
By JOSEPH F. 
Author of "Stalked," etc. 

ONY DUNN, the ne^ 
owner of the Lazy L, 
happened to glance 
through the/ window in ; 
time to see the/cook-

shack door open and a bucketful of 
dishwater go sailing through the air.. 
That, in itself, was a daily, oc
currence on the part of Pete Prior, 
the. cook. And Tony would not' 
havegiven it a second thought, had 
it^not^been for the fact.that Solly 
Pope, his ̂ foreman, was directly in 
the Hne ofiire. The deluge of dish
water struck him full in the face. 

Wiping his face on his sleeve, 
Solly went into action. He rushed 
the door, which" the cook had 
promptly slammed when he"̂  saw 
what had happened, and crashed his 
shoulder against it, only to bounce 
back like a rubber ball.,; Cursing, he 
tried it again. The noise attracted 
the^ riders who were busy in the 
corral, arid they came on the run to 
see what it was all about. 

Tony hurried from the ranch 
house because, although doubled up. 
v/ith mirth, he knew that the door 
wouldn't stand much more of Solly's 
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battering. And, once inside, blood 
might be spilled when the cook and 
foreman tangled. -

"Hey, go'easy, Solly!" Tony called 
out. "You'll bust that door, shore." 

"Bust it?" Solly sputtered, froth
ing at the mouth with rage. "Well, 
what you s'pose I'm tryin' to do.? 
Kiss it.? And when I do bust in and 
git a-holt o' that bow-legged dough 
pounder, I'm goin' to tear him apart! 
Stand to one side, or somebody's 
'goin' to git hurt!!' 

"Now, wait a minute, wait a 
minute," Tony tried to soothe him. 
"I guess it was jest an accident, 
Solly. It 's a habit of Pete's, to shng 
water out that way, and he'll hafta 
cut it out." 

"Accidents, me eye!" Solly roared. 
"Habit, yore foot! That wall-eyed 
walrus knowed I was there, that's 
what! And it ain't the fust time he's 
drowned me in dishwater, but it'll 
shore be the last! He's sore at me 
'cause I told him this mornin' that 
them flapjacks would make . fust-
class boss blankets." 

^HE cook shd the window 
back an inch, put his mouth, 
to the opening, and made an 

insulting noise with his lips. 
"You're alius crabbin' 'bout the, 

chuck," he taunted the irate fore
man. "Well, how's that for a sample 
o' soup, you four-flusher? And if 
you bust that door and come in here, 
I'll stick a butcher knife in yore ribs 
and run around you!" 

The .foreman's hand slid to the 
gun at his belt, but Tony Dunn was 
on him like a flash. 

"None o' that, Solly!" he warned, 
taking the gun from him. "I've got 
trouble enough on my hands, with
out having to bury anybody. Jest 
go on back to yore work and I'll 
have a talk with Pete." 

Muttering dire threats against the 

cook, Solly picked up his five-gallon 
hat and a rotten potato at the same 
time. As he started back toward the 
corral, . the cook slid the window 
back, stuck his head out, and started 
to jeer. Suddenly the foreman 
stopped, whirled, and threw. 

The potato whistled past the 
boss's nose and splattered on the 
cook's face with a dull plop. Then, 
amid the guflPaws from the riders, 
the foreman walked away, partially 
satisfied with his revenge. 

"From now on, you walloper," he 
shouted back over his shoulder, 
"don't throw nothin' sohd out with 
the dishwater. But, jest the same, 
I'in danged sorry it wasn't a ripe 
termater." 

Tony waited until he could con
trol his mirth, then poked his head 
through the window. The cook was 
on the floor in a sitting position, try
ing to pick pieces of soft potato out 
of his eyes. 

"Now listen, you," Tony said in 
a hurry, afraid that he would burst 
out laughing again. "Let this be a 
lesson to you. And the next time I 
ketch you throwing out the dish
water, without first making shore 
nobody's near, I'll fire you." 

The young rancher went back to 
the house and flopped down in a 
chair, where he gave vent to a fit of , 
laughter he could no longer hold 
back; • 

.Incidentally, that was the first 
time in months that Tony Dunn had 
even so much as smiled. For he was 
up against a mighty tough propo
sition, and ruin stared him in the 
face. Unless a miracle happened, 
and that quickly, he felt sure the 
Lazy L was doomed. Debts were 
piling up, the price of beef was down, 
and a hard winter was in the offing, 
which meant hay to biiy. 

Two years before, in spite of warn
ing from friends, Tony had bought 
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the Lazy L outfit, had added more 
stock to_that ah-eady on the ranch, 
and had turned the cattle all out on 
the-range. And, right there and 
then, he had made an enemy of 
"Dunk" Dore, a miserable range 
hog, who owned the Circle Eye and 
had the idea that that included title 
to the whole country. " 

"You'd better watch that bird," a 
particular friend had advised him. 
"He's slicker'n' a'coyote, and won't 
stop at nothin' to chase you oflE. 
And you won't be able to prove a 
thing against him, neither. Billy 
Travers, who used to own this out
fit, was found dead in the house, shot 
through the heart. Everybody 
thinks Dunk Dore did it, 'cause 
Billy wouldn't let him - scare him 
offn the range, but there wasn't 
nary a clew to go on. So that let 
Dunk out. That's one reason why 
you was able to buy this place cheap 
from that real estate feller. They're 

_all sGared_of Dunk." . 
But Tony Dunn was not made of 

the stuff t^^t scares easily. He was 
young and full of pep, afraid of noth
ing, and eager to fight only when the" 
trouble was shoved on him. He 
knew, of course, that Dunk Dore 
had no more right to the range than 
he had, and he had long since made 
up his mind to prove that to him. 
So open warfare became the order 
of the day, with the sheriff sitting 
on the side lines and letting them 
fight it out, realizing that to inter
fere might mean prolonging the war 
and, possibly, forcing the other 
ranchers to take sides. 

O far, Tony had had the worst 
of it; Sonie of his men had 
been shot and wounded from 

ambush, many of his cattle had been 
^ shot and inany others- rustled. 

Although he felt certain Dunk Dore 
was at the bottom of it all, he had 

merely suspicion to, go on^ and proof 
of that nature won't go in a law 
court. Several times Tony's riders 
had taken matters into their own 
hands and • had started out to get 
the range hog, and every time they 
had been driven back- in a hail of 
lead. Every move made on the 
Lazy L was watched by spies from. 
the Circle Eye, so -that catching 
Dunk Dore off guard was as difficult 
as catching a coyote in a mousetrap. 

Thus, after two years, Tony was 
at his wits' end. The only logical 
thing to do seemed to be to "up 
stakes and dig out." But the young 
rancher had no intention of doing 
that. He had set himself the task of 
showing Dunk Dore ' and his gang 
that he had as much right to the 
use of the open range as the next 
man, and he was determined to see 
it through, even though it meant 
ruin. 

However, it takes money to fight 
for one's rights. Dead cattle must 
be replaced, and wages paid to riders 
who constantly had to guard the 
stock in the hills. Buying the ranch 
and the extra stock, plus the unkeep 
of the same, had plunged Tony into 
debt to the bank at Yellow Grass, 
and it kept him busy "scratching 
gravel" to pay the interest on the 
notes. But, now, those notes were 
about to fall due, and where the 
money was coming from to meet 
them, Tony did not know. 

Solly Pope, the foreman, came 
into the house after supper and 
sluhaped down in a chair. He was 
still smarting under the cook's in
sults, and an unpleasant aroma of 
dishwater clung to his clothes. 

"Well, everything's all set for the 
round-up to-morrer, boss," he an
nounced. "AH the boys need do is 
toss their bed rolls in the spare 
wagon in the morning, and the 
trick's done. The cook wagon's 
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ready, too, and if that square-headed 
walloper —" 

"Oh, fergit about the cook, Solly," 
Tony cut in impatiently. "That 
wasn't intentional on Pete's part. 
Anyhow, that's neither here nor 
there. What I want you to do is see 
that hone o' the boys go to town 
to-night. Everybody to bed early 
and up early. We gotta git an early 
start, and we don't wanna have to 
wait for nobody." 

"O. K., boss," Solly said, getting 
up. "Well, I'll drag my freight and 
turn in. See "you in the mornin'. 
Good night." , / 

I)a,rkness had fallen by the time 
Tony prepared for bed. He glanced 
through the window toward the 
bunk house and was pleased to note 
that the ' hands had taken Solly's 

_ order seriously about not going to 
town. The lamp had been ex
tinguished, and the usual nightly 
strains of guitar and harmonica were 
stilled. 

BOUT the time the young boss 
of the Lazy L was crawling 
between the blankets, two 

men were entering the living rgora of 
the Circle Eye spread. Dunk Dore 
merely glanced at them and then 
kept on dealings the cards. Grouped 
around the table were half a dozen 
of his riders, a tough-looking bunch-. 
of men, each' one willing to do any 
kind of dirty work for a price.^ 

Dunk Dore was a tall, powerfully 
built man, with hair as black as a 
raven's wing, which accentuated the. 
unusual pallor of his face. His eye-

"Iids^ drooped, partly obscuring the 
pupils, giving him the deceptive 
appearance of being half asleep. A 
pile of bills and chips was before 
him, and a bottle and glass stood at 
his elbow. 

"I'll listen to you boys in a 
minute," he said to the newcomers. 

when the cards were dealt. "This 
handni jest, about clean out these 
tinhorns, anyhow." 

"Better ditch the cards pronto, 
Dunk," one of them spoke up. 
"WeVe g o t - ^ - " , \ 

Dunk sprang from the,chair, his 
eyes pin points of living fire, a hectic 
flush spreading over his high cheek 
bones. Both the riders took a step 
backward when he threw the cards 
down and reached for his gun. I t 
wasn't healthy to interrupt Dunk 
Dore. 

"Hold yore bosses a minute!" the 
same rider cried. "It 's avlittle mat
ter about that guy what owns the 
Lazy-L." '-^ 

The sudden change that came 
over the tall rancher was startling. 
The lines of his face softened, and 
an evil grin twisted the corners of 
his sensuous mouth. The meii 
around the table put down their 
cards as he subsided on his chair. 

"Well, now, that 's . diff'rent," he 
said. "Let's have it, boys. What 
about this guy Dunn.? Anything 
new?" 

"He's all set for the round-up," 
the rider informed him. "He's got 
the chunk and bed-roll wagons all 
fixed up, and he ain't set nobody to 
watch 'em." " , 

"That's good!" Dunk- exclaimed. 
"Sounds like that peewee rancher's 
my meat. Well, I'll learn him not 
to butt in on my range. He's asked 
for it, and now he'll get it. Saddle 
up,'everybody!" 

r T ~ l W O hours later dim figures 
detached themselves from 
the shadow of the corrals and 

outbuildings on the Lazy L Ranch, 
and converged on a single point. 
That point -was the two newly fitted 
wagons. Silently, like ghosts of the 
night, they moved around t'hem. A 
match flared, and then followed a 
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scampering of feet as the figures dis
solved into the darkness. . 

A moment later came the rapid 
^drumnaing of running horses and, at 
-the same time, a sheet of flame shot 
up, enveloping the two wagons. 
-Tony Dunn awakened, and sat up 
in bed, listening^ still half asleep. 
One wall of the room was covered 
by a crimson glow. He eyed it a -
second, then leap€d,out of bed'aiid 
rah to the windowv - - > 

One look was enough. , With a cry _ 
^ of dismay, Tony grabbed a gun, rah, 

to the door, and fired into the air. 
"He quickly got into his. clothes. 
Then he raced to the fife. Riders 
poured put of the buiik house in all 
stages of dress and undress, ' and 
joined him. Pete Prior, the cook 
came on the run with a bucket, of , 
w^ater in each ha,nd. Crowding up 
close-to the fire, one arin held high 

.to shield his face, he heaved first one 
,^-bucket and then the other,"and r a n / 

back forTiiofe water.. / . '-
"Hey, stop him, boys!" Tony 

yelled. "He'll erily spread the fire 
to . the " buildings!' Somebody's 
soaked the wagons with coal oil!-
Look at the pools of it burriing on 
the ground! Grab,.a' shoved apiece 
and throw dirt on it! It 's our only 
chance!" ' 

But the intense heat drove .the 
men back, and they made no head
way. Then a five-gallon can of coal 
oil exploded, scattering the contents' 

' far and wide. The flames, now, fed 
ifrom this new source", shot skyward 

> and drove the men still farther back, , 
where they stood helplessly by and 
watched the outfit go up in smoke. 

, "No use wastin' time guessin' who 
started that," the foreman 'said to 
Tony. "It's that skunk Dore. I'm . 
goin' to take some o' the boys with , 
me and kill him! And you ain't _ 
goin' to stop me, neither. I 'm " 

"AH right, Solly," Tony agreed. 

white -'with anger. "I've stopped 
you a time or two before, but I 'm' 
telling the world I was a fool for 
doing it._ -You can go get him, but 
I'm going with you! I knowed mat- , " 
ters would come to a show-down, 
sooner or later. Slip inta yore' 
clothes, boysi and let's ride!" 

Eager to avenge the wrong done , 
to a man who. had always treated ^ -
them white, the - Lazy L riders, N, 
headed by their boss, were soon 
galloping past the smoldering rem
nants of the found-up outfit, headed 
in the direction of'the Circle Eye. 

But again they had forgotten 
Dunk Dore's uncanny, cunning, arid 
nearly rode headlong into an ambush 
in Cache Canyon. Crimson flashes 
darted at them from both sides and 
ahead, and echoing "reports rolled 
away into the distant hills, as lead -
splattered against the rocks of sang 
a death song .past their ears, r -
, Tony managed to halt his iri':xin -• 
time and convince them that shoot
ing from .cover was better thaii re- -
maining out in'the open to be shot 
down like rats.~ For fully fifteen 
minutes, they fir^d shot for shot, 
and whooped wildly when a scream 
occasionally rent "the air. • Then, as 
suddenly as it had started, the firing 
by the eneriiy ceased, and .Tony's -~ 
riders heard the beat of horses's 
hoofs. 
. "They're on the run!" Tony. 

shouted. "Solly,look the boys over 
and see if^anybody's been hit."\ 

"Jest one or two "^with flesh 
Wmmds," Solly shouted back, "but 
nobody> hurt bad. Corne on, Jet 's \ 
chase "em!" N. . ; •.- ' -= •̂ 

"Not on yore life, Solly!"- the 
young rancher yelled. "Dunk'U 
have one or two of his gang cover
ing, his retreat, and ^ we'll jest rim -
right smack into another afnbush. 
Let's go.back home and wait till 
daylight." > 
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THERE followed a good deal of 
"beefing" at the order, but 
common sense finally pre

vailed, and, the men realized that 
everything was in favor of Dunk 
and his men and against them. So 
they made the return trip in 
ominous silence, each nian busy 
imagining just what he would do 
to Dunk Dore if he were fortunate 
enough to run across him. And 
when they arrived at the Lazy L, 
Tony turned his horse into the corral 
and made the riders do likewise. 
Then he walked to the house. 

As if by mutual consent, the men 
followed him. Tony lighted the 
lamp and looked them over to make 
sure none was seriously hurt, then 
sat down and motioned them to do 
the same. His face was drawn, livid, 
and his anger so great that it was 
hard for him to control his voice. 

"Well, boys," he began, "this is 
one swell mess, but I 'm blaming no
body but myself for what's hap
pened. I've been warned aplenty to 
watch out for Dunk Dore, and I've 
let him ketch me asleep. I'd 
oughter've had them wagons 
guarded. But what's the use of cry
ing over spilled milk? I'm done, 
and that's all there is to it." 

"What d'yer mean done.?" Solly 
demanded. 

"I'm busted flat," Tony explained. 
"My credit's all used up at the Yel
low Grass bank, and I couldn't bor
row another cent to buy a new 
round-up outfit with. Y'see, boys, 
it costs a lotta dough to start -a 
ranch and buy extry cattle, not to 
mention replacing them that Dunk 
shot and rustled. I've had to mort
gage everything to get money 
enough to run along on." 

"You ain't busted yet, feller," 
Solly declared. "And you don't 
need to worry none about borrowin' 
from no bank." He reached into his 

pocket and tossed a small roll of 
bills on the table. "There's a hun
dred bucks," he said. "It 's yores, 
boss." 

The cook stepped up-to the table 
and shoved Solly's small roll to one 
side with a gesture of contempt. 

"A hundred bucks!" He sneered. 
"Is that all you've saved in the last 
two years, you big stiflP.'' Why, that 
ain't more'n enough to pay for a 
hair cut and a shave and a coupla 
drinks. Here, Tony, I got two hun
dred. Take it." 

The foreman glared at the cook 
and half rose from his chair, but be
fore they could get into a fight, the 
rest of the riders. edged up to the 
table and laid the contents of their 
•pockets on it. One rider slipped his 
guns from the holsters and laid them 
beside the money. 

"Soak 'em, Tony, the next time 
you go to Yellow Grass," he offered, 
looking at them wistfully. "They're 
all I've got, but you're shore wel
come to 'em. They'd oughter bring 
forty bucks." 

A lump rose in the young 
rancher's throat, and words failed 

-him. He just sat there, staring from 
the money and guns on the table to 
the faces of the men who were stand
ing by him in his hour of darkest 
trouble. I t was the kind of loyalty 
he had neither asked for nor ex
pected, loyalty he had never even 
dreamed of. 

"Well, boys," he finally managed 
to stammer, " I jest don't know what 
to say. All I can do is thank you 
and ask you totake the money back. 
I told you I was done, busted, but 
you've made me change my mind. 
I ain't done. I'm jest starting to 
fight." 

"You gotta buy another outfit, 
ain't you.?" Solly asked, surprised 
at the request to take the money 
back. 
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"What? With yore hundred 
bucks?" The cook sneered. "Why, 
that wouldn't " 

"Aw, go make a hole'in the lake!" 
Solly snarled, turning on him 
savagely. 

"Yes, I've got to buy another out
fit," Tony said. "But I'm not going 
to use a cent of your money till I've 
tried my luck at the bank again. I t 
ain't 'cause I'm too high-toned to -
take yore dough, nor nothing like 
that, but the trouble is that what's 
on the table ain't enough to buy 
what was burned up._ Another 
thing, if I take what you boys has 
got saved up, I won't be able, to pay 
it back. Fact is, I don't know where 
yore next month's wages is coming 
irom,. 

"And s'pose the bank turns you 
down?" Solly .asked. "You ain't got 
no time to lose, y'know." 

"I know that, and so does Dunk 
Dore. That's why he burned them 

__wagons. _He_knowedJt'd delay the 
> round-up. And that means I won't 

be able to git the cattle outta the 
hills and pasture 'em on ,the creek 
bottoms afore snow flies, as I was 
figgering on doing. Which also 
means jest that much more baled 
hay to buy.y 

"Better -grab that money then," 
Solly suggested, "and save time." 

"Not now, boys. I'll give the 
bank another whirl, and if that don't 
work, we'll put our heads together 
again. Now you'd better hit the 
hay and git some sleep." 

<HE riders were all on hand 
next morning to watch Tony 
start for Yellow Grass, and 

to wish him luck. And they were 
all on hand, with anxious hearts, 
when he returned that evening. 

"W^ell, what's the good word, 
boss?" the foreman sang out.-

"Oh, I got the loan, all right," 

Tony answered, but without a trace 
of enthusiasm in his voice. "The 
new wagons and the rest of the 
stuff'U be here to-morrow morning." 

The men looked at each other in 
a puzzled manner. The boss had 
made the loan, and yet he was not . 
whooping it up. They couldn't 
figure that out, at all. So they stood 
around, hoping that he would ex
plain matters to them, v/hile he un
saddled and put his horse away. 
That done,, he turned and faced 
them soberly. 

"I know what you wanna know," 
he began in a quiet voice. "Well, 
it's jest this: I told you last night 
that the bank was holding every
thing I owned as security for the 
money I borrowed to start this out
fit. Dunk Dore found out about it, 
and what d'yer s'pose that slick 
coyote did? He bought that paper 
from the bank!" 

"Well, I'll be " the dook ex
ploded.. "That hombre shore needs 
a lotta watchin'!" ^ 

"You said it, Pete." Tony 
nodded. "He done got the jump on 
me now, good and proper. He'll 
foreclose on that paper when it falls. 
due. And that's why the bank was 
willing to gimme more credit to-day 
r—it can sell the paper to Dunk at its 
face value." 

"Great grief!" Solly exclaimed 
heatedly. " I thought you had too 
much hoss sense to play inta that 
walloper's hands that a way. Why 
didn't you refuse the loan?" 

"I knew you'd ask that." Tony 
smiled wistfully. "But, you see, 
Solly, I didn't know anything about 
that, at the time. I took the money 
and then went inta the hardware 
store to give Gene Brumbaugh the 
order for them wagons and stuff. I t 
was him told me what Dunk had 
done. Seems like he wais in Yellow 
Grass, about a week ago, and was 
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shooting off his face about what he'd 
done -and what he was going to do 
to me. Of course, I moseyed back 
to the banker and asked him if it 
was true, and he said it was." 

"That's ag'in the law!" the cook 
cried angrily. 

"No, it ain't, Pete," Tony assured 
him, " 'cause I went and saw. Lawyer 
Crammond about it. A bank can 
sell notes or niortgages, all it likes, 
and you can't do a thing about it." 

"Well, why didn't you make him 
take the money back.?" Solly in
quired. . 

"What would have been the use?" 
Tony countered. "What diff'rence 

/ does it make, seeing as how Dunk's 
bought^ up the other paper.''" ' ; 

"That's all right, boss, but we 
ain't beat yet." 

"I'll say we ain't, Solly, but we're 
shore gitting a fierce pounding! 
However, the way I got it figured. 
Dunk Dore's going to git careless 
and make a mistake, and then we'll 
nail him. If that ever happens, he'll 
wish he hadn't bought them notes 
o' mine." 

^HE new wagons and supplies 
came the next day" but it was 
a week before the LazyL men 

had everything assembled. They 
chafed at the delay, afraid that the 
snow would catch them in the hills 
and make their work doubly hard. 
Nerves were on the ragged edge, and 
Solly and the ' cook argued and 
wrangled about where this and that 
should be placed in the chuck wagon, 
almost coming to blows. 

Then a rider from the Bar C out
fit drifted along, just as they finally 
got .started,.and rode alongside Toiiy^ 
for a short distance. 

"Been in Yellow Grass lately.?" he 
inquired. 

"Not for a week," Tony replied. 
"Why?" 

"Then you ain't.heard, eh?" 
"Heard what?" 
"Why, Dunk Dore's been tellin' 

everybody he's goin' to plug you on 
sight. Says ybu've been tellin' it 
around that he set fire to yore 
round-up outfit. Better watch that 
hombre, Tony."' 

"I can take care of myself. And 
what's more, I'd loye to ketch that 
skunk out in the open once." 

"Not a chance, -Tony. He's too 
shck for that, and that's why I rode 
over. I wanted to warn you. He'll 
either shoot you from ambush or 
knife you in the back some dark 
night. Either way, I'll bet you a 
thin dime he ketches you when you 
ain'f lookin'." 

"He'll hafta go some, then," Tony 
declared. "He's done ketched me 
flat-footed once, but it won't happen 
again." 

"Well, don't say you wasn't 
warned," the, rider said, and went on 
his way. 

The round-up started, and none 
of the men had time even to give a 
thought to Dunk Dore and his 
threat until the task was completed. 
There was little joy in Tony's heart 
when his small herd of cattle was 
finally herded down into the creek 
bottom. Dore's gang had made 
such heavy inroads on it that the 
young rancher had grave doubts 
whether there would be enough fat 
stock for sale to even meet the in
terest on the money he owed. 

"Interest." He laughed bitterly. 
"A fat chance I'll have even if I can 
pay the interest. Dore certainly 
won't renew the paper." ^ 

Solly Pope burst into the ranch 
house that evening, quivering with 
excitement. 
' "We've got \ Dunk Dore!" he an
nounced breathlessly. 

"Where did you git the booze, 
Solly?" Tony smiled. 
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"Booze, me eye!" Solly cried. "I 
ain't pickled. I'm cold sober 1 I'm 
tellin' you we got Dunk Dore. That 

^ is," he hastily amended, "w.e soon 
will have." -I / 

-'-'That's more like iti.-SoUy. Now 
go on with the rest of the story be
fore you choke' to death. ' What's 
happened?" 

"Plenty. An Injun jest-rid up arid 
told me that him and his tribe wa;s 
fed up with Dunk'Dore rusthn' their 
stock and trjan' to chase 'em offn 
the range. So they done kep' an eye 
on him. The Injun say's he knows 
who set .our outfit-on fire, and a lot 
of other information,^besides!"-
" "Then why don't the Injuns tell 

the sheriff?" 
"I asked him that, and he j a id the^ 

reason was 'cause aii Injun's got no 
. show ag'in a white man in a court 

o' law. They're goin' to tell you,and 
let you-take it up."-

, . ' ' 'And'who's the 'they,' Solly?"-, 
-—"An—Injun chief and two of his.. 
side kicks'll call on you tomorrer. 
They~ sen€ this other Injun -to-day 

:to teir you to - stay ^ home. He 
thought I was the boss." _ 

TONY did not try to conceal 
his pleasure-on hearing the 
startling news. He felt cer-

tain that he was ruined, but he knew 
now that he would not have to leave 
the range without being able to get 
even with Dunk Dore. He remem
bered the cattleman's threat of 
death, but had long since given that 

"up as just bluff. 
Tony was so excited that he slept 

-little that night, and was iip, and 
about long before the cook ham
mered on the breakfast gong. Then 
he took his station at the window, 
watching all morning to see the 

, figures of the three Indian visitors 
loom up on the horizon. 

But.it was well along in the after

noon before .,they put in their 
appearance. Standing at the win
dow,., it seemed hard for Tony to 
realize that he was about to obtain 
information that would mean the 
overthrow of this range bully who 
had made life miserable for him and 
many others over a period of years. 

'.'He might've had more .sense ,^ 
than riiorikey ' with - them Injuns's ~ 
stock," he' iriuttered. to, himself. 
"They're - shore poison when/ they. . 
start gitting even with a fellers" 

The redskins dismounted near the 
corrals, aiid dropped the lines over . 
their horses's heads. Then they 
came toward ther house with slow 
and stately step, talking their own 
sweet time about it. The tallest of 
the three wore a war bonnet of eagle 
feathers, the insignia of a chief. y 

"Well, that jibes ..with what t h a t _ 
Injun" told Solly yest'day," Tony 
mused. J "Heap big chief, feathers 

-and all, and his two side kicks. Man, 
. what ' wouldn't I give for them 

blankets they're wearing! I wish 
they git a riiove on, though, and riot 

V keep me sweating blood." 
Onthe^three came slowly, swathed 

from head to foot in their-gorgeous 
blankets, their mocassined feet mak-

'.ing no sound.in the soft dirt. 
And then, just as they arrived / 

_ opposite the cook shack, the door 
flew'open, and out shot a deluge of 
dishwaterf Before the Indians could 
duck, it struck them in the face and 
cascaded off their shoulders in 
streams. They stopped dead in 
their tracks and glared at the offerid-

"irig cook,.who was standing on the 
threshold, empty bucket i n , hand, 

, aghast at-the sight of the havoc he 
had wrought .on the chief's ' eagle 
feathers ands,pn the dignity of the 

: trio. ^ Once again his habit of easily 
, disposing of |he dishwater had got 
"^him into trouble. . 

"Say, gents, I'm sorry!" he cried, 
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hurrying toward them. "I didn't 
know nobody was within a mile o' 
me when I throwed that water. 
Lemme git you a towel so's you can 
wipe it off." 

The tall chief waved him back 
with a haughty gesture, and grunted 
something that sounded strangely 
like a curse. Then, wiping their 
faces on the corners of the soiled 
blankets, the three men again took 
up their stately tread toward the 
house, leaving the cook mouthing 
apologies. 

Tony had witnessed the incident, 
and his heart had taken a violent 
tumble. Only when the red men 
started on again did he breathe 
easier. -Nevertheless, he vowed he 
would tie a can to the cook's tail as 
soon as the interview ended. 

But in spite of his feehngs toward 
the cook, it was hard for him to keep 
a straight face. The tallest of the 
three, he of the eagle feathers par
ticularly, looked rather wet and 
.bedraggled as he ascended the ve
randa steps, with dishwater dripping 
from his hair and the end of his 
nose. Only the gravity of the mis
sion on which they had come pre
vented the young rancher from 
laughing outright. 

Then, suddenly, the smile left 
Tony's face, and in its stead 
appeared an expression of doubt. 
His eyelids narrowed until they were 
slits, and his mouth drew into a 
straight line. Then he took two 
swift strides from the window to the 
other side of the table, where he 
awaited the messengers, hands on 
hips, feet spread apart. 

^HE two red rnen stepped into 
the room and then stood 
aside to allow their chief to 

; enter. He lowered his head, in order 
, to keep the eagle feathers from strik-
' ing the top of the doorway, then 

stepped inside. There was ia sug
gestive movement of his right hand 
under the blanket. 

Tony's hands slipped forward and 
down with the speed of light. An 
ear-splitting explosion followed an 
instant later. The eagle feathers on 
the chief's war bonnet shook gro
tesquely, and an expression of in
tense surprise overspread his face. 
His head fell forward on his chest, 
his knees buckled, and he fell to the 
floor, dead. A gun dropped from his 
lifeless hand. 

"Hands out from under them 
blankets, you!" the young rancher 
shouted. "Throw 'em up, quick!" 

The other two lost not a second 
obeying. And that was the position 
in which Solly Pope and the rest of 
the Lazy L riders found them when 
they came barging into the room, 
followed by the cook, who held a 
long, keen-bladed butcher knife in 
each hand. 

Wonderingly, mouths open, the 
men stared at the dead man on the 
floor, the other two with their hands 
held high, and then at their boss, 
who was standing on the other side 
of the table, both guns drawn and 
blue smoke curling upward from the 
muzzle of one of them. 

"Good grief, Tony, you've shot an 
Injun chief!" Solly gasped. - "He 
was the guy that was goin' to tell 
you things about Dunk Dore, and 
these tyŝ o hombres are the side kicks 
that other Injiin told me was comin' 
to see you! Say, what's the matter? 
Have you gone plumb loco, or not?" 

"Roll that bird over on his back, 
Solly," Tony said, "and take a good 
look at him. He's no more an 
Indian chief than I am. He's Dunk 
Dore! And these two hombres that 
come with him ain't no Indians." 

"But " Solly began. 
"But nothing," Tony cut - in. 

"Look at his face; it's all streaked, 
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and the same goes for his two side 
kicks. They were passing the cook 
shack jest as Pete heaved out the 
dishwater, and ' they got it in the 
face. Then they wiped it oflf, and-
soTue oj the dye came off, too. Well, 
I was warned to watch out for 
Dunk pulling a fast one on me, but 
I didn't suspect he was as slick' as 
that ." 

Solly rolled the dead man over, 
then took a look at the other men's 
faces. 

"Yeah, I can see the streaks, all 
right," he said. "Well, all that 
saved you from bein' shot down in 
cold blood was Pete's dishwater-
throwin' habit and yore own quick 
eye. Them hombres was all set to 
plug you and then make a run for 
it. And they'd've got away, too, 
'cause us boys was busy in the 
corrals and nary one had a gun on 
him." 

"Well, that settles Dunk Dore," 
Tony saidr-^but-it still leaves me in 
a sweet hole. Somebody'!! fall heir 
to them notes of mine he bought 
from the bank, and they'll deniand 
the money when they fall due. Oh, 
w^ll, what's the use of worrying? 

"Search them two buzzards for guns, 
and then tie 'em up till the sheriff 
comes." 

Pete, the cook, elbowed his way 
through the group of riders, his face 
distorted with anger, the two 
butcher knives held ^tightly in each 
hand. 

"Wait a minute, boss!" he yelled. 
"You're'overlookin' a bet. Lemme 
at them two skunlis!" 

Before any one could prevent him, 
he was holding the keen edge of one 
of the knives against the throat of 
one of Dunk Dore's men. 

"Now you come clean," he 
shouted,, "or I'll start playin' 'Tur
key in the Straw' and use yore 
throat .for a fiddle! Who Idlled 

Billy Travers? Holler quick, or I'll 
start sawin'!" 

The captive's eyes popped with 
fear, and his face under what was 
left of the dye,turned a pale green. 
He made several attempts to speak 
before he was able to force the^words 
out of his mouth. 

"I ,d-didn't!" h e ' finally cried. 
"Dunk Dore did, -though! He 

piilled this Injun stunt on him. But 
it was at night, and Billy was alone 
on the ranch; and nobody, doused 
Dunk with dishwater. Take that 
knife away from my throat!" . 
, The cook turned triumphantly to 
Tony. 

"Well, does that mean anything to 
you, boss?" he smilingly asked. 

"To me, Pete?" Tony exclaimed, 
puzzled. "Why, I don't git you, 
at all." . . . 

"That confession settles yore note 
business—cancels 'em," Pete ex-
plainfed. "Don't you savvy, now? 
There was a five-thousand-dollar re
ward out for the capture of Billy's 
slayer,-dead or alive, and it still 
holds good, boss! Now do you " 

Siiddenly a suspicious look crept 
into the cook's eyes. He turned this 
way and that, sniffing the air like a 
bloodhound trying to pick up the 
scent of an escaped convict. Then 
he turned like a flash and charged 
through the astonished riders to
ward the door. 

"Sufferin' wild cats!" he yelled, 
" l ean smell'me puddin' burnin'!" 

Pete's nose was not mistaken, and 
all hands were well aware of that 
fact when the scorched dessert was 
set before them at supper that eve
ning. But, this time, no one made 
a single complaint to the cook. And 
even the sheriff, who had arrived in 
time for the meal, ate a generous 
helping of the burned pudding be
fore he returned to the Yellow Grass 
jail with his two prisoners. 
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