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11WI RUSHED FOR THE WHARf. l . 

yanked out my flashlight and 
turned it on the water. There in 
the icy river 14 feet below we saw 
a man struggling feebly • •• claw

·. ing at the ice-sheathed pjlings as 
� · the out-racing tide sucked him ' 
�· : 

away from the pier. 
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. 11QUICKLY 1 DAR!£D my light about a�� ��e1 � len�F+
a
of lin�

. 
o�. a· n��by 

barge • • •  and a life preserver on an ad JOunng pter., ltr a!lttnstan�� the preserver 
splashed in the water beside the drowning man. Dazed· from shock and cold, 
half clinging to the preserver and hal£ la$soed py ·tlie l.ine, he was �ged 
to safety. Thanks to my 'Eveready' flashlight and-its depefidable fresh QA.ttD 
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batteries the river was cheated of its victim. (S.lgned) � 
• &,,.A.�," . 

7N UJ(Jt'tl "B1JH"4atly' is a regjsJwed lrath-marla of' Nal�l C.htm C(/m/14#1; l� •
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DENTAL · . · . . 

PLATE 
,_ 

ONEY·BAC 
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MADE-TO-MEASURE DENTAL . PLATES 
We m·ake to measure for YOl1 INDIVIDUALLY-:-BY M�IL 
Dental Plates for n1en and women from an 1mpress1on 
of your mouth taken by you at. your home. Thousands 
all over the c·oqntry wear 
teeth we made for them • • • ' . -... . . . 

DAYS' 
TRIAL 

-

. 

by 
MAIL 

T0 $35 · 
MAIL. 

Coupon Today 

MAKE US PROVEEVEBY 
WORD WE SAY-Wear our 
teeth on trial !or as long as 
60 days. Then, if you are 
not PERFECTLY SATIS· 
FlED. with them, they will 

not cost you a cent. We'll 

If you find what others have· . 
paid for theirs, you will be as-_ 
tounded when you see how . little ours will cost you .. By 

reading our catalog you will learn how to save 
HALF or MORE on DENTAL PI1ATES · for 
yourself • • •  MONTHLY PAYMENTS· POSSIBLE!.' 

. . . 

take your word! I 

• 
We take this risk. We guarantee that if you are not 
fully satisfied with teeth we make for you, then, any 
time· within 60 days, we will gladly refund every cent 
you paid us tor them. 

. . .  

Prot�aional Yodel · · 
Impressi?n Mate�al cat�log wit� �ur ne� r--- .. --------- --- - .  �:--

LOW pr!ces, and infortnat1o�. Don t put this 1 FREE u._ s. �ENTAL co., Dep� .. 4�8! 
off. Do. It today! . . 

1 
1555 �lilwaulwe Ave., Chi����:- . 

A, LICENSED DENTIST SUPERVISES THE MAK· 1 Senct without obligation FREE impression m•�:.:. 

lNG OF OUR DENT A� PLATES. 0 1 rtal. catalog. and information. 

REPAIRS ;����: 1 · _ 
Dept. . 4-82, 1555 Mil waukee I N arne • • •••••••• • • • •• • •• • • •••••••• ·- •••

.
•• .- ••••• -e) UNITED SJAJES DENTAL CO. Avenue, Chicago, Dlbwis. I Address . . . •• • • • •  . .  • . . .... .. . . . . . ... .... . . ... .-. ... ·. 

I CitJ ••••••• ;. ... . .. . ... . . . . . . State-. . . . ....... .. � • . .  : ·.
· 

NEWES1j 
S T Y L E S  

. . 
�---------�-----�� 

·-

By$ 
MAIL 
HIGHEST 

. . 
·:· :. 

� . . . .... 

95:: .. 
AadUp . 

Cqmplete 

. . 
.._ . . . .. . . . 

QUlLITY_ 
Material Expert Workmansh'ip 

DAYS' TRIA L With a M ONEY-BACK GUARANTEE- -

' . 

o.F SATISFACTION GRACE voua PAcE BEPAIBs- 48-HOUB sEaVIcE _ 
.

.
. 

: 

' · yourself fro1n tlle many styles in our ( fREE U.S. �ye-Glatiises Co., J?.ept. 4� . 
-.--· . . . . 

catalog the one that looks b�st on you. , f 1557 Milw�ukee Ave. _(}�•cac�, Ill. · · 

.. --
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. . . . 

-_ · : - :,U •. S. · 
• • • ••• J • • , • • • 

- . . . 
. --... . . . � . . . : . . .;:. . ·. . .... . -· -: ·_._. .. ·.., . .... , . .. :·�· .·: .. · . . 

. . . . 

d Wear our glassea ON TRIAL as lQng .as Send without obligation your FREE cata- · . 16 ayi with a money-back guarantee of satis- I . . ' · · 
. . . _ 

faction ! Then, if you are not 100 percent sa tis- 1 log and 1nformat1on. . . :. _ 
tied with · glasses we make- for you we'll -,1 · - ·. · 
refund every cent you paid ua for ·them. Nam� . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... . . . . . . . �. �. � • • . � ._ ••••• o.: . ..  · 
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Ca.talo� of newes_t styles, and ,our new LQW : · · 
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p ri.Ces. , Address� . • . . .  : . • • . • • •• . • . • . •  < . . 

-� ._ . . . . . ,· �/'
·
·�;:. v_ . 

SES. CO Dept. 1-82, 1351 Milwaukee I CitY·� . . . . . .
. . :��� . . ... . � . .. �-· . .

. �ta_te� ·. -� . q_�-:� � ��-�·:?:. . 
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FEATURING· JIM HATFIELD, RANGER. 
IN 

• 

A: Full Book-Length Novel 

. • • 

By JACKSON COLE 
-

The Lone Wolf Ranjer Storms into the Red Hills Country. 
to Battle a K11Jer Horde! Follow the Exploits of jim Hat
fzeld as }le Wases Grim War with Flaming

· 
Guns in Order 

to Rescue- a Doomed Ranie - - - - - - - ... - -
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RA.NCH PARDNERS - - - - - - - - - - - R. S. Lerch 81 
. · Tick Billin:ss Takes on a Faa with Whom He, s Not Acquainted 

... NEW� MEN GO WEST - - - - - · - - - - • Ralph Berard 90 
Old BrB;nt Rowlin�a Realues that the Way of the Owlhooter is Hard 
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TEXAS ' B.ANGEBS published every other month by Better Publiea.tlons, Inc.J. at 10 East 40th Street, New York, N. Y. •. 

N. .L.. Pines. President. Subscription yearly $. 60 (six issues) ; sin,rle c.opies $.1u. Foreign and Cana.di•n -J)O!tage extra. R&
entered as secOlld·class matter August 24, 1938, at the Post Office at New York. N. Y .• under the Act ot Ma.rcb. 3. 187i. Copyright, 1942. by Better Publica.tions, Inc. Manuscripts will not be returned nnl�a a.ccompanied by self-addressed stamped · . . en:v:eJ.opes, and are submttte·d at the author's risk. Names of all cbarJJ.cters used 1n stories a.nd r.emi-tlction article. are- ftctl. ·. _· ®us. If the name of any real person or existina institution is used* it _is a. coincidence. 
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MAU.. THE COUPON f Find out about the many opportunities Radio offers YoU to make more money qulekly and to prepare yourself for a good-pay job after the War. 
Whether you�re eligible for military service or exempt, you should get my 64-page 
Book. "Rich R�wards in Radio." It's FREE. It tells about Radio's vresent and 
future opportunities and how I train beginners at holM in spare time to .be Radio . 
Technicians and Operators; how I teach operating principles of Army, Navy, 
Civilian Defense �adio equipment. 

S Reasons Why You Should Learn Radio Now 
( 1) The ll4d-£o Repair Bflrinesa l! Booming. Because of the shortage of new sets, RADIO TECHNICIANS, OPERATORS hold and increased interest in Radio programs, ftxing Radios otters many e:rtra new 

good jobs in the 882 Broadcasting Stations in Ol)portunities for Radio Technicians. (2) U. B. Gooernment u· calling for thou� 
the u. s. with average p ay among the country's sands of CIVU,IAN Radio Technicians. Operators and is paying well for their serv· 

ices. ( 3) Gouemment Order a tor Rad.io E qui;pment, amounting to millions of dollars, 
best paid industries. Aviation, Police, Commer- are creating opportunities for men with Radio training to earn good pay, 

" cial� Marine. Government Radio. forging ahead overtime. ( 4) &dw Is Readu to EtDfJantl After tb.e War. Television • 

even during the War. employ Radio Te chnici an1 Frequency Modulation, Eleetronlc Instruments and Control$ will otrer 
and 

.
. Operators

·
. Soldie- Sailors,

. "Uarines WJ'th new opportunities in the future. (5) Bztra Pafl in Armfl,. Navy, Toot· 
..� J.U Radio Training offers -men likely to enter military service, soldiers, 

. . . . . . -. . . . . . ":· . . . .. . . . 

Radio train ing win extra rank, pay, are ready sailors. marine�. many opvortunities to win extra rank. extra prestige. 
for good jobs after their milit.a.J:"Y service is ove r. mo!e interesting duty and earn up to 6 times a private's base pay. 
I train you to be ready when Television opens . Why M.any ·Radio Technicians ���:e id

et
�!

s.
future. Mail the Coupon for com- . Make $30, $40, $50 a Week 

REPAIRING. SERV- �� 
ICING. home and auto 
Radio sets (there are 
n ow 50,197,000 in use) 
gives good job's to 
thousands, offer� more 
o p p o rtunities now 
than ever. Loudspeak· 
er Systems are an
other source of profit 
for Radio Technician s. 
Many Radio Techni
cians Ol'erate their own sp ro"e time or full time 
Radio business, servicing, repairing, selling 
Radio . sets; Get the facts. Mail the eoupon. 

• 

These Men and Hundreds More 
Got. Their Start This Way 

$200. Cl Month In Own Busine� 
For several years I have been in business 
for myself making around $200 a month. 
Business has steadily tncrea.sed. I have N. R. I. to thank tor my surt in this tleld . 
-ARLIE J. FROBHNBR, 300 W. Te4m 
A"e·� Goose Creek, Tezas. 

. . $5 to $10 Extra a Week in Spare Time 
I am engaged in SJ)are time Radio work. 1 
av�rage . from $5 to $10 a week. I often 
wish8d that I bad enrolled sooner beeawe 
all this extra money sure does come in �:;;;� 
hancty._;_THEODORE K. D�JBRBB, Bor .. Bh4m, . Penna� 

Operatiat Naval Radio Station 
. . 

Radlo h one of the eotiDtry's festest�growing PetKletime industries. It is a. ntll 
1adustry during wartime, too. That's why N. R. I. ·trained Radio Technicians and 
Operators earn good pay in practically every branch of Radio today; in Broadcasting., 
Aviation. Commercial, Police, Marine, Government Radio Stai:Ions; in Radio Fac.:. · . 

tories; ·fixing Ra<lio sets in spare time or full time; in Radio businesses of their 
own. MallY fields of Radio are expanding fast during the war. Many more new . . 
branches of Radio (Television. Frequency ModulatiQn. etc.) , held back now, Will 
create new peacetime opportunities after the war. N. R. I. gives you the required 
knowledge of Ba�o to take advantage of tltese present and future opportunities. · · 

_Beginners Soon Learn to Make $5, $10 
a Week £xtra in Spare Time 

Part time Radio Technicians have more opportunities now than ever before. In fact, 
many men I train prefer to hold their regular jobs, and make extra money fixing 
Badio sets i.n their spare time. I give you special training and show you how to 
start fixing Radios early. You also get my 6 Big Kit3 of Radio Parts and instruc
tions for builfling test equipment. tor conducting experiments which give you 'Valuable. 
practical experieooe. My ftfty-tlfty method- half working with real Radio parts .. 
half atudying my lesson texts - makes learning Radio at home interesting, fas
cinating, praetical. 

Find Out How I Train You for Good Pay 
In Radio - Mail Coupon NOW! 

MAIL THE COUPON BELOW! I'll send my big 64-page book FREE. It tell& 
about my Course; the types of jobs in the ditl' erent branches of Radio today ; Radio� s 
opportunities for the· future; shows letters from more than 1 0 0 men I trained so 

· 
you can see what civilian and service men are doing, earning. You owe it to yourself 
to get these facts NOW. MAIL THE COUPON in an envelope or pasted on a 
penny postoard. · 

J. E. SMITH, President 
Dept. 2D09, National Radio Institute 

Washington, D. C. . 

: J. £. SMITH, President, Dept. 2009. 1 National Radio Institute. Washington, D. c. 
1 Ma.il me FREE, Without obJig&tion, your 64-pago 1 book, ;'Rirb Rewards in Radio:· which tells about 
1 Bad1 io ' OI)IJortunities now a.nd for the future. (No 
1 sa esma.n will can. Write plainly.) 

.Age • • •  411 • • • • • • • •  

Name . . . . � . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Address . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . ·• . . . . . .  � . ·• .. . .. .. . . . .. .. .... . 

I 
. • ; . 
I I 
: •. 
I 
I! . •. ·, . . . . ; 

I am now operating the Radio ltanr.a Sta· tion, ene of the new simultaneous typea, bare 
at the N8val Air Station. Glad to li'fe 
N. R. I. its share or credit in the iuccess I ; 
have :had tJ;lu�· t�r� . GRIFF IT# 8.BCHLBR, I Clt · · . · 

· · . �a:d�tr Ftr�t 01468, u. s� Nof)fl. (Addrol! . 
I . '! . • • . •• • • •• . . . .  H • • • • • • . . • • • • • • • • • • • • • State. � •.• . � . . .  . 

· . li . . r 
. . 1 ..• j . 

. tmli�edf<J.r, IXlUlt"ey.re,ao�.) 

.... 
••••••••••••••••·•••

·• •-••·•••• . ' ' . .� ";' . . 
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Leamed Quiekly at Home 
I didn•t drea� t could aetuall1 learn to play without a teacher. Now, when· I -play for people 

they hardly believe that 
I learned to play 
so wen in so short 
a time. *H. C. S •• Calit. 

Wo uldn't Take 
$1,000 for Course 

The lessons a.re so simple that &nY• 
one can understand them. I have 
learned to play by note in a little 
more than a month. I wouldn•t 
take · a thousand dollar• for my 
course . 

* S. E. A., Kansas City, Mo. 

ave arn 

. . .. . 

' 

WHAT instrument would you like to I> lay? We'll show 
you how you can le.arn to play it quickly, easily, in 

spare time· at home for less than SEVEN CENTS A DAY! 
Never mind if you don't know one note of music from 
.another· don't worry about . _special talent.'• 

The truth of the matter is that thousands now pla,y 
•who ?tever thought ·they eould I Yes, men and WOII)en 
everywhere have discovered thi� amazingly easy way to 
learn music at home. Now they are enjoying the thrilling· 
satisfaction of playing the piano, violin, guitar, saxophone 
or other favorite instruments. Some of them are playing in 
orchestras and over the radio ; others are teachmg music, 
making money in spare or full time. And thousands are 

• 

. . -: 

• 

s eas • 

Plays on .Radio 
J am hapJ):f. to tell you . tba.t for four weeks I 
have been on the air aver our local rad io sta
tion. So thanks to your institution tor auch · 
a wonderfUl course . 

* W. H. S., Alabama. 

Surprised 
Friends 

I •ant to taJ that my �tends are gteatl1 
surprised at the dlt
ferent pleoea I can 

alread)' play. I am •ery happy to have 
abosen your method of learning. 
*B. F., Bronx, N. Y. 

Be st Method by Far 
Enelosed Is my last examination 
sheet for my course in Tenor 

Banjo. This completes mY course. 
I have taken lessons be! ore un
der teachers. but my instructions 
with you were by !ar the best. *A. 0 .• MJnn. 

having the time of their lives playing for their own enjoy. 
·ment and the entertainment of their friends. 

It all come about when they wrote to the U. S. School 
of Music for the Free Booklet and Print and Picture 
Sample that show you how EASY it is to learn music at 
home this modern way. No tedious scales, no tiresome exer-
cises. You learn to play by pl4ying- start right in almost 
at ooce with the melody of a simple tune! .It takes only a 

. few minutes a day and the cost is trifling; you save the 
expense of a private teacher. Does it sound too good to be 
true? Mail the coupon and get · the FREE PROOF ! 
(Our forty-fourth year-Est. 1898.) U. S. School of 

Music, 2944 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. C., N. Y • r-----------------------------------
u. 8. SCHOOL OF MU81e -

SEND FOR FREE 
PRINT AND PICTURE 

SAMPLE 

I 2944 Brunswick Blda.. New York City, N. Y • 

I I am interested in muslo st�dr. _:-�arttcularly tn the instrum ent indicated below. 

1 Pleue &end me JOUr free booklet, ,_How to Learn Musia at Ilotne." and the free Print 
8lld Picture Sample . 

I Plano I VloUn 

I Piano Accordion 
Plain Aecordtea I Sax&phene 

1 Ctlle 

Teaor BanJo 
Mandolin 
Ukulele Cornet Trumpet 
Harp 

Trombone 
Flute 
Piccolo 
oruah 
Drums and Trapa 
Modern Elementary Harmony 
Voice Culture 

e You'll o{)en your· er.es when you ftnd bow 
quickly and easily you can learn · to olay 
your favor ite instrument. D'On't doubt; don't -- hesitate. Send !or the fascinating illustrated 
.boOklet that answers all your Questions; let 
the free Print and Picture Sample show you 
how· this method actually works. If lnter
.esied. mail the coupon , NOW. (Instrument& . supplied whon needed, cash _or credit.) 

I Hawaiian Guitar 

I I 
I 
I 
I , 

Have You Name . . . . • • , . . . . . . . . . . . . ..

..
. . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . ... . . .  41 • • • • .. .. • • • • Thts Instru .. ? ........... . 

• 

Address . . . . .. . . . . . . .. . · . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ....... . .. . 

. . 

*: Aetwd. - pupils' n�m.t�8 on request. 
Pictu1'es. by professio:tuz,l model$ 

• . .. 

. -

. _. .· 

I 

City ' . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . .. .  & • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •• 0 Check here if under lG Yea.r.s 6f age-. 
State . .. . ... . .. . .. .. . •  , 
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You mi9ht NEVER be called to the fighting forces of our country-but you 

can join the ax my of aircraft engineers, mechanics, and craftsanen ANY TIME •
. Our leaders say that THIS· wca makes the man on the production line just as· 

vital to victory as the man on the firing line • • • czn(l the MOST IMPORT ANT. 
. 
· · 

production of all is FIGHTI)TG PLANES! . . 
That's why the aircraft industry MUST have thousands and thousands· .. 

more men to desiqn, build, .and maintain these tens of thousands of planes. 
NOW it's a matter of for YOU to qet aviatiqn training. NOW you 
have the never.again opportunity to qet a good job, to bUild a career, with · 
training that makes YOU va;luable and important to your country. 

Find out how you o:xn come to Aero Industries Technical Institute and get 
aircraft traininq that prepares you to serve the best interests of yourself and . 

your country equally well ... traininq under supervision of top-ruzupng avi(b' 
tion executives ... men .who KNOW what YOU need to know ... and what yoq 
must have the �11 to do ... to get and hold a place in the aircrQJt ind\iiuy. 

GET THIS FREE BOOKLET! 
It cmswers the many question� bound to be in your mind 
about where you stand in relation to war ... about how you 
can �IVe your country well. and still plan for a secure and � luture: A representative ol Aero I.T 1. will bring 
you this booklet .. . cmd be on ha�d to personally answer your 

quesUons . • .  cn.ly a lew days alter we h�rlrom 
you. Send fbe coupon AIRMAIL now!, 

5227 West San Fernando Road 
Los Angeles, California 

Aero Industries Technical Institute 
5227 w. San Fernando Road, Los Angeles, Calif. 

•. •. . . . 
.. . 

. . 

S Courses In 
AIRCRAFT MECHANICS and AERONAUTICAL ENGINIIRING 

--Including 12 Month AI Mechanics Course 
Approved by U. 5. Civil Aeronautics Administration 

&eculive /Joa� .. 
lOIIRT L ·GROSS JOHN K. Nt Pr••"'*nl, l.Oclcheed Pr�denf 

AJ�roh Cotporatipn Notfltrop Alrcrolf, Inc. 

. ' 

. . . . . 
. �- .. � 

C. A. VAN DUSIN 
Vu ,,.,, Comoftdoted Aitcroh Cotpotalien 

Send me complete information on aircraft training for nationcd 
defense and a cmeer in aviation. I a1n interested in O Aero
nautical Engineerinq, 0 Aircraft Mechanics (Aircraf� Plant), · 

0 Airplane and Engine Maintenance (Airline or Civil Service). 
0 Check here if interested in Flying Cadet preparatory traininq. 
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IKE jmillions of other Americans; 
I've asked myself one ·question 

repeatedly ever since these fateful 
words popped out of my radio: 

":Japanese planes h ave bombed 
H .. ,. awatt . · 

�'Daily, nightly; I've turned this 
question over and over in my mind 
-with the reading of every news 
bulletin on the air and the appear
ance of every epic headline. 

�What can I do here at home ? 
� 

��What can I do while Americans 
are fighting and dying in the far 
reaches of the Pacific for freedom 
and for me?� 
,, 

L. 

hat can I do? 
�'i•ve looked in my shaving mirror 
for an answer and found none . 

-�'I've seen only the perplexed face of 
a middle-aged man a man too old 
to bear arms . 

• 

��I"ve glanced at my hands, too; · 

• 

a thousand times, only to learn a 
brutal truth • 

. 
• 

"They are soft and white-strangers 
to the production line where only . 
skilled hands are wanted now.'� 

hat can I do ?1 
�'Only la�t nig·ht I found the answer 
as my eyes fell on my wife's knitting 
bag and my ears caught the click of 
her knitting needles. 

"I could give lto the Red Cross. J 
could answer its urgent call for funds, 
now so sorely needed. 

�'I could give to the limit of my means 
to aid and comfort those who 'are 
giving so much more. 

''Yes -1 ·could. do something. Not 
much but something. 

�'And I have today.'! 
' 

Give afJil gin gmtlt'DIIsly - lo you,. i6&al 
dl.pm-10 fltlbndH� solimon. Gi11• wlmt 
YOII �� UJ/nr. �ON Uti, �� muciJ IZS 70U can. 

. . 

• 

•, 

. 

-_ TIDS.PAGB CONTRIBUTED TO THE AMERICAN RED CROSS BY THB PUBUSHERS. 
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There is a tremendous shQrtage of skilled men m alm01t all branehes of industry. Draftsmen� eleetrieians, -maehine de
signers, maehinisb!·, are •anted for good jobs at fi.ne pay. Executives too i foremen, euperintendents, managers. are · 
needed right now to handle the enormoqs demand for iinished products of all kinds. If you al'e already in one of these · 
fields. you owe it to your country, to your- faJnily, and to younelf to make yourself even more valuable. to climb and climb 
faat and help put through the meet im.portant progt•am we have ever had to faee. · 

• 

o rt u n i t ies 
• 

ver ere 

• 
I( 

In bidding t.(Yf' skillet! men BO�z. tndu•· 
try o! aU kinds, everywhere in m e Unlt.. . ed States is offering top pay. They wan� · 

Home building, ihiP building, manula.eturfng 

the best men and they are wiUlng to pav 
for their services. But remember tl)tcr.. -¥OU not only have opportunities tor. blC_- . 

ger pay than you probably ever h� 
tor, but the chances for advancement . 

are even greater. Foremen, stiperin .... · · 
tendents, facwry managers, · in�t' 

be drawn hom the rank� · anct· 
surely you know that the man 

who studies, who tries tobow. 
everything there ts to · know • · about his job will be pi�$1. 

�st. Best ot allr..: _!lnder 
the present traitl1.111{ pro

plants, great utility projects, road building every
'Where you look you find a demand for men not just 
ordinary workers, but men who know mo.re than their 
fellows, who are better at their j,oba, who know both 
theory and practiee and ean therefore train other men, 
thus rising to more and more important stations and being 
of greater and greater help. Praotieally every industry is 
ineluded in those needin&r MEN, trained men,. ekilled 
znen :with ambition and punc� 

e a r n  · at o m e  
. 

Over .(� ,-ears ago we developed a. e,atem of hoDle atudy whieh has 
helped thousands of men to important poeitions in the meehanical and 
business world. Those of you who have miaaed eollege traJning, who 
haven't the time to go away to sch()()l, who muat LE.A.RN AS THEY EARN, 
ean get education in your particular field_:_yes, education of college grade 
right in your ow·n home. Best of all. you 

G th ~ can study wh� you have tb� time, &Bd et • acts a.bove everyth1ng else you will have the 
commendation and the respect of your em
ployers in doing so. Rest assured that 
every sup-erintendent, every faetory man
ager, eve:ry general manager will have his 
eye on the man who pushes forward, who 
recognizes the great 11eed of the day, and 
who baa made up his mind to be one of the 
nrst to make good. 

(No Cost) All you have to do to ftnd out 
about this type ot training, to get the de· taUs and tbe outline of study, with histories 
of the suce�ases of othet' men. is to write us 
cr �end the eoupon.- There is no cost and no 

obligation
'

ot any kind. Let this g-reat sc-.hool. one 
ot the pioneers in the home study field, explain the methods which can do so much for you. Get 
this tntonnatton pow so that you can make up )?OUr 
mlnd quickly to get started on the road to the fUl• 
1\llment of a real ambition, and so that 70U tnaY be ot 
the greatest possible help in this pl'eSent eme�eney. 

sram,. with the tremen· - . 
dous need for skillet! 

znen you don't have to 
look too far tD th• 

future for: · - . 

Results 
C o�m -e 
QalckiJ 

• 

Business Welcomes Applications 
from A erican · School Advanced 

Students and Graduates 
1 AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. G458, Drexel at 58th. Cblcago 

Whenever trained men have been badly 
needed, business bas been quick to say, •'We 
welcome applications from American Sehool 
advanced students and graduates." We 
maintain an employment placement sen
ice to help put you in touch with the hest 

. · openings. and we make no extra charge . of any kind for this service. Write now 
for an outline of home study ·training 

, courses : -check the coupon indicating your 
Jn:ef.er�nce and mail it promptlY. 

• .J: ...... -�·-. , .. . .  - �� ,� ·· 4 

. AMER I CAN SC H O O L  
D.ept.' G4-58, · . :Drexel at 58th, 

- . . 

. . ·� 
- . 

. . 

' . -

·I:. ' . •

• 

• 
• 

, . -
• 

1 WCthout ooHualfofa� Please eena :E'REE and postpal� bulletin an4 6et&Da 
1 ol the SubJects cbecked • 

1 DAir Ooodltlontna ORetaU Merchandising 1 DElee. &: Gas · [JCost Accounting 
I Refrigeration OPractlcal 

OA.rchJtecture Bookkeeping I •nd Buildln11 OEconomlcs of 
1 OPlumbiog and Direct Selling 
1 Steam Fitting DPrlvate Secretary 
I OAutomotlve ODlesel Engtneedn.g 

Engineering OSurveytng & Topo-
l . OAviation Drilftlng graphical Draftin� 
1 OAvlatlon Engineering OSheet Metal 1 OBu•lness Management Pnttera Drafting 
I QAccountlng and C.P.A. OElectrical 
I OSalesmanship · . Englneedng , 

ODrafting and Deslltll · 
ORadio and Televlafon 
OHi�h Schbol · 
OHome Economlc:a 

Courses 
DBusloess Law OLiberal Arts 
OMechanical 

Enllln eedng . 
· 

OShof Maoagemeac: . . . 
OToo M aking · · · -
OBetter Foremanalllp 
OEntUne and BoDe. . 

Work · 
- . 

Name • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. .  ; • . • • . . . • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  Occlz.pat�otz • • • • • •  
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IY A, gals and galluses t Seems a 
long .spell since us Ranger Club folks 
got together in our last GET FRON

TIER POSTED guessin' game. Remem-
- ber ? Familiar western palaver ·made up 
one contest. Useful border lingo was an
other. Spanish names for · common birds 
and anima16 was what we amused and edi
fied ·ourselves with in a third guess roundup. 

Well, here's a brand-new set of lZ words 
for this brand-new GET F'RONTIBR 
POSTED game. Th�se words are out o� 
the everyday vocabulary of every cowboy 
and ranger. You've ·come on 'em many a 
time in stories in thi• TEXAS RANGE-RS 
Magazine. · So they'll be easy to guess. 
Reckon yo:u know most of 'em alre�dy . 

Heaps o' you Ranger ·club folks hope ' 
-omeday to roam the Rio your ownselves, 
and realize this border savvy will come in 

· plenty useful when you do. There's the old 
Spatiish proverb that states this point o' 
view real neat. 

The proverb says : 
"fie who would bring home the wealth 

of t:he Indies must carry the wealth of the 
lft'diee with him." - . 

M.,aning, yo'U must take knowledge with 
you to bring home �nowledge. 

So her·e we go, gals and galluses, to get a 
little k.nowledge into oqr systems by this 
here painless GET FRON.TIER POSTED · 
method . 

Like I just said, there's 12 words in the 
list. If you guess ten correct, you're an 
expert on trail travel. Eight is a good 
score.· Half or less correct guesses and 
YOJl're. a yahoo, in the pilgrim class. 

Now grab your pencil and tally off your 
dozen guesses, a, b, or c. Don't look in the 
back pages for the right answers till you 
finh�h. 

-·· ' 

• 

' 

. . . 
. . . 

• 

Ready? Let's go l 
1 LATIGO Is a 

a horsewhip 
b rope 
e saddle part 

2 --MACARTY is a 
a hi tchrack 
b tierope 
� bedroll 

a. DIAMOND HITCH is a 
• 

a rope r1g 
b harness 
� brand 

4 -SHEEPSHANK ·is 
.. a grub 

b .garb 
c a. pair of knots 

-JI:'1.A.\,.; KAMORE is a 
a · cutting· tool 
b cotlveyance 
c bridle · 

G-· KAK is a 
a boat 

. . . . . 
. � . . . 

•
., 

b. pack sack 
e drink 

' 10 

'1 DOUBLE RIG is 
a pardnershtp 
b twQ·gun belt 
e ty pe of saddle 

8· --INDIAN HO:BBLE i s  a 
a bullet wound 
b dance 
c roJ)e stunt 

9- T RA  VOIS Ia a 
a wild plant 
b haul drag 
� woven basket 

10 TARP is a 
a canvas cover 
b fish 
e disease 

11 HONDO is a 
a loop 
b medicine 
e p'ond 

12 -WAR BAG is a 
a holster 
b cl'oud 
c wardrobe 

' 

• 

Now hold on, don't peek at tJte answers 
yet ! We got lots to talk over, folks. These 
days, fiiled with so much about war, it's 
plum interesting to recall that o·ne of the 
world's 16 great decisive ba�tles was fought 
in Texas! 

On April 21,  1836, Gen. Sam Houston 
with 780 men clashed with Mexican Gen. 
Santa Anna with 1300 men on a prairie 
knoll about 20 miles southeast of the pres
ent tbrivin' metropolis of Houston. 

They fought for a half hour. Houston 
lost two men. Santa Anna's losses ran to 
630 ! 

Why is it listed as one of the world's 
great decisive battles? Because it won 
Texas her freedom. It gave United States 
the vast terri tory between the Gulf of 
Mexico and the Pacific Ocean. 

· There's a monument 12 feet higher than 
the Washington Monument that now marks 
the San J acin·to battlefield. On top is a 
great star, 27 feet across, weighing 220 
tons, -

T oday's Ranger Chief 
And here's the answer to a question some

body asked a while back . . The question was, 
who is head of the Texas Rangers today? 

Answer is, Col. Homer Garrison, director 
of the state public safety department, 
Austin, Texas. He's the big boss of the 
Rangers. Might be interesting to a heap 
o' folks to know that cattle rustling is on 
the increase, along with the big jump in 
meat pric·es. Texas R•ngers are kept on 
the 11op in the thin-pof)ulated range country, 
where -they still fork horses and pack six-
guns. . 

Th.e modern �at.tle rustlers use trucks. 
They work so fast that catching ,em in the (Continued on p�ge 12) 
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OR COSTS NOTHING TO TRY · 

Answer this eallt Investigate this remar�able 
discovery that trims dollars off gasoline bills 
-gives you worthwhile gas savings more 
power greater speed quicker pickup •· • 

faster acceleration. Proven so efficient, it Ia 
guar<snteed to save up to 30°/o m1d give-better 
performcanee or the trial costa .y ou nothing. 

£i . ......... ... 
Vacu-matic is 'nflreb! difletentl It operates 
on the supercharge principle b.i automatic:al· 
ly adding a charge of extra oxygen, drawD 

.free from the outer air, into the hecttt of the -
gas mi%ture. lt is entifely autom¢ie and 
allows the motor to nbreathe" at'the correct 
time, opening o:ud elosing autom�tically 
Gl required to save dolla.rs on gas . costt. 

• •  

In addil\Oft iO �abnemo 
new mileage tecorda oa ccus in all nctioM of the 
country. the Vaeu·tnatic 
has proYen itaeU on thou· 

Pnol oi Ou 

ecmda of road testt o'ncl 
on dynamometer testl 
which duplicate road condition. and record 
=curate \Dileage <mel 
borM : 
You. too, can make o 
road teat with Vac:u· 
matic: oo your car and 
prove ita worthw� 
gas ICIYings to yow en U r  • latisfc:u:tioo.. 
·. Learn oU about thlt 

r e m o rk· 
abl• Qis:. 
c o  v e r y. 

AGENTS: '�'•• ytatNd••• 
Vacu-matie offera a apletrdid opportunity lot 
U!luaual sales <md profits. Every cat, truck. trac
tor. cmd motorcycle owner a prospect. ValuCible 
territorie� �ow being assigned. If you help u 
fntroduc:e it to a friend. you can obt�ha your owa 
free. Check anc:l mclil c:oupon todat. 

G e t  tb 
I a e t 1 ROWJ I 1Jl£ YAclJ .. MATIC COMPANY 

11 761'7·631 . W. State St- Wcuwalosct. WJa. 
• 

ftta 
All 

- Please sencl fuD r>artic:ulCllS about VACU-MATIC. 1 I how I may obtain one fot my OWD ocr FREE. !hla doet cot obUggte me iD cmy way._ I 
._, Te .. elall I HctDl• • • • • • • • • • •  · · ·· -.... • • • •  • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  

I 
Vacu-matle Ia ol m  parts bled cmd fused Into ODe Unit. adjusted «and f!glesf eJ the fgctQrv, 

Rotblng to �lt,de. '.Any moton.l cao mataU iD ten minutes. 
the free offer coupon will bring aJ1 the foct.. Mail 1t todayJ 

I 
I Ac:ldtesa �·�" ·'*.,. �· ·�··fi� .... .. . .  ...-,,.�······· 

I 

-- �  c. 
I ·atr. .. . . . . . . . . . • . . . .. . . . . .. • . State. • • • •

. • • • • • • • • . 
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. .Uotl Opp•tfu�ity· for Yo I 

I 

Start Tralnlat 
at H o m e  N O W  f o r  a 

S uccessf u l ,  L a s t i n g  C a r e e r I n  

COMMERCIAL ART ����::J::: 
Trained Artists are capable ot earning $!0� $50� $75 a weet. Once you develop your Art abllity YUU 
are on the road to good pa.y and happiness. NeW'IJ
papers, magazin.es, stores, theatres. print

:� 
eto.

&11 offer commercial op:DOrt.unlties to men women 
with Art training and ability. NotD 1a the t1JDe te 
prepare. Our proven -stucty·method has been famous since 1914. TWO .AB'J ,..,.__ 
OUTFITS with courae. Write fat FRETC BQOK-teU. about opp.ort,U· liittarotYOU.fnthia pro4table1le1d. 

· THE FRONTI ER. POST 
• 

. . 

(Continued from-.p age 10) 
act is mighty near hopeless. To make it 
even harder fot the law, they sometimes 
butcher beef critters on the spot, then rush 
the carcasses to a · shady meat dealer. 
They've learned to dodge the checking sta
tions along the highways, where inspectors 
lurk. 

Fifth- Column Rustlers · 

. 

I 
I 

There's a new brand o' crook been brung 
to light in this new .. fangled rustling. He's 
what you might call the fifth column of the 
rustling racket. · He's the driver of a legiti
mate truckline who stops at lonely places, 
lets the rustlers load stolen bee£ into his 
big refrigerated express truck, then trans
ports the bee·£ for 'em for a cut in . the 

Waablautoa Sehool of Art. Studle 664A profits. 
1 1 1 5-15th St., N.W., Washinaton, D. C. 

. I Rustled beef has also been whisked past I am interested in·Iea.rning to draw. Please send me roar J'BtC. 1 inspection stations and over state lines dis<$Qlorful ca.ta.lo1. "Art for .Pleasure aDd Profit. •• 

guised as something else. There was one I rqatae · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · • · · · · · • • • • • • •  Jlle • • • • • • • •  I 
I .A.dliresa • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  � • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 1 1 Cit:r • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  � • • • • • • • • • • • • State. • • • • •. • • • • • • • • 1 .._ _ _  - - -

_ _. 

LOW 
AS 

7.95 
90 · o S' TR IA  

TEST THEM 
EXA M I N E  THEM 

W� make FALSE TEETH for you. by mafl frOm ,-our own 1mPrea$1ona. You h&Vfl utis-
. .  faction of IIONEY BA.CK G UA RANTEE. Customers in t1nlted Statee and Canada report SA.TISFACTION but you be rour own JUDGE. SEND No MONEY W R I T E  TOD .&. Y for lBJCll B.OOKLmT aod M AT. IA.L • . J. ·B. CLEVE.LAND DENTAL PLATE CO. 

Dept. 2·D2, Ecut St. Louis. llllaols 

SONG POEMS WA 
T·o BE SET TO MUSIC 

Free Examlnatloa. Send Your Poems to 
J. CHAS. McNEIL, MASTER OF MU8IO 

· llO.TF So. Alexandria · Los Ancelee. 

grab of carcasses hidden inside a bulky load 
of baled hay. How many got past unde
tected nobody in authority was able to say . 

One o' the fifth columnists of a r·ustler 
outfit drove a light side panel laundry pick
up. He had a plausible excuse for backing 
in at a meat dealer's platform to collect 
butcher aprons or deliver 'em. In back o' 
the la�ndry bags he carried a fresh-killed 
range steer about every other trip. 

They nailed . him when a stray dog that 
had adop.ted a Ranger on checking station 
duty did a large amount of sniffing at the 
laundryman. 

And so she goes. 
rect answers. 

Now for our 12 cor-

1 c is correct. LATIGO is the cinch strap 
011 a saddle. This word is Mex but it's in use 
all over ·out West. It's right common, in fact. 
bein' ·a place name as well as a thing name. 
That is, you come on Latigo Mountain, Latigo 
ccan yon, La.tigo Creek in plenty o' regions. 

2 · b i s  correct. A MACARTY is the tierope 
on a saddle hor se, usually of hemp, and about 
eight feet long. It's usually carried short
looped to the left fork of a saddle, with the 
yonder end tied around the animal's neck or · 

spliced into a halter ring . 
3 a is correct. The DIAMOND HITCH is a 

· way of knotting a pack onto a saddle so's the 
pack Won't slip. It's sort o f  complicated and 
though I've seen i t  i n  printed drawings, I 
never did meet up with anybody who learned 
to tie a diamond h itch thata way. It's neces
sary knowledge, though, to pack-in prospec
tors, · rangers and cowpunchers. The name 
comes from the way the rope makes a d_ia
mond shape on top o' the pa�k. 

Protect your idea wttb 
a Patent. Don•t del�. 
Get Free "Patent Guide!• No charge for preltmin&rJ 

information. CLARENCE A. O'B Rl EN-Registered 
Patent Atttrn&y, 28-D Adams Bldg., Washington. D. C. 

·--------------------------------------------. . ANY PHOTO EN . . 
' SID I x 10 Inches or smaller It de-alnd. Same price· for full len�th or. 

buat Jorm, croups, landscapesJ pet anliD.ata. etc .• or enJaraements 01 part .Of .aroup picture. Safe retuni $ 

RGED 

4 -c i s  correct. A SHEEPSHANK is a knot. 
or rather a pair o' knots, useful mainly in 
taking up slack in a rope, where b-oth ends 
are tied permanent. It has ai¥>ther use ·which 
is uncommon but sometimes mighty useful. 
It's been known to save a man's life, in a 
true situation which J'll describe right here 
while we're at i t :  A · puncher in the Pecos 
country of west Texas, followin• a rustler 
trail, g.ot himself lost in dry rimrock coun
try. He was close onto dying from thirst 
when he come onto the Pecos gorge. · Plenty · 

ot water down there in the ri.ver but n o  trail 
down. 

He figured awhile, then shook out his lariat. . orJ&i_naJ photO euaranteed. for 1.00 
. s·EN D NO MON EY Justmail photo o� 

..
.
. · . . · · snapshot(anyai%e) 

and within a week you will receive. your beautiful 
· ulararement. gqaran�i fadeleas� P-ay postman 47c plus 

��tQge-or•end- .4�c . ord� and we »a.r postage. Big J.,6x20-lnc:h enla.-..ment sent C. ()1 D. 'ISc plus pos-e 
�•end80c and.w.epay poa�e.Take aavantage ottbfs aDJaz · 
Ilia .oifer pow • . send�yoar. �hotoS todu. Specify s�o wan teet. .,.:;;;;;;.;;;.;;;;;;.;.;,;;;;;;;;_. .. 
t:YANDARD ARl tT.UDIOS, Ua$. Ji#onon tt.. Dett.402-!D, Cbleago . .  . . .. 
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He tied one end to a snag and lowered h i m
self hand over hand to a ledge. It was still 
anoth.er rope's length down to water. He had 
just the one rope. 

How did he get on do·wn? 
Here's how. Before lo.wering himself he 

(Continued on pa'e 13). 
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. (Continued: from page 12) . 

had tied a sheepshank _ in the · tipper end of 
h i s  rope and cut one of the three strands in 
the center of the sheepshank. That made It 
_possible� when he reached the ledge and 
slacked the rope, to shake the rope free, sac
rificing only tw.o-three feet o' rope that stayed 
up on the snag. Then he tied the rope again, 
there on the ledge, lowered himself the rest 
o' the way down and saved himself from a 
slow and miserable end. 

He:re's what the trick looked like: 

• 

, _  

SN�G 

CuT 
ROP€ HE-nE-

"* 
O£StENO£D 

S--c i s  correct. A- HACKAMORE is· a bit
less bridle, sometimes called an Indian bridle. 
It can be made in a minute from a short piece 
o• rope, so long as there's enough left for one 
short rein. It's specially useful to put . on a 
horse you're leading, like in a pack string. 

6 b is correct. A KAK is a pack sack or 
panier, but · not a. pack _ saddle as some folks 
think. Kaks are hung, one on each side of 
a pack saddle to balance the load. Punchers 
sometimes humorously refer to a cheap, bad
made ridin' saddle as a '�kak." 

'1 s is correct. DOUBLE RIGGING is a two
cinch saddle. It's sometimes called "Texas 
rigging·." Double cinch is generally favored . i n  
steep, rough riding. 

8- c i s  correct. An INDIAN HOBBLE con
sfsts of a rope run from halter or bit ririg 
and snugged to a hind ·shank of a horse. An 
animal so hobbled can graze and get around 
slow and awkward-like but can't raise his 
head to run off. 

. 

9 b is correct. A TRA VOIS consists of two 
poles, tied like shafts onto a horse, with ends 
dragging and the burden suspended between 
the -poles. The Indians moved camp that
away. Frontier cavalrymen and rangers often 
carried wounded comrades on the travois. 

CAPTAIN STARR, 
TEXAS RANGERS, 
10 East 40th St., New York . 

. 

[Turn page] 

Dear Captain: I'm plumb anxious t' 
be one o·' the charter members o' the 
TEXAS RANGERS' CLUB. Here's my 
signed application . 
N arne . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

. 

Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
. 

City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . · . . . . . .  . 

State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Age . . . .  
My opinion of this . issue . . . . . . . . . . . •  

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
. 

• • • • • • • • • •
• 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 4-42 
I am enclosing a stamped self-addressed 
envelope. Send me a membership card. 

. .. __________________ _. _____ _. 
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Yes, it often is a shock to discover what 
others really think about you •. And while 
they_ may be completely wrong, still • • •  

Why not pttooe that you're going places 
-:why not m�ke more money? 

Do you dare say you lack the oppor
tunity when thousands are winning raiSes, 
promotion, through LaSalle's new home
study training? 

Let us send you free that fascinatin§ book: "Ten Years' Promotion in One • .  

Wtite for it today/ There's no obligation
nothing but a challenge, an inspiration, 
that can make money for you I 

• 

DSIOD 

.� .. -.......... ..... . ·•· <::.-;•.·X . , ..., � "':--'<":.·:- ·· ·�'  . , •• •" • I?J I' • ,•, •,• •, ' • . ;::;.;. :�:.; ;.� • ; ·. :.· .
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niversity 
A Co"espomlence Institution' 

Dept. 4329-R, Chicago 

Please send me. without eost or obligation, "Tea 
Years' Promotion in One" and also the book on the 
business field checked below: 

( 
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B Accountancy 8 Law · [] Traffic Mgt. 
Business Mgt. Modern SJesmansbip 
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SPECTACLES 
100 % MONEY BACK Q�ARANTEE 
Mall your name and address to H O M E  SERVICE SPECTACLE 
COMPANY, and YOU WILL RECEIVE WITHOUT OBLIGA· 
liON circular& showing latest style spectacles at lo.west prites fr�. Or send 25� and we will mail to you a set crt lensec, te assist you in the selection of ·glasses. N O T H I N� MORE TO 
PAY UNTIL YOU ARE FULLY SATISFIED. We handle only 
MIGH G RA D E ' slngle aDd•KRYPTOI( BlFOCAL double vision 
terfe lenses. Our Doctor. wltb maiY years of experlenee. 
GUARANTEES 100% SATISFACTION OR NO COST TO YO·U. 

WE DUPLICATE and REPAIR B R O K E N  
SPECTACLES AT G R'EAT SAV I NGS 

Home $ervice Spectacle Co., D e p t. P·-2 5  
1011 Chestnut ·street Philadelpbi-, Pa. 

-

Deo Jou feel older than 3'00 are or suft'er from Getting Up N/ttt;;a· Jlaokache Nervouanea. Leg Patns. Dizziness, Swollen Anklea, umatic P'a.ins. Burning, scanty or frequent 1)68Sages 1 If so, remember that your Kidneys .are vital to your health and that these sYmptoms 
may be due to non-organic and n<>Q·systematic Kidney and Bladder 
troubles-in such cases CYSTEX ( a  phySician's prescription) usually 

. gives prompt a.nd joyous relief by helping tbe Kidneys flush out 
ilolsonous excess- acids and wastes. You have everything to gain and 
nothing to lose in trying Cyst!IK. An iron -clad guarantee wrapped 
around each package assures a refund of your money on return of 
enn>U' pe.ckage unless fully satisfied. Don't take chances on ' . -

. . . 
. . 

' . . . . . . . . . 
., . . . . . .  

· any Kidne$' medicine tha.t ia not 

S t e X gua.ranteed. Don't delay. Get Cysteoc 
(Sias-tex) from your druggist Wd�. 

. . Helps Flush KldneYI �o':!_Y 3So. The suanntee proteeta. 
. . . - . 
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ject, for our plan 
- RICHARD BROS., 

SAYE f: 

W R I T E R S : 
. Send us _,our original poem • 

Mother, Bomef 
_ 

Love. Sacred. 
- Patriotic, Comxo or anr auband FREE Rhyming Dictionary at once . . 

74 Woods luildint. Chicago. Illinois 
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· : ·  - -. We. wUl send any sufl�r a -regular $1.25 bottle of Lan&'s Treatment : · : ,-_ _ .  by ma�l � FRI!llll T'RI.UA. Use as directe4 on label and when satis:tled 
' :; ·. · -�4 . . \la $1. 25. If . not sattsilecl ·Y'Our report cancell obarge. .A.qdreiS 
· - - _· _·_:-:-;. · · D:•- �-· .-J.ANE·- · co�� . 26t Lt�n• 8utldint St. Marys, Kans. 
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a is correct. A· TA·RP - -i� a··bea'\ty, water
p-roof canvas, used to c·qyijt 

.. 
a pack or � . 

ground bed in bad weatser�� :� : Ta,rpaulin i s. the 
complete word. · 

11 a is correct. As most you gals and 
gaUusee know, a HONDO is the loop ring r 

in a lariat. But like latig'o, it's a common · 
word, used to describe. a bend in a river, a · 
road or trail. 

12 . c is correct. A WAR BAG is a stout 
canvas sack wh ich a puncher or packer lugs 
his extra clothes and personal belongings. · 
Duffte bag is another name for it. 

So long until next issue, pards ! · 

-CAPTAIN STARR. 

OUR NEXT ISSUE 
IYA, readers_ ! Be sure you're on 
hand next issue, for the most excit
ing novel you've read in a long time ! 

LONE STAR COURAGE, by Jackson 
Cole, is a humdinger from start to· finish
a smashing, crashing yarn of the Lone . 
Wolf Ranger that takes you to Cienaga 
Valley, where three bands of lawless co .. 
yotes have joined together in a vast crim
inal combine that menaces the · community. 

The outlaws are conspiring against the 
advent of the railroad but that isn't all. 
The big mystery that Jim Hatfield has to 
solve is the secret o£ the masked Shotgun 
Riders, a sinister organization that terror
izes the range. 

Who are they? What is their purpose ? 
Are they backed by known outlaws ? · Jim 
Hatfield ·must answer these and other ques� 
tions about the Shotgun Riders and the 
answers will astonish you ! 

LONE STAR COURAGE is by far the 
most exciting novel about Jim Hatfield we 
have ever given you ! Look forward to it . 

Other grand yarns next issue, too J 
Now, please drop me a line telling me 

how you like the maga�ine. Address The 
Editor, TEXAS RANGERS, 10 East 40th 
Street, New York City. 

And, if you are not yet a member, why 
not join TEXAS RANGERS CLUB" see 
coupon on Page 13. No dues, no fees, and 
everybody's welcome to b�long. . 

It's a swell organization of range pards
and we'd be proud to have you with us ! 
I'll be waiting to hear from you. Adios! 

' 

-THE EDITOR. 

Gripping Action Adventures 
on Every Page of 

THRILLING COMICS 

EXCITING CO.MICS 
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a week 

1 0  D AYS '  T R I A L  
erms - a 

No obligation to 0011. SentZ no monefl. Bee maeJime 
on wide-open l O-da11 T.riat Pay on easiest terma ·

only lOc a day, You get this genuine late om� model 
L. C. Smith completely reconditioned with all stand
ard .improvements-basket shift, standard 8 4-char
acter. 4-row keyboard, shift lock key, back spacer. 
2 color ribbon. ribbon reverse, stencil cutting de
vice. tabulator. etc. Ball Bearing throughout quiet 
operation. THOUSANDS PAlD $102.50 - IT'S 
YOURS FOR ONLY $ 3 1. 8 5  ( CASH PRICE) . No 
risk. money back guarantee. I 

' 

2 - YEAR GUARANTEE 
Our 2 year ironclad guarantee is your assurance or 
satisfaction and long service ! Our 3 0 years of Fair 
Dealing Backs This Guarantee . 

WIDE CARRIAGE MODELS 
. The L. C. Smitb with basket lhift 1s the machine used by sehool1, large corporations. and . bu11nesa 

bousea the country over. A perfect all purpose 
typewriter tor omce work, correspondence, manUold 
work, etc. The wide carriage machine COJ1ta1ns all modern impro\"ementa same as the regulll' carriage 

. (lllustra.ted) but It takes paper 14 .Incites wide and baa a writing line of 12 lnchtt. The -�ide carriaee 
machine is the model you need for making gonrn. ment reports, large offtce forms, billing. etc. And 
It ean be yours at No Extra Cbst for a li mited 
tl me-only $31. 85 cash-an extremely low price for 
a wide carriage machine--or you can buy on easy 
terms of only $.8. 00 a month-le&& than tbe cost of rentinz an inferior model! 

INTERNAtiONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHA N G E  
·231 West Monroe &beet Dept. 488, Chlcaoo, IIUnoit 

.. ; . .  ... 

Completely 
Recollditlontd 

and F'ully 
Ouaranteed 

-. 

• 

o. 

� ·:14" CARRIAGES NO EXTRA · CHARGE 

I � . 

Special price. Same as machine shown but eQuipped with 14 inch 
carria.ee. Be&utifully re11nisbed and unconditi_onal2 year guarantee. 

'sECRETA/i/jfLr 
' 

TYPEWRiTER -
·
sTAND

-

Fa� . those who have no type
writer .stand or handy place to 
use a typewriter, I make this 
special offer. This attractive 
stand that ordinarily sells for 
$4.�5 can be yours with L. C. 
Smtth for only $8.50 extra
Pa;rahle 25¢ a month. Quality butl�. JfiBt note all its con .. t1entent !eatur,es. (See coupon.) 

Bla working sur. 
face, an metaf. 
eompaet, strong, 
Quiet, riaid, at
t raetl  ve. Two 
metal wings, cor-

rett working 
lltlaht. 

Mounted on 
casters, can 
be _moved bJ 

touch. of flnger. 

• 

COMPLETE TOUCH TYPI NG ·coURSE . 
We give FREE with yo"ttr L. C. Smith a complete 9 lesson 
Home Study course of Famous Van Sant Touch Typing 
system. You can now learn typing quickly and easily. 

OFFER FOR LIMIT£D TIME SEND COUPON TODAY Accept thf8 �e open offer now I Send no money. Use L. C. Smith for 
10 day tr1al 1n your home. Return it if you don't think it the greatest 
value you ha'\Te ever seen. If you buy, pay on easiest terms . only $3.00 a 

m-onth. 2 yr. ironclad guarantee. Avoid disappointment , 

m•U eoupon today. 
-- - - - - - - - - - - - - - ·  , _  ... _-.:1 

I INTE RNAtiONAL TYPEW R I T E R  EXC H A N G E. 

I , Dellt. 488. 231 W. Monroe St., Chlcaao. Ill. - 1 ' 
Bend me L. C. Smith (J'.O.B. Chicago) for 10 days' trial. If I keep it I I will pay $3.00 per month until euy term price ($41.85) is paid. It I am 1 

not .aatilfl.etl I can nturn it e:rpresa colleet. 
· 

I 8 10" eaJTiaae. 014" earrtage <No Extra Cltarge). 1 Check for typewriter stand ($3.50 extra, payable 25¢ a month) .  Stand sent 

I on receipt of ftnt payment on L. c. Smith. 

Name . . . • • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  , . . . Aie. . . . . . . . . . • . • I 
J Typewritten signature not acceptable 

., 

CitJ • . . . . . . . • . . • . . • . . . . . . • . • . . • . . . . . . • . • • . . • . . . . . . . . . State . . .  .- . . . . • . . . • .• . I 
L CAUTION-For

. 
QuJok Sb1&1meat Give Oecupatfon and Reference _ J . _ ..... _ _  27 . - - _ ,.,_.  

OVER 200,000 SAfiSPIED CUSTOMERS ALL OVER THE WQilL.D - . ·· . 
'· . 
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·F liGATE 11GEORGI," built 
in 18 14, made 2 1  trips to 
India-each in less than 100 
days! Sturdy 3-masted ships 
like this carried many a keg 
of whiskey. For a mellower 

• flavor came from riding the 
tossinR seas. 

' 
' 

• 

famous wave-rocked whiskeys of old! 

AFTER RETIRING, old salts found 
that a rocker - with a keg lashed be
neath it served as well ! The smooth 
flavor of Rocking Chair was suggested 
by ·'-Jteg-rocked'' whiskeyal 

MR. BOSTON RECAPTURES in Rock
ing Chair the smooth richness of 
rocked whislteys by controlled qifa .. 

tion ina apecial blending process. Try 
Rocking Chair for rare enjoyment • 

85. Proof • 75% Grain Neutral Splrita • Ben-Bufk. lno., Bonon, Uaat. . . 
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A took that was 
close to amusement shone in the Rang e r '  s greyAgreen eyes (CHAP. V I I I )  

.. ; . . ·-· . 

I 

I !l t
/ 

By JACKSON COLE 
Author of uLo·ne Star Gold/' urVild Horses,'' etc. 

CHAPTER I 

Blood on the Range 

HE Sierra Roya, the Red Hills, 
glowed in the hot Texas sun, 
the beet-hued earth throwing 

off heat waves with the persistence of 
a steady coal fire. - The wind blowing 
- in from Old Mexico had the same 

quality, as if an oven door had been 
suddenly pulled open and a torrid 
blast of baking air had puffed out . 

To Hank Vernon, however, these 
towering mountains of the Trans
Pecos region, with their hidden draws 
and sloping flanks covered by coarse 
grass very nutritious to_ cattle, were · 

home. 
He knew them and loved them as . 

-
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most men love the place they have 
·chosen in which to live. 

Riding through them that warm 
afternoon, a couple of days after the 
sudden washout flood which had 
struck after unusual cloudbursts in 
the hills had subsided, he chided them, 
talking aloud as m·en - do in lonely 

.. places, with a touch ,of dry humor 
· characteristic of his kind. 

' ' . "Oh yeah, ytih look mighty peac.e
ful and· innercint now as _ though but
te� wouldn't melt in yore mouth and 
yuh wouldn't think of tryin' to drown 

· 
· 

· us and all our cows !, 
His blue eyes, sun wrinkles at the 

corners, flicked toward the escarp
ments of  the Sierra Roya, frowning 

_ battlements of rock reaching to the 
in tense· blue sky. 

The man was out hunting for Cir
cle V his own brand steers, which 
had been driven from their usual 

_· · haunts by the torrential influx of 
: · water. The Diablo River, living up to , its name, had gone mad and ripped 
· · · 

· 

away big sections of its banks, taking 
. . · with it in its rush topsoil and rocks, 

trees and everything else in its path. 
· Red Hills ranchers had lost many 
. steers, and the herds had been scat
tered. 

liank Vernon was a rather tactiturri, 
_

. · rangy man, and expert with cattle 
and horses, which was his business. 
He wore leather chaps over blue jeans, 
and a dark shirt, open at the neck 
where his silk kerchief was knotted. 
A huge, cream-colored Stetson was 
strapped over his close-clipped au-

. burn hair. The line of his curving 
· __ jaw was . strong and he was clean

. _ _ -shaven except for a bristly, confined 
. mustache which had a reddish sheen 

to it. He rode his blue horse, an Ari
. . . . zona .strain, with graceful ease. The 

· 
· saddle was a double-cinch affair, ex

. - . - . . p.ensive and finely carved. The horse·, 
._- - __ 

: -B lueboy, by name, was a beautiful 
� animal, long-limbed·, slatey of hide, 

: _· _ · his glistening, healthy body showing 
. ::· ·: . _ how careful Vern on was of him. 

. 

. . 

Hank Vernon had. passed the first 
wild flush of youth. He was twenty
five, and had been a cowhand at the · 
age of fourteen, tearing it up on pay 
days in town with the rest of them. 
For some years he had worked at var
ious ranches and by sheer ability had 
become foreman of Ban Bancroft's 
big spread, the Crow Foot, which 
dominated the Sierra Roya country. 

Ellen Bancroft,_ five years younger 
than Hank, had now c h a n g e d from 
a pig-tailed and somewhat r o w  d y 
child into .a . beautiful woman. . The 
metamorphosis had astounde

-
d Vern on 

and when he recovered from the shock 
he realized that he was deeply in love 
with her. So he had taken his sav
ings and bought himself a section back 
in the mountains, starting a small , 
herd on it. A rancher in his own rig-ht 
now, though only beginning a s�rug
gle to_ make good, he knew that what 
he wanted from life was Ellen Ban
croft, and he· went after this with a 
single-minded devotion nothing could 
turn aside . 

"Yuh might fool a pilgrim," he went 
on, to the Hills, ·"but not yo res truly ! 
Yuh set me back with that flood and 
I ain't forgot that landslide which car
ried away my haybarn two years 
back." Bang-Ga ! Bang-Gal 

LUEBOY snorted and curveted. · I 
- . ·I 

The gunshots were easy to iden� 
tify as such, for they always had that 
whipcrack on the end, due to echoes 
from the mountain walls. Vernon 

• 

was ·almost positive it had been a big 
· Colt revolver. It might be a Bancroft 

range rider out on the same mission 
as himself, hunting scattered steers ; 
the cowboy might just have ·dis
patched an injured animal. Gunshots 

. were not unusual. Ban Bancroft's 
Crow Foot Ranch ran thousands of 
cow� and sick critters o-r one with 
broken limbs, had to be killed. 

Vernon was about to ride on when 
he _heard someone yelling from �cross 
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the intervening Diablo River and the 
ridges beyond. There was a certain 
frantic note to the cries which caused 
Hank to swing and ford the stream, 
still murky from the ·flood. He rode 
swiftly up .a bushed, rocky slope ; the 
river turned off to his left as he 
moved, around high crimson bluffs, 
and he cut that way to reach the flat
lands along the bC\IlkS farther on . 
., When he came to the ridge top · and 

' 

him as he drew up. "Good night !" 
he muttered, realizing that the man 
they were supporting was Fred Ban
croft. 

"Hullo, Vernon/'· sang out a large 
man attired in· a black suit and white 
shirt with a stringtie showing in� th� 
V of his coat. 

"Howdy, Conroy," grunted Hank, 
quickly dismounting. "Is Fred Ban
croft dead ?" 

• 
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looked down he saw several men rid-. 
ing from the river, o.n past the bluffs. 
Two of the horsemen, carrying a limp 
form between them, had stopped to 
speak to a cowboy who sat his saddle, 
gesticulating at them. A pinto, with 
its saddle on but empty; was following 
them. Vernon recognized this mus
tang as one favored by Fr.ed Bancroft, 
Ellen's older brother. He urged Blue
boy over to join the party. 

Their loud, . angry voices came to 

"Yes, I'm afraid he is,'' replie_d 
· Michael Conroy. 

.. - . ' . 

Conroy blinked regretfully. He . 
was about 35, with a florid complexion 
marred by tiny broken bloo·d vessels 
about his swollen nose. His eyes were 
jet black and very quick of m.ovemen.t. 
He had a strong chin, although the · 
jowls were flabby, hanging beside ·the. . 
point. Inclined to stoutpess, his thin - · 

black hair was plastered down under ·· 
his straigl:lt black Stetson, over-sized . . -

. . . . 
. . 
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because of his bulging forehead. Yet 
·his hands were as small as a woman's 
and flabby-white. Fine boots on his 
feet were tiny for such a big fellow. 

Everybody called him "Red River" 
Conroy. He was a lawyer and his 
shingle hung out in Whiteville, the 
county seat. Vernon did not like him 
especially. But, on . the other hand, 
he had never had_ anything against 
Conroy up to now preferring to 
avoid the entanglements of the law. _ 

"Did . you shoot him, Conroy ?" in
quired Vernon, the little lines deep
ening between his wide-set blue .eyes. 

"He sure did and· I seen · it !"  cried 
Kansas Joe, the red-faced. Crow Foot 
rider. He was a veteran employee of 
Bancroft's, having been at the spread 
when Vernon was foreman. Kansas 
Joe shifted his tobacco cut from one 
red, weathered cheek to the other, 
$pat contemptuously, and went on, 
"Conroy, yuh drawed and fired into 
Fr.ed 'thout warnin'. Murder, that's 
what it was." 

FLUSH of deep color stained 
Conroy's fishy j owls. He had a 

:habit, when rage overcame him, o.f 
narrowing his left eye, the lid twitch
ing, eyebrow · and cheek muscles be- . 
neath it  screwing up. . 
· �'That's a dirty lie ! We had an ar;.. 

gument. Fred Bancroft went for his 
gun and tri.ed to kill me, but I beat 
him to the - trigger. How could you 
se� what happened before I shot ? 
You ·were back on the ridge." 

"Conroy's right," corroborated one 
of the fellows with the lawyer. "We 
:seen it from the st�rt. Bancroft got . 
-sore and dug for his hawgleg and 
Conroy had to pertect hisself." 

The speaker was a belligerent, 
stocky man with legs bowed from con
�tand clamping about a horse's ribs. 
He had dark, thick hair under his 

_wide hat and very heavy black brows . 
The whites of his black eyes had red 
streaks through them, and he had not 
shaved .for .several days, the bristles 
sticking out straight from his accor
dion-pleated flesh. His wide, meaty 
shoulders were cased in a khaki shirt, 

· ·stain_ed with reddish clay, which also 
smeared his: stubby hands. At his 

- � . .. • 
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thick waist rode sagging gunbelts 
with .45 Colts in the holsters, Colts 
whose walnut stocks showed they 
were habitually in use. He had a small 
white scar across his bashed-in nose, 
and thick red lips, the mouth curving 
down. He was -Dred Prescott, and the 
others were friends of his. 

They wore the same type of cloth
ing, cowboy garb, and they were heav
ily armed. Prescott had a reputation 
for drunken sprees and general trou
ble-making, and his source of income 
was not known. 

Both Conroy and Prescott were on 
the prod. Hank Vernon se

.
nsed this 

and watched them carefully. Some 
distance back toward the river, at the 
place where Fred Bancroft had been 
shot, he noted more horses and a 
couple of flat metal tools that looked 
like scoops, but he was too shaken ·at 
the death of his friend to worry about 
anything else. 

There were two bullet holes in Ban
croft, a stalwart, light-haired Texan ; 
one had ·passed through his brain and 
the other had lodged in his breast, 
near the heart. 

"Too bad yuh had to kill him," Con
roy," growled Vernon. 

"Yuh· makin' it yore business, Ver
non ?" demanded Dred Prescott, stick
ing out his jaw. 

''I'll handle this, Dred," Conroy 
snapped. "I said I was sorry, Vern on. 
Bancroft shouldn't have tried for me. 
We'll take the body to town. I'll give 
myself up to the law." 

Conroy drew himself up in a noble 
gesture. Vernon had an uneasy sen
sation, the kind he got when he 

· stepped too close to a rattlesnake. 
''1 oe and I will take th·e body home, 

Conroy," Hank contradicted. "Yuh 
kin go to town or '' 

"To blazes," finished Kansas Joe. 
Conroy and Prescott scowled while 

Vernon tensed, ready for trouble. 
Kansas Joe took charge of. Fred Ban
croft's body, however, a�d Hank and 
the Crow Foot man were allowed to 
ride off toward the Bancroft ranch . 

without a fight. 
Vernon faced the unhappy task of 

breaking the terrible news of Fred's 
death to Ellen and Bari Bancroft. In-
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side, Hank Vernon felt a cold, uneasy 
dread, as if some· danger he could not 
foresee were threatening ·him. 

CaAPTER I I  

Night Raiders 
• 

EV_ERAL nights later, _beneath 
the peaks of the Sierra Roya, a 

large band of horsemen waited in a 
draw, sitting their mustangs and star
ing in at the yellow-lit windows of 
a ranchhouse. The moon was just a 
glow on the hor_izon but the milky 
w�y showed bright, and a warm wind 
scudded cloud puffs along, their shad
ows flickering across the grassy earth. 

The features of the horsemen were 
black blobs, not from masks but from 
some dark stain on the skin and their 
hard eyes glinted in the faint light. 
, A chunky man, sitting solidly in 
his kak, came quietly from the direc
tion of the house they were watching. 
He pulled in his powerful stallion, 
sweeping his followers with his 
glance. 

"We're goin' to hit Young's now, 
boys," he snapped. "He's too stub
born for his own good. Remember, 
leave nobody alive. There's six men 
in the bunkhouse. Young and his two 
sons are in the house with his old 
lady/' 

"The woman, too ?" grunted a gun
man . 

The ferocious eyes paused for a 
moment on the questioner. "Yuh 
heard me . . I said leave nobody alive. 
Any man who ain't got the sand kin 
fall out." He waited a moment, and 
though several shifted uncomfortably 
in their seats, none left the ranks. 

"Lew," the leader went on, "take 
thirty men and hit the bunkhouse. 
I'll take charge of the house itself." 

Soft rustling of metal brushing 
leather so-unded as the gunmen slipped 
their big C�lts. .Then the black riders 

. swung out into a semi-circle and 
heade9 for their victims. They drew 
in without any alarm being given. The 
rang� had not been warned in any 

• 

. . 
. ' 

I 

. 

way, and no special - precautions were 
being taken by the ranchers of the 
Sierra Roya. The chief of the gun
men went to a window near the front. 
of the main ho-use. His Colt caught 
the light .on. its sheening barrel and 
loaded cylinders as he took ca;eful-

• atm. 
"They all set at the bunkhouse, 

Ed?" he whispered. · 

"Yeah, Dred, all set." 
Dred Prescott's pistol aimed at the 

rancher inside, sitting in his chair, 
reading the weekly newspaper by the 
light of an oil lamp. Prescott · raised 
his thumb from the hammer and the 
firing-pin drove home. The rancher 
took the slug through the head, slum_p
ing dead, chin on his breast, ·blood 
spurting from his punctured brain . 
The explosion reverberated in the 
night. 

A woman's s c r e a m  rose, joining 
the shouting triumph of the killers. 
From the bunkhouse, a h u n d r e d 
yards behind the main homestead, 
terrific gunfire shattered the air. Pres
cott's 

· 

followers were thick there, 
outnumbering the ranch crew by five 
to one. They caught them in their 
bunks . and poured vicious, killing 
metal into the unlucky cowboys. 

More shots roared at the house. The 
woman no · longer cried out. A couple 
of shots banged from inside the 
lighted room, the sons of the mur
dered rancher rushing in to see what 
.had happened. A slug bit a chunk 
from Dred Prescott's Stetson, clip
ping his hair. He cursed, and missed 
his first sho-t at the boys, but he had 

. plenty of able lieutenants whose Colts 
belched fire and death. The windows 
were covered and through them the 
black riders shot . 

THIN a brief five minutes 
they had finished off the in

habitants of the ranch. The cowboys 
and owners lay in welters of blood. 
Ruthlessly the devils with blackened 
faces dismounted and several checked . . 
the · riddle·d bodies to make certain · · 
none survived. While doing this, they· · · 
picked up portable valuables, mo

.
iley, 

rings, which could easily be taken · ·  
off. . 
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Dred Prescott, checking up, gave a stood ·behind the long, rambling 
whistle, and the gunmen swiftly ranchhouse, whitewashed and roomy, 
mounted stormed 1away, _ leaving be- with a big kitchen lean-to at the rear, 
hind "them a scene of terrible carnage and bedroom wings sticking out at 
and horror. the sides. A roofed veranda ran 

· For a time the renegades rode in around three sides of the homestead. 
silence. Even such hardened char-· The bunkhouse was large and capa
acters as the men Prescott had picked cious. Lights showed that some of 
to follow him felt a slight squeamish- the cowboys, at least, were still awake, 
ness at such cold-blooded slaughter, while the many windows of the house 
which offered no chance of warning glowed yellow in the darkness . 
to the victims. However, this was · "I'll slip in and take a look around," 
soon drowned in the expectation of Prescott growled, stopping his men 
the profits they were to make, and by out in the shadows . 
the fact that it offe.red little danger He. rode closer, dismounted, and 
to the killers. crept toward the buildings. While he 

"We're go in' after Bancroft next," was at this, he beard a sudden shout 
Dred Prescott told them after they from the spot where he. had left his 
had pounded swiftly up the river road men . 
for s_ome miles. "Say, what's gain' on ?" 

· 

Nobody objected. Ru�tlers by trade, With an irritated curse, Dred Pres-
they had often shot it out with pur- cott turned and rushed back to see 
s�ing cowmen. Every man there had what had occurred. Off to the right 
a notch or two o·n his gun, meaning a he observed a single horseman who 
man kille.d. Hardened to crime, they had come in from the hill trail and 
graduated easily enough to the worst chanced upon the bunched gunmen, 
e·xcesses. whose- blackened faces gave them 

The Crow Foot was a much larger away. 
s read than Young's, the first ranch "Vernon !"  Prescott snarled, rip-
t . ey , had attacked. Many buildings ping out his Colt. 
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He fired but Hank Vernon, quickly 
diagnosing the purpose of the gang 
he had run upon, had pulled Blueboy�s 
reins. The swift · horse moved, Pres
cott's slug shrieking in the air a yard 
from Vernon's bent head. Vernon 
began shouti�g bloody murder · to 
warn Bancroft and the crew at the 
house. He shot back, and a killer took 
lead, crying · out in sudden anguish 
as Vernon's bullet drove through his 
vitals. 

Hank made the shelter of a grove of 
trees, around which he had ridden 
when he surprised Prescott's band. 
Bullets were hunting for him. Pres- · 
cott; his face burning with fury, 
reached his horse and sprang to 

. leather, cursing volubly at his men for 
fools . . . 

The hubbub stirred . up the Crow 
Foot. Cowboys snatching up shot
guns and buckling on their gunbelts, 
roared from the bun.khouse. A giant 
figure, Ban B ancroft himself, shout
ing commands, appeared from the 
lighted house. 

"Fire in, yuh fools !" gritted Pres .. 

• 
. l : • 

Hatfield ·h e-ard the shrlek of· 
the outlaw 1 leader's bul lets -as· · 
he spurred forward with 
twin Colts flaming in hia 

fists (CHAP. I I ) )  

'.-� \.. . �'·-· 7 

. . . 

charged, shooting at the arouse·d 
ranch. Thick and fast the bullets were· 
exchanged, and men took lead,.:· · 
knocked from the fray. 

"Look !" exclaimed Prescott to-- a 
. . 

lieutenant. "There's Kansas Joe ! If · 
we kin knock him off it'll save dry--. · 
gulchin' him !" �: 

Kansas Jo-e, the red-faced cowboy - ·. 
who had been on tl:te ridge when Fred . · 

Bancroft had been shot, charged pa�t· .. . _ 
the bunkhouse door, cutting loose at . 
the attackers with a shotgun. For a;' . . 
brief moment his body was outlined-,:
against the yellow light, before h·e · 
moved into the shadows. At Pres-: 
cott's sharp command every outlaw 
concentrated his attention on Kansas · · 
Joe. Guns boomed savagely as the �: 
wa�dy tried to duck past the yellow:,_ 
gleam of illumination spilling fro.m -
a window. Bullets tore into his body,-:-
sending him toppling to the dirt of� 
the yard. ; _ -. 

"That's somethin'," muttered Pres;.. � . 
cott, taking in the situation, as Ban:�- - 
Banc_roft bellowed commands, whip--.: _ 
ping his men into fighting position. 

cott, reaching his gang. 
He got them into line and 

Vern on, behind the trees, was· keep·-:·:· 
they ing up an · annoying flank . fire·- . and .� _ . 
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24 . - . TEXAS RANGERS 

harassed the outlaws with . his bullets. 
- "This is too hot, Boss," gro-wled a 
black-faced gunny. 

They didn't fancy such opposition. 
They had done some damage but the 
nervy fight Bancroft was organizing 

_ did not please them. Gunmen hung 
back, unwilling to ride up clo-se to the 
blazing weapons of the- defenders. 

"Come on," Prescott ordered, "we'll 
git 'em again, boys." . 

They swung ·away from the ranch, 
and avoiding Hank Vernon's p-osition, 
roared away from the spot. Howls of 
triumph rose from the big Crow ·Foot 
as the killers retreated. -
. Hard riding too.k Prescott's crew 
away from the vicinity of the Crow 
Foot within a short space of time. 
They �rossed the river, hiding their 
trail in the water for a distance, sev
eral of the men grumbling and nurs
ing wounds receiveQ in the fight. 

"What now, Dred ? "  a lieutenant de
manded. 

'�It's early yet." Prescott was in a 
wh.ite heat of fury. "We'll go back and 
wipe out the Crow Foot soon, when I 

· take on more men. Right now I'm 
headin' for Vernon's place in the hills 
and I mean to lay for him. If he don't 
ride home by dawn so's I kin kill him, 
I'll burn down his spread and git him 
later . . He spoiled my game tonight." 

"How about Lurie's ranch ?" 
"It's on the way to Vernon's. We'll 

hit it as we pass." 
The night riders, with their black

ened faces, were spreading death and 
destruction throughout'· the luckless 
ranching section. 

CHAPTER III 

Lone Star Ace 

LD - Cap'n Bill _McDowell of the 
r- Texas Rangers was bent over 
his desk in Austiri headquarters. 
. "Justice. is the aim of it all," he said. 
"That's why the Rangers ride and why 
the : . law must win. Justice ! One 
word, but it means a lot. When it's 
:mocked ·· " 

- �- . . 

· His face was red and · he was trying 
to hold in his ange-r, roused by the 
wire he had received from Hudspeth 
County, acrqss the Pecos. 

A rugged frontiersman, in his youth 
Bill McDowell had proved one of the 
toughest lawmen of the border coun
try. Six feet tall and deep of chest, 
he was now forced by age alone to re
main tied to a · desk. 

However, bitter as. this admission 
of his own physical inability might 
be, Captain McDowell had not yet l.aid 
down his hand in the game of life. 
He still had aces to play in the eternal 
check and counter-check of the war 
against evil-doers preying upon the 
decent folk of the Lo·ne Star State. 
His body might be weak but his spirit 
flamed as strong as ever, and his mind 
was keen and ready to come to grips 
with any problem confronting it. · 

Just as a panther-like _tread told 
him the officer for whom he had sent 
had come to report, the gathering fury 
within J',1cDOwell's breast could no 
longer be contained, and he leaped to . 
his feet.. His greeting was explosive . 

"Hatfield ! Dang it, I won't have it ! 
There'll be justice in Texas or else '' 

"Yes, sub, Cap'n, that's right,'' a 
gentle ·voice agreed. 

The owner of the drawling, soft 
voice loomed astonishingly large in 
the office doorway. Jim Hatfield, Me-. Dowell's ace of aces, and the greatest _ 
Texas Ranger of them all, stood well 

. over six feet. His chest was broad, 
but he tapered to a lean waist and slim 
hips, adorned by blue-steel Colt .45's 
in black, oil-suppled holsters that 

. would not drag when a quick draw was 
called for. As for swiftness, Hatfield 
could get those revolvers into action 
with blurring celerity. 

McDowell knew that, just as he 
knew that the gentle voice belied the 
steel of the soul inside the great Ran
ger whose long arms, with slim hands 
hung quiescent at his leather-cased 
sides. Lazily, long blac·k lashes half 
shaded Hatfield's eyes, which were of 
a peculiar- grey-green that could be as 
sunn·y as a summer sea but in fighting 
anger darkened to the bleakne�� of 
Arctic ice. The tall man's bronzed, 
lean face, with its tight jaw, was some-
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what relieved by a wide, good-
. humored mouth. He had _crisp black 
hair under his great, curving-brimmed 
Stetson. His chaps and trousers, the 
shirt and open vest, the half-boots 
with big Mexican silver spurs, were 
entirely characteristic of the South
west range rider, and yet•-

-

ND yet, Jim · Hatfield had a dy
namic power which .drew the 

glance� of men and women. Those· in 
his presence felt his · strength ; the 
good, .with pleasure and comfort, the 
evil, with fear and dismay .. He matched 
the steel and hickory of �is lithe body 
against the outlaws of Texas ; more 

· important, his quick mind beat them 
in the mental conflict which always 
went along with the physical war. 

· "Hatfield," growled McDowell, 
"there's a miscarriage of justice 
claimed way over in Hudspeth, west 
of the Pecos. Ban Bancroft, who owns 
the Crow Foot Ranch thataway, sent 
me this wire. I savvy Ban. He's one 
of the pioneers in that sectio_n. His 
son Fred was shot and killed by an 
hombre named Conroy, _ a Whiteville 
lawyer. A witness who seen it, one of 
B ancroft�s cowboys� was murdered 
'fore the trial began, and Conroy's 
pards have sworn themselves blue in 
the face to save him. There's bin in
tim·idation, too, threats against the 
jury and w_itnesses on Ban's side .. And 
other . complaints have come in from 
them parts . 

"It seems a gang of gunslicks who 
black their faces and ride at night 
have attacked ranchers, killing, 
burnin' and stealin' as they please. 
Sheriff Tim Williams has his head
quarters at Whiteville, the county 
seat. Tim used to be a good man, and 
yuh kin trust him. I remember him 
when " 

lp.lc Dowell broke off, frowning. He 
hated to admit he was getting old him
self. Figuring how many years it was 
since he had seen. Tim Williams, he 
thought the sheriff might be getting 
along some. 

"I'll be on my way, Cap'n,'' said Hat
field in the same soft way·. 

"Remember," grunt�d McDowell, 
"�e Rangers dispense justice. It kin 

. 
come from a fancy court, j edge and 
blue-ribbon jury that eats chicken and 
waffles while its considerin' the ver-

• 

diet or it kin come outa the mqzzle 
of this !" The grizzled chief patted . 
an old Frontier Model Colt .44 that · . 
lay on his desk, his war gun. 

The corners of Hatfield's wide 
mouth turned up a bit, and he shook 
hands, started out. 

McDowell stepped 
_ 

into the sun
shine and watched him mount the 
magnificent ' golden gelding awaiting 
the tall man. 

"Fetch hiin back, Goldy," warned 
McDowell, and the handsome sorrel 
shook his long ·mane as if he under.: 
stood. 

Hatfield patted his pet's arched 
neck, and swung his· long leg over, 
settling firmly in the leather seat� He 
was more at home on a horse than 
afoot. Goldy danced for a moment, 
then ·started off at a slow pace which 
would increase as the animal's muscles -
limbered up. Under the man's leg 
rode .a Winchester rifle in .  a sling. 
Hidden beneath his fresh blue shirt, 
in a snug inner pocket, rode the silver 
star on silver circle, emblem of the 
Texas . Ranger. • . . 

The Pecos lay far behind Jim Hat
field, and the rolling tableland was cut 
by sharp battlements of vari-colored 
rock, red, yell ow, grey. The earth was 
dry and sandy for the most part o-n 
this wild plateau where the creeks had 

· cut deep canyons on their way to join 
the black-watered Pecos. Cactus forms 
grew on the flats and Yucca, catclaw, 
bayonet, creosote and other aromatic 
plants that preferred the hot, arid 

· climate, fought for a foothold. 
A film of dust dulled the sorrel's 

sheening hide. The Ranger, his far
seeing eyes watching the sky ahead, 
was a bit thinner of face from the 
swift run to the heart of the reported 
trouble, but both the rider and the 
horse were in fighting trim. 

WINGING past the high bluffs, 
they ·saw the small caravan, its 

presence betrayed to the Ra�ger's 
shrewd eye by the winging of birds in 
the heavens, plodding toward them. -
There were two . .  wagon!. .One . was 

. - • 
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piled high with furniture. The other 
carried food and water and personal 
belongings, and on the wide seat rode 
a middle-aged woman and a young 
man. Out on the flanks were two 
horsemen, fellows of ato·und fifty, 
bearded of face, seamed of hide, ran
chers from the look of them. 

They returned Hatfield's greetings 
politely and offere<;l him a drink from 
their water barrels, and a snack. 

"I'm on my way to Whiteville," t}?.e 
Ranger. replied, in answer to a ques
tio-n put by one of the ·men. "Yuh 
come from there?, _ 

"Yeah we're fr9m near there, any .. 
ways. My brother Ollie and me ru.n 
a ranch in the Sierra Roya ken try, mis
ter." A troubled look clouded the 
spe�ker's blue eyes, seamed by the sun. 
Glances were exchanged by the others. 
John_ Phillips, the elder of the brother 
ranchers, cleared his throat and went 
on, "I hope yuh won't think I'm 
hornin' in where I ain't wanted, mis
ter, but yuh ain't figgerin' on settlin' 
over there, are yuh ?" 

Behind the wagons the sun was 
lowering in the azure sky. It caught 
the tips of the Sierra Roya, red as 
blood. 

"I might be," drawled Hatfield. 
"Why, Phillips ? "  . 

"We just sold out there," Phillips 
wen� on quickly, blinking. He seemed 
apprehensive.. "We didn't want to. 
The range is okay and we were makin' 
money� However, when this Conroy 
snake offered me cash, I grabbed it." 

"Yuh know we didn't. get what the 
spread was wuth, · Jawn," growled 
Ollie, spitting angrily. "Feller, take . 
my advice and turn rou.nd and git. 
There's a passel of killers ridin' the 
range over thataway and it ain't 
healthy in them parts." 

"What about the sheriff ? Can't he 
do nuthin' ?" 

"Shux. Williams is too old to do 
more'n nurse his rheumatiz. It's no 
place to-- try to settle, though, and 
range ridin' is too_ dangerous." 

The Phillips were on their way out 
for good. They co'J,ld tell little more, 
to. a.dd to what Hatfield already knew. 
fie . thanked them, touched his Stetson 
brim , to the silent woman, and _ rode 

� 
• • • • . . 

on. From what they s�id, he had about 
thirty more miles tq go, and he de
cided to keep on until nine or ten that 
night. 

Darkness cloaked the land after a 
glorious exhibition of colors over the 
mountain range ahead. Up and up, 
the golden sorrel climbed to a high 
plateau from which the Red Hills 
grew. It was · about eight-thirty, he 
figured by the stars, when Goldy rip-
pled his hide and . snuffled softly. . 

So�ebody . was appro·aching, the 
scent brought by the breeze. Hatfield 
slowed a little, his keen ears alert, and 
presently he caught the muffled beat 
of hoofs.. The sound grew in volume 
until he realized that a score or more 
horsemen were approaching at a rapid 
pace. He pulled back off the tail, just 
for ordinary precaution, and dis
mounted, tou.ching Goldy's muzzle to 
warn him to keep quiet. 

. 
MAN, riding low over a big black 
horse, swept past with two more 

close at his heels. Then came a huge 
bunch ·m assed together, pounding at 
great speed along the out-trail. Hat
field could see the sides of their faces, 
shaded by strapped Stetson brims. 
They were black blobs, not masked 
but stained with some dark substance. 
The dust rose in a thick curtain from 
the tearing hoofs, and then they were 
past and swinging around the turn . 

"The black riders," he mused. "Must 
be a passel of 'em ! Ban�roft men� 
tioned 'em. Where are they bound at 
sich a time ?" 

· He hadn't passed a settlement for 
sixty miles ; the only thing was that 
· Phillips caravan . 

He frowned as he remounted, and 
took the trail again. However, in
stead of continuing on toward White
ville, he picked up speed, following 
the gang . 

Several of them rode a quarter mile 
behind the leaders so that he could 
not press them too closely. The wag
ons traveled much more slowly than 
fast mustangs could run. While a 
horse· might do seventy or eighty 
miles in a day, a wagon would aver
age but three or four miles per hour, 
with stops to �rease axles and for 
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meals. It was only about four hours 
_since he had passed the Phillips' train. 
Suddenly, after a quick dash in the 
risen dust of the black riders', per ... 
haps six miles from the spot where he 
had turned the Ranger heard heavy 
gunshots. 

Hatfield increased the pace of his 
mount, �acing toward. the startling 
sounds. A woman was screaming in 
the night, a high-pitched, terror
stricken cry that never abated. P·uJ;lc
tuating her call, came the booming 
bursts o f  a dozen guns, with now and 
then a single report. The caravan had 
stopped shortly after Hatfield had 
passed them, camped for the night by 
a small waterhole, and the gunmen 
had now reached · them . 

Hatfield flashed up, taking in the 
circular meadow by the trail, with the 
shapes of the wagons looming black 
in the dark. All seemed confusion 
there. The blue-yellow flashes of ex
ploding Colts made startling stream
ers of color, giving him brief glimpses 
of blackened faces of mounted men 
swarming about the camp. Raucous 
yells blended with the banging guns. 

Colts unsheathed and ready, Hat
field tore into the melee. It was easy 
to pick the attackers. He knew that 
the Phillips were decent people, and 
that this horrible massacre was the 
kind of affair which had stricken the 
district he had come to pacify. 

He _ was · almost upon them before 
they realized they had another and 
tougher opponent with whom to deal. 
A Ranger bullet ripped into a Stetson 
crown, passing through the head in
side it and instantly killing . 

E outlaw fell _from the leaping 
mustang, which. dashed off leav-.. · 

ing the body quivering on the ground. 
A second renegade drilled through the 
ribs and terribly wounded, slumped 
and seized his saddle ... horn. . 

"Hey, what in tarnation's all this?" 
The stentorian bellows was that of 

a leader, and drew the Ranger,s atten
tion. He saw a squat man, who was 
off his waiting horse, at the rear of a 
wagon. He had _ a Colt in one ha�d 
and, stuffing something hastily in his 
pocket, he sprang from the backboard 
of the wagon to a spot by a high 
wheel, firing at the swift-moving 
Ranger figure. 

Hatfield heard the close shriek of 
the outlaw leader's bullets as he 
spurred forward with twin Colts flam
ing in his fists. A. slug hit the steel 
wheel rim, sparks flying, fragments 
cutting the blackened �heek of the 
leader. The latter jumped back, 
crouching in cover. 

"Git that skunk ! He's hornin' in !'' 
he shrieked to his many followers. 

They concentrated on Hatfield, who 
flashed across the clearing and turned 
the golden gelding in the shelter of 
the trees. He roared b·ack, Colts again 
laden with death. 

"C'mon, Pressie, it's all settled,'' a 
black-faced devil howled, cursing 
with anguish as he felt a Ranger slug 
tear the flesh of his gun arm. 

Before Hatfield's onslaught they 
. turned, evidently having won their 
objective and unwilling to fight such 
a foe as the Ranger. B lood seeped 
from a slight wound in his thigh, but 
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2$· . . TEXAS RANGE·Rs 

l 

the injury did not slow him up. Using 
. ·shadows and spots of cover, he ripped 

the outlaws ·with his fire. Presently, 
the squat, black-faced chief leaped on 

. his dark . stallion and spurred away 
into the chaparral, his men all around 
him, howling, cursing, sending vol
leys back at the single champion who 
had routed them. · 

• 

. 
' CHAPTER IV 

Trial for Life 

A TFIELD, . victorious in the 
. swift night clash, carefully ap

proached the shattered camp. A worn
. an was moaning inside a wagon, as 
. he dismounted on the dark side of the 
vehicle. The gang had drawn oE, 

· · leaving the field to the Ranger, whose 
face was sharply grim as he stalked 
to the back of the cart, to see Mrs. 

. Phillips lying across the body of her 
· . husband, who was riddled with bandit 

lead. Her son lay dead -close at hand, 
and Ollie . Phillips, the brother was 
.breathing his last on the ground 
nearby. , 

"Mrs. Phillips, yuh'd better ride 
with me," Hatfield began gently. · Her eyes were wide, staring as she 
glanced his way. 

"They they were after the money 
-they took it .all our savings as well 
as the the five thousand we got for 
selling our: spread. The black riders 
• • • 

" 

Her mind was stricken by the awful 
· tragedy. She could not continue and 
· sank suddenly in a dead faint. .. 

Hatfield checked the corpsest one 
eye warily watching for a return of 

· the enemy. But they had enough 
· · of his guns, and had taken what they 

s·ought Phillips' moneybelt. John 
Phillips' shirt had ·been ripped half 
off him, and the reddened circle where 

. the belt had been fastened next to his 
· skin was still visible. · 

· . : . . There was nothing more that he 
· · could do now so he lifted the uncon-

-
. . -

�,�cio_us woman. from the wagon and set 
. . - . . .-. .· .· · . \, , . . . - . . 

•
· 

. . . . 
. .. . ". . 
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her before him on· Goldy, starting 
westward for Whiteville. 

Slowed by the extra weight of the 
woman, and by his caution against 
possible ambush by the renegades who 
had killed th.e men of the P

.
hillips 

clan, it was well after sunup when the 
Ranger trotted Goldy into the settle
ment of Whiteville. 

It had a wfndswept plaza, with a few 
anemic bushes fringing the open 
space ; a So�thwest town would be im
possible without such a commons. 
Frame · buildings, some . wit4 false 
second-story fronts, stood on the four 
sides of the plaza. Eight were saloons. · 
There was also a drugstore, a hard
ware s h o p and groceries and dry
goods emporiums. A hay-and-grain 
merchant had his quarters attached to 
the big livery stable, a corral at · its 
rear. Tailing from these centrally 
locat�d structures were private homes, 
many of adobe-mud bricks, while the 
southern flange was obviously the 
Mexican quarters. 

Whiteville possessed the same for
lorn air to it that many S outhwest 
towns had, but it was a bit di fferent 
from others, since it was the county 
seat. A large, square building with 
wide, low steps leading up to the 
double doors, of solid adobe construc
tion occupied a corner of the plaza, 

. while next to the . courthouse was the 
sheriff's office, the lockup with its · 
barred windows at one side. 

Hatfield dismounted in front of a 
good-sized home and carefully lifted 
down the half conscious, stricken wo
man.. A man answered his knock. A 

· woman showed in the room behind 
him, and they exclaimed with pity as 
they saw Mrs. Phillips. They knew 
her, and the wife took ·charge , of her. 

Free to go about his business, Hat
field left her in these kind hands. He 
had ridden from early dawn the pre
vious day, through the night after 
the ruckus at the wagon camp. Be
yond Whiteville loomed the Sierra 
Roya, wooded shanks and colored 
spires gleaming in the new light. 

He went first to the livery stable 
where Goldy was rubbed down, and 
carefully fed. He cleaned up, had 
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breakfast at an eating place that was 
always open, then went over to the 
sheriff's office. . 

A man dozing in a chair, feet on 
the table, started up at Hatfield's touch 
on. his shoulder. He was wearing 
dirty . corduroy pants tucked into 
worn, muddy knee-boots, a · sweated, 
torn blue shirt and a moth-eaten vest. 
A cartridge belt -with a smooth-han- . 
died Colt sagged at his burly hip, and 
his pearl-grey, ·greasy Stetson lay pn 
the table. He had rusty-brown, dry 
hair, a pock-marked complexion, and 
close-set - amber eyes. -

"Huh !" he grunted, licking his dry 
lips and blinking at the Ranger. "Who 
are yuh ? "  

"Is Sheriff Williams around?" 
·asked Hatfield softly. 

"No, ·he ain't. It's early. He's tied 
up anyways, all night. But I'm his 
deputy." . 

"So I see." Hatfield's grey-green 
eyes touched the badge pinned on one 
side of the man's vest. He knew Wil
liams, from what McDowell said, must 
be a much older man. 

"Yuh kin give yore complaint to 
me," the deputy went on, feet bang
ing on the floor as · he yawned. "I'm 
Officer Dave Hurley. I do most of 
the work since the sheriff's cripple� 
up with lumbago lot of the time." 

Hurley didn't impress Hatfield very 
much� He was dirty, and boastful, 
too cocksure of himself. 

"I'll be back later," Hatfield said. 
"Do · yuh reckon Williams will be in 
by nine ? "  

"I don't reckon nuthin'," Hurley · 
replied insolently, trying to stare the · 
tall man down. "Who are yuh and 
what do yuh want?" 

"I 'll be back when Williams is 
here," replied Hatfield in a gentle 

• 

VOICe. 
He waited a moment, gazing frigid

ly at Hurley. The deputy evidently 
resented him, but thQught twice about 
starting a fuss, as he took in the rip
pling power and size of the Ranger, 
and the black-stocked Colts in supple 

• 

sheaths. 
Sleep was tugging at Hatfield's eye

lids. He figured it would be a couple 
of hours before Williams might 

. 
· r-easonably be expected in, and . the 

town to be fully a�ake. Retiring to 
the livery stable, he found a soft spot 
in a hayloft where he could have a 
nap. · 

When he awoke �t was nearly nine 
o'clock. A ·murmur had risen over 
Whiteville, and now and then a child 
shouted or a man's voice could be 
heard above the general hum. _Spru
cing �up, Hatfield went out to the 
street, crossing the plaza toward t�e 
courthouse·. . A crowd had collected 
outside, some standing on the wide 
steps. The doors were open_. Horses, 
saddle animals, and others attached 
to wagons and buggies, stood around. 

DOZEN men, with an oldster 
limping along behind them, 

emerged from a hotel and crossed to-
ward the courthouse. The sun, now 
completely yellow, and well up in the 
sky, flashed on a five-pointed star 
pinned to the elderly man's vest. 

"That'll be Sheriff Williams, I 
reckon," decided Hatfield. 

The · murmur rose to an · excited 
clamor as the twelve men and _single 
officer pushed through to the step. A 
harsh, angry voice came from - the 

. a crowd on the other side from the Ran-
ger, shouted : "Keerful now, jury ! 

· Yuh'll answer to us if yuh do Conroy 
wrong !" , 

Wil liams swung quickly about, 
scowling, hanCJ dropping to his gun� 
.The jury walked on, and the sheriff 
passed inside with them. But he evi
dently turned them over to other guar
dians, for he soon emerged, blinking · 

. under his rusty Stetson set on thin 
white locks. He had a spade, com
pletely white, and a flowing mustache 
above his thin lips. But as Hatfield 
came closer, he saw that the light
blue eye.s were rheumy, the hands 
thin and blue-veined with age . 

"Why, he's older'n McDowell !" 
thought Hatfield. 

No matter how much spirit such a 
man had, he could never stand the pace 
in an emergency of any size. He 
limped over and went into his office, 
while Hatfield pushed ·toward · the 
spot. · . 

"What's go in' on, mister?" Hatfi.eld 

· -

. -

.. 

-.. .... . .. - . · . .  -
. 

..:... . . .. . 
... ._ .. . 

. 
. .  

. . . ... .. . 
l'. • • 

., ·: _
. 

-' . . . .  . . . 
� . 

. -� 
-

. . .. ; . . . .. · ... : 

.. 
. . . . 

·. . 

. .. . . . ·-. 

.
,_, 

. . 
. � ... . 

. ::.:� ·�· � .. ; 

. 
. 

.
. 

. . 
.. 

. 
. . . -. . :·i· � . - . -

�-� -:· 
. .. 
' .
- . ·· ... -

. . . . . . 
. .. . --' . -- . . .. 

... . • .  = 



•. 

'· 
· .. - . 

. 

. .,· .... . 
:.:: "' .· .� 
.:: . : _. > . � �-.. - . 
·;�·-� ·::: � . � . . .. .  
:- - .. .._ ·: .· � .. . ... 
;
.; �

:. � -

... . -·  . . . .. : 
�; . :.· . . . ... .. · ... .. . -• > •• 
�F�; ,.· . . .  -
. ., ; 

.. . . ·.·.':'. .. . . . . . . .: . .,,.. . - . .. . ' 

' - -
_,, . .  . . . : . 
� . ' . -. :.: . . .. - . -. ., . .. 

.. -

-

_ .. 

• 
•.: .. -

' 
. .. � 

. . 

. . 
. -.. . . .• '� . . . . . . . 
•• .• . . . . . . -· . . .. - . 
. . - ' 

� · .. .. . .. .. . -. . -
' - -. -. 
. . 

•: .. · 
. . . . ·-· . ·. . . .. .  . . . . . . . - ..  . .. 

' . . . 
·-

• 
. -

• 
•/ 

.. 

.. ; . . ·-· . 
• 

3:0 . . . . . . . - · TEXAS RANGERS . - . . . 

inquired of a cowboy. "I just blew 
in." 

"Huh ? Oh, that's the jury. They're 
been locked up under guard all night . 

. Reckon they're ready to give their 
verdict." 

"What is it, rustlin' ?" 
"No. Murder. Lawyer named M ike 

Conroy �ccused of killin' Fred Ban
croft, a rancher's . son. Been an ex. ci  tin' trial. They say that some wit-

- nesses was kilte·d " The man stopped, 
shrugged, and turned aw�y. · 

. As Hatfield started into the sheriff's 
office, Dep_uty Hurley emerged, -near
ly bumping into h�m. Hurley scowled 
at him, but gave way, and the Ranger 

· went on into the main room, where 
. he found the weary looking Williams 

sitting at his desk. 
The ·coast seemed clear. Hatfield 

·drew from its secret pocket the silver 
. star on silver circle, emblem of the 
· Texas Rangers. 

. · ·. "I'm from McDowell's office, Sher
iff. I'm down here on a complaint from 
B·an Bancroft and some others. I'm 

. · Jim Hatfield." 
· · · Tim Williams held out his thin 
· hand. "Glad to n1:eet yuh, Hatfield. 
· I've _ heard of yore work. But there's 

a. powerful big bite here in the county. 
. There's a passel of gunnies ridin' th� 
Sierra RQya. · They blacken their faces 
and · raid ranches. We ain't been able 
to come up with 'em. Conroy's guilty, 
in my ;opinion, but a dozen men swear 

.. he ain't. Kansas Joe, the chief witness 
against Conroy, was killed. And the · jury's been threatened, though I ain't 
b

-een able to prove anything about that 
either." . 

• 

- "I ran into those black riders yuh 
mention," Hatfield went on. 

.&.;,11 proceeded to tell the startled 
_ sheriff of the terrible fight in 

w.hich the Phillips had been destroyed. 
Williams had been a friend of the 
d;ead ·· men, and was greatly disturbed 
.at the news. 
. . ":They've gone too far," he cried. 
B ut he had no remedy for checking 

· Ol;Jtlawry, nor ·could he say where the · · ·bandits hid out. · · 
. ,.; .

- ''I'd like to look things over,'' cau-- . . . . 
. ·::: . .  · .· . .  - . - . 

-
/ 

tioned Hatfield, "before folks savvy 
who I am." _ 

"Okay, Ranger. I'll tell nobody but 
Hurley, my deputy." 

''Don't tell even Hurley. Now, did 
yuh arrest this Mike Conroy, the one 
who killed young Bancroft ?" 

"Yeah leastways, Conroy came to 
my office and surrendered. I charged 
him and locked him up. It · tooked 
like Fred had been murdered. The 
state had a strong case� but the chief 
witness, Kansas Joe, was downed_ in 
a gun battle, and Conroy's friends 
rallied around him." . · 

"I heard someone yell a threat at 
the jury as they went in to give their 
verdict." 

"Yeah, me too. It was that side
winder Dred Prescott, a pard of Con
roy's.'' 

"Any other witnesses against Con
roy ?" 

"Only Hank Vernon. And Vernon's 
lucky he's still kickin'. His house 
was burped one night and the . black 
riders have been gunnin' for him. He's 
stayed · at Bancroft's since then." 

"Conroy must savvy what's goin' 
on," mused Hatfield. "I want a peek 
at him,_ and " 

He broke off, rising quickly, then 
went on talking in the same tone, 
"But maybe I'm wrong. Conroy's 
prob'ly innocent if the j ury let him 

· off " 
Now he was at the door, and he 

-kicked it hard with his big boot toe. 
"Ow-w !" a harsh voice cried . 

"What's the idea ?'' , 
The door had hit Deputy Hurley in 

. the riose, knocking him halfway down 
the steps. 

Hatfield coolly regarded Hurley as 
he picked himself up, dusting off his 
clothing . 

"Sorry ! I didn't savvy yuh had 
yore face so close to the keyhole, Hur
ley," he said softly. 

Hurley _scowled. He rubbed his 
nose and pushed in past Hatfield as 
a shout lifted from the men in front 
of the cou·rthouse. -

"I reckon the jury done give its 
verdict, Sheriff," Hurley state_d. -

Hurley was grinning now. He 
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S IX-GUN HILLS 

looked around at the Ranger, slouched 
against the wall close to the �pen door. 
His eyes held a triumphant glow and 
Hatfield had a hunch that Hurley 
knew who and what he was. While 
talking confidently to Williams he had 
caught a slight sound outside and had 
booted the door quickly open. He 
was certain that the · deputy had been 
eavesdropping. · 

A huge Texan, quite evidently a 
cowma�, in halfboots, leather pants 
and shirt, bandanna at the neck, a ten
gallon sombrero on his light-haired 
head, his big rugged face red· as a beet 
with rage, came stalking across the 
plaza to the office. Behind him trailed 
a_ dozen armed cowboys. A strong
jawed young man with a close-clipped, 
reddish mustache, walked beside the 
rancher . 

"They let him off ! They let that 
smooth-tongued, lyin' son of a side
winder off ! "  the big man blared. "He 
murdered my son, and they let him go 
free. I want him arrested and· tried 
again, Tim !" 

"Yuh can't try a man mor'n once for 
the same killin'," said Williams un
comfortably. 

"Yeah ? Well, I kin ! I'll  see that 
Conroy pays !" 

"Keerful, ·B ancroft," warned Dave 
Hurley, "or yuh'll find yoreself on 
trial for mprder. Conroy's been clear
ed by a jury of his peers. He shot 
yore son in self-defense." 

AN BANCRO FT'S eyes flashed 
hotly. "Kansas Joe never lied 

to me. Conroy murdered Fred. This 
country's ruined. Folks're killed or 
run out. But not me. I'll fight to the 
last ditch." He scowled at everybody 
in the office, including the tall man 
by the door. "Who's that ? "  he de
manded. 

"Oh, a friend of mine," Williams 
said, blinking. 

''My name is Jim Hays," Hatfield 
explained quickly, · to save Williams 
a slip. "My dad worked with Tim 
years ago� Dad sent me over here 
to see if I co�Id land a deputy job. 
But there's no openin' right now. I 
recko� I'll hang around a while, then 

-

• 

. / • 

' 

• 

Vernon knelt be
side B a ncroft who 

• 

w a s unconsc•ous (CHAPTER V I I I )  
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if notbin' breaks, I'll mosey on to El 
Paso." • 

Ban · Banc-roft · weighed the cool 
fighting man. No one could look upon 
Hatfield without being impressed by 
his potential power. 

"If yuh want a fight, Hays, I'll give 
yuh a job. I'm lookin' for good men. 
Once I git on the trail -of them dirty, 
murderin' riders who black their faces 
and shoot up honest folks in the night, 
I'll show 'em what fightin' is !�' 

"Thanks. I may take yuh up, Ban
croft." 

The rangy youn_g man who had-come 
in with the Crow Foot c�ie£ stepped 
forward. 

"This is a terrible miscarriage of 
Justice, Sheriff," said Hank Vernon 

· calmly. · "I didn't see the actual shoot
ing bu� I know Fred Bancroft wasn't 
the sort he was made out to be at the 
trial. Conroy's gotte� away with 
murder." 

Quick steps made them look at the 
·open door. Bancroft's cheeks flushed 
several shades darker at sight of the 
man who entered. Behind him 
trooped a number · of grinning, heav.i
ly armed fellows who were clapping 
him on the back and congratulating 
him. 

"Conroy ! · Yuh dirty dawg," shout
ed _Ban Bancroft. "Draw and fight 
like a man !" . 

CHAPTER V . 
• 

Big Job 

AN BANCROFT, crazed at the 
sight of his son's killer, spread 

his booted feet wide, his hands hang
.-ing limp at his hips. · 

The men with Red River Mike Con
roy. were armed wit_h two C�lts each, 
thetr strapped, crossed cartrtdge belts 
glistening in the morning light. They 

I 
· I 

. bu.nched in behind Conroy, while 
H·ank Vernon and the Crow Foot cow
boys terisea, ready for a fight. 
· · Hatfield's quiclt eye caught the 

movement o f  Dave Hurley's hand to 
.. . 

. 
his gun as the deputy made a draw. · 
But Hurley wasn't watching Conroy. 
He had his gaze riveted on Bancroft, 
whose back was turned to the deputy 
as he glared at the lawyer. A sly 
gleam was in- �urley's expressio·n, and 
Hatfield suspected that while the 
others- were not looking his way, the 
deputy meant . to put a slug into Ban
croft. B ut the Ranger reached out, 
got his wrist, and with a twist sent his 
Colt clattering to· the floor. He flung 
Hurley back against the wall and 
stepped in between Conroy and Ban-
croft. · 

"Hold it, gents," he drawled. 
He was interested in Conroy. The 

lawyer was around thirty-five, his 
florid complexion marred by broken · 
blood vessels about his swollen nose. 
He had quick, j et-black eyes and a 
strong chin spoiled by fleshy jowls • 

"I have no gun on, Bancroft,'' Con
roy murmured, his left eye twitching. 
"Sorry you won't believe me when I 
say I shot your son in self-defense." 

"Say, what's the idea of throwin' me 
around thataway ?" yelped Hurley. 
He had felt, for an instant, the vise
like grip of Hatfield's slim hand and 
it had .frightened him . 

"Sorry, my foot slipped," the 
Ranger told him. 

"I was on'y goin' to git the drop 
. on 'em and make 'em behave," added 

the deputy aggrievedly. 
Hatfield's action had checked the 

· fight. Bancroft, with an explosive 
curse, started for the exit. 

"Lemme outa here," he snarled. "I 
hate. the smell of skunk." 

He stamped from the office, trailed 
by his men. Conroy's followers, smil
ing on open triumph, made way. 

"Too bad," clucked Conroy, shaking 
his head. "I can't convince Bancroft 

. of my sincerity. Well, Sheriff, I just 
stepped into thank you for all your 
kindness to me while I was locked up. 
Drinks are on me now, I reckon, and 
if you'll all step over to the Gilt Edge, 
I'll set 'em up." 

Hatfield was aware of the sharp 
black eyes upon him. There was a 
calculating expression , in Conroy's 
glance. He was shrewd and trained 
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in sizing up men. A trial lawyer had 
to be. Hatfield tried to look as harm
less as possible. He wasn't .sure of his 
ground yet and did not wish to attract 
too mu,ch attention. 

"That was fast work," C o n r o y  
praised. "You're mighty quick, and 
thanks for checking that fight. If you 
feel like it, come ove_r and have a 
drink with the others." 

"Don't mind if I do," drawled Hat .. 
field. 

Red . River Conroy interested him 
deeply. He sensed the lawyer's men
tal strength, and, so far as he �ould 
guess at this stage, Conroy had got-

. 

· all the way to the rear at the right, 
with half a dozen barmen in white 
aprons on duty. A. long mirror, its 
wooden edges painted with shining 
gilt, reflected the bottles and glasses 
and the faces of the devotees lined 

. along the counter. -

Hatfield took in the grinning men 
who trooped along with Mike Conroy. 
They wore range clothing, but their 
guns and general manner seemed dif
ferent from the usual run of cowboy. 
There was a certain cocksure air about 
them, and their eyes were quick· in 
movement, w.atching, weighing those 
about them. 

The Ranger l ifted the g i rf over the top of the fence ( C H A P T E R  XVI) 

ten away with a cold-blooded murder. 
No motive had been brought forth for 
the shooting for Fred Bancroft by 
Conroy. 

"When I find why he did it," mused 
Hatfield, as he trailed the crowd over 
to the Gilt Edge Saloon and Gambling 
Hall, "things '11 be a lot clearer." 

. 
E Gilt Edge .was a large, square 

building with an annex in which 
gamblers plied their trade at night. 
It  was too early for much gaming but 
drinking started before breakfast. 
The bar ran from the street windows 

. . 

A ·stocky man with legs bowed from 
habitual hugging of a horse's ribs, and 
dark, thick hair under his wide hat · 

and heavy black brows entered. Bris
tles stuck out from his determined 
chin, and his wide, meaty shoulders 
were covered by a khaki shirt. His 
vest flapping open, bru.shed against 
his heavy .45's. He pushed in beside . 
the lawyer to bend his · elbow, light 
striking the cris�cross scar on · the 
bridge of 'his fiat nose. 

Hatfield was some distance down 
the bar, the crush keeping him from· 
Conroy. He did not wish to risk draw- . 
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. 
ing undue attention by shoving in. 
There was a citizen next him, bow
ever, a typical barfly, and the Ranger 
asked softly, · "Who's that stocky hom
bre, mister ?" 

''Huh ?" The man seemed startled 
for a moment, as he blinked at Hat
field. "Why, oh, yuh're a stranger, 
ain't yuh ? That's Dr�d Prescott." 

Prescott said something in Conroy's 
ear. He had two · quick drinks, nod
ded, _and left the Gilt Edge. H urley 
hadn't .come over to the saloon at all, 
�nd the Ranger wondered where the 
deputy \vas. A judge of men, he _knew 
that Hurley was an habitual drinker. 

''Set 'em up and send the bill over 
to my office, Jake,'' sang out Conroy. 
"I'll be back directly." He raised his 
hand jovially and went out. 

Hatfield strolled to the big front 
window. He saw Con_roy turn into a 
building �p the street. There was a 
painted sign out front which read : 

. M ICHAEL CONROY, ATT'Y AT 
' 

LAW. LAND TITLES. DEEDS. 
On the ground .. floor was a vacant 

store, windows murky with cobwebs 
.and dust. The lawyer's offices occu
pied the second story and was reached 
by a flight of wooden steps at the 
right. 

"Dred Prescott," Hatfield repea�ed 
to himself. "He's a tough lookin' cus
tomer." In his brain was imprinted 
the · experience on the trail, when he 
had tried to save the Phillips from the 

· horrible attack of the black-faced rid
. ers. · He had heard a killer yell 'Pres
sie' in the excitement of the battle. It 
might be a nickname for Prescott • 

, "That outlaw leader had the same . 
build as Prescott as far as I could 
make out," Hatfield decided. "It won't 
hurt to check up." 

EPUTY HURLEY was waiting 
. for Red River Conroy in the lat

ter's office as the attorney opened the 
.. door and stepped in. Hurley couldn't 

sit still. He. acted as if the chair seat ' 

were filled with pins and needles. 
'_'What's wrong, Hurley ? "  demanded 

· .Conroy. Off guard, the oily exterior 
·bad left him, and he seemed viciously 
sharp. "Dred says you have some

. t�ing yi tal)y important to . tell me." 
. . . . � . . . � . . 

' . . ' . . 
I o : , 

• ; • • • • i • . . . . . . .... .. , . . 
- . ·. 

I 
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,, . . . . . . . . . 

• • 

. . 

' 

. Prescott seated acrooss the room, 
glared at Hurley, but kept -his mouth 
shut. The office was crammed with 
tables, desks and chairs. Papers and 
files stood about in untidy confusion, 
and a clock beat time near the front 
windows. 

. 
"I'll say I've got somethin' import-

ant to tell yuh," gasped Hurley. "That 
tall ji gger who spoiled my game when · 

I tried to plug Bancroft at the · office 
is a Texas Ranger !'' . 

Conroy di_gested this. He did not 
appear alarmed. "What of it ?" · 

"What of it? Don't yuh know the 
Rangers are ·tough meat to chaw on, 
Conroy ? Especially a sample like 
this Jim Hatfield. I heard of him. 
He's dangerous." 

"Pull yourself together," ordered 
Conroy sharply. "After all, the 
Rangers are only men like us. · I�ve 
expected they might come over here. 
This one's probably an advance scout, 
to check up before the troop appears. 
I'll handle him." 

B ut · Hurley could not be reassured. 
"Yuh .feel that grip of his once and 
yuh'll change yore tune, Conroy. He 

. nearly busted my wrist when he 
grabbed me. And he caught me listen
in' at the door. That's how come I • 

savvy he's a Ranger. He told Wil-
liams to keep it under his hat." 

Conroy stepped over and . patted 
Deputy Hurley on the shoulder. "Take 
it · easy, my boy. I'll prove to · you · 

your fears are groundless." 
"Yeah ? How?" 
''I'll let you shoot Ranger Hatfield.'' 
Hurley jumped. "Like heck you 

will," he snapped. "I ain't facin' him 
· again. He'd have a bullet in my belly 

'fore my Colt cleared leather !" 
"You wouldn't be afraid to shoot 

him if he didn't even know you were 
going to do it, would you? "  Conroy 
asked, grinning . 

"Mebbe not. But how ? "  
Conroy was very persuasive. His 

voice was convincing and soft. 
"Step over her to the window, Dave. 

See the Chinaman's roof ? It's got a 
pagoda on top, and behind it is a fiat 
space where a man could lie without 
being see� from the street. If you 
were up there, you could stick a gun 
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through one of those side holes and 
pick off a man standing at the bottom 
of my steps qujte easily." . 

"Yeah, that's true. But how are yuh 
goin" to git that Ranger to stand there . 
where I kin hit him ?" 

"I guarantee he will be there within 
an hour. · Make your way around to 
the alley; and set yourself." 

''Okay," agreed· Hurley, his lips 
trembling. "I'l_l do it. But jf he ain't 
right in front of your office, _I won't 
try for · him, Conroy." · . 
· �'He'll be there. Now go out the 

back way and don't let anyqne se·e you 
getting up on the Chinaman's roof." 

As the shaken deputy · left by the 
rear steps, Conroy came ba�k to Pres
cott. 

"He'� gone," growled Dred. 
Conroy nodded. "Completely lost 

his nerve over this Ranger. He won't 
be worth · a nickel to us from now 

. on. He'll cry his heart out on that 
Ranger's shoulder the first chance he 
gets .. " 

''He savvies too much." 

ONROY led Prescott to the front 
window again.r 

"Do you see that open window in 
the warehouse, Dred? The China
man's roof is low. That window is up 
above it, but · it's hidden from the 
stre·et by that false front. When Hur
ley shoots � man in that window could 
get him without any trouble." 

Prescott's sullen face lighted, and 
h e  laughed. "Chief, yuh're a card ! I 
wondered what it was all about, yore 
settin' Hurley to pick off that big 
j igger. Now I savVy." 

"Hurley's more dangerous to us 
right now than Hatfield. We'll take 
on the Ranger tonight or tomorrow in 
case Hurley misses. At that, we may 
get two buzzards with .one rock." 

"Somethin' else Hurley told me," 
growled Prescott. "This Ranger is  
the skunk who horned in when we hit 
Phillips on his way out. He downed 
a couple of my boys for good." 

Conroy · jumped. A red glow, like 
hot coals, came into his j et-black eyes. 

"You're not tellin' ·me you didn't get 
what you went �fter ?" 

t:>rescott grinned. · He reached in an 

inside pocket and took out a wallet, 
·crammed with money, which he tossed 
on the table. "I got it 'fore he come 
up. Almost eight thousand there. 
We finished off the men, too. I don't 
see how he could've· recognized · me in 
the dark, blacked up the way I was. 
I'll see he pays for that fun he had. 

"Leave tha� to me. We've got to 
move carefully. You keep away from 
town after this play. If you must 
come in, do it at night and come 
through the· back way. There's .too 
much in it for u s  to slip. You hear 
from Gonzales ?" · · 

"Yeah. He'll be at camp day after 
· tomorrow with seventy men .. " 

"Good. Added to your bunch, we 
can wipe up the whole county with 
that many fighters. All we need is 
two or three days to get set. No doubt 
if Hurley don't get him, this Ranger 
will try to whip up folks · against us. 
I'll guarantee to keep him occupied 
till Gonzales and you are ready. Get 
going. . When you're through with 
Hurley, ride out of town. I'll step 
back to the Gilt Edge and draw Hat
field into position." 

CHAPTER VI 

Bullet Trap 

IM HATFIELD saw Conroy re
turning to the saloon, and he took 

his place again at the bar. The lawyer 
cam� stalling in, smiling blandly, nod

. ding to friends. Neither Prescott nor 
Hurley was in sight. 

"That d e p u t y k n o w  s plenty," 
thought Hatfield. "I'll catch him alone 
tonight and he'll squeal lik·e a pig." 

He attended to his drink, although · 
he watched Conroy in the bar mirror. 
Alter a time, he found _ the lawyer 
moving toward him. Conroy was 
crossing over to the lunch counter. 
He paused, nodding genially to the 
tall man. · 

· 
"Come over and have a bite," he in

vited. 
"Don't care i f  I do." 
Hatfield picked up his glass and 
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walked· to the table on the other side "Okay, Boss.', -
of the bar, where ham, SCi:usage, and · · _ . Hatfield understood the game now. 
bread, pickles and mustard were Conroy had not climbed three steps 
spread out. before the· Ranger's · grey-green eyes 

Conroy's face was serious now. He began hunting for the vantage point 
began to munch bre�d and boiled ham, · from which the drygulcher was sup
blinking at Hatfield. - : posed to shoot' him . . He. knew at once 

"You know, Hays, the more I see that Conroy ·had put him on the spot, 
of you the better I like you. That and he was re�dy for the attac_k. 
_play at the sheriff's was one of the "Maybe I give Conroy credit for 
quickest I ever. saw. I think I _ CC?uld too· much brains," he m_used. "This is 

· use you. B ancroft is deter�ined ·to as raw as uncooked steak ! "  · 

kill me· because I shot his. son." He- found- that his back was per .. 
· �'I dunno much about it," replied fectly safe, against the blank walls . 

Hatfield,· "havit:1' jist got to �own,- Con- The dirty windows of th·e vacant store 
roy. After all, the jury let yuh go." under the lawyer's office could not 

"Yes. That makes. Ban·croft all the be utilized by a gunman unless the 
· sorer. You heard his threats . . I _ need latter should stick out his head and 

_a bodyguard and · I'll pay well. One shoulders. The little alley was clear, · 

hundre_d a month. What do you say ?" with no window in the -saloon wall 
"I'll take it. When do I start ?, that covered his position ·as · _he 
"From now on. It's only tempo- lounged by the entry. 

. 

rary, you u.nderst�nd. · In a month 
or so, Bancroft should cool off� I 've 
got a lot of work to do. It's piled up 
since I was arrested. Come along and 
I'll tell you what to do." 

Hatfield strolled outside with the 
· stout attorney. He was turning this 
play over in his · quick -mind, trying 
to decide what Conroy''s game might 
be. The lavv:yer was a fluent talker 
and kept up . a running fire of patter, 
distracting the Ranger's mind. 

He was starting on a dangerous 
trail, and had already made some 

. progress, although he had nothing 
very_ definite. He was positive Con
roy was a slippery custome·r, and was 
allied with Dred Prescott. Prescott, 
unless coincidence had played a start
ling trick, knew something of the· 
black riders. And then, there was 
Deputy Hurley, no doubt very useful 
to them all in supplying information 
as to Sheriff Willi�s' movements. 

The two men reached the foot of 
the stairs leading to Conroy's office. 
The wooden _- awning gapped close at 
hand, due to a narrpw alley used by 
wagons in makin.g deliveries to the 
back door of the ·main street build-
• • . 1ngs. . 

"You s.tick here, J im," ordered Con·· 
.roy. "Don't let anybody up these 

. stai_rs without calling to me so I can 
�denti fy ·him.�' 

. . 

' 

. -

. 
. 

-· -

� glanced across the street. The 
plaza �as a hundred yards _ _ w�de, 

not ' too long a shot. There were open 
saloons over there, and betw�en them 
a dark-looking, barn-like warehouse· 
with padlocked front doors. Squeezed 
in between a saloon and the warehouse 
was a .rickety wooden shack with a 
low roof.. This drew Hatfield's atten
tion. Surmountin� the place which 
housed a Chinaman's laundry, was a 
blank-faced pagoda which .apparently 

· cut off the roof from the street .. 
Unable to pick the obvious strategic 

·point from which the attack he ex
pected would come, the Ranger drew 
out tobacco and cigarette papers. He 
rolled ·a quirly, using this as an excuse 

. to snift his position a bit. . 
As he lighted up, however, his at

tention was attracted by a bright Hash 
from behind the pagoda on the laun
dry roof. "That's too much for a gun 
barrel ," he muttered, moving again. 

But no shot came. Puzzled, liat
field stared at the blank face of the 
pagoda, whereu.pon the instantaneous 
flash came again, blinding him for a 
brief moment, as if someone had 
caug�t his eyes with a mirror held to 
the sun. · 

He was ready, then, and warned, 
when from the apparerttly solid front 
of tl1e pagoda a Colt muzzle was 
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-
thru�t. - He jumped aside, whipping 
his pistol out, cocking it as it r�se in 
his fist. A_ heavy bullet hit the 
wooden wall where he had stood a 
mo�ent before. Splinters flipped up 
into the air and the report banged 
over the plaza. . 

Almost on the heels of this the 
Ranger I?.eard what - sounded like an 
echo from the other side o f  the way, 
just as he let go at the spot in the 

- pagoda where · he spotted the· dry
gulcher's pistol. His .45 �amed. Then 
the Colt held by the invisible enemy 
roared . ag�in wildly thi� time the 
slu.g shattering a window ·off to the 
Ranger's right. Crouched so he com
manded the point from which his as
sailant was aiming, Hatfield thumbed 
two rnore bullets at the target offered 
by the ·colt. 

On · his second try, he hit the other 
man's weapon and it sa-gged, down
ward, sticking there� without moving. 

- · Men were running up, or peeking 
from the saloon windows and � doors 
to · see _ what was up. The Ranger, 
keepin.g his blue-steel Colt in one 
hand, j umped forth and ran down the 
covered walk. H-e duck-ed under the 
hitch-rail and hurried across the plaza 
in the ope_n now, but determined to 
have it out with his attacker". - . · . 

He hit the laundry door hard and 
burst inside. The little front room 
was empty as he vaulted over the 

. . 

counter. A pair of_ legs stuck out 
. close at hand and he �eized the ankles, . 

hauling out the Chinese laundryman, 
who stared. at him in teeth-chattering 
fright. · 

· 

"Who�s on yore ro.of?, demanded 
Hatfield, but - the Chinaman only 
blinked · in· fear. 

Hatfield dropped him and pushed 
on through to· Tin Can Alley.- _ Ne�t 
to the laundry . rose a big, barnlike -
warehouse. There · was some fresh
risen _dust leading off from behind it, 

-

down a narrow street, but no one was 
in sight. The laundry roof was low, 
and a flight of rickety wooden step� 
led up to it. 

A YING no attention to . the ris� 
ing cries in the plaza, Hatfield 

went up and looked over the .top of 
the roof, ready for trouble. Hfs swift 
eyes checked the surroundi!lgs. There 
was · a. side window in the warehouse, 
open a foot from the bottom,_ looking 
down on the ; laundry roof. The ·pa
goda loomed up at the . front of the 
Chinaman's store. It w.as · chiefly 
front, and at . this angle he could see 
slivers of light from the slanting slits, 
one of which the drygulcher had util
ized in· trying for him·. A man lay up 
there, on his face, legs drawn up • .  The 
Colt butt with the long- barrel thrust 
in the slit, was visible above his out-

[ Turn page] 

., ... 

It's Smart To - Save On Easy Shaves 
With PROBAK Jr. Blades • • •  Twenty 

-

. .  . . . . . . . . ·-

.. 

For A Qu I 

- -

RECEPTACLE ,OR USID BJ..AOU. IHIIDil 

.. . . 
.. . 
' . 

-. .  . ... . . . .- . - . - . 
' 

. . . -
.. . . . . . . . 

• "·. . ............ . , 

. -

. . . .. - .. . . .... 

• 

·. . . . . 

. . . .. . :· ·.. •. ;: 
� ·""" .. ·. . . . 

. .. . .. 

. -

·- ""· . . .-:· ..  t 
- �-.;,. . .- . . ... :� � - . ,  .. "'· ··· . r.· .. . ... . ··-.... . .; . . ' . . . ";;"". . .. -. . . . . ... . . .' ·�:�.::·: . . . ' 

--. 



• 

.

. . -

- -

- - . 

.· 
- .. 

: . . ;., . ' . . . . '. .: . .. � 

- . 
. 

-.. 
' 

... - . . :.:. ·-:. . . .. .. �· '- ·.· . .. . . . . .,. . 
' . . . 

�·: ·- . ·. - .... . _ .  

�·-
. . ' . -. .- . . . . .. - .... , -· ....... - � 

-
. .: 

�·-<' •• • • • ·•· .... ·- . . '<;,-• •• • • • 
··:-�".: �. -. . . 
��·:,·7:·\ . ..  � _: -' . . . -. :"' ,... : .. ..... ... . 
. \-� . . . . . . . 
.. . . , .... _ . .. . . 
-� .·./� ·'I .. . . .. -·' ... ;... .. , 

: . ..: - . : . . • -o( - • 
... �--.. - . ·... -.... -- .· . , ..... . . 
- -

.. 
• 

• 
• .. ' 
' 
-. .  

..,_ 
..,_ 

�;· . ..... � . -. - . - . .  ':'
�

-' .
. · '. � � . .. . . ·. . .· . .  .. ,·� . � ' � . .  . ;-.-. . . 

-·· ... - .. . 
. 

. 

:-'� . �-·· t • • - • • 
� ..... ·. 
ol\:

"
. 

• 

• 

·.�-1,.�: ... 
:!. "!1.-.-- .. . -J. . •  � . . . �-·-· .. �. . ...... . 
��- : :  . . -�. 

.... , ... . .. -. . . . .. . . . ,... .. . . 
,..-... �. . 

' . . .. . �-· ' . . . . . �·· :. .... 
• 1 

.,A' ... . . ... -. .... ... 
>. -- • • "- . ...... .. -"' . . . �·. . . . ... ..... ... " .  •' 

.
-

..
�

�

· 

'

•  

. ·-. . . . ;•:-.:..: . 

. �<:� .....;._ . . . . . . 
-� .... . , . 
: .;�- .. · . ··...:. .

• .. 
.... :f· ... • 
:""�_':,"' . . · .. �. ... . .. . 
:0..�·- ''"�! •' :;,;· . -:'=..:.-· ... :' . ....... ' . . .... .. . 
··' : � . 

.. .. . � 

-

·: .... · . . . . :.:. :. . . 
;.:: .. : �-:.: � .. . .  .. - . .. : . . .  .. . -� . .  I .... • • • 

i-"'!�· • .  .,_..,,, 
t.:""":. • -w -

�-· .. 
: . . . -. . . - . ·' . 

' 
... 

.

. ·�· . , .. . - . . . . . .  
:- . . c . . . ·-

.. . 
; 
. . . ... . . . ·- . . . .. -... . - . . . . . ........ .... . �.. . ·� . 

r.-· • • • •• • ' ' . . . . .. . 

-· 

• 

... � ........ . -- ·�- . --· 
. -

- 3.8 . TEXAS RANGERS . . . 
. • 

. 
� . 

stretched hand. The Ranger stepped 
over, his weight shaking . the flimsy · 
roof. Squatting by the body; recog
nized the fellow as he turned him 
ove-r. It was Deputy Hurley, the sher-
iff's chief aid. . 

"Blast my hide, if he didn't try for 
me mighty quick," muttered Hatfield. 

His grey-green eyes darkened as 
he moved to the slit. He found that 

_ 
from this �ngle. he could conu11and the 
entire �rea in front of Conroy's office 
stairs. Because the wo.od was not· cut · · straight through, but on a bias, · the 
black-painted splits in · the pigoda 
were invisible from below. 

Lawyer Conroy was crossing the 
plaza, a number of other. citizens about 
him. The Ranger was sure that the 
attorney had placed him on that spot 
for Hurley to kilL His fingertips, as 
he touched Hurley's gut:J., came away 
black. The barrel had been sooted in 

. . a candle flame to prevent telltale 
flashes catching it. Searching around 
under the edge of the pagoda, he 
fo11nd a _whiskey flask, three-quarters 
empty. It was clear now. To fortify 
himself, Hurley had tak�n: a drink b�
fore trying for Hatfield. When he 
had raised · · the glass bottle it had 
caught the-sun. When he had- lowered 
it after drinking, it had once more 

. given warning. -A slight warning, 
but enough for Hatfield. 

"Now - how did I ever hit him -
squarely through the slit ?" he asked 
him_self • 

He turned Hurley over. " The bullet 
which had _killed the deputy had en
tered the left temple and punctured 
his brain. Blood was still oozing .out� 

''He's· a- right-hander. He'd have 
had his right eye to that slit, I reek
on," he fig.ured. 

As his investigating eyes swung the 
circle, they again rested on the open, 
cobwebbed window of the warehouse, 
not more than fifty feet from the spot. 

"What' a all this ? What's wrong, 
Hays ?" a harsh _voice cried behind 
him. 

He pivQted. It was Conroy, flanked 
by a nurriber of Whiteville. men. There 

. was a frown on the lawyer's face as 
he strolled over and stared down at . . . ' 

the dead deputy .. 
. 

- . 
' 

• 

' -
. . . - .. . . . 

� 

"You've killed
. 
Deputy Hurley,'' he 

. said. "This is a horrible mistake, 
Hays. How did it happen?'' 

Citizen� · glowered · at Hatfield. 
''Thet;e's his gun, gents," the Ranger 

· said calmly. - '�I was standin' in front 
of Conroy's, at his request, when Hur
ley opened up on me. I'm sorry to 
say, though, I .didn't shoot him! Some-

. . body else got him." � 

The men looked . doubtful. O ld 
Sheriff Williams -appeared, breathing -

. hard, - · distressed to find- his assistant 
gone. . . . "Jim ; wha:t happened?;, - he . cried. 
"Did yuh shoot Dave?" 

Hatfield shook his head. Another 
man closely followed Williams up the 
steps but stopped at the rear,- and · 
watched. It was Hank Ve_rnon. · ·· 

"This is terrible, · Hays," said Con- · 
roy, clucking his lips · in distress. 

. "Hurley was a good friend of ours, 
a fine young r.nan. I can't see any 
reaso� why he would want to . shoot 
you. Maybe you made a mistake. Per
haps Hurley aimed and fired on some-_ 
one up that side alley and you believed 
he was shooting at you." 

"In that case it was a powerful 
wide miss," said the· Ranger dryly. 
"His slug hit right where I was stand
in', eight feet from the alley. However 
that may be, I didn't hit Hurley. I 

. did hit his gun, but my bullets would
n't have come through them slits at -

. such an angle. Even if they had, 
he'd have taken 'em on the other side 
of the head. Someone got Hurley 
from that warehouse window, gents . 
I reckon we'll step over there and 
see if he left anything behind to give 
us a clue." · 

-
ANK VERNON hurriedly de-

scend the s.tairs, and was up the 
back street as the crowd followed Wil
liams, C<?nroy and Hatfield into the 
rear of the warehouse. On the second 
floor they found the open window .. 
Hatfield indicated to the sheriff the 
freshly d-isturbed . cobwebs and dust. 
There was a faint scratch in the wood, 
and the Ranger remarked that the 
killer had rested : his gun on the sill 
to steady it for his shots 
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Hatfield was puzzled. Who had 
nailed Hurley ? The deputy was Con
roy's tool. Vern on was leaning against 
a stable wall, up the alley, when they 
descended. The young rancher kept 
silent, watching what went on. A 
slight shock of suspicion crossed Hat
field's mind. 

- � 

"I hope Bancroft and Vern on 
haven't gone in for this sorta work," 

_ he thought. · · . . . 

Conr.oy was frowning, and �his left 
eye twitched as he drew Hatfield aside. 
''Look he_re, J im. I'm sorry abou� this. 
Maybe you didn't kill ·Hurley but 
you went off half-cocked, and " 

"I reckon I resig-n," broke in the 
Ranger lazily. ."The job of - be in' 
close to yuh ain't in vi tin', Conroy. 
Besides, with Hurley gone, Wililams 
may take me on as a deputy." 

They �eighed one another for a 
• t1me. , 
. ''How much does he savvy ? ,  won

dered Hatfield. "He knows I'm sus-
� 

picious. There's no sense in my act-
in' as if I don't understand anything ; 
him puttin' me on the spQt thataway 
for Hurley. · Figgers he's too quick 
for me, and that I can't catch him. 
Or is he le�din' me on? He may try 
again for me." . 

The lawyer _ made a tricky · oppon:. 
ent, a mental foe, who must be bagged 
by brain work. It was far different 
from the · gun-versus-gun conflict of 
officer· and outlaw which the Rangers 
usually were up against. 

Just for an instant a reddish glow 
came into Conroy's eyes. 

"Very well Hays," he said quietly . . 
"You were after Hurley's job ; it 
makes things clearer." He turned on 
his small, finely booted feet, · with a 
shrug of his fat, broad shoulders. 

Then he swung back, reached in a 
poc�et and extracted a silver dollar. 
"Here's your pay for the time you 
worked " • • 

"S'pose yuh frame it?"  the Ranger 
told him. . _ · 

Conroy reddened, his jowls flap
ping. He flung the cartwheel in the · 
dir-t at Hatfield's feet. · 

• 

Hatfield stoped, picked :it up, _and 
tossed it high into the air. His Colt 

. . 

' 

. -
. 

. 

• 

--· 

' 
• 

. - . . 

whipped out and roared. There was 
- a -metallic sound and the silver dollar 
flipped madly, landing at Conroy's 
side with a dent iri its middle. 

Conroy hurried off, back . �o the 
· plaza. Hank Vernon caught the tall 

Ranger's eyes, held them and then 
looked away. He began walking slow
ly along the narrow dirt alley which 
came _ in at right angles to the rear 
street behind the plaza buildings, and
once he glaQced back at the tall man, . 
who was watching him. , 

"He wan_ts _to speak to me," H;atfield 
concluded. 

As the crowd began melting off, re� 
turning to the saloons or their busi
ness, he took after the rancher. 

� 

CHAPTER VII : 

� Escape from Doom 

ERNON was waiting ·for the 
Ranger . around the next turn. 

He was -leaning against the rear wall 
of the Drover's Rest,_ ·a large saloon 
flanking the plaza and opposite the 
Gilt Edge . 

"Kin I buy yuh a drink, J im ?'' Hank· 
asked quietly. 

"All right, Vernon." 
Vernon led the way inside, cutting 

left into a small back room which had 
a window looking out on the narrow 
alley. The alley in turn, ran into the 
street - .running up close behind the 
Chinese laundry and the warehouse. 

· They took chairs at a table near at 
hand. Hatfield removed his Stetson, 
wiping the perspiration from his 
bronzed forehead. A reddish line 
framed his strong jaw, the mark of 
the chin-strap which held the big 
hat on his head. _ . 

"Mighty warm down in these parts," � 

he remarked. 
The rancher nodded as a bartender 

in a white apron appeared and took 
their - orcCer. · · . 

"I dunno," began Hank, "why · yuh 
took that job with Conroy, Jim. Let 
me tell yuh he's no frien.d of ours. -As 
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·f ar a� we . go, he murdered Ban's son 
in cold blood and got away with it." 

Hatfield w�tched Vernon's strong, 
earnest face. He had liked the ranch
er's quiet manner, his frank look from 
the start. 

"Sometimes," he said softly, "a man 
does what seems wrong, Ver.non, but 
he has a good reason for it." 

Vernon nodded. � "I figgered thata
. way. I know a lot about yuh, that is, 

� what yuh done · in fightin' the black 
riders on yore way in. · And I savvy 
y-ub're a friend of Williams, who's 
okay, though he ain't what a sheriff 

· ·Qught to be because he's too old. At 
the office yuh stopp_ed Hurley from 
shootin' Ban in the back, ap� we 
did

.
n't miss that either. Yeah, I asked 

around � about yuh, and I hope yuh 
savvy I had to do it." 

"That's okay." 
"W·e had to. Thjngs ain't normal 

_ in the count-y. · It's hard to ticket 
fr'iend or foe. We've been attacked 
ag�in and again, and the night riders 
.burned my ranchhouse down while I 
was away. They've k.illed a good many 
folks and tried for me · from the 
bushes. Yuh see, ·I �was the on'y wit
ness left against Conroy, when they'd 
finished off -Kansas Joe, a cowboy who 
seen the sho.otiri' and swore Conroy 
done it without any e�cuse." 

"Why ? "  
. Hatfield wanted the Crow Foot's 

-

inner ideas on the matter. It was up 
to him, corp.ing to an entirely strange 
place, to pick up loose ends ·and try to 
coordinate �hem into a readable pic
ture. 

Hank Vernon shrugged. "Why ? · 
It's a li�tl� word but we'd give a lot 
to understand it. Fred had no quar
rel with Conroy, nor with Dred Pres
cott, who's Conroy's friend. Why 
is Conroy buyin' up so. muc.h land in 
these parts ? Yet he is. We're shore 
of it, though he'll often put a ranch 
in a friend's name instead of his own. 
Prescott's got several spreacls, desert
ed by the owners, and bought with 
Conrpy mq-n�y." 
· . ''Like P·hillips' ? "  
- "Like Phillips'." 
. Hatfield thought it over. Conroy 

money had bought out Phillips. Then 

• 

. . 

• 
. .. . .· 

. 
the black riders had� gone after the 

. unfortunate people and taken _it away. 
· "I s'pose he'll use it for another 
purchase and then owlhoot it back," 
he dec.ided to himself. 
. Aloud · he. remarked, "On trty. way 
in I noticed a· single-track railroad 
runnin' westward from the outskirts . . . 

of town." 
Vern on nodded. "Yeah, we . ship 

cattle ·on it.'' .. . . 
"How long's it been laid ?" · . 
"0 h; five ·years now. It  leads to _El 

Paso." 
. . . . . 

. 

. . 

ATFIELD shook his head. The . 
land would have · been revalu

ated long before this. While a rai�-
road spu.r might increase its worth, it 
was an old story by this time. Any
way, Conroy wasn't speculating. in 
land, at least not yet. Railroad specu
latio� usually took place before · the 
right-of-way was laid. He decided 
to investigate for himself� He might, 
through . his · experience in mining 
work, Qe able to see something in the 
hills that the cowmen had missed, out- · 
croppings of rock with color to betray 
the contents. 

The waiter brought .the drinks and 
they raised their glasses, nodded and 
drank. Hatfield wished to hear Ver
non's story, and prodded him a bit. 
Hank described how he had been ri.d
·ing through the hills, hunting cattle 
after the washout, when he had beard 
the shots which had killed Fred Ban
croft . 

"Huh ! Yuh say that Conroy was 
there and Prescott, too. What were 

. they -up to ?" · 
"I can't tell yuh that� · They'd been 

down near the river bank, and some of 
Prescott's men were over there with 
a couple of big metal scoops hitched 
to horses." · 

Hatfield pricked up his ears. "When 
do yuh reckon on rid in' · }?ack to the 
Crow Foot ?" 

"We're startin' after supper. Ban 
has some business in town this after
noon.. Ana it ain't as easy for a rifle
man with telescope sights to pick. yuh 
o ff  in the dark." 

"But these here black riders are 
out." 
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-

V ernort shrugged. "We've got . 
twenty men along. We'll . fight ! the 
passel of 'em if they meet us." 

· "Good. I'd like to see yore spread, 
and if yuh've got time, I wish yuh'd 
take me to the spot where Fred Ban
croft was shot. Have yuh any idea 
where these blacked-up _outlaws have 
their hideout?" 

· "Not exactly. They. usually hit 
- south, though, into the Red· Hills and 
toward Mexico." . .  

-

. ."What is it yuh want · to tell me, 
Vernon ?" . Hatfield asked abruptly. · 

Hank started, then spoke seriously. 
"I wanted to say I was . shore yuh 
hadn't shot Hurley. ·He was a friend 
of Conroy's, not ours. But I was· sit
tin' back here in this room and heard . . 

the shots. I went to the window and 
saw Dred Prescott flash past, flogggin' 
his horse." _ 

. 
A TFI ELD grunted. He recalled 

the risen dust that had been in -
the · air when he had run through to 

- Tin Can Alley on the drygulcher's 
trail. Conroy, then mu�st have ordered 
Hurley killed ! - -

It added another puzzle to the col
lection already ticketed in the Rang
er's keen brain for solution. The only 
explanation· he could think of was· 
that _Hurley must have outgrown his 
usefulness to . Conroy and the latter 
feared the deputy would cra�k and 
talk to 'the law. 

''I did have Hurley worried," Hat
field mused. "If .he showed yeller to 
Conroy and -Prescott, they'd put him 
outa the picture pronto." 

Aloud �e asked, "Have yuh any idea 
.where I'll find Prescott now ? "  

"He may be over at Conroy's office, 
or he might be in the Gilt Edge. 
That's where he and his gang hang out 
when they're in town." · 

''Thanks for the information. I 
reckon I'll rid·e with yuh tonight. In 
regard to these black- riders, have yuh, 
thought of bandin' the ranchers to
gether again_st '¢PJ ?" 

"Yeah; we- · :f!ave. :JJ.a�c�oft's tried . . 
But everybo..dy is worried 'bout his 
own spread and it's hard to get any 
cooperation." . : .. 

. . 
' 

• 

. . 

. .. . 

• 

� . 

. . . 

.. . . 

.. • 0 • 

They shook hands, and . Hatfield 
went out and crossed ·the plaza. Con
roy was in the Gilt Edge, at the bar
drinking. He saw the lawyer through 
the open batwings as he paused. Pres .. 
cott wasn't with him.-

· 

. 

Hatfield turned and made for the 
sheriff's office. Williams was napping 
in his chair, his .feet, boots off for com
fort, _ up on his desk. He started awake . 
at Hatfield's touch. · He looked un- · 
com£ ortable· a_s he recognized the visi.:. 

. . tor. -
"Hello� Jim'! I've got . .  Hurley laid 

out in back." 
"Yuh'll_ need a new deputy, Sheriff. � 

S'pose yuh · swear ·me in for the job ? "  
Williams flushed. He chewed at his 

flowing white mustache. 
"I can't do it, J im. It'd mean my 

j ob. Conroy and some others just left 
here. They think yuh wanted Hur .. . 
ley ou�a the way so's yuh could have 
his place. 'Course I don't believe that, 
and I'll give yuh all the aid I can,· but 
I've already sworn in· a new deputy 
recommended by the fellers who were 
here." 

Hatfield stared · at the shaken old-
ste�. "Another one of Conroy's pards, 
I s'pose,'' he thought. · 

"O kay, Sheriff," he murmured aloud. 
He couldn't find any anger against 

Williams. The man's fighting days 
were long past, and he was hanging. 
onto his job by a thread . 
. Sleep was .tugging at the tall offi-

cer's eyelids. He had had but a brief 
rest since the last few hours taken on 
the trail to WhiteviJle. He swung on 
his heels a-nd walked djagonally across 
the plaza toward the . livery stable 
where his pet Goldy waited, out in the . 
back corral. He understood the looks 
the citizens ·he passed gave him. Con
roy had started rtunors against him 
that had aroused poisonous suspicion. 
It meant he would have trouble rally
ing the inhabitants when · the moment . 
for that came. . _ . 

After loo� to see if the golden 
sorrel was _all · . ·.:� � -#etired to · the 

. 

. � . ' .. 
hayl!-)ft anq weht t · · 

· -:�ep. · . ·  
The b<?oining roll,, .ef guns br_ought 

him awake and . fully alert s_everal . 
hours later. Hoofs . rumbled in the 
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main street and men were· yelling. 
Q·uickly he buckled on his guns, 
jumped irito _ his big boots and slid 
down the ladder. The stablemen were 
up ftont, l�iing from their windows 
a's Hctt.fi-¢1d ran through. 

''What's up?" he demanded. 
"A gang of hom�res shootin' up the 

town," replied a youth in overalls. 
�t � the moment betweel\ daylight 

and darkil.ess� The Rea Hills still 
.., . . . . . 

· glowed with the q�ep ruby sheen of 
the dy'i_ng sun but the · purple shadows 
we.r.e long over Whiteville.. Lamps 
and candles hag �eep�lit - �1). -S�loons and 
restau-rants and private hoJ:11.el. Hat
field went out but ·paused-, a hand on 
the hitch-rail, before· exposing _him
self in the open pla�a. 

· 

· "Con�oy's smart enough to think up 
a draw-out, at that,'� he d.ecided. 

Dust rose in �he plaza, where a score 
of riders, ·spread o-q.t, and flogging a 
mad ring, Indian ff!:Shion, shrilled re.
bel yells and fired Colts into the ajr or 
at blank windows and walls. A -fight· 
ing man's urge was to dash out and 
try to check the crazy sport. Sheriff 
Williams was on the other side, shout
ing hirns�lf l\Qars� and� threatening 
them with a ·double-barreled shotgun. 

As the Ranger ducked under the 
rail, a rlfte spen�ed right overhead_. 
Shouts C.AU;lle from across the plaza. 
The· Drove.r's Rest lay that way. 

. Through the· drifting dust, he saw 
.Hank .Vern on dash down off the sa-

·. . 

l�dR �p.or�� and run it:� to tQ.�. �treet, �ol· 
lowed by a doze·n Crow Foot waddles. 

"It is a draw-out l" Hatsfield mut-
tered, drawing his Colt. . 

Vern on and his men had stopped, · 
be.n.di�g over a prostrate figure in the 

· dirt;_ �.]nan struc� �own by a b�let. 
ID.\tead of rushing over to them, 

H-a.tfield jumped out into the gutter. 
-Ga�ing upward so be c()uld command 
a view of the windows above the roof 
o£ the awnin_gs,. he caught the sheen 
of a long metal barrel. · An instant 
later this flashed � sp'angle of crim
son •. 

• 

. . 

• 

• 

. .. .· . 

taken effect. A · second one swung 
from an adjoining window, trying to 
co'ver hi111; but he shifted and flipped 
bullets that �ay, shattering the glass. 

He kept m�ving, a piece of strategy 
.which proved. its value. For an in
stant after he had made his shots, a 
burning, paralyzing sensation dropped 
his left arm to his side and he knew 
be had been hit by a slug coming-from . . 
the ·oppc)si te side of the street. 

"They're . after me, too, I re·ckon;' 
he muttered, -and jumped back amQng 
the horses at the hitch-rail.. 

They shouldered him� threatening 
to tread on his feet. A bullet wound-. . . 

ed one. The animal reared wildly, and 
Hatfield scampered under the raili�g 
out of danger from flying hoofs. . The 
shock of the wound was already wear
ing off, though blood was trickling 
down his elbow. 

· 

Pistols loaded and ready as · he 
moved, Hatfield went to the door be
low the windows from which the mur
derous ·killers-had fired. It was a small 
store, �hut for the night. He put his 
right shoulder to the portal ·and the · 
padlock hasp . ripped from the wood 
as he shoved. Inside it was dark . 
Overhe�d he could .hear heavy foot
falls going toward the back of the 
building. He followed them by his 
sense of hearing, staying on the lower 
flo.or. 

· Men were comin.g down the stairs� 
The Ranger could hear them hotly 
cursing .. Opening a side door into a 
little entry that gave onto Tin Can 
Alley, be found he was at the bottom 
of a flight of wooden steps, and waited 

. silently in th.e darkness. 
"Let's drop him �and beat it, Bink," a 

man gasped. "He's heavy as lead. I 
believe he's gone." 

"No he ain,t. Dred would kill us for 
leavin' him, Chuck. He,s Conchita's 
brother, ain,.t he ?" 

Their horses were -outside in the 
alley and they would have been out- -
side before this but, g\lessing what 
had hapP.en.e� fr'?.m the rSJl�tch of talk 
he c�ught; Hatfield r·ectto :ned he h.ad 
wounded one of them and the other 
�wo were carrying the victim. 

"Ugh ! My foot slipped '·' 

"Keerful," Chuck ;snarled. ".Yuh 
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near_ pulled me down with yuh." 
. A low moan sounded. ''Told yati he . 
wasn't dead,'� Bink snapped. "We're 
down· oh, what in 8lazes !" 

He let go the head and shoulders 
of the man he was carrying, for be 
saw the tall figure standing there at 
the foot of the stairs. 

"Hold it, yuh're under arrest," Hat
field said coldly. . 

"Not me," Chuck howled. 
It was hard · to see them · in - the 

gloom. ·Crou.ched by the· banister, Hat
fie�d pulled back his hammer spur un
der his thumb. There was a dull,- slid
ing thud, and he knew the· other had 
dropped his end of. the wounded man .. 
The cluck of a cocking Colt, the �nick 
of leather, told him they were going 
to fight it out, and he fired at the dark
er shadow of the man in front. 

Bink uttered a howl of pain and · 

crashed the remaining step, sprawling 
in the entry.. Chuck's Colt flamed, 
the banging reports echoing loudly in 
the confined space. The - -bullet 
breathed against the Ranger's taut
muscled cheek. Blinded by the Bare, 
he let go twice more by sheer instinct, 
his gun muzzle shifting-a fraction of 
an inch afte.r .each shot. 

A sudden silence descended upon 
the small entry. Then a man · bega� 
to gro�. · Cautiously Hatfield felt 
fot - them. Three were there, all of 
them lying - still. One was quiv
er�ng _ and retching. The other two, 
though warm, never moved. He struck 
a match, shaded the flame in his palm, 
and checked them over. They were 
tough looking, deeply bronzed and 
heavily armed. They had rifles-
strapped on their backs as well as 

. pistols and bowie knives thrust in 
their belts. , 

They were the �ort that traveled 
with Dred Prescott. In fact, in the 
brief look he took to make sure 
both were d�ad, Hatfield thought he 
recogniz.ed one as ·a. man ·he had seen 
at the jail with Conroy. 

The last · was a slender, bcown
skinned �exican youth, hardly more 
than twenty. He had a narrow head 
�nd blue-black hair that curved around 
his downy cheeks in  long .sideb11rns, 
and big brown eyes wide open in an-

. 

. . 

' 

. . 
. . .. 

il �-i • i i 

guish. His lips quiver�d, -�-d the · top 
of his skull w�s . open, wller·e\ ' a bullet ·had torn at the braitt;,pan. 

"Reckon· � hit y·uh while yuh was 
doin't yore drygulchin' up in that 

. window� s.o�ny," · the Rang�r- said 
softly, as he knelt by the Mex.ican, 
feeling his · weak pulse. ''Can yuh 
talk ? Conroy and Prescott are yore 
bosses, ain't they ?" . 

But the Mexican was in no condi-. . .. 

tion to speak. He quivered, then · re- * 

_ laxed. under · the Ranger's hand. . 
Hatfield rose, went out the back . . 

way. The ·horses which · were waiting 
for their murderous masters sniffed 
at him as he pa·ssed arid strode through 
a passage to the - main street. The 
g.ang of supposedly rollicking _cow- . 
boys had whirled out of town, and 
only the dust haze ove.r the plaza 
showed where they had been. 

A huge .crowd milled around the 
· Drover's Rest. Hatfield's grey-green 

eyes rested there a moment before 
flickin-g _ to the Gilt Edge where· he 
saw Mike Conroy standing on the 
porch; staring across the plaza at the 
Drover's. . 

''I'll get you, sooner or later," Hat
field muttered. 

T�e ·game was clearer to him. The 
noisy riders had acted as a trick to 
place Conroy's enemies out in the 
open where the hidden marksmen 

. cou_IJi pick them off. under cover of 

• 

the din. -
. . 

CHAPTER VIII 

At Bay_ 

OLD sweat beaded Han.k Ver
non's brow and his cheeks were 

' . 

gri� and bleak with sorrd'w . 
''Pick him up easy, - boy·s," he mur

mured. "He's badly hit." . 
Ban Bancroft, Vernon's friend and 

fol'mer chief, the father qf his sweet- . 
heart, had run out into the road to 
see the excitement, an,d Vernon, trail
ing him from the saloon, had · seen 
Bancroft go down,. blood · spurting 
from a wound in his right side. 

. . 
. . .... --... 

. 

. . 

- . . 

• 

. . 

-

. . . 
. . 

. �· ' .. ' 

• 

·. . ' . ·. 

. . . " -. --• 
• 

'# 
0 ':_, - ;. • • - . 

. . 
. 
. 

:. . . �. 
. - � .... . 

. -
. ... �;:.. 

-

- . -. . . .. -
� -�-· ._ .. . . 

··.i;7. .... . 
";,-. .. • 

--� . ,;�_ . . -. .. . . 
·- . 

.. 
_ 

. .-.--� . � . 

..:... -.- . . 
_:..,,. 

.. ' .. ..,, • . . r.-
. . ·-. ...... • .. 

•
• .r ••• 

. 
� · ... --: . . . . 

-. 



. . . 
. . 

. . . . . 

:· ... . . .: . .. " .. · . . 
' ' 

" 

" . 

. . . . .. . . -· .. '' ... . - .,. . ... • 
• •# • 

. ·-· .. _ - . -.. -
.,.·-. --·· ._ ... 

- -, -.. -- . . ... � . 
�:_ . 

. . - .. . . . _. ::"'. 
.. --
-., . 
. . - ... ... ,. - . . . 
.. 

• 
' . . .  � 
.. . -
-. . 

--

�--" . 
:;:r ..... 
. . . -
� ..... __ 

-�;. . 
. - . - - .. --�-. . .. . . . .. .. 

.. : -� . .:. . ,. . . 
,;-.... -·· - ' -

..
. . .. . 

. .. _.. . ..... Lo.. •.• 

.. . . -I. :r,.. . 

�--- · . . r; �- . 
. ,;�-

; _ ..... _ . . :, . : . "- -. -·. -... . .... - . . .. . . ... .. .... , .. ·. . . . . . . . ,... " I �-�·":"· . . . . .. . �-· . ' . . . . �··: . . ,, . I 
.-i' .... - ... ""· -

-

... 
'"' . -- ' . 
'\.._ -� --,. . . . 

. · - . �-

... 

. .. .
............ .. . . _. . . .... _' 

. 
_ .. _ � 
... - . " . . . - , 

.. _ ...... . 
i;��- ·_. '· 
..... :{• .•. . 
... _,... ·. � - ...... . . ,. 

��-: -

�-
: 

.. .  •. . . ... "" . . 
-;:,. ... ; . :\ ·�· . . . -"• .. ; _, : . -

--

.. .. -'
: -.. . 

.. 
-.::. . ! ... ---.. -. -. .

. � :- -. .. . -� . .  I .... . . • 

... � .... . . � ..... . 
t.r-:. . _,.. _ �-· .. :

. 
- .-. . . - . ·' . ··�· .. � .... 

- . 

: .... c . . 
.. 
_ .... ' . ' . .. 

. 

. . -... . - . . .  
�.. . ·� ' 

!/ . .. •. • 
' ' 

- " . .. 
. 

. . 

• 

. . . 

• 

: ; TEXAS· RANGERS 

Oblivious to flying bullets, Vernon 
had dashed out and knelt beside· Ban• 

. . - � 

croft, whQ wa� unconsciQUS. A. slug 
punctured Hank's hat. Another tore 
his · shirt ; the accurate fire had 
abruptly ceased, due. to Hatfield's in
tervention. There were marksmen 
h.idden up above on the same side as 
the Drover's Rest but a dozen Crow 
Foot men raged from the Drover's 
Rest · to form a r_ing around their boss, 

· pistols cock
-
ed and .ready. A fe� ·shots 

at the wild riders . ori the plaza sent 
the latter scooting off into the. gath- · 

ering night. · · _ 

-

"Vern what is it?  Oh. Dad Dad !" 
· It was no bel p to . Verrion to have 
Ellen Bancroft come hurrying from 
the house where she had been visiting 
for the _ ti:me her father and his men. 
were in Whiteville. She flung herself 
down, kissing Bancroft's lips. 

· Vernon took her g�ntly ·by the arms, 
_li�ted her up. She was slim and- her 
bair was the color of yellow straw 
·with the sun on it. Usually her brown 
eyes were merry, since her disposition 
was· naturally light-hearted. Since 
the murder of her brother she had 
been Ban's mainstay, never far from 
him. He had been afraid to leave her 
at. the Crow Foot when he went to 
town for the . trial of Conroy and · haq 
brought her along, leaving her at a 
relative's home • 

Tears were ·rolling down her cheeks 
no·w · and she bit her lower lip i n  a 
fren�y of grief. 

"H-e'll pull through," Vernon mut
tered. "Yuh git on back and take it 
easy." . 

But of course she wouldn't. The · 
Crow Foot .men pic;ke_d up their chief 
and carried him as gently as possible 
to the Drover's Rest where they placed 
him on a couch in the rear of the . - . 

building. �llen too� � chair by his 
head. He begap to mutter an.d swear, 
the blood gu�hing· out at an alarming 
rate. -

Men went for the town doctor. As 
. 

. they waite4:, �he tall man, known to 
. · : Ver-rion as �Jim Hays and with w�o� 

Hank had al_ready formed a strong · 
· -b�nd· of friendship, came in, approach

in.g the. couch wher.� Ba� lay. . 
. -� ��--'How is he?" Hatfield ·demanded. . . . ,  ··- ' . ' '  . . . 

' 

. . . , . ' . 

. . 
' 

• 

. . 

•' 

.. · ' . 

� "Qut?.no yet,'' whis.Jtered V. ernon· so 
_Ellen wouldn't hear·. -

· 

'lLo�·k·s &ad." 
• 

. 
E tall man stepped over. 
"Artery's cut. . It has to be 

·nipped till . the sawbones comes," he 
said. His slim ·hands were gentle and 
skillful, and the bleeding checked 
under their m�nistrations, as he gave 
first-aid to the wounded rancher. 
"This · the only wound ?" ' 

"Yeah, .that's all." 
· 

-

. "He ought to pull through, then . 
He's got a tear there but the bullet 
busted a couple of ribs - . and glanced 
off.'' · 

Ellen turned her �ear-stained, pretty 
face to him. 

"Oh, I'm so glad to hear you. say 
that. I I couldn't bear to " She 
stopped, as the doctor hurried . in, 
black bag i n  hand. · 

The doctor soon assured - them that 
·Ban ·Bancroft would get well. "He's 
better off than the sheriff. I couldn't 
do anything for him," the physician 
remarked, as he set about dressing the 
wound · and tying off the severed ar-
tery . 

"What !" cried Vernon. "Is Wil-
liams hit ?" . 

• 

"A stray one went through his head, 
killed him instantly." 

Relieved as he was by the news 
that Bancroft would live, Hank Ver-
·non was . terribly shocked at Williamst 
death. But he did not go out imme
diately, for he had to see to his friend 
and Ellen . 

When the doctor finished, he or
dered, · "Keep him quiet for twenty-
_ four � hours, till the shock wears off. 
Then he can go home flat, in a wagon, 
if you're careful. Ellen, you stay here 
and watch him.". 

Stationing Crow Foot waddies 
about the r.oom in which Bancroft lay, 
Hank Vernon went through the big 
bar, and paused for a .br_acer. As he 
was drinking it, Hatfield came through 
the batwings and slid up to his side . 

"They got the sheriff, shore enuff ," 
he reported grimly. 

"Blast them." Vernon wiped the 
sweat from his forehead with the back 

• 

of his hand. "They come close to 
makin' a clean sweep t�is evenin'e" . .  --
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"Wh·o's Conchita? A friend of he shot Fred Bancroft the way he 
-Dred . Prescott's?, · . d.id, out in the open. He le·�ves �hat 

"Reckon you mean Con.chita Gon.. sorta work to Prescott and the gang 
zales, Dred's sweetheart. They say as a rule·. -I .don't dou9t he planned all 
she.'s the daughter of a Mexican bandit this entertainment today. No one will 
chief, Pablo Gonzales, who operates · be safe ln these parts until the peop_le 
across the border." band together· and destroy the night 

"I've heard of Gonzales. Is this riders, and e·xpose Conroy." 
Conchita in town ?" · · "Yu.h're right. This is_ �he last 

"Yeah. She sings and dances at the straw." · 
. . 

·Gilt Edge." . . Th·ey stepped up on the porch of 
"S'pose we stroll over and y�h p·oint the Gilt .Edge. It was filled with men. · 

her out to me .. " · · · . . A violin and p�ano were making music 
· _"Okay.'' in the dancehall annex reached from 

They went out, skirting_ the plaza. the main saloon _by open· double dQors. 
Full darkness was on the town, the The odor of whiskey, wet sawdust, hot · 
stars paled by the . bright lights of oil, meat and other foods, mingled to-
saloons and dancehalls. . . gether to co.nfound the nostrils. 

"See that abode house back there ?" "Tliere she is now, dancin'," Vernon · ·said V�rnon, pointing down one of the �id, touching Hatfield's arm. 
streets that bisected the· main way. The two young t:nen walked· to the 
"That's Conchita's. It's dark so I wide door and stood loo-king in at -the 
guess she's workin�.'' gra�eful, slender young woman · who 

They headed toward the Gilt · Edge. occupied the ftoor. Men and hos. · "How long yuh figger �olk� '11 let this tesses sat ar:_ound, watching t�e . act. 
go on, Vernon?" asked Hatfield; Con·cblta Gonzales was small and 

"What do yuh mean ?" exqui�itely foruted, with raven-�lack, 
"This murder and pillage in the dis- cu�ly bobbed hair and long, · slanting 

trict. They've tried for me twice in black eyes that shone like stars and 
less'n twelve hours. � Bancroft is had upturning, silky lashes. Her f�ce 
hurt, ot�er ranchers dead. They pu� smiled. impishly, and her beautiful, 
the sheriff outa the way. That stunning figure, in a short-skirted red. 
whoopin' .a�d wild shootin' . was · t.o dress adornecJ with silver discs which 
draw us _out where hidden marksmen scintillated in the lamplight, held the 
could pick ·us off while the noise eyes of all the men. 

. drowned out ·their shots. I'll tell yuh She was singing a Mexican dance- � 
this · but keep it under yore hat. I hall favorite in a heavily accented 
caught Conchita's young brother with · voice. When ·she saw Hatfield in the 
a slug in the head, and two pards of doorway her small white teeth flashed 
his carried him down the back stairs in a quick, bold smile. She rolled he·r 
of that little grocery store over there. eyes at the Ranger, for the rugged 
The three of 'em are lyin' in there· . Texan giant drew the attentiol'l of 
now. I haven't reported it to any- women • 

body. I think it was the Mex who hit Finishing the song she began to 
Ban. Prescott is their boss, and Pres- dance, and her - genius was now ap-
cott does what Con_roy says." parent. Every curve and line was 

. grace�ul, and her small silver slippers 
ERNON growled an oath and his twi��led and the spangled dress 
face went hard. rustled with her lithe movements . 

"I'll put a slug thx:ough· Conroy one Fascinated by the dancer, Vernon· -
of these days." and his friend were jogged back to 

· "There,ll · be mo�re to it than that, earth as someone rushed between 
Vernon. There's the black riders .and them. It was' a Mexican man, and he 
Prescott that'll have to be smashed; screamed in Spapish . 
. too. Conroy's slippery as an eel ; "Conchita ! Rafael el pobrecito 
there's nuthin' against him that yuh esta muerto!'' 
can lay hands on. I don't savvy why Conchita · Gonzales checke� . . her· 
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dance. · s·he began .ye:lling at the 'top 
of her high-pitched voice,_ the teats 
flowing from- her dark eyes. Her lips 
were wlde and she put her hands to 
her -powdered cheeks. 

"Muerto el pobre.cito!  No no " 
. "Rafael is dead !" And Rafael was 

Cone hi ta's brother,. the poor little one, 
who . was, Hatfield - knew,- the dry
gulcher who had wounded Bancroft. 

Conchita dasl;led off the .floor, out a 
- door, followed by . the Mexicap. ·arid a 

number of customer·s. · -Vernon and 
Hatfield trailed after them to the . . 

store, where a crowd · had_ begun to 
gather. Lights were on inside. 
Michael Conroy stood af the rear of 
the place, near a _large yo·ung . man in 
range clothing, leather pants, high 
black· boots, vest and blue shirt, Stet
son and bandanna. A deputy's star was 
pinned to the flap of the vest. He had 
a long jaw, accentuated · by the taut 
cJ-tinstrap of · the Stetson. 

The three dead ones had been 
dr�gged in from the hallway, and lay 
there in a row. Conchita Gonzales, 
screaming, tore through to fling her
self on her brother's body. In her 
tigerish grief she · filled the place with 
her cries. 

Conroy saw Hatfield eBter with Ver
n_on. He nudged the deputy . sheriff, 
whispered to him. 
- "That's J_oe Green, a friend of Con

. roy's," Vernon said quickly to Hat
field . . "He'-s purty tough/' 

......... E store lamps flicke'red. Hat
field w�ited as the deputy came 

_ over to him and paused a few feet 
away, a thumb hooked in his belt; 
Green was smooth-shaven, and much 
trimmer than Hurley. His clothing 
was a trifle too small for his great 
frame, and fitted very tigbtly. He had 
a long underjaw and his skin did not 
take tan much. The taut chinstrap ac
centuated hi.s bulldog lt?o·k with his 
ears flat against · his brow.n-haired, 
close-clipped head .. 

''Say," he growled, his cold, light-
blue eyes never shifting· off the Ran

.. ger, "I. want to talk to yuh, stranger� 
· v·uh ·shot . these hombres, didn't yuh ?" 
. : . '-'-Who me:?" asked the R1:1nger in 
,sutp_riS.e� · ·"-Who says· so. ?" 

. . 

' 

. . 

..· . . 

Deputy Green;s ·right h�d patted 
.the star on his breast. "Sheriff Wil
liams bein' dead and me his chlef 
deputy, I'm in charge of the law here 
till a new sheriff's elected. Yuh was 

· seen to · run .in here and next thing, 
these bodies were found. Unbuckle 
that gunbelt and let her drop. I'm 
gain' to lock you up for murder." 

A look that was close to affitisement _ 

shone in the Ranger's grey-green 
eyes. His . slim hands ·hung easily at � 

. his : side whete the heavy Colts res�ted 
in their oiled sul'ple ho_�st_ers. 

"Take my advtce, Green, .and don't 
try it," he said softly. "I don't feel 
like bein' locked· �p tonight.'' 

Red River Conroy, backing up 4is 
henchman, whom he had forced upon 
Williams before the latter's demis�, 
cried shrilly, "He's an outlaw ! . �e 
won't obey the sheriff ! He ought to· 
be strung up, the dirty " -

"Dry up, Conroy," Hatfield snapped. 
. Murmurs of · anger rose from the 

crowd· which saw only the beautiful 
young_ Mexican girl sobbing over the 
dead body of her brother. ' Already· 
suspected of shooting Deputy Hurley, 
the Ranger was in a ticklish position, 
thanks. to Conroy. 

In a flash he realized he had been 
kept so busy warding off the under
handed, vicious blows of his arch
enemy that he had not been aware that 

· Conroy. was carefully scheming to _ 

turn the town's law against him. Loo�-
. ing at Green� Hatfield decided he 
could not afford to let the deputy take 
his guns and lock him up. Even- if he 
were just held in a cell he would lose 

. valuable time. Dred Prescott's long 
absence was a warning to him. Fur
thermore the Ranger believed that 
Conroy might have him killed if he 
were disarmed and unable to defend 
himself.. . 

His momentary hesitation, during 
which he hunted a non�violent way out 
of this sudden emb�rrassment, was � 

misconstrued by Deputy Joe Green. 
Green's booted feet spread, his 

sho�lders� slumped in a gun-fighter's 
crouch. Hatfield knew he was going 
to draw. However, the acting sheriff 
was muscle-bound in comparison to 
the lithe Ranger. Y'et Hatfield did 
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. 
not desir� to force gu·nplay if he could - A couple of Conroy's friends · ap-
avoid it. Accordingly his right fist . . peared on the wal k _ outside the store 
drove with blinding �peed ·to Green's · and, throwing up r-evQlvers, banged 
hulldog jaw. - The impact of knuckles away at the rurifling pair.. Bullets 
on bone cracked like a shot. Green's shrieked about their heads as Hatfield . 

head snapped back and he collapsed . ducked -out of sight_ into an alley with 
soggily to the floor wbile a gasp cir- Vern on at ·his heels. 
�ulated through the crowd at the ter- They reached the livery stable's �ear 
rific power of the cool-eyed man door. - Hatfield took his hull and 
known as Hays. . 

I 
cinched up the golden sorrel, who was 

A. metallic click sounded behind rested and ready to gC?. Blueboy, Ver- · 

_ Hatfield. Someone had drawn ·a -p�s- non's swift stalli�on was in the same 
tol, cocked it. Gree-n, .coming up

_ 
on cor-ra_l, and· Hank was saddled up when 

bis elbow, was rubbing his jaw, bli_nk- · the Ranger was. Their rapid fifght 
ing daze.dly. The Ran,g�r turned to bad given them a brief resp�te, and by 
cover his � rear. Green, recovering the time one of Conroy's scouts came 
enough to go for . his gun, started a up· to th.e stable and saw them, letting 
draw, but Hatfield's pistol Bashed out out a whoop to the gathering .mob in 
and up as he pivoted again. · · Curses the plaza, the two young meJ:l hit 
came . from those around his flanks. leather and spurted off into the night. 

Conroy, safe behind several other "Thanks for the hand, Hank,'' 
citizens, cried, "Stop him don't let grunted the Ra_nger, as th.ey put space 
him _flout _the law !" between themselves and Whiteville. 

- "It .was a pleasure,H. replied Vernon. 
=�!!!!!!!!!!������!!!!!!!!!!!!!��!!!!��!!!! ''What do we do next?"  . 

CHAPTER IX 

The Red Hills 

- . 

. 
CRISP, stern voice knifed 
through the store from the s-tree_t 

door. 
· · 

-

"Hold -them guns, gents ! I'm here !" 
It was lfank Vern on, his hands full 

of Co�ts, covering his tall friend's re
treat. Some of Conroy's men had en
tered quietly with drawn guns to try 
for the Ranger, and there were always 
riff-raff around who would dive into 
a fuss without reason or invitation. 

The qujckness o� Hatfield had 
. checked them, and now Vernon's in· 

terference held them for the moments 
needed -to reach the exit. Jim Hat
field wished to avoid gunplay in the 
crowded store, and he backed out, Ver
non jumping with him. They swung 
left and ran alon.g the sidewalk, while 
back in the store an angry, buzzing 
sound began . . 

"Stop them !" bellowed Mike Con-
• 

roy. . 
Racing beside Vernon, Hatfield 

said, "We'll head for the livery stable 
and git outa town for the time bein'." 

• 

. . 

· Hatfield shook his head, and rode 
in silence for a time, turning it all 
over in his keen mind. . 

'/Mebbe," �e drawled at last, "I'll 
kic·k myself first, Vernon, for letti�' 
Conroy keep me so . long in town. 
Where's Prescott? What's he up to 
all this time ? I've been so busy scrap
pin' with the killers Conroy sent in 
after us, I ain't looked over the lay 

· of the land. Do you reckon yuh could _ 
show me around some ?" 

• "Glad to." 
-

"I savy yuh're worried about Ban-
croft, but yuh can't very well go back 
to town now, anyways. Conr-oy and 
Green'll be we1tchin' for yuh." 

"That's right. The �en '11 keep 
close watch on the boss, anyhow, til 
he kin be moved home. Yuh want to 
see the Sierra Roy a atld the ranches ? 
Is  that it?" ' . 

"Yeah. I've got to figger what Con-
roy's after, and I 've got_ to smell out 
the hidin' place of the black riders." _ 

., u EHIND them, Whiteville - was a 
. glow in · the sky. They circled 

the town at a safe distance, and Hank 
Vernon showed the way, hitting a dirt 
road that led westward in�o risi�g 
country . 
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"l - kin send back . a messenger from 
. the :Do-uble E," Vernon said. 

They buck-led down to riding, the 
· two powerful horses vying with each 

other for the pace. A slice of moon -showed over the mountains before 
. ' 

them and the stars were thick as spat-
tered milk spots in the s,oft sky. A 
warm wind from the Mexican desert 
country to the southwest blew in 
their faces. . . . - . 

· 
· The trail rose rapidly tow�rd the 
Red Hills. I t  was gao·d . cattle coun
try, with the Diablo River watering 
it. Coarse-, nutritious gras�es fought 

·- the me�quite and thorned brush, 
standit;tg against · the. sky like soldiers 
in broken fortnation. . _ 

• 

_ After an hour of this, with the dust 
rollin·g .  behind them, Hank Vern on 
asked suddenly, ''Say, just who are 

- yuh, Jim? Do yuh mind tell in' m e ?  
Yuh're so� set on runnin'

-
Conroy and 

. . . �rescott down. After all, it ain't yore 
business or is i t ?" 

'_'It is," Hatfield replied. "I'm from 
Austin, Ranger Headquarters. Cap'n 
Bill McDowell sent me to run these 
killers down. My real _name is Ji� 
Hatfield. Keep it to yoreself, though, 
Vernon. · I'd - rather check farther 
'fore I step into the .open." 

· Hank Vernon whistled. "Jim Hat� 
fi�ld ! Why, we've heard tell of yuh 
down here ! - I'm shore glad yuh've 

J . ,, -. come,_ tm. _ 

·"T.his Conroy's a slippery number," 
Hatfield went o-n, thinking aloud. "He 
savvies who I am. Hurley was one of 
his paid.age_nts. Conroy's gotten away 
with murder and worse. He must 
know I'm down her·e to take him and 
his g�ng. - No doubt Hurley spilled 

· the beans after he over_heard my con
ve�sation with Williams. Co-nroy's 

. made me out to be an outlaw, though 
he · ·savvies who I really am.. He's 

. laughin' at me up his sleeve all the 
�ime, and he's kept me busy since I 
hit town." · · -

. 

· .  - "I'm · glad yuh �ere around," Ver
non said earnestly� "Yuh saved Ban 
and me from them sharpshooters.'' . 

_ · ·He took the lead, swing�ng off the· 
main . road_ onto a dirt lane. After a 
rnil� h� slo\Yed ·Bltieboy. _ 

.. · '�:Let :me . . .  ride · ahe
-
ad · Jim," he said� 

. - . . . .  

- . 
' 

• 

. -
. . . 

-
.. . . . 

"This is the Double -E, and tbey'll h·ave 
. guards out." . 

Vern on cante.red a hundred yards 
in front, and began whistling and 
singing out. After -a time, replies 

· came, arid the two went in slowly) see
ing the darkened buildings ahead . .  
Armed cowboys stepped out on .the 
trail, hailing t_hem. 
. "It's Hank Vernon howdy, - Rusty . . 
Do,n't want to ·disturb yuh, but it's 
important.'� · 

-
· 

"Who's that with yuh?'' , 
"Good friend, Jim Hays. Kin we 

have some ·water ? And · I ·wish·· yuh'd 
send a message back to the Drover;s 
Rest for ·me in the PlOrnin ! Tell B an
croft and Ellen that I'm okay and will 
meet 'em at the ranch." 

"Okay," Rusty, the Double E fore·-
man promised. · · · _ 

' p EWERTS,.owner of the spr-ead, 
roused from sleep and came out 

to greet thet1). · He insisted th�t _the 
two come in and have a bite and a 
drink. . In the kitchen, Ewerts, his 
brown hair tousled, pants and shirt 
pulled on and feet bare, turned his 
blue eye·s on the tall Hatfield, weigh
ing the newcomer to the range. 

"We've had a lot of trouble in these 
parts," explained Ewerts. "Say Hank, 
a feller offered me a price for my prop
erty but I ain't sellint, I told him." 

"Huh. Who was it?" 
"An hombre named Joe Green from 

·Whiteville."· · · 
"Conroy's friend,'' mused Hatfield, 

"our new sheriff." 
Ewerts was married, and had three 

. small children. The family slept 
peacefully in the roomy house. The 
spread hired fifteen range riders. . 

"What yuh need, Ewerts, and all the 
folks in these parts," advised the Ran
ger, ''is to -band together and wipe out 
them black riders who're botherin' 
yuh. Put every · man -yuh kin in the 
saddle and go after 'em." , 

"Yeah, but the trouble with that is I 
wouldn't want to leave my wife and 
kid-s _ here· unguarded while we was 
huntin' 'em." 

"Here's the way to do it," Hatfield 
said smoothly. HY·uh collect yor•e 
womenfolk and kids and take . 'em to 
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· one point, say a big spre.ad like the
. -

owners, they pulled �up in the corral 
Crow Foot. Leave'a strong guard on . . yard of the great Cr_ow Foot, the lar
'em and tha� will release · plenty of g-est spread Hatfield had seen across 
fight in' men for the cleanup." the PecC!)s . . The house was very large 

"'J'hat does make sense,'' agreed and freshly whitewashed. A big kitch
Ewerts. "I might do that if we can . en lean to �as tacked on at the r�ar, 
find the hideout of- them black riders." while bedroom- wings projected from 

"Yuh'll hear from us soon, then," the flanks and a roofed verande�: of 
Hatfield promised." -

� 
Spanish design ran around three sides. 

After refreshment and a short rest, There were stables and barns, a black
the two rode on for the Crow Foot. smith- shop, a long l>ut:tkhouse, and hay · 

� The land grew · wilder, with · spurs of shelters and crib�. Hundreds of mus- _ 

the Red Hills loomin� o� either �ide. tangs. with - the fingered .brand ran �n a 
Now and then they sktrted the D1ablo huge pasture corral, whtle blooded cat- . 
River, · the� stream's · canyon offering tle were in -another enclosure, creatures 
tbe easiest way through a ·mountain. used for breeding improvement. The 
At break of the grey, misty dawn, river ran behind .the house, in the flats 
they passed a small ranch that seemed reached through two gaps in the sur-
entirely deserted. · Vernon pointed to rounding hills. 

_ 

· 

it . . _ _ Though ijan Bancroft and a number 
"That's where the Phillips lived. of his fighting men were in White-

It's Co.nroy's now." ville, there were still enough on hand 
When they paused at the B in a Box, to guard the ranch. They hailed· Hank 

owned by Will Brown, the sun was - Ver·non as he dismounted, stiff from · - ruby-red behind them. Brown, .a �uge, the all-night ride. Hatfield nodded to 
hearty Texan, greeted them JOVlally the · boy�, and they went in after see
and invited them in. ing to their mounts, · cle.aned up, had 

These folks were the backbone of some dinner and then lay down for a 
the Lone Star State, Hatfield knew, nap. . 
pioneers who had. made- the country Around four o'clock, they saddled 
strong · and self-reliant. Each was an up and rode across t.he hilly region, 
individualist, however, believing he keeping near the Diablo River. Ver
could take care of himself and l:'tis own, non, according to Hatfield's wishes, 
and that nieant it was sometimes hard led him toward the spot where Fred - . to band them together even tn a com- Bancroft had been killed. 
mon cause. If  a man wasn't attacked Some miles out from the Crow Foot _ · · himse�f, he� would. �ot feel ju�tified in buildings, Hatfield rode Goldy acros_s 
dropp1ng everythtng and gotng aft�r . a flat area, Blue boy and Vernon some 
the - enemy. Hatfield broached �1s yards off to the right. Suddenly the 
idea of placing the women and chtl- Ranger gave a quick exclamation, 
dren at th_e- Crow Foot under strong pulling his reins to swing th� so�rel . 
guard, whtle th.ose -who coul�, would . . At the same · time he freed hts htgh- · 
ride on .th� tratl of t�e bandtts. H� he.eled boot from a tapped stirrup, hit
�eant to weld them tnto a compact ting the ground running. Goldy, 
fighting force, once he had · tocated crossing the apparently smooth flat, 
Dred Prescott's ga�g. had sunk a forehoof into a hole, an�, 

worried over his pet, the Ranger had 
tried to get "his weight off as the hand .. 
some gelding nearly went down. CHAPTER X 

. . 

Not Welcome 
Vernon pulled Blue boy ·around, and - . 

watched the dismo·unted ·Hatfield with 
anxiety in his eyes Hank knew how 
a man felt about his best horse. Hat-
field� lifted Poldy's hoof gently, ex
amined it, feeling it carefully. Then 
he took the reins _and· led the sorrel . 
around for a tirne; - watching hiq1. -

EARLY three hours · Ia�er, after 
_ -passing a couple of other h_ome

steads and . speaking briefly :with the 
. - . -
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. Finally he heaved a deep sigh of 
relief. 

·"He's okay," he grunted . 
Hatfield was about to m-o-unt again 

but- the hole into which Goldy had 
slipped attracted hi� eye. 

"Say, that's mighty big for a 
gopher," he observed, and bent over it. 
"Yuh · wouldn't figger on a large ani
mal burrow out here on the flat." 

, · Vernon shrugged. There. were al
- ways holes around and some�tiines� a 

horse would break a leg or pull a ten .. 
don no matter what the rider's skill. 

"It's a foot wide," went · o_n the-Ran
ger. "Very reg'lar, too. The dirt's 
loose, as if  it'd been filled- in say, has 
there ever · been. a telegraph _ line 
through here ? This is about the 
siz·e of _a post hole.'' · 

. · "N·ope. Never noticed sech a thing 
before," replied Vernon. ''Now, over 
that next' ridge is _ where Fred was 

. �illed, Jim/' · 
' 

. 
EY pushed on, and topped the 

• rtse. · "I came in from the right there, 
while Fred and Kansas J o·e rode ov�r 
this here ridge as . we're go in' now," 
said Verno·n, gesturing toward the 

. flatlands along the river. . 
To the right, as they descended the 

st_eep trail,_ crimson bluffs showed, cut 
through by th-e stream. 

"What �ere yuh all doin' out here 
th.af day ? "  asked the Ranger, taking 
in the scene. -

"There had been a cloudburst in the 
mountains," replied Vernon, ''and I 
was huntiri' lost cattle as were the 

,ethers. The river went loco, washed· ··over its banks and flooded the range 
for miles around. K�nsas Joe and 
Fred, and a bunch of other riders, were 
Qut. Fred was ahead of Joe, who had 
stopped to pull a cow . out of a mud-
hole." · -
. . Hatfield had his eyes on the ground 
as they moved, and _guided the sorrel 
off to the right, ne�rly bumping Blue
boy. 

·r'There's another of them · fille.d-in 
postholes,'' he remarked. 

_ 

·."Fred was shot over there near the 
r.iv.er.. W��n: I rode up pa�t the b�uffs, 
C�:nrQ.y,._._P.rescott ·and. ·a bunch of. .their 

. . 
' 

. . 

-

.. · . . 

-

men rode toward Kansa� Joe and :me, 
. carry in' the body." -

They rode Ori. to the river bank and 
turned along it. The earth still showed 
the beaten effect of the washout, 

· where the -river had run, washing out 
brush . and grass and d_epositing 1 red 
sand . .  

Hatfield kept his eyes peeled but 
saw nothing that indicated valuable ' 
minerals, such as quartz outcroppings 
or colors. in the rocks. The stream bed -

. did not look like gold-bearing stuff . 
"Where'd Conroy have them scoops 

yuh noted?" he asked. · . · - · 

'.'Right along in here." 
Hatfield shoo-k ltis head, unable to 

get a clue as yet. "How'd they fetch 
'em out here, anyways ? Is this Crow . 
Foot land ?" 

"Yeah, it is. The river's our -east 
boundary. Conroy owns a · small spread 
a few miles away. I reckon they came 

· out · from there. He runs a few cows 
but uses it mainly fo·r _spreein' and 
hun tin'.�' 

� 

"Yup. s'pose Dred Prescott might 
be hi din' at Conroy's ranch?" . 

"He might . be. Yuh'll hafta go in 
keerful-like, though. Conroy keeps 
several. men there and they ain't 
friendly to us." 

"We'll take a peek, anyways." To 
himself Hatfield thought, "Conroy's 
too clever to· let the black riders use 

· his spread as a meetin' place ; but I _ 

might pick up somethin'." 
_ 

· They forded the river, rode across 
rough land for a couple of miles, then 
climbed a slope. At the top, Vernon 
pointed down at a group of small 

. builaings with a few scrawny spruce 
trees set about them. · 

_ 

''That's Conroy"s ranch." 
They could see a thin spiral of blue 

smoke rising from the c-himney of a 
rough, raw-board shack, with a couple 
of sheds out back. Behind them the 
Sierra Roya, catching the sinking sun, 
was living up to its famous crhnson � 

name. 
Riding on down the slope, they 

pushed through high weeds that grew 
in the yat:d. Several men lounged in 
the shade, and the odor of frying ·meat 
and potatoes came to them. The men 
were dirty, -i ll-kempt fellows, and all 
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wore· six-shooters which looked ready barrel had j ust · c ·l e a r e d  leather. 
for action. They scowled �t Vernon · . .Marty shivered as hot metal clawed 
and his tall frienq, and did not seem into his vitals. His pistol exploded, 
pleased to see them� the slu·g kicking up dust a yard in 

0-n.e window gave out on the side front of Hatfield. The Ranger's grey
where Hatfield and Vernon sat their ·green eyes .were cool and calculating 
horses, facing the four on the bench. as they shifted to watch the others. 
Hatfield did not let it  entirely out of Vernon, gun ready, let go at the bony 
his range· of vision. · He could watch gunman at th� far end of the bench 
it while he confronted the quartet of who had made a quick draw ·as· Marty 
bewhiskered, ·sl9venly cowbo.ys. . opened the ball. · . 

"Could we water our horses?'' he Marty .h�t the loose sandy dirt be- · 
asked politely. . fore _ the bench and crumpled up. _As 

· · At the side of one _ of the sheds, the he thudded down, the fellow Vernon 
Ranger had noted two la�ge metal had triggered at reeled Under the im
scoops of the sort used in moving pact of a bullet striking his thigh .. 
earth to make cellar . or other excava- He screamed and flipped up his Colt, 
tions. They had _ rusted in the . sun, but Hatfield fired, · dropping him f<?r 
and dried red dirt stuck to them like keeps. _ 
cement.. The other two renegades froze, 

A burly, black-bearded men, with motionless, hands · resting · on .gun 
close-set dark eyes, acted as spokes- butts. One licked his lips, staring 
man for the four. � with horrible fascination at the · im� 

. _ "The river's close enuff, ain't it?" · pertur-bable Hatfield. The second be� 
· he growled. "Yuh just came through g�n swearing with the shrill of hys
it . . Yore horses' hocks are stilt' damp." teria· in _his voice . 

"That's true," agreed Hatfield. "But 
I got a cinch that's near busted. Lend 
me a needle and thread." · 

"This ain't no ·s.ewin' - circle. Say, 
Vernon, yuh · savvy yuh ain't welcome 
here." 

"Marty,". Hank replied coldly, -''l 
allus said yuh were a hawg. Yuh look 
like- one and yuh act like one." 

Hatfield dismounted, d r o p p i n g  
Goldy�s reins. Marty stiffened, licked 
his �un-cr.acked lips. . He stood up, 
slowly, hairy hands at his sides. 

"Blast yore filthy hide," he fumed. 
"Git, 'fore I " 

The Ranger never turned a hair as · 
he let Marty spread his feet, crouch 

· and start for his smooth-handled Colt 
.45. He had seen the quick look the 
leader gave his men� They all jumped 
up as Marty sought �o shoot. No 
doubt they had orders to kill Vernon. 
They did no� know the tall man yet 
but if he was their- e_nemy-

"Look out, Jim," bawled Hank, go
ing for his· pistor as he saw Marty 
meant to shoot. 

. . 
Hatfield's blue-steel weapon jumped· 

into ·h is sli� h.and. There was no ap
parent hurry. Yet, there it was, in · 
.p9.siti()n, and flaming while Marty's 

. . 
' 

• 

. . 

. .. . � . 

A 'TFIELD fired again but not at · 
the quitters. He had never for .. 

gotten that window, close .at hand. It 
was op�n at the bottom and a double
barreled shotgun was hastily thrust 
out, covering him with its menacing 
eyes. He could see a man's head, but 
the light on the glass . prevented him 

· from identifying anything but . the � 

general outline at which he aimed. 
. uwhoosh!'·' · 

· 

The first barrel of the shotgun dis
charged. The wadded buckshot 
swirled through the air between Hat-

. fieldr and his ·horse, and the gun fell · 
clattering on the bench·. . Si lence came 
from within. 

"Take a run in. and see if there's any· 
more, Hank," ordered the Ranger. 
"Watch o.ut when yuh step in the 
door." 

Vernon_ dismounted an:d entered by 
the front way, around the ·corner. In,- � 

a few moments he sang out to Hatfield 
from the open window. 

"Looks all clear, im." 
"Who's that insi e ?'' �. · 
"Arkansas Muller he's one of Con- . 

roy's waddies here.}' . . 
Prescotf wa.sri· '�. around,- �hen� Ver; ..
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non came out and while Hatfield held the sun was down behind them, and 
the survivors under the gun, Hank · - night close at hand. -
disarmed them. Then, at the Ranger's 
ord.er., he tied their hands behind them. 
They got back their nerve as they 
found they weren't to be killed. 

"Yuh'll pay for this !�' Jed Cas· 
sidy snarled. "Conroy'll see to it/' 

"Y-uh reckon he'll -be 'here to collect 
soon?" asked Hatfield quietly. 

"Yuh'll see." . · . . . 

Leavjng Vern on o� guard, Hatfield 
stepped into the shack. - It had ·on·e 
big room with a kitchen tack�d · on 
the back. - Several rough ·bunks lined 
the walls and there was a wood-burn-. . 

ing fireplace, a table- and some chairs. 
The ceiling was of a thick green cloth, 
stretched over the rafters, evidently 
alto·wing &m air space up there. He 
founq nothing to interest him in the 
house. Going outside, he tried the 
shed beside which the scoops lay. 

. A cobwebbed window gave some 
light in the square enclosur.e. Old 
saddles, bridles and an assortment of 
tools hung inside. He took in the 

. picks and shovels and crowbars, the 
usual stuff needed for work aroun.d . -

a ranch. -
To the- right, however, in the far 

corner, his· eyes stopped on a couple 
of metal tools of queer design� They 
seized his interest. They were large, 
of heavy steel� and perhaps two feet 
long, with biting edges at the bottom 
arid a threaded stem at the top. They 
had been washed clean and had rusted 
over. Against the wall lay several 
lengths of &teel rod, so that the shaft 
could be elongated according to de-
sire. . 

-

Jim Hatfield had studied mining 
engineering for a time, before. he had 
joined up with the Rangers, and he 
recognized the tools. 

"Pod augers ! "  he muttered. 
"Well ?" asked Hank, as he rejoined 

his friend. "Did yuh fi�d anything 
interesting ? "  

"I  savvy now_ w_hat made that hole 
Goldy _ stepped in, Hank,'' Hatfield 
told his friend in a low voice. 

· The two prisoners sat slumped on 
the · bench and m e r e 1 y cursed at 
the Ranger's questions. In the -west 
th� Red Hills - glowed with deep color ; 

. . 
' 

. -

� 

. 
. 

-· -

"I've got a h-unch, Hank," Hatfield 
told Veron, "that Prescott'll show 
here 'fore long, mebbe tonight.. These . two birds leem waiting for somethin' & 

A.nyways, I figger I'll stay here, for 
the night at least. Conroy's liable to 
get excited when he finds I'm out of 
his sight, and I want to see what he · 

does. · They kin git on our trail easy 
enQugh." _ _ 

-

"Yeah. But how do yuh reckon- on 
stayin' he�e ? S'pose P.re.scott_ has a 
bunch of men with him?" . 

'-'I don't aim to let him see me." · 
. 

"How · 'bout Marty and the rest-
they'll know right away somethin's 
sour when they see the bodies." -

"We'll fix that. There's picks an·d 
shovels in that shed, and we've · got 
two will in' helpers !" Drily Hatfield 
indicated the two furious gunmen. 

An ·hour later it was dark and the 
three dead ones were underground, 
burled· in the rank weeds behind the 
barn . .  Then Hatfield led Ve;rnon off 
a few paces so he could speak to him 
without being overheard by the pris
oners . 

"Yuh'll soon hear from me, Hank. 
I figger Conroy'll be on my trail, or 
send his men after me. They'll be 
shore to light here. I wa�t yuh to 

. talk to yore friends and neighbors. 
Tell 'em to be ready to fetch their -
women and children to Bancroft's, 
·and be set for

. 
the big fight, savvy ?" 

"I savvy. We're with yuh, Jim." 
"Hold them two under guard at the 

Crow -Foot." 
Vernon mounted Blueboy. The two 

captives were fastened · to their sad
dles on horses and roped in the corraL 
The Ranger watched Vern on disap
pear westward in the starry night, the 
pair of gunnies riding ahead. 

-

CHAPTER XI 

The Ranger Acts 

• 

N.SIDE the house, Hatfield set the 
. place in order, · .eradicating all 

signs of the fight. By a shaded candle 
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. . · he _made ready for his vigil. He found 
a piece of · paper arid a pencil stub in . 
the kitchen and in a scrawled hand 

-

wrote : 

Run out of likker. Gone to get sum. 
-Marty. 

He took all the whiskey bottles out 
of the cupboard and hid them in the 
b.arn loft, and he left the note on the 

_ table in the ma.in room� Standj_ng on 
a chair, he discovered that the thick 
green ceiling mater1al -was loosely 
fastened at its edges by bent nails 
that acted as hooks. Turnin,g a couple, 
he worked the cloth off and made a 
hole to crawl through. -He brought 
in a couple of w�de boards which he 
laid on the rafters above the green 
stuff; fixing a rest up there for him
self. He found he could reach through 
and re-hook the cloth, closing the 
gap, from his perch. He set a jug of 

. . water up there, and spare gun belts. 
Next he went out and spok� to the 
g�lden sorrel. He started Goldy away 
with a gentle slap, and the gelding 
knew he was to stay out of the way 
until his master should whistle him 
up. � 

- . 

Then, with everything as much in 
order as he could put it, he . sat out 
on the bench and waited. _ 

. Two hours 'later the wind brought 
him the sound of hoofbeats. He scur
ried inside, · went up on his board 
perch, and� closed the green material 
by �coking it on the tack heads. A 
rider came into the yard, dismounted . 
· "Heyt Marty Scooter where is 
everybody ?.,' 

Stumbling over a chair, the fellow 
entered the cabin, and struck a match. 
l-Ie touched it to a blackened candle
wick and a little yellow flame came up. 
Through a tiny crack Hatfield recog
nized Dred Prescott, tQe stocky killer. 
Prescott looked about, sniffing and 
muttering tq_ himself. They he saw 
the note and read· it . 

-

"Likker ! The fools got dry an.d 
couldn't mak.e a saloon quick enuff," 
he grunted aloud. . 

. Suddenly he tensed, listening. · He 
_blew out the candle and went outside. 
Hatfield, too, caught the heavy beat
in.g of ma1;1·y hoo.fs approaching the 

• 

. . 

• 
. . . . .· 

-

little spread. · Pleas�d with the game 
which had already �rrived under his 

· observation post, the Ranger waited 
with infinite patience. It was not long 
before thirty or forty men, ju.dging 
by the sound of voi�e·s and. the �stamp 
of hoofs, arrived in the ·yard. 

Marty was paged again. But when 
he failed to respond, several men · en
tered and lighted up. Their. leader 
·was .Joe Green, the self-appointed · · · 
sheriff, and he had · a ·posse with him, 
all . friends· of Conroy,s . and his own. -

"What are yuh do in' .here ?" 'de- · 
manded· Dred. . . 

. . 

"We're on that big jigger's trail� 
Dred. He shot u_p the town and saved 
Bancroft and Vernon " 

"Git yore men outside while we 
palaver," ordered Prescott. 

·, 

REEN waved his lieutenants ·out-. . 

side. · He sat down with Pres- · 
. cott and they talked in low voices but 

Hatfield could . hear everything they 
said. . � 

"Thaf :Ranger salivated Rafael, Con
chita's brother," Green informed Pres- · 
cott. "The l3oss sent me aft�r him 
to put him away for keeps. I've done 
what Conroy ordered and sent word 
to all ranchers that the big j igger's 
a killer, wanted for murder. It ought 
to queer his game if he shows up any
where." 

"Okay,'' growled Prescott. "I seen 
Gonzales and it's all settled. In forty -

.hours we'll · · have this range wiped 
clean as a whistle. The old goat 
wanted a big cut, but I talked him 
over. Is  Conroy comin' out this way ?" 

"He said he was. He's real worried 
· over that Ranger.'' 

_ 

"I'll wanta see him. But this ain't 
a good place for. us to show, not in the 
daytime, anyways. That fool Marty 
went off with his. men to swill likker, · 
j ust when they should be on guard." 

Green and his band did not remain·· 
long at fhe ranch, but in·ounted and· 
rode away. Prescott lay down in a 
bunk and closed his eyes. An hour 
later, he roused and listened . 

He got up and flitted into the qark
ened kitchen, waiting in the shadows 
with drawn gun. But it was Coh- · 
chita Gonzales, escorted, by · a couple . 
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TEXAS RANGERs · 

of Mexicans, who entered. · The beau
fiful girl wore a dark riding suit and 
had a sombrero pinned over her blue
black tresses. "Oh, hullo,-baby," cried 
Prescott, holding out his arms. 

She ran to them, sobbing. 
"Rafael ees dead, Pressie," she cried 

in broken English·. _ "�at beeg peeg 
shoot hee'm !" 

· · "I savvy." Prescott �issed her .. "I '11 
� send him to kingdom come _with a 

belly full of lead for . .  that, Conchita," 
he swore. · 

usi. And I sen' Alberto to bx:eeng 
my papa, al-so." 

. . -

. 

"Yuh did ? I just left yore dad this 
afternoon up i� Skeleton Canyon." ·· "Alberto weel fin' heem. Papa ·weel 
keel zat skonk." 

. -

· Hatfield was pleased with the way 
his man-trap was developing. Hardly 
had Conchita been made welcome than 
more hoofbeats shook the earth,. and a 

_ · great band of riders swirled up out
side. A giant for1n crowded in_to the 
little house, shaking it with his 
weight. Hatfield peeked curiously 
down at the peaked sombrero, trimmed · 

with gold conchas. � · 

It brushed .the green material, which 
was over seven feet from the rough 
floor. Below was a fierce face, with 
swirling black- mustaches sticking out 

· like curved handlebars. Dark, flash
�ng eyes .and· pearly teeth showed in · his wind-scoured features and he had 

• • a great, smashed nose over sneertng 
lips: A fine velvet vest with rows 
o f  pearl buttons was flapping open 
over the dark silk shirt, tucked into 
expensive, tight-fitting pants. Hold-. 
ing up the_ pants was a wide red sash, 
and the big feet were cased in calf
skin boots with huge silver Mexican 
spurs at the heels. _ 

Cartridge belts crossed the Mexi-can 
giant's broad, barrel c·hest. Hatfield 
fi.gured he must tip the scales n·ear 
three hundred poun�s. Pearl-handled 
Colts, of .45-caliber, peeped from the 
mighty man's holsters. 

'1Pa-pa mio!" screamed Conchita, 
and flung herself at him. . · 

He caught her up, kissing her. 
.. "Rafael el pobrecito esta mue_rto !'' 

she. sobbed. . . . -
. . 

- -

uEsta muerto!" bellowed the huge . 
Gonzales at the top of his bull voice. 
''Que lastima! how awful." 

MURMUR came from outside, 
the sound of many men, follow

ers of the terrible bandit chief, Pablo 
Gonzales. 

Tears were flowing down . the ban
dit's face and dripping off his · mus- .. . 
tache ends. Gonzale·s - and Conchita 
wailed at the top of their voices until 

� 

Dred ··Prescott stepped forward. · 

"This ain't no place . for a _ wake, 
Gonzales .. " Prescott began, then 
halted as the noises outside told that 
someone else was coming. 

A short time later Mike Conroy 
stamped inside. He scowled at the 
gathering. Fury reddened his jowls . 
"Fools," he cried, ''I could hear you 
for a mile on the way in. �hat's the 

. idea ·?'' • 

"My broth-aire, he ees dead," ex-
plained Conchita. 

"I know. Everyone �nows. We'll 
get the man who did it, and ·you can . 
tear him into .little pieces if you want 
to," Conroy replied impatiently. "In 
the meantime, we've got important 
business to tend to. Dred, what's all 
this about? You know how ticklish 
things are at the moment. Did Joe , 
He broke off, frowning. "Gonzales, 

· you made a mistake in coming here _ 

this way with your gang. I'm sup .. 
.posed to keep my face clean. Get back 
at once and stay hidden until Prescott 
gives the word." With his sharp 
tongue, Conroy lashed them in criti
cism of their .. stupidity. 

Gonzales scowled and bristled. Then 
-

he shrugged, turned on his great spurs 
and rattled out, £ollo\ved by Conchita. 

Prescott and Conroy remained in 
the shack . . The lawyer sat down heavi
ly in a chair at the center table, and 
complained, "This is a heck of a note, 
Dred ! I ·wonder if Green- has caught _ 

up with that cursed Ran-ger yet ?" -
"Green was here not long ago, Boss. 

He.'s trailin' him, leavin' an alarm at 
all ranches to capture him dead or 
alive." 

Hatfield mentally · s�arted. Conroy 
was actually organizing the decent 
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· : people of 'the community against him! 
Suspicion that would be qifficult to 
stifle was being planted in the cow
men's breast against Texas Ranger 
Jim- Hatfield. 

"Gonzales and I made our plans," 
Prescott continued. "We're all up in 
Skeleton Canyon, arn1in' and makin' 
ready. We need plenty of ammuni
tion for this j ob. ·We'll be ready by 

. Thursday �ight and we'll .tak� . the 
Crow F_oot fust, then the others. Can't 
lose." · · -

· 

· Conroy tapped the table top with 
his finger_ -tips, staring . at .the ooard 
wall . -

"I should never have let Hatfield out -
of my sight,'' he _ growled. "Where 
is he now? Is he at the Crow Foot 
with · Vernon ? Vernon'll tell him 
about my ownin' this ranch here. He 
may come here and try tQ spy on us." 

"Calm down, Chief. He'll be buz
. zard bait inside of forty-eight hours. 

Yuh said yoreself yuh could think 
faster'n the Rangers." 

· 

"Huh. I can, ordinarily. But I 
saw this fool Hatfield in action several 
times. I kept him busy_ for a while, 
but he must have 'figured what I was 
doing. He's not only the fastest man 
physically ·that I ever saw but he's 
smart as well." · 

• 

. Prescott was con�emptuous of the 
Ranger's powers. He patted his 

· sh�a�hed Colt. "I'll show yuh how to 
make him jump, Mike, next time I 
come eye to eye with the skunk. I'll 
shoot him on sight." 

But Conroy was in an indigo mood . 
The muscles of his �heek kept twitch� 
ing as he nervously drummed the table · 
with his fingers. 

"I've got a funny feeling · inside, 
Dred, as if somebody's watching me. 
It's like superstition. You know it 
isn't so, yet it  worries you. When 
I was practicing law near Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania; I h�d the same sensa
tions. I ignored them and was ar
rested the next day. Only my luck 

· and a legal trick saved me back there . . 
I skipped bail and came west." He . 
shook himself, and blinked. · "There's 
so much at stake here, and a slip 

· would wreck us -all. Remember, Dred, 

• 

foolish notions of lnercy would ruin . 
our game." . 

"I savvy, and so does Gonzales. 
We'll take · the blame and run for it. 
Yuh handle things here. We come 

· back when . it's quiet and divvy up." 
Conroy kept 'beating his rat-a-tat-on 

the table, scowling. "Tell Marty to 
fetch me a stiff drink. I need a bracer." ' . 
. Prescott got up. "I'll git yuh a ·swig, · . 

Bos·s. · Got a flask in· �y saddle-bag . 
Marty ain't here."· · · 

- "Well where is he?" 
. 

, 

"He wasn't around wh�n I pulled in 
earlier. A.Il the boys were gorie." 

Conroy left his chair as if it had 
suddenly . turned .hot beneath him. 
"You mean the ranch was deserted 
when you came, Dred ?" 

"Yeah, but it's nuthiti' to worr·y 
over. It's that fool, Marty. He · ran 
out of likker and they all ' g.ot dry _and · 
rode. to gi t -some." . 

Prescott found the note which Hat
fi-eld had left $1rid passed it to Con�oy, 
who read it with a glance. 

The . lawyer's cheek twitch.ed even 
more violently. He hurried to a rear 
corner, where· he kicked aside a straw 
mat, disclosing a small trap door 
fitted into the wooden · flooring. This 
he lifted and reaching down, he drew 
forth a bottle filled with red whiskey. 
He pointed in, growling, 

• 

"The hole's full-up." 

. . . 
CHAPTER XII 

Gun to Gun 

. 
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ANGER JIM H A T  F I ·E L D 
braced him-self for action. Con

roy's swift intuition, the lawyer's abil-
. ify to thlnk on his feet and follow a 
train of clues with lightning speed to 
a logical con.clusion, niad·e -him a dan-
gerous opponent. . . 

"Ain't that Marty's writ in' ?" Pres
cott asked., 

"It · might be," replied Conroy im- · � 

patiently. ''I've never seen Marty . . . : 
write. Maybe he can�t. That's beside 
the point. Why should they all rid:� 
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off to get liquor when· there's a dozen 
cases here ? They could send one or 
two me.n." 

· Prescett pushed back his Stetson to 
scratch his 'head. 

"Mebbe Marty wanted to go see his 
girl/' he suggest_ed. 

"With the whole bun�ch of 'em tag
gin' after hiin ?"� snarled Conroy. 
ushut up and let me think." 

. He began moving about the -room, 
with a -light eat's · tread, eyes -darting 
this way and that, searching the ft_oor 

. ana walls. He pushed _at the window 
through which Hatfield ·had killed the 

. shotgun-wielder," o_ne of Marty's fol
. lowers. The Ranger· had made a clean 

shot of  it. His .45 slug had cau·ght the 
man $quarely. However, the shotgun 
in the dying killer's grip had jerked 
up a bit as it exploded and the wadded 
buckshot . had slightly . grazed the 
wo_od of the sash. · The Ranger had 

· · taken care, as he set things in order f 

to rub this fresh scratch with dirt so . . . �t w�u\dn't attract attention, but now 
1t did not escape Conroy's eyes. The 
lawyer took a candle over and investi-
gat,.d closely. - · 

Then he dropped-to his knees. Hat
field had washed up the blood which 

'l.r-- .. 

had stained the ftoor.ing, doing· as good 
a job as po$"sible, but the wood was 
·rough 'arid filled with cracks. Conroy 

. took a de�p bre,ath. He l�oked ar<t>und 
as· he straight�ned up and his twitch
ing�eyed glance . ·pa_ssed over the green 
cei�lng material but he appeared to no
tice nothing out of place. 

Conroy shrug·ged, and said to Pres
·cQtt, "I'm imagining things, I reckon, 
DJ.;ed. St�yi.ng- in jail got me shaky. 
Nq -doubt Marty and the boys'll . be 
ba�ck soon. I'm going . outside and 
wash up, then I'm going to turn in." 

Dred P�escott nodded. The Ranger 
did not miss the infinitesimal pause, 
however, as Prescott replied, "Oh
okay, Conroy. I'll have me a swig 

· and then I'll be ridfn' ." 
If Conroy _had a sixth sense, so did 

J im Hatfield. The hackles were pric}t. lin_g at the back of his neck. Cenroy 
went over to the front door. The law
yer was whistling a tune, carelessly, as 

· if  ·be ·had shaken off his worries. · 
. . 

-

• 

' 

. . . 

''If he saw that blood stain and the 
·scratch, he saw them nails I turne.d," 
mused the Ranger, and picked up his 
six-shooter�. � 

Conroy went quickly outside, no 
· longer in Hatfield's -sight. The · latter 
felt, with Conroy out of .view, j.ust the 
way the at

-

torney did about · the 
Ranger. He preferred to know exact-
ly v.vh_at Conroy was up to. · 

"Time to vamoose,'' he decided . . 
The slig�test ·movement, even -a · 

noisy· deep breath, was audible in the 
room when_ �o one was .speaki�g, for 
the green ceiling material, while thick, 
was of burlap weave an(i did not muf.:. 
fle sounds· to any appreciable degree . 
A board squeaked a trifle as it rubbed 
the rafter under Hatfield's weight. 

-. 

...... ED PRESCOTT was slouched 
by the door. Hatfield could see 

. his · f!erce, red-streaked black eyes 
move. Purposely he allowed another 
li ttl.e squeak -to sound, and Prescott,s 
gaze flitted up to the very point where 
he was. The killer's pose told Hat-. 
field that Conroy, p!aying this life-or
death game of forfeits where the loser 
received a b��let punctuating his ca
reer, had grown hot in his hunt for his 
arch-enemy, the Texas Ranger. So 
hot, that Conroy had guessed where 
Hatfield must be ! 

Accrediting, the Ranger with a set 
of nerves made of icy . steel, with a -

.brilliant analytical mind and the 
courage of a lion, Conroy had found 
enough signs to tell him his foe was 
probably hiding up there. No doubt 
he· had noted the bent, disturbed nails 

· which Hatfield had turned back when 
he was set. · 

There were _ plenty of gunmen 
around the ranch, who would obey 
Pres�cott �nd Conroy. The latter had 
come in with a bodyguard, and un
doubtedly was at this very instant giv
ing them· orders to .get · into position 
and surround the shack so that Hat- -
field might be taken. 

liatfield's trap threatened to snap 
back and catch him. 

An instant later, Colt in right · hand 
and the hatnmer sp�r back under his 
thum, Hatfield jumped, into the mid-
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dle of a panel of the green material. 
It gave instantly under hi�, tearing · 
off its nails. -

Prescott shrieked a curse. The 
Ranger's feet and legs drove through. 
A second later his whole body plum
meting down, landed him on the balls 
of his feet, in a crou-ch. 

Prescott, despite the- fact · that he 
knew, from Conroy's signal given be
fore he left the .room to call his fight .. . . 

ers, tha� Hatfield was probably_ hidden 
up in the eaves, was startled. The big 
man's weight shook .the floor, rattled 
everything- on the shelves· and tables. 
Dred began his draw, han4 flashing to 
his ready pistol. His shoulders came 
down in a crouch., legs spread. . The 
mom�nt that Hatfield was flying 
through the air evened them up for 
the duel. 

... 
OTHING was said ; · neither man 

needed to speak. Prescott knew 
who his foe was and that it was the of-
ficer or himself. He thought he -could 

- kill Hatfield and his heavy gun flashed 
and roared. The explosion doubled it
self in the narrow confines of the -· shack. Hatfield's. thumb was off the 
hammer. He · had stayed in his crouch. 
He felt a startling sensation in the .calf 
of his right leg, knew he was hit. · The 
spasmodic jerk of the nervous system, 
shoeked by �he touch of the blunt
no_sec;i bullet, spoiled his second shot. 

Hastily he let go a third time at 
Prescott, but · it was unnecessary, j ust 
as the second had proved to be. His 
first had caught Prescott in the fore
head, j ust over the l�ft eye. Dred was 
already falling, his gun arm down. · 
He pitched· forward and crashed dully 

· 

on his face, twisted in the ang-uish of 
death. 

There was no time to check Pres
cott, no time to take breath. Conroy 
was coming, his men armed and ready. 
They were out in the dark, and could 
kill him through · a window. The 
Ranger fired again,. this time bisecting 
the white candle, which flipped out in 
the air, plu-nging the room into black- . 
ness. 

"Prescott ! Did you get him?" Con
roy ·bawled in a hig-h-pitched voice. 

-
Hatfiel.d whistled� shrill blasts that 

.smote the night. The_n, .Conr.oy yel�ed 
again on the side where the sheds 
were. . 

"George ! Go to that back door
. he'll be ·out before you make it1"  

Instead of making for the rear, as 
he figured Conroy must want him to 
do from his £�antic shouts undoubt
edly the chief would send men to the 
door first of all Hatfield smashed the 
glass of . the win-dow ·as he pass

.
ed, -

thumbed a shot through, ·to place him
self and draw their · fire. Then he 
glided across· the room · to the · oppo
site window. He was aware of a doz• 
en Colts ·roaring, ·conce·n.trating on the 
other window. He threw up the sash, 
ignoring the pains in his wounded 
calf. Without . hesitation he dived 
through the opening, landing on· bis 
left shoulder in the soft · dirt. 

They were coming around the ·cor.. -
· ners at both flanks as he came up, 
gun in hand. _ Hatfield's .bullets . .  h�t a 
dark· figure he could . see against the 
sky. A shriek of pain sounded, and 
the guns from that direction shot wide 
of their mark.; He kept shifting, aware 
that mor·e and more were coming. 

"Here he is ! Come on, git him !'! 
bellowed a gunman. 

Hatfield darted away from the 
shack, a couple of scrawny spruce 

_ trees affording him slight protection. 
Bullets · whirled about him, zipping -
i n  the needles of the trees, threaten� 
ing to find · him. The sharp stones 
sticking up cut at his bare feet, for 
he had left his boots with Goldy. 

He whistled again. The pound of 
. swift hoofs told him his pet was com
ing. He blasted back at the running 
dark forms he saw, at the flashes of 
guns hunting him. 

His accurate shooting held them 
back while· he gained fifty yards. Sud .. 
denly the golden sorrel streaked up, 
and Hatfield hit leather without touch--
ing iron, making a circus mount of it, · -
Goldy only slowing a b

.
it to let ·his 

rider up. 
Howls of fury rose behind him. 

B ent low over the saddle, breath rasp-· · 
ing in his powerful lungs, he turned, 
shooting to rattle · them. A co�ple of 
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close ones whistled over· his head. field chief, that's all. Gonzales is· an
Goldy spurted, zigzagged, and raced - . other. A man like -Conroy kin allus 
aw�y at a swift run. find sech when he needs 'em. I'm sorry 

Out of Colt range, Hatfield settled it ain't ·Con_roy who's pushin' up the 
down to the business of riding. They grass roots 'stead of Prescott. A gun
had/ horses ·ready and set out in pur- · man's easy enoug·h - meat if yuh take 
suit, but none could overtake the geld- him right." 

· 

. 

ing, on·ce Goldy was out ahead. He _ had a· meal, as the new . day 
. "I hope we don't hit one of them turned lighte�, but the -sun was not 

_holes, that's all," murmured the Rang- .yet up when he finished and rose. · 
er, as he glanc�d back for .signs of his ,.,.Now tell me where Skeleton Can· 

� enemies. · . _ · · · yon is, Hank." . 

· 

� -

He rode over the rolling hills for an '�lt!s twenty miles to the . south of 
hour. For a third of that time he had here. When the sun's up yuh'll be 
been unable to hear anyt�i-ng or see able to see ·Baldtop Mountain from 
anything of the foe. the ridge. Baldtop sticks straight up · 

''They've given · up, I - reckon," he and red· rock shows around the peak . 
decided, slowing _the sorrel. . _ There's a horse trail straight to Bald-
. He pulled on his boots, fixed himself top, follerin' a little feeder brook that · 

· �p� The blood was running from �he empties into the Diablo River a mile 
wound in his leg and he bound it from here. Skeleton Canyon is· �wo 

· roughly with a strip of his clean shirt, miles south of Bald top, and the trail 
carried in a saddle-hag. 

. 
skirts it on the west side, -on the ' way 

_ _ . At the Diablo River, he washed and to the Mexican border. What's up ?" 
drank, and the sorrel sucked . in some "I figger o� inakin' a checkup_ there . 

· liquicl ; then he crossed and headed to- Somethin' I heard makes me think 
war_d the Crow Foot. The misty grey- Gonzales and the black ·rider.s may be · ness at his back warned that dawn was congregatin, there. In the meantime� 
close, he cantered the �golden sor�el yuh spend - the day rallyin' yore 
down the lane to · the big spread. friends.· There's no time to lose. Start 

· · bringin' the women · and kids here. 
RMED guards challenged and Bancroft oughta be home in a wagon 

identified him. He was · allowed by nightfall, anyways. I'm goin' to 
tbr()ugh, ana found Hank Vernon leave that to you, Vernon, coll�ctin' 
asleep in the_ bunkhouse. fightin' men, while I check up and see 

Vernon _seized his hand, shook it  how best to strike down these killers." · 
happily. "I'll do it. I better git started now." . 

"Mighty glad yuh're pack, Jim. · Hatfield nodded. The two young 
Them two skunks I fetched over from men went out, Vernon to saddle Blue
Conroy's are locked up under guard boy, and the Ranger to rub the sorrel 
in the woodshed. They won't talk at ove!", · and prepare for his dangerous 
all. We questioned 'em some but they - run to Skeleton Canyon. 
got their lips buttoned." "I'm sorry Conroy smelt me . out 
· "They'd stretch hemp if they did, I back there," he mused, as he mounted 
reckon," Hatfield replied. "Dred Pres- and started south from the Crow Foot. 
cott's dead, Vernon." "Now I ain't certain what he'll do 
· · Hank started violently, staring at next." 
the impe-rturbable officer. "Say that Would the lawyer remember that 
agin !" _ Prescott - had said, in· Hatfield's r hear-

"Dred Prescott's - dead. We had a ing, that Gonzales and the riders were � 

little set,.to at Conroy's and my bul- making ready for attac-k in Skeleton 
. . · let got there first/' . Canyon. ?  Would the plan be carried 

Verrion ·was delighted. He held out through ·as Hatfield had overheard ? 
�- his hand and pumped Hatfield's arm. · He could not answer these questions, 
. ·." . "He had it comin'. That's the end of but he had to locate the great band of 

-� · lot of trouble for us." · outlaws, killers and - rustlers, riding 
_ . llat·fielcl .shrugged. "Prescott was a under the aegis of Pablo Gonzales 
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and _ Conroy's treacherous henchmen. i·ntense. Skeleton Canyon was so well-
. No one could move with such stealth _ hidden by natural effects that a rider 
and cunning_ as Hatfield when he so - who wasn't looking where he was ·go
desired. He rea�hed the ridge top ing mig-ht . have· fallen over the steep 
de·s�ribed by Vernon and as the sun edge of it. Hatfield crept to the brink, 
was coming up, he could see the far- . screened �y � hedge of thorned .brush, 
off Baldtop Mountain . plainly, loom- and looked down. 
ing against the reddened s�y. The A great split in the earth showe_d as 
Sierra R<?ya rose around him, wild and far as· he could see. His vision was 
rocky, filled with canyons and brush- cut off by towering red rock - pinnacles 
covered hiding places. He took to the and pine trees growi�g in precarious 

· farther side of ·  the ridges, s·o - that he footings. He ha(} come up where ·the � 

might not be spied by se_ntine1s as he walls_ were -sheer. Several bun red 
approached. feet below were the �ops of the t ick 

. . . - jungle plants �hich had seJzed upon 

. . 
-··"' .. . • 

. 
-CHAPTER XIII 

. 

Skeleton Canyon 
. . 

ATE · in the af�ernoon Jim Hat
field cau1iously approached Skel

eton Canyon, hoping to smell out 
the hiding place of the murderous 
gangs terrorizing the Texas district . 
He chose the hard way, from the west, 
picking faint, winding ·deer trails 
through the thickes.t growth. Vernon 
had given him landmarks which he 
had fixed in his trained mind . . He was 
behind Baldtop mountain. When ·h_e 
figured he was within a mile or so of 
his - objective, he decided to leave 
Goldy, for a · while, a man could flit 
from shadow to shadow and rock to 
rock_, a horse must take the open paths 
as a rule . 

Hatfield removed his big spurs, wide 
Stetson an-d leather chaps, which 
would weigh him down and impede -

. his progress in the brush. He took 
a long drink from his canteen and 
chewed some dried, jerked beef. Cut
ting a picket stake, he shoved it 
loosely into the groqnd while the 
sorrel watched. 

"Don't go _ 'way," he ordered, pat
ting Goldy's arched,� sleek neck. "I'll 
be back." 

The sorrel, _ seeirig the picket stake, 
understoo�, and would not stray far 

. �� . from th1s po1nt. 
Hatfield slid off into the cltaparral, 

eyes straining ahead. The bril�iant · 
sun caused the shadows to seem very 

• 

the dampness of the canyon as a home. 
The Ranger gazed over the blank 

green-yellow roof.· There was hardly 
a break in it ; the stream which had . 
cut the canyon was now just a lit'tle 
feeder, wining in and out, and prac
tically covered over by . interlocking 
vines and branches. -

He � lay there, fiat on his belly, for 
an hour. The · sun was slowly going 
down, - tinging the Red Hills. He was 
looking· for some sign . which might 
point ·out the camp of the ga_ngs he. 
was hunting . . They must cook, yet he 
did not see the slightest indication 
of smoke rising. 

_ .  

"It'll be supper time soon, though,'' 
he mused. 

Drawing back, he crept along, keep
ing near the brink of the canyon. A 

· quarter_ mile down the line, he spied _ 
what looked like a slide, and he ap

.proached it · very carefully. There 
were butterflies and birds around. Far 
overhead, in the blue, a black speck 
w�eeled, no doubt watching him a 
Mexican buzzard waiting for his din
ner. . 

The cliff walls had caved in and 
• 

• 

brush and pinons had taken root in 
the sides. He did not like the looks 
of the point, however, and instead of 
trying to get down in the canyon, he 
kept on _with his survey. For two 
miles he eased along the western -rim. _ 
The split began to narrow, and finally 
the stream entered a constr-icted g.orge, 
running far below undercut walls. 
The - canyon proper had reached its 
limit here, so he retired and worked 
back north, in · the. direction from · 

wb�ch h.e. had come. . 

- . 
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Over the spur _ toes of Baldtop, 
looming overhead, the Ranger pro- · 
ceeded. The trail was on that side, 
and he had to cross it. The sun now 
was. behind the Sierra R.oya, which 
. glowed a deep red. He hadn't much 
more light left in which to locate the 
bandit hideout. 

The trail to Old Mexico crossed 
behind Baldtop and went down into ·a deep ravine, the northern . terminus 

A of Skeleton Canyon. He man-aged -to 
get down without using the- beaten 
w4y which he was certain would be 

. closely wat�hed and guarded. On the 
opposite side of the stream, where he 
had a drink, he cl�mbed up on the 
ri:m and began to make a SUJ;"V�Y of 
that flank. 

He - had gone nearly three-quarters 
of the Way without seeing any smoke 
or the slightest sign of a camp, when 
he paused. He was_ on top of a preci
pice, back from the rim in the brush . . screen . 

·· His keen nostrils had cau
.
gbt the 

scent of cooking beef. Then his mov
ing eyes noticed a faint vapor issuing 
from a crack, and he understood. The 
outlaws built their fire - in a cave or 

' . 
• 

among the dense ·growth of bus-hes. 
Working in, he suddenly tensed and 

flattened out. 
. 

A peaked sombr·ero 
had risen -w.ithin twenty feet of him 
and a rifle barrel gleamed. 

"Halto!" commanded a Mexican 
voice. ''Quien vive?', 

The_ man's back, however, was to 
Hatfield. Another man, a fellow in a 
_Bat hat, appeared beside the· Mexican . . . 

A rider swung on a lathered, quirted 
horse, around a big re-d boulder,. and _ 
reined up� - The Ranger recogni_zed 
him at once. It was Joe Green, the 
self-appointed sheriff of · Whiteville . 
The Mexican trail guard and his mate, 
who had been lying in- the chaparral 
on the path leading into Skeleton 
Canyon, step.ped into full vie� ·as . 
Green sang out, -.. 

"Black-and-red, friend !" . - "Oh howdy, Green," . the flat-hat 
said, while the Mexican in .the peaked 

· som·brero, dark face touched by a 
black mustache and sweeping side
burns,. t:elaxe-d at the password. 

"Even in', Swartz. Is Gonzales here ? 
I've got important orders for him." -

"Yeah, he'$ in at the camp." 

under the bulge o-f the cliff, so the OE GREEN rode on, passed the 
smoke did- not rise up naturally but sentries. Hatfield, ears wide, 
broke agains� the stone and dis.sipateg. tried to overhear further challenges, 

Strain�ng h-is ears, he thought he but could not if there were any. The 
heard· among the piping plaints of sentinels retired into their hidden 
birds 

· 

and insects, a faint sound of - bivouac. again and in the cracklings _ 

men�s_ voices. they made, Hatfield retreated back 
But he could not see any way to . from the danger spot. 

enter Skeleton Canyo-n undetected Night was at hand. Up on the can
by those below. At only a few points yon rim, the Ranger racked his brain 
did the steep walls fall away, and these in . an - effort to fig'ure how he might 
were too exposed for use while it was enter the den of the killers. He knew 
light, at . least. the password, overheard_ as Green ·bad 

The last sky illumination was al- given it, but he couldn't walk through, 
most gone. Near Baldtop, which was in his present guise. 
lowering darkly on its east face and He drew back, away from the faint 
glowing ruby red toward the setting trail whic_h ran north and south, be
sun, a large flock of crows winged off tween Hudspeth and Old Mexico. In 
-from the trail. Someone, the Ranger the dimness, a heaven-sent opportu
decided, was appr,oaching. He went nity was sent him, as a bravo, no doubt _ 

back toward Baldtop and heard loose one of Gonzales' riders came trotting 
stones rctlling under the swift hoofs along the path from the south. 
of a ha:rd·ritid.en. horse, down below. The man was dark and narrow of . He· ChoSe a spot 'ClOJer to the canyon face.- He had bold, upturnin.g· mus
end than when he had crossed earl_i�r. � taches and wore a high-peaked ·som
It: _.was._ a _ridge t-�at ran up ·and down brereo trimmed _ with gold braid. 
and hid_

-
him as he carefully descend-ed Around his slim shoulders hung a silk . . . . . . . - - . . 
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riding .cape, a handsome garment field's fist clubbed ·ttle bravo's chin, 
whic·h he wore from pride alone, for . dazing him. The st�rtled horse was 
it was very warm. · tearing and snorting in fright. Hat� 

The Ranger challenged him, voice field held on for· dear . life, cutting off 
tense but low. the Mexica�'s wind, �nd at last the 

u H alto! The password!" bronco quieted, and _the man i n  front 
"Negro y rojo black-and-red," re- of Hatfield- -went limp • . 

plied the bravo at once, in Spanish and Ten -minutes later the tall officer 
then English. He cursed his mustang rode the hairy little mustang down 

• 

as the startled animal reared in alarm the trail. The Mexican lay - back in . 
at the sudden apparation rising from the monte, bound hand · and foot with · 

- the brush. -
· · · . a gag sealing his l�ips. · · . 

_ 

- . - . 
. . 

. . - . . . . . 
When the Mysterious and Dreaded Shotgun Riders Harass 

-. . . . 
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u Bueno good! Pass, friend," Hat
field growled, and s�epped out on the 
n.arrow trail. 

The Mexican was busy for the mo
ment with his horse, fighting the beast 
for control and with �he genius of his 
race at such work. The hairy mustang 
had whirled ·C\round, and Hatfield was 
just be;hind them. Without hesitatio� 
the Ranger ·made his leap. He was up · 
�ehind the fellow, a powerful hand 
- and arm coming around to grip _ the 
M·ex_ican's scrawny throat. Then I:;Iat-

Darkness had .descended upon the 
Red Hills with the suddenness of a 
velvet blanket. Hatfield was wearing 
the Mexican's outfit, the peaked som
brero pull.ed ·down to. his eyebrows , 
and strapped tight. He had smeared · 
his face with red clay; darkening his 
bronze complexion. The clQalt hung 
from his hunched-up . shoulders and . 
his long legs were pulled up nearly 
leyel with h-is s_��t. ;�e went right on 
down to. the �r�il and .rode boldly to� 
ward the spot . where · he. knew the. 
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··guards . were hidden, watching the 
trail into Skeleton Canyon. 
. The challenge came. 

tf H alto the password !'' 
"Negro y rojo black-an'-red," Hat

field said at once. In colloquial Span
ish he added, "I  must speak to El J efe 
tonight." 

_ � 

"He's in there. Go on." 
- The mustang seemed. to know the 

. way. It went .on through a narrow 
gap and the canyon floor widened out. 
The path ran alongside the str�am 'for 
a time, then diverged to the right and 
the Ranger, after a mile - r-un, saw a 
faint red glow straight ahead among 
the trees. 

. Men were thick as fallen leaves 
in t�e canyon Texans and Mex
icans, the gangs of Dred Prescott 
and Pablo Gonzales, united for the 

. blow against the county folk. As Hat
field had deduced from the vapor he 

- - had smelled, they had a fire going in 
a big, scooped-out cavern und�r the 
cliff. 

They could keep powder, ammuni
tion, weapons and saddles,. even sleep 

- there if they wanted she-lter. · 

Hatfield dropped� off h_is mustang, 
leaving it with the great band in the 
flat. He saw, under the shading som
brero brim, fierce-eyed killers· loung:. 
ing _around, some working at guns or 
_gear, others drinking, eating or talk .. 
· ing with one another. The Texans 
were at the lower end of the camp, 
hanging together, perhaps seventy of 
them. The Mexicans, as many or 
_more, were at the other end. 

Hatfield started - that · way. · He . 
slouched: �long, trying to hide his 

. size and height by scrunching down in 
the draped cloak. Then he heard a 
shrill female voice. 
· "You see my sweetheart, Dred, 

Joe ?"  she demanded. 
Hatfield stopped, squatted down. 

He began to· roll .a quirly. Beyond 
a few -glances, no attention was paid 
him. The - two gangs had recently 
Joined forces and newcomers were 
still arrivi ng, an'swering . the call of 
Pablo Gonzales. 

T,he woman who had spoken . .  was 
Conchita tronzales. She stood close . - . -

. . . . 

- . . • 

to the giant figure· of her outlaw 
.father. Pablo yawned, white teeth 
gleaming in the pinkish light. He had 
evidently just been aroused from sleep 
to talk to Green. . In answer to the 

· girl's question,_ Green said impatient
ly, "Yeah, yeah, Conchita, Dred' s fine. 
He sent word yuh was to go ahead and 
do as the Boss says. It's a jo_b for a 
wo�an, savvy ? Git goin', pronto/' · · · 

"Si� si, I go. I go · n.ow. We weel 
be �t. Guzm� by daybreak." · 

"Good girl." · 

Green stared at Pablo Gonzales. + • • � 

Hatfield thought he saw the ·big- depu-
ty ·wink. Gonzales shr:ugged ;  Green 
signalled behind ·conchita's back, and 
frowned. Gonzales understood. He 
turned to his men, and gave swift or
ders, designating twenty Mexicans to 
act as an escort to Conchita. � 

"Guzman that must be across the 
border, near the lake," mused Hatfield. 
"Now� what kin_d of job could Conroy 
have for Conchita ?" 

• 

CHAPTER XIV 

Unexpected Trouble 

VERY action graceful, the beau
tiful young Mexican girl went 

to the cave, one side of which had -
.been screene-d off by a blanket for bet 
use. She picked up her hat there, 
and a man was called, who brought 
out her saddle and got her mustang 
ready to ride. While she was busy, 

- Green seized Pablo Gonzales' arm and 
led him aside. Hatfield got up and 
slouched closer, _straining his ears. A 
boulder helped him get closer, and he 
leaned aga�nst on� side of it, just able 
to hear Green's quick words. 

"Listen, Gonzales, Prescott's dead. 
He was shot by that. big Ranger hom- · 
bre that kilt yore son ! - Keep it to 
yoreself. Conchita mustn't know. 
She'd fty off the handle and we need 
her for that job. The Boss had to 
change his plans, savvy ?" 

"Yi, yi," ·grunted Gonzales, swear
ing in a low voice. �'Conchita my 

-

-

-. 
. . . •• • 

J. • • • • • . .  - .· -· 
� . - . . . . . . 

' . .... . ... '• . ·' . . , . 
� 

.· . . . ·:·: ' :· . .. 
. . . . . . ' . . . . . . . 

.. -

-
... 

-. -. ':". 

. � .. 

'· . . -. "'· � 
-. . · . .  

.. . ' 



• . � . . - . 
.. 
. 

. . . 

.. ' 
..,; , . . . . +. ·- ... • .  

. . -� . ' 

. 
--. . . . . . - . . .. . · : : . . ' ... . . . . . · c: . . . · •. 

� 

·. . . - .·� . 
' 

. 
. . 

. . • l •.  . . - ' . . . .. . . . . 
' . 

. 

. 

.. 

. .· 
. . ... 

. . 
- .. 

... . 
. - ... 

-

--

. .. - . ' . . . . . 

-
. . 

. . . 
. . . -

. 

. 

• 

' . ' 

• 

. " . . . . 

poor -baby·! Her heart she weel break. 
Firs' Rafael, now her lovai�e !" 

"Hold yore nerve," Green warned. 
'-'Keep yore boys here, ready, till yuh 
hear from us. It won't be long." 

They moved off, voices lost in the 
shuffle. Hatfield could · not follow as 
they went to the fire, and he could not 
take a chance on showi-ng himself in 
the full light. He shifted his posi-

. tion, appar�ntly busy, so that �o �ne 
would �hallenge or speak to hi_m. The 
score of dark-faced Me-xicans picked 
by-Gonzales as Conchita's escort were 
strapping on their carbines and pistol 
belts, saddling up their _hairy mus-
tangs. · . 

Gonzales sang o.ut a command . . The 
twenty men stepped to a wooden box 
standing by the side of the cave and 
Hatfield saw them dip their hands into 
it, then apply their ha�ds to their 
faces, rubbing their cheeks with what
ever was in the box. As one after 
another turned away from the box, 
Hatfield saw their faces were black . 

He had placed the gangs, and from 
what Green had said, knew they would 
not move for a time. Wh�at' Conchita's 
''job'' was, he could not guess, but he 
had found out enough so that he could 
lead an attacking party on the cany'!n· 

He eased toward the box where a 
, 

Mexican · had just ·stooped down to 
blacken his face. Gonzales had gone 
over to the� other side, Green to find 
a drink from a bottle in the cave. Hat
field-bent down and took some of the 
black powder. He rubbed his cheeks, 
and blacked his face with the stuff. 
Then, he strolled oyer, picked a mus
tang .and saddled up. 

Conchita· was ready to ride. She · was pretty as a picture, and . it was 
difficult to believe she was a bandit's 
woman, dflughter of one, and in love 
with another killer who had received 
his desserts at Ranger hands. 

In the confusion of the departure, 
Jim Hatfield rode out at the tail end 
of the c�ravan of Mexicans, hunched 
over his bronco. He passed the sentry 
post, and the horses climbed up to the . 
east side of Skeleton Canyon, and 
started on the route to Mexico. 

Hatfield hung behind, and as · the 
• 

) 63 

trail swung in and· out, he was able 
to. drop out Qf sight completely in the 
soft night. He sat the hairy mustang 
for a minute, listening to the faint 
sounds of the retreating Mexicans .. 
·Then he· turned his horse and rode to 
pick up Goldy; well-pleased with his 

· fresh information. 
• 

T took Hatfield over two· hours 
to · work back in the darkness to 

. . 

, 

the _point-wh�re he had left the golden � 

sorreL To return to the Crow Foot 
by the faint, devious �n�mal trails 
he had use·d on his way to ·Skeleton 
Canyon was practically impossible;· 
he would be all ·night making a few 
miles. · 

The change in plans forced on Con
roy by Hatfield's killing of Dred Pres
cott, leader of the black riders, ·had 
given him vital time ne·eded in which 
to collect the ranchers and strike at 
the great band of gunmen marshalled 
by Co�roy, Green and Gonzales. . .  . · 

The Ranger had been living on 
snatches of sleep for days. Now he 
could rest. At the crack of dawn, 
when he could see to move faster, he 
could reach the Crow Foot with little 
loss of ·precious hours. 

As greyness touched the Sierra 
Roya, Hatfield rolled out of his blan
ket, had a drink ap.d a short breakfast. 

.He saddled up, turning loose the hairy 
mustang he had ta�en from the out- -
law camp and . headed back for the 
Ctow Foot. 

"Wonder if Bancroft's home yit," 
he mused. "That wound wasn't so 
bad as it looked.,' 

About three o'clock he drove up 
the long lane to the ranch, and hailed 
the cowboy sentries, who nodded si
lently and let hiin �hrough. 

"Is the Boss home ?" Hatfield asked 
the foreman, as he pulled up in the 
corral yard. 

"Yeah, he's here," grunted the cow- . 

boy. . . 

Hank Vern on came out on the side 
porch, and Hatfield waved to him. 
After turning the golden sorrel loose 
in the corral, he went over to join his 

· friend. · 
"Howdy, Vernon. Everything,s. set . . 
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.. . 
I found· 'em. They're all up in Skele
ton Canyon and they'll be �here long 
e·nough for us to strike." 

Hatfield spoke in a low voice; his 
information was valuable and must be 
kept secret. Vern on was a trusted 
lieutenant, and the Ranger counted 
on him to whip toge_ther the cowmen 
of the Red Hills for the attack on 
their enemies. · 

Hank Vernon looked· straight into 
Hatfielc}'s eyes an·d the officer had· a 
queer feeling that something was 
wrong . . Vernon dropped his gaze, 
muttered s-omething, then turnea on 
his heels and growled, "C'�on in, Jim. 
Bancroft's home." · · 

Hatfield scratched his head, . and 
trailed Vern on through the cool, big 
room 'to a square chamber on the op
posite side of the huge house. Ban
croft was _lying on his b�d. He was 
dressed except for his boots and Stet-

. s.on . 
·. . "Afternoon, Bancroft. How yuh 
feelin'?" asked Hatfield, taking a chair 
by the bed. 

"I'm feelin' okay," Ban �eplied. 
�'The wound ain't botherin' yuh 

· much? "  � 

· "The wound ain't botherin' me 
much." . . 

Something · _was wrong. Hatfield 
sensed it; began to probe for it .. Hank 

-

Vernon stood at the foot of the bed, 
· a hand on the footboard; Hatfield saw 
that Hank's knuckles were white, he 
was gripping the wood so tight. 

"I hope," Hatfield drawled, "that 
Vernon-'s got yore friends in line, and 
ready to strike, B.ancroft. This is 
the moment. We can be at Skeleton . . 

. Canyon by midnight and hit them 
. right in their den." 

ANCROFT was frowning. He 
met the Ranger's eye. "Now 

looka here, Ranger ! I 'm obliged and 
all that but we've .changed our plans. 

' we've decided to' srt tight." 
' 

.:· Hatfield got up. · He glanced quick-
ly at Vernon, who cried, "Jim ! Yeah, 

. . . ' 

· I told him who yuh are but I dtdn't 
.:iell nobody else. It ain't my fault
,· not Ban's either." . . . : . . · ,,.1 T.here was a sickly y�llow · hu� u.� -

• 

der the huge rancher's tanne_d cheeks. 
Hatfield had ascribed it to the wound, 
but now he realized Bancroft was in a 
terrible state of mind, almost crazy 
and holding himself . in by sheer 
·strength. of- his will: Vernon was in 
the same fix. He kept licking his lips 
and there were dark circles under -his 
youthful eyes. . . . 

"What's wrong ? "  Hatfield � de
man-ded. 

"� uthin'/' said - Bancroft quick
.
ly. · 

"We give yuh our thariks, Jim, and 
hope yu·h won't hold -it agin us. We 
ain't got ariy ·need for yore help, and 
I'm sorry we troubled yuh. I'm wore 
out. I reckon I better grt some sleep&" 
·He turned on his side, back to Hat
field. 

Hatfield wheeled and left the room. 
Vernon came out a minute later, and 
the Ranger gripped his wrist. · 

uc'mon, let's have it, Hank." · 
"What yuh mean ? "  
"Yuh know� what I mean. Did yuh 

figger after all this that I'd ride back 
to Austin and call it quits ?" ;Hatfield 
was angry but at the same time ·he 

· 

was puz�led. · 
''If yuh keer about us at all, Jim, 

do that." Vernon was entirely mis
erable. 

"Where's Ellen ? "  Hatfield asked, so 
suddenly that Vernon jumped . 

Vernon was a trifle slow in reply-: 
in g. ''We we left her in Whiteville 
with her aunt." . . . 
· Hatfield knew he had hit it. His 
thoughts fairly raced through his keen 
mind. 

"Yuh're lyin', Vernon.· They've kid
. naped Ellen, haven't they ? " 

"Yes." 
Hatfield drew in a deep breath of the 

warm afternoon . air. Now he under
stood. 

"How'd they git her?" he demanded. 
"There were four of our men out

side her door and others within call . . 
It was the middle of the night and 
she was asleep. A couple of drunks 
took the boys' attention. While _ they 
were· makin' this fuss, oth·ers of our 
enemies got through a window, ·gag
ged her, and toted .her out." 

Hatfield .. turned . this over · .in · ·his 
• 
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• 

. · mi'nd. "Have yuh heard from Conroy 
yit ?" . 

' ''Yeah, indirect-like/' 
• 

• 

"I'll go back and talk to Bancroft. , 
B�ncroft turned sticken eyes on the 

tall man as Hatfield came back into 
the bedroom. 

"It's no use, Ranger," the rancher 
muttered� "I see Vernon's told yuh." 

"I said he'd worm it outa us if he 
didn't guess it," growled Vernon. 

"I ain't ·blamin' yuh, Hank." · To 
the Ranger he went on, . "�Call me a_ny
th!ng yuh like, a yeller skunk, a cow
ard, J im; 'but the fight's gone · out of 
me." I'll never lay eyes on her again 
if I don't do as " He broke off. 

"As Conroy tells yuh,"· Hatfield 
finished for him. · He sent word· he'd 
return yore daughter if yuh turned 
over yore ranch to his agents* didn't 
he?" 

- . 
safe ; nor would Con�oy's ranch. He'd 
savvy we'd look th�re fust · of all if 
·we started huntin', and Ellen would 
be too dangerous a witness for him 
to take to his house ;, 

"Jim,· I spoke · to· some ·of our 
. - . . 

frtends," Vernon broke in on his rev-
erie, "and they was ·agreeable to 
bandiri' together as yuh said. Buf we 
had to call it ·off. " 

� 

Hatfield nodded. His anger against 
Bancroft and Vernon· had subsided. 

. � 

No� _he ·was trying to figure how to 
save Ellen and at the same time defeat 
Conroy. .Green arid - Conroy had 
roused many people of the Red Hill� 
against him, by lies, by. false actions. 
He needed Vernon· and Bancro·ft, lead
ers iri the community, to collec� the 

. necessary fighting men he must hav�, 
in a hurry. Delay might prov� f�tal. 
While Bancroft and Vernan were 
ready to give up everythi�g in their 

• 

"That's ·it," growled · Vernon. "I'm 
qui ttin', too, Jim. I� d like to fight but 

· nuthin' I got is as valuable as Ellen. 
Ban and me figger on movin' to _a new 
range and settin' up fresh. If yuh 
horn in, and keep pressin' the black 
riders, yuh'll be the cause of Ellen's 
death." - · 

. attempt to save Ellen, there were 
many more people involved, the luck
less . inhabitants of the ·sierra Roya 
against whom Conroy no doubt would 
hurl his lawless, murder.ous- legions. 
as soon as he had settled Bancroft's 
hash. Surrender to the black riders 
did not mean safety. The Phillips had 

A TFIELD was silent for a time. sold out, and then had died by outlaw 
He could not reproach · them. guns. 

They w�re in sheer agony. Conroy So stunning had been the defection 
had. chosen the one method by which of Hank Vernon an.d Bancroft, who 
to break the · spirits of these two. · had disappointed him as he moved · . 

·"Co�.roy - didn't reach yuh direct, along the dangerous trail left by the -
did he?" he asked at Jast. _horrible Conroy, that other thoughts 

"No, he didn't. An hombre from had been swept from his head. But 
Whiteville who's a friend of Conroy's now his mind began clicking again, 
come ridin' · to the ranch. He talked and suddenly he had it. 
to me, but said nuthin' straight. How-. '''Conchita !"  he mused. "Now I 
ever, it .�ounted to what we,ve told · savvy what that job of hers is!" 

. y�, Without the shadow o"f a doubt, the 
''Conroy's mighty slippery/' Hat- task relegated to the beautiful Mex

field remarked aloud. ''He covers him- ican dancehall girl was to watch over 
self ev'ry move he· makes." Ellen Bancroft as she was held in her· 

If he arrested Conroy, provided he hidden prison ! 
could find him now, how much good Hatfield-'s grim face was a mask, 
would that d·o? Conroy-had already hi�ing his racing thoughts . . 
been tried for murder and got away "Guzman ! That's it . . They're run · 

with it. He _no doubt had lying wit- Ellen across the Rio Grande into Mex
nesses ready to supply him with neces- ico_!" He -turned it all over. The task 
sary alibis� 

· 

· of smashing the black riders and Go·n-
. "Where would they take her· and zales' Mexicans was one where he ·· ... 

. -hold . h.er ?" he thought\� to himself. needed a : striking . £orce. B�ncroft 
'·'W·hitevi11e ?_ No, that wouldn't be could ·supply the necessa�·y· .fighters_;. . . . - . . 
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but .Bancroft was. broke.n, because with one of the cinches of his double-
Ellen was in the hands of the foe. · fire saddle. . 

''I'll go down and fetc.h her back," "Would yuh mind takin' hold on the 
he decided. other side, ·Hank?" ·asked Hatfield. "I  

can't seem to git her tight. 

. . 
CHAPTER XV 

- -

· Ranger's_ Chance 

-� . 
GURING that if he could pick 

�up Ellen and run her bac!t · to 
safety, Bancroft would 'brace and rally 
his friends, Jim Hatfield _resolved to 
tisk his life in a re·scue attempt. He 
needed Hank Vern on, but doubted 
that Hank would dare move against 
the ·�nemy if he knew what Hatfield 
contemplated. A slip might prove 
fatal to Vernon's sweetheart. · 

"Okay, "Bancro ft,�' Hatfield said 
aloud, with a shrug of his broad shoul
ders. "The Ran.gers won't horn in 
where they ain't wanted by decent 
folks like yoreself. I reckon Conroy's 

· won this pot." 
· Bancroft heaved a sigh · of relief. 
"Good, Jim. We · was afeared yuh'd 
keep on i.ri spite of anything we could 
say and that would mean Ellen might 
be killed. Yuh ridin' on?" 

"I reckon I might as well. Vernon, 
¥Vould yuh come along a ways? 

-T here's some · .things I'd like to tell 
yuh. · Yuh kin tend to them when I'm 
gone.�' 

"Okay," agreed Hank. .. Vernon tr�iled the tall man outside, 
and while the Ranger made Goldy 
ready for a long ride, Hank saddled 
Blueboy. · · Mounted, the two stalwart 

• • 

young Texans rode toward the ma1n 
road leading to Whiteville and event
ually the Pecos. 

Hank Vernon kept . apologizing, 
justifying Bancroft's surrender. Hat
field clucked his lips in sympathy, say- . 
ing little until they were some miles 
from the ranch. _ 

"Dawggone that cinch," exclaimed 
the Ranger . . "It keeps lettin' go. , · · 
· He dismounted, as Blueboy forged 
ahead a few feet. Vernon pulled up 

. -while Hatfield: appeared to be fiddling 

· Vernon d·ismounteo and went to the -

opposite flank of the sorrel. 'Blueboy, 
reins dropped, waited patiently. · 

"Why, I don�t see nuthin' wrong " 
began Vernon. He stopped short, for 
the long legs of the R'inger were no 
longer visible under Goldy and Ver;.. 
non ·heard his friend right behind him. 

"I don't want to wing yuh, Hank," 
Hatfield said coolly, ''but I'll ha:fta if 
yuh make a break !" 

"What'·s the idea?" growled Ver
non, staring into the blue-black muz
zle of the big officer's Colt .45 . 

"Raise yore hands, and unbuckle 
your gun-belt." · · _ 

His face a dark study-, Vernon 
obeyed. He had seen Hatfield in ac
tio� artd anyway, he would not fig\tt 
aga1nst the Ranger who had come . to 
the Sierra Roya to help the cowmen. 
He did not understand at·all . what Jim 
Hatfield meant to do. · 

Carefully h·e undid the strap of 
his big · belt, which supported his 
guns, let the loop drop around his 
spurred boots, and stepped away, his 
hands elevated. A fighter, Hank Ver
non did not like to surrender, but he 
was so amazed that he could think of . 

nothing to do about this strange situ-
• at1on. . 

· �'Bueno,, Hatfield said pleasantly�� 
''Kin I have yore word of honor yuh 
won't try to escape, Hank, or shall I 
tie yqre hands down fast to the sad-. die-horn?" · . ' 

Vernon frowned. "It depends where 
we're goin'. Am I under arrest, 
Ranger?" 

"Call it that. For yore own good. 
What do yuh say? Shall yuh ride 
free and easy or hooked up like an 
outlaw?" · 

_ 

Hank licked his mustached lip. "I 
don't savvy why yuh're doin' this. · I 
got to be at the Crow Foot." 

"Shore. Yuh sent a reply to Conroy 
and yuh're expectin' his messenger 
back again with the tern1s and instruc
tions," Hatfield replied chee.rfully. 
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"Bancroft will hafta handle all that." 
- Vernon shrugged. ''Yuh have my 

word of honor," he growled. "But I'll . 
never forgive yuh for this." 

Hatfield did not answer. He watched 
Vernon climb on Blueboy. Then he 
mounted, and they swung off the road, 
taking a faint trail Jeading over the 
red southern ridg�s of the Sierras. 
Hatfield stayed slightly to the rear 

. but he knew ·he could trust Vernon. 

. . . -

o the face of the la�ndscape, . and the· 
· · ·earn of the moon on a small body- o� 
water. . . . . 

• 

T was like an oasis in the desert. 
- . 

All was· silent; save for the piping _ 

of night insects. No lights could be 
seen. . 

"Keep yore ·nerve, Hank/' H�tfield 
warned. "That's where they're holdin' 
Ellen." · · -

Such a man would die before he broke 
. his sworn word. 

"What!"· stammered Vernon, nearfy 
-

On they rode, leaving the ranches 
behind, arid striking into· the wild 
country that interposed between Hud
speth and Mexico. ·The sun set and 
stars twinkled out in the heavens. A 
chun� of golden moon gave a little 
more light. 

"How far we go in', Ranger?" V er
non queried in a cold voice. 

"Guzman. Ever hear tell of it?" 
- -"Yes. It. lies jist across the Rio 
Grande. There's a little lake _there, 
and a few dobie shacks with thatched 

- roofs. Why?" 
"I'll tell yuh why when we git near. 

Yuh reckon we kin make- it 'fore next 
dawnin'?" � 

"Easy, if_we hustle. We oughta be 
there by two or three o'clock.·" · . · . 

"Lead the· way and hustle·. The 
quie_ker we git to Guzn1an, the sooner 
yuh git back to the Crow Foot." 

· Under this impetus, Vernon led 
Hatfield to a fairly wide steer track 
which they were able · to . follow 
through the night with a reasonable 
degree of speed. The moon was up 
over Baldtop, some miles to their left . 
as they headed south for the Rio 
Grande. · . -

Hours later they crossed the ·muddy 
river into Mexico. Great cacti thrust 
their tortuous arms ·to the milky sky. 
The hot wind blew grit 'in their faces, 
whipping at their strapped hats. Sapd 
was the chief· footing, for they were 
in the unproductive- deserts of Chi;. 
huahua. -

"The�e's Gi1zt11an," Hank Vernon 
.. 

growled after a short interval. · 
Hatfield instantly pulled up, Blue

·�Y obeying the jerk of hls reins, too. 
A�he�d,. lfatfield could see· -.dark blobs • ,· • • • # • • . - . . 

jumping out of his saddle. � 

. "I'll lay yuh a thousand to a dough
nut. We're go in' to take he-r out.'' · �

"But .but w�y didn't yuh tell 
me ?" . 

"Because I wasn't shore even then 
yuh'd come. I need yuh to take he .r 
back home when she's free. S.ayvy·? 
Yuh're to stick here and hold the 
horses, and be ready." 

''I· will. But how ?" -
''Don't make any noise. The wind's 

away from there but there's a passel 
of armed bandits . watchin' the spot." 

Vern on could scarce I y contain his . 
excitement, his ·anxiety. He watched 
as Hatfield pulled · off his Stetson, 
hung it on Goldy's saddle-horn; he 
substituted moccasins "for his spurred 
riding boots. 

"Wait here for me," ordered the 
Ranger. "I'll be back. She may be 
-with me, so don't fail us." 

Hatfield slipped away,, keeping to -
�he shadows . .  cast by the huge cactus 
growths. Where the waters of the 
lake irrigated the desert, larger trees 
grew and under these were built the 
home-s of those who dwelt in Guzman. - It was a small Mexican settlement 
off the beaten track, and the few in-
habitants, beside_s dQing a profitable · 
business selling food and tequila to 
Gonzales and his bandit crew, ran · 
half-wild, long-horned steers in the 
chaparral for a living and raised large 
numbers of pigs. His work- as a Texas . . 

Ranger often taking him into Mexico, 
according to the reciprocal and tacit · 
agreement _between Range�:s and Ru
rales, -the Mexican police, Hatfield h·aa· _ 
seen many villages of the same kind 
as Guzman. . . · . · 

A genius at scou�1n
.
g; he worked_ i_n, · · . . . . . ' . 
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· _checking the buildings of the sleep
·. ing town. He was staking·everything 
· on Ellen Bancroft being here and on 
his ability to snatch her from the 
harids of her captors. Though so 
much depended on the_ success of this 
foray, he was careful, unhurried, and 
the blood in his veins_ ran cool. No 
exciteme.nt or apprehension disturbed 

·his swift reflexes. . 
'�We'll need an extra hotse for he_r ," 

he mused, as he· . sq.uatted behind a 
. . huge, spined cactus, pee-ring through 

the gloom at a good-s.iz�d hacienda, 
the largest building in the town. It 
had a wall made o.f stakes with thick 
vi-nes growing on it; and the gate was 
closed. He could· see the white of the 
·adob�-brick walls, and the thick shape 
of the thatched roof peeping over the 
enclosure. 

Making. the rounds, he did not see 
any other stru;cture �that might be used 

· · as a prison for Ellen Bancroft. Most 
of them were small, poorly built huts, 
the hovels of peons shared by animals 
and innumerable offspring. He canie 
back to the large place with the stock
ade around it, and on the shadowed 
iide, crept up to the wall. 

He was j
.
ust tall enough to look over 

through a gap in the palings._ · There 
was a good..;sized yard. He saw the 
rear of the hacienda and swore to him
self as he_ noted the up-and�down lines 

. . against the windows. Iron bars! It 
complicated the task, for he would 
have a difficult time prying loose the 
steel ·bars set in the openings. 

MAN coughed faintly. It was 
· close_ at hand, and Hatfield 

ducked his bare head. A cigarette 
glowed and the Ranger saw · a slim, 
dark figure walk d�wn the side of the 
- hacienda, a guard on patrol. The 
Mexican was carrying- a -rifle and ap
proached the rear of the house. On 
the other flank a second sentry paced, 
and they met, speaking to one another 
in. low tones,_ then· swinging to return 
on their beat. . 

"They've got her in th�re. That 
_cinches it," decided Hatfield. 

The · guards told him there w�s an _ 
. lrnp�rt.ant captive in the walled -ha.:"" 

.. 
. .. . . 

cienda. They also_- meant · he . would 
· have a more c;iifficult time in taking 
Ellen Bancroft out.. He must have 
spare horses. 

This -was compat:atively easy. He 
retired from the palisades and in a 
broken-down stable off from the 
s.hacks, he found mustangs, their hlgh
pronged, fancy saddles hanging pn the 
wall. . He muzzled two of them, using -
strips of his shi�t� and saddling . u_p, . 
led- them out and back to where the . -· uneasy _ Vernon awaited him. 

-

. "Jim that you? 
· 

Did _ yuh see 
her?" Hank was on pins and needles 
and whispered hoarsely, stepping to 
meet the Ranger. · 

"Take it easy. She's in there. ' I 
fetched out a horse for he. r. Now pull 
yoreself together and listen k_ee_rful. 
We're goin' to take . the horses - in 
closer, up behind the hQuse where 

. they're holdin' her. Yuh'll wait, and 
I'll pass her over the wall to yuh, 
savvy? Yuh're to put her on this 
back mustang I brought yuh and ride 
west ·at once. West, und·e�stand ?
They'll figge� yuh've rode nawth and 
they'll start that way. Kin yuh git 
back to the Crow Foot on another trail . . 
from the one we come down on?" 

"Yeah, I know a way ten mile west 
of here." 

Vernon spoke quietly. The time for 
· action had come and he pulled himself _ 

into line, cooling down. He _ nodded 
.as Hatfield . pointed out the darlt, 
ghostly shape of the hacienda with its 
palisades . 

''Do yuh need to muzzle Blueboy?" 
,.,No; he'll keep quiet if I tell him.') 
"Do it, then. Yuh'_ll hold four 

horses: Goldy, these two mustangs 
and Blueboy. One mustang's for El
len. Leave the other with its reins 
hitched to_ Goldy's saddle-horn. When· 
yuh start off, turn Goldy and the spare 
horse loose. Rememb�r, be where 
I've told yuh, and no matter what yuh 

� 

hear after yuh have Ellen, don't turn 
back!" 

Hank Vernon nodded. "I'll do jist 
what yuh say." 

"Okay. Here we go." 
"What yuh doin. ' now?'' asked Ver

non in a low voice, a·s Hatfield fum-- . 
·-.I 
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. · bled hurriedly at his saddle-bags. 
. 4'Gittin' ready." · Hatfield unrolled 
the fine felt sombrero he had used in . 

his ·foray into the enemy,s camp at 
Skeleton Canyon. He had the tight 

. Mexican pants, the cape, which he had 
taken from the bravo on the trail. In 
a jiffy the Range� had switched his 
costume and in the night, slouched 
down, hi's silhouette was that of a 
Mexican vaquero. He smeared dirt 

- on his face; and· Vernon stared at him, 
comprehending what ·he �as doing in 
disguising himself, although Hank 
had no idea of the bold. conception of 
the rescue· as planned by the tall, in
trepid officer . 

The barred windows, the sentinels, 
the fact that be had no way of finding 
in which room they might be keeping 
Ellen Bancroft, had made stealth im
possibie. The· Ranger realized that he 
must resort to trickery, and his quick 
mind had seized upon the insolently 

· brave plan he was now putting into 
execution. It would be make or break; 
he· would succeed or he did not think 
of failure. He was counting on the 
use of psychology. He knew Mexi
cans and their rea�tions in times of 

, 

stress. . 
Mounting one of the hairy mus

tangs, he said, "Count to a h_undre4, 
then swing ·a - wide circle and come 
along the lake shore till yuh're where 
the shadows of them tall trees on the 
bank'll let yuh in to the back of the 
hacienda. Pay no attention to what 
yuh·hear, savvy?" 

"I got it. " Vernon gripped the tall 
man's slim,· powerful hand. "I'll be 
there, Jim." . -

He bega� to count under his breath 
as Hatfield reached down, unmuzzled 
the Mexican horse, and· cut over to the 
road leading into the settlement from 
the Rio Grande. 

· · 
CHAPTER XVI 

Adventure in Mexico 

• 

ICKING the beast's ribs with his 
high-heeled riding boots, the 

Ranger, . sent the · animal lunging 
. . . . 

• 

. . . 
straight toward the hacienda. - He 
headed for the double gates in front, 
·closed and barred on the inside for 
the night . . Under the cloak, his heavy 
Colts were foaded and ready in their 

. holsters·. . . 

-
· 

A hundred yards from the hacienda 
gates, �he Ranger set up a shrill howl-
• 1ng. 

"Ai-ai! Ai.:ai! Senorita · Conchita . · Senorita Conchita . ai-ai! Yi-yi-
Seiiori ta Conchita Gonzales " , . 

Men ran· toward the gates at his _ap
proach, startlingly noisy in the dark
ness. Sleepers awoke. itf the. hacienda. 

u H alto halt!" a guard shouted, rifle 
clicking-ready. '-'�ho are you? Why 
are you here?" .. 

"I come from the north ! Where is · 
Senorita Gonzales? Yi-yi yi-yi! Sefi ... 
ori ta Conchita ! Quick, I must · t�lk 
to the senorita!" He shrilled in col
loquial Spanish and the terrific excite-

. merit -in his voice communicated itself 
at once to the Mexicans. uQue lastima 
-what a pity. " 

- · 
A light sprang up in the house. A 

woman screamed in there. The bars 
were dropped and the Ranger rode 
through· the gates into the patio. 
Chains and bolts clanked and the front 

• 

door came open before him. Armed 
Mexicans clustered around him, all of 
them demanding in loud voices what 
was wrong. 

"Senorita Conchita your father · 
sent me! Ai-ai !" 

· The grief· and horror in his voice 
sent chills racing through the veins of 
the hearers. A slim form rushed from 
the open door . 

"What is it what's the matter?" 
Conchita Gonzales, · i,n a skimpy 

white dress thrown on over her night 
clothes, dashed out. 

"Senor Prescott esta muer-to! El 
pobrecito muerto! Prescott is dead 
--the·poor boy dead! Shot by the 
m u r d e r o u s  guns · of _the Texas_ 
Rurale " 

A piercing cry issued from Co.;n
chita's lips. She whirled around like 
a beheaded chicken. Hatfield threw-· 
himself from his horse, as the lVIex
icans crowded around the young. 
woman, cryi-ng in ·sympathy with_ he�. . ... 
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"No, 
-
no ! · He can-not be ·dead !" 

�cSi· ·esta muerto!', 
The wailing and shrieking rose with 

deafening din to the night sky. Con
chita was the tenter of all eyes, as she 
stormed and broke down in turn. A 
couple of -older women ran out to seize 
her in their arms. · Ta�ing advantage 
of the confusion, Hatfield slipped in 
the open door and 19oked quickly 

. tbout. · · . . -
A door opened to his left, near the 

back wing. A pale-faced young woman 
peeked out. It waa Ellen Ban�roft. 

He crossed at once, and ·she spoke to 
the apparent Mexican · in Spanish . 

"What is it, senor-? What's wrong 
tonight?" 
- A moment later he was beside her, - . 
touching her wrist. She recoiled but 
his whisper sent a sudden ftash of wild 
hope and _joy across her. pretty eyes. 

"I'm Jim _ Hank's right outside. 
- Kin we unlock that back door on yore 

wing from inside?" 
_ 

� "Oh, Jim I yes, yes '' 

HE drew back and he glanced over 
his shoulder . . The Mexicans were 

out there, shrieking, Conchita raising 
the heavens with her grief. 

A man ran inside, hands to his tem
ples. His · dar-k eyes saw the ·Ranger 

· by the door leading to the wing. 
"Messenger of bad news, " he 

growl�d, "why aren't you outside?'' 
He forgot his purpo.se in coming in, 

which was to pick up a· bottle of 
tequila to drown the horror he felt, 
and turned- to the wing. Ellen had 
drawn back into the darkness of the. 
bedro·om. _ 

"This way I must show you some
thing, " gasped Hatfield. "It is too 
terrible, amigo mi�" '' He took the 
Mexican's arm and Pl:llled him into 
the bedroom. 

"What is it?" demanded the excited 
guard. 

"This!" 
·. Hatfield's CQlt ·slammed down on 
the Mexican's head, and the bandit fell . . 
like a poleaxed steer. 
. The Ranger stepped over· the lax 
form, and Ellen took his hand. She 

· was trembling, in - excitement. 

. 
"Where's Hank? she asked, as she 

- led him toward the ·rear of the wing. 
"He's out there?" 

"Shore. · Waitin'. Hurry, -now." 
She had seen enough of her prison . to know the ·way out into the walled 

patio. A bolt and chain- undon-e, Hat
field pulled back the door and pee·ked 
outside. The - yard was empty here, 
for all had rushed around to the - front - . 
at the alarm. 

In a few· moments they were at the -
·high, ·thorned fence. Hatfield glanted 
through· the . gap. He -. saw Vernon 
coming in, leading the horses. "Ver
non!" h� called, softly. . ·· 

"Yeah, Jim, here I am! Is Ellen ?" 
"Come here and take her." · 

In his strong arms, .the Rang�r 
picked up the girl as though- she were 
a feather and lifted her over the

. 
top 

of the fence. Hank seized her and 
_ lower�d her to the ground: 

"Mount and ride, " ordered Hatfield. 
Hank helped the girl to Blueboy's 

back and mounted the Mexican horse. 
"Adios, Jim, good luck " he whis-. 

pered hoarsely. 
"Git! Soon ·as yuh're home, call yore 

fighters together !" 
As they started off in the dark shad

ows, loud yells sounded behind the 
Ranger, and he turned. 

''The messenger, the messenger ! · Where'� the vaquero who brought the . 
bad news?" 

. Armed men came hurrying through 
the house, and around the sides of the 
hacienda. They saw his tall, dark form 
as he wheeled to face them. 

"There he is! From where did you · come, vaquero?" shoute_d one in the 
lead. "Your bronco is not sweated. 
Did you lie to us or ?" 

A woman, one of the older ones, sud
denly scr�amed from inside, "She is 
gone the girl is gone!'' 

An exc�ted Mexican r�ised his gun, 
fired at Hatfield. The bullet whistled 
over his sombrero. He - drew a Colt, 
and to hold them, shot into the wall, 
cutting crunks of mud from the cor--ners. 

At his second volley, one of them 
yipped and staggered. - The rest scat
tered, leaping for cover. 

- -

• 

. -
- . - . -- - - -.. .. . .. . -. . . .. . . . . ·-" -- . . . - -· . -- -

. � . . -
. � -- -- -. -- . --· -- .. 

_ .  

... . . . , ·: . . 

-

. . ·.-·. . . . , ... . ' 
-

.... � 
. --



• 

. . - . . . 
. � . . .. . 
: . • ·. . ·!' . 

-
•• . . . 

. . , .. . 
...: . ' . . . . . . . .. . . .· --

...

.. 

. . . . . . - . . .: . . . .  . . . . . .  ·-. . . . 
. . . '• . : : . . 
t-. . . 
.,. . . 

.. . 

... . -·� . 
. 
. . 

-- . 
. . . . . . - - . . 

.. . . . 
. . : � .. . . . . 

, . 
. . .· 

' 

. . 

� .. 

.. _ . . .. -. -. 

-.. . 
.. 

. . ' . . . . ' 

. 

. . 
. . 

. ' 

, 

. . � . . . -
. . . • 

• . . . 

. . 
SIX-GUN HILLS 71 . 

. . 

-

Suspicions aroused, and now veri
fied, they prepared at once to take 
him. But Hatfield pouched . his gun, 
seized the top of the palings with both 
hands, and vaulted over. The' long, 
dried thorns of the thick vines 
clutched at his clothing, scratched ex
posed flesh. Heedless of all this, he 
scrambled over and landed on his 
hands and knees in the soft earth be-

. neath the p_alisades. . . . . 
Pandemonium was let loose in the . . 

�acienda. The guards were yelling to 
one anotl;ler, dashing toward the_ spot 
where he had disappeared� .Wild lead 
came ·over the palings, .as Hatfield 
picked himself up and lurched toward 
the ghostly shapes of the two horses 
near at hand. His wounded leg both
ered him and he couldn't run well . 
His whistle started Goldy toward him, 
dragging ,the Mexican horse, whose 
reins were wound around the horn of 
his saddle. 

Hatfield hit leather without touch
ing iron, jerked the sorrel's reins, and 
started around the lower end of the 
big enclosure. . 

As he rode, sk�rting the palisades, 
he glanced up when he came to the 
front side. . Men were pouring from 
the gates. 

"There they. go !" · 

T�ey saw the fleeting shapes beyond 
the circle of .light, pounding off, two 
hors�s bunched together. The Ranger 
kept the mustang on his right, so that 
his body and the big gelding partially 
blocked the view from the hacienda. 
In the uncertain light they assumed 
the girl was with him.. He sw�ng onto _ 
the road leading to the Rio Grande 
and the ·north, as they expected him 
to do, and pounded that way. · 

Quickly horses were brought forth, 
and the pursuit began. In the night, 
riding under the stars and the slice of 
moon, Hatfield stayed well enough in 
front so they ·could not make out that 
the second horse was not carrying 
weight. · 

Now and then he would return their 
wild gunfire to keep them occupied .. 
He led them on for seveJ;al miles, and 
they trailed him all the w·ay to the Rio 

.G rande, where he splashed over to the 

, . . . 
Texas shore. Many � of them pushed 

. . into the river and kept after him . . . In 
the wild land along the historic 
stream, the Ranger was hidden in the 
bloodwe_eds bunched thickly along the 

· banks. Guns · blared; their loads- hunt
ing him blindly. The Mexican horse 
was laboring. Hatfield had been hold
ing back the . swift sorrel. . Now he 
turned the stallion loose, driving him 
into thick chaparral up_ the shore . . 

ae swung north for the trail whieh . 
skirted Skeleton Canyon, taking c-are 
to shoot s.everal times to . hold ' his pur-
suers' attenti"on. · 

: · · 

He had given Vernot:t and Ellen a 
good start, and, with a satisfied back
ward glance at the enemy, he offered 
Goldy his head and the gelding drew · 
rapidly away from the stunted mus
tangs, flogged to bloody foam by their 
fierce riders. 

Keeping ·on the trail he had chosen, 
as the first smudge of dawn spoiled 
the night sky, Hatfield found he was 
nearing � the outlaw rendezvous. He 
hunted for loose shale before swing- . 
ing off into the brush, pausing to close 
the gap . made by his · horse when he · 
was inside the wall of branches and 
leaves. · Hiding his trail, he moved 
slowly, and finally stopped altogether 
on a little ridge which overlooked the 
trail. Rubbing Goldy dry, he waited .. 

. After an interval, he heard his pur� 
suers pass by on the trail over the · 
lower end of. S.keleton Canyon .. 

· 

He must sleep, rest from the terrific 
exertions he had undergone. Hidden 
in the . rocks and pines, he lay down, 
his· head on his saddle. 

"They'll report to . Gonzales," . he 
thought. "And then what ? Gonzales 
will send a messenger pronto to Con
roy, askin' for · orders. What will 
Conroy do ?" l 

TH Ellen Bancroft no longer 
a h·ostage, the positions of the 

two factions had radically changed. � 

Ban Bancroft no longer would fear 
to �ght. . 

"Conroy'll try for a wipe-out, a mil
lion to one," he mused. "It's his ·only 
chance now. He'll h_it, hopin' to mop 
up 'fore we kin be set.-" .

. 
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A mass battle was shaping up, as 
the Ranger sparred with his invisible 
adversary, Mi chael Conroy. Hatfield 
could not take any chances of not be
ing · ready for it. Hank Vernon and 
Ban Bancroft could now carry out his 
orders to collect their friends. They 
had been relieved .b y  Hatfield's work 
of the horrible torture ·which Conroy 
bad imposed upon them when he stole 

. Ellen away. . . . . 
. 

Hatfield was aware of the keen bold
ness or" his arch-enemy� ·Conroy kept 
himself in the clear, so far as the law 
went, never doing · · anything he 
couldn't squirm out of. _ He would 
not take part in the battle, that was 
certain, but he would order it through 
trusted lieutenants. And if it were 
suc·ce·ssful, Conroy would seize the 
lion's share of the loot . 

"Attack, and right awe�:y, is his only 
answer/' · decided . Hatfield as he 

. . dropped off to sleep. 
A few hours later he aroused, feel

ing refreshed. He tended the ·sorrel, 
saddled up and checked his guns. Af
ter a quick drink from his warm can
teen, he started to work 9own past the 
point where the ·canyon trail guards 
were posted . . lt was slow going and the 
sun beat with intense ferocity .on the 
chaparral an-d woods. 

. He reached 'the toes of Bald top, the 
mountain landmark around which the 
little creek which had made Skeleton -

Canyan brawled its way to the Diablo 
River. A flash in the sky, over the 
trail which ran in from the range
lands, warned him, as did birds mov
ing from over the rough way, that 
someone was coming. He dis� 
mounted, - and crept over, peeking 
down into the ravine as the rider came . . 
down, hitting the trail that led into 
the outlaw rendezvous . 

It was Joe Green, the young deputy 
who had taken Sheriff Williams' place. 
Green was · evidently taking Dred 
Prescott's place as· conroy's chief lieu
tenant. He was in a hurry, and his 
horse · was · heavily lathered, as he 

· quirted th.e big animal on. . 
"That's it,"· ruminated Hatfield, 

· -watching Green dash on toward Skele
.t9-P -Cany�n. "Just as I figgered, he's 

: b��ngin' Cbn_roy's orders to Gonzales." . . . . . 

. -

The Ranger moved on, picking up 
- Goldy, leading his · pet through the 
difficul_t places, until he was around 
Baldtop and could take to the open 
trail, m�les from the · bandit hideout. 

· Then he made tracks for the · Crow -

Foot, pulling in at supper time. 
Wagons and saddle horses stood in 

the big yard about Bancroft's. . Armed 
men, ranchers of the district, were all - . 
aroitrid. Women an·d children had . . 
bee_n brought over to the Crow Foot, � 

and were e'ncamped inside the �big 
hacienda. Hatfield was greeted with 
a cheer by the co�boys ·as he rode 
up . . . 

ANK VERNON came hurryi�g 
outside. He had been on the go · 

all day, dispatching messengers to call 
-in the ranchers to battle. . 

Hatfield strode inside, Vernon at . . 
his .flank. Ban Bancroft was sitting 

· up in· a chair �n his bedroom. Close 
beside him was Ellen. Eagerly aan
croft shook the Ranger's hand, while 
both father and daughter . thanked 
him for what he had done. 

Strategy occupied t h e  Ranger's 
mind. He had a fair idea now of the 
immediate district, and he was · prac
tically sure that .Conroy would at
tack the big Crow Foot first. It was 
the heart of the resistance to his de-

• stres. 
"Hide them wagons and keep these � 

folks outa sight," Hatfield told Ver-
. non. "Conroy-'ll likely send in scouts 
'fore he hits and I don't want him to 
savvy how many fightin' men we got." 

"I told 'e·m all to come over keer-
� 

ful-like," Hank said. "There'll be 
more along jist after -dark." 

The silver star, set on silver circle, 
emblem of the ·great Texas Rangers, 
was pinned to Hatfield's shirt as he 
moved among the ranchers and cow
boys of the district. Awe was· writ
ten in their eyes, as they� took in the 
great fighting man. Hank had told � 

them of his exploits ; had revealed his 
identity. The lies spread by Conroy's 
agents were forgotten when they 
learned who the tall man was. . ' 

Hatfield made his dispositions. He 
split the fighters into three riding 
bands, picking a leader for each. V er• 
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non - commanded one contingent, Ed uBueno go.od." 
· 

Ewerts another and. a cow:t:nan named · . . They were dropping down toward 
Tills handled the third. Qlder men, the Crow Foot, set near the Diablo 
and a bunch of cowhoys, joined in a River. There were · twa main trails 
home guard which would stay at the to the big spread, which was sur
Crow Foot to prote�t 'the women and · rounded by . low foathills o.n · three 
children. ; · · sides. 

· 

. 

Nothing missed Hatfield's k e e n  Gonzales gave a gruff order which 
grey-green ��es. He - che�ked guns was passed down the line. When they 
and anmu.�n1t1on, -saw to 1t that all saw the dark bulk of the buildings . 

. were heav1ly _a�med. A h?t .meal _was ahead, the killers slow�d, waiting _for 
served, and then b.e gave h1s fit:tal com- the comntand to close in. Scouts rode · 
mands.' . out to check the approach. -

.They were braced for the battle. "Not a sound till we're in," growled 
- · · · 

- Gonzales. "Then kill !"  · · · 

. . 
-

CHAPTER XVII 

The Great Fight 

EEP - out of the Re-d Hills rode 
the tremendous array of killers, 

headed for the Crow Foot to . murder 
and pillage. Their guns �nd accoutre
ments were shined and lo.aded. Their 
faces were blackened, eyes glinting in 
the faint moonlight. _ _ 

At their head was Pablo Gonzales, 
the gian·t Mexican outlaw. There 
were close· to two hundred m_en be
hind him. Half were border · Texans 
and riff-raff who had worked for Dred 
Pre·scott, and they wore Stetsons or 
ftat-crown�.d · Nebraska hats, strapped 
ab

.
out - their stained faces. Every one 

carried two Colts or · mor�, a knife, 
and a carbine or rifle bared and ready 
under his l_eg. The large Joe . Green 
commanded them. 

A bravo had charge of the Mexicans; 
bunched together, riding with the 
magnificent abandon .of their race . 
High-peaked sombreros, velvet cloth
ing or buckskin, tight-fitting about 
the legs, dark, red-gleaming black 
eyes do·minating the stained faces, 
with bristling mustachios or long 
sideburns, marked _ these renegade 
Mexicans. 

• 

They rode, silent as ravening wolves. 
A slim Mexican scout swung up to 
report. He fell in beside Gonzales� 
."All' is quiet, Senor el J efe,, he whis
pered. "They sleep, save for the few 
guards." 

• 

Braced and fortified by tequila and 
raw, burning whiskey, 'the murderers 
dug in their spurs and charged. As 
they swirled in close, a shrill whistle 
sounded. It was the signal for ex
plosive action on the part of the wait
ing defenders. From barns and from 
the darkened windows of the great 

· hacienda, rifles and shotguns opened 
�p on the hor_de. The fusillade ripped 
tnto the bunched ranks. 

"Spr_ead out ! Spread out !" shrieked 
Gonzales. "Fire !" 

Jim Hat�eld's keen eyes, watching 
the in-trails, had sighted them. His 
ears had caught the trembling of the 
earth under hundreds of hoofs. · And 
he was ready. 

The bandits whipped up their guns 
and poured lead in at the windows. · Their swift horses carried them on at -
great speed as they split, riding in a 

- semi-circle. Several had gone down 
in that first volley, and their dark 
figures lay on the plain. A second 
time the concerted fire came from 

. the buildings. 
"O.n in there and ·kill !" bellowed 

Gonzales, and the lieutenants took up 
the cry . 

They charged up to the walls of 
the house, seeking to drive the de
fenders from their points of vantage 
by fillin·g . t'he openings. with whistling 
slugs. 

· 

Cursing men took bullets and died 
as their mounts bucked them out of 
the saddle. Pandemonium rose over 

� 

the field of battle. . 
It seemed they would over-run the 

house ; some were · tJtrowing. them
selves from their saddlee and d·a$hing 
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-
· up to the wooden _veranda, lighting 

oil-soaked brands which they carried 
to fire the place. 

· 

Hatfield shouted an order. He had 
thirty men hidden in an irrigation 
ditch, passed by the attackers on their 
way in. He leaped

-
on Goldy, and 

spurred toward th� rear of the black 
riders, his Colts roaring: His men fol
lowed, shooting into the backs of the 
outlaws. The diversion sent a thrill - . . 

·_ of fear through the_ bandits. Joe Green 
turned, . with fifty . killers, ana rode 
straight toward the Ranger. . Colts, 
rifles and · shotguns, mingled in a·roar 
of hate. 

· 

There was an au-dible clash as the - -

two bands met. Hand-to-hand. �ght-
ing ensued. The golden gelding, nos
trils wid·e in the excitement, kept 

. moving; the knee pressure of his great 
master guiding 'him ever closer and 
closer to the big fo�n1 of Joe Green. 

"Green!" roared Hatfield. 
. . · - "The deputy swung in his leather, 

pistol rising. Hatfield's Colt barked . _ The sub-chief shrieked in anguish, 
. . lost his grip, and fell off. His startled 
horse reared, and dragged Gre.en 
under the sharp h�els of the seeth:. 
ing melee.-
. The death of their chief threw the 

· outlaws into . confusion. They_ beg a� 
breaking _away- from Hatfield's fight-. ing crew, picked young fellows from 
among the_ cowmen. Gonzales realized 
somet:qing was wrong back there for 
the heavy defense fire was riddling 
his ranks. His powerful voice rose 

. over the din of the scrap, and a second 
bunch of ranchers burst into view 
from the other side - of the ranch, led -
by the whooping, shooting Hank V er
non. Hatfield's reserves were com-
ing up and the flank · attack - threw 
further consternation into the outlaw 
ranks. 

: · Pablo Gonzales was a ·shrewd chief. 
He soon realized that this was not an _ · impromptu d

-
efense _ but ·a skilfully 

. executed, planned battle. The ardor 
.. of his killers ·\lad cooled co.nsiderably 

as they looked on their dead and 
· . \Vrithing wounded, and heard and -
. . felt � the · tearing lead of retribution. 
· . $om e. �ere -edgin_g o�t to the wings, - -_::ll�\ilitln,- �:--w�:y to· sneak ·off to safety. .. .. . . . ': . . . . ' . . . ' . . . .. . . 

• . . - ''Away!'' shouted· Gonzales. 
_ ;He himself led the -flight. The panic 
seized. upon the great gang with the 
speed of a · P.rairie fire in dry grass. 
Outlaws stopped fighting, and jerked 
.their reins,_ turning - to make for the 
neare.st gap out of the valley basin. 
Vernon's men cut them off from the . 

farther exit. 
. As they headed toward the . gap, _ 

however, red flames_ licked up to the 
sky. Dry_ g�ass and brush soaked with . 
kerosene was set ablaze under the . . 
Ranger's orders. Rub.y tongues of fire 
illuminated - - the trail close to the nar
rowing gap. And when the first of the 
outlaws hit this area, guns spat from 
the flanks, as Hatfield's third gang 
opened up. 

Gonzales, seeing that escape was cut 
off in that direction lost all thought of 
fighting formation. His one idea was 
to flee himself. This emotion seized 
upon all the gunmen, and they be
c�e a number · of individuals, split
ting · and_ ridirig in every direction·. 

VERYWHERE t h e  y · turned, -
cowmen and their followers were 

upon them. The gates were shut, and 
they we.re herded like so many panic
stricken steers into a mill. 

Gonzales yanked his reins, and 
raced for the river. He bit at his mus
tache in fury, eyes rolling,- swearing 
a blue streak. A tall rider on a golden· 
gelding detached himself from the_ 
defenders of the Crow Foot and came 
at him with incredible speed flashing 
across the fiats . 

"Throw down, Gonzales!" bellowed 
Jim Hatfield. -

The fire cast a bloody hue over 
the terrible scene. Groups of men 
fought hand-to-hand. 

"N e-vaire !" cursed Gonzales, shoot
ing back at. his foe. 

Swiftly the Ranger drew up as the 
giant ban�it made for _ _  th.e water. A 
bullet ventilated the peaked som- · . 
brero; Gonzales swerved and zig
zagged. 

"The Rangers want yuh, Gonzales! 
Stop!" Hatfield called . 

Gonzale� kept going, hoping to 
reach the stream, - _ . cr.oss, and escape 
that way. · �ut .C?thers,· ne�er to the . . . .. . 
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bank - thari their big leader, had the 
same idea. They were alre.ady start
ing to slide.down into the water when 
rifles began barking from across the 
Diablo. 

4i'l reckon I thought of everything. 
Let's hope so, anyways," muttered 
Hatfield as he rushed after Gonzales. 

The killers were framed against the 
fire-glow, their blac-kened faces giving 

. . . . 
gun banged its last tune . but the 

· · muzzle was droppin·g, an� the slug 
hit the dirt 'between the sttrrel's fiae-b� 
ing hoofs. · Gonzales was down on his 
animal's _ neck, fingers gripping the 
l ong mane. - An_instaht later the Mexi
can's beast swerved, and Gonzales' 
limp leg brushed Hatfield's. 

• 

. them away. _ . . . . _ _ 
Pablo Gonzales - pulled his great 

. . horse to a sliding stop, the animal 

Goldy skidd.ed to a stop. _ Bullets 
from across the river were singing too - . 
close for comfort. The _Ranger, wa�tn 
blood trickling down his side, turned -
to follow the- running mustang. Gan
zales was still seated· in his kak, but · rearing up as he changed direction. 

Escape· was- cut off. There· was no way 
out. Hostile guns faced him from 
every direction. · · 

. 

-

He drew· a deep _breath into his bar
rel chest, rose high in his stirrups. 
. "Death to the Rangers!" he roared. 

Gun up and belching, he charged 
straight at the oncoming Hatfield. 
The tall man heard the whipping lead 

. close about · him. His Stetson bil-- . 
lowed off his black-haired h�ad, the 
str�p snapped by a close one. � The 
pounding speed of the horses made 
aim difficult. His bullets drove near 
Gonzales but the giant charged o�, 
and for an instant it seemed the two 
would clash · head-on . 

Hatfield tossed away an empty Colt, 
yanked a spare from his holster. · His 
thumb was on the hammer and he 
could see the· raging, flashing eyes of 
Pablo Gonzales. He felt a streak of 

�- . 

pain· through his thigh, and the sorrel 
gave_ a great bound forward, almost 
leaping upon the black mustang . 

The Ranger's Colt roared point
blank, its slugs hitting in the big 
Mexican's middle. The bandit chief's 

t 
• 

• 

,, • • ' ,... • • 

� 
... ., • 

� 
;:; 

. 

_. 
-

• 

• 

. . 
the mustang slowed and soon the sor-
rel . was up alongside and Hatfield· · · 
seized · the reins . and · pulled him 
to a halt. Gonzales suddenly pitched 
out of his seat, one foot held by the 
tapped stirrup. . · · 

The Mexican was dead, drilled 
through the heart. Hatfield hauled 
his trapped foot clear of the stirrup, 

· tet his body fall to the ground, then 
went back in�o · the fray. . 

_ . 

• 

CHAPTER XVIII 
j 

Cleanup 
• 

HINING bullets from defender 
guns now swept the outlaws 

into swift submission. Cowmen were � 

swarming everywhere, fired by the 
·great spirit of the Texas Ranger. Scat
tered fighting continued, but it grew 
sporadic, weaker. With Green and 
Gon�ales gone the renegades becam.e 

· [Turn page] 
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·a terror-stricken mob, and inany threw 
down their weapons and begged for · 
mercy. 
· Prisoners were taken and herded 

back ·· to the barns to be held forthe law. 
Those who chose to die rather than 
surrender, were quickly dispatched by 
blaring guns. Hatfield _had plenty to 
do in· the · confused night. He wanted 
to capture some of D.red Prescott's 

. men, those . on the inside. · Once . the 
power of the gang's organization was 
s.mashed, he knew that the mental · re
sistance would crumble as well and -

. some members would talk
. 
to him, tell 

what they could in an effort to save 
themselves. They would have no fur
ther hope that Conroy and their c·hiefs 
could save them. . . · The last shots died off, echoes los-
ing themselves in the great hills about 
·the Crow .Foot. Thanks . to J im Hat
field, the good had �triumphed in the 

. · ·Sierra Roy a . 
Cowmen started around to p�ck up 

the injured, transporting them on im
provised stretchers to the buildings 
for treatment. A few of the ranchers 
had taken lead, but so stunning had 
been Hatfield's counter-attack that the . . 
price was very low for what they had 
won. · · 
. In the big ·house, Hatfield paused to 
· speak to 13an Bancroft, who was grin
_ning widely . at the victory of his 
friends. 

''They're d o n e , Bancroft," the 
Ranger said, wiping the bloody sweat 
from his face. ''Yuh oughtn't to have 
any more trouble with Gonzales' and 
.Prescott's gangs." . . 

"We're �bore obliged, Ranger. Yuh 
. done a wonderful job and I mean to 

t·ell McD·owell so." 
"There's one more little job I have 

to do," Hatfield drawled, " 'fore I git 
congratulated." · 

. . "Huh ! Yuh're plumb wore out and 
wounded, too. Clean up and let 'em 
fix yuh, Ranger. Then take a snooze." 

Hatfield -s�ook · his head. Conroy 
· · loomed in his mind. Conroy whose . restless, vicious mind had brought 
_.blood to the Red Hills, grief and death . . 

� to .the; .cowmen . . -
:�: : -· ''.W·�e yuh hcldin' them two · side· • • �. I 

. �. . .
. 

' . • 

. . 
. . . . .. 

. 

. . . 
winders from Conroy's ranch, the pair 
- Hank and me capture·d the other day ?" 
Hatfield inquired. , 

They were under lock and key in a 
strong-walled woodshed. Hatfield re-
·moved the · padlock- and stepped in. 
The two gunmen stood up, eyes gleam
ing in the dark of the enclosure. The 
battle had been entirely audjble to 
them, . but they had been unable to see 
what was going on. · · . . 

However, _Hatfield pi�ked the one -
with the weaker face, set him upon a 
saddled ho�se, and began a quick tour 
of the field. 

· · 

. 

E PAUSED -at the spot where 
Pablo Gonzales lay, teeth 

clenched in death, ripped by Ranger · 

slugs. Cassidy only blinked. J o
.
e 

Green was doubled up not far · away, 
and Cassidy gulped when he saw. the 

. deputy still wearing the sheriff's 
badge he had so abased. Others, whom 
Cassidy knew as important gunmen in 
the great bands, were wounded or 
dead. ·And when ·cassidy · saw the col- . 
lection of prisoners, Texans and Mex
icans, herded ·under the gun and heard 
the moans of the wounded, he began 
to bite ·his lip. 

"What's the idea?" he snarled at 
last. 

"I just wanted yuh to see for yore-
. self, Cassidy, that the j ig's up. I don't 
really rieed yuh, but I'll give yuh a · 

. break if yuh. help me." 
"What is it?" demanded Cassidy 

suspiciously, but Hatfield could tell 
by the sudden gleam of hope in his 
dark eyes that the criminal meant to · welsh . . .  

The grey mis�s of dawn were still 
swirling as Michael Conroy caught 
the beat of hoofs swiftly approaching 
his little ranch. 

Peering from a window he saw a 
rider corrie in, and relaxe·d -as he recog ... 
nized him. . 

"Cassidy !"  he exclaimed, seizing his 
ret_ainer's -hand as the gunman entered 
the front door. "What's happened ? 
Where are Green and Gonzales? They 
must have won, sinc.e you're free." 

"They hit the Crow· Foot and wiped 
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her -out," cried Cassidy. · "Dinny and legal sense. Dred Prescott and others 
·me were held pris•ners ther.e, Boss, but - have been my clients, but I can hardly 
we never squealed. Here c.omes Green. be prosecuted for that." 
He'll tell yuh all about it." "Cassidy and me came on fast, ahead 

A big figure whirled up on a black of the others," Hatfield told him. "I 
horse, and Conroy saw the familiar thought yuh ·rnight decide to light out, 
yellow Stetson of Joe Green flash past Conroy, if yuh knowed what hap
the side window. . pened. Yuh see, I figured out what 

Cassidy was gripping the chief's yuh've been after in the Sierra Roya. 
hand, and Conroy turned to the door The� pod augers I seen in yore shed · · ·  

_ to meet Green. · 

· . . . and the black ·d ust 'the night riders 
He . started, stepp�d back, face stained · th�ir faces with sort �of · 

twitching as Hatfield, · wearing · the · cinched it. I almost lost the best 
dead G�een's hat, limped insi9e to horse a m_an_ ever had when h.e went 
confront him. · · - into one of them pod-auger holes 

" 'Mornin,' Conroy," drawled the Prescot� dug to check for yuh." · · 
Ranger. · · Conroy· shrug.ged. His hatred for 

Conroy understood at once· that the tall officer who had beaten . . 

· 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 -

THRILLING WESTERN 

WEST 
-

RODEO ROMANCES 

RANGE RIDERS WESTERN 
. 

THRILLING RANCH STOR�ES 

. .POPULAR WESTERN 

EXCITING WESTERN 
. 

· THE RIO KID WESTERN -

MASKED RIDER WESTERN . . . NOW ON SALE AT ALL STAND$ 
- . . . 
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Cassidy had tricked him. The very 
presence of his arch-enemy, Jim Hat
field, told him that. · 

"Well ?"_ he asked harshly. "What's 
the meaning of this, Hays? You're a 
law-breaker in these parts. · I don't 
want anything to do with you." 

"Git off yore horse, Conroy. The 
game's up. Ask Cassidy." 

Cassidy licked his dry lips. "It's 
all over, Conroy . . Yuh might as well 
kick in. Green's dead and so is Gon
zales. The· boys ·are arrested or on 
their backs, every man-jack of 'em. 
This Ranger's won the deal for fair." _ "I don't know what you mean/' Con
roy said icily. "I have no connections 
with outlaws and gangs, except in a 

' 

him physically and mentally over-
flowed from his eyes. 

"Pod augers," Hatfield went on · gently, as though giving a lecture on 
mineralogy, "are used for borin' cross
sections of strata to check the extent 

• 

of certain deposits. Yuh taught Pres-
cott and yore crew to use 'em. Horses 
turn 'em and fetch up a core. With 
the pod �ugers yuh made surveys of 
the hull region. I was pretty shore 
of what yuh· were after here, although 
there were some puzzlin' aspects to it 
that had . me, such as, why did y·uh 
have - earth scoops on Bancroft's range 
the day yuh killed Fred Bancroft · 

and why had yuh murdered Fred?" · · 
"I've been tried for the suppose.d 
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killing - of Fred Bancroft," Conroy 
shrugged. "You can't expec_t me to an
swer again for it, no matter how many 
liars you dig up." He glared at Cas
sidy, who gulped and recoiled. 

"Cassidy explain�.d the scoops, and 
why yuh downed Fred. That was 
what I wanted to know. It wasn't im
portant · because I savvied what 
.yuh were after; and how yuh 
went about it . .  However, . I . diq wish 

.. . . . 
to und�rstand fully. When the Diablo 
washed over its banks · it cost the 
ranchers a lot more'n a few drowned 
steers an

.
d ·extra work. · The water car

ried away big sections of_ the stream's 
banks, and at one · point, where Fred 
Prescott found y.uh, it had lifted off 
the topsoil, revealing a good-sized . ..section of stuff which yuh spotted. 
Yuh hustled back to yore ranch and 
brought out them scoops� to git it cov
ered quick 'fore anybody else ran 

• . ·. across 1t. 
"But Fred happened along .and saw 

· the stuff. Yuh knowed a great deal 
ab�ut it, from yore former experi-

. ences, and figgered it was wuth a 
fortune. Yuh shot anq killed Fred 
Bancroft to keep him from tell in' what 
he'd recognized. Yuh picked up the 
body and hustled over as Kansas Joe 
and Hank--V ernon come up, to - prevent .. them from seein' what yuh'd found on 
the· river bank." 

· . . _ _ C�nroy glared at the Ranger, j owls 
. · trembling with his rage and loathing. 

"While yuh were in jail, waiting 
trial, Prescott and these fellows at 
yore ranch. went all over the range, 
usin' them pod a�gers and checkin' 
the extent of it al!, and reported it was 
even bigger'n yuh'd thought at first," 
Hatfield resumed. "Prescott and his 
gang begun worki�g' on the ranchers, 
· terrorizin' 'em, takin' over their land . 
It. was wuth millions to yuh, to git the 
Sierra Roya." . · _ "You'll have to prove this bilge in a 
CQurt of law," Conroy said angrily. 

"I admjt yuh're .mighty tricky. But 
I · reckon if Texas can't hold yuh, then 
-Pennsylvania can. Yuh're wanted bac� 

· :t.here, Conroy, near Pittsburgh." Hat
· .fi.eJd. ·was using the valuable informa
· ·tiQn·: he bad _ picked up when he ·had 

- . . 

, 

stationed hims_elf in Conroy's house. 
. .  . Red River Conroy glowered. ".I'll 
fight extradition," he said. "That was 
a long time . ago, Ranger. Witnesses 
have a way of dying."· 

" 'Specially . when they're against 
you, Conroy," said Hatfield drily. · 

ND yet he was none too _ sure o'f 
the horrible criminal who , stood · · 

before him. He knew what Con_roy 
wa�, what . he was responsible for in , 
the way of deaths of inno-cent people 
and in property damag� _to the citi
zens of Texas. Could he take his man 
into court and pin on Conroy the jus;.. 
tice which should be meted out ? Con
roy had got away before, and he mig�ht 
do so again, through legal trickery. · 
Hatfield recalled old Captain Bill 
McDowell's words in Austin : . 

" 'Remember, the Rangers dispense 
justice. It kin come from a fancy 

· court; jedge an� blue-ribbon jury or it 
kin come outa the muzzle of thi$ !' " 
And McDowell had patted his Colt. 

Still, Hatfield could not sh9ot Con
roy or any man in cold bood. The· 
more he contemplated the lawyer, 
however, the less certain he felt of 
the aformentioned justice being suc
cessful in bringing Conroy to his just 
end. There were small things he 
might pin on Conroy, provided he _ could make them stick, but such a man 
had many devious tri�ks of avoiding · 

• • convtctton. . -

· "Yeah," Hatfield drawled, "yuh had 
been in Pennsylvania, 'fore yuh run 
from the law to the Red River Coun
try doin' crooked land deals. S·o yuh · knowed all about coal, the coal that's 
as thick as s.o much clay ·under the dirt 
of the Red Hills ! Coal it's wuth 
more'n gold where it's plentiful, and it 
don't peter out the way a vein of gold 
does. Coal turns· the wheels of indus
try and drives the trains. Yeah, that 
spur railroad to Whiteville would be 
valuable in shippin' the stuff to mar- · 

ket. Great beds of bituminous coal 
that made yore mouth water ! Yuht· 
had the secret of it, the cowmen never 
·gue·ssin' what they rode over ! . The 
flood washed a big deposit clear, and 
yuh had to cover it quick, 'fore it was 
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.seen and recognized-. The pod augers get away with it ?" bellowed Conroy 
-.checked how huge the coaJ beds are - as. he pulled the trigger. _ 
- all through the Crow Foot and others' Hatfield dropped. He felt the but-
ranches yuh tri�d to take by force." let from · Conroy's revolver burn 

• 

Coal ! That was it. Hatfield had through his Stetso;11 and clip his hair . . 
_ known it when he bad seen the pod · Then, before t�e murderous attorney's · 
augers ; and the black dust in the box shot had finished echoing in the room, 
at Skeleton Canyon, used by the rid- the Ranger coolly drew a spare _pistol 
ers to disguise themselves, had been hidden under bis vest and left �rmpit, 
--coal dust ! - and drilled Conroy between the - eyes. 

Conroy was guilty or·mu.rder, _every Conroy had been foo�ed, had falle� 
sort of .dirty crime. _ _ _ · into the .tempting· trap baited by the -

Yet would justi;ce catch up with Ranger. Hatfield had dispensed the - him? T�e pride of the Rangers made justice demanded. 
· 

it vital that Conroy pay for what he There w·as · a surprise-d · expression 
had done, although nothi!lg one man on -Conroy's face. He let his arm drop; 
could do would make up for the hor- and the ·.38 fell from his hand to the 
ror his criminal .brain had brought floor. Then his entire body crumpled 
upon the Red Hills. and he folded up in a heap at -Hat- . -
- Slowly Jim Hatfield unbuckled his field's feet. _ 

heavy gun-belt, and tossed it behind Cassidy gave a squeak of awe _ at 
him. Unarmed, he faced �ichael Con- Hatfield's unerring action . 
roy. The "lawyer had no gun in sight, "Yuh yuh got him, Ranger," he 

. and his small, feminine hands hung · gasped. "I never seen anything so 
limply at his stout hips. quick !" 

� 

'.'It's man to man now, Conroy/' , * * * 
Hatfield growled, scowling as he took Captain Bill McDow-ell �hook his -
a step toward the attorney. ''I'm gain' star Ranger's hand heartily, · as Hat- -
to beat yore face to a pulp. Yuh'll field reported for duty at Austin · 
learn what it is to ·pay for yore crimes, Headquarters. 
whether a court'll give yuh yore des- "I got a wire here from Ban Ban�
serts or riot. When I'm through, croft," he roared. "It says, 'The Texas 
they'll be wel�ome to anything that's Rangers shore dispense justice ! Hat
left, if th-ey wanta try it." field's a gem !' That's the sorta roes-

Conroy's cheek twit�hed. A pallor . sage I like to r.ead and I reckon, as 
spread under his skin. long as -yuh ride, I will !" 

"Keep keep your hands off me. "It was a matter of coal, Cap'n," re;; -
This is illegal," he cried, re_coiling. ·ported Hatfield calmly. "This here 

A TFIELD stalked forward. He 
was well aw�y from his guns. 

Conroy's eyes blazed his deep hatred · 
for his foe� Save for Cassidy, also a 
criminal, Conroy was alone . in the 
place with the officer. 

The set-up was too inviting to ig
nore. It was the kind of situation 
which Conroy would seize upon, and 
he did, as Hatfield figure.d he would. 
The small hand of the lawyer whipped 
inside his shirt and he pulled a .38-
calibre snub-nosed revolver from the 
holster next to his hide and threw ·it 
up, a gloating look coming to his 
p.udgy face. 
-- ''You fool ! Do you think I'd let you 

. Conroy sidewinder, the Whiteville ·
lawyer, who killed Fred Bancroft, 
hapgened on some and bein' originally 

· from the Pennsylvania coal districts, 
he knew how to che-ck it. · He was after 
them coal beds, tryin' to run the cow
men off the range so he could hawg it 
all. He got away with Fred Ban
croft's murder, and he was mighty 
slippery to hold on to, even when I 
come up ·with him. I kl!ew he was 
guilty of everything on the ·- book � 

but " Hatfield broke · off with a 
shrug. 

McDowell's eyes narrowed. He 
stared at the imperturbable offic�r. _ 

"Yuh remembered what I said of· · 
justice ?" he asked ·so£tly. "The Rarig;. · 
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ers have · never be,n ·plentiful, Hat
field, and they've had to go it rough- · 
and-ready at _ times, like MeN elly and 
old Casuse. I hope yuh didn't leave 
no . lGOphole f�r this here Conroy 
snake to crawl through." 

McDowell heaved - a sigh of relief. 
. "I knowed yuh'd handle it right. Now 
loeka here. Down in Pine County 
there's a bunch of folks complainin' 
of big cattle raids� • . · . 

"That was worryin' me, too, Cap'n. 
Later, Jim ·�atfietd rode away from 

McDowell's office, the golden. sorrel 
stepping along jauntily under him. 
Horse and rider were on the.ir wild 
way once more to d-ispense Ranger 
justic·e throughout the . far reache� of 

I figgered if I handed him over, he'd 
squirm out of it arid ·start up again 
some other place. · However, he run 
into a bullet. He let his .fe_elin's git 

· the better of hi's good sense." � · 
· 

- the Lone Star State. 
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With Thin GilleHes you have no trouble . . 

. In easing off th- toughest stubble I . 
,, 

These thrifty blades come four for ten • • • . 

. 
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. . 
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f And sure rate high with well-groomed men l _ 
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Protect your skJft ' 
from lrritatioa · 

caused by 
misfit blades 

Produced By The 
Mak.- Of The Famous 
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Bung, caught off guard , 
fired-but not q u i ¢ k 

enough � 

• 

. 

• 

• 

• 

. . 

··. 

Tick Billings Takes on a Foe with Whom He Is Not Acquainted Only 
- to Find That a Range Cupid Can Be a Mean Rope-Thrower 

. . . 

• 

. 
-

Against an Ordinary Ranny's Wiles ! 
. . . 

ICK" BILLINGS w a s  tough years. There would be nearly 
glum, and there seemed no three thousand left over, too. For 
reason for it. _what? 

The · beef . round-up had brought to- Tick mumbled disgustedly. He 
gether a larger trail he�d than _he and knew the answer to that Thalia Pur
his partner, ''Bung" Crandall had cell, the school - teacher at Apache 
hoped for ; and the . drive northward Bend. She was the reason Bung had 
had been uneventful. They had sold insisted on burning the trail back to 
the cattle near the peak of a rising the home range. 
market, and were returning with six Bung couldn't play around with 'em, 
thousand in cash fastened inside of and leave 'em. He had to go and get 
Bung's shirt. Yet little Tick was serious. Oh, there wasn't anything 

• 

glum. · · de�nite yet. Bung wouldn't have the 
· - He glanc.ed sourly at the bulge in nerve to ask her to marry him when 
his partner's shirt. Six thousand, . he was broke and in debt. Then, .. too, 
enough_ to pay off the mortgage on every unmarried man in town an.d on 
their Crossed Arrow, the little r•nch the surrounding . rang� were on · her 
he . and -� u�g had �1urseq throu-gh f�ur · trail. . 
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Bung was worried mostly about the I want to be shore sh·e's fre.e this eve-
·real estate . shark, Northby Stringer.· · - ning. I've got to see her." 
He had money, and he had a way with "After yuh pay the mortgage and 
women. we're iri the clear, huh ?" Tick chal-

''He should have," Tick had once lenged. _ . 
grunted to Bung. "He's been married Bung Cran_4all's- ready grin ap-
three times and has four kids." p·eared and a faint touch of color 

It was Stringer who owned the welled into his bronzed cheeks. ·"I'll 
mortgage on the Crossed Arrow. His tell 'em both what yuh say," Tick 
busines� was buying mortgages from grunted. "Go on and get slicked up." -
the · bank and . foreclosing _ the �plit He· rode on down - tlle trail toward 

· 
minute they were over-due. _ He ·al- Apache -Bend, afraid that his partn·er · 

ready · owned four · ranches. The . might catch- th·e gleam of eagerness in 
Crossed Arrow, splitting the four, his eyes he could not con�eal �nd ask · 
would, if - be could . acquire it; con- questions. · Tic ;It had a plan t 
solidate them all into one vast range. Riding toward town he assured him:- · . 

• • 
• Some of the gloom was dispersed self that the results would be satls-

when Tick tho�ght that no.w. they factory. The one-year renewal of the 
_ could block the fox-faced Stringer's mortgage wasn't up for two months. 
pet s·cheme. But it returned quickly If Bung couldn't ask the teacher for 
enough- when he remembered that the two months that might be time enough 
money he had · helped to earn prob- to bring him to his senses, or time 
ably would bring a woman in to take enough to give somebo-dy else a 
charge of the little ranchhouse where chance to corral her. It was worth a 
he and Bung had been so carelessly try. 

� _ _ . 

content. · 

-

"It ain't that I'm thinkin' of myself CK knew he must be _ seen in 
-either/' Tick told himself. "The one Apache Bend, especially by 
I'm bothered about is this ·big panth�r Northby Stringer and Thalia - Purcell. 
ridin' beside me. - Yeah, reckon it And he

. 
must do the work he planned 

would be swell for him, for a month in the . dark where his partner could 
mebbe then he,d shore find out he not recognize him. 
was tied .up for life. Then wh·at ! He glanced to the west. The sun 
Somethin' shore has got to be done to was less than an hour above the hori
save that gazabo, and looks like it was . zon. Buzzard Cut, the pass through 
up to me. � Pronto, too, for with the the hills surrounding Apache Bend, -
ranch. secure and cash enough to carry would be th� general location and that 
on _ that locoed h o m  b r e plumb · crack in the perpendicular west wall 
couldn't wait to swing his loop for where the Cut closed in until it was 
the girl." _ scarcely· twelve feet wide, would be 

If he and Bung were broke, . now, exa�tly the right spot. 
Tick· thou·ght .. ,·or · if Bung believed As he rode through the Cut he 
they were . . . .  Little Tick's eyes glanced sharply at the · crack in the 
brightened as an idea began . to take low rock wall. Yes, it was wide 
shape. enough to con·ceal him, a�d there 

They reached a spot where a faint would be no moon tonight. He hoped 
trail left the main road to Apache Bung wouldn't be so foolish as to go 
Bend and angled westward toward the for his gun. 
hills. Bung. Crandall r�ined in and Now that his plan ·was all set, 
glanced· a little sheepishly at_ Tick. though, some of the elation Tick felt 

· 

"I've changed my mind, Bow-legs," at his own cleverness was dampe
-ned 

he said. "Think I'll drop over to the by a sn·eaking sensation of treachery. 
ranch. Be in town later. You see He· consoled himself that it was for 
Stringer and tell him to get that mort� Bung Crandall's own salvation and 
.g_age out. We'll take it up the first that Bung would surely come to 
thing when I get in. And if yuh .meet realize, finally, that . the trick had 
�p" with Thalia tell her I'm on my way. saved him from a great mistake. 
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Tick set his lean jaw against the 
• • vague uneas1ness. 

"What I need," he decided, ''is a 
drink. Mebbe more'n one." 

Half an hour later he stabled his 
horse in a deserted shed across the . 
alley from the rear of the War Bonriet · 
Saloon. He could mount and ride away 
from there without ·anyone knowing 
he had left town. · . 

Twilight had settled . . when he 
· pushed thro

.
ugh ·the bat-wing d9ors of 

the War Bonnet. He do·w-ned the first 
and sec�nd drinks neat and in quick 
succession. - With the · · third in his . 
hand, he slowly turned and glanced 
over the room. · He nod-ded to the 
frock-coated gam�ler playing a game 
o.£ solitaire at a corner table, then his 
gaze slid toward the two men at a 
table near the rear wall. 

One was no taller than Tick him
self, but he was older, and the lines 

· . in_ his lean, flint-hard face were harsh 
and his eyes were pale to th� point 
of peing colorless. He wore crossed 

. cartridge belts and two guns, and 
something about the man indicated 
they were not for show. His partne� 
was a trifle taller. and- a hundred 
pounds heavier. His jowls hung to 
his collar-bone and his little eyes were 
almost hidden in rolls of fat. . � 

"Salty .Bowers and Lard Potski," 
Tick muttered, his gray eyes narrow

. ing slightly. · "What are them loose
loops· do in' in town ? Sheriff must be 
away_." 

A light laugh drifting in· from the 
street switched Tick's attention. He 
downed his -drink fast, almost ran to 
the door, then with· studied careless- · 
ness sauntered out onto the street. 

Strolling past the hotel was. a tall, 
thin middle-aged man, immaculately 
dressed. At first glance he appeared 
handsome. Another glance would 
have detected a faint tightness about 
the lean lips, . a certain grim chill in 
the eyes, and of touch of ruthlessness 
in the predatory n�se. 

The girl · walking with him was 
bright-eyed, smiling-lipped, and eager. 
Her soft brown hair framed a deli- · 
cately t�nned, piquant face. 

Sauntering across the street toward 
'he1p, .Tick 'dmitted he ·c ouldn't blame 

Bung Crandall for · falling _hard for 
· Thalia Purcell. He'd have done it . -

himself if . he hadn't already been 
burnt too· often. 

He didn't blame Bung for worrying 
about Northby Stringer, either. -Girls 
certainly did seem to like the real 
estate shark. The interest of this girl 
at his side als� proved that. She was 
plenty absorbed with Stringer· · didn't 
even seem to see Tick. Why should 
that make him mad, he ·wondered. · It . 
should have · tickled him, with the . 
plan he had in mind. . . . . . 

� reached the other side of the
street and . nalted' in front of 

them, Stetson in hand. _ 
"Why Tick !'' Thalia exclaimed . 

"Back already ? I thought it would 
take a month to make that long -driye 
to the railroad. And you've been gone . 
-ho� long is it?" 
· "Three weeks and six days, ma'am, 
At least my p�rdner said it was." 

"Oh !'" - she said. "ls Mr. Crandall · 
back too ?" 

-

"Humph !" thought Tick. · " 'Mr . . · 
Crandall,' huh·? That big galoot ought 
to be brought to his senses. But I got 
a hunch she's just pullin' my bow- · 
legs." 

Tick grinned. "Reckon he'll burn . 
leather gettin' here, Miss Purcell. I 
come straight to town, but he rode on 
-over to the Crossed Arrow. He wanted 
me to tell yuh, if I saw yuh, that he'd_ 
like to speak to· yuh tonight. Kind of 
important, I reckon." 

The girl said, "Thanks," and Tick 
couldn't tell whether or not there was 
.a touch of sarcasm in the tone. Also 
her faint flush might mean anger · or 
something else. He turned to 
Stringer, who had only murmured a 
slight recognition of Tick. A cold, 
calculating. light was in the realtor's 
narrowed eyes, but Stringer w.as al
ways calculating something. 

"Bung wanted me to - tell you, ._ . 
Stringert that he'd like to see yuh· in 
yore office this evening. He's getting 
thing� all ·squared up." 

Stringer nodded. "Glad to hear he'$ 
been so lucky," he said, his voice . 
as colorless as his . .  smooth, untanned · 

· che
.
eks and -t hin lips. · · · · ·  .. 
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. . 
· · Tick ·grinned again as he glanced 
across the street toward the War Bon-
net. _ 

"Excuse me, folks," he saidJ "but 
it's been a long, dusty trail and I 'm 
mighty dry." 

Thalia Purcell smiled and Northby 
Stringer parted his lips. Tick walked 
back across the dusty street, and 
turned to glance ba�k when he reached 
t'he saloon. Stringer had disappeared 

· and Thalia Purcell was hurrying down 
the street alone. Tick- wondered . at 
th�t as he pushed open the swing 
doors. _ 

. . . 

-

Twilight had been swallowed in 
darkness when Tick left the War Bon
net and w.an4ered leisurely .dow� the 
street. He glanced ac�oss to the win-

. dows -on the ·aoor above the general 
store. There was a light in them and 
the letters across the center one an
nounced : · 

NORTHBY STRINGER 

. . 

Real Estate, Mortgages, Loans 

E lean, erect form of Stringer 
passed back and forth- across the 

window twice while T-ick watched 
from the gloom be�tween two empty 
buildings. - Tick grinned. Evidently 
Stringer wasn't too pleased ·. at the 
prospect _o£ not being able to get his 
hands on the Crossed Arrow. 

Then Tick · drew in a sharp breath 
as - · the_ shadow of another man ap
peared against the blinds of the 
lighfed window. The appearance was 
brief, but there was no mistaking that 
bulky fo·rm. - As Tick worked his way 
.down the narrow passage to the alley . 
he wondered what Northby Stringer 

· could want with "Lard" Potski. More 
ideas began to bubble in Tick's mind, 
and their ferment was not pleasant. 

Tick knew it would take several 
hours for Bung to make the trip to 
town even with a fresh mount from 
the ranch. When. Tick rode out of 
town, therefore, he knew he had 
plenty of time to teach. Buzzard Cut 
before Bung Crandall got there . . But 
those ideas that had come to him· . . 
-�hile watching Stringer's office were 
gnawing at him. 

.As soon as he was out of town he 

. 

urged his mount · 'into a swift canter. 
He angled away from the trail as he 
neared the line of hills through which 
the Cut woun_d, choosing a sharp gulch 
that did not penetrate . past the center 
of the range. 

. 

· - -

He tethered his horse in a ·clump of 
aspens,_ then climbed the near rQck 
wall. At the crown he moved forward 
�.0 a point where the ridge fell away . . 
in a low, perpendicular wall. Care
fully he worked northward along the � edge of the cliff until he came to �he 
crack he had examine.d on his way to 
town. Winding below him_ was the 
narr:owest portion of the gorge. · 

He was surrounded by- the hills and, 
especially at night, could not se·e 
more than a hundred yards in ei_ther 
direction. He listened intently, and 
heard nothing. Then he began to 
picture every square yard of Buzzard 
Cut, from its northern entrance to 
·where- it opened into the valley at 
whose lower end was the town of 

. 

Apache J3end: And he decided that 
this crack in the narrowest part of the 
pass was the best possible spot for a . 
one-man hold-:-up. 

Not fifty yards from the crack was 
another spot where the canyon was 
wider, but where boulders dotted the 
Boor and offered concealment. That 
would do for two men, but the place 
he had chosen was best for one. He 
·lowered . himself into the crack and 
began his descent. With his back 
pressed against one side and his feet 
and fingers searching for toe and hand 
holds in the opposite, he moved slowly 
down -until, with a faint rattle and 
scrape, he dropp.ed the last six feet 

· to the gulch floor. _ 
Again he crouched and listened. He 

thought he heard hoof-beats some
where in the northern distance. Then 
he though� he heard them from the 
south. He grunted and drew up his 
neckerchief, knotting_ it tighter so 
that when· it was in place it,would con-

_ 

ceal all of his face below the eyes. 
He thought then of his partner's 

hab.�t of doing the unexpected, --and 
hoped Bung would be sensible and 
hand over the money peaceably. Tick 
sighed. He knew he was hoping for 
too much. Bung Crandall was not that 
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kind . not- with all . the money they 
both had in the world at stake. Tick 
knew what he would be up against. 
He'd probably be compelled to put a 
bullet in Bung's arm and maybe crack 
him over the head. 

And then he completely forgot his 
scheme. There was no mistaking it 
this time . .  He had heard the pound of 
hoofs approach�ng- from the south. 
And there were at least two horses. 

· Suddenly the sound ceased. _ 

. 
. 

· 

Tick · waited with " increasing ten
sion. He had been right ! That wild 
guess ·he · had made in ·Ap�che Bend 
was the truth. A real hold-up was 
about to be staged ln Buzzard Cut, 
and Tick guessed the spot selected 
was that boulder--strewn one farther 

. 

down · t!J,e gorge. 
He stepped out of the niche and re

moved his spurs. Then, close to the 
wall of the Cut, he crept ·silently for
ward. Little sounds came to him the 
cry of a night bird, the ratt_le of a 
pebble, and once the low sound of a 

. huinan voice. 
The gorge widened. Farther on the 

walls converged to a second, narro� 
passage. Dimly, he could see boulders 
dotting the . floor� 

He circled until he was near the 
. . 

center of the curve in the wall, then 
crouched� low · and .w�ited, listening 
and -watching. 

Twice he thought he detected move
ment in the gray oblong that was the 
sout�ern passage of the gorge. Again 
he heard little sounds that' might be 
the movement: of some animal, or of a 
man. 

Quite suddenly what looked like a · 
big boulder appeared where he had 
seen nothing a moment before. It 
moved, then merged with a huge rock 
close to the trail down the center of 
the oval. From farther .down the trail 
came a low, thin whistle. It was an
swered from .the vicinity of the rock 
in front of Tick. 

Other distant soqnds became clearer 
then the sounds of a horse cantering 
along the pass from the north. There . 
was a slight movement behind the 
rock, as though a man h�d turned his 
head. Then the whistle, two short, 
sha_rp .blasts, came frutn the black 

-

, . . shadow beside the boulder �nd aga1n 
· · was answered from farther down the . . 

. 

gulch. 
Tick rose silently, his six-gun in his 

hand. · He waited, his gloom-accus .. 
tamed eyes ce.ntered �on the man in the 
shelter of the ·rock. The h·oof-beats . . . 
became sharp and hard and loud as the 
approaching ri�er left the grassy floor 
of the valley and pounded along the 
rock botton of the gorge. 

The rider appeared suddenly • . He 
loomed large, like a black specter 
charging down the gorge. He passed 
the boulder· in front of Tick artd the 
man behind that boulqer stood up ·and 
turned. · 

. 

"Drop it, Lard !"  Tick yelled shrilly. 
Then, "Look out .ahead, Bung !'·' -

His ringing call reverberated from 
the rock walls. He· heard Bung · fi_re 
but, caught off guard was not quick 
enou_gh. 

� 

EN, at :rick's yell, . there �a.s a 
curse, then the flash of six-gun ·fire 

spitting toward him. Tick fir�d twice 
into the center of the blob of ·black. 
Another curse, a sobbing one, ended 

- in the soft thud of a pulpy body col
lapsing. to the floor · of the gorge . 
Farther down there were more Bashes 
and a riderless horse racing south
ward, spurred by the reverberations of 
gun-fire. · 

Tick ran forward, zigzagging and at � 

a crouch. He headed for the man 
stretched motionless in the trail. An
other man appeared, a short, thin man 
who moved quickly and knelt beside 
the fallen man. 

"T'ry me, ·Bowers !"  Tick yelled, 
then jerked to a half less than ten 
yards away . 

The kneeling man stiffened. Even 
in the pale light of the stars Tick 
could distinguish the harsh lines of. 
the angular face and knew that those 
pale, colorless eyes were -s�eking him. 

"Try me !'' Tick repeated. "Yuh've · 

been wantin' to for a long time, Salty 
Bowers, but yuh didn't have the nerve. 
Got the nerve now, or will yuh wait 
to stretch hemp ? '' . 

Then the gunman moved, a swift, 
twisting leap to on� · side. Two . uns 
-those of Tick, and of "Salty" ow-
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ers spat · fire and I�ad at each other 
through the darkness. Something 
nipp d at Tick's shirt collar and he 
thu bed the hammer once more. More 
muzzle flashes in front of him, but this 
time they were direc�ed at the ground. 

Tick went forward cautiously, ready 
to fire the last shell . in his six�gun. He 
rolled the gunman over with the toe 
of his boot and saw the trickle of 
blood down the leathery che�k from a 

- hole near the center of the forehead . . 
Then· Tick jumped for the- fallen 

rider. There was no sound from the 
man. Tick- sheathed his gut?- and -with 
careful hands turned the man on his 
back. He . saw the ·widening stain on 
the right side of the shirt and r.eached 
�orward, feeling £·or the heart action. 
It was �here faintly. 

From somewhere in the dark be
hind_ him came a low moaning. Tick 
hesitated a second, _ then· turned and 
ran toward the sound. Lard Potski 
was no longer crouching beh. ind his 
boulder. He was lying with his back 
to ·i t, and both of his fat hands were 
pressed against his bulging stomach. 
His face was a pasty, white moon out 
of which stared two., terror-filled eyes. 

· Almost in front of him lay his six-gun . 
Tick picked it up and turned away. 
Potski cried _out, but Tick walked on 
without looking back. 

Kneeling beside his partner, he now 
struck a match. Bung Crandall's eyes 
were· closecf. On his forehead a 1ump 

. half _ the size of a hen's egg showed 
why he was unconscious. 
· "Dove out of saddle after firing the 
first shot and lit on his head," l'ick 
muttered, then switched the match to- · 
·ward the wound. 

.. He saw the hole in th� shirt, �igh on 
the chest. The match dropped from 
his scorched fingers .and went out. He 
carefully unbuttoned the shirt, then 
lit anoth,er match. The lead, appearing 
to have ranged upward had, Tick 
hoped, missed the ·lungs. · . 

He hurried dowJ;J. the gorge to the 
end of the perpendicular walls. When 

· he ran back his hands were full of dr.y 
w�·od. When he finally arose from · 
besid:e the little fire he had built a . . . . . 

. cloth plug· ancl a bandage with which 
pe c. lqs.ed · t�e open bullet hole in his 

. . .. 
' . - . 

. 

-

p·a r t n e· r ;  Bung · Crandall's chest. 
. .  ;For a moment Tick looked silently 
down at the blood-stained shea£ ·of 
currency in his hand. One corner of 
the bundle had been .clipped by the 
·bullet. ·Finally he -thrust them into 
his levis' pocket and walked back to 
the dying Potski. There were ques
tions he wanted Lard to answer. 

Lard Potskf's groans were · feeble 
now. · He stared up. at Tick, eyes 
glazed with pain. . Tick brought out -
the : bundle of currency and held_ it 
before Potski's eyes • . 

"Yuh was to get this-� and also to 
make a kill ?"  he demanded. 

Something in th� bitter glance and 
the unmoving, thin line of the litt�e 
rancher's lips brought deadly fear to 
the fat outlaw's eyes. · 

. I . I
· .. E whispered an almost inaudible, 

"Yes." 
"Yuh was doin' it for yoreselves?" 

pursued Tick� · . . 
This· time the pulpy. lips pursed iri a 

silent, �'No." The outlaw was scarcely 
breathing. 

"Orders from Northby Stringer, 
eh ?" snapped Tick. "He brought you 
two beauties to town. and kept yuh 
there to stop me and Bung in case we 
got back in time to save our ranch ?" 

But there was no answer. Lard Pot
ski had quit breathing. · A faint sound, like a feeble cry, 
brought Tick to his feet and sent hirn 
at a stilted, bow-legged run back to
ward his partner. Bung was sitting 
up, trying to get to his feet. Tick Bill
ing.s caught him by the shoulders, and 

.eased him back. 
''Yuh danged fool !'' . he snapped. 

"Yuh want to bleed to death? Lie 
. quiet now, and let me plug yuh up 
again." 

"Tick our st�ke it's gone ! Our 
mortgage money· all my hopes for " 
The young giant stared up at his little 
partner, unable to frame words to ·ex
press the stark tragedy ·that showed 
in his eyes. 

Ti�k looked down, unmoving, his· 
lean features bard and expressionless. 
Here was his chance. What he · had 
set out to do himself had been ac--· complisbed ... for him. All he needed to 
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say was that in town he had be·en · to pick yuh up. You try to ride and 
suspicious of Potski and Salty Bow� · . .  yuh'll bleed all over- the county." . . 
ers and some other man he didn't "What yuh goin' to do-and how'd 
know, that he had followed and mixed yuh com·e to be here ?" Bung mur
in the fight, and that Potski and Bow- mured �ithout opening his ·eyes. 
ers had been killed, but that the other "Never mind: what I'm goin' to do. 
man had got away with the money, I come to be here because I didn't like 
even though he'd been wounded. the actions o·f Lard Potski and Salty 

Later, ·when Northby Stringer or Bowers. Don't worry, and l�e still. 
someone else persuaded Thalia Pur.. Got me ?'' · 

cell to marJ;y h�m, and ·before the _due · · · · 
. 

. · 

date on their note to Stringer, Tick . TRACE of ·a grin appeared on · 

could -search Buzzard
. 
Cut and pretend -Crandall's lips. "l won't worry. 

fo -find the money wh_ere the other man I'll lie still. And I've gQt you thank 
had hidden it.. · · · 

_ 

-

God." 
. .  · · 

· · . 
But Tick did nothing �£ the kind. Tick turned quickly �way and there 

Slowly he drew out the bundle of cur- was something · strained about the 
rency and held it .before his partner's curse he muttered. 
eyes. He found Bung's pony cropping · 

''They didn't get it, Bung. The bunch grass where the canyon walls 
ranch and yore future happiness ate sloped back to form wooded ridges. · 
safe." He added to hims�lf, "I hope." The animal was fresher than his. own, 

Relief Hamed in� Bung Crandall's but .when it was reined to a halt in 
. . eyes, but almost inunediately worry front -of the doctor'$ little cottage at 

filmed them. the edge of Apache Bend it was cov- · 
"Bow-legs, what time is it?''' ered with sweat and lather. 
There was a strained urgency in the Tick helped the doctor harness his 

whisper that automatically sent Tick team, then mounted and rode toward 
digging for the big ,silver watch the center of · the town. He halted be
fastened on the · end of a rawhide fore another small cottage. There was 
thong tied · to his belt loop. Tick a light. in the front · window. He dis .. 
struck a match and glanced at . the mounted and walked up to the porch. 

. . 

watch. · · · The door opened as he went up the 
. ''Ten minutes to midnight. Why ?" steps and a faint and disappointed, 
B·ung groaned. "Too late. Wanted . "Oh," was his greeting. His hat was 

· to appear before Stringer at the last in his hand as he said coolly : 
m"inute before midnight, but I cut it "I come to tell yuh, Miss Thalia, 
too fine. And now you can.'t make it ! · that Bung won't be able to keep his 
Today is the due date on that note. meetin' with yuh tonight. He's had a 
He won't renew. He wants our land slight accident. Besides, we lost our 
too much for that." ranch.· And all the eash we'd saved 

, 

"Yuh're crazy !" Tick snapped. "We· - is gone, too." . 
got two m-onths yet.'' . The girl gasped, her ·eyes widened 

"No," Bung whispered. "l staked and her hand crept automatic_ally up 
everything on the beef round-up. Two to press against her heart. 
more months wouldn'ta saved us, so I "An accident !"  she whispered. 
got the mortgage ·exte-nded last time "Where is he ?-" 
for just ten months instead of a year "He's lying on the ground in Buz
to save interest. Now yQh know why zard Cut ·with a chunk of.lead in him 

• 

I was in hurry to get back. But and Doc Peters is half-way there. by -
too late. �ard, all my fault." And now." 

- -

Bung Crandall closed his eyes. · Before Tick had finished explaining . - . . . 

Tick- passed a hand over his fore� the g1rl had run past htm, down the 
head and the hand came away wet. steps and around the house toward the 
· "I reckon not," he said · quietly then. stable. · 
"I'm takin' a little ride into town.- You "Don't wait for me r' she flung back� 
lie: still here, and I'll send the doc out . "Well; I'll be " Tick whi.spere.d�· ·. 
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staring� ·"And she. didn't even men-
tion our bein' broke. Mebbe I been 
mistook." 

· 

He gave a savage hitch at his gun
belt. "But not about everything," he 
added, as he swung around and walked 
quickly to his tired · pony. 

There was still a light in the office 
of Northby Stringer. Tick mounted 
the stairs, opened- the . door without 
knocking, and slammed·· it $h\lt behind 

- him. S tririger · swung around· in · his 
swivel · chair to face· Tick Billings. 
Hi$ eyes widened for a split seco·nd, 
then grew cold, .emotion·less. and wary. 

· He slid open a table drawer. His right 
· · hand rested on the table edge, just 

above the open drawer. . . 

· "Get out the papers yuh hold on the 
·crosseq Arrow, Stringer," T i c k 
ord·ered drily. "I've come to. pick them 

. . ' up." 
· ·. The real estate m�n gave him what 
. he might have . thought was a smile. 
: His gla.nce swiveled briefly towa�d the 
wall clock. -

"Sorry, Billings," he drawled. "It's 
one o'clock. The note is a full hour 

. over-due. I regret also that I'll b_e 
· unable to renew ·the mortgage, that 
. I'm compelled to foreclose. But 
mo·ney is tight just now and . I must 

. protect mys�lf. Unfortunate, also., 
. that there is ·as yet no redemption 

period in this state. However, I'll 
. give you ample time to move your 
.stock, .unles-s you desire to sell what is 
left . .  I'll give you as good a price as 
anybody." 

. Tick grinned this time, and there 
. was something wolfish in it. . 

"I'm goin' to do something I never · 
thougHt . I . could," he said, his grin 

· proadening. "I'm goin' to pay yuh a 
· compliment. · Yuh must have snow
slush flowin' through yore veins. 
Yuh're the coolest blood-sucker I've 

· ever seen in my life. Take a look at 
· this, and learn the answer to the ques
tions yuh're dyin' to ask." 

He pulled the package of bloody 
·currency from his pocket and slapped 
· it dowrt on. the table. Strin:�r stared 
. at it. His

. 
lips becam·e bloodless, but . 

· · he . . did no.t speak. 
>· · · '�Blood," Tick rapped. "My pard

. 1l��s·: blQod, · let o.ut by Salty · .Bowers' . .� . 
. . . 

.
. . 

.. - . 
. . . 

.. 
. -

�· 

• 

: . . 

lead. But · it di'dn't� do no good; I 
h�ppened to see Lard Potski outli�ed 
against yore window curtain, so I took 
a little ride �UP Buzzard Cut way b·e
fore they got there. . They're both 

. dead, Strin.ger. Pots-ki didn't die right 
away. He lived long enough to talk." 

Not .a muscle in Northby Stringer's 
lean face moved, but a shadow of fear 
involuntarily Washed across his· gray 
eyes. · For a long mom.ent silence hung 
in the dead air of the office. Then · 
Stringer spoke with forced calm. _ 

"I don't know what you're talking· 
about, Billings. Whatev'er ·Potski �aid 
that might implicate me was a lie, of 
course. ·He's dead'- you · say ?" 

. 

ICK realized his error. Potski 
could not repeat his testimony. 

But the tight grin of the bow-legg�d 
little cowman still held. · 

"rhat being disposed of;'' Stringer 
· went on, ''there still remains the fact 
that you are_ too. late to s.ave . y�ur 
ranch. · �And be careful. Violence 
won't get you anything. · I haye a gun 
here, and " 
· He didn't · finish. . Without the 
slightest warning, Tick's right hand 
twitched. There was a resounding 
smash against the table-top as the 
little man slammed down the barrel of 
his gun, denting the wood. The muz
zle centered Northby Stringer just 
·below the short-ribs. Stringer's hand 
leaped away, revealing the pearl 
handle of a · little .32 in the drawer. 
Tick's voice was almost a purr. 

"I'm makin' no bargain with yuh, 
Stringer. If Bung Crandall dies, so 

. do you. That's not a threat it's a 
sworn promise. What's killin' him 
now, more than the hole in his chest, 
is the idea that he's lost our ranch. If  
I can show him a paid-up mortgage, 
he'll have · a fighting chance. . All 
Bung ever needed for anything was a 
fighting chance. Yuh've· got the an-
swer, Stringer. What is it?" · 

Northby Stringer stated into the 
eyes of the little man. Tick Billings' 
grin .:was gone now, and beneath its 
weathered bronze his face was as _pale 
as that of the real estate man. There 
was likewise a little· knot of muscle 
at his jaw hinges that twitched. 
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. 
. For a. second it seemed to fascinate l ittle partner of yours, bless him, you 

:Northby Stringer. It told of the little . . won't have to," the . girl interrupted 
man's hair-tr_igger tension� It told again. "I'm banking on Tick Billings. 
of terrible forces seething within him, He looked- like an · - avenging angel 
re.a�y to explode at the slightest prov- when . he stopped to tell me what had 
ocation. .happened." . . 

- -

North by Stringer · turned slowly "And I thought I was gettin' what 
around to his roll-topped desk and that r�nny ne·eded to make hirn want 
picked up the papers ;' he had been to live," Tick murmured wonderingly 
examining. . . . . to himself. · _ · : . 

* . * * * 

, 

. . 

CK BILLINGS quietly eased 
open · the door of . .the one-room 

hospital of Apache Bend.,s doctor. 
Bung was lying in bed staring up at 
the flushed, pretty face of the _ girl 
bending above him. · "But, honey," he was murmuring, "I 
haven't ·a home any more. Mebbe Tick 
and me can start up some place else 
with what we've g_ot, but it'll take 
every cent and more and be another 

Then he pushed the. door fully open 
and walked into the room. . 

''Who says I'm an avengin' angeJ ?" 
he demanded. "Yuh see any wings on 
me ?" · · · · · . · 

�e advanced with a sheaf of papers 
in his hand and spoke directly to his 
partner. . 

"Me, I'm just a young puncher with 
a half interest in the best ranch north 
of the Red River. You own the. other 
half, gazabo." . 

-

• 

· " long, hard, uphill pull. I can't ask 

He tossed the papers on the bed. 
"But from th' looks of things it 

won't be a undivided half for long,'' 
yuh " 

· 

"Bung Crandall," Thalia Purcell 
said firmly, "when I love a man I 
don't care whether or not he has a 
dime. You're such � goos-e have been 
for a year." . . . 

"But · anyway,'' Bung began stub
bornly, "I won't take yuh into . '' · · · . 

"If I k_now that loyal, bow-legged, 

he commented. "Well, I'm glad· of it. 
I been eatin' yore . bum coo kin' till my 
innards's all corroded. Howdy, Miss · 
Thalia. Can you cook ?" 

The girl arose and faced him, l,ler 
eyes shining. . . 

"I safd you're an angel, Tick, and I 
meant it. And and I can cook. De
pend on that/' 

' . 
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came to: a · tiny pool �hat the thin sum
mer trickle of Gopher Creek still fed;. . 
He gave the stallion its head and slid 
down beside it, to lie on his stomach 

. and . ·drink deeply of the clear cool 
water. . 

Rowlings saw hi's face reflected 
there in the water and the nervous 
grin of excitement ·was gone. Too 
late, he was realizing it was not a bad 
face. The eye� were cle�r,. the fea-

� tures regular, the. head well-shaped. 
But the hair was streaked with gray. 
He. was fifty. . . Brant Rowlings long · tegarded his 
features reflected there in the water. 
The stallion slobbered, disturbed the 
smooth clearness of the pool a.n� dis
�orted the image. ·Rawlings stood up, 
adjuste� the ivory-handled guns in 
the b·road belt at his waist. A new 
determination was building up in him, 
a new worthwhilen�ss in· living. He 
remounted the stallion and pulled 
around toward the ridge . 

• 

ES, his hair was streaked with 
gray. For himself it was too late. 

Thirty years on the owlhoot had hard-
ened his muscles, �creas-ed deep the 
lines in his face. 

His powerful body carried two bul
lets from the. Law. Small white scars 
showed . where two more had gone 
through him. . 

Rowlings did not deceive himself. 
He· was getting old. Every sheriff in 
the c9untry wanted him. They would 
always be on the prod after him. In 
the end they would . get him. 

But the o·thers were younger, . still 
worth saving. An ·outlaw, when he · 
starte� you.ng, didn't realize. Maybe 

· sometimes he didn't ca.re. Row lings 
knew it was that way with his ·own 
boys. . . 

They looked to him {or leadership. 
And he had led them wrong. 

He came out on the ridge. His firm 
hand guided the ·horse -among the 
dwarfed trees toward the granite 
ledge from which be could look back 
toward the .valley. As he moved into 
the open the hot fire of a· bullet burned· · 

. into his hip. A rifte's report, muffied 

. by · d·i�t�ce, drifted up from . the 
. -_ :t'Yriste·d . . coun.try below. A puff of . . . . . . . 

. 
' . ' . . ' . ' . 

. ' 

. ' . 

. 
. • • 

I 

sinoke blossomed ·a mile away. 

·· . 91 

. .Involuntarily Rawlings jerked back 
the stallion. He clutched at the sad
dle-horn, tri�d to fight off the pain • 
He could feel the crurt.ch of splintered 

· bones. ·A .fire leaped up ·under his 
ribs • . It was difficult to stay in the 
saddle.� · . 

Then h·e lay forward on the faithful 
beast's neck, cursing the fateful luck 
that had made a shot at such a distance 
find its mark. . 

· 

. . ' 

The bullet; he knew, was well sp�nt. 
But he also knew that the wound was 
a bad one. · · · · · · 

Waves of dizziness swept him. It 
taxed ·his strength. to guide the horse 
through the crazy, twisted debris <?£ 
cross-cutting valleys that led toward 
his camp and possible s.afety. 

Brant Row lings was not · sur'e he 
would live. Nausea came over hiin. 
He retched and was sick. But he kept 

· g·oing- on. He had to go on, had to 
make it to camp . 

• 

Darkness came, and with it a meas
ure of cooling comfort. . His saddle 
was wet now, slippery and red. His · 
eyes burned .. At each movement of 
the horse he seemed to lapse into a 
brief spell of unconsciousness . 

But finally there came an orange-red 
star of hope to guide him. Rawlings 
blinked, to be sure. Then he knew it 
was the campfire of his men. He had 
·reached the almost impenetrable gran- � 

ite pass where the band made head
quarters. There, on the hard ground 
near the fire, he let himself slide from 
the stallion. His body lay still. 

Five· men gathered quickly around 
him.-

A six-foot Negro, with_a big six-gun. 
hanging loose fTom his hip, its shiny 
metal reflecting the red glow from the 
campfire, knelt beside him. 

"You-all . ain't goin' to die, is yuh ?" 
the excited colored man exclaimed. 

A chun_ky man of perhaps thirty 
stepped closer. He prodded Brant ·· _ 

·Rawlings' body with the toe of his 
heavy ridipg boot. 

"Never mind, Sam," he conunanded 
the Negro roughly. "Looks like .h e's . 
·finished.'' · 

Sam Washington Jones looked up. · . 
The whites of his eyes· rolled danger• ·. · . · . ' ' 
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-

ously. His tone, hi� speech were slow, 
drawling threats. 

"Yuh keep·. yuh're dirty boots off'n 
Massa Brant,'' he warned. "It take 
more'n one bullet hole to kill dis man. 
Reckon yuh know dat, Joe Gardner., 

Joe Gardner's niass1ve shoulders 
stiffened. His dark eyes cast about 
quickly to observe · th-e reaction of 
the four other outlaws. He met ex-• • presstons that were bar� . to read. 

· The faces · of ·those men told him 
nothing, nothing except that each was 
intent and serious, that each man was 
thinking · his own thoughts. They 
wanted to know how badly their lead-

·, er was hit. . . 
Brant Rowlings was weak and faint . 

He was in terrible pain. But he was 
not -unconscious. He heard what was • 
said. Even in his suffering his teeth 
set hard on his lip. The resolution of 
his will made him turn over. He 

-

struggled to sit up. His hand groped 
toward his gun . 

"J·oe," he challenged, "yuh# been 
.. .tryin' to turn the men agin me a long 

time. Now that I'm bad hit, yuh're 
skunk enough to take advantage. Go 
for yore cutter while rm alive and 
let's get it settled!" 

But Brant Rawlings' weapon wav
ered in his . stiffening fingers. He 
dropped,. unconscious. 

Slowly, deliberately, Joe Gardner 
took· out his gun. He started to point 
it down at the still form on the 
grou_nd. But the Negro leaped at him . 
The heavy fist of Frank Bret, another 
outlaw, came up from behind. Jim 
Clarsen, still another, grabbed the 
wrist that held the weapon. The other · 
two outlaws joined to help. . 

"We're maybe a tough bun�h," the 
well-educated little Ferdinand Crosby 
said evenly as he .yanked Gardner's 
feet from under him, _".but we don't 
shoot ·men when they're down." 

Clark Tadborn emphasized the same 
sentiment with a sharp riudge of his 
sharp-pointed shoe. . . •  

It was ten days ·before Brant Row
lings came. out of his fever. Then he 
was only strang enough fer dim, un� 
c�rtain spells of consciousness. AI-. . . ways, when his mind functioned . nor

. -��I.ly f.or a few minutes, the f�ithful 

s·am was there beside him. Sam 
.br:ought water, and food. He bathed 
Rawlings' forehead, and went almost 
into a d·eliri#um of· joy the first time 
Rowlings was able to open his eyes 

. and speak coherently. -
"Yuh goin' to be all right now, shore 

'nuff !'� The Negro heaved a sigh of 
relief as loud as a Dodge City cattle 
train blowing ·off steam. "Man, that 
shore· a load off my. mind." 

"And a weight .off yore feet too, -I 
reckon," Rawlings said. · . 

"Now I get me some sleep," the Ne-
g·ro agreed� · · · · · 

A. few days later, when Brant was 
stronger; able to . sit in the comforta
ble warm sun in front of the grani�e 
cliff, Sam said with deep exaggerated 
wrinkles of worry creasing his shiny 
black forehead: 

"Dat ungrateful hound dog, Joe 
Gardner, don't wish yuh- no good, 

· Boss. - He's stirrin' the men to think 
y�h all through. Yuh n_ever ride no 
more, he say.# Him boss now, he tell 
'em." 

· 
Brarit Rawlings stretched · out his · 

right leg carefully, grimaced at the 
pain and stiff ness . 

"He'� mebbe right, . Sam, about me 
not rid in'. Lookee there." The out
law chief pointed at his two bare feet 
stretched out before him. "One's an 
inch or two shorter'n the other. 

· Reckon .it'll always be that way." 
Sam looked at the feet, and blinked 

.several times·. · 
"Pshaw, Boss! Yuh a better man 

'an that mule-skinner if yuh only got 
one foot." 

Rawlings smiled. "Reckon yuh're 
behind me strong, Sam. But Gard
ner's right in a way. There's a shake
up comin'. I can't be head of the 
band any more." 

...... , 0 days later, just at dusk, little 
Ferdinand Crosby rode into the 

camp. Beside him rode a young -
puncher on a paint cowpony. 

"I've brought in a new recruit,'' the 
dapp�r little outlaw annqunced. "He,s 
a man with an education like myself. 
He speaks English so that any steer 
west of the Pecos could understand 

. him. And he wants to join up." 
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Br�nt Rawlings �at on a flat stone 
near the fire, half leaning on an im· 
provised cane that Satn had cut. 

"Bring him in closer, Ferdi," h·e in
vi ted. "We'll look him over." 

The puncher was young. Not over 
eighteen or twenty, Brant thought. 
He was a well-buil� young fellow with 
sky-blue ·eyes and a good square chin. 
He stepped forward slowly, seemed a 
little abashed. Then ·h e  _gl_anced at 

· Rowlings' crutch and his eyes ope
.
ned 

wider. · 

. .  
· . · '�Get hurt?" he inquired a bit anx-

iously. :. · . . . 
-

"Shot," Brant Rawlings said briefly. 
"Crippled for life." . 

The outlaw chief glanced at th� men 
who were sitting around. He caught 
the . surly challenging glint in J o·e 
Gardner's eyes. The two glared at 
each other a moment. Gardner took a 
step forward . 

"I'll talk to the kfd," he announced. 
· ."Yuh're about finished anyhow. Yuh 

can't ride any more." -
Brant Rowlings did not move. But 

his eyes hardened. His lips set firmly. 
He glanced about at his men, read the 
undecided doubt in_ th.eit eyes. 

· 

"I'll do tlte talkin'," he said. 
There was a moment of _silence, 

heavy, sull�D: silence. . _ 
"T�e b�ss'll -do the talking," Frank 

Bret said. · 
''We'll listen to Brant," Clark Tad

born · said. -
• 

Ferdi shrugged disinterestedly. Jim 
Clarson shook his head in a· slow neg-• attve. 

Joe Gardner hesitated, looked about 
the little circle of · men, finally

. 
met · 

the white .eye-balled threat of Sam 
. Washington Jones. He moved back 
resignedly and leaned against a boul
der. 

. 

"What's yore name?�' Brant Row-
lings asked the young puncher. ''What 
makes yuh want to go on the owl
hoot?" 

-"Yuh can call me Mike," the 
puncher said . . He Wiped the palms of 
his hands nervously along his gun belt. 
"Heard lots about Brant Row lings.· 
�'ve heard about the gun battles yuh 
been in, about all the things y�h've. 

. .done .• " · 
• . · .. . . 

• 

- "How I've outwitted the law· at 
eyery turn, ·eh ?" the outlaw lea<;ter 
suggested. 

"Yeah, and how yuh've got �et beef 
to market and made a heap of coin . 

. Now I'm in a bad · fix. I shot a· hom
bre last night rn Jasper Springs. We 
was g,amblin' and he cheated, and 
so " 
. "Yuh don't ·need to tell us:' ·Row

lings said coldly. "We don't care why 
yuh kille.d _him.. We never care. We -
.shoot- · sheriffs and deputies just be
cause they do their duty, because they 
try and keep · the country honest." 

The young fellow stared. He looked 
startled, ·mystified .. 

Joe Gardner stepped forward an
grily. 

"Listen here, Brant," ·he intoned. 
"Yuh�re not gettin 'away with th_is. 
Just because yuh're · through and 
turnin' soft, yuh needn't think yuh're 

· goin1 to break up the bunch. I'm next 
in line to take ·charge and yuh know 
it. This ranriy looks like good ·mate
rial to me. I want him to have a 
chance�" 

Rawlings d.id not answer Gardner. 
He spoke to the young cowboy who 
called himself Mike. . 

0 

"This man" he pointed toward 
Gardner "says he wants yuh to have 
a chance. So do I, son. I want yuh 
to have a chance to decide for yore-

. self. I've been rid in• the owlhoot -
twenty-eight years. I have two dose� 
of lead· in my body. Three holes. I'm 
a cripple now one leg is shorter'n the 
other. I killed a man too, to begin 
with. · There's been others since. 
_Plenty. I don't know who they· were. 
They wore stars. That's the only 
wrong they done. They fought for 
the law. Only I was faster . 

"I coulda gone back, son, like you 
can, and to.ld the truth. If yuh killed 
a man for cheatin' at cards, go back 
and face .it out. It's . yore best bet. 
Yuh'll have the law on yore side. In . 
the long run the law'll win out." 

ARDNER kept moving forward. · 
liis . dark eyes turned cold. The· .. 

dim last light of day was giving ·way . . · 
to the flickering red g�ow of the ban- · 
dit's tire.· . . · . . . . · . 
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TEXAS RANGERS · 

''�uh're goin' tQ listen to me, 
Brant," he commanded. 

He had stopped out in front now. 
He stood with his legs a little apart, 
faci_ng Brant Rowlings across the 

·· small level space in front of the fire. 
"I've rode with yuh for five years." 

Gardner's tone was low, thr.eatening, 
growlingly sarcastic; "I'm the one to 
take charge when you drop out. 
Yuh're gettin' too old - _anyhow. Be-

. cause yuh're quit�in' is no 
. 
rea·so·n.  I 

should lose the chanc-e I been workin' • 

· foJ; of makin' a clean-up." 
Brant Ro_wlings stood up. He- - held 

the improvised crutch with his right 
hand, slightly leaning upon it. His 

. voice, when he answered Gardner, was 
soft, almost mellow �ith patient un
derstanding. 

"I didn't ask yuh to join up," he 
sai(J. "When yuh first come I talked 
to yuh just like I'm talkin' to Mike 
here. " He shook hfs head as· if with 
the futility of repeating it. "I talked 

_ to all the boys pretty much the same 
when they join·ed. Each one but you, 
Gardner, listened. These boys appre
ciated what I told 'em. The only rea-

. son any one of 'em �tayed was because 
a noose was waitin' for him behind the 
star of the law. 

"These other boys" R o w_l'i n g � 
swept hi� arm -slowly to include them 
all

. 
"Sam here killed a white man 

_ down South for beatin' him nearly to 
death _with- a blacksnake whip. The 
wei ts was still on his. body when he 
come an� asked me to join up. A 
lynchin' party waited for him back 
where he came from just because he 
was a colored man. · So I let him stay. -

"Bret got in bad . company. He 
- killed a man in a bank holdup. That's 
how he started. Clarson rode with 
Billy the Kid in N�w Mexico. They 
•thought they were figh�in' on the side 
of the law. But the law got confused. 
_And they �ouldn't go back. 

"Ferdi was· a - bank teller. He was 
smart, too smart. He- thought he could 
get into the vault without any trouble. 
But a guard got in his way and he $h.;>t 
him . . Th·en. he come here • . Tadburn · 

· -�ought on the losin' side of a range - w�t. The winners put in a s�eriff 
. .  :· ;t.hat was - out :

_-_to :get · him.- That's 
. ·  -

. 
why be joined up· with my . bu11-ch. " 

. _ Brant - Rowlings _ straightened as 
much as he could. One shoulder 
drooped · qu�te a bit. His gun-belt 
sagged on that side. . He brought his 

. hand up casu.ally, .touched the butt of 
his gun, as if to feel for sure just 
where · it was. He still leaned on the . . 

. 

crutch. 
. Joe Gardner tensed. His hand came . 
up, - hovered near h_is . right gun butt. 
The tone of Rowlings' voice, the _ 
deathlike stillness, the close, opp�;es
sive feel of the air told the men who 
watched that - a moment ·of action had 
come. 

Rawlings seemed almost unbeliev
ably at ease, relaxed and casual. H.is 
eyes held Gardner's like something . 
caught in a vise. _ -

"You, Joe," he said in an almost fa
therly tone, "come with us just be
cause yuh was b�d. Yuh didn't have 

- any ·reason 'cept yuh wanted to fight. 
Yuh w�nted easy blood. money. Yuh 
claimed �yuh'd been in a fair fight in 
Cattle Center. Rumor said yuh'd shot 
a faro· dealer in the back. · I ·checked 
on that, Joe. . The evidence was bad, 
awful bad. Yuh knifed a Chinese res
taurant-owner in Dodge City, too, Joe. 
Yore only reason was to get what the 
poor heathen had in his till. Yuh shot 
a deputy in the back since yuh been 
here. Half a dozen times yuh've tried 

·to pick. a gun-fight with me. Yuh _ 
won't be satisfied till yuh're boss. 
. Then yuh'll cheat the rest of the boys 
outa their share." 

E men knew what was going to 
happen. They moved quietly back. 

Frank Bret stood on the far side of 
the fire. Jim Clarson leaned against 

_ the sheer granite wall of the cliff, his 
elbow against it and his fingers idly 
caressing the butt of his sixgun . 

Little Ferdinand Crosby stood be· 
hind his norse on a boulder, his el
bows resting on the horse's shoulder, . .  
its body part way hidden in shad.ow. 
Carl Tadhurn staod more in the open. 
But he shifted enough to get out of 
line of their fir'e. .. 

The young cowboy who called him
self Mike had . shrunk back in the 
darkness·. -Only the Negro� ,Sam, stood _ 
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· stilt He was within three feet of . . - . 
Brant Rowlings. As Rowlings spoke 

. Sam's white teeth had seemed to shine 
more and more in the gathering gloom. 
It could have been thought he was • • grtnntng. 

Two or three minutes passed in that 
sort of silence. . 

"Don't. hold off, 'cause I'm a crip-
ple," Brant Rawlings finally said 
quietly. "This is the chanc� yuh al

. ways wanted, Gardner. Yuh cari dtaw 
when yuh're ready." · · _ · Jt was over quickly then. Gardner's 
face became hideous, his . slitted- eyes 
cold and cruel. His chin ·protruded 
and his whole body-tensed·and slightly 
crouched. He was like a rattler t;eady 
to spring. His ·hand fell like the 
flashing of light and his gun came up 

-

-part way. 
Brant Rawlings had hardly seemed 

to move at all. The crutch was balanc
ing on end when he fired an·d it fell 

· stiffiy down just as Gardener's body 
did. Rawlings balanced himself by 
letting down the leg that was shorter 
than the other. He broke his gun, 
raised it and blew smoke from the 
barrel. · · - · 

-

Sam stooped and pick-ed up the 
crutch, handed it back to Rowlings 
just as if th�t was why he had bee1_1 
standing _ there waiting . 
· "Yuh should of done that a long 

. time ago, . Boss," he said. 
·The_ young fellow, Mike, came up 

out of the · shadows. He was leading 
his horse and his face was · pale. He 
glanced down a second at the dead 
man and stood perfectly still. Then 
he said to Rowlings: · -

"Do yuh _mind if I ride?" 
"I want yuh_ to ride, son," Brant 

Rawlings said. ''Go back and face 
- whatever charge is a.gainst yuh. Don't 
ever turn agin' the law._ It'd be better 
to let it hang yuh in the first place 
than after there's more on yore con
science . . But that wo�'t ha·ppen to yuh, 
hombre. Go, tell the truth. If yuh 
killed a · sneakin" tinhorn, folks'll 
understand better'n y1,1h think. Fa�e 
it, and," he added tHat slowly "tell 
�em Brant Rowlings advised yuh that 

· �ay. It _mebbe'll help yuh·� littl� -and 
• . 

£ lk ,, . 

,�urprtse. · -o . s �orne.· \ . ·. - '· . • 
. 

• 

- . . 

.:, . 
.. . 

- . . 

• 

··. 95 
. . . . 

- Serious, silent tnen watched ·the 
_y�ung puncher mount. He swung his 
horse into the shadows of. the fast-

. . 
coming nigh� and they swallowed him 
up. The outlaws turned toward Rowl

. ings, standing tense and questioning. 
He moved closer to the fire, began 

stirring the · red coals · thoughtfully 
with a stick. The men came closer, 
too, hovering · about the fire, · its red 
glow ·reflecting on their set, thought
ful feat�r�s. They waited for their 
leader to speak. . 

"The rest of yuh can do what you 
like," he said finally.. "Yuh all been 
loyal to me. We've at least been hon· 
est with- each other. All except Joe, 
and he's dead. Too bad but it had 
to be." . 

• 

He paused, looked up at them each 
in turn and smiled a little. · . . 

"Mebbe," he said, "some of yuh got · enough confidence in me to believe it 
· when -1 tell yuh the owlhoot's no good. 
The law'll get yuh all in the end. 
Ytih're �11 young enough to make new 
starts in some new country. Some of 
yuh can even go home and start over.
Yuh'll be better off in the end that . .  , 
way.'-' He paused again and shrugged 
wearily. · "Yuh can stay here if yuh 
like. I'm not givin' any more orders. 
In the mornin' I'll be leavin' alone." 

ONE spoke. Some sort of tense 
thoughtfulness seemed to hold _ 

them tight-lipp·ed and thoughtfu�. 
-The dead 1nan lay before them, his 
open eyes staring sightlessly at the 
black sky, a grim sort of material ob
ject lesson . 

Little Ferdi nodded silently as if h·e 
had been thinking, and. as if he had 
decided. He walked off and a moment 
later led his horse from the shadow-s . 
He mounted, then with the firelight 
playing on his face as he smiled down 
at Brant Rawlings. _ 

"Thank_s, Boss. I'm taking a long, 
long ride, clear past the ·end of the _ 

owlhoot, down Mexico way. You don't 
hear so much about them, but I've 
heard there's honest cowpunching 
jobs �down there." . · 

Rowlings grinned. Ferdi's . siinpJe 
words made him feel -happy insid_e • . · . · 

''Good luck, Ferdi/' · h'e ·said-. · : · . . : . 
. . . . . . . . . . .. 
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· A few seconds late·r the. hoof-beats 
of the sensible little fellow's mount 

. 

faded out in the dark distance. 
Jim Clarson came and shook Brant 

Rowlings' hand without saying a 
wo;rd. He mounted his horse and rode 
off alone in the night. Clark Tadburn 
and Frank Bret ·rode off together just 
before dawn. · - � 

The bright sun o£ the new day found 
only the faithful Negro still in camp 

- with Brant - Rowlings. . · · - - . 

"What do we do now, Boss?" _l:te 
-

asked. _ 

g·et me a jackass and p-tebbe do a little 
prospectin' up in the _hills. You better 
strike off on yore own, Sam. Yuh'd 
be held back taggin' around after me.'' 

Sam opened his ey�s wide. "Boss, 
. you-all don't know nothin' 'bout. them 
jackass animals. Y ou-�11 cain't drive 
them beasts. They got to be led·. T_hat 
be my· job, Boss." The Negro fell 
thoughtful and stroked his· lip_s be
tween. his thumb. and forefinger. "Be
sides, Boss, if tha� law· catch up w-itJ:t 
you�atl some day, how yuh goin' to 
have de moral strength to stand bein' 
hanged without old ·s.ambo_ is. right 
t-here beside yuh?'' _ _ 

Bra-nt Rawlings looked at him. He 
did not smile. His · throat felt tight. 

-

.
ui limp- Eretty bad, �Sam, But I can 

sttll get around. I thtnk I'll head out 
Nevada way. They've struck gold 
there." Rawlings · grinned wryly . 
"The law'll catch ·up -with me· sooner 
or l _at�r, I reckon, but meantime I'll 

"All right, Sam. Yuh can com�."· 
They mounted and rode westward. 

. . 
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Where Rangers fought an, bled, 
• 

. ..__ 

'> '¢ 7 • . 
To make tlr country great-

� 

An' cleared away th' wilds 
-

To found th' LtJne Star State. I' 

-· . 
Where old Sam Houston built .. ·-

� . . 

• 

A land o' pion�ers, 

� 

Where deeds o' golden glory 
�-

Echo down the·y,ears-

-

.. . . ...... .. 
• 

-

0 

That's Texas! 

Where everythin' is man to man 

An' room enough for alJ . 
, 

An' every mother's son pre_pared, 

To answer country's caJJ .... 
� 

That�s Texas! 

• -TEX MUMFORD. . . 
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The battle turned into a swift, confused rush 

By ALLAN BOSWORTH 
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Author qf uRide to Nowhere/� '(Pull Leather or Die;" etc.· 
' 

• 

Dal Crocker, From Tennessee, Who Wants to Serve Texas, Gets His 
. 

Chance When_ Sam Houston Sends a Ct;J.LL for Battlers! 

AL CROC�ER rode into the He cried out twice with a · lusty 

. . 

clearing at dusk. The March ''Hal loa!" and sat wearily for a time, · · 
�

rain_ drizzled between flutter· listening and_ looking. A dog barked, 
ing gusts that sent ghostly Spanish and the sound had that emptiness 
moss swinging and showering . from. which comes from bare walls.-
the live-oaks. Courage had fled east- The rider swung down. Even after 
ward on the wings of pan_ic, and a his boots sank past his ankles in·· the 
gray hopeles_sness lay over T.exas� mulatto mud of the ·Brazos bottom· 
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·land, he - was taller . than the average 
i.n a country of tall men. The chill 
deepened and ·clung to him with his 
wet buc.kskins� He started walking 
forward, leading the horse. 

The deserters had · pre�eded him 
with their news and· their contagious 
panic. Cole's set�lement had heard 
about Fannin's massacre at Goliad. 
It had heard that Santa Anna was 
on the Colorado with thirty thousand 

· men, �d that ·Sam Houston· was - a 
"coward" in full retreat toward the 
Sabine. . 

Cole's -settlement was on the·· run, 
· like all the other towns from Wash-. . 
ington-on-the-Brazos to · the Gulf. 
Like Gonzales, where the a$hes of . . 
houses were scarcely cold. 
· Dal Crocker's gray eyes were red-

. rimmed from more than thirty hours 
without sleep, thirty hours in the 
saddle, in· the drizzJe that seeped its 
chill into a man's bones. He shifted 
· his rifle around under his left armpit 
and walked stiffly on, looking at the 
houses. They glared back through 

· dark swirling mist. Holes showed 
· ·where the mud had fallen· away dur
ing the rain. There� was -no light any
where, an<J -even the grayness was 
dimming. - . 

His boots . splashed into a .rivulet: 
A wagort rut -that was fresh in the 
mud. Yonder was a bed sheet caught 

. on a hackberry bush ; there a wagon 
saggeg with one wheel broken and 
the splintered hub half buried in the 
wet ground. A pitiful array of house
hold effects were spilled over its side . 
A trunk lay broken open, and a doll 
was caught between the tray and the · 
lid. ' .  . 

· · He passed . a cabin that gave out the 
pungence of woodsmoke beate·n down 
from the stick-a�d-mud ·chimney. 

. Subconsciously he asso_ciated the fra
grance with food, and his stomach 
bega;n gnawi�g again. He felt hot 
and cold at the same time·. . . 
· · The folks of Cole's settlement 
.hadn't been · gone Iong. Two or three 
ho�rs, maybe. They would be ov�r 
on the Brazos with the wagons Sam 
�ouston needed so badly, and maybe 

·· . · some rifles. 
· : · · Dal · Crocker. worried . when· · he . .. . . .  . . 

. . . 

' . . . . .  . . . . - - . . . . . , . . . 
. '• . . '. . . . . . . . . . . 

- . . . . -.. 

' 

thought of Houston an·d the army. 
Houston had promised he wOuld fight 

. ·when the time came. Anc) suppose that 
time came wpile Crocker was .up here 
riding the settlements with the ad

. vance guard �hat was trying to- undo 
the harm the deserters had done? 

. . 
SMOKEHOUSE door was ajar. 

. . He saw a hound slink away. from 
it, and the smell of . bacon came his 
way and _m�de his mouth water. Sam � 
Houston wouldn't mind if he cut a . . . 
little piece for food. He tied the 
horse to a ·dripping tre·e. an·d un
sheathed his bowie knife. 

He was in the smokehouse door, 
and the patter of rain was loud Qn 
the clapboard roof, when .he · saw the . 
girl. . 

She wasn't making any noise • . She 
ran with her bedraggled poke bonnet 
bent against the drizzle. . She stum-

. bled· and fell, but something drove her 
011. Dal Crocker stared, because she 
was· ·  running; from the direction· of 
the Brazos, and not toward it. 

She · had some sort of cloak that · 
didn't protect her much, and the long 
gown · she wore must have been her 
finest, -�ut now the mud spattered it 
and the wetness made it cling to her 
slender figure. She was a wraith in 
the dripping shadows as she went by 
without seeing either Crocker or the 

·horse. . � 

Then she darted into the doorway 
.of a cabin. · He could hear her shoes 
on the puncheon floor, the only sound 
in this deserted settlement. 

He forgot the bacon and his hunger. 
His �bowie knife went back into his 
belt, and he tried to make no noise 
as he approached, because that would 
startle her. But his boot scraped on 
the door sill, and his tall form_ was a 
sinister .silhouette against the fading 
light. 

She str�ightened from the blurred 
outline of a big trunk. There wasn't . 
any scream. He could hear her quick 
breathing. His eyes grew more ac
customed to the darkness, and he saw 
the blurred oval of her white face 
and the fluttering of a slender hand · 
at her throat, whe·re the dark cloak • 

. was buttoned. 
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-''Who . who are you, and what do · "They're crossing. the Brazos· by 
YQU ·want?, · now, I guess. They're in a h·urry." 

H·e thoug�t she asked the question · 
· 

H
.
E gr.oped · her . way · along the 

wall, found the fireplace, and took 
calmly enough, considering that she 
mu�t have had a right smart of a 
scare. But as he stepped in out of 
the drizzle he was wondering at the 
strangeness of her speech. B_ack home 
in Tennessee, folks didn't talk like 

• 

that, kind of harah like, and sound· 
ing all their "R's." Folks in Texas 

. didn't; either; because most' of them 
had com-e from the South. _ 

• 

. He thought of Captain Geo.rge 
Erath,. back there with . . Sam Houston, 

• 

and how Erath's guttu·ral German ac· · cent sounded when he gave a com
mand. Then he jerked himself back 
to the present. · · -
· "Why, I'm from General Houston's 
army, ma'atn," he said proudly. ''I 
just · , 

The gladness leaped from her lips. 
"Oh, is -th .e arrny here? Are you 

· · goin1 to fight?" 
"Well " Dal Crocker shifted his 

tired weight awkw•rdly "we'll fightJ 
all right enough. When the general 
figgers it's the proper time. But the 
army's back yonder_ quite a spell. I'tn 
one of the advance scouts, ma'am." 

"You mean you're retreating faster 
than the rest of those cowards I" . . 
There was ·a· chill sarcasm in her 

� 

words. She - spoke fast and angrily . 
"Oh, if I were only a �an! If we 
only- �ad some good New England 
blood in Tex·as. Men like we had at 
Concord and Lexington .. · They didn't 
retreat!" 

So that was it. She came from the 
North. Crocker felt the hot flush in
his .cheeks, and there was that chill 
along his spine. 

"Seems to me Andy· Jackson done 
mighty well at �ghting," · he said 
drily, "and he's from Tennessee. 
Sure, I'd like to fight right now, my
self. But I ain't got the say. Every
thing's all talk and no cider, but I 
reckon the time will come . . • What 
are you doing here, anyhow?" 

She hesitated. "I I came back for 
something/' 

He could see that. "But where's ' 
your folks? Where's everybody �rom 
Cole's?" 

. something .from the-mantel. Then she 
stirred . the ashes, found a live coal, 
and a :flanie cupped in her hand.· .She 
straightened with a candle . 

Her mouth \vas as soft as the .flame, 
and more vivid.. She had dark eyes, 
too large for the. wistful oval of her 
. fat�e, .and her hair was down and wet. 
It was wavy and black with a lustrous 
sheen that - d-idn't all eome. from the 
dampness. 

When- she set the candle on a table, 
Crocker saw the remnants of a meal 
still on it. He was thinking· that sh• . 
was mighty young to · be running 
around loose like this, at a time when . 
there were looters and prowlers. 

· 

"You hadn't ought to .come back-
· like· this," he told her. "What was it 

you forgot?" · _ . 

She · f9und �it, just then. Lifting a 
small carpet bag to the table, · she 
stooped over the trunk and · brought
out a dress of some sort. It was an 
ivory color; .silk or sateen, by the way 
it glistened, and it . had a lot of lacy 
fol-de-rols to make it a whole lot finer 
than any gown Dal Crocker had ever 
seen. 

"It was this/' she said softly, and · there w.as a reverence in her words. _ 

"My wedding dress!" 
. Crocker swallowed and said "Oh/' 
because there was nothing else to say . 

He was feeling awkward and un
couth - in his wet buckskins, and sud
denly remembered that he had been 

· wearing his soaked coonskin cap all 
this time in the presence of a lady. 
She was about the prettiest lady he 
had seen in Texas, too. He reckoned 
she could .hold her own back in Ten
nessee, for that matter. He fumbled 
his cap a�d his rifle got in the way. 

"I reckon you'll . be ready to go,- . 
now, ma'am," he said. '�I'll take you 
to your folks. I've got a horse out 
yonder." �She didn't answer at once; 
she was looking at the dress, and he· 
could sort of picture her in it, ·with 
the bosom cut low. and maybe a fan 
held across it. 
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. 
''My name's Dal Crocker/' he said. 

'-'From Te_nnessee." - . . . . 
'rhe·gir� ,.r.p:lled. "I'm Mary Bristol, 

from Vermont. You're very kind, Mr. 
Crocker." 

He wasn't accustomed to being 
called "mister," and' he imagined his 
reddish hair was all rumpled up and 
wild. Feeling hot and �cold and con
fused all at once, be tried to laugh. 

"I reckon we're all Texans just now. 
· Come this way, " m�'am." 

· · · 

. 

Some·how her hand - touched his . -
ch�ek as he helped her to mount . . It 
was like a wet, warm flower like 
when your horse carries you under 
a magnolia tree . after - a summer 
shower. He handed up the littl� car-

. petbag, and toed the stirrup. · 
. In  the doorway of the last cabin a 

cat was mewing forlornly. The horse 
got off the road and trampled through 
some fine � young corn that would be 
bearing roasting ears in June. Crocker 

· wondered vaguely if there would be 
anybody in Cole's settlement � when 
the corn ripened. And when the 
horse went by a little shack set back 
from the cabin, chicke_ns squalled. 

People were c-r�y, leaving their 
homes like this. Sam Houston had 
said that fifteen hundred men could 
whip any force Santa Anna brough� 
to the Cc;»lorado. Dal Crocker swung · 
his rifle across his back with the sling 

. - under one armpit, and thought of how 
many men were fleeing instead of ral
lying to help Housto_n beat back the 
advances of Santa Anna. 

He had to say something · finally, 
because he · was too much aware of 
the nearness of Mary Bristol, sitting. 
on the saddle just in front of him. 
So he said : 

"You didn't walk all the way back 
from the Brazos, c}id you ? It must 
be nearly ten miles." 

''No. We were halfway there when 
I remembered the dress. I slipped 
.Qut of the back end of the wagon." 

.... T w�s certainly a foolish 
· · thing �o do, Dal Crocker thoug�t, 

but he held his. tongue. 
They passed something that bulked 

at -�he $ide of the road. Somebody 
.--.:. Ji�:d. Jightened a wagon's load by stack- . • 

. 
ing chairs and other. furniture in ·the • ra1n. _ · - ·"Wh·ere are the rest of the 7 the ad
·vance scouts?" the girl asked. 

Crocker didn't know, and it might 
. be days· b�f�re he - saw them again. 
Houston bad fewer than eight hun
dred �en, · and he couldn't spare �ore 
than a handful to send ahead. Others 
were deserting to help their · families, 
almost as fast as recruits came in. 

"Scattered between Washington an.d 
Harrisburg',''- he told Mary BristoL 
"But I reckon we can go back to th·e 
arrny pretty . soon. When _folks are 
over the Brazos, they ought to be safe 
enough.'� . . 

"Everybody says we won't be safe 
till we cross the Sabine," she reto�ted . 
"You can't blame the people. The 
government convention didn't . think 
it was safe to stay in Washington-on
the-Brazos. They went �o Harris-

. burg.'� 
. "They've got papers to protect," 

Crocker� defe-nded. "And they· · have 
to raise money for Gen_eral Houston, 
so he can get guns and horses." 

''He's afraid ! He won't fight." ' 
''That's not so, ma'am !" Dal Crocker 

was feeling sick and �eary. He knew 
he was- saying this as much to assure 
himself as he was for the sake of ar
gument. "He'll fight. That's what he 
came to Texas for. That's what I · came fo.r." 

"It'll be too late before he does !" 
.Mary Bristol · said bitterly. "We've 
lost everything, already." 

Th.ere wasn't any answer to this . 
They · rode with only the slogging 
sound of the horse's hoofs and the 

· incessant dripping of th� trees. Now 
.; they could have followed the road 
without any ruts to guide them, be
cause not a hundred yards passed 
without some abandoned piece of fur
niture or other possession to mark 
the course of the "Runa,way Scrape." 

Once a· wagon loomed in the dark-· 
ness and two men were wrestling with 
a wheel in a chug-bole. Crocker an
swered their challenge and offered tQ 
help; but when he identified himself 
as one of Houston·'s soldiers, · they 
�ursed him and ordered him away. 

"They, II see !" he · told the girl . 
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"W�'ll fig_ht, a�l right.'' . bank toward· the m�n w�th . the boat . 
"I believe you would, anyway," she They could see lant�rns bobbing mist-

· said, and impulsively laid her hand· - ily on the farther shore. Shouts came 
on his arm as he held the bridle reins. faintly f(om across the river, and 
"And I hope you get back in time." Crocker realized the water was high. 

It was midnight when they catne "How much?" · qe · asked, ·and the 
to the Brazos. He saw a fire burning squat man ·who stood by a little fire of 
high on the bank where the ferry his own removed a stubby pipe from 
landing was, but the f�rry was on the his mouth and spat. · 
other si'de and three wagons were "You put up five dollars. · B·ri�ng the 

- waiting. The first one had a lantern boat. back, and you get two dollars · · 
� under its bowed tarp, and a ·slatter�ly back after you �ake· your wife ov�r. _ 

woman peered out curiously -at them. If .y ou leave the boat on the other side, 
. "Oh, Mrs. St�vens !" - the girl·_ ex· · and my son has to bring it back, he . 
claimed.. "Have you seen " · _ gets the two dollars." . . . 

"Your folks have done ·gone over, It al� sounded complicated, and Dal . 
Mary. And they're fitten to be tied, Crocker felt weak, and that hot and 
too, with you missin'. What happened cold sensation was surging through 
to ye, for land's sakes?" · - him again. He didn't have fiv� dol-

Her voice was high and querulous, Iars in the world. There was thre.e-
and there was a dirty-faced youngster fifty in his pocket. . . . 
crowding into the vent of the wagon "How about taking my horse -for · 
sheet, c�ewing on a piece of bacon security? I'll bring the_ boat back. 
rind. Dal Crocker saw that the . I'm Qne of Houston's men." 
woman was staring at him, and he felt "That ain't. no reconunendation," 
ill at ease. � growled the�boat owner� and Crocker 

. "I forgot something I wanted," wanted� to leap and smash the pipe 
Mary Bristol explained. ''When will down· his throat. "But I reckon. the 
the ferry be back?" . horse is worth five dollars. Go ahead. 

"Reckon they're havin' some trou- Let your wife get in first." 
ble, and there ain't no tellin.'. Maybe "She's not " Dal . Crocker ·began, 
an hour. rhey're mighty slow." then stopped. 

. 

"Boat for hire!" a man shouted fro� It didn't matter what this man 
down the · ste�p bank. "Boat for bite, thought. He was worse even than the 
mister!'' . submissionists. He was making money 

''I could get off here and go with . off human misery. . 
tbe . Stevenses," the girl said. Croc.ker helped the girl down. She 

� 

. 
was still clinging to the carpetbag, 

UT Crocker took another look and be thought the wedding dress 
at the slatternly woman and must be pretty well soaked by now. 

shook his head. It didn't appear that Her petticoats whispered as her slen-
. Mary would be any too welcome. B.e- derness slid past him, and then he 

sides, with the Bristol wagon already · steadied the boat for h�r and stepped 
across, arid perhaps going on, they in to take the oars. They were clumsy, 
couldn't wait an hour ·for the- ferry. and so was he. The Tennessee moun-

For the first time he wondered about tains taught men how to use a rifte, 
Mary Bristol's husband, and an un- but no� a_ pair of oars. 
reasonable anger and jealousy burned The current caught them as the squat 
within him. It wasn't right for an man gave a shove. . . 

able-bodied man �o be hurrying east "You ·haven't been around many _ 

like this, when Tej{as needed him so lakes," the girl said, with a trace of 
badly. It .wasn't ·even sensible. If a amusement. 
man was married to a girl as pretty Dal Ct:ocker saved his breath and 
as this one, he had all the more · to shook hi_s head. The firelight was 
fight for. misting. They went downstream pret-

. He turned the horse with a vicious ty fast, and the dim lantern glow on 
pull of the rein, and rode down the yellowed wagon sheets wa� blotted 
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out by .. the wet dark ness .. He look ed 
over his shoulder ·and saw that the . 
bobbing lights on the eastern bank 
were far upstream. 

"I guess you must think I 'm very 
ungrateful, Mr. Crock er," Mary said 
softly. ''I haven't told you how much 
I'm indebted to you. I didn't stop to 
think when I went back . I was only 
think ing · of my wedding dress, and 
how I couldn't bear to leave it in that 
trunk ." · · 

· 
. 

- . 
"Nobody's think ing,. this side of 

.. Sam Houston!" he growled, and put 
all the . strength of his . aching shoul-

• • 

ders 1nto the oars. · 

They were about midway in the 
·dark stream when it happened. The 
log struck end-on,- and the splintering 
sho�k. came without warning. The 
boat lurched and heeled. Mary Bris
tol's cry was cut off by the black 
water. . 

Crock er let go the Bailing oars and 
k ick ed· himself free. Mary's bonnet 
went under. Her free hand was lik e # 

·a small white bird on the water, and 
then it vanished, too. 

. 
OCKER took two# strok es and . 

. dived. That rifle was on its way 
to ·the bottom and he was think ing 
how badly Sam Houston · needed 
rifles. Hi's · groping hand touched 
Mary Bristol's sleeve, clutched it. · 

The log struck him hard and full 
across the side of his head. Bright, 
whirling lights shot through the 
water. With a dim consciousness of 
things, he managed to go deeper and 
pull the girl with him, and by now 
the log - should be in the clear. ae 
slipped �is arm around her waist and 

. fought forthe surface. 
She was struggling · a little, not 

against him, but against those bam ... 
pering petticoats. And when his head 
cleared water and the ·air was lik e a 
shock to the gash in his temple, he 
heard her strangling cou.gh and felt 
her go limp in his grasp. 

Crock er trod water and saw some-• • 
thing dark and substantial sweeping 

. . by. He grabbed at it, caught the tail: 
· . end of the log. The ro·ugh bark 
. sk inned his fingers, but he held on. ; 
· lt ·took all of his· stre�gth to lift the 

•. . - . 
' 

. . 
< • • 

. . . . . . 

·- . 
• 

' . 

·g-irl across the tin1be�. He couid otdy 
hold on and drift, and see to· it �t 

. her face was out of the water. . . 

All sense of time and distance wa• 
gone. He only k new that there was 

. a jar as. the log st-rqck the bank, and 
when he let his long legs down, his 
boots touched bottom. He lifted the 
girl and staggered toward shore. 
There was a ·path through ta�gled 
vines,_ and a d og bark ing. 

He stw11bled across -the threshold 
of a cabi·n an!� called out, but nobody # 

answered. The girl moaned and sat 
up. Dal Croc.k er didn_ 't remember any 
more . . • •  

C·onsciousness returned in Bashes�


I n  between were · nightmares the 
muddy swirl of the Brazos sweeping 
over him and a girl with datk e·yes; 
the terrible, torturing thirst burning 
his very veins; the brown river sud
de�ly changing to a tide of brown-
_sk inn�d men; Sam Houston- fleeing on 
a white horse, and the brown tide roll-

• 

1ng on.. . # 
Then a strangling, and he k new he 

had fallen. But he opened his eyes . 
to see the smok y rafters of a · cabin 
and to f�el a ·soft hand placing a wet 
cloth on his throbbing forehead. 

"I 've got to go!" he told Mary Bris
tol. "Your folk s your husband -
you've got to join them, and I have 
to get back to the army I" 

. "There don't worry about it just 
now. j·ust rest, and try to sleep a # 
little!" . . 

· Yes, he did need sleep. He was cold 
and hot again. The thirst came back . 
He cried for water and never k new 
when it was trick ling between his lips. 

·There was an aching �n all his raw
boned body. More hideous dre.ams. -

Then he lay quietly and watched 
the sun come through the door and 
swing toward the bed. I t  was morn
ing, and h·e certainly would have to 
go, now . . That man up there by the 
crossing might sell his· horse. It was 
strange that he was so_ weak . He -
would close his eyes and rest just a 
few more minute:!it-9'--

A shadow fell across the doorway . 
He could see the brilliance shut .out, 
even with his eyes closed. He opened 
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A strange method. of mind and !body in·g the ·mind of the hypnotizin�g ideas 
' 

control that often leads to inunense that paralyze the giant powers within 
powers never pefore experienced is 
announced .by _Edwin J. Dingle, w·eu
known explorer and .geogTapher. It is 

-

sai.d to bring aJbout almos� unbeliev-
able improvement in pmyer of mind. . . 
Many report i�mprovement in health . 
Others acquire· superb bodily sttength, 
secure .tbetter positions, tUJ'n failure 
into success. Often with surprising 
speed, talents, ability and a more 

-

ma-gnetic personality are developed. 
The method was found dn- remote 

-

and mysterious Tibet, formerly a for-
bidden country rarely visited by out
siders and often called the land Qf 

-
. 

miracles in the astounding books writ-. . -
ten a·bout it. Here, behind the_highest 
mountains . in the world, Mr.- Dingle 
learned the eXtraordinary system h·e 

-

is now disclosing to the Western 
World. --

He maintains that · all of us are 
giants in stren·gth and mind power, 
capable of surprising feats, from the 
delay of old age to ·the prolonging of
youth and the achievement of dazzling 
business and professional success. 
From childhood, however, we are hyp
notized, our powers put to sleep by 
the su-ggestions of associates, by what 
we read and· by various experiences. - -

To realize thei� really marvelous . -
powers, men ·and women must escape 
from this· hypnotism. The method-

us. - . 

. . 
Our accepted ideas of old age and · 

- . 

death, he claims, wo�ld prove utterly; 
wrong if we ·could escape · from their 
hypnotizing influen�_e. _.He points to . . 

the exotic· Joshua -Trees of the Cali-
fornia Desert, many of which· are_over . 
a thousand years old an·d still ·living. 
Some are thought to be· two and three 
thousand years old. Life and youth, 

- h·e says, can persist several times 
longer than people fulnk. In . .  Tibet . -

this is �believed- and certain methods, . . 

based ·on this belief, are · ernployed. · 
Incredible ages are often ascribed. to 
sages there. "'The methods are too 
new in ·the Western World," he says, · 

"for ·us to have authoritative data. 
But they may .be in�trum·ental, mean-

-time, i� prolonging our youth and . 
increasing our mental, physical an<J 
spiritual powers." 

"The time has come," he declares, 
"for every enlightened Jruin and 

. woman to achieve the greater health, 
. 

success and happiness possi!ble 
through this an�ent but remarkable 
method of mastery." His amazing 
9,000 word treatise is no\v being of;. 
fered 1by The Institute of Mentalphy
sics, 213 ·south Hobart Blvd., Dept. . 
97-L, Los Angeles, Calif. They offer 
to send it _free to any readers of this . 
paper wiho quickly send their names . -

. .fou-nd by . Mr. Dingle in Tibet is said and addresses. Readers are urged to 
. . . . -

. · · to be remarkably ins·tru.mental in free- . write promptly for the· fre.e treatise� . . 
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. 
them_ just .a trifle. It was Mary Bris-
tol, .carry·ing a pail of water. She se� 
th·e Bu cket d �wn by the fireplace and 
then came softly to his bed. 

He thought it must be another 
d ream, but he could feel the softness 
of her lips on his cheek, and the 
warmth of her breath stirred his hair. 
On her �nees by the bed, she said 
very earnestly in a whisper: 

· "Dear ·God, don�t let him die! Texas 
· need s him. - And and I love him so!" • 

. . -

HE went to the fireplace as
-

if 
startle� by her own . confession. 

He could hear her breaking small 
branches for kindling. He lay quietly 
for a long time and d ared not even 
breathe. He lifted his hand to touch _ his .cheek where her lips had been, and 
there was a stubble of whiskers to 
meet his fingertips. Which was 
strange, because he had shaved only 
two d ay·s before, and at twenty his 

·beard didn't grow so fast • 

• . He sat up in a panic. 
"How long have I been here?" h-e 

d emanded. 
The sudden motion made his bead 

throb with shooting pains. Mary 
tu rned with a joyous cry. 

"Dal! You're better! You're not 
d elirious any more! I'm so glad!" . 

It was th·e fi�st time he had seen her 
· smile. The first tirne he had seen her 

in d aylight, with the sun at her back. 
Her dark eyes were really violet, with 
little lights · deep withi� them. Lights 
that · danced. She was - vibrantly 

beautiful and alive, and it hadn't been 
a d ream. 

B·ut he looked past her and saw the . 
little ca�p�tbag setting on the edge 

. of a table covered with pots and pans. 
Closing his eyes, he asked dully, 

"How long have I have we been 
here?" 

4'Five days no, six. · Tod ay would 
be the fourth of April. You've had a · -- - terrible fever, but I found some quin-
in·e here, and '' 

-

''Six days.! Good Lord, they'll have 
me down as a d eserter. Where's the 
army and · Santa Anna? Have they. 
fought yet?, · "Hush and rest!" 

She pulled the patchwork quilt .up 

• . . 

. . 

around his should ers. I t  sm·elled · ·of 
fever. He saw his buckskins hang�ng 
stiffiy from an end post of the b�d , 
and he thought of what she must have 
done during ·his illne�s, and felt hot 
.again. Sh� smoothed back his hair 
with a cool hand . 

"I don't know any of those things," 
she said softly. "I haven't even seen 
anybody, except one man who rode by 

on .a . horse yesterd�y. He didn�t .
. 

stop. I don't even _know where we are, _ 

exc�pt thaf we are still- on the west 
bank. The boat was wrecked, you 
know. '' - . - -

With his eyes shut, he could talk 
in a reasonably calm manner. 

"It's sure a fine· fix for you to be 
in, ma'am. · You ought to have gone 
on back up to Groce's Ferry, because 
your husband ·will . be mighty wor-
ried." · 

Her laughter was silv�r in · the 
. room. � He looked up, surprised, and 
she stopped . But her eyes were shin-

• -tng. # 

"I haven't got a husband, Dal Croc
ker!'_' Her lashes fell modestly on her . 
cheek. 

. 

"But . but you said that wedding 
d ress " 

"It was my mother's
. 
wedding dress, 

and her mother's before lrer, Dal. I 
always planned for it to be mine . 
That's why I went back. But I'm only 

- seventeen, and Father wouldn't he�r 
of me thinking of being wed. He's 
�et on my sc- hooling. I've been going 
to Miss Trask's school in Cole's." 

Crocker felt of his cheek and 
smiled. to himself. All at once he felt 
strong again. . He felt like he could 

·go out and whip General Antonio 
Lopez de Santa Anna and all his men, 
single- handed. 

Her hand caressed his hair again, 
and he cau- ght it and pulled Mary 
close. It ·was ·enough of happiness, 
for the _moment, to hold her and re
member that whisper·: "I love him 
so!" _ 

Then there were horses outside, and 
men's voices, and .all at once a con
fusion in the doorway. 

"Father!" Mary cried ·and sp-rang 
back from the bed with her cheeks go
ing scarlet ·and then white. 
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cRo-cKER� sat
.
up ·and -�oqked· : . -

.
- .  · . '. 

. -. . .
. � 

. - .• . . . 
· ·  

.. . •t ; 
�
t he · lean,� .elderly

. 
_man ·who · · . .. 

. . . 
-stood on t he t hreshold wit h his mout h 
· open; and t he bleakness of New Eng 
land in his slat e-colored eyes. His 
bro

.
ws were still black and heavy, ·h is 

nose was long and st raig ht , and t here 
was· rig ht eousness writ t en in every 
st ern line of his face. 

His mout h clo.�ed, t hen opened, and 
he said sharply: 

_ 

"F.ather, eh? I'll never be fat her t o  
you ag ain! You sneaked out of t he 

. wag on and_ went back· t o. t his . . man, 
didn't _you? You left your poor 
mot her worrying nig h ont o t he point 
of �deat h.. I always said " · 

''Fat her !� You don't know -what 
you're saying .! I didn't '' 

"Hold your t ong ·ue !" 
Brist ol t ook .a . menacing st ep t o

ward t he bed. Dal Crocker shook his 
head, · st art ed t o  t hrow back t he cover, 
arid remembered t hose buckskins at 
t he f oot . 

"You're- misjudg ing your daug ht er, 
. . sir," he beg an, but Brist ol made a 

violent g est ure. . 
'.'Who are you?" he shout ed. -
"Dal Crocker, sir. One of Houst on's 

scout s. Your daug ht er " 
"One of Houst on's riffraff! Scum.-

- -

despoilers! If t hey hadn't t aken my 
g un, I'd shoot you like I'd s�oot a 
skunk!'' . . 

Mary was sobbing wildly. · She 
t hrew he.rself 'int o her f at her's arms. 
He thrust her away and Dal's f ever
t hinned blood boiled. 

. . 
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Brist ol g round t he name over his 
t eet h: "Dal Crocker!" and raised his · 

voice t o  a st ridence. ''Here's one of 
your deser�ers! .Take him -and I'll 
see Sam Houst on myself ." He g low
ered at his daug ht er. "Come along ,
you " 

· Ass't Statistical Clerk 
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tra.nce salary $1_.620 year. A..r;pol,ntmeute 
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A weakness overcame him. He sank 
back and heard a horse t hreshing 
hoofs in prot est at roug h handling . 
Then t he sound slog g ed away, and one 
last cry came frC?m Mary. It was 
"Dal !" 
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Three men came in. The heavy one 
spat t obacco juice in t he fireplace. 
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. "What's· . your name, lad?" . 
. When 

Dal Crocker told him, he s·hook · his 
massive head again. "I heard about 
you being found with the Bristol girl. 
I'm sorry, but you'll have . to stand 
court-martial with the rest." 

There was no time just now for 
courts-martial. On the twelfth, they 
started across the Brazos with the aid 
of the small steamer Yellowstone and 
a yawl. It took all day and all night. 
There was· an order from Houston to 
be in readiness. Santa Anna, the re-
_ports said, was at Harrisburg. . 

On the 15th, the Texans marched 
toward that town through a wet 
pr

.
airie. Dal Crocker saw Sam Hou

ston put his shoulder to the . wheel of 
a bogged supply wagon. The unrest 
g r e w . Everybody b u t Houston 
wanted to fight. C�ocker lay awake at 
night and wondered if he had been 
mistaken in his hero. Wondered if 
he would ever see Mary again, if her 
father had forced her to accompany 
him to camp and lie about charges 
against him. In Bristol, he saw the 
workings of the sanctimonious New 
England conscience, workings he 
could not understand. A father 
turned against his own daughter. 

Three blankets away, a prisoner 
rolled over and moaned: · 

"They'll shoot me ! They'll shoot 
me !" and as his voice rose to a cres
cendo of fear, the red-bearded giant. 
cursed. 

"Shut up !" he growled. "What odds 
does it make, anyhow? Didn't the 
yeller-bellies massacre ever'body at 
the Alamo, and Goliad? I reckon 
they're too many for us !" 

"That's a lie !" Crocker heard him
self saying angrily. "We can lick 'em 
all, if we'd only fight !" 

"Save your pepper, youngster !" the 
red-bearded one said, good-naturedly. 
''Go to sleep." 

But Dal Crocker couldn't. His 
head was pillowed on t.he carpetbag. 
He let his cheek touch the roughness 
of it, and a faint smile crossed his 

. . . 

· lnexperie.nce:d Y'et 
· ,Earns $1,000 .on Writ

ing in 18 Months· 
. ' ,..Since ft'ots�nc ,.-ou:r COJlr&e I 

have &old·· articles to the ·N.· Y. 
TIJnes, Central Press Assn. and 
various maa-aziiles. My writing 
netted me over tsOO my flnt 7e&r 
andatmoit$'700the8rst six months 

. this y-.r. Despite a serious physi
cal handicap, Iamnowmakln·gmy 
living by wrlting."-Andreas Do:r
_palen, 239 W. 97th St., N• Y. City • . 

. 

What makes 
WRITING · ability GROW? 

For a number of years, the Newspaper Institute of Amer
ica has been giving free Writing Aptitude Tests to men and 
women with literary ambiti6ns. 

Sometimes it seems half the people in America who are 
fired with the desire to write have taken advantage of this 
offer to m�e their ability. 

What tlte ·tests show 
Up to date, no one who could be caned a "born writer" 

has filled out our Writing A,ptitude Test. We have not yet 
discovered a single individual miraculously endowed by 
nature with all the qualities that go to make up a suc
cessful author. 

One aspirant has interesting ideas and a dull. uninter
esting style. Another has great creative imagination but is 
woefully weak on structure and technique. A third has a 
natural writing knack-yet lacks judgment and knowledge 
of human behavior. In each case. success can come only 
·after the missing links have been fo�ed in. · 

Here; then, is the principal reason why .so many promis
ing writers fail to go ahead. Their talent is one-sided -+ 
incomplete; It needs rounding out. 

Learn to write by writing 

N
EWSPAPER Institute training is based on journalism 

-continuous writing-the sort of training that turns 
out more successful writers than any other experience • 

Many of the authors of today' a "best sellers'• are newsp�per
trained men and women. 

One advantage of our New York Copy Desk Method is 
that it starts you writing and keeps you writing in your 
own home, on your own time. Week by week, you receive 
actual assign.ments just as if you were right at work on a 
great metropolitan daily. ..: 

All your writing is individually corrected and criticized by veteran writers whh years of experience "breaking in" 
new authors. They will point out those faults of style, strucM · 
ture or viewpoint that keep you from progressing. At the 
same time, they will give ybu con·structive suggestions for 
building up and developing your natural aptitudes. 

·In fact, so stimulating is this association that student members 
often begin to sell their wcnit before they finish the course. We do· 
not mean to insinuate that they skyrocket into the "big moneY/' or 
become prominent overnight. Most beginnings are made with earnings d. ·$25i $50, $100, or more. for materia.! that 
takes ittle time to write · stories, articles on business, fads. travels. sport&, recipes. etc.- NOTICE-things that can easily be turned out in leisure MEN IN THE hours, and often m the impulse ot the moment. SERVICE 

For tllose who w ant 
to know 

Special terms and frivHeaes for men n U. S. Armed Force,. 
It you really want to know the truth about your writing ambitiorut, send for 

our interesting Writing Aptitude Test. This searching test of 
your native abilities is free entirely without obligation.., Fill in 
and send the couPQn. Newspaper Inst-itute of America • 
One Park Avf!., New Yoi'k. (Founded 1925) 

-------- -- - -
Newspaper Institute of America 
One Pa:rk Avenue. New York 

lips. The stars were. breaking out of Send me, without cost or obligation, your Writina 
Aptitude Test and further information about wrJt.. · 

a mist. ing for profit. 
Next morning he· wrote a penciled Miss 

note and pu� it inside the bag. It said, Mrs. . I Mr. 

• 

················�·····························�·······&· ............ ...................... .... . 

stmp y: 
I ·love you. Good-by • Dal Address ............................................................................... � ..•.•••.•••••• 

. . · , 

· All correspondence confidential. No salesman will call on you: • .. 

One of the guards had promised to 94D4S2 
[T ] - - - rr- ... . - ... It'S .. 
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excite the H 

.. ; .. ... 

H 
rt 

. Gu tr&P1114 · ln the llitomaoh or ��� may Aot Ute a hatr ·ttlleer 
· 011 th• heart a.ctiotL At the fltat slrn of dlstreu amart tnen anA 

. 
women depend on B•ll·aua tablet. to 1et gaa frH. No IU&ti'fe but 
mau ot the tasU,�ae&fnr medictne• k•liuwn tot QIJlptmlu.to reuer 
ol aastric byperacldUy. lf the �IBST 'l'lU.AL doesn•t PfMt Btll-ans 
better. return bott� to us and receive D&lJBLII Honey Bade. 

�e at all drug stores.. 

·Sufferers Should 
.. 

Know the e Facts 
• 

H�re is good news. A new 122-pa&'e, up-b)
the-minute book on Piles, Fistula and other 

�related rectal and colon ailments ·wnt be sent 
free. It m•y save you much suffering, as well 

·aa time and money. Write today=,·naming ail
. ments ·to The MeCleary Cllnie, 497 Elms Blvd., 
Excelsior Springs, Mo. . 

-

. -- --- -- .. -
- -

- - . .. . . -. -
-· --· -·-- · -

- -
-

. 

-

do everythinr he could toward seeing · 

that Mary g-ot the bag, if Cole.'s was 
ever resettled. 
· The court-martial . was held over a 

drumhead on the following d.ay, and 
Houston was too busy to preside. A 
major took �barge, wasted most of the 
time on a flight of oratory that dealt 
with the military crimes of looting 
and desertion· from Caesar's day on
ward . . He was struggling through the 
American revolution when Houston 
sent word for· the troops to march. 

In the next five minutes, the court 
condemn·ed seven men· to die by the 
firing squad� But just now there was 
no time to exec.ute the seven, and it 
is doubtful that Sam H·ouston ·would 
have allowed so . many bullets to be 
ex ended on anyone but the enemy . 

he Texans marched until one 
o'clock in the morning, slept on the 
ground, and were aroused by the tap 
of a drum. Throughout that . day 
there were skirmishes and councils· of 

.. 
war, and once, far to the. southwest, 
Dal Crocker heard the rattle of mus
ketry. 

SONG Be POEM WRITERS He di_dn't care, now. He was dog-
. .  · Naw soNIWR1TtR8_tU mat ddland. Send ua 1om· w. tired and numbed by the cold win·d 

1M Fo=-m=�� Rtar )'Our aone 011 a reoord. fat that CUt through his Wet buckskins . 

I 

ciNEMA aoNa co •• P.o. aaa 2828.- oe.r. a-t. Mol�. ca11r. Pacing the mud like a panther ready 
to drop from sheer exhaustion, he 

. . 

· Symptoms Relieved. Write today f.or FREE 
INFORMATION and SPECIAL MONEY BACK 

· OFFER. 
W. K. STERLINE 

aso POPLJ.Jl STREIT SIDNEY • OHIO 
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wondered dully why they were wait
ing. But the darkn·ess came, and the 
seven condemned men were still alive, 
and even the red-bearded ruffian was 
nervous and irritable. 

AWN was clear, and there was a 
sen·se of things moving, a feel

ing of premonition that stirred Dal 
Crocker. From the rope stockade, he 
watched messengers riding back and 
forth, saw ·Houston and his colonels 

• 

gather under -a post-oak and confer 
earnestly. Everybody in the army 
knew "Deaf" Smith, and there he was 
with an axe, heading down the bayou 
in tbe company of another man. _ 

"¥onder" · the sentry pointed to a 
low line that had risen across the 
prairie "is the Mexes' breastworks. 
They say mebbe we�ll fight today!" 

"I wish I had a gun," Dal Crocker 
breathed.· His knuckles were white 
against the ropes. 

But the hours dragged. Noon. One 
o'clock, and a tenseness over the ca1np 
even the prisoners could feel. Two. 
Then a movement of troops. The 
Texans were parading. 

Sam Houston came to the stockade . 
Crocker noticed that he looked re
freshed and younger. The fire was
bright in his eyes. 

"Men," he said in a low voice, "I 
have not had an opportunity to review 
the sentences passed upon you by the 
court. I may never have that time. 
For we are about to attack.'' 

"God .. bless you, sir !" Dal Crocker 
breathed aloud . 

"Texas needs fighting men now 
more than it needs vengeance for the 
crimes you are convicted of having 
committed. As commander in chief, 
I revoke your sentences.. on one con
dition ! That you enter the thickest of 
the fray and remain there until the 
battle has done. Do you solemnly 
promise to do that?" 

A murmur of assent. Crocker 
looked down the line of the convicted 
seven, anel saw chins go up. A tin
gling climbed his spine. Houston 
was turning to an orderly. 

"S�pply them. with �iftes and am
munttton," he sa.t.d. "G1ve them back 
their bowie knives. Rep·ort to your 
companies, men, and do your best!" 

This was all like another dream. It 
[Turn page] 
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Camera Is 2'h Times 
As Lart• As Showll 

New 1942 Model Nationally Ad'Vertisl!d 
MONARCK . CANDID CAMERA 
FOR ONLY$ 00 IF YOU 

ACT NOW! 
Here Are The Features That Make This The Greatest 

Camera "Buy" In All Amerlc:ol 
• New Genutne Prec1.81on 50 • Streamlined StyltnJ. 

mm. BolJex Lena, Polished and • Take& 16 Pictures At. A Cost 
Ground Inside and Out. of About lc Apiece. . 
• En· Level Vtew Finder. Tates • Genuine PlUtte Mod«iltstie 

Pictures Indoors or Out. Time Case. 
exposure or Snap. • Guarantee ot Sa.tlsfactlon or 

• .Ji1Etr««ne1J Fast Lelia. Kooe:r Back l 
ECONOMICAL-TMJ& CAMERA TAKES 18 PICTURES ON 

ANY LOW·PRICED STANDARD FILM 
Get this famous C&ndid Camera for the unheard-of prl� of $1.00 
only. Kake no uustake alrout It. Thla iJ the ONLY $1. 00 camera. and carr� ease� thia �duaUt,y IJO" beiDa' otrered &DYWhere. How
ever. til& SUPPb' is LI G=>. Yoa must ACT AT ONCE if :you want to tlke advaota&e of th1a special offer. 
PosltlveJy-$S.OOAppearance-Performance-AII forOnly$1 . • ao 
Here is the area test Candid Camera otter flYer made l This is positively 
not a toy or e. cheap imitation. Tbe Mona.rok is an outatanding and 
streamlined modern Candid Cam�a. manufactured by one or the largest camera manufaetnrerl in the world. It looks. aete. a.nd �>er· 
forms like cameraa costing up to $5.00. You must actually SEE it to realize 1ts amazing value . 
Tnt It Oa Ow • 'No-Risk" lock 
l'ou don't have to N1l4 ane P8JU1Y to aet tbta OftJMPa and tree carrying case an our no-risk moiaer·back auezantee. Just &1 out 
ud mail the coupon. On arrival ti&Y postman only $1. oo plua tmall 
C.O.D. charges tor the Camera. and onlr 10c tor tbe Carrying Case. 
If :vou�re not amazed and positively delighted with th.6 Monarck 
Camera., Just retum the Catne1'a and earrytng ease and we'll refund 
your money without Question. YOU CAN•T LOSE. So hurry I CUp 
and matl the coupon tOdayl 

ACT 
NOW I 

Beautiful CA.RYING CASE 'rac:tl 

I 
• 

'Jhta beaUtiful sportaman dmul&ted lMth • 

er e&rrYlnl � wttb a lung shoulder strap 
11 glv�. you J'REE (Just ee.nd lOo for packlrll and haudltng cb&r� U rou send yot1r order at ON ! ACT . NOW. whUe this Uber&l Jntroductoq otter lasta. . ··�·. 

P'l• -� 

AMA%1Nt; 
MONEY·SAYING 

FILM OFFERI 
See �,., 

- - -- -- ------ -- -- -- -- -
THE CAMERA MAN, Dept. T-4 

I 139 N. Clark Street, Cllloqo, Illinois. · 

a Send Camera and Cart)lng Case. I'll pay postman $1.10 plus I 
I J)()itaae. . 

J C Encloaed tlnd $1.00 tor Camera and lOo for the Carrying Case 

I (tot.a.l fl.lO). Sbip POit&ie paid. 
I 

I 
Name .. .. . . . . . . . ... . . . . . . ..... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... .. . . . . 

II <IA!cll!1111 ; • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • � 
TOW!l or City • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • State • .-. • • • • • I 1 TAKE ADVANTAGE oF THIS a1a FILM ·auvr &ET 1 

L FIVE (6) ROLLS OF FILM (80 FOR o·NLY $&.00 
Mnd 5 rolls ot 1Ums e.O.]). fer et.OO onb': I 
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"x Why continue to suffer with n�pture?. 
· · .Stop your worries and fears. send for 

the facts about my perfected truss. 
·invention-the Brooks Appliance fot 
'reducible rupture-with the aut;o. ·J;natic AIR- CUSHION support 
.' cives Nature a chance to close 
the openinte�usands bought by· 
·doctoiS fort ves and patients. 
• 

• 

·Sent on Triaf-Made-to-mea.CJure, fndividoal ·woman 
or ehild. Low·prieed, sanitary, dorable. No obnoxious springs or bard 
1pads; no metal girdle to rust. Safe and comfortable. Helps Na�re get 
resalt!:}. Not solei through stores-beware of imitations. Write toda.r 

for full fnforumtion sent free in plain sealed envelope. 

· 'DBQOKS ABPL. fANC£CO 182·1 ltate St. �· ,..-, • llanhall. M lch. 
• 
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EXAMINE THEM 
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Styles and Information. Write to FREE day to 
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thousands have. Make yonnelf free and bapp,r with TobaeOO Redeemer .. 

Not a substibJte, not hablttonnhm .. 

Write for free booklet telling of mJurious effect of tobaceo --.. imd of tt treatment whieb FREE hal l"elieved malll' D;len. ·BOOK THE NEWW COP.tPANY . 
153 ClaJtoa Sta •• St. �-rM�a. 

HAND-COLORED In· 011 
ENT 

Beautifully mounted 1n 1 x 9 
white frame mat. Made from an7 
photograph, snapshot or nega· 
tlve. Original returned. Send 
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; Powders. Oils. Herbs. Novelties, etc., described 1n 

. . . . . . . .. 

• 

. . 

• 

. . . . . . happened · too smoothly, ·too �wiftly, 
to be real. A few min·utes more. and 
t_hey were marching. The handful of 
Texas cavalry moved to the right, 
where Santa Anna's horses were sta
tioned. The infantry a�vanced in 
column toward a cluster of timber 
that concealed their movements, and 
then deployed into -line. 

Dal Crocker· had no horse, now. He 
was a foot soldier. The sky was a deep 
burning blue, and the air was soft. 
There was green grass underfoot, and 
a stealthy silence lay over all. No
body cheered; nobody spoke above an 
ordinary tone. . 

Deaf Smith rode up to where Sam 
Houston's horse moved at the front of 
his men. A little later the general an
nounced to the line that Vince's 
bridge had been destroyed, and the 
enemy's avenue of escape across the 
bayou was cut. 

Somebody began singing then, 
softly, and the whole line took the re� 
frain. A lone fife had started it, and 
continued the shrill defiance of its 
accompaniment even after flame and 
thunder. ripped from the earthern
works at the left . 

No one man could see it all. The 
battle for Dal Crocker turned into a 
swift, confused rush in which he was 
swept along by the contagion of 
courage and a burning hatred. 

Captain Erath's "Sharge, p o y s , 
sharge !" sent the men on the double, 
and nobody had fired a gun on the 
Texas side so far. 

Something went by Crocker's ea� 
.like a bumblebee. There was a dull, 
spatting sound. The man �t his left 
coughed and fell, and his rifle got in 
the way of Crocker's long legs. He 
had ·a swift glimpse of bewilderment 
etched on a white face, and he thought, 
"There's no pain just a shock." 

.I I 
E saw the tongue of crimson 

streak from the nearest enemy 
cannon, but there was a shout grow
ing in the running line, and it swelled 
to a volume louder than the cannon's ,' FBEE Catalog. 

: D. SMYTH& CO. I T roar. It came from the stout heart of • , NEWARK, MO • 

.. ---------------�....... Texas: 
• 

,. . , 
W A N T E D "R

.
emetnber the Alamo!" 

• 

. . 

TO ll SIT TO MUSIC : Pubttshen ne.ed11elW songs t Sub.mtt one or more of Jour best poems 
. for lQlmedta� eons1derat1on. Any IUbject. Send RECORD· 
i 1NOS OF COMPLETED 80NOS. '· J'Ivlt STAB. MVSlC MAS'l'PJBS, ell Bee.coo Bl�. Bo&f.on. Mal'., 
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• 

-
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Dal Crocker got t·o his feet �gain 
and was stung by �e thought that 
other men wer·e ahead of him. Sam 
Housto� was a fine fig�re on -hi� h·or.se, . . 
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cutting the smoke swirl with his I 
sword and firing a pistol at th� enemy. 

Crocker plunged on. He remem
bered his rifle when guns began to 
crack . around him, and he came to a 
dead halt and fired once. 

Mexicans were wilting from the 
cannon, fired from the embankment. 
Mexicans were scattering, running. 
Hired Yaqui Indians fled with them. 

Dal Crocker flung down his gun. 
There was· no time to reload it. He 
jerked the b 0 w i e knife from its 
sheath and dashed between two of the 
enemy c�nnon. 

_ 

The first man he struck twisted and 
fell; and the knife was wrenched out 
of his side. · That gun was · silent,- but 
the next on·e appeared ful�y manned. 
A big shape lunged past Crocker. It 
was Red Beard, and as the giant's 
hands closed on a Mexican and 
yanked him over backward to meet a 
crimsoned blade. Crocker gloried that 
here was no looter and deserter. 

Then a Mexican was upon him, and 
the struggle was sharp. He ducked 
under a clubbed gun, brought the 
knife upward in a vicious sweep� and 
felt it snag the cotton uniform. 

f'Madr-e de Dios!', the Mexican 
cried and fell, and Crock�r was walk
ing over somebody ·Sprawled on the 
ground. It was Red Beard . 

He felt a · little sick, then, but the 
shouts of "Remember the Alamo! Re-
member Goliad!" had scarcely les
sened, and Red Beard had been a 
Texan, whatever his sins. 

Dal Crocker went on to the next 
gun with a fierce joy flaming in his 
heart and a dripping knife parrying 
and thrusting. 

The battle ended for him in a way [Turn page] 
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. . ' . . . ! that · he never knew. There was a 
I blinding crash against his head, he 

�unge·d wildly with the knife, and 
then felt warm darkness submerging 
over everything . . .. . 

Things were quiet when he opened 
his eyes to. the twilight. A lantern 
lighted a tent not far away. Sam 
Houston sat tbe.re with a bandaged leg 
thrust out before him. There was a 
big stack of guns more guns than 
the Texans had ever owned and, 

. 

over yonder, a closely guarded huddle 
of prisoners. • 

A man was groaning in quick, pant
ing agony somewhere near Croc.ker. 
The young Tennessean sat up, and 
then pulled himself to his feet. 

The attendants were busy looking . 
after half a dozen of the more seri
ously wounded soldiers. Dal Crocker 
moved stealthily out of the hospital 
tent he knew must have been captured 
from Santa Anna, and walked into the 
night. 

Things had been turned around in 
the confusion. He found the pris
oners' stockade with some difficulty. 
There were horses in it, now. Alarm 
seized him, but he found the carpet
bag safe in one corner of the pen a 
little trampled, a little more muddy. 
Holding it closely to his chest, he 
started for the tent where S.am Hou
ston lay. 

There was something he had to 
know before he could face Mary Bris
tol, when he had found her whether 
he was free, and had earned the righ� 
to call himself an honorable man, fit 
to be a citizen of a young and gre·at • 
natton. 

E pressed close toward the backs 
of the men who stood there be

fore he realized he was crowding the 
members of the general's staff. Then 
he heard Sam Houston speaking. 

"In the light of this report from 
Captain Erath, I see no reason why 
we should not surrender the prisoner, 
Dal Cro.cker, into your custody." 

A pause. · Dal Crocker held.
· his_ 

breath and deliberated whether he 
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should attempt to escape. The battle 
was over. It  might not be desertion 
to leave now . 

. 

''Orderly !" 
. "Yes, sir !" 
"Ascertain _ if Private Crocker's 

wound will permit him to come to my 
tent." 

Private Crocker squared his shoul
ders. He didn't look very military, in 
buckskins that were mud-splattered 
and blood-�tained. He had no hat, and 
he needed a shave again. But he 
looked like a man as he strode for
-ward through the lane that open·ed 
for the orderly. . 

"Private Crocker reporting in per
son,' sir !" · he said as he brought- his 
hand to his bandaged head in salute. 

Sam Ho�ston's eyes twinkled. He 
was about to say something, but he 
didn't. There was a flounce of skirts, 
a flash from Crocker's left. An ex
clamation of joy that broke into a 
sob, and the sob was even more joyous. 

"Dal ! I've found you !" 
She was in his arms, with all the 

colonels of the Texas army looking 
on, with Sam Houston chuckling de
lightedly deep down in his chest. It 
took more courage to kiss her than it 
had taken to charge the Mexican can
non, but Dal Crocker did it . 

"I I ran away !" said Mary . 
"Father watched me, kept me pris
oner. Until today. But now " 

Until today; Dal Crocker and Texas 
had been prisoners. He kissed Mary 
again and then led her out under the 
first stars. ·Her wedding dress was 
safe under his arm. There would be 
use for it. 
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NOT all o£ us can serve o�r country in 
uniform . 

But every man in America can serve 
Uncle �am by doing his job more effi· 
ciently than ever before and thus help 
to outpro�uce the gangster nations, and 
stnash "total.ityranny'' on the industrial 
front, as on the military and naval fronts! 

It is. your duty to secure the sound� prac
tical training that will help you to perfonn 
your job better! There are several ways 
- you can secure this training . and one 
:-which has proved its worth during the past 

. ' i . ' ' 

4 
. 

• 

50 years is the International Correspon· 
dence Schools. 

Right now, more than 100,000 Ameri
cans are studying I. C. S. Courses in 400 
different subjects. For a few dollars 
monthly, and a few hours of their spare 
time e_ach week, they are getting the mod
ern training that will help the:bt-..do their 
present job better, and fit them for a more 
responsible position in their line of work. 

Join the army of trained men that is 
helping to outproduce the Axis ! Mail this 
coupon _for information ··--· right now! 
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[!I Chetni,etey 0 Indu.etri.¥ .Me.�urv �o �•!in« D Tele�hone �o:k 
0 Civil Engineeri:n& 0 Loeomottve EDIUI8M' Racho Servl<nDC 0 t'extile DeslgDlllC 
0 Coal Mioing 0 Machinist R. R.. 8=ll Foremaa CJ Toolmaking CJ Weldioa 
C Concrete Enpn.ceri.o& [J Manasemcnt of Iave11f.io�Ja 0 lt. R. s· man. [J Refrlceration 0 Woole.o. Manufaoturin& 
0 A.�n!ltinc [j Advertisinc 
Cl Bookkeeping tJ Buainess Correeoondence 
(J Bueinees Mana,cement 
[J CattooP.ing 0 Civil Service 

BUSINESS COU RSES 0 Collece Pnlparatory 0 Pint Year Collece 
Cl Commerci&l [] For�ma.Mhil> 0 P'reneh 
0 Commercial Illusbatina: [l Good EngliSh 

· 0 Co� Accounting 0 Hich School 
0 C. P. A.eeolmti'Q& . C Mana!Po.c Men at Work 

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES 
C !L>m.e Br .. •uJdnc 0 Profe•ion•l DrermaJdaa a11ci Dui.a:oiac ' . 

0 Railway Postal Clerk 
0 Saleamanahip 
0 Secretarial . [j Spatnisb 
D Showcard and Sign Leiterinc [J Traffic MAnasement 

[J Tea Rootn aDd Cafeteria 
Manaeemen�. Caterina 
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6ut if you want to see a real 

HAT do people say when they see you on 
the beach ? Then you show what you 

REALLY are a HE-MAN or a weakling ! Do girls' eyes give you 
th� s.ilent ''ha-ha"? Or can you FEEL their admiring glances? 

And don't think clothes can cover a flat chest, skinny arms, pipe
stem legs EITHER ! People KNOW when a man's got a puny build 
Uke Caspar Milquetoast or when his personality glows with 
smashing strength, rippling muscles, tireless energy ! A fellow 
like that is BOUND to be the life of the party ! Do YOU want 
to be that kind of a man? Then listen to THIS-

I n  Just 15 Minutes a Day I'll  
JWake YOU a New Man Tool 

Prove I Can 

~ 
That's what I said 1 5  minutes a day I That's all I need to 

PROVE regardless of how old or youn� you are, or how 
ashamed you may be of your present phys1que that I can give 
you a body men envy and women admire. Biceps 
that can dish it out, and a muscle-ridged stomach 
that can take it. A full, deep barrel-chest. Legs that 
never tire. A tough, sine\\·y back. An all-around 
physique that can laugh at ANY kind of rough going. 

Today, a wave of FITNESS is surging over Amer
j·ca ! Suppose YOU are called to the colors ! \Vill uour 
body be the laughing-stock of the company or will it 
command the envy of your buddies ! Why RIGHT 
-NO\V many soldiers and sailors in active service are 
using my methods. They know that a MAN'S body 
means "easier going," more fun and quicker promo-
tion ! 

Would You Believe 
I Was Once a 97-lb. Weakling? 

Yes, I was-a m ist�rn hle 97 -pound hag of skin and bones I 
Rut you'cl never hel it�'·e it to lool{ nt nw now, would you ? 

- Through my d iscovery of "Dynam·ic Tl'nsio-n'' I chnnged my
self into '•The \Vorld's Most P�rfectly DevelopNI l\1an." I'm 
J�IVINO PROOF of the nlirnt'les uDunam.ic Tension" can 
perform-right i n  the privacy of your own homt) ! NOW-

�will you give m y  method 15 m l u utfls n day to get the kind 
of H E-MAN build you have always longed to have? 

. .. ·My FREE Book "E�:1oft���:::�rtiJ Tells How! 
..rust a postage stamp will hrl n g  you your 
<�opy of 1ny fnmous hool\:. "ETerlnsting H�_nlth 

: and Strength , " ' nbsolutely free. No 'vonc1£'r 
n�ar1y 2,000.000 men have sent for this big 
-l-8-page story of "Dunami(: Ten8ion,.-i.llus · 
t rat�d ".:ltl t.. action photos of rnyself and somP 
11f my pupils. You'll not only read. about m)· 
Hecret of 1 1Dyn.a1�1ic Tension�'-but · - J"o.U SEE 

. PROOF of �t ! CIL\RLES .ttTL.As." -Dept 77s 
. J 1!) East 23rrl �trPPt:. XPw York. ): . y� 

·.,.. 
.. .. . ,. �····· . . .  . . . . .  

Here's PROOF 
Right Here! 

"Feel l ike million dol· 
Iars; have a 44" normal 
chest. -L.A.S., I l l inois 
"My doctor thinks your 
course Is floe. I n  1 5  days 
hnve put 2" nn my chest 
and '/2 " on my neck." 

-B. L., Oregon 
.. My muscles are bulging, 
I feel like a new man. 
Chest measure.s 38", an 
Increase of 5", my neck 
i no rea sed 2". u 

-G. M., Ohio 
,.Your book opened my 
eyes • • •  H'4" gnln on bl· 
ceps and f" moro on chest 
in  two weeks !" 

-J. F • •  Penna. 

.,Results come so fast 
through your method that 
it seems Just aJ if some 
magician put on the 
pounds of solid muscle Just 
where you want them 1" -w .L., Missouri 

Cha.rles 
At los 

A n  a e t u a l  
u n t o u c hed 
photo o.f"Th(! 
W o r l d ' s  
M o s t per. 
feetly D evel. 
oped Ma·n . '·' 

. . . . 

. r - - � - - - - - - --- - - ---
CHARLEs ATLAS, Dept. 775, ., 

I 
I 
I 

I 1 1 5  Ea.st 23rd Street, New York, N. Y. 
I 

.
�ant the proor thnt your s:nrt.(llll or �"Dytlaml$1 TetiRiatl will help mukc a �ow llan u1 Hit gh·� .m� a healthy, 

hu�;k;v. body and hlg mus(·ulnr d(rvelopmcnt. ,Sond me your !roe book, u Brcrlalttl.lrJI 1/l:ulth a wJ St rtllllJI h,-·• 
I Name . • . • • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . .  _ . . . I · lPieu..se, IH'IIIt or \Hl l o  I•Ju lnJy( · 
I 

Address . . . ..  � . . . . . . . .- . . . . . .. . . . . . . . .. .
. . � . . . ...

. . . . . . . . . , • . . I 
I City . . . . . . . .. .. . . .  _ . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . St·at.e . . . . . . . . . . . . 1 a ..1 

..... ·:"<' ·.�· . 

..
.. . .... ; . . 

... 
• 



• 

L 

The Murray Fe.mlly 
C712 Leamington Ave., Chicago 

Now, at last. YOU may insu� "our whole family 
-all of them with one poltcy! Insures entire 
family husband and wife: the babies, children. 
grandparents ageS' 1 to 7:;,. 

As Plainly Statg(i In the Policy 

. 
0 0  

MAXIMUM-For Natural Pealh 

0 

MAXIMUM-For AUto Accidental Death 

00 

MAXIMUM-For Travel Accidebtal Death 
the �pany pays one 

The fact that � .... &A.. 
1 the policy. 

d�ath claim does not can� b�lan<�e of 
'tt. remains n force on 

·ums are 
t.he familY as long �s preml 

divided 
paid. MoDthly premtums 

be
are 

i red 
uallY between the num r �su 

�d benefits are graded acca':dmg �o 
the attained ages of members UlSUr • 

-. 

-------. ·- -�-------� -�- �---�--���-- -

One of the Most Sensational Offers 
Made to Oar Readers by the Famous 
Bankers Ufe & Casualty 
Here, at last, is insurance for your whole 
family at a bargain price that you never 
thought possible. This amazing new Triple 
Benefit low cost FamilY. Group Life Pobcy 
insures the whole famtly-ages 1 to 15\-
without medical exam£nationl 

ONLY 

PER WEEK 
-tbe eost af tfre PGlki Ia 
alllllinaw tow, enlf �1;1' 
montta for till wllole &I • 

SuJeJr you • set - 2Sc 
t week teiosure JoufJ;Jiilltt 

Chartered under strict Illinois Insur
ance Laws, you now get SA�E, RELI
ABLE insurance in a strong, well estab
lished insurance company with an out
standing record for prompt {la:v:ment of benefits.. Don't �Y! 
Mail coupon at once for amaZlng Free Inspection offer. 

0 EDICA EX Ml  ATIO 
You can get this wonderful, liberal, safe TRIJ;.lLE "BeNEFIT 
Family Policy with printed guarantee for 10 Days without bli� 
gation. You can read the polict irt y®r own bonae. No b((ent' or 
collector will call. You alone decide and if you are nut �oo.% 
satisfied simply send the policy ack. 

Here is our sensational otfer. Send No Money. Mail the CQffPOJl 
now! Examine the policy on Out' 10 D!lr lt'ree lns�on Qffa. No 
embarrassing medical examination� No obligati.,Qn to keel\ the 
policy if you aretl't entirely satisfied. 

S FE, R Ll B E 0 P 
OVER $18,000,000.00 I SURAKCE sd'lD Wl'tHOUT AN 
AGENT ADMilTED ASSEIS AT NEW Ati"'tlMI HIGH! 

This company owns itS OWN BUILDING • •  has thousands and tllou
sands and _ thousands of dollars of free s�lus, 
and its entire reserve is invested in U. S. Gov
ernment Bonds. This islhe great adtldtised Conw 
,Pony that has issued more Family Gtllup insur
anee polic-ies than any other insurance company 
in the world. Truly ,a good,safeinvestmentf6rybu. 

S E N D  N O  M O N EY 
lO .. Day FREE Policy Inspection Offer 
Take your insurance out in a q::nnpany in 
which you have faith and confidence. 
(Look at our high rating in low� left cor
ner). We don't ask yott to send a penny 
with the coupon-you risk nothing. Just 
mail coupon for full details and 10 �� 
Free Inspection offer. No Agent wiU 
-no obbgation.. 

NO AGENT WILL CALL 

y.., fleal tflre(f 
a•fl Sllve lfiOReyl 

JUST MAIL COUPO'N 

BANJ(ERS L,fE AN,D 'CASUAl: CO. 
Bankers lnsurence llUIUna 
Jefterson Sta. DaiUi�a A Money, No Agent Will Call 
Chitago, IIUnoJ$ _ 
Without eost or pbligation, send Free details of 
the Family ()roup l?oriey and your l<J..Day Free 
Offet. 
l'lCltxl�·---�-----��--------��-·---�---·----��-------··--·---�----·---·--
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