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He rode into our valley in the summer of '89. | was
a kid then, barely topping the backboard of
father’s old chuck-wagon. I was on the upper rail of
our small corral, soaking in the late afternoon sun,
when I saw him far down the road where it swung into
the valley from the open plain beyond.

In that clear Wyoming air I could see him plainly,
though he was still several miles away. There seemed
nothing remarkable about him, just another stray
horseman riding up the road toward the cluster of
frame buildings that was our town. Then I saw a pair
of cowhands, loping past him, stop and stare after him
with a curious intentness.

He came steadily on, straight through the town
without slackening pace, until he reached the fork a
half-mile below our place. One branch turned left
across the river ford and on to Luke Fletcher’s big
spread. The other bore ahead along the right bank
where we homesteaders had pegged our claims in a
row up the valley. He hesitated briefly, studying the
choice, and moved again steadily on our side.



As he came near, what impressed me first was his
clothes. He wore dark trousers of some serge material
tucked into tall boots and held at the waist by a wide
belt, both of a soft black leather tooled in intricate de-
sign. A coat of the same dark material as the trousers
was neatly folded and strapped to his saddle-roll. His
shirt was finespun linen, rich brown in color. The
handkerchief knotted loosely around his throat was
black silk. His hat was not the familiar Stetson, not
the familiar gray or muddy tan. It was a plain black,
soft in texture, unlike any hat I had ever seen, with a
creased crown and a wide curling brim swept down in
front to shield the face.

All trace of newness was long since gone from these
things. The dust of distance was beaten into them.
They were worn and stained and several neat patches
showed on the shirt. Yet a kind of magnificence re-
mained and with it a hint of men and manners alien
to my limited boy’s experience.

Then I forgot the clothes in the impact of the man
himself. He was not much above medium height, al-
most slight in build. He would have looked frail along-
side father’s square, solid bulk. But even I could read
the endurance in the lines of that dark figure and the
quiet power in its effortless, unthinking adjustment to
every movement of the tired horse.

He was clean-shaven and his face was lean and
hard and burned from high forehead to firm, tapering
chin. His eyves seemed hooded in the shadow of the
hat’s brim. He came closer, and I could see that this
was because the brows were drawn in a frown of fixed
and habitual alertness. Beneath them the eves were
endlessly searching from side to side and forward,
checking off every item in view, missing nothing. As |
noticed this, a sudden chill, I could not have told why,
struck through me there in the warm and open sun.
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He rode easily, relaxed in the saddle, leaning his
weight lazily into the stirrups. Yet even in this easi-
ness was a suggestion of tension. It was the easiness of
a coiled spring, of a trap set.

He drew rein not twenty feet from me. His glance hit
me, dismissed me, flicked over our place. This was not
much, if you were thinking in terms of size and scope.
But what there was was good. You could trust father for
that. The corral, big enough for about thirty head if
you crowded them in, was railed right to true sunk
posts. The pasture behind, taking in nearly half of our
claim, was fenced tight. The barn was small, but it was
solid, and we were raising a loft at one end for the al-
falfa growing green in the north forty. We had a fair-
sized field in potatoes that year and father was trying a
new corn he had sent all the way to Washington for and
they were showing properly in weedless rows.

Behind the house, mother’s kitchen garden was a
brave sight. The house itself was three rooms—two
really, the big kitchen where we spent most of our
time indoors and the bedroom beside it. My little
lean-to room was added back of the kitchen. Father
was planning, when he could get around to it, to build
mother the parlor she wanted.

We had wooden floors and a nice porch across the
front. The house was painted too, white with green
trim, rare thing in all that region, to remind her,
mother said when she made father do it, of her native
New England. Even rarer, the roof was shingled. I
knew what that meant. I had helped father split those
shingles. Few places so spruce and well worked could
be found so deep in the Territory in those days.

The stranger took it all in, sitting there easily in the
saddle. I saw his eyes slow on the flowers mother had
planted by the porch steps, then come to rest on our
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HANE
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“Call me Shane.”
He rode into our valley in the summer of '89, a
slim man, dressed in black. “Call me Shane,”
he said. He never told us more.

There was a deadly calm in the valley that
summer, a slow, climbing tension that seemed
to focus on Shane.

“There's something about him,”" Mother
said. “Something . . . dangerous . . ."

“He's dangerous all right,” Father said, “but
not to us.”

“He's like one of these here slow burning
fuses,” the mule skinner said. “Quiet . . . so
quiet you forget it's burning till it sets off a
hell of a blow of trouble. And there's trouble
brewing.”
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