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It isn’t every prospector who has a heart of gold. And it isn’t every old-timer who can handle a 
six-gun like either Henry or Landsinger could. But then not many towns can boast of a 
“Dogtown” Granby. ... Somehow, Mesquit Bend enjoyed the combination. 
 

HEY were scraggly-bearded and 
squint-eyed, and tanned to the hue of 
weathered copper, this pair of ancient 

prospectors. Joshua Landsinger was tall and 
exceedingly gaunt, a person of few words, as a 
general thing; “Doodlebug” Henry was very 
small and thin, and usually very garrulous. 
Each was ambidextrous and in his young 
manhood had been a double-gunned daredevil. 
Wizened little Henry remembered answering 
to the far-flung nickname, “Cimarron Kid.” 
Landsinger still dreamed of wild old days 
when the dark-skinned hombres of the Border 
had alluded to him fearsomely as “El Halcon,” 
the Hawk. 
 The hard-bitten ex-terror of the 
Cimarron country rode to Mesquit Bend for 
supplies, and the equally hard-bitten 

Landsinger began to count the hours until his 
partner’s return. In the month just passed 
they’d been lucky in their never-ending hunt 
for the precious yellow. Old Joshua now 
cherished visions of something fancy in the 
line of edibles. Bacon and beans, sourdough 
biscuit and black coffee straight for a year or 
so fag the appetite. The tall viejo looked 
forward to tinned apricots. 
 Henry should have been back in mid-
afternoon of the second day, even considering 
the set, plodding gait of the led pack mule. 
When the red-hot desert sun had gone down 
and there was yet no crawling speck on the 
horizon, Joshua Landsinger scented calamity. 
Perhaps it was because he was so lonesome 
without Doodlebug. They’d been partners for 
upwards of thirty years. Doodlebug, he told 
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himself, might have fallen sick and died, or he 
might have been robbed, or killed, or both. 
Landsinger caught his raw-boned horse and 
saddled it, filled his saddle canteen, dug out 
another old six-gun and belt of cartridges and 
buckled them on. Then he mounted and rode 
toward Mesquit Bend to investigate. 
 He rode most of the night, reaching 
town shortly before daybreak. The dusty, 
stony streets were deserted. Nowhere did he 
see a light. He tied the rein of his weary horse 
to a hitch-rack in front of the one big saloon 
and sat down on the warped wooden sidewalk 
to await some sign of life. Dog-tired, he 
stretched himself out before the main entrance 
of the saloon and soon went to sleep in spite 
of his anxiety on Henry’s account. 
 The toe of a boot in his gaunt ribs 
woke him more than an hour later. It hurt, and 
there certainly was no excuse for it. 
Landsinger rose with both hands full of worn 
black-walnut and steel that glinted in the early 
sunlight. The heavily built and dark, 
colorfully-garbed man who had delivered the 
brutal kick was the saloon keeper. Quickly he 
did another unwise thing. Had he known that 
Joshua Landsinger was more dangerous than 
heated dynamite—but he didn’t know. 
 “Why, you old tarantula!” he bit out, 
and went to an armpit holster for a pretty 
silver-mounted thirty-eight. 
 Landsinger’s right-hand forty-five 
belched flame and lead and smoke to the 
accompaniment of a thunderous roar, and the 
owner of the saloon dropped like a pole-axed 
beef. Not a word had passed the lips of the 
grizzled ancient. Doodlebug Henry was for the 
moment relegated to the limbo of the 
forgotten. Out of the corners of his squinted 
eyes old Joshua saw that men were running 
toward him. He sprang for his horse and was 
half in the saddle when Sheriff Abner Telford 
and a deputy each seized him by an arm and 
dragged him back to his feet in the street dust. 
He had no strength to waste in resistance that 

must prove futile. He growled: 
 “Take it easy, Ab. Don’t git over-het. 
It skassly pays.” 
 With their free hands the officers of 
the law snatched away his guns. The sheriff 
was elderly, lean, and had a set look of 
worriment on his face. 
 He knew the pair of prospectors a 
little—as well, perhaps, as anybody knew 
them. He began: “You danged old pepper-pod, 
what got into you, anyhow?” 
 Landsinger indicated the inert figure 
on the warped sidewalk boards nearby, and 
answered: “That polecat kicked me and then 
started to fix to go for his weepon, Ab.” 
 Sheriff Telford noted that the 
saloonkeeper’s silver-mounted thirty-eight 
was still in its holster, and he ran his gaze over 
the thin, early crowd. 
 “Anybody see it done?” 
 There were no witnesses, evidently. 
Landsinger suffered himself to be led down 
the street and to the squat jail building, in a 
front corner of which the Mesquit Bend sheriff 
had his office. 
 “I’ll do what I can for you, old-timer,” 
Telford said, as he unlocked and opened a cell 
door of iron latticework. 
 The new prisoner thought again of 
Doodlebug Henry. He stepped across the 
gloomy threshold and drew up short, staring 
as though at a ghost. On a narrow bed in a 
corner of that same cell Doodlebug sat 
blinking at him! 
 “You—hod-dang you!” suddenly 
erupted old Joshua. “You bander-shanked, 
pigeon-toed, fiddle-bellied packrat! You come 
to town after s’plies, git on a rampage and 
gamble all of our grub-stake away! Can you 
think o’ one single, solitary reason why I 
ortn’t to choke hell plum’ square out o’ you, 
you fiddle-bellied packrat?” 
 On the other side of the iron door, 
Abner Telford heard, frowned, and lingered. 
Old Joshua had jumped at a conclusion. But 



Desert Dust 
 

3

his guess wasn’t so poor, at that. 
 “Choke me if you wants to, 
Joshaway,” meekly replied Doodlebug, one 
clawlike hand caressing his thinly-bearded 
chin. “But afore you does it, I craves to 
explain. Joshaway, I ort to had better sense, 
but apparently I didn’t have. Some cowpoke, 
he gimme a long drink, and she mellered me 
up a heap, and I got to thinkin’ about you in 
yore pore rags. Thinks I to myself, Joshaway: 
 “Now, if I can play stud and win a 
leetle extry dinero, I’ll buy pore old Joshaway 
some new clothes. Y’see, I’d allus beat you 
playin’ stud with matches. But the hombre I 
played with, he cleaned me so danged quick 
that my head ain’t quit swimmin’ yit! All 
right, Joshaway, I reckon that’s all I got to 
say. Go to chokin’.” 
 “And,” Landsinger sneered, “they put 
you in jail here because you played stud and 
lost—hod-dang you, you can tell that to the 
hoot-owls!” 
 Sheriff Telford spoke from the cell 
door: “I didn’t jail Doodlebug for that, Josh. I 
jailed him for shootin’ the saloon and town up 
after he’d lost his money. I shore didn’t know 
that one little old coot like him could burn so 
much gunpowder in so short a time—lucky he 
didn’t hit anybody. Looked like he was 
huntin’ trouble, wearin’ two guns that way.” 
 “But I has to wear two smoke-poles or 
none,” wailed Doddlebug, “for because I’m so 
danged little that one gun pulls me sideways 
and throws me out of balance. I told you that, 
at fust, Ab.” 
 “Who was that there fancy-dressed 
polecat I drilled a minute ago?” Landsinger 
inquired of the sheriff. 
 “The same hombre that won 
Doodlebug’s money,” growled the sheriff. 
“‘Dogtown’ Granby, the plum’ slickest 
gambler I’ve ever seen; comes in here some 
months ago from a place on Texas tidewater 
and gambled with anybody for any stakes. 
Cheated, yeah, but couldn’t be caught at it. 

Soon he owned the saloon. Then he loant 
about a third o’ the fool male population o’ 
this town money on mortgages, and won it 
back, and still had their homes under his 
thumb. Then half o’ the ranchers in the county 
was rustled to death, and Granby loant ’em 
money on mortgages, and they cain’t pay out. 
He was back o’ that rustlin’, o’ course, but 
there was no proof. Tried to boss everything 
and everybody, and danged near done it. 
Border riff-raff and for-hire killers flocked to 
him like flies to m’lasses. When he didn’t 
want a man around, that man turned up 
dead—and no proof. 
 “Landsinger, I hated havin’ to pretend 
I was mad about you drillin’ Granby when I 
arrested you. If I hadn’t thought fast, old-
timer, you’d ’a’ been shot in the back by some 
o’ Granby’s cutthroats!” 
 Joshua Landsinger said: “Shore looks 
like the public ort to thank me for removin’ 
sech a pi’zen varmint—” 
 The interruption came from a point 
just behind Sheriff Abner Telford in the jail 
corridor. It was a cold, hard voice: 
 “Yeah? You old tarantula, the public 
cain’t thank you yet awhile!” 
 The officer wheeled and gasped. There 
stood Dogtown Granby! 
 This would-be boss of town and 
county was a trifle pale, but otherwise he was 
himself again. Landsinger’s bullet had been a 
little high; it had struck Granby’s light gun in 
its armpit holster, and the jolt had merely 
staggered the star gambler’s heart for a few 
minutes. Telford spoke in the grimmest 
fashion: 
 “Dogtown, yo’re lucky, somehow. But 
I’ll pin a hangin’ on you yet. There’s a few 
hombres in a hundred miles of here that don’t 
owe you money and ain’t afraid o’ you and 
yore Border scrapin’s, and I’m one o’ ’em. 
Get out!” 
 The ultra-cunning and ultra-villainous 
Granby leered, but said nothing, turned on his 
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heel, and left the squat building. The sheriff 
unlocked the cell door and liberated both 
Henry and Landsinger. “Them which don’t 
like it,” he declared, “can lump it. You viejos 
better high-tail it from Mesquit Bend pronto, 
is my advice.” 
 “And us without a scrap to eat and 
prackly starvin’?” grumbled old Joshua. 
“They’s a plum’ needcessity for us to raise a 
grub-stake fust.” 
 Telford nodded. “All right. I’ll keep 
yore four guns here until you get ready to 
start. Granby wouldn’t risk havin’ unarmed 
old-timers shot down on the street in broad 
daylight, I’m shore.” 
 He gave the lank, hungry-looking 
Landsinger a dollar, and the pair of ancients 
went to a restaurant. Old Joshua’s wrath for 
his erring partner had evaporated, as it always 
had evaporated, and they discussed angles of 
their predicament as they ate. Independence 
having been the order of their lives, begging a 
grub-stake was an act that they disliked 
tremendously. 
 The moment they were on the street 
again, they found themselves face to face with 
Dogtown Granby, and the meeting was not a 
chance event. The snaky meanness of the 
gambler passed average human understanding. 
 “I’m givin’ you tarantulas fifteen 
minutes for layin’ me down a long string o’ 
tracks out o’ here,” he blared. “Fifteen short 
minutes, and you’ll haf to hustle to make it.” 
 “Go ahead and talk big,” creaked 
Doodlebug. “You got a gun.” 
 Granby drew the gun, held it ready, 
and kicked viciously at the wizened little old 
Henry. Landsinger would have gone at the 
man’s throat, the menacing thirty-eight 
notwithstanding, had not the ever-watchful 
Sheriff Telford rushed between. Telford 
escorted the viejos, ashen with bitter rage 
under their coppery sunburn, from the danger 
zone. Then he went with them to a storekeeper 
and stood for them in the matter of supplies. 

 A little later the deserts own buckled 
on gun and belts, mounted and rode westward 
with a laden pack mule following at the end of 
a frayed hackamore rope. Doodlebug 
muttered, at the edge of town: 
 “Lord bless that sheriff hombre. Say, 
big un’, I know you well enough to know you 
ain’t aimin’ to let the Granby sidewinder git 
by with what he done.” 
 “Skassly,” replied old Joshua, taciturn 
once more. He lifted a bony arm and pointed 
to a dim line of cottonwood trees that marked 
the course of a cow country creek a mile or so 
ahead. “Som’eres hid there in the shade, little 
’un, we can sleep the rest o’ the day. Wish I’d 
had the nerve to ast that storekeeper for a can 
o’ apricots, hod-dang it.” 
 They rode on to the shade of the 
cottonwoods. 
 
DOGTOWN GRANBY’S saloon building 
was big and barnlike, old and sun-blasted and 
sprawling. A partitioned-off room in the rear 
and to the left served the tyrant as an office, 
and most of the business transacted there was 
with multitudinous and murderous henchmen. 
There was a door leading to the saloon proper 
and another that opened to an alley. 
 The bartenders were rushed that night. 
The crowd was hilarious before nine o’clock. 
Granby sat alone in his office, smoked and 
listened to the innumerable sounds that 
filtered through to his ears, and of those 
sounds the only important one to him was the 
clanging of the cash-register bell. Suddenly he 
came out of his dark reverie to realize that he 
was looking into the muzzles of four worn 
Colt six-guns. And just beyond the weapons 
were the hard-bitten, scraggly-bearded 
countenances of the old-timers. 
 “Nary a word,” Landsinger warned 
softly. “Doodlebug, lock that inside door. 
Keerless of you, polecat, not to keep yore 
doors locked.” 
 In the squinted desert eyes Granby 
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noted something that made him think of blood 
and steel. He went a little pale, spat his cigar, 
and slowly elevated his hands, Henry sprang 
to the inner door and shot the bolt, and 
hastened back and took possession of the 
pretty thirty-eight. The prospectors had a cut-
and-dried plan, one that was strikingly unique. 
 “So the law couldn’t git anything on 
you,” pursued Landsinger. “Well, mebbe me 
and Doodlebug can git somethin’ on you. We 
owes it to Ab Telford to do it if it’s possible. 
Move a hair the wrong way, and you’ll find 
out you ain’t bullet-proof. Now git up and 
come along. Hustle!” 
 “Wait—” Granby said. “How much 
dinero you want?” 
 Plainly, he was fighting for time. 
Landsinger swore and brought a gun barrel 
down on the head of the would-be big boss, 
not too hard. The saloon hilarity drowned the 
noise of the man’s fall. Old Joshua bolstered 
his guns, snatched up Granby’s silver-buff 
Stetson hat and held it with the brim between 
his teeth—Granby would need that hat—and 
stooped and caught the gambler under the 
armpits. Doodlebug thrust the thirty-eight 
inside his tattered shirt and bolstered his two 
Colts, then bent and seized the gambler by the 
ankles. The viejos then hurried the limp figure 
into the alley and away to thick darkness that 
hid their horses and laden pack mule. Quickly 
they bound the insensible captive across a 
saddle and set out westward, one of them 
walking. 
 The rest of that night and two hours of 
the next day they traveled, the old-timers 
walking and riding by turns. Granby had soon 
recovered consciousness; he had been placed 
upright in the saddle, with a rawhide thong 
holding his wrists securely behind him and his 
ankles bound by a short length of rope under 
the horse’s belly. He’d tried to buy his captors 
off, begged, threatened, and finally had lapsed 
into the most lurid and futile of profanity. 
 Joshua Landsinger and Doodlebug 

Henry had a shack, a picturesque patchwork 
of mud and poles, odds and ends of boards 
and tin, at a seep-spring oasis in the hilly heart 
of the vast Seguaro Desert. There was 
ordinarily enough grass for their three head of 
livestock, a few palo verdes, and an ironwood 
or so. Tales of a great, lost gold lode had 
brought them to the Seguaro a year before. 
They hadn’t been long in deciding that the 
lode was a myth. 
 Although Dogtown Granby was a 
Westerner born, he’d had little experience 
with hills and none at all with deserts. The 
eternal brooding silence terrified him, a fact 
which he concealed with some difficulty, 
when he could conceal it. His wilting later 
would have seemed pitiful in a man whose 
make-up was leavened by a shred or so of 
decency. In Granby the wilting was ludicrous. 
 In mid-afternoon of the first broiling-
hot day, the gambler asked bluntly: “What’re 
you aimin’ to do with me?” 
 They were in the hut, and he was 
looking at Henry. Doodlebug glanced at his 
partner. “Ast the other old tarantula.” 
 Landsinger pushed his slouch hat to 
the back of his unkempt, grizzled head, raked 
perspiration from his parchment-like brow, 
and assumed a pseudo-judicial air. He 
proceeded with his and Henry’s cut-and-dried 
plan: 
 “The law couldn’t git anything on you, 
Dogtown, but me and Doodlebug can, mebbe. 
I reckon we’d as well have yore trial now; 
good a time as any. I’ll be the judge. 
Doodlebug will be the prosecutin’ lawyer. Set 
down on that soapbox, Dogtown, the one right 
behind you. Me, I’ll set here.” 
 He dropped to a crude stool at the rear 
end of the short, wide shelf that served as a 
table. Granby sank to the soapbox. It was 
anything but a farce to Granby. There was 
about the rats a set, iron grimness that made 
him afraid. 
 “But I ain’t got anybody representin’ 
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me,” he blurted. 
 “Don’t make no diffunce,” coldly 
replied old Joshua. With the butt of a six-gun 
he rapped on the shelf-table. “This here court 
will now come to order. Uh-Mr. Henry, 
present the indictments agin the accused.” 
 Wizened little Doodlebug rose from 
the edgewise saddle in a corner, and began 
sternly: 
 “Yore Honor, the pris’ner is charged 
with crooked card-playin’, loanin’ money 
knowin’ he was goin’ to win it back, hirin’ 
killers to do mudder for him, hirin’ rustlers, 
mortgagin’ right and left and danged near 
bankruptin’ the city, o’ Mesquit Bend and the 
county o’ Red Rock—aw, hell, yore Honor, 
I’m out o’ breath—ain’t that enough?” 
 “No,” said Landsinger, “it ain’t. He 
cheated two pore old tarantulas out o’ their 
grubstake, and he kicked one o’ the said 
tarantulas and tried to kick the other—yeah, 
with a gun in his paw—and gives ’em fifteen 
minutes for layin’ him down a long string o’ 
tracks away from there. Keerful, Dogtown! 
Anything you say will be used agin you, as 
shore as—” 
 Granby went to his feet, interrupting: 
“Say, Landsinger, I—” 
 “Contempt!” shouted the tall ancient. 
“Contempt of court! Dogtown Granby, I 
hereby sentences you to stay in this desert 
until sech time as all o’ them mortgages 
becomes—uh, null and void—” He had very 
hazy ideas about this—“and until the town and 
county has outgrowed yore devilment, and Ab 
Telford has cleaned out the last o’ yore Border 
scrapin’s without any hinderance from you—a 
snake with its head cut off ain’t much snake, 
y’see. Now you listen further: 
 “You’ll work whilst yo’re here, 
diggin’ with pick and shovel, minin’, startin’ 
at sunup tomorrow. Think we’d feed you for 
nothin’? Skassly! Git loose from us? I or 
Doodlebug’ll be gyardin’ you day and night. It 
ain’t likely that any o’ yore gang would think 

about you bein’ ’way out here. You, 
Doodlebug, listen. If Dog makes a tricky 
move, we drills him. Little ’un, you 
unnerstands, don’t you?” 
 “Shore, big ’un,” Henry nodded, faced 
Granby. “I throwed yore purty thirty-eight 
away, Dog. Don’t try to find it.” 
 
WHEN breakfast was over on the following 
morning, the gambler was escorted to a square 
of rugged terrain, each corner of which was 
marked by a warped gray stake, within 
revolver shot of both the hut and the seep-
spring. As the trio drew up, Granby looked 
narrowly at his captors, then scowled at the 
pick and shovel that they had dropped at his 
feet. Henry drawled: 
 “This here is the only claim me and 
Joshaway ever bothered to stake and register 
in the Seguaro, Dogtown. A year ago, it was. 
We found some color, but if they was much o’ 
the yaller, she laid deep, and the sun was hot 
and the ground baked and rocky. But yo’re a 
heap younger’n us, and you won’t mind the 
hard diggin’.” 
 “No? Guess again,” bit out the 
tidewater Westerner. 
 But on the next day Granby worked. 
He had to in order to eat. This was his wilting. 
And on the next day it was the same, and the 
next. Moreover, he had become interested in 
his work. He ceased to curse the heat that 
drew perspiration from every pore of his body 
and grimed him with a thin caking of dust, 
ceased to be concerned over the pick-handle 
and shovel-handle blisters in his broad palms. 
A rest period of two hours, granted him by the 
viejos because of the broiling sun, seemed 
more torture to him than the labor. 
 At sunset, Granby came in acting 
queerly in spite of himself. It was not difficult 
to see that he was a man with some unusual 
weight on his mind. Landsinger and Henry 
exchanged sly glances. Although the old-
timers hadn’t been keeping very close to the 



Desert Dust 
 

7

gambler, except at night when they guarded 
him in order to prevent his escape, they had 
watched him closely. Doodlebug hitched up 
his two sagging gunbelts and began to put 
supper on the shelf-table. Old Joshua fingered 
his scraggly beard and drawled, as though 
more to make talk than for any other reason: 
 “Find any yaller today, Dogtown?” 
 “Found nothin’ but the same old rock 
and dirt,” came sullenly. 
 “Thought I seen you coverin’ up 
somethin’ out there on the claim, hidin’ 
somethin’,” Landsinger muttered. “Could ’a’ 
been mistook, o’ course.” 
 Doodlebug Henry swore creakingly at 
the coffee-pot handle for being hot, then 
inquired: “Ever hear o’ the lost Seguaro lode, 
Dogtown?” 
 “Never did,” said Granby. 
 He lied. That lost lode, popularly 
supposed to be worth millions, had become a 
part of tradition in the West. 
 “Hold supper,” bluntly ordered 
Landsinger. 
 He left the shack, hurried toward the 
claim and the newest of the holes that Granby 
had dug. After ten minutes he returned, and 
his lined face was a hard mask now. The 
gambler eyed him narrowly as he crossed the 
earthen threshold. The voice of old Joshua 
was as hard as his face: 
 “You found somethin’, Dogtown, all 
right. Why didn’t you tell me when I ast you?” 
 “Not—not the lode!” gasped 
Doodlebug. “Right here at our door, after 
we’d hunted—” 
 Landsinger interrupted, almost 
purring: “Hombres, le’s eat supper.” 
 The three sat down and ate, the 
gambler wolfing his food and watching the 
rats covertly. Trying to snatch one of their 
guns entailed too much risk; they were quick 
with their hardware and quick-tempered. The 
twilight deepened. Henry lighted a tallowdip 
and stuck it deftly to the back side of the shelf 

that served as a table. Dusk welled upward 
from the desert hollows. There was the distant 
and lonesome yapping of a coyote, the lazy 
stamping of hoofs down near the spring. 
 Granby, who now sat on a box low in 
the shadows, lifted his tousled head into the 
range of yellow candlelight and spoke. “Yeah, 
Landsinger, I did find somethin’ out there. 
Heavy gold ore by the barrel. You and Henry 
won’t want to bother with developin’ the 
mine, so why not sell out to me? I’ll give you 
twenty thousand.” 
 Old Jushua and wizened little 
Doodlebug laughed in unison. “Haw, haw, 
haw, haw—twenty thousand!” Landsinger 
sobered, and continued: “I got us a name for 
the mine. The ‘Blue Ghost.’ She sounds right 
purty to me.” 
 “Shore,” agreed Doodlebug. “She’s 
plum’ bootiful. Why, Dog, I and Joshaway 
could blow twenty thousand on one rampage.” 
 Granby did not repeat his offer, not 
then. Plainly, he was doing some hard 
thinking.... If the claim hadn’t been 
registered—but it had been. Probably only 
Landsinger and Henry knew the exact location 
of the stake. Were it not for this, the stakes 
could be moved and the claim registered all 
over again in his own name. There were those 
who would make good guesses, in the event 
that the rats— er, vanished completely. True 
enough, but guesses were not admitted as 
evidence in law courts. Granby did not doubt 
that this was the far-famed Seguaro lode. 
 The three bedded themselves down as 
usual, which is to say that the gambler lay on a 
blanket in one end of the shack and the 
ancients on blankets in the other end. 
Landsinger was to remain awake and on guard 
until midnight, Henry from that time until 
dawn. Throughout all the dark hours a 
tallowdip would be burning. 
 But on this midnight old Joshua did 
not waken his partner. He wished the gambler 
to believe that he had fallen asleep in spite of 
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himself. He may, or may not, have thus 
deceived Granby. Before long he heard a 
slight noise, very slight; the interior of the hut 
was a mass of shadow below the level of the 
broad shelf, and he was unable to detect 
movement. Then the light of the gluttering 
tallowdip showed him that a hand was 
creeping toward it and toward a meat knife 
that lay beside it. His experiment had borne 
fruit. Granby meant to murder them while 
they slept. 
 Bam—old Joshua had released a six-
gun’s hammer. The bullet sent the knife 
spinning. 
 The hand was no longer in sight. 
Doodlebug sat up gripping worn black-walnut 
and steel. Landsinger pushed him back. Not a 
word was spoken. 
 No mention of the incident was made 
on the next morning, either. After early 
breakfast, Granby visited the claim as though 
to convince himself that he hadn’t been 
dreaming, hurried to the old-timers and began 
to bid frenziedly for the Blue Ghost. Gold 
fever had grown upon him until it threatened 
his reason. Only when his offer included all 
his earthly possessions was it accepted. 
 “Ketch up the stock, Doodlebug,” said 
Landsinger, “and we’ll go before the Mesquit 
Bend magistrate and close the deal proper. Mr. 
Granby, you reckon you can ride a pack mule 
to town?” 
 The jubilant Mr. Granby declared that 
he could ride a gopher. 
 Late in the afternoon of that day, the 
three appeared in the Mesquit Bend 
magistrate’s office and made their trade legal. 
Granby did not have a great amount of ready 
cash, but he had many thousands in mortgages 
on town and country property, and he had the 
big saloon, and these followed the money into 
the possession of Joshua Landsinger and 
Doodlebug Henry. Granby swore triumphantly 
as he pocketed the document that proclaimed 
him sole owner of the Blue Ghost. The 

startling news was spreading with the rapidity 
of fire in a powder house, and a crowd had 
gathered in the street outside. The gambler 
used a rear window as a means of hasty exit. 
Soon he was astride a horse and galloping 
toward Benson City and the home of an 
assayer. Sheriff Abner Telford came fighting 
his way through the crowd at the front. 
 “Wish I could ’a’ been the first to 
congratulate you, amigos!” he began whole-
heartedly. “You can forget about the grub-
stake, too. When you tell where you made the 
big strike—must be the Seguaro lode—there’ll 
shore be a rush—” 
 “Thanks, Ab, a heap,” broke in 
Landsinger. “We ain’t tellin’ nothin’, Ab. Say, 
I and Doodlebug has got a job for you. We’re 
a-indorsin’ these here mortgages back to the 
people which drawed ’em, makin’ no charge 
a-tall—yeah, playin’ Santy Claus—and we 
wants you to distribute ’em for us. Also, we’re 
astin’ you to hold this here cash money that 
Granby paid us, and the papers givin’ us the 
saloon.” 
 Telford was struck speechless. It really 
was an amazing thing. 
 The main street of Mesquit Bend held 
a milling throng of townsmen and men from 
outlying ranches before the night was an hour 
old. These tried very hard to show their 
gratitude and appreciation when they’d been 
convinced that there was no proverbial string 
to the gift. They dined and wined the viejos 
repeatedly. At ten o’clock, the star actors in 
the impromptu celebration were declining 
even tinned apricots; at one, the best of bottled 
goods had lost favor with them; at two, they 
were carried gently into the hotel and gently 
put to bed, to sleep the clock around and 
considerably more. 
 Sunset found them up, dressed, and in 
conference. They proceeded to the sheriff’s 
office when the conference was over. 
 “Ab,” said Landsinger, “though 
Granby beat us out o’ grub-stake money, 
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kicked me and tried to kick Doodlebug, and 
would ’a’ knifed us whilst we slept if he 
could, we’ll haf ta play square with him—
even him. We’ll give him his saloon back and 
most o’ that cash money; then we ain’t 
cheated him a-tall, and ain’t lied to him none, 
but have only fed him the rope he ast for. 
Them mortgages, he got them by cheatin’, and 
it shore ain’t right for him to have them back.” 
 Telford said: “Dogtown just got in 
from havin’ that claim assayed, and he’d rode 
a hawss half to death. Mad? Oh, gosh! But I 
reckon there ain’t anything he can do about it, 
because all you sold him was a claim. You 
might tell me now, Landsinger: was the 
Seguaro lode iron pyrites, fools’ gold?” 
 Old Joshua shook his grizzled head. “I 
don’t think they is any sech lode, Ab. Wasn’t 
no fools’ gold on that claim, nary speck. Say, 
them mortgages goin’ home to roost ort to put 
spirit in people; ain’t no danger o’ Dogtown 
foreclosin’ on ’em now, y’see.” 
 “Put spirit in people!” echoed the 
officer. “Old-timer, you said it. After you two 
was put to bed last night, a big bunch o’ 
cowpokes and ranchers drove all o’ Granby’s 
low-down friends—except the two 
bartenders—clean into Mexico and warned 
’em to stay there. The town’s been so quiet—” 
 “Fire!” yelled a man who stood in the 
doorway of a nearby store. “The saloon’s 
afire!” 
 “By thunder, Dogtown’s done that for 
spite!” exclaimed Telford. 
 That was a good guess, if guess it may 
be called. Granby, beaten and desperate, had 
no means of knowing that he was destroying 
property that was to have been returned to 
him. The old dry frame building was fast 
becoming a mass of roaring flames. Doubtless 
kerosene had been used in setting the fire. 
Quickly scores of people gathered in the street 
to watch. Landsinger and Henry hurried 
around to the rear in the forlorn hope that they 
might be able to effect an entrance there and 

salvage at least one keg, and ran abruptly into 
Dogtown Granby and his bartender henchmen. 
Each of the villainous trio was armed. In half-
insane rage, the gambler cried above the 
crackling of the flames: 
 “Drag iron, you tarantulas!” 
 He had his new gun out of holster 
leather before he spoke. But with that, the five 
of them drew in the same second, and in the 
same split second began to shoot. The guns of 
the desert men were like a pair of Gatlings, 
and they were accurate. When the Mesquit 
Bend sheriff turned a rear corner of the 
doomed building with a crowd at his heels, 
Granby and his companions lay face-
downward in the sand, as dead as they would 
ever be. The old-timers had vanished; they 
were on their way to the doctor to have their 
wounds, lead burns, looked after. 
 “No witnesses, and it’ll save the 
commonwealth the expense of a trial if we 
calls this a plain case o’ triple suicide,” bluntly 
said Telford. 
 Early next morning, Landsinger and 
Henry appeared in front of the sheriff’s office. 
They had their horses and pack mule and were 
ready to start for their patchwork desert shack. 
Abner Telford hurried out to them. 
 “You can pay for them sidewinders’ 
funerals out o’ the Granby money, Ab,” 
drawled Landsinger. “Y’see, we’re keepin’ 
only what the assayer says the claim is wo’th. 
She was a rich pocket, but only a pocket; she 
was a blue ghost for Dogtown, all right. I and 
Doodlebug diskivered her a year ago, and had 
been holdin’ her to pay for our buryin’ when 
we cashed. Planned the thing right purty, 
didn’t we? Dogtown bein’ from tidewater 
Texas, we figgered he didn’t know a heap 
about gold, and he didn’t. We showed him 
where to dig, o’ course. So long, Ab, and good 
luck to you!” 
 “Wait!” exclaimed the officer. “You 
two don’t haf to work any more. Lots o’ 
people has already spoke for the privilege o’ 
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keepin’ you as long as you live. Take them 
hawsses and that balaam back to the livery 
stable.” 

But they wouldn’t. No so-called 
civilization for them. They mounted stiffly 

and went riding into the west, leading the 
plodding pack mule; into the west, toward the 
golden silence and brooding peace of their 
desert. 

 


