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clinging in his black stubble, the welt
of a bullet on his left hand.

HIS was Paradise Valley, this was

the town of Irish Bend, remembered
in the well of Morgan’s memory, and
yet entirely strange. Here was har-
bored a wickedness spawned by suspi-
cion, a shadow across the sun. It struck
at Morgan from the false-fronted build-
ings, from the alleys, from the wide,
rough street. There was a sort of grim
humor about it. Broad Clancy was a
small man, but he threw a long, wide
shadow.

The tantalizing smell of cooked food
rushed along the street to Morgan. He
had not eaten since dawn and he had
been conscious of a rumbling emptiness
in his stomach for hours.

He turned into the hotel and imme-
diately stopped. A girl stood behind
the desk and Morgan’s first thought
was, “This is Peg.”

Immediately he knew he was wrong.
She was small, perhaps twenty-two or
three, with eager blue eyes so dark they
were nearly purple. Her hair was as
golden as ripe wheat fit for the binder.
Her lips were full and red and quick-
smiling. No, she wasn't Peg. That
gay, reckless laugh had given him a
picture of her, and this girl didn’t fit
the picture.

She motioned to an archway on his
left.

“There’s the dining room if that’s
what you'’re looking for.”

“Thanks. Just couldn’t seem to get
my eyes on it.”

“I noticed that.”

As he turned through the archway,
he heard her laugh follow him, low and
throaty. She wasn’'t he thought, dis-
pleased.

There were a few townspeople in the
dining room, two settlers with mud
caked on their gum boots, and one table
of cowmen. They left as Morgan took a
seat, and he had only a passing glance
at them. One was young and small,
one a thick-bodied wedge of a man, the
other middle-aged and smaller than the

first with a head overlarge for his body
and the conscious strut of a man who
is certain of his position and power.

Morgan watched him until he disap-
peared into the lobby. He was Broad
Clancy and he fitfed Morgan’s memory
of him as perfectly as Paradise Valley
had.

Morgan stepped back into the lobby
when he finished dinner. He saw with
keen pleasure that the girl was still at
the desk.

“TI want a room,” he said.

Nodding, she turned the register for
him to sign. A pen and bottle of ink
were on the desk, but he didn’t write
his name for a. moment. To look at her
was like taking a deep breath of fresh
air after coming out of a tightly closed
room.

He saw things about her he had not
seen before—the smooth texture of her
skin, the dark tan that could have come
only from the long hours under the sun,
the freckles on her pert nose, the per-
fection of her white teeth when she
smiled.

She dipped the pen and handed it to
him. “You have to sign your name.”

“I’m sorry.” He dropped his gaze,

not realizing until then how directly he

had been staring at her. He scratched
his name, gave San Francisco as his
home, and laid the pen down. “When
yuh’ve been thirsty for a long time, yuh
just can’t stop drinkin’ when yuh come
to water.”

Capping the ink bottle, she swung
the register back, but she didn’t look at
his name for a moment. Her eyes were
lifted to his and he saw no suspicion
in them. Again he thought she was not
displeased. She did not belong here.
She seemed to stand in the sunlight
away from Broad Clancy’s shadow.

Then she looked down at the register
as she reached for a key. She froze
that way, one hand outstretched, lips
parted, and warmth fled from her face.

“Morgan. Murdo Morgan.” She
straightened and gave him a direct look.
“I suppose you think you’re a brave
man to come back.”

“I never laid any claim to bein’ a
brave man,” he said laconically.
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gan said. “Things ain’t the way they
used to be. Yuh didn't hire men like
this when yuh cleared the valley of the
Morgans.” o

Clancy’s eyes narrowed. “What do
you know about the Morgans?”’

“I know quite a bit about the Mor-
gans, but that ain’t the reason I'm here.
I want to talk to you. I don’t take to
- bein’ jumped by a gun dog. Tell him to
draw or drag.”

Clancy was frankly puzzled. He nod-
ded at Flint without taking his eyes
from Morgan. The gunman muttered
an oath as if reluctant to drop the mat-
ter, but he moved back to his place at
the bar with greater speed than the
occasion required.

He had cracked. Morgan doubted
that the man would ever have the cour-
age to make a face-to-face draw against
him, but he would be a constant threat
as long as he and Morgan were both in
the valley. Morgan had aroused the
hate that Flint and men of his kind hold
for another who has broken them.
There would come a day when that hate
would find expression.,

“Yore business?” Clancy asked in a
dry dead tone.

“I'm Murdo Morgan, representing
the—"

“Morgan!”

The word was jolted out of Clancy.
He stood motionless, eyes twin emeralds
sparking under the bushy brows, stiff-
shouldered as if the temerity of Murdo
Morgan in coming here had stunned him
momentarily.

“I don’t think yuh’ve forgotten the
Morgans, Clancy.”

“Murdo Morgan!” Clancy séemed
suddenly to come awake. ‘‘Yuh came
back to kill me, didn’t yuh? Go ahead—
but if yuh down me, yuh’ll have a rope
around yore neck inside of five
minutes!”

“I didn’t come to kill yuh, Clancy,”
Morgan said patiently. “What’s been
done has been done. I'm representing
the—"

“I don’t give a cuss what yuh repre-
sent!” Broad Clancy bellowed. He
jerked a thumb toward the street. “Get
out!- I'll give yuh two minutes to dust

out of town.”

The men at the poker tables had risen
an® moved to the bar. More than a
dozen guns. Morgan knew he could
take Broad Clancy and perhaps Short
John. He couldn’t take them all. But
Clancy made no motion for his gun.
There had been a time when he would
have, but the years had slowed his draw
and he had no desire to die.

“All right,” Morgan said with biting
scorn. “Yuh'’re not as bright as I re-
member yuh. I came here to talk over
a proposition that’s got to be settled be-
fore the summer’s finished. There'll be
lives—"

“Turkey Track stomps its own
snakes!” Clancy bawled. “We make our
own laws and we enforce '’em. I've got
nothin’ to talk over with any blasted
stranger, and least of all a Morgan.”

Short John and Jaggers Flint had
moved up to stand close behind
Clancy, the others forming a packed
triangle farther along the bar. Morgan
was entirely alone. A strong current
ran against him, a current that would
have washed a lesser man through the
door and into the street.

“Forget I'm a Morgan,” he said. “Put
Smith or Jones or Brown or any handle
onto me you want to. If yuh’ll listen
yuh might be able to save the Turkey
Track. If yuh don’t—"

“Yuh’ve used up most of yore time,”
Clancy said coldly. “Ride out of the
valley.” v

FOR a moment Morgan had forgotten
the barkeep. If he was shot in the
back, there would be no avenging
justice. Only a quick burial. They would
plant him below the east rim beside the
three Morgans. who had lain there for
sixteen years. He backed along the bar
until he could see the apron. The man
straightened and laid a shotgun on the
mahogany.

Morgan’s smile was a cold straight
line that toughened his bronze face.

“You used to be a fightin’ man,
Clancy,” he said coldly, “but yuh’re old
and yuh’re afraid, so yuh hire lobos like
Flint and wink at a barman to shoot a
man in the back, I'm not here to argue.
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yuh a deed to yore land the day the sale
is finished. No red tape. No monkey
business. How about it?”

- Blazer wheeled, a great hand motion-
ing toward Morgan.

“Don’t believe this lyin’ son. How do
we know who he is or whether he'll
keep his word ?”’

“T believe him,” Jim Carrick said.
“I'm done kowtowin’ to Broad Clancy.
If Morgan puts this land sale over, it’ll
bust the Turkey Track, and that’s plenty
of reason for me.”

Blazer whirled on Carrick. “Yuh al-
ways was soft as mush, Jim!” he bel-
lowed. “I say to run this smooth-talk-
in’ son out of the valley. T’ll plug the
first man who sets foot on my land and
claims he bought it from the company.”

“Then yuh’ll be hangin’ for killin,”
Morgan said quietly.

Blazer threw back his great head and
laughed. “Hangin’, he says, for killin'.
You won't be around to see it, bucko.
You won’t even be around. I'm goin’ to

bust yuh up. I’ll teach the company to -

send in a long-tongued rooster like you,
lyin’ about ownin’ it yoreself.”

Morgan jerked off his gun-belt and
handed it to Carrick.

“All right, Blazer. I never look for
a fight, but if it comes, I'll finish it.”

Again Blazer laughed, deep and
scornful. “Yuh’ll never finish this one,
bucko. I'll have my fun and I'll still
be here when yore friend Carrick is
diggin’ a hole for yuh.”

“If yuh want fun, here’s some,” Mor-
gan said, and came at the man fast,

right fist cracking him hard on the

mouth.

It was Arch Blazer’s way to bluff as
far as he could, to scare a man and
make him back up before a crowd, and
haltf win the fight before it started. He
had never had a man bring the fight to
him. Surprise and Morgan’s blow half-
stunned him for an instant. He re-
treated a step. Morgan, catching him
on the jaw with another short, wicked
right, knocked him flat on his back.

“Boot him!” Jim Carrick called ex-
uberantly.

From the other side of the fire Tom
Carrick watched with cool pleasure, for

he had long hated Blazer, but knew that
he was not the man to do what Murdo
Morgan had just done. The others came
closer, silent and watchful, swinging
which ever way the fight swung.

Blazer bounced up, a strangled curse
breaking out of his bruised mouth. He
drove at Morgan and struck him a hard
blow on the chest. Morgan wheeled and
let the weight of Blazer’s charge carry
him by. He was on the big man then.
For an instant Blazer was off-balance.
Morgan ripped through his guard,
punching him with rights and lefts, the
big head weaving from one side to the
other. -

Blazer clubbed a fist at Morgan’s face
and closed with him, swinging a fist into
his middle. Morgan was hurt. He
threw his weight hard against Blazer,
cracking him in the ribs, turned side-
ward as Blazer rammed a knee at his
stomach. Catching the man’s leg, he
dumped him into the hot coals at the
edge of the fire.

Blazer screamed and rolled clear. He
came to his feet again and rammed at
Morgan, but he was slower this time.
The heart had gone out of his fight.

ENSING that this was the moment,

Morgan came in for the kill. His
fists, ringing on Blazer’s head, flattened
the man’s nose and closed an eye. He
saw the blood, tasted his own, felt the
jar of each blow run up his forearm and
wondered what held the nester up.
Then, for no reason that he could un-
derstand, Blazer’s knees became rubber
and he curled to the ground.

Morgan stepped back, thinking Blazer
was out, and instantly knew he had
made a mistake, for Blazer had rolled
away from the fire and had drawn a
gun. Another gun spoke, the bullet
kicking up dirt a foot from Blazer’s
hand.

“Yuh're fightin’ him fair!” Tom Car-
rick’s angry voice cut across the space
between them. “Curse you for a dirty
polecat!”

Blazer dropped his gun. He squalled,
“T'll get you Carricks for backin’ —"

Blazer didn’t finish. Morgan fell on
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“Sure, I'll be back,” Peg said easily,
and left the cabin with Jim Carrick.
Morgan idled in the doorway, shoul-
der blades pressed against the jamb,
feeling the soreness that would be days
leaving him. He watched Peg mount and
wave to him. He raised his hat and nod-
ed, unsmiling. He was thinking again
that he could have Peg Royce and panic
was in him with the rush of knowledge
that he wanted her.
“Morgan!” Buck called.
Morgan walked to the bed and sat
down. “Want me to read to yuh?”
“I told yuh she was poison,” Buck
said harshly. “I said she was a fever
that got into yore blood. Remember?”’
“Yeah, I remember. Why?”
“Yuh ain’t foolin’ me no more’n a
_little. Yuh’re playin’ smart, goin’ after
her and all, but yuh ain’t foolin’ me.”
“What in thunderation are yuh talk-
in’ about?” Morgan demanded sharply.
“You know all right.” Buck’s fists
clenched above the blanket. “I saw
the way she looked at yuh. I'm tellin’
yuh, Morgan. Let her alone or T’ll

kill yuh!”

X

PEG ROYCE did not sleep the night
she returned from the Carrick place.
Her leanto room held the day’s heat
with grim tenacity; the smell of her
straw tick was musty and stifling. She
lay on her back, motionless, staring at
the black ceiling. Tomorrow would be
another day, the same routine, the same
frustrations, the empty sagebrush miles
all around, choking her, imprisoning
her, walling her in from the world she
had seen in her dreams.

The staccato beat of her clock marked
the slow passage of the minutes, while
the gray ashes of discontent piled high
in her mind.

Daylight wiped out the darkness in
the corners of her room. Royce was
gone. She didn’t know where. He was
gone when she had come home the day
before. It was that way most of the
time, one of the few things for which
she could be thankful.

She should get up and build the fire.
Feed the chickens. Milk the cow. Water
the horses. Cook breakfast. She would
get a cursing if Royce came home and
found her in bed. Maybe more.

Anger smoldered in her. No, nothing
more. She’d had the last beating she
would take from him. She reached un-
der her pillow and pulled out the small
pistol she kept there. No, she would
never take another beating from Pete
Royce.

She should get up, she told herseif.
She sat on the edge of her bed, took off
her nightgown and lay back. No hurry.
What was waiting to be done could keep
on waiting. If Royce didn’t like it, he
could stay home and take care of it
himself.

The sun laid a pattern of black and
gold across her bed. She propped her-
self up on her elbows and looked at her
slim body. She might as well be a
squaw. She had her choice of a cocky
scrawny-faced kid who wanted her, but
had never offered her the Clancy name,,
and Buck Carrick who had planned to
kidnap and take her to Prineville
to marry him, a nester whose father
didn’t even own the land they lived on.

Then she thought of Murdo Morgan.
But then she had been thinking of Mur-
do Morgan all night.

Peg had never really known another
woman. Her mother was a vague
blurred memory. There were a few
nester women below the north rim.
Dowdy women broken to the daily labor
of this land, women for whom the flame
of life had gone out long ago. Then
there was Auntie Jones in town and
Jewell Clancy, who had left her strictly
alone.

There had been men around as long
as she could remember. All of them
but Ed Cole had run to a type. Like
Arch Blazer. Tough and dirty and
smelling of whisky and horses and to-
bacco and stale sweat. Men who had
wanted to paw her, men that even Pete
Royce did not trust with her.

She knew men, knew the urging of
their desires. She had never met a man
she could not have had if she had want-
ed him, even Ed Cole, until Murdo Mor-
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gan had ridden into the valley.

She had heard men talk lightly about
love as if it were the same as desire.
Probably it was with most men she had
known. It would not be with Morgan,
but what did he want in a woman that
she did not have or could not give him?

Now, picturing his tall, hard-muscled
body, his black hair and high-boned
face, the powder-gray eyes that seemed
to look beyond the limits of ordinary
men’s vision, she felt an undefined long-
ing that she had never felt before. She
asked herself if it was love, and sud-
denly regretted what she had said to
him about holding the winning hand on
the last deal.

Outside a rooster crowed, a harsh
sound that brought her upright in bed.
She shook her black hair out of her
eyes, slid into her worn slippers, and
went into the other room. She built a
fire, pumped water into the coffee pot
and set it on the front of the stove. The
pine kindling was exploding with dry
crackling pops when she went back in-
to her room.

She sat down in front of her dressing
table and began combing her hair. She
had made her table as she had made
everything else in her room except the
mirror on the wall that gave back a
waxy image of her face,

Her dressing table had been a huge
goods box. She had built shelves into
it, papered the inside with red wall-
paper, and covered the top with a
flounce of print. She had made the rag

rug that covered her floor. It was hers,
all of it, a sanctuary where Pete Royce
let her alone unless he had work for
her to do.

HE combed her hair sleekly back
J from her forehead and tied it with
a red ribbon. She dressed then, slowly,
and was buttoning the last button when
she heard horses. She ran out of her
room, a wild hope in her that it would
be Morgan. But it was Pete Royce. A
moment later she recognized the man
with him. Ed Cole.

Peg was slicing bacon when they
came in. She had the table set, the cof-
fee boiling, and Cdle stopped in the
doorway, sniffing.

“Say, that smells good, Pete,” Cole
said. “This girl of yours is getting
smarter all the time.”

“Gettin’ lazier, yuh mean,” Royce
grunted. “Ridin’ at night. Wantin’ to
sleep all day. I’ll have to tan her with
a blacksnake so she won’t forget who's
boss around here.”

Peg wheeled, balancing the razor-
sharp hunting knife in her hand.

“I’ve told you, Royce. I'm telling you
again. You lay a hand on me and I'll
kill you.”

Royce dropped into a chair. “See
how it is, Ed? The mountain men had
the right idea. Marry a squaw and
lodgepole her when she got out of

_hand.”
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then.
said.”
~ “What was that?”

“That yuh’re a fever in a man’s blood
if he looks at yuh twice. I made that
mistake. One look should have been
enough.”

“Murdo, this is different.
promised Buck!”

Yuh're his life,” Morgan said soberly.
“I've learned to know him pretty well
the last few days. Why don’t yuh go
back and see him?”

“All right,” she said. “I will, because
you’ve asked me.”

“Thanks.”

Morgan lifted his Stetson and rode on
toward Irish Bend, a vague unease in
him. She was going to see Buck because
Murdo Morgan had asked her to. That
left him in her debt and that was not
the way he wanted it.

The empty miles dropped behind. The
lake and the tule-carpeted swamp were
lost behind a ridge. A band of horses
broke across the road and thundered on
through the sage and rabbit brush to-
ward the pine hills to the south.

Morgan was hardly conscious of
them. His thoughts were a tumbling
white-frothed stream within him. Peg
had wanted to tell him something, then
had been afraid to say it, but when he
tried to concentrate upon it the memory
of her kiss ripped through the pattern
of his thoughts.

It was nearly noon when Morgan
reached town. He racked his horse in
front of the store, his gaze sweeping the
street. It was the first time he had been
in Irish Bend since the day he had come
to the valley, but it was entirely differ-
ent, Then the Turkey Track outfit had
been in town.

Now Irish Bend was almost empty.
A single horse stood in front of the Elite
Saloon, head down, dozing in the sun.
A short-legged dog padded down the
the middle of the street, ears proudly
erect as if the town were his by con-
quest instead of default.

Turning into the store, Morgan asked
for a pencil and sheet of paper. The
storeman eyed him a moment specu-
latively before he slid a stubby pencil

“Made me think of what Buck

I never

and a torn fragment of wrapping paper
across the counter.

“That’ll do if yuh ain’t fussy,” he
said, his tone intentionally hostile.

ORGAN drew a knife from his
pocket and whittled a sharper
point to the pencil.

“Where is everybody ?”’ he asked.

“It’s always this way when the Tur-
key Track ain’t in town,” the storeman
said. “The boys are windin’ up brandin’
today. Reckon they’ll be headin’ out
for the high country. Be plumb quiet
till they get back.”

“Mebbe not.”” Morgan began writing.
“Yuh’ll have more business this fall
than yuh ever had. Better get stocked
up-"

The man snorted, started to say some-
thing, then shut his mouth with a click
of his ill-fitting store teeth. He held his
silence until Morgan ordered:

“Hang this up where folks can see it.”

“The devil I will!”

“I said hang it up.” Morgan grabbed
a handful of the man’s shirt and jerked
him against the counter. “This has been
Broad Clancy’s town, but it ain’t goin’
to be much longer. I want that paper
hung up.”

“I'll hang it.” The storeman turned
the paper and read:

THE CASCADE AND PARADISE LAND
COMPANY ANNOUNCES AN AUCTION OF
ITS LAND BEGINNING SEPTEMBER FIRST.
STOCKMEN AND SETTLERS DESIRING TO
SECURE TITLE TO THE COMPANY LAND
THEY HAVE BEEN SQUATTING ON ARE AD-
VISED TO CONTACT MURDO MORGAN
WHILE HE IS IN THE VALLEY.

MURDO MORGAN, CASCADE AND
PARADISE LAND COMPANY

The storeman lifted his eyes to Mor-
gan. “If they're goin’ to contact you,
friend, they’ll shore have to hurry ’cause
yuh won’t be around much longer.”

“That so?”’ drawled Morgan.

“Yuh'll ride out or yuh'il get run out.”

“Let me do the worryin’ friend,” Mor-
gan shrugged. ‘“Where yuh goin’ to
hang this paper?”

Growling, the storekeeper picked it
up and jabbed it over a nail behind the

" tobacco counter,
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won’t stand against a show of force.”

“This is different, Purdy. We're sell-
in’ the land now to people in the Middle
West. They pay ten per cent down
when they sign their contract and give
a note for the balance, payable at the
time of the drawin’. I'm gamblin’ they’ll
fight for what they already own.”

Interest sharpened in Purdy’s pale
eyes. “It might work.”

‘“Another thing. This ain’t free Gov-
ernment land, so we’re bound to get a
better class of farmers than the usual
raggle-taggle outfits that show up every
time there is a land rush.”

“That might be,” Purdy admitted
thoughtfully. “Does Clancy know this ?”

“l aim to tell him today. He wasn’t
of a mind to listen the time I saw him in
the Silver Spur.”

“Suppose you die?”’

“Then I'll be dead, but the land sale
will come off regardless.”

“Clancy may have a different idea.”

Morgan shrugged. “I aim to keep
alive. I didn’t come in here to talk about
Clancy. What I want to know is this.
When the settlers come—that’ll be the
middle or the last of August—will they
get the protection of the law as fully as
you can give it?”

Purdy reached for a corncob pipe,
that self-mocking smile turning his
mouth bitter.

“Yuh’ll have it, as well as I can give
it. Notice what I say, Morgan—as well
as I can give it. I'll explain that. I
have a job. It pays a living. I don’t
know what I'd do or where I'd go if I
lost it. Love of security does that for a
man, and my security lasts as long as
Broad Clancy lasts.”

Purdy was making it as plain as he
could without admitting his own abase-
ment. The hard years had reamed the
heart out of this man, leaving only the
shell.

“I'll depend on that,” Morgan said,
rising. “Broad may not cut quite as
wide a swath in another month or two
as he does now.”

“Time is a great sea washin in
around us,” Purdy murmured. “We'll
see how well Broad has built his walls.
And Morgan, if yuh're goin’ out to Tur-

key Track, watch this man Iliat.
Wounded pride can make even a coward
dangerous.”

XII

A FAMILIAR sight greeted Morgan
when he reached the Turkey Track,
a sight that reminded him strongly of
his Montana cowpunching days, for it
was a scene that changed only in detail
wherever cows were run. The constant
rising dust cloud. The smell of wood
smoke from the branding fire. Loops
snaking out. Bawling calves and bawl-
ing cows.

It was a sort of organized chaos. Half
a dozen Turkey Track irons in the fire.
The rush of smoke as a hot iron burned
through hair and into flesh. The smell
of it, the smell of blood as knives
flashed. Turkey Track run on the left
side. Underbit off both ears.

“Rafter L from Dry Lake!” a buck-
aroo yelled.

“Nothin’ but Turkey Track on this
range!” Broad Clancy shouted arro-
gantly. ‘“Put the iron on him.”

Smell and sweat, pain and blood, dust
and smoke, and over all of it that never-
dying bawl of worried cows and scared
calves, curses, and Broad Clancy’s
taunting laugh if a rope missed. Throw
him. Burn and cut him. Hot iron and
steel blade. Drag up another. The
cycle repeated until a buckaroo yelled,
“This is the one we want.”

“I don’t want him. Looks just like
the last one to me.”

“Shore. It is the last one.”

Dusty, sweating faces grinning as
men stretched and wiped sleeves across
cracked-lipped mouths. Somebody kick-
ing out the fires. Cleaning the irons by
running them through the dust. Heads
sloshed into troughs to come out snort-
ing. Spitting water that was close to
mud. A good job well done. Pride here
among these knights of gun and horse.

Morgan, watching from the fringe of
activity, understood and smiled. He
would feel the same as Broad Clancy if
he were in Clancy’s boots. It was an
old scene to Clancy, one that had been
repeated every spring since he had rig-
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den north from California with his herd.
Today he had viewed it for the last
time, if Morgan’s plans went unchal-
lenged.

If Morgan had been seen no one gave
the slightest hint. Riders were hazing
the cow and calf herd away from the
corrals. Broad Clancy, riding a chest-
nut gelding as only a man can ride who
is 2 cowman born, grinned at young Rip
and said something Morgan didn’t hear.
He motioned to Short John and Jag-
gers Flint and, as if by previous agree-
ment, the four reined their horses to-
ward Morgan and rode directly to him.
_ Morgan had remained away from

Clancy because he knew that as long as
the branding was going on, the little
man wouldn’t talk. He had been wait-
ing until he found the moment that
seemed to be the right one, thinking
they had been too busy to note his ar-
rival. Now he knew he had been seen
from the first and ignored, a common
treatment Clancy prescribed for un-
wanted guests, exactly as he had pre-
scribed it for Morgan that first day in
the Silver Spur.

Morgan had not come with the inten-
tion of fighting. He had avoided it in
Irish Bend only by a show of toughness,
but young Rip hadn’t been there that
day, and Rip was the most dangerous
man old Broad had. Now, watching
them come at him, Morgan had a mo-
ment of doubt. Triumph was on Rip’s
ugly face. Shert John, out of place in
this tough company, was afraid. Jag-
gers Flint’s muddy brown eyes held the
smoldering rage of a man who lacked
the cold courage it took to make a play,
and hated himself for that failing. ®

But it was Broad John who surprised
Morgan most. He reined up a dozen
steps from Morgan, green eyes smiling
from under the bushy gold-brown
brows. He had shown a nervous fear
that day in the Silver Spur when he had
learned Morgan’s name. He had not
wanted to know Morgan’s purpose in
coming, assuming it was revenge.

Perhaps he had never forgotten the
Morgan kid who had left the valley six-
teen years before. It might have been
that his mind had held the shadowy

fear of the boy’s return, and he had been
shocked by that fear when he discov-
ered that the thing he had been afraid
of had become stark reality, instead of
a black dread held in the recesses of
his mind.

Today Broad Clancy was a different
man. Morgan saw no fear in him.
There was pride, the dignity of a small
man who feels his position, the old arro-
gance that Morgan had remembered
most of all about him. He seemed en-
tirely sure of himself and his own fu-
ture, as if Murdo Morgan was nothing
more than a bothersome gadfly that
could be swept away with a motion of
his hand.

“We're busy, Morgan,” Clancy said
crisply. “What do yuh want?”

“Trouble,” Rip breathed. ‘“Let’s give
him some.”

“Shut up,” Broad ordered. ‘“Speak
yore piece, Morgan. Then get off Tur-
key Track range. This is wrong ground
for you.”

IP was a stick of dynamite, a short
fuse sparking. He was the one of
the four to watch. Jaggers Flint was
the next, but Flint would not start it.
Short John wanted none of the trouble,
and old Broad, for some reason Morgan
did not understand, was filled with a
confidence that his position did not
warrant.

That was the way Morgan read it,
and he hesitated a moment, uncertain
what his own play would be. He could
beat Rip to the draw and kill him. He
was certain of that and he was equally
certain that if it happened, he would
lose the last slim chance of a compro-
mise peace.

“Rip’s on the prod,” Morgan said at
last. “If he pulls his iron and starts
smokin’, I’ll kill him, but that ain’t what
I want.”

“Behave, Rip!” Clancy bawled impe-
riously, without looking at the boy.
“Talk, Morgan. Cuss it, I haven't got
all day to set here.”

“You said I was on wrong ground,”
Morgan said evenly, keeping Rip within
range of his vision. “It so happens I'm
on my own ground.”
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died with him. If he lived, he would
have whatever help she could give him.
Then, with a swift rush of panic, she
realized she should have stayed at the
branding. She might have prevented
his dying.

She mounted and put her mare at a
fast pace back across the valley. The
branding was finished. Everyone was
gone, but Morgan’s big black stood in
front of the house.

EWELL ran inside. Morgan must be
here. He would never leave his
horse.

The front room was empty. Disap-
pointment knifed her. She had hoped
to find him waiting. Then she saw Rip
in the office. :

“Where’s Morgan?” she called.

“Morgan?”’ Rip took his boots off the
spur-scarred desk and stood up. ‘“How
the devil should I know?”

“His horse is in front.”

“Which same don’t prove a thing,”
Rip said irritably. ‘“Mebbe he left his
nag and took one of ours. If he did,
we'll shore hang him for hoss stealin’.”

That was about as unreasonable a
thing as Rip could say. There wasn’t
an animal on Turkey Track except
Flint’s sorrel that compared with Mor-
gan’s black, but Jewell chose not to
press the point.

“You didn’t have trouble ?”” she asked.

Rip laughed jeeringly. ‘“Trouble with
that big wind? ’Course not! He had
something to say about Pap buying
land, but Pap told him he’d dicker with
the Citizens’ Bank when the sign was
right, like Cole said.”” He moved to the
door. “I’ll go look for that hairpin if
yuh want to see him.” His face sud-
denly turned ugly. “Say, you ain’t sweet
on him, are yuh ?”

“I don’t want him killed. There's
enough Morgan blood on Clancy hands
now without adding his.”

Rip jeered another laugh. “I reckon
there’ll be some more ’'fore long. Pap
should have knowed that pup would
grow into a wolf. Now we’ve got the
wolf to kill.”

Jewell watched Rip cross to the barn,
questions thrusting themselves at her.

Turning, her gaze swept the room. Mor-
gan was here, somewhere. Maybe in the
barn. Maybe Rip was going to kill him
now. She ran upstairs for her gun.
Then, in the hall outside the door to
Rip’s room, she saw Morgan’s black
Stetson.

Usually Jaggers Flint was with Rip,
but she hadn’'t seen the gunman when
she’d come in, She turned into her room
and lifted her short-barreled revolver
from the bureau drawer. She saw her
hunting knife and, on second thought,
took it. Jewell Clancy had never killed
a man in her life, but she would now
if that was what it took to free Morgan.

Then a thought paralyzed her with
shock. That man might be her brother
Rip!

Jewell slipped the knife into the
waistband of her levis and left her
room, a cold purpose ruling her. She
moved with cat-quiet along the hall, her
gun cocked. There was a law in the
Clancy house that a bedroom was never
entered except upon invitation of its
occupant, but Jewell didn’t hesitate.

Gripping the knob of Rip’s door, she
turned it slowly and shoved the door
open with a violent push. She expected
to see Jaggers Flint there and she ex-
pected to kill him, but the gunman was
not in sight. Morgan was on the floor,
hands and feet tied, a bandanna gag-
ging him.

For a moment the room turned in
front of Jewell. She gripped the foot of
Rip’s bed, shutting her eyes, faintly
aware of an incoherent gurgle from
Morgan. She had been keyed to a kill-
ing, and now that the killing was not
necessary, she stood trembling, tears
struggling to break through. Then she
gained control of herself, eased down
the hammer of her gun and, lifting the
knife from her waistband, slashed Mor-
gan's ropes and gag.

He licked dry lips and flexed the

‘muscles of his wrists.

“I’'m beholden to yuh,” he began.

“Not here.” She gripped his hand and
pulled him to the door. “Rip will tear
the house down when he finds you've
gone.”

Morgan was in the hall then, picking
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while Clancy and his men searched,
Clancy believing that Morgan had
killed Rip.

“I guess nobody knows about this
cave but me,” Jewell said. “I come here
lots of times. Stay overnight when I
can’t stand home any more. That's why
I always kept food here. We won't
starve, Murdo.”

He lay looking at her, weak, but not
so weak he couldn’t admire her, even
here in the gloom of the cave. He owed
her his life, but he could do no better
than say:

“I'm beholden to yuh.”

“If you do what you plan, Murdo,”
she said, “I'll be beholden to you.”

“You're Broad Clancy’s girl—" he be-
gan.

“T ean’t help where life put me,” she
said bitterly, “but I can help staying
there. I've talked to Doc and Abel
Purdy and some of the others. They
hate Dad, and they hate what he’s done,
and what he’s doing to the valley, but
Doc’s the only one who has the courage
to tell him. I think Purdy will some
day. He says the valley could support
hundreds of families and that’s the way
it will be. That’s the dream I've had,
Murdo. I guess Purdy gave it to me.
"Or maybe I couldn’t forget the day you

and your father left because of what.

Dad had done. I was just a little girl],
but it made too deep an impression for
me ever to forget it.”

“Looks like we dream the same kind
of dreams,” Morgan said. “Broad had
his chance, but he wouldn’t take it.”

“He isn’t big enough to deal with a
Morgan,” Jewell said, “and he isn’t a
man to settle for half. When it’s over
with, he’ll still run the valley or he’ll
be dead.” She rose and looked down at
Morgan, troubled. “Don’t judge all the
Clancys by Dad,” she said, and went out
for wood.

Velie came after dark and when he
had finished examining Morgan he said
with satisfaction:

“Tough as a boot heel, Morgan. You'll
come through in good shape if you've
got enough sense to listen to me.”

“Don’t know ’bout that,” Morgan
said.

“Then you’ll be dead,” Velie snapped.
“I've got a letter for you that I took the
liberty of opening. In case you didn’t
know it, I'd like to see this land sale
come off the way it ought to. No sense
of Broad Clancy acting like he was a
combination of man, Creator and devil.
I want him trimmed down.”

“Read the letter,” Morgan said.

“It’s from a gent named Grant Gard-
ner. Says here, ‘Dear Morgan. I am
glad to report that the sale of your land
is progressing faster than we could rea-
sonably expect. I can safely promise
that every contract will be sold by
August first. I will be in Irish Bend
within a few weeks and we will make
definite plans at that time for the draw-
ing. If you want me to, I'll take charge
of the details, since it was an old story
to me. As a matter of fact, I have al-
ready given orders for my men to be
in Irish Bend in time to get everything
set up before the first of September.
There will be nothing for you to do but
see that the peace is kept.’”

XV

VELIE laid the letter down. He
kicked more wood on the fire. He looked
at Morgan and cleared his throat.

“Son, I don’t know all that’s going
on,” he said bluntly, “but I do know
that keeping the peace is going to be a
big chore.”

“Go on,” said Morgan. “What else
does the letter say?’ Doc Velie picked
it up, and went on reading:

“‘I am happy to say that I am much
more optimistic about the success of
your venture than I was at the time
we talked in my office. One reason for
my optimism is our unprecedented suc-
cess in selling your contracts. That
can be accounted for by several dry
years and the resulting crop failures in
much of the Middle West. The second
is your own record. I have checked it
thoroughly. Even if this project fails,
I hope you will consider a job with my
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“Couldn’t stay put, could you?”
Velie’s eyes smoldered with anger.
“Well, now that you're back, see if you
can stay alive. Blazer and Royce have
been hanging around the Elite. Talk-
ing about what they’ll do to you if you
show up. They never.did take to the
yarn that Flint had tagged you and
you’d crawled off to die.”

Morgan got out of the tub and
reached for the towel. ‘“See yuh later.”

Gardner left the room, but Doc Velie
paused in the doorway, eyes specula-
tively on Morgan.

“Shut the door!” Morgan howled.

“Shucks, you’re not so pretty,” the
medico grunted. “I told you Jewell’s
at the hotel.”

“I heard yuh. Shut the door!”

Growling something that didn’t reach
Morgan as words, Velie slammed the
door and left the barber shop.

Morgan dressed and buckled on his
gun-belt, thinking with grim reluctance
that Gardner had been right in saying
the job of keeping the peace was a tough
one, and that most of it was still ahead.
He wondered how accurate Velie had
been in his harsh judgment of Purdy.
If the medico was right he, Morgan,
was wrong, but if Purdy had even a
small part of a man’s natural heritage
of pride, Murdo Morgan was right and
Velie was wrong. He would have to
know before the crowd came.

Leaving the barbé¢* shop Morgan
paced along the front of the saddlery,
eyes on the street. It was nearly as
deserted as it had been the day he had
seen Abel Purdy, but an apparently de-
serted town could be a dangerous one.
Both Royce and Blazer, like Jaggers
Flint had been, were the kind of men
who would shoot him from a hiding
place if they thought the law was too
weak to handle them.

By this time the news of Morgan’s
presence would have swept the town
like a prairie fire before a high wind.
Pausing in front of the hotel, Morgan
remembered there had been two horses
racked before the Elite when he had
ridden into town. Now the hitchpole was
empty. He turned into the lobby, pon-

dering this, but failing to see any dan-
ger in the incident.

Jewell was not behind the desk. Dis-
appointment built a gray uneasiness in
him. He had not realized until he swung
into the dining room how much he had
counted on seeing her. When he had
eaten he asked for her at the desk.

The clerk eyed him with the same
veiled hostility he had sensed in the
barber.

“She ain’t here, mister. Out ridin’, I
reckon.”

Morgan wheeled out of the lobby. He
built a smoke as he moved along the
walk to the corner, stopped in front
of the Stockman’s Bank and, scratching
a match across its front, lighted his
cigarette. He stood there, considering,
tobacco smoke a shifting shape in front
of his face. As long as Blazer and
Royce were in town, they were as dan-
gerous as a pair of rattlesnakes in a
man’s bed.

Decision made, Morgan slanted across
the intersection to the store, his gaze
fixed on the front of the Elite. He had
to kill Blazer and Royce or drive them
out of the valley. Both claimed to be
settlers, and for that reason were capa-
ble of doing irreparable damage when
the contract holders arrived in Irish
Bend.

T WASN'T until Morgan reached the
post office that he saw the newly let-
tered sign hanging in front of what had
been an empty building east of the
Elite:
OFFICE OF CASCADE AND PARADISE
LAND COMPANY

He grinned as he turned into Purdy’s
office. Gardner, he thought, was a good
man to be running things.

Purdy blinked behind his spectacles.
Then he rose and gravely held out his
hand. v

“Greetin’s from a mortal to one in the
other world. I understand yuh’re dead,
with Flint’s bullet in yuh.” '

“It’s a lie. The slug went on through.”

Purdy laughed and motioned to a
chair. “Sit down, Morgan. I'm glad
to see yuh.”
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Gardner flushed with evident pleas-
ure. “This is part of my contribution
to a worthwhile endeavor, Morgan.
I'm no good on the fighting end, but I
know this part of the business.” He
pointed to rows of filing cabinets along
the wall. ‘“Duplicate copies of the con-
tracts that have been sold. My office
crew will be in from Alturas tomorrow.
Lot of work yet for all of us. I want
you to go over a map of the road grant
with me. We’'ll mark off the tracts ac-
cording to the size you want them sold.
All this bookkeeping and the cost of
taking care of our customers and the
traveling expenses for those who repre-
sent twenty or more contracts will cut
into your profit, but in the long run it
will pay.”

Gardner swung his hand around the
room. “Show stuff, maybe, but it im-
presses folks. A lot of them will want
to come in and talk, and we’ll have to
take time off. If we can keep them in
good humor and hold their confidence,
the drawing will go off like clockwork.”
He opened the door into Morgan’s of-
fice. “How do you like that?”

A new swivel chair, roll-top desk,
brass spittoon on the floor, three chairs.
Morgan chuckled and, sitting down at
his desk, ran his finger tips across the
varnished wood.

“Well,” he whispered, “I'll be
hanged!” ’

Gardner began fishing for a cigar. “A
few more things to tell you,” he said
casually. “This valley is far superior
to what I had expected to see. Your
friend, Jim Carrick, tells me that the
soil is good and the water is here if
reservoirs are built to hold it. I intend
to do that if the settlers are the solid
citizens my salesmen say they are. Back
there they’ve been blowed out, dried out,
burned out, and starved out. They're
looking for a place where there is water,
good soil, and a moderate climate.”

ORGAN leaned back in his chair,
1¥1boots on the desk top.
“We’'ve got them things,” he said,
and waited.
Gardner bit off the end of his cigar
and dug into his pockets for a match.

“Folks like a show,” he commented.
“We're selling land and after that I'll
sell them water. I've got a surveying
crew in the hills now. We’ve got to live
with them, so we want to start off right.
The thing we've got to do is avoid let-
ting them get any idea that the drawing
is crooked. Knowing Ed Cole, I'm sure
he’ll work on that end.”

Gardner found a match, struck it, and
fired his cigar. Still Morgan held his
silence, knowing from Gardner’s round-
about approach that there was more to
come.

“I've been pounding my brain until
I got the right idea.” Gardner blew
out a long smoke plume. “Pretty girls
always appeal to a crowd of men, so I
want you to line up two pretty girls to
help with the drawing.”

This was what Gardner had been
working up to. Morgan took his feet
off the desk and stood up. Jewell Clancy
and Peg Royce were the only pretty
girls in the valley as far as he knew,
and he couldn’t ask either one of them.

“T won’t do it,” Morgan said angrily.
“Peg’s dad is Pete Royce, and Jewell’s
is Broad Clancy. You know how both
of them stand.”

Gardner waved his cigar at Morgan.
“That’s the reason we want them. The
settlers can’t accuse us of being crooked
with those girls doing the drawing.”

“I won't do it!” Morgan said again,
hotly. “Yuh're crazy to think I would.”

Gardner’s chubby face reddened. “I
was crazy to contract with the Sneed
boys to butcher wild hogs so we'd have
pork for our customers. I was crazy
to ride out to Broad Clancy’s camp and
ask him for beef. I suppose I was crazy
to come up here at all!”

“What you talkin’ about ?”

“We contracted to furnish water,
fresh meat, and horse feed during the
drawing and for a week before to those
who got here early. I heard through
this man Royce that there were wild
hogs in the tules. He said he butchered
them all the time, so I got the Sneed
boys to butcher enough to keep us in
fresh meat until we get Clancy’s beef
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with him, but she didn’t hate him.

“Broad won't like it,”” he said.

“She’ll do it, Murdo,” Peg breathed.
“It’s the Jeast she can do. Gardner said
it would be a big help to you, because
everybody would know it was an honest
draw.”

A smile touched Jewell’s lips.
course I'll help, Murdo.”

Peg’s answering smile was quick and
lip-deep. “I thought you would.”

Morgan looking from one to the other,
did not fully understand. He only knew
they were women, facing each other,
fighting with claw instead of fist, one
tall and dark and full-bodied, the other
small and slim, with wheat-gold hair
afire now, with a slanted ray of sunlight
falling across her head. There was this
moment of tension, spark-filled. It was
steel pressed against a whirling emery
wheel, and Morgan, striving desperately
to find something to say to break the
tension, could do no better than say:

“Doc says it healed up fine.”

Jewell brought her eyes to Morgan.
“I’ve worried about you. You were so
weak when I left you.”

Morgan felt Peg stiffen.

“You were with him when he was
shot?”’ she asked coldly.

“No, but I found him afterwards. I
guessed Flint would head for the lava
flow and Doc and I were close enough
to them to hear the shots. I stayed
with Murdo until after his fever
broke.”

“And you left him when he was still
weak?”

“Doc thought I should. Dad was look-
ing for him, and we thought that if I
came back and said I couldn’t find him,
Dad would pull in his men, thinking
that if I couldn’t find him, he was really
gone. It did work that way.”

Peg’s breath was a long sigh. “If I
had been taking care of him,” she whis-

“Of

pered, “I'd have stayed until he was.

well.”

“He should have sent for you,” Jewell
murmured.

“I was all right,” Morgan cut in.

A sob came out of Peg, startlingly
sudden. “You wouldn’t send for me,
would you, Murdo? You couldn’t trust

me like you could her.”

Whirling, she ran out of the lobby
and on through the dust of the street to
her horse. Mounting, she quit town at
a wild, reckless pace.

“I'm sorry,” Jewell said contritely. “I
shouldn’t have done that. I don’t know
why I did.”

Still Morgan did not fully understand
it. He only knew that women clash in
a different way than men, that Jewell
had struck back in self-defense. He
turned toward the dining room, then
swung back to say:

“I don’t want to bust you and yore
father up.”

“You won’t. I've already left home.
Now go get your supper. . . .”

Gardner had figured the uncertain
element of time as accurately as a man
could. His office crew came north on the
stage from Alturas, fast wagons bring-
ing their equipment. Empty water
wagons creaked across the desert to
make the long haul from the creeks
around Clancy Mountain, where the
water ran clear and cold in a swift lacy
pattern. Lumbering freighters, start-
ing earlier, brought food supplies, blan-
kets, a heavy stove for the restaurant,
tents, and lumber from Lakeview for
the platform in the big tent, and tables
and benches for the dining room.

Morgan, watching idly because there
was nothing for him to do at the me-
ment, marveled at the military preci-
sion with which Gardner’s men worked.
Saws bit through pine. The ring of
hammer on nail was a constant racket-
ing noise. Canvas was stretched, stakes
pounded deep into the earth, ropes
tightened. Within a matter of hours,
Irish Bend had reached out across the
flat to triple in size.

Gardner, flushing with pride, slapped
Morgan on the back.

“We're ready. Let ’em come!” He
grinned in sudden embarrassment.
“You know, Morgan, I've kicked myself
for not taking a partnership in this deal.
I misjudged the land and I misjudged
you. I thought the valley was too far
from a railroad, and I didn’t believe you
could take care of yourself against the
opposition you'd have.”
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anger upon them.

Gardner, taught by long experience
to react instantly to a crowd’s mood,
felt the change and started looking for
Morgan. He found him having break-
fast in the hotel dining room.

“Trouble’s loose,” Gardner said wor-
riedly. “The settlers are standing
around with their lower lips hanging
down so far they’ll trip on them.”

“First time I've seen you worried,”
Morgan said, reaching for tobacco and
paper.

“First time I have been. You don’t
reckon they’d listen to Cole?”

“He’s not their kind, but they would
listen to Royce and Blazer. We’d better
get the drawin’ started.”

“We can’t. We advertised the first of
September, and that’s what it's got
to be.”

“What'’s bitin’ 'em ?”’

“I don’t know. Looks like they’d
come in if they had a kick.”

Morgan sealed his cigarette and slid
it into his mouth. “Let’s go talk
to ’em.”

“We can’t risk a fight. That bunch
could turn into a mob in a minute.
We've got to find somebody we know
to tell us what’s wrong.”

“Let’s get hold of Dalton.”

They left the hotel, the crowd on the
boardwalk making a path for them.
Morgan spoke to some he knew. They
nodded, saying nothing, faces sullen
and resentful, the pressure of their hos-
tility pushing at Morgan.

“Yuh're shore right about these
boys,” Morgan muttered. ‘“Wouldn’t
take much to turn ’em into a pack of
wolves.”

XIX

GARDNER and Morgan found Dal-

. ton at the bar with his Nebraska

friends. Dalton’s face was showing his
resentment.

“You played hob, Morgan,” he said
darkly. “Didn’t think yuh was that
short-sighted.”

“All right, Clay,” Morgan said mildly.
“Let’s have it.”

“T had it for supper,” Dalton growled.
“I don’t want no more of it.”

“Blast it!” Gardner cried in a frenzy.
“What are you talking about ?”

Dalton snorted and reached for a
bottle. “Don’t give me that pap. I fig-
gered yuh was a straight-shootin’ out-
fit. Now I'm givin’ yuh some advice.
You run a straight draw or yuh’ll get
a neck stretchin’.”

Gardner looked at Morgan helplessly.
Morgan’s cigarette had gone cold in his
mouth. His searching mind could find -
no clue in what Dalton had said. .

“It’ll be an honest draw, Clay,” he
said patiently, “but there’s somethin’ we
don’t understand. What was it yuh had
for supper ?”

Dalton gave him a look rich with
scorn. “Them hogs, yuh fool! We took
one of them critters and cooked some of
it. We couldn’t eat it. Nobody else
could, neither. The meals in the tent
restaurant wasn’t no better.”

Morgan looked blankly at Gardner.
“What hogs?”

“I told you about them,” Gardner said
defensively. “I contracted with the
Sneed boys to butcher some wild hogs.
I saw one of the loads they brought in
yesterday. The meat looked all right.”

“Shore, looked all right,” Dalton
snorted. “Yuh'try eatin’ any?”

“No, but I tell you the meat looked
all right.”

“I said did yuh eat a hunk of it?”
Dalton bellowed. “Tasted like yuh’d fed
them hogs onions.”

“Royce said they ate wild hogs all thé
time around here.”

“So Royce gave yuh the idea,” Mor-
gan said thoughtfully. “I don’t know
much about the Sneed boys, but they’re
north rimmers too.”

“I know what Royce is,” Gardner be-
gan, “but it seemed like a good—"

Morgan waved him to silence. “Clay,
I don’t know just what’s wrong, but I'll
find out. There’s several hombres
around here who don’t want the land
sale to come off. This hog business is
part of the deal.”

Doubt struggled through Dalton. “I'd
like to believe yuh, Morgan, but these
fellers who came around last night
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talked mighty straight. They said we
was suckers to come out here. Claimed
yuh’d crook us on the draw. Good land
would go to the Clancys. It was part of
a deal yuh’d made with ’em last spring.
They said yuh was pushin’ them hogs
off on us 'cause it was the cheapest meat
yuh could get.”

It made sense now. Fresh meat that
nobody could eat after enjoying the an-
ticipation of it. Then some of the val-
ley settlers showing up and fanning
a smoldering fire into a blaze.

“Who were those men?”
asked.

“Didn’t catch their names, but they
lived in the valley.”

“What'd they look like ?”

“One was big. Kind of pig eyes.
Other one was smaller. Flat nose. Blue
eyes set plumb close together.”

“Royce and Blazer!” Gardner cried.

“Those are two of the valley men who
want us to fail,” Morgan said.

“Why ?” Dalton asked skeptically.

“Several reasons. One is that they’ll
be dispossessed as soon as somebody
draws their location. You boys are
playin’ their game when yuh believe
’em. Now I'm goin’ to lay my cards on
the table. I need yore help. We've
bought some Clancy beef, but they
haven’t got the herd down from the hills
yet. T'll go see Clancy today, but we
haven’t got anybody to do the butch-
erin’,”

“We'll do it for yuh,” Dalton said.

“Then that's fine. Pass the word
along what I'm doin’. And, Gardner,
ride out to the lake and see what'’s
wrong with that pork.”

Grumbling, Gardner followed Morgan
outside. “Clancy will kill you if you
go up there.”

- “T’ll take Purdy. Get now!
breeze.”

Still grumbling, Gardner turned to-
ward the livery stable. Morgan angled
across the street to Purdy’s office, feel-
ing hostile eyes upon him. There was
no overt act. Just sullen silence like
the moments of sticky stillness before
the heavens empty upon an earth made
dry by a torrid sun. Morgan had seen
mobs form; he knew the signs, and he

Morgan

Split the

didn’t like what he saw this morning.

URDY was pacing the floor of his

office, fingers working restlessly
through his short hair. He waved a
hand toward the street, and said, with-
out greeting:

“What’s the matter with those mad-
men?”

When Morgan told him about the
pork, he smiled thinly.

“Nobody can eat a hog that’s been
feedin’ on tule bulbs. It’s like Dalton
said. They taste like they’d been eatin’
onions.”

“But Gardner said the meat looked
good, and the Sneeds claimed they
butchered wild hogs every year.”

“Shore, the meat does look good, but
the nesters always drive a batch of hogs
home and fatten ’em on grain before
they butcher. Besides, I'd say the
Sneeds were on Cole’s side.”

It was done. Nothing that Morgan or
Gardner could do would change the set-
tlers’ temper except to get Turkey Track
beef in today and start Dalton and his
friends butchering. It was touch and
go, a question whether even good meat
could satisfy the contract holders.

Morgan looked around Purdy’s office.
It seemed no different than it had the
first day Morgan was here, but it was
different, and the difference lay in Abel
Purdy himself. Doc Velie had been
wrong about the man, and Morgan had
been right. A miracle had been per-
formed. Morgan’s confidence had re-
stored the heart to this shell of what
had once been a courageous man.

“Gardner contracted with Broad
Clancy for some beef,” Morgan said.
“I’'m ridin’ out there today.”

This was Abel Purdy’s test. Rodding
a brawling boom town was one thing;
facing Broad Clancy was something
else, for Clancy had owned Purdy the
same as he had owned the storekeeper
and the barber and the stableman and
the rest in the town. Like Purdy, they
could have said they wanted security,
and that security lasted only as long
as Broad Clancy did.

But the metamorphosis was complete.
Purdy glanced at his star and slowly

t
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brought his eyes to Morgan.

“I’ll go along for the ride, Murdo. If
yuh have any relatives who want to
hear from yuh, yuh’d better take time
to write to 'em.”

“I don’t,” Morgan said. “Let’s ride.”

They left town fifteen minutes later,
skirting the white city of tents and cov-
ered wagons, ignoring the sullen stares
that followed them out of town. Black
clouds were rearing threatening heads
along the southwestern sky and a cool
damp wind was breaking through the
gap between the Sunsets and Clancy
Mountain.

“We're in for a change of weather,”
Purdy said.

“A storm would play the devil with
those hombres,” Morgan grumbled.
“With their tempers screwed up like
they are now.”

Purdy turned his pale eyes on Mor-
gan. “The world is a more mixed-up
business than most of us realize if we
live just for ourselves. Remember me
sayin’ that time is a great sea washin’
around us?”’ When Morgan nodded, he
went on, “I said we'd see how well Broad
had built his walls. Now we know. Not
high enough. I saw that before the in-
vasion hit the valley. I knew it the
minute yuh walked into my office after

Flint had shot yuh. We’d been thinkin’
you were dead. When I saw you, I knew
yuh’d take a heap of killin’.”

“My hide ain’t that tough,” Morgan
said.

“You may die this mornin’, of course.
What I meant is that men like you be-
lieve in somethin’ strong enough to fight
for it regardless of the interests that
bring changes about and batter down
the walls that the Broad Clancys build.
- This is the same fight that has gone

on since the beginnin’ of time, just a
skirmish, but the same fight and we’ll
always have it.”

“Doc Velie said you thought too
much,” observed Morgan.

Purdy smiled meagerly. “Mebbe.
Funny thing. I've wanted to be the
kind of man Doc Velie was. He was the
only one in the valley before you came
who wasn’t afraid of Clancy. When I
heard what you and Doc and Jewell had

.

)

~bunchgrass,

done, I knew Broad was licked and I yas
goin’ to help. Security for me wasn’t
important. The right to get up and
howl when I wanted to was.”

“Yuh shoot mighty straight for a
gent who wears glasses.”

Purdy flushed with the praise. “Isee
all right.” He squinted at the spread-
ing gloom of the clouds. “Let’s set a
faster pace, Murdo.”

HEY held their direction south across

the slowly lifting sage flat. Then they
were among the buttes, where the
junipers were bigger and more thickly
spaced than in the valley. Morgan, star-
ing thoughtfully at the sharp point of
Clancy Mountain, wondered if old Broad
intended to keep his word. If he didn’t,
and the cattle were still in the marsh
behind Clancy Mountain, there would
be no fresh meat for the settlers today
or any day.

They circled a butte and, breaking
over a ridge, looked down upon a large
Turkey Track herd. The cattle were
being held in a pocket carpeted by
with a creek -cutting
through the center. Rimrock around
three sides made a natural corral so
that only a few riders were necessary
to hold them. All but two of the punch-
ers were idling around a fire directly be-
low Morgan.

“We won't need that many,” Morgan
said musingly. “Wonder why he fetched
that big a herd ?”

“That isn’t the question,” Purdy said.
“I'm: wonderin’ why he brought any.”

“He’s down there.” Morgan pointed
to a rider angling toward the fire from
the grazing cattle. ‘“We'll ask him.”

They dropped down the slope toward
the fire, causing a stirring among the
buckaroos when they were seen, One
called to Broad Clancy who looked up,
saw Morgan and Purdy, and brought
his horse to a gallop. By the time
Morgan gained the flat, Clancy had
reached the others and dismounted. As
Morgan rode up to the fire, he had a
feeling that this was what Clancy had
expected and planned.

“Howdy,” Morgan said civilly, as he
reined up.
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the steady  scratching of razor on
stubble. This was the trick on which
Clancy was depending, the reason for
his holding back. There had been no
violence, although he could have led his
buckaroos into town and brought about
a reign of terror. He could not be
blamed for what would happen today,
and there would be no trouble for him
even if the Governor sent a special in-
vestigator to the valley.

THERE was no talk until Morgan fin-
ished shaving. Gardner fidgeted by
the window; Bartell sat motionless,
pulling steadily on his cigar. Morgan
put on hig shirt, buckled his gun-belt
around him, and slid into his coat.

“Let’s have breakfast,” he said.

“What are you going to do?” Gardner
asked.

“Nothin’,” Morgan said flatly.
“They’ll abide by the contract.”

After breakfast Morgan waited in the
lobby for Jewell and Peg who had rid-
den into town the night before. They
came down together, both smiling when
he said, “Good morning.” He could not
tell from their composed faces that any-
thing had passed between them.

“This is yore last warnin’,” he said.
“That platform won’t be the safest place
in town today.”

“It'll be a good place to watch from
if there’s trouble,” Peg said.

Morgan looked helplessly at Jewell
who smiled as if this were an ordinary
day instead of the most special one that
Paradise Valley had ever known.

“TI wouldn’t miss it,” she said.

“All right,” he said. “We’d better get
over there.”

They followed the boardwalk to the
Stockmen’s Bank, angled across the in-
tersection to the store and moved
around it to the big tent. Purdy was
waiting outside. He motioned to Mor-
gan and stepped back.

“Broad Clancy ain’t here but Short
John is,” Purdy said when Morgan
joined him. “He’s got six cowhands
with him. What do yuh think he’s up
to?”

“I’'m guessin’ he’ll make a bid on a
tract of land,” Morgan said. “Then all

‘got a hunch I can stop ’em.

tarnation will blow up in our faces. I
didn’t figger it out until this mornin’.
Gardner just told me the trustees want
to make it a lottery.”

Purdy thought about it a moment,
staring across the sage flat, troubled
eyes blinking behind thick lenses.

“Cole’s in there with the Sneeds,
Blazer, and Royce,” he said. ‘“Pretty
close to the front and on the other side
of the tent. I thought of arrestin’ ’em,
but I don’t have no real charge and I
was afraid of what the settlers would
do.”

“That’s right,” Morgan agreed. ‘T've
I had an
idea when I was shavin’. Come on up to
the platform.”

Purdy nodded and, turnmg back to
Peg and Jewell, he moved beside Mor-
gan up the middle aisle. Every bench
was filled and men were packed around
the sides and back of the tent. There
were a thousand settlers here, Morgan
guessed, perhaps more.

He spoke to some he knew, and they
spoke back civilly enough. There was
no evidence of the sullen anger he had
felt the week before. He thought they
had, as Dalton had said, decided to wait
and see. There was hope in that, but
the material for an explosion was still
present.

Morgan stepped back when he reached
the platform, motioning for Peg and
Jewell to go ahead. He mentally cursed
Gardner for insisting on them being
here. It was not going to be the kind
of show Gardner had anticipated. Mor-
gan climbed to the platform, while
Purdy remained on the ground.

“Eight o’clock,” Gardner said.

Morgan nodded, his eyes sweeping
the platform. The bulk of Gardner’s
office crew had moved over here. There
was a jumble of tables and chairs,
books, boxes and record sheets, and
Morgan wondered if any kind of order
could be kept once the drawing was un-
der way. Gardner had seated Peg and
Jewell behind a table at the front of the
platform, with two boxes in front of
them. The trustees were on the other
side of the table, the post office inspector
beyond them.
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Morgan swung his black toward the
leaders of the stampede.

He could not think or plan. He
could only pray that he could turn the
herd, for at such a time man is a puny
thing, dependent for life on heaven
above and the horse between his legs.
Four thousand hoofs! A million pounds
of bone and muscle and horns! A wave
of destruction, sweeping toward the set-
tlers’ camp!

There were women and children, men
who had followed a dream half the
width of a continent, men who had com-
mitted no greater crime than to chal-
lenge Broad Clancy for the land he had
used, land he did not own, land for
which he had not even paid a paltry
rent.

The last bit of restraint went out of
Murdo Morgan. He’d had opportuni-
ties to kill Broad Clancy, and now he
regretted those chances which had been
lost. But he had never thought Clancy
would become a wholesale killer. Yet
Clancy must have planned this from the
first, or he would not have brought a
herd of this size to the valley from the
summer range.

Morgan was in close now, the black’s
speed matching the speed of the steers.
Morgan’s gun bellowed, powder flame
streaking into the night, the noise of
the explosion lost in the thunder above
and the thunder of hoofs beside him,
the blazing ribbon lashing from gun
muzzle no more than a match spark in
a world lighted by crackling flashes
above:

Pull trigger. Throw bullets into the
lead animals. Load and shoot again un-
til the gun is empty. Build a row of
dead steers. Press and push and hope
that the raging line of destruction can
be turned away from the camp! Hope
that the black will not find a hole and
fall, for nothing but death awaited a
rider who went down beneath those
driving hoofs.

It was wild and primitive, a world
without order, chaos that had broken
its bonds, death rolling across an earth
~ that trembled under those hoofs with
only a single man to avert that fate.

Then the miracle! Other men rode out

of the night. More guns to flash, more
men to yell and strike with coiled ropes
and press the end of that heaving black
horde, more men to turn them into the
empty land where they could run until
they couldn’t run, more men to bind and
lash this chaos into order. There would
be safety only when breath was gone
and hearts could no longer pound move-
ment into those lumbering bodies.

The pressure was enough. The line
was turned, the direction changed. Not
much, but enough. Away from the can-
vas-topped wagons, away from camp-
fires that had been replenished with
dry wood and raced upward into the
rain with long sizzling banners of flame,
away from the agony cries of mortal
terror as women and children tried to
flee to safety.

The wagons flashed by. The town
was behind. Somewhere out there the
steers would stop when they could go
no farther.

Morgan reined away and stopped. He
stepped down from his heaving horse
and loaded his gun. Daylight was
washing out across the valley now. It
had not been long since the stampede
had started, but each minute had been
an eternity, minutes when hundreds of
lives had depended upon every crawling
second. .

HERE was no direction to Murdo

Morgan’s thoughts as he stood there
in the rain. Only a consciousness of
guilt for letting Broad Clancy live, but
Morgan would not be guilty much long-
er. Most of the riders were staying
with the herd. They were not pressing
the leaders, but had pulled away and
slowed their mounts. Later the steers
would be brought back, but two men
had turned and were riding directly at
Morgan.

For a time Morgan thought the riders
were Broad Clancy and Short John, but

~ the light was thin in the misty air and

when they were close he saw that they

were not the Clancys. They reined up.
“Put up yore gun, Morgan,” one said.

“Yuh’ll have no trouble with us.”
“Where’s Clancy ?”” Morgan asked.
“Short John’s dead,” the rider said—
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a shot through the side of the saloon.
“Come out, Ed! You, too, Blazer.”
Behind him, Buck Carrick laughed.

“Why’n thunder should I help Morgan?

You got things plumb wrong, Peg.”

“I won’t marry you unless you help
him, Buck.”

Morgan heard young Carrick’s long
breath. “You’ll marry me if I help
Morgan?”’

“1 promise.”

“Don’t, Peg!” Morgan said without
turning. “I'll wait ’em out.”

“Shut up, Morgan,” Buck snarled.

“I'll make my own bargain. Peg, I
thought yuh loved Morgan.”

“Not any more. Buck, you'll never
regret it. I promise. Jim won’t
either.”

“Don’t, Peg!” Morgan cried out.

“Don’t throw yoreself away on a man
you don’t love.”

ORGAN lunged across the street,
gun in his hand. He was in the
open, mud sloshing under his boots. He
was across to the other walk then and
Blazer and Cole were stumbling through
the door. Morgan didn’t understand
it. He fired once. Blazer’s gun was
lifted, but the hammer didn’t fall. He
bent with Morgan’s bullet in his stom-
ach. He swayed uncertainly, hanging
to life with grim tenacity, then the last
of his life went into the trigger pull,
his shot spilling wildly across the street.
Ed Cole was jerking frantically at his
gun. It came out from under his coat,
pathetically slow, for this was not his
game and he was scared. He had de-
pended on Arch Blazer, and the big man
had failed him. There was no guile now
in his blue eyes nor on his handsome
face. There was a wolfish rage in him,
and the fear of a wolf that had been
separated from his pack and can run
no longer.

Morgan’s gun was lined on Cole,
finger slack against the trigger.
Thoughts  slid through his mind,
thoughts of this man he had called
friend, thoughts of the past when they
had fought side by side, of his visit to
Cole’s San Francisco office and the loan

Cole had obtained for him. L

“Shoot him!” Peg screamed. “There's
nothing worth saving in him!” '

Cole’s gun was in his hand now.
Morgan thought of the stampede, of the
women and children in the settlers’
camp. He had seen stampedes. He had
seen the bloody shapeless things that
had been men before they had gone
down under thundering hoofs.

It was enough. He pulled trigger,
felt the breath of Cole’s bullet on his
cheek. Then Cole dropped his gun,
hands gripping his shirt front. He
wanted to say something. His lips
framed a word but the sound that came
from his throat was not a word. The
agony of death was in his face and
shock and disbelief as if he had been
sure through all of it that he would
never be brought to this place. He fell
across the walk and his blood made a
dark pattern on the wet boards.

Then Morgan understood. Dalton and
Frawley and Gardner and a dozen set-
tlers boiled through the door to form a
circle around the bodies.

“We were forted up behind the sa-
loon,” Dalton said, “waiting for some
more of the boys. Then we saw you
cross the street and knew we had to do
somethin’, so we slammed the back door
in.” He scratched his chin, staring down
at Cole. “Queer, ain’t it? Both him and
Clancy had all they needed, but it
wasn’t enough. Now they've got
nothin’.” ‘

“Why did Cole stop to fight ?”” Morgan
asked.

“He couldn’t get away,” Frawley an-
swered. ‘“Royce got hit when they
tangled with Clancy’s bunch, and they
brought him to the doe. Jim Carrick
blowed Royce’s brains out and we
circled the town. Cole and Blazer holed
up in here.”

Perhaps it was that way, but Morgan
knew how it was with a man after he
had schemed and failed and run. Any
man can run so long. Then he can’t run.
1t had to be ended, one way or the other,
and Ed Cole had died like a man.

“Thanks,” Morgan said.

He put his gun back in his holster,
suddenly tired and sleepy and a little
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bitter. These men didn’t understand.
They never would. Not until this morn-
ing had they tried to fight, but fighting
was what he was made for. There would
always be the little men who needed
their fighting done for them. That was
the way the world moved forward. Only
.now and then would he find a Jim Car-
rick or an Abel Purdy who had within
his soul the courage to stand and fight.

“Why,” Frawley said, pleased, “I
guess yuh’ve got no reason to be thank-
in’ us. Not after what you done.”

“We’ll get the drawing started, Mor-
gan,” Gardner said.

It didn’t seem very important to Mor-
gan then. The important part had been
done.

“Take care of them,” he said, nodding
at the bodies, and turned away.

UCK CARRICK was standing in
front of the bank, his arm around
Peg.

When Morgan crossed the street to
them, Buck tried desperately to hold
his dignity.

“Why didn’t yuh wait, Morgan? I'd
have given yuh a hand.”

“I do my own snake stompin’,” Mor-
gan said. He stared at Jim Carrick’s
son who had hated him since that night
at the Smith shack. Now Morgan felt
sorry for Peg, he felt sorry for Jim.
“She’s got no call to marry yuh, Buck,
if she don’t love yuh. She deserves
somethin’ better.”

“Now hold on—" Buck began.

“I had some things wrong,” Peg
broke in. She stood tall and straight,
as cool and beautiful as carved ivory. “I
lost my head about you, Murdo. Let’s
forget that. It was different this morn-
ing. I helped you because I wanted
Buck to own the land he lived on, the
land I'm going to live on.” She smiled,
but it was not the confident smile Mor-
gan had seen on her lips before. “Broad
died a little bit ago. Jewell will want
to see you.”

Morgan, looking closely at Peg, knew
it was all right with her. Yesterday she
had said she would make Buck happy
and she would make Jim like her. She

had meant it then and she meant what
she said now.

He went on, the desire to sleep a mil-
lion years pressing him, but he couldn’t
sleep yet. Jewell wanted to see him.
Funny, the way it had gone. All the
time he had thought he would have to
kill Broad Clancy. Then Jewell would
be beyond his reach, for that was a
thing even love could not bridge. But
Clancy had died before the guns of Ed
Cole and his men.

He was in the hotel lobby then and
Jewell was behind the desk as she had
been that first day he had seen her. He
paused and looked at her and thought
of the things he had noticed then—of
the eagerness in her blue eyes, her
quick-smiling lips, her throaty laugh.
But nobody had laughed much lately in
Paradise Valley. The years ahead would
be different. He might do some laugh-
ing himself.

“Dad’s dead,” she said. “Everything
he had wanted was gone, but he said to
tell you he didn’t hate you. He hoped
you didn’t hate him. He brought that
herd down to run through the big tent if
everything else failed. He would have
burned the town and your records and
he aimed to kill you and Gardner, but
he couldn’t stand for Cole stampeding
the cattle into the camp. He said he
had never fought women and children.
He was honest in what he believed.
You believe that, don’t you, Murdo? Can
you forgive him for what happened to
your father and your brothers?”

“I didn’t come back to get square,
Jewell.”

She hadn’t been crying, but now there
were tears in her eyes. She rubbed
them away. f :

“I know, Murdo,” she said a little
angrily, “and I'm not crying for him.
I'm crying because of what he might
have been, and what he might have
done. I think he saw it himself that
last minute. He said he had lost Rip.
He had lost me. Then he made Short
John come to the drawing to do what
Rip would have done if he had been
alive, and he lost Short John. He didn’t
care if he lived or died. It was too late.”

Morgan 'thought briefly of his own
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. Even in those days when reading signs
was as necessary as reading print, many
would have taken it for granted that
the bison were hunting shelter, but the
newly fledged graduate was as thor-
ough a scholar in savage warfare as he
was in Latin, and to him the brutes were
loping too fast to be drifting.

He told Tom Kellihier, his lieutenant,
to hold the company on the lowlands.
“’m going up on that hill to recon-
noiter,” he said.

When he reached the summit he saw
the conical tepees of a Comanche vil-
lage. It was one of the weak points of
the Plains Indians to huddle in their
blankets during bad weather. So Sul
Ross got his big chance on this bitter
December morning by being abroad
when the weather was unfit for trav-
eling.

He hurried down the hill and sent a
sergeant and the twenty dragoons to the
opposite side of the camp, where they
were to lie in ambush until the others
charged. When the soldiers had had
time to reach their position, he gave the
word to his Rangers,

A Chief Dies

They swept down on the village and
were among the lodges before the Co-
manches knew what had happened.
Squaws shrieked; dogs and children
scuttled under the hoofs of the ponies;
the voices of the braves rose in shrill
war-yells and the rattle of the Texans’
rifles came sharp above the uproad. It
was more a massacre than a battle.
Many Comanche warriors died while
reaching for their weapons.

The survivors scattered; every man
for himself. .

Young Captain Ross found himself
racing after a pony that bore two riders.
The Texan settled down for a long chase
across broken country.

The gale came down upon them. Great
clouds of yellow sand filled the air like
smoke when the prairie is aflame. The
two riders before Ross showed through
the saffron haze, swathed in their blan-
kets, and gradually the bigger-boned
bronco gained on the pony with its
double load.

When there was less than twenty
yards between them, Ross raised his
cap-and-ball revolver and fired. The rear

\

ri_d;er collapsed. It was a young Indian
girl.

As she fell she dragged the man with
her from his seat. He alighted catlike,
and in an instant his bow was out, an
arrow on the string.

As he charged, Ross fired again, but
missed. The Comanche’s arrow struck
his horse, and the bronco began bucking
wildly. The Texan strove to get another
shot from his pitching mount but such
rough riding does not go well with good
marksmanship and the Indian was mak-
ing the most of his opportunity. Three
of his arrows buzzed by before young
Ross could pull the trigger. It was only
a snap-shot at that, but it broke the
warrior’s arm. Before he could throw
his lance Ross had put two bullets
through his body. A

There was a little tree near the sum-
mit of a sand-hill, and when the Ranger
had managed to dismount from his fren-
zied horse the Comanche was walking
slowly toward it. He leaned against
the trunk, facing his slayer, and began
chanting his death-song.

The bitter gale flung great clouds of
yellow sand about him. The blood-stains
spread over his bare torso. He held his
jet-black eyes on the white man while
his voice rose above the wind’s droning,
chanting his deeds, the greatness of his
people. Those people were scattered
in flight now; he was alone, but defiant
to the last.

And while he sang, a Mexican who
knew the Comanches tongue rode up.

“He is Peta Nocona,” the man said.
“Their chief.”

“Tell him to surrender,” Ross or-
dered, ““ and that we will not harm him.”

But when the Mexican spoke the Co-
manche thrust so fiercely with his lance
that the two men fell back. And so he

died.
White Squaw

Ross found his lieutenant, Tom Kel-
lihier, cursing with Texan fluency.

“Look what I got,” he growled, and
pointed to his captive. “A squaw!”

He told of a long chase and how, when
he was about to fire, the fugitive had
lifted a baby from her blankets, holding
it forth in supplication.

“That’s not a squaw, Tom,” Ross told
him. “Indians don’t have blue eyes.
That’s a white woman.”
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 “Her name is Prelock,” the Mexican
told them. “Wife of the chief you
killed.” '

“Well, anyhow, she’s white,” Ross
maintained. “And she’s weeping. A
Comanche woman wouldn’t let you see
her do that.”

“She is weeping for her son, senor,”

the Mexican went on when he had talked
with her. “She fears she will never see
him again.”
" That evening by the campfire the
young captain heard her story through
the interpreter. She was the widow of
the chief. One of her three children
had died with the father. She had the
youngest here, her baby, Prairie Flower.
But her son had been separated from
them in the fighting and was gone.

Ross bade the Mexican question her
about who her people were, how long she
had been among the Comanches. She
could tell little., She had lived with
this tribe ever since she was a little
girl. She did not know English. She
had no memory of her family.

“I believe,” Ross told Tom Kellihier,
“she is Cynthia Ann Parker.”

He serit her to Camp Cooper, and left
directions that Colonel Isaac Parker, an
uncle of the missing girl, be summoned
to identify her. The old man came and
had a long talk with her through an in-
terpreter. But he could get nothing
from her to show who she was. When
he was turning away to go he tried a
last resort.

“The girl I seek,” he said slowly, “is
Cynthia Ann.”

“Cynthia Ann!” she cried and pointed
to herself. “Cynthia Ann!” She had
forgotten the name of her family, but
the memory of her given name still was
with her. .

They took her to her brother, Colonel
Dan Parker, in Austin, where he was a
delegate to the secession convention.
When she saw the assemblage she

thought it was a gathering of great.

chiefs deciding on her fate. So she tried
to flee, and was trembling like a trapped
animal when they gave her to her
brother.

He took her to his home, and the
women made much of her. Slowly her
fears departed; the customs of white
people began to replace the Comanche
ways; she learned to speak her native

tongue once more. But her heart was
out on the Llano Estacado with her
boy, and she was continually trying to
escape and find him.

She lived for only four years, and
Prairie Flower died before her. But to
the end Cynthia Ann pleaded with the
white people to find her boy and bring
him to her.

The Boy Mourned

The boy for whom her heart ached
so sorely was named Quanah—Fra-
grance of Flowers. His life proves the
fallacy of the old saying that half-
breeds are never any good.

The Comanches had no hereditary
succession of chiefs. So when Peta No-
cona died that day singing his death-

~song in the sand-hills, and when Pre-

lock was taken by the white men, young
Quanah became a waif. He lived on the
tribe’s charity.

But he got the same schooling as the
boys among whom he grew up. He lis-
tened to the tales of the old men —
legends of animals and birds; traditions
of the Comanches dating from the time
they separated from their Apache kin
to rove the country east of the Llano
Estacado; stories of warfare with the
bold Cheyennes around the Arkansas
River.

He learned to shoot and stalk ante-
lope, to ride after the marvelous fashion
of his people, the best horsemen of all
the Indians. Hunting and horse-steal-
ing and warfare—he studied to prepare
himself for all three of them, and the
traditions of his father’s race became a
part of his nature. He grew to man-
hood ambitious to make a name for him-
self as a great warrior.

That ambition and the good blood in
his veins made him excel from the be-
ginning. He gained prestige among the
youngsters of the tribe and held their
allegiance because of his warm heart
which gave affection. So he came to his
young manhood in the late Sixties with
twenty good friends who boasted of his
skill and were ready to do anything
he asked of them.

Then something happened which gave
him opportunity to put that friendship
to the test and make his way toward
mightier things than hunting or horse-
racing.
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bands rode northward together, and
Quanah took his place among his
father’s people as a full-fledged chief.
It is said that he was the finest-look-
ing man in all the tribe—tall, straight
and well-proportioned, darker than
many warriors, and with that dignity
which marks the higher types of North
American Indian. He was all savage,
and during the next few years he
showed himself the most relentless lead-
er among the Southwestern nations in
warfare against the white men.

General Hancock brought about the
Medicine Lodge treaty of 1868 by which
the Cheyennes, Kiowas, Apaches,
Arapahoes, and most of the Comanches
agreed to keep the peace, provided there
was no buffalo-hunting south of the Ar-
kansas River. Quanah had risen to be
the head chief of the Quahadas, and his
influence had much to do with their re-
maining outside that alliance.

While the other nations were varying
the monotony of eating the white man’s
beef by semi-occasional excursions off
their reservations, adding to their col-
lections of white scalps, he remained
consistent in his hostility against his
mother’s people. He took his tribe out
on the Llano Estacado, and his warriors
ranged about the great plateau, raiding
ranches, massacring buffalo-hunters,
retreating before the advances of cav-
alry and Texas Rangers into the wild
arid reaches over toward the Peocs
River.

The greatest war-chief the Co-
manches had ever known men called
him. And when he had risen to this
height events took a strange turn.

In the summer of 1873 a party of
buffalo-hunters crossed the Arkansas
River and scouted over the forbidden
land. Early the next spring a wagon-
train left Dodge City, Kansas, and built
the hamlet of Adobe Walls near the
Canadian in the northeastern portion
of the Panhandle. Hide-hunters went
forth to establish camps and slay bison
herds.

The tribes of the Southwest united
in their last great outbreak. The Qua-
hada Comanches kindled the flame that
swept from the Indian Territory into
Texas and New Mexico.

A medicine-man — I-sa-tai — pro-
claimed that he had been given divine

power by which he could make the guns
of the white men impotent. Emissaries,
with the tidings, found the Cheyennes,
who had once been their enemies, in
camp near the head of the Washita
River, and offered them the pipe, which
they accepted.

The flower of the Comanche warriors,
united under Quanah, came for council,
decked out in the full panoply of war.
I-sa-tai rode at their head, and four
chiefs were beside him. They charged
down on the Cheyenne village, yelling,
circled it and rode in and out among the
tepees.

The Cheyennes mounted and went
through like mancuvers. Then the
chiefs sat down in council, and mapped
out their campaign. The initial blow
was to be delivered against that lonely
outpost at Adobe Walls. Quanah was
chosen as the head man of the leaders.

Quanah's Last Campaign

It was his campaign. He had spon-
sored it in councils of his own people
until it had become a part of their re-
ligion. The medicine-man’s revelation
was but a part of the movement, which
had originated with Quanah. For he
knew that the day had come when either
the buffalo-hunters must go or the In-
dians must subsist on the bounty of the
white men.

So, after the warriors had danced
all through the night the war party
traveled southward. And as they jour-
neyed fighting men from the Kiowas
and Apaches overtook them, until their
number had swelled to between eight
hundred and a thousand.

On the third evening they began the
final preparations. They daubed their
ponies with paint and tricked them out
with highly-colored trappings; they
smeared their faces and their bare
bodies with ocher and vermillion. They
made medicine according to their differ-
ent rituals.

That night they went in camp down
by the Canadian, six or seven miles
away from Adobe Walls, where twenty-
eight men were sleeping secure in the
belief that recent Indian alarms were
but the result of a few roving renegades,
and that these had departed.

Before dawn the warriors were on
their ponies. For the final time I-sa-tai
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off the bottom, and backed the accusa-
tion with a back-handed slap and a bit-
ter, sneering ultimatum.

Eddie shook his head slightly, as if
trying to clear it. He was a Johnny-
come-lately to Nogales, on the Mexican
Border—Nogales, where an itinerant
peddler had pitched his camp and set
up a store at the gateway to the Santa
Cruz valley. Nogales had been nothing
but a name to him less than two weeks
before—a name and an assignment.
Juarez had died, and it was rumored
that Porfirio Diaz was in Nogales, ready
to ride into Mexico and take over the
government. '

This was the reason for Eddie How-
ard’s coming to this Border town—to
cover Diaz’s return to power in Mexico
for the New York Star.

The door opened, and Eddie started,
his fingers crumpling the card that was
between them. The bald-headed bar-
tender hesitated in the doorway.

“’Nother round?”

There were four of them at the poker
table. There had been  five with Joe
Hooker—*“Whispering Joe,” as he was
known locally.

It had begun with Eddie’s meeting
straw-haired, cynical Jack Stewart,
who worked for the Nogales Nugget, in
the lobby of the Imperial. They were
both waiting for a news break from

across the river. Stewart had suggested |

a game of poker in one of the back
rooms. Somehow or other they had been
joined by two others—Eddie had for-
gotten their names—and Whispering
Joe.

E HAD been in Nogales less than

a week, but he had heard of Joe.
Joe Hooker was the local bad man. A
killer with a half-dozen notches on his
gun handle. A braggart. A lantern-
jawed man whose voice was a shock
when first heard—a wheezy whisper at
odds with the six-foot-plus bulk, the
thick, hairy throat.

Joe had been boisterously half-drunk
when he had joined them at the poker
table. After the third round of drinks
he had lapsed into a sullen silence that
had finally exploded in angry accusa-
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tion against Eddie.

The bartender cleared his throat and
repeated his question.

It was the tall, gaunt man sitting
across from Eddie who answered:

“Shore, Jake, another round.” A

Eddie shook his head. He felt
ashamed of the fear that was choking
him, making him unable to speak with-
out a break in his voice.

The man smiled. He reached ms-lde
his gray suit coat and drew forth a
long-barreled Colt .45. He swung the
cylinder out, checked the five loads,
clicked it back into place.

“It’'ll shoot where yuh point it, kid,”
he said. “Yuh’re welcome to it.”

He put it on the table so that the
muzzle pointed at no one and carefully
pushed it across to Eddie Howard.

Eddie looked down at the weapon,
his face flushing. He had fired a pistol
before. Target shooting. Thought it was
fun, at the time. “Might come in
handy,” he had joked to his fellow
workers on the Star. “Never can tell
what a feller will run up against, out in
the wild and woolly West.”

The joke lacked savor now. He felt
it plumb in the pit of his stomach, like
indigestible lead. “Like 1lead,” he
thought. “Maybe that’s where I'll get
it—in the stomach!

He put his hand out to the Colt and
lifted it. He was surprised at the weight
of it. His hand shook a little.

“It ain’t the man who shoots first,”
advised the owner of the gun. “It’s the
hombre who shoots straight that comes
away from a gun fight. Remember that,
kid.”

Eddie nodded numbly. The gaunt
man with the tawny hair and ragged
mustache didn’t look like he had ever
been in a gunfight. A quiet, soft-spoken
man. He had slumped in his chair all
evening, drinking every round, losing
a few dollars, and evidently enjoying
himself.

Stewart had frozen up when Whis-
pering Joe had heaved himself in half-
drunken rage across the table and
slapped Eddie’s face. Now, as if shak-
ing loose of his fear, he said:

“You can get out before he comes
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As requested, I tell 'em why I'm there.
I mention the threats I've heard and
give ’em an outline of the law rules pre-
vailin’ in Dodge. But I ain’t got far
before I hear ’em snickerin’ and see ’em
nudgin’ one another. That puts me into
a slow burn, and right away I turns
plumb grim and forbiddin’ as I finish
what I'm sayin’.

Clay Allison grins. He says: “It just
happens I've got to go to Hays City to
see a man about winter grazin’ privi-
leges. It'll take me nigh onto a week.
At the end of that time, me and the
boys’ll drop into Dodge and see what
you've got.”

I nod and climb back onto my pony.
Then I say:

“We’ve got plenty of things in Dodge.
For instance, if any roisterin’ starts,
the even break is suspended. If the
odds are too heavy, I get ’em any way
that suits me best—from ambush, if
necessary. I use a brace of double-
barreled sawed-offs, each of the four
cartridges loaded with four buckshot
apiece!”’ _

I tighten rein and ride away. But they
ain’t snickerin’ any longer. They’re
plumb serious.

Easterner in a Panic

Yet when I get back to Dodge, I'm
still worried. Any one of those gunmen
in Clay Allison’s camp is enough to
whiten a city marshal’s hair, let alone
thirteen of ’em! If that Allison gang
rides in and stands Dodge on its head,
it'll ruin me. I might as well pack up
and leave Kansas for good. Nothin’ like
that ever happened while Jack Bridges
was in charge. The town council would
have my star in jig time,

The only ray of light I can see is that
I've got a full week to prepare—so I
think! But again I'm barkin’ up the
wrong tree.

Four days later I'm standin’ in front
of the Alhambra, when a feller in cow-
boy duds plucks at my sleeve. I recog-
nize him, It's Ransford Cooke.

This time he ain’t just scared—he’s
panic-stricken. His face is green, sweat
is rollin’ down his face, and when he
tries to speak, he stutters. Finally he
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manages to tell his story:

It seems, while he’s up at Hays City,
standin’ in a bar with a couple of fellers
celebratin’ his successful business deal,
he gets in a fight. There’s a little feller
who keeps pluckin’ at his sleeve from
behind, tryin’ to borrow a match. Cooke
tells him he hasn’t got a match, but the
little runt persists.

He looks harmless enough and Cooke
takes him for a preacher. Finally Cooke
loses his temper. ' He gives the runt a
shove that knocks him flat.

‘“You club-footed little pest, quit
botherin’ me!” Cooke roars.

I interrupt the tenderfoot. “Wait a
minute, Cooke! This gent you buffaloes
—he’s club-footed and wearin’ a frock
coat?”

“Yes,” says Cooke.

The man he’s knocked down is Clay
Allison!

I stares at him dumbfounded while he
finishes his story. The little feller
jumps up, he says, yanks out two
enormous six-shooters and shoves the
muzzles into Cooke’s middle. Before he
has a chance to shoot, however, Cooke
screeches out that he’s unarmed. So
Allison gives him ten minutes to go and
get himself heeled. Then Cooke ex-
plains that the only gun he owns is
packed away in his bag in his room back
of Hanerhan’s Saloon at Dodge City.

Somehow, after an argument, he man-
ages to persuade Allison into postponin’
hostilities, and promises to meet him in
a showdown fight at sundown today in
front of the Alamo Saloon. Of course
his story about ownin’ a gun is a lie, but
Cooke is past carin’. All he wants to do
is to get back to Dodge and put himself
under my protection.

“Save me!” he babbles. ‘“Hide me!
Get me out of this terrible place!”

Stirrin' a Hornet's Nest with a Stick

For a moment I'm so exasperated I'm
tempted to snatch out my Colt and
bend its barrel into a U over the top of
his foolish skull, But that won’t mend
matters. The damage is done. Then I
notices he’s carryin’ his bag, all packed
and ready. I think fast. He’ll never
have the nerve to stand up against Clay
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Allison with a six-gun. For him to try
it would be a useless sacrifice.

I look at my watch. There ain’t much
time. I grab Cooke by the arm, rush
him down to the Sante Fe depot and
shove him onto the last car, just as the
train is pullin’ out for the East,

Then I walk back along Front Street,
more worried than ever. The situation
was bad enough before but this is bound
to make it heaps worse. Clay Allison
is a high-spirited gent and I can guess
how his temper will flare up when he
learns that Marshal Masterson has
smuggled Ransford Cooke out from his
clutches. As for those other Texas gun-
men, it’ll be like stirrin’ up a hornet’s
nest with a stick!

I go to the Alamo and wait for Clay
Allison until sundown, but he doesn’t
show, though I hear rumors that he’s in
town, very drunk. About nine o’clock I

- get tired of waitin’. So I walk over to
my room, which is on the second floor
of the Dodge House, in front, and turn
in for the night. I'm hopin’ Clay Alli-
son is so drunk that he’s forgot com-
pletely what happened in Hays City.

But I'm wrong. Early the next morn-
in’ Phil Beatty comes bustin’ into my
room, wildly excited.

“Quick, Bat!” he yells. “Clay Alli-
son is in town with a dozen tough vine-
garoons. They're frothin’ mad and
painted for war, and there’ll be plenty
of trouble in Dodge if they ever bust
loose! Hop to the winder, prompt, and
you can knock a couple of ’em out of
saddle as they ride by!”

I jumps out of bed, whips on my
trousers, grabs a couple of loaded Colt
pistols and lay ’em on the window sill.
Next I snatch up my Winchester and
lever a cartridge into the firin’ chamber.

Double-Barreled Persuader

I'm just in time. Theres’ a clatter of
hoofs in the street below and, over the
top of the wooden awning outside I see
a bunch of horsemen ride into my view.
It's Clay Allison and his bunch of gun-
fighters. Allison is mounted on a skit-
tery paint horse. They draw rein in
front of Hanerhan’s Saloon, right oppo-
site, and wheel around facin’ the drink-
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in’ place, with their backs to me, Clay
out in front and the rest formin’ a line
behind him.

As for me, I can’t cut loose with the
Winchester yet because none of them
are flashin’ their guns. So I wait.

Clay is stripped for action. He ain’t
wearin’ his long frock coat any more—
just his blue shirt and black trousers
and cowboy boots. His holsters are tied
down to his thighs and in them I can
see a brace of bone-handled six-shoot-
ers. Gone, too, is his black sombrero.
His head is bare and his long iron-gray
hair is tossin’ in the mornin’ breeze like
the mane of an angry lion. _

“Whar’s that low-down coyote, Rans-
ford Cooke!” he roars suddenly. “Trot
him out, Hanerhan. I'm here to drink
his gore!”

He waits for a moment, but there ain’t
a sign of life in Hanerhan’s Saloon.
The front door is open, but the big win-
dow is dark. After a pause, Allison
lets out another bellow.

“I'm worse’'n a curly wolf. I was
raised on slaughter and weaned on
blood! I'm a cross between a sidewindin’
rattler and a hydrophoby skunk, and
I'm so mean and onery, I spit poison and
breathe out sudden death. I can out-
fight a hungry catamount, outgame a
grizzly bear, and rip off the bark twenty
feet high whenever I sharpen my claws!
I was sired by a thunderbolt, raised by
a cyclone, and I cut my teeth on the
crest of a ragin’ torrent. I can whip my
weight in wildcats, live on fire-’n’-brim-
stone, and conquer a nest of rattlers,
givin’ 'em bite for bite!”

Suddenly he yanks out both guns and
waves ’em in the air. 7

“Ransford Cooke!” he screams.
“Whar is he? Do I got to go in thar
after him?”

Up in my room, I lift the Winchester
and draw bead on his back, right be-
tween the shoulder blades. It goes
against my grain to shoot down a man
from behind like this, but he’s had fair
warnin’ and he knows the penalty.

Deadly Insult

But he don’t start shootin’. He just
sits there, starin’ at the front of Haner-
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interested in her, but only in what
money he could get out of her old man.

We all knew him and there wasn’t no
mistake about it. Tempest knew too.

“T’'ll give five hundred dollars to the
man who brings me back that snake’s
scalp!” he bellowed. “And my daugh-
ter,” he added, kind of an afterthought.

The men took out in groups and
singly. I changed horses and went too.
The gal had left a note saying she and
Smith were running off to get married.

That meant they should head for the
county seat. So I didn’t go that way. I
struck out into the desert.

Some time after noon, I hit their
tracks. They were traveling fast. I
chased them for two days, running out
of water and getting plumb dry and ner-
vous. I could tell from the signs that
there was trouble brewing too. Marie
wouldn’t care for this a little bit and
Smith would be driving her, knowing
what would happen to him if they were
caught.

OVERTOOK them the evening of the
third day. They’d made camp in a
little hollow of some rocks and sand
dunes. With dark I took off my boots
and sneaked down, a pistol in each
hand.

Like I thought, Marie had tired of
her bargain and probably tried to make
a getaway, for that coyote had tied her
hand and foot so’s he could get some
rest.

I snuk up on them, found her tied and
him sleeping. He woke up as I bent
over the girl to untie her.

“Rest easy,” I said to him. “We’re
goin’ back.”

He knew what that meant, so he tried
a shot at me through his tarp, having
his six-gun handy under there. That’s
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bad shooting and of course he missed. I
didn’t. Which solved the problem of
packing him back.

The first thing I did after untying the
gal was to go for a drink of water out
of her canteen whilst she got over her
hysterics. The canteen was dryer than
my mouth. I rummaged around through
the packs while she wept.

“Where’s the water?” I asked her.

“I f-forgot to f-fill the c-canteens,”
she sobbed. “B-bob was so angry at
m-me. He st-struck me!”

I'd have been tempted to strike her
myself. “What have you been living on
these three days?” I asked.

HE pointed a trembling finger at the

packs. “There’s two dozen cans of
tomatoes in th-there! B-bob told me
to get some canned g-goods and I
th-thought they were beans and stuff,
but they’re all tomatoes!”

With which she dissolves into tears
again. I couldn’t blame her, three days
on tomatoes.

Well, it took us three more days to
get back. During which time we drank,
ate and practically washed in tomatoes.

I hadn’t been exactly fond of the fruit
to begin with, but by the time we shook
the desert dust off our boots and got
onto TT grass again I was ready to
reach for a gun if anybody even men-
tioned the tomatoes again.

And even the five hundred bucks old
man Tempest paid me couldn’t take the
taste out of my mouth. I quit my job
and I never see him or the gal again.

Flip Krugar shook his head, gazing
sadly out at the clear line where sky
met prairie,

“Yessir,” he said, “that experience
did two things for me. I'm a bachelor
and I never eat tomatoes.”
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“McKenzie wasn’t an Ashley man,”
Menafee said. “He showed up too late
for that. Tell the boys to put away
their guns and chuck some more meat
on over the fires.”

Tugend moved off to relay orders.
Menafee walked a little way out from
the camp toward the new arrivals.
Eagerness was in him. This had been a
difficult crossing in many ways. Pulling
strings in his New York office, John
Jacob Astor had quietly been creating a
huge monopoly stretching from St.
Louis to the headwaters of the Co-
lumbia.

By swallowing the connections he
wanted, offering small partnerships and
taking them into his American Fur
Company, Astor had seized control of
both sources of supply and outlets for
fur in the trade. The men in the hills
were being driven into contracts with
the Big Company in order to exist, and
even the best fur men could not take
enough plew—beaver skins—in a season
to lift themselves out of their initial
debt to the company under the terms
of Astor’s contracts.

ENERAL ASHLEY'’S retirement

from the trade had left the inde-
pendents with no organization of their
own. The Sublette brothers and Bob
Campbell on the river, and Tom Fitz-
patrick and Jim Bridger and a few
others in the mountains, had united in
self-defense. Under the name of. the
Rocky Mountain Fur Company, they
had bought the remnants of Ashley’s
organization in an attempt to guarantee
themselves a source of supply, and a fur
outlet in competition to the Big Com-
pany.

Menafee’s brigade was a supply train,
carrying goods for Rocky Mountain’s
use at the summer trade rendezvous,
and the success or failure of the inde-
pendent effort might well depend on
Menafee’s arrival in time for trading.
A heavy responsibility. Coupled with
it was the knowledge that American
would hamper him in every way, a thing
which he had felt even before he left
the river, for American had tied up
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nearly every reliable trail man in the
river towns. Menafee had been forced
to take what he could get in making up
his crew—unreliable drifters and inex-
perienced greenhorns.

The past six weeks had been a diffi-
cult haul, expecting trouble daily. And
the fact that none had as yet appeared
made it even more difficult. He knew
he would have no warning when Ameri-
can did strike at him.

It was good to meet an old comrade
like Beckwourth. There would be talk,
news of other old friends, news of the
country. Jim would know if an Ameri-
can party in any force was in the
vicinity, And maybe he could be per-
suaded to join his Indians with the
brigade until it had crossed South Pass.
Menafee hoped so. Once over this bar-
rier, he thought he would be secure from
Big Company molestation.

The leader of the Crow party rode up
from the river at a slow jog, directly
toward Menafee. The Indians, however,
split off on either side of him, one party
riding in one direction, the other in an-
other, at a hard, driving lope. The two
lines circled the little camp, the riders
shouting savagely, waving their lances,
guns, and bows with aggressive fierce-
ness. It was spectacular.

Menafee glanced back at his men.
They were grouped tightly about Max
Tugend, attempting to appear wholly at
ease, but obviously disturbed. Menafee
grinned without humor. This, as much
as anything, proved their incompetence
in the high country. Hostility from
mountain Indians did not come with this
kind of advance fanfare. It came sud-
denly, usually without warning, like the
sudden, hissing flight of an arrow from
nowhere.

Beckwourth was close.
threw up one hand.

“Jim!” he shouted. “Yuh old moss-
horn, pull up and light down! There’s
meat on the fire.”

The man in buckskin grinned, pulled
his horse into a rearing halt, and slid
expertly to the ground over the animal’s
rump. He shoved a lean, powerful hand
at Mike.

Menafee
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A verdant valley lay below, even more
beautiful than Mike had remembered
it. A little valley, reaching out from
the foot of the Wind River Mountains
to a junction with a larger and less lush
valley. A narrow, swift stream glinted
in the low red sunlight. And on the
stream, in the open, was a solid but
hastily erected pole-and-log quadrangle,
behind which were a few scattered In-
dian lodges. Menafee gestured toward
the stream.

“The Poposia,” he said. “The Popo
Agie. And down there where the val-
leys meet, it joins the Wind River to
form the Bighorn. That square down
there is what I've been headin’ for, The
temporary post Beckwourth said the
Big Company had set up here. The place
where he took our packs. Think we
could take them back, Max?”

Tugend looked long at the crude post,
then swore softly.

“Do yuh have to be crazy to get along
in these mountains?”’ he asked. “Yuh
stand still while a thief in buckskin and
a pack of renegade Indians ride unchal-
lenged into our camp and steal us blind.
The odds are too stiff to buck, yuh say,
and I believe yuh., Then, when we're
clear and I think we're kitin’ for home,
yuh show me a fort where the same
bunch is holed up—where even I can see
the odds for shore—and yuh ask me
can be get our packs back! Yuh’d swim
a river if there was a bridge fifty feet
downstream, wouldn’t yuh, Menafee?”

Mike chuckled. *“It just looks that
way,” he answered. “Out here, same as
any place else, if a man takes a swing at
yuh, yuh swing back. The Big Com-
pany jumped us—and they’ll make a
profit on our packs if they keep 'em.
There's a factor down there who gave
Beckwourth his orders. Somethin’ has
got to be done about him. He’s danger-
ous to the trade. I figger he ought to
show up at the rendezvous on the Green.
Mebbe the boys there can make a free-
trader out of him. And Rocky Moun-
tain could do with a little profit on some
Big Company goods. Business, Max.
Sound business, nothin’ personal, like
Beckwourth said.”
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“But the odds—" Tugend repeated,
incredulously. :

“Don’t let ’em fool yuh,” Menafee told
him. “Beckwourth said he had a small
pardnership in the Big Company—prob-
ably a share in local earnin’s. That
makes him and his Crows an expensive
outfit to the company. They'll keep Jim
almighty busy to make him earn his
cost. If we fooled Beckwourth’s scouts
and Jim thinks we’re bound back to the
river, he won’'t be down there at that
post. There should be a lot of little
independent parties movin’ already
toward the Green. Jim will have moved
on with his Crows to pay some of these
a visit like the one he paid us.”

“There’s lodges down there.”

“Not enough for the bunch with Jim.
Shelter for the women and the old ones
they’ve left behind, that’s all. T’ll prove
it if you and the boys will ride down
there tonight with me.”

Tugend’s incredulousness began to
fade. A tight, wry grin began to pull
at his lips.

“Mebbe we run a little scary, down on
the river, Mike,” he said slowly, “but
now and then we’ll take a gamble, too.
Don’t it beat tunket what a man’ll do
for twenty a month and grub?”

At their fireless supper, Tugend
talked long with the others in the crew.
Apart, Mike saw the stocky Dutchman
argue with unaccustomed fire. Grinning
a little, he noted that Tugend was un-
consciously already beginning to em-
ploy some of the gestures and sign work
of the hands which usually went un-
noticed by the unfamiliar, and made the
spoken conversation of buckskin men
seem terse, monosyllabic, and incom-
plete. '

At the end of half an hour, Tugend
crossed to Menafee.

“A sorry bunch of gamblers, Mike!”
he said sourly. “I’'m sorry. None of
them give a hoot for the Rocky Moun-
tain Fur Company or the bunch waitin’
for us on the Green. They want to get
back to the Missouri and get paid. I
had to make an issue of it, and then
only part of ’em would go along with
me. One bunch will ride with us. The



other will bring the stock up on the
ridge where we were this afternoon. If
we show ’em the right kind of a signal
from below, they’ll come on down when
the fun’s over. Otherwise, they’ll bust
off on their own.”

TUGEND paused. Mike nodded re-
luctant agreement. This wasn’t the
most workable arrangement, but it

would have to do. Beckwourth and his.

Crows, as well as raiding, were undoubt-
edly support for this post. As such,
they wouldn’t be too far away. A day’s
ride—two at most. And certainly a
messenger would get away to Jim the
moment the party showed up, so there
wouldn’t be too much time. If Beck-
wourth overtook them before they
reached South Pass, there would be
trouble.

“And one other condition, Mike,”
Tugend went on regretfully. - “The boys
think we’ll go on our face on this. They
want a promise from you that if we hit
solid trouble on the Poposia, yuh’ll re-
treat before we're hurt, and that yuh’ll
head right back for the Missouri then.”

Menafee frowned. This wasn’t good.
Men who wanted to head home could lie
down tonight and deliberately wreck the
raid. And there was always the possi-
bility he had calculated the odds wrong.
In either case, his promise would hold
him and he would have to give up any
other attempt to deliver trade goods at
the Green River rendezvous.

He knew his men were watching him
narrowly. He forced a confident grin at
Max Tugend.

“I think our bunch can make as big
a row of tracks as the best of Ashley’s
men, Max,” he said heartily. “We’ll
make us a little history when we show
up on the Green.”

“The devil with the Green!” a man

growled. ‘“What about that promise?”
“You've got it,” Mike answered
shortly. . . .

The moon dropped behind the Wind
River Mountains an hour before mid-
night, and Menafee started his party
downslope into the Poposia Valley, leav-
ing half of the brigade in the notch on
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the ridge to watch the outcome below.
He had twelve men, in addition to Max
Tugend. Fourteen of them dropping
down across the grass toward the dark-
ened Big Company outpost.

A mile from the little river Menafee
pulled up.

“There’ll be dogs at the Indian
lodges,” he said. “We can’t get in with-
out some warnin’. Bunch close to me
and head right for the gate. We'll ride
through it.  Our pack animals will be
inside. The packs should be there, too.
And some extra Big Company mules.
Cut yourselves into three bunches. One
is to break into the storeroom and make
up some packs for the extra animals—
fast. Powder, shot, and hardware, first.
French powder, if there is any. It's
best. Then anything else. The second
bunch is to load the animals. The third
to guard the others. But don’t a man
of yuh fire a shot unless I order it!”

“Yuh expect us to take a whole cussed
little fort without burnin’ powder?” a
man protested.

“I expect yuh to obey orders!”’ Mike
rasped. “Cne hasty trigger-pull might
make this somethin’ more than a busi-
ness raid, and I don’t want responsibil-
ity for startin’ a full war in the moun-
tains.”

“What do you and Max do while we're
at the dirty work?” someone else asked
unpleasantly.

“I want the factor down there. Max
and I are goin’ to get him—before he
can give orders to whoever he’s got
with him, if possible. He ordered Beck-
wourth’s raid on us. Let him pay for
it. Now, let’'s go!”

Menafee set his horse forward, with
Tugend beside him. The rest strung
out unwillingly. Mike swore to himself.
He doubted this outpost had much of a
crew, since it was temporary and plainly
established only for a base of harrying
operations against independents headed
over South Pass. He thought that with
half a dozen experienced partisans, this
little sortie would go as smoothly as a
flying arrow. But it was something else
to make a raid with an unwilling com-
pany, and the sullen bad humor of those
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the most beautiful creature he had ever
seen.

The girl looked long at Menafee, her
eyes mocking.

“Big Mike,” she said finally. “Big
Mike Menafee! Argh!” She gripped
the tip of her nose with two fingers
of one hand.

“You were in charge on the Poposia ?”’
Mike asked her carefully.

“But of course!” Tony Celeste an-
swered. “Is it so surprising? Because
I am a woman, perhaps? Why not?
Does Mike Menafee make the Big Com-
pany afraid—or Jim Bridger or any of
the rest? Judge for yourself. They sent
a woman against them.”

Max Tugend laughed.

“Ain’t I had a time the last couple of
days, Mike?” he asked. “Yuh can see
for yourself.”

“Jim Beckwourth is headquarterin’
on the Poposia,” Menafee protested
sharply to the girl. “I know him. The
day hasn’t dawned that Jim would take
orders from a woman!”

“What you say!” the girl answered
derisively. “The biggest squaw-taker
of them all, and he wouldn’t listen to
Tony Celeste? Lister, M’sieu Big Mike
Menafee, even what I think is a com-
mand to Jim Beckwourth!”

“I’ve been through all this, Mike,”
Tugend cut in good-naturedly. ‘“Tony
is pullin’ yore leg a little because yuh’re
captain of this brigade and she didn’t
like gettin’ hauled up here on a pack
saddle. She’s had a time herself on the
Poposia. The Celestes had her in school
at St. Louis for three years. This spring
she ran away and caught up with a
half-brother on his way out to run the
Poposia station. He decided she might
be useful out here, blindin’ troublesome
independents, and he let her come along.
She did a good job on Beckwourth all
right, but—"

“But, sacre, I don’t mix business and
the love!” the girl exploded. “The Beck-
wourth, does he see this? No! A bear
in buckskins, always around. And jeal-
ous of the brother, even. He don't leave
the post with his Crows unless the
brother goes, also. And there is much
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to be done, so Etienne goes with the
Beckwourth. So who is to run the post,
then? But of course I am the factor!
And I am sorry I don’t shoot the pistol
good, M’sieu Big Mike Menafee. I don’t
like the face of you and I wanted prac-
tice for shooting the Beckwourth, be-
sides.”

“Poor Jim!” Menafee breathed weak-
ly as the torrent subsided. ‘“Now I see
why he changed blankets and joined the
Big Company. And look what he got
for it!”

Tugend laughed.
stamped her foot.

“Animals!” she cried. ‘“Animals! .
But you'll learn not to laugh at a
Celeste. You'll learn when a Celeste
wants a trade, that trade belongs to him,
These are my mountains. The Big Com-
pany is mine. Soon you'll see I don’t
joke!”

Tony Celeste

v

M ENAFEE frowned. There was
earnestness in this girl, Tony Celeste.
Still shaken with astonishment and
amusement, he felt suddenly uneasy.

“How soon will I see you don’t joke ?”
he asked her sharply.

“Today—tonight!” the girl said tri-
umphantly. “This stupid one — this
Max—he thinks it was his idea to burn
the post. But I gave it toc him. And
the Beckwourth is proud. The Etienne
Celeste is proud. It won’t do for the
mountains to hear Big Mike Menafee
has beaten them and burned down their
roof to prove how easy it was. And
both have the love for Tony Celeste.
Etienne will have a brother’s fears and
the Beckwourth will have his black jeal-
ousy. They will ride hard. And I left
them a trail. A broken stick at every
turn. They will know how to follow it.”

Menafee glanced at Tugend. Max
grinned uncertainly.

“Never run across something like this
along the river,” he said wryly. ‘“Reckon
she’s right about firin’ the post. She
raised such a ruckus about how bad a
burnin’ would make the Big Company






THE FUR TRAPPERS

best he could hope for was an occa-
sional good season. He thought it was
- a feeling of freedom—serenity, perhaps
—a beauty that came from the un-
touched quality of the country. The
kind of beauty which made Tony Ce-
leste stand far above the soft and scent-
ed women on the river.

He was still watching the girl among
his men when Tugend and the others
came hammering back up the canyon.
Max rode almost to him before dis-
mounting in a sliding halt.

“We're in for it, Mike!’ Tugend
breathed. “It looks like the whole Crow
Nation’s on our trail. And more, be-
gides. A bunch of whites. Comin’ up
fast, without even botherin’ to have
scouts on the ridges. That little devil
must have left a clean trail to follow.”

“Or you did, Max,”’ Menafee said
softly. “It takes doin’ to move in this
country without leavin’ sign. Get the
boys up and at the animals. We’ll pull
up into that weather ahead. It may give
us a chance.”

“The boys figgered we had downgrade
from here,” Tugend said. “They may
not hit the harness when those fools
who were with me have told 'em what’s
coming!”

“Pass along the word,” Menafee said.
“We’ll see how it goes. Mebbe it’s time
the boys got a lesson I should have

given ’em weeks ago.”
- Tugend moved into the group at the
fires. Already the men had been brought
to their feet by the report of the two
men who had ridden down the canyon
with Tugend. Max immediately ran in-
to argument.

Tony Celeste thrust her way into the
center of the protesting knot. Menafee
could hear the caustic mockery of her
tones, if not her words. The brigade
men wavered a little before her, but
faced Tugend with a sullen defiance.

Menafee crawled into his shelter and
rummaged for his pistol. He lacked
time to recharge it, but he spilled the
old priming and replaced it with fresh.
Knotting his blanket about his waist
and thrusting the pistol under it, he
moved toward the defiant men. One, a

127
hulking big packer named Eaton, had
been louder in his grumbling than the
others from the beginning. Menafee
spoke to him.

“Our brush with Beckwourth was a
skirmish between two small parties,” he
said steadily. “Now that we’ve burned
his headquarters, he’s had to fall back
on the main Big Company forces, and
main forces don’t skirmish—they fight!
The bunch comin’ up the canyon wants
our packs, still, but they want our hair
now, too. They intend to go on over
the pass, now that they're strong
enough, and break up the gatherin’ on
the Green. This is a chance for the
Big Company to break Rocky Mountain
Fur’s back before it’s really born. We're
all of us goin’ to have to sweat, Eaton,
includin’ you. Get the boys to work on
those packs!”

“Let ’em have the packs and the
girl,” Eaton said savagely. “Let ’em
have what they want. It’s a bluff. Beck-
wourth and you are friends. He’s one
of yore kind. He won’t plow yuh un-
der. The whole blasted country knows
how leather men stick together.”

“Against outside enemies, mebbe,”
Menafee agreed. ‘But the fur business
wasn’t built by soft men or impractical
ones. Beckwourth honestly believes the
Big Company is best for the trade. It'd
pain him to count me down, but where
it’s his own skin and judgment against
mine, I don’t count. And I’m tellin’ yuh,
Eaton, where it's this company’s skin
against yores, you don’t count either.
I gave an order. You and the boys gets
those packs up!”

Eaton maintained his scorn.

“I told yuh we’d had enough of
bluffing, Menafee! The devil with the
packs! Me and the boys are taking the
best horses and —”

The man turned away, followed by
fully half of the men in the group.
Menafee's voice reached after him:

“Eaton!”

The man whipped around, gun leaping
from his belt. Menafee’s hand tightened
on the grip of his own pistol. The heavy,
awkward weapon surged against .his
palm, spewing out a gout of oily black
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smoke. Eaton’s body rocked with a
blow. A look of stupid surprise crossed
his face. He reached ineffectually for a
hurt somewhere in his torso, took a
staggering step, and fell heavily.

“Anybody else didn’t hear my order ?”
Menafee asked quietly.

OR an instant there was no move-

ment, then the mutinous packers
swung hurriedly toward the pack ani-
mals. Max Tugend and Tony Celeste
crossed to Menafee. The fun and the
concern was gone from Tugend’s square
face. He was looking at the pistol
Mike had thrust back into his belt. He
jerked his head toward the red dust
beside Eaton’s body, slowly darkening
with the man’s blood.

“That ain’t pretty, Menafee,” he said
unsteadily.

Mike nodded. “It would be worse if
the hair was gone, too,” he said shortly.
“And if those fools had pulled off from
us, they wouldn’'t have gone a dozen
miles before some Crows branchin’ out
from here would have overtaken them.
Our one chance is to stick together. It
was Eaton or us all.”

Tugend nodded reluctant comprehen-
sion and turned to the task of directing
the breaking of camp. Tony Celeste
eyed Menafee thoughtfully.

“I think Etienne did not know the
truth when he said that Beckwourth
was the most dangerous of the Little
Company. I think he made a mistake
when he asked me to help him hire the
Beckwourth. It should have been big
Mike Menafee.”

“Don’t be too shore that you and yore
brother bought all of Jim Beckwourth’s
loyalty, Tony,” Menafee told her.
“We’re a long way from Green River,
yet—but so are yore brother and his
Big Company men!”

Wind came down the canyon before
all of the packs were up. The animals
turned rumps into it, making them
harder to load. The wind was cold and
carried the restless forewarnings of
mountain storm with it. The clouds
which had been local and angrily dark,
indicating a mere squall, had settled
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heavily along the crest of the whole
range and were rolling majestically
down toward the foothills. Menafee
watched them and said nothing. He
saw that Tony Celeste was watching
both the clouds and himself closely. And
there was a shadow in her eyes.

Menafee thought he understood. The
mountains bred a strong respect in
those who knew them. Among the In-
dians, it sired legends. This pass, like
one further north, was called Two-go-
tee, and it was said that on Two-go-tee
seven devils lived. The oldest and the
most evil of these was the Wind god,
and the next was the god of Snow.
When the two moved together, there
was no life above timberline and any
living thing which attempted a crossing
of Two-go-tee was certain to die.

It was more than a legend. It was
the essence of the experience of a whole
people for countless generations. The
girl was afraid of the brewing storm.
He crossed to her.

“You can have the best hoss in camp
when we pull out,” he said gently. “You
can ride down the canyon tc meet yore
brother, once we’re on the move. It's
goin’ to be nasty, up where we're goin’.”

For an instant gratitude was bright
in the girl’s eyes. Then her imperious
scorn returned, driving it out.

“And have the Beckwourth claim he
saved me from death ?”’ she cried. “And
have it known across the mountains
that a Celeste was afraid to go where
you went? No, M’siew Mike, this Tony
will be with you. And when the wind
blows she will laugh. When there is ice
in your beard, she will sing. And when
Etienne finds you, he will find me wait-
ing, his work already done by Tony and
the gods of Two-go-tee!”’

Menafee grinned.

“Big talk,” he said. “There’s an extra
robe in my pack. Better get it. Yuh're
shivering, already.”

The girl glared at him, but Mike saw,
a few minutes later, that she was wear-
ing the robe when she mounted the
horse Max Tugend led up for her.

The packers still eyed Menafee sul-
lenly, but they had been efficient in

\
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breaking camp. There was no sign of
pursuit yet when they worked up out

of the Red Rock canyon into the bald

shoulders rising toward South Pass.

Still, it was wise to ride at the rear.
A rifle could be discharged accidentally
on the march, and Mike was well aware
that he had not yet convinced these
river men that there was a savage side
to the men of the mountains—that what
had begun half as a prank by a mountain
man on one side of a fence against one
on the other was now resolving itself
into the first clash of the conflict every
man in the trade had long known was
inevitable between the Big Company
and those who opposed it.

OT necessarily iron-handed oppres-
sion, but a trial of strength, a test
of the Big Company’s more or less
honest claim that it could best serve the
interests of the entire trade. A hard
thing to understand, unless one knew
that mountain men did not hate the idea
of a company which limited their free-
dom half so much as they hated the
idea of a company which made St. Louis
traders who had never seen a mountain
saddle rich at their expense.

A hard thing to understand unless one
realized that Mr. Astor and the Chou-
teaus and King McKenzie believed them-
selves right, also. They held that their
investments in money and post build-
- ings and river steamers and connections
in the world fur market were worth
more than the risks which every fur
man in the hills took daily.

Menafee realized that the failure of
his men to understand the thing in
which they were caught was unimport-
ant, now, so long as he exercised per-
sonal caution. What loomed as a great-
er danger was that when the full weight

of the storm above them hit, they

would be broken by it.

There was a certain amount of bluff
in such a storm. It struck with incred-
ible savagery. Falling snow became a
wall it seemed a man could not pene-
trate. The cold became unbelievable.
And landmarks were obliterated. Every
sense became paralyzed with fear.
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A man could survive. Animals could

survive. The storm could be penetrated.

But only if a man clung te the belief

that this was so.

v

AS THE VELOCITY of the wind
increased, men and animals instinc-
tively bunched more closely together
and their pace slowed. Max Tugend
dropped back to ride with Mike Menafee
for a few minutes. It was already
necessary to shout to be clearly heard.

“We're goin’ on over the pass?”’ Max
asked. -

“No,” Menafee told him. “But keep
it to yoreself. Keep the boys thinkin’
we are. We couldn’t make it, but I don’t
want ’em to be expectin’ a halt. In half
an hour there won’t be a possibility of
Beckwourth and Celeste overtakin’ us.
Somewheres beyond that point, we can
hole up. We’ll have to or we'll freeze.
If we can see enough to pick a sheltered
place, we’ll be all right. Then it’s
hunker down and wait, Max.”

“What happens when the storm is
over?” Tugend asked shrewdly. “How
will we be any better off ? The Big Com-
pany will still be just behind us.”

Menafee nodded. “But if we drive
into this an hour, we’ll gain a little on
those behind us. The Crows won’t go
too long in this kind of a thing. And
when the storm’s gone, the higher coun-
try ahead of us will be swept pretty
clean by the wind. We should have
light goin’, while the Big Company
bunch should be far enough down in the
canyons to have deep drifts to buck. We
might gain as much as a day or two,
out of that alone. Enough for us to get
our warnin’ onto the Green in time and
a reception fixed up for Beckwourth
and Etienne Celeste over there.”

Tugend nodded satisfaction with the
explanation and rode forward again.
Tony Celeste dropped back beside Mike.

“Pretty soon,” she howled at him,
grinning wickedly. “Two-go-tee.”

Menafee made the sign used from im-
memorial time in the mountain country
to silence a wordy squaw and grinned at
the deep, angry flush which rose in the
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girl’s cheeks It was an indelicate but
highly effective gesture. A few minutes
later the first flurry of hard, brittlely
crystalline snow struck, and the girl
rode forward into the scant lee of the
mules and their packs.

Dropping temperature and the biting
force of the wind made breathing a
painful, knifing effort. Ice formed in
the ragged bristles of Menafee’s beard.
The unhealed slash of the head crease
Tony Celeste’s bullet had inflicted began
to harden and draw in the cold so that
Mike's scalp felt as if a steel band,
slightly tightening, encircled it.

He watched the animals uneasily.
Half an hour passed, an hour. The
storm was still rising in pitch. Snow
pellets now rode the wind with rifle-ball
velocity and the wind itself had become
a barrier into which men and animals
leaned heavily. And there was sound,
an eerie rushing howl, which frayed a
man’s nerves as would driven gravel.

Mike clumsily recharged his pistol.
He kept one hand thrust through the
front of his jacket and spread against
the flesh of his chest, so that the fingers
would remain warm and flexible. If
panic rose in the party now, it would
destroy them all. This was no squall,
no mountain flurry. This was what the
legends warned of in the high passes
too early in the year.

A mule stopped, head-down, an iced
snow coating completely blanketing the
front of its head from ears to muzzle,
covering even the eyes. Menafee swung
stifiy down from his own horse. The
necessity for all of this lay in the packs
on the animals. Without the packs,
there was no necessity.

He had the stricken mule’s load trans-
ferred to his own animal and they
moved on. Another pack animal fell
and could not rise. Max Tugend word-
lessly surrendered his horse.

Menafee swore silently and bitterly to
himself. A bowstring could be stretched
only so tight. There was a limit to en-
durance. There had to be an end to this
—soon. He plowed forward to check
with. Tony Celeste. He found the girl
crying silently. There was no way to
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know she was crying, save by the ex-
pression in her eyes, for the cold had
distorted her features and tears were
ice before they were formed, and the
racking of sobbing was no different
than the struggling effort for breath
in the wind. He was beside the girl,
clinging to the low pommel of her
saddle, before he knew.

“Yuh little fool!” he shouted ragged-
ly at her. “Why did yuh stick with us
then ?”

“To be sure the Beckwourth and
Etienne followed you,” she answered.

Menafee shook his head and pushed
on, overtaking the rest to reach Max
Tugend.

“Did yuh get a good look at the bunch
behind us?” he asked. Tugend nodded.
“Were they movin’ with pack animals?”
Menafee added.

“No,” Max shouted in answer. “Just
what they were ridin’. That’s all.”

“And all the supplies on the Poposia
went up when yuh fired the post ?”

UGEND nodded again.

There was a shout from the rear.
Two more pack animals were down.
When the party started moving again,
two packers were on foot. Menafee
stabbed at the whirling white wall
ahead of them, his mind going desper-
ately once again over his memory of the
track through South Pass, sorting out
recollections of side slopes which
might mislead blind travelers, search-
ing frantically for remembrance of a
shelter somewhere along this segment
of the trail.

While he was doing this, he became
suddenly aware of a lightening in the
pressure of the wind, an increase in his
range of vision, a recession in the sav-
agery of the storm. A granite wall
rose before him. Flanking it was a
stand of green timber, drooping with
the weight of ice and snow, and tossing
restlessly in the wind.

He shouted at Tugend and turned,
heading for the base of the wall. There
was a little open, and the wind con-
tinued to ease in violence as they
worked closer to the upthrust. Smoke
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breaks for themselves and the animals.
And a rod from the fires he walked full
into the fury of the storm again.

Next to the muscles of his thighs
and legs, he thought his eyes were most
important. He held to a deliberate, un-
hurried pace to ease his legs, and he
slogged forward with his eyes closed,
opening them only at brief intervals to
check for obstacles within range of his
foreshortened vision, and to measure
the complexion of the storm.

He refused to permit himself to cal-
culate the distance he had to travel or
the time it would consume. He refused
to think what the zenith of the storm
would be when he finally reached the
low saddle of the pass. He refused to
speculate on whether Bridger and Fitz-
patrick were encamped on the Green as
yet or not. They should be. He knew
this. And he clung to it.

. The trick was to keep his mind ab-
sorbed without speculation on risks and
chances. To do this, he made an arbi-
trary judgment of the distance he trav-
eled between the intervals at which he
opened his eyes. Fifty yards, he
thought. Then, by counting these in-
tervals and retaining the count in his
mind, he could have some idea of how
far he had traveled. He needed to know
this, and the exercise kept his mind
busy, occupied with a monotony which
crowded out thought.

The wind was an enemy, jostling with
tremendous strength. Although the
snow was swept thin on this downslope,
there was effort to breaking a trail and
his feet were heavy, numb. The cold
was so severe that the pain of breathing
made him use only the shallow top seg-
ment of his lungs and it was exhausting
to breathe—a constant quick pull for
air and an equally quick exhalation.

The slant under his feet leveled after
a time and the wind was at cyclonic
force, driving each pellet of snow
against him like a bullet. Then the way
was downward and the wind eased a
little, although he thought the cold was
more intense. He had crossed the divide.
He was through the pass.

Walking loosely, but still having to
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drive against the wind, even on this re-
ceding slope, Menafee tried to under-
stand his motives for this attempt to
penetrate this storm. The Big Com-
pany forces under Jim Beckwourth and
Etienne Celeste had driven him into the
attempt to cross the pass with his
party. Luck had been bad and what
had promised to be a spring squall had
become a blizzard.

Every man in the mountains would
understand how this could happen.
There would be no criticism of Mike
Menafee for this. With the kind of fall
drifting on this wind, those in camp
against the rock facing on the shoulder
of the pass would be held immobile by
their weakened animals, their own ex-
haustion, and the depth of the snow,
even when the storm had subsided.

If the wind and snow stopped soon
enough, they might be able to dig them-
selves out. If not, they would remain
until somebody found their silent camp
after the inevitable thaw. In this, also,
there could be no element of blame for
their captain.

Before now, weather and other en-
emies had prevented the arrival of a
supply party at the summer rendezvous.
Before now men had failed in the moun-
tains and had retained the respect of
their kind. In none of this could Mena-
fee find the roots of the quiet determi-
nation which drove him doggedly on—
which had driven him since the day he
had left the Missouri with his mis-
matched and incompetent party of
packers.

Loyalty to the old brigade, maybe.
But loyalty was a huge word. It covered
too much. Tony Celeste and her brother
and Jim Beckwourth, with his Crows,
were each of them being loyal, also, and
in their way, to the same things. The
mountains, the trade, and the men of
the buckskin legion. Yet Beckwourth
and the Celestes had driven his party
into this storm.

Suddenly it did not seem so compli-
cated. Suddenly Menafee saw that it
had nothing to do with the mountains,
with the fur trade, with the Big Com-
pany or the independents. It was some-
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thing which could have occurred as
easily on the river as here. It was
merely that he had an abiding convic-
tion of rightness, that Rocky Moun-
tain’s existence guaranteed the exist-
ence of the free trade and the men who
had opened the mountains.

It was a conviction that a monopoly
on the high rivers would destroy that
which Ashley’s men had opened up—
the wide and rich frontier beyond the
Missouri. A belief that the Big Com-
pany would control emigration when it
had control of the fur trade. A cer-
tainty that this was wrong.

The mountains had been open to all
when Ashley’s brigade had first pene-
trated them. They should remain so.
And for these convictions, Mike Mena-
fee was willing to take these risks. He
felt better for understanding.

A little later, he fell for the first time.
The fall was not painful. A careless
stumble, he thought. He slogged on,
tripped over his own numbed feet two
hundred yards beyond, and fell again.
He landed hard, jarring his wind. He
rose and moved forward once more.

As the wind eased, snow depth in-
creased and he thought the fall became
heavier. The temperature remained
steady, a pervading void which dragged
eagerly at body heat. In the next half
an hour, Menafee was on his knees a
dozen times.

At last he remained there, rocking
back and forth a little, trying to ease
the hammering in his chest and the
rawness in this throat, trying to find
somewhere the volition which seemed
suddenly to have deserted him. He was
not aware of Tony Celeste beside him
until she spoke gently.

“Easy, now,” she said. “T'll break
trail for a while. You follow—easy.
I've walked in your tracks. Now you
walk in mine. We’ll alternate. It is the
only way to beat the devils of Two-
go-tee.” '

It didn’t seem strange to -Mike that
the girl should be there. He was not
surprised that she had followed him.
Thete had been many men in the camp
on the shoulder of the pass and there
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are some things a woman fears more
than death in the snow.

He thought this over for a moment,
then shook the thought off. It wasn't
fear which had brought this girl after
him. It was the thing which he, him-
self, wanted. These were her moun-
tains, also—the legacy of her two herit-
ages. His belief that the mountains
should remain open was hers, also. She
knew Mike Menafee had to reach the
Green, and why!

V1

THE LONG, slanting trail from the
summit of South Pass to the floor of
Bridger Basin was interminable. Tony
Celeste’s slender body was not long
equal to the grueling task of breaking
through the heavy, increasing fall of
snow, but the brief respite the turn she
took gave Menafee restored elasticity
to his legs and steadied his breathing.
There was another rest period which
both took wordlessly, during which she
clung close to him for mutual warmth
against the iciness of the dying wind.
And presently it became apparent they
were emerging on the perimeter of the
storm. Survival became a certainty.
The day was almost done when they
reached the Green and found a cairn at
what Mike believed was the confluence
of Horse Creek. More than an hour
later they found another cairn three
miles-up the river, and the faint taste
of smoke came down the wind to them.
Menafee held on until the red fires of
a camp glowed ahead. He stopped, and
gripped Tony Celeste by both arms.
There was much he had to tell her be-
fore they went on into the camp ahead,
for she would be returning at the end
of the season to St. Louis and her fam-
ily, to the circle of families on the river
who were all Astor partners. If she
understood this camp and the men with-
in it, she could do a great service for the
mountains when she returned to the
river.
He wanted her to understand Gabe
Bridger—already “Old Gabe,” although
he wasn’t more than ten years older
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you, Beckwourth. So that means we're
all Old Brigade, pullin’ together again.
I would have treated yuh different, over
on the pass, but Mike spilled the pow-
der from my barrel. I'm not so unrea-
sonable, now. We all got a right to the
mountains. I propose we cut ’em up.
If Big Company brigades will stay
north of the Snake and the Yellowstone,
we'll stay south. Next year we can
rendezvous together again and talk
boundaries.”

HIS was the thing for which Mike

Menafee had climbed the pass. It
sounded good from Old Gabe’s lips. He
looked at Etienne Celeste. The trader
rose.

“M’siew Menafee has take care of the
sister. The sister, I tell to you all, is a
little devil. But M’sieu Menafee saw
she was not hurt. I owe him something,
too. I agreeto the boundaries. I prom-
ise my family will agree. And my
family is an important Astor partner.”

Beckwourth stood up.

“It's a sly, arm-twistin’ deal yuh're
saddlin’ us with, Gabe,” he told Bridger.
“I’d mebbe squeal or wish yuh a short
drop to perdition if Menafee over there
wasn’t grinnin’ so wide, admittin’ he
put yuh up to it without mebbe yuh even
knowin’ it. So we’ll make the best we
can out of it. If we traded south of
the Yellowstone and the Snake, we’d
have to build new posts. Reckon what
we've got at Fort Union, Fort McKenzie,
and Fort Boise will keep us busy
enough. But I'm goin’ to wear a sculp-
ing-knife to the palaver on boundaries
at next year’s rendezvous. Now, let’s
break this up. Me and Celeste and the
Crows are movin’ north in the mornin’.
What kind of a rendezvous is it that
don’t have one night of ruckus-raisin’
and a couple of drinks?”

Guffaws broke out and men stood up.
Big Mike Menafee threaded the crowd
about the palaver fire and moved across
the camp toward his own shelter. There
had been friendliness in this council
when there could have been something
else. He hoped it was an indication of
other palavers between independents
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and big company men in the years to
come. There was no way to know and
it was enough now to be certain the
trade was secure for another season.

Max Tugend followed Mike to the
door of his shelter and grinned when he
saw Tony Celeste fussing with the inte-
rior, already a perfection of orderliness.

“Me and the rest of the river boys
have been making plans, sort of, Mike,”
Tugend said hesitantly. ‘“We’'d admire
comin’ back into the moufitains again
next year. We figger we'd do all right
at it, too, if we could claim to be Mena-
fee’s men, then. Folks out this way
would sort of know how big our shad-
ows was if we could claim that.”

Tony Celeste appeared in the door of
the shelter.

“Does all the talking in the world
have to be done in one night?”’ she
inquired wickedly, waving her arms at
Tugend. ‘‘Tomorrow—tomorrow. Save
something to say tomorrow, can’t you?”

Tugend grinned and backed away.
Menafee stepped into the shelter. The
girl turned to face him.

“Yuh’ll be movin’ northward with
yore brother and Jim Beckwourth in
the mornin’, I reckon?” he asked.

Arms akimbo, the girl glared at him.

“Mike Menafee,” she said, “maybe it
is an all-right thing for the Beckwourth
to write some day that he made our
climb in the storm over South Pass.
But do you want him to say, too, that
he made a squaw of Tony Celeste ?”

“This is a tradin’ rendezvous,” Mike
said slyly. “And I heard yuh say once
yuh didn’t mix business and love.”

“Business is over,” Tony Celeste said
softly. “The talking is finished, and

'didn’t I drive away the last one with

words on his lips ?”

Bending forward, she caught the
thong which held up the flap over the
entrance to Mike’s wickiup. The skin
door dropped, blanketing out the fire-
ground of the rendezvous, the strange
admixture of men gathered in trade
and fellowship there, and the whole of
the long trail which had led westward
from the Missouri to Green Rlver and
the heart of the mountains.
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an hour, done by a four-year-old race horse
named Bob Wade, in 1890.

Much is heard of the speed of greyhounds
and whippets, but a whippet’s time is not
much better than 34 miles an hour. An or-
dinary dog can do about 20 miles an hour.

And if you have heard much about the
speed of a jack rabbit, prepare for a surprise.
A jack rabbit bounces along at 20 to 22 miles
per hour, which is just about the speed of a
running man. That is—at least one man, for
the track star Jesse Owens has been timed
in the 100 yard dash at 9.4 seconds, which is
21.7 miles an hour.

So a man could hold his own with a rabbit,
but if he were trying to beat a bear to a tree
he might have some trouble, for an ordinary
black bear will roll along over the ground at
25 miles an hour.

The coyote, who drifts along effortlessly,
clocks in at 30, enough to catch a rabbit, but
not to outrun a horse or a greyhound. And a
bull elk, which is a long-legged animal like
the moose, can only get up to about 28 miles
an hour, which leads to the guess that the
bison, or buffalo, was somewhat slower.

If you want some more comparisons, the
common red fox can get up a sprint of 435
miles an hour, which is more than enough to
overhaul a fleeing porker at 11 miles an hour,
or a frightened chicken dashing away at 9
miles an hour, or a blacksnake wriggling
through the grass at 3.

Wanta race?

Answers to Questions on Page 113

1. The Pony Express lasted eighteen months
beginning April 3rd, 1860.

2. Reputedly the most valuable quartz nugget
was found at the Carson Angel Mine in Calaveras
County in 1854. It weighed 2340 ounces, and
was worth at that time $43,534.

3. The famous McCanless fight which took
place at the Rock Creek stage station in Jeffer-
son County, Missouri, in 1861, has been the sub-
ject of all sorts of distortion and rumor by
which Wild Bill is reported to have killed any-
where up to fifteen men. The actual tally of
men killed by Hickok was three.

4. The “bullwhip” used by the old.time bull-
whackers had a wooden handle usually three
feet or under in length. The lash swelled grad-
ually for about six feet out from the handle to
the belly. From the belly, the lash tapered
gradually to within a foot of the end of the
twenty-foot length, where it terminated in a
ribbon-shaped thong.

8. The Dragoon Colt was made for the U. S.
Dragoons in 1848 and 1850. It was a .44 caliber
weapon with a seven and a_ half inch barrel. A
stock was made for it so that it could be used
as a shoulder gun if desired.

DEAF?

—Here's Good News!

Thousands ate regaining the joy and hap-
piness of hearing with a revolutionary
new and amazingly economical hearin
aid that’s ready to wear without indi-
vidual “ficting.” Costs half or less thag
half the price of others. Operates at less
cost (34 of a cent per hour battery cost)
than any other single-unit hearing aid of
equal power. It has the acceptance of the
American Medical Association, Council
on Physical Medicine. )
This new, light-weight, single-unit hear-
ing aid is the product of the Zenith Radio
laboratories, world-famous for their 30
years of research and leadership in radé-
onics exclusively,
‘Anyone who wishes to try this amazi;
new hearing aid can do so for 10 days—at
home, at work, anywhere—on a Hear Bet-
ter or Pay Nothing (money-back) offer. %
If you want to delight family and friends
who want you to hear and enjoy life with
them, just drop a postcard to the Zenith
Radio Corporation, Hearing Aid Divie
sion, De%t. TZ128, 5801 Dickens Ave.,
Chicago 39, lllinois, for full, free infoss
mation about their Hear Better or Pay
Nothing offer. Made by the makers of
world-famous Zenith Radios.

#Trial offer available on direct salas by Zenith
Radio Corporation or its subsidiaries.

STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAYL SUCCESS
and LARGER FARNINGS, 39 years expert ia-
struction—over 114,000 students enrolled. LL.B.
Degree awarded. All texts furnished. pay-
ments. Send for FREE BOOK NOW!
%MERIGAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF CAW

ept. 968-T, 646 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 11, til.

A Penny May Bring You
HAPPINESS!

Would you ga‘_mblc a penny to win

Financial Syccess, throu
of a mysterious In
zanization? Then just
58 on a post-card

py of §rea X n
your whole life! Address Rosa Dawn,
order, Depts 600, P. O. Box 2710, San Antonio, Tex.

LIFE INSURANCE

Newly developed Policy Selector en.

ables you to quickly determine the
it life insurance policy for your

z:rticuhr needs. Shows you how te
y it right. Ensbles you, to get

enore pr ion for your i

dollar.

ELECT. A POLICYT aemice
. -A- cY” ; "
pl-nn;; is lZloun for lh‘: n;x.i:u;‘.l':: FREE POUCY
oost. igation, "
PP phil sl bl SELECTOR

Sevvise Lile Bid
The SERVICE LIFE INSURANGE CO.( 603, Omaha 2, Nebr

Write For
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