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 SHORE hope yuh know what 
yo’re doin’,” sighed Dug 
Evans as he shifted slightly in 
the saddle and looked at his 

pardner who was riding beside him down 
the dusty road. 

“I do,” grunted Smoky Smith. “Twenty 
dollars is twenty dollars, Duggie. An’ as 
long as we haven’t any detectin’ business 
on hand, we might just as well drop into 
San Felipe so I can collect that loan I made 
Goose Martin.”  

“Mebbe he ain’t there,” said Dug. 
“Oh, he’s there, all right,” nodded 

Smoky. “The stage driver said that he was. 
I ain’t seen Goose for five years, but he’ll 
know me.”  

“Mebbe he won’t,” sighed Dug. 
“Especially if he owes yuh twenty dollars. 
Money makes people kinda forget.”  

“We’ll see,” said Smoky. “Anyway, 
we haven’t anythin’ special to do. We 

might as well look over San Felipe as long 
as we’re down this way.”  

Smoky Smith was a tall, lean cowboy 
with a tanned face, devil-may-care 
expression in his eyes, and a half-smile on 
his lips. His shirt, overalls, boots and 
battered sombrero were typical of the 
cowboy. His worn cartridge belt molded 
his slim waist and his Colt was swinging 
freely at his right thigh in an old holster.  

Dug Evans was short, heavy set, with a 
moon-like face, pug nose, large blue eyes 
and a broad mouth. His clothes were the 
same as Smoky’s. 

Tired of punching cows for forty a 
month, Smoky decided that they should 
turn their talents to detective work, so he 
put pressure to bear on his brother-in-law, 
Jimmy Holton, secretary of the 
Cattlemen’s Association, and as a result, 
they became range detectives. Neither man 
knew just what to do, but they blundered 
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upon answers to many of their cases. Right 
now they were between problems. 

“Shore a pretty country,” observed 
Smoky. “Seems nice not havin’ to ride 
into trouble.”  

“Yeah,” drawled Dug. “I won’t know 
how to act, not watchin’ for a bullet in the 
back. C’mon, Smoky, I’m gettin’ hungry.”  

As they started their horses into a 
gallop down the dusty road, a shot rang 
out ahead of them. They pulled up on their 
reins, riding high in the saddle, seeking the 
reason for the shooting. The road swung 
around a sharp bend.  

Smoky jerked sharply up on his reins, 
and Dug’s horse bumped into him before 
he could bring it to a halt beside Smoky.  

Wham! A bullet whistled near 
Smoky’s head, causing him to duck low in 
the saddle. Dug slipped free from his horse 
and landed on his hands and knees beside 
the road as another shot rang out. Smoky 
turned his horse, and he saw the man who 
was doing the shooting. The man lifted the 
rifle and fired once more, but Smoky had 
shaken himself from the saddle and landed 
beside Dug, who was clawing at his six-
shooter. 

“Didja see him?” asked Dug eagerly. 
“Yeah,” replied Smoky, as he drew his 

gun. By the time the frightened horses 
stopped milling in the dust, the man was 
gone. They got to their feet and looked 
around, but no one was in sight. 

“What do yuh mean—not havin’ to 
watch for bullets?” grunted Smoky as he 
holstered his gun and grabbed the reins of 
his horse. 

“I’m wrong,” sighed Dug. “But why 
shoot at us? We never been down here 
before—unless it was yore friend, Smoky. 
Mebbe he didn’t want to pay yuh that 
twenty bucks.” 

“Aw-w-w-w, it wasn’t Goose,” snorted 
Smoky as he swung into the saddle. 
“Remember, he shot at somethin’ before 

we showed up.”  
“Uh-huh,” nodded Dug as they started 

along the road, their eyes peeled for 
trouble. 

 
HEY had ridden down around another 
bend in the road when they drew rein 

again. Sprawled in the center of the road 
was the figure of a man, his face buried in 
the dust. Smoky and Dug sat in their 
saddles and looked at the body, then at 
themselves. 

“This is what happened on that first 
shot,” said Smoky. 

“Is he dead?”  
“I dunno,” replied Smoky. “Shore 

looks like it.”  
“What are we goin’ to do?” asked 

Dug. “Mebbe you’d better take a look at 
him.”  

“Me?”  
“Yeah, who else? I stay clear o’ dead 

men.”  
Smoky sighed deeply, swung down 

from his horse and moved carefully 
toward the body. Cautiously, Smoky 
kneeled beside the body and tried to see 
the face. The man was middle-aged, but a 
stranger to Smoky. He moved the man’s 
outstretched left arm and started to lift the 
body when he saw a five-pointed star on 
the left side of the dead man’s shirt. 
Smoky dropped the arm back in place and 
straightened up. 

“What’s the matter, Smoky?” asked 
Dug. 

“It—it’s a sheriff,” he replied softly. 
“Gosh,” grunted Dug as he 

dismounted, but he kept his distance from 
the body. “What’ll we do, Smoky?”  

“I dunno,” grunted Smoky. “We 
always report a killin’ to the sheriff—an’ 
here he is—dead!”  

“That kinda complicates things,” 
sighed Dug. 

“Yeah, I reckon it does,” agreed 
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Smoky. He stopped and looked down the 
winding road. “Sounds like somethin’ 
comin’.”  

They stood there as the sound of 
horses’ hooves and the creaking of a 
wagon grew louder. Presently a stage 
came rocking around one of the bends, 
four horses traveling fast. The boys 
jumped to one side of the road, waving 
their arms frantically.  

There were two men on the driver’s 
seat; one was holding the reins while the 
other was fingering a shotgun. They drew 
the stage to a halt at the side of the road, 
barely avoiding the body. 

“What’s the matter?” asked the man 
with the gun. 

“Dead man,” replied Smoky as he eyed 
the speaker. It was Goose Martin. Smoky 
started to say something, but the man 
leaped off the seat and hurried to the body. 

“My Gawd—it’s Pete Grant!” he 
exclaimed as he knelt beside the body. 
“Hank—c’mon, we’ve got to get him back 
to town!”  

“He’s dead—yuh can’t help him 
none,” said Smoky as he moved in beside 
Goose Martin. 

The tall, lean, freckled-faced man 
looked up at Smoky. “How did it 
happen?”  

“We dunno,” replied Smoky. “We just 
found him like that—after the feller who 
shot him took three shots at us.”  

“That’s so, eh?” grunted Martin 
without the slightest indication of 
recognition. He turned to the wiry old 
stage driver and said, “I told him he was a 
fool tryin’ to make peace with Rickey 
Kent. Now jist look what happened to 
him!”  

Goose and the stage driver picked up 
the limp body and Smoky opened the stage 
door. They placed the body inside, then 
climbed up on the driver’s seat without 
another word. Dug and Smoky watched as 

the stage swung around and headed back 
toward San Felipe.  

“That was yore friend, eh?” queried 
Dug. “He wore a deputy’s badge.”  

“Uh-huh,” nodded Smoky, “but I 
reckon he was so excited at seein’ the 
sheriff’s body that he didn’t know just 
what to do.” 

“Anyway, he didn’t question us,” 
sighed Dug. “Mebbe we’d better turn 
around an’ head back before somethin’ 
real bad might happen to us.”  

“Aw-w-w-w-w, Duggie,” snorted 
Smoky. “Nothin’ more is goin’ to 
happen—an’ besides, I need that twenty.” 

 
HE death of Sheriff Peter Grant 
caused all of San Felipe to awake out 

of their afternoon siesta. Word spread fast 
and people gathered on the main street. 
Grant was well liked and respected, and 
his death was a blow to everyone, 
especially his daughter, Mary, who had 
been on the main street when the stage 
returned. 

Goose Martin, beside himself with 
excitement, turned the shotgun messenger 
job over to another man before he talked 
with Mary, who seemed to control herself 
very well. 

“It’s terrible,” admitted Goose, “I 
dunno what I’m goin’ to do.”  

“You—you’ll be sheriff now,” said 
Mary Grant, tears in her blue eyes. 
“You—you’ll have to get the—the man 
who shot him.”  

“Yeah, 1 reckon I will,” nodded 
Goose. “Gosh, mebbe I’d better get busy. 
See yuh later, Mary.”  

The deputy left the doctor’s small 
house, ran up the street to the livery stable, 
secured his horse, and rode out of town at 
a gallop, passing Smoky Smith and Dug 
Evans at the edge of San Felipe, but he 
never slackened his speed as he 
disappeared in a cloud of dust. 
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“‘That feller’s in a hurry,” said Dug. 
“Mebbe catchin’ a train,” remarked 

Smoky. 
“There’s no train around here,” snorted 

Dug. “Well, at last we found San Felipe. 
Now for a good steak an’ all that goes with 
it.” 

They left their horses at the livery 
stable, then sought out a restaurant where 
they ordered their meal. While they were 
eating, a short, heavy-set man dressed in a 
gray suit came in, looked at them, and 
came over to their table. 

“I’m Dr. Forbes,” he said as he drew 
up a chair. “I believe that you are the two 
gentlemen who found the sheriff’s body?”  

“Yeah, we are,” nodded Smoky. “Both 
gentlemen an’ founders.”  

“I dunno about the gentlemen,” 
snorted Dug. “Yuh just don’t know Smoky 
very well, Doc.” 

Forbes smiled slightly. “Our deputy 
was greatly upset,” he said. “He never 
mentioned the details. Peter Grant was my 
very best friend, and would appreciate it if 
you would tell me all that you know.”  

Smoky grinned. He liked to talk. He 
told the doctor everything that he knew. 

“Then you saw the killer?” asked the 
doctor. 

“Yeah, Smoky saw him, but he was—”  
“I saw him, that’s all there was to it,” 

interrupted Smoky as he glared at Dug, 
who shrugged his shoulders and took 
another bite. 

The doctor left them after a few more 
questions. Smoky and Dug finished their 
meal, picked up their warbags at the stable 
and went to the hotel where they secured a 
room. 

By evening the women had returned to 
their homes and the men were gathered 
around town. Many of them gathered at 
the King’s Taste, the largest saloon and 
dance hall in San Felipe. All conversation 
was about the killing of the sheriff. 

MOKY SMITH and Dug Evans 
entered the smoke-filled saloon and 

looked around. They knew no one, so they 
made their way to the bar. As they downed 
their drinks, a big, red-faced, well dressed 
man stepped in beside Smoky and ordered 
a drink. His clothes fit him well, and he 
wore the largest diamonds Smoky ever 
saw. 

“I’m sure it was Rickey Kent,” said the 
big man as he turned to a man standing on 
the other side of him. “Him an’ the sheriff 
nearly had a showdown in here yesterday 
when Grant warned him about seein’ Mary 
Grant. Rickey’s wild, an’ he doesn’t heed 
advice.” 

“Yeah, he has a mind of his own,” 
agreed the man. “I heard he sent Mary a 
note askin’ her to elope with him, an’ the 
sheriff got the note. That’s the way I heard 
it started.” 

“I dunno about that,” said the big man 
as he ordered another drink, “but 1 saw the 
sheriff slap Rickey down yesterday an’ 
take his gun away from him. Right then I 
told the boys that Rickey would be 
gunnin’ for Grant. Rickey sure told the 
sheriff off, an’ everyone in San Felipe 
heard him—an’ many ears burned! He 
threatened to come back, sayin’ that San 
Felipe was too small for both of ‘em!”  

“What do yuh think will happen, Big 
Jim?” asked the smallest man. 

Big Jim Ross, owner of the King’s 
Taste, leaned against the bar and studied 
the people in the saloon. Here and there 
were small groups discussing the killing. 

“I dunno,” he replied, “but from all 
indications I look for a lynchin’.” 

“That’s the way I feel about it,” 
nodded the smaller man. “I wonder if 
Goose Martin found Rickey? I’d hate to be 
in that deputy’s boots when he does.”  

Big Jim turned and looked at Smoky 
and Dug, who were interested listeners. He 
grinned and held out a meaty hand, saying: 
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“You’re strangers—welcome to the 
King’s Taste. I’m Big Jim Ross, owner. 
Have a drink on the house.”  

“Thanks,” replied Smoky as he 
introduced himself and Dug. They all 
shook hands. 

“Are you the gents that found the 
sheriff’s body?” asked Ross. Smoky 
nodded, so Ross continued, “I thought so. 
The stage driver said it was two strangers. 
Reckon Goose was so damn upset he 
didn’t know who was out there. Didja see 
anyone out there?” 

“Smoky saw who done it,” said Dug 
before he realized what he was saying. He 
swallowed hard and glanced at Smoky. 

“I never said that—it was Dug,” 
snorted Smoky. “I said I saw the man who 
shot at us. Mebbe it was the same man—I 
didn’t ask him.” 

“He shot at us,” nodded Dug. “That’s 
all we know—then we went on to find the 
body. If he hadn’t killed the sheriff, why 
would he shoot at us?” 

“Yeah, that’s right,” nodded Big Jim 
as he faced Smoky. “If yuh saw him—who 
was it?”  

“I dunno the people down here—an’ 
besides, he was too far away for me to see 
him very good.”  

“Oh,” muttered Big Jim as he turned 
back to the bar and picked up his glass. 

Several persons had moved in during 
the conversation, and they eyed Smoky 
and Dug as they made their way out of the 
saloon. They stopped on the high board 
walk and looked up and down the main 
street of San Felipe. Horses filled the 
hitchracks, but there was hardly a person 
in sight. 

“Will yuh ever learn to keep yore 
mouth shut?” snorted Smoky. 

“I never said anythin’ wrong,” 
protested Dug. “I was just tellin’ ‘em what 
we saw.” 

“What I saw,” corrected Smoky dryly. 
“‘Looks like life in the sheriff’s office. 
Let’s see.”  

They crossed the street. There was a 
flickering light inside the sheriff’s quarters 
which stood next to the hotel. Smoky 
knocked on the door. After a brief pause, 
the door opened a few inches and the 
barrel of a shotgun appeared, pointed at 
the boys. 

“Hold it, Martin,” said Smoky. “We 
ain’t comin’ lookin’ for trouble.”  

The door opened wider, allowing the 
light to illuminate their features. The 
deputy studied them over the top of the 
gun barrel for several seconds, then he 
opened the door and set the gun beside the 
door. 

“My Gawd, if it ain’t Smoky Smith!”  
He reached out and pumped Smoky’s 

hand, then Smoky introduced Dug. 
“Yuh see, Duggie, he hasn’t forgotten 

me,” grinned Smoky as they closed the 
door and Goose Martin placed a bar across 
it. 

“Can’t be too careful right now,” he 
said. “Got me a prisoner that I’m afraid the 
crowd might want.”  

“The killer?” asked Smoky. 
Goose shrugged his shoulders. “I 

dunno,” he replied as he sat down at the 
desk. “Everythin’ indicates that Rickey 
Kent is guilty, but he says he isn’t. He says 
that he’d never kill a man—even Peter 
Grant. I’m lost, Smoky, honestly I am. I 
always could turn to Pete for help—but 
now he’s gone. I dunno what to do.”  

“Just do what you think is right,” said 
Smoky. 

“That’s what I’m doin’,” grunted 
Goose. “I sneaked into town an’ brought 
Rickey in the back way. If they knew he 
was here, I’d really be in hot water.”  

“Do yuh think Kent did it?” asked 
Dug. 
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Goose shrugged his shoulders. 
“Honestly, I don’t know. Pete left here this 
mornin’ sayin’ that he did wrong in 
slappin’ the kid an’ taking his gun. He said 
he was goin’ out to square himself with 
Rickey ‘cause Peter was one feller that 
hated trouble. He figured that bein’ sheriff, 
he ort to do that. I told him he was a fool 
because Rickey’s plain dynamite an’ he 
started it, so let him come to town an’ 
apologize—but he didn’t. That’s the last I 
seen of him until we found him in the 
road, an’—an’ hell, wasn’t that you two 
that found him first?” 

 
MOKY nodded. “You were a little 
upset, Goose.” 
“Don’t I know it!” sighed the deputy. 

“Tell me what you know about it, Smoky.” 
Smoky recounted all they knew about 

the shooting. 
“It happened right near Rickey Kent’s 

ranch,” said Goose. “I found Pete’s bronc 
out there grazin’ when I went for Kent. It 
all points toward Kent. All I’ve got to do 
is keep him until court opens.” He paused 
and looked at the boys. “It’s been years 
since I last saw yuh, Smoky. What brings 
yuh down this way?”  

“Twenty dollars,” replied Smoky. 
Goose rubbed his long nose 

thoughtfully, then he grinned and shook 
his head. “Yeah, I remember now. 
Thought I could beat a full house with a 
pair of aces, an’ you loaned me the twenty 
to get me out of the game. Hell, Smoky, I 
still ain’t got twenty bucks, but when I do, 
yuh’ll get it.”  

“That’s what I figured,” said Smoky. 
“So we came down here to collect. Mebbe 
yuh’ll be made sheriff now, Goose, an’ 
yuh’ll have an extra twenty in that pay 
check.”  

“I dunno if I want the job, Smoky. It 
ain’t what it’s cracked up to be—bein’ a 
law officer.”  

“Yeah, we know,” nodded Dug as he 
got to his feet. “I’m gettin’ tired—how 
about you, Smoky?” 

“Yeah, I can use a little shut-eye. See 
yuh tomorrow, Goose.”  

“Don’t mention anythin’ about my 
prisoner,” begged Goose as the boys 
nodded and left the office. 

 
LL eyes were on the buggy that came 
slowly down the main street of San 

Felipe the following morning. Handling 
the reins, dressed in black, was Mary 
Grant, daughter of the murdered sheriff. 
She first went to the doctor’s house at the 
further end of town, then after an hour she 
came back uptown and stopped in front of 
the sheriff’s office. 

Smoky Smith and Dug Evans sat on 
the hotel porch and watched the girl as she 
climbed out of the buggy. Smoky got 
quickly to his feet, stepped off the walk 
and took charge of the reins.  

“I’ll tend to ‘em, ma’am,” said Smoky, 
as he tried to tip his sombrero and take the 
reins at the same time. He got the reins 
tangled around his neck and he dropped 
his hat. 

Mary eyed him suspiciously as she 
stopped on the boardwalk. Smoky tried to 
be serious, but he forgot the reins as he 
stopped over to pick up his hat, and he 
nearly choked himself, but Dug came off 
the porch just in time to save him. 

“That’s all right, ma’am,” said Dug. 
“He does it every time. Yuh gotta allow 
for certain things—an’ Smoky’s one of 
‘em.”  

Mary turned away, the corners of her 
drawn mouth twitching as she tried to keep 
from laughing at poor Smoky Smith, who 
was gasping for breath as Dug freed him 
from the reins. She hurried into the 
sheriff’s office and closed the door behind 
her. 

“Yuh’ll do it every time,” snorted Dug. 
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“A pretty girl, an’ yuh go outta yore 
head.”  

“I did no such thing!” snapped Smoky. 
“I just wanted to help the lady, that’s all.” 

They went back up on the hotel porch 
and sat down. Several persons moved past, 
looking at them, then curiously at the 
closed door of the sheriff’s office. 

“Wonderin’ what’s goin’ on inside,” 
muttered Smoky as he rolled a cigarette 
and lighted it. “Curiosity is a great thing, 
Duggie.”  

“Uh-huh, yuh art to know, Smoky. 
Yo’re plumb loaded with it.”  

Just then the door opened and the girl 
stepped outside, banging the door behind 
her. She strode across the walk, jerked at 
the reins, climbed into the buggy and sent 
the horse and buggy down the street.  

“Always lookin’ at pretty faces!” 
snorted Dug. 

“Not that. Didn’t yuh see her face? 
Man, yuh could tell that she was really 
sore. It was red as a beet. C’mon, let’s 
visit Goose an’ see what happened.”  

“Who’s curious now?” grinned Dug as 
he followed Smoky to the office, where 
they found the door locked. Smoky 
hammered on the door.  

Goose Martin peered out the fly-
specked window, then opened the door. 
He leaned against the wall and looked at 
the two men. His face was pale, drawn, his 
eyes red, and he was trembling. 

“What’s the matter, Goose?” asked 
Smoky as the deputy made his way over to 
a cot and sat down. 

“I—I dunno,” he stammered. “Didja 
see Mary? Well sir, she came in here 
feelin’ all right, but when she found out 
that I had Rickey Kent 1ocked up, she 
broke loose. Man, I never knew what it 
was like.”  

“What what was like?” queried 
Smoky. 

“A woman’s wrath,” sighed Goose. “I 
never did find out jist which way she 
felt—glad he was in jail or what.”  

“Woman are funny critters,” sighed 
Dug. “Yuh never know which way they’ll 
leap. How’s the prisoner?”  

“Fine,” sighed the deputy, “but I 
wished I could say the same for me. I 
never slept a wink last night. I thought 
shore that mob would come in here an’ 
take Rickey out. The prosecutin’ attorney 
was in late last night an’ he said that Big 
Jim Ross was eggin’ ‘em on. He holds a 
lotta weight around here. I dunno how he 
found out Rickey was locked up, but he 
did. There ain’t much goin’ on in San 
Felipe that Big Jim doesn’t know about.” 

“Do yuh really think they’ll attempt 
anythin’?” asked Smoky. 

“Uh-huh, I know ‘em,” nodded Goose 
as he got to his feet and went over to the 
desk where he opened a top drawer. He 
squinted at Smoky and Dug, and said 
huskily, “Raise yore right hand! I swear 
yuh both in as deputies.”  

“You what?” gasped Dug. 
“Yo’re my deputies,” exclaimed 

Goose. “I ain’t goin’ to stay in here 
another night alone.” 

“But—but we don’t crave minglin’ 
with a lynchin’ mob,” said Smoky, “We 
wanna live, Goose.”  

“Yuh want that twenty bucks, 
don’tcha?”  

“Well, yeah, I could use it,” nodded 
Smoky. 

“Then yuh’ll stay here an’ help me, 
‘cause if I get killed, yuh’ll never collect.”  

Smoky and Dug looked at each other 
as Goose handed each of them a badge, 
which they pinned on their skirts. Dug 
wiped his badge carefully. 

“Looks kinda nice, doesn’t it?” he said 
proudly. 

“Makes a fine target,” groaned Smoky. 
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They talked about the conditions 
around San Felipe. Things had been going 
along without any trouble until Rickey and 
the sheriff had their argument. 

“Love makes a man see red 
sometimes,” reminded Smoky. 

“Take Smoky’s word for it,” grinned 
Dug. “He ort to know. Smoky’s a great 
lover.” 

“Aw-w-w-w-w, lover—hell!” snorted 
Smoky, then changing the subject quickly, 
he added, “Goose, how come you ride 
shotgun on the stage? Are you the only 
honest person in the country?”  

“Steve Ford allus works as shotgun 
guard, when a bunch o’ gold goes through 
from the mines north o’ here, but this time 
he was up in Westport, gettin’ over a 
drunk, I reckon, an’ somebody had to take 
the job.”  

“Oh, I was just wonderin’,” grunted 
Smoky. “Was it a big shipment?”  

“Biggest o’ the year,” replied Goose. 
 

 KNOCK at the door caused them all 
to be alert. Smoky loosened his gun 

as Goose went to the door and slid the bar 
back. He opened it a few inches and 
peered outside, then he swung the door 
open and let a small, thin, man in to the 
room. The man’s sombrero was tilted 
back, exposing a thatch of blonde hair. He 
looked at Smoky and Dug. Goose quickly 
introduced the boys to Steve Ford. 

As he shook hands, Smoky noticed 
that Ford’s right arm was stiff at the 
elbow, causing him to carry the arm at a 
bent angle. 

Ford noticed Smoky’s gaze and said, 
“Bullet a few years ago did it. What’s this 
I hear about Pete, Goose?” 

The deputy told all he knew while 
Steve Ford sat and listened.  

“I heard plenty across the street at the 
King’s Taste,” said Steve, “but I just 
couldn’t believe it. To think that Rickey 

killed Pete.” He shook his head sadly. 
“Sometimes I lose faith in mankind.”  

“It’s been a blow to all of us.” said 
Goose. 

“I saw Doc Forbes up the street an’ he 
said that he’s goin’ to hold an inquest this 
afternoon. an’ he told me to tell yuh, 
Goose,” said Steve.  

“Reckon he knows I don’t want to 
leave this office.”  

“I don’t blame yuh none,” sighed 
Steve. “I heard Big Jim talkin’ about a 
lynchin’. If I can help yuh, Goose, I’ll be 
around.” 

“I’ll need all the help I can get if they 
start,” said Goose. “I’ve deputized these 
boys to help me.”  

“Well, I’ll mingle around with the 
gang an’ see if I can find out anythin’,” 
said Steve Ford. 

The inquest, held in the dance hall of 
the King’s Taste, brought nearly everyone 
in San Felipe. Goose Martin and Dr. 
Forbes took charge of the inquest and 
selected a jury. Mary Grant, dressed in 
black, was the center of attention as she sat 
in the front row. 

Smoky Smith and Dug Evans both told 
their version of the shooting and the 
finding of the body of Peter Grant. Dr. 
Forbes questioned Smoky about seeing the 
killer. 

“Yeah,” said Smoky, “I saw him, but 
he was too far away for me to see who he 
was.” 

The coroner’s jury listened to all 
angles, then they indicted Rickey Kent for 
the murder of Sheriff Peter Grant. The 
inquest broke up with the people moving 
out into the street where they grouped 
about, discussing the crime. Goose Martin 
assisted Mary Grant across the street while 
the crowd watched. 

Smoky and Dug hurried to the office, 
where Steve Ford had stayed on guard 
during the inquest. They had the door open 
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when Mary and Goose came in. Mary was 
crying. She looked at the boys, but gave 
no sign of recognition as Goose led her to 
the rear where the cells were located. 

“What’s goin’ on?” asked Steve Ford, 
eager of the latest news. Smoky told him 
in a few words what had happened. Goose 
came back and joined them. 

“Mary wants to talk with Rickey 
alone,” he said as he sat down. “She seems 
to think that he didn’t do it. Her reason is 
that if he had done it, why did he stay at 
his ranch an’ offer no resistance when I 
went out there an’ arrested him.”  

Smoky rubbed his nose thoughtfully. 
“That sounds logical.”  

“Yeah, but,” Goose cuffed his 
sombrero over one eye, “I dunno what to 
do. They said to hold Rickey Kent for 
murder. He says he didn’t do it—they say 
he did.”  

The door opened and a tall, lanky man 
dressed in a dark suit came into the room 
and looked at the four men. He wore 
glasses which continually slipped to the 
end of his long, pointed nose. 

“Our prosecutin’ attorney,” said Goose 
dryly. “What can we do for you, Henry 
Sartwell?”  

Sartwell cleared his throat. “I believe 
that we have a very good case against 
Rickey Kent, Martin,” he said slowly. “He 
is guilty, and we shouldn’t have a difficult 
time proving it. I believe that he should be 
held incommunicado.”  

“Be held what?” queried Smoky. 
“Incom—” Sartwell smiled slightly 

and explained, “I believe that no one 
should be allowed to see him until time for 
his trial, unless he desires a lawyer.”  

Just then Mary Grant came from the 
rear of the building. She stopped short 
when she saw the prosecuting attorney. He 
eyed her closely.  

“See that no one sees Kent,” he 
snapped and left the office. 

“Was that for my benefit?” asked 
Mary. 

“Not particularly,” replied Goose. “He 
thinks he knows everythin’, but I’m 
runnin’ this office the way I want to run it. 
What did yuh find out, Mary?”  

She sighed and shook her head. 
“Rickey says he never did it, Goose,” she 
replied, “and I believe him.”  

“I dunno what to believe,” sighed the 
deputy. 

“I hope you can clear Rickey if he 
didn’t do it,” said Mary as she went to the 
front door. “The funeral is going to take 
place tomorrow mornin’.”  

“I’ll be there,” said Goose. 
Steve Ford opened the door for Mary, 

and he went out with her. The deputy sat 
down at the desk and glared at Smoky and 
Dug. “I’m goin’ crazy,” he said slowly. 
“Who believes who?”  

Smoky got to his feet and went over to 
a gun-rack where he examined the rifles. 

“Enough there to protect us?” asked 
Dug, but Smoky ignored him as he took a 
rifle down and examined it closely. He 
took out the shells and shoved them into 
his shirt pocket. 

Dug and Goose watched, wondering 
what Smoky was up to. The tall cowboy 
took the rifle, turned, and went back to the 
cells where he spoke to Rickey Kent. The 
young, slick-haired cowboy looked up 
from his bunk. His brown eyes searched 
Smoky’s face, wondering what he was 
doing with a rifle. He got up and came 
over to the bars. 

Goose and Dug stood in the doorway, 
watching Smoky as he handed the empty 
rifle to the prisoner. The two men stepped 
back, using the wall as a shield. They 
peered around the corner, watching. 

“It’s empty, Rickey,” said Smoky. “All 
I want yuh to do is to put it to yore 
shoulder an’ point it at anythin’, like yuh 
was goin’ to shoot.”  
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Mystified, Rickey Kent raised the rifle, 
squinted down the sights as he pointed it at 
the blank wall. Smoky shook his head. 

“Thanks,” he said as he took the rifle 
away from Rickey, who looked a little 
bewildered, wondering what had happened 
to the lanky cowboy. 

Smoky came back into the office, 
reloaded the rifle and place it in the gun-
rack. Goose and Dug looked at him, then 
at each other as Smoky walked to the front 
window and looked outside. 

“Like I told yuh,” sighed Dug. “He has 
his periods.”  

“Looks more like question-marks to 
me,” grunted Goose. 

 
ATURDAY followed another night of 
unrest in San Felipe, but nothing 

happened. There was much talk of 
breaking into the jail and lynching Rickey 
Kent, but Big Jim Ross couldn’t promote 
the idea strong enough in the minds of the 
men who entered his saloon. Smoky 
Smith, Dug Evans, Goose Martin and 
Steve Ford stayed in the sheriff’s office 
and took turns throughout the night 
staying awake and on guard. 

At ten o’clock, San Felipe was buzzing 
with people who came to pay their last 
respects to Sheriff Peter Grant. Smoky and 
Dug remained at the sheriff’s office while 
Goose escorted Mary Grant to the services 
which were conducted by Dr. Forbes. The 
services lasted two hours which included 
the burial in the cemetery north of town. 

Men came back to town, left their 
women folks, and went to the King’s Taste 
Saloon. Goose took Mary back to her 
house where she wanted to be alone, then 
he hurried back to the office. 

“Trouble’s brewin’,” he said. “I heard 
plenty—an’ I think that tonight’s the 
night.” 

“Mebbe we ort to get Rickey outta 
here,” suggested Smoky. 

“Where’d we take him?” asked Goose. 
“I dunno,” replied Smoky, “but any 

place is better’n bein’ trapped in here.”  
Goose went back to the cells where he 

talked with Rickey, who asked, “Why are 
they so bitter against me? I didn’t kill 
Grant. Yes, we had an argument, but that’s 
all. Why don’t they wait until the trial is 
held before passin’ judgment? I wanted to 
marry Mary, an’ she felt the same way 
about me. Is there a law against such a 
thing?”  

Goose shook his head. “Everythin’ 
points to you,” he sighed. “You know how 
things stand now, Rickey. I don’t want 
yore blood on my hands. Where can we 
hide yuh out until this dies down?”  

Rickey shook his head. Goose walked 
to the rear door, slipped it open and looked 
out. Quickly he closed the door and barred 
it. 

“There’s one o’ Big Jim’s men out 
there watchin’,” he said to Rickey as he 
hurried back into the office where he told 
Smoky and Dug, “We can’t get Rickey out 
now, even if we wanted to.”  

“They figured we might try somethin’ 
like that,” said Smoky. 

“Good Lord, what a way to die,” 
sighed Dug. 

“Who’s goin’ to die?” demanded 
Goose. 

“Why, I just ain’t shore yet,” replied 
Dug seriously, “but we’re supposed to 
uphold the law, ain’t we? Didn’t someone 
once say— ‘Yuh’ll get my prisoner over 
my dead body’?”  

“Yeah, I heard that once,” nodded 
Goose, “but I didn’t say it. Mebbe we’ll be 
able to keep ‘em outta here. We can block 
the door an’ a few shots might keep ‘em 
back.” 

 
HEY sat there all afternoon, one or 
the other watching out through the 

front window. Nearly all the men in town 
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were in the King’s Taste across the street, 
but there was always one man outside 
watching the front of the sheriff’s office. It 
was dark when Steve Ford reported to the 
office. Goose pulled the shade down on 
the front window and lighted the oil lamp 
on the desk. 

“It’s bad, boys,” said Steve. “I’ve been 
nosin’ around, an’ I heard ‘em makin’ 
their plans. They’ve already got the rope 
in the saloon, the loop all tied.”  

“Mebbe we’d better get outta here,” 
suggested Dug. 

“No, yuh don’t,” snapped Goose. 
“Yo’re my deputies.”  

“I don’t crave bein’ a deputy,” said 
Dug. “You can have my badge right now, 
Goose. I came here with Smoky to collect 
twenty dollars, not to get killed tryin’ to 
defend a prisoner.”  

“All right,” sighed Goose. “Gimme 
yore badge. What about you, Smoky?”  

“I never figured on dyin’ in San Felipe 
either,” sighed Smoky as he started to 
unfasten the badge from his shirt when 
there was a knock at the front door, and an 
excited voice said: 

“Open up, Martin—it’s me—Henry 
Sartwell.”  

Steve opened the door while Smoky, 
Goose and Dug held their guns trained on 
the door. The prosecuting attorney stepped 
into the office and Steve slammed and 
barred the door. 

“Oh, my goodness!” exclaimed 
Sartwell when he saw the guns on him. 
Put—put those guns down!”  

“What do you want?” demanded 
Goose. 

“I just heard that the lynching party is 
about to start,” replied Sartwell, “and I 
thought I might warn you, Martin. Can’t 
you get Kent out of here?”  

Goose shook his head. “Both doors are 
bein’ watched. We thought of it this noon, 
but they were watchin’ then. We haven’t a 

chance but to stay here an’ try to hold ‘em 
off.” 

“Good Lord, man, you can’t stop the 
entire town of San Felipe,” snorted 
Sartwell. “They’ll tear this building 
down.”  

“We’ve got to stick,” declared Goose, 
but there was not a lot of assurance in his 
voice. 

“I’ll tell yuh about me,” said Dug. “I’d 
a lot rather be a live coward than a dead 
hero. When they pile flowers around me, I 
want to be able to smell ‘em.”  

“Aw-w-w-w,” grunted Smoky. “They 
ain’t aimin’ to kill us, Duggie.”  

To prove his calmness, Smoky rolled a 
cigarette, took out a match, struck it on the 
desk top. He put the match in his mouth, 
and threw the cigarette away. He puffed in 
apparent enjoyment. Steve said: 

“They want Rickey—an’ they’d kill us 
to get him. What was that?”  

Smoky became aware of the match and 
spat it out as he stepped over to the 
window and pulled the curtain back a little 
and peered outside. “Listen, they’re on 
their way over!”  

“Oh, my Gawd!” gasped Sartwell. “I 
must get out of here!”  

The lawyer sank down on the cot, 
tugging nervously at his shirt collar, his 
face sickly white, his eyes wide with 
fright. 

They heard the dull rumble of 
conversation, footsteps on the boardwalk. 
Sartwell tore his collar open, ripped his 
shirt front. 

“I—I’ve got to get out of here,” he 
whispered huskily. “I can’t be—” 

“Yuh are, though, pardner,” said 
Smoky, “You sink or swim with us. Grab 
a gun an’ get ready.”  

A heavy object thudded against the 
front door, and a voice yelled: 

“All right, boys—open this door, or 
we’ll smash it in. If yuh obey orders, none 
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of yuh will get hurt. Otherwise, we won’t 
be responsible. I’ll give yuh exactly ten 
seconds to open it!” 

“That’s Big Jim Ross’s voice,” said 
Goose  

“My Gawd, open the door!” pleaded 
Henry Sartwell. “I—I don’t want to die—
yet.” 

The men were all staring at the door, 
except Smoky, who was staring at Steve 
Ford. Steve had picked up a Winchester 
rifle and was stuffing shells into the 
loading-gate. 

“When they start smashing that door,” 
he said, “I’ll make it awful hot outside.” 
Then he shifted the gun and lined up the 
sights toward the door. 

“Don’t shoot, Steve,” snapped Goose. 
“Let them make the first break.”  

“Steve, yuh dirty killer!” yelled 
Smoky. “Drop that gun!”  

Smoky’s yell was disconcerting, 
amazing. Steve whirled, trying to cock the 
rifle, when Smoky, diving like a football 
tackle, went under that swinging gun 
barrel and grasped Steve around the 
thighs. The rifle blasted a hole in the wall 
above the sheriff’s desk, and Dug dived 
flat on the floor. Sartwell yelled and fell 
off the cot while Goose backed into the 
doorway leading to the cells and watched 
with mouth half-open, astonished. 

 
HE shot through the wall had halted 
the mob, although it was too high to 

hit anyone on the street. The strange part 
of it all was Smoky and Steve, fighting 
like mad. They banged into the wall, 
slithered into the corner, got up and went 
at it again. Twice Steve tried to draw his 
six-shooter, but each time Smoky drove 
his head back with right uppercuts. They 
were not talking, being too intent on 
knocking each other’s heads off. The mob 
was forgotten—this was actual. 

“Stop it, yuh crazy fools!” yelled Dug. 
“Here we are, facin’ a mob, an’ you two 
start havin’ fun.”  

Someone outside flung a chunk of 
two-by-four through the window of the 
office, tearing away the shade, giving 
some of the attacking force a chance to see 
what was going on. It was a great fight—
but why? 

Both men were bruised and bleeding, 
panting, swinging wildly. Suddenly 
Smoky, shocked back by a vicious kick, 
sagged down, started a punch from the 
floor, which hit Steve squarely on the 
chin—and the fight was over. A half-
dozen men were leaning through the 
broken window, staring in amazement, as 
Smoky picked up Steve and slammed him 
against the wall. 

“Want me to hit yuh again?” asked 
Smoky hoarsely. 

“No, no,” wheezed Steve. “I—I’m 
through—don’t hit me!”  

“All right,” husked Smoky, “go ahead 
an’ tell ‘em the truth. You killed the 
sheriff. If yuh lie, I’ll knock out the rest of 
yore teeth, you coyote! Tell ‘em you killed 
him, an’ we’ll save yuh for the law. Go 
ahead an’ talk, you coyote pup!”  

“I—I killed Grant,” whimpered Steve. 
“I—I knew the gold was goin’ through. 
The sheriff ran into me—I had to kill him. 
I didn’t try to put it on Rickey Kent—I 
swear I didn’t.”  

Smoky sagged against the desk, staring 
at the mob in the window, and said 
wearily, “Go away, yuh fools. You almost 
hung the wrong man. An’ you ain’t 
hangin’ this’n either. Go home an’ tell—
tell yore mother she wants yuh.”  

Smoky Smith’s hands slid off the desk 
and he went flat on the floor. After all, you 
can only stand so much. Dug picked him 
up and put him in a chair. Smoky was 
grinning weakly as he watched Goose 
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place Ford in a cell, letting Rickey Kent 
out. 

“All right, Smoky,” said Dug. “How 
on earth didja happen to figure Steve? 
Nothin’ was said—nothin’—” 

“I saw the man at the shootin’,” 
reminded Smoky. “I saw him shoot that 
rifle. He held one hand almost against the 
lever, instead of out along the forearm of 
the barrel. Rickey don’t do that, I proved 

it. But Steve did, blast him—an’ when I 
yelled at him, he tried to shoot me. I 
knowed then he was my man.”  

“He also shoots left-handed,” said a 
man in the window, “an’ he’s got a kinda 
stiff elbow in his right arm.”  

“I didn’t notice that,” said Smoky 
wearily. “I only notice the essential 
things.” 

 


