BIG
HORN
VALLEY

Authored by

First Edition
June 1940

Revised Copy
with alteratiens
edited in for clarity
maie by Marvin Pegg
June 2001

Dedicated to:
My Lerd & Savior [without Him we could do nothing)
Pawnee Pegg, my Wife, my helper in everything
Anitra Camersn, my daughter
Dr.Pegg, my son
Patricia Kainu, my Niece, whose early years were in the Big Horn Valley
Marheth Bingman, long time friend, who taught me to “Live my Bream
These were the first to encourage me in this project, thank yeu!



Chapter One “AWounded Rustier” Pages1-4

Chapter Two “APrice On His Head” Pages5-7

Chapter Three “A Marshall Arrives In Greywolf” Pages 829

Chapter Four “Western Hospitality” Pages10-12

Chapter Five “Outiaw Revenge” Pages13a 14

Chapter Six “AMarshall Arrives in Big Horn” Pages 16 - 19

Chapter Seven “Bill Wyman Arrested For Murder” 20-23

Note: Chapters Eight thru Ten, w/pagination, te be sent as revisions
are completed.







G

o T Co BN "%‘_\1\

suggested maturity., For

& short while she stood
. . watching the ascending
moon and listening to
the soul-s{irring calls
of a Turtle-dove, In
the rocks above the
ranchehouse she made

e T — T

out the scampering form

of a Cottontail, A hawk
slowly circled near the spot where she had seen |

/ the rabbit and swiftly made its dive. She shudder-

i ed at the grim reminder that this was a land of s |

\ force and iron wills. She thought of the threat

of the owner of the Lazy Y Bar ( ), Jim Farra- -

; day, and the accusation that her father had been
| "using the long rope" with his, Farraday's, cattle. | |
i Jim Farraday end "Big Bill" Wyman had always been |
| friendly neighbors up until the past year. True,

! "Big Bill" had been doing well and the incresse in
j bis stook was noticeable and well known. Nost

?? psople sara.his accomplishments credit as being
due to good management, His honesty and straight-
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forwardness was emphasized
in every line of his rm;
square Jaw, Six foot-~two
inches he stood and he had
last 1ittle of the solid-
ness he had acquired in
his younger days ﬁnmlllns
"the rough string® of var-
ious outfits, Not many had
dared oppose him during
the days that he had been Sheriff of Big Horn County
and those that did had markers in Boot Hill, Jim
Farreday had ceased to believe in him though and had
made threats to "shoot him on sight.™ Their places
bordered, and how else could he be losing cattle?
Execept for a couple of Nester holdings owned by Gore

don Belmont, mountain ranges separated them from
other outfits. Jim had been foi_ul to take a loan
from Big Horn's Banker, Gordon Belmont, and payment
on it would not be long due, He would have %o sell
a large portion of his stock at out-thrngt prices to
meet the payment, Yes, Leona t'mat; suspieion
could easily be cast on Bill Wyman because it had




ceased to become a Joke that the Sun Bar brand so
easily blotted out the Lazy Y Bar brand, Down in
the corral "Foot"™ saw her and whinnied in anxiety
for he knew it was time for his apple. It served
to break her reverie and she started for the core
ral. She noticed with approval that "Big Billw
had left the pinto saddled and bridled for her in
remembrance of her request to go riding that even-
ing. "Good old Dad," she mused to herself, "I'll
bet he made Mother's life happy while she was live
ing." A horse had stumbled with Leona's Mother
while racing Bill to the Ranch one omln;; and
she had died a few hours later, She had left nn_;
L’om; and he had sworn to himself never to let
her ride, but then in a country so filled with
horses how could he help but give in to her tome
boyish pleading? The creaking of the corral gate
ceased as Leona dropped the oross-bar and mounted
with grace and agility to the back of "Foot". It
was but a short ride of a mile to her favorite
spot in the cottonwoods on the morth bank of the
Big Horn River and there she could be alone to
think of past events nnd wonder of the troublee
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some days that seemed to be in store. The slapping
t%all of a beaver near the shore sounded like a rif-
le shot as he gave warning of her presence., Where
the moonlight glistened on the rippling waters
flowing over a sand bar she could make out the dark
forms of catfish playfully swimming about, Farther
downstream a Doe was taking a young Fawn to the
water,

Last week at the dance in town, their rm.'

Roland Hawkins, had asked her to marry him but she
had managed to elude a definite answer, When she
had spoken to her Dad about him he had simply told
her to meke her own decisions, It was her life
she was living, Much could be said for Rolande---
tall, dark headed, and handsome, he attracted many
a girl's eye and Leona's girl friends had told her
how lucky she was to have the attention of a man
like Roland Hawkins, Something indefineable, may-
be it was the furtiveness of his eyes, had caused
her to mistrust him from the beginning. He had
come to Big Horn just a few months before and had
sought a job from her father. His horsemanship
and appirlnt range sense hed glven him high esteem

|
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-~ with her Father and when their previous foreman,

3

Red Karms, was mysteriously killed, Bill gave him
the job of Foreman. Hawkins had refused to come

ment on his past, and where he'd come from Leona

did not kmow, Questions were rarely asked of

strangers besause many honest, prominent citizens

of Big Horn had had shady pasts before settling
there, A man was Jjudged by his actions as they
appeared ani if Hawkins did not wish to disclose
his past the matter was scarcely given consider~
ation. After days of thought, Leona had decided
that she could do little better and had made up
her mind to consent until yesterday when she saw
him unmerecifully lay the quirt to one of their
best saddle horses, She never told "Big Bill"
of the inecident because she knew the ensuing
quarrel would result in blocodshed, "Big Bill's"
*!:p-r was quick whers the treatment of horses
was concerned, The slap of a beaver startled
her---but was it a beaver? It sounded more like
c shot! Orackli It was a shot! From across
the river on a seotion of Farraday's land}

Could it be that they had apprehended a gang of

-~



rustlers? Fervently she hoped that they had trap~
ped them for she was certain her Father was not
mixed up in it and that a capture would e¢lear his
name. She listened. The shooting had long ceased.
Probably someone shooting at a coyote. She mounte
ed *Foot™ and turned to go back to the Ranch, _
Abruptly she stopped; again to listen, Yes, there
was a horse heading towards the river from the
other side, Suddenly it broke into the elearing
along the river's edge and plunged into the water,
Valiantly the horse struggled against the swift
gurrent. She noticed the rider swaying in the
saddle, He was wounded! One of the rustlers per-
haps, Quickly she ummr na pulled off her ri-
ding bootl; tossing her hat aside., Yes, he was
falling and she couldn't stand by and watch a man
hm; rustler or no rustler, Anyway, maybe he
wasn't a rustler,



CHAPTER TWO

The coming light of a gray dawn was fast
spresding thru the sky ocausing an owl to search
for its day-time abode that offered protection
against the brilliance of the Western sumer sun
that would be soon casting its rays in the valley.
A buzzard, scavenger of the prairie, started its
quest for appeasement of a ravencus appetite. Was
that something beleow for the seavenger to start
the day on? No, it was moving. A chipmunk began
tugging &t a mass of black hair extending out
from 1t. Maybe it was something with which to
build its nest. Quiokly a hand smatohed out but
the ohipmunk was quicker and it went sourrying
away., "Thanks to that chipmunk for waking me, "
thought Lance Carter, "Waybe I can got an early
start today and resch Big Horn before sun-down,"
Having made up his bederoll, Lance walked over %o
where he had placed the saddlebags the night be-
fore, when he made camp, and got out a frying pan,
soffes pot, bacon, and goffee, It was a simple
matter to get a fire started with the use of the
piteh he had found on a near by pine tres, A
elear mountain stream afforded water for coffee

and he soon had everything progressing nicely. He had
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hobbled his horse to let

him graze and after washe

ing out his cooking uten=

sils with sand in the

crook; he found it simple

to locate him, The huge

gelding thoroughbred was

a masterpiece of horse=-

flesh and d4id Justice to

the man that owned hin,

when Lance had earned first place honors at the
Greywolf, Wyoming Annual Rodeo; by being the first
man ever to stay with the gelding, the owner had
presented him with the horse, iittle did the own-
er realize then that the horse would make it poss-
ible for a rustler to make his getaway. OUme look
at Lance and you'd judge him to be an honest and
upright owner of some large Vutfit and above any
suspicion of rustling, iis steel-grey eyes were
clear and dominant, His features were well defin-l
ed with thin straight lips; a finely chiseled nose,
and a firm jaw that suggested determination, Bare
footed he stood six-foot three and the high heels
of his boots added to his height, Straight; square
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shouldarod; narrow nism; and glim hippod; he
resembled a professional fighter and his quick
agile movements bespoke of self-assuredness,
iis ayan; though m.isuhiw:lom; were honest and
frank, Lance was good natured and despite his
present predioament; he chuckled to himself,
Yes; he was wanted in connection with the Ranke
ins brothers gang for cattle rustling in Greye
wolf, Wyoming., That was a laughl He'd never
seen either of the Rankins broth;ra let alone
belonging to their gang, but try and convince
the ranchers of that. He'd headed for Darmell's
Ranch about ten miles out of Greywolf and had -
stumbled on to & couple riders putting a brc:md
to a calf, They'd spied him first, however,
and were making their getaway even as his eyes
found them., He'd hurried down to untie the
calf they'd left hogtied and had just began to-
undo the knot when a pumber of Darnell's riders
broke over the hill, They hadn't stopped to
ask questions for his intentions were evident.
They opened fire on him and his only choice was
to clear out while he yet had a chance, But
who could mistake the gelding he was riding. &
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beautiful horse was something none could forget and
it was well known thet Lance Gart.ar; little more
than a stranger in those parr.a; had won him at the
last Rodeo., He chuckled. !‘u; they had a price on
kis head but it was a C,0.D, charge and he hadn't
been delivered yet. He wouldn't be if he o'ouu-
help it, UNow he was headed to:l a country, where
little, xrm; was ever heard of Greywolf and
there he could start life anew and be safe, e dide
n't hurry the gelding for he had been riding him
hard. He rolled a quirley and whistled as they
jaunted along: The hot sun seemed to be moving
fast and shimmering heat-waves ascended from the
ground, A Prairie-dog noticed the horse and its
rider and scooted to its hole, From a mearby clump
of sagebrush a rattlesnake's warning issued forth,
Lance didn't stop for dinner but munched on a
plece of dried beef as he traveled, It wouldn'ts be
long until he'd get into Big Horn and there ho—
could enjoy a T-bone steak with mashed qpm and
gravy, There he could get a hotel room, get the
week's growth of beard shaved off and enjoy a good
n:l.shﬁ't rest, The day wore on and as they came to
: ltrin:;s Lance stopped %o quench his thirst and that



of his horse. The sun was just setting as Lance
topped a rise and he noticed in the distance a
winding stand of Cottonwood trees that hid the Big
Horn River. Off to the East a full moon was ris-
ing and Lance thought of stories he had read of
love, moonlight, and a beautiful girl., "Fiddle-
sticks", he thought. None of that tommyrot for
him, Lance had always felt uncomfortable in the
presence of a woman anyway, He'd always managed
to steer clear of the oritters and he'd keep on
doing so. As it got darker he noticed the light

of a camp-fire down in the valley and headed for

it thinking he might be able to pick up a stray
bit of information as to the possibilities of ob-
taining work in these parts, When he got within
calling distance he shouted a hello. He noticed
with amazement that they were reaching for their
guns and then he realized he'd stumbled into some
dirty work., Branding irons were laying in the
fire. Bullets hummed like a swarm of bees around
his head as they opened fire on him, He could plaine
ly =ee that he was outnumbered but, when he wheeled
his horse to escape, he fired a random shot at one
of the fgures., He saw him fall but at that distance
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he couldn't diseern whether he'd prepared the ruste
ler for a Corcner's inquest or not, He bent low in
the saddle, somehow managing to hang on and retain
his senses as he felt a searing sensation go tear-
ing into his left shoulder. Faster and faster he
spurred his horse until he saw that they had given
up the chase. Futile efforts at trying to rein the
gelding in was causing his wound to bleed profusely.
He was getting weaker and finding it diffiecult to
maintain his hold. Dimly he heard the splash as
the gelding hit the water, Consciousness faded
cpmpletely as he slipped from the saddle into

the tumbling waters of the Big Horn.



CHAPTER THREE

The sound of scraping boot heels and the
ereaking of a swivel chair, as Harp moved his
feet from the desk told the Greywolf, Wyoming
Jail that the Deputy had spotted Sheriff Elwood
coming up the board walk to his Office. "What's
in the news, Harp?", the Sheriff asked as he took
his place at the desk. "Have we heard from the
Federal Government since we sent the report of
rustlers working across the border?" The Deputy
referred him to the telegram brought in a short
while before. The Sheriff scanned its contents
and reached for his hat. "I'd better be getting
down to the Depot. There's a Federal Agent
arriving this morning on the seven 0O'clock train."
Quiet reigned in the Office once more when the
ereaking of the swivel chair announced that the
Deputy had placed his feet in a comfortable po=-
sition on the desk.

The train was just Jerking to a stop as the
Sheriff reached the Station. He greeted the Law~-
man, grunted when the Agent refused the proferred
cigar, and invited him to his Office.

"Sheriff, you say these Rankins brothers are
carrying on operations across the borders of Wyoming



and Montana? That's a violation of a Federal Law
and demands investigation. You suspect this
Lance Carter to be holed up with them do you?"

"Wr., I'll edmit I'm Sheriff and when a man
is caught in an act he's supposed to be guilty
but somehow I can't believe Lance Carter is tied
in with either Jim or Rodney Rankins."

"You think then, Sheriff, thet he's on his
own hook?", the Federal Agent queried.

“No 8ir, I don't., I knew Lance Carter when
he took top honors at the Rodeo and I don't think
that he was ever caught in the act of rustling.
You know that circumstantial evidence sometimes
makes things appear what they aintt."

"Well Sheriff, it looks as if this is a
case for the Federal Government and I'm going to
do everything in my power to bring those Rankins
brothers to trial, I'll hold in mind what you
sald about Lance Carter though,"
Late that evening a rider was seen headed north from
Greywolf.



CHAPTER FOUR

When Lance's eyes finally focused he found
himself gazing at anxious but exceedingly beauti-
ful features. Vaguely he tried to regain his
senses and reesson how he happened to be resting
in the lap of such a lovely creature. Merely an
apparition, he thought. But why try to think?
Just keep on dreaming, but then he spoke, "Where
am I? Wait a minute. Don't tell me. I'm in the
happy hunting grounds and you're an angell"

Leona blushed, "Not yet."

He moved and then it struck him. He nearly
lost consoiousness again but when he returned to
his senses he felt for his shoulder. That's
funny. Its got a bandage on it. Now he remem-
bered, He'd had a run in with a bunch of Trust-
lers and had evidently come out second best., He'd
fallen from the horse into the river. He would
have drowned! Aloud he spoke, "You saved my
life! I ocan say this, I don't know of anyone I'd
rather owe my life to."

Leona's face colored, "Lister here, Mister,
your life isn't saved yet and I've a good notion
to leave you right here."

"Oh please, don't do that. I might cateh my



death of dam fool- er -damp foul weather, I mean."
He started to rise but a feeling of nausea over-
came him and he sank down again.

"Here, I'll help you. Is that your horse,
that gelding standing over there? Well, if you
can hang on, I'll put you on him and take you
back to the Raneh., You won't be able to go any=-
where for some time, Western hospitality forces
me to acknowledge you as our guest. Now let's get
going."

"Thank you, Ma'am., I'll be able to make it."

They rode back to the ranch in silence, each
deep in thoughts of the other. Leona couldn't
help but wonder where he came from and what his
business was in the Big Horn Valley. Perhaps he
belonged to the gang that was responsible for the
loss of Mr. Farraday's cattle; causing the blame
to be cast on her Father, Maybe they'd head a
quarrel over shares and he had shot it out with
them and escaped. He might be some fugitive from
the law with a price on his head and she could
turn him over to the Sheriff and collect the re-
ward. In some ways he resembled an Outlaw. He
was built like a fighter and his single worn
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holster swung low and seemed to fit his being.

From the beard though, he looked, to her expert
eye, as if he had been traveling for days. Maybe,
somewhere, he'd had & skirmish with the law and
they'd chased him here. His eyes look honest, she
thought, and they don't have the look of a killer,
Oh well, why should she worry about it? "Big Bill"
would know what to do.

To himself, Lance thought of his mental wande
erings of a couple hours before, "Moonlight, love
with a beautiful girl, tommyrot." Now he wasn't
so sure, He'd never seen anything so breath-tak-
ingly beautiful before. She said he'd have to
remain at their house until his wound healed,
Well, here's one time where he'd fight to stay
sick.

From the porch Bill Wyman saw them coming and
hurried to meet them. "Never mind the explana=-
tions, Daughter. Just what is this? The wild re-
sults of some of your target practise? Never mind,
Help me get this man into the house., He's badly
wounded.” Together they carried him into the
house and placed him on to a bed. "Go get some
hot uuter; Leona, and that bottle of aleohol in

—
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the cupboard. We've got to get that piece of lead
out of his shoulder.”

Lence couldn't help but notice the steadiness
of her hands as she assisted her Dad in removing
the bullet, nor could she help but note with ad-
miration the steady, unwinoing menner with whiech
he withstood the pain, She left the room and
re¥®ntered with a damp eloth, returning his smile,
as she placed it on his forehead.

"Sir, you're probably wondering what I'm do-
ing here and how I coms to have a bullet in my
shoulder, "

Bill turned, "Son, you don't need to tell me
a thing., If you want to, okay, but keep it 7til
later. Right now you need some rest. Now start
getting some shut-eye,"

Leona went to her room. She still wondered
about him but had to admit thet he was s 11k.l§1.
sort of a person. Say, maybe he was a lawman
trying to find evidence against her Dad? Well
anyway, if he was, he was a good looking lawnan.



_ CHAPTER FIVE

"What's his chances, Boss?"

"I don't think he'll pull through, Rodney.
It looks like he's done for.*

The conversation was taking place in a eabin
closely hidden by surrounding pine trees, The
generel appearance of the place, a barn with half
a roof caved in, a windlass over am old well with
a half rotten line end & rusty bucket, gave evi=
dence of @ small farm long sbandoned by Nesters,/
Stars were shining and the woon hed reached the
peak of its eirecle., In the yard the stamping
hooves of meny horses raised aust in the beams of
light penetrating thru the cracks mede by the une
even loge of the osbin,/ Within the cabin the
flickering lisht of = kerosene lantern placed
gruesome shadows around the lone room. A group
of tense~faced riders were gathered around a bed
wherein lay one of their men. /A heavy set man of
medium height, dressed in a well tailored suit of
expensive riding clothes was plasing a bottle to
the lips of the dying rustler. The wounded man
stirred and opened his eyes, His lips moved
feebly, "Is Rodney here?"

"I'm right here, Jim, What did you want to
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tell me?®

"Rodney I can't last long, but there's one
thing I want to ask of you, If you ever run across
that damn meddler that 4id me in, put him down deep
for re, will yuh?"

"You bet I will, Tim", the man referred to an-
swered,

Fear entered into the glazing eyes of the dying
man as his face contorted, His body Jerked convule
sively and then he lay still, The heavy-set man
rose from the side of the bed. "He's dead, Rodney,
You'd better get back to the Sun Bar, Wyman's men
are apt to get suspicious,”

“That was ny Brother, Boss", his face was
filled with rege, "take care of him for me", he
asked as he turned to go.

"Dirks and I will take care of him, Rodney.

If you can get away without arousing suspieion,
meet me in town tomorrow. Remember now,"

The grief stricken man nodded assent as he opened
the door and left the ecadbin, They listened to the
hoof beats of his horse fade away intc the night
end then the heavy-set man spoke, "Tell me just
what happened, Dirks.,"™ Dirks, one of the outlaws



in the room, looked up,.

“We had gone over on tuh Ferraday's place like
yuh aaid, Boss, and hed jJust finished changin' one
of the Lazy Y Bar drands to a Sunm Ber when this
bombre rode up and hollered at us, We d4ldn't know
whether it was one of Parraday's riders or Wyman's
but we wasa't takin' no chences, ¥e didn't want
hizn ridin' up there sc we opened fire on him, Whoe
ever he was he'n a right good shot Ycause ho jJust
fired cnoe and dropped Jim here, Don't know if we
hit hiz, He made @ bresk for it and ws took out
after him, We 4idn't have a ochance tho', I've
never seen a horse to matoh the one he was ridin',
It was a big gelding and that horae was plenty
fasti”

The heavyeset man thought a bit. "4 big pgelde
ing, sh? Prodably scme stranger riding thru,

Well, whoever he was, he gave a dose of lead pole
. soning %o one of the Rankina brothersi”
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CHAPTER SIX

The town of Big Horn was just coming to life
and business houses were just opening as a trail

‘worn rider dismounted and tied the reins of his

horse to the hitching rail outside the Office of
Big Horn's representative of Law and Order. He

strode within and introduced himself to the Shere
iff. "y pame's !'runm, John Freeman." IHe pre~
sented his oredentials and
pulled up a chalr, "Sheriff
have you ever run across
anyone that resembled these
pictures? They're pictures
of the Rankins brothers.
One is a picture of a fella
that goes by the name of
Lance Carter,  They're | <
wanted for rustling in ) o

Greywolf, Wyoming.," The Sheriff studled ths photes

for a minute.

"That one picture tharo; it sure resembles one
fellow I know, He came here about three months ago.
You've got it labeled Rdno:v Rankins., That's close.
This guy's handle is Rolend Hawicins. He's Foreman
at the Sun Bar, owned by Bill Wyman. Say, you don't



thinke==?*

"Yes I do; Shoriﬁ';' The Agent sphke up, "I
this fellow resembles that picture and he's been
here about as long as you uy; it ties in, Accord-
ing to confirmed reports the Rankins brothers have been .
operating in this locality about that has, moving
catile aeross the border into Wyomings I'm of the
opinion that this Lence Carter handled the strings
at the other end until eriminal evidence wes found
against him and he was forced to teke a leave of
absence., He's probably joined the gang here by

now., Have there been any reports of rustling here

in the Valloy?" .

"Why yes, come to think of 11-., there has beens ¥ -
Fellow by the name of Farraday, owns the I.nzy'rm, 59
elaims he's been 19:1»5 cattle. He accuses Bill ﬁ'
Wyman of the Sun Bar, hnt--" -

The Agent interrupted, #hotd you say? Bill
Wyman of the Sun Bar? There's a posmlbiu.ty that
he's tied up in this thing. Didntt you tell me a

_’oii’. ago that that was where this Hawkins, allas

Rankins perhaps, was Foreman?"
*ihy yes, I did." The Sheriff pondered a mom=

ent, m,x&ﬁstmminmnm ‘He and -



his wife came here over thirty yeers ago. I remem~
ber the day Mrs, Wyman was killed, Why he held a
term as Sheriff here. Ho; he hasn't got anything
to do with the rustling of Farreday's cattle or
anybody olu's.

"ie m't be any too sure of mt. Sheriff.
Here's this ms, or Rankins, guy working for
him, He hasn't been losing any cattle you m, and
look at thou.m brands, Be pretty easy to change
a Lazy Y Bar to a Sun Bar! I wouldn't be surprised
1f he's at the head of it," |

"Me the Sheriff spoke up, "it looks like
an ojnn and shut case but I'll lay ten to one that
when this affair's cleared up you'll find Wymen dide
a'% have a hend in it," )

"You might be risht, Sheriff. Just the same
I'nmmw overlook any possible angles.
llml.ns uninspected cattle, stolen cattle at tllat,
aoross a State border is a Federal offemse, I'™m
up here to put a stop to it and see if I san't get
a line on these Rankins brothers. Will you throw
in with me?®

~ "You bet I will,® the Sheriff stated., “Just
whet plans have you got in mind?®
“Just this, First I want to see a map of this



reglon. If we cen lecate their hideout we can form
a Posse and capture them," _

“It've got a mep here in my desk," The Sheriff
opened a;, drawer and unrolled a large topographical
map across the desk top. He pointed to e winding
ribbon erossing the length of the map. "Here's
the Big Horn River, Over here on this side the
Lazy Y Bar is located, The ILazy Y Bar is owned by
Farreday, Wyman's Ranch borders on the river aJ.so;
directly aeross from Farraday's right here,®

"This section you've got ‘marked off harc;* the
Agent uhd_.; “who owns 1t?®

*That? Oh that's an old Nester holding.
Gordon Belmont, the Banker here owns that."

"‘Hum, eh? It looks like a good locaw=
tion for a hideout., I think I'1l go over and have
a talk with Belmont, In the manf.im; you just sit
tights I'1l get word in to you somehow an&'l.;at you
know how ihings are going.® The Agent rose, shook
hends with the Sheriff and walked out of the builde
ing. His roving eyes looked up and down Big Hora's
Main Street and then he turned towards the Bank,
The Bank was busy and filled with many occupants
but the Agent's experienced eppraisel quickly picked



—

out the figare of the dank
Prealdent, Ho wondowed i
he slwvays wore those wie
pensively teilored riding
clotiese Juld  headed,
hoavywast, and of medlon
Boight, he gave the ime
Mdn.m used to
giving omders, not teklng
thome The igent idontie
mwumuum@mm
Tenkerts Ofrice where Shoy could de in private,
o Banior hositstod, "hat gould a foderel sgent
bo wanting of him?* but then he led him imto an
sdjoining yooms The sgent spoke, "I hear you own
s seotion of lend naxt to Farredayts, Have you
inspected that pleoe lately® You haven't seen any
signs of enyone using that cabin on 147% :

™o Sunkerts faos relaxed, "Jo thatts whet.
you wented ©o soe me sbout? Moy I haven't boem
out thore for somo times ‘hy do you ask?™

The ,gent explained his positien, “Ihore's
bosn yusors that the Rgnkins brothers heve deed
epersting in this weglons I Selleve they'ye the
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gang that's been rustling cattle across the bore
der. That's what I'm up here about.®

“0h Ihml' Belmont commented as he rose from
the chair, "Well I don't kuow, I haven't been
out there, I'd have liked to have been of some
help to you, If at any time I can be of assiste
mo, let me know, "

Fishy acting m:-a; the Agent thought to hime
self as he walked out of the Bank bduilding, "Well
I guess the next move is to have a look in on
Farraday and get his side of the story."



CHAPTER SEVEN

Bill Wymen listened to the story of the happen-
ings of the night before, VWhen Lance had finished
the Rancher rose. "Inona, Im riding into town about
noon today. !mawughtfnthm and we can talk
this over if I can get him %o listen to me., Take
gare of this sick guy here and see to it that he
doesn't get any foolish notions in his head about
getting up,® When Bill had left, Leona went into
the kitchen to fix lance a lunch, So he wasn't nixd
up with the rustlers after all, Homhmlsém,
she thought, She wondered if he was Jjust traveling
through and if he'd be moving on when he got wells
She compared him with Roland Hawkins and found the
comparison to be mach in lance's favor. And just
to think, a few days ago she had been ready to Gone
sent to Roland's proposal., She breethed a sigh of
relief, She ha;pcd lance would remain and maybe teke
a Job with her father. |

Bill Wymen didn?t hurry his trip to Town, He
took a roundabout m across part of his range to look
mr' his stock. He headed for the north springs., He
knew some of his eattle would be gathered there, He
thought of going up to one of the cabins ﬂuy.usod as
headquarters to get a report from his Foreman, Roland
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num:u, but then changed

his nﬂ.aﬁ; deciding it would

be too much out of his way.

Looking over the cattle

gathered at the springs he

discovered something that

verified Lance's story aad

explained why i‘maﬁay - was

making aceusations agalnst

hims A yearling that had

probably been driven across the river by the gang
lance had raen into was freshly branded by a Sun
Bar iron but the job was poorly enmough done that
the former Lazy Y Bar brand could be discerned. He
shook with rage as full realization of the rustler's
clever scheme struck him, Determined now to find -
Jim Madny; he hurried on into Town, He thought
it odd that Hawkins had never noticed any changed
brands or if he had; why hadn't he reported it to
him? As he turned a cormer oﬁto Big Hora's main
street he noticed a figure just entering tﬁrough f
the swinging doors of the Stockment's Bar. By God,
1% was Hawkinsl What wes he doing in Town when



he had given him strict orders to stay up on the
West range untll they'd finished rounding up the
stook! He quickly tied his horse to the hitching
reil end entered the Saloon just in time to see
Hawking leave with Belmont to a back room. Some
mighty quee doings here, he thought, "Bay, that
room is mext to the alley! Maybe if I can get
around behind--? The sun has gone dowm. I think
1t's dark emough so that no one will see me.

" e Daiker a3esed She Gsop 46 Ve Feem,
walked over to a doak; and poured a drink, *I'm
sld?mmmbudltoldyoutometmuﬁm
today, Rodney, I've got something important to
tell you." -

"Spill it Bess. 1I'm all ears,"

Mwitve g0t S0 kwep a lookbus, Hodnsy, Thare's
a Federal Agent in Town,® '

"A Federal Agent?ii"

*Yeah, honsinthsmihiammnsam
me about that cabin we're unina.fm a hideout. I
went you to ride back out there, get the boys, and
gclear outes If this Federal Agent finds a few suse
picious brands on Wyman's cattle he'll arrest Wyman.
After everything's blm over 1I'1l und word to yous
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You'd better get going." Rodney rose to go but a
knogck on the door haltad h.‘l.n. *Who is it?%

*"It's me Boss, Dirks,"

"Let him in, Rodney. Wcll, what brought you
into town, Dirks?® _

"Itts !'arruday. Bogs, He's ridin® in tuh
town tuh get a Possel There's a Federal Agent out
there, Farraday ren into our hideout today., I
was at the Ranch and overheard him tell this Agent
about it. The Agent told him tuh get into town
and tell the Sheriff tuh form a Posse and come out
there. The Agent's on his way now tuh the hide-
out." :

"You say Farraday is on his way now to the
Sherifr? Hq gotta stop him} « You know where that
alley is .1uut as you come nm town, Dirks? Wait
there and get him as he comes bys Do a good job
nowl® '

" #you bet I will, Bossa®

Bill Wyman backed away from the window where
he'd been listening, “So Hawkins is one of the
rustlers! And his neme is umuuy; not Roland,
Farraday's coming into town to get a Posse.
They're going to ambush him§ Not if I can help



11‘-;" he murmured to himself as he started running
down the alley.

"Whatts all the excitement about; Boss? Pdd
Dirks get Farraday?"

"!’n:h. he got him all right but that isa't
really what the excitement's about. Dirks got
there just as Farraday was riding into town and
drill.dhintuoo as he went by, He started to
get the hell out of there and someone saw him and
fived a couple shots at him, lissed though, It
turned out to be Wyman that shot at Dirks., Well,
they found Wyman over Farraday's bedy. ZIveryone
knew the threats Farraday had made to shoot Wy=
men on sight, Two shots in Farreday's body. Two
ghots out of VWyman's gun, They think Wyman dee
cided to get Farraday the easy way before Farra=
day got him, The Sheriff has arrested Wyman for
murder, Nothing could be better. Our best bet
now is to get out to the hideout and get this
Federal Agent. They'll think Wyman's men shot
him, You had botter’tako tho‘boys ;nd skip out
until all's safe again anyway, Rodney."

"Jnm; as you m, Boss., I'1l get the boys
but Itm baking Wymen's Daughter with me when I gos



&nre. I'll marry her when we get to some Towm.
¥hen m—com baek I'll have the Sun Bar and you'll
have the lLazy Y Bar_with that mortage youtve got
on Farraday's place. The Widow will be more than
glad to siv; it up."® :

ﬁom, Rodney. Get the girl if you want to
but don?’lt waste any time about q.t.- Hurry on out
to the hideout, I'll ride straight for there,®



CHAPTER EIGHT

"How are you roa.uns. Lance?" Leona asked as
she came h_at-.o the room. kU

"Fine, lMiss ll‘ymn. fine."

“Didn't I tell you to call me lLeona? That
other aoumis too formal. Here's your supper. It's
a little late but I had to walt until you woke up."

"Don't :Lca.va; Leona, 3it down here for a bit
and talk to me,"

"What shell I talk about; Lancet"

“"Just talk about anything, By the uy, what
are you so nervous about? You act as if you were
worried about something.®

"I'm worried about Dads He should have been
home by—this time, There's someome at the door.
That's probebly him now, I must have left the door
md." She walked into the front room and opened
the door. "Roland, what are you deing here?! Has
something happened to Dad?§i" E

“Calm your roara; young Lady, DNothing's hape
pened to your Dads I Jjust came to court ny’rnir
Iaﬂ.y, that's all, How's about you and me eloping?
What do you say®® ] _

“Get out of this house this instant, Roland
Hawkins] If Dad were here you wouldn't come in
here ac{:m like that. How did you lcnow he was




gone? Vihat,m happened to him?"

"lLeona, my sweet, what's wrong? I asked you e
week ago 1f you'd marry me and you were real nice
about it, Enough of this foolishness,® he spéle
harshly, "You're coming with me.," He grabbed her
roughly be tha-mist and began carrylng her struge-

gling figure towards the door,
Lance had heard enough, He burst into the

front room with his gun in hand: "Let go of that
girl; Mister., I'm not claiming to know whether or
not you got any i'ight to take her dut it sounded to
me like she didn't want to go with you."

"Well I'1l be damned] If it ain't the fella
that was riding that geld.‘;ng last nim'—zt. Here's
where you get yonrs; nouy; in payment for my .
Brother's deathl™

Ht;wkins stmod reaching for his guns. Lance
couldn't fire for fear of hitting Leona. He made a
leap for him. He saw a blinding light end it felt
as if a ton of rock had landed on his head as he
went reeling off into space.



CHAPTER NINE

The door of the cabin opened and Belmont stepe
ped into the room, "Well boya; what have you got
here? It looks like you did a fine job., How'd you
capture him?" ;

One of the rustlers spoke up. "Slim hm, was
out standing guard at the pass when this bird came
riding in, Slim got the drop on him and brought
him to the eebin: He was wearing a hnd.ga; Boss,
Had papers on him that says he's a Federal Agent,
fie d1dn't know whether to let a little daylight
into him or note & m Just getting ready to ride
to town after you."

"There's plenty of time to fix him up for bur-
iul; boys, I'd :I.:ll;a to have a little talk with him
first, He's the gent thet was in the Bank to see
me this mm;nings, You get to the bottom of things
qniok; don't you Mr, - er - Freeman I believe you
said your nm I!!; .qj.dn't you?*® ;

The Agent lay bound hand and foot in & corner
of the rooms He knew he was finished but there was
no fear in his gaze as he looked the Banker over,
"You can kill me bdut m forget one thing. rgu'ro
qlth the Federal Government, In fact,

: se on it's way now, TYou'll never get




away with 1%, Belmont," the Agent spoke defiantly.

"There's where you've been outfoxed Mr. Freee
men. It just so happens that there isn't any Posse
on its way, Mr, Farraday didn't quite get to the
Sheri?t.. One of our boys got him first, Dontt
worry, thau won't be any investigetion, Nr. 'wynm
stuck his nose out too far and now he's jailed for
the killing of Mr, Farraday. You don't need to
worry about who will get the blame for knocking you
off either, 1I'll take the credit for it but un~
officially only, You came here to get the Renkins
Drethors 414 you, Lewsan? Well, one of them is @esd
like you're going to be, Maybe you can find him
after you get where he is.” The Banker guffawed at
his own dour humor,
: 'Ioumgotmywitl_: :l.tmput there's ale
ways & reckoning somewhere, Belmont,® the Agent
replied. The Bankor; with an oath; raised his foot
in anger to kick the Lawman but was ummby
one of his men withe--"Someone's ridin' up, Bossi"

"Go see who it is.® ' ) :

"Itts Rodney and someone's with himi®

"Probgbly the girl. Let him in.®

Rodney entered the cabin pushing Leona in front
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of him, His scratched face and torn shirt showed
that she hadn't came meekly. Her hands were tled
behind her but her eyes blazed in righteous anger,

"Shq 1,."3.321%; like a w:lldeat; Boss; but Iv1l
work hor' into submission, Just give me a uttle
more time and she'll find that iren will of hm
is bendable.”®

"Wou beastl"™ Leona vanénd ahokingly; "You
killed Lancel®

"That's right-, Boss. I found that damn ret
that did J’im in and pald my dedbt., We'd hit him
that night and he was out at ny Is-netio'n plaoce
recuperatin?, He'll have a tough time getting over
that last uﬁe. I'see 'ouin caught Mr, John Law,
is hewgnduying his prolnda to Hell?"

ets pﬂtty defiant yot, Roduey, I think a
1ittle lead will soften his fighting ardory™ the
Banker answered,

*You haven't got any iodine stored am some=
where have you sou? I'd like to doctor up a few
places where that she-eat bit me, She's going to
be hard to tame." :

*“Mere's some liguor over there on the table,

That will dé,." the Banker answered with a grin, *You
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shouldtve left her there."

After a half hour of contemplating their next
moves and planning where they'd light out to; the
Gang rose to go. "How about tho pleasure of vente
ilating him, Boss. It was me he was after you
know, "

“Go ahead," the Banker laughed.

The door of the cabin flew open. "Just a mine
ute. If thom"a going to be any killing done a=
round here, I'1l do it.* Framed in the doorway
stood the stelwart figure of Lance Carter, Blood
streamed down his face from a head wound caused
by a oreasing bullet. His steel-grey eyes were
piercing as he stood with a sixegun grasped in his
right hand, His left arm bung limp but his ate
titude left no doubts as to his ability to handle
the other. He swayed but sheer grit forced him to
remain upright. '

“Damn my soul to Hell if it 1sn't the mmw
againg I thought I'd put you out nr-tho way once,"
W cursed as he-reaohod for his gun. The
weapon raised in an are as it cleared its holster
but its bullet dug wood in the side of the door
when the soft thud of e slug striking flesh sound-
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ed as Carter's gun blazed. As Rankins fell with a
bullet thmnsh his hn_x.-t; the Banker réwbhn\_l for |
the girl end pawed for a derringer hidden away in
a shoulder holsters With the girl as a shield the
boisterous Banker aimed the deadly mid.smnizoa
fire-arm at Lance's midesection, "I don't know
whoymmwmmmomfmmbut
you should be able to reason how suddenly that gun
mishtbmmhanglitmholdo;;a it muech
longer.® |

lance's grip relaxed and his gun fell to the
floor, ‘.l'h; last minute's episodes had proved to be
too mich for Lance and his kmees buckled under him
as he went down,

"His fangs are pulleds Drag him over into the
corner with thet Lawmen boys. I think I'1l have a
little spelling bee with you and h:l.m, lr. Freeman,
See if you can't make out the letters these bullets
ecirele as they head your direetion, I think you?ll
£ind they spell deathl® _ :

I wouldn't do that if I were you, Belmontl®

The Banker pivoted on his heels towards the
business end of a shotgun glinting in the light
streaming from the doorways. Hls gun clattered on
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the floor as the Sheriff and his Posse took charge,
The dumfounded Banker looked at the Sheriff in
askance. The Sheriff enlightened him.

"I believed Wm's story about Farraday rid-
ing in for & Posse, Belmont., It tied in with what
Freeman had told me., Besides I didn't believe he
was the type that would or could shoot a man from
ambush,*

"Leonal Are you all right?®

“Oh Duil Come here quick and give me a hand
with lance, I'm afraid he's been killed}®




CONCLUSION

"M, how's I.fme? Tell me pleasel"

"I don't l;:now,laona. He's still uncenseious.
He's a mm'm; Leona, Here comes the Doetor
nc;r.'

"You may go in now if you wish Hiss Wyman.

I think youtre go:lns to lose something better
then your Ranch, Bi11,* the Doctor seid when
Leona had left, "let's stay out here., I've got a
hunch thcy'fo got amthing to talk mr.

The door to Lance's room flew open and Leona
came running in, "hnéo; aarnns. are you all
right?®

"thy of course I'm all right, VWhat did I
do? Fall asleep while you were talking to me,
leona? Well if I d4id I sure had one dream to top
all drum"; and he reached for his forehead, "I've
got a bandage there all right, It wasn't a dreﬁl.
Where's that Federal Agent, Leona? Is he hanging
around walting for me to get well?"™

"He's left with Bolmont. He told me all about
it. m:- neme is cleared, Lance."

®It is?! Then I ¢an go back to Gmmlﬂ"

“Do you have to go back to Greywolf, Lance?"

®ijould you want me to nw; Leona?®™™








