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The Kid Said He Was from the Big Bend Country—and That’s No Tenderfoot Range 

 

GUNPOWDER LAW 
By HAPSBURG LIEBE 

 
HE horse was a big calico, 
half white and half black, 
handsome and very showy. Its 
slim young rider wore the 
clothing of a cowboy. He was 

a stranger in both county and town. Yet as 
he rode up the dimly lighted main street, a 
man standing among shadows near a 
saloon corner jerked a six-shooter out of 
leather and threw down on him. 

The bullet ripped through his sandy 
hair just under the left side of his gray 
Stetson, burning clean to bone. It almost 
knocked him from his saddle. From an 
armpit holster he snatched a double-action, 
hawkbill-handled .41 Colt. He managed to 
fire one shot toward the unknown would-
be assassin, then he wilted and fell, 
dropping the split rein. 

The big horse was not gunshy; it 

stopped within a rod of him. He sat up 
woozily in the street dust. Two broad-
hatted men ran past the crowd that was 
pouring out of the saloon, and bent over 
him. There was a jumble of talk behind the 
two. Somebody yelled drunkenly, “Hang 
him!”  

“Jest a kid,” one of the broad-hatted 
men said to the other, “and I think we 
better take him straight to the boss. You, 
kid, give yourself a name!”  

No reply. The youthful stranger had 
become quite limp. 

Full consciousness returned to him 
within a couple of hours. He occupied a 
propped-back old rocker in a ranchhouse 
living room, and the bullet slash across his 
head had been neatly cared for. The light 
of an oil lamp on a nearby table showed 
him a slender figure in overalls; the face 
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was slightly lean, and not unhandsome; the 
eyes were as straightforward and as blue 
as his own eyes. 

“Who’re you?” he muttered. Response 
came quickly.  

“I’m the boss here. I own this cow 
outfit, the 3 Up and 3 Down. Mind telling 
us who you are, and where you’re from?”  

He blinked. The boss was a woman! 
Not far past forty, he guessed. He didn’t 
answer her, and she spoke again. 

“I’ll overlook your stealing Spot, my 
pet saddle horse. The man who shot you 
over in town thought he was shooting at 
me. That showy calico, you know. It was a 
little dark there. I feel more or less 
indebted to you, you see, horse thief or no 
horse thief. I—” 

“Wait, ma’am!” The slim stranger 
jerked upright in the old rocker. Two 
broad-hatted men materialized as though 
out of nowhere, and one of them pushed 
him back in the chair. He went on hotly, “I 
didn’t steal the horse. I swapped with a 
jigger I met some miles from town—so 
that’s why he was so easy to trade with. I 
did have sense enough not to swap saddles 
too!”  

One of the pair of cowboys addressed 
his employer. “Fine saddle, ma’am. It’s a 
El Paso Myres, looks like a $200 job. Jest 
had to be Sinc Garrick that shot the kid, 
Miss Mary, because nobody else would 
done it.” 

She ignored that and bent toward the 
newcomer. “You haven’t given us your 
name or told us where you’re from. 
Why?”  

His gaze met hers squarely. “The 
hombre is Coleman, but I’ve been known 
mostly as Little Rawhide; I’m from the 
Big Bend country. Might tell you also that 
I had a kinda scrap with my daddy, and 
left the home range to make my own 
way.”  

Ranchwoman Mary Rinsford drew a 

quick breath and sank into a straight-
backed chair. He added, “My daddy is 
known as Rawhide Coleman. Tough as a 
boot, maybe. But he’s had to be. Big Bend 
is no tenderfoot country.”  

“And your mother—” Mary Rinsford’s 
voice was weak in spite of her. Little 
Rawhide wondered about that. He said: 

“Died years ago. You knew ‘em, 
maybe?”  

No answer. She turned toward the two 
cowboys, one of whom, young Coleman 
saw now, was close to fifty and half gray. 
“Art,” to the grizzled puncher, “give him 
back his hookbill, then you two may go to 
the bunkhouse.” 

Art Ledbetter restored the hawkbill 
handled .41 Colt to its owner. When the 
pair of cowboys had gone, the woman led 
Little Rawhide to the dining room, fed 
him, and afterward showed him to the 
company bedroom. 

 
E ROSE at dawn, dressed, found his 
hat on a chair, tiptoed out and went 

around to the back. Activity had begun in 
the vicinity of bunkhouse and corrals, tall 
windmill and tank and trough. Cornering 
the graying but still sinewy and keen-eyed 
Ledbetter, Coleman had this to say:  

“I want to know the secret, amigo. Out 
with it!”  

Ledbetter grinned. “Straws shows 
which way the wind blows, kid, eh?” He 
sobered and kept going:  

“I happen to know that Miss Mary 
herself is from the Big Bend, comin’ here 
years back with her daddy, takin’ over the 
outfit when he cashes in. Good-lookin’! 
But never married. Why? Well, let’s 
suppose yer pa, Rawhide Coleman, is a 
heap wild when he’s young, and that this 
is the reason him and Miss Mary didn’t 
hitch up then. And let’s suppose she never 
fergot him, and you look a good deal like 
yer pa used to look—upset the minute she 
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seen you, wasn’t she? Thinkin’, mebbe, 
she’d orta been yer mammy. Wimmen, 
kid, is funny critters!”  

Silence for a moment. Little Rawhide 
narrowed a blue eye. “Also let’s suppose, 
old cowboy, that you yourself are from 
Big Bend, long time ago. Look: how could 
anybody be plumb lowdown enough to 
ambush a woman?”  

“It was a sidewinder she’d quirted 
across the face hard enough to draw 
blood,” Ledbetter said promptly. “Listen, 
kid: 

“The 3 Up and 3 Down range creek is 
the only stream around here, and even it is 
dry some o’ the time. A big cow outfit 
below us also depends on that creek. 
Raised hell when we throwed a dam across 
it to save up water. It didn’t look right, so 
we put in a bunch o’ booster windmill 
wells, which sent as much water over the 
dam as had went down the creek before. 
But the Boxtop 8—owned by Sinclair and 
Bud Garrick, brothers—kept on raisin’ 
hell about the dam. ‘Stid o’ puttin’ in wells 
theirselves. Jest plain ornery mean!” 

Art swore, continued, “It made a range 
feud that’s been goin’ on five years. Half a 
dozen men has died. Law? Only law we 
can depend on is gunpowder law. Few 
days ago, Sinclair Garrick, drinkin’, seen 
Miss Mary in town and ketched her bridle 
rein and started cussin’ her dead pappy out 
jest fer pure lowdown meanness, and she 
quirted his face—” 

The dull rumble of an explosion, 
coming from a point a mile southward, 
interrupted Art Ledbetter. It was the first 
of a series of explosions. Art bellowed to 
the other boys: 

“Them Garricks is blowin’ the dam 
out! Come on!”  

He ran toward a horse corral. So did 
the rest of the Rinsford hands. Little 
Rawhide Coleman found his saddle and 
bridle under the harness shed and threw 

them on a buckskin cow pony, and in 
almost no time at all was galloping off 
with the 3-3 cowboys. 

The explosions thickened. Art 
Ledbetter told young Coleman, riding 
beside him. “Dam’ll be ruint, but we’ll 
mebbe be in time to kill off some Garrick 
rattlesnakes. Had two men on guard down 
there; new men; Garricks’ bought ‘em off, 
I’ll bet!”  

It was it good bet. ‘‘Kid, you got 
plenty ca’tridges fer that fast hookbill 
gun?”  

“Box of fifty in my hip pocket. Look, 
amigo. Hadn’t you better scatter us out? 
Hunched this way, we’d be murdered.”  

“Right,” Art said. He proceeded to do 
it.  

They went galloping on, each man 
with six-shooter ready. The explosions fell 
off, thickened again. When the Rinsford 
riders came in sight of the dam the water 
was well down and still draining off 
rapidly.  

Then a rifle bullet sang between 
Ledbetter and Little Rawhide. Nobody 
thought of firing back; rifles had six-
shooters beaten for distance. They 
scattered further and rode zigzag in order 
to make more difficult targets of 
themselves. Two hundred yards more, and 
they dismounted, flung down rein and 
crept ahead on foot. 

The explosions had ceased. Coleman 
was still with Art Ledbetter. He caught 
Art’s sleeve. “Cuidao!” he whispered. 
“It’s too quiet! Are we sneaking into an 
ambush, or have they finished the job and 
gone?” 

 

INSTANTLY flurries of hoofbeats 
below gave him the answer. The Boxtop 

8 men had exploded their last stick of 
miners’ dynamite and had begun streaking 
it down a wide valley floor dotted with the 
yellowish green of greasewood and the 
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pale green of thorny mesquite; no point in 
remaining there longer, now that their 
work was done. 

And no point in following them for the 
mere sake of a fight, Ledbetter decided. 
“We’re too late, that’s all. What I cain’t 
figger is, why didn’t them Garricks blow 
the dam up last night, ‘stid o’ waiting ‘til 
daybreak?”  

“Water is gold here and they’d never 
waste it,” Coleman said. “That outfit has 
spent the night in throwing up a dam of 
their own to catch this water, and didn’t 
finish in time to blast your dam out before 
daylight. Anyhow that’s what I think, and 
for my own satisfaction I’m going to see if 
I’m right. In case I get nabbed—”  

“Watch out, kid,” Art Ledbetter 
warned. “Like you said to me a few 
minutes ago—cuidao! They’re nearly sure 
to nab you.” 

“Maybe I can talk myself out of it,” 
Little Rawhide said. 

He ran toward the buckskin cow pony 
he had left anchored to the ground in a 
shallow dry wash. As he swung into the 
saddle his eye picked up a big spotted 
horse coming fast in the early sunlight, a 
quarter of a mile off toward 3-3 
headquarters. 

Mary Rinsford now had on fine boots 
and a Stetson hat and a dress, with divided 
skirt. For the first time in years she had 
risen late. She had lost much sleep the 
night before. 

Young Coleman rode fast up the wash, 
which deepened and soon had hidden him 
from sight. His head wound gave him no 
pain now. He took the bandage off and 
threw it away.  

When he appeared on Boxtop 8 range 
two hours later, he had come in from due 
westward. The cows he saw were of mixed 
shorthorn breeds, plain scrub to him, 
remembering as he did the Big Bend home 
ranch Herefords with stubby heads and 

short necks and straight hind legs. Miss 
Mary, too, ran Herefords. 

He saw no 8 rider anywhere. He kept 
going, turned the south end of a bouldery 
ridge, and there before him was the 
Garricks’ new dam, now almost full. Forty 
men with wheelbarrows and shovels were 
still piling on earth and stone. More than 
half of these had to be laborers from 
elsewhere, since the cow horses in the 
vicinity numbered 1ess than twenty.  

“What you think of it, cowboy?”  
Coleman jerked his head around 

leftward. From behind a boulder within a 
few yards of him had stepped a thick-
shouldered squat giant in dusty black hat, 
soiled white shirt, dusty black trousers and 
scuffed Spanish boots. His lips were too 
thin, his eyes pale and mean under slightly 
drooping lids. He carried a long-barreled 
.45 six-shooter in a low-slung holster. 

The youthful stranger grinned just a 
little. Bud Garrick scowled, then barked. 
“Come here, Sinc.”  

There was the clink of an empty bottle 
breaking on rock. A few more seconds, 
and Sinclair Garrick walked from behind a 
bushy cedar on the bank of the new dam. 
Except that his thick face carried a deep 
flush and the angry-red welt of a woman’s 
quirt, he was the exact picture of his 
brother. They were even dressed alike and 
had guns that were mates. 

“Look at that brand, Sinc,” Bud 
Garrick said, pointing to the buckskin. 
“What you reckon the Rinsford she-boss 
sent him down here for?”  

“Nobody sent me down here,” 
Coleman said quickly. His right hand was 
toying with a shirt button, convenient to 
his armpit-holstered hookbill. He had 
never scented fight stronger than he 
scented it now and the odds were great. 

Sinc Garrick halted, steadied, and 
bared his teeth like a mad wolf. He 
reached toward his weapon. “You, kid, 
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you go back and tell that woman, that—”  
“Wait, pardner!” blazed Little 

Rawhide, and both Garricks were looking 
into the muzzle of the hawkbill-handled 
.41. “No man can say lowdown things 
about her where I can hear it. For God’s 
sake don’t make me kill you!” 

The two squat giants stared. This talk 
had reached the ears of the Boxtop 8 
punchers on the near side of the dam, and 
these dropped their shovels and watched. 
Had Sinclair Garrick not been drinking—
but he had been. He jerked his six-shooter. 

But he never fired the weapon, for a 
.41 bullet had broken his right shoulder. 
“Drop it!” Coleman rapped, and Bud 
Garrick’s gun clattered on the stones at his 
feet. With spur and left hand Coleman was 
wheeling his pony when slugs began 
whistling toward him from the dam, and 
one of them cut the brim of his gray 
Stetson. 

Wisely Little Rawhide, low in his 
saddle, bent to the task of getting himself 
away from there rapidly. 

He turned the end of the bouldery 
ridge and was out of their range of vision. 
They’d ride northward to cut him off, he 
guessed, so he reined westward. He called 
on the pony for all it had and got it, and 
the buckskin was fast. A group of 
liveoaks, a tall line of scrub, then a deep 
gully kept him hidden from the Boxtop 8 
riders for close to an hour, and he 
wouldn’t have asked for more. 

After having ridden in foothills cover 
for some little time he headed boldly into 
3 Up and 3 Down range. Mary Rinsford 
saw him coming and rode briskly to meet 
him. In the crook of one arm she had a 
Winchester rifle; about her slender waist 
there was a filled cartridge belt. 

“Just going down to see what had 
became of you, Little Rawhide,” she told 
him. “Was there a dam below?”  

“Yes, ma’am. Going to rebuild yours, 

of course.”  
“The boys are at it now. Did you have 

some trouble?”  
Her eyes were on his bullet-ripped 

hatbrim. He grinned at her. “Some. They 
didn’t seem to like me much on the 8.” His 
grin became a smile. “You sure look fine 
in the clothes you got on now, Miss Mary. 
They’re a lot nicer’n overalls.”  

She smiled too, this woman who felt 
that she should have been his mother. 
Suddenly her face turned sober. “Afraid 
I’m going to have to run you off, Little 
Rawhide.”  

“Why? Danger here?”  
“Certainly there is! We’re always 

having a shooting mixup with those 
Garricks or their men; the 8 crew is made 
up of bad ones. As for the law, Sheriff 
Todd Blaney appears to be a good man; so 
does old Judge Lee Hart. Our trouble is 
that we’re never able to establish any court 
proof. If we have two witnesses who 
swear to the truth, the Garricks have a 
dozen who swear to the opposite. Bud and 
Sinc are very, very smart!”  

“How much have they offered you for 
the 3-3, Miss Mary?”  

“A fourth of what it’s worth.” Her blue 
eyes widened. “How did you know they’d 
tried to buy it?”  

“Easy to guess it’s the main idea. To 
get your outfit for next to nothing, you 
know. I’m not leaving here for a while, 
ma’am.”  

He had spoken with finality. She sank 
inches in her saddle. After a moment, 
“Let’s go to the house and fix something 
for you to eat, Little Rawhide. You’ve 
eaten nothing at all today.” 

 

IT WAS then close to noon. When the 
boys arrived for their mid-day meal in 

the bunkhouse leanto, Art Ledbetter saw 
that the buckskin pony was again in the 
horse corral and went to the ranchhouse. 
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Miss Mary met him at the kitchen door. 
He said:  

“The kid get in all right, ma’am?”  
“With a bullet hole in his hat. Mustn’t 

let him ride down on the 8 range any 
more, Art.”  

She went back inside. Ledbetter 
thought again of the Rawhide Coleman—
wild as a buck but straight as a die—he 
had known long ago in the Big Bend 
country, and of his ill-starred romance 
with Mary Rinsford. No, she hadn’t 
forgotten. “Because,” Art told himself, 
grinning, “straws shows which way the 
wind blows.”  

Rawhide Coleman’s son went to the 
dam with the 3-3 crew, that afternoon, and 
swung a shovel with the rest. The sun had 
set when they stopped work. They were 
moving toward their horses when Mary 
Rinsford came galloping down the creek 
on her big calico, and behind her, also 
galloping, were three men. 

“Sheriff Blaney and two deputies,” 
muttered Ledbetter. “Our boss has tried to 
beat ‘em down here, and will barely make 
it.”  

The ranchwoman drew up with a 
question for young Coleman: “Are you 
sure you told me all that happened at the 
Garrick dam this morning?”  

“Dead sure,” he answered. “Why?”  
“You fired one shot.”  
“Right, ma’ am.”  
The officers came before the woman 

could speak again. Blaney was a tall and 
lean, elderly man with a disturbed 
countenance; his deputies were much 
younger, wiry, of a breed that glories in 
trouble. The gaze of the three centered at 
once on the stranger, who returned it 
defiantly hut spoke in a quiet voice:  

“Just exactly what am I accused of, 
Sheriff?”  

Todd Blaney was frank. “Killing 
Sinclair Garrick while both him and his 

brother had their hands in the air, after 
they’d dropped their guns. Bud Garrick 
swore out the murder warrant, and he had 
six cowboys with him who swore they saw 
it from the close-by dam. They’d brought 
Sinc to town with ‘em. Sorry, but we’ll 
have to take you in, son.”  

Mary Rinsford said to Coleman, 
“Remember what I told you? That any 
time we had two witnesses who swore the 
truth the Garricks had a dozen who swore 
a lie?”  

Coleman said, “Sheriff, I had a right to 
kill Garrick, in self-defense. But I only 
busted his gun-shoulder. He wouldn’t die 
from that.”  

“They claim you shot twice,” Blaney 
replied. “Though I’ll do all I can for you 
afterward, son, I’ll have to take you in 
now. Don’t show fight, son.”  

The accused had gone pale. His eyes 
filled with fire. “I get it! Some of the 8 
men shot at me from the dam, and the 
Garricks were nearly square between us, 
and one of the bullets hit Sinc. And now 
they want me hung for it. Why? Carrying 
on their old fight against a woman—and 
plain, ornery cussedness—that’s why!”  

“Don’t worry too much, Little 
Rawhide,” Miss Mary said, “Mr. Blaney, 
I’ve never been able to find good men to 
testify that they wouldn’t believe a Garrick 
or a Garrick rider on the witness stand, and 
kill their evidence—if that’s the way to put 
it. Do you think I could do it now?”  

“Afraid to say, ma’am,” answered 
Sheriff Todd Blaney, “You see, very few 
good men know the Garricks or their 
riders, and those who do are probably 
leery of crossing them.”  

Coleman had seen that the 3 Up and 3 
Down cowboys would back him up if he 
fought arrest. But this would outlaw them 
too, and there’d likely be gunwork, which 
would put the woman in danger. 

“Bueno, Sheriff,” he said. “Reckon 
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you won’t mind if I leave my hookbiIl 
with Miss Mary.”  

He placed the holstered weapon and 
his box of cartridges in her hand. She 
didn’t speak, wouldn’t trust herself, 
perhaps. Then he straddled the buckskin 
and rode off townward with the 
representatives of the law. 

 
OT that he had resigned himself to 
being jailed. They weren’t hanging 

him for a crime he hadn’t committed! 
Dusk was falling now, and haze covered 
the stars; in an hour’s time the night would 
be quite black. His having gone along with 
apparent willingness should have the 
officers a little off guard. 

He kept watching for a chance. The 
four were riding, horses walking, through 
a hill gap where tall scrub lined the road. It 
was so dark that none of the lawmen saw 
him tie the buckskin’s rein to the 
saddlehorn. His chance came when the 
man on his right wiped a match into flame 
to light a cigarette. 

Coleman dropped off the pony, a 
swiftly moving shadow, ducked under the 
sheriff’s horse and had melted into the 
thick blackness of the scrub when a deputy 
yelped: 

“He’s gone, Todd! Why the hell didn’t 
you handcuff him?”  

“Which way did he go?” drawled 
Blaney. There was, Coleman would have 
sworn, little of anything like regret in his 
voice. 

Little Rawhide threw a stone that fell 
rattling on the hillside ahead and to the 
left, an old trick, but the deputies fell for 
it. They spurred forward, firing blindly. 
Blaney followed them. Little Rawhide 
grinned in the blackness, then began to 
pick his way silently back toward the wide 
valley that furnished range for the 3 Up 
and 3 Down and the Boxtop 8. 

As yet he had no definite plan. He 
wanted his gun and he must have a horse. 
At first blush of dawn on the next 
morning, he tiptoed into the Rinsford 
bunkhouse. 

“Art!” he called in a whisper. 
Ledbetter was awake. He sat up 

reaching for his clothes and whispered 
back, “That you, kid?”  

“Sure. I got away. Tied the rein up so 
the pony wouldn’t step on it and could go 
home; I notice the buckskin is here, and I 
want it and my hookbill and cartridges. 
Miss Mary’s calico is not in the corral. 
Where’d she go? To town?”  

“No,” answered Ledbetter. “Hoofs 
woke me last night, and I snuck out to 
look and Spot was gone. I could hear 
hoofs off to the east and mighty fast. 
Mebbe Miss Mary knows where she was 
headed fer, but I sure don’t!”  

Coleman was keeping both ears 
cocked for sounds outside. He breathed, 
“A Garrick trick, Art, you reckon?”  

Ledbetter shrugged. “Search me, kid. I 
jest cain’t figger it. Wimmen is hard to 
figger anyhow. They—”  

Little Rawhide whispered an 
interruption. His straining ears had caught 
the faint sounds he’d been listening for. 
“Law dogs here to trap me—” and he 
passed swiftly through the nearest open 
bunkhouse window. . 

It was Todd Blaney’s pair of over-
ambitious deputies. They rode back at 
sunrise without a prisoner. When they 
were a mile away, Coleman came from 
range scrub and had breakfast with the 
Rinsford cowboy crew. Ledbetter had 
found his hawkbill-handled .41 and the 
box of cartridges for him. 

“What you aim to do now, kid?”  
“Think I’ll stick here a while and see if 

Miss Mary comes in,” Coleman said. “I’m 
bothered about that, Art.” 

 N
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The Rinsford cowboys rode toward 
dam and range. 

 
ITTLE RAWHIDE kept an eye out 
westward for returning lawmen as 

well as eastward for Miss Mary. He had 
the buckskin saddled and ready. But at 
noon he had seen nothing that moved, 
except for Hereford cows, and at sunset it 
was the same. 

“Damned queer,” he told Ledbetter 
when the boys had showed up for supper. 
“I’m riding to the 8 tonight to see what I 
see and hear what I hear. That Garrick 
bunch would do anything!”  

“Cuidao,” Art said with a cold grin. 
“One thing they’ll do is kill you if they see 
you.” 

An hour or so after darkness had 
fallen, Coleman left the buckskin anchored 
to the ground not far from Garrick 
headquarters and crept ahead silently on 
foot. Drinking riders were making bedlam 
in the bunkhouse. The one lamp burning 
now in the ranchhouse was in the living 
room. 

Coleman straightened at an open 
window and peered through. He saw only 
Bud Garrick. The thick-faced, thin-lipped 
squat giant sat at a scarred desk, chewing a 
cold cigar and scowling. 

Then a cold steel muzzle struck the 
middle of Little Rawhide’s spine and a 
steel-hard voice said:  

“Freeze, you!”  
He froze. The hand of a tall man 

snatched his hookbill out of its holster. 
Shoving him full into the window light—
“Look, boss, what we got here,” the tall 
man said. “I was comin’ to ast about work 
tomorrow, and seen him peepin’ in at 
you.”  

Bud Garrick sat up in his desk chair 
and gripped the butt of his long-barreled 
six-shooter. He spoke in low but brittle 
tones. “So it’s the killer young’un. Well, 

young’un, answer me straight and maybe 
I’ll only take you to jail instead of 
shooting you. I’m curious to know where 
the Rinsford woman went. Where’d she 
go, kid?”  

The kid almost blurted, “That’s what 
brought me here, to find out about that.” 
He said, “Why? Is she gone?”  

“Crossed the upper edge of 8 range last 
night; fast as her hoss could run. I’ve had a 
hunch it meant trouble for me. Better tell it 
straight. Where’d she go?”  

Coleman was on a spot and well aware 
of the fact. He didn’t answer. Garrick 
ordered sharply, “Bring him in here!”  

“Okay, boss,” the tall man said. 
He had thrust the hookbill into his 

trousers belt. Coleman saw one lone, 
desperate chance and he took it. He was 
quicker than a cat—had to be! With his 
left hand he seized .the menacing gun and 
pushed it aside; with his right he jerked his 
.41 free and in the same movement 
brought its barrel down on the tall man’s 
gun-wrist, a paralyzing blow. Then he 
bolted for his waiting pony. 

“Stop him!” bellowed Garrick, now on 
his feet, and he began pouring a stream of 
whizzing lead into the darkness after the 
slim young cowboy. Little Rawhide’s left 
hip and leg went suddenly numb, wooden, 
and he fell hard. His bearings became 
mixed. He started crawling, sticking to 
bush cover, dragging his useless leg. 

They found the pony easily. But they 
didn’t find him. 

The 3-3 range crew had just finished 
breakfast in the bunkhouse leanto the next 
morning when a haggard figure staggered 
into the outer doorway on one foot and 
there wilted. Art Ledbetter was the first to 
reach Coleman. 

“Hell, son, they’ve shot you, the 
rattlesnakes!” To one of the other boys, 
“Ride fast to town fer the doc, and don’t 
tell him or anybody else who it is. Hustle!”  

L 
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He gathered the limp form into his 
arms and carried it to a bunk. Coleman 
smiled weakly. “Has Miss Mary got back 
yet?”  

“No. What happened at the 8?”  
The account was necessarily brief. 

There was a flurry of hot talk outside. 
Ledbetter ran out. A few minutes later he 
returned with disturbing news: 

“Kid, every she lobo’s whelp o’ that 
lowdown Garrick bunch has come fer you! 
Bud Garrick is awful mad. He grinned like 
a goat eatin’ cactus and swore they was 
goin’ to take you to jail, sence the sheriff 
didn’t, which means they aim to find some 
excuse fer shootin’ you on the way to 
town!”  

Little Rawhide frowned and spoke 
with his eyes closed wearily. 

“The bullet hole is swollen and hot. 
I’m afraid of gangrene. The rider who was 
to bring the doc, did he get through?”  

“No,” Art said, “and that’s the hell of 
it. We’re surrounded, and they’s more 8 
men than 3-3 men, but we’ve got cover 
and can hold ‘em off fer a good while. 
Bud Garrick knows you’re hurt—I 
gathered that they found some blood on 
the way here—anyhow he knowed our 
rider was goin’ after the doc, and stopped 
him quick. Bidin’ their time now, the 
ornery slab-mouthed polecats!”  

Coleman had some breakfast and felt 
better. His wound also felt better, thanks to 
long treatment with hot epsom salts water. 
The leg wasn’t so numb, and he could 
walk a little, though it was very painful. 
He was still much in need of medical 
attention. 

At noon Art hurried in talking fast: 
“Garrick’s got tired o’ waitin’ and is 
comin’ this way, leadin’ the saddled 
buckskin you left on the 8.”  

Little Rawhide rose, straightened his 
armpit-holstered .41 and walked slowly to 
the front door of the bunkhouse. The 

owner of the Boxtop 8 reined to a halt 
thirty yards away.  

“Here’s your pony, kid. You can ride it 
to town. We aim to take you to jail, even if 
we have to fight to get you, and you’d be a 
fool not to come along without trouble.” 
He dropped the pony’s rein. “So don’t be a 
fool.” 

Coleman stepped to the ground. He’d 
never been so mad. The buckskin wasn’t 
wearing his fine Myres saddle now. Bud 
Garrick had swapped with him! The 
Myres was a special job and too small for 
the heavy Garrick, but there he sat wedged 
into it. Coleman threw at him: 

“Of all the lowdown nerve! You, off 
that horse and put my saddle back where 
you got it—or pull iron and start 
shootin’!”  

The big man paled. His eyes picked 
out the 3-3 cowboys, in cover nearby and 
armed for battle. Ledbetter called, 
“Needn’t be afraid we’ll gang up on you, 
Bud.” Garrick’s eye then swept toward his 
own men, sitting their horses and watching 
from all sides, one to two hundred yards 
off. 

“Told you to put that saddle back or 
pull your six-shooter, didn’t I?” rapped the 
white-angry young Coleman, and flicked 
his hookbill from its leather. 

To Garrick anything was preferable to 
playing a coward’s role in the presence of 
all these men. Face twisted with rage, he 
drew swiftly, so swiftly that to the 
watchers hand and weapon were only a 
blur. Afterward the 3 Up and 3 Down 
cowboys swore that Little Rawhide gave 
the big man first shot. 

He dropped to his good knee, oblivious 
to the stab of pain in his hip, and instantly 
put his fast hawkbill-handled .41 to work. 
Garrick’s first shot had missed clean; his 
second put a hole in his youthful 
antagonist’s sleeve. The air was filled with 
jarring explosions and powdersmoke. 
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Bud Garrick tumbled off his horse and 
lay still. “Look out fer the other 
sidewinders!” Ledbetter yelled. 

But the enemy range crew had seen 
their chief go down and no longer had will 
or reason for a fight. The sudden heavy 
silence was broken at once by a fast 
staccato of hoofbeats—and a slender 
woman on a big calico horse appeared in 
the space between ranchhouse and 
bunkhouse. 

She saw Little Rawhide on the ground. 
She sprang from her saddle, knelt over 
him, and the next second cried to 
Ledbetter, “Ride for the doctor, Art—
fast—tell him if he’s too late he’ll answer 
to me!”  

“I’m all right, ma’am,” Coleman 
mumbled. 

But he wasn’t all right. The pain in his 
hip—he hadn’t dreamed there could be 
such pain. The sunlight had gone dim to 
his eyes. Dim, too, were the sounds of 
voices. He realized little of it when he was 
put to bed in the Rinsford company 
bedroom. Time passed and the pain wore 
down. Cowboy boots clumped on the 
galleries, in the house, everywhere— 

He opened his eyes to see a tall man 
beside his bed, a man considerably under 
fifty, burned by sun and wind but still 
handsome. It was the other Rawhide 
Coleman from the Big Bend country! 

“Feel better now, son?”  
“Sure, Dad, I feel better.” They 

gripped hands. Gone was all memory of 
their quarrel. Little Rawhide managed to 

grin. “You brought your whole range 
crew, Dad? How’d you get word of this?” 

“Mary,” the older Rawhide said, “rode 
to a railroad town, wired me, then waited 
for us. She’d left a note for Ledbetter, but 
wind blew it off the table. We rode up the 
creek bed and surprised the 8 men. You’d 
taken the zip out of ‘em when you downed 
their boss. It was funny to see ‘em almost 
walking over each other, trying to tell us 
how Sinc Garrick died—not your bullet, 
but a bullet from the dam, an accident, as 
Mary told me you had claimed. So you’re 
in the clear.”  

“Mucho bueno,” said Coleman, junior. 
“Bud Garrick—”  

“We thought at first you’d got him,” 
interrupted Coleman, senior. “He was 
pinked just about everywhere except in a 
vital spot. Here comes the doctor.”  

The doctor took care of Little 
Rawhide’s wound, assured him he’d be up 
again in no time, -then went to look after 
Bud Garrick. 

In the early twilight of that evening Art 
Ledbetter sat talking with the patient in the 
Rinsford company bedroom. Through a 
doorway and a window they could see one 
end of the front gallery, where the older 
Rawhide and the Mary of his first romance 
sat in rockers not far apart. Suddenly 
Ledbetter whispered, “Look kid. Straws 
shows which way the wind blows!”  

Little Rawhide saw and smiled. His 
father had reached for and got the hand of 
the woman who felt that she should have 
been his mother. Ledbetter closed the door 
softly. 

 


