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| HANDY POCKET SIZE GUIDES
• BIG TYPE-EASY TO READ AND LEARN

*1500 PAGES-3700 EXAMPLES

Condensed Contents of 
Audel’s New Guides

Guide No. 1— 431 Pages
1200 IL L U S T R A T IO N S

Use of tools, different woods, nails 
and screws, tiling saws, chalk line, 
plumb and level, rules and scales, 
mitre boxes, steel square, laying- 
out. work, joints and joinery, how to 
build work bench and furniture.

Guide No. 2 —  455 Pages 
400 IL L U S T R A T IO N S

Carpenters' Arithmetic, h o w  t o  
build houses, barns, garages, bun­
galows; reading plans, drawing up 
specifications, estimating cost, pro­
portioning b e a m 8 , estimating 
strength of timbers, mensuration, 
geometry, trigonometry.

Guide No. 3 —  255 Pages
400 IL L U S T R A T IO N S

Excavating foundations, how to 
build concrete forms, framing houses, 
setting girders and sills, framing 
joists, well holes, how to lath, types 
of roofs, tangents, skylights, and 
scaffolding and hoisting.

Guide No. 4 —  448 Pages
400 IL L U S T R A T I O N S

Shingling, how to lay roofs, hang 
doors, fram e w in d ow s; building 
stales; cornice work, exterior and in­
terior trim. laying floors, putting on 
siding, painting, and first aid to the 
injured.

L E T  THIS  A U D E L  SET
SOLVE YOUR PROBLEMS

'NOW your job and you’ll never be without 
The man who takes pride in his per-onc.

sonal skill is the man that is always in 
demand. The skilled carpenter’s work is the 
.easiest because he knows the practical short cuts 
‘ and modern methods. His pay is higher be­

cause he does more and better work with less 
effort. Audel’s Carpenter s’ & Builders’ Guides 
gives you a Helping Hand into the Master 

i Class.AcompleteCarpenter’s andBuilder’s 
Course for study and ready reference.
Helping Hand Is Extended to You
Carpenters everywhere are using AUDEL’S 
CARPENTERS’ & BUILDERS’ GUIDES as 
a helping hand to easier work, better work and 

better pay. To get this assistance for yourself 
you need only use the coupon below without 
risk. Find out for yourself whether they will 
be a valuable daily assistant in your work. 
If you find that the hundreds of charts, tables, 
diagrams, specifications and instructions will 

f help you, keep the books, sending $1 a month for 6 months.
Strong, flexible covers— easy to carry in the pocket. Clear white 
paper. A  handsome set of practical, helpful books that every carpen­

ter will be proud to own.

Use This Free Coupon Now I
Take this step now into the Skilled 
Carpenter Class. Don’t keep on doing 
hard or unnecessary work that you don’t have 
to do. Learn the short cuts and easier modern 
methods. Be a Master Worker. Let those 
Practical Guides give you a helping hand into 
the class where you belong.

TH EO . AUDEL & CO.
4 9  W .  23rd S t., N ew  York City

Please submit me for approval and free 
examination: A U D E L ’ S C A R P E N T E R S ' 
A N D  B U IL D E R S ’ G U ID E S . Ship at 
once prepaid, the 4 numbers. If satisfac­

tory I agree to send you $1 within five days and 10  fur­
ther mail you SI monthly until $6 is paid.

FREE
EXAMINATION
COUPON
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Positively Lowest Price^Ever Ottered! 
Easiest Terms in History!

d i m -t  fro m  u s at 1 m frs . orijj. pric<* a m i  
•built am i un<*<tu- 

neecak-

SECRETARIAL
TYPEW RITER STA N D  | |  1 1 , 1 7 ^ , ' . :
If you Send your order Now I

Y O U R S  A B S O L U T E L Y  E r  W  1 1
FREE (on receipt of first 
payment/— If fffru send i/our 
order now! M a k e s  e v e r y  
typewriter portable. Sturdy. com­
part, weighs but a few pounds. Try 
L. <J. Smith for 10 days, and stand
goes to you immediately on receipt c&k r®et working 
of first payment. height.

| i  CO M PLETE TOUCH TYPIN G COURSE
m  W e give FEME with your L. ('. Smith a complete 0 lesson

J  m  ^ ^ ^ H o m e  Study course of Famous Van Zandt Touch Typing 
system. You can now learn typing quickly and easily.

OFFER FOR LIMITED E M t — SEND COUPON TODAY
Accept this wide open offer now— only *37 L. C. Smiths at this 
price, and no more when they're gone! S e n d  n o  m o n e y . U s p  
L. r .  Smith for ID day trial in your home. Return, it if you don't think It

the greatest value you have *ver seen. ’ If you buv. pay on easi­
est terms in history only $2.DO a month (less than 8e a day).
2 yr. ironclad guarantee. Avoid disappointment— mail coupon today.

NT eTNAT To UAL 7 ypT wT itT rT x7 h7 ngT  OeftS-TtlTj
J 231 W . Monroe St., Chicago, Illinois
I Send me L . C. SM ITH (F . O. B. Chicago) at once for 10 days’ trial. If ®
I  T keep it I will pay $2 00 per month until easy term price (£12.90> is paid, g
I  It  I am not perfectly satisfied I can return it express collect.
|  FOR Q U IC K  S H IP M E N T  G IV E  O CCU PATIO N  A N D  REFERENCE^*

J Name..........................................................................................  Ag
J Address . . .
|  Town............................ ...............................................................  S ta te ..
I j J A T r .  Free Typewriter Stand sent on receipt of first 
I l l V l t #  ment is enclosed mark here. □

o v er  2ooiooo"sfln sTTe7T customer” a l

G m u i H  i. J fh ieM cd eE N o .f£

NO MONEY DOWN
10 DAYS TRIAL

Easy Terms— 8c a day
Vo obligation. Send no money. See be­
fore you buy on wide-open 10 day Trial.
Fay on easiest terms in history—less than 8c a 
day. You get this genuine U*e office model L. C. 
Smith beautifully rebuilt with all standard im ­
provements— basket siiift. standard 81 character,
I-row keyboard, shift lock key, back spacer. 2 color 
ribbon, ribbon reverse, stencil cutting device, tabu­
lator, etc. Ball bearing througlmut— quiet opera­
tion. Tliousands pant $102.5b— it's yours for only 
$2!*.:*0 (cash pricel. No risk, money back guarantee!

2 YEAR GUARANTEE
Our 2 year ironclad guarantee is your assurance 
of satisfaction and long service! This !. Smith 
is shipped to you on its merit alone. You must be 
satisfied that this is the biggest, best, typewriter 
bargain ever ottered! Our ::i> years of Fair Deal­
ing Backs Up This Guarantee.

IDEAL FOR HOME OR ;OFFICE
This late L. C. *Bmith with basket ahlft Is the
.machine used by scluvnls, large corporations and 
business houses the country over. The perfect, all­
purpose typewriter for correspondence, office work, 
billing, manifold work, etc. Has all modem im ­
provements you need, stands hard service— and it ’ s 
yours at only $2,110 a month. I.esj than you would 
pay U# rent an inferior machine.

ONLY 237 at this P rice -BUY NOW!
HURRY. Only 237 at this price— they'll sell out 
quick. Our direct-to-you policy makes this amaz­
ing value possible.
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O NE COMPLETE WESTERN NOVEL 
BRANDED FOR BOOTH ILL . . . .  William A. Todd .

The reward spurred on the honest 
and the false—and paid off in death!
O NE COMPLETE WESTERN NOVELETTE 

FORTY-FIVE FRIENDSHIP . . . .  Jock Sterrett . .
Llano Jones carried the law on his square shoulders— 
and there was a mystery about his soft-voiced com­
mands that slopped the killers dead in their tracks!
O NE C O N TINU ED  WESTERN NOVEL 

STEPSON OF S A T A N ......................... C. William Harrison
In Six Parts— Part II
Grown to manhood, the brothers faced each other in harsh hatred 
with the desire to kill held in leash by only a slender thread!
THREE COMPLETE WESTERN STORIES 
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Shorty Masters, M. D. (for mule driver! passed' as a 
medico, and almost passed out of the world for keeps!
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They hanged the man, and he died. But hor­
rible as the actual fact was the unspoken words 
that passed between the sheriff and his victim!
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Serpent-singed at birth, the fangs of a 
diamond-back ruled his life— and death!
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e CHAT UIITH 
THE RfiflGf BOSS

T h e  d a y  y ou  b u y  t h i s  i s s u e ,  i f  y o u  

b u y  i t  o n  t i m e ,  i s  t h e  d a y  s p r i n g  h a s  

i t s  o f f i c i a l  o p e n i n g — a n d  t h a t ’ s  a  d a y  

o u r  h o p e s  a r e  a u t o m a t i c a l l y  r e ­

n e w e d  f o r  m o s t  o f  u s .  T h e  c h i e f  

r e a s o n  I  h a r p  l y r i c a l l y  a b o u t  s p r i n g  

i s  t h i s :  A t  a  t i m e  w h e n  m a n k i n d

i s  b e c o m i n g  m o r e  k i l l - c r a z y  e a c h  d a y ,  

w i t h  m a s s e s  o f  h u m a n s  s l a u g h t e r i n g  

o t h e r  m a s s e s  f o r  n o  s a n e  r e a s o n ,  i t ’ s  

c o m f o r t i n g  t o  r e a l i z e  t h a t  o l d  M a  

N a t u r e  p u r s u e s  h e r  r o u t i n e  i n  t h e  o l d  

s t e a d f a s t  m a n n e r — u s u a l l y  s e r e n e  i n  

h e r  c o u r s e ,  n e v e r  g o i n g  c o m p l e t e l y  

b e r s e r k .

O f  c o u r s e ,  n a t u r e  i s  a l w a y s  t h e  

e n e m y  o f  m a n  t o  s o m e  e x t e n t — b u t  

w h e n  i t  a c t s  u p  a n d  t a k e s  a  p o k e  a t  

h u m a n s  t h e r e ’ s  a l w a y s  a  s o u n d  r e a ­

s o n  f o r  i t .  W h e n  t h e r e ’ s  c o l d  a n d  

b l i z z a r d s  i t ’ s  b e c a u s e  t h e  s u n  c a n ’ t  

b e  s h i n i n g  h o t l y  e v e r y  p l a c e  a t  o n c e  

— t h a t ’ s  t h e  u n a v o i d a b l e  n a t u r e  o f  

t h e  s o l a r  s y s t e m .  W h e n  v o l c a n o e s  

s p o u t ,  i t ’ s  b e c a u s e  t h e  e a r t h ,  w h i c h  

w a s  o n c e  a  m o l t e n  m a s s ,  h a s n ’ t  

c o o l e d  i n s i d e  y e t .  F o r  e v e r y  o t h e r

c a n t a n k e r o u s  a c t i o n  i t  d i s p l a y s  

t h e r e ’ s  a l s o  a  s c i e n t i f i c  r e a s o n .

I n  g e n e r a l ,  n a t u r e  t r e a t s  m a n k i n d  

a  h e a p  b e t t e r  t h a n  m a n k i n d  t r e a t s  

i t s e l f .

E x c e p t  f o r  t h e  g r e e d ,  t r e a c h e r y ,  

c o w a r d i c e  a n d  f o o l i s h n e s s  o f  m e n ,  

t h e  W e s t  w o u l d  h a v e  d e v e l o p e d  

m o r e  r a p i d l y  a n d  m o r e  p l e a s a n t l y  

f o r  a l l  c o n c e r n e d .  I t s  h i s t o r y  

w o u l d n ’ t  h a v e  b e e n  s o  c o l o r f u l  a n d  

d r a m a t i c ,  p e r h a p s ,  b u t  t h e  s e t t l e r s  

w o u l d  h a v e  b e e n  m u c h  b e t t e r  o f f .

S e r e n i t y  i s  t o o  m u c h  t o  e x p e c t  o f  

a n y  f r o n t i e r  c o u n t r y ,  h o w e v e r .  A  

b i g  p e r c e n t a g e  o f  h u m a n s  s i n c e  t h e  

b e g i n n i n g  o f  t i m e  h a v e  h a d  w i d e  

s t r e a k s  o f  c o y o t e ,  p o l e c a t  a n d  r a t ­

t l e s n a k e  i n  ’ e m ,  a n d  f r o n t i e r s — n e w  

t e r r i t o r y  o p e n i n g  u p  t o  s e t t l e m e n t —  

i n v a r i a b l y  a t t r a c t  t h e  b i g g e s t  p e r ­

c e n t a g e  o f  t h e  b a d  s t o c k .  T h i s  s t o c k  

t a k e s  a d v a n t a g e  o f  t h e  c o n f u s i o n ,  

t h e  l a c k  o f  r e g u l a r  l a w  a n d  t h e  w e a k ­

n e s s  o f  t h o s e  w h o  a r e  p e a e e a b l e H t r y ^  

n a t u r e ,  o r  w h o  a r e  i n  t h e  m i n o r i t y  

a n d  n o t  w e l l  o r g a n i z e d  t o  f i g h t  b a c k .

E v e n  t h e  p r e h i s t o r i c  a n i m a l s ,  

t h o u g h  t h e y  f o u g h t  o t h e r  k i n d s  a t  

t i m e s ,  s e l d o m  f o u g h t  t h e i r  o w n  k i n d .  

A s  a  m a t t e r  o f  f a c t ,  t h e  o n l y  t w o  

l i v i n g  s p e c i e s  w h i c h  g a n g  t o g e t h e r  

i n  p a c k s  a n d  f i g h t  t h e i r  o w n  k i n d  

a r e — m e n  a n d  r a t s .  S c i e n t i f i c a l l y  

p r o v e n .

S p e a k i n ’  o f  p r e h i s t o r i c  a n i m a l s —  

I ’ m  r e m i n d e d  t h a t  a  p o e m  w e  p u b ­

l i s h e d  a w h i l e  b a c k  c a u s e d  s o m e  a c ­

t i v i t y  b e t w e e n  a  c o u p l e  o f  o u r  r e a d ­

e r s ,  o n e  o f  w h o m  p a s s e d  t h e  c o r r e ­

s p o n d e n c e  a l o n g  t o  m e .

D ear  R ange B o ss : In the December
16th issue of Wild West Weekly your ex­
ceptional bard, E. A. Brininstool, was per­
plexed at the forthcoming status of the 
folks at Steerville since they became con­
fused over the finding o f a prehistoric 
tooth.

I, too, am concerned, as I  have been a 
reader of Wild West for more than twenty 
years and really want to know what sort
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of critter the Steerville hombres might un­
cover to match the tooth they found.

In an effort to aid Poet Brininstool and 
lessen the anxiety of your faithful readers, 
I asked the help of Bob Christy of Lamar, 
Colorado. He has a hand in assembling 
some ancient bones from which he hopes 
to frame a dinosaur. Inclosed are my note 
to him (which was sent to him with a 
copy of the poem) and his reply to me— 
which is his personal determination of the 
source of the tooth that Smoky Thompson 
found (in the poem ).

Cordially,
W arren A nderson .

Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

H e r e ’ s  t h e  n o t e  M r .  A n d e r s o n  s e n t  

t o  t h e  s c i e n t i s t :

D ear C hristy  : What’s become of your
dinosaur?

Here’s another mystery! What, prehis­
toric beast was it Smoky found?

Curiously, A nderson.

, ; i  A n d  h e r e ’ s  t h e  s c i e n t i s t ’ s  r e p l y  t o  

t h e  q u e s t i o n :

■ D ear  A nderson :
In considerin’ the matter of the tooth that 

Smoky found,
We been snoopin’ and a-sneakin’ quite a 

little bit around;
And our ultimate conclusion, based on 

facts that are before us,
Is: The beast that owned this toothache 

was our friend Tyrannosaurus.
Scientifically, C h risty .

Lamar, Colorado.

M u c h  o b l i g e d ,  g e n t s .  W e ’ l l  t a k e  

y o u r  w o r d  f o r  i t .  F a c t  i s ,  b o n e s  o f  

l o n g - e x t i n c t  p r e h i s t o r i c  a n i m a l s  h a v e  

b e e n  f o u n d  i n  s e v e r a l  p a r t s  o f  t h e  

W e s t  a n d  a r e  h e l p i n g  t r a c e  t h e  h i s ­

t o r y  o f  t h a t  s e c t i o n  c l e a r  b a c k  t o  

d a y s  b e f o r e  m a n  e v e r  h a d  s e t  f o o t  

o n  t h i s  c o n t i n e n t .  A  m i g h t y  i n t e r ­

e s t i n g  s u b j e c t .  A r c h a e o l o g i s t s ,  b i o l o ­

g i s t s  a n d  o t h e r  s c i e n t i s t s  d o  a  h e a p  

o f  i m p o r t a n t  w o r k  w h i c h  i s n ’ t  h e a r d  

o f  m u c h ,  b e c a u s e  t h e y ’ r e  m o d e s t  m e n  

w h o  d o n ’ t  s e e k  t h e  s p o t l i g h t .

I  n o t i c e  o n  y o r e  l e t t e r h e a d  t h a t  

y o u  p u b l i s h  a  f l o u r - a n d - f e e d  m a g a ­

z i n e ,  S e n o r  A n d e r s o n ,  S p e a k s  w e l l

f o r  t h e  q u a l i t y  o f  t h e  3 W  c o n t e n t s  

w h e n  a  r i v a l  p u b l i s h e r  c h o o s e s  o u r  

m a g a z i n e  o v e r  o t h e r s  f o r  t w e n t y  

y e a r s .

H e r e ’ s  a  n o t e  f r o m  t h e  a u t h o r  o f  

“ B r a n d e d  F o r  B o o t h i l l , ”  o u r  c o m ­

p l e t e  n o v e l  i n  t h i s  i s s u e :

D ear R ange B o ss : I ’m glad that sev­
eral of the angles I incorporated with 
“ Branded For Boothill” are of a sort you 
never saw before in any Western .story. 
They’re well founded in fact and are legiti­
mate flavor, deriving as they do from one 
of the chief factors in the West’s devel­
opments. I sincerely hope none of your 
readers will cheat himself by looking ahead 
for the mystery’s answer.

Glad you considered it my best story to 
date. I  aim to make each better than the 
last. But authors, being human, can’t al­
ways do a better job than last time. If 
we can do it most of the time, we’re lucky. 
Besides, if we reached perfection, there’d 
be nothing left for which to strive. (I 
never saw one, or heard of one, who ap­
proached perfection!)

Sincerely,
W il l ia m  A . T odd.

L o o k i n ’  i n t o  m y  c r y s t a l  b a l l ,  I  s e e  

t h a t  n e x t  w e e k  w e ’ r e  p r e s e n t i n g  a  

g r e a t  f a v o r i t e  o f  y o u r s  i n  a  b a n g - u p  

l o n g  c o m p l e t e  s t o r y — “ W h i t e  W o l f ’ s  

S n a k e - f a n g  C l u e , ”  b y  H a l  D u n n i n g .  

W h i t e  W o l f  a l w a y s  c o m e s  t h r o u g h  i n  

a  r o u s i n g  p u l s e - p o u n d e r  w i t h  a  g o o d  

p l o t .  T h e  C i r c l e  J  b o y s  a r e  b a c k  i n  

a  s e a s o n a l  s t o r y  c a l l e d  “ S m a r t  G u n s  

A n d  A n  A p r i l  F o o l . ”  C o m i c a l  o l d  

B u c k  F o s t e r  g e t s  t a n g l e d  u p  i n  a n  

A p r i l  F o o l  p r a n k  t h a t  l e a d s  t o  

s t r a n g e  a n d  e x c i t i n g  d o i n ’ s .  T h e  

r e a d i n ’  h o m b r e  w h o  m i s s e s  t h i s  y a r n  

i s  a  k i n d  o f  A p r i l  F o o l  h i m s e l f ,  t a k e  

i t  f r o m  m e .  A l s o ,  w e  g i v e  y o u  f i n e  

s t o r i e s  b y  s u c h  o l d  f a v o r i t e s  a s  N e l s e  

A n d e r s o n ,  A n d r e w  A .  G r i f f i n ,  C h u c k  

M a r t i n  a n d  o t h e r s .

K e e p  y o r e  n e c k s  o u t  o f  h a n g -  

n o o s e s  t i f f  a f t e r  n e x t  w e e k  a t  l e a s t .  

I t ’ s  a  p l u m b  b r i g h t  i s s u e  a n d  t h e y  

d o n ’ t  s e l l  W W W  o n  S a t a n ’ s  s p r e a d .  

Hasta la vista. T he R ange Boss.



ITRA/NED  
THESE M EN

cl^zheme
THAT I CAN TR A IN  YOU 

AT HOME FOR. A

Goad
*  i t  R a d io  _

$10 TO $20 W E E K  IN  
S PA R E  T IM E

" I  repaired many Radio 
seta when I was on my 
tenth lesson and 1 have 
made enough money to pay 

L J h '- '^ a a  for my Radio course and 
■  m  H  also my instruments. 1 
^  really don't see how you
can glte so much for such a small 
amount of money. I made $600 in a 
year and a half, and I have made an 
average of $10 to $20 a week— just 
spare tim e.”

JO H N  JE R R Y
1329 Arapahoe S t.. Denver, Colo.

D O U B L E D  S A L A R Y  IN  
3 M O NTH S

"Shortly  after I started 
the N .R .I . Course I be­
gan teaching Radio classes 
at the Sparton School of 
Aeronautics. After • five 
months 1 was given a 
chance to join the Am eri­
can Airlines at a salary double that 
which I  received from the school."

A . T. B R O T H ER S  
1130 Ocean Park Blvd. 
Santa Monica. Calif.

M - M  $200 TO $300 A M O NTH
IM&Wim IN  OWN B U S IN E S S  

"F o r  the last two years 
I have been in business 
for myself, making be­
tween $200 and $300 a 
month. Business has stead­
ily increased. I have 
N .R .I . to thank for my 

start in this Held.”
A R U E  J. F R O E H N E R  

800 W. Texas A re ., Goose Creek, Texas

Clip the coupon and mail It. I ’m cer­
tain I can train you at home in your | 
spare time to be a Radio Technician I 
I will send you a sample lesson free. 
Examine it, read it. see how clear 
and easy it is to understand. Judge 
for yourself whether my course is 
planned to help you get a good job in 
Radio, a young, growing field with a 
future. You don’t need to give up 
your present job, or spend a lot of 
money to become a Radio Technician.
I train you at home in your spare I 
time.
Why Many Radio Technicians Make ' 

L$30, $ 4 0 , $ 5 0  a W eek
Radio broadcasting stations employ 
engineers, operators, technicians. 
Radio manufacturers employ test­
ers, inspectors, foremen, service­
men in good-pay jobs. Radio jobbers, 
dealers, employ installation and serv­
ice men. Many Radio Technicians 
open their own Radio sales and re­
pair businesses and make $30, $40, 
$50 a week. Others hold their regu­
lar jobs and make $5 to $10 a week 
fixing Radios in spare time. Auto­
mobile, police, aviation, commercial 
Radio; loudspeaker systems, elec­
tronic devices, are other fields offer­
ing opportunities for which N. R. I. 
gives the required knowledge of Ra­
dio. Television promises to open good 
jobs soon.
Many Make $ 5 , $ 1 0  a W eek Extra 

in Spare Time While Learning
The day you enroll, I start sending you Extra 
Money Job Sheets which start showing you how 
to do Radio repair jobs. Throughout your

Course I send plans and directions which have 
helped many make $2<M) to $300 a year in spare 
time while learning. I send special Radio equip­
ment to conduct experiments and build circuit*. 
The 50-30 training method makes learning at homo 
interesting, fascinating, practical. 1 ALRO G IV E  
Y O U  A  M O D E R N , P R O F E S S IO N A L  A L L -W A Y K . 
A L L -P U R P O S E  SET S E R V IC IN G  IN S T R U ­
M E N T  to help you make more money fixing Radio* 
white learning and equip you for full time work 
after you graduate.

Find Out What Radio Offers You
Act today. M ail the coupon for Sample Lesson 
and my 64 -page Book, "R ic h  Rewards in Radio.”  
They point out Radio's spare time and full tiro* 
opportunities and those coming in Television; tell 
about my course In Radio and Television: show 
letters from men l  have trained telling what they 
are doing and earning. Read my money back agree­
ment. Find out what Radio offers Y O U ! M A IL  
COUPON- in an envelope, or paste on a postcard 
— N O W !

J. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute, Dept. OCD 

Washington, D. C.

citr

GOOD FOR BOTH SAMPtE LESSON FREE
J. E. Smith, President. National Radio Institute |
Dept OCD, Washington, D. C.

Dear M r. Sm ith: Send me F R E E , without obligation, a
Sample Lesson and 64 -page book "R ic h  Rewards in Radio ■
which tells about Radio's spare time and full time opportunl- I
ties and how I can train at home for them. No salesman .«
will call. (W rite P lainly).

a
i  
a 
■



I full-color pictures.
THE SHADOW

America's most popular mystery charac­
ter— the Nemesis of Crime.

DOC SAVAGE
The adventures of the original super­
man— the gigantic scientific fighting 
hero.

IRON MUNRO
The Astounding Man, born on Jupiter, 
adventures In new worlds of strange 
peoples.

NICK CARTER
America's famous supersleuth— hero of 
M G M ’s latest feature picture. 

HORATIO ALGER, JR.
Alger’s most beloved characters, appear 
month after month in an exciting adven­
turous series. There are many others, 
also.

Every character pictured in full 
color. Every story new, original— the 
first time ever printed.

If your local newsdealer cannot 
supply you send us his name and ad­
dress with your dime and we will mail 
your copy to you.

CENT S
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A u t h o r , o ff “ Q iU m d a n  fy a + U fi, "  e tc .

What evil curse lay la the clay at that rusty can— what 
weird power made Rainy Dey the unluckiest and most 
hounded puncher on that whole greed-maddened range?

T he dead man had slumped from 
his chair onto the table, like one 
who had tired at his task of writ­
ing and had gone to sleep.

In the snowbound altitude of the 
Rainbow Mountains he had frozen 
into a grotesque sculpture. His 
wrinkled face was blue as glacial ice.
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S t i f f  s t r a n d s  o f  g r a y  h a i r  h u n g  l i k e  

s t a l a c t i t e s  o v e r  s i g h t l e s s  e y e s .  B e ­

s i d e  h i s  c r a m p e d  r i g h t  f i n g e r s  l a y  a  

l e a d - n o s e d  b u l l e t  t h a t  h a d  s e r v e d  a s  

a  p e n c i l ,  w h i l e  h i s  l e f t  h a n d  w a s  

r e a c h i n g  t o w a r d  a  c a n  f i l l e d  w i t h  d r y  

r e d  c l a y .

T h a t  c a n ,  a c c o r d i n g  t o  a  m e s s a g e  

s c r a w l e d  o n  b r o w n  s t o r e  p a p e r ,  w a s  

w o r t h  t e n  t h o u s a n d  d o l l a r s  t o  t h e  

f i n d e r .

T h e  t h r e e  r i d e r s  w h o  h a d  s o u g h t  

s h e l t e r  i n  t h e  a b a n d o n e d  t r a p p e r ’ s  

c a b i n ,  s t i r r e d  r e s t l e s s l y  f r o m  t h e  

s p e l l  o f  t h e i r  d i s c o v e r y .

“ H e  w a s  l o c o  w h e n  h e  w r o t e  

t h a t , ”  s a i d  t h e  t a l l e s t  m a n  w i t h  s u d ­

d e n  a n n o y a n c e .  “ T h e  j o k e  a i n ’ t  

f u n n y . ”

“ T h e  c a n  d o n ’ t  w e i g h  e n o u g h  t o  

b e  f u l l  o f  t h a t  m u c h  g o l d , ”  t h e  s e c ­

o n d  p u t  i n  b l u n t l y .

T h e  t h i r d  t o o k  u p  a  n o t c h  i n  t h e  

b e l t  o f  h i s  l e a t h e r  c h a p s .

“ G o l d  i s n ’ t  t h e  o n l y  t h i n g  w o r t h  

'"• ’m o n e y , ”  h e  r e m a r k e d .  “ Y o u  b o y s  

d i d n ’ t  g e t  t h e  f u l l  d r i f t  o f  t h e  l e t t e r .  

I ’ l l  r e a d  i t  a g a i n . ”

O f  t h e  t r i o ,  h e  a l o n e  c o u l d  h a v e  

p a s s e d  t h e  c l o s e  s c r u t i n y  o f  t h e  l a w  

w i t h o u t  c h i l l  a l a r m .  H i s  n a m e  w a s  

R a i n y  D e y ,  a n d  t h r o u g h o u t  c a t t l e  

c o u n t r y  h e  w a s  f a m o u s  f o r  h a r d  

l u c k .  N o  r a n c h e r  o r  r o d e o  r i n g ­

m a s t e r  w a n t e d  a n y  p a r t  o f  t h e  h a r d ­

m u s c l e d  y o u n g  m a n  w i t h  t h e  t o w  

h a i r  a n d  c o l d  b l u e  e y e s .  S t o r i e s  

a b o u t  h i m  w e r e  f a s t  b e c o m i n g  l e g ­

e n d .

H e  h a d  b e e n  b o r n  t h e  n i g h t  o f  a  

c h i n o o k  t h a t  s e n t  r i v e r s  f l o o d i n g  

t h e i r  b a n k s  a n d  w i p i n g  o u t  v a l l e y  

r a n c h e s  a n d  c a v i n g  m i n e s .  A s  a  

s c h o o l  k i d ,  h e  h a d  b e e n  f i r s t  t o  t a k e  

d o w n  w i t h  s c a r l e t  f e v e r ,  a n d  t h e  

t o w n  b l a m e d  h i m  f o r  s t a r t i n g  a  

p l a g u e  t h a t  s w e p t  t w o  S t a t e s .  L a t e r  

b i s  f a t h e r  h a d  s e n t  h i m  u p  t h e  m a r ­

k e t  t r a i l  w i t h  a  s p o o k y  h e r d  t h a t  

s t a m p e d e d  a n d  k i l l e d  n e a r l y  a , d o z e n

r i d e r s .  I f  a  p r a i r i e  f i r e  c o l o r e d  t h e  

n i g h t  s k y ,  g r a n g e r s  b e t  m o n e y  t h a t  

R a i n y  D e y  w a s  i n  t h e  n e i g h b o r h o o d .

I t  w a s  j u s t  o n e  b a d  b r e a k  a f t e r  

a n o t h e r  a l l  h i s  y o u n g  l i f e ,  s o  t h a t  

n o w  R a i n y  w a s  h a r d  u p  a n d  d e s p e r ­

a t e  a b o u t  h i s  l o t ,  o n  t h e  v e r g e  o f  

o u t l a w r y  a n d  r i d i n g  t h e  b a c k  t r a i l s  

w i t h  t w o  o u t c a s t s  w h o  d i d  n o t  k n o w  

h i s  t r u e  i d e n t i t y .

A s  h e  r e a d  t h e  c o r p s e ’ s  l e t t e r ,  a  

d r e a d  f e e l i n g  s w e p t  h i m  t h a t  f a t e  

o n c e  a g a i n  w a s  d e a l i n g  f r o m  t h e  

b o t t o m  o f  t h e  p a c k .  T h e  m e s s a g e  

r a n :

To Whom It May Concern:
I don’t think my heart is going to hold 

out for the rest of the trip down. You will 
find an old tomato can in my coat pocket. 
Handle it with utmost care. By no means 
try to dig out the clay, or a horrible mis­
fortune will befall you. Take this can to 
Dr. Rawlings in Center City, Arizona, and 
you will be rewarded to the extent of ten 
thousand dollars. Again I warn you not 
to tamper with the clay. The can is valu­
able to only Dr. Rawlings, who is a square- 
shooter. Best of luck.

C harles B radley .

F i n i s h e d  w i t h  t h e  r e a d i n g ,  R a i n y  

D e y  l i f t e d  h i s  e y e s  t o  t h e  t w o  m e n  

w h o m  h e  h a d  m e t  a t  a  w h i s k e y  p e d ­

d l e r ’ s  s h a c k  a t  t h e  A r i z o n a - U t a h  

b o r d e r .

“ Y o u  s e e , ”  R a i n y  s a i d  p o i n t e d l y ,  

“ i t  d o e s n ’ t  s a y  w h a t ’ s  i n  t h e  c a n .  

W e  j u s t  h a v e  t o  t a k e  h i s  w o r d  a b o u t  

t h e  r e w a r d . ”

T h e  t a l l e r  o f  t h e  p a i r ,  L o o p  E d ­

w a r d s ,  s c o w l e d  d a r k l y .  W a n t e d  f o r  

k i l l i n g  a  p u n c h e r  i n  a  s a l o o n  b r a w l ,  

h e  t r u s t e d  n o  m a n .  A  g a m b l e r  b y  

p r o f e s s i o n ,  h i s  h a r d  l i f e  h a d  l e f t  i n ­

d e l i b l e  p r i n t s  i n  h i s  l o n g ,  t h i n  f a c e .  

H e  w a s  u n s h a v e n  a n d  c a k e d  w i t h  

m u d  f r o m  a  l o n g  w e e k  o f  d o d g i n g  

a  p o s s e .  H i s  f i n e  b l a c k  b r o a d c l o t h  

s u i t  w a s  r u i n e d .

T h e  o t h e r  m a n ,  C h i c a g o ,  w a s  o b ­

v i o u s l y  t h e  g a m b l e r ’ s  s t o o g e .  S m a l l ,  

b o w l e g g e d ,  w i t h  a  t i g h t  l i t t l e  t w i s t e d
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face, he had been an Eastern jockey 
in his time, and had drifted West in 
empty cattle cars. His checkered 
pants tucked into embossed cow 
boots, his beaded buckskin coat and 
ten-gallon sombrero with a fancy 
rattlesnake band were muddy but 
still flashy enough to frighten a team 
into bolting.

It was plain to Rainy what was 
passing through their minds. Ten 
thousand dollars was not chicken 
feed. So why split it three ways? 
And what was inside that rusty can 
to make it so valuable to the Dr. 
Rawlings in Center City? Perhaps 
the map of a new gold strike worth 
millions. Perhaps a thick roll of 
c u r r e n c y .

Loop Edwards drew his thin lips 
down in a hard grin.

“ If the can is worth anything,’' he 
said, “ it's the same opened or un­
opened. Dig out the clay and we'll 
find if the stranger’s lying."

“ You’ve got a head on your 
shoulders," Chicago chuckled. 
“ There's something inside the can 
that he don’t want us to know. 
How can we be sure the Rawlings 
gent will pay us in Center City?”

Rainy was no tenderfoot. He had 
been cleaned out in too many poker 
games not to know when a deal was 
crooked, and now he felt a certain 
signal pass between Loop and Chi­
cago. His cut in the reward would 
be more than three thousand dol­
lars, money that might put him back 
on his feet again to lick the jinx that 
followed him. He couldn’t trust his 
present luck in a wild gamble to win 
more than the dead man promised 
him.

“ I’m in favor of carrying out the 
instructions,” Rainy argued. “ That 
man wasn’t the kind who would let 
a lie live after him. Look at the 
way he wrote, like a smart school­
teacher. He’s paying off for more

than the job is worth. Even a hun­
dred bucks would be enough for de­
livering that can."

Loop Edwards flashed a tawny 
glance at Chicago, who drew the 
makings from his pocket and then 
fumbled for a match.

“ You’re outvoted two to one, 
partner,” Loop said to Rainey, as 
Chicago turned to the cold fireplace 
in pretended search of matches for 
his smoke. “ But we’ll play square 
with you. We open the can. You 
get your third split, no matter what 
happens. I've got some money 
cached farther down south. How 
does that suit you?”

t

RAIN Y DEY

Rainy saw that he was being jock­
eyed into a position where he’d be 
caught between the crossfire of the 
two men. Chicago was moving 
around behind him. Loop’s promise 
of payment was worthless. The pair 
would just as soon murder him as 
not. No matter what decision,he 
made, his life was threatened. It 
was the same old story to him.

A wild rebellion surged through 
Rainy Dey. Suddenly he was fed 
up with everything— with being the 
goat in every tragedy, with being 
broke, down and out, with stumbling
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from one bog of hard luck to an­
other. He hated his existence. He 
hated this cunning pair in the worm- 
eaten cabin. He was better off dead 
than alive. But he wasn’t going to 
cash his chips without making the 
dealers pay the full price.

With a burst of rage he leaped 
back.

“ Don’t try to sneak a gun, Chi­
cago!”  he cried. “ I don’t trust you, 
Loop. You’ve got no money cached 
down— ”

There was no time to finish his 
accusation.

Loop Edwards had ducked low to 
the floor. He started to dodge be­
hind the frozen corpse at the table. 
His long right arm was whipping 
u n d e r  the left l a p e l  o f  his coat, where 
a  jjide-out holster held a . 4 5 - c a l i b e r  

sik-gun. He w a s  no man to argue, 
or to give a  sucker a n  even break. 
Loop w a s  the kind who killed with­
out w a r n i n g .

""^ ‘Take him, Chicago!” Loop called 
for aid as Rainy dodged.

But things were happening too 
swiftly for the flashily dressed runt. 
Chicago was caught in the open. 
The heavy gun heft about his hips 
and the weighted holster were more 
for show than service. He made an 
awkward stab to draw, sucking in 
his breath with a gasp of fear.

Rainy’s hand was trained to find 
his weapon even in the dark. Years 
of range experience came to his aid. 
His fingers snatched at the walnut 
butt of the six-gun he had carried 
since he was old enough to herd 
stock. He darted to the left to get 
out of the line of fire of Loop, hiding 
behind the table and the dead man. 
With a twist of his wrist he trig­
gered at the awkward Chicago, and 
Chicago screamed in agony, his right 
arm gouged by hot lead.

Rainy was not through. Like a 
whiffing longhorn maverick, he hit

the table, catching the rim with a 
free hand and hurling it over with 
the dead man. The chair, corpse, and 
table fell down on Loop Edwards. 
Caught like a rat in a trap, the gam­
bler shouted in panic:

“ Hold it, cowboy! Don’t shoot!” 
Rainy’s smoking weapon was 

waiting for him to crawl out.
“ Toss the hardware clear. Loop,” 

he instructed breathlessly. “ That's 
it. Now stay where you arc.” He 
glanced at Chicago, who was on the 
floor, doubled up with pain. “ Crawl 
into the corner,” Rainy ordered 
harshly. “ You’re lucky I didn't put 
that bullet through your brisket.” 

“ Listen, cowboy,” Loop called. 
“ We got no fight with you. I would 
split you into the deal.”

Rainy bent to pick up the guns 
on the floor.

“ Sure, you would have split me 
in,”  he said harshly. “ But you for­
get about the share of another hand 
in this game. The dead horn l ire. 
So I ’m going to deal from now on.” 

Chicago groaned. “ My arm’s 
busted! I ’m dying!”

Rainy moved to the clay-filled to­
mato can, lifted it from the floor, 
weighing it in his hand.

“ I ’ll leave your guns with your 
horses down the trail below the 
snow,”  he said. “ If you want your 
cut in the reward, Dr. Rawlings will 
he keeping it in Center City. But 
don’t ever cross my trail again, boys. 
You might be curious about who 
you ran into. Well, the name is 
Rainy Dey, and it sure turned out 
to be hard luck for you both.” 

“ What?”  Loop Edwards shouted. 
“ You mean the jinxed saddle 
tramp?”

Rainy had backed out the door, 
lie  pulled it shut, locked it with a 
wooden pin and turned to the three 
saddle broncs standing in the snow. 
Swinging to the pinto, he hazed the
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r o a n  a n d  s o r r e l  a h e a d  o f  h i m ,  s t r i k ­

i n g  d o w n  t h e  w i d e  w h i t e  s h e l f  w h e r e  

a  t r a i l  w a s  b l a z e d  o n  t h e  s c r u b  p i n e  

t r e e s .

C H A P T E R  I I .

OUTLAW ED.

IT  w a s  t w o  n i g h t s  a n d  t w o  d a y s  o f  

h a r d  r i d i n g ,  c h a n g i n g  h o r s e s  a t  

r a n c h e s  a n d  s m a l l  t o w n s ,  b e f o r e  

R a i n y  t r o t t e d  t h r o u g h  t h e  n o o n d a y  

s u n  i n t o  C e n t e r  C i t y .  H e  h a d  l e f t  

L o o p ’ s  a n d  C h i c a g o ’ s  b r o n c s  b e l o w  

t h e  s n o w  l i n e  i n  o r d e r  t o  g i v e  h i m ­

s e l f  a  g o o d  s i x - h o u r  s t a r t  o n  t h e m ;  

s o  R a i n y  w a s  c o n f i d e n t  t h a t  h e  h a d  

a  c l e a r  f i e l d  f o r  a c t i o n .  H e  h a d  

t r a d e d  h i s  s o o g a n s  f o r  a  m e a l  a t  o n e  

p l a c e ;  h i s  w a t c h  a n d  e x t r a  c a r t r i d g e  

h a d  g o n e  i n  a  h o r s e  s w a p  a t  a n ­

o t h e r .

P i n c h e d  w i t h  h u n g e r  a n d  g a u n t  

f r o m  l a c k  o f  r e s t ,  t h e  p u n c h e r  t u r n e d  

i n t o  t h e  m a i n  s t r e e t  o f  t h e  r a i l r o a d -  

j u n c t i o n  t o w n .  H i s  r e d - r i m m e d  e y e s  

s e a r c h e d  t h e  s i g n s  p a i n t e d  o n  t h e  

f a l s e  f r o n t s  o f  t h e  b u i l d i n g s .  H e  

h a l t e d  b e f o r e  t h e  p l a n k  s i d e w a l k  i n  

f r o n t  o f  a  s a l o o n ,  w h e r e  a  g r o u p  o f  

m e n  s t o o d  t a l k i n g .

“ C a n  a n y  o f  y o u  t e l l  m e  w h e r e  t o  

f i n d  D r .  R a w l i n g s ? ”

T h e y  e y e d  h i m  s u s p i c i o u s l y .  U n ­

s h a v e n ,  c o v e r e d  w i t h  d u s t ,  r i d i n g  a  

m u d - c a k e d  m u s t a n g ,  R a i n y  c o u l d  b e  

o n l y  a  m e s s e n g e r  o f  t r o u b l e .  M e n  

c a m e  i n  a  h u r r y  t o  f i n d  d o c t o r s  t o  

c u r e  b u l l e t  w o u n d s ,  t o  s a v e  t h e  s i c k ,  

a n d  h e l p  t h e  i n j u r e d .  H e  w a s  a  

s t r a n g e r ,  a n d  y e t  h e  k n e w  t h e  n a m e  

o f  a  m a n  w h o  p r a c t i c e d  m e d i c i n e  i n  

C e n t e r  C i t y .

A  g a n g l y  l o a f e r  w i t h  a  j a w  w a r p e d  

f r o m  a  t o b a c c o  c h a w  c u f f e d  b a c k  h i s  

f l o p p y - b r i m m e d  h a t .

“ R a w l i n g s  i s  i n  j a i l , ”  h e  t o l d  

R a i n y .

“ J a i l ! ”  t h e  p u n c h e r  e x c l a i m e d .  

T h e  s i d e w a l k  g r o u p  o f f e r e d  n o t h ­

i n g  f u r t h e r .  A f t e r  h e  w a s  g o n e ,  t h e y  

w o u l d  c h u c k l e  o v e r  h i s  s u r p r i s e .  H i s  

b u s i n e s s  w a s  n o t  t h e i r s .

R a i n y  d r e w  h i s  m u s t a n g  a w a y  

f r o m  t h e  g u t t e r ,  s p u r r e d  i t  d o w n  t h e  

s t r e e t ,  d e e p l y  w o r r i e d .  A  b l o c k  

a w a y  s t o o d  a  s q u a r e  c e m e n t  b u i l d ­

i n g  t h a t  c o u l d  n o t  b e  m i s t a k e n ,  a n d  

i t s  b a r r e d  w i n d o w s  m a d e  R a i n y  r e ­

m e m b e r  t h a t  m o r e  t h a n  o n e  s h e r i f f  

h a d  o r d e r e d  h i m  t o  l e a v e  t o w n  o n  

p e n a l t y  o f  a r r e s t  f o r  v a g r a n c y .  W i t h  

m i s g i v i n g s ,  h e  p u l l e d  u p  t o  t h e  

h i t c h i n g  p o s t  a n d  s w u n g  d o w n .

“ I ’ l l  g i v e  t h e  l a w  a  f a k e  n a m e , ”  

h e  t o l d  h i m s e l f .  “ T h e n  h e  w o n ’ t  

k n o w  m e .  I t ’ s  m y  o n l y  b e t . ”

LOOP EDW ARDS

B r a c i n g  h i s  s h o u l d e r s  f o r  c o n f i ­

d e n c e ,  R a i n y  p u s h e d  t h r o u g h  t h e  

j a i l  d o o r  i n t o  a  s m a l l  r o o m  f u r n i s h e d  

w i t h  b e n c h ,  c h a i r  a n d  d e s k .  B e h i n d  

t h e  d e s k  s a t  a  b a l d - h e a d e d  m a n  w i t h  

a , h a r d ,  f l a t  f a c e .  I f  h e  h a d  h e a r d  

R a i n y  d i s m o u n t  o u t s i d e ,  h e  w a s  

w a i t i n g  g r i m l y ,  a s  i f  e x p e c t i n g  b a d  

n e w s .

“ I ’ m  l o o k i n g  f o r  a  g e n t  c a l l e d  

R a w l i n g s , ”  R a i n y  s a i d  b o l d l y .
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T h e  s h e r i f f  j u d g e d  h i m  w i t h  c o l d  

g r a y  eyes. “ A r e  y o u  a  l a w y e r ? ”

“ N o , ”  R a i n y  r e p l i e d .  “ D o  y o u  

m e a n  h e ’ s  l o c k e d  u p  o n  s o m e  

c h a r g e ? ”

“ M u r d e r , ”  t h e  l a w m a n  s a i d  i n  a  

b r i t t l e  t o n e .

R a i n y  c a u g h t ,  h i s  b r e a t h .  “ M u r ­

d e r ?  I  t h o u g h t  h e  w a s  a  d o c t o r . ”

T h e  s h e r i f f ’ s  l i p s  t w i s t e d  i n  a  h a r d  

g r i n .

“ T h a t ’ s  w h a t  a  l o t  o f  f o l k s  

t h o u g h t , ”  h e  s a i d .  “ B u t  h e  t u r n e d  

o u t  t o  b e  a  f a k e — j u s t  a  d o u b l e ­

c r o s s i n g  h o r s e  d o c t o r  w ' h o  t r i e d  p r a c ­

t i c i n g  o n  h u m a n  b e i n g s .  Y o u  

c o u l d n ’ t  h a v e  b e e n  o n e  o f  t h e m ,  

c o u l d  y o u ,  s t r a n g e r ? ”

T h e  q u e s t i o n  w a s  h a r m l e s s  

e n o u g h ,  b u t  t h e  w a y  t h e  l a w m a n  

s a i d  i t  t o l d  R a i n y  t h a t  a  c l e v e r  c r o s s -  

e x a m i n a t i o n  h a d  b e g u n .  T h e  

p u n c h e r  w o u l d  h a v e  a  t o u g h  t i m e  

p f o y i n g  h i m s e l f  i n n o c e n t  o f  a n y  

c r i m e .  H i s  o n l y  a l i b i s  w e r e  L o o p  

E d w a r d s  a n d  C h i c a g o ,  w h o  c e r t a i n l y  

w o u l d  n o t  f a c e  a  s h e r i f f .  B r o k e ,  

f r i e n d l e s s ,  R a i n y  d e c i d e d  i t  b e s t  t o  

r e t r e a t .

“ N o ,  t h e r e ’ s  n o t h i n g  w r o n g  w i t h  

m e , ”  h e  s a i d  n e r v o u s l y .  “ I ’ m  a c t i n g  

a s  a  s o r t  o f  m e s s e n g e r  f o r  s o m e ­

b o d y  e l s e .  P e r h a p s  t h e r e ’ s  a n o t h e r  

d o c t o r  i n  t o w n  w h o  w i l l  d o ? ”  h e  

s u g g e s t e d .  “ W h o  d i d  R a w l i n g s  

k i l l ? ”

T h e  s h e r i f f ’ s  e y e s  w e r e  a s  s h a r p  

a s  a  l y n x .

“ F e l l o w  c a l l e d  C h a r l e s  B r a d l e y , ”  

h e  r e p l i e d  s l o w l y .  “ K n o w  h i m ? ”

“ B r a d l e y ? ”  R a i n y  g u l p e d .  “ C a n ’ t  

s a y  I  e v e r  k n e w  h i m .  D o e s  h e  l i v e  

i n  t o w n ? ”

“ Y o u ’r e  p r e t t y  c u r i o u s ,  a i n ’ t  y o u ,  

s t r a n g e r ? ”  t h e  l a w m a n  i n q u i r e d .  “ I  

r e c k o n  I ’ l l  l e t  y o u  t a l k  t o  R a w l i n g s .  

H e ’ s  w a i t i n g  f o r  a  w a d d y  o f  y o u r  

d e s c r i p t i o n  t o  t u r n  u p  w i t h  a  r u s t y  

t o m a t o  c a n  f u l l  o f —  D o n ’ t  t r y  t o  

d r a w ! ”

T h e  s h e r i f f ’ s  h a n d  c a m e  u p  f r o m  

h i s  l a p  a s  R a i n y  s t e p p e d  b a c k  i n  

a l a r m .  A  c o c k e d  . 4 5  c o v e r e d  t h e  

c o w b o y .  H e  w a s  c a u g h t ,  a n d  h e  

k n e w  i t .  T h r o u g h  h i s  m i n d  f l a s h e d  

a  v i s i o n  o f  L o o p  a n d  C h i c a g o .  T h e y  

c o u l d n ’ t  h a v e  b e a t e n  h i m  t o  C e n t e r  

C i t y .  B u t  t h e y  h a d  o t h e r  m e a n s .  

T h e y  e v i d e n t l y  k n e w  t h e  c o u n t r y .  

T h e y  c o u l d  h a v e  c u t  d o w n  f r o m  t h e  

R a i n b o w  M o u n t a i n s  t o  a  c l o s e r  

t o w n ,  w h e r e  a  t e l e g r a p h  t a p p e d  a  

w a r n i n g  t o  C e n t e r  C i t y ’ s  s h e r i f f .

R a i n y ’ s  a r m s  l i f t e d  s l o w l y .

“ Y e s ,  I ’ v e  g o t  t h e  c a n , ”  t h e  c o w ­

b o y  s a i d  w i t h  h a r d  a n g e r ,  “ b u t  I ’ v e  

a l s o  g o t  a  l e t t e r  f r o m  C h a r l e s  B r a d ­

l e y  t h a t  w i l l  c l e a r  R a w l i n g s  o f  a n y  

c h a r g e  a g a i n s t  h i m .  B r a d l e y  d i e d  

o f  h e a r t  f a i l u r e .  H i s  b o d y  i s  f r o z e n  

i n  a  c a b i n  a t o p  t h e  R a i n b o w  M o u n ­

t a i n s .  I  d o n ’ t  k n o w  a n y t h i n g  a b o u t  

R a w l i n g s  b e i n g  a  f a k e  d o c t o r .  

Y o u ’ v e  b e e n  b l u f f e d  i n t o  a  f a k e  m u r ­

d e r ,  s h e r i f f . ”

T h e  l a w  o f  C e n t e r  C i t y  r o s e  f r o m  

t h e  c h a i r  b e h i n d  t h e  d e s k .

“ W e ’ l l  s e e  a b o u t  t h a t ,  R a i n y , ”  h e  

c h u c k l e d .  “ T u r n  a r o u n d  a n d  u n ­

b u c k l e  y o u r  h a r d w a r e .  Y o u  c a n ’ t  

r i d e  w i t h  a  m a n  c a l l e d  L o o p  E d ­

w a r d s  a n d  c h a n g e  y o u r  l u c k .  S t e p  

l i v e l y .  I ’ l l  a l s o  t a k e  t h a t  r u s t y  c a n  

a n d  t h e  l e t t e r  y o u  f o r c e d  C h a r l e s  

B r a d l e y  t o  w r i t e  b e f o r e  y o u  f r o z e  

h i m  i n  a  s n o w s l i d e .  K e e p  t h o s e  

a r m s  u p . ”

T h e  s h e r i f f ’ s  m a n n e r  b o a s t e d  t h a t  

h e  k n e w  h i s  p r i s o n e r ’ s  r e p u t a t i o n ,  

t h a t  t h e r e  w a s  n o  h o p e  f o r  t h e  

p u n c h e r ,  t h a t  a c q u a i n t a n c e  w i t h  

L o o p  E d w a r d s  w a s  s u f f i c i e n t  e v i ­

d e n c e  t o  c o n v i c t  h i m  o f  a n y  c r i m e .

R a i n y  D e y  t e n s e d  l i k e  a  b r o n c  

a b o u t  t o  f e e l  t h e  d r o p  o f  a  s a d d l e  t o  

i t s  b a c k .  T h i s  w a s  t h e  e n d  o f  t h e  

t r a i l  f o r  h i m — t h e  l a s t  t r i c k  t h a t  f a t e  

c o u l d  p l a y .  T h e  j i n x  t h a t  d o g g e d  

h i m  w o u l d  n o t  b e  c o n t e n t  u n t i l  i t  

s e n t  h i m  t o  t h e  g a l l o w s .  H e  h a d  a l -
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ways gambled fair and square with 
his fellow men, but they constantly 
cheated him, just as the.hard-boiled 
sheriff of Center City was cheating 
him now.

“ I can’t keep my arms up and un­
buckle my gun belt at the same 
time, sheriff,”  Rainy said harshly. 
“ Make up your mind. You seem to 
know my reputation. What makes 
you so worried about a prisoner with 
my hard luck?"

The lawman came closer, his 
cocked weapon aimed for the cow­
boy’s belly.

“ I ain’t taking chances ever," the 
sheriff growled. “ You’ve got a way 
of talking that I don’t like. Turn 
around and move to the wall. I ’ll 
pull your stinger from the holster 
myself.”

“ As you say," Rainy chuckled, “ f 
never froze the Bradley man in any 
snowslide, I got nothing to worry 
about."

He started to turn, his feet shift­
ing. But he was quick. His right 
boot came up from the floor with the 
speed of a steel trap. The toe struck 
the sheriff's gun, knocking it upward 
as it crashed a shot into the ceiling. 
The lawman leaped back. But 
Rainy sprang at him, ducking un­
der the down-chop of the sheriff's 
smoking weapon. Rainy sent two 
jolting blows into the man’s brisket. 
The sheriff's cry of pain was choked 
off as the wind went out of him. 
Rainy smashed him across the jaw, 
hurling him senseless to the planks.

The action was so swift that 
Rainy was acting more bv impulse 
than planned thought. It was like 
the swift excitement of a rodeo when 
a bucking bronc goes mad and tries 
to kill its fallen rider and every 
other man in the ring. Rainy wasn’t 
thinking of consequences, but only 
the job in hand.

He was at the sheriff’s desk in a

leap, jerked a drawer open, then an­
other, and found a bunch of keys. 
His ears caught the echo of a, shout 
outside the calaboose down the main 
street. He went through the door 
to the cell block. Time was at a 
premium.

“ Dr. Rawlings!” he shouted.
A lean, sallow-faced man stood 

gripping the bars of the nearest cell.
“ Who are you?” he asked fear­

fully. “ I ’m Rawlings.”
Rainy thrust a key in the cell 

door.
“ You've got to be quick," he 

ejaculated. “ There's a crowd com­
ing. I ’ve got a message from Brad­
ley. He's dead. Men are framing 
us for murder. We've got to run for

DR. RAW LINGS

Dr. Rawlings burst out of his cell. 
His ragged black coat and trousers 
did not indicate wealth, but Rainy 
couldn't think of his reward now. 
He had to judge Rawlings for what 
he was worth in a running fight with 
a posse.* The mark of the hunted 
seemed to be written deep in the 
man’s lean white face. Gray-haired,
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as thin as a sapling, he appeared to 
be in terror of his life.

“ Which way can we go?” he asked 
Rainy breathlessly. “ If Brad is 
dead they’IT hang me. Did you kill 
the sheriff?”

“ Come on,” the cowboy ordered, 
turning back to the jail-office door.

The sheriff still lay on the floor, 
eyes closed, breathing heavily. 
Rainy could hear boots pounding the 
plank sidewalk outside. He pointed 
to an open side window, and Raw­
lings made for it with a run. When 
he went over the sill, Rainy followed 
him quickly. Outside, they ran to 
the back of the jail, fast. Their es­
cape had been undetected, but 
Rainy knew that it wouldn’t be long 
before the town would be after them.

“ W e’ve got to find horses,” he ad­
vised Rawlings as they fled for the 
brush behind a shed.

“ Not enough time,” the lean fugi­
tive gasped. “ There’s a river about 

. aunile through the brush. We might 
'  a boat there. It’s our only 

jance.”
I „ 'Rainy could hear the townies yell- 

inside the sheriff’s office as be 
UOiited after Rawlings along a nar­
row path that led through the scrub 
oak and greasewoods. It was hard 
to keep up with the doctor, for 
Rawlings was fleeing in abject ter­
ror. But soon his age began to tell. 
His wind grew labored, and he 
slowed down. Rainy was right be­
hind him, listening intently for 
sound of pursuit.

There was time now to think 
about what he had done and to 
weigh the consequences of his act. 
I f Rainy had seriously planned turn-, 
ing maverick with Loop and Chi­
cago, now he was an outlawed man 
on his own hook. Freeing a man 
charged with murder from a”jail was 
a serious offense. He could expect 
to meet with law bullets in every

county he entered. It wasn’t wise 
to stop running away. Arizona was 
too small a State for him.

The path ended at a narrow but 
deep stream, and Rainy watched 
Rawlings clamber into a flat-bottom 
catfishing boat.

“ Shove off and get in the back!” 
Rawlings cried, taking the middle 
seat and thrusting oars into the 
locks. “ They can’t beat us through 
the brush.”

Rainy shoved off and settled him­
self in the back seat. He stared at 
Rawlings as the man rowed furi­
ously with the current. For the 
first time the puncher had a good 
study of the doctor's face. Doubt 
took hold of Rainy about ever get­
ting the ten-thousand-dollar reward 
promised him in the dead man’s let­
ter. For Rawlings looked like any­
thing but a trusted medico whose 
life was dedicated to the saving of 
the sick.

As he pulled on the oars, sending 
the small boat down the winding 
stream between dense brush, grimy 
rivulets of sweat ran down his slant­
ing brow. His green eyes held a 
haunted look. He had a thin hooked 
nose, and beneath it a weak mouth 
and receding chin. His sallow com­
plexion was unhealthy, and it re­
minded Rainy of a man he’d known 
who was addicted to smoking mari­
juana.

Rawlings puffed from his exertion. 
But he was not as terrified now that 
the boat was out of sight of the path. 
He forced a grin.

“ W e’ll make it,”  he said to Rainy. 
“ I know where we can get horses. 
Where did you say Brad died?”

“ In a trapper’s cabin atop the 
Rainbows,” the puncher replied. 
“ He left a letter saying it was heart 
failure.”

“ I warned him about his pump,”
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Rawlings interrupted. “ W^at else 
did the letter say?”

Rainy eyed him carefully. “ That 
you’d pay me ten thousand bucks 
for a can full of red clay.”

Rawlings stopped rowing.
“ Ten thousand bucks!”  he gasped. 

“ For a can of clay! He must have 
been crazy!”

Rainy’s jaw went hard. For a 
long moment, he stared at Rawlings, 
trying to read the m&n’s mind. And 
Rawlings twitched nervously. He 
began rowing again, as if once more 
reminded of danger, but it seemed 
to Rainy that the fellow was trying 
to mask his true feelings.

Ten thousand dollars was big 
money for delivering a rusty can to 
a stranger. Rainy himself could 
hardly believe that the reward was 
on the level. Yet a dead man would 
not leave a lie behind him. Rainy 
wasn’t the only one who trusted in 
Charles Bradley’s written words. 
Loop and Chicago were so certain 
that a fortune lay within the rusty 
can that they had even called in 
the law to stop Rainy from his mis­
sion.

“ No pay, no can, hombre,”  Rainy 
said bluntly. “ I ’ve put my neck in 
a noose for you, Rawlings. You 
know I didn’t murder Bradley, and 
I know you didn’t. But there’s a 
heap more that I don’t know.”  

Rawlings was sending the boat to 
the western bank where a clump of 
willows grew thickly.

“ We’ll talk about it later, part­
ner,”  Rawlings spoke, turning to 
catch the willow branches. “ I ’m 
thanking you for getting me out of 
jail. If you don’t trust me, keep 
the can. But I ’ll show you where 
we can find horses.”

Grim suspicion shot through 
Rainy; and as he stood up in the 
boat to help the fake doctor pull into 
the bank his hand tapped the can

in his coat pocket, and then loos­
ened the gun in his holster. He ex­
pected treachery. He was wonder­
ing why the sheriff had accused 
Rawlings of being a fake, and why 
the man had been jailed so quickly. 
There was evidently something sin­
ister about his reputation in Center 
City, and that meant his dealings 
with Charles Bradley were not 
aboveboard.

CHAPTER III.
THE VIOLET GLASS VIAL.

A WRINGS was first to crawl up 
the bank in the willow thicket. 

He turned as if to give Rainy a help­
ing hand, but the puncher grinned 
knowingly. He didn’t mean to be 
jerked off his feet, then struck^1— 
the jaw.

“ Keep back,”  Rainy said, 
know that trick.”

Rawlings stepped away. “ You 
don’t trust me,”  he said. “ But I as­
sure you, my friend, that after what 
you did for me— ”

“ I know all about it,”  Rainy 
chuckled, crawling up the bank and 
getting to his feet. “ Find those 
broncs, doctor. Then we’ll call 
quits. If the can is worthless, I ’ll 
keep it. But try to fool me and I ’ll 
shoot you quicker than you can bat 
an eye. Get going.”

Rawlings gritted his teeth, turned, 
and started thrashing through the 
brush. He protested as he moved 
ahead.

“ You misjudge me, stranger. 
Bradley was my friend. I took care 
of him. I warned him about his 
heart. But nothing would stop him 
from taking those trips to the high 
altitudes. I don’t know why I was 
put in jail. The sheriff said I had 
murdered him. It is all a mistake. 
Why Brad ever sent me a rusty can 
of clay I don’t know.”
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F a r  b e h i n d  o n  t h e  o t h e r  s i d e  o f  

t h e  r i v e r ,  R a i n y  h e a r d  s h o t s  e c h o .  

A  p o s s e  l e d  b y  t h e  s h e r i f f  w a s  e v i ­

d e n t l y  s e a r c h i n g  t h e  s c r u b  o a k s .  

P e r h a p s  a  d e e r  h a d  d r a w n  t h e i r  f i r e .

T h e  p u n c h e r  k e p t  b e h i n d  R a w ­

l i n g s  u n t i l  t h e y  s t u m b l e d  o u t  o f  t h e  

b r u s h  i n t o  a  w i d e  c l e a r i n g  p l a n t e d  

w i t h  c o r n .  A h e a d  o f  t h e m  s t o o d  a  

s h a c k .  A  c o r r a l  w a s  b e s i d e  i t ,  h o l d ­

i n g  s e v e r a l  h o r s e s  t h a t  w e r e  p l a i n l y  

t o o  f i n e  f o r  a  r i v e r  n e s t e r  t o  o w n .  

T h e  c o r n f i e l d  e x p l a i n e d  t h e  m y s t e r y  

t o  R a i n y  i m m e d i a t e l y .  H e r e  w a s  a  

w h i s k e y  p e d d l e r  o f  t h e  s o r t  t h a t  h a d  

i n t r o d u c e d  h i m  t o  L o o p  a n d  C h i c a g o  

m i l e s  n o r t h  o f  t h e  A r i z o n a  S t a t e  l i n e .  

T h e  v e r y  f a c t  t h a t  R a w l i n g s  k n e w  

w h e r e  t h i s  m o o n s h i n e r  l i v e d  w a s  

e v i d e n c e  t h a t  t h e  f a k e  d o c t o r  t r a d e d  

l h  o w l - h o o t e r s .

^  T o n y  C a r d e n a s  f a r m s  t h i s  

a t c h , ”  R a w l i n g s  e x p l a i n e d  a s  t h e y  

_ g ) s s e d  t h e  y o u n g  g r e e n  c o m .  “ I  

c u r e d  h i m  o f  a  b u s t e d  l e g  o n c e .  

H e ’ l l  b e  g l a d  t o  h e l p . ”  H e  h a l t e d .  

“ T h e r e  h e  i s  n o w . ”

R a i n y  s a w  a  d a r k - s k i n n e d  m a n  

m o v e  o u t  t h e  d o o r  o f  t h e  s h a c k ,  a  

r i f l e  c r a d l e d  i n  h i s  a r m .  H a t l e s s ,  h e  

s t o o d  b l i n k i n g  i n  t h e  s u n l i g h t ,  t h e  

b r e e z e  f l u t t e r i n g  h j s  f l a n n e l  s h i r t  a n d  

k h a k i  t r o u s e r s .  H e  r e c o g n i z e d  R a w ­

l i n g s ,  a n d  h i s  t e e t h  f l a s h e d .

“ L o n g  t i m e  n o  s e e ,  d o c t o r , ”  T o n y  

c a l l e d  w i t h  a  M e x i c a n  a c c e n t .

R a w l i n g s  h u r r i e d  a l o n g .  “ T h e  

s h e r i f f  h a d  m e  i n  t h e  h o o s e g o w ,  

T o n y ,  f o r  a  f a k e  m u r d e r .  H e  g o t  a  

t e l e g r a m  f r o m  F o o t h i l l .  I  d o n ’ t  

k n o w  w h o  s e n t  i t ,  b u t  I ’ m  g o i n g  t o  

f i n d  o u t .  L e n d  u s  s o m e  b r o n c s . ”  

“ F o r  y o u r  f r i e n d ,  t o o ? ”  T o n y  

q u e s t i o n e d ,  g l a n c i n g  a t  R a i n y .

“ B o t h  o f  u s ,  T o n y , ”  R a w l i n g s  s a i d  

n e r v o u s l y .  “ H e  h e l p e d  s p r i n g  m e .  

I ’ l l  g e t  t h e  s a d d l e s .  A r e  t h e y  i n ­

s i d e ? ”

“ I  g e t  t h e  h o r s e s , ”  T o n y  s a i d ,  

t u r n i n g  a w a y .

R a i n y  t e n s e d  a s  R a w l i n g s  s t a r t e d  

i n t o  t h e  s h a c k .  I f  t h e  f a k e  d o c t o r  

f o u n d  a  g u n ,  t h e r e  w o u l d  b e  t r o u b l e .  

R a i n y  h a d  t o  k e e p  t h e  u p p e r  h a n d ,  

s o  h e  p r e s s e d  a f t e r  R a w l i n g s ,  w h o  

t u r n e d  a t  t h e  j i n g l e  o f  h i s  s p u r s .

“ Y o u  h e l p  T o n y , ”  R a w l i n g s  s a i d  

a n g r i l y .

T h e  M e x i c a n  h a d  h a l t e d ,  e y e s  

n a r r o w i n g ,  a s  i f  t r y i n g  t o  f i g i n e  o u t  

t h e  m e a n i n g  o f  t h e  d o c t o r ’ s  w o r d s .

“ I  h a v e n ’ t  e a t e n  i n  d a y s , ”  R a i n y  

a r g u e d .  “ M a y b e  T o n y  h a s  s o m e ­

t h i n g  o n  t h e  s t o v e . ”

“ I  g o t  s t e w  c o o k i n g , ”  T o n y  s a i d .

R a w l i n g s  t u r n e d  i n t o  t h e  s h a c k ,  

w i t h  R a i n y  b e h i n d  h i m .

“ W e  c a n ’ t  w a s t e  a n y  t i m e , ”  t h e  

d o c t o r  w a s  s a y i n g .  “ G r a b  s o m e  

c a n n e d  s t u f f .  T h a t  p o s s e  w i l l  b e  o n  

o u r  t r a i l  a n y  s e c o n d . ”

S u d d e n l y  t h e  m a n  h a l t e d .  R a i n y  

a l m o s t  b u m p e d  i n t o  h i m  j u s t  i n s i d e  

t h e  s h a c k .  T h e  s h a d o w s  p r e v e n t e d  

t h e  p u n c h e r  f r o m  s e e i n g  e v e r y t h i n g  

a t  a  g l a n c e .  H i s  h a n d  d r o p p e d  t o  a  

g u n  b u t t ,  f o r  h e  t h o u g h t  R a w l i n g s  

w a s  g o i n g  t o  w h i r l  o n  h i m .  B u t  

R a w l i n g s  f r o z e  l i k e  a  r a b b i t ,  s p e e c h ­

l e s s ,  a s  i f  s e e i n g  d e a t h  w a i t i n g  f o r  

h i m .

A  f a m i l i a r  v o i c e  c a l l e d  f r o m  s o m e ­

w h e r e  i n  t h e  s h a c k .

“ D o n ’ t  t r y  t o  d r a w ,  R a i n y ,  u n l e s s  

y o u  w a n t  a  b u l l e t  i n  t h e  b a c k  f r o m  

T o n y  o u t s i d e . ”

R a i n y  w a s  p r o t e c t e d  b y  R a w l i n g s  

i n  f r o n t  o f  h i m ,  b u t  h i s  b a c k  w a s  

t a r g e t e d  i n  t h e  o p e n  d o o r w a y .  I f  

h e  d o d g e d  t o  t h e  r i g h t  o r  t h e  l e f t ,  

h e ’ d  p l a c e  h i m s e l f  w i t h i n  r a n g e  o f  

L o o p  E d w a r d s ,  w h o s e  v o i c e  i t  w a s  

s p e a k i n g  w i t h i n  t h e  s h a c k ;  R a i n y ’ s  

h e a d  w h i p p e d  a r o u n d .  H e  f o u n d  

T o n y  o u t s i d e  i n  t h e  s u n l i g h t  d r a w ­

i n g  a  b e a d  o n  h i m  w i t h  t h e  r i f l e .

“ G e t  o u t  o f  t h e  w a y ,  R a w l i n g s , ”  

a n o t h e r  m a n — C h i c a g o — s p o k e  f r o m  

w i t h i n  t h e  s h a c k .  “ I f  a n y b o d y
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w a n t s  t o  d r i l l  t h a t  d o u b l e - c r o s s e r ,  

i t ’ s  m e . ”

R a w l i n g s  l e a p e d  t o  t h e  l e f t ,  

t h r o w i n g  h i s  a r m s  u p ,  l e a v i n g  R a i n y  

a . f u l l  v i e w  o f  t h e  s h a c k ’ s  i n t e r i o r .  

H i s  e y e s  f o c u s e d  o n  a  g r i n n i n g  L o o p  

E d w a r d s  h a l f  c o n c e a l e d  b y  a . c o r n e r  

o f  a  b u n k .  B e h i n d  a  t a b l e  i n  t h e  

b a c k  o f  t h e  r o o m ,  C h i c a g o  k n e e l e d  

w i t h  a  s i x - g u n  i n  h i s  l e f t  h a n d ,  h i s  

r i g h t  a r m  r e s t i n g  i n  a  b l a c k  s l i n g .

“ J u s t  r e a c h  f o r  t h e  c e i l i n g ,  

R a i n y , ”  L o o p  c h u c k l e d .  “ W e  w a s n ’ t  

f i g u r i n ’  t h a t  y o u ’ d  s p r i n g  R a w l i n g s  

s o  s o o n .  B u t  i t  o n l y  m a k e s  t h i n g s  

e a s i e r . ”

A  f i e r c e  a n g e r  s u r g e d  t h r o u g h  

R a i n y .  E v e r y  w a y  h e  t u r n e d  h i s  

l u c k  c l a b b e r e d .  H e  h a d  h i s  h a n d  

o n  t h e  b u t t  o f  h i s  s i x - g u n ,  b u t  t h e  

o d d s  w e r e  h i g h .  F a t e  w a s  u r g i n g  

h i m  t o  t h e  f a t a l  m o v e .  T w i c e  b e ­

f o r e  i t  h a d  t h r u s t  h i m  i n t o  a c t i o n ,  

a l l o w e d  h i m  t o  w i n  t h e  p o t  f o r  a  

b r i e f  t i m e ,  o n l y  t o  s p r i n g  a n o t h e r  

t r a p  o n  h i m .  H e  c o u l d  r e a d  d e a t h  

i n  t h e  e y e s  o f  h i s  t w o  f o e s .  T h e y  

w o u l d  w e l c o m e  a n  e x c u s e  t o  s h o o t .

G r i m l y ,  R a i n y  f o u g h t  b a c k  t h e  

r e c k l e s s  u r g e  t o  f i g h t .  H e  h a d  t o  

u s e  h i s  h e a d .  H e  h a d  t o  s e e  t h i s  

m y s t e r i o u s  g a m e  t h r o u g h  t o  t h e  e n d .  

H e  c o u l d n ’ t  c a s t  a w a y  h i s  l i f e  f o r  

n o t h i n g .

H i s  a r m s  r a i s e d  u p w a r d ,  a n d  h e  

f o r c e d  a  h a r d  l a u g h .

“ H o w  d i d  y o u  b o y s  g e t  h e r e  s o  

s o o n ? ”  h e  a s k e d .

L o o p  s l i d  o u t  f r o m  b e h i n d  t h e  

b u n k .  “ N o  t r i c k s ,  R a i n y , ”  t h e  g a m ­

b l e r  w a r n e d .  “ Y o u  g a v e  m e  a  d e ­

c e n t  b r e a k  u p  i n  t h e  R a i n b o w s .  I ’ l l  

g i v e  y o u  t h e  s a m e  i f  y o u  p l a y  f a i r .  

M a y b e  y o u  w o u l d  h a v e  c u t  m e  a n d  

C h i c a g o  i n  o n  t h e  r e w a r d .  M a y b e  

y o u  w o u l d n ’ t  h a v e  d o n e  i t .  W e  

c o u l d n ’ t  t a k e  t h e  c h a n c e .  I  f i g u r e d  

y o u  a n d  R a w l i n g s  s a f e r  o f f  i n  j a i l . ”

C h i c a g o  r e f u s e d  t o  l e a v e  h i s  p r o ­

t e c t i o n  b e h i n d  t h e  t a b l e .  “ I ’ l l  k e e p

W W —2E
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R a w l i n g s  c o v e r e d ,  L o o p , ”  h e  

s n e e r e d .  “ B u t  w a t c h  o u t  f o r  t h e  

j i n x e d  w o l f . ”

B e h i n d  R a i n y ,  T o n y ’ s  r i f l e  b a r r e l  

s t a b b e d  h i m  i n  t h e  s p i n e .  H e  l e t  

L o o p  t a k e  h i s  s i x - g u n .

“ I  a s k e d  h o w  y o u  g o t  h e r e  s o  

f a s t , ”  R a i n y  r e p e a t e d  h o t l y .

L o o p  g r i n n e d .  “ Y o u  f o r g o t  t o  

l o o k  i n  t h e  c a v e  b a c k  o f  t h e  c a b i n , ”  

h e  a n s w e r e d .  “ T h e  d e a d  g e n t  h a d  

a  h o r s e  a n d  m u l e  c a c h e d  t h e r e .  W e  

r o d e  d o w n  t h e  m o u n t a i n  o n  t h e m .  

T h e n  w e  t r a d e d  h o r s e s  f o r  b e t t e r ,  

f l e s h  t h a n  y o u  g o t ,  R a i n y .  W e  a r ­

r i v e d  l a s t  n i g h t . ”

R a w l i n g s  b r o k e  i n  e x c i t e d l y .  “ I t  

w a s  y o u  w h o  t o l d  t h e  s h e r i f f  I  w a s  

a  f a k e  d o c t o r .  Y o u  t o l d  h i m  I  h a d  

m u r d e r e d  B r a d l e y .  H e  a r r e s t e d  

m e . ”

“ N o ,  w e  s e n t  a  t e l e g r a m  f r o m  

F o o t h i l l ,  R a w l i n g s , ”  L o o p  r e p l i e d  i n  

a  s n e e r i n g  t o n e .  “ W e  f i g u r e d  t h a t  \  

R a i n y  w o u l d  t r y  t o  b l a m e  m e  f o r  \  

e v e r y t h i n g .  S o  t h e  t e l e g r a m  s a i d  

t h a t  m e  a n d  R a i n y  w e r e  p a r t n e r s .

I  r e c k o n  t h e  s h e r i f f  h a s  a  ‘ w a n t e d ’  

p o s t e r  f o r  m e .  1  w a s  o n l y  s t o p p i n g  

R a i n y  f r o m  t r y i n g  t o  t a l k  h i s  w a y  

o u t  o f  t h e  c a l a b o o s e .  B u t  i t  l o o k s  

l i k e  h e  b r o k e  h i s  w a y  o u t .  W h e n  w e  

c o n t a c t e d  T o n y ,  h e  t o l d  u s  a b o u t  

y o u ,  R a w l i n g s . ”

R a i n y  l o w e r e d  h i s  a r m s .  “ T h e  

j o k e ’ s  o n  y o u ,  L o o p , ”  h e  r e t o r t e d .

“ A  p o s s e  w i l l  b e  h e r e  a n y  m i n u t e .

A n d  R a w l i n g s  s a y s  t h a t  h e  h a s n ’ t  

g o t  a  d i m e .  T h e  c a n  i s  w o r t h l e s s .  

W e ’ r e  a l l  s u c k e r s . ”

L o o p ’ s  t h i n  f a c e  t i g h t e n e d ,  a n d  a  

g l i n t  s p r a n g  i n t o  h i s  t a w n y  e y e s .

“ T h a t ’ s  w h a t  R a w l i n g s  s a y s ,  i s  

i t ? ”  h e  d e m a n d e d .  “ W e ’ l l  s e e  w h a t ’ s  

i n  t h e  c a n .  B o t h  o f  y o u  b e l l y  t h e  

f l o o r .  Q u i c k  a b o u t  i t . ”

R a i n y  k n e e l e d  t o  t h e  p l a n k s  a n d  

s p r e a d  o u t .  R a w i l n g s  h i t  t h e  f l o o r  

b e s i d e  h i m .  R a i n y  t o o k  t h e  c a n  

f r o m  h i s  p o c k e t ,  h e l d  i t  u p  f o r  L o o p , -
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who grabbed it. As Tony stood 
guard over the prisoners, Loop set 
the can on the table, grumbling un­
der his breath.

“ Listen to me, men,”  Rawlings 
called. “ I had nothing to do with 
this. I can’t help it if Bradley 
fooled you. He just wanted to let 
me know he was dead. That’s all 
the can means. Nothing is in it.”

“ Shut up,”  the gambler retorted 
as he drove the point of a knife into 
the dry clay. “ Tony has told us 
about you, Rawlings. You’re a fake 
if there ever was one. You used to 
be a horse doctor until you started 
selling snake oil to white people, like 
the Bradley hombre. I ’m not blam­
ing you for that.”  He dug out more 
hunks of clay. “ It ’s you eating dope 
that sets me against you. Never 
was a hophead yet that told the 
truth.”

Rawlings tensed. He glanced at 
Rainy, whose fists doubled.

“ I thought you had the ear­
marks,”  Rainy growled. “ No won­
der the law jugged you so quick.”

“ Fools!” Rawlings shouted. “ All 
of you! The law will hang you! 
There’s nothing in that can! Brad­
ley was crazy!”

“ Crazy like a fox,”  Loop Edwards 
chuckled, digging into the dry clay. 
“ Tony tells us he was a smart min­
ing engineer from the East. If this 
can don’t give us a map— ” Loop 
stopped speaking.

Rainy reared up to watch him 
dump the contents of the rusty can 
on the table. Within the broken 
chunks of clay there was a smashed 
violet glass vial of the size of a shot­
gun shell, which had contained some­
thing that looked like a brownish 
seRd. Loop took the handle of his 
knife and cracked the larger chunks 
of clay. He used his fingers to hunt 
through the broken glass, brown

sand, and clay for a piece of paper 
that was not there.

Rawlings spoke wildly. “ You’ll 
suffer for framing me! Mark my 
words! You’ll regret it!”

Loop Edwards whirled upon him, 
jerking a gun from his holster.

“ I told you to shut your face!”  
the gambler raged. “ That can was 
a trick. What did it mean, Raw­
lings? Bradley was sending you 
some message. What’s the stuff in 
that glass thing?”

Rainy held his breath. He ex­
pected any minute to hear the beat 
of hoofs outside the shack. The 
posse should be due.

“ Bradley was crazy, I tell you,” 
Rawlings whined. “ He was always 
sending me that brown sand. He 
thought it was gold. It’s worth­
less. It isn’t my fault. He was full 
of dope all the time. He smoked 
marijuana.”

Chicago had come from his corner, 
and he searched through the clay, 
broken glass, and brown sand on the 
table.

“ Don’t let him get away with that 
story, Loop,” Chicago sneered. 
“ Mebbe this brown stuff is sample 
ore from a mine. It might be gold. 
And Bradley wanted it assayed by 
Rawlings. It was his way of telling 
Rawlings that he had struck it rich.”

Loop Edwards cocked his six-gun. 
“ What about it, Rawlings?” he de­
manded. “ Where is Bradley’s gold 
mine?”

The Mexican stepped near. “ The 
posse must be across the river, 
Loop,”  he said. “ You better go.”

Loop’s eyes focused on Rainy.
“ WTe won’t need you, cowboy,”  

the gambler said coldly.
“ I reckon not,”  Rainy replied. 

“ But if you ask me, I think Bradley 
was loco. We should have opened 
the can in the Rainbows.”  A sheep­
ish grin twisted his lips. “ M y fault,
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Loop. Sorry 1 caused you ail this 
trouble. < io ahead and shoot. 
You’ll swing for murder in some 
State. Why not Arizona, where the 
buzzards are hungry?"

Loop's face twisted with deadly 
hatred.

“ You'll live to swallow that, 
Rainy!”  the gambler cried. “ Tie him 
up, Chicago. Leave him for the 
posse. Tony, you get horses ready. 
WeTe taking Rawlings with us. If

the buzzards eat anybody, it’ll Ire 
the tow-headed tenderfoot. He talks 
too much for his own good.”

Rainy held his words as Chicago 
kneeled on his back to jerk his wrists 
together. Out of the corner of an 
eye, Rainy was watching Rawlings, 
whose sallow face was wet with per­
spiration. Loop jerked Rawlings to 
his feet, and for a moment Rainy 
thought the fake doctor was going 
to faint. He swayed toward the ta­
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ble, threw out an arm to catch him­
self, but, halted, jerking back his 
hand from the table as if in terror 
of touching the broken clay, the 
shattered glass, and the brown sand. 
* It was a strange action that 
Rainy never forgot.

CHAPTER IV.
BROKEN .JINX.

HEN Chicago had bound Rainy 
hand and foot, the horses were 

ready outside the cabin, and Loop 
pushed Rawlings through the door 
with the barrel of his gun. Flat on 
the floor, Rainy listened to the three 
men ride off. For the first time he 
felt the great strain that he had been 
under for days, and his muscles be­
gan to ache. A great sigh of relief 
went through him. He still had his 
life. And the jinx that dogged his 
trail had given him one more mo­
ment of liberty.

Rainy’s eyes closed. His adven­
tures of the past few days ran 
through his mind like sheep jumping 
a fence. There was the meeting with 
Loop and Chicago in a whiskey ped­
dler’s shack along the outlaw trail. 
He had been on the verge of selling 
his birthright and taking his ven­
geance against law and order for all 
the wrongs done him. But the find­
ing of Charles Bradley had halted 
that. And in the fight with Loop 
and Chicago, Rainy had won hands 
down. Again, in Center City, he 
had bested the sheriff, escaped, only 
to walk into a trap set by his old 
foes. Now, once more, he had won 
his life through a revengeful quirk 
in Loop’s make-up.

“ Unlucky?” Rainy suddenly ques­
tioned, eyes flicking open. “ You 
couldn’t call me unlucky. Not by 
a long shot!”

He reared up from the floor. Flis 
wrists were fastened behind him, and

his ankles were bound. The fatigue 
seemed to roll off him like a heavy 
blanket. A wild exultation swept 
him. Again he went over his adven­
tures in the last few days, and again 
he found that luck had favored him 
at every sharp turn. Suppose he 
hadn’t beaten Chicago to the trig­
ger, suppose the sheriff had shot 
him, suppose Loop had murdered 
him in cold blood instead of leaving 
him for the posse? Why, Rainy had 
won every hand in the game.

“ It was Bradley’s letter!”  he ex­
claimed. “ I bet on a dead man! I 
broke my losing streak! I can’t quit 
the game now!”

Hardly had he finished than he 
heard a shout outside the cabin. 
Horses were coming. It could be 
only the posse, making for the one 
place where the fugitives might have 
tried to find brones for escape.

Rainy's pulses swelled. He 
couldn’t let the law take him. They 
might hang him in rage over the es­
cape of Rawlings.

Rainy rolled over and over away 
from the open door. His mind was 
working fast. He had one chance. 
That they wouldn’t discover him. 
The hammering of hoofs was draw­
ing closer, but the riders seemed to 
be making for the corral. Rainy 
reached the back of the room. He 
squirmed under the low' bunk, rolled 
into a dark corner, possum fashion, 
and waited with heart pounding 
hard at his ribs.

There was more shouting outside 
the shack. A rider halted at the 
front door, swung down from the 
saddle, entered the room.

“ They’re gone, sheriff!” the rider 
shouted. “ They didn’t even wait to 
eat! Tony is with them!”

Rainy listened to the fellow re­
treat. Voices echoed from the cor­
ral. Horses squealed at the bite of
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s p u r s .  A n d  t h e  p o s s e  w a s  r i d i n g  

a w a y .

“ L u c k , ”  R a i n y  b r e a t h e d .  “ C a l l  i t  

w h a t e v e r  y o u  w a n t .  I ’ m  r u n n i n g  

i n t o  p a y  d i r t  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e — ”

H e  b r o k e  o f f  s h o r t  a s  h o o f s  

s o u n d e d  a g a i n .  A  s a d d l e  c r e a k e d  

o u t s i d e  t h e  s h a c k .  S p u r s  j i n g l e d .  A  

r i d e r  s t e p p e d  i n t o  t h e  r o o m  a n d  

h a l t e d .

R a i n y  c o u l d  s e e  o n l y  t h e  p o l i s h e d  

b o o t s  o f  t h e  p e r s o n  s t a n d i n g  j u s t  

w i t h i n  t h e  d o o r w a y .  W h e n  a  v o i c e  

s p o k e ,  a  s h o c k  o f  s u r p r i s e  w e n t  

t h r o u g h  h i m ,  f o r  i t  w a s  a  g i r l .

“ A  c a n  o f  c l a y ! ”  s h e  c r i e d .

R a i n y  s a w  h e r  b o o t s  s t e p  t o  t h e  

t a b l e .  S h e  w a s  s i l e n t .  T h e n  s h e  

d r e w  b a c k ,  w e n t  t o  t h e  d o o r ,  a n d  

s t o o d  l o o k i n g  o u t .  I n  a , m o m e n t  s h e  

r e t u r n e d  t o  t h e  t a b l e .  R a i n y  c o u l d  

h e a r  h e r  v o i c e ,  q u e s t i o n i n g  h e r s e l f ,  

g r o p i n g  f o r  p l a n s .

“ T h e y  d i d n ’ t  k n o w  w h a t  i t  w a s .  

W h a t  s h a l l  I  d o ?  I  c a n ’ t  l e a v e  i t  

t h e r e ,  b u t  U n c l e  B r a d  s a i d — ”

N o t  o n l y  h e r  t o n e  a r o u s e d  R a i n y ’ s  

c u r i o s i t y  t o  s e e  h e r ,  b u t  h e r  w o r d s  

m a d e  h i m  t h i n k  o f  D r .  R a w l i n g s .

S h e  h a d  s p o k e n  o f  B r a d l e y  a s  h e r  

u n c l e .  R a i n y  c o u l d  e x p l a i n  h e r  

p r e s e n c e  w i t h o u t  m u c h  t r o u b l e .  

P e r h a p s  s h e  h a d  f o l l o w e d  t h e  p o s s e  

t o  d e t e r m i n e  t h e  f a t e  o f  D r .  R a w ­

l i n g s .  O n e  t h i n g  s t o o d  o u t .  S h e  

k n e w  t h e  s e c r e t  o f  C h a r l e s  B r a d l e y ’ s  

l e t t e r .

A s  R a i n y  l i s t e n e d  t o  h e r  s c r a p i n g  

t h e  c l a y ,  g l a s s ,  a n d  b r o w n  s a n d  f r o m  

t h e  t a b l e  w i t h  a  c a r d b o a r d  s c o o p ,  

h e  c o u l d  n o t  r e s i s t  a  d e s i r e  t o  c a t c h  

a  g l i m p s e  o f  h e r .  S l o w l y  h e  w o r m e d  

o u t  o f  h i s  c o r n e r  t o  t h e  u n d e r  e d g e  

o f  t h e  b u n k .  H i s  e y e s  w e r e  o n  h e r  

p o l i s h e d  b o o t s .  T h e y  w e r e  t h e  k i n d  

s p o r t e d  b y  d u d e s  f r o m  t h e  E a s t .  H e  

s a w  t h a t  s h e  w a s  w e a r i n g  t a n  w h i p ­

c o r d  b r e e c h e s ,  a n d  t h e n  h e  c a u g h t  

t h e  c o l o r  o f  h e r  y e l l o w  s i l k  s h i r t .  

H e r  b a c k  w a s  t o w a r d  h i m  a s  s h e

s c r a p e d  t h e  c l a y  w i t h  h e r  c a r d b o a r d  

s c o o p  i n t o  a  l a r g e  e m p t y  m a s o n  f r u i t  

j a r .  S h e  w a s  w e a r i n g  g l o v e s .  T h e  

l i g h t  f r o m  t h e  d o o r w a y  m a d e  t i n y  

r e d  f l a m e s  i n  h e r  c o p p e r  h a i r .

F i n i s h e d  w i t h  h e r  t a s k ,  s h e  t u r n e d  

a w a y  f r o m  t h e  t a b l e ,  a n d  R a i n y  t o o k  

i n  h e r  d e e p l y  t a n n e d  b o y i s h  f e a t u r e s .  

S h e  w a s  p r e t t y .  H e r  p e r t  n o s e  a n d  

g r a y  e y e s  b r o u g h t  a  g r i n  t o  R a i n y ’ s  

l i p s ,  a n d  h e  d r e w  b a c k  t o  p r e v e n t  

b e i i g  d i s c o v e r e d .

O n e  o f  h i s  s p u r  s p i k e s  c a u g h t  i n  

t h e  f l o o r  c r a c k .  T h e r e  w a s  a  s h a r p  

r i n g .  R a i n y  s t i f f e n e d .  H e  c o u l d  s e e  

o n l y  t h e  g i r l ’ s  p o l i s h e d  b o o t s  n o w .  

S h e  h a d  h a l t e d  s w i f t l y ,  s t o o d  p o i s e d ,  

a n d  t h e  s o u n d  o f  h e r  b r e a t h i n g  w a s  

l o u d  i n  t h e  d e e p  s i l e n c e .  T h e n ,  

s t r a n g e l y ,  s h e  b e g a n  t o  w h i s t l e .  P e r ­

h a p s  t o  k e e p  u p  h e r  c o u r a g e .  R a i n y  

k n e w  h e  h a d  b e e n  d e t e c t e d  a s  s h e  

s t r o l l e d  o u t  o f  t h e  c a b i n .

“ S h e ’ s  g o i n g  f o r  t h e  p o s s e , ”  h e  

t o l d  h i m s e l f  i n  a l a r m .  “ I ’ v e  g o t  t o  

g e t  a  k n i f e  t o  c u t  t h e  r o p e s . ”

H e  r o l l e d  o u t  f r o m  u n d e r  t h e  

b u n k ,  t w i s t e d  a b o u t  a n d  r e a r e d  t o  

a  s i t t i n g  p o s i t i o n .  A  s h a d o w  f e l l  i n  

t h e  d o o r w a y .  T u r n i n g  h i s  h e a d ,  

R a i n y  f o u n d  t h e  g i r l  c o v e r i n g  h i m  

w i t h  a  s h i n y ,  n i c k e l - p l a t e d  r e v o l v e r .  

T h e r e  w a s  n o  f e a r  i n  h e r  e y e s .  H e r  

t a n n e d  f a c e  w a s  g r i m .

“ W e l l , ”  R a i n y  e j a c u l a t e d ,  t r y i n g  t o  

b r e a k  t h e  t e n s i o n ,  “ w o n ’ t  y o u  c o i n e  

i n ,  s t r a n g e r ?  I  w a s  j u s t  a b o u t  t o  

e a t .  I  r e c k o n  t h e r e ’ s  e n o u g h  f o r  u s  

b o t h . ”

A  f r o w n  s t o l e  a c r o s s  h e r  b r o w  a n d  

s h e  s t e p p e d  i n t o  t h e  c a b i n ,  a s  i f  b e t ­

t e r  t o  s e e  h i s  b o u n d  w r i s t s  a n d  a n ­

k l e s .  H i s  h u m o r  h a d  f a l l e n  f l a t .

“ T h a t ’ s  a  b a d  h a b i t  o f  m i n e ,  t a l k ­

i n g  t o  m y s e l f , ”  s h e  s a i d  i n  a n  a n n o y e d  

t o n e .  “ W h o  a r e  y o u ? ”  D e t e r m i n a ­

t i o n  h a d  d r a w n  h e r  c h e e k s  t a u t .

“ J u s t  a  p a s s i n g  c o w b o y  w i t h  n o  

p l a c e  t o  h a n g  h i s  s a d d l e ,  m i s s , ”

23
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R a i n y  s a i d  l i g h t l y ,  b u t  h e  k n e w  t h a t  

h e  w a s  n o t  f o o l i n g  h e r .

“ Y o u  m i g h t  b e  t h e  m a n  w h o  f r e e d  

D r .  R a w l i n g s , ”  t h e  g i r l  m u t t e r e d .  

“ B u t  w h y  d i d  h e  l e a v e  y o u — ”  H e r  

e y e s  o p e n e d  w i d e .  “ I t  w a s  you w h o  

b r o u g h t  t h e  r u s t y  c a n ! ”

“ T h e r e ’ s  a  l e t t e r  i n  m y  s h i r t  

p o c k e t ,  l a d y , ”  t h e  p u n c h e r  s a i d .  “ I t  

m i g h t  i n t e r e s t  y o u . ”

“ A  l e t t e r ? ”

“ F r o m  C h a r l e s  B r a d l e y . ”

S h e  c a m e  f o r w a r d  c a u t i o u s l y ,  b e n t  

d o w n ,  f i n g e r s  f e e l i n g  i n t o  t h e  b u t ­

t o n e d  p o c k e t  o f  h i s  r e d  s i l k  s h i r t .  

D r a w i n g  o u t  t h e  b r o w n  p a p e r ,  s h e  

r e t r e a t e d  t o  t h e  d o o r w a y ,  w h e r e  s h e  

r e a d  C h a r l e s  B r a d l e y ’ s  l a s t  w o r d s .  

F i n i s h e d ,  s h e  l o o k e d  a t  R a i n y  q u e s -  

t i o n i n g l y .

“ Y o u  d i d n ’ t  m u r d e r  h i m ,  d i d  

y o u ? ”  H e r  v o i c e  w a s  f i r m ,  d e v o i d  

o f  f e e l i n g .

“ F o u n d  h i m  d e a d .  T w o  o t h e r  f e l ­

l o w s  w i t h  m e .  T h e y  s e n t  t h a t  f a k e  

w i r e  t o  t h e  s h e r i f f , ”  h e  r e p l i e d .  “ I f  

y o u  a s k  m e ,  m i s s ,  t h a t  D r .  R a w l i n g s  

i s  j u s t  a s  c r o o k e d  a s  a  c o r k s c r e w .  

H e ’ d  d o u b l e - c r o s s  h i s  o w n  d o g . ”

“ Y o u  c a m e  f o r  t h e  r e w a r d , ”  s h e  

s u g g e s t e d .

R a i n y  n o d d e d .  “ T e n  t h o u s a n d  

d o l l a r s  i s  a  l o t  o f  m o n e y . ”

“ Y o u ’ l l  b e  p a i d , ”  s h e  s a i d ,  t h r u s t ­

i n g  t h e  l e t t e r  i n t o  a  p o c k e t .

“ W h a t ! ”  R a i n y  f e l t  h i m s e l f  s l i p ­

p i n g .  S h e  w a s  c l e v e r .

“ E v e r y  c e n t  o f  i t , ”  s h e  s a i d  s e r i ­

o u s l y .  “ U n c l e  B r a d  w a s  a  f o o l  

w h e n  i t  c a m e  t o  m o n e y ,  b u t  h i s  

w o r d  i s  m i n e . ”

“ Y o u  m e a n  t h a t  r u s t y  c a n  f u l l  o f  

c l a y  m e a n t  s o m e t h i n g ! ”  R a i n y  e x ­

c l a i m e d .  “ L o o k  h e r e ,  l a d y ;  a l l  I  

w a n t  n o w  i s  m y  f r e e d o m .  I ’ l l  m a k e  

a  d e a l  w i t h  y o u .  U n t i e  m e .  G i v e  

m e  a  b r o n c .  W e ’ l l  c a l l  e v e r y t h i n g  

s q u a r e .  E v e n  i f  t h a t  c l a y  w a s  s o l i d  

g o l d ,  i t  w o u l d n ’ t  b e  w o r t h  t e n  t h o u ­

s a n d  b u c k s .  Y o u r  u n c l e  B r a d l e y

m u s t  h a v e  k i d d e d  y o u  a n d  R a w l i n g s  

i n t o  b e l i e v i n g  h e  w a s  a n  I n j u n  m e d i ­

c i n e  m a n .  I ’ v e  h e a r d  o f  p e o p l e  p u t ­

t i n g  a  j i n x  o n  t h i n g s  a n d  s t o p p i n g  

a n y b o d y  f r o m  t o u c h i n g  t h e m .  B u t  

t h i s  i s  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e  I ’ v e  e v e r  s e e n  

i t .  I  w a n t  o u t  i n  t h i s  g a m e .  I ’ v e  

d o n e  m y  j o b .  U n t i e  m e . ”

A s  h e  s p o k e ,  h e r  e y e s  s t u d i e d  h i m  

i n t e n t l y .  A  s t r a n g e  s m i l e  t u r n e d  h e r  

l i p s .  S h e  t h r u s t  t h e  s h i n y  r e v o l v e r  

i n t o  a  h i p  p o c k e t  w i t h  t h e  g e s t u r e  

o f  a  m a n .  S h e  w a s  n o  f o o l .

“ Y o u  t e l l  i t  w e l l ,  c o w b o y , ”  t h e  g i r l  

s a i d .  “ I  k n o w  R a w l i n g s  i s  n o  g o o d .  

B u t  B r a d  w o u l d n ’ t  l i s t e n  t o  m e .  I f  

R a w l i n g s  a n d  t h e  m o o n s h i n e r  r a n  

a w a y  f r o m  t h e  p o s s e ,  i t ’ s  n o n e  o f  m y  

a f f a i r .  I ’ l l  p a y  t h e  t e n  t h o u s a n d  

d o l l a r s .  Y o u ’ r e  b e t t e r  o f f  i n  j a i l  

t h a n  c h a s i n g  a f t e r  h i m .  H e  w o n ’ t  

g e t  f a r .  T h e  c o u r t  c a n ’ t  c o n v i c t  y o u  

f o r  a  m u r d e r  y o u  n e v e r  d i d . ”

S h e  s t a r t e d  t o  l e a v e ,  b u t  R a i n y  

h a l t e d  h e r .

“ L i s t e n  t o  m e ,  m i s s , ”  h e  p l e a d e d .  

“ R a w l i n g s  i s n ’ t  a l o n e .  H e ’ s  a  p r i s ­

o n e r .  T h e r e  a r e  t w o  s i d e w i n d e r s  

t a k i n g  h i m  t o  f i n d  y o u r  u n c l e ’ s  

m i n e . ”

S h e  s t o o d  i n  i n d e c i s i o n .

“ I  t h o u g h t  y o u  d i d n ’ t  k n o w  w h a t  

w a s  i n  t h e  c a n ? ”  s h e  i n q u i r e d .

R a i n y  b i t  h i s  l i p s .  “ Y o u ’ r e  n o  

m a t c h  f o r  L o o p  a n d  C h i c a g o , ”  h e  

s a i d .  “ I ’ v e  g o t  t o  h a n d l e  t h e m .  Y o u  

d o n ’ t  u n d e r s t a n d  w h a t  i t  m e a n s  t o  

m e .  T h a t  l e t t e r  f r o m  B r a d l e y  

c h a n g e d  m y  l u c k .  T h e y  c a l l  m e  

R a i n y  D e y ,  b e c a u s e  I ’ m  j i n x e d .  I  

h o n e s t l y  d o n ’ t  k n o w  t h e  t r u t h  a b o u t  

t h e  c a n . ”

“ W h y  d i d  y o u  t r y  t o  t r i c k  m e ? ”  

s h e  d e m a n d e d  a n g r i l y ,  s t e p p i n g  t o ­

w a r d  h i m .  “ W h y  a r e  y o u  s o  a f r a i d  

o f  g o i n g  t o  j a i l ? ”

R a i n y  m a d e  a  w r y  f a c e .  “ B e ­

c a u s e  y o u  c a n ’ t  m a k e  t h e  g r a d e  

a l o n e ,  l a d y .  Y o u ’ r e  d e a l i n g  w i t h  

m e n  m u c h  s m a r t e r  t h a n  y o u .  T h o s e
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fellows are headed back to the Rain­
bow Mountains. They’re sure to 
back-trail Bradley. Rawlings will 
cross you at the first chance. Loop 
and Chicago don’t know what 
they’re looking for. I’m honest 
about not wanting the money. 
There’s plenty more where Bradley 
was getting it. But not with Loop 
and Chicago on the hunting ground. 
They’ll murder Rawlings, and they’ll 
try to frame me.”

She listened intently, weighing his 
words, trying to find something in 
them to reassure her.

“ What do those men think they’re 
looking for?” she asked quietly. 
“ What do you think you can find?” 

Rainy bit his lips. She had him 
there. He didn’t know what the can 
contained. Perhaps gold ore. But 
it was valuable.

“ The thing is to find Bradley’s 
mine first." Rainy grinned.

Her mood changed swiftly. 
“ You’re better off in jail until I ’ve 

finished,” she said angrily. “ Ten 
thousand dollars is my price to keep 
silent. And don’t forget,”  she 
warned him, “ that one word from 
me to a judge will hang you. One 
word! That's all, you faker!” 

“ Wait!” Rainy called.
But she fled out the doorway. He 

heard the jingle of her bridle bit as 
she swung to the saddle. Her gal­
loping bronc sounded for a while, 
and then its hoofbeats played out. 
She had headed off in the direction 
taken by the posse, but she had 
made a mistake in leaving Rainy.

If his luck held, there was a means 
of quick escape. Not in the cabin, 
but outside. He rolled to the door­
way, threw himself over the sill.

On the earth outside he began his 
journey around the shack, bent on 
finding a dump behind the moon­
shiner’s hovel, where there would be 
broken bottles and sharp-edged tins.

He might have time to beat the 
return of the posse, time to cut his 
ankle and wrist bonds.

CHAPTER V.
MURDER FOR PROFIT.

mISFORTUNE was following Loop 
Edwards and his party like a 

gaunt gray wolf. Two days it took 
them to lose the posse. Two days 
without much rest, always fleeing, 
snatching grub from shady men who 
made their living off fugitives along 
the owl-hoot trail. Then there were 
forty-eight hours of hard rain while 
they holed up in a dismal cave, and 
Dr. Rawlings took ill, tormented by 
a racking cough and delirium.

The Mexican, Tony Cardenas, was 
losing heart in the trip. He con­
stantly beefed about their lot, and 
he wanted to quit. If Rawlings 
wouldn’t come clean with informa­
tion about Bradley, why not shoot 
him, the Mexican argued. He al­
most won Chicago over. But Loop 
Edwards pushed on toward the 
Rainbows, his temper growing as 
sharp as a skinning knife, his orders 
threatening death for any who dis­
obeyed.

A blizzard held them below' the 
snow line for another two days.

" I ’ve told you all I know' about 
Bradley*”  Rawlings whined. “ You 
can torture me with hot irons. You 
can kill me. But I ’m w arning you 
that Bradley was crazy. That brown 
sand inside the can wasn’t worth a 
cent. I can’t go on. I ’m dying.” 

“ You’re dying for a smoke of 
dope,” Loop Edwards snarled at 
him. “ We’re curing you of being a 
dirty sneak and a hophead, Raw­
lings. You’ll talk before w'e’re 
through with you.”

The fake doctor was a living skele­
ton, horrible to look upon. His 
cheeks were gray hollow's, his eyes
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like dead-fire coals. He rode hud­
dled in a blanket, coughing miser­
ably, at times jabbering to himself 
like a madman. If pressed too hard, 
he would start to shriek and grow 
delirious.

Up through the snow-covered 
heights, Loop followed the trail 
blazed on the pines, cursing all de­
lay, keeping a watchful eye out for 
pursuit.

“ I ’m sure we’re being followed,” 
Chicago told him. “ I can feel it in 
my bones. Maybe Rainy told the 
posse where the cabin lay. We 
should have beefed him, Loop. That 
hombre ain't unlucky."

“ No posse would buck this 
weather like us,”  Loop replied. “ We 
stand to make a fortune. Keep rid­
ing.”

The horses were staggering when 
they halted in a howling wind high 
on the ridge where but the upper 
half of the old trapper’s cabin 
showed above the snowdrifts. They 
had to dig out the doorway. There 
was a cave back of the cabin, where 
the broncs were stabled, and a small 
supply of hay. Breast-deep in the" 
snow, they carried wood into the 
cabin, and Loop built a fire.

“ Dig out the corpse where we hid 
it, Chicago,”  the gambler ordered. 
“ Maybe Bradley has a map sewn in 
his clothing. Rawlings might like to 
take a look.”

Rawlings had drawn into a cor­
ner, where he stood chattering with 
cold.

“ I don’t want to see him!” he cried 
out.

“ M y fingers have a funny feeling, 
Loop,”  Chicago argued. “ Maybe 
they’re frost-bitten. They’re almost 
numb, and yet I can feel them tin­
gle at times. I want to warm up 
before doing any more chores.”

“Stop your bellyaching,”  .Loop 
snapped. “ Drag the coyote bait in

here. We’ll give Rawlings one more 
chance to talk.”

Tony Cardenas crossed himself, 
but he followed Chicago out into the 
wind to find the dead body.

This was Loop’s party, and he was 
using every trick in the bag to break 
down Rawlings. The gambler hadn't 
much hope of finding a map or any 
other information .in the dead man's 
garments. He and Chicago had 
searched Bradley thoroughly, and 
they also went through his duffel 
and packs, learning nothing. Loop 
was afraid that Rawlings might die 
if he pushed him too far with tor­
ture. But there were other ways of 
treating a man who took dope.

Chicago and Tony soon appeared, 
dragging a snow-covered body as 
heavy as lead. Bradley was still 
doubled over, as he had been found 
at the table. He was not a pleasant 
sight, and Rawlings let out a shriek 
of horror.

“ Put him before the fireplace,” 
Loop ordered. “ We better melt him 
down a bit.”

Even Chicago shuddered at the 
way the gambler spoke of the dead. 
And Tony Cardenas shook with 
fear, refusing to touch the body fur­
ther. Loop dragged the dead man 
before the flames. He stepped back, 
rubbing his hands, which seemed to 
have gone numb from their contact 
with the corpse.

“ Crack out some grub, boys,” 
Loop laughed harshly. “ We’re here 
for the night. I ’ve got some liquor. 
We might hold a regular wake.” His 
tawny eyes focused on the cringing 
Rawlings. “ What’s the matter, doc­
tor. You didn’t kill him. He was 
your friend. Ain’t scared of him, are 
you?”

Rawlings collapsed in the corner 
in a fit of weeping.

“ You’ll suffer for this,” he sobbed. 
“ Mark my words.” He leaped up
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s u d d e n l y ,  t h r u s t  a  t r e m b l i n g  f i n g e r  

a t  t h e  g a m b l e r .  “ Y o u  f i e n d  o f  h e l l ! ”  

h e  s h r i e k e d .  “ Y o u ’ l l  b e  p u n i s h e d  f o r  

t o u c h i n g  t h e  d e a d !  A  c u r s e  o n  y o u !  

S h o o t  m e !  I ’ l l  k i l l  y o u ,  a n d  e v e r y ­

b o d y ! ”

W i t h  a  l e a p ,  R a w l i n g s  w a s  a t  t h e  

d o o r ,  j e r k e d  i t  o p e n ,  a n d  d i v e d  i n t o  

t h e  s n o w  o u t s i d e .  T h e  w i n d  t o r e  a t  

h i s  r a g g e d  h a i r  a n d  b l a c k  c o a t .  H e  

s t u m b l e d  a s  L o o p  a n d  C h i c a g o  

s p r a n g  a f t e r  h i m .  R a w l i n g s  w a s  o n  

h i s  f e e t ,  s t r u g g l i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  

d r i f t s ,  s h o u t i n g  h y s t e r i c a l l y ,  a  m a n  

h a l f  o u t  o f  h i s  m i n d .  W h i r l i n g ,  h e  

c l a w e d  C h i c a g o  a n d  t h e  g a m b l e r  l i k e  

a  c a t ,  a n d  s l i p p e d  o u t  o f  t h e i r  f i n ­

g e r s .

“ I ’ l l  s h o o t  h i m ! ”  C h i c a g o  y e l l e d .

“ K e e p  t h a t  g u n  w h e r e  i t  b e l o n g s ! ”  

L o o p  o r d e r e d ,  r a c i n g  a f t e r  t h e  f l e e ­

i n g  d o c t o r .  “ H e  w o n ’ t  g o  f a r . ”

B u t  R a w l i n g s  w a s  f o l l o w i n g  t h e  

t r a i l  b r o k e n  b y  t h e  h o r s e s .  H e  w a s  

f a s t e r  o n  h i s  f e e t  t h a n  L o o p  h a d  s u p ­

p o s e d .  T h e  s h e l f  s l a n t e d  d o w n ­

w a r d ,  g i v i n g  R a w l i n g s  m o m e n t u m .  

A n d  a s  h e  w e n t  o n ,  t h e  g a m b l e r  

s t u m b l e d  a n d  p i t c h e d  i n t o  t h e  s n o w .  

B e h i n d  h i m ,  C h i c a g o  f e l l .

“ C o m e  b a c k ,  R a w l i n g s ! ”  L o o p  

s h o u t e d .  “ I ’ l l  p u t  a  b u l l e t  i n  y o u . ”

B u t  R a w l i n g s  s p e d  o n  t h r o u g h  

t h e  d r i f t s .  T h e  p i n e  t r e e s  w o u l d  

h i d e  h i m  f o r  a  f e w  m o m e n t s  a s  L o o p  

a n d  C h i c a g o  r a c e d  o n .  T h e n  t h e y  

w o u l d  s e e  h i m  a g a i n ,  g a i n i n g  g r o u n d  

o n  t h e m .  T h e  g a m b l e r  j e r k e d  a  s i x -  

g u n  l o o s e ,  f i r e d  o v e r  t h e  d o c t o r ’ s  

h e a d .  I t  s e n t  R a w l i n g s  b o u n d i n g  o f f  

t h e  b e a t e n  t r a i l  t o w a r d  a  c l i f f .

“ S t o p  h i m ! ”  C h i c a g o  y e l l e d .

W i t h  a  c r y  o f  t r i u m p h ,  R a w l i n g s  

l e a p e d  o v e r  t h e  c l i f f  r i m ,  s h o t  d o w n ­

w a r d  o u t  o f  s i g h t .

I t  w a s  a  m o m e n t  b e f o r e  L o o p  a r ­

r i v e d  a t  t h e  s m a l l  p r e c i p i c e .  B e l o w  

h i m ,  t h e  d o c t o r  h a d  s t r u c k  i n  a  d r i f t ,  

c r a w l e d  o u t ,  a n d  s l i d  f l o u n d e r i n g  

d o w n  t h e  s i d e  o f  t h e  m o u n t a i n ,  l e a v ­

i n g  p l a i n  t r a c k s .  B u t  L o o p  c o u l d n ’ t  

s e e  h i m  i n  t h e  h e a v y  p i n e  f o r e s t  b e ­

l o w ' .

“ W e  b e t t e r  g e t  t h e  b r o n c s , ”  L o o p  

s a i d .  “ H e  c a n ’ t  g o  f a r  o n  f o o t . ”

“ T h e  h e l l  h e  c a n ’ t ! ”  C h i c a g o  e x ­

c l a i m e d  w r a t h f u l l y .  “ I f  h e  k e e p s  t o  

r o c k  a n d  t i m b e r ,  h e ’ l l  b e a t  u s  o n  

t h e  b r o n c s .  A n d  I  a i n ’ t  g o i n g  t o  

c h a s e  h i m  o n  m y  p o o r  l e g s . ”

L o o p  g r i t t e d  h i s  t e e t h .

“ I ’ l l  g o  f o r  h i m  m y s e l f , ”  h e  

s n a r l e d .  “ Y o u  a n d  T o n y  w a i t  h e r e . ”

T h e  g a m b l e r  j u m p e d  f r o m  t h e  

c l i f f  r i m  a s  C h i c a g o  y e l l e d  a  w a r n ­

i n g .

T h e  l e a p  w a s  n o t  t h i r t y  f e e t ;  t h e  

l a n d i n g  w a s  i n  a  d e e p  d r i f t  t h a t  

w o u l d  b r e a k  t h e  f a l l  a n d  t h r o w  a  

m a n  f o r w a r d  i n t o  a  s t e e p  s l i d e .  B u t  

L o o p ’ s  m i s t a k e  w a s  i n  t a k i n g  t h e  

d o c t o r ’ s  c o u r s e ,  s o  t h a t  t h e  g a m b l e r  

s t r u c k  i n  t h e  h o l l o w  m a d e  b y  R a w -  

l i n g s  i n  t h e  d r i f t .  T h e  s n o w  w a s  

p a c k e d .  I n s t e a d  o f  a  s o f t  c u s h i o n ,  

L o o p  f o u n d  a  h a r d - p a c k e d  l a n d i n g  

t h a t  j a r r e d  h i s  t e e t h .  H i s  a n k l e  

t u r n e d  u n d e r  h i m  a s  h e  w a s  p i t c h e d  

f o r w a r d .

A  c r y  o f  a g o n y  e s c a p e d  h i s  l i p s .

L i k e  a  t o b o g g a n ,  t h e  g a m b l e r  s p e d  

f a c e  f o r w a r d  d o w n  t h e  s t e e p  s l a n t ,  

s n o w  i n  h i s  f a c e .  H e  k n e w  h i s  a n ­

k l e  w 7a s  s p r a i n e d ,  s o  h e  d i d  n o t  t r y  

t o  p r e v e n t  h i m s e l f  f r o m  r o l l i n g  w h e n  

h e  e n d e d  u p  i n  t h e  b r a n c h e s  o f  t h e  

f i r s t  p i n e  t r e e s .  R a c k e d  w i t h  p a i n ,  

s h i v e r i n g  f r o m  t h e  w e t  t h a t  h a d  

m e l t e d  u n d e r  h i s  c o l l a r ,  h e  l a y  f o r  a  

m o m e n t ,  l o o k i n g  u p  a t  C h i c a g o  o n  

t h e  c l i f f  a b o v e .

“ A r e  y o u  h u r t ? ”  t h e  e x - j o c k e y  

c a l l e d .

“ G e t  a  h o r s e , ”  L o o p  s h o u t e d .  “ B e  

q u i c k  a b o u t  i t .  M y  a n k l e  t w i s t e d . ”

S l o w l y  h e  g o t  t o  h i s  k n e e s  a n d  

s t o o d  w a i s t - d e e p  i n  t h e  s n o w  o n  o n e  

l e g .  H e  c o u l d  s e e  t h r o u g h  t h e  p i n e s  

n o w ,  i n  t h e  d i r e c t i o n  o f  t h e  f u g i t i v e  

d o c t o r .  A n d  h e  c a u g h t  a  g l i m p s e  o f
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R a w l i n g s  s t r u g g l i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  

d r i f t s  a b o u t  h a l f  a  m i l e  b e y o n d .

A n d  t o  L o o p ’ s  s u r p r i s e ,  R a w l i n g s  

w a s  t r y i n g  t o  r e a c h  a n o t h e r  p e r s o n ,  

w h o  w a s  h a l f  c o n c e a l e d  b y  a n  u p -  

c r o p p i n g  o f  r o c k .  T h e  g a m b l e r  

d u c k e d  l o w .  H e  s a w  t h e  s u n l i g h t  

g l i n t  o n  a  r i f l e  b a r r e l  i n  t h e  s t r a n g ­

e r ’ s  h a n d .  A  h a l f  m i l e  w a s  n o t  t o o  

f a r  f o r  a  b u l l e t  t o  c a r r y .

“ R a i n y ! ”  L o o p  e j a c u l a t e d .  “ T r a i l ­

i n g  u s !  B u t  i t  d o n ’ t  l o o k  l i k e  h i m ! ”

W h e n  a  b u l l e t  d i d n ’ t  c o m e ,  L o o p  

d r e w  h i m s e l f  u p  f r o m  t h e  s n o w .  H e  

s a w  t h a t  R a w l i n g s  h a d  a l m o s t  

r e a c h e d  t h e  p e r s o n  w h o  w o r e  a  f l a t -  

b r i m m e d  t a n  h a t  a n d  a  g r e e n  M a c k i ­

n a w .  I n  t h e  h i g h ,  c l e a r  a l t i t u d e ,  

v o i c e s  c a r r i e d  f a r ,  a n d  t h e  g a m b l e r  

h e a r d  R a w l i n g s  y e l l .

“ D o r i s !  S h o o t  h i m ! ”

T t  w a s  a  w o m a n ’ s  c l e a r  t o n e  t h a t  

a n s w e r e d  h i m .

“ H u r r y ,  d o c t o r !  I ’ v e  g o t  h o r s e s  

d o w n  t h e  m o u n t a i n . ”

L o o p  s t o o d  u p  o n  h i s  o n e  g o o d  

l e g ,  f o r g e t t i n g  t h e  p a i n  o f  h i s  s p r a i n .  

H i s  s i x - g u n  w a s  i n  h i s  h a n d ,  t h e  b u t t  

a s  c o l d  a s  a n  i c i c l e .  T o  s h o o t  m e a n t  

t o  d r a w  t h e  f i r e  o f  t h e  g i r l ’ s  r i f l e .  

A n d  t h e  g a m b l e r  h a d  t h e  d i s a d v a n ­

t a g e  a t  s u c h  a  r a n g e .  H e  w a t c h e d  

D o r i s  B r a d l e y  r e a c h  o u t  t o  h e l p  t h e  

s t r u g g l i n g  R a w l i n g s .  T h e y  d u c k e d  

a r o u n d  t h e  g r a n i t e  c r a g s  a n d  w e r e  

g o n e .

I t  m e a n t  t h e  l o s s  o f  a  p o s s i b l e  f o r ­

t u n e  t o  L o o p  E d w a r d s .  G a m b l e r ,  

h e  h a d  s e e n  h i s  l u c k  c h a n g e  a t  t h e  

f l i p  o f  a  c a r d ,  a n d  h e  w a t c h e d  t h e  

p o t  h e  p l a y e d  f o r  r a k e d  f r o m  t h e  t a ­

b l e  b y  a n o t h e r .  I n s t e a d  o f  r a g e ,  

L o o p  s t o o d  a s  s t i l l  a s  d e a t h ,  h i s  f a c e  

a  c r u e l  m a s k ,  b u t  a  p o i s o n o u s  r e ­

v e n g e  c r e e p i n g  t h r o u g h  h i s  v e i n s .  A  

h o a r s e  c h u c k l e  s h o o k  h i m .  H e  s p a t  

c o n t e m p t u o u s l y  a t  t h e  s n o w .

“ C h i c a g o ! ”  h e  y e l l e d .  “ W h e r e ’ s  

t h a t  h o r s e ? ”

I t  w a s  a  f u l l  h o u r  b e f o r e  t h e  M e x i ­

c a n  T o n y  b r o u g h t  a  b r o n c  b y  a  s i d e  

r o u t e  d o w n  t h e  c l i f f .  T o  t h e  m a n ’ s  

q u e s t i o n s ,  L o o p  s a i d  n o t h i n g .  H e  

c l i m b e d  t h e  s a d d l e .  T o m ^  s t a r t e d  

t h e  j o u r n e y  b a c k  t o  t h e  c a b i n .  T h e  

g a m b l e r  k n e w  t h a t  i t  w o u l d  b e  i m ­

p o s s i b l e  t o  o v e r t a k e  R a w l i n g s  a n d  

t h e  g i r l  o n  t h e  e x h a u s t e d  h o r s e  u n ­

d e r  h i m .  H e  h a d  b u t  o n e  h o p e .

“ R a w l i n g s  w o n ’ t  l i v e  t h e  d a y  a n d  

n i g h t  o u t , ”  L o o p  g r o w l e d .  “ H e  a i n ' t  

g o t  t h e  s t r e n g t h .  H e  h a s n ’ t  a  c o a t .  

H e ’ s  d y i n g  o f  p n e u m o n i a  r i g h t  n o w .  

L e t  h i m  g o  o n .  W e ’ l l  f i n d  w h a t  w e  

w a n t  o n  t h e  d e a d  m a n . ”

T o n y  C a r d e n a s  s c o w l e d  i n  d i s g u s t  

a s  h e  b r e a s t e d  t h e  d e e p  d r i f t s  i n  

l e a d i n g  t h e  b r o n c  a c r o s s  t h e  m o u n ­

t a i n  s h e l f  t o  t h e  c a b i n  w h e r e  C h i ­

c a g o  w a s  t r y i n g  t o  r u b  w a r m t h  i n t o  

In ’ s  b o d y .

A s  t h e  M e x i c a n  h e l p e d  L o o p  i n t o  

t h e  c a b i n ,  C h i c a g o  c a r r i e d  a  p a i l  o f  

h o t  w a t e r  t o  a  c h a i r .

“ I  f i g u r e d  i t  b e t t e r  t o  g e t  r e a d y  

f o r  y o u , ”  t h e  e x - j o c k e y  e x p l a i n e d .  

“ W e ’ l l  f i x  t h a t  a n k l e  i n  n o  t i m e .  

R a w l i n g s  w o n ’ t  g e t  f a r . ”

L o o p ’ s  e y e s  w e r e  b i t t e r ,  b u t  h e  

s a i d  n o t h i n g  a b o u t  C h i c a g o  s e n d i n g  

t h e  M e x i c a n  t o  a i d  h i m .  I n  t h e  

c h a i r ,  h e  d r e w  o f f  h i s  b o o t  a n d  s o c k .  

H i s  a n k l e  w a s  s w o l l e n ,  b u t  t h e  c o l d  

h a d  n u m b e d  t h e  p a i n .  A n d  w h e n  

h e  t h r u s t  h i s  f o o t  i n t o  t h e  h o t  w a ­

t e r  a  g a s p  e s c a p e d  h i s  l i p s .

C h i c a g o  s t o o d  b a c k .

“ I  g o t  s o m e  g o o d  n e w s  f o r  y o u ,  

L o o p , ”  h e  c h u c k l e d .

“ W e l l ,  k e e p  i t  t o  y o u r s e l f ! ”  t h e  

g a m b l e r  s u d d e n l y  s h o u t e d .  “ D o n ’ t  

s t a n d  t h e r e  g a p i n g  a t  m e .  F e t c h  

w h a t ’ s  l e f t  o f  t h e  l i q u o r .  T h e n  s t a r t  

t o  w o r k  g o i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  l i n i n g  o f  

B r a d l e y ’ s  c l o t h e s . ”

H e  p o i n t e d  a t  t h e  b o d y  o f  C h a r l e s  

B r a d l e y  l y i n g  n e a r  t h e  f i r e p l a c e  i n  a  

p o o l  o f  w e t .  C h i c a g o  h a d  s h i f t e d  

t h e  c o r p s e  t o  w r n r k .  A n d  h e  h a d
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thrown a dirty newspaper over the 
dead man’s face.

“ I already found what we need,” 
Chicago said, grinning. “ Look at 
this, partner,”  he added, holding out 
a thin packet of waterproof silk. “ It 
was sewn in the lining of his coat.”

“ You searched him!” Loop ex­
claimed, bending forward.

“ I figured you might have a beef 
for me, not going with the bronc,” 
Chicago explained. “ So this makes 
us even.”

Loop snatched the packet, opened 
it, and extracted a folded letter.

“ What luck!” he ejaculated. “ But 
I figured him right. He knew if that 
can was delivered, Rawlings would 
learn where he had died. They must 
have had a bargain between them— 
wait!” the gambler exclaimed, “ This 
ain’t addressed to Rawlings.”

The letter read as follows:

]V1y dear D o ris :
I have been living for the last year in 

fear of a heart attack, and if my death 
comes on the trail from Hopeless Gulch to 
Center City, may this lie my last will and 
testament. 1 leave all my worldly posses­
sions to you, including all money now de­
posited in the bank at Phoenix. Because 
you are a young woman and not. experi­
enced, I am asking you to form a partner­
ship with Dr. Sylvester Rawlings, who has 
helped me as a physician and loyal friend 
for the last two years. He is fully aware 
of my business in Hopeless Gulch, where 1 
have contracts to reduce all the ore taken 
from the old shafts, giving the owners of 
those mines all gold and silver extracted, 
and keeping for myself any other metal 
found in the slag. My advice is for you 
and Dr. Rawlings to hire expert mining 
engineers to continue my work. Lately, a 
rough element has appeared in Hopeless 
Gulch, and started gambling and selling 
liquor to the miners. The leader of the 
group, one Rowdy Quinn, still has not 
guessed my great secret, which you must 
keep a secret with Dr. Rawlings, because 
of its value to humanity and its frightful 
danger to men without proper training. I 
fear to mention it in this letter, which 1 
hope you never have to read. But one 
never knows what may happen in this ex­

citing world. I wish you my dearest love 
and the prayer that some day you will find 
a man worthy of you. May your future 
he blessed by happiness.

Your uncle,
C haui.es B radley .

Finished with the reading, Loop 
Edwards lifted his eyes to Chicago.

“ Rowdy Quinn,” the gambler 
breathed. “ Hopeless Gulch.”

“ You know him?” Chicago ques­
tioned.

Loop chuckled. “ Know him?”  he 
inquired. “ We served time in Deer 
Lodge together. Short on brains, 
but long on brawn. That’s Rowdy.” 
He tucked the letter into a pocket. 
“And Hopeless Gulch is an aban­
doned mining camp not fifty miles 
on the other side of the Rainbows.”

Tony Cardenas moved forward.
“ The secret!”  he exclaimed. 

“ What, is it? This Bradley man 
takes the dirt and gives back the 
miners all the gold and silver. 'He 
was crazy. Why should he do that, 
amigo?

Loop flicked a glance at Chicago, 
who fumbled in his pocket for a 
smoke. Chicago turned to the fire­
place, as if searching for a light. 
Loop’s hand stole to a gun butt.

“ Is the door shut tight, Tony?”  
the gambler asked coolly.

Tony Cardenas turned his back 
to look at the door that rattled un­
der the buffeting of the wind.

Two guns crashed, lighting up the 
cabin shadows with dancing crimson 
flame, sending echoes out to the 
Rainbow Mountains, snuffing out a 
life.

CHAPTER VI.
QUEER BRAND OF TROUBADOUR.

DAW N the next day found a heavy 
leaden sky threatening another 

fall of snow, but the wind had died 
away, leaving an ominous silence in 
the Rainbows. The tracks made by
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Loop Edwards on his trek to the 
trapper’s cabin were almost covered 
with the blown crests of drifts. In 
some places they were difficult to 
follow, and Rainy Dev, in a sheep­
skin coat and ears muffled below his 
tan ten-gallon hat, was forced to 
keep an eye on the blazed pine trees.

-A mile below the cabin he pulled 
into the lee of a granite cliff and 
swung down from the saddle. His 
horse was one borrowed from Tony 
the Mexican's corral near Center 
City. There was a blanket roll be­
hind his saddle, holding canned 
goods from Tony’s larder, and his 
saddlebags were filled with grain.

Rainy had broken into a ranch 
line shack to steal the sheepskin 
coat, rifle and cartridges. The theft 
had worried him for several days, al­
though he had promised himself to 
pay it back. He was a hunted man, 
and had taken no chances in trying 
to swap broncs. His delay in reach­
ing the Rainbows had been due to 
the inability of the sorrel to make 
any better time.

“ I figured them right,” the 
puncher said to himself, levering a 
cartridge into the chamber of his 
Winchester. “ Bradley’s mine must 
be somewhere back in the moun­
tains. If Loop isn’t in the trapper’s 
cabin, he’s gone on. But I'm watch­
ing my step.”

He set out on foot, winding 
through the pines, ducking from one 
outcropping of granite to another to 
approach the cabin. Rainy’s mind 
was made up to kill Loop Edwards 
and Chicago. If Tony and Rawlings 
showed fight, they’d have to take 
what they got. It was the code of 
the outlaw trail. Wolf eat wolf.

As Rainy circled to the rear of 
the old trapper's cabin, his ears were 
alert for the echo of voices. He 
noted that no smoke curled from the 
chimney. For a swift moment,

doubt assailed him that Loop had 
gone on. The silence could be a 
trap. With a chuckle over his fears, 
Rainy slipped toward the cave where 
horses were penned for warmth.

He halted before the tracks of 
four broncs which led on up the 
ridge and vanished. Tracks made 
fresh that morning. Four horses. 
Evidence that Loop, Chicago, Tony 
Cardenas, and Rawlings had left.

“ Rawlings talked,”  Rainy gritted. 
“ I knew he would. He’s double- 
crossed Bradley's niece. I warned 
her about him.”

Frowning at the memory of his 
adventure with the girl, Rainy 
plowed back through the drifts to 
recover his horse.

For some mysterious reason, 
Rainy hadn’ t been able to get the 
picture of Doris Bradley out of his 
mind. All the way from Center City, 
he had remembered how the sunlight 
struck copper flames in her hair. He 
could recall the melody of her voice, 
the flash of her eyes, the tilt of her 
chin. She had condemned him to 
jail by leaving him. She had called 
him a faker. Rainy was bitter as a 
rejected suitor.

“ She owes me ten thousand 
bucks,”  he growled. “ I ’m no ten­
derfoot. A fat chance I had of get­
ting it by sitting in jail. I ’ll show 
Rawlings up for a bellv-crawling rat­
tler. Next time I run into that dude 
filly she’ll sing a different tune.”

Mounting his bronc, he rode back 
to the cabin and stepped inside. 
There was evidence that Loop had 
spent the night. An empty whiskey 
bottle stood on the table. There 
was a pan of water on the floor, 
crusted with ice. Otherwise the 
cabin was as Rainy had left it 
days before. He stood checking 
everything over, wondering what 
Loop and Chicago had done in re­
turning to the Rainbows. They
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m i g h t  h a v e  b e e n  s e a r c h i n g  f o r  m o r e  

e v i d e n c e  o f  B r a d l e y ’ s  s e c r e t .

R a i n y  h i m s e l f  w e n t  o v e r  t h e  

c a b i n  i n  h o p e  o f  f i n d i n g  s o m e t h i n g  

t h a t  t h e y  m i g h t  h a v e  o v e r l o o k e d .  

T h e  m a n t e l  w a s  b a r e ,  t h e  s h e l v e s  

e m p t y  o f  c a n n e d  g o o d s .  T h e r e  w a s  

s t i l l  a  s m a l l  s u p p l y  o f  f i r e w o o d ,  a n d  

i n  l o o k i n g  i t  o v e r ,  t h e  c o w b o y  d i s ­

c o v e r e d  a  b o o k  k i c k e d  i n t o  a  c o r n e r .  

H e  p i c k e d  i t  u p ,  r e a d  t h e  t i t l e ,  “ G e o ­

l o g i c a l  F a u l t s , ”  a  b o o k  t h a t  o n l y  a n  

e d u c a t e d  e n g i n e e r  m i g h t  r e a d .

“ B r a d l e y ’ s , ”  R a i n y  s a i d  t o  h i m ­

s e l f .  “ P e r h a p s  h e  w a s  r e a d i n g  i t  

b e f o r e  t h e  l i g h t  o f  t h e  f i r e . ”

A s  h e  h e l d  i t ,  t h e  b o o k  c r a c k e d  

o p e n  t o  t h e  s p o t  w h e r e  i t  h a d  b e e n  

r e a d  t h e  m o s t .  T h e r e  t h e  p a g e s  w e r e  

s l i g h t l y  d i s c o l o r e d .  R a i n y  l o o k e d  a t  

t h e  s u b j e c t ,  a n d  h e  c a u g h t  h i s  

b r e a t h .  H e  d r e w  b a c k  t o  t h e  d o o r ­

w a y  w h e r e  t h e  l i g h t  w a s  b e t t e r ,  

s t o o d  r e a d i n g  f o r  s e v e r a l  m o m e n t s .  

T h e  s u b j e c t  m a t t e r  w a s  a , s e v e r e  t e s t  

f o r  h i s  k n o w l e d g e .  M u c h  o f  i t  w a s  

i l l u s t r a t e d  b y  t r i g o n o m e t r i c a l  f o r m u ­

l a s ,  a b o u t  w h i c h  R a i n y  k n e w  n o t h ­

i n g .  B u t  h e  g o t  t h e  m a i n  p a r t  o f  

t h e  s t o r y .

“ L o o p  m i s s e d  i t ! ”  R a i n y  e x ­

c l a i m e d .

H e  t u r n e d  o u t  t h e  d o o r ,  w o n d e r ­

i n g  i f  C h a r l e s  B r a d l e y ’ s  c o r p s e  s t i l l  

w a s  h i d d e n  i n  a  s n o w b a n k .  F o o t ­

p r i n t s  l e d  h i m  t o  a  d e e p  d r i f t .  R a i n y  

d u g  d o w n ,  t o u c h e d  a  f r o z e n  o b j e c t ,  

a n d  d r e w  t h e  b o d y  t o  l i g h t .  I t  w a s  

n o t  w h a t  r e m a i n e d  o f  C h a r l e s  B r a d ­

l e y .  T h e  f a c e  w a s  o l i v e - s k i n n e d .

“ T o n y  C a r d e n a s ! ”  t h e  c o w b o y  

g a s p e d .  “ T h e y  s h o t  h i m ! ”

H e  d u g  d e e p e r  a n d  f o u n d  C h a r l e s  

B r a d l e y ,  M a c k i n a w  r i p p e d  b y  a  

k n i f e .  R a i n y  s t o o d  b a c k ,  f a c e  t a u t .  

H e  r e m e m b e r e d  t h e  t i m e  t e n  d a y s  

b e f o r e ,  w h e n  L o o p  h a d  t r i e d  t o  k i l l  

h i m .  I t  w a s  a f t e r  t h e  d i s c o v e r y  o f  

t h e  r u s t y  c a n .  N o w  i t  c a m e  t o  

R a i n y  t h a t  L o o p  a n d  C h i c a g o  h a d

m u r d e r e d  t h e  M e x i c a n  T o n y  f o r  

s u c h  a  p u r p o s e — t o  c u t  h i m  o u t  o f  

t h e  p r o f i t s  o f  t h e i r  f u t u r e  t h e f t .

“ R a w l i n g s  t o l d  t h e m  a b o u t  B r a d ­

l e y , ”  R a i n y  s a i d  a l o u d .  “ N o  d o u b t  

a b o u t  i t .  T h e y  m u r d e r e d  T o n y  s o  

t h e y  w o u l d n ’ t  h a v e  t o  d i v i d e . ”

R e t u r n i n g  t o  t h e  c a b i n ,  R a i n y  

m o u n t e d  t h e  s o r r e l ,  n e v e r  i m a g i n i n g  

t h a t  D r .  R a w l i n g s  m i g h t  h a v e  e s ­

c a p e d  a n d  m e t  D o r i s  B r a d l e y .  T h e  

p u n c h e r  t h o u g h t  h e  h a d  t h r e e  m e n  

t o  h u n t  n o w  i n s t e a d  o f  t w o .  T h e  

t r a c k s  o f  t h e i r  b r o n c s  f o l l o w e d  t h e  

t r a i l  b l a z e d  o n  t h e  p i n e s ,  b a c k  u p  t h e  

r i d g e .  I t  w a s  h a r d  c l i m b i n g ,  b u t  

R a i n y  f o r g o t  t h e  b i t i n g  c o l d  a n d  t h e  

s l i p p e r y  f o o t i n g  f o r  h i s  h o r s e .

T h e r e  w a s  n e e d  f o r  s p e e d .  H e  

k n e w  B r a d l e y ’ s  s e c r e t .  P e r h a p s  

L o o p  k n e w  i t .  T h e  g a m b l e r  h a d  t o  

b e  s t o p p e d  b e f o r e  i t  w a s  t o o  l a t e .  

A l t h o u g h  L o o p ’ s  h o o f p r i n t s  w e r e  n o t  

m a n y  h o u r s  o l d ,  t h e  d a r k - g r a y  s k y  

t h r e a t e n e d  a n o t h e r  f a l l  o f  s n o w ,  a n d  

R a i n y  h a d  t o  b e a t  i t  o v e r  t h e  h i g h  

r i d g e .

A  w i n d  s t i r r e d  f r o m  t h e  n o r t h  b e ­

f o r e  t h e  p u n c h e r  h a d  r e a c h e d  t h e  

t o p  o f  t h e  r i d g e .  C l o u d s  m o v e d  o v e r  

t h e  m o u n t a i n s ,  h i d i n g  t h e  p e a k s ,  s e t ­

t l i n g  l o w e r ,  a n d  t h e r e  w a s  a  g r o w i n g  

d a m p n e s s  i n  t h e  a i r .  N o w ,  w h e n  

R a i n y  f o u n d  h i m s e l f  c l i m b i n g  i n t o  

t h e  d a r k - g r a y  m i s t s ,  h e  f e l t  s n o w  

b r u s h  h i s  f a c e .  H e  c o u l d  s e e  n o t h ­

i n g ,  a n d  w o u l d  h a l t ,  u n t i l  t h e  c l o u d  

d r i f t e d  a w a y .

O l d  f e a r s  a n d  s u p e r s t i t i o n s  a s ­

s a i l e d  h i m .  H e  w a n t e d  t o  c r y  o u t  

t o  L a d y  L u c k  t o  h e l p  h i m ,  b u t  t o  

m e n t i o n  h e r  n a m e  m i g h t  m a k e  m a t ­

t e r s  w o r s e .  W h e n  t h e  s o r r e l  f a l ­

t e r e d ,  t h e  p u n c h e r  d i s m o u n t e d  a n d  

b r o k e  t h e  t r a i l  u p  t h e  l a s t  h u n d r e d  

f e e t ,  s l i p p i n g  o n  t h e  h a r d - p a c k e d  

c r u s t ,  h i s  b r e a t h  w h i t e  v a p o r  b e f o r e  

h i s  e y e s .

W i t h  a  s h o u t ,  h e  r e a c h e d  t h e  

c r o w n  o f  t h e  r i d g e ,  b u t  h i s  t r i u m p h .
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w a s  s h o r t - l i v e d ,  f o r  t h e  s k y  r e l e a s e d  

i t s  w h i t e n e d  b u r d e n .  W h i r l i n g ,  

d r i f t i n g ,  d a n c i n g ,  t h e  f e a t h e r y  f l a k e s  

c a m e  d o w n .  V i s i o n  w a s  b l i n d f o l d e d  

a s  b y  a  w h i t e  c u r t a i n ,  s o  t h a t  R a i n y  

c o u l d  n o t  s e e  t h e  s u r r o u n d i n g  p e a k s ,  

t h e  c r a g s  a t  h a n d ,  n o r  t h e  p i n e  t r e e s  

b e l o w .  T h e  h o o f p r i n t s  o f  L o o p ’ s  

h o r s e s  b e g a n  t o  f a d e .

“ W e ’ v e  g o t  t o  h u r r y ,  p a r t n e r , ”  h e  

s a i d  e x c i t e d l y  t o  t h e  s o r r e l .

S t i l l  l e a d i n g  i t ,  t h e  p u n c h e r  

s t a r t e d  d o w n  t h e  s t e e p  t r a i l ,  e y e s  

g l u e d  t o  t h e  m a r k i n g s  t h a t  w e r e  f a s t  

v a n i s h i n g .  I n  a  f e w  m i n u t e s  h e  

c o u l d  h a r d l y  s e e  t h e  p r i n t .  I t  w a s  

t r e a c h e r o u s  t r a v e l i n g .  H e  s l i p p e d  

a n d  s k i d d e d  l i k e  a  d r u n k e n  m a n ,  

a n d  t h e  b r o n c  b e h i n d  h i m  w a s  h a v ­

i n g  j u s t  a s  b a d  a  t i m e .

A  l a s t  p l a n  c a m e  t o  h i m .  R e m o v ­

i n g  h i s  b r o n c ’ s  b r i d l e ,  h e  b u i l t  a  

s t r o n g  n o o s e  a r o u n d  i t s  n e c k  w i t h  

t h e  e n d  o f  h i s  l a r i a t ;  t h e n ,  t a k i n g  

t h e  o t h e r  e n d ,  h e  w a l k e d  t h i r t y  f e e t  

a h e a d  o f  t h e  b r o n c .  A t  f i r s t  t h e  a n i ­

m a l  r e f u s e d  t o  b u d g e ,  f o r  i t  c o u l d  

n o t  s e e  R a i n y .  H e  c a l l e d ,  t u g g e d ,  

a n d  t h e  f o u n d e r i n g  a n i m a l  b e g a n  t o  

p l o d .

I t  w a s  w o r k  s h o r t  o f  p u l l i n g  t h e  

b e a s t  a l o n g .  B u t  b o t h  o f  t h e m  

w o u l d n ’ t  g o  o v e r  a  c l i f f  n o w .  O n l y  

R a i n y .  H e  w a s  a  b l i n d  m a n  g r o p ­

i n g  i n  t h e  d a r k ,  a l w a y s  w a i t i n g  f o r  

a n  u p d r a f t  o f  w i n d  t h a t  t o l d  o f  a  

p r e c i p i c e .  T w i c e  h e  f e l t  t h e  s n o w  

g i v e  w a y  u n d e r  h i m ,  a n d  h e  s a v e d  

h i m s e l f  f r o m  a  s t e e p  f a l l  b y  t h e  r o p e  

f r o m  t h e  b r o n c  b e h i n d  h i m .

B u t  h e  w a s  o n  t h e  d o w n w a r d  j o u r ­

n e y  a g a i n .  M o r e  p i n e s  c o n f r o n t e d  

h i m .  B u t  t h e  d r i f t s  w e r e  n o t  a s  

d e e p .  H e  w a s  g e t t i n g  d o w n  t o  t h e  

s n o w  l i n e .  T h e  f l a k e s  w h i r l i n g  b e ­

f o r e  h i m  w e r e  s m a l l e r .  S l e e t  s e t  i n ;  

a  h a r d ,  d r i v i n g  w e t  t h a t  m a d e  t h e  

g o i n g  a s  s l i p p e r y  a s  w e t  s o a p .  B u t  

h i s  v i s i o n  i n c r e a s e d .  H e  w a s  f l o u n ­

d e r i n g  i n t o  b r u s h  w h e n  t h e  s l e e t  b e ­

c a m e  r a i n ,  a n d  t h e n  h e  c o u l d  s e e  a  

h u n d r e d  f e e t .

“ I ’ v e  l i c k e d  i t ! ”  h e  c r i e d .

T o o  e x h a u s t e d  t o  c o n t i n u e ,  h e  

d r e w  h i s  m o u n t  u n d e r  a  b i g  c e d a r  

t r e e  f o r  s h e l t e r .  T h e  s n o w  u n d e r ­

f o o t  w a s  n o t  t h r e e  i n c h e s  d e e p .  H e  

b r o k e  d e a d  b r a n c h e s  f r o m  t r e e s .  I t  

w a s  t o u g h  w o r k  t o  s t a r t  a  f i r e .  B u t  

w h e n  h e  f a n n e d  t h e  f l a m e s  t o  l i f e  

w i t h  t h e  a i d  o f  a  n e w s p a p e r  a n d  

s h a v i n g s ,  t h e  b l a z e  a t e  r e a d i l y  i n t o  

p i n e  b o u g h s .  R a i n y  a n d  h i s  h o r s e  

c r o w d e d  c l o s e  t o  t h a w  o u t .

C o n f i d e n c e  i n  t h e  f u t u r e  f l o w e d  

b a c k  w i t h  w a r m t h  i n  h i s  b o d y .  H e  

c h u c k l e d ,  w i n k e d  a t  t h e  s o r r e l  t h a t  

s t o o d  w i t h  d r o o p i n g  h e a d .  T h e  a n i ­

m a l  w a s  r e w a r d e d  w i t h  g r a i n .  T h e  

c o w b o y  o p e n e d  a  c a n  o f  b e a n s .  I t  

d i d n ’ t  s e e m  t o  m a t t e r  t h a t  h e  h a d  

l o s t  t r a c k  o f  h i s  f o e s .  H e  w a s  g l a d  

t h a t  h e  h a d  h i s  l i f e .  I t  h a d  b e e n  a  

c l o s e  c a l l .

“ N o t h i n g  c a n  l i c k  m e , ”  h e  t o l d  

h i m s e l f .  “ I ’ m  s i t t i n g  o n  t o p  o f  t h e  

w o r l d — ”

R a i n y  b r o k e  o f f  s h o r t ,  h i s  b l u e  

e y e s  s h a r p ,  h i s  t a n n e d  f a c e  t h r o w n  

u p .  I t  s e e m e d  t h a t  h i s  s e n s e s  w e r e  

p l a y i n g  h i m  f a l s e .  H e  h e a r d  m u s i c .  

T h e  s o u n d  o f  a  g u i t a r  c a m e  w i t h  t h e  

w i n d  a n d  r a i n ,  a  f a i n t  s t r u m m i n g  o f  

s i l v e r  s t r i n g s .  A n d 1 t h e n  a  t e n o r  

v o i c e  j o i n e d  t h e  m u s i c .  I t  w a s  a  

p l e a s i n g  v o i c e ,  a l t h o u g h  t h a t  o f  a n  

o l d s t e r ,  s i n g i n g  b e c a u s e  h e  w a s  

h a p p y .

“ T h u n d e r  a n d  l i g h t n i n g ! ”  R a i n y  

e x c l a i m e d .  “ I  m u s t  h a v e  g o n e  l o c o .  

N o b o d y  c a n  b e  s e r e n a d i n g  h i m s e l f  

o n  a  d a y  l i k e  t h i s . ”

P i c k i n g  h i s  r i f l e  f r o m  t h e  s a d d l e  

s c a b b a r d ,  h e  s t a r t e d  t h r o u g h  t h e  

b r u s h  t o w a r d  t h e  m u s i c .  I n  f i f t y  

y a r d s  h e  s a w r a -  c a b i n  n o t  m u c h  

l a r g e r  t h a n  a  s t a l l  f o r  a  b r o n c .  T h e r e  

w a s  s m o k e  c u r l i n g  f r o m  i t s  c h i m n e y .  

T h e  d o o r  w a s  c l o s e d ,  b u t  t h e  s o n g
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of the cabin owner drifted through 
the logs to the outside.

Cautiously Rainy advanced, rifle 
at his hip. He wasn’t sure but that 
the small cabin, the song, and the 
sleet-covered pines were part of a 
dream, from which he would soon 
awaken. His adventures for the last 
ten days had been short of fantastic. 
This experience was the final one.

At the door he turned the knob, 
kicked the entrance in. Rifle cocked 
and ready, he leaped into the tiny 
cabin, the strumming of the guitar 
loud in his ears. He saw a crackling 
fireplace at the farther end of the 
room. A man with a wrinkled face 
and long white hair sat on a bunk. 
His hand poised as he saw Rainy 
Dey. He set aside his guitar slowly,- 
eyes wide, mouth open, song cut off 
in mid-stanza.

Rainy eased the hammer to un­
cock on his rifle. He bit his lips. 
He was angry at himself. Embar­
rassed, he managed a greeting.

“ Howdy. Reckon I made a mis­
take. Thought you might be a bit 
ornery about visitors.”

The white-haired fellow climbed to 
his feet from the bunk.

“ N o  harm in me, younker,” he 
drawled, shaking his head. “ You 
ain’t the first hombre what’s wanted 
to shoot me for all my singing and 
geetaring. There just ain’t no peace 
nowhere for a troubadour like me. 
But guests is guests, young feller. 
Come warm your hide by my fire.” 

Rainy shifted uneasily, trying to 
determine if the man were loco or 
not. v

“ I got lost coming over the moun­
tain,” the puncher explained. 
“ There’s a. blizzard up yonder.” 

“ Sure, and I know all about it,” 
the oldster said seriously. “ No need 
to be scared of me. I ’m Singing 
Jack, what hunts deer meat for the 
mining camp in Hopeless Gulch.

Awful place, that. Got to come 
clear up here to the mountains to 
do my singing. Feller called Rowdy 
Quinn down in Hopeless Gulch is 
phnnb fed up with it.”

Rainy cradled his rifle in his arm. 
“ Hopeless Gulch,” he echoed. “ Not 
far from here, is it?”

“ Depends on how far you count 
far, stranger,” Singing Jack replied. 
“ I knew a man once who didn't call 
it far to the Rio Grande, and that’s 
more’n five hundred miles. I wrote 
a song about him.”

Rainy eased to a seat on the bunk 
in the cramped quarters.

“ Let's hear the song, pop,” he sug­
gested, a slow grin curling his lips. 
“ I once tried to learn how to play 
one of those banjo things. We ought 
to get on fine.’ ’

“ Ain’t no banjo, but a geetar,” 
Singing Jack said seriously. “ But 
here’s the song, if you want to suf­
fer some.”

Rainy set aside his rifle. He lis­
tened to the old-timer break forth 
into a favorite old range ditty, which 
he hadn’t written by a long shot. 
Rainy had often sung “ Sam Bass of 
Indiana” himself while driving 
steers. But his weather-beaten fea­
tures showed no signs o f ' his 
thoughts. He was a careful gambler 
once again, waiting for his play to 
come, with the knowledge that old 
Singing Jack was packed with in­
formation about the Rainbows.

CHAPTER VII.
DEATH W ATCH.

OOP EDW ARDS sat across a 
green baize table from a big red­

headed bruiser with cauliflower ears, 
a bulbous nose, and small, pinkish 
eyes. The man, Rowdy Quinn, was 
a graduate of lumber and mining- 
camp brawls, a two-fisted drinker, 
ex-convict, and general scoundrel.



34 STREET & SMITH’S WILD WEST WEEKLY

His newly found fortune in Hopeless 
Gulch was reflected in a gray derby 
hat, checkered vest, and brown suit. 
His outfit made Chicago, standing 
behind Loop, green with jealousy.

Rowdy h a d  been listening to L o o p  

for long, and now it was his turn to 
talk. He poured himself a drink of 
whiskey.

“ Tb call a spade a spade. Loop," 
the bruiser chuckled huskily, and 
tossed off his liquor, “ I don't trust 
you farther than I can throw a mule. 
It ain't that I don’t think Bradley 
is dead. This camp is built for just 
one boss, and that’s me. It don’t 
include you, Loop. Any scheme you 
got up your sleeve to make more 
money than I'm already making only 
means that I lose out in the end. I 
ain’t no fool, boys. It was nice talk­
ing to an old friend from Deer 
Lodge. If you’re broke, I'll stake 
you. But you best be moving on to 
other parts.”

SINGING JACK

Loop Edwards grinned as if 
Rowdy was joking. The gambler 
poured himself a drink. Setting the 
bottle down, he glanced at the palm 
of his hand, which was as red as fire.

“ Must have got frost-nipped lip in 
the mountains,”  Loop said, flexing

his fingers. “ But it'll-wear off.”  He 
drank as Rowdy's eyes studied him. 
“ Now about you thinking me and 
Chicago are not on the level, part­
ner,” Loop continued, shaking his 
head slowly, “ you're all wrong. We 
don't ask for a cut in your saloon 
profits. I only aim to take over 
Bradley’s contracts with the miners. 
We need a good word from you. 
Rowdy, just to convince the miners 
that we bought Bradley out. You 
can’t object to us going into an hon­
est business. I've given up playing 
cards.”

Rowdy made an ugly face. “ Just 
like a wolf gives up killing sheep,” 
the redhead growled. “ Ain’t no use 
in arguing, Loop. I know you too 
well. Them miners are my bread 
and butter. They spend what 
money they earn in my Roaring Bo­
nanza Bar. There ain’t one of them 
what isn't in debt to me right now. 
I ain't cutting you into no profits.”

Loop rolled a cigarette with stiff 
fingers, his eyes wandering around 
the ornate room that had been built 
for private poker parties fifty years 
before. Time had taken its toll 
since Hopeless Gulch had been aban­
doned as a dead camp. There were 
timber-rat holes in the floor of the 
room. The gilt paint had peeled 
and cracked. New panes had been 
put in the windows that overlooked 
the rutted main street. Rowdy 
Quinn had brought new furniture, 
but it only made the room shabbier.

Downstairs in the big gambling 
and barroom, Loop had seen sights 
that belonged to another age. Once 
more men were sitting around the 
poker tables, standing before the 
brass rail, talking about gold in cor­
ners under clouds of smoke. They 
could have been the ghosts of the 
men who struck it rich in Hopeless 
Gulch. They were finding fortune 
again in a ghost town. Instead of
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digging new shafts they were' 
screening the old dumpings from the 
mines and carting the result to a 
small but very modern smelter and 
sluice works built by Charles Brad­
ley, who had been giving them back 
the gold and silver that the old-tim­
ers had been unable to extract with 
their crude methods. Some of the 
newcomers who had restaked the old 
claims were averaging as much as 
fifty dollars a day for their manual 
labor of screening old dumpings and 
letting Bradley extract the profit for 
them.

Loop considered this story that 
Rowdy Quinn had told him. Loop 
hadn’t told Rowdy that Bradley 
made an enormous profit. For Loop 
didn’t know what Bradley found for 
himself in the screened dumpings. 
The gambler was taking a long shot 
in the dark that he soon would find 
out. He let Rowdy Quinn go on 
believing that Bradley's search was 
for such less valuable metals as lead, 
nitrate of salver, zinc and perhaps 
tin.

“ But who is going to run Brad­
ley’s machinery now that he’s gone, 
Rowdy?” Loop argued. “ You don’t 
know anything about mining. These 
are modern times, partner. You 
can’t let that drunken riffraff in the 
saloon downstairs take over. Some­
body has got to do it for them.”

Rowdy’s eyes sharpened.
“ I’ll get some experts from Den­

ver,”  he growled. "It won’t be you, 
Loop. No use in trying to convince 
me. T learned too much about you 
in the Montana pen.”

Loop’s face tightened. He glanced 
at Chicago, who fumbled for a ciga­
rette, without finding a match. Loop 
bent over the table. His left lapel 
brushed open, revealing the dark 
butt of a .4.5 in a shoulder holster. 
His voice was as hard as steel.

“ That goes both ways, Rowdy,”
w w —3E

the gambler said. “ When we bunked 
in the same cell you did a lot of 
boasting. I never forgot it. I got 
it all written down, with names and 
places.”

Rowdy Quinn’s fists bunched. His 
jaw squared, face flushing red with 
anger. "

“ What do you mean by that. 
Loop?” he demanded.

Chicago was moving around be­
hind him.

“ Just that you wouldn’t be hard 
to hang, Rowdy,” Loop sneered. 
“ You served time for a rustling job. 
That was small change compared 
with what the law would like to send 
you up for, if they had the evi­
dence.”

“ Why, you dirty double-crossing 
— ” Rowdy yelled, lunging across the 
table.

But Loop reared back, snaking the 
Colt from his shoulder holster. 
Rowdy’s fist slapped the barrel of 
the weapon down. He would have 
struck Loop if Chicago had not 
shouted a warning.

“ Easy, Rowdy!” the ex-jockey 
cried out. “ Unless you want a slug 
of lead in the back of the neck.”

Trembling with rage, Rowdy 
Quinn’s right fist did not swing for 
Loop’s jaw. The bruiser turned his 
head slowly to find Chicago cover­
ing him. Breathing heavily, Rowdy 
settled back in his chair.

“ You two.tinhorns won’t ever get 
out of this saloon if you beef me,” 
he threatened. “ I can break every 
bone in your skinny hides.”

Loop eased his weapon back into 
his shoulder holster. He had not 
drawn as fast as he had counted on. 
His hand had slipped on the butt. 
His fingers were stiff.

“ You talk too big for your brains, 
Rowdy,” Loop growled. “ You 
haven’t heard my entire story. I 
said I had all your ancient deeds
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written down with names and places. 
The paper is all stamped and ready 
to be mailed to Mr. John Law if I 
don't turn up at a certain place to 
stop it. Try any funny business 
with me and Chicago and a friend 
of mine will send the letter. Your 
business in Hopeless Gulch won’t 
last very long. You don’t trust me, 
Iiowdv. I wouldn't trust you far­
ther than I could throw two mules.” 

Rowdy Quinn’s face was twisted 
with hatred. Once a man who acted 
on impulse, he had learned things as 
he began to make money. He was 
using his wits instead of his brawn.

“ Suppose I don’t believe you. 
Loop?” he demanded. “ What do 
you know about me?”

The gambler chuckled. “ There 
was the Union Pacific holdup fifteen 
yean ago, when the fireman and 
brakemen were killed,”  he said. 
“ There was a puncher killed in a 
fist fight in Virginia City by a 
drunken bum. More than that, 
Rowdy. You used to travel under 
the name of Red Tanner, and W yo­
ming still wants a gent by that name 
for killing a sheriff."

Rowdy’s cheeks paled. He drew 
in his breath, stole another glance at 
Chicago. He got to his feet.

An evil laugh came from his 
throat.

“ I reckon we can do business, 
Loop,”  Rowdy sneered. “ 1 was 
only kidding you. Have a drink.” 
He paused. “ But stay away from 
my saloon. Try to cut into my 
profits and you won’t live to see the 
sun go down.”

Loop got up. “ It's a deal, but 
don’t forget that if anything hap­
pens to me that a letter is going to 
be posted by a friend of mine who 
lives somewhere you won’t find out.” 

“ Pour the drinks, Loop,” Rowdy 
invited, his pink eyes watching the 
gambler’s sore palm reach for the

, bottle. “ You must be anxious to 
go have a look at that smelter. But 
don’t go fooling around with any of 
the acid that Bradley used. The 
stuff burns like fire. You better hire 
somebody who knows something 
about assay.”

“ Acid, did you say?”  Loop ques­
tioned, glancing at his palms.

Rowdy did not reply. They 
drank, not in friendship binding a 
bargain, but two enemies making a 
truce that couldn’t last. With a 
grin. Loop Edwards turned to the 
door, nodding to Chicago. They 
gave Rowdy their backs as they 
went out.

The big redhead's hand dropped 
to a gun butt, but he did not draw. 
Rowdy djdn't know if Loop had a 
letter written for the law or not. As 
their footsteps sounded on the rick­
ety stairs, the saloon owner doubled 
his fists. He turned to a back door 
of the private room, opened it, and 
called into a corridor.

“ Rawlings!”
Another door creaked, and 

through the dim corridor a lean fig­
ure slinked toward Rowdy Quinn. 
Dr. Rawlings was a pasty-faced 
cadaver, trembling with terror, a 
strange, feverish glow in his yellow 
eyes. He followed Rowdy back into 
the private room and waited for the 
man to speak.

“ You’re right, Rawlings,” Rowdy 
Quinn chuckled. “ Loop and Chi­
cago are losing their hands. You 
and me can do business.”

Rawlings felt at his throat 
“ What did you tell them?" he asked 
in terror. “ They’ll murder me if 
they find out I know about Brad­
ley’s secret. M y life isn't safe. Did 
you send them away?"

Rowdy’s lips curled in contempt.
“ They’ve got to stay in Hopeless 

Gulch until their fists drop off,”  he 
sneered. “ They won’t find out what
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B r a d l e y  w a s  a f t e r .  T h e y  g o t  t h e  

d r o p  o n  m e ,  b u t  n o t  f o r  l o n g ,  R a w ­

l i n g s .  W e  h o l d  t h e  u p p e r  h a n d .  

Y o u  s a y  t h e r e ’ s  n o  c u r e ? ”

“ N o  c u r e , ”  t h e  f a k e  d o c t o r  m u m ­

b l e d .  “ B u t  i f  t h e y  s e e  m e — ”

“ K e e p  u n d e r  c o v e r , ”  R o w d y  i n ­

s t r u c t e d .  “ S t a y  w i t h  t h e  g i r l  u p  i n  

S i n g i n g  J a c k ’ s  s h a c k .  H e ’ s  o u t  

h u n t i n g  d e e r  f o r  m e .  H e  w a s  a  

g r e a t  f r i e n d  o f  B r a d l e y ’ s .  H e  w o n ’ t  

s q u e a l  o n  y o u .  I f  h e  a c t s  q u e e r ,  

s h o o t  h i m ,  b u t  d o n ’ t  l e t  t h e  g i r l  

k n o w . ”

R a w l i n g s  f e l t  h i s  h o t  b r o w .  H e  

h a d  b e e n ,  l i v i n g  f o r  a  w e e k  o n  h i s  

n e r v e s ,  a n d  n o w  t h e y  w e r e  f a s t  g o ­

i n g .  H e  h a d  p r e t e n d e d  s i c k n e s s  a n d  

p a i n  t h a t  h e  d i d n ’ t  f e e l  i n  t h e  h o p e  

o f  s t a v i n g  o f f  t o r t u r e .  B u t  n o w  

R a w l i n g s  w a s  d e s p e r a t e l y  i l l .  H e  

w a s  i n  a  d a n g e r o u s  c o r n e r .  I t  w a s  

t h e  r e a s o n  w h y  h e  h a d  c o m e  t o  

R o w d y  Q u i n n  f o r  h e l p .

“ I  c a n ’ t  l e a v e  h e r e ,  R o w d y , ”  R a w ­

l i n g s  w h i n e d .  “ I  d o n ’ t  t r u s t  D o r i s  

B r a d l e y .  S h e  s a v e d  m e  f r o m  L o o p ,  

b u t  i t  w a s  o n l y  t o  k e e p  B r a d l e y ’ s  

s e c r e t .  S h e  t h i n k s  I  m u r d e r e d  h e r  

u n c l e . ”  H e  g r e w r a s  w h i t e  a s  d e a t h .  

“ B u t  I  d i d n ’ t .  H e  d i e d  o f  a  b a d  

h e a r t .  S h e ’ s  q u e s t i o n e d  m e  a b o u t  

i t ,  R o w d y .  T h e  s h e r i f f  i n  C e n t e r  

C i t y  i s  h u n t i n g  f o r  m e  n o w .  L o o p  

w i l l  k i l l  m e  i f  h e  f i n d s  m e .  I ’ v e  g o t  

t o  s t a y  h e r e . ”

R o w d y  Q u i n n ’ s  e y e s  n a r r o w e d .  

“ H o w  c o u l d  y o u  h a v e  m u r d e r e d  

B r a d l e y  w h e n  y o u  w e r e  i n  C e n t e r  

C i t y  w h e n  h e  d i e d ?  T h e  g i r l  i s  j u s t  

a s  l o c o  a s  h e r  f o o l  u n c l e .  Y o u  g o  

s p y  o n  h e r ,  R a w l i n g s .  S h e  m i g h t  

t r y  t o  r o u n d  u p  t h e  m i n e r s  a n d  h o l d  

t h e m  t o  t h e  c o n t r a c t s  t h e y  m a d e  

w i t h  B r a d l e y .  W e ’ v e  g o t  t o  w a t c h  

h e r .  T e l l  h e r  y o u ’ v e  s e e n  L o o p .  

S h e ’ s  g o t  t o  l a y  l o w  u n t i l  w e  f i n d  a  

w a y  t o  g e t  r i d  o f  h e r . ”

T h e  f a k e  d o c t o r  s a n k  i n t o  a  c h a i r .

“ S h e ’ s  r i g h t  s m a r t ,  R o w d y , ”  h e  

g r o a n e d .  “ S h e ’ s  w a i t i n g  f o r  S i n g i n g  

J a c k  t o  h e l p  h e r  o u t .  Y o u ’ v e  g o t  

t o  k i l l  S i n g i n g  J a c k .  L i s t e n  t o  m e ,  

R o w d y , ”  h e  p l e a d e d  w i t h  t h e  s a l o o n  

o w n e r .  “ I ’ v e  g o t  a  s c h e m e .  T h a t  

g i r l  i s  r i c h .  S h e  a i n ’ t  h a r d  t o  l o o k  

a t .  W h y  d o n ’ t  y o u  m a r r y  h e r ,

R o w d y ?  S h e ’ s  g o t  m o n e y  i n  t h e  

b a n k . ”

R o w d y  Q u i n n  r e a r e d  b a c k  a s  i f  

b i t t e n  b y  a  r a t .

“ M e  g e t  m a r r i e d ! ”  h e  e x c l a i m e d .  

“ N o t h i n g  d o i n g .  I  a l r e a d y  g o t  t h r e e  

w i v e s  l o s t  a r o u n d  t h e  c o u n t r y . ”

“ I f  y o u  g o t  a  f e l l o w  d r e s s e d  u p  

l i k e  a  t r a v e l i n g  j u d g e ,  R o w d y , ”

R a w l i n g s  s a i d  e x c i t e d l y ,  “ h e  c o u l d  

d o  t h e  c e r e m o n y .  S h e ’ d  t h i n k  s h e  

w a s t m a r r i e d . ”  H e  t r e m b l e d  w i t h  

e a g e r n e s s .  “ Y o u ’ d  o w n  t h e  c o n ­

t r a c t s  w i t h  t h e  m i n e r s .  W h e n  L o o p  

a n d  C h i c a g o  l o s e  t h e i r  h a n d s ,  t h e y  

w o n ’ t  s t a y  h e r e  l o n g .  T h e y  w o n ’ t  

l i v e  l o n g .  Y o u  c a n  c l e a n  u p ,

R o w d y .  I ’ l l  r u n  t h e  m i n e s  a n d  

s m e l t e r  f o r  y o u .  Y o u  c o u l d  t r a i n  

t h a t  g i r l  l i k e  a  b a d  b r o n c . ”

R o w d y ’ s  f a c e  w a s  t w i s t e d  w i t h  

d i s g u s t .

“ C l e a r  o u t  o f  h e r e ,  y o u  s t i n k i n g  

s n a k e ! ”  h e  s n a r l e d .  “ G o  w a t c h  t h a t  

g i r l .  I ’ l l  t h i n k  t h e  m a r r i a g e  t h i n g  

o v e r .  B u t  y o u  m a k e  e v e n  vie s i c k  

b y  t h i n k i n g  i t  u p . ”

R a w l i n g s  d r e w  h i s  r a g g e d  c o a t  

a r o u n d  h i m .  H e  g o t  u p  f r o m  t h e  

c h a i r ,  s w a y e d  o n  h i s  f e e t ,  t h e n  

s t u m b l e d  o u t  o f  t h e  r o o m .

C H A P T E R  Vin.
BUSHWHACKER BAIT.

I T H  t h e  l i g h t  o f  a  p a l e - y e l l o w  

m o o n ,  t w o  r i d e r s  t r o t t e d  d o w n  a  

b a c k  t r a i l  t h r o u g h  t h e  t i m b e r  i n t o  

H o p e l e s s  G u l c h .  E a c h  h o r s e  c a r ­

r i e d  a  d e e r  s l u n g  b e h i n d  t h e  s a d d l e .
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T h e  l e a d i n g  r i d e r  w a s  w h i t e - h a i r e d ,  

a n d  h e  f o n d l e d  a  g u i t a r .  T h e  m a n  

b e h i n d  h i m  r o d s  w i t h  a  r i f l e  b a l ­

a n c e d  a c r o s s  h i s  s a d d l e  p o m m e l .

R a i n y  D e y  h a d  o n e  g l i m p s e  o f  

t h e  m i n i n g  c a m p  i n  t h e  m o o n l i g h t .  

L o o k i n g  o v e r  t h e  t o p s  o f  t r e e s  f r o m  

a  h i g h  l e d g e ,  h e  r e m a r k e d  t h a t  b u t  

f e w  l i g h t s  g l o w e d  i n  t h e  w i n d o w s  o f  

t h e  o l d  c a b i n s .  T h e  b i g g e s t  b u i l d ­

i n g ,  a  s a l o o n ,  w a s  a b l a z e  w i t h  k e r o ­

s e n e  l a m p s .  B u t  t h e  s h a f t s  i n  t h e  

m o u n t a i n  b a c k  o f  t h e  c a m p  w e r e  

d a r k .

“ A i n ’ t  l i k e  o l d  t i m e s ,  w h e n  I  w a s  

a  k i d  h e r e , ”  S i n g i n g  J a c k  r e p l i e d .  

“ I  s e e n  i t  w h e n  t h e  m i n e s  w o r k e d  

d a y  a n d  n i g h t .  T h a t  t o w n  d o w n  

t h e r e  w a s  l i k e  r o d e o  t i m e  e v e r y  

n i g h t .  Y o u  c o u l d  h e a r  t h e  s h o u t i n g  

a n d  h o l l e r i n g  f o r  f i f t y  m i l e s  a r o u n d .  

B u t  n o w  i t ’ s  j u s t  a  g h o s t  r a t t l i n g  

i n  i t s  c o f f i n .  A i n ’ t  b u t  a  s c o r e  o f  

c a b i n s  o c c u p i e d .  G i v e s  y o u  t h e  

s h i v e r s .  T h a t ’ s  w h y  I  s t a y  h e r e .  I  

l i k e  t h e  s h i v e r s . ”

R a i n y  g r i n n e d .  H e  w a s  g e t t i n g  

u s e d  t o  t h e  q u e e r  o l d  f e l l o w  w h o  

t o l d  t a l l  t a l e s .  S o m e  o f  t h e  s t o r i e s  

w e r e  a b o u t  C h a r l e s  B r a d l e y ,  w h o  

w a s  S i n g i n g  J a c k ’ s  f r i e n d .  R a i n y  

h a d  l e a r n e d  t h i n g s .  H e  a n d  S i n g i n g  

J a c k  h a d  s t r u c k  i t  o f f  f i n e  a t  t h e  

v e r y  s t a r t .  S i n g i n g  J a c k  w a s  b e n t  

o n  m a k i n g  a  t r o u b a d o u r  l i k e  h i m ­

s e l f  o u t  o f  R a i n y  D e y .  T h e  w h i t e -  

h a i r e d  e c c e n t r i c  a l l o w e d  a s  h o w  

R a i n y  h a d  t h e  m a k i n g s  o f  a  m u s i ­

c i a n .

D o w n  t h e  m o o n l i t  t r a i l ,  t h e  

p u n c h e r  f o l l o w e d  B r a d l e y ’ s  f r i e n d .  

R a i n y  h a d  l e a r n e d  a l l  a b o u t  t h e  d e a d  

m a n ’ s  b u s i n e s s  i n  H o p e l e s s  G u l c h ,  

f o r  S i n g i n g  J a c k  w a s  n o  m a n  t o  s t o p  

t a l k i n g  o n c e  h e  g o t  s t a r t e d .  B u t  

t h e  d e e r  h u n t e r  h a d  s a i d  n o t h i n g  

a b o u t  B r a d l e y ’ s  s e c r e t .  P e r h a p s  

B r a d l e y  h a d  f e a r e d  t r u s t i n g  t h e  g o s ­

s i p i n g  o l d - t i m e r  w i t h  s u c h  v a l u a b l e

i n f o r m a t i o n .  B u t  S i n g i n g  J a c k  h a d  

t o l d  a b o u t  R o w d y  Q u i n n ,  h o w  t h e  

m i n e r s  w o r k e d ,  h o w  t h e y  s p e n t  t h e i r  

m o n e y ,  a n d  e v e r y t h i n g  e l s e .

“ T h e r e ’ s  m y  h o m e , ”  t h e  d e e r  

h u n t e r  c a l l e d .  “ A i n ’ t  n o t h i n g  l i k e  

t h e  h u n t i n g  c a b i n  I  b u i l t  i n  t h e  

R a i n b o w s .  - I  m o v e d  i n  h e r e  w h e n  a  

m i l l i o n a i r e  m o v e d  o u t .  H i s  m i n e  

h a d  n o  m o r e  g o l d .  I t  c o s t  h i m  

p l e n t y  i n  w a g e s  t o  b u i l d  m y  h o m e ,  

b e c a u s e  n o b o d y  w a n t e d  t o  d r i v e  

n a i l s  w h e n  t h e y  c o u l d  d i g  f o r  g o l d .  

I  g o t  s i x  b e d r o o m s ,  r u n n i n g  w a t e r  

p i p e d  f r o m  a  s p r i n g ,  a n d  a  p a r l o r  

w i t h  a  r e g u l a r  b a r  i n  i t  t o  e n t e r t a i n  

g u e s t s .  S e e  i t ? ”

R a i n y ’ s  e y e s  f o u n d  a  l a r g e ,  d a r k  

b u i l d i n g  a l m o s t  h i d d e n  i n  t h e  t a l l  

p i n e s  a n d  b o u l d e r s  j u s t  a h e a d .

A  s t r a n g e  w a r i n e s s  g r i p p e d  R a i n y ,  

f o r  t h e  p l a c e  S i n g i n g  J a c k ,  c a l l e d  

h o m e  l o o k e d  m o r e  l i k e  a  h a u n t e d  

r o o k e r y  t h a n  a  p l a c e  t o  l i v e .  I f  t h e  

d e e r  h u n t e r ’ s  c a b i n  b a c k  i n  t h e  R a i n ­

b o w  M o u n t a i n s  w a s  q u e e r  b e c a u s e  

o f  i t s  t i n y  q u a r t e r s ,  t h e  u n p a i n t e d  

b o a r d  s t r u c t u r e  a h e a d  w a s  a  m o n ­

s t r o s i t y .  M o s t  o f  i t s  w i n d o w s  w e r e  

s h u t t e r e d ,  a n d  t h e r e  w e r e  s m a s h e d  

p a n e s  i n  t h e  r e m a i n d e r .  T h e  w i n d  

s h o o k  t h e  r o o f ,  a n d  t h e  b u i l d i n g  

c r e a k e d .  P e r h a p s  a  m a n  w h o  f o u n d  

g o l d  h a d  b u i l t  i t  y e a r s  a n d  y e a r s  

a g o ,  s p e n d i n g  a  f o r t u n e  o n  i t ,  b u t  

n o w  t h e  s t r u c t u r e  w a s  r e a d y  t o  c o l ­

l a p s e .

R a i n y  d r e w  b r i d l e  r e i n ,  w o n d e r ­

i n g  i f  S i n g i n g  J a c k  w e r e  r e a l l y  n o t  

c r a z y  a f t e r  a l l .  B u t  i t  w a s  n o  t i m e  

t o  q u i t  n o w .  T h e  p u n c h e r  h a d  t o  

g o  o n .  H e  f o l l o w e d  t h e  d e e r  h u n t e r  

t h r o u g h  t h e  d a r k  p i n e s  t o  a  c r e a k ­

i n g  p o r c h  a n d  d i s m o u n t e d ,  w h i l e  

S i n g i n g  J a c k  l a i d  h i s  g u i t a r  o n  t h e  

g r o u n d .

“ F i r s t  w e  l i g h t  u p , ”  t h e  w h i t e -  

h a i r e d  e c c e n t r i c  c h u c k l e d .  “I  g o t  t o  

t a k e  t h e  d e e r  d o w n  t o  R o w d y  Q u i n n .
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But you can make yourself at home. 
I'll find out all the news in town,” 
He halted at the steps. “ Watch out 
you don’t fall in a rotten hole. I 
plumb forgot to mend this porch for 
the last ten years.”

As he spoke, Singing Jack was 
mounting the steps. Without warn­
ing, a rotten board gave way under 
him. He pitched forward, a sharp 
cry of alarm on his lips. At the 
same time there was the crash of a 
rifle not more than twenty yards be­
hind Rainy Dey. It was almost as 
if the old fellow had been hit by a 
bullet. The fall through the porch 
saved his life, but Singing Jack evi­
dently didn’t hear the shot because 
of the breaking wood, and he yelled 
again in fear.

Rainy had whirled too late to see 
the tongue of flame from the bush­
whacker’s weapon. His own rifle 
chamber was empty. Outlined in 
the moonlight, he ducked as he 
worked the Winchester lever to draw 
a cartridge from the magazine. He 
thought he saw a shadow darting 
through the pines. The weapon 
came to his shoulder, and he fired 
with deadly intent. But the shadow 
was gone with the flash of his gun.

“ Partner, help me!”  Singing Jack 
called miserably. "There’s a skunk 
lives under my palace, and he might 
think I ’m spying on his private af­
fairs.”

Rainy paid no heed. With a leap 
he raced into the pines, levering a 
fresh cartridge into his rifle. The 
ground sloped downward, giving him 
too much speed. He crashed into a 
patch of brush, tripped, and fell 
headlong. As he scrambled to his 
knees he thought he heard the pound 
of running feet, but the sound was 
farther off to the left. He listened 
intently.

Singing Jack was shouting at the

top of his lungs. "Where did you 
go, Rainy? Did you fall through a 
hole, too? Where are you?”

Scowling, the puncher turned 
back through the trees until he saw 
Singing Jack crawling out from un­
der the porch. Rainy helped him to 
his feet. The oldster was more con­
cerned with brushing himself off and 
apologizing for the condition of his 
home than to let Rainy speak.

“ That’s the sixth time it’s hap­
pened in four years,”  he said. “ One 
of these days I ’m going to mend my 
planking.”

“ Didn’t you hear a shot?” Rainy 
asked.

“ What shot?”
“ Have you got any enemies in 

Hopeless Gulch?” the cow;boy in­
quired. “ Somebody who might 
want to kill you?”

“ Plenty of them.”
“ Who?” Rainy asked.
“ Hombres what don’t like my 

singing and geetaring.”
“ Nobody else?” Rainy pushed 

the question. “ Think hard. Some 
fellow took a shot* at you as you 
fell through the porch. You’re 
cursed with luck. He would have 
killed you.”

In the moonlight, Singing Jack’s 
eyes went wide.

“You ain’t kidding, are you? 
Gosh! I better quit playing my mu­
sic. Nobody would shoot me for 
anything else. Are you sure about 
that, Rainy?”

“ Let’s go inside,” Rainy sug­
gested. “ I ’ve got a hunch that 
might work out. This all connects 
up with Bradley. You were a friend 
of his. Some of my old pards must 
be learning things fast in Hopeless 
Gulch. I reckon they didn’t recog­
nize me in the dark.”

Singing Jack squinted at the 
puncher suspiciously. Then he
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picked his way carefully across the 
porch to the front door, extracted a 
key from his Mackinaw pocket and 
turned the lock. As he went into 
the house a match flared in his hand.

Rainy held back, rifle cocked. A 
glance at the timber and he fol­
lowed his host into the building, 
kicking the door closed behind him. 
A kerosene lamp took flame on the 
table, throwing a light about a big 
'living room. It was furnished with 
moth-eaten bearskin rugs, rickety 
homemade tables and chairs. Rag­
ged Indian blankets lnmg from the 
walls. There were dust and Cobwebs 
everywhere, and various tools for 
mining, cutting timber, and carpen­
try were scattered around.

Rainy turned to the wall, took an 
Indian rug and carried it to a win­
dow, while Singing Jack stood sniff­
ing like a hungry hound.

“ We don’t want another shot com­
ing in here,” the puncher said.

“ Smell anything wrong?" Singing 
Jack asked angrily.

Rainy glanced at him suspiciously.
“ Didn’t tangle with the skunk, did 

you?” he asked.
“ Ain’t skunk?” the deer hunter 

snapped. “ It’s women. Paint and 
powder.”

Rainy drew through his nostrils. 
He caught a faint perfume in the 
air.

“ You aren’t going to tell me that 
you’re married now. are you?" he 
demanded.

“ Got turned down when I was a 
younker,” Singing Jack growled. 
"Never tried again. But that don’t 
explain what ornerv women are do­
ing in my home.”  He paused. “ Un­
less it’s Bradley’s niece. By golly, 
that’s who it must be! She come to 
find out why Brad didn’t turn up.” 
He scuttled to a staircase at the end 
of the living room. “ Doris!” he

yelled. “ Is that you perfuming up 
my house?” He started up the 
stairs. “ Where are you, girl?” His 
manner had changed from annoy­
ance to hope.

Rainy stood silent, his face tense, 
measuring his next play. If there 
was one person he didn’t want to 
run into, it was Bradley’s niece. 
She could spike his plans before he 
even got started. He could fight 
Loop, Chicago, and Rawlings, but 
not a woman. He didn’t doubt that 
Doris Bradley might be the woman 
who had left her scent in this room, 
and if his senses were not playing 
him false, he recalled the perfume 
from Tony the Mexican’s shack near 
Center City.

V
DORIS BRADLEY

Upstairs, Singing Jack’s footsteps 
echoed hollowly. Doors slammed. 
Soon the deer hunter was coming 
back. A lantern light flooded the 
stairs. Singing Jack descended.

“ She was here, but she’s gone/” 
the eccentric said fearfully. “ I 
found some cussed hairpins. She 
cleared out.”  He stared hard at 
Rainy. “ Was you sure about some­
body trying to shoot me?” he asked.
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“ L o w e r  t h e  w i c k  i n  t h a t  l a n t e r n , ”  

R a i n y  r e p l i e d ,  t u r n i n g  t o  t h e  t a b l e  

t o  b l o w  o u t  t h e  l a m p .  “ I f  y o u  

h a d n ’ t  f a l l e n  t h r o u g h  t h e  p o r c h  

y o u ’ d  b e  d e a d  n o w ,  h o m b r e .  S o m e ­

b o d y  i s  g u n n i n g  f o r  y o u . ”

S i n g i n g  J a c k  t u r n e d  t o  a n  o l d  

c h e s t  w i t h o u t  a  w o r d .  H e  d r e w  u p  

t h e  l i d ,  r e a c h e d  d o w n ,  a n d  f i s h e d  a  

g u n  b e l t  w i t h  t w o  h o l s t e r e d  . 4 5 s  

f r o m  t h e  d e p t h s  o f  t h e  c h e s t .  H i s  

o l d  f a c e  w a s  g r i m .  I n  t h e  l a n t e r n  

l i g h t ,  h i s  g r a y  e y e s  f l a s h e d .

“ S o m e  f o l k s  c a l l  m e  a  r o m a n t i c  

o l d  f o o l , ”  h e  g r o w l e d ,  “ b u t  I  d o n ’ t  

t a k e  a n y t h i n g  l a y i n g  d o w n .  I ’ m  g o ­

i n g  a f t e r  t h a t  v a r m i n t .  I ’ m  g o i n g  

t o  f i n d  o u t  w h a t  h a p p e n e d  t o  D o r i s  

B r a d l e y .  H e r  u n c l e  w a s  m y  f r i e n d .  

N o b o d y  i s  g o i n g  t o  h a r m  a  h a i r  o n  

h e r  h e a d . ”

R a i n y  h e l d  u p  a  w a r n i n g  h a n d .  

“ J u s t  a  m i n u t e , ”  h e  a d v i s e d .  “ D o n ’ t  

g o  o f f  h a l f - c o c k e d .  I  c a n  t e l l  y o u  a  

l o t  y o u  d o n ’ t  k n o w ,  p a r t n e r .  I t ’ s  

t i m e  w e  h a d  a  p a r l e y . ”

S i n g i n g  J a c k ’ s  l i p s  d r e w  b a c k ,  r e ­

v e a l i n g  m i s s i n g  f r o n t  t e e t h .  H e  f i n ­

i s h e d  b u c k l i n g  h i s  g u n  b e l t .

“ Y o u  d o n ’ t  h a v e  t o  t e l l  m e  a n y ­

t h i n g , ”  h e  s a i d  b i t t e r l y .  “ I  k n o w  

a l l  a b o u t  y o u ,  s t r a n g e r .  I ’ v e  b e e n  

s t u d y i n g  y o u .  B u t  y o u  c a n ’ t  h e l p  

m e  n o n e .  Y o u  s t a y  h e r e .  I  c a n  s l i p  

i h r o u g h  t h e  w o o d s  l i k e  a  d e e r  

h u n t e r .  I  g o t  f r i e n d s  a l l  o v e r  t h i s  

c a m p .  T h e y  k n o w  a b o u t  D o r i s  

B r a d l e y .  T h e y ’ l l  t e l l  m e  t h i n g s .  

Y o u  s t a y  r i g h t  h e r e  a n d  p l a y  m y  

g e e t a r .  T h a t ’ l l  m a k e  o u r  e n e m i e s  

t h i n k  I ’ m  i n  m y  h o m e  a l l  s n u g . ”  

R a i n y  s t e p p e d  i n  f r o n t  o f  t h e  d o o r  

t o  b a r  t h e  w a y .

“ I ’ m  g o i n g  w i t h  y o u , ”  h e  a n ­

n o u n c e d .  “ I  d i d n ’ t  t e l l  y o u  e v e r y ­

t h i n g  a b o u t  m y s e l f ,  S i n g i n g  J a c k .  I  

j u s t  t o l d  y o u  t h a t  I  f o u n d  B r a d l e y  

d e a d  a n d  b u r i e d  h i m  i n  a  s n o w d r i f t .  

T h e r e  w a s  m o r e  t o  i t .  I ’ m  c o m i n g

c l e a n .  T h e r e  w e r e  t w o  h o m b r e s  w i t h  

m e  w h e n  w e  f o u n d — ”

S i n g i n g  J a c k ’ s  h a n d  d r o p p e d  t o  a  

g u n  b u t t .  “ O u t  o f  m y  w a y ,  y o u n -  

k e r , ”  h e  s n a p p e d .  “ I  c a n ’ t  l i s t e n  t o  

n o n e  o f  y o u r  h i g h f a l u t i n  a d v e n t u r e s  

n o w .  B r a d l e y ’ s  d e a d  a n d  b u r i e d  i n  

a  s n o w d r i f t ,  b u t  l i t t l e  D o r i s  h a s  g o t  

h e r s e l f  t a n g l e d  u p  w i t h  s o m e  o f  

t h o s e  s c o u n d r e l s  w h o  h a n g  o u t  i n  

R o w d y  Q u i n n ’ s  s a l o o n .  T h o s e  c o y ­

o t e s  a r e  j u s t  l a u n c h i n g  t o  g e t  t h e i r  

h o o k s  o n  h e r  u n c l e ’ s  b u s i n e s s .  I ’ m  

r o u n d i n g  u p  m y  f r i e n d s  t o  p u t  a  

s t o p  t o  i t . ”

“ L i s t e n ,  y o u  t h i c k - h e a d e d  b r o n c ! ”  

R a i n y  c r i e d  i n  e x a s p e r a t i o n .

“ O u t  o f  m y  w a y ! ”  S i n g i n g  J a c k  

s h o u t e d ,  j e r k i n g  a  s i x - g u n  a n d  a i m ­

i n g  i t  a t  t h e  p u n c h e r ’ s  b e l l y .  “ I ’ l l  

s h o o t  y o u  d e a d .  I ’ m  g o i n g .  Y o u  

a i n ’ t  c o m i n g  w i t h  m e . ”

R a i n y  s h i f t e d  u n e a s i l y  t o  t h e  s i d e .  

H e  d i d n ’ t  d o u b t  n o w  b u t  t h a t  t h e  

o l d  f e l l o w  w a s  c o m p l e t e l y  d a f f y .  

T h e  f o o l  w a s  c o m p l e t e l y  i n c a p a b l e  

o f  u n d e r s t a n d i n g  a n y t h i n g  t o l d  h i m  

w h e n  h i s  o w n  m i n d  w a s  t r a p p e d  

w i t h  a  s i n g l e  i d e a .  T o  a t t e m p t  t o  

s t o p  h i m  m i g h t  d r i v e  h i m  r a v i n g  

m a d ,  a n d  h e ’ d  s h o o t .  F i g h t  h i m  a n d  

R a i n y  w o u l d  l o s e  S i n g i n g  J a c k  f o r  a  

f r i e n d .

R a i n y  w a s  i n  H o p e l e s s  G u l c h  f o r  

p r o f i t .  N o t  t o  f i n d  s t r a y  w o m e n .  

D o r i s  B r a d l e y  a l o n e  c o u l d  s t o p  h i m  

m a k i n g  c o n t r a c t s  w i t h  t h e  m i n e r s  t o  

r e d u c e  o r e  t o  g o l d  a n d  s i l v e r ,  t a k i n g  

f o r  h i m s e l f  t h e  t r e a s u r e  t h a t  C h a r l e s  

B r a d l e y  g l e a n e d  f r o m  t h e  m i n e  

d u m p i n g s .  R a i n y  c o u l d  f i g h t  L o o p ,  

C h i c a g o ,  a n d  R a w l i n g s .  N o t  a  

w o m a n .  I f  D o r i s  B r a d l e y  w a s  g o n e ,  

h e  w a s  b e t t e r  o f f .

B u t  s o m e t h i n g  w a s  w r o n g  w i t h  

t h a t  k i n d  o f  r e a s o n i n g .  A n d  a s  

S i n g i n g  J a c k  w e n t  o u t  t h e  d o o r ,  

R a i n y  f o l l o w e d  h i m .  T h e  e c c e n t r i c  

h o l s t e r e d  h i s  s i x - g u n  t o  c r o s s  t h e
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r o t t e n  p o r c h .  T h e  p u n c h e r  c o u l d  

e a s i l y  h a v e  c l o u t e d  h i m  o v e r  t h e  

h e a d  w i t h  h i s  r i f l e  b a r r e l .  R a i n y  

d i d n ’ t .  I n  t h e  l i g h t  o f  t h e  m o o n  h e  

s u d d e n l y  t h o u g h t  o f  t h e  b u s h ­

w h a c k e r ,  a n d  h i s  w e a p o n  s w u n g  t o ­

w a r d  t h e  p i n e s .

D e s c e n d i n g  t h e  s t e p s  w i t h o u t  a c ­

c i d e n t ,  S i n g i n g  J a c k  b e n t  o v e r  l i k e  

a n  I n d i a n  s c o u t  a n d  s n e a k e d  p a s t  

t h e  t w o  b r o n c s  c a r r y i n g  t h e  d e e r .  

H e  h a l t e d ,  h e a d  t u r n e d  b a c k  o v e r  h i s  

s h o u l d e r .

“ D o n ’ t  t r y  t o  f o l l o w  m e , ”  t h e  

w h i t e - h a i r e d  m a n  w a r n e d  i n  a  l o w  

t o n e .  “ I ’ l l  s h o o t  y o u . ”

R a i n y  s t o o d  w a t c h i n g  h i m ,  t i g h t -  

l i p p e d ,  g r i p p i n g  h i s  r i f l e .  H e  

w a t c h e d  t h e  m a n  f a d e  i n t o  t h e  t i m ­

b e r  w i t h o u t  m a k i n g  a  s o u n d .  S i n g ­

i n g  J a c k  w a s  g o n e  s u d d e n l y  i n  t h e  

s h a d o w s .  F o r  l o n g ,  t h e  p u n c h e r  

w a i t e d  t o  h e a r  t h e  s m a s h  o f  a  g u n  

t e l l i n g  o f  t h e  d e a t h  o f  h i s  f r i e n d .  

T h e r e  w a s  o n l y  t h e  m o a n  o f  t h e  b i g  

p i n e s .

“ N o w  w h a t ? ”  t h e  c o w b o y  a s k e d  

h i m s e l f  a n g r i l y .  “ I f  h e  t h i n k s  I ’ m  g o ­

i n g  t o  h o l e  u p  h e r e  a n d  p l a y  h i s  g u i ­

t a r — ”

R a i n y  c a u g h t  h i s  w o r d s .  H e  w a s  

t o r n  b e t w e e n  f o l l o w i n g  S i n g i n g  J a c k  

a n d  r i d i n g  d o w n  t o  H o p e l e s s  G u l c h  

t o  s e e k  o u t  L o o p  E d w a r d s .  B u t  t h e  

t h o u g h t  o f  t h e  b u s h w h a c k e r  h e l d  h i s  

m i n d .  H e  d i d n ’ t  d o u b t  t h a t  t h e  

s k u l k e r  w o u l d  t r y  a g a i n .  T h a t  c o y ­

o t e  h a d  t o  b e  p u t  o u t  o f  t h e  p i c t u r e  

b e f o r e  a n y t h i n g  e l s e  h a p p e n e d .  

T h e r e  w a s  m u c h  w r o n g  w i t h  t h e  

p l a n  t o  s e e k  o u t  L o o p .  I f  R a i n y  

d i d n ’ t  f i n d  h i m ,  s p i e s  m i g h t  w a r n  

t h e  g a m b l e r .

“ P l a y  h i s  g u i t a r , ”  R a i n y  s a i d  

a g a i n .

H e  m o v e d  t o  t h e  b r o n c s ,  s t r i p p e d  

t h e m  o f  t h e  d e e r  a n d  s a d d l e s ,  w h i c h  

h e  l a i d  o n  t h e  p o r c h .  P i c k i n g  u p  

S i n g i n g  J a c k ’ s  m u s i c a l  i n s t r u m e n t ,

R a i n y  l e d  t h e  a n i m a l s  b e h i n d  t h e  

r i c k e t y  h o u s e  a n d  f o u n d  a  s t a b l e ,  

w h e r e  t h e  m o u n t s  w e r e  s t a l l e d .  

T a k i n g  t h e  o p p o s i t e  s i d e  o f  t h e  

h o u s e  b a c k  t o  t h e  f r o n t ,  t h e  p u n c h e r  

s t o o d  l i s t e n i n g .

H e  k n e e l e d  t o  t h e  e a r t h ,  l a i d  t h e  

r i f l e  c o c k e d  b e s i d e  h i m ,  a n d  s t r o k e d  

h i s  f i n g e r s  a c r o s s  t h e  g u i t a r .  T h e  

m u s i c  w e n t  f a r ,  a r o u s i n g  a n  e c h o .  

R a i n y  l i f t e d  h i s  v o i c e  i n  a  f e w  b a r s  

o f  a  r a n g e  d i t t y ,  h a l t e d ,  a n d  l i s t e n e d  

t o  t h e  s o n g  c o m e  b a c k .

“ I f  t h a t  b u s h w rh a c k e r  i s  R a w l i n g s  

o r  L o o p ,  t h e y ’ l l  k n o w  I ’ m  h e r e , ”  h e  

c h u c k l e d .

T u r n i n g ,  h e  p i c k e d  h i s  w a y  a c r o s s  

t h e  p o r c h  a n d  i n t o  t h e  b i g  l i v i n g  

r o o m ,  c l o s i n g  t h e  d o o r  b e h i n d  h i m .  

W i t h  I n d i a n  b l a n k e t s ,  h e  c o v e r e d  

t h e  w i n d o w s .  T h e r e  w a s  o n e  w i t h  

a  p a n e  o u t ,  a n d  R a i n y  l e t  t h e  

b l a n k e t  h a n g  i n  t h e  b r e e z e  c o m i n g  

t h r o u g h  t h e  h o l e .  D r a w i n g  b a c k  t o  

a  w a l l ,  h e  s e t  t h e  l a n t e r n  d o w n  i n  

f r o n t  o f  h i m .  W i t h  t h e  b a s e  o f  t h e  

g u i t a r  i n  h i s  l a p ,  k n e e  h o o k e d  o n  a  

r u n g  o f  t h e  c h a i r  t o  h o l d  i t ,  h e  

s l i p p e d  a  c o c k e d  s i x - g u n  b e h i n d  t h e  

m u s i c a l  i n s t r u m e n t .

“ W e ’ l l  s e e  w h a t  h a p p e n s , ”  h e  

t h o u g h t  c o l d l y .  “ M a y b e  S i n g i n g  

J a c k  h a s n ’ t  g o t  s u c h  b a d  i d e a s ,  a f t e r  

a l l . ”

R a i n y ’ s  v o i c e  l i f t e d  i n  s o n g  t o  t h e  

c h o r d s  o f  t h e  s i l v e r  s t r i n g s .  T h e  

f i r s t  v e r s e  o f  “ S a m  B a s s  o f  I n d i a n a ”  

w e n t  f l o a t i n g  t h r o u g h  t h e  d i s m a l  

r o o m s  o f  t h e  o l d  r o o k e r y .  H e  w a s  

n e r v o u s .  H e  s t o p p e d ,  l i s t e n e d  i n ­

t e n t l y ,  b u t  t h e r e  w a s  n o  s o u n d  e x ­

c e p t  t h e  c r e a k i n g  o f  t h e  o l d  h o u s e .  

R a i n y  r o l l e d  a  c i g a r e t t e ,  l i g h t e d  i t ,  

e y e s  o n  t h e  s w a y i n g  I n d i a n  r u g  c o v ­

e r i n g  t h e  w i n d o w " .  A  s h i v e r  w e n t  

d o w n  h i s  s p i n e .  B l o w i n g  s m o k e  

t h r o u g h  h i s  n o s t r i l s ,  h e  s t a r t e d  t o  

p l a y  a g a i n ,  h u m m i n g  s o f t l y ,  w a t c h ­

i n g  t h e  w i n d o w .
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Minutes passed. Rainy tried sev­
eral more songs until he ran out. 
He smoked again. He thought of 
Singing Jack’s comment about how 
a, man called Rowdy Quinn hated 
the guitar music. Rainy strummed 
again, forcing himself to the task, 
watching the window like a hawk.

The roof of the old house shook 
under a gust of wind. Tlie Indian 
blanket swayed. Rainy’s song broke 
off. It seemed that the ragged 
blanket moved too far. Its folds 
pinched. He forced himself to start 
again.

“ Oh, Sam Bass was bom in Indiana;
It was his native home— ”

The lantern light glinted on the 
barrel of a six-gun that poked into 
the room as the blanket was flicked 
aside. Rainy leaned to the right, 
his hand catching up the .45 in his 
lap. He didn’t have to cock the 
weapon. He fired as the weapon 
across the room flamed, driving a 
bullet that shattered the top of his 
guitar. It was a bad shot. But 
Rainy struck pay dirt.

A scream rang out as glass shat­
tered.

Rainy was on his feet, racing for 
the front door. Jerking it open, he 
leaped into the moonlight, sprang 
across the rotten porch. A board 
gave way under him, and he pitched 
down the steps. His finger was on 
the trigger of his weapon. The .45 
exploded in the night.

CHAPTER IX.
DOUBLE DOUBLED ROSSERS.

T HE crash of Rainy’s six-gun was 
followed by the thunder of an­

other weapon so closely that it 
sounded like an echo. He felt a bul­
let go through his hair. Twisting

on the earth like a cat, he came to 
his knees, swerving his weapon to­
ward the corner of the old house, 
where he spied a runted figure sway­
ing from side to side. In the pale 
moonlight it was easy to recognize 
Chicago, gun held in two hands. His 
lips were drawn back over white 
teeth. He was trying to cock and 
shoot again.

Rainy fired hard and fast. His 
bullet hurled Chicago back with a 
gasp. The ex-jockey fell. He was 
trying to cal! out for help.

“ Loop!” His sharp voice croaked. 
“ Loop!”

Rainy dodged close to the porch 
steps. He could hear the pounding 
of a bronc in the timber. At the 
corner of the building, Chicago was 
gasping for breath. Rainy sneaked 
toward him. - The ex-jockey lay on 
his back, eyes wide open, crimson 
trickling from his lips.

“ Shoot him quick, Loop,”  Chicago 
groaned. “ He got me!”

Rainy kneeled beside him. He 
couldn’t figure out how the man had 
missed killing him twice. Then 
Rainy remembered and looked at 
Chicago’s palms turned upward to 
the moon. They were covered with 
broken blisters. It was no wonder 
he had used two hands to try to cock 
his gun. No wonder his marksman­
ship through the window had been 
bad. And if the burns had at last 
appeared on Chicago’s hands, Loop 
Edwards was in a similar fix.

“ You’re dying fast, Chicago,”  
Rainy said in a low tone. “ Loop 
has run out on you. You’ve bush­
whacked your last game, hombre. 
Where do you want to be buried?”

Chicago choked. “ You got me, 
Rainy,”  he moaned. “ You ain’t un­
lucky. But Loop will pay off for 
me.”

“ No, not Loop,”  Rainy growled.
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“ He’s a double-erosser. He’s pay­
ing nobody's bills. Do you know 
what’s wrong with your hands? Ask 
Rawlings. That stuff in the rusty 
tomato can burned you. Rawlings 
knew it. He didn't tell you, did 
he?”

“ It was acid, like Rowdy told us 
about!” Chicago gasped.

“ Rowdy Quinn, eh?” Rainy ques­
tioned. “ I ’m learning things. So 
you tied up with him? Where’s 
Rawlings? Look here, Chicago, you 
haven’t got long. I ’ll pay off a debt 
for you. I ’ll nail Rawlings. Make 
it a bargain. He tricked you. He 
gave you those burns on your hands. 
It was the stuff in the tomato can 
that he didn't tell you about. Think 
hard, Chicago. You don’t want 
Rawlings to get away with the trick, 
do you?”

Chicago was sinking fast. As 
death approached, his sharp face- 
twisted with hatred.

“ Pay off for me,” he gasped. 
“ Rawlings is with the girl. She's 
turning the miners against me and 
Loop. Find him, Rainy. I never 
did anything— ” There was a rattle 
in his throat.

Chicago was dead.
Rainy drew back, as if the air 

were poisoned about the corpse. He 
got to his feet, listening. But there 
was no sound except the wind in 
the pines. He didn’t fear Loop Ed­
wards, for the man’s marksmanship 
would be as bad as, if not worse 
than, Chicago’s.

Rainy made a quick decision. He 
turned around the corner of the 
house to the stable. The mystery of 
Doris Bradley's disappearance' was 
solving itself in his mind. It had 
been a surprise to ‘ learn that Raw­
lings -was not with Loop and Chi­
cago, but had joined the girl, and 
she was turning the miners against

Loop and Chicago. As Rainy led his 
sorrel back to the front of the house 
he figured out the way the double- 
crossers were gambling.

“ Not hard now,” Rainy chuckled 
coldly. “ Rowdy told Loop and Chi­
cago that acid had burned them. 
That's interesting. So Rowdy was 
in cahoots with the coyotes. But if 
Rowdy's so smart, why did he say 
qpi({? Because he wanted to keep 
the truth from them, to wait until 
they were helpless. And who would 
have told Rowdy but that skunk of 
a Rawlings? The girl is with Raw­
lings, so that means old Singing Jack 
ain't such a complete fool, after all. 
Rowdy's got the girl.”

Rainy swung aboard the sorrel, 
gave it his spurs.

He couldn’t have explained why 
he was riding to Hopeless Gulch to 
pull a girl’s chestnuts out of the fire. 
He hated women, just the way Sing­
ing Jack did. Cussed women, Rainy 
called them, just like Singing Jack. 
But there was a difference about 
Doris Bradley. Rainy couldn’t for­
get her. She had courage. Plenty. 
She was trying to take over her un­
cle's business. She was fighting 
Rowdy, Loop, Chicago, Rawlings— 
the entire lot of them. She had 
talked to the miners, and because 
she was doing that the wolves were 
after her. They wanted all the prof­
its.

By the light of the moon, Rainy 
pounded down the slope of the 
mountain through the timber. There 
was no time to lose. Loop was far 
ahead of him, fleeing for protection. 
And Singing Jack was rounding up 
a lynching party. Rainy didn’t 
want to be left out of the kill. Ilis 
spurs raked the sorrel, and the horse 
started eating distance.

In a mile, he w-as out of the heavy 
timber and riding a trail through



BRANDED FOR BOOTHILL 45

b o u l d e r s  a n d  b r u s h .  B e l o w  h i m ,  t h e  

l i g h t s  o f  t h e  m i n i n g  c a m p  t w i n k l e d  

i n  t h e  d a r k n e s s ,  s h o w i n g  t h e  o n e  

m a i n  s t r e e t  o f  g h o s t l y  c a b i n s  a n d  

f r a m e  d w e l l i n g s  b u i l t  m a n y  y e a r s  

b e f o r e .  T h e r e  w e r e  n o t  m a n y  t w o -  

s t o r y  o n e s .  S o  i t  w a s  e a s y  t o  s p o t  

t h e  s a l o o n  o p e r a t e d  b y  R o w d y  

Q u i n n .

R a i n y ’ s  s o r r e l  s t r u c k  t h e  b o t t o m  

o f  t h e  l o n g  g r a d e  w h e r e  a  r o a d  r a n  

l e f t  t h r o u g h  t h e  g u l c h  i n t o  t h e  t o w n .  

H e  d r e w  b r i d l e  r e i n  q u i c k l y .  A  r i d e r  

w a s  n o t  f a r  a h e a d  o f  h i m ,  r a c i n g  

t h r o u g h  t h e  d a r k n e s s ,  b e n t  o v e r  t h e  

p o m m e l ,  s t r e a k i n g  i n t o  H o p e l e s s  

G u l c h .

“ L o o p ! ”  R a i n y  e x c l a i m e d .  “ H e  

h a d  a  s t a r t  o n  m e ,  b u t  h e  t o o k  t h e  

w o o d s  a n d  i t  s l o w e d  h i m  u p . ”

R a i n y  t h r e w  h i s  b r o n c  t o  t h e  

c h a s e ,  a l t h o u g h  h e  k n e w  h e  w o u l d n ’ t  

c a t c h  u p  w i t h  t h e  g a m b l e r .  L o o p  

w a s  a l r e a d y  p a s s i n g  c a b i n s  a n d  

s h a c k s .  A  l i g h t  f r o m  a  w i n d o w  

f l a s h e d  o v e r  h i m .  R a i n y  r e c o g n i z e d  

h i s  f l a t - b r i m m e d  b l a c k  h a t  a n d  

b r o a d c l o t h  s u i t .  H e  s a w  L o o p  d r a g  

h i s  b r o n c  t o  a  h a l t  a t  a  h i t c h  r a i l  b e ­

f o r e  t h e  p l a n k  s i d e w a l k  i n  f r o n t  o f  

t h e  s a l o o n .  L o o p  d i d n ’ t  w a s t e  t i m e  

t o  t i e  u p .  H e  s p r a n g  t o  t h e  s i d e ­

w a l k ,  p a s s e d  t h r o u g h  t h e  s w i n g i n g  

d o o r s  o f  t h e  b a r r o o m .

R a i n y  d r e w  h i s  p o n y  t o  a  s k i d d i n g  

h a l t .  H e  w a s  o u t  o f  t h e  s a d d l e ,  o v e r  

t h e  s i d e w a l k ,  a n d  a t  t h e  s w i n g i n g  

d o o r s .  T h e  l i g h t  f r o m  t h e  s a l o o n  

d a z z l e d  h i s  e y e s .  H e  b l i n k e d  a t  t h e  

t o b a c c o  f o g ,  a w a r e  o f  a  l i n e  o f  m e n  

a t  t h e  b a r ,  m i n e r s  h u d d l e  o v e r  p o k e r  

t a b l e s .  A  p i a n o  j a n g l e d .

T h e n  h e  s a w  L o o p  m a k i n g  t o  t h e  

r e a r ,  w h e r e  a  s t a i r w a y  r a n  u p  t o  a  

b a l c o n y .  T w o  m e n  s w u n g  i n  f r o n t  

o f  t h e  g a m b l e r .  T h e r e  w a s  a n  a r g u ­

m e n t .

R a i n y  s t e p p e d  t h r o u g h  t h e  d o o r s ,  

b i s  r i g h t  h a n d  h a n g i n g  l o o s e  b y  h i s

s i d e .  A l l  e y e s  i n  t h e  b a r r o o m  w e r e  o n  

t h e  a r g u m e n t  b e t w e e n  L o o p  E d w a r d s  

a n d  t w o  b a r r o o m  b o u n c e r s .  T h e y  

w e r e  s t o p p i n g  h i m  f r o m  m o u n t i n g  

t h e  s t a i r s .  T h e  p l a y  a t  t h e  t a b l e s  

h a l t e d .  M e n  h e l d  s i l e n t  a s  L o o p ’ s  

v o i c e  l i f t e d  i n  w h i t e - h o t  r a g e .

“ O u t  o f  m y  w a y !  I ’ v e  g o t  t o  s e e  

R o w d y ! ”

R a i n y  l i s t e n e d .

A  b e e f y - f a c e d  b o u n c e r  d r o p p e d  a  

h a n d  t o  a  g u n  b u t t .  “ Y o u  c a n ’ t  g o  

u p ,  E d w a r d s ,  b e c a u s e  R o w d y  i s  

b u s y .  H e  l e f t  o r d e r s .  W a i t  d o w n  

h e r e . ”

“ I  w o n ’ t  w a i t ! ”  L o o p  s h o u t e d .  

“ R o w d y  w i l l  s e e  m e  a n y  t i m e !  G e t  

o u t  o f  m y  w a y  b e f o r e  I — ”  H e  

h a l t e d ,  f o r  h e  w a s  l o o k i n g  u p  a t  t h e  

b a l c o n y ,  w h e r e  a  d o o r  s p r a n g  o p e n .

R a i n y  s a w  R a w l i n g s  l e a p  o n t o  t h e  

b a l c o n y .  T h e  f a k e  d o c t o r  w a s  a  

t r e m b l i n g  s k e l e t o n ,  h i s  f a c e  a  w h i t e  

s k u l l .  T h e r e  w a s  a  s i x - g u n  i n  h i s  

h a n d .  A  c r y  o f  t r i u m p h  e c h o e d  

f r o m  h i s  t h r o a t .

“ L o o p ! ”  R a w l i n g s  s h o u t e d .  “ I ' m  

n o t  s c a r e d  o f  y o u  a n y  l o n g e r .  I ’ v e  

b e e n  w a i t i n g !  D r a w  y o u r  g u n ! ”

R a i n y  w e n t  f o r  h i s  w e a p o n  f a s t .  

“ R a w l i n g s ! ”  h e  c r i e d .  “ Y o u  c a n ’ t  

m u r d e r  h i m !  H i s  g u n  h a n d ’ s  u s e ­

l e s s ! ”

E v e n  a s  R a i n y  s p o k e ,  h e  s a w  a n ­

o t h e r  m a n  c o m e  b o u n d i n g  o u t  o f  

t h e  d o o r  b a c k  o f  R a w l i n g s .  I t  w a s  

a  b i g  r e d - h e a d e d  f e l l o w  w i t h  a  s i x -  

g u n  i n  h i s  h a n d .  H e  w a s  d r e s s e d  i n  

c h e c k e r e d  v e s t  a n d  b r o w n  s u i t .  I t  

w a s  R o w d y  Q u i n n ,  w h o  y e l l e d  f e a r ­

f u l l y  f o r  R a w l i n g s  t o  c o m e  b a c k  t o  

t h e  r o o m .

“ D o n ’ t  k i l l  E d w a r d s ,  y o u  f o o l ! ”  

R o w d y  s h o u t e d .  “ I  c a n ’ t  l e t  h i m  

d i e  o n  m e . ”

B u t  R a w l i n g s  a l r e a d y  h a d  h i s  g u n  

i n  a i m  a t  t h e  h e l p l e s s  L o o p  E d w a r d s .  

T h e  d o c t o r  w o u l d  h a v e  f i r e d .  B u t  

R o w d y  Q u i n n  s t o p p e d  h i m  w i t h  a
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b l o w  o n  t h e  h e a d  w i t h  a  g u n  b a r r e l .  

I t  w a s  a  s i c k e n i n g  c l o u t  t h a t  s e n t  

R a w l i n g s  p i t c h i n g  f o r w a r d .  R a w ­

l i n g s  w e n t  o v e r  t h e  b a l c o n y  r a i l i n g ,  

t u r n e d  a  s o m e r s a u l t ,  a n d  f e l l  w h i r l ­

i n g  t o  t h e  f l o o r  b e l o w ,  l a n d i n g  h a r d  

o n  h i s  b a c k .

“ I  t o l d  y o u  n o t  t o  t r y  t o  k i l l  

L o o p ! ”  R o w d y  y e l l e d  a t  R a w l i n g s .

R a i n y  D e y ’ s  a t t e n t i o n  w a s  n o w  o n  

R o w d y  Q u i n n ,  w h o m  h e  r e c o g n i z e d  

b y  d e s c r i p t i o n .  T h e  p u n c h e r ’s  f i g h t  

w a s  w i t h  t h a t  m a n .  L o o p  w a s  o u t  o f  

t h e  p i c t u r e ,  u n a b l e  t o  f i g h t .  R a i n y  

h e a r d  R a w l i n g s  s p e a k i n g  u p  f r o m  

t h e  f l o o r .

“ Y o u ’ l l  d i e ! ”  R a w l i n g s  g a s p e d ,  

a n d  a  m o c k i n g  l a u g h  r a t t l e d  i n  h i s  

t h r o a t .  “ Y o u ’ l l  f o l l o w  B r a d l e y ,  

R o w d y  Q u i n n .  Y o u ’ l l  n e v e r  l i v e  t o  

t e l l  h o w  y o u  c h e a t e d  m e .  Y o u ’ l l  d i e  

b e f o r e  t h e  n i g h t  i s ^ ”

A  c r a s h  f r o m  R o w d y  Q u i n n ’ s  s i x -  

g u n  s i l e n c e d  t h e  l a s t  w o r d s  o f  D r .  

R a w l i n g s .

R a i n y  c o u l d  h o l d  h i m s e l f  n o  

l o n g e r .

“ Q u i n n ! ”  h e  s h o u t e d .  “ W h e r e ’ s  

D o r i s  B r a d l e y !  Y o u ’ v e  g o t  h e r !  

S h o o t ! ”

R a i n y  t h r e w  h i m s e l f  t o  t h e  s i d e  a s  

R o w d y  Q u i n n ’ s  w e a p o n  w h i p p e d  u p .  

R a i n y  c o u l d  s e e  t h e  s a l o o n  o w n e r ’ s  

b o n y  t h u m b  d r a w i n g  b a c k  t h e  g u n  

h a m m e r .  R a i n y  w h i p p e d  h i s  o w n  

w e a p o n  i n t o  a i m ,  t h u m b i n g  d o w n  o n  

h i s  C o l t  h a m m e r  a n d  l e t t i n g  i t  f a l l .  

H e  w a s  m o v i n g  f a s t ,  t o w a r d  t h e  b a r ,  

c o u n t i n g  o n  e v e r y  p l a y  i n  t h e  r o o m ,  

t e s t i n g  h i s  l u c k  t o  t h e  f i n i s h .

R a i n y ’ s  g u n  b l a s t e d  a n d  k i c k e d .  

H e  k n e w  h e  w a s  h i t t i n g  R o w d y  a s  

t h e  b i g  b r u i s e r ’ s  s i x - g u n  f l a s h e d .  

R o w d y  s t a g g e r e d  b a c k ,  h i s  m a s s i v e  

r e d  f a c e  f i l l e d  w i t h  s u r p r i s e .  H e  

c o u g h e d ,  s w a y e d ,  d r o p p i n g  h i s  s i x -  

g u n .  H e  t r i e d  t o  c a t c h  t h e  r a i l i n g  

o f  t h e  b a l c o n y ,  t h e n  p i t c h e d  o v e r  i t ,  

a n d  f e l l ,  w h i r l i n g .

R a i n y  w a s  n o t  i d l e .  H i s  e y e s  

w e r e  n o w  o n  t h e  t w o  b o u n c e r s  w h o  

h a d  b l o c k e d  t h e  s t a i r w a y  t o  L o o p  

E d w a r d s .  T h e i r  g u n s  w e r e  o u t ,  

t h r o w i n g  i n t o  a i m  a t  R a i n y .  H e  

f i r e d  s w i f t l y  a t  o n e  a s  h e  d u c k e d  b e ­

h i n d  t h e  c o r n e r  o f  t h e  b a r .  A  s c r e a m  

l i f t e d .  B u t  t h e  s e c o n d  b o u n c e r  w a s  

s h o o t i n g ,  h i s  b u l l e t  s m a s h i n g  t h e  

c o r n e r  o f  t h e  b a r  b e h i n d  w h i c h  

R a i n y  d u c k e d .  R a i n y  c a m e  u p ,  

s h o o t i n g  a t  t h e  s e c o n d  b o u n c e r .  H e  

s a w  L o o p  E d w a r d s  f l e e i n g  o u t  t h e  

b a c k  d o o r ,  b u t  t h e  g a m b l e r  w a s  n o t  

R a i n y ’ s  c o n c e r n  n o w .

I n  a  g l a n c e  h e  s a w  t h a t  t h e  s a l o o n  

w a s  i n  t u r m o i l .  M i n e r s  w e r e  d i v i n g  

o u t  w i n d o w s .  O t h e r s  h a d  g o n e  f o r  

t h e i r  w e a p o n s .  R a i n y  d u c k e d  a s  

m e n  f i r e d  a t  h i m .  T h e  f u s i l l a d e  o f  

l e a d  a l m o s t  k n o c k e d  t h e  b a r  o v e r  o n  

t o p  o f  h i m .  T w o  b u l l e t s  s m a s h e d  

t h r o u g h ,  s l i c e d  h i s  r i g h t  a r m  a n d  c u t  

h i s  r i g h t  s i d e .

T h e  l i g h t s  w e n t  o u t .

I n  t h e  d a r k n e s s ,  R a i n y  s c u t t l e d  

a l o n g  t h e  f l o o r  b e h i n d  t h e  b a r .  T h e  

s h o u t i n g  o f  m e n  d e a f e n e d  h i s  e a r s .  

B u t  t h e r e  w a s  n o i s e  o u t s i d e  t h e  s a ­

l o o n .  H o r s e s  w e r e  s q u e a l i n g .  M e n  

w e r e  c o m i n g  i n t o  t h e  b a r r o o m  a s  

w e l l  a s  l e a v i n g ,  A  c r y  f r o m  a  

c r a c k e d  t h r o a t  l i f t e d :

“ W h e r e ’ s  R o w d y  Q u i n n ?  H e ’ s  

t r y i n g  t o  s p a r k  D o r i s  B r a d l e y . ”  

“ S i n g i n g  J a c k , ”  R a i n y  s a i d .  

R a i s i n g  u p  i n  t h e  d a r k n e s s ,  h e  s l i d  

o v e r  t h e  b a r  a n d  s l i p p e d  t o w a r d  t h e  

s t a i r w a y .  H e  s t u m b l e d  a g a i n s t  a  

b o d y .  N o w ,  a r o u n d  h i m ,  m e n  w e r e  

c a l i n g  f o r  l i g h t s .  R a i n y  s t a r t e d  u p  

t h e  s t a i r s .  H e  c o u l d  h e a r  S i n g i n g  

J a c k  y e l l i n g  t o  t h e  m i n e r s  t h a t  

R o w d y  Q u i n n  n e e d e d  l y n c h i n g .

R a i n y  w a s  o n  t h e  b a l c o n y  a b o v e .  

H e  r e a c h e d  t h e  d o o r  o u t  o f  w h i c h  

R o w d y  h a d  c o m e .  T h e r e  w a s  a  

s l i v e r  o f  l i g h t  i n  t h e  c r a c k .  R a i n y  

m o v e d  i n t o  t h e  r o o m ,  k i c k e d  t h e
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door shut as a chorus of yells shook 
the barroom below.

He went through Rowdy Quinn’s 
private poker room. The stairs be­
hind him trembled under the weight 
of men .mounting to the balcony. 
Rainy passed through a back door 
into a corridor.

“ Doris!”  he called.
A thumping came against a wall.
Rainy put his shoulders to a 

locked door. He drove his weight 
hard. The door gave way, and he 
was in a back room. He could hear 
a. fist thumping a wall not far away.

Rainy struck a match.
The light awakened tiny copper 

flames in the hair of the girl who sat 
gagged and bound to a chair near a 
wall. Her eyes widened as she saw 
him. Rainy grinned, found a lamp 
on a table and lighted it. He could 
hear men searching the private 
poker room. Rainy chuckled. He 
took a seat on another chair.

“ You know,”  he said to the help­
less girl, “ you wouldn’t make a bad 
boss for a poor lonesome cowboy 
that’s looking for a job. Of course, 
I don’t usually work for women. 
And mining is a bit out of my line. 
But I learn awful fast.”

The girl’s eyes flashed angrily.
Singing Jack burst into the room, 

two guns in his hands. He threw 
down on Rainy.

“ You beat me to it!” Singing Jack 
raged. “ I ought to shoot you!”

“ Better not,”  Rainy laughed. 
“ Women don’t like bloodshed. 
We’re trying to strike off a bargain.”

“ What bargain?” Singing Jack de­
manded. “ She don’t make no deals 
without I know about it.” He 
whirled at the sound of steps behind 
him. “ Get out of here!” the oldster 
roared at the pressing group of min­
ers. “ Clear out before I shoot some­
body, if it ain’t myself.”

Rainy stepped to Doris Bradley. 
He removed the gag from her 
mouth. She drew breath quickly. 
About to speak, she held her words.

“ Go ahead and say it,”  Rainy in? 
vited. “ Call me a faker again. 1 
warned you not to trust Rawlings. 
I told you that you’d find out about 
him. Now what were you going to 
say?”  _

Doris Bradley’s anger melted.
“ Thank you, Rainy,”  she said. 

“ Where is Rawlings?”
“ In hell, along with Rowdy Quinn 

and Chicago,” Rainy replied. “ Loop 
will soon join them down there.”

“ Did he get away?”  the girl asked 
fearfully.

“ Won’t get far,” Rainy said seri­
ously. “ He’s a man living on bor­
rowed time. He’s as good as dead.”

Singing Jack interrupted. “ Did 
you shoot him?”

“ He’s burned,”  Rainy answered, 
looking keenly at Doris Bradley. 
“ It’s the kind of a burn that will eat 
his hand off and sap his strength. 
I  read about if in a book left up in 
a cabin up in the Rainbow Moun­
tains. When he and Chicago touched 
the salt in that glass vial that 
Charles Bradley sent to Center City, 
their doom was sealed. Wasn’t it, 
Miss Bradley?”

Doris Bradley nodded. “ You 
know then, don’t you, Rainy?”  she 
asked.

“ What your uncle was mining?” 
Rainy said. “ Radium!”

“ What did you say?”  Singing Jack 
demanded. “ Never heard of no such 
stuff.”

“ Yes, radium,”  Doris Bradley 
said. “ But that wasn’t the only se­
cret that Dr. Rawlings knew. Didn’t 
he confess before he died?”

“ To what?”  Rainy asked.
“ T “  tying her up,”  Singing Jack 

snapped. “ Ain’t you going to let
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her loose? Are you afraid to touch 
her?”

“No,”  Doris said, “ not to tying 
me up. To what Dr. Rawlings did 
to Rowdy Quinn, and also to my 
uncle.”

Rainey’s eyes narrowed. “ He said 
something about Rowdy not living 
much longer before he died.”

“ I knew it, but I couldn’t prove 
it,”  the girl said in a low tone. “ I 
smelled the poison in the water that 
he left for me to drink. He said 
Rowdy drank out of the same 
pitcher.”

“ What do you mean?” Rainy in­
quired.

“ Arsenic,” Doris Bradley an­
swered. “ He gave it to my uncle in 
small doses, telling him it was heart 
medicine. It finally killed Uncle 
Brad. But it was a big dose that 
he left for Rowdy and me. I knew 
something was wrong with Rawlings 
when he was afraid to go to jail. 
When he ran away, I suspected it. I 
wanted to see Uncle Brad again. 
The sheriff told me that Rawlings 
was a fake doctor who smoked 
drugs. Only a man like that would 
have harmed dear Uncle Brad.”

Rainy stood back as the girl was 
released from her bonds bv Singing 
Jack.

“ I reckon I was plenty scared 
about going to jail,” Rainy con­
fessed. “ Does that make me a poi­
soner?”

“ Not on your tintype,” Singing 
Jack broke in. “ You’re a regular 
troubadour. Doris, if you like him, 
so do I. It just came over me that 
he ain’t so bad. When I was round­
ing up the miners I could hear him 
caterwauling up at my home. I low 
do you feel, cowgirl?"

Doris Bradley smiled at Rainy 
Dey.

“ Like hiring a man to run the 
smelter,”  she said. “ Do you know 
of anybody?”

“ I can find somebody right 
quick.” Rainy said.

“ Not me," Singing Jack said 
quickly. “ I’m a deer hunter. I got 
to take trips back into the Rain­
bows to play my geetar. Nobody 
likes it around here. I can’t figure 
out why nobody shot you, Rainy. 
You better not take no jobs running 
a smelter. It will set you in one 
spot for life. No time for troubu- 
douring.”

“ Yes, there will be," Doris Brad­
ley argued. “ That is. if he wants to 
lie a real troubadour.

“ That’s me," Rainy chuckled. 
“ I’ ll show you."
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for a medico— and almost passes out for keeps!
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T h e y  c a m e  d o w n  f r o m  t h e  s a n d ­

s t o n e  h i l l s  a t  t h e  n o r t h  o f  t o w n  i n  

t h e  h e a t  o f  m i d m o r n i n g — t h e  t w o  

m e n  w i t h  t h e  d u s t - b u r n e d  e y e s ,  

b l a c k e n e d  l i p s  a n d  a  t e n  d a y s ’  g r o w t h  

o f  w h i s k e r s .  T h e  s h o r t  o n e  d r o v e  a  

s i x - m u l e  f r e i g h t  t e a m  w i t h  s t u b b y  

f i n g e r s  c u r l e d  e x p e r t l y  a r o u n d  t h e

l e a t h e r  r i b b o n s ;  t h e  o t h e r  s a t  t a l l ,  f o r  

a l l  o f  h i s  w e a r i n e s s ,  o n  a  r a n g y  s o r r e l .

A t  t h e  f i r s t  s t r a g g l e  o f  u n p a i n t e d  

f r a m e  s h a c k s ,  t h e  m u l e  d r i v e r  p u l l e d  

r e i n  a n d  h a l t e d  h i s  w a g o n s  w h i l e  h e  

s q u i n t e d  d o w n  t h e  s u n - b l a z e d  s t r e e t ,  

a n d  t h e  c o w b o y  r o d e  s l o w l y  b a c k  t o  

h i s  p a r t n e r ’ s  s i d e .
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T h i s  w a s  R i n c o n .  A  c o w  t o w n  s e t  

i n  t h e  b e n d  o f  t h e  R i o  G r a n d e .  O f  

R i n c o n  i t  h a d  b e e n  s a i d  t h e r e  w a s  

a l w a y s  a  m a n  f o r  b r e a k f a s t .

S h o r t y  M a s t e r s  a n d  t h e  S o n o r a  

K i d  w e r e  n o t  c o n c e r n e d  o v e r  t h e  

t o w n ’ s  r e p u t a t i o n .  T h e  i m p o r t a n t  

t h i n g  w a s  t h a t  t h e y  h a d  r e a c h e d  i t  

a t  a l l .

T h e  t r a i l  h a d  b e e n  a  t h i n  t h r e a d  

o f  t o r t u r e  t w i s t e d  t h r o u g h  e n d l e s s  

m i l e s  o f  p a r c h e d  r a n g e l a n d ,  o v e r  h i l l s  

a n d  d o w n ,  t h r o u g h  t h e  w h i t e ,  b l i n d ­

i n g  g l a r e  o f  a l k a l i  f l a t s  w h e r e  

s h r i e v e l e d  m e s q u i t e s  d r o o p e d  u n d e r  

a  p i t i l e s s  s u n .  T e n  d a y s  o f  t h e  t r a i l ,  

a n d  n o t  a  c l o u d  i n  t h e  s k y :  o n l y  t h e  

d u s t .  I t  w a s  e v e r y w h e r e .  I t  r o s e  i n  

l i t t l e  w h i r l i n g  s p i r a l s ,  s u c k e d  i n t o  t h e  

b l u e  v a s t n e s s  b y  h o t ,  e d d y i n g  g u s t s  

o f  w i n d .  I t  p o w d e r e d  u n d e r  t h e  

s l o w  s h u f f l e  o f  t h e  m u l e s ,  s w i r l i n g  

b a c k  i n t o  S h o r t y ’ s  f a c e  a n d  s i f t i n g ,  

f i n e r  t h a n  f l o u r ,  i n t o  e v e r y  i n c h  o f  

t h e  t h r e e  w a g o n s .  A n d  i t  c o a t e d  t h e  

S o n o r a  K i d ’ s  l e a n  f a c e  a n d  g r a y e d  

h i s  d a r k  w h i s k e r s  u n t i l  h e  l o o k e d  l i k e  

a  g a u n t ,  a g e d  m a n .

T h a t  e i g h t h  d a y ,  t h e y  h a d  h e a r d  

t h e  w a t e r  k e g ,  s t r a p p e d  o n  t h e  s i d e  

o f  t h e  l e a d  w a g o n ,  c o l l a p s e  w i t h  a n  

e m p t y  r a t t l e  o f  i t s  d r y  r i b s .  T h a t  

e v e n i n g ,  t h e y  c a m e  t o  B u c k h o r n  

w a t e r h o l e  a n d  f o u n d  i t  l i k e  a  b u f f a l o  

w a l l o w — a  s h r i n k i n g  p u d d l e  o f  m u d ,  

s u n - c r a c k e d  a r o u n d  t h e  e d g e s  a n d  

f o u l e d  b y  a  d r o u g h t - s t a r v e d  c o w  t h a t  

h a d  b o g g e d  a n d  d i e d .

T h e y  h a d  p u s h e d  o n ,  a  n i g h t  a n d  

a  d a y ,  a n d  a n o t h e r  n i g h t .  U n t i l  t h e  

m u l e s  c o u l d  s c a r c e l y  d r a g  t h e i r  f e e t ,  

a n d  t h e  p r o u d  h e a d  o f  T u m b l e w e e d ,  

t h e  s o r r e l  h o r s e ,  w a s  d r o o p i n g .  U n ­

t i l  R i n c o n  b l o s s o m e d  b e l o w  t h e  s a n d ­

s t o n e  h i l l s  i n  t h e  g a r i s h  m o r n i n g  

l i g h t ,  l i k e  a n  u n l o v e l y  f l o w e r .

T h e y  h a d  p u s h e d  o n  b e c a u s e  t h e r e  

w a s  n o  t e l l i n g  h o w  b a d l y  D r .  D i l ­

l o n  n e e d e d  t h e  l i t t l e  b l a c k  b a g .

S h o r t y  M a s t e r s ’  v o i c e  r a s p e d  f r o m

h i s  d u s t - s o r e  t h r o a t .  “ I  c a n  s e e  t h e  

w a g o n  y a r d ,  d o w n  y o n d e r .  T h a t ’ s  

w h e r e  t h e  l o a d  o f  f e e d  g o e s .  I ’ l l  d r i v e  

t h e r e  a n d  s e e  t h a t  t h e  m u l e s  a n d  

T u m b l e w e e d  d o n ’ t  f o u n d e r  t h e i r -  

s e l v e s  o n  w a t e r .  Y o u  d r o p  o f f  a n d  

g e t  u s  a  r o o m  a t  t h e  E m p i r e  H o t e l . ”

T h e  S o n o r a  K i d  n o d d e d ,  a n d  

l i c k e d  h i s  s p l i t  l i p s  w i t h  a  t o n g u e  t h a t  

w a s  h a r d l y  m o r e  m o i s t  t h a n  t h e y .  

“ A i n ’ t  y o u  g o i n ’  t o  l o o k  u p  D r .  D i l ­

l o n  f i r s t  t h i n g ? ”  h e  a s k e d .

S h o r t y  s h o o k  h i s  h e a d .  “ D i l l o n ’ s  

l e t t e r  t o  t h e  s t o r e  i n  T a r a n t u l a  s a i d  

h e ’ d  m e e t  m e  a t  t h e  E m p i r e  H o t e l  

t h i s  e v e n i n g .  H e  w r o t e  k i n d  o f  

m y s t e r i o u s .  A n d  w e ’ r e  h e r e  a h e a d  o f  

t i m e .  M a y b e  h e  f i g u r e d  o n  b e i n g  

o u t  m a k i n g  h i s  c a l l s  t o  r a n c h e s ,  d a y ­

t i m e .  A n d ,  a n y w a y ,  m a y b e  h e  d o n ’ t  

n e e d  h i s  k n i v e s  a n d  p i l l s  h a l f  a s  m u c h  

a s  w e  n e e d  a  s h a v e ! ”

T h e  S o n o r a  K i d  e y e d  t h e  f o r l o r n  

s p r a w l  o f  t h e  t o w n .  A  d o c t o r  j u s t  

s e t t l i n g  i n  a  p l a c e  l i k e  t h i s  w o u l d n ’ t  

h a v e  m u c h  c a l l  f o r  p i l l s ,  h e  t h o u g h t .  

B u l l e t  f o r c e p s  w o u l d  b e  m o r e  i n  h i s  

l i n e .

“ M a y b e  t h e y  g o t  a  b a t h t u b  i n  t h a t  

h o t e l ! ”  h e  s a i d  w i s t f u l l y ,  a s  S h o r t y  

s h o o k  r e i n  l e a t h e r  o v e r  t h e  m u l e s .

T h e  m a i n  s t r e e t  w a s  d e s e r t e d  e x ­

c e p t  f o r  a  f e w  c o w  h o r s e s  t h a t  

s w i t c h e d  f l i e s  a t  t h e  h i t c h i n g  r a c k s .  

D u s t  l a y  i n  l i t t l e  s e r r a t e d  d r i f t s  

a g a i n s t  t h e  w o o d e n  s i d e w a l k s .  T h i s  

p a r t  o f  T e x a s  h a d  b e e n  i n  t h e  g r i p  o f  

d r o u g h t  f o r  m o r e  t h a n  a  y e a r ,  a n d  

b a c k  a t  T a r a n t u l a ,  f r o m  w h i c h  t h e  

p a r t n e r s  h a d  c o m e  w i t h  D r .  D i l l o n ’ s  

b a g  a n d  a  l o a d  o f  p r e s s e d  c o t t o n ­

s e e d  c a k e ,  t h e y  h e a r d  t h a t  R i n c o n  

r a n c h e r s  w e r e  f i g h t i n g  w i t h  t h e i r  

b a c k s  t o  t h e  w a l l .  S h o r t y  a n d  t h e  

S o n o r a  K i d  c o u l d  b e l i e v e  t h i s ;  t h e y  

h a d  s e e n  t h e  s u n - b l e a c h e d  b o n e s  o f  

m a n y  a  s t e e r  a l o n g  t h e  t r a i l .

T h e y  r e a c h e d  t h e  h o t e l ,  a  t w o -  

s t o r y ,  s l a b - s i d e d  s t r u c t u r e  w i t h  

g r i m y  w i n d o w s .  T h e  S o n o r a  K i d  s l i d
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w e a r i l y  f r o m  h i s  s a d d l e  a n d  h a n d e d  

S h o r t y  t h e  e n d  o f  a  l e a d  r o p e  h e  h a d  

t i e d  a r o u n d  T u m b l e w e e d ’ s  n e c k .  

S h o r t y  h a n d e d  d o w n  t h e  d u s t y  b l a c k  

b a g .

“ H a n d l e  t h i s  e a s y , ”  h e  w a r n e d .  

“ M i g h t  h a v e  s o m e  b o t t l e s  i n  i t .  

L o o k — y o n d e r ’ s  a  b a r b e r  s h o p  d o w n  

t h a t  s i d e  s t r e e t .  M e e t  y o u  t h e r e  

a f t e r  I  u n h i t c h . ”

T h e  t a l l  p u n c h e r  h i t c h e d  u p  t h e  

. 4 5  s n u g g e d  l o w  a g a i n s t  h i s  d u s t y  

c h a p s ,  a n d  j i n g l e d  h i s  s p u r s  a c r o s s  

t h e  w o o d e n  s i d e w a l k .  S h o r t y  M a s ­

t e r s  d r o v e  o n  t o  t h e  f e e d  y a r d ,  u n ­

h i t c h e d  t h e  m u l e s  w i t h  e x p e r t  s w i f t ­

n e s s ,  a n d  w a t e r e d  t h e m  s p a r i n g l y ,  

a  s p a n  a t  a  t i m e .  N o t  u n t i l  t h e y  

h a d  b e e n  p u t  i n  s t a l l s  w i t h  c h i p s  o f  

h a y  d i d  h e  c u t  t h e  d u s t  f r o m  h i s  

o w n  t h r o a t .

“ F e e d  ’ e m  l i g h t  t o d a y , ”  h e  i n ­

s t r u c t e d  t h e  m a n  a t  t h e  y a r d .  “ A n d  

I ’ l l  w a n t  t o  s o a k  m y  w a t e r  k e g  i n  

y o u r  t r o u g h .  I t ’ s  d r y e r  t h a n  t h e  b e l l y  

o f  a  h o r n e d  t o a d . ”

H e  m e t  t h e  S o n o r a  K i d  o n  t h e  c o r ­

n e r ,  a n d  t h e y  t u r n e d  d o w n  t o w a r d  

t h e  b a r b e r  s h o p .  A n d  a t  t h a t  i n ­

s t a n t ,  g u n s  c u t  l o o s e  w i t h  a  s h o r t ,  

f u r i o u s  r a t t l e  s o m e w h e r e  o n  t h e  m a i n  

s t r e e t .

T h e  S o n o r a  K i d  g r a b b e d  a t  h i s  

h o l s t e r  a n d  l e a p e d  b a c k  t o w a r d  t h e  

c o r n e r .  B u t  S h o r t y  c a u g h t  h i s  a r m .

“ N e v e r  m i n d ! ”  h e  c a u t i o n e d .  

“ J u s t  s o m e  d r u n k s ,  m o r e ’ n  l i k e l y .  

T h i s  i s  a  t o u g h  t o w n .  L e t ’ s  g e t  t h a t  

s h a v e  b e f o r e  s o m e b o d y  e l s e  b e a t s  u s  

t o  t h e  b a r b e r  c h a i r s . ”

H o o f s  d r u m m e d  s u d d e n l y  i n t o  t h e  

h o t  s t i l l n e s s  t h a t  f o l l o w e d  t h e  r a t t l e  

o f  s h o t s .  A  g r o u p  o f  r i d e r s  f o g g e d  

p a s t  o n  t h e  m a i n  s t r e e t — t h r e e — s i x  

— s e v e n  o f  t h e m .  O n e  m a n  w a s  s a g ­

g i n g  i n  h i s  s a d d l e .  G u n s  b l a s t e d  

s o m e w h e r e  a h e a d  o f  t h e  g r o u p ,  a n d  

t h e y  w h i r l e d ,  v e e r i n g  d o w n  t h e  s i d e  

s t r e e t  a n d  r a i s i n g  a  c h o k i n g  c l o u d  
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t h a t  d r i f t e d  o v e r  t h e  t w o  m e n  o n  t h e  

s i d e w a l k .

“ D r u n k s ,  m y  e y e ! ”  t h e  S o n o r a  K i d  

b e g a n .  “ T h e y — ”

S h o r t y  p u l l e d  h i m  t o  t h e  d o o r  o f  

t h e  b a r b e r  s h o p .  “ W e l l ,  i f  i t  i s  a  

s c r a p ,  i t  a i n ’ t  o u r s ! ”  h e  r e t o r t e d .  

“ G i m m e  a  s h a v e — a n d  s e e  i f  y o u  c a n  

s c r a p e  s o m e  o f  t h e  d u s t  o i f  m y  h i d e ! ”

T h e r e  w e r e  t w o  b a r b e r s ,  a n d  t h e  

S o n o r a  K i d  s n a k  g r u m b l i n g l y  i n t o  

t h e  o t h e r  c h a i r .  A  m i n u t e  l a t e r  t h e  

p a r t n e r s  w e r e  l a t h e r e d  a n d  d r i f t i n g  

i n t o  d r o w s i n e s s  u n d e r  t h e  s t e a m i n g  

h o t  t o w e l s .  A n d  t h e n  b o o t s  c l u m p e d  

l o u d l y  a b o v e  t h e  g e n t l e  whip-wh&p 
o f  r a z o r s  o n  t h e  s t r a p s —

“ W h o  y u h  g o t  t h e r e ?  U p  o n  y o u r  

f e e t ,  h o m b r e s ,  a n d  l e t ’ s  h a v e  a  l o o k  

a t  y o u ! ”

S o m e b o d y  s n a t c h e d  S h o r t y ’ s  t o w e l  

a w a y .  T h e  f r e i g h t e r  b l i n k e d  a n d  

s a t  u p .

H e  s a w  a  d o z e n  m e n ,  g u n s  i n  h a n d ,  

c r o w d i n g  i n t o  t h e  p l a c e .  A  s t a r  o n  

t h e  v e s t  o f  t h e  b u r l y  f i g u r e  w h o  s t o o d  

m e n a c i n g l y ,  b e f o r e  h i s  c h a i r .

“ S t r a n g e r ,  e h ? ”  g r o w l e d  t h e  s h e r ­

i f f .  “ S m a r t  t r i c k  t o  h e l p  a  b a n k  

h o l d u p  a n d  p l u g  a  m a n ,  a n d  t h e n  

s n e a k  i n t o  a  b a r b e r  s h o p  t o  g e t  y o u r  

w h i s k e r s  s h a v e d  o f f  s o  n o b o d y  c o u l d  

i d e n t i f y  y o u ! ”

“ W ’ a i t  a  m i n u t e ! ”  f l a r e d  t h e  

S o n o r a  K i d .  H e  w a s  t r y i n g  t o  g o  

f o r  h i s  g u n ,  b u t  t h e  a p r o n  t h e  b a r b e r  

h a d  t i e d  a r o u n d  h i s  n e c k  w a s  i n  t h e  

w a y .

“ H o l d  i t ! ”  S h o r t y  s a i d  s h a r p l y .  

T h e r e  w a s  n o  c h a n c e ,  a n y w a y ,  

a g a i n s t  t h e s e  d r a w n  g u n s .  H e  l o o k e d  

a t  t h e  s h e r i f f  a n d  g r i n n e d  t h r o u g h  

t h e  l a t h e r .  “ Y o u ’ r e  b a r k i n ’  u p  t h e  

w r o n g  t r e e .  M e  a n d  m y  p a r d  j u s t  

h i t  t o w n .  T h e  h o m b r e s  y o u  w a n t ,  

r o d e  o u t  t h i s  s t r e e t  l i k e  t h e  h e e l  f l i e s  

w a s  a f t e r  ’ e m , ”

“ Y e a h , ”  d r a w l e d  t h e  S o n o r a  K i d .  

“ A n d  t h e y ’ r e  g e t t i n ’  f a r t h e r  a w a y  

e v e r y  t i m e  y o u  o p e n  y o u r  g a b ! ”
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T h e  s h e r i f f  g l a r e d  a t  t h e  t a l l  

p u n c h e r .  “ I t  h a p p e n s ,  t w o  o f  ’ e m  

didn’t r i d e  o u t  o f  t o w n ! ”  h e  s a i d .  

“ J u m p e d  o f f  t h e i r  h o s s e s  s o m e w h e r e  

d o w n  t h i s  b l o c k ,  a n d  s c o o t e d  f o r  

c o v e r  u n d e r  t h e  c l o u d  o f  d u s t .  L o o k  

h e r e ,  B u c k .  Y o u  w a s  o n  t h e  c o r n e r  

w h e n '  t h e  r o b b e r s  b u s t e d  o u t  o f  t h e  

b a n k .  S e e  t h e s e  h o m b r e s ? ”

A  g a u n t  m a n  w i t h  a  r e d  m u s t a c h e  

a n d  p i e r c i n g  e y e s ,  m o v e d  f o r w a r d  

a n d  l o o k e d  a t  S h o r t y  a n d  W i l l i e .  

T h e n  h e  s h o o k  h i s  h e a d .

“ I  c o u l d n ’ t  s a y  f o r  s h o r e ,  A k e r s .  

T h e y  a l l  h a d  b a n d a n n a s  p u l l e d  u p  

o v e r  t h e i r  f a c e s .  A n d  t h e y  w a s  

t r a v e l i n ’  f a s t .  H o w  a b o u t  t h e  h o s s e s  

t h e y  l e f t ? ”

“ N o  b r a n d s , ”  S h e r i f f  A k e r s  

g r u n t e d .  “ S c r u b  s t o c k ,  t o o — c o u l d  

h a v e  b e e n  p i c k e d  u p  a n y w h e r e .  

L o o k  h e r e ,  y o u  t w o !  I  g o t  a  p o s s e  

t a i l i n ’  t h e m  o t h e r s ,  b u t  I  f i g u r e  a  

b i r d  i n  t h e  h a n d  i s  w o r t h  s i x  o u t  i n  

t h e m  s a n d h i l l s .  Y o u  b e t t e r  t a l k  u p .  

W h o  a r e  y o u ? ”

“ M y  n a m e ’ s  M a s t e r s , ”  S h o r t y  

s a i d .  “ A n d  t h i s — ”

H e  w a s  i n t e r r u p t e d  b y  a  t a l l ,  p a l e -  

f a c e d  m a n  i n  s h i r t  s l e e v e s .  T h e r e  

w a s  a  p e n c i l  o v e r  t h i s  m a n ’ s  e a r ;  h e  

p r e s s e d  t h r o u g h  t h e  c r o w d  a n d  r e ­

m o v e d  t h e  p e n c i l  t o  p o i n t  i t  a t  W i l l i e  

W e t h e r b e e .

“He c o u l d n ’ t  h a v e  b e e n  i n  o n  i t ,  

A k e r s , ”  h e  s a i d .  “ B e c a u s e  h e  w a s  

s i g n i n ’  t h e  h o t e l  r e g i s t e r  a t  t h e  t i m e  

t h e y  w e n t  i n t o  t h e  b a n k .  N a m e  o f  

W e t h e r b e e .  A n d  h e  r e g i s t e r e d  f o r  

D r .  M a s t e r s ,  t o o — s a i d  D r .  M a s t e r s  

w a s  d o w n  a t  t h e  f e e d  y a r d . ”

“Dr. M a s t e r s ? ”  S h o r t y  r e p e a t e d  

s h a r p l y .  T h e n  h e  h e a r d  t h e  S o n o r a  

K i d  c h u c k l e ,  a n d  a l l  a t  o n c e  h e  u n ­

d e r s t o o d .

S h o r t y ,  s o m e t i m e s  h u m o r o u s l y ,  

r e f e r r e d  t o  h i m s e l f  a s  a n  “ M .  D . ”  e x ­

p l a i n i n g  t h a t  t h e  i n i t i a l s  s t o o d  f o r  

M u l e  D r i v e r .  N o w  i n  R i n c o n  t o  

k e e p  a n  a p p o i n t m e n t  w i t h  a  r e a l  d o c ­

t o r ,  W i l l i e  h a d  t h o u g h t  i t  w o u l d  b e  

f u n n y  t o  s i g n  t h e  i n i t i a l s  a f t e r  

S h o r t y ’ s  n a m e .  A n d  t h e  b l a c k  b a g  

h e  h a d  c a r r i e d  i n t o  t h e  h o t e l  m a d e  

t h e  j o k e  a l l  t h e  m o r e  p l a u s i b l e .

T h e  s h e r i f f  g r u n t e d .  “ W e l l ,  B u c k  

W i l l i t s  s a y s  h e  c a n ’ t  b e  s h o r e .  I ’ l l  

t e l l  y o u  h o w  w e  c a n  f i n d  o u t ,  p r o n t o .  

P e t e ,  j u m p  d o w n  t o  t h e  f e e d  y a r d  

a n d  b r i n g  P a r s o n s  u p  h e r e .  I f  h e  

c a n  i d e n t i f y  t h e  d o c t o r ,  a l l  w e l l  a n d  

g o o d . ”

A  m a n  d e p a r t e d .  B u c k  W i l l i t s  

s q u i n t e d  a t  S h o r t y  a g a i n .  “ I  

w o u l d n ’ t  s a y , ”  h e  d e c l a r e d ,  t u g g i n g  

a t  t h e  r e d  m u s t a c h e .  “ T h e r e  w a s  

o n e  o f  t h e  h o m b r e s  t h a t  s h o r t ,  

m a y b e .  B u t  I ’ d  h a t e  t o  t a g  a  m a n  

w r o n g .  E s p e c i a l l y  a  d o c t o r . ”

S h o r t y  g r i n n e d .  “ Y o u  m a d e  a  

m i s t a k e  a l l  a r o u n d , ”  h e  b e g a n .  “ Y o u  

s e e —

“ L o o k ,  d o c t o r , ”  s a i d  t h e  b a r b e r .  

“ T h i s  i s  S a t u r d a y ,  a n d  w e ’r e  g o i n ’  

t o  b e  m i g h t y  b u s y .  C o u l d n ’ t  w e  b e  

g e t t i n ’  o n  w i t h  t h i s  s h a v e ? ”  H e  

p u s h e d  S h o r t y  g e n t l y  b u t  f i r m l y ,  

b a c k  i n t o  t h e  c h a i r .  “ Y o u  w a n t  a l l  

t h e  b e a r d  o f f ? ”

S h o r t y  h e a r d  t h e  S o n o r a  K i d  

c h u c k l e  a g a i n ,  a n d  h i s  o w n  g r i n  

w i d e n e d  a s  a  t h o u g h t  s t r u c k  h i m .

“ N o , ”  h e  s a i d .  “ T r i m  i t  u p .  

L e a v e  m e  a  V a n d y k e — y o u  k n o w ,  

l i k e  a  d o c t o r  w e a r s ! ”

A  m i n u t e  l a t e r ,  P a r s o n s  h u r r i e d  i n  

f r o m  t h e  w a g o n  y a r d .  H e  p e e r e d  a t  

S h o r t y ’ s  l a t h e r e d  f a c e ,  a n d  s n o r t e d .

“ G o s h  n o ,  s h e r i f f , ”  h e  s a i d .  “ T h a t  

a i n ’ t  n o  bandido— l e a s t w i s e ,  h e  c o m e  

i n t o  t o w n  o n  a  f r e i g h t  o u t f i t ,  a n d  

t h a t ’ d  b e  a  h e l l  o f  a  w a y  f o r  a  r o b ­

b e r  t o  t r a v e l .  B e s i d e s ,  h e  w a s  d o w n  

a t  t h e  w a g o n  y a r d  a t  t h e  t i m e  t h e y  

w e n t  i n t o  t h e  b a n k  a n d  p l u g g e d  D r .  

D i l l o n . ”

S h o r t y  h e a r d  t h e  n a m e  a n d  t r i e d  

t o  s i t  u p ,  b u t  t h e  r a z o r  w a s  s c r a p i n g  

c r i s p l y  o v e r  h i s  c h e e k  a n d  h e  c o u l d  

n e i t h e r  m o v e  n o r  t a l k .  D r .  D i l l o n —
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the man to wholm he was to deliver 
the blaek pill bag!

As if far away, he heard Sheriff 
Akers apologizing.

“ Plumb sorry, doctor,”  the law­
man said. “ I reckon it’s a good thing 
you hit town. Dillon’s shot up 
pretty bad, and there ain’t another 
doctor in ninety miles.”

IT.
Shorty inquired the way to Dr. 

Dillon's home, where the wounded 
man had been taken. It was only 
a block from the barber shop, and 
he and the Sonora Kid went there 
immediately upon leaving the chairs. 
Willie Wet her bee broke into laugh­
ter every time he saw Shorty’s red­
dish-blond Vandyke, but the 
freighter was wearing a countenance 
serious enough to go with the pro­
fessional beard.

A red-eyed woman of past middle 
age opened the door. She said: “ I ’m 
sorry, but the doctor— he can't see 
anybody. He— "

“ I know, ma'am,” Shorty nodded. 
“ But this is mighty important. 
Would you tell him that Masters is 
here— from Tarantula?”

This made a strange difference. 
Mrs, Dillon gasped: “ Oh* I ’m so 
glad! Wait just a minute.”

“ Probably,” said the Sonora Kid 
after she had gone, “ the doctor needs 
the tools out of that bag to work 
on his own self!”

“ Maybe,” Shorty answered, and 
Mrs. Dillon came back.

“ The doctor can see you for just 
a minute,” she said. “ He has to re­
main very quiet.”

The hallway was dim and cool. 
She led them into a room where a 
small man lay in a big bed, his grav- 
whiskered face almost as white as 
the sheet. He breathed hoarsely, 
and his eyes were bright with pain, 

“ Dr. Dillon.”  Shorty began, “ we

are mighty sorry to find you like this. 
The bag— I’ve got it over at the 
hotel. I ’ll bring it right over.”

Dillon shook his head ever so 
gently. “ No,” he breathed, and 
looked steadily at Shorty for a long 
interval. “ No— I think it would be 
better if you keep it while you’re 
here. Just—just be very careful 
with it, Masters."

His voice and the wan smile trailed 
away together. Mrs. Dillon adjusted 
the pillow under his shoulder. 
Shorty and Willie tiptoed out, and 
the freighter shook his head.

“ That's might funny!” he said. 
“ I can't figure why he wants me to 
hold on to it.”

“ I can!”, retorted the Sonora Kid. 
“ He or Mrs. Dillon heard that you’re 
a doctor, and they think maybe you 
can use it! [ shore did start some­
thing, with that joke!”

Shorty ignored his pard's rueful 
tone. “ You shore did!" he said. “ I 
ought to find some horse pills in that 
bag, and make you take ’em! Be­
side, they know I ain’t no doctor.”

There were a few men in the lobby 
of the hotel; it was one of the coolest 
spots in Rincon. Outside, the wind 
came up as if it were blowing out of 
a blast furnace, and the dust swished 
against walls and windows. Shorty 
and Willie took turns in the bath­
tub, and came to the lobby feeling 
much better.

The pale-faced clerk greeted them 
respectfully, and Shorty asked casual 
questions— wondering if suspicion 
had been lifted from them entirely. 
Sheriff Akers was slouched in a chair 
near the door, watching Shorty and 
Willie closely.

It seemed that Dr. Dillon had been 
principal stockholder and president 
of the Rincon Bank, and, the clerk 
said, the bank was in as bad a way 
as Dr. Dillon was, himself.

“ I ain’t sayin’ nothing against



64, STREET & SMITH’S WILD WEST WEEKLY

doc,”  the clerk said hastily. “ But he 
was a mite too good-hearted, maybe. 
He loaned money to all the cattle­
men to pull them through this 
drought. Took mortgages on their 
land. First thing everybody knew, 
the bank was insolvent— capital, 
savings accounts— everything tied 
up in land. Oh, it’ll be good, some 
day, but right now that land ain’t 
worth a dollar a section.”

“ If there wasn’t any money in the 
bank, why would anybody want to 
rob it?” Shorty asked.

The clerk shook his head slowly. 
“ You got me there, doc. Some 
people figure it was the Shugrue out­
fit— bunch of rustlers and outlaws 
that hole up just over the Rio. Some 
say no, because Shugrue wouldn’t 
tackle the job unless he figured there 
was dinero in it. Me, I think maybe 
it was revenge.”

The Sonora Kid leaned on the 
desk. “ How do you mean?”

“ I know a half a dozen ranchmen 
that are mighty sore at Dr. Dillon, 
because their savings are gone. 
Can’t blame ’em, I reckon. There 
are a few outfits scattered around 
here that have waterholes or creeks 
that lasted, and they was pullin’ 
through in pretty good shape. Then 
— boom — savings gone. Busted, like 
the rest.”

III.
As the clerk stopped talking, the 

posse came back to stamp into the 
lobby, dust fogging from their 
clothes, disgust on their faces. The 
sandstorm, they said, blotted out 
every track in a hundred miles. And 
there were a hundred wild canyons 
in the hills where the robbers might 
have turned.

“ We don’t know whether they 
went five miles out of town, or 
forty!”  the deputy told Sheriff Akers. 
“ All we know is, they’re gone.”

The burly lawT officer grunted, and 
pulled his Stetson brim down. He 
glared in the direction of the part­
ners, and growled in a dejected tone: 
“ Well, that’s all we can do, I reckon! 
Ten to one it was the Shugrue outfit. 
Anyway, they didn’t get nothing!” 

Shoulders sagging, he went out 
into the wind, and the posse followed. 
It was sundown, now, and a queer, 
coppery light came dimly through 
the windows. The Sonora Kid pulled 
his long frame out of his chair and 
stretched,

“ I ’m goin’ to take a look at Tum­
bleweed,”  he said. “ Want me to 
feed the mules for you, Shorty?”

“ I reckon they can have a full 
ration of oats now,” answered the 
freighter. “ Me, I ’m goin’ to hit the 
hay. It’s been a couple of weeks, 
seems like, since I had any sleep!” 

He went upstairs. The hall was 
in deep shadow'; the kerosene lamps 
had not been lighted. Shorty groped 
his way past three doors and came to 
their room.

When he turned the knob and 
opened the door, he knew he was 
not alone. There was an odor of 
cigarette smoke in the air.

Shorty’s muscles tensed. He heard 
only the soft swish of the sand 
against the window, and the shriek­
ing of the w'ind. He laid his hand 
over the butt of his .45 and strained 
his eyes into the darkness.

“ You’d better reach, doc,” a 
muffled voice said. “ There are three 
of us, and we’ve all got you covered. 
And keep quiet, too!”

Above the leaping hammer of his 
heart, Shorty made his voice calm.

“ What’s the idea? You’re makirf’ 
a mistake. I— ”

“ Not us!” retorted the man. There 
was no humor in his dry chuckle. 
“ And you’d better not make one, 
either, doc. Just back into the hall
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— a n d  k e e p  y o u r  h a n d s  u p .  S l i m ,  

b r i n g  t h e  b a g . ”

T h e r e  w a s  a  m o v e m e n t  i n  t h e  

s h a d o w s .  S h o r t y  c a u g h t  t h e  d i m ,  

c o p p e r y  g l i n t  o f  t h e  l a s t  l i g h t  o n  g u n  

s t e e l ,  a n d  k n e w  t h a t  i t  w o u l d  b e  

s u i c i d e  t o  t r y  t o  d r a w .  H e  l i f t e d  h i s  

h a n d s  s l o w l y ;  a  h a r d  m u z z l e  b o r e d  

i n t o  h i s  s t o m a c h ,  a n d  h e  s m e l l e d  

l i q u o r  o n  t h e  b r e a t h  o f  t h e  m a n  w h o  

t o o k  h i s  g u n .

“ I n t o  t h e  h a l l ! ”  t h e  l a t t e r  r e p e a t e d .  

T h e  m u z z l e  p r e s s e d  h a r d e r .  “ D o w n  

t h e  b a c k  w a y .  W e ’ v e  g o t  a  l i t t l e  j o b  

f o r  y o u ,  d o c .  D o  i t  w i t h o u t  a s k i n ’  

a n y  q u e s t i o n s ,  a n d  y o u  w o n ’ t  b e  

h u r t .  M o v e  a l o n g ,  n o w ! ”

T h e  g u n  p r o d d e d  h i s  r i b s  a g a i n .  

“ T h i s  w a y ,  d o c ! ”  o r d e r e d  t h e  m u f f l e d  

v o i c e .  “ N o w — s t a n d  h e r e  a  m i n u t e .  

W e  g o t  t o  b l i n d f o l d  y o u . ”

S o m e b o d y  k n o t t e d  a  b a n d a n n a  

t i g h t l y  a c r o s s  h i s  e y e s .  H e  w a s  

t u r n e d  a r o u n d  s e v e r a l  t i m e s ,  a n d  

t h e n  t w o  m e n  h a d  h i s  a r m s  i n  a  s e ­

c u r e  g r a s p .  H e  h e a r d  a  h o r s e  n i c k e r  

s o f t l y ,  a n d  h e  m a d e  u p  h i s  m i n d  t o  

r e m e m b e r  t h a t  t h e  s a n d  w a s  s t i n g ­

i n g  t h e  b a c k  o f  h i s  n e c k .

B u t  w h e n  h e  h a d  b e e n  h e l p e d  i n t o  

a  s a d d l e ,  a n d  w a s  r i d i n g  c l o s e - h e r d e d  

b y  t h e  o t h e r s ,  t h e  g r i t t y  f r a g m e n t s  

b l e w  a l m o s t  s q u a r e l y  i n t o  h i s  f a c e  

f o r  a  t i m e ,  a n d  t h e n  s t r u c k  h i s  r i g h t  

c h e e k .  T h e y  m a d e  a n o t h e r  t u r n  a n d  

a n o t h e r .  S h o r t y  k n e w ,  n o w ,  t h a t  

t h e y  w e r e  r i d i n g  i n  s o m e t h i n g  l i k e  a  

c i r c l e ,  t o  g i v e  h i m  t h e  i m p r e s s i o n  o f  

d i s t a n c e .

H e  c o u l d  s e e  n o t h i n g ;  t h e  b l i n d ­

f o l d  w a s  s o  t i g h t  i t  m a d e  h i s  e y e ­

b a l l s  a c h e .

“ A l l  r i g h t ! ”  s a i d  t h e  m u f f l e d  v o i c e .  

“ H e l p  h i m  d o w n ! ”

S h o r t y  h e a r d  a  g a t e  c r e a k  o n  i t s  

h i n g e s .  T h e r e  w a s  t h e  r u s t l e  o f  t r e e s  

i n  t h e  w i n d ,  a n d  t h e  s o u n d  o f  a  s h u t ­

t e r  b a n g i n g  s o m e w h e r e  c l o s e  a t  h a n d .

T h e  m e n  h a d  h i s  a r m s  a g a i n .  H i s

b o o t  t o e  s t r u c k  a  s t e p ,  a n d  t h e  m e n  

h a l f - l i f t e d  h i m .  H e  h e a r d  a  d o o r  

o p e n e d ;  h e  w a s  i n s i d e ,  n o w ,  a n d  t h e  

d o o r  w a s  b e i n g  s h u t  a g a i n s t  t h e  w i n d .

“ L e t  h i m  s e e ! ”

T h e  y e l l o w  l a m p  l i g h t  w a s  l i k e  a  

s u n b u r s t  i n  t h e  f i r s t  f e w  s e c o n d s .  

S h o r t y  l o o k e d  a r o u n d  h i m .  T h e  

t h r e e  m e n  a l l  w o r e  b a n d a n n a s  p u l l e d  

h i g h  o v e r  t h e i r  f a c e s .  T h e i r  S t e t ­

s o n s  w e r e  s l o u c h e d  l o w ;  h e  c o u l d  s e e  

o n l y  s l i t t e d ,  d u s t - r e d d e n e d  e y e s .

T w o  o f  t h e  m e n  w e r e  t a l l ;  t h e  t h i r d  

w a s  n o t  m u c h  h i g h e r  t h a n  S h o r t y .  

N o w  a  d o o r  o p e n e d  i n  t h e  r o o m ,  a n d  

t w o  o t h e r s  e n t e r e d .

“ H o w  i s  h e ? ”  a s k e d  t h e  m a n  w h o  

h a d  s p o k e n  b e f o r e .

T h e  n e w c o m e r s  w e r e  m a s k e d ,  t o o .  

T h e y  s h o o k  t h e i r  h e a d s .

“ S t i l l  s u f f e r i n ’  a  l o t , ”  s a i d  o n e .  “ H e  

c l a i m s  h e  c a n  f e e l  t h a t  s l u g .  S a y s  

i t ’ s  p r e s s i n ’  r i g h t  a g a i n s t  h i s  b a c k ­

b o n e . ”

“ A l l  r i g h t ,  d o c , ”  o r d e r e d  t h e  m a n  

w i t h  t h e  m u f f l e d  v o i c e .  “ H e r e ’ s  y o u r  

t o o l  k i t .  G e t  i n  t h e r e  a n d  g e t  t o  

w o r k . ”

“ W a i t  a  m i n u t e ! ”  S h o r t y  p r o ­

t e s t e d .  “ I  t e l l  y o u ,  y o u ' r e  m a k i n ’  

a  m i s t a k e .  I  a i n ’ t  a  d o c t o r ! ”

“ N o ? ”  s n a r l e d  t h e  t a l l  m a n .  “ Y o u  

c a n ’ t  l i e  o u t  o f  i t  l i k e  t h a t .  I  t o l d  

y o u  n o t h i n ’ s  g o i n ’  t o  h a p p e n  t o  y o u ,  

i f  y o u  d o  t h e  j o b  a n d  d o n ’ t  a s k  t o o  

m a n y  q u e s t i o n s .  W e  m i g h t  e v e n  p a y  

y o u — e h ,  b o y s ? ”

T h e  o t h e r s  l a u g h e d .  O n c e  m o r e  

a  g u n  m u z z l e  g o u g e d  S h o r t y ,  a n d  

t h e r e  w a s  t h e  b l a c k  b a g  t h r u s t  i n t o  

h i s  h a n d .  H e  w e n t  t h r o u g h  t h e  d o o r  

a n d  s a w  t h e  s w a r t h y ,  p a i n - d r a w n  

f a c e  o f  t h e  m a n  w h o  l a y  o n  a  t a r p -  

c o v e r e d  b e d .

I ’d know him again! S h o r t y  

t h o u g h t .  A n d  t h e n ,  s e e i n g  t h e  

s p l o t c h  o f  d a r k  w i t n e s s  t h a t  s t a i n e d  

t h e  m a n ’ s  r i g h t  c h e s t ,  h e  w o n d e r e d  

i f  i t  w o u l d  d o  a n y  g o o d  t o  r e m e m ­

b e r  t h e  s w ' a r t h y  f e a t u r e s .  T h e  m a n ’ s
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t e e t h  w e r e  c l e n c h e d ;  a  m o a n  c a m e  

w i t h  e a c h  b r e a t h .  P r o b a b l y  d y i n g ,  

S h o r t y  t o l d  h i m s e l f .

“ I f  y o u  k e e p  s t a l l i n ’ ,  d o c , ”  w a r n e d  

t h e  t a l l  m a n ,  “ y o u ’ r e  g o i n ’  t o  f i n d  

y o u r s e l f  i n  t h e  s a m e  f i x .  G e t  b u s y .  

W e ’ l l  h e l p  y o u  a n y  w a y  y o u  s a y .  

W a n t  h o t  w a t e r ? ”

Anything to stall far time, S h o r t y  

t h o u g h t .  H e  n o d d e d .  “ Y e s — a  p a n  

o f  h o t  w a t e r .  A n d  a n y t h i n g  c l e a n  

y o u ’ v e  g o t  f o r  b a n d a g e s . ”

H e  d i d n ’ t  g a i n  a n y  t i m e .  T h e y  

h a d  w a t e r  a l r e a d y  h e a t e d ;  t h e  s h o r t  

m a n  c a m e  w i t h  i t  f r o m  a n o t h e r  r o o m .  

A n d  a n o t h e r  b r o u g h t  a  b e d  s h e e t  

t h a t  l o o k e d  p a s s a b l y  c l e a n .

S h o r t y  w o n d e r e d  i f  t h e r e  c o u l d  b e  

a n y  h o p e  o f  h e l p  f r o m  t h e  S o n o r a  

K i d ,  a n d  d e c i d e d  t h e r e  c o u l d n ’ t .  H e  

m i g h t  s t a l l  t h r o u g h  t h i s — m i g h t  d o  

t h e  b e s t  h e  c o u l d  i n  t h e  w a y  o f  

c l e a n s i n g  a n d  b a n d a g i n g  t h e  w o u n d  

— a n d  t h e  m a s k e d  g a n g  w o u l d  b e  

n o n e  t h e  w i s e r .  T h e y ’ d  t a k e  h i m  

b a c k  t o  t h e  h o t e l ,  b l i n d f o l d e d  a g a i n .

A n d  t h e n  h e ’ d  n e v e r  k n o w  w h o  

r o b b e d  t h e  b a n k  a n d  s h o t  k i n d l y  

l i t t l e  D r .  D i l l o n .  B e c a u s e  t h i s  w a s ,  

w i t h o u t  a  d o u b t ,  t h e  m a n  w h o  h a d  

b e e n  w o u n d e d  i n  t h e  h o l d u p .

I V .

“ W h a t  a r e  y o u  w a i t i n ’  f o r ? ”  d e ­

m a n d e d  t h e  t a l l  m a n  s h a r p l y .  “ I ’ v e  

w a r n e d  y o u  f o r  t h e  l a s t  t i m e ! ”

S h o r t y  t o o k  t h e  b a s i n  o f  w a t e r ,  

a n d  m o t i o n e d  t o  a  r i c k e t y  t a b l e  t h a t  

s t o o d  a g a i n s t  t h e  w a l l .  T h e  t a l l  m a n  

g r u n t e d ,  a n d  l i f t e d  i t  t o  t h e  b e d s i d e .  

S h o r t y  s e t  t h e  w ’ a t e r  d o w n  c a r e f u l l y ,  

p l a c e d  t h e  b l a c k  b a g  o n  t h e  b e d ,  a n d  

t u r n e d  d o w n  t h e  s t a i n e d  s h e e t .

T h e r e  w a s  a  t e n s e  q u i e t n e s s  i n  t h e  

r o o m .  O n l y  t h e  m o a n i n g  o f  t h e  m a n ,  

o n l y  t h e  t h i n  w h i n e  o f  t h e  w i n d  o u t ­

s i d e .  S h o r t y  c o u l d  f e e l  f i v e  p a i r s  o f  

e y e s  o n  h i m .

H e  s a i d :  “ T h e  p a t i e n t  n e e d s  a i r .  

W i l l  y o u  a l l  k i n d l y  l e a v e  t h e  r o o m ?

W e  c a n ’ t  o p e n  a  w i n d o w '  w i t h  a l l  t h i s  

d u s t . ”

“ I ’ l l  s t a y  h e r e ! ”  r e t o r t e d  t h e  t a l l  

m a n  a t  h i s  e l b o w .  “ A n d  I ’ l l  h a v e  a  

g u n  o n  y o u ,  d o c .  T h e  r e s t  o f  y o u  

g o  i n t o  t h e  o t h e r  r o o m  a n d  s h u t  t h e  

d o o r .  I  c a n  h a n d l e  t h i s ,  a l l  r i g h t . ”

T h e y  m o v e d  o u t .  S h o r t y  s i g h e d ,  

a n d  t o r e  a  s t r i p  o f f  t h e  s h e e t .  W h e n  

h e  d i p p e d  t h i s  i n t o  t h e  b a s i n ,  t h e  

w a t e r  s c a l d e d  h i s  f i n g e r t i p s  a n d  m a d e  

h i m  j u m p .

“ G e t  h o l d  o f  y o u r s e l f ,  d o c ! ”  u r g e d  

t h e  t a l l  m a n .  “ I  t o l d  y o u  w e  a i n ’ t  

g o i n ’  t o  h u r t  y o u  i f  y o u  g e t  t h a t  b u l ­

l e t  o u t  o f  t h i s  b o y .  G e t  y o u r  t o o l s  

o u t  a n d  s t a r t  p r o d d i n ’  f o r  i t .  I ’ l l  

h o l d  h i m  d o w n ! ”

S h o r t y  n o d d e d .  H e  l o o k e d  u p  p r o ­

f e s s i o n a l l y  a t  t h e  l a m p  t h a t  w a s  i n  

a  w a l l  b r a c k e t .  T h e n  h e  c l o s e d  h i s  

f i n g e r s  o n  t h e  c l a s p  o f  D r .  D i l l o n ’ s  

b a g .

T h e  t a l l  m a n  w a s  m o v i n g  a r o u n d  

t h e  e n d  o f  t h e  b e d ,  g e t t i n g  i n  p o s i t i o n  

t o  h o l d  h i s  w o u n d e d  c o m r a d e  a g a i n s t  

t h e  p a i n  o f  p r o b i n g  f o r  t h e  b u l l e t .  

H e  d i d n ’ t  s e e  t h e  i n s i d e  o f  t h e  b a g  

a s  i t  c a m e  o p e n .

B u t  S h o r t y  M a s t e r s  s a w ,  i n  o n e  

s w i f t  g l a n c e ,  w h y  D r .  D i l l o n  h a d  

w a n t e d  h i m  t o  k e e p  t h e  b a g  t h a t  

d a y — w h y  D i l l o n  h a d  c o m m e n t e d  

u p o n  h i s  h o n e s t  a p p e a r a n c e .

T h e  s u r g e o n ’ s  b a g  w a s  c r a m m e d  

w i t h  m o n e y !  G r e e n b a c k s .  G o l d  

c o i n s  t h a t  g l i n t e d  w i t h  a  r i c h  l u s t e r  

u n d e r  t h e  l a m p .  A  f e w  s i l v e r  d o l l a r s .

A n d  n o t  a n  i n s t r u m e n t ,  n o t  a  b o t ­

t l e  o f  p i l l s  i n  t h e  l o t .

S h o r t y  l o o k e d  u p  a t  t h e  t a l l ,  

m a s k e d  m a n ,  a n d  k n e w  w h a t  h e  h a d  

t o  d o .  T h e  o d d s  w o u l d  b e  f i v e  t o  

o n e ,  b u t  t h a t  d i d n ’ t  c h a n g e  t h i n g s .  

I n  t h i s  b a g  w a s  t h e  m o n e y  t h a t  

w o u l d  s a v e  D r .  D i l l o n  f r o m  d i s g r a c e ,  

a n d  p e r h a p s  p r i s o n .  I t  w o u l d  s a v e  

m a n y  a  r a n c h m a n ’ s  h e r d  u n t i l  t h e  

r a i n  f i n a l l y  c a m e .

S h o r t y  s a i d :  “ A l l  r i g h t .  T a k e  b o l d
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of his legs so he won’t kick up. 
Ready?”

“ I've got him!” answered the 
other.

Shorty clicked the bag shut and 
reached swiftly toward the basin of 
scalding water, the pad of wet band ­
age in his hand. He caught the rim 
of the basin tightly between thumb 
and fingers, and brought it up swiftly 
from the table.

There was one angry yell that 
turned to a howl of pain before it 
had fairly escaped the masked man's 
bandanna-shrouded lips. The steam­
ing water struck him fully in the face, 
blinding him, causing him to jerk his 
hands up to his eyes. And the next 
instant, Shorty Masters’ compact 
body shot across the bed, driving be­
hind a hard-knuckled right fist that 
slammed the tall man’s jaw.

He crumpled beside the bed. The 
blow had torn away the bandanna. 
There was a half-second before the 
other men came charging through 
the door, and in that split tick of 
time, Shorty recognized Buck Will- 
it’s red mustache, and gaunt fea­
tures. And he grabbed Buck Willits’ 
gun.

Then he leaped sidewise and 
brought the water-soaked bandage 
down on the bracketed lamp. The 
chimney cracked and broke, and the 
bandage snuffed out the yellow light. 
The darkness that winked into the 
room was loud, and split with streaks 
of gun flame.

Shorty triggered back at the mass 
in the doorway, and it was almost 
impossible to miss in that first shot. 
He heard a cough, and a thump on 
the floor; then the other three men 
were scattering, and throwing lead 
in his direction. He twisted around 
and groped for the precious black 
bag, and as his hand closed on its 
handle. Buck Willits revived and

yelled for his men to: “ Cut him 
down! Cut him down!”

Shorty dropped behind the bed. 
A blast of lead raked over it. Willits 
was crawling back toward the other 
wall, demanding that somebody give 
him a gun.

There was a space of silence in the 
smoke-filled room. Shorty heard the 
heavy breathing of the men who were 
waiting for him to make a move that 
would betray his position. But he 
didn’t hear the wounded man’s 
moaning, any more.

“ Shoot under the bed!”  Willits or­
dered. “ Shoot low— you’ll get him!”

Shorty edged toward the foot of 
the bed. Three guns clamored; splin­
ters furrowed from the floor and 
struck the wall behind the ricochet 
of bullets. He thumbed his hammer 
back and let it fall with the gun 
turned inches to the right of a pow­
der flash, and he heard the man’s 
boots slide out from under him as 
the slug smashed him back against 
the wall.

And then Buck Willits had a gun 
again, and it was still three to one. 
Somewhere along this wall, there had 
been a window. Shorty triggered 
and jumped and triggered again; the 
lead crashed into the spot where he 
had been, and he heard glass tinkle 
and fall outside. Here was the win­
dow— he could feel the dusty wind 
as it blew into the smoke-fogged 
room. With luck, he might jump 
through it and land safely outside. 
He remembered there were horses 
somewhere out beyond that creak­
ing gate.

The door from the other room 
opened so suddenly, its knob banged 
the wall. The Sonora Kid’s tall 
figure was silhouetted against the 
dim lamp light shinging beyond the 
door— and there was a gun in his 
hand.
'  He yelled: “ Shorty! Where are
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you?”  And the three guns that went 
off in concert just then, showed him 
that Shorty couldn’t be on that side 
of the room.

Shorty’s gun clicked on an empty 
shell, but Willie Wetherbee’s roared 
loudly, rolling the shots so closely 
together, it sounded like a continous 
blast. It stopped, and Buck Willits 
was tottering out from the wall alone, 
one arm hanging limp, the other 
raised high.

“ Stop!” he screamed hoarsely. 
“ Don’t shoot me— I surrender!”

V.
The dust was thinning as they 

walked out of the house, and Shorty 
made out the dim lights of Rincon’s 
main street only a short distance 
away. Now he knew where the man 
had gone when they leaped from 
their horses that morning. Willits 
had come back into town to join the 
sheriff. And the wounded man had 
been left in the house until the others 
could join him.

Shouts and the sound of running 
'boots drifted down the sidewalk. A 
lantern swung into veiw. It was 
Sheriff Akers and a handful of men. 
The sheriff took one look at Willits 
and whirled on Shorty.

“ Say, doc! Are you crazy? D o 
you know’ who that is?”

Shorty nodded. “ Sure— ask him! 
He’s the hombre who headed that 
bank robbery. Him and two others

kidnaped me tonight to make me 
treat the wounded buzzard!”

Akers looked at the ranchman 
again. Buck Willits’ mustache 
twitched.

“ He robbed m e!”  he said hoasely. 
“ Dillon robbed me. More’n a thou­
sand dollars, I lost. Can you blame 
me for tryin’ to get it back?”

Shorty shook the bag. “ I guess 
you’ll get it— and you’ll need it to 
fight a murder trial, if Dr. Dillon 
dies. Because Dillon raised the 
money somewhere— I ’ve got it right 
here!”

The Sonora Kid nodded. “ The 
doc got a loan from a bank in Stock- 
ton, through a doctor friend of his. 
Told me about it tonight— I went 
by there and found him doin’ right 
well. He ain’t goin’ to die. <*He was 
afraid the Shugrue gang w’ould rob 
the stage and get the dirtero if it 
was sent down in the strong box, so 
he had his doctor friend put it in 
that little black bag, and send it 
down by mule team. By Shorty 
Masters, M. D .”

“ I ain’t a doctor, sheriff,” Shorty 
protested. “ That ‘M. D .’ means 
somethin’ else. It mean— ”

“ I reckon,”  drawled Sheriff Akers, 
“ that you’ll do till a doctor comes 
along, Doc Masters!”

Shorty Masters and his six-mule team 
are heading our way again soon. Look 
for another Shorty Masters story in W ild 
West Weekly.
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ntcHiif P iT y
I t  was the end of the t r a i l -  
strange, gripping and unreal.

by I M
T he t r i a l  l a s t e d  n o  l o n g e r  t h a n  t e n  

m i n u t e s ,  I n  t h o s e  d a y s ,  T e x a s  j u s t i c e  

w a s  s w i f t  a n d  s u m m a r y ,  a n d  t h e r e  

w a s  n o  a p p e a l .  T h e  j u d g e  p e e r e d  

d o w n  a t  t h e  o u t l a w  c o l d l y ,  a n d  h e  

w a s t e d  n o  w o r d s .

“ R u s t l i n ’  i s  a  h a n g i n g  o f f e n s e  i n  

t h i s  S t a t e , ”  h e  s a i d .  “ O n  t o p  o f  t h a t ,  

y o u  s h o t  a  p o s s e m a n ,  I  s e n t e n c e  y o u  

t o  h a n g  b y  t h e  n e c k  u n t i l  d e a d .  S e n ­

t e n c e  w i l l  b e  e x e c u t e d  a t  s u n r i s e  o n  

t h e  m o r n i n g  o f — ”

O n e  o f  j u r y m e n  i n t e r r u p t e d .  

“ S u n r i s e ,  h e l l ! ”  h e  b r o k e  i n .  “ L e t ’ s  

h a n g  h i m  n o w ! ”

A  m u r m u r  o f  a p p r o v a l  s w e p t  

t h r o u g h  t h e  c o u r t r o o m .  T h e  j u d g e  

l i f t e d  h i s  g a v e l  a n d  b r o u g h t  i t  d o w n  

s h a r p l y .  Q u i e t  r e s t o r e d ,  h e  t u r n e d

t o  a  t a l l ,  l e a n  m a n  s t a n d i n g  n e x t  t o  

t h e  o u t l a w .

“ T h a t ’ s  u p  t o  t h e  s h e r i f f , ”  t h e  

j u d g e  d e c l a r e d .  “ S o  l o n g  a s  j u s t i c e  

i s  d o n e ,  I  d o n ’ t  c a r e  w h e n  y o u  d o  i t .  

Y o u  c a n  h a n g  t h i s  m a n  n o w ,  i f  t h e  

s h e r i f f  h a s  n o  o b j e c t i o n . ”

A l l  e y e s  m o v e d  t o  t h e  t a l l  m a n .  

H e  s p o k e  f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e ;  “ I  h a v e  

n o  o b j e c t i o n . ”

I t  w a s  o n l y  a  s h o r t  d i s t a n c e  t o  t h e  

b i g  c o t t o n w o o d  a t  t h e  e d g e  o f  t o w n .  

O n  t h e  w a y  t h e r e ,  s o m e  o n e  k n o t t e d  

a  r o p e  a n d  d r o p p e d  a  l o o p  o v e r  t h e  

o u t l a w ’ s  h e a d .  A  h o r s e m a n  r o d e  

a h e a d  a n d  h a d  h i s  m o u n t  w a i t i n g  

u n d e r  a  s u i t a b l e  l i m b .  T h e  o u t l a w  

w a s  p u s h e d  u p  i n t o  t h e  s a d d l e ,  a n d  

t h e  l o o s e  e n d  o f  t h e  r o p e  w a s  t o s s e d
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over the limb and made fast. The 
sheriff, his face an inscrutable mask, 
stepped forward.

“ You’ve been sentenced to hang 
by the neck until dead. As sheriff of 
this county, it’s my duty to carry out 
your sentence. Before we proceed, 
is there anything you want to say?”

The outlaw’s face blanched at the 
nearness of death. It seemed to those 
who watched, that he would meet 
his Maker with tightly pressed lips. 
Then his eyes turned slowly, and he 
looked down at the sheriff with the 
faintest hint of a smile.

“ Yeah,” he said slowly. “ There is 
something I want to say. It won’t 
take too long to say it, and it’ll sorta 
ease my way into hell to get it off 
my chest. For ten years, I been 
wantin’ to say it— to the right gent.”

He looked around the circle of 
faces. Cold silence and straining im­
patience met his glance.

“ Ten years ago, I held up a stage,” 
the outlaw went on. “ I was a green 
kid then— eighteen, maybe— and it 
was the first crooked thing I ’d ever 
done. As it happened, the driver 
was carrying a lot of money that day, 
and he handed it over. I didn’t know 
what to do with it, so I took it home 
and hid it in the room where Jim and 
me slept. Jim was my foster brother. 
But we was almost like real brothers. 
M y father found Jim in the ruins of 
a wagon train after Injuns had 
burned it. We was raised together.”

The outlaw’s voice became husky 
as he spoke. He swallowed, and the 
rope about his neck rose an inch and 
fell.

“ M y father found the money 
where I ’d hid it,”  he resumed. “ He’d 
heard about tho stage robbery, and 
he put two and two together. He 
was standin’ in our room one day 
when Jim and me came in. He asked 
which one of us held up the stage. 
I  c»n see him now, standin’ there,

looking first at me and then at Jim, 
Neither one of us said anything. 
After a while, my father picked up 
the money and walked out of the 
room. He said he was going for the 
sheriff.”

Not a man stirred around the 
close-packed circle. Reluctant in­
terest replaced the impatience of a 
moment before. The outlaw’s voice 
went on again, flatly:

“ I remember the way Jim looked 
at me then. I couldn’t look back at 
him. Jim didn’t say anything at all. 
He just walked out of the room and 
on to the barn. He saddled his horse 
and rode away, and we never heard 
from him again. I knew why he did 
that. He figured it would be easier 
for my father and mother if they 
thought he was a thief, instead of 
their own son. Maybe it was easier 
for them, but it wasn’t easier for me. 
I stood it as long as I could, and then 
I  wrote a letter explaining the whole 
thing. I rode away, too. Almost 
ten years I been ridin’ the dark trails, 
thinkin’ that was where I ’d find Jim, 
sooner or later.”

The outlaw swallowed again, and 
that hint of a smile came back to 
his lips. He twisted his neck around 
and looked down at the sheriff:

“ Maybe some day, you’ll run 
across Jim Watson, sheriff,”  he said. 
“ If you do, tell him he ain’t wanted 
up in Montana. Tell him how I been 
tryin’ to find him to let him know. 
Maybe if he knew that, he wouldn’t 
think so hard— ”

The outlaw didn’t finish. He took 
a deep breath, let it out slowly. The 
sheriff took his hat from his head 
and held it limply at his side.

“ Is that all?”  the sheriff asked.
“ No, there’s one thing more,” the 

outlaw added. “ If you do find this 
Jim Watson, you can tell him there’s 
a girl waitin’ for him up there in
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Montana. He'll know who it is. It’s 
the same girl he was gonna marry ten 
years ago. She never did think he 
held lip the stage. She’s been waitin’ 
for him to come back all this time.” 
The outlaw paused, let a lot of air 
from his lungs. Then he straight­
ened in the saddle and looked around 
the circle of faces again. “ All right, 
boys. I ’m ready now," he said. 
“ Let’s get this thing over with."

The sheriff stood there for a long 
time, his face expressionless, his hat 
held loosely in his hand. Then his 
lingers tightened on its wide brim, 
and he brought his hand back slowly 
for the slap across the animal’s rump. 
Just before the blow struck, he 
looked up into the outlaw’s face. He 
saw the words clearly formed on the 
man's lips, yet not spoken:

“ So lo n g , J im ? ”

t Q U I E N  SABE?
(Who Knows?)

1. I f  you had a mecate, would you 
plant it, drink it, or catch an ani­
mal with it?

2. Where did Custer make his last 
stand, and what State is it in?

3. What were the last two States to 
enter the Union, and when did 
they do it?

4. What President was a cowboy, 
and what Vice President was of 
part Indian descent?

5. W hy is Mexico called the “ land 
of mahana” ?

6. W ho discovered gold in Califor­
nia? When?

7. I f  you were told that you had 
bluejoint, would you go to a 
doctor, rub on liniment, or let 
animals play on it?

8. What were the real names of 
Billy the Kid, Buffalo Bill, Chief 
Yellow Hair, and Wild Bill 
Hickok?

9. What governor o f what Terri­
tory offered to pardon a famous 
outlaw, and what outlaw refused 
him?

10. What was the Lincoln County 
War?

A twicers on Page 105
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■Â tUta'i “ K ilU  £i*Uf,"  etc.

Llano Jones trapped a killer— and 
mercy roweled him on the lead of time.

D ogleg D ozier was excited, his 
round, red face screwed up with pro­
test and consternation. The little, 
bandy-legged mayor of the roaring,

bawling, railhead cow town of Jessup 
was about to lose the lawman who 
had changed the place from the 
wildest and barggingest hell hole in
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the West, into a town where the 
ordinances were respectfully obeyed 
with the strictest of care. He didn’t 
want to lose him. He jumped up 
from his desk and raved around his 
office, pumping his stubby arms 
wildly.

“ Llano, by heaven, you can’t do 
it! Jessup needs you!”  He tore at 
his scanty hair in frustration. “ That 
lousy, dirty town of Ketchum has 
bought you away from me, that’s 
what they’ve done. They can’t keep 
order for themselves so they’ve hired 
you to prod their law for ’em!”  He 
fumed useless curses.

Llano Jones grinned his appre­
ciation of the show Dogleg was put­
ting on. Llano was barely twenty, 
a tall and stripling youth in a wide 
black hat, a gleaming white shirt, 
black tie, black trousers and boots. 
A single .45 hung at his lank 
right thigh, a gun with a fantastically 
long barrel— a Buntline Special. It 
was incredible that such a youth had 
tamed and tied down the howling, 
red-eyed lawlessness that had once 
ruled Jessup. But that was the fact. 
He had done it almost single-handed 
and it was understandable only in 
the look of calm quiet that sat on 
his lean, tanned face, in the grave 
and steady scrutiny of gray eyes 
that revealed the man’s complete 
confidence in his own power and 
ability. Not a boastful and arrogant 
look— merely a calm and sure one.

Llano grinned and shrugged his 
shoulders at Dogleg’s imminence to 
apoplexy. He was unpinning the 
badge that gleamed on his white 
shirtfront. “ Well, Dogleg,”  he said 
quietly, “ I ’ve made up my mind. 
They’re offering me good money to 
go to Ketchum. But it isn’t just 
that. I guess I hanker to stretch 
my hosses’ legs and leave Jessup be­
hind for a spell. There’s nothing

needs doing here, now, that any good 
lawman can’t do.”

Dogleg gave in with a gusty sigh 
of resignation. “ Well, Llano, I  
couldn’t hate this partin’ worse, if 
you was my own son!”

“ Thanks,”  Llano said gravely as 
he laid the badge on Dogleg’s desk. 
“ Now, is that cowboy still in jail 
that tried to run me into a gun 
argument last night? Seems like 
somebody said he was from Ketchum 
and I ’d like to talk to him.”

Dogleg called the jailer and or­
dered the cowboy brought in. He 
was produced with the promptness 
and smoothness^ with which the law 
now moved in a once lawless town.

He was a young man. A year or 
two older than Llano, perhaps. In 
the lank, black hair on the side of 
his long and lean skull he still bore 
evidence of the lump that had been 
raised by the long barrel of Llano’s 
gun the night before. His battered 
hat was gingerly perched on the back 
of his head. But there was no 
animosity in his blue eyes as he 
turned to met Llano’s examination. 
A shamefaced, thin grin twitched at 
his lips.

Llano studied him interestedly. 
The cowboy was under the average 
in height and thin to the point of 
emaciation. He was cadaverous, a 
walking skeleton almost. There were 
deep hollows in his pale cheeks and 
there was a queer, haunting look in 
his motionless blue stare. Only that 
twitching, faint grin gave his features 
expression.

Llano nodded as though satisfied 
at something his probing gray stare 
had seen. “ You’re from Ketchum,”  
he said abruptly. “ What’s your 
name?”

There was an instant wariness in 
the cowboy’s strange eyes. He 
hesitated. “ M y name’s Howard. 
Mostly, I ’m called Bones.”  He
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coughed heavily and two red spots 
glowed with sudden heat on his high 
cheekbones.

Llano’s eyes narrowed. The man 
was tubercular. And in that fact, 
perhaps, was explanation of why he 
should be penniless and without a 
job in a cattle country that was roar­
ing with boom-time activity, ex­
planation of the hunger and despera­
tion that had driven him to attempt 
the life of Llano Jones. He had been 
bribed and his need had forced him 
to the senseless act.

“ Why,” asked Llano, “ did you try 
to kill me last night? Did somebody 
in Ketchum send you?”

Bones Howard looked away from 
the quiet gray eyes. He did not 
reply to Llano’s questions. “ They’re 
asking you to serve as marshal in 
Ketchum?”  he asked. “ Don’t go 
there!”  he grated with sudden, harsh 
tensity.

“ Why not?” Llano asked gravely.
Howard’s remote blue gaze was 

fixed on nothing. His words slid be­
tween his lips in a monotone. “ Be­
cause,” he said flatly, “ your life 
wouldn’t be worth a buffalo chip in 
Ketchum. That town is owned by 
the Garcell gang. They’ve spent 
blood and money to own it and they 
don’t figure to let it go without a 
fight. The name of Llano Jones 
don’t scare ’em. They couldn’t keep 
Mayor Goss and old Judge Woods 
from sending for you but they figure, 
by hell, to keep you from ever arriv­
ing!”

There was an odd, pantherish 
smoothness to Llano’s stride as he 
moved across the room, gazed into 
the street for a moment and came 
back. “ Why have you said so 
much?”

And still, Bones Howard’s eyes 
stayed turned away. “ Because, 
when you had the chance last night, 
you didn’t kill me as I plumb de­

served.”  There was a sudden, sav­
age fury in his eyes as he whipped 
around to glare bitterly into Llano’s 
face. “ Not that I ’ve got a damn 
thing to live for— or care!”

Llano nodded. “ Well,”  he said 
slowly, “ I ’m leaving Jessup in the 
morning. Come the end of the week, 
I ’ll reach Ketchum. Here’s a wad 
of folding money I found in your 
pockets last night. Close to a hun­
dred dollars.”  He thrust the money 
swiftly into Howard’s hands and 
turned sharply on Dogleg, who knew 
damned well that there had not been 
a cent on the cowboy last night. 
“ Dogleg, you turn Bones loose, now. 
I ’m failing to prefer any charges 
against him and there’s no legal way 
you can hold him.”

Dogleg sputtered. The face of 
Bones Howard, as he held Llano’s 
money, had turned a ghastly white. 
Llano smiled, turned on his heel and 
left the office. He was fully aware 
that he had left an astonished and 
completely unnerved cowboy behind 
him. He could imagine the words 
that would pass between Bones 
Howard and Dogleg Dozier, and a 
smile thinned his lips again.

“ Well,” and Howard would be 
slowly thrusting the money into his 
trousers, “ you going to gimme back 
my gun and let me go?”

“ What the hell else can I do?” 
Dogleg would yell furiously. “ That 
Llano is as crazy as a tick!”

Well, Llano thought soberly, 
maybe not. Time alone would tell. 
Ketchum had hired a lawman.

CHAPTER II,
G U N -LAW  GREETING.

IT  was Llano’s wise choice to camp 
out instead of entering Ketchum 

by night. He figured that the little 
he knew about the roaring, wide- 
open town was not enough. A day­
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light entry was plainly on the side 
of discretion, it being his judgment 
that his first move should be to hunt 
up Mayor Goss and Judge Woods, 
the men who had hired him, and 
have a long day to lay any plans 
which might need to be made. And 
it was precisely this type of thinking, 
sober generalship, that had given 
him success before. lie  never did 
anything on impulse alone.

Ketehum lay high in the hills at 
the head of a giant, grassy valley. 
The cause of its mushroom growth 
and, so far, uncontrolled anti boister­
ous activity, was the astonishing and 
seemingly unlimited quantities of 
virgin silver that had been discovered 
in those hills, just below the roots of 
the grass. From a population of a 
half a dozen prospectors a year ago, 
the town had jumped almost im­
mediately to a howling and boiling 
three thousand. In an area as re­
mote as this, that fact alone, meant 
that there was a gigantic food prob­
lem to solve. It meant profiteering, 
speculation, and almost unbridled 
outlawry. Fancy ladies, gamblers, 
thieves, gunmen and killers not safe 
elsewhere, were a buzzing fly-swarm 
over the burly and lusty new camp. 
And their chosen leaders were an 
ugly trio of brothers known as the 
red Garcells.

Llano knew that, already, men 
from Texas were moving giant herds 
of longhorns into the big valley and 
setting up ranches. Ivetchurn's avid 
appetite for beef offered big and easy 
profits for which thejre was bound to 
be a high-pitched rivalry. And 
Texans two thousand miles from 
home, had never been noted for easy­
going and cairn discretion.

Yes, there was bound to be 
activity in Ketehum. Why else had 
Llano Jones been offered a whack­
ing salary to bring in the law? Llano 
mulled such thoughts soberly as he

remov ed saddle and pack saddle from 
his fine pair of black horses and 
hobbled them to graze in deep grass. 
Purple dusk was swiftly filling the 
gigantic bowl of the valley as he 
made his tiny fire. Tire towering 
peaks of the surrounding mountains 
were tipped by flaming gold.

Ketehum, five miles away, was a 
necklace of glittering diamonds 
tossed carelessly against the side of 
a hill— the flaring lights of tented 
gambling hells, saloons and honka- 
tonks as they began a feverish gaiety 
that would continue until dawn. 
Llano reflected upon Ketchurn’s 
booth!!! and the increase to its death- 
stilled population that would likely 
be ready when the sun arose once 
more. And what hand would the 
murderous Garcells have had in that?

Sour dough and sowbelly were 
sizzling in the spider when Llano 
heard a thump of hoofs not made by 
his own horses. With lithe, swift 
grace, he moved out of the circle of 
the firelight and faced the sound. 
The shape of a man on a horse moved 
out of the dark and the hunched 
rider stared down at him without 
speaking.

Llano’s hands hung loosely at his 
sides as he peered up at the man. 
His ears were alert for the sound of 
other riders and heard none. The 
man was alone.

“ Howdy, stranger,’ ’ said Llano in 
friendly fashion. “ Step down. I ’m 
about to spread a banquet and I’d 
admire to have company."

The shadowy rider was a long time 
in answering and, or so it seemed to 
Llano, there was furtiveness to the 
gesture with which he shrugged his 
jacket around to conceal the gun 
thrust into his belt. He was staring 
down with hard intentness. Sud­
denly, he swung from the saddle with 
a grunt. “ Well, don’t mind if I do,”

The stranger tied his horse simply
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by dropping his bridle to the ground. 
The night air had a nip and he 
warmed his fingers over Llano’s fire 
and pushed back his hat. He was 
young, heavy set and thick through 
his shoulders. Even though he was 
smiling genially, now, under Llano’s 
inspection, his lips were thick and 
cruel and his blank yellow eyes ex­
pressionless. And, Llano saw, his 
tightly curling hair was a flaming red.

As they ate, few words passed be­
tween them, and those only idle com­
ments on the state of the weather, 
the condition of the range and the 
chances for an early snowfall. The 
burly, young stranger wiped his 
mouth on the back of a red-haired 
paw and rolled a cigarette. And sud­
denly, his shifting eyes were still. 
“ How come,”  he asked, “ you ain’t 
ridin’ into Ketchum tonight?”

Llano shrugged. “ It ’s likely my 
hosses will dine on feed-corral hay 
for quite a spell. I ’m in no hurry. 
They can fill theif" bellies plumb full 
of grass tonight.”

The redhead grunted and picked 
his teeth with a twig. No exchange 
of names had passed between them, 
but Llano knew that those blank and 
expressionless yellow eyes had missed 
nothing. He knew that the man had 
drawn his own conclusions. The 
stranger rose abruptly now. “ Well,” 
with an ugly grin, “ there’s softer beds 
in Ketchum than out here— an’ not 
lonely ones, either. 1 reckon I ’ll 
mosey along.”

Llano stood up as the man climbed 
heavily into his saddle and looked 
down. "So long,” the redhead said, 
“ and thanks for the grub.”  He 
hesitated for a moment and, although 
Llano could not see, he had the feel­
ing that the yellow eyes were no 
longer blank but suddenly harsh. 
“ It’s plumb likely that we’ll meet 
in town.”

Llano lifted his hand as the'man

turned and rode away into the dark. 
He moved quickly from the light of 
the fire and stood still until the fad­
ing hoofbeats had died into nothing. 
There was a thoughtful look in his 
gray eyes as he stood there. Sud­
denly, he whistled to his horses. Re­
turning to the fire, he smothered it 
with earth and began to pack his bed­
roll.

It was a rim-fire cinch, Llano 
mused, that the man who had just 
departed was one of the red Garcells. 
It was also a certainly that, since he 
had tried to circle and take a pot 
shot at Llano, he was heading for 
town on the run. He would be carry­
ing the warning that Llano Jones, 
the new lawman from Jessup, was 
due to hit town with the dawn.

Well! Such a possibility called for 
a change in his own plans. He would 
not wait for morning. He, too, would 
head for town right now.

Riding in quietly an hour later, 
Llaqo avoided Arizona Street. This 
was a bawling thoroughfare optimis­
tically named after a commonwealth 
that had not yet come into existence. 
By way of dark and littered alleys 
and vacant lots, he rode around the 
street’s boiling stream of sin and song 
until he found the livery stable he 
was seeking. There he methodically 
unsaddled and rubbed down his 
horses and made cash arrangements 
for their care. Carefully dusting off 
clothes, he tipped his wide-brimmed 
black hat forward and strolled lazily 
toward the pit of fun. The Buntline 
was settled snugly against his thigh.

With whiskey bottles or white 
shirt fronts for targets, Llano had 
yet to meet the man who could beat 
him at draw and shoot. He was 
quietly confident as he slipped into 
the throng on Arizona Street. But 
he reckoned without fate.

Mingling unobtrusively with the 
surging mob that shouted, catcalled
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and milled cheerfully and boister­
ously down the sidewalks, Llano was 
a stranger among thousands of 
strangers from every point in the 
West. The only thing that set him 
apart was his grave and calm-faced 
sobriety in contrast to the whiskey 
fever that inflamed all other cheeks.

He paused idly at the open doors 
of a giddy dance hall with a flam­
boyant boarded front and tented 
rear. His back to the place, his eyes 
were amused and remote as he 
watched the crowd flow by. Painted 
girls on teetering heels who clutched 
the wool-shirted arms of bearded 
miners whose pockets bulged with 
money. Drovers, bullwhackers, 
strong-armed teamsters. Maudlin 
cowboys in groups, big six-guns 
prominent, jingling their spurs as 
they staggered by in cowhide boots. 
Hehel yells of sheer steam and ani­
mal carelessness.

As his gaze flickered over them, 
he was ever alert for sight of a thick­
shouldered man with cruel lips, blank 
e^es and red hair. Then, without 
warning, a shattering gun storm 
roared through the din of the dance 
hall behind him. He whirled lithely 
on his heels, but not swiftly enough. 
A wild stampede of escaping dancers 
almost swept him from his feet.

For a mad few seconds, Llano was 
tossed like a horse trapped in the 
forefront of a longhorn charge. His 
hat was trampled underfoot, one 
sleeve of his shirt yanked loose. 
Fighting with the weaving grace of 
a panther, he kept his feet. And 
then, suddenly, the dance hall was 
cleared of all its frantic customers 
and, legs planted wide, Llano was 
standing over the body of a man who 
was riddled with bullet holes and 
who was groping unpleasantly in the 
last throes of death.

For a split second, the crowd in the 
street was hushed. Then, suddenly,

W W —5E

a bull-like voice was bawling and a 
threatening and angry roar arose. 
Llano whirled about, his right hand 
close to the Buntline Special.

There were fifty men in the crowd 
who had their six-guns out and who 
surged furiously forward, then halted 
uncertainly at something in Llano’s 
cold and steady gray stare. Then 
a trio of burly figures came lunging 
and smashing their way through to 
the front rank of the massed mob 
and Llano met the blank, merciless 
stare of the man who had shared his 
campfire meal. As at a signal, the 
crowd grew silent.

Llano did not move. Straight, 
tall and calm-faced, his lips twitched 
to a slight smile. “ Well,” he. said 
quietly, “ the red Gareells— I’m 
sure.”

The burly redhead stood straight 
in front of him, a leveled .45 in 
his hairy fist. On his left stood 
one who was, obviously, a younger 
brother— with yellow eyes as deadly, 
lips as ugly and curling hair as fiery 
red, but with cheeks as smooth and 
pink as the blush on a peach. On 
his right was an older man, and also 
plainly a brother, and this one’s 
deep-seamed and bonier face was so 
brutal that Llano barely checked a 
grunt of surprise. The glare in this 

.man’s yellow eyes was that of some 
hell-driven beast.

“ Yelv,f— Llano nodded soberly—  
“ the red Gareells.”  It was as though 
he did not acknowledge the tense 
deadliness of the moment and his 
helplessness under the muzzles of 
fifty guns. It was as though he filed 
them firmly in his mind for future 
references. “ You, in the middle, 
you’re Tom _ Garcell. The kid is 
Billy.” His eyes rested quietly on 
the oldest one. “And you—you’re 
Killer Garcell. It’s just been plain 
impossible to find another name that 
would fit you.”
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A n  ugly growl gathered deep in 
Killer Garcell’s throat as he stepped 
forward, his huge shoulders hunched. 
“ Look out!”  Tom warned sharply. 
“ I  been tellin’ you— this is the new 
lawman from Jessup! It ’s Llano 
Jones!”

Killer Garcell sneered and spat on 
Llano’s boots. “ Your first hour in 
Ketchum, Llano Jones— an’ you’ve 
killed a man. Law or no law, we 
won’t allow that!”

Llano did not twitch a muscle. 
His hands still hung loosely at his 
sides. “ With fifty guns at your back, 
you feel plumb safe with your lying, 
don’t you, Killer?”

Killer’s horrible glare bored into 
Llano’ s cool stare for an instant. 
Then, w ith a roar, he turned his back 
and faced the crowd. He swore 
savagely. “ You ninnies— push away 
your smoke poles, all. of you. I ’ll 
handle this alone. He’s askin’ for it!” 

His brothers protested, but Killer 
quelled them with a furious howl and, 
following their lead, the crowd 
shoved away its weapons. They be­
gan, slowly, to melt away from be­
hind Killer as he turned back. There 
was something in the look of this 
slim Llano Jones that gained their 
respect and held them expectantly 
silent.

Killer Garcell again spat at Llano’s 
boots and sneered. He shoved his 
,45 into its holster with a show of 
careless bravado. “ You’ve named 
this play,”  he snarled. “ You’re a 
yellow skunk, if it ain’t draw an’ 
shoot right now7!”

Llano's eyes were cool and steady. 
“ You call the count,” he said calmly. 
“ We go to shooting when you say 
three.”

“ One!” Killer roared instantly and 
hunched to a deadly crouch. “ Two!”  
Murderously, his right hand began 
to shoot downward a split instant 
before the hoarse yell of Three!”  His

big weapon cleared leather, came up­
ward with blinding speed.

LlanQ did not seem to hurry. His 
body flicked sideways, offering its 
slimmest and narrowest target, and 
in the same gesture the long-barreled 
Buntline was up and mingling its 
roar with Killer’s. It was a pool 
draw, so cool and steady that, al­
though it did not beat Killer’s, its 
aim was better. Killer’s gun roared 
the once and missed in its savage 
hurry. Then the giant was howling 
and hugging a pierced right hand 
from which his gun had been 

’ smashed.
Killer’s brothers screamed rage 

and dived for their own guns. There 
were others in the crowd, in sym­
pathy wTith the Garcells, who yanked 
murderously at holstered weapons.

“ Hold it!” It was a high-pitched 
scream of warning that came from 
the doorway directly to Llano’s rear. 
“ The man that shoots— I ’ll blow ’em 
clear to hell!”

Llano saw the crowd in front of 
him freeze into a rigid tableau, gui*3 
half drawn, eyes fixed in horror. 
Stepping calmly to one side, a flicker 
of his eyes showed him a skinny and 
white-faced man who was weaving 
a murderous, sawed-off shotgun in 
white-knuckled fists. Apparently, 
he was the only occupant of the de­
serted tent. Obviously, he had' 
watched the whole show outside and 
had chosen this one perfect moment 
for his paralyzing action. Swiftly, 
llano faded back into the doorway 
beside him. For an instant move, 
they held the crowd frozen under 
the menace of their weapons, then 
turned and ran swiftly back through 
the canvas hall.

Llano grunted his thanks as they 
lunged out into the dark alley at the 
rear and separated. "Well, thanks, 
Bones Howard,”  he said. “ I ’ll see 
you tomorrow.”
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CHAPTER III.
HOGTYING KETCH UM  W ITH  L A W .

mAYOR FRANK GOSS was a 
talker. Llano found that out 

within the first three minutes fol­
lowing his entrance into the fat man’s 
office over the jail, next morning. 
Setting aside the new, black hat with 
the flat crown and wide brim which 
had been his first purchase of the 
day, Llano sat in a chair opposite the 
roll-top desk and watched the pom­
pous, strutting figure of the official 
with lazy eyes as the man wore a 
path from desk to window and back. 
He sighed and submitted to the 
round, booming flow of oratory.

LLANO JONES

“ The fair name of our community 
— civil rights— lives and honor of 
citizens— must be upheld— must be 
cherished— foul crime must depart 
beneath the sway of law and or­

der— ” On and on. Ad infinitum. 
The man was a windbag.

Llano was fingering the silver 
badge Goss had pinned on his shirt 
with a flowery gesture. He managed 
to slip a word in edgeways as the 
mayor paused for breath and mopped 
his crimson brow with a silk hand­
kerchief.

“ Well,” Llano said quietly, “ about 
all that— I’ll do my best. But how 
about cases? There was a man mur­
dered at the Paradise Dance Hall last 
night. It’s my idea that the first 
thing this town needs is to stamp out 
careless killing. I ’ll sure jug the man 
who did that one at the Paradise, if 
I can learn who he was.”

The fat mayor stumped to his desk 
and sat down abruptly. His eyes 
shifted beadily under lowered eye­
lids as he fingered his flowered vest 
with puffy fingers. “ This office has 
heard nothing,” be said shortly. 
“ Nothing.” _ v-.

Llano eyed him quietly.' He was 
thinking that he would just as soon 
take no orders from this man. 
“ Well,”  he said, “ sooner or later, 
we’ll learn something and can take 
action.”

“ We shall hope so,”  the mayor 
said piously. He arose as though to 
embark upon another sea of oratory, 
but Llano cut in sharply.

“ How about the Red Garcells? 
You want them cleaned out? Have 
you any evidence of their lawlessness 
that will stand in court?”

Goss sat down again. “ The Gar- 
cells,”  he mused heavily. “ Ah, yes, 
the Garcells.”  His beady eyes 
flickered over Llano’s face and away, 
and he cleared his throat loudly. 
“ Of course, you’re a complete stran­
ger. You’ve heard'stories. The fact 
is, I suspect that the Garcelis have 
been much maligned. Hotheaded 
men, no doubt, and quick to resent 
aspersions on their honor. But not
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c r i m i n a l s .  N o .  N o b o d y  h a s  e v e r  

a c c u s e d  t h e m  o f  w r o n g — o p e n l y . ”

W e l l ,  L l a n o  t h o u g h t ,  t h e  G a r c e l l s  

a l w a y s  m a d e  s u r e  t h a t  n o b o d y  l i v e d  

t o  a c c u s e  t h e i n  o p e n l y .  A  s t r a n g l i n g  

f e a r ,  h e  h a d  h e a r d ,  w a s  a  l a r g e  p a r t  

o f  t h e i r  p o w e r  o v e r  K e t c h u m .  W i t h  

s u d d e n  i m p a t i e n c e  f o r  t h e  f a t  m a n  

b e h i n d  t h e  d e s k ,  h e  s t o o d  u p  a n d  

r e a c h e d  f o r  h i s  h a t .  “ W e l l ,  I ’ l l  d r i f t  

a r o u n d  s o m e .  I ’ l l  g e t  t o  k n o w  t h e  

t o w n , ”

G o s s  a r o s e  q u i c k l y  t o  o p e n  t h e  

d o o r  f o r  h i m .  “ M a y  I  w i s h  y o u  t h e  

b e s t  o f  f o r t u n e ? ”  h e  a s k e d  e f f u s i v e l y .

L l a n o  n o d d e d  g r a v e l y  a n d  w a l k e d  

o u t .  O u t s i d e ,  B o n e s  H o w a r d ,  w h o  

h a d  b e e n  s l o u c h e d  a g a i n s t  a  h i t c h  

r a c k ,  f e l l  i n t o  s t e p  b e s i d e  h i m  a n d  

t h e y  m o v e d  d o w n  t h e  s t r e e t  t o ­

g e t h e r .  “ H o w  c o m e , ”  L l a n o  a s k e d  

q u i e t l y ,  “ t h a t  J u d g e  W o o d s  d o n ’ t  

h a v e  h i s  o f f i c e  i n  t h e  s a m e  b u i l d i n g  

w i t h  G o s s ? ”  F r o m  t h e  c o r n e r  o f  h i s  

e y e  h e  c o u l d  s e e  a n d  r e c o g n i z e  t h e  

b u l g e  u n d e r  H o w a r d ’ s  c o a t .  T h e  

s a w e d - o f f  s h o t g u n ,  h u n g  f r o m  a  

s h o u l d e r  s l i n g .

B o n e s  c o u g h e d  v i o l e n t l y  f o r  a  m o ­

m e n t .  T h e  f e v e r  f a d e d  s l o w l y  f r o m  

h i s  c h e e k b o n e s  b e f o r e  h e  a n s w e r e d  

a n d  h i s  d e e p - s e t ,  s i c k  e y e s  w e r e  f i l l e d  

w i t h  c o n t e m p t .  “ H e l l ,  t h e  j u d g e  

w o n ’ t  b e  s e e n  i n  t h e  s a m e  e n d  o f  

t o w n  a s  t h a t  f a t  t o a d !  T h e  j u d g e  i s  

a  m a n . ”

“ G o s s , ”  L l a n o  m u s e d ,  “ s e n t  a  l e t ­

t e r  o n  t h e  h e e l s  o f  t h e  j u d g e ’ s ,  a s k ­

i n g  m e  t o  c o m e  h e r e  t o  p r o d  t h e  

l a w . ”

" G o s s ’ d  d o  a n y t h i n g , ”  B o n e s  r e ­

p l i e d ,  “ t h a t ’ d  m a k e  ’ e m  s e e m  h o n e s t .  

H e  h a s  a  h a r d  t i m e  t r y i n ’ . ”  H i s  l i p s  

w r i t h e d .  “ B e l i e v e  m e — I  k n o w  ’ e m ! ”

L l a n o  n o d d e d  s l o w l y .  H e  h a d  n o t  

b e e n  s u r p r i s e d  t o  f i n d  B o n e s  w a i t i n g  

f o r  h i m  o u t s i d e  t h e  m a y o r ’ s  o f f i c e .  

J u d g i n g  h i s  m a n  c o r r e c t l y ,  h e  h a d  

h a l f  e x p e c t e d  h i m .  H e  h a d  n o  i n ­

t e n t i o n  o f  a s k i n g  t h e  f e l l o w ’ s  m o ­

t i v e s .  H e  c o u l d  f e e l  t h a t ,  c o m e  g o o d  

o r  e v i l ,  B o n e s  h a d  a t t a c h e d  h i m s e l f  

t o  h i m  a s  a n  a l l y .  “ W e l l , ”  h e  s a i d  

s o f t l y ,  “ y o u  c a n  b e  v a l u a b l e  t o  m e ,  

B o n e s .  “ I ’ v e  a  b l i n d  t o  m a k e  y o u  m y  

d e p u t y . ”

J u s t  f o r  a n  i n s t a n t ,  H o w a r d ’ s  f a c e  

w a s  w h i t e  w i t h  e m o t i o n .  H i s  e y e s  

f l a r e d .  T h e n  h i s  f e a t u r e s  w e r e  m a s k -  

l i k e  a g a i n .

L l a n o  n o d d e d .  “ W e ’ l l  g o  o n  d o w n  

t o  s e e  J u d g e  W o o d s  n o w . ”

J u d g e  W o o d s  h a d  t h e  l o o k  o f  a n  

o l d ,  l o n e  w o l f .  H i s  s h a g g y ,  w h i t e  

e y e b r o w s  s h a d e d  s t a b b i n g  a n d  t r u c ­

u l e n t  b r o w n  e y e s .  “ W h y , ”  h e  

b a r k e d  a t  L l a n o ,  “ d i d n ’ t  y o u  c o m e  t o  

s e e  m e  f i r s t ? ”  H e  w a s  g l a r i n g  a t  t h e  

b a d g e  o n  t h e  s l i m  y o u n g s t e r ’ s  w h i t e  

s h i r t .  “ Y o u ’ v e  a l r e a d y  b e e n  t o  s e e  

t h a t  f a t  f o o l ,  G o s s ! ”

L l a n o  a p o l o g i z e d  s o b e r l y .  “ I  s u r e  

m a d e  a  m i s t a k e , ”  h e  a d m i t t e d .  “ I ’ m  

s o r r y . ”

T h e  l e a n  o l d  b a r r i s t e r  s t a r e d  

f i e r c e l y  a t  h i m .  T h e n ,  s u d d e n l y ,  a  

s m i l e  w a s  t w i t c h i n g  a t  h i s  l i p s  a n d  

h e  t h r u s t  a  b o n y  h a n d  f o r w a r d .  

“ W e l l ,  y o u  l o o k  l i k e  a  m a n  t o  m e . ”  

H e  c a r e l e s s l y  k i c k e d  c h a i r s  f o r w a r d .  

“ S e t ! ”  H e  l o o k e d  a t  B o n e s  H o w a r d  

a n d  n o d d e d .  “ Y o u ,  t o o . ”  S l u m p i n g  

s h a p e l e s s l y  i n t o  t h e  c h a i r  b e h i n d  h i s  

l i t t e r e d  d e s k ,  h e  s t a r e d  a t  L l a n o  

a g a i n .  “ W e l l ,  g o  a h e a d .  T e l l  m e  

w h a t  y o u  t h i n k  o f  K e t c h u m .  

W h a t ’ r e  y o u  g o i n g  t o  d o  a b o u t  i t ? ”

L l a n o ’ s  e y e s  w e r e  c a l m  a s  h e  c o l ­

l e c t e d  h i s  t h o u g h t s .  B o n e s  H o w a r d ,  

r e c o v e r i n g  f r o m  a  c o u g h ,  b r o k e  i n  

b e f o r e  h e  c o u l d  s p e a k .  “ T w i g  U n g e r ,  

a  h i r e d  G a r c e l l  g u n m a n ,  b a c k - s h o t  

B a r n e y  R o w e ,  b o s s  o f  t h e  P a r a d i s e ,  

l a s t  n i g h t .  I  s a w  ’ e m ! ”  B o n e s  r a s p e d .

L l a n o  l o o k e d  a t  B o n e s  r e f l e c t i v e l y ,  

t h e n  m e t  t h e  a p p r a i s i n g  s t a r e  o f  t h e  

j u d g e ’ s  b r o w n  e y e s .  H e  g r i n n e d .  

“ W e l l , ”  h e  s a i d  q u i e t l y ,  “ t h e  f i r s t  

t h i n g  I ’ l l  d o  i s  m a k e  B o n e s  H o w a r d
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my deputy. Then we’ll arrest Twig 
Unger and jail him. I want his bail 
fixed so high that it’ll break the red 
G a reel Is to gain his release.”

Judge Woods swore delightedly. 
“ Don't!” he barged. His fierce, old 
eyes glared savagely at Bones. 
“ What’s your game?” he demanded 
without sparring. “ So far as I can 
remember, you've never amounted 
to a damn in Ketehum. A saloon 
bar fly. A free lunch mooched”

For a moment, Howard’s eyes 
were ugly. He shrugged his thin 
shoulders, then, with a twisted grin 
of self-contempt.' “ You read a brand 
plumb correct,” he grunted. “ But 
you’ve missed out on a thing or two. 
I ’m also a hired killer, sent to Jessup 
to keep Llano Jones from ever 
reachin’ the town of Ketehum.” 

“ You failed!” Judge Woods 
snorted. “ Who sent you?”

Bones’ deep-set eyes were blank.
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“ As to who sent me— that’s my own 
business, to be settled in my own 
way. As to the failin’— thank God 
that I did!”  His voice shook for an 
instant. “ Llano— should’ve killed
me. H* didn’t! He should’ve had 
jne hung. He turned me loose of 
his own free will! He gimme money 
out of his own pocket!”

“ He was buy in’ you?”  the judge 
shot.

“ Hell, no! He did it because he 
wanted to— because he’s nothin’ but 
man!”

Llano was deeply embarrassed. 
“ Well, hell!”  he murmured.

Bones was glaring, his eyes clash­
ing with the judge’s. “ You gonna 
gimme a deputy badge or do I have 
to go to Goss?”

Woods ripped open a drawer of 
his desk. “ Hell,” he roared, “ you 
go to Goss and I ’ll shoot you my­
self!”  He flung the glittering badge 
into Bones’ lap. “ Now, you two get 
on out of here and arrest Twig Un­
ger. I'll meet you at the jail in an 
hour.”

As they walked ouj of the office, 
Llano’s eyes met Bones’. They 
grinned.

At the Paradise, it looked almost 
as though they were expected. Since 
it was daytime, there was no dancing 
going on, and no girls were in evi­
dence; but the bar that stretched the 
length of one side of the tent was 
busy. It was thronged with sullen, 
darkly scowling men who w’ere deep 
in discussion, men who continually 
twitched restless eyes to watch the 
entrance. And, just outside that 
door, were two slouching individuals, 
heavily armed, who wore slit-eyed 
with watchfulness as they scanned 
the sidewalks both ways.

Approaching the place with Bones, 
/L lano saw these two slip furtively 

inside after a hard look in his direc­
tion. The expression on Llano’s face

did not change. “ Well, Bones,”  he 
said quietly, “ here’s w here you leave 
me.”

Without a word, Bones turned 
aside and slipped down an alley. 
Calmly and without hurry, Llano 
continued his even stride toward the 
dance hall. The Buntline Special 
was shrugged around where he could 
reach it in a hurry, but his hands 
hung loosely at his sides. During the 
walk down, Bones had told him the 
story. The red Garcells had long 
wanted the Paradise. Barney Rowe 
had refused to sell. Thus, last night, 
Twig Unger had shot Rowe in the 
back^ It was as simple as that. 
There was a good chance that Twig 
Unger, and other Garcell men, were 
in the place now, serving notice of 
the new ownership.

Without halting outside, Llano 
stepped through the door. Against 
the change of light, his gray eyes 
narrowed and he saw the line of 
hard-faced men at the bar. They 
were all facing him. They were all 
hunched in attitudes of unspeaking 
and murderous readiness. Hard 
palms, here and there, already rested 
on half^drawn guns.

Llano looked them over calmly. 
Under the steady probe of his cool 
eyes, a pallid bartender stopped 
reaching for the shotgun under his 
counter and stepped back to take up 
tow'el and w'#et whiskey glass with 
trembling, fat hands.

/ ‘If there’s a gent here known as 
Twig Unger,” Llano announced. 
“ I ’d like to talk to him."

Teeth were bared as a sullen snarl 
arose from the men. “ Llano, that's 
him with the purple bandanna,” a 
harsh voice called loudly from the 
rear.

Spurs whined as booted men 
whirled. Hooked fingers clawed 
fiercely toward holstered guns, then 
stiffened and froze. Standing in the
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r e a r  d o o r  o f  t h e  t e n t ,  s u n k e n  e y e s  

g l o w i n g  w i t h  d e a d l y  l i g h t ,  B o n e s  

H o w a r d  w a s  c r o u c h e d  b e h i n d  h i s  

s a w e d - o f f  s h o t g u n .  T h e  y a w n i n g  

m u z z l e s  o f  t h a t  g u n  w e a v e d  s l o w l y ,  

l i k e  t h e  h e a d  o f  a  p o i s e d  s n a k e .  

S o m e b o d y  c u r s e d  w i t h  r a g i n g  f u r y ,  

b u t  n o b o d y  m o v e d .

B o n e s  n o d d e d .  “ I t ’ s  a w r i g h t ,  

L l a n o .  M a k e  t h e  a r r e s t .  S k u n k s  

l i k e  t h e s e  d o n ’ t  f i g h t  u n l e s s  t h e  c a r d s  

i s  s h u f f l e d  their w a y . ”

S m i l i n g  t h i n l y ,  L l a n o  s t e p p e d  t o ­

w a r d  t o w a r d  t h e  y e l l o w - h a i r e d ,  

m o u t h i n g  g u n  f i g h t e r  w h o  w o r e  t h e  

. p u r p l e  b a n d a n n a  a r o u n d  h i s  t h r o a t .  

“ Y o u ,  T w i g  U n g e r , ”  h e  s a i d  q u i e t l y ,  

“ I ’ m  a r r e s t i n g  y o u  f o r  t h e  m u r d e r  

o f  B a r n e y  R o w e .  S h e d  y o u r  g u n s . ”

F r o t h  s h o w e d  a t  t h e  c o r n e r s  o f  

t h e  g u n  f i g h t e r ’ s  t w i t c h i n g ,  g a s h e d  

m o u t h .  W i t h  a  h o a r s e  b a w l ,  h e  s h o t  

h i s  h o o k e d  h a n d s  s u d d e n l y  d o w n ­

w a r d .  L l a n o ’ s  r i g h t  h a n d  t w i t c h e d  

u p w a r d  f r o m  h i s  t h i g h .  T h e  l o n g  

b a r r e l  o f  t h e  B u n t l i n e  f l a s h e d  a n d  

w a s  l a i d  n e a t l y  a c r o s s  U n g e r ’ s  s k u l l  

a n  i n c h  a b o v e  h i s  l e f t  e a r .  L l a n o  

c a u g h t  h i s  s a g g i n g  b o d y  i n  h i s  w a i t ­

i n g  l e f t  a r m ,  d r a g g e d  h i m  t o w a r d  t h e  

e n t r a n c e .  H i s  b i g  g u n  w a s  c o v e r i n g  

t h e  s t u n n e d  a n d  w h i t e - f a c e d  c r o w d  

a s  h e  l o o k e d  a t  B o n e s  a n d  n o d d e d .

B o n e s  w a s  c o u g h i n g  a S  h e  s h u f f l e d  

t h r o u g h  t h e  r o o m  t o  j o i n  L l a n o  a t  

t h e  f r o n t ,  b u t  h i s  e y e s  w e r e  f l i c k e r ­

i n g  a n d  a l e r t .  “ H e l l , ”  h e  g r o w l e d  

a t  f l a m i n g ,  u g l y  f a c e s ,  “ y o u ’ r e  a l l  

p l u m b  s a v i n g  o f  y o u r  l e a d .  M u s t  b e  

y o u r  g r a n d d a d d i e s  w e r e  S c o t c h . ”  A s  

L l a n o  s h o u l d e r e d  t h e  u n c o n s c i o u s  

o u t l a w  a n d  t h e y  m o v e d  i n t o  t h e  

s t r e e t ,  h i s  s h o t g u n  w a s  r a i s e d .

C H A P T E R  I V .

ICETCHUM CHOOSES SIDES.

F O L L O W I N G  t h e  d r a m a t i c  a r r e s t ,  

I  K e t c h u m  s p r a n g  i n t o  r o a r i n g  l i f e  

f r o m  i t s  e a r l y - m o r n i n g  q u i e t .  W i t h i n  

a n  h o u r ,  t h e  s q u a r e  i n  f r o n t  o f  t h e

t w o - s t o r i e d  j a i l  w a s  t h r o n g e d  w i t h  

t h r e e  h u n d r e d  h o w l i n g  m e n ,  a n d  

M a y o r  G o s s  a p p e a r e d  a t  a n  u p p e r  

w i n d o w  a n d  t i m i d l y  w a v e d  h i s  p l u m p  

h a n d s .  H e  w a s  s w e a t i n g  a n d  h i s  f a c e  

w a s  p a l e .  H e  t r i e d  o r a t o r y  a n d  w a s  

r o a r e d  d o w n .  H i s  r o u n d  v o i c e  

c r a c k e d  t o  a  s h r i l l  p i p e .

“ G e n t l e m e n , ”  t h e  m a y o r  p l e a d e d ,  

“ w e  m u s t  h a v e  o r d e r ! ”

“ W h e r e ’ s  L l a n o  J o n e s ? ”  “ W e  

w a n t  J o n e s ! ”  “ H e ’ s  a f r a i d  t o  s h o w  

h i m s e l f ! ”  “ W e ’ l l  b u s t  d o w n  t h e  

j a i l ! ”  “ Y o u  g o n n a  t u r n  T w i g  U n g e r  

l o o s e ? ”

T h e  m a y o r  s w e a t e d  a n d  f l a p p e d  

h i s  f a t  h a n d s  h e l p l e s s l y ,  b e a d y  e y e s  

d a r t i n g  a n d  f r i g h t e n e d .

“ S h u t  u p ! ”  o t h e r  v o i c e s  r o a r e d .  

“ L e t  t h e  m a y o r  s p e a k ! ”  “ B y  h e l l ,  

t h e r e  a i n ’ t  g o n n a  b e  a n y  j a i l  b r e a k ! ”

T h e r e  w e r e  o t h e r s  i n  t h e  m i l l i n g ,  

j a m m i n g  c r o w d ,  b e s i d e s  o u t l a w s  a n d  

r o w d i e s — g r i m - l i p p e d  c i t i z e n s ,  h o n e s t  

c a t t l e m e n  a n d  m i n e r s  w h o  w e r e  

e x u l t i n g  b e c a u s e  s o m e t h i n g  l i k e  l a w  

h a d  a t  l a s t  c o m e  t o  K e t c h u m .  T h u s  

m a d e  a w a r e  o f  t h i s  e l e m e n t  a n d  s u r ­

p r i s e d  b y  t h e  s t r e n g t h  o f  i t s  n u m ­

b e r s ,  t h e  c r o w d  g r e w  g r a d u a l l y  s i l e n t .  

P l u c k i n g  u p  h i s  f l a b b y  c o u r a g e ,  

M a y o r  G o s s  r e c o v e r e d  h i s  n o r m a l  

v o i c e  a n d  b e g a n  t o  s p e a k .  “ A  n e w  

e r a  h a s  b e g u n  i n  K e t c h u m — l a w  a n d  

o r d e r — t h e  f o r c e s  o f  d e c e n c y  a n d  

r i g h t e o u s n e s s — j u s t i c e  m u s t  p r e v a i l  

— y o u  w i l l  p l e a s e  d i s p e r s e  a n d  r e ­

t u r n  t o  y o u r  b u s i n e s s e s — a s  g o o d  

c i t i z e n s . ”

S l o w l y ,  t h e  c r o w d  b e g a n  t o  b r e a k  

u p .  A s  t h e  s q u a r e  c l e a r e d ,  i t  w a s  a s  

t h o u g h  t h e  m o b  d i v i d e d  i t s e l f ,  e a c h  

h a l f  c l o s e l y  w a t c h i n g  t h e  o t h e r  a s  i f  

m o v e d  a w a y .  K e t c h u m  w a s  c h o o s ­

i n g  s i d e s .

I n s i d e  t h e  j a i l ,  i n  t h e  c o u r t  J u d g e  

W o o d s  h a d  d e c l a r e d  i n  a n  u n u s e d  

o f f i c e .  L l a n o  s u b m i t t e d  c a l m l y  t o  t h e  

b o i l i n g  c u r s e s  a n d  t e r r i b l e ,  y e l l o w  

g l a r e  o f  a  f r o t h i n g  K i l l e r  G a r c e l l .
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J u d g e  W o o d s  s a t  b e h i n d  a  d u s t y  

d e s k .  B o n e s  H o w a r d  s a t  o n  a  c h a i r  

j u s t  i n s i d e  t h e  d o o r  a n d  h i s  s h o t g u n  

w a s  a c r o s s  h i s  k n e e s .

“ Y e s ,  b y  h e l l , ”  G a r c e l l  h o w l e d  

m a d l y ,  “ T w i g  U n g e r  i s  m y  m a n !  

E v e r y b o d y  k n o w s  i t .  W h a t  t h e  h e l l  

y o u  g o n n a  d o  a b o u t  i t ? ”

L l a n o  g l a n c e d  q u i e t l y  a t  t h e  j u d g e  

a n d  t h e  o l d  m a n  c l e a r e d  h i s  t h r o a t  

n o i s i l y .  “ T h e  c h a r g e  a g a i n s t  T w i g , ”  

h e  b a r k e d ,  “ i s  m u r d e r .  H e  c a n  s t a y  

i n  j a i l  u n t i l  h e ’ s  t r i e d  o r ,  i f  y o u  c a r e  

t h a t  m u c h ,  y o u  c a n  g a i n  h i s  r e l e a s e  

a n d  g u a r a n t e e  h i s  a p p e a r a n c e  o n  t h e  

t r i a l  d a t e ,  b y  p o s t i n ’  a  b a i l  o f  t w e n t y -  

t h o u s a n d  d o l l a r s — c a s h  m o n e y . ”

K i l l e r  r o a r e d .  H e  s w i t c h e d  h i s  

y e l l o w  g l a r e  f r o m  t h e  j u d g e  t o  L l a n o .  

“ B y  H e a v e n , ”  h e  r a v e d  i n  a  c h o k e d  

v o i c e ,  “ I ’ d  l i k e  t o  r u n  i n t o  y o u  o n c e  

w i t h o u t  t h a t  d a m n e d  s h o t g u n  b o d y ­

g u a r d  y o u ’ r e  s o  c a r e f u l  t o  k e e p ! ”

B o n e s  c l a t t e r e d  h i s  s h o t g u n  t o  t h e  

f l o o r  a n d  s h o v e d  i t  o u t  o f  h i s  r e a c h  

w i t h  h i s  f o o t .  “ C a l l  y o u r  c a r d s ,  M r .  

K i l l e r  G a r c e l l , ”  h e  g r o w l e d  t h r o a t i l y .  

“ T h e  j u d g e  a i n ’ t  a r m e d . ”

F o r  a n  i n s t a n t ,  K i l l e r  h e s i t a t e d .  

M u r d e r  h u n g  h e a v y  i n  t h e  a i r ,  b u t  

L l a n o  s h o w e d  n o  s i g n  o f  i t .  H e  w a s  

s t r a d d l i n g  a  c h a i r ,  h i s  e l b o w s  r e s t i n g  

o n  i t s  b a c k  a n d  h i s  c h i n  i n  h i s  h a n d s ,  

h i s  h a t  p u s h e d  b a c k .  H i s  e y e s  w e r e  

m o t i o n l e s s  u n d e r  K i l l e r ’ s  w i l d  g l a r e .  

S l o w l y ,  h e  p u s h e d  t h e  c h a i r  f r o m  b e ­

n e a t h  h i m  a n d  s t r a i g h t e n e d  u p ,  a n d  

h i s  r i g h t  h a n d  d r o p p e d  l o o s e l y  t o  

h i s  s i d e .  K i l l e r  l o o k e d  a w a y .  “ H e l l , ”  

h e  m u t t e r e d ,  “ I ’ v e  g o t  a  s o r e  a r m .  

I ’ l l  s e t t l e  w i t h  J o n e s  l a t e r . ”  H i s  f a c e  

l a m e d  s a v a g e l y  a s  B o n e s  c a c k l e d  a n d  

r e c o v e r e d  h i s  s h o t g u n .  “ W e l l ,  h e l l , ”  

h e  r o a r e d ,  “ I ’ l l  b e  b a c k  i n  a n  h o u r  

w i t h  t h e  m o n e y .  Y o u  b e  r e a d y  t o  

t u r n  T w i g  l o o s e ! ”  H e  w h i r l e d  a n d  

b u r s t  f r o m  t h e  r o o m  l i k e  a  m a d d e n e d  

b u l l .

B o n e s  s t u c k  h i s  h e a d  o u t  t h e  d o o r

t o  w a t c h  t h e  f u r i o u s  o u t l a w  g o .  

A f t e r  a  m o m e n t ,  h e  l o o k e d  b a c k  a n d  

h i s  f a c e  w a s  m a s k l i k e .  “ H e  a i n ’ t  l e f t  

t h e  b u i l d i n ’ .  H e  w e n t  u p s t a i r s , ”

L l a n o  l o o k e d  a t  W o o d s  a n d  t h e  

j u d g e  n o d d e d  s o u r l y .  “ M a y o r  F r a n k  

G o s s  i s  t h e  r i c h e s t  m a n  i n  t o w n .  I  

r e c k o n  h e ’ l l  l e n d  K i l l e r  t h e  m o n e y .  

H e l l ,  i t ’ s  a  c i n c h  K i l l e r  e a r n e d  t h e  

m o s t  o f  i t  f o r  h i m ,  a n y w a y . ”

L l a n o ’ s  f a c e  w a s  s o b e r .  “ B o n e s , ”  

h e  s a i d ,  “ y o u  s t a y  a n d  s e e  t h a t  t h e  

j u d g e  g e t s  t h a t  m o n e y . ”  T u g g i n g  

h i s  h a t  t o w a r d  h i s  e y e s ,  h e  t u r n e d  o n  

h i s  h e e l  a n d  l e f t  t h e  r o o m .

A s  h e  m o v e d  d o w n  t h e  o u t s i d e  

s t e p s  o f  t h e  b u i l d i n g ,  h e  w a s  d e e p  i n  

t h o u g h t .  H i s  s u p r e m e  c o n f i d e n c e  i n  

h i s  a b i l i t y  t o  d e a l  w i t h  K e t c h u m  

w a s  s t i l l  u n s h a k e n ,  b u t  h e  w a s  r e a l i z ­

i n g  t h a t  h e  h a d  a  v a s t l y  d i f f e r e n t  

p r o b l e m  h e r e  t h a n  h e  h a d  f a c e d  i n  

J e s s u p .  F o r  h e r e ,  o u t l a w r y  w a s  a n  

o r g a n i z e d  a n d  b a n d e d  f o r c e .  B a c k -  

s h o o t i n g  m u r d e r  w a s  j u s t  o n e  o f  t h e  

t h i n g s  i t  c o l d - b l o o d e d l y  h i r e d  d o n e .  

A n d ,  p l a i n l y ,  t h e  r e d  G a r c e l l s  w o u l d  

h a v e  p l e n t y  o f  m o n e y  b a c k i n g  t h e i r  

e v e r y  p l a y .

L l a n o  w a s  s o  d e e p  i n  s u c h  

t h o u g h t s  t h a t  h e  d i d  n o t  s e e  T o m  

G a r c e l l  u n t i l  h e  h a d  r e a c h e d  t h e  b o t ­

t o m  o f  t h e  s t e p s  a n d  s t o o d  i n  t h e  

d u s t  o f  t h e  s q u a r e .  T h e  h e a v y  s e t  

f i g u r e  o f  t h e  y o u n g  o u t l a w  h e  h a d  

f i r s t  e n c o u n t e r e d  a t  h i s  c a m p f i r e ,  w a s  

n o w  s u d d e n l y  t h r u s t  b e f o r e  h i m .  

T h e  a c t i o n  w a s  s o  d e l i b e r a t e  t h a t  

L l a n o  a c t u a l l y  r a n  i n t o  h i m .

T o m  G a r c e l l  p r e t e n d e d  t o  b e  u p ­

s e t .  S t a g g e r i n g  f o r  b a l a n c e ,  h e  

w h i r l e d  a n d  h i s  h a n d  s h o t  d o w n  t o  

h i s  g u n .  “ W h y  t h e  h e l l  d o n ’ t  y o u  

l o o k  w h e r e  y o u ’ r e  g o i n ’ ? ”  h e  s n a r l e d .

L l a n o  l o o k e d  a t  h i m  q u i e t l y .  “ I  

d i d n ’ t  s e e  y o u ,  T o m , ”  h e  a d m i t t e d  

m i l d l y .

T o m ’ s  t h i c k  l i p s  w r i t h e d  a n d  h i s  

b l a n k  e y e s  w e r e  u g l y .  “ L a w m a n , ”
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he snapped, “ you're a damned liar! 
You done it a-purpose!”

There were bystanders who were 
witness to Tom's deliberate maneu­
vering to get Llano in this position. 
They gasped as they saw that, in 
anticipation of an explosion from 
Llano at the name of liar, Tom was 
already yanking his gun from its hol­
ster. But Llano’s eyes barely flick­
ered at the deadly insult. Faster 
than thought, he slammed Tom 
across the face with his open, left 
palm. As the outlaw staggered, 
Llano's Buntline flashed. With 
deadly precision, he stretched Tom 
his length in the gutter before the 
outlaw’s finger could twitch trigger. 
The long barrel of Llano’s gun had 
nearly laid a dent in Tom ’s skull.

A group of men ran excitedly for­
ward as Llano bent to heave Tom 
to. his back. “ By hell, sheriff, don’t 
dirty your hands. W e’ll tote ’em in 
for you an’ be proud to!”

Llano grinned. He shook his head.. 
“ I ’m no sheriff—just town marshal, 
boys.”

“ Well, hell— you're all the law 
there is in this end of Arizona! You 
need any help, you call on us, This 
here’s Tom, Bill, Jake— ” They 
gave him their names and they 
shook hands all around.

Following him into Judge Woods’ 
office, they were all witness to the 
blinding fury with which Killer Gar- 
cel! received the news a few minutes 
later, that his own brother was in 
jail, too, and that more bail would 
need to raised— a lot more. At
a quiet n|d from Llano, old Judge 
Woods had declared that it would 
take ten thousand, cash, to release 
Tom, pending trial,—on the mere 
charge of disturbing the peace! 
Killer had been speechless with rage. 
The delighted citizens had scattered 
to spread the news.

And,' eager personally, to eye­
witness the results, all Ketehum 
thronged the streets that night. This 
was more than news. It was history 
in the making.

Ineffectually, Bones tried to pro­
test as, following a leisurely supper 
in his hotel dining room, Llano *e- 

,tired to his own room and dressed 
up in a clean, white shirt, polished 
his badge and pinned it on and stood 
ready to appear on Arizona Street, 
his black hat tugged slightly for­
ward.

“ Well, but hell, Llano, it ain’t as 
if a man of the Garcell gang dared 
meet you, face to face. Somebody’ll 
try an’ shoot you from behind a rain 
barrel!”

Llano nodded. “ Maybe you’re 
right. I ’ll aim to keep my eye peeled 
every corner I pass.”

Bones gave up. Staring up into 
Llano’s smooth, calm face, he real­
ized that Llano was actually younger 
than he was, yet many years older 
in cool and dogged courage. He un­
derstood the thought in Llano’s 
mind, that his failure to show him­
self along the street after dark would 
straightway be set down as cow­
ardice. He groaned.

“ But, look, Llano, let me go with 
you.”

Llano shook his head. “ Bones, 
you sabe a heap that I ’ve got to do 
this alone. Maybe there’s three 
thousand folks in this town. Two 
thousand or more are pfumb honest 
and they’re only waiting to be shown 
that there’s law here that’s worth 
their support.” His lips tightened 
slightly. “ I figure to show ’em.”

Bones sagged back in his chair and 
gloomily dropped his chin on his 
chest. “ If anything happens to you,”  
he muttered, “ I ’ll personally, place 
the Howard brand on all three Gar- 
cell hides— buckshot brand.”
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Llano grinned, “ Amigo— I ’m bet­
ting they all realize that. I feel safe.” 
He turned on his heel and left the 
room.

As he stepped out to the wooden 
sidewalk in the kerosene glare of the 
tojchlit street, Llano was aware that, 
instantly, he was the target for all 
eyes that had seen him. Many were 
friendly, some merely curious. A 
few were ugly and hard.

Shoulders erect and confident, he 
moved down the sidewalk at an easy 
stroll. ‘There were those who ob­
served the lithe and silken smooth-- 
ness of his stride, the disarming 
looseness with which his strong, 
brown hands hung at his sides. No­
body could miss the grave remote­
ness and steady watchfulness of his 
gray stare. The very fact that he 
was abroad at all, set him up a dozen 
notches in the estimation of every 
man who saw him— friend or enemy.

Several times, as he moved slowly 
along, men spoke to him. “ Howdy, 
marshal.” Each time, he returned 
the greeting quietly. “ Howdy,”  or 
“ Good evening.” But at no time did 
he indicate that he would welcome 
company and nobody tried to fall 
into step with him.

He grew' aware that a growing 
crowd followed him and that people 
ahead stepped aside to follow, too, 
as soon as he moved by. Also, he 
realized that a crowd of another sort 
was thickening on the other side of 
the street. There were men there 
who snickered or jeered occasionally, 
or passed remarks they were quick 
to cover if he glanced in their direc­
tion. He paid no attention.

Saloons and dance halls passed in 
a dreary succession. Blear-eyed 
faces, or painted ones, were pressed 
against the panes to stare at him, 
and he understood that the news of 
his progress was passing ahead of

him. He was nearing the Paradise, 
which was ominously, dark.

Strangely, none of the red Garcells 
were on the street and Llano was to 
learn later that they had not 
dreamed he would dare to show him­
self. Killer and Tom had, therefore, 
ridden out of town with half a dozen 
of their coldest killers to make plans 
for Llano’s early demise and the re­
covery of the bail money they had 
been forced to turn oCer to Judge 
Woods. Billy Garcell was the only 
one of the three -in town and, as 
Llano approached the Paradise, the 
peach-faced youngster now suddenly 
showed himself in front of the dark­
ened building.

It was obvious, immediately, that 
Billy was drunk— dangerously and 
wildly drunk. His voice was lifted 
in a long howl of curses and promises 
of what he intended to do to Llano 
Jones the first moment he laid eyes 
on that lawman! He punctuated 
-his remarks with flaming .4.) slugs 
that were aimed with sneering- 
carelessness, in almost any direction 
that struck his fancy, and he had a 
large .spate of empty sidewalk in 
which to enjoy his whiskey courage, 
all by himself.

He had a gun in -each hand and 
was beginning the third or fourth of 
his bellowed orations when he sud­
denly discovered that there was a 
large crowd downstreet and that a 
tall, slim figure in a white shirt had 
emerged from that crowd and was 
slowly approaching him. He cut off 
his bellowing, planted his stocky legs 
wide and thrust forward ijs head to 
peer owlishly at the approaching 
figure.

Llano was within four paces be­
fore Billy saw clearly enough to 
recognize him. The burly young­
ster’s mouth dropped open and the 
peach-blush fled his face, leaving him
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c h a l k y  w h i t e .  L l a n o  h a d  m a d e  n o  

m o v e  f o r  h i s  o w n  g u n .  H e  m a d e  n o  

m o v e  n o w  a s  h e  h a l t e d  t o  s t a r e  i n t o  

B i l l y ' s  b l e a r e d  e y e s .

“ W e l l ,  B i l l y , ”  L l a n o  s a i d  q u i e t l y ,  

“ y o u ’ r e  p r e t t y  d r u n k .  B e t t e r  p u t  

a w a y  y o u r  g u n s ,  f o r k  y o u r  b o s s  t h e r e  

a n d  r i d e  o n  o u t  o f  t o w n  u n t i l  y o u ’ v e  

c l e a r e d  y o u r  h e a d . ”

S u d d e n  f u r y  f l a m e d  t h e  c o l o r  b a c k  

i n t o  t h e  r e c k l e s s  y o u n g s t e r ’ s  f a c e .  

“ B y  h e l l ,  y o u ’ r e  t h e  s o - a n d - s o  I  b e e n  

l o o k i n ’  f o r ! ”  h e  y e l p e d .  l i e  f u m b l e d  

t o  j e r k  u p  h i s  g u n s .

Llano stepped in with a lithe mo­
tion, slapped him soundly across the 
face and swept his hands downward, 
jerking the big guns from his fists. 
For an instant, he stood there, cold 
gray gaze stabbing and cowing the 
youngster. Then, to the gasping as­
tonishment of the crowded spec­
tators, he thrust the big .45 back 
into Billy’s holsters and gave him 
a shove that sent him skidding 
toward the horse tied at the rack. 
“ Now, you do what I said,”  he ad­
monished sternly. “ Get on out of 
town and don’t come back until 
vou’re sober enough to behave your­
self.”

B i l l y  c h o k e d .  T h e n ,  b l i n d l y ,  h e  

y a n k e d  h i s  b r i d l e  f r o m  t h e  h i t c h  r a i l  

a n d  s w u n g  d r u n k e n l y  i n t o  t h e  s a d ­

d l e .  H e  c a r e e n e d  d o w n  t h e  s t r e e t  a t  

a  b r e a k - n e c k  r u n .

L l a n o  t o o k  a  d e e p  b r e a t h .  H e  

c o u l d  s e n s e  t h a t  t h i s  s c e n e  h a d  

b r o k e n  t h e  t e n s i o n  t h a t  h a d  b e e n  

g r o w i n g  b e t w e e n  t h e  r i v a l  c r o w d s  o n  

e a c h  s i d e  o f  t h e  s t r e e t .  H e  c r o s s e d  

o v e r  d e l i b e r a t e l y  a n d  s t r o l l e d  b a c k  

t o w a r d  h i s  h o t e l .  A n d  t h e r e  w a s  n o ­

b o d y  w h o  s o  m u c h  a s  l i f t e d  a  h a n d  

t o  s t a y  h i s  p r o g r e s s .

W e l l ,  h e l l !  A n y  h o m b r e  w h o  c o u l d  

t a k e  g u n s  a w a y  f r o m  a  G a r c e l l  

a n d  t h e n  h a n d  t h e m  b a c k  a s  t h o u g h  

h e  h a d  s p a n k e d  a  n a u g h t y  c h i l d !

C H A P T E R  V .

THE GARCELLS GANG UP.

H
W E E K  p a s s e d .  T h r o u g h o u t  t h a t  

t i m e ,  K e t c h u m  w i t n e s s e d  t h e  a s ­

t o n i s h i n g  s p e c t a c l e  o f  a  s l i m  a n d  

w h i t e - s h i r t e d  y o u n g  l a w m a n  w h o  

t o o k  h i s  s t e a d y  w a y  t h r o u g h  t o w n  

w i t h  t h e  i n e x o r a b l e  c e r t a i n t y  o f  f a t e  

i t s e l f .  L l a n o  J o n e s  p o s t e d  a n  o r ­

d i n a n c e  a g a i n s t  t h e  w e a r i n g  o f  f i r e ­

a r m s  w i t h i n  t h e  l i m i t s  o f  t h e  t o w n ’ s  

b o u n d a r i e s .  A n d ,  d e s p i t e  t h e  g r o w l  

t h a t  w e n t  u p ,  h e  p r o c e e d e d  t o  e n ­

f o r c e  t h a t  o r d i n a n c e  t o  t h e  h i l t .  T h e  

j a i l  f i l l e d  t o  o v e r f l o w i n g .  J u d g e  

W o o d s  w a s  f o r c e d ,  b y  s h e e r  p r e s s u r e  

o f  b u s i n e s s ,  t o  m o v e  h i s  o f f i c e  t o  t h e  

s a m e  b u i l d i n g  a s  t h e  m a y o r ’ s .

T h e  f i n e s  t h a t  w e r e  c o l l e c t e d  

t h r e a t e n e d  t o  b u r s t  t h e  c i t y ’ s  s a f e  

o p e n .  I n a u g u r a t e d  b y  t h e  m i l i t a n t  

w i v e s  o f  d e c e n t  m i n e r s  a n d  c a t t l e ­

m e n ,  a  c l e a n - u p  c a m p a i g n  w a s  

s t a r t e d  a n d ,  a l m o s t  d a i l y ,  a  s t a g e ­

l o a d  o f  p a i n t e d  h u s s i e s  d e p a r t e d  f o r  

t o w n s  l e s s  c u r s e d  b y  t h e  b l i g h t  o f  

l a w  a n d  o r d e r .

T h e r e  w a s  o p p o s i t i o n .  A  h a l f  a  

d o z e n  t i m e s ,  L l a n o  w a s  s h o t  a t  f r o m  

b e h i n d  w a t e r  b a r r e l s  o r  t h e  s l a t t e d  

c o n c e a l m e n t  o f  s a l o o n  s w i n g  d o o r s .  

B u t  h e  w a s  n e v e r  h i t  a n d ,  i n  m o s t  

o f  t h e s e  c a s e s ,  o n l y  h i s  o w n  s w i f t  

i n t e r v e n t i o n  s a v e d  t h e  m u r d e r o u s  

c o w a r d s  f r o m  i n s t a n t  l y n c h i n g  b y  

f u r i o u s  c r o w d s  o f  h o n e s t  c i t i z e n s .  

N o  m a n ,  s o b e r ,  d a r e d  f a c e  h i m  

o p e n l y ,  f o r  t h e  s i m p l e  r e a s o n  t h a t  

t h e r e  w a s  n o b o d y  w h o  f i g u r e d  t h a t  

h e  w a s  f a s t e r  o n  t h e  d r a w  a n d  s h o o t  

t h a n  t h e  t e r r i b l e  G a r c e l l s  w h o m  

L l a n o  h a d  s o  c a l m l y  ' d i s a r m e d  a n d  

h u m i l i a t e d .  V i c i o u s  d r u n k s  h a r d l y  

c o u n t e d .  A  d o z e n  o r  s o  o f  t h e s e  w e r e  

n u r s i n g  b r o k e n  h e a d s  t h a t  L l a n o ’ s  

B u n t l i n e  h a d  m a s s a g e d  a n d ,  s o b e r i n g  

u p ,  w e r e  g r a t e f u l  t h e y  w e r e  n o t  d e a d .  

A n d  i n  a l l  t h a t  a s t o n i s h i n g  w e e k  n o t  

o n e  m a n  r o d e  t h e  l o n g ,  l a s t  m i l e  t h a t
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l e d  t o  b o o t h i l l .  T h e  t o w n  w a s  s u d ­

d e n l y  s o  p e a c e f u l  a n d  q u i e t ,  t h a t  

e v e n  h o n e s t  f o l k  f e l t  a  c e r t a i n  w i s t ­

f u l n e s s  f o r  d e p a r t e d  e x c i t e m e n t .

T h r o u g h o u t  t h i s  w e e k ,  t h e  r e d  

G a r c e l l s  w e r e  c o n s p i c u o u s  b y  t h e i r  

c o m p l e t e  a b s e n c e  f r o m  t o w n .  A l l  

s o r t s  o f  r u m o r s  a r o s e .  T h e  G a r c e l l s  

h a d  l e f t  t h e  c o u n t r y ,  i t  w a s  s a i d .  I n ­

s t e a d  o f  t h a t ,  i t  w a s  m y s t e r i o u s l y  

a f f i r m e d ,  t h e y  w e r e  h i d i n g  o u t  a t  a  

c a t t l e  c a m p ,  a  d o z e n  m i l e s  d o w n  t h e  

v a l l e y .  T h e r e  w e r e  w i l d  t a l e s  o f  

r o a r i n g  o r g i e s  h e l d  n i g h t l y  a t  t h a t  

c a m p ,  o f  t h e  f u r i o u s  q u a r r e l s  a n d  a l ­

m o s t  n i g h t l y  k i l l i n g s  t h a t  t o o k  p l a c e .  

T h i s  m u c h  w a s  p r o b a b l y  f a c t .  T h e  

G a r c e l l s  h a d  n o t  l e f t  t h e  v a l l e y ,  b u t  

h a d  g a t h e r e d  a  b a n d  a b o u t  t h e m  o f  

t h e  s i x  o r  s e v e n  w o r s t  h e l l i o n s  i n  t h e  

W e s t .  T h e y  w e r e  l a y i n g  p l a n s  f o r  a  

m u r d e r o u s  f o r a y  o n  K e t c h u m  w h e n  

t h e y  w e r e  d r u n k  e n o u g h  o r  f e l t  t h e  

t i m e  w a s  r i p e .  K i l l e r  w a n t e d  t o  b e  

s u r e  t h a t  h i s  r i g h t  a r m  w a s  c o m ­

p l e t e l y  h e a l e d ,  f o r  h e  w o u l d  b e  s a t i s ­

f i e d  w i t h  n o t h i n g  l e s s  t h a n  t h e  k i l l ­

i n g  o f  L l a n o  J o n e s  b y  h i s  o w n  h a n d .

T h e n ,  s u d d e n l y ,  t h e  c i t y  s a f e  w a s  

r o b b e d  o n e  n i g h t  o f  i t s  s t o r e  o f  

n e a r l y  s i x t y  t h o u s a n d  i n  c a s h — a n d  

M a y o r  F r a n k  G o s s  f o u n d  t i g h t l y  

g a g g e d  a n d  b o u n d  t o  a  c h a i r ,  n e x t  

m o r n i n g ,  b y  i t s  y a w n i n g  d o o r s .

“ B y  H e a v e n , ”  J u d g e  W o o d s  r o a r e d  

a t  t h e  f r i g h t e n e d  a n d  s w e a t i n g  f a t  

m a n ,  “ t h e r e ’ s  o n l y  m e  a n d  y o u  i n  

a l l  t h i s  t o w n  t h a t  k n o w s  t h e  c o m ­

b i n a t i o n  t o  t h a t  s a f e !  Y o u  o p e n e d  

i t  f o r  ’ e m !  W h o  w e r e  t h e y — t h e  r e d  

G a r c e l l s ? ”

G o s s  t r i e d  a  s p e e c h  o f  s t u t t e r e d  e x ­

p l a n a t i o n  t h a t  d i e d  i n  h i s  t h r o a t  u n ­

d e r  t h e  o l d  m a n ’ s  t e r r i b l e  g l a r e .

A n d ,  t h e  v e r y  n e x t  n i g h t ,  B o n e s  

H o w a r d  w a s  s h o t  i n  t h e  b a c k  b y  a  

m a n  w h o  h a d  f i r e d  a t  h i m  t h r o u g h  

t h e  r e a r  w i n d o w  o f  a n  A r i z o n a  S t r e e t  

s a l o o n .  T w o  m e n  w h o  h a d  t r i e d  t o  

s t o p  t h e  r i d e r  w h o  h a d  c a r e e n e d  o u t

o f  t o w n ,  w e r e  s h o t  d o w n  i n  t h e i r  

t r a c k s .  F o u g h t  o v e r  b y  t h e  t o w n ’ s  

b e s t  d o c t o r s ,  B o n e s  h u n g  f o r  h o u r s  

b e t w e n  l i f e  a n d  d e a t h ,  u n a b l e  t o  

s p e a k  a  w o r d  c o n c e r n i n g  a n  a s s a s s i n  

h e  h a d  n o t  e v e n  s e e n .

L l a n o ’ s  f a c e  t u r n e d  g r i m  a n d  a  

l i t t l e  w h i t e  a f t e r  v i s i t i n g  h i s  f r i e n d  

a n d  m e e t i n g  t h e  h a u n t i n g ,  p l e a d i n g -  

l o o k  i n  h i s  d e e p - s e t  b l u e  e y e s .  

B o n e s  h a d  t r i e d  d e s p e r a t e l y  t o  t e l l  

h i m  s o m e t h i n g ,  b u t  h a d  s l u m p e d  i n t o  

a  c o m a  f r o m  w h i c h  h e  m i g h t  n e v e r  

r e c o v e r .  A  c o l d  a n d  b i t t e r  f u r y  

b u i l t  u p  i n  L l a n o ’ s  b r a i n .  T h e  r e d  

G a r c e l l s  w e r e  s t r i k i n g .  T h e y  w e r e  

g a n g i n g  u p ,  a n d  t h e  l i d  w a s  a b o u t  

t o  b l o w  f r o m  K e t c h u m .  W e l l — l e t  

t h e m  c o m e !

T h e  n e x t  m o r n i n g ,  t h e  G a r c e l l s  

r o d e  o p e n l y  i n t o  t o w n .  T h e i r  s a d ­

d l e d  h o r s e s  w e r e  l e f t  s t a n d i n g  i n  a  

v a c a n t  l o t  n e x t  t o  t h e  M i r r o r  O p e r a  

H o u s e .  A c c o m p a n i e d  b y  t w o  s w a g ­

g e r i n g ,  l e a n - h i p p e d  m e n  w i t h  t h e  

u g l y  l o o k  o f  p r o f e s s i o n a l  g u n  f i g h t e r s ,  

t h e y  b e g a n  a  t o u r  o f  K e t c h u m ’ s  

s a l o o n s  a n d  g a m b l i n g  h a l l s .  T h e y  

w e r e  s p e n d i n g  m o n e y ,  t h e  r u m o r  

s p r e a d  l i k e  f l a m e ,  a s  t h o u g h  i t  w a s  

r i v e r  w a t e r .  W a s  t h a t  m o n e y  f r o m  

t h e  t o w n ’ s  r o b b e d  s a f e ?

L l a n o  b u c k l e d  t h e  b i g  B u n t l i n e  t o  

h i s  t h i g h  a n d  s t a r t e d  d o w n s t r e e t .  

H e  r a n  i n t o  t h e  u g l y  f i v e  a s  t h e y  

e m e r g e d  f r o m  t h e  F l y t r a p  S a l o o n ,  

f a c e s  f l u s h e d  w i t h  h e a v y  d r i n k i n g .  

T h e y  w h i r l e d  t o  f a c e  h i m ,  c r o u c h e d  

l i k e  b a n d e d  w o l v e s ,  a  y e l l o w  g l a r e  i n  

t h e  e y e s  o f  t h e  t h r e e  b r o t h e r s .

L l a n o ’ s  g r a y  s t a r e  p r o b e d  t h e m .  

H e  s a w ,  i n s t a n t l y ,  t h a t  t h e y  w e r e  

u n a r m e d .  A t  a n y  r a t e ,  t h e  h o l s t e r s  

a t  t h e i r  h i p s  w e r e  e m p t y .  T h e r e  w a s  

t h e  d i s t i n c t  p o s s i b i l i t y  t h a t  t h e  

b u l g e s  b e n e a t h  t h e i r  v e s t s  w e r e  m o r e  

d e a d l y  t h a n  t o b a c c o  p o u c h e s .  B u t  

L l a n o  w a s  n o  f o o l .  T h e r e  w a s  n o  

c h a r g e  o n  w h i c h  h e  c o u l d  a r r e s t  t h e s e  

m e n .  T h e r e  w a s  n o  u s e  i n  h i s  e x -
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ploding their flaming tempers. Their 
eagerness to have him do so, was too 
plain on their murderous faces. His 
voice was quiet as he addressed them.

“ Howdy, boys. I reckon you 
know the laws. See that you obey 
them.”

Killer Garcell's eyes were aflame 
with hatred as he thrust his ugly chin 
forward. “ You can see for yourself,” 
he yelled, “ that we ain’t armed. As 
for anything else— we’ll do what we 
damn please in this town! Under­
stand?”

“ I understand plenty,”  Llano 
nodded coolly. “ I ’ve heard that 
you've got a lot of spending money.”

“ If it’s any of your-damn busi­
ness,’“ Killer howled, “ we been sellin’ 
out some of our interests here. Also, 
we made a cattle deal down coun­
try.”

“ I didn't ask.”  Llano smiled thinly 
and nodded as he turned his back 
on them. “ Enjoy yourself,” he said 
over his shoulder, “ but take it easy.”

As he walked away, Llano could 
hear Killer’s harsh, almost asthmatic 
breathing behind him. He saw from

the corner of his eye, that Killer was 
pulling up beside him, his brutal fea­
tures savagely working, his nostrils 
flaring. “ The Paradise has been 
closed,” Killer snarled harshly in his 
ear. “ The doors of the Crystal 
Palace have been nailed shut, so’s 
the Curly Wolf. Those places are 
all mine! How come?”

“ Their license fees need paying.” 
Llano said shortly.

Killer's voice was strangled. 
“ How much?”

Llano’s voice dropped a note and 
was smooth and soft. “ Sixty thou­
sand dollars.”

“ Holy hell!" Killer screamed with 
rage.

Llano turned abruptly into the 
entrance of a store, leaving the froth­
ing man rooted to the sidewalk. An 
instant later, he emerged from the 
rear entrance and moved swiftly to­
ward the city jail.

Judge Woods looked up sharply 
as the young lawman entered his 
office a few minutes later. Llano’s 
face was still and stiff. He said 
nothing. He slumped down in a
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chair and pushed back his hat. He 
stared at nothing. He seemed en­
tirely unaware that the old barrister 
was there behind his desk. Once, his 
lips moved softly, and it looked as 
though they shaped themselves 
around the name of Bones Howard.

“ The G a reel I s are in town!’’ the old 
judge barked suddenly.

Llano's eyes slid toward him sight­
lessly. He nodded.

Judge Woods shivered. “ Well,” he 
muttered, "what're you going to do?”

Llano did not move. “ I'm wait­
ing,”  he said softly, “ just waiting.”

Again, under the sightless thrust 
of those still, gray eyes, the old man 
shivered. He stood up quickly and 
began to pace the room. He did not 
speak again. His bony, old hands 
trembled. He turned abruptly to the 
big safe, at last, and whirled its com­
bination, Fumbling in its interior, 
he brought out a huge pistol, an old 
eap-and:ball Colt with a bore as big 
as his thumb.

“ What‘re von doing?” Llano asked 
softly.

The old man swore and thrust the 
gun away. He slumped down in his 
chair and his bony chin sagged down 
on his chest.

An hour wore away, an hour in 
which neither man spoke nor scarcely 
moved. Then, suddenly, an outer 
door slammed and a boy appeared 
an instant later, a bat loss and sweat- 
ing youngster with a crumpled mes­
sage in his hand.

Llano took the paper silently. His 
eyes took in the words with one 
glance.

■ We’re wating in the vacint lot next the 
Opery House. If you’re a man you’ll meet 
me alone. This Is t he showdown

K iu .bh t i  ahcei.i..

Llano maided at the hard-breath­
ing boy. “ 'Fell him, I ’m on my 
way.”  He stood up, adjusted the

Buntline firmly against his slim 
thigh, pulled his hat forward.

Judge Woods’ anxiety boiled over 
and exploded. “ What is it? Where 
you going?”

Llano smiled at him reassuringly, 
llis face was smooth and untroubled. 
“ Just a little business,” he said. “ I 
won’t be long.” The strange look of 
death that had been in his eyes was. 
no longer there. He nodded and 
stepped through the door, closing it 
firmly behind him. The lock clicked.

The judge sprang to his feet. He 
pounced on the note that had 
fluttered to the floor from Llano’s 
fingers and his face went chalky 
white. He cursed and leaped to the 
safe for his old gun. He found the 
door locked when he tried to leave 
the room. Swearing wildly, he 
turned toward the window.

The hot sun of high noon was on 
Llano’s white-shirted shoulders as 
he moved slowly down the middle of 
Arizona Street. He wondered idly, 
if he would feel that warm caress to­
morrow noon, or any noon after this. 
He shrugged the thought from his 
mind. Well, he was in for this now. 
There was no turning back nor run­
ning away. No man could do that. 
He was not walking to a fight with 
Killer Garcell, but with Tom Garcell, 
too, and Billy, and the two men with 
them. Well, but hell! Again, his 
mind shrugged thought away.

He saw Mayor Frank Goss run­
ning up the street toward him .. The 
fat man was panting and the sweat 
was streaming from his forehead. 
He was wringing his flabby hands.

“ Llano!” Goss panted. "You can’t 
go down there! They’re waiting for 
you— the Garcells. You'll-—they'll 
kill you!”

“ You afraid for me— or them?” 
Llano eyed the man quietly, pushed 
him out of his way and went on.

He had gone another block when
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h o  Si c a r d  t h e  r u s h  o f  s t u m b l i n g  f o o t ­

s t e p s  b e h i n d  h i m  a n d  t u r n e d  t o  l o o k  

b a c k .  J u d g e  W o o d s !  T h e  o l d  m a n  

w a s  l i m p i n g  o n  a  l a m e d  a n k l e .  H e  

h a d  j u m p e d  f r o m  h i s  w i n d o w !  T h e  

t a i l s  o f  h i s  f r o c k  c o a t  w e r e  s a i l i n g  

b e h i n d  h i m  l i k e  t h e  f l a p p i n g  w i n g s  

o f  a  c r o w .  H i s  s a v a g e ,  o l d  e y e s  w e r e  

f l a m i n g  a n d  h i s  b i g  g u n  w a s  i n  h i s  

f i s t .  L l a n o  s c o w l e d .

“ L l a n o , ”  t h e  j u d g e  b a r k e d ,  “ d o n ’ t  

s a y  a  w o r d .  L i s t e n , ”  a n d  h e  

g r i n n e d  c r o o k e d l y ,  “ y o u  t a l k  b a c k  t o  

m e  a n d  I ’ l l  j a i l  y o u  f o r  c o n t e m p t  o f  

c o u r t .  B o y — I ’ m  i n  t h i s  w i t h  y o u ,  

a n d  y o u  c a n ’ t  s t o p  m e ! ”

T h e r e  w a s  a  s t r a n g e  l i g h t  i n  

L l a n o ’ s  e y e s .  H e  w a s  t h i n k i n g  w h a t  

a  w o n d e r f u l  t h i n g  i t  w a s — t h i s  

s t r a n g e ,  p o w e r f u l  . 4 5  f r i e n d s h i p  t h a t  

h e l d  s o m e  m e n  t o g e t h e r ,  i n  s p i t e  o f  

h e l l  a n d  d e a t h .  “ J u d g e ,  I  w i s h  y o u  

w o u l d n ’ t , ”  h e  s a i d  q u i e t l y ,  “ b u t ,  i f  

y o u  i n s i s t — w e l l ,  y o u ’ r e  i n . ”

“ I  k n e w  y o u  h a d  s e n s e , ”  t h e  o l d  

m a n  s n o r t e d  a n d  l i m p e d  a l o n g  b e ­

s i d e  h i m .  “ D a m n  y o u ,  f o r  l o c k i n ’ 

m e  u p ! ”  h e  f u m e d .

T h e  v a c a n t  l o t  w a s  l i t t l e  m o r e  t h a n  

a  b l o c k  a w a y  n o w .  L l a n o  c o u l d  s e e  

t h a t  a  c o n s i d e r a b l e  c r o w d  h a d  

g a t h e r e d ,  a n d  t h a t  a n  a r g u m e n t  

w a s  g o i n g  o n ,  b u t  t h a t  n o b o d y  w a s  

d a r i n g  t o  m a k e  a  m o v e  a g a i n s t  t h e  

a r m e d  a r r a y  o f  t h e  t h r e e  G a r c e l l s  

a n d  t h e i r  t w o  a l l i e s .  S t e a d i l y ,  h e  

m o v e d  d o w n  t h e  s t r e e t  a n d  t h e  o l d  

m a n  b e s i d e  h i m  s t a n c h l y  k e p t  p a c e .

T h e y  w e r e  w i t h i n  h a l f  a  b l o c k  

o f  t h e i r  r e n d e z v o u s  a n d  h a d  b e e n  

d i s c o v e r e d  b y  t h e  c r o w d  w h e n  L l a n o  

s u d d e n l y  h a l t e d  d e a d  i n  h i s  t r a c k s .  

H e  s w o r e  s o f t l y  a n d  h i s  f a c e  w a s  

w h i t e .  O u t  o f  t h e  b u i l d i n g  d i r e c t l y  

a c r o s s  t h e  s t r e e t  f r o m  t h e  v a c a n t  l o t ,  

a  s k i n n y  a n d  w h i t e - r o b e d  f i g u r e  h a d  

s u d d e n l y  l e a p e d  a n d  w a s  r u n n i n g  t o ­

w a r d  h i m .  B o n e s  H o w a r d ,  l o o k i n g  

l i k e  b u r n i n g ,  g r i n n i n g  d e a t h  i n  h i s

n i g h t g o w n ,  s t a g g e r i n g  a n d  t o t t e r i n g ,  

b u t  s t a y i n g  g r i m l y  e r e c t  a s  h i s  b a r e  

f e e t  p l u n g e d  i n t o  t h e  d u s t  o f  t h e  

s t r e e t .  B o n e s ,  w h o  h a d  b e e n  i n  a  

c o m a  f r o m  l o s s  o f  b l o o d ,  n o  l a t e r  

t h a n  t h e  n i g h t  b e f o r e !

B o n e s ’  e y e s  w e r e  f e v e r i s h  a n d  

g l o w i n g  w i t h  a  g h a s t l y  l i g h t .  “ I  

b e e n  w a t c h i n ’  ’ e m  f r o m  m y  b e d  i n  

t h e  h o t e l  f o r  t h e  l a s t  h o u r ! ”  h e  

g a s p e d .  “ L l a n o ,  I  b e e n  w a i t i n ’  f o r  

y o u  t o  s h o w !  I ’ m  r e a d y ! ”

L l a n o ’ s  e y e s  s t r u c k  t h e  j u d g e ’ s ,  

a n d  t h e  o l d  m a n  n o d d e d .  “ H e ’ s  i n ! ”

T h e r e  w a s  a  s o f t  s m i l e  o n  L l a n o ’ s  

l i p s  a s  h e  t u r n e d  a n d  w a l k e d  s l o w l y  

a h e a d .

T h e r e  w a s  a  s u d d e n  h u s h  o v e r  t h e  

c r o w d  a s  i t  p a r t e d  a n d  m a d e  w a y  f o r  

t h e  a s t o n i s h i n g  t r i o  o f  f r i e n d s .  N o  

m a n  c o u l d  f i n d  a  w o r d  t o  s a y .  N o t h ­

i n g  l i k e  t h i s  h a d  e v e r  b e e n  i n  t h e  

e x p e r i e n c e  o f  a n y  o n e  o f  t h e m  a n d  

t h e y  w e r e  s t u n n e d  t o  s p e e c h l e s s n e s s  

a n d  i n a c t i v i t y .  L l a n o — t a l l  a n d  

s l i m ,  b l a c k  h a t ,  w h i t e  s h i r t ,  b l a c k  

t r o u s e r s  a n d  b o o t s ,  h i s  h a n d s  s w i n g ­

i n g  l o o s e l y  a t  h i s  s i d e s  a s  h e  s t a r e d  

s t r a i g h t  a h e a d  f r o m  q u i e t ,  g r a y  e y e s .  

J u d g e  W o o d s — a  w h i t e - h a i r e d  o l d  

l o b o  i n  f l a p p i n g  f r o c k  c o a t ,  a  m a s s i v e  

p i s t o l  c l u t c h e d  f i r m l y  i n  h i s  f i s t .  

B o n e s  H o w a r d — a  w h i t e - r o b e d

d e a t h ’ s  h e a d  w i t h  h i s  s a w e d - o f f  s h o t ­

g u n  h u g g e d  t o  h i s  s k i n n y  c h e s t .

H e l l !

C H A P T E R  V I .

KETCH U M  W RITES AN EPITAPH.

e
S  t h e  p a r t i n g  o f  t h e  c r o w d  d i s ­

c l o s e d  t h i s  u n g o d l y  s p e c t a c l e  t o  

t h e  b l u s t e r i n g  o u t l a w s  w h o  w a i t e d ,  

t h o s e  f i v e  m e n  s u d d e n l y  c r o u c h e d  i n  

a t t i t u d e s  o f  p a r a l y z e d  a s t o n i s h m e n t  

a n d  f e a r .  K i l l e r  G a r e e l l ’ s  b r u t e  f a c e  

w h i t e n e d  a n d  h i s  m o u t h  d r o p p e d  

o p e n .

“ S t o p ! ”  h e  s c r e a m e d  s u d d e n l y .
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“ B y  h e l l — w a s n ’ t  y o u  m a n  e n o u g h  t o  

c o m e  a l o n e ? ”

L l a n o  d i d  n o t  h a l t .  H i s  s t e a d y  

s t r i d e  c a r r i e d  h i m  s t r a i g h t  a h e a d .  

T h e r e  w a s  a  s l i g h t  s m i l e  o n  h i s  l i p s .  

“ K i l l e r ,  I  h a d  n o  c h o i c e  a b o u t  t h e s e  

f r i e n d s  c o m i n g  a l o n g .  L o o k .  Y o u  

c a n  p o u r  a l l  o f  y o u r  l e a d  a t  m e ,  i f  

y o u  l i k e .  W h y  a r e n ’ t  y o u  s h o o t i n g ?  

S c a r e d ? ”

T h e  c r o w d  h a d  s c a t t e r e d  t o  p o i n t s  

o f  s a f e t y .  L l a n o  w a s  s t i l l  w a l k i n g  

s t r a i g h t  a h e a d ,  t a l k i n g  s o f t l y .  H e  

h a d  m a d e  n o  m o v e  f o r  h i s  g u n .  H i s  

p a r t n e r s  w e r e  s t i c k i n g  a l o n g  g r i m l y  

b e s i d e  h i m .  T e n  y a r d s ,  e i g h t ,  f i v e  

y a r d s  a l o n e  f i n a l l y  s e p a r a t e d  t h e  t w o  

f o r c e s .  T h e n ,  s u d d e n l y ,  K i l l e r  e x ­

p l o d e d  w i t h  t e n s i o n .  H e  s c r e a m e d .  

H i s  h a n d s  s h o t  d o w n  t o w a r d  h i s  

l o a d e d  t h i g h s .

L l a n o ’ s  b o d y  f l i c k e d  s i d e w a y s ,  

T h e  B u n t l i n e  f l a m e d  u p ,  m i n g l e d  i t s  

r o a r  w i t h  K i l l e r ’ s  w e a p o n s .  K i l l e r  

s t a g g e r e d ,  a  s u d d e n  g u s h  o f  b l o o d  a t  

h i s  m o u t h .  H e  t r i e d  t o  k e e p  h i s  

w e a p o n s  u p ,  k e e p  t h e m  r o a r i n g .  

T h e i r  s l u g s  d r u m m e d  i n t o  h a r d  

g r o u n d .  B i l l y  G a r c e l l  s w e p t  i n t o  

a c t i o n .  B o n e s ’  s c a t t e r  g u n  b l a s t e d  

h i m  t o  h o r r i b l e  o b l i v i o n .  T o m  G a r -  

c e l l  w a s  d o w n  o n  o n e  k n e e  a n d  f i g h t ­

i n g  s a v a g e l y  u n t i l  t h e  j u d g e ’ s  c a p -  

a n d - b a l l  s m a s h e d  h i m  b a c k w ' a r d  i n  a  

k i c k i n g  f r e n z y .  T h e  h i r e d  g u n  

f i g h t e r s  t h r e w  a w a y  t h e i r  w e a p o n s  

a n d  s c r a m b l e d  f o r  t h e i r  h o r s e s  i n  t e r ­

r o r .  B o n e s ’  s c a t t e r  g u n  b l a s t e d  

a g a i n  a n d  o n e  c a r t w h e e l e d  i n  a g o n y ,  

t h e  o t h e r  s p u n  a r o u n d  a n d  a r o u n d ,  

c l u t c h i n g  a t  t h e  s h o u l d e r  i n  w h i c h  

L l a n o ’ s  B u n t l i n e  h a d  p l a n t e d  h o t  

l e a d .

B l o o d  s t r e a m i n g  f r o m  h i s  f o r e h e a d ,  

L l a n o  w h i r l e d  a n x i o u s l y  t o  l o o k  a t  

h i s  f r i e n d s .  T h e  j u d g e  w a s  a l l  r i g h t ,  

t h o u g h  p i n k e d  i n  o n e  s h i n n y  t h i g h  

a n d  w o b b l i n g ,  s w e a r i n g  w h o l e ­

h e a r t e d l y .  B u t  B o n e s  w a s  d o w n  a n d

t h e r e  w a s  a  b u b b l i n g  f r o t h  o f  b l o o d  

a t  h i s  l i p s .  H e  w a s  s t a r i n g  u p  a t  

L l a n o  a n x i o u s l y  a n d  t r y i n g  t o  s p e a k .  

W i t h  a  g r o a n ,  L l a n o  d r o p p e d  t o  h i s  

k n e e s  b e s i d e  h i m .

“ L l a n o , ”  B o n e s  w h i s p e r e d ,  “ I ’ m  

d y i n ’ .  I  g o t  s o m e t h i n ’  t o  s a y . ”  H e  

g a s p e d  f o r  b r e a t h  f o r  a  f e w  s e c o n d s .  

“ M a y o r  G o s s , ”  B o n e s  m u t t e r e d ,  “ i s  

m y  b r o t h e r .  H e  m a d e  m e  c h a n g e  

m y  n a m e  f r o m  G o s s ,  s w o r e  h e ’ d  

n e v e r  l e t  m e  s t a y  i n  K e t c h u m  ’ l e s s  

I  d i d .  H e  w a s  a s h a m e d  o f  m e .  H e l l  

. . .  I  b e e n  p l u m b  a s h a m e d  o f  h i m ,  

t o o ! ”

B o n e s  s t r u g g l e d  f r a n t i c a l l y  t o  s t a y  

a l i v e  a  f e w  i n s t a n t s  m o r e .  “ L l a n o , ”  

h e  b e g g e d ,  “ d o n ’ t  t e l l  n o b o d y .  I t  

w a s  F r a n k  s e n t  m e  t o  J e s s u p  t o  k i l l  

y o u .  D o n ’ t  t e l l .  I ’ v e  w i p e d  t h a t  

o u t  .  . .  h a v e n ’ t  I ? ”

L l a n o  h a d  h a d  t o  b e n d  h i s  h e a d  

l o w  t o  c a t c h  t h e  t i n y  w h i s p e r  o f  

B o n e s ’  w o r d s .  H e  w a s  g l a d  t h a t  n o ­

b o d y  e l s e  c o u l d  h a v e  h e a r d .  H e  

k n e w  t h a t  h e  h a d  o n l y  t o  s a y  a  w o r d  

t o  F r a n k  G o s s  a n d  t h e  l i t t l e  m a y o r  

w o u l d  l e a v e  K e t c h u m  f o r e v e r .  “ S u r e ,  

B o n e s ,  e v e r y t h i n g ’ s  O .  K .  b y  m e .  

N o w ,  t a k e  i t  e a s y .  Y o u ’ l l  l i v e — ”  

B u t  B o n e s  w a s  a l r e a d y  d e a d .  

W h e n  L l a n o  l o o k e d  u p  a t  l a s t ,  t h e  

c r o w d  h a d  a l r e a d y  r u s h e d  t o  j a i l  

t h o s e  w h o  w e r e  s t i l l  l i v i n g  a m o n g  

t h e  o u t l a w s .  A  l i t t l e  k n o t  s t o o d  

a r o u n d  w i t h  b a r e d  h e a d s ,  l o o k i n g  

d o w n  a t  B o n e s .  T h e y  t u r n e d  t h e i r  

e y e s  a w a y  f r o m  L l a n o ’ s  l o o k .

S o m e b o d y  w a s  c l e a r i n g  h i s  t h r o a t  

l o u d l y .  “ H e l l , ”  h e  r u m b l e d ,  “ w e ’ l l  

s u r e  g i v e  B o n e s  a  f u n e r a l .  W e  g o t t a  

w r i t e  a  e p i t a p h  f o r  h i m  t h a t ’ l l  s t i c k . ”  

“ E p i t a p h ! ”  J u d g e  W o o d s  s n o r t e d .  

“ T h a t ’ s  a n  i d e a .  B y  H e a v e n ,  w e ’ l l  

c h a n g e  t h e  n a m e  o f  K e t c h u m  t o —  

E p i t a p h !  T h e  t o w n  t h a t ’ s  a  m o n u ­

m e n t  t o  a  r e a l  m a n ’ s  d e a t h ! ”

L l a n o  s m i l e d  a n d  n o d d e d .  T h a t  

w a s  h i s  n o t i o n  o f  a n  i d e a ,  t o o .
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by J. f i l l l f l  Dunn
Snake-branded at birth, the sinister 
fangs of a serpent ruled his life—  
end death!

T h e  e y e s  o f  t h e  o l d  m a n  w e r e  a s  

s t e a d y  a s  m i c a  f l a k e s  i n  a  r o c k .  T h e  

u p p e r  l i d s  w e r e  p u c k e r e d  i n  t h e  c e n ­

t e r ,  t h e  l o w e r  o n e s  m a d e  s t r a i g h t  

l i n e s ,  s o  t h a t  h e  g a z e d  t h r o u g h  t r i a n ­

g u l a r  h o o d s  o f  f l e s h .  T h e  s t e a d y  g a z e  

g r i p p e d  t h a t  o f  t h e  y o u n g e r  m a n .

The eyes of the latter had the pu­
pils dilated so the iris was blacked 
out to narrow rims, like hoops of 
tarnished brass. Reptilian orbs, 
murky with cruelty and anger.

The old man sat on the steps of 
his porch, gnarled hands on rheu­
matic knees. Wrinkled hands, corded 
with slack veins, spotted with age- 
freckles; but they had not lost their 
usefulness.

W W — 6E

H i s  h o l s t e r e d  g u n ;  a  C o l t  . 4 5  w i t h  

a  b o n e  h a n d l e ,  o l d  a n d  w o r n ,  b u t  

s t i l l  e f f i c i e n t ,  a n g l e d  a w k w a r d l y  o n  

t h e  e d g e  o f  o n e  w o o d e n  t r e a d .

T h e  o l d  m a n  a n d  t h a t  g u n  h a d  a  

j o i n t  r e p u t a t i o n  f o r  s p e e d  a n d  a c c u ­

r a c y .  T h e  y o u n g e r  m a n  k n e w  i t .

“ D o n ’ t  m a k e  a  m o v e ,  W a c o !  O r  

t h e t  s n a k e ’ l l  g i t  y o u .  R i g h t  o n  t h e  

r o c k  b y  y o u r  k n e e .  W a i t i n ’ ! ”

I n t o  t h e  b l a c k  e y e s  t h e r e  c a m e  

p a n i c .  T h e y  f u m e d  w i t h  s u d d e n  t e r ­

r o r .  W a c o  w a s  t a l l  a n d  s p a r e ,  h i s  

h e a d  w a s  p l a t e d  i n  f l a t  a n g l e s  b y  t h e  

p r o m i n e n t  b o n e s .  A  l a r g e  h e a d ,  

c h e e k s  w i d e ,  n o s e  c r o o k e d ,  h o o k e d  

a n d  t h i n ,  n e c k  l e a n  a n d  l e a t h e r y .

A n  a r t e r y  t i c k e d  a t  h i s  t e m p l e .  

B e a d s  o f  s w e a t  g a t h e r e d  a n d  r o l l e d  

o v e r  i t  a s  h e  s q u i n t e d  d o w n ,  s i g h t ­

i n g  o v e r  t h e  b e n t  n o s e - b r i d g e ;  o n l y  

t h e  e y e s  i n  m o t i o n .  N o w  t h e  p u p i l s  

h a d  c o n t r a c t e d ,  r e v e a l i n g  m o r e  o f



84 STREET & SMITH’S WILD WEST WEEKLY

t h e  c a t l i k e  i r i s .  T h e  w h i t e s  w e r e  

m u d d y ,  f l i c k e d  w i t h  b r o k e n  v e i n s .

H i s  v o i c e  r a s p e d  i n  r e l L - f .

“ Y o u ’r e  a  d a m n  l i a r ,  H a n k !  T h a t  

ain’t n o  s n a k e .  T h a r  n e v e r  was 
n o n e .  F e r  t w o — ”

“ Y o u  thought t h a r  w a s ,  W a c o .  

A n ’  y o u  t o o k  y o u r  o w n  s n a k e  e y e s  

o f f n  m e .  L o n g  e n o u g h .  M e b b e  t h e t  

s n a k e  w a s  j e s t  m y  t h o u g h t .  T i m e s ’  

w h e n  t h o u g h t s  i s  d e a d l y  a s  s i d e w i n d ­

e r s .  Y o u ’ r e  s n a k e - b r a n d e d ,  W a c o .  

S n a k e - m i n d e d !  Y o u r  m a w  w a s  b i t  

b y  a  b i g  r a t t l e r  j e s t  a f o r e  y o u  w a s  

b o r n .  H e a r t  w o u l d n ’ t  s t a n d  u p ,  a n ’  

i t  k i l l e d  h e r .  L e f t  y o u  w i t h  s n a k e  

p i z e n  i n  y o u r  v e i n s . ”

W a c o ’ s  b r o n z e d  f e a t u r e s  w e r e  c i n ­

d e r - g r a y ,  f i l m e d  w i t h  a  p a t i n a  o f  s u ­

p e r s t i t i o n - r i d d e n  f e a r .  H e  w a s  M e x i -  

c a n - I n d i a n ,  m o r e  P i m a  t h a n  S p a n i s h ,  

s a v a g e  a n d  s h a l l o w  m i n d e d .  T h e  o l d  

m a n  w e n t  o n .

“ S o m e  s a y s  y o u  w a s  b i r t h - m a r k e d  

w i t h  a  s n a k e  o n  t h e  i n s i d e  o f  y o u r  

t h i g h .  N i t a  g i v e  t h e t  o u t .  S h e  w a s  

t h e  o n l y  w o m a n  t h e y  c o u l d  g i t  t o  

h e l p  y o u r  m a w .  S h e  c o u l d n ’ t  s a v e  

y o u r  m a w ,  b u t  s h e  t o l d ,  y o u  w a s  

s n a k e - b r a n d e d  a t  b i r t h ,  a n ’  t h e t  

y o u ’ d  b e  s n a k e - m a r k e d  a t  d e a t h .

“ Y o u  k i n  f i g g c r  t h e t  o u t  t o  s u i t  

y o u r s e l f ,  W a c o .  M e b b e  o l d  N i t a  

d i d n ’ t  A g g e r  y o u  w a s  b o r n  t o  b e  

h a n g e d .  T h e y ’ d  h a n g  me, f e r  w h a t  

I ’ v e  g o t  i n  m y  m i n d  r i g h t  n o w  i f  I  

t u r n e d  l o o s e .  L i k e  t h e y  w o u l d  i f  y o u  

d i d  t h e  s a m e  t o  m e ,  l i k e  you’re t h i n k -  

i n ’ .

“ Y o u  r u i n e d  m y  s i s t e r ’ s  b o y .  H e  

w a s  a  d e c e n t  e n o u g h  l a d  b e f o r e  h e  

t r a i l e d  w i t h  y o u .  Y o u  m a d e  a  r u s t l e r  

o u t  o f  h i m .  N o w  h e ’ s  i n  j a i l ,  l i k e  t o  

b e  h a n g e d  f e r  k i l l i n ’  a  n i g h t  g u a r d .  

You k i l l e d  t h e t  g u a r d ,  W a c o .  Y o u  

c a n ’ t  l i e  t o  m e  a n ’  g i t  a w a y  w i t h  i t .  

T h e m  b l a c k  p u p i l s  o f  y o u r ’ n  q u i v e r  

w h e n  y o u  l i e ,  l i k e  a l l  I n j u n  g r e a s e r s .  

Q u i v e r i n ’  now, l i k e  t h e  f a w l c e d  e n d  o f  

a  s n a k e ’ s  t o n g u e  q u i v e r s .

“ N e d  d i d n ’ t  k i l l  t h e t  g u a r d .  I ’ v e  

t a l k e d  w i t h  h i m ,  i n  j a i l .  You a i n ’ t  

f l t t e n  t o  l i v e ,  W a c o .  Y o u  a i n ’ t  gain’ 
t o  l i v e  i f  N e d  g i t s  s e n t e n c e d .  N o w  

g i t ,  c l i m b  y o u r  h u l l  a n ’  d o n ’t  d r a g  

y o u r  r o p e .  I ’ v e  t o l d  y o u .  Vaya!'
M i c a - g r a y  e y e s  a n d  g u n  m u z z l e  

w e r e  a l i k e  u n w a v e r i n g .  W a c o  b a c k e d  

d o w n  t h e  p a t h  t o  w h e r e  h i s  c a y u s e  

s t o o d  i n  t h e  s c a n t  s h a d e  o f  a  t r e e .  

H e  t r o d  w a r i l y ,  s t e p p i n g  h i g h ,  g l a n c ­

i n g  a l l  a b o u t  h i m .

A t  t h e  t r e e  h e  w h i r l e d ,  s n a t c h e d  

t h e  r e i n s ,  v a u l t e d  i n t o  t h e  s a d d l e .  

H e  w a l e d  t h e  p o n y  w i t h  h i s  q u i r t ,  

r a k e d  i t s  f l a n k s  w i t h  s h a r p e n e d  

r o w e l s ,  t e a r i n g  a c r o s s  t h e  f l a t ,  l i f t ­

i n g  t h e  d u s t  h i g h  t o  e v e r y  l e a p .

N o w  t h e  p e n t  w r a t h  c a m e  o u t ,  h i s  

f a c e  w a s . v i l e ,  c o n v u l s e d  w i t h  h a t e ,  

b u t  a l l  t h e  f e a r  w a s  n o t  o u t  o f  h i s  

e y e s .  H e  l a r d e d  h i s  w o r d s  w i t h  o b ­

s c e n i t y :

“ T h e  o l d  b u z z a r d !  T r y i n ’  t o  p i n  

a  h o o d o o  o n  m e !  T h i n k  I ’ m  g o i n ’  t o  

p u t  m y s e ’ f  i n  t h e  p l a c e  o f  t h e t  l o c o  

f o o l ,  N e d ?  T o  h e l l  w i t h  ’ e m ! ”

H e  c r o s s e d  h i m s e l f  s u p e r s t i t i o u s l y ,  

s p a t  b e t w e e n  h i s  c r o s s e d  f i n g e r s  o f  

b o t h  h a n d s  t o  a v e r t  t h e  h e c h i z a —  

t h e  e n c h a n t m e n t — t w i t c h i n g  w i t h  

n e r v o u s  f e a r  a s ,  f o r  a  m o m e n t ,  i t  

s e e m e d  t o  h i m  t h a t  t h e  s e r p e n t i n e  

b i r t h m a r k  i n s i d e  h i s  t h i g h  h a d  c o m e  

t o  l i f e — w a s  c r a w l i n g .

S u d d e n l y  h i s  m o u n t  l e a p e d  h i g h  

a n d  a s i d e ,  s h y i n g ,  s n o r t i n g .  A  d i a -  

m o n d b a c k  r a t t l e r  b a s k e d  o n  a  f l a t  

o u t c r o p  w h e r e  p r i c k l y  p e a r  t h r u s t  

t h r o u g h  t h e  w e a t h e r e d  s e a m s  o f  

s t o n e .  I t s  e y e  g l i t t e r e d .  I t  l i f t e d  a  

f l a t  h e a d ,  a n d  t h e  m u s k y  s m e l l  t h a t  

h a d  s c a r e d  t h e  p o n y  c a m e  t o  W a c o ,

H e  s p u r x * e d  d e e p ,  p l y i n g  h i s  q u i r t ,  

c u r s i n g  a s  t h e  h o r s e  r a c e d  o n  w i t h  

b l o o d y  f l a n k s  a n d  b l o o d - r e d  d i s ­

t e n d e d  n o s t r i l s .

W a c o  h a d  n o t  b e e n  t o  t h e  c o u r t ­

h o u s e .  H e  s t a y e d  p e r d i d o  i n  t h e  

c a n t i n a  o f  J o s e  P e r e z ,  d r i n k i n g  P i s c o
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brandy until the news came that Ned 
Horn was to hang.

Waco bought another flask of 
Pisco, and headed for his adobe ca­
bana, fire in his veins, drunk but 
saddle-sober. The hovel was in a 
side gulch off the canyon through 
which the highway ran. It was the 
mail route. Waco had a box nailed 
to a tree beside the road for his in­
frequent letters and frequent circu­
lars. Like all his kind, he was avid 
for advertising of that sort.

He lifted the lid, that closed with 
hasp and staple, fumbled in the lx»x, 
from the saddle. For once the box 
was empty. Waco rolled out of the 
saddle, stripped the riggingffrom the 
pony. It rolled in the dust, then 
started to forage.

Waco glanced with a leer at the 
side of the gulch. Up there, at the 
bottom of a narrow but deep rift, 
and covered with debris, was an im­
portant bit of evidence the defense 
attorney had sought in vain.

The lawyer had made the most out 
of the fact that the bullet was miss­
ing, that Ned Horn’s gun was clean, 
the cylinder filled. But there was 
proof enough that he had been on 
the spot. A killer could always clean 
and reload his weapon. The mur­
dered puncher had worked for a 
powerful and prominent outfit. Some­
body had to be hanged.

Waco reeled into the adobe shack, 
flung himself on his bunk, swigged 
from the flask of potent Pisco.

“To hell with Hank Rivers!” he 
muttered. “To hell with Nita!” Go- 
in’ to die, was he, because Ned was 
sentenced to swing? Not him. To­
morrow he’d be across the border.

T I .
The mail carrier stopped his buck- 

board at Waco’s box, put in three 
wrapped circulars. He left the latch 
free, the lid closed.

That was quite early, long before 
Waco ever thought of stirring, drunk 
nr sober.

A few' riders passed through the 
canyon at intervals. One of them 
stopped at the mailbox. When he 
left it, the latch was hasped and 
fastened by the nail attached to a 
string for that purpose.

The sun mounted above the can­
yon cliff and beat down fiercely on 
the box. Cicadas whirred. Now7 and 
then it seemed as if some of them 
had gotten into the mailbox.

Waco sat on the edge of his bunk 
at noon. There w7as intense pain m 
the left lobe of his brain. The rest 
of his skull seemed stuffed w'ith cot­
ton. He finished his aguardiente 
w i t h o u t  relief. He staggered to the 
little spring, and drank deeply. His 
horse had strayed. He stumbled 
over the rigging on his way to the 
mailbox, damning the cahallo.

The box was shoulder high, con­
venient to reach from the saddle. 
Waco did not remember setting the 
nail. He did not remember any­
thing much about yesterday save 
that Ned Horn was going to be 
hanged, that he, Waco, w7as in the 
clear, off for Mexico. There was 
money waiting for him there from 
the steers Ned Horn had helped to 
rustle.

Then he remembered Hank 
Rivers’ words. The spring water had 
seemed to revive him; now7 it seemed 
to rouse the alcohol that fumed in 
his brain. The terrific pain returned, 
dizzied him for a moment- so that 
he leaned against the tree.

Then he fumbled in the box, lift­
ing the lid.

There was the swfift and strong 
strike of a coiled body that had been 
maddened by the sun beating down 
on its prison. The living cable was 
about as big as a man’s forearm, a, 
mass of muscle. The rhombic pattern
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proclaimed the diamondback rattle­
snake. It had fifteen rattles, some 
of them broken trying to escape.

The flat head smote like a batter­
ing-ram. The fangs rose vertical, 
slightly curving, the tubes charged 
with concentrated venom.

Twice it struck, then closed its 
mouth upon Waco’s wrist. He 
screamed as the snake dangled, 
writhing, relaxed its grip, fell to the 
ground, slithered away.

Waco looked at the marks where 
the fangs had gone into the blue sur­
face veins of his inner wrist, making 
marks of a deeper blue. No blood 
showed. The poison was already in 
the blood, coagulating it, jelling it. 
Already the wrist was swelling, as 
Waco gazed at it.

Snake-branded!
Tie could feel the venom creeping 

up his arm. Hank had said he would 
die. Nita had prophesied this— the 
bnija maldita!

He was going to die! He was go­
ing to die!

And he was already dying. His 
arm was twice its normal size. So 
it looked to him.

Ned Horn had been sentenced to 
die— by the rope. He was sentenced 
to die by a far more horrible death. 
Waco had seen people die from rat­
tler venom. It was a horrible sight.

Hank Rivers had sentenced him.
As in a vision, he saw a rider com­

ing along.
Sobbing, trying to cross himself 

with his left hand, backward, m a 
devil’s signature, Waco staggered, 
slobbering to meet the horseman.

“Sam Slade found him,” the sheriff 
told Hank Rivers. “ He was in bad 
shape. Arm swole up mighty big, 
cj’ar up to the armpit. Sam slashed 
the bites— two of ’em, thar was— but

he didn’t feel like suckin’ blood from 
no greaser, least of all this hornbre. 
He got the blood to flowin’, an’ put 
on a turnikay. Eased it up once in 
a wThile. Brung him in jest livin’.

“Doc did the best he could. This 
Waco wanted a priest. An’ after the 
priest wTas through, an’ he k no wed 
he was a goner, he wanted me. 
Knowed he was bound fer hell if 
he didn’t come clean. He’d confessed 
to the padre, an’ he did likewise to 
me, an’ two good witnesses. Ned is 
free of the killin’ . Reckon he’ll have 
to face the rustlin’ charge.”

“ Give him time to think,” said 
Hank. “Waco sure got his comeup­
pance. Still livin'?”

“Died jest afore I rid over here. 
It ’s damn cur'ous, how' he died. He 
seemed to think you’d sot a hechiza 
on him, Hank.”

“Not me. It w as sot long ago. Ask 
Nita. Thet canyon is a great place 
fer rattlers. I saw one last time I 
come through thar thet sure looked 
like the gran’pap of all culebras to 
me. Might even have been the same 
one bit Waco.”

“Never heard of a snake climbin’ 
trees,” the sheriff said, “ or gettin’ 
into a closed mailbox. Thar’s some­
thing blamed peculiar about it.” 

“Sure looks like thet snake know ed 
Waco’s ways. I reckon it might have 
knowed how he liked them advertis­
in’ books the mail order houses send 
out. All Mexies do. Sheriff, I reckon 
thet snake wars plumb eddicated.”

“ I wouldn’t wonder, Hank; I 
wouldn’t wonder.”

“You ain’t worryin’ none about 
it?”

“None whatever.”
“ In that case, we might h’ist a li’l 

redeye. Congratulations to Ned, as 
it wrere.”

The sheriff raised his glass.
“The same to you,” he said.
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TOUGHS QUfLLCO  By B B G V f SCO UT
A  f a m o u s  t r a p p e r ,  s c o u t  a n d  

g u i d e ,  G e o r g e  B e l d e n ,  w a s  o n  d u t y  

a t  P o r t  C o t t o n w o o d ,  N e b r a s k a .  T h e  

s c a r c i t y  o f  o f f i c e r s  a t  t h e  p o s t ,  m a d e  

i t  n e c e s s a r y  f o r  t h e  c o m m a n d e r  t o  

d e t a i l  B e l d e n ,  w i t h  t h i r t y  I n d i a n  s o l ­

d i e r s ,  t o  g a r r i s o n  t h e  r a n c h  o f  a n  a b ­

s e n t  o w n e r ,  J a c k  M o r r o w .  O n  a r ­

r i v i n g  a t  t h e  r a n c h ,  t w e l v e  m i l e s  

w e s t  o f  t h e  f o r t ,  B e l d e n  f o u n d  a  

p a r t y  o f  t o u g h  c h a r a c t e r s  e n c a m p e d  

i n  f r o n t  o f  t h e  h o u s e .  T h e  I n d i a n  

s o l d i e r s  w e r e  a s l e e p  i n  t h e  b i g  w a g ­

o n s ,  s o ,  a f t e r  t e l l i n g  t h e  d r i v e r s  t o  

h a l t  t h e i r  t e a m s ,  h e  a w o k e  t h e  I n ­

d i a n s  q u i e t l y .  H e  t o l d  t h e m  t h a t  

t h e r e  m i g h t  b e  t r o u b l e ,  a n d  t o  b e  

r e a d y  t o  r u s h  o u t  i f  h e  s h o u l d  g i v e  

t h e  s i g n a l .

T h r e e  f i r e s  w e r e  b u r n i n g  a n d  t h e  

i n t r u d e r s  w e r e  s e a t e d  a r o u n d  t h e m .  

E a c h  o n e  w a s  p r o v i d e d  w i t h  a  p a i r  

o f  r e v o l v e r s  a n d  a  k n i f e ,  a n d  a l l  w e r e  

e n j o y i n g  a  s u p p e r  o f  b a c o n ,  f l a p -  

j a c k s ,  a n d  c o f f e e .  B e l d e n  r o d e  f o r ­

w a r d  a n d  h a i l e d  t h e m .  D i s m o u n t ­

i n g ,  h e  a s k e d  w h a t  p a r t y  t h e y  w e r e .  

T h e y  s a i d  t h e y  w e r e  w o o d  h a u l e r s ,  

t a k i n g  b u i l d i n g  l o g s  d o w n  t h e  r o a d .  

T h e n  B e l d e n  t o l d  t h e m  w h o  h e  w a s ,  

a n d  s a i d  t h a t  t h i s  . w a s  t h e  e n d  o f  

h i s  j o u r n e y ,  a n d  h e  w o u l d  s t a y  t h e r e .

T h e  t o u g h s  m u t t e r e d  t h a t  t h e y  

h a d  n o  r o o m  f o r  a n y  m e n ,  o r  f o r  

$ j t o c k .  T h a t  t h e y  h a d  c o m e  h e r e  t o  

s t a y ,  a n d  n o  o n e  c o u l d  p u t  t h e m  

o u t .  T h e y  w a r n e d  h i m  t h a t  h e  a n d  

h i s  t w o  d r i v e r s  h a d  b e t t e r  m o v e  o n ,  

o r  t h e y  w o u l d  s o o n  m a k e  t h e m .  A t  

t h i s ,  B e l d e n  o r d e r e d  h i s  m e n  t o  u n ­

h a r n e s s  t h e  w a g o n s ,  a n d  p u t  t h e i r  

t e a m s  i n  t h e  s t a b l e .

T h i s  w a s  m e t  w i t h  a  p r o f a n e  p r o ­

t e s t .  A  b u n c h  o f  t h e  w o o d  h a u l e r s  

r u s h e d  t o  t h e  s t a b l e  a n d  b l o c k e d  t h e  

d o o r ,  a n d  o n e  o f  t h e m  s h o u t e d ,  “ T h e  

f i r s t  m a n  t h a t  t r i e s  t o  p u t  a  m u l e  

i n  t h i s  s t a b l e ,  w i l l  b e  f i x e d  f o r  g o o d , . ”  

T h e  o t h e r  m e n  b e g a n  m i l l i n g  a r o u n d  

a n d  m u t t e r i n g  t h r e a t s .  S u d d e n l y ,  

t h e  o n e  w h o  s e e m e d  t o  b e  t h e  l e a d e r ,  

d r e w  h i s  g u n .  A t  t h i s ,  B e l d e n  

s h o u t e d  i n  t h e  I n d i a n  l a n g u a g e ,  

“ T u r n  o u t !  T u r n  o u t ! ”

T h e  s o l d i e r s  j u m p e d  f r o m  t h e  c a n ­

v a s - c o v e r e d  w a g o n s ,  y e l l i n g  l i k e  

d e m o n s ,  a n d  b r a n d i s h i n g  t h e i r  c a r ­

b i n e s  a n d  r e v o l v e r s .  T h e  w o o d  

h a u l e r s  s t o p p e d  i n  t h e i r  t r a c k s  f o r  a  

f e w  s e c o n d s ;  t h e n ,  t h i n k i n g  t h e  I n ­

d i a n  s o l d i e r s  w e r e  h o s t i l e  s a v a g e s ,  

a l l  s e t  r e a d y  t o  s c a l p  t h e m ,  t h e y  

s t a r t e d  t o  r u n .  B u t  B e l d e n  c a l l e d  

t h e m  b a c k ,  a s s u r i n g  t h e m  t h a t  t h e y  

w o u l d n ’ t  b e  h u r t ,  p r o v i d e d  t h e y  b e ­

h a v e d  t h e m s e l v e s .  N o t  a n o t h e r  

w o r d  w a s  s p o k e n  w h i l e  t h e  I n d i a n s  

l e d  t h e  m u l e s  i n t o  t h e  s t a b l e .

T h e n  t h e  r o u g h s  c h a n g e d  t h e i r  

t u n e ,  a n d  t r i e d  t o  l a u g h  o f f  t h e  w h o l e  

m a t t e r  a s  a  g o o d  j o k e .  T h e y  s a i d  

t h e y  k n e w  a l l  t h e  t i m e  t h a t  t h e  w a g ­

o n s  w e r e  f i l l e d  w i t h  s o l d i e r s ,  a n d  t h e y  

o n l y  w a n t e d  t o  f i n d  o u t  i f  t h e  o f f i c e r  

h a d  n e r v e .

T h e  f o l l o w i n g  m o r n i n g  a t  d a y ­

b r e a k ,  t h e y  w e n t  o f f ,  b u t  n o t  b e f o r e  

B e l d e n  h a d  s e c u r e d  t h e  n a m e s  o f  

t h e  l e a d e r s  o f  t h e  g a n g .  A n  e x a m i n a ­

t i o n  o f  t h e  r a n c h h o u s e  s h o w e d  t h a t ,  

d u r i n g  t h e i r  s t a y  t h e r e ,  i t  h a d  b e e n  

d a m a g e d  a s  m u c h  a s  i f  a n  a r m y  h a d  

o c c u p i e d  i t  f o r  s i x  m o n t h s .
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While Omaha was brought into
T H E  I N D I A N  C A M P ,  J O A N N A  A N D  

A B I G A I L  E S C A P E D  F R O M T H E R E - - A T  

P R E S E N T  T H E T  A R E  B E I N G  P U R S U E D  B Y  

A  B A N D  O F T H E  I N D I A N S - -  / — ~

/  THEY’VE GOT ^ ^ 7 "
( OMAHA - IF l'D KNOWN TTTTx

T H A T -------

S uddenly a  counted man
BLOCKED THEIR. WAY-—  •

"CHEROKEE ! "GA5PSD JOANNA-
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W h a t  B a c h  W a s  N e e d i n '
by ARTHUR L. RAFTER

D e e r  B o s s :  O u t  h e r e  o n  t h e  m e s a  r a n g e ,

I t ’ s  p e a c e f u l  a n ’  a w f u l  s t i l l .

I ’ m  s e n d i n ’  a  n o t e  l i k e  y u h  t o l d  m e  t o ,

B y  t h e  F o r e s t  R a n g e r  t h a t  p a s s e s  t h r o u g h ;  

A n ’ h e ’ s  j e s t  c o m e  o v e r  t h e  h i l l .

R i g h t  a f t e r  I  c o m e ,  a  g r i z z l y  b e a r  

B u s t s  i n t o  t h e  h u t  o n e  n i g h t .

H e  s t o o d  ’ t w i x t  m e  a n ’  t h e  c a b i n  d o o r ,

B u t  I  h a d  g o o d  l u c k  w i t h  m y  . 4 4 ,

A n ’  k i l l e d  h i m  a f t e r  a  f i g h t .

T h e  g r e a s e r  w a d d y  w a s  s c a i r t  t o  d e a t h .

N e x ’  d a y  h e  t o o k  h i m  w i n g s ,

W i t h  m y  o n e  g o o d  r i f l e  a n ’  t h i n g s  t o  s m o k e ,  

A n ’  d u d s  a n ’  m o n e y ,  a n ’  l e f t  m e  b r o k e ,

S o  I ’ m  n e e d i n ’  a l l  t h e m  t h i n g s .

I  a i n ’ t  b e e n  u s i n ’  m y  b u n k  a t  a l l ,

G o t  n o  m o r e  g u t s  t h a n  a  s h e e p .

I  t i e  m y s e l f  h i g h  u p  i n  a  t r e e ,

F o r  f e a r  t h e  m a t e  w i l l  c o m e  l o o k i n ’  f o r  m e ,  

A n ’  I ’ m  n e e d i n ’  a  p i l e  o f  s l e e p .

I f  I  w o n ’ t  b e  l e a v i n ’  t i l l  l a t e  n e x ’  f a l l ,

’ F o r e  s n o w  b l o c k s  u p  t h e  t r a i l s ,

I  g o t  t o  b e  m a k i n ’  t h e  s h a n t y  s t r o n g ,

F o r  I  c a n ’ t  b e  r o o s t i n ’  i n  t r e e s  t o o  l o n g ,

S o  I ’ m  n e e d i n ’  a  a x  a n ’  n a i l s .

T h e  t o p  g o t  b r o k e  o n  t h e  s u g a r  t i n ,

A n ’  i t ’ s  f u l l  o f  b u g s  a n ’  a n t s .

I ’ m  n e e d i n ’  t h a t ,  a n ’  a n o t h e r  s u i t ,

S i n c e  m i n e  g o t  t o r e  w h e n  I  f i t  t h a t  b r u t e ,

B u t  m o s t l y  I ’ m  n e e d i n ’  p a n t s .

T h e  h o s s  y u h  g i v e  m e  w a s  o l d  a n ’  s i c k ,

A n ’  t h e  p o r e  o l d  c r o w b a i t  d i e d .

I  a i n ’ t  n o  h a n d  f o r  w a l k i n ’ ,  b o s s ,

A n ’  I  s h o r e  a m  n e e d i n ’  a n o t h e r  h o s s ,

Y o r e ’ s  t r o o l y ,  B u c k  M c B r i d e .

P .  S . — I  n e a r l y  f o r g o t  i t ,  b o s s ,

A n ’  I ’ m  t h i n k i n ’  y u h ’ l l  w a n t  t o  k n o w .

T h e  c o w s  l i t  o u t  w h e n  t h e y  s m e l t  t h a t  b e a r ,  

A n ’  I  a i n ’ t  s e e n  n o n e  o f  t h e m ,  h i d e  n o r  h a i r ,  

S o  I ’ m  n e e d i n ’  a n o t h e r  h e r d .
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Unknown to one another, each seething with hatred 
— Death hovering harshly— brother faces brother!
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T h e  S t o r y  S o  F a r :

In the blasting heat of tlie Whetstones
BOSS LINSTROM and his killer band 

wait for news of the Hurley's wagon train. 
Boss Linstrom has information that the 
Hurleys arc transporting a load of gold 
back East with them. With Linstrom are:

HACK DONNELL, his right-hand man,
STUD WORDENE, a gambler and vi­

cious killer, and
CUFF MURMAN, a hard-mouthed gun­

man who plans to buy out a cattle outfit 
lie has already partially despoiled.

As they wait, each man plans howr fur­
ther to enrich himself with the gold they 
are determined to take from the Hurleys. 
Their thoughts are broken by the arrival of

JIM CARNEY, the scout whom Lin­
strom has sent to town and who warns 
them that the Hurleys are already almost 
abreast of the band. Linstrom instructs, 
-his gunnies to kill the entire family in cold 
blood.

This cold-blooded plan is too brutal for 
Carney who revolts against it. Linstrom 
shoots him down, and the killers take up 
vantage points from which to watch the 
trail.

The Hurleys arrive, find Carney bleed­
ing' to death. They attempt to save him, 
but he dies.as he tries to warn them of 
Linstrom’s plot.

Linstrom and his gang descend on the 
Hurleys. Without mercy they kill Tom 
Hurley, the father, and Martha Hurley, 
the mother of

BLAIZE HURLEY. and his younger 
brother

CUB HURLEY, who is more puzzled 
and frightened than aware of the great 
tragedy that has befallen the family.

Thinking the entire company slain, Lin­
strom and his killers start a search through 
the wagons for the hidden gold. Stud 
Wordene climbs over a wagon tail gate, 
only to be shot in the hand by young 
Blaize, who runs to the hills, but who is 
shot down by Boss Linstrom.

The gang then search furiously for the 
bullion when the baby. Cub Hurley, climbs 
in view and asks for his dead mother and 
father. Linstrom tries to kill the infant, 
but Wordene stops him. The latter plans 
to bring up the child himself and make 
him pay for Blaize’s crippling shot that 
has ruined Wordene’s right hand.

Meanwhile, Blaize, old enough to know 
the vastness of the tragedy , has recovered 
consciousness and vowed to chase down

the slayers of his family, slayers of whom 
he has heard only one called by name. 
This is Stud Wordene.

As he makes this vow, a band of Apaches 
swoop down on him, and Blaize is cap­
tured bv the leading horseman,

CHIEF TAMANMO. The Indians re­
turn to inspect the wagon train when sol­
diers appear and shoot at the redskins de­
spite Blaize’s shouted pleas that bad whites 
were responsible. Tamanmo directs his 
warriors to flee, which they do, taking 
Blaize with them— but not before the In­
dians have realized that whoever killed the 
Hurleys have planted A p a c h e  arro iv s ,  in 
the pitiful bodies,

CHAPTER VI.
FLIGHT TO NOWHERE.

T he minutes that followed were 
like hours to Blaize Hurley’s tor­
tured brain. The jarring(thud of the 
horse’s hoofs sent blinding waves of 
pain through his head. He tried to 
hang onto his flagging senses, but it 
seemed the pounding hoofs loosed a 
curtain that tumbled like a red mist 
over his eyes.

After that, things were blurry and 
unreal, a jumble of drumming hoofs, 
crashing guns, and yelling voices. 
Once he heard an Indian’s shrill 
scream that seemed to pierce his ear­
drums, then that sound was lost to 
him. He knew fear; it was a cold, 
gnawing, deep-set something that in­
termingled with the black clouds of 
hatred that neither pain nor anguish 
could blot from his brain.

Hazy pictures flickered across his 
mind with poignant clearness, bring­
ing a sob that* racked his slender 
body— his father's blood-flecked lips 
working as he sank to the floor of 
the wagon— his mother’s ashes face 
as leaden death tore through her 
breast, the terror in her low cry, “ M y  
sons! Oh, my sons!”— little Cub, 
not understanding, whimpering as he 
tugged at the skirts of his mother 
who no longer could answer his cry.

And through all this, Blaize knew

\
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that the rattle of gunfire behind 
them had gradually dwindling off 
into the distance. But the speed of 
the horse that carried him didn’t 
lessen. It seemed to increase, to his 
feverish brain. Arid stretches of cac­
tus and sage flashed by, dimmed and 
distorted by his blurry vision. The 
heat of the air was choking to his 
lungs. Then came fields of sun- 
bleached boulders, looming gray cliff 
walls. In time the air thinned, tak­
ing on a chill that seemed to dull 
somewhat the pain inside his head.

Then, almost abruptly, the rock­
ing motion that had jarred him, 
ended, and he knew the horse that 
carried him had halted its wild run. 
Silence came. He pried his aching 
eyes open, looked up to see the 
blurry image of Tamanmo’s impas­
sive face close before him. He 
looked around dazedly, saw upflung, 
craggy peaks on all sides of him. 
The trail swooped sickeningly from 
the feet of the blowing horse, pitch­
ing downward to the floor of a nar­
row, rock-walled canyon that gave 
dim view to the gray of sage and the 
green stretches of grasses along a 
slender ribbon of water the high sun 
changed to molten silver. The 
chief’s finger pointed into the depths 
of the canyon, and Blaize heard the 
rumble of his voice.

“ Here we will hide and make our 
village, my son.”

Blaize’s eyes drifted back to the 
chief’s. “ The soldiers will never find 
your people now— not here,”  he said 
weakly.

Tamanino spoke wearily, “ M y 
son does not know the white soldier. 
Some day they will find us. Always 
the white man comes to drive the 
Indian from his home.”

“ But your men,”  Blaize said halt­
ingly. “ Your warriors, they’re gone!”

Tamanmo nodded, bitterness 
crossing his stern face. “ Some have

gone ahead to warn our women and 
bring them here. Others have gone 
back to take the war trail. Many 
of my people will die, for the white 
soldiers are many. Tamanmo has 
lived long, and he has seen the white 
men grow from few to many. It is 
bad for Tamanmo’s people. Bad.”

“ But it’s not right,”  Blaize cried 
out. “ You didn’t do it. I tried to 
tell them, but they wouldn’t listen!”

A slow, patient smile creased the 
old chief’s dark face. It was like a 
mask of bronze, his face, brooding, 
bitter. “ Many things the white men 
have done to the Indian have not 
been right. They have taken our 
hunting grounds, killed our women 
and children. For many moons this 
has happened. Today again they 
have brought us war, and we want 
only peace.”

That black, blinding wave of 
hatred rushed like liquid flame 
through young Blaize Hurley’s veins. 
Four white men had done this to 
these Indians; the same four men 
had done even more to him. He 
hadn’t got a clear view of them, 
but he had heard one of them named. 
“W or d en e!” And that name had 
been etched in his memory by the 
red fires of murder.

“ They killed my mother and fa­
ther and brother,” he said in a bro­
ken whisper. Sobs rose in his throat, 
but he bit them back. “ Four men 
— white men— did that. But some 
day I ’ll find them. Some day— ”

The chief nodded slowly, his dark 
eyes mirroring the bitterness that 
brooded within him. “ My people 
will hide here, and the white boy 
will be my son. He will make a 
great chief, a great warrior among 
Tamanmo’s people. Tamanmo has 
lived long, and he sees many moons 
ahead. Tamanmo’s people cannot 
fight the white man. But my son 
is white. Tamanmo will teach his
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white son the war trails of the In­
dian. He will get his white friends 
to teach him of guns. Yes, some 
day my son will find the men who 
did this. And then he will fight.”

CHAPTER VII.
COLT EM PIRE.

T HE passing of five years had made 
many changes in the town of 

Brasher. Boss Linstrom rocked back 
in his chair on the porch of his office, 
and surveyed them with grim satis­
faction. Directly across the wide, 
rutty street was the Brasher bank. 
He smiled faintly— his bank! His 
glance traveled down the street from 
the bank to Stud Wordene’s Gold 
Spot Emporium, a huge, false- 
fronted building that even at this 
afternoon hour showed signs of a 
thriving business. And Stud Wor- 
dcne took his orders.

At the far end of town the ship­
ping pens were cTbgged with bawling 
cattle Cuff Murman had driven in 
from his giant Circle CM spread. 
Linstrom’s smile broadened. His 
fourth interest in Murman’s spread 
was a small fortune in itself.

Nearer at hand, his attention was 
caught by three men stepping from 
the squat, dobe-walled jail office. 
Cuff Murman strode in the lead, a 
thickset, stolid man, with pale, 
shifty eyes and twitching lips. At 
one side, Stud Wordene paced in 
long, smooth strides, his narrow fea­
tures as blank of expression as his 
dark eyes.

The third man was Hack Donnell, 
moving across the street with the 
other two in jerky, uneven strides. 
Linstrom reflected that even the 
sheriff’s badge pinned on Donnell’s 
shirt front had failed to rob the 
runty gunman of his habitual wari­
ness. And as Linstrom watched the 
sun glinting from the polished sur­

face of the badge, a chuckle rumbled 
in his throat. Even the law here in 
Brasher belonged to him.

Linstrom shoved out of his chair, 
as the three men strode up the porch 
steps. He motioned toward the open 
door behind him, then followed them 
into the room, closing the door be­
hind him. He crossed the room to 
his desk and dropped heavily into 
his swivel chair, the satisfied grin 
still clinging to his thick lips, as his 
glance ran over the three men.

“ I reckon you-all know what day 
this is,”  he said at length.

Cuff Murman’s pale eyes blinked 
nervously, and his lips tightened. 
Hack Donnell chuckled and said 
nothing. Only in the burning glance 
Stud Wordene cast toward his bul­
let-twisted left hand, did the gam­
bler show that he had heard.

“ I reckon,”  he answered tone- 
lessiy. He lifted his left hand. A 
bullet scar ranged along its back, 
and his fingers were stiff, bony 
talons. “ Five years ago today that 
damned Hurley kid— ” He broke 
off abruptly. “ I reckon we know, 
Boss.”

Linstrom laughed shortly. “ That 
gold we got put us a long way,”  he 
rumbled, a hard note rising in his 
voice. “ We own the whole blamed 
county. Murman’s got the only cow 
outfit to speak of. Wordene gets all 
the saloon business. Donneli is the 
law, an’ I own the bank. But all 
that is just the start.”

The three men leaned forward, 
faces tensing, eyes going bright and 
hard. Linstrom picked a paper from 
the top of his desk, chuckling.

“ This came from Washington to­
day. Wordene, how’d yuh like to sell 
liquor to them Injuns in the reserva­
tion the government is settin’ up in 
the Chiricahuas?”

Stud Wordene chuckled tone- 
lessly. “ That might mean a nice
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cliunk of cash— if we could get it,” 
he said seratchily.

“ We can,” Linstrom ripped out. 
“ M urman, bow’d you like to sell the 
government cattle at top price an’ 
then deliver only half of them?” 

The cowman’s shifty eyes blinked 
rapidly, his lips twitching into a 
faint smile. “ Boss, that’s the way 
] like to do business,” he growled.

Hack Donnell leaned forward in 
his chair, eagerness in every line of 
his pinched face. His words came on 
the heels of a hoarse oath. “ Boss.

yuh tryin' to say we could do all 
that— an’ get away with it?”

Boss Linstrom’s lips twisted into 
a broad grin, and he waved the pa­
per in his hand. “ With me agent 
for the reservation, that won't be 
half of it,” he ground out. “An’ 
that’s what this paper is— my ap­
pointment. Mtirman, you an’ Wor- 
dene can do like I said. I ’ll cut their 
rations in half an’ we’ll clean up big. 
Them Injuns have been gettin’ along 
too damn easy anyhow.” He chuck­
led meaningly. “They massacred
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the Hurley wagon train five years 
ago, didn’t they?”

The nervous twiching returned to 
Cuff Murman’s flat lips. “ Boss, that 
sounds good,” he broke in hoarsely. 
“ But we don’t want to take no risk.”

Linstrom laughed with a harsh 
lack of humor. “ Risk?" he brayed. 
“ Murman, you always did want to 
crawl around an hour before yuh 
jumped. This ain’t no risk. I ’m 
agent for the reservation, ain’t I? 
An’ Haclc Donnell is the law. Let 
them Injuns get proddv, an’ Don­
nell will throw ’em in jail. Shore, 
an’ we’ll collect court charges to 
boot!”

Then from the street outside, came 
the drumming beat of a horse’s hoofs. 
Boss Linstrom jerked” to his feet, 
sending his chair skidding into the 
wall behind him as he straightened 
to stare out the front window. Then 
his eyes whipped back to fasten on 
Cuff Murman’s square face.

“ It's Jake Piell!" he jarred ou t.’  
“ Murman, you been havin’ trouble 
with him again?”

A  shadow of gray struck the cow­
man’s blocky face, and he nodded 
jerkily. “We got to shut him up for 
good, Boss,” he said harshly. “He— ”

Then the door of the office banged 
open, framing a tall, stoop-shoul­
dered man against the glare of the 
sun outside. He halted there, rock­
ing slightly on wide-spread legs, 
work-hardened hands clenching and 
unclenching at his side as his bitter 
stare flashed over the room. Then 
his eyes fastened on Cuff Murman, 
and he cursed hoarsely.

“ MurmanT I been lookin’ for 
you!” he ground out. “You dirty, 
rustlin’ polecat! Don’t you own 
enough of this county without rob- 
bin' us little ranchers? We have 
hard enough a time lookin' after our 
families without havin’ the few cat­
tle we got rustled from us.”

•
Cuff Murman jerked to his feet as 

if driven, the gray on his face dark­
ening under the rush of hot blood. 
His voice came in a roar of flaring 
anger.

“ Piell, you got gall, bracin’ me 
with that kind of talk,” he ripped 
out. “ I warned you once, an’ I 
won't tell you twice.”

The rancher in the doorway 
laughed in ringing bitterness. 
“ Shore, -yuh warned me!” he lashed 
back. “ Yuh warned me if I ever 
saw any more of my cattle you’d 
rustled to keep my mouth shut or 
yuh’d kill me. Well, kill me, damn 
yuh! Yuh could do it, you gun 
slick! You’ll have to kill me, pole­
cat, to keep me shut up any longer. 
You’ve got forty head of my stock 
in the shipping pens. I want them 
back, rustler, or by thunder— ” 

“ Careful, Piell!” The soft, 
scratchy words came from Hack 
Donnell, drifting in from one side, 
both bony hands just above the 
butts of his guns in deadly poise. 
“ If you’ ve got any bellyache to 
make, make it to the law.”

Jake Piell’s pale lips twisted in
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scorn and .bitterness. “ An* the law 
is you!” he jerked out. “You’re 
workin’ under Linstrom the same as 
Murman. You an’ yore law smell 
as skunky as the rest ot' the polecats 
yuh run with.”

The low, purring oath that ripped 
from Hack Donnell s bloodless lips 
was deadly, forwarning of what was 
to come. Jake Piell read the killer 
sign. His leathery face paled, and 
fear flooded his eyes, but it was a 
brave man’s fear. He didn’t flinch. 
He knew death was reaching down 
for him, and he tensed to meet it, 
gnarled right hand stiffening for the 
gun grab he knew he would never 
live to complete.

“ Resistin’ the law, huh?” Hack 
Donnell snarled tauntingly. And 
then his slender hands flashed down­
ward.

Jake Piell tried to claw out his 
guns, but he didn't have a chance. 
Nor did Hack Donnell's twin Colts 
crash in flame and smoke as they 
scraped clear of leather in blurry 
speed, for Stud Wordene was already 
in movement. There was something 
of a huge cat in his swift, gliding 
stride that carried him dose to the 
ranchman. His twisted talon of a 
left hand shot out to gouge viciously 
into Pied's eyes, and at the same 
time his right fist clubbed out to 
land with all the force of his hard- 
packed body in the rancher’s middle. 
Piell stumbled backward, pain con­
torting his ashen face, and Wordene 
followed bleakly, balled right fist 
hammering, slashing, jabbing.

Then Piell’s boots tripped down 
the porch steps, sending him sprawl­
ing into the dust of the street. Some­
where down the street a man yelled 
excitedly, and boots thudded as 
townsmen ran up. Stud Wordene 
saw them from the corner of his eye, 
and a thin smile touched his lips.

For a moment Jake Pied only lav 
where he had fallen, laboring for 
breath that had been shocked from 
his body by the gambler’s hammer­
ing fists. Sight returned to the eyes 
that had been gouged by Wordene’s 
fingers, as strength filtered back into 
his body. He climbed slowly to his 
feet, face the gray of ash, drawn lips 
working bitterly.

“ I ’ll kill you for that, Wordene,” 
he jerked out hoarsely. “ You dirty 
card slick— "

Then Hack Donned was striding 
forward, bony hands brushing bol­
stered guns. “ Y’ou won’t kid no­
body, mister.” the lawman scratched 
out. “ It’s the jail house for you.”

Back in Linstrom’s office, Stud 
Wordene stood on wide-planted 
legs, a brooding light in his dark 
eyes. Cuff Murman had dropped 
back into his chair, and was cursing 
in a low monotone. Boss Linstrom 
paced the floor in long, stiff strides, 
then abruptly whipped around to 
face the gambler.

“ Wordene, are you loco?” he 
growled harshly. “ Hack can’t keep 
Pied locked up forever, an’ lie may 
raise ad hell when he gets out with 
his loud talk. He knows too much. 
If you hadn't horned in, Donned 
would have— ”

Stud Wordene broke in tonelessly, 
a cold smile on his thin lips. “Gmi­
nin’ Jake Pied is a job I want, Boss,” 
he said with dark meaning. “ It’d be 
self-defense, won’t it? He threat­
ened me, an’ half the town heard.”

Cuff Murman pushed half out of 
his chair, lips going flat and hard. 
“ You?” he jerked ^>ut. “ You gun 
Jake Pied? W hy?”

Stud Wordene chuckled with 
bleak humor. “ Hack knows why,” 
he drawled broodingly. “ He’ll turn 
Piell loose an’ I ’ll do the rest. I  got 
me a kid to bring up, ain’t I?” Ugly
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lights glinted in his dark eyes as he 
stared at his talonlike left hand. “ I 
swore I ’d twist that kid just like his 
brother’s bullet twisted this hand, 
an’ today Ring Lacey gets his first 
lesson in killin’ a man!”

C H A P TE R  V III.
M AK IN G  A KILLER.

PO M EW H ER E in the depths of 
«  Cub Hurley’s memory there was 
the recollection of a mother and fa­
ther that neither work nor the hard 
training of Stud Wordene had made 
him forget. It was like a dream at 
times, a shadowy picture his young 
mind could not grasp.

And Stud Wordene had never tried 
to erase that memory from the boy’s 
mind. Instead he played upon it, 
using it as a wedge to knot and twist 
the slender twig he was trying to 
shape.

‘‘Shore, yuh had a mother an’ 
dad,” he had told the boy time and 
again. “Yore mother gave yuh that 
locket yuh wear. She was my sis­
ter. Everybody sneered at her an’ 
insulted her because she worked in a 
dance hall an’ her husband was a 
gambler. That’s what killed yore 
mother, Ring.”

The boy Stud Wordene had 
named Ring Lacey had found it hard 
to understand this.

“ Yore dad,” Stud Wordene had 
followed up, “ was killed by a 
puncher he’d caught cheating in a 
card game. He started to walk 
away, an’ the puncher plugged him 
in the back. Don’t ever make the 
mistake yore dad made, Ring. 
Throw yore gun first, an’ talk later.”

Ring Lacey’s eyes had widened. 
“ You mean— if a boy said something 
bad to me I should hit him first?”

“ Hit him with anything yuh get 
yore hands on, a rock, club, any­
thing. He’ll do the same to you if 
yuh don’t get him first.”
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“ But the other boys I see playing 
together don’t fight. You never let 
me play with them, uncle.”

There was a surprising softness in 
Stud Wordene’s voice when he spoke 
to the boy. He knew it would take 
more than words to keep the seeds 
he had planted in Ring Lacey’s mind 
growing.

“ I tried to keep this away from 
yuh,”  he had said, “ but you’ll have 
to see for yoreself. Go on out an’ 
see what happens when yuh try to 
play with the other boys.”

There had been eagerness in Ring 
Lacey’s young face as he ran out of 
the saloon. And minutes later he 
had returned, sobbing.

“ They wouldn’t play with me,”  he 
had cried. “ They only laughed at 
me, called me names.”

And Stud Wordene, who had seen 
this coming and had paid the boys 
in the Street for what they had said, 
smiled inwardly. The seeds he had 
planted had found root. It would 
be a long, slow job, but when he was 
through with Ring Lacey— he 
glanced at his bullet-twisted left 
hand. He would make Ring Lacey 
like that.

Bleak lights were smoldering in 
Stud Wordene’s eyes when he re­
turned to the Gold Spot from Lin- 
strom’s office. Boss Linstrom pushed 
through the bat-wing doors behind 
him, and they halted just inside the 
room.

Across the room Ring Lacey 
worked behind the bar, washing 
glasses and mugs with slender hands 
that were red from the heat of the 
water. He was a stripling youth at 
ten years, with skin that matched 
the pallor of the gambler who 
watched him.

Directly across the bar from the 
boy, a bleary-eyed, whiskey-flushed 
puncher was yelling for a drink.

Wordene’s eyes narrowed, brighten­
ing, as he saw the barkeep slide a 
bottle toward the puncher. He saw 
the puncher’s hand move out un­
steadily toward the bottle. He 
missed the bottle, knocked a mug 
of hot water out of the boy’s hand. 
He jerked his hand back, temper 
blazing.

“ Yuh clumsy young squirt!”  he 
yelled. “ Knock my hand when I 
reach for a drink, will yuh? Slosh 
hot water on me, huh?”

He cursed hoarsely, whipped the 
back of his hand in a vicious slap 
across the boy’s mouth.

For an instant the boy shrank 
back, the raw red imprints of the 
puncher’s fingers standing out 
against the white of his face. Then 
abruptly something snapped within 
him. He snatched up a heavy mug, 
jerked it back to hurl it at the 
drunken puncher.

“ You low-down, dirty— ” Then 
as swiftly as his anger had flamed 
it was gone. He lowered the mug, 
bruised lips quivering slightly.

“ I . . . I ’m sorry,” he said halt­
ingly.

In three long strides, Stud Wor­
dene was across the room. “ Ring!” 
he yelled, then as the boy looked 
around, startled, he caught the 
puncher by the shoulder, jerked him 
viciously around. His twisted left 
hand slashed out, raked back sav­
agely, bringing flecks of blood to the 
puncher’s lips. Behind him, Ring 
Lacey’s voice screamed out.

“ Don’t, uncle! He didn’t know. 
He’s drunk!”

But there was no stopping Stud 
Wordene. Murder lust blazed in his 
muddy eyes, and the taunt of death 
was in the curl of his thin lips. Stark 
realization of what was coming 
struck deep into the puncher. His 
flushed face drained to the pale of 
ash, and fear flooded his bloodshot
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eves. He rocked forward, trying to 
focus bleary eyes.

“ I ’m goin’ to kill you, mister!” 
Stud Wordene snarled.

The puncher’s hand started gun- 
ward, but his move was fumbly, awk­
ward. Stud Wordene laughed in 
piercing fury. Ring Lacey would 
get his lesson in killing today— not 
one, but two! Then his right hand 
slashed downward in smooth, deadly 
speed. But even as his gun flashed 
upward, a slender figure hurled 
through the air between him and the 
puncher.

“ Uncle, don't!”
Ring Lacey's slight body carried 

the driving impact of his leap from 
the top of the bar as he struck the 
puncher. The man stumbled around 
drunkenly, tripped, then sprawled to 
the floor in a limp heap. But the 
boy landed on his feet, facing the 
drawn gun of the gambler, his small 
face white and set.

“ Don’t, uncle!” he cried out. “He 
didn’t hurt me. He was drunk. He 
didn't know what he was doing. 
Don't kill him!"

For an nistant the full force of 
Stud Wordene’s hatred drove 
through him like liquid fire. His 
narrow face darkened, his knuckles 
went white around the butt of his 
gun. This twig he had worked five 
years to twist had snapped straight. 
An oath snarled upward in his 
throat, but he locked it behind tight- 
pressed lips. Then a subtle, even 
more deadly change swept over him. 
The twig had snapped straight, but 
he would twist it, knot it if it took 
five more years, if it took a lifetime. 
Then the stiffness left his lips, and 
he forced the fury out of his eyes.

“ He hit yuh, and yuh re ready to 
let it drop,” he said with surprising 
softness. ’ ‘If that's the way yuh 
want it, Ring, O. K . I reckon if a 
gent tried to plug me in the back

the way yore dad was plugged, yuh’d 
be willing to forget it just as quick.”  

The boy’s eyes misted, and a 
beaten, almost hungry light crept 
into them. “ No, uncle,” he sobbed 
out. “ If a man did that, I ’d . . .  I  
don’t know. I don’t want to kill. I . . .  
I just want to be like other boys.”

The gambler's dark, burning eyes 
were on the boy’s back, as he went 
around the end of the bar to the 
tub of hot water. Boss Linstrom 
drifted up to Wordene’s side, his 
blockv jaw hard, ugly lights glint­
ing in his pale eyes.

“ I t ’ll never work, what yuhre try- 
in’ to do,” Linstrom said in low 
harshness. “ We got to get rid of 
that kid. When he grows up, he 
could raise all hell with what he'll 
know about us.”

Then the rapid thud of heavy 
boots sounded along the boardwalk 
along the front of the saloon. Lin­
strom’s cold eyes narrowed, then he 
turned and moved swiftly through 
a doorway into a side room.

Wordene swung back to the bar, 
a faint smile frozen on his thin lips, 
as he waited. The boots thudded 
closer, then he heard the bat-wing
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doors slap open behind him. Through 
the mirror in front of him, he saw 
Jake Piell just inside the room, his 
stooped body swaying slightly on 
wide-spread legs. Then the ranch­
er’s harsh voice broke out jarringly. 

“ Wordene, I ’m goin’ to kill you!” 
The gambler whirled with smooth, 

catlike speed, his smile changing to 
the mocking uptwist of thinned lips. 
Jake Piell’s leathery face was a mask 
of bitterness, his hard lips jerking 
under the lash of violent emotions. 
He knew he was facing death; he 
knew he couldn’t match the gambler 
before him in gun speed, but that 
didn’t stop him.

“ Hear me, yuh card-slick polecat!” 
he yelled. “ I ’m killin’ you, or I ’ll die 
tryin’ . I ’ve had enough raw deals 
by you an’ yore tribe crammed down 
my throat. I ’ve crawled because I 
got a wife an’ kids to look after, but 
they’d rather see me dead than yella 
like every other honest man around 
here. Pull yore gun, damn yuh!” 

Stud Wordene laughed sneeringly. 
“ Yuh’re loco!”  he said harshly.

“ I said draw, damn yuh!” 
Wordene’s right hand started 

downward as if toward his gun, then 
he spun, swinging his back on the 
rancher. But bitter rage had drawn 
Jake Piell’s nerves beyond control. 
They snapped. With an oath, he 
clawed out his gun, swinging it up in 
savage fury.

Behind the bar, Ring Lacey 
screamed in shrill terror. “ Look out, 
uncle! Behind yuh— ”

Stud Wordene waited until a split 
second before the roar of the Colt 
sounded behind him, then he spun 
on whirling heels. His long-fingered 
right hand moved downward in a 
flash of white, caught at his holster, 
brought up a gun that shunted off 
dull splinters of light as it blurred 
level. Then it bounced, crashed, 
gouting out a jabbing spurt of muz-

t Q U I E N  S A B E ?
Answers:

C o n t in u e d  from p a g e  61
1. You would probably catch an 

animal with it. A mecate is a 
hair rope.

2. General George Custer was killed 
by the Sioux Indians in the battle 
of the Little Big Horn, in Mon­
tana.

3. New Mexico and Arizona were 
the last two States to enter the 
Union. They became States in 

1911 and 1912, respectively.
4. Theodore Roosevelt was a cow­

boy in his youth, and Charles 
Curtis was the Vice President.

5. The tendency of most Mexicans 
is not to do today what can be 
put off till tomorrow. The Span­
ish word for “ tomorrow” is 
“ mahana,”  so Mexico is known 
as the “ land of tomorrow.”

6. James Marshall, a carpenter from 
New Jersey, accidentally discov­
ered gold in California in 1848. 
He was employed by John A. 
Sutter to build the now famous 
Sutter’s Mill,

7. You would probably not inter­
fere with animals playing on it, 
for bluejoint is a variety of 
prairie grass.

8. William Bonney, William F. 
Cody, General George Custer, 
James Butler Hickok.

9. General Lew Wallace, governor 
of the Territory of New Mexico. 
Billy the Kid was offered the 
pardon, but he refused it, suspi­
cious of a trap to catch him.

10. The Lincoln County War was a 
bloody feud in New Mexico be­
tween rival factions of cattlemen 
and their paid gunmen. Billy the 
Kid fought in it when he was at 
the height of his brief career as 
bad man and killer. The war 
started in 1877.
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zle flame. Again it roared, stabbing 
orange fire through the blue of pow­
der smoke, then he leaned forward, 
tense, deadly, taunting.

Jake Piell rocked backward as if 
he had been struck by an invisible 
fist. His leathery cheeks grayed, 
then puffed out as he sucked in a 
single hoarse, gasping breath. Pain, 
horror, then the clouds of death 
flooded his staring eyes, but con­
sciousness did not leave him. His 
lips worked, flecking with blood, as 
he started to fall,

“Yuh murderin’ devil!” he croaked 
hoarselv. “Yuh . . . my gun . . . 
I— ”

Boss Linstrom was at Wordene’s 
side by the time the cowman fell face 
down to the floor. The gambler read 
the question in Linstrom’s eyes, and 
chuckled softly.

“Put good shells in Piell’s gun,”  
he said thinly. “Hack pulled the 
lead out of the ones that’s in it, an’ 
some nosy gent might catch on.”

Then he turned toward the bar, 
his narrow face blank of any ex­
pression. The boy was staring at 
him, pale and shaken, terror still in 
his wide eyes.

“ I tried to play this yore way, 
Ring,” he said tunelessly. “ You saw 
that, an’ yuh saw what happened.”

“ He tried— to plug you in the 
back,” the boy said faintly.

Stud Wordene hid the smile that 
came to his lips. “An’ missed.” 
Then he leaned across the bar, a 
hard edge coming to his voice. “ I 
was just lucky, but maybe I  
wouldn’t be if I let it happen that 
way again. But I won’t; I ’ll shoot 
first.”  His tone softened, and his 
eyes narrowed, searching the boy’s 
white face. “ What are you goin’ 
to do if you ever run against some­
thing like that?”

Then he saw what he had hoped 
to see. The boyish, almost wistful

light drained from Ring Lacey’s eyes, 
and was replaced by a glint that was 
cold, bleak, savage. And the soft­
ness of the boy’s face changed to a 
bitter, cynical hardness that was be­
yond his years.

“ I ’ll kill,” Ring Lacey said in a 
dry, dead voice. “ When I grow up, 
I won’t talk if that happens to me. 
I ’ll kill, uncle— kill!”

C H A P TE R  I X .
BOOTHILL SENDS A  GU N M AN .

TH ERE had been times when it 
seemed to Blaize Hurley that as 

far back as his memory stretched 
guns had shadowed his life. Even 
to those time-faded days in Califor­
nia he could remember the look of 
fear that had haunted his mother’s 
eyes each time she watched her hus­
band leave the cabin in the morning 
for the day’s work at his gold claim. 
Blaize Hurley knew that his mother 
had lived under the fear of killer 
guns.

And nothing could remove from 
his memory that red morning fifteen 
years ago when guns had taken his 
mother and father and brother away 
from him. Countless boyhood nights 
when his sleep should have been 
sound and peaceful, he had wakened 
to find his body bathed in cold per­
spiration, to find his breathing la­
bored and hoarse. Those nights he 
had lain there in his blankets until 
dawn, staring up at the star-pep­
pered bowl of the sky and seeing 
only the body of his father huddled 
in the bed of the wagon, seeing the 
stark, bitter picture of his mother 
sinking in death beside her hus­
band, with little Cub whimpering 
and sobbing at her skirt.

Nor had these dreams left him 
with the passing of the years. Time 
and again in the middle of the night, 
he would wakeif to leap out of his
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blankets, sobbing curses, his body 
taut and alert, hands hooked out 
over hips that were empty of jut­
ting gun butts.

Guns had shaped Blaize Hurley’s 
destiny. Guns were his destiny. And 
this day as the thought burned 
across his mind, a bleak, brooding 
smile touched his thin, hard lips. 
Tawny flecks crept into his cold, 
gray eyes, and his big body settled 
into a loose crouch, hands splaying, 
out just above the butts of the twin 
Colts tied low on his lean hips. His 
icy stare fastened on the deer hide 
stretched out between the two dust- 
grayed cottonwoods a dozen yards 
in front of him. To his mind the 
deer hide became the body of the 
man who had helped murder his 
family— the killer he had heard 
called Wordene. The small cross 
became a button on the front of 
Wordene’s shirt, and he tensed over 
his guns, poised, alert, deadly,

“ Now !" barked the man behind 
him.

His hands flashed into movement, 
catching at the gun butts with 
smooth, flowing speed, twitching up­
ward with the blue blur of rising Colt 
metal. Rocking gun hammers, spurt­
ing muzzle flame, the crashing beat 
of the shots. Then just as abruptly 
as they had roared, the guns clicked 
empty, and he leaned forward, 
squinting through rising plumes of 
powder smoke at the deer hide. The 
cold smile on his lips deepened 
slightly. The cross was gone, blot­
ted out by a ragged hole that marked 
the path of his ripping slugs. Then 
he turned slowly, blowing smoke 
from the emptied weapons.

Utah Kells stood close behind him, 
and only in the grim brightness of 
his pain-fevered eyes did die show his 
approval. His face was a dead white, 
with sunken cheeks, a bony jaw, and 
thin, bloodless lips.

“ Fast!” he hacked out. “ I won’t 
say yuh ain’t. An’ yuh could cover 
them slug holes with a half dollar. 
Yuh’re bett er than I ever was, an’ 
I wasn’t the worst.”

The smile planed from Blaize 
Hurley’s lips, and he began thumb­
ing fresh shells into the two guns. 
“Then I ’m ready,” he asked, a bleak 
note of eagerness in his tone.

Utah Kells' head shook slowly, 
and his lips sucked in slightly, as if 
he fought to stifle some inner parox­
ysm of pain.

“ Not yet. You could beat me 
easy enough right now. But Hack 
Donnell beat me sixteen years ago 
when I was faster. He put the two 
slugs in me. that I'm packin’. That 
makes you an’ Donnell about even. 
Yuh got to be faster.”

Blaize Hurley's jaw hardened, 
and bunched muscles ran its lean 
length, pushing streaks of gray 
through his dark, sun-tanned skin.

“ I don’t ask to be faster than 
Hack Donnell. I ll stand by my 
chance if I have to meet him. All 
I want is to be able to call that 
Wordene killer whenever I find him.” 

Utah Kells turned silently to the 
horse ground-hitched behind him, 
and climbed into the saddle. The 
movement seemed to release a tor­
rent of pain within him. He dou­
bled over, hoarse coughs racking his 
bony frame. Hurley.started toward 
him, then halted, knowing that the 
man wouldn’t accept what help he 
might offer. He climbed Indian fash­
ion onto his bronc that bore no sad­
dle, waited quietly until the hacking 
coughs ceased. When Utah Kells 
straightened, his lips were flecked 
with blood, and pain filmed his sun- 
faded eyes.

“All you know about me is that 
a gunny named Hack Donnell put 
me where I am now,” he said 
hoarsely. “ I ’ll tell you the rest, so
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listen. Sixteen years ago I was a 
gun-slinger myself. I rode with the 
same Boss Linstrom that’s agent for 
this reservation now, only he was a 
two-bit outlaw then. Hack Donnell 
rode with him, an’ a gent named Cuff 
Murman. They wanted me to throw 
in with ’em to raid a widow who 
ran a little spread up near Tucson. 
I was bad, but not that rotten, an’ 
I balked.”

His voice trained off, as if he were 
about to be seized by another spasm 
of coughing. Blaize Hurley leaned 
forward intently.

He said harshly: “ Boss Linstrom
did that! An’ for ten years he’s been 
robbin’ these Indians out of most of 
the little they get from the govern­
ment. Kells, you could have stopped 
all this!”

Utah Kells shook his head wearily. 
“ Don’t yuh think I would have if I 
could?” he rasped bitterly. “ Hell, 
Tamanmo found me all shot up on 
the desert, didn’t he, an’ nursed me 
back to life? I owe him as much 
as you, but I couldn’t do nothin’. 
Boss Linstrom owns the whole 
county, from what little I could pick 
up, an’ Hack Donnell is sheriff un­
der him. I wouldn’t had a chance, 
an’ I could do some good hidin’ out 
here teachin’ you what I knew about 
guns.”

“ But, man— ”
Kells broke in hoarsely. “ Don’t 

talk, dammit! I did the best i 
could. What I ’m tryin’ to tell you 
is yuh got to be able to meet Hack 
Donnell in a shoot-out. Shore, yuh’re 
after this Stud Wordene jigger an’ 
the three others, but yuh may hunt 
over the whole country findin’ them. 
You got to help Tamanmo first. His 
people are bein’ starved by Lin- 
strom’s dirty work. Someone’s been 
slippin’ liquor to the young bucks, 
an’ that’ll mean trouble if it keeps 
up much longer. They’re ready for 
the warpath, an’ if you help ’em any,
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vuh got to be able to throw lead with 
Hack Donnell.”

As if in echo to the gunman’s 
words, the distant sound of yelling 
voices floated over the late afternoon 
air. Utah Kells’ face went taut, and 
he cursed softly.

“ There they go again,”  he hacked 
out. “Worse this time, an’ I don’t 
blame them much. They won’t 
stand by and see their women and 
kids starved much longer. Maybe 
Tamanmo won’t be able to hold 
them this time. We’d better ride 
back.”

Kells turned his horse, and headed 
it upeanyon at a jogging trot that 
Blaize knewr was torture in itself. 
Blaize swung in at the man’s side, 
riding in grim silence. At the west 
end of the canyon the murk of eve­
ning was thickening, as the sun 
dropped lower behind the pink- 
tinged crags of the peaks looming 
above. The village was a cluster of 
dilapidated wikiups that brought 
bitter lights, and in the center of it 
he could see the leaping flame of 
a campfire. Indians, the young ones 
mainly, he noted, were milling 
around the blaze, waving bows and 
arrows as their yells floated over the 
chilling air, and at one side he could 
see their chieftain standing in stolid 
silence. Age had filed foresight from 
Tamanmo’s frame, but it hadn’t 
stooped his shoulders or lowered the 
proud set of his head. As he slipped 
from his saddle and strode forward, 
Blaize saw Laughing Eyes, Taman­
mo’s daughter, standing slightly be­
hind her father, her slender body 
rigid as she watched, her dark eyes 
catching the leaping flames of the 
campfire.

But there was only bitterness in 
the old chief’s eyes, as Blaize strode 
up, and his face was a stern, bronze 
mask.

“ It is good you have come, my

son,”  he said wearily. “ M y people 
are impatient. This time we cannot 
keep them from taking the war 
trail.”

“ We’ve got to!”  Blaize jerked out 
harshly* Then he spun, raising his 
voice above the yelling'of the Indi­
ans. Gradually the warriors si­
lenced, turned to face him, and he 
spoke to them in their own tongue.

“ M y brothers, you cannot fight. 
You have a wise chief, and he has 
told you that. I tell you that. The 
white men are too many, and we are 
too few to fight yet. If you fight 
now, you will be killed, and there will 
be no one to look after your women 
and children. You must hold peace 
until the time comes when you can 
fight and win.”

Silence met his words, then a war­
rior stepped forward, his face dark, 
impassive, bitter. Ilis voice came 
deep-toned, grim.

“ Our white brother speaks good 
words for the white man, but not 
for Tamanmo’s people. Many win­
ters have passed, and still we do not 
get food and clothing. The great 
White Chief promised us this, but 
his tongue was crooked. Tamanmo 
is old, but we are young. We will 
fight for our people.”

Blaize Hurley’s voice broke out 
ringing!jr. “ Tamanmo is old, and he 
is weary of war because he knows 
the white tide is too great. I am 
one of you. Let me go to the white 
chief and tell him how we have been 
wronged.”

The camp flame seemed to strike 
fire into the warrior’s dark eyes. 
“ You are one of us, but you are 
white,”  he said bitterly.

Blaize Hurley met this sharply. “ I 
am white, but they will not know. 
The white men have passed through 
our village, and thought I was one 
of you. Let me go to them as Ta~
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mamno's son before yon take the 
bloody trail.”

A  murmur ran through the Indi­
ans, then the warrior’s deep voice 
rumbled. “Your words are good. 
We will wait, but if our white 
brother fails, then we will fight.”

Blaize Hurley jerked around, grim 
purpose riding the lean line of his 
jaw. Laughing Eyes moved past her 
father to his side, her dark eyes hold­
ing trouble lights.

“You will be careful, my brother?”
Blaize nodded and patted the 

small hind she placed on his arm, 
then strode on toward his horse. He 
was preparing to mount when Utah 
Kells drifted up to his side, his pallid 
face a bleak, hard mask.

“ I ’m riding along, Blaize,” he said 
grimly. “ An’ I ’ll trouble yuh for my 
guns.”

Quick words rose in Hurley’s 
throat, but he held his silence as 
Kells’ bony hands reached out and 
unbuckled the gun belts that girded 
his hips. The gunman chuckled in 
a dead, dry tone, as lie buckled the 
heavy weapons on and shifted the 
holsters in place.

“ I know what yuh’re thinking, but 
don’t say it. You’re supposed to be 
going In town for peace an’ not war. 
M e, I ’m trailin’ along just in case. 
You ain’t ..never been to town. W ell 
take it slow and get there by sunup. 
You play Injun, and I’ll pack the 
guns this trip. Besides, thrown!* 
lead at a killer ain’t like pluggin’ 
a deer hide, and killers are about all 
you’ll meet up with when you get to 
Brasher town.”

CH APTER  X .
“ k i l l  t u i : k e i) d e v i l !”

IT struck Blaize Hurley with sin­
gular force that in all these years 

when he had lived within twenty 
miles of Brasher he had not once 
seen the town. But then the first 
years of his life with the Indians had
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been spent hiding from the soldiers 
who hunted them for a crime they 
had not done. And then as time 
salved the hatred of the soldiers, the 
crime had been forgotten, and later 
the narrow canyon to which Ta- 
manmo had led his people was made 
a part of the reservation.

But years ago Blaize Hurley had 
heard whispered tales about Brasher 
— a wild gun town that was the lioil- 
ing pot for border riffraff and the 
cold-eyed punchers who drifted down 
from the north to dodge the arm of 
the law.

Brasher had been a trail town 
then, lawless, untamed, brawling. 
But as he curbed his horse along the 
rim of the shelf that thrust out near 
the first cluster of houses, he knew 
that time had not mellowed tHe 
town. Brasher had grown, and the 
law it claimed was hollow mockery 
to the already quickening signs of 
life along the hoof and wheel-tire- 
gutted street. Cattle bawled in the 
clogged shipping pens: somewhere he 
heard the ring of a blacksmith’s 
hammer. Light from the early 
morning sun shunted from the twin 
ribbons of steel rails, and almost in 
the center of the town smoke clouds 
hung supended in the heat-stagnant 
air as a locomotive puffed and 
grinded to a halt on a stockyard sid­
ing.

Cattle anil guns had made the 
town, but the coming of the railroad 
had added wealth and violence.

Slightly behind Hurley, Utah 
Kells had watched his first inspec­
tion of the town with grim interest.

“Ride on in," the gunman said 
tunelessly. "From here you can’t 
sec half the hell you’ll find inside 
the place. Ride ahead, but keep 
yore eyes open. I'll drift in after 
vuh.”

Hurley nodded, and prodded his 
horse into movement with his heels. 
He knew with grim amusement that 
except, perhaps, for a close scrutiny, 
he would never be taken for a white
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man. He rode his saddleless horse 
with the lithe ease of an Indian; his 
worn, dusty clothing marked him as 
one of Tgmanmo’s reservation tribe.

Men cast him only cursory glances 
as he swung up the dust-layered 
street. One hard-jawed, hard-eyed 
individual driving a buckboard 
headed straight for him with a grim 
purpose that evidenced he wouldn’t 
swerve his course for the saddleless 
horseman, but Hurley gave ground. 
He heard the man’s harsh-toned 
oath as they passed.

“ Damn Injun! As if we ain’t got 
enough trouble without them thievin’ 
devils showin’ up here.”

Hurley dismounted at one of the 
hitch racks that flanked the street. 
Tall, lean, bronzed, he stood there 
a moment beside his horse, taking 
in the sounds that reached his ears. 
For an instant its busy clamor 
brought back memories of the times 
he and Cub had gone to town with 
his mother and father, then that 
memory was blotted from his mind 
by harsher, more strident noises he 
had never heard before. The ring 
of men’s coarse voices and the shrill 
of women’s crass laughter came to 
him from a nearby building that 
bore the sun-blasted sign, Gold Spot 
Emporium.

He stepped around the hitch rail, 
drawn by frank curiosity to a dirt- 
smudged window near the bat-wing 
doors. What he saw brought a thin 
curl to his lips. Utah Kells had not 
exaggerated in his statement. Even 
at this early hour the saloon was 
clogged with carousing punchers and 
chill-eyed individuals who bore the 
unmistakable stamp of killer on their 
hard-set features.

The air was clouded with smoke. 
Overly painted ladies filtered among 
the men, laughing at the pointed 
quips aimed at them. At the end 
of the long bar lounged a tall, lean

man whose pale features and watch­
ful attitude marked him as the owner 
of the saloon. The gambler’s left 
hand resting on the bar was like a 
claw, twisted, bony, stiff-fingered. 
Something cold stirred in Blaize 
Hurley’s mind as his glance fell on 
the talonlike hand. But his eyes 
moved on before the thought regis­
tered, and the impression was lost 
to him.

A galling sense of disgust rose 
within him, and he turned away 
from the window. The town was 
everything Utah Kells had said it 
would be— it was worse. He moved 
down the plank walk, alert eyes miss­
ing nothing. The building he was 
nearing was a general store, and far­
ther down on the other side of the 
street he saw the sign that marked 
the office of the reservation agent. 
His mind moved from building to 
building on the far side of the street. 
Everywhere there were signs of 
wealth, but he wondered if only one 
man and his friends profited by it. 
Utah Kells was on the other side of 
the street, moving with lazy alert­
ness, and Hurley was looking toward 
him when it happened.

He caught the low sound of a girl’s 
voice, her light footsteps that were 
close at hand. He started to turn 
when something sharp gouged into 
the back of his neck, and the girl’s 
low words changed to a faint cry of 
alarm. Paper rustled, as he finished 
turning, and he knew vaguely that 
several packages had been spilled 
from the girl’s arms when he had 
bumped into her.

For an instant he felt powerless 
to move, his attention held by the 
beauty of the girl’s face. A  small, 
oval, tanned face; firm chin below 
soft, warm-looking lips; leaf-brown 
hair the morning sun changed to 
burnished gold; wide hazel eyes that 
seemed to hold trouble lights in their
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depths. All this his mind registered 
without conscious thought. And he 
knew a tall, slender young man with 
pale, cynical feautres was at the 
girl’s side, but this was only a vague 
perception until he heard the man’s 
jarring rasp.

“ You clumsy fool! Why don’t you 
watch where yuh’re goin’ ? By thun­
der, I ’ll teach you some manners!’ ’

Something cool, mocking, laid 
hold on Blaize Hurley as he shifted 
his glance to the man. “ Strikes me 
you’d best be learnin’ some yoreself, 
friend,” he said levelly, “ lettin’ the 
lady carry all them packages.”  Then, 
without waiting for a reply, his 
glance shifted back to the girl. “ I ’m 
sorry, ma’am. If I ’d been looking 
where I was goin’— ”

A smothered oath ripped from the 
lips of the man beside the girl, and 
he leaped away from her, landing on 
the plank walk before Hurley with 
smooth, catlike speed. He poised 
there, crouching slightly, sneering.

The girl cried out faintly, “ Ring 
— don’t!” but her words were lost in 
the gunman’s grating taut.

“ You loose-lipped fool!” he jerked 
out. “ I ’ll teach you how to talk to 
me! I ’m Ring Lacey, mister! That 
mean anything to you?”

Blaize Hurley’s lips went flat and 
hard as he shook his head slowly. 
“ It means you’ll get yore jaw busted 
if you keep fiddlin’ around them gun 
butts. I apologized to the lady, and 
if that’s enough for her, it's enough 
for you.”

Killer lust flamed in Ring Lacey’s 
cold gray eyes at the blunt reply. 
His slender hands started gunward 
with deadly speed, then just as ab­
ruptly they halted, as for the first 
time his mind seemed to register the 
fact that the man before him wore 
no guns. His lips curled, and his 
cold stare swept Hurley from head 
to foot.

“ If you had the guts to pack guns 
— ” His words ended on an oath, 
“ You’re a damn Indian!” he choked 
out.

Then the tall, dark-clothed figure 
of the gambler with the twisted hand 
— the man Hurley had glimpsed in 
the saloon— drifted up to Ring La­
cey’s side. His dark eyes seemed to 
take in everything at a glance, and 
his voice came soft, droning.

“ Ring, you lettin’ that jigger get 
away with this?”  he asked icily.

From the corner of his eye, Hur­
ley saw Utah Kells drifting in from 
one side, bony, pain-racked body 
bent slightly in tense alertness. He 
knew only a spark was needed to 
bring the crash of guns. Death was 
in Ring Lacey’s stare, it was in the, 
gambler’s cold taunt, it was in the 
movement of Utah Kells’ bony 
frame, as yet unseen by the others.

“ Now wait a minute,” he drawled 
coolly. “ You gents are prodding on 
this fight. I shore don’t want it.” 
The back of his neck burned where 
the corner of the girl’s package had 
gouged his flesh, and his right hand 
started up toward the spot. “ Bump­
ing into the girl was my fault. I 
wasn’t looking where I was going— ” 
His hand reached the back of his 
neck, started to rub the burning 
spot.

"Ring!” the gambler yelled. “ He’s 
after a knife! Kill th e red  d ev il!”

Ring Lacey’s slender hands 
stabbed gunward with the flash of 
pale skin. Some inner tension 
snapped in Blaize Hurley. He 
lurched forward with swift, gliding 
speed as Lacey’s guns scraped clear 
of leather and started up. His left 
fist shot out, followed closely by his 
right. They landed flush on the 
point of the gunman’s jaw. Lacey’s 
head rocked back, eyes rolling, and 
Hurley slid in closer, the clubbing 
left he sent to the gunman’s jaw car-
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rying all the weight of his slab-mus- 
eled shoulder,

Lacey stumbled backward under 
the shock of the blow, spinning 
slowly as he fell face down on the 
boards of the walk.

Then, from behind Hurley, came 
Utah Kells’ biting drawl. “ Easy 
with that cutter, mister man! That 
was their fight, an’ it looks like it’s 
over. You want to start one, turn 
around and say so. Otherwise pick 
up yore gun-slammer and clear out.”  

For an instant it looked as if the 
gambler was going to accept Kells’ 
flat-toned challenge. His tall frame 
shivered under the lash of inner emo­
tions, and his dark eyes muddied 
with the clouds of murder lust. Then 
he relaxed, laughing harshly.

“ I don’t know who you are, fella,” 
he said in a soft drone, “ but stick 
around town and I ’ll be looking you 
up.”

“ Any time,” Utah Kells invited 
coldly. “ Any time, mister!”

The gambler turned stiffly then, 
dragged Ring Lacey to his feet, and 
moved off in the direction of the 
Gold Spot.

The girl’s face was pale and shaken 
when Blaize Hurley turned to her, 
and fear was bright in her hazel eyes. 
From either length of the street Hur­
ley knew excited men were running 
forward, drawn by the fight, but he 
knew this with only a detached in­
terest as he stared at the girl.

He sensed her confusion, and said 
coolly: “ I ’m sorry about all this,
ma’am. If I can help you anywhere 
with yore packages— ”

She broke him short nervously. 
“ No, please, thank you. But if you’ll 
help me pick them up— ”

He stooped quickly, gathering the 
fallen packages, and placed them in 
her arms. He caught her eyes again, 
as he handed her the last package, 
held them.

“ One thing, ma’am,”  he said
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quickly. “ What yore friend said 
'  about me— I ’m not an Indian.”

She started at this, eyes widen­
ing. “But you look— your clothes— ” 
Her voice faltered, and her eyes 
searched his face. Then, “ No, you 
don’t either. You’re not an Indian, 
and I  . . . I ’m glad.” She flushed, 
suddenly conscious of his direct gaze. 
“Thanks,” she said softly, and turned 
quickly away.

C H APTER  X I.
GUN-SM OKE B APTISM .

BW A R M  glow ran through Blaize 
Hurley’s veins, as he watched the 

girl move down the plank walk. His 
eyes followed her until she turned 
off the walk toward the rear of a 
squat, dobe-walled building he knew 
must be the jail, and then he was 
struck by the sudden realization that 
not once had he thought to ask her 
name or to mention his. He had an 
impulse to call out and run after her, 
but Utah Kells’ dead-toned voice 
close behind him halted that.

“ Gent lookin’ like Hack Donnell 
just went into the Gold Spot. You’d 
better mosey along while yuh got the 
chance.”

None of the men who had run up 
offered any resistance as he threaded 
his way through them toward the 
reservation agent’s office. Several 
hard-bitten individuals gave him 
only sneers of open contempt, but 
guarded admiration was in the faces 
of a few. punchers and townsmen 
who struck him as honest men, and 
he gathered grimly from this that,

subjugated though it was by fear, 
there was some opposition to Boss 
Linstrom and his gun-slammers.

From the corner of his eye, he saw 
three bleak-eyed men detach from 
the crowd, moving without apparent 
haste in the same direction he was 
taking. A thin smile touched his 
stiff lips, and he felt a chill of appre­
hension race up his spine. The mus­
cles along his tall frame grew taut 
as he went up the porch steps of the 
agency office, and he crossed to the 
door in two long strides. He didn’t 
bother to knock, but lifted the latch 
and stalked into one room, kicking 
the door shut behind him.

A big man seated behind a heavy 
desk looked up sharply as he entered 
the room. Anger flared in his blocky 
face, and he started to shove out of 
his chair.

“What the— ” he began harshly, 
but Hurley, striding forward, broke 
him off short.

“ Sit tight, mister,” he said 
bluntly. “ I reckon you’re Boss Lin- 
strom?”

The big man dropped back into 
his chair, a glint coming to his eyes. 
“By hell!” he said darkly. “You’re 
no Indian!” and the tone of his voice 
was an answer to Hurley’s question.

“ You’re right on that point, Lin­
strom,” Hurley jerked out. “ I ’m not 
an Indian, but I know them. I lived 
with them for fifteen years, and I 
know just how much more of yore 
raw deals they’ll take. You’re starv­
ing them with yore split rations. 
They don’t get decent clothes to 
wear. They are Indians, Linstrom,
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but they’re human. They want 
peace and you’re driving them to 
war.”

Linstrom sat red-faced, expression­
less through Hurley's bitter outburst, 
brows lumping in a scowl that only 
added to the dark fury that glinted 
in his eyes.

‘"You got gall, bracin’ me like 
this!” he ripped out finally. “ Who 
in thunder are you?”

Hurley ignored the question. 
“ When I started here I meant to let 
you think I was an Indian and ask 
for what Tamanmo's people need. I 
knew after one look at this town you 
run, that would be a waste of time. 
I'm tellin' you now, Linstrom. 
You've rawhided those Indians long 
enough. Treat them sepia re, or I'll 
take this thing to Washington."

Boss F.instrom’s heavy face dark­
ened under a rush of hot blood. “ So 
yult'il take it to Washington, huh?" 
lie breathed. Then his tone changed, 
sharpened. “ Mister, just who are 
you, jawin' to me like this?”

Hurley's lips stiffened, as lie heard 
the click' of the latch being lifted 
behind him, and the low scuff of 
boots. He knew that would be the 
three gunmen entering the room, but 
he didn't look around. He met Lin- 
strom’s hard gaze steadily.

“ If you want names," he rapped 
out. “ it's Blaize Hurley. And if you 
want—

He didn't get any farther. Boss 
Linstrom jerked out of his chair, 
blockv face shading to the gray of 
ash, fear leaping like red dame into 
his dark exit#,

"Blaize Hurley!" he breathed 
croakinglv, and then his voica* si­
lenced, as violent emotions worked 
the muscles of his face.

Behind Hurley, a voice said thinly, 
“ Yuli want we should take him, 
Boss?"

He heard the creak of the door 
being pushed shut, and then the chill
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new color schemes, exclusive me­
chanical improvements, lower prices. 
See your Harley-Davldson dealer and ask 
about.his Easy Pay Plans. Send coupon NOW}

HARLEY-DAVIDSON
WORLD'S CHAM PION M O TO R CYC LE

| Dept. BSG, Milwaukee, Wis.
B Send FREE copy of 24-page "Enthusiast" maqa- 
■ tine filled with thrilling m otorcycle picture*
Si  and stories. Also literature on new 1940 Harley- 

Pavidsons. Stamp is enclosed lor mailing cost.
I  Name
• ........ ..
I Address I

. . .
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Quick Cash 
P ro fits/

_ * Profits your, 
very first day 

'and all year 
’round 'with my 
proven  1* 1 a n !
Ka mings start
very first day with 
big valuable Outfit, 
including large as 
sort me nt of regular 
full size packages. Distribute 
home necessities—-over 200 fast sell­
ing, quick repeating, nationally 
known products guaranteed to sat­
isfy! Full or part time. No experi­
ence needed. Old reliable company. 
Write quick for my Offer. E. J. Mills, 
1614* Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio.

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
Six* B x 10 inches or smaller if do-sired. Same price for full length or 
bust form, groups, landscapes, pet 
animals, etc., or enlargements of any 
p a rt of group picture. Safe return of 
original photo guaranteed. 3 for $1.00
SEND NO MONEY snapshot (any size) 
ami within a week you will receive your beautiful 
•mlareement, guaranteed fadeless. Pay postman 47c pin* 
tmataire —  or Bend 49e with order and we pay postage. Big 
l€ x 2 0 -in c h  e n largem ent sent C .O .  I ).  ?Se plus p o s ta l 
«u send 80c and we pay postage. Take advantage o f this amaz­
ing offer now. Send your photos today. Specify size wanted.
STANDARD ART STUDIOS, 113 S. Jefferson St., Dept. 770-C,, Chicago

S e n d  f o r  m y b o o k  o n  h ow  t o  d e v e lo p
S T R O N G  A R M S  a n d  
B R O A D  S H O U L D E R S

f o r  2 5 c  c o in  o r  3 0 c  U. S . S ta m p s .
Contains 2*1 full pages of illustrations showing 
and fully describing exercises that will quickly 
dsvelnp, beautify and make you gain great strength 
in your Shoulders, Arms, Wrists, Hands 
and Fingers.

W ith o u t  a n y a p p a ra tu s
This is really a valuable course of ex­
ercises.
A N T H O N Y  B A R K E R
(doing business at this address for over 20 years.) 
1 2 3 5  — 6 th  A v e ., S tu d io  S . N. Y . C ity

Home-Study
Business Training

Your opportunity wifi never be bigger than your 
preparation. Prepare now and reap the rewards of 
early success. Free 64-Page Books Tell How. Write 
NOW for book you want, or mail coupon with your 
came, present position and address in margin today.
D Higher Accountancy
□  Mod. Salesmanship
□  Traffic Management
□  Law: Degree o f  LL. B«
□  Commercial Law
□  Industrial M gm ’t

□ Business M gm ’t
□  Business Corres.
□  Expert Bookkeeping 
DC. P. A. Coaching
□ Effective Speaking
□ Stenotypy

LaSalle Extension University
-  .  _  A CORRESPONDENCE
Dept 365-R i n s t i t u t i o n  Chicago

tone of Utah Ivells’ voice shattered 
the instant of stagnant silence.

“ Don’t close it, polecats! You got 
company. An’ stop fiddlin’ around 
them guns. I play rough, too.”

For the second time within the 
space of minutes, Hurley saw the 
glimmer of fear strike Boss Lin- 
strom’s face, as the man’s eyes jerked 
toward the doorway. Utah Kells 
met Linstrom’s shocked stare with 
an icy laugh.

“ I ain’t dead, Linstrom, so don’t 
gawk! Yore gun-slinger should have 
checked his job when he dropped 
me.” Then Kells’ taunting drone 
quickened. “ Blaize, around here! 
Quick, now! You can’t do nothing 
more in this skunk hole, an’ you’re 
leavin’ .”

Hurley backed away until he felt 
the door, slightly ajar, press against 
his shoulders. From the corner of 
his eye, he saw the three killers drift­
ing to one side with a slow, fanning 
movement, hands splayed out over 
their guns, eyes bright with deadly 
purpose as they faced Utah Kells. 
Boss Linstrom still stared as if 
stunned, but another look was cross­
ing his hard face. Without warning, 
then, as if the storming violence 
within him had snapped its bonds, he 
veiled hoarsely:

“Take 'em, boys! Burn down the 
dirty sons!”

It happened with deadly swiftness, 
and, gunless, Blaize Hurley could 
only look on. It was Utah Kells’ 
moment, and he met it with the 
eagerness of years of pent-up hatred. 
His bony hands stabbed down with 
a speed Hurley had never known the 
man possessed, Hashed upward with 
the blur of gun blue. Muzzle flame 
crashed, roared. One of the killers, 
his guns yet in leather, screamed, 
choked, fell. Another spun slowly, 
the pain of death on his hard face, 
as he crumpled to the floor.

Hurley saw Utah Kells rock back­
ward under the shock of lead driv­
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ing through his bony- frame. He 
brought up against the wall, cough­
ing blood, gun hammers falling under 
lax thumbs. He laughed croakingly 
as the third killer, death-struck on 
his feet, toppled forward to the floor.

Then Kells swayed forward limply. 
Hurley caught him as he fell, 
vaguely conscious that during that 
instant of roaring guns Boss Lin- 
strom had whirled to dive through 
a doorway toward the rear of the 
building. He started to gather Kells 
into his arms, but the look in the 
gunman’s pain-filmed eyes halted 
him. He felt the still-smoking guns 
thrust into his hands, as he lowered 
the dying man to the floor, heard 
Kells’ faint words.

“ They’re yores now, Blaize. I ’m 
cashin’ . . . Rustle, now, Blaize. 
The whole pack’s . . . cornin’.”  
Then a shadow of a smile crossed 
his pale face, and his words softened 
to a whisper that was hardly audible.

“ Three to one! Hell . . .  I  didn’t 
do so bad . . .  for an old coot— ” 
His head rolled to one side.

Bleak, bitter lights clouded Blaize 
Hurley’s gray eyes, as he straight­
ened, gripping the brace of guns. He 
paused to unbuckle the gun belts 
Kells had worn, and strap them 
around his own waist, then turned 
grimly to the door. Outside he could 
bear the hoarse shouts of men, the 
rapid thud of hard-heeled boots, and 
through the partly opened door he 
could see the men running forward, 
slender Ring Lacey, guns already 
fisted, the pallid gambler with the 
twisted left hand, a runty man with 
a star pinned on his shirt, half a 
dozen others of the same breed—  
killer breed.

Then, coldly, he stepped through 
the doorway to face them.

And next week brother faces brother, 
each not knowing his kinship, with guns 
heavy in their hands.

★  ★ * ★ ★ ★ * *  *  ★  ★  *  ★ * ★ * ★ * ★ * ★ ★

Double Payoff
In Next Week's Special Issue

“ THE WHITE WOLF’S SNAKE-FANG CLUE”
Complete Novel—  by Hal Dunning

and
“ SMART GUNS AND AN APRIL FOOL”

Complete Circle J Novelette— by Cleve Endicott

★  ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ ★ a * * * * * * *  *  *  *
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The Range Boss will be glad »o consider con- 
fiibutiom  from amateur writers.

The contributions will be  fudged on their 
merits as amateur contributions. The wort; o f  
professionals is not desired.

Manuscripts should preferably be typed, on 
one tide o f  the paper only, and double-spaced. 
However, full consideration will be given to 
manuscripts neatly hand-written in ink.

The author's name and address and age 
should appear on the first page.

Stories should not exceed five hundred words, 
and verses should not exceed twenty lines. 
Only Western subjects should be chosen.

All published material will be paid for at 
good  space rates.

Manuscripts that are not used cannot be 
returned.

Address all contributions to the WRAN­
GLERS CORNER, c / o  Street & Smith’s Wild 
West Weekly, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, 
N. Y.

W h e n  we started buying your 
true Western experiences, we ex­
pected that we’d let ourselves in for 
plenty headaches. We cotdd pic­
ture ourselves burning the midnight 
electricity, gas, oil or candle wax. 
WTe had visions of wading through 
floods of badly spelled and punctu­
ated letters from present-day cow­
hands and old-timers from way back 
when. W e didn’t look forward to 
the new chore the Big Boss had 
wished on us. But orders are orders,

so we took ’em and tried to pretend 
that we liked ’em.

Did we get a surprise! Your let­
ters are often misspelled and badly 
punctuated, sure, but what you write 
doesn’t have to be changed much. 
Dura it, we’d spoil the flavor of 
what you write if we monkeyed with 
it! You hombres and gals who tell 
your true Western experiences have 
the knack of writing ’em in your own 
distinctive manner. You’re proving 
that you’re bora story tellers. What 
changes we make are done with 
plumb few flourishes of a blue pen­
cil.

That’s why your experiences are 
going to be rehashed around camp­
fires for years to come, or we miss 
our guess. You old-timers recall the 
old West that is fast becoming a 
memory; you waddies of today are 
only a jump or two ahead of ’em. 
That’s why we urge you to keep 
sending ’em in. If they make good 
reading, we’ll sure buy ’em.

Of course, that goes for you ama­
teurs’ fiction stories, too; as you can 
see, we’re buying stories and poems 
right along. Here’s this week’s true 
Western experience to start the ball 
rolling:

A LO Y A L HORSE 
By Frank Blair— Age 22 

Brownfield, Texas
On a certain ranch in west Texas I here 

is an old horse that stands day after day 
in a little pasture lush with grass. He has 
been there for years, pensioned on this plot 
of range. Knowing that he had long ago 
outlived his usefulness, I asked the owner 
why he kept the horse. This is the story 
he told me:

“ Fifteen years ago I owned a horse 
named Black Star, the fastest, smartest 
horse that ever wore a cowboy saddle. He 
was my personal mount and no one else 
ever rode him. One of the hands tried it 
once, but picked himself up so badly shaken 
that he was unable to work for a week.



Black Star was strictly a one-man horse, 
and always remained loyal to his master.

“ One day I rode to town to transact some 
business, and started home just about dark 
with four hundred dollars in my pocket, 
as it was almost pay day for the ranch 
hands. T had noticed two strangers in the 
bank when I drew out the money, but 
thought nothing of it. I had always taken 
care of myself and feared no one.

“ I had not gone over two miles, however, 
till [ heard the drumming of hoofs behind 
me. In the semi-darkness I saw two men 
riding toward me at full speed. One of 
them yelled for me to stop. I saw him 
brandish a gun. and I knew I was going 
to lie robbed, maybe murdered. I seldom 
carried a gnu. and now had nothing on me 
but a knife. I speeded up quickly, deter­
mined to outrun them, when suddenly the 
gunman fired, and the bullet caught me in 
the shoulder. 1 turned sick, half blinded 
with tile pain and shock. I knew I was 
hard hit, so I tied the reins on the saddle- 
horn with my one good hand, gritted my 
teeth and told Black Star to go home. It 
was a winding, tortuous trail, but the big 
fellow threw hack his ears and fairly flew 
over the ground. It was fifteen miles home, 
but somehow I got there half delirious and 
weak from losing blood. The two had 
chased me a mile or so. then given up the 
race, for nothing in this part of the coun­
try eonhl have stayed tip with that horse 
that night.

“ I rode Black Star for a few more years 
till his joints began to stiffen and the hard 
life of a cow horse began to tell on him. 
He's been on a (tension for five years, and 
T guess lie'll stay out there the rest of his 
life. I can catch him in the middle of the 
pasture and ride him slick. But you bet­
ter not try it. mister. You see, he is still it 
one-man horse."

Gosh durn it, the ,‘>W top hands 
and I sure have a weakness for horse 
and dog stories, be they fact or 
fancy! But we reckon most of von 
folks have the same weakness, too, 
so Senor Blair's true experience is 
plumb welcome. We know the kind 
of amigo Black Star must be—to 
one hombre. We sure aren't hanker­
in’ to get familiar with anyone else's 
one-man horse!

Gracias, paid. We sure like your 
experiences on the range in the Lone 
Star State.
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WANTED
1,000 MEN!

Work For The GOVERNMENT
Salaries $1700-$2600a Year

N O  L A Y O F F S ! V A C A T IO N S  W IT H  P A Y ! 
R EG U LAR  R A IS E S ! G OO D  P E N S IO N S !

A LIFETIME JOB
Railway Postal Clerks 
City P. O. Mail Carriers 
17. S. Post Office Clerks 

Rural Mail Carriers
And Other Government Jobs

Pay for  C o u r s e  Only  A ft e r  
You A r e  A p p o in t e d  

and W o r k i n g
So sure are w e-that eur simplified Interstate 
Home Study Course o f  coaching will result in 
your passing the government examination and 
being appointed, that we are willing to accept 
1,000 enrollments on the following basis. The 
price o f  our com plete 10-week course is $30 
plus S3 Examiner's Fee.

W e are witling to give you the course 
with the understanding that you are to 
pay for it ONLY AFTER YOU ARE AP­
POINTED AND WORKING. Should you 
take the examination and fail, or not be 
appointed for any reason whatsoever, 
the loss will be ours, and you will not 
owe us one cent for the course!

GET READY IMMEDIATELY! 
F U L L  Particulars F R E E !
— -------------------- C U P  a nd  M a il T h is  C o u p o n  N O W  I-------------------—
IN T E R S T A T E  H O M E  S T U D Y  B U R E A U  BG-3
9 0 1  B R O A D  S T . ,  D IV . B G -3 . N E W A R K , N . J .
j ’ loase ItrsHT mfr full particulars without any obligatioa of how 
to qualify for a government job,

NAME...........................................  ......... ..............................
f'leaxr P rin t l 'la i« ia in I Vncii

ADDRESS.................................................................

CITY,



122

Write today for free 128-page book 
on Fishing. Shows new sensational 
Fish-Obite bait, insured to catch fish.
Policy with bait. Shows new Perfectoreno reel 
with“ controlledspooling” -n o  back-lashes.

SO FISH IN COLORS 
fV N SSfft Over 50 fish identified in life col* 
r XJvJffSTM ors in this book. Gives casting 

lessons — fishing hints. A book 
every angler wants! W r ite  t o r  
y o u r  c o p y  n o w !  S e n t  F re e  / 

S O U TH  B E N D  B A IT  C O M P A N Y
£ 6 6  H IG H  S T R E E T  S O U T H  B E N D , IN D IA N A

F R E E !  1 2 8 - P A G E  B O O K  ON F I S H I N G

$1.98
5 YEARS Guarantee.
This 5-jrr. stiar. American made lU-size, solid gold effect case, rail­
road engraved bark watch t ' . O . D .  S1 .!*S . J t i s g c s t  bargain offered. 
If you order two we will give u»t> free. Agnus wtd. Order TODAY. 
Pay postman price plus postage on delivery. Money bark guarantee. 

WINEHOLT CO., Box W-22, WOODBINE, PA.

W EA R  H O S E W E F U R N IS H  end
r m a k e  m o n e y  ta k in g  o rd e rn . S u p p ly  a m a z in g  bo- 

e ie iy  (m e n 's ,  w o m e n ’ s c h i ld r e n 's ) .  Guaranteed 
_ t o  w e  h r  w ith o u t  h o le * ,  m n jr *  o r  ru n s  f o r  as Io ns
I  u  H A L F  Y E A R  (d e p e n d in g  o n  n u m b e r  o f  p a ir f i)  o r  w i l l  be re -  
I  p la c e d  F R E E .  Ford* given as ban ns. O ’ N i t a  W ils o n  s o ld  $195.52

I I  w o r th  th e  F IR S T  W E E K  I M r. P o ir e r  e a rn e d  $127.00 in  6 d a y s . 
S end pe nn y  po s ta l f o r  q u ic k  s ta r t in g  o f fe r .  N O W  !

W IL K N IT  H O S IE R Y  C O ..__________M idway C C -1 6 .
G reenfie ld, Ohio

MAKE MORE MONEY
Taking Orders For Pie NIM ROD Linel
E a rn  m o re  e v e ry  d a y  in  th e  y e a r  r e p re s e n t in g  
o ld  “s ta b lis h e d  l i r m  w ith  a  c o m p le te  l in e  o f  fa s t  
s e l l in g  n e c e s s itie s : S h ir ts  o f  a l l k in d s . T ie s ,
U n d e rw e a r,  H o s ie ry ,  R a in c o a ts , S w e a te rs . 
F a r its , B e lts ,  B re e c h e s , S h oe s , C o v e ra lls , S h op 
C o a ts . U n ifo rm s , S u m m e r S u its ,  e tc .  E v e ry  
ite m  g u a ra n te e d . E x p e r ie n c e  u n n e c e s s a ry .

W rite  q u ic k  to r FR E E  S A L E S  E Q U IP M E N T  
N IM R O D  C O M P A N Y ,

4 9 2 2 -B N  L in c o ln  A v e ., C h ic a g o , Ilf.

Why be called "Shorty” 
when you can be tall—

end without wearing queer-looking shoes. 
Add 1 / i inches to vour height at once 
with the new _ HITE INCREASERS 
which fit snugly into your shoes. Act now 1 
Write Dept. SS.

FAIRWAY PRODUCTS
l l W . 4 1  STREET NEW YORK. N. Y.

Here are the amateurs’ fiction sto­
ries:

SW IFT VENGEANCE 
By Chester Reynolds— Age 18 

Girard, Kansas
There was a cold, relentless glint in the 

steel-gray eyes of old Slim Mason as his 
usually fiery mustang solemnly awaited the 
tightening of the cinch in old Slinfs 
weather-beaten, browned hand.

He had a job to do. Across the saddle 
of another horse slmnjied the body of a 
young man—old Slim’s only son. His son 
had been ruthlessly murdered in their cabin 
in the hills while lie was gone to town 
after grub and supplies. Upon his return, 
old Slim found his son piled in a lifeless 
heap on the floor, a bullet hole in his 
back. Their money bad bed a stolen. Old 
Slim avowed revenge. His only clue as to 
the murderer was a piece of the broken 
bone handle of a gun. Little ho]>c lie bad 
of finding a murderer with this as the only 
evidence.

He mounted Blazer and slowly rode to 
where he had dug a shallow grave, He 
took a last look at his son and laid him 
to vest.

Old Slim solemnly rode away, yet there 
was a grim, determined look in his steel- 
gray eyes. He galloped into town and 
pulled up in front of the Great Day Sa­
loon. There was a far away look in his 
eyes as he entered the saloon. Ordinarily, 
he would not touch liquor, but tonight 
was an exception. He needed something 
for a bracer. He downed a slug of redeye 
and then turned to view the hombres gath­
ered in the saloon. A card game was mi­
rier way in a far corner. Old Slim strode 
over to that corner. He was a disinter­
ested onlooker, but he saw a crooked move 
made by one of the players. Immediately, 
lie sized tins man up. He was short of 
stature, heavy set; black eyebrows almost 
hid thin, greedy, black eyes, and his thin 
lips held a smirk of triumph. He was 
neatly dressed. At the same time, another 
man seemed to have noticed the crooked 
move. He leaped up shouting. "Bat 
Garner, you pulled an ace.”

Rat Garner went for his gun. hut stopped 
short when he felt the cold muzzle of a .4.5 
in his side. Rat turned quickly and. trac­
ing out old Slim as the owner of the gun, 
whipped his arm backward, almost knock­
ing the gun from the older man’s fingers.

As old Slim was ret timing his .4.5 to 
firing position. Rat’s gun leaped from its 
holster and roared with a defiant b r -r r o o -m !  
Hot lead tore through old Slim’s left shoul­
der, spinning him slightly, but his gun had
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barked out its answer and Rat Gamer 
lay on the floor, dying. Old Slim knelt 
over him.

“ I ’m sorry, podner,”  he said, but at that 
instant he noticed a missing piece in the 
bone handle of Rat Garner’s idle gun. 
“ Come clean, feller,” he said. “ Did you 
murder my son? You’re dying. You’ll 
feel better if you spill it.”

Rat spoke, but it was in the heavy whis­
per of death, “ Yeah, I shot . . . I . . , 
shot . . . him.”

“ Thanks, mister,” said the young fellow 
who had challenged Rat’s play.

“ Don’t mention it, son. He had it corn­
in’ ,”  said old Slim.

On his way to see the doctor, he patted 
Blazer’s neck affectionately, softly mutter­
ing, “ Well, podner, it looks like we go on 
alone from here. Our job is done.”

As we’ve told you amateurs, you 
can’t go  wrong by sticking to the 
old Western plots. You should give 
’em a twist of your own to make 
them just a little different, but 
that’s up to you. This story is a 
durned good model for you.

The plot has been popular since 
the days of Kit Carson because it 
has conflict and human interest. It 
is simple, with one problem to be 
solved and one tangible clue that 
will solve it. That leaves the author 
free to let himself go with colorful 
writing and characterization.

That’s the best thing in the story 
— the writing style. It ’s plumb col­
orful, pard! Keep it up; it’s a fiction 
w'riter’s greatest asset.

Now for the next story:

TH E  KID PLAYS SAFE 
By John Lapin—Age 28 

Mount Pleasant, Michigan
Kid Riley watched the sheriff draw one 

card—-and fill an inside straight. “ That 
was a risky chance,” Riley said as the old 
tin-badge raked in the pot.

The law dog grunted good-naturedly. 
“ A poker game is no place for hombres 
afraid tuh take a chance. Save yore dinero 
for that fancy get up yuh been admirin' 
in the mail-order catalog. Yuh shore need 
it.”

Riley grinned. He was dressed more 
like a saddle tramp than a deputy sher­
iff. “ Shucks,”  he started, but a waddy al­
most tore the front doors off their swing 
hinges and yelled:

“ Sheriff! Dobe Miller was just held up 
and murdered. Duke Yancey picked up 
the stage at Apache Wells and drove it in.”

Chips spilled from the overturned table 
as the players stampeded to the door. 
“ Duke Yancey?” Riley heard the sheriff 
mutter right behind him.

The fancy-dressed gambler from Lords- 
burg was climbing from the driver’s seat 
when Riley and the sheriff pushed through 
the crowd around the stage.

“ I was takin’ a siesta at Apache Wells 
when the stage came bustin’ down the 
trail,”  Yancey told the sheriff. “ Old Dobe 
Miller was sprawled out on the deck, like 
yuh see him. Pore feller. He must have 
put up a battle tuh save the mail.”

Riley and the sheriff lowered the dead 
driver to a dozen arms anxious to help.

“ If yuh want me, sheriff.”  the Duke 
called, unhitching his horse from the back 
of the stage, “ I ’ll be in the saloon."

The Kid watched the gambler lead his 
mount to the rail in front of the barroom. 
His slitted gray eyes seemed to be fas­
cinated by the tin-horn’s wine-colored silk 
shirt. He scanned the rest of the dudish 
gambler’s clothes, from vicuna cloth JB to 
hand-embroidered Justins. Then quickly, 
he jumped from the stage and followed 
Yancey.

The gambler was having a drink at the 
bar. Several waddies had strayed back in, 
but the place was .still hushed.

“ Yancey,”  the Kid clipped, “ sheriff sent 
me tuh arrest yuh for mail robbery!”

The gambler almost choked on his drink. 
“ Are yuh loco?” he gasped. “ Would I 
drive the stage in if I ’d just killed the 
driver?”

“ I didn’t say murder. I  said mail rob­
bery.”

“ Then old Dobe ain’t dead! I  didn’t 
kill him!”

“ He’s dead enough tuh slap a noose on 
yore-—”

The gambler’s arm became a blur, slash­
ing for the butt of his six-gun. The Colt 
leaped lightning-fast, but the lead that 
roared from its throat, slivered into the 
floor. Riley’s fist, rope-burned to boulder- 
hardness, exploded against the tinhorn’s 
chin.

“ What the hell?”  demanded the sheriff, 
drawn in by Yancey’s shot.

“ Yancey just admitted killin’ Dobe,”
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cried the barkeep. “ But why didn’t yuh 
draw iron, Kid?”

“ Couldn’t risk drillin’ the jasper,”  grinned 
Riley. “ He’s wearin’ my clothes. They 
was in the mail and I reckon Yancey 
couldn’t resist them. Can’t blame the gent 
much. They shore are purty.”

The sheriff blinked at his deputy. 
“ Huh,” he grunted. “ And yuh figure 
poker’s too risky.”

Here’s a plumb good example of 
what practice does for a writer. 
This story is durned easy to read. 
It has a good plot with a wallop on 
the last page. The characters might 
have been developed a little more, 
but still there’s enough characteriza­
tion to make them more than mere 
names. We sure advise you to keep 
at it, pard, and study magazine sto­
ries to acquaint yourself with the 
distance to be jumped from amateur 
to professional ranks. We reckon 
you’re plumb close to trying the 
leap.

Best of luck to you, hombre! 
We’ve got a hunch that you’re going 
to bust into the main part of West­
ern magazines one of these days.

Here’s another story:

ALM O ST HIGH-GRADED 
By Ted Rose—Age 35 

Natomas, California

Jim Larson smiled enigmatically as a 
low rumble came to his ears. That would 
be the bull-block at the heading of the 
Seirra Mine. The Seirra—the first and the 
last mine in which Jim had worked. Deep 
down in the Seirra shaft he had first learned 
to cut a fuse for the heavy charges of pow­
der with which to blast the ore from the 
face of the drift.

Down there, years ago, old Sam Rob­
erts had kept him from cracking up while 
they waited for a rescue gang to blast its 
way through tons of rubble to them after 
the worst cave-in that the Seirra had ever 
had. Sam had kept him from going stark, 
raving mad, and since then Jim had felt

"TH E  W HITE W O LF’S SNAKE-FANG CLUE." by Hal Dunning, 
is racing at you in next week's issue. Don't miss this com­
plete novel about o n e  o f  the best characters that ever rode 
the pages of WILD WEST WEEKLY. And there's a complete 
novelette, "SMART GUNS AND AN APRIL FO O L," a Circle J  
story, by Cleve Endicotf, with Buck Foster and the rest of 
the gun-roaring riders of the Circle J. range. And Part III 
of "STEPSON OF SATAN," by C. William Harrison, where the 
embattled brothers, unknown to one another, plunge into a __ 
whirlpool of furious, hatred-filled action! And smashing, crash­
ing, heart-pounding short stories by Chuck Martin, Andrew 
A. Griffin, end Nelse Anderson. Also other great features 
that make next week's WILD WEST WEEKLY the best maga­
zine of its kind on the market. ORDER NO W — 70 CENTS!
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that he owed his reason, as well as his 
life, to the old man.

Once more on the surface, Jim had quit 
his job.

Now, Jim was back in Placerton and 
one of the men at the table with him was 
old Sam. The other was a Mexican, by 
name, Pedro.

There was an impatient light in Jim’s 
eyes as he snapped:

‘'Well, what are we waiting for? I ’m 
buyin’ high-grade ore. But I ain’t inter­
ested in small jags. I got dough behind 
me. Plenty. If you’ve got some more of 
this at a fair price. I want it. But I can’t 
put in all my time on one deal.’’

Sam Roberts lifted his hand in a pla­
cating gesture:

"Take it easy, son.’ ’ he said. Jim 
thought his voire sounded tired as he went 
on. "Pedro, here, has sold more high-grade 
ore than some of these mines run through 
their stamp mills. But he has got to be 
sure that he can trust us.”

White teeth flashed in the brown face 
across the table from them as the Mexican 
spoke up. “ S i, s e i io r s . S i. Pedro, he ees 
convince. For theese one piece of ore I 
want one hundred dollairs. Tomorrow I 
shall bring here to the Golden Slipper 
much more of the same. Look seiiors. ees 
it not the prettiest piece of ore you have 
ever seen?"

In Ins grimy paw lay a pie® of gold ore 
which Jim knew was jewelry fine. Only 
small threads of quartz showed dully in 
a golden IkmI.

Jim I.arson counted out the hundred 
dollars. His eyes searched the Mexican’s 
face as he asked:

"Tomorrow. Pedro? Tomorrow you 
will bring more?"

Avarice gleamed in Pedro's eyes as be 
replied:

“ S i. si iitrr. M iich gold has been what 
you call high-grade. Tomorrow night I 
shall show such gold as you have nevair 
seen."

"Tomorrow night." Jim’s voice knifed 
through the silence of the room. In his 
hand, somehow, had appeared a gun and 
there on the table before him lay a silver 
badge which proclaimed him to be a deputy 
United States marshal.

"Tomorrow night, my Mexican friend, 
you'll lx* in jail. Charged with dealing in 
high-graded ore which has been stolen from 
the Seirra Mine. There is only one place 
where this ore could have come from. I 
studied pretty hard while I was getting 
myself through the government school of 
metalurgy. And as for you. Sam Roberts, 
you go on home and tell your old lady that 
you have been having ideas about takin’
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up high-gradin’ along with you r job  at the 
Seirra, Y ou  tell her that you  changed 
your m ind.”

Here’s a story that could be im­
proved by making it longer for the 
sake of better character develop­
ment. The plot could be strength­
ened by working it over so that a 
plant would be introduced early in 
the story that would tie up with a 
stronger ending. You see, pard, all 
short stories need a surprise at the 
end, something more than just the 
rather tame outcome of the conflict.

Remember that in your next, 
seiior. All of us are too apt to start 
writing before we get the full meat 
out of our plot situations. You 
haven’t done a bad job on this one, 
but we’ve got a hunch it’s in you to 
do better.

Now for a poem:

N ATU RE’S VENGEANCE 
By Robert Dolde— Age 22 
Albuquerque, New Mexico

M urile Black rode into Trail Tow n;
He stopped at the bank ’s door.

"H ands up,”  said M urde entering,
"O r your heart with lead I ’ ll bore.”

Bespectacled Ross turned pale with fright, 
Brave man. tried and true.

H e reached for his loaded six-gun.
And was shot through and through.

M mile got the pash into a bag;
W ent out to  his waiting horse,

R ode off with the sheriff' followin’ .
And headed for a hidden course.

The sheriff', sore, lost the trail,
Swore to  avenge Ross' death;

R ode to  an unused river crossing 
And held his gasping breath.

Sinking in the river’s quicksand,
M urde’s eyes rolled w i l l  fear;

The sheriff tossed his rope to  him,
Could only watch M urde’s head disappear.

Don’t forget, amigos, you've got 
the same chance to cash in that these 
amateurs had. Why not take it? 
You can't lose more than time and 
postage, and you may win.

T h e  R a n g e  B o s s .
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flDDLID' JOE’S 
S0D6 COROOL
This department is for the purpose o f  pre­

serving the old cowboy songs and Western 
range ballads, and their history. Readers can 
help in this work by sending in any such songs 
that they know, especially those handed down 
by word o f mouth by parents, grandparents, 
and other old-time Westerners. The story o f  
the song, hew it came to be written, and the 
facts on which it is based should accompany 
the words whenever possible.

Address all letters to Fiddlin' Joe, care o f  
Street & Smith's Wild West Weekly, 79 Sev­
enth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Hi, there, friends! I'm glad to say 
that the postman is bringing me 
some mighty interesting mail which 
you will share with me.

Don’t forget that I ’d like to know 
what was you r  favorite song when 
you were a child; and what your 
children are singing today of the old 
songs that you taught them.

Here, for instance, is a little ditty 
that George L. Kay of Louisiana, re­
members hearing in the backwoods 
of eastern Texas when he was a 
child. He was reminded of it by 
the verses which we printed in a De­
cember issue from an article by John

Craddock, of the Texas Folklore So­
ciety. Do you remember them? 
Here is George Kay’s version:

I  asked my mother for fif-teen cents,
O bye-o-ba by-bye
To see the elephant jump the fence,
0  bye-o-baby bye.

He jumped so high he touched the sky, 
O bye-o-baby bye
He never came down till the Fourth of 

July,
0  bye-o-baby bye.

1 went to the river and I  couldn’t get
across,

0  bye-o-baby bye
So I paid five dollars for an old blind 

horse,
0  bye-o-baby bye.

1 put him in the river and found he couldn’t
swim,

O bye-o-baby bye
So I paid five dollars for to get him out 

again
O bye-o-baby bye.

Chorus (after each verse)
O bye—o—ba-by b-y-e,
O bye— o—ba-by b-y-e,
O bye— o—ba-by b-y-e,
O bye—o—ba-by b-y-e.

I hope you enjoy adding that to 
your collections as much as I did 
adding it to mine!

Sometime ago our old friend Ger­
ald McIntosh, of Arkansas, sent in 
a couple of poems by Harry Lee 
Marriner, who used to be staff poet 
of the Dallas M orning News, and we 
have now been given permission to 
use them, so here’s the first:

PAP M ALONEY 
By Harry Lee Marriner

Sure, I  knowed ol* Pap Maloney— whitest 
man you ever saw,

Way out there in Arizony, where the .45 
was law;

Funny how we came to name him, he’s been 
dead an’ gone so long,

But I  know the angels claim him, fer he 
done nobody wrong.

X
/
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There was Injuns all aroun’  us, when o lf 
P ap  M alon ey quit,

T h ey  was pretty  nigh to  down us, an ’  we’d 
sorter lost our grit,

E ach  bchin ’ his dyin ’ pony with the bul­
lets whinin’ past,

A n ’ our guns plum b em pty only with the 
bullets fer the last.

Pap. he sees one chance an’ takes it, as a 
buck com es screechin’ b y  

A n ’ takes his one last shot an’ makes it, 
an’  that buck concludes to  die;

A n ’ before he hits the clover, Pap , he’s got 
his cartridge belt

A n ’ the light begins all over like som e 
brand-new hands is dealt.

But o l’ Pap, he don ’t forget us, layin’  there 
with em pty guns,

Sure the blessed cuss w on ’t let us, so he 
doubles up an’ runs,

A n ’  as he gits nigh lie stumbles, an* we 
see the dark-red spot

Showin’ that when ol’ P ap  tum bles he’s a 
goner— where he’s shot.

“ B ill,”  says be, “ I  guess he’s got m e; set 
me up, I  ain ’t quite through,

1 kin see the cuss that shot me; guess he’ll 
have to  m osey, too .”

A n ’ tliet buck don ’t know  what, hit him 
when he bit the yearth an ’ died;

“ T o ld  ye ,”  grins o l ’ Pap, " I ’d git h im ,”  an ’ 
lays back , satisfied.

Did you ever know that Indians 
were afraid of bald-headed men? 
George W . Bolds, of New York, tells 
how a friend of his, many years ago, 
was captured by a roving band of In­
dians who made a rush for his scalp. 
But when they jerked his hat off and 
saw his smooth head they let out a 
howl and rode away as if the cavalry 
was after them. For the Indian tra­
dition is that a man can only be 
scalped once. So even in baldness 
the pioneers could find something to 
be thankful for!

Here is an old, old song which, 
strange to say, the Corral has never 
sung. I  know, you’ll be glad to have 
it:

TH E  HELL-BOUND TR A IN  
(Sent to us by Ed Abernethy, of 

North Carolina)
A  Texas cow b oy  on a barroom  floor 
H ad drunk so much he could hold no more, 
So he fell asleep with a  troubled brain 
T o  dream that he rode on  the hell-bound 

train.
T he engine with murderous blood  was 

dam p,
The headlight was a big brim stone lamp, 
W hile an im p, for fuel, was shoveling 

bones;..
T h e furnace rang with a thousand groans.

T he boiler was filled full o f lager beer,
And the devil himself was the engineer; 
T he passengers were a mixed up crew, 
Church mem bers, atheists, gentile and jew, 
T he rich man in broadcloth, the i>oor in 

rags,
Handsom e girls and wrinkled hags.
W hile black nien, yellow  men, red and 

white
All chained together, a fearful sight.

T h e  train rushed on at an awful pace.
T h e sulphurous fumes scorched hands and 

face;
W ilder and wilder the country grew 
And faster and faster the engine flew; 
Louder and louder the thunder crashed, 
And brighter and brighter the lightning 

flashed.
H otter and hotter the air became 
Till clothes were burned from  each shrink­

ing frame.

T hen out o f the distance there rose a yell 
“ H a! ha!”  said the devil, “ the next stop ’s 

hell.”
Then, oh, how  the passengers shrieked with 

pain,
A nd begged the devil to  stop  the train; 
But he capered about and danced with 

glee
And laughed and m ocked at their misery. 
“ M y  friends, you  paid for your seats on this 

road,
T he train goes through (w ith) the com ­

plete load.

“ Y o u ’ve bullied the weak and cheated the 
poor,

The starving brother turned from  your 
door,

Y o u ’ ve laid up geld till your purses burst, 
Auid given free play to  your beastly lust. 
Y o u ’ve paid full fare and I ’ll carry you 

through
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F or it ’s on ly  right you should have your 

due;
T h e laborer alw ays expects his hire,
S o  I ’ll land you safe in the lake o f fire.

“ Y our flesh will scorch in the flames that 
roar,

And m y imps torm ent you forever m ore— ” 
Then  the cow b oy  woke with an anguished 

cry,
H is clothes were wet and his hair stood 

high.
T hen he prayed as he never prayed before. 
T o  be saved from  his sins and hell's front 

door.
H is prayers and pleadings were not in vain 
F or he never rode on the hell-bound train.

And here's an old, old favorite 
that is prime beef wherever men toss 
chips on a table:

TH E  GA M B LE R ’S BALLAD
I ’ ve got no use for the w om en,

A true one m ay never be found.
T h ey  want a man for his m oney;

W hen it ’s gone, they'll turn him down.

T h ey 're  all alike at the bottom .
Selfish and grasping for all.

T h ey 'll stick to  a man when lie's winning. 
And laugh in his face at his fall.

M y  pal was a straight young puncher. 
Honest and upright and square.

T ill he turned to  a gunman and gambler: 
Hut a wom an sent him there.

Swift and sure bis gunplay.
Till bis heart in his body lay dead. 

W hen a rascal insulted her picture.
H e filled him full o f lead.

All night in the darkness they trailed him 
Through m esquitc and chaparral.

A nd l couldn 't but think o f the woman, 
W hen l saw him pitch and fail.

I f  slic’d l>een the pa! she should’ ve.
He might have I wen rearing a son. 

Instead o f out there on the prairie.
T o  he falling b y  a Ranger's gun.

T h e  cow boy  was fatally wounded:
His chances for life were too  slim.

W here tliev were putting his bodv  
W  as all that worried him.

H e raised his head on his elbow.
And the blood from his wound (lowed red. 

H e  looked at bis pals grouped about him, 
A nd whispered to  them anti said:

rf s rf o
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“'Oh. bury me out on the prairie,
Where the coyotes may howl o’er my 

grave,
Am! cover me over with boulders,

That some of my bones lie saved.

“ Wrap me up in my blankets
And bury me deep ’lieatli the ground, 

And cover me over with boulders 
Of granite so huge and round.”

They buried him out on the prairie.
And the coyotes may howl o ’er his grave; 

But lii.s soul is at rest with its Giver 
From the unkind cut that she gave.

And many a similar puncher.
As he rides by that pile of stones, 

Recalls some similar woman
And is glad that it's not his hones.

Here’s a little song that was sent 
in a long time ago bv Jack Adam  
of North Carolina, with no informa­
tion as to where he obtained it. I 
guess it won’t do any harm for us 
to sing it.

H A P P Y  C O W B O Y

I ’m takin’ it good-natured
When they’re sprayin’ me with lead.

I'm laflin’ when I’m firnlin’
There’s cactus in my bed.

But I ’m rearin’, pan!. I’m rearin’.
When a bunch of dern galoots 

Thinks they’re smart, and whilst I'm snorin’  
Empty water in mull boots.

I kin grin when I find
There's gravel in mull greens.

An’ there’s castor oil aplenty 
In mull dish of pork an’ beans,

But I ’m rearin', paid. I ’m rearin',
When a bunch of dern galoots.

Thinks they’re smart, and whilst I'm snorin’, 
Empty water in mull hoots.

An’ I don’t blame him, either!

I hope that won’t give you night­
mares, folks! If it does, it’s because 
you’ve been up to something you 
wouldn’t like to be caught doing. 
But I guess you all are pretty safe 
from such terrors.

Hasta la vista!
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ES, just like thousands of others, -who 
thought music was hard, this man got the 

surprise of his life when he tried this easy way 
to learn music at home. And no wonder! In­
stead of months of tedious study and practice, he 
found himself actually playing real tunes in the 
very first few weeks !
But read this unsolicited letter for  yourself :
“ I didn’t even dream that I could actually learn 
to play without a teacher, because I had always 
heard that it couldn’t be done. I couldn’t afford a 
teacher so I didn’ t think it would do me any harm 
to take your course.
“ When I received the lessons I took the instan­
taneous note finder and struck the notes right off. 
You can imagine my surprise when after three or 
four weeks I found that I could actually play real 
tunes.
“ Now, when I play for  people they will hardly be­
lieve that I learned to play so well with just a 
correspondence course in so short a time. I am 
getting to the point where even the hardest music 
holds no terrors for  me.”

(Signed) * H. C. S., Calif.

Read How Thousands; Have Learned to Play Their 
Favorite Instruments! Free Proof that You Can, Too

Plays on Radio
I am happy to tell you that 
for four weeks I have been on 
the air over our lora) radio 
station. So thanks to your 
Institution for such a won­
derful course.

* W. H. S., Alabama.

Actual pupils* names on request. 
Pictures posed by Professional models.

Easy to Understand
The manner in which the vari­
ous lessons are explained is 
very helpful as well as inter­
esting. It makes one feel that 
the explanation is being given 
in person.

* W . W.. Florida.

Which instrument would you like to play? The 
piano, violin, guitar, saxophone, accordion? 
Never mind if you don’t know one note from 
another. Don't worry about “ talent.” And for­
get all you have ever heard about tedious study 
and practice. Here’s proof you can learn quickly 
in spare time at home— without a teacher, at 
amazingly little cost.
It's easy as A-IT-C. It ’ s FUN ! You learn to play 
by planing. If interested, send at once for the 
Free Print and Picture Sample that shows HOW 
and the handsome illustrated booklet that gives 
complete information. Just mail the coupon. 
(Instruments supplied when needed, cash or 
credit.) U.  S. S C H O O L  of M U S I C ,  3593 B r u n s ­
w i c k  Bldg. ,  N e w  Y or k ,  N.  Y .

Forty-second Year (Est. 1898)
|--------F R E E  P R I N T  & P I C T U R E  S A M P L E 1---------1

U. S. School of Music, 3593 Brunswick Bldg., N .Y.C.
| I am interested in music study, particularly in the

I instrument indicated below. Please send me your I 
free illustrated booklet, “ How to Learn Music at 
Home’ ' and! your illustrated Print and Picture Sample. I
(Do you have instrument......................................)

1 Piano Mandolin Trombone Piano Accordion

I Violin Saxophone Banjo Plain Accordion
Guitar Clarinet Ukulele Hawaiian Guitar

• Cello Trumpet Cornet Other Instrument
Name ....................................................................................
Street ....................................................................................

I City...................................................... State......................
□  Check here for Booklet “ A '’ if under 16 years of age. J



N E W  L I F E  P O L I C Y  I N S U R E S  
W HOLE FA M ILY FOR ONLY $ 1 .0 0  mp. e. th

One Policy Protects Entire Sullivan Family! 
5344 Foster Ave., Chicago, III.

UP TO
$3,000.00
BENEFITS!
For Only $1.00 Per Month

Ages 1 to 75!
Men— W omen— Children

maximum in event of 
travel death as out­
lined in this mar­
velous Family Group 
Policy.
maximum in event of 
death by auto as 
shown in the policy.
maximum in event of 
ordinary or natural 
death as explained in 
the policy.

PAYS FOR DEATH 
FROM ANY CAUSE!

$3̂ 100
$2,000
(1,000

SEN D  C O U P O N  FO R  
F R E E  D E T A I L S  ! !

FROM BABY TO
GRANDPARENTS!

One Policy, One Premium, One Price!
Now you can insure your whole family at 
amazing L O W  COST! Think of it! $1.00 per 
month protects entire family— husband and 
wife, their parents, and children! Pays bene­
fits for death from any cause, as specified in 
the policy.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION! 
NO AGENT CALL!

No medical examination of any family mem­
ber required. Just mail coupon for full details 
how to get the Family Group Policy for Free 
Inspection. No agent will call.

UNDER STATE
GOVERNMENT SUPERVISION!

The Family Group Policy issued by the Mar­
quette Life Insurance Company is under state 
government supervision. Pays cash for death 
from natural causes or accidental injuries as 
stated in the policy.

LEGAL RESERVE BASIS!
Approved securities, equal to the full legal re­
serve for every Marquette policy in force, are 
locked in the vaults of the State of Illinois.

SEND NO MONEY!
Remember, you do not send one cent! Just 
mail coupon. No obligation! No agent will 
call!

M A R Q U E TTE  LIFE IN SU R A N C E C O M P A N Y  
Desk 90, Jefferson Station, Chicago, III.

NO AGENT WILL CALL!
I m a r q u e t t e  l i f e  IN SU R A N C E CO.
.Desk 90, Jefferson Station, Chicago, III.
.Please send details how to get the Family Group 
"insurance Policy for Free Inspection without 
lobligation.
,N am e_____ _ __________ ____________________
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