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AFRAID OF NOTHING 
.Bill Turner knew he was gambling with his life 
.. But he was sure he held the trump card 

by Garret Smith 
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Bill 
Turner crept from the woods and 

darted up the slope to protecting boul- 
ders. A rifle barked. A bullet whined 

through the space his body had just left. From 
the cave mouth, at the base of the cliff three 
hundred feet beyond him, a puff of smoke 
drifted. 

Slat Horgan sure meant business. Slat 
wasn’t one to hem and haw at a little thing 
like a bullet between friends. Bill pushed his 
head cautiously above the shelter to study the 
stone pile behind which the train robber knelt 
at bay. 

Here and there up the hillside, sheriff’s 
men knelt with ready rifles, in hollows or 

behind piled rubble. Sheriff Kates squatted 
nearby. 

Bill dropped to all fours and made for the 
sheriff. 

Kates glared. He remembered Bill Turner’s 
harum-scarum boyhood. Five years of steadi- 
ness hadn’t wiped off the slate. 

“What the hell are you doing here?” Kates 
grunted. 

Heard out at tne rancn atxnit Mat Morgan 
robbin' the express car and shootin’ the mes- 

senger,” Bill told him. “Heard he’d holed up 
here. You know there’s crevices he can climb 
to the top soon as it’s dark.” 

"Sure. We got men on the cliff.” 
“But he’ll give ’em the slip, maybe shoot 

one of ’em. I might get Slat for you.” 
“What!” the sheriff snorted. “That fellow’s 

killed one man. Can’t be hanged but once if he 
shoots more.” 

Bill flushed. “Well,” he said, “I owe it to 
the man he killed to go after Slat. Sort of owe 

it to myself too. You see, I helped start Slat 
crooked.” 

“So? I knew you two helled around to- 
gether some.” 

“Yeah. I saw him pull his first job. Told me 
he was just goin’ to scare a guy and made me 

promise not to tell. We got away without 
being recognized and I kept my word, bein’ a 
fool kid, thinkin’ I’d be yellow if I squealed. 
All the time I was really yellow. Knew if I 
squealed he’d swear I was in on the holdup. 
But if I had talked. Slat might be in prison 
now, instead of robbin’ and killin' right and 
left.” 

“You get the hell out of this,” Kates 
ordered. “I can’t let you be killed.” 

“Just say you tried to stop me,” Bill re- 

torted, dodging into the open. The sheriff 
reached for him. Slat’s rifle spoke again. Kates 
changed his mind. Bill drew a white hand- 
kerchief from his pocket and raised both 
hands, waving the handkerchief. 

"Don’t shoot. Slat,” he called. “This is 

Bill Turner. Want to come and talk to you.” 
“Stop. Ill shoot,” Slat warned. 
“It won’t help to shoot an old friend with- 

out a gun on him,” Bill answered. Hands still 
in air. Bill got to his feet. He saw the glint of 
sun on Slat’s rifle barrel between rocks. He 
thought of Slat’s cold gray eyes squinting 
across the sights. Bill wondered if he would 
hear the shot before it hit him. He dftln’t real- 
ize until his breath burst from tight lungs that 
he had been holding it for a good twenty 
paces. 

Over the last few rods his nerves drove 
him into a stumbling lope. He found himself 
face to face with Slat Horgan again — after 
five years. 

"Well!” Slat barked. "I let you come to 
hear what you had to say. You ain't been 
friendly for some time. No foolin', now.” 

The automatic lay across the stone pile in 

Slat’s steady hand, within a foot of Bill's 
chest. It left little room for fooling. Slat had 
changed in five years. He had the same big 
wiry figure, narrow face and eyes like gray 
agates. But Slat had lost that cheerful don’t- 
give-a-damn look that first attracted Bill. 
Slat Horgan used to seem like an eagle. Now 
he made Bill think of a rattlesnake. 

His eyes darted back and forth between Bill 
and the gap in the stone pile where his other 
hand held the magazine rifle. "Keep your 
hands up,” he ordered. "Climb over and let 
me see what you got. Sheriff send you?” 

"Nope. Tried to stop me. I gave him a song 
and dance about bringing you back with me 

and slipped out. I knew he wouldn't dare 
shoot me for that or run after me with you 
spatterin’ bullets around." 

"Huh!" Slat said. "He might have shot you 
at that if he knew you helped rob old man 
Blake. Kates has stewed over that five years.” 
Slat ran a hand over Bill's clothes, the other 
hand holding a pistol against Bill’s chest. 
He found nothing until he came to the deep 
hip pockets of Bill’s overalls. He drew out two 
flat packages. 

“What the devil are these?” Bill chuckled. 
“Fellow can’t travel on an empty stomach. 

You been on the run since lact night without 
many square meals. I figured. It’s close to 
evening again, when you’ll have to get back 
on the hoof and the Lord kaows how far to 
chow. So I figured ham sandwiches would 
help. I put pasteboard box-covers on so I 
wouldn’t make a mess in my pocket." 

Slat gave him a searching look. He opened 
one package suspiciously. His eyes gleamed 
at the sight of thick slices of bread and meat. 

He sampled a crumb. 
“You wouldn’t try dopin’ me?” he asked, 

glowering. 
"Hell no!" Bill snorted, holding Slat’s gaze 

without flinching. “I’ll eat half to prove it,” 
he added. 

Slat waved him back. "You know, Bill.” 
he concluded, “I begin to make sense of this. 
You’re yellow. You don't want to have me 

caught. You're afraid I’d spill to the sheriff 
how you helped rob old Blake.” 

“I sure believe you would. Slat," Bill 

“You’re damn right. You *didn't have the 

guts to go on with me before, but you’re ready 
to help me get away now so I won’t squeal.’’ 
He took a tentative bite of the sandwich. 
"Tastes all right. But if 1 begin to feel queer 
you’ll go out like a light.” 

“Fair enough,” Bill agreed. ’“How about * 

my taking my hands down before they drop 
off?” 

"Okay. Get over there against the cliff 
where you won’t figure on trying to jump me. 

Slat wolfed down the sandwich. 
“Speakin’ of yellow streaks,” Bill said. “I 

figure you plan to sneak up through the 
crevice back of the cave after dark. Remem- 
ber. we used to scare a snake out of there once 
in a while. You was always more scared than 
the snake.” Slat’s face twiniied. 

“Shut up! Tryin’ to give me:the jitters?" 
“Just something to think about," said BilL 

He let that sink in. 
“You’re rightl” Slat eidaimed. “Never 

sure a snake ain’t poison. So tonight youfll go 
ahead with my flash and watch for snakes. 
You always liked to play with the damned 
thimro *9 

“Okay," said Bill. 
Slat started to put Sam’s second package 

into his pocket, then thought better of it. 
“Wouldn’t I feel silly if I got shot before I 
ate it?” 

He opened the package. 
Then Slat’s eyes popped. With a smothered 

yell he leaped up and backward. Before he 
could catch his balance, Bill covered the 
distance between them with one jump. His 
fist caught Slat on the chin and stretched him 
on his back. 

After trussing Slat up with his own belt, 
Bill turned to shout to the sheriff. He stopped 
with a shudder. At his feet lay coiled the 
harmless little garter snake Bill had caught 
for this purpose that morning. It was darting 
its tongue out at Bill as if protesting against ■ 

being returned to his pocket! Bill hesitated a 
moment, shivers running down his back. Then 
gingerly he put his toe under- the snake and 
kicked it over the stone pile. 

“Get out of my sight, you slimy little 
varmint,” he grunted with intense relief. 

Thank God he’d never have to pretend to 
Slat again that he liked to handle snakes. He 
was just as much afraid of snakes as Slat was. 

Th* End 
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