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I saw my job failure lift my family’s eyes

but how they uniled when 
I. C.S. pulled me through
Take it from me. That’s the hard 
way to discover a mistake.

I thought I was in solid down at 
the plant with my years of experi­
ence. They’d never lay me off.

But they did. And I was in solid 
—as long as business was good- But 
when things started getting tight . . .

“In times like these,” the boss told 
me, “everybody has to pull his own 
weight and a little more. Experience 
is more than just adding up years. 
You have to learn something, too.”

I was sore, sure. But when I 
calmed down I realized he was right. 
I decided then to start learning. I 
signed up for an I. C. S. Course, 
studied at home in my spare time.

Then I went back to the plant. 
The boss was so impressed with my 
I. C. S. diploma, he gave me another 
try.. . and soon after I even got a 
raise!

TRAINED men are in demand
It’s a fact. Right now there are 
plenty of job opportunities for 
trained men. How do you get train­
ing and hold down a job at the same 
time? Simple. Study with I. C. S. 
at home, in your spare time, at a 
cost of only pennies a day.

I. C. S. is the oldest and largest 
correspondence school. < 266; courses. 
Business, industrial, engineering, 
academic, high school. One for you. 
Direct, job-related. Bedrock facts 
and theory plus practical applica­
tion. Complete lesson and answer 
service. Diploma to graduates.

3 FREE BOOKS
1. “How to Succeed,” a gold mine of 
job tips that will open 
your eyes to your own 
mistakes. 2. An outline 
of job opportunities in 
the field of your choice.
3. A sample I.C.S. les­
son text. Send for them 
today.

fifor Real Job Security-Get an I. C. S. Diploma! I. C. S., Scranton 9, Penna. HomeSudyCo” ncil

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 65LHflR | !
BOX 22628G ,SCRANTON 9, PENNA, (Partial list of 256 courses)

Without cost or obflgation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED” and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which I have marked X (plus sample lesson):
ARCHITECTURE 
and BUILDING
CONSTRUCTION

□ Air Conditioning—Refrig.
□ Architecture
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BUSINESS
□ Advertising
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□ Federal Tax
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□ Professional Secretary
□ Retail Business Management
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CHEMISTRY
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□ Chemical Engineering
□ Chem. Lab- Technician
□ General Chemistry
□ Natural Gas Prcd. & Trans.
□ Petroleum Engineering
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□ Pulp and Paper Making

CIVIL, STRUCTURAL 
ENGINEERING

□ Civil Engineering
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□ Highway Engineering
□ Reading Struct. Blueprints
□ Sanitary Engineering
□ Structural Engineering
□ Surveying and Mapping

DRAFTING
□ Aircraft Drafting
□ Architectural Drafting
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□ Mine Surveying and Mapping
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HIGH SCHOOL
□ Commercial □ Good English
□ High School Subjects
□ Mathematics
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□ Person ne I-Labor Relations
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□ Television Technician 
RAI LROAD

O Air Brake Equipment
□ Car Inspector
□ Diesel Engineer.^ Fireman
□ Section Foreman 

STEAM AND 
DIESEL POWER
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SCIENTIFIC NEW NATURAL NAIL FORMULA BUILDS OUT SHORT
NAILS! Not a Polish. Not a “falsie”, but a treatment 
to LENGTHEN NAILS! Repairs torn nails...
Smooths jagged edges! —
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Have Lovelier Nails Than You Ever Dreamed Possible
Upset because your nails just won't grow? Embarrassed to show your hands in 
public because of short, broken off nails? You need no longer suffer! Now you 
can be proud to show your lovelier hands on dates, parties, dances ©nd elsewhere. 
Amazing new NAIL-GRO gives you the long, beautiful tapering nails you've always 
wanted and needed to give you confidence ond assurance in your appearance.

New Glamour And Beauty With First Application
NAIL-GRO is a liquid plastic material applied directly to fingernails |u$t tike nail 
polish. Discovered by science, it sets to a clear, hard surface—looks and feels like 
your regular noil—actually grows with your nail. It can be cut, filed, polished—yet 
it's so strong, it can t break or tear—even when you're cleaning house, washing 
dishes, doing laundry, playing the piano, or typing. In just minutes, you have 
longer, lovelier nails—just the kind of hands men love to hold, caress—and place 
rings on.

I—Broken or short nails leave 
your hands looking ugly and 
uncared for. But there's no 
need for suffering this way 
any longer.
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only
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Helps Put An End To The 
Nail Biting Habit

These nails are so sturdy, nail biters
won't chew or mangle them, 
help put on end to a nail 
habit that is destroying your
nest and possibly ruining
chances for socio! success.

They'll 
biting 
loveli- 

your

2-dimply place Nail form under 
your nail and apply powder 
with a we! brush. It's lust 
like applying nail polish and 
doesn't require eny more time.

10 Day Free Trial

Manicure Lasts Days 
Longer

Colored nail polishes stay on Nath 
Gro twice as long as they do an 
ordinary nails—and nail polish re­
mover fake*  polish off faster and 
easier. So don't delay! Order now! 
See the pride and admiration in his 
eyes when he holds your hand. Only 
2.98 for a full years supply. Enough
for 50 Noils.

1

3—When nail hardens, remove 
nail form end Presto! a longer 
lovelier nail is yours. Nail is 
now ready for filing and pol- 
ishing. looks and feels com­
pletely real.

There's no need to continue with short, broken, 
unpleasant looking nails. See for yourself how 
Nail-Gro con give you a longer, tapering nail 
that adds loveliness you never dreamed possible. 
You Risk Nothing! Try it 10 Days free, if you are 
not 100% delighted, simply return the unused 
portion for full refund. Rush coupon now in time 
for that special event you want to look your best 
for. Only $2.98.

■I Lynbrook, N. Y.
Please rush me my Nail-Gro at once for only $2.98. I under 

■ stand that if I am not 100% delighted with the results from 8 
my purchase after 10 Day Free Trial, I may return for prompt ■
refund of full purchase price.

I Q 1 enclose payment. Smoothee Co. will pay postage.
■ □ Send C.O.D. I will pay postman on delivery plus a ftw 
■ cents postage.

Na mo.......................................................... ......... , ...____________
■ Address . . ............     -



Kim had taught me how to draw and shoot. I’d hated 
it, but I tried to be good at it, because he wanted 

me to.

THEY CALLED ME
KILLER 1ATE

Complete Novelette

Wanted—Dead or Alive 
Kate Dawson

Reward—$5,000 Pesos

Sometimes i wake up in the 
middle of the night with that 
horrible dodger sign blazed 
across my mind. I lay there shivering 

with the dreadful knowledge that it’s 
me they’re hunting for. Kate Dawson, 
■with a price on her head. Kate Daw­
son—killer, murderess.........

It started on the last trip that Pa 
and me made up the Rio Grande in 
our old stem-wheel paddle tub, the 
Texas Lady. I remember our third 
night out of Brownsville. The Texas 
stars were up there, twinkling so hot 
and bright. I was down on the lower 
deck with my face turned into the 
breeze. I could see the Texas deck and 
the upper rigging outlined against the 
stars and the high smoke stacks spit­
ting a shower of sparks into the velvet 
blackness. The stern paddles were 
making a soothing, swishing sound and 
the bull frogs were croaking on the 
bank.

It was the kind of peaceful, warm 
night that makes a nineteen year old 
girl feel both happy and sad at the 
same time. I was happy because the 
Texas Lady sn&s, my home, and my Pa 

was up in the wheel house. But I was 
kind of sad too. Kind of lonely sad 
because it was such a pretty night and 
I was down on the deck all by myself.

And then all of a sudden I wasn’t 
by myself.

I heard another swishing sound, be­
side the big paddles turning. Pa had 
taught me to be alert for sounds like 
that because this was rugged border 
brush country. More than once we’d 
been jumped by border renegades 
from both sides of the river that want­
ed to steal from the supplies in our 
floating general store.

I spun around, my hand going like 
lightning to the .44 I always packed 
on my side.

But a pair of strong arms caught 
me and dragged me up against a 
broad, strong chest and pinned me 
there so I couldn’t get to my gun. And 
before I could yell for Pa, a pair of 
lips came down on mine.

Then, a minute later there was a 
soft chuckle in my ears.

My heart was banging away, first 
from fright and then from anger... 
because I knew that chuckle. I 
squirmed hopelessly in the powerful 
arms and gritted my teeth. “Kim Sai­
lings,” I gasped. “You ain’t got the 
sense of a mule!”
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“Sure I ain’t,” he agreed, still 
chuckling. “Or I wouldn’t keep chas­
in’ a little hornet like you!”

He finally let go and I stepped 
back. My knees were a little trembly 
—they always got that way when he 
kissed me even though I hated him 
and I knew he was no-count.

I looked up at him, outlined there 
in the dim light of the stars and it 
wasn’t hard to understand why he 
could make a girl go weak in the 
knees. He was awfully tall and wide­
shouldered and rangy like a strong 
lariat that was coiled and ready to 
whip out. And he had a careless wave 
in his sunbleached hair and an even 
more careless grin in his eyes.

You looked at the grin in his eyes 
and you knew he just plumb didn’t 
give a hang. Not about anything—in­
cluding law and order or his own 
neck. That’s why he’d pull a tom-fool 
stunt like waiting out on a sand bar 
and wading out as the Texas Lady 
went by.

T TURNED away from him, mad at 
myself for the melting feeling I got 

from his touch. “Well, I hear you’re in 
trouble again. I heard all about it in 
Brownsville. This time they say you 
killed a man in Monterrey.” I felt my 
throat growing tight. “That’s a new 
record for you, ain’t it, Kim? You nev­
er killed a man in Monterrey be­
fore .... ”

He was quiet for a short spell, then 
he said softly, “A man once gets him­
self a reputation, he gets credit for a 
lot of things he didn’t do. Suppose I 
tell you I didn’t kill that gunslinger in 
Monterrey—that I was in San Antonio 
at the time.”

“I wouldn’t believe you,” I said 
wearily.

He sighed softly. “You see? So 
what’s the use in me tellin’ you?”

I spun around. “You sure take me 
for bein’ awful dumb, Kim. Cornin’ 
around all the time, actin’ so innocent.

And all the time you got a price on 
your head and a reputation for bein’ 
the worst killer on the border—” 
Tears flooded my eyes and my voice 
choked, because it hurt me to say 
things like this to Kim Sailings whom 
I’d known since childhood.

His eyes looked kinda sad there in 
the darkness. “Sometimes a man 
crosses a river,” he said softly. “It’s 
forced upon him to kill somebody and 
when he does he crosses a river. And 
then it’s different on the other side 
because he’s got him a reputation. Just 
a little reputation. But there’s a little 
man on that side of the river with a 
reputation too and this little man 
comes around with his gun. And then 
a man crosses another river and there’s 
a bigger man with a gun.........”

His hands went out in the dark and 
touched my arms. “It’s a hard land 
here, Kate, honey. A man’s got to be 
hard to abide in it—”

He pulled me closer and there was 
gentleness in his kiss now. “Go away 
with me, Kate honey,” he whispered 
softly. “Go away with me to San Fran­
cisco where there’s a new land, where 
folks don’t know me.”

The trembling was back in my body 
again but I fought it. “It’s no use, 
Kim,” I whispered through a hurting 
in my throat. “It would follow you 
wherever you go. A woman’s got 
more to think of than just love. She’s 
got a home and a safe place for her 
children to think of. That’s why I 
can’t go with you.”

He was so still I couldn’t hear him 
breathing. Then he said, “That’s what 
you really want, ain’t it, Kate? A safe, 
good home and your children growin’ 
up, respectable and safe. That’s what 
you always wanted. I remember when 
you were a little girl playin’ with your 
dolls, you made believe that way—”

“Yes. What’s the use sayin’ it ain’t 
so? All my life, I’ve been driftin’. Pa 
—gambling, workin’ a spell here and 
there. I never had a real place I could 



call home ’till he won this ol’ riverboat 
in a poker game in New Orleans. I 
want a real home sure, but more im­
portant I can’t bring children into the 
world to grow up and know their Pa is 
a killer and an outlaw with a price on 
his head—”

Kim was slowly shaking his head in 
the dark, looking down at me with the 
loneliness and sadness in his eyes. “I 
could change, Kate. Out in California 
it would be different. Someday I hope 
I can make you believe that as much 
as I do....”

He bent and his lips touched mine 
again and a fire went through my body 
and then he was gone, slipping over 
the side like a shadow.

I watched the place he’d gone, with 
a tear trickling from my eyes. Kim 
and I had played together as children. 
I’d played with my dolls and he’d 
played with his toy gun his Pa’d whit­
tled out of a piece of white pine for 
him. And when he was big enough, he 
played with a real gun, only it wasn’t 
play. There was a seriousness in his 
face that scared me as he practiced 
shooting rocks and cans. He taught me 
how to shoot and draw, too. I’d hated 
it, but I tried to be good at it because 
Kim wanted me to.

'THEN ONE day he rode off. I 
didn’t hear from him for over a 

year and then I heard that he’d gotten 
into some trouble in a saloon in Vic­
toria. He’d shot a man and there was a 
warrant out for him. Pa and I trav­
eled around a lot. From time to time, 
Kim would come to see me like he did 
tonight. There was the same old care­
less grin in his eyes. But a tightness 
and a wariness, too, like a hunted ani­
mal. And the stories about him grew 
worse until he had the name of being 
the fastest man with a gun on the 
Texas border.

I was sorry because I guess as a 
child I’d loved Kim. But the things 
that had happened since had killed all 

chance for that love and the loneliness 
in me was looking, hoping for someone 
else now.

A week later, we tied up near Lare­
do, and there the dream I carried close 
to my heart came true.....

We tied up early in the morning. By 
noon the lower deck was packed with 
customers. Word always spread 
through the brush country that we 
were coming. So when we found a like­
ly spot on a bank and tied up, Pa gave 
two toots on the whistle and before 
you could shake a stick there was 
ranchers and cow hands and Indians 
popping out of the brush like jackrab­
bits, all fighting to get on board and 
see the wonderful things we had to 
sell.

You see there wasn’t much in the 
way of stores in this part of the coun­
try. Supplies had to be brought over­
land by mule train, either from San 
Antonio on the Texas side, or Monter­
rey on the Mexican side. It was a long, 
dangerous trip through desert country 
and not many tried it. So, folks were 
lucky if they could buy the most es­
sential things from their stores.

That’s why we’d made such a suc­
cess. We bought all kinds of wonder­
ful things from New Orleans boats 
that landed at Brownsville. New tan­
gled sewing machines, fancy lamp 
chimneys, bolts of cloth from France, 
canned peaches, stuff like that. Why, 
you oughta seen the eyes of some of 
those brush poppers. My heart came 
up in my throat and choked me when 
I’d see tire awesome shine in the eyes 
of those poor dried-up, stringy women 
when they wistfully touched a pretty 
ribbon or a pair of reading spectacles. 
Lots of times I knew they could never 
afford to buy those things and I 
sneaked around when Pa wasn’t look- 
in*  and let them have something for 
less than it cost us.

Pa never could figure out why we 
could sell so much and still make such 
little profit!



OUT THIS trip suddenly began to 
** look like we were really goin’ to 
rake in the pot for a change. We’d 
tied up and Pa gave his usual two 
hoots on the whistle. Then pretty soon 
what comes across the river from the 
Mexican side but a whole parade of 
the finest horses all sleeked and 
groomed. And sittin’ astride those 
horses were the most elegant dressed 
cowboys I’d ever laid my eyes on. 
Their saddles were sparkling with sil­
ver inlay and conchos. They wore 
giant broad-brimmed hats with high- 
peaked crowns. And you shoulda seen 
the fancy embroidery and stitching on 
their shirts!

Pa got so excited he nearly fell off 
the deck. “Those are vaqueros from 
the Los Animos rancho!” he gasped. 
“That’s the biggest hacienda in this 
end of Mexico and the -patron that 
owns it, Don Valdez is one of the rich­
est men in Mexico!”

Pa and me fell all over ourselves 
getting our wares all straightened out 
and ready in the cabin on the main 
deck which served as our store. Then 
in came this delegation, all polite and 
sweeping their hats off and bowing.

The head of the bunch turned out 
to be the eldest son of old Don Valdez 
himself. His name was Ramon Valdez, 
a dashing, handsome guy in his early 
twenties.

“Buenos dias, senor,” I started off 
in my fumbling Tex-mex.

His straight white teeth flashed in a 
friendly smile. “With me you may talk 
English, Senorita. I graduated from 
one of your fine colleges in the East.”

I blushed clear down to my toes. I 
never had any trouble chattering away 
a mile a minute with anybody I met. 
But I was suddenly tongue-tied with 
this guy. He was so smooth and pol­
ished. He made me think of a story­
book prince or something—and I 
guess in a way that’s what he was in 
his country. His father was the over- 
lord of thousands of acres and, ac­

cording to Spanish custom, as the eld­
est son Ramon would inherit it all one 
day.

He got busy then picking out items 
for his father’s ranch. My shyness left 
as I helped him, and pretty soon we 
were talking like old friends. When he 
got through he’d just about bought us 
out. Pa was wall-eyed, counting all the 
money we’d just made.

His men loaded up all the goods and 
left. At the door, Ramon paused. 
“Senorita, this week-end we are having 
a big fiesta on my father’s hacienda. 
We would be very honored if you 
would come as our guest.”

My mouth gaped open. I shot a 
glance at Pa and he nodded. “Why— 
that’d be mighty nice,” I stammered. 
“I’d be plumb tickled, Mr. Valdez.”

He smiled. “Please. By now we are 
good enough friends so you should 
call me Ramon.” His hand gave my 
fingers a warm squeeze. “My vaqueros 
will come for you on Friday afternoon 
and escort you to our ranch.”

He left me feeling like a Cinderella 
that’d just been invited to a royal ball. 
I spent the next two days sewing up a 
party dress out of our prettiest bolt of 
blue cloth. It was just the right shade 
of blue for my corn-silk blonde hair 
and blue eyes. On Friday, while I was 
waiting impatiently for my escort to 
the ranch Pa said to me, “Kate, I’m 
glad you got invited to this shindig. A 
girl ought to have the chance to go to 
parties and I know you ain’t had much 
of a chance for that kind of thing 
knockin’ around the country with your 
old worthless Pa. The Valdez’s are 
fine, aristocratic people and they’ll 
treat you good. But remember one 
thing: you don’t own all that land and 
people by bein’ soft. Old man Valdez 
can be hard as nails and mean as a 
rattle snake if you get him riled, so 
you mind your manners.”

“Yes Pa,” I said dutifully.



COUR O’CLOCK that afternoon, 
-*■  here came the vaqueros again, this 
time with a buckboard that had a fan­
cy awning to keep the sun off. Pa 
called it a surrey. I never seen any­
thing so fancy in my whole life!

I sat up there like the queen of 
England and the vaqueros rode around 
me, singing and laughing through 
miles of dusty brush country, through 
the mesquite, the retama, junco and 
cactus of the monte. And then we 
came into a valley, all green and pret­
ty like a little Garden of Eden in the 
desert and there were the white ’dobe 
walls around the main buildings of the 
hacienda.

When I met Don Valdez and his 
wife, Senora Valdez, I remembered 
what Pa had said. Don Valdez was a 
big man who carried himself erect like 
a king, and he had gray hair and a 
glowing gray mustache. He had the 
most elegant, gracious manners I have 
ever seen. But I could see in the back 
of his eyes a hardness like flint. No­
body had to tell me that he ruled his 
brush country kingdom and his house­
hold with a fist of iron.

That night the fiesta began. Lighted 
jack-o-lanterns hung from trees in the 
patio. A string orchestra and singers 
filled the warm night air with music. 
Tables groaned with food. Valdez cou­
sins poured into the ranch by the wag­
on load. There were dozens of beauti­
ful girls but Ramon Valdez gave all 
his attention to me. We danced and 
there was something breathtaking in 
his touch and the way his eyes lin­
gered on my face.

Late that night when the dancing 
was over and I was in my room about 
to go to bed, there was a tap at my 
window. It scared me. But I opened it 
a crack—and I saw Ramon.

“I couldn’t sleep without one more 
good-night,” he explained with a smile.

We talked in soft whispers across 
the window sill and before I knew it 
our hands were touching. And then he 

suddenly bent closer. I felt a dizzy 
flush sweep over me, a feeling of pan­
ic. I shouldn’t let him kiss me so soon, 
I thought wildly. But I didn’t have 
the strength to move. And then his 
lips were on mine, warm, eager.

My mind was in such a spin I 
couldn’t sleep. This was happening so 
quick! Could you fall in love so quick? 
I wished Pa was here so I could ask 
him....

The next day Ramon took me all 
over the ranch. I was used to riding in 
levis, astride like a man, but I knew 
Mexican custom would be shocked so 
I wore a dress and rode side-saddle 
like a lady. It was a perfect day and 
there seemed to be a rosy glow around 
the two of us, shutting off the rest of 
the world.

But something happened late that 
afternoon that showed me another side 
of Ramon—a side that could be as 
hard as his father. We had ridden by 
one of the corrals and Ramon sudden­
ly stiffened as he saw a peon ranch 
hand beating a horse.

Ramon swung off his horse. He 
went over to the man, snapping an or­
der. The peon cursed him and Ra­
mon’s voice rose sharply. Suddenly, I 
saw Ramon grab the whip out of the 
man’s hand and slash it across his 
face. His arm rose and fell until the 
peon was a groveling, bloody heap at 
his feet. I turned my face away, sick 
at my stomach. But I couldn’t forget 
the look in that beaten man’s eyes. If 
I’d ever seen raw, naked murder in a 
man’s eyes it had been then....

Ramon got back on his horse and 
we rode away. He was silent for a 
while and then he said, “I am sorry, 
mi corrazon that you had to see such 
unpleasantness. Sometimes these peons 
have to be treated like bad children.”

Pa’s words came back to me again. 
“You don’t own all that land and peo­
ple by bein’ soft.”

I could see how right he’d been. 
The Valdez family were good to their 



people, but they were strict and hard, 
too.

I tried to put it out of my mind, to 
recapture the rosy excitement of being 
treated like a princess. That night 
there was more music and dancing in 
the patio. Ramon’s touch was more 
thrilling than ever. He was so gentle 
and sweet that it was almost impossi­
ble to remember he had beaten a man 
half to death this afternoon. It seemed 
like a bad dream and in the thrill of 
the evening I’d almost pushed it com­
pletely out of my mind.

Once when we were dancing close, 
Ramon whispered in my ear, “To­
night, mi corrazon, I am going to come 
to your window for another good­
night. Will you open the window when 
I tap?”

A hot flush crept up my throat. I 
looked down at a pearl button on his 
fancy tiest. “Why don’t you try and 
see?” I whispered.

Was Ramon falling in love with me, 
too? Was he going to propose to me? 
Was this my life-long dream coming 
true? It was too impossible. Things 
like this happened in story-books, not 
to real people. But maybe it was go­
ing to happen! Maybe I’d have what 
I’d always hoped for, a respectable 
husband, a secure home where I could 
raise children.,..

That night in my room I waited for 
Ramon. I felt as if there were soft, 
pink clouds all around my heart, lift­
ing it up.

TJFIS TAP came at the window. My 
* ■’ heart was suddenly racing and my 
knees trembled. This time when I 
opened it, Ramon swung over the sill 
and stood beside me in my room.

“You shouldn’t come in,” I said 
nervously. “What would your parents 
think—it.. .it ain’t proper, Ramon—”

His arms went around me. “They 
are asleep, sweetheart,” he whispered 
against my hair. “And why isn’t it 

proper for two people in love to be to>- 
gether?”

“Love—” I looked up at him wide- 
eyed. “Ramon—”

“Yes, in love,” he repeated. And his 
lips found mine, hungrily, eagerly.

I had never felt like this in my 
whole life.. .so weak, so powerless. It 
was frightening and wonderful all 
rolled up together. I knew it wasn’t 
proper for us to be here this way.

“I love you, Kate,” he repeated 
breathlessly between kisses. “I love 
you—”

“I love you too, Ramon,” I whis­
pered. Then I pushed him away. “Ra­
mon—” I gasped. “This is wrong. 
Please—”

“Wrong? But you just told me you 
loved me.”

“I—I do. But we aren’t married 
Ramon. We can’t be here alone-—”

His strong arms held me down. 
“Listen to me, Kate,” he whispered in 
my ear. “And please try to understand. 
You come from another country. You 
do not know all the ways of my peo­
ple. When you are the eldest son of a 
rich land owner in Mexico you cannot 
always chose your wife. My father 
and his brother have planned a mar­
riage between me and my cousin, Lou­
isa, since we were little children. This 
marriage will bring together two of 
the biggest haciendas in all Mexico. 
Love has nothing to do with it, but I 
must do as my father wishes—”

The words hammered at my ears. 
It was like a terrible, unreal dream, 
like the beating I’d witnessed this af­
ternoon. I couldn’t quite believe it. 
Tears of bewildered disappointment 
filled my eyes. All the romantic 
dreams came crashing down. I trem­
bled with heart-broken rage. “Get out 
of my room, you—you polecat!” I 
sobbed.

“Kate—listen to me—”
“Get out.. .get out.. .get out—” I 

screamed.



“Kate.. .please, they’ll hear you all 
over the ranch—”

At that precise moment there was a 
sound at the window. Ramon turned 
that way. I had a fleeting glimpse of a 
dark figure swinging over the sill, into 
the room. The man uttered a single 
swear word, “Cabron!” Then I was 
blinded and deafened by the crash of 
gunfire in the small room.

Before my dazed eyes, Ramon 
clutched at his chest, stumbled, and 
crashed to the floor. The dark figure 
loomed before me. Something hit me a 
stunning blow and my mind went 
blank.

WHEN I OPENED my eyes, the 
room was filled with lamplight. 

Through a daze I saw the horrified 
faces of house servants. They were 
dressed in night shirts and night 
gowns, holding lamps and babbling 
like crazy. I realized that I’d fallen 
across the bed. Groggily I got to my 
feet. I felt something heavy in my 
right hand and I stared blankly down 
at a gun I was holding. How it had 
gotten into my hand I didn’t know.

The servants were pointing toward 
Ramon’s body and at me. One of the 
men turned and dashed down the hall.

I was still so confused from the 
blow that I couldn’t make any sense 
out of what was happening. I opened 
my hand and the gun tumbled to the 
floor. I stared at Ramon’s body.

One of the women servants 
screamed nasty words accusingly at 
me in Mexican. A man beside her sud­
denly began walking menacingly to­
ward me. Fright raced through me, 
clearing the daze from my mind in a 
flash.

I’d knocked around with Pa enough 
to know danger when I smelled it. 
Quickly, I bent and scooped up the 
.45 that I’d just dropped. The man 
stopped as I swung the gun toward 
him. He took one look at the way I 
was holding the gun and he saw that 

I knew how to use it and he didn’t 
come any closer.

I wiped my free hand across my 
eyes. This whole thing seemed like a 
crazy dream and I wished I could 
wake up. As well as I could figure out, 
the servants must have busted into 
the room when they heard the gunshot 
and figured I’d just shot Ramon. It 
sure looked that way. The murderer 
who’d come through the window must 
have knocked me across the bed and 
put the gun in my hand.

I was so filled with panic I could 
think of only one thing.. .getting out 
of there. I waved the frightened serv­
ants away from the door and I ran out 
into the hall. I got halfway to the end 
of the long corridor when four men ap­
peared from around a corner. It was 
the servant who’d dashed out of my 
room, Ramon’s father, Ramon’s 
younger brother, Lupe, and the ranch 
foreman.

Mr. Valdez’s face was gray with 
anguish and fury. He raised a shak­
ing finger. lfYou little piece of bag­
gage,” he screamed in Mexican. “We 
bring you here as our guest—you re­
pay me by killing my son—”

The foreman raised his rifle with a 
curse.

I tried to beg them to listen to me 
but old man Valdez was like a bull in 
an insane rage. “Shoot her!” he cried.

The man squinted down the rifle 
barrel aimed at my heart and his fin­
ger tightened on the trigger.

There was no time even to think. I 
shot from the hip, the way Kim had 
taught me to do when I was a girl. 
The foreman spun around and his 
rifle clattered to the floor.

I’d temporarily saved my life, but 
I’d also put a stamp on my guilt. Now 
I’d never be able to convince them I 
was innocent of Ramon’s death. There 
was nothing left to do but run.

I found an open door and ran into 
the night. Lupe Valdez was the closest 
to me. He was a slim young man, not 



nearly as handsome as Ramon. I’d 
seen him only a few times before; he 
stayed mostly in the background at 
the family gatherings. But now he 
went into action and tried frantically 
to grab me. I ducked under his fingers 
and then I was out in the ranch yard.

Luckily, it was very cloudy and 
dark that night. People were yelling 
and lamps were flickering all over 
the house. I fumbled my way down to 
the corral. There I was in real luck. 
I found a horse saddled and tied to a 
hitch rail—probably belonging to one 
of the vaqueros who’d just ridden in.

I swung into the saddle and got out 
of that ranch yard as fast as the stal­
lion could move.

TT WAS near dawn when I reached 
x the river. The tired horse crossed 
a fording place to where the Texas 
Lady ms tied up. I roused Pa, blurt­
ing out the whole terrible story. We 
went right to work, getting up steam. 
Soon we were headed back down the 
Rio Grande as fast as that old stern 
wheeler could paddle. But that wasn’t 
nearly fast enough to suit me. The 
Texas Lady was a slow old tub and 
we had to be careful of the many 
treacherous sand bars.

All that day, we watched the banks 
on both sides, afraid that every time 
a bush moved it was the Valdez riders 
coming after me. But that day passed 
and the following night. Neither Pa 
nor me slept a wink. We kept loaded 
rifles close by as we steamed through 
the night. Forty-eight hours passed 
and there was no sign of pursuit. My 
hopes began to rise.

It was near sundown that second 
day when we rounded a bend in the 
river and saw up ahead a horseman 
strike out across a shallow gravel bar 
toward our boat.

I grabbed my rifle and stepped out 
of the wheel house onto the Texas 
deck where I could draw a bead and 
I fired a warning shot near his head.

He drew rein abruptly, yanked his 
hat off, and yelled. I caught sight of 
tumbling blonde hair and the shifting 
breeze carried his swear words our 
way. My heart turned a flip.

“Kim!” I cried. “Kim Sailings!”
I’d never been so glad to see any­

body in my whole life!
Pa slowed the boat and Kim drew 

his horse up to the rail and swung 
from his saddle to the deck. He ran 
up to the Texas deck still swearing, 
because I’d nearly shot him. But when 
he confronted me on the deck he start­
ed grinning. He put his hands on his 
hips and slowly ran his gaze from my 
head to my feet.

“What are you gawkin’ at, Kim 
Sailings?” I demanded angrily.

“I just wanted to get a good look 
at ‘Killer Kate’, the most dangerous 
woman on the Texas border,” he 
drawled. Then he took a folded paper 
from his shirt pocket, handed it to 
me. “Everybody on the border is talk­
in’ about Killer Kate, the girl that 
murdered Ramon Valdez in the heat 
of a lovers’ quarrel.”

My ears were burning as my trem­
bling fingers tore open the paper. It 
was a “wanted” dodger. The kind they 
post for outlaws. The words screamed 
up at me—

WANTED—DEAD OR ALIVE 
FOR MURDER 
KATE DAWSON

REWARD—$5,000 Pesos
Then followed a description of me.
“Old man Valdez has plastered 

these all over the border,” Kim went 
on. “Every bounty hunter, sheriff, and 
gunslinger on both sides of the river is 
lookin’ for you, gal, aimin’ to collect 
himself that fat purse. You sure got 
yourself in a mess,” he observed.

Tears rushed to my eyes. “Kim, it 
isn’t true. You have to believe me. I 
didn’t kill anybody—I couldn’t—”

“I don’t know,” Kim grinned in his 
maddening, mocking way. “You sura



got an itchy trigger finger. You put 
that Winchester slug awful close to my 
ear a few minutes ago.”

“Kim! This is no time for tom fool­
ishness!” I sobbed.

Pa came out of the wheelhouse to 
join us. His face looked tense and 
lined from the strain of piloting that 
old tub so many hours without rest. 
“Kim, I’m mighty glad to see a friend, 
son,” he said, shaking hands with Kim 
warmly. “Do you think we got a 
chance to make it down to Browns­
ville?”

VTM’S FACE sobered. He shook his
head. “That’s why I headed you 

off here, Mr. Dawson. Valdez has got 
a blockade set up across a shallow 
part of the river a few miles down 
from here. You would have run smack 
into it in a few hours.”

“Then we’re mighty grateful to you 
for stopping us!” Pa gasped.

Kim looked my way with a crooked 
grin. “I’ve kinda got attached to that 
brat of yours, Mr. Dawson,” he said 
softly. “Reckon I’d miss her if any­
thing happened to her....”

The old trembling feeling went 
through me when Kim looked at me 
that way. I didn’t know how it was 
possible to like a guy and stay mad at 
him most of the time the way I did 
with Kim!

“You know this border country and 
the people in it better than anybody 
else, Kim,” Pa said. “What would you 
advise us to do?”

“Well, I ain’t kidding you any, Mr. 
Dawson, we’re in a tight spot. Valdez 
is a powerful man and he’s got a pow­
erful thing driving him—revenge for 
his son’s death. But, I been in tight 

spots before. I figure our best bet is 
to take Kate off the boat here. I got 
friends near here that’ll hide her for a 
couple of days. Then she can take the 
stage to San Antonio.”

So, a few minutes later I was beside 
Kim on his horse, riding away from 
the river. Pa was going to take the 
boat on down the river. It might help 
confuse Valdez when he searched the 
boat and didn’t find me on it. Pa, of 
course, would give him a story about 
me not coming back to the boat at all 
after I ran away from the Valdez 
ranch.

As I rode with Kim, I told him the 
entire story of the shooting just the 
way it happened.

“This hombre Who crawled through 
the window. Do you have any idea 
who he might be?”

“Yes, I think so.” I told Kim about 
the peon that Ramon had beaten that 
same afternoon. “That man wanted to 
kill Ramon, Kim. I saw it in his eyes.”

Kim nodded thoughtfully. He took 
me to a shack on the river bottom 
where a Mexican family, friends of 
his lived. This was to be my biding 
place until I took the stage.

“I’m goin’ to ride back up toward 
Laredo and see what I can find out 
about that shooting,” Kim told me. “I 
got a lot of friends on both sides of 
the river. If that peon shot Ramon I 
can find him and get the truth out of 
him.”

I looked up at Kim, so tall and 
rangy on his horse. I reached up and 
put my hand on his. “Be careful.”

His smile turned bitter. “This Ra­
mon Valdez was a handsome hombre. 
Were you in love with him, Kate?”

A flush stung my cheeks. “He kinda 
swept me off my feet,” I said in a low 
voice. “But I found out he was noth­
ing but a polecat—”

The bitterness left Kim’s smile and 
he bent low and gave me a thorough 
kiss. “If I’m not back in a couple of 
days, you catch that stage for San An­



tonio alone.” He waved and then was 
gone.
TTHE NEXT two days I stayed in 

the little shack of Juan Perron, his 
wife and five children. They were 
kind, simple people. Kira had once 
done them a great favor and they 
would die for him, so I felt very safe 
in the little river bottom shack.

The night before I was to catch the 
stage I went out on the porch for a 
breath of fresh air. I saw the shape of 
men down by the corral. Then I heard 
hoof beats drum away.

Juan Perron came up on the porch, 
very agitated. “Senorita, stay inside,” 
he said, almost pushing me. “Een the 
moonlight your hair shines like sil­
ver .... ”

I did as he ordered. “What’s wrong, 
Juan. Did someone out there see me?”

He shrugged, but his eyes darted 
apprehensively toward the darkness. 
“I am not sure, senorita. My cousin 
Alfredo was out there at the corral. He 
is not a good man. He rode off all of 
a sudden. I looked up here an’ saw 
your hair shining like silver in the 
moonlight. I do not know, Senori­
ta....”

He shook his head, muttering to 
himself as he went back out to the 
porch. I noticed that he picked up his 
rifle as he went out.

I slept uneasily that night. Early 
the next morning, Juan hitched up his 
buckboard and took me into a nearby 
town to catch the San Antonio stage. 
His wife had disguised me in one of 
her long dresses and a black lace man­
tilla over my face. On the way I 
looked anxiously for Kim but there 
was no sign of him. I had to board the 
stage alone.

The stage coach rolled out of the 
little town, along a dusty road through 
the chaparral covered wasteland. The 
sun beat down on the hot sand, the 
lizzards and rattlesnakes. Off in the 
cloudless sky, two buzzards wheeled 
gracefully.

As the miles rolled by I sat tensely 
in my corner of the seat worrying 
about what could have happened to 
Kim?

It was near ten o’clock that morn­
ing when the posse caught up with us. 
I first noticed a cloud of dust off to 
the right. It grew larger and then I 
saw the large body of riders.

My heart began pounding. A cold 
emptiness clutched at me. The riders 
caught up with the stage. There were 
pistol shots and yells. The stage 
slowed and came to a dead halt.

The next moment the stage door 
was jerked open and an armed man 
ordered all the passengers out of the 
coach. I recognized the man as one of 
Valdez’s vaqueros.

When I stepped down from the 
coach that morning I didn’t have a 
hope left. My knees were shaky, but 
I kept my chin up. I wasn’t going to 
give these skunks the pleasure of see­
ing how scared I was!

I looked up at the men on horse­
back and there was Valdez, himself, 
giving orders. He looked over the pas­
sengers, then ordered one of his men 
to jerk off my mantilla. When he did, 
and my blonde hair spilled free in the 
sunlight, a cry went up from the 
posse. One of the frightened passen­
gers pointed a trembling finger at me. 
“It’s that woman they got the reward 
out fer!” he gasped. “It’s Killer 
Kate!”

Valdez’s face looked like cold gran­
ite. At his orders, his men took me 
down a ravine where there was some 
mesquite trees growing. One of them 
tied my hands behind me and the oth­
er threw his lariet noose around my 
neck and tossed the other end over a 
mesquite limb and drew it tight.

It was easy to figure what had hap­
pened. Juan Perron’s cousin, Alfredo, 
who had seen me on Juan’s porch last 
night had high-tailed it to Valdez, hop­
ing to collect some of that reward.



/^\LD MAN Valdez sat up on his 
horse, watching the preparations 

for the necktie party. He snapped an­
other order and I felt the rope snap 
tight around my neck. My knees buck­
led from under me and I fainted.

I guess I swooned for only a few 
seconds. In the distance I heard some 
shots. I opened my eyes and I was on 
the ground. The rope was still around 
my neck, but it wasn’t tight any more. 
I sat up weakly. And the first thing I 
saw was Kim Sailings, sitting high and 
arrogant on his horse, with a pair of 
smoking six-guns in his hands!

If I ever loved the sight of Kim 
Sailings in my life, it was that mo­
ment!

He was arguing with old man Val­
dez, and backing up his arguments 
with the guns. Behind him was a band 
of riders, equal to Valdez’s bunch, 
and they had their guns handy too. 
Some of Kim’s outlaw friends, I fig­
ured.

“There ain’t no point in stringing 
up that girl,” Kim drawled. “She 

didn’t kill your boy, Senor Valdez. 
You want the real murderer, don’t 
you?”

“Of course she killed Ramon 1” Val­
dez snapped. “My servants found her 
with the gun.”

Kim shook his head. “A man came 
through the window that night, shot 
Ramon, knocked Kate dizzy and put 
the gun in her hand.”

Valdez’s eyes widened. “How do 
you expect me to believe a wild story 
like that?”

“I’ve got the proof,” Kim said. 
“And—I’ve got the real killer.”

A murmur swept through the va- 
queros.

“Kate thought it was a peon that 
Ramon had beaten the same day he 
was killed,” Kim went on. “I crossed 
the border to your hacienda. I have 
some friends on your ranch. With 
their help we found the peon that was 
beaten. He didn’t kill Ramon, but he 
knew who did. So did other peons on
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Stephanie was openly hostile to Jim, and it was 
she who tagged him, “the Widow-Maker”

nIE WIDOW-MAKER
by FRANCIS FLICK

Complete Novelette

JIM TARRANT rode his bag roan 
into town with long accustomed fa­
miliarity. He jogged through the 

ankle deep dust knowing he was being 
watched from windows, from saloons, 
from anywhere that scum gathered. 
Word of his arrival in Bannock Springs 
had preceded him, but he gave no in­
dication of his knowledge of the scru­
tiny except in the anger smouldering 
behind his flinty gray eyes.

He tied his horse to the Mansion 
House hitching rail and picked up his 
saddle bags. Taller than most men, he 
walked without hurry to the hotel and 
no watching eye could mistake his sura 
confidence, or miss the two black han­
dled guns slung low.

The railhead cowtown was bustling 
this torrid Saturday afternoon. Cow­
hands were in from the range to drop 
their wages at the gambling tables and 
at the bars. Couples, with children tag­
ging along the planked walk, went into 
the mercantile and the other false front­
ed stores. But behind this normal activ­
ity Jim could feel the sinister fear 
brooding over this town ruled now by 
outlaws and gunmen. Hell, he could 
smell it.

Inside the goomy lobby he dropped 
his saddlebags on the counter and 
looked at the boy behind it. “I’d like

a room as cool as you got,” he said in 
a softly courteous voice.

“That’ll be number six.” The boy 
turned the register around and watched 
while he signed Jim Tarrant in wide 
bold strokes.

“Keep my saddlebags until I come 
back,” he said and walked out into the 
broiling sun. Later, he would clean up, 
but now they were waiting for him.

Dodging a loaded freighter and stop­
ping to let three riders pass, he walked 
across the dusty street to the Cattle­
man’s Bank, slanting a contemptuous 
eye at the sheriff’s office and jail 
next to It. He knocked sharply on the 
locked door.

Inside a chair scraped and a voice 
called, “Who’s there?”

“Tarrant,” he answered crisply and 
Presley Adams opened up, then quick­
ly locked the door again.

Jim pushed back his pearl gray Stet­
son, his mouth grim. “Well,” he said 
softly and a half dozen men sitting 
around a table outside the grilled 
counter all spoke at once.

He wheeled when a girl’s voice said, 
“Since you’re the bank president, Mr. 
Adams, why don’t you be spokesman?”

Jim took off his Stetson. “Sorry, 
ma’am, I didn’t see you. It’s kinda 
dark after the sun.”
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“Jim,” Preseley said, “this is Steph­
anie Rogers, Rand’s niece and she’s 
here because he’s laid up with a busted 
leg. She arrived just after you left for 
Wichita and she’s representing the 
ranchers on the south rim.”

“My pleasure,” Jim said courteous­
ly. She was a slip of a girl to be repre­
senting the big cattle ranchers, but her 
uncle was the largest of them all and 
he apparently trusted her more than he 
did his neighbors. In one quick glance 
Jim saw she wore a flowered muslin 
dress and that she had a grave face and 
fine wide spaced eyes. He didn’t bother 
to figure why those eyes should be so 
unfriendly toward him.

After he replaced his hat, he slowly 
built a cigarette and lit it. It wasn’t 
until he’d inhaled deeply that he said, 
“Well, what’s so all fired important 
that I had to come in from the ranch?” 
He knew, but he wanted to make it 
hard.

He looked at the men and the girl. 
Everyone was represented. The bank, 
the nesters, the tradesmen, the small 
ranchers, even a trail boss and—Steph­
anie Rogers.

“It’s this way, Jim,” Presley said 
and, now that his eyes were adjusted to 
the dimness in the bank, Jim could see 
that the banker’s forehead was beaded 
with perspiration. “You turned in your 
star months ago and went to Wichita 
to see about buyers because you wanted 
to work and run cattle.”

“Suppose we get to the point, Pres­
ley,” Jim said quietly.

“We want you to take back the star.” 
the older man blurted. “We got to have 
you.”

rT’HE MEN watched him almost as if 
-*•  they were holding their breath for 

his answer. Only the girl was utterly 
impassive. Jim laughed and it was both 
bitter and angry at the same time. But 
when he spoke his voice was low and 
controlled.

“I ought to tell all of you to go to 
hell—and I would if we didn’t have a 

lady present.” He sucked in a long drag 
of smoke and let it trickle out his nos­
trils. “Bannock Springs was a law- 
abiding clean town when I ran it. We 
had a rough, noisy crowd moving in and 
out like any trail railhead. We had 
saloons and gambling and dance halls. 
And you men,” he motioned to Slim 
Gaven, the trail boss, “who drove your 
Texas leghorns here could be sure it 
was a law-abiding town. Then I turned 
in my star and what happened?” His 
contempt flayed them. “In a matter of 
weeks Bannock Springs became a sink 
hole of inquity; a rotten dump for card­
sharps, killers and outlaws. You’ve 
turned this town into a place that’s un­
safe for its people and now you come 
whining back to me to undo what you 
and your weakling of a sheriff let hap­
pen.” Jim’s eyes bore into each of them. 
“I warned every one of you, except you, 
miss, that Hack was a passable deputy, 
but a man who had to follow orders, 
not give ’em. He’s no damn good, par­
don me, miss, as number one man. I 
told you, didn’t I, Presley?”

“You told us,” the rotund banker 
said unhappily.

“But you knew better than I,” Jim 
went on, cutting his words at them. 
“Anyone can order Hack around.” He 
saw Stephanie half rise from her chair 
in protest and ignored it. “Everything 
I say about Hack’s been proven, or you 
wouldn’t have hollered for me to come 
back. He’s a joke and you all know it. 
The town’s being run by somebody who 
can draw a gun fast. I’m not sure who 
the head man behind all this mess is— 
yet.”

“We didn’t listen to you, Jim, and 
we were wrong. Hack can’t handle it.” 
It wasn’t easy for Presley. “Now we’re 
asking you to pin back on the star and 
clean up.”

“Isn’t it a little late?” Jim asked, 
dropped his cigarette and ground his 
heel on it. “Hack won’t take kindly to 
losing the sheriff job. You were the one 
who said he deserved to be promoted, 
Presley, you made a right flossy speech 



about it. A man, even a weak man, has 
his pride.”

“He’ll step down,” Presley said with 
finality. “He wants to. He don’t like 
the spot he’s in.”

Jim’s smile was bleak. “That could 
figure,” he admitted. “But suppose he 
doesn’t, what then?”

The girl spoke suddenly and Jim 
turned. Subdued violence was in her 
voice, "which would have made him more 
than alert had it come from a man. “I 
suppose you won’t have trouble clean­
ing up Bannock Springs, Mr. Tarrant?” 
Her eyes travelled the length of him 
and came to rest on his black handled 
guns. “You men,” she said scornfully, 
“don’t want a sheriff. You want a kill­
er. It isn’t as though Mr. Tarrant isn’t 
known all over the Territory as a killer 
sheriff. I call you the Widow Maker, 
mister.”

There was a stunned silence and the 
men looked at Jim with apprehension 
until he smiled. “I thank you, ma’am.” 
He bowed slightly. “Widow Maker is 
a fine name. The notches on my gun 
aren’t there because I’ve deprived 
pretty little fillies like you of law- 
abiding husbands.” She flushed and his 
eyes held hers. There was simplicity 
and a directness in her as strong as the 
sun. There was a stubborness too.

“What about it, Jim?” Slim Gaven 
demanded.

it J SUPPOSE I decided I’d try to 
clean up Bannock Springs when

I got word to come pronto,” Jim said. 
“I’m ranching way the other side of 
this county, but I don’t want this to be 
a sink hole.” His glance flicked Steph­
anie’s. “And if now I’m called a Widow 
Maker, I reckon I’m willing to add a 
few more to the score to make Ban­
nock Springs decent again. I’m sorry 
my guns offend.” He straightened his 
Stetson. “I’ll take over Monday; some­
one had better tell Hack. If any of you 
want me I’ll be at the hotel.”

Stephanie got up from the table 
quickly. “Good-by,” she said, and be­

fore one of the men could reach the 
front door, she’d unlocked it and 
stepped out on the planked walk.

“You don’t want to tell Hack your­
self, do you, Jim?” Presley asked hope­
fully.

“If you’re all afraid you’ll hurt his 
feelings,” “I will,” he answered shortly 
and the banker flushed as Jim walked 
out into the sun.

He went across to the Mansion 
House and didn’t take long talking to 
Dad Dexter, the proprietor. He picked 
up his saddlebags and the key and went 
up the squeaking stairs. Inside the 
square room, he tossed his belt and 
guns on the bed, then pulled off his 
shirt. He poured water into the wash­
bowl and soaped himself. It was good, 
getting rid of the dust and travel-stain.

He was buttoning his shirt when he 
went over to the window fronting the 
street. For a moment he stood staring 
down at the hot dusty town that had 
gone bad. Anger tightened through him 
that Hack had been so weak a man. 
He saw a woman get gingerly into a 
buckboard and caught the tension in 
her movements as she waited for her 
son to untie the team and get away from 
Bannock Springs.

Then he saw Stephanie Rogers come 
out of the mercantile and walk swiftly 
to the sheriff’s office. He looked 
thoughtfully at the door which closed 
behind her.

It wasn’t hard to figure her unfriend­
liness and her resentment if there was 
a romance brewing between her and 
Hack. Jim hoped there wasn’t. Hack 
needed a strong hand, but it seemed a 
waste for this spirited girl to supply 
it. He was no match for Stephanie. Not 
that Jim personally gave a damn, but 
he didn’t want her cluttering up the 
situation any more than it already was.

Hack wasn’t going to take kindly to 
losing his star, no matter what Presley 
and the rest of them said. Like most 
weak good-looking men, Hack would 
feel the demotion pointed the finger of 
failure at him. Not only would he bit­



terly resent it, but it would fester in­
side until he blew up at the wrong 
time, trying to prove himself to be 
something he wasn’t.

He sighed and turned from the win­
dow. There was a sharp crack and he 
dropped. The bullet thumped through 
the window at the level where his head 
had been and flattened itself in the op­
posite wall.

His eyes were icy when he got his 
gun, knowing it was too late. There 
was no question but what they were 
aware of why he’d come. This was just 
to let him know they knew. War was 
declared before he’d even started gun­
ning, or pinned on the sheriff’s badge. 
Well, he like it swift. He wasn’t a man 
who liked delays, though he could have 
the patience of Job when circumstances 
demanded.

TTHE SUN was slanting down behind 
the ridge when he buckled on his 

belt and checked his guns. Then he 
walked down the stairs and across to 
the sheriff’s office.

The two cells were empty at the back 
of the long room and Hack sat at one 
of the two desks, Stephanie across from 
him. Jim’s entrance seemed to surprise 
them, though it shouldn’t have. Hack 
got up and swaggered over, his hand 
outstretched.

“I’d better go,” Stephanie said and 
her dark eyes flicked to Jim’s guns for 
an instant.

“No,” Hack said. “I hear you’re 
taking back your old job, Jim.”

“They sent for me, so it seems like,” 
he said easily. Stephanie was prettier 
than he’d realized in the dimly lit bank.

“Some of the boys around town have 
heard about it and don’t like it.” Hack 
was worried. “You might find a peck of 
trouble, Jim.”

He shrugged. “One of the sons al­
ready took a shot at me.”

Stephanie’s eyes darted to his guns 
again and he smiled bleakly. “No, not 
yet,” he said. “I didn’t see who did it.”

Hack touched his own gun self-con­
sciously. “No one’s shot at me.” He 
was almost belligerent about it.

“You’re real lucky.” Jim built a cig­
arette. “Who’s running the town?”

“I’m not sure.” Hack smoothed his 
blond hair. “Some say one, some an­
other, you know how it is. Silk Owen 
won Reilly’s saloon from him in a 
crooked card game; but no one can 
prove it. I mean, Jim, it’s just talk. 
Reilly got pretty sore and shot off his 
mouth some before he pulled out.”

Jim frowned and studied his ciga­
rette. Silk Owen was known throughout 
the Territory for the crooked gambler 
he was. He was living today because he 
was a fast man with a gun. Without 
needing proof, he knew Silk was fleec­
ing cowhands and anyone else who was 
sucker enough to walk into a card 
game.

“How long’s Silk had Reilly’s place?” 
Jim asked.

“A few weeks.” Hack was off hand 
about it. “But you can’t prove any­
thing on Silk. There’s been some rus­
tling, but you can’t tie that into him.”

Stephanie spoke spiritedly. “Some 
rustling! They’re stealing the south 
valley blind. We’ve put on extra riders, 
but we can’t stop it.” Her dark eyes 
blazed. “It’s Bull Mullen’s gang of 
outlaws. I’ve told you that, Hack, time 
and again.”

“I know.” He looked embarrassed 
when he turned to Jim. “I’ve tried to 
find their hideout. I questioned some 
of the boys they say belong to Mullen’s 
crowd when they came in to Bannock 
Springs.” He flung out his arms hope­
lessly. “But they behave themselves 
here, so how can I throw ’em in jail? 
I never saw Bull himself. Look, Jim, 
the boys swear they’re only trying to 
find silver in the hills.”

Jim snorted. “And you believe it’s 
any kind of silver except what they can 
get from stolen beef?”

“But where’s the proof?” Hank de­
manded angrily. “I suppose you’ll clean 
up the town without it.”



“Waiting to hear from Reilly.” She 
“Oh, yes, he’ll clean it up.” Steph­

anie pushed back her chair. “He’ll fust 
kill anyone who gets in his way.”

Hack looked worried. “You don’t 
mean it quite that way, honey.”

“She means it.” Jim smiled. “You 
want me to ask politely if Silk and the 
rest of the bad boys will be good and 
ride out of town, ma’am?”

“There are ways to tame a wild 
town without guns,” she informed him 
haughtily.

“Are there?” he asked and glanced 
pointedly at Hack.

Almost defiantly, Stephanie put her 
hand on Hack’s arm. And, looking at 
her, Jim wondered if she realized her 
feeling for Hack was partially, at least 
the instinct of the strong to protect the 
weak?

Jim wondered, too, if her fierce op­
position to guns deepened Hack’s lack 
of aggression in meeting this crisis? Her 
uncle’s opinions hadn’t rubbed off on 
her yet. He was a real fire-eater. He 
believed guns must speak in order to 
drive out lust and violence and restore 
decency and law here in Bannock 
Springs. Still, in all fairness to her, 
Hack was a man to shut his eyes on 
trouble and leave his gun in its holster.

“I hope there’s no hard feelings, 
Hack, because I’m going to pin on 
the star again,” Jim said. “I’ll be glad 
to have you as deputy if you want to 
stay on.”

Hack blustered, his face red. “I’ll 
have to think that over plenty. I got 
offers and you and I don’t exactly see 
eye-to-eye.”

That’s sure,” Jim said flatly. “Let 
me know in the morning. I’d better 
get some grub.” He smiled briefly at 
Stephanie, who didn’t respond, and 
then went out of the sheriff’s office.

Hack must keep his pride if he 
could, but Jim was certain he knew 
what the answer would be in the morn­
ing, Hack would stay on until the go­
ing got too rough...
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sie, who put her 
hips and stared b

WILIGHT was 
thickening across the 
land, the purple of 
another night crept 
down from the ridge. 
Jim turned Into the 
Trail’s End Cafe. He 
stood for a moment 
smiling at Miss Bes- 
hands on her ample 
ick at him.

“Lands sakes, you came in the nick 
of time, didn’t you?” She held out her 
hardened hand and when they shook 
she had the grip of a man. “It’s got so 
them skunks may take a shot at me 
when I poke my nose out.”

“I’ll bet you’re scared to death,” he 
scoffed. Miss Bessie was one of his 
good friends and had been since he was 
sheriff. Middle aged, gray haired and 
not afraid of man or beast, that was 
Miss Bessie. Her husband had been 
killed in a trail stampede and she’d run 
Trail’s End ever since. Some of the 
town might not like her bluntness, but 
they all called her Miss Bessie and ad­
mitted her food was the best in the 
whole Territory.

“Silk Owen’s small potatoes,” she 
said as if they’d been discussing him 
yesterday. “Just a crooked gambler 
who gives out enough free drinks so he 
can cheat and win from the drunks.”

“How did he win from Reilly?” he 
asked.

“Reilly always ran a straight game 
and he didn’t look for Silk to cheat 
him. It’s been a real blow to me to 
have Reilly go, but he was too danged 
mad to stay. You might say he was like 
a son to me, never too busy to drop in 
and gab a little.” She leaned on the 
counter and eyed Jim sternly. “That 
Silk’s makin’ a lot of noise to attract 
the attention while the real skuldug­
gery’s going on somewhere else.”

“Kitty still here?” 



shook her head. “The rustling’s getting 
serious, Jim. The trail bosses are wor­
ried and Bannock Springs will be fin­
ished if they take their herds to another 
railhead. You just got to find Bull 
Mullen’s hideout and rid this country 
of his mess of owlhooters.” She poured 
him a cup of coffee. “We got to be de­
cent and safe here. And some of the 
little ranchers will lose their spreads if 
you don’t clean up Silk Owen’s games. 
I’ll get you a steak.”

The crooks and outlaws had become 
bolder and bolder when they found the 
sheriff wouldn’t lift his hand against 
them. If only the Citizens Committee 
headed by Presley Adams had listened 
to him when he’d told them Hack 
wouldn’t be any good in the sheriff’s 
job. There wasn’t any use going over 
that again, he had to pick up from 
here.

Miss Bessie put a thick steak and 
hashed browns down in front of him 
and then butter and buscuits. Nothing 
had ever smelled so good.

“Eat while it’s hot,” she ordered and 
poured herself some coffee. “They tell 
you about Wells Fargo? They sent one 
of their men here to investigate the 
latest stage robbery that got a lot of 
their gold.” She shook her head. “He 
ran into a dead end and couldn’t find 
out a thing. There’s some real big 
black thunderclouds menacing Bannock 
Springs, Jim.”

He rolled a cigarette. This was 
worse than he’d thought. And Miss 
■Bessie was never one to build a scare. 
“I’ll look around,” he said laconically. 
Finally he broke the silence. “What do 
you think of Stephanie Rogers, Rand’s 
niece? We didn’t exactly hit it off.” 
He smiled wryly.

Miss Bessie raised a surprised eye­
brow. “She’s a real grand girl. Hack 
thinks so, all right.” She smiled.

“She’s filled with foolish ideas about 
a man using guns.” He was surprised 
to find Stephanie had riled him this 
much.

“It don’t do harm to be a little soft.

It’s becoming to a female.” Miss Bes­
sie slammed a dish or two. “Look at 
me. I’m a battle-ax because all the 
softness was took out of me when Josh 
up and got killed.”

Jim left money for his meal on the 
counter, got up and put his arm around 
her. “You’re an old fraud,” he said 
gently. “You’ve got a heart as big as 
all outdoors.” He noticed her eyes 
were suspiciously misty when he left.

JIM CROSSED to Reilly’s old place
that Silk had stolen from him with 

crooked cards. The hitching rail was 
filled and Jim pushed through the 
slatted doors. The long smoke filled 
room was noisy, someone was playing 
the tinny piano and a dance hall girl 
laughed shrilly. The bar was crowded 
with Circle O and Rand Rogers 9 X 
hands and the gambling tables were 
run by hard faces, expressionless men. 
Jim elbowed his way through the crowd 
toward the end of the bar and found 
Pete Reynolds, Rand’s foreman, mor­
osely drinking.

Pete smiled. “Welcome back to town, 
Sheriff,” he said. He waited until the 
barkeep had filled Jim’s shot glass be­
fore he continued. “Things sure have 
changed. You doing anything about 
it, Jim?” He tossed off his own drink.

“Maybe.”
Pete nodded toward a door at the 

rear. “Our present sheriff’s making a 
call.”

The door opened and Hack came 
out followed by a thin man with a 
streak of silver through his hair. 
“Silk?” Jim asked quietly.

Pete said, “Yeah.”
Hack nodded curtly to them, then 

slammed out of the saloon, the slatted 
doors swinging back and forth after 
him. Jim walked back to Silk Owen. 
The gambler watched him with cold 
unfathomable eyes, though he smiled.

“I heard you were back in town, Tar­
rant,” he said. He held a deck of cards 
and was letting them drop in a long 
stream from one hand to the other.



“The Citizens Committee asked me 
to pin back on the sheriff’s badge,” Jim 
told him quietly. “I’m telling you in 
advance that Bannock Springs isn’t 
big enough for both of us. Card games 
are going to be run straight in my 
town, without any professional gam­
blers dealing from the bottom of the 
deck. You’re crooked as hell, Owen. 
The place you run is crooked and you 
got it crooked. Get out peacefully, or 
feet first, I don’t give a damn which.”

Silk Owen didn’t change expression. 
He let the cards run from his left to 
right hand and back again. “Is that 
all you go to say?” he asked.

“It’s enough.” Jim turned on his 
heel and went toward the entrance of 
the saloon.

A pretty blonde girl was cutting 
across his path in the hazy smoked 
filled room. Jim’s gray eyes narrowed 
in surprise that Kitty was still work­
ing here. It hadn’t occurred to him that 
she would after Reilly lost the place 
and pulled out. She was Reilly’s girl!

She spoke, not looking at Jim and 
scarcely moving her red lips. “See you 
at the hotel later.” Then she called 
gayly to one of the cowhands at the 
bar.

As Jim continued on his way out 
Pete shouted and he waited until the 
foreman shoved through the crowd. 
“You coming to the valley soon?” he 
asked and when Jim nodded he seemed 
to let out his breath. “We got real bad 
trouble. We’re going to get those rus­
tlers, Jim, if we have to kill every last 
son of them. Get on that star and let’s 
get goin! ”

“Monday,” Jim said.
Pete clapped him on the back. “Rand 

and the rest of us are sure glad you’ll 
be back in business. Hack just looks ' 
like he’s scared silly and talks real care­
ful to Silk.” He didn’t bother to hide 
his disgust.

“He’s not a gun fighter,” Jim said.
“He's no fighter with anything. I’ll 

tell Rand he’ll be seeing you soon.”

“Tell the other big ranchers too.” 
Jim walked out into the night.

TJTE WENT without hurry, turning 
his back on the man who’d tried 

to kill him through the open window 
of his bedroom. And on any of Mul­
len’s gang who might be in town and 
had to get him first. The street 
stretched before him with deep shad­
ows at the mouth of the alley close 
to the hotel. If his tightening nerves 
were alert to the loud street noises, he 
gave no indication of it. His hands 
swung easily, ready for lightening 
draws of the two black handled guns 
slung low on his thighs. Soon, he knew’, 
men would die in the thick dust of 
the street.

Inside the hotel he drew a glass of 
tepid water from the lobby jar, then 
wiped his mouth with the back of his 
hand. Only then did Jim look around. 
He was surprised when he found 
Stephanie’s dark eyes studying him 
from a horsehair chair near the coun­
ter.

“Howdee, ma’am,” he said courte­
ously. He strode over to her. “I told 
Pete to tell your uncle I’ll be out to 
see him.”

“I’m sure Pete will deliver your 
message, Mr. Tarrant.”

Anger tightened through him at her 
disdain. “There’s going to be trouble 
and you won’t be able to hide from 
it,” he told her brutally. “Bull Mul­
len’s men shoot down women and 
dogs as well as men. You’d be safer 
here in town staying close to the ho­
tel.”

“I’ll be safe,” she flared. “And I 
don’t need your advice, Mr. Tarrant.”

“Youfll be lucky if you don’t need 
my guns before this thing is through.” 
Their eyes met and fought and it was 
he who looked away when Kitty called 
his name and waved to Stephanie.

“Excuse me, ma’am,” he said grave­
ly and followed Kitty into the Ladies’ 
Parlor. But not before he saw Steph­
anie’s eyes widen in surprise. Well, he 



was surprised himself that Kitty was 
friendly with the aloof Stephanie 
Rogers.

“Don’t turn on the lights,” Kitty 
said as he started to touch a match to 
the kerosene lamp. “I can’t be seen 
talking to you, Jim.”

“Am I as dangerous as that?” he 
asked.

“I think so, I don’t know for sure.” 
Her words surged out and he saw the 
naked fear lying in her eyes from the 
light in the lobby. “I don’t think Reil­
ly’s left this country.” She was breath­
ing fast. “I’ve never seen the Irish­
man so outraged as when Silk cheated 
him out of his saloon. No matter what 
Miss Bessy says, I know Reilly 
wouldn’t take it lying down. Please, 
Jim, if you find him, or hear any­
thing about him let me know. I’m so 
afraid he’ll either shoot it out with 
Silk, or ambush him.”

Jim patted her shoulders. “I’ll let 
you know,” he promised. “And if you 
hear anything you let me know.” He 
wouldn’t blame Reilly if he planned 
revenge, but right now he couldn’t 
have Reilly acting independently. The 
thing might explode before Jim was 
ready.

He got his second surprise that night 
when Stephanie called to Kitty and 
there was no mistaking her friendli­
ness. They talked for a moment before 
Kitty ran out of the hotel.

Stephanie looked at Jim. “Kitty’s a 
fine person, isn’t she? So loyal and 
honest in her love for Reilly.”

He blinked for a second and she 
turned and went up the stairs leaving 
him looking after her.

This was the last reaction he’d ex­
pected from a girl like Stephanie. She 
had an enormous tolerance and under­
standing of people, with hidebound 
convictions mixed in. Not that Kitty 
wasn’t a fine girl.... but some of the 
ranchers’ families didn’t see as clearly 
into Kitty’s heart as Stephanie.

It was a shame she didn’t have more 
understanding of a sheriff who had to 

use his guns to make the town safe. 
The Widow Maker she’d called him 
and he grimmaced. But he hadn’t been 
only talking, she might need his guns 
if she found herself and her uncle in 
jeopardy. She might change her mind. 
She might even change it when it was 
too late. She was too soft for this 
harsh land and the Territory would 
break her, and her heart as well.

Jim unlocked his room and flung 
the door wide, standing aside, his guns 
in his hands. He waited, but there was 
no sound inside number 6. Thinking 
how foolish he’d feel if Stephanie had 
happened to open her own door and 
seen him, Jim went in and kicked the 
door shut. He propped a chair under 
the knob and in ten minutes he was 
asleep.
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o C x*  before he went out 
^or breakfast, Jim

I wrote a letter and
twB waited for the stage

to come in. Only a
S few earb7 risers were

waiting when it 
rolled in. Jim hand­

ed the burly driver the letter he’d 
written to Rocky Gilmore, his fore­
man.

Last night he’d decided he needed 
somebody here to side him and who 
wasn’t knowm to Silk Owen. A man 
smart enough in a card game to know 
when he wras being cheated, and who 
was fast with his gun, a man Jim 
could trust. He’d written about the 
setup here to Rocky and warned him 
not to recognize Jim when he reached 
Bannock Springs. Rocky was to get a 
room at the Mansion House and they’d 
meet in Jim’s room late at night. 
Rocky was to use his own judgment 
and play it smart.

And he had plenty of savvy, Jim 
thought, as' he went to Miss Bessie’s 
cafe. They’d met at Wichita and- from 



the beginning Jim had liked the pleas­
ant friendly man who knew cattle and 
the range.

When he’d returned to his ranch, 
Jim had a new ramrod.

In the cafe he found Hack and Miss 
Bessie talking and Hack frowned when 
he saw Jim.

“Ham and—like always?” Miss Bes­
sie asked.

“The same.” Jim smiled. “Morn­
ing, Hack.”

“Morning,” he answered. He kept 
his eyes on bis plate and ate rapidly, 
washing it down with java. Jim waited 
patiently for him to talk.

Finally he moved his plate and 
looked at Jim. “What’s your first 
move?”

“Silk Owen.”
“You can’t get him,” Hack protest­

ed. “You can’t prove he’s crooked and 
you can’t prove he’s hooked up with 
Bull Mullen.”

Jim slammed his fist down on the 
counter and the heavy plates jumped. 
“That’s the trouble,” he said very 
quietly. “Every thing’s got to be 
proved before anyone makes a move.” 
Hack’s face got brick red at the im­
plication. “You can’t do this, you 
can’t do that. Why?” Jim demanded. 
“Who says so? Do you think Silk’s 
going to confess he runs a crooked 
game and works for Bull?”

“You can’t go gunning for a man 
you only suspect,” Hack objected 
vehemently.

“Who says so? You? Watch me.” 
He caught the gleam of deep approval 
in Miss Bessie’s eyes as she set down 
his breakfast. He buttered his biscuit 
lavishly and ate it before he glanced 
at Hack. “How well do you know 
Silk?”

“I’ve lost a little money at poker. I 
only played in the games he runs pri­
vately back in his office, so no one 
knows I’ve gambled,” he hastened to 
explain. “I had to protect the good 
name of sheriff’s office, didn’t I?”

He reminded Jim of a puppy who’d 

acted foolish and still wanted a pat 
on the head. But this was stupid even 
for Hack. If the other card players 
didn’t tell it on him, then Silk would 
be certain to see it got around. It 
would be a lot safer for Hack when 
he turned in his badge, if he quit the 
sheriff’s office entirely.

Then Hack said with sincerity, 
“You can count on me, Jim. I’m not 
going to let you down. I decided to 
stick as deputy.” He held out his hand 
and they shook. “I’m glad you’re 
back,” he confessed. He paid Miss 
Bessie for his food and just as he got 
to the door, Jim got an idea and called 
him back.

“I want the truth,” he said quietly. 
“You owe Silk Owen any gambling 
debts?”

Hack’s face was answer enough. 
“How much?” Jim demanded and re­
luctantly Hack told him. The amount 
was a little staggering for a man with 
only a sheriff’s salary and Jim’s eyes 
narrowed thoughtfully. “First thing in 
the morning when the bank opens up, 
we’ll take care of it.” He stopped 
Hack’s protest. “You can’t arrest a 
man when you owe him gambling 
money,” he told him mildly.

The bluster went out of Hack and 
he finally muttered, “Looks like I’ve 
been a fool.”

“I guess,” Jim agreed and watched 
him leave the cafe. Then he and Miss 
Bessie smiled ruefully at each other.

“There ain’t a mite of harm in him, 
Jim,” she said.

“I know. He’s a good man with 
cattle, this is just the wrong job for 
him.”

“Stephanie’ll make a real man out 
of him,” Miss Bessie prophsied.

“I guess,” Jim said and went out 
into the hot sun.

BEFORE he rode out of town he 
stopped at the Wells Fargo office 

where Bob Butterfield was working 
and moaning about the stage robbery.



“Dangedest thing, Jim,” he said bit­
terly. “Not a clue. The company’s in­
vestigator was here and worked hard 
and came up with nothing.” He rubbed 
hk wrinkled forehead wearily and Jim 
thought that the thin little man might 
blow away in a good strong wind 
someday. “Seven masked men held up 
the stage as it came down the canyon 
road. Thy didn’t hurt any of the folks, 
but they tied them up good. None of 
’em talked, they just took all the guns 
and the Wells Fargo gold shipment.”

Jim built a cigarette. “A smooth 
job,” he commented.

“I’ll say,” Bob agreed. “Whoever 
planned it was a good organizer be­
cause this went off just like clock 
work. Jim, if you can find out any­
thing, anything at all let us know. 
There’s a nice reward.”

“I’m not working for that. I’ll let 
you know what I can find out.” Jim 
got his roan from the livery and rode 
out of town.

Today he’d talk to the small ran­
chers and try to learn how many of 
them owed money to Silk and how 
many stood a chance of losing their 
ranches because of it.

For some reason Jim kept thinking 
about Stephanie and decided again it 
would be a waste if she married Hack. 
In the end she’d get tired of being the 
strength for him to lean on. He 
thought about her blue-black hair and 
the way the kerosene lamp in the hotel 
shone on it. He remembered the fire 
in her eyes and the stubborn tilt to her 
chin.

He loped along the hot dusty road, 
his eyes constantly alert for any sus­
picious movement in a clump of mes­
quite. A man’s back made a good tar­
get for an ambusher.

Jim Tarrant had had a host of 
friends, but during the years they’d 
married and settled down, while he’d 
ridden on. Now, he knew he was tired 
of cleaning out the bad men and sick 
of living by his guns. He wanted the 
peace of his ranch. Then his big gen­

erous mouth thinned. It would be a 
lonely peace after he finished in Ban­
nock Springs and hung up his guns. 
A man was always lonely without a 
woman. For the first time, he thought 
seriously about marriage. Jim’s eyes 
were inscrutable as he searched the 
horizon. The girl he might want some 
day wouldn’t want a man who’d been 
a killer—a Widow Maker, and who 
was going to kill again. Most nice girls 
would feel as repelled as Stephanie 
was. And he didn’t want the other kind.

Most of the day Jim spent visiting 
the small ranchers close to town. He 
found that two of them owned Silk 
money and he’d taken a mortgage on 
their ranches for it, so they conceiv­
ably could lose everything they’d 
worked for. It made it rough on their 
wives and kids, so say nothing of the 
years of brutal work they’d put in. 
Presley Adams hadn’t been interested 
in rescuing them, after delivering a 
lecture on their reckless stupidity.

Everyone was relieved that Jim was 
back and without exception they prom- 
mised cooperation in any possible way. 
Each man vowed he’d be ready to ride 
for the rustlers when Jim gave the 
word, though none of diem had lost 
any cattle. That wasn’t unexpected be­
cause this rangeland was too close to 
Bannock Springs and Bull Mullen was 
confining his operations to the big 
spreads nearer the foothills. He had 
ready access there to hidden canyons 
where he could stash his stolen beef. 
Then, in the dead of night he could 
make delivery to wherever the steers 
were sold.

The day’s ride proved Miss Bessie 
was right. Silk Owen was trying to 
build himself a big ranch by absorb­
ing the small ones over his poker table. 
It woudn’t do any good to tell these 
men they were fools, they’d only set 
their jaws and go on believing they 
could lick Silk at his own game when 
the Lady whose name is Luck smiled 
on them. Most men, Jim knew, 



wouldn’t admit even to themselves 
they’d been suckers enough to be 
cheated,

TT WAS getting on toward twilight 
A when Jim turned the roan back to 
Bannock Springs. He followed the val­
ley road beside the creek, alert to small 
alien sounds. But he wasn’t expecting 
the first shot that split the air. The 
bullet fell short because on that split 
second he’d spurred his horse and the 
big roan had jumped.

Jim rode into a clump of willows, 
then the second bullet thumped into 
the ground. He flipped a revolver shot 
as he sprang out of the saddle. Crouch­
ing by the willows, he waited. Let the 
ambusher make the next move. All he 
wanted was for the man to break from 
cover long enough so he could identify 
him in the purple light.

Jim held one hand over his horse’s 
nostrils to keep him from nickering and 
waited patiently. Funny, how much a 
man wanted a smoke when he knew 
he couldn’t have it. He scarcely 
breathed as he listened for the slight­
est sound.

Beyond the creek a pebble rattled 
and Jim turned his head to watch the 
other side of the water. A bush crack­
led and he snapped three shots in 
rapid succession and knew one of them 
had struck its target by the soft grunt 
of pain. There was a scramble, then a 
horse streaked out for town.

Jim was in the saddle following slow­
ly. It wouldn’t be hard to locate the 
man in Bannock Springs. Let Bull and 
his crowd worry about who’d shot the 
outlaw, because at that distance in the 
dusk the ambusher couldn’t be certain 
it had been Jim. At least, there’d be 
some question about it.

Back in town, Jim left his horse at 
the livery and went to wash up before 
he strode to Reilly’s old place. Luck 
was with him because Kitty was stand­
ing outside and there was time to tell 
her about the man he’d shot and ask 

her to keep an eye peeled and let him 
know if she saw a man wearing a band­
age.

He walked on down to supper and 
was eating pie and drinking coffee 
when a boy came in with a note and 
Miss Bessie handed it across the 
counter to Jim. It was from Kitty. One 
of Silk’s men had come into the saloon 
wearing a sling. Jim lit a cigarette 
and burned up the note until it was 
only a black ash on his plate.

Then he said good night to Miss 
Bessie and found Hack in his room 
changing his shirt. Jim briefed him 
on the man who’d tried to ambush 
him. “You’re sheriff until tomorrow, 
so I need you now,” Jim said.

“I owe Silk money,” Hack remind­
ed him. “I wouldn’t want any trouble 
with him tonight.”

“I’ll have the trouble, you’ll look 
on.”

The saloon was crowded when they 
pushed their way in and Jim led 
straight to Silk’s office with Hack re­
luctantly following.

Without knocking Jim flung open 
the door and Silk looked up from his 
desk, a frown of annoyance creasing 
his forehead. It instantly disappeared 
when he recognized his visitors.

“This is an unexpected pleasure, 
gentlemen,” Silk said smoothly. 
“What can I do for you?”

Jim turned to Hack who said bellig­
erently, “Someone took a shot at Jim 
and he thinks he winged the skunk. 
Do you know about it?”

“What could I know?” Silk 
shrugged.

Exasperated, Jim wished he had 
on the sheriff’s star, but he couldn’t 
reach over and pluck it off Hack’s 
shirt. “I hear one of your men is wear­
ing his arm in a sling,” he sad curtly.

Silk lit a cigar. “You hear strange 
things here in Bannock Springs.”

Jim was tight inside and he wanted 
to knock that sneer off the gambler’s 



face. “I want to talk to that man— 
now,” he said.

Silk turned the cigar slowly in his 
fingers. “It’s too bad, but he’s just left 
town. Seems his poor old mother took 
sick and he had to go to her, natural­
ly.” He caught the cold fury in Jim’s 
eyes and added hastily, “His arm 
wasn’t in a sling because a bullet 
grazed him, but because his horse 
stepped in a gopher hole and tossed 
him and he sprained his wrist.”

“I’m right surprised, Silk,” Jim said 
evenly. “I didn’t know you hired 
weaklings. A man’s pretty much of a 
sissy, isn’t he, if he can’t take a 
sprain?”

“Oh, but this man is,” Silk agreed 
heartily.

“There’s nothing we can do here, 
Jim,” Hack said, “Let’s be going.”

JIM MOVED forward quickly and
grabbed Silk’s shirt, bunching and 

twisting it. “I don’t play soft and easy 
like Hack.” He yanked Silk to his 
feet.”

“Don’t get rough with me, friend.” 
Silk’s eyes were icy.

“You scare me.” Jim slapped his 
face hard with his open hand and then 
sent in a driving right to Silk’s jaw 
that dropped the gambler to the floor.

“Arrest him,” Silk screamed to 
Hack.

“Shut up,” Jim ordered. “That’s a 
sample of what you’ll get if you stay 
around here, or order another ambush. 
This is your last chance to get out with 
your skin.” He pushed Hack in front 
of him out of the office and slammed 
the door.

“You oughtn’t to have done that.’’ 
Hack protested. “He’s mad and he’ll 
make trouble. He’s liable to swear out 
a warrant for your arrest.”

“Tell him to wait until tomorrow, 
that you won’t work on Sunday.” Jim 
managed not to smile, because Hack 
was nodding his agreement in complete 

seriousness. What a happy day it 
would be for outlaws if a Sheriff 
didn’t do business on Sundays. “Or 
it might be best if you got lost your*  
self until tomorrow,” Jim told him.

“But Stephanie’s still in town,” 
Hack protested.

“Stay out of the saloon and you’ll 
be all right.” He wished Rocky were 
here, but his foreman still had hours 
of hard riding. “You go along,” Jim 
said. “I’ll be at the hotel.”

“That’s w’here I’m meeting Steph­
anie.”

When they went in they found her 
and Presley in the lobby and Jim 
looked at Stephanie for a long moment. 
She was beautiful in a white frothy 
dress with puffed sleeves and red vel­
vet sash and a small red bow on her 
gleaming black hair. He bowed cour­
teously to her and she half-smiled.

“Glad to see you, Jim,” Presley said 
importantly. “I’m anxious to know 
your plans.”

“I’ll leave Hack here tomorrow 
after I’m sworn in and I’ll ride out to 
the south valley looking for rustlers,” 
he told the bank president. Presley 
was a sanctimonious man, he thought. 
Jim’s dealings with him had been few, 
they’d clashed about Hack’s appoint­
ment as sheriff, but that had been 
their only real disagreement. Of course 
Jim had never tried to borrow money 
from the bank...

Presley turned to Stephanie. “It 
would be safer for you if Jim rides out 
to the ranch with you in the morning. 
And it will be company for you.” He 
smiled as if pleased with his arrange­
ments.

Jim was amused, because he had a 
hunch the last person she wanted to 
keep her company was him. He was 
right. She said, “I’m leaving so early 
I don’t think Mr. Tarrant would find 
it convenient.” She was stiff about it. 
“I’ll stop by Baxters for an early 
lunch.” Finally she looked at Jim.



“Anyway, I’m not riding, I’m driving 
the team and buckboard.”

Because he knew how much she 
didn’t want him, Jim said, “You can’t 
be too early for me, ma’am. I’ll be 
glad to drive you.” He enjoyed the 
angry color that brushed her cheeks.

“I’m glad you’re getting an early 
start, honey,” Hack said. “Somebody 
shot at Jim out in the valley and Jim 
had trouble with Silk about it. I don’t 
want you around, Stephanie, if Silk 
follows Jim and they start shooting 
it out.” Presley insisted on hearing 
about it all and Hack told him with 
relish. “Silk’s not going to take that 
punch,” he declared. “He and his men 
will be gunning for Jim.”

This was his fault, Jim supposed, 
because he hadn’t thought to tell Hack 
to keep his mouth shut about the run- 
in with Silk. Stephanie’s eyes met 
Jim’s and he saw the bright scorn in 
them. '

“You didn’t have to hit him,” she 
said coldly. “You should be arrested.”

“Thank you kindly.” Jim turned to 
Presley. “Now, then,” he changed the 
subject, “what about that Wells Fargo 
stick up?”

“I don’t know much,” Presley ad­
mitted. “That day when the stage was 
held up I was miserable with a tooth­
ache and at home. I only know what 
Bob Butterfield, their agent, said 
about it.”

“The Wells Fargo detective who 
arrived and made his investigation, 
Mr. Tennant, did it without having 
to slap men around or kill them,” 
Stephanie informed him.

“And he didn’t find out anything,” 
Jim replied flatly. This girl irritated 
him being so righteous and smug. She 
and Presley, he thought disgustedly, 
would make a good couple and it was 
a shame Presley was a confirmed 
bachelor. Together they could spend 
their nights in their rocking chairs 
uttering pretty speeches. He left them 
abruptly.

T WAS almost 
false dawn when 
Jim stirred. Some­
one was treading 
heavily up the stairs 
and down the corri­
dor, whistling light­
ly. A door closed 
down the hall and

Jim was instantly wide awake. It was 
Rocky announcing his arrival.

Ten minutes later there was a cau­
tious knock on his door and Jim felt 
part of the load lift when he saw 
Rocky’s bright, shrewd eyes and easy 
smile. Nothing bothered him. Like 
Jim, in a gun fight he never counted 
the odds against him and went in with 
his guns blazing. Rocky’s code was a 
man could only die once and he might 
as well pick up fun along the way.

They whispered, because of the thin 
walls and the possibility that Silk 
wouldn’t miss having a spy close at 
hand. Rocky was sure he could get 
the goods on Silk so Jim might as well 
ride down to the south valley and find 
the rustlers. It was typical of him that 
he didn’t doubt Jim’s ability to do it, 
any more than Jim did himself. So it 
was arranged. Jim would swear Rocky 
in as special deputy on the quiet, up 
here in his room before he rode south 
Until Rocky’s hand was forced, he was 
to act as if he and Jim were strangers.

It was still early when Presley 
Adams and a few of. the Bannock 
Springs’ merchants stood in the office 
with Hack while Judge Simpson swore 
Jim in as sheriff. It was quick and 
simple. It took even less time for Jim 
to make Hack his deputy.

When the others left to open their 
stores for the day’s business and Pres­
ley and the Judge had walked next 
door to the bank, Hack moved all his 
stuff out of the big desk, humming as 
he worked. With the responsibility 



lifted, Hack seemed younger and at 
peace with himself.

For a moment Jim looked at the 
star pinned on the pocket of his blue 
shirt and let the hard anger boil him. 
He’d done the job once, then a 
pleasant, weak man had let the riff­
raff pour into Bannock Springs. He’d 
let Bull Mullen hole up in some rob­
bers roost from where he operated his 
rustling and holdups. Sooner or later 
Bull would become bolder and Pres­
ley’s bank would be robbed. There’d 
be killings in the dusty street.

“Stay here a minute,” he told Hack 
and strode out of the office and went 
next door.

Presley was curious about the with­
drawal, but when Jim volunteered no 
information he stopped his question­
ing, although that didn’t stop the spec­
ulation glint in his eyes.

“Guess you must have seen some 
cattle you fancied buying,” Presley 
proclaimed and since Jim didn’t refute 
it, he seemed satisfied enough.

Back in the office, Jim dropped the 
small sack of gold on the desk. “This 
clears you with Silk,” he said shortly.

“Thanks.” Hack breathed easier. 
“I’ll pay you back, Sheriff, out of my 
salary.”

“Sure,” Jim agreed. He looked at 
Hack thoughtfully and came to an 
abrupt decision. Suppose I take it to 
Silk myself and get a receipt?”

Hack looked embarrassed and 
angry, but he made no objection. 
There wasn’t any doubt that Silk 
would make snide remarks to him 
about Jim’s being his nursemaid, but 
Silk wouldn’t be able to persuade him 
into another crooked game with this 
gold.

When Jim went in the saloon he saw 
Rocky already hobnobbing with Kitty 
at the bar. They glanced at him with­
out interest and looked away.

Jim nodded to the bartender and 
strode back to Silk’s office. He 
knocked and flung open the.door, ‘I 

brought the money Hack owes you,” 
he said shortly.

Silk didn’t change expression as he 
watched Jim from behind his desk. 
“You got nerve coming here after you 
socked me.” He touched his bruised 
jaw. “I suppose you think that sheriff’s 
badge gives you license to hunt down 
innocent men. The whole Territory 
knows you for a killer.” He started to 
open a drawer and saw Jim’s hands 
flash toward his guns. “I was only get­
ting Hack’s lOU’S,” he complained 
and tossed a small stack of paper tied 
with string across the desk.

Jim thumbed through them and they 
tallied with the amount of gold he’d 
brought. “Count it,” he ordered, slid­
ing the sack toward the gambler.

Silk shrugged. “I’ll take your word 
it’s here.”

AS JIM wheeled to leave a man 
came in, his right arm in a sling.

Jim grabbed him. “How’s your sick 
mother?” he asked too quietly. He 
shoved him, angry that he couldn’t hit 
an injured man. Then he saw the glint 
of steel almost hidden in the sling.

There was a blur of motion and 
Jim’s two guns were in his hands and 
a bullet in the man’s arm, shattering it. 
The sherff’s eyes were cold gray slate 
as he held one gun on Silk and the 
other on his henchman, who howled 
with pain. The gun dropped out of the 
sling.

Silk swooped it up. “Drop it,” Jim 
said and he obeyed, hate glinting out 
of his eyes.

“You’re fast,” Silk admitted harsh­
ly. “Faster than I ever saw.”

Jim picked up the gun and shoved 
it in his pocket, then he prodded the 
injured man. “Move,” he said and fol­
lowed him out. At the door he turned 
to Silk. “I didn’t shoot to kill just now. 
Next time I will.” He kept his gun on 
the man in front of him.

Rocky and Kitty looked mildly in­
terested when Jim went through the 



saloon with his prisoner and he heard 
the bartender suck in his breath 
sharply.

Outside Jim said, “What’s your 
name?”

“Red,” he muttered. “My Lord 
aren’t you going to get me to a doc­
tor?”

Jim didn’t answer until they were 
in the sheriff’s office. Funny, he 
hadn’t realized it was his own again. 
He looked at Hack, who blinked in 
stunned surprise, and said, “Lock him 
in a cell and get the doc.”

Jim left and stopped to look in the 
open door of the saloon for a second, 
then went on to the Mansion House. 
It wasn’t long before he heard Rocky’s 
heavy tread and whistle. A door 
slammed down the hall and Jim smiled. 
Rocky always played it realistically. 
When he came, he would have changed 
his shirt, just in case someone was 
watching.

Jim’s door opened silently and 
Rocky stuck in his beaming face, then 
as softly closed the door. “That jas­
per you shot and tossed in jail is Silk’s 
right hand man,” he spoke so softly 
no one listening in the next room could 
hear. “The bartender was scared 
plumb dumb at what Silk would do.”

“He’ll do nothing until he gets word 
from Bull Mullen, if my guess is 
right,” Jim said flatly. “I’m swearing 
you in as special deputy.”

After Rocky took the oath he said 
cheerfully, “I’ll try to have Silk Owen 
in jail by the time you get back.” He 
grinned. “Say, a real pretty gal pulled 
out with a team and buckboard at 
dawn. I was kinda wondering if she’s 
your reason for hurrying along out 
there?”

“Hell, no!” Jim said and reloaded 
the gun he’d used, then slipped it back 
into its holster. “You follow me out of 
the hotel in about fifteen minutes. 
And keep your eye on Kitty just in 
case Silk decides she’s slipping me in­
formation. I don’t want her hurt.”

“She won’t be. I’ll handle it here,” 
Rocky assured him and rolled a cig­
arette.

Jim got his roan and settled down 
for a long trot, knowing a good horse 
like this one could trot steadily, cov­
ering fifty or sixty miles and not be 
too tired to repeat the next day. But 
it was a jolting pace and a tiring one 
for a rider.

OY THE time the sun was overhead, 
he had passed the Baxter ranch 

and didn’t stop to see if Stephanie’s 
buckboard was in the side yard. He 
judged she was, since it was time for 
an early dinner, and knew he couldn’t 
care less.

At the fork in the wagon road, Jim 
took the narrower one along the creek 
because of the shade it would afford 
when he stopped to water the roan at 
a copse of willows and eat his own cold 
dinner. After he smoked a cigarette he 
went on toward the high ridge looming 
in the distance, which held deep can­
yons, anyone of which could hide rust­
lers and stolen herds.

An hour’s ride brought him to the 
main road that cut through the good 
grazeland. The gamma grass was thick 
and the longhorns looked fat. At a 
rise Jim looked back and it was then 
he saw the buckboard and its ball of 
dust.

He pulled off the road and waited. 
It had to be Stephanie and he’d ride 
behind her on the chance she might 
have trouble of some sort, or someone 
might stop her. No one would, since 
this was open country, but he’d feel 
more comfortable if he rode rear 
guard. He’d do as much for any girl, 
even one whom he disliked.

She slowed in surprise when she rec­
ognized him and he noticed that the 
team was skitterish. She nodded coolly 
and went past him too fast for the un­
even bumpy road.

He waited until her dust settled 
before he fojJo^ed. As, h& ,xode he



found he was churning inside with re­
sentment because she hadn’t had the 
simple courtesy to stop and ask. if he 
wished to ride with her. But for all he 
knew she might have taken Hack’s 
warning that Jim was a target for an 
outlaw bullet. She could be steering 
clear of him because she believed he 
and his guns drew trouble. But he rea­
soned if anyone wanted to shoot it 
out with him it wouldn’t be while he 
was driving a 9X team with Stephanie 
Rogers beside him.

She didn’t belong in the Territory 
and Rand ought to send his niece 
back where she came from. Somewhere 
in the east very likely, where gentle­
men carried derringers in their sleeves.

The brassy blue sky was beginning 
to cloud up, but at the rate she was 
travelling she’d be at her home-spread 
before dark. Jim looked off toward 
the ridge that was coming closer. The 
creases of the canyons showed dark 
along the face of the cliffs. Somewhere 
up there Bull Mullen and his crowd 
laughed at their success. Somewhere 
they were safely hidden, ready to 
swoop down on the herds and stages 
and Jim’s anger knotted.

It was certain Bull Mullen had a 
keen knowledge of this land and there 
could be no argument about the man’s 
nerve and cleverness. If he weren’t 
stopped soon Bannock Springs would 
be a ghost town because the trail 
bosses would take their herds to a 
safe railhead.

This fight would be between Bull 
and him, and Jim was glad he’d pinned 
back on the star. He hoped word had 
been passed and Bull knew he was 
gunning for him. That he and his gang 
had waited to invade Bannock Springs 
until Jim turned in his star was evi­
dence enough of their respect for his 
guns.

The sun passed under a bank of 
clouds and there was relief from the 
intense heat. Jim touched bis spurs to 
the roan’s flanks and the big horse 

broke into a fast gallop which began 
to close the gap between them and 
Stephanie’s buckboard. Jim turned 
things over in his mind and decided 
there wasn’t any real connection be­
tween Silk’s small operation in town 
and the rustling and stage robberies.

True, Silk could work for Bull, but 
the two lines seemed separate. Yet, it 
didn’t make much sense to him that a 
crooked gambler like Silk would want 
to settle down here with a big spread 
where he’d be hated and distrusted.

’HE buckboard was closer now and
Jim decided he wanted to talk to 

Stephanie and urged his horse on. She 
must have heard him, because he saw 
her use the whip to send her team into 
a faster gallop. The lines around his 
mouth deepened a little as he pulled 
up. No slip of a girl had to make it 
any clearer she disliked him like sin. 
At the first chance he’d cut across the 
prairie and ride ahead of her. Steph­
anie could take care of herself.

The thunderclouds were piling up 
fast now in the west, becoming black 
and menacing. There was a flash of 
lightening and he decided he had to be 
gentleman enough to help Stephanie 
cover her wagon load of supplies. The 
was beautiful in a white frothy dress 
roan was travelling fast when there 
was a terrific clap of thunder and he 
saw Stephanie’s skitterish team bolt. 
They were running away when he 
took off after her, the rain whipping 
his face.

As he raced past the wagon to reach 
the runaways, he saw that she hadn’t 
lost her nerve. She was sawing the 
reins in a desperate effort to stop the 
horses, her face set in grim determina­
tion. Jim had to admire her, even 
reluctantly.

He caught the bridle of the near 
horse and gradually pulled them to a 
stop. Before he could swing out of 
the saddle, she was trying to put can­
vas over the groceries. Lightning 



zigzagged across the sky and the rain 
beat down. After Jim had everything 
in place, he tied his horse on the back 
of the wagon and noticed Stephanie 
had moved on the seat, indicating she 
wanted him to drive.

“Thank you,” she said. “I haven’t 
had much experience with horses.”

“Glad I was handy,” he replied 
politely. The rain was soaking her, 
but she made no complaint. There 
were things about Stephanie a man 
had to like.

Then the storm stopped as quickly 
as it began and the sun spilled out of 
the sky with additional intensity. She 
smiled. “Now we can dry out,” she 
said.

After that, silence lay heavily 
between them until just before Jim 
turned the team into die big side yard 
of the sprawling ranch house. Then 
she turned to him.

“I wish you hadn’t made Hack a 
deputy. You must realize he isn’t a 
gun fighter.”

Jim smiled. “I guess we all know 
that.”

“Yet, you’re deliberately trying to 
pull him down to your level.” Her 
dark eyes flashed. “Oh, why can’t you 
leave him alone?”

Jim pulled the team up by the cor­
ral and looked at her gravely. “You 
can’t make a man soft like a girl. You 
can’t trade on his weaknesses to get 
your own way. Unless you want to 
make him end up hating you,” he 
said.

“You’re everything I despise,” she 
told him fiercely. “You’re hard and 
cruel—a killer.”

“The Widow Maker, ma’am,” he 
reminded her and his own voice was 
icy.

Without answering she sprang out 
of the wagon and ran to the house. 
Two of the hands came out of the 
bunkhouse to unload the buckboard 
and Jim unsaddled and turned his 
horse into the corral. He stood by the 

fence and looked out over Rand 
Rogers’ vast ranch. The land stretched 
to the high rise of hills and made a 
very convenient spread for the rus­
tlers. It would take many extra riders 
to hope to patrol the grazing herds.

T_TE HEARD Rand before he saw 
him and smiled. Never a quiet 

man, he was roaring now as he hobbled 
out with a makeshift crutch to wel­
come Jim.

“Come in here, Sheriff,” he boomed. 
“You can’t expect a man with a busted 
leg to go chasing you.” His eyes 
twinkled when Jim met him on the 
veranda and his clasp was powerful. 
A big man, he looked a little shrunken 
now, probably due to his leg and the 
worry about the rustling.

“Glad to see you, Rand,” Jim told 
him and meant it.

“Now you’re back in harness maybe 
we can clean up this mess. Come in, 
come in.” Rand thumped into the 
house and he chuckled at Jim’s ob­
vious surprise. “Wouldn’t know the 
old place, would you?”

“No,” Jim agreed. The former drab 
bachelor quarters were changed with 
gay curtains and covers over the old 
chairs. The furniture shone and there 
were flowers everywhere.

Rand yelled for whiskey and when 
Joe, the cook, came in with a tray he 
smiled broadly at Jim. “Howdy, Sher­
iff,” he said warmly. “We’re sure glad 
to have you back. Yes sir.”

“Thanks,” Jim said and was pleased 
these men liked him.

Rand sat with his leg up on another 
chair and poured out the liquor lav­
ishly. They started talking about the 
rustlers, Rand cursing because he 
couldn’t strap on his own guns and 
help Jim clean out the dirty pests.

He crashed his crutch on the floor. 
“I want to get Bull Mullen myself,” 
he roared. “Hell, it’s my cows he’s 
thievin’.”

Before Jim could answer, Stephanie 
ran into the big room. She’d changed 



to a yellow dress and her shining black 
hair was smooth again. A man would 
be blind who didn’t have his heart 
thump at her prettiness.

“Jim, you’re upsetting my uncle and 
I won’t have it,” she stated firmly.

“Oh, pshaw, now you’re talkin’ fool­
ish,” Rand bellowed good naturedly. 
“Sit down and listen to important 
talk.” She flushed but obeyed, ignor­
ing Jim. “Pete, my foreman,” her uncle 
went on, “is a good man and you can 
have him and any riders you need. 
Tell us what you want, Jim, and it’s 
yours. I’m backing your play to the 
hilt. Stay here, make it your head­
quarters.” There was pleading in his 
voice.

Stephanie looked down at her hands 
folded primly in her lap and Jim saw 
her slim body stiffen. She hated the 
idea of having him here and he uncon­
sciously sighed.

“Thanks, Rand,” he said quietly. 
“I’m riding out to the south herd to­
night because I’m hoping the rustlers 
will show. I don’t think it likely, but 
Bull Mullen might want to let his boys 
show his contempt for me. I’m damn 
sure, excuse me, Ma’am, Bull knows 
I’m sheriff again and he can’t let his 
men think he fears me. He could make 
a token raid tonight in defiance.”

“The ridge has eyes,” Rand said 
slowly. “Bull knows you’re here right 
now discussing him. Just as we know 
he’s deciding whether he wants to 
make a grandstand play tonight.”

“It’s only a hunch,” Jim admitted. 
“But it’s worth my scouting around.”

Joe put a platter of meat down on 
the long table St one end of the room 
and Stephanie got up. “Supper’s ready, 
Uncle Rand,” she said coolly.

Even the food was more palatable, 
Jim noticed, and Joe didn’t sling the 
dishes any more. A man living in his 
house without a woman had a lonely 
life.
T>ETE REYNOLDS came in through 
*■ the kitchen and for that one instant 

when he looked at Stephanie, Jim saw 
all the love in his heart shining 
through. It came as a shock that the 
foreman loved her. Well, she’d do 
better with him than she ever would 
with Hack.

Pete discussed the raids. “We do all 
we can, Jim,” he said, “but these out­
laws are like ghost riders who strike 
and strike where we aren’t. Look, 
when we split it up and try to patrol 
both the big north and south herds, 
that night they run off with a small 
bunch we thought would be safe 
enough.” His eyes were hard. “I tell 
you they act spooky.”

“I’m riding with you tonight,” Jim 
told him and caught the relief in Pete’s 
face. “Sooner or later Bull Mullen has 
to make a mistake and we’ve got to be 
ready when he does." He ate for a 
while and wiped his mouth. “I aim to 
find their hideout.”

Only Stephanie looked skeptical. 
When her eyes happened to meet 
Jim’s, he saw the cold disdain and felt 
the red splash his lean face. Without 
saying one damn word she could rile 
him.

Rand had noticed her attitude to­
ward him because he made no protest 
when she excused herself after supper. 
After Pete went to round up the men 
for night guard, Rand looked thought­
ful.

Finally he asked bluntly, “What’s 
wrong between you and Stephanie?”

“She doesn’t like gunmen,” Jim 
told him. It made no real difference to 
him. Only it was stupid and unreason­
ing of her and that annoyed him.

Surprisingly, Rand was silently 
laughing, his chins quivering. “She 
may not like gunmen,” he finally said, 
“but she’s one of the best shots west 
of the Mississippi.”

Jim almost choked on his drink. 
“She’s what?” he sputtered.

“That’s right. Her father was a law­
man in St. Louis and the Lord knows 
why, but my brother taught her to 
shoot.” He took a noisy sip from his 



glass. “Could be she hates guns be­
cause her pa was killed by a river boat 
gambler ’bout a year ago.”

“That was a bad break,” Jim said 
gently. He wondered if Stephanie had 
named her father a Widow Maker too? 
Or if she’d learned to hate guns be­
cause of his death?

Rand’s shrewd eyes studied him. 
“You think Stephanie’s real serious 
about Hack?” He was anxious, the 
way a fighter would always feel about 
a weaker man who backed down from 
trouble.

Jim got up and stretched his arms. 
“I wouldn’t know,” he said. “I better 
saddle up. Want me to help you to 
your room?” Rand grunted his yes 
and Jim settled him comfortable for 
the night. “Don’t worry too much,” he 
told Rand. “We’ll round up this gang.”

“Just be sure they don’t get you,” 
Rand answered.

tfhaphui 5
TEPHANIE didn’t 
seem to be around 
when Jim went out 
the side door, head­
ing for the bunk­
house and Pete. He 
was startled when 
she spoke from the 
dark of the veranda. 

“I’m sure you’re have good hunt­
ing, Mr. Tarrant,” she said and her 
scorn bit at him.

He turned and walked to where she 
was standing. “Your father must have 
killed a few men, ma’am,” he said 
quietly. “You must have understood 
that.”

“Don’t you mention my father!” 
she blazed and he caught her wrist be­
fore she could slap him.

She was trembling with fury and the 
fire in her made her move beautiful.
Her flesh was soft and warm under 
his hand and suddenly his own anger 
exploded. He caught her up roughly in 
his arms and kissed her. It was a hard, 

bruising kiss that lasted until sanity 
returned to him and he released her.

She was white when she moved back 
from him. “If I had a gun I’d kill you 
or that,” her words whiplashed him.

He felt a drumming roll in his chest. 
“You’d kill in anger, Stephanie, and 
think it right,” he said, his words 
somehow came out gruffly. “When I 
kill to save the town from scum, you 
call me a merciless Widow Maker. 
Why don’t you get sense, Stephanie?” 
he asked. “Why don’t you face facts?”

Before she could answer he walked 
to the corral and had saddled up just 
as Pete and the riders poured out of 
the bunkhouse.

The moon was bright when they 
rode out of the yard and swerved 
across the prairie toward the ridge. Jim 
and Pete rode together silently and 
Jim cursed himself for having kissed 
Stephanie. It had been wrong of him. 
No man should kiss a girl in anger, 
wanting to hurt her.

Out of the silence Pete spoke almost 
shyly, “Stephanie’s real beautiful, 
isn’t she?”

“Real beautiful,” Jim repeated sin­
cerely. She ought to love Pete Rey­
nolds. He was reliable, conscientious 
and his love would be deep and last­
ing. But from what Jim had seen, she 
seemed considerably more interested in 
Hack. Then he forced Stephanie out 
of his thoughts.

They reached the first night guard 
and pulled up. The herd was quiet, he. 
reported, and he’d seen no suspicious 
shadows. Pete told him to keep a 
sharp watch and they rode on toward 
the outer edge of the south herd and 
its thousands of longhorns.

The high hills looked ominous be­
yond, as they veered to the right and 
started an easy climb. Finally Pete 
gave the whippoorwill’s call and it was 
sweet and clear in the night. A little 
farther on they reached the line camp 
and found the hands waiting.

Everything was quiet here. It was 
too early, Jim knew, for trouble. “I’m 



going up a little higher,” he told Pete. 
“And you stay on guard with the cat­
tle.” He wheeled the big horse and 
started toward the hills.

Finally they hit the trail, which be­
came steeper as it twisted around the 
boulders and scrub. Jim found a rock 
that commanded a fine view of the 
moonlit grazeland. After he tied his 
horse, he sat on the rock looking 
down at the valley. It would be a long 
patient wait, so he relaxed and wished 
he had a smoke. Hour after hour 
dragged on and still there was no sign 
of Bull Mullen and his outlaws. He 
didn’t expect them to come this way, 
but he hoped they’d descend by a 
route he’d be able to spot, once they 
rode into the valley.

Nothing happened. Rand’s 9X rid­
ers made their rounds of the herd and 
time kept dragging. It was about three, 
just before the change of shifts, that 
four men emerged from the deep black 
shadows of the hills.

Jim sat motionless. He waited until 
they’d fanned out and were riding to­
ward the herd before he fired three 
shots in the air to warn the 9X men.

He forked his horse and sent him 
down and across to where the riders 
had suddenly appeared, hoping they’d 
return to their hideout by this same 
route. This might be the break he 
needed and his face was hard.

Z“’UNS FLASHED and galloping 
hooves cut the silence. In the 

moonlight Jim saw one of the outlaw’s 
fall out of his saddle, then another 
toppled into the swirling dust. One of 
the rustlers outdistanced a cowhand, 
whose shot piissed. Jim lost him when 
the moon slid under a cloud. Then he 
stiffened and rubbed his hand over his 
eyes before he stared after the rider 
who’d disappeared. There was some­
thing teasingly familiar about the way 
he’d sat his horse, uneven with the 
weight just a little to the left side. It 
kept nagging him until the fourth 

rustler plunged up the grade toward 
Jim.

Gun in hand, Jim waited. He didn’t 
want to kill the coyote, he wanted him 
alive to talk. The masked rider had 
almost drawn even with him when Jim 
shouted, “Drop your gun! You’re 
covered.”

The outlaws’ snap shot whammed 
against a tree just to Jim’s left, then 
bounced back, grazing his shoulder. 
His own gun spoke as the man’s horse 
reared and the bullet caught the rus­
tler in the chest. He was dead before 
he hit the ground.

Jim took the outlaws’ gun, then 
dragged the body into the brush, curs­
ing softly, because a horse had reared 
at the wrong second. Still, there was 
one less gunmen roaming the hills.

Jim rode down to the line camp, 
alert for any sign of Bull Mullen and 
other riders. Pete spoke his name soft­
ly as Jim swung out of the saddle. For­
tunately none of the 9X men had been 
hurt. They’d brought in the two dead 
outlaws, but no one could identify 
them.

“Wait a minute,” Pete said and 
stared down at one of the men in the 
wavering light from the fire. “I’ve seen 
this jasper once or twice at Silk’s.”

“Gambling?” Jim asked.
Pete frowned trying to recall. “I’m 

not sure.”
Jim nodded, this dead man could 

have been one of the ones Hack said 
was peaceful and he had no grounds 
to arrest. Jim’s face might have been 
cut from granite as he thought about 
Hack letting these rotten killers into 
Bannock Springs.

This hadn’t been any real raid. Bull 
Mullen had sent a few of his boys 
down to flaunt his defiance of Jim 
Tarrant, Sheriff. That he’d lost three 
wouldn’t matter.

The 9X men were gleeful, confident 
Bull wouldn’t make another raid for a 
while. But Jim wasn’t. This was ex­
actly the reaction Bull wanted the 
crew to have so they’d be careless and 



not on guard. Just before false dawn 
would be the time for Bull’s raiders 
to swoop down to steal and kill.

While they ate around the fire, Jim 
warned them and it had a sobering ef­
fect. “I can be dead wrong,” he ad­
mitted frankly. “But it can’t hurt us 
to be on the alert.”

Pete agreed and told him he was go­
ing back to the ranch to report to 
Rand. After Jim stationed lookouts 
where he wanted them, he picked his 
way back to the spot where Bull’s rid­
ers had appeared and marked it by 
the two trees, one straight, the other 
gnarled. When dawn broke he’d try to 
track the rustler who’d escaped.

That teasing familiarity about the 
outlaw kept nagging at him. Suddenly 
he almost whooped. He’d remembered!

Reilly! It was the Reilly rode, with 
the same hunch of shoulder and a lit­
tle more weight in the left stirrup.

CUPPOSE Kitty had been right and
the hot headed Irishman hadn’t left 

the Territory, but had somehow man­
aged to join up with Bull Mullen and 
his outlaws? Reilly could have some 
wild plan whereby joining would help 
avenge himself on Silk. It was as dan­
gerous as walking straight into an am­
bush because Bull would be suspicious 
of his every move. But if the phantom 
rider had been the Irishman, he’d suc­
ceeded in convincing Bull he didn’t 
suspect the connection between Silk 
and the outlaw. And there might not 
be one. How the fighting Reilly fig­
ured joining Bull could serve his pur­
pose was beyond Jim.

The thought that it might be Reilly 
was pleasant. It could be vitally im­
portant for Jim to have a friend in the 
robbers roost. He had a hunch he’d 
need one badly, if he cut the outlaws’ 
trail. Then he decided to ride to the 
9X home ranch before hunting for 
Reilly, if it were he. Rand and Pete 
ought to know he planned to ride deep 
into the ridge so that if he didn’t get 
cut alive, they could pick up his trail. 

He’d leave as many signs as he could 
to guide them up into the hidden can­
yons.

Dawn broke in scarlet glory as he 
turned into Rand’s yard. He found 
himself thinking of Stephanie and the 
apology he owed her for that kiss last 
night. He was a courteous man and 
he had to make it right.

Pete slammed out of the kitchen 
door when Jim rode in. He smiled as 
he waited for Jim to slap some of the 
dust out of his trousers and shirt and 
wash at the pump.

Rand and Stephanie were eating 
breakfast at the long table and Jim 
stopped short when he saw Hack there. 
Under Jim’s cold eye the deputy 
looked embarrassed.

“I came out to tell you the fellow 
you shot, that Red, escaped.” Hack 
looked at Stephanie and swallowed 
hard. “He had an extra gun in his boot 
and started shooting. First he shot off 
the cell lock and he would have killed 
me if I hadn’t ducked behind the 
desk.” He raised his arms hopelessly. 
“What could I do, Jim?”

For a minute Jim didn’t trust his 
voice, but when he spoke his voice was 
level. “Nothing,” he said.

“That’s not the only reason I came.” 
Hack’s words stumbled over each oth­
er in his eagerness to prove his com­
petency. “A shipment of gold is com­
ing by the next stage and I thought 
you ought to know. There’s a stranger 
hanging around Bannock Springs. He 
claims he’s a peaceable man going on 
west.” Hack’s eyes clouded in thought. 
“I’m real sure the fellow’s a killer. He 
looks like it. Last night he won over 
five hundred from one of Silk’s deal­
ers. He was jumped-going back to the 
hotel and killed the man who tried to 
rob him.”

“What did you do about it?” Jim 
asked quietly.

“Why, nothing.” Hack looked hurt 
at the question. “Kitty was a witness 
and swore the stranger killed in self­



defense. He’s got a nice smile, but it 
didn’t fool me.”

It wasn’t easy to keep a straight 
face, but Jim managed it. Rocky was 
doing all right in Bannock Springs. For 
the first time Jim looked straight at 
Stephanie as he sat down at the table. 
“Morning, ma’am,” he said.

“Good morning, Sheriff,” she an­
swered and her voice was without ex­
pression.

VV/HILE HE ate flapjacks Jim re- 
’’ ported everything he’d seen last 

night to Rand. The only thing he 
didn’t tell was his idea that Reilly 
might have joined the outlaws.

When Joe brought more coffee Jim 
asked him if he’d pack some grub in 
his saddlebags. Then he told Rand and 
Pete, “I’ll try to mark my trail when 
I get into-the ridge. If I’m not back in 
two days come looking.” His smile was 
bleak.

Rand cursed loudly and expertly 
that he couldn’t ride with Jim. No 
man had a better right to kill the 
skunks than he, since it was mostly 
his cattle they were stealing.

After Jim picked up his saddlebags 
from Joe, he turned to Hack. “You 
better get back to Bannock Springs 
and stay around there,” he said.

“I’m not keeping him from his 
duties,” Stephanie cried angrily. “I 
had nothing to do with his coming 
here.”

“Did I say you had?” Jim asked. As 
he was leaving he had a second with 
her alone. “I’m sorry about that, that 
kiss, ma’am,” he told her softly, but 
she only tossed her head and turned 
away. He sure liked that yellow rib­
bon in her black hair.

Jim rode back to the area where the 
rider had disappeared into the hills, 
the man who rode like Reilly. After 
two hours he cut what he thought 
might be the trail. This wasn’t the 
time to try to find Rand’s last bunch 
of stolen cattle and, anyway, Jim was 
sure if he found Bull’s headquarters 

he’d find the small herd, and maybe 
many others.

He felt the pressure and necessity 
for haste. Bull and his robbers roost 
must be located fast and wiped out be­
fore the stage was due. Otherwise, 
they might be successful in their hold­
up and Wells Fargo would lose more 
gold I

JIM WONDERED about Silk as he 
rode in the hot sun. He still didn’t 

believe Bull was running Silk’s opera­
tion. But right now his job was to 
make the valley safe for the ranchers 
and the canyon rode safe for the stage.

At noon Jim stopped and rested in 
the deep trees, protected in the rear 
by an outcropping. He munched on 
bread and cold beef, then rolled a cig­
arette.

He rode on slowly, his eyes search­
ing for some hidden valley entrance, 
or some waterfall behind which an 
opening might lead to Bull’s roost, 
methodically leaving bits of his hand­
kerchief on bushes and rocks. The 
only water that constantly flowed into 
the valley creek was a bubbling spring 
for which the town was named. All the 
time he’d been sheriff Jim had never 
investigated the springs and now 
seemed as good a time as any. It was 
worth a chance. Furthermore, if he 
were bold about his search he might 
draw out an outpost guard, then if he 
lived, he would have some idea of the 
vicinity of the hideaway.

Purple shadows deepened in the 
ridge before Jim reached the springs. 
No bullet whizzed by him, or knocked 
him from his horse. He pulled up at a 
clearing by the springs and excitement 
built in him. But he found no opening 
behind the waterfall.

After watering and feeding the roan, 
he ate his own cold supper. He went 
over his plans and found himself 
thinking again about Stephanie. He’d 
never met a woman who stayed so con­
sistently in his mind, or one quite as 
pretty. He liked the fire in her and 



the honesty. She despised him and let 
him know it, simply and clean-cut. If 
she ever loved a man stronger than 
herself, that man would be the lucky 
one.

Crazy thoughts for a man she hated 
and Jim lay down with his hands fold­
ed behind his head. The tiredness 
oozed out of his body and it wasn’t 
long before he slept.

- 6 w
ITH THE first 
gray light, Jim was 
riding through the 
trees. He tracked 
and b a c k-tracked, 
covering any land 
formation that could 
possibly hide a band 
of men. It was 

weary work, but Jim scarcely noticed, 
he was so intent on finding Bull Mul­
len’s roost.

The sun had reached its zenith when 
he cut onto a narrow rocky trail and 
was as eager as an old war horse as 
his eyes searched the ground. A spot 
of color just off the trail caught his 
eye. He slowed, there were no yellow 
flowers up here in the ridge. Suddenly 
he pulled up sharply. It was the small 
bow of yellow ribbon Stephanie had 
worn yesterday morning!

Bull Mullen had her. Jim’s stomach 
knotted with fear for her that some­
how the outlaw had inveigled her into 
the ridge. A terribly blinding anger 
mixed with Jim’s fear. He forgot his 
plans, his job, everything in the driv­
ing urgency to save Stephanie.

He followed the trail as it wound 
higher and higher until it came out on 
a flat bench which cut into the cliff. 
He could see the whole valley below. 
There were grazing cattle and Rand’s 
riders riding guard.

Carefully, Jim made himself build a 
cigarette. All his life he’d kept cool 
under fire and that had always meant 
an added advantage. Now, he was let­

ting his worry for Stephanie tighten 
him up, knowing it must not. If Bull 
had her, Jim would have to be cooler 
than he’d ever been in his life.

He crossed the bench, ready to ride 
down and approach the ridge from an­
other angle, when he noticed a clump 
of low bushes. It looked like someone 
had trampled it. When he swung out 
of the saddle and touched the branch­
es the sap was still wet where they 
had broken. Excitement quickened in 
him and he left the roan and stepped 
silently over the rocky land searching 
for a further sign that Stephanie had 
passed this way.

Then he saw it. A piece of clean 
lace. He knew nothing about such 
things, but he guessed it could have 
come from a petticoat trim. Fingering 
it, Jim felt a great pride in Stephanie. 
She’d been cool under fire, taking 
time and finding opportunity to leave 
a sign for him to find.

One man alone had almost no 
chance, even if Jim found the entrance 
to the hidden roost. They’d killed him 
before he could save Stephanie. But if 
he waited until dusk the odds might 
be better. Not much, but some. At 
least three of the outlaws had been 
killed night before last, but who knew 
how many Bull had left?

There was one ace in the hole, ad­
mittedly a dubious one. But if the rid­
er he’d seen in the moonlight was 
Reilly, that could pay off for Jim.

He crept along the rocks and came 
to a large boulder and circled it and 
stopped short. He was looking down 
the business end of a rifle held by a 
grim, scarred faced man.

“Drop your guns,” he ordered and 
Jim let them fall, dropping the last 
piece of hankerchief at the same time. 
The bandit prodded Jim ahead of 
him, first stoppng to pick up the black 
handled guns, not noticing the shred 
of white cloth. “Lead your horse,” he 
growled and the sheriff obeyed, care­
ful not to make a false move.

The trail didn’t wind enough for Jim 



to get ahead and stop beyond a turn, 
then jump his captor. It plunged down 
until they were on a small canyon 
floor. There was a low building with 
smoke coming out the chimney, which 
Jim guessed was a combined bunk­
house and cookshack. Across from it 
was another cabin next to the corral 
that was undoubtedly Bull’s headquar­
ters.

A MAN SITTING by the bunk- 
** house glanced up at Jim indiffer­
ently and Jim managed to keep him­
self from giving any indication of his 
surging relief. Then Reilly sprang to 
his feet.

“Let me have him,” he yelled. “Let 
me get my two hands on that son. 
He’s mine, Scar.”

“This one belongs to the boss,” 
Scar barked.

Reilly pretended anger, but was 
willing to follow orders. “I’ll take him 
to Bull. He’s down with the girl.” The 
Irishman stuck his menacing face in 
Jim’s. “I’ll settle up with you,” he 
vowed.

“Take him to Bull before you kill 
him.” Scar laughed. “I’ll get back to 
my post.”

“Get moving,” Reilly ordered and 
Jim walked ahead. Outlaws poured 
out of the bunkhouse to see what went 
on. They let out whoops of joy recog­
nizing the new sheriff of Bannock 
Springs.

The canyon was filled with long 
shadows even in mid-afternoon and 
Jim’s eyes narrowed as he studied the 
layout. Without moving his lips Reilly 
said, “When we get to Bull I’ll give 
you a gun. But there must not be any 
shooting because of the girl.”

“Sure,” Jim answered. “Is she all 
right?”

“So far. Now shut up.”
The Irishman prodded Jim in the 

back with his gun, for the benefit of 
any onlookers. They went down the 
canyon floor and finally came to the 
end of it and headed for a cabin in the 

trees. But Jim wasn’t looking at the 
cabin, he was staring beyond. The can­
yon floor ended here with a sharp 
drop to a small pocket, considerably 
above the level of the flat grazing 
lands beyond the hills. It was filled 
with cattle. That put the stolen herds 
on the south side of the ridge and 
Rand’s ranch.

Reilly said softly, “There’s a slick 
way to run them in and out. This cab­
in’s the lookout point.”

Jim felt panic rise because of Steph­
anie when they reached it and ha 
fought to make himself relax. Panic 
was a new and strange experience for 
him.

They pushed in and Stephanie was 
sitting on a chair. She was pale, but 
there was no indication of any fear. 
Bull sat across from her, his thick legs 
stretched in front of him.

“You’re a little late aren’t you. 
Sheriff?” she asked and smiled. Jim’s 
eyes held hers for a long second and 
he drew in a breath of relief and ad­
miration.

Bull roared as he leaped to his feet. 
He shoved Reilly aside and came at 
Jim. Jim ducked a roundhouse right 
and jarred Bull with a wicked left to 
his chin. A chair went over as Bull 
staggered back and came forward fast. 
There were no rules in Bull’s code, all 
he knew was sheer brute strength and 
no holds barred. He fought to kill.

One of his fists met Jim’s mouth as 
he was coming in and knocked him 
across the cabin and half way out the 
door. With a bellow, Bull rushed in to 
follow up his advantage. He started a 
vicious kick at Jim’s ribs just as Jim 
managed to catch his foot and twist it, 
throwing Bull off balance. Jim got to 
his own feet in time to meet the next 
enraged rush. Bull was rocked back 
when Jim’s fist in his stomach brought 
air gushing from his lungs. They were 
outside the cabin and Bull rushed 
again, his great hands outstretched to 
choke life out of Jim.

This was barroom fighting, wicked 



and ruthless. Bull pounded at Jim’s 
body, grunting when he took blows in 
return. Sweat dripped down Jim’s face 
as he stepped back to tear off his 
shredded shirt. He was fighting for 
his life and he knew it.

T_JIS FIST caught Bull coming in 
and his blow knocked the big 

man’s head back. It was then Jim re­
alized they were almost on the edge of 
the cliff and that one of them must go 
over. Step by step he forced Bull 
back, but Bull twisted and his hamlike 
fist slammed against the side of Jim’s 
head and dropped him to his knees. 
Pain shot through him as he struggled 
up to meet the merciless pounding 
blows. Gasping for breath, he fought 
back blindly, slamming his fists into 
Bull’s great body. The edge of the 
cliff, the edge, the edge, the words 
kept repeating and repeating them­
selves through Jim’s head and it was 
the only thing that was real.

With a last terrific effort Jim put 
his hand in Bull’s bloody face and 
pushed, then scrambled away from 
the edge. Bull staggered. He muttered 
curses and came at Jim. Only this 
time Jim caught a flash of steel in his 
hand and knew Bull had a knife.

In that split second of time before 
Bull was on him, Jim knew he’d nev­
er have a chance to tell Stephanie that 
he loved her. It had happened to him 
as suddenly as death. He drew in a 
long shattering breath and waited for 
Bull.

There was a single shot and Bull 
stumbled, his face twisted in stunned 
surprise as he fell on his face on the 
trampled ground.

Jim wiped the sweat out of his eyes 
and looked around. Stephanie, her 
face drained of color, stood with the 
smoking gun in her hand.

“You would have beaten him,” she 
told Jim simply. “But when I saw the 
knife, I couldn’t let him cut you up. 
I couldn’t, Jim.” Her voice was very 
soft. “I had to kill him.”

He smiled. “I’m right glad about 
that, ma’am,” he said.

“Stop that cooing nonsense,” Reilly 
said. “Don’t you know we’re trapped. 
That gang heard the shot and they’ll 
be on us. shootin’ to kill when they 
see Bull.”'

Quickly, Jim pulled the big man to 
the edge of the cliff and shoved him 
over. They could hear his body crash­
ing down through the brush and rocks. 
“That’ll give us some extra time,” Jim 
said. “At least they can’t be sure he’s 
dead.” He took Stephanie’s arm and 
turned her to the cabin. “You stay in 
there and Reilly and I’ll do what we 
can.”

Keeping close to the trees, they war­
ily went back up the canyon as the 
rustlers were piling out of the bunk­
house.

Reilly said, “You’re the kind of 
fighting fool, Jim an Irishman likes. 
Prettiest fight I ever saw.” He smiled. 
“If you get out of this and I don’t, I 
wish you’d tell Kitty I wanted to mar­
ry her, if she’d have me." He turned 
and whistled under his breath. “We 
got another gun.”

Jim wheeled and looked into Steph­
anie’s eyes. “I’m fighting with you,” 
she said and he knew when a woman 
spoke like that, she meant it.

One of the outlaw’s shot and Steph­
anie’s gun answered and the man top­
pled.

Reilly grinned at her. “I want you 
on my side,” he said and it was a high 
compliment.

Bullets chipped off the rock they 
stood behind and they fired back. 
Suddenly there was a fusillage from 
the trail leading down into the hide­
out. Pete was riding down the treach­
erous trail as fast as his horse could 
travel followed by the 9X riders.

'T’HE RUSTLERS ran for cover 
back to the bunkhouse. The gun 

fight was furious as the outlaws tried 
to save themselves from capture. 
But as Jim snapped a shot in an open 



window, he thought their hearts 
weren’t in this fight. They seemed 
confused, as if waiting for Bull’s 
orders. Guns kept blasting, but it was 
too long before someone tossed out 
a white towel as a signal of surrender. 
In a way, Jim supposed, it was a 
great compliment to Bull’s leadership.

Scar was one of the first men out 
of the bunkhouse. “Where’s Bull, 
Reilly?” he demanded.

“Dead,” Reilly answered happily.
“We’ll get the one who did it,” 

Scar promised.
“You be thinking how to keep a 

rope from around your dirty neck. 
That’li keep you busy.” Reilly helped 
fasten the rustlers’ hands behind their 
backs. Then the 9X boys tied them 
on their horses.

It was then Pete turned to Jim, 
his face haunted. “Where’s Stephanie?” 
his voice shook a little.

“Probably killing a few outlaws.” 
Reilly chuckled.

“I’m here and fine,” she called and 
ran from the rock. She’d stayed there 
to stop anyone from trying to escape 
over the cliff. She waved a red shirt 
at Jim. “I got it in the cabin.” He 
took it gratefully.

Pete met her and put his arm around 
her. “Why did you come here, Steph­
anie?” He managed to smile. “I’ve 
sure been worried.”

She smiled up at him and Jim’s 
heart gave a great lurch and was still. 
He understood now. She loved Pete. “I 
found a note on my window sill that 
Bull Mullen had captured Jim,” she 
explained. “If I came to a certain 
place in the hills I could arrange for 
his release, if I didn’t the sheriff 
would be killed.” She dug in the pocket 
of her divided skirt and brought out 
a crude map. “This was with the note. 
I had to come alone because 
Bull and his men would be watching.”

Pete looked at her strangely. “You 
risked your life for Jim,” he said.

“Bull intended holding me until 
uncle agreed to give him all the cat­

tle in exchange.” She smiled at Jim. 
“I dropped my yellow bows, then I 
managed to tear up part of my petti­
coat.”

“I found them,” Jim said quietly.
Pete took his arm from around her 

shoulders, his eyes looked haunted 
as he remembered the hours of an­
xiety he’d spent. “We thought you’d 
ridden to town, Stephanie. Then when 
we tried to pick up Jim’s trail, one of 
the men found a yellow bow from your 
dress on a bush.”

Pete took her hand and held it 
tightly and Jim turned abruptly to 
Reilly. “What were you doing here 
with Bull?”

Reilly grinned. “I started to head 
out for Texas and changed my mind. 
I wasn’t going to run off without get­
ting revenge on that crooked gambler. 
So I camped around here until Bull 
came. I told him I knew Bannock 
Springs like the palm of my hand 
and could set up a bank robbery, be­
cause I had a hate on the town.” 
He wiped his face, smearing the dust, 
then built a cigarette. “Bull liked the 
idea but he wanted to get another 
Wells Fargo shipment, then Rand’s 
cattle through Stephanie first.”

“Were Silk and Bull working to­
gether?” Jim asked.

“Naw. I mean by that they weren’t 
splitting any loot. Silk came in here 
with Bull, but my saloon was Silk’s 
own idea.” His face reddened with an­
ger. “I planned to get any information 
I could and alert Hack, or preferably 
you, Jim, so you could be ready to 
capture the gang, Bull wasn’t dumb, 
he just got greedy.”

“There’s a big reward on Bull.” 
Pete told him.”

“I know.” Reilly’s eyes twinkled. 
“Might be just enough to buy Kitty 
and me a little spread near town. After 
I kill Silk.”

“Forget Silk,” Jim said gruffly. 
When he went to get Stephanie’s 
horse and his own he put on the shirt.



When he led the horses from the cor­
ral the four of them rode after the 
outlaws and their cowboy guards.

•"THE MOONLIGHT was bright
as they rode and Stephanie was 

very quiet. Jim supposed she and Pete 
wanted to talk together without this 
crowd around them. Well, all he had 
to do was settle with Silk, then he and 
Rocky would return across the big 
county to their own ranch.

They left Stephanie at the ranch 
house and Pete and Reilly and he 
headed on to Bannock Springs with 
the outlaws. There were ten prisoners, 
so the two cells would be jammed.

Jim woke Hack up and at the jail 
Pete and Reilly helped search the out­
laws and this time there weren’t any 
hidden guns in any boots. Leaving 
Hack on guard, the three men went to 
the hotel through the sleeping town.

Dawn wasn’t far away, Jim thought, 
as he knocked on Rocky’s door. Rocky 
welcomed them gleefully and poured 
drinks.

“I was right lonely.” He eyed 
Reilly and smiled. “You got one 
sweet girl, Irish. I’m kinda sorry you 
got your lasAo on Kitty.”

“I’m scared to see her,” Reilly con­
fessed. “She’ll be blazing at me for 
ducking out like that.”

They told Rocky about killing Bull 
and the roundup of the rustlers and 
finally Pete and Reilly went to their 
rooms to catch some sleep.

It was then Rocky told a story so 
incredible Jim could hardly believe it. 
By the time they finished talking and 
Jim had cleaned up, shaved and put on 
a shirt of Rocky’s, Bannock Springs 
was waking up and Jim went down­

stairs to talk to Miss Bessie.
As he strode across the lobby Steph­

anie call him from the Ladies’ Par­
lor. He turned, his heart churning.

“Stephanie,” he said and his voice 
was unlike his own. “Pete’s upstairs. 
I’ll go get him.”

“I didn’t come to see Pete,” she 
said softly. “I came to see you, Jim.”

He stood there just looking down at 
her. The wonder of what he saw in 
her eyes dazzled him. Unconsciously, 
he reached out for her.

“I learned a lot of things in those 
hills,” she said steadily. “Widow Mak­
ers like you made this land safe.” 
She leaned her black head against his 
chest for a second and then drew back. 
“I don’t want a weak man—ever.”

“Wait,” he almost groaned it. “Wait 
right here for me, Stephanie. I’ll be 
right back. I’ve got to arrest Presley.”

“Presley Adams?” She sounded as 
stunned as he’d been when Rocky first 
told him.

He nodded. “He’s backing Silk’s 
operation so he can grab the little 
ranches close to town. He’s a sanctimo- 
neous money hungry man who doesn’t 
care how he gets it. He stole money 
from the bank to set Silk up with 
cash. Miss Bessie told Rocky that’s 
why he wanted Hack sheriff, he knew 
Hack wouldn’t cause any trouble.”

She touched his arm. “Come back 
soon to me, Jim,” she said.

“Always,” he promised and in Steph­
anie’s eyes he found everything a man 
could ever want.

Jim hurried to get his job over, 
knowing she’d be waiting. Knowing, 
too, he would never be lonely again.

------------- ,-----—



Jenny thought that Ad was be­
ing foully wronged!

HASTY WEDDING
by ANN POPE

A
DAM HOLCOMBE was not a 
drinking man, but this night 
circumstances had driven him 
to it. These particular circumstances 

being a woman, he strode into Buell’s 
Saloon, looking sober and out of place 
in his black coat, stiff white shirt, wing 
collar and silk four-in-hand tie, and 
proceeded to down enough hard liquor 
to set two strong men staggering.

Ad was a blacksmith by inheritance 
and a gentleman by preference. He had 
position in the town and maintained it 
well. His only failing was his feelings 
for Madge Pickett. His love for lovely 
heedless Madge was as strong as the 
irons he forged daily in his shop; the 
only weakness in it was Madge her­
self.

The quiet intensity with which he 
drank was upsetting to behold. He 
stood there for about an hour, leaning 
against the bar, pouring down the whis­
key with a determined look on his face. 
It was like he thought the stuff was 
magic and if he could just get a suf­
ficient amount down, his troubles would 

vanish. The town clock was just strik­
ing nine when he seemed satisfied.

The streets were still, the air was 
heavy with the rich perfume of the 
locust trees, and it wasn’t far to the 
Pickett house. He knew what he was 
going to do. The whiskey had burnt 
out his pride. His usual caution was 
shed like a snake’s skin in the spring­
time. It didn’t matter that he had 
looked up from the red heat of his 
anvil this afternoon, looked out the 
open doors into the bright sunlight and 
had seen Madge riding by in a fancy 
rig with a stranger, sitting close to 
him, laughing and acting like she had 
never been promised to Adam Hol­
combe to be his wife.

It didn’t matter that he had been 
cooling his hot blood for the past year, 
working and saving for the cottage he 
was fixing so that he could have every­
thing right and fine when he brought 
her into his house. He had been too 
careful. Too slow. To-night, he had 
dressed carefully, blistered his insides 
and dulled his common sense with



Buell’s best whiskey, and let his de­
sires take over. He was an impatient 
bridegroom hurrying through the night. 
The waiting was over. He would go get 
Madge, take her by force if necessary, 
and drive over to see Parson Dodge. 
They could be married before she had 
a chance to shake her pretty, wilful 
head.

The Pickett’s shabby old house was 
close to the railroad tracks, almost up 
town. Here Mr. and Mrs. Pickett had 
produced their remarkable family. 
Seven girls, all beauties, from baby 
Alma to Cora Mae, they had hair that 
sprang into masses of ringlets and 
waves despite hit-and-miss brushings, 
eyes that were large and sweetly blue, 
fringed with lashes that were the de­
spair of all the less recklessly prolific 
mothers of the town. The girls were 
cheerfully raising themselves, watched 
helplessly by their parents who viewed 
their blooming brood with more than a 
little uneasiness.

The evening train had already 
roared through and the neighborhood 
lay asleep, but Ad could see lights on 
in the Pickett kitchen. The soft yellow 
glow from the lamps lit the path as he 
pushed through the sk.'k-hinged gate. 
There seemed to be a regular uproar 
going on inside. He could hear Mrs. 
Pickett bawling like a cow that’s lost 
its calf and Mr. Pickett was bellowing 
at her to be quiet. Mr. Pickett was mild 
mannered most of the time, but having 
eight females around the house tended 
to make him nervous. Apparently to­
night he had been pushed too far.

AD STEPPED up on the sagging 
front porch and called out genial­

ly, “Madge?” There was an immediate 
hush inside and he dropped down in 
the old fringed hammock to wait. Smil­
ing fatuously to himself in the dark, 
he thought of all the loving things he 
would say when he had her nestled be­
side him. The gentle swaying of the 
hammock fanned the delayed action 
of the liquor into little thrills of heat 
in his atomach. “Madge!” he demand­

ed loudly. “Madge, you come out here 
now. I’ve got something to say to 
you.”

There was a rustle of subdued whis­
pering in the house as they held a hur­
ried conference. In the end, they sent 
young Jenny out to tell him. Neither 
Mr. Pickett nor Mrs. Pickett felt up 
to it. Ad had always seemed partial to 
Jenny, almost like a big brother, and it 
was decided that she could better break 
the news to him than either of her 
parents who were quite overcome with 
the evening’s events.

Jenny smoothed her hands over her 
hair which she wore pulled back into a 
ribbon, twitched at the folds of her 
gingham frock until it circled neatly 
about the tops of her shoes, and 
stepped through the door.

“Madge?” he asked peering through 
the gloom.

“No. It’s Jenny, Ad. Madge is 
gone— I mean she isn’t here right 
now,” Jenny answered nervously.

“I’ve got to see Madge, Jenny. You 
just tell me where she is and ol’ Ad 
will go fetch her home. I’ve got to talk 
to that girl right now.” He rose, half­
stumbling and started toward her.

“Now, Ad,” she said soothingly, 
“you just sit down a minute and let 
me tell you about it. Pa said I should 
tell you, that you had a right to know, 
and I guess you do.”

“Know what? Jenny. I want you to 
tell me where Madge is. I came over 
here to-night to see her and I’m a’goin’ 
to.”

“Oh, drat that girl anyway!” Jenny 
exclaimed impatiently. “She’s gone; 
gone for good as far as we know. She 
left on the train with that fellow who’s 
been staying over at the hotel. She has 
been seeing him all week. She left a 
note saying that they were going to 
get married in Chicago.”

“Married? That can’t be, just can’t 
be! ” he repeated dully. “Madge is sup­
posed to marry me. You know that, 
Jenny, don’t you? We’ve been plan­
ning it all year. There’s a mistake 



somewhere. Madge wouldn’t do a thing 
like this to me.”

“Well, she didl You could have seen 
it coming if you wanted to. She never 
treated you right, not like she should 
have. She’s always been just plain 
ornery, even if she is my own sister.” 
Jenny was trembling with excitement 
and her desire to make him know how 
much she cared that he had been hurt. 
She had never talked to him alone be­
fore, not like this, like she was grown­
up and could let him know how she 
felt. She had always managed to be 
around when he called on Madge, sit­
ting on the porch or walking through 
the parlor on some unnecessary errand, 
but all he had ever done was tease her, 
ruffle her hair with his big, strong 
hand, and call her “sprout”. Once he 
gave her a sack of rock candy but he 
spoiled it by saying it was for the 
“young ’un”. She had waited until he 
and Madge had driven off and then she 
had thrown it away just as far and as 
hard as she could throw.

AD SAT DOWN heavily in shock
* and confusion. Jenny’s words 

closed in about him leaving him in sad 
perplexity. The thing he had dreaded 
had caught up with him. Madge laugh­
ing with the stranger, riding by in the 
sunlight where he could look out from 
the heat of his work to see his shame... 
She had wanted him to know, wanted 
to hurt him and still he had refused to 
believe what his own eyes had told 
him! He was a fool, hard-working re­
spectable Adam Holcombe was a fool. 
He had been warned and had laughed 
at the warnings.

Cutter’s Falls was a little town, a 
town where people knew each other 
and saw things as they were. Folks 
knew the Pickett family and their 
short-comings. The girls were too pret­
ty and there were too many of them 
for the sketchy living Mr. Pickett man­
aged. Mrs. Pickett was too easy-going, 
too fond of sitting in the run-down 
parlor with paper backed novels while 

her daughters ran helter-skelter. But 
Ad hadn’t wanted to see it, hadn’t 
wanted to listen to the friendly hints 
that came his way. No, he had only 
wanted to see the heart-breaking beau­
ty of Madge, had only wanted to warm 
himself with her easy laughter and 
careless ways.

The juices of raw anger began to 
pour into him. He wanted to hit back, 
hard, and yet there he sat befuddled 
with drink, with her little sister wit­
nessing his misery.

“You’d better go on back in the 
house, Jenny. I’m just not fit for you 
to be with right now,” he said roughly.

“Don’t say that. Oh, don’t ever say 
that, Ad. You’re the finest man in this 
whole town. Madge is wicked to do a 
thing like this, just plain wicked. Any 
other girl in town would die of happi­
ness to have you in love with her.”

“You’re too young to know about 
these things, Jenny. You just don’t un­
derstand,” he insisted thickly through 
his pain.

“I’m not too young!” she replied 
hotly. “I understand more than you 
think. I wouldn’t have treated you like 
Madge did. I guess I’m old enough to 
appreciate you anyway.”

“You shouldn’t talk like that. You’re 
only a little girl.”

“Little girl!” This was too much. All 
the pent-up envy she had nursed against 
Madge and what she and Ad had had 
between them burst forth. “I am only 
two years younger than Madge and 
you call me a little girl! You’ve never 
ever taken a good look at me!” With 
a deft motion she ripped the ribbon 
off her hair so that it fell in a silken 
shower about her shoulders. She pulled 
angrily at the ruffles of her dress stir­
ring up a soft haze of scent from her 
best lilac talcum which she used only 
on evenings when she knew he was 
coming to the house. Slipping into the 
hammock beside him, she let it throw 
her against him; the thudding of her 
heart was loud between them.

“Now, Jenny, there’s Josie and 



Gracie between you and Madge. I’ve 
always thought of you as being a little 
girl,” he protested feebly. “But maybe 
I was wrong,” he added as he got the 
full benefit of her perfume.

“You were wrong, Ad. I just don't 
know how you got such an idea. I’m 
next oldest after Madge,” she lied 
sweetly. “I’ve liked you for such a 
long time, Ad. I’m not like her. I’ll 
never want anyone but you, not as long 
as I live. Not even if you don’t want 
me. I can’t help it, Ad,” she whispered 
the words; her breath softly tickling 
his ear. The relief of telling him at 
last of her too-early love was like a 
summer miracle.

Her words were balm to his wounds. 
Her warm weight was pressing against 
him, stirring something deep within 
him. It didn’t matter anymore that he 
had come searching for a bride who 
had turned faithless, jilting him on the 
night when he had come to claim her. 
The inviting closeness of Jenny was 
more than he could resist. He felt an 
emotion that Madge had never aroused 
with her quicksilver ways, teasing and 
retreating. Jenny sat waiting, pliant 
with love for him. He turned, burying 
his head in her neck, nuzzling against 
the sweet comfort of her. The darkness 
folded them together.

COMETIME later he murmured 
^against her mouth, “Jenny, darling 
Jenny, will you come with me? Will 
you marry me now, to-night?” His 
head was still roiled with whiskey leav­
ing him without his usual rudder of 
caution. The man within him was let 
loose, the hot-blooded lover, the man of 
decision. He was acting on instinct and 
it was telling him to take Jenny with 
all her young unspoiled love and loyal­
ty.

Jenny’s answer was given out of her 
trust in him. It was all her secret 
dreams come true. He rose, holding 
her close beside him as if she might 
escape and together they walked off 
the porch into the night.

TT WAS HIGH noon when they came 
back. Mr. and Mrs. Pickett were 

sitting in the parlor as if they were 
attending a corpse for burial. The rest 
of the girls were relegated to the kitch­
en where in shrill whispers they told 
the whole story to Cora Mae, the 
eldest, who had hurried right over after 
getting her husband off to work. The 
story of two of the Pickett girls kick­
ing over the traces all in one night had 
spread over the town like wildfire. 
Into this funeral atmosphere walked a 
shame-faced Ad and a triumphant 
Jenny.

At the sight of them Mrs. Pickett 
threw her apron over her face and 
rocked to and fro. Strange keening 
sounds came from under the apron and 
her plump form shuddered with emo­
tion. Mr. Pickett stood up and faced 
them, his slight figure drawn erect to 
defend his family’s honor.

“We’ve come back, Mr. Pickett— 
sir. That is, we’ve come to have a talk 
with you,” Ad spoke feebly, his eyes 
fixed on a faded cabbage rose in the 
carpet.

“You’d better talk fast, Mr. Hol­
combe. I’ve had more than a man can 
bear these past hours. I’m wantin’ to 
know where you’ve been all night with 
my daughter,” Mr. Pickett said firm­
ly, his eyes gleaming with anger.

“Well, I can’t rightly tell you all of 
it. For the life of me I can’t remember 
a thing. Could I sit down, please?” he 
asked diffidently. “I’ve never felt so 
bad in my whole life.”

“Sit and keep talking, mister.”
“I guess the most important thing 

is that we up and got married last 
night. I’m not a drinking man, you 
know that for a fact, Mr. Pickett.”

“I do. You’re not a drinking man, 
Ad. I’ll say that for you,” Mr. Pickett 
agreed solemnly, eased by the all-im­
portant marriage announcement.

“Well, I got good and roaring drunk 
last night. First time I ever cut loose 
like that. I was mad clear through at 
Madge—well, never mind, that’s anoth­



er matter entirely,” he broke off in 
confusion. “The upshot of the whole 
thing is, I remember Jenny coming out 
on the porch to tell me about Madge. 
I remember that part all right, and the 
next thing I know it’s morning, I’m 
in my own room over at the boarding 
house and there’s Jenny with me, wav­
ing a paper and telling me it’s a license 
and that we’re all married up tight and 
legal by Parson Dodge, the one that 
lives out on the south edge of town. It 
does beat all, doesn’t it? I even drove 
out there again this morning and Par­
son says sure enough we woke him up 
and he performed the ceremony. Know­
ing who I was and all, he thought it 
was all right,” he shook his head slow­
ly. “I just don’t know what got into 
me. It must have been the liquor.”

iiWTELL, I like that! You weren’t 
talking that way last night, 

Adam Holcombe,” Jenny spoke up in­
dignantly. Her hair still fell in chestnut 
ringlets about her shoulders and in her 
pink gingham frock, still neat as her 
dresses always had been from the time 
she was a tiny thing, Jenny looked 
like a small doll propped up on the 
horse-hair sofa.

“Be quiet, Jenny,” her father or­
dered. “How old is Jenny, Ma?” he 
asked in a businesslike manner. “She 
ain’t old enough to be marrying, is 
she?”

“She’ll be seventeen come August, 
but she’s old acting. She always has 
been. She’s got a good head on her 
shoulders, Ad. She’d make you a good 
wife,” Mrs. Pickett said eagerly, grasp­
ing at straws.

“Sixteen! How she ever got me to do 
it, I’ll never know. I never thought of 
Jenny, well, I just never thought of her 
in that way,” he said meaningfully. “I 
don’t think we’re really married. That 
is to say, the ceremony part, that’s 
done right and good, but as for the 
rest of it—I just don’t think I could 
do a thing like that to her, drunk or 
aober. Maybe there’s some way we 

could work it out—well, you know 
what I mean. If, we’re not actually 
married that is.” Ad looked nervously 
at the Picketts. In the cold light of day, 
he felt trapped. The night before was 
blank and his head ached unbearably. 
He wanted nothing so much as to walk 
out the door and never come back. 
They all looked at him coldly as he 
mumbled ineffectually about an annul­
ment.

“I guess it’s up to Jenny,” Mr. Pick­
ett said slowly. “Ad, here, he can’t re­
member, but you do. Speak up, girl. 
You know what we’re talking about. 
Young or not if Adam Holcombe took 
you as his wife last night, then it’s your 
duty to cleave to him and him to you,” 
Mr. Pickett pronounced with bibical 
solemnity.

Jenny straightened up, clutching her 
marriage license which she still had in 
her hand. Her father’s meaning was all 
too clear. The paper was worthless if 
she told the truth, that Ad had brought 
her to his room only to fall asleep 
across the bed, mumbling of his “little 
Jenny”, his ardor consumed by the 
heavy slumber of exhaustion.

She had sat till dawn watching over 
his sleep with silent admiration, scarce­
ly believing the sudden wonder of his 
love. Bitterly, she faced facts. Ad was 
unwilling to take a sixteen year old as 
his bride. Last night it hadn’t mat­
tered. On the porch, in the dark, she 
had been a woman, ready and able to 
match his love. Now, she could lose 
him again because he was too stubborn 
to admit even to himself what they had 
felt for each other.

Quickly she made her decision, justi­
fying it with her own love which she 
knew was strong enough for two. 
Demurely, she dropped her eyes and 
murmured, “I am Mrs. Adam Hol­
combe right enough, Pa. I remember, 
even if he doesn’t.”

“Jenny!” Ad burst out. “What are 
you saying?”

“I’m sorry, Ad. I believed you last 
night. I thought all the things you told 



me were true.” She continued to sit 
with downcast eyes, a picture of in­
jured dignity.

“Well, that settles it. It’s up to you 
now, Ad. She’s yours come what may,” 
her father announced with a decided 
air of relief.

Ad stood up shakily. “All right. So 
be it. I’ll do what’s right, but you’ll 
have to give me a little time. I’ll have 
to make some arrangements, see to 
some things,” he said vaguely. “It won’t 
hurt to wait for awhile. You stay here, 
Jenny, for the time being. Here,” he 
emptied his pockets and pushed the 
money into her lap, “take this for any­
thing you need. I’ll take care of you 
and we’ll talk later about what we’re 
going to do. Right now, I’ve got to 
be going,” and he rushed out of the 
house like a horse released to pasture.

THE SUMMER days flew by. Ad
worked like a man possessed. The 

sound of heavy blows being struck rang 
out from his shop from morning until 
late at night. There was a smell of 
brimstone in his fires and he stuck to 
his job like the devil himself was forc­
ing him to it. He worked hard, slept 
restlessly, and avoided the Pickett 
household at all costs, mollifying any 
possible protests from Jenny’s parents 
with generous sums of money which he 
sent regularly to his wife by way of 
messenger.

Over at the house by the tracks 
young Jenny bided her time in the age- 
old feminine game of waiting. She was 
far from idle. Jenny was crowding sev­
eral years of growing up into weeks. 
Nowadays her hair was coiled neatly 
on top of her head. She made important 
purchases with the money Ad gave her, 
yards of fine lawn, challis and voile, 
narrow satin ribbon to be sown on net 
to form the new high-styled yokes with 
their cunningly concealed stays, slip­
pers dainty and interlaced in intricate 
basket-woven satin, a string of amber 
beads to clasp around her slender neck, 
a confusion of lace and insertion, and 

a bottle of attar-of-rose perfume with 
a little velvet rose fastened on top.

She made no effort to see Ad, being 
content to sit busily plying her needle, 
glancing now and then for reassurance 
at her marriage license which she had 
framed in black passepartout and hung 
above the brass bed which she still 
shared with Gracie.

In Cutter’s Falls in 1901, marriage 
was a highly respectable institution. 
Once thoroughly married there was lit­
tle a person could do except face up 
to double harness no matter how lame­
ly their partner might be pulling the 
load. Jenny was willing to let things 
ride. Ad wasn’t going anywhere. He 
was her husband and her husband he 
would stay. As for his scruples about 
her age, she dismissed that as being 
ridiculous. In a way it was too, for few 
girls reached the ripe old age of eight­
een without achieving a well-established 
state of matrimony. As far as Jenny 
was concerned, Ad was merely using 
it as an excuse to hide his embarrass­
ment over having hastily married her 
in lieu of the still absent Madge.

Meanwhile, she held herself aloof, 
happily working on her new wardrobe 
with which she intended to charm Ad 
when he stopped being so foolishly 
stubborn. And of course there were al­
ways chores to be done about the house. 
A goodly share fell to Jenny in her 
new maturity. These days Mrs. Pickett 
was solacing herself by re-reading “St. 
Elmo” punctuated by verbal barrages 
against Madge whom she described as 
ungrateful and unfeeling in her failure 
to let them hear from her.

By mid-August, just after Jenny’s 
seventeenth birthday had made her a 
more eligible candidate for wifery, Ad 
began to make appearances at the 
house once more. Gingerly, he would 
sit on the edge of a chair in the parlor 
making stilted conversation with Jenny 
who politely deferred to his timidity 
and sat across from him, answering for­
mally to his repeated queries about the 
state of her health and his uninspired 



comments on the local weather condi­
tions. Her heart ached over his appar­
ent discomfort. She longed to run her 
fingers over the thick blackness of his 
hair, to fit her cheek against the strong 
hollow lines of his face, but she sat 
primly with folded hands avoiding his 
somber grey eyes,

A FTER SITTING through a num- 
** ber of these tentative visits, she 
dared to invite him for Sunday dinner, 
an invitation which, in Cutter’s Falls, 
if accepted by a young man put a cer­
tain seal of formality on his intentions. 
He accepted. It was a proud day for 
Jenny. The table was heaped with the 
fruits of her labors, chicken, crisp and 
golden heaped on the best ironstone 
platter, potatoes whipped into fluffy 
whiteness with butter, sprinkled gen­
erously with hot black pepper, swim­
ming on top in a pool of richness, toma­
toes and cucumbers sliced and soaked 
in cider vinegar, beets and hard-boiled 
eggs mingled together in dark red tart­
ness, and the pies! Green apple, a med­
ley of sweet-sour goodness, raisin, 
brown and nutty, and custard, trem­
bling with tenderness, and all of them 
cradled in crusts that bespoke the 
cook’s deft hand. It was a meal to 
tempt a man to rashness. Jenny stepped 
about the kitchen fresh and cool in her 
starchy white apron, blushing properly 
under the seige of compliments. The 
Pickett girls turned out in full force 
and spared no effort to let Ad know 
that such culinary excesses were as 
nothing to Jenny. An everyday occur- 
ance they loyally declared.

And still he remained adamant. His 
calls continued, but the courting, if you 
could call it that, mired down in his 
reluctance to advance. It was as though 
something was holding him back 
against his will.

And then one blazing mid-day, 
Madge stepped off the Chicago train.

With casual elegance, she sauntered 
past the loafers on the platform, her 

black gown trailing indolently through 
the dust, it’s jet buttons winking like 
black diamonds in the sunlight, a small 
round turban tilted over one eye. with 
a red nose riding high and impudent in 
the veiling that swathed it.

Within an hour she had re-estab­
lished herself. She accepted calmly the 
clucking cries of happiness from her 
mother and the swarming admiration 
of her sisters. Trunks were unpacked 
and gifts disposed of. It was a time of 
homecoming and forgiveness. Her ex­
planations of her flight were sketchy 
and given with indifference. She had 
changed her mind about getting mar­
ried. As simple as that! There were 
hints of powerful connections in the 
city which had been offered to her, 
and, in guarded whispers, the revela­
tion that she was considering returning 
to Chicago to go on the stage! It all 
seemed possible. She looked like a lady 
of fashion, a person set apart all ready 
from the hum-drum limitations of Cut­
ter’s Falls. Only Jenny hung back from 
the circle of her charm, retreating to 
her room to feast her eyes on the 
framed solidity of her marriage license 
which hung in mockery above her 
maiden’s bed.

TT WAS HERE that Madge found
her. She closed the door and stood 

against it. The glint in her eye was 
one that Jenny knew of old. It had 
been there when she snatched dolls 
from her protecting arms, when she ap­
propriated scarves and lockets; it was 
there now, strong, as she looked in 
derision at the passepartout frame 
which seemed tawdry and trifling un­
der her glance.

“They told me about you and Ad,” 
she said slowly. “You shouldn’t have 
done it, Jenny. Ad is mine. He always 
will be.”

“We are married. It’s too late, 
Madge. You can’t do anything about 
it. I’m his wife,” Jenny answered de­
fiantly.

T don’t think you are. Pa said Ad



would have got an annulment the next 
day. Pa said that it was only your word 
that kept him married to you. That 
word was a lie, wasn’t it, Jenny?” She 
clutched Jenny’s arm viciously through 
its thin voile sleeve. “You are a lying 
little sneak. Admit it! I’m going to 
have him back and you’re going to tell 
him that you trapped him with a lie!”

“No!” Jenny sobbed helplessly, 
twisting away from her cruelly tight 
grasp. “I won’t. I love him. You would 
just hurt him again. No matter what 
you do, I won’t give him up.”

Madge dropped her arm in disgust. 
“You’re such a baby. Crying won’t help 
you any. It’s easy enough to find if 
you’re lying. A married woman knows 
things that you don’t know. Ad didn’t 
want a little girl. He wants a wom­
an.” Her eyes narrowed.

“Get out!” Jenny turned from the 
ugliness in Madge’s voice.

“I’ll go. I’m going to find Ad and 
tell him that you lied, that he is free. 
And if you know what is good for you, 
you’d better keep quiet. You’ve done 
enough talking.” With cold finality, 
Madge left the room leaving Jenny 
crumpled by her attack. Her hopes, 
which had been cheapened and belit­

tled, seemed suddenly childish and use­
less.
''T’HE FIRES in his forge were cool- 
’ ing after the day’s labors when 

Madge walked into Ad’s shop. The 
doors were flung open to let in the 
sweet evening coolness. Ad watched 
her coming toward him in the dusk. 
The last flickering flames burnished 
her beauty to a high luster. He stood 
caught in her brightness.

“I’ve come back to you, Ad,” her 
voice was husky with meaning. “There 
never was anyone else, not really. You 
believe me don’t you, Ad?” she plead­
ed.

“I’m married, Madge,” he said dully. 
“It can’t make any difference about 
you and me. I’m married to Jenny.”

Madge came close to him, circling 
his neck with her arms, pulling him 
close to her. She seemed to revel in 
pushing her fine clothes against the 
grease, as if dirtying them would prove 
her honesty. He was more exciting to 
her now than he had ever been in his 
devotion. She quickened to the delight 
of taking him from the gentle grasp 
of her sister.

“You’re not married, darling. You 
never have been. Jenny was lying. I 
made her tell me. You can get out of it 
easy. She won’t fight it anymore. I can 
promise that.” She threw back her 
head, laughing with rich enjoyment. 
“Oh, Ad! I wish you could have seen 
her! She collapsed like a toy balloon. 
I had it all out of her in five minutes. 
Little Miss Prim! She’s a sly one. She’s 
been crazy about you since she was 
twelve years old. All she needed was a 
chance to get you alone and she pulled 
her nasty little trick.”

Deliberately he took her arms from 
about him and stepped back. “I said 
I’m a married man, Madge. What pass­
es between a man and his wife is no­
body else’s business, not even her own 
sister. It ain’t fitting that Jenny should 
answer any of your questions.”

“Oh, Ad! Don’t be a fool! Sha 
trapped you and I know it.” Again 



Madge came close to him. “Listen, dar­
ling, it can all be like it was before. 
Only better. We won’t wait any long­
er.”

“Madge, I want you to stop talking 
this way. It’s my fault that you got the 
wrong idea. I haven’t been waiting to 
be a convenient husband for you, and 
Lord knows you must be needing one 
now. I shouldn’t have left Jenny with 
her folks so long, but she was so young. 
I thought to give her a little time to 
get used to me. That was a mistake. I 
can see that now. I’ve waited too long 
again, but I’m going over right now to 
see Jenny. And I pray to God that it’s 
not too late.”

EJIS THOUGHTS dwelt lovingly on
Jenny as he strode through the 

twilight toward her. We’ve all been 
playing games like children. Jenny’s 
been the only really grown-up one, the 
only one who wasn’t afraid of life and 
marriage and taking a chance on the 
man she loved. How plucky she’d been 
through the long summer, waiting for 
him like a lady, never once trying to 
force his hand. And Madge, he tried to 
reason out how he felt about her— 
Madge would always follow a crooked 
path, taking the wrong turnings, but 
he wished her well along her way.

It was just dark when he stepped up 
on the sagging old porch once more. In 
the kitchen he could see Jenny moving 
about lighting the evening lamps.

“Jenny?” he called. “Can I talk to 
you?”

Resignedly she came to the door. 
She had composed herself to meet him 
and readied herself to release him. 
What had to be done she was prepared 
to do. There was no last lingering hope 
that Madge’s mischief had not wiped 
out.

“I’m here, Ad. You don’t need to say 
it. 1 admit I was wrong and I’m sorry. 
I lied to you and Pa, but you can do 
anything you want to now. I won’t 
stop you. I’ll tell Pa the truth.”

“You won’t be telling him anything.

I guess a husband has got some rights, 
and I don’t want a wife that goes 
around talking too much. We’ve talked 
too much all ready, Jenny, too much 
entirely. Gome here.”

“Oh, Ad!” she sobbed against his 
chest. “I never thought you’d come 
back.”

His big hand moved slowly over her 
hair with a gentle cradling touch. “I’m 
here, sweetheart,” and he kissed her 
to prove it. “I never really was away.”

“I’m so ashamed, Ad—so sorry.”
“Jenny, darling! You mustn’t ever 

be ashamed. I’ve known all summer 
what happened that night.”

“But, Ad—”
“Hush! Let me say it. You mustn’t 

ever think you tricked me. You didn’t, 
not at all.”

“Ad, I did! I—”
“Not for one minute, not after my 

head stopped feeling like a mule had 
kicked me and I could get everything 
straightened out. I’m the one to be 
ashamed. It was a shabby thing to do 
to you.”

Only the rhythmical song of the 
katydids broke the silence as Ad 
stopped her protests with kisses. “It 
wasn’t right, Jenny. You deserved 
courting and maybe a mite of coaxing 
like any girl’s got a right to expect, and 
especially my girl. In my own clumsy 
way that’s what I’ve been trying to do 
these past weeks, make up to you what 
you missed. I reckon I’ll be courting 
you the rest of my life, Jenny, if you’ll 
let me, that is.”

Womanlike, she remained complete­
ly unconvinced by his words, but if he 
wanted to believe that his reluctance 
had stemmed only from a desire to woo 
her—-why so much the better. Mental­
ly she sent a message of thanks to 
Madge who, without meaning to at all, 
had sent Ad flying, back where he be­
longed. Contentedly she snuggled 
against him, and if there was a small 
secret smile on her lips, who was to 
see it?

THE END



Love is a hard thing when it hurts someont 
who is close to you.

I LEARNED TO BE A LADY

I
 sat on the front steps listening to 
the coyotes, feeling easy for the 
first time since I arrived home the 

day before. Being back home at the 
ranch was a whole site different from 
the city that was bustling in these pro­
gressive years of the 1890’s. I heard 
horse’s hoofs and waited eagerly to see 
who was coming.

“Todd!” I called, standing on the 
step. I smiled, thinking it was mighty 
neighborly of him to ride over to see 
me. I used to think I was in love with 
him, but that was when I was a child.

“Howdy, Sandy,” he drawled, open­
ing the gate and walking up the path. 
I had forgotten how tall and straight 
he was, with his lean hips and wide 
shoulders above the flat waist. He 
stood a long minute looking at me, his 
eyes grave.

I wished I had worn riding pants 
and a shirt and that my copper hair 
wasn’t scooped up in curls, but I stood 

straight in my ruffled dress, my head 
held at an angle which I’d learned in 
school.

“Well?” I demanded, feeling out of 
place in my city get-up.

Todd turned his hat in his hands. 
“You sure have changed, Sandy. It 
don’t hardly seem like you’re the same 
sweet little spitfire what left here last 
round-up time.”

I felt anger churning up in me. 
“What did you expect?”

“Well, gosh, I...” He grinned. “I 
don’t reckon I figured you’d turn out 
to be like Vicky.”

“Vicky?” my voice exploded. “Since 
when have you started calling that 
stringy fake by a sweet name?”

A slow blush spread across his face. 
“I thought we might take a ride to­
gether tonight. I... ”

“Really!” my voice was smug, “I’m 
not dressed for it.”

“Well, gosh, you could whiz in and



change while I’m saddling Whitefoot. 
It’s a real pretty night with a new 
moon and all.” He grinned sheepish­
ly. “You’ve been gone a long spell 
and I sure missed you.”

I caught my breath. It wasn’t like 
Todd to sweet talk. Of course, I had 
realized that he was sweet on me be­
fore I became a lady last year in the 
girl’s “finishing” school.

“I can’t. I guess I’d better tell you 
now. I’m going to get married. ...”

“Well, gosh, sure you are,” he broke 
in. “Me and you settled that a couple 
of years ago. That’s what I figured 
on asking you when we rode along to­
gether tonight, but now that you 
brought it up, I reckon we can settle it 
here on the steps.”

Tears stung my eyes. “You don’t 
understand, Todd. It’s Anthony Bugs- 
bee I’m going to marry. He’s coming 
tomorrow and we’re going to have a 
barbecue—you come—and announce 
our engagement.”

Todd looked at the gate steadily. 
“You’re spoofing, Sandy girl. Well, 
gosh, you can’t go entertaining any 
ideas of chasing off with a stranger.” 
He looked as though he were going to 
shake me. “Who is this stray, 
anyhow?”

“He’s not a stray. He teaches at 
the school where I went. And he’s 
visited on ranches and he’s a good 
cowhand and....”

Todd snorted. “What about our 
understanding?”

“I’m real sorry, Todd. I....” I 
faltered. I saw his hard leaness and 
his clear blue eyes that didn’t show 
much because of the crinkly lines from 
looking far into the distance. I shook 
my head.

“Sometimes, Todd,” it was impor­
tant that he understand, “sometimes 
you don’t fall in love with the man 
you want to. Sometimes, it sneaks up 
on you and there’s not a blessed thing 
you can do about it.”

Todd looked tired. Suddenly I knew 
I was going to cry. Love was a hard 
thing when it hurt someone who was 
close to you. I jumped up and ran into 
the house.

Pa looked up. “Sandy, you ain’t no 
crying woman.” I ran on, but heard 
him say to Ma, “I tell you that school 
plumb ruined her works!”

'T’HE NEXT morning when I came to 
* breakfast, Pa was ranting about 

Anthony. “Like I been saying all along, 
it was a bad mistake sending a good 
cowgirl like Sandy to the city for 
schooling. This here education busi­
ness sure did ruin a crackerjack man’s 
woman.”

I looked at Pa and smiled. I could 
be tolerant. Anthony would be here 
within hours. “Why, Pa?” I asked 
gently. I broke off a bite of bread and 
buttered it.

“Galloping Juniper!” Pa said to Ma. 
“See how she’s eating like a bird. 
Them manners ain’t aimed for the 
range woman.” He put a quarter pound 
slab of butter on a thick slice of bread.

Ma smoothed down her thick red 
hair and tried to hide a smile.

“Take you,” Pa continued “A 
mighty fine lady. Knowed it the first 
time I set eye on you when you come 
to teach. Wooed and won you, I did, 
and you set right down to western 
ways without no fanciness.”

I lowered my eyes. Seemed like Pa 
was all Ma ever wanted.

Ma’s voice was low. “Jim, a young 
girl, especially a girl raised on a ranch, 
needs to be with other girls. That’s 
why I insisted. .. . ”

“Yeah, I know. We had to send her 
to that there finishing school so’s she’d 
get slicked up into a lady.” He but­
tered another slice of bread. “Seems 
to me like they finished up what was 
a pretty critter.”

He swallowed and gulped coffee out 
of a tin mug. “Another thing,” he 
waved his knife at me, “what’s this 
here fellow coming here for? I figured 



since you was a tot setting your first 
horse that you’d hook up with Todd 
Marks come hitching time.”

“I told you,” my chin stuck out de­
fiantly, “I’m going to marry Anthony.” 

“Galloping Juniper!” Pa’s eyebrows 
bristled. “I ain’t going to have my kid 
tying up with a dude and living one of 
them hot-house lives in the city. Won’t 
get no fresh air there. Won’t hear no 
more about it.”

I shoved back my chair and looked 
into Pa’s eyes that were so like my 
own. “We’re going to meet him now 
and you be nice to him or I’ll....”

Ma sipped coffee serenely. “Why, 
Sandy, I know we’ll like your friend.” 
Pa strangled on his coffee and Ma ig­
nored him. “Of course, being a city 
girl myself, I understand how exciting 
it seems after the ranch. But I wouldn’t 
go back there to live for anything.” 
She laughed. “I guess you might say 
it’s who you’re with that’s important, 
not where you are.” She leaned over 
and patted Pa on the cheek and he 
smiled.

I had a feeling of defeat...

PA AND I took the buckboard in to 
* meet the train. I was nervous and 
Pa’s lips were squelched together. But 
I was real proud of Anthony when he 
stepped off the train. I knew he had 
never looked handsomer than he did 
now in his white starched collar and 
dark suit. His black derby was flat on 
the top of his head and his neat black 
mustache was dashing. I felt now that 
he’d show Pa and Todd how a man 
ought to look, instead of wearing work 
clothes all the time, except for bury- 
ings, marryings and church meetings. 
I climbed down and ran to meet him.

Back at the buckboard, I said, “Pa, 
this is Anthony Bugsbee.”

“How do you do, Sir?” Anthony 
asked.

Pa stuck out a hand the size of a 
ham and Anthony winced at the vigor­
ous handshake. “Climb in,” I said.

“Throw your gear in the back. I’ll 
drive.”

“Oh, I say,” Anthony spoke pre­
cisely. “You’ll ruin your hands.”

Pa spit over the side. “Reckon she’s 
been driving all her life.”

“My word,’’ Anthony’s voice was 
shocked.

I put the horses into a trot. “Hang 
on,” I cried gaily. Anthony clutched 
his derby on his head with one hand 
and hung onto the side of the buck­
board with his other hand.

Pa grinned. “Ain’t nothing like a 
spot of fresh air to pick you up.”

Anthony nodded. I had to restrain 
myself from kicking Pa in the shins...

'T’HE NEXT morning I knocked on
Anthony’s door at daybreak. 

“Breakfast. Come and get it,” I called. 
“Put on riding clothes. I’ll show you 
the ranch afterwards.”

He grunted. “Breakfast? It’s still 
dark.”

“We get up early. Do the chores 
before it gets blooming hot.”

A few minutes later, he arrived at 
the table wearing his dark English 
riding habit.

Pa raised his eyebrows. “Thought 
you were going riding. Them duds 
ain’t fitting.”

Anthony seemed embarrassed. “This 
is the accepted riding habit in the city,” 
he said stiffly.

Pa scraped his chair back, stood up 
and walked around him, surveying the 
outfit. “Darnest get-up I ever seen. 
Mean to say that wool,” he rubbed a 
piece of the material between his fin­
gers, “don’t pick up horses’ hair? Sure 
is nice and absorbent for sweat too.”

Anthony looked him in the eye. “We 
take care of our mounts. We don’t 
race them and they don’t sweat.”

Pa glanced at me. “Don’t run, eh? 
Well, well, what do you know?” Grin­
ning, he sat down at the table.

I saw Anthony’s surprised look as 
Ma set his plate before him. There 
were three eggs, sunny-side-up, and 



a thick stack of hotcakes. “If that’s 
not enough,” Ma said, “there’s plenty 
more on the stove.”

“Really, I don’t eat a heavy break­
fast.”

Pa folded a hotcake neatly into a 
bite. “This ain’t big. You oughta see 
what I put away come round-up time.”

I felt like throwing my coffee at Pa. 
Anthony couldn’t help it if he was city 
bred and hadn’t had the rare oppor­
tunities of open living that Pa had.

“Heard you say you two was going 
to ride this morning,” Pa said conver­
sationally. “Reckon I’ll ride along with 
you a spell. Got a few calves I figure 
on branding. Need your help, Sandy.” 
As an afterthought, he added, “Strong 
man like Anthony will come in handy 
too.”

Anthony coughed. His eyes looked 
glassy.

I said coldly, “I’ve changed my 
mind. I don’t think we’ll ride this 
morning.”

“Huh?” Pa asked. “You afraid An­
thony can’t do the work?”

“Leave him alone! He can do it, all 
right, but.... ”

Anthony spoke. “I’m ready, any 
time.”

“But, Anthony, you don’t have to.” 
I sighed. Times like these, when Pa 
was egging me on, I couldn’t handle 
him. I looked at Ma who was humming 
at the kitchen stove.

“Ma, can’t you.... ”
“What, dear?” She looked out the 

window. “It’s such a nice morning, I 
think I’ll ride along too.”

“Well, Anthony and I may come in 
earlier than you do.”

Pa’s voice boomed heartily. “Don’t 
figure on being out more’n five, six 
hours. Just enough for a pepper-upper.”

TT FELT good being astride White- 
* foot. I put the horse into a gallop 
and felt the cool breeze ruffle my hair. 
I slowed and waited for Anthony. His 
horse ran abreast of mine, with An­
thony bouncing clear out of the saddle, 

letting a lot of air in between his seat 
and the saddle. He was breathing hard.

“Guess I’m sort of out of practice,” 
he panted.

Ma and Pa galloped past. “Meet you 
at the creek,” Pa bellowed.

When we arrived, the campfire was 
smoking and the coals were red-hot. 
Ma was holding the branding iron over 
the coals.

Pa rode up, herding some short 
yearlings. “Give me a hand, son,” he 
called. “You hold the critters while I 
brand them.”

Anthony hesitated.
“You ain’t scared of no baby calf, 

is you?” Pa yelled.
Determinedly Anthony walked to­

ward Pa. “Certainly not, but I’ve had 
no experience along this line.”

“Can’t learn no sooner than now.”
When Pa placed the iron on the 

calf’s rump, it lurched, throwing An­
thony to his seat. “Galloping Juniper!” 
Pa’s voice was impatient. “Sandy! 
Come here and hold these craters.”

“Pa, leave Anthony be. He’s not a 
common cowhand. He’s educated and 
he doesn’t have to do things like this!”

“Ain’t riding him none. Come on 
and help me.”

I walked up to the calf, grabbed its 
hind legs and threw it to the ground in 
a smooth movement. “Okay, Pa. Get 
going.”

Hair singed and flesh burned and 
the calf cried frantically. I grounded 
another one. “That sure was a neat 
job, Pa. Couldn’t of done it better my­
self.”

I looked around for Anthony. He 
was draped over with his face down. 
I called, “What’s wrong, Anthony?”

“I guess it was the smell of burning 
flesh.” His face had a greenish tinge. 
“I’ll be all right in a moment.”

Ma and Pa pointedly ignored him. 
After we finished the branding, Ma 
called that chow was on. Anthony 
walked slowly toward the spread on 
the ground.

“It sure smells good, doesn’t it?”



I linked my arm through Anthony’s.
“I’m not hungry, I just want a cup 

of coffee.”
Pa was surprised. “Don’t this pure 

fresh air make you starving?”
“No, I....”
I was hungry clean down to my toes, 

but I said staunchly, “A cup of coffee 
for me too.”

“Galloping Juniper, Ma. Sandy ain’t 
nothing but a pale swooner now.” He 
glared at me. “I’m a’going to get you 
looking like a healthy cowgirl like you 
are.”

'T'H.AT EVENING Anthony was still
weak. He also had difficulty sit- 

ting and he was so stiff that it was 
hard to stand. He explained his pre­
dicament to me and I was sympathetic, 
but a little disappointed in him.

I watched as he limped off to bed, 
saying, “I do believe I’ll be more com­
fortable lying on my stomach.”

When I turned around, Pa dropped 
his eyes, but I had seen his amused 
grin. Ma had her eyes riveted to a 
piece of embroidery work. Angrily, I 
placed my hands on my hips. “So what 
if he does have a weak stomach and 
seat? That doesn’t prove a thing!”

Pa allowed, “You put it real nice.
I didn’t.”

“But I know what you’re thinking!” 
I couldn’t understand why I was so 
mad at Ma and Pa. “He’s smart and 
a real gentleman. Besides,” I added 
smugly, “wait until the dance follow­
ing the barbecue. We’ll show you some 
new city steps.”

My anger left suddenly. I said ab­
sently, “Wonder where Todd is.” I 
knew I shouldn’t think about him, but 
I couldn’t help it. After all, I reas­
sured myself, he was only a friend left 
over from growing up.

Pa gazed at the ceiling. “Seems right 
reasonable he’s not hanging around 
seeing how you’re all tied up. Anyhow, 
way I hear it, Victoria Smyth is mighty 
interested in him.”

“Pooh. Todd wouldn’t look at that 
horse-faced, skinny prune.”

“Seems as how Todd’s been hold­
ing her off waiting for you to come 
home, but I reckon he figures closing 
in time’s come.” He stretched out his 
legs. “Sure will be nice for him get­
ting her pa’s ranch what adjoins his. 
Not to speak of all that wad of cash 
when her pa cashes in his chips. Real 
dandy set-up, if you ask me.”

“Nobody’s asking you!” I snapped.
Ma looked up. “I do declare, dear,” 

she said mildly, “you do seem a bit 
nervous.”

Pa grinned. “It’s that living with­
out no pure air in the city. Saps vital­
ity out of folks. Pales them up con­
siderable too.”

“Todd couldn’t love Victoria. He 
loves me,” I said slowly. “Besides she 
can’t sit a saddle and she’s soft like 
clabber.”

“Been noticing some folks like their 
intended soft and mild,” Pa observed.

“Oh! It’s gotten to the place where 
a girl can’t even talk things over with 
her family.”

“What things, dear?” Ma put down 
the embroidery.

I spoke hesitantly, “It’s not fair, 
that’s all. You ought to see Anthony in 
the city. Then it would be you and not 
him that would be out of place.”

“Yeah?” Pa perked up. “You still 
figuring on me telling folks about the 
coming marrying at the barbecue?”

I looked him in the eye, but my 
stomach was churning. “Certainly.” 
I felt as though I were being forced 
into this marriage against my will. 
Suddenly I saw Todd’s serious blue 
eyes. I straightened my shoulders im­
patiently. I mustn’t think of him now. 
I was going to marry Anthony. Quick 
tears stung my eyes.

Pa scratched his knee. “Like you 
say, Anthony seems like a nice 
dud....man to me. After all,” he 
stared into space, “we can’t go expect­
ing him to know about ranch living. 



He ain’t had the chance we had. Reck­
on maybe it took you a spell to get 
used to city living.”

“Pa, you mean you really like him?”
“Ain’t saying that exactly. Not one 

to jump to conclusions. But he does 
seem flabby next to Todd. But like 
I say, city living does that.” He looked 
at me. “Sure hate to think of you get­
ting softened up like Victoria.” He 
scratched his knee harder. “Now 
there’s a filly what would take to city 
living like a horse takes to oats.”

A glint came into my eyes. “Yes, 
but.... ” I took a deep breath.

“Hear her and Todd is fixing to 
marry up right soon now,” he con­
tinued. “When a man sets his head to 
settle down, he’s likely to take what’s 
close at hand.”

He stood up. “Reckon I better write 
down a pretty speech so’s I can give 
you away in real style.” He sounded 
downright enthusiastic about getting 
rid of her.

“Yes, dear. Do that.” Ma’s voice 
was silky. “I know you’ll make a real 
nice speech.”

J WAS QUIET the next day. My 
thoughts were all jumbled up as I 

tried to figure things out. Anthony 
was relieved that there was no riding 
scheduled, so he set about to talking 
ranch customs at breakfast.

“Is it true,” he asked, “that one of 
your main diversions is hangings?”

Pa cleared his throat. “Tell you, 
ain’t much out here for amusement, 
excepting what we make ourselves and 
sometimes a burying or marrying. A 
nice neat necktie party’s jest about 
one of the biggest things here. Every­
body brings their eats for a good get 
together and visit.”

Anthony’s face paled. He turned to 
me. “I certainly hope you’ve never 
witnessed one of these brutalities.”

Without thinking, I said, “No, but 
after breakfast, I’ll show you a tree 
out back where they strung up two 
cattle rustlers. Like to see it?”

Anthony gagged. “Some other time,” 
he said faintly.

Pa boomed. “About that barbecue 
we’re throwing tomorrow night , to tell 
about you and Sandy getting hitched 
up, I was thinking maybe. . . . ”

Anthony stood up. “That’s very 
kind of you, but unfortunately I have 
to return this afternoon.” He turned 
to me, “I’d like to talk to you alone.”

Pa poked his face up to Anthony’s. 
“You ain’t figuring on running out on 
my little girl, is you?”

Anthony reared back. “Certainly 
not. I. ...”

Pa backed off. “That’s real nice 
because jilting a woman’s pretty near 
as bad as cattle rustling. Sure would 
hate to see you strung up.”

“Leave him alone, Pa.” I turned to 
Anthony. “Let’s go walking.”

HEN WE came in later, my eyes—*
were sparkling and Anthony 

seemed relieved. “Pa,” I said, “we 
want to talk to you.”

“Later,” Pa said. “I’m thinking. 
Reckon I have to make a dandy giving 
away speech.”

“But, Pa. It’s important. We....”
Pa picked up his pencil and paper 

and walked outside.
We went into the kitchen. “Ma, we 

have something to tell you.”
Ma smiled serenely. “Isn’t that nice?

But I have to start dinner now. Sup­
pose we wait until then.”

“Sometimes,” I said with feeling, 
“my family doesn’t understand me.”

Anthony nodded.
We walked outside to the porch. In 

a few minutes Victoria and Todd rode 
up.

“We come calling,” Todd said cheer­
fully, avoiding my eyes. “Figured we 
all ought to meet up.”

I said stiffly, “Victoria, may I pre­
sent Anthony Bugsbee? He’s....”

Victoria twittered, “Oh, my. You’re 
that handsome professor from the city
I’ve been hearing about. Isn’t it just 
like a man to pick a tomboy like Sandy 



when poor little me,” she giggled, “just 
hates the country?”

My lips twitched into a smile as 
Anthony bent over to kiss Victoria’s 
limp hand. Todd grinned and looked 
at the roof of the house.

An idea came to me. “Let’s dance in 
the parlor.”

Anthony and Victoria looked sur­
prised, but Todd drawled, “Might be 
real entertaining.”

“In the daytime?” Anthony asked.
Inside, I put a round, cylinder rec­

ord on the victrola and turned the 
handle. I said off-handedly, “Anthony 
and I will teach you some new city 
steps. They’re catchy.”

I’d help Anthony all I could. He 
might be educated, but he could sure 
use Victoria’s money for easier city 
living. And then, when she and Todd 
were dancing, she would make him the 
happiest man on earth.

“Like this,” I said as Anthony and 
I whirled stiffly through the steps.

Todd grinned. “Think I got it. Come 
on, Vicky. Let’s show them how to do 
the step real easy.”

My mouth dropped as I watched 
them. They were dancing a lot better 
than Anthony and I. “Where did you 
learn those steps?”

Todd was nonchalant. “Learn lots 
of things when we take cattle to mar­
ket. Get around right smart there.”

Vicky giggled.
Pa’s laugh rang through the room. 

He lounged against the door. “Sure is 
some surprise, ain’t it, Sandy?”

I thought the evening would never 
end as Anthony and I danced stiffly 
and Victoria and Todd danced smooth­
ly and easily. I wondered why Todd 
didn’t suggest changing partners, but 
he didn’t seem to even notice me. I 
bit my lower lip and tried to smile.

Finally Victoria and Todd left in 
high spirits.

rpiAT EVENING after Anthony 
* went to his room, I said, “Ma, I’ve 

got to talk to you.”

“Yes, dear,” Ma said.
“Anthony and I think we’re making 

a mistake. We aren’t getting married, 
after all.”

Ma spoke soothingly. “All girls feel 
that way when the time to marry 
comes close. When you’re living in the 
city, you’ll be glad you married him.”

“I won’t! Why, Todd knows more 
than he does—even about dancing.”

Pa pulled a piece of paper out of 
his pocket. He unfolded it carefully. 
“I want to say my marrying-off speech 
to you.”

“We’re not getting married. You 
hear?” I ran out of the room.

’T’HE NEXT morning I told An- 
A thony that I hadn’t convinced my 

family that we weren’t getting married. 
But I didn’t have time to discuss it 
because Victoria and Todd came visit­
ing again.

“Why aren’t you working?” Sandy 
asked Todd.

“Does a man good to take off time 
for fun now and then.” His eyes 
twinkled.

Anthony headed straight for Vic­
toria. Suddenly he tripped on a rock 
and fell against her horse. It reared 
up on its hind legs as Anthony 
clutched the saddle horn trying to 
keep his balance. Of its own accord, 
the horse placed its two front feet on 
the ground and stood still.

“Oh,” Victoria screeched, “you 
saved my life!” Before she swooned, 
I saw that she carefully draped her 
arms around Anthony’s neck.

“I did, didn’t I?” Anthony’s voice 
was awed. Then he lugged Victoria out 
of the saddle and staggered with her 
to the shade of a tree. “Poor, fright­
ened little thing,” he said.

That was more than I could take. 
“She’s not scared and she’s not passed 
out. It’s one of her tricks, that’s all. 
Why, I’d be ashamed to....”

Todd lifted me by my two stiff el­
bows and carried me, kicking toward 
ths porch, “Leave them alone, Sandy.”



I jerked my head around. “You’re 
no better than she is. Letting Anthony 
coo to her when you’re going to get 
married.”

“What?” He dropped her abruptly. 
“Who said I was going to marry her?”

“You’re not?”
“Never figured on anybody but you. 

Like a hightempered woman. Good 
way to tell if she’s a thoroughbred. 
Like a horse.”

My face got red. “Now you’re com­
paring me with a horse!”

“Didn’t say that. Figured I was 
making a pretty speech.” He ran the 
toe of his boot in the sand. “Reckon 
I don’t have the right to be talking to 
you like his now that you and that 
stray there... . ”

I looked at Victoria and Anthony. 
She was coming out of her self-induced 
swoon. “Oh,” Victoria said weakly, 
“my hero. You saved my life and now 
I’m all yours.”

Todd covered the distance between 
them in nothing flat. “See here, Bugs- 
bee,” he said threateningly, “don’t get 
carried away with her offer. You’re al­
ready promised and I don’t calculate 
you’ll be accepting Vicky’s proposi­
tion.”

I stood beside Todd. “Hold up, 
Todd. Don’t say another word.” I 
looked at the two, then I looked up 
at Todd. “Make a real nice looking 
couple, don’t they?” Looking at An­
thony, I asked, “You like the looks 
of this filley?”

Coldly he replied, “If you’re refer­
ring to Miss Victoria, I find her ex­
tremely attractive and a man in my 
position must choose a mate care­
fully.”

Todd’s voice was cold as steel. “You 
slandering Sandy? You inferring she 
ain’t fit to be a dude’s wife?”

Anthony swallowed with difficulty. 
“I intended no slander. Sandy and 
I.... ” he paused. “What I intended 
to say is that Miss Victoria is all any 
man could desire.” He stood up. “My

congratulations on your fortunate se­
lection of a mate.”

“Well, gosh,” Todd said. “We got 
our strings all jangled up. I ain’t plan­
ning on marrying Vicky.”

“And I,” I said, “am not planning 
to marry Anthony. We decided last 
night.”

“You’re free,” Anthony said to Vic­
toria. He shook Todd’s hand with 
real feeling. Then he looked at Vic­
toria tenderly. “In that case, Miss Vic­
toria, do I have your permission to 
see you home?”

She giggled and nodded.
“I think a walk would be best. We 

can talk. How far is it?”
“Five miles,” Vicky tittered.
Anthony took a deep breath. “A 

walk will limber me up.”
“I just hate riding, don’t you?” She 

fluttered her eyelashes.
Todd and I silently watched as the 

two walked away—Victoria with a 
spring in her step and Anthony with 
a pronounced limp.

I took a deep breath and looked up 
into Todd’s squinty blue eyes. As he 
leaned down to kiss me, Pa strode out 
of the house, waving a piece of paper.

“I just gotta practice my giving 
away speech on somebody. How does 
it sound?” He stopped, his mouth ajar.

“The speech will be fine, Pa. Only 
change Anthony’s name to Todd’s.”



“Galloping Juniper!” Pa grinned as 
he looked at us.

Todd took me in his arms and kissed 
me in a true western manner.

Clapping Todd on the back, Pa said, 
“Got the best little cowhand in the 
West, even if she is a woman. Build 
her up and get that city air out of her 
and....”

Ma called from the porch. “Pa, you 
come inside this minute. You always 
was nosey.”

“Galloping Juniper. I was jest....”
“Pa,” her voice was silky.
I winked at him, then stepped back 

from Todd.

They Called Me Killer Kate 
{Continued from page 17)

your place, but they were afraid to 
tell who they’d seen sneaking around 
.Kate’s window after Ramon went in 
there that night. We finally got the 
truth out of them and took them to 
the sheriff in Laredo and they told 
him their story. We arrested the man 
and he has confessed.”

Valdez was trembling violently. 
“You have this man? Who is he? I 
won’t believe you until I see him!”

Kim shouted an order back to his 
band of riders. One of them led a 
horse up from the back of the group. 
On it was a man with his hands tied to 
the saddle horn. His head was bowed, 
but I could see who it was.

It was Lupe Valdez, Ramon’s 
younger brother!

The old man’s face went chalk 
white. “What are you trying to tell 
me?” he screamed.

“Just that Lupe killed his brother,” 
Kim said. “According to Mexican cus­
tom, all your hacienda goes to the old­
est son when you die. Lupe didn’t like 
the idea of playin’ second fiddle all his 
life. He saw a chance to do away with 
Ramon so he’d be first in line. Men 
have often killed for less than the 
richest hacienda in Mexico....”

Todd allowed, “I sure got me a thor­
oughbred that’s got to be broke.”

I smiled sweetly. I saw how Ma 
handled Pa with a silky steel line, 
while he thought he was boss man. 
I purred. “Whatever you say, dear.”

Todd looked startled, then threw 
back his head and roared with laugh­
ter. “Think I don’t know what you got 
up your sleeve?” He looked at Ma and 
Pa standing on the porch, smiling.

I laughed too. At least, I thought, 
it wouldn’t be a dull life with Todd. 
He wasn’t a city man, but he was a 
whole site smarter than a dude,..

---- ------------- * -------------------

'T’HE STAGE carried Kim and me 
on to San Antonio together later 

that day. That night we walked along 
the grassy banks of the cool river that 
winds through the old city. Somewhere 
in the night air we could hear a guitar 
strumming and a voice singing a Mex­
ican love song.

Kim’s fingers slipped into mine. 
“Maybe you know what it feels like 
now, Kate, to get a name you didn’t 
earn. To be hunted for something you 
didn’t do. Maybe you can believe what 
I told you before. I didn’t go out look­
in’ for the name of a gunslinger. It 
wTas forced on me.... ”

I turned to Kim, my throat hurt­
ing. “How can you forgive me, Kim, 
darlin’?” I whispered. “I can under­
stand a lot of things now. I guess this 
terrible experience made me grow up. 
I wish I’d grown up sooner. We’ve 
wasted a lot of time.... ”

His arms swept me tight against 
him and our lips tasted a deep kiss. 
“We can make up for it in California,” 
he whispered against my mouth.

“Why wait until California?” I 
whispered back. “Why not get married 
here?...”

-------------- ★ ---- --------
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LEAD

WELCOME
by Nola Carew

The last thing Fred Andrews 
expected when he came back to his 
hroken-down ranch was ambush _ 
bullets—and from a pretty girl!'

A
SPANGING sheet of sound 
rippled across the hills as the 
breath of a bullet whispered 
close to Fred Andrews’s ear. Surprise 

and anger raced through him, but his 
actions were instinctive. He rolled from 
his pony and hit the ground, his high 
body hidden by tall grass, his sixgun 
palmed.

From the shuttered windows of the 
adobe ranch house a bright flame 
lanced. Cavalry, his pony, kicked up 
his heels and galloped off, hunting for 
a safer place. Andrews leveled his six- 
gun at that shuttered window and trig­
gered twice. The sound eddied and 
echoed over the swelling ground.

Half kneeling, crouched low enough 
to be hidden by the brush, he watched 
the house. No reply came to his mis­
siles and he edged himself forward 
slowly. He could not understand this 
reception.

It had been ten years since he had 
seen the low ranch house that had been 
his home. Gray eyes narrowing on the 
wind-pitted walls and sun blistered

wood brought back poignant mem­
ories. The big barn had once been 
the cynosure of all eyes. It had been 
painted a glorious red and the clean, 
white-washed walls of the main 
dwelling had made a pretty contrast. 
Bright flowers had bordered its long 
veranda and the pole corrals had been 
well stocked with horseflesh.

It was no longer that. The roof 
looked as if a good wind would lift 
it bodily. The crimson of the barn 
had faded to a dirty pink and where 
the paint had blistered and peeled, 
were dim-colored spots the size of a 
man’s head. The corrals were empty, 
and not even a wisp of smoke curled 
from the stone chimney. The entire 
ranch looked deserted, ghost-ridden.



But it had been no ghost that had 
placed that bullet so close to his head.

A hot wind whipped across the tall 
grass, lifted little whirlpools of dust. 
The stifling heat of a noonday sun 
beat against his bared head, reflect­
ing like burnished copper from the 
fiery red of his hair. It was not more 
than a hundred yards to the house 
and with the entire yard overgrown 
with weeds and grass, he made it 
without receiving any more reply 
from his unseen assailant.

He prowled the barn first and shook 
his head in puzzled bewilderment. Like 
the corrals it was empty of stock. The 
bunk house was the same. There were 
no blanket rolls or war sacks, nothing 
but the straw-filled mattresses of the 
former tenants. It gave him a queer 
feeling when he stealthily made his 
way through the rear of the house. 
There was nothing to show that any­
one had lived here for years except 
the coffee pot on the cold stove.

But some one was here. Ghosts 
don’t trigger rifles. Remembering how 
the second shot had nicked his horse, 
made his lips curl in a snarl of rage. 
Fred’s assailant had committed the un­
pardonable sin of shooting at his horse. 
Moving soundlessly down the long hall 
he reached the door of the big living 
room.

The shutters were closed and for a 
moment it was difficult for him to 
to make out objects in the dimly lit 
interior. Then he saw the shadowy 
blurred figure slumped below one of 
the windows. A rifle lay one the floor 
and one hand still gripped the stock.

“Reach, you bushwhackin’ son,” 
Andrews growled, gun cocked and 
menacing.
'"THERE WAS no answer and no 

movement of the huddled figure 
and the cowboy’s hair lifted, an un­
easiness creeping over him. Silently he 
reached the window and the prone 
figure.

“Gawd Awmighty!” he exclaimed in 

a choked voice. “I’ve killed a woman.”
The prone figure was a young girl. 

A thin pennant of light streaking 
through a shutter touched her dark 
hair and the trickle of crimson that 
welled from a wound in her head. 
One of Andrews’ slug had cut a deep 
furrow along her scalp, knocking her 
out.

Taking the rifle from her clenched 
fingers, he got water and turpentine 
from the kitchen. Propping her in a 
chair with her head bent back, he 
cleaned the wound and swabbed it 
with turpentine. It was the hot sting 
of the antiseptic that brought her 
back to consciousness and her eyes 
opened to focus on him, filled with 
terror.

“Take it easy, ma’am.” He saw the 
fear in her eyes and tried to stifle 
it. “Give your head time to clear. 
I ain’t goin’ to hurt you.”

Clumsily, with the girl’s lustrous 
dark eyes watching him, he bound 
the wound. The feeling of her soft 
hair at his finger tips sent pleasant 
little shocks up his arms. He talked 
to relieve his tension and hers.

“My name is Andrews. Sunset, most 
people call me ’cause of my red hair. 
My Dad used to own this ranch. This 
was my home. Mom died when I was 
a shaver and Dad married Mamie 
Fork. She and me never got along 
together and when he was killed I 
pulled freight. I couldn’t stand the 
thought of havin’ Ab Carter for a 
stepfather. I didn’t come back ex­
pectin’ trouble. I proved my right to 
the ranch, paid up the back taxes, 
got a deed to the place, signed and 
recorded with the authority of the 
circuit court.”

The bandaging was finished and he 
stood there with his hat in his hand, 
waiting for her to speak, looking 
down at her, conscious of the smooth­
ness of her cheeks, of the way her 
lips curved pleasingly, of the deep 
brown shining eyes. The thought of



how close he had come to killing her 
gave him a cold feeling inside.

“Why do you tell me all this?” 
Anger replaced the fear in her eyes. 
“I know who you are. You’re an­
other one of the Diamond Tail crew. 
I knew you were when I saw you 
sneaking up the creek. Where is my 
father? What have you done to him.” 
Her voice rose and her hands 
gripped the chair arms.

CEARING she was going to get up, 
he pushed her gently back in the 

chair. “Easy, ma’am. I ain’t no Dia­
mond Tail waddy. I told the truth 
when I said I owned this Slash 8 
spread. I’ve got the deed to prove 
it. And I ain't seen your dad. Nat­
urally when you bushwhacked me, I 
figured Carter was hankerin’ to con­
test my deed with gunsmoke. If I’d 
known there was a woman, I’d have 
cut off my right hand ’fore I’d have 
shot. But how come you and your 
dad are livin’ here? I don’t savvy.”

His earnestness seemed to reassure 
her. “Ab Carter owns the Diamond 
Tail and he warned us if we weren’t 
off this property by sundown last 
night, he’d drive us off. Dad bought 
this ranch at a tax sale last year. He’s 
a veterinary. This place was cheap and 
we figured it would be better living 
out here than in town. Dad went into 
town to get the sheriff.”

“And he left you here to hold the 
fort?”

She nodded. “But he’s been gone 
for hours. He should have been back 
unless something happened to him.”

He grinned down at her encourag­
ingly. He liked this girl’s fortitude. 
“There’s nothin’ to stop us from 
huntin’ him, ma’am,” he suggested. 
“Maybe the sheriff wasn’t in.”

“But I haven’t a pony. Dad rode 
the mare into town. All of our stock 
has been stolen during the last two 
weeks.”

Andrews’ long lips tightened and 
his jaw hardened. “Ab Carter, eh? But 

it still don’t stop us. Cavalry can 
carry double and I’m right anxious to 
get this ownership thing settled. If 
you bought this place at a tax sale, 
looks as if something was wrong. If 
you feel up to it, ma’am, I’ll whistle 
for my bronc and we’ll start.

“Go ahead and whistle!”
Andrews whirled and a piping thin 

voice warned, “Don’t lift it, stranger.”
A tall, round-shouldered man, thin 

as a willow weed, stood there with 
his gun leveled and cocked. “I ain’t 
itchin’ to kill no wandering cowpoke,” 
he said, grinning crookedly, “but I’ll 
shore drill you plumb center if you 
drag your hogleg. Get out of that 
chair, Loma. You were warned to 
get off this spread. Now I’m goin’ to 
see that you do as you’re told. Your 
paw’s dead.”

The girl’s hands flew to her mouth 
and tears welled into her eyes. An­
drews’ glance clashed with the intrud­
er’s. If he was one of Carter’s hands, 
he was like his employer cold-blooded 
and thoughtless of anyone’s feelings. 
It was a callous way to tell the girl 
that she had lost her father.

“How do you know her father is 
dead?” Andrews demanded, truculent­
ly-

The man shrugged. “We found his 
carcass over by the north fork of the 
river. I reckon his pony threw him. 
His head was all bashed in.”

“You lie,” the girl cried, hysterical­
ly. “That mare wouldn’t throw a 
child. You killed him.”

CRED ANDREWS’ eyes slitted. 
A Something had clicked in his mem­
ory. His father had died in that same 
fashion, his skull crushed from what 
had appeared to be an accident. His 
stepmother hd announced her inten­
tions of marrying Ab Carter almost 
immediately. Had both of these deaths 
been accidents?

“I wouldn’t waste good lead on no 
horse doc,” the man retorted. “Come 
on. Get out of that chair.” His cold 



eyes raked Andrews and he came 
closer, lifting the waddy’s gun from 
its holster, and sticking it in his waist­
band.

Andrews helped the girl from the 
chair and supported her with his arm. 
“Keep your chin up,” he whispered, 
“and don’t let on that you know who 
I am. We’re not licked yet.”

The Diamond Tail man heard that 
and he laughed. “When you both start 
hittin’ the trail on shank’s mare you’ll 
think you are. There’s forty miles of 
desert between here and Lordsburg. 
Ab’ll sure send a couple of waddies 
along to see that you get far enough.” 
Suddenly he laughed again as they 
reached the yard. “By criminy!” he 
exclaimed. “Ab’ll like that. I’m goin’ 
to tell him we caught you bendin1 
over Jed Ranz’ body. You’ll have a 
tough time sweatin’ out of that, my 

-Kracko.”
“I thought you said her father’s 

death was accidental,” Andrews 
snapped and there was irony in his 
voice.

The man shrugged and laughed. 
“Sure, it looked like it, but you can’t 
tell how the sheriff might figure 
things. Say! What’s your name and 
how come you was coyotin’ around 
the Slash 8?”

“That’s my business,” Andrews re­
torted, sourly.

The man had roped Cavalry and 
the big roan stood there waiting. He 
gave a neigh of relief when he saw 
his master and Andrews helped the girl 
up to his back, then swung on behind.

Two other Diamond Tail cowhands 
rode up from the creek bed, grinned 
mockingly at the girl, and gave the 
redheaded strange cowboy inquisitive 
looks. At their foreman’s orders they 
kneed their mounts and the caval­
cade moved off in the direction of the 
Diamond Tail spread. Off to his left 
Andrews could see the jagged crests 
of the Dragoons, the mountains he 
had quitted only a few days previous. 
And he knew that stretch of desert 

in between. It was bone dry, littered 
with the bleached bones of cattle 
and buffalo. It would be impossible 
for a man to cross it on foot. The 
nights would freeze a man’s blood and 
the days suck the moisture from his 
body.

CTHE SUN HAD dropped behind 
the crests when the group reached 

Carter’s spread. The girl was taken 
into the house and Andrews forced 
to enter the big barn. Here the two 
hands thonged his wrists with raw­
hide, shoved him into a box stall, and 
padlocked the door. It had evidently 
been built for a vicious stallion. The 
sides reached almost to the ceiling and 
it was stoutly built of hewn planks. 
The marks of the animal’s hoofs were 
plainly visible.

A few minutes later Carter came 
out to look at the prisoner. He grinned 
when he saw him, then took a closer 
look and surprise lighted his eyes. 
“Damme if it ain’t the redheaded 
Andrews button grown up!” he ex­
claimed.

Fred looked at the repulsive, hooked 
nose man who would have been his 
stepfather if he had remained at home, 
and his eyes were like blazing bon­
fires. “You killed my dad, Carter. 
I know it now. I’m goin’ to live to see 
you swing for it.”

Carter fell back from the anger that 
flared, then caught himself and white 
ridged his lips. “For a killer you 
talk big,” he snarled. “I’ve sent one of 
the boys for the sheriff. He’ll be out 
after supper. And you’d better not 
get any smart notions of runnin’ 
away. I’ve given orders to shoot you 
if you try.”

Andrews did not bother to answer. 
Carter was holding all the aces. There 
was no use trying to draw to a bob­
tailed flush against such odds.

As they padlocked the door, An­
drews heard Carter say, “Keep Dora 
away from him, savvy. She might get 
soft-hearted and try to turn him. loose.



She mothered him for a spell. I don’t 
take no chances with that gal. She’s 
ten years his senior, but he’s a good 
lookin’ jackanapes and she’ll jump 
through the hoop for any man that’ll 
give her a tumble.”

It made Andrews remember the 
woman who had been his stepmother. 
Dora Fork had been twenty-five years 
younger than his father. She had been 
a full-breasted, handsome woman with 
thick tawny hair and green-flecked 
yellow eyes; a woman whose lips were 
full and inviting, whose every move­
ment was an invitation to a man. An­
drews had hated her for the side­
long glances she gave other men. From 
Carter’s talk, Dora had not changed.

QARKNESS settled over the range.
Fred struggled with his bonds and 

found no give to the stout rawhide. 
Surveying the box stall he found an 
iron trough in one corner. There was 
about an inch of water in it. By back­
ing up to it, by curving his spine, he 
managed to get tire rawhide into the 
liquid. It was a painful posture, but 
he persisted until the rawhide began 
to stretch and he had his hands free.

He had no illusions as to what he 
was up against. He was a stranger 
in the county and the sheriff would 
take the rancher’s word as gospel. 
Once they got him in the jail in 
Tongwood, his goose was cooked. 
These ranchers made short work of 
killers. Carter would poison their 
minds against him in spite of the fact 
that he could prove he owned the 
Slash 8.

Examining the door he found that 
it would be no trick to force it, but 
the noise would bring every hand in 
the Diamond Tail towards the sound 
and he had no gun. He would have 
to bide his time. He heard voices 
from the yard and the sound of foot­
steps. Quickly slipping his hands back 
into the rawhide, he stood with his 
back against the stall and waited.

The door was unlocked and Car­

ter stood there holding a lantern. There 
were two other men and Lorna Ranz. 
Her dark eyes as she looked at him 
were filled with scorn. She came into 
the box stall with the rancher backing 
her, an evil grin on his swart face.

“You filthy ambusher,” she ranted 
at him. “I wish I had killed you.” 
Crossing the intervening space she 
took a quirt from behind her and 
slashed him across the face. “That’s 
only part payment. I know what you 
are now. If they don’t hang you, I’ll 
shoot you myself.”

There was livid welt across his face 
from the lash and it took all his will 
power to keep from showing these 
men that his hands were not tied. He 
had an insane desire to wrench the 
quirt from her hand and give the 
rancher his due.

Carter took the whip from her and 
pushed her back. “She’s goin’ to testi-.,_. 
fy against you, Andrews. I just wanted 
you to know. I was kind of hopin’ 
you might make a break so’s I could 
shoot you down. It ’ud save the 
county hangin’ money.” Laughing 
sardonically he pushed the girl through 
the heavy door and shut it behind 
him. The padlock was replaced.

WHEN THEY had gone Fred felt 
his face and wondered how they 

had managed to convince the girl of 
his guilt. But convince her they had 
and with Lorna standing up before a 
jury and pointing him out-as the killer, 
nothing could save him. Carter had 
played his cards well.

An hour later one of the cowhands 
came back to the stable with a lantern. 
Peeking through the wire opening, he 
saw Andrews with his hands in back 
of him and unlocked the door. He set 
the lantern down and stooped over to 
place a plate of beans on the manure- 
strewn floor.

“Try eatin’ like a dog,” he sug­
gested.

Andrews moved slowly towards him. 
Suddenly his right hand whipped out



from behind him an with all the power 
of his wide shoulders he drove his fist 
for the man’s chin. It was a button 
shot, perfectly timed, beautifully ex­
ecuted. The cowhand’s body arched 
backward and his body crashed against 
the boards. With eyes glazing he slid 
down to a sitting position, completely 
out, not even knowing what had hit 
him.

Andrews worked fast. He trussed 
the waddy up thoroughly, rolled him 
under the manger in the thickest part 
of the manure and palmed the man’s 
sixgun. Blowing out the lantern, he 
closed and padlocked the heavy door, 
stole silently for the barn’s big open­
ing.

From the mess shack came the clat­
ter of plates and mens’ voices, but one 
man stood on guard by the bunk house. 
Andrews could see the red end of his 
cigaret butt, like a beacon in the night. 
Fearing if he tangled with this one, he 
might bring them all tumbling out of 
the mess shack, he kept to the shad­
ows and stole to the front of the one 
story ranch house.

He had just reached the veranda 
and was about to try the front door 
when it swung in and Dora stepped 
out. The light cut across his face, for a 
moment bringing it into bold relief. 
Until then he had not realized how 
much he looked like his father. The 
elder Andrews to the day of his death 
had been redheaded without a touch of 
gray, his skin as smooth and free of 
wrinkles as in his youth.

The woman’s eyes widened with 
shock and terror. Fred’s hands flew 
out, gripped her tight, and stifled her 
outcry with his hand. He pulled her 
out of the banner of light and the door 
swung shut, leaving them in compara­
tive darkness. She was still a hand­
some woman. He had noted that in the 
first view he had had of her. Her hair 
was still thick, tawny as a lion’s mane. 
Her body was still firm and pliable in 
his grasp.

She did not resist. She clung to him, 
pressing her body against his, trying 
to whisper to him. When he took his 
hand from her mouth, she moaned, 
“Harry, darling! I thought you were 
dead. Ab said he had killed you. Where 
have you been?”

CHE DID not seem to realize that 
time had not stopped. She was back 

in the arms of the man she had mar­
ried. Through some miracle he had 
come back from the dead. Andrews 
did not try to disillusion her. He want­
ed to get the truth of his father’s death. 
She gave it to him unquestioningly.

“Ab ambushed you, Harry. He told 
me so. Then he beat in your head to 
make it look like an accident. He want­
ed the Slash 8. He promised to marry 
me. I was crazy about him. Don’t hold 
it against me, Harry. Ab wouldn’t mar­
ry me. I’m still your wife.”

She clung to him, her face buried in 
his shoulder. He had an insane desire 
to seize her throat in his two hands, to 
strangle her until that handsome face 
with its full lips was blue and swollen.

A gun muzzle prodded his back and 
Carter’s voice bit into him with sar­
casm. “That ain’t no way to greet your 
stepmother, Andrews. Why don’t you 
kiss her?”

Fred pushed the woman away from 
him and his lips turned stiff. “Ab’s 
right, Dora,” he gritted. “You just 
made a mistake. Dad’s dead and thank 
God I know who killed him.”

The woman suddenly realized what 
a fool she had made of herself. Her 



eyes flamed with anger. This man 
who had held her in his arms was not 
Harry, her husband, this was his son, 
the lanky kid she had despised.

“You sneakin’ son of a mongrel,” 
she cried. “Blow his innards out, Ab. 
Blow ’em out while you’ve got your 
guns in his back.”

From the road came the steady 
chop-chop of a pony and the rancher 
chuckled. “Keep your shirt on, Dora. 
The sheriff’s cornin’. Lorna’s goin’ to 
accuse him of killin’ her father. While 
we’re at it we’ll just make the knot 
tighter namin’ him the murderer of his 
dad. The Slash 8’11 then go to you all 
legal and proper—with no strings.”

It took a moment for that to sink 
into the woman’s head, but when it did 
she laughed with ghoulish glee. “That’s 
rich, Ab. Doggoned if you don’t think 
up the best jokes. I hated your old 
man, Fred, almost as much as I de­
spised you. Now I’m really squaring 
matters for keeps. That will give me 
something to laugh about to my dying 
day.”

Andrews’ shoulders sagged. Carter 
had not bothered to take the gun from 
his holster, probably had not realized 
that he had one, but it did no good 
with the rancher’s muzzle in the small 
of his back. Nothing short of a miracle 
could save him now and Sunset An­
drews was not the kind to believe in 
miracles.

’"T’HREE RIDERS turned at the fork 
of the road and came steadily to­

wards the house, drawing rein in front 
of it. The sheriff, a ponderous big man 
in a wide-brimmed Stetson slid from 
his horse and marched toward the 
group on the veranda. The door 
opened behind Dora and Lorna Ranz 
stood there, a slim silhouette with the 
white bandage circling her dark hair.

“This here is Fred Andrews Sher­
iff,” Carter said. “We found him bend­
ing over Jed Ranz this afternoon by 
the creek. He’d bushwhacked him, 
then bashed in his head to make it 

look like an accident. Ain’t that so, 
Lorna?”

Lorna came further out on the 
porch. With a sudden movement of 
her hand, she knocked the rancher’s 
gun up, and sank her teeth in his wrist. 
Carter gave a howl of pain and 
dropped the weapon.

Fred pivoted on his toes and drew 
his own weapon, covering them all. 
“There’s the killer of Jed Ranz, Sher­
iff,” he grated, glaring at Carter, “and 
the murderer of my father. Dora just 
admitted it to me a minute ago. Floist 
your paws, Ab. Hoist ’em or I’ll drill 
you.”

“Sunset’s right, Sheriff, Lorna 
chimed in. “I heard Dora confess.”

Carter had heard enough. He knew 
he was trapped and like an animal at 
bay he tried to shield himself. With a 
sidewise leap, he got Dora’s body in 
front of him and his lips curled in a 
snarl. “Shoot,” he screamed. “She’ll go 
with me if you do.”

rF’HE SHERIFF stood like a man 
1 in a daze. The sudden action, the 

way they were all accusing each other 
had him running in circles. He did not 
know who to believe. Fred brought up 
his gun for a snap shot, then thought 
better of it. As much as he hated the 
tawny haired woman who had been 
his stepmother, he could not kill her. 
He dropped the gun and with a 
wrench, pulled Dora from Ab Carter’s 
clutches.

The rancher kicked at him, trying 
to reach his groin. Fred drove a hard 
right to his face, followed it with a 
wicked left to the man’s midriff. Car­
ter folded up like a deflated balloon. 
Dora subsided into a blubbering, 
moaning mass of womanhood on the 
floor of the veranda. Boots pounded 
around the corner of the house and 
Andrews retrieved his gun.

“I’ll kill the first waddy that reach­
es for his cutter,” he barked.

“You don’t remember me, Sheriff,” 
he said, “but I’m Fred Andrews’ son.



I came back to take possession of the 
Slash 8 and found Miss Loma holed 
up there. Carter’s men took us prison­
ers and threatened to run us out of the 
county. He’d killed Jed Ranz this af­
ternoon and bashed in his head to 
make it look like an accident.”

“It’s a lie,” Dora shouted, rushing 
at the girl.

Fred’s high body blocked her way. 
“You never liked me, Dora, and the 
feeling was mutual. If you’ll tell the 
sheriff the truth, I won’t press charges 
against you. I wouldn’t want to see the 
woman my dad loved and admired do a 
stretch in the pen.”

She looked up at him, suddenly 
quiet, her glance searching his face. 
Tears welled into her eyes. I’m sorry, 
Fred. I’ll tell the truth.”

Lorna rode the little mare that her 
father had ridden back to the Slash 8 
with-Andrews to gather her belongings. 
Sunset Andrews lit the lamp and 

looking at the big living room sudden­
ly thought how lonesome it was going 
to be in this big house and he looked 
at the girl whose face was drawn, 
whose dark eyes were misty with un­
shed tears.

“You don’t have to run away, 
ma’am,” he said, softly. “I was sort 
of hopin’—maybe—you’d sort of stay 
and—”

She looked at him but volunteered 
no help and he floundered on with, 
“What I mean is—there’s a preacher 
in town. We could sort of ride in—and 
maybe—get hitched legal. I’d sure be 
mighty prqud to have you ramroddin’ 
the Slash 8, and—me.”

“Sunset,” she said, moving towards 
him with shining eyes. “That sounds 
like a proposal. Do we have to wait 
until morning?”

------------------- * -------------------
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Jubal had tricked her into 
thinking he was fine and good...

THE
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ChapisA 1

ry^HE SCREEN door slammed, 
and Clara turned quickly from 
the shelves where she was re­

arranging bolts of cloth. A tall sun­
tanned stranger, with guns strapped 
low, walked over to the counter, spurs 
jingling. He took off his Stetson, whip­
ping trail dust from booted trousers, 
and his dark eyes were admiring. 
“Good afternoon Miss,” he said.



“They told me at the agency I’d find 
Major Simpkins over here.”

Clara smiled. She might have told 
him that the Major was next door at 
the saloon, instead she said, “He’ll be 
back in a little while, if you’d like to 
wait. And he isn’t really a Major, you 
know, it’s just a title given to any In­
dian agent.” Her blue eyes were frank­
ly curious. “Maybe I could help you?”

“You just might,” he agreed. “I’m 
Jubal Lane, from the Territory, and 
I’m hoping the Major will hire me. I 
need a job.” He canted a hip onto the 
counter, and rolled a cigarette.

Clara studied him. Few strangers 
wandered into these vast solitudes 
where many many hundreds of Sioux 
had been herded by the government 
Here the Indians had pitched their 
tipis by streams, in the mountains, and 
across the prairie, to live according to 
white man’s rule.

For that matter, few strangers came 
to Briscoe, the settlement which had 
been built because of the reservation. 

Clara was sure that the Major, who 
administered the lives and affairs of 
the Sioux, didn’t need to hire more 
hands, either for his own small spread, 
or to guard the reservation herds. And 
he appointed police from among the 
braves, to help keep the tribes in line. 
But she didn’t want to discourage the 
attractive dark eyed man. Besides, if 
she told him no, the Major would as 
likely say yes. The Major was that 
sort.

Instead she said, “I’m Clara Rick­
etts.”

Jubal raised his eyebrows. “Then 
Cy Ricketts, the former agent, was 
your father. I’ve heard of him, he was 
a good man.”

“Yes,” she said quietly. “He was 
killed about two years ago, by a stray 
buffalo.” Her heart tightened. “The 
Major had just been sent out as as­
sistant, so he took over.” She still 
looked at Jubal with curiosity. She 
couldn’t understand why he didn’t 
head farther south, where he’d be able 



to find plenty of ranch jobs. There 
certainly was no opportunity for ad­
vancement here.

“It’s kind of quiet in Briscoe, isn’t 
it?” Jubal asked. “What does a pretty 
curly haired girl like you find to do?”

Clara blushed, glad he seemed to 
like her. “If you want crowds, I’m 
afraid you’ve come to the wrong 
place,” she said lightly. “I help out 
here for one thing. This is where the 
Sioux trade.” She didn’t add that it 
was a government store, and that the 
Major overcharged the Indians out­
rageously. “Then,” she went on, “the 
stage livens up things when it stops 
overnight twice a month, going and 
coming from the railroad waystation. 
That’s about three hours of hard riding 
west of the reservation.”

He nodded. “Didn’t I pass a large 
spread north of here?”

“That’s Amos Glenning’s, he moved 
in cattle about a year ago. He might 
hire you,” she said eagerly, “if the Ma­
jor can’t.”

She hoped Jubal would stay in this 
section. There weren’t many young 
men around except Amos, and she 
wasn’t romantically interested in him, 
even though he’d urged her to marry 
him. Not even the Major’s insistence 
that it would be a fine match, consid­
ering the uncertainty of her father’s 
estate, could sway her.

And Amos understood that she be­
lieved a girl should marry only if she 
were in love, and not because of finan­
cial pressures. Even though the pres­
sures were becoming increasingly 
heavy.

pLARA STIFFENED her shoulders 
and Jubal pivoted as the Major’s 

voice rose angrily outside the store, 
reprimanding the squaws who sat in 
the shade of the wooden awning. He 
strode in, a burly man just past middle 
age, with a big mustache. He stopped 
short when he saw Jubal. He stared at 
him, and Clara was amazed that there 

seemed to be a momentary flash of 
fear in Jubal’s eyes.

The Major didn’t offer to shake 
hands, but brushed past to the office 
door at the counter-end, motioning Ju­
bal to follow. It almost seemed to 
Clara that the Major knew the man, 
but she couldn’t believe it. However, 
she realized Jubal had originally asked 
only if the Major were here. He hadn’t 
said they’d met—or hadn’t met.

Curiosity overcame her manners, 
and she tiptoed to the door putting her 
head against it.

There was a rattle of the desk’s roll- 
top, and the Major’s hard step back 
to the table where apparently Jubal 
was standing. Jubal’s voice was too low 
for Clara to distinguish words, then 
the Major spoke loudly. “Okay, I’ll 
hire you, but you’ll take orders and ask 
no questions. Otherwise you know 
what to expect.” He slapped his fist 
on the table and kicked a chair aside.

Clara quickly busied herself with 
bolts of cloth, as the door opened. 
“Lane here,” the Major informed her, 
“is on the ranch payroll, as of now. 
Why don’t you show him around town. 
I’ll take care of the customers.”

The Major’s sudden laugh was loud 
and jovial, and Clara felt a quick fear. 
She’d seldom seen the Major good-hu­
mored like this: once, just before he 
horsewhipped a brave for unproven 
thievery. And once just before he re­
fused to issue government beef to an 
Indian family, accusing it of insuffi­
ciently working their cornpatch.

Clara didn’t meet the Major’s gaze. 
She’d be grateful when she could leave 
Briscoe, and never see the man again.

Jubal said quietly. “I’d like to have 
you show me around, if you will.” And 
Clara slipped around the counter, not 
answering. He held the door for her, 
stopping to pat his palomino at the 
hitch rail before they walked down the 
high-planked sidewalk. A group of 
Sioux bucks stared expressionlessly, 
but the squaws nodding in the shade 
opened their bright beady eyes.



Past the saloon, Clara pointed out 
the small hotel where stage passengers 
rested overnight, the barbershop, 
blacksmith’s and the livery. In front of 
agency headquarters, she spoke to a 
blue uniformed reservation police, and 
introduced Jubal. At the end of the 
street there was a sprinkle of houses 
under sheltering trees, and they went 
on slowly.

“Maybe you’d show me around the 
reservation sometime?” Jubal suggest­
ed, and Clara nodded happily.

“Feeding Indians must be a large 
job,” he observed after a moment.

“Oh, my, yes,” she agreed. “The 
government contracts for Texas cattle. 
As a matter of fact, a drive is due to 
arrive any day now with two or three 
thousand head, and I’m glad. The In­
dians,” she explained, “are in a bad 
mood. They’re hungry, and I don’t 
look forward to some chief sparking 

••aB-trpd&ing.”
She didn’t notice that Jubal looked 

at her sharply. “We’re supposed to 
keep a reservation herd large enough 
to avoid having them starve, but I 
guess the Major didn’t order enough 
last time. The drive,” she said, “is an­
other thing which livens us up. The 
trail riders stay around for a few days 
whooping it up. You’ll probably like 
that and you’ll like Tex Harrigan, the 
trail boss. He’s a fine man.”

He told her then of a cattle drive 
he’d been on, and when he finished she 
asked if he’d met the Major before to­
day, and was glad when he told her 
“no.” But her blue eyes were worried. 
“Are you sure you want to work for 
him?”
TTHEY’D REACHED the small 

house where she’d lived so happily 
with her father, and after a moment’s 
hesitation, Clara invited him in for 
coffee and cake. He didn’t answer the 
question until the squaw who did 
Clara’s cooking brought in the laden 
tray. He’d been admiring the ma­
hogany heirlooms which they’d brought 
from Boston, asking too, about the 

daguerreotypes and Clara was filled 
with pleasure when he said she looked 
like, her mother. The mother who had 
died, on the way west.

“About the Major,” Jubal said when 
she’d poured their coffee and cut the 
cake. Clara took a bite, and waited 
strangely content. She liked Jubal, his 
ease of motion, his good manners, and 
friendliness. Her eyes were soft, watch­
ing the expressions flit across his mo­
bile face, and her heart quickened. 
She was glad he’d come to Briscoe, 
even though she wished he weren’t go­
ing to work for the Major.

“Let’s just say the Major has a job 
and I need one. Would you be willing 
to let it go at that for the time being?”

Clara flushed. “It doesn’t concern 
me, really, does it?” she asked stiffly.

“Maybe it might, more than you 
realize,” he said, putting down his cup 
to stand in front of her. “I’d like to 
feel that what I do does concern you.” 
And the light in his dark eyes quick­
ened. He turned away to the table. 
“Tell me now about you, and the men 
stationed at Fort Collins.”

She laughed. “The fort’s seventy 
five miles away, and I never see them 
unless they’re out on a long patrol and 
just happen to ride this way.”

“They’re very foolish men,” he said 
sternly. He filled her cup from the pot. 
“But you know I’m sort of glad they 
haven’t really discovered you.”

Clara blushed. After he stirred sugar 
into Iris coffee, in answer to his ques­
tions, she told him about her life before 
her father had died. She was honest 
about it and said that the Major had 
been helpful and sympathetic. When 
he found that she wanted to return to 
Boston which she’d left when she was 
ten, he’d started an investigation into 
her father’s affairs, and she planned 
to go east as soon as she learned if 
there was enough money in the estate.

She told him also that during the 
past year, the Major had become in­
creasingly difficult to get along with. 
At least, she thought, it might serve to 



put Jubal on guard. But the confidence 
grew in her, as they talked, that Jubal 
could be trusted to cope with any situ­
ation. He was strong, and there was a 
quality, a stability about him which 
reminded Clara of her father. That he 
liked her, and found her attractive 
made her happy. Regardless of the 
Major, it was wonderful to have Jubal 
here.

Finally he got up. “If I’m to ride 
out to the ranch, I’d better be getting 
along. And thank you for my welcome 
to Briscoe. I hadn’t expected to find 
anyone here like you.” He put his 
hand on her shoulder for a moment, 
and his dark eyes held that quick light.

Clara leaned against the door frame 
to watch him walk back to the town­
center for his horse. When he sudden­
ly turned to look back, she hurried into 
the house, confused at having been 
discovered lingering there.

AFTER SUPPER, she was too rest­
less to embroider and tried to 

read, but found herself wondering what 
Jubal was doing. Finally she tossed the 
book aside, deciding to return to the 
store to finish the supply list which 
would be sent out by stage.

The street was quiet, though a light 
shone from the saloon and hotel. In a 
few days it would be raucous with cow­
hands and trail riders, and she wished 
she were a man. Then remembering 
the quick light in Jubal’s eyes, Clara 
was glad she wasn’t.

She unlocked the door and went 
back into the office and lit the kero­
sene lamp. The Major had left scat­
tered papers on the table and she 
stacked them neatly, picking up some 
which had fallen onto the floor. The 
bold words sprang at her from the 
dodger. Wanted for Murder. Jubal 
Lane.

Shock paralyzed her senses. She 
stared at it for a long time. Gradually 
fury built that she’d been wrong in her 
judgment of the man. Fury at him for 
offering his friendship and accepting 

her hospitality, knowing full well that 
if she’d been aware of the truth she 
wouldn’t have even spoken to him.

She crumpled the paper, then 
smoothed it out and sat down unstead­
ily. Now she understood that flash of 
fear in Jubal’s eyes when he met the 
Major. He’d known instantly that he’d 
been identified.

Clara covered her face, with her 
hands. Instinctively she’d liked the 
dark eyed man, and that liking might 
easily have developed into love. A deep 
thankfulness welled through her. She’d 
discovered what he was—in time.

Finally she got up, her mouth firm, 
and her eyes cold. Maybe she had been 
drawn to him, but that was over. She 
hated him now for what he was, a 
cold blooded murderer.

She’d send word out to the nearest 
Marshal with Tex Harrigan, the trail 
boss. It was bad enough that the Ma­
jor treated Indians as he did,-but -to - 
knowingly hire a murderer was some­
thing she didn’t have to stand. Then 
Clara decided that before she wrote, 
she’d talk the situation over with 
Amos, and would ride out to his ranch 
tomorrow.

But she didn’t have to. About noon 
the ruddy, fair-haired man came 
through the screen door. “Oh Amos,” 
she cried, “I’m so glad to see you.”

He was surprised at her intensity 
and came eagerly around the counter, 
“Does that mean you’ve changed your 
mind about us?” But he read the an­
swer and moved away to finger a bolt 
of cloth. “I thought I’d come in for a 
couple of days, and help celebrate the 
arrival of the herds,” he finally said. 
When she didn’t answer he looked at 
her sharply. “Is something wrong?”

Words tumbled out about Jubal and 
the Major’s knowledge of his crime.

Amos studied the dodger she brought 
from the office. “Likely the Major put 
him on the payroll so the fellow would 
be sure to stay until the Major can re­
port him and collect the reward.”

Remembering the Major’s loud good 



humor, when he’d hired Jubal, Clara 
was sure Amos was right. It was only- 
just, that Jubal’s whereabouts be re­
ported. She was going to do it herself, 
yet somehow she wished it didn’t have 
to be solely because of the reward.

“I’ve just seen the Major,” Amos 
said, “he didn’t mention his new hand. 
He wants us for supper tonight, and 
he’ll speak to you about it later.”

The agent invited her only when 
Amos was in town and this social con­
tact, seldom as it was, suited Clara. 
She didn’t like to spend any more time 
than necessary with Major Simp­
kins. ..
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glad that Jubal

ATER SHE and 
Amos rode out to 
the small spread 
where the ranch­
house and outbuild­
ings were kept in re­
pair by unpaid In­
dians. As they dis­
mounted Clara was 
wasn’t at the corral 

or with the hands outside the bunk­
house. She never wanted to see him 
again.

The Major met them and in the 
sparsely furnished room, saw that 
Clara had a comfortable chair. He 
poured wine, though he knew she 
would only toy with it, and whiskey 
for Amos. “It’s fine,” he beamed, “to 
have a lady grace my board. We bach­
elors have it tough,” and he dug an el­
bow in Amos’ ribs.

Amos grinned, and rolled a cigarette. 
“Where’s this new fellow Major? I’d 
like to see him.”

The agent sent a quick glance at 
Clara. “I sent him out to the reserva­
tion herd with some of the boys this 
morning. I’ve had to double guard, be­
cause I want to catch some of our lit­
tle government charges trying to 
steal.” His sarcasm was thick.

Clara remembered that Jubal had 
asked her to show him the reservation 
and the anger in her was deep.

He walked in then, his eyes meeting 
hers, and he must have known that 
she’d discovered his secret. He bowed, 
and turned to the Major who intro­
duced Amos. Jubal reported that the 
Texas herds were just south of the 
pass, according to the Indians, and the 
Major nodded indifferently, waving 
Jubal to the whiskey bottle.

It was then Clara noticed that four 
places were set at the long supper ta­
ble, and she froze. She couldn’t eat 
with a murderer, and she wished with 
all her heart that she han’t come. It 
was an insult that the Major had 
planned it so. Then she decided he was 
just trying to keep a closer eye on Ju­
bal’s activities. And murderer or not, 
he certainly wasn’t going to chase her 
out.

Amos was talking as though he 
didn’t know Jubal for what he was, and 
the conversation naturally swung to 
ranching. Clara was glad to just listen, 
though it annoyed her that she was 
conscious of Jubal’s every move.

Then Jubal changed the subject by 
asking Amos if he’d been born in the 
west, or had drifted out as he, himself, 
had. Amos explained he’d come from 
St. Louis some years back, and ram- 
rodded outfits here and there, and fi­
nally set up his own spread not far 
from Briscoe.

“I was born in the east, like Clara,” 
the Major offered.

“Do you plan to go back?” Jubal 
addressed her for the first time.

“Probably,” she said coolly. Why he 
should ask was beyond her, when she’d 
already told him.

The Major helped himself to whis­
key and filled the men’s glasses. “I’m 
investigating things for her,” he said, 
“and I hope the estate won’t amount 
to anything, so she’ll have to stay here 
with us.” He winked broadly at Amos, 
and Clara felt hot color in her cheeks. 
The inference was so obvious.



“How long will it take?” Jubal 
asked.

Suddenly Clara leaned forward. 
“Two years seems a dreadfully long 
time Major.’’

IT WAS JUBAL who answered.
“Why don’t you write to some old 

family friend, and have him light a 
fire under the investigation?” Then 
seeing the Major’s face with anger, he 
added quickly, “It’s too bad, sir, you 
can’t personally attend to it. You’d get 
results.” Mollified, the Major relaxed.

Clara took a sip of wine. Jubal had 
deliberately forced the conversation 
around to her affairs. Did he think 
that the Major had purposely slowed 
the investigation? It was an alarming 
thought, but one she must weigh. She 
glanced from under her long lashes and 
Jubal nodded imperceptibly. That she 
must feel grateful to him was intoler­
able, and the twinkle in his eye when 
he sat down at the table when supper 
was brought in let her know that he 
was amused at her predicament. She 
turned to talk with the Major and 
Amos, ignoring Jubal throughout the 
meal.

The Major ate rapidly, and pushed 
back his plate, pouring a drink, while 
he waited for the others. When Amos 
had barely finished, the Major asked 
him to come into the office for a min­
ute and they left the room.

Clara didn’t look at Jubal but con­
centrated on her half empty cup, feel­
ing his dark probing eyes, and wishing 
she could run from them. But she 
wouldn’t give him the satisfaction.

“I’ve got to talk to you,” Jubal said 
after a moment. “It’s very important.”

“What could you possibly have to 
say to me?” she asked scornfully.

He ignored the question. “I’ll ride in 
late, so wait up for me.”

Before she could protest, the Major 
shouted for Jubal and there was no op­
portunity, then or later, because when 
the men came out, Jubal said good­

night. An hour or so after he left, 
Amos and Clara rode back to her 
house, and on the way Amos told her 
that the Major was sending word out 
by the trail boss, and she needn’t wor­
ry, the Marshall would be along and 
pick up Jubal.

She was glad it was too late to in­
vite him to come in, and agreed to meet 
him for dinner tomorrow, at the hotel.

After Clara stabled her horse in the 
barn behind the house, she paced the 
living room floor, waiting for Jubal. 
The only important thing he could pos­
sibly have to say was to beg her not to 
report his whereabouts, and her con­
tempt grew.

When he knocked, she opened the 
door. “Well?” she said coldly.

T_TE WALKED in, and tossed his 
A * Stetson onto a chair. “I brought 
up the subject of the investigation be­
cause I wanted to see the Major’s-n>— 
action. He’s stalling, I think, so you’ll 
agree to marry Amos. But what’s in 
it for him? Think about that,” he said. 
“Maybe you’ll come up with the an­
swer.”

“My affairs,” Clara said stiffly, 
“are no concern of yours. And now, if 
that’s what you came for, will you 
please go?”

“Oh, but it isn’t,” he said. “This is 
what I want you to do.” He put his 
hand on her arm, and she drew back 
as though his touch had burned.

“You see, I think the Major’s selling 
a good portion of the reservation herds 
and pocketing the money. And I’d like 
to have you go through his files to see 
if you can find anything to indicate 
this. I can’t get to them, and you can.”

She started to interrupt, but he went 
on, “There’s no advantage in ordering 
an insufficient number, the money 
doesn’t come out of his pocket, but out 
of the government’s. Yet the Indians 
starve. Why?”

Because of the enormity of it, Clara 
forgot it was Jubal standing there. 
“But where could he sell?” she de­



manded. “Nobody’s going to buy sto­
len beef. We don’t have outlaws 
around here.”

“The Army could; Fort Collins 
might not even know it, because the 
Army buys its beef dressed, and aren’t 
interested in hides.”

After a moment Clara frowned. 
“Just why should you worry about all 
this?” Then she knew. “If you can 
catch tire Major in an out and out vio­
lation of the law, you’ll have a hold 
over him and he won’t dare report that 
he’s sheltering a murderer.”

“That’s a logical conclusion, I 
guess,’’ he said. “And another thing, I 
don’t want you to discuss my suspi­
cions with Amos, because it’s barely 
possible he’s mixed up in this.”

“How dare you!” Clara blazed. She 
opened the door. “I don’t scheme with 
murderers, nor deal with them. If the 
Major doesn’t notify the Marshall 
you’re’ here, I will. Now get out and 
don’t ever speak to me again.”

The light in his eyes quickened as 
he looked down at her. “Are you very, 
very sure you mean all that?” He 
picked up his Stetson. “Are you 
Clara?”

He left her then, and she didn’t 
watch him ride off, because in that 
split second, she’d learned a shattering 
fact. She hadn’t discovered the truth 
or depth of her feelings in time after 
all. And her loathing for herself was 
unbearable, admitting as she must, 
that she’d fallen in love with a mur­
derer!

'T'HE NEXT day at noon, Clara 
A went across to the hotel to meet 

Amos, feeling like doing anything rath­
er than this. She was emotionally ex­
hausted and would be miserable com­
pany, but she’d promised, and he was 
waiting.

Rebel yells, and a fusillade of shots, 
cut the normal quiet, and brought 
everyone in Briscoe onto the planked 
sidewalks. In another second, Tex 
Harrigan and three trail riders pound­

ed up the dusty street. Tex waved his 
Stetson at Clara and Amos, and pulled 
up at the agency where the Major tied 
the buckskin and shook hands with the 
lean weathered Texan. His riders had 
already headed for the saloon with 
shouts of release from the gruelling 
months on the trail, when Clara and 
Amos ran up.

44TTELLO sweetheart, been true to 
me?” Tex asked, and kissed her 

roundly, then turned to the Major, 
and fished a paper from his pocket. 
“Here’s the count,” he said. “We made 
it, didn’t we, before the contract date 
expired, and it’s a fine bunch of long­
horns. We’ll turn them in to the reser­
vation meadow, and bring a bunch in 
to the corrals.”

When the Major suggested a drink, 
Clara sent Amos with the men, and 
Tex said he’d see her later. Another 
group of riders galloped in, yelling and 
whooping it up, and Clara leaned 
against the store front, her eyes bright 
with the excitement of it. Jubal ar­
rived then with some of the wranglers, 
and she turned abruptly into the store 
before he saw her, and her heart was 
sick with the shame of her love.

Clara saw him once more that day, 
in front of the hotel, with Tex. It was 
evident that the Major hadn’t divulged 
Jubal’s identity yet, and she could al­
ready imagine how Tex’ obvious lik­
ing for Jubal would turn into some­
thing cold and deadly once he realized 
Jubal had tricked him with his friend­
liness, even as he’d tricked her into 
thinking he was fine and good...
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ARLY THE next 
morning, the Major 
knocked sharply at 
her door, telling her 
he needed her at the 
corrals to check off 
names of the bucks, 
and the numbers of 
steers each would 



have to get. The whole procedure 
would take several days, and Jubal 
would spell her.

Clara nodded, and turned back into 
the house. Her father had never per­
mitted her to watch the issuance of 
beef which he’d said in a small meas­
ure replaced the buffalo hunt for the 
Sioux. Last year she’d been ill, but 
there was no reason to refuse, and be­
sides she had a curiosity about the ac­
tivity.

She changed into a short riding 
skirt and shirt, and saddled her horse. 
They rode swiftly then, and Amos and 
Tex, at the hotel hitching rack yelled 
and swung out after them. Already the 
enormous prairie corrals, used only for 
this occasion, were filled with long­
horns. It was like a festival, Clara 
thought, looking around with surprise. 
Squaws and children milled in the 
background, while mounted braves in 
breech clouts and moccasins waited 
impassively for the Major’s signal. 
Ranch and reservation wranglers 
would cut out the animals, taking 
turns at the dangerous chores.

A table and some chairs had been 
set up in the dubious shade of mes­
quite, apart from the corrals, and the 
Major sat down heavily and mopped 
his forehead. Jubal, who’d risen, as 
they dismounted held a chair for 
Clara, his eyes running over her ad­
miringly. She didn’t meet his eye, and 
tried to still the clamor of her heart, 
to steel herself against any reaction ex­
cept anger toward the dark eyed man, 
and was glad when he sat down on the 
other side of the agent.

It was impossible not to catch the 
tension and excitement as the braves 

filed past, so that she and the Major 
could double check the names and al­
lotments of beef. Then digging their 
heels into their ponies, the Indians 
galloped, whooping, to the enclosures.

“Watch it!” Jubal yelled. A long­
horn had broken through the narrow 
corral gate.

A Sioux’s piercing cry shattered the 
air, and he raced after the animal, his 
sharp pole lance ready. Catching up 
with the fleet steer, he leaned far out 
to one side of his horse, and plunged 
the lance into its neck. Blood spurted. 
The longhorn bellowed with rage, and 
ran out onto the prairie. The brave 
kept by his side, stabbing again and 
again, making the kill last as long and 
torturous as possible.

When the beast fell, the buck rode 
away, leaving the skinning and quar­
tering to the squaws and children. 
Later they’d load it on travois, and 
drag it back to the tipi.

Over and over, the fight" between 
steer and man was repeated. As each 
broke out of the corral, a brave raced 
after it, his exultant cry mingling with 
the bawling of the longhorn. It was a 
gory bedlam that seemed never to end. 
Clara grew sicker and sicker. She 
knew there’d be another group of 
braves, and another and another, to 
check before this dreadful day was 
over. Now she understood why her fa­
ther had never permitted her to wit­
ness this savage butchery.

Finally, she couldn’t stand it any 
longer and turned to tell the Major 
she must leave and caught Jubal’s eye. 
He got up and came to her, “Why 
don’t you leave?” There was deep con- 
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cern in his loice. “This isn’t any place 
for you.”

Amos and Tex looked up, from 
where they were sitting, and her smile 
was tremulous. “I’m a sissy, I guess.” 
She stood up, and Jubal caught her as 
she fainted.

W/HEN CLARA opened her eyes, 
** she was lying in the shade, and 

Jubal was chafing her wrists while 
Tex and Amos watched anxiously. 
Though they told her to lie still, she 
struggled to her feet and Jubal stead­
ied her. The strength of his arm made 
her heart ache with awareness that she 
must not love this man.

Amos took her into town, but she 
insisted on stopping at the store, ex­
plaining if she tried to sleep she’d only 
see the red slaughter. He followed in­
side, and perched on the counter. “I’ve 
decided to have a jamboree, day after 
tomorrow. Tex and most of his crew 
are coming out. Will you feel like rid­
ing by then?” Clara’s eyes were bright 

when she agreed. Then he added, “You 
won’t mind that I’m inviting Jubal?”

Clara jumped out of her chair. “But 
Amos you must be crazy. You mustn’t 
forget what he is.” It hurt, but she had 
to say it. “The men will hate you when 
they finally find out about him.” She 
didn’t think it was necessary to tell 
him that Jubal thought he maybe 
might be aiding and abetting the Ma­
jor, because the idea was outrageously 
absurd, and she was sure Jubal must 
think so now that he’d had time to 
mull over it.

“Look Amos,” she said slowly. “You 
don’t want a girl cluttering up your 
party, and I don’t want to come if Ju­
bal will be there.”

But Amos was stubborn. He didn’t 
often ask her to do something for him. 
He needed her. Put that way Clara 
couldn’t refuse. In the large crowd she 
could avoid him. Amos told.Ji££-thwt- 
the Major wouldn’t be along, and that 
he’d particularly wanted Jubal to go.
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And when Clara demanded to know 
why, Amos admitted he had no idea.

Amos left then to say goodbye to the 
Major and ride home to get the jam­
boree preparations started. Miss Sarah 
would help, of course, and Clara 
smiled as she thought about Amos’ 
housekeeper. Even after her marriage 
to Billy, the range cook, she still re­
mained Miss Sarah.

The Major didn’t insist that Clara 
help at the corrals the next day, and 
she judged that Jubal did, since she 
didn’t see him in Briscoe the entire 
day. Not that she looked. She just 
didn’t happen to see him.

Tex stopped by for her the follow­
ing morning, and it was a large noisy 
cavalcade that headed toward Amos’ 
ranch. She’d prayed that Jubal 
wouldn’t go, but he was among the 
riders, though it was Tex who rode be­
side her.

Once Tex said, 'Jubal’s a good 
man,” and when Clara told him slowly 
that sometimes men aren’t what they 
seem to be, he said gravely, “Some­
times they’re not, and you’d better 
remember that.”

She looked at him quickly, wonder­
ing if he knew Jubal’s secret, but his 
expression was untroubled, and she 
knew he didn’t. Suddenly she asked. 
“Do reservation contracts always call 
for the same number of steers to be 
delivered?”

“No,” Tex said. “It varies because 
of the Indian census. We guarantee to 
deliver a certain number, but an agent 
always orders over and above what he 

can possibly need, so there’ll be no 
shortage between drives.”

“Always?” she asked.
“Sure,” Tex grinned. “Why?”

CHE DIDN’T answer. If the Major 
was stealing cattle, the problem 

wasn’t Tex’s. Regardless of Jubal’s re­
quest, she determined to search the 
Major’s files and if she found any­
thing to incriminate him or indicate il­
legal transactions, then she’d have to 
weigh her responsibility and duty. The 
Chief of Indian Affairs in Washington 
should know about it, because she 
didn’t feel that the country’s charges 
should be starved, in order that an 
agent fill his pockets with gold.

The sun rose higher and higher 
blazing down on the grazeland and the 
breeze was hot, but Clara didn’t mind. 
She’d decided to put aside her somber 
thoughts until she got home, and have 
a good time. It had been long since 
she’d ridden to Amos’ and longer since 
she’d been to a party.

Ahead, a cloud of dust swirled, and 
a half dozen riders and Amos galloped 
to meet them. There were shouts and 
a milling of horses and men, and Amos, 
with a wide welcoming grin, turned his 
mount to ride with her and Tex.

At the ranchhouse, other cowhands 
whooped it up, and Araos took Clara, 
Tex and Jubal into the house. Miss Sa­
rah, with her grey hair screwed into a 
knot, and a voluminous apron girding 
her ample waist kissed Clara warmly.

She had dinner waiting, and conver- 
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sation was sparked with good humor 
until Jubal asked Miss Sarah how long 
she’d been here. The housekeeper ex­
plained she was the daughter of a 
cavalry sergeant who’d died in the In­
dian war, and the ranch had been hers 
till she sold it to Amos, tired as she 
was of responsibility. “Amos,” she 
added caustically, “has been losing 
what sense he ever had. He wants to 
be a cattle baron, too late, because the 
baronies are on the way out. We’ll be 
settled here before many decades, and 
land cut up, you wait and see.”

Everyone laughed, but Clara was 
aware suddenly that Miss Sarah didn’t 
think very highly of Amos, and it dis­
turbed her.

Amos was good natured about it. 
“Miss Sarah never has approved of 
ambition,” he said. “Look at Billy, her 
husband. She loves him because he 
doesn’t know what the word means.”

But Clara had intercepted a look 
which passed between them and was 
glad when dinner was over and they 
went outside.

'THE MEN had finished dinner by 
now, and were gathered at the cor­

ral where they’d marked off the finish 
line for the three-legged race. They’d 
set up targets for marksmanship con­
tests, and softened the dirt where 
they’d pitch horseshoes.

Jubal and Clara were appointed 
judges, and Jubal lifted her onto the 
top rail of the corral where they could 
watch. Beyond, Clara saw Miss Sarah 
come out, and join Billy who was busy 
at a spit, turning a roasting calf as 
dripping sizzled onto the pit’s wood 
coals. But though she watched and 
laughed, she was never unconscious of 
the fact that Jubal sat there, and if

[Turn To Page 881
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REAL WESTERN ROMANCES 
she’d permitted it, his nearness would 
have engulfed her. Only once did she 
wonder, with a shudder, what the men 
would think if they knew one of their 
judges was a killer.

When the contests were over, Amos 
brought out wrapped prizes and a 
great shout went up When they were 
opened. As a joke, he’d bought long 
necklaces of bright beads such as the 
Indian squaws bought from the gov­
ernment store. Clara laughed until her 
sides ached. Then she noticed a man 
and then another go into the bunk­
house, and knew they were going for 
whiskey. Rather than put a damper on 
their spirits, she slipped away to the 
house, glad, really for a little quiet.

Miss Sarah had returned and was 
rocking and tatting. She looked up as 
Clara came in. “I like that Jubal’s 
looks, don’t you?” she asked. “And he 
sure is loco about you.”

“He’s what?” Clara --crieek^-Shtr"'”' 
stared wildly at the housekeeper and 
hurried across to the bedroom Amos 
had assigned her, and closed the door, 
leaning against it. “What a waste,” she 
whispered. “What a waste, if it’s true.” 
And she threw herself across the bed, 
sobbing as she hadn’t since her father 
died.

Chaphiri fy

Miss Sarah was

LONG TIME later, 
when she awakened, 
the sun had gone 
down and she heard 
a guitar. Peeping 
out of the window, 
she saw the men 
grouped around a 
blazing fire where 
helping Billy. Clara 

hurried, brushing her hair till it 
gleamed, and washing her face.

Amos was at her side instantly, and 
across the fire Jubal sat, light flicker­
ing on his face and his smile was warm. 
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Moat amaiing of all — result*  were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statement*  like "Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!”

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)  —discovery of a world-famous 
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup­
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.*  Ask for it at all drug count­
ers—money back guarantee. ’Be*.  V. 8. P«t. Ott.

HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA
You can cam a Hlyh School Diploma 
in your own homa! Prepare yourself 
for a bettar Job and more pay. Study 
in your spare time ... No claaMM 
. . . all material* ftmtiahed. Cer­
tified t«ach»r». Valuable dtplonxa 
awarded.

WRITE TODAY FOR COMPLETE 
INFORMATION

SO'JTHEBN STATES ACADEMY

POEMS WANTED
TO BE SET TO MUSIC

Send one or more of your best poems today 
for FREE EXAMINATION. Any subject. 
Immediate Consideration.

Phonograph Records Made
CROWN MUSIC CO., I4SQ-F Etxudway, N. Y. SC, N. Y,

POWER 
•'Like YcgakhypnoHsrrt-telepcthy-psycholoqy—COMBINED" 
PSYCHIC DOMINANCE. Rule others with thoughts.------ 32
ART OF USING YOUR PRIMITIVE AUTO-CON5C1OUS—52 
THE SECRETS OF PSYCHIC POWER PROJECTION—32.50 
PSYCHIC OCCULT HEALING. Miraculous power.-------52.50
LIMITED OFFER: All 4—37.00 (Adults). No COD's 
DELMAR WISDOM. S44-D9 Sunnyside Ave.. Chicago 40, III. 

It was a successful party, she thought, 
a bit later, eating the well cooked 
meal, listening to the tall tales, the 
songs, and the man talk. Jubal was en­
joying himself, the men liked him, and 
pride swelled in her, until she remem­
bered. She wondered then why the Ma­
jor had wanted him to be with the 
party. Somehow it didn’t make sense, 
but neither did his insistence that she 
marry Amos.

Jubal walked over and hunkered 
down beside them. “While you were 
napping, Tex and I rode around to 
look at Amos’ cattle. He has a fine 
herd. By the way, it isn’t far to Fort 
Collins from here, is it?”

When Amos said no, Jubal lit a 
cigarette. “Do you ever sell the Army 
beef?”

Clara didn’t wait to hear Amos’ an­
swer. She got up abruptly and went 
back to the veranda, anger at Jubal 
whipping through her. He’d heen _rid- 
ing, and snooping and suspicions of 
Amos. If he had to, then he should 
have picked a time when he was not 
Amos’ guest.

Jubal came to her then, and put his 
hand on her arm, tilting up her chin. 
“Come on back to the party, and stop 
worrying your pretty head. Can’t you 
trust me?”

“Trust you!” she blazed. “Why 
should I?”

“Because you love me, and I love 
you.” He said it simply and took her 
into his arms to kiss her slowly, then 
more and more urgently, and Clara 
clung to him, the world a kaleidoscope.

Finally he let her go, and she leaned 
against the veranda railing, to still her 
crazy trembling. “Jubal” she said 
“we’ve got to get away from here 
somehow, fast. We’ll go where no one 
can find us, and change your name. 
Oh Jubal, our love is good, and our 
life will be, too. But we must hurry.”

“You’d marry a man who commit­
ted murder?” His smile was brilliant.

To Page 92]



jU51OU1' L the First Book
’ of its kind 
ever Publishedh mi ioiTiis-m

for Professionals
by Konradi Leitner

A book that goes beyond the mere demonstration of the technique 
of hypnotising. Now for the first time the real secrets of hypnotism 
ore revealed. The mental processes of both hypnotist and subject are 
bared so that the student can understand what really goes on.
Leitner explains not only how to hypnotize but the reason for every 
oct, gesture and spoken word. The student no longer need imitate 
blindly but really know and understand why I

SPECIAL FEATURE! MEDICAL HYPNOTISM!
A full chapter is devoted io a demonstration of how hypnotism is 
used as o therapeutic device.
Actual case histories showing how hypnotism is used os on old in 
overcoming difficulties arising from psychological causes are given.

tO^PHOTOGRAPM /f's easy to follow these instructions

A Few Quotes From Important Publications
The American Journal ef the 
Medical Science*
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JOURNAL 09 A*Hl»  PSYCHO LOGY. 
Cite/ ond iwnttin*

Contents:
the State of Trant*

Matters of Degree 
Some Are More SitggesiibU 
Asleep, or not Asleep 
The Cataleptic Test 
The Reluctant Subject 
Ho Rude Awakening 

Illusions, Unlimited
Memory lane
After the Trance is Over 
For Experts Only

Induction Among Friends

Establishing Rapport 
The light Trance 
The Doubting Subject 
Removing the Doubt 
The Overanxious Subject 

A Young Subject 
An Aid to Education 
The Deep Trance 
Detective Work 
Self Hypnotism

On Stage

The Opening Speech 
the Audience Is With You 
The Invisible Cord 
The Critical Point 
The Chosen Few 
Confidence and Control 
Effective Performance 
Ending the Show
Stage Hypnotism Photograph).

colly Illustrated

II Mesmer Could Hove Known!

From Cult to Craft

Scorn's (nd
Hypnotism Today... ond

Tomorrow

Offer valid Only if sent on this coupon . . . MAIL TODAY! I

5TRAVON PUBLISHERS DEPT. HP-597 
43 West 41 Strwt, M. Y. 23. M. Y.

Yes I wont to take advantage of the special 40% discount 
offer. Send me Hypnotism for Professionals for 10 days free 
examination,

A Send C.O.D. I’ll pay postman $2.49 (not $4.00) plus postage.

□ I enclose $2.49 (not $4.00) Stravoft pays postage.
I'U get my purchase price refunded If not 100% satisfied.

blame...............................................................................................

Address...................................... ....................................................

Oy...-......................... ............ ..Zone... ....State...............«.........



MEDICAFlABLET discovery 
NEW EFFECTIVE TREATMENT

TROPISAN
New Hope for CRUSTS, SCALES 

No Messy Oils —Simple, Eoty, SAFE TABLET!,
Say goodbye to smelly, greasy oils and salves. 
TROPISAN, newly discovered medical tablet, gives 
welcome relief from itchy scales, patches and 
other external symptoms of Psoriasis. TRO PISAN 
strikes at the internal source—not just the surface 
symptoms. Absolutely safe, fast, easy to take. No 
Jness, no fuss, no unsightly bandages to mar work 
or play. TROPISAN—the proven “effective treat­
ment,” Every reported case stated that Tropisan 
relieved symptoms to some degree with continuous 
use, > Send $1.00 today for Trial Offer. Address,

TROPISAN DRUG CO., Dept. 115
2630 E. 75th St., Chicago 49, IU.

RHEUMATISM
Don’t suffer another day with painful Rheumatism. Famous 
English doctor offers new hope to thousands I Dr. Russell Sned­
don reveals startling NEW SYSTEM of home treatment In Ns 
"NATURE CURE FOR RHEUMATIC AILMENTS.'’ RESULTS 
GUARANTEED if you follow Dr. Sneddon's simple instructic-ns. 
Poet paid only |1.00.
NEW LIFE, Dept DA. ROWAN. IOWA

MODEL BEAUTY

DEVELOPER
MAY INCREASE YOUR ।

CHESTLINE i
MEASUREMENTS Ii

i 
i 
i 
i 
i 
i 
i

।

i

without changing THE 
CONTOUR. The model 
beauty developer tends 
to develop the chest 
muscles and other mus- 
elts. You become more 
attractive! Helps devel­
op, tone and firm the 
underlying muscles 
which are important to 
make you more attrac­
tive! With a larger 
chest measurement you 
too may appear more 
attractive, youthful. 
This new model beauty 
developer if used as di­
rected muat do every­
thing we promise or 
you get your money 
back. Many have 
achieved an increased 
doesn't do the same for
fund! The model beauty developer is used In the " 
privacy of your own home ... It Is sent to you In g 
plain wrapper with full instructions. Don’t delay! | 
Act Today! For Model Beauty Developer in Plain 
wrapper send 12.98 cash, check or money order or I 
13.98 for Deluxe Model to: |
BEAUTYAIDS COMPANY. DEPT. 126 1
318 MARKET JTREET, N EWA RK.NEW JERSEY | 
BEAUTYAIDS COMPANY, DEPT.-126 — — — —
318 MARKET STREET R
NEWARK, NEW JERSEY |
□ I enclose $2.98. Send the BEAUTY DEVELOPER In

plain wrapper—on money back guarantee. (I mu up to g 
90o postage by sending payment with order.! |

□ I enclose $3.98. Send DeLuxe Model. ■
Ntme ............................................................................................................... |

Address ................................................................................................ "
City Etftto

“I’d marry you,” she said.
He didn’t touch her. ‘Til never for­

get this darling, but I don’t believe 
even a killer would let you make such 
a sacrifice.”

She was alone, then, as Jubal left 
her, and she stared after him, knowing 
she’d been a fool. She’d made herself 
cheap, talking .marriage and planning 
the future with a man who didn’t love 
her enough. A man who preferred to 
hide under the Major’s wing until he 
could unearth some scandal, or wrong­
doing on the part of the Major, and 
so be assured of permanent refuge. 
Amos probably wouldn’t bother to re­
port him, and it was evident Jubal 
thought he might be able to tie Amos 
in to skulduggery, so that would si­
lence Amos’ tongue, should Jubal be 
able to prove any. And Clara knew 
that she herself, never would report 
Jubal. She couldn’t. He was safe, so 
far as she was concerned?"

CHE DIDN’T rejoin the party, and 
^when Tex and Amos came looking 
for her, she explained she wanted to 
rest before riding home. And was the 
longest ride she’d ever taken, knowing 
that Jubal was there somewhere in 
back of her, as she and Tex led the 
cavalcade to Briscoe.

Tex lifted her out of the saddle, in 
front of her house, and stabled her 
horse for her, then he headed back to 
the saloon where the others, including 
Jubal, had stopped, preparing to make 
a night of it.

Clara didn’t light a lamp, but sat 
at the window trying to plan. Good­
ness knew how long it w’ould be before 
she heard from Boston, but she 
couldn’t stay here. When the stage ar­
rived, she’d travel as far as money 
permitted and find a job. After all, she 
could cook and sew.

She kept her money in the Major's 
safe. There hadn’t been much on hand 
when her father died, but Clara's ex­
penses were negligible, and she was 
thrifty. When she needed money the



THE CAT MAN
Major opened the safe and gave her 
what she asked for. Right now she 
wasn’t too sure how much was left, but 
it certainly would be more than enough 
to take her to the nearest town and 
keep her until she found employment.

Suddenly she got up remembering 
that somewhere in the house she had 
her father’s agency office key. She’d 
find out now about the money. Jubal’s 
suspicions had made her a little uneasy 
about the Major. It might be that hear­
ing of her impending departure, the 
Major would tell her she’d already 
spent all of her money. In that way, 
he might think she’d stay and marry 
Amos.

After Clara rummaged through a 
desk drawer and her own chest of 
drawers, she found it and started to 
the agency headquarters. She’d always 
known the safe’s combination, so that 
would pose no problem. Farther up the 
street the saloon rocked with noise, 
and she was glad everyone was still 
having a good time. She didn’t let her­
self think of Jubal.

After she lit the lamp, she placed it 
carefully close to the safe, and kneel­
ing down turned the knob, listening 
for the tumblers fall. In another min­
ute she swung open the door, reaching 
into the compartment where the Major 
kept her gold. As she pulled the sack 
forward, it dragged out some letters, 
and she picked them up. They were 
postmarked Boston and addressed to 
the Major. She quickly drew out the 
pages, and there it was, the whole sor­
did story.
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To People
who want to write 

but can’t get started
Do you have that constant urge to write but 
fear that & beginner hasn’t a chance? Then 
listen to what a famous editor said on tliis 
subject:
“There Ie more room for newoomere In the writing field today 
than ever before. Some of the greatest of writing men and women 
have passed from th# econe. Who will take their places? Fame, 
richee and the happlnese of achievement await the new men and

N. I. A. GETS YOUNG 
WRITER STARTED 
EARNING MONEY

“I sold two short stories which 
paid for my N.I.A. Course and a 
typewriter. But nothing can pay 
for the help N.I.A. training has 
given me in overcoming the inertia 
which sits down with me at my 
typewriter. Those regular assign­
ments have produced results.” 
—Samuel K. Ward, 304 W. 26th 
St., New York, N.Y.

Writing Aptitude Test — FREE!
THE Newspaper Institute cf America offers a 
FREE Writing Aptitude Test. Its object Is to dis­
cover new recruits for the army of men and 
women who add to their Income by fiction and 
article writing. Ths Writing Aptitude Test is a 
simple but expert analysis of your latent ability, 
your powers of Imagination, logic, etc. Not all 
applicants pass this test. Those who do are qual­
ified to taka the famous N. I. A. course based on 
the practical training given by big metropolitan 
dailies.
This Is the New York Copy Desk Method which 
teaches you to write by writing. You develop 
your individual style Instead of trying to copy 
that of others. Although you work at home, on 
your own time, you are constantly guided by ex­
perienced writers. You “cover" actual assign­
ments such as metropolitan reporters get. It is 
really fascinating work. Each week you sea new 
progress. In a matter of months you can acquire 
the coveted “professional* ’ touch. Then you are 
ready for market with greatly Improved chances 
of making sales.

Mai! tha Coupon NOW
But the flrat step la to take the FREE Writing 
Aptitude Test. It requires but a few minutes and 
costa nothing. So mall the coupon now. Make the 
first move towards the most enjoyable and 
profitable occupation — writing for publication! 
Newspaper Institute of America. One Park Ave.*  
New York 16, N.Y. (Founded 1925) Licensed by 
State of N-'»v York. (Approved Member National Home 
Study Council)

Newspaper Institute Of America
One Park Ave., New York 16, N.Y.

Send me without cost or obligation, 
your tree Writing Aptitude Test and further 
information about writing for profit.

I 
I 
1
I 
I
I 
I
I

3 Mr®. ) I
I Mr. k ................... a......................... *......... >
■ Mias ( i
I ’ I
• Address ...........• ................... ...«••«•••..» *
I sJ City ...................................Zone ...... State ...................  J
■ (All correspondence confidential. No idejmsn will caU on you.) ■
J □ Check here if Veteran. Cl-r-668 J

Copyright 1955 Newspaper Institute of America.



Troubled with GETTING 
UP NIGHTS, Pains In BACK, 

HIPS, LEGS, Tiredness 
Loss of Physical Vigor

If you have these symptoms 
then vour troubles may be traced to Glandu­
lar Dysfunction ... a constitutional disease. 
Medicines that give temporary relief will not 
remove the cause of your trouble. Neglect of 
Glandular Dysfunction often leads to pre­
mature old age and sometimes incurable 
malignancy. „ _

The past few years men from over 3,000 
communities have been successfully treated 
here at the Excelsior Institute. They have 
found soothing relief and new zest in life.

The Excelsior Institute, devoted to the 
treatment of diseases peculiar to older men 
by MON-SURGICAL methods has a NEW 
FREE BOOK that tells how Glandular Dys­
function may be corrected by proven MON- 
SURGICAL treatm<Wts. This book may 
prove of utmost importance in your life. 
Write today. There ft no obligation.
ticsidw insfltuta, Bept.13334 • ttcsftlsr Springs, Ms.

HIGH PAYING OPPORTUNITIES
Work In fabulous So. America, The Islands, 
Africa, U. S. A., or other foreign countries. 
All Trades, Labor, Clerical, Drivers, Mechan­
ics, Engineers, etc. Many benefits. Tax-free 
earnings. Chance to travel. Fare paid if 
hired. Make and save a fortune. Application 
forms. Opportunities for women also.

For information Write Dapt. 95H 
NATIONAL EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION 

1020 Broad, Newark, N. J.

SONGS = $$$$$$
Share $29 million yearly. Songs Composed, PUB­
LISHED, promoted. Appraisal, Info FREE. Send io 

NORDYKE PUBLISHING CO.
6000 SUNSET BLVD., Hollywood 28 DA. Cot

Unsurpassed Comfort With Improved

RUPTURE * RELIEVER

NO FITTING REQUIRED 
; AbjuSTABLE-TOR YOUR COMFORT

AT LAST A NEW FORM-FITTING WASH­
ABLE BRAOER WITH ADJUSTABLE LEG- 
STRAPS THAT’S GUARANTEED TO BE THE 
MOST COMFORTABLE YOU EVER WORE! 
NO SNAPS, NO LACES. NO STEEL. Amazing 
new kind of fiat groin pad for support with 
complete comfort. BEST TOO as AFTER 
OPERATION 'SUPPORT. Order bv MAIL. 
O RIGHT SIDE $4.95. □ LEFT SIDE $4.95. 
0 DOUBLE $4.95. Measurement around WW- 
EST PART OF ABDOMEN TN INCHES IS: 

inches. SENT ON APPROVAL. AVOID 
SERIOUS DELAY • • SOLD ON MONEY 
BACK GUARANTEE.

WRIGHT BRACER CO.
h.pf, IM, 318 Mertret St., N«work, N.w Jtntf

Her father’s estate, a large one, had 
been settled over a year ago, the assets 
turned over to the Major, as executor. 
For a moment Clara was too stunned 
to move. Then anger rushed through 
her. She knew this could only have 
been possible through a forgery, be­
cause her father never w’ould have 
authorized that. He’d had scant use 
for the Major. She folded the letters 
with shaking hands, and thrust them 
inside her blouse. During the past 
days, she’d found papers which had 
changed her entire life. The dodger, 
and these. Jubal had been wrong. The 
Major hadn’t stalled the investigation 
into her affairs. He’d done even bet­
ter. He’d stolen her patrimony!

There was a step behind her, and 
Clara whirled. The Major stood just 
outside the circle of light and his laugh 
was loud and good humored. “So you 
found out,” he said pleasantly. “And 
I suppose you know too, that I’ve been 
selling the herd to the Array.
stock it in a hidden canyon on Amos’ 
ranch and dress the beasts there.”

“Amos knows this,” she said scarce­
ly daring to breathe, trying to keep 
down the rising panic.

“No,” he said. “You see, I thought 
if you married Amos, I wouldn’t hava 
to do any explaining about your mon­
ey. I figured Amos had enough so 
you’d quit worrying about it.”

“But why are you telling me all this? 
You don’t think for one moment that 
I’ll keep still about it.”

The Major laughed. “I can always 
shoot some Indian for killing you,” he 
said, (Jbut firsL” He drew a black­
snake whip from behind him and 
snapped it back over his shoulders.

“Jubal!” Clara screamed instinctive­
ly.

He strode into the room, jerked the 
whip out of the Major's grasp, and 
spun him around. The agent crashed 
to the floor under the impact of Jubal’s 
uppercut, and Tex came in. “Good

To Pdge 26]



S T Y L E A. Engage­
ment Ring with a 1 
kt. imported simulat­
ed diamond.

STYLE B. Wedding 
Ring with many sim­
ulated imported 
Diamonds.

STYLE C. Wedding 
Band Plain or Enr 
bossed.

simulated DIAMONDS IMPORTED
To make thousands of new friends we offer you choice of 
any ring shown. Any style in white or yellow gold color 
effect or Sterling Silver. Just select style ring, send to­
gether with this ad—name, address, ring size and 50c coin 
or money order. ACT NOW! Guarantee: 10 Day Money 
Back If Not Satisfied.

SIMMONS CO., 849 Church St. Aunex 
Dept. F-1992 New York 8, N. Y.

ONLY 

50c 
EA. 

POSTPAID 
Nothing More 
to Pay—Ever!

TycKv
LOBESTONES?

MAGNETIC LODESTONES are 
truly LEGENDARY as the an­
cient Romans and Greeks used 
them in BIBLICAL TIMES and 
thought that MAGNETIC LODESTONES were cloaked 
with MAGICAL and SUPERNATURAL POWERS. W® 
offer our LEGENDARY BRAND pair of highly MAG­
NETIC LODESTONES, the same type that the AN­
CIENTS may have used. Our LEGENDARY BRAND of 
highly MAGNETIC LODESTONES come to you in a red 
flannel bag. together with a so-called Talismanic Seal 
of LUCK No. 20, as shown in the 6th and 7th BOOK 
of MOSES by Louis de Claremont. All FOUR items for 
only $2.00 postpaid or $2.50 C.O.D. We make no claim*  
ana sell the*v  nn’v ai cU’Tos.

LEGENDARY CO,, 125 BROAD 8T.
Dept. 222-C, New York 4, N. Y.

God WANTS YOU

GIRLS
GET YOUR

MAN
and make him youre FOR­
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 
may be using mysterious 
ch arms? Here £b your 

©h.wo9 to learn and use Secrets of Sei Appeal so pow­
erful that even bad women can keep good men while 
rood girls go without.

HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
ereat Love and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 
of women—all reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 
formula that you can iearn to use to WIN YOUR MAN. 
10-OAY TRIAL—Just send your name and address today 
and on delivery deposit only $2 plus postage with your 
postmen. (Or send $2 with order to save C.O.D. and 
postage.) Use tor XO days. I positively GUARANTEE 
that you will Va mure than delighted or your money 
back promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once,

LARCH, 118 East 28, Dept. 44I-G, N. Y. 16

To 3® Reolly Happy! Ar® you facing difficult Problem*?  
Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Love or Family 
Troubles? Ar® you Worried about iomeona dear to you? 
1$ someone dear to you Drinking too Much? Do you ever 
g®t Lonely—Unhappy—Discouraged. Would you like to 
have mor® Happiness, Success and "Good Fortune'1 In 
Life?

If you have any of these Problems, or others like them, 
dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS—News of a re­
markable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping thousands 
to glorious NEW happiness and joy! Whether you believe 
in PRAYER or not. this remarkable NEW WAY may bring 
a whole NEW world of happiness and |oy to you—and 
very, very quickly, too!

So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day—so please don't delayl Just clip this Message now 
and mail with your name, address, and 34 stamp to LIFE­
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5010, Noroton. Conn. We will 
rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER and FAITH 
to you by AIR MAIL absolutely FREE!

Essential For—
SCHOOL 

BUSINESS 
HOME-SHOP 

FACTORY 
OFFICE

A MULTIPLY
Ji CALCULATE 

at a glance!
RAPID-FIRE CALCULATOR for 
vast number combinations — and 
frictions, too.
SAVES HOURS of tedious flour­
ing. GUARANTEED accurate.
QUICK ANSWERS GET YOU 
AHEAD FASTERl

Stop wasting precious tlmo fkuring. Now aven a School, 
bey can get 100% accurate answers at a G lane® I

A PERMANENT CALCULATOR —- ONLY 50c 
ORDER NOW on MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE!

WEHMAN BROS., Dept. DA 712 B’wny, N.Y. 3, N. X*



Fl Learned

SHORTHAND
IN 6 WEEKS

SPEEDWRITING shorthand can be learned by any­
body of sound mind regardless of age." 

Sample Lesson Enables YOU io
Test SPEEDWRITING Shorthand at home—

with
No Symbols — No Machines 

Uses A B C's
by Otto Lehwald 

Minneapolis, Minnesota 
"Because of my age. I was discour­
aged from studying shorthand. 
I answered a SPEEDWRITING 
shorthand ad and enrolled. The 
Course took me several

ABSOLUTELY FREE!
Because SPEEDWRITING shorthand uses the 
ABC’s you have known since your childhood—It 
is by far the simplest and quickest shorthand to 
learn. That is why we invite you to mail the 
coupon NOW for both our FREE booklet and a 
FREE sample lesson. See for yourself how, 
within a few moments after you read this 
sample lesson, you can actually write 
SPEEDWRITING shorthand. You will be 
amazed—and delighted. Here is a shorthand 
that can actually be learned In only 6 weeks at 
home or through classroom instruction. 120 
words per minute—50% FASTER than Civil 
Service requirements. SPEED WRITING short­
hand Is as accurate and speedy as it is simple 
and easy to learn. Most important of all, you 
can use it immediately.

FREE! "A Shortcut to a Better 
Job end More Pay"

Today there are over 350,000 ambitious men and 
women who have found SPEEDWRITING short­
hand a shortcut to a better job and more pay in 
business, industry or Civil Service positions. 
You learn at home in your leisure time or 
through classroom Instruction. The cost it low, 
terms arranged to suit your convenience.

DID YOU SEE
READER'S DIGEST

ARTICLE ON

Dspt. 7409-6. 55 West 42nd St., New York 36. N.Y.

| School of SPEEDWRITING ------ ———
Dept. 7409-4. 55 West 42nd St. 33rd Year

j New York 36, N. Y. 
- Plena land full details and FREE sample lesson.

O Home study □ Classroom Inslruciion
Name .............................................................. . ..................

। Address ...............................................................................
City ...............   Zone .... State ............... . .. 

work Jubal,” he said. “I’ll take over 
and you see that Clara gets home. You --x 
see, honey, we’ve been suspecting 
something like this, because you 
weren’t happy about the stall on your 
inheritance, and if the Major was 
guilty in any way, he’d be seeing that 
you didn’t find out. Jubal’s been 
watching tonight to follow the Major 
if he made any move; when he left the 
saloon, we followed.”

Jubal gathered Clara up into his 
arms, then, and carried her down the 
street and into her house. He sat her 
down on the sofa and held her close 
to stop her trembling.

“Will you marry me, now?” Jubal 
asked gently. “You were willing to 
sacrifice yourself when you thought I 
was a murderer. I didn’t dare agree 
then, because I had to pin down the 
reservation thefts, and I was afraid to 
tell you because someone might have 
been eavesdropping.'
I’m a reservation detective, sometimes 
called a cat man. The last time Tex 
was here he smelled skulduggery going 
on and notified Washington.”

“Oh Jubal,” Clara cried, her blue 
eyes were brilliant with happiness... 
“But the dodger,” she said after a 
moment.

“I had it made up and sent to the 
Major, thinking it might make it easier 
to gain his confidence.” He reached 
for her, but she stopped him to ask 
one more question. Why had the Major 
insisted he go to Amos’ party?

Jubal shook his head. “I’m not sure, 
honey, but one thing for sure, he want­
ed to use me for his own long range 
plans and that must have fit into 
them. .. He’ll spill everything 
though—”

He broke off. “Honey, let’s not 
waste time talking about the old buz­
zard right now!”

Clara went into his arms and lifted 
her face for his kiss.

------------------- -------------- - - * ------------------------- ------------
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TRAIL FOR .« «■
And from a ranch on Three Forks Brand 
He rustled fifty cows.

AN OUTLAW

by Edward Gamer

Sundown Kate was the loving mate
Of an outlaw named Spurs Steele;
He held up trains for wrongful gains, 
He was a louse and . heel.
He .held up banks, and thinned the ranks 
Of many a posse that trailed
Him far and wide and hurt his pride 
With their talk that he should be jailed!

Spurs robbed a stage, and in a rage -■ 
Because the loot was small, 
He sent six guys beyond the skies
To the last roundup’s call.
Men frowned and swore, while sheriffs tore 
Their hair, and darkly fumed,
And vowed that they would soon convey 
Spurs Where a gallows loomed!

Spurs knew the score; his bosom’s core 
Was deeply hurt and pained.
He winced to think that in the clink 
Men wished him bound and chained. 
Within a cell, where he would dwell 
Until the fateful day
On which a noose would much reduce 
Time of his earthly stay!

Spurs, though subdued, was much imbued 
With thoughts of pelf and swag, 
He got astride his horse to ride, 
He built and smoked a fag;
He wore a mask for his dark task,
He made some bitter vows,

The ranchers rode; their riding bode 
No good for outlaw Steele, 
Their guns were drawn as they rode on 
To get the rustling heel.
That afternoon, near a large dune, 
They took him by surprise, 
And soon they stood by a cottonwood, 
And death was in their eyes!

They put the rope that doomed Spurs’ hope 
Around his neck with care;
Their looks were grim, they readied hiv» 
To swing in balmy air.
Hoofbeats were heard; the men inferred 
Some cattleman rode late,
But to the group, with a loud whoop, 
Came riding Sundown Kate!

Her guns were drawn, her eyes were on 
The men around her.mates..___  ___
Her look was bold, her manner coI3T^~~^ 
And her eyes flashed searing hate;
Then did she cope with the ghastly rope, 
Her gunfire cut the noose,
And then she gripped her guns and clipped 
A stern command, “Vamoose!”

The ranchers left, they were bereft
Of the rope’s intended prey,
And Sundown Kate and her outlaw mate 
Rode side by side away,
Kate talked with zeal to her Spurs Steele, 
Spurs knew that she was smart,
And he agreed and let her lead 
Him on to a new start.

Up Three Peaks way the settlers say
The best man that they know >
Is Deacon Grimes, who does ofttim.es 
Great seeds of goodness sow.
His loving mate has the name of Kate, 
And I think I can now reveal
That Deacon Grimes, in long-past times, 
Was an outlaw named Spurs Steele!

ofttim.es


ANY BOTTLE OR
Strong-arm Helper 
for Kitchen or Bar

NEWEST!
JAR

New Electric Paint Peeler
Gets to bore wood tost

New, faster ISUPER-POWERMET peels old paint, 
enamel, varnish, shellac clean to base wood grain 
like cutting butter with a hot knife. Super-hot tube 
softens paint electrically. Removes up to 12 layers 
fast as 3% square feet ixer minute. A heavy-duty 
professional-type tool. Ends scraping, cutting, burn­
ing, sanding, chemicals. Just plug into any 110-120 
volts AC or 60l0 Watts DC outlet and allow to heat 
to 1200 degrees in less than two minutes. Then put 
it to work on interior or exterior regular or irreg­
ular surfaces, like woodwork, clapboards, floors, 
cupboards, doors, furniture, boats and see it peel 
off paint like magic. Can be used for removing wall 
paper, paint from plastered walls, asphalt tile from 
floors. Heating surface measures 3x7 inches. Com­
plete with 8 foot U.L. approved heater cord. ONLY 
$1-1.98 postpaid. If C.O.D., send $2.00 deposit, bal­
ance plus postage cnarges.

FISH

DRAIN MASTER s
flood

on

(50

up

those
Order

EXCAVATIONS, 
FLOOD AREAS.

cals that 
pensive 
clothing, 
Complete!;

With 
Awl,

New 
your 
Ends

DRAIM. 
POOLS,

and watch DRAINMASTER

all sinks 
equipped

eat away 
plumbing 
spattered

safe in

LIKE A MACHINE
EI>Y STITCHER Automatic 
me can quickly and skillfull 
anything ..rattle of I."*------
ON. PLASTIC, or ot

ARS, SWIMMING 
pft.NDS, BOATS, 
WEL *• ’ HOUSES, 

Lifts wo,‘er 6 <eet-

ITY. Just . —------- - --------------- -
lengths of garden hose; attach one end to handy 
faucet; run other end out of window or to drain-off

DRAIN-BLO builds up 
lbs. pressure. Just one 
downward stroke opens

.pro ”»vm« 
filing 

band-pumping jobs. Pumps out all water, ri,. ” 
down to floor. OPERATES WIT HOI'T ELECTRIC ‘ 

connect DRAINMASTER between two

sink instantly.
DRAIN-BLO is light and 
easy to use. Overall 
length 131-4 inches. Fits

bills, ruinc
.alls, floors. 

Oipe rat ion.

lock-stitches;

ONLY

when

:ip off

times 
Hatwl.

IiJItAUJ'. ....
TO ONE BILLION.

< KWIK-SKRAPE takes the "pain” 
you

MERIDIAN PRODUCTS CO. 366 Madison Ave. Dept 272 New York 17, N. Y.

PUMPS OUT 300 GALLONS
PER HOUR

go to work, pumping out 3<>() gallons per hour. Made 
of lifetime brass; no moving parts to wear or jam. 
Be ready for flood emergency—order now. Remit 
only $2.9S with order and we pay postage. If 
C.O.D. you pay postage.

OPENS CLOGGED SINK 
WITH ONE STROKE
Now you can do away with chemi­

DRAIN-BLO 
and J 
needed.

P”H

small

GUARANTEE

rests upon the complete satisfaction of

Hence.

MIGHTY GILHOOLIE 
OPENS AND RESEALS

Even 
tiest feminine hand 
has giant’s grip when 
MIGHTY GILHOOLIE is used 
to open bottles and jars. MIGHT” 
GILHOOLIE takes out of
stublioni screw-top, from no*  
caps and pry-off lids .With gr< 
ly and without distortion, pen.
a gadget.
steel. Sav

but a handsome
others for friends, 
charges.

beverages,

SEWS 4,EATHb.
AND TOUGH*  TEXTILES

LUGGAGE, FOOTWEAR.
AWNINGS. SAILS. SAT’..
UPHOLSTERY, OVER-ALLS. AU

diamond-pointed

WORLD'S LOWEST PRICED 
ADDING MACHINE 
ONLY $2.95 postpaid

GUARANTEED accurate 
ADL'S UP TO ONE BILLION

EASIEST WAY TO

SCRAPE PAINT OFF GLASS

bling with putty-knife or blades. Send 
\ $1 for post pa hl delivery.



'RTISED TOOLS

YOUKSTAIT

1956
WHOLESALE CATALOG TOOL DISCOUNT HOUSE DEPT 115

nationally ad­
vertised name

318 Market St, Newark

1 5,000 items. Al merchandise sold on unconditional money-back 
guarantee. Don't Wait. Act todayl Sand 11.00 Dapodt for Dealer's 
''-ard and gat our giant now 1956 wholesale catalog at no extra charge, 
'four $1X0 h credited to your first purchase or refunded if you are 
not lOO*/. satisfied. MAIL COUPON NOW] Tool Discount Homa. 
Dept. 115. 318 Market St. Newark, New Jersey.

electric tools, 
power took and 
others too nu­
merous to men­
tion.

DoJt-Youreoti Market. Budd your 
own business soling netionaty advertised 
tools from an JUmtrated coded catalog 
bearing your name and only your name on 
it. You got d the orders and reorders. 
You sd merchandise that is pro-sold for 
you through national advertising by the 
country’s leading tool manufacturers, such 
as Mack and Docker. Qethson, Diseton, 
K4E, Lufkin, MMert€als, Ridg'd. Stanley. 
Thor, Wtss and many others! You need nut 
carry any stock use our caprtall Al orders 
same day from our warehouse stock of over

IN A BUSINESS OF YOUR C'^N FULL OR PART-TIME

This Coupon Gets You Started

• Hand Tools
• Powor Tools

• Hardware
• AppHct^os

100*. SSOMSV BACK OUAKANt*.'


