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HE night was black; and the shot was 
fired as Langdon came through the 
cabin door. 

 He dropped, hit somewhere around the 
ribs on the left side—one scar more or less 
made little difference—and lay quiet while he 
drew from his shoulder holster the long-
barreled Colt. The spurt of flame had come 
from across the room, from behind the bunk 
where Saunders had evidently been waiting. 
But no doubt he had moved away at once. It 
would not be discreet to remain long in one 
place after shooting at Langdon—not unless 
one hit him in a more vital spot than the short 
ribs.  
 Langdon lay still, holding his breath as 
much as he could and listening, listening for 
the least sound that would indicate a target, 
and holding the revolver poised to shoot 
quick. He had not expected to find Saunders 
there. He had come to wait for him. He had 
intended to settle down behind that bunk and 
shoot first. Saunders could not be taken alive: 
he had said so, and he was a man of his word. 
 Saunders had been on the jump for 
sixty hours, and Langdon knew it. He had 
expected him to double back to the cabin. The 

girl lived just down the gulch, and Langdon 
knew that she had sent word for him to meet 
her. 
 “Sixty hours without sleep,” Langdon 
said to himself as he noiselessly twisted to one 
side to ease the burning pain that had come, 
“And he was sure awake when I showed up. 
Wonder how he knew I wasn’t the girl—my 
boots and limp, I suppose. I just blundered in.” 
 Langdon knew that he must outguess 
and outshoot Saunders. He was sure at least 
one of them had to be dead when both left the 
cabin. 
 To outshoot Saunders one had to 
knock the marks from a six-spot at ten paces 
in less than half that many seconds. But 
Langdon could do it—when at his best. Just 
now it seemed that somebody had driven a 
red-hot poker into his chest below the heart. 
Guided by sound only, Saunders had shot and 
missed the heart by less than three inches. 
 Langdon lay where he had dropped, 
He must outguess Saunders, and Saunders 
would expect him to do the natural thing and 
move away. Too late Langdon realized that he 
should have groaned for a minute or two, 
gasped as though the death rattle was in his 
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throat, and then lain quiet as though dead. 
That might have fooled Saunders—and it 
might not. 
 Perhaps Saunders now believed he was 
dead; but not likely, for in the utter stillness of 
the room life could almost be sensed. Besides, 
Saunders knew that if he, Langdon, were dead 
nothing could be lost by remaining silently 
alert until dawn came; and if he were not 
dead, everything would be lost by one 
incautious movement. Saunders would play 
the waiting game and use his head. 
 Langdon clamped his teeth to hold 
back the groans that surged toward his lips. It 
was very nearly more at times than he could 
do to keep from coughing. The pain grew 
worse. He put his fingers to his side, then 
wiped them on- his shirt. The left side of the 
shirt was moist and sticky. It seemed to him 
that for hour after hour he lay, the gun lifted 
and ready, the pain gnawing just below his 
heart. He, too, had to be awake and alert for 
the dawn; it would be the man with best eyes 
then that shot first. 
 The gun grew heavy. He lowered it. 
He was too rapid on the trigger to need hold it 
ready like a boy standing over a rabbit hole. It 
was a relief to lay the gun on the floor, but he 
kept his fingers resting on the handle. A turn 
of the wrist and he could have it aimed and 
fired instantly. 
 So Jennie had sent word to Saunders to 
meet her. Langdon turned the thought over 
and over in his mind. She had known which 
way he rode and where he was hiding out, and 
had sent word—and an hour before she had 
kissed Langdon and told him for the first time 
that she loved him. Now he understood why 
she had pled with him to let Saunders escape; 
had pled with him—the sheriff—to let a 
murderer get away. 
 Langdon had understood when he 
caught the half-breed that worked for her 
father and made him tell where he was going, 
and why. And Langdon had let the half-breed 

go on his way with the message and planned 
to be at the cabin before Saunders arrived. 
Langdon had never heard of Delilah; but he 
felt that Jennie had played on him as only a 
devilish-hearted and angel-faced woman can 
play on a man. He felt no personal regret that 
Buck Robertson had been killed. Any one of 
numerous people probably felt that it was 
rather a good thing, but all were amazed that 
any one should have done it. Robertson had 
not only been quick on the trigger himself, but 
he held the valley in his hand. His herds 
overran other men’s land, and there were few 
of those men who had protested otherwise 
than politely and had not been silent when the 
protests, as they might have known 
beforehand, got them nothing. 
 Langdon had no special zeal in 
catching Saunders because Saunders, too, 
loved the girl. Duty meant much to Langdon. 
He had been a deputy in his teens. He had 
been made Sheriff in his late twenties; and he 
was not without pride in his reputation as a 
man-getter—not killer, but getter. Saunders 
was known far and wide as a hot-tempered, 
impetuous, reckless fellow who had had a 
good deal of trouble with Robertson’s son, 
Phil. 
 He might have got away—or stayed 
on—without any one knowing who had killed 
Robertson down in the cottonwood grove 
between the cabin and Washburn’s place; but 
he had ridden up to the Horse Shoe Saloon, 
gone in, invited everybody up for a drink, then 
holding his glass high had shouted: 
 “Well, boys, there’s to be a little game 
of tag, and I’m ‘it.’ Buck Robertson’s cows 
won’t break in on my alfalfa patch again. His 
body’s down there in the grove. I did it. Now 
get me if you can—but I’ll be a dead man 
when you do.” 
 With that he had leaped through the 
door, on to his horse and made off, while 
excited men stamped and shouted back and 
forth, ran to their horses and raced to the 
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grove—then hit the trail after Saunders. They 
had ridden hard and kept him on the jump, 
raising him out of his hiding-places as a rabbit 
is raised from the brush by hounds; but he had 
doubled back, dodged in and around and 
actually came back almost to the starting-
place; and with less than a mile in the lead had 
repassed the Washburn place again. 
 And Jennie Washburn had lied when 
Langdon questioned her. Langdon had at first 
thought that she was mistaken, but now he 
was sure she had lied. She had said that 
Saunders came riding past her father’s place 
and turned north toward the mountains. Later 
Langdon found that he had turned south 
toward the foothills. 
 Old man Washburn himself had said 
that he hadn’t seen anything. He had a leg that 
had withered after a fall from a horse, and got 
about only on crutches and in a buckboard. He 
tried hard to make crops grow and pay, but 
like all small farmers he had stood in 
Robertson’s way and no matter what fences 
were built the morning came when he found 
his fields full of cattle. 
 Langdon had ridden north with the 
posse. But when there had been no sign of 
Saunders’ trail he had turned back alone. 
Anyway, he preferred to hunt for men alone. 
He felt himself to be the match for any, and he 
didn’t like the blundering, stupid noise of a 
posse. He had stopped at the Washburn ranch 
and Jennie, at last, had told him that she loved 
him and would marry him. Too, she had 
spoken of Saunders, said what a good 
neighbor he had been; and as a woman can 
when pretending to ask for only a trifle had 
begged Langdon not to press the search. And 
an hour later Jennie had sent her messenger 
south to Saunders, saying— 
 “Meet me at your cabin in the 
morning.” 
 Langdon had reached the cabin before 
midnight; but Saunders waited there even 
ahead of him. 

 Langdon wished the pain would grow 
even sharper, because he felt weak, drowsy. 
He could stand pain. He had stayed in the 
saddle for twenty hours once after his knee 
had been shattered—and he had limped ever 
since. But he had got his man. Now he had to 
stay awake till dawn and shoot first if he got 
his man. He did not want to kill Saunders. But 
Saunders wanted to kill him. Saunders had not 
liked him for a long time—not since he had 
brought Jennie home from the dance the first 
time. That must have been. . . . 
 And feebly puzzling his brain for the 
answer as to how long that had been, Langdon 
suddenly felt himself sinking away, far away. 
 
WHEN he awoke it was daylight, and his hand 
instinctively snatched at his empty holster, for 
there almost within reach lay Saunders, sound 
asleep. His side was painfully stiff and ached, 
but he began to search about for his revolver. 
From behind came a soft voice: “You keep 
still, Bob. I’ve got it. Got his, too. Are you 
badly hurt? I thought you were both dead—
and I nearly fainted. He’s asleep and I let you 
sleep, too. Why did he do it, Bob?” 
 She stooped over to lay her hand 
gently on his forehead, but Langdon twisted 
away, avoiding her hand, and said roughly— 
 “Give me back my gun.” 
 “Bob! Why, Bob, what’s the matter? 
You look like you didn’t know me.” 
 “I know you all right,” he said 
ominously. “Give me that gun.” 
 Jennie drew back from him, puzzled, 
surprised. 
 He tried to get to his feet, but sank 
down. Then pressing his left hand hard against 
his side, he swore between tight-gripped teeth, 
and struggled again till he stood up— but only 
for a moment. His head reeled, he stumbled, 
reached out to catch himself against the wall 
and would have fallen if the girl had not 
propped him with her shoulder, putting an arm 
affectionately around him. 
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 “You get away from me,” he snarled. 
And half shoving her, half jerking himself 
away, he got loose and stumbling forward sat 
down on a broken chair. “Give me that gun,” 
he said breathing hard and watching the 
prostrate man who stirred uneasily. 
 “You won’t kill him?” she asked 
apprehensively. 
 “No. I won’t kill him. He’ll have a 
square trial and if he gets off—then—then you 
can marry him, Miss Washburn.”  
 “Bob!” 
 “Oh, I know you made a fool of me so 
he could get away. I knew he was coming here 
to meet you—I tried to get here first—and 
didn’t. He took a shot at me as I came through 
the door; then we both kept quiet and waited 
for daybreak. The fellow with the best eyes 
would have won. But he went to sleep—and—
and I fainted like a —— girl. Give me that 
gun.” 
 “Bob, what do you mean?” she asked 
tensely. 
 “What I said. Give me that gun. He’s 
waking up. He didn’t need to shoot me—
that’s why he hated me—thought I cut him out 
with you. But that’s neither here nor there. He 
killed Robertson. That’s all 1 want him for.” 
 “Bob, he didn’t kill Robertson.” 
Langdon merely looked at her and grunted. 
 “He didn’t.” 
 “Next you’ll be saying he didn’t wing 
me. I know you love him, Jennie——” 
 “I don’t. I never did. He knows it. Why 
he shot you, I don’t know.” 
 “He knew it was me all right. Could 
tell by the limp.” 
 “Lots of people limp, Bob. Father and 
Buck Robertson’s boy, Phil. Lots of people.” 
 “He knew it was me,” Langdon 
insisted stubbornly. “But I don’t hold that 
against him. Man that’s hiding out is expected 
to shoot the sheriff. I’ve been shot before. But 
I feel so weak, Jen—I mean Miss Washburn.” 
 “Bob, what’s the matter with you?”  

 “Guess I haven’t any right to call a 
lady by her first name when she comes to 
another man’s cabin—alone.” 
 Jennie’s face grew pale and she 
trembled slightly. 
 “Bob,” she said quietly, “I’m sorry. 
Sorry for you. You will never forgive yourself 
for what you have just said. Yes, Bob, I did 
send word to Jack to meet me here. And I did 
try to throw you off his trail. And I did come 
to meet him—alone. Father made me come. 
He wanted me to tell Jack that it wasn’t any 
use to hide out any longer because he is going 
to give himself up. Father killed Robertson 
himself. He’s waiting to give himself up——” 
 “Jennie!” Langdon cried, humbled and 
horrified. 
 “Miss Washburn, please,” she said 
calmly. 
 Jack Saunders opened sleep-swollen 
eyes and peered quickly about as though to 
see something that ought to be on the floor 
and wasn’t. He raised up and them asked 
suddenly— 
 “Did I get him, Langdon?” 
 Langdon was sitting with his head 
between his hands. He had forgotten 
Saunders. 
 “What’s that?” he asked, trying to 
stand and at the same time reaching out to the 
girl for his gun which she still held. 
 Saunders again looked over the floor 
as he said: 
 “Phil Robertson. Did I drop him? It’s a 
good thing, I guess. He’d ’a’ got me this 
morning. Having to be still that way just 
naturally put me to sleep. But how’d you get 
here so quick? Thought you went north with 
the posse.” 
 Langdon’s eyes were hard and narrow 
as he stared into Saunders’ face. 
 “I guess it’s the hemp for me, all 
right,” Saunders went on. “Father and son. It’s 
meant gun-play between Phil and me for a 
long time. And I was waiting here last night 
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for—for—I come back to get some things I 
needed, and I heard Phil limping up to the 
door and I just calculated that he knew I was 
here——” 
 “I limp too, Sanders,” Langdon said in 
a cool, soft voice. 
 “Good God, Langdon—was that you?” 
 “Yes. You hit me here,” and Langdon 
touched his side. 
 “Bob, I wouldn’t have done that for 
anything—I wouldn’t. You and me haven’t 
been friends, but it wasn’t a matter of 
shooting. Not on my side. Not even to make 
my getaway. But that tribe of Robertsons——
” 
 “Washburn’s confessed, Saunders. 
You’re not wanted any more.” 
 “Washburn’s——! Listen, Langdon. I 
made the bull play. The old man did right. I 
ought to ’ave let him go in and tell just how it 
happened. You see, Robertson’s cows had got 
into the barley field. The old man—him a 
cripple, too, you know—was chasing them out 
best he could and I was helping at the other 
side the field, when Robertson came up. I 
didn’t hear what was said, but I saw Robertson 
hit him with a quirt. Just reached over his 
saddle and hit Washburn square in the face. 
The old man was on foot and on crutches, too. 
And he shot. 
 “He done right. It was self-defense. I 
knew it. So I come dashing over, and I said: 
‘Dad, old boy, you can’t ride and I want to 
leave this country, anyhow. This is my job. 
Just keep mum, see. The Robertson tribe’d 
make it hot for you, anyway, and you’ve got 
Jennie and the farm. It’s my job—and I’ll be 

one man that Langdon didn’t get! So I rode 
into town and shot off my face. But it was 
hotter work than I expected. But I was doing it 
for—for—Washburn—and—for Washburn, 
you know.” 
 A moment of silence, and Langdon 
rose stiffly, weakly, from his chair and held 
out his hand as he said: 
 “Yes. I know, Jack. I know. Good-by. 
I guess I can get down to the house all right. 
Me and Washburn’ll drive in—and—and—I 
guess the jury’ll do what’s right. Just like 
Washburn did. Good-by. Good-by, Jennie.” 
 He walked out of the cabin. He leaned 
a little to ease his side, and the sweat of pain 
stood on his drawn, tense face. But he looked 
neither to the right nor to the left, and by sheer 
grit and will he held his legs steady. He was 
weak. He really ought not to try to go. He 
knew it. But they wanted to be alone—and so 
did he. 
 Langdon reached his horse and started 
painfully to mount. Then the girl and Saunders 
came through the door. Saunders came up to 
him, and looking hard into his face said: 
 “You’ve got me wrong, Langdon. I’m 
leaving the country. Don’t bother Washburn a-
tall. He done right as you said, so let it drop. 
And,” he added, with a glimmer of humor on 
his thin, twisted lips, “the girl here’s got 
something she wants you to say to her. My 
horse is hobbled down there in the gully—so 
jest forget me for a half hour or so.” 
 Langdon again slowly put out his 
hand, and in silence Saunders took it, then 
turned away hastily and stumbled off toward 
the gully. 

 


