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FIRESIDE
GHOST 1B
STORIES ‘

FROM time immemorial the winter fireside ‘
has been the place to read tales of the eerie
and of the uncanny. Somehow one cannot
¢ visualise ghosts and summer sunshine. They
fail to materialise against the blue sky, but

when winter days come and we gather round

the cheerful blaze, the atmosphere is more

congenial to ghostly visitors.
2 In this issue the traditional ghost story is §
\
\

avoided in favour of unusual and inexplicable

occurrences; the magic talisman stone which
guides the Scnigambian pcople and the
legendary character of the Albatross are
instances of this design.
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LAW COMES TO DODGE as

the offing ever since Crosson had first
greeted him.

“I've been thinkin’ a 1lot, Bob,”
Crosson spoke his generous, copious
advice, “ever since you come in. We've

heard all corners o’ your problem. Now,
the thing to decide on is what’s the big
to-do that’s gotta be done about it. O’
course you cain’t trail them rustlers an’
tackle 'em in their own territory. We all
know they’re too well put up for a small
bunch o’ Texas men to do that. They
done got ever’body up here all het up
'bout Texas tick fever, so you couldn’t
scrape a friend out’ve all Kansas.

“The only thing that I can see for you
to do is to go back home an’ put it up to
the Gov’'ment. They're promisin’ official
inspectors an’ United States marshals
out here right soon. Fact is, I heard in
Dodge that some such gents is expected
there right away in a few days. If you
could go on into Dodge and put the case
up to them Gov'ment gents when they
come, you might git some action agin this
Buffalo Judson an’ his backers. But you
cain’t go to Dodge, so you'd better trail
back——"

Bob Fannin had stood erect there with
his back to the fire, watching Jim
Crosson’s face coolly, a smothering feel-
ing of contempt rising in his heart
against the big rancher. When Crosson
said that he couldn’t go on into Dodge
City his wrath got the better of his natural
reticence.

“Who the hell said I couldn’t go on to
Dodge?” he demanded hotly, interrupt-
ting Crosson’s bland talk.

Crosson glanced up from where he
squatted on his heels and looked his sur-
prise at the unusual vehemence in the
youth’s voice.

“QO’ course you ain’t had time to hear,”
he explained. “Dodge people say so many
Texas men have been raisin’ lively hell
in their town lately an’ killin’ so many
citizens that cowboys with the smell, or
looks o’ Texas on 'em jest ain’t welcome
no more. Fact is, Bob, they’s a ‘Not
Welcome’ sign out for all us Texas folks
an’ a warnin’ to stay outa town. All trail

crews are ’'posed to camp out this side
o’ the river, an’ not go in town a-tall. If
they ketch a Texas cowboy in Dodge now
wearin’ guns, it's a hun’erd to one shot
he'll git planted in Boot Hill. You wasn’t
aimin’ to go on in, was you, Bob?”

B OB was on the verge of making a

hot retort that would not have been

complimentary to Jim Crosson, but
snaffled his temper because there was at
least one little favour he still could ask
and expect to receive from the cautious
cowman. He wanted his string of horses
taken across to his stranded trail mates.

“I'm not going back home till I’ve seen
this job finished,” he told Crosson with
restraint. “If your brother had been
murdered by them devils, would you tuck
tail, and hist yourself off on the south
trail, begging the Government to maybe-
so get something done to the murderers,
giving old Judson and his stinking lobo
bunch plenty time to scatter when they
hear what’s up? I guess your song would
be different, Jim, if you was in my boots.

“Yes, I'm going on to Dodge City and
I'm going in toting two guns where no-
body can miss seeing ’em. I've got one
favour to ask of you men. Will you take
these fourteen broncs acrost the river to
my friends over yonder this morning?”

“Sure, Bob,” Crosson readily agreed,
“if you're plumb set on comntittin’ suicide
a-goin’ on into——"

“Okay, Jim. Thanks. Let me see if 1
can call some o’ them fellers down to
the other bank o’ the river.”

He walked away toward the edge of
the river at the ford where it was nearly
a quarter of a mile wide. It was several
hundred yards to the water from the
camp. Some of the cowboys sauntered
along with him,

The top of Walla Walla Wallace's
chuck-wagon could be seen in the first
glinting rays of the sun which was break-
ing through the cloud banks on the
eastern horizon. A slight rise in the
ground beyond the river prevented one
from seeing any men that might be stir-
ring about the distant camp. Bob drew




































LAW COMES TO DODGE 37

plaisant, easy manner like Bat Masterson,
and was the only one of the three wear-
ing a hip gun. Young Fannin’s glance
flushed to Masterson.

“Friends of mine,” Masterson told
Bob. “Mr. Wright, the trader; Mayor
Wilkins, and Luke Short, a little keg of
gunpowder.”

“One minute, Mr. Masterson,” little
sharp-voiced Mayor Wilkins held up the
hand on which was draped the large hand-
kerchief. “We'd like a word or two and
this corner is as good as any for a quiet
talk while we eat supper.”

“We’ve finished our supper and are
going, Mr. Wilkins,” Bat Masterson re-
plied. Bob noticed a disinclination in
Masterson’s manner to palaver with the
little bald-headed mayor. “How are you,
Mr. Wright—howdy, Luke.”

“But we’ve got to have a clear under-
standing, Mr. Masterson.” Wilkins ob-
jected complainingly. His sharp little grey
eyes gave Bob Fannin a displeased glance
that was quick and fearful, like the dart
of a finger testing the heat of a stove top.
“Our talk in my place this morning was
inconclusive and now we find you associ-
ating with a man who has just killed men
on our streets.”’

“Am 1 to understand, Mr. Wilkins,”
Masterson asked coolly, “that if T under-
take to enter this election against your
present marshal and win, I must seek your
permission for each individual I may want
to associate with?”’

“Oh, now, now,” Wilkins exclaimed,
stopping three feet from the end of the
table while he nervously wiped his scalp
again, “I don’t mean that. We want a
man who can overawe the lawless element
without so much bloodshed and violence
in our city. By your association with men
who resort to violence, it is a natural in-
ference that you might use your known
talents in the wrong way.”

He cast another fearful, frowning
glance at Bob Fannin without meeting the
eyes of the latter.

“I thought that was all settled this
morning, Mr. Wilkins,” little Luke Short

entered the discussion. “You got Mr.
Wright and me to come along on the
claim you had something new and im-
portant to take up with Bat. We agreed
to give Bat a free hand in bringing law
and safety to Dodge City by any means he
wants to use. What else you gonna take
up with him?”

“Now, now, now, Luke,” Wilkins
cajoled, almost crying, “we’ve just got to
put a stop to this constant killing and
shooting up our streets. It was you who
recommended Mr. Masterson as a man
whose very reputation would bring that
about.”

“You’re twisting the bronc’s tail the
wrong way, Mr. Wilkins,” Luke Short
objected, while Bat Masterson stood
watching the little mayor with a cynical
smile. “I never expected or said any such
thing. You ain’t gonna tame a pack o’
wild coyotes right off with a sweet howdy-
do-and-be-good-children bluff. Elsewise,
we better put up a woman for marshal.”

Luke Short glanced at Trader Wright
for confirmation.

“He’s right, Billy,” Mr. Wright agreed.
“As I remember our agreement, Bat’s to
have a free hand until Dodge City is
cleared of the lawless crowd.”

“Oh, my, my,” Mayor Wilkins whined,
mopping at his shining scalp furiously,
“that’ll defeat our purpose. As mayor of
the city T insist——"

“All right, Mr. Wilkins,” Bat Master-
son interrupted, no longer smiling, “you
can look elsewhere for your milk and
honey marshal. I'm sure not honing
overly much for the job. I've applied for
a U.S. Marshal commission so’s to get
after them trail pests, the tickers. I'm
tired seeing honest cattlemen robbed of
their herds right at our front door.”

Masterson pulled his Derby hat down at
a jaunty angle, nodded for Bob Fannin
to follow and started for the lobby as the
few scattered diners in other parts of the
room stared.

“Come along, Luke,’ he invited. “We’re
going visiting with one of the mayor’s
good friends.”






































































































































































































SERGEANT JIM INVESTS

if the showdown doesn’t mean anything
to you, try to think what it’ll mean to
your people. Try to get your mother’s
slant on this.”

“My mother’s slant!
mother to do with it?”

Jim shrugged. ‘‘Nothing—yet.”

IFor 2 moment Bob Cramer stared
challengingly at Jim. Then, “What'’s all
the fuss about?”’ he hotly demanded.
“Can’t a feller play poker if he wants to?”

lim nodded. “He may play all he likes
—on his own cash.”

There was a fractional pause, then Bob
Cramer jumped up. IFace flushed and
eyes dangerously bright, he glared down
at Jim Marsh,

“So that's it, eh?” he said in a dry,
tight voice. “I'm a crook, am I? A
crook? Come on; say it all!?” And when
Jim merely shrugged, he strode out into
the aisle. “Thanks for the good advice
—and the coffee coming up. Hand ’em
to somebody else!”

With the slam of the restaurant door,
the conviction came to Jim Marsh that he
had been a fool. His face burned and
an uncomfortable feeling settled around
his stomach. Apparently Bob Cramer was
innocent of the subtle charge he had
made. He had been playing, yes; gam-
bling ; but he wasn’t necessarily a crook.

In chastened mood, Jim drank his cof-
fee. He remembered the youngster’s
flushed cheeks and his blazing eyes.
Yeah; he told himself, he’d been a bit too
hasty with him. And too rough. It was
all right to carry out Mary Cramer’s
wishes and keep an eye on young Bob,
but to bawl him out and accuse him of
being a thief was something different.

“At least,” admitted Jim Marsh; “I
can apologize to him. At least, yeah—
about the least I can do.”

He went out, looking for Bob Cramer
but failed to find him; and after spend-
ing a useless hour, he returned to the de-
tachment. He busied himself in prepar-
ing a report on an investigation he had

What has my
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conducted into a drowning-case the day
previously, but failed to banish entirely
Bob Cramer from his tind.

“No go!” he said at last. “I've got to
find the kid and square myself tonight.”

It was already dark, and Jim made a
straight course for the bank. A light was
burning within, and through the window
he saw Bob Cramer sitting on a stool at
a desk. For a moment he stood and
watched him.

The youngster seemed worried. Chin
in hand he sat, the fingers of the other
hand beating a devil’s tattoo on the desk-
top. He stared at the wall, got up; took
a few jerky steps and sat down again.
Now his head was in both his hands and
he kept the position for some moments.
Then abruptly he crossed to the type-
writer, slipped in a sheet of paper and
went to work.

Jim watched in grim silence. The typ-
ing did not take long. Cramer yanked the
sheet from the machine, slipped it into
an envelope and placed the finished prod-
uct on the manager’s desk.

At first, Jim had wondered what Bob
Cramer could have found to write about.
He speculated if this letter-writing had
any bearing on his nervous manner. But
this sealing the letter and placing it on
the manager’s desk had an air of finality
about it that ¥im didn’t like. And when
a moment later the youngster stepped into
the teller’s cage, picked something up and
slipped it into his pocket, Jim swung to
the door.

He tried to open it, It was locked. He
hammered on it and was relieved when
he heard Cramer’s footsteps approach-
ing. A moment later, with the door
opened, he made a swift grab for Bob
Cramer’s right hand.

Cramer struggled, demanding to know
the big idea. In silence Jim searched him,
drew out a .38 revolver and shoved it
into his own pocket, Then he crossed to
the manager’s desk and picked up the
letter.




















































































