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that would be a real test for him....

Peters’ voice recalled him from his
reverie.

“Five years since you saw this
Cooper—and you just happened to be
riding by today?”

“Oh, that. I found a letter waiting
for me in Dodge from Elizabeth,
that’s Ned’s wife. The letter said she
wanted to see me. So I rode out of
Dodge this morning.”

“She say why she wanted to see
you?”

“Nope. Just said she needed my
help bad. If you mean did she men-
tion Ned . . . no, she didn’t.”

The note had been brief, cryptic.

Dear Laramie, I need help badly.
You're the only one to turn to. I've
heard that you ride into Dodge City
occasionally. If you get this, will you
come to the aid of an old friend?
Please?

Peters was speaking. “Did it ever
strike you that this Cooper had it in
him to turn sour?”

Laramie took his time about ans-
wering, his thoughts circling back
into the past. “Reckon I never
thought much about it one way or
another. Oh, he was always a little
wild, always in a tearing hurry to get
things done, but I thought getting
hitched had settled him down some.”

“Apparently it didn’t,” Peters
said grimly. “But he’s settled down
now. Permanently.”

Laramie felt a pull of anger, but
he held his peace. Peters was right,
looking at it from where he stood.
They rode awhile in silence, the only

sound the creak of saddle leather, the
dull plop-plop of hooves in the dust.
Although it was now well past mid-
afternoon, it had grown hotter.
There wasn’t a breath of air. Clouds
boiled up low on the horizon to the
north, like hills humped in the dis-
tance, but Laramie figured it was
probably a false alarm. A real gully-
washer of a rain right now would be
welcome, but Laramie doubted it
was in the cards.

“Nelson.”

Laramie glanced over at him.

Peters jerked his head at Lara-
mie’s low-slung, well-worn Colt.
“You good with that?”

“I know how to use it,” Laramie
said evenly.

They locked stares for a moment,
neither giving an inch, then Peters let
smoke drift out of his mouth and
said dryly, “Yes, I’'m sure you do.”

The sun had dropped out of sight
by the time they rode down the
dusty main street of Cottonwood
Springs. Cottonwood Springs was
little more than a cluster of wooden,
false-fronted buildings, all leaning
south as though once struck by a
particularly severe norther. As they
rode along, butter-yellow light spilled
out of some of the buildings.

People strolling along the board-
walks halted to stare at them, two
strangers on horseback, one man
draped across a horse like a sack of
grain, then hurried on with faces
averted.

Laramie reined Wingfoot in
toward a hitching rail and called out
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he said sarcastically. He climbed to
his feet. “Well, here goes nothing.”

Nelson started toward the camp.
He looked back once, in time to see
Peters duck down into the wash and
disappear from sight and Elizabeth
moving carefully from rock to tree
toward the canyon. He didn’t feel
right about placing her in jeopardy,
but there was no other way. He knew
she was good with a rifle, yet she was
a woman. If she became rattled and
they located and rushed her . ..

Laramie pushed the thought from
his mind and continued on to the
camp. He removed his boots and
donned a pair of moccasins. Boots
were of no use in scaling cliffs. He
made two bundles of the dynamite,
tying the sticks together with cord.
He was particularly careful with the
blasting caps, wrapping them
separtely in old rags.

Then he put the two bundles of
dynamite and the caps into a flour
sack and tied it around his neck,
letting it hang down his back. With
regret he left the rifle behind, he was
burdened enough as it was, and wore
only the Colt.

It was a little over a mile to the
bottom of the cliff. There was
cover—rocks, trees, bushes—but he
had to make it across open spaces
here and there. He snaked along on
his belly across these spaces, afraid
that any sudden movement might
catch the attention of the guards, his
skin crawling in anticipation of the
shock of a bullet. He didn’t know
how alert they were, but they could

spot him easily if they had binocu-
lars.

It took him an hour to reach the
bottom of the cliff. The cover on the
cliff was almost non-existent, a few
stunted pines, no large rocks. But
there was a sort of slanting chimney
that had eroded out of the cliff face
about a half mile from the canyon
entrance. He had noticed it earlier
but hadn’t been able to tell how deep
it was. Up close, it was about two
feet deep and extended as far up as
he could see. He could only hope it
didn’t end before he reached the top.
It should hide him from prying eyes,
and he could certainly come back
down in a hurry, like sliding down a
sled run, although it would probably
be rough on the seat of his pants.

Picking his spots, Laramie started
up the chimney. It was slow going.
Every few yards he would lose a
handhold or his foot would slip and
he would slide back, small rocks
cascading down with the sound of an
avalanche. Each time he finally
managed to stop his slide, he waited
a minute, two minutes, for a shout of
alarm, but he heard nothing. Long
before he reached the top his nails
were broken, fingers bleeding, and
both knees of his trousers were torn,
one knee bleeding profusely.

Trees grew thicker on the spine of
the ridge. After pulling himself up
the last few feet, Laramie lay for a
time regaining his breath and getting
his bearings. Finally he got to his feet
and picked his way carefully, using
the pines for cover. It was very quiet,
































































































EVEN
SHOOT-OUT

by PAUL CLANE

Court looked up and
went pale. “I killed you,

Turner—five years ago!”

l A/ HEN JIM TURNER stepped into
the Bigbar Saloon, he knew he

was stepping into trouble. His steady

o gray eyes took in the four men facing

)\,L)«}N . \/ | the bar and the lone blond kid with
. his back to it. The bartender was
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There was room between two of
them for him to lie. There he would
be protected from the rear and he
could see the road without being
seen. He smiled coldly. If Court had
any plans of back-shooting him, he’d
better change them now.

The sun was straight overhead
when a rumbling from above told
Turner the freight was on its way. He
lay very still, his eyes squinting into
the bright, hot glare in front of him.
Slowly, it came into view. There
were two huge freighters, each pulled
by a six-mule team. The drivers and
guards sat high on the boxes, looking
carefully in every direction. They
moved very slowly, having braked
heavily down the last curve, keeping
their speeds down to be ready for the
one directly below. Jim Turner spot-
ted Tim Rucker high on the lead
wagon.

It was halfway through the cut
when it happened. From the other
side two shots jarred the air. Another
cracked from behind Turner. Two
men on horseback swarmed down
from the left side, firing as they
came. One guard rose from his box
and pitched headlong to the ground.
A shotgun crashed in Tim Rucker’s
hands. Jim Turner, cursing, pulled his
Colt and wriggled free of the rocks.

“A perfect place for a robbery!”
he thought. A slow-moving train, the
walls of the cut to hide the men
waiting.

Now he was shooting. The
mounted men wheeled their horses
and rode up and out of sight. Jim
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Turner tumbled down the rubbly
sides of the cut and stopped by the
guard lying in the dust. One look was
enough. A .44 bullet had taken him
in the face. He holstered his gun ani
straightened.

Behind him a cold, familiar voice
said, “Raise ’em.”

Jim Turner turned slowly, an icy
sensation gripping the bottom of his
stomach. He looked into the cold,
dark eyes of Dan Court. Three other
men, big, heavy-set men, held their
guns on him. He raised his hands.

“We got one of ’em, Dan,” the
man next to Court said.

“One’s not enough—unless he
talks, Roney,” Court answered. The
muscles of his heavy face were
twitching, and Jim Turner could see
he was displeased at something.
Slowly the meaning of this was
dawning on Turner. Hot anger gave
way to cold rage. Court had won this
round, but he wasn’t through yet.

Tim Rucker spoke up. “This
yahoo wasn’t shootin’ at us. He was
shootin’ at them.”

“That’s right,” Jim Turner said
quickly. He looked from one face to
another, seeking some softening,
some doubt of him as a stage robber.
There was none. Whoever these men
might be, they were as implacable-
looking as Dan Court.

“All right,” Turner said. “I'll tell
it to the sheriff.”

“But,” Tim Rucker began again.

Court whirled on him. “You
workin’ for me or not?”

The boy, gripping his shotgun
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him. He dragged himself back to the
cabin and Champion pulled him
inside.

The invaders ringed the sprawling
shack with a bristling fence of rifles.
Bullets poured through the windows
in a steady shower from all sides.
Battling grimly on alone, Champion
tended the dying Ray and heroically
pumped the trigger of his rifle
without a let-up for twelve hours.

For some time the invaders
thought there were ten or more men
inside the house, for Champion,
dashing between the bullets that spat
through the windows, fired from
each window in turn. Such a pile of
wood splinters rose on the floor of
the cabin as the flying shots chipped
off the logs that Champion’s bleeding
legs were stuck as full of slivers as a
porcupine as he crawled from one
post to another.

Amazingly, through the siege, the
defender kept a painstaking diary.
Those bloodstained pages told a
story of superb heroism, and read in
part: ‘“Midday: Ray is dying ...
Afternoon: Ray is dead ... I am
running out of ammunition . . . Eve-
ning: They have fired the cabin...”

The shanty-ranchhouse was set
afire in the dusk and Champion
broke out and plunged towards a
nearby ravine. He was riddled with
bullets, then Major Wolcott walked
over and pinned to his chest a sign
that read: “Cattle Thieves Beware.”

HE INVADERS WERE flushed
with triumph. In a single day
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they had wiped out the two men
they most wanted.

But by nightfall, the tables were
turned. '

The day-long battle of the KC
ranch had been witnessed by a neigh-
boring rancher named Torrance
Smith. He rode wildly from one
spread to another and the whole of
Johnson County, led by the sheriff,
was armed and in the saddle in five
hours.

Soon, the fifty gunmen were
thundering down the road, pursued
by irate Johnson County “rustlers”
intent on protecting their homes and
lives. The invaders holed up in the
TA ranch twenty miles away from
the KC and threw up defense along
the sides of the house. They were
now in a very hot spot themselves.

Among the invaders was a young
doctor, Charles Penrose, a Harvard
classmate of Wyoming’s lieutenant
governor, Amos Barber. Dr. Penrose
was an adventurer, but he was getting
more adventure than he had asked
for. He managed to get a message out
to Barber at the state capital, which
arrived shortly after Barber, follow-
ing the sudden death of the former
governor, had succeeded to the
gubernatorial chair. Penrose’s class-
mate saved his neck by telegraphing
the President that Wyoming was in
the throes of a civil war.

Three divisions of the U.S. cavalry
from Fort McKinney pounded hasti-
ly down to the battlefield and took
the place over. They arrived the
second afternoon of the seige just in






Zane Grey is best known for his stories of action and sweeping
adventure under the big sky of the West. But few writers have
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the situations and problems cowboys actually faced. This morith's
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THE CAMP ROBBER

He half-killed the man who called him
thief—then set out to track the real criminal
.... But the trail led far back into his own past!

by ZANE GREY

HAT THE deuce!” exclaimed Hoff
Manchester, the Selwyn Ranch
foreman.

“Boys, it ain’t no joke,” said
cowhand Slab Jacobs. “Shore as the
Lord made little apples, we been
robbed!”

The boys of the Selwyn Ranch
had returned from the Spring round-

up . .. to find their bunkhouse door
standing open and their quarters ran-
sacked.

Yet a quick search, punctuated by
an infinite variety of cowboy speech,
revealed only a few valueless trinkets
missing; untouched were a set of
silver-mounted spurs, money, and a
diamond stickpin.

N Copyright 1928, by The McCall Company.
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growth of adolescence—stood a long
while looking at the door in silence,
with eyes and mouth expressing fu-
tile injury. Finally he -thrust his
hands into bunchy pockets, and said:

“I ain’t no two-bit man.”

He watched the door, as if daring
it to deny this, then, as nothing
happened, he slowly drew his hands
from the bunchy pockets, climbed
the corral at the spot nearest him,
twisted the boot between the bars
and sat as before only without
singing.

Thus we sat waiting, I for Scipio
to come out of the house with the
information he had gone in for, while
the boy waited for nothing. Waiting
for nothing was stamped plain upon
him from head to foot. This boy’s
eyebrows were insufficient, and his
front was as ragged as his back. He
just sat and waited.

Presently the same man put his
head out of the door. “You after
sheep?”

I nodded.

“l could a-showed you sheep.
Rams. Horns as big as your thigh—
bigger'n your thigh. That was before
tenderfeet came in and spoiled this
country. Counted seven thousand on
that there butte one morning before
breakfast. Seven thousand and
twenty-three, if you want exact
figgers. Quit your staring!” This was
addressed to the boy on the corral.
“Why, you’re not a-going without
another?” This convivial question
was to Scipio, who now came out of
the house and across to me with
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the news that he had failed on what
he had went in for.

“I could a-showed you sheep—”
resumed the man, but I was now
attending to Scipio.

“He don’t know anything,” said
Scipio, “nor any of ’em in there. But
we haven’t got this country rounded
up yet. He’s just come out of a week
of snake fits, and, by the way it
looks, he’ll enter on another about
tomorrow morning. But drink can’t
stop him lying.”

“Bad weather,” said the man,
watching us make ready to continue
our long drive. “Lot o’ lightning
loose in the air right now. Kind o’
weather you’re liable to see fire on
the horns of the stock some night.”

This sounded like such a good one
that I encouraged him. “We have
nothing like that in the East.”

“Hm. Guess you’ve not. Guess
you never seen sixteen thousand
steers with a light at the end of every
horn in the herd.”

‘“Are they going to catch that
man?” inquired Scipio, pointing to
the yellow poster.

“Catch him? Them? No! But I
could tell ’em where he’s went. He’s
went to Idaho.”

“Thought the 76 outfit had sold
Auctioneer,” Scipio continued
conversationally.

“That stallion? No! But I could
tell ’em they’d ought to.” This was
his good-by to us; he removed him-
self and his alcoholic omniscience
into the house.

“Wait,” I said to Scipio as he got
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in and took the reins from me. “I’'m
going to deal some magic to you.
Look at that poster. No, not the
stallion, the yellow one. Keep look-
ing at it hard.” While he obeyed me I
made solemn passes with my hands
over his head. “Now look anywhere
you please.”

Scipio looked across the corral at
the gray sky. A slight stiffening of
figure ensued, and he knit his brows.
Then he rubbed a hand over his eyes
and looked again.

“You after sheep?” It was the
boy sitting on the corral. We paid
him no attention.

“It’s about gone,” said Scipio,
rubbing his eyes again. “Did you do
that to me? Of course you didn’t!
What did?”

I adopted the manner of the
professor who lectured on light to
me when I was nineteen. “The eye
being normal in structure and focus,
the color of an after-image of the
negative variety is complementary to
that of the object causing it. If, for
instance, a yellow disk (or lozenge in
this case) be attentively observed, the
yellow-perceiving elements of the
retina become fatigued. Hence, when
the mixed rays which constitute
white light fall upon that portion of
the retina which has thus been
fatigued, the rays which produce the
sensation of yellow will cause less
effect than the other rays for which
the eye has not been fatigued. There-
fore, white light to an eye fatigued
for yellow will appear blue—blue
being yellow’s complementary color.
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Now, shall I go on?” 1 asked.’

“Don’t y’u!” Scipio begged. “I’d
sooner believe y’u done it to me.”

“I can show you sheep.” It was
the boy again. We had not noticed
him come from the corral to our
wagon, by which he now stood. His
eyes were eagerly fixed upon me; as
they looked into mine they seemed
almost burning with some sort of
appeal.

“Hello, Timberline!” said Scipio,
not at all unkindly. “Still holding
your job here? Well, you better stick
to it. You’re inclined to drift some.”

He touched the horses and we left
the boy standing and looking after
us, lonely and baffled.

“Why Timberline?” I asked after
several miles.

“Well, he came into this country
the long, lanky innocent kid you saw
him, and he’d always get too tall in
the legs for his latest pair of pants.
They’d be half up to his knees. So we
called him that. Guess he’s most
forgot his real name.”

“What is his real name?”

“I’ve quite forgot.”

This much talk did for us for two
or three miles more.

“Do you suppose the man really
did go to Idaho?” I asked then:- -—

“They do go there—and they go
everywhere else that’s convenient—
Canada, San Francisco, some Indian
reservation. He’ll never get found. I
expect like as not he killed the
confederate along with the victims—
it’s claimed there was a cook along,
too. He’s never showed up. It’s a bad
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when | had chosen a camp and we
were unsaddling and throwing the
packs on the ground, Timberline was
in his customary silence.

Next morning, the three of us left
camp. It was warm summer in the
valley by the streaming channel of
our creek, and the quiet days smelled
of the pines. By three o’clock we
stood upon a lofty, wet, slippery
ledge that fell away on three sides,
sheer or broken, to the summer and
the warmth thousands of feet below.
Here it began to be very cold, and to
the west the sky now clotted into
advancing lumps of thick
thunder<loud, black, weaving and
merging heavily and swiftly in a
fierce rising wind.

We got away from this pro-
montory to follow a sheep trail, and
as we went along the backbone of
the mountain, two or three valleys
off to the right long black streamers
let down from the cloud. They hung
and wavered mistily close over the
pines that did not grow within a
thousand feet of our high level. I
gazed hard at the streamers and
discerned water, or something
pouring down in them. Above our
heads the day was still serene, and we
had a chance to make camp without
a wetting.

“No! no said Timberline
hoarsely. “See there! We can get
them. We’re above them. They don’t
see us.”

I saw no sheep where he pointed
but he insisted they had merely
mowed behind a point, and so we

[R2
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went on to a junction of the knife-
ridges upon which a second storm
was hastening from the southwest
over deep valleys that we turned our
backs on to creep near the Great
Washakie Needle.

Below us there was a new valley
like the bottom of a caldron; on the
far side of the caldron the air, like a
stroke of magic became thick white,
and through it leaped the first
lightning, a blinding violet. A sheet
of the storm crossed over to us, the
caldron sank from sight in its white
sea, and the hail cut my face, so I
bowed it down. On the ground I saw
what looked like a tangle of old
footprints in the hard-crusted mud.

These the pellets of the swarming
hail soon filled. This tempest of
flying ice struck my body, my horse,
raced over the ground like spray on
the crest of breaking waves, and
drove me to dismount and sit under
the horse, huddled together even as
he was huddled against the fury and
the biting pain of the hail.

From under the horse’s belly I
looked out upon a chaos of shooting,
hissing white, through which, in
every direction, lightning flashed and
leaped, while the fearful crashes
behind the curtain of the hail
sounded as if I should see a de-
stroyed world when the curtain
lifted. The place was so flooded with
electricity that I gave up the shelter
of my horse, and left my rifle on the
ground, and moved away from the
vicinity of these points of attraction.

At length the hailstones fell more
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thinking, You blind, stumbling, stub-
born, pap-wet, idiotic, childish fool!

“We’re breaking a new trail,”
Graufeld said. “My trail. We’re not
stopping at Fort Laramie. We got
plenty stuff to carry us, an’ we ain’t
gettin’ caught by Indians, an we ain’t
going to get caught with all the land
gone oncet we get to Oregon,
neither. Matt done it, we’re doin’ it.
We taken a vote. You’re through as
guide of this here now train. We’re
payin’ you off.”

Graufeld flipped a small chamois
purse from his pocket, handed it to
Morgan. “It’s gold, an’ we say good-
by to you.”

“Wait,” Morgan said. He stood
watching Graufeld, the purse chink-
ing in his hand. “You figure you
know what you’re gettin’ into?”

“We don’t want to know from
you. We seen you an’ the way you
act. We want to get to our land, see?
We’re plumb sick of this Indian talk,
an’ ‘don’t hurry it an’ ‘take your
time.” You heard me, that’s it. We’re
cuttin’ trail to where Matt headed an’
we’ll likely catch ’im °fore he gets
far.”

“l reckon you likely will,”
Morgan said. He wanted to tell them
about others who had tried this,
decided against it. He thought of
Zerelda, the women and children, the
men who had been swept up and
snarled in Graufeld’s selfishly
planned foray against him. It was too
late to alter this now.

“Al right,” he said. “I'll just ride
along with you, then.” He turned
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toward his bay, pocketing the purse.

“No, you don’t!”” Graufeld said.
“We voted that, too. I don’t want
you hankerin’ after my daughter. I'm
sick to death of seein’ you moon—"

Morgan came in front of Graufeld
smoothly, fast. Carney and Handra-
han seemed provoked to sudden in-
decision. Morgan’s voice was soft. *I
ain’t your trail guide now, remem-
ber?” He did not move now, he only
watched the man. “Any more from
you about Miss Zerelda, an’ you’ll
have me on your hands. I might clean
forget you’re her Pa.”

“Take provisions an’ leave this
train!” Graufeld ordered, his face
darkening. “You’ve cost us time an’
worry to boot. We don’t want you.
Ever’body sees it my way. We took
the vote, Morgan.” He turned, shov-
ing at Carney and Handrahan.

Morgan knew he must speak to
the other men.

“Tom,” he said. “l reckon you
better listen. This old buzzard’s got
you both mewlin’ like a basket of
kittens.” He ceased then. The three
were striding back toward the lead
wagon, unheeding. Graufeld’s back
was very stiff, his dust-caked hat
rigidly square on curling red hair.

Morgan turned to his horse,
swung astride. “Well,” he said. “Well,
I reckon, Well, well.”

Walking the bay past the third
wagon, he glanced over at Zerelda, in
jacket and pants, her carrot-colored
hair washing brightly to her
shoulders. She leaned against a
wheel, looked up at him as rode by.
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GUN
SMART

by
C. HALL THOMPSON

A man walks taller with a gun—but when it

lets him down . . .

v IRGIL FELT the grease of sweat

on his palms. The hair pulled
tight at the back of his neck. He
hitched straighter in the saddle, in
the red dusk above Cardova. He
watched the others.

The four men looked like riders
heading in for a big night at the
saloon. Clell chewed the stub of a
cigarette—his full lips bent a smile on
the town below. Harker and Jack
were thin and expressionless. Under
their long linen dusters, the Win-
chesters did not bulge. Jesse lifted his
Colt and checked the load. He slid
the gun back into leather.

Copyright 1952 by Popular Publications, Inc.

is he still a man?

Be like him, Virgil thought, cold
and sure, like Jesse.

Clell said, “Scared, kid?” through
that smile.

“Let him alone.” Jesse said.

“Let me alone,” Virgil said. “I'm
all right.”

Clell laughed. “He’s tighter’'n a
rusty spring.”

Harker and Jack laughed. Virgil
felt his neck get hot. Jesse’s lips
thinned under the dark mustache.

“The kid’s all right.”

“I don’t know about that,” Clell
said.

Jack said, “Maybe we shoulda left
125
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him back at the camp. We don’t want
no mistakes.”

Jesse looked at Virgil steadily.
“There won’t be no mistakes. Will
there, kid?”

“NO.”

“You’ll remember your brother.
It was a bank dick killed him. You’ll
remember that.”

Virgil said, “I’ll remember.”

“It’s a perfectly simple job.”

Virgil frowned. “That cashier. He
won’t take it lying down.”

Jesse touched the gun. “He’ll take
it. Because of this. That’s all you got
to know. The gun makes ’em lie
down. And he’ll know it.”

Harker said, “We’re wasting
time.”
Jesse nodded.

They put down the hill trail
through the stunted pinons and along
the falling spur. They didn’t talk any
more. On the flats, they split. Harker
and Jack swung east and circled into
the low-sprawled buildings of the
town. Clell went in from the west.
For ten minutes, Jesse and the kid
waited.

Then Jesse said, “This is it.”

They didn’t ride fast. Their
shadows were tall and restless in the
dust before them. Virgil felt of the
cool bone of the gunbutt. This is
what does it. You got this and you're
more than yourself, bigger.-. . . The
way his brother had been. The way
Jesse said he was,

Virgil saw the squat hunch of
Clell on a barrel outside Holwell’s
General Store, close to his horse,
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patiently whittling at a willow twig.
Upstreet, Harker lounged under the
arcade of a saloon and Jack’s blue
roan was halted almost before the
bank, the rider dismounted to
tighten the cinch buckles. They
covered the bank entrance from all
angles.

Jesse pulled up Union Alley.
Virgil followed. They left the ponies
outside the rear exit of the bank and
walked back to Division Street.

The bank smelled of old ledgers
and ink. There was a desk with a
placard that said: JOB WALTHAL,

PRESIDENT. But the president had

gone for the day. The cashier in the
wire cage looked big and square. The
celluloid collar was tight on his thick
neck. He held his place in the ledger
and smiled.

“Well, you’re the gent was in
yesterday to look over our little bank
before you invested. You'’re
Mister—"

“Miller,” Jesse said.

Virgil felt the dryness of his
mouth. He wished the clerk wouldn’t
smile so friendly-like.

The clerk said, “Come in to make
another deposit, I reckon?”

“No,” Jesse said. “A withdrawal,
this time.”

The smile went crooked. The big
man in the cage stared at the leveled
gun.

“You’re married,” Jesse said.
“You don’t want to leave a widow.”

The cashier didn’t move. Jesse
nodded. “Inside, kid.”

They swung through the knee-















