
Range Riders Western, March, 1950 

 

SHAGGY PANTS 
By JOHNSTON McCULLEY 

 
Ben Darbey was a man with a cause, but you would 
never know it from the crazy pink chaps he wore! 

 
EN DARBEY rode into the little 
cowtown of Crazy Creek fairly early 
on the morning of range payday, 

and headed his pony and the pack horse that 
trailed it toward the hitch-rail of the 
Longhorn Saloon. 

A kind Texas sun beamed down upon 
the scene, and a soft Texas breeze stirred 
the dust and litter in Crazy Creek’s one 
street. The indications were for a calm, 
peaceful day. But it turned out to be the 
opposite. 

A few town loafers were leaning against 

the front of the Longhorn as if propping up 
the building. They were waiting patiently 
for the cowboys to be paid, settle their bills 
at the store, and then hit for the Longhorn 
and get lavish with the money they had 
remaining, especially in the matter of free 
drinks. 

The Star Bar outfit was in town already, 
over at the little brick bank getting their 
pay. The Boxed-D crowd had not reached 
town, the Boxed-D being six miles farther 
than the Star Bar. 

One of the loafers straightened, rubbed 
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his eyes, and gave voice: 
“I ain’t had but one drink yet today, so 

help me! And I’m seein’ things already! 
The liquor in the Longhorn must be 
improvin’.”  

The others looked at him sleepily. He 
pointed. They turned to look toward the 
approaching rider, as he bent forward in his 
saddle slightly and glanced back to be sure 
the pack horse was following to the hitch-
rail. They straightened and rubbed their 
eyes, then, and gave indication of becoming 
interested in something besides the price of 
beef on the hoof and the weather.  

The rider was a man of medium size. 
His age was a guess, for his hair was long 
and unkempt and a month’s stubble of 
sandy beard disguised most of his features. 
His hat was old and battered. His light-
brown shirt was streaked with dust and 
perspiration. He wore a side gun in the 
approved manner.  

Nothing unusual in any of those things. 
But his chaps! 

 
RAZY CREEK had seen wool chaps 
often, but none like these. They were a 

sunset pink. The fleece was long and 
probably Angora. They were heavy and 
wide, and made the wearer look twice as big 
from the waist down. 

“Old Shaggy Pants himself!” a loafer 
exclaimed. “A range tramp above his belt 
and a range dude below! Might be some fun 
in this pilgrim. Wait till the Star Bar and 
Boxed-D boys get filled with red eye and 
have a few looks at them chaps!”  

The rider stopped at the hitch-rail and 
dismounted slowly, yawning as he made the 
move. He bobbed his head at those in front 
of the Longhorn, but did not speak. He tied 
his pony and then the pack horse, which 
was carrying two heavy packs. And then he 
stepped up on the walk and kicked the dust 
from his boots and beat it out of his shaggy 
pants. 

He strolled into the Longhorn and 
stopped near the head of the bar, where the 
saloon owner was talking to Sam Lawrence, 
the town constable. Lawrence was always at 
hand on range payday, for between the Star 
Bar and Boxed-D outfits was an enmity of 
years’ standing which might break out at 
any moment when both outfits were in town 
at the same time. 

Putting a coin on the bar, the newcomer 
to Crazy Creek gestured, and bottle and 
glass were put before him. The loafers 
sauntered into the saloon to watch and 
listen. He poured his drink and downed it, 
wiped his mouth with the back of a grimy 
hand, and rolled a cigarette. Sam Lawrence 
and the saloon man eyed him and glanced at 
each other. 

Dismounted and standing at the bar, his 
appearance was even more comical than 
when he had been in the saddle. One of the 
loafers snickered. Those shaggy pants now 
seemed twice as big, and made him waddle 
whenever he took a step. His nose and eyes 
were about all that could be seen of his face 
close up. His mustache overlapped the hairy 
growth on his lower lip, so there was no 
mouth except when he spoke or yawned. 

“Stranger?” Sam Lawrence asked 
casually. 

He indicated his badge of office as he 
spoke, to make it official and inform the 
newcomer that it was not merely a prying 
question by one not entitled to ask. 

“To this town,” the other replied. “I’m 
known here and there. Name’s Ben 
Darbey.” 

“His name’s Shaggy Pants!” one of the 
loafers called. 

“Don’t be makin’ fun of my chaps!” 
Ben Darbey snapped. “I won ‘em in a poker 
game a month ago. I like ‘em, and I aim to 
wear ‘em whenever I danged please.”  

“He was only funnin’, Mr. Darbey,” 
Lawrence said. “We welcome strangers 
hereabouts, if they’re men of the right 
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kind.”  
“There ain’t any posse kickin’ up dust 

on my trail,” Ben Darbey declared. “I was 
punchin’ cows south of here and got fired 
for sassin’ the foreman. Decided to try new 
territory. Thought maybe they would be 
puttin’ on men hereabouts and I might find 
a bunkhouse to put my stuff in.”  

“This is payday,” the constable 
informed. “Both the Star Band Boxed-D 
outfits will be in town all day. Either their 
owners or foremen will be along. You’ll 
have a chance to ask.” 

“Where can I put up my pony and pack 
horse?” Darby asked. 

“Little public corral behind the store 
across the street. You can get grub from the 
blacksmith’s wife—she sets a good table. 
But if you land a job today, you can ride out 
tonight with the boys to whatever ranch 
takes you.”  

“Thanks,” Darbey said. “Reckon I’ll put 
up my nags and get me some breakfast. 
Tired. Made a road camp last night. Had 
only coffee this mornin’.”  

He bought another drink for himself, not 
inviting the constable to join him, hitched 
up his hairy pink chaps and waddled to the 
door. A chorus of snickers followed him. 

 
T WAS ascertained from watchers that 
he put his pony and pack horse into the 

corral after taking the packs off the latter. 
He watered his stock and got some feed 
from the storekeeper and tossed it to them. 
No other stock was in the corral. 

He located the blacksmith’s cottage and 
bought his breakfast from the blacksmith’s 
fat, talky wife. She was known as a woman 
of much curiosity, who could get 
information out of a man quicker than a 
district attorney. But she failed miserably in 
the case of Ben Darbey. When he had eaten 
and gone, she realized she had learned 
nothing from him except his name, and for 
all she knew that might be bogus. 

From the blacksmith’s house, he went to 
the store and bought a sack of smoking 
tobacco and some cigarette papers. He 
remarked that he liked the town, and that it 
was a fine day, and nothing else. 

By this time, it was after the noon hour. 
The Star Bar boys had been paid off and 
were in the Longhorn, and the Boxed-D 
boys had reached town and were just 
leaving the bank to hurry to the store and 
pay bills and buy things they needed. 

Darbey leaned against a post of the 
wooden awning in front of the store and 
smoked and looked half asleep. Passersby 
snickered when they looked at him. The 
name “Shaggy Pants” had spread. 

Al Beals, the Star Bar foreman, was 
pointed out to Darbey and he braced him for 
a job. Beals said the owner would be 
coming to town in the evening to see that 
the boys all started home, and to ask him. 

Darbey also located “Biff” Wayne, who 
seemed to be the leader of the Boxed-D 
bunch, and Wayne told him the bunkhouse 
was not only full out at their ranch, but they 
were a couple of men over and the boss was 
trying to decide which pair to let go. 

So Darbey wandered around the street 
and popped into the Longhorn now and then 
to get a drink. Sam Lawrence watched him 
carefully. 

“This here Shaggy Pants,” he told the 
barkeeper, “to my way of thinkin’ is one of 
these hombres who take a shot of redeye 
every so many minutes, till he builds a 
foundation in his stomach. Then he gets 
down to serious drinkin’, and a coupla hours 
after he starts that, he gets mean. This 
hombre does that, I’ll toss him in the jail.”  

Ben Darbey heard the little Crazy Creek 
jail mentioned several times as he wandered 
up and down the street. Seemingly, he 
forgot to eat the evening meal. But he went 
to the corral and fed and watered his stock. 
His two packs, wrapped in tarpaulins and 
bound with heavy straps, had been left on 
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the ground near the corral gate. 
By sunset, the Longhorn was a noisy 

place. Cowpokes of the two rival outfits, 
and townsmen who sided both in exchange 
for free drinks, were drinking and playing 
cards and boasting. Liquor loosened their 
tongues and Ben Darbey was informed of 
the state of things locally. 

He learned that a middle-aged man 
known as Ed Jones, a stranger to the 
community, was in the little jail. This Ed 
Jones had loafed around town a few days, 
pretending to be waiting for a partner to 
show up. And one night he had been caught 
robbing the store-and-post office. 

He had shot the storekeeper, but it was 
only a shoulder wound and the storekeeper 
was on the job the next day. However, he 
had shot him, and that was enough. Worse 
than that, he had stolen a horse from a hitch-
rail in an attempt to get away. But Sam 
Lawrence and a couple of men had chased 
and caught him, and he had been tossed into 
jail. 

Since he had broken into the post office 
part of the store, it was Federal business. 
The United States marshal had 
communicated with the county sheriff, and 
the sheriff with Lawrence, and the constable 
had been ordered to keep Ed Jones in jail 
for a few days until the marshal could have 
time to come after him. 

 
UT THE range riders around Crazy 
Creek had different ideas. Robbing the 

post office-and-store was bad enough, but 
horse stealing was something that called for 
drastic action. And now, as he went around 
from place to place at dusk, Ben Darbey 
heard whisperings: 

“. . . about an hour before dawn . . . 
we’ll bust into the jail and get that hombre 
out . . . get Sam Lawrence playin’ poker so 
he’ll be outa the way . . . we can take him to 
the old tree on the south trail and string him 
up . . .”  

Ben Darbey betrayed no interest in these 
whisperings. It was as if he had not the 
slightest concern in this Ed Jones, his 
crimes or his end. Darbey had been drinking 
steadily, and had even loosened up enough 
to buy a few drinks for others. And a couple 
of hours before midnight his drinks seemed 
to be getting in their work. 

He became quarrelsome. He had been 
called “Shaggy Pants” a score of times 
without resenting it, but now when a man 
called him that now he turned upon him 
angrily, his eyes blazing. 

“No more of that!” he snarled. “My 
name’s Darbey, and it ain’t Shaggy Pants! 
I’m wearin’ these woolly chaps ‘cause I like 
‘em, and what I wear is my own business! I 
don’t want any loose talk ‘bout ‘em, 
understand?”  

“I knew it!” Sam Lawrence whispered 
to the bartender. “As a drinker, he’s one of 
these here builder-uppers. Now he’s gettin’ 
to the climax. He gets wild, I’ll have to jug 
him.”  

Lawrence sauntered away from the bar 
and got in the near vicinity of Ben Darbey. 
He was in time to hear Darbey order a 
cowpuncher to get out of his way because 
he wanted to get to the bar again. 

“Don’t shove folks around!” the 
cowpuncher warned. 

“And who’s goin’ to stop me if I want to 
shove folks around?” Darbey wanted to 
know. “Are you aimin’ to try it? Don’t rile 
me. When I get riled, my trigger finger 
itches. I’m warnin’ you. I’m a dead shot, 
and right quick with a gun. I could shoot out 
your eyes and put a third bullet in your nose 
before you hit the floor! Don’t rile me, 
cowpoke!”  

Sam Lawrence gripped Darbey’s 
shoulder. 

“Cool down,” the constable ordered. 
“We won’t have any ruckus around here. 
I’ve been watchin’ you and you’re tanked to 
the fightin’ stage. Cool down, or I’ll toss 
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you into the jug.”  
“You and who else?” Darbey howled. 

“No hick cowtown law man is goin’ to talk 
large to me!”  

Sam Lawrence grabbed him then. He 
slammed Darbey up against the wall and 
took away his gun, and gestured for a 
couple of sober men standing nearby to 
help. 

“Into the jug you go, pard, until you 
cool off,” the constable said. “You’ll feel 
better in the mornin’.”  

Darbey started to fight, and Lawrence 
cuffed him a little and laughed. They bent 
Darbey’s arms behind his back and marched 
him out of the Longhorn and down the 
street, with Darbey howling s maledictions 
and everybody else laughing. 

The jail was a two-room building, with a 
small office in front and a cell block behind. 
The cell block had a cement floor, two 
small cells and one large one, where 
overindulgent men were put to cool off. 

They took Darbey into the jail, where a 
lighted lantern was fastened to a wall. Only 
one man was in the jail—the Ed Jones who 
had been mentioned so many times that 
evening within Darbey’s hearing.  

“I’ll put you in the other small cell,” 
Lawrence was telling Darbey, as he 
unlocked the door. “Might have to put some 
cowboys in the big one ‘fore mornin’, and I 
don’t want you scrappin’ with them.”  

“I’ll sue the state!” Darbey cried, as the 
door was locked. 

“All right, Shaggy Pants,” the constable 
replied. “The state’s been sued before. 
Texas can take it.” 

 
AWRENCE and the two men went out 
laughing, and closed the door between 

the cell block and office. Ben Darbey 
quieted down. He looked at the man in the 
other cell—booked as Ed Jones and accused 
of murderous assault, armed robbery and 

mail theft. The other prisoner came to the 
bars. 

“What are you in here for?” he asked. 
“I’m in here to get you out,” Darbey 

replied, in a low voice. “And I’d better get 
busy and do it. The cowpokes are fixin’ to 
string you up an hour or so before dawn. 
You’re this Ed Jones, huh?”  

“That’s right.”  
“With me, you can use your right 

name—Jake Koontz,” Darbey said.  
The other prisoner betrayed intense 

excitement. “Who’re you?” he asked. 
“Name’s Ben Darbey. Never mind about 

that now. I’m here to get you out. Let’s say 
a friend sent me.”  

The man whose rightful name was Jake 
Koontz spoke cautiously. 

“Who sent you—Lem Gordon?”  
“Never mind. Get your mind on doin’ 

what I say. You want them cowpunchers 
filled with redeye to take you out and string 
you up?”  

“How can you get me out, Darbey?” 
Koontz said eagerly. “I’ve been in jails 
before, and believe me I’ve examined this 
one. It’s a new jail. If you’ve got some 
scheme—” 

“Quiet!” Darbey ordered. 
His attitude was that of a man listening 

intently. They heard a door slam. 
“Good enough! Constable and his 

friends have gone back to the Longhorn,” 
Darbey said finally. 

“What’ll I do if I get out?” Koontz 
asked. “How’ll I make a ride for it? All the 
cowpokes’ ponies at the hitch-rails are 
lighted from the saloon.”  

“Quiet!” Darbey ordered again. “I’ve 
got two ponies. Been usin’ one as a pack 
horse. Saddle in one of the packs. We’ll get 
outa here, get the two ponies and slip outa 
town and ride for it. No moon tonight, only 
starlight. If we’re quiet, we can do it. 
They’re all makin’ merry at the Longhorn.”  
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“But how are we goin’ to get outa here 
first?” Koontz demanded. “No tools—”  

“The heck I haven’t!” Darbey sat down 
on the edge of the cot in his cell and began 
getting out of his heavy, shaggy chaps. “I 
got here just at the right time. Played drunk. 
Got tossed in here on purpose, so I could get 
at you. They took away my gun, of course. 
Searched my pockets and got my knife and 
handkerchief and a few dollars in change. 
But they never searched my shaggy pants 
they been makin’ so much fun about.”  

He pulled off the shaggy chaps. The 
outer parts of the legs were thick and 
padded inside, and in the padding were 
cunning small pockets which held important 
objects. 

“Used to seein’ chaps every day, a man 
don’t pay any ‘tention to ‘em,” Darbey said 
as he worked. “Makes me almost laugh to 
think that to get you out of jail I had to get 
into it myself. That constable and the 
punchers hereabouts are goin’ to be bilin’ 
mad when they find us gone.” 

“Work fast,” Jake Koontz begged. 
Perspiration was standing out on his face, 
though it was cool in the jail. He was 
thinking of a rope tossed over a tree limb 
and a score or more irate cowpunchers 
ready to pull him off the ground. 

From the fancy chaps, Darbey took 
keys, a file, a derringer pistol, a pair of 
handcuffs. He put all except the keys on the 
cot and tossed the chaps over them, and 
then went to the cell door. 

“I’m goin’ to talk while I work,” he told 
Jake Koontz, “in case anybody’s listenin’.” 
And he began: “Goin’ to sue the state of 
Texas, you betcha! It’s agin the law to put a 
man in jail like they did me! I’ve got some 
rights—” 

He spoke like a drunken man, but he 
was not intoxicated. The liquor he had taken 
did not trouble him. And as he babbled he 
worked at the lock with one key after 
another, thrusting his hand through the bars, 

inserting a key and trying it in the lock. 
“Hurry it up!” Jake Koontz begged. 

“Them devils may come here at any 
minute.” 

“They won’t till almost dawn,” Darbey 
assured him. “Heard ‘em talkin’ about 
gettin’ the constable in a poker game and 
then slippin’ away and gatherin’ here, and 
gettin’ you out and strung up ‘fore the 
constable knows anything was goin’ on.” 

 
NE OF the keys did the work, and 
Darbey gave a sigh of relief. He got 

into his shaggy chaps again and tucked 
away everything except the bunch of keys 
and the derringer. Opening his cell door, he 
went into the corridor and to the door of 
Jake Koontz’s cell. 

The second key he tried opened the 
door. Darbey tossed the keys aside, listened 
for a moment, then whispered to Koontz: 

“It’s my job to get you out of here and 
take you to a certain place. May be a tough 
job. So you just shut up and ride with me 
when we hit our saddles, and do as I say.” 

“Lem Gordon send you to get me?”  
“I ain’t sayin’ anything. It’s better that 

way. On a job like this, it don’t pay to talk 
much. Come on!”  

Darbey led the way to the door which 
opened into the office. A kerosene lamp 
burned there, with the wick turned low, and 
a shade was drawn over the one window. 
Darbey found his own gun and belt. So did 
Jake Koontz. They buckled on the weapons 
and Darbey went to the outside door. 

An ordinary old-fashioned lock was on 
this door and Darbey had it open in a 
moment. He peered out. Nobody was near 
the jail. Off the street a short distance, the 
jail was a building apart from the rest of the 
town. 

Leading the way through the deep 
shadows, Darbey hurried to the little corral, 
with Jake Koontz a couple of steps behind 
him, both walking on tiptoe to keep their 
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boots from crunching gravel. 
At the corral, Darbey unstrapped his 

packs and got out bridle and saddle. He 
brought out his own pony first and saddled 
him, then led out what had been his pack 
horse and put on its back the bridle and 
saddle he had taken from the packs. He left 
the packs there, for they contained only a 
few cooking utensils and some old blankets 
which had made the two packs into big 
bundles. 

“Keep your pony down to a walk and 
ride on my left,” Darbey whispered. “Don’t 
get nervous, now, and jump your pony into 
a run. They might hear hoofbeats and get 
suspicious. It’s our job to get as far away as 
possible ‘fore they know we’re gone.” 

“Where are we headin’, Darbey?” 
Koontz asked. 

“To a certain meetin’ place. Leave it to 
me. This here has all been planned. You 
don’t want to keep on the run forever, do 
you? You’ve got to hole up for a time. It’s 
all arranged. Just keep comin’.”  

As they neared the brow of the first hill 
quite a distance from the town, a sudden 
tumult came on the wind to their ears. Men 
were yelling back there, and the fugitives 
could even catch a few words: 

“ . . . got out somehow . . . hit your 
saddles . . .”  

“They’ll be comin’ after us!” Koontz 
cried. 

“They won’t know which way we 
headed,” Darbey assured him. “Listen!” 

From the trail which ran into Crazy 
Creek from the south came the sound of 
hoofbeats. A couple of men were riding 
toward the town. Scattered yells came 
downwind, then the sound of hoofbeats in 
pursuit.  

“It’ll take our pursuers a little time to 
learn their mistake, and after that they’ll 
have to start all over again,” Darbey said. 
“They’ll think we hit north toward the 
rough country up there. That’s why I 

decided on this direction. Got everything 
planned.” 

“How far do we have to ride till we 
meet up with somebody?” Koontz asked. 

“They’ll be waitin’ not far away,” 
Darbey answered. “Keep comin’!”  

Over the hill, the trail was soft and the 
going safe even in the faint light from the 
stars. The moon would not be up for at least 
an hour, yet. They put on speed, then 
slackened their ponies to a walk when they 
came to a long, steep grade. 

“You sure got yourself in a mess, 
Koontz,” Darbey told him then. “You and 
your pal holdin’ up that mine paymaster and 
killin’ him was plenty bad enough—”  

“Lem Gordon killed him,” Koontz put 
in quickly. “Thought the paymaster was 
goin’ for a gun and let him have it.”  

“But when they happened to hit your 
trail pretty quick, for you to shoot that 
deputy was bad.”  

“I had to do that,” Koontz said. “He’d 
have got Lem, and then me. What’s the 
difference? Might as well be two as one. “ 

 
ARBEY didn’t say anything for a 
while, then offered, “You wasn’t very 

bright tryin’ to rob the store-and-post office 
at Crazy Creek and gettin’ caught at it. 
Caused everybody a mess of trouble. You 
couldn’t have been broke, ‘cause you got a 
wad from the mine paymaster.”  

“Oh, I had plenty of money,” Koontz 
explained. “But that job looked so easy—” 

“Good thing you got away when you 
did, after killin’ that deputy,” Darbey said. 
“When a deputy gets killed by an outlaw in 
Arizona, they never stop till they get the 
killer.”  

“All past and done now,” Koontz 
declared. “Let’s hit it up when we come to 
the top of the hill. Where’d you say we’re 
goin’ to come up with Lem Gordon?”  

“Didn’t say. It won’t be long. Possibly a 
little after daylight. I don’t think them Crazy 
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Creek hombres are on our trail. Prob’ly 
chasin’ shadows to the north in that 
badland.” 

“Hope so,” Koontz said. 
“If they happen to come this way, they 

won’t find our tracks and will soon quit and 
turn back. This wind is fillin’ our tracks 
with dust and sand.”  

The moon peeped up over the hills and 
began its steady trip across the sky. The trail 
was plain before them after they reached the 
top of the next rise—a wide flat with 
nothing but a trail made by passing stock, 
but still a trail. 

“We’ll hit it up till we come to them 
hills ‘bout three miles ahead,” Darbey told 
Koontz, after they had ridden for a distance 
and slowed their ponies for a breathing 
spell. “Got to be undercover when daylight 
comes.”  

“I can’t make out which way we’re 
headin’.”  

“Don’t worry, Koontz, I know this 
country well. If you and Lem Gordon knew 
as much about it as I do—”  

“Let me get with Lem and hide out a 
time and then get away, and you can have 
all this country for yourself,” Koontz broke 
in. “It ain’t lucky for us.”  

“You got a man apiece,” Darbey hinted. 
“What we got from that mine paymaster 

wasn’t enough to pay us for all this trouble. 
Now we’ll have to travel to the Coast, 
maybe, or up to the Northwest. How about 
you? Helpin’ me like this, you must be on 
the wrong side of the Law.”  

“I’ve tangled with the Law quite a bit,” 
Darbey admitted. “Be danged glad when I 
can get a haircut and shave. I fogged up my 
face with all this hair, so maybe them gents 
back in Crazy Creek won’t even know me. 
Anyhow, they were too busy lookin’ at my 
shaggy chaps to notice my face much.”  

They rode on as the moon wheeled 
across the sky. The ponies were becoming 
jaded. 

“‘Less things are changed, there’s a 
spring not far ahead,” Darbey told Koontz. 
“We’ll get out of our saddles and give the 
ponies a drink and a rest. Then we’ll go on.” 

They soon came to the spring, and 
dismounted. 

“Water the ponies below that big rock, 
and we’ll drink above it,” Darbey 
suggested, squatting at the edge of the 
spring and preparing to bend forward and 
drink the cold water. 

Jake Koontz led the ponies to the water, 
and as they began drinking Darbey got to 
his feet, wiping his lips with the back of his 
hand. “We’ve got time for a smoke,” he 
suggested. 

He sat back on a rock a few feet away 
and got out tobacco and papers and began 
making a cigarette. Jake Koontz gulped 
water and splashed some over his face and 
head. 

“When you shot that deputy, did he have 
a gun on you?” Darbey asked. “Kinda duel 
with him?”  

“He had the gun on Lem Gordon, so I 
plugged him to save Lem.”  

“Pardner stuff, huh?”  
“That’s right.”  
“Heard that the mine paymaster was 

plugged right through the heart,” Darbey 
said casually. 

“I reckon so. Lem is a mighty good shot. 
He thought the paymaster was goin’ to play 
brave and fight, and plugged him quick. A 
man can’t hesitate in a case like that.”  

“Not if he wants to go on livin’,” 
Darbey admitted. “Well, let’s hit the saddles 
and go on. Right up this narrow trail and 
through them rocks, and beyond ‘em we can 
let the ponies out. It’ll be daylight in an 
hour.”  

“When do we get under cover?” Koontz 
wanted to know. 

“Won’t be long now,” Darbey said. 
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E LET Jake Koontz get in his saddle 
first and swing into the narrow trail. 

Darbey rode a few feet behind him. They 
went up through the rocks and then into a 
sort of cup in the hills, with boulders all 
around its edge. 

The moon was as bright as it ever would 
be that night, and the eastern sky was 
blushing with the first signs of dawn. Jake 
Koontz kept on the faint trail without 
trouble, and Darbey rode a few feet behind 
him. 

“Koontz, look here!” Darbey called—a 
faint trace of excitement in his voice. 

Jake Koontz turned in his saddle—and 
jerked his pony to an abrupt stop. 

A lawman’s badge was shining on Ben 
Darbey’s shirt front now, and Darbey was 
holding a gun ready for business. 

“What—what’s all this?” Koontz 
gulped. “Oh, I reckon I know! Want a split 
on the paymaster’s money, huh? Well, 
Darbey, I ain’t got a cent on me. They went 
through me good back in that town of Crazy 
Creek. Constable’s holdin’ the money.”  

“This badge I pinned on while you were 
ridin’ ahead of me don’t say I want a split of 
any blood money, Koontz,” Darbey said 
grimly. “It says I’m a deputy sheriff. I’ve 
been trailin’ you for three months—ever 
since you killed that deputy, who was a 
friend of mine. I was sent after you. About a 
mile back, Koontz, we crossed the line, and 
you ain’t in Texas now—you’re in Arizona, 
and wanted here for murder!”  

“Yeah? Kidnapin’ a United States 
prisoner from one state to another ain’t 
allowed!” 

“Shucks!” Darbey said. “It was Ed 
Jones who broke jail back there. They never 
heard of Jake Koontz in them parts. If they 

hear of Koontz stretchin’ rope over here, 
they won’t connect the two. Arizona takes 
care of her own murderers, Koontz. And 
they won’t know me in Crazy Creek if they 
ever see me again—not after I shuck these 
shaggy pants and have a haircut. I even talk 
different when I’m myself.”  

He was watching Koontz carefully. 
Koontz was holding his hands shoulder 
high, and his knees were pressing the pony. 
He might make a swift move at any instant. 
Most any man in his present predicament, 
with a rope ahead of him, would try it. “You 
ain’t got any evidence agin me!” Koontz 
brazened. 

“How about your confession?”  
“Nobody heard it but you, and I’d say 

you lied about it.”  
“You’re wrong, Koontz. I’ve brought 

you where I intended. When you talked 
back at the spring, four Arizona lawmen 
heard you. They’re right up there in the 
rocks now, keepin’ you covered. And 
thanks for tellin’ me about your pal, Lem 
Gordon. We kinda suspected him, but 
wasn’t sure. We’ve got him where we can 
put hands on him quick, now.”  

Koontz made a fast motion, now. 
“Don’t try it, Koontz!” Darbey warned. 
But Koontz did. He jumped the pony 

back to the nearest bunch of rocks, and his 
right hand made a swift dive for his holster. 

Ben Darbey was a sure shot even in that 
uncertain light of mingled moon and early 
morning. He shot the gun out of Koontz’s 
hand. 

And down from the rocks rode four 
tough Arizona men, to take charge of the 
prisoner. They would take him on to the jail 
from which he would later be sent to the 
state prison to be hanged. 
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