













































































Starr Of Wyoming 25

After a bullfight, the defeated
animal closes both eyes, whirls on
hindquarters, and quits the country.
It will run over a horseman in its
path, crash into a tree, fall over a
cliff. The defeated animal is al-
ways blind and crazed beyond con-
trol. No wise puncher ever lingers
around a bullfight. He waits until
the animals have finished their fight
and cooled down.

Even as Dave strung Pardner
out, the roan bull dug his horns into
the brisket of his older opponent,
bellowed out a resounding chal-
lenge, shoved mightily, and lifted
the other animal half off the ground.
One of the strange horsemen rode in,
uttering shrill yells.

“Hit the gnt, little hoss!” Dave
pleaded. “That locoed granger will
be tromped down in two shakes!”

Through the dust kicked up by the
fighting bulls, he rounded the lead
of the herd. The smaller bull, at
that moment, gave way to defeat.
Blindly, the animal swung around.
flung up its branched horns, and
surged into wild flight.

The settler rider, caught by the
rush, spurred madly to evade that
defeated rush. The panicky horse
put a foot in a prairie-dog hole, went
over. The rider’s hat fell off.

Dave Starr had whipped out his
right six-gun. He was riding in line
with the bull. Pardner drove ahead,
small ears laid back. Through the
baze, Starr saw something that
made his brown face turn the color
of chalk. As the other rider’s hat
fell, soft hair fell in shimmering
folds down to slim shoulders.

“A woman!” Dave moaned. “A
woman!”’

He had used his ivory-handled pet
Colts in fight and frolic, laughed
when his friends called him the
“Shootin’ Starr.” Now—if he de-
served any of that praise—was the

time for iron-nerved marksmanship.
The horse was down and kicking,
the girl flung to the ground, and
stretched there, half dazed from
fear. The blind bull was rushing to-
ward her, sharp horns weaving as

-the great head rolled.

Starr checked Pardner. The
horse, feeling the strange pull of
sharp steel bit, reared back on its
hind legs; was for a moment mo-
tionless. Starr had planned on that
one flashing instant when a racking
gallop would not jar his gun arm.

Wham! The Colt thundered.

The bit relaxed. Pardner lunged
ahead. Dave’s eyes closed tightly.
He dared not look ahead. He heard
a mighty smash, a choked bellow.
He opened his eyes. The bull lay
kicking on the ground, horns dig-
ging into the gumbo not a foot from
the outstretched form of the girl.

Starr swung from his saddle. His
knees shook as he picked up the
slight form. Then two eyes opened
—two eves as blue as mountain
larkspur. : :

“I—I’m all right,” the girl whis-
pered faintly. And the brown head
sank again into the hollow of Dave’s
broad shoulder. ,

The second settler rode up; a thin
old man attired in garments of pro-
fessional black. He wore iron-
rimmed spectacles, and carried a
shotgun across his saddle fork.

“My name is Doctor Samuel
Dale,” he told Dave. “This is my
daughter, Cynthia—all I’'ve got in
the world. We moved here this
spring from Indiana. My health
had broken down. We homesteaded,
and have been trying to make a
start in this new land.”

Bear-foot had ridden up. Dave
and the old puncher unhooked a
canteen, forced cold water between
Cynthia Dale’s red lips. Her father
dismounted and gave first aid.
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eye thet was at fault. Why, I'm the
best shot in the Rockies. Did I tell
yuh ’bout the time [ "

“Never mind the story now,”
Johnny Forty-five chuckled. “I
have a hunch that there’ll be plenty
oi shootin’, for both of us, where
we’re goin’.”

“I wish yuh'd read them orders
ag’in,” the fat deputy requested.

“Yuh haven’t forgotten?”

“Why, no. We’re to—er—go to
Haunted Town and from thar to
Sand Range to—er—see about a
missin’ Frenchman who stole some
money from a person, and—well, I
get kind o’ mixed up sometimes,
Johnny. Read them orders.”

“Yuh were almost right.” Johnny
smiled, “here’s wnat the chief says.”
And unfolding a paper, Johnny read
the following aloud:

“Depuries Forry-rive aNp Krunn: Go
to Sandtown at once. and do all in your
power to clear up the mystery of Haunted
Ranze. As the local authorities have been
belpiess, it is time for government inter-
vention. For several years, this valuable
grazing land has been deserted, and settlers
have Leen frightened away.

“Also investigate the disappearance of
John Cartwright, an Englishman, said to
have had a large sum of money on his per-
son, and who was last heard of in that
locality.”

“Hm-m-m!” said Krumm when
his voung partner had finished. “I
savvy now. Haunted Range, eh?
Well, I'll soon clear up the mystery.
Yes, sirec! And while I'm doin’ it,
just keep yore eyes open, Johnny,
and le:rn my methods. It’ll be good
trainin’ fer yuh.”

“That must be Sandtown up
ahead,” said Johnny. ‘“We’ll prob-
ably find out more there about
IHaunted Range.”

Above them, and still several
miles away, was a little settlement
sprawled out on a sloping mesa.
The late afternoon sun was gleaming
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on the mofs. The two deputy
marshals increased the speed of their
rugged ponies, and v-ere soon at the
ed;ze of the town.

‘Let’s go to thet big saloon
up yonder,” suggested Krumm,
moistening his lips. ““We could get
a lot o’ info’ thar, most likely, and
—well, I could use a little drink,
tco.”

[ thought yuh didn’t drink,”
Johnny chuckled.

“Why, I don't—thet is, I don't
except fer snake bite, and once in a
while I take one when I think there’s
a chance o’ bein’ bit by a snake. O’
course, I drink fer a cough, too—and
thet dust back thar made me cough
a lot.”

They dismounted in front of Sand-
town’s cnly saloon—the Lariat and
Spur. Leaving their broncs at the
hitch rail, they pushed open the
swinging doors and went in.

They found themselves in a place
that seemed to serve the little cow-
town as a combined saloon, gam-
bling hall, and restaurant. A long
bar ran the length of the room, and
scattered here and there were tables
at which some were gambling and
others wolfing down food. Con-
sidering the hour, the Lariat and
Spur was well crowded.

“I'll take a little whisky—just a
wee bit,” said Krumm, striding to
the bar. “Just set a glass and bottle
on the bar, feller.”

The bartender looked curiously at
the two newcomers and then asked
Johnny what he would have. The
answer, came in a tuneful rhyme:

“Just an answer to this question,
If yuh won’t think it strange.

Which way, amigo, and how far do we go
To find the Haunted Range?”

The barkeeper stared in amaze-
ment, and then his eyes happened
to fall on Krumm’s badge.
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“If we cain’t pile the twine on
him, I'll tail him!” the bow-iegged
mule driver said. “And if T cain’t
tail him, I reckon we’ll have to shoot
him. Charlie Owens is piumb set
cn riddin’ his ranch of all the la-
diins "

e checked his speech suddenly
ard whirled the mule to the right.
¥ there a hundred feet, behind a
clump of the black chaparral that
was even thicker than the rest, a
Lellow of pain suddenly lifted on the
hot siternoon air. Then, as the
raitoers looked, a quick flurry of
dust rose, and the red steer burst
into a small clearing, in a lumbering
trot.

Shorty velled and put the mule in
a full gallop after the outlaw.
Chopin showed surprising speed and
was almost able to turn on a dime.
The sorrel came after him, gaining
on the straight stretches.

Crash! Scratch! Snap!

Wicke: limbs snagged at the rid-
ers’ cowhide chaps. Raised elbows
fende:! off branches that would have
scratched red furrows into their
faces. and tough duck jumper sleeves
ripped and snagged.

Like true brasaderos, the partners
we~e riding half the time on the
sides of their mounts to avoid being
raked from their saddles.

A vell of excitement broke from
Willie Wetherbee's lips. He shook
out a small loop in his reata, struck
out at an angle from Shorty's path,
and made ready to throw. But a
low jutting mesquite limb caught
the loop and nearly jerked the So-
nora Kid from his saddle as Tumble-
weed dashed on.

Out of the corner of his eye,
Shorty saw the mishap, just as the
!adino crashed into an open space.
The steer whirled, undecided as to
wiere it should plunge into the
brush again, and the delay was fatal.
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“Here hie goes!” Shorty shouted.
“Watch me tail the booger!”

Chopin streaked across the open
space with speed that rivaled a cow
horse. Shorty leaned from his
sadcdle and grabbed the ledino’s
matted tail.

VVith a quick, deft motion, he gave
the long hair a twist around the
saddle horn, at the same time turn-
ing Chopin off at right angles.

Wham! The outlaw steer hit the
hardpan with such force the breath
was knocked from its body and the
broken horn scored a gash in the
dirt.

In another second, both partners
were upon it, and Wetherbee was
flinging the reata over the ladino’s
forelegs and running it to the hind
quarters.

“Told yuh I could tail him!”
panted Shorty triumphantly. “Once
in a while, yuh bust a steer’s neck
doin’ this, but it——"

“Stick up yore hands!” A harsh
voice roared the command from be-
hind.

Shorty Mosters grabbed at his
holster and gasped. The holster was
empty; his .45 had been knocked
out of it somewhere in the brush.

The Sonora Kid, holding tight on
the reata, had no chance to get his
gun. Both partners turned quickly,
still stooping over the fallen steer.

A big man on a wiry roan mus-
tang was looking at them over the
blue steel of a .45, and his eyes were
narrow and cold. Shorty’s quick
glance took in the details of horse
and rider. Both were scarred from
long battling with the brasada.

The man’s unshaven face was
coarse-featured and cruel. The
roan had thorn lumps on its legs like
the ladino. His rider wore a faded
duck jumper with bulging pockets,







































The Wranglers Corner

how, I shore will do that very thing,”
bhe answers.

“Waal, here’s her letter, anyway,”
we tells hiin, and reads:

Dear Raxcge Boss: I've been reading
the 3W for nearlv a year, and it’s cer-
tuinly a fine magazine.

I believe R. L. L., from Chicago, is right.
His letter was in the June 10th issue.
Sonny Tabor ought to get a break and be
wiven a pardon. He certainly has had his
share of troubles.

[ hope Mr. Stevens will consider this, as
I'm sure all the readers of $SW would agree
if questioned. Also. I hope to see Circle J
and Sonny Tabor back in another grand
story,

My favorites are: Circle J, Sonny Tabor,
the Whistlin® Kid, the Desert Phantom,
Hiungry and Rusty, Silver Jack Steele, and
Jolinny Forty-five.

[ like nearly all the stories, but the above
arve my favorites.

Yours till Sing Lo forgets to say “So be!”

Susie GiroLaMI.

Antioch, California.

“Looks like it’s ladies’ night in the
Wranglers Corner,” we remarks,
after lookin’ over the next letter.

“Gals is great hands fer writin’
letters,” says Shorty Masters.

“Yo're tellin’ me,” Willie Wether-
bee puts in, and then his face flushes
red and he shuts up like a bear trap.
Which causes everybody to suspect
that there’s a secret in Willie’s life
which ain’t got nothin’ ter do with
Il Bandido Blanco.

So to cover up his slip o’ the
tungue, we reads this one:

Dear Raxge Boss: I have been reading
the W. W. W. for over three vears and I
never miss it. It’s the greatest book on
the market.

I was very sorry when Seiior Red Mask
and Storm King were through. But my
favorites are Circle J, Sonny Tabor, Silver
Jack Steele, the Bar U twins, Lum Yates,
Kid Wolf, Smoke Walsh, and the Whistlin’
Kid. Give us more like them.

I read your Corner, too, and I never see
any girls’ names there. So I suppose you
won’t print mine either, but I do want you
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to know that I enjoy your magazine very

niuch and look forward to the next weck.
Buck Foster and Joe Scott aren’t very

good, but Billy West and Sing Lo are fine.
So long until Buck Foster gets some

sense. P. GeLviN.
Bloomfield; New Jersey.

“What do yuh s’pose that ‘P’
stands fer?” Bud Jones asks.
“Thet’s shore a funny way fer a gal
to sign her name.”

“Mebbe it’s Pauline, and mebbe
it’s Prudence. and mebbe it’s Phyl-
lis,” we tells the young Texas
Ranger, “and then mebbe it ain’t
none of those names.”

“Mebbe it’s Patsy,” Shorty Mas-
ters suggests. “Yuh never know
what they’ll christen a gal these
days.”

“I reckon gals like to make yuh
guess a lot, huh?” Bud says, and no-
body argues with that.

“Now listen ter this one,” we says,
changin’ the subjeck, and reads the
followin’:

DesrR Raxce Boss: Although I have recad
magazines of many varieties, I get the most
kick out of the W. W. W.

What has become of all the good char-
acters? You don’t have enough stories
about Storm King, Kid Wolf, Silver Car-
roll, and Sonny Tabor.

I have been a constant reader of the
W. W. W. for about three years. I have
come to like some characters more than
others.

My favorites are Kid Wolf, Sonny Tabor,
the Whistlin’ Kid, Circle J, Storm King,
Silver Carroll, and the Desert Phantom.

The Desert Phantom is the best series
of novelettes you have ever published.

Yours until Buck discards his bearskin
vest. S. T. Winpsor, Jr.

Normangee, Texas.

We looks at the clock. “Time ter
be gettin’ back to yore home ranges,
gents,” we tells the crowd.

They all gits up and starts fer
the door, but we calls Johnny Forty-
five back.

His pard, George Krumm, starts






	Starr Of Wyoming

	By William F. Bragg

	HORSE THIEF’S LUCK

	n.

	in.



	Git Them Hosses!

	By Stephen Payne

	n.


	Sonny Tabor At Last Water

	By Ward M. Stevens

	CHAPTER V.

	CHAPTER VHI.

	AN EXCHANGE OF PRISONERS



	A Chest O’ Spanish Gold

	By Hal Field Leslie

	m.

	CHAPTER I.

	A HARDY

	PIONEER




	The Kid Catches A Cow Thief

	By Kent Bennett


	Tailin’ Onto Trouble

	By Allan R. Bosworth


	Western. Pen Pals

	Conducted by SAM WILLSPostmaster


	The Wranglers Corner


