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California's Desert Fosse

Throughout the remote and unsettled
regions of the West, inaccessible by auto-

mobile, the law still takes to the saddle.

Typical of this is California's lamed desert

posse. From the San Bernardino Sheriffs

office, these rough-riding lawmen ride into

the desert on the trail of outlaws, or to t

rescue of persons lost in the burning heat.

Though the years have brought with them
many changes in western living, the mounted
posse of armed lawmen is still of yital impor-

tance to the law and order of the "West.
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When the two reflections fell across

the swirling river water, Ned looked up
in surprise. Two men, both dark and
sour-faced— probably brothers— sat

motionless in their saddles,, staring

down at him from the rive'rbonk.

"Howdy.!" the tallest of the pair

called out. "Pannin' for gold?"
Ned straightened up and turned

around. The strangers' horses, he noted

instantly, were streaked with sweat and
matted with dust. The shorter of the

men had his right thumb hooked in his

gun belt, near the holster. The other

glared impatiently, then tried again.

"Any luck, old-timer?"

Ned's wrinkled face remained im-

passive, but his eyes roamed over every

inch of the men, their horses, their

equipment.
Suddenly his eyes opened wide. Then,

just as quickly, they crinkled back into

their usual squint.

"WELL?" the tall stranger's smile

evaporated in a surge of rage. "Speak
up, you old fool !" he shouted, his right

hand fingering his gun butt. "Answer
me!"

Ned's face was expressionless.

The tall stranger leaned forward in

his saddle and whipped out his gun. "All

right!" he yelled down at Ned. "I'm
through playin' nicey-nicey

!"

Deliberately, he thumbed back the

hammer of his six-shooter and aimed
down at Ned. "I just want you to tell me
one thing! And, if you don't— !" He left

the sentence hanging in mid-air, punc-
tuated by'a wave of his gun.
"Now tell me, you old geezer," he

said softly, stressing every word. "IS

THIS THE TRAIL TO THE BORDER?"
Ned stared at him, then pulled a

sand-smeared plug of tobacco from his

shirt pocket. Biting off o small hunk, he
replaced the plug. Then he stared back
up at the man, chewing calmly.

The toll stranger's lips tightened,

white with anger. He raised his gun
abruptly, pulling down on Ned with a

slow, steady motion. "I'm goin' to KILL
you, old man," he declared through
clenched teeth.

"Wait, Deuce!" the other man
shouted. "WAIT!"
"What for?" his companion asked,

without taking his eyes off Ned. "I'm
mad! KILL IN' mad!"
"Maybe he CAN'T talk, Deuce ! May-

be he can't even hear!" The shorter man
snorted. "Sure looks deaf and dumb to

me!"
The tall stranger hesitated. He glared

down at Ned for a moment.
"We're in enough trouble already,

Deuce !" the other persisted. "Don't

moke it any worse ! Come on
!"

Slowly, reluctantly, the tall man put
his gun away. "You're lucky, Mister,"

he growled at Ned, "MIGHTY lucky!"

Turning to the-other man, he spurred

his horse. "Let's go!"
Ned stood peering after them as they

rode down the steep trail toward the

valley beyond. Then, gfter a good five

minutes, he went bock to work.
He was still there when Sheriff Jim

Weston rode up late that afternoon, fol-

lowed by a posse of almost a dozen men.
"Hi, Ned!" the Sheriff yelled cordially

os they all drew up at the riverbank.

Ned nodded silently, by way of greet-

ing, waved at the posse and sloshed over

to the edge of the river. He stood there,

waiting.

"I know it's no use tryin' to chew the



cud with you, Ned !" the Sheriff grinned.
"Talkin' to you is always like talkin' to

an adobe wall!"

His grin faded. "Hate to tell you this—but your old prospectin' pal, Lefty
Dawson, is dead ! Murdered ! Shot in the
back!"

Ned moved his head to aim a stream
of tobacco juice into the river, then
turned back, his face still expression-
less.

"I know how you must feel," the
Sheriff continued, " 'cause I know how
close you two've been nigh onto thirty

years
! And, Ned, I just wont to say

—

"

The Sheriff choked up, then pulled at
his nose.

When he spoke again, his voice wos
determinedly rough and official. "But
we know who it was, Ned—them Barker
brothers! Deuce and Lafe Barker' One
of 'em dropped a letter out of his pock-
et!" The Sheriff jerked at his gun belt.

"So don't worry—we'll get 'em' They
got about five hours' start, but

—

"

He broke off, following Ned's eyes
"What? Oh ! I get it—those tracks' The
Barkers've been here! They must've
gone on down this trail

!"

No one spoke for a few minutes. Then
the Sheriff said softly, "The Forks, Ned—did you tell 'em which trail to take
there?"

Before the old man could reply, one
of the posse yelled over. "What Forks,
Sheriff?"

"The Forks ot Dry Run," the Sheriff

answered, still watching Ned. "One
trail," he explained, "goes across the
border, to Mexico. The other one hasn't
been used for years. Used to go right
through a swamp—only the. swamp
took over. Now, that trail goes through
the worst quicksand swamp in Texas

—

and you'd never know it!"

He raised his voice "DID YOU, Ned—did you tell 'em which trail to take?
If you sent 'em into that quicksand, it's

MURDER!"
Ned held up a gnarled hand.
"Thought I was'deef and dumb, they

did !" His voice was hoarse and cracked.
'The tall one," he declared slowly,

jaw muscles pulled tight, "was wearin'
Lefty's ring ' And I knew Lefty wouldn't
give up that-there ring of his'n

—
'less

he was plumb dead
!"

Ned looked straight into the Sheriff's

eyes. "No, I didn't send 'em into the
quicksand— and I didn't send 'em to
Mexico. I didn't tell 'em WHICH trail

to take!"
He smiled gently "Lefty was my only

friend on this earth. But there's a bigger
Judge out there in the mountains, Sher-
iff—bigger'n me, or your badge, or your
town judge He already decided which
trail them varmints would take at Dry
Run!"
Ned scratched at the back of his

neck "You can go see for yourself. Sher-
iff But me, I'm sure' I just KNOW
which trail them killers took—AND IT
WARN'TTO MEXICO!"
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Ltracticau-Y allofthe prospectors
OR OLDTIME'DESERT RATS'JWHO ROAM
THE WILD AND DESOLATE COUNTRY OF
THE SOUTHWEST IN SEARCH OF SOLD
OR OTHER. PRECIOUS MINERALS, USE
BURROS FOR PACK ANIMALS. THEY
ARE PARTICULARLY SUITED FOR THIS
PURPOSE.THE SURRO IS AW EXTREMELY

HARPY ANIMAL. HE IS

CAPABLE OF TRAVELING-

GRE^T DISTANCES WITHOUT WATER AND
WILL THRIVE ON THE SCANTY DESERT
VEGETATION WHERE A HORSE WOULD
STARVE TO DEATH . HE CAN CARRY
HUGE LOADS AND NEVER SEEMSTO
TIRE. THE BURRO'S HOOFS ARE HARD
AND HE DOES NOT REQUIRE SHOEING;
EVEN WHEN eoiNS THROUGH MALAPAI
OR LAVA ROCK. AND THE BURRO IS A
FAITHFUL ANIMAL. HE SELDOM NEEDS
TO BE HOBBLED OR TIED UP WHEN CAMP
lS MADE. HE CAN BE TURNED LOOSE TO
SRAZE AND HE ALWAY5 RETURN5 TO
CAMP, ESPECIALLY IF HE IS GIVEN fir

HANDFUL OF BARLEY WHEN TURNED
OUT- MOST BURROS ARE NOT VERY Biff,

USUALLY WEIGHING- AROUNP FOUR.
HUNDRED POUNDS, BUT OCCASIONALLY

A MUCH LARGER ONE
IS FOUND. THESE BIG1

FELLOWS MAKE FINE-
SADDLE ANIMALS. THE
BURRO HAS A SMOOTH,
EASY GAIT. THESE ARE
STILL A LOT OF WILD
BURROS ROAMING THE
DESERT TO THE SOUTH-
OF DEATH VALLEY. y&




