
BANDIT LAWMAN 
 

[Orginally published in Big Book Western, March 1937] 

 

Gripping Novelette of an Honest Law-Rider who Traded His Star for a 

Highwayman’s Guns 

 
 
 
Either side of the law at Roaring Fork was a danger-packed business that had cost 
many a gun-proud life. Yet the man named Suffern played both sides—till he turned 
his irons against a fearless frontier girl who fought with brains as well as bullets! 
 
 
 

Chapter I 

LAW-TAMER 

DEPUTY Sheriff Will Bent, 

lounging against a porch pillar of the Union 

House, centered his attention on the man 

who was the last to climb out of the stage. 

“That him?” he asked Sheriff Andy 

Hayes, who was sitting with his feet cocked 

up on the railing. 

Sheriff Hayes said “Yep.” 

In all that group of miners and 

travelers who had alighted from the stage, 

this man they had singled out was the one to 

catch the eye and hold it. He was burly 

across the shoulders, of medium height, and 

his face was so dark that it made the white 

linen of his shirt almost glow. He was 

dressed in expensive black, and even at this 

distance the diamond, on his finger gleamed. 

Bent straightened up and dropped his 

cigarette, which had died as he was 

watching the stage unload. “Better give- him 

a few minutes, huh?” he drawled. 



“Sure.” Hayes said. He looked at 

Bent, as if to study him. Bent’s lean six feet 

seemed cocked for trouble, his blue eyes 

amused and at the same time a little hard. 

Hayes sighed softly. He was an old man 

now, old and gnarled and white-haired and 

slow, but still he could enjoy what was 

coming. ' 

“What’s his handle?” Bent drawled: 

“Sam Suffern.” 

Bent only grinned. 

Suffern, now, paused and gave loud 

directions for the disposition of his baggage. 

Then he stepped up on the boardwalk and 

headed down street, a nine-inch cigar jutting 

from his lips. 

Bent looked at Hayes and said, 

“Lordy, he even acts tough.” 

Sheriff Hayes waited a few minutes, 

then hoisted his bulk from the chair and 

grunted, “Come on.” 

Together they descended the steps 

and followed Suffern. The main street of 

Roaring Fork was settling back into its usual 

afternoon torpor after the stage arrival. 

Ponies and buckboards were facing the 

derails on both sides of the dusty street 

between the wide canyon of false-front 

stores. Bent said, “Where’ll I choose him?” 

“Let him worry about that.” 

At the War Bonnet Saloon, they 

turned in. The usual loafers were bellied, up 

to the bar, while others surrounded the faro 

and poker tables. Today the crowd was 

bigger than usual, for almost everyone in 

town wanted to have a first look at Suffern, 

the man who had bought out Hank Barber’s 

War Bonnet. 

Bent said to the barkeep, “Where’s 

the new boss?” 

The bartender gestured with a jerk of 

his head toward the office door in the 

sidewall at the foot of-the bar. 

Almost to the door, Sheriff Hayes 

and Bent stopped. Suffern stepped out and 

closed the door behind him. 

“Suffern?” Bent asked grimly. 

The saloon owner turned to them. 

His face was surprisingly lean, his lips thin 

and wide, his nose aquiline. His deep-set 

eyes were piercing, black, wary. Seeing the 

badge on their vests, he smiled narrowly. 

“Yes.” He spoke almost mockingly. 

“You two gentlemen are the law. Have a 

drink with me. But first—I don’t know your 

names.” 

“Never mind the name,” Bent said 

curtly. “You’ll know soon enough. And I 

wouldn’t like a drink.” 

“Nor me,” Hayes put in surlily. 

Suffern shrugged. “Then what can I do for 

you?” 

THE room had quieted. Most of-the 

men there were listening to the conversation. 

Bent said, “We just dropped around to -put 

you straight of a few things, Suffern.” 

“For instance?” 

“When Hank Barber owned this 

place, it was a hangout for every hard-case 

on this slope. Nobody ever knowed it, but he 

was gettin’ in more trouble than he could 

rightly wade out of.” Bent paused and eyed 

Suffern suspiciously. “Nobody knowed 

where he went when he disappeared. It looks 

like you’re the only man that does.” 

“Is it the deed to the place you want 

me to show you?” Suffern asked levelly. 

“Not the deed,” Hayes said. “I don’t 

give a damn if you robbed Barber to get the 

place. I’m glad he’s gone. I don’t even want 

to know where.” 

“Nice friendly lawmen here,” 

Suffern commented. 

Bent shook his head. “That’s where, 

you’re wrong, fella’. We’re not friendly to 

you, nor to any man of Barber’s stripe. 

That’s just a warnin’. Play your cards close 

to your chest or you’ll lose the pot.” 

Suffern looked at Bent shrewdly. He: 

said, “I don’t like you, Big Wind, and you 

can paste that in your hat.” 

“Maybe I’ll paste it in yours,” Bent 



drawled. 

Suffern said drily, “I never knew it to 

fail. Pin a star on a thirty-a-month cow nurse 

and his head gets too big for his ears.” 

Bent flushed and his hand fell to his 

shell-belt. 

“Don’t make the mistake of drawing 

that gun,” Suffern continued. “I never carry 

one. I never have to when I run into jokers 

like you.” 

Bent unbuckled his shell-belt, with 

its holstered guns, and let it slide to the 

floor. 

“I never have to use ’em either, 

Suffern. When I break things, I like to do it 

by hand.” 

“I’d be glad to oblige you.” 

“Let’s make it the street then.” 

Suffern nodded and peeled off his 

coat, which he laid on the bar. Everyone in 

the room had been listening, and now they 

let Bent, the sheriff and Suffern walk out the 

door before they moved. Then as if one man, 

they crowded through after them and 

swarmed over the. sidewalk into the road, 

forming a loose circle. 

Bent was taller than Suffern, longer 

armed. And in addition to that, he seemed 

mad clean through. His huge, fists hung 

clenched at his sides. 

Somebody said, “Your hat, Will.” 

Bent wrenched it off and sailed it 

into the crowd, then said to Suffern, 

“Ready?” 

“Any time,” Suffern replied, his 

thick shoulders hunched a little. 

Bent had been, waiting for this. He 

stepped in, head down; a slugging arc 

already started with his huge fist. Suffern 

stood planted in his way. Moving almost, 

indolently, Suffern shot a short jab at Bent 

and it straightened him up. With his other 

arm, the saloon owner chopped down on 

Bent’s flailing arm. Then he leaned in, his 

shoulder catching Bent under the chin and 

sending him back a step. 

Quickly, savagely now, Suffern 

followed, his right pumping into Bent s 

midriff. Bent stepped back again, grunting, 

trying for a foothold. And then, before he 

could gather his wits, Suffern hooked at his 

face viciously—twice. By the time the 

second blow reached him Bent was falling. 

It sounded muffled, as bone on skin-padded 

bone will. Bent pitched back in the dust, 

made a slow movement as if to turn over 

and rise, then lay back and stared at the 

afternoon sky. 

SUFFERN looked down at him a 

long moment, then dusted his hands together 

gently and turned to Sheriff Hayes. 

“Your deputies are a little too salty, 

Sheriff,” he commented drily. “Maybe they 

need to travel a bit and pick up a few tricks.” 

Hayes glared at him. “You ain’t 

through with Bent yet, Suffern.” 

“I don’t expect so,” Suffern drawled. 

“Not while he can use a gun.” 

“This don’t change what he said to 

you —nor what I did,” Hayes went on. “You 

keep in line, here, mister, or you’ll have 

more’n a street brawl on your hands.” A 

drawling, slow voice from the circle of 

watchers said, “Don’t you reckon the law 

has rawhided this man enough today, 

Hayes?” 

Hayes turned to confront Barney 

McCann’s look of quizzical distaste. 

McCann, as usual flanked by two of his 

men, had a sneering smile on his bland face. 

Big, blond, blue-eyed and iron-jawed, 

McCann seldom spoke in a loud voice, but 

in some way his whisper contrived to carry 

more conviction than other men’s bluster. 

Hayes glared at him angrily. “If I 

was you, McCann, I wouldn’t buy into this.” 

“Not a chance,” McCann drawled. 

“Only I hate to see a stranger get hoorawed 

the first half hour he’s in town. He might 

think we’re all like you up at the sheriff’s 

office.” 

“He knows what we are up there. I’ll 



let him make up his own mind about you, 

Barney.” 

“That’s good.” 

Hayes said to a long, gangling 

puncher standing nearby, “Give me a lift 

with him, will you, Cal?” 

Cal Fields and a friend nodded and 

stepped over to Bent. Suffern, politely 

watching this conversation, now walked 

over and got Bent’s hat and laid it on his 

chest, then stood aside and watched Bent 

carried upstreet to the sheriff’s office next 

the hotel. 

When Hayes had gone, Suffern 

turned to the crowd. “Let’s have a drink, 

boys. 

“A man doesn’t buy a saloon every 

day.” McCann, from the crowd, added, “Nor 

make over a deputy’s face.” 

Suffern looked at him and smiled. 

McCann strode over to him and held out his 

hand. “Barney McCann’s the name, Suffern. 

That was workmanlike. We’ve been thinkin’ 

of doin’ the same thing for some time now, 

but I reckon we got used to his noise.” 

“You’d of done the same thing in my 

place,” Suffern said modestly. “I couldn’t 

very well get out of it.” He shrugged, and 

repeated, “Come on in and have a drink.” 

UP the street, Sheriff Hayes walked 

moodily behind Fields and the other man 

carrying Bent. As he passed Wilke’s 

Emporium, he heard a girl’s voice say 

softly, “Dad. Don’t you see me?” 

He stopped. There on the top step 

was a slight girl, bare headed, the sun 

seeming to touch her corn-colored hair with 

fire. She was dressed in rough range clothes 

and cow-boots, which only seemed to 

accentuate her slim loveliness. She was 

looking at Bent’s slack body, and her mouth 

was open in surprise. 

“What happened, Dad?” 

Hayes snorted. “A new hard-case in 

town.” 

“Gunfight?” 

“Huh-uh. A scrap. Will bit off 

considerable more’n he could chew.” 

She shook her head in mock disgust. 

“Do you two always have to walk around 

like banty roosters, Dad?” 

Hayes’ seamed face showed the trace 

of a smile. “Comin’ from you, Mary, that 

sounds considerable like the cow callin’ the 

bull a four-legged critter.” 

Mary grinned back. “Well, go with 

him, Dad. And please stay out of trouble—at 

least until I leave town tonight.” 

Sheriff Hayes snorted again and 

hurried to catch up with the men carrying 

Bent. Inside the sheriff’s office, situated on 

the corner, he indicated a cot and Bent was 

laid on it.  

“Thanks, boys,” Hayes told Fields 

and his friend. ' . 

“Looks like a man don’t shake one 

trouble but what he picks up two more,” 

Fields said. “Here we lose Barber, and 

damned if we don’t trade him for this gent, 

Suffern— twice as bad.” 

Hayes sighed and waved them off. 

As soon as the door closed, he 

walked over to Bent, who was grinning up at 

the ceiling. 

“How’d it work, Andy?” Bent asked. 

“Couldn’t of been better.” 

“Didn’t I hear McCann talkin’ to 

you?” 

“Sure. He sided with Suffern.” 

Bent sat up now and Hayes sat down 

beside him. They both rolled smokes from 

the same sack. 

Bent said in a soft voice, “Well, it 

looks like things are shapin’ up, Andy—

after four years of waitin’.” 

“Don’t be too sure, son. McCann 

ain’t convicted yet.” 

“All we needed was for Barber to 

lose his guts. We got a chance now, 

anyway.” 

“I wonder,” the sheriff said slowly. 

“When I was younger, if we’d wanted to get 



the goods on McCann and if Barber could 

give it to us, we’d have took Barber out and 

made him talk. Now we got to do it legal.” 

He made a wry face. “We buy Barber out 

and send a range-detective-in to run the 

saloon in his place. I dunno.” 

“About Suffern, you mean? You 

think he can’t handle it?” 

“I dunno, I say.” 

Bent rubbed his jaw and grinned 

ruefully. “I do. If that ranny Suffern is as 

good a detective as he is a fighter, 

McCann’s as good as convicted right now.” 

 

Chapter II 

THE BOSS HIRES A GUN 

 

 

SUFFERN gave orders to the 

bartenders to serve free drinks, then he and 

McCann stepped into his office. 

McCann looked around and said, 

“Nothin’ changed much, since Hank Barber 

jumped town.” 

“Haven’t had time,” Suffern told 

him. The drinks came in. Suffern offered 

McCann a cigar with his whiskey, which he 

took. 

“Funny thing,” McCann said slowly 

after he had lit his cigar. “I never quite 

figured out why Hank left.” 

“Ran away, didn’t he?” Suffern said 

easily. 

McCann’s pale blue eyes settled on 

Suffern speculatively. 

“Seems so. Why, though?” 

“He told me he was gettin’ in too 

deep.” 

McCann asked slowly, watching 

him, “Who with?” 

Suffern shook his head. “I don’t 

know. I wish I did. I’ve got an idea that 

things that were too deep for Barber 

wouldn’t be very deep at all for me.” 

McCann leaned back in his chair and 

regarded Suffern with quiet interest. Finally 

he said, “You’ve got a medium good 

opinion of yourself, haven’t you, Suffern?” 

The saloon keeper nodded. “I’ve 

never had any reason to think I’m not just a 

little better than the run of hard-cases.” 

“Hard-cases?” 

Suffern smiled narrowly. “I think 

they call you a hard-case when you see 

something that can be taken and try to take 

it, don’t they?” 

“Why’d you come here?” 

Suffern shook his head, smiling. 

“I’ve known you ten minutes, McCann. Be a 

little more reasonable.” 

McCann grinned back at him now. 

“All right. But what if I was to tell you that 

I’m the main reason Barber jumped the 

country?” 

“You?” Suffern said softly. “I don’t 

get it.” 

“Barber got the idea he was gettin’ 

big enough to fit my shoes. I got word of it. 

I arranged to—er—discipline him. He got 

word of that some way. He ran.” 

. Suffern nodded slightly. “Barber 

told me he left a mighty good thing here.” 

“Like what?” 

Suffern moved his hand vaguely 

“There’s mighty good range down in the 

valley. There’s a lot of mining camps over 

the mountains here. Cattle can be run across 

them, I understand.” 

McCann let his chair come to the 

floor. 

“Let’s quit this dodging, Suffern. 

You need me and I need you. Yes, there’s 

cattle below. I rustle them. I sell them in the 

mining camps. I need a cool head and a man 

that can’t be bluffed by the law. What’ll you 

take to step into Barber’s place?” 

“Sixty-forty split,” Suffern said 

quietly. “I’ll take the forty only because you 

put up most of the men.” 

McCann’s eyes narrowed. “That’s 

the split Barber was playing for when he 

left. That’s why he had to go.” , 



“Forty or nothing,” Suffern said 

quietly. “I don’t like small change.” 

“You don’t like trouble, either, do 

you?” McCann asked meaningly. 

“I don’t mind it at all.” 

THEY looked at each other a long 

moment, and then McCann said, “I don’t 

believe you do. All right. But why do you 

think you deserve that much of a cut?” 

Suffern looked at the end of his 

cigar, then laid it on the desk and leaned 

forward in his chair. “There’s banks in this 

country, McCann. There’s a railroad off 

south. There’s bullion shipments out of 

these mining camps. There’s no law says a 

man has to stick to cattle stealing.” 

“It’s the only thing I know,” 

McCann said. 

Suffern tapped his chest with blunt 

finger. “It’s not the only thing I know. 

That’s why I’ll take a forty percent split or 

run my own game.” 

McCann nodded thoughfully. “Too 

small to suit your taste? Is that it?” 

“Not a bit. I just like variety,” 

Suffern said, smiling agreeably. 

“For yourself—or for the men you 

pay?” 

Suffern’s eyes changed a little, and 

there was a sudden hardness in them. “I’ve 

never asked a man yet to do what I wouldn’t 

do. That’s how I got the money to buy 

Barber out.” 

“Interesting,” McCann commented. 

He lighted his cigar, watched the match burn 

out, then dropped it. He looked up at Suffern 

now, and his face was bland. “There’s a 

payroll leaving the bank tonight, bound for 

one of the mines just off the pass road. You 

wouldn’t want to pass that up, would you?” 

“Would you?” 

“This is your brag,” McCann 

drawled. “Make it good.” 

“All right. When’s the stage 

leaving?” 

“It’s due out at eight.” 

“How much in the boot?” 

“Not a cent less than four thousand.” 

Suffern scowled. “Four thousand,” 

he murmured gently, as if to himself. 

“Hardly enough to make it worth while.” 

“I thought it would be that way,” 

McCann sneered. 

“But I’ll do it,” Suffern continued, as 

if he had not heard. “Maybe some of you 

boys would like to watch how it’s done.” 

“Maybe we would,” McCann said 

softly, and he rose. “Say if I’m here at seven 

thirty?” 

When Suffern nodded, McCann left. 

Standing in the doorway, waiting for 

McCann to come out, was one of the 

gamblers, with a stack of paper in his hand. 

“You want to see me now, Suffern?” 

he asked. 

“What about?” 

“I’ll give you an account of what’s 

happened since Barber left. I kept books for 

him.” 

“Give me a minute,” Suffern said. 

The door closed. Suffern regarded it 

blankly. This was going along a little faster 

than even he had anticipated. It was almost 

dark now. He would be closeted with the 

accounts for a couple of hours. There was no 

chance to leave word with Bent or Hayes, 

and he knew it would be unwise to trust a 

messenger with the news he had to give. 

Besides, things like this went off better if 

they were not acted. 

He rose, put on his coat and went 

out. The gambler was waiting by the door. 

“Get your hat,” Suffern told him. 

“Bring those papers along, I haven’t eaten 

since morning and I’m hungry.” 

They stepped through the batwing 

doors together. Suffern was just about to 

step, down onto the sidewalk when he pulled 

up sharply, but not in time to escape jostling 

a girl with corn-colored hair who was just 

passing. 

“I beg your pardon,” he said gravely, 



raising his hat. 

The girl looked at him carefully, 

smiled faintly, said, “Certainly,” and went 

her way. 

“Who’s that?” Suffern asked his 

gambler. . 

“Mary Hayes.” 

The name meant nothing to Suffern 

for a moment. “Why’d she stare at me like 

that?”  

The gambler chuckled. “Wanted to 

see what kind of a man it was that beat up 

her old man’s pet deputy, I reckon.” 

 

Chapter III 

STAGE HOLDUP 

 

SUFFERN got back to the saloon 

after ' dark. McCann was waiting for him in 

the office, and with him were two tall, 

lanky- punchers whom he introduced as 

Stebbins and Clifton. They were thin-lipped, 

bleach-eyed and indolent appearing, but 

Suffern knew them for the best brand of 

Texas killers that money could buy. 

Suffern wasted no time. “I don’t 

know the set-up here. What’s the most likely 

place to hold up a stage.” 

“Over in the Gunsight,” McCann 

said. “There’s plenty of rocks on the slope 

you can roll down on the road.” 

“Take me to it,” Suffern said. He 

changed into puncher’s clothes and the four 

of them drifted out the side door. 

An hour later, after threading a dark 

mountain trail, they came to a piece of 

cleared land. Immediately in front of him, 

Suffern saw a deep cut in the ridge and the 

road running through it. The banks were 

steep, grown with pine and juniper which 

reached down to the road. McCann said, 

“This is Gunsight. Your stage’ll be through 

here in half an hour. It’ll be rollin’ along 

slow because this is the top of the grade.” 

“Uh-huh,” Suffern- said casually. 

Stebbins cocked a leg over the horn of his 

saddle and spat. “Don’t look so good now, 

huh?” 

Suffern said, “Not with only four 

thousand in the boot.” 

Clifton laughed unpleasantly, but 

Suffern ignored it. He dismounted, rolled a 

smoke and sat down on a rock. The others, 

with the natural nervousness of beginners at 

a new task, did not talk much. They watched 

Suffern, who smoked and yawned and then, 

to keep himself awake, whistled thinly 

through his teeth. 

Suddenly he stopped whistling, 

listened a moment, then said, “Here it 

comes.” “What do you aim to have us do?” 

McCann asked. “I’m new at this game.” 

“You get off in the brush and go to 

sleep,” Suffern drawled. 

Stebbins cursed in a low voice. 

McCann said flatly, “Huh-uh. I’m 

here to watch you pull it.” 

“All right. Go up the road and cache, 

yourself behind a boulder.” 

“You want help to roll a rock 

down?” Stebbins asked. 

“That’s beginner’s stuff,” Suffern 

said drily. “Don’t make no more trouble for 

the driver than you have to.” 

“Why?” 

“Because the driver don’t give a 

damn if you hold up the stage and take the 

money. It isn’t his. But if you go makin’ 

trouble for him, he’s liable to get mad the 

next time and start shootin’.” 

“The next time?” Clifton put in. 

“You goin’ to hold it up again?” 

“Why not? It carries money, don’t 

it?” Stebbins looked at Clifton and shook his 

head. McCann led his horse back into the 

brush, as did the others. Then they left 

Suffern and headed up the road. 

Suffern rose, rammed his guns down 

tight in their holsters, then picked his way 

down the steep, long bank. He stopped by 

the side of the road beside a tall lodgepole 

pine that he had noticed. Knocking the small 



dead limbs away from the low trunk, he 

swung himself up into the tree. 

He waited. He wanted to make this 

clean, quick, without a gunshot, for he 

realized that this must be as genuine as the 

real thing. The driver had not been warned, 

and Suffern would have to get the drop on 

him. 

IN THE silence, Suffern could hear 

the laboring of the six horses as they pulled 

forward, the , jolting of the wheels on rock 

and the creak of harness leather. 

When the stage took shape in the 

darkness, Suffern could see that there was a 

shotgun guard sitting beside the driver— 

gun across knee, ready for action. 

Now the horses were under Suffern. 

Slowly, the stage drew abreast and he braced 

himself. A glance down told him there was 

no baggage on the top. Now the driver and 

guard were under him, and he could have 

reached down and knocked off the driver’s 

hat. He counted two, his guns drawn, then 

slid the five feet to the stage top, landing 

silently, knees bent, facing the driver and 

guard. 

“Reach for ’em, gents!” he whipped 

out curtly. 

The guard whirled, and found 

himself stating into the twin barrels of 

Suffern’s guns. 

“You, guard! Stay put! . . . You, 

driver! Rein in and kick your brake on!” The 

driver obeyed. 

Suffern said to him, “Now take that 

hombre’s greener by the barrel and throw it 

off in the brush.” 

Again the driver obeyed. Suffern 

walked forward, flipped the sixguns from 

the holsters of the two men. Yanking the 

door of the stage open, he ordered the 

passengers out, saying, “This is a stickup, 

folks. Take it easy and no one’ll get hurt.” 

Two men and two women filed out. 

Suffern smothered an exclamation of 

surprise when, he saw that one of the 

passengers was Mary Hayes. 

“Lie down on the ground on your 

faces, all of you,” Suffern said crisply. 

When they had compiled, he ordered the 

driver to his feet. 

“Climb up there and throw that boot 

down,” he told him. , 

In less than fifteen seconds, the boot 

was on the ground and the driver held the 

reins again. Suffern commanded the 

passengers to rise. 

“Climb in, folks,” he said pleasantly. 

“I don’t want your watches and money.” 

Mary Hayes was the last to get in. She kept 

looking at him, even though he was standing 

clear of the stage. 

“Know me, ma’am?” Suffern asked 

her. “I’ll be able to tell better later,” Mary 

replied gravely. 

“I’d hate that,” Suffern drawled. 

“Then you know me—know where 

to find me?” Mary asked. 

Suffern covered up glibly. “It won't 

be hard to find out who was on the stage that 

was held up in the Gunsight, will it?” 

“I suppose not,” Mary replied 

slowly. “But don’t think I'll be intimidated 

by these threats. If I think I’m right, I’ll give 

you away. That’s a promise.” 

“You keep still, Miss Mary,” the 

stage driver said sharply.  

Mary shrugged and climbed into the 

stage. 

IN another minute, the stage was 

rolling off. Suffern watched it go, a scowl 

creasing his forehead. He hadn’t counted on 

the sheriff’s daughter being a passenger. 

She would have to have a remarkable 

memory to place a man who had jostled her 

in. the street and spoken a few words of 

apology to her. 

He picked up the boot and walked up 

the slope. McCann, Stebbins and Clifton 

were waiting for him. 

Suffern chucked the boot on the 

ground at their feet and yawned. 



“Well,” McCann said slowly, “that 

was the smoothest piece of work I ever 

watched. You must be an old hand at this.” 

“Tolerable,” Suffern said. 

“Let’s open it and see what we got,” 

McCann said. 

Suffern stiffened. “Did you say we?” 

McCann said, “I did.” 

“Then say it over again, and when 

you say it next time, say, 'Let’s open it up 

and see what you got.’ ” 

For a moment there was dead 

silence, then McCann shifted his feet. , 

“We’ll take our cut,” he said quietly. 

“We’ve tolled you into this outfit and we’ll 

split, sixty-forty.” 

“I’m not tolled in this outfit yet, 

because the boss thought I couldn’t make 

it,” Suffern replied doggedly. “And we 

won’t split sixty-forty. The only split I’ll 

make with this is one hundred-nothing.” 

“I’d be a little careful,” McCann said 

gently. 

“Give the word, boss,” Stebbins said. 

McCann said something and Stebbins’ hand 

dropped to his gun. Suffern, in the act of 

turning, saw that hand, and his own streaked 

down and up. The gun, hip-high, thundered 

once in the night. Stebbins’ hand flew back, 

he cursed savagely, then drew his arms 

across his chest and put his other hand to his 

forearm.  

Slowly, Suffern holstered his gun. 

“Maybe he didn’t hear you,” he said 

to McCann. “Tell him again. Tell him, 

‘What Suffern says goes.’ ” 

“You deaf?” he drawled softly, and 

the note of threat did not escape McCann. 

“Let it go,” McCann said. “The 

boot’s yours.” 

“I know it,” Suffern replied. He 

wanted to sigh with .relief. If he had been 

overruled, out-bluffed, he would have been 

licked, and he knew it.. As it was, the money 

was his to return to Sheriff Hayes and its 

rightful owner. 

“Now you can open it up and see 

what I’ve got,” he said gently. 

 

Chapter IV 

CHIP OFF THE LAW-BLOCK 

 

TARY HAYES felt the fearful 

silence as the stage started again. One of the 

passengers—a man—said, “I thought he was 

going to shoot you, miss.” 

Mary said nothing. When they had 

made the top of the grade and were a half 

mile down the other side of the pass, the 

stage pulled to a stop and the passengers got 

out again. 

Dave Pyott, the driver, came down 

swearing. “Of all the condemned foolishness 

I ever heard, your’n was the foolishest, 

Mary Hayes!” he began. “Why that hard-

case come so close to shootin’ you, you’re 

as good as dead right now!” 

Mary only smiled and allowed Dave 

to let off steam. When he was finished, she 

said, “You’re going to change teams at the 

station below, aren’t you, Dave?” 

“Sure. Why?” 

“You wouldn’t miss a horse, would 

you?” 

“I reckon not,” Dave said. “Why?” 

“I’m riding back to Roaring Fork,” 

Mary informed him. 

Again Dave blew up. He wouldn't 

allow it. Mary was liable to run into that 

hard-case again. Besides, the six horses here 

weren't properly broke. But Dave finally cut 

out the gentlest horse, and with a wave of 

her hand,. Mary was off in the night, headed 

back toward Roaring Fork. 

On her way, she thought over what 

she .was going to do. Certainly, this man 

who had held up the stage was the same man 

who had begged her pardon for bumping her 

that afternoon. Mary was sure she could tell 

that voice anywhere; it was soft, gentle, a 

little rumbling, without a trace of bluff or 

brag in it. 



But she wondered what would 

happen if she were wrong. What if Suffern 

had been at the saloon the whole evening? 

She didn’t know anything about the man, 

and she wanted to be fair. She didn’t 

understand why Will Bent had fought with 

him, but people told her that Will had shot 

off his mouth and got what he deserved. 

She rode fast, so that she was in 

town within an hour. Coming in by alleys, 

she turned her horse loose in the corral 

behind the feed stable, then began 

wondering what to do next. 

Go to the saloon and see if Suffern 

was there? No, that was out of the question. 

But that would be the place he’d come to if 

he was the one who really did hold up the 

stage. 

Sticking to the alley, she walked 

slowly, thinking. Behind the War Bonnet a 

few ponies stood hipshod at the tie-rail. She 

walked past them until she came to the space 

between the saloon and the next building. 

Bulking in the dark, the office was visible. 

The room was unlighted, which meant 

Suffern wasn’t there. But if he came. ... 

Mary had an idea. She walked down 

the dark passageway to the office and stood 

before it. The office, built later than the 

saloon, had no foundation; it rested on thick 

joists, and an apron of clapboard covered 

these joists. By jerking a board loose, she 

could squirm in between the joists and be 

able to hear through the thin board floor 

overhead. 

It only took a moment for her to do 

it. And then she waited, smelling earth and 

wood-shavings and wondering what kind of 

bugs and insects were her company. 

It was close in there, and she was 

almost asleep when she heard the booming 

thump of boots just over her head. 

SUDDENLY Suffern’s rumbling 

voice came to her: “You’d better tie that arm 

up, Stebbins.” 

A grunt for answer. 

“Even a hard-case bleeds, fella. But 

take your choice.” ' 

“Hurry up and get that money hid, 

Suffern,” a voice said, and Mary easily 

recognized this as McCann’s. “We’ve got 

other business tonight.” 

“Like what?” Suffern asked. 

“Never mind. Only you won’t be the 

only hombre who knows his business. I’ll 

show you how we work our end.” 

Suffern said, after a pause, “I dunno. 

We’re liable to have this town lynchin’ mad 

if we pull off another job.”  

Mary smiled grimly, certain now that 

she had been right. 

“That’s my business,” McCann said. 

“Who knows this town best—you or me?” 

“You do.” 

“All right. And who’s boss of this 

outfit?” 

“You are,” Suffern said drily, and 

Mary wondered at it. 

“Then what I say goes. We’ll wake 

this bunch of mossbacks up so they won’t 

quiet down for a year.” 

There was a silence. 

“All right, here’s the plan,” McCann 

said in a low voice, and Mary had to strain 

to catch his next words. “On the other slope 

of the mountains, there’s a railroad way 

station at a spur that used to run up to the 

mines. The mine’s gone now, but once in a 

while a carload or so of cattle are shipped 

from there. The only man lives there is the 

agent and I’ve bought him, so there'll be no 

trouble about brand inspection. He has four 

empty cars waiting. We’re goin’ to deliver 

them. And, furthermore, we’re goin’ to take 

them from close to here. How does that 

sound?” 

“All right,” Suffern said. “But I 

haven’t had any sleep since night before 

last.” 

McCann laughed a little. “You’ll 

have to get used to that. Have you ever 

worked cattle?” 



“Lots.” 

“Good. I’ll need every man I can get 

hold of. This is going to be a fast, hard 

drive. If we start right away, we’ll be at the 

place at one. The stuff should be gathered by 

now and the boys’ll be loose-herding it for 

us. By daylight, we’ll be in the canyon 

country. That’ll leave us a whole day to get 

over the worst of the high country. 

Tomorrow night we’ll have the stuff in the 

pens. And then, within half an hour, it’ll be 

on its way to the stockyards.” 

Suffern said, “You’ve got it timed 

close.” 

“That’s the way we’ll run things 

from now on—fast and hard.” 

There was a movement overhead, 

and Mary heard the tumblers of the safe lock 

falling. Certainly she had enough proof 

against Suffern now. The evidence was 

locked in the safe, and the arrest of Suffern 

could wait. Already she could hear the men 

filing out into the night through the side 

door. It would be impossible to get her 

father, tell him the story and arrest Suffern 

now, since she didn’t know where Suffern 

and McCann were going. 

At no time had McCann mentioned 

whose beef was going to be stolen. The 

thing to do was to warn her father and get up 

a posse. . 

OPENING the door of the sheriff’s 

office, Mary found only Cal Fields there. 

His feet were cocked up on the corner of the 

desk and he was deep in a lazy game of 

solitaire. 

He came to his feet with a crash, and 

a wide grin broke over his lean face as he 

looked at her grimed face. 

“What you been doin’, Miss Mary— 

playin’ with mud pies?” 

Mary said swiftly, “Where’s dad?” 

“Gone out?” 

“Where’s Will?” 

“He’s gone, too.” ' . 

“Where?” 

“Over the other side of the county. 

Word come in this evenin’ of a shootin’ 

scrape down in the dry country.” 

Mary sank into a chair. ' 

“What’s the trouble?” Cal asked. 

Mary told him in a few words that 

some rustling was going on even now, and 

that she knew where the stock would be 

shipped from. She described it, and Cal 

nodded. “That would be Chloride, over on' 

the other slope.” 

“But what’ll we do, Cal? We can’t 

let McCann get away with it. If we caught 

him, it would be the end of all this rustling 

that has been worrying dad for years now. 

McCann’s the brains behind it all, and now 

we’ve got a chance to catch him!” 

“And that damn, bull-shouldered 

hard-case of a Suffern!” Cal said quietly. He 

stood there a moment, scowling. 

“I know four men here I can trust. 

I’ll round ’em up. I’ll send a messenger to 

catch up with your dad and Will. They’ll put 

up at the Circle K tonight. By tomorrow 

night, they sure ought to be in Chloride. Just 

don’t you worry. You go home and let me 

handle, this.” 

Mary jumped up, her eyes blazing. 

“Let you handle it! And leave me home? 

Not on your life, Cal Fields!”  

Cal argued, but Mary argued harder 

and more effectively. At last Cal capitulated 

with a shrug. “All right, but I see where I’ll 

have to jump the county as soon as Andy 

Hayes finds this out,” he finished dolefully. 

Mary did not hear him. She was 

strapping on a shell-belt arid a pair of 

sixguns. 

Fifteen minutes later, Cal Fields had 

rounded up his four men. They were middle-

aged ranchers, a grim, harried lot who would 

be certain to fight like wild men to even the 

score with the rustlers who had been raiding 

them into poverty. It was decided that it 

would be useless to try to find out whose 

herd McCann and Suffern .were running off 



as there was no time to lose. 

They headed out west and south of 

town, riding, in the direction of Chloride. 

 

Chapter V 

DEATH FOR CATTLE THIEVES 

 

CHLORIDE was only a way station. 

It consisted of a sun-blistered depot, a 

warehouse and stockpens strung along a 

thread of track that ran the length of a short, 

narrow valley in the high foothills of the San 

Tolars. 

Mary pulled up beside Cal Fields, 

who pointed now to the station below. “Four 

cars waitin’. It holds together so far.” The 

six of them took the steep trail down into the 

valley, but it was Cal Fields and Mary who 

dismounted on the cinder apron outside the 

station and walked inside while the others 

waited. 

They were greeted by a small, furtive 

man, wearing a green eyeshade, who 

glanced up from his magazine. 

“What is it?” 

Fields palmed up his gun and pointed 

it casually, steadily at the agent. 

“First thing,” he drawled pleasantly, 

“is to come out of there, hands reachin’.” 

The agent obeyed, and his eyes were 

suddenly afraid. When he was standing 

before them, Fields looked him over, then 

searched him for hideouts. Finding none, he 

holstered his own gun. 

“Is—is this a stickup?” the agent 

asked. “We got invited to a little party.” 

Fields said. “A necktie party. You’re liable 

to be the guest of honor, fella.” 

“What for? What do you mean?” 

“Ask McCann. He’ll be there—along 

with you.” 

When the agent understood, he sat 

down weakly and, in a small, tired voice, 

told Fields everything he wanted to know. 

McCann had bought him, had even given 

him a substantial cut in the stolen stock that 

had been shipped from here for a year and a 

half. The four ranchers were called in and 

they listened grimly while the agent recited 

all the brands of the stolen stock he could 

remember. 

Then the six of them planned for the 

coming of the rustled herd. Since most of 

the activity would center around the 

stockpens, it was there that the men would 

have to hide themselves. 

It was certain either McCann or 

Suffern would come into the station to 

parley with the agent and make out the 

waybills. Fields would stay in the station. 

Two of the ranchers would hole up in the 

warehouse, close to the pens. Another would 

take the tool shed, so the avenue of retreat 

would be closed. The remaining man would 

cache himself in the brush down the tracks, 

so that if the rustlers were stampeded into 

flight, they would have1 to run the gauntlet 

of his fire before they could make the valley 

mouth to the low foothills. 

Mary, by vote of all the men, was to 

stay in the warehouse and guard the horses. 

They had not been at their stations an 

hour when a low whistle came from the 

station. It was Fields, and it meant that from 

the station, where he could get a clear view 

of the valley and the hills, he had caught 

sight of the approaching herd. 

FIELDS said to the agent, “Go out 

and open them pens, then hightail it back 

here. Wave to ’em. And don’t talk to a man. 

I’ll have my sights on the buckle on your 

vest strap, so play it cagey.” The agent 

stepped out. Already Fields could see a half 

dozen men riding herd on the tired cattle. 

McCann and Suffern paused and 

watched the others work the muley cattle 

into the pens. There was a lot of cursing, a 

lot of quick, skilful horsework, and a lot of 

dust. 

Then both of them dismounted and 

headed for the depot. The agent was 

standing in the door. Next to him, against 



the wall, Fields was crouched, and he had a 

Colt rammed into the agent’s back. 

“Talk.” Fields whispered. 

“How many this time?” the agent 

called to McCann. 

“Same as I promised,” McCann 

called back. “About two hundred.” 

McCann was walking slowly toward 

the door, his eyes on the ground. Suddenly 

he paused in midstep, then slowly turned his 

head toward the warehouse. Then, with an 

explosive leap, he turned and started to run 

for the tool shed. 

Too late, Fields understood that 

McCann had seen the tracks of their horses. 

He shoved the agent out into the yard, just as 

the rancher in the shed blasted out with the 

opening shot. Then the men in the 

warehouse cut loose, and pandemonium 

broke. 

Fields had his guns trained on 

Suffern. Then, seeing that Suffern’s hands 

were over his head, he swiveled his guns 

just in time to throw two wild shots at the 

zig-zagging McCann, who was managing to 

dodge the shots of the surprised rancher in 

the tool shed, before he reached the corner 

of the building and was out of sight. 

Fields whirled then and ran for the 

stockpens, his guns thundering. Two of the 

mounted rustlers were down. Off down the 

track, the hidden rancher was raking the 

milling herd of cattle and their drivers, while 

from the warehouse a steady racket of 

gunfire split the air. 

Suffern, when he saw Fields ignoring 

him, hesitated for a moment. And in that 

moment, he saw the agent dart inside and 

reappear with a shotgun. Suffern, running 

toward the station now, whipped out his 

right gun and fired it twice, and saw the 

agent pitch back into the room. Rounding 

the corner behind the station, Suffern ran the 

length of the platform, In a glance, he had 

seen that the rustlers were surrounded, and 

that their only hope of escape would lie in 

cutting between the stockpens and the 

station at its far end. 

Just as he reached the end of the 

platform, he saw a rider hurtle past, lying 

low on the neck of his horse. Suffern opened 

up with both guns. He saw the man roll off 

into the dust just as a second and third and 

fourth rider followed. 

Suffern whirled—to confront a rifle 

in the hands of Fields, who had broken a 

pane in the station window and shot through 

it. 

“Reach for it!” Fields said curtly. 

Smiling, Suffern did, aware now that 

the shooting had ceased and that men were 

running for the station on the other side. 

SUDDENLY a fusillade of shots 

rang out from the tool shed, and one of the 

runners pitched on his face. The others 

speeded their pace in the hurry to make the 

station. 

Fields, rifle in Suffern’s back, 

prodded him into the station where two 

ranchers were standing breathless, guns in 

hand. “What happened?” Fields asked. 

“Who was that that shot?” 

“McCann,” one of the ranchers said 

bitterly. “He’s forted up in the tool shed.” 

“Which means that Conaghan must 

be dead,” a woman’s voice said. Suffern 

looked behind him, and noticed Mary 

Hayes, a rifle in her hand. She had been 

guarding the door he had just come through. 

She looked at him levelly, contemptuously. 

“How many’d we get?” Fields asked.  

“I counted six dead—and this 

hombre,” one of the ranchers said, indicating 

Suffern. 

“And you’ll wish you was, too.” the 

other rancher said grimly. “Sit down.” 

Suffern sat down. “Where’s Sheriff 

Hayes?” he asked levelly. 

Fields, with his gun still pointed at 

him said, “Why?” 

“Because I’m a range detective,” 

Suffern replied. 



“A range detective,” he drawled 

contemptuously. “Prove it.” 

“I can’t. I left my credentials at the 

saloon. I was forced into this before I could 

get hold of Hayes to tell him about it.” 

Mary Hayes said quietly, “I suppose 

you were forced into that stage robbery last 

night, too?” 

Suffern smiled slightly. “I had to pull 

that to get in with McCann. I have the 

money—”  

“In your safe at the War Bonnet,” 

she put in. “I heard you put it there. I heard 

you admit you robbed the stage. I also heard 

you and McCann plan this rustling job.” 

Suffern had his mouth open to 

defend himself when Mary Hayes added 

coldly, “I hate a thief. But I hate a double-

crossing thief more. I saw you shoot your 

own men.” She sneered. “You saw which 

way the fight was going and jumped on the 

side of the winner, hoping you could carry 

out your bluff about being a range 

detective.” 

Suffern flushed. He knew angry men 

when he saw them. And these men were not 

only angry, but were, in a mood for deadly 

revenge. 

“I’m not afraid of taking a slug or 

getting hung for rustling,” Suffern said. “I 

wish you’d talk to Sheriff Hayes before you 

give me either, though.” 

Fields snorted. “Stalling.” 

“Let’s give it to him,” one of the 

ranchers said bitterly. “It’ll save time, and 

then we can smoke McCann out of that tool 

shed.” 

He raised his gun, cocked it. Fields 

made no move to stop him. 

“Wait a minute!” Mary cut in. The 

rancher paused. Mary looked over at 

Suffern, then at Fields. 

“Why risk the lives of all of us by 

trying to take McCann. Let Suffern do it. He 

claims to be a range detective—on our side. 

All he’s done so far is shoot men who 

believed him to be on their side. Give him a 

gun. Let him take McCann.” 

For a moment the men looked at 

each other. 

“Why not?” Fields drawled coldly. 

“If he tries to get away, we’ll drill him in the 

back. If he joins McCann there in the tool 

shed, we’ll dynamite ’em both out of it.” 

Suffern looked at each of them, then 

at the girl. “All right,” he said gravely. “I 

don’t blame you a bit. But I’ll have to ask a 

favor of you.” 

“What is it?”' Mary asked. 

“If I take McCann, will you hand me 

over to Sheriff Hayes—unshot and 

unhung?” 

Mary said “We won’t have to.” 

“But if I come through, will you?” 

They hesitated. Finally Mary said, “I 

don’t believe in a cottonwood jury. I never 

have, even for men like you. But I have only 

one vote. I’ll vote to turn you over to dad—

and in good health.” The others reluctantly 

agreed. 

 

Chapter VI 

FOREVER AND EVER 

 

SUFFERN stood up and walked to 

the door. Off to his right, facing the end of 

the station and about a hundred feet away, 

was the tool shed. And in that tool shed was 

McCann. It never entered his head that he 

couldn’t take McCann; he only wondered 

just how to do it. 

Musing, his gaze fell on the body of 

a man whom McCann had cut down on. The 

man was moaning. 

Suffern said, “He’s alive.” 

Fields looked at the wounded man, 

then at the tool shed, then at Suffern. “It 

doesn’t do him a hell of a lot of good, does 

it? Not when he knows we can’t reach him.” 

Suffern said nothing. He braced himself, 

then exploded out of the doorway and ran 

for the man. He reached him, just as 



McCann shot from the shed. The slug kicked 

off Suffern’s hat as he stooped to pick the 

man up. Erect, he started back, with the 

wounded man over his shoulder, running 

hard. A second shot rang out, and a third, 

and still he was running. 

He made the doorway then. Losing 

his balance, he pitched headlong on the 

floor, the wounded man falling on him. He 

rose, the others eyeing him silently, and 

looked down at the wounded man. 

Mary was the first to act. She knelt 

by the wounded man and started to cut away 

the leg of his levies, but she looked up at 

Suffern, and in her eyes was a light of quiet 

admiration. 

“That took courage,” she said 

quietly. “I didn’t know a rat had it.” 

Suffern was about to speak, but 

shrugged and turned to Fields. “Give me two 

guns - all six chambers loaded.” 

The first step drew a shot from 

McCann. And then Suffern opened up. He 

could see the knot hole through which 

McCann had shot, and he aimed for it as 

best he could, ducking, weaving, but always 

running doggedly for the shed. 

Something slammed into his leg, and 

he almost tripped, but caught himself and 

went on. He could see the quick orange flare 

of McCann’s gun, could hear the singing of 

the slugs, but there was a cold smile on his 

face as he ran. 

Twenty feet from the shed, 

McCann’s guns were silent. Suffern fired 

one last shot, tried again, heard the click of 

the hammer on the empty chamber, then 

threw his gun at the knot hole and ran 

straight for the door. 

He dived into it, shoulder down, and 

heard the crash as the wood gave. He 

pitched forward into the shed, on top of the 

door. And even as he felt himself hit the 

floor, he rolled over, came up on one knee, 

and shot twice—his last two shells— at a 

dark bulk on the floor. The body only barely 

stirred with the impact of the slugs. 

Slowly, unsteadily, he struggled to 

his feet and walked over to McCann. 

Turning him over, Suffern saw that one of 

his slugs had caught him full in the face, just 

to one side of the nose. The defending 

rancher was dead in, the corner, where 

McCann had shot him. 

DROPPING his guns, Suffern 

walked unsteadily to the door. 

He continued to walk across that 

piece of ground, which a minute before had 

been a hell of lead and death. His eyes were 

getting hard to focus. There were two horses 

there by the cinder apron and what looked 

like a crowd of people watching him. 

Suddenly his eyes did come into 

focus, and he saw Sheriff Hayes running 

toward him. 

“Hello, Sheriff,” he said quietly, and 

held out his hand. 

He didn’t know why that hand 

should have gathered a handful of cinders, 

but it did. And he knew, just before things 

went a star-spangled black in front of his 

eyes, that he had fallen. 

Later, on the bench in the station, he 

wakened to find Mary kneeling beside him. 

Beyond her were Fields, the ranchers, 

Sheriff Hayes and Will Bent. 

Hayes said slowly, “I thought these 

hard-headed rannies had killed you, son.” 

Suffern smiled. 

Hayes went on: “I came foggin’ in 

here just in time to see you dive into that 

tool shed. Why in the name of—” 

Mary interrupted him. “Dad, don’t 

bawl them out. It was my idea.” She turned 

to Suffern. “Will you ever forgive me? Dad 

has told me you really are a range detective, 

and that you weren’t working with 

McCann.” 

“I had to hold up that stage to get in 

with McCann,” Suffern replied slowly. “I 

made one mistake. I didn’t have any way of 

communicating with the sheriff to let him 



know what to expect. I sort of had to run this 

on a high lonesome—until you folks come 

along.” 

“And almost got you killed,” Fields 

said dejectedly. 

“Forget it,” Suffern said, holding out 

his hand. Fields took it. 

Mary suddenly began to cry. The 

men stood around awkwardly, waiting for 

her to stop, but she could not. 

Finally Will Bent said, “She don’t 

like a crowd, you danged fools. Come 

away.” When they were gone out, Mary 

stopped her sobbing. 

Suffern looked at her curiously. 

“How did your dad and Bent get here?” 

“That—that call to the other s-s-side 

of the county w-w-was a ruse to toll them 

out of town.” Mary sobbed, and added, 

“Why—why can’t I s-s-stop this?” 

“But why are you crying?” Suffern 

asked gently. 

She looked up at him, her eyes wet, 

but somehow she managed to smile. “Did 

you ever s-s-send someone you loved to 

their d-d-death and then, when they were on 

their way, realize that you loved them?” 

Suffern said huskily, “No. But did 

you ever point a gun at someone—someone 

you thought more of than anybody you’d 

ever seen—and threaten to shoot her if she 

gave you away?” 

Mary laughed a little. “No, I never 

did. Did you?” 

“Yes.” And he added gently, 

“Sinners should suffer together, shouldn’t 

they?” 

“I think so,” Mary said in a low 

voice. 

“Forever and ever?” 

“Forever and ever,” Mary said 

quietly. 


