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Laurie, born and bred in the West, 

thought nothing of jumping out of a 

buckboard, over the wheel. But—now—

she waited for Jerry to help her down! 

 
HE WOULD talk to Spuds about it, 
Laurie Moore decided. She had 
talked to Spuds about many serious 

things, and felt that Spuds always 

understood her problems and extended 
sympathy. 

At twenty-three, Laurie had been 
motherless since the age of ten. Having no 
mother to whom she could unbosom 
herself had been an inconvenience. Her 
father was kind and loving, but often there 
were problems only another woman would 
understand. And elderly Mrs. Simms, the 
ranch housekeeper, was always too busy to 
sit down and listen with sympathetic 
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understanding. 
So, Laurie was telling her troubles to 

Spuds, her buckskin pony. Laurie wore 
cowboy garb—coarse shirt, jeans, spurred 
boots, a wide-brimmed hat perched saucily 
on the back of her head so it hid her brown 
curls. From the back, she looked like a 
boy. 

Her arms were elbowed on the top rail 
of the corral gate of her father’s Broken 
Ladder ranch and her dimpled chin was 
cupped in her hands. As she talked to 
Spuds, the wind blew into her face and 
whipped her words from her lips and back 
over her shoulders. The raging afternoon 
wind sweeping down from the hills 
prevented Laurie hearing sounds behind 
her. 

“Listen, Spuds!” she was saying. “This 
galoot who bears the brand of Jerry Corlon 
is the answer to a maiden’s prayer. This 
maiden, that is. He’s tall, wide and 
handsome. He has a smile that makes a 
girl’s heart turn over. His voice is like the 
song of the evening breeze rustling 
through the pines.”  

Spuds nodded to indicate he 
understood. . 

“I’ve met him twice. Somebody 
introduced us, and he nodded and hurried 
away. The second time, he smiled and 
tipped his hat. I never had a chance at real 
conversation,” she explained. 

Spuds opened one eye a little wider, 
and turned his head to one side. Waiting 
for her to elaborate. Laurie knew. 

“He doesn’t seem to know I’m on 
earth. I’ve caught him looking my way a 
couple of times, but whether with deep 
admiration or in an effort to decide what 
sort of critter I am, I dunno. Betty Lewis, 
my chum, says he’s a heart-breaker. Most 
girls swoon at sight of him, but he never 
catches them in his arms when they 
tumble. He’s not the kind that kisses and 
rides away, Spuds—not that. He never 

even kisses, cuss it!”  
Laurie shifted her aching elbows, and 

hooked the toe of her right boot behind her 
left ankle.  

“Now, Spuds, he’s coming here to the 
Broken Ladder: Dad has hired him to bust 
broncs. He’ll be here a month or more. 
How can I make the galoot take a proper 
interest in me?”  

Spuds’ head went up suddenly, and his 
ears swung forward. Laurie’s little 
buckskin pony looked past her at 
something beyond. Before she could turn, 
Laurie heard a male voice; 

“Hey, Button! Snap out of your 
daydream! Stop wearin’ out that corral 
gate with your elbows. Where’s 
everybody?” 

 
AURIE HAD turned completely. At 
sight of the rider who had approached 

against the wind, and the hoofbeats of 
whose mount she consequently had not 
heard, she became confused. 

There he was, sitting his saddle on a 
big bay and bending forward, with his 
wrists crossed on the pommel, smiling 
down at her. Jerry Corlon! 

“Oh, I beg pardon!” he said. “Thought 
you were a boy. Looked like one standin’ 
there with your back to me. You’re Miss 
Moore—sure! We met in town, 
remember?”  

Did she remember! “Y-yes, Mr. 
Corlon,” she replied. “I—I’m visiting my 
pony, and talking to him.” She looked at 
the rider sharply. “Did you hear me talking 
to him? How long have you been there 
behind me?”  

“Oh, not for long! Time passes so,” he 
replied. “I was to report here today for 
work—”  

“Oh, yes! Get your feet on the ground, 
take off your saddle, bridle and warbag, 
and turn your bay into the corral,” Laurie 
directed. “Dad went to town, and the boys 
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are out on the range pretending to work. 
Mrs. Simms, our housekeeper, always has 
the coffeepot on, and might manage a slab 
of apple pie.”  

“Thanks,” Corlon replied, stepping out 
of his saddle. “I can struggle along until 
the evenin’ meal on fodder like that. A 
right nice outfit you have here.” He looked 
straight at her. “Yeah—nice.”  

“My pony’s name is Spuds,” Laurie 
informed him. “I was just telling him 
something. I talk to him often.”  

“I talk to my horse often, too, 
sometimes in strong terms.”  

He smiled again. Laurie was still 
wondering, as she took him to the house 
and introduced him to Mrs. Simms, if he 
had heard what she had said to Spuds. 

Sam Moore, her father, returned from 
town with the team of skittish black colts 
racing with the light buckboard as if trying 
to keep ahead of the cloud of dust they 
raised. Watching from a window, Laurie 
saw him greet Jerry Corlon and lead him 
toward the bunkhouse. 

Jerry Corlon! Here he was at the 
Broken Ladder, working for her father. If a 
girl couldn’t capture a man’s serious 
interest under such favorable 
circumstances, she might as well decide to 
take the veil of spinsterhood, Laurie 
thought. 

She saw the bunkhouse men in the 
distance, riding in from the range. Only six 
were in the crew now. Jerry would make it 
seven. Laurie considered seven her lucky 
number. 

She changed quickly into a pretty 
summer dress, and tied her curls with a 
becoming ribbon. The feminine touch 
would appeal to Jerry, she believed.  

She went upon the front porch and 
watched the colts being turned into the 
corral, and the bunkhouse men racing in 
and unsaddling. She saw Jerry emerge 

from the bunkhouse and walk toward the 
corral. 

 
ERRY WORE range finery, like in 
rodeo time. He leaned against a tree 

near the corral gate. As if drawn by a 
magnet, Laurie left the porch and strolled 
toward the corral through the flaming 
scarlet and golden streaks of the sunset. 
The strong wind carried to her the voices 
of the men. 

“Mighty fancy rig you’re wearin’, 
Corlon,” she heard a vicious voice declare. 
“Reg’lar range dude, huh?’”  

Laurie glanced at the speaker, Pete 
Wald, a young puncher who was a good 
worker when he wanted to be, but a 
bunkhouse pest. He was always 
grumbling, wanting to ride to town, 
dissatisfied with the food, growling at his 
regular share of the chores. 

As Laurie paused beneath a tree, she 
heard Jerry Corlon reply to Wald: “These 
clothes? I like ‘em.”  

“I hear you’re quite a lady’s man, 
Corlon,” Wald continued. “Reg’lar heart-
breaker. Kiss ‘em and laugh and ride, 
some friends have told me.”  

“Your friends lied,” Corlon told him. 
“You callin’ my friends liars?” Wald 

roared. 
Laurie saw Jerry Corlon take a step 

forward and stand with his fists against his 
hips. . 

“Seems you’re tryin’ to pick a fight,” 
Corlon said. “Tryin’ out the new man? 
There’s a bully in every bunkhouse, Wald. 
If you’re the Broken Ladder bully and 
want to try me out, let’s get it over with so 
we can wash up for supper.”  

Laurie saw her father leave the corral 
gate and start toward the two men. Others 
of the bunkhouse bunch turned to watch. 

“None of your lip, Corlon, or I’ll 
flatten you!” Wald threatened. 
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“I don’t flatten easy,” Corlon 
remarked. 

Wald turned as if to move away. But 
he whirled suddenly and rushed, fists 
coming up. Corlon sidestepped expertly at 
the proper instant, and crossed a right at 
Wald’s head as he lurched past. 

Laurie watched. Range born and bred, 
she had seen many fist fights, and some 
knife and gun work, and nothing in this 
encounter terrified her. 

The men had crowded forward. 
Laurie’s father, now that the fight had 
started, stood aside, making no effort to 
interfere as long as there was fair play. 

Wald crouched, darted forward again. 
Corlon warded off two blows, then sent 
across a couple of his own, and Wald 
sprawled in the dirt. One of the bunkhouse 
men laughed. 

The laugh turned Wald to a frenzied 
man. He knew it meant loss of prestige for 
him in the outfit. He scrambled to his feet 
as Corlon stood back and waited. 

Both men wore side guns. Broken 
Ladder men always did out on the range, 
and Corlon had worn his on the trip to the 
ranch. In the quickness of their quarrel, 
neither had taken time to discard his 
weapon. 

Now, Wald clawed at his holster as he 
swung over and sat up on the ground. 
Bunkhouse men shouted warnings to 
Corlon. Wald’s weapon cleared leather as 
he tried to lurch to his feet. 

Corlon sprang sideways and forward. 
Wald’s gun cracked, and the slug passed 
within inches of Corlon’s body. Then 
Corlon had crashed against Wald, 
knocking the gun from his hand, hurling 
him backward, smashing at him with his 
fists in a spasm of white-hot rage at the 
murderous attempt. 

 
AURIE HAD started forward, and 
now stopped abruptly as her father 

and the bunkhouse men rushed in to haul 
Corlon away and jerk Wald to his feet. 
Corlon reeled back against the corral 
fence. Laurie heard her father’s stern 
voice: 

“Roll your blankets and ride, Wald! 
I’ll bring your pay down from the house. 
Get off the Broken Ladder. Unfair fightin’ 
ain’t tolerated in this outfit. Get goin’!”  

Laurie saw her father shove him aside 
and Wald stumble toward the bunkhouse. 
One of the men poured water into the 
basin on the stump near the corral gate. 
Laurie went on toward the corral. When 
she reached Jerry Corlon, he was laving 
his face and neck and soaking his bruised 
knuckles. 

“Rough welcome for you at the 
Broken Ladder, Mr. Corlon,” Laurie said. 
“Don’t get a wrong impression of us from 
the affair. We’re not all that rough and 
tough. Some of us can be right gentle.”  

The look he gave her made Laurie’s 
heart do a flipflop. Then his face became 
expressionless. He seemed to regret the 
flash of interest he had shown. Laurie was 
puzzled. She frowned and watched him 
finish his ablutions. 

“It’s all in the day’s work, Miss 
Moore,” he said. He walked toward the 
bunkhouse. 

Laurie went to the corral and talked to 
Spuds: 

“There’s some mystery about him, 
Spuds. It’s like he’s afraid to get interested 
in a girl. We must do something about it, 
Spuds. Because, after the way he handled 
himself in that little brawl, I’m in love 
with the rascal even more.”  

Mouthing threats, Pete Wald rode from 
the ranch in less than an hour. 

The following morning, with one of 
the bunkhouse men to help him, Jerry 
Corlon began breaking Broken Ladder 
broncs. 

Laurie mounted Spuds and rode down L 
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the valley to where a rough brush corral 
had been constructed, into which the 
unbroken stock had been driven. From one 
side, she bent forward in her saddle to 
watch Corlon work. 

A blindfolded wild horse had fought in 
vain to be saddled. Now he was led 
outside the corral, and from the fence 
Corlon lowered himself into the saddle 
cautiously. The ranch man helping him 
jerked off the blindfold. 

The bronc weaved as if about to 
collapse, then gave an imitation of an 
animated volcano erupting. Corlon 
remained in the saddle. This was no rodeo 
exhibition ride; this was business. 

Laurie enjoyed it, as she always 
enjoyed watching a bronc buster work. 
The way Corlon handled this wild one 
increased her admiration for him. 

“That’s my man, Spuds,” she 
whispered. “He will be if I can ever rope 
and tie him, that is.”  

After the first day, Laurie spent more 
than her usual time in the saddle, watching 
Jerry Corlon work. She tried to thaw the 
wall of ice that seemed to surround him, 
and made some progress. At the end of the 
first week, they were calling each other 
Laurie and Jerry. 

If her father, Mrs. Simms, or any of the 
bunkhouse men noticed, they said nothing. 
Regular ranch work went on. There were 
rumors that Pete Wald was hanging 
around town, drinking and gambling. 

 
NE DAY her father returned from 
town with sensational news. An 

outlaw had appeared in the neighborhood. 
A masked man had ridden into Pine 
Center, a little town not far away, and had 
robbed the bank, shooting the cashier. 

The same man appeared next at a 
crossroads store, took a sack of groceries, 
a new gun and quantities of ammunition 
without paying, and robbed the 

storekeeper before departing. This time, he 
had not been masked, and officials had a 
good description of him and his horse. 

The sheriff led a posse in a futile 
chase. The outlaw seemed to have 
vanished like a phantom. Everyone was 
talking about it. Laurie talked to Corlon 
about it as they rode to the ranch house 
one evening. 

“Dad says men in town think he’s an 
outlaw on the run, who grabbed money 
and grub and then went on over the 
mountains.”  

“A man on the run might do just that,” 
Corlon admitted. 

“You know, Jerry, I don’t know 
anything except this range. Born and 
raised here. Got my schooling at the little 
countyseat college. You’ve traveled some, 
huh?”  

It was the first time she had hinted at 
an inquiry into his past life. He was silent 
for a moment, then: 

“Oh, I’ve traveled a little. Born down 
Texas way, left an orphan, knocked 
around on my own since I was a button. 
Been in Arizona a little, and New Mexico. 
Now I’m here in Colorado.” 

“Ever think of settling down?” she 
asked. 

“I’ll settle down some day. Got a little 
job to do first, though.”  

A little job to do. Laurie wondered 
about that. Maybe he was trying to save a 
certain amount of money. Maybe he was 
searching for a long lost brother, or 
something like that. 

When the next Sunday came, Laurie 
asked him to drive or ride with her to 
town. She wanted to visit Betty Lewis, 
daughter of the town’s blacksmith, and go 
to church. Mrs. Simms had an attack of 
rheumatism, and her father was busy with 
his account books and could not go.  

They used the buckboard, and the 
conversation on the way to town was 
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ordinary. He drove her to the Lewis 
cottage, talked for a few minutes with her 
and Betty Lewis, then drove to the public 
corral to unhitch the colts and halter them 
to the back of the wagon, where they could 
get at a jag of hay and a tub of water. 

“I’m crazy about him, Betty,” Laurie 
confessed when the girls were alone. “But 
it’s no use. He may look like a Romeo, but 
he’s only a beautiful iceberg. Maybe I’m 
not the type he likes.” 

“No girl seems to be the type he likes,” 
Betty replied. “Did you hear about Pete 
Wald? He’s sure turned wild. Had a 
couple of fights here in town, and got 
ordered out. He made threats, against the 
Broken Ladder, and the folks here. And he 
loaded a pack mare with groceries, bought 
a couple of guns and ammunition, and 
started out. Taken to the hills, they think.”  

“You mean he’s turned bad?” Laurie 
asked. 

“That’s what the men believe. Decided 
to ride the outlaw trail. That’ll be the end 
of him. There’s one outlaw loose around 
here now. Pete Wald might locate him and 
join up with him. Men in town are on 
guard, in case the pair of them decide to 
raid here.” 

 
HE MOON was up when Laurie and 
Jerry started home, a full moon which 

Laurie hoped would have a romantic effect 
on the man beside her. She thought he 
acted excited. 

“You seem all steamed up about 
something,” she suggested, as he brought 
the colts down to a walk on a treacherous 
rocky slope. 

“I always get steamed up when I hear 
of an outlaw,” he explained. “The one 
around here, Bart Osper, is bad. I heard of 
him down in Texas, and again in Arizona. 
He killed a Texas Ranger, and made a 
getaway. He’s left a trail of blood behind 
him. But his luck won’t hold forever.”  

As they traveled on, Laurie snuggled 
closely to him. They topped another long 
slope, and at the top Jerry stopped the colts 
for a breathing spell. Tall trees cast 
shadows here, with streaks of moonlight 
between them, and the breeze rustled pine 
needles. 

“It’s beautiful—and peaceful,” Laurie 
said. 

His reply was not like she had hoped it 
would be. “I’m goin’ to ask your father for 
a few days off.”  

“You’re going away?” Laurie’s voice 
revealed her surprise. 

“There’s somethin’ that needs my 
attention. But I’ll be back soon, I hope.”  

“Hope’? Don’t you know? What is it 
you’re so mysterious about, Jerry? You act 
troubled at times.”  

“Nothin’ for you to worry about,” he 
said. “I wouldn’t want to be the cause of 
you worryin’. You—well, you’re too fine 
a girl to worry over anything.”  

Laurie turned toward him quickly, 
leaned toward him. “I didn’t know you 
ever considered me. You always act like 
you don’t know I’m on earth.”  

“I’m sorry. I have so many things to 
think about.”  

“Perhaps talking about them, to me, 
would ease your mind,” she hinted. “I’m 
good at keeping a secret.”  

“It’s a sort of inner secret, Laurie. It’s 
something I have to do before I can live 
rightly with myself. A little mistake that 
can be corrected in only one way. I don’t 
dare think of personal things just now.”  

She touched his shoulder. “Personal 
things?”  

He faced her again, and Laurie knew 
her eyes were glistening in the moonlight. 
And suddenly his arm was around her, 
holding her tightly. Her arms crept up, 
then his lips were clinging to her own. 

But he straightened suddenly, took his 
arm away, grasped her wrists and gently 
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lowered the arms that were creeping 
around his neck. 

“No, Laurie,” he said, softly. “I 
shouldn’t have done what I did. It wasn’t 
right.” 

“Isn’t it right if I think so, Jerry? Tell 
me what’s troubling you. Maybe I can 
help.” 

“We must be gettin’ on,” he replied, 
gathering the reins. He spoke to the colts, 
and they started along the trail. 

 
AURIE watched him in the moonlight 
as they rode on, wondering what 

secret his mind held. When they reached 
the home corral, Jerry tossed the reins to 
the ground and hurried around the 
buckboard to lift her out. Laurie, who 
thought nothing of jumping out of a 
buckboard over a wheel, had waited for 
that gesture. 

She gripped his arms as he lowered 
her, looked into his eyes. That quick 
embrace and kiss on the trail had not been 
a light thing, she felt. He had meant them 
seriously. 

“Laurie, I don’t want you to get wrong 
thoughts about me,” he said, as her feet 
touched the ground. “What I did back 
there—I shouldn’t have done it—but I 
meant it, Laurie.”  

“Then—?” she questioned. 
“If things were different, I’d tell you 

somethin’ quick enough, and ask you 
somethin’, too. But I can’t think of myself 
and the future just now, not until I’ve done 
a certain thing. Until then, I don’t want to 
get attached to anyone, or have them get 
attached to me. It might not be fair to 
them.”  

“If it’s something in your past—” she 
hinted. 

“Yes, somethin’ in my past, Laurie. 
But nothin’ like what my words might 
make you think. Nothin’ that’s illegal or 
criminal, Laurie. I just made a bad 

mistake. I’ve got to straighten that out. 
Been two years tryin’ to do it, and now I 
think I’m near the end of the trail.”  

“Listen, Jerry! We’re sensible people, 
aren’t we? Maybe I can help you. You 
must have guessed how I feel about you. 
I’m not too proud to talk like this, because 
it’s the sensible thing to do. I think you 
like me a little, too.”  

“Laurie, don’t talk like that—not 
now,” he begged. “Maybe I can explain 
right soon.” 

She went into the house to eat a snack 
Mrs. Simms had prepared for her, and 
from the kitchen heard the muted voices of 
Jerry and her father in the front room. 
When she went there, Jerry was gone. 

“Corlon asked for a few days off,” her 
father said. “He was right mysterious 
about it. Maybe he’s a man who can stay 
sober just so long, then must have his 
spree.”  

“Dad, I’m sure he’s not that kind!” 
Laurie defended. 

“Thought you were a mite interested in 
him, Laurie. Better go slow till we know 
more about him. All he told me was that 
he had a little job to do somewhere, and it 
wasn’t bustin’ broncs.”  

Laurie was sleepless half the night, and 
slept late in the morning. She finally arose 
and hurried to the kitchen. 

“Your Pa and the men have ridden to 
the north draw,” Mrs. Simms reported. 
“Something about the fence up that way.”  

“Did Jerry Corlon go with them?”  
“He stayed behind and fussed around 

the bunkhouse. I saw him cleaning a rifle. 
He got his horse from the corral and rode. 
Had the rifle and a brace of side guns. 
Looked like he was going on the warpath.”  

“Which way did he ride?”  
“He turned into the town trail. He 

hasn’t been gone more’n a few minutes. 
You can almost see his dust yet.”  

Laurie forgot breakfast. She dashed to 
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her room and dressed in riding clothes, 
then ran to the corral and saddled Spuds. 
In record time, she had the buckskin at a 
run down the town trail. 

 
HEN SHE reached the crest of the 
first slope, she saw him in the 

distance ahead, loping along easily. Laurie 
bent over Spud’s neck and used her spurs. 

Fear for him seized her. He had taken a 
rifle and an extra side gun. That meant he 
expected to have trouble. 

In time, he heard the drumfire of 
Spud’s hoofs, and turned in the saddle and 
saw her coming. He pulled up at the side 
of the trail when she overtook him. 

“Laurie! What are you doin’ here?” he 
asked. “Is somethin’ wrong at the ranch?” 

“Where are you going, Jerry, and 
why?” 

“Please ride back. This is somethin’ I 
must ‘tend to by myself.”  

“Tell me!” she ordered. “Be honest 
with me.”  

“That outlaw, Bart Osper, I’ve been 
trailin’ him two years. He killed a Texas 
Ranger, my buddy. I was in the Rangers, 
too, Laurie. I had my hands on Bart Osper, 
and was takin’ him in to hang. And I—I 
let him get away.”  

“If you couldn’t help it, Jerry—”  
“There’s no excuse in the Rangers for 

a thing like that. He was my prisoner. He 
had a little gun hidden and I’d searched 
him and missed it. He fired and winged me 
when I was off guard, and rode and got 
away.”  

“But I don’t see—” she complained. 
“I was a Ranger. I was disgraced. And 

I got my orders; go after Bart Osper and 
get him, alive or dead, or stay away 
forever. For two years, I’ve carried hidden 
credentials, trailed him, earned my way 
‘cause my Ranger pay was stopped.”  

“Oh, Jerry!” Laurie was beginning to 
understand. 

“I trailed Osper into Arizona, then to 
New Mexico, then up here to Colorado. 
When an outlaw was reported workin’ 
hereabouts, I knew him from the 
description.”  

“And what now?” Laurie asked. 
“If he’s Bart Osper, as I think, I’ll take 

his hot trail and come up with him. It’s 
Osper or me, Laurie. If I get him, I can 
hold up my head again. I can take him 
back to Texas if he’s alive, or take proof 
of his death. Then I can live my own life. 
The debt will be cancelled. Now, Laurie, 
ride back home.”  

“I’ll ride on to town with you,” she 
decided. 

They loped side by side, ascended the 
last hill and started down the opposite 
slope toward the cluster of buildings in the 
distance. And suddenly the wind carried to 
them sounds they both knew well. 

“Gunfire! Plenty of it!” Jerry said. 
They could see little puffs of smoke 

around some of the buildings. Both 
spurred their mounts. Jerry Corlon got 
ahead and yelled back at Laurie: 

“Keep behind! Stay out of this till we 
know what’s what.”  

Spuds could not keep up with Corlon’s 
big bay. Laurie urged her pony to his 
utmost and covered ground rapidly, 
however. As she drew nearer the town, she 
saw men running around the buildings, 
and heard the continuous rattle of gunfire 
above the drumming of Spuds’ hoofs. 

 
 MAN APPEARED beside the 
blacksmith shop and waved at her, 

directing her to swing off the trail and get 
to him. As she obeyed, she saw he was the 
blacksmith, Betty’s father. She brought the 
tired pony to a stop and jumped from her 
saddle. 

“What’s happening, Mr. Lewis?” she 
asked. 

“That outlaw, Bart Osper, showed up 
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with that pesky Pete Wald, who went to 
the hills to side him. We’ve been expectin’ 
a raid by ‘em, and were ready. They 
robbed the store and then went to the 
saloon. We began openin’ fire then.”  

“What’s going on now?” she asked. 
“Wald has been shot, don’t know 

whether he’s dead. Bart Osper killed the 
saloon man and wounded a couple of 
others. He’s in the saloon now, barricaded, 
shootin’ through the windows.”  

“Did you see where Jerry Corlon 
went?”  

“He rode in and stepped out of his 
saddle behind the warehouse. Kinda took 
charge of things, like he knew how.” 

“He was a Texas Ranger once,” Laurie 
explained, proudly. 

She peered around the corner of the 
blacksmith shop. From cover, several 
townsmen were firing through the 
shattered windows of the saloon. 

As a lull came in. the firing, she heard 
Jerry’s voice, now a stern voice of 
authority: 

“Hold fire, men! . . . Bart Osper, can 
you hear me?”  

“I hear you, whoever you are,” a voice 
answered.  

“I’m Corlon, the Texas Ranger whose 
buddy you murdered more’n two years 
ago. I’ve trailed you. It’s ‘tween us now, 
Osper. All others hold fire! Osper, you’re 
under arrest. . .”  

A bellow of coarse laughter came from 
the saloon. “Try to get me, Ranger!” the 
outlaw yelled. “It’ll mean another scalp on 
my belt. I’ve shot my way out of hotter 
corners than this.” 

Laurie saw Jerry Corlon then. He was 
walking in front of the warehouse, close to 
the building, rifle held ready. The general 
firing had ceased. The town was in the 
silence of deep tension. 

The waiting apparently made the 
outlaw nervous. “Come on and get me!” 

he yelled from the saloon. “Try it at either 
door, Ranger. I’m ready for you.”  

Step by step, Jerry Corlon continued 
his slow and cautious advance, bending 
half forward with his rifle lifted and ready. 
Men under cover watched and waited. 
Laurie realized her breathing had become 
rapid and painful. 

That was Jerry there in the street, 
going into danger of death . . . the man she 
loved. And she knew he loved her, 
realized he had fought off speaking of his 
love for her because of this thing he felt he 
had to do. He had wanted no expressed 
attachment, no betrothal, while there was 
danger of leaving her behind to mourn. 

His sense of duty and honor probably 
had made him fear that failure in this 
encounter would result in him being 
shamed still more, and he would not leave 
that for another to bear. 

“Jerry . . . Jerry. . .” she whispered. 
The blacksmith was beside her now. 

“He’ll break that outlaw’s nerve bein’ 
quiet like that,” Lewis said. “There, he’s at 
the corner of the saloon buildin’. Wonder 
what he’ll do now.”  

Inside the saloon, Bart Osper was 
shouting: “Are you comin’ to get me, 
Ranger? Losin’ heart, maybe?” 

 
AURIE saw Jerry stop beside a 
shattered window.  He tossed up the 

muzzle of his rifle and fired. He levered 
another shell into the chamber, thrust the 
muzzle through and fired again. 

A fusillade of six-gun fire answered, 
scattering bits of glass. Laurie saw Jerry 
swing aside and bend over, and knew he 
had been hit. He dropped to the ground 
beneath the window. 

But he was not hurt beyond ability to 
act. He left his rifle on the ground, got a 
side gun from its holster, and began 
crawling. 

“Pour lead through the windows,” he 

L
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called to the townsmen. “Watch the back, 
too.” 

Rifles began cracking. Laurie watched 
Jerry crawl on. He got to the closed front 
saloon door, and pulled himself up until he 
was leaning against the door casement. 
She saw him brush a hand across his eyes. 
And she could see dark stains appearing 
on his left sleeve. 

Suddenly he had kicked the door open, 
had swung it wide, and was firing into the 
saloon as swiftly as he could work his gun. 
He dropped the empty gun and got the 
second out of its holster and began firing 
that. He lurched, dropped the second gun, 
clutched at the door casement, collapsed. 

Howling men charged from their 
hiding places and ran to the saloon. Laurie 
realized she was running, too. She jerked 
free from Lewis, who would have detained 
her. So, in a few minutes, she knew what 
had happened. 

Jerry was wounded, but not seriously, 
and the town doctor ordered him taken to 

Lewis’ house. Bart Osper had taken two 
bullets fired by Jerry, and was in serious 
condition, but the doctor thought he would 
recover to be returned to Texas. And Pete 
Wald had been killed, a young bad man 
whose trail had been short indeed. 

An hour later, after Jerry had been 
patched up and put to sleep by the doctor, 
Laurie found herself beside Spuds in front 
of the Lewis cottage. 

“You hear me, Spuds?” she demanded, 
her eyes glistening. “Jerry said he loved 
me, and wanted me to marry him as soon 
as he got well. I’ll go to Texas with him on 
a honeymoon, and then we’ll come back to 
the Broken Ladder.”  

Spuds bobbed his head. 
“And, Spuds, he admitted he heard me 

talking to you the day he came to the 
ranch, with the wind blowing what I said 
back to his ears, telling you how I was 
crazy about him. But everything is all right 
now, Spuds. Far as I’m concerned, that is.” 

 


