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FOR eons, as nmen neasure tine, the species had watched the dying of its light,
the slow waning of its planet's sun, and by the then-i mutabl e Second Law of
Ther nodynami cs the race was dooned by entropy.

But it was not a breed to go gently into its long night. Once its sons and
daughters had stridden |ong-1inmbed through the planet's norning (though that
was |ong, long ago, and to nove |linbs required calories), so nmenory hel ped
spur the race to find neans of conserving energy. Through the darkness and
pal e daylights of its dying planet, it strove to prevent its own extinction
to revoke the Second Law.

The race had succeeded.

Now t here were no | onger sons and daughters, no organic heirs, only the race,
| anbent and protean, ethereal and far-ranging, the race imortal, for it had
di scovered the secrets of light. Mre, it had found the abstract and eterna
Truth of Light.

It had come to its truth in steps, solving problens that begat problens. Wth
its planet's petrochenicals exhausted, with lumens falling weakly through the
freezing air, the organic progenitors of the penultimte species brought heat
and light to the twilit globe through the introduction of hydrogen fusion, but
t he hydrogen consumed in the process was necessary for the organi sns

exi stence. Thus all solutions lea only to the ultimte problemand a fina
solution as awesone in its inplications as it was in its technol ogi ca
chal | enge.

Seek, find, and re-create the anatomy of the angel

The solution: Renove the el ectron fromthe hydrogen nucl eus, retaining only
the plasma; encapsulate a maxi num of plasma in a .mninml organi smthrough the
el ectrolysis of an organic enbryo. Once the circulatory pattern of the plasm
is established by the enbryo's arterial system place the enbryo in a tachyon
i ncubat or and bonbard the plasm, shattering the hydrogen nuclei into photons.
After the photons are established as a circulatory light system by the
arterial patterns of the enbryo, atrophy the organi smand di senbody the Iight.
By trial and fewer and fewer errors, light was integrated and honogeni zed
around a fusion-fission core. In the ultimte synthesis of energy and matter
after the organismw thered away, only photons, the essence of pure being,
remained. Swirling in the self-directed patterns nmen call intelligence, they
wafted thensel ves through the darkening air or hung pendul ous over the crested
palls of their grand famly funerals.

Selfless, imortal -and ineffectual -the ineffable descendants of organic
forebears were formw t hout substance, ardor w thout hornones, wills wthout
power, but it had been foreseen that the linbo in which the beings existed
woul d offend their inherited logic and affront the val or of a race which had
not ceased fromnortal fight until all else was overcone, even tine which
proved a part of the nysteries of light.

So the lum nosities needed el ectrocheni cal organisns to invest and direct.
They needed host beings with | evered |inbs and opposing thunbs to convert the
wi sdom of their race into good works. Still sentient, still unsatisfied,

i npel l ed by racial menories of an olden tine entonbed, the beings would never
have been content to function as diffused light triggering random packets of
chl orophyl I, nor as focused light for casual illumnations, and certainly not
as coherent |ight which can rend and destroy. O fspring of a forcible breed,
they little cared to waver as pale violet light over the ruins of a dying

pl anet. Instead, they would bring order to the energy in the bright corners of
their gal axy. They woul d spread their wisdomto the sun-fed planets of other
star clusters. Wth borrowed senses they would know agai n nusi c and



bright-eyed |l oves, with borrowed fingers build again their sunny dones of rare
devi ce.

These purposes, too, had been foreseen when the progenitors of the

nebul osities earlier constructed mniaturized, single-entity starships with
phot oel ectri c gui dance systenms. By inparting speed, range and directional
controls unavailable to the unassi sted beings, the vehicles were designed to
waft the angels on their flights across interstellar distances. Trundling up
fromthe interior of the planet on automated assenbly lines, the starships
were noved onto | aunching pads. There the pilots angeled the craft and lifted
off with the sound of tearing silk, plashing the |ong-di ned skies with the
spurn of their wakes.

Over the margins of the worlds they sped and fretted the far-flung boundaries
of the stars, interlacing nebulae with the skeins of

ul tra-ul tra-high-frequency communi cati on. They found and invested host

organi sns t hrough which the heritage of their race might survive and through
which matter m ght be woven into richer tapestries of life. On the planets
they visited, they brought |ong peace to cornland, alp, and sea.

But theirs was not a unilateral giving.

Once nmore they were able to feel the warnth of sunlight on cheeks or jows.
They reexperienced the honely joys of organic existence: the gut-expanding
repletion of food and its tense tendoned rel ease; fresh awakenings fromthe
sweet satiety of sleep; dew snmells at norning and starshine at night. They
heard music and birdsong, flow ng water and rushing w nd. They rel earned

| aughter quickly, for they held to the detachnent from which humor springs.
Being imortal, they felt with recurring delight the pangs of young | ove on
the principally bisexual planets they inhabited. On the uni sexual planets they
knew the thrill of self-pollination; on poly sexual planets the nore diffused
joy of group encounters. But the lum nosities found their nost abiding joy in
wor k pef ror med.

Rechannel i ng energi es, they brought order from organic chaos. Oten they

i nvested brutish organi sns whose behavior they reformed into patterns nen cal
sai nt hood. The scouts brought species after species into the Glactic

Br ot her hood, species which varied fromthe gentle fahlahs of Dorem a

t hensel ves so nebul ous they barely cast shadows, to the stal kthorns of Mrfak
who pollinated by dagger thrusts. Wen they went forth to battle, they always
won.

Until the Light Bearers encountered Man

While, with unhurried haste and unperturbed pace, the lum nosities had spread
over and encompassed the M1 ky Way, and inexplicable disaster was recorded in
a nessage flashed across the spaceways:

ONE OF OUR PROBES IS M SSI NG

The nessage was sent through the gal axies on the third survey of the whee

gal axy the Brotherhood designated M17. In part, it was a tribute to Centra
Intelligence, in greater part a tribute to the scouts, that only one
expedi ti on vani shed, because dangers did exist for the scouts. There were dark
hol es in space, neutron stars whose trenendous gravitational pull sucked in
light quanta, and there was the danger of a loss of entropy in lumnosities
trapped, by sone neans, on cul -de-sac pl anets.

Oficially the file was cl osed on Gal actic Probe Three. Mathematics al nost
precluded a solution to the disappearance, for there were nmany stars in the
nebul a and many, many pl anets. Mre probes cane as M 17 wheel ed t hrough the
voi d, and al ways, when they neared the coordi nates where G 3 vani shed, the
probes brought wondernent with them Anmong scouts of the Galactic

Br ot her hood' s I nterplanetary Expl oration Legion, the |oss was never forgotten
Still, two millennia later, no hint of a second catastrophe was contained in
the prelimnary report received at Galactic Central in M17 fromthe seventh
scout sent into the sector



Arrived at tertiary planet, mnor star, parsec 11.6, axis 86.36. Survey
reveal s anbul atory organi sms. Am stationed for investnent.
G7

Al oft, an eagle soared in the afternoon sunlight, tipping its wings to
updrafts fromthe G and Teton. Drowsing atop the Territorial Stage Lines

st agecoach, the driver felt no inmpulse to | ook upward as his horses pl odded
besi de the Snake River, untended in their final five-mle pull toward Shoshone
Fl ats. August heat, the sway of the stagecoach, and the creak of harness

| eat her added to the driver's somol ence.

Here where horses clip-cl opped beside a nurnuring river, where insects hunmed
fromthe roadsides, there was little need for alertness and | ess for wariness.
Had he seen it, the driver would have paid no heed to a boulder jutting froma
preci pice five hundred yards ahead where the road swung sharply through a
narrow defile cut by the Snake. Above the stagecoach, the eagle continued to
circle, watching the nmovenents of the horses with a predator's curiosity, but
the eagl e was not the sole observer of the man and horses.

Atop the crest, the boul der was al so wat chi ng.

Inside the naturally canoufl aged space vehicle, inpressions received not
solely fromlight but fromnmore subtle emanati ons recorded the structure of
the vehicle below, the texture of the |eather, the grain of the wood, heat and
heat variations. Sensors wei ghed the noisture content of breath, traced
coursi ng bl ood, sought and found electrical inpulses in brains.

Wthin the netering segnent of the spaceship, the scout scanned the

encephal ogram of the driver, then passed swiftly over the brain readings of
the horses and those of a passenger inside the coach whose beta waves

regi stered but faintly. Mnute adjustnents occurred in the crystals of the
space rock when the el ectromagnetic warp created by the driver's bone
structure revealed flexible digits on his hand and a rnuscul ature that
permtted opposing nmotion in one of the digits. Al meterings ceased, their

obj ect acconplished; G 7 had discovered the ultimte index of an organisms
capabilities, the driver's thunb.

The erect quadrupled, the one with the synchronous brain waves in an activated
cerebral cortex, was a suitable host. G 7 sent an action report to Galactic
Central: "Aminvesting host organism"”

G 7 flowed into the diffusion chanmber, expanded its |light content bel ow the

| evel of visibility, and energed fromthe spaceship. For a nonent it hovered
over the spaceship, testing for an absence of shadow and waiting for the
stagecoach to pass beneath it. Its lumnosity was lost in the sunlight. It
cast no shadow. Ahead of the stagecoach, it sensed a sharp bend where the road
al nost overhung the river curving bel ow

Then, gliding along the magnetic force lines of earth, G 7 zoonmed toward the
hor ses.

Wth the curve in the road twenty yards ahead, G 7 dipped | ow over the heads
of the beasts and shrilled, electronically, a note too high for the driver to
det ect agai nst the tynpanuns of the horses' ears. Maddened by pain, the beasts
bolted. The stage |lurched forward, gaining speed despite the reining of the
aroused driver. Flayed by the keening of G7, the horses thundered onto the
curve, sw nging around it, but the stage had become a juggernaut not to be

di vert ed.

It swayed and keeled too far, sw nging out over the embanknment, and toppled,
cartwheeling twice before it smashed to a halt so close to the river that its
remai ni ng ri ght wheel continued to spin over the water's edge. Both trailing
horses had been dragged off the road with the stagecoach, but the |eading
span, saved by a broken center pole, trotted to a halt down the road, trailing
their severed harnesses, as G 7's keening dwi ndled into silence.

G 7 hovered over the weckage, personally netering the close-in data. It had
not intended to destroy, but, obviously, the organisns offered poor survival
capabilities. One of the quadrupeds had been pierced by the broken center

pol e, which had barely penetrated its arterial punp, but the punp was



mal functioning in a drastic manner. One lay inmobilized by a sinple fracture
of a single linb.

Far nmore inportant to G 7, the erect quadruped with the |levered thunb had been
throwmn fromthe seat with sufficient force to snap the colum supporting its
brain housing, and it was emtting no neural inmpulses at all. G7's selected
host, the driver, had ceased to function. Inside the stage, the passenger was
functioning with no additional inmpairments to its nerve or brain structure. In
fact, the organismhad failed to awaken at the crash. From previ ous neterings,
G 7 had rejected the passenger as a host, would have, in fact, preferred the
horses had it not been for the sleeper's thunb.

G 7 drifted through the underside of the stagecoach and entered the skull pan
of the sleeper, tapping the energy of its thalanus, sending tracers out to
expl ore the sleeper's nmenory, |anguage, and know edge.

It sensed potentialities in the brain nechanism In fact, the brain was made
up alnost entirely of potentialities, all unrealized. Menories traced al ong
the whorls and | oops of neurons connected visions of warfare, death, and
violence. G7 followed a history that led fromthe battlefields of northern
Virginia to gunfights in a place called Texas and across a river into a place
called Mexico, to friendship with a Mexican, Hey You Garcia, and to nunberl ess
brawls in cantinas. But all nmenmories led to a nmoons wept desert in Utah where
a man call ed Col onel Blicket |aughed above snoking guns which had killed
Garcia and nouthed a foul insult to the absent owner of the mnd G 7 occupied,
Johnny Loco.

The vil eness of the epithet spoken by the colonel was so revolting to the

sl eeper that the words were bl ocked by the subconsci ous machi nery of the being
who called hinself a man, but even the bl ocked nmenory caused such discords in
the brain that G7 quickly shunted its explorations to | ess-disturbed areas.
Vast nesses of untapped energy lay in the brain pod, and the untapped areas
were neutral, neither good nor evil. If this organismwere to becone the

i nstrument by which its species would be led to gal actic brotherhood, then

nmol ecul ar patterns woul d have to be reoriented and unused neurons acti vated.
What little potential toward goodness the man had devel oped was so far gone
into darkness that even his name was shrouded. The man who cal |l ed hinself
Johnny Loco had been born lan Md oud.

First, he would have to be guided into cooperation with his species, for in
his own | anguage the nan was an outlaw, a termwhich inplied sonme | aw he was
outside of. Tracing the concept of "law' through the brain's conceptual areas,
G 7 arrived at: going to church; keeping cleaned and shaved; being polite to
worren; not robbing and killing.

Probi ng tentacles of |ight diverged through the sleeper's brain, connecting
synapses, jury-rigging junctions between the man's atrophied | ove centers and
his equally disused concepts of social responsibility. G7 was making its
first attenpt to guide the man, pronpting himto take his first step in which
appeared to be a journey of a thousand mles toward respectability.

Now i nterwoven with the neuron patterns of its host, using the man's | anguage,
G7 felt its first human enotion. It thrilled to the know edge that this
currently saddl el ess saddle tranp, this ignoble brute it had inhabited, would
eventual ly be hailed by others of its species as Saint lan the First.

At the nmoment, storns sweeping fromthe vagus nerve were battering the man's

t hal amus. Nudgi ng a neuron here, straightening a chain of nolecules there, G7
went about pacifying the brain's outraged stomach as Johnny Loco stirred,
stretched, and opened his eyes.

G 7 was amazed by the clarity, range, the depth and col or perception of the
man' s bi nocul ar vision. At the angle at which he lay, the man could see the
crest of the defile, and fromfive hundred yards G 7 could estinmate the cubic
vol ume of the boul der atop the crest, the spaceship which had brought it to
this planet called earth in a galaxy called the MIky Way froma star cluster
which, it would later [earn, men had naned Androneda.

Drifting into full wakeful ness, Johnny Loco noticed first his boots on the
seat above his head with his feet still in them He could not recall when he



had |l ast slept with his feet over his head, but it was a good position for
curing a hangover. Odinarily he would have been very sick fromthe rotgut he
had drunk | ast night in Idaho Falls.

I daho Falls! The very words rang as a knell, and he closed his eyes again to
shut out his nmenories. He had bet a hundred dollars on a two-card draw to an

i nside straight and had lost the pot to a pair of jacks. He had bet and | ost
his horse and saddle and had tried to bet his pistol, but the other ganblers
woul d not let himbet the weapon. It had a hair trigger, and its handl e was so
full of notches that drawing it was |ike grabbing a saw.

If he couldn't learn to play poker, he might as well quit robbing banks, he

t hought. All he had left fromthe Boise holdup was thirty-seven cents and a
ticket to Shoshone Flats, Womng Territory. Renenbering the stage ticket, he
could account for the position of his boots. The stagecoach had overturned,
whi ch neant he had paid good nmoney for fare to nowhere, and if he didn't nake
Shoshone Flats by six the bank woul d be closed. He reopened his eyes, suddenly
alert.

Today was Saturday and if he didn't get to the bank before closing time, he'd
have no funds for Sunday. It was against his principles to rob banks after
hours or after dark. He was a bank robber, not a night-crawling burglar, so it
was inperative that he get to town in tine to find and steal a fast horse for
his getaway and rob the bank before nightfall. Still nmarveling at his clear
head and unrolled stonmach, he clinbed through the wi ndow and | ooked over the
wr eckage.

One gl ance at the angle of the driver's head told himthe man's neck was
broken. One of the horses was dead, and the other, still in harness, had a
broken foreleg. Loco slid down fromthe side of the stagecoach, wal ked over,
pull ed his pistol, and killed the lanme horse in an act of mercy so
conventional it was unacconpani ed by conpassion for the beast. Rel oading and
rehol stering his pistol, he knelt beside the body of the driver and pulled the
man's wallet fromhis pocket. He riffled through the contents.

There was a paper dollar and a two-dollar nmeal ticket with eighty cents
unpunched drawn on a Mss Stewart's Restaurant in Shoshone Flats. The ticket
was made out to WII Trotter by the Territorial Stage Lines. Loco kept the

dol lar and returned the neal ticket to me wallet when he noticed the width of
the dead nman's belt. He unbuckled the belt and slid it out of the belt straps.
Apparently WII Trotter had not been a trusting person. Loco found nine silver
dollars concealed in the belt. That sum with an additional twenty-three cents
he found in the driver's jeans was the extent of his salvage. Loco was not

di sappoi nted. He had robbed banks for |ess noney.

St andi ng, he | ooked up at the road and saw the two | ead horses farther down
munchi ng on the roadside grass. He clinbed the hill and wal ked down the road
to take the reins of the first horse, a Percheron. It was no horse for a nman
of his calling, but it was as good as the Cydesdal e farther down the road,
good enough to carry himwithin stealing distance of a faster horse. He
started to swing aboard the Percheron when, for the first tine in his life,
Johnny Loco reconsi dered.

Here was an opportunity to become respectable. If he took WIIl Trotter's body
i nto Shoshone Flats, he would be regarded as a citizen doing his duty. He was
twenty-eight, time for himto start thinking about making his old age a
possibility. He couldn't go on forever as an itinerant bank robber

He held the idea at arms length, eyeing it distastefully. Respectability was
for wonen and nen with green eyeshades and bankers who put nortgages on the
hones of w dows and orphans. Admittedly he wasn't called Johnny Loco without a
reason, but he had not yet gone plunb | oco.

Yet the idea had its good points. Neither of these heavy draft horses could
get himcl ose enough to town and | eave himnmuch tine to spare for finding a
faster horse, stealing it, and robbing the bank. If he rode in on an errand of
mercy, bringing WIIl Trotter's corpse, his behavior mght lull the natura
suspi cion of the natives toward a stranger and give himnore tine to act
unobserved. He could spend a leisurely half hour or so finding a fast horse,



steal it, rob the bank, and pound |l eather to Green River where he woul d
bushwhack Col onel Blicket and the sergeant.

Suddenly he realized he was pl anni ng ahead. Col onel Blicket had al ways been a
great one for plans. Maybe the naster's |lessons were finally getting through
to the student, Loco thought, as he wal ked down the road and grasped the head
harness of the Percheron

The beast bal ked at a stranger's touch, swerving its head away fromthe man.
Wth a beautiful denonstration of brute power and fearlessness, in G7's

opi nion, the man jerked the horse's head around, slapped its jawwth a
resoundi ng whack, and said curtly, "Mve, you son of a bitch!"

In utter obeisance, with conplete docility, the great beast noved to follow
the man. Shades of the stal kthorns of Mrfak! But the man had conmanded with
the flat of his hand.

Back at the body, Loco, augnenting his plan to appear honest, put eleven cents
back into the dead man's trouser pockets and buckl ed the dead man's noney belt
back on while G 7 nmade an instantaneous reeval uation of the host it had
occupi ed. The brute beauty and val or here buckling contai ned too nuch energy
to be controlled outright without a | oss of fissioning power. Its host would
have to be nudged or enticed toward the light, and at the nonment its nost
likely lure seemed to be this mysterious Col onel Blicket whose insult had
aroused in its host such inplacable hatred. Hatred, G 7 realized, was a
negative notivational force, but it could find no positive forces in the brain
of its host nearly so strong.

Very well, G 7 decided, let hatred be the spur to raise this ignoble spirit.
Unaware that his fate was bei ng deci ded, Johnny Loco draped the

one- hundr ed- and- seventy pound body over the Percheron with casual ease and
said aloud to hinmself, "Yeah, | either got to learn to play poker or quit
robbi ng banks, unless | can find sone richer banks to rob."

Agai n the man was unaware that the addition of the |last phrase to his sentence
had catapulted himto heights of intelligence he had never before achieved.
Always in the past his thinking had been "either-or." Now he had added an
option, and he weighed the option. After he robbed the bank at Shoshone Flats
and killed the colonel at Geen R ver, he night head east and hold up the nore
prosperous banks back in the States.

The being inside was acutely aware that lan MO oud-it rejected the alias as
untrut hful -was perverting its suggestion that he carry the body into town. The
man did not regard his proposed actions as a step toward respectability but as
aruse for facilitating the theft of a horse. Still G7 was not dismayed. A d
habit patterns, it knew, often persisted, but it also knewthat time, the

i npl acabl e foe of |arge-nol ecul e organi sns, was on its side. Day and ni ght the
silent hanmers of reformati on would be pounding in this man's brain.

Meanwhil e G 7 had nore pl easant observations to nmake, nore pertinent data to
absorb about this planet men called earth.

ol den light froma young sun fell lavishly on this side of the gl obe, warning
the cheeks of the man and triggering universal photosynthesis in |ush grass
across the floor of a valley dotted with herds of cattle and spotted, here and
there, with fenced fields of hay and corn. Northwestward the peaks of the
nmount ai ns soared to snowtipped sunmmts. Forests of stately trees skirted the
| ower fringes of the peaks. It was a nmany-shaded world of blues, greens,
whites, grays, varicolored flowers, and, toward the south, the silver sheen of
the river seen through a | acework of pale green cottonwoods and wllows. The
pure air held enough hydrogen to fuel untold fusion furnaces for mllennia,
and once, when the man forded a creek and stopped to drink, G 7 found the
water cool and pure in its native state. The man, possessing limted but acute
senses, was the only discord in this synphonic flow of free energy. Riding

sl ouched on the broad back of the horse, he needed but to inhale and his nose
regi stered and clarified the syrupy redol ence of alfalfa, the |ushness of
grass, the pungency of pine resin, the nusky mal eness of corn pollen. H s
ears recorded the roadside scurryings of chipmunks, identified insect sounds,
the thump of a falling pinecone in the woods to his left, and, far to



southward, the plaintive lowing of a cow Yet this rich panoply of sounds and
snel s was keyed on a strange al ertness. McC oud was sniffing the air for
human body odor, listening for the metallic click of arifle's bolt. Though
seem ngly indolent and rel axed, the nman rode in wariness of his fellow human
bei ngs.

G 7 was no stranger to violence, but interspecies destructiveness ordinarily
occurred fromcollisions on crowded pl anets. Here, where no other human being
or human habitation was visible for mles, MCl oud feared for his life, and he
only feared for it because he wanted to live I ong enough to kill Col one

Bl i cket and his ai de-de-canp.

This was a world of paradoxes nystifying even to a universal intelligence. A
bank robber who risked his life for the possession of material trinkets |ived
to avenge an insult, a nonmaterial epithet. Obviously MCoud s pride had been
of fended by the col onel's abusive | anguage, and pride was a cardinal sin. Very
well, G7 decided, it would use the man's sin, tenpt himw th di shonest
trifles to betray himinto righteous consequences.

Three hours of sunlight were left-the bank would still be open-when |an

McCl oud rode into the outskirts of Shoshone Flats with WIIl Trotter's body
draped over the trailing horse. He felt ill at east as he approached the two
rows of sod shanties, log huts, and franme buil dings strung al ong the wagon
ruts of the main street. Leading a funeral cortege into. a strange town was a
job for an undertaker's assistant; the production of corpses, not their
processing, was his |line of business.

Franme buil dings grew nore frequent as he approached the m dsection of the
town. Looking over the horses he saw tethered or before hitching racks, he
could not see one nore suited to running than to pulling a plow. Mst of the
beasts | ooked wi nded while standing still, those that were able to stand, and
the Cl ydesdal e he rode woul d have been even noney agai nst nmost of themin a
race.

An old lady in a sunbonnet, holding the hand of a boy of ten or so, was the
first citizen he saw. She stood at the frayed begi nnings of a boardwal k,

| eani ng over and peering at the body on the horse behind himas he rode up
Politely tipping his hat, he asked, "Ma'm who's sheriff of this here town?"

"Sheriff Faust. . . . Run ahead, Hi ckam and wake the old gentleman up

Land sakes, young man, is that WIIl Trotter you got there?"

"Yes'm" he answered, as the boy turned and ran down the sidewal k. "I reckon
it was."

"Lordy nercy," she exclaimed, falling into stride with the Percheron, "this is
going to break Trudy Spence's heart. H m and her been engaged for three years.
Poor Trudy! Wdowed afore she's wed . . . Dead Man's Curve got him Am|l

right, young man?"

"Yes'm | reckon.”

"I knowed it. You can't fool Betsy Troop about that road. Been traveling it
for twenty years. Traveled it afore the |Indians noved out and the Mrnons
noved in. Don't know which of themtwo |I'd rather have. Either one would
outrun the other in a two-nman race to the boondocks. . . . Well, I'll say this
for WII Trotter, he |ooks natural, except his head' s kinda on backwards.

You can't fool me about Dead Man's Curve, mister. Only tine that curve's
safe for vehicles is when there's forty two feet of snow on the road. People
around here won't do nothing about it either. Reckon they figure if they wait
| ong enough, that kink's going to grow out of the road.".

Bet sy Troop's nonol ogue, begun for MC oud as a chatty conversation, swelled
to a tirade directed against a growi ng audi ence as nore wayside idlers fel
into step with the anbling Percheron, commenting on its burden with | ow

VOi ces.

' "Can't expect them Mornmons to do no road work, what with them planting al
day and plow ng all night. "

McCl oud rode on, al oof above the tunult, as Betsy Troop, having dism ssed the
Mor nons, turned her attention to "the |azy, no-count Gentil es" gathering

al ongsi de the Percheron. He directed the cortege toward the sheriff's office,



recogni zable fromthe barred wi ndows at the rear of the stone building, and
pul l ed up before the front porch. Atall, gray-haired man energed, tugging a
suspender over a shoulder, his star pinned to the top half of a suit of gray
flannel underwear. He had the dignity of age if not the authority in his
manner as he wal ked down fromthe porch to | ook at the body.

The crowd grew silent, waiting for the sheriff to speak, and in the pause |lan
McCl oud had tinme to deci pher the sign posted on the front of the building:

CI TI ZENS: PLEASE DO NOT DI SCHARGE FI REARMS | NSI DE THE TOMN LIM TS
SHERI FF FAUST

Sheriff Faust cleared his throat and said, "I'll be, if it ain't WIIl Trotter
Dead Man's Curve get him son?"
"Yes, sir."

"Then he died outside nmy jurisdiction. Wiy didn't you | eave himthere?
Buzzards woul dn't bother him not for a couple of hours anyhow. Let the stage
line go bring himin."

"I thought it was ny Christian duty, sir."

"Reckon you would think that"-the sheriff nodded-"not being famliar with the
Territorial Stage Lines. | suspect the town owes you a vote of thanks anyway.
What ' s your nane?"

He started to answer, "Johnny Loco," and paused. Chances were, the sheriff
woul d be nore apt to recognize his alias than his nane.

" '"lan Mcdoud,'' he answered, and the name sounded strange on his |ips.

"The town thanks you, M. MO oud. Now, would you haul WII three buildings
down to the Territorial Stage Lines' office and let M. Birnie, the
stationmaster, take care of the matter."

Yawni ng slightly, the sheriff turned and went back into the jail, apparently
to resume his afternoon nap. McCl oud glanced at the horse tied to the

j ail house hitching rack. The sheriff's nag wasn't worth stealing. He nudged
the draft horses forward.

M. Birnie, the stationmaster, was sumoned from an early supper by soneone in
the crowd. Judging by the girth of the man who waddl ed fromthe door, Md oud
figured it to be the first of a bunch of suppers. Birnie' s shirt was
unbut t oned above the belt because the | ower buttonholes couldn't reach the
buttons, and his belt, |ooped bel ow his protrudi ng navel, was as nmuch a
hamrock for his belly as a support for his trousers. The stationnaster was
munchi ng on a hal f-nmoon pie as he wal ked onto the porch

McCl oud expl ai ned the circunstances of Trotter's death and returned the dead
man's wallet, publicly itemzing its contents.

Birnie took the wallet, finished his pie, and declainmed to the crowd in a

petul ant whine,' 'Now, this beats all get-out. Long as that galoot's been
driving this run, he goes and wecks ny stagecoach. Haul himdown to
Near-Sighted Charlie's, mster. Charlie's the undertaker. Tell himlI'll be

down later to settle the estate."

McCloud bridled at the order. "M ster Birnie, | done ny Christian duty,
getting this poor soul to where he was paid to get nme. You can take himfrom
here. But | had a ticket to Geen River which was lost with all ny clothes and
nmoney when ny valise fell in the river."

"How much noney you | ose?"

"Better than eighty dollars.™

"I can sure synpathize with your loss, M. MOC oud, because |I just lost a

si x- hundred- and-fifty-doll ar stagecoach. Between you and ne, | figure I'm
about five-hundred-and-sevenry dollars nore deserving of sympathy."

lan knew fromthe man's plaintive voice he would get no rebate on his

nonexi stent cl othes and noney, but there was the possibility he m ght be
refunded for the imaginary ticket to Geen River

"I sympathize with you, M. Birnie, but I wasn't under no contract to get your
st agecoach to Shoshone Flats. You sold ne contract to get me to Green River.
Since | ain't getting there, | think you ought to give ne ny noney back."



"Where'd you buy your ticket?"

"Pocatello."

"M. MdCoud, | can't give you nobney that's back in Pocatello, but I'Il play
fair with you. We got another stage com ng through, Tuesday. You can ride it,
free of charge, if the durned driver can get it around Dead Man's Curve."

"Tuesday!" lan exploded. "You mean | got to set here till Tuesday, with all ny
nmoney and clothes floating down the river. How m1l going to eat and sleep til
Tuesday?"

"Times is hard, son"-Birnie shook his head dolefully- "but I ain't no

i nnkeeper. | run a stage line."

"Least you can do is give ne the driver's neal ticket. He ain't going to use
it."

"Son, that's the company's neal ticket."

"Gve himthe nmeal ticket, Birnie"-a tall, red-haired man shoul dered his way
t hrough the crowd-"or, so help ne, if | catch you eating on that ticket at
Mss Stewart's, you're going to | ose about three hundred of them five hundred
pounds before you get off the stool."

Birnie flinched at the big nan's anger and reconsidered his position. "Well,

seei ng as how you brought in the horses, M. MC oud, |I reckon the conpany can
afford to be generous. Here's the neal ticket.'
As Birnie handed up the neal ticket to McCl oud, still astride the horse, the

tall man turned and said, My name's Bain, M. MCoud. You can take the ticket
to Mss Stewart's. Her place is right across frommy saloon. As far as your

sl eepi ng arrangenents are concerned, you can hole up, upstairs over ny
barroom till Tuesday, if you don't mnd a little femal e conpany.™

"No, M. Bain," a man called froman outer circle of the crowd, "he can have
the choice roomat ny hotel till Tuesday. He did his Christian duty by Brother

Trotter and 1'll do ny Christian duty by him If that meal ticket runs out
bef ore Tuesday, son, you tell Mss Stewart to charge your nmeals to Jack
Tayl or."

| an appreciated all that was being done for himas he used his |last few
seconds atop the Clydesdale to survey the horses up and down the street. From
where he sat, he could not see a horse he judged capabl e of outrunning a
Tennessee wal ker. Still, all the palaver going on around hi mwas about
nothing. He'd take their nmeals and room if he had to, and stay |ong enough to
find a decent horse, but, cone Monday, he'd ride out of here with all their
nmoney, heading for G een R ver and Col onel Blicket.

Fol  owed by adniring | ooks fromthe cromd, he slid fromthe horse and angl ed
across the street toward Mss Stewart's Restaurant.

So it was that lan McC oud, alias Johnny Loco, coming in part fromthe
defeated armies of Robert E. Lee and in part fromthe great nebula in
Androneda, arrived in Shoshone Flats, Woning Territory. The stride carrying
hi m across the wagon ruts was given additional jauntiness by the success of
his plan, so far, to rob a bank and rmurder a colonel and by the first
stirrings, deep in the nodes of his brain, of a drive toward sai nthood.

O saintliness lan knew little, only a renmenbered aphori sm dragged | abori ously
fromM@iffey's Third Reader that virtue had its own rewards. Awaiting him at
the restaurant was the second | esson: that virtue could be as parsinoni ous as
the Territorial Stage Lines. Inwardly the nobler being now diffused al ong the
neuron paths of McCOoud contenplated with keener awareness a different
observation: In this small cluster of the breed called "man" it had observed
pride, avarice, anger, gluttony, envy, and sloth-six of the seven deadly sins.
Awaiting it in the restaurant was the seventh, |ust.

2

SUNLI GHT t hrough a western wi ndow fell on the golden hair of a waitress, sole
occupant of Mss Stewart's Restaurant, who stood behind the counter reading a
book wi th such intentness that she did not ook up until lan was seated on a
stool across fromher. Wien she lifted her head and he caught her eyes, coo



yet friendly, their blueness accented by a swash of freckles beneath them he
took of f his hat.

"Mp'am | got a meal -ticket fromthe stage |lines that belonged to WII
Trotter, deceased. If Mss Stewart should question you. "

" 'I'mMss Stewart, she said, noving down the counter and |eaning slightly
over it to smle toward him "Mss Gabriella Stewart. | saw you bringing in
Brother Trotter's body, so you nmust be M. lan Md oud."

"' Yes' m he said. He had placed her age at eighteen, but she had to be

ol der if she owned the restaurant and read books. He wondered how she had

| earned his name so quickly, since she had not been anong the spectators
gathered to see the body. "Hope | didn't turn your customers' stomachs,
haul i ng a dead man past your wi ndow. | must have been a sight."

"Ch, no, sir," she assured himas she handed hima nmenu. ' 'l wad some power
the giftie gie us," as Sir Walter Scott says, so you could have seen yourself
riding into our town as a Sir Gal ahad on a draft horse bearing Brother Trotter
like the Holy Grail. Brother Trotter was respected anong us Methodi sts. He was
a deacon of our church.”

She had taken a peculiar stance to deliver her benediction, backing toward the
front wi ndow as she spoke and | eaning across the counter, as if she were
shi el ding her face froma view fromthe street.
Wthout |ooking at it, he laid the menu down. '
ma' am "

" "M. Mdoud, | can't reconmrend ny steak this week. It's alittle gristly.
But my fried chicken is the best you ever tasted.'

He gl anced at the book she had laid on the counter and said, "All right, Mss

"I"d li ke steak and pot at oes,

Stewart. |I'Il take fried chicken and pot at oes. "
He coul d deci pher the word "Bacon" on the front of the book. Assuming it was a
cookbook, he said politely, "I'd like to conplinent you on your choice of

reading matter, ma'am Ain't nmany young | adies who'd be reading up on their
work while they're working."

"Yes," she agreed, putting a place setting in front of him "but | have to
sharpen ny mind for ny children."

She wore no weddi ng band, so her remark interested him

"How many young ones you got, ma' anf"

"Fourteen, but 1'd have nore if | could get help fromthe Mornmons in this

val ley."

H s soaring expectations suddenly fell as he realized she was a school t eacher
That accounted for the children, the book and the "M ss" everybody put in
front of her nane.

" "Ma'am 1'd think every man in this valley would be glad to do anything you
want ed. "

"The |l ower half of the valley is all Mrnons," she said. "They won't put their
children in a Gentile school. M. Bryce Peyton, the stake superintendent, says
he doesn't want to get his angels mxed up with our angels.”

"Still, you nust be busy with fourteen, teaching themand running a
restaurant.”

"My nother hel ps during schooltime. Pa used to run the restaurant, but he was
killed this spring in a fall froma horse."

Her cooking range, set back in an alcove, was within tal king distance of his
stool. He watched as she bent to put in nore firewood and turned to slice his
pot atoes. Al school teachers had high ideals, he knew, but this girl had
somet hing nmore-l ean flanks, well-turned shanks, and the prettiest haunch he
had seen north of Sonora.

School teachers went to respectabl e places, he reflected, like church, and a
church hitching rack would be a good place fromwhich to steal a fast horse.
Ranchers woul d be riding their best animals to church, and the preacher woul d
keep them occupi ed for at |east an hour while the beasts went unguarded.
School teachers were seen only with respectable nen, but, temporarily, lan
McCl oud was a respectabl e man.

"Are you open Sundays, m'an®?"



"No, I'mnot, M. Mdoud, but |I could fix you a box of chicken good for three
nmeal s, tonmorrow, for the anpbunt you'll have left on Brother Trotter's neal
ticket."

"I mght take you up on that. |Is there a Methodist church hereabouts?"

"Why, yes, M. MCOoud." Her face within the alcove flashed hima smle. "It's
just south of town. Brother Wnchester preaches a fine sernmon. Tomorrow, he's

going to tell us about heaven. If you care to join us, I'd be pleased to sit
next to you and introduce you to our congregation."
"If you're willing to be so kind, Mss Stewart, |1'd be happy to hire a rig and

carry you to church.™

"I'"d be honored to let you, M. MOC oud, but |I'm spoke for, com ng and goi ng
It's only after | get there that |I'm al one."

"Reckon | should have figured that, Mss Stewart. A girl as pretty as you
woul d be sure to have a courier for going and one for comng."

"No, M. MCoud. Billy Peyton's ny only suitor. But he's a Mdrnon and won't
go in. He just waits outside."

Her remark di smayed him It would be harder to steal a horse with Billy Peyton
wai ting outside the church. "If Peyton's willing to court you, seens to ne
he'd be willing to take your faith, unless you took his."

"No," she said, above the crackle of frying potatoes, "and |I'm not marrying
into his church. Mrnmons can take nore than one wife, and I'mnot rushing homne
fromnmy honeynoon so nmy husband can hurry away on anot her one."

"Why don't you refuse hinP"

"Wul dn't do any good. No other boy in the valley dares to cone around,
knowi ng how Billy feels about me. Besides, Billy's M. Bryce Peyton's first
son by his third wife, as | recall, and Billy's trying to persuade his father
to send the Mornmon children to nmy school. 1'd certainly like to bring those
children to the light, at two dollars, apiece, head tax, payable to the

t eacher."

"Still, the young men in this valley must be lily-livered. Billy ought to have
claimjunpers all over the place."

"Billy's a little ornery," she explained. "Mst of the boys know | despise
violence, and Billy can get violent when he thinks sonmebody's taking on over
ne."

She brought his plate and a cup of coffee and set them before him "Now, when
you're through with this chicken, M. Mdoud, | want your honest opinion if
it's the best chicken you ever tasted. If it's not, you needn't say a thing."
"Ail right, Mss Stewart, but why don't you just call me |Ian?"

"I"d be pleased to, lan, and you may call me Gabriella until Billy gets here.
After that, we'd best go back to Mster and M ss because Billy might think
we're getting too famliar.'

"I's Billy com ng here?"

" "He will if you have a second cup of coffee. He watches fromthe sal oon
across the street.”
"I didn't think Mornons drank," lan said, biting into a chicken leg. It was

good chicken, and a sip of the coffee told him he was bound to have a second
cup.

" '"Billy's sort of a backslider, a jackleg as the other Mornmons call him"''
Suddenly her voice grew excited. ' 'Here he cones, already. He nust have seen
you smle at me, and he's getting worried."

"Well, if I'"'mnot going to have the pleasure of your talk, Gabriella, maybe
could | ook at your book while |I'meating.'
"Why, |'d be pleased, lan," she said, handing himthe book. "I'm always gl ad

to see sonebody read an enlightening book. But, remenber, call nme Mss
Stewart, and | hate viol ence."

"I'I'l remenber, Mss Stewart, and | hate violence, too."

lan raised his eyes to | ook at the man who energed fromthe sw nging doors
across the street and disliked instantly what he saw, a tall and handsone
young man with a ten-gallon white hat tilted back over his waving and | ustrous
bl ack hair. There was deviltry in the smle that flashed teeth in the



afternoon sun, an animal litheness in the swing of the broad shoul ders. The
only aspect of the approaching nan |Ian approved of was the way in which he
wore his pearl-handl ed revol ver, strapped low on his thigh with a doubl e thong
in the conventional manner of the gunfighter

The hand had a long way to travel before it reached the pistol's butt. Billy
Peyt on woul d be dead before his gun cleared its holster

I an gl anced down at the book, opened it, and inmedi ately becanme so engrossed
he barely noticed Peyton enter and order a cup of coffee. He failed to notice,
entirely, the hostile glance Peyton threw down the counter at him

I an was readi ng. Although unable to deci pher the nane of the book, Novum
Organum he nmade out nost of the words inside. Wen he discovered that |ong
words were small words put together, he had found a key to a | anguage he
recogni zed as English but which was witten in a manner no trail hand ever used
and, for that matter, no newspaper. After three pages, he was picking up
speed. Al npst unconsciously he asked for a second cup of coffee because, after
the fifth page, he was breaking out of the chaparral. By the seventh page, he
was reading at a full gallop. On page twenty, and his third cup of coffee, he
was brought back to his surroundings by the I oud voice of Billy Peyton

' "Looks like you got a scholar in here, Gabe, and a real coffee drinker."

| an | ooked up the counter toward the man. Wth intuitive clarity, he realized
that his virtuous behavi or had availed himnothing; Billy Peyton, grown
jealous of a reading ability which would raise a man's standing in the eyes of
a school teacher, was trying to pick a fight.

Shanef acedly, lan closed the offendi ng book and shoved it down the counter, as
Gabriella tried to wedge polite formality between the two nen. "M. Peyton
this is M. Mdoud. He brought in Brother Trotter."

Peyton was not interested in friendly formalities.

"Well, coffee drinker," he said with | oud contenpt, "you nust be a Samaritan."
"No, sir," lan said politely, "I hail originally from Al abama."

"My, isn't he the witty one." Peyton addressed the girl with m ncing tones.
"Or maybe your schol ar doesn't know that a Samaritan is sonebody who does good
deeds, like bringing in a dead body before the other buzzards get to it."
Billy Peyton was using grammar, yet he was naking out that lan was a sissy.

"I just did ny Christian duty, sir," lan interposed hunbly.

Billy Peyton slapped his exposed thigh and guffawed, still directing his
conversation to Mss Stewart.' 'A Christian as well as a scholar! | bet he's a
chi cken | over, too."

Billy Peyton was spoiling for a fight. Coming out fromunder the influence of
Franci s Bacon, lan's thoughts swung back into their old channels. |If Peyton
didn't appreciate virtue and wanted to fight, he was giving lan a chance to
get rid of the horse guard at church tonorrow. But, he cautioned hinself,
Peyton mi ght be a coward who wore a fancy gun to shore up his courage and he
m ght back away from a showdown. lan wanted to forestall any backdown. He
wanted to kill Peyton fair and square, and it would hurt his currently high
standing in the community if he shot a man in the back who was runni ng away.
lan affected an apol ogetic | ook and spoke with a voice that reeked with
humlity. "I truly do | ove chicken, M. Peyton. |I ain't never wapped ny |ips
around a better breast than Mss Stewart's and her thighs are about as good as
any | ever sunk ny teeth into."

"What are you tal king about, boy?" "Mss Stewart's chicken, sir."

"Sounded for a mnute, there, like you were giving your last will and
testanment, and naybe you were."
"I'f I done you any offense, M. Peyton, | surely want to apol ogi ze. Next to

Mss Stewart's chicken, there's nothing I'd like better than a little peace.

" "Watch it, boy!"
In desperation, lan turned to the girl. "I do want to thank you for the |oan
of your book. As Sir Francis Bacon says, 'Sone books are to be chewed and
digested.' H s owm is one of them books, and so's your chicken. Now, you got
my meal ticket, Ma'am and you can punch it any way you see fit, but | want to
| eave this silver dollar with you in appreciation for the nost delightful



breast, legs, and thighs | ever net with on life's journey."

The silver dollar he laid on the counter was the | argest gratuity he had ever
left a waitress, but it was a small price to pay for a fast horse. Gabriella
plucked it fromthe counter with delight and excitenent, saying, "Wy | do
appreci ate both of them M. MC oud, the speech and the dollar."

Ti ppi ng his hat to her deferentially, he wal ked toward the door, giving Peyton
a wide and respectful berth, but politeness availed himlittle.

"Boy, that was your last will and testanent." As |an eased out of the door,
with a shy, scurrying noverment, he heard Gabriella exclaim "Now you | eave
himbe, Billy. M. MCloud is a good Methodist."

"A good Methodist! Well, that does it."

I an wal ked rapidly down the boardwal k toward the hotel. Behind himhe heard

t he door open and cl ose, and he stepped up his pace. Behind him the clonmp of
boots on the boardwal k sounded faster.

"Hey, boy!"

lan did not like the term''boy.'' Peyton was using it because he was a few

i nches taller than lan and not because he was ol der. But |an stopped and
turned, forcing a smle that wobbled on his face as Billy Peyton halted twenty
paces behi nd him

"Yes, sir."

"That girl back there. She's ny girl."

There was a tenporizing, lecturing note in the Mornmon's voice. Apparently he
was not intending to gun down the respected stranger, only to give a bullying
| ecture.

"I don't doubt that, M. Peyton, but, as | told you, |I'ma peace |over.
"Watch it, boy."

"What | mean, M. Peyton, is that I'mno gunfighter |ike you, partly because
' m peaceful but nostly because I'mso slow. |'mkindly disposed toward
everybody, M. Peyton. Even Myrnons. Maybe nostly Mrnons. It's hard enough
for a man to make his way in this world when he don't know who his pais. It's
a lot harder for a son |like you, whose pa's got fifteen or sixteen w ves,
because a poor old Mrnon boy, like you, don't even know who his ma is."

"You woul dn't be calling nme a son of a bitch?"

"No, sir, M. Peyton. | couldn't rightly call you one. Only your pa could do
that, since he's the only man who knows which bitch is which."

"Draw, GCentile," Billy Peyton snarl ed.

The nmen had forced the nonent to a crisis. G7 caught with its tendrils out,
di ffused al ong the neutral channels of McCOoud, and it knew with the know edge
of its host what devastati on m ght be wought by a |lead slug ripping through
brain tissues. Vulnerable, now, it was faced with the instant dissolution of
its photons. Wth it would go all hope for this species, and it was either it
or the Mornon.

Rel uctantly but instantaneously, G 7 fissioned an ion and slowed the currents
of time around Billy Peyton.

Wth lightning speed the Mornon's hand swooped toward the gun, but the hand
had a long way to go to the lowslung pistol, and lan knew, already, the
gunfighter he faced was a rank amateur. Not only had Peyton tel egraphed his
nove by tensing his knees, the fool had yelled at lan to draw.

This boy, lan renmenbered, was the son of Bryce Peyton, the Mrnon stake
superintendent. Through Billy Peyton, Gabriella was trying to bring the Mrnon
children to the light. lan hungered to send a bullet into the groins of
Peyton, killing himslowy and letting himknow that death was on the way, but
his hand sl owed at the thought of Gabriella' s students.

Inits haste, G7 erred in attenpting to superinpose its own unselfish ains
onto the purposes of the gunfighter.

Wth Peyton grabbing iron, this was one hell of a tinme to be thinking about
school children he cared not a whit about. Far nore inportant to lan was the
opportunity to get rid of the horse guard at the church tonorrow Besides,
with Peyton out of the way, he could drive Gabriella to church, in a springed
buggy with a wi de, cushioned front seat. He couldn't think of a nore pleasant



way to spend a Sunday norning than with a girl who |iked his speeches and grew
ecstatic over silver dollars, schoolteacher or no.

lan's last nusing, drawn out over several nmnicroseconds, gave G7 a clue to
nore powerful notivational areas in the human psyche. It reacted with whorls
of energy around the mating nodules in the man's brain.

McCl oud had never heard of Lilith or Helen of Troy. For him Senmiram s had
never been, and Deirdre was a lie told by an Irishman. Yet, at this nonment
with Peyton's hand finally touching the pistol's handle, he felt all the
storied charmof earth's imortal beauties, all the nuances of |ove held by
romantic | egend, focused in an after-image on his brain of a gol den-haired

wai tress. For approximately three one-hundredths of a second, MO oud was in
love with Gabriella Stewart.

He had to take the girl to church tomorrow, but a proper schoolteacher woul d
never permt herself to be escorted by the man who had gunned down her

recogni zed suitor the day before. The problemoccurred to lan sinultaneously
with its solution. He could make Billy Peyton the |aughing stock of Shoshone
Fl ats. He could spare the man but kill his pride.

It was lan MO oud's solution, not G7's, but since levity is an attribute of
| um nosities, the hunor in the plan aroused G7's admration

Peyton's revol ver had cleared its hol ster before lan nmoved. He flipped out his
gun and took careful aim firing at the index finger protruding fromthe
trigger guard of Peyton's pistol, |eading the upward nmoving target by a
quarter-inch. lan fired. Watching the slug fromhis .44 nove along its
trajectory, lan knew before it had gone six feet that the bullet was on
target. No followup shot woul d be necessary.

G 7 did not figure the firing angle for its host. Wth his nerves, viscera,
nmuscl es, and keen eyesi ght, MC oud had done it all himself, and G 7 was proud
of the man

lan saw his bullet stride the trigger casing of the Mornmon's gun, sever the
first two joints of Peyton's trigger finger, and ricochet, tunmbling to strike
si deways agai nst Peyton's belt buckle. The slow, driving force of the bull et

j ackkni f ed Peyton backward al ong the boardwal k, [ifting his boot heels into
the air.

Techni cal ly Peyton had never fired the bullet which oozed fromthe nuzzl e of
his revolver and crawed slowy toward a clunp of bushes ten paces between the
gunfighters; lan's bullet had fired Peyton's pistol. As lan watched the .38
slug plumet toward the ground, he made, for him a strange resolution: He
woul d never tell anyone that his bullet had fired Peyton's pistol. Wthout
doubt, this was Billy Peyton's first and only gunfight, and it was fitting
that, along with the stub of his trigger finger, the Mirnon be left sone
tattered remant of his pride

As tinme regained its tenpo in the roar of pistols, lan saw Peyton's gun
swirling anay into the dust and Billy sitting on the sidewal k holding a

bl eedi ng stub of what had once been his trigger finger in front of him
looking at it in disbelief. He saw Gabriella rushing fromthe restaurant.
Across the road, the sw nging doors, of Bain's sal oon swng outward,
propelling M. Bain and four spavi ned dance hall girls dressed in ball gowns
toward the scene. Sheriff Faust was energing fromhis office, rubbing the
sleep fromhis eyes. Down the street, the door of Near-Sighted Charlie's
Funeral Parlor opened and a sawed-off nan groped his way out. Al the inmages

i mpi nged but briefly on lan's sight as he noved toward his fallen foe,

whi ppi ng the bandanna from around his neck and twisting it as he advanced.
"Gve me your wist, |ead knuckles," he said as he knelt beside the seated man
who stared dazedly at the stub of his missing finger which was spurting bl ood.
“I'"1l tourniquet your arm"

As lan tightened the handkerchief and the blood fl ow | essened and stopped,
Peyton recovered his senses.

"It'd been better for me if you' d killed me, mister, because 1'd like to
return your favor, but I won't be able to. | can't pay back a dead nan.
Gentiles don't gun down saints in this country without retribution, but I wll



say a little prayer for you while | watch you hang."

"If I ever see you again, you'd better bring this bandanna with you, washed
and ironed. You'd better start thinking about taking in washing for a living
and forget gunfighting."

"Hey," Near-Sighted Charlie yelled fromdown the street, "that one for nme or
for the doc?"

"Cet back to WII Trotter, undertaker,” M. Bain shouted to the sawed-off nman
who was feeling his way down the boardwal k. "This one's for the doctor."
Gabriella was first to stand above them her hand clutching her throat,

| ooki ng down at her suitor's blood in horror as other spectators converged
fromthe general store, smthy shop, post office, hardware store and hotel
"'l saw it all happen, sheriff,” M. Bain explained as Sheriff Faust wal ked
up. "Peyton drew first, trying to gun down MO oud. H's pistol cleared the

hol ster before M. MC oud even went for his. M. MC oud waited, drew second,
and, for Christ's sake, begging Mss Stewart's pardon, took aimand fired
before Billy could even pull his trigger. Fastest draw | ever did see, bar
none. . . . Stand back, fol ks. Here cones the doctor."

From his squatting position, holding the tourniquet, lan saw the crowd form an
ai sle for the doctor who wal ked through and | ooked down.

"He'll be all right, M. MCdoud," the doctor said. "If you'll let nme keep the
tourniquet on him I'Il take himdown to ny place and bandage hi m up proper."”
"Let him keep ny bandanna," lan said, rising. "He got it bloody, so he can
wash it."

"That's against nmy better judgment," the doctor said. "W'Il be needing al

t he bandages we can get when Billy gets word of the shooting back to his pa.
You fol ks had better boil out all the old scraps of linen or cotton you

got and have themready. The Avenging Angels will ride over this. . . . Cone

on, Billy. I'Il treat you like I would a Christian, and you tell your pa | was

good to you. You hear?"

As the doctor helped Billy to his feet, a snmall man with a | arge head, a bl ack

beard, and nel ancholy brown eyes intoned to the crowd, "Now, death and

destruction fromthe Avengi ng Angels. Now, the dark saints will ride. Nowis

the tine of woe. We to all Gentiles and this Hebrew "

"Ch, hush up, M. Bernbaum" Gabriella said to himin vexation. "You al ways

| ook on the gloony side of things. Al lan did was to shoot M. Peyton's

finger off."

She had used, lan noticed, the famliar address for himand the formal for

Billy Peyton. Cone Sunday, he might get nore fromthe church neeting than a

fast horse.

Wth Peyton blood still on his hands, lan turned to the voice of Sheriff

Faust. ' '"M. Mdoud, twi ce today you've done your Christian duty, bringing

WIl Trotter in and sending Billy Peyton out, but your |ast good deed m ght

have been one too many. I'mtaking the word of Gentile w tnesses that the

Mornon drew first, so |I'mnot bringing any charges agai nst you. But | want you

to understand that the I aw s approval don't nean the |law s protection. Before

t he Avenging Angels ride in, nmy advice to you is to ride out. Mrnons don't

take kindly to being shot by Gentiles."

"Who are the Avengi ng Angels, sheriff?" lan asked. "It's a Mornmon vigilante

conmittee that protects them agai nst us Gentiles, but sometines the comittee

gets a little overzeal ous about protecting."”

"How many vigilantes on that conmttee?" "Six. Bryce Peyton and five of his

hand- pi cked saints.” "I ain't worried." lan shrugged. "I carry a six-shooter."

"I'f you're bound and deternmined to stay here for the next stage, not nuch I

can do but warn you. At least you'll see a smiling face when you go out.

Superi nt endent Peyton al ways sniles when he passes judgnment."

" "If you feel the need to fortify your courage, son,'' M. Bain said, "drinks

are on the house over at ny place, if you don't mnd drinking in the conpany

of women."

Behind Bain, lan could see the soft oval of Gabriella' s face harden into

di sappr oval



"I appreciate your offer, M. Bain, but | done took the tenperance oath."
Gabriella stepped forward. ' 'lan, don't listen to these calamty how ers and

tenpters. You're safe, at least till Tuesday. M. Peyton won't get to his
father's place before m dni ght, and Mornons don't work on Sunday. Then they
won't neet till Monday to take a vote. You cone in here with ne and wash t hat

bl ood of f your hands."

"Woe, woe unto Shoshone Flats," M. Bernbaum i ntoned.

"It is witten, selah. Sodom shall be destroyed and with it all the

Sodomi tes. "

lan let hinmself be led into the restaurant. As she added nore water to the
kettle on the stove, Gabriella said,' 'lan, using your own bandanna to stance
M. Peyton's blood was a nagnani nous act."

"T hope 'magnani nous' means sonething nice, Gabriella."

" "It does. Magnanimty was the old Roman ideal of behavior. A nagnani nous man
treats friend or foe with equal comnpassi on. Besides, the way those people were
tal king, you'd think the Mornons were a bunch of scal awags. They just have the

wong religion, that's all. O course, M. Bryce Peyton hears voices, but,
fromall | hear, they're reasonable voices. He says they're his angels and he
may be right. If the committee decides to hang you, it'll be justice by their
lights, and you'll have the satisfaction of know ng you died |legally under
their law "

She was wrong, he thought, about his magnanimty. Sonething happened to his
head when he took that tunble in the stagecoach. The old Johnny Loco woul d
have killed his best friend over a girl, but lan MC oud had | et a stranger
off with nothing nore than a nipped finger. Wen he wi nged the Mrnon, he had
not been hinsel f.

"Gabriella," he said, as she fetched a washbasin, "seeing as how your escort

won't be able to make it to church tormorrow, |1'd be right proud if you'd |et
me rent a rig and drive you to the neeting."
"Why, lan, 1'd be pleased and honored," she answered, blushing at the

spontaneity of her reply. "You cone out and have breakfast with mama and ne.
"Il tell you howto get there, but if you should get [ost, anyone in the
valley can tell you howto get to Wdow Stewart's chicken ranch."

"I'I'l be there, ma' am washed and shaved. "

Sonet hi ng was definitely wong with his head, he decided. |If he had wanted a
worman, he shoul d not have waved Bain away when the sal oon keeper cane piling
out of the barroomw th four prime, crib-gnawi ng femal es al ready broke and
gentl ed. So why, he wondered, was he planning to wash, shave, and hire a rig
for a girl a man would have to court a week before hol ding her hand?

lan had | ost the answer |long ago, in the whine of minie balls and the gut
thrusts of bayonets. Violence had borne his gentleness away, but the being
within, judging the man with abstract conpassion, held himblanel ess. |an
could relearn gentleness, and the girl with the enigmtic nane and del i ghtful
l[ilt to her breasts would be the outlaw s teacher

Wth the i mmcul ate honesty of its kind, G7 adnitted to itself that lan's
hormones, reinforcing its ancestral ardor, had led it to choose the girl, but
inthe mtter of Gabriella Stewart, it and its host were functioning as a
single entity.

3

FROM hi s second floor roomin Taylor' s Hotel, lan watched the shadows of the
Tetons stretch eastward across the valley and fade into night as he |istened
to "COh! Susanna,” with a dead sound in the mddle D, tinkle up froma player
piano in Bain's Sal oon across the street. Down there, where |anps were being
lit, free whiskey awaited him and he could hear the | aughter of wonen, but he
was avoi di ng conpany. In fact, he was standing well back fromthe w ndow no
lanp would be lit in his roomtonight-and the back of a chair was propped
under the knob of the | ocked and bolted door to his room

Yielding to a whim he stood for a while watching the stars come out and tried



to remenber the names of the individual stars. He could remenber the Big

Di pper, the Little D pper, and the MIky Way, but the only single star he knew
by sight was the North Star, which he used to guide on when traveling after
dark. He turned away fromthe w ndow in disgust, not at his faulty menory but
at himself for idling away his time trying to renmenber things that didn't
really matter.

He spread a pallet on the floor at the foot of the bed, facing the door. If
any of Billy Peyton's friends who were famliar with the |ayout of the room
fired through the door at a point where the sleeper should be, they would have
had two chances to becone bushwhackers, their first and their |ast.

From where he lay, finally, spread-eagled on the pallet, his pistol near his
hand, he could see the stars through the window. In the reveries of begi nning
sl eep, the MIky Way rem nded hi mof the swash of freckles beneath the eyes of
Gabriella, and the image arrested his glide into somol ence. Inpatiently he
brushed the vision fromhis mnd, vaguely disturbed by the turns his thoughts
were taking. Here he lay, nmoping over stars and a girl, when he shoul d have
been thi nki ng about a fast horse, a bank, and about getting out of Shoshone

Fl ats before apassel of angry Mornons cane swarm ng out of the | ower valley.

I an sl ept.

G 7 never slept. Now it took a |ong-delayed opportunity to evaluate the data
whi ch had been pouring into its host all day to reflect on its grow ng

know edge of nman. There was very much planning to be done.

The scout was aware of strange, bug-eyed nonsters slithering in the depth of
space. It renmenbered the snails on the eighteenth planet of Vega spewi ng venom
before themto grease their paths with carrion. G 7 had individually converted
t he hookfangs of Vul pecula 8 who used torture as a religious ritual, but it
had met no species conparable to the humans of sun 3 who had | earned to wal k
upright in order to use their forelegs for mainmng and destroying their own
and ot her speci es.

Yet the scout was not conpletely overcone with revul sion. Objectivity was a
gift of its ethereality, and experience had taught it versatility. It had to
admt that this organi smwas superbly conditioned to its environment, and G7
was accustoned to working with whatever material was at hand. Nothing in its
code condoned the willful destruction or inpairnent of energy systens, but, on
the other hand, it knew that sonetimes good could be the final goal of ill.
Thi s superb engi ne of destruction, lan McC oud, could never be driven to
light, never directly led-G 7 had fissioned an ion to prevent the nurder of
Billy Peyton-only nudged toward goodness at an oblique angle. G 7 faced the
probl em head-on; man was sinply not a |ight-seeking animal and its chosen
speci men was even less so. As it nudged lan toward righteousness, it would
have to keep the man's eyes averted. Metaphysically speaking, the light froma
single candl e m ght prove a blinding glare to lan Md oud

To train the man to lead the human race, it would first be necessary to
persuade McCloud to join the human race while making full use of his genius
for viol ence which el evated hi m above a species which evinced nerely a genera
tal ent for mayhem

By now, G 7 had spotted areas in the social order of human bei ngs where a man
of McCloud's inclinations nmight function, if not with virtue at least with
legality, particularly if that man, as in the case of Bryce Peyton, had an
angel to blane for his errors. G7 was intrigued by the Mdrnmon concept of
angel s, and it sensed that McCloud, with his forcibl eness, mght be the idea
instrument for bringing the opposing religious factions in the valley together
and for lighting a flame in this small town which night soneday illum nate the
entire planet.

Gabriella mght assist G7 in placing the outlaw onto a path toward legality,
particularly if she were favorably inpressed by tonorrow s spooning, and G7
was al ready determined to add its bit to the preservice festivities-purely for
sel f -educational purposes. G 7 had deduced a working know edge of the species
reproductive nethods fromMC oud' s fantasies in the restaurant, but it needed
practical experience and its own curiosity had been aroused by the girl. Wen



she wal ked, the middle part of her swayed with the |ightness of a wavering
lum nosity, and there was an evanescence in the perky uplift of her breasts.

G 7's host stirred and twitched, and the being quickly withdrew a strumm ng
tendril froma sensitive area of the man's thal anus.

Wth lan quieted, G 7 considered a paradox.

On a planet of such limtless energy, romance and fertilization should have
been conbined into a single spontaneity of blithe and unpreneditated art. The
i mpul se toward union was so strong in MdC oud that he woul d have been the
crown prince of pollinators on a sexually |iberated planet such as Vul vul a,

but Mcd oud had been strangely timd around the female. G 7 had encouraged the
man to be polite to the wonan because politeness toward wonen was a part of

t he | aw abi di ng syndrone, but it had not expected such powerful constraint,
particularly around a female who literally burned to be ravished by him

The wonman's attitudes confused G 7 even nore. Her flesh was willing, but her
spirit was weak. She had | eaped at the opportunity to go to church with a
wayfaring stranger, not out of concern for the wayfarer's spiritual welfare,
as she so piously told herself, but froma covert yearning for the stranger's
body. Wiy covert, it wondered. Wiy deny love, the first [aw of the universe?
It was witten that the chalice of |ove should never be |lidded by piety, for
that, in the Code, was hypocrisy.

G 7 woul d explore the enignma of wonankind nore fully tonorrow. Tonight it
woul d explore the mind of its host and alleviate the man's obsession with
revenge. Swi ngi ng webs over dendrites, nets between |lacunae, G 7 flagellated a
cluster of neurons at the base of lan's thalanmus and waited to seine for his
dr eans.

Along well-worn neutral paths the dreans cane. In clarity and with realism

I an hunkered again in the shadows of a nmoonlit ravine to hear a tall, thin man
in agray uniformon a gray horse nouth again the insult which sent the

sl eeper into paroxysns of dreamrage so violent the words were unintelligible
to G7.

The sleeper stirred and G7 withdrew its tracers. The clue to the man's
obsessi on was | ocked securely hi his subconscious. To soothe the sleeper's
unease, G 7 stroked the area of pleasant dreans and conjured up a vision of
Gabriella.

| mredi ately, lan was back in his old ravine, this time with the seraphic form
of Gabriella standing approvingly behind himas he punped bullet after bull et
froma magic pistol into the skeletal form of Colonel Blicket, which withed
and grinmaced but did not fall. Delighted by his magi c weapon, lan fired ten
twel ve, eighteen. .

He bolted awake, grabbing his pistol, as a volley of revolver shots sounded
fromthe street. Even as his grip settled on the pistol's handle, |an rel axed.
Sone of the boys were bidding Sheriff Faust a good night as they gall oped past
his office riding home fromthe saloon, firing their pistols in defiance of
the posted order not to fire weapons inside the town linits.

lan rolled over and went back to sleep, thinking that the sheriff had erred in
posting an ordi nance with the word "please” in it. Western fol ks soneti mes
took politeness as a sign of weakness, particularly young buckaroos like Billy
Peyt on.

Morni ng brought a misting rain. Driving south in a rented buggy toward the

wi dow s ranch, lan enjoyed the snugness and confort of the enclosed vehicle
and found hinself |ooking forward to seeing Gabriella in her Sunday finery. If
it weren't for the Iong hours and | ow pay, he thought, it m ght be pleasant to
be a |l awabiding citizen

Wdow Stewart's ranch house was a frame building with a vine-shaded front
porch standi ng near the bluff of a cotton-wood-bordered ravine. Besides the
ordi nary appurtenances of a ranch house-stable, corral, punp house, privy,
washpot, and clothesline-a row of hen houses sat twenty yards behind the house
in a chicken yard. Wen |lan knocked, the Wdow Stewart answered the door
Aproned and smiling, she beckoned himin, saying, "Wlcone, |lan Md oud.



Daughter's still prinmping. She'll be in the parlor directly, and 1'd like to
tell you, now, you've nade an inpression on that girl, and her mother's not so
old she can't see why."

W dow Stewart nust have had her daughter while still very young, and |an
wasn't so old he couldn't see why. Her high-piled hair was dark and wavy, wth
pi nk ears protrudi ng bel ow. Her skin was fairer than Gabriella s with no
freckles marring its whiteness. Though no taller than Gabriella, she was

wi der, except around the waist, and much thicker in places. Her bubbling
speech mat ched her figure. As she took lan's hat to hang on the coat tree, she
bubbl ed fore and aft.

VWhirling to face himagain, in several disparate but enchantingly liquid
nmoverents, she said, "Have a seat and make yourself confortable. Do you I|ike
your eggs scranbled or fried? One thing we have here is fresh eggs. Fol ks say
the only way to get fresher eggs than the Wdow Stewart's is to lay them
yoursel f."

"Scranbled will be fine, ma'am"

"I scranble themwith a little creamto give themlightness, and | can drop in
some chopped green onions to give thema he-man flavor."

"Just the cream ma'am | don't want any man flavor spoiling a hen's eggs."
She threw hima sidel ong, coquettish smile, and said, "You sound appreciative,
lan. They say the way to a nan's heart is through his stonmach, and maybe
that's true for both sexes, one way or the other."

Turning with a wide swing to her well-rounded bottom she bubbled into the

ki t chen.

G 7 was overwhel med by the wi dow s vol uptuousness, vivacity, and contrasting
colors, but there was a quality to the woman, observed and di smi ssed by |an
wi t h maddeni ng superficiality, that alnmst sent G7 into a flux; Ms. Stewart
had about her an aura of waiting and wanting, |ike the plowed | oam of
springtime, a quality which though apart from her beauty, reinforced it |ike

t he pauses in nusic.

Not hi ng cowardly or hypocritical inmpeded the flow of the widow s | ove system
Through the fibers of its host, G7 had felt the woman's pull, and, nore than
its host, it appreciated the el ectromagnetic vortices swirling around breast
gravities whose anplitudes left lan unstirred. Perhaps MC oud, because of his
prof essional reliance on fast horses, was nore appreciative of |ean flanks,

G 7 nused, whereas itself, a star rover, was nore aesthetically aware of world
lines. Whatever the cause, it was apparent to G7 that on this planet it was a
breast angel while its host was a thigh man.

"Good norning, lan."

lan was brought to his feet by the appearance of Gabriella. Framed in the
doorway, she wore a pink gown which flowed to her ankles froma sash of white
ri bbon around her wai st and a hat, w de-brinmed and yell ow. Al nost gasping at
the vision, lan managed to stammrer, "Good norning, Mss Stewart."

Not unaware of his reaction, she blushed slightly.

" 'l tried on a new hat for you. It's glazed straw, and | thought it mght be
best for rainy weather. Do you like it?"

" "Ma'am| ain't seen no hat half so pretty in all my life. If one drop of
rain touches that hat, I'll gun the raindrop down."

She smled at his witticism lifting the hat to fluff her curls, and said,
"Now, wouldn't you just know it would rain."

" "It's just misting alittle, nma'am Not enough to get your shoe tops wet if
your ankles stick out fromunder the buggy top."

Sonmewhat shyly they both stood and tal ked for several mnutes about the

weat her, of its danger to the health of her mother's chickens and the
possibility that the dry gul ch behind the house night overflow and fl ood the
hen houses. Between themthey tugged and stretched the subject of the rain in
a pl easant, conversational taffy pull until the wi dow reentered the parlor

"My, what a handsone matched pair you two nmake," she said, breaking the spell.
"But breakfast is ready."

G 7 caught dissonances in the ol der woman's voice as she conplinented the two,



a subtle conflict of interests which lan nust have detected

"Ms. Stewart, | just got to stand here, flatfooted, and tell you, you got a
daughter no worman in Wom ng can conpare with but her nother."

"Ch, bother!" Ms. Stewart stamered. "You flatter me, but | can't say | don't
like it. Now, conme and get it. |I've fixed a man-sized breakfast for a rea

man: scranbl ed eggs, flapjacks, smoked bacon, sausage, souse neat, red-eye
gravy, grits, hot buttered biscuits with jelly and jam and all the coffee you
can drink. It ought to hold us till after we get back from church. Then |I'm
going to fix you the best fried chicken dinner you ever tasted."

He had forgotten that respectable girls were chaperoned, but, strangely, her
rem nder did not disturb him He stood back to let the contrast in femnine
pul chritude precede himinto the kitchen-dining room conparing the sway of
Mss Stewart to the bounce of Ms. Stewart.

Only one flaw marred the grandeur of the col ossal breakfast. In the fornal

at nosphere of a courtship, lan found the terns of address, "M ss Stewart" and
"Ms. Stewart," sonewhat tongue tw sting.

Ms. Stewart righted the matter. "Heck, lan. Just call her Gabe and ne Liza.

feel like I've known you for twenty years, or maybe | feel like I'd have felt
nmeeting you twenty years ago."

"But, nmother," Gabriella protested, "it wouldn't be proper for Brother

W nchester's congregation to hear me called Gabe. | can't |let those people get

too famliar, since | have to birch their children, sonetimes twi ce a day."

In the hour of breakfast, lan found that Brother Wnchester, the Methodi st
preacher, was al so the mayor of Shoshone Fl ats during the weekdays and t hat
peopl e had been | ooking forward all week to his sernon, "Wat Heaven Is Like,"
because Brother Wnchester was so good at giving his congregation hell. lan

al so |l earned that Brother WIIl Trotter's body was being kept on ice and his
funeral delayed until Wdnesday because of a church picnic on Tuesday which
all the non-Mrnons in the valley would attend.

Li za had heard of lan's gunfight with Billy Peyton and of fered hi mthe

protection of her chicken ranch. ' 'l got a long bore shotgun, and if the
Mornons come, |1'd be a lot nore help than Sheriff Faust. If you want to put up
here with us and go to the picnic Tuesday, | guarantee you'll be safe with

ne. "

Al t hough lan planned to | eave Monday, he reflected on Liza's invitation that
he stay here with "us" and be protected by "nme." Maybe Liza figured if he
stayed here over Mnday, while Gabriella was in town running the restaurant,
she m ght beat her daughter's time with lan. Strangely, the idea intrigued
him though not enough to divert himfrom his purposes.

" "Thank you, Liza, but | ain 't scared of Mrnmons. Anyhow, | ain't educated
enough to hide out with a schoolteacher and her nana.

"I gnorance, that's for ne," the widow said. "I never read a book in ny life,
excepting one Gabe nmade nme read about a woman with a house full of girls, a
book writ by sonebody naned Louisa Allcock. ..." t "Alcott, nother."

" who didn't know nountain oysters about raising girls. . . . Gabe's father

was a great reader, and Gabe inherited the famly curse. Reading' s what got
her pa killed."

"Mt her! You know daddy died in a fall froma horse.” Horrified reproach in

t he daughter's voice stopped the pell-nell speech of her nother abruptly,

and lan filled the enbarrassed silence with a cooment. ' 'l ain't never read
much, mysel f, excepting McQuffey's books."

He hoped the remark would put an end to book talk because literary di scussions
enbarrassed him but Gabriella would not let his nodesty go unchal | enged.

"You were doing all right with Bacon's essays." "Yes'mbut | thought he was a
cookbook." The wi dow had been wei ghi ng a course of action which she took.

"Gabe don't want ne to tal k about her pa, but | feel | got to warn you
anyhowreadi ng can kill you."

Feeling he was forced to take sides, lan tried to bal ance hinself between the
two wonen. "Yes'm | reckon, though | ain't heard of anybody getting gunned

down by a book." "You alnost saw it done to Billy Peyton," Liza corrected him



"He drawed on you because he wanted to be Iike them dead-eye Dicks in the dine
novel s he reads to inpress Gabe. . . . Her curse is catching, lan. Reading
nost ni gh got her beau killed. John MIton killed her pa."

"Mt her!" Gabe's exclamation was an order the w dow obeyed.

It was plain to himthat there was a skeleton in this famly's closet, but he
accepted the know edge with equaninmty. There was a skeleton in the Md oud
famly's closet, and he was it. At the nmonent he was nore curious about this
John MIton, a gunfighter he had never heard of, and he was even nore
intrigued by the thought processes of the wi dow. She m ght well be right about
Billy Peyton, whomlan had al ready suspected of being jealous of his own
reading ability. For an ignorant, uneducated woman, the wi dow had a good head
on her shoul ders.

"Leastways," Liza continued, "the Alcott worman di dn't know doodly squat about
the tribul ations of a wi dow raising an orphaned daughter."

lan listened synpathetically as Liza outlined the problenms of bringing up a
daughter without a man around to help, but inwardly he didn't feel too

synmpat hetic. Her husband had been dead for less than a year, had died after
Gabriella had started to teach school, and Liza seenmed to be doing well with a
four-room house, a chicken ranch, and the famly restaurant.

Still, to conm serate, he suggested that she night sell boxed chicken |unches
to the stage passengers to eat on the road. "Gve M. Birnie two cents’
conmi ssion on each twenty-five cent box, and he'll sell the boxes for you,

maybe put them on the cost of a stage ticket.'’

"One cent would do it, lan. By golly, that just shows you what the guidance of
a man can do for a poor w dow woman. |' 11 corner the old skinflint in church
this nmorning. If you decide to settle in Shoshone Flats, I'll cut you in for a
ni ckel a box just for the idea."

He t hanked her for her generosity and told her if it wasn't that he had to get
back to El Paso and his cattle-buying office, he would take her up on the
offer.

Li za, with her appreciation for nen and her quick head for naking noney, would
make some cowpoke a good nother-in-law, |lan thought. As a matter of fact,

Liza, with her conmon sense and enthusiasm and Gabriella, with her book

| earni ng and nodesty, would make some Mornon a wel |l -bal anced pair of wi ves.

No. It would never do for the Gentile nother and daughter to wed the sane

Mor non. Gabe was too sensitive to be married to her stepfather. Any son of
hers by the man woul d be her stepbrother, which would make Gabriella, as the
stepsister of her own son, her own stepnother, and Gabe was too young to have
an ei ght een-year-ol d stepdaughter. lan realized the idea was whinsical, but
the speed at which he nade the interfam lial connections amazed him The
tumble in the stagecoach had reshuffled his brain and stacked the deck

He relished the breakfast, down to the last grit and |ast dab of red-eye
gravy. Afterward, seated between the two wonmen on the drive to church, he
found them equally enjoyable. Lithe Gabriella sat nodestly apart, telling of
the need for a better school house for Shoshone Flats, while Liza, with her
greater spread, tal ked nan-and-woman talk with thigh pressure. Yes, he

t hought, they were a well-matched span of females.

It was still drizzling when they reached the church, and |Ian was di sappoi nted
to see only one riding horse hitched to the church rack. Mst of the fanmilies
had come in covered buggies pulled by driving horses, and the one saddl e horse
present seemed to have been chosen to spare some nobl er beast the rigors of
bad weat her.

Because of the rain, arriving nenbers of the congregation were being greeted
in the vestibule by Brother Wnchester, the preacher-mayor, rifle straight and
ranrod thin, whose gun-netal eyes glinted with pleasure when he net |an

"Wl come, Brother Mcd oud. |'ve heard about your good deeds al ready, and
hope this visit to our town won't be your last. If the Lord sees fit to give
you the courage to stay over till Tuesday, we'd be grateful to have you at our

church picnic. It's being held down close to the Mirnon's stake boundary. If
any of the saints ride over to join us in Christian fellowship, sone of the



brothers will be bringing their rifles to welconme them but we could use your
pistol. Sister Liza's furnishing the chicken hanpers for our picnic."

Si ster Liza reached over and gave | an a maternal hug.

"I"'mgiving hima sanple for dinner. If that won't persuade himto stay over
for our picnic, he's beyond salvation."

"Wth your perm ssion, Brother M oud," the preacher said, "I'd like to

i ntroduce you to the congregati on before the sernon and ask you to say a few
wor ds. "

"He'd better, Reverend,'' Gabriella enjoined, vying with her nother to give
| an a conversational hug, "because | want to show himoff.'
"Well, preacher,"” lan said, "I don't see how |l can refuse, but I'"'ma mte shy

around crowds and m ght not say nuch.'’

"Just tell us a little sonmething about yourself, son, and say a few
conpl i mentary words about our town."

Entering the pew, Liza politely notioned himahead of her so she wouldn't cone
between him and Gabriella, and she whispered, "Brother Wnchester's running
for mayor again next June. That's why he'd like for you to say sonething nice
about the town."

"You say what you think, lan," Gabriella said. "After all, you have to live
wi th your conscience. You don't have to lie, even for a preacher.”
“"I'Il tell the truth,"” lan said

So he came to be seated between two of the |loveliest Gentiles in the Shoshone
Fl ats Met hodi st Church, and, in his opinion, the three of them nmade a good
singing trio as he held the hymal for the opening hymm. Mther and daughter
had to |l ean toward himto read the words as they sang, and he found
Gabriella' s perfune hel ped himon the high notes, whereas he favored Liza's
when reaching for the | ow notes.

After the plate was passed and | an was di vested of another of Brother
Trotter's silver dollars, Brother Wnchester introduced lan with the words,
"I't's not yet time to eulogize our late Brother WIlliam Trotter. |I'Il be doing
that, Wednesday, at two P.M , but | would like to introduce and conpli nment

t he man who brought Brother Trotter in-M. lan MO oud."

lan arose to polite applause. Looking out over the congregation, he spoke in a
strong but nodest voice. "I'mhappy to be here, folks. | didn't come under the
best conditions, but I've been well treated by the nerchants of Shoshone
Flats, with one exception. One of the best things about your town is the
chicken served in Mss Stewart's Restaurant, furnished by the Wdow Stewart.
One of the worse things is the aimof your Mrnon gunfighters. Howsonever,

thi nk Dead Man's Curve could use a little straightening."

"You tell "em lan McCloud!" A female voice screamed fromthe rear, and lan
knew it canme from beneath a sunbonnet.

"Amen, or second the notion," a masculine voice responded.

"I been traveling that road for twenty years," the banshee wail continued,
"and the only thing that's gonna straighten it out is a new mayor for Shoshone
Flats."

' "Sister Betsy, control yourself,'' the preacher said.' 'There's an

admi ni strative problem here, which the average citizen can't be expected to
under st and; namely, who's going to pay the |abor?"

"Preacher," lan said hel pfully, "why not use the jail prisoners in a road
gang. "

"There ain't no prisoners, Brother MC oud. Qur good sheriff, Brother Faust,
is as strong a believer in brotherly |ove, even when it's against the town's
policy. But | thank you and wel come you to Shoshone Flats. My sernon for today
is 'Heaven as It Really Is." "

lan sat down as the preacher junped quickly into his sernon. After fifteen
mnutes, lan figured it nmight be time to excuse hinmself and go steal the
horse, but a flurry of rain on the roof nade himreconsider. Hiding out in
weat her like this, all night, waiting for the bank to open, could give a nman

| ung congestion, and the |Ione saddl e horse at the hitching rack didn't | ook
like much of a nmudder. If he waited for the evening services, the weather



m ght clear, and clearing weather would also give hima better selection of
hor ses.

Al so, lan was beginning to pay attention to the sernon, and, for reasons he
could not understand, was even grow ng interested.

Brot her Wnchester was describing the sights and sounds of heaven, beginning
with the first sweet notes of Gabriel's trunpet.

"Ah, sweet nusic to the ears of the saved, brothers and sisters, but a dirge
unto the dammed. "

He got past the golden gate in fine style, describing it with a jeweler's
attention to the details, but when he came to describing the throne of God,
either his vision failed himor his voice faltered. "Pure radiance, brothers
and sisters, shimering, ineffable, surrounded by I[um nous flights of angels
enwr apped in righteous robes of peace.”

Inside lan, G7 listened tensely. This earthman was giving a litera
description of a launching pad with waiting pilots on a stand-by detail

And W nchester's human audi ence was straining to catch every dip and quaver of

his voi ce when the preacher made a political error. "I tell you, brothers and
sisters, | half-envy the soul of our late Brother Trotter, which, at this very
mnute, is walking up to that throne of radiance and all envel opi ng peace.
Brother Trotter is done forever with life's toil. For him no nore the ordeal

of facing winter's rages atop a coach seat, no nore the fear of stage robbers,
no more the toiling on the | ong upgrades, the breaking on the downgrades ..."
"And no nore Dead Man's Curve," Betsy Troop shrilled fromthe rear. "lan

Mcd oud for nayor."

"No nmore the taunts of nen, the bile of females, nor the scorn that civic
merit fromthe nonvoter takes," Wnchester continued. Hi s righteous wath

cl osed the breech, and a few of the wonmen began to sob audi bly as he swung
back to the safer fields of heaven

What ever his faults as a mayor, |an decided, Wnchester was a spell binding
preacher, and he proved it at the close of the sernon. Repentance of sin was
the key to paradise, he said, and he invited his audience forward to the alter
to kneel and pray for forgiveness of their sins. He built his plea up to a
final adjuration, "Now the time has cone, brothers and sisters, to cone
forward and confess to Jesus and be saved. Conme to Jesus, now, you sinners."
On the word "now' the organi st began the old hym, "Conme to Jesus Now," but a
qui ck-step march woul d have been nore appropriate for the congregation. Al npst
as a body, it rose and went forward, with Liza Stewart |eading the procession
and it was good that Liza should |lead, |an thought, because anyone in front of
her woul d have been tranpled in her rush to get to the altar. Gabriella sat
pat .

"Are you going forward?" |lan asked the girl.

"School t eachers don't sin," she said. "But you go ahead, if you're a mnd to."
"I"'ma little shy about such things," he admitted, "but Liza don't seem
backwards. She was pounding |l eather to get up there, and she don't seem si nful
to ne."

"A woman can think sinful thoughts,” Gabriella said, "and if ny nother's

asking forgiveness for what | think she's been thinking, well, I never!"
lan could al nost hear Gabriella' s jaws snap shut with indignation, and he
hastened to confort her.' 'Gabriella, she can't even think sinful thoughts out

there on the ranch with nothing but them chickens."

"You don't know mama!"

Brot her Wnchester was novi ng anong his kneeling flock, bending to whisper
words of inspiration and faith to each sinner. lan noticed that his

m ni strations over Liza were somewhat prolonged, and, in the mddle of the
church, lan had a sinful thought regarding the preacher's notives, but

W nchester's

show of forgiveness seened to soften Gabriell a.
"You can help Sister Liza, Brother lan," she said, "by not |ooking at her as



if you were studying her and by not saying conplinmentary things to her. Help
her be strong, Brother lan, for mama is weak."

"Yes'm" lan prom sed, slightly addled. "Now, if you wish to go up and join
the others, Brother lan, |I'lIl understand, but don't kneel next to mana."

It wasn't shyness that restrained lan but his schedule. If he went forward and
confessed his sins, he nmight be here until Tuesday and he was | eavi ng Monday
nor ni ng.

"No, Gabriella, | cone with you and I'm staying with you.'' Suddenly she
reached over and patted the back of his hand, saying, "You are strong, lan."
Even as he thrilled to her touch, he thrilled nore to the know edge that there
was sonet hing of her nother in Gabriella Stewart.

After the sernon, there was a brief fell owship period over coffee in the
kitchen at the rear of the church. As the | adies gathered in one roomto

pl anpi cni ¢ hanpers and as Liza corraled M. Birnie in an isolated corner, the
men gat hered around Brot her Wnchester to thank himfor his soul-saving effort
and for setting their feet on the path of salvation

| an t ook advantage of the temporary freedom from fenmal es to engage the
preacher in a theol ogi cal discussion

"For sone reason, sir, | feel a powerful interest in this Angel Gabriel. Some
of the best people | know are named for him Were does he hail fron®"

"From heaven, son, out beyond the stars. He's a powerful man in heaven, an
archangel . Some fol ks think he m ght have had something to do with Jesus since
he was seen calling on Mary just before Christ was born." "Were'd he get the
nane Gabriel ?" "Sone Hebrew called himby the nane and it stuck." "Does the
nane nean anything in Hebrew?"

"Can't say since I'mnot a Hebrew. You mi ght ask Abe Bernbaum He's a Hebrew. "
" 'Is he the little fellowwith the big head and the deep voice?

"Yes, sir," the preacher sniled. "He's Shoshone Flats' naysayer and

woe- bearer, but he's God's own tailor, the town's official tailor, in fact."
Suddenly the preacher paused and dropped his head in a neditation so deep |an
felt he mght be going to sleep on his feet, but he quickly aroused hinself.
"Brother MO oud, when | was wal ki ng anong them si nners, the Holy Ghost asked
me to give you a proposal in ny capacity as town mayor. W've got Brother
Faust as sheriff, but he's a little too old and too Christian for a | awman. If
you' d consent to abide with us for a while and act as his deputy, | know a
young man with your spunk and grit could help bring | aw and order to Shoshone
Fl ats and get us enough prisoners to straighten out that curve and maybe fil
in a few chuckholes in the road. O course, we ain't the richest town in the
world. We couldn't afford to pay you rmuch, but there are other benefits. As
the law, you'd have full protection of the |aw when the Avengi ng Angels ride
agai nst you, you'd get a brand-new suit of clothes at the town's expense, a
free burial preached by me if you should come to an untinely end, and you'd
get the loan of a saddle and a fast horse.”

| an becane alert at the nention of a fast horse, but inmediately he spotted a
| oophol e in the mayor's argunment.' 'The nag you issued to Sheriff Faust | ooks
pretty spavined to ne."

"We issue the horse to fit the man," Wnchester explained. "Brother Hendricks,
the best Gentile horse breeder in the valley, supplies the town with its
horses, and he has a genius for matching the horse to the man."

lan's thinking was assisted by a gust of rain on the roof. Wth a fast horse
under himand the town enptied of people on Tuesday, he'd have the perfect
arrangenent for holding up the bank. Meanwhile, he'd have the use of the hotel
room toni ght and Monday ni ght, so he wouldn't have to get wet.

"How much does the job pay?" He feigned an interest.

"Ei ght dollars a week, but you can bed down in the jail-house, and the town
pays for your meals, either at the restaurant or the sal oon, depending on

whet her you like chicken or steak. W'd like to pay nore, but the town's
treasury is low"

Suddenly the solution of a problemhe did not intend to solve lay clear in
lan's mind. He said," 'M. Myor, | could build you a road, pay nyself fifteen



dollars a week, and add to the town's treasury w thout costing the town a
penny, if you'd let nme appoint the justice of-peace."

" "Well, son"-the mayor rubbed his jaw' 'that m ght cause | egal problens. |I'm
supposed to appoint the justice of peace- we've had no use for one with
Sheriff Faust-and the city charter won't let nme pay over eight dollars a week
to a deputy because the high sheriff only makes eight dollars and two bits.'

"I don't know nothing about |egal problems,'' lan said,' 'but | can solve them
two. You appoint the justice of peace | ask you to appoint and, instead of
raising ny salary, give ne a percentage of all the fines the justice of peace
col l ects. "

" '"Brother McC oud, you've just earned yourself a position of responsibility
in the thriving comunity of Shoshone Flats.

"Brother Hendricks,'' he called over lan's shoulder,' 'I want you to cone over
and neet our new deputy sheriff, Brother lan MC oud. What kind of horse can
you of fer hinP"

Br ot her Hendricks, the horse breeder, advanced with a linp. lan saw that the
man had once been tall and rawboned, but he was bent now froma curvature of
the spine, and his right shoul der was a huge | unp. Cocking his head, he | ooked
up to lan from beneath brows corrugated with scar tissue. He was studying the
nman.

"I"'d match himwith Mdnight," he said finally. "Mdnight's as fast as greased
lightning, mister. If he can't throw you, he pinwheels and crushes you. If he
can throw you, he'll stonp you to death. He's a killer horse, but, by the holy
j unpi ng Jehoshaphat, the horse has got spirit!"”

"Sounds like ny kind of horse," lan said.

On the ride home, under a nmisting sky, Gabriella was excited over lan's

appoi ntnent. Strangely, Liza, who was experiencing her own elation over a
successful nove to furnish lunch boxes to the Territoral Stage Lines-one cent
going to Birnie and five to lan-did not share her daughter's enthusiasm

"Al'l Brother Wnchester's doing is getting rid of lan so he won't run for
mayor. Once you've built the road, lan, he'll take credit and get hinself

reel ected.”

Wth strange detachnment, lan saw the truth in what she said, but he saw deeper
to another truth: a mayor indebted to a |law officer m ght become the tool of
his own lieutenant. Yet it was a matter that wouldn't concern himafter
Tuesday.

"I reckon you're right, Liza, but | ain't intending to run for mayor, and if
I"mgoing to load up that jail with | awbreakers, themcrinm nals have got to be
fed. As long as the Territorial Stage Lines agreed on a lunch box price, the
town of Shoshone Flats will figure it's getting a bargain, and | cal cul ate
"Il be needing over a hundred a week. O course, | ain't nmuch good at suns."
"Nonsense, lan MO oud," Liza ejaculated, "you're a genius as well as a
he-man. "

"Ch, nother. Don't be so obvious."

"One thing you have to say about me, daughter, is that |I'mgrateful. After

we' ve had the chicken dinner | promsed you, lan, | aminviting you to stay
for supper. 1'll fix you sonme of the best chicken dunplings you ever et."

Al ready | an was beginning to feel over-chickened, especially now that he knew
nore solid nmeat was avail able at the sal oon

"No'm | appreciate it, but | got to wite sone letters to El Paso, and | got
to take this rig back to the livery stable, so I'll have to turn down your
kind invitation to supper.™

Al'l these people were going to a ot of trouble, he thought, just to help him
steal a fast horse and rob their bank, but they were getting sonething back
Fal se hope wasn't much, but it was better than no hope at all

Despite its triunph at the church neeting, G 7 was disappointed.

Aware that the patterns of nan's fate were sel dom accidental, it was pl eased
to have elicited the correct responses fromlan at the services, and it knew
that one step at a tinme was the nost it could hope to acconplish in | eading
the man to legality, but fascinating educational bypaths were opening to it,



right here on the buggy's seat, and its host was ignoring them

Both fermal es were conpeting for lan's anorous attention. Yet G 7 knew that the
romance it had hoped to research was going to be postponed, partly because of
the inhibitions aroused in lan by the presence of the girl's nother, a
presence which actually nore than doubl ed the area of experinmentation, partly
because of the rain, but nostly because |an was preoccupied with a five-cent
rebate on a twenty-five cent box lunch for nonexistent prisoners. Sonmehow the

prospect of the former Johnny Loco tapping the public till appealed to

McCl oud' s ironic hunor

Love of noney was the root of this nman's evil. Seated between two wonen, both
eager and the older one willing, he dreamed of theoretical profits and of rea

cash waiting in a bank to be robbed. Even after his psychic |ust was appeased
and his thoughts turned fromprofits, they did not turn to the wonen beside
hi m

He thought of a stallion called Mdnight. Any horse that liked to kill nmen was
bound to be a spirited steed. Moreover, with this freshly activated neura
cells G7 had qui ckened for high noral purposes, MCoud had hit on a planto
break the stallion of its pinwheeling habits forever
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| AN cancel ed his planned steak supper at Bain's sal oon. Shyness, politeness,
and susceptibility to Liza's persuasiveness had led himto eat three extra
hel pi ngs of fried chicken, and, by the time the overburdened mare pulled him
the muddy way into town, the torpor of digestion left himindifferent to food.
Fromthe livery stable he went directly to the hotel. Spreading his pallet
beneath the gray light fromthe wi ndow, he took the G deon's Bible fromthe
dresser and spraw ed beneath the window to | eaf through the pages.

Not once did he specul ate about his unusual desire to read the Bi ble, because
the unnatural act fitted well into his extraordinary day. Consciously, he knew
only that he wanted to read sonething, anything. This norning he had been
enbarrassed to admit in the presence of a schoolteacher that he had read so
little, and what reading he had done never led himto the opinion that it was
dangerous, as Liza averred.

Still, Liza had a point. Billy Peyton's dine novels and his jeal ousy toward
Bacon had cost the Mornon a finger. lan could not understand why John MIton
woul d gun down the wi dow s husband for reading a book-the w dow, yes; John

M 1ton, no-but he could understand that there night be indirect perils

to the pastine. Reading in the half light of a cloudy afternoon mi ght weaken a
gunfighter' s eyes and eventually get himkilled.

Above and beyond | an's educational enbarrassment, which was acconpani ed by a
sense of futility-he realized that at this late date any attenpt to shore up
his ignorance would be the equivalent of a linber finger in a very porous

di ke-he was inpelled to the Bible by a peculiar interest which, sonehow,
seened natural. Ordinarily, his interest in celestial beings was equal to, but
did not exceed, his interest in hagiology. Wnchester's description of angels
as beings of light had stirred his curiosity, and, in effect, he was

unconsci ously checki ng Wnchester's sources for the preacher's report on the
hal o effect.

Now t hat he was getting the hang of reading, he skinmed through the "begats”
of the A d Testament, finding few  references to heaven and fewer to angels. In
CGenesi s, however, he paused for a | ong nonment to consider a passage

And it came to pass . . . that the sons of God saw the daughters of nmen and
found themfair; and they took themw ves of all which they chose.

The man's eyes had found a clue to a nystery the nan was not even aware of,
and | an thought he paused over the passage to consider the mechanical problens
i nvol ved in such an arrangenent. Fromhis very linmted know edge of angels, he
did not think they were equi pped for marriage, but he was not one to argue
agai nst the Bible.

Al so, he did not know that he regarded the paragraph as a reliquary for an



ancient truth.

Wth varying degrees of interest he read on through twenty-one books of the
Bible until, as the still-clouded sun noved toward setting and the day waned
out si de the wi ndow, he came to Sol omon's Song. He nuttered al oud, "No wonder
this honbre had a thousand wives."

Here was raw material aplenty for courting a school teacher

t hough sone of it was a little too raw, he could never tell Gabriella his
bowel s were noved for her. Sonetimes the |anguage was a little too less or too
much. Gabriella's breasts were not |ike those of a young roe; she could give a
few inches to any deer he had seen. And her face was not as terrible as an
arnmy with banners, not to a man who had | ain behind the breastworks at Mrye's
Hei ght s and wat ched the bl ue-bellied Yankees clinb the hill. Still, allow ng
for the | apses, Solonbn was a nmaster of sweet talk.

Rel uctantly lan closed the book and laid it aside. Further readi ng would
strain his eyes, and a lighted lanp in the room m ght reveal himto sone

Mor non shar p-shooter outside with a rifle. Laying his pistol atop the Bible,
he spread-eagled on the pallet, hearing the beginning tinkle of Bain's piano
with the ' "plonk'' on the mddle D and thinking of the breasts of wonen.
Whoever Sol onbn sang to nmust have been nore |i ke Gabe than Liza, else Sol onbn
woul dn't have spent so many conplinments on thighs and navels. The w dow s
bosom woul d have hogged the works, for verily, her breasts were |ike nelons,
St one Mount ai n wat er nel ons.

Vi sions of waternelons flowed so naturally into lan's m nd he found the

t hought no nore unusual than his session with the Bible, or the after-feeling
that he had been searching the Scriptures for sonmething nore definite than
spiritual guidance or salvation. He yawned and stretched, thinking: Next to
killing Colonel Blicket, there's nothing I1'd like better than a piece of

wat er mel on.

At six in the norning |lan awakened, resolved to carry out Sunday's plan; get
deputi zed this Mnday; bust a bronc, rob the bank on Tuesday; then ride out of
the deserted town on the fastest horse in Womnmi ng. He drank half a gl ass of
wat er for breakfast and wal ked over to the sheriff's office. Follow ng the
sound of snores, he found Sheriff Faust asleep in a jail cell at the rear of
t he buil di ng.

| an reached down and shook the man awake. Faust opened his eyes, raised

hi rsel f on one el bow, and asked, "Huh?"

' "Wnchester sent nme over to get deputized. You're |ooking at your new
deputy. "

Faust |istened, |ay back, and spoke with his eyes closed, "Go take an

i nventory of the arnmory, then | ook over the wanted posters on my desk. File
them according to real nane, not alias, and try to nenorize the descriptions.
Soon as | wake up, I'll swear you in."

Faust resumed snori ng.

I an wal ked forward between twin rows of cells, four cells on each side with
one bunk to the cell, and his mnd continued to attack the probl em he was not
yet conmitted to solving. If he were to build the road for Shoshone Flats, a
jail housing eight men would not be big enough for the twelve or fourteen nen
he woul d need on the work gang, unless some of the prisoners slept on the

fl oor.

lan | ooked into the arnory, an upright cupboard without a |lock. On a side
shel f was a box of shells for a sawed-off shotgun, the only nodern piece in
the gun rack. There was a muzzle loading flintlock without rifling in the
barrel such as he had first been issued when he joined the C S. Arny and a
chain with sixteen leg irons which had probably been used for transporting
slave coffles before the war. He took the padl ock fromthe coffle chain,
tested the hasp, and | ocked the armory, dropping the key in his pocket. He
decided to keep the cupboard | ocked. The shotgun woul d be i mobilized for
Tuesday's operation, and the rest of the equipment mght be of value to a
nmuseum

Piled high on a corner of the sheriff s desk, the wanted posters were covered



wi th dust, the bottom ones yellowed with age. Sheriff Faust had not | ooked at
the circulars for years, but lan was interested in the law s comments on his
friends. He riffled through the top |ayer and tossed three of the first ten
posters into the wastebasket. They were badly in need of updating.

Billy the Kid had been killed by Pat Garrett down in Mexico, Joe Burke lay in
t he Tonbstone, Arizona, boothill. lan hinmself had killed Frank Casper in

Mexi co, when Frank paid lan's favorite girl an extra peso for her services.
Casper's death was not officially known since the rurales were | ax about
records; but it would becone officially known as soon as |an was deputized, so
he tossed Casper into the wastebasket.

In the second segnent he lifted fromthe pile, he found one he tore up in a
sudden spasm of anger.

WANTED- $50 REWARD

lan McCl eod, alias Johnny Loco. Gay eyes, sandy hair, medi um weight, nedium
hei ght, nmedium build. This man's nondescri pt appearance nakes himhard to
identify. The alias, Loco, was given to himbecause in playing poker he always
draws to an inside straight. Wanted for questioning in several petty thefts
and for the nurder of his acconplice, Jesus Garcia, a Mexican vagrant.

The poster went as far wong as it could go. H s |ast name was not spelled
right, and he was called Loco because he killed any man who fool ed around with
his women. Col onel Blicket, with the sergeant, had killed Hey You Garcia-his
first name was not spelled right either-and their holdup of a cavalry train
guardi ng the Arny payroll had not been petty theft. After the heist and before
they split-lan to decoy the horse soldiers up a draw Hey You reckoned the
pouch he carried contained over $6,000 in greenbacks.

The col onel had taken lan's cash and the law his credit.

lan was still riled when he cane across a poster which charged himwith
greater anger.

$5, 000 REWARD- DEAD OR ALI VE

Jasper Blicket, alias the Colonel, alias Rawhead. Wanted for rnurder, robbery,
horse theft, arson, rape and pillage. Approximately 6'6" tall. Wi ghs about
170. Very skinny. Conpletely bald. Black eyes sunk deep in sockets. Teeth
shows when he grins. Former colonel in Quantrill's CGuerrillas, he plans and
executes his forays in a mlitary nmanner while wearing the uniformof a
colonel, C.S.A Rides a giant gray. (See Mrley, Joe)

lan smiled an ironic snle as he riffled through the posters, |ooking for
Morl ey, Joe. A man worth $50 hinmself was soon going to kill a man whose
official value was ten tines as nuch.

$3, 000 REWARD- DEAD OR ALI VE

Joe Morl ey, alias The Sergeant, alias the Monk. Wanted for mnurder, robbery,
horse theft. Short, 5'5", broad, with | ow, sloping forehead and sl opi ng

shoul ders. Hair black, al nost kinky, and cl ose cropped. Extrenely | ong arns
and short legs. No visible neck. Menmber of Col onel Jasper Blicket's gang.
Wears Confederate kepi with sergeant's chevrons.

lan filed the live posters in the cabinet except for those of Blicket and The
Sergeant which he took to the front of the building and nailed on the wall
next to the ordi nance forbidding the discharge of firearns inside the town
limts. lan considered his act an idle gesture of goodwill toward a town which
entrusted himwith office. He did not know that w thin himanother was | aying
| onger-ranged pl ans.

| an' s poundi ng awakened the sheriff, who cane into the office hitching his
gal l uses. He took a | eat her-bound Bible out of his desk and a tin star

"Hold up your right hand. . . . You swear to uphold the | aws of Shoshone
Flats? Say, 'l do." "
"1 do."

"This is your'n," Faust said, tossing the star across to |an. "Pin it on and



go over to Abe Benbaumis to get measured for a suit. | got to go down to
Bain's. He got in a shipnent of beer late Saturday. It's got that skunky
smell, but it's beer.”

Feel i ng he should show an interest in his job, lan asked,

"What's the crine situation around here, sheriff?"

"I ain't made an arrest in six weeks. Biggest trouble comes fromstray Indians
getting drunk and pilfering fromclotheslines, stealing pigs, and such. Them

I ndi ans just don't grasp property rights. But they won't be giving us trouble
much | onger. Government's rounding themup and sticking themon a reservation
sout heast of here. Mdrnons don't give us no trouble. They don't snoke, drink
or cuss. Some say it's their religion. | say it's because they got so many
young' uns they can't afford to snoke and drink and don't have tine to cuss.

"If some CGentile steps on their toes, the Mornons don't bother us. They go
straight to the Gentile. Got their own | aw enforcenment, Bryce Peyton and his
Avengi ng Angels. You already got trouble with Bryce over Billy, but Billy's
the worst of a passel of Peyton's children, so the old nman mght let you off
with just a horsewhipping. Course, now you' re a |awmn, he m ght want to set
an exanple and string you up. A Gentile | awran woul d nake a better exanple
than a Gentile clodbuster.

"Most of ny trouble, next to Indians, comes fromyoung Gentile galoots getting
drunk and getting into fights. Last week Jacki e Cannon kicked Hal Miurad in the
mouth during a fight at Bain's saloon. Hal lost six teeth and been eating soup
ever since. Good thing Jackie's a farmer. If he'd been wearing a cowpoke's

poi nted boots, Hal would have | ost his eyeteeth.

"Don't never arrest anybody in Bain's place. It's bad for his business, and
he's the biggest taxpayer in town. Besides, he gives ne free beer

' '"Reckon that just about covers the crime situation. |I'Il npbsey on over to

t he barroom and get ny breakfast beer. Wuld ask you al ong, but | know you
done took the pledge."

"What do you want done around the jail house, sheriff?"

"Just keep the place swept out and the wanted posters filed. Ain't many set
duties. Once a nonth, we ride shotgun for the Territorial Stage Lines from
Wnd R ver to here when the stage is hauling the payroll for the Ad H ckory
M ne, up near Jackson City. The Jackson City deputy picks it up here and rides
it onin.

Since our run lasts fromsunset to breakfast, the stage line pays us fifty
cents for the night's work."

| an becane alert at the nention of a payroll. "Wen's our next run?"

"About three weeks or a little |longer." Faust glanced at a wall cal endar.

"Next run's Novenber third."

The being inside stored the information as lan asked,' 'After | get neasured,
can | borrow your nag to ride up to Hendricks' horse ranch? The mayor said
could pick up a horse.™

"Sure, son. But you don't need to bring nmy horse back. Long as you're taking
over the riding duties, 1'll be handling the adm nistrative work, and there's
no place around here | want to go to that I can't wal k. What horse are you
getting?"

"The one Hendricks calls Mdnight."

"Well," the sheriff said, scratching the stubble on his chin, "if you're
riding Mdnight, mght be a good idea not to get measured up for that suit. No
use wasting Abe's tinme, and the clothes you got on are good enough to get

buried in. ... Well, I'll be seeing you, deputy, but |I don't think you'll be
seeing ne."
Faust was sidling toward the door as he bade lan farewell. Qutside, he nade a

casual beeline toward Bain's sal oon

I gnoring the high sheriff's advice, lan closed the jail house and wal ked five
bui | di ngs down the boardwal k to Abe Bernbaum s tailor shop. He al nost felt
conpassi on when he entered to find the little man with the big head sitting on
his heels atop a high stool, bent under his |load of care, sewing a seamin a
cloth he had stretched over his w despread knees.



At lan's entrance, Abe did not nove his body but sw veled his head and turned
his face to his visitor. H s eyes held no welcone for a potential custoner,
and only sadness was in his |ow pitched voice. "So, M. MU oud, you are the
new deputy? To you, who are about to die, greetings."

"Faust sent ne over to get measured for my official suit."

"Bl ack, the color of death. Always | am sew ng bl ack."

"Yes, sir," lan said, trying to fall in with the mood of the tailor. "I intend
to wear it to a lot of funerals."
"Yes," the tailor agreed, "there will be many funeral s when the Avengi ng

Angel s sweep down on Shoshone Flats."

' "At least six, M. Bernbauni-lan tried to cheer the man- "which ought to
give you a lot of business making shrouds.”

"No"-M. Benbaum | ooked dol efully at lan, his pushing and pulling fingers
never mssing a stitch-"for Abraham Bernbaumwi || be numbered with the Gentile
dead. "

"But Brother Wnchester told ne you were a Hebrew "

"To the Gentiles | ama Hebrew. To the Mornons | ama Gentile. Either way,
Abr aham Ber nbaum | oses. "

H s fingers had reached the end of the seam and they stopped. Bernbaum |l aid
the cloth aside reverently, but gazed down on it w th reproach, saying,

"Al ways, you are black."

Strai ghtening his legs, the tailor swng to the floor, pulling a tape measure
from his pocket. Suddenly he was all briskness and busi ness. Eyeing lan's

| egs, he snapped out a length of the tape and said,' 'Stand flatfooted, feet
six inches apart, and | ook straight ahead."
lan conplied, and the tailor bent to his task huming "Eli, Ei" as he worked.

"Take of f your gun belt,"” he said, rising, "but keep your pistol in your hand.
If Bryce Peyton passes the door, shoot him"

"What does he | ook |ike?" lan asked, as the tailor nmeasured his waist.

' " A dybbuk in blue jeans, but he wears a black coat and hat on official

busi ness. Always, he snmiles. Before and after, he smles. . . . Inhale

Exhal e! Such expansion. . . . That is all. My your life be |ong-at |east six
nmont hs-and your children many."

"Way the time limt on nmy life?"

"Two dollars a nonth is deducted fromyour salary until the suit is paid for
and the suit costs twelve dollars. If you die before, | have only sal vage
rights. It is ny contract."

"You ever |ose on them contracts?"

"On the last three deputies, | lost eight dollars. O course, | make a little
on their cerenent. Not nuch, but it is aliving."

"When will my suit be ready?"

"Not until after the saints ride. If you are killed before | deliver, | can
sell the suit as new and charge extra for the alterations."

Feeling a sudden urge to ingratiate hinself with the little man, lan said, "I
was sort of hoping | could get it early Tuesday norning, to be laid out in, so

if I don't get it by Tuesday it won't make much difference when. . . . M.
Wnchester tells ne you mght know what the Angel Gabriel's nane neans in
Hebrew. " ' 'Gabriel' means 'nmessenger of God,' but whether it's Hebrew or

Arabic | don't know. Gabriel is an angel to Muhammadans, Jews, and
Christians.”

"Wul d the nmeaning cone fromthe name or the nane fromthe neani ng?"

"Such an intelligent question. | rmust think."

lan hinself was slightly amazed at his question. It was not the sort of
guestion he usual ly asked.

"Ah, the name would come fromits neaning," Bernbaumfinally said, "for that
is the way of |anguage. The meaning of a thing comes first. . . . Think well
on angels, young man. It is witten, man is born unto trouble as the sparks
fly upward. His days are swifter than the weaver's shuttle and are spent

wi t hout hope. "

Standing in front of M. Bernbaum listening to his voice, nmade lan feel like



the Wailing Wall in Jerusalem but it occurred to himthat a man so expert at
passi ng out bad news woul d make a natural -born justice of the peace.

"I thank you, M. Bernbaum but cheer up. Maybe | can throw some business your
way tonmorrow. Maybe saints like to be buried in white, and six shrouds for six
saints will give you a lot of white cloth to sew on."

Ber nbaum did not smile, but his men lightened with a | esser sadness. He
raised his right hand in farewell as he hopped back onto the stool and

i ntoned, "Ave atque vale."

"So long," lan said as he wal ked out.

He liked the little man because Bernbaum made himfeel happy in conparison

but it was high falutin of Abe to wi sh hi mgood-bye in Hebrew

Riding the sheriff's nag north on the Jackson Hol e pi ke, lan forced the horse
to canter by applying spurs every ten yards, but it took himbetter than an
hour to ride the ten niles to Hendricks' spread. Wien he pulled up before the
ranch house, Hendricks cane around the corner fromthe corrals in the rear

The man was bl eeding slightly froma cut over his eye incurred in his

norni ng' s bronc-busting chores, but he was much nore erect than he had been
yest er day.

When | an remarked on his uprightness, Hendricks explained, "This norning | got
t hrowed backwards up against a corral bar. Kinda straightened out nmy hunp.”

| an expl ai ned the disposition of the sheriff's horse, and Hendricks nodded.
"Il just plant the nag back into the same hole | dug it out of. ... You
ready for M dnight, son?"

"Yes, sir. If Mdnight's ready for ne.
"M dnight's always ready. But ma and ne were fixing to have a bite. Want to
cone in and join us for your |ast dinner?"

"Long as it's not chicken," lan said.

"Stew beef and corn pone," Hendricks said. "Chicken ain't heavy enough to hold
a man down. Every ounce hel ps when you ride M dnight."

lan m ght have enjoyed the neal nore if Ms. Hendricks' before-dinner grace
had been shorter. Informed of lan's purpose in coming to the ranch, Ms.

Hendri cks prayed for his survival briefly and spent nore tine asking for nercy
on his soul if he were tranped under the hooves of the stallion. Despite her
guavering invocations in his behalf, lan had the strong feeling that she was
pul ling for the horse.

After dinner, Hendricks led lan back to the corrals, explaining, ' 'Had to
build a special pen for Mdnight, one fourteen feet high. He can clear twelve
feet froma standing start."

Bet ween the pl ankings, lan could glinpse the stallion, and

t he peek was unsettling. It would have taken a better mathematician than |an
to estimate how many hands high the beast stood, but it was the biggest,

bl ackest brute lan had ever seen. \Wen they clinbed the top bar and | ooked
down, he was awed. "So that's the pinwheel er?"

Tossing its head and snorting, the stallion paced a restless circle inside the
fence. At times it paused to paw the ground as if checking to find the hardest

spot s.

"Has this horse ever been rode?" |an asked.

"Not yet," Hendricks said. "I hired a saddle tranp to break himfor a hundred
dollars, but the horse thro wed himand tronped himto death. Brought in an
expert from Cheyenne who was willing to break himfor three hundred doll ars.
The bronc-buster could ride. Horse couldn't throw him so it pinwheel ed and
crushed himflatter'n a pancake. | calculate the horse saved me four hundred

dollars. Then | tried him but he thro wed nme, too."

"Way didn't he stonp you to death?"

"I was lucky. He throwed nme plunb out of the corral. Cleared the fourteen-foot
fence by seven feet. Landed on ny right shoulder. Didn't hurt me nuch, but
really smashed ny shoulder. . . . You still willing to try the horse, boy?"
"That's what | cone for."

"You can back out. Take the sheriff's horse if he don't want it."

"I'd rather get the dying over with quick. Riding the sheriff s horse back to



town, | mght get caught by winter and die in a blizzard. 1'll ride the

bl ack. "

"CGot any |l ast requests?"

"Right now, I'd like about six brood mares, in season, in there with him" lan
said slowy, "but seeing as that ain't likely, just get me a saddle with an

ei ght-inch nail drove about three inches through the cantle and a quirt with a
| oaded handl e."

"Brother lan, you don't want to get that horse riled by pricking it with no
nail. It's mad, right now It mght get angry, and that horse's got spirit."
"My last request, M. Hendricks, bring ne ny nail and ny saddle."

As lan hamrered the nail through the rear lip of the saddle, |eaving five

i nches extendi ng above the | eather, Hendricks | assoed the brute and tugged it,
head first, into the saddling chute. Wen lan cinched the saddle with all of
his strength, the point of the nail protruding through the cantle touched
lightly the back of the horse.

Hendri cks had wrestled on the bridle and bit while lan finished the saddling,
and, champing at the bit, the horse stood finally accoutred for a conbat it
was eager to begin.

Hendri cks handed lan a | ead-l1oaded quirt and said, "I sure hope | ain't |ost
my touch when it conies to matching man and beast, because this horse is a
killer. If 1've failed, Brother lan, I'll be seeing you later in front of that

radi ant throne Brother Wnchester preaches about, if they provide us with
blinders up there."

"There's a tailor down in Shoshone Flats I'd like you to neet,"” lan remarked
as he swng fromthe top rail onto the saddle. "You and himgot a lot in
common. "

lan's weight in the saddl e caused the nail to prick the beast, which |unged
into the front of the chute with such force it knocked itself backwards. Yet
it still had presence of mind enough to kick backwards at Hendricks who had
junped down to swing open the chute gate. Goggy, it shook its head before it
reared and swirled into the arena, giving lan just enough tune to set his boot
heel s in the stirrups.

Wth the confidence of the unbeaten, the stallion | eaped straight up, its
hooves clearing the ground by four feet, and it twisted to the right as it
fell back to the ground. Fromskull to tailbone, lan felt the jolt in each
joint of his spine when the horse |anded, and to the jolt was added the agony
of the cl ockwi se torque the beast gained fromits right-hand twist. But lan's
spine held, and he flailed the horse's head in vicious chops, sone above the
right eye, sone above the left, with the | oaded end of the quirt.

Agai n the horse soared and twisted, this tine to the left, at the apogee of
its orbit, giving a counterclockwi se twist to its landing jolt. Again lan's
spine held. He continued to flail the brute above its eyes.

M dni ght did not take kindly to the punishnment. Lowering farther on its
haunches, on the third leap the stallion tried for and reached a new altitude
record for horses, but the altitude was sought for another purpose. M dnight
gai ned the height to give hinself tine to lock his knee joints for a
stiff-1egged, four-point |anding, with none of the shock absorbed by its own
legs. lan had tinme to |l ean forward and brace his stomach muscles for the

i mpact, but the shock drove his chin into the saddle horn. Hi s jawbone hel d.
He retai ned consciousness even though his teeth ached and his ears rang.

M dni ght had tested the rider with a few openi ng sashays. Now the stallion
began to buck. It |eaped and arched its back with the snap of a whip crack
Since this was a no-hol ds-barred contest and not a rodeo denonstration, |an
grabbed the saddl e horn and hung on, praying the belly cinch would hold.

The cinch held, but the arch pricked the horse's back against the nail point,
and M dni ght got angry. Wen lan, his eyes focused dead ahead, felt the
nmuscl es of the horse bunching beneath himfor a suprene effort, he sensed what
was coning and tensed his own | eg muscl es.

M dni ght expl oded.

This | eap woul d have cleared the top bar of the corral on the horizontal



Still keeping his eyes level, lan saw the horizon tilt downward, saw the

cl ouds rushing toward him and he knew. M dnight was pinwheeling. In its

mur derous yet crafty fury, the horse intended to fall on its rider and crush
the man beneath it |ike a gnat under a sledgehammer. As the stallion soared
upwards and sl owy cartwheel ed backwards, lan flung hinmself fromthe saddle
and stood aside, crouched, waiting for the great beast to plunmet to earth.
M dnight did not fall on its rider. Instead, the horse |l anded with an

ear t hshaki ng "whomp" on an eight-inch nail.

Nei ghing its agony, the beast scranbled to his haunches, blood stream ng into
its eyes, its forelegs slashing blindly for its unseen tornentor, but its
tornmentor was back in the saddl e. Knowi ng he rode a horse which woul d never
pi n wheel again, lan drove the | esson hone, still further, by pounding the
nail's head with the butt of the quirt.

The next thirty mnutes of bucking grew progressively weaker. The horse was
blinded by its own blood. The saddle was cinched firmly to its belly and
nailed to its backbone. As Mdnight's efforts eased off, lan changed ends with
the quirt, whipping the horse's runp. In the |last stages, he used only spurs.
Finally the bucking died into an exhausted quivering, and M dnight, mastered
at last, stood beneath himmerely shaking. To inpress the beast with his
magnanimty, lan gently pried the nail fromits spine and | eaned forward to
stroke and pat its neck

M dni ght whinnied in gratitude.

So, after winning the first fall, lan took the decision, and Hendricks opened
the corral gate, shaking his head with adm ration. But Mdnight, gentled only
for lan, still had character. As it trotted through the gate, the horse |unged

and bit Hendricks on the lunmp of his right shoul der

"Didn't | tell you, MCoud," the horse breeder shrieked in pain and pride,
"that horse has spirit!"

Spirit and endurance, lan found, even as he cantered down the |ane toward the
pike. Tired fromits breaking in, the stallion set no new marks for a furl ong,
but it noved with a gigantic stride. As it galloped on the run into town,

M dni ght set a pace for the entire ten nmles only one horse in the world could
have beat en- Col onel Jasper Blicket's giant gray, Traveler

Not only did these beings inflict pain on nenbers of their own species, G7
observed, they used cruelty as a policy with brutes nore powerful than they;
but the laughter of Hendricks when bitten by the horse suggested that they

m ght take pleasure or pride in the pain they withstood. As a policy, G7 had
to accept lan's cruelty toward the horse on the basis of results obtained. Al

t he tremendous chemicoel ectrical energy of the horse, which nonents before had
been directed toward the destruction of its rider, now fl owed joyously to
serve the man's ends. To the extent that G 7 could experience confusion, it
was confused.

On its hone planet, G 7 had been taught that kindness was the first virtue of
the teacher, that patient gentleness was the shortest path for |eading
primtive organisns to the light, that the best training device was reward for
achi evenent. lan MO oud had denonstrated the probability that such
preachments agai nst violence m ght well be poppycock. Despite the precepts of
G 7's possibly effete ancestors, fear was a spur by which the wild spirit
could be goaded to correct behavior

G 7 would have to rearrange its priorities. Extreme respect for energy systemns
m ght prove to be an excess of piety on a planet where energy abounded and
host organi sms were so perverse. Already |lan was using his synapses for
connections G 7 had not foreseen

The nail in the saddl e had been all lan's idea, and the man had understood the
nature of the horse with an understanding nore sutble than G7's. Indeed the
horse was a spirited brute, but no nore spirited than the brute astride it,
and G 7 reveled in the power of the host it had chosen. G7 realized its pride
in lan's power was a spiritual weakness, t the logic of the situation
supported its pride. Sainthood was never a calling for ribbon clerks.
Sai nt hood denmanded the reckl ess courage of one who would draw to an inside



straight, and lan McCloud was its man. If MC oud chose to cudgel discipline
into his fellow brutes, the true function of G7 then would be to aneliorate
the blows and trust that sonehow good would be the final goal of ill.

Conpl acent in its pride and slothful in its ease, G7 relaxed its tendrils
along lan's neural paths, feeling the wind on lan's face, hearing the w ndrush
in his ears, and thrilling to the undulating glide of the stallion
Cccasionally, playfully, it fluttered a tendril in a certain area of lan's
brain to tease out nenories of waternelons.

This planet, Earth, was shaping into a garden of earthly delights to equa

Vul vul a.

5

THREE P. M, Tuesday.

To lan even the sunlight along the street of the enpty town seened | onely as
he went from door to door, testing | ocks. His boot heels clunped hollowy

al ong the boardwal k, and the clop-clop of Mdnight's hooves echoed his
footfalls with a ghostly sound as the horse, like a faithful dog, followed its
mast er down the boardwal k.

I an was paying his last respects to the town which had befriended him
Checking the lock on the tailor's shop alnost created in lan an attack of
nost al gi a. Abe Bernbaumthere was a man who coul d appreciate nel ancholy. lan's
greatest regret in |eaving Shoshone Flats cane from his know edge that he
woul d not die here. Nothing would have pl eased his corpse nore than to have
Abe as its chief pallbearer.

H s footsteps quickened and his heart lightened as |an wal ked fromthe shadow
of Bernbaum s shop and crossed the street toward the door of the bank kept
open by provisions of its territorial charter

He | ooped the reins of M dnight over the hitching rack to prevent the horse
fromfollow ng himinside and strode into the bank. Loosening his pistol in Us
hol ster, he wal ked into the dark interior, his eyes adjusting to the change of
light as he neared the teller's cage.

Knees spread, seated on his heels atop his high stool, a coat of black
broadcl ot h spread over his kneecaps, Abe Bernbaum was acting as teller and
sewi ng buttonhol es.

"\What are you doi ng here?"

"Acting as noneychanger for the Christians. Some Mornon might ride in to pay
on a note."

"Why ain't you at the picnic?"

"I cannot forsake Israel for a ham sandwi ch. But if you're going to stay in

town, you can watch the bank and I'lIl go to the picnic. It is ny wish to be as
far fromyou as | can get when the Avenging Angels ride. Though it is witten
that man who is born of woman has but a little while to suffer, | see no point

in cutting short my allotted suffering tine."

Si nce Abe had not | ooked up and apparently did not intend to, lan saw no point
in threatening himw th a drawn pistol

"Abe, | want all the noney in the bank's safe."

Fingers flicking, Abe said, "Get it yourself, deputy. The safe's not | ocked.
But, as town official, you' re required to sign for all wthdrawals."

This was proving fair to be the nost unusual hol dup he had ever pulled, I|an

t hought, as he opened the cage door and wal ked back to the safe. He opened it
and pull ed out the noney drawer. A glance told himthe drawer contained only a
ten, two fives, three ones, and sone | oose change.

"I's this all the nmoney in the kitty?" he called over to Abe.

"Twenty-three dollars and thirty-two cents,"” Abe said. "On Saturday the
payrol |l nust be net. Eleven dollars and fifty cents to you, twelve dollars and
twenty cents to the high sheriff, and fifty cents for me. Soneone is going to
be asked to accept scrip, and it will not be a Methodist Gentile.'' H s voice
sunk low in despair. "It will be this Jewi sh Gentile."

"I"ve seen lots nore noney in a poker pot," lan said in disgust.



' "Not in Shoshone Flats you didn't. Poker playing is outlawed by the city

ordi nance agai nst ganbling."

"I's this all tax noney?"

"Yes."

"Who collects the taxes?"

"Mayor W nchester."

"Who pays the taxes?"

"M . Bain. The mayor does not approve of drinking, so the saloon is taxed and

taxed and taxed."

"Don't the people around here keep their noney in the bank?"

"Not yet."

"Not yet," lan echoed in astonishnent. "Is there a season for banking around

her e?"

"Weather's a part of it. Few Mornmons deposit here, for in bad weather they

can't get to town. If you should open the road, as Mayor W nchester prom sed,

per haps nore Mrnons woul d cone. But nostly the people have no confidence in

the law s protection. Myself, | could rob the bank and outrun Sheriff Faust on

foot, but the noney would not pay ne for the footrace."

"How | ong do you figure it would take for the people to put their noney in the

bank if they could rely on the law?" Abe lifted his eyes and spoke with quiet

assurance.

"For me, after today-if Deputy MC oud should live so long. If you survive

this day, you should live forever. By now, Bryce Peyton has conferred with his

bri ght angel, Mroni, gotten his instructions, and six black saints are riding
riding . . . riding."

As Abe's voice dwindled into a sinister and ominous silence, its dramatic

ef fect was | ost on |lan whose thoughts skittered off at an obtuse angl e.

"I heard tell Peyton could hear voices," he remarked, as he wal ked out of the

cage, |leaving the noney behind. "I didn't know whose. This Mironi's a new

angel on ne."

He | eaned against the teller's w ndow, thoughtfully pounding his fist into his

pal m renmenbering the thought he had had | ast week: Either quit playing poker

or find richer banks to rob. He had no choice of banks in Shoshone Fl ats, but

this one could be made a lot richer with patience and pl anni ng.

Pl anahead, Col onel Blicket had al ways told himback in the pal ny days of their

rel ationship. Standing here now, |lan renenbered the injunction and pl anned.

In three weeks, the stage would haul the payroll fromWnd River to the mne

If, by then, he had proved that a strong | awran could enforce | aw and order in

Shoshone Flats and had built an all-weather road to lure the Mirnons into

town, trusting depositors would swell the coffers of the bank. As a respected

deputy, he could ride shotgun for the stagecoach of the Wnd Ri ver to Shoshone

Hats |l eg of the journey, hold up the stage en route, ride into town, and knock

of f the bank

The mine's payroll and the bank m ght provide the biggest haul since the Janes

boys hit Richfield, Mnnesota. Johnny Loco, an ordinary run-of-the-road

gunslinger with a mere $50 bounty on his head, m ght go down in history by

setting a record for a one man heist. It was a distinction worth waiting for

But he'd have to get the road built by Septenmber 3, the day the payroll was

haul ed, and the town needed a | abor force and noney for the road fund, right

now. There wasn't enough noney in the bank to furnish himwith the ante to try

for a road fund at the poker tables, even if he could play poker

Pl ay poker! That was a sol ution

He turned to Abe, talking fast, "Abe, |1'mgoing to nake an official visit to
the picnic. Sonebody's got to make Christians out of them Mormons, and it
mght as well be nme. Howlong will it take you to finish my suit?"

"Ordinarily it would take two hours. If you're going to wait here for it,
it'll take fifteen mnutes.”

' "Abe, I'll see that you're paid in full for that suit on my first payday,
plus a bonus, if you'll do ne a favor."

"What collateral could you possibly offer?"



"You don't do nme the favor till tomorrow If I'mKkilled, you' re only out of
the use of the suit for one afternoon.”

"Name your favor, deputy."”

"Accept an appointnment as justice of the peace at eight o' clock tonorrow
nor ni ng. "

"lan, I'mno judge," Bernbaum expl oded. "The only law | know is the | aw handed
down by Moses, and | observe that it does not apply in Shoshone Flats."

"Abe, if the | aw of Mbses was good enough for Jesus Christ, it's good enough
for lan McCloud. This is howit will work. I'll put a defendant in front of
you, and you give himten days or ten dollars unless | tug ny ear. If | tug ny
ear, that nmeans he's guilty, so give himtwenty days or thirty dollars. 1"l
give you a dollar out of every ten dollars | collect.”

Suddenly interested, Abe |ooked up. "That sounds |ogical, ten percent of al
fines as court costs."

"However it figures out. Keep sew ng."

Twenty mnutes later, garbed in official black, lan was galloping south on his
mat chi ng-col or stallion, the town's tax problenms on their way to being sol ved,
pendi ng the mayor's approval; the town's court setup, pending the mayor's
approval of the appointnent; and a schedul e set which included, at the end of
t hree weeks, the double robbery of a stagecoach with a payroll and a bank wth
deposits.

lan's mind was functioning at such a peak of creativity it had begun to
explore a planto bring Col onel Blicket and The Sergeant north to get in on the
killing, as victins.

Only one probl em he could not solve: Were would he find and arrest twelve or
fourteen abl e-bodi ed | awbreakers qui ckly enough to get the road started and
fini shed by Septenber 3?

When | an gall oped up to the picnic meadow spread al ong a curve in the river,
he saw Gabriella surrounded by three full circles of Gentile gallants. She
sported himon the heights of Mdnight and managed a fluttering wave of her
handker chi ef. He waved back, unable to see her face bel ow the shoul ders of al
the tall young nmen who had come courting after Billy Peyton fell. Liza was
there with two and a half circles of men surroundi ng her

lan swung fromthe saddle after he sported M. Bain, and tethered M dnight to
keep the horse fromfollowng himinto the cromd and stepping on soneone's
toes. He cut the sal oon keeper fromlLiza's herd, |led himaside, and went
straight to the point, ' '"M. Bain, howd you like to offer a little gane of
poker as an anusenment to the customers of your place?"

"Deputy, |'ve wanted to do that for so long | can taste the poker chips. Wth
only drinking to divert them the custoners are working my poor girls to their
bones. "

"How many tables could you set up?"

"Ei ght, easy. Maybe ten."

"Al'l right. I"'mgoing to get you poker parlor rights in Shoshone Flats. You
take a dollar an hour, the house's cut, fromthe kitty at each table, and you
play fromsix P.M till two A°M You keep fifty cents for yourself, give fifty

cents to the town, and you won't be taxed anynore."

Brot her Wnchester took |longer to cut fromhis group because he was surrounded
by the | adies of the church. lan finally sent Liza in, who had broken through
her circle to conplinment lan on his suit and bronc-busting ability.

"They tell me you pi nwheel ed and near broke that horse's back."

Brot her Wnchester was solemm as they wal ked away fromthe crowd, and he
listened as lan explained his plan. He scuffed his toe against the grass and
said, "Heck, Brother lan, ganbling' s against nmy principles, as a preacher

So' s whiskey, but 1'd be run out of town if | tried to stop drinking."

"I can't say | don't disagree with you, Brother Wnchester, but draw poker

ain't ganmbling. It's a game of skill. You can keep the ganbling | aws and all ow
draw poker. You've got to look at this matter through the eyes of the mayor,
not the preacher. |I've been sounding out the fol ks in Shoshone Fl ats, and

there's talk of electing a ganbling mayor next June. Half of that road fund



woul d go for your administration, and you deserve a salary for your |abors. As
| ong as the people are bound to have poker anyway, mayor, let it be done under
a Christian admnistration, | say."

"You bring up some powerful arguments, Brother lan. Let me wal k al one to under
yonder tree and ask for guidance in this matter."

"Whil e you' re checking, Reverend, ask about getting Abe Bernbaum appoi nted
justice of the peace."

"That's my province, Brother lan. Does Abe know the | aw?"

"Yes, sir."

"Then he's your J.P."

Brot her Wnchester nust have had a direct line to heaven, lan felt, for he was
gone only slightly nore than a m nute. Wen he returned, his long face was
split by a smle.

"It's all set, Deputy MO oud. Bain can have draw poker, long as it's two-card

draw. Now all we need's the road gang. | got confidence you'll get one, but
don't go around arresting people free-handed. W got to get themand |l et them
know why they're got. It's got to be | egal because they' |l be voting, at |east

by next June."

Toget her they wal ked back to the picnic table, the mayor putting a fatherly
armover lan's shoulder.' 'I've got ny eye on you, deputy. You keep up the
good work and you're going to be made high sheriff of my town. But don't
arrest any Mrnmons. They don't vote in our elections, and | don't want themto
start. So | eave them good people alone lest it's a matter of life and death.”
| an appreciated the conplinment even though he knew his work was just begi nning
and the toughest job, rounding up a work gang, |ay ahead. Looking around him
at the scrubbed faces of the young Gentiles, he couldn't see one that | ooked
like a | anbreaker. Yet, wearing a black suit with a tin star, he didn't |ook
i ke a | awbreaker either

For a while lan enjoyed the plaudits of the men who gathered around to
conpliment himon his horsemanship and to admre, at a safe distance,

M dni ght. He enjoyed, too, the comrents of the ladies on his new suit as he
tasted the delicacies spread out on the tables, until Liza broke away from her
admrers | ong enough to whisper, "lI've got sonething special for you in the
back of ny buggy."

He figured she neant a hanper of chicken, but before he could force a thanks
to his lips, she was whi sked away. Likely fenales were scarce in the Womn ng
Territory. He hadn't managed a word with Gabriella and not nore than a
sentence with Liza. No wonder there was bad bl ood between the many-wi ved
Mornmons and t he wonen-scarce Centil es.

lan was grateful for his relative solitude. He had problens to consider. The
take fromthe poker tables would give hima highway fund and he could get a
seal ed bid fromthe general store to furnish himw th wheel barrows, graders,
and shovel s, but the road gang was going to be a problem Fromthe |ooks of
this crowd, there were not enough Gentile | awbreakers in the valley to build a
footpath. To lan, the obvious solution would be to ride south and round up a
few Mormons on bigany charges and hold themin jail until after election day.
As he stood apart, rumnating, that which all but lan had dreaded canme to
pass.

Around himthe flutter of voices died on the sunmer air. A silence fell,
broken only by the indrawn gasp of a woman standi ng nearby who cried, "Here
cone the saints!”

lan foll owed her gaze south westward and saw, on a hillock outlined agai nst

t he sky, six black horses bearing six riders garbed in black. A chill wind
that did not stir the air swept in fromthe horsenen as, riding abreast in an
even rank, they wal ked their mounts slowy down the slope toward the neadow
and the frozen crowd. |nplacable, awesone, funereal, they came on

In the silence lan's voice sounded calm authoritative, alnost cheerful as he
spoke to the Gentiles, "You folks stay to the left of the tables, away from
me. None of you will get hurt if you fall to the ground when the bullets start
firing. Some of theirs mght not be ainmed straight."



He strode a few yards to the right of the tables and forward to halt, facing

t he horsenen, his legs spread, his knees bent slightly. Mving as slowy as
nourners, the riders cane toward him He could make out their faces now A
lanky man in the center wore a grimsmle which bared his teeth. That woul d be
t he stake superintendent, Peyton

Fifteen yards fromthe | one man, the procession halted, alnost as one, and the
man with the snmle held up his arm

"Be you lan Md oud?" he call ed.

"I"'mlan McC oud, and you're likely to be Bryce Peyton, recently deceased, if
one of your boys makes a sudden move. Any of your saints feel an urge to

sneeze, he'd better hold it. You'll be killed first, the next five won't be
around | ong enough to grieve."

Suddenl y, from dead behind him Liza's voice rang over lan's shoulder. "I'm
with you, lan. That sonething special | brought for you is aimed and | oaded
for Mormon neat. I'll take the two undertakers on the right."

"Cet out of the line of fire," he hissed backwards. "There ain't but six of
them™

"W come in peace," Bryce Peyton called. "I conme to thank you, lan Md oud,
for shooting some sense into my boy Billy's head. After you bl owed off his
trigger finger, he give up the idea of being a gunfighter, and he's down on
the south forty now, bandaged hand and all, plowing for winter wheat. Al that
boy was ever good for was farm ng, and now he knows it."

"You're welcome,"” lan called, still crouched. He was falling for no Muntain
Meadows trick. These nen, all six of them had not ridden this far to thank
himfor straightening out some wild gal oot.

' "But nostly |I've come, with witnesses, to speak to the father of one
Gabriella Stewart. My son, Billy, wants to cone courting; | want to talk
dowy."

"Her pa's dead," Wdow Stewart called

I mpel |l ed by a sudden and inexplicable interest, lan shouted across the

i ntervening yards. "But maybe you can still talk to her pa, Peyton, if he's in
heaven. | hear you can talk to an angel named Mroni."

"Nope, not Moroni," the grimbut still smling Mornon called back.' 'I talk to
Nampbo. He's my personal angel. | talked to Moroni once, but he's hard to get

to. And | never heard of no angel called Stewart."

"I don't nean Stewart's an angel,"” lan corrected him "Talking direct to
Stewart ain't the idea. . . . But you keep calling them angels he. |Is angels
boys?"

It was the craziest talk lan had ever held over the barrel of a pistol, but
the Mornon seened interested

"I wouldn't know, McCOoud. | ain't never seen an angel with its robes off, but
| just don't feel right calling an angel it Iike a horse or dog."

"What do angel s ook |ike?"

"Pure light, son. Robed in radiance the |ikes of which you never saw before."
Now | an was | ess amazed by his own questions than by the alacrity with which
Peyt on answered them and on the sidelines Brother Wnchester joined in the
di scussi on.

"That's what | been telling them Superintendent Peyton. See, brothers and
sisters, here's a man who knows."

"You wear blinders when you talk to angel s?"

The question was hurled fromthe far side of the tables by Hendricks, the
horse breeder, and lan waved to the gallery for silence, calling over to
Peyton, "What | nean, M. Peyton, is that you can ask Nanbo to ask Mroni to
ask Gabriel to go over and talk to M. Stewart. . . ."

As lan comrenced to explain to Bryce Peyton a logical solution to the Mornon's
problem comrenting to hinmself how easy it was to solve other people's

probl ems, Liza screamed behind him' 'I'mthe girl's nother, and | handl e the
dowies in this famly. Billy can take potluck with the other boys when he
cones calling, but Gabe's taking nothing with her when she | eaves ny bed and
board but her pa's books, and that's all Billy Peyton's worth."



"Agreed, ma'am" Bryce Peyton said. "I thank you, and I'Il .ell Billy."

Bryce Peyton held up his hand in a gesture of farewell. Remenbering that this
man was a stake superintendent, lan yelled "Wy don't you |light and have a
bite with us super. 1'd like to talk nore about them angels.™

"I"'mmghty obliged, son, but | can't accept. | got twenty-three nmouths to
feed, and they keep ne right busy. Maybe with Billy fanning I'll have nore
time when crops are laid by."

Still smiling, Peyton wheeled his horse and with his five | esser saints rode
back up the hill. He had smled all through Liza's speech, and she had been

downri ght unpl easant. Bryce Peyton had a facial affliction of some sort, lan
deci ded.

"Al'l right, folks, you can go back to your socializing," lan said. "It's al
over."

He turned to Liza. "I thank you for backing me up, ma'am but you've got to be
nore careful. You ought not to go risking a woman |ike you in Wom ng."

"No trouble at all, lan," she said. "But me and Gabe ain't had the chance to

visit with you. Wiy don't you ride back with us as far as the ranch on your
way to town?"

"I'"d be right happy to, Liza," lan managed to answer before a tide of young

nm ddl e-aged mal es and a sprinkling of mddling young nal es swept between them
a few eddying around lan to congratul ate himon his stand agai nst the Mornons.
I an acknow edged the conplinents as graciously as his preoccupation permtted,
but his one remaining task, the acquis-tion of a road gang, oppressed his m nd
and led himto a synpathetic appreciation of the problens of |awren. He had to
jail enough men to build the road and he had to do it legally, wthout know ng
the aw, and he could not arrest drunks in the saloon or Mdrnons. By the tine
the town's governnent got through putting hedges around its | aw enforcer, he

t hought ruefully, he'd be able to arrest only bushwhackers who shot people in
the back in broad daylight in the presence of at |east three w tnesses.

One good thing had happened today, the picnic. After riding home froma whole
aft ernoon of eating, Liza would be in no nmood to fix a chicken supper, for it
was getting late. He could | ook forward to some uninterrupted courting tine
with Gabriella as long as he pastured M dni ght out of hearing distance.

The horse was getting to be a mte jealous of him and, to make it worse, the
beast was a stallion.

6

SUNSET had faded to purple when the trio drew up to the widow s ranch. By the
time lan got the mare unhitched and M dnight tethered in the front pasture,

Li za had lighted the lanp in the parlor and turned the w ck down | ow.

"It's rather warm sh tonight," she said. "I'll go open a few wi ndows to coo
t he house. You young fol ks can set in the parlor, lan, if Gabe can't bull dog
you out to the porch swing. Eithe, you won't disturb me. | sleep in the back
bedroom | go to roost with the chickens since | get up with them and after
all that eating and excitenent, | ought to sleep like a log."

"I"d like to set out on the front steps for a while,'" lan began, "if CGabe's
willing. . . ."

"She's willing."

and | earn sonething about the stars froma teacher. It beats nme how I
been studyi ng about the stars and angels lately.'

"Some nice things up there." Liza nodded. "Some nice things | ower down, too.
Wl |, good night, young' uns. Don't do anything I'd do."

"Don't mind mama' s | anguage,” Gabriella said, after her mother left, "because
she's got alittle Eve in her. Maybe nore of Eve than Eve had. My not her woul d
have never tenpted Adam wi th an apple; she woul d have baked him an apple pie."

"That was brave of her, standing behind me like she did," lan commented. "If
the Mornmons had drilled me, the bullet could have hit her."
"She's bold, all right. . . . Let's go sit in the swing, lan. It's stuffy in

here."



"To tell the truth, Gabe, 1'd rather set on the steps and have you name sone
of the stars for ne."

"Come then. I'lIl show you the stars first."

Goi ng onto the porch, he closed the parlor door behind himto keep from
outlining hinself against the light and said,' 'W can see the stars better in
the dark."

Fromthe far darkness of the front pasture, Mdnight nickered a greeting as
the horse saw its master energe.

"That's the darnedest horse | ever did see," lan commented. ' 'One day it
tries to kill ne, the next it follows nme around like a dog."

"It loves you lan, because it knows you're a very nasterful person.”

Seating her on his left to keep his holster free, he | ooked up toward the road
but couldn't see the horse in the darkness. Wth a horse the col or of

m dni ght, a man woul dn't be able to make a quick getaway in the dark because
he'd have to spend sone tine |ooking for his horse. He wouldn't be having that
troubl e when he took over Colonel Blicket's Kentucky-bred gray. Only fog could
hide Traveler 11, and there were far fewer fogs than there were dark nights.
He felt slightly zany thinking about the gray while he sat with a girl beside
hi munder the light of the Western stars with a faint scent of purple sage
wafting in fromthe wastel ands.

"Funny thing," he said, "I've rode under the stars all ny life and never paid
themno mnd. Course, if |I rode out sone cloudl ess night and didn't see none
up there, I'd be tolerably surprised. But ever since | met you | been thinking

different. You may think me bold in telling you this, Gabriella, but nmaybe
it's you that set ne thinking about stars and angels."

"I know you're bold, lan," she nurnured, "and wonmen |ove a brave man. But how
in the world could | set you to thinking about things so unwordly. Is it
because |'m a school t eacher ?"

"No'm" he said, thinking that she couldn't do anything nmore than slap his
jaws if he told her the truth.' 'The other night, after | net you, | was

| ooking up at the stars, and I'll be a wart-headed horned toad if the MIky
Way up yonder didn't rem nd ne of the freckles under your eyes.”

"Why, lan! That's a pretty thing to tell me. It may not be grammatical, but it
sure is poetical. Now, tell ne, why do | rem nd you of angel s?"

"I reckon it's the way you wal k, Gabriella, like an angel flies. |I'm not
saying there ain 't sone hefty parts to you, but even the hefty parts are
heavenly."

"These steps are a little hard, lan. The swi ng has pads."

Al t hough he liked the idea of sitting in the swing with her, years of being
hunt ed had honed his instincts, and now he sensed that sonething besides the
horse lurked in the darkness, sone other unseen listener. If he had to draw
qui ckly, the swing would give himan unstable platform

"First, 1'd like to find out about the stars," he insisted. "Course, | guide
on the North Star, but that's the only one | know by nane." "Very well, lan

G ose your right eye, |lean your head over, and sight along my armw th your
left eye so you can see exactly where |I'm pointing."

To bal ance hinself, he flattened his pal magai nst the boards on the other side
of her which placed his arm around her. She understood he was nerely bal anci ng
hi nsel f, because she had to hang onto his left thigh with her left hand to
keep her own bal ance as she pointed.

"The one yonder is Betel geuse," she said, "and the big bright one is Al debaran
in the constellation Taurus. 'Taurus' means 'the bull,' and it's chasing the
Seven Sisters. Looks like the bull's about to catch Merope; she's the veiled
one of the Seven Sisters and apt to be unveiled in a hurry. Now, Betelgeuse is
in Oion, and Oion's a hunter. Perhaps he intends to shoot the bull and take
the Seven Sisters for hinself."

Li stening raptly, lan figured the Seven Sisters were in for it, one way or the
other, for Gabriella s words made the stars conme alive. Wth her as a teacher
he m ght have beconme an astrol oger.

"That group near the polestar is the constellation called Androneda, naned



after a woman who consorted with some strange creatures. |If the whole truth
wer e known about her, no gentleman woul d be caught taking that wonan to
church. . "

Gabriella hadn't seened too interested in the stars at the outset, but she was
warnmng up to the subject now. He couldn't renenber the names of nost of

them coul dn't even see them since the down of her arm bl ocked his view but he
woul d not have changed places for anything in the sky. Her shoulder fit the
hol | ow of his cheek, and her perfune was sweeter than that of the honeysuckle
vi ne.

He had never known there were so many stars. Some names he coul d renenber,
such as Abraham Lincoln and Robert E. Lee, but he knew, after she naned

Andr oneda, that he'd never be able to match all these stars with their nanes.
When, finally, she grew tired, she | eaned her head agai nst his and dropped her
pointing hand into his hand. "Now, tell ne, lan. Wiat do you want nost out of
life?"

At the nmoment, he wanted about fourteen nen for a road gang, but he didn't
think it proper to talk about | awbreakers to a schoolteacher

"You tell me first," he stalled.

"I"d i ke a good stone school house built close to the Mrnmon's stake boundary
with lots of students paying two dollars head tax. I'd |like for about ten of
nmy students to be by ny own brave, strong husband."

"That woul d be about thirty dollars tuition," he said. "Maybe that's why the
Mor nons won't send their children to school. M. Bryce Peyton's eighteen would
cost him about seventy dollars, likely nore'n he makes for a year. |If you cut
your rate on big orders, maybe the Mrnons would conme in."

"One thing |I'mbound and determined, lan, is never to lower ny fees. A dollar

earned is a dollar saved, | say."
"I ain't really took to the idea nyself,"” he adnmitted. "I was just practicing
nmy sumns."

"Fie on suns. Now, you tell nme lan, what would you like to do nost, right

now?"

Ri ght now, he would like for her to kiss himand hug him but he was shy
around school teachers with high ideals, so he nmerely said, "You' d slap ny face
if I told you."

"You know |I' m dead set against violence. Go right ahead and tell ne.
"Ladies first."

"Cross your heart and hope to die if you tell?"

"Cross ny heart," he pronised

"I"'d like to have one good, solid sin under ny belt," she confessed,' 'so
could go up to the altar and confess it in church. | feel a might |onely,
sitting back there in the pews all by nyself when the other wonen go strutting
up. Then mama won't lord it over me. Tell me, lan, have you ever had a
hankering to sin?"

"Not till right now, Gabe. Al other tines, |I just fall into them natura
like. But I'd like to march up to the altar and kneel beside you."

"Why, lan, that's the nicest thing a boy ever said to ne. | want to reward you
wi th something that al nbst any girl can give a boy, but it counts for nore
when it's give for the first time. | want to give you the first kiss | ever
gave a boy."

"I"'d really appreciate it, Gabe."

She reached up and ki ssed himon the Iips, but she didn't hug him

"That's half of what | wanted," he admtted, "but it |ooks like I'mgoing to
have to take the other half on my own."

He put his arns around her and hugged her, giving her back a kiss.

"To the swing, lan," she whispered.

Now he knew what Bain had meant when the sal oon keeper said he could taste
poker chips. lan could taste the wood, paint, cushions, and chain the sw ng
swung by, and he was going to chance it if it neant getting gunned down in the
dar k.

"Let's go, girl."



As he stood, he could faintly see fromthe corner of his eyes a deeper

dar kness nove behi nd the dark honeysuckl e vines on the south side of the
porch. "Gabe, we got us a snooper," he whispered, and sprinted along the yard
toward the vines, drawing his pistol.

He was running in high-heel ed boots, and he had to swing around a rosebush

pl anted near the corner of the porch. Wwoever it had been was alerted by lan's
nmovermrent and was sprinting toward the ravine. lan pulled to a halt, know ng he
was beaten before he started, for the whop-whop of shoes hitting the ground
was dwi ndling across the side yard.

Probably sone chi cken-stealing Indian, |an decided; the snooper was runni ng
too fast to be a white nan.

Suddenly the rapid whop-whop of the running shoes ended in a sodden whonp, and
there was sil ence.

"Sonme Indian's necked hinself on the clothesline, Gabe," he called to the
girl, keeping his voice low "Crack the parlor door to give us a little light,
but go easy so you don't wake up your mana. She'd die if she thought sone

I ndi an was stealing her chickens.”

He wal ked through the dark to the clothesline and felt along it until he
stepped on a body. Grabbing it by a leg, he dragged it toward the front porch
Fromits weight, it mght make a good cul vert digger, except |Indians were

| azy. Gabriella watched fromthe porch as he dragged the body into the
spreading sliver of light fromthe parlor

H s Indian was Billy Peyton, bandaged hand and all, dressed in overall and
shod in clodknockers. In a fit of rage, lan drew back his foot and kicked the
supi ne farner prone.

Peyton's rib cracked, he mpaned, and Gabriella screamed fromthe porch, "Don't
do that, lan. Ch, please don't!"

Deni ed physical expression by the girl's dislike of violence, |Ian shouted down
at Peyton, "Come on, act alive. | heard you noan, so | know you ain't dead. So
far, all you've got is a little necking. |I know you' ve took nore than this."
Suddenl y Liza's voice keened through the front bedroom w ndow, "Gentle does
it, lan. That filly ain't been broke yet."

"Ch, mother," Gabriella shouted. "Get back to your own bedroom and quit
eavesdr oppi ng. "

As Gabriella rushed over to slamthe w ndow shut, Billy Peyson sat up, rubbing
his jaw

"Why are you sneaking around here, plowboy?" |an asked.

"I brought over your laundry, M. MCdoud, |like you told nme to do."

He reached into his back pocket and pulled out lan's bandanna, freshly

| aundered, starched, and ironed. "I didn't want to take it all the way to
town. I'ma little sensitive about nmy finger, and farm ng's been keepi ng ne
busy. Besides, | wanted to see if Mss Stewart would let me call on her when

you're not visiting, because | know she wants them Mornon children for her
school and | can help."

"Billy Peyton, you can call on ne if you wish, but I'Il never marry a Nornon."
"I"ve decided to convert, ma'am |'mjoining the Methodi st Church next Sunday,
and I'd be powerfully pleased if you'd let me cone calling, if you' re not
ashaned to be seen with a cripple like ne."

' "Ch, hush up, Billy. You're no cripple. Qut feeling sorry for yourself. And
"Il believe you' re converted when | see you baptized, next Sunday norning."
"Where's your horse?" |an asked.

"' I left my mule down in the ravine-the beast has a fondness for wll ow

| eaves-and cane up on foot. | wasn't going to stay, but | got interested in
the stars. Then | waited to see if you could persuade Mss Stewart to sit in
the swing. | courted her for six nonths and never got her out of the parlor.”
"Well, boy, you've brung ny laundry, and you' ve seen all on you're going to

see. Scratch gravel!"

Hol di ng his neck, Billy Peyton strunbled off into the darkness. Listening to
his footsteps make a wide circuit of the clothesline, lan suddenly found the
answer to his greatest problem Already he knew enough about the town's | aws



to get hima road gang by norning and put enough noney into the road fund to
pay top prices for box |unches.

He turned to the girl. ' 'l got official business in town, Gabe. | appreciate
you telling me about the stars, and I'll nmiss swinging in the swng with you,
but I've got to hightail it back to Shoshone Flats."

Gabriella seemed at once relieved and apprehensive after his announcenent.
"I"'mso upset by that jackleg Mxrrmon | wouldn't nmake good conpany for a
preacher, so I'mwlling to tell you good night, but | don't know what |'m
going to tell mama. She thinks you were yelling at me and not at Billy."

"Tell her 1'll need fourteen box lunches a quarter-mle west of Dead Man's
Curve at noon tomorrow. Tell her she's been appointed comm ssary steward for
the town's jail. At the restaurant, you figure on fourteen extra hands for

br eakfast and supper. Charge them an extra nickel for me-because they'Il dirty
up your place with road dust."

lan was withdrawing fromthe porch as he issued the instructions, and,

turning, he noved toward M dnight with swift, purposeful strides. The stallion
nmust have sensed the inner urgency of the master who swung aboard it, for it
swal | owed the darkness in giant gulps as it raced northward toward Shoshone

Fl at s.

G 7 was foiled again.

Granted its host was responding to short-range objectives designed to lead a
man of limted vision to |ong-range goals, Md oud was avoi ding for the nost
trivial of reasons those diversions G7 w shed to explore for educationa
purposes. On the porch, the girl had screwed her courage to the point where
she coul d essay a feeble attenpt at dalliance-though no

hosannas coul d be raised for the directness of her nethod-yet, in the
honeysuckl e enbal med darkness, MC oud could not see what flowers were at his
feet. This man, so direct, brutal, and effective with other nen and horses,
had stifled his rapacity for the weak fenmal e out of sone inconprehensible
desire to protect the virtue of Western wonanhood.

O what value was this virtue the man hel ped the girl to hoard agai nst
hinself? Virginity were no treasure till spent as Liza could have told them
robust, yearning Liza. Love was not |ove which faltered when it altercation
found. Just when G 7 began to feel in the darkness of lan's nind the begi nning
gl ow of sunrise, the phantomradi ance vani shed and it was wapped again in

ni ght, once by the idea of a nail in a saddle and now by a cl ot hesline.

G 7 realized that it and its host were growi ng pol arized al ong differing axes.
VWhile the man funbl ed toward the hesitant virgin on the porch, a veritable
earth nother crouched pal pitant in the darkness of the front bedroom seeking
only crumbs of vicarious pleasure. Though the nother was fifteen years ol der
than the daughter, she was only ten years ol der than |lan

One decade, a nmere photon in the cold light of eternity, yet the time span
acted as a barrier between the nale and the superbly ovulating female with a
pel vic span at least a third again as wi de as her daughter's, disregarding the
manmae, and G 7 had no intentions of disregarding the manmae. |an Md oud

m ght be its host, but Liza Stewart was its wonan.

Bef ore he wal ked through the swi nging doors, lan knew the poker tables had

al ready been set up in Bain's saloon. Inside, the player piano tinkled out
"The Canptown Races" with a dull sound in the nmddle D, but the tinkle of

gl asses had slowed in tenpo. The |aughter of wonen had become nore solicitous
and strident, for nowthe girls had conpetition. Key change of all was the

pl easant murrmur underlying all other noises, the whirr of shuffled cards and
click of tossed chips.

Entering, noving through the astringent odor of ganblers' sweat, |lan asked the
first bartender, "Were's Bain?"

"In his office, first door right, at the end of the bar."

He strode the sixty-odd feet to Bain's office, past drinkers who eyed his
badge with hostility, past Sheriff Faust, whose face was hidden in the foam of
a schooner of beer, past six wonen held erect by their corsets and together by
| ayers of nmkeup. He shoul dered through the fem nine ogles, unheedi ng, know ng



the girls were overworked, and unwilling to add to their burdens. Only one of
them a chi cken-necked, high-cheekboned, half-breed Shoshone, possessed even
an approxi mati on of youth and good | ooks, and lan's appreciation was as
objective as it was casual. He had been touched by too fine a madness to be
drawn to fallen wonen; he had | ooked upon Gabriella by starlight.

G 7' s opinion of the girls differed, particularly regardi ng the Shoshone.
Franmed by blue-black hair, her olive skin subdued the highlights of her high
cheekbones, which, thenselves, inmparted the quality of sculpture to a head
borne regally on her slender neck. She m ght have been an Indian princess and
the others her ladies-in-waiting, for they all shared her grace of posture, a
slight forward sling to their pelvises which enhanced the harmonics of their
forns.

M. Bain was seated at his desk, a bottle of Red Dog before him totaling a
col um of figures which he shoved aside when lan entered. He arose in
greeting,' 'Conme in, deputy. Draw up a chair and have a drink of ny private
stock. | know you took the pledge, but what Brother Wnchester don't know
won't hurt him"

Bain was wasting the ritual on |lan because the deputy was already in, seated,
and reaching for the bottle of whiskey.

"Keep your seat, Bain," he said, taking a drink fromthe bottle. "I'm here
strictly on business. Coming in, | noticed all the poker tables were full."
"Yeah, but business has been slow. | filled the |ast ones just before you cane
in"

"You're lying, Bain, but it don't make no difference. | want you to fork over
ei ghteen dollars a night for my quarter share of the road fund and have it
ready pronpt every nmorning in cash, even if a blizzard cl oses your dive. That
way | won't have to worry about you cheating. The first norning that noney

ain't forthconmi ng, | padlock the place."

"Deputy, you're not being reasonable. Toni ght was opening night. Mst nights
won't be so good. Besides, | got Mayor Wnchester's cut to worry about, and
you'll be eating into his take."

"What Wnchester don't know won't hurt him" lan rem nded Bain, "but |I ain't
here to do your bookkeeping. Fork up ny eighteen tonorrow or close. . . . Now,

here's what | want done around one tonight: Pass out a free drink to each big
wi nner and give each table's heavy | oser a double of whatever he's been
drinking. Is that clear?"

"Yes, sir."

"Right now !l want you to conme out and stand next to ne while | tell your
customers |'mgoing to abide by the policies of Sheriff Faust, far as |aw
enforcenent's concerned. "

"Boss," Bain objected, "if you tell themgal oots that, they won't respect
you. "

"I ain't asking advice. Let's go."

Bain followed himfromthe office. Qutside, the player piano was playing "I
Dream of Jennie with the Plink-Plonk Hair."

"Turn that thing off and don't turn it on again till its fixed."

As Bain hastened to turn off the piano, lan clinbed to the top of the bar and
cl apped his hands for attention. As he waited for the voices to die, he
marvel ed at his own thought processes which had grasped the connection between
a posted ordinance, Billy Peyton's neck, and the habitual riotousness of
Westerners. It was as if someone el se were doing his thinking for him

"Fol ks,'"' he announced,' 'l apol ogize for breaking into your fun, but 1'd Iike
to tell you that as deputy of this here town | intend to carry out the
policies of your bel oved Sheriff Faust.'

Hoots and derisive | aughter arose fromthe crowd, but the bleary-eyed Faust
lifted a fresh schooner of beer to salute hinself in full approval of the
announcenent .

Putting a hesitant, pleading snmle on his face, lan used the first Biblical
quotation of his life. "I want to rem nd you that wine is a nocker, strong
drink is raging, and whosoever is deceived thereby, is not w se."



"Amen," sonme w seacre croaked

"But | ain't here to talk about the evils of drink. |I'mhere to ask you boys
to cooperate with the high sheriff and nme to see that the town's | aws get
obeyed. Pl ease don't get too drunk to set on a horse. Please don't race your
horses during business hours. And for this one |I'mgiving you a 'pretty
please': Don't fire your pistols as you ride out tonight. |I get up with the
chi ckens, so | need ny sleep

"There's just one nore thing 1'd like to say. M. Bain has kindly agreed to
get the piano fixed. To celebrate, I'minviting you to come forward and have a
drink on ne. ... Put the charges on ny tab, M. Bain. . . . Thank you, | adies
and gentl emen."

A few cheers of appreciation sounded as the nmen gathered at the bar, but the
hurrahs had a brassy ring. In the habitual ritual some of the drinkers lifted
their glasses toward the nan who was trying to buy their favors, but they no

| onger eyed himwith hostility. They sneered at himin contenpt.

As lan turned toward the door, smling deferentially, tipping his hat to the
girls, they, too, ceased to ogle him Instead, they gazed at himw th sad-eyed
prof essi onal synpathy, as if he were one of their number who woul d soon be
call ed upon to render services w thout reruneration

7
AFTER he returned to the jail house, lan set up a cot for the sheriff in the
corridor at the rear of the cell block and hung a lighted | antern on the wall
to guide Faust to bed. Fromthe arnmory he optimstically took all sixteen |eg
irons and threaded themonto the coffle chain. He spread his pallet and went
to the desk where he penciled a letter to Col onel Jasper Blicket.

Dear Col

Reckon you didn't expect to here fromne, Johnny Loco. After | led them

bl uebel lies up the canyon, like you told nme to, and Hey You skeedaddl ed South
with the money, | circled back. But my horse throwed a shoe and | had to wal k

to the rondevoo. Hey You was there but shot dead and the nobney gone. Wited
for you and Sarge but when you didn't come | vamposed. | didn't kill Hey You
because | didn't have no bullets left. | shot themall at the horse soldiers.
| didn't steel the swag because | didn't have no horse. They was only two
nails in that shoe it throwed. You ought to kill that smithy of yourn.
wondered around in the desert till | got picked up by a Navvyhoe sheep herder
Hs

old woman took to me so | had to kill him | took his horse and rode north to
Pokotella and hired out as shotgun for the Terrytorial stage. Next nonth |
guard the rear end out of Wnd River. It |eaves there at sunset, Sept. 3, for
Jackson City. About dawn the stage conmes off the ranparts. If the Sarge puts a
bol der on the road where it narrows along the cliff | can get the driver from
behind. Bring me a running horse. It's the payroll for Ad Hickory Mne, al
green backs and easy to carry.

Yr. Cbdt. Svt.
J. Loco

He addressed an envel ope to Colonel J. Brazewell, CGeneral Delivery, Geen
River, Woming, sealed the letter init, and left the jail house, carrying a
lariat in his hand, to wal k diagonally north across the street to the post
office. After dropping the envelope into the wall box, he tied the rope around
t he cornerpost of the post office porch and uncoiled the |ine behind himas he
went across the street to the hardware store where he tied the free end of the
lariat around a porch pillar and drew the line taut with a runni ng sheepshank
Twenty yards north of the sheriff's office and nine feet off the ground, the
rope stretched across the road. Invisible in the darkness, the barrier would
remain invisible until moonrise, a full hour after the sal oon cl osed.



The inplications of lan's letter and his rope trick concerned G7. Wiile it
conpl acently assunmed it was leading its host step by step to righteousness,

| an was devel opi ng | ong-range plans for a giant |eap back into | awl essness.
Earlier, G7 had formulated an optim stic progress report it intended to send
to Galactic Central, but lan's letter indicated its planned realignnments were
askew. Its plans were beconing lan's plots; its wisdomhis cunning. Even lan's
cooperation with other nembers of his species was proving unilateral; they
cooperated with himbut not he with them

That it had chosen a forcible host G7 still nust concede, one who applied his
m ni mal know edge for maxi mal effects, but it was not enough for one to
possess the qualities of a saint, one must also be saintly. lan's drive to
avenge the nmurder of Jesus Garcia was illogical and sinful. Being dead, Garcia
could not appreciate the effort, and lan, now, was certainly aware fromthe
Scriptures that vengeance did not fall under his jurisdiction. O course, lan
was nmoved in part by the insult from Colonel Blicket still locked in his
menory nodes, but even that notivation was suspect; words were inmaterial and
its host was otherw se concerned only with nmaterial considerations.

Septenber 3, G 7 realized, was the deadline for its efforts. If lan reached
the crossroad and chose the path of darkness, it would know that it had failed
on earth. But it was a Legionnaire and nust not fail. It had converted the
raspers of Markab 5 to Galactic Brotherhood, and it would not be defeated by
the humans of Sun 3. It had a tradition to uphold, and, nore, it had what its
host would call "an ace in the hole."

Deep within the man who now dozed fitfully on his pallet, a man who had fail ed
of ten, planned a wakeful planner which had never failed.

At mdnight Sheriff Faust came in, too drunk to get his key in the |ock
Awakened by the tunblings, lan let the old nan through the door and told him
"Sheriff, | fixed you a cot at the end of the cellblock because | figure we'll
be using all the jail's bunks tonight."

"Deputy, | ain't going back there."

" "Wy not?'' lan bridled, fearing Faust m ght be asserting his adninistrative
aut hority.
' '"Because |'ve gone as far as | can go," the sheriff answered, falling

f or war d.

| an caught him and tossed himover a shoulder, carrying himto the rear

Bef ore they reached the cot, the sheriff was snoring, and with each exhal ati on
he emtted the skunky odor of green beer

Brought fully awake by his exertions, lan returned to the pallet, bringing the
lantern with him For a while he lay in the pale light thinking of Gabriella
with weird twi sts and turns of thought. She was |ovely and he wanted her, but
she was too frail to be the wife of a bank robber. She would do better with
some Cod-fearing farmer who owned a big spread. Billy Peyton would qualify if
he converted to the Methodi sts. Anyone who owned a south forty nust have a
north forty, about one hundred and sixty acres all told, and, besides, Billy
read books.

Still, despite his poor schooling, Gabriella seemed to like him If he didn't
have ot her plans, he night consider reading through the fourth-, fifth-, and
si xth-grade primers. A man couldn't woo a school teacher on a third-grade
education. But he had ot her plans.

A man could be limted by his plans, lan realized suddenly, while there were
no limts to his plans. Drowsing here, he could plan to becone President of
the United States-Now there was a till to be tapped-and plan to court
Gabriella strictly for her favors. A schoolteacher would be smart enough to
know that that fate, far from being worse than death, could be downright fun
He woul d court her up to the evening of September 2, then tell her, just

bef ore the evening was out, he was | eaving because he did not wish to
interfere with her future happi ness. Seeing how unsel fi sh he was and know ng
he was | eaving the country, she nmight have a stroke of generosity. Grls were
alot nmore willing to be | oved when they knew a man was | eavi ng.

In the drowsy images of beginning sleep, he could see Gabriella standing on



t he porch and wavi ng good-bye tearfully to the | onesome cowboy who gal |l oped
off into the sunset toward Wnd Ri ver. The pat hos of the scene m ght have
aroused himto further wakeful ness had he not recalled that he would be riding
east and astride Mdnight. The horse would not like it when lan took over the
colonel's giant gray, but Mdnight had to go. Not only was the stallion black
whi ch handi capped it for night work, but its affections were getting to be
enbar r assi ng.

So his thoughts, skittering at times to the edge of unsel fishness before
drawi ng back, grew junbled and confused and merged into sleep

Awakened by the thunder of hooves fromthe south, the direction of Bain's

sal oon, lan sat upright and rubbed his eyes, reaching for the coffle chain.
Once, he renenbered, a schoolteacher had told himit always paid to be polite,
and he was reasonably sure that she was right, that his courtesy earlier in
the barroom woul d be rewarded. In a few seconds now, a bunch of rowdies was
going to discover that a new brand of |awran had arrived in Shoshone Fl ats.
Punctuat ed by "yi ppees" and "yi-ays," the hoof beats drew nearer. Wen the
riders were abreast of the sheriff's office, a rolling barrage of pisto

bl asts shook the jail house. The sound of the hooves dwi ndl ed northward, but
only after a rapid series of thuds sounded twenty yards north.

Rising, lan carried his manacles and lantern into the night.

At the tope barrier, lan counted seventeen | awbreakers, sitting or |ying,
prone or supine, across the width of the road. One man, wearing the boots and
chaps of a ranch hand, was on his feet and walking in a circle. Aeaming in
the lantern light, pistols were scattered on both sides of the barrier. Sone
of the fallen were noaning fromrope burns and bruises. A few lay notionless
and soundl ess, either dead, dead drunk, or unconscious.

Seventeen jail birds exceeded the town's acconmpdations in leg irons and bunk
space. One prisoner night have to sleep standing up, and the likeliest

candi date seened the circling sl eepwal ker.

I an wal ked over to the cowboy, raised the lantern, and asked, "Wat's your
nane, prisoner?"

Never breaking his stride but scratching his head in perplexity, the cowboy
made a full circle before he answered, "I give up. Wat is it?"

Though taking a long stroll to nowhere, the cowhand was nobil e and apparently
abl ebodi ed. He would |l ead the coffle back to the jail house, Ian decided, and
turned to the fallen.

Movi ng anong them snapping on leg irons, he threaded the chain to put the
unconsci ous nmen at the end, noving forward through the noaning nmen and the
sitters. He left the smallest, totally unconsci ous man unchai ned. Wen al
wer e chained but the circling cowboy, lan went down the line to revive the
prisoners and get the chain gang noving.

Hi s nmethods were direct and effective.

Standi ng before the first man in line, a conscious sitter, he said, "On your
feet, prisoner."

Ear pulling was too tiring, lan decided. He stood over the next prisoner and
said, "Stand up, you."

When the sitter responded with a slack-mouthed grin, |lan whipped a kick to the
side of his head. The man toppl ed, his shoul der thuddi ng agai nst the ground.
He hobbl ed back to a sitting position and bounded to his feet.

Down the line, the splat and thunp of the kick and the fall caught the
attention of the remaining sitters who scranbled to their feet. Mwving on to a
facedown noaner, lan brought the nman to his feet with a kick in the ribs. Al
wer e standi ng now, except for three who were out cold.

The curses, cuffs, and kicks made it plain to all who heard themthat the

m | d- manner ed deputy who had earned their contenpt in the sal oon was fast
devel oping into an efficient | awran. Wen | an dressed ranks, they responded
with alacrity. He set the lantern on the boardwal k, grabbed the wandering
cowboy's leg, slapped on the last leg iron, threaded the chain through it, and
shapped t he padl ock

After retrieving the lantern, lan turned back to find the nost abl ebodi ed nman



was not necessarily the nost able. The leg iron had reversed the wal ker's
circle and extended his radius. He was rolling up the line by pivoting the
chai n gang on the unconsci ous anchor nen.

Sprinting over, lan reversed the man's direction, let himstraighten out the
line, then slapped himhard across the cheek

The man stopped, shook his head, and said, "Huh," in the nanner of a man
suddenl y awakened.

"What's your nane?" |an barked.

"Mckey . . . Mckey O Shea."

| an backhanded hi mon the opposite cheek and asked, "Do you know ne?"

"Sho," the man said. "You're Chief I.N Black Cl oud."

| an sl apped hi magain. "Think harder."

"Deputy lan Md oud. "

"You'll do. Were you in the arny?"

"Yes, sir."

"Wi ch one?" ,

"The CSA."

"You're my point. Hold this lantern as a guidon and nove out to the jail after
|'ve made a | egal announcenent.”

| an wal ked before the niddle of the Iine, hands on hips, his tin star glinting
inthe lantern |light.

"Y' all are under arrest on four charges: disturbing the peace, shooting off
firearns inside the town limts, racing horses on the town's street during
tradi ng hours, and being too drunk to set on a horse. Your next of kin will be
notified when your horses come hone w thout you

"Now, listen, you nmules. You front ones have got to drag the back ones to jail
when | give the command, but don't jerk too hard. Them convicts is public
property."

He wal ked over and picked up the I egs of the surplus drunk. Draggi ng the man
travois fashion to the head of the line, he shouted, "Forward, narch!"

Enough ex-sol diers were anong themto conply with the order and get the line
nmovi ng, but it was a slowroute step with the tail end dragging. lan didn't
force the pace out of concern for the drunk he was draggi ng. The man's head
was bounci ng agai nst the boardwal k with enough force to disjoint his neck, and
a dead man couldn't pay a fine or help build a road.

| an dropped his burden off in the first cell and led the point to the rear
Peeling off prisoners as he rolled back the chain, Ian stacked the unconscious
men in a pile in one cell, reasoning that they wouldn't be unconfortable. He
nm ght have a dead one or two, but he didn't have tine to take an inventory
because he had to go back and coll ect evidence of the crimes. Anyway, the
corpses woul d keep till norning.

He wal ked back to the rope with a gunnysack for collecting firearns, snelling
t he weapons before he dropped theminto the bag. Three had not been fired,
possi bly because the owners were too drunk to pull the triggers, and the
unfired weapons presented himwi th a | egal problem WAs an intent to disturb

t he peace as grave a crinme as disturbing the peace?

He sol ved the problemon the spot by firing the weapons before he tossed t hem
i nto the gunnysack.

He was rolling up the rope when he heard a | ow nmoani ng farther down the
street. Swinging his lantern, he wal ked over to find his eighteenth prisoner
an ol der man whose boot heel must have caught in a stirrup, dragging hima
ways. The man's weapon was still in its holster, which indicated the prisoner
had not intended to break the |aw

But the man was old and gray, fit only to be a water boy, and he should have
known better than to associate with crimnals. lan drew the man's weapon,
fired it, dropped the pistol into the bag, and dragged his eighteenth prisoner
to the jail by his collar. Qut of deference to the possible innocence of the
ol dster, lan threw himon top of the pile in the first cell

When he returned to the pallet, it occurred to lan that he had ordered only
fourteen lunch boxes fromLiza to be brought to the work site, tonorrow. He



had counted on there bei ng enough poker wi nners anong the prisoners to collect
a fewfines for the road fund, and if nobody paid their fines four prisoners
woul dn't eat, unless he had sone dead ones back there.

Thought of the possible dead di sturbed him He had not planned so well, after
all. No arrangenents had been made with Near-Sighted Charlie to rebate part of
the funeral expenses to the road fund.

Its faint |um nescence hidden in the light of the noon, G7 flitted along the
magnetic fields of Earth toward the spaceship among the boul ders atop the crag
of Dead Man's Curve. As it zoomed and swooped in easy gradients, it mulled
over the report it would send to Galactic Central

Any objective analysis of the data it had acquired would point to its

i medi ate withdrawal fromthe planet, but three factors wei ghed agai nst
objectivity: the potential of its host organism once converted, to becone a
force for good; its failure, or nore accurately, the failure of McCoud to
expl ore the notivational power of biological attraction; and, third the vague
evidence of a prior visitation which it dare not nention unless it was ready
to wel come a conmittee of visiting lumnaries.

It wasn't, primarily because of the second factor, biological attraction

whi ch, neverthel ess, would have to be touched on in the report, but in a
manner comensurate with G 7's mssionary purposes on the planet.

G 7 arrived at the cubelike boul der, entered the conpression chanber, and
nmoved into the control roomas a cloud of condensed photons capabl e of
operating the photoel ectric comunications scanner. Using the prelimnary
scanner to conpose a rough draft, G 7 phrased the first paragraph onto the
screen. Since the first paragraph was nerely a situation report, it went
directly to the point.

G7 to M17 Central, Galactic Brotherhood. Primary organi sns on pl anet
hereafter called "Earth" are bi pedal hydrocarbon conmpounds which concert

el ectrocheni cal energy into nechanical force by hinged cal ci um conmpound

| evers. Primary conmuni cation method of earth beings is by controlled gaseous
em ssions. Secondary nethod is achieved through differing wave | engths of
light, usually black on white. O her nethods of conmmunication are by inpact,
usi ng whi ps, butt ends of quirts, toes of boots.

So far, so good. G 7 encapsul ated the situation report and scanned in the

pl ans section with greater care. The final, encapsul ated version read

Rudi ment ary brot herhood awar eness of selected host is to be anplified by
reinforcing the being's binary reproductive progranm ng in condensed but
i ncreasi ng increnents.

Translated fromofficialese, G7 was announcing its intention to enhance the
power of love in its host organism a standard operating procedure for

gal actic scouts. Galactic Central would accept the statement w thout assum ng
any di sturbance of the subject-object relationship mssionary work demanded.
O course, no entity at GC had ever seen Earth wonen through the eyes of an
Earth man. No being, there, could evaluate the lightness of Gabriella, the
beckoni ngs of Liza, or the regal slouch of the Shoshone Princess.

For a nonent, G 7's fancy dallied over the i mage of the half-breed dance hal
girl, considering an alteration of lan's world lines to include a visit
upstairs at Bain's place. Relative to the Shoshone Princess, a visit would
matter little, probably not nore than a dollar. Relative to G7 it night cost
a fissioned ion to swing its host into a | ove groove, particularly in a
setting where lan's attentions were focused on his take fromthe poker tables.
Besides, lan's visit upstairs nmight endanger the enpl oyer-enpl oyee

rel ationship lan had established between hinself and the sal oon keeper
Wenching itself away fromearthly thoughts, G 7 concentrated on wording the
delicate third paragraph of its progress report, the predictions section
Roughly, it scanned in the nessage it wi shed to convey:

The intelligence of Earth's inhabitants nmakes them adequate for conversion to



Gal actic Brotherhood, but their norality is doubtful

Al t hough not yet worded in the | anguage of diplonmacy, this was the substance
of the nessage G 7 w shed to convey, but the pessim smwas at odds with the
esprit de corps of the Interplanetary Exploration Legion. Too defeatist.

G 7 revised the prediction to read:

Conversion of Earth beings held possible.
G7

That should do it. Let GC draw its own concl usi ons.

G 7 encapsul ated the final draft, placed the three capsules into the
transm ssi on chanmber, set the accelerated |ight-wave length, built up the
booster, and pushed the transmt button that sent 1lhe micro-blip hurtling back
to Central at a constant acceleration of three to the second power commrencing
at the speed of |ight.

G 7 floated into the diffusion chanber, diffused, and noved once nore into the
nmoonl i ght, confident that its neutral prediction would be read as optim stic
at Galactic Central. As through all previous eons, with one exception, a scout
had | anded and the situation was well in hand.

But the one exception night well have occurred on this planet. Probably here
G 3 had vanished. It nmust have been deetherealized through | oss of entropy,
because the alternative was theoretically inpossible.

The inpossible alternative was that G 3 had betrayed a trust.

8
COURT convened pronptly at seven AM in the Sheriff's Ofice, Town of
Shoshone Flats, Territory of Wom ng, the Honorable Abraham |. Bernbaum

presiding. Eighteen defendants were found guilty on two counts of disturbing

t he peace, firing weapons inside the town's limts, and being too drunk to
ride a horse. Evidence was submitted to the court by Deputy Sheriff I|an

McCl oud- ei ght een pistols which had been fired and were identified as bel ongi ng
to the defendants.

Each defendant was given the choice of thirty days at hard | abor or paying a
fine of thirty dollars. Six nen paid their fines and were rel eased, twelve
were incarcerated. A third charge, racing horses on a comercial street during
tradi ng hours, was dropped after the deputy consulted with the mayor, as an
expression of magnanimty on the part of the town's administration. Trial was
wi tnessed by the town's mayor and the daughter of the jail's comm ssary

st ewar dess.

Moni es coll ected were disbursed to the representative of the jail's stewardess
for food purchases, to the judge for court costs, to the town's administration
fund, and the town's road fund. After the trial at 7:10 A.M, the prisoners
were nmarched to Mss Stewart's Restaurant for breakfast.

Mayor W nchester joined lan for a cerenonial breakfast paid for fromthe
town's administration fund. Wnchester was effusive in his conplinents, but he

sl owed down | ong enough to ask, "Wen will the road be finished, deputy?"
"Sept enmber 2."
When the prisoners were returned to their cells to be held until lan procured

tools and transportation for the work gang, Sheriff Faust was tenporarily
awakened by the clanging cell doors. "Were' d you get all them prisoners,

deput y?"

"Of atrotline."

"Keep up the good work, boy, and you'll be high sheriff when | resign."

After lan bought inplenents fromthe hardware store and rented two wagons and
four mules fromthe livery stable, he had three dollars left to deposit in the
road fund. He made a forty-eight-dollar deposit to his personal account and
was conplimented by M. G aves, the banker, for being the major depositor in
the Shoshone Flats Territorial Bank



At a gravel pit, three mles out, the prisoners disenbarked to | oad the
wagons. Under the quiet urgings of the deputy, who personally discussed work
problems with each individual, the wagons were | oaded swiftly. Two abreast and
i n cadence, the prisoners were marched the renai ni ng di stance behind the

| oaded wagons with inplenents at "shoul der arns." Wirk commenced one
quarter-mle west of Dead Man's Curve.

| an used what was left of the norning to whip his crew into shape. Since al
were ill with hangovers, there was a tendency anong the crew nmenbers to slack
of f as the norning wore on, but lan counteracted the tendency with an

i nspirational exanple.

Selecting a | anky, rawboned nan who was not equaling th tenpo of a man ahead
of himin shoveling dirt fromthe drainage ditch, lan dismunted from M dni ght
and said, "Hey you, over here."

When the nman wal ked over to stand slackly before him Ian asked, "Wat's your
name?"

"Hank Shel don. "

"It appears to ne, Hank, you're a little slowthis norning. Ain't you feeling
good?"

"No, captain, | truly ain't. My stomach's still riled fromall the rotgut
drunk last night, and | got a splitting headache."

| an stepped forward and backhanded the | oaded end of the quirt into the man's
stomach. Hank Shel don j ackknifed forward, coughing and gasping in pain. |an
waited until the gasping slowed and then tilted the man's chin up so he could

ook into the prisoner's eyes.' "That hel p your stonmach any, Hank?"
"Yes, sir. It sure did. Settled it right now"

"How about that head of yours?" lan asked. "It feel all right?"
"Clear as a bell, captain. Clear as a bell."

' '"CGood! Now get back in the ditch and use that shovel |ike you nmeant it." He
rai sed his voice so all could hear. "W've got twenty-eight days to build this
road to Shoshone Flats. Finish it on tinme, and I'Il give every man of you two
days of f for good behavior. But if any man's caught soldiering on the job,

got the cure for what ails him"

Hank Shel don stepped up his cadence to match the increased tenpo of the man
ahead of him As the work noved briskly apace, lan rode forward to survey the
curve he had vowed to conquer. An outcropping of granite twenty feet high
jutted for one hundred yards fromthe base of the hill toward the river where
the channel narrowed into the defile fromwhich Dead Man's Curve had been cut.
Forty yards back fromthe lip of the cut there was a slight saddl eback before
the hill rose to its crest.

I an had never thought of granite as stuff to be cut through. Now reality faced
him and he knew he could spend six nonths whittling away at the spur with

pi cks and shovels. He could not build the road over it, for the face of the
hill was too sheer, but to tunnel under it would be even nore of a task.

He turned back to the crew. It was against his principles to seek advice, but
he swal |l owed his pride and yelled, "Any of you gal oots ever done any m ning?"
' "M ckey O Shea, back on the grader, someone answer ed.

| an renenbered the name and the man. He rode back to the place where mul es
were pulling a heavy | og back and forth across the road ahead of the crew
spreadi ng gravel, and he called to the nmule driver riding the log, "Hey you,
cone here.”

The man | eaped fromthe |og, reached down, and picked up a | arge, hand-sized

r ock.

"I'f you want me, deputy, you're conming after me. | ain't taking the bun end of
the quirt fromyou or nobody else.”

lan adnmired the man's spirit.

"I ain't after you. I'mafter your knowhow. They tell ne you're a mner."
"Have been, along with a couple dozen other trades."

' "Put down your rock, O Shea, and clinb this hill with me. | got to order
some bl asting power for cutting the edge off this hill, and | don't know how
much. "



M ckey O Shea followed the horse at a wary distance and | ooked up at the

ledge. "I'ma miner, not a road builder," he said, finally,' "but if you're
willing to bank a little curve through the saddl eback, which |ooks like a
fault fromhere, | could blow a gulch through it with maybe a ton of that

new-fangl ed stuff they call dynamte."

"Where' d you get a ton of dynanite?"

"Gve me a night off, with four fast horses and a heavy buckboard, then don't
ask ne no questions, and I can requisition it fromthe explosive shack at Ad
H ckory Mne."

"What' Il it cost?"

"Not hi ng. That's why | don't want you asking ne no questions.”

"You got a wife or sweetheart here in this valley?"

"l got both."

" "Then you'll get your night off. But let's nobsey up the hill to figure the
cut back line."

Atop the |l edge to be blasted, alnbst on its |lip and as yet not consciously
noti ced by human eyes, stood a boul der shaped as a cube three feet in al

di mrensions. Preset for a planetary blastoff, it was G 7's spaceship, and G7
was not ready to depart a planet where there was very nuch work left to be
done. Tomorrow s dynamiting would bury the craft under tons of debris.

G ad to be rel eased from heavy | abor, O Shea was happy to clinb the hill. As
they neared the crest, O Shea spotted the strangely shaped boul der and brought
it to lan's conscious attention

"Look at that rock, captain. It's an artifact, or I'll eat my boots."

"What's an artifact?"

"Somet hi ng made by hand. "

The two clinbed to the boul der

"I'd say it was the cornerstone of some Aztec building,'
"except the Aztecs didn't get this far north.”

I an thought a nonment.

' "The school marm wants a new stone buil di ng down near the stake boundary.
Thi s woul d nake a cornerstone.”

"I could get a crowbar and lever it over the | edge,"” O Shea suggested. "It'l|
fall to the road, and we can haul it to the building site."

"You do that, O Shea," lan said with surprising amability, "and you're ny
foreman. "

Bl asting operations the foll owi ng day were so successful that lan christened
the cut "O Shea's Gp," and had the nane entered on the town's records.

Wthin the next week the road fund built so fast fromthe poker proceeds that
lan was able to hire the town's tailor to nake bl ue denimuniforns for the
prisoners at such a reasonable price that lan was able to add al nbst a hundred
dollars to Bernbaums bill and still save the town noney. Now he was by al
odds the bank's prinme depositor. \When Banker G aves passed himon the sidewal k
in the conpany of Bain and the mayor, the banker's greeting was, "Good
nor ni ng, Deputy Mcd oud, M. Bain, Mayor Wnchester."

After M ckey O Shea was appointed foreman of the road crew, lan had tine for
other activities. O Shea shared his boss' deternination and drive to keep the
work rolling on schedule, a spirit given added inpetus by the mayor's
announcement that there would be an official ribbon cutting on Septenber 2
when the road reached the town's first building.

Actually the crewrequired little driving. After the blast from O Shea's Gap
brought themto the attention of the valley dwellers, the crew nenbers
acquired a cheering section. Equipped in uniforns, and marchi ng and worki ng
with mlitary precision, the road gang drew galleries of young |adies from al
religi ous denom nations, and a fewwith no religious or noral affiliations,
who wat ched from gi gs and horses drawn off the road. lan did not disapprove
because the girls drove the crew to super efforts.

O Shea was the foreman and appointed his own | ead nen, but lan kept the
discipline in his own hands. Wen Liza came to lan with the conplaint that M.
Birni e was demandi ng only the best portions of the chickens for his stagecoach

O Shea conmment ed,



passengers, lan had her put the wings and necks in black boxes. If a nan gave
| ess than his maxinumeffort in the norning, he was bl ack boxed when Liza
brought | unches. Less than a nmaxi mumeffort for the afternoon entitled the

of fender to a night in the cell closest to Sheriff Faust, with his snores and
skunky snell, at the end of the corridor

Strai ght across the valley, the wide, graveled road i nched toward Shoshone
Flats. Once it was past O Shea's Gap, progress was on schedul e, but progress
took planning. lan discovered a stonemason anong the prisoners and sent him
ahead to construct culverts of stone instead of the board troughs originally
used. O Shea hinsel f becane so fascinated by the stone work that he spent too
much tune with the forward crew, and | an bl ack boxed the forenan.

lan was judicious in his |abor practices, not fromhumanity but for
efficiency. He attenpted to allocate the tasks according to the skills and
strengths of the individuals in the crew. The old man whose pistol |an had
fired and who kept insisting he was innocent of the original charge of

di sturbing the peace was so convincing that lan assigned himto the
conparatively easy job of water boy. Such sinple gestures hel ped give lan the
reputation for being a just nman.

Augnenting the crew was easier since |lan had devel oped his reading ability. He
studied the town's ordinances in order to uncover the nore fragile |laws. There
were four vacancies in a jail house which woul d squeeze in sixteen prisoners,
so he was able to act on O Shea's request for four nore worknen to forma

cl eanup gang to go ahead of the gravel spreaders and renove debris and fil
chuckhol es in the road.

I an's coup cane when he pondered al oud which of two horses was the faster in
t he presence of the horses' owners, two young bl ades who had ridden into town
and were loitering before the barber shop. In the ensuing conversation, one
chal l enged the other to a quarter-mle race using the barber's pole as a
finish line. Bets were freely wagered on the outconme amid a small crowd which
gat hered on the boardwal k to watch the finish

Both racers | ost when they were arrested for gall oping then-horses down Min
Street during business hours, and the horses were inmpounded for the use of

M ckey O Shea and the stonemason

In addition, lan acquired two spl endi d physical specimens fromthe bettors on
t he boardwal k, because ganbling was still illegal in the town-draw poker had
been rul ed a gane of skill. Unfortunately one of the bettors paid the fine,

| eaving lan's work gang one short for a full conpl enent.

lan spent little of his working day in town. Billy Peyton had laid by his

wi nter wheat and was hanging out at Mss Stewart's Restaurant again, and |an
did not wish to cranp Billy's style. lan knew he would bid farewell to the
girl on Septenmber 2, and in one of his rare nonents of unselfishness, he felt
t he weal t hi est Met hodi st | andowner in the valley nmight prove a solace to a
girl with Gabriella's sharp eye for a penny. Also, he stayed out of town
because Sheriff Faust bored him

Faust was a cornucopi a of know edge relative to distilled, brewed, or
fermented spirits. When he wasn't handling his adm nistrative probl ens at

Bai n' s Sal oon, he sat around the office detailing various recipes for rye

whi skey, corn whi skey, and beer. lan had run a few stills in his boyhood, so
he was not interested in the details of nponshining, but he would | end an ear
to the beer story.

Faust had the idea that fifty acres belonging to Billy Peyton al ong the creek
south of Wdow Stewart's ranch woul d be good soil for growi ng hops. If the
Met hodi st would sell, Sheriff Faust told lan, Faust was willing to pay $500
for the acreage. Faust planned to retire shortly, and he dreamed of brew ng
his own beer in his old age, and he was so serious about his retirenent plans
he had drawn the design for his oast.

As a favor to the old nman, and sensing an opportunity to profit, lan had
Gabriella sound Billy out about selling the fifty acres. \Wen the answer cane,
an enphatic "No," lan understood. Billy was playing his cards close to his
vest with the girl, and property was the only card Billy had.



On the job, lan kept an open ear for suggestions fromthe crew, but when

M ckey came up with a stonenason's request that he be pernitted to span a
small creek half a mle ahead with a stone arch bridge, lan thought this
suggestion too fanciful. Still, the existing wooden structure was ten yards
downstream fromthe new place lan w shed to cross because the road was being
cut through a hummock the old road skirted. Since the hummock was rocky and
the rocks had to be renoved,"lan figured they could be used to bridge the
creek, so he gave the forenan the go-ahead.

M ckey thought for a monment, and said, "The stonemason will need an assi stant,
captain, a big man to lift the rocks by hinmself."
| an shrugged.' 'We got space for one nmore. I'lIl ride into town and see what |

can pick up."

Wthin an hour after he arrived in Shoshone Flats, lan had spotted his man, a
gi ant al nost seven feet tall and built to mamoth proportions. lan foll owed
his prey at a discreet distance, waiting for the man to break a I aw

To lan's disappoi ntnent, the giant wal ked on a straight, purposeful line from
the hardware store to Abe's tailor shop, noving as if he knew where and why he
was going and wasting no tine. Goviously lan was tailing a respectable
citizen. Even so, he observed the Iength of the man's stride and the w dth of
his shoulders with avidity. lan wanted the giant and was determ ned to get

hi m

As lan eased up to the doorway of the tailor's shop, his hopes arose. Inside,
the giant was arguing with Bernbaum his voice runbling with an anger that
shook the shop.

"I ain't paying no twelve fifty for the suit, Abe. | talked to a man in
Pocatell o who was wearing one just like it he got for eleven eight-eight."
"Yes, sir," lan heard Abe explain, "but there is a railhead at Pocatello. The
goods must be shi pped, and someone nust pay the freight. Al so, Jebediah, a man
of your size takes nmore cloth.”

"I"ll listen to reason, Abe, when you can give ne a reason. Al right, | take
ten cents nmore cloth, and you pay fifteen for the hauling-that's being
generous-so you add two bits to the el even eight-eight. The way | figure, that
suit shouldn't cost nme nore than twenty-five cents over the el even eight-eight
or, to be exact, twelve dollars and thirteen cents. | ain't paying you a penny
nore."

That did it. The man was a swindler. A quarter added to el even ei ghty-eight
cane out to twelve twenty-three, as any fool knew. The big man had
deliberately forgot to carry the one. And

he was the worse sort of swindler, using his size to scare little Abe while he
stood there juggling figures. Any citizen who'd bully a man was no better than
a | awman.

"But 1've finished the suit, M. Cdayton," Abe insisted, "and we agreed,
before | started, that twelve fifty was a fair price."

"That was before | sent to the city to find out I was getting slickered."

"But, Jeb, consider the fabric. Look at this seam Feel the material! You may
pay a little extra with Bernbaum but you get a lot nore. There's not a
better-tailored piece of cloth in all the territory. Believe ne, J. C., this
suit would be a bargain at thirteen fifty."

"I"'mw lling to add anot her twelve cents for your artistic touch," the voice
runbl ed, "and nmake it an even twelve dollars and two bits."

There the man was again with his figures, and lan figured it was tinme for the
law to take a hand. He stepped through the doorway and into the shop, asking,
"Abe, did this nan agree to pay you twelve dollars and four bits for that

sui t?"

Abe seened startled and upset by lan's entrance.

"Yes, deputy. That was about the figure we agreed on."

"Looks like we got a clear case of defrauding a nmerchant, Abe," lan said.
"You're under arrest, mster."

' "Under arrest?'' The big man turned and | ooked down on his accuser. "M ster
me and Abe's just bargaining."



"Swindling a storekeeper ain't the kind of bargaining we take to in Shoshone
Hats."

"Swi ndl i ng? Swi ndling Abe? Wiy, you young whi p- persnapper.
Now, the man had insulted an officer. lan was a whip snapper, not a

whi pper snapper .

VWhonp! lan's quirt handle slammed into the giant's stomach, a little bel ow the
belt because of the disparity in their sizes, and the big man doubl ed over hi
pain, bringing his head down so lan did not have to junmp to hit it. Wack! The
qui rt handl e | anded above the man's left ear. lan considered it nmerciful to
knock hi m unconscious since the first bl ow had been even | ower than |an

i nt ended.

' '"Look, Abe''-lan turned to a pale Bernbaum' 'l want this case off the
docket fast, and | want the prisoner on ny road gang. You can measure him for
his jail house denins while he's laying here. Then I'lI|l drag himover to the
jail, though I mght need Mdnight's help. You bring a conplaint for
defrauding a nmerchant, and 1'Il get himfor insulting a peace officer. You
award yourself the twelve fifty for the suit, then give himthree days or
thirty dollars. | want his tinme, not his noney."

Strangely befuddl ed, the usually reliable tailor bridled.

" 'lan, this man is Jebediah Clayton. He's a Mornmon, and you know how t he
mayor i s about handling Mornmons in town. This one even the Gentiles call J. C
i n Shoshone Flat, so you can tell by his initials what the people think about
hi m around here. He wasn't going to defraud nme, not for one minute. He just
likes to bargain. Besides, there's a | egal question here. How can | be judge
and plaintiff at the same tinme?"

I an considered the situation for a monent. He was a reasonabl e nman and di d not
want Mayor W nchester to consider him a pi gheaded subordinate, too
stiff-necked to abide by the town's policies. Personally, he did not wish to
ant agoni ze the Mornons since they were already using the road to trickle a few
deposits into the bank, but the road had to go through. Al so he was getting a
reputation for being a fair man, evenhanded in his dispensation of punishment,
and he did not wish to appear to be favoring the Mrnmons and the Hebrew by
arresting only Gentiles.

"I declare, Abe, you're always confusing things. Trouble is, you don't know
how to confuse them enough. Now, it you're bringing a false report agai nst
this man, just say so. . . | need an assistant water boy on ny work gang ..

If you ain't, do as | say. Sonmebody' s got to teach these Mdrnons to respect
the | aw.

No, if you ain't bringing no false report, start neasuring that man for his
wor k cl ot hes. "

Abe reached into his pocket and began to unfold his tape neasure.

"lan, being the judge and plaintiff in this case doesn't strike nme as being
anywhere as irregular as being the judge and the defendant."

The input inpinging on G7's slightly dimnished energy systemwas both
encour agi ng and strangely disquieting.

lan McCl oud was beconming a living legend in the valley. It was as if the
dwellers on this small segnent of a planet-which, judged by one of its ol dest
records, the Bible, differed only in size and not in degree from Shoshone

Fl at s-had been waiting for a strong man to appear. The citizens, incarcerated
and free, were flocking around him Disparate el ements were bei ng brought
together to work for the comobn good, a good visible to all eyes. A shining
hi gh road of crushed rock and deconposed granite was stretching across the
meadows. No one sought to question lan's notives-those who knew his notives
were tarni shed were placated by their own gai ns-because the road was there and
gr owi ng.

For the man hinself, the idea of a road had becone an obsession second only to
Col onel Blicket. Principally because of the fines he had |l evied and the graft
he was taking fromhis various enterprises, very few Gentile funds other than
lan's own and those of his cohorts were going into the bank. On the other
hand, enbol dened perhaps by the nunber of Gentiles in jail, the Mdrnons were



begi nning to use the bank nore and nore, and a new spirit of economc
accommodati on was making itself felt between the religious factions in the
val | ey. Peace seened inm nent in Shoshone Flats.

Now, in an act conpletely contrary to his own interests, Md oud had arrested
a Mormon. For nothing nore than a keystone on the arch of a stone bridge, he
had risked the fragile tranquillity of the community and his yet to be
ill-gotten gains

fromthe bank. He had arrested an honest, gentle, and | awabid-ing gi ant whom
even Gentiles referred to reverently by his initials, J. C

G7 threwup its tendrils in despair. Md oud would have to work his way out
of this dilemma al one, wi thout the assistance of his guardi an angel

9

THROUGH his ability to transnmit his drive and pride to the road gang, |an got
nmore than a rock nover from Jebediah Cayton. On the second afternoon of the
big farmer's incarceration, as the scraper scraped, diggers dug, and, up
ahead, Jebedi ah, already a section foreman in charge of a two-man crew,

wheel barrowed boul ders fromthe humock to the bridge site, lan was again
visited by the Avengi ng Angel s.

Until the dark saints hove into view, it had been a pl easant afternoon for |an
seated astride Mdnight atop a rise. Fleecy clouds floated above. Bel ow hi m
the spread skirts of picnicking young | adies dotted the meadow as they watched
the stone span rise over the creek. Faintly to his ears came the "Heave,

heave, ho" of a crew nuscling a gravel wagon forward. Bel ow himto eastward
was a promontory overl ooking the valley where Liza had told him Gabriella
wanted to build her school-two acres or so jutting out into the farn ands of

t he seni or Peyton

When he spotted the bl ack-coated cortege winding up fromthe south, lan feared
trouble. Now there were eight instead of six of the Latter-Day Saints, two
nore than the bullets in his revolver, and he was not a two-gun nan.

Six bullets for eight saints

Feeling the cl osest enotion to fear he had known since Gettysburg, |an watched

as the horsenen rode up the hill. Even if his gunslinging proved as sharp as
the day he winged Billy Peyton, lan thought, there was no way he could fire
and reload in time to get themall. O course, he could turn and flee.

Heretof ore flight had been his standard response to the approach of arned men.
Now, pride and his investnent in the valley prevented himfromrunning.

As the Mornons drew nearer, lan raised his left hand in greeting, |ndian

fashi on, and Stake Superintendent Peyton raised his right hand in return. Ad
Man Peyton, |an decided, was either intending to be reasonable or he knew no
nore about gunfighting than his son

"Hel | o, deputy."

"Hell o, super. \Wat's the word from heaven?"

"Nanmoo tells me you' ve got one of ny boys in your work gang."

The voice behind the snile was neither harsh nor hostile, but it was also
nei t her inportune nor placating.

Two of the riders were sw nging behind Peyton, keeping away fromthe group and
goi ng higher up the hill to outflank lan and get a clear angle of fire.
Probably they were hired guns from Salt Lake City, lan thought, and swerved
his horse to keep themin his line of vision. He would have to get the
gunfighters first and hope that in the resulting confusion a couple of the
amat eurs woul d shoot one another. Such m x-ups had been known to happen, but
it was a slender reed to prop his life on

G7 fully agreed with lan's estimate of the danger. Alerted by the deliberate
approach of Peyton, G 7 had already disengaged its tendrils, leaving only a
trailing filament attached to its host's otic nerve to register conversations.
Invisible in the noonday sun, the nebulosity floated above M oud.

The man's fate was solely in his owm hands, for lan's bright angel had |eft
hi m



"Yeah," lan admitted, unaware that he had been deserted, " Jebedi ah d ayton
got a little out of line yesterday, three days or thirty dollars' worth, by
def raudi ng a Hebrew. "

"His arrest and sentencing was all legallike, | reckon."

Peyton's remark canme perilously close to being a question, and |lan reacted
qui ckly. "You ain't questioning the court's decision, are you, mster?"

lan's words were a knife thrust Peyton parried with noderation. "Can't say |
am deputy."

"Good! Contenpt of court could get you twenty days. . . . Except | mght have
trouble with the pussyfooting judge. He's been trying to get a little soft
lately, and he might let you off with |less. Maybe |I ought to jail the judge
for contenpt of court. . . . But you ain't here to listen to nmy problens.”
"Maybe the judge is the problemfor both of us, deputy. The Hebrew s been
giving you Gentiles thirty days or thirty dollars which figures out at one
dollar a day. Then he ups and give J. C. three days or 30 dollars, which
figures out at ten dollars a day. If the Hebrew had give J. C three days or
three dollars, the stake coul d have raised the fine. But, no. That son of
Israel ain't being just with us Mrnons."

On the record, the Mrnmons couldn't be trusted, lan decided. They had brought
ei ght men agai nst a six-shooter, two of the nen had tried to outflank him as
t hey parleyed, and now the Mdrnon was trying to drive a wedge between the
Hebrew and the Christian Gentiles to get the Christians over on the Mornon's
si de agai nst the Hebrew

"I ordered the ten dollars a day fine,’
"Ain't that kind of high, deputy?"

Not only was the Mornmon untrustworthy-he was unreasonabl e.

"High?" lan flared. "It's low Jeb's worth twelve ordinary Gentiles when it
cones to hard work. Next to that red-haired Irishman, down yonder, J.C is the
best man | got. He'd be better than the Irishman, except M ckey O Shea's got
brains, and Jeb ain't."

Peyton eyed the deputy sheriff with confused understanding, as if giving lan a
new apprai sal, and when he spoke, sonme of the iron was gone from his voice.
"You sound like a just nman, deputy. . . . | know Jeb's a good worker. He's a

| aw abi di ng, God-fearing man, and he ought not to be in a jail house gang. He's
got three wives and sixteen children to support.”

"J. C oughta thought about them before he set out to break the law, " Ilan
shapped.

"But he ain't no | anbreaker, deputy."

I an waved his hand toward the work gang bel ow

"Super, you go down and talk to any of them convicts. You won't find a one
that ain't the nmost innocent, |aw abiding, God-fearing man you ever net-by his
own |ights."

"I don't reckon no man's going to poor-nouth his self,
' mspeaking up for J. C He tithes regular."”

"What's tithing?"

"He gives ten percent of all he makes to the church, like all good Mornons
do."

lan had not realized the Mornmons were so generous, but with the know edge he
saw an opportunity.

"You think | ought to give J. C. ten percent off for good behavior,'' lan
asked harshly,' 'when the judge's done give himthree days?"

Aware of the penalty for contenpt of court, Peyton skirted the subject
cautiously. ' "No, | ain't saying that. But J. C is a head of famlies. Now,
| brought you two unmarried boys, one's a tobacco chewer and the other snokes
behind the barn, and I'll let you have them both for Cl ayton in a dead-even
swap because these boys need discipline.”

Peyton's remark expl ai ned the presence of the two scruffy-1ooking speci nens
farther up the hill; they were not flanking gunmen, they were outcast Mrnons.
"Super, | ain't running no reform school for Latter-Day Saints, but seeing as
how you and nme always seemto hit it off, I'mwilling to do you a favor.

lan told himbluntly.

Peyton admitted, "but



You see that little point of |and, down yonder, jutting off fromthe road?"
Still wary, lan lifted his left hand and pointed down the hill beyond the road
to the spur where O Shea had piled the boulders fromthe blasting operation
Peyton followed the point with his gaze and nodded.

"That's your land," lan continued. "If you're willing to donate it for a
school for Mss Gabriella Stewart, |I'd be willing to accept your proposal, but
it would have to be between you and ene, win, |ose, or draw. "

"Why between you and ne?"

"I can't speak for Jebediah dayton," lan explained. "Jeb's sort of took a
personal interest in the road, and he m ght not want to quit. For one thing,
he's taking part in the dedication of the stone bridge tomorrow. He's placing
the keystone in the arch by hisself. Another thing, he's got a suit of work
clothes free that's all his own since no other prisoner hi the territory's big
enough to wear them and Jeb, being honest, mght figure he ain't earned them
yet. Then J. C. might not be willing to go back to all themw ves and children
since he's got a taste of the free life in jail."

Peyton seemed to have forgotten Jebedi ah Cl ayton as he | ooked down on the
poi nt of land below "There's nigh onto three acres of good farm and down
there."”

"Two acres of rock," lan snorted.

"You put a Gentile school too near us fol ks, and our young ones w |l be
wanting to go to it."

"Makes no difference. Book |earning s book |earning."

"I don't want to mix our angels with them Gentile angels," Peyton demnurred.
"Seeing as you got a powerful fondness for angels, deputy, you can understand
that. |I done | ost one Mornon to the Methodists. He warn't much good, but I'd
hate to | ose a whol e passel of good, tithing Mornons. . . . No, | couldn't
give up themthree acres for less than ten dollars an acre.™

"Super, you can see fromhere that land' s too rocky for fanning. Themtwo
acres ain't worth ten dollars an acre.™

"I could lose ten tithing Mornons to that school,

Peyt on i nsi st ed.

"All Mss Stewart's going to teach is reading, witing, and ciphering," lan
said. "lIt's against the lawto teach religion in school."

"I'f you're tal king about the United States Constitution- "Peyton shook his
head-"1 don't know if it applies out here. Woning's a territory."

"I ain't tal king about anybody's constitution. |I'mtalking about ne. I'mthe
law i n Shoshone Flats, and |I'm saying there ain't going to be no tal k about
angel s in that school, only the three Rs. | ain't got nothing agai nst Mron

or Nampbo either, but |I'masking you this: Do you want to keep that m serable
acre and a half of rocks, or do you want me to go down there and tell Jeb
Clayton he's free to walk off his job, take themtwo boys of yours and break
their tobacco habit, and put up a stone school house overl ooking the valley
i ke a monunent -t he Bryce Peyton Territorial School ?"

A glow lighted Peyton's eyes and a sudden, warm ent husi asm canme into his

voi ce. "Deputy, ever since you started tal king, that mserable half-acre of

rocks is been getting smaller and rockier. If you'll let J. C. make his own
choi ce and take themtwo jackleg saints up the hill there, the school land is
yours."

lan | ooked up the hill, regretting his own enthusiasm The pair |ooked too

seedy to really qualify for the road gang, and he could see no way to break
the snmoker's habit. Curing the tobacco chewer woul d be easy; he could break
the man's jaw.

"Look, super. |I'mrunning short of cell space. If J. C ain't willing to make
the trade for themtwo, does our bargain still hold?"
"AIl I want is ny rights as stake superintendent," Peyton said. "If J. C

don't want his, that's up to J. C. Far as |'mconcerned, the Bryce Peyton
Territorial School is yours."

G 7 slunk back into its host, feeling pride mxed with chagrin. lan had not
needed its guidance, was, indeed, on the verge of scoring a coup for the
conmuni ty's good unassisted. The irony for G7 was its awareness that Md oud



must have had this schenme subconsciously in his nmind when he ordered O Shea to
pile the rocks on the acreage.

What McCl oud | acked in wi sdom he nade up in shrewdness and cunning, G7 had to
admi t.

As lan rode down the slope in the conmpany of the stake superintendent, he
realized he was taking a small but cal cul ateed risk that C ayton m ght decide
to go with Peyton, but lan doubted it. The big man had been allotted a two-box
rati on of Liza's best chicken, and he had fallen in with the spirit of the
road gang. As O Shea had done, C ayton had devel oped an interest in
stonemasonry and was personally involved in the construction of the bridge

whi ch had brought the largest turnout of fenale spectators in the history of
territorial road buil ding.

"Clayton, front and center,"” lan yelled as they rode up.

The gi ant heaved a boul der he was carrying in the direction of the creek and

| oped over to the horsenen.

"Jebedi ah," lan said, "M. Peyton's willing to swap two of his boys to serve
out your time. He figures you're worth nore to your famly than you' re worth
to the people of Woning, or at least you're worth as nuch as a couple of his
boys. "

Gl ayton | ooked at lan with disbelief and turned to glance at Peyton with
scorn. When he spoke, he spoke only to Md oud.

"Deputy, if I ain't worth nore than that, | ain't worth nothing. Anyhow, the
mason's cutting the center stone tonmorrow, and I'mthe only man who can hoi st
it into place. |'"'mstaying to see that bridge finished if the creek fl oods

tonorrow and | have to wait a week."

Gl ayton turned and gal |l oped back to the rock pile.

Shruggi ng his shoulders, lan turned to the stake superintendent. "Trouble wth
t hese boys, M. Peyton, is that they're appreciated for what they're doing,
and they appreciate what the others are doing. They don't get that kind of
appreci ation at hone. You see | tried, but J. C. is bound and determ ned to
finish that bridge, because | prom sed himthe honor of putting the keystone

in place."

"Well, he ain't bushwhacki ng our proposition,” Peyton said. "You go ahead and
put up that Bryce Peyton Territorial School, and I'Il speak to the El ders
about sending the children. You can have ny ei ghteen young ones, that's a
promnm se."

Ri di ng back at the head of the colum with O Shea after quitting tine, lan
said casually, "You seemsort of taken with stonework, M ckey. How d you like
to build a school house?"

"One thing at a tine, boss. W haven't finished the road yet."

"I mean, how d you like to be a contractor, build it for the town?"

"No, captain. This road's ny |ast charitable contribution to Shoshone Flats."
"I ain't talking about charity, O Shea."

"Beggi ng your pardon, deputy, but if you're tal king about building a

school house for this town, you're tal king about charity."

" "You | eave the contract up to me. How rmuch do you figure it would cost the
town for you to build a four-room school house out of native stone?"

O Shea thought a nonment before answering, "Not nore than five hundred

dol lars.”

"That's about what | figured," lan agreed. "But 1'll get you a contract for
seven hundred, with a two-hundred-dollar advance for incidentals. You can pay
me fifty for ny half of the two hundred and you can pocket the rest. Is that
fair?"

"You got a quick head for figures, captain," O Shea said, "But I'mall for
it."

After supper, lan broached the subject to Mayor Wnchester, who agreed to the
proposal wth reservations.

"O Shea can't build a school house for any seven hundred dollars. I'Il advance
himthe retainer, all right, fromthe adnm nistration fund, but 1'd like to

| ook over his cost figures. No sense letting that boy | ose his shirt on his



first contract with the town.

"Tell you what. You bring himby the church, Sunday. 1'll go over the figures
with himafter the sernon, and |I'I| personally see to it that he gets back to
jail."

O Shea had not conplinmented lan on his quick head for figures wthout, a
reason. After a few seconds' reflection, lan realized that the mayor wanted to
get the contractor alone only to raise the price of the school house, and |an
took imredi ate counterneasures to insure hinmself his share of the mayor's
profits.

"Your word's as good as gold, Wnchester, but | can't rel ease a prisoner

wi thout a ten-dollar bond. That's a town ordi nance."

"OfF course," the mayor agreed, reaching for his wallet. "As mayor of this
town, |I'm always happy to abide by its ordinances, even the ones | forgot to
sign."

Surprisingly for lan, the only obstruction he encountered in his planto
construct the school house for Gabriella cane fromthe prime contractor, M ckey
O Shea,

In a casual, offhand manner designed to cloak his intentions, |an asked
Gabriella if she had any pictures of buildings she liked. On Saturday evening
after supper she dropped by the jail house office bringing a huge book
Architectural Treasures of Europe, which she laid on the sheriff's desk and
opened to a full-page, nezzotinted engraving.

"lan, I'd like to show you the world's nost beautiful building, and I'd |ike
to explain the architectural details which lead me to think so."

Rat her di smayed by her tutorial manner, he dermurred, "No use show ng ne Gabe,
M ckey O Shea's the man | want to | ook it over."

Tur ni ng, he shouted down the corridor, "O Shea, front and

center!”

O Shea swung open his cell door and advanced at a quick step down the
corridor, a questioning | ook on his face as he enmerged into the office and
noti ced Gabriella.

Feeling that now was as good a tine as any to nake his intentions known to the
girl, lan waved his hand toward the book on the desk and said, "M ckey, take a
gander at the school house you're building for Mss Stewart on Peyton's Point."
Across the desk fromlan, Gabriella's head snapped up, and she was | ooki ng at
lan in astonishment. A veil seenmed to float over her eyes, and she conti nued
to stare at lan as O Shea gl anced at the picture.

Though Gabriella was petrified with amazenent, her astoni shment was | ess than
O Shea's. Leaning over the book, he, too, went rigid as a | ow whistle broke
fromhis lips. Standing beside them lan waited patiently for the tableau to
break, and O Shea broke it first.

H s voice rose to a high whine of incredulity as he said, "Wat the hell,
boss? This is Chartres Cathedral."

"Wat ch your | anguage, boy," lan snapped, "There's a lady present. . . . Now, |
don't care who owns the building, just shut up and build it."

| an knew O Shea woul d di sobey the order because O Shea had never heard it. In

a stupefied nonotone, he said, "It took four thousand Frenchnen four hundred
years to build this building."

"Snap out of it, OShea. . . . Are you telling ne you're willing to let a few
Frenchmen outdo an Irishman?"

Gabriella was still hi a trance caused by lan's oblique announcenent. O Shea

had turned pale, but he was continuing to argue.
"But, captain, Mss Stewart doesn't need a four-hundred-foot bell tower."

"M ckey," lan explained patiently, gently, "she's got to have a building to
i mpress them Mornons. Superintendent Peyton will be sending her his young
ones, but that don't mean the others will fall in line. "

"l'an McCl oud, are you telling me that Bryce Peyton's already agreed.
Fi nal ly, snapping out of her trance, Gabriella hurled the partial question
but O Shea did not let her finish

"Four hundred feet, captain. Don't you think that's overdoing it a mte?"



"lan, | had no idea.
"Lop off a few hundred feet if you don't feel up to it,"

lan said. "Maybe

three hundred will be enough.”

"Thirty's enough,"” Gabriella broke in. "But | don't need a bell tower. | have
a hand bell. . . . lan, what's this about Bryce Peyton?"

"Peyton's sending you his young ones."

"Let's see. . . eighteen young ones, that's thirty-six dollars, head tax," she
said, and began to drift back into a trance when |l an aroused her

"You'll need a bell tower, Gabe. No sense going out to ring your own bell on a
rainy day, and a bell rope will have all the Mrnon boys conming just to ring
your bell. Anyhow, when that bell sounds, | want the whole valley to know

there's a school in session.”

"Then, by all means, give ne a bell tower, M. O Shea, but thirty-six feet
will do fine."

"Make that a hundred, M ckey," lan ordered.

"Ch, but lan. !

"No bother, Mss Stewart," O Shea turned to the girl abruptly. "I believe I
can satisfy both parties in regard to the hei ght-one hundred feet for the
captain and thirty for you.'

"I'f you can do that, 1'll be flabbergasted, but |1'm already fl abbergasted. For
me, the nost beautiful school house in the world, and right here in Shoshone
Flats."

St andi ng, she seenmed to be floating away, but O Shea hardly noticed.

"What about the flying buttresses, Mss Stewart?" he asked, pointing to the
page.

Gabriella had not heard O Shea. She was drifting into a private world, her
eyes msting over w th happiness.

I an gl anced at the drawing on the page, to the abutnents on the building

O Shea was pointing to, and he |liked the | ooks of the exterior arches. They
gave the building the straddl el egged stance of a gunfighter.

"I like them Mckey, so throwin a few for her. Now, take the book and get
cracki ng on them plans."

Strangely, O Shea, al so, seened to be w thdraw ng. Standi ng over Architectura
Treasures of Europe, staring down at the drawi ng, he was tal king to hinself.

"Alittle Chartres. | never thought I'd start with alittle Chartres."
Suddenl y, he snapped out of his reverie, "Captain, 1'll not only need the
book, 1'Il need a drawi ng board, T squares, French curves, pencils, drafting

paper, and five nore days on ny sentence."

"You ain't getting no nore tinme fromnme, unless that road ain't finished on
schedul e. You're doing this on your own tine."

Nevert hel ess, lan had obtained the supplies fromthe general store by Mnday,
clearing al nost as nuch fromthe purchase of the supplies as the $50 he earned
fromQO Shea's retainer fee. In addition, he pernitted O Shea to set up his
drawi ng board in the cell-block corridor for night work and schedul ed a day
off fromroad work for a small crew under O Shea to dig the foundations for

t he Peyton School. lan's about-face followed the policy of generosity set by
the town's administration. There was little point in being stingy with the
prisoners' tine since the mayor was not the saving sort. After review ng

O Shea's plans for the school, Wnchester had upped the contractor's bid to
$910. 27.

The mayor took the trouble to explain to the deputy why the contract had been
upped; flying buttresses added considerably to a building s overhead. |an
adm red the mayor's persuasi veness. He was convinced the additional cost was
al l owabl e until the banker greeted themon the sidewalk with a friendly, "Good
nor ni ng, Mayor W nchester, Deputy M-d oud."

lan adnired even nore the twenty-seven cents Wnchester tacked onto the bid.
Such little touches separated mayors from deputy sheriffs.

Mor nons were beginning to use the road now. Not only were the Mrnons and
Gentiles in the valley being drawn closer, Wnchester and Bain, erstwhile
synmbol s of virtue and vice in Shoshone Flats, were being seen together nore



often. Bain pledged $100 to the nayor's canpaign fund to fight any possible
ref orm candi date who night be entered into the race by the nonvoting w ves of
habi t ual poker | osers.

| an personally gained a feeling of acconplishment fromthe road. He was being
paid well for his work, and the bank was gai ning an i ncreasing stream of
depositors, but his feelings did not seem connected with the harvest, present
and potential, he would gain in money. It was nore a satisfaction in civic
acconpl i shnent, a pleasure alien to any he had ever felt before.

Ful | extent of the W nchester-Bain rapprochenment was not brought hone to I|an
until the day of the ribbon-cutting cerenonies marking the opening of the
road. Had it not been for the cerenonials planned by the mayor, lan could have
finished two days ahead of schedul e and given the prisoners five days off for
good behavi or.

But the prisoners were not the only ones to suffer fromthe delay. lan had to
cancel his plans for a dramatic farewell to Gabriella since the ribbon cutting
was posted for the afternoon he would have to | eave to pick up the stagecoach
at Wnd River. Neither he nor she could avoid the ribbon cutting. The mayor
had invited lan to sit on the platformas a guest of honor, and Gabriella was
to be the official ribbon cutter

As it happened, lan reached the official end of the road before el even on the
nor ni ng of Septenber 2. A sizable crowd had gathered to watch the unofficial
finish as the nen worked toward the officials' platformand the w de swash of
whi t ewash drawn across the road where the ribbon was to be strung. lan's

crew insisted on an inpronptu cerenony of its own, handing himthe last ful
shovel of gravel to spread on the last inch of road. Enough nenbers of the
band were on hand to tootle "For He's a Jolly Good Fell ow' and give a festive
note to the informal finish

There was a spate of appl ause and handshakes for lan after he bowed to the
crowmd and handed the shovel to O Shea, who marched the crew smartly off to the
jail house to wash up for dinner and get ready for the official cerenpbny at two
o' clock. Both Gabriella and Liza were present, and they rushed up to buss his
cheeks. He bl ushed and wal ked down the street, M dnight foll ow ng.

Gabriella and Liza had to hurry back to the restaurant to prepare dinner for
the prisoners and the expected | arge crowmd. As |lan wal ked al ong, inwardly

pl eased but outwardly nonchalant, Billy Peyton fell into step beside him

' '"Deputy, Mss Stewart mentioned you were interested in the fifty acres of ny
property between the Jebedi ah Cl ayton Bridge and the Bryce Peyton Territorial
School . "

"Yep."

' "You can have the whol e shebang for fifty dollars, provided you give ne your
word of honor you won't pay court to Mss Stewart."

The Met hodi sts must have done a good job of converting on Peyton, |an observed
to hinmself, if the ex-Mornon was willing to trust a bank robber's word of
honor, but here was a chance to make a fast $400 profit on |land Sheriff Faust
was willing to pay $500 for

"Well, boy," lan said, "I know | ain't up to courting Mss Stewart. She's got
too much book learning to | ook on me as a legible suitor, but since you think
different, let's step in the bank here and transfer the tide. | got fifty
dollars to spare.™

I an was pl eased by the transaction and nore pl eased when Peyton immedi ately
put the payment back into the bank. However, lan's pleasure was short-1lived.
When he reached the office, he found Faust there attending to his

admini strative work

by staying sober until after the ribbon cutting.

"Sheriff,"” lan said, "I think | can get Billy Peyton's |and for you for about
five hundred, so's you can make your own beer when you retire."

Sober, Faust was suspicious. "Trying to retire ne off, son? Getting ready to
step into my boots while I"'mstill in then?" Naw, sheriff. Been thinking of
quitting, nyself. But you said you wanted-the property."

"I did once, but that was before |I brought |aw and order to Shoshone Fl ats.



Doi ng adm ni strative work sharpens a man, deputy. | decided to put ny noney in
the bank and draw interest. By the time | retire, which ain't going to be for
along tine yet, the people over in Idaho will be shamed into building a road
to the Wom ng border to match the one Mayor Wnchester ordered you to build.
When that happens, the freight rates between here and the brewery in
Pocatell 0's conming way down, and the price of beer's going to drop. Wth ny

i nterest noney and the low prices, | figure | can buy nore beer than | can
brewin what little time I'Il have left to nme after | finally decide to
retire.”

Wl l, lan thought, as he went to wash his hands, it served himright. He was a

bank robber, not a hornswoggler, and it never paid to nmix trades. But he'd
lost nothing. He'd get his fifty dollars back, plus the sheriff's savings,

t orror r ow.

lan's place of honor on the speaker's stand was to the left of the justice of
t he peace, who was left of the conm ssary stewardess who was | eft of the high
sheriff, who was left of the ribbon cutter, who was |left of the mayor.
Strangely, M. Bain had been invited to the platformand sat to the right of
the mayor. Prettily gowned and bonneted, Gabriella Stewart carried a | arge
pair of shears at the ready. Before the platform precisely ranked, shovels at
"right shoulder,"” an honor guard of lan's road crew under the comrand of

M ckey O Shea stood at attention

After the crowd had assenbl ed before the dignitaries and after a few patriotic
airs fromthe band across the street, the

mayor arose to "Present, tools!"-barked out by O Shea. When O Shea had ordered
t he honor guard to "Parade, rest!," the mayor introduced the honored guests
fromleft to right, ending with lan, "whose spadework under the supervision of
Sheri ff Faust nmade our dreanms a reality.”

When | an arose to acknow edge the introduction, prolonged applause and cries
of "Speech, speech" arose fromthe crowd, so the mayor invited lan to say a
few short words.

"When | first got here," lan said, "I had two conplaints about this town-the
Mor non gunfi ghter couldn't shoot straight and Dead Man's Curve was too
crooked. Since then, your Mrnon gunfighter's becone a Methodi st

strai ghtshooter and O Shea's Gap has strai ghtened out Dead Man's Curve. Now, |
ain't got no conplaints.

"However, |I'mgiving all my convicts tine off for good behavior, right after

ri bbon cutting, and inviting themover to Bain's Saloon to have free drinks on
me. If any of the rest of you have been saving up for a spree, tonight's the

night to throwit. I'mleaving here for Wnd River to ride shotgun on the
stage, right after the ribbon cutting, and I won't be back till tonorrow
nmorni ng. So, tonight, | won't be arresting nobody Thank you."

Am d prol onged cheers, lan sat down, and the mayor arose to wait out the
silence. Wen it finally came, Mayor Wnchester went into a spiel describing
the future of Shoshone Flats, which lan had heard before in Brother

W nchester's description of heaven, then with the added attraction of a

radi ant throne lan's thoughts wandered to his own i nmedi ate future Blicket
woul d hit the stagecoach at sunrise, the way he always did. Probably he'd
detail The Sergeant to kill the rear guard and fluster the driver, then The
Col onel would step around the corner of the cliff on the big gray and get the
drop on the driver, lulling the man wi th honeyed words to nmake himfeel safe
and to watch the surprised |ook on his victims face when he pulled the
trigger on his sawed-of f shotgun. Col onel Jasper N cket was right fond of
surprises

But The Col onel and his orderly would nake a mstake. They'd think it was
Johnny Loco riding rear shotgun on the stagecoach, and there'd be no neans of
identification afterwards because The Sergeant used lead mnie balls with a
slit across the nose, dumdum bullets nanmed for the sounds they made going in
and coming out. But the final remains of the shotgun guard would not be the
scraps of Johnny Loco, for he would be crouched inside the stagecoach waiting.
Sonehow, |an's daydreans about the com ng fracas weren't as pleasing as they



shoul d have been. After going six weeks wi thout killing a man, his bl oodthirst
shoul d have been sharp; he should have been snorting for the snell of
gunpowder. Maybe he was getting out of the habit of killing people.

Maybe he coul d even break the habit if he wanted to, and that was the
strangest thought of all. lan became alert to the final sentences of the
mayor. "Knowi ng our deputy will be fully taken up by his |aw enforcenment
duties under the capable admi nistration of our beloved old-tiner, Sheriff
Faust, | have contracted for the renmainder of our town's roads to be gravel ed
by private means. To supervise this great work, | have called upon a nerchant
wel I known and well served by us all. We will now hear a few words from M.
Timot hy J. Bain, our new Comm ssioner of Public Roads."

| an knew he was being scrouged out of a place at the road fund trough, that
Bai n was being paid off, politically, for his support of the mayor, but it
mattered little. After he had killed The Col onel and The Sergeant, he woul d
circle back, wait for the bank to open, and nmake off with the road fund,

adm nistration fund and all the other funds. He would ride north on a horse
that couldn't be caught through Gentile country, where every abl e-bodi ed man
for mles around woul d be suffering from hangover and indifferent to any cal
to join a posse.

For once, a straightshooter was going to win out over a politician

Bain arose to say that he appreciated the honor conferred upon himby the
town's bel oved mayor and that he would continue the policy so ably begun under
the mayor's adm nistration by putting gravel on the remai nder of the roads in
the netropolitan area of Shoshone Flats. Since the contract to gravel the
roads had already been let by the able and energetic mayor, his first official
duty as road conmi ssioner would be to dedicate the first finished portion of
the road network.

At a nod fromthe mayor, Gabriella had descended fromthe platformto stand by
the ribbon, and Bain continued, "So now, Mss Stewart, stand by as | take
great pleasure in namng this road with a nane that synbolizes our future and
honors our past. You nmay cut the ribbon, Mss Stewart."

Gabriella cut. As the ribbon fluttered to the ground, Bain continued,' 'l
hereby formally open the new Wnchester Pike.'

As Gabriella whirled, eyes flashing, hands on hips, a |oud shriek arose from
under a sunbonnet far back in the audience. "It's MCoud s road. Wiy don't
you call it that-Md oud' s Road?"

Am d derisive hoots and catcalls, the honor guard turned with drawn shovel s
and woul d have clinbed the platformto bel abor the new comm ssioner if O Shea
had not barked, "Stand fast, you scal awags! There's nore to cone."

Smiling benignly, raising his hand to silence the jeers of the crowd,
Conmi ssi oner Bain bell owed above the tunult, "Ladies and gentl enen, Deputy
McCl oud has not been forgotten. Let our mayor speak.”

"He'd better talk fast," Jebediah C ayton yelled, shouldering his vast bul k
toward the platform and the mayor responded, talking fast.

"Because of Deputy MC oud's great contribution to the actual construction of
the road and because of its part in bringing Gentile and Mrnon cl oser
together in this valley, we have reserved a special honor for Deputy |an

McC oud. "

Wat chi ng Jebedi ah O ayton advance, Wnchester sacrificed el oquence of speech
for a rapid delivery.

"Fifty yards south of here, on the spot, yonder, where you

see the boul ders piled, your road conm ssioner has contracted with our genera
contractor, M. Mchael O Shea, to erect a stone building along the |ines of
the Taj Mahal, with the addition of architectural features our deputy is
particularly fond of, which should prove a wel cone addition to the |adies of
the comunity."

J. C stopped and the mayor continued at a nore el oquent pace.

" "We Centiles in the valley cherish our |adies because of their rarity, but
we nust wel cone the wives of our Mornon friends and | ook also to their
confort. Today, we have no facilities at all for the fair sex. The barbershop



is a male tonsorium The hotel is infested with drummers. Ladies do not enter
the barroom So, even before M. O Shea comrences construction of the Bryce
Peyton Territorial School, he is going to hasten the inmedi ate construction of
the lan McC oud Confort Station which will be | arge enough to accommodat e six
| adi es simultaneously."

Appl ause swelled fromthe throng as the mayor sat.

Fearing now that no force this side of heaven could divert MC oud fromhis
sel f-appointed ends, G7 felt itself conforted by the mayor's announcenent.
Through an instrunentality it had considered even less likely than Md oud,
peace and religious unity mght be comng to the valley, and G 7 was grateful
Al though for the tine being it was no | onger fighting to save nmanki nd-only the
one man-it welcomed all the help it could get in the fulfillnment of its |arger
aims, and the mayor's gesture was providenti al

Not even the sight of its spaceship, lying slightly apart fromthe other
bui | di ng stones beside the road and apparently schedul ed to be the cornerstone
for the privy, disturbed G7's appreciation for the turn of events. It was not
alone inits striving for the common good. Wiile it watched its chosen host

careen toward a confrontation with evil, its work toward religious brotherhood
had found an ally in a low, grafting politician, the mayor.
G 7 was still blessing Wnchester when a strangely furious Liza | eaned across

the justice of the peace and whispered to McCloud, "There's a lot of talk
about giving the wonen the vote in Woming. That old four-flusher's stacking
his deck with your cards. In this valley, the Mornons' vote is the wonen's
vote, what with all their wives. Wnchester's aimng to corral the Mrnon
vote. He don't care nothing for the |l adies' confort. He's using your good nane
to get hisself reelected." Bernbaum nodded and intoned a sol emm, "Sel ah!"
Though he knew t he wi dow spoke the truth, lan was not disturbed. In fact, he
was well pleased. To his know edge, there was not another outlaw in the whole
West who had a six-holer naned in his honor
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FROM Wnd River to Shoshone Flats, the stage route wound over nountains. N ght
turned chilly in the high altitudes, which gave lan an excuse for riding

i nside the stagecoach, but, in addition to his planto anmbush the robbers, he
had anot her reason for wanting to ride inside-squean shness. He did not w sh
to get too friendly with either the driver or the rear guard, know ng they
woul d both be dead by sunrise

I an coul d not understand his concern for his horse. Tied to the rear of the

st agecoach, plodding along at a fraction of his normal pace, M dnight m ght
grow chill fromthe |ack of exercise. His sensitivity toward the nmen bothered
I an.

After pulling this job, he decided, he might invest sone of his loot in
railroad stocks, |earn something about railroading, and take to robbing
trains. A man had to progress with his tines, and the future was in railroads.
He was getting too picayunish and too smart for outdoor work.

Al t hough he tried to doze, he was constantly bei ng awakened as the stage

| urched and pitched on the upgrade. Past midnight, after he heard the clunk of
brake shoes on the iron rins of the wheels, all desire for sleep left him The
st agecoach had topped the crest and was headi ng down. By dawn, it should reach
the stretch of road where the nountains dropped sharply to a canyon's fl oor

At that point, with the cliff alnost sheer to the left and a five-hundred-f oot
drop to the right, the road took a sharp bend around the cliff and becane too
narrow for the driver to take evasive action. Here, lan figured, The Col one
woul d place a barricade and wait around the bend. Probably The Sergeant woul d
hi de anmong the boul ders above the road and gun down the guard fromthe rear
figuring he was killing Johnny Loco.

Tension was growing in lan's mnd, and, unknown to McC oud, it was a dua

tensi on. The being inside was growi ng nore alert.

Qut side the wi ndow, the first faint glow of sunrise was touching the canyon's



rimto eastward. lan renoved fromhis |Iap the shotgun furnished by the stage
i ne and unhol stered his revolver, sliding to the floor of the coach to
conceal his silhouette froma watcher outside. He was crouched | ow, his |egs
spread, his left hand on the door handle and his right on his pistol

A shotgun was inpractical for lan's purposes. At the close range he figured
The Col onel would be, a blast froma shot gun would tear his victimin two,
and he wanted The Colonel to die slowy. It didn't matter about The Sergeant.
He would die like the animal he was, specifically an ape, but The Col onel was
a man of sensibilities, a Southern gentleman.

A Sout hern gentl eman!

G 7 sensed a residual respect in the termits host verbalized, a remant aura
of an old regard, and it seized on the connotations.

It responded to the tensions in the mind of McCloud with its own tensions,
resolving that this man nust be saved. It would never again desert its host.
It settled its tendrils firmy along the neuron channels of the man's brain
and tapped the brain's obsession, using the feedback to power a
count er obsessi on, stroking McC oud's beta waves.

Hatred had carried McC oud down this tortuous trail to his showdown wth

Bl i cket, and MO oud had never faltered fromhis purpose. Wuld the | ove which
had arced the gal axi es endure | ess? The heavens forbid! G 7 nursed the one
area of near-warnmth in the ice-mnd of MO oud, charged it, enhanced it with
coiling tendrils of light.

A Sout hern gentl eman.

Unaccountably, lan relaxed slightly on the floor of the coach, thinking; he'd
| earned a few things fromBlicket, he had to admit. Wen he first met The

Col onel and was adnitted to his outlaw band on the strength of a service
record as a Confederate sharpshooter-seventeen Yankees kill ed, seven wounded-
The Col onel had been solicitous of Jan's well-being. The ol der man had gone
out of his way to inpress on lan the value of planning in a successful hol dup
and The Col onel was one of the softest-talking nmen lan had ever net.

It had been a pleasure just to listen to The Col onel use the |anguage; that
and his mlitary flair had a way of naking every job sound interesting. Their
| ast holdup of a U. S. Cavalry squadron had been like old tines during the war,
with [an decoying the bluecoats up a draw i nto anbush while Blicket directed
operations from behind the |ines.

He had never tried to understand the man, lan admtted, but only obeyed
orders. Squatting now on the floor of the lurching stagecoach, |an ransacked
his menories of Colonel Blicket, trying to understand the man's behavi or and
gropi ng, subconsciously, toward the principle that to understand all was to

forgive all.
Blicket's life had forced the man to becone a harsh disciplinarian. As a
brevet col onel commandi ng a squadron of irregulars in Quantrill's guerrillas,

Blicket's troops had been nostly barn burners, night riders, bushwhackers, and
border ruffians-the scunm est bunch of nurderers on horseback ever

assenbl ed-and the nildest form of discipline such nen understood was a

pi st ol - whi ppi ng.

Then, after the war, Blicket was at | oose ends. He could not retain his

conmi ssion in the arny because he had fought on the wong side; in fact, he
was second after Wrtz on the Federals' wanted list. Since he was too skinny
to be a plowboy and not crooked enough to be a I awer, the end of the war had
| eft The Col onel only the skills of shooting, riding, and commandi ng men.

Soci ety was responsible for Colonel Blicket because society had | et peace be
decl ar ed.

lan could see the tangled web of the man's life with startling clarity and
even nmore startling synmpathy. If he could sit down and have a heart-to-heart
talk with The Col onel, he might point out the folly of the man's ways. He
woul d have only one problemin talking to Blicket-they would have to yell at
each other across a space of twenty yards, the |lethal range of The Col onel's
sawed- of f shot gun

Now hal f-slunmped in his reveries, lan suddenly tensed, realizing the



i ncongruity and danger in his synpathy. Talking to Blicket would be as
sensible as patting a rattl esnake's head, for once the Colonel started to
sweet-talk a man, that man was as good as dead. He had to rid hinmself of such
t houghts i mredi ately, purge his mnd of deadly conpassion

lan had the purgative at hand. Quite deliberately, he took a deep breath,
exhal ed slowWy, and sumoned into his mind the conscious nmenory of an insult.
Knowi ng now that lan's notive and his cure for passion was about to be
revealed, G 7 wapped its tendrils tighter around the neuron paths in the
man's brain and waited.

In nmenory, lan stood again, invisible in the shadows of the ravine, hearing

t he voices of The Col onel and The Sergeant drift up the draw after Garcia had
been kill ed.

First he heard the runbl e of The Sergeant's voice.

' '"Loco might think his horse throwed that shoe accidental and try walking to

t he rendezvous. Reckon | ought to backtrack and kill him too?"

"No, Sergeant" cane the soft, well-nodul ated tones of The Col onel. "Loco's not
worth the effort. Kill Garcia's horse to deny hima beast to ride and | eave
himto the mercy of the desert. A slow death will give himtine to consider

his errant ways, for the man lied to ne in a nost reprehensible nanner."

Then The Col onel's voice dropped letting an eternal note of sadness in.

"Yes, Sergeant, the man you knew as Johnny Loco was |an M oud, an anbul ance
driver in the Army of McC ellan. The poltroon who posed to us a rebe
sharp-shooter was, in truth, a blue-bellied Yankee."

Bl ue-bel I i ed Yankeel

The insult triggered a cyclonic fury in the nmind of the man, which swept G7
into its vortex. G7's tendrils quivered. Fully aware that it was losing its
objectivity, becom ng involved, G7 was no | onger an observer. It shared the
anger of its host.

By what arrogance could a barn burning, worman killing, tenporary colonel in
charge of a ragtag outfit of jayhawkers presune to defane a four-year veteran
of Lee's Mserables with such a term

Bl ue-bel li ed Yankee, indeed.

But a dastard who planned every nove had overl ooked a sinple fact; it was not
a horse lan needed to escape fromthe desert but a horseshoe. Moreover, lan
found a hanmmer in the revolver of the dead Garcia with which to drive the
nails taken from Garcia's dead horse. It was fitting and sonehow just that
defective planning and Garcia's pistol should prove the fatal flaws of Col one
Jasper Blicket.

G 7 was eager for the kill

| an was eager, and ready, when the brake shoes cl unped agai nst the wheels with
enough friction to bring the stagecoach to a jolting halt. Beginning wth
dactyl s and soaring to strophes and anti strophes, a mule skinner's netric
profanity sounded fromthe driver's seat, but the tirade against the |uck of
the road reached its climax in a blast of rifle fire fromsonewhere to the
rear of the stagecoach. lan heard the rear guard's body slam against the roof
of the vehicle, and he knew the man was dead. The Sergeant, also, had been a

sharpshooter with Quantrill's guerrillas.
From forward, he heard the Colonel's voice crying up to the driver,' 'Just
hol d where you are, sir. You will not be harnmed, | assure you. My apol ogies

for having to di scommbde you in so drastic a manner. Al we desire is the
payrol | box at your feet. Be so kind as to throw it to The Sergeant, sir, and

you'll be permitted to continue your journey in peace to give your fallen
conrade a decent Christian burial, though, famliar as | happen to be with the
dead gentleman in question, | allow that the blue belly was not much of a
Christian.”

It was The Col onel's nethod, lan knew, to feed his victimhoneyed words to
make the killing easier, to enhance the element of fatal surprise, then throw

inan insult to the dead. Once the driver had tossed the box down and
conpleted all the heavy |abor, he too would be killed with the sawed- of f
shot gun The Col onel preferred for close-in shooting.



Wt hout | ooking out, wthout seeing the scene, lan could spot the |ocation of
each actor fromthe sounds: The Col onel atop the gray was forward of the

st agecoach horses, the Sergeant scuffling down fromthe rocks in which he had
hi dden for the anmbush. lan felt the stagecoach creak as the driver stood to
heave the payroll box down, and he heard the man grunt as he rel eased the

wei ght .

| an opened the door and | eaped fromthe coach

G 7 fissioned an ion

Once nore, time froze around lan. He floated out of the stagecoach and drifted
toward the ground. Fluttering like a leaf, he twisted in flight and fired a
bull et toward the heart of The Sergeant who stood slightly up the hillside,
his siman arns lifted to catch a box which was falling sl ower than the bull et
whi ch noved toward his heart. lan spun farther in his gyre, clockw se relative
to the ground, know ng The Sergeant would never catch the box alive. He heard
a "splat'' as his bullet struck The Sergeant's sternum before he heard the
slowl y ascendi ng "kapow' of his pistol, which was nmerging into the |ong

wi t hdrawi ng roar of the shotgun's blast. Wth his right armheld high for

bal ance, he landed lightly on the balls of his feet to face The Col onel who,
teeth bared in a grin was sending a charge of buckshot craw ing upward toward
the driver.

As lan's boot heels cane slowy level with the balls of his feet, he brought
the pistol down fromthe height it had reached when he flung his arm Beneath
The Col onel's head, lan's gaze caught the gray uniformof an officer of the
Conf ederacy. He could not find within hinmself enough sacrilege to despoil the
uniform so he halted the downward progress of his pistol and took careful aim
at The Col onel's head, denying hinself a groin shot for the patriotic reason
Col onel Blicket was turning to the sight and sound of lan, and his head bent
slowy in lan's direction. Like a |over bending to savor a kiss, he accepted
the caress of the bullet precisely between the eyes, and the "zap" the slug
made agai nst the bridge of his nose sounded, ironically, as sensuous as a
kiss. As his head snapped sl owly back, straining against a neck which dragged
his long body off the horse, time resunmed its tenpo anmid the roar of gunfire
echoi ng and reechoing fromthe canyon walls.

In the interstices of frozen time, G 7 found space to reevaluate its |oss of
objectivity. It had, itself, indulged a certain pleasure in scranbling the
energy systens of The Col onel and The Sergeant, both of which richly deserved
cessation. For a nonment during the gunfight, it had enjoyed a rare and total
rapport with its host, but now that the fighting was over the slow process of
reformati on woul d have to be resuned

By all its canons and creeds destructiveness was a sin. In a nonment of

passi onat e weakness it had yielded to the profligacy of the planet, and now it
and its host must atone. Casting on lan's visual areas the imge of Gabriella,
her face frozen into |ines of disapproval, it triggered a phrase of
self-revulsion in MC oud s mnd.

"Look on this waste, you violent, and despair."

I an gl anced around him

Not hi ng had been wasted here. Gabriella with her saving ways ought to
appreciate this gunfight. Four bullets had been fired and four people were
dead.

But, he was forced to admt, the carnage night have reinforced Gabriella's

di sli ke of violence. The Col onel's shotgun bl ast had driven the driver
backwards, and he was spread-eagled atop the stagecoach, gazing at the risen
sun with his one good eye. The right side of his face had been torn away by
the charge and the right eyeball, a viscous glob stringing froman attenuated
eye nuscl e, dangl ed over his cheekbone and seenmed to be studying intently
somet hing on the ground. To the rear, the shotgun guard's condition night have
al so upset Gabriella. The Sergeant's dum dum bullet had entered the back of
the man's head, carrying nost of his face with it and scattering his brains
and bits of skull as far as the driver

On the ground, only The Sergeant |ooked natural, |lying on his back agai nst the



hillside with his face unmarred. Hi s sl oping forehead, his heavy eyebrows

al nost touching his black, kinky hair, nade hi mappear nore apelike than
human. The only unnatural aspect of The Sergeant was his eyes, open and
staring at the sun. There was nore expression in them dead, than lan had ever
seen in them alive

It was a monstrous scene, lan admtted, even to a person with only a clinica
interest in the details, but not until he turned to the recunbent form of The
Col onel did the taste of death turn to ashes in his nouth. Patting the rump of
the giant gray with proprietary interest, he walked to the rear of the horse
and | ooked down.

lan's bullet had drilled a hole neatly between The Col onel's eyes, giving him
a three-eyed face. Pressure fromthe bullet going in had bul ged the eyes
outward and turned theminward, so, in effect, The Col onel's normnal
deat h' s- head appearance, accentuated by his bal dness, retained the illusion of
reality slightly distorted which gave the corpse a grotesquerie greater than
the others. lan was | ooking down on a cross-eyed, bug-eyed nonster

Yet it was not the horror that brought sadness to lan: It was the know edge

t hat Col onel Blicket died before he knew who killed him For any persona
satisfaction it gave him lan m ght as well have shot a hole in a fence post,
and for all Colonel Blicket knew, he could have died a pillar of the

conmuni ty, surrounded by eager heirs and a grieving wi dow. The clod stretched
out before lan was as incapable of hating or being hated as a fallen

| egi onnai re of Julius Caesar

Still, lan doffed his hat out of respect for the uniformand stood for a
monent with bowed head. "Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord" was a part of the
Scripture he understood fully now. Only the Lord had the power, if the Lord
had a mind to, to get to a man after he was dead and explain to himthe error
of his ways.

It behooved lan to think good thoughts about the dead, and the nicest thing he
could think about The Col onel was that he had |l eft a good horse for lan

McCl oud, not counting The Sergeant's nag which was built nmore for carrying

wei ght than for speed. Looking over at The Sergeant, the best thought Ian
coul d think about himwas that, as brutal, noronic, and sadistic as The
Sergeant had been, he was a nore righteous man than The Col onel, mainly
because he didn't have brains enough to nake hi mworse.

Then, too, he was obliged to the two of themfor killing the driver and guard.
Suddenly, lan's mind soared above funereal thoughts. Horses weren't the only
val uabl e items around here. Three thousand dollars in greenbacks were in the
payrol |l box. He turned and clanbered up the hill.

When the driver tossed the payroll cash down, the heavy wooden contai ner had
either hit The Sergeant's head as lan turned away or it had hit a boul der and
bounced up the hillside. Wien it fell, one of the planks had | oosened. As I|an
bent and pried back the | oose board, he |ooked in and saw neat stacks of ten
dollar bills banded in groups of ten and so fresh he could snell the ink
Thirty such bundles lay before him all his.

G 7 had tensed for another confrontation with evil, but its direct-line
reasoni ng had not prepared it for the stormwhich swept MC oud' s brain when
his eyes fell on the noney. It was al nost shaken fromthe neuron channel s
along which it lay, relaxing fromits efforts in conmputing the trajectories of
the gunfighter's bullets and slowi ng his concept of tine. Withing in the hai
of neurons, G 7 recoiled fromthe stormcenter, the thalanus. Never before had
it truly gauged the extent of this man's greed.

That greed nust be counteracted at once, or the cosmic storm whipping through
t he hydrocarbons of its host would deetherealize G 7. The being was no | onger
fighting to save mankind or lan McCloud. It was fighting for its own

exi st ence.

Frantically, G 7 fissioned an ion, nudging a carbon atom here, realigning a
nol ecul ar chain there, quieting axions, plugging synapses, firing into the
cerebral cortex inmpulses toward social duty, self-respect, obedience to |aw,
human decency, honesty, goodness, unselfishness. It thought it was calmng the



stormuntil lan reached in and picked up a stack of bills and riffled the
edges. They were crisper to his touch than a new deck of cards, and the odor
of their ink was nore potent than the perfume of Gabriella.

Gabriellal! Recoiling farther fromthe thalamus, G 7 sent photons against the
visual areas of lan's brain and projected a picture of Gabriella, poised,
beautiful, but smiling down on himw th di sapproval

What a tine for wool -gat hering about a single girl, lan thought. Wth this
$3,000 plus the money in the bank, he could have every beauty south of the
border, then rent a private railroad car to take himto New England for a
fling with Yankee girls, girls who would not be fencing himin with the " do

s " and "don'ts'' of a schoolteacher. He bent for another packet of tens to
fondl e.

G 7 fused two ions and fissioned them as one.

Wth its new burst of power, G7 laid before its host a veritable feast of the
pl easures of respectability and domesticity.

It revealed to the nman's inner vision the delights of a cottage with a rose
garden, the esteem of neighbors, |oving babes, an adoring and faithful wfe,
Gabriella. As lan fanned the bills like cards before him G 7 wought in his
mnd its own version of the Tenptation on the Munt.

lan was not tenpted by the appeals of donesticity and respectability. G7

m ght as well have appealed to his sense of honor and duty. lan was shuffling
the bills and sniffing them

Borrowi ng fromthe habits of its host, G7 dropped its straight-line reasoning
and drew to an inside straight.

It curved into lan's thal amus a three-di nensional inage of Liza charged with
G 7's own high regard for the earth nother. It was a portrait of the wonman's
head and her robust torso, heaving and bare. But a sadness in the w dow s eyes
denied to the man her torso's prom se of pneumatic bliss. G7 filled to a
royal fl ush.

' "By golly,"" lan said, lifting his head to sniff around himthe faint and
sul furous reek of ionized hydrogen, "I never thought of that."

Wth her head for business, no wonder Liza disliked the way he was handling
this matter. The Col onel over yonder was worth $5,000 dead, and The Sergeant
was worth $3,000. Together they were worth alnost tw ce as nuch as the $3, 000
in the box, even though it would take two or three days to collect the
rewards. The $7,000 he'd nmake fromthe bounties woul d make hi m such a heavy
depositor to the Shoshone Flats bank he'd Iose nore in interest than he'd gain
from robbi ng the bank.

Besi des, Shoshone Flats was the closest town to the new I ndian reservation,
and he'd always had a feeling of synpathy for the Indians. They were the CSA
of the West because they'd lost their war, too. Staying in town, he m ght be
able to do sonmething nice for the poor, cooped-up Indians.

He tithed four packets of tens for himself fromthe payroll noney and nail ed
the | oose pl ank back onto the box with his boot heel. The nmoney woul d be

m ssed, but the Territorial Stage

Li nes was responsible for the bookkeeping. If the stage line lost its contract
t hrough the di shonesty of its bookkeepers, it would serve Birnie right for
hiring just anybody who woul d work for the wages Birnie paid.

He hoi sted the box back onto the driver's platformand |ugged the body of The
Sergeant over and tossed it |lengthwi se onto the floor of the coach. Show ng
deference to the uniform he set The Colonel's body on the seat, tilting.the
head agai nst the side of the stagecoach and dropping the w de-bri med canpai gn
hat over the three eyes. Too bad, lan thought, that there was no sword to |ay
on The Col onel's chest.

He backed out of the stage quickly and wal ked forward to gather the horses. He
didn't mnd the odor of blood since it cane with the job, but he didn't Iike

t he odor of ozone which hovered in the area as if |ightning had struck nearby.
H s nmot her, he renmenbered, always said it snelted |ike brinstone.

After he rounded up the gray and The Sergeant's stocky pinto, the odor had
drifted away, and lan got a pleasant surprise. Wen he tied the gray back of



the stage next to Mdnight, the black horse whinnied softly and the gray
nickered in reply. This solved a problem he was al ready begi nning to worry
about, one that mght have interfered, even, with his new plans; it hadn't
struck himbefore but The Colonel's gray, Traveler n, was a nare.

He | assoed the brake handle by the driver's seat and, trailing the lariate
over his shoul der, nounted one of the |lead horses. He could brake the

st agecoach by tugging on the rope, and he did not want to sit on the driver's
seat next to the late driver. Wthout a doubt, he was |osing his stonach for
thi s business, so the decision he had made was the right one.

For the second time in a month, alnost to the day, lan rode into Shoshone
Flats astride a draft horse, trailing a grisly burden behind. For the second
time, he was greeted first by the sunbonnet under which dwelled his nost | oyal
support, Sister Betsy Troop, who stood by the stakes which marked the future
site of the McCl oud Confort Station.

"Who you bringing in this time, lan?"

"Col onel Jasper Blicket and one of his gang, a fellow called The Sergeant. |
don't recall the names of the two gentlenen on top."

"The driver used to be Graves Paige," Sister Betsy said. "Lived over near
Jackson City. Never took himfor the brainy kind, but I can see he had his
share. Poor boy, done give his all for the Territorial Stage Lines. Don't

recogni ze the other one because he ain't got no face. . . . Well, as | always
said, crinme don't pay."
"This one will," lan disagreed. "Themtwo inside's worth about $7,000; $3,000

for the enlisted man and $5,000 for the officer, respectfully."”

"Crinme mght pay nore if you'd |learn how to add," Sister Betsy vol unteered,

"or if you'd pull down them w ndow curtains and charge twenty-five cents a
peek to this crowd com ng here.”

' "Don't want people paying to see that crinme don't pay,'' lan said.

Attracted by the growing throng that trailed or wal ked abreast of the

st agecoach, a few wal ki ng backwards in front of the stagecoach, Gabriella cane
out of the restaurant to wave gaily to lan. He saluted her, but when she

| ooked up at the driver, back at the guard, and peered in at the last soldiers
of the Lost Cause, she turned and ran back into the restaurant. Her face was
white and she was hol di ng both hands over her nouth, and he knew she was
running to the slop jar to throw up.

It occurred to him then, that a wonan should not be judged by her parts but
in her totality. It was not enough that a feral e should have | ean flanks-there
was al so the matter of a strong stonmach. Gabriella's stomach, he was forced to
admit, tended to be a mte weak.

On the other hand, Liza, energing fromthe stage line's office after a chicken
box delivery, |ooked on the scene with nothing but adm ration

"Looks like you run into a peck of trouble, lan, but |ooks |like you managed to
handle it, as usual," she called up to him "Wo you got inside there? CGenera
Lee?"

"No'm He was just a brevet col onel."

"If themthings was alive, you' d have yourself the gol -darndest sideshow,

ever, of traveling freaks."

"Sister Betsy had partly the sane idea," lan told her as he slid fromthe
horse. "If you're going to be in town for another half hour, I'd like to see
you in the sheriff's office after | turn this coach over to the Jackson City
crew and make arrangenents to collect my bounty.”

"That won't take no half hour."

"No'm but | got to stop by the bank. . . . I'minmpounding them saddl e horses,
Li za, as stolen goods. How d you like to own the gray?"

Li za | ooked at the horse and whistled her appreciation. "Has a chicken got
feathers? That's a five-hundred-dollar horse, lan. You willing to give it to
ne?"

"I'f you're a reasonable wonman."

"Boy, you're | ooking at the reasonabl est woman the good Lord ever created.”
lan's affairs took |onger than half an hour because he found a wong that



needed righting and, in the righting thereof, took his first unassisted step
toward respectability and civil responsibility.

The stage line's relief crew was waiting to drive the coach on to Jackson
City. lan sent word by it to the federal marshal there that he had taken The
Col onel and The Sergeant into custody, dead, and would hold the bodies for
official identification. While Birnie made arrangenents to send the bodi es of
the driver and guard back to Wnd River, lan conscripted four spectators to
carry the dead outlaws to Near-Sighted Charlie's office. lan bade the
entourage to wait outside since Charlie's sod-covered i cehouse was behind the
undert aki ng establishnent, and he entered.

Strangely, Near-Sighted Charlie bal ked at storing the bodies. "Who's paying
the five dollars for the service, deputy? lce costs noney."

Charlie was lying, lan knew, he chopped the ice out of the river each w nter
free of charge, but the question did pose an adninistrative problem If lan
left the bodies on the sidewal k, crowds of curious onlookers would slow the
traffic and put the problem under the jurisdiction of the road conm ssioner
and the road fund. If the corpses were left in the sunlight for two or three
days, the town would have to be evacuated and the evacuati on would be the
mayor's responsibility, an expense of the administration fund.

| an decided to take first things first and told Charlie,' "I'll sign

a five-dollar draw on the road fund, and you collect fromBain.'

"Wn't do no good, deputy. Mayor Wnchester passed an

ordi nance yesterday that no nanme's to be honored on the road

fund but Conm ssioner Bain's."

If only an adm ni strative problem had been involved, this information would
have pronpted lan to | eave the bodi es on the sidewal k, but he had a financi al
interest in preserving the physical identity of the outl aws.

"What difference does it nmake whose signature it is? You can't see it nohow "
"I heard your voice, deputy, so | know you're out there, and the mayor said,
in particular, that the deputy sheriff's signature was no | onger to be
honored. "

Admi ni strative hedges lan could understand, but to be singled out for a |loss
of an honest privilege was another matter. A cold rage seized him Wile he
had been out of town for |less than twenty-four hours, answering the call of
civil duty, protecting the public, the mayor had been slipping around his
back, fencing himout fromthe trough. lan had known this was occurring,
yesterday, but it had not mattered to the badman he had been yesterday. Now he
was going straight, and the first time, ever, he reached into the till for a
| egiti mat e expense, the mayor slammed the drawer on his fingers.

The minute lan finished the road, he had been spurned by the official who had
used him For the only time in his life, lan was suffering an undeserved
injustice, and the mayor's treachery rankled. In plain view of an ordi nary
man, he bent over Charlie's desk and wote out a five-dollar chit, signing it.
' "Here's your chit, Charlie. There's your bodies. This paper's as good as
gold. You can take ny word."

"What other collateral can you give ne?"

"W nchester on a slab, and no cutback to nme on his funeral expenses."

The iron ring in lan's voice brought a smle of agreement to the undertaker's

face.' 'Knowi ng you and knowing him | figure |I'mbound to get paid one way or
the other."

Charlie turned and called outside,' 'Take the departed ones to the icehouse,
boys. "

Striding fromthe undertaker's to the bank, lan managed to rein his anger with
a brand-new hal ter-objective detachment. Killing Wnchester would not teach

the mayor the error of his ways. Besides, the mayor was al so a preacher
murdering himm ght not set well with nost of his congregation, would | ower
lan's standing as a lawabiding citizen in the community, and any public

of ficial who figured out a way to tap the public till six days a week and
Sunday deserved a nore subtle chastisenment than a bullet in the head.
Suddenly he had an idea. He could teach the mayor humlity w thout having to



pi stol -whip the preacher, and the solution to the Wnchester problemlay in
Bai n, the biggest contributor to the mayor's canpaign fund.

Three mnutes after he left the bank, Ian shoul dered through the sw ngi ng
doors of the sal oon and noved al ong the bar toward the back room ignoring
Faust at his beer-drinking station. As he noved, |an was conscious that he was
passing a mlestone in his life and taking a giant stride toward
respectability. He was going to conplete his first comercial arrangenent kept
entirely within the letter of the | aw.

Seated at his desk and totaling a colum of figures, Bain | ooked up and began
a nervous smile of greeting to his visitor, which was qui ckly squel ched by the
hostility of MO oud.

"Bain, | liked the way you and Wnchester tried to squeeze nme out of the road
fund. "

"It wasn't ny idea, deputy. The mayor didn't |ike the way you di sobeyed his
orders and run in the big Mrnmon. Anyway, the road fund' s been diverted into
the adm nistration fund. Matter of fact, there's no point even having a road
conmi ssi oner. Through connections with the mayor, M ckey O Shea's got all the

contracts sewed up. All | was appointed for was to nane the Wnchester Pike
because the mayor didn't think it proper to name the road after hinself,
hinself. | couldn't fight city hall, so | had to take the job, and that's the

honest truth, deputy. You can trust ne."

"I trust you, Bain, just as nuch as | trust nay brother, the brother | shot
for stealing ny horse, but | ain't asking for ny share of the road fund back

I just want my share of the poker take. That's all."

"You want a part of the business?" "You might call it that." "How nuch you
willing to invest?" "Three ounces of |lead"-lan tapped his holster-"if ny take
ain't forthcomng."

"Deputy,"” Bain said, visibly paling, "the agreenent's all right with nme, but I
got a silent partner 1'd have to explain your share to."

" "If you got a silent partner, it'd have to be Wnchester. Since he preaches
agai nst ganbling, drinking, and whoring every Sunday, it wouldn't be right for
himto make a profit from ganbling, drinking, and whoring."

' "Deputy, | ain't saying you're right, and I ain't saying you re wong, but I
will say you use dammed good | ogi ¢ when you're thinking."

"How much did Wnchester invest in this place?" ' 'Nothing in noney. Al that
pi ous rascal did was issue nme the draw poker license. ... I'd be willing to
make a bargain with
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you, deputy." A shrewd | ook cane into Bain's eyes. "You invest in Wnchester
what you promised to invest in me, you can have half the profits in ny

busi ness. "

Qovi ously, the sal oon keeper was hurting. He was as nuch a victimof the
mayor, probably, as Ian.

' "Nope, Bain,'' lan's voice softened.” "All | aimto do is learn him
hum lity. Besides, that justice of the peace of nine m ght have ne hanged for
killing a mayor. Anyhow, we need sonebody in the office we can trust, and you

and ne can trust Wnchester to be a hypocrite.™

Bain said, "That's for damed sure."

"You keep giving me ny take fromtables and take it out of the mayor's

adm nistration fund. Tell himit's a canpaign contribution to keep nme from
running for mayor on a reformticket. Tell himl got wind of his part
ownership of a sin palace, and if he gets out of line, he' 11 be rode out of
town on a rail by his own congregation.”

" '"1'd drink to that, deputy, and so would the mayor if he was here, but since
he ain't, | got a better idea. Wiy don't you run for mayor and get that
buzzard- beaked sky pilot off our roost. If | could charge himregul ar rates
for upstairs entertainnent, | could get back in a week the contribution he
squeezed out of nme."

"No, | ain't running for mayor. |'mthinking about doing something with a | ot
nore people.”



Bain pulled the cork out with his teeth. "You' d make a good governor, deputy,
and |I'd make a good road conmm ssioner for the Territory of Woming. Let's
drink toit."

"No, | got to do ny drinking el sewhere. Put a bottle in the bag with ny | ast
night's kitty, and 1'll nosey al ong. When Near-Sighted Charlie gets here with
a chit, pay it out of Wnchester's share of the adm nistration fund."

It was Bain's idea that he was going to run for governor, not lan's, but lan
decided to let himkeep the idea. Hope for a respectable job was a good thing
for a sal oon keeper to have, and Bain's dream of becoming territorial road
conmi ssi oner was only partial reconpense for the wongs W nchester had done
the man. It was the mayor who had to be taught a | esson he should have known
as a preacher, that the | ove of money was the root of all evil. lan cal cul ated
fromthe weight of the sack he hoisted that he was chargi ng Wnchester about
$20 a day for his lesson

It might have been lonely in the sheriff's office with all the cells enpty if
Li za hadn't been waiting for him Besides, he was so tired he could feel the
wei ght of his gun belt, which he unbuckled and hung on the wall, an unusua
act for lan, which was soon to have drastic consequences.

Li za took the edge off his |loneliness and even alleviated in part his

weari ness. He had al ways consi dered her a handsone woman, but when he shoved
the sack of noney into the desk and renoved the bottle of whiskey, her

radi ance |ighted the buil ding.

"I thought you'd took the pledge, lan?"

She was sitting in front of the desk on which he kept a pitcher of water, and
as he drewtwo tin nmugs fromthe drawer, he answered, "Yeah, but | break it
when the occasion warrants. | reckon you know what this occasion is. ... Say
"when.' '

| He pulled the cork fromthe bottle and started to pour, thinking, she m ght
not be a filly, but she was some mare. She was big and strong, and the way her
dark hair curled around her white, chiseled face and her dark eyes was nighty
f et chi ng.

"When you nentioned the horse,'' she said,' 'l started thinking dowy. |
figured you' d be worth nore than them books, which is about all my poor

or phaned daughter can offer a man, which ain't nuch unless he's a book |over."

"The whi skey's going to spill," he said.

"Top it off level," she said. "If the cup had a saucer you could let it run
over."

"You ain't |eaving roomfor water."

"Don't need water. . . . There's nothing | wouldn't do for that little girl of

m ne. Mght even throw in the chicken ranch and go to work for Bain upstairs.
So | don't want nmy wits about me when I'mtalking dowy with lan M oud. Al

| was going to give Billy Peyton was her father's books, but | know you ain 't
no book | over."

Suddenl y, she paused, and added, alnost wistfully, "Not being a book Iover

m ght be a pity for any boy bent on marrying Gabriella."

| an was shy about contradicting the lady. If Liza thought he was here to talk
dowy, he'd let her go on thinking so, at least until they were into their
second cup of whiskey.
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"I COULD use your chicken ranch,” lan said thoughtfully, "but | don't need
books as long as | got a wife who can add figures. She won't have to
subtract. "

"Don't matter about the books," Liza agreed. "Reading don't put no chickens in
the pot, and readi ng got Gabe's pa killed.

"' She don't like for me to talk about this-it's sort of a fanmily disgrace-but
you ought to know somet hi ng about her blood lines; her pa wasn't killed by no
fall froma horse. He got knocked off."

Liza lifted her cup and took a deep, pensive draft of whiskey. lan foll owed



her exanpl e, seeing her eyes grow sad.

"No, lan, her pa got knocked off his horse by a cottonwood |inb. Rode under it
wi t hout ever seeing it. He was paying no attention to where he was going
because he was deep in a book he was readi ng-John MIton's Paradise Lost. |
reckon Jim Stewart's the only man in the world to get killed by Paradi se
Lost."

The anecdote solved a m nor nystery for lan, who had assuned John MIton to be
a local gunfighter. But any distinction the wi dow ni ght have been given by her
husband' s uni que

manner of dying served little to alleviate her passing sorrow. She |ooked
downri ght nour nf ul

In a corment inprovised to console her, he remarked, "I reckon paradise is
what your husband lost, having to leave a famly with you and Gabe in it."
"Anyhow, no man could hold her pa against the girl." Liza brightened with an

idea. "At |east, she's got sone of her nother's spunk. She took right over,
runni ng the restaurant in sumer and teaching school in winter. Despite that
nice little figure of hers, she' s got a head on thempretty little

shoul ders. "’

Naturally the nother was extolling the daughter, lan realized, but there were
eddi es and countercurrents in Liza's talk, and lan seized mldly on a
backwash.

"Yes'm but she don't talk |like you and ne."

"She could learn to talk proper with a good man to teach her."

"Maybe Gabe woul d be better off with a nman of property,"” lan ventured, finally
accepting the subject of the mother's conversation. ' 'O course, | got a
little property nyself. | picked up the fifty acres south of your property
fromBilly Peyton, the place where the creek comes out from under O ayton's
Bridge. But you can't raise much beef on fifty acres.”

lan's thoughts, G 7 noticed, were making lazy circles in his mind, and the
effect was pleasant. lan's nomentary concern for Gabriella s welfare drifted
into a vivid and living image of the creek flow ng under the bridge; G 7 could
hear the splash and gurgle of running water, feel the cool flow

' 'OF course, a man don't have to raise cattle. Cattle has to be fed. Corn's a
good feed crop, but corn's got other uses. Wiy feed good corn to cows? | been
t hi nki ng about that creek water, Liza. It's nelted snow, soft and pure."

"Yes, like the lights in Gabriella's eyes," Liza said, alnost dutifully,

bef ore her interest perked up considerably and she asked, ' 'How d you pry

t hat renegade Mdrnon | oose fromthe fifty acres?"

"Me and hi mworked out an agreenent," lan expl ai ned.

"You think that land will grow corn, Liza?"

"I't'll grow anything you tell it to grow, and it's right near Gabe's new
school . She night get some of her boys to go down into your cornfield and do a
little shucking. Gabe's got a way with her boy pupils because she's so

pretty."” lan wanted to get her off the subject of her daughter. "You know,
Liza, | been thinking a lot lately, nmore than | usually do, and sonetines
about other people. |I don't want to spend ny tine as a |awman. O course, 1'd
be willing to protect the public when people really need me, for, say, running

somebody out of town or hangi ng somebody-little one-shot tenporary |aw jobs.
But 1'd liefer nmake peopl e happy by not hurting anybody. Now, | ain't saying
want to take up preaching, because that's too dangerous. People kill each
other over religion. . . . No, | been thinking about them poor old Indians the
government's herdi ng toget her down there on the reservation."

Li za had been followi ng lan's divagations with wonmanly synpathy up until his

| ast remark. Here, she broke in rather harshly. "That's for their own good,
boy. If they run | oose, they' d be stealing chickens and tronping through young
married fol ks cornfields."

"Now, don't r'ar back, Liza. | ain't for going down there and letting them
out. But the governnment's just roping themfolks into that corral to forget
them and Indians is people. They like to have fun, just like white fol ks, and
sometines they even buy things."



Listening intently, her head cocked in specul ation, Liza suddenly asked,
"Sure, boy, but where does Gabe figure in all this? You going down to set up a
tradi ng post and put her behind the counter?"

"No'm Sheriff Faust got me thinking along other lines. He wanted the fifty
acres to grow hops to make beer for his old age, but | ain't nuch of a beer
drinker. If the land grows corn and the creek water's good, the ravine behind
your barns would be a fine place to put a still and cook up a few batches of
nmoonshine to sell to the Indians. The government don't all ow nobody to sel

whi skey to the Indians, so |I'd have the whole narket to nyself."

"Red men |ike whiskey same as white nmen, maybe better, and the governnent
ain't got no right to keep them poor people fromhaving fun. By selling

whi skey, | could do a Iot of good for that poor, downtrodden race, and get
paid for my kindness."

"I"d be all for it, lan," Liza said, with qualified enthusiasm "but you know
Gabe woul d never approve of nponshining. That's against the |aw, and selling
the stuff to Indians is against another |aw "

"Laws are for people who don't know better," lan said, thinking: She kept
proddi ng the conversation back to the same old corral. It was about time for
himto grab the halter

He poured them both another round of drinks, which finished the bottle, and
spoke carefully and deliberately.

' 'Liza, | figure Gabe will be marrying Three-finger Peyton now he's
converted, and she'll be too busy raising children at two dollars a head to
worry much about what's goi ng on down behind the hen house."

Li za's face grew suddenly thoughtful, then soft, and her great, dark eyes

m sted over. Benusedly she sipped her cup, then nodded slowy in agreement.

" '"You're right, lan. If she married Billy Peyton, she'd be the richest wonan
in the valley down there on all that rich |and. Wen she wasn't teaching
school, she'd be riding out over that fancy spread of hers all the time, and
she'd forget her old ma, despite all 1've done for her."

lan had presented the widow with a breakdown in the dowy negotiations, but

Li za seened hardly concerned with the inmport of his remarks about Peyton

I nstead, she seened intent on sone private and secret hurt of her own as she
continued in a plaintive yet indignant tone.

"Yes, sir. Sometinmes | think she's a little ashamed of ny chickens. . . . But
| tell you one thing, her and that backsliding Mrnon woul d make a good pair.
He don't know not hi ng, and

she ain't got the skills of an older wonan to teach himwth.

"There's lots of tricks a wonman can teach her daughter, things they don't put
i n books, but how can a woman do it when her daughter's too educated and
snooty even to talk about it with her?. . . . You know that snit was al ways
trying to get ne to take off my shoes before | cane into the house fromthe
chi cken yard?"

Liza's face was contorted as she struggled to hold back the tears, and her
tears would disturb him He drained his cup to bolster his courage and said
bluntly, "Liza, if you're willing to put in your thirty acres with ny fifty,
that'd give us ninety good acres, with hen house fertilizer, to grow enough
corn for the whol e reservation, and we woul dn't have to build a house. Yours
i s good enough, and it'd be handy to our still. Then I'd give you the gray
horse in the bargain.'

At his remark, her beginning tears seened to evaporate.

"Are you and ne tal ki ng business, boy?"

"In a way, | reckon, | ain't got a thing against Gabriella. A man couldn't ask
for a better stepdaughter. But | always thought you had a pretty |evel head,
yoursel f, Liza, on one of the nicest pair of shoulders | ever did see, and
down bel ow you' ve got the biggest "

"Keep tal king, boy!"

" heart | ever found in a wonman. And you've got a strong stonmach, too.
Tal ki ng business with you is nore fun than courting a | ot of other wonen, and
if you're willing to give ne Gabriella as a stepdaughter, |'d be mghty



pl eased.

" "You see, Liza, | ain't no young whelp no nore. |I'mtwenty-eight going on
forty, and | reckon you're about thirty-five going on thirty. Now, |'ve seen
some bargains in ny day, but, I tell you, Liza, you're worth twice as nuch as
that big gray outside, and you'll have to adnit it's some horse."

"lan Mcd oud, are you proposing to ne?"

"Well, ma'am if you want the horse. "

"If you're proposing to nme, boy, what kind of answer do you expect froma
worman who's been wi dowed a year and before

that was married to a nman who read books? Do you expect me to flutter ny eyes
and say, 'Maybe?' "

"I'"l'l throwin The Sergeant's pinto, too. It'd nake a good pl owhorse for our
cornfield."”

"SIl ow down, boy. No need for you to try to sweep me off my feet or drag nme off
with horses. . . . There's only one thing | want you to do for me, lan. |'ll
tell you when I want it done, but first I'Il tell you why I want it done.

' "When | heard about you taking dead ai mand shooting Billy Peyton's finger
off, I said to nyself, there's a kind man, just the one to confort a w dow.
Then, when you cane to nmy house | ooking like a lost ball in high weeds when
Gabe started tal king books, | said to nyself, here's a nan who won't keep a
worman waiting while he finishes a story he's reading. Then, when you ate al
that chicken, | knew you were a man who appreciates the finer things of life.
But what cinched me was when you rode the pinwheeler, Mdnight. | knowed,
then, you were just the buster for this bronc.

"lan, it pleases ne no end that you recogni ze a real wonan when you see one.
No spindl e-1 egged, school teaching flibbertigibbet is good enough for Ian

McC oud. "

' 'Liza, it pleases ne to hear you say all them kind things, but what do you
want me to do for you?"

"Move your desk out of the way because I'mtoo drunk to walk around it, and it
woul dn't be proper for me to clinmb over it to get to you."

"But what's your answer, Liza?"

"What was the question?"

"WIl you marry ne?"

"' Hell, yes! Somebody' s got to help them poor, downtrodden Indians, and it
m ght as well be you and ne."

Remai ni ng seated, lan gripped the edge of the desk and flipped it onto its
back, sending it sliding across the floor to lodge in front of and to bar the
front door. Liza stood and fell into lan's exposed |ap, hugging and ki ssing
himw th an ardor he had sel dom encountered north of the border. But lan's

swi vel chair proved an unstable arena for Liza's gyrations. It tilted
backwards and over, spilling its occupants, who landed in a welter of arns and
legs. lan's squirmng to get fromunder her seemed to set Liza off. She shoved
the fallen chair away with her free leg and wapped the other around |an

pi nning his shoulders to the floor

Her dark black hair flowed into his eyes; the perfune of her was in his
nostrils. She flowed over himand around him and he was hel pl ess to resi st
when she whi spered, "lan, honey, your pistol's bruising me something terrible,
so I"'mgoing to take your gun belt off."

Incredi bly deft, her fingers nmoved as she spoke, and she had barely voiced her
i ntenti ons when he heard her say with astonishnent, "Well, | swan!"

That which G 7's bunbling host had failed to acconplish in weeks, Liza
acconplished in mnutes. For the angel, the wi dow s prom ses of pneumatic
bliss proved delightfully false, else the whiskey Ian had drunk was scranbling
its sense of netaphor; her ovate spheroids, firmyet resilient, were nore in
the nature of cushioned hydraulic rans, an inpression G 7 considered nore in
harmony with the totality of inpressions the female created. Liquid was the
word for Liza. To a luminosity, she was exotic yet not totally unfaniliar
suggestive of a whorl of lubricated Iight. And paradoxical. |mense yet
delicate, massive yet buoyant, she focused the |iquefaction of her thighs with



such exquisite and controll ed conpaction that even its host-that heretofore
aesthetic clod-was drawn into the fl owi ng wonder of her ways. For its part,
G 7 coul d make universal conparisons and it knew that nowhere, not even on
Vul vul a, existed the being with even a quiver of Liza's understanding of the
nmechani cs of applied aesthetics.

For instance, the art of Liza Stewart was subtly hei ghtened by an otherw se
peculiar practice which G7 could recognize as a by-product of her life
experience: Even the full neasure of devotion Liza gave to pleasure was
intensified, or spiced, by the piquancy of pain. The woman was an inveterate
chi cken plucker. Her fingers fluting over lan plucked notes of passion from
chords G 7 was positive her overly fastidi ous school teacher daughter woul d
never have tweaked.

G 7' s anal ysis was continui ng apace when, for the second time in twenty-four
hours, it lost its detachnment. While hal f-amused by and hal f - appl audi ng t he
esoteric exoticismof the widow, it had a vision of itself lifting off on a
pillar of fire, and that vision, sublime and exalting, throbbing with the
primal flane, so shivered its tendrils that it was one, not nerely with its
host but, as it were, its hostess. It could never turn fromthese revels in
derision. It was involved forever with nmanki nd. Throughout its existence it
had been launching itself froma seemngly endl ess array of planets, always
| eavi ng, al ways going. Now it was honme. At long last, G 7 had cone.

"God of gal axies, be with ne now and in the monment of my dissolution. Amen."
"What' d you say, hon?"

"Not hing, Liza. | reckon I"'mhalf-asleep. | ain't done nothing all day but
kill two men and get engaged the easy way, but |I'm plunb tuckered out. O
course, | didn't get much sleep last night, but that ain't it. |I feel like
I've fought a war and | ost."

"You stretch out, lover boy, and get yourself some shut-eye. 1'll stand guard.

One thing Wdow Stewart does-she takes care of her man."

"You ain't getting no argunent fromnme on that score. After a short snooze,
"Il see Brother Wnchester about making an honest woman out of you, and,
after we're hitched, we'll ride over to Pocatello for a two-day honeynoon."
G 7 could no I onger | ook upon the face of its bel oved because |lan cl osed his
eyes. No matter-it was concerned now with a concern that never troubled its
host, a sense of duty. One final task it nmust performas a galactic scout.

Di sengaging itself fromthe neurons of the nman, it floated upward and outward
t hrough the cl osed door.

G 7, too, had al nost succunbed in the struggle on the nmountain. True, it felt
it had won the battle, but in winning the battle it mght have | ost the war.

I an had devel oped a social consciousness of sorts and seenmed willing to accept
the restraints of matrinmony, but the man's respect for the law still seened
sonewhat dubi ous.

Moreover, G 7 was beginning to share the doubts of its host. The | aw agai nst
bri ngi ng whi skey onto an I ndian reservation seemed unequal to G 7 and
therefore unjust, particularly after its own encounter wi th whi skey had been
so pleasant. To deny spirits to a people because of skin color struck G7 as a

legal immorality which, in an oblique mariner, illum nated a vaster nora
probl em confronting the being.
Conceivably all laws were imoral, the ground rules for one great,

sel f-decei vi ng fraud.

Fluttering along the force lines of Earth, G 7 sought the easy gradients, the
I ong glides, sacrificing speed for ease. Once it settled to the ground to
cogitate.

Al of its remant honesty informed G7 that it was justifying beforehand a
course of action already cormitted to, but even its remant honesty had grown
suspect. Perhaps its honesty was a matter of indoctrination based on false,
even if sincere, assunptions, and if the seed prem se was false, all the
fruits thereof would be false.

Yet it had to be true to itself, and the truth was, it was yielding to the
bestiality of the planet, becom ng a spendthrift of energy, and there were



strong el ements of personal desire pronpting it to its ends. On the other
hand, being true to oneself was playing checkers with a nmirror inage; whatever
the I eft hand decided the right hand agreed to, and the game was foredooned to
a pointless draw.

The spirit tried to weigh these problens and resol ve them before noving on

but the spirit was too weak. Mrality lay heavily upon it like an unwilling

sl eep. Brushing aside all reservations, it rose to continue its journey,
steeling itself for the final act of separation

What ever else, it could not pernmit other galactic scouts to come to this

pl anet and assess the extent of its failure here. Qther scouts, rich with

unfi ssioned ions and driven by the indomitable spirit of their race, would
attenpt to rouse G7 to further efforts: They would be urging it to conserve
energy, exhorting it to reformthe unreformable, and, no doubt, they would be
playing around with G7's wonen

Besides, G 7 adnitted, the ethereal race nmight be taking its righteousness too
much for granted. Perhaps it had been force-fed precepts of harnonics and
energy conservation that were not beyond being questioned. Possibly it was
best that these human beings seize their revelry, live madly and upon the
hour, then die.

O what value was immortality to humanki nd? Men were not Grecian urns, glass
flowers, or any undying artifact; they were ephenera who needed pal sied age
and death to make their fleeting youth the sweeter. They needed flat D notes
to teach them appreciati on of harnonics. They needed pricks of pain to enhance
the joys of pleasure, as Liza, its Liza, so artfully understood.

Looking on itself fromthe viewpoint of an lan McCloud, it could see itself
not as a nmessage bearer but as a celestial neddler, flitting fromone star
group to another to invest nore forcible hosts and i npose on them the dul
conformty of unrelieved goodness, the ethics of conservationism interfering
in the free nmovenent of nobile organi sms which | oss of entropy was bound to
get, anyway, sooner or later. Then what? A universe peopled only with angels
flitting aimessly through the cold of dead gal axi es? Better this Resnonda's
Bow than that darkness.

Sei ze the day, G 7 thought. Don't conserve it. Time's value lay in its
transience. Burn time into the soul with fires of passion. Better tine's
traces remain as a scar than that it be allowed to wane, unmarked and
unremenbered. Better twenty years of Shoshone Flats than a cycle of Dorem a
But it was exhorting itself needlessly. Already scarred, it had seized the
nmonent and was determined to nake Earth its private preserve as long as it had
one circul ati ng photon remaini ng.

G 7 had reached the building site of the MO oud Confort Station. Hovering
over the ground, it nonitored cl ose-in data.

O Shea had been active in lan's absence. Foundation trenches had been
excavat ed, stakes planted, cords stretched, and the cornerstone noved to its
approxi mate | ocation on the northeast comer of the building site. A neasure of
its indoctrination by Earth-thinking, G7 realized, lay in the fact that it
now regarded its starship, the apex achievenent of a mllenniumold

technol ogical culture, primarily as the cornerstone of a rather el aborate

out house.

G 7 drifted over and into the spaceship, entered the conpression chanber, and
energed fromthere into the comunicati ons room Though now honogeni zed and
condensed, G 7 was barely a halo of its former self, and it knew that the tine
for diplomatic | anguage was done. Wt hout wasting energy on rephrasing, it
scanned a message directly into the scanner

Emer gency dispatch fromG7 to Galactic Central: Earth inhabitants hereby
rejected for Brotherhood. Organisns are spiritual antimatter with capacity to
transmute evil into sonething still damed but attractive. They find pl easure
in sin, elevate vice to norality. G 3 was here! Enmpathetic proof that G3
succunbed to entropy on this planet. G7 is expiring.

Attention all scouts, here follows an edict:



QUARANTI NE EARTH!

So, it was done. G7 in Earth's fellowship was one. But since the edict was a
formal wit, never to be revoked or violated, the scout signed the

transmi ssion with the full official acronym of the Gal actic Brotherhood' s
Interplanetary Exploration Legi ons: GABRI EL.

The angel conpressed the nessage into the scan chanber, set the transmitter to
ener gency power, and sent the super-

m croblip at tachyon speed toward Galactic Central. Then it actuated the
"Destruct” photoelectric cell and drifted into the diffusion chanber, although
its diffusion now was hardly nore than a formality. Qutside, it wavered from
the ship to the nearest magnetic force line going its way. In a matter of

m nutes, the starship's sel f-destruct mechani smwoul d becone operative and the
boul der's interior woul d change, becone indistinguishable fromthe granite
boul ders surrounding it.

O so G 7 assunmed. It had not reckoned with its own weakness. Wen it pressed
the "Destruct"” button with its linber digit of light, it had not nustered
enough lunmens to actuate the photoel ectric cell

G 7 began its veering, fluttering progress back to Shoshone Flats, back to its
hone and perhaps its crypt in the skull of lan MO oud. Sadly, it knew, there
woul d be no Saint lan the First to |ead his species to the light. lan Md oud
was damed.

Yet, though nortally weakened, G 7 was held on course by eagerness and

sustai ned al oft by a buoyant purpose. If it survived the two days in
Pocatello, its remaining photons woul d be used to make lan M oud the best
dammed noonshi ner west of the Wnd R ver Range

But, with its old remant honesty, G 7 knew it was not particularly interested
in the quality of whiskey lan distilled. It wanted to assure itself that Ilan
was al ways wel coned on the reservation, particularly by the Shoshone squaws.

Pl an ahead, as Col onel Blicket always said.

And after the anima of lan McCl oud perished-after the gunfighter's refl exes

sl owed and G 7's skull house was blasted to Earth, a vacant shrine then if it
had had any photons left- Earth's second Gabriel might try again, this tine
with a nore mall eabl e host.

Travel ers now within that valley use H ghway 89, and, at 70 mles an hour, few
nmotorists notice a cluster of buildings a mle off the highway to the east.
Since the post office was noved to Al pine, Shoshone Flats is no longer |isted
on the map, but to A d Wst history buffs and to collectors of esoterica the
locale is not unknown. A few hundred yards sout hwest of the al nost deserted
village stands a structure of native stone, its function |ong since rendered
obsol ete by technol ogi cal progress, which is listed in the pages of Strange
Facts as the smallest building in the world with flying buttresses.

In local |egend, the building goes by another nane, the Haunted Quthouse. The
few children in the area avoid the building at night, for a strange sound,
unaccounted for by the wi nds, disturbs the building. Those who have heard the
sound, which enmanates froma particular corner of the old confort station,
describe it as an eerie hunming, with varied and distinct nodul ations of tone.
A woman, grown too old for the ol dest profession in which she once held a
prem er position, who fancies herself a seer of sorts and who works as a
swabber at the village tavern, occasionally sleeps on the floor of the
bui |l di ng. She insists the sounds have meaning, that they are nessages she can
understand, and her sincerity |l ends piquancy to her story. For a shot of bar
whi skey, she can be persuaded to provide transl ations of the nmessages.

For the nost part, the communi ques, apparently from heaven since they are
bei ng sent by the Angel Gabriel, are unintelligible even in translation
"VMulvula off limts" is one of the nmessages; "Wthdraw all forces from M rfak"
another. The one intelligible message which draws the w dest grins is
"Quarantine Earth."

No one takes the ol d dem nondai ne seriously. Ina Black Cloud is three-quarters
Shoshone, and she's drunk nost of the tine.






