
Uncle Jake shows' 
or knot-headed < 

o&d rancher that i 
sesters can be \ 
plumb useful!' 

HERD 'em out of there, and herd 'em 
out fast!" roared old Ward Tay

lor, owner of the T Bar W spread. 
When old Ward used that, tone of 

voice, he was beyond argument or rea
son. But Jess Wilson made a final at
tempt. 

"You don't need that canyon," he said. 
Old Ward let out another roar, and 

glared at his tall young range boss. 
'"Who in blazes cares anythin' about 

the blankety-blank canyon?" he bel
lowed. "It ain't the canyon that counts 
and you know.it! It's that saddle-colored 
hellion of a nester! Do yuh know what 
happens when nesters drop a loop ori'a 
canyon or gully, or even a swamp ? 'Fore 
yuh know it yuh have a dozen of 'em 
campin' in your ranchhouse yard. A 
year'of two and the whole section is clut
tered up with wire and plowed fields, 
and where's your cow business? Gone 
to blazes! That's nesters for yuh! 
And they ain't goin' to get no start 
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on my range. I say, get 'em out!" 
Wilson hesitated, rolled a cigarette, 

tried one last angle. 
"Your lines don't run that, far, boss," 

he said. "That canyon's on open range." 
Instantly Wilson realized he had made 

a mistake. Old Ward got madder than 
ever. 

"Open range!" he bawled. "I've run 
cows on that section for forty years! 
That's cow land, always was and always 
will be. It belongs to the cowmen. Wei 
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got here first, didn't we? You got your 
powders! Get goin '! Nesters! And a 
Mexican one a t tha t ! " 

"Nothing wrong with Mexicans," 
Wilson interpolated. "I 've known a lot 
of good ones.'-' 

" I never knowed one what .was good 
lor anythin ' , except to make trouble!" 

"Tha t ' s the trouble with you," said 
' Wilson. "Yuh never really did know one. 

Yuh won' t have nothin' to do with them. 
Yuh jus+ r ;ay they 're no good, and let it 
go a t tha t . Never took the trouble to 
find- but whether they're good or bad." 

Ward Taylor, though set in his 
way and a regular-old shorthorn when 
crossed, was a fair man. Perhaps what 
his young foreman said made him feel a 
mite uncomfortable. He grunted, rum
bled in his th roa t and tugged his mus
tache. Then he abruptly changed the 
sabject. 

"That's neither here" nor there," he 
growled. "I won't have nesters on this 
range. You got your powders, I said. Get 
goin'!" -

Wilson gave up. He'd gotten his or
ders, all right, and it was up to him to 
carry them out if he wanted to keep 
working for Taylor. 

*Take Mace and Barnes with yuh," 
directed Taylor. "The three of yuh ought 
to be enough to handle the chore. Get 
goin'l" 

YES, Wilson gave up. There was no 
sense in arguing with Taylor when 

he got on the prod this way. 
The worst of it was, Taylor believed 

himself right about the business. He be
lieved that cattle lands should be kept 
unfenced and untouched by the plow. It 
was the gospel of the open range, firmly 
subscribed to by the big ranch owners, 
who were ready to enforce their beliefs 
a t the point of a gun, if necessary. It 
was first principle of faith in the creed 
of the oldtimers. 

Jess Wilson, younger, less steeped in 
th« traditions of the cow country, felt 
differently'about the matter. He could 
not help but feel that settlers seeking 
homes in this vast, thinly populated land 
had rights also.; 

"Of eourse we can't have them clut
tering up the whole country," he told 
Cole Mace as-they saddled up. "But I'm 
darned if I can see what harm there is 
in letting them have a few canyons and 
river bottoms to grow wheat and alfalfa 
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on if they're a mind to. Who but a nester 
would want Tumbled Rocks, Canyon, 
anyhow! No, I don't like this chore." 

"I don't, either," agreed Mace, gloom
ily. "But we got to take it on, that is if 
we want to keep ridin' for the T Bar 
W. And after ten years I got sort of used 
to the spread." 

Barnes, a taciturn individual, grunted 
pessimistic acceptance of the situation, 
and tightened his cinches. The three 
punchers rode away from the ranch-
house, morosely silent. They were well 
out of sight of the big^ white casa when 
Wilson abruptly pulled up. 

"Listen," he said, "it's plumb early 
and we got plenty of time. Suppose we 
circle around to town first and have a 
talk with Uncle Jake. Mebbe he can lend 
a hand." 

"Feller, yuh got a notion there," said 
Mace. "Uncle Jake's got plenty of 
wrinkles on his horns, and even the Old 
Man listens to him when he talks seri
ous. If Uncle Jake can't figure a way 
out, there ain't no way out. There ain t 
a fairer minded jigger in all Texas than 
Uncle Jake, or one with more savvy. 
Let's do that." 

They turned south at the forks and 
headed for Maley, the cow and mining 
town„.that was the focus of activity of 
the section. An hour later they were, ty
ing their horses at the hitchrack in 
front of Uncle Jake's big general store. 

Jacob Green (Uncle Jake, as he was 
known to the section) was a rather 
small" man but amazingly wiry. His lean, 
spare figure was impervious to fatigue. 
Indeed, he had often proved that there 
were few men in Texas capable of more 
sustained exertions. 

The hair sweeping back in a glorious 
crinkly mane from his big, dome-shaped 
forehead was white. Nearly white, also, 
was his short beard. His kindly face was 
deeply lined with much living and ex
perience, but his twinkling brown eyes 
were bright, and the spring of his.step 
and the swing of his stride bespoke a 
youthful vigor at variance, with his 
years. 

Jacob Green had seen much of the 
world over which he had wandered in 
his youth, seeking that which to his kind 
is more precious than life itself: free
dom of thought,.freedom of expression, 
the right to worship according to the 
dictates of his own conscience, the priv
ilege of self government. He had been 
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soldier; sailor, cowhand, miner and one 
of the famous Sieber's scouts. Here in 
this wide land "of great distances, rugged 
beauty and men of action, he had found 
all he sought. He paid his debt to the 
land of his adoption with selfless serv- ! 

ice to his fellowmen. 
rITHOUT delay, Jess Wilson out
lined his problem to Uncle Jake. 

"Now what the blazes am I goin' to 
do?" he concluded. "I don't want to 
amble up there to the canyon and high
tail that poor Mexican off the land he's 
been workin' all spring. But I can't 
buck the Old Man when he gets on the 
prod this way, and I'm darned if I know 
how to outsmart him. He figgers he's 
got first claim to that section and aims 
to hold onto it." 

Jacob Green stroked his beard, 
chuckled, and replied, "The Founder of 
your Faith once said, 'Render therefore 
unto Caesar, the things which be Cae
sar's . . . ' Now my old amigo Ward Tay
lor, is sort of like Caesar in one way." 

"How's that?" asked Wilson. 
"Caesar," said Jacob Green, "claimed 

everything in sight." 
"Yuh got' somethin' there, Uncle.. 

Jake," Wilson declared with conviction. 
"Wonder if Ward Taylor ever read 
about that?" 

"I expect he has," Jacob Green smiled 
reply, but there's something else he 
ought to read—what the Lord once said 
to Moses, the great leader and law giver 
of my people— 

" 'One law shall be to him that is 
homeborn, and unto the stranger that 
sojourneth among you.'" 

Jess Wilson rubbed his chin. "I figger 
to get it, Uncle Jake," he said. "Every 
jigger- is entitled to a square deal, no 
matter who he is or where he comes 
from. Un-huh, that's it, but how we 
goin' to make Ward Taylor see it?" 

"I don't know, right now," Jacob 
Green admitted frankly, "but meb-
be there's a way. Tell you what. I'll 
ride up to the canyon with you and see 
the feller squattin' there. Mebbe I can 
get a talking point to use on Taylor." 

Tumbled Rocks Canyon was a box 
canyon, fairly. wide and well brush-
grown. A creek, the overflow of a big 
spring at the head of the gorge, ran 
down the center of it. The land on either 
side of the creek was fertile but strewn 
with rocks, making it difficult to culti-
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vate. However, "the richness of the soil 
promised good crops for a man willing 
to work hard. 

Very few T Bar W cows ever got into 
Tumbled Rocks Canyon, because of the 
steep climb over rough ground that was 
its approach. The critters naturally pre
ferred the valleys and draws to the 
south, where the gramma-grass was 
belly deep. But still old Ward Taylor 
claimed the canyon as part of his range. 

"Sure hope that feller in there will 
turn'out reasonable," Wilson remarked 
to Jacob Green. "Yuh never can tell 
about nesters. Some of 'em are salty 
propositions." 

"Fair words usually prevail," said 
Jacob Green. 

"Uh-huh, if yuh get a chance to say 
'em," put in the pessimistic Barnes. 
"Sometime yuh donV' 

Barnes turned out.to be considerable 
of a prophet in this case. 

The four riders slowly picked their 
way across the broken ground that 
fronted the canyon. Wilson snorted in 
disgust as his horse narrowly missed 
planting a hoof in a crevice between two 
ledges. 
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"A goat would be ashamed to £ it 

caught scrambling this track," he de
clared. The others; nodded agreement. 

An eighth of. a. mile or so inside, the 
canyon the trail climbed a low rise with 
a bald crest. They reached the crest and 
loomed: hard and' clear against, the east
ern sky: 

Cra-a-a-ck! . 
Wilson dueked as- the slug screamed 

past his: face. Barnes; swore sulphurous-
ly. 

"Ride!" shouted. Jacob Green.. "Get 
off this hilltopl" 

They charged across the: crest and 
dow/n the. opposfe side, of .the sag. 

Cra-cb-aclc!' 
Barnes' horses-got; that; one. It, burned 

a red streak across, his; rump. Hie leaped 
high in the air, came down, on a loose 
stone and. went, over like a clubbed, rab
bit.. Barnes turned a handspring in the 
aiir and landed' on his; left ear. in a bush. 
Maee's; horse fell, over Barnes,' and Wil
son's; fell over Mace's, It. was a. grand 
and glorious; tangle of kicking, horses, 
flying leather and swearing punchers. 

/ 

JACOB GREEN managed to swerve 
his cayuse around the tangle. He left 

the saddle in a streaking dive as high-
power rifle bullets continued to yell past. 

"Into the brush!"' howled Wilson, tak
ing a header over the lip of the trail. 
The others' followed him without hesita
tion, all except Barnes, who paused! to 
shake his fist and yell curses at the hid
den drygulcheri. A screeching slug 
ripped the heel from his left boot. 
Barnes joined the others in the brush, 
without delay. The terrified horses got 
untangled and went: away from there. 
Jacob Green's mount, hit by the prevail
ing panic, pounded along in their wake. 

"They won't.stop this side the ranch-
house, and it's a seven-mile tramp!" 
wailed Mace. 

"And I ain't got but one heel to walk 
on!" stormed Barnes. "I'm goin' to 
waltz over to that ridge arid blow the 
seat of that jigger's pants around till he 
can wear 'em for a shirt front. I'm goin' 
to—?' 

"Go ahead! Go ahead•!'* snorted Mace. 
"Yuh'll look fine dressed' in a harp and a 
nightshirt, with them bowlegs of 
yours!" 

Jacob Green was searching the slop
ing canyon wall with his keen brown 
eyes. 

"I think I've got him located," he an
nounced. "He's using that new smoke
less, powder, but as he' shifted his gun 
just now, I caught a glint of sunlight on 
the barrel. Yes, that's where he is, in 
the clump of manzanita half way up> that 
little rise." 

• "Let's, get him!" growled Barnes. 
Green shook his. head decisively. "You 

"fellers aren't woodsmen,"' he replied. 
"You'd make a noise, sure; and he?ll be 
all set for "us when we showed up.. I'll 
take, over this chore. Eet me haye- your 
gun, Jess; I'm not packing, one. Now you 
fellers just- stay here and throw lead in 
the general direction of that rise. Shoot 
high, against the canyon wall, so- you 
won't plug me by accident. Make him 
think we're all holed up here and haven't 
got his range." 

Barnes started to protest, but Wilson 
shut him up-. 

"Uncle Jake knows what he's tal'kin' 
about," said the range boss,, unbuckling 
his belt and passing it to Jacob Green. 

A moment later Jacob Green- slid into 
the brush as silently as a snake stalking 
a bird. 

"It ain't right," protested, Barnes, a 
comparative newcomer to the section. 
"Uncle- Jake ain't as young as he used! to 
be, and he don't-even pack a gun.'" 

"No, but it happens he used to be a 
S'ieber scout," replied Wilson. "And I 
reckon yuh know what that means. He 
seldom packs a gun unless he figgers; to 
need it, but he sure knows how fo use 
one. Don't go worryin' about Uncle 
Jake. Worry about the jigger holed up 
there in the brush. He'll need it." 

Jacob Green could hear the intermit
tent banging of the sixguns as he 
worked his way through the growth in 
utter -silence, pausing often to peer and 
listen.. 

It. was quite a distance to the rise, 
which he had to circle, and it was*al-
ready late afternoon. Blue shadows 
were stealing across the canyon floor 
and sifting into the growth like' cobalt 
dust: They had deepened appreciably by 
the time he reached the upper edge.of 
the manzanita thicket and paused. 

The sharp crack of the drygul'cher's 
riffle had been steadily drawing nearer 
and now the reports sounded quite1 close. 
Green had just about located the spot 
where the fellow was; holed up. 

Noiselessly Green slid into the- thick
et. He was but a shadow amid shadows 
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as he glided forward, bending low. 

A few more minutes and the rifle re
ports were directly between him and the 
spot on the opposite ridge that sheltered 
the punchers, but very close. The brush 
grew low and Jacob Green dropped to 
hands and knees as he wormed his way 
along. 

The rifle let go almost beneath him. 
An instant later he caught sight of the 
drygulcher crouched behind a boulder a 
few feet farther down the slope. He glid
ed forward a pace or two, gauged the 
distance and tensed for a spring. 

WHAT came next was the sort of 
thing that, on occasions, happens 

even to a Sieber scout. Green rested his 
weight on his left hand. The hand in 
turn rested on a soft carpet of fallen 
leaves beneath the growth..But beneath 
the leaves was a tinder-dry stick. Under 
the pressure of his hand, it broke with 
a snap like to a gunshot. 

The drygulcher leaped to his feet, 
whirled around. The rifle barrel jutted 
forward. 

Prone on the ground, Jacob Green 
drew, and shot from the hip. There was 
a clang of metal striking metal. The rifle 
spun from the drygulcher's numbed 
hands and thudded to the ground. Jacob 
Green bounded erect, the smoking 
muzzle of his Colt yawning toward the 
other. 

"Elevate!" he barked. 
The drygulcher obeyed. There was 

nothing else for him to . do. His still 
tingling hands were empty and the bar
rel of the six was lined with his breast. 

"All right," said Green, "Now let me 
have a look at you." 

The drygulcher was a slim, dark-faced 
youth, little more than a boy. He had 
steady black eyes and lank black hair. 
He gazed defiantly at his captor. 

"Well," said Green, considerable 
sternness in his voice, "what's the, no
tion of all1 the lead slinging?" . 

"I was just defendin' my property," 
the boy returned sullenly, without a 
trace of Spanish accent. "I know you 
hellions were comin' to run me out of 
the canyon. I don't aim to be run. This 
is open range, and I know it. I've got 
just as much right here as the cowmen. 

"Why in blazes can't they leave us 
alone?" he burst out. "They don't even 
use this canyon. Cows never come into 
it. Why can't they give folks a chance to 

earn an honest livin'? That's all I want 
to do—grow a few crops, and feed and 
take care of my mother and my little sis
ter. Why can't they give a man a 
chance ?" 

Jacob Green looked very thoughtful. 
"Son, nothing much was ever settled by 
killings," he said. "If you'd downed one 
of those cowhands over there, you'd 
have the whole section after you." 

"I didn't shoot to kill," the boy re
plied. "Yuh think I'd have missed, with 
yuh stuck up on top that ridge? I could 
have downed every one of yuh before 
yuh got in the clear. I just shot to 
scare." 

Jacob Green nodded. "I figured aa 
much," he admitted, "but sometimes a 
slug goes off trail." 

He studied the youth a moment. 
Abruptly he holstered his gun, gestured 
to the right. 

"There's a couple of comfortable look
ing rocks over there," he observed. 
"Suppose you and me sit down and have 
a talk. Mebbe we can figure something. 
Oh, don't worry about the shooting. The 
boys are just peppering the cliff face 
like I told them to. They'll stop in a 
minute, when you don't shoot back. 
Come along." 

He turned his back on the boy, walked 
to the boulder and sat down. The other, 
after a moment's hesitation, followed. 
He did not look for his fallen rifle, and 
his slender brown hands did not even 
approach the handles of the two guns 
he wore. He sat down opposite Jacob 
Green. Uncle Jake regarded him stead
ily for a moment. 

"You look sort Of Mexican, but you 
don't speak like one," he commented. 

"I'm not, although I'm of Mexican 
blood," the boy replied. "I was born in 
Texas, and so was my father. My grand
father crossed the Bio Grande and set
tled here, before my father was born." 

GREEN nodded. "Your father is 
dead?" 

"That's right," the boy said. "Been 
dead three years. He was one of Captain 
Brooks' Rangers. He was killed in the 
fight between the Rangers and the Rojos 
stage robbin' bunch." 

"I remember that ruckus," Green 
said. "Three Rangers were downed in it. 
I knew Captain Brooks well. Come to 
think of it, old Ward Taylor knew 
Brooks. I've heard that he and Brooks 
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worked together on the same spread, 
years back. Hmmm! This is beginning 
to look sort of hopeful! What's your 
name, son?" 

"Manuel Cartinas," the boy answered. 
Jacob Green smiled, his eyes sudden

ly all kindness. "Manuel," he said, "I'm 
making a little plan, and I've a notion 
it may work. Now you slide back up the 
canyon. I'll amble over and haul off the 
boys. Listen close-a minute, and I'll tell 
you just what to do, after I've softened 
Ward Taylor up a mite. Uh-huh, I'm • 
plumb sure it will work." 

A little later, Manuel Cartinas headed 
up the canyon, keeping under cover.-
Jacob Green slid noiselessly into the 
growth. He was standing beside the 
startled T Bar W punchers before they 
realized he was anywhere in the vicin
ity. 

"Where is the hellion?" Wilson de
manded. "Did yuh plug-him? I thought 
I heard a sixgun-go off up there." 

"He's-gone back home," Green said 
smiling. "And that's where be better 
head for, pronto. We got a long walk 
ahead of us." " 

"But ain't we goin' to get that side
winder?" demanded Barnes. "I want to 
collect for one boot." 

"Ride into the store this week and I'll 
give you a new pair," Jacob Green 
chuckled. "You're liable to need a bigger 
size after amblin' all the way back to the 
ranchhouse this evening. Come along, 
I'H tell you what to hand old Ward, Jess. 
Here's your gun." 

When Wilson and Barnes and Mace 
limped up to the ranchhouse, they found 
a big,; hard-eyed man in dusty range 
clothes eating supper with Ward Tay
lor. He was an unsavory looking char
acter, but old Ward made it a point 
never to refuse anybody a meal or a bed. 

'Taylor hit the ceiling for fair when 
Wilson reported, the shooting on the 
ridge crest. 

"He was holed up nice," Wilson re
marked, "and after we lost.our cayuses, 
me and the boys figured the best thing 
was to head for home." 

"Just wait!" raved Taylor. "We got 
chores to do tomorrow. I want the boys 
to take that herd over to the east range. 
Mace can handle that. Jess, you and me 
will ride to that blankety-blank canyon 
tomorrow evenin'. We'll hang around 
here till late afternoon and slide in there 
after it's dark. We ean get the jump on 

them danged nesters that way." • 
Wilson only nodded. The dusty guest's 

eyes narrowed thoughtfully. /He looked 
even more thoughtful when they re
paired to the living room, after they had 
finished eating. His quick glance roamed 
about, centered on something for a mo
ment, dropped to the cigarette he was 
rolling. Soon afterward he took his de
parture, refusing Taylor's offer of a 
bed. 

"Got to be on my way. Got consider
able ridin' ahead of me," he explained. 

"Come mornin', the sheriff what's 
trailin' him will drop in for a cup of 
coffee, like as not, grunted Taylor. 
"Well, it ain't none of my business. Now 
tell me more about that shindig up on 
the ridge." 

Wilson rolled a cigarette before re^ 
plying. 

"Uncle Jake Green rode up there with 
us," he remarked at length. 

"What!" exploded Taylor. "He would! 
That darn old coot is always hornin' in 
on somethin', and takin' up for some 
onery jigger." 

"Uh-huh, that's right," agreed. Wil
son. "Seems to me I rec'lect a time he 
took up for a jigger—a gent who was 
playin' cards with a couple of tinhorns 
and spotted 'em cold-deckin' him, and 
called 'em. Seems the tinhorns were 
purty fast, and beat him to the draw. 
Uncle Jake stepped in front of the gent 
and shot it out with the tinhorns, 
downed 'em both. That's how Uncle Jake 
got that scar on his neck. Them tinhorns 
shot mighty straight.". ' 

ĵ LD Ward Taylor snorted, growled, 
tugged his mustache, and changed 

the subject. For Ward Taylor himself 
happened to be "the gent" who had the 
run-in with" the tinhorns and had came 
mighty near cashing in s his chips in 
consequence. 

The following morning, Mace and the 
boys headed east with the herd. Jess 
Wilson busied himself about the ranch-
house, doing odd chores. After eating, 
he loafed with old Ward in the living 
room of the ranchhouse. " '-

It was a big room, comfortably fur
nished. Set into one wall was a huge iron 
safe about the size of a prosperous bank 
vault. It looked opulent and important, 
and was neither. It was empty, and 
there was-ho way to get into it, short of 
dynamite in large quantities. Taylor had 
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Inherited it, along with the rest of the 
furniture, when he bought the ranch-
house. 

"The tumblers is jammed," the orig
inal owner told Taylor. "There ain't 
nothin' in her and I figger she ain't 
worth fixin' up. Chuck 'er out in the 
yard if she's in the way." 

Taylor had left it standing, and used 
it to prop up a big mirror. 

When the sun began to slant red rays 
from the west, Taylor looked at his 
watch. Jess Wilson, who had been watch
ing the partly open front door for some 
time, looked worried. 

"Another half hour and you and me 
will head for that canyon,"' Taylor told 
Wilson. "We'll—say, what's that racket 
in the kitchen?" 

There was a strangled grunt, a thud. 
The door leading to the kitchen banged 

yuh to open that strongbox over by 
the wall. Reckon there's plenty of dinero 
in there, or yuh wouldn't be keepin' it 

-here and locked." 
Ward Taylor gave a disgusted and 

scornful laugh. "Yuh locoed side
winder!", he stormed. "That blamed 
thing's as empty as your head! And 
there can't nobody open it." 

The big owlhoot glared at him. "Yuh 
won't open it, eh?" he growled. "Well 
see about that. There's ways to make 
yuh do it, and we ain't finicky. I reckon 
yuhll open it, all right." 

Ward Taylor suddenly grew appre
hensive. His captors were hard char
acters, the lowest type of border scum, 
who would stop at. nothing. 

"I tell yuh I can't open it," he de
clared. "The darn thing's busted. Look 
for yourself." 
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open; Jess Wilson leaped to his feet, and 
went down as a gun barrel smashed 
against his head. Taylor surged erect 
with a wordless roar. But before he 
could do a thing, big hairy hands gripped 
his shoulders and crushed him back into 
his chair. 

"Set down!" growled a harsh voice. 
"We want to talk to yuh. Tie that other 
jigger up, boys. He's gettin' his senses 
back." 

Glaring up into the face bending over 
him, Taylor recognized his hard-eyed, 
dusty guest of the evening before. 

"What the blankety-blank ?" he sput
tered. "What's the meanin' of this?" 

The big man ignored him for the mo
ment. "Got that cook tied up?" he 
called to the -kitchen. 

"Right!" a voice called back. 
Two more hard-faced1 men joined the 

pair already in the living room. The big 
man, evidently the leader^ turned his at
tention to Taylor. 

"What's the meanin* of this?" he 
mimicked. "The meanin' is that we want 

"Keep him covered," the big leader di
rected one of his men. He strode to the 
safe and seized the combination knob. 
It twirled easily. Face grim, he strode 
back and slapped Taylor across the 
mouth, hard. 

"Yuh figger I'm plumb igerent?" he 
snarled. "I know how them things work. 
All yuh need to know is the combina
tion. Now get busy and open it up. Yuh 
know the combination, all right. Open 
up!" A murderous glance emphasized 
the command. 

SWEAT broke out on Taylor's face. 
He licked the salty blood on his cut 

lips with a nervous tongue. 
"I tell yuh—" he began thickly. 
"All right," the owlhoot interrupted. 

"Goih' to be a plumb stubborn, eh ? Clem, 
mosey out in the kitchen and heat a iron 
poker. Heat 'er red hot, and bring 'er 
in here. We'll see how much this gent 
can take." 

"If yuh do, I'll hunt yuh down and gut 
shoot yuh if it takes me the rest of my 
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life,'* promised Jess Wilson, who had 
recovered consciousness to find himself 
lying on the floor, securely tied. 

The big man laughed jeeringly. "The 
rest of your life is goin' to be purty 
short, I reckon," he promised. "Tie this 
old jigger to the chair, and hustle up 
with that iron." 

The man Clem re-entered the room. 
He bore a heavy iron poker that glowed 
almost white-hot. The big leader took 
it, approached Taylor. He eased the 
glowing, sputtering iron toward the 
rancher's face. "I'm goin' to brand yuh 
good, fust off," he promised. "If that 
don't work, yuh get it in the eyes. Ready 
to open that safe?" 

"I—I tell yuh—I—can't!" gasped 
Taylor. 

With a curse the owlhoot thrust the 
iron forward. It was almost against 
Taylor's crawling flesh. 

"Elevate!" roared a voice. 
The owlhoots whirled at the sound. 

Jacob Green stood in the doorway. His 
brown eyes, hard as bits of obsidian, 
glinted behind the sights of a ten-gauge 
shotgun. Under the deadly menace of 
those yawning black muzzles, four pairs 
of hands shot skyward. 

"Turn around—face the wall!" Green 
ordered. "Move! Taylor, knock the chair 
over and try and get Jess loose. You 
can move your hands." 

"Can't get knife!" gulped Taylor as 
he began rocking the chair sideways. . 

"The hot iron!" shouted Wilson. "It's 
there on the floor. Get it and burn the 
rope!" 

Taylor rocked the chair harder, 
straining and swearing. 
. "Steady," Green warned the raging 

owlhoots. "This scattergun packs eleven 
buckshot to the shell. One move and 
I'll spatter that wall with you till it'll 
take five coats of paint to cover the 
spots," 
, Taylor finally got the chair over, with 
a crash and a storm of curses. He clawed 
and... wriggled, got his. fingers .around 
the handle of the hot poker and began 
inching and lurching toward Wilson. 

Jacob Green stood with the levelled 
shotgun rock-steady. With infinite slow
ness, he was edging toward where Wil
son-lay, the black butt of his Colt pror 
truding from its holster. 

Taylor managed to get the hot tip of 
the poker against the rope that bound 
Wilson's wrists behind his back. The air 

was filled with the stench of burned 
manila, and the odor of scorched flesh. 
Sweat popped out on Wilson's face, but 
he set his teeth and grimly endured the 
torture as the hot iron grazed his flesh. 

The face of the owlhoot leader, black 
with fury, reflected from the mirror 
over the safe. His eyes glared murder 
at the image of Jacob Green standing 
behind him with the shotgun's muzzles 

strained on his back. He mouthed threats. 
Suddenly his eyes widened. He peered, 

uttered an exultant yelp and whirled 
to face.the shotgun muzzles, hand flash
ing to his belt. 

"Shoot him, Jake!" roared Taylor. -

BUT Jacob Green did not shoot. He 
whirled the shotgun '-and threw it 

—threw it as a soldier might hurl a 
rifle at "butts to the front." The iron-
shod stock caught the owlhoot leader 
squarely between the eyes. He went 
down like a pole-axed steer. " 

At the same instant, Jacob Green 
hurled himself sideways and down, 
clutching for the gun at Wilson's hip. 

The other three owlhoots had whirled 
from the wall, hands streaking to their 
belts. The room fairly exploded to a roar 
of six-shooters. 

But the owlhoots were not shooting at 
Jacob Green. They had other things to 
think about. Standing in the doorway 
was a slim, dark young man, a blazing 
gun in each hand. His hat spun from 
his head. One sleeve fluttered in bullet 
ripped ribbons. A red streak leaped 
across his cheek. 

Then he lowered his smoking guns 
and stared through the fog at the 
three figures sprawled on the floor be
side their unconscious leader. 

"Just in time, Manuel!" shouted 
Green. "Things were gettin' sort of 
strained!" 

With a few slashes of his knife, Green 
freed Taylor and Wilson, who scrambled 
to their feet. Wilson examined the owl
hoot leader. . 

"He'll stay out quite a while, I figger," 
was his verdict as he relieved him of his 
guns.. "Got a lump on his head the size 
of a calf's hoof." . 

Old Ward Taylor was swearing and 
rubbing his numbed wrists. 

"Jake," he said, "I never was so glad 
to see anybody in my life as I was you 
a little while ago. And who is this fine 
young feller who showed up to finish 
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the chore when we needed him most?" 

"This," Jacob Green smiled, "is Man
uel Cartinas. I told him to show up a 
little while after I got here. We wanted 
to1 have a talk with you. Mighty lucky 
he wasn't late. Manuel lives over in 
Tumbling Rocks Canyon. He's growing 
crops over there." 

. "What!" roared old Ward. "Growin' 
crops in Tumblin' Rocks Canyon! Is he 
plumb loco? Yuh mean he's tryin' to 
grow crops in Tumblin' Rock Canyon. 
Nobody could grow decent crops on them 
dad-blamed rocks. Now, listen. Yuh 
know that south pasture of mine—where 
the crick runs? That's first-rate bottom 
land, black and rich. A feller could grow 
prime crops there without half tryin'. 
Jess, you and the boys hitch up a couple 
of wagons tomorrow and hightail up 
to the canyon and pack Manuel's truck 
down to that pasture. Build him a cabin 
down there. Him and his folks can stay 
here in the house till it's finished." 

A thought suddenly struck him. He 

turned to Jacob Green. 
"Jake," he asked, "why didn't yuh 

blow that hellion loose from his back
bone when he turned around, instead of 
throwin' the gun at him?" 

"Well," chuckled Jacob Green, "there 
were a couple of reasons. That old gun 
belongs to Manuel. I packed it along 
when I rode over here from his place. 
Figured to take it to town with me and 
do some repair work on it. You see, it 
isn't loaded." 

"What!" gulped Taylor. "Yuh mean 
to say yuh braced them killers with an 
empty gun? But how in blazes did the 
hellion know it was empty? He couldn't 
see down the barrels." 

"No," agreed Jacob Green, "he 
couldn't see down the barrels. But he 
was looking straight into that mirror 
over the safe all the time and had a good 
view of the gun. He finally spotted what 
I was scairt he would—that the darn 
thing didn't have any triggers!" 

Utah $&£& ifw Bibd 
By JOHM BLACK 

IP you Hke ducks—to look at, not to shoot 
—have a look at Utah's Bear River Mi

gratory Bird Refuge, where the Federal 
Government is waging another battle in its 
fight to save game and wildlife. 

The Bear River Refuge is a real water
fowl heaven. An estimated 2,000,000 birds 
hit the 64,000-acre marsh area all at once 
in the September peak of fall migration.-
Token bandings have shown that the birds 
follow one of the great western migratory 
ways, coming south from Alaska and then 
fanning out to winter in Mexico, Honduras, 
or branching west to land in the far South 
Pacifie Islands. 

Fourteen miles of road wind through the 
swamps and about the lakes and marshes 
of the area so that tourists ean get a look 
at tiie thousands of different species of 

birds which sometimes darken the heavens 
as they did in the old days before the re
peating shotgun was invented. 

There are seabirds here, way inland, 
such birds as gulls and terns and pelicans. 
There are inland water birds like herons, 
plover,^ curlews, sandpipers, ibis, grebes 
and phalaropes. And there are always the 
ducks,-the -clowns of the air, in their bright 
uniforms: mallards, teals, red-heads, pin
tails, canvasbacks and others. In the spring 
the Canada goose is there on his wa;- north 
and in the late fall there are snow geese 
and the magnificent white swan. 

The visitor to the refuge, seeing the rich
ness of life, gets a new slant on his own 
country, a glimpse of things as they once 
were and can be again, with a little wise 
guidance in conservation. 
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