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  Bad News for Bad Men

  Frederick Faust published twelve serials and twenty-five short fictional works in 1934 in a variety of publications, including Harper’s Magazine, Argosy, Collier’s, and Street & Smith’s Western Story Magazine, this last his primary and almost sole market from 1922 until 1932. “Bad News for Bad Men” was published in Street & Smith’s Western Story Magazine in the issue dated December 29, 1934. The story appeared under Frederick Faust’s Hugh Owen byline and is about a young, hell-raising hero who is saddled with the editorship of a struggling newspaper.

  I

  The letter to Jimmy Jones was succinct, though strange. It came from his uncle, Oliver T. Jones. It said:

  Dear Jimmy:

  You have often wondered why I have been so damned stingy. That answer is—because you have been so damned mean. I have always been rich, but the richest thing in my life was not having a son and heir like you. You still are not my son, thank heaven, but the lawyers tell me that you are likely to be my heir unless I give away all my money before I die.

  That’s the chief reason I want to give you something now. It isn’t anything very good or else I wouldn’t want to give it to you now, or any time. But I think it might make trouble for you, and since you have made so much trouble for everybody else, it seems only right that some of the gift should be returned.

  You are twenty-four years old, and your life has been divided into two exact halves. In the first twelve years you were a small child and a schoolboy. In the last twelve years you have tried to raise hell continually.

  You have raised it.

  You could raise deep-rooted hell on a sand-lot or a Sunday picnic. You could make it bloom in a church. You could turn a picnic into a dogfight.

  If you think I’m wrong, ask any of your friends who you have not shot and see if they don’t agree with me.

  For twelve years you have done what you pleased at home.

  For the next twelve years you have wiped your feet on the face of the world.

  But there is one thing that you cannot do.

  What is it? Why, Jimmy, it is an attractive proposition. Think of owning a whole newspaper for yourself. In the newspaper you, as editor, can say what you think of the people you don’t like. You can tell any sort of a lie that pleases you. You can be called an editor, instead of a gunfighter. You never can call the world all the things that the world has called you, but you can make some pretty hot returns.

  A newspaper, Jimmy. In the town of Jasper. The Jasper Journal. The lot it stands on is paid for. The building it is in is paid for. It has a fine little modern press of the latest design. It doesn’t owe a cent in the world. It has a stock of blank paper waiting for ink. It has the ink to do the printing. As a reporter it already has one of the most natural free-hand liars that ever beat a typewriter.

  Therefore I think that it has everything a newspaper could wish. Except circulation.

  All the circulation, all the advertising in this damned town belongs to the Jasper Bugle.

  I have tried my hands at running the Jasper Journal until my hands ache to the shoulders. At last I have thought of giving the paper to you.

  Why? Because I thought of the euphony, having for editor of the Jasper Journal a man named Jimmy Jones. Jimmy Jones of the Jasper Journal. That sounds good to me.

  Also, the worst thing I can wish on the town of Jasper is Jimmy Jones. If I thought yellow fever was worse, I would send it, but I know that yellow fever is nothing compared to catching Jimmy. Catching smallpox is practically a pleasure compared to catching Jimmy.

  So come on, my lad. Every dollar you make out of editing this sheet during the first year I will cheerfully double. If you can sell this paper, I’ll double every dollar you get for it above $5,000.

  It is a gift. It is more than a gift. It is a dare and a challenge. And when did Jimmy Jones ever take a dare?

  I am going away to take a long rest.

  Affectionately yours,

  Uncle Oliver

  P.S. There is no news in Jasper except bad news. Therefore you ought to be quite at home.

  When Jimmy received this letter, he paused in the midst of a stud poker game to read it. He had lost everything in that game except his golden spurs. But he returned to the game, staked his spurs, and an hour later had the price of a horse that carried him to the town of Jasper.

  Jimmy Jones was a very bland young man with the gentlest voice that was ever heard. He was neither very tall nor very broad; he spoke perfect English most of the time, and his smile was a thing that caused mothers to trust him perfectly. Above all, he had the most beautiful blue eyes that ever were seen, though occasionally that blue became just a trifle too pale and bright.

  He arrived with a horse and pair of .45-caliber single-action Colts, in the middle of an afternoon so hot that it caused the shingles to curl on the roofs. His guns were loaded and he had $5 in his pockets; therefore, he felt quite complete. When he looked at the hot hollow of the hills in which the town of Jasper was located, his heart did not sink, because a town of five thousand was quite a place compared with some of the cities in which he had been spending his time.

  It was not hard to find the Journal building on the main street. When he entered the editorial rooms, he saw a tall, thin, sad-looking man of middle age chewing a bad cigar and beating a typewriter with his forefingers only.

  “Hello,” said Jimmy. “Are you the editor?”

  “Yes,” said the other over his shoulder. “And the office boy, janitor, reporter, and lucky piece of the Jasper Journal.”

  “Well,” said Jimmy, “you’re only the lucky piece, reporter, janitor, and office boy now.”

  “You must be Jimmy Jones,” said the tall man. “My name is Joe Parson. I’m glad you came, because I’m about to . . .”

  “Wait a minute,” said Jimmy. “Tell me that at a bar.”

  There were plenty of bars to go to. On the main street of the town of Jasper there were saloons on every corner. But just then the nearest one seemed the best one to Joe Parson, so he led the way across the street. As they reached the sidewalk, a tall man with white shoes and a white suit went by them, avoiding them with careful eyes, steering the girl who walked with him as cautiously as though she had been blind.

  “Who’s your friend?” asked Jimmy Jones, pausing to stare after the couple.

  Joe Parson made a forward motion and a wry face, so they went on into the saloon and had a drink.

  After the drink, Parson was able to say: “That was the owner and editor of the Bugle. That’s the rival newspaper.”

  “The one that has all the circulation and the advertising?”

  “That’s it.”

  “Was that Missus Bugle walking with Mister Bugle?” asked Jimmy.

  The sad face of Joe Parson loosened almost to the point of smiling.

  “His name is Cadwallader, and the gal is Ruth Denham.”

  “It’s a nice name, but it doesn’t suit her,” said Jimmy Jones.

  “What would be a quicker fit for her?” asked Parson.

  “Jones,” said Jimmy. “She looks like pay day to me.”

  “You talk kind of passionate and quick,” said Parson. “I guess you haven’t been in love for a couple of weeks. She’s engaged to an hombre by name of Burwell.”

  “What’s he got?” asked Jimmy.

  “Aw, nothing but a gold mine and a cattle ranch. We’re printing an article about his gold mine on Saturday.”

  “We sure are,” said Jimmy. “And about him, too.”

  “All right,” said Parson. “I don’t care what you print, because I’ve resigned.”

  “How much have you been getting?”

  “Fifty dollars a week.”

  “Stay on with Jimmy and a hundred bucks a week,” suggested Jimmy Jones.

  “Where will you get the hundred?” asked Joe Parson.

  “Out of the paper, of course,” said Jimmy.

  “The hell you will,” answered Parson. “The only place the Journal runs is in the red.”

  “What would I get out of the Journal if I offered it

  for sale?”

  “Ten percent of the value of the printing press, five hundred dollars for the lot, and another five hundred for the building. Real estate isn’t booming in this town.”

  “How about circulation and good will?”

  “Your uncle Oliver left damn’ little circulation and no good will.”

  “Brother,” said Jimmy Jones with a sigh, “I see that I’ve got to stay here and go to work on that newspaper.”

  “What makes you think so?”

  “The crease in the white pants of Mister Cadwallader. And the smile on the face of Miss Ruth Denham. Did you see her look at me?”

  “I didn’t,” said the reporter.

  “Neither did I,” said Jimmy, “but she’s going to. What about this Burwell gent? Outside of his gold mine and his cattle ranch, I mean?”

  “He’s only about six feet two,” reported Parson, “with a clan of other Burwells about the same size all rallied around him. The timekeeper, the manager, the engineer, the foreman, are all Burwells, and the rest of the Burwells work on Harry’s ranch.”

  “What sort of people are they?” asked Jimmy.

  “Big and mean,” said Parson. “They eat tacks for breakfast and drink lye. No Burwell wears long pants until he’s killed his man . . . no Burwell speaks up in public until he’s killed two.”

  “Not counting Indians and Mexicans?” queried Jimmy with a yawn. The reporter grinned. “Have another drink,” said Jimmy. “I feel a lot nearer to Ruth Denham since I’ve heard you talk.”

  They had the drink.

  “How do people work up circulation on a newspaper?” asked Jimmy Jones.

  “By printing bad news,” said Parson, “and scooping the other paper.”

  “Did my Uncle Oliver try that?” asked Jimmy.

  “There’s no news to print in this damn’ town,” said Parson.

  “We’ll have to make some, then,” said Jimmy.

  “How d’you mean? Make it?”

  “Ideas grow easy in a brain like mine,” said Jimmy Jones. “How much does the Bugle make in a year, net?”

  “About twenty thousand dollars, I’m sorry to say.”

  “It’s as good as in my pocket,” said Jimmy. “Is most of it advertising?”

  “Yeah. They get out special editions, and all that.”

  “Weekly newspaper, like the Journal?”

  “Sure.”

  “We’re getting out a special edition on Saturday,” said Jimmy.

  “Hold on! About what?”

  “About the Burwells. You said that you were running an article about the gold mine?”

  “Yeah, but what’s news in that? The story is just one of a series that your uncle wrote up . . . he just writes down what everybody knows.”

  “That mine pays, doesn’t it?”

  “Yes.”

  “Then there’s news in it . . . bad news, blood. I never heard of a good mine that didn’t have a few murders behind it.”

  “But how will you get the news about them?”

  “If I can’t find the news, maybe I can make the news find me.”

  “Jones, are you drunk?”

  “No,” said Jimmy, “I’m only thinking.”

  “About what?”

  “About the Burwells, and Ruth Denham, and what a lucky thing it is for Jasper that I hit this town. Have another drink.”

  “I’ve had enough. Jones, are you going to start raising hell in this town?”

  “It’ll only take a word,” said Jimmy. “Hell is already here, but it’s just asleep. I’ll find the right word to wake it up.”

  II

  Jimmy Jones went out to wake up hell that night shortly after dark. He saddled a horse, rode out behind the town, and then came charging down through the main street with a loud whooping, firing off his guns. When he got to the office of the Jasper Journal, he raised some Indian yells, put some bullets through the door, and then nailed a paper against it.

  He went on, shooting into the night, ducked his horse down a lane, and turned back around the side of the town. No one noticed the sweating horse that was brought into the corral behind the Journal building; the townspeople were busily flocking to read the rather rudely written notice that had been nailed against the front door of the building:

  Notice to all concerned:

  If the Jasper Journal runs the story about the

  Burwell mine next Saturday, hell is going to pop.

  The notice was not signed. The letters apparently had been printed with a small brush and ink.

  When Jimmy Jones returned to the office, he found a steady file of people passing, ordering copies of the paper of next Saturday. That was not all. Half a dozen storekeepers and other businessmen of the town determined to have advertisements in that issue of the Journal, since it was attracting such attention, and Jimmy Jones, multiplying the usual rates by five, took in enough advertising to fill the newspaper.

  “How come such high prices, Mister Jones?” asked the owner of the biggest grocery store.

  “Well,” said Jimmy Jones, “if you get money on Saturday and have to die on Sunday, you want a lot of hard cash to make up for your hurt feelings.”

  This speech was passed around the town, rapidly. There was more than one inquiry as to the nature of the article about the Burwell mine, but Jimmy merely said: “We’re not going to print anything but the truth. The truth is always a lot worse than any sort of lying.”

  This remark, also, went the rounds.

  It was quite late that night before the line of special subscribers faded away, and Jimmy had a cup of coffee and a sandwich at a lunch counter with Parson.

  “Now you’ve gone and raised the devil,” said Joe Parson. “You’ve set up a lot of talk, and, when the folks don’t find nothing but what your uncle’s written in that article, they’re going to tar and feather you.”

  “I’ve made a good start,” said Jimmy. “I’ve got money in my pocket, and luck can give me a good finish. What did my uncle write about that mine? Anything exciting?”

  “Money’s always exciting. But there’s nothing to his article. Except he mentions how Charlie Denham was killed.”

  “Denham? Was he any relation of Ruth?”

  “Father. He was out hunting with the two Burwells, and there was an accident with a gun during the trip. Denham shot himself by accident.”

  “Accident? Little kids back East have accidents with guns. Men in this neck of the woods don’t have accidents.

  Murder, Joe.”

  “Don’t be a fool.” Parson grinned. “Besides, the Burwells carried Charlie Denham three miles to town to get him to a doctor, and Denham’s a big, heavy man, too.”

  “They got to the doctor too late, didn’t they?” asked Jimmy Jones.

  “Just too late. Denham died just before they reached town.”

  “Too bad,” said the new editor-owner of the Jasper Journal. “I guessed that Denham would never get in alive.”

  “You’re crazy, Jimmy. The reason Ruth Denham is so thick with Harry Burwell is because of the way Harry carried her father in on that three-mile trek. They say that old Sigmund Burwell was not much use, but Harry got that heavy man up on his shoulders and half ran with him all the way home.”

  “Who tells that wonderful story?” asked Jimmy Jones.

  “Why, the people all know it.”

  “Who told them?”

  “The Burwells, I suppose. And Denham made some sort of a dying speech thanking Harry Burwell and begging him to look after Ruth.”

  “Who heard that dying speech?” insisted Jimmy Jones.

  “Don’t be cantankerous, Jimmy. I suppose that nobody but the Burwells heard it. There was nobody else there, of course.”

  “The Burwells speak well of themselves, and all you people believe in them, eh?” said Jimmy Jones. “And now the poor girl is going to marry the murderer because she thinks he was good to the man he murdered?”

  “Hold on, Jimmy! You’re running wild. Don’t let anybody hear you talking like this.”

  “Sure I won’t,” agreed Jimmy Jones. “I’d a lot rather have them read me in print.”

  “Print! Great Scott, you’re not going to print libel like that?”

  “You know one way of starting a real fire? It’s by raising a lot of smoke. Leave all of this to me, brother.”

  “By thunder,” said Parson, “there’s Harry Burwell now, and Ruth Denham with him. They’ve heard that something’s up, and that’s why they’ve come over here. They’re heading straight for you, and Burwell looks pretty mean.”

  “Looks? He’s got a crooked eye, Joe.”

  Burwell was a big fellow, quite handsome, with a capable pair of shoulders, well-cut features, and, as Jimmy Jones had noticed, an eye that was not altogether steady. He advanced upon the pair, stepping a little away from the girl, who followed him and plainly was trying to soothe him.

  His attitude was so threatening that the cook straightened from his stove behind the lunch counter and began to stare at Burwell, who came straight up and glared at Jimmy Jones. As for the shifting of his eyes, it was like the roving glance of a prize fighter, looking for a good target.

  “You’re the new Journal man, I hear?” said Burwell.

  Jimmy Jones stood up and bowed to Ruth Denham with a pleasant smile. “I’m at your service,” he said to Burwell.

  Joe Parson hastened anxiously through introductions.

  “What sort of a yarn are you going to publish about my mine?” asked Burwell. “What’s all the ruction about?”

  “You ought to know that better than I do,” said Jones.

  “I ought to know?” exclaimed Burwell angrily.

  “Well, wasn’t it one of your men who shot up the front of my building, and then nailed the notice on the door?” asked Jimmy.

  “Certainly wasn’t one of my men!” exclaimed Burwell.

  “Maybe it was only a joke, then.” Jimmy smiled.

  “Are you trying to make a fool out of me?” demanded Burwell.

  “Sorry if I am. I didn’t mean to,” said Jimmy, smiling a little.

  “You’re one of these bright fellows, are you?” demanded Burwell. “I’m going to show you . . .”

  “Steady, Harry,” said the girl. She had on a yellow dress and a wide hat with cornflowers girdling the crown of it.

  “I’ll be steady enough,” declared Burwell. “I’m simply demanding to know what he’s going to print in that paper of his.”

  Jimmy sighed very gravely and shook his head. “You know how it is in the publishing business. A man who takes his work seriously has a sacred obligation to perform.”

  “And what’s that?” snapped Burwell.

  “We have to give the public the truth,” said Jimmy slowly. He fixed his eyes on Burwell. “The whole truth, and nothing but the truth.”

  “Damned nonsense,” answered Burwell. “Your paper has always been filled with a pack of lies.”

  “Harry,” broke in the girl, “you can’t talk like this.”

  “It’s all right, Miss Denham,” said Jimmy. “Publishers have to learn to take abuse. I won’t lose my temper.”

  “Your temper?” roared Burwell, starting violently. And he glowered down on the inferior inches of Jimmy Jones. “Besides,” said Burwell, “there’s nothing that you can print that will do me any harm.”

  Jimmy, grown very sober to all appearances, looked straight into the face of Burwell. “Are you sure of that . . . if I bring out the whole truth?” he asked.

  “What the devil do you mean?” asked Burwell. “Let me see what you’ve written for publication!”

  “Sorry,” said Jimmy. “That’s against our rules. Besides, I didn’t write the article. It was done by a man who has lived here for a long time. He’s a man who ought to know. He’s a man who claims to know a great deal.”

  “About the mine?”

  “And you,” said Jimmy Jones.

  “It’s Vin- . . .,” began Burwell. He stopped himself short.

  “I can’t give you the name,” said Jimmy. He added grandly: “The public must have a chance to read what my paper prints and judge for itself.”

  “The public?” said Burwell.

  “Unless,” said Jimmy Jones, “the officers of the law decide to take a hand in investigating for themselves.”

  Burwell, instead of answering, gripped the back of a chair as though he were about to hurl himself or the chair at Jones. But here the girl stepped suddenly in front of him and caught his hands.

  “Harry, you’ve promised me,” she said. “You mustn’t lose your temper. You mustn’t give way to it.”

  “He’s trying to rat me, Ruth,” said Burwell. “Jones, I’m going to look into you. You can’t come to this town and try to work any of your dirty dodges on me.”

  Jimmy Jones kept on smiling. “When you come again,” he interrupted, “come alone, Mister Burwell, will you?”

  “What do you mean by that?”

  “I mean that I’ll be waiting and ready for you . . . night or day.”

  “Ruth, step down the street a moment,” said Burwell loudly. “I want to be alone with this . . .”

  “You’ve got to come away, Harry!” cried the girl.

  And he, giving way, reluctantly backed out of the room and turned away onto the street.

  “Now, Joe,” said Jimmy Jones softly, staring toward the door, “what do you think? Guilty or not guilty?”

  “He’s guilty of something . . . I don’t know what . . . but it’s a sure thing that you’re in trouble unless you leave town.”

  “Joe,” said Jimmy Jones, “this old town just begins to look interesting to me.”

  III

  The next morning, when Jimmy Jones was finishing his third cup of black coffee and absently crumbling the last wedge of cornbread that had helped him dispose of some fried eggs on top of thick venison steak, word came to him that Harry Burwell was waiting to see him in the lobby of the hotel.

  He finished his coffee, made a cigarette, and then went out into the lobby. There Harry Burwell strode up to him with a tremendous frown.

  “About last night,” said Burwell, “I want you to know that Jasper isn’t the town where scandal makes a newspaper and where . . .”

  Here Jimmy Jones cut in: “Who killed Charles Denham?” He looked Burwell straight in the eye.

  There was no answer. Harry Burwell looked as though he were trying to swallow something too big for his throat, and Jimmy walked straight past him and went out and to the office of the Journal. He found Joe Parson sweating with early business and looking distressed. People were filing steadily through the outer office, paying for copies of the Saturday edition of the paper. In the first pause, Parson came back into the little office where Jimmy sat with his spurred heels on the top of the editor’s desk.

  “Listen, Jimmy,” said Parson, “I resign on Friday. I’m not going to be around here on Saturday when the people of Jasper get their papers and discover that this is all baloney. All this inside story about the Burwell mine, I mean.”

  “Have the press print a hundred handbills like this and stick them around town where they’ll be read,” said Jimmy Jones, handing up a piece of paper on which certain words were written in large type.

  Parson read that paper and groaned loudly. “You realize that this is a cow town where every man packs a gun and knows how to use it?” asked Parson.

  “Yeah. Sure, I realize,” said the editor-in-chief and owner of the Jasper Journal.

  Parson read aloud, slowly:

  THE INSIDE STORY OF THE BURWELL MINE. WHO KILLED CHARLES DENHAM?

  IN THE SATURDAY ISSUE OF THE JASPER JOURNAL.

  THE COMPLETE STORY WITH NOTHING HELD BACK.

  JUSTICE NOW CAN RUB HER EYES AND WAKE UP.

  NOTE: THERE WILL BE A FOUR-PAGE SUPPLEMENT. OWING TO THE UNPRECEDENTED DEMAND FOR COPIES OF THIS GREAT EDITION, ADVERTISING RATES IN THE SATURDAY JOURNAL WILL BE $500 A PAGE.

  JAMES J. JONES

  EDITOR-IN-CHIEF,

  THE JASPER JOURNAL

  Parson shook his head feebly. “What does the J stand for in the middle of your name?” he asked.

  “Nothing,” said Jimmy. “It just fills out. Three Js are better than two.”

  “Did you ever hear of rails and tar and feathers?” asked Parson. “This is a sell, Jimmy. These people will raise hell, and the Burwells will stretch your neck with a rope. Look. There isn’t anything inside about that story that your uncle wrote. There isn’t a thing that everybody doesn’t know. Neither do you know anything to hook up the death of Charles Denham with the Burwell mine.”

  “Joe,” said Jimmy Jones, “I’m going to write a new story.”

  “You are? When?”

  Jimmy looked out the window that gave him a view of the rear yard of the building and the little barn that stood in it. Beyond the barn stretched the sunburned hills that circled the town of Jasper, and on the sides of the hills he could see the small dots of color that, he knew, were grazing cattle.

  “By Friday night, at the latest, I’ll write the inside story of the Burwell mine,” he said. “I looked Harry Burwell in the eye this morning, and he’s as guilty as hell.”

  “Yeah. Maybe. He didn’t look any too gay last night, when you gave him the old eye. But what proof have you got?”

  “Proof is going to come,” said Jimmy Jones. “Get those handbills out, and we’ll clean up a couple of thousand dollars on the supplement.”

  “What’s going to be in the supplement?” asked Parson.

  “Nothing but advertising,” answered Jimmy.

  Parson groaned. “You’re too bright to be an editor. You ought to be on Wall Street.”

  “We’re making the news that we need to live on,” said Jimmy. “Get the press busy on those handbills.”

  * * * * *

  That evening at dusk Jimmy Jones sat in his office with Parson. There was no reason why they should keep the office open, but Jimmy felt that the town of Jasper would be intrigued by the streaks of light that appeared around the drawn shades of the offices. In fact, word of the inside story had traveled far. Every one of the four pages of the supplement, that day, had been sold at the full rates that had been announced, and the advertising had been paid for. Small boys gathered outside the building and attempted to peek through into the heart of the mystery. There was a tenseness of expectation gathering throughout the town of Jasper. But inside the offices, Jimmy Jones and Joe Parson were playing seven-up industriously.

  Joe Parson shot the moon for the third time in a row, and then came a tap on the front door.

  “Put on that eye shade and try to look like an assistant editor when you answer that door,” directed Jimmy Jones.

  “Open it yourself,” replied Parson. “It’s the Burwell gang, come to shoot you up.”

  Jimmy went to the door and threw it wide open. Before him stood the large, white-clad figure of Mr. Cadwallader of the Jasper Bugle.

  He introduced himself with a heavy importance, and Jimmy asked him in.

  Joe Parson had slipped the cards out of sight; he was already rattling at his typewriter, and he continued to turn out pages of copy while Cadwallader remained in the office.

  “Mister Jones,” said Cadwallader, “it appears that you’re going to run a story on Saturday which has excited a lot of interest in this town. You seem to have stumbled on . . . I mean, you seem to have picked up a good lead. I hope it is straight news. And that led me to the conclusion that in a town of this size the two newspapers should be on the best of friendly terms. Your uncle and I, Mister Jones . . .”

  “Took a sock at each other whenever you could, eh?” asked Jimmy politely.

  The pink cheeks of big Mr. Cadwallader turned much pinker.

  “My dear Mister Jones,” he said, “there is always a legitimate rivalry . . . a certain tenseness of honest competition. But as for a scoop which leaves the other fellow flat . . . I mean, a scoop of this importance . . . there is such a thing as sharing our good fortune. Turn and turn about is a very good mode for a . . .”

  “Cadwallader,” said Jimmy Jones, “there’s only one thing that I’ll talk to you about, and that’s the price of the Jasper Journal. I’ll make a special figure to you. Fifty thousand dollars cash. Does that interest you?”

  “Fifty . . . thousand . . . dollars?” gasped Cadwallader. “For a paper that . . . that’s dead! Fifty thousand . . . I wouldn’t give fifty thousand cents for your damned rag, Jones!”

  “Good,” said Jimmy Jones. “Now get out of my office before I kick you out. You look like a stuffed shirt to me. You’re as crooked as you’re fat, I hear. And we hate crooks in the Jasper Journal.”

  Cadwallader made half a step forward until he saw the blue of Jimmy’s eyes turn as pale, let us say, as the sun-bleached blue of an August day. Then Cadwallader took a long step to the rear and left the office.

  “If it’s war that you want,” he said, “I’m going to smash you. I’m going to wreck your rotten plant. A cowboy editor, eh? Hell!” He slammed the door and went.

  “Well?” asked Parson, looking up and pushing himself back from his typewriter, where he had been writing steadily the sentence: THE QUICK RED FOX JUMPS OVER THE LAZY BROWN DOG.

  “Take it easy, Joe,” said Jimmy Jones. “The Jasper Bugle has just realized that there’s another paper in town, and the owner is taking it a little hard. Can you blame him?”

  “By Saturday night he’ll stop worrying. There won’t be anything but ashes left on this ground, Jimmy.”

  There was another knock at the front door. Parson again beat his typewriter with a rapid rhythm. Jimmy opened the door upon the slender figure of Ruth Denham. She gave him a wan smile and looked fixedly at him with big, frightened eyes as though she were afraid that he was going to strike her.

  As she shook hands, she said: “I’ve come to beg you to tell me what you know about the death of my father, Mister Jones.”

  “Miss Denham,” he said, “I’d certainly be glad to oblige you if this weren’t a special edition. But you know how it is with special editions. We can’t let the news leak out. Special editions are a sort of sacred ground, as you might say. Come right in and sit down.”

  She paused, shaking her head and still watching him in that frightened way. “In those handbills that you printed today,” she said, “you intimated that my father was murdered. Will you tell me whether or not you have any proof of that?”

  “Your father,” said Jimmy Jones gravely, “certainly was not killed by accident.”

  The girl turned white, and that made her eyes bluer and bigger.

  Joe Parson had ceased rattling his typewriter.

  “Can’t you sit down?” asked Jimmy Jones.

  “I can’t,” she protested.

  “Did Harry Burwell tell you to stay standing?” he asked.

  “Harry?” she murmured, surprised.

  “He sent you in here, didn’t he?”

  “Harry? No . . . I mean . . .” She broke down, staring with wider eyes than ever.

  “He asked you to come in and find out what you could?” insisted Jimmy Jones.

  “Haven’t I almost a right to know what I can?” she asked.

  “Except that it’s a special edition,” answered Jimmy glibly. “But why won’t Harry tell you how your father was killed?”

  “Do you think . . . ?” she began.

  “What I think doesn’t matter . . . and what I know will be carried in Saturday’s paper,” said Jimmy.

  “I can’t tell,” said the girl, “whether you are simply bluffing or whether you really know something.”

  “Saturday’s paper will tell,” he answered firmly. “But the fact is that you’ve had your own suspicions about the death of your father.”

  “No, no!” cried the girl. “I only thought . . .”

  “Were the Burwells with him at the time?”

  “Don’t you know that they were both away from the campfire?” she asked. “But I’ve always thought that if Father had lived a little longer, he might have told . . .”

  “What?” asked Jimmy Jones.

  She shook her head. Then she added rapidly: “Mister Jones, there is one thing I can tell you. There may be danger for you in Jasper. I know that there are men who feel very strongly against you.”

  “Thanks,” said Jimmy Jones, “but a yellow editor is worse than a yellow dog. All the truth and nothing but the truth is what we have sworn to print.”

  “Do you know that your life . . . ?” she began.

  “That’s easy,” he said. “We all have to die sometime.”

  She was silent, watching him for a moment.

  “But if there is anything you know that may help me to the full truth . . .,” he said.

  At this she took a quick breath. “I know that it was murder!” cried the girl.

  “You do, eh?” asked Jimmy Jones, a queer prickling running up his spinal marrow. “What makes you know that?”

  “By nothing that I can prove, but simply through knowing my father. It’s supposed that the revolver discharged when he was cleaning it. But I know that he was so precise and careful that he never would have made such a mistake. He taught me how to take care of guns and how to keep them pointed away. In his entire life he never made a careless motion.”

  “If he was shot by another man, why haven’t the Burwells told us about it?” asked Jimmy Jones.

  “Because, when they ran in to him after they heard the sound of the shot, he was already almost breathless. As Harry carried him all those three miles . . . what a glorious thing that was to do! . . . my father used his last breath to talk not about himself but about me. He begged Harry Burwell to take care of me, and then, before he could say how he had been wounded, he died.” Her eyes filled with tears. Then she added: “Does what you know fit in with what I’ve told you?”

  “It fits in perfectly,” said Editor Jones. “Another thing is going to fit a lot better, though. That will be the rope that is snugged up around the neck of the murderer when he’s caught.”

  “Is that all you can tell me?” begged the girl.

  “That’s all,” said Jimmy Jones.

  “If you bring him to justice . . . it’s a great thing to do . . . it’s a noble thing,” said the girl. “But I’m afraid for you.”

  “I’ll stand sidewise, and the danger will miss me,” said Jimmy Jones.

  IV

  When Jimmy Jones shut the door after the girl, he found Joe Parson in the act of putting a hat on his head.
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