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Chapter One

BANNISTER BEGAN TO hear the holiday voice of the town while its buildings were still half hidden in the trees. The deep and steady banging of a bass drum echoed thinly from flag-draped building fronts and sheltering ridges. There was the squall of cornets slightly off key, the heavy-footed seesaw of a tuba.

Sensitive as a cat to the risks he knew he was taking, he rode his trail-worn sorrel gelding into this Antelope town. He’d become used to silence and lonely places. Now all around him was crowding and confusion—yelping dogs and squealing horses and shouting kids, and firecrackers exploding in the warm July morning. He could almost feel his nerves begin to stretch and tighten.

And then, as he pulled aside for an approaching team and wagon, he glanced up and saw the girl; and it was like a sledging blow against his ribcage. In that moment all the sounds and smells faded. The image of his dead wife rose before him with such stabbing clarity that it put a clogging stop to the breath in his throat.

Pressure of his knees brought the horse around slowly, and he stared after the wagon as it drew away. There were a couple of youngsters in the back, three grownups on the wagon seat. The kids dangled brown legs over the tailgate and grinned at him, waving in excitement. They were brother and sister, obviously—towheads, like the man doing the driving. Of the lot, only the younger of the two women—the one who’d first caught his glance—seemed not to be a member of the family, for her hair was black as a crow’s wing.

Beneath a small straw bonnet he could see the glossy dark shining of her hair, and the soft line of her cheek above the straight back. Bannister saw her turn and glance behind her. But the distance was already too great to let him see exactly what it was about her that had brought Marjorie leaping into his mind, with the sense of grief and loss that apparently would always be fresh within him.

He would recall later how the girl on the wagon had seemed to be searching the crowd, looking for someone. He didn’t consciously think of it at the moment. His emotions were a turmoil as he squared around and rode on, with a hand tight on the reins and his eyes set straight before him. He couldn’t even seem to feel the warmth of the sun against his craggy face anymore.

The population of an entire cattle range appeared to be in town today. Saddle horses lined the hitch racks on both sides of the street, and every vacant lot was already filling up with wagons and teams drawn from the outlying area. The sidewalks were crowded. There was a steady flow of traffic through the store entrances, and saloon batwings all along the way seemed scarcely ever to settle.

Bannister had now come in sight of the brass band. They were lined up in the middle of the street, wearing their braided jackets and leather-visored caps—eight part-time musicians in whiskers and waterfall mustaches, stiffly posing to have a group picture taken. The photographer was burrowing under the black cloth covering of his huge box camera, while kids and townsmen crowded into the background. Bannister saw letters painted around the face of the huge bass drum: ANTELOPE CITY BAND—ANTELOPE, COLORADO.

A small-town Fourth of July was the same the country over, Jim Bannister thought, and for poignant moments was carried back to his own boyhood. At twenty-eight, it seemed a lifetime ago …

He found a place to tie his horse, in front of a general store that was wide open and taking full advantage of the holiday crowd of customers. He swung down here, in dust that had been beaten as fine as flour by uncounted shod hooves, and wrapped the reins about the tooth-marked pole. As he did so, a sudden, silent voice of warning spoke. The sixth sense that a hunted creature develops lifted his head in a hurried search for the source of danger. And thus he found the man who leaned a shoulder against a roof prop and stared intently at him, across the busy street traffic.

The man’s face was dominated and nearly hidden by an immense brush of dark-brown mustache. He wore rumpled town clothing with a derby hat pushed far back on his head and a heavy gold watch chain looping the gap of his unbuttoned waistcoat. It was partly the stare that put a chill into Bannister; but more than this, it was the shine of sunlight striking from the sheriff’s badge pinned to a waistcoat pocket.

Bannister bent quickly and pretended to examine a cinch ring, while he took a moment to settle his breathing. His strongest impulse was to throw himself into the saddle and get out of this place, fast; but if the lawman yonder were really suspicious, there wasn’t anything he could do that would be worse. There’d be a posse after him in a matter of minutes. And since he didn’t know this country, here on the west slope of the Rockies, a bunch of locals would probably have no great trouble running him down.

He quelled the blind urge to flight. Straightening, he glanced warily again at that spot under the arcade roof—and it was empty. The man was gone.

He could be off somewhere seeking reinforcements, of course; but, with a shrug, Bannister reminded himself that life was all a matter of taking chances. No sense abandoning what he’d risked riding into this town for, just because a stranger with a badge had looked at him closely.

It took an effort of will, but Jim Bannister rounded the lineup of horses and walked up the broad plank steps and past the cluster of men gathered in front of the store entrance. He loomed more than a head taller than most of them, a yellow-haired giant of a fellow, with the hard-muscled frame of a mustanger—a man who looked at the world out of friendly eyes that had had to learn distrust and wariness.

All around him were the voices of lonely men in off the range, greeting friends they didn’t get to see often. He stood aloof and waited for the busy merchant to wait on him, feeling self-conscious and envious in the knowledge that he belonged to no place in the way these other men belonged. Finally his turn came and he moved up to the counter, answering the aproned storekeeper’s waiting look with a nod. “There’re a few things I need,” he began.

A voice behind him said, crisply, “Not so fast, you! Turn around!”

The talk was suddenly silenced. Bannister’s first thought was of the sheriff. He froze as he saw the storekeeper look past him and then back away quickly, losing color. When Bannister failed to turn fast enough, the voice snapped, “You, I said!” A hand seized him by an elbow and hauled him around bodily.

Bannister’s first guess had been wrong; it wasn’t the lawman with the mustache. But that didn’t necessarily mean anything; anybody could spot a face on a reward dodger. This fellow looked like a cattleman, probably a small stock grower, a scowling man with iron-gray hair and a face burnt saddle dark by sun and weather. He was armed, and so were the three others with him. He didn’t take his eyes from Bannister now, as he asked his companions, “Well, what do you think?”

One of the men nodded, his eyes narrowed. “Could be. Yeah, he sure as hell could be, Johnson.”

Bannister said coldly, “You think you know me?”

Shaking his head, the man named Johnson said, “No. And that’s just what we don’t like!”

A frown narrowed the stranger’s eyes, behind tawny lashes. “Come again?”

“I’ll tell you, mister. We’ve had a bellyful of watching loose riders, with guns on their legs, drifting into this country on their way to sign up with Buckhorn. Would that be where you’re headed? Are you another of Clint Leach’s imports? Speak up!”

Suddenly, as Bannister saw the size of their error, complete and vast relief swept over him. The tension that had been building suddenly went out of him and he even let himself smile a little, crookedly. Some reckless impulse made him counter, “And if I said I was?”

“Maybe we could change your mind!”

“The four of you?”

Johnson turned even darker. “When they’re dealing with gunslicks,” he said angrily, “ordinary gents have to beat the odds any way they can. Bill Harbord forgot that. He tried to go up against Leach, and he got murdered doing it. Wasn’t even his fight; he just felt he couldn’t stand by while a new foreman turned his old brand against outfits that’d been his neighbors. Well, it’s our fight—and we know we can’t afford to let Buckhorn build a larger army than it’s already got. So we’re doing something about it.”

“And you’re starting with me?”

“Have to start somewhere,” the man next to Johnson said belligerently. “We’re giving you a chance, which is more than Bill Harbord got. We’re telling you to drift!”

“That’s it,” Johnson said, nodding.

But he didn’t look like a fighter; he looked scared. Though there might be four of them, it was plain these men lacked real taste for the job they had set themselves. They were just what they appeared to be—small stockmen, ordinary fellows who would normally carry their guns in their saddle rolls instead of on their legs, and probably never use them to kill anything more dangerous than a lobo wolf or an injured cow. But they were desperate now. Jim Bannister, who had been there once himself and knew what it meant to see an enemy threaten everything you had ever worked and built for, felt a stab of sympathy.

He shook his head. “You gents can relax,” he said. “I’m no hired gun. Until this minute I never even heard of Buckhorn, or of anyone named Clint Leach.”

There was no change in their hostility. Johnson retorted heavily, “You expect us to believe that? It ain’t how you were talking a minute ago!”

“I know. You had me curious, and a little peeved. Actually I just dropped off in town on the way through. After I pick up a few trail rations and take care of some business, I’ll be going on. That’s the truth.”

For a moment no one spoke. The men exchanged a baffled look. In the face of Bannister’s flat statement, they didn’t seem to know what to think. Finally, scowling, Johnson said, “You’d better hope it’s the truth. Because we’ll be checking!”

“That’s your privilege,” Bannister said.

Johnson seemed about to say something else. Instead, he swung his shoulders and turned away; in a jingle of spurs and clomping of bootheels, his friends trailed him out of the store. They left a stillness; but when the stranger looked around him, the other customers quickly stopped staring and returned to their own business. The silence ended, the general talk began again.







  Chapter Two

BANNISTER MADE HIS purchases—salt and flour, bacon and sugar, coffee and smoking tobacco. He put the tobacco in his shirt pocket, had the other things sacked, and carried them outside to his horse and strapped them behind the saddle.

The brass band was striking up again, somewhere at the other end of town; pulsing drumbeats seemed to shake the curtains of heated air that hung above the street. Everywhere there were the remembered smells of punk and exploding firecrackers, smells that always meant the Fourth of July. Bannister saw no further sign of the sheriff and, after those bad few minutes in the store that had come to nothing, he began to think maybe he was playing in luck.

After all, he was some hundreds of miles from anyplace where he was personally known. Men had short memories. He could have been entirely forgotten hereabouts, even if they had ever heard of him …

Taking the sorrel gelding’s reins, Jim Bannister led him across the busy street, toward the hotel standing on a corner lot half a block away.

Except for a huge pile of a house that stood on a hill overlooking Antelope, it was almost the only really sizable building in a village full of shacks. Some of the one-story business houses masqueraded behind the lifts of false fronts, but the hotel actually had a second floor, and a balcony railing circling the roof of the veranda. There was also an outside flight of stairs that Bannister carefully noted as a possible escape route, in case of an emergency.

He tied up handy to it and then walked around and into the lobby, past the line-up of cane rockers that were occupied this morning by old men jawing and spitting and enjoying the holiday stir. A clerk, in a candy-striped shirt and black sleeve supporters, was mounted on a stepladder nailing a strip of bunting over the doorway. This fellow climbed quickly down and hurried in. Bannister walked to the desk, turned the register toward him and ran a finger down the ink-spotted page.

The clerk came around behind the desk and laid his hammer aside. “Good morning, sir,” he said brightly, shoving forward a penholder standing upright in a saucerful of steel shot. “Welcome to our city. You’re just in time for the big doings. Independence Day parade’ll be starting in a matter of minutes, with a picnic in the park afterward. Horse racing in the afternoon; and tonight the fireworks …”

But Bannister shook his head at the pen and shoved the book away unsigned. “I don’t want a room,” he said, and saw the other’s friendliness turn off like a lamp. “I was looking for somebody but I don’t see his name. Is there another hotel in this town?”

“No.” The clerk no longer bothered to smile. “Couple of places take in boarders,” he added grudgingly.

Bannister shook his head. “He’d be at a hotel. When’s there a stage due?”

“Supposed to get in this afternoon. Around one, one-thirty. Comes twice a week from Gunnison.”

“I’ll check back, then. Thanks.”

Bannister was frowning as he emerged from the lobby. It was damnable, but apparently he’d somehow made a major error in calculating the day his man would reach Antelope, and he’d got here too early. The mistake could be a fatal one. Only a matter of hours till stage time—but did he dare stretch his luck by attempting to wait for it? That was a hard question.

And then, as he debated, his eyes lit upon a restaurant’s signboard jutting out from the line of building fronts a couple of doors down the street. Thought of how many weeks it had been since he’d eaten anything better than trail rations, and game half-cooked over greasewood campfires, filled him with a sudden desire for at least one honest meal. And it made up his mind for him.

He had his meal, seated at a corner table where he could keep the wall at his back and one eye on the screen door and the plate glass window. The place was nearly full. Out in the street, flags hung limp in the blistering noon sun. The squalling of the band and the erratic sputter of firecrackers were shut away and muted by the voices of the other diners.

To Bannister the tough steak and watery potatoes tasted good indeed. He took his time with them, determined to forget danger for the moment and enjoy himself. He was nearly finished when the screen door squealed open. He glanced up, and froze.

The sheriff had halted on the threshold and was quickly searching the faces in the room. His questing eye lit on Jim Bannister, and at once he came striding directly toward the corner table. Deliberately, Bannister laid down his fork and let his hand drop beneath the edge of the table, where it found the grip of his holstered gun and soundlessly slid it free. He waited, with the gun ready in his lap, as the sheriff came to a stand facing him across the table.

A weapon and shell belt rode the lawman’s solid middle, but he made no move to touch them. Instead, he dropped a hand onto the back of the empty chair opposite Bannister and said pleasantly, “This being used?”

Bannister could feel the stiffening of his cheek muscles, the hard ache of the hand that held the gun with its muzzle pointed upward beneath the table top. Not waiting for an answer, the sheriff was already turning to signal the stringy-haired waitress: “Cup of java over here, Virgie.”

“Sure, Fred,” she said. “Coming right up.”

The lawman pulled back the chair and dropped into it, slewing around comfortably so he could hook one elbow across its back. Bannister frowned, puzzled by that. It would be a hell of a position from which to go for a gun!

Neither said anything more until the girl came over with the thick cup of black steaming coffee and set it down with a familiar, “There you are, Fred.” She looked at Bannister. “You want dessert, mister? The pie ain’t good, but it ain’t bad.”

“No,” said Bannister. “I guess not.”

She went away. Bannister’s stare had not once left the sheriff’s face. Now he watched as the man added generous lacings of sugar and cream to his cup, stirred them in, and took a swallow. Nodding approval, the lawman set his cup down and brushed the back of a hand across the heavy mustache.

His eyes took in the man opposite. They were shrewd, searching eyes, in a broad face whose heavy brows were nearly a match for the mustache. He said, so softly that his voice didn’t reach beyond their own table, “Bannister, I don’t digest so good with a gun aimed at my belly. Put it away!”

Bluff was probably useless, but a man might as well try. Matching the sheriff’s quiet tone, Bannister said, “This damn town has the heebie jeebies! This makes twice I’ve been jumped, while minding my own business. Fellow named Johnson, over at the store, tried to make out I was somebody’s hired gun. And now you.”

The lawman shook his head patiently. “Cut it out, Bannister. It won’t wash. I just been down to the office checking the reward dodgers, to make sure. It all tallies. The build and everything. You know, you really stand out, mister—being that size. You’d have trouble losing yourself in a crowd.” He took another drag at his coffee, set the cup down, took a cigar from his waistcoat pocket and fired it up with a sulfur match. He squinted at Bannister through the smoke. “But I’m surprised at Claib Johnson. I really am. I don’t think you look much like a gunman—or a man on the dodge for murder, either.”

“I don’t?”

“Not for my money. More like some plain, ordinary hayshaker. Horse wrangler, maybe, judging from those mitts of yours.”

Bannister looked down at the hand lying beside his plate. It was big, like the rest of him—solid and muscular, its back freckled and downed with fine hairs of the same tawny yellow that showed beneath the brim of his sweat-stained hat. He turned his hand over. The palm was tough, and scarred with the burns of a hundred ropes. Jim Bannister, when he was a mustanger—and, later, a horse rancher working his own small herd of cavalry remount stock—had been too often remiss in remembering to wear gloves.

“A man can train his hands to do whatever they have to,” he said pointedly. The butt of the gun was beginning to feel slippery and he knew his palm was sweating. He tightened his grip and added, his mouth grim, “If you want the reward, you’re gonna have to earn it!”

“Twelve thousand dollars,” the sheriff murmured. “It’s a sizable amount, all right. Could tempt a man.” He frowned as he toyed with his coffee cup, turning it in the saucer. “Trouble is, I’m a single man, myself. I got nobody dependent on me, no expensive habits. And nobody ever heard it said Fred Jenkins had much of a taste for blood money.”

“Then what are you doing in the business?” Bannister grunted sourly.

The sheriff scowled. He sucked at the cigar sticking out of the heavy growth that shadowed his mouth. The end glowed brightly and great clouds of blue smoke poured forth.

“So you killed a man, down there in New Mexico. The jury called it murder. But what was he? A syndicate agent! Me, I never did like that Western Development Corporation crowd. They been trying for a good ten years, now, to get a foothold here on the Colorado west slope. And I wouldn’t like to see that. It’s my opinion the Chicago headquarters don’t keep firm enough control on its men in the field—like that McGraw fellow you done for. I ain’t in much of a hurry to hand them any favors!”

For a long moment, Bannister could only stare. Then he found his voice. “I don’t understand you. Are you trying to tell me I’m not under arrest?”

“Would I be sitting here jawing?” the lawman retorted dryly. “I’d be out rounding up a gang to help throw the net on you!” He took the cigar from his lips. It already showed a good half inch of gray ash; he rolled the end on the rim of his coffee cup and the ash dislodged, fell into the brown liquid. Considering the result, Jenkins shook his head.

“Now would you look what I done!” he muttered. “I was fixing to drink the rest of that.” He shrugged and pushed the cup aside. “Guess I ain’t thinking clear this morning—which is hardly to be wondered at. You’ve seen for yourself that Antelope ain’t exactly a peaceable place just now. And with everybody from the range in town and likkered up to celebrate the Fourth, all hell could bust loose.”

Jim Bannister drew a long breath. He had an odd feeling that he could believe this man. Deliberately, he shoved his gun back into the holster, lifted his right hand, empty, and placed it on the red-checked tablecloth, beside his plate. “That crowd at the store acted as if they were loaded for bear, all right. They seemed to think I’d been brought in by somebody named Leach, to carry a gun for his outfit. I forget what brand.”

“Buckhorn,” the sheriff supplied, and made a face as though it tasted bad to him.

“That’s right. They claimed he’d committed murder—”

“The fellow that got killed had been foreman for years, before he was canned and Leach hired in his place. Bill Harbord—a good man. One version has it he was likkered, and spoiling to get the man who took his job—that Leach was forced to shoot him in self-defense. Johnson and his friends won’t allow that. They claim he was murdered—because he dared to give warning that Buckhorn’s getting ready to move against its neighbors and run the lot of them off the Antelope.”

“All sounds natural,” Bannister observed dryly. “Both sides in a fight, each trying to make the other one look as black as possible.”

“Well, I must say Buckhorn ain’t made any move yet. Of course, could be they just ain’t ready. But meanwhile, Leach has a witness in the Harbord kill, so my hands are tied there. It would just cost the county money for me to arrest and try him and then have the court turn him loose.” Jenkins broke off and inclined his head toward the window. “Looks like the parade’s starting, huh?”

People were streaming past, hurrying toward some other part of Main Street. The bass drum was banging again, louder than ever. “That’s something I can sure as hell miss,” the sheriff said. “I seen the one last year. But at least it should keep people occupied awhile. All I ask is to get through this day without a bust-up. Are you here to give me trouble?” he demanded then, his sharp eyes studying the other’s face.

“No,” Bannister said. “Since you bother to ask. I got business with somebody. I was hoping, with the town this full, I could see to it and be gone without anyone spotting me. I guess it was a bum notion.”

“Care to say what this—business—amounts to?”

“Sorry. It’s personal.”

Fred Jenkins struck the table a whack with the flat of his hand. “Damn it all, Bannister! I try to be fair but you won’t help me. It happens I ain’t the only one who figures you got a raw deal, eight months ago down there in New Mexico, having your wife killed that way and then losing your spread and getting a conviction of murder hung on you. We get the Denver papers, and I followed your case pretty close—mainly, I guess, because this Western Development outfit I don’t like was mixed up in it. I always figured syndicate money bought that jury; I wasn’t too unhappy to hear you’d busted jail and escaped before they had the gallows finished.”

Bannister didn’t know what to answer. He tried twice and then said gruffly, “Maybe it’s too bad you weren’t on my jury.”

The other shrugged. “How long do you figure it’ll take to do this business that you won’t tell me about?”

“I’m hoping to be long gone by sunset.”

The sheriff got abruptly to his feet. “Maybe I’m an idiot.” He dug a dime from his pocket and tossed it down beside the coffee cup. “But I’ll take a chance. Only watch yourself! If I could recognize you, someone else in Antelope might, too—and it could be somebody who don’t care how they get their money, somebody who wouldn’t mind currying a little favor with Western Development. Because, you understand, if anything should happen—I got to be on the other side.” He tapped the star on his shirt front. “I swore an oath to uphold the law that wants to hang you.”

The sheriff replaced his chair under the table, and stood a moment with his hand on its back. “Finish what you came for, be out of town by dusk, and I’ll wish you luck. I ain’t seen you and I don’t want to see you. But make me trouble, and I’ll hit you with everything I got! Count on that.”

He let his look settle heavily on Jim Bannister while this warning sank in. Then he turned away with a nod and a half salute for a couple of customers who sang out greetings as he passed their table. The screen door rattled and slammed to behind him.







  Chapter Three

FOR LONG MINUTES Jim Bannister sat and stared at the door, wondering if he could really trust the sheriff’s curious proposition—the near-friendly attitude that contained a threat like a cocked gun. He knew again an impulse to mount his sorrel and get the hell out of there, as from a trap. For all he knew, Fred Jenkins had only been making sure of his identity and was now out rounding up help to make an arrest.

He didn’t want to think so. He liked the man and wanted to trust him. After all, it wasn’t really unthinkable—in a country as big as the West of those days—that a lawman would choose for himself when to ignore a court decision he didn’t happen to agree with. But, even so, Fred Jenkins was only human. There was still the reward. The star he wore would give him all the excuse his conscience might need for breaking his word to an outlaw …

As he debated this, Jim Bannister returned to his meal and finished it off, down to the last swallow of tough meat, gravy-sopped bread and bitter coffee. When he had paid the bill, with a dime tip for the harried waitress, there was little enough left in his pocket. A man on the dodge who refused to resort to theft lived on the thin edge of poverty, with few opportunities to spend money and fewer still to earn any. It had been months since he’d risked showing himself at a remote hill ranch where no one had heard of him, and stayed long enough to do a job breaking a rough string at head rates. Hard to say when he’d have such a chance again.

Well, there was nothing to be done about that now. An hour remained till stage time, if he wanted to brazen it out.

The parade was finished and the overflow of the crowd was spilling back through town again; the tone of the place was growing noisier as the day progressed, and as liquor poured more freely across the bars. Standing before the restaurant, with his horse waiting nearby, Bannister built a smoke from his newly-purchased supply of tobacco while he tried to decide what to do. He saw no sign of the sheriff or of anyone else who seemed even faintly curious about him. The sensible thing, he supposed, was to play it safe—find himself a place where he could hole up and keep an eye on arrivals at the hotel, without being noticed himself. He didn’t like crowds, and he reminded himself that he couldn’t trust Antelope or any other town.

Yet some buried impulse was at work, and it was this that sent him to his horse now, and into the saddle. He went riding slowly through the busy streets, not really knowing why—or what he was looking for.

The sun stood at high noon. In every vacant lot, ranchers and farmers were watering their teams and breaking out feed bags. Though this was the county seat, and the hub of a wide stretch of rangeland, there actually wasn’t much to Antelope; it didn’t take long to see it all. Before many minutes he’d reached the edge of town. And here, where cottonwoods and pines fell away pleasantly toward a coolly rushing creek, he discovered the municipal park.

It was a busy place just now, with kids and dogs noisy underfoot as the grownups opened basket lunches and spread them on the picnic tables or on the grass. Here the noon heat was muted, and there was a cool breath from the rushing water. It was a pleasant and inviting place, altogether. Still obeying his obscure impulse, Jim Bannister swung down at the split-rail fence and tied the sorrel, then joined the flow of foot traffic under the high arched gateway.

There were the musicians, perched on folding chairs under the octagonal green-painted tin roof of a small bandstand in the middle of the park. Just now the crowd gathered in front of the bandstand was listening to a red-faced and perspiring man in a cutaway morning coat, as he delivered an impassioned Fourth of July oration. It was the usual thing, waving the bloody shirt at the Democratic Party for their sin of starting the Civil War—now all of twenty years ago. Judging from the response, his audience was eating it up; people on the frontier were nearly always starved for oratory. Jim Bannister heard someone remark, in passing, “Garrett’s really giving ’em hell, ain’t he?” He remembered he’d seen the name stenciled on the plate glass fronting the Bank of Antelope: Nelson Garrett, President …

Prowling restlessly, feeling lonely and set apart by destiny from the normal and homely lot of people like these, Bannister knew he wasn’t being honest with himself. More than nostalgia and loneliness had brought him here. He was hunting among these family groups, searching out one in particular—hoping for another glimpse of one certain face.

And then he found her.

He’d drawn back for a moment under the sun-flecked branches of a pine and leaned against the rough bark. As he stood there he heard voices close at hand and, turning, saw a couple who were walking slowly past him, not much more than a yard or two from where he stood. It was the girl, all right—the one who’d startled him into a remembered image of Marjorie.

This time he got a good look at her face, and saw that he’d been mistaken; there was no real resemblance. And yet, again, there was: a vital quality, something in the way she carried herself that suggested youth and strength.

She was indeed young, younger than he’d imagined; probably not above twenty. Just now he saw that she was frowning unhappily; the well-dressed young fellow who held her arm seemed to


















d2d_images/01_OntheDodge-V2.png
A JIM BANNISTER westenn

You've got to / 4
take chances 5 x) g e

when you're .






images/image-1.jpeg
A JIM BANNISTER wesTErRN
D.B. NEWTON

O THE DODGE

PICCADILLY
PUBLISHING






