














It’s Sweeping America!

Exercise!
Self-Defense!
Glamour!
Thrills!

Women, Girls
wre

POISE!? A Swordsmen!
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70 Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly

hatefully: ‘““We’re losin’ the first pot,
are we?”

Risky’s face was as cold as death.
“Don’t try to shoot me under the
table, you sneak,” he growled. “I'm
holdin’ a cocked gun under my hat
right now, an’ I’ll put a slug through
your mangy heart. Gan Clymer will
catch a second one between the
eyes.”

Froggy Coxe turned pale, and
Gan Clymer threw himself back in
his chair.

“Wait!” Clymer cried out.

Risky lifted his hat with his left
hand, revealing a cocked weapon in
his right.

“Go on an’ shoot, Coxe,” Risky in-
vited tauntingly. “I’ll take your
lead in the midriff, but it won’t kill
me before I send you to Boot Hill.
Sheot, or lift your dewclaws to the
table! Both of you skunks are leav-
in’ this cantina like nothin’ has hap-
pened. You’ll hike up the street an’
pass through the wire gate to the
United States. An’ if I ever see you
on this side of the line again, I'll
make you eat .45-caliber lead!”

For a moment, the ugly gunman
hesitated, flicking his eyes from
Risky’s cocked gun to the puncher’s
face. What he read in Risky’s fea-
tures did not please him. Froggy
sneered and lifted his hands, empty,
above the table.

Gan Clymer breathed deeply in
relief.

“Come on, Froggy!” the tall
rancher growled. “Let McKee git
himself killed. His ranch is worth
twice that ten thousand bucks of
mine. He'll never even see that
palomino hoss after we send word to
Don Felipe that he’s in cahoots with
Don Puma.”

Froggy got to his feet, teeth bared
in a snarl. “Fll be seein’ yuh, Mc-
kee,” he spat out.

Risky did not reply. As Clymer

got to his feet, Risky rose from his
chair, his big hat once more eover-
ing his six-gun. He moved back-
ward to a corner of the cantina, let
them pass him and go clumping to-
ward the front door.

Risky feared that one of their
henchmen might be hiding in the
shadows of a rear doorway of the
barroom, and he didn’t want to be
drilled in the back if he followed
them.

CHAPTER II1.
COYOTE-HUNTIN .

HE moment the tall horse-faced

rancher and his bow-legged gun-
man passed outside the barroom,
Risky acted. Whirling, he leaped to
a stde window near the corner table,
threw a leg over the sill and slipped
to the open sunlight.

Now every hand was against him
in the game. The very man who had
sent him for the horse was trying to
double-cross him. Don Puma, the
border bandit, had threatened his
life. And Risky did not know what
to expect from Don Felipe de Acosta,
but he was figuring that a bullet wel-
come awaited him at the rancho.

Weapon in hand, he ran along the
outside wall of the cantina to the
front corner. Halting, he peered
around the building to the door by
which Clymer and Froggy Coxe had
left the barroom. In the short space
of time since then, the pair had
vanished.

They had not gone north to the
barbed-wire  barrier  separating
Mexico and the United States, or
Risky would have seen their figures
heading up the dusty street. They
apparently had sneaked into an
adobe hut next to the cantina and
were waiting for him to show him-
self, to murder him.

“Like two yellow coyotes,” the
waddy muttered under his breath,
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mentioned in the message we took
offn the red-masked Mex dude,” sug-
gested Shorty.

“Then what?” growled Tex. “Ifn
we found the blasted ranch, the
brones wouldn’t be waitin’ in no cor-
ral fer us. Them rustlers is smart.
By this time, they done got our
hosses cached in a hide-out some-
wheres.”

Slim halted a lighted match half-
way to his cigarette. Cocking an ear
toward a bend of the dim trail which
led to this lonely spot, he listened in-
tently.

“Music!” he exclaimed. ‘“Kin yuh
be:ilt thet? Some hombre is singin’
an _”

“An’ playin’ a mean guitar,” put
in a waddy, rising to his feet the bet-
ter to hear the approaching musician.

“I am the wandering dove that seeks
The sad nest where I was born.”

Full and rich, the tenor voice came
rolling up the trail through the
dawnlight. The words were Spanish,
but most of the Texans understood
them. It was a favorite tune, “La
Paloma.”

“Yuh hear thet, boys?” jeered
“Shorty. “He ain’t no man, he’s jest
a pore wanderin’ dove.”

“Shet up, yuh dumb idjit:™
snapped Tex. “Thet’s the best dog-
goned music I’'ve heerd in a coen’s
age.”

The musician drew rein at the
edge of the circle of firelight.

“Hola, amigos!” he hailed the
Texans.
“Hello, hombre!” Tex Austin

greeted the poorly dressed young
peon, who was E] Muchacho. “Light
an’ rest yore saddle. Yo're jest in
time fer chuck.”

El Muchacho quickly accepted
the hearty invitation. He well knew
the hospitality of the Texans. And
he was both weary and hungry, after
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riding most of the night. Observing
the camp fire from a distant ridge, he
had lost no time in coming to visit
the baffled rustler chasers.

Squatting by the cheerful fire, El
Muchacho was soon putting away a
good meal.

The Texans watched their guest in
glum silence for a few moments, then
returned to further discussion of the
subject uppermost in their minds—
the stolen horses.

El Muchacho finished eating and
rose to his feet, courteously thanking
his hosts. :

“Shucks, yuh don’t owe us no
thanks,” said Tex Austin. “Thet
music yuh give us more’n paid fer
what yuh et.”

“I am very glad you like eet.” El
Muchacho smiled. “Eef the seiiores
are stay here een camp I weel come
again and play for them.”

“Naw, we’re movin’ on, pronto,”
Tex said, glancing around at his
sour-faced crew of cow-punchers.
“Don’t know jest whar, but we’re go-
in’. Ain’t seen nothin’ of a bunch
of Americano hosses, have yuh?”

El Muchacho tightened his lips to
halt an elated grin. That was the
question for which he had been
waiting.

“Si, seiior!” He nodded. “I haf
seen many fine caballos yesterday,
weeth thee Lazy J brand on their
shoulders.”

Tex brightened visibly. “Them’s
the broncs we’re huntin’, along with
the hombres thet rustled ’em,” he de-
clared. “Whar did yuh see ’em?”

El Muchacho seemed to be trying
to remember. In keeping with his
character as a poor peon, he didn’t
want to appear overly smart. He
knew these Texans were very sus-
picious of native Mexicans. Hadn’t
they nearly hung him on suspicion
the day before? If he appeared too
anxious to guide them, they would
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The Wranglers Corner

sure knows how to handle a Colt. He's the

fastest gun-handler of all the waddies.
Say “Howdy” to Brazos Bell for me.
Well, I guess I'd better be drifting before

Whizz uses me for target practice. Adios,

amigos, AL HALPERN.
McKeesport, Pennsylvania.

There’s a new idea. Waal, mebbe not
80 new, at thet. But anyhow, let’s see
what the other readin’ hombres has ter
say about it. It would mean a lot o’
work fer us, an’ we're gettin’ kind o’ lazy
in our old age. However, let’s hear from
yuh, readin’ hombres.

Now here’s another one:

DeAR RANGE Boss: What has happened
to the 3W spread? Maybe you think that
this is a strange question, but here are the
questions I asked it:

1. Has Sing Lo quit Circle J and gone back
to China? He’s never in the stories any
more.

2. Is Ward M. Stevens tired of writing
about Kid Wolf and Sonny Tabor?

3. Will Tom Lovell paint any more pictures
on the cover of the magazine?

4. Will Walker Tompkins and William A.
Todd write any more of those swell mystery
yarns like they used to?

5. Will we ever have such good plots to the
stories as we did in “The Sheriff Killer,” by
Walker Tompkins, and ‘“Dead Men’s Cattle,”
by Cleve Endicott?

Let's have more combination stories like
“The Bar U Twins At Circle J.” I think a
combination’ of Sonny Tabor and Johnny
Forty-five ought to be pretty swell.

So long, everybody, Jim Crivizzio.

Bristol, Connecticut.

Waal, the answer ter Jim Civizzio’s
first question is settin’ right here at the
Corner, grinnin’ at us. Sing Lo shore
ain’t left Circle J.

The answer ter the second questnon is
“no.” The answer ter the third is
“prob’ly.” The answer ter the fourth is
“shore.” An’ the answer ter the fifth is
“o’ course.”

Here’s the next one we draws out o’ the
sack:

GReETINGS, Boss! This is my second letter
to the Corner and if it isn’t printed, I'll know
that the Comer is strictly a fake.

By the way, Boss, ask Buck Foster if he
remembers me. I herded sheep with him down
in Wyoming nigh onto thirty years ago.

About the only worth-while hombre on the
Circle J spread is Sing Lo. I don’t know

.down ag’in, after a while.
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what those sheep-herders, Foster and Scott,
would do without him.

I'm not going to take the time to name
my favorites, for I'd have to name the whole
bunch, Il make a suggestion instead: How -
about us 3W fans gettmg up a club? Huh?
How about it?

Well, I guess this is afit “or this time.
Yours till this letter hits the wastebasket.

Guess WHo.

Cleveland, Ohio.

Needless ter say, thet letter causes
Buck Foster ter come close ter explodin’
inter little bits. But we gits him calmed
Howsomever,
it wouldn’t be healthy fer Guess Who if
the veteran ever got sight of him,

Now, here's the next we comes to:

Dear Boss: Jest the day afore yestiday,
I come across an old back number of 3W,
and in rereadin’ The Wranglers Corner I
come across a dim-witted letter thet must ’
been written by a younker still a-usin’ a swell-
tree saddle.

The ding-danged critter thumbed down the
idea of the waddies agoin’ ipter the movies,
Now Boss, I think thet is one plumb good
idea!

Think of the dinero you would make a-sell-
in' the movie rights to a producer. Also
think of the increase of circulation it would
get 3W,

And think how us fellers already readin’
W.W.W. would like it! Here, I'll name some
of the waddies and name the guy who would
portray them if I had my way.

Kid Wolf..ueeeeeeesess...Bill Boyd
Bud Jones........John Mack Brown
Willie Wetherbee.,.....Buster Crabbe
Shorty Stevens........Hoot Gibson
Calamity Boggs...Big Boy Williams

Now I got a kick to make at those durned
fools who think they are doing some good
by writing in and saying, So-and-so is punk;
So-and-so could be better. If you look up
those letters you will find that not one of
them hardly tells what COULD be done or
offers any suggestions!

Waal, thet's all. So long.

JerrY Bixsy.

Lincoln, Nebraska,

“This next gent,” we remarks, after
glancing over the letter in our hand, “is
what yuh'd call a durned good hater.”

“A good friend, but a bad enemy,”
Brazos Bell suggests.

“That’s about the size of it, Brazos,”
we admits and reads out the letter:



lecs ﬁoss. All your waddies are
avogtes. I dont know what you would
do withoof semé of them What happened
to Lum Yages? ;

I amt about &ﬂ: of them’ itgys tatking anoul’.‘
your-3W waddies. Soimé day I am going-to-
take a_pot shot at one of them pot-belkied, -

; ',,-anbber-l(pped. pie-faced, iam‘-. N

blue- :

'ﬂushmpf etp thieves. And that goes for

who. talf"about any 3W waddies. - ¢ 175,
Boss, I do sure think Brazos Bell-is plumb

i

Snomux Bn.r..
Johpsdh Bayou, Louxs:am -

b "Gee, that - hombre lnn eall names aJ-

) -Most--a8:-g60d as Bugck Foster,” Risky
- AHcKee says, and evety;body agfees with

Wé ‘concludes the’ evemn's business by

readm out a couple o’ letters. that hit
stnught and hard—right to the button. _
. Dsu RaNGE Boss: Here's hoping that
. the cook doesn’t use this letter for the fire.
. ‘My favorite 3W character is Bud Jo_ncs I

e
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S
0. K So ls Pete’ Rxce Well, so long," " T

guéss he is’s6 tough_ that bullels can'f hurt
him.” I ‘guess none of the cowboys- could.:
clean up Texas as.well as Bud Jones. If I~
‘was the, Oklahoma Kid, I'd ﬁll Ed ,Svarks fuﬂ» :
of lead. .. T
The best story, I ever md was “Bear-
hide,” .by J. Allan Dunn, @ “Btm
Pont Jervns, New York‘ -

Dﬁn‘RAncs Boss: As all tﬁ’, otheny
tei¢ favorites, I have mine, too—Kid. -
; Sonny: Tabor, thé Bar U twins—puf. .7,
I hke the . Circle J pards the be nd if -
-that. ‘old mossborn--Buck Foster ﬁd try
riding a-sheep instead of a bronc, might
~live a little’ longer.
Here’s a magazme Tve had for a long -
time. The date is August 11, 1928, and the . -
name of the story, “Bifly est's Mysterious.

Guest.” Tex AND Pasmygr Crcie -J.
Chlcago, Illmons - ’ S
A et’s all. we got = e fer, this

week PP he 3W waddies wi.. git tergether- -

here at thé Coimer fer anothor meetm B

next week S
THE RANGE B

. ..

-~

.......... [ETTER le

er ude

By GUY L.

: ‘ALL STORIES COMPLETE

R COMIN' NEXT WEEK! .- e
| S " THE SILVER KID'S GUN. SONG I

e , Novelette . RN
) o By T.W.FORD . = = o0

- When the Sﬂver Kid wakes up an’ finds thet his bunk mate o’ the mght before » -
has ht a shnck, wearin’ the de‘s silver-trimmed duds—waal, mont all the
. .. singin’ comes from slx-guns. ]

1. “DEAD- L&:ENCE ) 1
k. By GEORGE NDERSON . |

-, The hombre who puts it up means business, an’ so does the hombre on. the Jﬁ
o oth Bullets have ter settle the argument .

SENOR RED MASK'S GUN-RUSTLER ROUND-UP AN

R N Novelette

Ar’ it am’t surpnsm ter learn thet the boss gun: ‘ruatler is none other than N
Senor Red Mask’s 61d enemy, the deadly bordor Kkiller, El Tigre. j “+ ”~

: AIso stones of Bud Jones of Texas, by ]. Allap Dunn;the Bar U q- -
-twins, by Charles E, ggnes, Brazos Bell-—-am?other cbaracters. 1
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