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FACT THAT OUTT
The Egypt went down in twenty min­

utes. Out o f  the rogJ.iad slid a French 
‘aeiglster to ram her amidships, and then 
backing up to vanish in the mists again.

Down with the men and women 
aboard the Egypt went five million dol­
lars in bullion— down 330 feet, 100 feet 
deeper than divers had ever gene.

Even the exact position of the tragedy 
in the fog wa» vague, and more than 
fot’tv miles from shore.

For three years divers sought the 
wreck, and found it, and after they had 
found it they and their ship were blown 
to bits by a vast undersea explosion.

And still other divers came, to grope 
in the murk and terrific pressures, and 
•digvise weird metal arms and bands to 
tedfr the iron bulk apart and gather the 
gold.

They had to find a way to send a 
pair of human eyes and a human brain 
into the depths where divers cStild not 
go.*

The Laurentic ran north of Ireland in 
the night. Her going was a grea t'Secret 
of the World War for she carried twen­
ty-five million dollars in gold, and the 
gold was bound for New York to buy 
food and steel for a desperate British 
army.

And in the bitter January night some­
thing hit her. An explosion burst her 
plates apart, the skv lit with a flame, 
and she plunged under.

Now began the world’s most danger- 
ms job of salvaging. The gold had to 
be recovered, no matter how many lives 
it cost, and it must be done before the 
German spy system learned the facts.

No fleet could guard the diving tug in

HRILLS FICTIOIT

its lone work miles from land, for a fleet 
would bring suspicion.

Each hour was filled with the peril of 
a prowling German submarine.

For two desperate weeks, d i v e  r p 
worked in "the fi eezirig water, until One 
broke into the strong room and stood 
on the greatest pile of gold any diver 
has ever seen in the history of the world.

And then a gfde whipped oftt of the 
north, and smashed them from their 
prize

When they returned and the diver 
went below again, the gold was gone.

The danger and the difficulty and *h« 
mystery had just begun.**

Commander Ellsberg. hero"of the S-51, 
tells the greatest stories of death and 
danger and courage in modern diving 
history in “Men Under the Sea.”

Eacli story is complete. Each tells the 
fierce, lone-handed fight* against the 
pressure, the darkness, th?‘strange and 
deadly accidents in the deeps. - t

♦Adventure for May, on - sale' April
10th. ,  • • -V _. ■

♦‘ Adventure for June, p i  lule May
10 th.
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Four Western Love Novelettes
H E IR E SS T O  R O M A N C E  R A N C H ................................................. O liver K in g

All her bleak and lonely life, Gloria Carson had dreamed of the romantic West 
— and its rugged, thrilling m en.. . .  Then the dashing young rider of her imagined 
paradise made her dream come true— in a nightmare of heartbreak!

S T A R  D U S T  A N D  M A K E ;j$ £ L IE V E .......................... Isabel Stewart W ay
A frontier play put the words; “ I love you!”  on the lips of Lorrie Arnold, the 
game little Sun-Dance actress; find she spoke them as if she meant them— to 
the man whose off-stage kisses had made her betray her own fugitive father!

C O W B O Y ’ S A L M O S T -B R ID E ................................Ruby LaVerte T hom son
In glorious white ruffles and bridal veil, Rita waited for the start of the wed­
ding march. . . . How could she know that her cowboy sweetheart would let her 
wait at the altar— while he crossed guns with her brother?

G A M E  L IT T L E  B A N D IT -L O V E R .............................................. Jack Bechdolt
Ivy Lane prayed for strength to forget the intoxicating warmth of an outlaw 
cowboy’s lips. . . . For she must surrender his kisses to another girl, for ever 
and ever— in order to save him from a hangnoose payoff!

Three Romantic Western Short Stories
L A W M E N ’ S S W E E T H E A R T S  DIE H A R D .............................Victoria Case

There was no turning back for Nancy Eborall— for, at the suicidal end of her 
vengeance trail, lay the only hope of ever rejoining her murdered sheriff lover!

F E U D IS T S ’ L O V E  RU N S W I L D .................................................Jack Sterrett
“ I killed your daddy!”  On a wild black night of feud, the tall Texan spoke 
those words— and still Sue longed for the moonlight ecstasy of his blessed arms!

D A R K -T R A IL  S A D D L E M A T E S ........................................... Christopher Dane
In a gunman’s laughing eyes, brave little Sally York read her glorious, exciting 
future— if she dared ride through powdersmoke to a fugitive’s hideout! 

Rangeland Romances Features
R O B B E R ’ S D A U G H T E R ........................................................................T h e Editor

With the love in her heart, could she pay for the cattle her kinsmen had stolen?
Q U E E N S O F  R O D E O .............................................................................. Anita A llen

This glamor girl of the Wild West arenas loves to tame the wild ones!
R O N N IE  A LLE N  (Illustrated W estern Love Story) . . . .Jon  B lum m er

Love showed a deputy’s sweetheart a new trail to justice— the law beyond!
T R A IL S ID E  C O O K B O O K .............................................. M yrtle Juliette Corey

There are many ways to a cowboy’s heart—but none quite like a campfire cake!
T H E  P O N Y  E X P R E S S ...................................Rangeland R om ances Readers

Step up, saddlemates, and get your mail. . . . There’s romance waiting!
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C LIN G IN G  FO R  T H E IR  L IV E S

(Signed)

©  "Yes, I got ’em ashore safely, in spite o f an overloaded 
boat, the heavy seas and the heavy rain, and 1 can’t take all 
the credit either. Plenty of it belongs to 'Eveready’ fresh 
d a t e d  batteries, first for finding the lads 
on that buoy and later for standing by 
u$ and pointing the way through that 
storm to a safe landing.

FRESH BATTERIES LAST L O N G E R . . . ^ ^ » * f e  DATE-LlN*

E X TR *f(

TO A R O C K IN G  BUOY
...C L IFFO R D  THORNE AD D S THREE M ORE TO RECORD OF 1 0 0 0  RESCUES

@  "But I couldn’t tell where the 
sound was coming from. I thought of 
the powerful, focusing flashlight that 
lay on the back seat, reached cautious­
ly for it and played it around m e . . .  
and there they were! Three youngsters 
clinging in terror to a rocking sea 
buoy. They had tried the usual stunt 
of swimming out to the buoy and 
back, but the storm spoiled the plan.

C l if f o r d  T h o r n e , 
noted Detroit lifeguard, 
famous for  m ore than 

1,000 rescues.

0  "I  stayed out on Lake St. Claire until well 
after dark fishing,” writes Clifford Thorne of 
716 Van Dyke Ave., Detroit, Mich. "A s I 
started rowing home a terrific squall hit. Row­
ing was almost impossible and the rain was so 
heavy it blotted out lights half a mile away. 
And then, over the howl o f the wind 1 thought
1 heard cries for help.

N A T I O N A L  C A R B O N  C O M P A N Y ,  I N C . ,  3 0  E A S T  4 2 n d  S T R E E T ,  N E W  Y O R K ,  N .  V.
U nit oj Union Carbide MHN and Carbon Corporation
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K N O W  ELECTRICITY 
As E x p e r t s  K n o w  it V

and Get an Expert’* Pa?!
Wi about rour future? Who ia safe today? Surely not the man 
wh • contented to stand still I Know your Job thoroughly— pre- 
■ps ’~uraelf far Jobe ahead. To do Just this thousands of men

„ be Croft Library of 
Practical E lectricity

T h e C roft L ibrary ia a  com pete  e le ctr ica l edu cator. I t  1b founded  on 
p ractice—o n  2 0  y e a n  o f  entrt-Bleeve exp erien ce—on w ork as It la 
actu ally  don e. It ia Jammed from  cover to cover w ith  the kind of 
hard-headed facta you  want. W ritten so that th e  begin n er can easily  
understand it , yet so  sound. so thorough , that it ia the da ily  gu ide 
o f  5 0 ,0 0 0  h ig h ly  paid e lectr ica l w orkers and engin eer* . C roft te lls  
you  th e  th ings you need to .know about m otors, generators, arm atures, 
com m utators, transform ers, c ircu its, sw itchboard*, d istribu tion  sys­
tem s—electr ica l m ach inery o f  every  ty p e -w ir in g  for  ligh t and p o w e r -  
w ir in g  o f  fin ished b u ild in gs—u n d erw riters ’ and m u nicipal requ irem ent* 
—illum ination  In Its every  nhase—the m ost im proved  m ethods o f  l ight- 
in g —lam ps and lam p e ffe cts , e tc .—h ow  to  do  a com p le te  Job, from  e s ­
tim atin g  It. to  com pletion .
No money down --- easy payments
Fill In and m all the coupon  attached and w e w l 11 send  y ou  th e  en tire  
set o f  seven  vo lu m es for  ten days' Free E xam ination . W e take a ll tne 
r is k -y o u  a ssu m e n o  ob liga tion . If you d ec id e  to keep th e  books. d 
* 1 .5 0  in ten da)rs and the balance at the rate o f  * 2 .0 0  a m onth. 
&end the coupon VOW and see the books tor^ ym irself.__—  —

{"FREE" W a m Tn ATTON” C O U P O N  i
I a ^ W l W . H I U  I 6 6 t i  & C T  iio *  4 S « I  * L .  W .w  Yo>£ J
I Send m e fo r  ten da ys ’ free  exam ination  the C roft L ibrary o f | 
.  Practica l E lectric ity , i f  sa tis factory  I w il l send y o u  1 1 .5 0  in 10 
* days and * 2.00 m on th ly  until the price  o f  * .1 9 .5 0  la paid . I f  not I 
| w anted , X w ill return the books postFtiKY. (T o  insure prom pt ■ 
I sh ipm ent w rite  p la in ly  and fill in a ll tinea .) .
■ N a m e..................................................................
■ H om e A d dress . .............. .. ................................ ..  I
j  C ity and S ta te . « . . • ....................................... .. ........................ ...........................1

'  Nam e o f  C om p a n y ........................................................«• * * ............. ... Jt- — — — — — ““ “  — **

Watch r r j r r  with every ring ordered 
I II ELL and pair) for in one year!. and paid for in one year!

Man'sw m
70 fluff

M S & '
To introduce our new Sterling Silver Simulated 
Diamond Rings, decorated in i/3 0  14K Gold, we 
will give you your choice of man’s gold plate 
front or ladies 1939 jeweled wrist watch with every 
ring ordered N O W  and paid -for within on# y w  
on our new easy two $2 payment plan I (total 
only $4). The watch' comes to 
you as a Gift . . . .  It does not 
cost you one cent extra! W ear 10 
days on approval! Mail coupon or 
postcard NOW! SEND NO MONEY 
with ord er! W e pay postage. We 
Trust You! Your package comes 
by return mail!

C old  Standard W atch  Co.
Dept. A-928, New to a. Mass.
Rush Offer, □  Lady's □  Man’s 
Name
Addret/n___________________

Robber's Daughter

IT  M A Y  not be altogether lady-like 
to wait along the trail for a man 
you’ve never been introduced to. But 

Patricia McManus made no- pretense o f 
being a lady. The Texan who was coming, 
with a rifle across his knees, had set her 
heart a-thumping when she had seen him 
last spring. And all she knew was that she 
wanted to see him again.

But then, there was nobody at Rancho 
McManus to advise a nineteen-year-old 
girl on questions of lady-like behavior. 
There were women servants, Mexicans.
As for the rest, it was a man’s world, 
echoing to the loud voice of her father, 
old Robber McManus— a world cluttered 
with saddles, bridles, spurs, and critters; 
a world that smelled of the sharp tang 
of horses and cattle and the sun beating 
on sagebrush. Not a world to school a girl 
in women’s ways.

A  few hours ago she had heard her 
father say, “ That hombre John Collins is 
heading this way.”  She had not waited 
for more. She had not heard old Robber 
McManus’ further instructions: “ Tell the 
boys to keep their firearms handy. Collins 
may make us trouble.”

John Collins had returned! They 
would meet! Her heart sang with the 
knowledge as she waited on the trail. . . .

He saw her then, and the rifle barrel 
swung her way— before he saw she was 
a girl, and alone. He reined in, slid from 
his saddle and came toward her afoot, hat 
in hand, his straw-colored hair shining in 
the sharp light.

“ I ’ve been waiting a mighty long time 
for this meeting,”  he said. “ I was begin­
ning to think you were the stuff that 
dreams are made of.”

“ I ’m sure I don’t know what you’re 
talking about!” Her startled gasp was a 
feeble defense. All her bolstered-up cour­
age had gone. Though she had seen the 
man before, on that enchanted night so 
long ago, she had no idea he had seen her.

“ Sure you don’t know what I ’m talking 
about ?”  There was a teasing glint in the 
brown eyes. “ Maybe you’ll remember 
when I tell you about it.” He was watch­
ing her face.

“ I ’m talking about a night last spring.
A  night when I was in this neighborhood, 
driving a thousand head of prime, north­
bound cattle. I was sleeping alone by my - 
campfire. I sleep light. Suddenly my eyes



ROBBER’S DAUGHTER

opened, but I just lay still, waiting to see 
what had waked me. And I saw . . . you !”

She stared at her hands, crossed in 
front of her, wondering why his voice 
made her heart do somersaults. He laid a 
hand on her arm; though it touched her 
only lightly, it seemed to held her.

“ Suddenly you vanished,” lie went on. 
“ Vanished just like dreams do. The rest 
of that night— until broad daylight— I 
thought you were just a lovely dream. But 
at sun-up I learned better.”

“ What happened at sun-up?” She for­
got that she must seem aloof and digni­
fied.

“ I found something that proved you 
were flesh and blood.” He had unfastened 
an object pinned to the inside of his shirt 
pocket, and held it in his palm.

She caught a glimpse of an old-fash­
ioned gold locket that she recognized. In 
the locket was a tiny miniature, a likeness 
of her mother.

“ O h !”  She barely breathed it. “ I ’ve 
looked everywhere for that!”

“ I rode nearly six hundred miles to re­
turn it to you.”

The shining of her eyes thanked him.
“ Maybe you wonder why I didn’t bring 

it back while I was still in the neighbor­
hood? It just happened I had a mighty 
good excuse to give the Rancho McManus 
a wide berth.”

His voice turned hard as he added, 
“ Just driving my cattle this way lost me 
a hundred head of prime beef. I was in a 
sweat to get away from here before Rob­
ber McManus got my whole herd.”

“ You think we stole your cattle?” 
gasped Patricia.

Romance had fled. Her cheeks were red 
with indignation.

"I  know you did.” . . . His lips were 
firm now, tmsmiling. , , .

In a tamer, more civilized part o f the world, 
that might have settled it. John Collins belonged 
on the other side o f the fence. Patricia was Rob­
ber McManus’ daughter, and she knew her duty. 
. . . But, too, she had dreamed dreams—her 
veins sang to the wild message o f her heart.

And, in the W est, the heart is accustomed to 
have its way. It’s not always easy. It takes 
courage, and it may mean sacrifices— and trag­
edy. . . . W hat it meant in the life o f  Patricia 
McManus, the untamed princess o f Robber M c­
Manus’ rancho, will be related next month in a 
novel-length story called, “Love Lays Siege to 
Robber’s Roost,”  by Jack Bechdolt. The July 
issue o f  Rangeland Romances will be published 
M ay 25th. . , . — T h e  E ditor .

TRAIN FOR

P A Y  
TUITION 

AFTER GRADUATION

and udude at N O  EXTRA COST  
an extra 4  Weeks course in

RADIO
Mail coupon today for details of my “ Pay 
after graduation plan”  and famous Coyne 
“ Learn by Doing”  method of practical shop 
training for your start for success in this big- 
pay field as well a9 full particulars on the 
4 Weeks Radio Course I am  including to 
all who enroll now. Age or lack of money 
need not bold you back . . .  Get training first; 
then take 12 m onths to complete small 
monthly tuition payments starting 5 months 
after you begin training.

L E A R N  B Y  D O I N G
Coyne Training is practical training, easy to 
grasp . . . you learn quickly by doing actual 

jobs on real electrical Machinery in 
m y shope. Not by books— not a corre­
spondence or a home study course— you are 
trained right here in my big Chicago train­
ing shops. You don’t need previous experi­
ence or a lot of book learning. Expert in­
structors guide you every step of the way.
After my 12 weeks training in Electricity 
you can take my 4 weeks extra Radio 
course at no extra tuition charge.

E A R N  W H I L E  L E A R N I N G
Job Help After Graduation

Big things ahead in Electricity mean steady jobs, good pay, 
and a real future for many trained men in this fascinating "live’ ' 
industry. Thousands of opportunities. Rush the coupon 
TODAY for Big Free B oo k  with many photos of the great 
Coyne Shops in Chicago— Opportunities in Electricity and 
Radio— How we can train you for your start in this field and 
let you pay your tuition after graduation In easy monthly 
payments. If you need part time work to help with living ex­
penses my employment department will help you. After gradu­
ation you will be given Free lifetime employment service.

D I E S E L ,  E L E C T R I C  R E F R I G E R A T I O N  
A N D  A I R  C O N D I T I O N I N G  T R A I N I N G
Now included at no extra cost. Take advantage o f this train­
ing to increase your earning capacity.

G E T  M Y  S T O R Y
I  have a mighty interesting story to tell about my 
school that will interest any fellow who wants to 
get ahead . .  . F ill in the coupon today and 
mail it to me and you ’ll get my big p A js
F R EE  Catalog and all the facts. C.
■ H. C. LEWIS, President, Coyne Electrical School,
■ 500 S. Paulina Street, Dept. 69-76, Chicago, 111.
I  Send me. without cost or obligation, your Big Free Book and 
I details of Pay-Tuition-After-Graduation-Oner and 4 weeks 
I extra Radio Course.
| N A M E ...................................................................................... ............
I A D D R E S S ..............................................................................................
I CITY........................................................ STATE.
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Mr. Mattingly & Mr. Moore 
agree on a truly great whiskey!

“ W h y, Mr. Moore,
W h y, Mr. Moore,
Did you think that I would 
doubt your word? But, N O !

“ It is slow-distilled, and therefore 
It’s the whiskey millions care for, 
W ith  its smooth and mellow flavor 
. .  .and its price so wondrous lo w !”

DO you like whiskey with thac 
good, old-fashioned flavor? 

Then you will like Mattingly & 
Moore!

You see, M & M is ALL whis­
key . . .  every drop s/ow-distilled. 
More . . . M & M is a blend of 
straight whiskies , . . the kind o f

whiskey we think is best o f  all!
Ask for M & M, today . . .  at 

your favorite bar or package 
store. Get acquainted now with 
the delightful goodness o f  a really 
mellow whiskey! And remember 
. . .  the price o f  M  & M is amaz­
ingly low !

Mattingly & Moore
L o n g  o n  Q u a l i t y - ^ - S h o r t  o n  P r i c e !

A blend of straight whiskies—90 proof. Every drop is whiskeyi 
Frankfort Distilleries, Incorporated, Louisville & Baltimore.

N
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Gloria’s poignant, romantic dream 
oj the West— and its rugged men 
— came to life . . .  in a nightmare 

of heartbreak!

C H A P T E R  O N E

Welcome to Paradise

Fire coursed through her veins; her will power 
drained from her.

LO RIA CARSON got off at the 
Red Feather station and caught 
her breath. It was all so much as 

she had pictured it— the heat; the smell 
of tarred ties under the rails and of weath­
ered wood from the station shed; the false-

7



8 RANGELAND ROMANCES

fronted buildings of the main street, show­
ing some fifty yards away across the va­
cant lot, which was a conglomeration of 
Jimson weed, old tin cans and cinders.

And the men standing about, in chaps 
and checkered shirts! Some of them, even, 
had sixguns belted at their waists! The 
West, the true cattle country— she had 
dreamed of it so long! And here it was, 
and she a part of it !

Only, somehow, it was so much more 
than she had imagined— so much more in­
tense. It had so deep a quality of sun­
drenched, dusty, hard-furrowed reality as 
to make something in her hesitate, draw 
back, quiver with a timidity for which her 
hurrying thoughts could find no plausible 
explanation.

She stood, with her eyes flickering over 
the platform and the men on it, trying to 
pick out the one who would be there to 
meet her. And she found that she was the 
center of all attention. Alert, hard, esti­
mating glances hit her and then caromed 
off her with a queer, gentle politeness that 
contrasted strangely, she thought, with the 
unyieldingness which lay deep in these 
men’s eyes.

She picked out an elderly, bow-legged 
individual, with white mustaches and 
shrewd squinty eyes. This must be Bill 
Thane, her foreman. But he made no move 
toward her.

The rest of the passengers— a flouncy, 
over-dressed girl, a man in black who had 
the air of a gambler, a mother with a 
child-—had all left the platform, going 
toward the town.

She wondered if she had been mistaken, 
if there was to be no one to meet her. And 
then, abruptly, a man was coming toward 
her. He had been standing back, at the 
other corner of the station shed, so that 
she had not noticed him. Now he came 
forward, giving an odd appearance of hur­
rying a little in his rolling, high-heeled 
walk, yet at the same time looking as 
though he were not hurrying at all.

He was a tall, lean, wide-shouldered 
man of about thirty, dressed in chaps and 
a faded, immaculately clean blue shirt 
which somehow brought out the vivid blue 
of his eyes under his weathered gray som­
brero.

She had that glimpse o f him, and then 
he was before her, taking off the sombrero 
to reveal hair that was dark, just faintly 
grizzled at the temples, and a wide, high, 
white brow.

“ Are you Miss Carson, ma’am?” His 
voice was slow, drawling, with a queerly 
vibrant note in it.

“ Yes,” Gloria said quickly. “ Are 
you— ”

“ Bill Thane, ma’am.”
For some unaccountable reason, Gloria 

had to fight to keep her habitual poise. 
There was something about this quiet, 
soft-voiced man which was overwhelming­
ly masculine and demanding, without ap­
pearing to be so . . . something a little 
breathtaking.

“ Oh, I— thought you’d be older,”  she 
said, smiling at him— and scolding herself 
because she knew that the smile was half- 
tremulous.

His quick grin showed a flash of strong, 
even teeth. “ Well, ma’am,”  he said good- 
humoredly, “ I reckon I ’ve almost got my 
growth.”

She felt like a fool, but fortunately he 
did not seem to notice her confusion. He 
was stooping to pick up her traveling bags. 
They were heavy, but they did not look so 
when he lifted them. It was, in fact, as 
though they contained nothing of any 
weight whatever.

When he straightened, he looked at her 
with grave courtesy and said, “ Welcome, 
ma’am, to Red Feather an’— the Moon­
stone. The buckboard is right over there, 
if you care to ride out to the spread now.”

C 1 L O R IA  nodded, and followed his 
- rangy, striding form, feeling the color 

come into her cheeks. It irritated her that 
she felt the impact of this man’s personal­
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ity so powerfully as to have been robbed 
of her usual poise.

She told herself that it was just the sur­
prise of finding that she had, as a foreman, 
not an elderly, illiterate cowboy— but this 
even-featured, almost handsome individual 
who had such a quiet ease of manner and 
self-confidence. And who was so intensely 
and vitally male.

During the ride out to the ranch, she 
found herself divided between spells of ut­
ter silence and intervals of chattering in a 
way which she scarcely recognized in her­
self. She told of her life in Denver, of her 
dreams of the cattle country, of her sur­
prise and delight at finding it so much like 
what she had thought.

The man at her side, handling the 
matched team with sure hands, had re­
markably little to say, yet it was not until 
later that she realized how little. At the 
moment, there was a pithiness and point 

. and kindness to everything he said which 
made him sound almost eloquent rather 
than taciturn.

She found herself a little breathless, 
what with the impact of the countryside, 
the color, the vastness, the great sense of 
continuing space. Even the team set her 
pulses to throbbing, in the thrilling real­
ization that they were hers, these twin 
golden horses with their flying silver 
manes and deft, powerful hoofs that drew 
the buckboard careening over the rutty 
road and swaying around the turns.

The hot range wind whipped at her 
blond hair and brought the rich, keen pun­
gency o f sage and grass to her nostrils. 
The 3un beat at the thin stuff of her dress 
and blinded her with a golden glory which 
somehow seemed to include this quiet, 
infinitely competent man at her side. She 
felt a little drunk with it all.

Back in Ohio, where she had been born, 
she had heard talk aplenty about the West, 
its legends, it heroes, Its chances for for­
tune. It had seemed to her a golden land, . 
where a man had only to be a man to

make his fortune and lead a life of glorious 
ease and adventure. Her uncle, Ben Ur- 
cjuhart, her mother’s brother, had gone 
there, and look at him !

And then her family had moved to Den­
ver, where she had most of her schooling. 
There she heard even more about the 
great, golden West. Once, her Uncle Ben 
had come to see them— a great, full-bodied, 
hearty, kindly man who had pinched her 
cheek and tossed her high in the air and 
told her tales of the land which was his; 
which, it seemed to her, he had conquered, 
not so much by force of arms as by the 
greatness of his heart and his love for the 
land itself.

There had been talk of their going out 
there. But then her father had taken ill, 
and one thing after another throughout 
the yearsJaad always prevented them from 
going.

Her father had died. And they were 
poor. Uncle Ben had sent her mother 
money, but her mother had returned it, 
out of some obscure pride, saying that 
they had no need of it. And then her 
mother, too, had fallen ill and died.

Because her mother’s memory had 
meant so much, Gloria then had returned 
Uncle Ben’s money, saying she didn’t need 
it. She had found a way, though for her 
untrained self it had been hard, to earn 
her own living.

That was all she had had of Uncle Ben 
— the memory of his great, hearty, kindly, 
romantic presence— until the day a letter 
came from a lawyer, announcing his death 
and saying that his will had left her all 
his property, including the Moonstone 
ranch.

And now she was here, mistress of the 
Moonstone— employer of and boss of this 
man at her side. Only, she couldn’t quite 
imagine anyone being boss of this lean, 
wide-shouldered, plangent-voiced individ­
ual, whose vivid blue eyes looked so keen­
ly yet tranquilly across this sun-smitten 
range.
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TTIS low, drawling voice interrupted her 
- thoughts. “ This is the Moonstone 

boundary, ma’am, an’ yonder’s some of 
your own cows.”

She could see them grazing, their black 
and white markings vivid in the sunlight. 
Her eyes tried to make out the shape of 
the Moonstone brand, while her heart 
swelled with the strange pride and joy of 
possession.

Almost before she knew it, while her 
gaze was absorbed by the long feathery 
stretch of Marsh River, with its thick 
fringe of cottonwoods and willows, and by 
the great shimmery blue peaks of the 
mountains beyond— while all her attention 
was there, his voice cut in on her exultant 
thoughts again.

“ Here’s the ranch, ma’am.”
And there it was— a great cluster of 

tree-shaded buildings, gleaming in the late 
sun. Her ranch! The Moonstone! Home 1 
Its outlines dimmed in the quick, unwilling 
gush of tears that flooded her eyes from a 
heart suddenly too full. . . .

The excitement and the happiness of 
those first hours and days had a quality 
which she was never again able fully to 
recapture. She knew she’d never duplicate 
that first impression of the great, clean, 
queerly furnished ranchhouse, with its 
long vistas from room to room and its 
plain message that no woman had ever 
lived here. Its old saddles on the walls 
and its simple, severe chairs and table, 
its colorful Navajo rugs and bearskins, its 
absence of books or music, or any of the 
amenities of civilization— all fitted into the 
complete picture. Yet there was something 
about it— an essence of its own, incalcu­
lable, mysterious, hard, and enchanting.

She was met by old Carlotta, her wrin­
kled face beaming. She had dinner alone 
in the great beamed dining room. Tired, 
she went to bed early, in a tile-floored 
room, with the great soft stars pressing in 
at the open window and the cool, already 
familiar sage-scent sharp in her nostrils

and the mournful, fierce yapping of a coy­
ote far in the distance. The breeze carried 
the smells o f corral and barn. She could 
hear the stamping of horses’ hoofs and 
their soft snorting and the occasional 
mournful bellow of a cow.

As she lay there, sleepless, it was good 
to run over in her mind the faces and 
figures of the men who had met her there 
at the ranch— her men, her riders— the 
brown, strong, simple faces, at once 
friendly and reserved. She went over each 
detail of her arrival and of the ride out 
and of Bill Thane’s words. Lying there in 
her sheer nightgown, in her own house, 
she remembered all that, and recalled the 
flashing eyes of the man they had called 
Jack Fulton, the range-toughened tall 
form of him and the queer caress in his 
voice when he had greeted her.

All that formed a maze and pattern of 
excitement, of wonder and half-unbeliev­
ing, throbbing happiness, the like o f which 
she had never known before,.

In the days that followed, it was glor­
ious, exciting fun getting,acquainted with 
die ranch and the men,' with the horses 
and dogs and the hospitable expanse of the 
house, which in its wide, cool ramifica­
tions had something of the'character of the 
range itself.

She knew that she was now a rich girl. 
The lawyers had made her aware of that. 
But it was one thing to know that she 
had inherited wealth, and it was quite an­
other to find herself actually the mistress 
of this huge cattle spread— to see before 
her very eyes the actuality of her posses­
sions.

And the men— her m en! She had never 
before seen anything like them. The cities 
did not produce this quiet, easy strength—  
this scent and flavor and essence of easy, 
capable masculinity. It seemed to her 
quivering senses that in her very nostrils, 
all day long, there was such a scent of 
maleness as she had never dreamed of 
before. ,
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That for a few days, and then . . .  the 
first disillusionment!

CHAPTER TW O

Ranch o f Shattered Dreams

TT CAM E, curiously enough, from one
of the most romantic things about a 

ranch— at least, in her eyes— from the at­
tempt to master a fighting horse.

Jack Fulton, the tall, handsome black- 
eyed puncher whose flashing gaze had so 
wooed and caressed her that first night, 
was the man who attempted to ride the 
horse. She had been sitting on the ranch- 
house veranda, and she suspected, with a 
little thrill in her heart, that he was put­
ting on. the exhibition for her.

He led out a magnificent bay animal, 
wild, evidently, as a wolf. With the help 
of two other punchers he eared him down 
and put a saddle on him. Then he climbed 
into the saddle.

The horse squealed, crouched, his pow­
erful legs tensed, and leaped skyward. 
Gloria’s breath caught. It seemed that no 
man could withstand that first terrific, 
bucking leap. But Jack Fulton rode him 
as though he had been part of the horse.

The powerful animal jumped, swayed, 
bucked about the corral, with the puncher 
waving his Stetson and roweling him with 
spurs, riding as a sailor might sit a small 
boat in a storm.

But, suddenly, something seemed to go 
wrong. The exquisite union between mail 
and beast was disrupted. Fulton jerked in 
the saddle, looking suddenly breathless 
and distressed. Then, abruptly, he sailed 
out over the horse’s bucked-down head.

His face slapped against the corral bars 
and he lay still a moment, while the mad­
dened horse bucked past him and around 

corral. Then he got up and climbed 
quickly over the corral fence.

Gloria had left her seat and was already 
running toward the scene. As she got 
there, the dark-haired man climbed down

from the fence and faced her, grinning 
sheepishly despite the fact that his face 
was streaming blood.

Before she could speak, she became 
aware that all around her the voices of 
the other punchers were raised in jeering 
laughter.

“ Whyn’t you grab his ear and swing 
down his throat, Jack?”

“ Don’t tell me you hurt your purty 
face?”

“ How come he busted apart on you 
like that, son?”

“ It warn’t the boss, it war Jack. That 
boy’s plumb loco about dust, an’ when the 
cravin’ overcomes him he jest nat’rally 
goes for it all spraddled out.”

Gloria stared indignantly about the cir­
cle. “ It seems to me it’s not much of a 
joke when a man gets hurt like that,”  she 
flared. “ I never heard of anything so 
brutal!”

The circle fell silent, staring at her, 
abashed, with jaws dropped.

It was at that moment that Bill Thane 
came striding from the south pasture. He 
disregarded Gloria and faced Jack Fulton, 
eyes slitted.

“ I thought I told you not to try to ride 
that horse, Jack,”  he snapped.

Fulton's face darkened. “ What’s the 
matter with ridin’ him?”  he demanded 
sullenly. “ He’s a horse, ain’t he ?”

“ But you aren’t a rider,”  Thane rapped.
Temper surged into Fulton’s face. 

“ H ell!”  he*boiled over. “ I ’m a dang sight 
more of a rider than you. You didn’t 
want anybody to top the bronc because 
you’re dang well scared to ride him your­
self. Don’t think, by hell, that you can— ”

Bill Thane took one swift step toward 
him, his left fist licking like a lizard’s 
tongue. It looked so smooth and swift, that 
blow, as to seem harmless, yet the spatting 
impact of it on Fulton’s cheekbone was 
loud in the evening air, and the dark 
puncher staggered back and measured his 
length on the ground.
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/G L O R IA  gave a strangled cry of hor- 
ror and pity. But before she could 

assert her authority, Fulton was on his 
feet, rushing in. Coolly, his face curious­
ly savage, Bill Thane stopped him with 
that licking left, and then whipped a 
lightning right to the dark man’s jaw— a 
right that had the brutal impact of a 
butcher’s cleaver on meat and bone.

That time Fulton went down to stay, 
and Gloria exploded.

“ You— you brute!”  she raged, white- 
lipped. “ How dared you do a thing like 
that? What are you, anyhow? To hit a 
man who was already hurt, who couldn’t 
defend himself! Is this what you call the 
W est? Is that the way people behave out 
here.”

The queer, cold anger, which had been 
in Bill Thane’s face when he hit Jack Ful­
ton, changed character. His expression 
took on a flush of temper in another key, 
so that for a moment, angry as she was, 
she was intimidated by it. Then it changed 
quickly, became no expression at all, be­
came wooden and lifeless.

“ Sorry, ma’am,”  he said evenly. “ But 
as long as I ’m foreman, I give the orders 
around here— an’ I look for them to be 
obeyed.”

She stared at him, breathing fast, the 
shock and outraged anger still ripping in 
her. “ You may be the foreman,”  she said, 
through tight lips, “ but I own this ranch. 
And I ’m telling you not to hit that man 
again.”

As she spoke, she turned swiftly away, 
but not before she saw that Jack Fulton 
had regained consciousness, that the dazed 
looked in his eyes had changed to sudden 
comprehension as her last words got 
through to his ears. Then she was on her 
way back to the house.

She tried to calm herself then, but 
could not. She couldn’t forget the callous 
brutality of these men when they laughed 
at an injured man. And then, on top of 
that, the cold, calculated ferocity with

which Bill Thane had beaten an under­
ling wrho was already hurt and bleeding.

Her ideas about this great, free, colorful 
country began to change. Had she merely 
been a romantic girl, seeing a visionary 
beauty in something that was made up 
of ugliness?

She tried to tell herself that the entire 
fault lay with the brutal foreman, who 
gave his men no chance to show, or even 
to have finer feelings. She tried to tell 
herself that, but it was without conviction. 
The foreman hadn’t been on hand when 
they had first laughed at Jack Fulton. 
There was no compulsion on them then.

All at once, all the savor was out of 
this great new adventure of hers. The 
ranchhouse seemed not merely magnifi­
cently plain and simple; but primitive, 
crude. The chickens that pecked freely 
throughout the yard, instead of being con­
fined and properly fed, were symbols of 
disorder, of barbarism.

That night she tossed on her bed, feel­
ing suddenly lost and lonely, and mourn­
ing a vanished glamor.

But in spite of that, or perhaps just be­
cause of it, the morning found her anger 
still smoldering, her mind set in the will 
to fight this thing by which she found her­
self surrounded.

Lying there in the cold dawn light, the 
faint cry of the bunkhouse cook sounded 
in her ears. “ Come an’ get it or I ’ll throw’ 
it to the hawgs.”

There were no hogs, and it seemed to 
her that this was just another evidence of 
the callousness which inflicted everybody 
here. She reached a sudden decision. She 
got up suddenly, determinedly, the chill 
of the tile floor running through the soles 
of her bare feet, and she whipped out of 
her nightgown.

In the mirror of the big, heavy, dark 
wardrobe, her slim body showed for a 
moment, shadowy and dim white, like a 
lovely and breathless apparition in the 
cool, silent room. She stopped still, ar­
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rested by its half-unexpected loveliness, 
searching the dark pools of her image’s 
eyes for understanding, for a reason why 
her very presence had not changed these 
rough men into something softer, more 
gentle and considerate.

Her cheeks flamed suddenly. It came to 
her that she was imagining one man see­
ing her so, and being made into a gentler 
self. A  man with blue eyes and a plangent, 
drawling voice. A  man with lean hips and 
wide, powhr^ul shoulders. Not a tall dark 
mariV Not a man who was dashing and 
handsome and brave. No, merely a brute 
who masked his savagery under a soft 
voice and an easy, infrequent smile.

Fury at her witless self added to her 
anger. She flung herself into her clothes, 
ordered breakfast quickly and brusquely 
from a wondering-eyed Carlotta. Then, 
hard-faced, she strode out to the corral, 
where the men were saddling up for the 
day’s work.

“ I ’ll ride with you today,” she said 
coldly to Bill Thane. “ Please have a horse 
saddled for me.”

He stared at her for a moment, then 
drawled, “ Yes, Miss Carson.”  As he 
turned away, he had the merest shadow 
of a smile on his lips— a shadow which 
infuriated her still further.

L O R IA  turned back to the house and 
had her breakfast. When she went 

out again, the others had gone, and he was 
waiting for her.

She flung into the saddle. “-Where 
would you like to ride, ma’am ?”  he asked, 
with a spurious humility in his voice.

She turned on him, her eyes flaring. “ I 
want you to go about your regular work,”  
she clipped. “ I'll just ride with you.”  And 
then she added, narrowing her eyes, “ I 
want to see just how the work on this 
ranch is conducted.”

For a moment, she thought , she saw a 
little flicker of temper in his eyes, but 
then he nodded gravely. “ Shore,”  he said

softly. “ I reckon that’s nat’ral, ma’am.”
She felt his eyes on her as she climbed, 

a little awkwardly, into the saddle. That 
added to her resentment— the fact that he 
did not offer to help her, and the silent 
criticism she sensed in his manner.

They rode out, in silence for awhile, in 
the direction which, he told her, most of 
the men had taken. “ W e’re chousin’ some 
stuff out of the brush up in the foothills,” 
he explained. “ I— you— haven’t had much 
chance to get acquainted yet, an’ I was 
savin’ this until we went over things to­
gether. But— we’ve been losin’ a little 
beef. Somebody’s rustlin’ it. Doin’ it in 
a mighty clever way. W e haven’t been 
able to get onto ’em yet. But we’re get­
ting the stray stuff in, to make a count, 
an’ to try to make it a little tougher for 
these jaspers that are stealin’ it.”

She glared at him, finding a sudden 
handle for her anger. “ W hy haven’t you 
said anythin’ about it to me before?”  she 
demanded.

His blue, steady eyes looked straight 
ahead of him across the range for a mo­
ment, then dropped to his horse’s head. 
“ Why, ma’am,”  he said gently, “ I wanted 
to go over things with you the second day 
you come, but you said you didn’t want to 
hear anythin’ yet, until you had got— ac­
climated, wasn’t it?”

Hot color stained her cheeks. She knew 
that he had caught her, that he was 
covered, as far as dereliction of duty was 
concerned. But that didn’t help her tem­
per. She rode with set face, her irritation 
increased by the fact that her horse kept 
tossing his head, flinging it from side to 
side and upward, so that sometimes it 
seemed the back of his skull was about to 
hit her in the face.

After a while Bill Thane said politely, 
“ If you’ll jest ease up on his reins, ma’am. 
He ain’t used to bein’ rode with such a 
tight bit.”

Coldly, but still furiously angry, she 
eased up on the reins. Almost at once, the
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horse quit tossing his head. That made 
her madder still. In Denver she had rid­
den a little with a young man who had 
learned his riding from an English riding 
master in the East. He had taught her to 
keep a continual light tension on the hit. 
Here, she noticed, men rode with flapping 
reins, but she had thought that was wrong. 
She saw now that she had been a little 
stupid not to follow the custom of the 
country. She realized that Bill Thane 
had had the best of her again, and the fact 
did nothing to soothe her ruffled feelings.

t'T 'H EY  were riding across a stretch of 
• smooth range then, following a kind 
of trail pounded into the grass by an in­
numerable succession of hoofs. Ahead of 
her and to the right, she saw riders out­
lined along a ridge. Their silhouettes 
seemed familiar. She started to veer off 
the trail, going toward them.

“ Better keep close here,”  Bill Thane’s 
quiet voice warned her. “ It’s ground- 
hawg country. The ground’s full of holes.”

What he said did not mean much to 
her, but she obeyed automatically, feeling 
only that each new command he gave her 
— or rather, each soft-voiced suggestion, 
which somehow amounted to a command 
— increased her' sense of irritation.

So they rode along until a drywash in­
tercepted the trail. Without thought, she 
guided her horse wide of it, angling 
toward a point nearby where the wash 
was so shallow that it would not need to 
be jumped.

The sharp movement of her reins, pulled 
in by habit, at once checked her horse 
and swung him on his heels to the right. 
He flung up his head, plunged, and ab­
ruptly there was a kind of cracking, sick­
ening sound in her ears, while she found 
herself hurtling through the air. She 
landed spraddled on the ground, the 
breath smacked out of her.

She lay there a moment, gasping for 
air, expecting, somehow, that Bill Thane

would come to her aid without delay.
But he did not come. She could hear 

him getting down from the saddle. She 
heard the squeak of the leather, the im­
pact of his feet on the ground, and then 
there was silence— a silence all the more 
profound because somewhere in the sec­
onds before the air had been rent by a 
scream, at once human and strange, which 
had bewildered her reeling mind without 
leaving any comprehensible image on it.

Her breath caught in her lungs, and she 
sat up painfully.

Bill Thane was standing by the side of 
her fallen horse. It was on its stomach, 
trying to get up. He had a gun in his 
hand, and his profile was turned toward 
her, hard, at once angry and unrelenting. 
His hand whipped up, and, before she 
could cry out, the sixgun blasted. The 
horse’s head and neck quivered, and then 
his head sank downward, at first slowly, 
and then with a sudden movement which 
sent it spatting against the ground.

After that, everything was still.
Slowly, her eyes blazing, she got to her 

feet. “ You’ve killed him!”  she cried ac­
cusingly. “ You’ve killed my horse.”

Bill Thane turned eyes on her that were 
suddenly hard and hostile, yet his voice 
was still soft as he said, “ It had to be 
done, ma’am.”

“ Had to be done?”  she raged. “ How do 
you know it had to be done ?”

His mouth tightened and his eyes held a 
curious mixture of agony and anger. 
“ Listen, lady,”  he said levelly, “ I told you 
to keep on the trail, but I reckon I didn’t 
warn you enough. This is my fault, meb- 
be, but don’t let’s talk about it right now.”

She glared at him unbelievingly. He 
said it was his fault, but he really meant 
to say it was her fault. Rage and disgust 
shook her, shattered her. So this was 
what the great West was! Men who 
laughed at another’s misfortune! Men 
who struck brutally at creatures who were 
down— a hurt man, or a poor helpless ani­



HEIRESS TO ROMANCE RANCH 15

mal that had fallen— coldly, brutally, sav­
agely 1 This was what she had idealized. 
This was what she had dreamed of. This 
— this savagery, was what she had in­
herited.

Better, poverty in Denver. Anything 
would be better than this crude savagery. 
And she made up her mind, then and 
there, to sell her ranch, to shake the dust 
of this disappointing, heartless country 
forever from her heels!

CHAPTER THREE

Heartbreak Dance

jO L O R IA  hardly remembered that ride 
^  behind Bill Thane’s saddle back to 
the ranch, so seething were her thoughts.

That day she fought herself, trying to 
say that she had been too hasty, trying to 
change her mind, blocked in the clear 
white anger of her thoughts by something 
mysterious which seemed stronger than 
her reason.

Perhaps it was because of that obscure 
thing that she decided to go to the dance 
that night. She told herself that it was 
the only dance she would be able to go 
to in this cow country, so she might as 
well experience it. Yet there was an 
awareness in her that something else 
drove her on.

She dressed in her prettiest evening 
dress and, looking at herself in the full 
length mirror of the wardrobe, she knew 
that she was really lovely. Her shoulders 
were slender yet fully fleshed above the 
neck-curve of the dress. Her blonde hair, 
piled high in the new Denver style, looked 
ravishing. Her full, flounced dress hung 
and swayed above the delicate morsels 
which were her slippers. She thought, 
tossing her head, that at least'she would 
make a last appearance which this brutal 
country would remember.

For hours she had wondered whether 
she would invite Jack Fulton to take her 
to the dance. He was, she told herself, the

only man on the place she really liked. 
But she had decided against it, for some 
reason which she could not fathom. In­
stead, she had asked old Ned Ferguson to 
drive her in— a request which was practi­
cally an order, since he was one of the 
least of her hands.

And then the dance. It turned out to 
be an experience wholly unlike what she 
had anticipated. It was crude. The people 
were crude in their manner and in the 
clumpy barnyard dances which they ob­
viously loved. And yet, there was some­
thing in the atmosphere, too, which she 
had not anticipated and yet which was 
reminiscent of all her dreams of this 
country— a hearty warmth and friendli­
ness, an informality and good humor cou­
pled nonetheless with a meticulous atten­
tion to some underlying code of courtesy 
and respect.

That, among themselves. For her, there 
was a politeness which somehow lacked 
warmth, a cordiality which set her a little 
apart.

Even her own punchers did not dance 
with her, except for Jack Fulton. A  few 
of the older town men: Sutter, of the 
General Store; and Rafe Nadden, who 
ran the feed bam ; and old Mr. Toller, the 
banker. But that was all.

A  little breathlessly, she began to realize 
that, except for Jack Fulton, she might be 
a wall-flower.

Perhaps the men from her ranch were 
avoiding her only because she was their 
mistress; they wouldn’t want to be sus­
pected of bootlicking. Thinking that, she 
was about to single out one of them and 
actually ask him to dance with her. No 
doubt, that would make all the rest of 
them feel at ease about asking her.

Then, suddenly, she saw Bill Thane 
dancing with one of the girls of the town 
— a dark-haired, vital little beauty who 
was obviously the belle of the ball. And, 
hardly knowing why, she decided proudly 
that she would ask none of them.
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She sat out one dance, alone, vividly 
conscious that her dress was more fash­
ionable and more charming than any of 
the other women’s. She knew she was an 
attractive girl. It angered her and puz­
zled her to realize that she was sitting 
against the wall.

T T H E  next dance, Jack Fulton was 
**■ there. His face was still criss-crossed 

with sticking plaster, as a result of hit­
ting the bars of the corral when he had 
been thrown— and also, she remembered 
hotly, because of Bill Thane’s blow. But 
Jack was handsome, vitally so. There was 
about him a fraction of the intense mas­
culinity which she had felt in Bill Thane, 
but there was a softer tiring also, a moist 
alluringness about his mouth and eyes, a 
less stubborn hardness about the set of 
his jaw, more grace and attentiveness in 
his manner.

And he danced a waltz beautifully. . . . 
She told him that, smiling at him softly, 
as they danced.

He smiled back at her, and there was 
something in the dark depths of his eyes 
that thrilled her. “ Anybody could dance 
with you,”  he whispered. “ I only wish I 
could have every dance this evenin’.”

She was about to iaugh that proposal 
off, lightly, as an ordinary ballroom com­
pliment. Just then she met Bill Thane’s 
eye. He was dancing with the dark-haired 
girl. As Gloria looked at him over Jack’s 
shoulder, his eyes were on her, with a 
curious expression in them— an expres­
sion at once hard and puzzled and angry.

It was that look which decided her. “ I 
wish you could have every dance, too,” 
she said softly to Jack Fulton.

His head jerked toward her, a look of 
surprise and dawning triumph in his eyes. 
“ Why, then,”  he said smoothly, “ it’s a 
bet. You will have!”

It was because of that that she refused 
Shorty Williams, one of her punchers, 
when he came over a little later to ask her

to dance. And, having begun that way, 
she continued, ignoring the little inner 
warning of regret in her heart, when Slats 
Weems tried it also.

“ I ’m sorry,” she said. “ I have all the 
rest of the dances with Jack.”

Slats’ bony face colored deeply and he 
backed away in confusion. After that, she 
could see Bill Thane looking at her won- 
deringly. There was a similar look of 
concealed, polite wonder in the eyes of all 
the people at the dance.

She realized that she had created a 
scandal, and there was a part o f her which 
was surprised and a part which was per­
versely glad of it.

All the more so since her dances with 
Jack Fulton were a joy. He danced so 
smoothly and well and whispered things 
into her ears that set her heart to pound­
ing, although she received them calmly on 
the surface.

A  little later, Jack suggested that they 
walk outside to cool off. For a moment, 
she hesitated, seeing the excitement in his 
eyes and knowing that she might be let in 
for something that she was not yet ready 
for.

But then she said, “ Yes,”  telling herself 
that she could handle anything that de­
veloped, and yet with her pulses thumping 
because there was, definitely, an attraction 
about this dark man.

They went out through the back door 
and into the dim, starlit yard, with its 
dark confusion of hipshot horses and 
buckboards with their tongues on the 
ground.

Jack led her casually past all this to the 
far corner of the yard, into the deep shad­
ow of a smaller building some fifty yards 
from the main hall.

They stood there for a minute, looking 
at the stars. Gloria felt Jack’s shoulder 
pressing against hers as they leaned on the 
fence. In the soft darkness, she felt his 
eyes on her. She turned her head to meet 
his gaze, surprising in it an expression
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which gave her the idea that he was esti­
mating her in a way she did not like.

But that expression fled his eyes so 
quickly that she wondered whether it had 
been there at all. There was nothing left 
in his down-bent gaze but a kind of ad­
miration, a kind of adoration, to which, 
despite herself, her pulses leaped.

“ Gloria,” he said softly, “ Gloria— ”
A. voice, at once soft and curt, cut him 

off. It came from behind them, but Gloria 
did not have to turn to know that it was 
Bill Thane’s voice.

“ I ’d like to talk to you a minute, Jack,” 
he said gently, “ if Miss Carson don't 
mind.”

/G L O R IA  could feel Jack’s tall, strong 
”- , form stiffen. Slowly he turned. “ You 
come at a poor time, Bill,”  he purred, and, 
somehow, there was danger beneath the 
velvet of his tone.

*T regret that,”  Bill said, and Gloria 
seemed to detect a small run of temper in 
his soft voice. “ But I figure it had better 
be done right away.”

Fulton hesitated, then snapped, “ All

right.” In a milder tone, he added, “ If 
you’ll excuse us, Gloria.”

Gloria was suddenly angry. “ What’s it 
all about ?”  she demanded. “ If it has any­
thing to do with the ranch . . .”

Both men were silent.
“ Well,” Gloria insisted, challengingly, 

"has it anything to do with the ranch?” 
Bill Thane said, hard-voiced and curt, 

“ Yes. I ’m firing Fulton.”
Gloria went rigid with shock and un­

belief. “ You firing him? W h y?”
Thane shrugged, his big shoulders mov­

ing in quick impatience. “ Say I don’t like 
the way he acts,”  he said curtly. “ That’ll 
cover it, I reckon.”

Sheer outrage flared up in Gloria’s 
mind. “ You don’t like the way he acts!” 
she mocked him hotly. “ That’s a fine rea­
son to fire anybody! But I happen to be 
owner of the Moonstone. And I haven’t 
any idea o f firing Jack Fulton.”

Jack Fulton laughed sharply, derisively, 
at Thane. “ You always have been too big 
for your pants, Bill.” he said. “ I reckon 
this is the time for you to shrink up an’ 
act like a normal man.”
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In the darkness, she could see Thane’s 
big hands ball up into fists. He hesitated 
a brief instant, then his voice whipped 
out, harder than she had ever heard it. 
“You want a better reason— then I ’ll give 
it to you. I suspicion Fulton of bein’ the 
inside man for the rustlers that are begin- 
nin’ to steal you poor. I've thought it for 
some time, an’ I ’ve just heard somethin’ 
that makes me surer of it than ever. H e’s 
pullin’ out, an’ he’s pullin’ out n ow !”

Beside Gloria, Jack Fulton had gone 
tense. His right hand lifted to the lapel of 
his coat.

“ Bill, you damn— ” His voice broke 
off abruptly.

“ I know you’re carryin’ a hideout gun 
in a shoulder holster,”  Bill’s voice 
snapped, hard, contemptuous. “ If you 
think you’d like to use it, go ahead. I ’m 
heeled.”

All at once Gloria knew there was death 
in this quiet dark air, that it hovered over 
them on a sweep of black, throbbing 
wings. Some profound instinct told her 
that, although nothing in her experience 
had taught her that men might actually 
kill one another over a quarrel like this. 
The back of her mouth was suddenly dry 
and her throat stopped, so that she was 
incapable of speaking.

There was a moment of rigid, deadly 
silence, during which she could hear the 
rasp of Jack’s quick breath. Then his 
hand slid down from his coat lapel, harm­
lessly.

“ I ’ll let you get away with this, for 
now,”  he said, thick-voiced. “ But you’re 
goin’ to offer proof of what you say, or 
by hell— ”

Gloria found her voice, her anger com­
ing back redoubled because she had been 
so frightened. “ You can give your proof 
to me, right now,”  she whipped out at Bill 
Thane.

Thane gave a tough, mirthless laugh. 
“ If I had the kind of proof that -could 
stand up in court, I ’d have this good-

lookin’ buzzard decoratin’ a limb by now. 
Just let it go that I ’ve got enough to con­
vince me that I don’t want him around 
any more. He’s fired, an’ that’s all there 
is to it.”

“ And I say he’s not fired!”
“ Then I am, lady. You can find your­

self another foreman.”  He stood there, 
glowering at her a second, then went on, 
tight-lipped, “ Ben Urquhart was my 
friend. I told him I ’d try to see that- you 
got along, but I reckon there are other 
ways to do it.”  He turned a profound, 
somehow brooding look on Jack Fulton. 
“ I ’ll be seein’ you, hombre,”  he said care­
fully, and turned on his heel, stalking off.

CHAPTER FOUR

Treacherous Lips

Z '1 L O R IA  found herself suddenly shaken 
^  and regretful, and at the same time 
there was fear in her. Something about 
that look and that last sentence disturbed 
her profoundly. Instinct told her that in 
that moment Bill Thane had been more 
deadly, more dangerous, than before. And 
all at once she saw that she had handled 
this thing badly, had let her temper run 
away with her and make a fool of her. She 
turned swiftly to Jack Fulton, put her 
hand on his chest.

“ Jack, do me a favor— go home now, 
will you ? Just go now quickly.”

“ I don’t want to run from that— ”
“ No. Please. I ask it. I— I ’ll handle 

this. Just get on your horse and ride away 
without saying a word. W on ’t you?” 

“ Well— if you ask it.”  His tone was 
nicely reluctant.

She did not find Bill Thane, as she had 
expected, about to get on his own horse. 
Instead, he was inside, dancing with the 
dark-haired girl.

For an instant, anger, and something 
that even she recognized as jealousy, 
flared up in Gloria. She stood there watch­
ing them, breathing a little quickly, and
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then she made up her mind. If this un­
predictable man thought he could whipsaw 
her like that, she’d deal with him on his 
own terms!

When the music stopped she walked 
across the room to them. “ Please forgive 
m t"  she said sweetly to the other girl. 
“ Something important has come up that 
I ’ve got to discuss with-—with Bill— about 
the ranch. Will you excuse him for a min­
ute?’’

.  There was one dynamite-filled second 
when she thought that Bill Thane was go­
ing to refuse. Then he followed her out­
side, while the room stared at them.

She put on her most ingratiating air, 
letting her hand fall on his arm.

“ I ’m so sorry, Bill,” she said, “ that I 
acted that way. Please— you’re not going 
to hold it against me? You— you couldn’t 
leave me without— without a foreman, 
could you? W on’t you forget the whole 
thing?’’

He was staring at her, but she could 
see him soften. After a moment he drew 
a deep breath, “ Sure,” he said. “ Sure, if 
it’s understood that I ’ve got charge of the 
hirin’ an’ firin’ of my own men.”

Her mind worked fast. It wouldn’t do 
to let him know now that she had no in­
tention of fifing Jack Fulton. “ O f course 
you have, Bill,”  she said. “ It’s— it’s just 
that I didn’t want us to be unfair. Let’s 
don’t talk about that any more now. This 

w- is a night to be happy.”
He was looking at her with a queer, 

quizzical expression in his eyes, and there 
y p '  was an ominous hardening about his 
' mouth. She knew that he was suspecting 

her and laughing at her—and that'she was 
a long way from winning.

^ Quick feminine perversity flared up in 
her. Somehow, she would mold this hard 
man to her will.!

She said swiftly, “ Bill, I told Ned Fer­
guson that somebody else would drive me 
back. Jack was going to, but— but he’s 
not how. W on’t you?"

She could feel him tense, resisting her. 
Then he said, with a cool politeness, 
“ Why, surely, ma’am . . . ”

She sat in the buckboard by his side, 
with a queer contentment in her. She was 
like a soldier resting on his arms, yet 
knowing that the fight was by no means 
over. She had made him dance with her. 
She had found and told him shamelessly 
that Bill was driving her home. But 
though she had won every engagement, 
as far as appearances went, she had won 
nothing as far as getting to the inside feel­
ings of this strange man. He was hard, 
defensive and cold. Now, with the 
matched team running along before them, 
snuffing the night air of the range eagerly, 
as though they could already smell their 
comfortable stalls, he was altogether silent 
and unresponsive.

All the mixed emotions of that evening 
began to stir in her— the sense of being an 
outsider, jealousy of that dark-haired girl 
who was so popular and so vital, the un­
governable surge of her pulses when she 
had stood with Jack Fulton in the star­
light, her anger at this man at her side, 
and her failure with him. She was still 
failing with Bill Thane. He had won over 
her by giving in to everything she wanted, 
without giving anything of himself. The 
hard wall of his personality was wholly 
unbreached. He was even more silent, 
even more indifferent than he had been 
that first day.

The quick, angry perversity which had 
been running through her made her sud­
denly determined to get at him, to force 
him to show some feeling. Imperceptibly, 
wickedly, she eased toward him, until her 
shoulder touched his. Then, as though she 
were nodding sleepily, she let her cheek 
fall against his shoulder, the soft fragrance 
of her hair brush his cheek.

C H E  could feel him stiffen, and a little, 
shadowy smile of triumph flickered 

about her soft mouth. He was feeling it,
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all right. He was not so insensible as he 
seemed.

Abruptly, she lifted her head, as though 
she had just wakened, and found him 
looking at her, sidelong and suspicious.

She smiled at him innocently. “ I was 
sleepy,”  she said. And then she made her 
grin impish. “ But it was nice.”

He slid a look at her and then returned 
his attention to the horses’ ears.

“ Bill,” she said softly, “ don’t you like 
me at all.”

His face remained rigid, straight before 
him. “ Why, sure. Miss Carson,”  he said 
politely.

She moved her lips closer to his cheek. 
“ Bill, look at me. Do you mean that?”

Almost reluctantly, he turned his head, 
looked into her eyes. Her mouth was 
close to his, inviting. For a fraction of a 
second which seemed endless, it seemed 
to her that he was not going to kiss her. 
Then his lips closed on hers, hard, in a 
kiss that had something unforgiving and 
hard and hostile in it.

She let her lips crush softly on his, 
meaning to take them away in a moment. 
Then, breathless, she found them held 
there by some fiery magnetism which she 
had not expected, which she had never 
dreamed of.

His right arm slid up about her shoul­
ders, drawing her dose, making the kiss 
harder and closer. As in some wild, flam­
ing dream, she was aware that his left 
arm also was around her. Her body was 
drawn up against his, her breasts crushed 
against his chest, so that the contact was 
pain and a sudden turbulent ecstasy.

Fire coursed through her veins; her will 
power drained from her. Her brain was 
a torrent of mad, sweet yearning which 
this moment fulfilled and yet left unsatis- 
fied% Her whole being, nerves and body 
and blood and sensation, seemed to draw 
up into one core of quivering madness, 
drew up and broke into wild waves, vio­
lent and racking, that subsided like dying

music, that left her spent and helpless and 
broken.

Her body went limp in his arms. Tears 
blinded her, overspilling, sliding down her 
cheeks.

It was as though their warm wetness 
calmed the fierce passion in his heart. He 
took his lips from hers, loosened his em­
brace. His hand slid upward, stroking her 
neck, her cheek, with a tenderness as sud­
den and profound as his passion had been.

Then, wordlessly, he turned to take up 
the reins again.

She sat back on her side of the seat, try­
ing to summon her thoughts, trying to re­
create the proud, untouched self which 
had always been hers. Through the burn­
ing sensitivity which was her new being, 
the thought came that somehow she had 
trapped and betrayed herself. She had 
been hoist by her own petard. Wishing 
perversely to move and conquer this 
man, it was herself who had been taught 
things that she had not dreamed of, that 
she had not counted on, that even now 
seemed to her more like a pressing, urgent 
dream than a reality.

Anger began to grow in her, a feeble, 
almost tearful anger. And then, as this 
wordless ride went on, her wrecked pride 
rose in a kind of unforgiving ferocity. 
Some force beyond her understanding had 
made a fool of her, but she would make 
Bill Thane suffer for it. Let him wait and 
see!

So it was that she told him goodnight 
coldly, and then went to bed, to lie awake 
and remember the tenderness, the utter 
sweet tenderness of his hand on her neck 
and cheek. . . .

■jVTEXT morning, though, she waked 
x  '  with something like a panic of anxiety 
riding her, and her anger coming up de­
fensively again. For it had come to her 
when she opened her eyes that she was 
almost sure to find that Jack Fulton had 
been fired.
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Only, it wasn’t so. Fulton was still 
there, swaggeringly so. An immense re­
lief* and yet a kind of puzzlement, too, 
entered her heart. Bill Thane had been 
generous, too big to take advantage of her 
Weakness of the night before. Or had he ? 
Maybe he realized he had accused Jack 
Fulton hastily and falsely.

Wisely, she made no comment, but 
merely let things take their course.

For two days, that. Then, one morning 
while the stars were still bright in the sky 
and the velvet of the sky deep black, she 
woke suddenly, conscious that some sound 
had disturbed her.

She sat up in bed in the darkness, ears 
straining. At first she heard nothing. 
Then, there was another sound, a soft 
sound, as of a horse’s hoof in dust and 
the creak of leather. Somebody was sad­
dling up at the corral.

She got up quickly and went to the 
window. Outside,_the night was moon­
less, but the brilliance of the stars made a 
soft, clear light for dark-accustomed eyes.

A  man was at the corral, just swinging 
into the saddle. It was Bill Thane! What 
could he be doing at this hour ? Could he 
be quitting— going away? Her heart fell, 
stupidly, like a bruised stone, at this 
thought.

She watched him as he rode off, disap­
peared into the darkness. For a moment, 
the idea came to her to dress, to follow 
after him, but she told herself that that 
would be ridiculous. Besides, she would 
lose him before . . .

All at once she became aware that an­
other figure had emerged from the bunk- 
house on silent feet, was going toward the 
corral. Jack Fulton! What was he doing 
— following Bill?

Sudden, ugly suspicion leaped into her 
mind. Was it Bill who was rustling her 
cattle— and had he accused Jack merely 
because he thought Jack suspected him?

With sudden decision, she whipped 
about in the darkness to find her clothes. 
She would find out for herself. If Jack 
was following Bill, then she would follow 
Jack. If she hurried, she would have time.

CHAPTER FIVE

Western Love Is Strong

i~|N  T H A T  sudden impulse, it came to 
her afterwards, the whole course of 

her life hung. All her happiness was 
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reached without thought and surely fool­
ishly, since how could a tenderfoot girl
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hope to follow these men in the dark on a 
strange range ?

Yet she went, caught out her own horse 
for the first time in her life, swiftly got the 
saddle on him. Jack Fulton was lost in 
the darkness. She strained her eyes, and 
by sheer luck made out the faint loom of a 
figure against the low ridge two hundred 
yards away. She turned her pony’s head 
in that direction and rode cautiously.

How she followed that figure ahead of 
her in the darkness without being dis­
covered herself, she never afterwards 
knew. Indeed, she thought she had lost 
him entirely when dawn came into the 
eastern sky, but then she caught a glimpse 
of him— at least, she supposed it was him 
— entering some brush a full half mile 
away.

Just ahead of her was an arroyo with 
a deep sandy bed. She turned into it 
swiftly, putting her horse to a gallop.

She came out of the arroyo near what 
she judged was the brush into which Jack 
had disappeared. But he was not in sight, 
and she rode ori, searching blindly. Then, 
abruptly, she came onto a scene which 
took her breath. Beyond the brush was 
grazing range, and in the open was a man 
squatted by the side of a fire, with a 
thrown cow before him and branding iron 
in his hand!

At first she thought the man was Bill 
Thane, but she quickly realized it wasn’t. 
As she watched, Bill Thane emerged from 
a clump of bushes, on foot, his gun in his 
hand. She saw the man at the fire stiffen 
and start to reach for a gun at his side, 
then freeze.

It was that moment she saw Jack Ful­
ton. He rode out to the edge of the bluff, 
about fifty yards behind Bill Thane, and 
swung a rifle to his shoulder.

Some movement or flicker of the eyes 
from the man in front of him must have 
warned Bill of danger, for he moved sud­
denly, just as the rifle cracked. And he 
kept moving, in a fast, rolling dive.

It seemed to her that he had been hit, 
but she could not be sure, for he kept mov­
ing fast, like a man wholly in command of 
himself. Gloria saw Jack lever the rifle 
again, and the man by the fire flung up 
his gun.

Both weapons cracked out at once and 
both kicked dust in the spot where Bill had 
been standing the moment before.

It was like the beginning of some wild, 
swift drama to which Gloria was a specta­
tor, but over which she had no control and 
in which she had no part. Except that she 
knew then that everything for her was at 
stake . . . and that tragedy— deep and 
personal to her— was stalking this morn­
ing range.

As Bill Thane disappeared suddenly in 
the screen of brush, Gloria heard a voice 
screaming and knew suddenly that it was 
her own. She knew also that she had come 
unarmed and that she was helpless.

Yet that scream set something off. The 
man by the fire looked startledly in her 
direction and then raced for his horse. He 
flung into the saddle. Shots sounded in 
the bushes at the same time, and then 
there was the thud of hoofs and a continu­
ing trail of some hidden rider through the 
brush.

And then she could make out the sounds, 
of a following rider. Gloria knew that 
that following rider was Bill Thane, and 
the breath went out of her in a great sigh 
of relief. She sat her horse there while a 
sudden gust of dawn wind beat at her 
cheeks and whipped up sparks from the 
fire the rustler had left a moment ago.

Then she kicked her horse into motion.

TTH E  rustler was riding straight toward 
- what looked like a blank cliff, and in a 

minute Jack Fulton broke out of the brush 
on his trail. The rustler looked back and 
waved. Then Bill Thane broke out of the 
brush, riding low in the saddle, his six- 
guns blasting, making tiny, violent, puffy 
sounds on the morning air. It was like a
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scene from a play viewed from a long dis­
tance.

Jack Fulton’s horse went down sudden­
ly, sending Jack rolling, to lie motionless 
in the grass.

The other rustler turned in his saddle 
and the thin crack of his Winchester came 
back viciously to Gloria’s ears. Her own 
horse was in motion, now, racing across 
the range, the whip of the wind against 
her face suddenly fierce and cutting. Dust 
whirled up in her eyes. The next report 
of the rifle was faint, hardly audible. She 
rode on, and as she passed the branding 
fire, flame flared up and smoke struck her 
nostrils. The wind had set the grass on 
fire! “ I hope that poor steer doesn’t get 
burned," she thought.

Then she was past and up to where Jack 
Fulton lay, unconscious. She saw a stone 
on the range near his head and guessed 
that he had been knocked senseless by 
that. She hoped that he was not too badly 
hurt and there was an impulse in her to 
stop. But Bill was ahead and in danger, 
so she flashed by.

In front of her, she could see them 
both. Bill was closer to the rustler now, 
and both were shooting. Evidently Bill’s 
horse was faster. She saw that the rustler 
was making for a hidden ravine mouth in 
the cliffs ahead and that Bill was about to 
cut him off.

The rustler turned in the saddle and 
levelled his rifle carefully, taking time for 
his shot. Gloria’s heart cried out agon- 
izedly and there was a desperate sense of 
helplessness on her such as she had never 
felt.. She cried out involuntarily. The 
Winchester cracked and she saw Bill jerk 
a little in the saddle.

Her heart stopped. But he kept on. His 
sixgun was in his hand, but he was not 
using it. Again the rifle cracked. This 
time Bill rode on without moving. There 
was something cold, hard and implacable 
in his posture which sent a breathless 
thrill through Gloria. And then, as the

rustler turned for another shot, Bill’s hand 
lifted and the sixgun blasted. The rustler 
seemed to stiffen in the saddle, and then 
he hurled outward like a flung sack of 
meal.

When Gloria came up, Bill had already 
ridden up to him and was heading back 
toward Gloria.

"W hat are you doing out here?” he 
demanded, his voice thick with irritation.

“ I— I just came,”  Gloria said breath­
lessly.

“ Well, come back then,”  he said grimly. 
“ W e got to hurry.”

She saw, with a gasp, that the range 
behind her was in flames. Swept by that 
sudden hard wind, the fire had caught 
fast. And a second later she knew they 
were in danger.

“ Ride off to the right,”  Bill commanded 
sharply.

She obeyed, hardly knowing why he had 
told her to. After a little she realized that 
he was not riding with her but was an­
gling in toward the blaze. She started to 
veer back toward him, but he shouted at 
her so fiercely that she swung over again 
and resumed her course.

They were separated by a full hundred 
yards before she realized what he was do­
ing, before she remembered Jack Fulton. 
Bill was going to get Jack. He had shot 
Jack’s horse and left it senseless on the 
ground, but he could not let a man bum 
to death. He was going back for him!

It was a deadly risk 1 She began'1 to 
edge her horse back toward the fire.

But it was too late. They were already 
opposite where Jack lay. By some in­
credible good fortune, the fire had swept 
around him on both sides, leaving a kind 
of horseshoe of unburned grass where he 
lay. And through the open end of this 
horseshoe, Bill drove Ms voice.

Jack, she saw, had already come to con­
sciousness. He had staggered to his feet, 
staring wildly, around him, taking in his 
situation.
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Bill pulled his mount to a rearing halt 
and flung himself from the saddle. Op­
posite the open end of the horseshoe, 
Gloria pulled up, appalled by the flames, 
which were closing in, and knowing that 
there was -nothing she could do at this 
moment. It was touch and go as to wheth­
er Bill and the man he meant to rescue 
could race to that closing entrance before 
the flames cut them off.

Jack Fulton saw it, too. His staring 
eyes looked at the narrow margin between 
him and death. Suddenly he pulled away 
from Bill Thane— and struck.

Unbelieving, Gloria saw his fist lick 
toward Bill’s jaw, saw Bill fall, saw Jack 
reach down and grab Bill’s sixgun out of 
its holster and then fling himself into the 
saddle.

T N  A dazed flash of understanding,
Gloria knew that his motive had been 

twofold. He did not intend to be captured 
as a rustler; and, furthermore, he was 
doubtful whether a double loaded horse 
could make it through that closing en­
trance of flame.

That understanding flashed across her 
mind as she screamed and struck spurs to 
her mount, racing toward that maw of 
fiery death. She passed Jack Fulton in 
full flight at the entrance. His face was 
contorted with rage and fear. As she 
passed him his sixgun flicked upward and 
for an instant she believed that he was 
about to kill her. But something held his 
hand, and they raced past each other.

Heat shriveled her skin in a paralyzing 
blast. The terrifying crackle and rj|ar of 
a prairie fire was in her ears.

When she got to Bill he was already 
on his feet. Wordless, he flung himself up 
behind her. She roweled her panicky, 
rearing mount.

Then, desperately, she saw that the 
opening was closing, had closed.

She felt Bill’s hand over her mouth and 
nose. “ Don’t breathe,”  he yelled.

There was a blinding, blazing, searing 
• moment, when they plunged through the 
ring of fire, and then they were in the 
open, with Bill beating out the sparks that 
had caught in her clothes.

“ Ride straight ahead,”  he gasped at her.
To their right, she could see Jack Ful­

ton, riding hard, angling toward the hills, 
taking his chance with the onsweep of the 
fire, to get free. And then she saw his 
horse go down, flinging over in a somer­
sault that bespoke a broken leg !

She saw Jack fall, spraddling, and shut 
her eyes. When she opened them, he was 
staggering to his feet, running. She. tried 
to swing the horse.

“ B ill!”  she cried. “ W e ’ve got— ”
Bill’s hand caught the reins, straight­

ened the horse out. "D on ’t be a fool,”  he 
said roughly.

And then, almost before she could pro­
test, the flames reached Jack Fulton, 
roared over him. They could not have 
been in time. Indeed, they needed all the 
speed of the overloaded horse to reach 
safety themselves.

The rest was a curious, heroic night­
mare. There were men riding toward 
them— their own men. And, incredulous, 
she saw that they were bent on stopping 
this fire, and that Bill Thane never ques­
tioned for a moment that that was the 
thing to do.

There was a fierce confusion which had 
a strange kind of order in it. There was 
the slaughter of beef, and a back-fire, and 
green wet hides drawn at the gallop along 
the edge of the back-fire to keep it from 
spreading. There was heat and blistered 
skin and singed hair and blackened faces. 
And, above all, there were tough unyield­
ing men who dared death and fought like 
relentless demons.

And there was a girl who fought, too—  
and understood, at last.

Since she had been on this range, in 
this Western country which had been so 
long in her dreams and which had been
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willed to her, she had heard talk of 
drought and of blizzards, of cloudbursts 
and of tornadoes, and she had listened, at 
once impressed and unbelieving. She had 
met with violence and tenderness and 
crookedness, and a kind of unforgiving in­
tegrity which was of the essence of this 
land. She had seen sudden death and at­
tempted murder and a vengeance of the 
land itself, which was more relentless and 
unforgiving than that of the men in it. 
She had seen common, simple men fight 
like heroes to save the range and the cat­
tle which belonged to her. And now she 
knew.

She had come here an ignorant, over- 
proud girl, with little understanding and 
less tolerance. And she had nearly been 
punished cruelly for it. But now she knew. 
This West of hers was not very polite. 
It was brutal— with a brutality, a hard 
readiness, which the violence of the land 
itself demanded. It was tough, with a 
magnificent, humorous toughness which 
was in itself a form .of unassuming hero­
ism. And it was tender— tender as the soft 
strength of a true man’s hand on a wom­
an’s cheek.

Very quietly, not wanting praise, she 
knew that she also was fit for it. She 
could read that in the eyes of her men, by 
whose side she had fought fire. There was 
a great pride in her because of that.

It was a pride so strong and humble 
that when she summoned Bill Thane to 
her that night, when the stars were big 
and she had the soft, scented confidence 
of her prettiest gown about her, she mere­
ly said simply, “ Bill, I can’t flirt with you 
again. Not now. I know better now. I've 
been very ignorant and stupid. Can you 
— can you like me, anyhow.”

C H E  could feel his body tense, there in 
the dark, and his voice was a little 

hoarse, almost resentful, when he spoke.
“ You know how I feel about you, 

Gloria. But, good Lord, I can’t— ” He 
broke off and spread his hands suddenly. 
“ What do you want me to be— a groveling 
fortune hunter?”

The tension went out of her, and about 
her heart there was a hot sweet warmth 
such as she had never expected to know. 
And so the laughter came bubbling out of 
her, unbidden, soft and mocking and in­
finitely tender.

“ Oh, Bill,” she breathed. “ Do you sup­
pose anyone could think it of you? Of 
you? Please, I need you so badly, Bill.”

Then his steel-strong arms were around 
her and her body was melting into his. 
And there was no doubt or pain or loneli­
ness anywhere— only an ecstasy to which 
the high great stars seemed to throb in 
unison. . . ,
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An unforgettable new C | j h < i
Sun-Dance novelette

Bittersweet Kiss

LO R R IE ’S rich voice didn’t rise, but 
there was infinite scorn and dig­
nity in her low words: “ Sir, I had 

rather starve than accept the charity you 
offer! Charity ?” Her voice deepened a 
bit, and she pushed the heavy dark hair 
26

back from her forehead. “ N o! You can­
not defame the sweet name of charity, by 
applying it to such as you offer. The 
bread of infamy! The false sweetness of 
sin that— ”

She hesitated, and her younger sister 
prompted: “ -------that turns to bitter ashes



and Make -  Eel
Lorrie clung to Thad. “ Nol”  
she screamed. “ N o, you’ve 
got no reason (or hurting

Thad.”

in the m outh!. . .  Oh, but you were grand 
in that part, Lorrie! And you were so 
young when you played it. I can remem­
ber dad drilling you in it. Dad— ” 

Jenny’s voice broke, and glistening 
moisture showed in her eyes. With a 
quick exclamation, Lorrie hurried over, 
gathered the younger girl in her arms. 
“ Don’t, darling,”  she said. “ Old Doc said

I love you, . ran the thrilling 
lines in the frontier Sun-Dance 
play. . . . And Lorrie, like a good  
trouper, spoke them as if she 
meant them— to the man ivhose 
bittersweet off-stage kisses had 
made her betray her own fugitive 

father!

you weren’t to worry. You’ve got to get 
well, honey. That’s the most important 
thing.”

“ But dad— ” Jenny sobbed.
“ He’s all right,”  Lorrie told her, though 

her own brown eyes were filled with pain 
as she stared across the other girl’s shoul­
der, toward the distant hills. “ And he’ll 
stay safe, till this murder charge is cleared

27
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up— for dad never killed Dave Corrigan, 
any more than he and Dave robbed the 
Blackjack! So don’t worry, darling, . . . 
W e’re lucky, after all, dear,”  she went 
on, stroking the yellow hair. “ W e’re able 
to be near dad, and I have a good job. 
Y ou ’re getting well, and here we are in 
Sun-Dance, living in the same little house 
our mother lived in, when she was a girl. 
W e ’re home, honey!”

“ I guess so,”  Jenny said, in a small 
voice. “ But that awful thing happened 
here— right in Sun-Dance. . . . And be­
sides,”  she added wistfully, “ it’s hard to 
think of any place being home, except a 
theatre.”

Lorrie laughed and hugged Jenny 
closer, but there was a tightness about her 
own throat. For she and Jenny had been 
born to footlights, to canvas scenery and 
draughty theatres, and she had missed it 
all, terribly, these past few months.

“ W e’ll be back in a theatre this very 
week!”  she prophesied. ‘T v e  got a sur­
prise for you. A  troupe is coming to Sun- 
Dance, to play in Fancy Black’s new 
opera house, and Old Doc says you can 
go.”

Jenny forgot her tears, to smile. 
“ Really, Lorrie?”

“ O f course! They’re going to be here 
a week, do all the old plays we used to do. 
I ’ve got to go to the store now, and I ’ll 
bring you one of the handbills. Then you’ll 
see what they’re putting on.”

But when Lorrie got a handbill from 
the counter in the General Store, and read 
it over, she didn’t save it for Jenny. In­
stead, she stared at it a moment from eyes 
gone suddenly , wide in a pale lovely face, 
then she crumpled it, let it drop from her 
nerveless fingers. Even then she could see 
the pictured face of the troupe’s leading 
man, looking straight at her. '

"Thad Corrigan— Dave’s brother—  
coming to Sun-Dance!” she murmured. 
“ Maybe he knows that dad’s here, and is 
coming to kill him !”

T^E A R  filled her as she walked along the 
- board sidewalk toward hom e; fear 
and ugly remembrance. She thought of 
that awful moment when loud voices and 
clamor had awakened her from sleep. The 
sheriff and a mob had come to the little 
cottage after her father and Dave Cor­
rigan, a member of the troupe. Dion and 
Dave, they said, had robbed the Black­
jack, a gambling den and dancehall; they 
had taken the whole evening’s earnings, 
and escaped.

It had been preposterous to Lorrie, but 
the townspeople, always suspicious of 
stage-folks, had been quick to believe; 
especially when they found that Dion 
Arnold hadn’t been home after the per­
formance.

Lorrie would never forget those long 
hours; nor would she forget that next 
morning when she heard that Dave Corri­
gan had been found dead on the empty 
stage . . . shot with her father’s gun. Her 
father had gone; he had shot Dave and 
run off with the stolen gold, people said.

It was a week later that Lorrie got the 
brief message from her father. He had 
escaped from the gathering mob, he said, 
and was safely hidden in a cabin in W ail­
ing Creek Canyon, near the W idow— one 
of the Seven Sister Mountains that 
rimmed Chula Valley. He would stay 
there until the robbery charge against 
him could be cleared. He didn’t mention 
the death, of Dave Corrigan.

Her father had told her not to mention 
his whereabouts to anyone, else Lorrie 
might have told Fancy Black, owner of 
the Blackjack. For she had convinced 
Black that neither her father nor Dave 
had robbed his Blackjack, and Fancy 
Black had offered to help, in any way. He 
had given Lorrie work, singing in the 
Blackjack, enabling her to provide for 
little Jenny, ill from the shock. But in 
spite of his kindness, Lorrie had to pre­
tend not to know where her father was, 
because of her promise.
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Lep Hardy, who managed the Black­
jack for Fancy Black, was kind, too; it 
was Lep who had told Lorrie only last 
week that Thad Corrigan, Dave’s younger 
brother, had vowed he was going to trace 
down Dave’s killer— clear Dave’s name—  
and wreak vengeance. And n ow .. . .  Thad 
was coming to Sun-Dance, as leading man 
for the stock company, brought in to play 
Fancy Black’s Opera House,

The creak of wheels caught L om e’s 
attention, and she turned. She'saw the 
show troupe caravan coming down the 
single main street. Desperately she 
searched" each face of the group who rode 
in the three-seated surrey. Tears misted 
her eyes as she watched; tears o f home­
sickness. Just so, through all her days 
with her father's company, had she trav­
eled from one small town to another. Just 
so had her father ridden into Sun-Dance, 
twenty-two years ago, to meet the girl 
vjdio left her home and promised husband, 
to become the wife of a roving actor! .

Relief came to Lorrie. Dave’s brother 
was not in the troupe, after all. She 
would have known him from his picture. 
There had been a mistake.

“ Good afternoon, ma’am !”  spoke a 
vibrant voice from beside her.

She looked up, startled, to find'herself 
staring into the lean handsome face of 
Thad Corrigan! He had been riding in 
one of the wagons that carried trunks, 
scenery, and props,

“ Aren’t you Lorrie Arnold ?”  he asked.

T pO R  an instant, Lorrie thought of 
flight, of running away from the 

steady blue gaze that seemed to be prob­
ing into her very thoughts. Then she 
flung back her dark head and faced him; 
a gallant slim girl in a blue calico dress, 
tight o f bodice and full of skirt, yet re­
vealing every line of her young figure.

“ Yes, I ’m Lorrie Arnold,”  she said, 
low. “ And you’re Thad Corrigan.”

He leaped down. “ I knew you by your

pictures,”  he said. “ My brother Dave 
sent them to me.”  His tones were husky. 
“ You’re lovelier than they showed,”  he 
added, and caught her two hands in his.

His touch sent strange thrills coursing 
through Lorrie’s veins. Her heart beat 
faster, and the warm blood spilled into 
her cheeks.

“ Lorrie,” he said, quickly, “ I ’ve got to 
see you— talk with you. May I walk home 
with you?”

Lorrie hesitated. Dimly a warning was 
beating in her mind. . . . This man is your 
enemy— he means no good! She looked up 
up at him, a refusal on her lips.

Then she caught her breath, nodded. 
And, driven by some force within herself, 
she added recklessly, “ And you’ll stay for 
supper! Jenny, my little sister, and I 
would love it.”

It was a terrible thing to do, Lorrie 
knew that, to invite him to break bread 
under their roof, but she couldn’t help it. 
Anyhow, as fear caught at her, she rea­
soned, it would be wise to find out just 
what Thad intended doing.

And then, gradually, both reason and 
fear slipped away. All the way home, it 
was like walking to music. And through 
the supper hour, she knew a strange 
happiness in waiting on Thad, watching 
the way his fair hair waved back from his 
forehead, hearing his deep vibrant voice. 
Even Jenny soon forgot her first worry.

“ Oh, I wish I didn’t have to work to­
night!” Lorrie cried. “ It would be fun 
to go on talking about the theatre.”  For, 
as if by mutual consent, they had spoken 
of little else, all this time.

“ You work?”  Thad asked, in surprise.
Lorrie nodded. “ I sing for Mr. Black.” 

And her eyes asked him not to question 
her any more before Jenny.

Later, when they stepped into the yard 
for a while, Lorrie explained. “ Jenny 
doesn’t know I sing in— well, the Black­
jack dancehall and saloon. And she 
mustn’t know.”
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“ Lorrie! You ’re singing in a place like 
that— with all your talent!” Thad cried. 
“ Lorrie, you can’t do it! I ’m going to 
take you out o f that place— I want to look 
after you.”  He caught her hands again, 
held them in a terrific grasp.

Lorries heart was singing such a mad 
tune, she couldn’t even hear the note o f 
warning her mind was trying to sound. 
She leaned toward Thad, was dizzied 
when his arms drew her close.

“ Lorrie,” he went on, “ I suppose it 
sounds crazy . . . but I love you. I’ve 
loved you since I first saw your picture. 
I ’ve dreamed about you, and now my 
dream has come true. Lorrie, can you be­
lieve— that I love you?”

“ Yes— oh, yes!”  she whispered. “ I can 
believe it . . . because I love you, too.”

C H E  hadn’t known she was going to say 
k_/' the words, but once they were out, 
she knew they were the truth. She loved 
Thad Corrigan. He had stepped right 
into her heart, when he leaped from the 
wagon, and took her two hands in his, and 
her gaze met his eyes.

“ You sweet!”  Thad drew her so dose 
she could hear the thud of his heart be­
neath her cheek, as she laid her dark head 
against his flannel shirt. “ Kiss me, Lor­
rie, darlin’ !”

Obediently Lorrie lifted her face until 
their lips met. Girl-like, she had often 
dreamed of love, but never had she 
guessed it could be like this . . . such 
ecstasy, such bliss. Under the magic of 
Thad’s kisses, she was lifted high above 
the dusty rangeland world, and carried 
very close to the stars— to heaven, itself. 
Tumultuous emotions flowed through her 
veins; every nerve tingled keenly, with 
the awareness of this man who held her in 
his arms.

“ Lorrie!”  he said, at last, as his big 
hand stroked her hair. “ You love me—  
you’ll trust me?”

“ Yes, Thad—oh, yes!”

He was silent a moment; then he said, 
“ Lorrie, I came to Sun-Dance for a pur­
pose. There’s something I must do. If 
you’ll trust me enough— help me, dar­
lin’— ”

She drew away from him. The sweet­
ness and ecstasy of the moment had fled. 
Fear was like a drum, beating out its 
warning to Lorrie.

“ What do you want?”  she asked, her 
tones lifeless.

“ I want you to take me to your father, 
Lorrie,”  he said.

Again there was silence, while Lorrie 
stared at Thad, as if she had awakened 
from a drugged sleep. Her eyes were 
wide, startled.

“ So you want me— to turn traitor?”  
she said slowly. “ You work upon my feel­
ings— my love— for that!”

“ Lorrie, you can’t say that!”  he cried 
out. “ I— ”

“ I am saying it.”  Bitter memory was 
prodding her on, now— knowledge of her 
own perfidy. “ You made a vow. I heard 
about it! That’s why you came to Sun- 
Dance.”

“ Yes,”  he said steadily. “ I swore I’d 
clear my brother’s name and hunt down 
his killer. Well, I’m going to do just that. 
Dave never stole a penny. And your 
father— ”

“ My father didn’t kill Dave,”  Lorrie 
said, her dark head flung back, " I ’m go­
ing to prove it, some day. When I do, 
then I ’ll take you to my father, with a 
gun at your back. I ’ll take you there, and 
make you apologize to him, on your 
knees.”  She was lashing herself on, trying 
to make up for her weakness. “ Until then 
— I don’t even want to see you again.”

“ Lorrie!” he cried out. “ You don’t 
mean that! You— can’t !”

It was hard to steel herself against the 
pleading in his eyes, but she had to be 
true to her trust. This man was her fath­
er’s enemy. For a little while, she had for­
gotten, but she must never forget again.
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“ I mean it, Thad,” she said, in dear 
even tones.

Then they just stood there, staring at 
each other, as if neither could ever speak, 
ever move again. They stood there si­
lently . . . until a strange whispering voice 
spoke from out of the shadows.

“ Lorrie, I have come to accompany you 
to work.”  And Fancy Black, his parch­
ment-like face gleaming in the moonlight, 
stepped up beside her, took her arm.

Whispering were those tones, yet they 
cut the silence with a queer sharpness. 
Lorrie’s startled gaze went to the elderly 
man.

CHAPTER TW O

Tar-and-Feather Talk

A STRANGE appearing man was 
Fancy Black, who owned most of 

the town of Sun-Dance. His black broad- 
doth'suit hung loosely on his thin cadav­
erous frame. There was a strange 
deadness to the opaque eyes that were re­
garding her now ; she wouldn’t have 
known whether he was angry at her, or 
not, had it not been for the smile that 
curved his thin lips.

“ You are late, my child, and I was 
worried,”  he told her, in his precise tone 
of voice. “ I see you have a guest.”

“ This is Thad Corrigan,”  she said, low- 
toned, to keep her voice from trembling. 
“ H e’s with the stock company that came 
here today.”

“ Ah, yes, the leading man.”  Fancy 
Black regarded the other with his ex­
pressionless stare. “ Good evening, Mr. 
Corrigan.”  And with a slight ceremonious 
bow, he led her down the street toward 
the brightly lighted Blackjack. “ They’re 
calling for you, my dear,”  he went on, 
“ and when they find that you will not be 
entertaining them next week, they will be 
doubly eager to hear you tonight.”

“ Not-—entertaining them ?”  she echoed. 
“ You mean— "

“ You are to appear with the stock 
company. Their leading lady received 
word that her mother was ill, and I ex­
plained that w-e had a little actress who 
could take her place, if she wished to go 
to her mother. She left on the evening 
stage. I thought it might please you, 
Lorrie.”

“ Oh— thank you !” she gasped. But she 
was thinking of what it would mean. . . . 
The leading lady, playing with Thad, 
looking into his eyes, hearing him talk—  
held in his arms, in love scenes. At the 
thought, memory of his real kisses re­
turned, filling her with a quivering 
warmth. “ I— I’m grateful,” she finished 
lamely.

“ I know you will enjoy it,”  Fancy 
Black husked, “ even though we will miss 
you at the Blackjack. And it will be wrell 
for you to be in a position to watch this 
young Corrigan . . .  if he means to hunt 
down your father, as he has sworn. If 
he makes any suspicious move, we can be 
ready to act.”

She looked at him from wide brown 
eyes, but stayed silent.

“ You were wise, my dear, to treat him 
in a friendly manner. But you must al­
ways be on your guard, particularly as to 
the whereabouts of your father, until we 
trace down the real culprits. I am work­
ing on it, Lorrie. My lawyer is busy, too.

“ You’re good,”  she whispered, but 
shivered. “ So good.”

“ It may be you will have to take me 
into your confidence as to where your 
father is hiding, little Lorrie, if the worst 
happens.”

“ I wish I could,”  she began, “ but— ”
“ But you promised your father you’d 

keep it a secret. . . .  I understand, of 
course, Lorrie, why you’ve claimed you 
didn’t know where he was. It was wiser, 
that way.”

She didn’t answer. Vaguely she real­
ized that her very silence was an admis­
sion that she knew her father’s hideout.
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“ I might be able to help your father, if 
you would take me fully into your confi­
dence,”  he went on.

“ I wish I could,”  she said. “ But you’re 
right— I promised. And I have never yet 
broken my word.”

“ Good girl 1 But you may need to break 
your word this time, Lorrie, to save your 
father’s life. And if you do, count on me.”

They had entered the brightly lighted 
dancehall now, and Lorrie caught a 
strange light that flickered for an instant 
in his queer eyes. Fear filled her. De­
spite his friendship, his kindness, she felt 
afraid, all at once, of Fancy Black. She 
was glad she would be away from the 
dancehall for a week, at least. Her heart 
sang at the prospect of being in the 
theatre again , . . with Thad.

T E P H A R D Y  was much more impos- 
-*-J ing than the Blackjack’s owner, 
Fancy Black. Lep was younger; a man 
perhaps in his late thirties. His tall broad 
figure moved with noiseless ease; his face 
was round and ruddy, and his eyes 
gleamed with tawny lights beneath his 
smooth auburn hair. Lep Hardy was like 
some sleek jungle animal, a golden, quick 
moving beast. He always wore brown 
broadcloth, and his vest o f leopard skin 
was draped with a heavy golden chain.

He came to Lorrie now, as she went 
into the office to remove her wraps. “ I 
wanted to go for you, myself,”  he grum­
bled, “ because I was worried. You were 
late.”

“ I had a guest.”  Then, because she 
knew he would learn it, anyhow, she told 
him. “ It was Thad Corrigan; he’s here 
with the show.”

Lep’s tawny eyes shone writh reddish 
lights. “ The proddy loco! To dare hunt 
your pa right here in Sun-Dance! But 
don’t you worry, honey. I’ll take care of 
Thad Corrigan.”

“ I ’m not worrying,” she sighed. “ And 
the show will move on in a week.”

“ Mebby this Corrigan, if he gets nosey, 
won’t move with it.”

“ Please, don’t make any more trouble, 
Lep,” Lorrie cried, filled with sudden 
panic. “ I couldn't stand any more.”

“ Poor little dear!” Lep caught her 
hands. “ But don’t you worry. I ’m lookin’ 
after you. I want to go on doin’ that—  
lookin’ after you. For you’re in my blood, 
I reckon. Can’t think of nothin’ but you. 
I ’m plumb loco about you, Lorrie girl.”

She stared at Lep Hardy. She had been 
grateful to him, considered him a friend, 
but never as a man to love her, a man to 
marry.

“ Please, Lep—it’s no use,”  she whis­
pered.

“ You mean— you don’t want me lovin’ 
you?”  he scowled.

“ It isn’t that. It’s just— ”
“ Is it because I ’ve done time?”  he 

asked bluntly, his face dark. “ You 
oughtn’t to mind me bein’ in the pen, 
after your pa— ”

“ Oh, not that!”  she broke in. “ I ’m 
grateful to you, Lep, and I like you . . . 
but only as a friend.”

“ I see.”
Lep didn’t look at her. His face was 

grim as he fought for control; one com er 
of his mouth twitched, and the pupils of 
his eyes seemed to enlarge, darkening 
them. The veins on his forehead stood 
out. But at last he could .speak.

“ W ell,”  he said, “ I reckon if that’s the 
way the cards are dealt, it’s the way we’ll 
play ’em. I ’ll be your friend, and mebby 
some day— ”

He didn’t finish, but his arms went over 
her shoulders, as he smiled down into her 
eyes. ‘The pupils of his eyes were still dis­
tended, Lorrie saw, giving him the ap­
pearance of an angry animal, but still he 
smiled.

“ W ho knows?”  he said smoothly. “ But 
for now— we’re friends. And here’s some­
thin’ to bind the bargain.”

Lorrie stood quietly while his face bent
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to hers, but there was nothing friendly 
about his kiss, nor his embrace. His lips 
were fierce, savage, and when she tried 
to break away, his arms held her in a 
cruel, hurting grasp.

"Stop it!”  she cried angrily, turning 
her face away from his. “ Stop it, I say!” 

" I  won’t— I can’t !”  Lep panted. “ I— ” 
"Let the lady go !” came the command 

— in Thad’s deep tones. And in Thad’s 
hand was a gun; not an actor’s prop gun, 
but one whose butt was hand-polished, 
satin-smooth.

With a growl low in his throat, Lep 
Hardy fell back, but his eyes were filled 
with menace as he stared at Thad.

Thad turned to Lorrie, bowed politely. 
“ I came to bring you your lines,”  he said, 
“ and to tell you that we’re having a spe­
cial rehearsal tomorrow noon.”

“ Thank you,”  she said, and pushed 
past him, into the dancehall beyond.

T T  was good, being back on the boards 
again, giving the familiar plays, hear­

ing loud applause. Lorrie would have 
loved it, had it not been for the constant 
heartache she knew, whenever she saw 
Thad. Sometimes, when she was in 
scenes with him, when they talked to­
gether, a warm thrill would trickle 
through her heartache, and she’d forget 
for a moment that Thad was her enemy, 
that he was here to track her father 
down.

But only for a moment. Always some­
thing brought back the bitter memory 
with sudden force; usually it was the sight 
o f tawny Lep Hardy, hovering some­
where in the background.

“ I ’m lookin’ after you, Lorrie,”  Lep 
had said, just before the first perform­
ance.'“ I ’m stayin’ close, as much as I can. 
And if you need me between times, you 
can always reach me.”  His voice lowered. 
“ There’s a quick way from the stage to 
the Blackjack. That trapdoor, backstage, 
leads down to a sort o f cellar. Behind the

old cupboard down there is a door that 
leads into the Blackjack cellar, then up to 
my office. Fancy had it left in when he 
built the new Opery House, but he don’t 
want folks to know.”

“ Thanks, Lep, I ’ll remember,”  Lorrie 
said. “ I don’t know why you’re so good 
to me.”

“ Don’t you, now?”  he laughed, catch­
ing her hand. “ Well, I ’ll be claimin’ my 
reward some day.”

She drew her hand away, uneasy at 
his persistence. Lep acted as if he were 
sure of winning her, sooner or later. 
Thus an added worry and fear came, 
whenever she saw him in the audience at 
the Opera House.

There was a big audience every night. 
The place was crowded with Sun-Dance 
people: cowmen from the valley and 
miners from the mountains; a few wom­
en, but largely lonely men, looking for 
excitement.

Every time Lorrie appeared on the 
stage, everyone clapped madly, but only 
silence greeted Thad. A  growing menace 
seemed to be in the air—directed against 
Thad. It was an ugly, hostile thing, grow­
ing more intense with each performance. 
And although she had steeled her heart 
against the fair-haired actor, Lorrie knew 
a great fear for him.

Jenny shared it. “ Lorrie, what is it?” 
she demanded. “ Thad hasn’t done any­
thing. Yet people are so bitter against 
him! It isn’t fair.”  For Jenny didn’t 
know that Thad had asked Lorrie to be­
tray their father, and she openly liked 
Thad. “ They might hurt him.”

“ They can’t,”  Lorrie cried quickly. 
“ Anyhow, Thad will be leaving town 
soon. The company’s just here a week. 
Then dad will be safe. . . .”  But her eyes 
were haunted.

“ I guess dad will never be safe,”  Jenny 
said slowly, “ until he’s had his trial and 
been found innocent. This hiding out— ”

“ Has Thad Corrigan been talking to
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you?”  Lorrie demanded. “ Wanting you 
to tell him where dad is?”

“ N o.”  Jenny’s yellow head went up, 
and there was anger in her blue eyes. 
“ Thad wouldn’t do that. If he were go­
ing to ask a thing like that, he’d go to you 
— not me.”

“ O f course,”  Lorrie said quickly, and 
drew the younger girl toward her. “ Now 
don’t worry, honey. Everything is going 
to be all right. W e’re probably just im­
agining that folks don't like Thad.”

But it was not imagined, Lorrie realized, 
as the week neared its close. When she 
went to rehearsal that last afternoon, she 
heard Thad’s name spoken in ugly tones, 
from one of the little knots of men that 
had gathered along the street.

Sun-Dance was full of men, she sud­
denly noted. Each of the nine saloons was 
doing a land-office business, this early in 
the day. And on the theatre bill, before 
the opera house, somebody had crudely 
drawn a rope around the neck of Thad’s 
picture.

T  O R R IE  stopped before it, staring with 
horror-filled eyes. There was some­

thing so sinister about the ugly threat—  
something so terribly vicious, like the 
whir of a rattlesnake, ready to strike.

“ Looks pretty bad, don’t it, Miss Lor­
rie?”  a voice demanded.

She whirled, looked into the wizened 
old face o f Tex Pike, the livery stable 
hostler. Tex was also the Sun-Dance sot; 
he was seldom sober, under any con­
ditions, but was more intoxicated than 
usual today.

“ Tex, what does it mean?” she de­
manded. “ Tell me— at once!”

He looked at her from bleary eyes, 
then closed his lids in cunning evasion. 
“ Y e ’ll find out, Miss Lorrie. Folks know 
what’s goin’ on. And they ain’t apt to 
stand for it.”

“ T e x !”  she said sternly. “ What's go­
ing on?”

Tex shrugged, muttered something, and 
staggered toward the next saloon,

“ That’s right!”  another man called. 
“ Come on, T ex ! They’re settin’ ’em up 
down at the Last Chance.”

Lorrie frowned as she stared at them. 
Free drinks were bound to make trouble. 
Men drinking too much, talking too 
much! There was a weight of worry in 
her heart as she went around to the stage 
entrance and into the wings, where Thad 
and an older actress, Madge Holder—  
were waiting,

“ Lorrie, what’s the trouble?" Madge 
demanded. “ People here are mad, and it 
looks like it’s directed at Thad. I ’m try­
ing to get him to go to the sheriff.”

“ I think you should, Thad,”  Lorrie 
said, her troubled brown gaze going to 
his blue one. “ I ’m worried.”

“ You needn’t be.”  He smiled down 
at her. “ I carry guns in the play tonight, 
and this time they won’t be empty. If 
there’s any trouble, I can take care of my­
self. I wasn’t raised in the Panhandle for 
nothing.”

He took her hand, and Lorrie’s pulses 
leaped to his touch. Her breath caught 
in her throat, and her heart beat a tumul­
tuous rhythm. Then Madge spoke again, 
breaking the spell.

“ And I don’t like the looks of that red­
headed beau of yours,”  Madge went on. 
“ It gives me the creeps, the way Lep 
Hardy stands back and eyes Thad. I 
think he’s jealous over the love scenes 
you and Thad do together.”

Thad dropped Lorrie’s hand and turned 
away. “ Shall the three of us go over that 
last scene together?”  he asked.

There was no more talk of the menace 
throughout the rehearsal, that lasted all 
the long afternoon, though a feeling of 
tension hung over the entire cast. Some 
of them were actually afraid o f the eve­
ning’s performance, Lorrie gathered, but 
they were all old troupers, and never con­
sidered abandoning the show.
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And then, at the end of rehearsal, 
Jenny came.

“ Where’s Thad?” she demanded.
"O n the men’s side,” L om e told her. 

“ What is it, Jenny?”  For the child was 
white-faced, and her eyes burned as if 
with unshed tears.

“ I want to see Thad,” Jenny panted. 
“ Oh, there he is.”  She hurried over to 
him. “ Thad, I ’ve got to tell you— ”

Thad drew the two girls to a little nook 
behind the wings, a place where the few 
others, still remaining in the theatre, 
would not notice them. It was near the 
trapdoor Lep Hardy had mentioned, 
Lorrie noted idly.

“ What is it, honey?” Thad asked the 
little yellow-haired girl.

'Thad, I ’ve found out why everyone’ s 
angry.”  Jenny choked. “ They’re saying 
you came here to get your brother’s share 
of the stolen money. They say you know 
where dad is, and they’re getting all 
worked up about it. Lep Hardy is setting 
up free drinks at both of Fancy Black’s 
saloons— and there’s talk of a tar-and- 
feather party after the show tonight!”

C H A P T E R  T H R E E

Traitor Heart!

n p H A D  was silent a moment, while his 
1  wide, generous mouth drew to a tight 

line. He looked down at Jenny, a serious 
light in his eyes.

"G o to Old Doc’s and stay, will you, 
honey? I don’t want you in any excite­
ment. You can help me most of all that 
way. Promise?”

“ I ’ll do it, if you’ll promise to take care 
of yourself,”  Jenny said vehemently. “ W e 
couldn’t bear it, Lorrie and I, if anything 
happened to you, Thad.”

He smiled, held Jenny’s two hands. “ I 
promise to take care o f myself,”  he told 
her, “ so don’t worry.”  He bent, kissed 
the girl, gently on the forehead, then 
pushed her toward the door. “ See you

after the show, when everything’s quieted 
down. And thanks, honey, for coming.” 

When Jenny was gone, Lorrie turned 
to Thad. “ What will you do, Thad?”  she 
choked. “ I can’t bear it— if you’re hurt.” 

She leaned closer to him, her hands 
fluttered toward him. All reason was 
gone. Only twisting pain was left, and 
fear. Fear— for Thad!

He caught her two slim hands, held 
them tightly, while his blue eyes looked 
deeply into her brown ones. "W hy can’t 
you, little Lorrie?”  he asked, as if that 
were the most important thing in all the 
world. More important, even, than his 
own danger. “ W hy can’t you bear it if 
I’m hurt?”

“ Because I love you,”  she whispered. 
"I  love you so much that it would kill me 
if anything happened to you.”

“ Lorrie, sweet!” Almost with a single 
motion, he drew her arms about his neck, 
then slipped his own down to pull her 
close, with fierce tenderness. His lips 
went with warm passion over her cheeks, 
her throat, and then— to her mouth.

Under the magic sweetness of that kiss, 
the walls of the empty theatre faded away. 
The garden scene on the garishly painted 
canvas behind them became real, filling 
the world with the sweetness of roses, the 
fragrance of violets. Even the setting 
sun, filtering through the dusty windows, 
became a misty, radiant glory all about 
them.

“ Lorrie!” Thad murmured. “ This is 
all I want— your love.”

“ You have it, Thad. My love '. . . and 
my trust.”

Still holding her close, Thad’s hand 
stroked the dark hair back from her 
heart-shaped face. “ Your trust, darlin’ ? 
You’re ready to trust me?”

She drew a long breath. “ Yes— I trust 
you. I f  you want to talk to my father, 
I ’ll take you to him.”

“ Lorrie!”  Thad tipped up her face, 
looked deeply into it. “ It’s the only way.
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If I can talk to him, we can straighten 
this out. And it will have to be soon, 
darlin’. After the show may be too late.”

L om e shivered. ‘ ‘You can’t stay for 
the show, Thad. You just can’t 1 Jenny 
says— ”

“ It’ll be all right, darlin’.”  And he 
kissed her tenderly. “ What we’ve got to 
worry about now, is to reach your father 
in time.”

“ W e’ll go right now,”  L om e said 
huskily. “ W e’ll have time. It’s only four 
miles to the W idow, and about three miles 
up into the canyon where dad is hiding. 
I ’ll slip over and get our horses— Jenny’s 
and mine— and meet you at the south end 
of the draw that runs behind the theatre 
here. Nobody’ll see you go. But we must 
hurry.”

Another quick kiss, then they went out­
side. Lorrie waited until Thad had 
melted through the twilight shadows, 
down into the draw. Then she hurried 
home, changed her clothes, and saddled 
the ponies, glad that Jenny was at Old 
D oc’s, where she couldn’t ask questions.

Circling the outskirts of town, she rode 
swiftly. . . . Fear rode with her— fear for 
the man she loved, and fear for her fath­
er. If she were a traitor. . . .

But she wasn’t going to think of that. 
She had promised to trust Thad, and she 
did trust him. Trust him as she loved 
him— with all of her.

n p H E  ride to the W idow was a sweet 
*  one, in spite of the tension that hung 

over them. They kept to the foothill trail, 
out o f sight of the town, and once drew 
into a clump of mesquite as a group of 
riders passed on the main trail below. 
A fter that, nobody came along, and Lor­
rie forgot the danger a little.

The air was redolent with summer sage. 
The western sky was painted with the 
sunset, and all Chula Valley lay quiet and 
drowsy at their feet. Even Sun-Dance, 
seething as it was with turmoil, seemed

but a peaceful cluster of buildings against 
the valley floor. It was as if sunset had 
spread a blanket of quiet happiness over 
the world, the way Thad’s nearness 
spread a glorious joy  over the pain that 
had filled Lorrie’s heart.

“ Isn’t it lovely, Thad?”  Lorrie’s eyes 
were wide and starry.

He nodded. “ I ’d admire it, anyway, it 
being your real home, Lorrie. Jenny said 
your mother was a Sun-Dance girl.”

“ Yes,”  Lorrie replied and dimpled. 
“ She was a Sun-Dance girl until dad 
came into town with a traveling troupe. 
Then she left it. And she never came 
back, because— well, because she eloped 
on the eve of her wedding to another 
man. . . . Sometimes— ” she spoke slow­
ly—  “ I wonder who that man was, and 
whether he still lives here. Mother never 
told us. I guess she thought she’d hu­
miliated him enough without spreading 
his name.”

“ She must have been sweet and 
thoughtful,”  Thad said, and reached over 
to lay his hand on Lorrie’s. “ Like you, 
darlin’.”

“ She was far sweeter than I. Just ask 
dad.”

“ When I see him.”  Thad nodded, 
frowning at the sun just sinking over the 
horizon. “ And I hope that’s soon. W e’ve 
got to push our horses, going back, for 
we can’t miss this performance.”

“ I wish we could,”  Lorrie exclaimed, 
thinking of those angry men. “ Thad, I 
wish you wouldn’t go back.”

But he only laughed and followed Lor­
rie as she turned her horse off the trail, 
into high-walled, barren, Wailing Creek 
Canyon. Shadows fell abruptly, then: 
cold shadows that brought back all o f  
Lorrie’s fear, Her heart beat in her ears 
— louder than the muffled plod of their 
horses’ hoofs on the sand, echoing back 
and forth between the canyon walls.

Dion Arnold, Lorrie’s father, had heard 
those echoes. When Lorrie rode up to the
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little prospector’s shack, built against the 
hillside so cleverly it fairly blended with 
it, there was no sign of life. Not until she 
called, did he appear.

“ Dad!”  Lorrie cried, and ran toward 
him, to throw her arms about his neck.

He held her close, patted her shoulder 
tenderly.

“ W e’ve been so worried, Jenny and I,” 
she said, looking affectionately into his 
face.

She had always been proud of her 
father. At forty-three, he was still hand­
some enough to be a leading man. But 
m m  his eyes— blue, like Jenny’s— looked 
from deep sockets in his lined face.

"Lorrie, there isn’t much time,”  Thad 
cut in, coming forward. “ I'm Thad Corri­
gan,”  he said to Dion Arnold. “ Dave’s 
brother. And I had to see you.”

"Yes.”  The other nodded wearily. “ I 
was told you were looking for me. And 
it’s best for us to talk. W e never took that 
money, Dave and I. And— ”

He stopped, straightened up, and stared 
down the pass. Lorrie listened, too; heard 
the muffled pound of hoofs.

“ Why, somebody’s coming!”  she 
gasped. “ Is it anyone you know, Dad?” 

“ No. The Mexican who brings my sup­
plies comes late at night. . . . It’s the 
deputy 1”  he finished dully, as the group 
rode into view.

"P O U R  o f  them, there were. From their 
A  horses, Lorrie recognized them as 
the men who had passed on the lower 
trail, while they hid above.

“ Got here ahead of you, Corrigan,”  
Deputy Orb Pingree said, as he climbed 
down and strode toward Dion Arnold. 
“ Then waited in the canyon till you’d 
passed. Thanks for the tip-off.”  And 
then, to the old actor: “ Brung an extry 
boss along for you, Arnold. Climb on, 
and we’ll get started.”

“ Wait,”  Thad said. “ You came here 
because— ”

“ Because I got your word to foller ye,” 
the deputy said shortly. “ Ain’t no time to 
discuss that now. W e got to get this 
prisoner safe in jail, before Sun-Dance 
finds it out, or there’ll be hell a-poppin’,” 

Lorrie’s face was white with anguish, 
as she ran over to her father, clung to 
him. “ D ad!”  she choked. “ Oh, it’s all 
my fault! I— I loved him, D ad!” The 
words were an anguished whisper. “ I 
loved him— and trusted him!”

“ Then it’s not your fault!”  he smiled. 
“ If your mother hadn’t trusted me blind­
ly, without knowing whether I was 
worthy or not, I wouldn’t have had the 
happiness I had with her.”

After a tender kiss, he climbed to the 
saddle. “ Don’t worry, Lorrie,”  he said. 
“ Just go on with the show, like a good 
trouper . . . and pray!”

“ Lorrie!”  Thad spoke from beside her. 
“ Lorrie, you’ve got to understand!” 

“ Understand!”  she cried wildly. “ I do 
understand— that I ’ve betrayed my father, 
killed him, perhaps . . . because I loved 
you too much! You thought you could 
save your own self tonight, by letting 
them find my father. But— oh, I hope 
your scheme doesn’t work. I hope they 
go through with that tar-and-feather 
party. I— I ’ll feel better about dad, if 
they do.”

She was shaking with sobs as she 
mounted and rode after the others. Her 
father and his captors . . .  on the way to 
whatever terrible thing lay ahead for Dion 
Arnold.

Thad rode beside her, but now there 
was no sweetness in his nearness— only 
a throbbing awareness that was a cruel 
pain.

“ W e can’t talk now, but I ’ll see you at 
the theatre tonight,”  Thad said, as he 
alighted from Jenny’s horse. “ You love 
me and, deep in your heart, you trust me. 
Tonight I’m going to make you listen to 
me— after the show.”

After the show. The phrase brought
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back Jenny’s warning of the awful thing 
Sun-Dance was planning . . . after the 
show. And it brought back something 
more— the picture of that penciled rope, 
drawn around Thad’s picture, before the 
Opera House.

T  O R R IE  barely had time to get to the 
theatre in time to dress for the 

performance, and she was glad she had to 
hurry. It kept her from having to talk to 
the other women in the dressing room; 
kept her even from thinking too much. 
But when she stepped on the stage, that 
first time—-she knew a terror that drove 
out all thoughts, except for Thad.

Grimness, hostility, were in every white- 
blob face that stared from beyond the 
flickering coal-oil footlights. Only men’s 
faces were there, and Lorrie realized, 
with sickening dread, that they had made 
their womenfolks stay at home, out of 
danger.

What danger? The question whirled 
sickeningly through Lorrie’s head as she 
went through her part. What were they 
going to do to Thad? They had talked 
about a tar-and-feather party. But that 
would have meant a daredevil reckless­
ness that would have come out in words 
— instead of this ugly, hostile silence.

The play was a comedy. Desperately, 
the members of the small troupe acted, 
trying to break down that awful wall of 
ugly threat. Lorrie worked with the 
others, throwing every bit of her young 
beauty, her talent, into making those men 
forget. Forget what?

One thing was sure. If Thad had plan­
ned that the capture of Dion Arnold 
would turn their anger away from him­
self— his plans had gone awry. Whether 
or not Sun-Dance had found out that 
Lorrie’s fugitive father was in jail, it had 
made no difference. They were sitting 
there, in rows and rows of seats, hating 
Thad with an awful gathering force.

“ Thad, you’ve got to get out of herel”-

Madge Holder spoke up, at the end of 
the first act. “ You don’t go on for the 
first seven minutes, and one o f the other 
men’ll make up and play your part,”

“ And let them take their spleen out on 
the rest of you, for fooling ’em ?’ ’ Thad 
grinned. “ No, I ’m sticking.”

“ Thad, you can’t !”  Lorrie cried. “ Oh, 
I didn’t mean what I said, back there. 
You ’ve got to believe me, Thad. No mat­
ter what you did . . , you’ve got to get 
away!”

“ I’m sticking, Lorrie,”  he told her 
gently. “ I ’ve got some talking to d o -  
after the show.”

Lorrie’s part kept her on the stage 
through most of the second act, and she 
kept close to Thad, whenever he was o n ; 
she even broke all the rules of stage eti­
quette by keeping her slim young body 
before him, whenever she could. She had 
the feeling that any minute now, a bullet 
might come" ripping out of that crowded 
hall— crashing into Thad.

But the second act ended, and Lorrie 
drew a quick breath of relief as the cur­
tain descended. Then came another 
sound— a sound that made her stand mo­
tionless behind the curtain, listening. It 
was the sound of feet leaving the theatre.

Thad glanced at her. “Just the men go­
ing out for drinks,”  he said, reassuringly. 
“ They always do.”

“ I know— but not like this 1”  For now 
it was different. Instead of the shouting, 
laughing crowd, pushing toward the en­
trance in a jovial stampede for the 
saloons, this was a heavy, determined 
marching, with no shouting, no laughter, 
at all.

C H A P T E R  F O U R

Love Scene’s Tragic Ending

H EN  the curtain went up on the 
third act, only a small part of the 

men had returned. Grim and silent, they
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sat there, evenly scattered, as if for some 
definite purpose.

Lorrie never knew, afterwards, how 
she got the words out. And her heart was 
numb with fear when she had to go off 
stage, and leave Thad on. '

Lorrie didn’t want to go to the dress­
ing room, where she would have to talk, 
so she slipped to the back door.

She stopped, frozen, at sight of the two 
men outside. They had guns strapped at 
their thighs; they were waiting. She 
heard Thad’s name muttered, in ugly 
tones. As she strained her desperate eyes 
through the darkness, she saw that each 
window had its watchers. They had 
thrown a cordon about the theatre, so that 
Thad might not escape.

She'drew back noiselessly, closed the 
door’ and stood there with clenched 
hands. Something had to be done quick­
ly. She would have to reach the deputy. 
But if she .were seen, somebody would 
stop her.

She couldn’t go. But Lep Hardy could 1 
Lep Hardy loved her; he would do what 
she asked. He wanted her enough for 
that, wanted her enough— to save Thad 
for her. She would ask him to get Thad 
safely away, and if he wanted her in 
marriage, as the price of Thad’s safety, 
she would pay it.

The trapdoor! Lep Hardy had said she 
could reach his office through that. She 
had just five minutes before she went on 
again, but that would be time enough.

Already Lorrie was opening the trap­
door in the stage, was climbing down into 
the darkness. Enough light shone from 
above to guide her to the old cupboard, 
which pulled aside easily. Behind it was 
the door Lep had described.

It opened quietly, and there was an­
other cellar lighted by a dimly burning 
oil lamp. In the far comer were the stairs, 
and the trapdoor above was open. Lorrie 
started climbing, then stopped at the 
sound o f  voices.

Somebody was with Lep. Fancy Black! 
His queer whispering tones were barely 
audible to her ears, but Lorrie crept as 
close as she could when she heard her 
own name.

“ Lorrie is not for you 1”  Fancy’s words 
came slowly, precisely. “ I have chosen 
the girl for myself.”

“ Y o u !”  Lep Hardy burst forth. “ Why, 
you’re old enough to be her grandfather 1”  

“ That is of no account. She is to be 
mine. She greatly resembles her mother, 
who was stolen from me.”

Lorrie shrank back with a gasp. So 
Fancy Black was the man from whom her 
mother had run away!

66T O R R IE ’S mother and I were about 
-L 'to  be wed,” the strange tones went 

on, “ when she eloped with Dion Arnold. 
I followed— tried to take her away— and 
Arnold’s bullet cut this scar on my 
throat.”

“ So that’s why you got it in for that 
actor feller!” Lep cried. “ That’s why you 
was so mad when he got away from that 
crazy mob.”

“ I’d worked it out through the years,”  
Fancy Black said, with a peculiar tone­
lessness that still carried venom. " I ’d 
seen to it that bad luck, as he termed it, 
chased Dion Arnold at every turn. I 
bided my time, until I had this robbery 
and murder charge against him.”

“ With my help,”  Lep put in.
“ Then he escaped the mob,”  Black 

went on, unheeding the interruption. 
“ But it mattered little, after all. I have 
his two daughters at my will, now, and 
the man is about to be hanged.”

“ So that’s why you sent the sheriff 
after him,”  Lep rasped, “ after I heard 
Lorrie tell Thad she’d take him there. It’s 
why you wouldn’t let me stop Thad Cor­
rigan with a bullet. You wanted to get 
Arnold.”

“ Exactly.”  There was silence for a mo­
ment. Huddled in the darkness, Lorrie
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knew a glow o f happiness through her 
fear. Thad hadn’t betrayed her! He 
hadn’t sent the officers after her father. 
It had been Fancy Black, using Thad’s 
name.

“ Well, what now?”  Lep asked.
“ See that the mob breaks the jail and 

hangs Dion Arnold,”  came the slow, even 
answer, “ along with Thad Corrigan. I 
wish Lorrie to have no other ties.”

There was the hard thump of a fist 
upon the desk. “ You shan’t have Lorrie!” 
Lep’s words roared out with vicious em­
phasis. “ I’ ll wring your scrawny old neck 
first! I’m willin’ to see that Dion Arnold 
is hung— and glad to make hell-sure that 
Thad Corrigan is strung high and cer­
tain! But I won’t let you have Lorrie!”

“ W hy not?”  Fancy Black asked, with­
out a rising inflection. “ If you attempt to 
get the girl, then you’ll hang— on my evi­
dence.”

“ W hy, you double-crossin’ old crow ! 
You damned— ”

“ That will do.”  Lorrie could well im­
agine the smile that curved Fancy Black’s 
thin lips. “ After all, my friend, you com­
mitted murder when you shot Dave Cor­
rigan with Dion Arnold’s gun. And your 
word against mine would be laughed at, 
with your prison record. So— ” The 
whispering tones became sharp. “ Go and 
do as I say. And leave Lorrie alone.”

Lorrie hurried down the ladder, across 
the cellar, and into the other one. Her 
thoughts were a whirling torture. She 
came up through the trapdoor, closed it, 
just as her cue called her to the stage.

It was a love scene with Thad, this 
time, and she was glad to fly into his 
arms. She was glad, too, to speak the lines 
of the play, to put every bit of her heart 
into them.

“ I love you— love you with all my 
heart,”  she said.

Madge Holder and another member of 
the troupe took up the scene, then, and 
there was a brief moment, with Thad

holding Lorrie close. She put her lips 
against his ear, spoke swiftly.

“ Thad, I know you didn’t send the of­
ficers to dad.”

“ I ’m glad, dear. For I ’m your father’s 
friend. I know he didn’t kill Dave, just 
as I know that neither he nor Dave robbed 
the Blackjack. W e ’ll clear them both.”  

“ Not now, Thad,”  she choked. “ There’s 
danger for you and dad.”  And she told 
him swiftly of what she had heard,

Thad’s face was grim. “ Get to the 
sheriff. Warn him. H e’ll look after your 
father. I ’ll draw the mob away from 
town, and make a run for it.”

A  woman screamed. It was Madge 
Holder. The action on the stage stopped 
suddenly. For the men in the audience 
had risen, were moving quietly toward 
the stage.

66\VTE’VE had enough of this!” one 
”  man roared.

“ Come on down, Thad Corrigan,”  an­
other man ordered. “ Y e ’re the worst of 
the lot, cornin’ here to divvy the money 
with yer robber-brother’s killer. W e ’re 
decent folks in Sun-Dance— ”

“ W e got the other actor feller,”  came 
another voice. “ A n ’ we mean business! 
The rest of you folks get off the stage, if 
ye don’t want to get hurt. All we want 
is Thad Corrigan.”

Madge and the others drew back, but 
Lorrie clung to Thad. “ N o !”  she 
screamed. “ No, you’ve no reason for 
hurting Thad. Nor my father. You’ve 
been tricked— filled with free drinks and 
worked to a frenzy. Y ou ’ve been told lies 
— lies! I know who robbed the dancehall 
and killed Dave Corrigan! I— ”

“ Lorrie!”  It was Lep Hardy. His 
brown-clad figure had appeared in the 
box at the left of the stage. “ Get away 
from Corrigan!”

“ N o !” she screamed again. “ I ’m go­
ing to tell what I know.”

A  big hand closed over her mouth; an­
other caught at her shoulder and jerked
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her away from Thad. At the same in­
stant, a rope whistled through the air, 
settled over Thad before he could make 
a move. His gun fell to the floor as he 
was jerked across the footlights.

“ Lorrie, keep still,”  Lep Hardy spoke 
at her ear. “ I can’t let the men know 
what I ’m doin’, but if you keep out of 
the way, honey, I ’ll do my best to save 
your pa and Corrigan. Promise?”

She stared at him from under long 
heavy lashes, then her veiled gaze went 
to Thad’s sixgun, lying on the floor. Lep 
wouldn’t help Thad, she knew. But he 
would kill Thad if she made a move.

Another plan was coming to life in 
her mind: the only chance to save Thad 
and her father.

“ I promise, Lep,”  she lied staunchly.
Thad was struggling, bound as he was, 

but they were dragging him slowly up the 
aisle, toward the door. Lep Hardy sprang 
over the footlights, strode after the 
crowd, but Lorrie didn’t wait to watch. 
She had already snatched up Thad’s gun, 
was climbing down through the trapdoor.

She went through the cellars again, up 
the ladder, pushed up the other trapdoor 
silently. Fancy Black stood at the win­
dow, peering out. Every line of his long 
gaunt body showed gloating satisfaction.

/~kN  soft feet, Lorrie moved across the 
^  room. “ Put up your hands, Fancy 
Black!”  she ordered.

“ Lorrie!”  he exclaimed. “ Have you 
gone mad, child ?”

. He started to turn, but she pressed the 
gun harder against his ribs. “ If you so 
much as move, I ’ll shoot. And now— ” 
With her left hand she unbuckled his gun- 
belt, caught it before it fell.

“ Lorrie, my dear, what does this 
mean ?”

“ It means,”  she said Ievelly, "that you’re 
going up there and stop that lynching.”

“ And if I refuse?”
“ Then I ’ll kill you and tell them what

I heard, here in this room, a few minutes 
ago. Lep Hardy will back me up. You 
know that. He hates you. So you’d bet­
ter start. . . . And you can be sure that 
I ’m right behind you, with the gun. If 
Thad or my father dies— you die, too.”

A  little silence, then he nodded, his 
agate eyes still expressionless. “ It shall 
be as you say, my child.”

The last of the men had poured out of 
the theatre, to join the crowd that packed 
the streets. From their clamor, Lorrie 
knew that both Thad and her father were 
in their midst.

“ Hurry,”  she told Black, and prodded 
him with the gun.

“ It wall be impossible for us to get 
through this crowd,”  he protested.

“ Go on,”  she said shortly. “ You ’ve got 
to.”

Then, literally using the man as a bat­
tering ram, pushing with all her young 
strength, clubbing about with the gun, 
Lorrie made progress, inch by inch. But 
not fast enough! For her desperate eyes 
caught sight o f the two men being lifted to 
a wagon. A  long rope hung from a wood­
en sign, over Thad’s head, and the dang­
ling end had a noose tied in it. Lep Hardy, 
standing on the seat, was reaching for the 
noose. Another rope was being thrown 
over the sign, just above Dion Arnold.

Lorrie lifted her gun. It spoke once, 
cutting through the clamor.

“ The girl did that!”  a man shouted.
They turned toward Lorrie— saw 

Fancy Black, with upraised hand.
“ Let me through to the wagon,”  he 

ordered. “ I have something to tell you.”

C O  long had the men in Sun-Dance 
^  bowed to his orders, through the whip­
lash of money he held over them, that 
they parted now, wonderingly, let Fancy 
Black and Lorrie through to the wagon.

Lorrie— with the gun— was still stand­
ing beside Fancy Black when he began 
speaking.
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“ My friends, you are making a grave 
mistake,”  he said. “ Neither of the men 
you have taken prisoner has committed 
any crime. You are mistaken— as I was, 
until tonight.

“ Friends, neither Dave Corrigan nor 
Dion Arnold stole the money from the 
Blackjack. The real thief made the ac­
cusation, incited a mob, and blindly we all 
believed him. He stole Dion Arnold’s 
gun from his hotel room, hid in the base­
ment under the theatre, and shot Dave 
Corrigan, just after his actor friend had 
left him. He planned that the actor, Dion 
Arnold, would be hung for the theft and 
murder, and that his own crime would be 
covered, forever. But Arnold escaped the 
mob, and tonight his daughter and I 
found out that the real thief and mur­
derer is— ”

He paused, while they all waited on 
his next word. Lep Hardy was staring, 
his face pallid.

“ The real thief and murderer,”  Fancy 
Black went on, “ is— Lep H ardy!”

Hardy’s oath cut through the silence. 
“ Why, you dirty, double-crossin’— ” Lep 
sputtered. “ It was you who had me do 
i t !” He leaped toward Fancy Black, but 
hands reached out, jerked him back, held 
him, writhing, powerless.

“ I fear your prison record is against 
you, Lep,”  Fancy Black said mildly. 
“ And, as you see,” he told the crowd,

now beginning to breathe, “ Lep Hardy 
has admitted the crime.”

Space was made for his captors to lead 
Lep Hardy through the mob. There was 
quiet, now, with no sign of disorder. 
Probably every man-jack of them was 
thinking the same thing: that Lep had 
killed at Fancy’s orders. But none could 
prove it, and none dared move against 
the powerful man who owned most of 
Sun-Dance, and the mortgages on their 
ranches, as well.

Other hands had loosed Thad and Dion 
Arnold, and now Thad was free to take 
L om e in his arms for a blessed moment.

tT ’H E Y  were in the garden later, with 
all explanations behind them. The 

air was sweet with flowers. The world 
was a magic, beautiful thing.

“ This will always be mine, Thad,” Lor- 
rie said. “ W e’ll come back here each 
year, from our tours. And when we’re 
older, and the theatre no longer wants 
us— ”

“ Then we’ll just want each other, for­
ever.” He smiled, and took her in his 
arms. *

When he kissed her, Lorrie knew that 
it didn’t matter where they were. In some 
dusty, draughty, beloved theatre . . .  or 
here. She and Thad would always live 
in a world of their own. A  world created 
of love and trust.

THE END

V t t f Z

By Gosh, them Blades even busted up my home. It’ s a fact The ole woman kicked 
me out just because a guy come along who had been using Twenty Grand Blades—» 
had a face as smooth and soft as a baby simply because them dera blades 
whisked o ff them whiskers like a puff o f  wind . .  After what they done to  me 

I’m campaignin’ agin 'em. Look out for blades looking like this. 
You 'll see ’em in them handy Self-Help Displays on tha Counter o f  
Drug and other Stores in yet neighborhood. Old Sawtooth warns ya!

TW EN T Y  G R A N D X X M l  BLADES
W ORLD’S PRODUCTS CO M PAN Y, Spencer, Indiana



By Anita Allen
The first in a series of true-life articles on the colorful, dashing cowgirls 
of the W ild West arenas. . . .  Introducing Lucille Henderson, lovely star 
of rodeo, who started breaking broncs when most girls are in grade

school. . . .
it

I H AD  seen Lucille Henderson in the 
arena, had watched her exhibit reck­
less skill, while the lights flared 

down on the tanbark. And I had caught 
my breath as she rolled from the saddle o f 
a racing pony, slipped under his barrel 
and finished by standing in a dancer’s 
pose, on his back.

A  striking figure outlined against the 
background of the crowd; slim in a way 
the average woman doesn’t know about—  
with a trained down compactness that 
would have made a ballet dancer weep 
with envy.

But— it hadn’t been easy to see much 
of her face. She moved too fast for that, 
giving only the impression of feminine 
charm, and that unbelievable grace.

Waiting at her hotel to interview her, 
I  did not expea beauty. She wouldn’t be

very young, certainly, because such skill 
requires years of training. Probably a bit 
outdoorsy and—

“ How do you do?”  said a voice that 
was pleasantly Western, and Lucille came 
into the sitting room of her suite.

For a moment, I didn’t return her greet­
ing. I was too busy looking at her and 
feeling amazed, envious and pleased.

This girl was not only impossibly grace­
ful, she was beautiful and young. Young, 
with a delicate complexion, beautiful hair 
and— well, everything else. Hazel eyes 
and fine features, a neckline as definite as 
that of a sixteen-year-old.

Under my startled scrutiny, she 
grinned. A  girl who could grin like that 
was a human being, even if she was much 
too pretty to make other women feel very 
comfortable.

43
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"Sorry I ’m late, honey,”  she drawled. 
But it wasn’t exactly a drawl because 
’ ‘drawl”  never describes real Western 
speech. There was a shortening of some 
syllables, a lengthening of others. "Wanted 
to get out of my riding clothes and rest 
while we talked.”

“ W hy,”  expressing the first thought her 
appearance had brought, “ haven’t you 
gone into the movies?”

Her grin widened. “ Well, there are an 
awful lot of pretty girls trying to do that 
and, besides, this is my life. I think it’s 
the only thing I want to do. I don’t think 
I ’d be happy doing anything else.”

She dropped into a chair— she was 
wearing a swank housecoat and tricky 
mules— and looked more than ever like 
something that had just sneaked out of 
Hollywood.

She talked easily and readily about her 
life, as casually friendly and direct as the 
range itself. Lucille comes from Montana. 
She was born there; grew up on a ranch; 
rode her first pony at the age of three and 
knew cowboy lingo by the time she was 
six.

“ When I was ten, I decided life wasn’t 
fair to girls,”  she said. “ I was always 
given a carefully gentled pony and some­
one was forever hunting me down when 
I went out to have a look at the world. 
Boys could do as they pleased. But I had 
no freedom— or so I thought. Then my 
father took me to a rodeo— a local one 
which drew part of its performers from 
the neighboring ranches.

“ I ’ll never forget that rodeo— the music 
playing and the crowd yelling when a rid­
er conquered an ‘outlaw’ or bulldogged a 
steer. I decided it would be very pleasant 
to be a professional rider.

66 A S W E  were leaving, one of the gaily 
dressed performers stopped my 

father. It was Tom Delehanty, who had 
ridden for our ranch, years before. And 
that— ”

Lucille’s eyes took on a dreamy width. 
“ That,”  she repeated softly, “ was my first 
love. I ’ll never forget how he looked. He 
was one of the devil-may-care lads, with 
black hair which kept spilling down on 
his forehead, a wide grin and a crooked 
nose— the nose had been broken gentling 
an outlaw. And his walk— he moved like 
a panther. There is nothing in the world 
worshipful as a ten year old girl when 
she gives her heart.”

“ Did you meet him again?”
“ Never. But— next May I ride in the 

roundup at Hayward, California, and his 
name is also on the list of entrants.”

“ Then— ”
She laughed. “ That was a long time 

ago. But after the rodeo, I dreamed of 
and lived only in the hope of becoming a 
professional rider. I would steal away 
from the ranch to practice stunts, I 
worked at roping and, finally, when I was 
unobserved, climbed onto a pony the boys 
had labeled outlaw. He crow-hopped a 
little and then broke into a meek gallop. 
When I got down I was crying like an 
infant because of my violent disappoint­
ment.

“ But a week later, I managed a ride on 
another pony which most of the outfit re­
fused to try. This one went into a sunfish 
and threw me right over the top of the 
corral. When I was picked up I had a 
broken collar-bone, and only the fact o f 
my injury saved me a spanking. As soon 
as I was well, my father decreed that I 
should follow strictly feminine pursuits. 
I  was no longer permitted to spend the 
entire day in the saddle. I fumed, cried 
and moped, until I was allowed to ride as 
much as ever.

“ By the time I was sixteen, I could 
stand on a running pony, rope the tough­
est steer or subdue any of the ‘outlaws’ I 
encountered.

“ And then I learned that a rodeo was 
coming to the nearby town. Not just a 
small show traveling over a limited circuit,
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such as I had seen in childhood. This was 
a big affair— a glittering, famous one—  
that played most of the important cities in 
the United States.

“ I memorized every name on the ad­
vertising placards which were spread 
through the district, and when the rodeo 
train arrived I was at the station. As the 
performers got off I was almost unable to 
breathe. Riders as glamorous— or almost 
— as my first love. Girls who seemed to 
have come from another world. Rolling­
eyed wild ponies, Brahma steers and trick 
mounts.

“ I trailed them to their hotel and sat in 
the little lobby with mouth and eyes open, 
forgetting everything except-the wonders 
I was beholding— that is, until my father 
appeared and took me home.

“ But I was back for the opening. More 
than that— I brought with me one of the 
fiercest outlaws any of our boys had ever 
brought in from the range. One of the 
rannies helped me get a bridle on him and 
then said the rest was up to me. The trip 
into town was fast because my mount was 
constantly trying to run away from the 
animal behind him!

“ At the big tent which had been pitched 
for the rodeo, someone helped me hobble 
my outlaw, and then I hunted out the 
manager, Pa Jackson.

“ He was a round-faced little man with 
a leathery skin, sharp eyes and a gentle 
manner. He explained that they never 
took on amateurs, especially girls, because 
it was too dangerous— they might get 
hurt. I had dreamed of riding my very 
own outlaw and his words seemed to bring 
the world to an end.

“ Tears rolled down my cheeks and I 
turned away. But Pa Jackson, looking 
unhappy, stopped me by saying: ‘Well, 
now, sister if you’re sure you can handle 
yourself on that bronc— ’

“ And so, I was given a place on the 
day’s program and announced as ‘The 
Lovely Lucille— outlaw tamer.’

66/~\NE of the other girl riders loaned 
me a gaudy and attractive outfit. It 

consisted of tight fitting doeskin trousers, 
a broad, hard leather belt, a bright green 
silk shirt, a brown neckerchief— and a 
huge, cream-colored Stetson. I wore my 
own high-heeled, open-mouthed boots.

“ I watched the first part of the pro­
gram without seeing it. My mouth was 
dry and my heart thudded. Someone was 
calling me. It was time for me to go on. 
My outlaw was being readied in the chute. 
Maybe I shouldn’t—

LUCILLE H E N D E R SO N
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“ Then I remembered Tom Delehanty 
and it was almost as if I could hear him 
saying: ‘Sure you can, kid. Go ahead and 
try.’

“ Someone helped me up to the top of 
the chutes. I dropped into the saddle, the 
gates were swung back and the blindfold 
snatched from the horse’s eyes. He sailed 
through the air. I thought minutes passed 
before he struck the ground, and then he 
hit like a thousand pounds- of lead. He 
hit so hard that the jar numbed my spine. 
I held on and forgot the crowd. I could 
hear the roar of voices, but it meant noth­
ing now. The outlaw was sailing through 
the air again. And again he came down 
with terrific force. When I clung, he 
stopped, gathered his feet and shot into 
the air, hitting with all legs stiff. He 
didn’t get rid of me. I was still there—  
and wishing I wasn’t. The crowd roared 
again. They were roaring for me— as a 
rider!

“ The pony shot forward, heading 
straight for the wooden barrier below the 
stands. He hurtled like a bullet and 
twisted aside just a split second before he 
would have crashed into it. Without de­
creasing his pace, he raced along the edge 
of the fence, trying to rub me off. That 
failing, he began to sunfish, spinning until 
I was dizzy. But then, suddenly he stood 
still and began to tremble. I lifted the 
reins and he trotted obediently forward.

“ A  yell came from two hundred throats. 
‘That’s ridin* ’em, cowgirl! Yip-p-p-ee!’ 
A  band began to play. I rode off, 
waving my hands at the cheering people.

“ Pa Jackson was waiting for me. And, 
as he helped me down, he said: ‘Think 
you’d like to go on with the show?’

“ Did I think I ’d like to? It was unbe­
lievable! I was a rodeo rider. That is, I 
might be— if my father didn’t catch up 
with me.

“ But I managed that, too.”
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Lawmen's Sweethearts 
Die Hard

By
Victoria Case

Then, for the first time, h e  realized where 
Nancy had led him.

Nancy Eh or all helplessly watched 
her sheriff lover tricked into a hor­
rible, flaming death. Never again 
would she taste the thrilling sweet­
ness o f his lips— unless he might be 
waiting for her, beyond the last sui­
cidal turn on her tragic trail to 

vengeance!

SM O K E rolled down from the ridge rounded within the hour, and old Clay 
and filled the clearing, heaving and Eborall, with his weak heart, his daugh- 
tumbling as if stirred by a giant ter Nancy, and the strange, slinking man 

spoon. Flames were running wild behind named Myron Hager, who visited them, 
that smoke. The clearing would be sur- would be cut off from the world.
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Nancy Eborall, running the two cows 
through the smoke into the barnyard, put 
down a twinge of uneasiness. She must 
live through these hours without John 
Talmadge, when every hour away from 
him was an hour lost. She paused to ad­
just the wet handkerchief over her mouth, 
and the thought of John Talmadge caught 
up with her like a sweet, powerful weak­
ness. John’s arms could shut out the 
world. His kisses swept her beyond 
thought. When he gave orders, yesterday, 
that they abandon the cabin— orders that 
were official, as he was sheriff of the coun­
ty— she was weak as water with the urge 
to obey him.

It was Cousin Myron Hager who re­
fused to go. And old Eborall, too weak to 
walk the four miles down-trail to John’s 
car, was strong enough to stay with the 
cabin he loved, and protect it from chance 
firebrands.

“ W e’re safe enough,” Nancy scolded 
herself, groping into the dimness of the 
haymow. “ If it has to be this way, I ’m 
glad Myron is here where I can watch 
him, and John is outside where he’s safe.”

There it w as! She wanted safety for 
John, and he, as sheriff, young and un­
afraid, walked always on the edge of dan­
ger. Safety was not for sheriffs, nor for 
their wives. The sweetness of John’s love 
must make up for that worry.

Suddenly she felt that someone was be­
hind her in the haymow.

T T  was Myron, moving noiselessly like
a cat, his long face oddly hard. Too 

late she saw that he carried a length of 
rope. He was upon her, rolling her in the 
hay, whipping the rope about her arms and 
feet, while she strangled, face down. He 
jerked her over and plugged her mouth 
with her own handkerchief. She fought 
desperately, but her strength was no 
match for his.

Nancy lay bound and gagged, her eyes 
blazing. Myron disappeared as swiftly as

he had come. Was the man insane? John 
Talmadge would kill him for daring to lay 
'a finger on her. She paused a moment; 
gathering strength. Then she stiffened. 
Someone was at the cabin. Homer, the 
young hound, whined excitedly. Her 
father’s voice was raised in surprise. She 
rolled painfully toward the wall, and m'an- 
aged to get one eye to a crack.

It was John! He stood at the cabin 
door, his smooth head bare, his brown 
face stern, a revolver ready in his hand. 
The sight of him blotted out everything 
to make room for the glory o f her love. 
But the clutch of panic brought her back. 
John had promised not to come unless the 
posse came with him. And now the thing 
she feared— the clash between Myron, the 
fugitive, and John, the sheriff, was here. 
And she was trussed and helpless. Myron 
must have seen John coming up the trail, 
and decided to put Nancy out of the way 
for a few minutes. But why ? She was 
not left long in doubt.

Myron came into view, funning. Nancy 
heard his high voice, yelling. “ She's gone 
up into the woods, after that young cow.”

She saw John jerk toward him, aghast, 
and her father came running around the 
comer of the cabin.

“ In front of a crown fire!” Eborall’s 
voice rose. “ She’s bound to be caught.”  
He thrust two fingers into his moutl}, and 
his frantic whistle shrilled piercingly.

Nancy struggled to cry out or make a 
noise, but all she could manage was the 
feeble sound of her heels drumming on the 
pole floor.

“ I ’ll get her!”  John shouted. “ Nancy!”  
He was off up the trail, toward the fajls, 
shouting. The smoke eddied behind ljum, 
blocking him from sight.

Nancy sobbed suddenly, jerking her 
body toward the door. The fire was com­
ing like a thousand horses gone mad. John 
wouldn't pause until he reached the little 
clearing, near the falls. And she was here, 
helpless! If she could reach the blade of
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the scythe beside the door, she could free 
herself, if she didn’t go mad, first.

It took an eternity, and started her 
wrists bleeding and her breath tearing at 
her lungs, but she freed herself. She 
flashed through the gate and down the 
path by the cabin, toward the trail.

A LR E A D Y  the roar of the fire rose 
■£"*' above and swallowed out all other 
sounds. Live cinders and burning twigs 
fell in the clearing. She saw Homer, the 
hound, tugging at his chain. Her father, 
who should have been resting in his bunk, 
was beating at little spurts of flame in the 
grass, his face a dull red, every breath 
shaking his frail b<fdy. Myron sat idly by, 
with a pail of-water, in case a burning 
brand should1 light on the roof. A  frenzy 
rolled up into Nancy’s throat, and choked 
her.

“ Father, I ’m going after John,”  she 
screamed, not pausing, and was past him 
before the words were finished. That 
scream was her mistake. He came after 
her with a swiftness she did not know he 

-cou ld  command, and he dragged her 
down, just at the edge of the forest. His 
thin old hands held her in a grip of steel, 
while his body shook in great, heart­
breaking gasps.

“ Let me go,”  she panted, tearing at his 
fingers, “ It’s John in there, father. John! 
Do you hear!”

Eborall raised himself slowly, mot loos­
ing her. “ I can’t lose you, too. It’s sui­
cide !”  he gasped, “ Hotter than hell! 
Nothing can live P’ He peered down into 
her face, fighting to control his breath.

Nancy’s eyes strained toward the hot, 
eddying smoke,'' her mouth working, 
“ Father, he’s in there, dying. I want to 
die, too. I want to feel the flames that 
burn him Father, you’ve loved. You 
know what it means. Don’t keep us apart. 
Let me die with him.”

“ No, no, Nancy! There’s a chance— ” 
he gasped. “ He might have come out

across the pasture— in the smoke—-Nancy, 
girl. Wait. Promise you’ll wait until we 
are sure!”

He offered her hope, but there was no 
hope. There was something else, though. 
The man who had sent John into this 
inferno still lived. She mastered herself 
with an effort that was almost beyond her 
strength. “ I can’t die yet, can I ? ” she 
whispered wonderingly. “ There’s some­
thing I must do first. Now let me help you 
up, father. I ’ll be all right now.”

Her face was almost as gray as his own, 
her body bowed with weariness. They 
clung to each other, the slim girl, who 
moved as if she was dead, and the frail 
old man, whose gallant heart kept him 
near death, and still would not let him 
die.

They went slowly down the trail toward 
the cabin. Birds fluttered down through 
the smoke to huddle by the running water. 
Owls, hawks, songbirds and the rich glow 
of a Chinese pheasant, came before their 
eyes and disappeared again. The menace 
of the flames frightened them out of their 
age-old fear of human beings, encouraged 
them to come dose.

It wasn’t until they stumbled up the 
cabin steps and Eborall saw Myron loung­
ing there, watching them, that he remem­
bered. He clung to the porch post. “ My­
ron said you were up in the woods!”  he 
said to her.

Nancy could scarcely force herself to 
speak. “ This is a trick of his, father, be­
cause John knew enough to come with his 
gun ready. W e’re shut up here with a 
killer.”

Her flat tones added to the horror of 
her words. Eborall swung toward him, 
astounded.

Myron snorted in thin laughter. “ It’s 
time we got things straight around here. 
You knew the law was after me, didn’t 
you? And John Talmadge, pretending to 
court Nancy, was edging around to take 
me?”
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Eborall sank down on the steps, star­
ing. “ I had no notion of it. What have 
you done? What has he done, Nancy?”

C H E  tore her handkerchief to shreds be- 
^  tween her fingers. “ Robbed a bank, 
killed the cashier, shot a federal officer. I 
think that’s all.”

“ So you did know!”  Myron’s eyes 
gleamed redly, like the eyes of a caged 
beast. “ You and your sweetie had the 
reward all divided up, I ’ll be bound.”

Nancy rocked her slim body, her head 
on her hands. “ All I knew was that J-John 
expected a telegram last night, authoriz­
ing your arrest. H e’d already made up his 
posse and sworn them in. And today I 
suppose they are all fighting fires and 
couldn’t come up with him.”

She lifted her head and fixed blank, 
burned-out eyes on him. “ But don’t think 
you’ll escape. You’ve got John out of the 
way, but the posse will be up as soon as 
the trail is open. You may have a day or 
two days, but you can’t get out.”

Myron’s hand seemed to twitch, and a 
revolver gleamed suddenly in his hand. 
“ You’ll get me out of this damned trap, 
the two of you, or you’ll never draw an­
other breath.”

“ As if I cared 1” Nancy whispered, hid­
ing her face again.

Myron grinned, his thin lips drawn 
back over his teeth. “ Y ou ’ll find out 
there’s ways to make you care. Now, old 
man, get to work. And don’t go after your 
rifle, either. I ’ve got all the guns and axes 
on the place stowed away. There ain’t a 
thing you can do, but what I tell you. So,‘ 
get busy!”

There was nothing else to do. The heat 
grew more intense and the smoke rolled 
down in smothering waves. They wrapped 
wet cloths about their faces and struggled 
to beat down the sudden flames that 
leaped up without a second’s warning. 
Nancy took over the barn and house roofs, 
thankful for the abundant flow of water

from where the two forks of the river 
joined. She doused the low roofs time 
and again, and chased the flames that sput­
tered and ran across the meadow. Myron 
did nothing, merely sat by the river and 
ordered them about.

Nancy was glad she had the stock inside 
the fences, for they would have run smack 
into danger. The clearing was surrounded 
by fire now. Only its hundred acres and 
the two forks of the river gave them a 
chance.

Nothing could live in the direct path of 
the flames. The three of them retreated 
to the water, bending low to breathe its 
coolness, close to the end of their strength.

John was dead, Nancy thought, numbly. 
He must have run, shouting, the two miles 
up the trail, until he came out at the falls. 
Not finding her, he would turn back, but 
the terrific heat and the acrid billowing 
smoke would down him.

He might stave off the end by submerg­
ing himself in the pool at the foot of the 
falls, but she knew only too well the dread 
history of such an attempt. The air, hotter 
than the breath of a furnace, could not be 
breathed into human lungs. He was dead 
from the searing heat, or drowned.

Even here, outside of the direct path of 
the fire, they knew the shortage of oxygen, 
and felt as if they were suffocating. My­
ron had finally been forced to lend a hand 
in the fire fighting, for Clay Eborall had 
collapsed, gasping, his outworn heart un­
able to drive his gallant body to further 
effort.

Now they were crouching in the water, 
while Nancy bathed her father’s white 
face, and kept her own breath jerking 
through wet cloth. But her muscles re­
fused their duty and she slid to her knees, 
moaning, not caring whether she lived or 
died.

YJSTHEN she awoke she was in her bunk, 
”  a great weariness in her limbs, and 

a lightness in her head that shut out
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thought. The cabin was gray with smoke 
that rasped acridly in her lungs, and her 
eyes were filled with smarting tears that 
did little to ease the ache in her heart.

She must have been there for several 
hours, when she heard her father coming, 
his cane rapping hard on the floor. He 
peered through the smoke, his eyes red- 
rimmed and bleary, his mouth unsteady.

“ For better or worse, it’s over,”  he said. 
“ Can you get up, Nancy? W e’ll want a 
bit of supper.”

She could get up. She could even look 
out across the clearing, where the smoke 
moved in long fingers, up to the woods 
that smouldered sullenly. The flames were 
out, and there was a feel of rain in the air. 
The first drops fell, as she watched, pat­
tering on the cinder-strewn walk. Then 
they came like a flood, washing away 
smoke and fire. She turned back to the 
stove, her eyes flowing again.

Myron stayed out of sight until she rang 
the cowbell. Then he came, with his slinky 
walk, from the direction of the barn. His 
face wore a look of mingled bravado and 
dread. His eyes.Joo, were red-rimmed 
and bloodshot.

Nobody said a word. Her father ate his 
venison stew quietly, his eyes on his plate. 
Myron ate greedily, and drank noisily of 
his coffee. Nancy tried to taste a bit of 
bread, but it was unpleasantly harsh in her 
mouth, like sawdust. She silently cleared 
away the food and went back to her bunk.

The night was sodden with rain, and as 
long as eternity. Nancy tossed fitfully, 
sleeplessly, thinking. She must finish 
John’s work for him, and remove Myron 
from society where he cheated and killed. 
But Myron had the guns, and his man’s 
strength, which she had already felt. He 
had the right of might, and meant to use 
it. She had only guile, which is the last 
resort of weakness against strength.

Somewhere in the endless, dripping 
dark she found her answer. By morning 
she had her plan outlined, and she dressed,

with restlessness gnawing at every nerve.
The morning light came slowly, as if 

not sure of its welcome. Nancy prepared 
breakfast, and summoned the men.

How does a woman feel when she has 
lost everything that makes life sweet, she 
wondered, watching Myron at his meal. 
She answered herself, with a twist of her 
mouth. She felt lost, without perspective. 
Life held no interest for her. All her hopes 
and dreams had been burned away as ruth­
lessly as had the forest. John was dead. 
That meant she was dead. Her brain and 
her heart were numb. Nothing mattered. 
She was devoid of all feeling.

Suddenly she knew that wasn’t true. 
She shook with feeling, blazed with it, 
burned until she could almost believe that 
the flames must show through her skin. 
And it was all directed toward that mean­
lipped, shifty-eyed man, who sat there 
sucking up his coffee with noisy gulps. 
How dare he set himself above the laws 
that guard human life? What colossal con­
ceit let him break through the intangible 
rules that divide men from animals? 
Whence came his courage, that he could 
tear down the walls of custom, and let in 
the menacing flood upon his own head ?

Now, she knew for the first time— knew 
it with her heart, not her head— why a 
sheriff must be elected, armed, and backed 

‘ by posses and guns. The sheriff stands by 
the break in the walls, the walls behind 
which men and women lead decent, kindly 
lives, and children play fearlessly.

She’d tried to persuade John to give up 
his work. She had told him it looked ri­
diculous for a grown man to go about with 
a gun and pretend he was protecting peo­
ple. But now she knew.

O  H E lowered her lids lest Myron see the 
^  blaze of hate in her eyes. She’d carry 
the fight on for John. She would finish 
the work he had begun, and take one killer 
out of the world.

Her determination glowed like the coals
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of an old fire. There was heat enough to 
burn out her timidity and reinforce her 
frail strength; to force her on, regardless 
o f cost to herself. She saw, at last, too 
late, the stuff of which a sheriff’s wife 
is made.

“ You’ll have to get away,”  she said to 
Myron. “ You know that?”

“ It’s up to you,”  he answered, shortly.
She controlled her voice. “ You can’t 

go down-trail because they’ll be there, 
knowing you’re wanted; nor stay here, 
because they’ll be up to get you. But I 
thought —  Father, if Myron headed 
straight back over the ridge, he would 
come out over the pass and down the other 
side toward Hillton, and nobody would be 
expecting him.”

“ It’s really eighty miles around by the 
road,”  she explained, growing calmer now 
that her work was beginning. “ But over 
the pass it’s only twenty miles at the most, 
and you’ll come to some farms where you 
could buy a horse.”

“ What’s this about eighty miles and 
twenty miles?” Myron demanded irri­
tably. “ Does anybody come that way? Is 
there a road?”

Eborall took up the story, at a look from 
Nancy. “ Used to be a trail twenty years 
ago, but since the stage was opened, people 
would rather ride around than walk across. 
I ’ve been over the hills myself, but not 
for years. Nobody has come that way 
recently, except Suttle's wife, last spring.”

He sketched the incident of Suttle’s 
wife. She had been visiting outside, and 
was returning home without notifying her 
family. She found herself in Hillton, short 
of money. To come by stage, she would 
have run down the eastern side of the 
mountains for fifty miles and angled over. 
Then she would be at Beaver, a crossroads 
store down below, eighteen miles from 
home, and it might be a week before any­
body would come in or out. So she slung 
her suitcase over her shoulder, hiked from 
Hillton over the pass and dropped down

the near side, walking in on her family at 
nightfall.

“ And she was only a slip of a girl,” 
Eborall concluded. “ You ’ll find it no great
chore.”

“ But somebody will follow,”  objected 
Myron, moving restlessly to stare up at 
the ridge.

“ You can make it in a day,”  answered 
Nancy, remotely. “ And nobody will be up 
this way until tomorrow, because they’ll be 
waiting for John to come down and give 
them orders.”

Myron’s grin was cruel. “ G ood! You ’ll 
come to show me the way. These damned 
hills all look alike to me.”

T ^ H IS  was the demand she’d waited for.
“ I ’ll go part way with you,”  she prom­

ised. Then, lest he hear the eagerness in 
her voice, “ I ’ll be glad enough to get you 
out.”

“ Y ou ’ll come all the way,”  said Myron. 
“ It’ll encourage me to see you limping on 
ahead.”

Eborall helped here. “ Do you know the 
trail, Nancy?”

She let him see the torture in her eyes. 
“ I ’ll follow the trail Bob Loftus took.”

Eborall’s face tightened imperceptibly. 
“ You know the Bob Loftus trail?”  he said, 
softly.

“ I know every step of it,”  she answered, 
in a kind of cold passion, “ and where it 
leads and where the end lies, and— and—• 
father, with John gone, I think I ’ll just go 
— all the way— with Myron. All the way l”

“ You ’ll need to, once you start,”  Eborall 
said, his voice weary. “ I can’t bear to have 
you go, Nancy, but I see how it is. I ’d go 
in your place, but I can’t make the climb.”

Myron was looking from one to the 
other, suspiciously. “ You’re damn right 
you’ll go all the way.”

Eborall rose, unsteadily, clinging to the 
edge of the table. “ Make up a packet of 
food, Nancy. Myron, best cut down your 
luggage as small as you can. Y ou ’ll have 
some climbing to do.”
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TVJANCY donned hiking boots and trou- 
^ '  sers that slimmed down her already 
slim figure. She tied a band about her 
hair, wondering if the white face in the 
mirror had ever smiled. She thrust a 
sandwich in her pocket, knowing she 
would never use it.

Myron came, carrying a suitcase, incon­
gruous in his tailored clothes and thin- 
soled shoes. Her father found a bit of 
rope for him, with which he could sling 
the suitcase across his shoulders if need 
be.

Nancy went out the kitchen door with 
Myron at her heels. “ Goodbye, Dad,”  she 
said.

He put his arm about her shoulders 
without a word. His eyes were weary, his 
mouth sagging. His smile was worse than 
tears.

To hide her face, Nancy stooped to trail 
her fingers over the silky head of the 
hound, Homer. He leaped up, wagging his 
tail, begging with his eloquent eyes to be 
permitted to follow her along whatever 
trail she chose.

“ Goodby, old fellow,”  Nancy said, and 
Homer, beset by some premonition, 
pointed his nose skyward and howled. 
Myron, cursing, jerked out his revolver 
and shot him through the head.

The sound of the shot echoed back from 
the ridge. Nancy stared with horror, as 
the silky body twitched and blood oozed 
from the fine forehead. Homer whined 
once, and was still.

Then Myron broke the silence, mutter­
ing, “ W e won’t have him following us, 
anyway.”

Nancy felt her body shaking with a rage 
that pounded so she could neither see nor 
hear. She turned away and went through 
the gate, across the pasture, blindly, numb­
ly. Myron followed her.

Eborall leaned on the gate, shading his 
face with his hand. “ Bob Loftus’ trail,” 
he whispered. “ My^poor baby!”  He put 
his thin hand across his mouth to still its

trembling. “ I did my best, Janey. Now 
she’s yours again.”

* * *
Where yesterday the evergreens had 

drooped in cool beauty, and the low under­
brush clothed the outline of the ridge, to­
day held only a charred, pitiful blackness. 
Here and there a stubborn root smoked, 
and the smoke stung the eyes. But the 
night’s downpour had laid the fire low. 
The smell of wet wood ashes was like the 
smell of death.

Nancy led the way into the burned 
woods, toward the south fork of the river. 
Myron followed clumsily, his city-bred 
feet awkward on the woods path. He 
shifted his suitcase from hand to hand, 
grumbling. She ignored him entirely, forc­
ing her feet through the drifts of cinders, 
with a strange smile on her face, as if 
she went to meet a loved one. Now she 
wished she had eaten her breakfast, for 
she became conscious of her weakness. But 
what were weak muscles, if the will was 
strong ?

They picked up the south fork of the 
river, an hour later, and Nancy explained 
briefly that they must follow this stream 
to the mountain lake above, skirt its edge 
and cross the pass. Then they would drop 
down the other side. Fishermen used this 
lake in season, but the woods had been 
closed to vacationists because of the fire 
hazards. It was extremely unlikely that 
they would meet anyone. But Myron only 
grunted and shifted his suitcase.

She saw, with a cold joy, that he was 
growing weary. His thin shoes were unfit 
for the trail and his slack muscles could 
not be driven to the steady climb. And as 
he grew tired, he grew more sullen and 
walked with his eyes on the ground. That 
suited her perfectly.

A  low ridge lay on each side of the 
river. Yesterday it had been a mass of 
green, but today it was charred black, with 
remnants of underbrush and the dead 
smell of a wet burn. Here and there, a fir
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tree was untouched by fire, but burned 
yellow by heat.

Somehow the scene gave Nancy 
strength. It was the strength of despera­
tion, but it helped her sore muscles and 
straining lungs. She was weak from hours 
of anguish. Every step, now, was will pow­
er rather than strength.

T T H E  ridge gave way to rocky cliffs that 
gradually approached the river, until 

the two hikers made their way along at 
the foot of the cliff. Myron scowled up at 
the grim wall. “ Is this the way that L of- 
tus fellow came?”

“ Step for step,”  answered Nancy, set­
ting her teeth. Her ordeal was close at 
hand, but her strength was ebbing fast. 
Her head felt light. She could scarcely 
force herself along the rough path. The 
salal and huckleberry stubs snatched at 
her ankles, and her feet stumbled close to 
the murky flow of the river. She watched 
the water anxiously. If the flow had al­
tered in the canyon ahead, her plan would 
fail. But the river, too, approved of her 
plan. It would do its part. The water 
churned through the narrow gorge, prom­
ising every help.

She forced herself on. The rock wall 
narrowed the ledge, until their path was 
scarcely a yard in width. It rose above 
the river, gradually, heading for the top 
of the walk. Presently they could look 
down to a wall below, as well as above. 
Ahead, the two walls seemed to come to­
gether,

"It ’s getting pretty narrow,”  Myron 
complained, stopping to shake some peb­
bles out of his low shoes. The strain of 
the rapid pace was telling on him. He 
looked gray and ugly. She wondered fleet- 
ingly if he had ever walked more than a 
mile in his life.

“ W e must go ahead,, this way, or turn 
back for more than a mile before we can 
climb the ridge,”  she answered, almost 
breathless. Her throat was suddenly dry.

“ You don’t mind a little climb, do you?”
He dragged the suitcase to his back, 

with the rope across his chest. “ The short­
est way is the only one I'll take. You sure 
we can go ahead?”

“ This is the trail Bob Loftus took,”  she 
answered, and Myron was satisfied. He 
followed close on her heels, as if he feared 
to be separated from her by as much as a 
yard. He kept his eyes turned away from 
the flow of the river.

They were thirty feet or more above the 
water now, angling upward across the 
slope of the cliff. The wall above them rose 
another twenty feet. Myron, occupied with 
the effort of keeping his footing, said 
nothing, but followed where Nancy led, 
and she went on and on.

The path narrowed until it was only a 
few inches wide. They had to cling to the 
uneven rocks to steady themselves. Her 
whole mind was on her task. She hadn’t 
an ounce of strength to spare. She could 
willingly have stretched out on the trail 
to die. But still she pushed on. The water 
below echoed in her ears like voices, cheer­
ing her forward. They were close to the 
bend in the wall. She had almost reached 
her goal.

“ John,”  she whispered, through dry lips. 
“ John, I ’m coming, and bringing— him !”

Myron awoke suddenly to the position 
he was in. “ I ’m not going any further,”  
he shouted.

She turned back a white face from the 
jutting rock to which she clung. This was 
the test. One more step, and she’d have 
him.

“ I can see around the corner,”  she 
shouted back. “ Come o n ! It’s only a few 
feet more. Put your foot there, and reach 
for this crack in the rock. You’ll make it 
fine.”

Cursing, he stretched to his full height, 
and pulled up to the next step. Nancy was 
around the rock now. He found a pre­
carious hold with the toe of one shoe, and 
his fingers gripped the edge of a crack.
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He moved cautiously around the edge of 
the rock. Then, for the first time, he real­
ized where Nancy had led him.

C H E  clung, miraculously, to the face of 
the cliff. A  sheer drop below her ended 

in the churning water. Above her, the rock 
wall was perfectly smooth, without the 
suspicion of a hand hold. Beyond, there 
was not a vestige of a trail.

Myron’s yell strangled in his throat. He 
moved to retrace his steps. But he had 
come too far. He could not see below or 
behind him, to find the slender hold he had 
just quitted. His fingers dared not release 
their grip.

He turned a livid face to her, his lips 
strained over his teeth. “ So this is the 
Bob Loftus trail?”

She laughed aloud, and there was some­
thing in that laugh that made the hair 
prickle on his scalp. “ Yes, he came this 
way,”  she shouted, her face shining with a 
strange glow. “ You see, it looks like a 
trail until you’re so far along you can’t 
get back. They found his body a mile 
down river.”  She gathered her breath 
again, to reach his ears above the noise of 
the water. “ Every bone was broken.”

He strangled. “ You brought me here to 
kill me?”

“ Why, yes, Myron,”  she agreed, and 
her eyes seemed too big for her white face. 
“ You see, you killed John.”

He almost fell off the rock. “ I ’ll kill 
you, too,”  he choked.

Her smile answered him, wearily. “ I ’m 
caught, too, Myron. That is the price I ’m 
paying for your death. I ’ll watch you fall, 
and then I ’ll come. I ’m taking you to 
John."

* * *
Clay Eborall watched a procession of 

little black ants that climbed up one post 
of the porch, crossed a comer and went 
down the step. His pipe was dead and his 
chin rested on his breast. His face had 
gone slack, sagging, as if the strings that

had held it firm had been loosened. He 
pressed one hand hard on his heart to ease 
the pain.

Nancy must be well up the canyon by 
this time. He thought of her white face 
and staring eyes, as she set out, followed 
by that skunk of a Myron. How could he 
be a second-cousin? There must be evil 
blood somewhere. He should have split 
that sleek skull open with the chopping 
axe, or clubbed him while he slept, or—  
God, what can a man do when old age has 
taken the force from his blows and the 
resolution from his mind. He can only 
endure, and bury the dead— as he had 
buried poor Homer— and sit idle to wait 
for his own burying.

A shout from the woods brought him up 
as if he had been shot. A  man ran down 
the trail from the falls— a blackened, tat­
tered man, with his face smudged with 
smoke and char, and his clothes creased 
in a thousand wrinkles. It couldn’t be 
John. Eborall shaded his eyes, staring. 
John couldn’t have survived the fire. 
Nothing lived that could pass through that 
fire. Still, there wasn’t another human 
in the woods.

It was John. He came running as if 
he couldn’t wait another moment to put 
his question. “ Where is Nancy? Was she 
caught? I hunted for her as long as I 
could stand it.”

Eborall was close to being speechless. 
The events of the day had almost broken 
his frail hold on life. “ She was here all 
the time,”  he mumbled. “ Myron Hager 
tricked you into the woods. Then he took 
my gun. W hy weren’t you burned?”

John laughed, his white teeth gleaming 
against the black of his face. “ I should 
have been. You know that pool at the foot 
of the falls. I got into that, and slipped 
on the rocks, and by golly I came up be­
hind the water fall. There’s a little hollow 
there, just big enough for a man if he 
doesn’t mind being doubled up and 
cramped and wet through. And the flow
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of the falls protected me from the fire. 
It was the only way in the world I could 
have escaped. A  miracle, really. I rec­
ommend that cave for you if you want to 
be thoroughly uncomfortable. Where did 
you say Nancy is?”

His blue eyes were dancing. His elation 
at missing what had looked like certain 
death gave him a gaiety that sat strangely 
on his unshaven, smudged jaw.

Eborall tried to force his trembling lips 
to speak. “ You see, she was sure you were 
dead and that it was Myron’s fault. Then 
he took my rifle, like I told you, and 
there wasn’t even an axe— ” He shook 
as if with the ague.

“ Where is she?”  John demanded.
“ She set herself to do away with him,” 

Eborall had the feeling that Nancy’s mo­
tives must be perfectly clear to John. “ And 
there wasn’t any way she could do it, 
being only a girl, and— ”

"W here is she?”

A T  L A S T  Eborall told him, and made 
it clear, and John, looking about him 

wildly, understood that she had gone two 
hours before and was far up the trail once 
trod by the ill-starred Bob Loftus. Tw o 
hours! John snatched a rope, and ran' 
swiftly across the clearing.

He knew the canyon. Many a time he 
had whipped the swift stream for trout, 
and many warnings he had listened to 
about the false trail up the cliff. He re­
membered how he had once said he could 
make his way up, and Nancy had gone up 
the other way with a rope to wait for him. 
They had had to use the rope, too, or he’d 
have dropped off into the death that waited 
below. That was the day he learned that 
Nancy loved him. And now she clung to 
the cliff because of that love.

It seemed that every twig snatched at 
him, and every log lay across his path to 
hold him back. He was in good condition, 
and had been a cross-country runner in 
his college days. He knew his heart and

lungs and legs could stand the strain, but 
he seemed tied down to earth. It was like 
a nightmare where one tries to run and 
can barely move. He dared not picture 
Nancy on the cliff. He let his mind go 
blank and simply flung his body forward 
with all his might.

He turned aside before he reached the 
river, for he must come at her from above 
the cliff. And somehow he missed the 
route, in the blackened woods, and swung 
too far to the left, so he lost the river, and 
had to-crash back through the blackened 
woods, half insane over the delay. It was 
slower going than ever, and he leaped logs, 
tumbled into holes and fell over rocks until 
his clothing was ripped to shreds and his 
lungs were cut with pain. And still he 
ran.

At last he toiled up the last stretch that 
would bring him up above the turn in the 
rock wall. He gave himself a moment’s 
breathing space, and then he sent forth a 
ringing shout. Maybe Nancy could hear 
him as she clung, and would hold fast for 
another moment. On the other hand, per­
haps the sight of his smudged scarlet face 
and blood smeared torso would scare her 
out of what strength she had left.

He won the top, spent, and flung him­
self down in a kind of frenzy to peer over 
the edge. The bank shelved outward 
slightly, and all he could see was the 
churning, murky water below, and some­
thing white caught on the edge of the 
rocks. He shouted. There was no answer 
but the roar of the water.

He looped his rope about a tree-trunk 
with trembling hands and dropped over 
the edge, praying that he chose the right 
spot. Hand over hand, the rope between 
his feet for a brake, he let himself down. 
His muscles screamed, for he had used 
them hard, but they obeyed his will.

At last he could see below. Myron was 
gone. Nancy clung to the cliff, her white 
face.turned up, her eyes wide, a smile 
trembling on her bloodless lips. She must
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think he had come back from the dead. He 
saw her arms drop away and her body 
sway outward. He dropped like a plummet 
and caught her as her body left the wall.

The jerk of her body almost loosed his 
hold on the rope, for he had to spare one 
arm for Nancy, and the other hand was 
weak with fatigue. But his feet gripped 
below, and he swung, while the world 
turned about him, and the water seemed 
to reach up in welcome. He thought he 
must drop, after all, past the end of the 
rope and onto the rocks that would slide 
him into the water. The wall above him 
seemed a thousand feet high.

But he managed to get a toehold on the 
wall that eased the strain. Then, painfully, 
he wound the rope about Nancy’s limp 
body, and knotted it tight with one hand, 
praying that it would hold. He climbed 
up, hand over hand, to the edge, and had 
to wait for several moments until he could 
make the last few feet over the rim. The 
rope was tight against the rocks and left 
little hold for his fingers.
. Finally he won his way over, and lay 

gasping. Then, he pulled Nancy up onto 
the safe, solid ground above. Suddenly he 
collapsed beside her, utterly thankful and 
utterly spent.

C H E  stirred presently, and opened her 
^  eyes. The pupils were immense, mak­
ing her eyes seem almost black in her 
white face.

“ John,”  she whispered, trying to lift 
her hand to his face.-.

“ It’s all right, Nancy. W e’re safe and 
alive.”

She struggled to sit up, and pushed the 
hair back from her face with both hands. 
“ John, it was terrible watching Myron. 
He didn’t want to die.”

“ Don’t talk about it, Nancy.”
“ Yes, I must, John, and then I can put 

it out of my mind. He cursed me horri­
bly and when he felt his strength going, he

went all to pieces like a little boy whim­
pering in the dark. He called his mother 
and— and— ” she drew a long, shuddering 
breath, pressing her fingers against her 
eyeballs.

“ Then he turned the most horrible look 
at me, and tried to reach me, to drag me 
down. His fingers just scraped my boots, 
and he went, screaming— It was hideous, 
John. I don’t know why I didn’t let go 
and follow him. I ’ll hear him scream in 
my dreams.”

“ He was a killer, Nancy,”  John told 
her, pulling her gently to the shelter of his 
arms. “ He was born without any pity in 
him. People like that can’t be allowed 
among human beings. You did the right 
thing. Now- listen to my story. It’s almost 
as frightening.”

As he told of his night behind the water­
fall, her face smoothed out, and her eyes 
lost some of their stricken look. Finally 
she could smile again and think of food. 
She pulled out the sandwich and laughed 
at his astonishment.

She took his smudged cheeks between 
her two hands, tenderly. “ I think I ’ll be 
a good wife,” she said. “ You’ll never find 
anybody else to love you when you look 
like this. Fire, smoke, smudges,” she 
touched the traces with a soft finger. 
“ Whiskers an inch long, red eyes, your 
lips chapped, and practically no shirt left. 
And I love every inch of you. Now will 
you kiss me first, or eat first? Do one or 
the other, quickly.”

There was only one answer to that. The 
answer stirred her blood to sweet frenzy 
and woke her heart into singing, joyous 
life. Her pulses hammered, and the feel 
of John’s lips on her own was ecstasy.

Overhead the sun broke through the 
clouds and around them, the dead forest 
stirred, promising new grass and a new 
living green that would conquer the des­
olation. Life was good again, and would 
continue to be good, as always.
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C ow boy's
A gripping novelette of W est­
ern lovers — condemned to 

exile because their hearts 
proved too true

“ If either o’ these white-bellied 
lets out a y 
iin airily— “ I 
with lead.”

sheep-lice lets out a yip— “  she 
waved a gun airily— “ I’ll fill him

CHAPTER ONE 

W anted M an’s Kisses

RIT A  H A D  on four white starched 
petticoats already; one plain, two 
embroidered, and a fourth whose 

ruffles were edged with hand-crocheted 
60

thread lace. But the fifth one, descending 
slowly over her carefully curled coppery 
hair, was a thing so beautiful that Rita 
held her breath in awe. Ruffle after ruffle 
reached from hem to knee, and each cold- 
starched ruffle was edged in real store 
lace, brought all the way from Cheyenne.

"Y ou  must have ruined your eyes, mak-



A lm o s t  - Stride 0
By Ruby LaVerte Thomson

Paradise was so near— only minutes away— for the copper-haired ranch 
girl, Rita, who waited for the stirring notes of the wedding march. . . . 
Then her cowboy sweetheart crossed guns with her adorable brother—  
and tallied a blood debt that she alone

ing it !”  Rita exclaimed, and threw her 
arms about the gray-haired woman who 
was helping her dress. Mrs. Lafferty had 
been the Arrowhead housekeeper for 
years, and was like kin to the orphaned 
Rita and her brother. “ It’s too lovely to 
be covered by a gow n!”

“ Sure, an’ take shame to yerself,” Mrs.

Lafferty scolded. “ A  bride talkin’ of goin' 
out, all undressed, like a brazen dance-hall 
g irl! A  bride, the most beautiful bride— ” 
Mrs. Lafferty dissolved into the tears that 
seemed always ready to come. “ And Dave 
Benton,”  she sniffed, “ him so lucky— ” 

Rita laughed, dabbed at Mrs. Lafferty’s 
cheeks with a handkerchief. “ Just as long
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as Dave thinks he’s lucky,”  she said, “ and 
keeps on thinking it.”

“ He will that,”  Mrs. Lafferty pro­
phesied gloomily, “ though small comfort 
’twill be givin’ Wallace Hale. I ’m thinkin’ 
that the banker’s face will be as long as 
my arm when he hears ye pronounced 
the wife of another.”  She ended with a 
doleful shake of her head, as she turned 
to pick up the misty white tarlaton from 
the bed.

“ Oh, Wallace is just my brother’s 
friend,”  Rita smiled. “ So don’t weep over 
him, darling. After all, you were afraid 
he was coming to court me there for a 
while, and you wept about it. Do you 
remember, Laffy ?”

“ Sure, an’ the lot of womenfolk in 
tears,”  Mrs. Lafferty sighed. “ Tears an’ 
heartache an’— ”

Rita’s laughter broke into her mournful 
speech. Then Rita’s laughter stopped, sud­
denly. Her brown eyes, wide with fear, 
met Mrs. Lafferty’s alarmed blue ones. 
They both stood motionless.

Cutting through their talk and through 
the chatter of the wedding guests in the 
other room, had come a sound— the most 
fearful sound that can come after night­
fall. The sharp spatter of gunfire, close 
by.

“ That was from the springs,”  Rita 
jerked out, through white lips. “ Bud went 
there a half hour a go !”

Mrs. Lafferty spoke firmly. “ Ye needn’t 
worry yer pretty head about that rapscal­
lion o f  a Bud. The lad is filled with spirits 
this night about his sister’s weddin’ cele­
bration. H e’s maybe emptyin’ his gun 
at a tomato can he happened to see. Sure, 
an’ I ’ll wring his neck for him, once I 
lay hands on him again. Scarin’ you like 
this! Turn around here now, pet. Let me 
have a chance to button this up the back 
the same as I buttoned it for your ma, 
rest her soul, the night she wed.”

Rita obeyed, but her lovely face was 
troubled. She heard the sound of horses’

hoofs in the yard. She knew that some of 
the men were riding to investigate the 
shots, and she was remembering the strain 
on her brother’s face when he had said: 
" I ’ve got to ride down to the springs, 
Sis, but I ’ll be back for the weddin’.”

Bud hadn’t been himself, lately. Rita 
had tried to believe he was sick, but deep 
in her heart she knew it was something 
else. Bud had been drinking too much, 
and making frequent trips to town. Rita 
knew that he went in to gamble. He 
must have been unlucky, for each time he 
came home a little whiter, a little more 
desperate looking. And he was neglecting 
the ranch.

The veil was fitted on Rita’s coppery 
hair now, falling down to frame her love­
ly heart-shaped face.

“ There, lamb, be takin’ a look at yer- 
self,” Mrs. Lafferty advised, tearfully. 
"Just think what yer Dave will be sayin’ 
when he sees ye.”

T> IT A  looked in the mirror and smiled; 
•*-* not at herself— a lovely vision in the 
misty white tarlaton wedding gown that 
her mother had worn—-but at thought of 
Dave. Dave would be with her, from 
now on. He would share her worries, be 
a brother to Bud.

“ Now let’s be sure ever’thin’s ready,”  
Mrs. Lafferty said. “ Somethin* old, some­
thin’ new, somethin’ borried, somethin’ 
blue. An’ a bit of gold in the toe of yer 
shoe,”  she quoted.

“ All here!” Rita nodded. “ My mother’s 
dress is old, and my slippers new. I ’ve 
borrowed your handkerchief, and I ’m 
wearing blue garters.”

“ But the wee bit o ’ gold?”  Mrs. Laf­
ferty asked anxiously.

“ Even that, Daffy. Wallace Hale gave 
me a tiny gold nugget.”

“ Well, then, ye’re ready, dearie. The 
weddin’ guests should all be here by now. 
And here’s Dave, hisself!”  She peered 
from the window into the early darkness.
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“ The spalpeen!”  she exclaimed. “ Him 
a-ridin’ up the lane like the devil hisself 
was tailin’ him. Dust flyin’ all over his new 
black broadcloth. Wait till I get my 
hands on that— ”

“ Listen, Laffy,”  Rita said, breathlessly. 
“ I want to see Dave for a minute, right 
n ow ! Please 1”

Suddenly she wanted Dave near, wanted 
to have his arms about her, holding her 
tight. She wanted to hear his voice, sweet 
and caressing. She knew that it would 
drive away the strange fear that had quiv­
ered within her ever since she heard the 
sound of gunfire. “ Go get him, please, 
Laffy.”

“ But sure, an’ it’s bad luck for the 
groom to be settin’ eye on the bride afore 
the weddin’,”  Mrs. Lafferty protested.

Rita shook her head. “ Bad luck just 
couldn’t come between Dave and me,”  
she insisted. “ It couldn’t !”

“ Bad luck’s no chooser.”  Laffy’s thin 
lips quivered. “ An’ I ’ll not be courtin’ 
it for ye, pet! But— ” she stopped, lis­
tened. “ Good glory! Dave’s cornin’ here. 
If that ain’t his step an’ knock, I ’ll be 
willin’ to eat me own hat!”

It was Dave. He stood back for Mrs. 
Lafferty to pass, then he came in, closed 
the door, leaned against it, as if weary.

He was looking at Rita. But in the 
instant before tenderness had time to flame 
into his blue eyes, and love to soften his 
face, she got a glimpse of strain, of some 
deep worry there. But she forgot that, as 
she slipped into his arms.

“ My darling, my sweet!”  he murmured. 
“ M y little bride! In only— ”  He stopped, 
his voice strangely choked, and Rita buried 
her head against his shoulder in sweet 
shame, as she finished his thought. In only 
another few hours they would be together 
again like this . i . in this very room that 
had been her mother’s bridal chamber, and 
where Rita, herself, had been born.

Rita clung to him in an agony of tender­
ness at the thought; she raised her lips

hungrily for his kisses. Under the spell 
of them, her fear left her.

“ Dave, how I love you !” she breathed, 
lifting a hand to smooth his shining dark 
hair.

“ As I love you !” he said fervently. 
Then, in vehement tones: “ Honey, you 
trust me, don’t you ? Trust me fully ?” 

She laughed a little, her old self again. 
“ I ’m marrying you, sir, or have you for­
gotten?”  she demanded gaily. “ Doesn’t 
that prove that I trust you?”  She lifted 
her bright head, lovely under the shim­
mering white veil. Then the laughter died 
on her lips. “ Dave— what is it?”

He didn’t answer for a moment. In the 
big parlor, the wedding music started—  
two violins, a guitar and an accordion—  
in sweet seductive rhythm. Rita trembled 
as she looked up at Dave, at the bleak 
misery that had suddenly etched itself on 
his lean face.

His arms had loosed their hold now, 
as if to let her go. His blue eyes looked 
straight down into hers.

“ I reckon I should have told you, Rita, 
when I first came in. But I had to hold 
you in my arms for a minute, and kiss 
you— once more.”

“ Dave!”  Terror darkened her eyes. 
“ Tell me, quickly. What do you mean?” 

“ I mean—that maybe you wouldn’t be 
wantin’ my kisses, darling, if you knew 
that I had . . . just . . . shot Bud!”

CHAPTER T W O

Lost Heaven

T 7 0 R  a long moment, Rita stared up at 
Dave, at the misery in his blue eyes, 

at his hard-held mouth. Then she forced 
words up through her tight throat.

“ You—you shot Bud? My brother?”  
She closed her eyes against the dizziness 
that held her. She would have fallen, had 
it not been for Dave’s arms. “ Dave, it isn’t 
s o ! I didn’t hear you say it 1 Y ou  didn’t !” 

“ Yes, darling. I shot Bud— down by
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the springs. He isn’t dead, but— well, 
they’re bringin’ him home, right now.”

“ But why ?”  She put both hands on his 
shoulders, stared up at him from a face 
whiter than the wedding gown. “ Why did 
you do it, Dave?”

His eyes went away from hers, then, 
and he shook his head. “ I guess I ’ll leave 
that for Bud to tell,”  he said at last.

In the next terrible silence, the beat of 
Rita’s heart sounded to her own ears 
like the drip-drip of blood; her brother’s 
blood, falling from Dave Benton’s hands.

The music had ceased, abruptly, and 
Rita realized that the silence from the 
bedroom had spread over the whole house. 
For the space of three breaths there wasn’t 
a sound. Then into the hollow emptiness 
came the shuffle of feet— the peculiar 
shuffle of men carrying a heavy burden.

Rita looked into Dave’s eyes one in­
stant longer before she jerked away. She 
ran to the door and threw it open. The 
men were just going into her brother’s 
bedroom across the hall. She followed, 
saw Bud where they had laid him on the 
bed, his shoulder stained a damp, deep 
red.

“ Bud!”  she cried out, desperately. 
Heedless of the whiteness of veil and dress, 
she threw herself to her knees beside him, 
and gathered his auburn head into her 
arms. “ Bud, tell m e!”  she implored, as 
as he opened his eyes and looked into hers. 
“ W ho shot you?”

She waited in quivering agony for his 
answer, for no matter what else Bud 
had ever done, he had never lied to her. 
Dave might have gone loco—breamed he 
had shot her brother, but Bud would 
know, would tell her the truth.

“ W ho did it, Bud?”  she asked again. 
“ Tell me it wasn’t Dave!”

A  moment’s tense silence, then Bud 
mumbled, “ Yes. . . . I ’m sorry, Rita, feft 
it was.”

“ But why?”  she cried out. “ W hy?”  
and broke into sobs.

Bud’s face twisted to a grimace of pain. 
He turned away from her. “ I heard cat­
tle movin’,”  he said slowly, “ and went 
down to see. I found rustlers runnin’ a 
bunch o ’ Bar-C cattle across our place, 
near the spring. I tried to stop ’em. Then 
I saw Dave.” He paused, went on after 
a moment. “ W e— we had words!”

“ You mean,”— she could hardly frame 
her thoughts— “ you mean that Dave, my 
Dave, was with the rustlers?”

A  sob seemed to lodge in Bud’s throat. 
“ Not rightly with ’em,”  he said. “ Seemed 
like he met ’em there— an’ was tellin’ ’em 
what to do. Dave was givin’ the orders i’ 

Rita sat very still, trying to bring some 
reality back to life. Dimly she heard Mrs. 
Lafferty’s voice.

“ If some of ye’ll be gettin' Rita away 
from this bed,”  the old woman said crisp­
ly, “ I ’ll be after fibrin’ 'this boy’s wound! 
An’ me all dressed for a weddin’ an’ havin' 
to risk spottin’ me best black silk with 
blood! I ought to be takin’ the flat of me 
hand to y e !” she scolded Bud, as she deftly 
began cutting off his bloodstained shirt. 
Suddenly she glowered at Rita, her plump 
face puckered to unaccustomed sternness. 
“ Begone from here!”  she ordered. “ Didn’t 
I know ’twas bad cess for the groom to see 
ye aforehands?”

Firm hands drew Rita away, and she 
made no protest. From a distance, she 
heard the kindly tones of Wallace Hale, 
the valley’s young banker, her brother’s 
friend.

“ Come on, Rita,”  he said gently. “ Bud 
mustn’t talk any more.”

“ But I ’ve got to know m ore!”
“ Then come to the kitchen. W e caught 

one of Dave’s gang. H e’s hurt a little, but 
can still talk.”

Y N  T H E  kitchen, Rita saw the man, sit- 
ting in a straight-backed chair, his 

bandaged head propped on his hands. 
Three ranchmen stood guard over the 
prisoner, grim-faced, their guns looking
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oddly out-of-place with their best store 
clothes.

Wallace stepped up to the rustler. “ Miss 
Craig wants to ask you some questions,” 
he said. “ You’ll answer them?”

“ Reckon so,”  the man mumbled, and 
lifted his head.

Rita gave a gasp, for she knew him! It 
was Len Swarky, one of Dave’s outfit. 
His wizened little face was almost pasty.

“ Tell her what happened,” Wallace or­
dered. “ Everything.”

Len shrugged, “ Well, we thought we 
could run some o’ the Bar-C cattle to­
night, under cover o ’ the weddin’. But 
Bud surprised us there at the springs, 
when we stopped to check up with Dave.”  

“ Dave?” 'she echoed faintly.
“ Sure! He’s the boss.”
“ He’s— he’s done this before ? Rustled, 

I mean?”
Len scowlfd. “ Hell, yes! I ’m in for 

it, and be may’s well be, too. W e’ve bled 
the country white. But not you, Miss,”  
he added, more kindly. “ Dave wouldn’t let 
us touch you.”

“ I see," she'whispered, and swayed a 
little. She clenched her hands. “ And 
the shooting, tonight ?”

“ That was a mistake,”  Len admitted, 
“ on Dave’s part. Bud was mad, but Dave 
oughtn’t to’ve tried to kill him. I got 
nicked, and started to high-tail it with the 
others. I knowed the gun-firin’ would 
start hell a-poppin’ ! But my hoss stum­
bled, and this banker-gent run me down!”  
H e glowered at Wallace. "You won’t get 
none of the others. They're in the Black 
Hills by now, and the devil hisself can’t 
run ’em dow n!”

Wallace Hale nodded. “ That explains a 
lot of things. The sheriff and the rest of 
us always thought the rustlers were al­
ready hiding out in the Black Hills. And 
here they’ve been living among us— with 
Dave Benton their leader!”

Rita stood still for a moment, looking 
about. The kitchen was a strange place

to her, though she had known it all her 
life. The clock ticking on the shelf . . . 
the bracket lamp, with its tin reflector . . . 
the wood stove, with coffee in the great 
pot already simmering for the wedding 
supper. . .  .

Wallace Hale caught her hand. “ I ’m 
sorry, Rita,”  he said.

“ Have you sent for the sheriff?” she 
asked.

“ Not yet.”
“ Then do it, now !”  She flung her 

bright head high, went past him, through 
the door into the big dining room. Then 
she went on through the double doors 
into the crowded, noisy parlor.

Silence fell instantly when Rita ap­
peared there. Every pair of eyes fixed 
upon her tragic white face.

“ There'll be no wedding,”  she said 
steadily, “ now or at any time. I ’ve sent 
for the sheriff— to arrest Dave Benton! 
The rest you’ll hear at the trial. And 
now”— her voice broke a little— “ please 
g o ! I can’t bear any m ore!”

“ She’s right!”  Wallace spoke from be­
side her. “ Take the womenfolks home. But 
if enough of you’ll stay to keep the two 
rustlers under guard, we’ll be grateful.”

"They’re under guard!”  came a gruff 
voice. “ Len in the kitchen, and Dave 
here!”

The crowd parted a little, and Rita saw 
Dave, then; saw him bound, wrists and 
ankles, in the midst of a group of men. 
Dave’s eyes met hers.

For an instant, tender flames lighted 
them. Rita wanted to run over to him, 
tell him of the love that still burned in 
her heart, tell him of the agony that was 
tearing at her. Instead, fighting back the 
tears, she turned to Wallace. “ I ’ll go back 
to Bud now,”  she said. “ And— thanks!”

Wallace shook Tug head. “ I ’m looking 
after Bud,”  he said. “ You go to your room, 
and rest”  Out in the hall, he stopped, 
looked down into her face. “ I want to look 
after you, too, Rita— if you’ll let m e!”
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You have always meant a lot to me.”
“ Thanks!” she said huskily, and hur­

ried away to her room. Once there, she 
jerked at the veil, at the misty white 
tarlaton gown. Once they were off, she 
stuffed the white bundle on the highest 
shelf of the big walnut wardrobe.

She was through with her wedding, 
through with marriage. Most of all, she 
was through with this hurting thing called 
love.

CHAPTER THREE

Traitor’s Heart

RS. L A F F E R T Y  brought her the 
news.

“ Bud’ll not be dyin’ this time, pet, God 
forbid!”  she said, “ though ’tis a nasty 
gouge he got across his side. Soon Doc 
Beasley’ll be here, though why that young 
banker-upstart sent for the doc, with me 
able to take care of anything from a felon 
to a new baby, I ’ll never know !”

“ Wallace sent for the doctor?” Rita 
asked dully, for want of something better 
to say. If only she could tear her thoughts 
away from Dave, could forget the feel of 
his arms about her, in this very room, a 
short half hour a go !

“ He did that,”  Mrs. Lafferty nodded. 
“ Sure, an’ he said for the sheriff to be 
fetchin’ the doc. A  bad move it was, 
for likely it’ll make the lawman get here 
too late!”

“ Too late? What do you mean, Laffy?”
“ I mean that men are fool-critters, at 

best. They’re ready to spare that weasel, 
Len Swarky, on account o ’ his blabbin’ 
what they want to know, and they’re hell- 
a-tootin’ to string up Dave, ’fore the law 
gets here!”

Rita whirled, ran to the window, stared 
out into the darkness.

“ Put out the lamp!”  she said tensely, 
then threw up the sash, stared at the 
ominous group of men gathered by the 
corral.

“ W e’re damned fools to wait!”  one 
voice carried to her.

“ Let the sheriff trail the rest of ’em 
into Black Hills. W e ’ll take care o ’ the 
leader!”

Rita leaned out, hearing more drifts of 
their grim talk.

“ W e’ll make it a lesson to rustlers,”  
said another. “ It’s a hell of a scurvy trick, 
winnin’ a gal’s affections, then shootin’ her 
brother down!”

“ Come o n ! Here’s Bill Prouty with 
the rope!”

“ For the love of G od!”  Mrs. Lafferty 
ejaculated. “ The buzzards are cornin’ ." 
Then, sharply. “ What ye doin’, young 
lady? Get them guns off, afore I smack 
ye good !”

Rita went on buckling her father’s six- 
guns about her slender hips, “ They can’t 
have him,”  she said. “ I ’ll keep him safe!”

But Mrs. Lafferty had bundled herself 
out of the door and down the hall to 
Bud’s room.

Rita hurried to the parlor, saw the front 
door opening, the mob pouring in. Some­
one shouted;

“ W e want a little talk with you— out­
side, Dave!”

Dave’s blue eyes were steady. “ You 
afraid to talk here?”  he asked.

“ Our talk’s private— and it’ll be short!” 
Bill Prouty’s squat figure crowded into the 
room. A  coiled rope in hand, he came 
toward Dave. Others followed— a grim, 
fearful group.

Rita pushed forward, her hands close 
to her guns. “ This is my home,” ' she 
said. “ You’re leaving here now, peace­
fully !”

“ A n ’ by the blessed saints, I ’m standin’ 
here before her to back her in same!” 
Mrs. Lafferty shrilled. She barged in, 
holding Bud’s twin sixguns.

The men stared in sullen silence. Some 
of them shifted their feet, moved toward 
the door. But Bill Prouty stood his 
ground.
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“ This man’s a sidewinder!”  he rasped. 
“ He’s wronged ye, Miss Rita, and he’s 
got to pay! He’s wronged all of us!”

“ Let the law decide that,” she said.
“ The law!” Bill spat mightily. “ This is 

the West. It’s an eye for an eye! W e 
need nothin’ from the law!”

There was a chorus of assent. “ Right 
you are, Bill!”  . . . “ String him u p !” . . . 
“ Take the womenfolks away, first!”

“ Shet yer traps, ye dir-rty spalpeens!” 
Mrs. Lafferty would have started for 
them, but Rita held her back.

“ Wait!”  she whispered. “ W ait!”

C H E  W A S staring at the pool of red 
^  beside Dave’s chair, and remembering 
how weary and drawn he had been when 
he came to tell her he had shot Bud. And 
she recalled now that there had been sev­
eral gun-reports. . . .

“ Dave’s been shot,”  she said. “ He needs 
care!”

Someone laughed. “ W e’ll give him 
care!”

“ Been bleedin’ from the first,”  one of 
the guards put in. " I  reckon his leg was 
shot up pretty bad in that fracas with the 
rustlers.”

“ You— you wouldn’t hang a wounded 
man?”  Rita cried. .

“ It’s the best way,”  someone answered 
her. “ The condition he’s in, he won’t 
rightly know what stops his breath.”

Rita shivered, staring at the reddening 
sticky pool. As from a great distance, she 
heard an Irish voice: “ Why, ye low- 
down scum! Ye stinkin’ sons of sheep- 
herders! I ’ll— ”

Again Rita whispered, “ W ait!”  The 
plan that came to her now was a des­
perate one, but there apparently was no 
other way. “ Perhaps you’re right,”  she 
said clearly. “ Perhaps you know what’s 
best!”

There was a concerted gasp, then Bill 
Prouty grinned. “ Knowed ye had sense, 
Miss Rita. Now if ye’d like to ride up to

my place till it’s all over, reckon it’d be 
easier on ye. Mis’ Lafferty can keep ye 
company!”

“ What ye mean, ye nit-wit?”  Mrs. 
Lafferty screamed. “ Lettin’ ’em bam­
boozle ye, like this? W hy I ’d gun-whip 
the whole cowardly lot!”

“ N o !”  Rita flung back her flaming head. 
“ It’s justice! Only you’ve got to give 
us time to get away, Bill.”  She spoke 
breathlessly.

“ Sure, we will! I ’ll give my word! 
Doin’s like this ain’t for womenfolks. 
W e’ll fetch ye yer hosses, an’ wait till 
ye’re plumb away! Twenty minutes . . . 
what say, boys?”

“ Then bring the horses to the back 
door— and be quiet!”  Rita said. “ I don’t 
want Bud to know. Nor Wallace Hale. 
He’s with B ud!”

“ Reckon the banker wouldn’t relish it, 
at that. Y e ’re smart, ga l!”

The men slipped out of the house toward 
the corral. Only the two guards were left 
with Dave. Rita bolted the door, then 
whirled, both guns trained upon the un­
suspecting guards.

“ Put up your hands,”  she said low­
voiced. “ Laffy, take their guns!”  Then, 
when that was done. “ Now, take the rope 
from Dave and tie them up— then bandage 
Dave’s wound! Be quick, Laffy.”

“ You’ll pay for this!”  one of the guards 
snarled.

“ Shet up, or ye’ll be payin’ with the 
back o ’ me hand!” Laffy whispered sibi- 
lantly, her fingers moving in swift deft­
ness.

In only a minute the guards were tied, 
and she was washing the long deep wound 
in Dave’s leg, bandaging it.

“  ’Tis a shame to slash the leg of yer 
weddin’ pants,”  she worried, “ though no 
worse than tearin’ up me best apron for 
bandages! Bad cess it is, when a man 
looks upon his bride in her weddin’ finery 
afore the vows are made 1”

It was till over quickly, and not even
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the guards in the kitchen, nor Wallace 
Hale in Bud’s room, had guessed what 
was happening, Mrs. Lafferty was pour­
ing hot coffee down the revived Dave, 
when someone rapped on the front door.

“ Hosses ready, Miss R ita !”  Bill Prouty 
husked, low.

Then Bill had turned away and Rita 
whirled to the big woman. “ Laffy— are 
you afraid to stay here alone? I ’m taking 
Dave to the sheriff.”

“ Afraid, is it?”  The light of battle 
gleamed in her sharp blue eyes as she 
picked up Bud’s guns again. “ Sure, an’ 
I ’ve been sp’ilin’ for a fight, this many 
a day! A n ’ if either o ’ these white-bellied 
sheep-lice lets out a yip— ” she waved 
a gun airily toward one of the guards 
— “ I'll fill him with lead.”

“ Please, lady,”  came a low moan, “ don’t 
wave that gun so easy-like! It might go 
o ff!”

“ Then button yer lip,”  Laffy snapped.
Rita helped Dave to his feet. She knew 

the old familiar surge of ecstasy at his 
touch. Somehow, quietly, they made their 
way down the hall.

Rita knew that every step was agony 
to Dave, but they did not stop till they 
reached the back door. There Rita reached 
up to a hook, took down a great shawl 
and wrapped it around Dave. She threw 
a corner of it over his head.

Then, as she opened the door, she 
breathed a little prayer: “ Please, God, 
don’t let anybody be near. Make it 
easy. . .

T T  W A S  easy. Only the two saddled 
horses stood there, tied to the post. Bill 

Prouty had joined the men at the cor­
ral ; he had kept his word. But the min­
utes were passing, swiftly.

Afterward, Rita never quite knew how 
she managed to get the shawl-swathed, 
wounded Dave into the saddle, nor how 
the two were able to ride out of the yard, 
without being stopped. Perhaps it was

because the move was a bold one. Per­
haps the blood-lusting men were too intent 
on getting out of the way as quickly as 
possible what they thought were only two 
women. At any rate, Rita was always 
grateful that at the proper minute the 
moon slipped under a dark, heavy cloud.

Bill Prouty called out to her: “ Thanks, 
Rita! W e ’re givin’ ye twenty minutes!”

“ AH right, Bill!”  she answered. Then 
they were out in the road, going swiftly 
in the direction of Bill Prouty’s home.

Rita’s heart was thumping loudly as 
she kneed her horse up beside Dave’s. He 
threw back the shawl, and the moon came 
out from under the cloud again, so that 
she saw the smile on his face when he 
drew to a stop, looked at her.

“ Rita, darlin’ !”  he said. “ H ow can I 
say it?”

“ Say what, Dave?”
“ That you’re the bravest girl in all the 

world, the truest! That I love you—  
love you!”

She leaned toward him, there in the 
saddle, lifted her lips to the flaming sweet­
ness of his own. All bitterness, all pain, 
was swept away in that wild moment.

“ You do trust m e!”  he cried. "Y ou  be­
lieve in me!”

Nor till then did she remember. She 
drew away, flung back her bright head, 
and tears stung her eyes.

“ Dave, I ’m so torn inside, I ’m trying 
not even to think! You haven’t denied 
anything— ”

“ Anything I say will bring you hurt, 
Rita. I shot Bud, but you’ve got to be­
lieve that I didn’t know who it was till 
afterwards!”

“ Bud says you talked to him first,”  she 
said gravely. “ Bud has never lied to me, 
Dave.”

“ Then you believe him ?”
She could have cried out at the hurt in 

his voice. She bent her coppery head to 
hide the tears that were bound to come.

“ Dave— Dave! Can’t you see? I ’ve
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got to, if I think at all. Len Swarky says 
the same thing, and Len’s your man! But 
I ’m not letting myself think, Dave! I ’m 
just feeling! And now— we must go on, 
meet the sheriff!”

“ I ’m not bein’ buried in any jaii-house,” 
he gritted, “ with no chance to do what 
I ’ve got to do! I’m hidin’ out in that 
old hidden cave above the springs. The 
one we found two years ago. Nobody 
knows it’s there but you and m e!”

“ Oh, I ’m glad— glad!”  she cried. “ I 
couldn’t bear to think of you being ar­
rested, Dave. Let’s go on now, hurry!”

“ I ’m travelin’ the rest of the way alone,” 
he said. “ I’ll keep the horse in the cave. 
But I hate to think of you facing those 
men back there, when they find out the 
truth!”

“ They won’t hurt a girl,”  she said. 
“ You know that, Dave 1”

Again his lips claimed hers, fierce, 
sweet, bringing again those dizzying out­
law desires. Then he was gone, on down 
the road.

Rita sat still and watched him, saw 
him swerve into the trail that led down 
to the springs. It would be deserted now. 
A  few hours ago, there had been a battle 
there, over rustled cattle. But that was all 
over; the men had gone, and the Bar-C 
outfit had driven the cattle back to their 
own confines. Rita had heard the men 
talking about it. Again her lips moved 
in prayer.

Rita’s eyes were desperate as she turned 
her horse about and started back toward 
home. The twenty minutes were more 
than up, she knew, when she reached the 
place, turned now into a mad-house.

C H A P T E R  F O U R

The Sound of Tears

T J IT A  wasn’t afraid when she stepped 
inside the door. She didn’t mind the 

anger in the men’s faces. They looked like 
savage beasts, ready to tear her apart.

Mrs. Lafferty sat in a rocking chair, 
swaying to and fro.

"They’re frothin’ a bit, dearie,” she 
said, “ over me riskin’ me reputation, stay­
in’ alone in the house with these good- 
lookin’ guards! Nothin’ like a Western 
man for honorin’ women-folks!”

Rita faced them, her head high. “ Even 
the sheriff will say I did right,”  she said, 
“ to prevent a lynching!”

“ How do you know he’ll go to the 
sheriff?” Bill Prouty demanded. “ Plow 
do you know he won't high-tail it to the 
Black Hills with his buddies?”

“ I had to risk that,”  she said. “ So will 
you !”

“ Come on, fellers!”  someone shouted. 
“ Let’s chase him down!”

Then they were tumbling out the door, 
to their horses. The next minute, the 
sound of pounding hoofs filled Rita’s ears. 
Not till then did she notice Wallace Hale. 
He came up to her, looked down at her 
in his kindly way.

“ If you’d come to me, dear,”  he said, 
“ I ’d have helped you.”

Rita laughed, shakily. “ It all happened 
so quickly,”  she said, “ there wasn’t time. 
How’s Bud?”

"Resting,”  he said, “ but I ’ll be glad 
when the doctor comes.”

“ Doctor!”  Mrs. Lafferty sniffed, and 
got to her feet. “ I ’ll fix the b’y some tea 
to prepare him for the ordeal ahead o ’ 
him!”

Then Rita was alone with Wallace. 
When he slipped his arm about her, gen­
tly, she leaned her coppery head against 
his shoulder. She was tired— so tired. 
But when he bent as if he would kiss 
her, she drew away. Her lips belonged to 
Dave.

“ Please,”  she said, huskily.
“ Dear, you must listen,”  he said. “ I 

know you’re all heartbroken over tonight, 
but you can’t have any love left for a 
man like Dave Benton— a rustler, a 
would-be killer. And, Rita, dear, I love
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you. I ’m asking you to be my w ife !” 
She shook her head. “ Q h -rn o !”  she 

said quickly. “ I ’ll never marry anyone.” 
Wallace laughed, took her in his arms 

again. “ You're the kind of a girl who 
marries,”  he said, “ and why not me? 
It’s the one way to stop folks’ tongues. 
They wouldn’t dare talk about my wife. 
I ’ll ask you again in a few days, for 
I ’m not giving you up, Rita. I ’d teach you 
to love me, darling. After all, if you and 
Bud lose the Arrowhead— ”

She stared up at him. “ Lose the Arrow­
head? W hy— why, what do you mean?” 

“ Didn’t Bud tell you about the notes 
against the ranch ?”

“ But the beef-cattle will pay them,” 
she said. “ Of course!”

Wallace smiled patiently, benignly. 
“ There happen to be too many notes 
against the cattle for that,”  he said. His 
arms tightened. "But don’t worry, 
sweet. Just leave it to me, for I love 
you!”  Then he bent his head and kissed 
her, hard, until her lips felt bruised.

“ That’s good-night, darling,”  he said, 
and pushed her toward the door. “ Now 
you go to bed and rest!”

“ But someone’s coming!”  Hoofbeats 
sounded in the yard.

Wallace glanced out the window. “ It’s 
the sheriff and the doctor— and they’re 
alone. Dave must have missed them,” he 
added dryly. “ Go on, dearest! I ’ll take 
care of the sheriff. Even if Dave did es­
cape, the law’ll have only praise for what 
you tried to d o !”

n P H  AT bruised feeling stayed with Rita 
all through her lonely ride to Dave 

that night. Her heart felt bruised, too. 
Just before she left, she had slipped into 
Bud’s room and found the doctor gone. 
Wallace had ridden back with the sheriff 
to raise another posse to hunt down Dave.

Rita had stood there, looking down on 
Bud’s pale, drawn face. It was worry- 
lined, even in his sleep.

"  ’Tis lucky the b ’y ’s alive,” Laffy wept, 
the tears running in furrows down her 
round cheeks, “ Doc was sayin’ had the 
bullet gone an inch nearer, ’twould have 
pierced his heart, -God save him !”

That thought stayed with Rita, as she 
rode along, laden with provisions. It was 
only luck that Bud still lived. Dave was, 
to all intents, her brother’s killer. Yet she 
was carrying him food, bandages. She was 
all tom  with hurt for him.

It was a hard meeting. This time she 
wouldn’t let Dave take her into his arms, 
though his nearness, the touch of him 
under her hands when she was bandaging 
the ugly wound again, brought a quiver­
ing to her whole body. Her heart pound­
ed, dizzying her, draining her of strength. 
But her voice was steady when she said:

“ I ’m going to stand by you, Dave, help 
you, but we’re enemies. You’ve got to 
know that.”

She was unrolling the blankets she had 
brought when she told him that. She 
heard his quick, indrawn breath, but did 
not look up. She was spreading the blan­
kets, just so, patting them out, in a 
caressing gesture, as if she were admin­
istering to Dave, as her heart longed 
to do.

It was a long moment before Dave 
answered: “ It’s as you say, honey. Y ou ’ve 
the right to make the rules. But I love 
you anyway!”

She looked up at him. In the dim light 
of the candle she had placed on the ledge, 
he was staring down at her, and in his 
face was tenderness and gentleness and a 
great hurt. She stood up.

“ Goodbye, Dave,”  she said quickly, 
knowing she couldn’t stay another minute 
without going to him, loving him. “ I ’ll be 
back.”

“ You needn’t,”  he said, “ if you don’t 
want to, Rita! And thank you, darling, 
for everything!”

Those next few days were a queer 
dim haze to Rita. Only in a vague way
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was she aware of the life about her. She 
helped care for Bud, listened to Laffy’s 
gossip, heard the hands talk of the search 
the sheriff was making for Dave, and was 
conscious of Wallace’s words of love, all 
without any special feelings.

Late each night, she stole to the cave 
with food for Dave. She dressed his 
wound, her hands tingling to the touch 
of him, her whole body throbbing for his 
arms. But in some way she kept aloof, 
and refused to acknowledge the ever-pres­
ent pain in her heart.

They were strangers, she and Dave. She 
was glad that he grew better. But on the 
day she noticed marked improvement, 
sharp fear filled her.

“ What will you do now?” she asked 
him, and pressed her hand against her 
pulsing throat, “ You’ll— ride away?” 
She held her breath, waiting for his an­
swer.

“ Unless you want me to stay.”
“ No !”  She spoke while she had the 

strength. “ I want you to go— quickly!” 
And she hurried away, riding furiously 
toward home.

When she came to the cave the next 
night, Dave was gone. The place was 
empty, and the distant dripping of water 
sounded like tears. Then another sound 
was there . . . the muffled sound of Rita’s 
weeping, echoing and re-echoing through 
the hollowed walls.

CHAPTER FIVE 

Love Comes Riding

T T  W A S  a week later that Rita came 
out of the General Store in town. Her 

chin was set pridefully, her head high, 
but hot tears were just behind her long 
lashes, and turmoil seethed within her. 
Jake North, the storekeeper, had just re­
fused to let the Arrowhead have any more 
credit.

“ I ’m sorry, Rita!”  Jake followed her 
out on the sidewalk. “ But Bud ain’t paid

me a cent in two years. All I got was 
promises, sayin’ he’d pay when he sold 
his beef. Only he never done it.”

“ It’s all right,” Rita said, wanting to 
get away. “ I ’ll see you later,”  and she 
started her horse.

“ Well, if you can raise a mite of 
money— ”

“ What’s the trouble?” a voice inter­
rupted. It was Wallace Hale. Rita 
hadn’t heard him come from the bank 
next door. “ Needing money, Rita? You 
mustn’t forget what banks are for.”

“ I— ” she faltered, but Wallace turned 
to Jake.

“ The Arrowhead credit is good with 
the bank, so let them have what they want, 
and I ’ll take care of the bill. Give him 
your list, Rita, and I ’ll bring the stuff out 
tonight. A  mere matter of business,”  he 
smiled, as she hesitated.

Of course. That’s what it was. A  matter 
of business. Rita handed over the list, 
and was in the saddle, waiting, when W al­
lace came back.

“ Rita, why will you risk such un­
pleasantness,”  he asked gently, “ when 
I ’m ready to save you from such things? 
You need a protector, dear.”

Rita smiled bitterly at that. Her 
thoughts went back to the dark-haired man 
who had wanted the right to protect her, 
and who hadn’t been worthy of her love. 
Always her thoughts were going back to 
Dave, with a yearning that was almost 
unbearable.

“ I want to help you through the bad 
times just ahead, R ita!”  Wallace clasped 
her hand. “ I ’ve done all I can to save 
your home. I ’ve taken over some of the 
notes, personally. But I ’ve got to have the 
real right to act for you— for my w ife!”

“ Oh, I can’t! You’ve got to know— I 
can’t marry anyone!”

He was silent a moment. “ I ’m still not 
taking your answer as final,”  he said. 
“ I ’ll be out to the house tonight. In the 
meantime, I want you to be thinking of
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what would happen to Bud, if he were 
to be turned from his home now. H e’s 
already bitter, a little too much given to 
gambling and drink. Well, anything might 
happen!”

“ But it wouldn’t be fair,”  she cried, 
“ when I don’t love you!”

“ I ’ll take care of that,”  he smiled. “ I'll 
make you love me, after we’re married.”  

She drew a long shuddering breath, 
then gathered up the reins. “ And we’ll 
lose the Arrowhead, then— this week?” 

He nodded. “ You’ve been too dazed to 
talk about it, and I was doing all I could. 
But we’ll go over that, tonight.”

He held her hand for a long moment 
before he let her go, but Rita was scarce­
ly conscious of it. She was trying to 
realize what it would mean to lose the 
Arrowhead, the only home she had ever 
known. But down in her heart she knew 
that losing the ranch meant little to her 
now. All her happiness had gone with 
Dave.

She did have to think of Bud, however. 
As she kept the nervous pinto to a slow 
walk, she tried to look at things clearly, 
but her thoughts were a wild confusion 
of fear and worry. She was filled with a 
loneliness that stretched as far as the dis­
tant horizon. Life without Dave. . . How 
could she go on?

Tears misted her eyes. In a sudden 
rush of feeling, she spurred the pinto. 
Calico reared, streaked down the long 
gray stretches of sage. He bucked a little, 
for he was a mean little creature, with a 
tough mouth and flighty disposition, and 
Rita was jerked out of her daze, getting 
him quieted. Even then when he walked 
on, he shook his head and rolled his eyes 
wickedly.

“D I T A  was nearing the narrow-gauge 
-*-*• railroad when she first noticed that 
her saddle was loose. With an exclama­
tion of annoyance, she started to dismount. 
Just at the moment, a whistle shrieked

nearby, and an engine, with its string 
of rattling, swaying cars, came clattering 
toward them.

Calico snorted, reared. With head 
down, tail streaming, he spurted into a 
mad run.

Rita clenched with her knees, bent over 
the pinto’s head. She pulled as best she 
could, but Calico went faster. Pell-mell, 
hell-bent for nowhere, Rita gained one 
of the stirrups, fought for the other, which 
flopped viciously.

She couldn’t stay on long; she knew 
that. She dug her hands into the mane, 
gripped like death with her knees.

She was in the lava beds now. On each 
side of her were piles of sharp-pointed, 
ugly black rocks , . . and the saddle was 
slipping! In another minute she would be 
flung upon those knife-like rocks!

Then, from behind, came thundering 
hoofbeats. Rita felt an arm about her, 
sweeping her from the saddle. The next 
instant, instead of being pounded to jelly, 
she was being held tightly, in strong safe 
arms.

She looked up. Dave’s eyes were smil­
ing down at her: eyes as blue and as deep 
as the summer sky. She snuggled closer, 
giving herself up to the glorious ecstasy 
of that moment.

“ Dave!”  she whispered in a choked 
voice. “ Dave!”

His arms tightened with wild fervor, 
holding her so close that she could feel 
the thump, thump of his heart beneath her 
cheek.

He bent his head, and Rita lifted her 
face until his lips touched hers. Again 
her bitterness was swept away, like dead 
leaves before a spring wind. Rita forgot 
that this man was a rustler, that he had 
tried to kill her brother; she knew- only 
that she loved him, that life held nothing 
sweet or joyous without him.

“ Rita— Rita!” His voice was desper­
ate,. tender. “ Darling, we’ve got to 
straighten this out!”



COWBOY’S ALMOST-BRIDE 73

“ How can we?”  she cried out, as 
memory lashed like a whip at her heart, 
“ H ow  can anything ever be straightened 
out again?”

“ Poor sweet!” His tones were gentle. 
“ It’s been hard; I know it has. But if I 
can keep my freedom a little longer, I can 
finish-what I started. I— ”

He stopped,' wheeled his horse to scan 
the trail behind them. A  cloud of dust 
hid some rider, who was coming from 
town.

“ Whoever that is,”  Dave said, “ mustn’t 
find me here. Wait. I ’ll get Calico; he’s 
quiet now. Then you ride on, and I ’ll 
cut down the gully, back to the cave. And 
darling”— he was cinching on the saddle 
anew, lifting Rita into it—  “ I want you 
to send Bud down to the springs tonight. 
I think we can clear things up. But till we 
do— ”

He pulled her down then until his lips 
touched hers, touched them like living 
fire. And then he was gone, rocks clatter­
ing as his horse slid into the gully on 
braced feet, and Rita was left to go her 
lonely way.

But the trail was not quite so lonely 
now, for Dave’s kiss tingled on her lips. 
The feeling of his arms about her was 
fresh and sweet. . . .

C H A P T E R  S IX

The Only Love

T T  W A S  supper time when Rita rode 
*  into the ranch lane. From the meager 
provisions left in the larder, Mrs. Lafferty 
had cooked up the meal, and now she 
served it, then withdrew to the kitchen in 
tearful silence. Beans, johnnycake, a 
chocolate cake, the last of the wild honey.

Bud looked up, white-faced. “ So that 
old skinflint wouldn’t let you have any 
more credit?”

“ The groceries will be out, this eve­
ning,”  Rita said calmly. Then, standing 
behind her chair and looking down at her

brother, she said: “ So we’re going to lose 
the Arrowhead, this week!”

Plis mouth twisted. “ W e won’t— unless 
you make us!”

“ What do you mean ?”  She knew Bud 
was suffering, and she wanted to com­
fort him. But she knew she had to be 
hard now in order to help him. “ What can 
I do?”

“ Don’t be a foo l!” lie growled. “ What 
do you suppose Wallace Hale has been 
pickin’ up all our notes for? Cornin’ out 
here, keepin’ things goin’ !”

“ I suppose you mean that he wants to 
marry me,” Rita said slowly. “ And you’re 
for it. After you’ve gambled away our 
home, our cattle, then you want me to 
buy things back for you by marrying a man 
I don’t love, can never love!”

Bud stared at her, then his eyes went 
away. Rita, watching him, saw little 
beads of sweat stand out on his forehead, 
dampening the edge of his auburn hair. 
His hands were trembling.

“ All right,” Bud jerked out at last. “ I 
didn’t think it would be like this, Sis. If 
you can’t love him”— the words came 
painfully— “then let it go. I ’ll— I ’ll do 
what I can to take care of you. I don’t 
want you to marry and be unhappy.”  

“ Oh, B ud!”  Rita ran around, gathered 
his head to her shoulder. “ I don’t care 
whether I ’m happy, or not. It’s you! 
You’re all I ’ve got left. If I could be 
sure that you’d quit all this, the gambling, 
the drinking, then I ’d be happy with W al­
lace ! If keeping the Arrowhead and 
starting over would mean anything, then 
I ’d pay any price!”

“ Oh, I ’d go straight, Rita. I swear it!” 
There was a trace of eagerness in Bud’s 
tones. “ I ’ll do anything, S is!”

For a moment she was silent, looking 
down into his brown eyes. Then : “ You ’ve 
never lied to me, Bud, about anything. 
I ’m going to believe you, now.”

Bud choked up. “ I— I don’t deserve 
it, Sis. Gee, you’re good to me. But I
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promise you I ’ll do anything— anything!” 
“ Will you go down to the springs to­

night and talk with Dave?”  she asked, 
“ He’ll be there, and he wants to see you.” 

“ See m e?”  The softness vanished from 
Bud’s eyes. They were startled, filled 
with fear. “ What does he want with m e?” 

“ I don’t know, but I wish you'd talk 
with him. I ’ll go, too.”

“ N o!”  he jerked out. “ I ’ll go alone! 
And I ’ll go— ”

“ Hush,”  she broke in. “ Somebody’s 
coming, Bud.”

T T  W A S  Wallace, all dressed up, with 
his sandy hair shining as if it had 

been greased.
“ I came early with the groceries,”  he 

smiled, “ for fear you might need them. 
And I was impatient on another score 
— to get the word I ’m after, darling!” 

Something died within Rita as she 
turned her eyes to him in a direct gaze. 
But she wanted to get the words out 
quickly.

“ I ’ve been talking to Bud, Wallace. He 
says that if we can save the Arrowhead, 
he’ll stop the life he’s leading and settle 
down. I don’t love you, Wallace. Per­
haps I never can. But if you want me—  
in exchange for giving the Arrowhead 
back— then I ’ll marry you, any time. And 
I ’ll try to be a good w ife!”

“ Why, my darling!” Wallace strode 
over and took her into his arms. “ You 
couldn’t be anything but good if you 
tried. And don’t worry about loving me. 
I ’ll attend to that!”

His lips touched her cold ones in a 
long passionate kiss. Rita fought to keep 
from turning her face away, from jerking 
loose from his embrace. She was glad 
when Wallace let her go abruptly to turn 
to Bud, who was buckling on his gun- 
belts.

“ Where are you going?”  he asked the 
younger man.

Bud opened the door, flung back his

words. “ Got to see a guy at the springs, 
and I ’m goin' quick and ready!”

“ B ud!”  Rita cried, “ You can’t go to 
Dave like that! You— ”

“ So you’re going to see Dave Benton, 
are you?” Wallace demanded. “ Going to 
let him finish what he started the other 
night!”

Rita caught her breath, remembering 
Dave’s words. " I f  I  can keep my freedom. 
— I can finish what I  started

“ Bud!”  Rita gasped. “ Bud, wait!” 
“ I ’m goin’— goin’ to get it over w ith!” 

Bud shouted, and the door banged shut 
behind him. Then Rita heard his spurs 
jingle faster and faster, as he ran to the 
corrals, as if the devil himself were* after 
him.

“ I ’ll ride along,”  Wallace said. “ It 
wouldn’t be fair to let him go alone.”

“ I suppose not!”  she choked. Nothing 
seemed fair, this minute. Nothing seemed 
worthwhile. She sank to a chair beside 
the kitchen table and buried her head on 
her arms.

“ Wait here, darling!”  Wallace said, 
and she knew that his lips brushed her 
hair. Then he, too, closed the door be­
hind him, and she was left with only the 
ticking clock for company.

Mrs. Lafferty came in. “ W hat’s this?” 
she asked, gloomily. “ W hat’s Bud light- 
in’ out for, an’ him not much more’n out 
o ’ bed? Ridin’ hell-bent-for-leather, an’ 
black fear keepin’ him pace!”

“ He’s gone to the springs,”  Rita said 
slowly. She, too, had caught Bud’s fear. 
“ I wonder what he’s afraid o f !”

It couldn’t be Dave, she told herself. 
Surely, not Dave. . . .

“ I ’m not knowin’ what’s scarin’ the 
lad.”  Mrs. Lafferty wiped tears from her 
eyes. “ Only, whatever it is, will be all 
finished when they come back from the 
springs! I heard Wallace Hale sayin’ 
them words, with his own lips!”  Sniffling, 
Laffy went to her room.

Rita stood up, so suddenly that her
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chair clattered to the floor. Bud and 
Wallace—gone to the springs to finish 
something! With Bud armed and angry!

A  cry escaped Rita’s lips. Her eyes 
widened. From the wall, she pulled down 
her father’s gun-belt, buckled it on, break­
ing the gun to make sure it was loaded. 
Then she was outside, saddling up faster 
than she had ever done before, riding over 
the uneven, short-cut trail to the springs, 
sending her horse along at reckless speed.

She didn’t know just what she was go­
ing to do, except to reach the springs 
ahead of . Wallace and her brother, and 
warn Dave. For though Dave had proved 
himself unworthy of any girl’s love, she 

£knew she still loved him, would love 
him as long as she lived.

C H A P T E R  S E V E N

Heart’s Choice
J

"O I T A  was gaining on the other riders.
She could hear their horses on the 

main trail, when Calico began climbing 
the rocky path that rimmed the canyon. 
She breathed easier.

She almost lost her dread as she rode 
on. The moon was high in the sky, but 
its light still mellowed the earth. A  fresh, 
night-odor came from the sagebrush. The 
saddle squeaked, pleasantly. Nothing evil, 
surely, could happen on a night like this.

In a few moments she would be with 
Dave. Suddenly, as real as if he were 
there with her, Rita imagined she felt 
Dave’s arms about her, felt the blessed 
pressure of his lips against hers. Flaming, 
surging happiness coursed through her 
veins; her heart beat faster. She bent over 
the pinto’s neck and urged him on.

Somehow, in that morhent, it didn’t 
matter what Dave had done. Her heart 
trusted him, believed in him, and she con­
demned herself for ever doubting him, at 
all. Together they would work every­
thing out. If Dave were truly at fault, she 
would forgive him, love him, help him to

make it right. Every woman had the right 
to do that for the man she loved. Even a 
lifetime wouldn’t be too long. A  lifetime 
— with Dave!

Then a shot crackled the stillness.
Rita stopped Calico, staring, wide-eyed, 

into the night. The shot had come from 
the springs.

Another sound echoed now'; hoofbeats 
were drumming up the grade. Rita heard 
the rocks sliding beneath the reckless 
hoofs of a hard-ridden horse.

She kneed Calico off the trail, into the 
shadows, just as a rider went hurtling by. 
The moon was hidden behind a cloud, and 
Rita got no glimpse of the man who urged 
his horse on at such cruel speed. But it 
was not Dave; that much she knew. Her 
heart would have recognized his lean, 
saddle-easy figure.

She had to find Dave. The rider was 
past, now, and Rita urged the pinto down 
the grade, down the tracks the other had 
made, coming up. Plunging, slipping, 
Calico came at last to the springs.

For a moment, she could see nothing 
there. She just sat her saddle, looking 
around desperately, her heartbeats sound­
ing like a drum in her ears.

Then her horror-filled eyes spied the 
huddled heap on the ground.

She jumped down from the saddle, bent 
over the figure that lay sprawled, face 
downward, on the hard earth. On the 
back of his shoulder was a small bullet- 
hole, with blood flowing down his flannel 
shirt. Rita didn’t need to turn him over 
to know who it was.

“ Dave!” she choked.
She bent and kissed him, held him 

cradled for a moment, before she snatched 
off her own kerchief, tried to staunch the 
bleeding. She didn’t hear returning hoof­
beats, until a rock-shower clattered down 
the canyon wall, almost upon her.

Rita turned, holding Dave’s head pro­
tectively on her left arm, while with her 
right she drew her gun, levelled it toward
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the rider who leaped from the saddle.
The moon came out in time to save him, 

for it showed Bud’s face, white and tor­
tured, framed with disheveled auburn hair. 

“ Bud 1" Aghast, Rita lowered the gun. 
“ Go ahead, shoot!”  he husked. “ I de­

serve i t ! I came back, hopin’ somebody 
would shoot me. I had to kill him, Sis, but 
I couldn’t run away. I— I couldn’t !” 

“ Bud, you didn’t do this!”  Despair 
surged in Rita’s voice, as she tried again 
to staunch the bleeding. “ You couldn’t !”

*T 'H E  boy’s breath came in long shud- 
dering sobs. “ I shot wide at the last 

minute, but he m oved! Dave moved, then 
he fell. And he’s dead. I killed him !”

Rita tried to speak, to tell him that Dave 
wasn’t dead, that he had just now stirred 
in her arms, but Bud went on, hoarsely. 
“ I never meant to kill him. I shot him, 
then started to run away. Wallace gave 
me money enough to get to Mexico, but 
I had to come back. I ’ll give myself up, 
Sis! I ’ll tell everything. I lied to you, 
Rita. On the night of the weddin’, I lied 
to you for the first time. Dave kept quiet 
to protect me, but I lied, and— ”

Once again a gun barked. Bud’s words 
ended in a choking moan. His bony- 
wristed hand clawed at his side. He turned 
slightly and fell, his face toward Rita.

“ Got to tell anyway, Sis!”  he choked 
out. “ I was the rustler, not Dave. I piled 
up gambling debts, big ones, with W al­
lace. Then I cut out a few of Dave’s cattle 
to pay them off! Wallace found it out, 
and held it over me. He’s bled me ever 
since! I was a fool— and scared, Rita, so 
I done what Wallace said to d o ! I rustled 
with Len Swarky! Made Wallace rich! 
And all the time he was after me, leechin’ 
me. He wanted the ranch— and you!”  

“ It’s all right, Bud!” Rita tried desper­
ately to soothe him. “ Just knowing Dave 
didn’t do it, makes everything right. W e ’ll 
work things out, B ud!”

“ Sure! But I can’t make up for what

happened on your weddin’ night. Dave 
caught us rustlin’— Len and me. He 
caught us there with W allace! Dave shot 
me before he knew who I was. He shot 
Len, too— and Len almost got h im ! Then 
Wallace said we had to lie— or be hung!
I hated to lie, Sis, an' now I ’m tellin— ” 

“ It’s all right, Bud! All right,”  Rita 
soothed, as if he were a very young child.

“ I was a fool, because I was scared!” 
Bud babbled. “ But I ’m past that! I want 
you—-to be happy, S is ! I— ”

Some warning inner tiring made Rita 
glance up— into the deadly eyes of W al­
lace Hale. He had slipped from the brush, 
and his gun was leveled at Bud.

YV7ITH the quickness of a wild cat, Rita 
”  moved. One instant she was kneel­

ing between the two wounded men. The '  
next, she had used her bent knee as a 
spring, and was hurtling herself straight 
at Wallace Hale.

She caught his arm, threw him off- 
balance for the fraction of a second, but 
only for that small heartbeat of time. 
Then Wallace Hale swung her around, 
into the vise-like grip of his left arm, held 
her there so tightly that she could make 
only a feeble struggle against him.

“ You killer!” She had to keep his at­
tention from Dave, who might stir again, 
at any time, and Wallace mustn’t know 
that Dave still lived. "Y ou ’ll hang for 
this— for everything!”

Wallace laughed. “ Oh, no, sweet. Bud 
and Dave’ll be through talkin’, and folks’ll 
think Bud killed Dave, then lost his grit 
and shot himself, like the white-livered 
brush-rabbit he is ! I got to finish what I 
started. I ’ll get your ranch, and you 
thrown in! You see, darling, I always 
finish what I start 1”

“ You think I ’d marry you?”
“ I know you won’t! I ’m takin’ you 

away tonight, sweet. I ’m keepin’ you, till 
you’ll be beggin’ me to marry you ! Y ou ’re 
mine!”  His hot breath was on her cheek.
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Still holding Rita, so tight that her 
Breath was a rasp in her throat, he took 
steady aim at Bud, who stared back, 
white-faced.

“ Go on!”  Bud jerked out. “ Shoot! 
Only you can’t harm Rita! I won’t let 
you. Even if I ’m gone, I still— won’t.”

Wallace thumbed back the hammer of 
the gun.

“ You— devil!” Desperately, Rita strug­
gled to throw herself between Bud and 
that evil gun. “ You— ”

Her voice was lost in the report of a 
gun that barked just a second before Wal­
lace pulled the trigger. The fire in Wal­
lace’s gun spat harmlessly into the air. 
Rita was abruptly released, as Wallace 
coughed, walked two steps, then fell like 
a half-full meal-sack, to the ground.

Whirling, Rita saw Dave raised pain­
fully on one elbow, trying to grin.

“ Reckon you got a job on your hands, 
darling,”  he said. “ Gettin’ us shot-up 
cripples home.”

Rita’s laughter was flavored with sobs. 
She was down on her knees, holding him 
close. “ Dave, Dave 1”  she cried, joyously. 
“ You’re going to dive, and forgive me . . . 
because I love you so !”

T T  W A S N ’T  much of a job, after all, get- 
* ting the wounded men home. Bud’s 
wound was only a deep graze, and once it 
was bandaged with his own kerchief, he 
was able to ride back to the ranchhouse, 
and get the men to come with the buck- 
board, and to send for the sheriff.

Tw o hours later, the sheriff hauled the 
badly-wounded young banker away, the 
doctor riding along with him. Back home, 
Bud was left at ease, his conscience cleared 
by confession, his heart lightened by for­
giveness. He lay in bed, fast asleep, the 
drawn lines already erased from his face.

Dave was in bed, too, and over him 
Rita spread the sunflower quilt that had 
been her mother's best.

“ Rita!”  Dave’s hand held hers, tightly, 
“ Darling sweet, did you mean what you 
said at the springs tonight, about still 
lovin’ me?”

She nodded her flaming head.
“ Then say it again, honey.”
“ I love you, Dave,” she smiled. “ Love 

you— love you !” Then, with a little rush, 
she went on. “ But I don’t deserve your 
forgiveness! The way I doubted you. And 
tonight, Bud shooting you— ”

“ Bud only thinks he shot me,” Dave 
said soberly. “ Wallace Hale did it, when 
Bud’s shot went wild. And a lot of what’s 
happened has been my fault. I knew Bud 
was rustlin’, suspected Hale was behind 
it, but I thought that, once I was Bud’s 
brother, I could straighten things.”

“ And then— we were all against you ! 
Her voice broke. “ You hadn't a chance!” 

“ Bud was my chance,”  Dave said. “ I 
knew the kid would come straight, once 
I got well enough to meet him— alone.”  

“ And you didn’t even get that chance,” 
Rita breathed. “ Wallace went with him.” 

“ It’s all past, now, darling!”  Dave 
reached up one arm, drew Rita closer. 
“ W e’ll let Bud run the Arrowhead by 
himself, pick up those notes at the bank, 
and settle everything. And there’ll be 
another wedding, with my bride all in her 
white gown— everything just right!” 

Rita’s eyes were starry. “ Something 
old, something new!”  she quoted. “ I know 
now what that really means! It’s love, 
unchanging.”

",Something borrowed, something blue!”  
Dave teased.

“ It’s the happiness— borrowed from 
heaven,”  Rita said, her voice husky with 
the joy that held her. “ True blue, always. 
“ And a bit of gold . . . it’s the gold in her 
life! Love— the only real gold.”

She bent down until her lips touched 
Dave’s, and knew she had spoken rightly. 
Love was as old as time . . .  as new as this 
latest kiss.

THE END



Feudists’ Love Runs W ild
By Jack Sterrett

SUE B R O W N  awoke vrith the sud­
den choking feeling that something 
was wrong. She kicked off her 

blankets and ran into the front room of 
the little homestead shanty, without both­

ering about a light. She went to her 
father’s bed. It was empty.

Her father had gone to kill Zeke Tan­
ner! Sue was sure o f it. He had come 
home from Trailhead a little tipsy, grum-

7 killed your daddy!”  
On a wild black night 
o f frontier feud, the tall 
young Texan Sue loved  
sp o ke  those  fa t e fu l  
w o rd s — and still she 
prayed that he’d take 
her in his blessed arms 
and make her dream- 

romance come true!

78
Slowly her eyes lifted to R oy ’s dark bitter face.
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bling about Tanner. He had been growling 
about Tanner for clays. And now he had 
sneaked out. He had headed for the crude 
camp that Tanner had set up since driving 
his longhorns up the trail from Texas two 
months ago.

With frantic fingers, Sue managed to 
light the lamp. Its teetery chimney crashed 
to the floor as she lifted it, but the smoky 
snaking flame was enough. Her father’s 
long Frontier-model sixgun was gone 
from its hook by fne door. Sue smothered 
the cry that leaped to her throat.

Lamp in hand, Sue darted back to her 
roortf. Kerosene slopped out as she 
plunked the lamp on the floor and snatched 
for clothes. A  boy’s shirt, trousers, boots 
— there was no time for more. She hur­
ried out of the house and to the corral.

Her dad, Andy Brown—and Zeke Tan­
ner! Trouble between them had started 
in Texas before she was born. Andy and 
Zeke had fought originally over a woman, 
then had rustled each other’s stock. They 
had shot at each other a dozen times in 
twenty years. Andy had pulled out first, 
heading north with his motherless daugh­
ter. But Zeke was here now with his son, 
swearing that no yellow-bellied snake of 
a Brown wa&vgojng to keep him from 
settling where;:K§.rwished.

There was no time for Sue to head for 
Trailhead, and it was two miles to the 
ranch pf Tam Grainger, the new sheriff- 
cattlpman. If she went for help she would 
be too late. Maybe she was too late al­
ready. Maybe her father had already 
killed Zeke Tanner!

Sue sobbed wildly and tried to ride 
faster. Her little .sorrd made the effort 
gamely but was already outreaching him­
self. Sue’s hair blew in a wild mass behind 
her. Her knees, unprotected by leather, 
were ripped and torn by savage brush as 
§he plunged recklessly cross-country. She 
felt no hurt. She was breathless with wild 
haste.

A t the foot o f the rise below Tanner’s

camp, the exhausted pony struck a stone 
and lunged. Sue was thrown, striking 
earth with a lung-smashing shock. 
Stunned, aching for breath, she tried to 
scramble up the hill afoot.

Her voice was a gasping sob : “ D ad! 
Dad ! Come back!”

She labored up the hill toward the big 
crude tent, ghostly in the dark. She stum­
bled and fell, somehow got up again. W hy 
had she heard no shots ? She was too late! 
Her ears roared, her heart trying to leap 
clear out of her chest. There was a light 
bobbing before her eyes.

It was a lantern in Roy Tanner’s hand. 
Roy was running down the hill toward 
her, with nothing on but his boots and 
trousers. Sue snatched at him.

“ R o y ! Where’s dad ? He came up here.”  
Roy’s young tanned face was a piece 

o f dark stone. The light o f the lantern 
in his hand threw his features upward in 
jagged bitterness. He did not meet Sue’s 
gaze. He said nothing.

Sue pounded his bronzed chest. 
“ Where’s dad?”

Roy’s lips moved stiffly. “ He killed pop 
— rammed ’im in the back with a slug. 
Pop never had a chanct!” The boy was 
motionless as stone.

Sue’s thudding heart leaped up and 
sank. Her stomach turned over. Fear 
suddenly returned. “ But where’s dad ? 
He didn’t get hurt?”

Roy stood stiff against her clutching 
hands. “ Yeah— he got hurt.”  Suddenly 
his voice broke wildly. “ I hope he’s dead!” 

Sue jerked away. For the first time, 
she saw the long-barreled sixgun clutched 
rigidly in Roy’s hand.

“ R oy! You— didn’t shoot dad?”
“ I hope he’s dead!” Roy yelled passion­

ately. “ Damn ’im, he never gave pop a 
chanct!”

C U E  stood for an instant, her face 
^  drained and white. She lifted her 
hands and dropped them, a sob torn from
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her throat. With a wheeling startled mo­
tion, she turned and ran up the hill.

Roy followed. Expressionless and mo­
tionless, like a man of dark stone again, 
he stood and looked down on her agony.

After a time Sue ceased to cry. She 
slipped down in the dark brown grass and 
her sobs died gradually away. She held 
only the growing coldness of her father’s 
thin lifeless hand between the warmth of 
her soft and living palms. She had man­
aged to close his eyes. Perhaps he had 
died instantly. It was just as well— if he 
had to d ie !

Slowly, as if the coldness o f death 
crept up from her father’s unlovely hand 
through her veins to her heart, an ugly 
icy fury spread through her. Slowly her 
eyes lifted to R oy ’s dark bitter face. She 
arose and faced him.

Her words were a freezing bitter stream, 
falling drop by drop on his face of stone.

Roy stood motionless. His eyes were 
opaque and dead. He was seeing nothing 
with them. Finally the girl’s blazing words 
came to an end. He twitched his shoulders 
uneasily and shoved the sixgun into a hip- 
pocket of his trousers. His chest looked 
smooth and hard and yellow in the light 
o f the lantern. But still his eyes saw 
nothing.

“ Reckon I ’ll never know,”  Roy said 
tonelessly, “ why I loved you from the 
minute I first saw you. Reckon if I never 
had loved you, my pop an’ yours would 
still be alive. They shouldn’t have hated 
so much. They were too old for hard 
hatin’.”

Sue laughed wildly. “ So you loved me 
— and never told! But still, your father 
and mine found out and were bound to 
finish their hate before you spoke to me. 
You mooned around me, and it was plain 
to both o f them. Anybody could have 
told. Actiifg like a moony calf!”

She taunted him with hatred. Her wide 
sweet mouth was thin with bitterness. He 
had killed her father.

Far down, deep beneath the opaque un­
seeing surface o f R oy ’s eyes, something 
hot began to grow. He seemed less like 
stone now, and more like flesh. Suddenly 
he looked directly down into her eyes, and 
the heat beneath his gaze flared up. He 
seized her by the shoulders, dropping his 
lantern. The lantern smashed out against 
the ground.

“ I don’t care,”  Roy yelled. “ I ’m glad 
I killed ’im— the way he went for pop!”

His fingers bit deep into her shoulders. 
He was strong. His chest and neck swelled 
up and his fingers bit in like steel. To 
keep from screaming, Sue set her teeth.

“ He killed my pop!” Roy cried. “ A n ’ 
it’s all your fault, a-makin’ me love you! 
They was too old to hate hard. It wasn’t 
until they began to find out that I an’ you 
was in love. I didn’t want to love you. 
I an’ you— a Tanner an’ a Brown 1”

Sue tore herself away from his fingers.. 
Like ice, again, her scorn began to drip 
heavily.

They were unconscious o f the dark, un­
conscious now of the huddled bodies o f 
the two old men, just beyond their feet 
in the grass. They were unconscious of 
the queer ghastly glow that had begun to 
beat through the dark.

“ Speak for yourself,”  scorned Sue. “ I 
and you— and love!”  Again her laughter 
mocked him.

Quite suddenly, R oy’s eyes were stone 
again. His arms whipped out and jerked 
her from her feet. He crushed her to his 
hard arching chest and placed his lips on 
hers.

Sue kicked and scratched. She tried to 
scream, but her voice was choked away. 
A  hootowl was startled from the brush 
up the dark side o f the hill. It flopped 
across the forehead of a yellow moon.

Suddenly Sue fought no more. She was 
limp and exhausted in Roy’s arms, her 
forehead on his shoulder, an aching sob 
in her throat. For they couldn’t hate each 
other, she and Roy. She understood that
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clearly, understood that nothing but their 
love would ever matter. They simply—  
couldn’t hate.

6 4 0 U E !”  Roy sobbed suddenly. “ Oh,
^  G od! Why did I have to kill your 

dad?”
“ It’s all right,”  Sue said gently. “ It’s 

all right.”  Her hand was soothing his 
cheek where she had scratched him. “ It’s 
all right, Roy.”

Suddenly she stiffened. The strange 
light which had been flickering through 
the dark had at last forced itself upon her 
attention, like a red warning.

“ R oy !”  She jerked away. “ R oy! Our 
house is on fire!”  She remembered the 
lamp that had sloshed kerosene on her 
bedroom floor. “ Our house is on fire!”

Roy said nothing. He seemed unable 
to comprehend. His eyes stared dazedly 
down the hill, skipped the tops of the 
rolling hills and saw the distant flare of 
the flames.

Sue turned and ran toward the big tent. 
She snatched at clothing and thrust it into 
R oy’s stumbling hands. She slipped the 
sixgun from the pocket at his hip, but he 
failed to notice.

“ You’ll have to run,”  Sue cried. “ W e 
didn’t see. W e don’t know how long it’s 
been burning. Tam Grainger’U notice. 
He’ll be on his way.”

Roy looked dumbly at the clothing in 
his hands. He began to pull his shirt over 
his head. Sue ran excitedly a little way 
down the hill and back.

“ Hurry! Hurry, R oy! Don’t you un­
derstand ? Grainger’ll come here and find 
your father and mine. You’ll have to ride! 
Ride down the hill and across the wallows. 
Head across the buffalo canyons and into 
the desert. You know the big ship rock? 
I ’ll come for you there in a day, and 
Tarn’ll never catch you. I ’ll hold him here 
tonight.”

R oy ’s mind refused to move. His eyes 
held fast to her face as he backed toward

the flimsy pole corral beyond the tent. 
There was a groping wondering look in 
his gaze.

“ Sue! You aren’t hating me? You 
love m e?”

Sue dragged him almost bodily to the 
corral. “ Saddle up, Roy— and ride!”

“ All right,”  he nodded. “ You ’ll be safe 
with Tam. But if you don’t come for me, 
I ’ll come for you.”

She left him swiftly saddling a horse, 
a part of the blackness of the corral. She 
returned to the tent and picked up his gun. 
She went out to the bodies o f the two old 
men, queer clods of darkness in the grass. 
She sat down beside them, the gun in 
her lap, and watched the distant fire across 
the hills.

The moon was red with smoke. With 
her face turned to the light, Sue simply 
sat and waited. There was an oddly rest­
ful feeling in her chest as she groped with 
her fingers until she found her father’s 
hand. Its stiffness shocked her, but she 
did not recoil. That feeling in her chest 
had bred an acceptance o f his death, of 
anything which now might come.

“ I ’m sorry, Dad,”  she murmured. “ I ’m 
sorry Roy did it. But I can't feel it very 
much. Can you understand— just a little? 
It’s your own fault that you came here 
with hate in your heart— and died.”

r p H E  distant fire died out as Sue wait- 
■*" ed. A  hound bayed. Somebody 

shouted. The black figures o f two horse­
men and a hound suddenly came up the 
hill. Sue did not get up. One o f the men 
cursed and held up a lantern, throwing its 
strong yellow light on her expressionless 
face,

“ Look here! By jeepers, what’s this ?”
The two men stared down at her. She 

stood up, and the hound sniffed at her and 
bristled at the corpses. Above the glare 
of the lantern, Sue saw the faces of the 
men standing out as though they had no 
bodies. Tam Grainger and Lew Schindler,
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Tam’s hired man, Tam’s stare was 
straight, honest and hard, as clean as the 
gleam of the silver star on his vest. But 
ugly Lew Schindler’s mouth sagged down 
as he stared at the rip in Sue’s trousers 
above her knee. He looked down and away 
from her eyes.

“ Hell t”  big Tam Grainger said. “ It 
doesn’t make sense. What did your daddy 
come up here to git killed for? I warned 
’im to stay away from Tanner.”

“ He didn’t come to get killed,”  Sue said 
stonily. “ He came to kill Zeke Tanner.”

Tam and Lew slid down from their 
horses.

“ I told dad,”  said Sue, staring into 
Tam’s steady gray eyes, “ that if he didn’t 
forget his hate for Tanner, I ’d leave him. 
I told him that I was in love with Roy, 
and that Roy had asked me to marry him. 
Dad swore he’d kill Zeke Tanner. He 
said that if he killed Zeke, Roy wouldn’t 
have me. I told dad I ’d kill him— my own 
dad— if he did that. Well, I ’ve done it.” 
Her fingers caressed R oy’s gun.

Tam Grainger held out his hand and 
she gave up the gun. He looked at it 
steadily for awhile, his big thumb rubbing 
the initials R. T. that were scratched on 
the butt. There was a queer look in his 
eyes when he stared at her again. But 
Sue had no interest in what Tam believed 
or did not believe. Roy would get away. 
She was making time for him. No hound 
nor posse could follow him, once he had 
crossed the desert and into the badlands.

“ Where’s R oy?”  Tam grunted.
Sue shrugged. “ I don’t know. He was 

in Trailhead today. I saw him go down 
the trail.”

Tam looked at Lew Schindler. “ Did 
you see Roy in town today?”

Lew’s eyes were fixed on Sue’s boots. 
His gaze flickered to hers for an instant. 
“ Yeah,”  said Lew. “ Reckon I saw Roy 
in town— late.”  He looked quickly and 
carefully away and spat tobacco juice into 
the dark grass.

Tam Grainger looked hard at the gun 
in his hands. He stared at the crumpled 
forms of the old men.

“ Put ’em in the tent,”  he ordered the 
hulking Schindler. He looked at Sue 
again. “ W e’ll take you to my house. My 
wife’ll take care of you tonight. I  don’t 
believe a word you said.”

Sue shrugged. It meant nothing to her, 
except that they were not looking for Roy. 
By the time they reached Grainger’s, Roy 
would be miles on his way. She felt no 
gratitude to Lew Schindler because he 
had lied for her. Lew was beneath her 
contempt.

T\TRS. G R AIN G ER received her kindly 
'L’ A  and without questions. Sue was 
grateful for that. She was grateful, too, 
when the gaunt sheriff’s wife, with a mur­
mured apology, locked her in a small back 
bedroom. She was glad to be alone with 
her own thoughts and away from Schind­
ler’s shifting gaze.

Sue sat in darkness on the edge of a 
cot and thought about Roy. Roy had not 
dreamed o f the story she would tell or 
he would never have gone. She was glad 
that he had been too dazed to think clearly. 
He would come back when she did not 
come to meet him.

Her tired mind refused to go further. 
She had done as much as she had on nerve 
alone, and now she felt collapsed. One 
thing she knew, she would have to con­
vince Tam Grainger that she was guilty. 
Yes, somehow, she would have to prove 
that before Roy came back. Tam had not 
believed her.

Sue had no way of knowing how long 
she sat there in the dark. . . . An hour, 
two hours maybe. Her mind weaved 
slowly, her breath coming quick and soft 
whenever she thought of Roy. Suddenly 
she was aware of a scraping sound at the 
shutters o f the one small window which 
locked her in. Quickly alert and rigid, she 
saw the shutters moved aside, to reveal a
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small square of star-studded sky. She 
moved swiftly to the opening.

Lew Schindler’s breath came in to her, 
sharp and sour with whiskey. She saw 
the shape o f his hulking head.

His whisper was hoarse, his words 
thick. “ I been sweet on you for a long 
time, Sue. Ain’t I as good as that Tanner 
kid? Suppose I let you get away. You 
an’ me could go off sotnewheres. I ’d 
marry you.”

Sue’s answer was to scramble quickly 
through the window and drop to the 
ground beside him. Her mind rioted. She 
could handle this drunken fool. She could 
— and she would 1

She heard Lew’s hoarse gratified 
chuckle, felt his huge rough paws fum­
bling at her. With sudden savage energy, 
she pushed at him with all her strength 
and he reeled away from her, stumbling 
clumsily backward in the dark. Wheeling, 
Sue ran like a deer around a corner of 
the house.

Schindler uttered a lurid curse, and 
lurched after her. As he lumbered around 
the comer, a large black shadow loomed 
up and there was the sound of a shocking 
blow. Schindler crashed heavily forward 
on his face.

Sue heard the sound of his fall. Peer­
ing wildly over her shoulder as she ran 
toward Grainger’s, corral, she saw nothing. 
There was no sound, no movement. 
Schindler was not getting up, not follow­
ing her.

Her breath was caught on a gasping

sob. The great fool must have stumbled 
and knocked himself unconscious. Pray 
God that he had!

A U N T big-boned Mary Grainger 
”  watched her square-jawed husband 
for a long time in silence after he came 
in and seated himself, without speaking 
or turning up the barely-glowing lamp. 
He stared speechlessly at his smashed 
huge-knuckled right hand.

“ Tam,”  Mary Grainger said softly, “ do 
you think Sue’ll have sense enough to 
stop at Tanner’s tent and pick up the 
money Roy’s father kept hidden there?” 

Tam looked at her queerly. “ Sue thinks 
fast,”  he grunted. “ I reckon mebbe she’ll 
attend to that. I reckon Tanner had 
enough so’s Sue an’ Roy can git clear 
away an’ make a clean start somewhere.” 

His wife smiled softly. “ You did 
right, Tam. There’s no call for Roy and 
Sue to suffer because of the crazy hate of 
those two old fools, their fathers. You 
did right to let Sue escape.”

Tam stared, his face expressionless. “ I 
didn’t let Sue escape!” he grunted sharp­
ly. “ Lew Schindler turned her loose.” He 
glowered at the broken skin on his big 
knuckles. “ I bashed Lew awful hard for 
that. I reckon he’ll never understand 
what hit 'ini. But I ’ll have to fire 'im. 
He’s bad. A n ’ I got to uphold the law 
around here.”

Mary Grainger smiled softly again. 
“ You’re a good lawman, Tam. You’re the 
best sheriff this district ever had.”



Dark-IT rail Saddlemates
By Christopher Dane

In a gunman’s laughing eyes, brave little Sally York read the glorious, 
exciting future that was hers, if she dared ride the moonlit danger trails 
beyond the law. . . . And, in the flaming cross-fire of guns outside a 

raided bank, she made her tragic choice!
84
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AFTERW ARD , Sally York couldn’t 
remember whom she was dancing 
with when she looked up and saw 

the stranger standing there in the door­
way, He was taller than the others at that 
end of the low-ceilinged hall. That may 
have been why she noticed him in the first 
place. But the thing that held her, that set 
a strange little pulse throbbing in her 
throat, was the self-possessed, almost ar­
rogant, set- of his head— and those laugh­
ing eyes of his.

They were on her.
Sally lad  tried to look away. Certain­

ly she had never seen him before. He was 
probably grinning at some joke the tough 
little- hardcase beside him had made, and 
in a second he would turn and answer. 
But he did not turn. Confused, she smiled 
uncertainly. Then was more confused 
than ever, and could feel a warm flush 
counting to her cheeks.

- - h  She breathed a little sigh of relief when 
another couple glided across that mag­
netic, demanding line of vision. She knew 
she was being silly, but for that one chao­
tic moment she had had the childish, rea­
sonless notion that those insistent, reckless 
happy eyes were only inches from her 
own, and that she was smiling up into 
them.

Then the way opened again, a fiddle 
and drum swung into a lively bar, and 
she saw him coming across the floor— 
toward her. He was tall and lean, and 
there was a lithe, strong grace to his 
'stride. From his garb, he might have been 
an ordinary puncher, but the two filled 
holsters strapped low on his thighs marked 
him for something other than a thirty-a- 
month cowboy.

She must not let him dance with her. 
Folks would talk if Sally York, whose 
father was running for sheriff, was seen 
dancing with a stranger, a man who 
packed two guns. Breathlessly, her lips 
tried to say, “ No,”  when he touched the 
arm of her cowboy partner, but her heart

would not frame the word. And then she 
was in his arms.

“ So here I am.” The warm breath of 
his words played through her golden silk 
hair.

Her heartbeat quickened. She forced 
her eyes up above the checked flannel 
horizon of his breast. Somehow her feet 
kept moving in response to his lead, fol­
lowing the music vaguely.

“ Do you always smile like that,”  he 
asked, with a laugh, “ when you want 
somebody to cut in ?”

He was making fun of her! It was like 
a chilling cloudburst on her stampeding 
heart. “ Why, the very idea 1”  she gasped. 
“ I most certainly did not want you to cut 
in! W hy!”

“ But you smiled,”  he said, blandly con­
fident, those maddening eyes of his grin­
ning down into hers.

“ I did nothing of the sort!” She was 
furious at herself for not simply disen­
gaging herself and walking away. “ Do 
you think I ’d smile at a gunman, or at any 
man I did not know?”

“ You smiled at me, anyway.”
“ After next week,” she flared, “ men 

like you won’t even be allowed here. When 
my father is elected sheriff, there won’t 
be any gun-t6ters at the Cross River 
dances.”  But the anger was going fast. 
That last ended weakly, uncertainly, under 
the crystal blue, almost hypnotic, power 
of those eyes that looked down into hers. 
“ Anyway,”  she added lamely, “ even if I 
did smile, it was because I thought I knew 
you.” She turned her head down and drew 
decorously back as they swung with the 
music.

“ You do— now. I ’m Jim Stanton, and 
I ’m here looking for your father.” His 
head bent to her ear then, and his whis­
pered, “ Now will you stop pouting?”

There it was again, that wild pulse in 
her throat. Why, just to hear him speak 
set it pounding. She closed her eyes, to 
shut out the rest of the world . . . .
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HP HE music stopped. Reluctantly Sally 
*• drew out of his arms, as the laughing, 

chattering couples drifted off the floor. 
They were her friends, these others—  
booted riders from the nearby ranches, 
town girls and boys she had grown tip 
with, neighbors she saw and talked with 
every day in the year. But now she was 
actually afraid one of them would come 
over to speak to hex'—and bring her tum­
bling back from this glorious dream.

“ Do— do you want to go outside?” she 
asked tremulously. “ It’s so warm in here.”  
She knew that sounded silly, like the sort 
of thing a schoolgirl might have said. But 
you can’t tell a man you’ve known only 
five minutes that you want to be alone 
with him, out under the western stars, far 
from the prying eyes of people who 
wouldn’t understand.

“ Yes, you little angel.”  And something 
in his voice told her he had read the secret 
locked in her heart. “ You know, Sally 
York, you are a little angel.”

“ You know my name,”  she said, won- 
deringly, as he led her out through the 
side door into the soft, rich starlight. Then 
she remembered he had said he was look­
ing for her father.

“ Yes. But it wouldn’t matter especially 
if I didn’t. I could go through the rest of 
my bom  days just calling you ‘honey’ or 
‘sweetheart’ or something. Would you 
mind that, honey?”

He was holding her off at arm’s length, 
his two hands grasping her soft bare arms 
just below the shoulders. Even in this ob­
scure light she could detect the faint grin 
wrinkles at the corners of his eyes. She 
wished he wouldn’t laugh when he said 
things like that.

“ No, Jim Stanton,” she said softly, so­
lemnly. “ I wouldn’t mind.”

Then those long, powerful arms of his 
were around her. His lips were warm 
against hers. A  dizzying riot of flame 
swept her senses. Her breasts ached under 
the pressure of his lean, hard body. She

tried to close her eyes, but found them 
staring up, fascinated, half-frightened, into 
his. And his were laughing no longer; 
they were hungry and pleading.

He drew breath. “ You sweet! You 
darling!” he whispered. Then her lips 
lifted brazenly to claim his again.

What wickedness was this? Her singing 
nerve ends told her it was no wickedness 
at all, but the sweet, glorious paradise of 
her dreams. But love couldn’t come like 
this, like a rushing, all-engulfing flood 
sweeping through the foothill arroyos. 
This couldn’t be love, this sudden fire and 
ice dancing through her veins. Yet she 
knew it was. Other girls might pick their 
way carefully to the Eden of love— but for 
her, it had come, wildly, blindingly, in the 
flash of a stranger’s smile.

Abruptly the pressure of his arms eased, 
and his head drew back. Sally clutched 
his shirt front, clinging to him. Her knees 
felt like soft rubbery things that would 
never hold her weight again.

“ Jim 1”  she breathed. “ Jim, do you—  
do you feel the way I do? You do love 
me, Jim !”

The expression on his face startled her. 
The heavy twin grooves of a frown pen­
ciled up from betwen his brows. There 
was a set, hard look to his mouth. Had 
she done something to anger him? Did he 
think her a brazen coquette for giving her 
lips so freely, so willingly? Couldn’t he 
see in her eyes that she loved him?

“ I ’m sorry I did that,”  he said, and his 
voice was remote as the wind across snow­
capped mountain peaks.

“ Sorry?”  Sally repeated weakly. “ Jim, 
there isn’t anything to be sorry about—  
or ashamed about.”  And, to herself, she 
added, “ There can’t be— when two people 
are in love.”

“ You don’t understand.”  He reached 
up and took her hands and gently broke 
their hold on his shirt front. “ I forgot for 
a minute,”  he said. “ I ’m sorry. You—• 
you just don’t understand.”
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•ft/f lSERABLY, Sally York thought she 
did understand. He didn’t love her! 

He’d just been playing at love! She felt 
shamed, unclean. She wanted to run away, 
to some place where she would be all by 
herself, and could cry her heart out. She 
wanted to slip back into the leather riding 
skirt she had worn, coming in to the 
dance, and get Bluebell from the stable out 
back, and ride at a full run across the
prairies . . . .

But, instead, she laughed. He had been 
laughing when he crossed the floor to 
dance with her; she laughed now. She 
couldn’t trust herself with words, but may­
be that would convince him how little it 
mattered, how little she cared.

“ Stop that," he said brusquely, harshly. 
He grasped her shoulder and shook her. 
“ All this isn’t in the bargain." She looked 
at him wonderingly. “ I came here tonight 
to see your father— to give him a break. 
I didn’t come here to get mixed up with 
you. I ’m going to lead him to the hideout 
of the Gila Kid. Your father isn’t at the 
Bent Arrow. I tried there. Where is he ?”

So that was it! Didn’t want to ‘get 
mixed up’ with her, indeed! He had come 
to her only because of her father. She 
herself meant nothing to him. All right, 
if that’s the way he wanted it . . . But 
why should he, obvious’ / a gunman, want 
to lead her father to the Gila Kid, one of 
his own kind ? If he’d been double-cross­
ing a fellow bandit, wouldn’t he have gone 
to Sheriff Bgscom, rather than to her fa­
ther? Her father was no lawman— yet.

“ If you know so much about the Gila 
Kid,”  she said, loftily, “ you ought to know 
that father would be with the posse that’s 
chasing him. I suppose they’re down 
around the Border by now, unless they’ve 
caught up with him. He was supposed to 
have headed south this afternoon, after 
stopping the Red Butte stage. But why 
isn’t it the sheriff you want to see, if 
you ’ve decided to turn in the— your 
friend, the Gila K id?"

There was a tight, inscrutable, know­
ing little smile at his lip corners. ‘ ‘You've 
got it all figured out, I see . . . .  No, they 
haven’t caught up with him yet.”

Pie knew too much about this Gila Kid. 
Yet, strangely, she was sorry for the way 
she had flared up at him. He made her 
feel like a little girl who has been scolded, 
when he talked like that. Even if he was 
an outlaw, he had asked her a decent, civil 
question, and she had snapped at him like 
a bad-tempered child. And, anyway, it 
didn’t make any difference what he w as; 
with him standing there in the moonlight, 
looking down at her, the memory of that 
moment in his arms was too vivid, too 
ecstatically near.

“ If you want to come out to the Bent 
Arrow tomorrow,”  she said, hurriedly try­
ing to l^ahe amends, “ father ought to be 
back. And— and I wish you would, any­
way.”

“ No, tonight’s the only chance. I ’ll be 
long gone by tomorrow.”

Sally took a deep breath. “ Gone?” she 
repeated. Tomorrow he w'ould be gone? 
But that couldn’t b e ! He had only come 
into her life tonight. And, even if he didn’t 
care now% he would learn to. No, he 
mustn’t go out of her life before he had 
learned to care.

She caught at a straw. “ I ’ll go with you. 
Yes,”  she rushed on, as she saw the re­
fusal in his eyes, “ I ’ll go in father’s place. 
Don’t you see? You can show me the 
hideout, and then I can take father there 
later— and he can capture the Kid. Oh, 
it’s a wonderful idea! Dad’s sure to be 
elected if he brings in the Gila Kid, after 
that stage holdup today and all— ”

“ No.” His refusal was blunt, final. 
“ Since your dad’s away, the w'hole thing’s 
called off. I'll be leaving now.”

Sally grasped his arm and stopped him 
as he turned away. “ But— "

“ No ‘buts’.”
“ Oh, don’t be so— so— such a ninny!” 

She was close to tears, he was so madden­



RANGELAND ROMANCESas

ingly superior, "I  don’t give a darn about 
the Gila K id ’s hideout. But I should think 
you might offer to ride home with me. 
A fter all— ”  Her voice was all choked up, 
and she suddenly realized that she really 
was crying.

“ You poor kid!” Tender and soothing, 
his arm went about her shoulder. His clean 
bandana was dabbing away the tears. For 
a precious second she thought he was go­
ing to kiss her, A  moonbeam found its 
way through the leaves overhead, to touch 
the dean, strong line of his jaw, so thrill- 
ingly close to her upturned face.

Then the second was past. And, self- 
contained, even smiling a little, he said, 
"A ll right, you poor little kid, I ’ll ride out 
toward the Bent Arrow with you.” Then, 
as though purposely puncturing the last 
small balloon of that moment’s happiness: 
“ It’s on my way, anyhow.”

T N  T H E  small side room where Sally 
*- York was changing from dance frock 
and pumps to woolly green blouse and 
leather riding skirt and boots, she was 
glad she was alone. Here she could shut 
her eyes and imagine herself back there in 
the moonlight, in his arms. The other, the 
unaccountable change that had come over 
him to chill that moment of bliss, she was 
able to force to the dark back recesses of 
her mind.

She pulled tight the rawhide lacing of 
her boot, got up and fitted her holster belt 
about her slim waist. Her father had given 
her that, and the pearl-handled .32 that 
hung in the holster, months ago when the 
depredations of the Gila Kid had begun. 
Fleetingly, the feel of the gun against her 
thigh reminded her of the danger of riding 
at night with a stranger, a man who had 
as much as admitted that he was a bandit. 
She brushed the little thread of fear aside, 
laughed at her reflection in the mirror.

Her heart was unreasonably light, as 
she opened the door. The music rushed 
in, thrumming through her veins like

heady wine. This was her night, hers and 
Jim Stanton’s. It was good to be alive.

As soon as she was through the door, 
she singled him out. It was almost as 
though he had called to her. It flashed 
across her mind that that, too, was sig­
nificant.

He was across the hall, by the outside 
door, talking with two other men. One 
Sally recognized as the wiry little hardcase 
who had been standing beside him earlier 
that evening. The other— she blinked, and 
looked again— the other was W hip Vin­
son, the Shantytown political boss. And 
Vinson was one man who would have to 
be put behind bars, she had heard her 
father say, before there ever could be any 
real law-enforcement in Butte County.

Vinson had a hand on Jim’s shoulder, 
in a familiar attitude. He was doing most 
of the talking, apparently in guarded 
tones, and Jim nodded his understanding.

The thin little voices of suspicion that 
had been whispering at the back of Sally’s 
mind spoke right out loud. A  sudden, 
sharp thrust of fear pressed her back a 
step, and she clutched the dressing room 
doorknob, half-inclined to go back inside 
and somehow get word to him that she 
had changed her mind. He was a gunman. 
Clearly, he was a friend of W hip Vinson, 
her father’s sworn enemy. She had never 
seen him till barely half an hour ago. That 
stony about the Gila Kid’s hideout hadn’t 
quite rung true. For all she knew, he 
himself might be the Gila Kid.

He caught her eyes just then, and broke 
away from Vinson. In the seconds he took 
to cross the floor, she made up her mind. 
She would go with him. Even if he was 
the Gila Kid, she must go with him. What­
ever he had been, or had done, didn’t 
matter. He was Jim Stanton, the man she 
had trusted when she had lifted her lips 
to him in the moonlight. Suddenly, she 
knew the most important thing in the 
world was proof that her heart did not 
deceive her.
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He looked her over approvingly as he 
came up, grinned at sight of the .32 hol- 
stered at her waist. “ You won’t need the 
pea-shooter,”  he chuckled. “ But it makes 
a pretty ornament— for a girl who’s ridin’ 
with a gunman.”

She smiled. “ That’s all it is. An orna­
ment.”  She hoped he didn’t think she 
carried the gun as protection against him. 
She wasn’t afraid,
. As she went out into the night with him, 
it was like stepping from one world into 
another. Someone called after her, prob­
ably some cowboy she had promised a 
dance later on. She pretended not to hear. 
Behind lay the known, the steady, safe 
routine o f yesterday. She didn’t want that; 
she had made her decision. Ahead lay the 
thrilling magic of the unknown.

“ You must know that man I was talking 
with back there— Whip Vinson,”  Jim said 
as they picked their way down the dark 
lane to the stable. “ Aren’t you wondering 
why I ’d have any truck with an hombre 
like Vinson, who’s doing his damnedest to 
keep your daddy out of the sheriff’s of­
fice ?”

“ Not especially.”  Sally shrugged. “ I 
suppose a man who’s new in a place has 
to be friendly to everyone.”

Suspicions, doubts, questions had no 
part in this world that lay ahead. His arm 
was linked in hers, his hand warm against 
her palm, as he walked at her side. That 
was all that counted.

A  S T H E Y  cantered, stirrup to stirrup, 
down the long lane to the street, it 

seemed that sow, at last, she could leave 
fear— and those recurrent, insistent little 
twinges of doubt— behind. But he was not 
yet quite ready to turn his back on the 
tOW n

“ I’ve got to pick up a sack of .stuff I 
left behind the hardware store,” he said. 
“ It’ll just take a minute.”

The hardware store was in the building 
next to the bank. That should have warned

her. But she took his reins, without ques­
tion, as he swung to the ground and dis­
appeared into the dark-shadowed alleyway 
between the hardware store and bank.

A  heavy, muffled quiet hung over the 
dark street. It suddenly occurred to her 
that the lantern in front of the bank was 
unlighted. That was odd. There was al­
ways supposed to be a light there, from 
dusk till dawn. Now it was out, and the 
uncertain illumination from the windows 
of the Palace Bar, across the street and 
nearly fifty yards away, was the nearest 
light.

Out of the corner of an eye, Sally caught 
movement across the street. She tensed in 
the saddle. It was a vague, indeterminate 
thing, little more than the half-seen sway­
ing of a tree branch or the flapping of a 
loose tarpaulin in the wind. But there was 
no wind. And there lingered in her senses 
the impression that a figure had darted 
out from the portico of the blacksmith 
shop, and now stood crouched behind tire 
black contour of the parked freight wagon 
across there.

She glanced anxiously up the alleyway 
into which Jim had disappeared. A  gun­
man would have enemies, vicious, murder­
ous enemies who .would think nothing of 
shooting him down in cold blood. That 
furtive figure over there might be waiting 
to waylay Jim.

Now she could hear him coming down 
the alley, at a half run. She called sharply, 
“ Wait, Jim!”

He didn’t seem to hear. He debouched 
from the blackness, slung the sack he car­
ried over the pommel of his11 saddle, and 
swung up.

“ Over there, across the street!” she 
said. ‘ “ There’s— ”

Abruptly the night exploded. A  thun­
derous, ear-splitting blast of gunfire re­
verberated up the false-fronted walls of 
the narrow cowtown street. Red spurts of 
powder flame lanced out from the shadowy 
cover of the freight wagon. And down the
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street, the batwing doors of the Palace 
Bar slammed open and men came running 
out.

“ Bank robbery! It’s a bank robbery!” 
a frenzied voice shouted.

Jim wasted no time. “ This w ay!”  he 
clipped, swinging his horse around. “ Ride 
the spurs!”

He hadn’t fired a shot. He hadn’t even 
drawn his gun. Hoofs hammering, they 
roared down the street in the direction 
they had come after leaving the dance. 
Fleetingly, Sally thought of reining in, 
letting him ride out of this alone. The 
vicious clatter of guns back there quickly 
banished the thought; you can’t stop to 
explain to townsmen who think their bank 
has been robbed . . . .  And there was 
something more, too. She threw a hasty 
sidelong glance at the tall, granite-jawed 
rider at her side. There was still that 
thread of trust, in spite of all this. She 
had to find out, to make sure.

Then they were flashing past the lane 
that led back to the meeting hall where the 
dance had been held. And two horsemen 
were just turning out of the lane into the 
street. Her breath caught in her throat. 
In the pale yellow moon-glow she, recog­
nized Jim’s hardcase companion of the 
earlier evening— and her own father!

It didn’t make sense. Something was 
wrong here, radically wrong. But there 
was no time to find out what. There was 
no time for thought. All she knew, in that 
chaotic instant, was that the man with her 
father yelled, “ The Gila K id !” and that 
there was the glitter of gun-steel in Jim 
Stanton’s hand.

Sally made a grab for his arm. This 
mustn’t b e ! He must not shoot her father! 
Her fingers closed on the cloth of his 
sleeve and she jerked back with all her 
might. It wasn’t much, against his spring- 
steel muscles, but it was enough. The 
bullet flew wild.

Then they were past, drumming by the 
last scattered adobe buildings of the Cross

River settlement. The night opened vast 
and ominous ahead. Soon, Sally guessed, 
Jim Stanton would swing off this north­
bound trail, to circle back toward the Bor­
der. And she would have to go with him, 
if he wanted her. She had been seen with 
him back there. If he really had robbed 
the bank, she was in it as deep as Jim. 
She had helped raid a bank. The thought 
of what this would mean to her father 
gave her a sharp, panicky pang of dread. 
But it was too late to change that now. 
Turning back would only make it harder 
for him.

There was no choice. I f Jim would have 
her, she must go with him . . .

H PH EY had been riding in silence. Once, 
at the crest of a hillock in the rolling 

terrain, Jim reined down and looked back. 
Far behind, they could hear the beat of 
racing hoofs. He made no comment as 
they broke into a long mile-eating lope 
again.

“ Jim, I must know,”  she said at last. 
“ Are you the Gila K id?”

The way he looked at her made her 
wish she had not asked that. There was 
utter scorn in that look. Then he said, 
“ W hy did you grab my arm back there, 
and spoil my aim?”

“ Oh, Jim !”  she said. “ M y own father! 
How could I let you— ”

“ That hombre with Mike Walsh was 
your father? So that’s the w ay they’re 
workin’ it ! I. might have known. It’s a 
slick scheme, and they’re pushin’ it to 
showdown. Well, young lady, that settles 
one thing. You ’re goin’ to ride home, by 
back trails, as fast as you can make it.”  

“ Jim, you didn’t answer me! Are you 
the Gila K id?”

“ Before this night is over, if they have 
their way, I reckon I will be the Gila Kid 
— and dead. Now you’re goin’ to head 
back to the Bent Arrow. If you don’t 
know the back trails, pull off to the side 
and wait in that clump of brush up ahead



DARK-TRAIL SADDLEMATES 91

until your Cross River posse gets by. And 
for gosh sake, quit smilin’ that way. You 
may not know it, but this is damn serious 
business.”

“ You’re not hitting for the Border? 
Where are you going then?” It didn’t 
really make much difference. She was 
going with him, wherever he went. She 
knew that now. That note of concern in 
his voice just now had told her that. He 
could talk himself blue in the face, trying 
to get her to ride back out of danger, but 
she would not leave him. For she knew 
now that he cared,

“ To the Gila Kid’s hideout. Now 
you— ”

It took all of five minutes to convince 
him she was not going to turn back. 
Shouting over the drumimng roll of their 
horses’ hoofs, he argued, he cajoled, he 
threatened. It did no good. She could be 
stubborn, too.

By the time he at last seemed to realize 
that, they were nearing the edge of the 
rolling grazing plains. Ahead the broken, 
rugged outline of the malpai reared up 
against the night sky like the angry breast 
o f a choppy, perilous sea. Jim picked his 
way, unquestioningly, across a field of 
stubby buffalo grass, toward the mouth 
of one of the thousands of interlacing can­
yons which penetrated that forbidding 
area. So the Gila Kid’s hideout was in 
the malpai! And always the posses that 
had tried to track him down had headed 
south, toward the Border!

Oftener than before, he stopped to listen 
to the distance-muffled sounds of the pur­
suit. ItkWas almost as though he was 
holdingjUack purposely. Sally wondered 
what Kff reason could be. when it should 
be so easy to shake the posse, once they 
reached the shelter of the malpai’s tangled 
maze. But she did not question him.

Once he reined in to scan the backtrail 
and listen, at the very edge of the badlands 
cliff-line, she thought she heard hoofbeats 
ahead as well as behind. An apprehensive

chill ran through Sally’s body as she 
watched Jim’s face.

Must it always be like this— danger 
ahead, and danger behind! Even the light 
of the moon must spell danger when a girl 
rides the outlaw trail. Would there never 
again be time for romance, for gentle, ten­
der words, lovers’ words, when the moon 
was out ?

n P H E Y  rode on, carefully now, more 
slowly. The moon-glow faded as the 

great sandstone walls overhead pinched 
in. Half a mile»up the canyon, Jim selected 
one of the narrow washes that slanted out 
on either side like the endless legs of a 
centipede. Fie turned off to the right and 
Sally followed. Here again he stopped, at­
tentive to the dim rumble of the pursuit. 
Ahead, the sound of hoofbeats had ceased.

“ Jim, please!” begged Sally. “ Can’t we 
hurry? Can’t we get out of this place—  
out of the county, out of the country even ? 
Some place where there’ll be no chance of 
dad ever meeting you ?”

He smiled. “ Soon now,”  he said, and 
they went on, climbing the rugged, steep 
incline with a great turmoil of laboring 
hoofs on loose, sliding rock.

Over the crest of the gullied cut, Sally 
caught her breath as the ground dropped 
off ahead and she looked down into the 
dark abyss of another canyon,

“ This ’ way.”  Jim called guardedly. 
“ W e’re gettin’ there.”

Abruptly a voice cut in from a tumble 
of rocks behind him: “ That’s far enough. 
Up with ’em ! W e got you covered.”

Sally jerked around. She • knew that 
voice. It was Sheriff Bascom!

A  leveled sixgun was in his hand. 
Crouched in the shelter of the rocks, only 
his head and blocky shoulders showed. 
Out of the corner of her eye, Sally could 
see Jim’s hand moving toward his holster 
as he slowly turned in the saddle. Sud­
denly he vaulted from his horse, and the 
gun was out in his hand.
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“ Run, Sally!”  he cried. “ Back the way 
you came!”

The sheriff's gun roared, and Jim stag­
gered back. He was wounded! From the 
black rock shadows at his side, another 
figure leaped. A  raised club was in hi$ 
hand. With sickening force, it smashed 
down on Jim’s skull. A  scream froze in 
Sally’s throat as she saw him spasmodical­
ly clutching air, falling forward. Then he 
was down, a sodden heap, and the brute 
who had clubbed him bent over to pick up 
Jim’s fallen sixgun.

As he straightened, Sally realized with 
a start that it was W hip Vinson. “ You 
fo o l!” Vinson snapped at Sheriff Bascom. 
“ That shot of yours will draw the posse 
up here.’’

The sheriff stepped down from the 
rocks, the .45 dangling from his hand.

“ They’re goin’ by. They missed the 
turn-off,”  said Bascom, cocking an ear 
toward the cut that led up from the can­
yon. Then, turning back: “ What are we 
goin’ to do with the girl ? H ow  much do 
you reckon she knows?”

“ What are we goin’ to do with her! 
Don’t make me laugh! She cooked her 
own goose when she got tied up with the 
Gila Kid, didn’t she? An outlaw’s girl! 
You don’t think for a minute any body’d 
listen to her, do vou, after she helped the 
Gila Kid rob Cross River’s bank? And 
it sorta leaves that righteous daddy of 
hers out on a limb, too, don’t it? Maybe 
you never thought of that either. . . . All 
right, honey bunch, climb off that horse. 
W e don’t want you dustin’ out on us. Oh, 
hell, Bascom, go pull her off.”

Something about this whole encounter 
rang false. At the dance Vinson and Jim 
had behaved like intimate friends. How 
come Vinson had swung so sharply, and 
so suddenly, to the side of the law? And 
how come he had got here so opportunely, 
with the sheriff, ahead of them ? It was all 
just a little too pat. It didn’t jibe,

Vinson’s next words brought her back

with a rush to imminent reality. He was 
raging on like a man gone drunk with the 
intoxication of his own voice. “ If you had 
to use a gun on this bank-robber, Bas­
com,”  he said, “ at least you might have 
finished the job. He might turn around 
and bite you, if he lives. It could happen. 
And that wouldn’t do. No, not at all. 
H ere!” He thumbed back the hammer of 
the revolver he held in his hand.

O  A L L Y  flung into action like a cornered 
k-"' cougar. ‘Outlaw’s girl,’ Vinson had 
called her. She’d prove she was equal to 
the name. Sheriff Bascom was just com­
ing up past the head of her horse. As she 
yanked out her .32, she gave the left rein 
a jerk that brought Bluebell sharply 
around, against the sheriff. Out of the fail 
o f her eye, she saw Bascom thrown back­
ward, stunned; he fell against an ugly 
outcrop o f rock and lay still. And her gun 
covered Vinson.

“ I can’t miss.” She bit out the words 
so they sounded brave, but she felt far 
from brave inside. “ Drop your gun, Vin­
son. I ’ll shoot to kill— if you force me to.”

Vipson lowered his gun. There was a 
silky, nasty smile on his face as he stared 
at her. “ It won’t do you any good,”  he 
said.

“ Drop the gun,”  she repeated. “ Drop it 
right where you are and come out here 
in the open with your hands in the air.”

With that crafty, supercilious sneer, he 
complied. And she breathed again. She 
tried to marshal her spinning thoughts. 
What could she do now?

A  groan from Jim swung her eyes his 
way for an instant, then back to Vinson. 
Jim had moved. He had brought one hand 
up to his poor bleeding head. Maybe, if 
she could hold Vinson like this for a few 
minutes longer, Jim would be able to ride.

Suddenly movement at her left caught 
her keyed-up senses. She snapped a look 
at the sheriff, whom she had all but for­
gotten. He had come to one knee, and in



DARK-TRAIL SADDLEMATES 93

his hand was his sixgun, hammer back—  
leveled unwaveringly at Jim !

Without thought, Sally jerked her own 
gun around and fired. The deeper roar of 
Bascom’s revolver sounded a fraction of a 
second later. His bullet chipped rock a few 
feet in front of him and whistled off into 
the night. The gun slipped from his fin­
gers, and he clamped his left hand to his 
side.

She had shot a sheriff 1 There’d be no 
turning back now. She was as truly, as 
irrevocably, an outlaw as Jim himself. And 
she didn't care! She had saved Jim from 
that cowardly shot. Together they would 
ride, to whatever lay beyond.

"N o, you don’t !”  came a voice— a 
husky, weakened voice that sent a glorious 
“surge of relief swarming through her over­
keyed nerves. And Jim was there, sitting 
up, pointing a .45 at Vinson. From Vin­
son’s position, she guessed that he had 
teen about to take advantage of her pre­
occupation with Bascom and overpower 
her from behind.

She swung down, grabbed up the 
sheriff’s fallen weapon. “ I— I’ll tie them 
up, dear, if you can keep holding that gun 
for a minute. Then we can ride away 
from here, if—if you feel strong enough."

Her heart sank. The grinding sound 
o f hoofs ascending the cut from the can­
yon came clearly to her ears.

Jim must have heard too. But what 
was he saying?

“ I reckon I could ride to the end of the 
world with you now, honey— when you 
call me ‘dear’ so natural-like.”

“ But— the posse! They’re coming. W e 
have to hurry or— ’’ «

“ I think we can talk them out of any 
foolish ideas they may have. Just wait 
till I show them the old reward notice I ’ve 
got on this gent that calls himself Vinson. 
Maybe we can scare up one for friend 
Bascom, too. They were in on this Gila 
Kid business together.”

“ A  damned stoolie!”  snarled Vinson.
“ Oh, Jim! Jim, you aren’t the Gila 

K id !” For some silly reason her voice 
was all choked up, and she thought she 
was going to cry— out of sheer, blessed 
happiness.

Jim shook his head. “ I got Vinson’s lit­
tle hardcase, Mike Walsh, drunk enough 
to take me to the hideout,”  he said, watch­
ing Vinson. “ I let on that I was a jail­
bird, an’ when I met Vinson he said he 
might have some work for me. But they 
must have got suspicious of me. Tonight, 
at the dance, Vinson asked me to pick up 
a sack of supplies he’d left behind the 
hardware store, and take it out to the 
cabin. I should’ve known they were try­
ing to frame me as the Gila Kid. But, 
before I could break the gang, I had to 
make sure Bascom was in on it, too. There 
were three of them— Vinson and Bascom 
and Walsh. Walsh or Vinson would stage 
the holdups, then Bascom saw to it that 
the posses never caught up with them. 
W e’ll nab Walsh when the posse shows 
up.”

Sally was kneeling by his side. “ You 
must think I ’m an awful hussy, putting 
my arm around you like this,”  she whis­
pered. “ Tell me, Jim, if you aren’t an 
outlaw, what are you?”

“ I ’m a mighty lucky man, for one thing, 
honey, to've had you with me tonight. For 
another, I ’m a special agent workin’ out 
of the governor’s office. . . . But as for 
you bein’ a hussy— ”

The approaching horsemen were close 
now. Just a few seconds more and they 
would be here. Jim apparently thought it 
safe to take his gaze off Vinson. His 
eyes, his adorable laughing eyes, looked 
up.

“ Well, you thought I was a desperate^ 
gunman. I reckon I can think you’re a, 
hussy if I want to— and still love you.”

And his thrilling, heavenly lips found 
hers.



GAME LITTLE 
B A N D IT-LO VER

CHAPTER ONE

First Love Is the Last

IV Y  L A N E  always knew when Pete 
Planford passed the Bon Ton Ladies 
Specialty Shop. Her ear seemed to 

recognize the particular clump of his 
horse’s hoofs in the dust of Main Street.

Every time Pete drew near, Ivy waited 
with heightened color and sparkling eyes, 
expecting his horse to stop before her 
door, expecting Pete to enter, with his 
never-to-be-forgotten smile welcoming 
the return of his childhood sweetheart.
94

But Pete Hanford never would stop.
The dress shop, like a lodestone, drew 

Pete to town from his lonely ranch. But 
the moment he was at the door, and only 
a few steps separated him from the girl 
he longed to see again, his young face 
grew hard with a mighty resolution. 
Shoulders braced and' jaw set firm, he 
he spoke to his lagging horse and passed 
by quickly.

In town, a hurt and bewildered girl 
turned back to the routine dullness of 
drygoods. Across the rangeland, a gal­
loping horse carried a bronzed, tow- 
haired young rancher home, to the spread



A thrilling romantic novelette of cow-country courage

By Jack Beclidolt
In the intoxicating warmth of an 
outlaw cowboy’s lips, broken-hearted 
Ivy Lane prayed for strength. . . . 
For she must besmirch her dead 
father’s honored name, and give her 
sweetheart to another girl— in order 
to save her bandit lover from a 

hangnoose payoff!

where he had no companionship save his 
own dark thoughts.

Folks who saw Ivy Lane, returning at 
night to the empty house where she lived 
alone, commented, “ It was her father, 
Sheriff Tom Lane, brought the law to 
Tipton.”

Those who saw Pete, riding his solitary 
trail, said, “ There goes Wild Bill Han­
ford’s boy. W ild Bill was the worst this 
county ever saw. They say the boy’s 
turning out lawless like his father.”

Then, one day, Pete Hanford’s horse 
stood ground-hitched before the Bon Ton 
Ladies Specialty Shop, and Pete Han­

ford’s high heeled boots rapped out a 
hesitating approach, through the shop 
door.

Ivy had been busy in the little stock 
and fitting room at the rear; but she knew 
who it was without having to peer 
through the glass window of the door.

There was a moment when she didn’t 
breathe at all. Then the blood went sing­
ing through her slim body. Her startled y 
hands flew to the shining strands of onyx- i 
black hair; anxious dark eyes scanned 
critically the mirror’s report on a heart- 
shaped little face.

A  moment later Pete was staring at
95
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her. His lips opened to say something, 
but the words failed him. He just stared, 
and Ivy found herself equally wordless, 
now that this meeting so eagerly awaited, 
was reality.

S IM U L T A N E O U S L Y , they took a 
step closer. Then another. Pete’s 

hand went out. He touched her hair, her 
cheek, as if to reassure himself that she 
was real. Ivy trembled at his touch, ex­
quisitely aware of his nearness.

“ Y ou ’re lovelier than I remember,”  
Pete said softly, “ a lot lovelier; and I ’ve 
been dreaming about you for four years!” 

Hungry blue eyes devoured her flushed 
face and soft, smiling red lips, her wom­
an’s figure, still lithe and quick with a 
girl’s grace.

“ You ’ve grown into a woman, Ivy !”  
“ You ’ve grown a lot, too, Pete!” Shy 

eyes lifted to his blue gaze, noting the lean, 
muscled body that he carried with such an 
air, the dark face with its gravity, un­
usual in one of his years. Yes, Pete had 
grown into a man. She sensed power in 
him, strength o f body and strength o f 
character—and, already, some dark sha­
dow she could not define.

The secret brooding in his eyes lifted. 
Pete’s slow, wide smile beguiled her as it 
always had. He chuckled, “ Remember our 
first meeting? It was my eleventh birth­
day and you rode out to our ranch with 
your pap. M y old man had promised me 
a bang-up dinner and a real birthday cake. 
But your pap took him to jail, instead.” 

“ Yes, but you got the cake!”
“ Do you think I’ll ever forget it? The 

way you and your pap took me to your 
house and we had the party, and your 
father gave me that rifle— the first gun I 
ever owned. I ’ll always remember the 

Sknes we had together, Ivy, in those years 
Sfe were kids.”

Pete’s voice softened. “ Remember our 
last goodby?”

She looked away from him, sweetly con­

fused. Her voice was only half audible as 
she said, “ I haven’t forgotten.”

In memory she saw a moonlight night, 
a boy o f  fifteen and a girl, two years his 
junior, who still wore her hair in a braided 
rope that dangled over hef shoulder. Re­
turning from a school party they had lin­
gered outside Sheriff Tom Lane’s door. 
The boy, awkward, but suddenly tender, 
had kissed her.

She had clung to Pete, returning his 
kiss with an impulse she did not under­
stand. That was how her father found 
them. Tom Lane neither censured nor 
commented. But a few days later his 
motherless daughter was dispatched to a 
select girl’s boarding school in Denver. 
Her father, who thought o f her as still a 
child, saw that they did not meet again.

Ivy changed the subject hurriedly. “ Pete 
Hanford,”  she chided, "are you aware I ’ve 
been back in Tipton for six whole months 
and you haven’t come near m e? If you 
haven’t forgotten all the’ good times we. 
had as kids, why did you wait so long?”

It was Pete’s turn to be confused. She 
saw the blue eyes clouded again by that 
dark secret. The graven little brackets 
about his lips tightened with the restless 
movement o f his head.

"Maybe it’s different now, Ivy- W e ’re 
not kids, we’re grown folks. And there 
was a reason— ”  He met her questioning 
look resolutely. "W ild Bill Hanford was 
my father— and I ’m proud o f him. But he 
was an outlaw, don’t forget that. Re­
member, I told you once how my mother 
died?”

Ivy’s face saddened. She longed to com­
fort Pete as she would comfort a hurt, 
bewildered small boy. Pete’s mother had 
died of a broken heart the first time W ild 
Bill Hanford got into trouble with the law. 
At least, so the story ran and so Pete 
believed.

“ I ’d rather be dead myself than see .any 
woman I love die for that reason,”  Pete 
muttered now. “ And Ivy, Sheriff Tom
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Lane didn’t figure that I was exactly the 
sort to be kissing his daughter. I guess 
everybody in Tipton would agree with 
him.”  ■

She gave a shocked denial that he put 
aside with curt, bitter words.

“ After that night, Ivy— after your fath- 
,, er packed you off to boarding school— I 

took it pretty hard. Pride, I guess. I 
made up my mind I was going to be a big 
man and show the world. A  man you’d be 
proud to know when you came back from 
Denver. And I worked hard, trying to 
make myself great.

“ But somehow I never quite pulled it 
'o f f .  Maybe I’m not as smart as some. 

Anyway, our ranch never quite cleared ex­
penses after my father died. It’s in hock 
to the bank right now and I expect they’ll 
take it away from me. So maybe I was—  
well, a little ashamed to tell you. This 
town figures that Wild Bill Hanford’s boy 
won’t, come to any good end.”

64T )E T E  H ANFORD, you—you drivel- 
ling idiot!”  The girl, shy and trem­

bling a moment before, flared with im­
patience. “ You. stayed away because you 
thought I ’d be ashamed o f you! Why—  
why that’s insulting m e!”

Pete’s shocked protest was lost in her 
whirlwind o f words.

“ M y own father used to say your father 
. — for all he was an outlaw once— was one 

of the finest men he ever knew! Why, 
half the trouble he got into was because he 
never went back on an old friend.”

“ Your dad was right,”  Pete boomed. “ I 
guess sticking to old friends isn’t so 
wrong.”

“ Then you stick to this old friend, Pete 
"Hanford. How about it?”

“ This about it,”  Pete laughed. He 
caught her in his arms and swept her off 
her feet. He kissed her. Ivy’s laugh was 
triumphant. It was that kiss she had been 
waiting for, ever since she had been sep­
arated from Pete.

“ God bless you, Ivy,”  Pete boomed. “ I 
needed a good, swift kick and that gave 
me one. I’m going to show this town I 
can amount to something yet.”

"Y ou can begin showing them right 
now !”

Ivy’s eyes sparkled with sudden inspir­
ation. A  glance at an advertisement, 
tacked to the shop wall amid all the litter 
of women’s dresses, silk stockings, hats, 
shoes and folderols, gave her the idea. 
“ Pete, will you do something for me?”

“ Why, sure— of course— ”
“ They’re holding the annual chicken 

dinner for the church tonight. I want to 
go to it. And I want you to be my part­
ner. Will you?”

Into the lean, brown face came a star­
tled look. Pete’s eyes glowed. Then the 
glow faded. His hesitation was painful.

"O f course, if you don’t want to take 
me— ” Ivy began.

“ But I am taking you,”  he cried. “ W e’ll 
show this town we don’t care how much 
they gossip about any of u s !”

* * *
It was midnight when the orchestra at 

the grange hall played Home Sweet Home.
The evening had been a great success.

If the more conservative and righteous of 
Tipton had lifted eyebrows at the spec­
tacle o f Sheriff Tom Lane’s daughter part­
nered by Wild Bill Hanford’s unpromising 
son, at least honest critics had to admit 
they were the handsomest couple present.
At the long tables where the church sup­
per was eaten, Pete’s modest good humor, 
his amusing remarks and anecdotes, had 
been widely repeated.

Ivy had been besieged by would-be 
dancing partners, but she had been hap­
piest beside Pete, and envied by every 
other girl. And because she chose to show 
the world that she was Pete’s staunchjjfe 
friend and admirer, she had won him a t *  
least tolerance and politeness from his 
worst critics.

Pete turned her out of the press o f de-
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parting merrymakers. They walked down 
a street that soon became open prairie, and 
stopped under some cottonwoods, beside a 
wide brown river. The moon was high 
and it gilded a path that led from their 
feet toward a mysterious, glamourous un­
known shore.

“ Iv y !” Pete’s voice was at its deepest, 
sure sign that he was profoundly moved. 
“ Ivy, I ’ve got a lot to thank you for. You 
did something for m e; made me face the 
folks in this town. I needed that and it’s 
done me good !”

She was too moved by his understand­
ing and gratitude to do more than cling to 
his hand, her smile wavering faintly in the 
moonlight.

“ You're a wonderful girl,”  Pete went 
on softly. “ I always thought you were the 
prettiest girl I knew. Now I know that 
you’re the kindest and the smartest. Yes, 
and you’ve got the most courage. It took 
real backbone to do what you did for me 
tonight.”

The moon glinted on his blue eyes, star­
ing hungrily down at her from a dark 
face. She saw the nervous deepening of 
those character lines about his mouth. She 
caught the emotional wave that swept him 
and was stirred— dangerously stirred.

“ And that’s not all I want to say to you, 
either,”  Pete began. “ In fact, I guess I 
always wanted to say it to you, ever since 
we were kids in school together. I— ”

His fingers tightened about her hand. 
She was affected by the swift rhythm of 
his pulses. A  hunger that was almost pain 
made her whisper when he paused, “ I 
guess you can say anything you want to 
me, Pete.”

She looked up at him, and Pete met her 
glance. His head bent and their lips met. 
Ivy swayed toward that kiss and his arms 

* lightened around her. That kiss was fire, 
Illiqu id  fire that ran through her eager 

young body. It was music and laughter 
and— she knew it now— love!

It was Pete who ended their moment o f

silent ecstasy. His arms released her. He 
stepped back and she saw the moonlight 
on a face that was twitching with dark 
emotion. He looked shocked, almost fright­
ened. Speaking suddenly, his voice was 
rasping in its effort to be casual. “ I guess 
that’s enough of that kind o f fooling. That 
moonlight must have gone to my head." .

She moved toward him uncertainly. 
What was it? What had changed him 
suddenly? That kiss o f his meant just 
one thing to her— a declaration of his love. 
Now he acted like a man who wanted her 
to know it meant nothing, nothing except 
a moment’s idle gallantry.

Her face began to flame. I f  Pete didn’t 
want to kiss her— if he wasn’t moved as 
she had been— she would not beg for his 
kisses, ever.

Pete began to talk rapidly, his voice and 
manner very brisk. “ Ivy, I mighty near 
forgot what I came to see you about, to­
day. It was a matter o f business. I came 
to ask you a kind of a favor and, if you 
don’t feel like doing it for me, I wish 
you’d promise you won’t ever mention I 
asked for it?”

Ivy’s laugh covered an overwhelming 
confusion and hurt. “ You sound mighty 
mysterious, Mr. Pete H anford! What in 
the world is this favor?"

“ Promise not to tell a soul ?”
She nodded, curious and startled by his 

earnestness.
“ I had to come to your shop today be­

cause you’re the only person I ’d trust'to 
sell me a thing like that and not talk about 
it afterwards. I want to buy an outfit o f 
woman’s clothes, Ivy. Dress, stockings, 
everything complete."

CHAPTER TW O

M oonlight Brings Heartbreak

/"\ U T  o f a stunned silence Ivy gasped, 
^  “ Say that again!”  It was preposter­
ous. O f all the requests Pete might make, 
this was the most incomprehensible. When
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.he repeated it, it* still seemed fantastic. 
Then came a swift, chilling thought that 
she put into words. “ Pete, what woman ?”

Pete sounded impatient, almost angry. 
“ You don’t know her. She’s my cousin. 
She’s at my ranch now. I want something 
kind o f special and pretty for her. Some- 
thing suitable for her to get married in.”  

' “ Married? You mean— she’s marrying 
you?”

“ I  didn’t say so, did I ? ” Pete’s voice 
was shocked. “ It isn’t anything I want to 
talk about, even to you,”  he went on. “ No­
body knows she’s at my ranch. And I 
don’t want ’em to know.”
■ Ivy’s air castles tumbled about her head. 
She had loved Pete Hanford with the sim­
ple faith o f girlhood. She thought he had 
returned to her because of the old love 
between them. How she had gloried in her 
brief possession o f him, showing him off 
before all Tipton as her choice of a man! 
So sure; so idiotically happy —and such a 
fo o l ! Just a pathetic, egotistical, mis­
guided little fool. Pete had really come to 
town to buy a trousseau for the cousin he 

. meant to marry.
Ivy laughed because her pride forebade 

her weeping. It sounded like tinkling, brit­
tle glass, false as the glamour of the moon­
light.
„ “ Well, o f all things! O f course I’ll sell 

you a dress and all the fixings for your 
bride. W hy in goodness’ name didn’t you

• tell me the glad news hours ago ?”
it “ I forgot.” The face she laughed up 

into was shadowed, but she felt it was not 
, "  a happy one. “ I was so damned glad to
* see you after all these years that I clean 

“  forgot Flora. Could— could I. buy that
outfit tonight, Ivy? I had kind of.prom- 

. igpd I ’d bring it to her when I came back 
from town.”  ,

*  *  *

A  woman’s dress of pink, sprigged with 
delicate rosebuds, silk stockings and un- 
derthings, pretty slippers and a hat— a 
trousseau for a bride! Together in the

little Bon Ton Ladies Specialty Shop, at 
one o’clock in the morning, Ivy and Pete 
picked them out together. She, Ivy Lane, 
choosing the pretties for a woman who 
would marry the man she loved!

The shop curtains were drawn close, 
the lamp carefully shielded. Pete had 
asked it.

“ Ivy, you know how this town talks 
about me. I ’m damned if I ’ll have ’em 
clacking about Flora, too! W e’ve got to 
keep it secret!”

Even in the confusion of that surpris­
ing and frightful hour she wondered at his 
reason. But he had asked it. Let it g o ! 
Give him anything he asked for and get 
away from him. Get away to decent pri­
vacy where she could laugh— or cry— or 
perhaps do both, at Ivy Lane who had 
made a prize fool of herself!

nPH E  purchases were made and wrapped 
■** up. Pete counted out the money. They 

opened the door a crack and made sure 
nobody was about, to see them slipping 
out.

Pete’s hand covered Ivy’s as it held the 
door knob. They stood in the dark. The 
lamp was out now. She could not pull the 
door while he,held it.

“ Ivy, I can’t begin to tell you how I 
feel about all this. Your being so kind to 
me tonight. And— and the kick I got out 
o f seeing you again after all this time. I 
never forgot. I never forgot one day or 
hour of those old times. You were the 
best partner, a .boy ever had and— and I 
want you to know I have always loved 
you—-”

She felt his stirring. She felt his head 
bending close, his lips seeking hers. She 
struck at that nearing face, slapped it 
sharply.

“ Don’t you dare, Pete Hanford!”  The 
words followed raggedly. “ You save your 
kisses for the girl you’re going to marry.” 
And then she won back her self control. 
Her voice was natural and matter o f fact.
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“ Excuse me, Pete, but I ’ve had a long, 
hard day. I guess I ’m just a little bit 
tired. The best o f luck to you. And give 
my love to the bride. I hope to meet her 
some day.’ ’

That was how she left him, with a smile 
and a brisk nod. She had but a little way 
to walk to her home and she would not let 
him accompany her.

“ Hurry home.’ ’ she chided, “ blurry 
home— to Flora!’’

There! That was ended. At last she 
was free to go home and cry her fool 
eyes out.

•X^HE Bon Ton Ladies Specialty Shop 
-®- was open for business the next day, 

and the next and the next. Outwardly, 
Ivy Lane was her lively composed self and 
twice as busy as usual. Busy, because 
only in hard work could she forget the 
shock and humiliation of her discovery 
about Pete. Her love for him ran deeper 
than she had realized. All during her years 
away from him she had lived on the hope 
o f finding him again, unchanged, her 
childhood sweetheart.

There were more visitors to the shop 
than customary. Every gossip in town felt 
she must say something to the girl about 
her escort to the church supper. She par­
ried their questions and insinuations. “ Of 
course I ’m fond of him,”  she laughed. 
“ W e’ve been friends since childhood. And 
my father always predicted that Pete 
would be one of the most useful citizens 
around here. W ild Bill may have been 
lawless, but he was a leader of m en!”

If only she could forget Pete. If she 
could just get away from the sound of his 
name. He loved another girl. She had to 
adjust her life to that.

With a sigh o f thankfulness she locked 
the shop door, three evenings after that 
meeting. Dusk was falling. Down along 
the little street she heard a popping of 
shots and distant shouting. She went home 
without giving it any attention. Pistol

shots were not uncommon in a town where- 
range riders came to trade pay checks for 
a hilarious holiday.

She was tidying the kitchen, after her 
lonely supper, when the knock came at 
her door. The visitor was Lou Edwards, 
sheriff of Yucca County. Outside, half a 
dozen mounted men were waiting. _«*,

“ I've got a question to ask that’s in your ' " 
line, Miss Ivy,” the sheriff began. “ This 
was tore off a woman's dress that came 
from your shop, wasn’t it?”

Edwards handed her a torn scrap of 
pink print cloth sprigged with rosebuds.

Staring at it. Ivy began to tremble. 
“ Something has happened to Pete Han­
ford,”  she whispered.

She had seen Pete ride away with that 
dress. Now this torn, muddy scrap! Her 
imagination pictured an accident on the 
trail; Pete hurt, perhaps killed.

Immediately she wished she had cut out 
her tongue before it had betrayed her.

“ Pete H anford! I might have known 
it !” The sheriff’s eyes blazed. “ So you 
sold that dress to W ild Bill’s b o y !”

“ I did not! I said nothing of the sort, - 
Mr. Edwards— ”

Edwards’ smile was pitying. “ Too late, 
my dear. I understand your sticking up 
for Pete. You and him are old friends.
But the fat’s in the fire now. The man 
I ’ve got to find is Pete, and I guess I ’d 
better be riding fast— ”

“ Tell me what’s happened?”  Ivy’s voice 
was sharp with fright. “ What has Pete 
got to do with this?” Her fingers clutched 
his arm. Her eyes were smudges of ter­
ror against a white, horrified face.

The sheriff’s voice was regretful, but 
officially sharp. “ Ivy, the Tipton bank 
was stuck up tonight. The cashier was ^  
shot. He may die. And the man who did 
the job had disguised himself assist.wbman'
— in this dress. When he ran out the back 
door to reach his horse he caught his 
clothes on a splinter and left this sample 
behind him. Pete Hanford is broke and
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desperate for money. Now you tell me he 
bought this woman’s dress. Fit those facts 
together and you get a pretty clear idea 
who the sheriff o f this county ought to be 
looking for.”

CHAPTER THREE

THE door closed after the sheriff. In 
the yard the horses stirred and riders 

moved off. The rumble of hooves died 
away; The silence startled Ivy from hor­
rified immobility. The lawmen were rid­
ing after Pete! She had betrayed him!

Facts fitted together now, making a 
damning Indictment. Pete’s bitterness over 
failures; his savage declaration that he 
would triumph over Tipton; his secrecy 
about the dress.

Perhaps his story of Flora was a lie! 
Even in the tumult of racing thoughts she 
caught at this ray of hope. But if it was 
a lie, the truth was worse. Pete had done 
a desperate, foolish thing. He was in trou­
ble and she had to help him.

Ivy’s horse was in the barn. She flung 
a saddle on it in breathless haste. Ed­
wards and his men would take the new 
county road. She might count on that. 
But there was a short cut, the original 
trail she and Pete had traveled so often. 
And the horse knew that trail well.

* * *
Pete’s modest house was a serene, black 

blot in the vast darkness. No shadows of 
- men or horses were in the yard, no sounds 

except the sleepy croaking o f a bullfrog in 
the creek and the sigh of the breeze in the 
cottonwoods.

The kitchen window showed a light. 
Ivy peeped in before she knocked. Pete 
was lounging at the table from which sup­
per dishes had not yet been removed. The 

' lamplight fell on his dark face. He looked 
wretched. While she watched he started 
at.some fancied sound and she saw his 
hand move toward his holstered gun.

The blue eyes were wide with amaze­
ment when he saw who knocked at his 
door. ‘ ‘ Ivy! I was thinking about you; 
wishing you were here to talk to and fig­
uring maybe I ’d never get that chance 
again.”

He would have taken her hand, but she 
snatched it back, speaking abruptly: 
“ You’ve got to get out of here. Pete. The 
sheriff’s coming. The sheriff and a posse !” 

Pete’s breath whistled. His head came 
up, like a startled horse. His hard fists 
clenched. “ You’re sure of that, Ivy?”

“ I raced them from town. I’m just 
ahead of them. Edwards knows, Pete! 
He found a piece of the dress caught in 
the back door of the bank. And like a 
fool I was tricked into recognizing it be­
fore I knew about the hold up and the 
cashier being shot. I did the only thing I 
could to up make for it !”

“ Whatever you did was right and kind 
and generous, because you never went 
back on a pal in your life !”  For a mo­
ment his arm was about her shoulder. 
Even in that moment the reassurance was 
sweet. “ Now tell me all you know and 
make it quick, Ivy.”

She told him.
While she gasped the story, the door of 

an inner room opened to admit another 
woman. Ivy did not see her until her cry 
interrupted them. “ So that’s what hap­
pened ! Pete, don’t you understand— ” 

Pete whirled toward her, his face fu­
rious. “ Flora, shut up.” Ivy saw him take 
her by the arm. He spoke to her in words 
Ivy couldn’t hear.

So this was Flora!
She was beautiful. Not dark with a 

delicate white skin, like Ivy, but brown 
haired and blooming. Yes, she was lovely, 
Ivy admitted with an aching heart. She 
saw Flora looking up at Pete like a duti­
ful child and heard her low promise: “ I ’ll 
do exactly as you say, Pete dear.”  And 
Pete’s commending pat on the shoulder 
as she obeyed him.
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T>E T E  turned back to Ivy. He seemed 
to have grown in height and in years. 

His face was hard.
“ You agree with the sheriff, I suppose? 

You think I stuck up the Tipton bank and 
killed that fellow?”

Startled by the harshness in his words, 
Ivy gasped the simple truth: “ I never 
stopped to think anything about it. I just 
came out here— to warn you !”

Now it was Pete who was startled. His 
lean face softened. “ You never even 
thought about it! You just came because 
I was in trouble! Ivy, I— ” He checked 
himself. Suddenly he was bitter again. 
“ All right, I did stick up the bank! W hy 
not? It’s what you’d expect of Wild Bill’s 
son, isn’t it? It all fits together. I was 
dead broke, and sore at life, I was trying 
to make a stake for— for Flora— and me. 
Now I ’m going to prove that it’s so by 
getting out o f this country one jump 
ahead of the law. Flora, come on !”

Ivy ran beside them to the corral. She 
helped round up two horses; she helped 
them saddle.

Pete caught her arm. “ You’ve got to 
go home. You can’t be mixed up in this. 
Get started, Ivy— ”

“ I'm not getting started yet.”  She faced 
him defiantly. “ You’ve got your hands 
full, you and Flora. If there’s trouble 
with the sheriff a third gun may help. I 
brought one along.”

“ No,”  Pete began furiously. Then he 
choked. His hands caught her shoulders 
as he peered down at her. His voice 
thrilled her as it had that night beside the 
river. “ You darling! But you can’t do it, 
Ivy. I won’t allow— ”

Flora’s quick ear caught the stir of 
horses and men, closing in on the corral. 
“ Pete!”  she screamed, and her horse 
leaped forward. Pete lifted Ivy to her 
mount and swung himself to his saddle. 
“ Keep with us till we get clear,” he 
panted, as their horses scampered after 
Flora.

-There were startled shouts from the 
dark. Commands to halt, half lost in the 
mad rush of night wind, rain past Ivy’s 
ears. Then a ragged fire of rifles and six- 
guns tore the night.

Her horse ran without guidance, rac­
ing in the wake o f the other two. In the 
dark Pete was near. She heard him shout ̂  
encouragement, but lost the words. And 
behind, through the shadows, rode a sher­
iff’s posse. For once, one of the honest 
Lanes was riding on the wrong side of 
the law.

The firing stopped. The lawmen had 
no targets until the three fugitives topped 
a rise. Pete saw the danger. “ Keep your • 
heads down. And hurry!”

They thundered over the rise, three 
black figures silhouetted against a sky full 
of starshine. Ivy heard guns popping. 
They seemed ridiculously far off— and fu­
tile. But the lead whistled close.

She pitched abruptly to the left. She 
felt no pain, only a strange numbness—  
a vast, engulfing sense of surprise, o f un­
reality. She had been hit!

“ All right, Ivy?”
Pete was looking back anxiously. Ivy 

gritted her teeth. They insisted on chat­
tering. “ All right,” she made herself call 
back.

At least, she thought, it wasn’t much of 
a hit. It seemed to be her shoulder, her 
right arm wouldn’t behave. She managed 
to feel with her left hand and touched 
blood that welled through the sleeve of 
her dress.

The feel o f blood turned her giddy. She 
reeled, almost lost her stirrup. She was 
frightened, too, scared, as she had not 
been since she was a very little girl afraid 
o f the. dark. The dark— that was it! 
Darkness that rushed over all the earth, 
swooping down upon a frightened child.

“ No time for that,”  she muttered 
through clenched teeth. “ A  lot o f use I ’d 
be to him if I caved in now. I ’ve got to 
stick it ou t!’ ’
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C H APTER  FOUR

Dan Cupid Pays the Piper

THHE wound was beginning to pain.
Fitful flashes of agony burned her 

right side. The horses were going at a 
walk. Pete had turned into the hills. That 
slow pace saved her from falling.

Finally, she blundered into Pete and 
Flora. They had checked the horses out­
side a little line camp, a dark, silent cabin 
built of slabs. Pete’s voice came to her.

“ This is where you turn back, Ivy. 
W e ’ll rest a quarter hour, then shove on.”

They were dismounting. She must get 
down. If she sat her horse all alone in 
the dark they’d suspect something wrong 

'*■—they would discover she was hurt.
She stumbled into the crude room, 

where Pete had kindled a quick fire in an 
airtight stove.

“ You heard me about going home. Ivy ? 
N o more of your pigheadedness.”

"Yes, Pete.”  She was clinging to the 
frame o f the doorss Just a few more min­
utes to endure and it would be all right. 
Pete and Flora would be riding again—  
riding off to safety— and love!

“ You ’ve been wonderful, Iv y ! Sticking 
by me like this. I ’m so proud o f you—  
so—  Oh hell, I can’t say it right, but I ’ll 
never forget you !”

Sudden concern showed in his blue 
eyes. She looked like a white ghost, stand­
ing there. “ Why, you poor young one, 
you’re all beat out! Here, sit down.”

“ Please g o !”
Surely that hoarse voice was not her 

ow n ! There was agony in it. “ Please 
go— now. You and Flora. Flora,”  she 
extended both hands toward the staring 
woman, “ I guess we both love Pete a lot, 
you and I ? ”  The words were scarcely 
more than a wistful sigh. "Y ou ’ll marry 
him— make him happy— and— and— ”

“ Look out!”  Pete roared. His arms 
caught the limp young body that pitched 
forward. The blackness had taken her.

There was a bunk in the comer. Pete 
laid her there, and Flora sent him for 
water. When he came back with it she 
held the lantern high, and pointed. Across 
Ivy’s white young shoulder and bosom, 
trailed a steady red flow from the gunshot 
wound.

For half an hour Pete bathed, probed 
and made temporary bandages to stop the 
bleeding. Flora, holding the light, was 
awestruck at the concentrated fury of his 
work.

She touched his arm at last, her voice 
impatient. “ Pete, that posse’s likely to 
find our trail any minute.”

“ The posse!”  Pete straightened his 
shoulders. “ I clean forgot them!”

He strode to the door o f the shack and 
began to pepper the night sky with pistol 
shots. Flora, clutching his arm, panted, 
“ Have you gone crazy?”

“ I want that posse,”  Pete raged. “ If 
they’re not deaf or dead they ought to hear 
that racket.”

“ Pete, don’t you understand? They’ll 
take you to ja il! They’ll hang you for 
that stickup if the cashier dies— ”

He turned on her savagely. “ I ’m not 
leaving Ivy here, alone. I ’m staying. The 
sheriff can fetch a doctor out from town.” 
The distress in Flora’s face caught his 
eye. “ You get out o f here, Flora. You 
know where to go, what to do. I ’m not 
going to be any help to you from now on. 
Get going while you have the chance.”

She looked undecided. Then she put 
her hand on his arm and said in a low 
voice, “ I ’ll stick, too, Pete. Maybe I can 
be of use to her. You’re a stubborn, hot 
headed fool, Pete Hanford! You ’re run­
ning your neck into a hangnoose. But I 
guess I know how you feel about it.”

T ^ H E  black waves that had engulfed her 
rushed Ivy on a hurrying tide.

When her eyes opened it was Pete’s 
face she saw bending over her. He loomed 

(Continued on page 108)
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AS A  R U L E  Western camp cooks do not go in for cake baking, but Lengthy 
could, on occasion, turn out a tasty loaf, I have his recipe, which a visitor 
once wrote out for him on the inside o f his cupboard door.

With one cup o f brown sugar, mix one 
teaspoonful o.f cinnamon, half a teaspoon, 
each, o f cloves and nutmeg and half a 
teaspoon of salt. T o  this, add one cup o f 
water, a third of a cup of lard and two 
cups o f raisins. Put the mixture on the 
stove and boil for three minutes, stirring 
to prevent scorching. Then set it aside 
and, when cool, add two cups o f flour 
which has been mixed with a flat teaspoon 
of baking powder, and one teaspoon of 
baking soda that has been dissolved in a 
small quantity of water. Pour this into a 
greased loaf tin and bake in a moderate 
oven from a half to three-quarters o f an 
hour. I f  a broom splint thrust into the 
cake has no particles of raw dough cling­
ing to it, the cake is done.

“ If I don’t have all them spices,”  
Lengthy remarked, “ I just leave ’em out. 
And some times I throw in a handful of 
nut meats.”

In a camp where eggs are obtainable, 
the following two recipes are useful. But 
don't be tempted to make this Devil's 
Food loaf unless you want to be teased 
for a “ repeat.”

Stir a half cup o f cocoa into a half cup 
of water. Add two level teaspoons of soda 
104

and set aside until the remainder is mixed. 
M ix one and three-quarters cups of sugar 
with three-quarters o f a cup o f butter or 
lard. Beat two eggs. Add to them three- 
quarters of a cup of sour milk. Stir this 
into the sugar and shortening mixture, 
then add two and one-half cups o f white 
flour, stirring in the cocoa mixture last. 
Pour this into a greased loaf tin and bake 
slowly.

This one egg cake is mighty good spread 
with jelly. Mix one-quarter o f a cup of 
butter or lard with a cup of sugar. Into 
this mixture stir one cup of milk, (evapo­
rated milk will do) and one and three- 
quarters cups of flour which has been 
mixed with two teaspoons o f baking pow­
der. I f  you have any flavoring extract, a 
teaspoonful of that should be added. Bake 
in a greased loaf tin.

T T H E  Ranger supplied me with two tasty 
recipes that may be made up in camp 

and packed on trips. The first he called a 
“ New England Sandwich.”

For this, you mix with two cups of 
chopped canned corn beef, a half cup o f 
chopped sour or sweet pickles, one tea­
spoonful o f finely chopped onion and a
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third of a cup of salad dressing. Spread 
the mixture on buttered bread slices. Any 
prepared mayonnaise will do.

His own recipe is worth trying.
Mix one flat teaspoonful of dry mustard 

with half a teaspoon of salt and two flat 
tablespoons of sugar. Add one tablespoon­
ful o f butter and one egg. Then stir in 
half a cup of mixed vinegar and water—  
depending on how acid the vinegar is—  
and heat to the boiling point, stirring to 
keep from burning.

l ie  also made a salad that he packed in 
a glass jar, or covered enamel container, 
for carrying purposes, and which never 

■- failed to make a hit.
To two cups of chopped corn beef, cold 

roast beef or canned tongue, add twice the 
amount of cold potatoes, cut not too fine­
ly, two tablespoonsful of chopped onion, 
four hard-boiled eggs cut fairly small and 
two tablespoonsful of sweet or sour pick­
les. Mix until moist with the above 
dressing.

Molly Dee made delicious dried beef 
sandwiches wtHfcwere popular on hiking 
and horseback trips— and easy to make. 
T o  make one dozen o f them,]soak half a 
pound o f dried beef in water for a half or 
three-quarters of an hour. Remove and 
press out all the liquid from the meat. 
Dip in flour and fry quickly and lightly in 
butter. Place the results between thin 
slices of buttered bread.

Molly makes another sandwich filling 
which she declares she always uses when 
she “ wishes to put men in good humor.”  
It is slightly more elaborate, yet not at all 
difficult to prepare.

T o one half pound of finely cut ham 
add three chopped hard-boiled eggs, a 
quarter of a pound of cheese, cut into 
small bits and one large sour pickle, 
chopped fine. Moisten this with salad 
dressing or mayonnaise, to which has

been added a small amount of mixed, or 
dry mustard— according to your taste. 
This is a good filler for any kind of bread.

I found that recipe quite useful at a 
camp where all hands returned at noon 
for a quick lunch, only to hasten off again 
for the afternoon. A  dish of that hearty 
sandwich spread could wait in a cool spot, 
ready to create an appetizing meal in 
record time, needing only some hot coffee 
to serve with it. But it is well to remem­
ber, if you leave your camp unguarded, 
all foods must be carefully protected from 
marauding animals or insect pests.

/~\N E last recipe, which is tempting to 
^  outdoor appetites. Lengthy calls it 
“ Pineapple Trick” ; why, I haven’t been 
able to discover. And here it is, in his 
own w ords:

“ Soak a pound of dried apricots over 
night, then chop ’em up fine and mix 
’em with a number two can of grated pine­
apple. Throw in two cups of sugar— more 
if you’ve got a awful sweet tooth— and 
cook the whole thing kinda slow, maybe 
an hour, till the apricot is nice and tender 
and the jam tastes yum-yum good.”

I asked him if he could not be more ac­
curate regarding the time, and he replied, 
“ Well, ma’am, if you’re any kind of a 
cook, you can tell when it’s done by stir- 
rin’ and tastin’ it.”

In the next issue, I am going to tell 
you about Chuck Wagon Charley’s bacon 
muffins, and a dish that is very popular in 
Wyoming, called by the camp cook who 
first made it for me, “ Slum Royal.”  It 
is guaranteed to please the most hearty 
masculine appetite, as well as the most 
delicate taste of a lady. In fact, a mouth­
ful o f it will usually develop a hearty 
appetite, even in the most unenthusiastic 
o f eaters.”

— Myrtle Juliette Corey.

Read RANGELAND ROMANCES every month— for the best in Western 
love stories and popular features, . . . July issue will he out May 25th!



T H E  TONY EXPRESS
TH E  sun is warm and the smell of sage is in the air. The Pony Express rider 

has galloped into camp again with a deep suntan and a pouch filled with letters. 
Step up, saddlemates, and get your mail. There’s romance waiting and new 

friends to be made.
This Rennv W ants An Eastern G irl!

Gentlemen:
I have been a regular reader for some time 

and I wonder if I could use your Pony Express 
to get me some new friends in the north and 
east to write to. O r in a foreign country, if they 
speak English.

I am 20, live on a ranch, punch cows all day. 
Have finished high school, took a business 
course, but did not like it. Me for the great 
out doors. I will send a horn from our Brahma 
bulls, that we dehorned, to the writers o f  the 
first fifteen letters I get. These horns make 
good trumpets to blow, and are pretty when 
polished. I will send them rough, just as they 
come from the bull. But I will tell my friends 
how to polish them.

I am interested in writing to both boys and 
girls, but what I would really like to find is a 
pretty eastern girl, a blonde, that wants a cow ­
boy friend.

Can you find me some pen pals like that?
W illis Reed.
786 Fannin St., 
Beaumont, Texas

E n joys L ife  Im m ensely 
Dear E ditor:

I sure found a “gold mine”  when I discov­
ered your swell magazine, and i  have staked 
my claim on it ;  in fact I couldn't get along 
without it.
106

X wonder H the Pony Express messenger could 
bring a seventeen year old blonde lots o f  pen 
pals. A ge doesn’t matter. I promise to sling a 
letter back at everyone who sends one in- my 
direction.

I enjoy life immensely but you’ll have to 
write if  you want to find out what my hobbies 
are. Come o n ; pardners, you’re all w elcom e; 
and I ’m true blue.

Caroline Miller, 
Waunakee, W is.

W ALTE R  BURKE is a lonely telegraph boy living in 
a small fishing village. He says that he is tall, 
gangling and not an A d on is ; in fact, about the 
homelieBt lad in the world. Believe this if  you will. 
He is 6 ft. 1, 160 lbs., and has brown hair. He 
would like to hear from  girls near his age, 16.— 
Lockport, N. S., Canada.

BARBARA EGGMAN loves to play the piano, knit 
and do fancy work. H iking and singing are two 
more o f her many hobbies. Babs is 18 years old, 
5 ft. 6 and weighs 120 lbs. She has dark brown 
eyes and hair. Young men between 18 and 25 hold 
her particular interest.— Box 245, Norwich, Ont., 
Canada.

ANNA W AINES is a young widow o f 24. She works 
on a farm and is very lonely. Anna is a tiny little 
thing, only 5 ft. 1% in. tall, and weighing but 106 
lbs. Men and women from  all parts o f the world 
are welcome at A nna’s corral.— R. R . X., Ridgeway, 
Ont., Canada.

KAY LANETI likes odd and interesting friendships, 
particularly big he-men from  the great outdoors. 
Kay is 25, has auburn hair and brown eyes. She 
finds the big city very lonely at times, and this 
causes her to pursue with fervor her quest for the 
unusual.— 4142 Kenmore A ve.t Chicago, III.
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TH E PO N Y EXPRESS

R A L P H  KILCOURSE is partly paralyzed in hi# right 
arm and leg. Tfci# has prevented him from getting 
a jofe or going out with other boys and girls He is 
saving his money so he can go out West and there, 
not have to me too many people. He wants to 
hear from Westerners about their part of the coun­
try.— 92 Eastern Ave., Springfield. Mass.

SAM LINDSAY ia a hockey, baseball and swimming 
fan. He like# all other sports too. Sam is a dark- 
haired chap, 5 ft. 11 in. tall and weighing 14ft lbs.. 
He is 17 years old. You can’t write too many letter# 
for  this lad to answer. Try it and see,—Post Office 
Building, Owen Sound, Ont., Canada.

M ARIE ALUISE is praying to hear from eowboys 
from  southwest Texas to Canada. She ia 19. has 
olive skin, big brown eye# and ia a brunette. Every­
body ia welcome to write this good looking girl. 
Her mailbox is waiting to be filled to the brim.— 
R. F. I>. 2, Union Ave., Newburgh, N. Y,

STAN OLENIK is craxy to hear from pen pal# in 
foreign countries. Modestly, he describe# h'mself as 
21. 5 ft. 9 in. tall, with blue eyes and dirty blond 
hair. He is keeping his fingers crossed. Don’t dis­
appoint him.—■5088 Can l if Ave., Detroit. Mich.

ANNA HA Mil,TON is a city girl who wants to be a
cow gal. She loves to ride and is fond o f all outdoor
hobbies. A nna is 16 years old, tall and aorta slim. 
She ia wasting away with impatience hoping to 
hear from that certain handsome puncher.—745 
Park Ave., Columbus, Ind.

MELVIN NELSON is very good looking He has
traveled all over the U. S. and has had plenty o f
adventures. Why not write to this 24 year old wan, 
dorer and find out juste what experiences be has 
been through. You’ ll find it interesting.—6492 S. 
Richmond St., Chicago, lit.

LEO Kin (TARIFF wants to hoar from girls in Amer­
ica, particularly cowgirls. He is 5 ft. 11, 145 lbs., 
has brown hair and gray eyes. His hobby is horses. 
Come or., girls, and write to th>s lonely Aussie*— 
79 Stanley St., Burnside. Ho. Australia.

L IL L IA N  KNOWLEH ushers at amateur boxing show# 
and can tell you all about t.he manly art. She is 
5 ft. 2, weigh# 115 lbs., has light hair and blue 
eyes. Her favorite sports are fishing and riding. 
Music, books and stamp collecting are also among 
her hobbies,— 13K5 Seaviow Ave., Victoria. B. C., 
Canada.

JOH N  PARKER is a poet ar.d has his name with 
severed publishers. At the moment he is laid up 
with arthritis in the hospital. John is an ex- 
aoldier. r> ft. 1ft, and 160 lb«. He i.» 47.— I. S. H- 
Hospital. My-xhaMtown, Iowa.

ESTHER S T P T V f; j* a tall, slender miss o f 19. She 
ha# reddish-brown hair and brown eyes. Esther 
will send you a photograph and Lt„ you judge her 
looks for yourself. She is married, but is getting 
a divorce. - Nspies. Idaho.

LTMiORE ROMME"-’ wards to hear from girls having 
long hair fblonde or brunett-O, between the ages o f 
29 to a«. He is 2*. 5 ft. 9. and 193 lbs. Tsadore 
will send a souvenir to the first 25 who write and 
promises an interesting letter. He is single,— East 
Main St., Caledonia. Minn.

BILL C RO M W EU  likes to collect Indian relics and 
tramp through the hills, lb# sports are boating, 
riding and roller skating. He lives only an hour*# 
drive from the California Fair. Bill ia 2S and Quite 
ta ll,—R. I. Box 215. Livingston, Cal.

MOME-Sm̂ FT
BRINtiS BltitiER PAY
Don’ t be caught napping when Opportunity knock#. 
Prepare for advancement and more money by train­
ing now for the job  ahead. Free 48-Page Bmks Tell 
How. Write for the book on the business field you like 
-—or mail us this ad with your name and address in 
the margin. Now, please.
□  Higher /
O Salesm anship 
Q Traffic M anagem ent 
O U w — D e g r e e  o f  I X . B .  
O C om m ercia l Law 
O In dustria l Man 
Q Stenotypy

□  Business M anagem ent
□  Buai nesi C or res.
□  Credit and C ollection  

Cor respond© nee
□  M odern Forem anahi p
□  Expert Bookkeeping 
O C .P .A . C oach ing

□  E f f e c t iv e  S p e a k i n g

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A C orrespondence Institution  

Dept. 6334-R C hicago

F O R  T H E  O N L Y  P O R T A B L E

w i t h  " F L O A T I N G  S H I F T "
S P E E D L IN E  C O R O N A
Three models to choose from, ask for booklet

t C  SMITH & CORONA TYPEWRITERS INC 
D esk 6 , 15 9  A lm o n d  Street, S y ra cu se , N . Y.

P lea se  te n d  m e fr e e  fo ld e r  d e sc rib in g  S p e e d lin e  C oron as..

N a m e ...... . . . .  .................... ................ .................—

Address-
C tty m i. S ta te .

107



R A N G E L A N D  R O M A N C E S

Mnf V/»* l/F VrEAMli
Now, an electric welding,

:n , c o m p le te  w ith
su pp lies. W ork *  I— -------- ---------------- - . . .
s o c k e t .  D o e s  a th ou san d  and o n e  rep a ir  jo b s

Iding, b ra x in g  and soldering 
th p o w e r  a m t , g o g g le *  and 
» IN S T A N T L Y  o f f  a  ary lig h t
thousand and o n e  rep a ir  jo b s  

a t  a m a z in g ly  L O W  C O S T  on  a lu m in u m , iron , 
s te e l and  o th e r  m eta ls . In d isp e n sa b le  fo r  
A u to , B o d y  a n d  F en d er  R ep a irs , and hom e 
rep a irs—sh op , fa c to r y ,  fa r m , e n g in e e r , ja n i­
to r , sh eet  m e ta l, ra d io  and b ie y d e  rep a irs . 
A n yon e  can  handle w ith o u t p rev iou s  ex  peri -

ile in s t r u c t io n s  10-DAY H OM E TR IAL ^
Vrttestonce for Special Introductory Lxiw Price Of- I 

fer. Try 8 in 1 Electric Torch for 10 days at oar risk. I 
or aet one freeby helpic* to Introduce it. ELCCTRO- I 
TORCH CO ., 2 6 1 3 -  DKM ichigan * v e .,  C h icago I

4 IN 1
C O M B I N A T I O N

as TYPE ELECTRIC 
SHAVER AND VIBRATOR

heart. AC operation. Year Guar. 3 Iona wear­
ing white rubber vibrators for scalp , facial and 

muscle massaging. Ideal for men and women. 
C o m p l e t e  S a m p l e  Outf i  tC<f QC  
Shaver and Attachments

Send for one today. C.O.D. orders accepted. Agents Wanted. 
Reliable Jobbers, Dept. V, 9 3 0  Roosevelt Rd., Chicago, HI.

_ _  B E C O M E  AN E X P E R T

ACCOUNTANT
executive Accountant!
Thousands o f firms now
ante in the UTa. We t
C .P .A . examinations o i —----------—  . . .  - —        —
peri once unnecessary. Personal training under sapervisloo of staff o f 
C .P .A ,’*, including members o f the American Institute o f Account­
ant*. Write for  free book. Accountancy, the Profession That Pays. * 
L a S a lle  E x t e n s io n  U n iv e r s ity ,  D a p t- 6 3 3 4 - H ,  C h ic a g o  

_________________ A C o r r e s p o w f e w c e  I w t l t u t i a n _____________________

EXPOSE OF GAMBLERS SECRETS
N ew  w ays they read  ca rd s. S top  los in g . K n ow  d ic e  exposes. mlaaers 
and  passers, a lso  Blot m a ch in e  and  punch  board . N ew  book  
" B E A T  T H E  C H E A T "  *1.00 copy. A d d  25c fo r  n ew  1939 ca ta log .

Semi ».2 S  to JO H NS O N  EXPOSES Box 2488-P, Kansas City, Mo,

Rheumatism EF;
To relieve the torturing pain o! Neuritis, Rheumatism, 
Neuralgia, Lumbago in few minutes, get N U R IT O .  the 
Doctors formula. No opiates, no narcotics. Does the work 
quickly—must relieve cruel pain to your satisfaction in 
few minutes—or money back at Druggist’s. Don’t suffer. 
Get trustworthy NURITO on this guarantee. Don’t wait.

u w s  *  * a u t i  f u l
.. a 1 N atural  -  Looking

FALSE TEETH
.. . *V,S- LOWEST PRICES
*_ 4- SEND NO

/  MONEY

FIT-RITE TEETH by MAIL!
W e make to  m easure, to fit yon in d iv id u a lly —BY MAIL-* 
the World'si No. 1 FIT-RITE Dental Plates for men and women 
—-fro m  an im p ression  o f  y ou r  m outh. We have thousand* of enthusiastic and satisfied customers &ll over  the country 
wearing teeth we made for  them by mail at sensible prices,

ON 60 DAYS’ TRIAL!
Save half or more. A DENTIST SUPERVISES CONSTRUC­
TION of EACH PLATE. Wear our dentures as long as 60 days.
W ITH  A 100%  M O N EY -B A C K  GUARANTEE
Then, if you are not delighted with your improved looks—if you 
are not 100% SATISFIED—we GUARANTEE to refund every 
cent you pay us. W e take your word. Try FIT-RITE Plates, 
set with life -lik e , p early-w hite p orcela in  teeth, carved  a n d  styled  
fo r  good looks, com fort, a n d  life-lon g  w ear. We repair and repro­
duce old plates—48-hour service. Monthly payments possible.

1 ^  p  impression material, easy directions and catalog. 
■ r f  1 1 H  Don’t wait. W rite today. C. T, Johnson, Pres, of
U N I T E D  S T A T E S  D E N T A L  C O M P A N Y
1 5 S S  M i l w a u k e e  A v e ,  D e p t ,  S8J? C h i c a g o .  H i .
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(Continued from page 103) 
like a huge, protective shadow, a dim pres­
ence that was good to feel. She smiled 
faintly and tried to touch his cheek with a 
hand strangely helpless and heavy.

“ Ivy! Ivy, you're all right. Y ou ’re a 
lot better. Atta girl, Ivy, let’s see that 
smile again.’ ’ Pete’s voice was shaken.

“ Y ou ’ve been out for two days, honey,” 
he went on. “ The doctor from town’s 
been looking after you and he says you’re 
doing fine. You can thank Edwards for 
that. He got the doctor out. And he let 
me stay to help.”

“ Edwards! Then— Pete!”  Her eyes 
turned about the cabin. At the door 
lounged a man with a rifle in his hand. 
She saw the nickel badge that glittered on 
his vest. There were other men and horses 
about a fire outside.

“ They caught you !”
Forgetful of weakness and pain, she sat 

up in the bunk and clasped Pete in her 
fright. “ They’ll hang you !”

“ Now you hush up,” Pete soothed. 
“ It’s all right, honey.”

His arms were a haven she had long 
been hungry for. She clung to him, find­
ing new life and strength in his nearness 
and his tenderness. If only she might stay 
forever in Pete's arms!

But a woman was watching them from 
the shadows. She was smiling, yet her 
eyes were tragic. Ivy struggled free. 
“ Don't you touch me,” she panted. “ You 
go back to F lora!”

She saw his face set again in that bit­
ter, hard look. Pete turned away from her 
and went outside. The deputy sheriff with 
the rifle strolled after him.

Edwards came in to her bedside. The 
sheriff drew up a stool and sat down.

“ Glad to see you better, Ivy. You sure 
made me trouble enough, but maybe if you 
hadn’t been along I wouldn’t have caught 
up with Pete so quick.”

He shook his head at her reproachfully. 
“ I never expected to find Honest Tom



GAME LITTLE BANDIT-LOVER

Lane’s girl on this side of the fence! 
You're headed for a lot of heartbreak if 
you ’ve gone and lost your head over Pete. 
You knew he was going to marry her?" 
The sheriff jerked his head at Flora. 

"Yes, I knew.”
“ They stick to that story, all right. 

Pete says he bought the dress for her wed­
ding outfit, then lost it when he was rid­
ing home to the ranch. But any jury in 
this state would say Pete was a liar. 
He needed a stake and he had his eye on 
that bankj that’s what a jury will say!” 

Ivy straightened up, panting defiance. 
"D on ’t expect me to help convict him. I 
won’t testify and you can’t make m e!” 

The sheriff sighed. “ Women sure do 
complicate my work ! I should think you’d 
feel some shame, keeping on in love with 
a man that wants to marry another wom­
an! And you the daughter of the best 
sheriff we ever had!”

CH APTER FIVE

Love Mends Broken Hearts

T V Y ’S cheeks were hot. Edwards had 
called the turn. She loved Pete. It 

was something bigger than her pride or 
sense of duty. It was something she 
couldn’t mend now. She would always 
love Pete!

Pie rose. "Your being sick delayed us 
two days out here. It wasn’t safe to move 
you. But tlie doc says you’re all right 
now. W e're going back tonight.”

He went outside. She heard his hearty 
voice giving orders to saddle and pack up.

Tw o men brought in a stretcher im­
provised from poles and a blanket. Pete 
stooped over her to lift her from her bed. 
As his arms closed about her, he whis­
pered, “ I want you to know I love you, 
Ivy. I never loved any other woman. 

“ And what about Flora!”
“ I can’t talk about that, honey. You’ve 

(Continued on page 110)

HOT WATER

From Any Electric Light Socket
TV MILLIONS o f homes, Btorea and offices ev- 
iVJ. erywhere seed SPEED KING—the new, 
amazing Water Heater— that beats water 
boiling hot so fast it tabes your breath away. 
No mass! No waste of time or fuel I Just a 
simple "phig-ta”  at anjr 110-volt light socket 
—and presto. , .  jest the amount or hot water 
yon need for the bath, for shaving, for dish­
washing. CHEAPER became yon don't have to 
beat gallon* when yoo need only a few quarts. 
FASTER because the intense electric heat 
goes directly Into the water. Sells fast on a 
60-second demonstration. Small in size —fits 
the pocket, easy to carry. Anyone can afford it.

6 O ' S E C 0 N D
Demonstration
4mazes House wives

SAMPLES for AGENTS
I WANT you to know the almost uncanny T Y T f i V  C l | ] f f n  

heating action of this speedy water-beating 1
Invention. Write quick—a postcard will do— mm swfk| A M F "  ■ " !  
for nur SAMPLE OFFER that brings yon an | 1
actual Sample SPEED KING for demon at ra- m WRITE vow name a«d ■

i
RING solves the hot water problem when for- •  to 650. ■
naoes shut down. Act quick and I'M show you I 
how to make the fastest money of your life. ■
Send N o M oney!— Ju*t you r name. ■ •»•*•• •••••••

NU-WAY M FC . COMPANY i Addrett............
0apL656.W4KHtBMfc.0ESM0MES.l0WA I  City......................

"L IF E
Fire Extinguisher

Work* Automatically—also as hand 
siirinkler or erenade.

At last a real fire extin­
guisher, priced within the 
reach of all. Automatically 
releases 24 ounces by weight 
of fire extinguishing fluid to 
snuff out fires. (Ornamental 
parchment shade furnished

------  extra, as shown below.) The
‘ •LIFE SAVER" is easy to sell and 
pays .agents up to lOGefc profit.

___ ___  Demonstrator furnished free tc
those who help Introduce it. Write ,

_A !f.E  SAVER CO. 2227-AD. Calumet Avs.. Chicago, III.
S C A LVl BKl W fR O U B i T ' *e:ri6 ftaitfoiL Thousan-fs

do for scaly spots on body 
or scalp. Sold by Liggette 
and Walgreen Drug Stores. 
Trial bottle Dermoii FREE, 
Write Today. No obligation. 

LAKE LABORATORIES, 
Station. Dept. J-g. Detroit, Mich.

PSORIASIS
Nythwestan

W O R K  FOR TH E

S T A R T  S12S0 to /
£2100 Y E A R  > /  f r a n k l in  i n s t i t u t eI t A l t  t*sr>t. K -174 , R ochester, N . V .

H E N - 
WOMEN 

Mall Coflpon 
Today 
SURE.

_  U-CKI- n - i t K .  n w n N i n ,  II. T .
.O Sirs: Rush without charge, (1) 32-page book ,S with list Of u. S. Government Jobs. (2) Tell me how to qualify for one eg these Jobs.

^  N a m e ,................... .....................................
Addrett.,
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R A N G E L A N D  R O M A N C E S

15 DAYS TRIAL
SEND ONLY 29 CENTS with name, age and address, 
and by return mail RECEIVE a set o f  14 TRIAL 
GLASSES to select from to fit your eyes. NOTHING 
MORE TO P A Y until you can see perfectly far and near. 
Then the above Beautiful Style will cost you only $3.90, 
no m ore; other styles $1.95 and up.
We only handle High Grade Single Vision and DOUBLE 
VISION or KRYPTOK BIFOCAL tori* lenses, ground 
into ONE SOLID PIECE o f GLASS. DOCTOR H. E. 
BAKER, O.D., with over 30 years* experience, GUAR­
ANTEES to give you Perfect Pit or NO COST. Circular 
with latest styles and lowest prices FREE.

M ODERN SPECTACLE C O ., D ept. 9 6 -0 ,
3125 Pensacola Ave., Chicago, 111.

4 NIVERLIFT IRO N REST
and U n i v e r s a l  C o r d  C o n t r o l

Iren "slides on" and "slides o ff" this modernistic rest 
^Saves lifting Iron over 200 times each ironing day—more 

than 900 lbs. Cord control p " '  U a  l ' ui 'ixi"OP1 
prevents electric cord from — " r  1 ®

kin king. Keeps it up 
out of way.
Fire p r o o f  

'a n d  s a fe .

Make lota of m o n e y -  
big money— easy mon­
ey selling tlvla device. 
10O %  profit and up. 
Write for particulars 
— NOW.

NEVERLIFT COMPANY INC. 
» 0t-KH Wutfliwi ,va. Chicago, III. U.J.A.

IF 1 S e n d  YOU 
THIS FINE S U I T -

Win V<m* Wear It and Show It to Friends?
1 need a reliable man In your town to wear a One. 
made-to-measure, ail-wool DEMONSTRATING SUIT—  
advertise my famous Union clothing— and take orders. 
You can make up to ( 1 2 .0 0  In a day. My line con­
tains over 150 quality woolens, all sensational valt 
guaranteed. Yon need no experience or money. I a

tired, FREE of extraply everything regain
me today for  FREE d eta ils . H. J. fiR A V E a, • i w " f  
FIELD CORF., 1 3 0 0  W Harrison S treet, D ept. T -7 S 6 ,
Chicago, Illinois.

money- 
a cost.
tvfcs, *

r p A c i iHJNUSED POSTAGE
U u / l J I I f f  U. 8. Stamps wanted at 90% of Face Value. 

m  Money Order sent on receipt. Send Stamps 
r  Registered MaiL

PLYMOUTH, De#L P2— IB2 W. 42nd St. N. Y. C,

FALSE TEETH
SEE ABO U T M Y

____  TE E TH  BEFORE
O R D E R IN G  E L S E W H E R E
WEAR THEM, TEST THEM, EXAMINE THEM for BEAUTY, 
FIT AND COMFORT. YOU MUST BE 160% SATISFIED or I 
Will refund even cent sou have paid me. 1 am a dentist of 30 
YEARS' EXPERIENCE. I supervise Che making of your plates 
from start to finish.

§ END NO M ONEY
Write TODAY for FR EE BOOKLET and Material

DR. CLEVELAND DEN TAL LABORATORY
Dept. 48-H 9. 503-05 Missouri Ave. East St. Louis, Hi.

Midget radio fits y oer pocket or imrae. W eigfia &niy 
oaa.Smaller than cigarette package! Receives ata- 

ionn with clear natural tone. HO CRYSTALS to  ed­
it uist -NO UPKEEP only one moving part." AIJDiO- 
F PHONIC given superior performance. ENTIRELY 

NEW PATENTED DESIGN. Haa enclosed geared 
kjmhuraa dial for perfect tuning. Many owners re­
port amazing reception and distance.

ONE YEAR GU ARANTEE
sent complete ready to listen with instructions tor use m homes, of­
fices, hotels, boats, in bed, etc. TAKES ONLY A SECOND TO CON­
NECT-NO ELECTRICITY NEEDGD1 SEND NQ MONEY! Pay peatman 
only ( 2 -9 0  plus postage on arrival or send $ 2 .9 9  (Check, M.O., C«ah)
and yours will be sent complete postpaid. A i------ ----------------*
ORDfcR NOW1 MIDGET RADIO CO., Dept. PF-6,

m usual
■ey, Net
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(Continued from  page 109)

just got to take mv word for it. Look at 
me, Ivy! Look at me! You know I love 
you. You know I ’m telling the truth !” 

That was Pete talking— Pete Hanford 
whom she had known and trusted so many 
years. Ivy looked into his blue eyes, and 
the suspicion and doubt were gone.

“ I love you, Pete,” she whispered. " I ’ll 
trust you. No matter-what happens, I ’ll 
wait— and trust you !’’

Darkness had come outside. The fire 
burned low. In the cabin there were lan­
terns to give light, and the little group 
made a plain target for a man who lurked 
outside.

Ivy was first to see that shadow, a 
ragged, gaunt little figure, half crouch­
ing as he levelled two sixguns. Before she 
could speak, his command rang over them, 
“ Reach, all of you! Get your hands up. 
Now back up to the wall. Back!”

Edwards, the two deputies and Pete 
obeyed almost as one.

Flora screamed, her face suddenly radi­
ant, “ Joe ! Here I am, Joe. I prayed you’d 
get here— ”

“ Come over here, beside me,” the 
ragged man panted.

“ Joe!”  Flora's voice had gone shrill. 
“ Joe, behind you— ”

Joe’s gun belched flame as he spun 
around. At the same time another gun 
exploded. Joe dropped, clutching at his 
side in agony. Another of Edwards’ dep­
uties stepped out of the shadows.

“ Got him. Sheriff!”
Edwards peered at Joe. “ Seems to me 

I ’ve your picture on a bill in my office. 
You ’re wanted for escaping from state’s 
prison last month.”

Joe’s grimace was a hitter confession. 
“ I ’ll talk,” he muttered. “ Why not? 
You ’re so smart you’d find out anyway. 
When I broke jail I headed for Pete Han­
ford’s ranch. I knew he’d help me. And 
I sent for Flora to meet me there.’ ’ Joe’s
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Tiand closed over the fingers of the woman 
who sobbed beside him. “ Flora and I were 
planning to get married.”

Pete nodded, answering the startled 
glance that Ivy gave him. Somehow ten 
years had slipped off Pete's young shoul­
ders. The lines of his face had softened.

“ Flora’s folks saved my father from a 
law posse one time," Pete said to Ivy. “ It 
was the kind o f a favor the Hanfords 
don't forget.”

T V Y  nodded. Radiance was flooding her 
heart. Pete loved Flora perhaps, but as 

a brother might love her.
“ I wanted Flora and Joe to get clear of 

the law," Pete went on, in his simple, 
honest narrative. “ I kept remembering 
how my own mother died of shame be­
cause she married an outlaw. I didn’t 
want Flora to know agony like that.”

“ Joe promised he’d go straight if he 
could just have another chance." Pete 
glanced at the sheriff. “ If he held up that 
bank and shot anybody, I don’t know 
anything about it. All I know is that I 
bought Flora a wedding outfit.”

“ I understand. That was sweet of you,’ ’ 
Ivy whispered, and Pete's big fingers 
tightened over hers.

“ Next thing I knew, Ivy tells me the 
hank was held up,”  Pete went on. “ All I 
could think about was Flora. If Joe was 
caught she’d have that lifetime disgrace to 
face. I did the only thing I could. I lit 
out and gave your boys somebody to 
chase.”

“ And that’s the truth, every word of it,”  
Joe’s hoarse voice took up the story, *‘Tt 
wras the wedding dress gave me the idea. 
W e were broke. W e had to have a stake.
I dressed up in that dress and rode to 
Tipton. Pete and Flora didn’t know any­
thing about it.”

At the end o f that confession Sheriff 
Edwards swelled with justifiable pride.

“ You boys wondered why I wasted time 
fooling around with a sick girl.”  he said 

(Concluded on page 112)
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\ /  IV/// Show You How fo

,,' Learn Radio-Television
\f ( Servicing or Communications
k  b y Practicing in Spare Time

YOU PRACTICE RADIO
SERVICING

You build the modern Radio 
shown below as part of my 
Servicing Course. I send you 
speaker, tubes, chassis, trans­
former, loop antenna, every­
thing vou see pictured and 
EVERYTHING you need to 
build this modern Radio Re- 

ceiver. Use it to make 
tests, get

^ j -% practical ex- 
ms JiirW i * r i < ■ u. ■• e

YOU PRACTICE RADIO
COMMUNICATIONS

T send you all the parts to build 
Transmitter shown below as 

part of my new 
Com m u n ica t  ion s  
Course. Conduct 
actual procedure of 

' Broadcast Opera­
tors, practice in­
teresting experi­
ments, learn how 
to actually put 
a t r a n s m it t e r  
on the air.

I TRAINED THESE MEN
'A llW  graduating, 
worked for M-rvir* 
in f ohopt. Haw Chief 
Engineer of three 
Police Radio Sta­
tion*."— S. W. OIN-f, 
WtDDIE. Jackson-& 
villc. IIHnAia.

I Will Train You at Home 
M A N Y  KITS O F  PARTS I S END

Do you want good pay. a job with a bright 
future and security ? Would you like a profit- 
able shop of your own ? The fast growing, 
prosperous RADTO -TELEVISION industry 
is making these opportunities for you. Radio 
alone is bigger than ever. 90 million home 
and auto Radios, 9100 Broadcasting Stations, 
expanding use of Aviation and Police Radio, 
Micro-Wave Relay,Two-Way Radio for buses, 
taxis, etc., are making opportunities for 
Servicing and Communications Technicians 
and FCC-Licensed Operators.

Television is TODAY S Good Job Maker
In 1946 only 6.000 TV sets sold. In 1950 over 
5,000,000. By 1954, 25,»w>O,O0U TV sets will 
be in use, according to estimates. Over 100 
TV Stations are operating in 55 states. 
Authorities predict there will be i,f>00 TV 
Stations. This means new jobs, more jobs, 
good pay for qualified men.

Many Soon Make $11 A Week Eitra it Spare Ti*e
Keep your job while training at home. Hun­
dreds I've trained are successful RADIO­
TELEVISION TECHNICIANS. Learn Radio- 
Television principles from illustrated lessons. 
Get PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE experi­
menting with circuits common to Radio and 
Television. Many students make $5, $10 a 
week extra fixing neighbors' Karlins in spare 
time Special Booklets start teaching you the 
day you enroll.

Send Now for 2 Books FREE— Mali Coupon
Send for my FREE DOUBLE OFFER. Get 
actual Servicing lesson. Also get my 64-page 
book, "How t<. Be a Success m Radio-Tele­
vision.'' Read u hat my graduates are doing, 
earning. Send coupon in envelope or paste <*n 
postal. .1. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 2CR 
National Radio Institute, Washington 9. D C. 
OUR 3»TH YEAR.

MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 2C R 
National Radio Institute, Washington ft, 0 . C.
Mail me FREE Lesson and 64-page book. 
(N o salesman will call. Please write plainly. )

ADDRESS.
CITY............................ ........................ ZONE
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UST M AIL COUPON!
M  a pair!’

ask for better-looking or bitter-wearing hose if you paid twice as 
, But that's not all 1 These socks are GUARANTEED. Even if you stand 

on your feet for hours every day, even if your toes grind through ordinary socks 
as though they were tissue paper; if you wear a hole in any pair of these super 
NYLON SOX within one year, YOU GET NEW ONES ABSOLUTELY FREE 
-and they cost less than 60<t a pair!
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first, you save real money by buying DIRECT from the Joy Hosiery Mills. Our 
guarantee is possible because these good-looking socks are made of reinforced 
NYLON. Yes, DuPont special twist, super-strength Nylon reinforced with 

as, gives them their wear-defying durability. They are finely-knit, with
more, the heels and 
of hardest wear.

yarns, gives them their wear-defying durability. They art finely-knit, with 
‘ sorbent Durene lisle; What's I

I at points of hardest wear. 
You'll be delighted with the smart appearance of these socks—their lustrous,

tops, soles of soft, absorbent 
t TRIPLE-BLOCKED for extra protection at ]

ihc Guarantee Certificate. Y ou  must be  convinced this is the hosiery buy o f  
life or  return the socks and you w ill be out nothing. And 
an entire year'

SIZES
10 to 13 (in half 

sizes for perfect fit)
-

» COLORS

Assorted 1 2 **"• N®v *̂ 2 *” • Brown' 
] 1 pr. Maroon 

All Black All While

H O S IE R Y  M I L L S . ,  D ept, S - 1 4 1 ,  C l i f t o n .  N e w  J e r s e y

Regular
Length

•w i-'nrar* ** «»•

out. “  that iv.

Elastic
Ankle

silky smooth finish, perfect for dress or business. Your choice of anklet or 
‘ar length, of rich assorted colors, or all black, or all white. Fast-dye colors 
r run or fade.*

rfwuwi tm  imm
Prove to yourself that this is the biggest value in men’s hose you have ever seen. 
Let us send you a box o f  flee pairs m  5 DAYS’ EXAMINATION. No obligationw keep them. Compare these socks with others costing $1.00 or more a pair. Read

this is the hosiery buy of you 
wear is guaranteed fo

.  JOY HOSIERY MILLS, Dept. S-141, Clifton, New Jersey
Please send me 5 pairs Guaranteed socks for e 
will pay the postman only $2.9* plus postal

8

I will pay the postman only |2.S 
delivery, with the understanding 
money in full if I return the socks in . —,

FREE any pair* in which I

charges on 
that you will refund my 

5 days. If I keep t

Mail the coupon or write today, specifying size, whether anklet or regular length, 
color preference (see list below). Don’t delay. You take no risk. Read money-back 
Offer in coupon.

you guarantee to replace I 
holes within. pN E  YEAR.

8  I— | Check here if  you prefer to enclose $2.98 and we will 1  
| I 1 pay postal charge. Same return privilege, same Free £

Replacement Guarantee. ~
S i z e C o l o r s  Q  Assorted. Q  Black. □  White. | 

O  Regular □  Anklet
f

Name..............................................................................

State....* * « »•City...........
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«iHrdR«P
SPECIALLY TWISTED W ITH ADDED YARNS FOR EXTRA WEAR AND

GUARANTEED TO WEAR FOR 
12 MONTHS WITHOUT HOLES OR 
YOU GET NEW


