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Bill Berry Finds That a lynch Noose Can Bring About a Rustler Showdown 
 

ILL BERRY reined his mount 
with a startled curse as he spied 
the limp form dangling from the 

tree limb. There was a hangman’s noose 
around the throat of the dead hombre and a 
gentle breeze fluttered the paper pinned to 
the front of his blue flannel shirt. He was 
hanging so low his feet just cleared the 
ground. 

Berry slid out of the saddle, to advance 
toward the swinging corpse. Keen gray 
eyes in a lean, tanned face were hard, and 
there was plenty of strength in the rangy 
body clad in worn flannel shirt, levis, and 

scuffed cowboy boots. It was obvious, too, 
that the heavy Colt in the open holster on 
Bill Berry’s right hip had seen plenty of 
use. 

“ ‘Warning to rustlers,’ ” he said, 
reading the message pinned to the dead 
man’s shirt. “ ‘Anybody found stealing 
stock will get the same.’ ”  

Berry produced a jackknife and held 
the body of the dead man with one hand 
while he slashed the rope with the other. 
He lowered the corpse to the lush grass 
and stood staring down at it. 

“Looks kinda young for a rustler,” said 
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Berry thoughtfully. “Weren’t more than 
eighteen or twenty years old, poor devil.”  

He whirled as he heard a pounding of 
hoofs behind him. He stood waiting 
wearily, hand not far from the gun on his 
hip as six men brought their mounts to a 
sudden halt near him.  

“What’s goin’ on here?” demanded a 
heavy-set gray-haired man, apparently the 
leader, glaring at Berry. “Who are you?”  

“Name’s Berry. Saw this jasper 
hanging here and cut him down.” His gray 
eyes were alert, level. 

“He’s lyin’,” snarled a stocky, dish-
faced man. “Told yuh that from the cliff I 
seen three jaspers hangin’ a fourth gent a 
little while ago. And that’s the same blaze-
faced roan one of ‘em was ridin’.”  

“Reckon that settles it, Hanson,” 
snapped another of the men, looking at the 
leader. “If Dillon saw this feller Berry 
riding that roan over there, then Berry 
must be one of the lynchers.”  

“Oh—” Hanson’s voice rose to a 
strange sort of a wail. His eyes were fixed 
on the corpse as he slid out of the saddle 
and went closer to the still form. “It—it’s 
my boy, Jim,” he muttered brokenly. 
“Why did they have to hang him? He was 
jest a kid. Little more than a button.” 

 
HREE of the other men had 
dismounted. One was a hawk-faced 

hard-eyed individual. He stood reading the 
message pinned to young Jim Hanson’s 
shirt. 

“Mebbe what’s written there might be 
the truth, Jeff Hanson,” growled the hawk-
faced man. “There’s been a heap of 
rustlin’ goin’ on around here lately.”  

“Damn yuh, Wilson!” Hanson whirled 
on the hawk-faced man, his hand on the 
butt of his gun, rage replacing his grief. 
“Yuh ain’t gonna accuse my boy of bein’ a 
rustler—not when he ain’t able to defend 
hisself!”  

“Somebody accused him ‘fore I did,” 
muttered Wilson. “Was certain enough of 
it to make him stretch rope. We ain’t 
forgettin’ some of our missin’ stock was 
found on your range, Hanson.”  

“I won’t stand for any of yuh talking 
about the boss thataway!” cut in the dish-
faced man. “Hanson ain’t no rustler, and 
neither was Jim! I oughta know. I been the 
foreman of the Bar H for two years.” He 
turned and scowled. “I’m still wonderin’ 
about this feller Berry.”  

“Wonderin’ what?” demanded Berry 
angrily, giving him glare for glare. 

“If you and them two other hombres 
that was with yuh didn’t hang that kid and 
try to make out like he was a rustler ‘cause 
he knew too much about yuh, who did?” 
Dillon said and grinned wolfishly.  

“I’m gonna down the jasper that killed 
my boy—now!” roared Hanson, hand 
streaking for his gun as he faced Berry. 

“Jest a moment, Hanson!” snapped 
Berry to the owner of the Bar H spread. 
“A friend of yores sent me here. Feller 
named Carl Alison—mebbe you 
remember him. His initials are C. P. A.”  

“Huh?” For an instant the rancher 
appeared puzzled, then he nodded. “Oh, 
shore I remember Carl Alison.” He 
jammed his gun back into leather. “If 
yuh’re a friend of Carl’s that changes the 
whole thing as far as I am concerned.”  

“Yuh mean yuh’re gonna let this 
lynchin’ rustler get away with it?” 
demanded Dillon. “Yuh must be crazy, 
Hanson! Sidin’ with one of the hombres 
that killed yore own boy.” 

“That’s what I think,” growled Jed 
Wilson. “Come on men, let’s be ridin’.” 
He swung back into saddle. “Mebbe this 
Alison that they’re talkin’ about is another 
rustling pal of both of ‘em.” 

 
OUR men rode away, leaving Hanson 
and Dillon with Bill Berry and the 
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body of the dead boy. At Hanson’s request 
his son was buried not far from the spot 
where he had been hung. The foreman 
helped dig the shallow grave with many 
baleful glances at Berry, but he made no 
further comment until the grave was 
covered over with dirt. “I’m leavin’ yuh, 
Hanson,” he said then, flatly. “Mebbe 
there’s somethin’ to what folks been 
sayin’ about you workin’ with the rustlers. 
Specially as yuh seem right anxious to side 
this stranger.”  

“All right, Dillon,” snapped Hanson. 
“I’m sick of yore lip, tellin’ me what I 
should and shouldn’t do all of the time. 
You’re fired!”  

“Fired, my eye! I quit!” Dillon laughed 
shortly as he swung into saddle and 
galloped away. 

When Dillon had disappeared behind a 
clump of trees the owner of the Bar H 
turned to the stranger. 

“That business about Carl Alison was 
right smart,” he said. “Wasn’t until yuh 
mentioned that Alison’s initials was C. P. 
A. that I caught on. You’re the man from 
the Cattlemen’s Protective Association 
that I sent for, ain’t yuh?” 

“I am,” said Berry. “Didn’t want to say 
much before those other men until I sized 
things up around here. Looks to me like 
yuh’re in danger, Hanson. Somebody is 
tryin’ their best to frame you as a rustler.”  

“I know that,” said Hanson. “All the 
stock that has been missin’ so far has been 
found hidden on my range.”  

“Duck!” shouted Berry suddenly, 
before he could answer. 

The old rancher dropped without 
asking questions. From the cliffs to the 
south of the little valley came the crack of 
a high-powered rifle. Berry dropping to 
the ground himself, had caught the gleam 
of sunlight on metal. There was a 
drygulcher up on the cliff!  

“Lie still, Hanson,” he said softly. “Let 

that sidewinder up there think yuh been 
downed.”  

“He’ll know that he didn’t get both of 
us with only one bullet,” said Hanson 
without moving. 

Another bullet tore into the ground 
dangerously close to Berry. The Cattle 
Association man decided the drygulcher’s 
shooting was getting too accurate for 
comfort. 

“Keep on lying still and he won’t 
bother yuh,” he muttered to Hanson. “He’s 
shore yuh’re dead. Me, I better head for 
cover.” 

 
E raced to a boulder a short distance 
away, bullets whistling about him. 

Once he was safe behind the big rock, he 
scowled. The man on the cliffside was too 
far away for six-gun range and Berry had 
no rifle.  

For a long time he waited, but there 
were no further shots from the drygulcher, 
or any indication he was still there. 
Finally, Berry deliberately stepped out into 
the open. Nothing happened. Jeff Hanson 
was still lying motionless.  

“Hot as blazes out here,” the rancher 
complained. “How long we gonna play 
this game?”  

“If that jasper is who I think he is he’ll 
round up some of the ranchers around here 
and come back and accuse me of killin’ 
yuh, Hanson,” said Berry. “But we can’t 
take any chances. I’m gonna make out like 
yuh was really dead and I was takin’ yore 
body back to yore ranch.”  

“All right,” Hanson agreed. “But move 
me around a little. I’m gettin’ cramped 
stayin’ in one position this-away.”  

Berry changed the position of the 
supposed corpse, then went to Hanson’s 
horse and loosened the rope that was tied 
to the pommel of the saddle. He fastened 
one end of the rope around the horn so that 
he could pretend to tie the body so it 
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would not fall out of the saddle. 
Again the rifle cracked. The 

drygulcher had come back! Bill Berry fell 
and as he did so his right foot got tangled 
in the noose. Frightened, Hanson’s big bay 
horse galloped away, dragging Berry by 
the foot at the end of the rope. The horse 
headed for the cliffs, sped through the 
mouth of a gulch, dragging the entangled 
man behind it. 

Ten minutes later, a hard-eyed man 
carrying a rifle had just reached the bottom 
of one of the cliffs when a bedraggled 
figure landed on him like a raging wildcat. 
The drygulcher snarled and grabbed for 
his six-gun as the rifle was flung out of his 
reach. Berry caught the arm that held the 
gun, and twisted both of his foe’s arms so 
that they were behind the drygulcher’s 
back as he tripped him to earth. 

“All right, Berry!” called a voice 
behind the two struggling men. “We’ve 
heard and seen enough to know that yuh 
got the leader of the rustlers.” 

 
ERRY glanced over his shoulder. 
Hanson and the three other men who 

had been with the ranch owner earlier had 
all ridden up. Hanson was mounted on 
Berry’s roan. Both Dillon and Wilson 
were missing. 

“Knew that this hombre must have had 
somethin’ to do with the lynching,” said 
Berry, still holding his prisoner’s face to 
the ground. “Noticed that his rope was the 
only one missing off his saddle. Figgered 
he used it to hang the boy. Figgered, too, 
that young Jim must have spotted him 
doin’ some rustlin’ so he hung the kid to 
keep him from talkin’.”  

“That’s Dillon, ain’t it?” asked 
Hanson. “I been plumb certain it was him 
the way he’s been actin’.”  

“No.” Berry released his prisoner. 
“It’s. Tim Wilson—he’s yore guilty man. 
Knew Dillon wasn’t one of the rustlers. If 
he had been he’d have said he seen me 
hangin’ young Hanson alone instead of 
sayin’ there was two other men with me.”  

Dillon had ridden up hastily as he saw 
the gathering. He sat in the saddle 
listening. The foreman smiled. 

“Looks to me like Wilson has hung 
himself by his own rope,” he said to the C. 
P. A. man. “I shore misjudged yuh, Berry, 
but I was jest tryin’ to protect the boss.” 
He glanced at Hanson. “Changed my mind 
about quittin’.”  

“Yuh’re hired instead of fired,” said 
Hanson. He smiled. “Never did know a 
gent named Carl Alison.” 
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