that .45 down your gullet, Kize!” he 
whipped out threateningly. “You 
want to make it impossible for us to 
come back?”

Kize saw he had no one to support 
him. “Okay!” he agreed grudgingly. 
“Let’s git goin’!”

In single file they moved down the 
creek, with Neph bringing up the 
rear. The evening hadn’t gone his 
way but it had not been a complete 
failure; lie had learned something of 
interest, even though he couldn’t be 
sure what it meant.

“Somethin’ peculiar about the get- 
together they’re havin’,” he reflected 
solemnly. “Morrow got his orders 
two minutes after he got there. And 
they was Brett’s orders. Jim couldn’t 
have give Morg Cameron even time 
enough to git his tongue limbered 
UP” , .

He mulled it over at length, trying 
to find the correct explanation from 
among the several that offered. The 
dispatch with which B C’s difficulty 
at Deep Springs had been disposed 
of indicated it couldn’t have been 
anything connected with that situa­
tion that had brought Morgan Camer­
on to Grass Valley tonight.

“No sir!” Neph decided. “It was 
somethin’ else brought the old high­
binder all the way up from Powder 
City! He ain’t there ’cause he wanted 
to be!”

T
HOUGH true, Neph’s conten­
tion that Morgan Cameron was 
not at Grass Valley tonight be­
cause he wanted to be was also a 

gross understatement. Morg’s worst 
fears had been more than realized as 
he sat in the battered, smoke-be­
grimed dining room and heard Brett 
deliver his ultimatum, his round face 
alternately ashen with desperation 
and purple with rage. He knew the 
Brett-C a m e r o n Company had 
breathed its last and he was only

there to attend its demise.
His sons sat with him. Morrow had 

prudently taken himself up the stairs 
to bed.

“You must have known this morn­
ing what you were going to do,” 
Morg whipped out accusingly. “Why 
didn’t you say something in town?”

“I wanted to say it here—where we 
started. We’ve come a long way since 
those days, Morg. But we can skip 
that; I just want you to know that it 
was never my wish to have it end 
this way. But it’s too late for talk; 
we could sit here all night and it 
wouldn’t change my decision in the 
slighest degree. I want to be more 
than fair with you; that’s why I’m 
asking only for this ranch and the 
Deep Springs property. I’ll have 
Henry Warren take care of legal end 
of it for me. You can give him a fi­
nancial statement of cash on hand 
the other assets of the firm. Your 
word will be good enough for me. I 
want everything handled in as friend­
ly a manner as possible.”

“Friendly!” Morg snorted angrily. 
“Do you thing you can do this to 
me and have anything friendly about 
it? You know well what folks are 
going to say when it gets out that 
we’ve split up! Right and left they’ll 
be whispering that there must be 
something to the lying talk that 
Stash was mixed up in the killing of 
Ben Lafoon! It ain’t what you’re ask­
ing for that makes me see red! Take 
Grass Valley and Deep Springs! If 
you was honest enough to come right 
out with it, you’d have to admit you 
believe the rotten stuff they’re say­
ing against Stash! That’s what is be­
hind this! You don’t give a damn 
what it does to him!”

“Stash has made his bed with me 
and he’ll have to lie in it,” Jim re­
plied bluntly. “If he doesn’t like the 
ugly talk that’s going the rounds, he 
can blame himself for it; he went 
out of his way to pick a fight with 
Lafoon. I used to make excuses for 
him. That was my mistake; he wasn’t 
blundering; he was crossing me deli­
berately. For over a year, he’s had 
his mind set on forcing me to get 
out. It’s taken him a long time, but 
he’s had his way about it. I hope he’s 
satisfied.”
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Stash had had very little to say. 
He felt he could afford to hold in. 
Even now, he scarcely bothered to 
defend himself. "Think what you 
please,” he declared contemptuously. 
“Because you say a thing is so don’t 
make it so; you ain’t Gawd Almighty, 
Brett.” That was all.

How simple it had been to bring 
this thing off the way he wanted! 
Stash couldn’t help marvelling over 
it. Jim’s demands were less than he 
expected; Twin Buttes and Keely 
Creek were almost as profitable as 
the Grass Valley ranch; Ruby Lake 
was smaller but, with its unfailing 
water supply, had always been one 
of the strongest links in the Brett- 
Cameron string; the others, Iron 
Point and Big Coulee, could be de­
veloped and would be immensely val­
uable if the Government ever got 
around to putting in a dam on the 
upper Yellowhorse. He didn’t doubt 
his ability to weld them together and 
m^ce them a more important organi­
zation than B C ever had been. When 
he got things moving, new links 
could be added.

The Tumble L would be put up for 
sale. He wouldn’t let his father do 
anything about that, Stash decided. 
Buying the property would be a lit­
tle too raw. He wanted Ben Lafoon 
to be forgotten.

W OOKING ahead, he realized he 
wouldn’t have everything his 

own way at first; he’d have Lee to 
contend with. But that wouldn’t be 
for long: he knew how to take care 
of him. Though it bored him to lis­
ten, he held his tongue as Morg ar­
gued in vain to get Brett to change 
his mind.

“Why keep on chewing the fat?” 
Stash rapped at last, unable to bear 
any more of the useless wrangling. 
"Lee and me can take over and run 
the ranches as good as they’ve ever 
been run! If Brett thinks he’s got us 
where the hair is short, he’s mistak­
en !”

Morg turned on him fiercely. “You 
keep out of this, Stash!” he thun­
dered. “If you’d used your mouth a 
little less and your head a little more, 
things might have worked out dif­
ferent! When I want your advice,

I’ll ask for it!”
He focused his attention on Brett 

again.
“You don’t have to pay no heed 

to what Stash says; this is between 
you and me, Jim. All I’m asking you 
to do tonight is to hold off for a few 
days and take time to think things 
over before we take any final action.”

Jim shook his head; he was not to 
be moved. “It wouldn’t change any­
thing, Morg; this is final. There’s 
just one thing I want to say, and 
that concerns the brand. It’ll have tc 
be retired; I’ll file for a new brand 
and you’ll have to do like-wise. I al­
ways took pride in being able to say 
when the B C brand was put on a 
cow it would never be vented. But 
that’s what’ll have to be done now. 
It’s part of my bargain.”

“That’s a job of rebranding that’ll 
take all Summer!” Stash burst out 
vehemently.

“It won’t take us all Summer at 
Grass Valley and Deep Springs,” Jim 
told him. “If you’re going to take 
charge for your father, you want to 
do something about your Twin 
Buttes drive that’s stalled on Ed­
wards’ line. You heard me tell Mor­
row I’d go over with him in the morn­
ing and see what I can do. I’ll be 
speaking for my own outfit, not for 
yours. And by the way: there’s four 
men on the ranch who can’t work 
for me. When you leave, take them 
with you. You know who they are 
without my naming them.”

He pushed back his chair and got to 
his feet. He looked tired and weary 
and his drawn face seemed thinner 
than ever.

“I’ll bid you good night,” he said, 
turning to the stairs.

“Just a minute, Uncle Jim,” Lee 
spoke up. “You know what I'm going 
to say but I want you to hear it. 
Everything that’s been said tonight 
concerns -me as much as it does 
Stash. It's up to me to tell you where 
I stand, Father.”

"M<ORG SUCKED in his breath
JaL with a noisy gasp and his 

face took on an apolectic hue. It was 
as though he had received a premo­
nition of what was coming. “What 
do you mean—where you stand?” he
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demanded indignantly. “You stand 
with your brother and me! The two 
of you will have to put a shoulder 
to the wheel and pull together, and 
that’s how it’s got to be! I guarantee 
you I’ll bring Stash down off his 
high horse! It’s a fifty-fifty propo­
sition between you from now on!”

“No, Dad, Stash and I are taking 
different trails after tonight,’ Lee 
said firmly. “I’m sorry, but that’s the 
way it’s got to be. I’m sticking with 
Jim.” .

“What!” Morg leaped to his feet, 
shaking with fury, so utterly beside 
himself that he couldn’t speak for a 
moment. His blazing eyes fastened 
on Brett. “This is your rotten 
work!” he roared. “You put the boy 
up to this!”

“You’re wrong; this is nobody’s 
work,” Lee told him. “I thought this 
out for myself. I didn’t want to hurt 
you; but I realized this was the way 
it had to be.”

It staggered Morg. He had to sit 
down.

“You was always the gentleman in 
the family; I was so proud of you,” 
he muttered heavily. “I gave you 
what I never had myself-—an educa­
tion!”

“You’ve done a lot for me,” said 
Lee. “I’m grateful to you for all of 
it.” '

“You sound it!” Stash jerked out 
caustically. “Go your way! That’ll 
suit me fine!”

“I know it will!” Lee retorted, an­
ger boiling up in him too. “You’re 
top dog now; you can throw your 
weight around as much as you please 
but you won’t be throwing it at me!”

Morg silenced them “Things have 
got to a pretty pass when a man has 
to face a thing like this at my time 
of life! I’m telling you, Lee, you’ll 
reconsider, or I’ll cut you off with­
out a dollar, so help me!”

Lee didn’t hesitate over his an­
swer. “That’s how it’ll have to be, 
Dad; my decision stands.”

“Then get out of my sight!” Morg 
cried. “Don’t ever speak to me again! 
And that goes for you too, Brett! I’m 
pulling out of here right now! I 
wouldn’t spend the night under the 
same roof with either of you! You 
go upstairs and throw your junk to­

gether and put it in my buggy,” he 
told Stash. “You’re leaving with me!”

“Sure!” Stash agreed. He could 
scarcely believe his good fortune. The 
whole cake was to be his now. He 
turned to Brett. “I’ll take Bill Dent, 
Morrell, Bender and Duke with me. 
You get their time ready. The books 
are there on the shelf.”

He hurried up to his room, an­
xious to get away before anyone 
could change his mind. His anxiety 
on that score was uncalled for. Jim 
got down the current book covering 
the business of the ranch and cast 
up the accounts of the four men. 
Morg ignored him, sitting hunched 
over in his chair, angry and defiant 
but somehow a pathetic figure.

With an effort, Lee pulled his 
eyes away from his father and 
walked out of the dining room. He 
closed his door and turned out the 
lamp. His father had his faults, but 
he had always been fond of him.

“He’s taking it just as hard as I 
thought he would,” he said to him­
self as he sat down at the window, 
the clutch of emotion resting heavily 
on him. “It’s tough for me too! Aw­
fully tough! Thank God, Mother 
won’t know what to make of it!”

Stash made several trips out to the 
bu£gy with his personal belongings. 
Later, Lee heard him going down the 
yard to rout out Duke Rucker and 
the others. Jim’s familiar light step 
sounded on the stairs. It left Morg 
alone.

The urge to have a last word with 
his father took Lee to the door. But 
he didn’t open it. “It would just make 
it harder for him,” he decided. “It’s 
better to let it go the way it is.”

Twenty minutes to half an hour 
passed before he caught the sound 
of moving horses and the creaking of 
huggy wheels. Through the dark­
ened window, he could see the little 
cavalcade moving away. Stash was 
taking his private string of broncs. 
Duke owned an extra horse, as did 
Morrell. Morg led the way. Stash 
and the others, their unmounted ani­
mals on lead ropes, followed close 
behind.

EE WATCHED them until they 
were no longer visible in the
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moonlight. Loneliness began to gnaw 
at him. Knowing sleep was imposs­
ible, he left the house and walked 
for over an hour, trying to get a 
grip on himself. Weariness finally 
sent him to bed. It was almost three, 
and it seemed to him that he had 
no more than closed his eyes when 
he heard the cook lighting the break­
fast fire in the kitchen.

Brett was in the dining room when 
the crew trooped in. He spoke at 
some length of the changed status of 
the ranch and the dissolving of the 
Brett-Cameron Company. Reb Sand­
ers would be the new foreman of 
Grass Valley, he told them. The re­
cord in his little black book said Reb 
deserved the job. The announcement 
set well with the men; Reb was one 
of their very own, and as they ex­
pressed it “he had a head on his 
shoulders”. As for Reb, it came as 
a complete surprise.

Tiny yanked him to his feet and 
told him to say something. The little 
man felt no resentment at having 
been passed over.

“Reckon you know I’m obliged to 
you, Jim,” Reb said simply. “I’ll try 
to ramrod this outfit in a way that’ll 
please you.”

“I’m sure you will, Reb.” Brett 
told him. “It’s going to be a busy 
summer for all hands, with all the 
rebranding that’ll have to be done. 
We’ll get by all right if we can es­
cape a bad bout with Texas fever. 
Lee is confident it’ll give us little 
or no trouble at Gr^ss Valley.”

“I wish we had that dippin’ tank at 
Deep Springs,” Bill Morrow spoke 
up. “I know Lee’s as right as rain in 
saying the ticks do somethin’ to a 
cow’s blood that turns it to water. 
Last August, when we were Iosin’ 
six, seven head of stock a day, I 
took a healthy-lookin’ yearling and 
put it in a box-stall and hand fed 
it. I scraped off every tick I could 
find on the critter, but it took sick 
and died. It was something in the 
blood—some bug.”

“That's exactly what it was,” Lee 
assured him. “The microbe of Texas 
fever, put into that cow’s blood­
stream by the ticks you picked off, 
punctured the blood cells. You were 
too late to do anything. Bill. If you’d

destroyed the ticks before they got 
in their deadly work, your yearling 
wouldn’t have come down sick. We 
couldn’t put in a concrete tank at 
Deep Springs like the one we have 
here in time to be of much use this 
year. We could build something with 
planks and canvas that would be a 
satisfactory makeshift. It wouldn’t 
cost much.” He was addressing him­
self to Brett more than to Morrow. 
“If we do anything it’ll have to be 
done at once; we can’t wait till the 
results at Grass Valley prove what 
dipping will do.”

“I know it,” Jim acknowledged". "It 
isn’t the expense that makes me hesi­
tate about telling you to go ahead 
and do what you can; it’s the amount 
of work we’ve got in sight. It would 
call for extra men at Deep Springs. 
We couldn’t supply them from Grass 
Valley; we’re going to be short-hand­
ed here. At this time of the year, I 
don’t know where I’d find the type 
of men I’d care to take on.”

“Jim, you’ll have men galore strin­
in’ you for a job before the week’s 
out!” Morrow declared emphatically. 
“I mean old Brett-Cameron men. I 
can name a dozen who won’t work for 
Stash.”

BILL WAS delighted over the 
change that had taken place.

Nothing could have pleased him more 
than to find himself working for 
Jim Brett. ~

“Well, we’ll see,” said Jim. “I won’t 
do anything to wean them away from 
their present job. But if we can build 
up to full strength, we’ll put in some 
sort of a dipping tank at Deep 
Springs.”

Breakfast over, Brett took to the 
saddle with Lee and Bill and struck 
off for Dutchmen’s Creek. They took 
the road at the crossing and followed 
it to where it ended at Charlie Ed­
ward’s Box E line. Never once dur­
ing the long ride did he make any re­
ference to what had transpired the 
previous evening. What had been 
done was now an accomplished fact 
and he accepted it as such.

The Deep Springs and Twin Buttes 
drives had moved back from the fence 
and stood where they had been held 
for the night, one to ths right of the
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road, the other to the left. Watching 
them from across the fence, fully thir­
ty men stood on guard. Fully half of 
them had been there continuously 
since early afternoon of the preced­
ing day. Daylight had brought the 
others, including Charlie Edwards 
and his neighboring ranchers, Dan 
Domerford and Pete Hoffman, back 
to the line.

Guy Holderness, the Twin Buttes 
foreman, rode up to the road and 
stopped Brett. “There's more of 
them over there than ever,” he said, 
indicating the fence with a jerk of 
his head. “They’re not going to let 
us through, Jim. What do you want 
me to do?”

“Stash hasn’t showed up yet, eh?”
“I didn’t know he was expected,” 

Holderness replied, plainly puzzled.
“He’ll be here,” said Brett. “You’ll 

have to look to him for your orders, 
Guy; Twin Buttes is now a Camer­
on ranch. Bill can explain things to 
you; Lee and I v/ill ride up to the 
fence.”

Edwards, Comerford and little 
Pete were coolly hostile as they came 
up to hear what Brett had to say.

“The first thing I want to say is 
that there’s no longer any Brett-Cam­
eron Company,” Jim began. "I’m here 
this morning representing only my­
self ; Morg and I reached the parting 
of the ways last night.”

He told them as much as he thought 
they snould know. Edwards and his 
neighbors listened skeptically.

“Sounds to me like a slick trick to 
pull the wool over our eyes!” Hoff­
man declared bluntly. “If you’ve 
split with Cameron, what’s his son 
doing here with you?”

“Go ahead and explain that!” Com­
erford invited, sharing Pete’s suspi­
cion.

“Let me answer,” Lee interjected. 
“I’m not foolish enough to think it’s 
any secret that my brother and I 
haven’t always got into each other’s 
hair. When the break came last night, 
I had my choice of going to work 
for Stash or staying with Jim. I chose 
to stick with Jim Brett. And I don’t 
intend to apologize to anyone for my 
decision nor ask any favors because 
I made it.”

Edwards nodded, ^rhat 
sounds like straight talk to me, 

which is no less than I’d expect from 
you, Lee. I can’t say the same for 
your brother. What I don’t under­
stand is why Jim v/aited till Ben 
was killed before you got a bellyful 
of Stash. Why was that, Jim?”

“I’ve had a bellyful of him for a 
long time!” Brett replied thinly. 
“Several weeks ago I was ready to 
call it quits and allowed myself to 
be talked out of it on the strength 
of his promises to turn over a new 
leaf. B C wanted to buy Lafoon’s 
range. When he refused to sell, I 
repeatedly warned Stash not to have 
any trouble with him. I knew what 
the talk would be if anything hap­
pened that might look as though we 
were putting pressure on Ben. There 
was trouble, and immediately you 
were sure Brett-Cameron was getting 
ready to squeeze him out.”

“If you’d been in our boots, you’d 
have felt exactly as we did,” Ed­
wards insisted. The breaking up of 
Brett-Cameron invalidated much of 
the reasoning that had led him and 
his neighbors to take their present 
stand. Edwards wasn’t ready to ad­
mit it nor were the others. “We was­
n’t altogether wrong,” he continued. 
“It’s a fact that Ben was murdered.”

“Yeh, and what Brett’s had to say 
narrows things down considerable!” 
Pete Hoffman piped up. “If he’s tell- 
in’ the truth, and I reckon he is, we 
got more grounds than ever for sus­
pecting who was responsible for the 
blastin’ Ben got!”

“We ain’t accusin’ no one—not 
yet,” Edwards observed cautiously. 
“If it’s okay with Dan and Pete, I’m 
willin’ to let you come through, Jim. 
But the bars stay up for Stash Cam­
eron.”

Comerford and Hoffman signified 
that it was agreeable to them.

“I miss my guess if runnin’ his 
old man’s ranches doesn’t go to that 
pup’s head,” Edwards added. “He 
just wants to try throwin’ his weight 
around and runnin’ over other folks 
rights and we’ll show him what he’s 
up against.”

“Speaking of a man’s rights, Char­
lie,” said Brett, “I recognize your 
right to refuse to let me through.
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Sooner than have any argument 
about that. I’d turn my stuff around 
and drive it home by way of Dutch­
man’s Creek and the hills.”

"No, come through!” Edwards told 
him “Git your stuff movin’!”

Brett and Lee swung their broncs 
and jogged back to the herd.

“They say ' we can go through, 
Bill!” Jim called to Morrow. “Let's 
get going!”

I^HEY HAD the cattle moving to­
ward the gate, when Stash came 

pounding up the road. He had Duke 
Rucker and the other ex-Grass Val­
ley punchers with him. They had 
spent the night at the Dog Iron, Ab 
Hutton, the owner, being always 
ready to do Morgan Cameron a fav­
or. Stash found Holderness at once, 
and from, the activity that followed, 
Lee saw that Twin Buttes intended to 
follow them across the line. He men­
tioned it to Jim.

“They're going to try it!” Brett 
agreed, glancing back. “They’ll be 
stopped, and if they attempt to force 
their way, there’ll be a fight!”

Once started, the Deep Springs 
cows poured across the line and 
moved out on Edwards’ range. With 
their passing, three men leaped for­
ward and re-locked the gate. The 
Twin Buttes herd was moving up the 
road, only two hundred yards away. 
Stash saw what had happened. He 
spurred out of the dust and raced 
tip to the gate.

‘What's the idea?” he roared. “You 
just let Brut through! Do you mean 
to say we don't get the same shake he 
get

"Tnat's the general idea,” Edwards 
informed Emi. “My range is closed 
to vou, and it stays closed.”

Stash didn't ask for an explana- 
t’on. One '. ws hardly necessary; he 
inew to the letter what these men 
v. we th:".,ir:g. Beside himself, he 
whipped up bio X5 and put a slug 
into me lock that shattered it. Half 
a do •wo i.iw’ bgd him covered instant­
ly. With caul deliberation Pete Hoff­
man shot the gun out of his hand, the 
rtechetling bullet cutting a red fur­
row up Stash’s arm. Rucker and the 
other three started to rush to his 
side only to run into a fusillade of

shots, the slugs whining about their 
heads. It was a convincing argument 
and it turned them back.

The cattle, now without water for 
almost twenty-four hours and jittery 
in these strange surroundings, broke 
in the face of the gunfire and stam­
peded through the brush, tails up and 
horns flashing in the morning sun­
light. Holderness and his crew took 
after them, trying to get them turned.

“Pick up your gun and git outa 
here, you big, two-legged side-wind­
er!” Pete yelped.

Stash examined his arm. The 
wound was trivial. Taking his time, 
he retrieved the gun. “I’ll remember 
this!” he snarled, when he had swung 
up into the saddle. “Before Fall 
comes, I’ll be driving through here! 
You’ll use your gate for kindling 
wood, Edwards!”

The threat wasn’t as empty as it 
sounded; there was an idea behind 
it. Edwards and the Deep Springs 
men weren't impressed; they had 
stopped him, and they jeered as he 
rode away.

Brett and Lee had seen it all.
“I don’t know what to make of it,” 

said the latter. “Even a half-wit 
would have known better than to 
think he could get away with any­
thing like that. He’s lucky to be 
alive.”

“His luck will run out on him,” 
Brett commented sagely. “Give Stash 
rope enough and he’ll hang himself. 
I didn’t intend to go all the way to 
Deep Spring. But I will. We’ll see 
what we can do about building a tank 
for Bill. We won’t turn this stuff out 
to range until you’ve dipped it.”

^tw^HRLE DAYS after the new 
H stock a; lived at the Deep 

Springs ranch, it was being 
v-n-r '.’.. wilder conditions that were 
p:\miuve, it is true, for the tiny 
fca Lee had contrived was crude 
and hard to work, only one cow at 
a time being handled. When the work 
was completed, however, he pro­
nounced it satisfactory.

It was late Sunday afternoon by 
that time. Any hope of seeing Kit,
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as he had planned, was gone now; but 
as he rode back to Grass Valley with 
Brett, he announced his intention of 
going to the Painted Meadows the 
following morning.

“If it’s all right with you, Uncle 
Jim, I'll get an early start and go 
into Powder City after I ve stopped 
at the station. I haven’t been in town 
since I got back. I’ll come up tomor­
row nignt. Mother must be home 
from the hot springs. I’d like to 
spend an hour or two with her.”

“Take your time; you don’t have 
to hurry,” Brett told him. “Has it oc­
curred to you that you may be forbid­
den to enter the house?”

“Why no!” Tne suggestion star­
tled Lee and he did not try to con­
ceal the fact. “Dad couldn't go that 
far—deny me the right to see my 
mother!”

“I sincerely hope that won’t be the 
case," said Jim. “I’ll have some let­
ters for you take in; we’ve got to do 
something about a new brand and 
have some irons made. I don’t want 
anything unusual: Diamond E would 
suit me, but if I filed for it I'd most 
likely be told someone was using it 
and have to go through the whole 
thing a second time....How does J 
Bar B strike you?”

“Sounds fine,” said Lee.
“That’ll be it, then.” Jim shook his 

head regretfully. “It’ll take me some 
time to get used to it.”

This was the second time since the 
middle of the week that Lee had 
made the long trip between the ranch­
es. The prophylactic medicines he 
needed for the dipping bath not be­
ing available at Deep Springs had 
compelled him to return to Grass 
Valiev for them. On that occasion he 
had encountered several who had 
rallied to Edwards’ support. They 
had some news of Stash, transmit­
ted via tne range grapevine. He had 
seen the Twin Buttes drive well on 
its way up the eastern slope of the 
Big Medicines, and was last report­
ed to be at the Kelly Creek ranch.

Lee also learned that Ben Lafoon 
had been laid to rest in the Powder 
City cemetery. No arrests had been 
made in connection with the mur­
der. Marsh Effingham was still work­
ing on the case, but the Deep Springs

cowmen expected little or nothing 
to come of it. As one said, “If any­
thin’ is done, we’ll have to do it.”

Time was already working against 
them, Lee thought, dulling the edge 
of their vengeance. Their hatred of 
Stash was as implacable as ever. But 
there was a difference; they no long­
er had what they felt was the threat 
of the once all-powerful Brett-Cam­
eron Company to unite them.

It was not yet dark when Lee and 
Brett rode into the yard at Grass 
Valley. Half a dozen broncs stood 
tethered at the hitch rail, bedrolls 
draped across the saddle bows. Lee 
understood what it meant.

“Looks like Bill knew what he was 
talking about when he said you’d 
have all the men you needed,” he ob­
served, with a smile.

“Seems so,” Brett m u r mure d, 
pleased at this evidence of loyalty to 
him. “They took a chance, throwing 
up their jobs before they knew 
whether I could use them. I guess 
they knew I wouldn't turn them 
away.”

THESE RECRUITS were from 
Kelly Creek and Twin Buttes, 
men who had worked long and faith­

fully for Jim. Late as the hour was, 
they still sat in the dining room with 
the Grass Valley crew, the talk the 
merriest the house had heard in 
months.

“What seems to be the reason for 
this?” Jim inquired, pretending not 
to know why they were there.

“Boss, it means we’re throwin’ in 
with you, whether it means wages or 
just grub fer us,” Curl}' Deshong an­
swered. Brett had often called Curly 
the best bronc buster in Wyoming. 
“There’ll be a couple Ruby Lake 
boys showin’ up yet tonight. In oth­
er words, we're workin’ fer you or 
we ain't workin’.”

“By Joseph, you’ll think you've 
been working before round up time 
rolls around!” Jim told them, with a 
grin. “I appreciate this, boys. I can’t 
use all of you here; I’ll have to send 
some of you over to Deep Springs.”

The men kept up a running fire 
of conversation with him as he and 
Lee ate supper. After the crew filed 
out, Jim got pen and paper and wrote
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Ms letters.
Lee got away immediately after 

breakfast. By high-noon, he was on 
the Pained Meadows. Only then did 
it occur to him that he might not 
tind Kit at the station.

He was to be spared that disap­
pointment, Almost as soon as he 
turned, off the read, she was at the 
door, waving to him.

“I was beginning to wonder if 
you'd forgotten me,” she said reprov­
ingly as he got down and took her 
bands. When Lee attempted to apo­
logize for his seeming neglect, she 
stopped him. “I didn’t mean that, 
Lee! I heard through Vangie that 
you were at Deep Springs, busy as a 
beaver. I knew I’d be seeing you as 
soon as you could make it.”

“If wishing could have brought me 
I’d have been here every day,” said 
Lee. “So much has happened since I 
saw you last. I’d planned to get down 
yesterday, but it was so late when we 
got through there wasn’t any chance.”

Kit gave him a smile that was re­
ward enough for the long miles he 
had come. “You’re here; that’s all 
that matters. Put up your horse and 
I’ll ask you in. I haven’t had lunch, 
and I’m sure you haven’t.”

Lee tethered his bronc and watered 
it. Kit stood with her back against 
the hitch-rail, waiting for him to fin­
ish. Her smile had fled and her eyes 
v/ere tender and grave as she watched 
him.

Lee turned unexpectedly and 
caught her in that position, her el­
bows on the rail, her breasts stand­
ing out firmly and her mannish shirt 
and tight-fitting Levis sharply out­
lining the perfection of her slim fig­
ure. With her head thrown back, her 
lips slightly parted and her eyes wist­
ful and moody, she had never seemed 
so desirable to him. The impulse to 
take her in his arms and crush his 
lips against hers almost overwhelmed 
him. A faint sign escaped Kit. It so­
bered him.

“What is it?’’ he asked. “You were 
so gay and happy a moment ago.”

“I’m frightened; I can’t help it. 
Having you here, safe and well only 
makes me ask how it will be the next 
time. Things have been happening so 
fast, and you always seem to be in

the center of them. What will next 
week bring—and the next?”

He tried to convince her that every­
thing would work but for the best. 
She was well informed and the source 
of her information surprised him.

“Don’t worry about it,” he urged. 
“The break had to come. I knew 
you’d hear about what had taken 
place, but I never figured you’d get 
it direct from Father.”

“I met him on the road that morn­
ing, Lee. ®e was on his way back to 
town from Grass Valley. I couldn't 
help noticing that something unusual 
was wrong. I asked about you, and 
that was too much for him; he told 
me everything. Parting company with 
Mr. Brett, after all these years, would 
have been bad enough, but what he 
can’t get over is that you’ve let him 
down.”

LEE’S FACE thinned and he 
gazed at her in tight-lipped si­

lence for a moment. “I haven’t let 
him down, Kit. Far from it! I’m sor­
ry if you think I dogged it. You 
wouldn’t feel that way if I could give 
you my reasons.”

“Does that mean it’s something I 
shouldn’t know, Lee?”

“It’s something I don’t want you 
to know....Are you disappointed in 
me?”

“I expected you to stand up to 
Stash and fight him. I don't necessa­
rily mean with your fists or guns; 
there are other ways to knock the 
conceit out of him. It wouldn’t have 
taken you long to convince him and 
everyone else that you’d be the one 
to take your father’s place. He’ll have 
everything his own reckless way 
now. Nothing will be too foolhardy 
for him to attempt.”

“Kit—can’t I make you understand 
that my hands were tied?” Lee de­
manded earnestly, stung by her cri­
ticism. “I didn’t step out because I 
wanted to. If I’d had only myself to 
think about, I’d have given Stash a 
battle. I know I’ve hurt Father. But 
it could have been worse for him and 
a million times worse for Mother.”

A chilling sort of understanding 
flashed through Kit. She had heard 
the ugly gossip that connected Stash 
with the killing of Ben Lafoon. Van-
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gte Edwards and the Comerford 
twins had all but accused him of it. 
And yet, for all its guarded vague­
ness, she knew Lee was telling her 
that he was shielding Stash. Shield­
ing him from what? She didn’t have 
to ask herself that question: there 
was only one conclusion she could 
draw. It v/as terrifying, and she trem­
bled under its impact.

“Lee, I’m sorry—so sorry!’’ she 
cried. “Forget everything I said! 
Forgive me if you can! I want you to 
have success, Lee, be all I know you 
can be. I couldn’t bear the thought 
that you had thrown your chances 
away without putting up a fight for 
them.”

“If we understand each other that’s 
all that's necessary,” said he. He 
spoke with a sternness that was 
faintly reminiscent of his father. 
“We’ll say no more about it. I hope 
there’ll never be any need to bring 
it up again. I’m not starting from 
scratch with Jim Brett; he’s taking 
me in as a junior partner. I’ll share in 
the profits and turn part of my share 
back into the ranches and build up 
an interest in them. But I’m not giv­
ing up on my science and animal 
medicine. Just making money won’t 
satisfy me; I v/ant to do something 
for this country. In another two 
weeks we’ll be into the hot weather. 
It won’t be long after it gets here be­
fore Vangie’s father and a good many 
independent cowmen will be beating 
a trail to Grass Valley to ask me to 
do something. They all buy Southern 
cattle, even if it’s only a handful, 
and every last one of them always 
has trouble with Texas fever. I’ll do 
what I can. It won’t be much; it’ll 
be too late to stamp it out this year, 
but I’ll prove even to Stash that I 
know what I’m talking about.”

HIS FACE had lost its sober 
lines, and the boyish enthu­

siasm Kit so admired in him was 
bright in his eyes.

“You’ll have success, and it won’t 
spoil you, Lee. In one way or an­
other, you’ll be a big man in this 
part of Wyoming some day. Will 
you please remember that I was the 
first to tell you so?”

Her mood had changed and she had 
recaptured her usual gaiety.

“There’s a coffee pot boiling over 
somewhere, young lady!” Lee in­
formed her.

“Definitely!” she agreed, sniffing 
the air, " Give me your arm, milord, 
and we’ll see wnat can be done about 
it.

They hurried in and Kit ran to 
the kitchen.

“I don’t see your father around,” 
Lee called to her.

“He went down to Salt Lake City 
to lecture at the University. He’ll be 
home tomorrow evening. .. .Are you 
going on into town?”

“That was my intention,” he an­
swered from the kitchen doorway. “I 
thought I’d take a chance on find­
ing Mother had been brought home. 
I’d like to sec her.”

“She came back yesterday, Lee. I 
was in Powder City in the morning, 
taking Father to the train. I went up 
to the house. Doctor Wilkins was 
there. He asked me not to disturb 
your mother; she was sleeping.”

“What did Doc have to say?” Kit 
had ferseen the question and dread­
ed it. “Does he think she’s any bet­
ter?”

“He refused to be pinned down,” 
she replied, wanting to spare him a 
more honest answer. “You know how 
doctors are.”

Lee wasn’t decieved. “Looks bad, I 
guess. Mother hasn't been well for 
years; it can’t go on much longer.. 
Don’t bother about lunch; a sand­
wich and coffee will do me. If it's 
all right with you, I’ll only stay a 
few minutes now and stop in this 
eveniiig for an hour or two on my 
way home.”

“Why. of course,” Kit said. “You 
go into town now. I’ll be looking for 
you about eight o’clock. I’m making 
a new dress. I'll finish it and be all 
prettied up for you.”

She could never be any prettier 
than she was at the moment. Lee told 
himself.
W®THEN HE arrived in Powder 

City, the bank had closed for 
the day, but his father had not had 
time to reach home. Lee wanted him 
to be there, either to deny or grant 
him permission to enter the house.
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WHi time to kill, he spent half an 
hour in a barbershop. When he came 
out, ho decided to leave his horse at 
th- rack arid walk home.

Morgan and Doc Wilkins sat on 
the porch. They saw Lee coming and 
held a hasty conference. Morg got 
to his feet and disappeared into the 
house.

“Do's th.is mean I’m not going to 
be allowed to see Mother?” Lee in­
quired.

“No, you can see her for a few min­
utes,” Doc informed him. “But sit 
down, Lee; there’s a couple things I 
want to say to you. The time has 
come for plain speaking. I kept the 
truth back from your father as long 
as I could. He knows what the situa­
tion is now, and I think you should 
know. .. .Your mother is not going 
to get well, my boy. What she has 
always called her lumbago long ago 
became a chronic rheumatic fever. 
It’s begun to attack the heart valves. 
When she goes, she’ll go quickly.”

Though he was prepared for bad 
n c w s, Lee winced unashamedly. 
“When, Doc?” he asked grimly.

“A week or two—a month. It won’t 
be long. I think she knows, but you’d 
never guess it. Your mother is a gal­
lant old soul, Lee. I have a nurse for 
her, and I drop in two or three times 
a day. Your father hasn’t said a 
word to Mattie about breaking with 
Jim or the trouble between you and 
Stash. So far as she knows, every­
thing's as it was. I don’t want you to 
let tne cat out of the bag; if we can’t 
do anything else for your mother, we 
can at least give her some peace of 
mind. .. .She’s in her room. You go 
up. I’ll give you a little time. When 
I walk in, that 11 be the signal for you 
to leave.”

Lee found a marked change in his 
mother; she was thinner and her 
cy-'s were overly bright. She tried to 
raise herself for him embrace but 
lacked the strength to do it. The 
nurse left the room, and they talked 
for a few minutes. Mattie refused to 
discuss what she called her “condi­
tion”.

“I know everything possible is be­
ing done fox- me,” she murmured. 
“Your father and the nurse wait on 
me hand and foot. It makes me hap­

py to know you and Stash are get­
ting along together, Lee. Your fath­
er tells me you have dipped some of 
the new cattle. It’ll be wonderful if 
you’ve found a way to prevent tick 
fever. Years ago, when we were liv­
ing at Grass Valley, it seemed that 
every day during July and August 
stock bad to be destroyed.”

This was a safe topic, and Lee 
talked freely.

“You don’t know how proud we arc 
of you,” she told him. “Your father 
often speaks of what you are going 
to accomplish. I don’t say anything 
to him, Lee, but he’s worrying 
about something. There’s lines in his 
face that I didn’t use to see there. I 
wish you’d look after him a little bit 
and try to get him not to work so 
hard at the bank.”

“I’ll speak to him, Mother,” he 
promised.

“And Kit—have you seen her re­
cently?”

“Just a few hours ago. I’m going 
back to the ranch this evening. I’ll 
stop in on my way up. She asked 
about you.”

“She’s a fine girl, Lee. She was 
here yesterday, but the doctor 
wouldn't let her see me. I wish you’d 
ask her to come again. This Spring, 
when the weather was so bad, she 
used to come, and it was just like the 
sunshine came in with her...She’s 
very fond of you, my boy.”

“I’m more than fond of her, Moth­
er. I’m going to ask her to marry 
me as soon as I know how every­
thing’s going to work out.”

“What do you mean—work out?” 
Mattie was quick to ask. “It can’t be 
money—”

“I—I meant how things work out 
with the cattle. I want to prove I 
know what I’m talking about,” He 
realized he had come close to trip­
ping himself.

THE MOMENT stayed with him 
long after he had left town on 
his way north. They might keep his 

mother from knowing how matters 
stood between his father and Stash 
and himself, but surely they never 
could have kept her in the dark if 
Stash had been brought to trial fox­
murder. That knowledge fortified
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Lee in the stand he had taken.
He was aware of the two horse­

man, who had drawn off the road in 
front of the station, sometime before 
he came tip to them. He stiffened in 
the saddle and felt a cold chill of 
alarm run down his cpine on recog­
nizing Duke Rucker and Bill Dent. 
A quick glance at the station revealed 
a horse standing at the rack. Lee 
didn’t have to identify the animal to 
be sure his brother was here.

Duke and Dent threw their broncs 
across the lane, barring the way. 
They expected words from Lee. If 
Stash needed to be warned, an ar­
gument would do it. But believing 
Kit to be in danger snapped all res- 
:raint in Lee. Instead of words, they 
got his gun.

“Get ’em up!’’ he rapped. “This 
thing shoots when you squeeze the 
trigger!”

Rucker and Dent needed a moment 
to shake off their surprise. Slowly, 
they raised their hands. Lee got their 
guns and tossed them off into the 
brush. His face was hard and flat, 
and so was his voice.

“I don’t know what Stash is up to! 
If it’s anything like what I think it 
is. he'll settle with me, and so will 
you lice! I’m going to start count­
ing; if you’re in sight when I reach 
ten, I’ll bust you, so help me Gawd!’’

‘“That .45 looks like the high card 
around here,” Duke growled. “Come 
an, Bill, we’ll drift!”

They jogged down the road and 
Lee drove on to the station and 
flung himself from his horse. The 
door stood open. Stash’s angry voice 
reached him.

“I won’t take that for my answer!” 
Lee heard him insist. “I’m setting on 
top of the heap now, and it wasn’t 
any accident! What do you think I 
been fighting for? I didn’t want mon­
ey just for myself; I wanted it for 
you! There's nothing to the dirty 
talk about me having Laffon knocked 
aff! Why should you believe it? Let 
a few weeks pass and you won’t hear 
no more about it!”

“I don't want to hear anymore!” 
Kit cried. “I told you not to come 
Here again! Take your hands off me, 
Stash!” _

“No, I won’t! I’m going to make

you listen to me!”
Something in Kit's eyes swung 

him around. Lee stood in the door­
way. tall and wide, his face lean and 
rocky. Stash's lip curled a way from 
his teeth in a wolfish snarl.

"So it was you she’s all dolled up 
for!” Stash took one step to his 
right and his hand dropped like a 
plummet. “We’ll settle "this right 
now!”

The red fury of Lee's gun stopped 
him, the slug slapping into Stash's 
left shoulder and half turning him 
around. In the low-ceilinged room, 
the shot roared like thunder. The 
night wind caught the trailing blue 
smoke and whisked it out of the 
room.

Kit didn’t scream. Her face white 
beneath its tan and make-up, she 
stood there, not moving until Lee 
spoke to her.

“Unbuckle his gun-belt and let it 
drop on the floor. I ought to kill 
him. If he moves a finger, I shall!”

STASH kept his eyes on Lee, 
watching him like a hawk. A 

widening crimson circle began to 
stain his shirt. This was the second 
time in less than a week that he had 
stopped a bullet. He didn't know how 
his brother had got past Rucker and 
Dent, but he wondered about it and 
swore to himself they'd answer for it.

Lee kicked gun and belt aside.
"You’ve got a horse outside,” he 

said. "Get on it and get away from 
here. If you ever try to molest Kit 
again. I’ll come after you and hell 
won't be big enough to hide you. 
Start loping!”

Stash managed a sneer that a stage 
villain would have envied. “You’re 
making a mistake, letting me go! I’ll 
get you for this, and that’s for sure!” 

“If you come after me, come your­
self,” Lee fired back. “Don’t send Six­
to Guerra.”

Stash was swaggering to the door, 
It stopped him in his tracks to have 
Guerra’s name thrown at him.

“I know—you don't have to ask," 
Lee ground out. "And I’m not the 
only one who knows. For Mother’s 
sake, I broke with Dad; it wasn’t to 
spare you. She’s dying. Do anything 
to shan^ her before she goes, and
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you're a dead rat! Now git!"
Stash’s mouth had lost its scornful 

grin. He forgot all about the pain in 
his shoulder as he stared at Lee. 
This, he realized, was not the same 
gently, self-effacing younger broth­
er whom he had always held in ut­
ter contempt. With respect born of 
fear, he reached Ms horse and spurred 
a way.

His going released Kit from her 
spell and she flung herself into Lee’s 
arms and buried her head on his 
shoulder.

'' JVI. y <1« a r! M y d e a r!" she cried. 
"I’m so frightened ■”

"Don’t be,” Lee implored, drawing 
her chose. "He won’t bother you 
ayran. Stash knows where he stands 
with me.”

"Darling, he knows too much!" Kit 
inswted. "I can surmise what this 
mcii Guerra is and what use Stash 
made of him. You shouldn't have told 
Mm. Lee; he'll kill you if he can!”

"No, Kit, I didn't ray too much; I 
threw a scare into St.r»h that’ll make 
him toe the line. He knows he’s on 
shaky ground, afraid to ride alone 
at. night. You leave the worrying to 
me.”

He tilted her herd and gazed at 
her fondly.

"Lee!" she whispered, her arms 
stealing about his neck. "Kiss me, 
darling, and tell me you love me!”

He drew her closer and Ms bps 
found hers. The seconds slipped away 
unnoticed as she yielded to his ca­
resses.

"To say I love you isn’t enough.” 
be murmured. "Seems as though you 
were a part of me—a part that's al­
ways been missing. I couldn't go on 
living without you. I told Mother 
this afternoon I was going to ask you 
to n-arry me. I’m asking you now, 
v ' 1 I. 1 >ow this is not your country. 
Life isn’t so easy out here. But I'll

n it up to you some way...Will 
you be my wife. Kit?”

Siie smiled at him with misty eves. 
“Lae, I know you would ask me some 
day; and I knew what my answer 
would be...My place is with you, 
here or anywhere!"

WEfAPPY as they were they could 
JELDL not erase the violent scene with

Stash from their minds. Lee stayed 
on and on until it was almost mid­
night. and still six hours of riding 
ahead of him. Loath as she was to 
have to leave, Kit finally insisted it 
was time far him to go.

"Breakfast will be over before you 
get home,” she told him. "And I pre­
sume you have a busy day ahead of 
you.”

Lee laughed. "I’m so deliriously 
happy I'm not even thmking about 
tomorrow. But I’ll go; I know you’ve 
got to be in town in the morning to 
meet your father. I don’t expect him 
to be too happy about our plans. It’s 
going to leave him alone. Kit."

Tncy decided that during the lull 
in September, when the Summer’s 
work was done and before prepara­
tions for the round-up began, they 
would be married.

"Dad will take it in stride, as he 
does everything else," the declared. 
"If we’re going to ILr at Grass Val­
ley, I’ll come down one:; a week and 
catch i.p on my work for him; and 
we can visit back and forth. While 
I’m in town tomorrow. I’ll see your 
mother. I’ll remember what you told 
me and be careful net to disillusion

They stepped out together. Lee had 
Stash’s gun in his holster. He had 
given Kit his own. She bad been re­
luctant to take it. lie referred to it 
as he was leaving.

"If I thought you were ever to have 
need of it, I wouldn’t leave you here 
alone. But keep it handy; it’s always 
a comfortable feeling to have a lit­
tle insurance."

He bent down from the saddle and 
getting an arm around her waist, 
lifted her up beside him and kissed 
her good night. Then, without look­
ing track, he hurried off into the 
night.

^13^

O
RETT HAD no difficulty in 
registering the new J Bar B 
brand. On being notified that 
his request had been granted, he in­

serted the required legal notice ne­
cessary to establish his ownership of
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it in the Powder City Gazette. All 
other persons were forbidden under 
penalty of law to use the brand on 
livestock within the limits of the 
State of Wvoming.

Several days later, the Gazette 
printed a similar notice, announcing 
that the Cameron Cattle Company 
had registered and was now the sole 
owner of the Three C (3C) brand.

It marked the beginning of long, 
busy days at Grass Valley. Tiny Du- 
prez, who doubled as the ranch black­
smith, had hammered out a number 
of the new irons. To speed the work, 
the round-up wagon was sent out 
with the crew and they worked from 
it instead of returning to the house 
at night. Over at Deep Springs Bill 
Morrow was similarly engaged.

Lee took it for granted that the 
various Cameron ranches were equal­
ly busy with the rebranding. Ten 
days passed in which he neither 
heard now saw anything of Stash. 
Uis brother was keeping his distance 
from Kit too. By riding most of the 
night. Lee got down to spend an hour 
with her on two occasions. Ue chose 
to believe it wasn’t only the press of 
work that was responsible for Stash’s 
avoidance of further trouble.

“If he’s wise, he'll continue to 
watch his step,” Lee told Jim one 
evening as they sat in the dining 
room at Grass Valley. “I guess he’s 
smart enough to realize people have 
short memories. When 1 came 
through Deop Springs this afternoon. 
I stopped at the post office for a few 
minutes. I talked to Vangie Edwards 
and a couni.e other people, Ben La- 
fcon’s name wasn't even mentioned. 
I see by the Gazette that Effingham 
has railed o T his invest-, git:on ana 
given un on the case. Lenh Ciosm 
and the Tumble L crew we the only 
ones who aren’t forgetting.”

“Gibson wiii never tor yet: he isn’t 
built that way,” Brett mmerved. “A 
little hot-headed, but a good man 
Neph. The last time I was in town, I 
saw Guerra strutting up the street.” 
He shook his head regretfully. “See­
ing him go unpunished is a hard pill 
for me to swallow! But there's one

thing about murder: time doesn’t out­
law it... Don’t misunderstand me,” 
he added quickly, seeing Lee’s head 
go up. “I’m not thinking of backing 
cut of my bargain. But I’d like to 
see that miserable little rat strung up 
by his neck!”

“So would I! It burns me when I 
think about it.” Lee turned away and 
they said no more.

Another week saw the rebranding 
finished. The days continued to grow 
longer. The sun swung even higher 
and the winds that blew out of the 
southwest were hot and withering. 
The dry air lapped up every trace of 
moisture. During the middle of the 
day, tiny Grass Creek almost ceased 
to flow, so great was the evaporation. 
The crew slept in iron beds. To es­
cape the stifling heat of the bunk­
house, they carried their beds out­
side and slept in the yard.

“It’s a hot spell, all right,” Reb ob­
served one morning as he and Lee 
stood watching the dust devils whirl­
ing over the flat where the old corral 
had stood. “Reckon if we’re goin’ to 
have some sick stock on our hands 
we’ll know it in a few days now,”

“It’ll be the test,” Lee agreed. He 
had put a small bunch of homebred 
cows through the dipping trough and 
placed them on the south range with 
the imported stock. “I don’t expect 
to sail through without losing some 
stuff. But no matter how bad things 
get, vou won’t see any cows on the 
south range coming down with the 
fever. Dinning some of cur own year­
lings and nutting them down there 
was an experiment. I knew I was put- 
Vng mv neck cut when I made it. 
I'm willing to stand or fall on how it 
turns .-1.”

He saw Th and his mother over the 
week-end. Hattie was steadily losing 
ground. T’w signs were so unmistak­
able that it was unnecessary for Doc 
Wilkins to confirm the fact.

¥ EE CAUGHT a glimpse of his 
ALd father, heavy-footed and looking 
older than his years, crossing the liv­
ing room and locking himself up in 
what he called “the library”. (Save
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for several subscription sets, given 
away as premiums by a national week­
ly magazine, it was a library without 
books.)

On returning to the ranch, Lee 
found Brett and Reb waiting for him. 
The latter had two cows, both natives, 
penned up in the lower corral.

“They’re showin’ all the symptoms 
of tick fever,” said Reb. “Top and 
Tiny picked them up on Buckshot 
Crick and put a rope on ’em and 
brought ’em in.”

Lee went down to the corral at 
once. The cows felt hot. Their heads 
drooned. They would drink but 
wouldn't eat. They stood with backs 
humped, dull-eyed and not even in­
terested in swishing their tails at the 
flies. Lee pronounced it Texas fever. 
He turned back the hair. Wherever 
he looked, he found young ticks, and 
only young ticks. These babies were 
the assassins. He looked further, try­
ing to find adult ticks, especially old, 
bloated females. They were not there. 
It established a set of indisputable 
facts in his mind.

“The ticks on these cows are a car­
ry-over from last year,” he told Brett 
and Reb. “It stands to reason that 
most of the tick eggs that are still 
unmatched when the cold weather 
comes are winter killed. Otherwise, 
the hordes of ticks we’d have today 
would have killed off all livestock a 
long time ago. Some of the eggs sur­
vive and hatch out when the spring 
sun gets warm. It isn’t long before 
they’re crawling up some cow’s leg. 
That was the case here. I’d take an 
oath that these animals were perfect­
ly healthy up to three weeks ago.”

“I’ll take your word for all that,” 
said. Tim. “These cows are sick. What 
I want to know is—can we save 
them?” .

“I can tell you what our chances 
will be after I’ve examined their 
blood. I’ll take some samples right 
away. And whatever you do, Reb, 
don’t put any healthy stock in this 
corral. We’ll have more sick cows. 
Pen them up in here. I’ll keep the 
ground sprayed. I’m afraid we’ll find 
some stock so sick it can’t be moved.

In that case it’ll be too late to do 
anything. We’ll have to destroy it 
and bury the carcasses.”

Under the microscope, the blood 
smears failed to reveal any wrecked 
corpuscles as yet. He looked at half 
a dozen smears before he was satis­
fied that the punched out holes he 
had feared to find were not there. It 
was in those holes that the living mi­
crobe inevitably appeared.

HE AND Reb personally dipped 
the two cov/s and dragged them 

back to the corral. He knew they’d 
lose weight rapidly and apparently go 
from bad to worse for ten days. If 
they were alive then, they'd get well.

The two animals in the quarantined 
corral were joined by others. At one 
time, there were over thirty fever- 
ridden cows penned up there. Several 
had to be shot. Out on the range, 
others were destroyed. But the per­
centage remained favorable: of the 
cattle that were stricken, five sur­
vived for every one that had to be 
killed.

“It’s bad,” Jim confided to Lee, 
“but nothing to compare with what 
it’s been other years. It's the same 
story at Deep Springs. Bill swears 
that the dipping and segregating the 
new stock did the trick. I've got to 
agree with him. Lee. That stuff on 
our south range is as fat and sassy as 
can be.”

“No ticks down there, Uncle Jim.” 
The fight wasn’t over, but Lee knew 
he had won it and he was too elated 
to make any attempt to conceal the 
fact.

“Next year we dip every head of 
stock on the two ranches,” said Jim. 
“That’s how much you’ve convinced 
me. What’ll be the best time to do 
it?”

“In the Spring, right after the calf 
gather. It wouldn’t hurt to dip the 
stuff late this fall and again in May. 
We could face the hot weather then 
knowing we didn’t have a square foot 
of dangerous range. Once the tanks 
are in, the expense is slight. You nev­
er trim down your crew after the
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round-up. Labor wouldn’t be a prob­
lem.”

'.ii wanted a tank built at the Deep 
Springs ranch similar to the one they 
had at Grass Valley. If work was not 
begun on it until after the round-up, 
he doubted that it could be completed 
in time to carry out the program Lee 
suggested.

“The snow flies early in this coun­
try. We don’t want to get caught. I 
can have the material on hand most 
any time. But you’re going to be 
away for a couple weeks next month, 
when things slack off. I’d like to 
have you superintend the job.”

“Bill Morrow can handle it as well 
as I,” Lee argued. “About all I did 
was draw the plans. We’ll be going 
to Deep Springs in a day or two. We 
can take the plans along and talk 
things over with Bill.”

“All right!” Brett agreed, after- 
some deliberation. “Seems you always 
get your way with me and it always 
turns out to be the right way. Make 
out a list of the material we’ll need.”

News of the success the J Bar B 
ranches were having in combatting 
the annual fever epidemic travelled 
far and wide. It brought Charlie Ed­
wards and Pete Hoffman to Grass 
Valley one morning. They were there 
to seek Lee’s advice and help. Their 
herds were being ravaged.

“It’s worse this year than last,” 
Pete declared. “It’s hit all of us 
around the Springs. From what I 
hear, it’s worse than bad up above at 
Twin Buttes and Ruby Lake. At 
least it’s bad enough to bring your 
old man up there.”

“Is that so?” Lee remarked, recall­
ing the derision with which his broth­
er had greeted everything he had to 
say on the subject. Evidently, Stash 
wasn’t laughing so loud now. “Do you 
know what they’re doing about it, 
Pete ?”

“Young Oatwine, the forest ranger, 
came clown from the Reserve day be­
fore yesterday. He told me they’d 
damned up that little crick by the 
house and dumped in a barrel of 
sheep dip and were drivin’ stock back 
and forth acrost it. But the dam was

leakin’ like hell and your old man 
was runnin' the crew ragged tryin' to 
git them to keep the holes plugged 
up. I ain’t heard what they're doin’ 
at Ruby Lake. Shoctin’ stock, I reck­
on, same as we been doin’. Ain't 
there some serum wc can shoot into 
the cattle to keep this thing from 
spreadin’?”

W EE SHOOK his head. “You could 
pump them full of dope and it 

wouldn’t do a bit of good. As Jim 
and everyone on this ranch have 
heard me say so often, the ^ever mi­
crobe is in the blood, break;ng down 
the cells and turning the blood to 
water. You’ve got to kill the ticks 
before they have time to shoot those 
bugs into a cow. Dipping is the only 
way it can be done.”

“But you can wait so long that even 
dipping is useless,” Brett asserted. 
“I’ve had that proved to me.”

“You make it sound hopeless, Jim,” 
Edwards declared soberly. “We came 
over, thinkin’ Lee might be able to 
suggest somethin’. It’s terrible to 
have to stand by like this, doin’ 
nothin’ ” ’

“You’re bound to lose more stock,” 
said Lee. “On the other hand, it’s nev­
er too late to dip healthy cattle. 
We’ve got a makeshift tank at the 
Deep Springs ranch that we won’t be 
using again; we’re going to put in a 
permanent one this fall. I’m sure Jim 
will let you have the one that there's 
now. It’ll serve the purpose. It can 
be knocked down quickly and put up 
some place where all of you can use 
it.”

Brett agreed readily to this, and 
Lee said he’d be on hand to mix the 
dip.

“Don’t lose an hour if you can save 
it," he told them. “And when you're 
got the tank set up, keep it in opera­
tion day and night until you’re fin­
ished. I know you all have some win­
ter range. No matter how it pinches 
you later on, you’ve got to use it now. 
Dip a bunch of cows and put them 
on it at once; don’t wait till you’ve 
run all your stock through the tank.”

Edwards and Hoffman didn’t relish
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the thought of using their winter 
range in early August. But this was 
an emergency, and Lee had given 
them a ray of hope. They voiced 
their appreciation and thanked Brett 
for his generosity.

Before the week was out, the trans­
planted tank was going full blast, 
twenty-four hours a day. It wasn’t 
long thereafter before the Herculean 
task began to pay dividends. A break 
in the weather helped matters.

Lee arose one morning to find that 
the wind had swung around to the 
north. It v-’as a good sign, and at 
breakfast, he didn’t hesitate to proph­
ecy that the peak of the epidemic had 
passed.

Reports reaching Grass Valley soon 
bore this out. The Cameron ranches 
had been hit hardest of all. Lee didn’t 
gloat over the fact; it was no satis­
faction to him to know his father 
had lost so heavily. As far as Stash 
was concerned, Lee felt completely 
vindicated.

The irony of ths situation b.t 
deeply into Morgan Cameron. His 
son bad come heme, equipped with 
knowledge acquired at his expense, 
and every stockman on the range had 
benefited by it but himself.

CUSTOMERS at the bank found 
Morg a dour, brooding man. 

shorter of speech and temper than 
ever. Only to old Stony did he un­
burden his mind. The ever-faithful 
Stony often sat with him in his of­
fice after the bank closed, adversity 
only bringing them closer together.

Stonv came in one afternoon with 
seme news. Sixto Guerra had just 
left town to join the crew at 3 C’s 
Ruby Lake ranch. Morg blew up im­
mediately.

“What’s Stash thinking cf, taking 
on that little blackleg?"

“It’s no mcre’n he’s been doin’ for 
weeks,” Stony replied. He was in­
censed too. “He’s let good men go and 
replaced ’em with range scum that 
Jim Brett wouldn’t vzaste spit on. 
Yuh tell me he ain’t to be trusted, 
yet yuh string along with him. I 
don’t know why.”

“Because I’m stuck with him!” 
Morg had been at some pains to learn 
the meaning of the gunshot wound in­
Stash’s shoulder, and while Kit had 
been reluctant to speak frankly, his 
imagination had filled in the gaps 
between her story and what he got 
cut of Stash. “Loe should have killed 
him instead of just winging him! I 
wouldn’t give the tip of .Lee’s finger 
for the whole of that pig-headed ass!”

“If yuh won’t turn him adrift and 
pit shet of him, what yuh goin’ to 
do?”

“I'm going to clip his wings! I’ll 
take time away from the bank and 
see for myself how things are being 
run out on the range!”

Stony shook his head. “Yuh can't 
do that, Morg; Mattie'd smell a rat 
in a minute if yuh was away from 
town for two, three days at a time. 
Before yuh was through, yuh’d have 
to tell her ever’thin'.”

It was true, and Morg didn’t even 
attempt to deny it. But be refused 
to consider himself completely im­
potent. With a flash of Ins old 
authority, he ordered Stony to start 
for Ruby Lake at once.

“If Stash ain’t there, you keen on 
going till you catch up with him! 
Tell him I want him here as quick 
as he can come! No excuses, Stony! 
He’s to drop whatever he's doing and 
head for town! I’ll put him on a 
short rein or know why!”

Stonv left the bank, grumbling to 
himself. Fer almost the first time in 
his life he found his convictions run­
ning counter to Morgan Cameron’s 
expressed word. “Bringin’ Stash in 
for another dressin’ down won’t do 
no good! He ain’t hirin’ mon like 
Guerra to work cattle! He’s got 
somethin’ else up his sleeve that'll 
make more trouble for his father!”

The faithful Stony spat cut an 
oath.

“By grab, it’s too damned bad he 
wa'n’t drownded the day he was 
born!”

A thought lodged in his mind that 
he had contemplated before. It was 
nothing less than that he take it upon 
himself to stop Stash. He scowled
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over it, his eyes dark and obscure in 
his grizzled face. He knew there was 
a limit beyond which he’d permit no 
one to hurt Morg Cameron. Stash was 
edging close to that invisible dead­
line. It might become necessary to 
kill him.

Stony considered it at length and 
without a trace of compunction. 
"That would be one way to handle 
it—mebbe the best way,” he decided. 
"He won’t have to step over the line 
—jest tech it!”

He had to go all the way to Iron 
Point to find Stash. He was back in 
town with him two mornings later, 
only to learn that still another calam­
ity had befallen Morgan Cameron 
and that the purpose for which Stash 
had been brought in had given way 
to one of quite another nature.

"W^EWS OF what had happened 
Xreached Grass Valley in the 
middle of the afternoon. Lee was in 
the yard, about to mount and ride to 
Buckshot Creek to inspect some cows, 
when he saw a horseman moving up 
the road at a swinging gallop. Ar- 
icsted by the haste of this unknown 
rider, he waited for him to pull in. 
To his amazement, he saw it was Kit. 
He ran to her as she reined up, anxi­
ety whipping through him.

“Stash?” he questioned tensely, his 
first thought being that his brother 
had visited the station again and mo­
lested her in some way.

Kit shook her head sadly. “No, 
Lee, it’s your mother. She passed 
awav just after midnight.”

Though it was no less than he had 
expected would happen, it shook him 
io learn that his mother was actually 
gone.

Kit got down and put her arms 
around Pirn. “I know you loved her, 
Tee. So did I. She just went Io sleep: 
that was all... Your father wanted 
you to know.”

“And he had to ask you to make 
this long ride? It’s tough enough 
for a man.”

“I didn’t come alone. Stony’s down 
the read at your line. Your father 
sent him, but he warned him that he

wasn’t to set foot on this ranch. 
When Stony stopped at the station to 
give me the news and I heard what 
his instructions were, I saddled my 
horse and came along. The funeral 
will be held tomorrow afternoon at 
two. When will you be in, Lee?”

“I’ll g° back with you and Stony. 
You’ll want to rest an hour.”

“No, I’m not tired. I thought I'd 
get back to town as soon as I could 
and go up to the house. Someone has 
to take charge of things there. People 
will be coming in every few minutes. 
Your father won’t be able to look 
after everything.”

“Where’s Stash?”
“He got in this morning. He'll be 

no help at all.”
“He isn’t likely to be,” said Lee. 

“Give me a few minutes to change. 
I’ll leave word for Jim: he’ll want 
to attend the funeral... I’d ask you 
to come in. Kit, but there isn’t a com­
fortable chair in the house. You’re 
sure you won’t have some coffee and 
a bite to eat?”

“No, just some water. I’ll get it at 
the pump.’ She gave him a tender, 
affectionate smile. “I know this is 
a blow to you. Don’t take it too hard, 
dear! I’ll always remember how hap­
py your mother was when I told her 
we were to be married.”

IBT EE STEADIED himself. “I'm 
glad she knew. I realize this is 

something I’ve got to get used to. 
1’11 be all right when I’ve had time 
to pull myself together. You make 
yourself at home, Kit: I’ll be just a 
few minutes.”

Though it was nearing midnight 
when they reached town, a number of 
people were still at the house. It was 
the custom in Powder City to sit up 
with the dead. In the rear, at the en­
trance to the barn, someone was pac­
ing back and forth, his cigarette 
glowing in the darkness. Lee looked 
closer and saw it was Stash.

Turning the horses over to Stony, 
Lee and Kit entered the house by 
the side porch. Doc Wilkins met 
them at the doer. They spoke for a 
minute. Kit told him she was there
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to stay until the funeral was over.
“We certainly need someone to help 

out," said Doc.” I had Miss Hoskins 
stay on. Your Aunt Min and Aunt 
Rose arrived from Rawlins late this 
afternoon, Lee. They’re both elderly, 
and they went to pieces. I was glad 
I had a nurse here. She's had her 
hands full all day.”

“What about Father?” Lee asked.
“I took him upstairs a couple hours 

ago and ordered him to bed. He’s 
dropped off to sleep. The bouse is 
filled up, Kit. I’m afraid you’ll have 
tc share a room with Miss Hoskins.” 
He glanced at Lee. “I suppose you’ll 
want to go to the hotel."

“Naturally,” was the clipped an­
swer. “I want you to go out to the 
kitchen, Kit, and fix yourself some­
thing to eat before you do anything 
else. I’ll see you before I leave.”

The hour that followed was an un- 
liappy one for him. made doubly so 
by the teais and lamentations of his 
mother's sisters, who were almost 
strangers to him, and the expressions 
of sympathy from the others present. 
He knew the latter were well meant, 
but he would have preferred to sit 
there alone with Mattie. Kit was fi­
nally able to rescue him.

“I know you want to be by your­
self,” said she. “And you need some 
rest. I’ll look after your father, Lee. 
If he should ask to see you, what 
shall I tell him?”

“No,” he replied, his mouth hard, 
“that won’t happen. If you knew him 
as well as I do you wouldn’t even 
suggest it as a possibility. Father 
won’t unbend. He'll draw back into 
his shell further than ever now.”

That the passing of Mattie Cam­
eron would or would not heal the 
breach between Morg and Lee was a 
topic of wide speculation in Powder 
Citv, some holding it would, with the 
majority taking the opposite view.

When the services at the church 
were concluded and the mourners 
formed a procession to follow the cas­
ket to the cemetery, any doubt of the 
outcome quicky vanished. Stash 
walked with his father. Behind them 
came Mattie’s sisters and other dis­

tant relatives. Far back, and definite­
ly ignored, came Lee, with Kit at his 
side. Half a hundred others fell into 
line haphazardly. Few noticed that 
Jim Brett and old Stony had paired 
off.

It was not without some embar­
rassment that Jim and Stony found 
themselves together. Scarcely a word 
passed between them until they were 
at the grave.

“Mattie was a good woman,” Stony 
observed, his grim visage rockier 
than ever.

“She was,” Jim agreed. “Morgan 
will miss her. I hate to see him left 
alone like this.”

There was no rancor in his tone. 
Stony was surprised no little.

“Yuh bear him no grudge, Jim?” 
“No,” Brett replied. “The settle­

ment the lawyers reached was satis­
factory to me.”

“I wa’n’t speakin’ of money. Be­
hind his back, things has been done 
in his name that's turned a lot of 
folks ag’in him. I figgered yuh was 
one of ’em.”

“That’s not the case, Stony. A cer­
tain party used to have me in the 
same fix he’s got Morgan in. You 
know where to lay the blame, and so 
do I.”

Stony nodded grimly. Across the 
crowd, his narrowed eyes fastened on 
Stash. “The rotten, wuthless skunk! 
One of these days, someone oughta 
step out and finish him off!”

“Someone will,” Jim said quietly.
The old man swung around and 

eyed him suspiciously, afraid lest he 
had given himself away. “What makes 
yuh so sure?”

“A lot of things changed when 
Mattie died... A lot of things, 
Stony!”

14
B

ACK AT Grass Valley Brett 
said nothing to Lee about com­
ing forward with the evidence 
they had against Guerra and Stash. 

It would be better, he decided, to 
give Lee a chance to bring it up him-
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self, or at least to wait until time had 
dulled the shock of losing his mother.

Another matter came up at 
once to engage their attention. 
It concerned the Tumble L, and 
it brought Edwards and Hoffman 
to Grass Valley again. This time, 
they had Comerford with them. 
Lafoon’s will had been probated. 
His sister was the sole heir, and 
she was offering the ranch for 
sale, either stocked or without 
cattle.

“The three of us would like to buy 
it,” said Edwards, “but we haven’t 
enough cash to swing the deal. We 
won’t ask Morg Cameron for a loan. 
We know what his answer would be 
if we did. Would you be interested 
in buying a slice of the ranch? That’s 
good range below Buckshot Crick. 
You’re familiar with it.”

“I might be interested.” Jim was 
hard put to conceal his eager­
ness. Years before he had made 
Lafoon an offer for the range, 
he had forseen the necessity of 
acquiring it if Grass Valley was 
to realize its full worth. The 
quarrel that had ensued, ending 
in the death of Lafoon, had left 
him believing his chance of get­
ting it was gone forever. He 
knew Tumble L would be sold 
some day and had taken it for 
granted that it would go as a 
whole.

“The price is right,” Comerford 
stated. “We’ve got the figgers here 
and a map of how we aim to split 
things up. If you’ll take the three 
thousand acres below Buckshot, we’ll 
whack up the rest between us.”

“What about the cattle?” Lee in­
quired. “You buying the bare ranch?”

“That’s somethin’ else to consi­
der,” said Pete. “Neph brought the 
stuff through in purty good shape. 
Lost about seventy head, he says. 
What’s left is good Hereford stock. 
Ben was always buyin' good breeding 
cattle. Between the three of us, we 
can dig up money enough to take fif­
teen hundred head, if the price is 
what we figger it should be. We ain’t 
talked that over with Mrs. Henley 
If we took fifteen hundred, it’d leave

about as many more for you to take 
over. Is that too many for you?”

“No, not if I buy more range. Let 
me look at these figures a minute and 
see how the lines would run if we 
cut up the ranch.”

He retired to Lee’s room, and the 
latter got what additional informa­
tion he could from the Deep Springs 
men. Without warning, the conversa­
tion took a surprising turn.

“You saved the day for us, Lee,” 
little Pete Hoffman declared, “and we 
ain’t fergittin’ it. We ain’t fergittin’ 
yore brother neither. He’s been gath­
erin’ a crew at Ruby Lake that’s all 
gun-slingers and the worst riff-raff 
you ever laid eyes on. We figger he’s 
lookin’ ahead to the Fall drive and 
intends to come bustin’ through us 
with his beef.”

“I don’t know what else it could 
mean.” Edwards declared. “If that’s 
his plan, he’ll find us ready for him.”

Lee had no solution to offer. “I 
don’t pretend to know what Stash 
has on his mind. But if this deal goes 
through, we’ll have some range east 
of Dutchman’s Creek that he’d have 
to cross.”

“I’d thought of it,” Edwards told 
him. “Where will you and Jim stand 
on a proposition like that?”

Brett was in time to catch the ques­
tion and the matter had to be gone 
over a second time.

“I can give you our answer,” Jim 
announced promptly. “Nobody’s driv­
ing through our fence without per­
mission. We’ll fight him shoulder to 
shoulder with you.... To get back to 
these papers. Everything looks all 
right to me. Is this Mrs. Henley at 
the Tumble L house now?”

Pete said yes. “She’s anxious to git 
back to Cheyenne.”

“Then I suggest that we ride over 
and have a talk with her. On account 
of the fever epidemic, stock is short 
in this country. She majr feel she can 
get more if she sells her cattle at 
auction. We’ll have to convince she’ll 
do better to come to terms with us. 
We can close the deal this morning 
if she’s agreeable. We’ll have a look 
at the stock before any money is 
passed to bind the sale.”
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THEY WERE able to make a sat­
isfactory arrangement with Ben’s 
sister, and the terms having been 

agreed on, Lee and Brett and the 
Deep Springs men were piloted over 
the Tumble L by Neph Gibson. 
They were pleased with what they 
saw. It left nothing to do but return 
to the house and bind the deal with 
some cash and arrange to meet Mrs. 
Henley in Powder City the next day 
to have a lawyer draw the necessary 
papers and file the deeds.

Neph didn’t like the way things 
had gone, and he made no bones 
about it. “I figgered when the place 
was sold. I’d go with it,” he said to 
Brett and Lee. “I can start lookin’ 
for a job now.”

“You’ve got a job with me, and at 
top wages, if you’ll take it.” Jim re­
plied. “I’ve had my eye on you for 
years, Neph.”

Gibson’s forlorn look vanished in 
a twinkling.

“I’m doggoned if it ain't nice of 
you to say that, Jim,” he declared. “If 
you mean it, I’m you; ruin.”

“I always try to r :r i what I say,” 
said Brett. “You k . ^ -- t crew on 
till the first of the : nth. There’ll 
be considerable work to be done. You 
can straw-boss the job. After we get 
the stock parcelled out, it’ll have to 
be rebranded. I’ll have Reb send you 
over some men to give you a lift with 
that. In the meantime, I’ll send a wag­
on and fencing gang out to string 
wire between our new southeast cor­
ner and Edwards’ line.”

“That’ll close the road about a mile 
and a half east of the Dutchman’s 
Creek crossing!” Lee declared, frank­
ly surprised. “Is that your intention, 
Uncle Jim?”

“It will close it legally. We’ll have 
between nine hundred and a thousand 
acres of fairly good graze below the 
toad. It will be worthless to us if it 
isn’t fenced in. VZe can’t have stock 
drifting all over Kingdom Come. 
You may not know it, but when the 
county laid out that road it bought 
and condemned a right-of-way only 
as far as Dutchman’s Creek; the 
roundabout road through Greely’s

Knob was supposed to serve the Deep 
Springs area. We’ll put in a gate, 
same as Edwards did, and alloy/ the 
road to be used; but it will be with 
cur permission. I talked it over with 
Hoffman and Comerford and him. 
They agreed it was the thing for us 
to do.”

Though the sale of the Tumble L 
ranch caused no excitement in Pow­
der City, it did not go unnoticed by 
Morgan Cameron. He knew its new 
range and water rights would come 
close to doubling the earnings of 
Grass Valley. It irked him for a num­
ber of reasons, but principally be­
cause it had not come to pass in the 
days of Brett-Cameron. If it had, 
there would have been a different 
story to tell today.

BEFORE THE fence that was to 
close the Dutchman’s Creek 

road was completed. Morg heard 
about it. It stirred him to action. 
Lee's activity on behalf of the Deep 
Springs stockmen during the fever 
epidemic and the manner in wnich 
the Tumble L sale had been handled 
were proof enough that the Br^tt 
forces and the cowmen for whom Ed­
wards and Hoffman spoke had closed 
ranks and were prepared to stand to­
gether. Here was further proof of it.

Morg took the closing of the road 
as aimed, primarily, at him. It meant 
further strife, very likely bloodshed. 
He told himself he had had enough 
cf fighting and incessant controversy. 
He brooded over it all evening as he 
sat in his office. Of late, he had 
been spending his evenings at the 
bank, feeling less lonely there than 
at home.

A way to avoid hostilities and open 
the road occurred to him. He didn’t 
question his ability to force it 
through.

“I’ll be misunderstood and abused 
worse than ever for it,” he mused. 
“But it will be for the good of every­
body, and they’ll realize it some day. 
1’11 send word to the Dog Iron in the 
morning and tell Hutton to call a spe­
cial meeting of the county commis­
sioners.”
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That meeting was held behind 
locked doors, and it was a noisy, tur­
bulent session. At its conclusion, an 
announcement was forthcoming that 
caused consternation when it reached 
Deep Springs. Brett and Lee were 
summoned from Grass Valley. When 
they arrived at Edwards' house, they 
found a score of cowmen gathered 
there.

“Jim, you’ve heard the news by 
now,” Edwards said without pream­
ble. “What are we goin’ to do to stop 
it?”

"I don’t know,” Brett answered 
honestly. “Eve thought about it all 
morning. If the county wants to 
build a road from the creek to the 
Buttes, it's got the authority to do 
it. If we refuse to sell the land, it’ll 
be condemned. By one means or an­
other, they’ll get a right-of-way.”

“We been sold out!” Pete raged. 
“This is Morg Cameron’s work! He’s 
got Hutton and the majority of the 
commissioners in the hollow of his 
hand! We was a pack of damned 
fools, fingerin' it was just Stash we 
was fightin'! This proves he’s got 
the okl man behind him!”

“That’s the way I see it,” Dan Com­
erford snoke up. “If this wasn’t 
Morg's idea, then he was talked into 
it bv Stash 1 ”

“I’m afraid that’s true,” Brett was 
compelled to acknowledge. “The com­
missioners didn't take this action on 
their own book. Beginning work at 
once gives the whole business an 
uglv look.”

“I don’t care how soon they start 
or how man}? men they put on the 
job. they won’t build that road be­
tween now and the time snow flies,” 
Comerford asserted.

“’Course they won’t—and thev 
don’t intend to!” Pete burst out wicn 
the vehemence that always cbaracter- 
i ted anvthing he had to say when te- 
citcd. “Thcv’ll survey it and pit the 
stakes in! That’ll do the trick: the 
toad will be laid out, and when Twin 
Buttes and Ruby Lake and Kelly 
Crick get their beef cut ready, you’ll 
see ’em drivin’ right clown through 
us! And ’cordin’ to law, they’ll have

the right to do it!”
“Pull up the stakes as fast as they 

put ’em in the ground!” someone 
shouted from the back of the room. 
“That’ll spike Morg Cameron's rot­
ten game!”

TO HEAR his father accused of 
such skullduggery and political 
corruption made Lee’s blood run cold. 

And yet, the evidence against him 
was such that he could not honestly 
tell these men they were mistaken. 
On the other hand, he couldn't sit 
there and say nothing. He got to his 
feet and fa'ced them.

"You just heard Jeff Henry say 
the way to beat this proposition is to 
pull up the stakes. We could get away 
with that for a day or two, then the 
sheriff would move in with a bunch 
of deputies and we’d be stopped cold. 
I don’t know what we can do, but 
that certainly isn’t the way to begin. 
I realize as well as you do that this 
decision to build a road due east from 
the crossing to Twin Buttes has my 
father’s Iv"'iw . I’m not trying to 
make eve- : ? • i or him nor suggest­
ing that th: c w.missioners were just­
ified in taking this action, but the 
explanation they give has some truth 
in it. Maybe it’s only the sugar-coat­
ing to make the pill taste better. It’s 
a fact, though, that for years the 
Deep Springs district has been cry­
ing that the county was neglecting 
it. It’s an old story that the road 
around by Greely’s Knob takes half 
a day longer to reach town than it 
should; that snow closes it for weeks 
at a time every winter. Those things 
are poinp to Be raked up and used to 
turn sentiment throughout the coun­
ty a'-m’vt us. If that succeeds, we 
won't i/0 WH to block the bunding of 
:'’io new rood for lorn", no matter 
v.’wt we do.”

Pete was on rd; feet irw'pntly. “We 
ain't ag’in the idea cf a new road! 
It’s where they're puttin' it that we 
won’t stand for! Why didn’t they lis­
ten to what we had to say about it, 
’stead of jammin' it down our 
throats this way?”



LAST OF THE LONGHORNS 79

He glared about him fiercely, ready 
to answer his own question if no one 
else could.

“I can tel! you why,” said Jim. 
“They know we’d have told them to 
abandon the old road, back to where 
it begins to swing north, and strike 
east from that point. They’d hit 
Dutchman's Creek about two miles 
above the present crossing. That 
would have given them nothing but 
wasteland ahead of them till they 
struck you. They wouldn’t have need­
ed a foot of our range and only the 
thinnest sliver of yours. You and 
Charlie have a fence between your 
places; the road could have followed 
the fence and bugged your lines un­
til it hit Dan’s ranch. A little jog 
there would have run it past him 
withcut too much damage. If they 
laid it out along those lines, we’d 
have no kick corning. It wouldn’t be 
as convenient for the Cameron ranch­
es as for us, but they could make 
good use of it.’’

‘‘Then, in Gawd’s name, tell me why 
the commissioners voted to cut across 
your range and split my ranch in 
two!” Edwards burst out. “It’ll hit 
Pete hard too, and Comerford. The 
road will have to be fenced off. The 
county won’t foot the bill for it! 
They’ll pay forty percent and we’ll 
be stuck for the balance!”

“Economy will be the excuse, Char­
lie. I reckon we're pretty well agreed 
on what the real reason is. However 
that may be, if you feel about it as 
I do, we’ll fight this thing to a fin­
ish.”

AROUSING chorus of approval 
greeted Brett.

“But Lee is right,” he continued, 
“pulling up the stakes or trying to 
run off the surveyors won’t get us 
anywhere. We’ll have to do our fight­
ing inside the law.”

“You ain't suggestin’ that we ap­
peal to the commissioners or try to 
get an injunction, be you?” Dan Com­
erford questioned, his sarcastic tone 
saying plainly enough what he 
thought about proceeding in that 
fashion.

“Indeed I'm not!” Brett informed 
him. “Appealing to the commission­
ers would be a waste of breath. If we 
asked Abernathy for an injunction, 
we’d never get it. Morgan Cameron 
is too strong in that quarter. The 
thing for us to do is make it impos­
sible for the road to be laid out un­
til the Fall elections. That’ll give us 
a chance to vote into office a couple 
men from this end of the county who 
will see things our way.”

"How we goin' to held it 
off?” Pete growled. “What's your 
scheme ?”

“Well, a man can be arrested and 
fined for obstructing a countv pro­
ject, but I never heard of a cow being 
bailed,into court for such an offense.” 
Jim smiled grimly. “There's no law 
on the books that can tell me where I 
have to graze my stock. If I want to 
move a thousand head down where 
this road is going through, that’s mv 
business. They’ll be there, I can tel! 
you. and 1'11 see that they're kept 
on the prod until they’re good and 
spooky. If a couple surveyors can 
v/ork through a herd of range cows 
that have keen running wild all sum­
mer, they’ll be free to try.”

Pete and the others got the idea 
instantly.

"Dang my hide if that won’t do 
it!” Comerford roared. "You’ll run 
’em ragged, Jim!”

“Don’t leave it all up to me.” Brett 
warned them. “They may try to jump 
ahead when they see we've got them 
stopped. We won’t prevent them from 
crossing our range. Don’t you stop 
them: but be ready for them if they 
move up to your line. Throw so many 
cows in their way that they can’t do 
a thing.”

"By gravy, I’ve got a big red bull 
I'll sick at ’em!” Pete chortled. 
“Those gents will light out for the 
nearest fence when that critter be­
gins bellerin’!”

They talked it over at length. Brett 
repeatedly stated that there must not 
be any violence.

"Pretend to be helpful, and don’t 
get into any arguments with these 
men,” he said again, “They'll un-
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doubtedly call in the sheriff. Marsh 
will see though our game, but if we 
stay within our rights, there isn’t a 
blessed thing he can do!”

^15^

B
EFORE returning to Grass 
Valley, Brett and Lee spent 
some time watching the work 
on the new fence. The gate was in 

place already. A lot of wire remained 
to be strung. Jim ordered the pace 
stepped up.

“I want this job completed before 
you knock off tomorrow evening,” he 
told Tiny, who was in charge of the 
fencing gang.

This was Friday. On Sunday morn­
ing, Reb began moving cattle from 
the J Bar B south range to the 
trouble spot. Before nightfall he had 
upwards of five hundred head on the 
new range. The rebranding was al­
ready in progress at the Tumble L, 
and Neph Gibson was ordered to have 
the cows driven into the road pocket 
as soon as they could be handled. 
Four men were to be stationed there, 
night and day.

“I’m going to send you down there,” 
Jim informed Lee. “It’s a ticklish job. 
I know I can depend on you not to 
lose your head. Take Tiny, Top and 
Ryan with you. And you better take 
a cook outfit along and grub enough 
to last you some time. I’ll be down 
every day and keep you supplied.”

On Monday morning, two survey­
ors and their rodmen arrived at the 
crossing, and after making camp, set 
up their transits and began running 
a line. Noon of the following day 
brought them to the new gate. Brett 
was there. The leader of the party, a 
man named Curtis, introduced him­
self.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Brett, but you’ll 
have to get your cattle out of the 
way; we want to work across your 
range this afternoon.”

“Well, that’s an unusual request,” 
Jim replied, with well-feigned sur­
prise. “These cows are not trespass­
ing; they’re on their own range.”

“I’m aware of all that,” said Cur­
tis. “I’m not contending that you

didn’t have the right to close this 
old road.”

“We haven’t closed it, Mr. Curtis. 
The gate isn’t locked; you have our 
permission to come through any time. 
But we don’t propose to move our 
stock. We’ve just bought this range, 
and we intend to use it.”

They argued the matter for some 
minutes. The head of the surveying 
party began to lose his patience.

“I can’t understand your head­
strong attitude, Mr. Brett. I’m only 
asking you to move this stuff out 
of the way for a few hours; as soon 
as we get through, you can graze 
your cows here to your heart’s con­
tent.” ”

Brett still said no.
“I can compel you to move them,” 

Curtis threatened.
"On what authority?”
“On the authority of this country! 

The commissioners ordered this new 
road surveyed! You’re making it im­
possible for us to proceed!”

“If the county commissioners think 
they can compel us to work our cattle 
according to their whim, they’re free 
to try,” Brett answered. “I’m not 
from Missouri, but I’ll have to be 
shown.”

When he arrived on the scene the 
next morning, he found the sheriff 
there. After some preleminary skir­
mishing, Effingham said:

“You’re climbin’ a slippery tree, 
Jim. I know what’s behind this. You 
can’t get away with it. The chairman 
of the board told me I was to try 
to get you to listen to reason, and if 
that didn’t work, I’d be sent back 
with a warrant.”

BRETT smiled. “That sounds 
more like Morg Cameron than 

Ab Hutton. But you go ahead and get 
your warrant, Marsh. You better 
get a flock of them while your about 
it, and swear in a bunch of deputies 
to serve them on these cows. Some 
of them don’t know how to read. You 
may have a time convincing the crit­
ters the law is talking to them..But 
seriously, Marsh, no one’s going 
to put a hand on this stock without 
my permission. You know that. And 
after all these years, you ought to
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know I don’t scare worth a cent.”
Effingham knew only too well. “It 

puts me in a hell of a hole!” he 
growled. “Give you some cards and 
you always play a smart game!”

He suggested a compromise.
“What sort of a compromise?” Jim 

inquired.
“Curtis says you agreed to let him 

through. Is that correct?”
“It is.”
“Then I’m going to advise him to 

put his stuff in his wagon and drive 
around your herd and go to work 
on Edwards’ range! He won't get no­
where stallin’ around here, and I’ll 
tell him so!”

“That might be helpful,” Jim de­
clared, with a straight face. “They 
say there’s more’n one way to skin 
a cat.”

Curtis accepted the sheriff’s sug­
gestion. He ordered camp struck. Pil­
ing his assistants into the wagon, and 
with Effinghan piloting them, they 
came through the gate and described 
a wide circle around the cattle.

“They’ll be back before long,” Lee 
predicted, as Brett and he watched 
the wagon bouncing over the uneven 
range. “I rode over to Edwards’ line 
last evening. He’s got half of his 
herd pressed up against the fence and 
enough men on the job to hold them 
there.”

Jim nodded. “We’ll be seeing them 
about the middle of the afternoon. 
Marsh is going to be all het up over 
this.”

Shortly after three o’clock, they 
saw the wagon returning. The sher­
iff came on ahead, snorting with 
anger.

“Why did you send me off on this 
wild goose chase?” he demanded of 
Brett. “Why didn’t you tell you had 
the whole thing rigged? You knew 
Charlie was standin’ by, ready to 
give us the same treatment you hand­
ed out! I suppose Pete Hoffman is 
waitin’ at his line with more of the 
same!”

“Don’t take it too hard, Marsh,” 
Brett advised calmly. “I wanted you 
to see for yourself that we don’t take 
kindly to the idea of having our 
range cut up.”

Marsh wasn’t to be mollified.

“We’ll see if you fellas can defy 
the whole county government! If 
Glen Richards can’t dig into the law 
books and come up with somethin’ 
that’ll set you down on the seat of 
your pants, he oughta be run out of 
office!” (Richards was the district 
attorney.)

Curtis and his party retired to the 
creek and set up camp again, there 
to remain until the commissioners 
cleared the way for them. ..

THREE DAYS passed without
bringing any further action. Brett 

saw Pete and Edwards. All three were 
agreed that the county commissioners 
had been stalemated.

“If there was anything they could 
do, we’d have felt it by now, with 
the Gazette playing the story up the 
way it has,” said Jim. “I reckon they 
figure we’ll get tired of tying our­
selves up this way and all they’ve 
got to do is wait us out. Curtis is 
still camped at the crossing.”

“They won’t catch us nappin’!” 
Edwards declared flatly. “I’ve got a 
lot of work to do, but this comes 
first!”

“You bet it does! Pete agreed. “We 
are standin' pat, no matter how long 
it takes!"

Night was falling when Brett got 
back to Grass Valley. He ate a late 
supper and was still at the table, when 
Bill Morrow roared into the yard on 
a lathered horse. The way in which 
he burst into the dining room told 
Jim at a glance that something was 
wrong.

“Jim, who have you gjt up at the 
old road?” Bill jerked out excitedly.

“Why, Lee’s up there. He’s got 
Top and Tiny and Ryan with him.”

“Well, they’re in trouble! I’m sur­
prised you haven’t heard the shootin'; 
the wind is this way! I figgered this 
was what was cornin’ up the second 
Curly brought word in this after­
noon that he’s spotted Stash Cameron 
and the gang he’s been gatherin’ at 
Ruby Lake slippin’ down through the 
Slate Hills! Curly counted a dozen 
of ’em, and he says there was more 
than that!”

Brett had leaped to his feet. With 
Morrow trailing behind, he ran out-
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side. He had no trouble identifying 
the faint puffs of sound from the 
south as gunfire.

“I didn’t lose no time gettin’ here,” 
Bill explained, catching his breath. 
“I saw Pete and told him what I fig- 
gered was up. He said he’d get word 
to Edwards.”

Brett rushed to the ranch bell. 
Grabbing the rope he set the big bell 
to clanging. It brought Reb on the 
run, and behind him, the crew began 
spilling out of the bunkhouse.

‘‘Saddle up! Have the men take 
their rifles!” Jim snapped the order 
at Reb. ‘‘Stash Cameron had jumped 
us down on the road! Get a man start­
ed for Tumble L. Whoever we’ve got 
there is to head for the road at once! 
Tell Neph I want him to take a hand. 
There must be some others over there 
who’ll be glad to throw in with us. 
The more the better. Get moving! I’ll 
be ready to ride with you!”

Reb whirled on his heels and ran 
down the yard, barking orders at 
the crew.

‘‘Throw a saddle on a horse for me 
and get a fresh mount for yourself!” 
Jim rapped out at Bill. “I’ll get 
rifles for the two of us! This whole 
thing is my fault! All my fault! I 
should have known Stash would pull 
something like this when he saw we 
had things tied up!”

A few minutes later, every man 
on the ranch, save the cook and old 
Oddie, the swamper, flashed out of 
the yard. At a driving gallop, they 
thundered across the south range. 
The night was at its darkest, as was 
always the case of these high plains 
just before moonrise. Brett glanced 
hopefully to the east, but the horizon 
was still an unbroken like of black­
ness.

^g^RADUALLY the stars came out, 
Wit* enabling a man to sec a few feet. 
Time was of the essence, and Brett 
heaved a sigh of relief when he and 
his men put the old fence, which for 
so many years had formed the south­
ern boundary of the Grass Valley 
ranch, behind them. The sound of 
intermittent gunfire was distinctly

audible now above the rumbling of 
shod hoofs. All were aware of it. They 
took what encouragement they could 
from the fact that someone was still 
able to carry on the fight. Presently, 
however, they met stampeding cattle. 
These were the cows that had been 
used to block the road.

The frenzied animals passed them. 
It left little to be surmised. Obvious­
ly, Stash’s gang had cut the fence, 
got behind the herd and set it in 
motion. That Lee and his three men 
had found some sort of cover and 
were making a fight of it, seemed 
equally plain.

A quarter of a mile above the road, 
Brett called a halt. “Watch the gun­
flashes!” he cried. ‘‘They’ll give us 
an idea of what we’re busting into!”

“Someone’s hootin’ from near the 
gate!” Reb exclaimed. “There! Two 
flashes at the same time! That must 
be Lee and our boys!”

It was growing lighter ail the time. 
To the east, the moon was just begin­
ning to peek over the horizon. From 
that direction came a sharp splutter­
ing of shots.

“That’ll be Pete and his crowd!” 
said Morrow. “He’s had time to get 
organized and be movin’ up. Figure 
out how we’re goin* to play this, Jim, 
and I’ll go over and tell Pete what 
you want him to do.”

“Time enough for that when we’ve 
got Lee’s bunch out of this jackpot,” 
Brett replied. “Is that them down at 
the gate, Reb?”

“It sure is! They overturned the 
wagon they brought down and they’re 
firin’ from behind it. They’re cor­
nered there. If they try to drop back, 
they’ll be picked off.”

The revealing gun-flashes had by 
now established the position of the 
attackers. Sweeping across the road 
and charging into them promised to 
be so costly that Jim wouldn’t con­
sider it. But to rescue and beseiged 
men at the wagon box called for a di­
versionary move of some sort.

“A bluff might do the trick,” Mor- 
rov.T suggested. “If we tear in, with 
guns blazin’, as though we meant 
business that gang may give ground. 
Whether they do or not, we can at
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least keep ’em busy till we pick up 
the boys. Soon as we have, we can fall 
back."

Jim thought it over for a moment. 
He had no better idea to advance.

“All right!” he declared soberly. 
“We’ll try it! You know without my 
telling you that this gang of gun­
men will shoot you down if they get 
the chance. Remember that, and when 
you shoot, shoot to kill. .Now spread 
out some and get your guns ready. 
When I raise my hand, we’ll go."

“Jim, it ain’t necessary for you to 
mix in this,” Morrow protested. “You 
hang back; v/e’ll handle it.”

“No,” Brett said firmly. "I’ve never 
asked a man to do what I won't to 
myself. .. .Get ready!"

16

6UNS CRACKING, their 
ponies guided only by the pres­
sure of their knees, they 

charged hell-bent for the road. Stash 
and his hired warriors shifted their 
fire from the wagon box to meet theis 
new threat. Their first shots were 
high. They begun to get the range, 
then. A horse went down. The rider 
leaped clear and began firing from 
the gound.

Slugs clipped Dex Ferris and an­
other man before the charge reached 
the road. The damage was slight, and 
they plunged on with the others. The 
pattern of fire from the enemy 
changed abruptly, indicating that J 
Bar B’s guns were speaking with 
some authority or that Stash was 
realigning his men.

This break, brief as it was, gave 
the Grass Valley crew the advantage, 
and they made the most of it. Sweep­
ing up to the gate, willing hands 
plucked Lee, Tiny and Ryan out 
from behind the wagon-box and car­
ried them back to safety, the others 
covering the withdrawal.

“Where's Top?” Jim demanded of 
Lee. The latter shook his head re­
gretfully.

“They got him first crack, Uncle 
Jim! Top was trying to save our 
horses. As soon as it got dark, I 
crawled over to where he lay. He’d

been dead some time.”
It had a shocking, galvanizing ef­

fect on all. Reb was the first to speak.
“Damn their dirty, rotten hides, 

they'll pay dear for this!” he ripped 
out. “Neph and the other boys from 
Tumble L will be here directly. When 
they show up, v/e’ll give that bunch 
down there what they got cornin’ to 
’em!"

According to Lee, he and his men 
had been attacked without warning.

“We fell back to the wagon at once 
and turned it over. The odds were 
not only four or five to one against 
us, but they had us out-gunned; we 
didn’t have a rifle among us. As I 
told you, Top tried to get the broncs 
back out of range. They dropped him 
at once. They cut the wire then and 
got behind the herd. In no time at 
all, they had the cows on the run. 
Half a dozen men—Duke Rucker was 
one of them—followed them up and 
closed in on us. We managed to turn 
them back. You know where that 
little swell rises below the road? 
Well, that's where they are. They’ve 
got their horses in there with them. 
We can’t budge them from this di­
rection. If you had smashed into 
them, as I thought you were going to 
do, they’d have cut you to ribbons!”.

What he been through had aged 
him, and he spoke with the authority 
of a seasoned man.

“We’ll cut our fence and get 
around behind them,” said Jim. “Bill, 
you go over to Pete. Tell him we’re 
waiting for more men from Tumble 
L; that'll we go through the fence 
as soon as they get here. You better 
stay over there. Move in a little 
v/hen we go into action. We’ll get 
them in between us if we can.”

THE BETTER part of an hour 
passed before the men from 
Tumble L arrived. There were 

eight of them, Neph having brought 
three of Lafoon’s old crew along.

The fence had been cut, and the 
men waited impatiently for Brett to 
give the word that would send them 
streaming through. He had them 
gather around him, first.

“I want you to listen carefully. I 
haven’t any doubt we can move that 
bunch; their position offers no pro-
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tection from the rear. When they 
break, theres no telling which way 
they’ll go. If they strike east, Pete 
and Bill will turn them back. What 
they’ll most likely do will be to go 
through our gate and head south be­
tween here and the creek. It’ll be a 
running fight. If necessary, we’ll 
hang on to them all the way to Gree- 
ly’s Knob, and if that doesn’t do it, 
we won’t stop this side of Ruby Lake. 
This fight isn’t going to end in any 
draw! It’s going to be settled for 
keeps!”

It was the feeling of every man 
who heard him speak. They left him 
in no doubt as to that.

“But we can win this fight and still 
lose it if we leave this piece of range 
unguarded,” Brett continued. “The 
Stock that was run out of here will 
have to be patched up. Other­
wise, Curtis and his men will be in 
soon after daylight, and Stash will 
have accomplished what he set out to 
do." ‘

The men knew what was coming, 
and they shifted about uneasily, each 
hoping he wasn’t to be kept out of 
the fight. Jim read their thought.

“I’m sorry,” he said, “but some of 
you will have to stay behind. We’ll 
all go in together, but as soon as 
we’ve got them on the run, the men 
I’m going to name will have to drop 
out. In a long chase, I couldn’t keep 
up with the rest of you, so I’ll take 
charge here.”

He named the men who were to re­
main with him. Tiny was one of them. 
The little man protested vigorously.

“Top was my pardner, Jim! You 
can’t ask me to drop out of this 
ruckus till it’s finished!”

“All right,” Brett conceded. “I 
hadn’t considered that. You Tumble 
L men, suppose you give us a hand 
with the cows. If you give a good ac­
count of yourselves, I’ll see what I 
can do about jobs for you.” He looked 
his men over. “I reckon we’re all set. 
Let’s go!”

The advantage to be gained by en­
gaging an enemy from the rear had 
been demonstrated on a thousand bat­
tle fields. To be successful, surprise 
was a necessary factor. That wasn’t

possible tonight. Stash had eyes. 
When he saw Brett’s forcing racing 
through the fence and disappearing 
on their wide swing to the west, he 
knew what impended. He mounted 
his men at once, and a few minutes 
later, they went through the fence 
too. They followed the road until 
they were within half a mile of 
Dutchman's Creek, and, there, swung 
sharply to the south. Stash knew he 
was outnumbered now. It was not on 
that account that he failed to stand 
and give battle; by running, he hoped 
to draw the enemy after him, there­
by leaving the road unprotected; and 
he wanted it to be a stern chase.

Had he not been in such a hurry, 
the maneuver might have been suc­
cessful. But haste was its undoing. 
Topping a slight rise, Lee and Tiny 
glanced back and saw what was hap­
pening. Word was passed to Brett, 
and he immediately turned his force 
westward and reached the security of 
the creek bottom with minutes to 
spare. There, screened by the trees, 
they waited for Stash to appear.

STASH and his followers were 
taken completely by surprise. 

Grass Valley was in on them before 
they could whip out the^r guns. In 
that first savage attack Stash lost 
two men and had several others bad­
ly wounded. In danger of being sur­
rounded, he knew flight was the only 
thing that remainded to them; and it 
was urgent and imperative.

In the meantime, Morrow and Pete, 
realizing that the fight had moved 
away from them, and determined not 
to be kept out of it, had set out in 
hot pursuit.

Brett and the men who were to 
stay with him dropped out of the 
chase. Morrow and Pete flashed past 
them and joined it.

This wasn’t the kind of pursuit 
Stash had wanted; it was too close, 
too punishing; and he couldn't shake 
it off. Into the lower Slate Hills it 
carried him. He attempted a brief 
stand there.

A slug carried Pete’s hat away and 
gave him a bloody haircut. He tied 
a rag around his head and continued
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to pump his rifle. The other side paid 
a higher price; big Bill Dent’s gun 
fell from his lifeless fingers as iie 
rolled out of the saddle.

Greely’s Knob was two miles away. 
At the head of his dwindling force. 
Stash raced for it. The Knob was just 
a wide place in the road, with a store 
and post-office and several houses. 
Through it, the fight roared. Direct­
ly in front of the post office, Duke 
Rucker pitched to the ground.

“By cripes, that’s one for me!” Lee 
heard Neph yell. A moment later, 
Reb and Tiny drew abreast of them.

“Look out for that old stone cor­
ral up the road!” Reb shouted. ‘They 
may try to fort up there!”

That had been in Stash’s mind. He 
still had eleven men. Three, however, 
were in such shape that they could 
not fire a gun. “No?” he decided, at 
the last moment. “We’d be trapped 
there like a pack or rats!”

To keep on running appeared in­
finitely more desirable. Gun-belts 
were almost empty. He had five-hun­
dred 30-30 cartridges at Ruby Lake. 
If they could reach the house, they’d 
make their stand there. His wounded 
couldn’t hold the pace he set. When 
they fell behind, he left them to 
shift for themselves.

The trail began to pitch upward 
to scrub timber and virgin pine as 
soon as they turned off the road. 
There once had been good timber 
around the lake. What remained was 
largely a tangle of worthless scrub. 
Some of Stash’s men had only been 
waiting to reach it, ready to desert 
him at the first opportunity.

Four of them got away. Lee stopped 
a fifth. It left Stash with only four 
men able to give battle. Sixto Guerra 
was one of them. When they flung 
themselves from their jaded ponies 
and rushed into the house, Grass Val­
ley was pounding into the yard.

Guerra got Stash’s ear.
“The island out in the lake! You 

got a boat! Let’s use it!”
“It won’t hold five!”
“It’ll hold two!” Guerra declared 

pointedly. “Give those three guys 
some cartridges and shove ’em out on 
the porch! We’ll go through the back

door to the boat?”
Sixto’s beady, shoe*button eyes 

glittered in the darknes of the room. 
His words were an order; he wasn’t 
merely advising Stash what to do. No 
longer was he the pliant tool, who 
could be talked down to and dis­
missed with a few dollars for his 
services. The past three hours had 
stripped away all the pretense and 
false considerations with which Stash 
had dressed the relationship between 
them. They were down to bedrock 
now.

“Yeh?" Stash gulped, knowing he 
didn’t dare to disagree. He crossed 
the room and told the three men to 
get out on the porch and hold the 
Grass Valley men off as long as they 
could. When the wretches demurred, 
it was Guerra who changed their 
minds.

"Get out there before I drill you!” 
he droned forbiddingly.

AS TINY said afterwards, it was 
like shooting ducks on a pond. 

A few searching Shots got the range.
It was all over in the space of a 

few minutes; no one could remain on 
the porch and live. The three men 
reeled down the steps, the clothes lit­
erally shot off of them, and raised 
their hands in surrender.

Lee believed Guerra and Stash 
were still in the house. Riding close, 
he leaped to the porch and ran in. 
He had to feel his way in the dark­
ness, A step sounded behind him and 
swung him around. It was Neph Gib­
son.

“Git outa here!” Neph cried. “The 
house is afire! Yore brother and Guer­
ra did a sneak out the back door!”

“Where are they now?” Lee de­
manded, refusing to budge until he 
had his answer.

"They’re swimmin’ out to the is­
land! Reb and Tiny saw ’em and shot 
the hell outa of the tub they was in!”

The house, tinder dry, began to 
burn fiercely. Lee and the rest stood, 
watching it go. Pete suggested that 
they build a raft and get out to the is­
land.

"No,” Lee advised, “and I know I’m 
speaking for Jim as well as myself. 
We’ve got other plans for squaring
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accounts with that pair. Our job for 
this night is finished!”

Surprising developments were to 
follow. The withdrawal of the sur­
veyors and the abandonment of the 
new road was a relatively minor one as 
far as Lee and Brett were concerned. 
Stash and Guerra had appeared in 
town. Powder City, rocked by news 
of the big fight, was buzzing afresh. 
Morgan Cameron had turned Stash 
a-dritt. Holderness, the Twin Buttes 
foreman, had been put in charge of 
the Cameron ranches temporarily.

*'I don’t see how we can hold back 
any longer, Uncle Jim,” Lee felt 
compelled to say. “I wanted to get 
Kit away from Wyoming for two or 
three weeks as soon as I could. All 
this fighting and turmoil has been too 
much for her. But we’ll have to wait.

“When had you planned to get mar­
ried?” Jim asked.

“We were going to drive into town 
Saturday evening, be married at the 
parsonage and take the eleven o’clock 
train for California.”

“Well, you go ahead; don’t change 
your plans at all. I can handle this 
by myself. That’ll make it a lot 
easier on you and Kit. I’ll make it my 
business to be in town on Saturday. 
After you’ve taken the train. I’ll get 
together with Marsh and the prose­
cutor. If you young people can stand 
living here with me, I’ll have this 
house fixed up spic and span and 
build a mess room down the yard 
for the crew.”

“I don’t know of anything we’d 
like better,” Lee assured him. “We 
had planned to move in with you as 
the place stands.”

BRETT SHOOK his head. “No, 
it ain’t fit for a woman of Kit’s 

taste. You tell her I said she’s to 
pick out the furniture and the fix­
ings.”

News of the wedding and the 
young couple’s honeymoon plans were 
chronicled in the Gazette. Morg 
carried the paper to his office and 
locked the door. His world lay in 
ruins; but here was something of 
which he could be proud. He wanted 
to go to Lee and try to make amends.

"I’d be misunderstood if I went 
to him,” he muttered,dismally, “Some

day, the boy may be moved to come 
to me; that’s all I got to live for 
now.”

He had not only dismissed Stash; 
he had thrown him cut of the house 
and stripped him of every thin 9;. Stash 
was as dead to him as though he were 
in his grave.

Stony brought him word the fol­
lowing day that Lee was in town, 
making the arrangements with the 
minister and purchasing his tickets 
for California. Morg waited all day, 
hoping against hope that Lee would 
step into the bank and ask for him. 
He didn’t come.

Thursday and Friday dragged by. 
When the bank closed at noon Sat­
urday, Morg was the last to leave. He 
had been taking his meals at the hotel. 
Today, he walked home and had 
Stony get him a bite to eat. At the 
hotel, he would have to talk to people, 
and he was not up to it.

The two of them sat down in the 
kitchen together. Stony had moved 
into the house at Morg’s request.

“I saw Jim on the street this noon,” 
Stony volunteered. Morg’s long si­
lences rested heavily on the old cow­
boy. “I asked him if there was any­
thin’ to the talk that he’s goin’ run 
against Hutton this Fall. He says he 
won’t permit his name to go before 
the convention.”

Morg wasn’t interested in politics. 
“Did he have anything to say about 
Lee?”

“He left him out at the station with 
the rig. They drove down from the 
ranch together, and Jim rode in alone. 
Lee’s goin’ to drive in this evenin’ 
with the Mosbys.”

Hope burned lower than ever in 
Morg. “I thought he might come to 
town this afternoon,” he said v/ood- 
enly. “It’s just a short ride in from 
the station.”

“A man's got plenty to keep him 
busy when he’s gittin’ married,” Stony 
observed. “But he may come in; he 
might change his plans.” This was 
strictly for Morgan’s benefit.

ALL AFTERNOON Morg sat on 
the porch, his eyes glued on 

the road. No one came, not even 
Stony. Twilight faded. Down-town,
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the street lamps glowed feebly. Morg 
still sat there. At last someone came 
up the walk. It was Stony. His step 
was hurried, and when he ran up 
the porch, there were unmistakable 
signs of excitement in him. He 
reached for the screen door and 
would have run up the stairs. Morg 
called him back.

“What’s the idea?’’ he demanded. 
“What you after?’’

“My gun!’’ was the flinty answer. 
“I’m goin’ to do what I shoulda done 
weeks ago! Stash is crazy drunk; he’s 
been shootin’ off his mouth that Lee 
ain’t never goin’ to marry Kit Mosby! 
He's gone out to the old ice-house 
to wait for him. He knows they’ll 
have to pass within ten feet of the 
buildin’! I'm goin’ out there as quick 
as a horse will carry r e. and blow 
his head off!’’

“No!’’ Morg cried in his agony. 
“No. you ain’t Stony! This job is 
up to me. I’ll get my gun; you throw 
a saddle on a horse for me !’’

"Morg. yuh ain’t so quick on the 
trigger no more!’’ Stony protested. 
“Let me take care of this!”

“Do as I tell you!” was the rocky 
answer. For the moment, this was 
old Morgan Cameron speaking.

Stony had done his bidding too 
long to demur now. Torn with anxi­
ety, he saw Morg ride away. He stood 
it as long as he could, then hurriedly 
saddled up. Dashing through town, he 
saw Jim on the sidewalk. He pulled 
his bronc to a slithering stop and told 
him what was afoot.

“I’ve got a horse here,” said Brett. 
“I’ll go on with you. Stash will turn 
his gun on Morg as quick as he 
would on Lee!”

The old ice-house, long unused, had 
fallen to ruin. Jim and Stony found 
no signs of life there. If Morg and 
Stash were inside there was no 
sign of their horses.

“They coulda left ’em back in the 
brush,” Stony ground out. “Have yore 
gun ready! I’ll take one wall and 
yuh take the other! Don’t shoot Morg 
by mistake! If yuh locate Stash, kill 
him on sight!”

They slipped though the open door 
Into the pitch darkness of the ice- 
jhpuse und parted without a word.

There was no sound from Stony; 
the sawdust on the floor permitted 
a man to move noislessly. Suddenly, 
the old place was alive with sound. 
First, there was Morg’s growling: 
“You damned fool! I told you I’d 
handle this!” Hard on its heels came 
the crash of a gun. In the muzzle 
redness, Jim saw Stash, crouched 
down behind a beam. Stony saw him 
too. His .45 barked wickedly. Not 
only once. There wasn’t retribution 
enough in that first shot for old 
Stony, though it tore a ragged hole 
through Stash’s heart. Standing over 
him, the old man emptied his gun 
into the lifeless carcass.

Jim took Morg’s arm and led him 
outside, explaining how he came to 
be there. He had much more to say. 
Before he was finished, Morgan 
Cameron knew what had impelled 
Lee’s decision that night at Grass 
Valley. Guerra’s attempt to kill Lee 
at the bank corner, the slaying of 
Ben Lafoon, were recounted without 
mercy for Morg.

“I could have forgiven you every­
thing if you hadn't tried to put that 
road over on us,” said Brett.

“You’re blaming me for the one 
decent thing I tried to do,” Morg 
told him. “There’d been trouble at 
Edwards’ gate. I knew there’d be 
more when you put up your fence. 
I thought the road would end all 
that. I wanted to be done with fight­
ing. I never figured it would work 
out the way it did. You’ll learn the 
truth some day, and you’ll find it 
easier to believe than you do to­
night.”

Incredible as it was, Jim could not 
disregard it. “I'll withhold judge­
ment,” he said. “This is Lee’s wedding 
night. We dorft have to spoil it; we 
can hold back on what's happened 
here until he and Kit have left.... 
I want to see them get married, Morg. 
Don’t you want to be there too?”

“My God, yes, if I thought I’d be 
welcome!” There was no blasphemy 
in his heart. Unheeded, a tear ran 
down his cheek.

“Welcome? Of course you’ll be! 
We’ll walk in together. Nothing 
could make those youngsters so hap* 
py'-”



Turn of The Gun Worm 
By Allan K. Echols
(Author of ‘'These Guns Have A Curse On Them"}

A hombre who won't face his brother's murderer is 
going to be considered plumb yellow. But it was some­
thing else with Kelsey Webb, something he had to get 

rid of—or forever be branded as a coward!

K
ELCEY Webb had expected 
this day to come, and now 
that it was here it left a chill­
ing numbness in him that the autumn 

sun could not warm. He rode out of 
the timbered hillside toward the 
three riders who had dismounted 
down there in the low place and were 
standing around a fallen calf.

He rode straight in the saddle, 
Webb did, though there was a droop 
in his spirits. His face was gaunt

and made of flat planes and seams, 
and on the surface there was a sea­
soned toughness and transparency of 
old saddle leather, but the worms 
of an old fear fed within him.

The three men stood silent as he 
dismounted. Heavy Davis gave the 
appearance of being short and fat; he 
was short but the meat on him was 
muscle. He had picked up a blackened 
cinch ring by the white-faced calf 
which lay with three of its legs
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bound together with a pigging string. 
The rin^ was still warm, and Heavy 
was tossing it from hand to hand.

“This calf of yours was fixing to 
get him a step-mother,” Heavy said.

There was a dryness in Kelcey's 
mouth, for he had known deep within 
him that one day he was going to run 
into something like this, and would 
have to do something about it. Too 
many of his cows had been failing 
to keep their calves beside them. It 
was hurting.

There was something so crudely 
apparent about the overbranding job 
that it looked like a taunt thrown in 
his face. Webb’s W brand had simply 
had another W added to it upside 
down, the bottoms connecting, to 
make a XX twice the size of the W. 
The Double X was Mordie Lipton’s 
brand.

Lige Benton was a tall, stooped 
man who rolled a cigarette with big- 
jointed fingers and scratched a light 
to it with his thumbnail. He talked 
a little, but the neighbors counted 
him a reliable man.

“So raw a man’d think Lipton was 
darin’ you to do anything about it,” 
he observed dryly.

Kelcey could have told him that he 
had just about hit the nail on the 
head, but he held his silence and 
looked at the mammy cow standing 
some distance away, her eyes never 
leaving her calf. With her facing him, 
he couldn’t see the brand on her side.

“She's yours,” Bascombe Rowe said. 
“We all seen her licking the calf." 
Rowe was old and blocky, and he 
stood and rubbed the red chin of his 
granite face while his eyes followed 
Kelcey who squatted and examined 
the altered brand.

“Yeah,” Kelcey answered and 
walked over and examined the Double 
J on the dead black horse, lying on 
his side some yards away, with Lip­
ton’s silver decorated saddle still on 
its body. ,.

Heavy Davis flipped the cinch ring 
and caught it. “We was followin’ a 
fresh deer track at the foot of the 
mountain when we saw Lipton here. 
When we started riding toward him, 
he started to light out. I shot his 
horse tryin’ to halt him.”

Rowe added, “He made it to the

trees there. You couldn’t find him in 
them brush and caves with a hundred 
men to help.”

“No,” Kelcey said, “you couldn’t.” 
This was a momentary respite, and 
the tightness within him loosened 
just a little.

Davis said, “Lipton’s stole enough 
stock off this range. Looks like the 
time’s come for us to do something 
about it. No use to let it on. Lige, 
what do you think?”

Benton pinched the fire off his 
cigarette butt before dropping it into 
the grass. “We can’t have thieves 
amongst us, even if there ain’t no law. 
Up to us, I reckon.”

“We saw him with our own eyes,” 
Heavy said. “No danger of hanging 
the wrong man, Bascomb?”

Bascomb Rowe was a just man 
with the strength of an oak, and the 
community looked to him as a leader. 
He had the eyes to see the line of 
duty, but there was no sentiment in 
him.

“No. A hangmob feeds on hate. Men 
in a mob kill to sate their lust for 
blood, not for justice. This is one 
man’s job, the man Lipton has 
wronged. Kelcey, we are your wit­
nesses. Lipton has wronged you. 
Where there is no law, a man is 
right to protect himself and his own­
ings.” "

“There are others besides me who 
have lost stock at Lipton’s hands," 
Kelcey heard himself saying.

Lige Benton’s eyes brushed his, 
then turned, expressionless, off 
toward the hills. Had Benton recog­
nized the fear that had forced those 
words from him? He added quickly, 
“They might want a hand in it—”

“They think Lipton wronged them. 
You know it.” Bascomb Rowe’s words 
were a judgment—pronouncing sen­
tence upon Kelcey.

“Yes, that’s right.”
“Lipton won’t run,” Heavy said. 

“He’s rattlesnake mean. He knows 
he’s the best man with a gun around 
these parts, and he will brazen it 
out. You won’t have to worry for 
fear of not finding him. He’ll be 
around.”

Kelcey Webb said, “Yes, I'm not 
afraid of being able to find him.” He
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untied the calf and it ran over for 
its mammy to lick its burn. ‘T've got 
to be getting on. Things to do.”

ELCEY unsaddled at the barn, 
dark shadows in his mind and

a coldness in his heart. He rubbed 
the animal down with a corncob and 
hayed him, and stepped out of the 
barn to ma ire his way toward the 
house.

He had to round the chicken house 
to get to the kitchen, and as he 
reached the corner he stopped short.

A pistol shot cracked ominously.
A dog yelped, and as he stood still, 

a black and tan hound came around 
the corner of the building. The an­
imal shrieked and ran around in a 
tight circle, then lit out for a low 
chicken coop under a cottonwood 
tree, and crawled into it.

Kelcey stood panting for a moment 
as he fought for control of himself, 
and then Mary came around the cor­
ner, carrying his old pistol in her 
hand. She headed for the chicken 
coop, but when she saw him she 
stopped—and there was an inscrutable 
look in her face as she saw the sweat 
on Kelcey’s forehead.

Mary’s hair was the color of new 
oat straw; she was small and erect, 
and there was self-confidence and 
courage in her. But now there was 
something else, and Kelcey wondered 
if she were beginning to see the 
things in him which tortured him.

“I didn’t know you were back,” she 
said. ‘‘That stray hound, he’s been 
stealing eggs for- a week. I think I 
got him this time. Let’s see.” She 
took his arm and they walked toward 
the hen coop.

“You should have been more care­
ful." he said. “Somebody could have 
walked right into that bullet."

She looked off toward the hills, and 
there was a moment’s pause before 
she answered. “I saw where I was 
shooting. I couldn’t have hit any­
body.”

The dog lay in the chicken coop, 
his mouth open and tongue protrud­
ing. His breath was coming slow and 
laboriously, and he was dying in 
pain, with a bullet through his loins. 
Kelcey felt the sweat break out on 
him again, and he took the gun from

Mary’s hand and blew the dog’s brains 
out to put him out of his agony.

As they walked back to the house 
there was a great gentleness in her 
voice. “Kelcey, it hasn’t left you yet. 
has it? Isn’t there anything that will 
get that quirk out of your mind?”

Keicey said. “I just don’t know, 
Mary. I still wake up nights seeing 
Joe lying there in that cave with that 
bullet in his stomach, and me not be­
ing able to help him. It’s not the dy­
ing that hurts, it’s the suffering be­
forehand, and no way to stop it. Joe 
begged me to kill him to put him out 
of his suffering—and I couldn’t.”

“A man can’t kill his own brother, 
even to relieve his suffering,” Mary 
said. “You couldn’t leave him, and 
you couldn’t help him. But after four 
years—” her voice trailed off.

“He meant a lot to me,” Kelcey said 
defensively. “I’ve tried to forget it, 
but I can’t.” His voice was tense, 
strained, as though the scene was a 
matter of yesterday.

“We’d trailed those stolen cattle 
thirty miles into the badlands when 
we caught up with them and the fight 
started. They shot Joe in the stomach. 
I killed them all but two, but that 
couldn’t save Joe. I couldn't take him 
thirty miles to a doctor, and I 
couldn’t leave him, because of the two 
who had got away, and would have 
come back and killed him.”

Mary laid a hand over his. “Try 
not to think about it,” she said.

He went on. “I got Joe to a cave, 
and that was all I could do. He lay 
there and begged for a drink of water 
—and there wasn’t any to give him. 
Those stomach wounds, doctors can’t 
often save a man. He lies there and 
suffers, and the fever comes and he’s 
afire inside. Joe begged me to kill 
him, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t give 
him the relief I gave that yellow 
hound out there.”

He looked at her speculatively, try­
ing to read her inne-mosr thoughts. 
“You think I’ve turned yellow, don’t 
you?”

She was surprised and hurt. “Why 
of course not, Kelcey. I know it’s 
just a quirk resulting from that ex­
perience. I just meant that you ought 
to try to do something to get it out
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of your system. It hurts you to be 
that way. I can see it.’

He was silent during supper, and 
did not talk. He went out to the pile 
of wood he had brought in from the 
creek bottom, and began cutting it 
against the coming winter.

IT WAS dusk when Cad Hannock 
rode up to the woodpile and dis­

mounted, a waddling bear of a man 
with red-rimmed eyes and tobacco 
stained mustache and beard. Hannock 
was Lipton’s right-hand man. There 
was ruthless strength in the man, and 
a total lack of feeling.

‘‘I wanted to see you,” he said, and 
the words had a truculence that 
warned Kelcey of what was up.

Kelcey laid down his double-bit 
axe. ‘‘You see me. What's on your 
mind?”

“Lipton thought there might be a 
misunderstanding about that calf 
Bascomb and them saw him branding. 
He wants you to give him a bill of 
sale for it and a few others, so they 
won’t think he was up to some­
thing.”

“I don’t think they misunderstood 
what they saw,” Kelcey said tightly. 
“And I haven’t sold Lipton any 
cattle.”

“You might not think so, but you 
have. And the price is us not telling 
around here that you left the Concho 
with your tail between your legs be­
cause you was too big of a coward to 
face him with a gun in your hand. 
That’s lettin’ you off cheap.”

Webb’s voice was tight and there 
was a weakness inside him. “I’m be­
ginning to see, now,” he said. “You 
and Lipton found out I was doing 
pretty good here, so you came and 
settled down to cash in on what you 
knew. But what gave him the idea 
that I was afraid to face his gun? I 
never backed down from him or any­
body else?”

“Are you that big a fool? You 
couldn’t help knowin’ it was me and 
him shot your brother in that little 
shindig down there, and we knew you 
knew. It even got out of town. You 
seen us there plenty, but you didn’t 
have guts enough to face us, did you? 
Instead, you sold out and come up 
here to the Territory.”

“So you and him followed me up 
here, figuring that you’d be safe in 
stealing from me and using those 
hills in back of my place to hide 
stuff you stole from others.”

“Whatever you think you know, 
you'd better be damned sure you 
don’t open your mouth about it un­
less you want to get dusted off with 
a .44, or drove out of the country for 
the yellow-belly you are. Now about 
that sale; we want papers to cover 
it, and we want you to tell Bascomb 
that you sold Lipton that stuff. And. 
we’ll have to have your answer right 
now.”

Kelcey Webb hit him quick and 
hard. Hannock tottered back against 
his horse, caught his balance again 
and cursed. He spat and came forward 
like an angry bear, his fists doubled 
up, eyes glittering with the mean 
light of anticipation. This would be 
an easy kill.

Hannock’s left fist shot out and 
Kelcey let it slide over his shoulder. 
He brought his own right up against 
the hairy chin and brought a grunt 
from Hannock. Hannock backed away 
to get room, then came forward again 
on lumbering feet, his two fists aim­
ing to drown Kelcey in a sea of ham­
mering blows.

Kelcey sidestepped the man, then 
moved toward him, the fires of a 
long-burning rage rising to a steady 
flame. These things, this secret which 
he thought nobody but himself knew, 
had eaten into him so long that it was 
a relief to bring it to the surface, to 
turn it outward onto one of those 
who had caused it. It was good to 
get it out this way.

He came close to Hannock, his fist 
found the man’s red nose and flat­
tened it. Blood spurted and stained 
the man’s mustache. Hannock sniffed, 
wiped his nose with his sleeve and 
came back in, caution in his red- 
rimmed eyes now.

Hannock’s fists no longer flew 
wildly, but were aimed with more 
care. He struck at Kelcey’s eye and 
missed. Kelcey slugged him on the 
chin before he could retreat again.

Hannock’s rage mounted, he lost 
his caution, and ducked his head and 
came at Kelcey with both fists piston- 
ing upward for Kelcey’s face. Kek
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cey steadied himself and threw a 
blow at the man’s jaw which landed 
with a thud, jolting Hannock to his 
bootheels.

Hannock was blinded by the blow, 
and he reached arms out and encir­
cled Kelcey’s body to hang on and 
keep from falling. He was hurt, but 
he was not out of the fight. Kelcey 
tried to break the man’s hold with one 
hand, but he could not.

Then Hannock got an arm around 
Kelcey’s neck and they both hit the 
ground together, where Hannock had 
a better chance with his greater 
weight. Hannock grabbed a handful 
of dirt and tried to rub it in Kelcey’s 
eyes. Some of it blinded Kelcey, and 
he fought desperately to keep the rest 
of it out.

His hand touched a stick of stove­
wood, and he grasped it tightly. His 
arms were in Hannock’s grasp, and 
be could not swing freely. He 
rammed the end of it against Han­
nock’s ear until he broke the man’s 
hold. Then he hit him with it. Han­
nock fell back stunned.

Kelcey got to his knees, the stick 
upraised in his hand. Hannock was ly­
ing on his back watching its upward 
sweep with panic, for he knew that 
Kelcey could beat his skull in with it.

“Don’t kill me!” the man cried. 
“Don’t! You can’t kill a man in cold 
blood.”

Here was one of the only two peo­
ple besides himself who knew that 
Kelcey had once run in the face of a 
gun duel. Hannock could be silenced 
for all time, and without the censure 
of his neighbors. This was one of the 
murderers of his brother, one of the 
men who were now contemptuously 
using him to cover their rustling ac­
tivities. There was every reason for 
Kelcey to kill him; there was no rea­
son for him to spare him.

Kelcey’s grip tightened on the stick 
of stovewood.

And then he couldn’t do it. He 
could never kill a man in cold blood.

He got to his feet, looked at the 
stovewood in his hand, then tossed 
it onto the pile.

“All right,” he said. “Get up and 
get on your horse. And tell Lipton 
what my answer was.’

Hannock got painfully to his feet

and pulled himself up into the saddle 
before answering. He wiped his 
bloody nose on his sleeve and said, 
“You done cooked your own goose 
for sure now. When we get through 
with you there won’t be enough o’ 
you to bury.”

IN THE house Mary looked at Kel­
cey by the light of the lamp she 

had lit, and her hand went uncon­
sciously to her throat. “Kelcey,” she 
cried. “What happened?”

Although he had kept to himself 
the secret of the fact that he had 
suspected his brother’s killers were, 
he had never lied outright to Mary, 
and he could not lie to her now.

“It was Hannock,” he said. “Lipton 
was caught branding one of my 
calves, and he sent Hannock to threat­
en me if I didn’t cover him on it. I 
had to whip him.”

Mary put her hands over her face. 
“Trouble,” she said. “Lipton is mean. 
He’s said to have shot men in cold 
blood.”

Kelcey’s face was a mask. “Yes,” 
and then there was a long silence 
while each was wrapped in his own 
thoughts. They sat across the red- 
checked tablecloth from each other, 
and the shade on the lamp hid their 
faces.

Then she said, “We could take 
Lige Benton’s offer to buy the 
place. We’ve made a profit, and we 
could go to a place where there were 
no people like Lipton.”

He tried to read her face in the 
shadows, but he could not. She was 
saying that she understood what he 
was facing, and that she would go 
with him if he tried to escape it. She 
knew, but what she would think of 
him, that he could not face.

He got to his feet. “We might go 
where there was no Lipton, but I’d 
be there. It’s not Lipton who’s giving 
me trouble—it’s myself. And I’ve had 
enough of it.. I’m going to town, 
Mary.”

He had to get away, to go off by 
himself and fight this thing out. 
Mary saw this, and she watched him 
get his gun and holster without of­
fering any objections. Yet, he knew 
that this thing was hurting her deep­
er than himself. *
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He took pieces of rag and the oil 
can and oiled his old gun until the 
cylinder spun freely under his thumb. 
He looked at the old shells which 
had been around the house for years, 
and did not take them, preferring to 
get fresh ones in town.

Then he washed the blood and dirt 
off himself and got into clean clothes. 
When he kissed Mary at the door be­
fore going out to saddle up, she clung 
to him more tightly than she had ever 
done before, but she saw as clearly 
as he did that this was something that 
had to be done, and she did not speak 
about it again.

He rode toward town grateful to 
her for this.

Kelcey tied his horse in front of 
Fontana’s General Store and went in. 
There was a small group of stragg­
ling Saturday night shoppers, and 
while he waited for Jim Fontana to 
get through handling them, Lige Ben­
ton came over with an armful of gro­
ceries, his part-Indian wife trailing 
him.

“I was just thinking,” Lige said, 
looking out the door instead of at 
Kelcey, “I might be able to raise that 
offer I made on your place. Say, eight 
thousand?”

Kelcey’s eyes searched the man’s 
face, but it told him nothing. Was 
Benton reading the fear in him, and 
offering him a way out? He couldn’t 
tell, but there was something about 
the usual inscrutable Benton that 
seemed to suggest that he knew more 
than he was discussing.

‘‘Not right now,” Kelcey said, forc­
ing a grin. “I’m just getting steamed 
up. That place will be worth fifty 
thousand before I get through making 
it what I want it to be.”

Lige passed on out the door, and 
Kelcey didn’t know whether he had 
fooled the man or not.

Jim was free and came over to wait 
on him. When Kelcey asked for 
shells, Fontana’s eyes quickly went 
to Kelcey’s gun, and then back across 
the store. There was something self­
conscious about Fontana now which 
Kelcey didn’t miss.

Kelcey said, “Anything new on that 
road proposition?”

Fontana was one of the county

dads, and he’d been working along 
with Kelcey and Rowe to get som® 
road work done.

“No,” Fontana answered. “Not yet. 
Excuse me, got to wait on that lady.” 
He was gone, as though he were glad 
to escape.

Kelcey left the store convinced 
that there was something wrong here 
in town.

It was dark on the street with only 
a few yellow lights winking from 
windows. He walked along the board 
sidewalk, his heels thumping steadily, 
his heart pounding with a sense of 
impending crisis.

There was peace blanketing the 
homes, no fear within them. This fact 
sank into him and filled him with a 
bitterness that was not easy to bear.

He heard footsteps behind him, 
and Heavy Davis caught up with him. 
In the dim light of the lamp in the 
window of the saddle shop, the lines 
on the man’s face were deep and set.

“Got a minute, Kelcey?” he asked 
stiffly.

“Yes. What’s on your mind?” Kel­
cey felt the tension in his neighbor.

Davis picked his words carefully. 
“Bascomb and a couple of fellows 

are up at Doc Thornton’s house. They 
was wondering if you’d drop around 
if you didn’t have anything else to 
do.”

Kelcey felt even more keenly the 
thing that had gripped him since he 
arrived in town, that there were 
things hovering over him which he 
did not know. People were talking... 
but not to him. It had been this way 
once before, and he had sold out and 
moved away from it. Now he had to 
face it...or move again.

He hitched up his gun belt. “All 
right,” he said. “Let’s go.”

THEY WENT without speaking 
down to Thornton’s house. Bas­
comb Rowe was there, deep in a leath­

er Morris chair, his face a granite 
mask. Thornton and Bill Reynolds, 
and a couple of other ranchers he 
knew nodded when he came in. And 
then constraint settled over the 
smokey, lamp-lighted room; silence 
hung heavy in the air.

Bascomb Rowe rubbed his red chin.
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studied his watch fob, and said with­
out looking up:

“Word has got out that you’re 
double-crossing Lipton, Kelcey. He’s 
telling it around that you and him 
was kind of silent partners, that he 
was to have the use of some of that 
hill land on the back of your place 
for holding cattle in. He says now 
that the calves he was branding this 
afternoon when we run into him was 
a part of some understanding you and 
him had. Seems you knew him before. 
Says you turned yellow and left him 
to hold the bag.”

So that was it! Mordie Lipton was 
beating him to the draw, telling his 
own story first, knowing that the 
first story told was usually the one 
believed. Any denials by Kelcey 
would only serve to add fuel to such 
flame the story might create. There 
could only be one answer to such a 
story if it were untrue... .and that 
was with guns. Lipton was convinced 
that Kelcey would not give that an­
swer. and people, seeing him refuse 
to answer it, would believe Lipton!

Lipton was smart as well as mean.
Kelcey looked at the circle of faces 

In the dim light of the living room, 
and saw the eyes of the men on him, 
waiting his answer. He had reached 
the end of his rope. He could stall 
for time no longer. Lipton’s web had 
him so entangled now that there was 
nothing left but to make his choice 
and act on it... .either face the bad- 
man’s guns, or run again.

And the worms of the old fear ate 
deep in him.

“I knew Lipton by sight down in 
Texas,” he said. “Once my brother 
and I had some stock stolen down 
there. We trailed it and caught up 
with it about dusk one night. There 
was a fight in which my brother was 
killed. I killed three of the rustlers, 
but two of them got away. I thought 
I recognized them as Lipton and Han­
nock, but I couldn’t be sure. And 
because I wasn’t sure, I didn’t face 
them with my suspicions.”

“Lipton is lying. Also, I learned 
from Hannock’s own mouth this 
evening that it was him and Lipton 
that killed my brother. I came to

town to buy shells. I was just headed 
out to Lipton’s.”

There was a slight rustle among 
the men, and they glanced at Bas- 
comb Rowe. Rowe looked squarely 
at Kelcey and gave his answer.

“We don’t like to see thieves get 
a foothold around her, Webb. We 
felt that something ought to be done 
about it. But if you’re going to see 
Lipton, I reckon we ought to wait 
about seeing him until after you’ve 
seen him.”

“I’m riding out to his place now, 
gents, if that’s all.”

Heavy Davis flipped a gold coin 
in his hand and caught it. “You won’t 
have to make that long ride. Lipton 
and Hannock are drinking down at 
the Blue Goose. And talking a lot, 
too.”

Kelcey did not ask what they were 
saying. He knew.

“I’ll go down and have a talk with 
him,” he said, and walked toward the 
door.

They remained seated, watching 
him leave.

He went out on the street, and now 
it seemed quieter, more peaceful than 
he had ever know it to be. Maybe that 
was because he felt such a gnawing 
hunger for peace within himself. But 
there was no peace for him. His wife, 
his friends, even the townspeople 
seemed to know of that fear which 
was eating him, and to scorn him for 
it. “

His boots made a steady and deter­
mined rhythm on the board sidewalk. 
The autumn moon had risen red in 
the sky, and the air was warm and 
quiet. But there was no warmth in 
him, nor was there anything of quieti- 
tude. It was such a night as he and 
Mary sat out under the cottonwood..

He reached the batwing doors of 
the Blue Goose Saloon, and pushed 
them open with an impatient thru-t 
of his shoulders. But even then he 
knew that this was merely his muscles 
acting in response to the mechanical 
urging of his brain. In his mind’s 
eye he was seeing his brother lying 
back there in that cave four years 
ago, his bowels on fire with the tor­
ture of a mortal stomach wound., 
with no water, without even death
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to lift the agony from him.
Now Kelcey was standing inside 

the brightly lighted saloon, and his 
eyes were searching the length of the 
crowded bar. They rested at last on 
Hannock and Lipton at the far end.

Men had looked around, recognized 
him, and had joined in the sudden 
hush which fell like a blanket over 
the place. The bartender stood with a 
bottle in his hand, pouring a drink. 
He froze, and the liquor filled the 
glass and continued to run out on the 
bar and drip in a tiny stream down 
into the sawdust on the floor, while 
the bartender stood immobile.

Mordie Lipton turned his back to 
the bar and gazed with eyes and 
mouth open. He was a tall man, beefy 
across the shoulders and with black 
brows that fanned out down the out­
side corners of bold gray eyes, and a 
mirthless laugh that twisted one side 
of his mouth.

Kelcey heard himself saying, “I 
hear you’re telling it around that I 
was in with you on your rustling.”

Lipton’s eyebrows went up. “Me 
rustling? I wouldn’t know. I just took 
your wages and done what you or­
dered.”

“There won’t be any more of that 
lying, Lipton. You’re a common 
thief and a murderer, and the truth 
ain’t in you. Tell the gentlemen at the 
bar that you are a liar.”

Kelcey saw Hannock sidling away 
from Lipton, his bruised face twisted 
with rage. ...

And then all of a sudden the guns 
broke the silence of the saloon. The 
room rocked and the hanging lamps 
danced with the throaty voices of 
the weapons.

Hannock and Lipton, a dozen feet 
apart, had him in their crossfire, and 
their guns bounced and kicked in 
their hands. Glass came down in a 
crash as bullets shattered the backbar 
mirror, and the bartender’s head 
dropped out of sight behind the pro­
tection of the mahogany. Men scuffl­
ed to safety. Powder smoke stung the 
nose.

Hannock was mean,-but facing bul* 
lets was something he had no stomach 
for, and there was panic written in his 
face and gesture#, One of Kelcey’#

bullets found his cheek bone, plowed 
through his brain, tossed him dead on 
the floor, and buried itself in the wall.

Kelcey did not know when it hap­
pened, but now he was down on the 
floor, trying to get up onto his knees. 
A bullet had kicked him in the chest, 
but somehow, as he tried to right him­
self it didn’t seem to matter.

He was sitting up now in the saw­
dust, and Lipton was standing back 
to the wall, and they traded lead. Bul­
lets bit at Kelcey again, but he had 
no time to consider them. He had to 
get his gun leveled steadily at Lip­
ton once. It took a long time to do it, 
but he must have succeeded, because 
suddenly Lipton’s face took on a 
startled look, and his gun became too 
heavy for his hand. He dropped it on 
the floor.

Then Lipton’s whole body went 
limp, like there weren’t any bones in 
his legs and arms, and he fell 
crumpled in the sawdust of the floor.

KELCEY knew the man was dead.
And then Kelcey didn’t know 

anything again until he began to rea­
lize that he was in a clean bed, and 
Doc Thornton and Bascomb Rowe 
and Heavy Davis were in the room 
with him.

He looked at them, and tried to get 
things straightened out in his mind. 
He said to Doc:

“I wonder if you’d ask somebody 
that might be going my way to stop 
off and tell my wife. ...”

“Lige Benton said he’d stop off and 
get her and bring her into town,” 
Bascomb Rowe said. “Doc sent word 
that you wasn’t hurt bad, though I’d 
hate to be toting the lead you’ve got 
in your carcass.” Rowe hardly ever 
smiled, but there was a trace of 
amusement on his granite face now. 
“And to think, Lipton was trying to 
tell folks you had a yellow streak.”

Kelcey looked out the window. The 
moon hung low over the rooftops, and 
behind them the mountains were soft 
black drapes setting off a peaceful 
valley. There was pain in his body, 
yes, but no agony. And no fear of 
agony.

The worms of his old fear had past­
ed out of him... .by way of the bullet 
holes.
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Judge Turner and his associates beat out the bw, but . . .

S
AM HAIZLITT was a deputy 
sheriff who liked the thunder 
of his own guns. Henry Turner 
was a frontier justice of the peace 

who, without let or hindrance, im­
posed the tyrannies of an evil judge. 
Those two huddled over liquor in 
Dobie’s saloon. Recently they’d done 
a neat job on Stubblefield and Walk­
er. But it wasn't perfect; big, half­
witted Jim Kiddle had seen the mur­
ders.

At midnight they rose with a plan. 
They’d send Kiddle to the insane asy­
lum at Maloneyville.

“That’s right, Jim,” Turner said, 
when the plan’s victim stood in court 
next day. “Since your ma died, you 
ain’t got nobody to grubstake you. So 
•—it’s the asylum for you, Jim.” Haiz- 
litt grinned and lovingly touched his 
guns.

Kiddle opened his mouth, but his 
brain balked.

“It’s your job, Haizlitt, to get this 
looney to Maloneyville and see he’s 
locked up. Here’s the commitment.”

Haizlitt beamed as he took the pap­
er. He looked exultingly at Kiddle. 
Kiddle stared, his mouth still open.

It was forty miles to Maloneyville, 
across desert and arid rangeland. 
Judge Turner dropped an admonition. 
“No slip-ups, Sam. Don’t rile him. 
He’s got sense when he’s riled.”

“Leave ’im to me, Judge.”
In witless docility Kiddle let him­

self be shoved past the few spectators 
to a buckboard and urged over a 
wheel into a seat. He sat open­
mouthed and bareheaded as they 
drove past saloons and stores and 
shacks of half-forsaken Desert Rock.

A few idlers yelled, “Good-bye, 
Jim. Take care of yourself, Jim.” 
Kiddle lifted a hand listlessly and 
waved.

With the town lost in dust and 
haze, he quit looking back. He said 
sullenly to Haizlitt, “It ain’t right.” 

Haizlitt grunted. “Don’t get mad, 
Jim. You might think up something.

Ike Judge said, when you get mad,

you act like you got sense.”
A hot sun blazed across the miles. 

Kiddle said sullenly, "You killed Mr. 
Stubblefield.”

Haizlitt scowled, cracked bis whip. 
“You’re a fool, Jim.”

“I seen you done it.”
“Maybe you seen Walker. He hung 

for it. Recollect?”
Trackless rangeland spread shim- 

meringly on. Kiddle repeated sullen­
ly, “I seen you done it. Judge knows 
you done it.”

Haizlitt looked back. Whirls of 
dust rose and vanished.

He said, “Well, J im, no matter 
what you seen, nobody don't believe 
nothin’ nobody says in the bug-house.” 
He angered suddenly, “But if you 
say I done it again, I'll beat you into 
steer’s liver.”

“Where we goin'?” asked Kiddle.
Haizlitt explained in minute and 

horrifying detail, and added exul­
tantly, “And there you’ll stay till 
you’re dead, Jim Kiddle.”

Kiddie’s jaws set and his face red­
dened.

Haizlitt produced whiskey. He took 
a swig, tauntingly thrust the bottle 
against Kiddie’s compressed lips.

“Oh, well, you can’t help a feller 
who won’t be helped, says I.” He took 
another swig and began to sing. Buck­
skins, stung by the whip, sweated on­
ward. *

ASYLUM superintendant Goss had 
an ox-like physique, a harsh 

mentality. He kept his conscience 
brutalized by drink.

He stirred from a chair on the 
shady side of the building upon hear­
ing strangers had arrived. An atten­
dant told him, “This one’s drunk and 
bruised, as well as crazy.”

Goss found two men outside the 
iron gate and inserted a key. He 
stared dully at them. One wore a dep­
uty sheriff’s badge and jacket, a 
couple of six-shooters, and a broad 
hat. He held out a paper.

(Continued On Page 103)
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Two Bits For Luck
By Lee Thomas -

♦Author of "Jim Beckwith — Buckskin Pioneer")

Joe's sleight-of-hand experience was to be mighty useful 
in a tight!

OE FLIPPED the gold piece 
high. It flashed in the sunlight 
coming through the bank’s front 

window. It came down and Joe caught 
it. It disappeared.

Joe spread out his hands and turned 
them over. The gold piece was gone. 
He rolled up his sleeves, too. No gold 
piece.

“Where is it?” Mary asked.
Joe made a pretense of even look­

ing under the counter. He acted very 
surprised. Then he reached into 
Mary’s blouse-pocket and pulled out 
the coin.

“Why. how did it get in there?” 
he asked, surprised.

Mary was small with dark hair and 
lips that now showed a puzzled frown. 
“Where did you learn all those 
tricks?”

“When I was with the circus. Here 
is your watch, too.” He pinned the 
watch back on her lapel.

“Why, I didn’t feel you unpin it?” 
Her frown had changed to a smile. 
“But don’t juggle dad's books like 
you did that gold piece, or our bank 
will go broke.”

Joe liked that: our bank. It made 
him warm inside. Well, come next 
Sunday they'd be married. He liked 
Mary’s mother and he liked Mary’s 
dad and he liked his job at the bank.

Three months before a carnival had 
come into the small Wyoming town. 
Joe had been out in front luring in 
the suckers. He’d looked across the 
crowd and seen Mary. He’d kept on 
looking. The carnival had moved on 
the next day. But Joe had gone to 
work in the bank. He’d been keeping 
books for the carnival. Now he kept 
books for the bank.

The door opened to admit the first 
customer of the day, a stocky man. He 
brought his pistol up and said, “This 
is a holdup! We’ll make it sweet and 
short and nobody will get hurt.”

Mary’s pretty lips formed a round, 
“Oh.” ‘

“Get your hands up,” the man said.
Joe put his hands shoulder-high. 

Mary was afraid. Her hands didn’t 
seem to want to rise. Joe said, “Do 
as he says, Mary.” She raised her 
hands slowly.

The man gestured the gun toward 
Joe. “Go over to the safe and open 
it, fellow. Girl, walk over to that chair 
and sit down. No, not that chair; that 
one all alone, the other side of that 
desk.”

Mary walked over and sat down. 
Joe found himself glancing out the 
front window. Another man stood at 
the hitchrack where two saddled hor­
ses were tied, their bridle reins looped 
around t he tie-pole. A single tug 
would loosen them in case a rider 
needed to leave town fast.

The two worked it slick. Both wore 
conventional range-garb—run-over 
boots, levis, chambray shirts. Neither 
of them were masked. To an outsider 
going past the bank it would seem 
they were only doing business with 
the bank.

The man with the horses finally 
came inside. He said, “No use staying 
out there, Mike. Nobody’s suspi­
cious.” He looked at Mary and smiled. 
“Sit a tight saddle, pretty girl.”

Mary said, “Damn you !”
“We like ’em with spunk, eh, 

Mike?”
"Ws sure do, Mike.”

(toatlnued On Fag* KUj
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The Cousitess Mash
The CaMi

A True Story by Rex Whitechurch

THEY NICKNAMED her the 
counters because they didn’t know 
her name. She was tall, willowy, with 

the grace of a stalking catamount. 
She had elogsted, jade-green eyes; a 
long pillar of throat as white as ice, 
and a wide, shapely mouth. When she 
wasn’t dealing with the Indians who 
brought their pelts to the McDonald 
Post at Amazonia, Mo., she was deal­
ing with the sodbusters who had be­
gun to flock there and settle on the 
finest farm land in the middle west.

Nobody knew anything about the 
buckskin clad countess except Rufus 
McDonald, and what he knew regard­
ing her background wasn’t enough to 
write home about. She had come down 
the river in a canoe, alone, a carbine 
across her lap, a pile of stolen pelts 
at her feet. She knew enough of the 
Fox and Iowa Indian language to 
converse with them. She traded her 
furs to McDonald and, liking the 
place so well, she had a cabin built 
just outside the stockade.

McDonald was a tall, straight fig­
ure with a white patriarch beard. He 
wore a sodbuster’s flat black hat, and 
black broadcloth clothes. In a pocket 
of his long coat he usually carried 
a small Bible. He’d walk along read­
ing to himself. He was strong, as 
vigorous as any of the young Indians 
who traded with him. His wife was 
a fine, cordial woman whom every­
body loved and deeply respected. The 
Countess and Mary McDonald 
became the closest of friends.

Then the Countess went to work 
for McDonald. She ordered a case of 
playing cards from a drummer. Mc­
Donald wouldn’t have playing cards 
around him. He neither sold gam­
bling devices nor whiskey. He 
equipped great shooners for long 
freight trips west and put the wagons

in care of the famous trail boss, 
Bruce Kelly. He was making a for­
tune when the Countess secretly or­
dered her cards and started a gam­
bling palace over at her four-room 
cabin.

The trader went to St. Louis. He 
was gone three months. When he re­
turned, the Countess had acquired 
more than five hundred acres of land 
and was building a general store, sa­
loon and gambling parlor in the banks 
of the Old Muddy, less than a mile 
from McDonald’s post. There she 
operated a thriving business. Men 
came to her place to drink; some 
brought their pelts and gambled them 
away. The countess surrounded her­
self with fast-dealing card-sharps and 
casino men. In four years she made a 
half million cold cash.

Then she walked over to Mc­
Donald’s trading post. "You buy me 
out or I’ll buy you out,” said the 
Countess.

“Why?” said McDonald.
“I just want it that way.”
McDonald nodded. He offered his 

price. She haggled. He then sur­
prised her. He drew from inside his 
coat a deck of playing cards. “We’ll 
cut to see whether I pay double or 
nothing.” he said.

Stiff-lipped, she nodded.
McDonald won.
The Countess disappeared; she 

was never heard of again. Rufus Mc­
Donald had this to say, “I never saw 
a smoother woman; she could cheat 
you out of your eyeteeth. I imagine 
she stole nearly a million in her time, 
lots of it from the settlers and the 
Indians. The first time I met her she 
sold me some furs that she had stolen 
from a trapper on White Cloud. It 
was kind of funny how I beat the 

(Continued On Page 112)
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"I’M PROUD TO BE
IN THE COMBAT FORCES!”

aw

member of the Infantry, 
Artillery, or Armored Cavalry will tell 
you — and very quickly, too! — that he’s 
proud to be part of the Combat Forces. 
For this is a truly select group—the sharp 
cutting edge of the U. S. Army.

physically, the modern Combat 
Soldier is husky and alert. Mentally he 
is way above average. The Combat Soldier 
handles weapons of astounding force and 
accuracy; and he can travel fast and far, 
by air. sea, or land transport. He has to 
be all man because he has a great job!

w. w’

In the modern Army, Combat 
Soldiers get the fine treatment they de­
serve. High pay. Good food, clothing, 
and recreation. Medical and dental care. 
Variety of training among many valuable 
skiils and trades. The finest retirement 
plan anywhere. Many other benefits.

If you’re between 17 and 34 and 
think you’re good enough to make the 
grade, set more details at your Recruiting 
Station, Ask about the Combat Forces— 
now considered the top-notch group in 
the big Army team.

U. S. ARMY ANO U. S. AIR FORCE 
RECRUITING SERVICE

CAREER is WITH A FUTURE*



OZARK LANDS
FOR ALL PURPOSES 

For Your Pleasure and Profit 
from S5J0 PER ACRE Upward* 

Also Actual River Frontage* 
SEND FOR FREE LIST AND LITERATURE 

HUBBARD
424C MINNESOTA KANSAS CITY. KANSAS

The Law 
Wagon

BOOKLETS
Th# kind grownupi like. Each one of these joke book­
lets is POCKET SIZE, also contains 8 ILLUSTRATIONS, 
and Is full of fun and entertainment. 12 of these joke 
booklets, ALL DIFFERENT, will be shipped prepaid 
upon receipt of $1.00, cash or money order. No orders 
sent C.O.D. Print name and address and mall to:

TREASURE NOVELTY CO. Dept. 27-G
Box 28, Cooper Station, New York 3, N.Y.

DETECTIVES
Home Study m Detective Training Professionally Mod­
ernised — Recognized Instructors — Easy Payments — 
Write
international detective training school 17°lJL^!!L2L2!2jL21__WasN^^

ARTHRITIS 
SUFFERERS

Here's a Message of
NEW HOPE and HEALTH For YOU!
Whether you are suffering from the more advanced 
and frightful stages of Arthritis (or Neuritis, Lum­
bago, Bursitis, Sacroiliac, Sublaxation, Sciatic Rheu­
matism), or whether the twinges, aches and pains 
are warnings of what is yet to come—here is naw 
hope and salvation for you!

Here Is a REMEDY THAT WILL HELP YOU: Here Is 
a book, NEW HOPE FOR ARTHRITIS SUFFERERS, by 
Dr. M. Warmbrand, N.D., Ph. T. that will open yeur 
eyes to your own troubles and will tell you how to 
HELP YOURSELF! Here is a book that tells you (In 
simple and easy-fc-understand language) how that# 
diseases start and how they develop. Each disease 
is dealt with. Tells you actually what happens In 
your joints and other parts of your body — tells you 
the usual treatments prescribed and why they fail to 
help — tells you why the disease persists and grows 
worse as time goes on. And then Dr. Warmbrand tells 
you THE SIMPLE STEPS YOU SHOULD TAKE TO BRING 
YOUR DISEASE UNDER CONTROL AND TO REGAIN 
YOUR HEALTH! .

Arthritis and the other rheumatic diseases are not 
Incurable.

LET US SEND YOU THJS BOOK
We are proud and happy to he able to offer you tht# 

| book for we know that it will prove & blessing to count­
less rnon and women who are in need of the informa­
tion It offers. Just fill out the bendy coupon below. If 
you enclose $2.50 we will mail Look postpaid Immediately 
(or it you prefer,) we will send it C. O. D. plus few 
cents post aro.■VUMMMlCHMBaKMMMRMaaWMnMMaVHfMMmaiMmMaMJ' 

’ M. L. SALES — Dept. AR-2 J
® «G Leonard St., N.TO 13. N.Y. J
S Please send me a copy of “NEW HOPE FOR - I ARTHRITIS SUFFERERS” by Dr. M. Warm- J I brand. If I am not satisfied and helped, I can g 
# return tti# book and get my money back. g
■ ( ) I am enclosing $2.50; sent/ book postage paid B
■ ( ) Send book C.O.D. for $2.50 plus postage. B
! NAME ................................................   ।

I ADDRESS ........................................     J
! CITY & ZONE .......................... STATE....................... J

!...........................—--------- - ----------- ——J
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SITTING BEAR'S
CROW FEATHER

by Helen Fonda Smith

O
NE OF the lesser known 
Plain tribes of Indians are the 
the Kiowas. Their greatest 
chief, Sitting Bear, is even less well 

known, although to this day the de­
tails of his death have never been ex­
plained; in spite of the presence of 
scores of witnesses, both red and 
white men have never been able to 
explain them. Kiowas simply say that 
he died through his Eagle Shield 
magic.

To fully understand the circum­
stances of his death in 1871, we must 
review the circumstances of his life, 
his and those of every other Plains 
tribesman of that time.

The buffalo was the mainspring of 
their lives. Its skin clothed and 
housed them. Its sinews went for 
thread, its bones for tools. Its brains



Running HOT WATER

:aOiMOto^w cold wateWauw

For quick shoving A No. I beauty aid

' p..^'" . ,<. '^t
t-’”' " ’ Henn0'"""’

Jihon need
Seems too good to be true until you see steaming hot water 
running continuously from any one of your cold water 
faucets! With the revolutionary new KEM INSTANT HOT 
WATER HEATER you get as much hot water as you wont­
right when you want iH AH without waiting, fussing with fire# 
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you get with this amazing new he are.-: A slight turn or you! 
faucet gives you water of any desired temperature from 

warm to extra hot.

Easily and Quickly Attached
Takes only a few seconds to attach or remove KEM 

INSTANT HOT WATER HEATER. No special skill or 
knowledge required. Easier to operate than the aver­

age electric iron!

Fits Any Standard Faucet
KEM INSTANT HOT WATER HEATER fit's a long and urgent 
reed in basement garage, cottage, tourist camp, office 
and factory—and when horns hot water supply fails io 
kitchen or bath.

Fully Guaranteed
Heater is precision made and guaranteed against any and 
all defects in material and workmanship. With ordinary 
■care, it gives many years of satisfactory service.
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COMPANTKEM SALES

Dept. 30, 18 E. 4ist St.. New York 17 N. Y.
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THE LAW WAGON

DRUNKENNESS
rums health, happiness ana 
prosperity. Treat it in your 
home with ALCONOX— helps 
living relief quickly, easily, inex­
pensively— in a few days with 
or without drinker’s knowledge! 
Treatment does not interfere 
with the social or working life 
of the drinker. 1X0 BOOKS TO 
CONOX is a READY TO USE,

BEAD. AL-
PREPARED

FORMULA, and is the only low-priced method 
sold under a MONEY BACK GUARANTEE.
Doctors indorse the treatment and find it 
very efficient. One happy user writes: 
"PI-EASE REND ME ANOTHER WONDER­
FUL TREATMENT AT ONCE FOR A 
FRIEND WHO IS A VERY HEAVY 
DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BEFORE 
AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS ON 
ALL WHOM I BOUGHT FOR.” SEND NO 
MONEY —JUST YOUR NAME AND AD­
DRESS— then pay postman J5.00 plus a 
few cents C.O.D. charges. (If you want to 
save C.O.D. charges, send So.On with your 
order.) Treatment and instructions sent in 
plain wrapper.

HEALTH-AIDS RESEARCH
P.O. Box 724 Dept. F-2 Chicago 90, III.

You Will Bless the Day You Answered 
This Advertisement

^SongM1!*^
. -- : / published

$1 OftQOO ADVANCE ROYALTY .
TB^iVV • , PAtO vfAJUY. A "d^||

COMPLETE SONG
WRITING SERVICE

Wo write the music for your 
words without charge on 00­
50 ba Ha. We -send you records, copies and copy­
right your song for you in Washington, D. O.

GUARANTEED PUBLICATION
We guarantee the publication of at least two 
songs oach month by a legitimate B.M.T. music 
publisher. The writer® receive advance royalty 
and a. standard royalty contract. The publisher 
pays all publication expenses.

WHAT ARE YOUR CHANCES?
If you have ability, your chances are good. New 
song-writers become fame us every year. Maybe 
this is Y0UR yr nr. Publishers are constantly on 
the lookout for good songs. Turn your material 
ov^r to a firm whute business is SONGWRITING.

WRITE TODAY
MCND YOUR POEM or lyi^c today for free ex­
amination end complete information on our ex­
ceptional offer.

HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS
D<tA k-io, 148; Vtoe Kt, Hollywood *8. Colit

were used to tan its leather. Every 
edible scrap, including some we do 
not consider edible, was eaten, either 
fresh or dried. Every ounce of a 
buffalo’s half ton of weight was pre­
cious, and he was left alive until his 
death was necessary for the preser­
vation of the tribe.

By and large, white trappers and 
soldiers shared the Indian habits of 
conservation of buffalo, but with the 
arrival of settlers and railroads the 
situation changed. Imagine the aston­
ishment, the fury, the despair of the 
Indians when they saw white hunt­
ers kill hundreds of buffalo every 
day, and take only the tongues! 
When Indians came to stretches of 
prairie carpeted with buffalo skele­
tons as far as eye could see, it was 
not hard for them to visualize the 
bones of their wives and children 
bleaching there, too.

With one accord the Plains chiefs 
grimly decided that if the Indian 
were to live the white settlers must 
be destroyed and the iron monsters 
be driven back.

Sitting Bear had another reason 
for hating the whites. They had killed 
his oldest son, the very core of his 
heart. When a Kiowa war party 
left camp to raid whites, it carried 
with it Sitting Bear’s most potent 
blessings.

These raids were made in some 
other tribe’s territory, preferably in 
enemy country, but one party of 
young Kiowas sallied out to a farm 
that was practically on Sitting Bear’s 
doorstep, and crowned their stupidity 
by bringing home two of their vic­
tim’s children.

Kiowa front yard was Fort Sill’s 
front yard, too, and the commanding 
officer was as furious as Sitting 
Bear was at his young men.

Sitting Bear heartily berated them 
for being such colossal nincompoops, 
and forbad even a single whoop to 
celebrate. Then he retired to his tipi 
to try to think of a way to save his 
young men, fathers of the next gen­
eration-to-be, while he waited for de­
velopments.

(Continued On Fuse 184)
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Pleote send me. .jackets, size

in color combination of— -and

Name.

Address.

City 4 Stale

JACKETS FOR
YOUR WHOLE 
TEAM AT SPE-

Hollywood Champions, Depl. DA 
P. O. Box 1333, Hollywood 28, Calif.

Put the name.
jacket (Sizes 8-16, $9.95, sixes 34-44, $10.95).
Add 3% sales tax in California.

HOLLYWOOD (HRmpionsI

A GENUINE SATIN
HOLLYWOOD ^^JACKET

IN YOUR OWN SCHOOL COLORS!

^EIW fW mU:"S r
Here's a buy, fellows! Just check these features! 

Your own school, club, or team colors
2. Vat-dyed, water repellent satin. 3. Fully 
lined. 4. Ree-achon region sleeves. 5. Sixes 
8-16, only $9 95. Sizes 34-44, $10.95.

StNDNOMOWYf r —- — — —

arrives, pay post­
man $9.95 or 
$10.95, plus few 
cents postage. Or 
send cosh with 
coupon, and we

I 
I

I
I

I

Write for infor­
mation.

I 
I

j RUSH COUPON FOR PROMPT DELIVERY1

Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded
(Continued From Pago 96)

The other was bareheaded, his face 
bruised and bloody. A swollen ton­
gue protruded. Goss took the paper. 
He looked at the man with the badge. 
“You Sam Haizlitt?”

The other nodded and, indicating 
the prisoner, said, “Can’t believe much 
this feller say. He have queer talk.”

The battered prisoner made a futile 
surge to get free. Goss yelled, and a 
couple of menials ran out.

“Put him up,” said Goss. “Chain 
him till he quiets down.” He turned 
to the other. “We got more like him, 
Mr. Haizlitt. But don’t worry.’’

Goss signed a receipt and handed it 
over. “Give that to Judge Turner. 
Tell him I’m saving a room for him 
too.” He lifted his huge shoulders 
and giggled. "

Judge Turner haunted Dobie’s sa­
loon many late nights. He brooded 
alone. When weeks had passed, with 
no word from Haizlitt, he wrote Goss 
a letter.

A month later a reply came. It read, 
“Dear Judge. Your man Haizlitt got 
here with Jim Kiddle who is now 
locked up and getting good care. I 
don’t know what become of Haizlitt,

He got in his buckboard and headed 
back toward Desert Rock. Yours 
truly. Amos Goss.”

Turner aged fast. His drinking 
grew worse.

O
NE evening Prokop the bartender 

said to him, “Look, Judge. I 
cain’t no how believe that nice Walk­
er feller kill Stubblefield.”

Turner gulped down half a glass 
of whiskey and wiped his mouth. “He 
done it, too. Haizlitt seen him.”

“No,” said Prokop. “It is somebody 
figure Stubblefield and Walker have 
struck gold. Somebody work it out 
to kill ’em both. Everybody think so 
now.”

The years saw Turner drink himself 
out of a job, out of sanity, and into 
poverty. Friendless, he took the road 
to oblivion, as one Jim Kiddle before 
him had done.

A new deputy sheriff, Milt Yuling, 
took him to Maloneyville. Meanwnile 
Goss had died. Short, perspiring Don 
Fuston, the new superintendent, read 
the commitment and looked up in sur­
prise.

“That’s odd. We have another in- 
(Continied On Page IIW)
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PLAY PIANO DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN

IN ONE
HOUR!

AMAZING DISCOVERY!!!
“CHORD—SLIDE—DEVICE'* Sensational New Invention
Senaatlonal New Invention starts you playing complete long* 
with both hands—5 minutes after you receive. THOUSANDS 
PLAY WHO NEVER DREAMED THEY COULD. If you 
can hum, sing, or whittle a tune! If you can read English. 
Be your own teacher. This Complete Course is not $1(10,00— 
not even $00.00—just $2 for everything and NEWLY IN­
VENTED "CHORD-SLIDE” is with 25-lwson, pelf-teaching 
ABC PICTURE COURSE which Includes many, many HILL­
BILLY, Western, s«nl-classical, hymns, waltzes, foxtrot, etc., 
etc., all written so than you tan play with j0%«avaB*| 
just first four chords—taught in first les- |i§Mh>N 
son of thia course. VMaalBlw
No Exercise#.. .No Drills. Just sit down and start playing 
gong#—PLAY 33 COMPLETE SONGS WITH 4 CHORDS 
(SEND NO MONEY) (JUST 1c CARD) 25 lessons ABC 
METHOD including many POPULAR SONGS and "CHORD- 
BLIDE" DEVICE ALL FOR $2 and C.O.D. Send $2 
gash, check, money order. You’ll save C.O.D. and we’ll pay 
postage. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. No C.O.D.’# to 
Canada.

DALE SHEAR'S SCHOOL OF MUSIC
STUDIO 707, STRUTHERS 3, OHIO

10 USED ^5^5

DRESSES
Sixes 12 to 20. Aborted colors prints, end sizes. 
Better used dresses.
Sixes 12 to 14. 4 for $3.75
MaH $1.00 deposit with order, balance C.O.D. 
plus postage. Sand for Free Catalog of wear­
ing apparel for entire family and money-back 
guarantee terms.

KINGS MAIL ORDER CO.
191 Canal St. Dept. 205M, New York 13

BEAT ANT DICE GAME
Have gold in your pocket, when there's silver 
in your hair. Send me a stamped self-addressed 
envelope and I will tell you things about DICE 
yon never knew. NO POSTAL CARDS AN­
SWERED.

Print Name and Address Plainly
J. F. STEWART box 52s. Houston, Texas

BELIEVE IN LOCK?
Carry a pair of GENUINK 
BKABMA T;ilD LIVE. HIGHLY 
MAGNETIC LODKSTONS6. Leg­
end reputes; Occult Oriental an­
cients supersdtJously carried two 
Live LcdyStoncE as MOST POW­
ERFUL MAGNETIC "LUCKY” 
CHARMS, one to attract” Good
Duck in Money, Guinea. Love, 
B&ahie&s, Work, etc., the other 

to 'Prevent' Bad Luck. Losses, Evil, Trouble, Harm, 
etc. Believe in Luck? Carry a Pair of these curious 
C^nuine HH.hms Rod Live Lodestones: We make no 
avpor-uatuVal claims. $1.97 and 28c extra if C. O. D. 
g^tiijaotibn GUARANTEED or Money Returned. Or- 
air yours NOW’

AWWl. CO., Dept. IMH, Main P.O.
BM 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y.

NOTICE Beware of imitations. We absolutely GV AP­
ONTES thesa Genuine prahma Lodestones are AUve! 
^A •bellS.Ve'Itnpv are just what you want, the kTOD 
'BHiXOS-gOW^HI-TJL PHASING, EXTrtA HIGHLY 
■KgNBjSppTiUly Guaranteed—Order TODAY! Cogy- 
«wn 1937—A. Co.

(Continued From Page 102)

THEY CAME very soon. A Kiowa 
interpreter rode into camp with 
a young soldier, the first white man 

the Kiowas had ever seen who knew 
even the rudiments of Indian com­
mon courtesy. This polite young man 
firmly requested the immediate pres­
ence of Sitting Bear and his people at 
Fort Sill. Saying that chiefs should 
talk to chiefs, not through under­
lings, Sitting Bear agreed, but he 
made no promises about time.

He insisted that his people take 
four days and nights for the journey, 
as if they were going to their holy 
sun dance; he insisted that every 
member of the tribe lock his best.

They were an imposing sight with 
silver earrings all around the rims of 
their ears, their silver belts, neck­
laces and rings flashing in the sun. 
Sitting Bear was the most imposing 
of all as befitted the only Kiowa who 
had ever rated being a member of 
both the Eagle Shield Society, the 
highest Kiowan medicine society, and 
the Crazy Dog Society, Kiowa equiv­
alent of the Congressional Medal of 
Honor

His face was painted black and yel- • 
low, the colors of the Eagle Shields. 
Since he wasn’t on the warpath, he 
wasn’t wearing his red leather sash, 
the emblem of the Crazy Dogs, but 
the magnificent war bonnet was mute 
testimony to his bravery. It concealed 
the long crow feather, symbol of the 
Eagle Shields, that Sitting Bear al­
ways wore in his scalp lock. His 
suit was a buckskin painted yellow 
and trimmed with very long fringe.

Fort Sill’s commanding officer 
waited on his front porch where he 
placidly rocked in his rocking chair, 
a feat that awed his visitors even 
more than the chair itself did.

Sitting Bear and two other chiefs 
sat on the steps while the general 
told them through his interpreter 
that he knew positively that Kiowa 
braves had raided that farm. He said 
that the tribe should give the farmer’s 
widow presents to make up for the 
cattle and horses they had run off 
through cut fences; they should give 
her back her children; and they
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THE LAW WAGON
ehouW give him the young men who 
had done it.

Then he said that there was no 
reason for comity between Indians 
and whites. He said that the Indians 
didn't need all that land, that they 
should share it with white men who 
would teach t’.wir Indian brethren 
to plow and farm.

Sitting Lear stood up. Indignantly 
he denied being cither a woman or 
a Navajo that he should farm. Bit­
terly lie denounced the stupid slaugh­
ter of the buffalo. With far-sighted 
wisdom he said that the prairies were 
never meant to be cut up by plows; 
that they should be kept for animals 
to graze.

Again the general asked who had 
made the raid. This time Sitting Bear 
looked around at all his people. Then 
he slowly said that he guessed he 
had done it. When, the other two old 
chiefs understood what was happen­
ing they stood up and said they had 
done it too, just the three of them. 
Then Sitting Bear sang his Crazy 
Dog song, a hair raising collection 
of sounds that horrified his white 
audience.

Soldiers leaped upon the three 
chiefs, stripped them of their weap­
ons and war bonnets, and thew them 
into cells beneath the floor of the 
guardhouse.

THAT NIGHT in a pouring rain
Kipwa braves rode around and 

around the Fort walls, daring the 
soldiers within to come cut and fight 
like men. Inside, the general decided 
to send his three captives to Texas, 
where most of the raiding had been 
done, and hang them for murder. 
Then he sent a soldier with the inter­
preter to tell the chiefs their fate.

Without his regalia Sitting Bear 
was little and scrawny and bow-leg­
ged. Only his face revealed the man 
he was.

When he heard his sentence he 
protested that he Lad not done mur­
der but an act of war. If he must die 
he would die as a soldier should, 
from soldiers’ bullets, not from a 
rope. Then he calmly took from his 

(Continued On Page IOS)
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DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN 
scalp lock the crow feather and swal­
lowed it.

His callers promptly left, the ter­
rified interpreter to vanish into the 
drenching darkness, the soldier to 
report that Sitting Bear had swal­
lowed a crow feather that would turn 
into a big knife when he coughed it 
up. .

The general scoffed and ordered a 
thorough search of all three chiefs 
and their cells.

The lieutenant in charge and his 
men obeyed enthusiastically. They 
searched every square inch of each 
prisoner and his cell. They searched 
the chiefs’ clothes with the minute 
care of men whose lives were at 
stake. Satisfied at last, they put hand­
cuffs on each chief and prepared to 
leave for Texas at dawn.

When Sitting Bear refused to get 
in the lead wagon, he was thrown in. 
The procession left the fort in a 
dreary drizzle, the wagons with their 
loads of prisoners and guards, the es­
corting cavalry, the grieving Kiowa 
braves bringing up the rear. All 
sloshed along quietly for about a 
mile.

Suddenly Sitting Bear stood up. 
For a bit he talked to his people, end­
ing with his Crazy Dog song. Then 
he raised to his mouth hands that 
were dripping with blood, wrists that 
no longer wore handcuffs. Four times 
he coughed into his hands. When he 
took them away from his mouth they 
held a big knife. With a war whoop 
Sitting Bear stabbed the soldier be­
side him. As the man fell out of the 
wagon his gun went off and shot 
Sitting Bear.

That brought the soldiers out of 
their paralysis, and they poured bul­
lets into Sitting Bear's body. He fell 
from the wagon still singing his song. 
He sang it up to his last breath. Then 
he war-whooped and died.

The soldier he stabbed died too, 
died from a very large, very real 
knife. To this day no white man, least 
of all the young lieutenant, has been 
able to explain where it really came 
from, not even after he had become 
a general.
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(Continued From Page 108)

mate from Desert Rock, an old man 
named Jim Kiddle.”

Turner glared suspiciously at men­
tion of the name. The deputy replied, 
‘‘Sure. I was a kid when they took 
Kiddle off.” '

Fuston led them inside. He said to 
Yuling, “You must see him. He raves 
a heap about Desert Rock. Tells a 
queer tale, too. That is, he used to. 
It’s said he kept it up thirty years.”

Fuston continued, ‘‘This man says 
he’s Sam Haizlitt, and not Jim Kid­
dle at all. Story is, on the way to Ma- 
loneyville he was overpowered by 
Kiddle, who took his guns and badge 
and papers, and turned him in as Kid­
dle. Nothing unusual about the yarn, 
however. Lots of these fellows rave, 
you know. We have one who thinks 
he’s George Washington, another who 
says he’s Daniel Boone.”

“Sure,” said Yuling. “I’ve heard of 
the likes. Some think they’re Napo­
leon.” '

They paused. A door was unlocked, 
and they entered.

A whitehaired, emaciated old man 
lay on a cot, his head propped for­
ward by a folded, dirty pillow.

The man on the cot screamed. He 
lunged forward, but a chain, fastened 
about his middle, jerked him back. 
They heard a gasp and saw Turner 
stiffen. They tried to stop his fall, 
but he slipped through their hands.

“A merciful thing,” said Fuston, 
rising. “He’s dead.”

Yuling stared at the body on the 
floor, then turned horrified eyes 
upon the old man panting on the cot. 
The deputy had been a lad when 
Haizlitt took Kiddle away.

This old man was not Kiddle.
Superintendent Fuston urged him 

out and as he closed and locked the 
door he patted him on the back. 
“Don’t let anything bother you, Mr. 
Yuling. Everything happens around 
here. You wouldn’t believe half of it. 
I don’t myself.”

Fuston followed him out to the 
buckboard.

From the seat Yuling looked down. 
He said mysteriously, “It’s justice. I 
never saw justice take that kind of 
turn before. I wouldn’t believed it, if 
I hadn’t seen it. Still, I say it’s jus­
tice.”108



TWO BITS FOR LUCK
(Continued From Page 97)

Joe said, to Mary, “Sit down and be 
good, honey.” These men, he realized, 
were professionals at this job. They 
were wanted men or they’d have been 
masked he figured. He was, covertly, 
watching them closely; he would 
know either if he saw him again. He 
had trained himself to always recog­
nize a face.

“Open that safe,” one said.
They were smart. Each called the 

other “Mike.”

WOE KNEW there was no use to 
W stall. That would only get him 
a bullet. And Mary’s father had told 
them that, if the bank were held up, 
to surrender the money; he wanted 
neither hurt.

Joe was hoping the Old Man would 
not come in just then. He didn’t want 
the Old Man hurt. He fumbled a 
little with the dial. He couldn’t help 
it. He was afraid; there was a .45 in 
his back.

“Get the lead outa you,” the short­
er man said.

Joe had the safe door open. He 
knew there was around thirty thou­
sand in the safe, one part of the 
money being in five one-thousand 
dollar bills. He stepped back, straigh­
tening. He looked at the .38 on the 
shelf. The taller man said, “Don’t 
think of that gun, buddy.”

The short one had a flour-sack un­
der his leather brush-jumper. He 
started putting the bills in it. They 
were mostly dollar bills, with some 
fives and tens, and ths sack soon filed 
up, for it was small.

“Give me the other sack, Mike.”
The taller main came forward. He 

kept his gun on Joe and Mary and 
with his free hand pulled the sack out 
from under his gun-belt. The shorter 
man crammed the remainder of the 
bills, and seme gold pieces, into the 
Eack.

Mary was sobbing. Joe didn’t feel 
too good himself. But he knew their 
lives depended on not starting any 
trouble.

The bandit dropped a roll of five- 
dollar notes. Joe picked it up for 
him. “He's helpin’ us, Mike.”

Finally they had all the paper 
money. They did not take the silver.
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It was too heavy and not worth its 
added weight; when they left, they 
would leave fast.

“That’s it, Mike.”
“Shut the door, Be polite. Never 

leave an open safe.”
The door clicked shut.
They put Joe and Mary in the side­

room and locked the door. Mary was 
trembling with fright and anger. Joe 
held her in the dark. The room had 
no window; they beat on the wall, and 
hollered.

Mary’s father heard them as he 
came to work. But the bank-robbers 
had a big head start. Sheriff French 
rode out with two deputies after 
them. Mary and Joe stayed in the 
sheriff’s office. Mary’s father went 
to the bank to try to compute their 
loss

Joe seemed calm enough. He 
flipped a quarter, made it disappear. 
Then he picked it off Mary’s ear.

“Don’t do that,” she said
Joe shrugged. He went through the 

placards on the wall. Soon he picked 
out the pair. They were, he read, old 
hands at robbing banks; they’d 
worked from the Border to the Line. 
They were both wanted for murder, 
too.

Around noon Sheriff French and 
his deputies rode in. One of the rob­
bers was dead, tied across his saddle, 
a deputy leading his horse. The other 
was roped to the horn; one deputy 
had his arm in a sling. Somebody 
went for Doc Smith.

“Gunfight?” Joe asked.
“Damn’ oddest thing I’ve ever 

seen,” French grunted. “We found 
them in the Wash, over by the Tur­
ner place. One was dead; the other 
wounded. Seems as if they had a gun­
fight among themselves.”

“What did they fight about?” a 
man asked.

"Well—”
“1’11 tell it,” the wounded bandit 

said. “We stopped to split the loot. 
I was sweatin’. I reached in my hip 
pocket to pull out my bandanna and 
with it- come out a roll of bills, all 
thousand dollqi notes. My pard ac­
cused me of holdin’ out on him. He 
pulled against me and I killed him.”

A deputy was taking the money 
(Continued 0» Page 112)
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features etoriee, 1 am new? working 
Into the fiction field. ’ Previous to 
enrolling In N.I. A., I had never 
written a line for publication, nor 
serlotuly expected to do b<»”— 
Gene E. Levant. IIS We# Art.
28, Lea Anette# 0*1.

Why Can’t
You Write?
It’s much simpler 
than you think!

SO many people with the “germ” of writing in 
them simply can’t get started. They suffer fi*om 
inertia. Or they set up imaginary barriers to tak­
ing- the first step.

Many arc convinced the field is confined to 
persons gifted with a genius for writing.

Few realize that the great bulk of commercial 
writing' is done by so-called ‘'unknowns."

Not only do these thousands of men and women 
produce most of the fiction published, but count­
less articles on business, hobbies, sports, travel, 
veterans’ affairs, war experiences, human inter­
est stories, local and club activities, etc. as well.

Such material is in constant demand. Every 
week thousands of checks for $25, $50 and $100 
Ko out to writers whose latent ability was per­
haps no greater than yours.

The Practical Method
Newspaper work demonstrates that the way to learn 

to write Jr by writing! Newspaper copy desk editors 
waste no time on theories or ancient classics. The 
story la the thing. Every copy "cub” goes through 
the course of practical criticism—a training that turn# 
out more successful authors than any other experience.

That is why Newspaper Institute of America base# 
its writing instruction on the Copy Desk Method. It 
FtarlH and keeps you writing in your own home, on 
your own time. And upon the very sa^ne kind of 
actual assignments given daily to metropolitan report­
ers. Thus you learn by doing, not by studying the 
individual styles of model authors,

Each week your work is analyzed constructively by 
practical writers. Gradually they help to clarify your 
own distinctive style. Writing soon becomes easy, ab- 
aorbing. Profitable, tno, as you gain the "professional” 
tnurh that gHs your material accepted by editor#. 
Above ail, you can see constant progress week by 
v.’e«-k as your faults are corrected and your writing 
ability grows.

Have You Natural Ability?
Our Writing Aptitude Test will 

reveal whether or not you have 
natural talent for writing. It will 
mm lyze your powers of observation, 
ymir imagination and dramatic in- 
rtinct. You'll enjoy taking this test. 
There is no cost or obligation. Sim­
ply mall the coupon below, today. 
N( Wf-pi: per Institute of America, One 
Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 
(Founded 1915).

VETERANS
This Course

Approved 
for

Veterans 
Training

^ HOWOSaiBVIBnHMMMMnMmWNMM w*a 

KA Newspaper Institute of America
One Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.
Send me, without cost or obligation, 

your Writing Aptitude Test and fartier 
Information about writing for profit.

(Continued From Page 110)

back to the bank. Joe and Mary fol­
lowed him. Joe flipped up the quar­
ter and picked it out of I 'ary’s blouse­
pocket. Suddenly Mary said, “You 
put that money in his pocket. I know 
you did it.”

“How did you ever guess it?” Joe 
asked in mock amazement.

THE COUNTESS MARKS THE 
CARDS

(Continued From I’age 9S)

Countess,
A rumor got out that the govern­

ment was going to get her for selling 
whiskey to the Indians. Sooner or 
later she would come to me to make 
a deal. The cards we used she had 
left here when she ordered that case 
of nevz decks from the drummer. She 
sat up all night marking them so she’d 
know every deck in this country and 
if they were used in her card-rooms 
she’d know how to read them. But 
she didn’t know the deck was one of 
hers and I had it stacked. As I say, 
I knew she’d be coming to see me 
sooner or later. All the aces had been 
removed but one, and that was the 
one I had palmed.”

Rufus McDonald got a big kick out 
of that. To those who’d been 
swindled out of their farms, the trad­
er restored their homes. On the site 
of the general store and the saloon 
and the gambling parlor he built a 
church, And there were the satin sin­
ner had operated her skin games, a 
new preacher came to hold religious 
services.

THE END

Mbs f 
Mrs. 7 ............................. ♦ • • *...................,...................
Mr. )
Address .. ...........................................................................................

( ) Check her® If you ore eligible under th® G.I. Bill of Right*. 
(All correspondence confidential. No talesman will call on you.I

__________________________ 81-1489
Copyright 1948, Newspaper Institute of America.
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Oatlaw Fox d L c. davis

THE BISBEE massacre accurred 
late in the evening o£ Dec. 8, 
1883, when three outlaws—Tex How­

ard, Bill Delaney and Dan Kelly— 
help up the general mercantile store 
of Goldwater and Casteneda while 
Dan Dowd and Rem Sample kept the 
crowd on the Arizona town’s one can­
yon-like main street at bay. The 
Christman season was at its height 
and the store was crowded with holi­
day shoppers.

After systematically looting the 
safe, cash drawers and show windows 
as the customers cowered against the 
walls, the three bandits joined their 
companions, who had killed three 
three men and a woman, outside. 
One of the slain men was 
Deputy Sheriff Tom Smith, who, 
with James Kriegbaum, had opened 
fire on the lookouts. Kriegbaum 
wounded Red Sample in the arm, and 
after the five bandits had ridden 
south out of the smoke-filled canyon, 
he rode to Tombstone, covering the 
twenty-six-mile mountain route in an 
hour and a half.

A posse, led led by Deputy Sheriff 
Will Daniels, headed for Bisbee, and 
was joined by several irate citizens 
citizens when they reached that city. 
Among them was one John Heath, 
who was viciferous in his denuncia­
tion of the “damnable outrage.”

All that night the new “recruit” 
led the posse on a hare-and-hounds 
chase through the mountains of 
southern Arizona. He was “con­
vinced” the trail led into Mexico, but 
just short of the international bound­
ary he wheeled his horse to the west. 
At each turn he would yell encour­

agement to the other posse members. 
The trail was getting warmer by the 
minute!

But with daylight the posse 
turned back to the mouth of the can­
yon. where it was plain that the trail 
led east into the Chiracahuas. Again 
and again Heath tried to lead the 
posse off onto a false scent and suspi­
cion mounted against him. After 
finding five dead horses at the base 
of a cliff, the posse returned to Bis­
bee.

Heath was still loud in his diatribe 
against the robbers.

“They don’t deserve mercy! Shoot 
’em down like dogs! Flanging’s too 
good for skunks who go around kill­
in’ honest citizens!”

But “Loud Mouth” had overplayed 
his had. Frank Buckles was in the 
crowd that heard this latest outburst 
and accused him of being with the 
five when they stopped at his Pole 
Bridge Canyon ranch a couple of 
nights before. Fleath was arrested 
and taken to Tombstone.

The others were finally apprehend­
ed and tried before Judge D. FI. 
Pinney in Tombstone; Heath was 
tried separately. Bisbee citizens 
were well pleased with the death sen­
tence imposed upon the five who 
sacked the city and murdered four 
citizens, but when they learned that 
the perpetrator had escaped with 
“life,” their rage was great.

Early next morning fifty of them 
galloped into Tombstone, took Heath 
from jail and hanged him to a tele­
graph pole. The others died on the 
gallows five weeks later.
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PEP-UP THOSE TIRED MUSCLES!
Stimulate Strength-Bringing Blood Circulation!

How often do you fool “all washed up"....with 
your muscles sore, tired, aching? Are you 
wondering what to do about it? Just try a 
VIVATONE etectrlo massage! See how quickly 
VIVATONE stimulates pep-bullding circulation 
of blood...to bring you an invigorating feeling 
of relief from muscular tiredness! It sure feel* 
good! This is the way it works: The vibrating, 
pit-pat motion of tho VIVATONE gives a 
tingling sensation...-helps to get a fresh supply 
of energy-vital blood moving to the massaged 
muscles. Better circulation when you need it, 
means more pep. more vitality, more musclt 
power!

JUST 5 MINUTES

The wonderful VIVATONE electric MASSAGER 
is sturdy...lightweight...easy to use. It plugs 
into any AC outlet. Absolutely safe for use on 
any part of the body. Use the VIVATONE for 
just 5 minutes a day ------ on back of neck
shoulder, thighs, etc. ------ and see what a dif­
ference It make*! Don’t miss this opportunity! 
The VIVATONE Is now yours at an amazingly 
low price! Yes, It’s a sensational bargain at 
only $3.98. But just read this: It’s now a 
SUPER-SENSATIONAL bargain because you 
also get with ft the remarkable new VIVATEX 
for stimulating scalp and hair! And, In addi­
tion, you get a FREE copy of “Secrets of 
Keeping Your Vitality.” Hurry! Try the 
VIVATeHE at our ri,k. Mail th. FBEE 
TRIAL coupon today!

A DAY DOES IT!

Oom your 
BACK 
need 

Massaging?

See What a Difference Vivatone Makes

EXTRA! If You Act Fast!
VIVATEX <or YoarTlWHIkA SCALP and HAIR!

Hues your scalp ilcrf? Are you embarrassed by falling 
dandruff? Does your hair look “lifeless?" Then, here's 
jour chance to give both hair and scalp an invigorating
“Wake up

and scalp stimulator when 
electric vibrator. You'll say* 

. you feci the

live" electric massage! Without extra 
get tho wonderful new VIVATEX hajr

you purchase a VIVATONE 
it's a real sensation when 
tingling vibrations of the 

your scalp. Stimulates cir-

blood. . .cleans 
freshens up

life-giving 
scalp. . .

hair! Be.

FREE 
below!

SHOULDERS 
FEEL 

TIRED?
A VIVATONE 
trie massagei 
bring speedy 
ulatton when 
need to K** 
circulation!

better

THE
j VIVATONE
I ELECTRIC VIBRATOR

ONLY

$3’-? FREE TRIAL COUPON

STEP OUT
LIKE A MAN! FREE SECRETS OF KEEPING 

YOUR VITALITY"
N. Y. MAIL ORDER HOUSE, INC. Dept AB 
220 Fifth Ave., New York, 1, N.Y.

Enjoy Life! Here1

Isn’t it great when you how

’’slipping?’ 
a wonderful 
Tells you ii 
help keep

Worried about tin 
little book that 
plain language t 

vitality. There’S :
true i art* <»B 

heal th-building*

yourself.
when you have the vital­
ity to “keep going,” to

in every word! Here are some® 
• subjects covered: "Why *1 
Loses His Pep". . ."How tol

Send the Massage Outfit consisting 
TONE and VIVATEX (special arc.
hair and scalp) for 10 days FREE 
elude, free, copy of “Secrets of K<- 
Vitality,'" I will deposit with push 
(plus postage) when package aTivi 
completely satisfied, I may return

essory for
TRI AI,. In-

$3.98

do the things the
Your Pep’ 
al Organs1

Toning Up!. Keeping your Vitality” U mine to keep in any 
'Strengthen-! event

member,
you to protect your vi­
tality! arn the facts 

keeping your
«s»

ing The Muscles" ... “7 
Increasing Your Energy, 
is FREE with your o
VIVATONE (with

A copy]

vigor. Take care of your 
energy and strength. . . 
Give yourself a dally 
tone-up massage with 
VIVATONE!

SEND NO MONEY! get
EVERYTHING ON FREE TRIAL

I
□ SAVE MONEY! Enclose >3.98 now ana we 

pay postage. Same FREE TRIAL and Money-
Back



53rd YEAR GIVEN
ACT NOW

G N
BE FIRST

COMMISSIONPREMIUMS
SEND NO MONEY NOW! SEND NAME AND ADDRESS! Genuine .22 Cal. Rifles. 1000 Shot Daisy Air 
Rifles (with tube of shot), Wrist Watches, Pocket Watches, FootbaUs, Baseballs, Baseball Bats (sent post­
age paid). Latest models Boys-Girls Bicycles (sent express charges collect). Other Premiums or Cash 
Commission now easily yours. SIMPLY GIVE beautiful pictures with White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE 
for chaps and mild burns, easily sold to friends, relatives, neighbors at 25 cents a box (with picture) and 
remit amount asked under premium shown in catalog sent with order postage paid by us to start. We 
are reliable. Our 53rd successful year. Mail coupon now. WILSON CHEM. CO., Dept. 87-A, TYRONE, PA.

GIVEN PREMIUMS A GIVEN
PREMIUMS OR CASH

Wrist Watches, Pocket Watches, 
(sent postage paid). Write or mail 
coupon for trial order White CLO­
VERINE Brand SALVE sold at 25 
cents a box and remit per catalog 
sent with order, postage paid by 
us, sent on trust to start. Wilson 
Chern. Co., Dept. 87-B, Tyrone, Pa.

SEND NO MONEY NOW - Mail Coupon
Boys -Girls - Ladies - Men - Excel Movie 
Projectors, Electric Record Players, Rifles, 
Regulation Footballs, Telescopes, Watches 
(sent postage paid). Other Premiums or 
Cash Commission now easily yours. 
SIMPLY GIVE beautiful pictures with 
White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE for

chaps and mild burns, easily sold to friends, relatives, and neighbors 
at 25 cents a box (with picture) and remit amount asked under Pre­
mium shown in catalog sent with order postage paid by us to start. 
Mail coupon now. WILSON CHEM. CO., Dept. 87-C, TYRONE, PA.

N
PREMIUMS - CASH 

GIRLS - LADIES ! Lovable, 
fully dressed Dolls over 15 
inches in height, Alarm
Clocks, Pocket Watches, Wrist 
Watches (sent postage paid). 
Other Premiums or Cash 

Commission easily yours. 
SIMPLY GIVE pictures 
with White CLOVERINE 
Brand SALVE sold at 25 
cents a box (with pic­
ture) and remit amount 
per catalog sent with 
order postage paid to 
start. Wilson Chem. Co.. 
Dept. 87-D,

Ladies 
Girls

Premiums - Cash

ACT 
NOW

Pocket Watches, Wrist
Watches, Alarm Clocks 
(sent postage paid). SIMPLY

GIVE pictures with White CLOVER­
INE Brand SALVE sold at 25 cents a
box and remit amount called for under Premium wanted 
in catalog sent with order postage paid by us to start. 
WILSON CHEMICAL CO., Dept. 87-E, TYRONE, PA.

MAIL COUPON TODAY
Wilson Chem. Co., Dept. 87-DA, Tyrone, Pa. Date.................  
Gentlemen:—Please send me on trial 12 colorful art pictures 
With 12 boxes of White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE to sell 
at 25c a box (with picture). I will remit amount within 30 
days, select a Premium or keep Cash Comhaission as fully 
explained under Premium wanted in catalog sent with my 
order postage paid to start.

Name ..................   Age
St.............................................................................. R.D............ Box.

Zone 
Town .................................................. ..................No............. State.J. II ...............................................................................................................  Ola ................

I Print LAST" I------------------- 1------1------------ 1------------ ------ ------ -------------
I Name Here
- Paste on a postal card or mail In an envelope NOW



7^ /Host Amaz/nq Factorq-Tb-You 
/ntroductorq Offer Feer/Hade 

to /Haqazine Readers

Not One . . . Not Two . . . But ALL 3
Yes, This Perfectly Matched 3 PIECE POCKET SET

New automatic machinery Inventions and manufacturing methods 
now turn out GORGEOUS fountain pens, ball pens and mechan­
ical pencils with mass production economies unheard of 2 months 
ago! These tremendous savings passed on factory-to-you. Even 
when you SEE and USE, you won’t believe such beauty, such 
expert workmanship, such instant and dependable writing service 
possible at this ridiculous price! Competition says we’re raving 
mad. Decide for yourself at our risk.

WITH YOUR NAME EN­
GRAVED ON ALL THREE 
WRITING INSTRUMENTS 
IN GOLD LETTERS . . Factory To You

FOUNTAIN PEN BALL POINT PEN MECHANICAL PENCIL

Fashionable gold plate HOODED 
POINT writes velvet smooth as 
bold or fine as you prefer . . . 
can't leak feed guarantees steady 
ink flow . . . always moist point 
writes instantly ... no clogging . . 
lever filler fills pens to top with­
out pumping . . . deep pocket clip 
safeguards against loss.

Has identical ball point found on 
$15 pens ... NO DIFFERENCE! 
Rolls new 1948 indelible dark blue 
ball pen ink dry as you write. 
Makes 10 carbon copies. Writes 
under water or high in planes. 
Can’t leak or smudge. Ink supply 
will last up to 1 year depending 
on how much you write. Refills at 
any drug store. Deep pocket clip.

Grips standard lead and just a 
twist propels, repels, expels. 
Shaped to match fountain pen and 
ball pen and feels good in your 
hand. Unscrews in middle for extra 
lead reservoir and eraser. Mechani­
cally perfect and should last a 
lifetime! .

IODAY HOME TRIAL * 
FULL YEAR'S GUARANTEE » 
DOUBLE MONEY BACK OFFER* 
SEND NO MONEY — MAIL COUPON *
Yes, only the latest manufacturing equipment and inven­
tions could possibly cut production costs to bring a perfect­
ly matched factory-to-you value like this. The matched bar­
rels are practically unbreakable. Unheard of beauty, unheard 
of service, unheard of price and your name in gold letters 
on all three writing instruments as our special introductory 
gift if you mail coupon now! Send no money! On arrival 
deposit only $1.69 plus C.O.D. postage on the positive guar­
antee you can return set for any reason in 10 days and 
your $1.69 refunded. Could any offer be more fair? Then 
mail coupon today and see for yourself a new day Is here 
in writing instrument value!

M.P.K. COMPANY, Dept. 81-J
179 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1, Illinois.

Matched perfectly in polished, gleaming colorful lifetime plastic. 
Important, we will pay you double your money back if you can 
equal this offer anywhere in the world! More Important, you 
use 10 days then return for full cash refund if you aren’.t satis­
fied for any reason. Most important, all three, fountain pen, 
ball pen and pencil are each individually guaranteed in writing 
for one year (they should last your lifetime). Full size. Beauti­
ful. Write instantly without clogging. The greatest most amaz­
ing value ever offered. Your name in gold letters on all three 
if you act now. Mail the coupon to see for yourself.
RIGHT RESERVED TO WITHDRAW OFFER AT ANYTIME

Special Offer Coupon
! M.P.K. Company, Dept. 81-J
। 179 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 1, IllinoisI Okay, “miracle man," prove it! Send PERFECTLY MATCHED| 
| FOUNTAIN PEN, BALL PEN and MECHANICAL PENCIL | 
| with my name engraved in gold letters. Enclose year’s guaran-1 
■ tee certificate. I’ll pay $1.69 plus few cents postage on- 
। guarantee I can return set after 10 day trial for cash refund. 
। (Pay in advance and we pay postage)

ENGRAVE THIS NAME ON ALL 3 PIECES:I ................................................... ■
■ ................................(Print plainly.. .Avoid mistakes)

I Send to (NAME) ......................................................................... |

J ADDRESS ......................................................................................... JI CITY .......................................................STATE ....................- .. J


