BIG MAN FROM MONTANA a novelet, by W. J. Reynolds

reaTuriNg: 1 HE CH|NO KID By JACKSON COLE

He was a will-o’-the-wisp killer who baffled even Hatfield



New Rubber Stamp Business
Pays Beginners?;$9.20 an hr.

Start at home Iin spare

time with this little
table top machine

The multi-million dollar Rubber Stamp Business—once
controlled by a few big companies— is now being taken
over by small home operators— one in each community
throughout the U.S. Men and women who have this in-
expensive machine can turn out huge quantities of Rub-
ber Stamps with special wording that buyers once were
forced to order from big cities. Material costing only 27¢c
makes a stamp that sells for $1.80. The machine that does
the work is simple and easy to operate and it turns out
as many assix Rubber Stamps at a time each with differ-
entwording such as names, addresses, notices, stock num-
bers, prices and other “copy” needed by offices, factories
and individuals. Working full capacity, it can earn as
much as $9.20 an hour for the operator! Now you can
get into the big-pay business yourself, with your own
home as headquarters. You don’t need any experience.
We supply everything, including complete instructions
and eight ways to get business coming in fast. Start mak-
ing up to $9.20 an hour from the very beginning. Cash in
on the profitable Rubber Stamp busi-

TAKES UP
ONLY 2
SQUARE FEET

WEIGHS ONLY 11 POUNDS' OF SPACE
= Read the complete and fascinating Rubber Stamp
story in a big 110-page Book recently Eublished by
the Warner Electric Company. The Book is profusely
illustrated with more than 100 pictures and photo-
graphs. And you can read itfora full two weeks with-
out risking a penny of your own money!

., Wt NEW WARNER SUCCESS PLAN

Here’s what the new
WARNER PLAN Tells You
about Making Money
with RUBBER STAMPS

HOW TO have fun now and at the
same time provide for a secure and
prosperous future.
HOW TO check the advantages of op-
erating a Rubber Stamp Business in
your own community.
HOW TO acquire a general knowl-
edge of the business based on a brief
history of the Rubber Stamp.
HOW TO visualize the seope of the
* Rubber Stamp market.
HOW TO make a Rubber Stamp (gen-
* eral outline).

HOW TO assess the value of Warner
* Equipment.

HOW TO get acquainted with the

"Tools of your Trade.”

HOW TO make a Rubber Stamp
* (Specific procedure).

HOW TO mount a vulcanized Rubber

Stamp.

HOW TO moke “ Special” Rubber
* Stamps.
HOWTO cut plastic Matrix Board
for the chase.
HOW TO get the right price for the

110 PAGES
MORE THAN 100
PICTURES

m

NowReady to Mail
Tell Me Where to
Send Your Copy
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COUPON

O OV®N O o »

1
11

NAME

* Rubber stamps you make.
13, How 7O price your complete Rub-
* ber Stamp Line.
14. HOW TO fi%ure costs so_you will be
* sure of a substantial profit on all the
work you turn out.
15. HOW TO setup yoor workshop.
16. HOW TO get the most out of War-
* ner'9 "Eight Tested Sources for Get-
ting Business,”
17. MOW TO operate at peak efficien%y ADDRESS _
* when YOU ARE YOUR OWN BOSS.
18. HOW TO getstarted on a cash outlay
* so small that you cun get bad: your
entire investment inside nftwo weeks.

CITY

RUBBER STAMP DIVISION, Dept. R-67-E,
1512 Jarvis Avenue, CHiicage 26, Illinois

Please rush full particulars about the little machine that can get me started |
in the profitable Rubber Stamp Business at home in spare time. Everything ®
you send me is FREE. No salesman will call. 1

Tells How to Build — Step by Step — to
Big Profits anil Personal Independence

Read This Plan for Two Weeks

ENTIRELY AT MY RISK!

In this amazing Plan you will find exact and detailed in-
structions for starting a Home Business in spare time —
without giving up your presentjob and without risking
the loss of a single pay check. The Warner Plan shows
you—with pictures, photographs and drawings—just
how to make Rubber Stampsjust asgood asthose turned
out by the big companies. It shows how to get orders
without canvassing or house-to-house selling. It shows
you how to expand, how to getothers to work for you and how
to be SURE of at least twice the money you make on your

presentjob for a life of personal independence.

Butdon’t make any decision now. Read the Plan first__en-
tirely at my risk. Then—after you have made a careful inves-
tigation—after you have talked thingsover with your family__
only then do you decide what you want to do.

The thing to do now is to get full details which 1'll send you
FREE. Nosalesman will call to urge you to buy anything. Mail
coupon today—or just send a postcard—and 1'll see thatcom-
plete information goes out to you by return mail— postpaid.

RUBBER STAMP DIVISION, Dept. R67.t
1512 Jarvis Avenue. Chicago 26, Illinois
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Reduc ing Specialist Savs: Where MosT ANY
LOSE WEIGHT S'Gg\;vts BOD:HI\ENITH

Relaxing * Soothing
Penetrbting Massage

ELECTRIC aifltSIdUCZI

UNDERWRITERS
LABORATORY
APPROVED

TAKE OFF EXCESS WEIGHT!

Don’t Stay FAT- You Can LOSS
POUNDS and INCHES SAFEIY wt™ IT 1o

JftIKE magic wand, the
"Spot Reducer" obeys your
every wish. Most any part

of your body, where it is loose
and flabby, wherever you have
extra weight and inches, the
"Spot Reducer" can aid you in
acquiring a youthful, slender and
graceful figure. The beauty of
this scientifically designed Re-
ducer is that the method is so
simple and easy, the results
quick, sure and harmless. No
exercises or strict diets. No
steambaths, drugs or laxatives.

TRY THE SPOT REDICER 10 DAYS
FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! !

| Dept.

With the SPOT REDUCER you can now enjoy the ben-
efits of RELAXING, SOOTHING massage |n the privacy
of your own home. Simple to use— just pug In, grasp
handle and apply over most any part of the body— stom-
ach, hips, chest, neck, thighs, arms, buttocks, etc. The
relaxing, soothing massage breaks down FATTY TIS-
SUES, tones the muscles and flesh and the increased
awakened blood circulation carries away waste fat—
helps you regain and keep a firmer and more GRACE-
FUL FIGURE!

YOUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME

When you use the Spot Reducer, it’s almost like hav-
ing your own private masseur at home. It’s fun reduc-
ing this way! It not only helps you reduce and keep
slim— but also aid* in the relief of those types of
aches and pains— and tired nerves that can be helped
by massage! The Spot Reducer is handsomely made of
lighf weight aluminum and rubber and truly a beautiful
invention you will be thankful you own. AC 110 volts.
Underwriters Laboratory approved.

SENT ON. APPROVAL-MAIL. COUPON NOW!

BODY MASSAGER CO.
B-568

Take pounds off— keep slim
and trim with Spot Reducer!
Remarkable new invention
which uses one of the most
effective reducing methods
employed by masseurs and
turkish baths— MAS5SAGE!

Mail lh|s$coup0n with only $X for*your Spot Reducer on approval

— ALSO USE IT FOR ACHES AND PAINS

REDUCER within 10 days for prompt refund of
full purchase price.

Pay

postman $8.95 plus delivery—or send $9.95 (full price) and we hlp j 401 Market St., Newark, N. J.

ostage prepaid. Use it for ten da{s in your own home. Then if not ’ ’

delighted return spot Reducer for full purchase price refund. Don't delay!

You have nothing to lose— except ugly, embarrassing, undesirable pounds m  Please send me the Spot Reducer for 10 days

of FAT.  MAIL COUPON now i trial period. | enclose $1, Upon arrival 1 will
| pay postman only $8.93 plus postage and han-
= dling. If not delighted | may return SPOT
|
|

USED By EXPERTS 1

Thousands have lost
weight this way— in 1
hips, abdomen,” legs,
arms, _necks, buttoc]

etc. The same method
used by stage, screen
and radio_personalities

and leading reducmg
salons. The Spot Re-
ducer can be used in n SAVE POSTAGE-HSheck here
your spare time in the $9.93 with coupon.
privacy of your own handling charges.

Q | enclose $12.98. Send DelLuxe Model.

Name

Address

CAN'T SLEEP:

Relax with electric
Spot Reducer. See
how soothing its
sentie massage can

MUSCULAR
ACHES:

C'ty State

if you enclose
We pay all postage and
A handy helper for Same money back guarantee

transient relief of room,

. Helps you sleep
when massage can be
of benefit.

discomforts that can
be aided by gentle,
relaxing massage.

ORDER IT TODAY!

L

applies.

LOSE" WEIGHT' 0?VNO CHARGE.



EVERY STORY IN THIS [ISSUE BRAND NEW

RANGERS

Zaag, A THRILLING PUBLICATION
VOL. 66, No. 3 MA

=

, 1957

A Jim Hatfield Novel

THE CHINO KID..coooiiiiiiiieeeee e Jackson Cole 12
Blood had been spilled in this valley, and plenty more
would flow—unless Jim pinned down the mysterious kid

A Novelet

BIG MAN FROM MONTANA ..o W. J Reynolds 62
John Dekker had come fifteen hundred miles to kill two
men, and no loud deputy, nor any girl, could stop him

Five Short Stories

MAN WITHOUT GUNS . ... Warren Kuhn 52
Foster lived for but one thing—to Kkill the scalpers
HUSH MONEY .o Fred Grove 80
Tom couldn’t believe his father was one of the outlaivs
WHEN A MAN DIES. ... Pete Curtis 90
His old man raised him to be a killer, so he became one
THE SIXGUN PARSON......coiiiiiiices Charles Putkey 98
When all else failed, Reverend James Enright got a gun
THE CHALLENGE......cccooiiieeeeeee s Jonathan Craig 107
The young doc was no gunman, but he sure had the gutsl
Features
THE FRONTIER POST. ..o Captain Starr 6
SAGEBRUSH SAVVY .., S. Omar Barker 10
HEAD-HUNTER.......cccoiiii e James V. Burnette 29
LIGHT LOVE .o E. J Ritter, Jr. 43
A COUPLE OF KEGS OF WHISKY ....ccccvnene. Lauran Paine 60

Also See Cartoons on Pages 37 and 47

JIM HENDRYX, JR., Editor

TEXAS RANGERS Published monthly by Standard Magazines, Inc,, at 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N, VY.
N. L. Pines, President Singe Copies, 25c; subscription yearly, $3.75. Add $1,00 for all foreign, Canadian and
Pan-American utscrio; ons Second-class privileges authorized by the Post Office at New York, N.«Y. Copyright
1957, by Standard Magazines, Inc. Manuscripts will not be returned unless accompanied by self-addressed stamped
envelope, and are submitted at the author's risk. Names of ail characters used in stories and semi-fiction articles
arc fictitious. If the name of any real person or existing institution is used, it is a coincidence. In corresponding
with this publication, please include your postal zone number, if any, May, 1957, issue, PRINTED IN THE U.S.A.



Bass Fishermen will
Say I'm Crazy ...

until they try my method!

But, offer an honest trial, if

you're at all like the other men to whom I've
told my strange plan, you'll guard it- with your last breath.

Don't jump ot conclusions. I'm not a manufac-
urer ot any fancy new lure. | have no reels or
lines to sell. I'm a professional man and make
a good living in my profession. But my all-
absorbing hobby is fishing. And, quite by acci-
dent, I've discovered how to go to waters that
most fishermen say are fished out and come in
with a good catch of the biggest bass that- you
ever saw. The savage old bass that got so big,
because they were "wise" to every ordinary way

of fishing.
This METHOD is NOT spinning, trolling,
casting, fly fishing, trot line fishing, set line

fishing, hand line fishing, live bait fishing, jug-
ging, netting, trapping, seining. No live bait
or prepared bait is used. You can carry all of
the equipment you need in one hand.

The whole method can be learned in twenty
minutes— twenty minutes of fascinating read-
ing. All the extra equipment you need, you can
buy locally at a cost of less than a dollar. Yet
with it, you can come in after an hour or two
of the greatest excitement of your life, with a
stringer full. Nat one.or two miserable 12 or 14
inch over-sized keepers— but five or six real
beauties with real poundage behind them. The
kind that don't need a word of explanation of
the professional skill of the man who caught
them. Absolutely legal, too— in,every state.

This amazing method was developed by a
little group of professional fishermen. Though

they were public guides,
their method to their patrons. They use it only
when fishing for their own tables. It is pos-
sible that no man on your waters has ever seen
it, ever heard of it, or ever used it. And when
you have given it the first trial, you will be as
closed-mouthed as a man who has suddenly dis-
covered a gold mine. Because with this method
you can fish with-in a hundred feet of the best
fishermen in the county and pull in ferocious big
ones while they come home empty handed. No
special skill is required. The method is just as
deadly in the hands of a novice as in the hands
of an old timer. My method will be disclosed
only to those few men in each area who will give
me their word of honor not to give the method
to anyone else.

Send me your name. Let me fell you how you
can try out this deadly method of bringing in
big bass from your local waters. Let me tell
you why | let you try out my unusual method
for the whole fishing season without risking a
penny of your money on instructions or lures.
There is no charge for this information, now
or at any other time. Send me your name for
details of my money-back trial offer. But |
guarantee that the information | send you will
make you a complete skeptic— until once you

they rarely divulged

ERIC B. FARE
Lihertyville 16, Illinois

Eric B. Fare, Libertyville 16, Illinois
Dear Mr. Fare: Send me complete information
without any charge and without the slightest
obligation. Tell me how 1 can learn your
method of catching big bass from “fished
out" waters, even when the old timers are
reporting "No Luck."

try it! And then, your own catches will fill you
with disbelief. Send your name, today. This
will be fun.

Name . ..........

Address ..«e e

City.veieieinnnnn . State. ..

T Y e S N



The Titan of Tombstone

HE CHANCES are you never heard of

Ed Schiefflin, but he was one of the most
fabulous characters that ever trod across our
plains. He left this country a wonderful
town, a great fortune, a haunting mystery
and two very choice bits of philosophy.

A Pennsylvanian by birth, who had crossed
the country in a covered-wagon to Oregon
as a boy, Ed Schiefflin was a man who had
the prospecting fever in him practically all
his life. He was only twelve years old when
he ran away from home to look <for gold
down ldaho way. He didn't have any luck
there but he never went back home. Instead
he roamed all over the West, first one place
and then another, growing from boy to man
with a pick and shovel on his back and a
grim and determined dream in his eyes.

Mem of Ore

Ed barely got by most of these years, find-
ing just enough gold scrapings to keep him-
self in canned beans, salt pork and a reason-
ably workable pick and shovel. Once things
got so tough that he actually had to get a
job for awhile. He served as a scout with
the U. S. Army in its campaign against the
Apaches in the Southwest.

Even so, there are indications that Ed
Schiefflin’s mind was on other things be-
sides redskins, even the ferocious kind such
as the Apaches generally were. Once, for
instance, the head scout of his outfit made
him dump out everything he was carrying
in his saddlebags. That was because, instead
of food and ammunition, they contained all
sorts of rocks and ore. Ed Schiefflin consid-
ered them much more interesting than arrow
heads, Indian tracks and such as that.

One day, while patrolling the lonely hills
along Arizona’'s San Pedro River, he came
upon some rock that looked unusually prom-
ising. He promptly left his post, rode to
Fort Huachuca, quit his job, got the ten dol-
lars in wages coming to him, converted it
into some grocery stuff and a second-hand
pick and shovel, swapped his horse for a
mule and set off again for the rugged hills
he’'s just left.

When he was warned that Geronimo him-
self, the tawny terror of the terrible Apaches,
might be loose in those hills, Ed Schiefflin
just shrugged and said, “Well, them’s just
the chance you got to take.”

“Instead of silver, what you’'ll more likely
be finding is your tombstone,” he was told.

A Whopping Strike

But this time Ed finally tapped himself a
mighty strike. It was the Tough Nut lode,
a vein of silver that was to be worth $75,-
000,000.

Remembering the grim warning that the
Army had given him about what he was apt
to find in those hills, Ed Schiefflin called the
place Tombstone. And that's how one of the
most famous towns of the old West got itself
off to a booming start.

Digging for a great wholesale quantity of
silver is a complicated problem and Ed
wound up with two partners. But when he'd
accrued $1,000,000, although he knew he was
leaving much more silver behind, he pulled
out, offering this philosophy: “A million’s
enough for any man.”

Ed just decided he'd have himself a good
time from here on out. He'd heard a lot

(Continued on page 8)



* BENER PAID

EARN MORE PAY
THE AUDEL WAY

LET AUDELS AUTO GUIDE
SOLVE YOUR PROBLEMS

Every auto mechanic, helper, serv-
iceman and operator can use a
copy of AUDELS AUTOMO-

BILE GUIDE. The information

it gives saves time, money and
worry. Highly indorsed by all
users. It presents the whole sub-
ject of auto mechanics from A to

Z in plain language and simple,
terms. This Big Practical Book gives
full information with working dia-
grams covering the principles, con-
struction, ignition, service and repair
of modern cars, trucks and buses.
Diesel engines, Fluid and Hydra-mafic
drives fully explained.

1500 ILLUSTRATIONS
OF WORKING PARTS

With Full Instructions

All good mechanics, like good doctors, should know the working theory and opera-
tion of each part, and should understand what causes trouble and how to remedy It.

73 INTERESTING CHAPTERS

Partial list of subjects on which information is
given is shown below. Ready Reference Index.

All Parts of an Automobile—Automotive Physics—The Gas Engine—Gas
Engine Principles—Multi-Cylinder Engines—Horse Power—Automobile En-
gines—Stationary Parts—Moving Parts— Pistons—Piston Rings—Connecting
Rods—Crank Shafts—Valves—Valve Gear—Cams and Cam Action—Valve
Timing—Cooling Systems—Fuel Feed Systems—Dual Fuel Feed—Mixture-
Carburetors—Carburetor Service—Automatic Choke—Super-Chargers—Trans-
missions—Special Transmissions—Fluid and Hydra-mntic Drives—Clutches—
Universals and Propeller Shafts—The Differential-Rear Axles—Rear and
Front Suspension—Running Gear—Brakes—Wheel Alignment—Knee Action
—Steering Gear—Tires—Lubricants and Lubrication—Automotive Electricity
— Ignition Systems—Magneto Ignition—Spark Plugs—Ignition Coils—Distrib-
utors—Automatic Spark Control—Ignition Timing—Generators—Starters—
Generator and Starter Testing—lighting Systems—Storage Batteries—Charg-
ing and Testing—Diesel Engines and Trouble Shooting.

WRITE 7 DAYS' FREE TRIAL
19, S5 TS Ao STANCS
TODAY FILL IN AND MAIL

COUPON TODAY.
AUDEL, Publishers, 49 W. 23 St., New York 10, N.Y.

7-DAY APPROVAL

8tep up your own skill with the fast and figures of
your trade. Audels Mechanics Guides contain Practi-
cal Inside Trade Information In a handy form. Fully
Illustrated and Easy to Understand. Highly Endorsed.
Check the book you want for 7 DAYS FREE' EXAMINA-
TION. Send No Money. Nothing to pay postman.

(MR'— --CUT HERE-—

MAIL ORDER

AUDEL, Publishers, 49 W. 23 St., «*w York

Ple se d me postpald for FREE EXAMINATION books
?( dsl be |I ! dec(nz ebto ee'pstgtemrder%[?e tg
urther maII Sl monthly on each book or set until
ave paid price, otherwise | will return them.
HOME APPLIANCE SERVICE GUIDE. 800 Pages 3*
AUTOMOBILE MECHANICS GUIDE, 1664 Pages. B
TRUCK & TRACTOR GUIDE, 1799 Pages
DIESEL ENGINE MANUAL. 575 Pages . . . .
MACHINISTS HANDY BOOK, 1650 Pages.
WELDERS GUIDE, 400 Pages .3
BLUE PRINf READING. 416 Pages .. .3
MATHEMATICS & CALCULATIONS, 700 ages 3
SHEET METAL PATTERN LAYOUTS, UOOPgs.7.50
SHEET METAL WORKERS HANDY BOOK,388Pgs. 2
MECHANICAL DRAWING GUIDE. 160 Pages . . 2
MECHANICAL DRAWING & DESIGN, 480 Pages 3
TELEVISION SERVICE MANUAL. 434 Pages 3

3-«

3
6

ELECTRIC MOTOR GUIDE. 1000 Pages

WIRING DIAGRAMS (Light & Power), 272 Pgs.
ELECTRICIANS EXAMINATIONS. 250 Pages. .
ELECTRIC POWER CALCULATIONS. 425 Pages.
HANDY BOOK OF ELECTRICITY, 1440 Pages.
ELECTRIC DICTIONARY. 9000 Terms . .
ELECTRIC LIBRARY. 7000 Pages (10Book Set)
REFRIGERATION & Air Conditioning, 1280 Pgs.
MILLWRIGHTS & MECHANICSGUIDE. 1200 Pgs.
POWER PLANT ENGINEERS GUIDE. 1500 Pages
ENGINEERS & FIREMANS EXAMS. 525 Pages .
PUMPS. Hydraulics & Air Compressors, 1658 Pgs
OPERATING ENGINEERS LIBRARY (3 Books). 1.
GARDENERS & GROWERS GUIDES (4 Book Set
CARPENTERS & BUILDERS GUIDES (4 Book Set
PLUMBERS & Steamfitters Guides (4 Book Set)
MASONS AND BUILDERS GUIDES (4 Book Set)
PAINTERS & DECORATORS MANUAL, 450Pgs.
HOUSE HEATING GUIDE. 1000 Pages . . . . .
OIL BURNER GUIDE, 384 Pages................ 2
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about New York City, so he set out for that
place. He got himself a tall silk hat and a
store-bought suit and had himself a high old
time, living it up.

But he began to get a little bored, too. He
went to Chicago and to San Francisco and
Los Angeles. He even accumulated himself
a wife. But the feeling of restlessness
wouldn’t leave him. m

Back to the Wilds

One day he couldn’t stand it any more and
he put away all of his fancy duds and got
into his old prospector’s outfit and headed
for the wilds of Oregon. He was still a very
wealthy individual in spite of all his swank
living.

Among other things he owned a veritable
mansion in Los Angeles, which he'd had
constructed for him. But it was just that
the old prospering urge had taken over
again, and the only thing he could take a
keen interest in was hunting more ore.

He went to the Umpqua River, where
even as a small boy he had spent his time
panning for gold. He erected himself a
cabin there, filled it well with provisions and
used it as a base of operations to examine
and probe for ore through the surrounding
countryside.

Some months later a hunter, lost and hun-
gry, stopped by Ed Schiefflin’'s cabin and
found his body.

And herein lies a haunting mystery that
Ed Schiefflin left behind. It wasn't so much
in the death itself, as a letter he'd written
two weeks before. It said: “l have found

(Continued from page 6)

stuff here in Oregon that will make Tomb-
stone look like salt. This is GOLD.”

To this day, now some 59 years later, men
trample along old Oregon trails and paths
looking for Ed Schiefflin’'s long lost gold
mine.

There are some who remain convinced that
Ed had struck it rich again just before his
end came. Although his death appeared to
be a natural one—and even if you ruled out
altogether the chance that he might have
been done in by someone who'd learned of
his strike and was trying to extract the in-
formation of its location by force—it seemed
a fairly reasonable theory that the excite-
ment of coming upon another great valuable
mineral find is what might have led to a
heart attack. Moreover, if anyone knew a
good strike when he saw one it would be
Schiefflin, and there would seem to be no
purpose in his writing about such a strike
unless he'd found one.

Quite A Man

He was a rich man who really didn’t need
any money. He left a small fortune behind
for his widow. He also left behind a very
masculine-type piece of philosophy. One
paragraph of his will read:

“l have no children, but should anyone,
at their own expense, prove to the satisfac-
tion of my executors to be a child of mine,
to each | give the sum of fifty dollars.”

Quite a man was Ed Schiefflin, the dream-
er, prospector, philosopher and founder of
what became one of the liveliest towns in
the Old West.



How You Can Master
GOOD ENGLISH

... In 15 Minutes a day

housands of persons make

mistakes in their everyday Eng-
lish—and don’'t know it. It is sur-
prising how many persons fail in
spelling such common words as “busi-
ness,” “judgment,” “beneficiary.” and
“receive” ; say “between you and 1”
instead of “between you and me" ; use
“who” for “whom”; and mispro-
nounce the simplest words. And it is
equally astonishing how few know
whether to use one or two “c’s" or
“m's” or Vs” (as in “recommend”
or *“disappoint.”), or when to use
commas in order to make their mean-
ing clear. Most persons use only
common words—colorless, flat, ordi-
nary. Their speech and their letters
are lifeless, humdrum.

What Does Your English Say
About You?

Does your English help or hinder
you? Every time you talk, every time
you write, you show wbat you are.
When you use the wrong word, when
you mispronounce a word, when you
punctuate incorrectly, when you use
commonplace words, you handicap
yourself enormously. English, the
very tool you should use to improve
your business or social position, holds
you back. And you don't realize it,
for people are too polite to tell you
about your mistakes.

But now Sherwin Cody offers you a
common sense method of acquiring a
mastery of English in only a few min-
utes a day. It's so easy to stop mak-
ing the mistakes in English which
have been hindering you and learn to
present your ideas clearly and force-
fully on all occasions— without even
thinking about it.

What Cody Did at Gary

For years Mr. Cody studied the
problem of creating instinctive habits
of using good English. Some time
ago he was invited to teach English
to all upper-grade pupils in Gary,
Indiana. Mr. Cody secured more im-
provement in these pupils in five
weeks than previously had been ob-
tained by similar pupils in two years
under the old methods.

100% Self-Correcting Device

The basic principle of Mr. Cody’s
method is habit-forming. Suppose he
himself were standing forever at
your elbow. Every time you made a

mistake, suppose you could hear him
whisper: “That is wrong, it should
be thus and so.” In a short time you
would habitually use the correct form
and the right words.

Mr. Cody’s patented 100% Self-
Correcting Device does exactly this.
It is his silent voice behind you,
ready to speak whenever you commit
an error. It finds your mistakes and
concentrates on them. You are not
drilled upon anything you already
know; and there are no rules to
memorize.

The study of English has been
made so simple that no more than
fifteen minutes a day is required—and
not of study, but of fascinating prac-
tice! Those who take advantage of
Mr. Cody’s method gain something
so priceless that it cannot be meas-
ured in terms of money. They gain a
facility of speech that marks them as
educated persons in whatever society
they find themselves. They gain self-
confidence and self-respect. As for
material reward, the importance of
good English in the race for success
cannot be over-estimated. Surely no
one can advance far without it.

Write for FREE BOOK

If you are ever embarrassed by
mistakes in grammar, spelling, pro-
nunciation, punctuation, or if your
vocabulary is limited, this free book,
“How Yon Can Master Good English
in 15 Minutes a Day,” will prove a
revelation to you. It can be had free
upon request. There is no obliga-
tion. Send the coupon or a letter or
postal card for it now. No salesman
will call. SHERWIN CODY
COURSE IN ENGLISH, 2675 Cen-
tral Drive, Port Washington, N.Y.

SHERWIN CODY COURSE IN ENGLISH
2675 Central Drive, Port Washington, N. Y.

Please send me, without any obligation on my part, your

free hook. “How You Can Master Good English in 15 Min-
utes a Day.” No salesman will call.

O If 18 years or under check here for Booklet A.
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Q.—Just what is the monte | see mentioned
in stories of the Texas-Mexico Border coun-
try?—V.C. (Mont.).

A.—Although your Spanish dictionary
gives “mountain” or “mount” as the first
meaning of monte (MOAN-tay), the word
is universally used in the Southwest to mean
timber, forest or a woodsy area. In Texas
“the monte" is the thorn-brush country thick-
eted with mesquite, huisache, ocotillo, brasil,
agarita and a dozen other kinds of thorny
growth. Thus avaquero del monte is a brush
country cowboy. Of course monte, pro-
nounced MON-ty, is also a gambling card
game, probably of Mexican origin.

Q.—Was James Bowie, inventor of the
Bowie knife, a citizen of the United States,
Mexico or the Texas Republic?>—T.T.N.
(Wash.).

A.—AIll three. Jim Bowie went to Texas
as an American citizen, became a citizen of
Mexico when he married the daughter of
Lieutenant-Governor Verimendi of Mexican
Texas, joined in the Texas war for inde-
pendence as a Texan, and was among the
Texas heroes who died in the Alamo. Tex-
ans pronounce his name BOO-ee.

Q—Are Virginia City, Nevada, and Virgin-
ia City, Montana, both ghost towns?—A.C.B.
(N.J)).

A.—Literally no, but in a sense, yes. Vir-
ginia City, Nevada, has a resident population
of about 900, Virginia City, Montana, about
400, but the numerous empty buildings and

abandoned mines that remain as relics of the
old boom days give both towns somewhat the
aspect of ghost towns. By preserving the ap-
pearance of its days of past glory in every
way possible, Virginia City, Montana, has
made itself noted as a tourist attraction.

Q—Is there any book that gives a full his-
tory of cowboy rodeos?—Bill F. (N.Y.).

A.—The best I know of are “My 50 Years
in Rodeo,” by Foghorn Clancy (The Naylor
Co.) and “Man. Beast, Dust: The Story of
Rodeo,” by Clifford P. Westermeier (Caxton
Printers). There may be others.

Q—Who was Black Bart?>—R.D.G-. (Fla.).

A.—Black Bart was a somewhat mysteri-
ous California bandit and stage robber of the
1870's and '80’s, variously known as Charles
E. Boles and Charles E. Bolton. He wrote
doggerel rhymes to his victims and to officers
of the law and called himself “the P08”
(poet). A full actount of his career is in
“Bad Company,” by Joseph Henry Jackson.

Q—What is the best breed of beef cattle on
Western ranches?—W.W.J. (Miss.).

A.—Naturally cattlemen are not in general
agreement on that point. Some popular
breeds are Hereford, Aberdeen Angus, Black
Angus, Red Angus, Shorthorn, Charolais,
San Gertrudis, Brahma, Charbray, Brangus,
Beefmaster, with other crossbreeds under
development. Although they have plenty of
competition, | believe that Herefords are still
raised in greater numbers.—S. Omar Barker.
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Chimno Kid

Blood had been spilled in this valley, and plenty more was

due to flow— unless the Lone Wolf could pin down the mysterious Kid

CHAPTER |

Two Graves

THE SMOKE pulled Hatfield toward the east, away from the break
in the hills which encircled Loving Basin. It rose in a thin gray
plume which drifted slowly south, laying flat in the still morning air.
Above it circled a black dot, drifting in a slow spiral that could mean
only one thing in this broken, lonely land.

It took Hatfield a half hour to reach the scene. He came upon the
youngster as he eased Goldy between two weathered boulders on a
slight rise of ground which dipped down to a hollow.

The boy was sitting on the slope, legs drawn up and crossed, his
head pillowed on his arms. His back was to Jim, vulnerable and
unprotected—nhis long thin torso showed bony against his faded cotton
shirt. The Ranger saw no cartridge belt encircling the boy’s waist.

Two mounds, piled with stones, lay at the boy’s feet; to one side

With gun in hand, and
'the distance fast clos-
ing, Jim couldn’t miss



14 TEXAS RANGERS

lay a shovel. Further down, tied by the
pole gate of a stone corral, was a rawboned
gray gelding. The stock of a Sharps rifle
jutted from saddle scabbard.

The Lone Wolf's green eyes observed
details of this lonely scene—moving from
the corral where goats moved restlessly,
across the beaten earth to the charred
remains of a stone dwelling. The roof had
fallen in and the door was gutted and
burned out. The smoke still curled up-
ward from the dying embers.

Jim waited, lookihg down at the boy
who was too absorbed in his grief to sense
his presence. It was not until the gray,
turning and catching sight of Goldy,
snorted and jingled his bit irons, that the
boy stirred.

He lifted his head and looked around.
He turned and saw Jim sitting saddle less
than fifteen feet upslope and fear exploded
in him. He lunged to his feet and Hat-
field saw then that he had an old model
Dragoon Colt stuck in his waistband.

The boy was dragging at it, jerking it
loose, when he saw the big Peacemaker
in Jim’s hand. He slumped, fear tinting
his narrow face to a coffee color.

The Lone Wolf dismounted and came
down to the youngster. “You're a right
suspicious button,” he murmured, “but
maybe you’'ve got a right to be.”

His glance slid past the boy to the
smoke curling up from the gutted house
and came to rest briefly on the two graves.

“Kin of yours?”

The boy’s eyes had a wet shine. He
had been crying and it had left streaks in
his thin, dirty face. He looked at Jim with
the suspicious wariness of a trapped
coyote. A rail-thin boy almost as tall as
Hatfield, his clothes hung loose on his
long-armed, gangly frame. About sixteen,
Jim judged—still growing. He had asplash
of freckles across a blade thin nose and
blue eyes under sandy brows. What hair
showed under his dirty gray hat matched
his eyebrows.

He looked scared and lonely and Jim
felt a sudden pity for the boy. “Your
folks?” he asked, nodding toward the
graves.

The youngster inclined his head. His
eyes were locked on Jim with that intense
watchfulness. ,

Jim sheathed his Colt. “Reckon you've
done all you could, son,” he said. “Looks
like there’'s nothing more to do here. You
have relatives or friends in the Basin?”

The boy shook his head. Jim walked to
him, but the youngster shrank away. He
was like a cur which expects a kick. The
Lone Wolf shrugged. He moved past the
boy and went down to the smoking ruins.

On the far side of the gutted structure
two chickens came into view. They
stopped and eyed Hatfield with the dumb
regard of their kind. In the stone corral
an old billy goat thrust his whiskered head
through the bars in the gate and bleated
across the yard.

Jim turned and glanced at the boy who
stood eyeing him with sullen fear.

“Do you know who did it?”

The boy was silent. He kept watching
Jim like a hawk. The shock of what had
happened here was still in him, Hatfield
thought, and it would be a while before
it wore off. He thought of his reasons for
being here and he said: “Some of the
Chino Kid’s work?” and he saw the boy'’s
eyes brighten and grow hard.

The boy’s tone held a savage bitterness.
“Yeah, some of the Chino Kid’'s work,
mister!” —

He shuffled toward Hatfield, his runover
boots caked and cracked. There was an
air of wildness about him he reminded
Hatfield of some unkempt mongrel. The
boy seemed to view the world with the
same wary mistrust.

His Adam'’s apple bobbed along the sun-
blacked column of his throat. “They never
bothered nobody,” he blurted out, and his
voice started deep and rose and broke
with adolescent shrillness. “They didn't
have a dime. Just them goats and
chickens. But they killed them. The hard
way, mister—shot them and left them to
burn.”

He saw the horror in the boy’s eyes
then, and he pictured what this youngster
must have gone through. His voice grew
grim. “The Chino Kid'll pay for it, son.
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| promise you that.”

He saw the glitter of the coin from the
corner of his eye and it pulled him around.
He moved toward what had been the door
and looked down at it before bending to
pick it up.

It was one of the rare moments that the
Lone Wolf dropped his guard, but he was
expecting no trouble from this grief-
stricken boy. He sensed the youngster
coming up close, but it rang only a bare

JIM HATFIELD

note of warning in him. Not until the last
split second, as he was straightening, did
some shift in the youngster's feet alert
him.

ND THEN it was too late.
The boy’s Dragoon chopped down
across the Lone Wolf's head and the

Ranger pitched forward, almost across the
doorway. He lay still.

The boy lifted the muzzle and aimed it
at Jim’s back. There was fear and hate in
him, spilling over and a sob broke from
his lips. “Damn you, damn you.”

But he couldn’'t bring himself to pull
trigger at Jim’s back. He turned and ran
for the gray and got into saddle. He rode
west, toward the broken desolate land be-
yond the rim of Loving Basin.

The sun moved up higher and the
shadows retreated back into the hills.
Goldy came down the slope and nudged
Jim. He stood over the Ranger, a bronzed
statue, head uplifted, ears cocked. From
the corner of the stone pen a rooster
thrust out his chest, beat his black-tipped
wings and crowed his defiance to the
morning.

Hatfield stirred. He pushed himself up
and straightened, the hammer strokes be-
hind his eyes made him close them. His
fingers gripped Goldy's pommel and he
hung on until the weakness left his knees.
When the ground stopped revolving he
reached up and touched the lump behind
his right ear.

Goldy shifted and turned to muzzle him.
Jim ran his hand appreciatively over the
big stallion’s sleek muzzle.

“l didn't think he had the nerve,” he
muttered. “Looked too scared and beat
to do anything but run.” He turned and
squinted at the lonely, tragic scene. The
smoke still curled up in small tendrils
from blackened boards. “Can’t say that |
blame him, though,” he said bleakly.

Some more of the Chino Kid’s work. He
felt a cold, contained rage build up in him.
Sheriff Luke Tipton had sent for Jim be-
cause this Chino Kid, whose reputation
as a cruel, will-o'-the-wisp Killer, had
spread beyond the borders of Loving
Basin.

Goldy nudged him impatiently and Hat-
field nodded bleakly. “Reckon we should
be moving.” He turned to pick up his
dented hat and the motion brought the
sharp pounding between his eyes again.
He straightened slowly, fighting the sick-
ness in his stomach; he saw the coin at
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his feet, which he had dropped when the
hoy had buffaloed him.

He bent cautiously and picked it up and
saw that it was a half dollar into which
someone had fired a .40 caliber slug. A file
had been used to smooth out the jagged
edges and time and handling had rubbed
it smooth—it looked like it might have
been worn as an ornament in someone’s
watch chain.

Thoughtfully Jim slipped the coin into
his pocket. The stillness clung to the small
hollow and the sun poured heat into it.
Hatfield turned and got into saddle and
rode back up the slope.

Get the Chino Kid.

j~Those were Ranger Captain Bill Mc-
Dowell’s orders. Get the Chino Kid who
was terrorizing the Loving Basin country.

Behind the Lone Wolf the sun ham-
mered the freshly turned earth over the
graves and the rooster crowed once more.
In the hills behind the hollow a prowling
coyote cocked his ears to the sound, lis-
tened, then turned on silent feet to the
faint smudge of smoke.

CHAPTER Il

Drunken Deputy

BRITTLE dryness lay over the land

and the leaves of the ssmall aspen
grove overlooking Loving’'s cemetery hung
still—in the quiet heat the measured tones
of the preacher conducting the burial fell
flat in the afternoon air.

Big Cal Tipton, boss of the Wagon-
wheel B, stood by the open grave and
watched the pine box lowered into the
hole. His face was still and set in the
pattern of sorrow. He was a big man,
standing well over six feet, heavy of body,
but not soft. He wore town clothes, topped
by an expensive cream Stetson, but there
was an air of ruddy good health about
him and a boyish cast accentuated by
curly brown hair which, at forty, had
barely begun to gray.

Carole Bradley, his niece, stood by his
side, her head bowed. Her eyes were dry,
but there was an odd stiffness to her
posture. Glancing sidewise at her, Cal
thought he caught a faraway sadness in
her face, as though her thoughts were
gone beyond this grave and this burial to
someone closer and never to be seen again.

She was young. Her twentieth birthday
was still several months away. But there
was a maturity to this girl beyond her
years. And a willfulness betrayed by a
sullen set to her mouth. A maturity and
a willfulness, he reflected coldly, because
she owned the Wagonwheel B and didn't
know how to run it.

Behind them, making a semi-circle
around that grave, stood the bulk of the
Wagonwheel riders. A hard, hand-picked
group. Frenchy, broad, powerful, muscle-
knotted like some gnarled, thick oak and
as unyielding; Steve Prell, Wagonwheel’'s
ramrod, two guns in thonged-down hol-
sters—a rangy gunhawk with a reputation
trailing him; Cibero, Mexican-dark face
impassive; Dakota, spare, sallow-faced
man, steerhorn mustache drooping past
the corners of a weak mouth, washed-out
gray eyes that seldom met a man’s glance,
and yet a man who Killed without com-
passion, with an infinite cruelty.

Tipton’s thoughts jerked back to the
intonations of the preacher. He had no
illusions about these men he had hired.
But the stakes were big, and in this violent
land there was no room for sentiment or
weakness. A man had to measure up to
his ambitions, and Cal Tipton’s ambitions
ran big—they ran beyond this Basin, to
a seat in the Texas Senate. And perhaps
some day . . .

Across the grave a group of townsmen
stood with bowed heads. They stood apart
from the Wagonwheel riders as though by
mutual agreement. They were neutral in
this gathering violence that flickered like
heat lightning across the drought-stricken
Basin.

Foremost among them a tall, white-
haired man in outmoded silk hat and black
frock coat met Cal’s eyes. A flicker passed
through the deep, electric blue of that
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man’s gaze, and then his head bowed. Cal
smiled thinly.

Apart from both townsmen and Wagon-
wheel riders stood a man and a woman.
Farmers, obviously—or seat-of-the-pants
ranchers—judging from the woman’s
homespun and the man’s bib overalls, his
thick, work-calloused hands, the weath-
ered bluntness of his face. His wife stood
beside him, tall and bony and somewhat
stooped, faded by work and worry, a
bonnet shading her tired features from
the slanting rays of the sun.

Beyond this group, so far away from
the mourners as not to be a part of them,
a tall, lean, blond man stood stiff-legged
under the aspens. The dappled shade pat-
tern blended him with the background so
that at first glance he might be missed,
but when he moved slightly the badge on
his shirt caught the sunlight and flashed
its semaphore signal of warning.

Cal’s head turned slowly to observe this
man, and a sneer drew its pattern of
his thinking across his heavy face. He saw
beyond this man, through him, to a small
office in the county courthouse and to a
vacant chair in the sheriff's office.

There was now no law in Loving Basin.
Thus did he discount the man wearing the
deputy’s badge. No law except that which
he would hereon enforce, with the guns
of the men at his back.

A rising exultation almost choked him,
and it was an odd feeling for a man to
have, for it was the body of his brother
that was being lowered into that grave.

He felt a stir behind him and he turned
and caught Steve Prell’'s cold and watchful
glance, and then Prell's head moved slight-
ly and Cal followed the angle of his gaze.
He saw the rider who pulled up on the
road below them—a wide-shouldered man
sitting tall against the reddening sun. And
though the distance was too far away to
make out the man’s features, or the quest
of the man’'s gaze, Cal felt an odd tingle
cut through the sharp exultation in him.

There was something about that rider
and the big golden stallion he rode which
instantly commanded attention—a force
that sent its gathering impact up to him.

The man was a stranger, and at this
moment Cal Tipton wanted no strangers
in Loving Basin.

He turned and caught Steve’s question-
ing gaze and Tipton's eyes narrowed
meaningly as he nodded a barely per-
ceptible yes to the gunslinger’'s unspoken

query.

TAWAS a day for funerals, thought the
ne Wolf. He pulled Goldy up along
the road leading over the plank bridge
spanning Turkey Creek and the cowtown
just beyond to watch the tableau on the
small hill. In the still, breathless silence
he could almost make out the preacher’s
droning words.

A ring of horsemen stood in silent vigil
around an open grave into which a coffin
was being lowered. A girl and a big man
stood close by the preacher. From their
position, Hatfield judged them to be close
relatives of the man who was being buried.

The hard-faced riders stood behind
them, forming a stony-faced shield. On the
otherside, across the grave, separated by
what seemed mutual inclination, stood a
group of townspeople.

It came to Hatfield, as he watched, that
there was a distinct cleavage here. Then
his attention was arrested by the lone
figure standing under the aspens. The man
was tall and slender and he wore a star
on his shirt. He stood in aloof and lonely
sorrow, and Jim reflected briefly on this
scene which placed the law apart from it.

It occurred to him that the lawman
might be Luke Tipton, the sheriff who had
written to Captain McDowell for help, and
he had a brief impulse to ride up the hill
to join him. But this slender man was
young, and Hatfield had the impression
that Luke was an old hand at enforcing
the law—he remembered this and it held
him from making his move.

And as he waited he saw the lawman
turn away and come down the hill, and a
frown built a ridge between Jim'’s level
green eyes. The lawman walked with
stiff gait, he stumbled once and caught
himself with rigid control.

Jim saw the silent riders turn to eye the
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man. The girl by the grave glanced briefly
at the stumbling figure and her shoulders
stiffened. The big man beside her followed
the lawman’s progress down the hill with
a widening sneer.

The lawman came down the rutted road,
scuffing in the powdery earth. He saw
Jim watching him and he straightened his
back and held himself stiffly erect. Close
up Jim measured the lean and reckless
look of the man’s narrow, handsome face
The eyes slanted up to meet his gaze had
a defiant glaze.

He walked past Jim, his hand brushing
down over the butt of his Colt in a gesture
either of warning or challenge, Jim wasn't
sure which. The strong reek of whisky
that reached Hatfield affirmed his judg-
ment that the man was drunk. He took
his gaze from the lawman and glanced up
the hill. Against the fading aguamarine
sky, the wagon drawn up by the grave,
the figures around it and the horsemen
behind, began to silhouette as dark, unreal
shapes.

The Lone Wolf turned then and put
Goldy to the bridge. He rode past the
weaving lawman, across Turkey Creek
which ran dry beneath the booming
planks, and onto Trail Street which be-
came the main business thorofare of Lov-
ing.

Loving was not an old town, but it had
been settled long enough to have shed the
raw, unpainted ugliness of the usual cow-
town. Most of the buildings were painted
—there were several stone and brick
buildings, one of them being the STOCK-
MAN'’S NATIONAL BANK—and a siz-
able sprinkling of clapboarded private
homes on the rise of ground behind the
courthouse.

The courthouse was a big, barnlike
structure painted white. It stood at the
apex of a small square and on what had
been a small front lawn, now burned
brown by the long drought, was a field
piece flanked by two small pyramids of
cannon balls.

A board sign was propped against the
undercarriage of the field piece, its legend
a tribute to “the brave men of Loving who

went forth to join the Texas Volunteers

Jim considered this with grave and un-
hurried concern, then he rode Goldy
around the front of the courthouse and his
gaze caught the sign which read: SHER-
IFF'S OFFICE. He swung Goldy in to the
short rack under a huge pepper tree and
dismounted.

The door to the sheriff's office was
closed, but not locked. Jim pushed it open
and stepped into a darkening room. He
hesitated only briefly before moving to
the wall lamp and lighting it.

The flickering light showed him a clean-
swept, tidy office. A side door led to the
cell block, tenantless and quiet in the
shadows. Jim made his swift inspection
and came back to the small office to face
a decision of waiting for the sheriff or to
return later.

There was a poster on the desk and the
boldly printed name, THE CHINO KID,
caught his attention. He walked around
the desk and leaned over it and read with
frowning interest that the Chino Kid was
wanted for murder, robbery, rustling and
arson. Five thousand dollars was being
offered as a reward for the Kid’s body by
Mr. Calvin Tipton, Manager, Wagonwheel
B Ranch.

There was no picture of the Kid on the
poster, and the description attributed to
him was meager and general. Slim, young-
ish, between 20 and 25 (the description
read) and a deadly Killer.

IM tried to place the outlaw. He knew

most of the wild ones still on the loose
in Texas, and he knew by reputation most
of the bad ones who rode outside the
Texas borders—but he couldn’t place the
Chino Kid. A new one, he thought weari-
ly, riding a fast, hard pace to hell.

He heard the step on the walk outside
and he turned just as the slender lawman
lurched through the doorway. The man
stopped and pulled himself erect. He
braced himself against the door framing
and his right hand dropped threateningly
to the walnut butt on his hip.

“The Wagonwheel B’s ten miles outta
town,” he rasped. “That way.” He jerked
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his thumb over his shoulder.

“Glad you mentioned it,” Jim said drily.
“1 happen to be looking for the sheriff. He’s
expecting me.”

The deputy laughed shortly. He lurched
across the room to the desk, pushed the
poster off with a careless sweep of his
hand, and sat down heavily. He was drunk
and he obviously didn’t care who knew it.
There was a defiant glint in his eyes as
he measured the Ranger.

“That's too bad, mister,” he said. “You
have come a little late. You won't find
Luke Tipton this side of hell—or the other
side, either.”

Hatfield watched the man take a bottle
out of the bottom drawer and tilt it to his
lips. He waited until the deputy took a
breather.

“Might be a good idea if you explained,”
Jim said. “Sheriff Luke Tipton sent for
me. I'm Jim Hatfield, Texas Ranger.”

The deputy’'s head came up sharply
then, and a touch of respect came into
his eyes. He licked his lips, brooding.

“Jim Hatfield? The Lone Wolf?”

Hatfield nodded slightly. “1 thought
you'd be expecting me. Or didn't Luke
let you know?”

“l knew about the letter,” the deputy
answered slowly. “l—I didn’t think you'd
come.”

He reached for the bottle again, some-
thing dark and deep troubling him and
Jim felt a sharp impatience prod him. He
reached down and picked up the poster
the deputy had swept off his desk and
placed it in front of the man. He leaned
over the desk, his hands palm down on
the dodger, his eyes levelling coldly on
the deputy.

“l saw you at the funeral on the hill,”
he said. “Was Luke up there, too?”

“Luke?” The deputy wiped his lips with '

the back of his hand. He made an effort to
meet the Lone Wolf's gaze. “Yeah—Luke
was there, Hatfield. Guest of honor.” He
shoved the bottle toward Jim. His voice
lifted with bitter resignation. “That was
Luke Tipton they buried, Ranger. He was
killed yesterday morning. Shot in the back
riding from Welker’'s Bar W spread.”

Hatfield took this without too much
surprise. He pushed the poster toward
the deputy. “The Chino Kid?”

“So they say,” the lawman sneered.

Something in his voice irritated Hatfield.
“What do you think?” he asked sharply.

The man’s head came up, caught by the
contempt in Jim’s voice. But his gaze
broke away from Hatfield's regard. “What
I think don’t count, Hatfield. I'm just Lew
Channing, drifter. The stray dog Luke
picked out of the street and pinned a
badge to. Nobody gives a damn what I
think.” He settled back and ran sinewy
fingers through his shaggy blond hair.
“Only man who did was Luke Tipton. And
Luke’s dead, Hatfield.”

The Lone Wolf tried to understand the
feeling behind the man’s bitter self-con-
tempt. As he waited Lew reached for the
bottle again, and it touched off a sharp
anger in Hatfield. He reached across the
desk and yanked the bottle from Chan-
ning’s hand and some of the whisky spilled
across the deputy’s chin and down his
shirt front.

Channing lunged for the bottle and Jim
shoved him back into his chair.

“Quit sopping this up and feeling sorry
for yourself,” the Lone Wolf snapped. “I
want to know what happened to Sheriff
Tipton. | want to know why you're in
here, guzzling cheap rotgut, instead of out
riding after the man who shot Luke.”

“Maybe it's none of your damn busi-
ness,” Lew muttered sullenly. He eyed the
bottle in Jim’s hand. “Luke’s dead. What
happens now don't concern me.” He
paused and slid his murky gaze from Jim's
taut features to the door. The thud of
boots on the walk were heading this way.

Jim ignored the approaching men. “I
see a badge on your shirt,” he said flatly.
“A man has a responsibility to that
badge.”

“That responsibility ended when Luke
was Killed,” Channing snarled. “As for
this hunk of tin—" His fingers reached
up, fumbling.

“What in hell's going on in here?” A
harsh, authoritative voice called suddenly.
“Who is this hardcase, Channing?”
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IM turned slowly, stepping away from

the desk. He put his cool, measuring
glance on the big beefy man crowding into
the office, and then held it on the two men
just behind him.

One was big, about Jim’s own height,
but there was an enormous thickness to
his body—all muscle and bone. A brown,
tightly curled beard hid the outlines of his
cheeks and jaw and the eyes appraised
Jim with a lively expectation. His big
hands were fisting instinctively.

The man with him seemed slight in com-
parison. He was a rangy man with a
smooth-shaven, hawk-nosed face. The gray
eyes that checked Jim held nothing. He
wore range clothes and two bone-handled
guns, and the way he wore them told Hat-
field this man knew how to use them.

In the crowding, appraising silence the
big man suddenly pointed a thick finger
at Jim. “You!” he said coldly. “What do
you want in here?”

Jim studied the man with cool deliber-
ateness. He stood well over six feet—a
beefy man, well dressed, with a tanned,
outdoorsy look about him. The cream
Stetson cocked back on his curly brown
hair must have cost him fifty dollars. He
didn’t look his age, at first glance, but Jim
placed him around forty. There was a
cold and demanding authority about this
man and a bleak irritation showed in the
Lone Wolf’'s green eyes.

“I'm in here minding my own business,”
he said curtly. “It might not be a bad
idea if you did the same.”

The big man frowned, studying Jim.
He saw a man not easily cowed, and his
judgment warned him that this tall, wide-
shouldered individual with a gunslinger’s
cold and confident appraisal was not a
man to be pushed. He took a check on
his tone, but there was anger when he
finally spoke.

“What goes on in this office from now
on is my business. If you're a friend of
this—this drunk—" he emphasized with
deliberate contempt—*“you can get the
hell out of here right now. And take him
with you.”

Lew Channing stumbled to his feet, his

face whitening. “Just a minute,” he said.
He ripped the badge from his shirt, tossed
it at the big man’s feet. “I quit, Cal. No-
body fires me. But I'll get out of here
when I'm ready. Not when some loud-
mouthed—"

The big man took a quick step to the
desk and backhanded the deputy across
the mouth. The blow dropped Lew back
into the chair and the big man reached
across the desk and grabbed a fistful of
Lew’'s shirt. He yanked the deputy up
over the desk and slammed his balled fist
into Lew’s face.

Channing fell against the chair and over-
turned it. He sprawled in a limp, un-
protesting heap and the big man came
around the desk and stood over him, draw-
ing his leg back to boot the defenseless
man.

Hatfield caught him by the shoulder,
whirled him around and shoved him
across the desk. Out of the corner of his
eye he saw the two men start for him,
the big man with his hands, the rangy man
reaching for his gun.

The Lone Wolf's peacemaker made its
sudden appearance in his right hand, its
cold and deadly muzzle stopping them.

“That's enough!” he yelled. “We're quit-
ting this right here.”

The big man pulled himself up off the
desk. He shifted his angry gaze from the
gun in Jim’'s hand to Jim's face and a
murderous patience settled over him like
a cold mask. He pulled his coat back into
shape and glanced down at Channing who
was sitting up, rubbing his palm across
his jaw.

“No druken bum is going to insult me,”
he stated flatly. “I don't know who you
are, stranger, or why you're here. But
I want him out of this office, and out of
town, by tomorrow night. And if you're a
friend of his, the same applies to you.”

“l don't know what you've got against
him,” Jim said. “But if anyone runs any-
body out of town, I'll do it. And before
we go any further with this, I'll ask the
guestions. Who are you? And what gives
you the right to come in here and tell the
sheriff's deputy to leave town?”



Jim hit him a solid
smash on the jaw

“I'm Cal Tipton, Sheriff Tipton’s broth-
er,” the big man answered grimly. “I run
the WagonwheelB, biggest spread in the
Basin. When there was trouble in the
county my men backed Luke—now that
my brother’'s been killed we'll take over
the law.” He reached over for his Stet-
son, lying on the floor by Charming; he
ignored the dazed deputy as he straight-
ened, brushed the Stetson against his
pants leg and cocked it on his head.

“Now maybe you’ll tell me who you
are?” he asked harshly.

Jim told him.

Cal Tipton started. He had drawn a
cigar from his vest pocket, and now held
it half way to his lips, his eyes darkening,
searching the Lone Wolfs hard face.

“The Ranger they call the Lone Wolf?”
he murmured.

Jim shrugged.

IHE big man caught himself, his lips
¥quirking with doubting smile. “Luke
never mentioned he was sending for help.”

He finished lifting the cigar to his lips,
slid a hand into his vest pocket for a
match, and thumbed it into flame. “You're
a big man, and you’re wearing two guns,”
he said, blowing the match out after light-
ing his cigar. “But I'll believe you're a
Ranger after | see your credentials.”

Jim reached in his boot for his badge.
In the guttering lamplight the narrow
circle of silver enclosing the lone star had
a cold and uncompromising gleam. He
laid his paper credentials on the desk, in
front of Tipton, and his smile was meager
as he saw Cal's brows furrow.

Tipton nodded. “So you're the great Jim
Hatfield!” he said coldly. “Well, | didn't
send for you. We don't need Rangers
meddling in business Wagonwheel can
handle.”

“Your brother thought he needed help,”
Jim said, reminding him. “He mentioned
a killer named the Chino Kid—"

“Luke was a fool, even if he was my
brother,” Cal said. “He kept holding me
back, tying my hands. And look what it
got him! If he had let me turn my men
loose—"

“We'd have had a range war in the
Basin,” Charming mumbled. He had pulled
himself to his feet; he stood now, sway-
ing, eyeing the big man with ugly hate.

Tipton whirled, his face darkening and
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Charming’'s hand fell to his gun. Jim
stepped swiftly between them, his voice
cracked grimly. “I'm making the next
move here, gents. If you don’'t believe
me, try me.”

Tipton caught himself. He stepped back
slowly and glanced at his men who were
eyeing the gun in Jim’s hand with sullen

abeyance. “All right, Ranger,” Tipton
agreed thickly. “Just keep that bum
quiet.”

Charming lifted a hand to his cut lips,
his eyes blazing. “I'll—” He stiffened at
the look in Jim's eyes, but he closed his
mouth.

“l came here because of a letter your
brother wrote to Captain Bill McDowell,”
Jim stated, turning to Tipton. “He didn't
explain much. Just that he was having
trouble with a killer named the Chino
Kid.”

“You got here a day too late,” Cal
sneered. “The Kid killed my brother
yesterday.”

“So | heard.” Jim nodded. “I can't help
him now but I can get the man who killed
him. A little cooperation from you would
help.” He paused and saw Tipton’s broad
features settle into an uncooperative mask
and he felt a dislike for this big, pushy
man.

“l told Luke what | wanted to do.”
Cal said. “I wanted to hunt the Kid down
and Kkill him, even if it meant gutting
every small spread on Young Turkey
Creek. | told Luke that was the only
way to stop the Kid, but he wouldn't listen.
Even after he got the note from the Kid,
threatening him.”

“What note?”

The Wagonwheel boss reached in his
pocket and brought out a folded piece of
paper. He handed it to Jim who unfolded
it, read the pencilled, block-letter message:
“Tipton, | gave you jive years to straighten
out what you did to me. Now I'm going to
kill you.”

Jim lifted his gaze from the message
and Tipton said, “Luke got that note just
four days ago. It was slipped under this
door during the night, he showed it to
me the next morning.”
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Jim was frowning. “Looks like your
brother knew the Kid. Do you?”

Cal shook his head. “Not before he cam®
into the Basin. Haven't even laid eyes on
the murdering son. But he’s been raising
hell for almost a year now. | guess he
had something on Luke, though. My
brother kept warning me off the Kid.
The law, he kept telling me, would take
care of the Kid. Well, Luke's dead. 1
didn’t send for you, Hatfield. But I'll give
you this much. I'll give you forty-eight
hours to get the Chino Kid. After that I'm
turning my men loose in the Basin. We'll
get the Killer if we have to wipe out every
thieving nester who’s back of him!”

CHAPTER 111

"Forty-eight hours!”

HE SILENCE crowded into the of-

fice after Tipton and his men left.
Jim Hatfield picked up the badge Chan-
ning had discarded and tossed it on the
desk. He watched Channing sink slowly
into the chair which he had straightened,
saw him brush blood from his cut lips
with the back of his hand and eye the
red stain with brooding gaze.

“Better pin that on your shirt,” Jim
said bluntly. “We've got work to do.”

Channing lifted his gaze. There was a
dark and bitter lack in him that shocked
the Lone Wolf. After the manhandling
he had received, Jim had expected some
fight from the deputy. He saw instead a
deep and twisted shame in the man'’s face.

“Cal was right,” Channing mumbled.
“I'm a drunken bum