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The last thing Daniel ‘Bull’
Keleney wanted was for the children of Grattan, Texas, to receive
an education. Being a ruthless man, he was willing to go to any
lengths to prevent it—he had already forced every schoolteacher who
had arrived to leave Grattan, and had arranged the murder of the
latest one during what appeared to be a robbery.

And when he saw the
insignificant looking young couple who arrived as replacements, the
town boss felt sure that they would be easier to drive out than any of their
predecessors. But that was the biggest mistake of Bull Keleney’s
life, for the girl’s real name was Betty Hardin, and her companion
was her cousin, the master of triggernometry—Dusty Fog!
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Author’s Note

 


Although some of the events
recorded herein first appeared as, Part One, ‘The Schoolteacher’,
THE HARD RIDERS, we did not have access to the full details at that
time. These have now been made available to us by Alvin Dustine
‘Cap’ Fog, together with permission to reproduce them.

We realize that, in our present
‘permissive’ society, we could include the actual profanities used
by various people, but we do not concede that a spurious desire to
create ‘realism’ is a valid reason to do so. Lastly, as we do not conform to
the current ‘trendy’ pandering to the exponents of the metric
system, we will continue to employ pounds, ounces, miles, yards,
feet and inches where weights and distances are concerned, except
when referring to the calibers of such weapons as are gauged in
millimeters.

J. T. Edson


 


For Eugene Cunningham,
whose book,

TRIGGERNOMETRY,

has been a great source of
information and interest.

 


 




Chapter One – That’s Faster Than the Prince

 


‘Hey now!’ Walter ‘Trader’
Staines ejaculated, remembering just in time to speak in a whisper,
despite the surprise he had just received, as he and his companion
crouched among the bushes and watched, from the concealment of the
foliage, two of the men in the bottom of the valley removing the
covers from the horse which they had brought with them. ‘I’ve never
set eyes on that bay before!’

‘I didn’t think you would have,
Walter,’ Ezekiel Barnsley answered, equally sotto voce. As usual, he refrained from employing
the sobriquet by which the other was generally known. His tone and
demeanor became charged with warning as he continued, ‘And we’d
better make certain they don’t catch us watching it
now.
Mr. Keleney’s had it
brought in secretly to be run in the race on Saturday, but you
won’t find it in the stables at his place and it won’t be entered
under his name either when they go to the post.’ He paused and
glanced at the man by his side as if wanting to make sure his point
had been understood. Deducing from the way in which the pair of
field glasses brought by the other were being raised as an aid to
conducting a closer examination, he went on, ‘What do
you
think of
it?’

Although there had been fairly
heavy rain the previous night, the weather was now fine and
pleasantly warm without having attained sufficient heat to dry out the
ground which had received a soaking from the downpour. The valley
was on the rolling plains of South-East Texas some three miles west
of Grattan, seat of Dale County. However, the attire of the two
watchers suggested they followed more sedentary occupations than
those who earned a living by working on the open range country.
Both had on none too expensive three piece suits, collarless white
shirts, derby hats and footwear which, even in the case of
Staines—who was the owner of the town’s only livery barn—was more
satisfactory for walking than riding or driving a wagon.

Of medium height, approaching
his fiftieth birthday, Staines was thickset although now running to fat. He had
an accent which indicated he had either been born or spent much of
his life south of the Mason-Dixon line, i if not entirely in the Lone Star
State. He had thinning brown hair and the jovial, reddened face of
a man who spent much of his time out of doors being pleasant to
others. Of late, the horse trading from which he had acquired his
nickname had been carried out in or around his place of business
instead of him having to go in search of it on the
range.

Taller and thinner, although
conveying an impression to the contrary, Barnsley was a few years younger than
his companion. Long hours spent bending over a desk had bowed his
narrow shoulders and he peered short-sightedly as a result of his
vision having been impaired by frequently perusing documents with
great care in indifferent lighting. Such a way of life had given
his sharp features the color and texture of ancient parchment. He
had the seedy and downtrodden air often found in clerks which was
enhanced by the whining timbre of his New England manner of
speech. ii
He looked like
others in similar forms of employment, who had grown too old to
seek more stimulating work.

‘It’s not a bad looking critter,
I’ll admit,’ Staines assessed, lowering the field
glasses at
the completion of what had been a lengthy and informative study
regardless of being carried out at a distance. As had become second
nature to him, he had adopted the almost depreciatory manner of one
well versed in the art of purchasing, or exchanging, horses. Nor
did the tone entirely depart as he continued, ‘Thing being,
it’s running and not just looks’s wins races. Which we both of us know how good
Bull’s Black Prince is at doing that.’

‘We do indeed,’ Barnsley agreed, with what was
remarkable vehemence for him. ‘And that was why I thought, when I
chanced to overhear what was to be done, that it could be worth our
while to come out here and see what they are up to.’

‘It could be at that,’ Staines admitted, still
retaining his horse-trader’s voice and his gaze was speculative, if
not out-and-out suspicious, as he turned it to his companion. ‘Only
I didn’t know you went in for anything like betting on horse races,
Ezekiel.’

‘I don’t make a
habit
of it, I’ll admit,’
Barnsley conceded. ‘But neither does Mr. Keleney pay me so
munificently that I’m averse to acquiring some extra money by
making a wager, providing it can be done without the risk of losing
of course.’

‘And you reckon it can
be?’

‘I can’t guarantee it. All I’m sure of, knowing him as I
do, is that Mr. Keleney would not be going to all the trouble he
has taken to obtain and bring the horse here in secret unless
there’s a very good reason. But I don’t know enough about horses to judge
for myself, which is why I asked you to come and give me your opinion.’

‘No offense meant, Ezekiel,’
Barnes claimed in a placatory manner, having caught what he
took to be a
note of querulous resentment in the clerk’s voice while the
explanation was being made. ‘I’m right pleased you told me. Like
you say, Bull’s not keeping it out of sight just for the sake of
its health and finding out what it’s capable of could pay off
good.’

Receiving such an enthusiastic
nod that he concluded his apology was accepted, the owner of the livery
barn raised the field glasses once more and resumed his
scrutiny.

The horse in the valley, a bay
gelding with a white star on the brow and three white stockings, was just under
fifteen hands and would weigh about one thousand pounds. Even at
the distance which separated it from Staines, its excellent health
and physical condition was apparent. Its short head had wide-set,
intelligent eyes and open nostrils. Well set on powerful shoulders,
the neck was sufficiently muscular to augment the broad and deep
chest. Short and firmly muscled, the back had well sprung ribs and
strong loins, joining massive and rounded hindquarters. All in all,
the effect was that of a compact and exceptionally muscular animal;
yet it was neither over bulky, clumsy, or awkward on its feet.
However, to the uninitiated—despite being hard, clean, and with
short pasterns—the legs appeared somewhat finer than might be
expected for carrying a body so potentially puissant. Being better
informed, by virtue of what was now his secondary trade, Staines
regarded them as ideal for their purpose. This was to be able to
accelerate quickly from a standing start and transport the rider
for a short distance at a great speed.

The possession of such qualities
by the gelding accounted for the watchers being hidden and the
clerk’s warning about the necessity of avoiding
any
indication being given of their presence.

The bay was intended to
compete in a
forthcoming race—over a distance of four hundred and forty yards—of
the kind which had given its breed the name, ‘American quarter
horse’. iii
As it was about to
be subjected to a secret trial with the intention of establishing
its capability in such an event, probably for purposes of
comparison against those of the local and so far undefeated
favorite, the men in the bushes felt certain their unauthorized
spectating would be far from welcome. What was more, knowing who
was involved, the owner of the livery barn had not needed the
comment from Barnsley to alert him to the danger. The purchaser of
the bay was not the sort of person upon whom it would be advisable,
or safe, to be spying when he was engaged in an activity, the
result of which he would prefer to keep to himself and his trusted
helpers. Regardless of the fact that Staines in particular was not
without prominence in the community of Grattan, being caught in the
act would almost certainly result in painful
repercussions.

At just over six
foot,
although two of his companions matched him in height and neither
could be termed lightweights, Daniel Bernard ‘Bull’ Keleney was by
far the most bulky of the quartet under observation. When he wished
to convey the impression, his florid features appeared expansively
jovial and filled with bonhomie; a carefully cultivated luxuriant
black moustache concealing the hard lines of his mouth. However,
when angry, he had a habit of rolling his head from side to side,
looking at everything and everybody from under his bushy eyebrows
in the fashion of an old mossyhorn longhorn bull on the
prod.

Owning controlling interests in
many of the town’s business concerns as well as a factory which
supplied
garments throughout Texas, had not given Keleney good taste in
clothing. He had a pearl gray derby tilted at the back of a
thinning thatch of hair which glistened even blacker from a liberal
application of particularly pungent bay rum.
iv His three piece suit was made of
excellent material and well cut, but his appearance was far from
improved by it being a black and white check. Nor did the
multi-hued silk cravat complement the lime green shirt. A bulky
gold watch chain, from which dangled a trio of heavy seals,
stretched across the front of his vest. His trousers were tucked
untidily into low heeled riding boots. While he wore no weapons in
plain view, it was common knowledge among the citizens of Gratton
that he carried an ivory handled Colt Storekeeper Model Peacemaker
in a spring retention shoulder under the left side of his jacket
and he had demonstrated his ability to use it when the need
arose.

Accompanied by the burly
hard-case who had helped him to remove the blanket, the small
man who
always rode Black Prince—Keleney’s best and fastest quarter
horse-led the bay gelding towards the two posts painted red and
white, between which the races he organized were always started.
Like Morris ‘Brick’ Shatterhouse and Moses ‘Moe’ Broody, although
none of them had ever worked cattle on a ranch, Joseph ‘Little
Joey’ Cockburn was wearing cowhand style clothing. In keeping with
their duties as enforcers of their employer’s will, the larger pair
had on gunbelts with Colt Peacemakers in the tied-down holsters.
While the jockey had proved himself a competent gun and fist
fighter, he was not armed at that moment.

Neither Keleney nor Shatterhouse
followed the other two. Instead, they remained almost in front of
the watchers’ place of concealment. Drawing out the expensive Swiss-made watch
attached to one end of the gold chain, the town boss glanced from
it to the pair of blue and white posts he was facing. These were
used to indicate the finishing line for the four hundred and forty
yards’ races. Holding the watch cupped in the palm of his massive
right hand, he pressed the stud which caused the engraved lid of
the ‘hunting case’ to flip up and display the glass covered dial it
protected. Then, as a further indication that he was getting ready
to time the forthcoming trial, he swung his gaze to the other end
of the course.

Receiving the
final
confirmation that Barnsley had been correct with regards to the
quartet’s purpose, Staines laid aside the field glasses and
produced his own timepiece from his vest pocket. It was a somewhat
battered looking B. W. Raymond ‘railroad watch’ made by the
National Watch Company of Elgin, Illinois and had clearly seen a
great deal of use. However, while it was not as elegant in
appearance as the one held by Keleney, it possessed a similar
‘stop’ mechanism and was noted for its accuracy throughout Dale
County. Holding it ready for use, he too devoted his attention to
the starting line.

Having passed the red and white
posts, Cockburn turned the bay until it was facing in the
direction from which it had come and was standing in the center of
the course. Raising his right foot, he placed it upon Broody’s
cupped hands and was given a boost on to the back of the gelding.
That he required such assistance surprised none of the onlookers.
They were aware that the necessity was caused by the specialized
nature of the saddle upon which he settled himself with the deft
ease acquired as a result of considerable training.

Experience gained over many
years had taught men involved in the racing of horses over level ground and for
comparatively short distances, that the more utilitarian styles of
riding failed to produce the most satisfactory results when
employed in such competitions.

Derived from the method of
‘hacking’ brought by the colonists from Great—as it was then—Britain, using a ‘flat’, single
girthed rig, Eastern horsemen tended to sit in the middle of the
saddle and not back on the cantle. With such a ‘seat’, when the
feet were properly placed, the stirrup leathers were straight up
and down. Except in the case of a very tall rider on a small mount,
the leathers were of such a length that—when sitting in the middle
and allowing the legs to hang down as far as possible—the bottom of
the stirrups and the ankle bones were level. A test of the correct,
length was for the rider to keep the feet level and stand erect in
the saddle. If all was as it should be, in the majority of cases,
there would be a clearance of about two inches between the rider
and the rig.

Adequate as the
revised
version of the ‘English’ seat had been found in the increasingly
more developed and civilized East, where other means of transport
were available for making longer journeys, it was soon found
wanting by riders who needed to travel—or worked mainly on
horseback—over the vast areas of open country west of the
Mississippi River. Particularly where the cowhand was concerned, a
different type of saddle and style of sitting upon it was found
necessary.

Riding a horse which might not
have acquired a full standard of training and which might frequently be
called upon to perform extremely rapid maneuvering at short notice
when dealing with the longhorn cattle that were, at best, only half
wild, the cowhand required greater security than offered by the
‘flat’ Eastern rig. v
With that in mind,
drawing upon without adhering entirely to the type of saddles used
by Mexican vaqueros, the fork and cantle were built up. Having acquired the
habit of tying the end of the lariat to the horn when roping, as opposed to ‘dallying’
it so it could be released hurriedly in an emergency, Texans also
affixed a second girth to help withstand the strains which would be
imposed. vi
As an aid to
remaining on board when the mount was making rapid changes of
direction, sliding halts, or even bucking, the Western rider—
although retaining the same general length of the stirrup leathers
used on the more effete ‘Eastern pleasure’ rig— kept well back on
the saddle.

Satisfactory as they were for
the needs of their users, neither ‘Eastern’ nor ‘Western’ styles were suitable
where a jockey in a ‘flat’ race was concerned.

Having been helped to
mount,
Cockburn was perched upon the diminutive, feather-weight, single
girthed saddle that was situated well up on the withers of the bay.
He slipped the toes of his boots into the irons of the very short
stirrups, already adjusted to his size, which were attached to the
front of the saddle. While the arrangement offered only a very
precarious and far from comfortable seat, it had the inestimable
advantage of placing all his weight in the most suitable position.
Such a method of riding could not have been employed for any length
of time, nor to cover a great distance. It was not intended to be,
but was nevertheless ideal for its present purpose.

Controlling the gelding’s
eagerness to set off (its demeanor indicating that it knew what was expected
of it and was willing to perform its function) Cockburn was
watching Broody out of the corner of his eye. The hard case was
keeping their employer under observation and, receiving the
pre-arranged signal that all was ready at the other end of the
course, he raised his right hand with a grubby white handkerchief
dangling from it.

‘You ready, Joey?’ Broody
inquired.

‘Ready!’ the jockey
confirmed, tensing slightly.

‘Go!’ the hard-case
commanded in a shout, bringing down the handkerchief in a
fluttering gesture.

Instantly, while two thumbs depressed knobs
and set the ‘stop’ mechanisms of their owners’ respective watches
into operation, Cockburn let out a yell and allowed the bay to
lunge forward. Once it was in motion, the advantages offered by the
so-called ‘monkey seat’ he was employing began to show.

As was attested by the
outstretched nose and neck, the bay was straining every muscle
and fiber of
its powerful body to maintain the speed it built up from the moment
it changed from moving restlessly on the spot to an almost
immediate full gallop. Although the start was mainly achieved by
the propulsive thrust of the puissant hind quarters, the motion
threw most of its weight upon the front legs and they were almost
transformed into its center of balance.

If Cockburn had been sitting after the
fashion of an Eastern or Western rider, he would have been a
hindrance to his mount. Crouching on the diminutive saddle, with
his torso inclined forward at the waist, he did more than just cut
down the wind resistance offered by his body. Almost standing on
the stirrups, the posture positioned all his weight directly over
the withers and at his mount’s center of gravity. This ensured he
created as little interference as possible with its balance and
movements.

Urged onwards by the
jockey, its
hooves sinking slightly into the rain-softened surface of the
course, the gelding sped in the direction of the finishing line.
Glancing at it, the owner of the livery barn could see it was being
induced to give of its best. What was more, it responded gallantly
to the repeated summons it received. Then, as it passed between the
blue and white posts, two thumbs tightened and the action of the
‘stop watch’ mechanisms ceased to function.

'Well,’ Barnsley hissed, exuding eagerness, as his
companion stared at the face of the ‘railroad watch’.

‘Hot damn!’ Staines ejaculated.
‘Twenty-one seconds!’

‘Is that good?’ the clerk inquired, although the tone employed by
the owner of the livery barn was indicative that such was the
case.

‘Good?’ Staines repeated, snapping his gaze to the
other man’s parched features. ‘I’ll say it’s good. That’s faster than the Prince can do
it by two seconds.’

‘Two seconds doesn’t seem
much,’
Barnsley
protested.

‘It’s enough to get him
over the finish line
ahead of the Prince,’ Staines declared confidently, knowing the
condition of the course was that most favored by Keleney’s very
successful quarter horse. ‘And on soft going, too!’

‘I don’t follow you!’ the
clerk asserted.

‘Some horses run better on hard
ground, some when it’s soft,’ Staines explained, trying to control his
impatience.

‘The Prince always runs
best when it’s soft and so does that bay, only he does it
better.’

‘Then it must be able to beat Mr.
Keleney’s horse?’ Barnsley declared, more as a statement than a
question.

‘He can on a time like this,’ Staines agreed,
tapping the face of his watch. Glancing to where Cockburn had
brought the bay around and halted it in front of the town boss, he
continued, ‘I’d give anything to hear what Bull and Little Joey’re
saying.’

‘I’m sure it would be most interesting,’
Barnsley admitted, but his voice had a timbre of nervousness.
‘However, it might not be wise to stay here any longer. They might
decide to come and search in case somebody has been
watching.’

‘They might at that,’ Staines
conceded,
less amused by the other’s obvious perturbation than he might have
been in different circumstances. He returned the watch to his
vest-pocket. ‘Let’s get going. There won’t be anything else for us
to see.’


Chapter Two – Make Sure He Can’t Blab

 


‘Well,’ Daniel ‘Bull’ Keleney said
impatiently, his voice harsh and, despite having spent many years
in the Southern States, still retaining the accent of one born on
the already notorious East Side of New York. ‘Have they gone
yet?’

‘I can’t see anything of
’em, boss,’
Brick Shatterhouse answered, having been scanning the bushes which
had served as a point of vantage for Trader Staines and Ezekiel
Barnsley. His mode of speech indicated his origins were closer to
Kansas than Texas. Giving a shrug, he went on, ‘You told that
miserable-looking quill-pusher to get the hell out of it as soon’s
they’d seen Three Socks here make his run and he
allus
does as you tell
him.’

‘Likely,’ the town boss
grunted. ‘But go up and make sure he has this time.’

‘Sure, boss,’
Shatterhouse
assented.

‘How was he, Joey?’ Keleney
inquired, as the hard-case set off up the slope to carry out the
task.

‘He’s a better than fair mover,
boss,’ Little
Joey Cockburn claimed judiciously, having dismounted and patted the
neck of the bay. He spoke with an accent similar to that of his
employer. ‘But he’s not another Black Prince.’

‘I wouldn’t have let Staines see
him run just now if I’d’ve thought he might be,’ Keleney asserted looking
upwards with a broad grin which displayed several gold teeth.
Waiting until Shatterhouse emerged from the bushes, he let out a
grunt of satisfaction as he received a wave indicating there were
no other occupants. Then he addressed the second hard-case, ‘Start
moving those posts back to where they should be, Moe. I don’t want
to be out here all day.’

‘Sure, boss,’ Moses Broody
replied, sounding just a trace reluctant, but making the kind of
response which he knew was always expected by his employer unless an answer
in the negative was called for.

Although the trial was
over, the
owner of the livery barn had not been correct in his assumption
that nothing of further interest would take place in the
valley.

However, the work which the town boss had
just ordered to be carried out was the part of his activities he
would have objected to being observed by the onlookers.

Going to the nearer blue and
white post, while Cockburn was attending to the bay gelding, Broody grasped
and plucked it from the ground. Carrying it some yards along the
course, he halted and pushed it into another hole. Never one to do
any more work than was absolutely necessary, he contrived to take
so long in ensuring it was seated properly that Shatterhouse had
returned to the bottom of the valley and was moving the second post
to its original position before he was finished.

‘I’m ready, boss,’
Cockburn announced,
having completed his work and replaced the quarter horse’s blanket
while the transferring of the posts was taking place. Knowing
something of the purpose behind the ‘unsuspected’ watching of the
trial by Staines and Barnsley, he went on, ‘Do you reckon the
Trader will spread the word about what’s he’s seen?’

‘He’ll let that bunch of
son-of-bitches he goes around with know about it, if nobody else,’
Keleney answered confidently. ‘And, even if none of
them pass on
what he says, I’ve told Barnsley to make sure plenty of other folks
hear how fast Socks can run. So the word’ll get spread all
right.’

‘And then they’ll all start
betting on him, figuring you aim to have him beat the Prince,’ the
jockey continued, grinning in a knowing fashion. ‘You’ll have taken them
for plenty by the time they get to know different,
boss.’

‘Can I help it if they figure
it’ll be them taking me?’ the town boss asked, also grinning. ‘I just hope they’ll
have something left to bet with after tonight, though. Are you
through, Brick, Moe?’

‘Sure, boss,’ Shatterhouse
confirmed, glancing at the holes from which the finishing posts had been
removed. He and the other hard-case, having set up the posts, had
just finished filling the cavities with the soil taken from them.
‘By tomorrow, there won’t be nothing to show what we did; or that
we’ve been here.’

‘Come on,’ Keleney ordered, after
a quick look to satisfy himself that the claim made by Shatterhouse
was correct. ‘Let’s get Socks back to the cabin before anybody sees us with
him.’

Although the town boss shared
the hard-case’s confidence that there would be no trace of the subterfuge
they had practiced the following day, neither of them thought to
look in the direction of the starting line. If they had, they would
have noticed the grubby white handkerchief used by Broody to signal
for the ‘trial’ to commence. It had fallen from his pocket as he
tried to put it away and lay just beyond the left side red and
white post.

 


Shortly after Bull
Keleney’s party had
taken their departure, Orville Webster, having arrived from Grattan
by a roundabout route which caused him to miss being seen either by
them or Trader Staines and Ezekiel Barnsley, came on to the rim
above the valley. Noticing the marks left on the ground by the
hooves of the bay, he descended the slope and walked towards
them.

Tallish, fairly
well built
and in his late twenties, Webster was good looking in a studious
fashion. For all that, he was tanned and moved with the easy grace
of an athlete. As he was taking advantage of a public holiday to
indulge in his hobby of studying natural history, he was wearing an
open necked tartan shirt, Levi’s pants and untanned walking boots
instead of the more conventional attire in which he invariably
dressed when teaching at the town’s school.

Competent at his work, Webster
had become popular with the children for whose education he was
responsible. This was no mean feat for a young man holding such a
position for the first time, especially when up against the kind of conditions
which prevailed in Grattan. The ages of the boys and girls in the
classes ranged from five to fourteen and they were not the most
ruly of pupils, particularly some of the older ones. However,
although he had succeeded in winning them over, there was something
more sinister with which he had had to contend.

Bull Keleney had no wish for the
younger generation of the town to acquire an education. The
employees at his factory did not need to possess any great literacy
to carry out their various tasks. Nor did he consider it desirable for
them, or their potential successors, to attain it. Consequently, he
was far from enthusiastic over the possibility of a generation
growing up with a greater knowledge than their parents. Having that
in mind, although he was too wise to openly contravene the rulings
of the State Legislature with regards to the provision of
scholastic facilities, he did all he could to reduce the
effectiveness of the teacher’s efforts. One of the chief arguments
he put forward against the need to have an education was that,
despite the fact that he had become very wealthy and was able to
supply gainful employment for so many people in the town, he could
neither read nor write.

Being by nature forceful and
always determined to attain whatever he desired, the town boss had not
restricted himself to merely dropping hints that an education was a
needless encumbrance. Although he would have vehemently denied
having given such instructions if questioned by the local law
enforcement officers—an unlikely contingency, as they were all in
his pay—knowing his sentiments, his hired hard-cases and members of
the community wishing to curry favor made life as difficult and
unpleasant as possible for the schoolteachers. Faced with
considerable harassment from those factions and the general
disinterest shown by the remainder of the population (or rather an
almost unanimous disinclination to incur Keleney’s wrath by showing
support openly) a succession of schoolmistresses and masters of
various ages and experience had come and gone over the
years.

Latest and youngest incumbent to
take the post, Webster had proved to be the most successful. Not
only had he
brought a new and less rigid outlook to the task, which enabled him
to win the respect of the pupils, but he had also shown sufficient
resilience of spirit to hold out against the apparent indifference
and occasional open hostility shown by their elders. What was more,
having been a boxer of above average ability in college who still
kept himself physically fit, he had withstood attempts at
dissuading him from continuing his employment by other than verbal
means. In spite of having had an advantage in weight, Brick
Shatterhouse was one who could testify to the schoolteacher’s
fistic prowess and, accompanying his attempts at exculpation with
much profanity, occasionally did so.

Surprising as it might have
struck some of the people who knew them only
outside the
classroom, one of the subjects in which Webster had succeeded in
interesting his pupils was art appreciation. This had come about as
a result of discovering that one of the older boys possessed
considerable natural aptitude where producing drawings was
concerned. An illustration by the prodigy of horses galloping had
provoked a vigorous discussion, which the teacher had encouraged,
when it was displayed to the other members of the class.

As was the usual and generally
accepted practice, the artist had portrayed the animals running with the fore-
and hind-legs extended simultaneously ahead and behind. Another
pupil had protested that he did not believe any horse could attain
such a posture even at a gallop. The artist had agreed, but claimed
he had never seen a picture which differed from his conception.
When nobody else had been able to suggest what actually took place
under such circumstances, the pupils had turned to their teacher
for adjudication as had become their habit. Admitting he was no
better informed on the matter, although he too had always had
doubts about the accuracy of the paintings, he had promised to find
the answer for them before school commenced after the
holiday.

Having failed to obtain the
requisite information from any of the small circle of friends he had made
among the men of the town, even the owner of the livery barn having
professed ignorance where the matter was concerned, Webster had
been reconciled to being compelled to announce he was unable to
supply the information to his pupils. However, his arrival at the
valley had had nothing to do with his dilemma. Taking a
constitutional walk, combined with continuing his studies of the
wild animals and plant life in the area, nothing more than chance
had brought him in that direction.

Webster had known nothing about
the supposed trial of a quarter horse, although his
suspicions
might have been aroused if he had been aware of who had carried it
out. On coming into view, his scrutiny of the course along which it
had been run led him to consider that a closer examination might be
worthwhile and prove informative. His decision was not provoked by
any desire to discover what had taken place as such. Due to the
heavy rain the previous night all signs of the earlier races had
washed away, and the ground was ideally suited to exhibiting the
traces left by the latest users. As only one horse was involved,
and as he had acquired a sound knowledge of reading tracks prior to
coming to Grattan, studying the marks produced by the horse’s
hooves as it ran along the otherwise unscarred center of the course
might allow him to solve his problem.

The young schoolteacher had, therefore, no
ulterior motive; just a desire to avoid letting down his
pupils.

Crossing to where the hoof marks
indicated the change from a comparatively motionless
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