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(�LSO 7 SHADES OF BLACK, BROWN, TITIAN AND BLONDE) 
./lew Creme Shampoo instantly im
parts lovely black color to hair that is 
STREAKED•DULL•GRAY 
FADED • GRAYING • AGEING 

BURNT • LIFELESS 

THIS remarkable new creme shampoo discovery� 
Tmtz Cretne Shampoo Hair Coloring, lathers and 

washes out dirt, grease and grime as it instantly gives 
hair a real smooth, Jet Black Tint that fairly glows 
with tife and lustre. Don"t put up with gray, faded, 
dull, burnt. streaked. off-color hair a minute longer. 
Tintz Creme Shampoo contains genuine Paraphenylene 
Diamine and is a real Instant Hair Coloring. The 
&at application leaves your hair completely tinted ; 
black, lovely. easy to manage. No waiting for results. 
ColoJ s so smooth and even, experts find it difficult to 
detect. Won't hurt permanents. Now being specially 
blt1oduced all over America by mail for only $1.00. 

100IC YURS YOUNGII -Epd yOUI 
pay balr worries NOW. One applica

tion of Tlnu.ctompletely tints gray. otf ·color hair so it will not be detected. 
Order today oo our auaranteo of ••aatiafaction Ol' money back'' offer. 

SEND NO MONEY FOR THIS AMAZING NEW HAIR COLORING 
Mail Coupon on Guarantee Results Must Delight You or No Cost 
Tinu' dlemista have at last perfected an amazing new hair colorina 
IDfld.OO. Jt ia a creme shampoo containina cenuine PARAPHENYLENE 
D!AMINB, tb.e beat hair coloring agent known to mankindl Tlnu 
Creme Shampoo Hair Coloring indantly colors aU gray, streaked. 
fa4ed )lair riaht in your own bome to a natural-like, lastinc color that 
matdlet and defiea cletection. Won't wash off or run off. Positively 
will DOt affect peraument waves. �VC!a hair aoft easy to manaae. 

CIIOJCI OF ILOYnY SHADES 
Itt IUCI-ILACK-DARI BROWN 
MID. WAIMBRDWJI-11£0. DUIIROWI 
&aTIIlO'WI-AUIURN lTITWO-ItOIIDE 
We wa•t you tO try Tintz Creme 
Shempoo Hak Cotozin&. We want 
you to take advantace of this ·�  
daJ lattoductory of(er and mail 
the coupon tDdq. Sen4 no money . . 
Oa aa1lval of packaae. depoait -tr tl plUI poet.qe and tu with 
��t��_. RBAD THE CAU
� Only - Directed Oil 

Label-then ahampoo.tint your 
own hair ri&ht in your own home. 
We are sure just one trial will con
vince anyone who wishes to dye 
their own hair that here at last ia 
the hair eolorin& of their dreams I 
But if for any reason you wish to · 
retum the empty Tinu packaae. 
and you·alone are the jwtae. do 10 
iD 7 daya. W-e will immediately 
refund your $1 and tu without 
question. This ia tod&Ta bic oft'er 
to anyone who wishea to IN
STANTLY eelorhmrfDan'tdelay 
but tnall the c.oupm n011r-111nt I 

SHAMPOOING SPIIAJ)I COI.Ol IVINLY. It is Impossible t1b do a 
blotchy job with Tintz Creme Shampoo Hair Coloring. If you C8ll 
follow easy directions-results ar-e guaranteed . Tintz contaiDB 
PAR.APHENYLENS DIAMlN&-the beot hair coloring agent known. 

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY SURE 
.. ...................................... � 
I TTN'TZ CO., Dept. '100 •. 205 N. Mlchipn, Cbieasto. m. I 
I C4f14<1j4• 0/fiu: lh�t 700. H ColliJ• S1ree1, Toronlo. Ortl. I I Send one full .be tube Thrk Creme Shampoo Hair Colorina m � cbecked I I below. On arrival I wW clepoalt c:be apctdal introductory olre.r p.rice of $1.00 plua 

10% tax and � cbar'fts wtth PQtunan on I'Uaran� I can return the eDlPtS' · 1
1 tube fo� any reaaon wit.biD 7 da.ya.and you wUl refund my_ St and tu. (If money I 

COIDd wllh ordet, 1'14u pay.a Lbe postq,e.) 0 J lor ll . .SO plua &0<1;, Fecknl • 1 Exrue Tu. I I 0 Jet Bla4 0 .,.,.._ lkowo C Ned. o..b Blow.G C Auburo ('J'tttao) 1 
1 0 B•eclc C IdeeS. WU'ID 81'owo C I 18bt 81owo C Blucle 1 
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Aviation, Diesel and Air-Conditioning Experts, Builders, 
Contractors and Autontobile Mechanics, too, have good 
chances for profit through BIG DEFENSE PROGRAM 

Now is the time for every ambitious man to start in 
one of the fields which are now opening up new jobs 
in industry. Get the facta needed frgm our world fa
mous technical cyclopedias. Use the jiffy index to find 
out what you need to know in a hwzy. Superintendents 
and foremen welcome men who prepare themselves this 
way, and industry right now is on the lookout for 
thoW3anda of skilled men who "know how." 

ELECTRICITY 
10 Big Volumes 

ThlB n�W sevent�th edition Of ap. 
plled eleetdcity has over 3,000 pages 
-hundreds ot illustrations. Dyna
mos, motorsr power stations. ra.d.io, 
television and many. many other 
subJects all covered. Total price 
only $aa.ao. Sent on triAl. 

AUTOMOBILE 
ENGINEERING 

Brand New Set 6Volumes 
Whether you are a. mechanic or helper e.!C-
pert or a pprentice, auto owner or cJilver. 

u will find great value in these auto 
okB (19th ed.1 tJon) whiCh tell you step 

y step how to make dltncnlt repa.f.nl . 
2.500 pag_es, 2,000 lllustre.tlona Marine 
engines, aviatiOn motors. Dlesru engines 
tncluded. Total price only:$24.80. Sent 
on trial. 

BUILDING, ESTIMATING AND CONTRACTING 
9 Volumes 

This new edition should make tt easy for any car
penter to become a. con
tractor. Inva lu8.ble to 
builders. Root trarntng, 
st e el square, arch1 tec
tural drawing and design, 
estlma.tlngf painting 
and decorat ng, heating ,  
building, contracting, 
con crete t ormsL and 
many other subjecw well 
cove red. Total price $29.80. Sent on trial. 

Diesel Engineering. 6 Volumes. 
Over 2,500 Pages. Total Price $24.80. 

Heating and Ventilating Incl. Air Conditioning. 
6 Volumes. 2,000 Pages. Total Price $24.80. 

Aviation Complete. 6 Volumes. 
Right up to the minute. Total Price $19.80. 

ANY SIT SHIPPED FREEl 
for Examination �lf�:.�-&��·�J ;or�: ·:���� 
Shop Practice" 8 �olumea phis binder, "Applied Electricity' 10 
volumes, •'Automobile Engineering" 6 volumes, .,Bufidlng, Esti
mating and X)ontra.cttng" 9 volumeB. ..Rea.ttilg-Ventna.tlngt' 6 
volumes • ._"'Diesel Engineering" 6 volumes. .. Avtatton .. 6 volumes. 

lor .tree e'-amtnation iB to se�d in the coupon below. The ltooks wtil 
be sent pJ;omptly. You pay tbe dell very charges ontf· Eeep them tor 
10 da.y_s. If not sa,tlsfied send til� ba.�k and you WU o-we u.s nothing. 
If satisfied, send only $2.00 in 10 days and then $3.00 a. month untu the total price shown is t>a.1d� There 1S no turther obligation. 

Amerlcan t ecbnical Soc i ety. Publishers Home Study Coqrses 
Drexel at S8tb Sb eot, Chicago, Winola Dept. X248 
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BOOKS SENT FREEl 
ON APPROVAL-S VOLUMES 

BRAND NEW EDITION 

For Beginners Only 1s minutes a aay wtth these 
WONDER "BOOKS can prepare or Experts Yf>U for a g-ood dra.ft1ngdo b. Draft-

in Machine Trades tng .trom.simptestraiglltJtnes to Im-
portant eon:��ns. A step at a. 

Written eo you can understana ttmel �unt ally for. begtn.n� 
every wor� by well known t<>.r men with only grammar schoolengineers. ve Luxe modern- � n -H-�w.;, u PLUS tatfc, washable cloth btildlDg; · .na:4-IIL\Ic:. room prac ce, 
over 1600 pages, hun dreds of G�NG. JD-a.de easy and 
blueprints, charts and dla· clear. 400 pa.ges.on tool design. over 
grams; prepares you for a good 306 �)ages Oll machine design. In
draltin� Job in mechanical eludes 81'001al volume on blueprint 
Unes. Sent tor 10 days• tree readlDg with/Wl scu &Ctual produc
UBe ll you mall eoupan tm- tton blueprints, some 20''x30", as · 
medlately. well as Question and answer sheet& 

Total Price for Complete Set $18.80. Sent on tri�l. 

1-rf· 

THESE 8 BIG BOOKS help you quality N d- d tor promotion. 3,000 pages with nearly ee� e 3,000 illustrations which cover tool mak-ing, pattern making, foundry work, me-
cha.nlcal drawing, forging, machine shop � 'I practice and ma.nagement, and hundreds 
of other subJects. This set, ••Modem 
Shop Practice, •• will gtve any mechanic • Who uses them an advantage over un-
trained men. With each set we wm Include a. big binder ot nearl y 
800 pages wtth 267 ot:lginal9hop tickets and 1,200 illustrations whi ch 
Show step bY step how to set up and run almoa.t any kind ot a job. 
These a:re in ad(Utlon to the 8 big books pictured above. Total 
price only $34.80. Sent on triel. 

Consulting Service Inoluded 
A year's conaultj}lg prtvUeges with our engineers wtll now be gtven to 
each buyer or any set of these books wlthont extra charge. 
·--.- ......... SEND THIS COUPON TODAY ·-•••••• : AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIEtY, Dept. X249 . j 
I Drexel at 68th Street, Chlca.go, Illinois I 1 Send for 10 d&ya tree use the cyclopedia which I list here. 1 I I I .. ..... . . . . . . . . . . . . .  'PUt nama; ;,i ��t· h�� . . . . ' • . . . . . . • . .. . . . • . I 
I I wfll pay the tl e ltvery charges only and if fully satisfied will send I 
I :you $2.00 in 10 days and then $3.00 a month untu the total price I 
I or .. ... . . . . . . ... .... . . .. .. 1e pa1d. I1 I return the books In 10 I 
1 days I will owe you nothlDg .. You are to tnclude a year's coDBU.lt- 1 � �����fu��e�� 1 I I I Name . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . .. . . . . . . . . .. . . . . .. . . . . . . . . .. . . . .. . .  � 1 
: A.diZ1e88 • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • .. • • • : • • • " • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • J 
I 01'11 • . . . .. . . . . . .. . . .. . . . � . .. . . . .. .... .... .. .. . . ,state. . . ... . .. . . . . . • 

I ! Plea1se attach a letter at&� age, occnpation and oaroe a.ud address o! 11 
, emp oyer and at least onu businese man as a re.Usr.ence • 



, STORY BRAND NEW .. 

Vol. 14, No. 1 February, 1942 Price 1 Oc 

FEATURING JIM HATFIELD, RANGER 
IN 

• 

A Full Book-Length Novel 

By JACKSON COLE 
Forces of Hidden Evil that Menace the Ran�eland Call 
for the Swift justice of the Lone Wolf Lawman! Follow 
Jim Hatfield as He Battles Superstition and Clears Up a 
Sinister Mystery of the Phantom Mountains - - - - .. 15 

Other uick-Trigger Stories 
JAILBIRD - - - - - - - - - - - - - Dean Owen 87 

Tom Chance Faces a Perilous Killer Set-up 

LITTLE DAUGHTER - - - - - - - - - - Walt Grove 96 
''.Pap, Bates Turns Gunswift when His Girlls Threatened 

AND 
THE FRONTIER POST - - - - - - - - - Captain Starr 8 

Join Our World-Wide Club- Coupon on PaAe 112 
FAMOUS TEXAS RANGERS - - - - - A Story in Pictures 94 

SerAeant John B. Arznstrons, Relentless Manhunter 

TEXAS RANGERS published every other month by Better Publications, Ino •• at 10 E&st 40th Str•. New York, N. Y. 
N. L. Pines. President. Subscription yearly $.60 (six issues) : single copies $.10. Foreign and Canadian postage extra.. Reentered a.s second-class matter August 24, 1938, at the Post O.ftlce at New York. N. Y., under the Act of March 3. 1879. 
Copyright, 1941, bY Better l>ubllcations, Inc. Manuscripts will not be returned unle.as accompanied by self·&ddressed stamped 
envelopes, and are submitted a.t the author's risk. Names ot all cbaracte.ra used in stories and semi-fiction articles a.re fictitious. If the name of any real person or e�tng institution jg used, it 1a & coincidence. 

Read aur companion magazi'nes: Popular Western, Thrilling Myuery. Thrlllln1 Western, Thrilling Detiteti� Thrlllln1 Ad· 
ventures, Thrilling Love, The Ph4ntom Detective1 The American Eagle, Sk.Y Fighters, Popular Detective, 1 hrilllng Ranch 
Stories, Thrlltrno Sports, PoPUlar Sports Magazin e.t Ran1e Riden Western[ Thrilling W�rtder Storles1 Everyda¥ Astrology, G·Men Detective, Detecti ve Novels Magazine BI&Dk 1500k Dete�lve, Masked R der Western, West, The R10 kid Western. Sta,_ 
tling Stories, Captain Future. Air War. ExcJilhg W63tern1 Exciting Detective, The Masked De1ectlve, Pooular Love, Exoiting 

Love, Thrilling Football. Popular footbaal, RAF Au-, Rodeo Romances, and Exolting Sports. 
PlUNTED lN THE U. 8. A. 
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Busy Radio Industry Increasing Demand 
For Radio Operators and Technicians 

LEARNING RADIO AT HOME NIGHTS THIS WAY 
HAS LANDED GOOD JOBS FOR HUNDREDS 

RADIO TECHNICIANS HOLD GOOD JOBS in more than 
800 Broadcasting stations in the U. S. with a�erage pay among tlle country's b&.� paid industries. Aviation, Police, Commer
cia.! Radio are otber fields which employ Radio Technicians and 
Operators. I give you the Radio training you need for jobs like 
these, and train you to be ready when TeleVision opens 
ne\v jobs in the future. Get the facts. Mail the Coupon. 

Here is a. quick way to more pay. Radio offers beginners a 
chance to make $5, $10 a week extra in spare time a :tew 
months :trom now, and to train for opportunities paying up 
to $30, $40, $50 a week tor full-time Radio Techn,ician$ and 
Operators. On top ot record business, the Radio industry 
is getting millions ot dollars worth of vital defense orders. 
Many Radio Technicians and Operators have entered mili
tary service, opening many opportunities for men with' 
Radio training. Clip the coupon below and mail it. Find 
out how I have trained men from 16 to 50 years old to make 
more money in Radio -how I will train you, too, for 
Radio's opportunities. 

Extra Pay ..---.. 
In  Army, 

Navy, Too 
Every man likely to go into 
military service, every sol
dier, sailor, marine, should 
mail the Coupon Now 1 
Learning Radio helps men 
get extra rank, extra pres
tige, more interesting duty 
at pay up to 6 times a 
private's base pay. Also 
prepares for good Radio 
jobs after service ends. IT'S 
SMART TO TRAIN FOR 
RADIO NOW. Mail the 
coupon. 

REPAIRING, SERVICING. SELLING 
home and Auto Radio seta (there are 
more than 50,000,000 1n use) gtvea good 
jobs to thousands. Public Address Sys
tems are another source ot profit for Ra
dio Technicians. Many Radio Techni
cians operate their own spare time or full 
time Radio business. Mall the Coupon. 

N. R. 1. Trained These Men At Home 
Chief Operator 

Broadc:asting Station 
Be!ore I completed your 

.-.·.-·,<·:·"' lessons, I ob�ained my 
Radio Broadcast Oper
ator 's license and Jmme-�'ii:::m diately joined Station 
WMPC wbe1'e I am now 
Chlef ()peTator.-Rollis F. 

Ha1es. S21 Ma.dison St •• Lapeer, Mich. 

$40 a Month Extra 
in Spare Time 

I do Radio Service work 
1n my spa.re time onlY. op
erating from my .home� and l net about $40 a. month. 
I �s able to start servicing Radios S months after 
enrolling With N. B. 1.
Wm. J. Gbermak. B. No. 1, -B� 2&1, 
Hopkins, Minn, 

Now Chief Radio 
Engineer 

1 am now Chief Radto Eng1neeT at Kankakee 
Ordnance Works and veey 
pleased with my new posi
tion. If I had not taken 
the N. R. I. Course I mlght be digging ditches 

or perhaps unemployed.-R. S. Lew:ts, 
410 Whitney St .• Joliet, Ill 

• 

Beginners Quickly Learn to Earn 
$5 to $10 a Week in Spare T.lme 
Nearly every neighborhood otters opportunities for a 
good part-Utne Radio Technician to make extra money 
fixing Radio sets. I give YGU a.Decial training to show 
you how to start cashing 1n on these opportunities early. 
You get Radio parts and Instructions tor building teBt 
eQ.uJpment, tor conducting experiments that glve you 
faluable practical experience. You also get my modem 
Professional Radio Servicing Instrument. My fifty-fiftY 
method-ball worldng with Badlo parts. halt stu<bina 
my lesson te-xts-ma!Ces learning 
Radio at home interesting, fas
cinating, practicat 

Mail  Coupon for 
64-page Book 

It tells about my Course ; the 
types of jobs in  the di1ferent 
branches of Radio; shows letters 
from more than 100 men I 
trained so you can see what they 
are doing, earning. Mall 1he 
Coupon in an envelope or pute 
it on a penny postal. 

r 

J. E. SMITH, President. 
De�t. 2809, 

Natlo11al �ad.J() IO$titute, Wash,Dijaft, o. 0.. 

1. E. SMITH, Ptesldenf. Dept. 2BOt 
National Radio Institute I 
Washington, D. C. I 

Mail me FREE without oblig&tlon, your 64- 1
1 

oage book. "Rich Rewards in Ra.dio." (No sales• man will call. Write pla.inly. > I 
I 

I A.ae • • • . • . . . • • • • • • • • •  • • • I 
I I 
I Name • • • . . . .  • · • • • • • • · · · · · · · · · • · • · • • • • • • • • • •• • I• I Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . ... . . . .. ... , I 

\-
L City . . • . • • • • ·�· . . . .. . . . . . . . .... State .. .  "• •••••e:.JI 

-------·---------- " 



LEA 
tO PLAY 

Thousands of people just like yourself have learned their 
favorite instruments this amazingly easy way 

YES, in a few short weeks 
you can astonish your 

friends. You ean actually be 
playing those catchy tunes 
every one loves to hear. And 
this easy. short-cut method costs only 
SEVEN CENTS A DAY. 

You can learn to play the piano, 
violin, guitar, accordion, saxophone 
or any other instrument. Whichever 
one you pick, your lessons will cost 
only 7 c a day.. And that i;1eludes 
EVERYTHING: complete Prtnt and 
Picture Lessons, sheet music, and all 
the personal help and coaching by 
mail you desire. 

No Tedious, Old-Fashioned Practice 
Best of all, with this modern, stream
lined method, it takes only a few 

FOUND 
ACCORDION 

EASY 

ui've always 
wanted to play 
the piano aecord
ion#,. writes *H. 
E. from Canada.. "but thought I'd 
never learn it. 
Then I read 
about your les
sons. I don't 
know how to ex
press my satis
faction.., 

*Actual 'PU1Jilr tta.mes on request. 
Ptotures btl ProJeeaWnal lttodtts* 

minutes a. day-in SPare time at 
home. No tiresome, old�fashioned 
scales and exercises ! You start right 
in playing real tunes--from the 1J61"fl first l,esscm. That�s the wotlderful 
part about it : you learn to pUJ,y by 
PLAYING/ 

How b It Possible? 
Here's the secret: These fascinat

ing Print and Picture Lessons show 
you just what to do-they picture 
every move. You sfmply :follow the 
crystal-clear illustrations. And the 
accompanying text makes everything 
plain as day, just -as if your teacher 
were next to you, explaining every 
step as you go along. Do you wonder 
that over 700,000 people have jumped 
at the chance of learning music this 
quick, easy way? 

Send for Prlnf and ,icfure Sample 
Think of the fun-the good times
the popularity you'll enjoy ! Think 
of the personal satisfaction you will 
have in knowing how to play your 
favorite instrument. 

And this can be yours. Act now I 
Send at onc.e for the free illustrated 
Booklet that gives full details-to
gether with an actual Print and 
Picture sample. No obligation-no 
salesman will call. s-unply mail the 
coupon or write No-w. · (Instru
ments supplied if needed. easb or 
credit.) U. S. School of Music, 2942 
Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 
44th year. (Est. 1898l) 

SIMPLE AS A-B-C 
Play the "Merry Widow Walt&" 

Strike the notes above and sron11 be 
playing the melody of this famous wa.ltz. 
Easy? Read what Mrs. *P. L. D., or 
California, says: '4J am taking your cue 
for mother and child to learn together. 
I can hardly believe I ea.n play tho 
Meny Widow Waltz in two weeks!� 

ru. s. SCHOOL OF MUSIC. 1 [ 2942 Brunswick Bldg., New York City I I am intetested in learning tbe musical in· l strum.ent checked. Please send me your I illustrated booklet explainln& how I can 
learn Quickly at h ome, for less than 7c a day. I Plano Saxophon Cornet I Violin Trumpet Piano Acct�r-..oo 
Guitar Trombone Plain A«lordlon I l Cello Banjo Hawaiian Guitar 
Mandollft Ukulele Other Instrument l Have You Instrument?................... I Name .... . .. .. . . . .. . . . . . . .. . ....... . . . .  . l 
Address • • •• • • • • •• • •• • •  • • • • • • • • • • • • · • • • • • I r_:�� ·rn;oot ·h�i.; u ·.mde;: :is �,:a�· age: · 
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• • • tllaf's what they called ME when I was 

only 97 pounds of skin and llones. NOW 
look at this build that won me the title, 11The 

World's Most Perfectly Developed Man''• 

"I'll Prove that YOU; too, 
can be a NEW MAN!" 

'SF 

• 

CHARLES 
ATLAS ''WEAKLING 1" .,Sissy!" "RUNT!'' 

Those a.re just some of the 
names the gang ts§ed to call n1e. And 
believe me, they hurt. Those names 
hurt n1e more than any punches ever 
could. I used to wish they would hit 
me, instead of jeer and laugh at my 
skinny, tlO�muscle physique. But I 
deserved it, all right. .Just 97 ponn.Ps 
of skin and bones! No strength, no 
stamina. I couldn't punch my way 
out o1. a paper bag. I v.--as ashamed, 
embarrassed when I had to strip tor 
gym or the beach. I felt HALF
ALIVE. 

-like I used to be into champion 
SUPERMEN ! rve got their letters and 
their measurements and their pietures in my files-a)\a I know ! 

Do YOU want a pair oJ �'Ins with 
the cruslling pow�r of steel trip-barn

mel'$� sur'iing, mus�ar b�n·ei chest 
-shoulders like a brawny blacksmith's? 
Do you want a tnuscle-ridged st.omach 

An actvat, U l . . ehanged p1totogr311h o1 the w.tnner and trolder of 1he tftle, ''World'& Mo-st Per· fectly Develr.ped 

But I began to study my body
and then I made my amazinf dis
covery" of "Dyna-m.ic Ten9ion !' And 
that's what tnade me a NEW MAN .. 
It gave me the F,Owerful body you 
see here! And 1t won for me the title, "World's ·Most Pa-fectly Developed Man!" 

Only 15 Minutes a Day 

1 that can TAKE it_? Do you want the 
tireless staying-power of a. bulldog-the 
energy and :Qep of a terrier? Do you 
want the succ�ful, self-confident kind 
of life that goes with a manly, fearless 
»hysique? "Dynamic Tension', is what 
you need! Let me PROVE that it can 
make you into a. man of MIGHT and 
MUSCLE ! 

The Results YOU Want 
• 

.....$.ASTI 
Yes just give '1'DytuJtmie Tet�n" 15 

minute� a day, in the P.rivacy of your 
own ho'me. '¥ ou'll see real muscle-results 
-FAST! Ana it's fu)l-�o backbreaking work1 no trick die�, pills, or gadgets. ··�we 'E.�'- does the work. It 

Man." 

I want to prove that "Dyn.<tmio Tenaion" (in 15 minutes a day. right t:n 
3'our own home) CAN MAKE YOU 
OVER into a man of giant strength and 
lasting energy. A confident, healthy, 
big-muscled HE-MAN! I can give you 
trigger-action muscles in your arDis and legs and shoulders ; set y.{)ur whole �dy 
alive with robust, red-blooded health ! 
What makes me so sure'? Becal)$e I've 
seen my method of "D?J'¥U11Mic T�t, 
transform hundreds o£ puny wea'K!ings 

simply 'helps tou to build .- _ 
the kind of clean, str-«Jng, 1 - - - - - - - ·-- -
mqseular � ·that God - -, 
intendefJ you U> have I I 
Ther-e's no = about 
"Dy'Mm� T ." But I it certainly puts the 
muscles on-and l'ight in f 
the places you want them ! 

Send For My FREE BOOK 
••Everlasting Health and Strength''-

If you man the coupon right away, 1'11 send 
you a copy of my brand: new book, �'Ever last� 
ing Health and Strength.'� It tells the story 
of "Dy'llJatmio Tension, in 48 pages of straight
frQtn.-th�shoulder, man-to-man talk, and over 
'15 actual pictures of myself and my pupils
fellows who became NEW �EN. My book 
worked wonders for them. See what it" can do 
for you, RIGHT NOW. Remember, it}s FREE. 
Mail the coupon TODAY. CHARLES ATLAS, 
Dept. 77P, 116 East 23rd St., New York, N. Y. 

I I 
I 
I 

CHARLES ATLAS., 
Dept. 77P, 115 Ea�t 23rcl St •• New York, N.Y. 

I w�nt the proo:t that your system of 
"Bynamie TeltW/i&n" can help make me a 
New Man-give me a healthy, husky body 
and big ntuscle development. Send me 
your FREE book, "Everlasting Health 
and Strength.'• 

I 
J 
.) 
I 
I 
I 
I Name . . . . . . . . . • . . • . . . . • • . . . . . .. . . . . • • . . . . . • J 

Address . . • . . • . . . . • • • . • . . . • • . . . • . . . . . • . • • • I 
I 

City .......... . , ·- . . . . . . . . . . State. . . . . . . . . I 
- - �----�--- ___ ...J 



IY A, gals and galluses 1 Sometimes 
I get a h�ap o• satisfaction in realiz .. 
ing, in this world o' swift scientific 

changes and mechanical marvels, that 
there's one thing that's remained unchanged 
and practically uncbang·eable since our 
War Between the States, 80 years back. 

That thing is the cavalry saddle. All 
saddles, for that matter. Cows have changed 
in shape and heft since the times of the 
Texas longhorns. But bosses, they come 
in the same models �s when Ranger Jim 
Hatfield rode. Thusly, their fittin's and re
galia stay in the same pattern, and don't 
ever go out of style. 

The smell of a saddle shop is something 
you don't ever forget. That smell is the 
same, I reckon, from the Siberian steppes 
to bedouin sands, and from the Argentina 
chaco to our own West. It's a lusty, husky 
smell o' tanned leather, hot glue and wood 
whittlin's and neatsfoot oil. 

Leather Squeaks 
There's sounds about a saddle, when a 

horse is wearin' it, that us old-timers don't 
ever forget. Good leather squeaks. Good 
saddles talk, though it's beet]: many a year 
since they took the squeak out of a new 
pair o' beotsoles. 

There's other homely, plaintive sounds 
out o' the past that we sometimes long for. 
You country gals and galluses savvy some 
o' them. They're the rattle o' loose wagon
spokes, the j ingle-jangle o' tug chains, the 
clop-clop o' hoofs on a smooth, hard road, 
the plink-plunk of boss shoes under water 
when you cross a stony ford, the plick
plock of hoofs on a wooden bridge, and 
the bawling of a moving herd. · 

You come onto those sounds ridin' the 
Rio today, same as when the Rangers was 
in their glory. And on the range you come 
on the same critters, and the names for 
them in border lingo are the same as in 
frontier times. 

Birds and Animals Quiz 
So mebbe in our GET FRONTIER 

POSTED quiz at this settin', we better 
have an a-b-c- workout on common animals 
and birds, domestic and wild. The rules 
are plum simple same as the rules you 
Ranger Clubbers went by in this here Fron
tier Post game before. Dig up a lead pen
cil, mark your guess, then rip through to 
the right answers list�d at the end. Ten 
out of twelve right answers, mighty fine. 
Eight, good. Half right, tolerable. Less 
than half, that means you skipped some of 
our stories in the past and better not miss 
future issues. 

8 

Let's git started, folks. It,s lots of fun 
and it's a right painless way to study bor
der lingo. 
1.-AGUILA is 

a hoot owl 
b bat 
c eagle 

2.-BURO i s  
a donkey 
b deer 
c rabbit 

3.-CONE.JO is 
. a pine squirrel 

b fox 
c rabbit 

4.-CABALLO is 
a horse 
b cow 
c hop frog 

5.-GATO is 
a dog 
b cat 
c fish 

6.-CULEBRA is 
a duck 
b calf 
c snake 

'1..--POLLO is 
a chiclten 
b lamb 
c parrot 

8�-PERO is 
a chiptnunk 
b dog 
c dove 

• 

Don't mark 'em off too fast, gals and 
galluses. Better go back and check over 
the ones you've answered. Think over 
Numbers Two and Three-they're easy to 

• mtss. 
D.-PAJARO is 

a parrot 
b panther 
c bird I 

Now, if you ever studied Latin or As
tronomy, this next one should be plumb 
easy. 
10.-PESCADO is 

a fish " 
b goat 
c bear 

Just two more critters left. Here's a hint 
-it ain't by no means uncommon to see 'em 
together in a bad year, when the sandies 
blow and the creeks dry up. 
11.-VACA is 

a cow 
b snipe 

. c pig 
12.-ZAPILOTE is 

a turtle 
b horned toad · 

c bu2zard 

Wish we had time for more'n twelve. 
Buf get these straightened out and the 

(Continued on page 12) 
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Send me your Free Book and tell me abOUt YGUit plana tO help me. 
• 

NAME ••••••••••• • • •• •  • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
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MalHn�his COIU)01l ��� not 5\bllgaJe 1Q\f; and you will DOt be botheJ'ed by salesmen. 
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ASK 
to SEE IT TODAY 

TUNE UP 
YOUR CAR! 

AUD.ELS AUTO 
GUIDE ANSWERS 
YOUR QUESTIONS 

GN M'OTOR 
SERVICING 
WITH NEW 
SHORT CUTS . --PRAC�ICAL 
POINTERS. 

NEW nutD 
DRIVE FULLY 

EXPLAINED I 
Every Operator & Mechanic needs 

AUDELS NEW AUTO GUIDE. ThJs 
book saves time. money &nd worry. 
Htghly endorsed. It presents the whole subJect of auto meohantcs: 1-Btwlc I>rlnc1plel} l -CoDHtructton, 

3-0peration, 4-Bel'Vice. 5-Repa.lr. Easily unaeratood.. over loOO 
pages-1540 ruustrattons showing tnstde views o! mo6ern cars. 
trucks and buses With instructions for all service jobs� r t' Dl ES EL ENGI N £5 FULLY I LLU�RAT£D . ���t�-
~ 

To Get· This AsfiiStance far Youreelf SbnDI)t Fill In and Man Coupon Todar. 
COMPLETE • PAY ONLY $1. A MONTH • 

__________ _,_ _________ _ 

AUDEL PubliShers. 49 West 23rd S t.. New York 
Mall AUDi'LS NEW AUTO GUIDE for tree examination. ItO. K., I will send �ou $1 In 7 daya; then remit Sl monthl� until price of $415 INI!d. Otherwise 1 will return it. 

Nam•--��--���-�-�---�-�------���-�-�--�---··• 

Add�s-��-��-�--�-����--�------��------------� 

Occupation-- .......... � .. ---.---- ... �- ____ ••• ---- ..... __ .. ____ _ 

Reference .. -�--�--------...... . . .. ..  _ .. __ .... .. ----------- P..AL 

TO·RS 
Prote.ct your Idea with a. Patent. Don•t delay. Get Free 4-:Pafot 
Gu1df.'• No charge for preUmtnaey information. Write aa today. 

CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN-Rep"stereJ Pak!114#1fdnq 28-B Adams Building Washington, D. C. 

SONG POEM 
W R I T E R S : 
Send ua Yotrr ortgmal poem, 
Mother, Home. Love. Sacred. 
Patriotic, Comic or any sub

ject. for our pla.n and FREE Rhyming Dictionary at once. 
RICHARD BROS., 74 Woods Building, Chi�ago, IIIJ1tols 

ANY�PHOTO ENLARGED 
Stu 8 x 10 Inches or smaUeJ' If de-sired. Same price for full lenzth or C bust form, groups, landscapes. pet 
animals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part of group picture. Safe return of 
original photo guarant.� 3 101 $1.00 
SEND NO MONEY I::���,��;?�� .. �:.:.-..: . 
and within a we���wll·reoove your beautiful enl�gemel)t, gqaran · fa"ditlesa: Pay postman 47c Q!u.a �¢t�e-or Beiul 49<: WJth order t}nd W.!' �Y J)O$tatre. BIJ: 
l, 6X20· lnch en'lorgemept sent O. 0. D. '18c plO!i postage 
or send 80o and Fe p� pos�� Take ad'VjUlte,ge ofth1s amaz. 
ing offer nqw. tsend.)'o�l)botos today. t:Jpeefty size wanted • ..,........,....._......._._ 
STANDARD ART STUDIOS, USSJefforsonSt., Dept,40Z·B, Cfllcaao 

It's New! 
It's True! 

It's Thrilling! 

"fhe Most Amazing Comics Magazine 
of Them All Featuring True Stories 

of the World's Greatest Heroes! 

PAGES OF TRUE AND 
GRIPPING ACTION I 

An Inspiration to 
American Youth! 

Only JOe Euer�wlaePe 
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you're that man, here's something that will 
mterest you. 

Not a magic formula-not a get-rich-quick 
scheme but something moresu bstantial,more practical. 

Of course, you need something more than just the 
desire to be an accountant. You've got to pay the price 
-be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly. 

Still, wouldn't it be worth your while to sacrifice some 
of yoor leisure in favor of interesting home study--over 
a comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro
vided that the rewards were good a salary of $2,000 
to $10,000? 

An accountant's duties are interesting, varied and of 
real worth to his employers. He has standing! 

Do you feel that such things aren't for you? Well, 
don't be too sure. Very possibly they can be! 

Why not, like so . many before you, investigate 
LaSalle's modern Problem Method of training for an 
accountancy position ? 

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large 
accwnting house under the personal supervision of an 
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied 
accounting principles and solved problems day by day 
-Peasy ones at first-then the more difficult ones. If you 
could do this-and if you could turn to rum for advice 
as the problems became complex soon you'd master 
them all. 

That's the training you follow in principle under the 
LaSalle Problem Method. , ._ 

• 

You cover ac:countancy 'from the basic Princip_les 
right up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax 
Procedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and pre
pare for the C. P. A. examinations. 

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit
iag, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con• 
trol, Organization, Management and Finance. 

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time 
you spend i n  study. 

Will recognition come? The only answer, as you know, 
is that success doeJ come to the man who is really trained. Ies possible your employers will notice your 
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed, 
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training
with increased earnings-before they have completed it I 
For accountants, who are trained tn organization and 
management, are the executives of the future. 

Write For This Free Book 
For your own good, don't put off investigation of all 
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, "Accoun.e 
tancy, The Profession That Pays/' Ien prove that 
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren't 
afraid of serious home study. Send us the coupon now. 

Over 2000 CertiAed 
Public Accountants among 

LaSalle alumni 
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

LASALLE EXTENSION U N IVERSITY 
A COR R E S PO N D E N C E  I N ST ITUTION -

4101 s. Mlchlgan Ave .. , Dept. 2329·H R, Chl�o, Ill. 
I want to bean accountant. Send me, without cost or obligation, the 48-page book, u Accountancy, 
The Profession That Pays," and full information about your accountancy training program. 

Name .. ..__ ___ ......_. ...,.... _ _... ...... _ _..... .. 
a-.. ........ -..... � - --... ..-----··· ... ···--·····�·---· ..... ....... _..._ ................ -...... ... 

Addr-ess .. �-- -·· -·- ·�·· ·--- ·--- -----· -·--· ··- --- -······ -- -··· -·· --· ·--.. ·- ---- City ------·-···· ..... . _. ____ ...._.._ 

Position .......... -... -..----- ...... ......... . ......., .. - ...... ·--·-··· ·-�-----....-- --- --- ---··----- Agt ...... ...... ___.. ..... _ 
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MEN & WOMEN 
WORK for the U. S. GOVERN MEN·r 

Sa laries · $1700 . $2600 Per Yeat' 
Nolayoffs! PensJ011s! Vac;ations with Payl Reg1alar Raisesl 

A LIFETIME JOB 
RAILWAY 

City MoU C·arri�r:s 
Post Ofli�e C'f�r�· 
Rural Man Cari-�rs 
Customs lnspe.cfors 
Patrol IAsp�fors 

ACCOUNTtt$ and 

POSTAL CLERKS 
Clef.k5-File tler.ks 
Steuogr�prier� '(Y,pk1s 
Statistl"'l Cl�tks IAss't.) 
Junly)r Messengers 
lmmig�fton hrsptfetors 
A0DITING ASSISTANTS 

Pay for Course nly 
After You Are 

Appointed and Working 

Sp sure are we that out simplified Interstate 1Iome Study Course 
of coacbJI!g Will tesu.lt in yoaf pafiing the Govefnnlent examina
tion and' being appdinte� thrit we are· willing to 1\C�.Dt your 
emollment on the followi)lg basls. T.be price of our complete 
10 week lessorl course 1s �o. �ius $5 Examiners' Fee. � ar� willing to give YPU any co�e with the �QfkBt'e.nO,ing th-at you tl�e to pay tor is QN L Y AFTE-a '(OU AR'E! APPOI"NT·ED AND WORKIN G 

FOR THE GOVER N M ENT. 
- - _. • � Clip and M.aif th.l,s C�upGn NOW - - - - -I INTERSTAtE HOME STUQY ACADEMY . T ·12 I 

I 901 Broad St • • Div. T·l2, Newark, New Jersey Pleas.& RUSJI me .FltEE P{lrticulars. Without oolltatlon, on how I 
I to qv.aiifg for a Govel"Dll1ent Job. 1 J l!lame • . . • . • • • • •  • • • . . . . . • . . . • • • . . • . . • . • • • •  • . . . . . .  • • • • • • • • • • • • I J Address • • • . • • • • • • • . • . • • • • • • • • . • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • • I 1 Ctitv · · · � · · · · � · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · State • • • • . • • . • • •  • ._ __ __  ..... ___ _ _ _ __ _ _ _ _ __ _ _  _. 

Write today for free Booklet 
llnlJao proflt aharJIID p1an. A L L I � D  M U S I C  Dept. 32, 7808 fleading, Clnolnnatl. o. - "",; 

90 DAYS l.RIAl 
TEST THEM 

EXAMINE TKUI 
We make F ALSiil TEl!lrH tor flt)G BY MA-lL ftQm • · 

your mout.h-im))l�iotlf ¥ot1�-})ack GUARAN- S£-N·D TEE of Sa-ttlstn.cti4ln. FREE 1mpresst�n maw� � rtal, directions. lrookl(ft of Ne;W .. .,."' ��le� and lnformatton. Write 
to'- � - FREE MONEY 

PAR KE..R DENTAl. LABOAATQRY �- . .  ���.· ·-

127 N·. DE4RB08N STBEE1, DEPT. J7A:, C� fOAGO, ILLtiNOJS 

THE FRONTIER PGST 
(Continued from p;jge 8) 

rest'll come easy. It'& lik� learnin' your 
multiplication tabies�it's �be start that 
give-s you a headache, till things get greased 
and rollin'. 

Makes me think of Pop Talbo�, who 
taught his young ones bow to multiply by 
settin' to work layin' a stone wall. The 
way to find out w.hat six times seven made 
was to lay six rows o' seven stones, then 
count. Nine times ten was nine rows o' 
ten stones ond so on. 

The only trouble was, by the time the 
oldest boy got big enough to lay out a 
problem of twelve times fifteen, he was 
strong enough to 'Y\allop the old man and 
balk at going to school, and make it stick. 
That boy could tell you wha't thirteen times 
fourteen was but he grew up not knowin' 
how to spell cat. 

A Lawyer as a Cow-Nurse 
But there's lots of folks smart at one 

thing and pretty dull at others. One o' the 
brainiest lawyers in Dallas bought himself 
a dairy and they tell as how he tried to fit 
milk bottle caps on his cows. 

H e  thought a cream sepaMltor was a thing 
you put a cow in to separate it from its 
cream. A traveling salesman sold him six 
dozen s,pike tooth drag harrows to put on 
his barn roof as a lightnin-g trap. H e  fig
ured that the ring in a bull's nose meant it 
was married. 

First time he went to milk he tried to 
get the cow to set on the milkin' stQol. He 
bought a half-ton of silo seed frem a IJ.eigh
bor t who laughed his.sel£ sick-until he 
found out that the guarantee the lawyer 
hom·bre had him sign had a trick clause that 
said if the seed didn't grow the neighbor 
would eat it. The "silo seed" was fertilizer. 

ANSWERS 
Well, I reckon we're about due to see 

how we came out i.n the a--b-c's. You started 
your GET FRONTIER POSTE.D scrap
book yet ? Better start cl�ppin' 'em out and 
pas tin' 'em up for future reference-and 
a game to amuse your friends. 

1. AGUILA. c is c<>rrJ!et. In case you're 
real anxious to know, bat fs murei�\eg;o. and 
hoot owl is tec.olute. So y&u see fllis first 
word wasn't such a hard en·a after all. 
EAGLE it is, folks, and the oll:'l'y hard thing 
about sayin' aguila in b:ord�r Iingo i s  that the 
g

h 
when it precede5 u, tak� the sound of h. 

S e goes thusly: Ah-whee-lah. 
2. BURO. b is correct. Surprised ?  Well, burro is donltey, but one-r buro is deer. The 

species called n1ule deer, to be e:x.act. 
3. CONEJO. c is oorrect. C-o.._ttouta11 RAB

BIT, th'at is. Should o' been easy ff you'd re
membered that coney is the nan�e for rabb i t  
in some parts o' the oountry. Ceney Island 
was so- named, they tell me, "because rabbits 
were so numerous thereabouts. .T is like H, 
same as g before u. So the word i s  co-nay-ho. 

4. C'ABAI,LO. a. i s  correct. And a caballero 
is a horseman. 

5. GATO. b is correct. 
6. CULEBRA. c is corxect. And pa1·t ot 

(Continued on page 1 12) 
12 



-

• 
• ]ivl.. }iML lAdUJl. .of.. 

RODEO ROmAnCES ! 

A Gala Roundup of 

Western Yarns 

featuring 

A Complete Romantic No'Vel 

of the Arena 

Bv CLIDTOD DADGERFIELD 
\ 

PLUS OTHER STORIES AND 
SPECIAL FEATURES! 

• 

You're Sure to Like 

oNLY 1 Sc Ar All srANos 

ur Graduates 
Run 

0 
of ALL the 

Identification Bureaus 
in America 

Send for complete list of over 750 Bureaus where our 
graduates have been placed in good positions as 

FINGERPRINT EXPERTS 
Then write the nearest Bureau and learn what our 

graduates think of us ! We have space here to list only a FEW of these more than 
'Z 50 institutions, so be sure to send for the complete list !. 

State or MJchtgan "" 
State of Washington 
State of Massaohus:etta 
State of IWnoJs 
State of Idaho 

State of Colorado El Paso, Tex. 
State of Iowa Schenectady. N. Y. 
Sta.te of Utah Scranton. Pa.. 
Sta.t� of Ohio Lihcoln. Neb. 
Boston, Mass. Moblle"' Ala. 
New York. N. Y. Little .uock. Ark. 
Pittsburgh. Pa. Pontiac. Micb. 
St. Paul. Mjnn, Havana, Cuba 
.Mexico Oit.y_. K-. Jdiamt. Fla. 
Augusta. Ga.. Birmingham..{ Ala. 
Seattle. Wash. Columbus.. uhlo 
Omaha, lieb. Galveston, Tex. 
Des Momes. Ia. Houston, Tex. 
Montreal, Can. Windsor, Ont� 
Cedar Rapids. Iowa Pueblo� Colo. Elgin. llL Salt Lue City, Ut.ab 
Snacuseilf:: Y.. Atl&Jttie City. N. J. 
Tampa, Sioux Clty, Iowa Long Beach. CaL Rochester. N. Y. 
St. IAuis, Mo� Cleveland. Ohio 
I.ansing. Mlcb. Spokane. Wash. 
BurUnmon� la. Fort Worth .. T«E. 
Erie. Pa.. . Shreveport. La. 
Oklahoma CB7. Okla. Waltham, Mass-
D.'tenton, N. J. Berkeley, Calif. Detroit., Web. Pate;rson, N. J. 

' . . . Want a Regular Monthly Salary ?.�� 
.- . . · - . , , . 

Be a Secret Service and Identification Expertl 
Enjoy the tbrlll of getting 10U1' man-witb no personal danger

PLUS a regular monthlY paid salary and the opportunity to sh'.re 
In Bewards. Learn at home, 1n spare time. and at low cost. the 
uniQue secrets of thts young, tascblating and fast growing profession. 
We offer you the same course of training as we ga.ve tbe hun
dreds of our gradu&tes who now hold splendid positions in more 
than 750 institutions. Each of these bul'&SJIS has anywhere from 
O�"'E to FIFTEEN of our graduates on regulu saJ&lies-and new 
openings denlop from ttme to tua.. 

Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN 
in This Young, Fast Growing Profession ! 

Of the thousands of towns in Ameri� three-fourths are still 
without identtftcation bureaus. Many more are bound to oomel 'l'ha.t 
spells OPPORTUNITY. But :vou must be BJMDY I It's easY to 
master this pJ.'Ofe$810h that combine& thl'ills M.tb _personal sMety. AND 
the security'of a steady 'income. We show you HOW-juat as we bave 
already shown the hundreds who now bold good pay posJUons. 

FREE 1. TJie Confidential Beports Operator No. ss Made to His Chlet. 
Just rush coupon t Follow this Operator-a exotttng bunt for a murderous gang. Also. get free, "The Blue Book of Crime/' show

m& the wonderful opportunities 1n the field of FiDget' Prints and 
Crime Detection. TAke yoUl' first sup TODAY toward a stead' 
income and success. Mail coupon NOW l 

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept .. 7962. Chioago 

�-.;s;.�; -;,; ;P;.:;; ;;E;;-

- - - -

- ,_ - �  I 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7962� Chicago ) 
I .Gentlemen: With no oblig&tion, send me Confidential Reports J of Operator No. 38, also illustrated 41Blue Book of Crime:• 
1 cotnplete list of over 750 bnre.ans emplortllg your gradl.tat�s. 

I tcgether with your low prices a.nd Easy 'l'enns oft'er. (Literature I 
I Will be sent ONLY to persons stating their age.) ) 
I 
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CLIPPER 11STAGHOUND," 
built in 1850, still holds the 
Boston-Equator sailing rec
ord! Ships like this often 
carried kegs of whiskey. 
For the rocking ocean 
improved its fiavor. 

· ·� 

- - - . 
- - - - - -.r;.. .... .. . 

... - - - .. 

Old Mr.Boston says: 
''In ocking Chair • • •  I've recaptured the long-lost 

flavor of 'wave-rocked' whiskeys!" 

BACK HOME ON SHORE, those canny 
captains continued to "rock the keg" -
beneath pine rockers. And from these 
famous "rocked" whiskeys comes our 
inspiration for Rocking Chair, with its 
almost-forgotten taste and richness! 

NO SEA·ROCKID WHISKEY would have 
surpassed Rocking Chair· in smoothness 
and flavor! For Mr. Boston recaptw-ea 
that famous flavor by controlled agitation 
in his special blending process. Change 
t"O Rocking Chair Whiskey todayl 

MR. BOSTON� 

BLENDED WHISKEY 
. . ' .. . 

' 
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There was a rattll ng 
crash. Goldy strained 
forward. ( Chap. I I . )  

A Complete Action Book-Length NoveL 

By JACKSON COLE 
Author of uw ild Horses,, ''Lone Star Wrath," etc. 

F o rces  o f  H i d d e n  E v i l  T h a t  M e n a c e  t h e  R a n g e l a n d  

C a l l  f o r  t h e  S w i ft J u st i c e  of  t h e  L o n e  Wo l f  L a wm a n ! 

CHAPTER I 
Drums of Death 

OONLIGHT like molten 
silver bathed the Phantom 
Mountains in ghostly radi

ance. Crouched with their rugged 
backs to the ashen band of hurrying 

water that is the Rio Grande, the 
mouths of their canyons were as glow
ering eye-sockets under beetling 
brows. 

· Northward they seemed to stare, 
those hollow eyes, northward across 
the desolation of the Big Bend coun
try, northward toward the broad sweep 

F E AT U R I N G  R A N G E R  J I M  H AT F I E L D  
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Battl ing Superstition, J im Hatfielcd Clears Up 

of the Staked Plains. Grim sentinels 
of the wastelands, they stood watch 
on the Last Frontier, frowning down 
on the wild range that never had been 
and never will be disturbed by the 
plow. 

Here ranching is  supreme. Here, 
too, roam the deer, the javelin, the 
panther and the bear. Here grow the 
greasewood, coarse chino grass, dag
ger and thorned brush. Here are 
gloomy caves upon whose walls are 
painted weird pictures of an age im
memorial, whose grim story only the 
tight-lipped Indios of the mountains 
can decipher. 

Here are whispered strange legends. 
Here live stranger men. Here Death 
walks among the shadows, his bony . 
jaws agape with anticipation. To the 
east flows the Pecos, "west of which 
there is no law.'' To the west is  the 
desert, burning sand and alkali and 
salt. 

In the moonlight the Phantoms 
cr,ouched and listened listened to the 
mutter of drums welling from the 
depths of a great canyon where white 
water flowed and black shades clus
tered. Sinister, ominous were those 
muttering drums. Over and over they 
seemed to say : 

"We will kill you if we can ! We 
will kill you if we can ! " 

From the west came a high stac
cato rattle of ques'tion. From the 
east a deep answering roll. The still 
air throbbed, the moonlight shim
mered, the shadows curdled at the 
bases of the cliffs. And ever the 
threatening mutter rose and fell, rose 
and fell : 

"We will kill you if we can ! We 
will kill you if we can !" 

high-heeled boots of soft leather, wide 
hat peaked as to brim, dimpled as to 
crown. 

Double cartridge belts circled his 
lean waist, and from carefully worked 
and oiled cut-out holsters protruded 
the black butts of heavy guns. They 
were hung low against the wearer's 
muscular thighs, those long-barreled 
guns, with the handles flaring away 
from his sides and ready to the slim, 
bronzed hands that never seemed far 
away from them. 

A shaft of moonlight etched the 
man's deeply bronzed face in �ilver, 
throwing strongly into relief the lean 
cheeks, high-bridged prominent nose, 
and rather wide mouth that was firm 
and hard-set. But there was a humor
ous quirking at the corners that some
what relieved the grimness of the 
square chin below. 

His eyes, even in the moonlight, 
showed a peculiar shade of green. 
They were level eyes beneath level 
black brows, rather long in shape, 
fringed by thick black lashes. The 
hair that showed where the hat brim 
was pushed back from the brQad fore
head was black and crisp. 

The horse the man bestrode was as 
noteworthy as his rider. More than 
seventeen hands high, with a barrel 
and haunches which bespoke tremen
dous strength, he fined down to ex
quisite lines in neck and chest and 
shoulder. 

In color he was a glorious golden 
sorrel, with mane and tail of deepest 
black. His eyes were large and liquid, 
with a flash in them that bespoke a 
spirit equal to his strength. His hoofs 
were glossy black, clean-cut as the 
back of a razor. 

There were lines of fatigue in the 
� the east of the dark valley man's face. The coat of the sorrel 

where the drums rolled and mut- was powdered with dust, darkly 
tered, a man rode through the moon- streaked with dried sweat. But both 
light. He was a tall man, much more horse and rider were alert, vigorous, 
than six feet, wide of shoulder, nar- and showed little outward sign of 
row of waist and hips. having been on the trail almost con-

He wore the colorful but efficient tinuously for the better part of three 
garb of the rangeland with careless days and as many nights. 
grace. Overalls, faded blue shirt, vivid The moon drifted down the long 
handkerchief looped about a sinewy slant of the western sky, turned from 
throat, flaring batwing chaps, scuffed silver to brass, to glowing bronze, to 

16 



• 

a S in istet Mystery of the Phantom Mounta ins ! 

smeldering red-gold. The battle
mented crests of the Phantoms were 
lit with lurid fire's and their mighty 
breasts swathed themselves in robes 
of royal purple edged with deepest 
black. Shadowy and unreal appeared 
those sombre mountains, shouldering 
against the sky, pushing back the 
stars, and yawning a grim grave 
mouth to receive the dying moon. 

Small wonder that the followers of 
Cabeza de V:aca, in the days when 
Spain bad been mighty and Texas a 
land of my�tery and the unknown, had 

• 

.. ... ' 

the black dark. He pricked up ner
vous ears. 

· "Drums !'' muttered the rider. 
"Again ! Long way off, but no mis"" 
taking 'em. Talkin' drums !"  

Intently be listened, while the 
horse's irons rang loudly on the stony 
soil, the wind soughed mournfully 
through the pass, and the stars turned 
from gold to silver and from great 
glowing sparks to gleaming pinpoints 
of light. 

"But that isn't drums !" the rider 
abruptly exclaimed . 

-

JIM HATFIELD 

stared askance at the grim crags and 
pinnacles tllat loomed ominously be
fore their startled eyes. And they 
had muttered between bearded lips : 

�'Chisos!". Phantom unreal. 

One slim hand dropped instinc
tively to a black gun butt. His lithe 
figure straightened from its careless 
lounge, grew tense, alert. The lean, 
hawk-face tightened to immobility un
til it seemed hewn from dark granite. 

STILL the rider of the golden The long green eyes narrowed the 
horse rode westward, following a merest trifle. 

trail that swung dizzily between two Louder grew the swiftly approach
eternities, plotting his course by tbe ing sound, a rhythmic clicking that 
great wheeling map of the sky. Sud- swelled to a low thunder. The tall 
denly be raised his head, listening. rider knew it to be the beat of flying 

The horse heard it, too, that eerie hoofs on the hard trail. There was 
whispering which drifted from out a ffantic note in the sound, as if the 
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racing horse were fleeing from some 
pursuing terror. Sheer panic, and 
wretching fatigue, emphasized in the 
sudden stumbling falter of the drum
ming irons, and the instantly in
creased tempo of the beat. 

"If something isn't herding that j ig
ger along, my name ain't Jim Hat
field," the tall rider muttered. ''Goldy, 
let's yeu and me sorta sidle over and 
hug the cliff wall till he shows up. 
It's an almighty long drop to the 
ground from the lip of this sky-climb
in' trail.'' 

HE golden horse snorted agree
ment and as Hatfield reined him 

in, he snugged against the cliff, ears 
pricked, nostrils flaring slightly, great 
brown eyes starin,g expectantly toward 
the-bulge in the cliff a score of yards 
ahead. Around that cliff-bulge the 
trail swung loosely, dipping slightly 
toward the rock wall, its far edge 
ragged and crumbling. 

� 'If he doesn't slow up, he'll go 
over the edge shore as shootin' !" 
Hatfield muttered. "Gosh all hem
lock ! Listen to him come !" 

With the abruptness of a bursting 
shell, things happened. There was 
a crash of hoofs, a scraping and a 

, screeching as the worn steel of the 
shoes slipped on the stone, a popping 
of saddle leather and a jangle of 
threshing stirrups. 

Grotesque, distorted in the moon
light, looming gigantic, a great black 

• horse burst around the bulge. Hatfield 
had a fantastic glimpse of rolling 
eyes, flaring red nostrils and foam
flecked, tossing mane. 

Too late the maddened animal real
ized his danger. He tried tG> swerve, 
leaning far inward, his straining mus
cles leaping out in ropes beneath his 
glossy hide. But his irons slipped 
on the stone, his feet shot from un
der him. 

He gave one horrible wailing scream 
and plunged over the crumbling lip 
of the trail. Down ! Down ! Toward · 

the reaching fangs of stone a thou
sand feet below. The crash of the 
animal's falling body came back to 
the listener on the trail as the tiniest 
of sounds. · 

• 

Jim Hatfield raised a bronzed hand 
and wiped his suddenly moist brow. 
The golden horse exhaled his breath 
in a quivering snort. Then he whin
nied plaintively, with ears erect and 

• • qu1ver1ng. 
"Yeah, he's gone, feller," Hatfield 

muttered. ''N othin' left of him but 
busted bones and sausage meat after 
that drop. Now what in blazes is this 
all about ? Let's you and me go and 
see." 

He urged the golden horse around 
the bulge and rode swiftly up the 
winding track, searching the trail 
ahead with eyes that missed no detail. 
That there was danger somewhere 
ahead, or grim tragedy, Jim Hatfield 
knew. For although the fleeing horse 
had worn both bridle and saddle, he 
had carried no rider . 

The trail swerved abruptly, nar
rowed, edged around a cliff that 
seemed bent on shouldering it off into 
space. It straightened and the moon
light slanted misty beams across its 
surface. They fell on a huddled 
something a few score feet ahead. 

"Hold it, boss !"  Hatfield exclaimed. 
"This feller must be " 

Crash! 
From the huddled form gushed a 

lance of orange flame. Goldy shied 
as the bullet screeched past scant 
inches from his black ear. 

In a bewildering ripple of move
ment, Hatfield was out of the saddle 
and crouched in the deeper shadovv 
of the cliff, both long guns out and 
jutting ferward. But he held his 
fire, gambling on the injured man's 
inability to line a sight. 

"Hold it, feller," he called, and in
stantly shifted his position. "I'm not 
on the prod against yuh !" 

Only a gurgling moan, and a hor
rible, unintelligible gabble of sound 
replied. The figure on the trail 
writhed, stiffened, relaxed, and was 
strange! y still. 

Ranger Jim Hatfield had before 
now seen men lie thus starkly still. 
Face bleak in the moonlight, he stood 
up and holstered his guns. Without 
hesitation or hurry he strode forward 
and knelt beside the motionless form. 
He had judged correctly that motion-

-
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less silence. The man was dead. 
- Hatfield peered closer into ·the dis

torted face. The man's mouth was· 
gaping open, and from it still welled 
a sluggish flow of blood-. Hatfield 
stared, and started back with · an ex-

' clamation. The mouth was a grue
some empty cavity, blood smeared, 
horrible. 

The dead man's tongue had been 
torn from his jaws ! 

A swift examination showed the 
immediate cause of the man's death. 
He had been shot through the body, 
high up over the heart. Onl_y a drop 
or two of dark blood had welled from 
the small blue hole in  his left breast. 

"Internal bleeding," the Ranger de
duced. "And he shore couldn't'a come 
far. Huh ! It don't seem he could'a . 

rode at all, the shape he was in. He's 
been sliced to bits! with small knives� 
I'd say. Yaqui knives, from the looks 
of the cuts. But I never heard tell of 
Yaquis yankin' a man's tongue out. 
They make it a point to keep him 
so's he can yell and cry. Hmm ! Nice 
section I'm head in' into !'"' 

He stood up, peering, listening. 
There was no movement on the moon
lit trail ahead, and he could see for 
nearly half a mile. Nor was there 
any sound. 

Then suadenly there was sound,
an eerie muttering, a rasping whisper 
which swelled to a staccato rattle as 
the wind soughed down the pass. And 
it seemed to the listener that in the 
quick beat of the ''talking drums" 
there was a note of fiendish satisfac
tion and triumph. 

With a final deep roll the sound 
ceased, and only the lonely murmur 
of the wind threaded the dark blanket 
of the silence. 

CHAPTER II 
Perdition's Corral 

SPRAWLED in  the lap of the 
Phantoms, not far from the awful 

gorge which bounds the Big Bend 
country, the cow and mining town of 
Coma greeted the sun with a bleary 

' 

face. The slopes above the gaunt -
mine buildings were thickly grown 
with the thorny evergreen trees from 
which the town derived its name. 

The Escondida Mine dominated the 
town. As its name denoted, this old 
Spanish gold mine had lain ".hidden" 
in  the brush for centuries, before its 
dark mouth had finally been stumbled 
upon by a wandering prospector. The 
Esct�ndida developed a crumbly gravel 
which released gold in paying· quan
tities. Thereupon old Mike S�aw, the 
prQspector who had done the stum
bling had prospered, and so had Coma. 

Coma hadn't been doing so bad as 
it was. Much of the Big Bend coun
t�y is bitter desert and wasteland, but 
not all. There are stretches of· fine 
grazing land, well wooded, abundantly 
watered. Here, as on the rolling plains 
farther east, grow needle and wheat 
grasses. And the curly mesquite 
which is rich in the distilled spirit of 
the blazing Texas sun and the sweet 
rains of the dry country mesquite 
that plumps out the ·ribs of truculent 
steers and turns staid old horses into 
friskin' hellions. 

On either side of where Coma hud
dles in the shadow of the towering 
slopes, the Phantoms send out long 
granite claws claws that are like to 
the outstretched paws of a crouching 
lion. And, like a sleeping lamb curled 
within the menacing paws of the lion, 
a great valley curves west and north
west. 

So wide is the valley that from its 
center, where brawls a turbulent 
stream, the cliffs on either hand, tall 
and mighty thcaugh they are, grow 
misty with distance. On cloudy days 
they veil themselves in swirling mists 
and vanish altogether, to burst sud� 
denly through the sun-wash like very 
Phantoms indeed, living up to their 
name. 

On and on, mile upon misty mile, 
stretches Mescalero Valley, until the 
grim crags of the Cienagos spire into .. 
the western sky at no great distance 
and the desert halts the fertile coun
try with a bleached and bony hand. 

There are ranches in Mescalero 
Valley, big ranches,. and a few little 
ones. The XT, the C Bar 0, the 
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Bowtiet and the Arrow, among others . .  
Most of them date back to the days 
before Mexican independence; and 
some. are still owned by proud de
scendants of the old dons who come 

• 
• ' . 
-
.. 

their part, until Coma, which had 
formerly growled the note of a snarl
ing bobcat, developed the full-throated 
roar of a mountain lion on the ptod. 

from Spain to seek fortune �nd ad- E trail a fork of the Chisos.-
venture in what then was this far- to the railroad town, beyond the 
flung domain of the Spanish king. Phantoms and forty miles to the 

The cattle drives to the east and northeast, clings to the side of the 
north have always passed through swelling slope in whose shadow Coma 
Con1a to reach the markets beyond the lies. It climbs sharply enough to 
Texas border, and later the shipping make a herd pant and bawl, and dips 
pens of the railroad. Because of these over the lofty crest. There it curves 
drives, Coma first came into being, close to the "diggin's" of the Escon
and because of them Coma became a dida Mine and tumbles down into the 
rip-roaring town of the Border. town with a dusty sigh of relief. 

The Chisos Trail from Mexico also With the morning sun burn-
loops past eoma in its shifty crawl ing brightly at his back and still mak
to the north. The Chisos likewise ing a hard climb of it up the steep 
did its bit to enliven Coma and make slant of the eastern sky, Ranger Jim 
of it a place avoided by the peace- Hatfield rode down the curving trail. 
loving and the timid. Far below he could see the huddle and 

Old Mike Shaw and his gold mine sprawl of Coma, with the gaunt mine 
merely stepp-ed up the tempo a bit buildings still washed in the retreat
and provided a new flow of hard ing shadow. As he drew near, he 
money. Other gold deposits tapped could bear sounds of activity along 
farther back in the hills also did the slope ahead. 

20 
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The very mountains seemed 
to reel and rock as a vol
cano- blaze hurled back the 

shadows (CHAPTER X I )  
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''Looks like they're openin' a new "On, Goldy !'' Hatfield shouted. 
mine tunnel there," he mused, ''and The big sorrel stretched his long 
havin' to do a heap of shorin' up. neck and fairly raced down the trail. 
Must be pretty crumbly soil there His rider left the saddle while his 
shattered rock and such." mount was still in full stride. The 

As he approached still closer to the golden horse skittered to a snorting 
scene of activity, his dark brows drew halt. 
together slightly and he shook his Hatfield ran swiftly to the scene of 
black head. the accident, forcing his way through 

"Those supportin' beams are set at a straggle of brush. 
too wide an angle," be muttered. 
"That's gamblin' on trouble, 'specially E dust was lifting, and the work-
if a hard and sudden rain happens men who had fled the avalanche of 
to come· on." earth and rock were scrambling back 

He eyed the proceedings with the up the slope, shouting excitedly. 
eye of an engineer, rather than of the There was good cause for excite
cow hand his dress proclaimed him ment. The inadequate shoring had 
to be. For Jim Hatfield did know failed to withstand the blow from 
much of engineeri�g. above. The too-widely angled sup-

Before the tragic death of his porting beams had skidded and 
father, pursuant to business reversals crumpled, and the whole mass had 
which had resulted in the loss of the crashed down upon the workmen be
elder Hatfield's prosperous ranch, the neath. 
son had had better than two years in A single glance told Hatfield that 
engineering college. Doubtless, he the unfortunates who had borne the 

· would have gone on and completed full brunt of the fall were beyond 
his course had not the murder of his help, crushed and mangled under tons 
father by wideloopers sent him on of stone. But in the fringe of the 
the vengeance trail, and thence into rubble, pinned by a heavy peam across 
the 'rexas Rangers. their chests, were two men whose 

As it happened, Hatfield's predicted agonized writhing and gasping moans 
''trouble'' didn't wait on the rain. told they were �till alive. 
Above where the shoring for the new "But they won't be for long," the 
tunnel was taking form, men were Ranger muttered. "The rock on top 
busy clearing away the growth and of that beam is sinkin' it deeper into 
removing boulders, of which there the earth and increasin' the pressure 
were plenty. The removal of one of on them fellers." 
the big chunks of rock suddenly . Fellow workmen also realized the 
started a shifting and sliding of a danger. They swartned over the huge 
number of its fellows. mound, tearing at the rock and earth 

Before Goldy ha.d time to snort with ineffectual hands and equally 
his alarm at the abrupt racket, a re- ineffectual picks and bars. Others 
spectable slide was roaring down the tried desperately to lift the beam from 
slope. It hit the shoring with a the two victims. But the manner in 
crash. ...._ which the timber was jammed against 

Instantly there was a wild pande- the splintered shoring prevented more 
monium of splintering timbers, thud- than one pair of hands at a time from 
ding rock falls, yells of terror and getting a purchase on the free end. 
howls of pain. A huge mushroom of And the weight was far beyond the 
dust billowed up and covered the strength of a single man to lift. 
whole scene of destruction. Before All this Hatfield realized in one 
it had settled enough for Hatfield to swift glance. He whistled shrilly, a 
see what all had happened, there piercing, urgent note. Instantly there 
arose from its midst a volley of was a crashing in the growth and a 
piercing screams which swiftly died moment later the great sorrel horse 
to gabbling moans and gasping whim- slid to a halt beside his master. 
pers. Hatfield's lariat was looped over 
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the saddle-horn. He grasped it, 
slipped the noosed end over the end 
of the beam, and glanced about. 

A little distance down the slope, 
and slightly to one side, was a stout 
tree. One thick branch protruded 
parallel to the end of the beam. With 
a jerk o£ his wrist, Hatfield sent the 
free end of the rope spinning over 
the limb to dangle loosely on the far 
side. He swung into the saddle .. 

''All right, you fellers, stand in the 
clear !" he shouted to the workmen_, 
and sent Goldy down the slope .. 

He caught the dangling end of the 
rope as he passed beneath it and took 
a couple of dallies about the saddle
horn. He steadied the golden horse, 
checked his tride. , 

"Take it easy, feller," he cautioned. 
"Don't snap the twine." 

Goldy, who knew perfectly the art 
of checking a fleeing steer, and turn
ing him a flip-flop if  necessary, tight
ened the rope with just the proper 
amount of force. The taut line 
hummed like a harp string. Goldy 
bunched his feet, resisted with all 
his mighty strength, and snorted an
grily as he was hurled back. He took 
a little slack, swelled his great chest, 
and lunged. 

There was a rattling crash, the 
thud of falling rock and earth. Goldy 
floundered forward a couple of steps. 
Hatfield instantly checked him and he 
stood straining against tb,e humming 
rope. 

• 

A CHORUS of triumphant shouts, 
told Hatfield that the victims 

were hauled free. He eased the sor
rel back and loosened his dallies. Then 
he swung to the ground and walked 
back, expertly coiling his rope and 
flipping the noose free fram the beam 
end. 

He knelt by the side of the.injured 
men_, who lay moaning. 

"Some busted ribs, but no lung punc
tures, so far as I can make out," wa$ 
his verdict after a swift examination. 
"Make stretchers outa pole� thru·st 
through coat sleeves and carry 'em 
down· to a doctor. Pronto, now ! They 
need attention. And lhe rest of you 
fellers had better �tart gettin' them 

bodies from under all that m�ss." 
The workers hurried to obey. 
"Yuh shore come along in the nick 

of time, cowboy," declared a brawny 
individual, wiping the sweat from his 
face. "And that was shore fast think· 
in' on your part." He spoke admir
ingly. "If it hadn't been for you, we'd 
never have got poor Pete and Alex 
out in time." 

· Hatfield nodded, and was about to 
reply, when a rousing commotion on 
the far side of the mound of rubble 
denoted another act in :the drama. 

"Get out get out !" a high, trem
ulous, but singularly fierce and com• 
pelling voice was shouting : "Yuh're 
fired, I tell yuh ! Get out ! When I 
put a man to bossin' a job, I want 
him to be able to boss it, not make a 
hash of it. Yuh're one poor excuse 
for a mine foreman, you are ! Look 
what yuh've went and done ! Get 
out !"  

Hatfield strode around the splin· 
tered shoring and beheld a little old 
man with flaring whiskers. The fel
low couldn't weigh over a hundred 
pounds soaking wet. A wizened figure 
of wrath, he faced a big-shouldered 
man with a sullen, mutinous face who 
glared at him angrily. 

As Hatfield approached, the big 
man took a menacing stride toward 
the little fellow.. B ut the oldster 
sturdily held his place. 

"Get out !" he repeated. 
''I waren't to blame," rumbled the 

big man. ''Them fellers up above 
loosened that stuff and sent it down 
on top of us." 

"And the way yuh built that sharin.', 
a coupla rocks squashed it flat !" raged 
the little old man. ''Yuh went and 
murdered three good men ! Mebbe 
five !'' 

At this indictment, the big man 
gave . a bellow of anger. He swung 
at the oldster with a fist like a sun
burnt ham. The blow, had it landed, 
might well have broken the little 
man's neck. 

But it didn't land .. Fingers lilte slim 
rods of nickel steel, clamped on the 
hairy wrist, deflected the blow and 
swung the big man half around to face 
Jim Hatfield. 

• 
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"He ain't half yore size," the Ranger 
protested mildly, "and he's nigh onto 
forty years older." 

The big ma-n roared again. 
"Yuh coyote !" he howled, and 

lunged fiercely at the Ranger. 
• 
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CHAPTER III 
A Job to His Hand 

EFORE the blow intended for 
Hatfield had traveled six inches 

it was blocked. And as Hatfield let go 
his assailant's wrist, he did so with a 
wrench that sent the big man reeling 
back. 

"Take it easy,'' the Ranger cau
tioned in the same deceptively mild 
drawl. "Take it easy, feller. I'm not 
on the prod against yuh." 

But the big man was beside him
self now. Bellowing curses, he 
rushed, both thick arms flailing. Hat
field sighed resignedly, weaved aside 
and hit him with a fist that was like 
to the slim, steely face of a sledge
hammer. 

The big man sailed through the air 
as if he had taken unto himself wings, 
hit the ground with a thud, and stayed 
there. Hatfield turned his .glance on 
the little man with the whiskers. 

"Good work, son," the oldster ap
plauded. "Thank-e ! But I'd a han
dled him," he added truculently, glar
ing at the fallen man, who was groan
ing with returning consciousness. 
"The blasted lobo ! Will yuh look at 
the mess he made of that job ! What 
yuh think of that !" 

Hatfield ran his eyes up the scarred 
slope. . 

"I  think," he said quietly, "that 
yuh better give him his job back 
when he comes to." 

"What's that ?" bawled the old
timer. ' "What's that ? Why '' 

"You handed an engineerts chore 
to a drift boss, the way I see it," Hat
field sharply interrupted the tirade. 
"Did you figger the way that slope 
would act when yuh started work on 
it?" 

"Nope, I didn't,H the little man ad-

mittea most reluctantly. "But " 
"The angle of his support beams 

was too wide," Hatfield interrupted a 
secend time. ''They were j ust about 
right for ordinary conditions, but 
conditions hex:e ain't ordinary. Nope, 
I wouldn't blame that jigger too much, 
if I was you.'' 

The oldster glared at the big fore
man, who was sitting up, rubbing his 
swollen jaw. · 

''Do yuh hear that, Harper ?" he 
barked. "This over-long hellion says 
I didn't have no business firin' yuh 
for a mistake I made my own self ! �' 

The big man scowled from one to 
the other and seemed about to make 
an angry reply. But before he could 
speak, Jim · Hatfield smiled down at 
him from his great height, his teeth 
flashing white and even in his bronzed 
face, and his green eyes sunny as 
summer seas. 

That smile abruptly transformed 
his stern face into something won
derfully pleasant. In spite of him
self, the big man grinned reply. He 
leaped lightly to his feet and, some
what sheepishly, held out his hand. 

"Reckon I went off sorta half
co.cked," he admitted. "Glad yuh kept 
me from doin' somethin' I'd been 
plumb ashamed of afterward." He 
felt of his jaw and his grin widened. 
"Feller, yuh're good,'� he said ad
miringly. " I  ain't been hit so hard 
since my mother-in-law left me to 
run off with a sheepherder !" 

Hatfield took the proffered hand in 
a firm grip. 

"All right all right !"  barked the 
irascible oldster. ''Stop foolin' around 
and get on the job, Harper. Get them 
bodies out." 

"Okay, Uncle Mike," rumbled the 
mine foreman as he turned to the mass 
of debris. 

E OLD man was regarding Hat... -
field with a truculent eye. 

"Just how would you go about driv
in' that tunnel ? '' he demanded. 

Hatfield ey:ed the gravelly slope for 
a moment. · 

"I wouldn't," he replied briefly. 
The old man seemed on the verge 

of another explosion, but managed to 
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restrain himself with evident effort. 
"Then how in all eternal get-out 

would you get the gravel out ?'' he 
demanded. "It's down deep that 
there's gold in payin' quantities." 

Hatfield turned and thoughtfully 
gazed across the slope to where, less 
than a quarter of a mile distant, the 
feathery plume of a high waterfall 
showed white against the dark mouth 
of a canyon. 

"I'd use that water over there to 
get the gravel out," he said. 

At this remark, the intermittent 
geyser of Uncle Mike's wrath spouted 
up again with scalding steam, brim
stone and blue flame. Hatfield waited 
patiently for the exhibition to cease, 
which it finally did when Uncle Mike 
ran out of breath. Then he proceeded 
to elucidate. 

"The floor of that .canyon is con
siderably higher than most of this 
gravel slope," he told Uncle Mike, 
"and that stream runs mighty swift. 
Because of that yuh could get a good 
pressure over here without havin' to 
resort to compressors or pumps . 
Didn't yuh ever hear of hydraulic 
minin' ? '' 

Uncle Mike profanely admitted he 
had "heard somethin' about some new
fangled contraption," but opined he 
"didn't believe the tarnally blasted 
gimmick would work." 
- "It's not particular new, and it 

works," Hatfield told him. "A gravel 
drift like -this is made to order for 
hydraulics. It's a sight cheaper 
method than tunnelin' and shorin'. 
Yeah, I know the old Spaniards tun· 
neled and shored through gravel 
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drifts, but they didn't have any choice. � 

They didn't know anything about hy
draulic mining. It hadn't been in
vented in their day. Here yuh could 
set up 'giants' with nozzles that give 
yuh an eight-inch stream of water 
and knock that gravel down easy,. 
The cost would be nothin' compared 
to what tunnelin' and shorin' would 
be." 

"Shorin' is danged expensive,'' 
Uncle Mike admitted. "That's one of 
the reasans I'm givin' over my old 
Escondida Mine across there to the 
south for these new diggin's, once I 
get 'em operatin'. Plenty of good 
dirt in the lower Escondida levels, but 
it's costin' too danged much to get it 
out. I was lucky to file over here, 
too, when I hit on that old lost mine. 
It's the same gravel belt, but there 
ain't no surface indications of gold 
and nobody ever figgered it was worth 
a hoot." 

He pondered for a moment, then 
suddenly fixed Hatfield with his 
shrewd old eyes. 

' Supposin' I decide to put in them _ 

contraptions will you take hold and 
get 'em set up and started op'ratin' ?" 
he demanded. "Kinda looks like yuh 
know what ·yuh're gab bin' 'bout.'' · 

A TFIELD did not reply at once. 
The concentration furrow be

tween his black brows deepened, a 
sure sign that the man a stern old 
lieutenant of Rangers had named 
"Lone Wolf" was doing some hard 
thinking. 

"I  was sorta figgerin' on tryin' to 
[Turn page] 
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drop my twine on a job of ridin' some
wheres up the valley," he remarked 
at length. 

''I'll pay yuh a sight more'n them 
cattle fellers'll pay yuh to chase bulls," 
Uncle Mike shot at him. 

"Tell yuh what," Hatfield replied. 
"I got a little chore down to the 
sheriff's office Coma is the county 
seat, ain't it and after that I'll think 
the thing over and give yuh an an
swer after I tie onto a little shut-eye. 
I'm so sleepy right now I can't tliink 
straight." 

"All right,'' grunted Uncle Mike. 
"Shaw's my name-Mike Shaw. Drop 
into the office down to the Escondida 
Buildin' down in town when yuh're 
a-mind to talk business. By the way, 
there's a good sleepin' place right 
across the street from the mine build
in'. Tell 'em I sent you. Ted Har
per, the feller yuh gave the lickin' 
to, and some of the boys sleep there. 
Stalls right across the street for yore 
hoss, too." 

Hatfield rode the two miles to town 
and found the sheriff's office without 
difficulty. 

The sheriff was in, seated at a 
table, glowering at some papers. He 
was long and lanky, grizzled and 
moustached, and had a cantankerous 
look. 

A big nickel shield was pinned 
to his sagging vest and a heavy gun 
hung at one scrawny hip. He regarded. 
Hatfield with a cold blue eye. 

"Well, what do you want?'' he de
manded, with a profane designation 
as to the region this might be. 

"Just dropped in to make a report," 
Hatfield replied. "There's a dead man 
in the trail about seventeen miles east 
of ·here." 

The sheriff's chair jerked back with 
squeaking legs. 

"What's that ?" he demanded. 
Hatfieid repeated his message, and 

added details. The sheriff swore un
til he was out of breath. 

"Injuns again ! '' he bellowed. ''Them 
low-down killin' lobos ! They're get
tin' worse and worse. We're in for 
a plumb uprisin' here." 

''Funny," commented Hatfield. ''I 
thought all the· hostiles were cleared 

outa this neck of the woods fifteen 
or twenty years back." 

"That's what everybody claims to 
think !" fumed the sheriff. ''That's 
what Bill McDowell said when I writ 
him askin' for a company of Rangers 
to come over here and scatter the 
ornery devils. Said local authority 
had oughta be able to handle the few 
Injuns what were left here. Opined 
it weren't nothin' but a coupla bucks 
with a snootful of red-eye actin' up ! 
Coupla bucks, humph ! As many as 
fifty of the black-faced sidewinders 
has been seen ridin' together, and all 
packin' good guns, too. And most 
any night yuh can hear the war ... 
drums beatin' back in the hills.'' 

"Black-faced ?" Hatfield repeated. 
"That must mean Apaches or Yaquis. 
Yuh shore about this, Sheriff ?" 

uAm I shore !'' bellowed the old 
officer. "Say, who the blue-blowin' 
blazes do yuh think you are, to come 
here askin' me if I'm shore ?" 

. 

glared up at the Lone Wolf, 
but something in the steady 

gaze of the long green eyes that met 
his so unwaveringly caused him to 
shift his own glance. He fun1bled 
with his hands and muttered under 
his moustache. 

"I'm sorta put -out, feller," he said 
apologetically, at length. "Things 
has been happenin' too fast here
abouts of late, and this news yuh brung 
in don't help me to feel any better." 

He stood up, hitching his gun-belt 
highet about his lean waist. 

"I'll get me a buckboard and a 
coupla deppities and ride out there," 
he announced. "You drop into the 
office late this evenin' to identify the 
corpse as the one yuh saw, and then 
we'll have another talk. Yuh figger 
on hangin' around in this part of the 
country ?" 

"Mebbe/' Hatfield replied briefly. 
"I'll be here when yuh get back, any
how." 

He did not mention to Sheriff Dob
son that he had read the letter the 
officer had written to McDowell and 
had listened to the grim old Ranger 
captain's comments. 

"There's somethin' off-color over 
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there,'' Cap Bill had rumbled. ''Sheriff 
Clate Dobson ain't the sort to bawl
·beller just to let off wind. Clate ain't 
over hefty on brains, but he's a good 
man and honest. Jim, I figger they 
don't nobody much know you down 
in that section, so just sashay down 
and leok things over. If it's only a 
coupla dozen bucks fired up with rat
tlesnake juice, comb their wool down 
for 'em and hustle back. If it's some
thin' serious, hang on till it's cleaned 
up." . 

With which Captain Bill had dis
missed the matter, along with his 
troop lieutenant and ace man, confi
dent that no matter what might de
velop in that land of blood and deso· 
lation, the Big Bend, that the Lone 
Wolf would prove competent to cope 
with the situation. 

Hatfield found a comfortable stall 
and a nosebag for Goldy. When the 
sorrel had been properly cared for, 
he repaired to a small eating house 
nearby and stowed away a few help
in's of chuck. 

The bunkhouse old Mike Shaw had 
recommended proved satisfactory and 
Hatfield went to bed. When he awoke 
some time after dark, he had decided 
to accept old Mike Shaw's offer. 

"Will give me an excuse for hang
in' around here," he mused, "and more 
chance to wander about on my own 
than a job of ridin' would." 

CHAPTER IV 
Death Strikes Agaira 

A TFI ELD ate his breakfast and 
went to Sheriff Clate Dobson's 

office. 
He found great excitement prevail

ing there. A number of big-boned 
cattlemen were present, grouped 
around the body the sheriff had 

. brought in several hours earlier. They 
eyed Hatfield celdly and he sensed 
more than a trace of suspicion in 
their glances as Dobson performed a 
rapid-fire of introduction. The sher
iff's next words enlightened him as 
to their attitude. 

"This feller yuh found," said Dob� 
son, "was Bruce Ralston, one of the 
biggest spread owners in Mescalero 
Valley. He'd been missin' several 
days, but folks figgered he was stayin 
over in Welch, the railroad town over 
east. How'd he come to be out there 
on the Coma Trail, and ridin' east, is 
beyond me. Yuh shore he was ridin' 
east, Hatfield ?" 

The Ranger nodded. "I tried to 
figger where he mighta come from," 
he explained, "but it was night-time 
and the moon was pretty nigh down:r 
and there's any number of canyons 
and arroyes openin' onto the tr�l be
tween here and where I found him. 
I figgered he come outa one of them 
canyons, but there wa$ no way of 
tellin' which one.' .. 

"And yuh say yuh run onto him 
just t'other side Talkin' Water Can
yon ? "  asked Joe Hayes, a hard-faced 
young man with broad shoulders and 
abnormally long arms. 

"Didn't say," Hatfield replied. "I 
don't know one canyon from another 
around these parts. I'm a stranger 
here." . 

Hayes grunted something under his 
breath. 

"Too blame many strangers in this 
country of late," he remarked, with 

• meantng. 
"Uh-huh,'' Hatfield agreed mildly. 

"Hard to keep an eye on 'em, or to 
be shore who they,re keepi11' an ey.e 
on." 

Joe Hayes stared uncertainly, 
mouthed something unintelligible and 
appeared at a loss just how to answ-er 
the apparently innocent remark. Be
fore he could make up his mind, 
Henry Lyons, a swarthily handsome 
man with sombre dark eyes, voiced a 
protest : 

"Yuh're talkin' too confounded 
much, Hayes," he remarked, a trifle 
contemptuously. ''This kind of gab
ble don't get us anywhere.u 

Hayes grumbled u�der his breath, 
but subsided. A tall old fellow, Train 
Beverly, owner of the big XT, took 
up the conversation. 

"This just about touches the limit,'' 
he complained. "I'm in favor of or ... 
ganizin' a vigilante committee and 
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cleanin' them devils out proper." 
"Clean out who proper ?" barked 

the sheriff. 
''The lnjuns," Beverly replied 

vaguely, and the sheriff snorted his 
disgust. 

�'Yuh gotta catch Injuns, or any-
· body else, 'fore .yuh _clean 'em out,'' 
he declared. "Ain't nobody hit onto 
any Injun _ settlement hereabouts. 
Yeah, I know, reports has come in 
o£ bands ridin', but can any of you 
hostile gents tell me where to tie 
onto orie of them bands ? And so 
far as that goes, they don't nobody 
know for shore that Injuns is the ones 
makin' the trouble hereabouts. Some 

· of the things that have happened 
seem to me to be a mite out of the . 
ordinary in the Injun line of work." 

E hard-faced Hayes suddenly 
turned to Hatfield. 

"Stranger," he growled, "yuh ain't 
said so, but I'm willin' to bet yuh 
beard drums in the hills last night." 

Hatfield nodded slowly. "I did," 
he admitted. "Talkin' drums, if I'm 
not mistaken." 

'�See !" Hayes exclaimed triumph· 
antly. "Every time somethin' breaks 
loose, them blasted drums talk ! It 
happened when Warner was killed. 
They talked when those two XT 
hands was found pegged out on ant 
hills, and when the Eight Bar W 
ranchhouse was burned. D r u m s 
every single time ! Talkin' drums !"  

There was a general nodding of 
heads. Hatfield's black brows grew 

· together slightly, but he made no 
comment. 

A little later the meeting broke up, 
the cattlemen going their various 
ways. Hatfield was left alone with 
the sheriff. The old officer regarded 
him with a p�culiar expression on his 
leathery face. 

"Feller,'' he said� "I didn't bring 
it up 'fore now, 'cause them fellers 
were in too much of a wranglin' 
mood to need anythin' else to argufy 
over, but there's somethin' I want to 
speak to yuh abeut. You said Ralston 
took a shot at yuh 'fore he cashed in. 
Right? Well, when we found his 
body, he waren't wearin' no belts, and 

there waren't a sign of a gun no
wheres around !" 

Hatfield countered with a question. 
"What kinda guns did he generally 

pack ?" 
The sheriff's grizzled brows drew 

togeth,er. 
''Don't see what diff'rence that 

makes," he growled, '--'but Bruce al
ways leathered a old Smith and Wes
son Russian model, a forty-four. But 
I tell yuh there waren't no gun on 
him !'' 

"Nope, I reckon not," Hatfield 
agreed. " 'Cause" he reached in
side his shirt "here it is.H 

With that he laid a short-barreled 
six-gun on the table. 

The sheriff snatched it up, glared 
at it. "This ain't no Smith forty
four, and this ain't Ralston's gun !" 
he declared accusingly. 

Hatfield nodded agreement to that 
also. 

"I figgered as much from the looks 
of him," he replied. "I  thought it a 
mite strange for an old-timer, like 
Ralston showed plain he was, to be 
packing a new model thirty-two
twenty with a short barrel. That's a 
shoulder-holster gun, and belt marks 
showed plain on Ralston's shirt. 
That's why I brought it along fig
gered such an uncommon caliber and 
model was worth hangin' onto under 
the circumstances." 

"That's right," agreed the sh-eriff. 
"But why didn't you hand it to me 
this mornin' ?"  

"Wanted to see if there would be 
any remark about that feller nof pack
ing any gun when yuh found him. 
Yuh· see, I figger this Ralston hombre 
took this gun offa one of the killers 
that did him in, when he broke 'way 
from 'em like he musta done. Yuh 
know anybody in t_his section who 
packs a gun of this caliber? They're 
mighty uncommon west of the Pe
cos." 

The sheriff shook his head. "But 
I'll shore try and find out," he de
clared. "Yuh thunk up somethin' 
there, feller. Say; yuh got the mak
in's of a good peace officer, or I'm 
a heap mistook.'' 

"Yuh didn't go down into the can-

.... 

. ..  



LONE STAR GOLD 

yon and look at Ralston's boss, did 
yuh ?" Hatfield asked, paying no heed 
to the compliment. "I was wonder
.ing if there is a way into that can
yon." 

"We didn't go down," the sheriff 
admitted. "Was gettin' late and it's 
a big chore. Hafta make a five-mile 
ride back east to begin with, and then 
another five miles or so up the canyon, 
rough goin'. Why ?" 

"The dead boss might be wearin' 
a brand," Hatfield replied. "Not that 
it would necessarily mean m u c h. 
Branded bosses are widelooped same � 

as unbranded ones. But then again 
it might." 

"I'll make that trip tomorrer," 
promised the sheriff. "Now about this 
gun " 

"Put it in yore safe/' Hatfield ad
vised. "I see yuh got a strong-lookin' 
one on t'other side the room under the 
window. I'll drop in again tomorrow 
evenin' in case yuh wanta talk to me 
again. Right now I gotta little chore 
to do." 

E sheriff nodded, and Hatfield 
left him seated before the table, 

staring at the odd-calibered gun. 
The Ranger walked leisurely along 

the dimly lighted street, pausing at 
the corner to roll a cigarette with the 
slim fingers of his left hand. He had 
just lighted the brain tablet when he 
heard, back the way he had come, the 
sound of a shot, muffled as if the gun 
had been fired inside a room. 

He hesitated a moment, and as he 
did so, there came to his ears a patter 
of swift feet dying quickly into the 
distance. 

"Sounded like it  was back by the 
sheriff's office," he muttered. "Mebbe 
I'd better slide back and take a look· 
see." 

He retraced his steps, paused before 
the sheriff's office, and glanced 
through the door, which stood slightly 
ajar. Sheriff Dobson still sat at the 
table, facing the open window on 
the far side of the room, apparently 
deep in thought. 

Hatfield had half turned· away, when 
something unnatural about the way 
the sheriff's head lolled to one side 

He read the rust
colored I e t t e r s 
written by a dead 
hand (CHAPTER 

V) 
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gave him pause. He shoved open the 
door and stepped into the room. A 
single glance at close range was 
enough. 

The old peace officer was dead, shot 
. through the heart ! 

Hatfield's gaze flickered across the 
room. 

''Stuck the gun through the win
dow and let him have it," he mut· 
tered. 

He swept the room with an all-em
bracing glance. Everything ap
peared the same as when he ]jad left 
it but a few minutes before. 

No ! Not everything ! The odd
calibered gun was no longer lying on 
the table. It was n·owhere in sight. 

Hatfield peered und�r the table, 
and behind the · sheriff;s chair. The 
safe was shut and locked and he felt 
certain that the sheriff had not had 
time to open it and place the gun in
side. 

"Nope, it's gone," he concluded. 
�'I've a big hunch that's what Dobson 
was killed for. The killer wanted that 
gun wanted it mighty bad. Must 
have been hanging around outside 
that window and listenin' to us talk. 
Didn't want that gun to stay here, 
and didn't want Dobson goin� around 
making inquiries about it." 

He turned at a sudden sound out
side.. Feet pounded on the porch. 
Young Joe Hayes and Walt Wagner, 
the fat deputy, stepped through the 
door. They took in the situation at 
a glance. 

Hayes' hand flickered toward his 
gun. It froze on the butt, the muscles 
of his arm bulging with strain, his 
face darkening with anger. 

But he had ·sense enough to respect 
the twin black muzzles glowering at 
him. Jim Hatfield's dou,ble draw had 
been as the flicker of a r�ttler's fangs 
in the death stroke. His green eyes, 
cold as a frozen wave, regarded the 

• pa�r. 
Wagner slowly raised his hands, 

shoulder high. Hayes, with the great
est care, let go his gun and follo�ed 
suit. 

''Yuh can't get 'way with it, feller ! '' 
Wagner quavered. "We'll ketch yUh 
'fore yuh_ make the Border !" 

I 

" 'Less he aims to do us in, too, 
'fore he starts;'' Hayes said in a voice 
that denoted he believed that only 
too probable. 

I S  black glare met Hatfield's gaze 
unflinchingly, however. Wag

ner's face whitened, and he moistened 
his _lips nervously. 

"I don't aim to do anybody in, and 
I 'm not goin' anywhere/' Hatfield qui
etly reassured them. "I'm just aimin' 
to keep yuh from doin' somethin' 
yuh'd be sorry about afterwards. Did 
yuh hear the shot that cashed in the 
sheriff ?" � 

"I heard it," Wagner admitted. "I  
was just roundin' the �orner below 
here." 

"Me, too," was Hayes' grudging re
ply. HJ was comin' outa the Swaller
fork Saloon across the way. What 
difference does that make ?"  

"Only this," Hatfield replied. "I'd 
hardly have had time to clean my guns, 
would I ?  Here !" 

He flipped the big Colts in his 
hands and held them out, butts first. 

"Look 'em over,'' he invited. 
Lowering his hands, Wagner did 

so. Hayes leaned over his compan
ion's shoulder and watched. 

"Reckon that clears yuh, feller," 
Wagner admitted, returning the guns. 
"They shore ain't been shot off re
cent." 

'' 'Less he used another gun !" Hayes 
�growled suspiciously. 

"And swallered it after I used it !" 
Hatfield interjected, a n·ote of exas
peration in his voice. "Suppose yuh 
look around the o,ffice and outside the 
door and window., He holstered his 
guns and raised his hands above his 
h�ad. "And look me over, too," he 
invited. 

Hayes bent a long stare upon him, 
and shook his head, still grudgingly. 

"Reckon yuh didn't have an.ythin' to , 
do with it,'' he grunted. ''But, feller, 
yuh shore got a p lumb gift for showin' 
up where bodies happen to be !" 

''Speakin' of bodies," put in the 
deputy, "let's lay pore old Clate on 
the bunk over there. It gives· me the 
creeps lookin' at liim settin" in his 
chair with his head hangin' sideways,." 
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Hayes and Hatfield assisted the 
deputy to transfer the body to the 
couch. They straightened the limbs 
decently, folded the gnarled hands, 
and stepped back. Hatfield suddenly 
pointed to the sheriff's chair. 

"There's the bullet that done for 
him !" he exclaimed. "Passed right 
through his body and brought up in 
the chair back !" 

"Well, I'll be blowed !" muttered 
Wagner. 

He strode to the chair and tried to 
loosen the battered bit of lead, with
out success. Then Hayes tried and 
likewise failed. 

''Hafta get a chisel and pry it loose, 
I reckon," he growled. "Mebbe I 
can cut it out with my knife.'' 

"Here, let me have a try," said Hat
field. 

He gripped the protruding base 
of the slug between his thumb · and 
forefinger. The two watchers saw 
great muscles leap out along his arnt 
like taut ropes. The sleeve of his shirt 
suddenly split from wrist to elbow
and the bullet came out of the wood ! 

"Good gosh !'' breathed Wagner. 
"Feller, I 'd shore hate to have yore 
fingers around my windpipe !" He 
peered at the battered bullet that Hat
field laid upon the table. ''What a 
mite of a slug !" he wondered. "Why, 
it ain't no bigger around than a buck
shot !" 

"Easy to see it didn't come outa one 
of my forty-fives," Hatfield remarked 
grimly. 

"Nor outa any hoglaig I ever see 
around these diggin's," Wagner de
clared with conviction. "What cali
ber is that, anyway ?" · 

Hayes examined the bullet. 
"About a thirty-two, I'd say," he 

offered. 
"Yes," Hatfield agreed· softly, "or 

a thirty-two-twenty." 
Hayes shot him a quick glance, 

but made no comment. 
''I'll go tell the coroner," Wagner 

said. "Doc McChesney is shore get
tin' plenty business of late. Gents, 
there's gonna be the devil to pay over 
this. Old Clate was mighty well 
liked. Hatfield,. we'll want you at the 
inquest tomorrer. Will be a double 

I 

inquest, I reckon, and you're sorta star 
witness to both." 

He hesitated a moment, glanced 
thoughtfully toward the jail cells be
hind the office, and rubbed his chin. 
Whatever was in his mind, he evi
dently decided to refrain from men,. 

.. . . . . ttontng 1t or attempttng to put 1t 
• • tnto actton. 

Hatfield's lips quirked slightly at 
the corners as he rightly interpreted 
Wagner's glance, but he only said : 

"I '11 be there. Now I got a little 
chore to 'tend to, if yuh're all through 
with me." 

CHAPTER V 
With the Substance of My Soul 

IM HATFIELD had no trouble 
at all in locating the Escondida 

Building and the office of old Mike 
Shaw. 

"Well, yuh shore took yore time 
gettin' here !" old Mike greeted him 
cantankerously. 

In a few words Hatfield acquainted 
him with the reason for the delay, and 
told of the death of the sheriff. He 
expected the news to elicit another 
explosion, but instead Shaw sat 
strangely quiet, staring straight ahead 
of him. 

"Pore old Clate," he said at length. 
"Pore old Clate." He turned sud
denly to face the Ranger. "Hatfield 
-that's yore name, ain't it ? I 
got a notion I'm to blame for all 
this." 

The Ranger glanced at him in 
• surprtse. 

"How yuh figger that ?" he asked 
curiously. 

Uncle Mike did not reply at once, 
and when he did, it was in the fortn 
of a question. 

"Hatfield," he said slowly, "do yuh 
believe in cusses?" 

The Lone Wolf smiled slightly. 
"Well," he replied judiciously, "it 

depends on who's doin' the cussin'. 
The way you handed 'em out this 
mornin' I considered 'em sorta au
thentic." 

• 
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Uncle Mike chuckled, despite his 
evident depression. 

"I don't mean that sort," he elab
orated, "but the kind a feller puts onto 
somethin' he don't want anybody else 
to bother 'specially a feller that 
knows he's gonna die mighty soon." 

Hatfield regarded the old man with 
greater gravity than before. 

"Well," he said, "I consider there's 
this much to it if folks know about 
the curse, mebbe it'll affect 'em. I 
reckon most everybody is a mite su
perstitious some more'n others and 
if folks get to thinkin' too much about 
such things, it  turns into just another 
form of worryin'. And worry always 
has an effect usually bad. Does that 
answer yore question ? "  

Uncle Mike nodded slowly. "Sorta," 
he admitted. "I don't figger I ever 
been over-superstitious, but of late 
I've sorta had a leanin' that way. 
First, I've got somethin' to show yuh, 
then I'll talk some more." 

He crossed to a ponderous iron safe, 
twirled the combination knob, and 
swung back the massive door. Then 
he unlocked an inner compartment 
and rummaged among some papers. 
Finally he drew forth a yellowed bit 
of linen upon which was written 
something in rust-colored, crooked 
letters-something written by a dead 
hand. 

"You read Spanish ? "  he asked with 
a sharp look. . 

Hatfield nodded. 
''Take a glim at this, then," said 

Uncle Mike. "Here, I'll turn up the 
· lamp so's yuh can see to make it out." 

With curiosity which quickened 
to i n t e n s e  interest, Hatfield de
ciphered the rusty characters that 
spelled out the quaint Spanish of an 
earlier day. He read : 

I, Fernando de Castro, in the tenth 
month of the 18 10th year from man's salva
tion, am dying here where the last rays 
of sunlight reflected from the Devil'� Fin
ger fall upon my resting place and upon 
my lost mine, sealed by the dark men of 
the mountains who ha�e slain my followers 
and wounded pte to death. 

I am rich ! Rich beyond my wildest 
dreams ! But to what avail I The treasure 
is there-there where the red ray falls. It 
is mine ! I have paid for it with the sub-

stance of my soul ! For it I murdered En
rique de Leon, my friend, to whom the 
king-may him God and the saints pre
serve-granted these lands. 

That deed haunts me and causes me much 
disquiet in my secret heart. For the others 
I do not care, for those who died toiling 
in the black dark. They are naught, those 
dark ones, although Father Juan, the priest, 
avowed that they have souls and in the 
afte� life may stand as high as the best 
blood of Castile. That I believe not. 
There will be too many dons and other gen
tlemen in Heaven who know how such 
things should be managed. 

But Enrique de Leon haunts me-he 
who was my friend. And because of this 
my sin, I make penitence and send to the 
good Father Miguel Hidalgo of Guana
juato this message, and with it that which 
tells the location of the treasure and the 

• m1ne. 
I have one servitor left-he who bid 

me, wounded, from the wrath of the dark 
men of the mountains. He is small of wit 
but powerful of body. Perhaps he can win 
through to the good priest with this my 
offering to Holy Church, whereupon pray .. 
ers may be offered up for my soul. 

But I misdoubt me. To those who sit 
at the table of Death comes vision. Aye, 
I fear me that through the years without 
end the wealth shall lie hidden, and the 
mine will remain ind��d La Mina Escon
dida. If so, �Y a murderer's curse lie 
upon him who rolls away the stone ! 

Hatfield looked up from the strange 
document, to find old Mike Shaw's 
eyes fixed upon him. 

''And," said old Mike heavily, ''I 
was the feller who 'rolled away the 
stone ! ' " 

For some minutes there was si
lence. Then old Mike spoke again. 

"Yeah, I found it," he said in emo
tionless tones. "I got hold of this 
thing from an ignorant old Mexican 
I helped outa trouble. He give it to 
me jest 'fore he cashed in, and I fig
gered out the hidden catch in it. It's 
almighty plain once yuh get onto it." 

"How's that ?"  Hatfield asked. 
• 

D Mike placed a horny finger 
on the words "Devil's Finger.'' 

"That's it," he explained. "For years 
there's been the story goin' around 
that an old Spanish mine was hidden 
hereabouts, and lots of folks tried to 
locate it. I figgered it w�s just 
another one of them yarns until I got 
hold of this thing. I lrnowed the 
country hereabouts, and I'd heard tell 

• 
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of the Devil's Finger. that big jut of 
rock up top the slope here. 

"W.ell, when the sun. is jest goin' 
down, late i_n the fall, it reflects from 
the side of the rock it's granite pol
ished by sand and wind and the light 
falls down the slope here after the sun 
'pears to have set. It's just a narrer 
beam of light, and it only shows 
toward the end of the year. 

"I was scratchin' around here last 
October and I see it, and all of a sud
den the meanin' of them words come 
to me. · I follered the beam up the 
slope, found where the rock and earth 
was all heaped up sorta unnatural 
under the brush and I uncovered La 
Escondida. 

"But that old Jigger musta been. 
sorta loco just �fore he died. There 
ain't no treasure here like he talked 
about.· A good claim, yes. I 'm get
tin' moderately well off from it, but 
that's all. Reckon he sorta sized it too 
high. Funny the priests never come 
lookin' for it."' 

"I don't figger that's over-hard to 
'"explain," Hatfield J?Ut in. "That half
witted servant he speaks of was told 
to go to Father Miguel Hidalgo in 

·Guanajuato, and that was in 0ctober 
.of Eighteen-ten. Well, Miguel Hi
dalgo y Costilla of Guanajuato, a 
priest, was the leader of the first real 
Mexican revolution, when all this sec
tio� was the province of New Spain. 

"He was captured and executed in 
Eighteen-eleven, the very next year. 
So of course the sewant of old de 
Castro never got to him. Chances 
are the servant feller hung onto the 
writing superstitious ab·out it, no 
doubt, and it was handed down 
through his family . . .  But what 
'bout the curse ?" 

"Well," said l:Jncle Mike heavily, 
''it was right after I opened up Escon .. 
dida that things started happenin' 
around here. There's folks who say 
that the Injuns in the mountains 
down below the Border know their 
ancestors killed. the Spaniards, and 
closed the mine 'cause ef the way the 
Spaniards made slaves of 'em and 
made 'em work theirselves to death 
in the mine. 

"They say that the Injuns are mad 

•cause the mine was opened agin' and 
aim to run everybody out and close it 
agin so's nobody will ever find it. 
That's one of the reasons I made 
up my mind to start that new works 
over near the trail. I fi.ggered that 
might cause 'em to ease up a mite." 

"And ¥Uh reckon openin' the mine 
is the reason for such a thing. as the 
killin' of Br.uce Ralston and Slieriff 
Dobson?" Hatfield asked incredu
lously. 

"Dunno," admitted Shaw. "But 
there's this about it. When I opened 
up I needed money to develop, so I 
to0k in three pardners with me; I 
hung onto more'n half the stock, and 
I have the say about everything, but 
them fellers put money into the thing, 
and everybody knows it." 

"Well ? '' 
"Well, one of them fellers was 

Bruce Ralston. Another was Clate 
Dobson." • "And the third?" 

"The third he ain't dead yet. The 
third is young Joe Hayes." 

• 

EFORE he left the office Hat
field agreed to install the hy

draulic machinery for Shaw and start 
it operating. 

"You hustle �ight over to W elcb, 
the railroad town, tomorrer," directed 
old Mike. "They got a telegraph 
there and yuh can send in the order for 
the machinery. by wire. Yuh can ride 
it faster than the stage makes it • . .  

The inquest, yuh say? Doc �cChes
ney, the coroner, rode out to the head 
of the valley to tend a feller who got 
snakebit. Won't be no inquest for a 
coupla days. . . . " 

Hatfield started at daybreak and 
rode· the forty-odd miles to the rail
road town. He put in some busy 
hours at the telegraph office and satis
factorily arranged for the immediate 
shipment of the hydraulic mining ma-
chinery. · 

That night, also, Captain McDowell 
at Ranger Headquarters, received a 
laconic unsigned telegram which 
read : 

HA V:ING A REAL NICE TIME I 
"Good gosh !" Cap Bill rumbled 
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. 
grimly. "I didn't figger things was 
that bad over there !'' 

It was late in the day when Hatfield 
concluded his transactions, so he 
spent the night at the town of Welch. 

Early morning found him on the 
home trait He was a little less than 
half way to Coma when he turned 
aside from the Chisos Trail and en
tered the narrow mouth of a gloomy 
canyon that at first trended due south, 
but later veered until it paralleled the 
Chisos Trail which clung to the moun
tain side far above. 

The canyon floor was choked with 
growth, littered with boulders. The 
south wall was a great slope of shale 
and boulders and slide-scarred earth 
which swelled upward at a steep angle 
to the base of a series of battlemented 
cliffs that formed the serrated crests 
of the Phantoms. 

''Must be a bad section in winter or 
early spring," Hatfield mused, eyeing 
the seamed and gashed slope. ''Them 
gulches mean slides durin' freezin' 
and meltin' times. I got a notion a 
gunshot or even a loud word would 
be enough to start them rocks rollin' 
at times.'' 

CHAPTER VI 
Calamity on the M O'Ye 

ILE after mile Hatfield made 
his way up the canyon, his keen 

eyes missing n.othing. To all appear
ances the gloomy gorge was deserted 
and always had been, but from time to 
time Hatfield experienced an eerie 
feeling that he was being stalked. 

Strain his ears as he would, he could 
catch no sound of horses' irons on the 
rocks or the rattle of a misplaced 
stone. Still the feeling persisted, and 
it seemed to him, too, that Goldy was 
more nervous than was his wont. 

To men who ride throughout the 
}{ears with deadly danger as a stir
rup co�panion there comes a sixth 
sense that warns of menace when, 
apparently, none is present. Hatfield 
neither SaW nor heaEd anything to 
substantiate the feeling, but neverthe-

less it persisted, and the voiceless 
monitor deep in his brain persistently 
clamored for attention. 

So while apparently Jim Hatfield 
rode carelessly, lounging in the sad
dle, idling along through the growth, 
in reality every sense was at hair
trigger alertness. 

Gloomier grew the canyon, as the 
cliffs on his right towered farther into 
the sky, and their ragged breasts 
overhung the gorge floor. 

Ahead, swelling from the canyon. 
floor, appeared a tall knoll with sides 
practically free of growth. Hatfield 
absently noted that the side fronting 
the lower canyon was an almost per-
pendicular cliff, while up-canyon it 
was a steep rise that flowed upward to 
the round·ed crest. 

"Peculiar formation," he mused. 
"Almost like the salt domes of the oil 
country. Looks almost like it had 
been thrown up by human hands
somethin' like the burial pyramids of 
the Aztecs, covered with earth and 
grass." 

He dismissed the mound from his 
th.oughts upon passing it, however, 
and concentrated on what had brought 
him into the canyon in the first place. 

"That chimney rock cliff over there 
had oughta be just about opposite 
where the boss went over," he decided, 
"if I didn't mistake the spot on· the 
way to Welch yesterday. There's the 
over bang that marks the trail up above 
. . .  Now let's see four, five hundred 
yards farther ought to about make it. 
Shore is shadowy down here since the 
canyon narrowed just the other side 
that mound." 

He rode on, pushed through a final 
straggle of brush, and abruptly pulled 
up. Directly before him lay the car
cass of the unfortunate horse that had 
plunged over the lip of the trail on the 
night of his arrival. 

"Just as I figgered, he's a black,'' 
the �anger muttered. ''Gosh, he's 
squashed like a stepped-on frog ! 
And'' his green eyes narrowed and 
became coldly gray "somebody got 
here 'fore I did !" 

That was self-evident. 'Fhe horse 
Hatfield had seen plunge over the 
lip of the cliff trail liad worn saddle 
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and bridle. The mangled body before 
him bore neither. And a second glance 
showed a ragged wound where the 
brand had been cut away ! -

"Just as I had it figgered out," Hat
field growled. "That pore Bruce Rals
ton managed· somehow to give the 
devilish killers the slip while he still 
had some life left in his body. He 
grabbed a gun off one of 'em and 
forked a boss that belonged to one of 
the gang. Made his getaway, but was 
plugged doin' it. Rode 'til he fell 
outa the hull. Scared the cayuse when 
he dropped, and it run away. Wonder 
why they didn't follow him ? 

"Mebbe they did and he gave them 
the slip again. Mebbe they heard his 
gun when he throwed down on me and 
figgered that meant somebody was 
comin', and they didn't care to risk 
meetin' anybody, specially when they 
had no way of knowin' how many 
somebodies it might be. Which means, 
if I'm iuessin' right, that whoever 
they are, they shore don't wanta be 
spotted. 

"And that hardly ties up with the 
Indian theory. This critter's gear and 
brand musta meant somethin', too, if 
they took the trouble to sneak up here 

· and remove both. Question is, how did 
they know he went over here ? They 
coulda trailed the getaway and found 
Ralston's body, but there wasn't a 
thing to show the hoss went over the 
cliff nearly half a mile farther on. 

"Nope, that's out. My guess is that 
they didn't know about it until Sheriff 
Dobson brought Ralston's body to 
town. I reckon the j igger that cashed 
in Dobson is the one who hig�tailed 
here to remove evidence that would 
tie him up with the killin' of Ralston. 
Shore wish I knew who all Sheriff 
Dobson talked to other than the man 
I met in his office, if anybody else. 
Mebbe Walt Wagner will know." 

Dismounting, Hatfield went over 
every inch of ground near the dead 
horse. Suddenly he voiced a low ex
clamation. Beside a bush, where the 
earth was soft and moist, he found a 
foot print. 

"And no Indian moccasin ever made 
that track,'' he muttered, eyeing the 
deep and clean-cut indentation of a 
high, narrow bootheel. "Cowboy boot, 
that is. About average size. No spe
cial nail pattern or anything to mark 
it out from any other one. Humph ! 
And this is a moccasin print !" 

Squatting on his heels, he examined 
a second track discovered near the 
first, shaking his head over the broad 
loose scuffing so unlike the mark made 
by the boot. Carefully he quartered 
the ground and came to the conclusion 
that two men had been active around � 

the body of the horse. 
"And from all appearances, an In

dian and a white man," he decided. 
"Or at least one of 'en1 wore boots 
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and the other wore moccasins." 
He continued his examination, 

· farther down canyon, and unearthed 
indubitable evidence of the recent 
presence of two horses. 

"Beginning to tie up,'' he declared. 
"One boss shod with regulation irons, 
the othez: one on bare hoofs. That says 
white man and Indian, all right." 

XHA USTIVE search discovered 
nothing further of interest and 

the Ranger mounted and rode slowly 
back down the canyon, more watchful 
than before. For more and more ur
gent was the clamor of that unheard 
voice crying o.f pressing hidden dan
ger. 

Boom! 
The sound was like to the discharge 

of a great guh. It snapped Hatfield's 
head back, caused Goldy to snort and 
shy. It was instantly followed by a 
crackling rattle as of volleying rifle 
fire. 

For a tense moment the Lone Wolf 
was utterly at a loss to account for 
the unusual sounds. Then, as his eye 
ran over the scene, he saw turbulent 
movement far up the rugged slope to 
his right. For a bewildered instant 
he stared, then with a rush came un
derstanding. 

The slope was roaring downward 
toward the canyon floor �n a mighty 
avalanche ! 

Even as Hatfield stared the advance 
of the slide struck the canyon floor 
with a low, thudding thunder. Huge 
boulders came bounding toward him, 
flattening the growth, smashing ev
erything in their path to powder. 

And this was only the beginning ! 
Behind these deadly outriders, with a 
slow serpentine movement, came the 
body of the avalanche. 

"On, Goldy !" the Ranger roared, 
and the great sorrel Bed down the can
yon with death crashing at his heels. 

Almost instantly Hatfield realized 
that the race was lost before it was 
begun. F0r fully a mile ahead the 
entire slope was now in motion, a 
mighty mass of earth and stone that 
would sweep across the canyon floor 
l ike the Atlantic over a lost continent. 

But on fled the great golden horsl-!, 

gallantly running his losing race with 
death. Eyes rolling, mane tossing, 
nostrils flaring red, he poured his long 
body over the ground, his flying irons 
crashing showers of sparks from the 
stones, foam from gapping jaws fteck
·ing his glorious golden coat. 

Hatfield steadied him, upheld him, 
encouraging him to gr�ater efforts 
with voice and hand. And ever the 
huge boulders thundered past, miss
ing them by inches, by the breadth of 
a hair, while smaller stone screamed 
overhead and crashed against the can
yon wall with the fQree of shots fired 
from a battleship's guns. 

A hurricane of displaced air howled 
and under all, a base for the wild tur
moil, was a horrible crunching and 
grinding. It was the most sickening 
sound to which Hatfield had ever lis
tened. 

In a level wall, a score of feet and 
more high, the avalanche came rolling 
and thundering across the canyon 
floor. High above the d�oomed horse 
and his rider curved the ragged toss
ing crest, with mighty masses of stone 
and earth rushing down the -concave 
surface like wreckage on the breast of 
a wave. 

With the roaring destruction less 
than a Hundred yards away, Hatfield 
suddenly saw a brown swelling mass 
directly ahead. He let out a yell of 
renewed hope which spurred the 
straining horse to a last frenzied ef
fort. With the first broken masses of 
the avalanche crashing at his very 
heels, his irons hit the slope of the 
high knoll which · swelled from the 
canyon floor. 

HE went, clawing like a cat at 
the steep rise, gasping, sobbing, 

striving to distance that awful terror 
which boomed and thundered in his 
ears. 

The mighty buttress of stone shook 
and trembled from the force of the 
blow as the avalanche struck. Up the 
slope foamed a welter of earth and 
r.ock. Over it screeched the flying 
boulders. 

More than halfway to the very crest 
of the tall hill the frothing rubble 
pileu and folded. sending gushing 

• 



• 

LONE STAR GOLD 37 

forth billows of dust and showers of 
rock splinters. The broadly founda
tioned knoll rocked and swayed, as if 
it would be torn bodily from the gran
ite upon which it was based. It shud
dered like a living thing in pain as 
giant boulders crashed against its 
sides, tearing away tons of stone 
which went flying across the narrow 
canyon to burst in meteor fragments 
against the adamantine cliffs .. 

Gradually the turmoil lessened, 
ceased. A vast cloud of dust swirled 
and eddied through the canyon. This, 
too, at length settled. The air cleared, 
the sunshine filtered through, and the 
tender blue of the sky arch gazed 
downward at the destruction wrought. 

CHAPTER VII 
"Kill You If We Can!', 

R a full mile and a half the slope 
was ripped and scarred, denuded 

of every vestige of growth, scoured 
clean of boulders and loose rock. Only 
the glistening naked stone or the raw 
wound of fresh earth was visible. The 
canyon floor was buried many feet 
deep with a tossed and swaled sea of 
marl. 

Hatfield stared, shaking his head, 
his quick gaze taking in the whole 
scene at a glance that traveled upward 
toward the distant line of cliffs which 
surmounted the slope. 

"Now how in blazes did that thing 
get started ?" he muttered. "Seemed 
to me the first thing I heard was a 
sound like that of an explosion. Was 
that a big mass of stone breaking loose 
from a cliff to start the mess sliding, 
or was it something else ? I wonder . £ , 1 -

With a lithe movement of bewilder
ing speed he swayed sideward, hurling 
himself out of the saddle. He struck 
the earth on hands and knees and was 
erect in a catlike leap, hand reaching 
for the butt of the heavy Winchester 
snugged in the saddle boot. 

Cr-xr-rack! Whe-e-e-el Spat! 
Something screeched and crackled 

through the space his body had occu-

pied the instant before, caromed off a 
jut of stone and slammed against the 
cliff. Ha-tfield had heard that split
ting, crackling sound before, and once 
heard i t  is never forgotten the close 
passage of a high-powe:w; rifle bullet. 
Only his instant reaction to a slight 
flicker of movement and a winking 
gleam where the denuded slope joined 
the base of the distant cliffs had saved 
him. · 

"Sl)nlight slanting on the rifle bar
rel !"  he muttered as his own saddle 
gun lined sights across Goldy's with
ers. 

Hatfield's green eyes, cold and 
deadly as the steel of the Winchester 
itself, glanced along the length of the 
barrel as a second slug whined past. 
Then the Winchester spoke, once, 
twice, a third time. 

Puffs of dust along the base of the 
cliff told where the bullets struck. The 
Lone Wolf worked the ej ection lever 
in a spinning blur of movement, 
shifted the black muzzle the merest 
trifle, squeezed the trigger a fourth 

• ttme. 
Smoke wisped from the rifle. The 

echoes slammed back and forth be
tween the cliff. 

Hatfield lowered his gun and stood 
staring at the black dot that had sud
denly straightened, wavered an in
stant and then pitched forward. It 
hit the slope, slid, rolled, spun down
ward faster and faster, gathering to it
self an increment of earth and bits 
of shale. 

But the slope had been swept too 
clean for a second avalanche to re-

, 

suit. The body reached the canyon 
floor in a cloud of dust and lay -vvith
out sound or movement. 

Hatfield did not spare it a glance. 
His whole attention was centered on 
the ominous shadow at the base of the 
distant cliffs. B ack and forth his 
hawk glance traveled, until he had 
convinced himself that the drygulcher 
had no companion holed up some
where and awaiting an opportunity to 
crack down. 

�� A YING a lone hand, . I 
reckon," Hatfield muttered. 

"All right, Goldy. Let's see if we can 

•• 
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shuffle over there and take a look at 
what's left of the coyote. Reckon he 
was responsible for you runnin' yore 
legs down to yore knee-caps. Thanks, 
feller. If it hadn't been for you I'd 
be buried so deep they'd have to call 
out the reserves to dig me out in time 
for the Judgment Day !" 

It was a hard flounder across the 
jumble of raw earth and l ittered stone, 
but they made it. Hatfield knelt be
side the battered thing that had once 
been a man. With narrowing lids he 
noted the lank black hair falling in a 
straight bang over the swarthy fore
head, the beady eyes, the high cheek
bones. The face was dark, almost 
black. -

"Yaqui," the Ranger muttered. 
"Yaqui rig, too.'' . 

Abruptly he bent lower, peering at 
the lank hair. With a tentative finger 
he raised a hanging lock, brushed it 
away from the forehead, let it fall 
back again. 

"Well, I'll be blowed !" he growled. 
He bent a long look at the dark 

face, then turned his attention to the 
dead man's accouterments .. 

The broad cartridge b�ndolier 
caught his eye. He fingered the empty 
loops. The fellow's pistol belt was 
full, but there weren't half a dozen 
rifle shells left. 

"Musta done a heap of shootin' of 
late," the Ranger grunted. Then his 
eyes blazed with excitement. "No !'' 
he exclaimed. "That was an explosion 
I heard just 'fare the avalanche 
started. This sidewinder emptied the 
powder from his rifle cartridges and 
set off a charge under � big boulder 
or a loose section of the cliff, knowing 
it would set the whole slope to slid
ing, and catch me 'fore I could get 
out. 

"Smart ! ·w ouldn'ta left a trace of 
me or Goldy either. Mighty smart ! 
Too smart for a Yaqui ! He didn't 
figger on that knoll-but who would ! 
I didn't either, until it was right in 
front of me. He could see me riding, 
of course, 'fore the dust got too thick, 
and I reckon he was some flabber
gasted to see me sittin' up top there 
after it cleared. Took a chance and 
l ined sights on me. Mighty nigh got 

by with that� too. That little flicker 
of sun on his rifle barrel gave him 
'way. 

HI-Immm ! Looks like some body's 
getting sorta worried, and sorta anx
ious to blot my brand. I was right 
about the way I felt all day. Somebody 
was following me been following me 
since I left town. When I turned into 
this canyon he figgered I was shore 
up to no good. Mebbe figgered me 
for knowing more'n I did. Well, now 
mebbe I know a lot more than they 
figger me to know !" 

A careful search of the body re
vealed nothing of interest. Hatfield 
left it where it lay and began the diffi
cult journey down the canyon. Both 
he and Goldy were heartily sick of the 
job by the time they reached its 
mouth. 

But nevertheless Hatfield w a s 
elated. He had learned something 
that he considered gravely important .. 

"Hair !" he mused as they turned 
into the Chisos Trail. "A hair rope 
is strong 'nough to stop and hold a 
tough steer. Funny if just a few scat
tered hairs prove to be enough to hang 
a gent !"  

HE day was far advanced and 
purple shadows were flowing up 

the canyon walls as the Lone Wolf 
rode the gloomy reaches under the 
overhang of the cliffs. As the Chisos 
Trail wound over the withers of a 
great ridge, a golden autumn moon 
soared up from behind the eastern 
crags, paled to silver and washed the 
naked pinnacles with ashen light. The 
purple shadows became ebon and the 
twisted forms of chimney rock and 
spire were grotesque and weird in the 
deceptive radiance, and s e e m  e d 
charged with malevolent life. 

A solemn hush brooded over the 
lonely mountains, and Goldy's irons 
rang dully, the clean-cut edge of the 
sound furred and flattened by the 
swathing cloak of the silence. And 
then, born of the misty moonlight, the 
glowering stone and the shadows, 
there came a sibilant whispering that 
swelled to an ominous mutter and 
growl. 

"We will kill you we will kill you 
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if we can !"  said the drums to the 
east. "We will kill you we will ·kill 
you l" answered the drums to the west. 
And then in sinister muttering 
chorus : 

"We will kill you ! We will kill 
you ! We will kill you if we can r' 

* * * 
In the office of the Escondida Mine 

in Coma a bitter argument was in 
progress. Old Mike Shaw was there, 
and Walt Wagner, the fat deputy 
sheriff, wetting his lips nervously. 

There, too, was handsome, dark 
Henry Lyons owner of the Arrow 
Ranch, and sullen young Joe Hayes. 
Big old Train Beverly, owner of the 
XT, made a substantial balance at 
the foot of the long table. 

"I tell yuh, Uncle Mike, I don't 
like it," Hayes was declaring. "Here 
a danged range tramp ambles into 
town, and just 'cause he happens to 
have a hoss strong enough to haul a 
stick of wood off top of a coupla rock 
busters, you go head and practically 
put him in charge of the mine. I say 
it's pi umb foolishness. Don�t forget, 
I've got some money tied up in this 
business." 

"Yuh want to sell out ?'' Uncle Mike 
countered as quick as a hair-trigger. 
"I'm ready to buy, if yuh do." 

Hayes screwed up his good-lookingt 
but sullen face, into an obstinate knot. 

''Nope, I don't,'� he declared. ''But 
I want a say about my own money, 
that's all." 

"Yuh'll get it," creaked old Mike. 
''I tell yuh, all you fellers, this j igger 
Hatfield knows his business . .  The way 
he talked about this hydraulic stuff 
showed me right off. I may not be 
plumb up on these new--fangled meth
ods, but I do know the minin' busi
ness, and Hatfield mighty quick 
showed me he'd forgot more about 
geology and the mechanical end of 
minin' than I ever knowed. I wouldn't 
be surprised if he turned out to be 
one of them engineer fellers wanderin' 
around on a prospectin' jaunt of his 
own." 

ENRY LYONS bent an inscru
table glance upon the speaker 

and tapped his long, blue-shaven chin 

with a supple forefinger. Young Joe 
Hayes flushed darkly. 

"Somethin' like that's just what I'm 
scared of !" he spat. "I'm scare-d that 
jigger is too all-fired s_mart, and when 
we wake up to everything he's done 
we'll find ourselves hangin' onto the 
muddy end of the stick." 

"Feller with eyes like his'n is liable 
to be anythin'," grumbled Walt Wag
ner in sub�tantiation. "My gosh ! 
When he looked at me the other night 
over them gunsights, I felt like l was 
go.nna ooze away into a grease spot." 

"You looked it," Hayes agreed con
temptuously. "I  figger . yuh sweated 
off about five pounds while he was 
holdin' the irons on us." 

"I didn't see you do no highfalutin' 
stunts !' '  Wagner fired back at him. "I 
thought yuh was gonna squeeze yore 
gun-stock into clabber, the way yuh 
hung onto it when he made yuh look 
like a terrapin tryin' to pull a frog out 
of a hole. That jigger could roll and 
light a cigaroot after yuh reached and 
still beat yuh to clearin' leather !'' 

"Don't you think this is all outa 
order?" Henry Lyons remarked in 
acid tones. "We all know Walt is too 

• 

fat, and we likewise know Joe paws 
for his gun like a cub bear reaching 
for a stick. What we came here to 
discuss is the disposal of Ralston's 
and Dobson�s shares in the Escondida. 
I can't figger how we got onto this 
new hand Uncle Mike hired.'' 

"Yuh're right, Lyons," H a y  e s 
growled agreement. "I reckon the 
feller just sorta rubbed me the wrong 
way. I felt purty bad over pore old 
Bruce. After all, he was my first 
cousin, and sorta raised me. Reckon 
I'm just naturally a mite touchy." 

�cspeakin' of that,'' broke in Uncle 
Mike Shaw, "I don't reckon there'll 
be any argument as te who'll fall heir 
to Ralston's share in the mine. I 
reckon yuh're the only relative he had 
on earth, so far as anybody ever heard 
tell of Joe. Ain't that right ?" 

"I reckon so," Hayes agreed, adding 
reluctantly, "But I dontt feel just 
right 'bout takin' over his ownin"s. 
Mebbe Bruce mighta wanted some
body else to have 'em.'' 

''I don�t figger that/' said old Train 
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Beverly. "Clate Dobson was the only faces of his companions. "Ge.nts," he 
close friend Bruce had, and Clate's said, his voice dry with strain, ''"gents, 
gone, too. The courts will be plumb I bet there's a body layin' back in the 
shore to hand the Bowtie and every- hills somewheres��" 
thing else over to you, Joe, and yuh The men glanced from one to an-
can't do anything but take 'em. · other. 

"But as to pore old Clate's boldin's "That feller Hatfield," mouthed ola 
-I don't know. He didn't have no- Train Beverly. "He's comin' through 
body, I reckon. If he owed any debts the hills tonight, ain.'t he, Mike ?" 
the shares is  likely to _be sold to "Uh-huh," Shaw replied in  flat tones. 
satisfy 'em. Anyhow, Uncle Mike "Uh-hub, and he'd oughta been here 
owns controllin' .interest, and he's the hours ago." 
one to b�ve the say as to how Esc on- Young Joe H a y e s stared, the 
dida is run." strained expression of his features in-

"1 still figger we'd oughta keep on tensified. Henry Lyons relaxed in his 
with the original mine,'' grumbled chair. And through the ash of the 
Hayes, argumentative to the last. "I moonlight filtered the ominous threat � 
den't go for these new-fangled con- "We will kill you if we can ! We 
traptions. We �' · will kill you if we can !'' 

BRUPTL Y he paused, a queer 
look on his face, a glow in his 

deep-set eyes. Silence blanketed the 
room. Henry Lyons stared inscrutably 
out the open window, only a ripple 
ef muscle along the angle .of his jaw 
hinting at stress or emotion. The 
others sat tense and rigid, listening. 

And through the open window came 
a whisper, a mutter, a vibrating beat. 
The mine building squatted on the lip 
of the· slope some distance above the 
town, and the garrulous rumble of 
activity from the streets below was 
muted to a mere murmur. All about 
WC\S moon�drenched stillness, with the 
black tower of the Phantoms swelling 
toward the star-flecked sky. 

From far up the dark slope came 
the sound, persistent, penetrating, a 
monotonous beat that swelled and 
ebbed, swelled and ebbed the harsh 
rasp of horny fingers drawn across 
taut hide : 

''We will kill you ! We will kill 
you ! We will kill you if we can !'' 

CHAPTER VIII 
Death from the Dark 

OYNG Joe Hayes broke ·the tense 
silence in the room. 

"They sound mad-like, snarlin'," he 
muttered. He glanced at the drawn 

The sinister mutter died away> 
ceased. The occupants of the room 
stirred, shifted their positions� Joe 
Hayes stood up. 

"I'm moseyin' down into town to 
get me a drink," he announced. "Come 
along, Walt?" 

The fat deputy nodded agreement. 
Henry Lyons left his chair, stared out 
the window a moment. 

"We didn't settle much of any
thing," he remarked, but I reckon it'll 
keep. Good night, Mike." 

He left the room and a moment 
later Train Beverly also took bis de
parture. Old Mike remained seated 
at the table, bending over a scrawl. of 
figures. His back was to the ope11 
window which, as the moon climbed 
higher, was � a black rectangle of 
shadow. 

Absorbed in his work, Shaw did not 
hear the stealthy, almost impercep
tible scratch of feet on the ground 
outside the window. He did not see 
the solider shadow that loomed in the 
black rectangle, nor the glint of eyes 
through mask-holes under a low
drawn hatbrim. 

For a long moment the glowing 
eyes fixed on the curved back of the 
old man. Then a hand appeared a 
hand that gripped a short-barreled 
gun. The black barrel rested on the 
window ledge, steadied, lined� with a 
spot between old Mike's scrawny 
shoulder blades .. 

For a tense instant the killer stood 
\ 
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Hatfield's double draw had been as 
swift as the t1 iok.er of a rattfer's 

fang s (CHAPTER JV) 
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poised outlined hard and clear 
against the light within. Then the 
room rocked to a heavy report. • • •  

* * * 
It seemed to Jim H a t £  i le 1 d that 

the drum-beats which followed him 
across the withers of the great ridge 
were different from those he had 
heard the night Bruce Ralston was 
murdered. Then they had been ex· 
ultant, triumphant, a swelling rattle 
and boom that chanted of victory. To
night they were sullen, baffled, sn_arl
ing of frustration, and rasping vin� 
dictive threat. 

Their beat followed him down the 
moon-washed. trail, pacing his a<i
vance, never drawing nearer, but 
never retreating. They seemed to 
hold, too, a note of expectancy. They 
were impatient, but they were wait
ing, .sure of the ultimate result. 

Next to the cliff wall was black 
shadow, and Hatfield kept his stirrup 
rasping against the rock. Never once 
did he venture into the pale light that 
lipped the crumbly edge and crawled 
ghostlike across the dusty surface. 
And ever and anon his green eyes 
swept the trail ahead, and the sinister 
spires and crags on the far side of 
the great gorge. 

EY'RE over there some
wheres," he growled. "Over 

there among the rocks. They know 
I'm ridin' here and they're lettin' me 
know they know it. But it's too far 
to line sights on me here in th'e 
shadow. They know that, too, and 
they also know that steady beat is al
mighty hard on the nerves. 

"Feller is apt to get panicky as it 
keeps on and on. Get panicky ancl 
make a dash for it, slide out into the 
moonlight, and be all set to get a slug 
through him. A good saddle gun will 
carry across the gorge, all right, and 
carry to what a bead's drawn on, too. 

"Thousand yards ; mebbe a little 
mere. But a Winchester like J•m 
packin' is sighted far that and then 
some. Would be mighty nice shootin', 
and it couldn't be done by the kinda 
irons Indians usually carry. Nor " 
That last was a cryptic thought "by 
the kinda shoo tin' Indians usually do.'' 

On and on he rode, alert, watchful, 
until the gorge abruptly ended and 
the trail dipped over the crest and 
slid downward toward where the dis
tant lights of Coma glowed like earth
bound stars. And as the great sorrel 
(JUickened his pace and Hatfield 
breathed a sigh of relief, from amid 
the spires and pinnacles black against 
the moonlight, the hidden drums 
snarled and cursed with baffled hate. 

Hatfield cut across from the trail 
and approached the big stable from 
the rear. There were beth front and 
rear doors, and the paunchy little 
stahle-keeper who slept above the 
stalls, had given him a key to the back 
door. 

".Don't usually do this," the stable
man had explained, "but Uncle Mike 
recommended yuh strong, and that 
makes things sorta different." He 
added with a gulpy chuckle : f(Reckon 
I'd done it anyhow, once I got a 
squint at that cayuse of yores. Feller 
with a boss like that don't go liftin' • 

crowbaits. He's got too good judg
ment and taste." 

Hatfield had grinned at the left
handed compliment and had accepted 
the key. Now he was glad of it, for 
it was late and the stable"keep'er might 
be hard to arouse. 

With the swift efficiency of long 
years of practice, he cared for the 
sorrel and made him comfortable for 
the night. Then he locked the stable 
door again and cut across toward the 
gaunt loom of the Escondida Build-
• tng. 

He was much later than he had ex
pected his return to be, and he wished 
to allay any anxiety on the part of 
Uncle Mike Shaw. On silent feet be 
rounded the corner of the rambling 
structure and halted dead, every nerve 
strained to a quivering tension. 

Directly ahead was a ray of light 
that poured from an open window. 
And, clearly outlined against the 
light, a masked man leveled a gun 
�ross the window sill ! 

Hatfield instantly realized that the 
light came from Uncle Mike's office. 

· And as instantly he acted. A blurring 
flicker of his right hand, a focusing 
stare of the green eyes and his Colt 
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roared just as the drygul�her tensed 
to pull trigger. 

Hatfield saw the short-barreled gun 
spin from the killer's hand; heard his 
yelp of surprise and pain. Then, 
blinded momentarily by the flash of 
his own gun, Jim Hatfield leaped for
ward, shaking his head to clear his 
eyes. 

Three running strides he took, and 
he was hurled backward by a tremen
dous blow on his chest. 

. 

·SO VIOLENT was the impact that 
it spun the Lone Wolf off his feet 

and sent him crashing to the ground. 
Gasping for breath, he saw flame gush 
out of the dark beside the windQw, 
heard the wail of a slug through the 
air over his prostrate form. He rolled 
sideward, sent three shots roaring 
toward the flash, and rolled again. 

But there was no answering blaze 
of gunfire. . Only a swift whisper of 
running feet. 

Hatfield sent another slug whining
in the direction of the sound, shifted 
position and listened. There was a 
last fading patter, then silence, broken 
by the curses Uncle M ike Shaw was 
screeching threugh the open window. 

Hatfield got painfully to his feet, 
feeling of the burning welt along his 
ribs. 

"Didn't figger on there being a wire 
fence built along here," be grunted. 
•'But mebbe it's a good thing I didn't. 
That killer was almighty fast, to get 
at his second iron. And that little . 
'hello-good-by' he sent in my direc
tion came mighty close as it was. 
Mighta been worse than close if I'd 
been standing up." 

He ran toward the window, shout
ing : "All right, Shaw ! It's me
Hatfield !  Don't go throwin' no lead 
out that window." 

"What the tarnation blue blazes 
is go in' on around here ?" howled 
Uncle Mike. "Where'd this hoglaig 
with a busted butt plate come from ? 
What's all the shootin' about ?"  

Hatfield climbed the triple strands 
of wire that hemmed in the building. 
He skirted the open window, out of 
which Uncle Mike was now leaning, 
gun in hand, and entered the office. 

Shaw had his own gun in one hand, 
and in the otlier he was holding a 
stubby-barreled iron with one butt 
plate missing. 

Unheeding the old man,s yammer 
of questions, Hatfield took the dam
aged weapon from his hand and ex· 
amined it. 

"Uh-huh," he growled, ujust as I fig
gered. This is the thing that killed 
Sheriff Dobson. See? It's a thirty
two-twenty, and" his voice was grim 
-''it ain't the one I took off pore Ral
ston back there on the trail. This is 
the mate to that one, or I'm a heap 
mistook and that one went away 
with the rattler who was linin' sights 
on you when I happened along." 

In a few terse sentences he in
farmed Uncle Mike a£ what he had 
seen upon rounding the corner, and 
described the subsequent happenings. 
Shaw drew a }gng breath. 

"Thanks, son,'' he said quietly, but 
with deep feeling. "Now what all 
happened to yuh today ? Why yuh 
so late gettin' back ?" 

Hatfield told him briefly, but omit
ting no important details. Shaw lis
tened, his wrinkled old face drawn 
into stern lines. He nodded with sat
isfaction over the fate of the dry
gulcher who had started the ava
lanche, shook his head over the pur
suing drums. 

EY'RE out to get yuh, son,'' 
he declared. ''They figger 

yuh're hornin' into their game, what
ever it is, and they don't like it." 

He hesitated, rasping his chin with 
a stubby forefinger. 

"I  don't like to say this,'' he re
marked slowly. "Don't like to say it 
on my own account, 'cause I figger 
yuh to be mighty valuable to me in 
more'n one way right now, but I fig
ger it's to yore best interests for me 
to say it. I'm gonna give yuh a mite 
of advice fork that big yaller boss of 
yore's and. ride, ride fast and far. 
Get plumb outa this section while 
yuh're in shape to git out. Them 
hellions is bad they've proved it 
more'n once and they'll be after yuh 
worse'n ever after this day's work. 
That's my advice, son." 

• 
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"Thanks/' HatfielCl replied. "I 
reckon it's a good advice, all right, 
and I'n:I much obliged to yuh for it." 

�'Yuh'-re takin' it, then ?'' 
Hatfield smiled down at the little 

old man from his great height, but it 
was a smile of the lips only. His 
green eyes were somber and cold as a 
winter storn1-cloud. 

"Nope," he said evenly, "I'm not !" 
Uncle Mike sighed. "I kinda 

' thought as much," he admitted. "It's 
plumb foolishness for yuh to hang on, 
with things like they are, but yuh're 
shore a almighty nice fool !n 

Hatfield grinned slightly, and · 
changed the subject. 

"They're gonna rush the machinery. 
We w-e�e lucky. A stock had been as
sembled at their Texas headquarters 
for shipment into Mexico, but the 
deal down there is hangin' fire and 
they say we can have it. It was bein' 
packed for shipment to us 'fore I fin
ished wirin'. We should have it on 
hand in a few days." 

"Fine !"  exclaimed Uncle Mike, but 
he added pessimistically, "If any o£ us 
is alive to handle it when it gets here. 
Things are shore gettin' bad in this 
section almost as bad as they was 
year� and years ago, at the time of 
the Howard-Penelosa law-suit and the 
killin's that sprouted outa that." 

Hatfield looked his interest. "How 
was that ? "  he asked. 

"It's a considerable yarn," said 
Uncle Mike, "but I reckon it's· worth 
listenin' to. It  come about this way : 
You'll recollect that o 1 d writin' I 
showed yuh the other night said some
thin' about the King of Spain grantin' 
all the land in this section to a feller 
named Enrique de Leon ? Well, that 
waren't no Tanglewood tale that 
act' ally happened, all right ; it's his-
tory. · 

"That feller Enrique de Leon got 
killed somehow just how don't seem 
quite clear, from the records. But I 
reckon old de Castro done him in 
somehow, as he confessed in his 
writin'. Anyhow, de Leon was cashed 
in, but he left relatives, heirs to his 
property. 

'fThem relatives, some of 'em at any 
rate, were in Mexico at .. the time. 

When de Leon didn't c0me back, his 
grandson, a feller by the name of 
Ramon Penelosa, come up here and 
took charge of Mescalero Valley, 
built him a ranchhouse, brought in 
cattle, lived here for years. Then " 

Sitting under the guttering lamp, 
with the window shutters closed 
against a chance return of the mysteri
ous drygulcher, Jim Hatfield listened 
with intense interest to a stirr·ing 
story of blood and greed and hatred 
and revenge of a bygone day. 

CHAPTER IX 
Blood of Spain 

A PROUD m a n was Don Ramon 
Penelosa, related Uncle Mike. 

In his veins ran the blood of kings 
of Aragon, and of Moorish princes. 
His grandfather, the father of his 
stately mother, had been Don Enrique 
de Leon, friend and favorite of the 
Spanish king, the most powerful ruler 
of his day. 

In gratitude for the deeds of that 
sturdy soldier, Don Enrique, the king 
had given to him a great grant of land 
in the province of New Spain. Don 
Enrique had journeyed to the wild 
new land in search of added fame and 
fortune, and had found a grave ! 

Of this Don Ramon was thinking as 
he sat on the cool veranda of his spa
cious hacienda and gazed south by 
east toward where, misty with dis
tance, the dark bulk of the Phantoms 
reared against the Texas sky. Don 
Ramon's gaze rested, and held, upon a 
mighty spire of stone that shot up
ward from the broken crest of the 
most westerly slope. 

It was a peculiar appearing forma
tion, that grim upward fling of naked 
stone. Mighty at the base, it  tapered 
slightly, with a gnarled swelling mid
way its length, and from that swell
ing to its blunted tip, it bent inward 
slightly, for all the world like a 
gigantic beckoning finger. 

The Devil's Finger, the first men 
of Spain had named the great shaft 
of stone. And to this day men fur-

' 
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tively crossed themselves when they 
gazed upon the ominous, beckoning 
finger of dark rock. 

The winds and rains of ages had 
polished the stone to a mirrorlike 
smoothness, and mirrorlike it reflected 
the rays of the sun, concentrating and 
casting them afar in a dazzling beam 
that blinded the eye like the flash 
from a beacon light. The low-lying 
sun beat squarely on the lofty tip at 
the moment, and the reddish ray shot 
lancelike over Don Ramon's hacienda 
toward the unseen crests of the Ciena
gos beyond the mouth of the Mesca
lero Valley. 

Don Ramon studied the ray, his 
shrewd black eyes narrowing with 
specul�tion, his lips smiling the smile 
of one who anticipates a pleasing 
event. Don Ramon was thinking of a 
legend that was- more than a legend, 
a story that had come down to him 
from his grandfather's time. 

He turned to his young son, little 
more than a boy, .who sat on the far 
side of the table. With a supple finger 
he tapped the parchment that lay on 
the table, a parchment covered with 
intricate mathematical calculations. 

''Success, my son !" he exulted in  
cultured Spanish. "The problem is at 
last solved. Soon the time will be at 
hand and we will acquire the wealth 
secreted by your illustrious ancestor 
who met so untimely a death. Here 
upon the parchment is the answer. 
See ? I have worked it out to the last 
detail." 

The boy stared at the figures, only 
vaguely comprehending their signifi
cance, and not in the least under
standing the intricate process by 
which the solution had been arrived 
at. 

uSi/' continued Don Ramon, "it is 
here, but only my eye can read aright 
the meaning. Here is the key to 
wealth, my son, the wealth w�ich shall 
send you across the waters to study in 
the great university of medicine and 
acquire the knowledge which will so 
benefit our people. Here, my son, into 
your care I give the parchment. 
Guard it until the time has .come.'' 

The boy taok the paper, albeit re
luctantly. 

"But, Father," he protested, ''I 
would rather stay with you than go 
across the waters. Cannot I study in  
our land of Mejico?" 

Don Ramon smiled tolerantly, but 
replied with the despotic assurance 
of the teachings of an older land and 
an earlier day. . "Only in the land of your fathers 
can you acquire the greatest of knowl
edge," he · replied with finality. 
"Peace ! All is  decided." 

E boy bowed his head obediently 
and left his father}s presence, 

bearing with him the parchment. Don 
Ramon glanced up at the last gleam 
of the fiery ray and gave himself over 
to pleasant speculation. 

Don Ramon was again sitting on his 
veranda the following afternoon when 
two men rode up, dismounted and ap
proached the casa. Don Ramon arose 
courteously te receive them. One he 
recognized as the sheriff of the 
county, a shifty-eyed indivfdual -w ith 
a scrawny moustache drooping over 
a weak mouth. He was not a native 
Texan, but a dubious member of the 
rapacious followers of the devasta
tion of war. He had achieved office 
by shifty political intrigue, as had 
altogether too many officials of the 
Texas of those dark times. 

The other man was a stranger to 
Don Ramon. He was big-bodied, 
heavy-jowled, with a square chin, a 
merciless tight mouth and a truculent 
eye. His glance was one of disdain 
as it rested on the dignified Mexican, 
and it was plain to see that he had 
nothing but contempt for the courtly 
but inefficient sons of the land of 
manana. 

The pair mounted the steps and the 
sheriff drew a folded paper from his 
pocket. He cleared his throat and 
tried to meet the grandee's inquiring 
gaze with a truculent swagger. 

"Don Ramon," he announced, "yuh 
done lost the suit brought against 
you. The Judge has ruled yuh're on 
this land unlawful and I got a court 
order here orderin' yuh: to vacate." 

Ramon Penelosa stared, his face 
darkening with anger. 

"But, senor,'' he replied, albeit -
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quietly1 "I do not understand. This 
land was granted my ancestor by the 
then king of Spain. Such grants have 
before now been recognized by the 
courts of this land." 

The sheriff grunted in his throat. 
"The king of Spain ain't no great 

shakes in Texas these days," he 
growled, "and he didn't have no busi
ness grantin' Texas land to nobody. 
This grant ain't r-ecognized by the 
court, and the court's tellin' you to 
get out, pronto, and make room for 
Mr. Howard, here, who's filed all 
proper and has got a grant from the 
state capital." 

Don Ramon stood lance-straight 
and held the pair with his burning 
glance. Howard's cold gaze did not 
waver, but the sheriff shifted uneasily. 

"I will appeal," the hidalgo de
clared. "I refuse to recognize as final 
the decree of Judge Dawley, whom 
I know to be a creature of imported 
poli ticianst such as you yourself are. 
There are honest men in Texas, no 
matter what their blood or their birth. 
I will appeal.'' 

John Howard spoke for the first 
• t1me . 

"Yuh ain't got no grounds for ap
peal," he stated harshly. "This thing 
is settled all proper and legal, and 
there ain't no appeal, particular from 
this." 

His hand flashed down as he spoke 
and came up holding a heavy gun. 
Don Ramon did not move, nor was 
there need. 

OM the doorway behind him 
crashed a stunning report. With 

a curse Howard reeled back, clawing 
at his right arm, from which blood 
spouted. The sheriff shot both hands 
high into the air. 

Still Don Ramon did not move, nor 
did his expression alter. 

"Gracias, Pedro," he said over his 
shoulder, then to Howard : "You see 
I have servitors who are loyal and 
upon whom I can rely for protection 
from the lawless. Let this be a lesson 
to you. Go now, and do not come 
back. I will appeal this ruling in the 
prescribed manner, and j ustice will be 
done." 

He spoke again over his shoulder : 
"Pedro, come forth.'' 
The man who stepped from the 

shadowy doorway held a cocked rifle 
in his hands. His lean, craggy face 
was swarthy almost to blackness. He 
wore his lank black hair cut in a 
square bang that fell over his low fore
head. His beady black eyes stared at 
Howard with pleasureable anticipa-

• t1on. 
"Pedro," said Don Ramon, "ride 

after these men and see that they leave 
my lands. That is all. A dios, senors." 

The swarthy man gestured with his 
rifle. 

John Howard had seen full-blood 
Yaqui Indians before, and he had also 
seen something of their work. White 
with anger and pain, his eyes blazing 
with baffled fury, he yet had sense 
enough not to hesitate or argue. 

He followed the sheriff down the 
steps and clumsily mounted his horse, 
careful of his bullet-pu,nctured arm .. 
One long look he bent upon the im
passive hidaJgo, then he rode away 
after the shivering sheriff, the grim 
Indio shepherding them, his eyes 
hungry for slaughter. 

But John Howard was a hard man, 
and he had other hard men at his beck 
and call. Three nights later, just as 
the gray ghost of the dawn was steal
ing across the sky, Don Ramon Pene
losa was awakened by a crash of rifle 
fire and a roaring of flames. He leaped 
from his bed as the front door of his 
casa was battered down. 

Through the window he could see 
his barns blazing and his servitors 
being shot down by unseen rifles as 
they rushed from their adobes. Fling
ing open the door of his bedroom, he 
confronted John Howard, one arm 
bandaged, a gun in his good hand. 

Howard shot Penelosa through the 
mouth and he fell, gasping and . writh
ing, blood gushing over the polished 
floor. There was a scream of agony, 
and Don Ramon's young son rushed 
forward and knelt beside his dying 
father. 

Don Ramon stared into his face 
with glazing eyes and tried to speak, 
but only a blood bubbling gabble of 
sound resulted. His tongue had been 

• 
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shot in two.. He fell back, and in 
another moment was dead. 

The boy glared up with wild, fright-
ened eyes. · 

. 

John Howard stepped forward a 
pace, grim, t:rurposeful, his gun jut
ting forward. But before he could 
cover the boy a figure was before him. 
It was the old senora, the mother of 
Don Ramon. 

She raised her shriveled arms and 
blighted him with her flashing eyes. 
Then she cursed him with a terrible 
curse, a curse to reach down through 
the ages with its dire threat of  blood 
and . death and agony and tears. 

"Even as you have done unto this 
house may God do unto you and 
yours !" she finished. "May you die 
in bloGd and pain, and those who come 
after you. May this land run red with 
their blood until justice be done. I 
see it ! I see it ! With my old eyes 
I see it ! May you and all that is 
yours droop and wither from this 
night on !" 

John Howard, hard as he was, 
quailed before the frantic figure and 
the bitter, burning words. He stepped 
back, sheathing his gun, and ges
tured to the grim old woman and the 
cowering boy. 

"Drive �em out with the rest of the 
scum !'' he growled to his men. "No 
more killin'. Herd 'em south over the 
Border into Mexico. Get go in' !" 

\ 

CHAPTER X 
Breed of Men 

LD Mike Shaw's voice ceased, 
and Jim Hatfield came back to 

, the present with a start. He stared 
at the mine owner. 

�'One whale of a yarn, all right," he 
agreed. "What happened after that ?" 

Old Mike shrugged. "Them was 
stern days,'' he replied, ''and there was 
a lot ·of bad things done and got away 
with.. Howard had that crooked 
sheriff in cahoots with him, and I 
heerd tell that old Judge Dowley \vas 
of similar stripe. Anyway, after driv
in' what was left of Don Ramon's out-

fit, includin' the son and the old grand
mother, down into Mexico, Howard 
cleaned out most of the other Mexi
cans in the valley. 

"He got the order of the lower court 
confirmed, his grant declared legalll 
and took over Penelosa's spread. 
Things that happened was sorta 
hushed up, I reckon. But that feller 
Pedro, who �as a Yaqui but educated 
in a mission, come outa the mess with 
a whole skin and passed on the story 
of what happened, just as I told it to 
yuh." 

"Wonder what become of the boy ?" 
Hatfield mused. 

"Stayed down in manana land, I 
reckon," Shaw replied.. "Never noth
in' heard tell of him so far as I been 
able to hear. Reckon them :figgers the 
old Don worked out didn't mean noth
in' to him, though I expect they 
show how to find the Escondida Mine. 

"Chances are that boy's been dead 
for years. Be an old, old man now if 
he isn't. Them things happened a 
mighty long time back. Howard evi
dently never took no stock in the 
mine yarn. He didn't file on this hill 
section just down in the valley 
where there was good range. Whi�ch 
was lucky for me and other prospec
tors." 

"And what happened to Howard?" 
"Him ? Oh, he went and got hisself 

killed all proper in a poker game here 
in Coma. Died mighty unpleasant and 
painful, I understand, an� took a long 
time to do it. Kept gabblin' about the 
cuss the old senora put on him. His 
daughter inherited the Bowtie that's 
what he named Penelosa's spread
and she married Bruce Ralston. 

"They didn't have no kids and when 
she died, the spread come down to 
Bruce. Now be's dead and I reckon 
young Joe Hayes, his cousin, will get 
it and mebbe the old senora's cuss 
with it. Yeah, with his Escondida 
hold in's, looks like Joe is pack in' a 
double cuss !" 

Hatfield repaired to the sheriff's of-. 
fice early the following morning to 
find out about the inquest. He found 
a lanky1 taciturn individual seated et . 

· the sheriff's desk. 
"Name's King Neale King," the 
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sitter introduced himself. "Uh-huh, 
I'm a deputy chief deputy, I reckon, 
now that Fatty Wagner's due to be 
sheriff. What's on yore mind?" 

Hatfield told him. King dropped 
his booted feet to the floor and stood 
up, hitching his gun-belt a trifle 
higher. He was about as thick as an 
average scantling and something over 
six feet tall. He had a cool gray eye, 
an angular jaw and a tight mouth that 
nevertheless was grin-quirked at the 
corners. 

"Reckon the jury'll be ready to set 
in about half a hour," he informed 
Hatfield. "C'mon, we'll mosey over 
together." 

The inquest was brief and informal, 
the verdict of the jury laconic and to 
the point. It read : 

These two citizens met death at the hands 
of party or parties unknown. 

Added was a "rider" typical of a 
• cow country JUry : 

But the red hellions had ought to be run 
down pronto. 

A TFIELD found plenty to do in 
the days that followed. A flume 

had to be ·constructed to convey the 
water from the distant fall to the 
scene of mining operations, and this 
required his personal supervision. 

"It's a sight cheaper than pi pin', 
and mighty nigh as good," he ex
plained to old Mike. "A covered flume 
of timbers leadin' to a dam above the 
falls will give us the head we need, 
and if we can get it done by the time 
the machinery arrives, we'll soon be 
set for operations. 

"And, by the way that feller Ted 
Harper is a mighty good man when he 
has somebody to show him what to do. 
Look they way he's takin' hold. He's 
got a knack of gettin' work out of 
men, too, and that goes a long way 
to making a good foreman. Reckon 
it was just as well yuh didn't fire him." 

''Notion yuh're right,'' grunted Un
cle Mike. "Ted's all right, only he's 
got too much temper. Now if he was 
like me, be-Hey ! What the devil 
and Tom Walker f Where's that no
good coyote swamper ? I told him not 

• 

to set that double-blasted gabboon 
way over in the corner instead of 
where I keep it ! I've squirted tobac- ' 
cer juice all over the floor ! Why 
that " 

Hatfield left the office grinning, 
with Uncle Mike's profanity boiling 
out the door in his wake. The Ranger 
mounted Goldy and rode up the slope 
to the distant canyon and the scene 
of operations. 

It was a stiff cl imb, but Goldy ne
gotiated the slope with little trouble. 
Hatfield fotind the new dam progress
ing satisfactorily. Harper already had 
his coffers down and was pumping 
water, preparatory to laying his an
chors of cut stone. From farther up 
the canyon came the sound of ringing 
steel where axmen were felling trees 
for timber. 

"A good stand up there about a 
quarter of a mile," Harper told the 
Lone Wolf. "We're lucky to find it 
growin' so close to the erik, and 
there's a nice gentle grade, too. Easy 
to snake the logs to the water's edge 
and float 'em down. I'm follerin' in
structions close as to the dam." 

Hatfield nodded. "I figger I've got 
it about right," he remarked. "It's 
like this, see ? A large-sized 'hydrau
lic giant,' under a head of five hundred 
feet, will spout fifty cubic feet of wa
ter per second at a velocity of a hun
dred-and-eight feet per second. That 
will be sufficient to disintegrate the 
gravel and {:arry it to the sluices.'' 

"As we work up the slope we'll lose 
head," Harper remarked. 

Hatfield nodded with pleasure at 
the foreman's quick grasp of the prob-
lem. · 

"I'm countin' on that," he replied, 
''and later we'll build a secondary dam 
a mile or. so up-canyon. Right now 
we don't need it won't need it for 
some time, and it's important to get 
payin' gravel runnin' into the sluices 
soon as possible. And -that's why I'm 
takin' so much time to explain every
thing in detail to you as we go along. 
If  I don't happen to be here when the 
time comes, I want you to be able to 
handle the job.'' 

I-Iarper gave him a grateful look. 
"I'm shore a heap obliged," he de-

-
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clared with feeling. "I'm learnin' more 
on this job than I ever learned all the 
rest of my worthless life. Reckon 
mebbe I'll be able to hold down a good 
job when yuh're finished with me, in
stead of workin' as a drift boss all my 

. l . f u 1 e. 
"You take hold fast," Hatfield quiet

ly �omplimented him. "And,'' he 
added, fixing Harper with his level 
green eyes, "if yuh can just learn to 
take hold of yoreself, to think 'fore 
yuh act, and not go on the prod until 
gain' on the prod means somethin' 
worthwhile, I got a bunch yuh"ll do." 

Harper reminiscently·rubbed his big 
jaw� and grinned. 

"Reckon yuh started learnin' me 
that the first time we got together !" 
he chuckled. 

He gazed after the Ranger as Hat
field rode up the canyon, admiration 
and affection in his eyes. 

"They shore were makin' men the 
day they put that big j igger together," 
he remarked softly to himself . . . .  

OMA was a-buzz with speculation 
over the new project, and visitors 

to the scene of operations were plenty. 
Among them were young Joe Hayes 

and Henry Lyons, who rode into the 
canyon together as Hatfield was re
turning from inspecting the felling of 
timber farther up. 

Hayes was plainly displeased with 
the whole affair, and suspicious, and 
he took no pains to conceal his atti
tude. Lyons was interested, and asked 
�courteous questions. In answer to 
one� Hatfield gestured towArd the 
ominous fang of rock that towered 
from the slope crest so far above. 

"So far as I can make out, the gravel 
bed runs right up to the base of that 
pinnacle," he said. "We'll cut up the 
slope just as far as we can, which will 
be a long way toward the crest. Then, 
if the upper level of gravel keeps 
showing gold in payin' quantities, 
we'll install hydraulic rams and build 
a reservoir. up on top of the crest to 
get additional head." 

Henry Lyons stared upward toward 
the gaunt outline of the Devil's Fin
ger, while Joe Hayes glowered at 
Hatfield, muttering under his breath. 

''Yuh'll spend the money as fast as 
it comes outa the mine,'-' he growled 
at length. 

Hatfield turned his level gaze upon 
him for an instant, then gestured to 
the busy scene in the canyon, and to
ward where far across and down the 
slope, other men, antlike in the dis
tance, were diligently preparing place 
for the hydraulic machinery soon to 

• • arrtve. 
"Mebbe," he said quietly. uMebbe 

I will, but it's givin' good honest work 
to lots of men, and it's bringin' in 
good men, men who are used to work
in' for their 1ivin' and who take pride 
in doin' s om e t h i n g  worthwhile. 
'"fhey'll make this out-of-the-way part 
of the country a lot better for their 
bein' in it, and that'll be good for 
Texas, and for all of our country." 

For a moment he seemed to have 
f o r g o t t e n  his companions. His 
strangely colored eyes were b�right 
with dreams not dreams of self, or 
of self-advancement, but dreams of 
faith and pride in his fellowmen and 
the land of his birth. 

Henry Lyons stared at him, his face 
suddenly strained. But before Hat
field glanced back, the man's features 
had resumed their dark immobility. 
Young Joe �ayes fumbled with his 
hat, cuffed it over one eye truculently, 
and seemed at a loss for words. . . . 

• 

Autumn was at hand, and the time 
of the fall round-ups in Mescalero 
Valley. The air was sharp and had 
in it the zest of old wine. Mystic 
purple haze swathed the summits o.f 
the hills in tremulous veilings and the 
hills themselves wore royal robes of 
scarlet and of gold. 

More than ever were the Phantoms 
unreal, fantastic, and the gaunt spir-e 
of the Devil's Finger seemed to pierce 
the haze-sky. For the first time, Hat
field saw the fiery reflected ray shoot 
across the valley as the sun sank in 
blood behind the far distant wall of 
the Cienagos. 

L keep that up all the rest 
of the month,'' said Uncle Mike 

Shaw. "Toward the last of the month 
it'll start crawlin down the slope like 
a thin river of blood. That's how I 

.. 
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discovered Escondida, by follerin' 
that beam of light up the slope till I 
come to where the rocks and earth 
seemed to be all heaped up under the 
brush." 

"Funny nobody else ever stumbled 
onto it during 1all the years, specially 
with the town of Coma only a coupla . ' mtles down there," Hatfield com-
mented. 

Uncle Mike shrugged his scrawny 
shoulders. 

"Nothin' over-wonderful about it," 
he declared. "Look at them Coma 
trees all up the slope just a wild tan
gle of brush and big thorns, growin' 
so close together a man rean hardly 
force his way through. No ledges up 
there anywhere in sight just the big 
wall of smooth rock that's the Devil's 
Finger. No ledges that look like they 
might have gold or silver in 'em. This 
shore don't look like a placer minin' 
section, either. It ain't. Yuh have 
to cut down deep into the gravel to 
turn up gold." 

''Didn't washed-down gold ever 
show in the valley ?" Hatfield asked. 

"Uh-huh, it  did," Uncle Mike ad
mitted, "but yuh'll recolle�t the erik 
from the .canyon where we're buildin' 
our dam runs down that way, and so 
do the other two criks to the north. 
Prospectors always figgered water
gold that showed . come down them 
criks. They prospected them criks 
time after time, and found a little 
gold, not enough worth botherin' 
with. So the word got around that 
the criks here'bouts wasn't worth pan
nin'. The funny thing to me is how 
the old dons caught onto this gravel 
belt." 

"Don't figger that's over-hard to 
come to,'' Hatfield told him.. "That 
Coma growth up there doesn't look so 
old fifty, sixty years at most. 
Chan.ces are in their day there was 
little of it on this slope. Birds eatin' 
the berries in other places start such 
patches as this. Without much 
growth, the gravel would wash out 
durin' bad rains and show the gold." 

"That's right," agreed Uncle Mike. 
"just like hogs root up the soil and 
when the rain washes the mounds of 
dirt they nose up, gold shows. Lots 

of placer miners have hit it rich 'cause 
of hogs. Mebbe the dons had hogs 
with 'em." 

Hatfield chu.ckled, but did not dis
pute the point. 

His face grew somber, however, as 
his eyes fixed again on the tall bent 
shaft with its rounded summit bathed 
in  bloody light. The thing had a fas
cination hard to explain. Hatfield felt 
as if it were exerting a definite p ull 
upon his being, as if it were summon
ing him, drawing his spirit to its omi
nous ·dark breast. 

CHAPTER XI 
Riders of the Night 

ONG years of solitude, of lonely 
nights in the saddle with only 

the far high stars and the wide reaches 
of plain and mountain and desert for 
company, had whetted the Lone 
Wolf's perceptions, had worn thin the 
veil that falls between man and the 
deep-seated primal impulses. He had 
learned to obey impulses, senseless 
though they might seem at ti�es. 

He usually called them hunches, 
chuckled derisively at them and fol
lowed them ! He followed one now. . 

"Uncle Mike," he asked, ''ever been 
up to the foot of the cliff ?" 

"Huh ? The Devil's Finger up 
there ? Gosh, no ! Why'd anybody 
want to go up there ? I had trouble 
enough scramblin' up this everlastin' 
ridge through the thorns when I was 
huntin' for Escondida, and cussin my
self for a fool at every step. I shore 
didn't have no hankerin' to claw my 
way up to that hunk of rock with a 
cuss on it. I never heard tell of any
body that did, and there's lots of loco 
gents in this section, too._ Why ?" 

"I was wondering if it is possible 
to get up there without fighting the 
slope through the brush ?" 

Uncle Mike grew thoughtful. "I 
got a notion yuh could cut across from 
the Chisos Trail, travel around that 
bulge over to the north of the Finger 
and claw along the base of the cliffs,'' 
he admitted. "Why ?'' 

.. 
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"Oh, I've got a notion I'd like to 
ride up there sometime," Hatfield re
plied. 

Un·cie Mike made some pungent re
marks anent the foolishness of hu
manity in general and cowpunchers 
in particular, and the subject dropped. 

Hatfield did ride "up there," the 
following day, although he made no 
merition of his immediate intentio-n� 
to Uncle Mike Shaw. He left the 
Cbisos Trail several miles above town 
and made his painful way along the 
base of the ragged cliffs that flanked 
the Finger. 

The thorny brush was sparse near 
the foot of the cliffs, but there was 
enough of it to put Goldy in a thor
oughly bad temper. Nor was the tem
per of the sorrel improved when, 
upon rounding the bulge Uncle Mike 
had mentioned the day before, he was 
forced to wade along the bed of a 
small stream which washed the base 
of the cliffs for some ·distance before 
diagonaling in a northerly direction 
toward Mescalero Valley. 

Several hundred yards of slipping 
and floundering over water-smoothed 
stones, and the stream turned almost 
at right angles to where it gushed 
fro.m a narrow gorge. The south wall 
of this was the towering bulk of the 
Finger. 

It 'was a weird and impressive for
mation, reminding Hatfield somewhat 
-though less in size and height-of 
famed El Capitan in the Yosemite. 

High, high into the blue heavens 
soared the great carved spire of dark 
granite. From w�ere Jim Hatfield 
gazed up its shining surface it seemed 
to him that the gigantic mass was 
leaning over him, menacing him with 
its monstrous might, threatening to 
crush to powder any presumptuous 
being who s.hould come seeking to 
fathom its grim secrets. 

I 

LOWLY be rode along its slightly 
rounded base, the ground rising 

abruptly to a ridge about the middle 
of the spire. Far down the slope he 
could see the flash and glitter of 
Coma's windows str-uck by the rays of 
the low-lying sun. The buildings of 
the town seemed cut out of cardboard 

and propped up between the vast 
swell of the lion paws that curved 
about Mescalero Valley. 

The base o£ the Finger was washed 
in shadow, but high above the sun
light struck fair upon �he polished 
surface. And suddenly the great re
flected ray shot like a sword of bloody 
flame through the haze of the autumn 
sky. 

Hatfield rod-e on, scanning the spire, 
the little barej swelling plateau which 
skirted its base, the rolling brush
clad slope below. Somehow, he felt, 
this sinister tower of dark granite 
played a part in the evil that was being 
done here in the once peaceful valley. 

Suddenly he pulled Goldy to a halt 
and sat staring at the softer ground . , he was now traverstng. 

"Well," he told the cayuse., "old 
Mike may have been sin_cere when he 
said nobody ever came up here, but he 
shore was a heap mistook !'' 

The spongy soil in the shadow of 
the spire was deeply scored by hoof 
prints, many of them, and of varying 
age. Hatfield instantly noted that 
while some were the clean--cut scars of 
irons, the majority appeared to have 
been made by unshod horses. Slowly 
he rode on, studying the tracks. . 

"A lot of somebodies have been 
traveling past here," he mused, "and 
go in' ancl comin'. Looks, too, like 
they been in  a habit of stoppin, here 
on this level space." 

He glan�ed downward again, toward 
where Coma was misty with distance, 
and growing unreal in the fading 
light. 

"Wonder if anybody up here could 
be seen from down there anywhere ?" 
he asked himself, deciding quickly 
that, due to the inward slope of the 
little plateau and the height of the 
growth which fringed its lip, they 
could not. 

He was just about the middle of the 
curving wall of the spire� now, and he 
turned his glance toward its gleaming 
surface. His eyes traveled over it and 
his· interest quickened. He set Goldy .-/ 

close to the gently curving face and 
• sat startng. 

Undoubtedly at this point the sur
face had been scarped by the hand of 
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man. Hatfield could plainly see the 
marks of rock-cutting tools. A sec
tion of the stone had been chiseled 
away leaving a smooth, flat expanse. 
And, scored deep in the living rock, 
were characters in precise lines. 

" Spanish,'' muttered the Ranger, 
leaning close. "Spanish words cut 
in the rock, and not so long ago, 
either." 

Peering in the dim light, he trans
lated the brief message : 

The stream of the North and the stream 
of the South shall join ere murder blood 
cease to cry out for vengeance. 

For long minutes Hatfield stared at 
the cryptic message, his dark brows 
drawing together until the concentra
tion furrow was deep between them. 
He shook his black head, shoved back 
the brim of his wide hat and rumpled 
his crisp hair in perplexity. 

E words did not seem to make 
any s'ense at all. But the painstak

ing care with which they had been cut 
so deeply into the ·stone, involving no 
mean amount of labor, scouted the 
idea that they were . nothing other 
than the work of an idle moment. 

"They mean s o  m e t h i n  g," h e 
growled, "and something mighty im
portant, or I'm a heap mistook." He 
repeated under his breath : " 'Stream 
of the North, stream of the South.' 

Now what '' 
Abruptly he turned Goldy's head 

and rode straight to the lip of the pla
teau. He was oppo-site the exact cen
ter of the Finger, at the apex of the 
gentle curve, and at the crest of the 
ridge, and could glance along the pla
teau in either direction. 

Gazing to the south, his eye caught 
the gleam of hurrying water. In 
another instant he had traced it to its 
source a big spring boiling up from 
under the south wall of the Finger, 
and hurrying southward to dive into 
the 'b.lack mouth of a ca1tyon. 

He turned and glanced north. 
There, too, was the gleam of swift 
water the little stream through 
whicn be had waded his horse a short 
time before, the stream that ran in a 

northerly direction before curving to
ward Mescalero Valley. 

And between the sources af the re
spective brooks swelled the mighty 
bulk of the Devil's Finger, with a 
steeply rising grade from either . 
source. 

"Over there's the 'stream of the 
North', and over this way is 'the 
stream of the South','' he muttered. 
''And the way · they're headed now,. it 
shore will be an almighty long time 
'fore they get together !" 

He turned and again stared at the 
grim inscription, shaking his head 

. dubiously. . 
Jim Hatfield understood the irre-· 

sistible Latin impulse to be dramatic. 
But he understood, too, the deathless 
memory, the grim tenacity of purpose 
of the land of manana where blood 
feuds are concerned. It did not seem 
strange to him that some dark-faced 
son of the fiery land should cut this 
sinister promise and threat into the 
ageless stone, seeing in this weird pin
nacle bathed in bloody light, a symbol 
fitting to his mood. Nor did he in the 
least discount the evil that might 
grow therefrom. .. 

"Looks like somebody hereabouts 
has a score to settle," he mused. 

He wondered if he had by chance 
hit onto the explanation of the ap-

� . parently senseless ktllings and tortur-
ings that had plagued the valley of 
late, and which had brought the Lone 
W ol£ to the scene. The idea appeared 
preposterous.. So far as be had been 
able to learn, Ralston, Sheriff Dobson, 
and old Mike Shaw had no enemies 
worth mentioning. 

Dobson, in his official capacity, 
might have incurred hatred, but Hat
field considered the reason for the 
sheriff's murder as fairly obvious
to recover the odd calibered gun that 
might have served to identify the 
killer or killers of Bruce Ralston, 
owner of the Bowtie Ranch. The other 
outrages of which Hatfield had 
learned appeared to be wanton depre
dations without rhyme or reas0n. 

Hatfield again ·rode to the edge. of 
the plateau and sat gazing toward 
Coma and the mouth of the Mescalero 
Valley. The sun had set, the fiery 
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reflected r-ay had vanished, and the 
lovely blue dust of the dusk was be
ginning to sift down from the hills. 

Obeying a sudden impulse, he 
wheeled Goldy and rode southward 
toward the dark mouth of the canyon 
into which the stream vanished. 

T was a fairly wide canyon whose 
sloping sides tumbled sharply 

through a welter of growth toward its 
distant floor. The stream dived over 
its steep box with a silvery roar. The 
box end was much lower than the side 
walls, the northern one of which was 
the dizzy loom of the Devil's Finger. 

Along the base of the Finger a trail 
ran, and Hatfield could see that it had 
been recently traveled. As far as he 
could see in the dying light, the rock 
wall extended, with the growth-cov
ered slope climbing steeply to join it, 
and with the trail flowing along its 
base. 

"An old-timer, this track," muttered 
the Ranger. "Runs almost due south 
and across the Mexican Line. Got a 
notion it was one of the smugglin' 
routes in the old days might be yet, 
for that matter. Shore has been trav
eled of late. 

''I reckon the brush growing up 
thick on the slope above Conia 
changed a lot of things hereabouts. 
Chances are this trail was used a lot 
of years ago, 'fore the revolutions 
swept all the section south of the Big 
Bend clean of folks and spreads. 
Then, with nobody to come this way 
from the south, it wasn't used any 
more, so the brush grew . up and hid 
where it crossed over to join the 
Chisos, and folks up here . forgot all 
about it. 

�'Right common happenin' all along 
the Border, that is, and specially in 
this out-of-the-way section. Which is 
one of the things that makes smug
glin' and rustlin' and robbin' so 
darned easy, and Ranger work so 
darned hard ! And I bet a peso the 
gents that have been riding this goat 
track of late haven't been doin' it for 
any good." 

It was not really a goat traek. Hat
field quickly,: realized th.at as he rode 
along it in the shadow of the tower-

ing wall. It was level and wide, ac
tually a road in its dimensions. 

Soon he decided it really was a 
road, or at one time had been. The 
marks of tools were plain on the rock 
wall to his left, and the surface was 
smooth and free from boulders, . al
though in places grown with grass and 
clumps of brush. 

The height of the brush, a slow
growing species of chaparral, aroused 
Hatfield's interest. 

"Been there a long, long time,'' he 
mused. "Funny the folks who took 
such pains to build this track would 
let brush stand in the middle of it." 

Suddenly he. gave a low whistle. 
He had hit on the obvious solution 
to the mystery ! 

"The road the old dons built !"  he 
exclaimed. uThe road they used to 
carry the gold from Escondida down 
into Mexico ! They didn't use the 
Chisos Trail wasn't any Chisos Trail 
in them days to use. That came later, 
with the cattle that was run into Mes
calero Valley, years and years after 
old De Castro was killed by the In
dians and the mine mouth covered up. 

"Chances are this road hasn't been 
used since then. Or until the gents 
who made these tracks I'm ridin' over 
right now happened along. What I'd 
like to know is why they're usin' it 
now . . .  Well, it's gettin' pretty 
dark. Reckon I'd better call it a day 
and head back to town." 

He rode on a little farther, however, 
toward where the trail swung around 
a bulge in the rock wall, beyond which 
he could not see. He reached the 
bulge, followed its gradual curve. 
And suddenly Goldy pricked his ears 
in an attitude of listening. 

ATFIELD heard it, too a muf
fled click and pad. His hand 

tightened on the bridle. And at that 
instant horses swung around the 
bulge only a few yards distant. 

For an instant there was stunned 
inaction on both sides. Then Hatfield 
saw the quick gleam of a drawn gun. 
He was slewing sideward in tpe sad
dle when flame gushed toward him. 

Hatfield's mind worked at racing 
speed. To wheel Goldy and ride back 
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the way he had come would be tan
tamount to committing suicide. The 
road ran straight as an arrow for hun
dreds of yards, and the light was still 
good enough for accurate shooting. 
He would be drilled dead center be
fore he had covered a double score 
of feet. To shoot it out with a dozen 
or more gunmen would be but to make 
a glorious, but utterly senseless end. 

Before the crash of the report fol
lowed the whine of the passing slug, 
the Lone Wolf acted. 

"On, Goldy !" he thundered, clamp
ing the sorrel's barrel with legs like 
bands of steel. Straight into the flame 
of the roaring guns raced the golden 
horse. 

What Hatfield did was the last 
thing the horsemen expected him to 
do. With yells of pain and terror 
they scattered before his roaring 
guns. Horses clanged over the edge 
of the trail into the growth. Others 
slammed against the cliff. Their 
riders howled and cursed. 

Into their demoralized ranks 
crashed the raging golden horse, teeth 
bared and clashing, ears laid back, 
eyes rolling, red nostrils flaring. Hat
field slashed right and left with the 
barrels of his smoking guns. He had 
a .wild, blurred vision of distorted 
dark faces, rearing broncs, flashing 
guns and frantic pack mules bearing 
unwieldy burdens. 

A skyrocketing dazzle of intense 
white light; a numbing shock, and he 
knew he was hit. But even as he 
reeled in the saddle he was clear of 
the mad walter of men and horses. 
Down the trail crashed Goldy. Reel
ing, swaying, with blood streaming 
down his face, Hatfield twisted in the 
saddle and flung his last bullets at the 
milling mass. . 

With a roar like a thousand thun
der�laps the very mountains seemed 
to reel and rock. A volcano-blaze of 
reddish flame hurled back the shad
ows. Goldy sprawled in his stride, 
all but swept from his feet by a hur
ricane blast of.-.. air that seemed to 
scorch his coat. He screamed with 
fright. 

Through the appalling turmoil 
knifed a soaring shriek of agony. 

There was a craekling and rumbling, 
and a series of sodden thud$. The 
darkness swooped down on a screech
ing babble of voices and the whinnies 
of terrified beasts. 

With his last failing strength, Hat
field tugged sharply on Goldy's right 
rein. The sorrel swerved, staggeredt 
caught his footing by a miracle of 
agility and went floundering and 
crashing down the steep slope. Shots 
were fired from above, and the bullets 
whined close. But an instant more 
and the tall brush hid the Lone W'olf 
from view as he slithered onward to
ward the distant canyon floor. 

Hatfield meehanically holstered his 
empty guns and swayed forward,. 
clutching at the horn with nerveless 
fingers. With his face buried in the 
coarse black mane, he lay along the 
sorrel's neck, his thighs still clamping 
him in the saddle. 

But as the slope leveled off and 
Goldy came to a sobbing halt in a 
little cleared space, the Lone Wolf 
swayed gently, and relaxed. He slid 
from the sorrel's back and lay silent 
and motionless, his bloody face buried 
in the grass. 

CHAPTER XII 
Roundup Night in Coma 

NCONSCIOUS beside his pa-
tient horse, Jim Hatfield never 

knew how many hours he lay there. 
It was Goldy's uneasy nuzzling at his 
face wi�h velvet lips that finally 
brought him aro!lnd. He opened his 
eyes, closed them quickly as pain 
stabbed like a white-hot knife. 

For minutet? he lay fighting a deadly 
nausea. Then, as he breathed deeply 
of the cool night air, his aching head 
began to clear. He opened his eyes 
once more and stared up at a blazing 
net of stars. Beside him the sorrel 
loomed dark and gigantic. � 

''All in one piece, old-timer ?'' the 
Ranger inquired shakily. 

Goldy gave an explosive snort that 
undoubtedly bespoke thankfulness 
and relief. Then he whinnied softly 

• 
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and pawed the ground with a dainty 
hoof. 

Hatfield sat up, with an effort, still 
fighting against the roiling sickness. 
He was stiff and sore and his teeth 
chattered with cold. He could feel a 
crusting of dried blood on his face 
and, as he raised a shaking hand to 
his head, he winced at the �ontact of 
his fingers with torn, ragged flesh. 

Resisting the pain, he explored the 
cut with a finger-tip. 

"Just creased shallow furrow-
and it's stopped bleeding," he mut
tered thankfully. 

To his ears came a sound which he 
recognized as the ripple of water over 
stones, and he was conscious of a 
raging thirst. He got to his feet and 
stood swaying. Then, leading the 
horse, he staggered off in the direc
tion of the sound. 

A moment later he reached the bank 
of a little stream that ran through 
the canyon. Side by side, he and the 
horse drank deeply of the- clear, cold 
water. 

Hatfield bathed his blood-crusted · 
face and tied a water-soaked handker
chief about his injured head. The 
chin-strap had held his hat in place 
despite his fall, and he found that by 
tilting it a little more than normally, 
the bandage would be hidden from 

• 
• vtew. 

He removed Goldy's saddle and 
bridle and allowed the cayuse to roll, 
and then .crop the grass. Hatfield 
meanwhile rolled a cigarette and sat 
at the edge of the stream and smoked, 
his strength coming back and the ache 
in his head abating. 

Finally he stood up, shook himself, 
and put the rig back on Goldy. Care
fully reloading his guns, he mounted 
and sent the sorrel at the slope. 

"Let's go up and see what pulled 
the mountain down," he said. 

It was a hard and painful pull up 
the brush-clad slope. But Goldy 
made it as the silent dawn spread its 
red mantle over the lonesome moun-

• ta1ns. 
In the strengthening light, Hatfield 

stared at the deep crater hollowed out 
in the center of the trail. The cliff 
wall was splashed with ominous dark 

blotches that had not been there the 
night before. 

In the bushes nearby he found the 
shattered body of a man, a man whose 
lank black hair and swarthy face in
terested him greatly. He found a 
second body not far from the first one, 
with a black hole in the middle of the 
forehead. 

IS second man was of ruddy 
complexion and had bristly red 

hair. But a third body crumpled 
against the cliff was of dark coloring 
similar to the first. 

There was a similarity in the .cloth
ing of all three fringed buckskins 
and moccasins. Hatfield also noted a 
crumpled sombrero heavy with silver 
ornaments. 

"B elonged to the red-headed j ig-
ger," he deduced. "Reckon the other 
two went bare-headed, Yaqui style.'' 

He found two dead horses and his 
green eyes narrowed as they rested 
on the ragged wounds where the 
brands had been ripped away. There 
was also a dead mule, its head torn 
from its shoulders, and scattered 
about were fragments of flesh, includ
ing a portion of a mule's leg, upon. 
the hoof a worn shoe. 

Hatfield studied these grisly re
mains thoughtfully. 

"Reckon that pore devil of a mule 
was packing the load of dynamite my 
bullet set off," he mused. "Now what 
in blazes, do yuh suppose, an owlhoot 
outfit such as that shore musta been 
was doin' packin' a load of dynamite 
in an aparejo? Were they figgerin' 
on blowin' a bank vault or a strongbox 
in a stage coach ? I wonder !�' 

Further search disclosed the shred
ded remins of an aparejo, or pack-sack. 
Its contents had evidently been car
ried away. But, partially hidden by a 
clump of brush, and doubtless over
looked in the darkness, was a steel 
drill and the head of a pick. Hatfield 
examined both with frowning brows. 

''Tools for rock work/' he declared. 
"That drill's the proper diameter for 
drivin' a hole to receive dynamite cart
ridges. Now what in all tarnation 
does this mean ?" 

He went over the ground with me-

• 
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ticulous care, but found nothing more 
of interest. Thoughtfully he mounted 
the sorrel and rode on up the canyon, 
eyes and ears alert, hands close to his 
guns. 

But there appeared no trace of the 
dark riders, although the damp ground 
in the shadow of the Devil's Finger 
showed signs a ... plenty of their pas
sage. What puzzled Hatfield greatly, 
however, was the lack of evidence of 
their entering the Chisos Trail. 

. "Smart," he decided at last. "Plumb 
smart ! · Teok no chances and covered 
their tracks so's nobody could tell just 
where they hit the trail or which di
rection they traveled. Wonder where 
in blazes they are now, or if " 

A thought struck him and he turned 
Goldy and again splashed through the 
stream and climbed the slope of the 
narrow plateau. With minute care he 
examined the soft ground. Finally he 
straightened up and nodded with sat
isfaction, but with a perplexed furrow 
wrinkling his bro}V. 

"They come back this way l ast 
night while I was snoozin' under that 
bush down there in the canyon," he 
declared to Goldy. "I was outa my 
senses for quite a spell, all right, but 
not long enough for that autfit to go 
far and get back again. Certainly not · 

down Mescalero Val1ey any distance 
or to WelclL 

"Coma musta been where they were 
heading for. · But why pack dynamite 
and tools to Coma from down Mexico 
way? That's like carryin' hay onto 
the prairie in sutnmertime. Plenty of 
dynamite in Coma. Tools, too. But, 
" he grew reflective, "mebbe they 
didn't wanta buy 'em there. Which 
shore proves for fair they were up to 
no good with that load of blastin' pow
der. Wonder if they had more'n one 
load ?" 

•E wondered, too, if the mysteri
out riders had conducted a 

search for him on the return trip, but 
decided that doubtless they had not. 
They would, it was reasonable to be
lieve, have assumed that he had made 
his escape, was holed up in the brush, 
or that his dead body was lying some
where in the wilderness of growth. In 

either case it would have_ been folly 
to comb the canyon in the darkness. 

Hatfield was devoutly thankful that 
Goldy was a silent horse. The sorrel 
was not given to advertising his pres
ence by neighing when his fellow
kind were in the neighborhood. 

Upon reaching Coma, Hatfield de
cided that his wound did not require 
medical attention. So, after dressing 
it himself, he went to bed. 

Darkness was falling ence more 
when he awoke to the sound of shouts 
and cracking guns. For a moment he 
lay listening, then he called a question 
to Ted Harper, whom he could hear 
thumping about in his adjoining room. 

"Trail herd and roundup crews com
in' into town," Harper called back 
through the thin partition. "It's pay
day on all the big spreads hereabouts 
and at the mines, too. Batches been 
comin' in all day, and loaded for bear. 
Feller, there'll be a high time in this 
pueblo tonight !" 

As Hatfield ate in a nearby restau
rant, he was inclined to believe that 
Harper had not overstated. Mounted 
cowboys whooped and clattered up 
and down the street. The sidewalks 
were crowded, the air tingling to a 
whirl and babble of sound. Every sa
loon, and there were plenty of them, 
blazed light and blared what was con
fidently called music. Raucous voices 
haw led something claimed to be song, 
and others j ust as raucolls bawled 
curses at the singers. 

Men bellowed with mirth and bel
lowed with wrath. The rumble of 
deep tones blended raggedly with the 
high-pitched voices e£ women and 
their shrill laughter. There was a con
stant clinking of bottle necks against 
glass rims. 

On the dance floors heavy boots 
clumped, and high heels clicked. The 
clatter and rattle of roulette wheels 
slid smoothly over the snaky slither 
of cards and the sprightly chuckle of 
dice galloping across green cloth. 
There was a whine of fiddles, a soft 
thrum of guitars, a pert tumping of 
banjoes. 

Gold clinked musically at the gam.,. 
bling tables, and rang sharply on the 
bars .. Swaggering punchers and beard-

( 
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ed miners sat across from waxen-faced 
gamblers in long black coats and 
snowy shirt-fronts. There was a flash 
and glow of silks and satins and the 
gleam of white skin where the dance
hall girls whirled in the arms of 
brawny partners who cavorted with all 
the grace and abandon of frolicking 
bears. 

This was Coma's big night of the 
year the roundups finished, the trail 
herds loaded and rumbling east and 
north, money burning holes in pock
ets, and itching to be spent. 

The hundreds of mine workers were 
there, too, with a month's pay to blow 
in one riotous ·night. Gold black with 
blood and salty with the sweat of utter 
toil was · to be thrown away in wild 
abandon. 

What difference ! Plenty more 
where this came from ! Did a man 
want to live forever ? What for ? He 
was a "younker" tonight tomorrow 
he would be an old man ! 

The invitati-Ons to celebrate flew 
thick and fast. "Belly up, boys ! This 
one is on me !" ''Down the hatch !" 

"And another one for a chaser !" 

A TFIELD finished his meal, 
smoked a leisurely cigarette and 

sauntered out into the street. His 
green eyes were lazy, indifferent, trav
eling over the jostling throng with 
apparent aimlessness, j ust as his tall 
form passed with the same apparent 
aimlessness along the creaking board 
sidewalk. 

But the long green eyes missed 
nothing. They were searching -
searching for dark faces of which they 
had caught but distorted glimpses th.e 
night before. 

But a glimpse o£ a face was enough 
for the Lone Wolf. The features 
would be indelibly engraved on the 
tablets of his memory. They would 
be instantly recognized, no matter 
what the place, company or condi
tions in  which they were next en
countered. 

Slowly he made his way up the 
crowded street, easy, assured, walking 
with the lithe grace of youth and 
strength and perfect muscular coor
dination. Men, and women, turned to 

gaze at him, attracted by the rhythmic 
perfection of his motion, impressed 
by the lean, bronzed face that was too 
full of manpower to be handsome in  
the strict sense of the word, but won
derfully attractive in  its magnetism 
and vitality. 

Bleak-faced individuals with hard 
and watchful eyes glanced at him in 
sideward fashion, taking in at a single 
swift sweep the slim, powerful hands, 
the filled double cartridge belts 
snugged about the lean, sinewy waist 
and the heavy guns hanging low 
against the muscular thighs. The 
black butts flared slightly from his 
hips and a lways seemed near to those 
quiet deadly hands. 

"Salty," was the general verdict. 
"Plumb salty, and a cold proposition !" 

And these watchful wanderers of 
the wastelands, these men with their 
backs to the past and not caring to 
look to tomorrow, wondered covertly 
who the tall two-gun man might be. 
But carefully they took no steps to 
find out. 

Shortly before midnight, Hatfield 
encountered Neale King, the taciturn 
deputy sheriff, who greeted him with 
a nod of, for him, unwonted cordiality. 

"Gonna be some night 'fore she's 
over," remarked King. ''Listen to her 
howl, will yuh ? And yuh ain't heard 
no thin' yet ! The boys are too busy 
gettin' full of red-eye as yet to really 
act up. Wait'll that red-eye gets to 
boilin' in their bellies, and then hunt 
a hole and pull it in after yuh !"  

Hatfield chuckled. "Does look sorta 
up-and-comin'," he admitted. "Wh'ere 
is Wagner, the new sheriff ?" 

King grunted. "Him and Joe Hayes 
is around together somewh�re," he re
plied. " Chances are they're over to 
Ruby's by now. Usually are by this 
time of evenin'. Escolita does her first 
dance at midnight." 

"What's Ruby's, and who is Esco
lita?" Hatfield asked, as he fell in step 
with the deputy. 

"Ruby's is Ruby's Saloon and Dance
hall run by Ruby, who musta been one 
plumb swell looker once upon a time 
and ain't so bad now," replied King. 
''Escolita is about a hundred pounds 
of white fire and black lightnin' and 
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essence-of-volcano wrapped in the 
skin of the purtiest gal that ever come 
outa manana land. She's what makes 
old fellers like me wish we was yQung 
again, and young fellows l ike you 
give up tryin'. I even believe she 
could make Fat Wagner stop eatin' 
and get thin. If Joe Hayes hadn't been 
plumb loco, 'fore he saw her the first 
time, he shore is now/' 

"Say, where is this here Ruby's ?" 
demanded Hatfield. "I'll judge all this 
for myself." 

"Come along,'' invited King, "I'm 
amblin' over that way now. Dust off 
yore eyes, feller. Yuh're gonna see 
miracles !" 

CHAPTER XIII 
"Miracles" 

UBY'S proved to be the biggest 
and brightest saloon Hatfield 

had yet visited in Coma. It was near 
the western end of the main street, 
which was a section of the Chisos 
Trail that wound through the heart of 
the cowtown. :Beyond were the wide 
reaches of Mescalero Valley, shadowy 
and mysterious in the starlight. Be .. 
hind the saloon ran a dark alley. 

The bar ran the full width of the 
sprawling room and was glittering 
with mirrors and many bottles of vari
ous hues. Four busy bartenders 
sloshed drinks into waiting glasses 
and wiped their perspiring faces on 
their white aprons. 

To one side were poker tables, rou
lette ·wheels, a dice table and a faro 
bank, the latter largely patronized by 
swarthy �exicans in black velvet 
trimmed with silver. Their wide som
breros boasted gay bands and much 
silver ornament. The majority, Hat
field deduced, were from the big 
haciendas to the southwest. though 
doubtless some came from the Mexi
can-owned ranches near the mouth of 
Mescalero Valley. 

The greater part of the floor space 
was given over to dancing. Here all 
was a whirl and glitter of changeful 
color. Girls in scarlet gowns, in white 

satin, in Blue, danced with miners 
whose brawny shoulders were encased 
in woolen shirts of various gaudy 
hues. 

Lithe young cowboys wore necker
chiefs of yellow or wine or purple. 
Mexican dandies provided a rich, dark 
touch with their somber velvet. Here 
and there glea1ned the immaculate 
shirt-front of a gambler who had de
serted the tables for the �ornent to 
relax in the company of the lady of 
his choice. 

It was a laughing, chattering, goQd
tempered crowd, for the moment at 
least. The temper might well change 
as the night wore on and the fumes 
of drink steeped the brains of the 
dancers. Now all was gayety. 

Hatfield sensed a subtle undercur
rent of anticipation, especially on the 
part of the younger men. Glances were 
cast in the direction of a curtained 
doorway near the far end of the bar. 
An open space led from the doorway 
with its drapes of smoldering red 
velvet to the center of the dance floor. 

The Ranger turned at the sound of 
Neale King's voice at his elbow. 

"Hatfield," the deputy was saying, 
''I wan� to make yuh acquainted with 
Ruby. Ruby owns these here dig-
gin's." · 

From his great height, Hatfield 
gazed down upon the woman King 
had escorted through the crowd. He 
smiled gravely, removed his hat and 
bowed, the light of the hanging lamps 
seeming to strike a blue shadow on 
his thick hair, so black it was. 

"It's shore a pleasure, Miss Ruby," 
he acknowledged in hili,_ deep, soft 
voice, and took the white hand she 
proffered in his sinewy fingers. 

The woman glanced at him strange
ly, and hesitated perceptibly before 
replying. 

"Ruby's sorta sizin' yuh up," King 
chuckled. 

She smiled, with a flash of white 
teeth against her scarlet lips. 

"Yo'-all are suhtanly s i z e  a b 1 e 
enough," she said in throaty, drawling 
tones. "Can't say as I ever saw a taller 
man 'cept ol' Majah Dickson down 
home in Noo O'leans." 

"You are from Louisiana, Miss 
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Ruby?'' Hatfield asked courteously. 
Ruby shrugged her white shoulders. 
''I'm from most any place," she re

plied, a sudden hard note in her voice. 

it was a living flame wafted on the 
invisible wings of the music. 

She was slender and dainty, with 
curves where curves were in order, 
and vibrant with the vitality of silvery 

A TFIELD glanced down at her water leaping in the sunshine. Grace
curiously. She was a striking ful with the grace of a flower swaying 

woman, superbly tall. She could not in the dawn wind, and cool and sweet 
have been more than thirty years old, with the coolness and sweetness of 
he judged, but in her large blue eyes moonlight glancing on the first green 
with dark circles under them was leaves of spring. Warm with the pure 
something that hinted of untold age. warmth of starlit summer nights, and 

Her face must have been lovely mysterious with the mystery of au .. 
once, and it held the haunting ghost turon's brooding hush. 
of beauty still, with features- of clear- She had long, dark eyes and there 
cut classic regularity. Her hair was seemed to be red shadows in their 
dead gold, with high-lights of bur- depths. Youth and beauty and mag
nished cop·per. Hess, Hatfield instant- netism and charm she had them all. 
ly sensed, was an irresistible pqwer And as a glorious crown, a womanly 
possessing a mysteri�us affinity for sweetness and sympathy that even the 
men, a power linked with wisdom and least observant could not fail to sense . 
utter ruthlessness. Hatfield turned to Neale King as a 

And yet, in the depths of the fine roar of applause shook the room. 
eyes was something not altogether ''You win," he chuckled in a low 
corrupt. The shadow, perhaps, of a voice. "My eyes need dustin' !" 
spirit stifled and starved, but still cry- The girl danced, and she danced 
ing weakly and persistently for ex- with Latin abandon and the utter sure
pression. ness of self that bespeaks the artist .. 

Acknowledging this, he smiled Hatfield instinctively realized that 
down at her, and Ruby instinctively there was nothing of exhibitionism 
smiled back. Then she turned away, in her performance. It was the span
signaled with a white, beringed hand taneous, elemental dancing of a child, 
to the orchestra leaelier. The music a pure impulse of youth and spirit 
stopped, attendants began clearing the and pulsing life. 
floor of dancers. She flung back her curly head and 

Ruby raised her hand again. The laughed with a laugh like a peal of 
orchestra swayed into a lilting mel... little silver bells. Her teeth flashed 
ody, the red velvet curtains fell back, white and even. Her red l ips, which 
an!l Jim Hatfield saw the "miracle !" were devoid of paint as were her 

Through the space between the creamily tanned cheeks, were parted, 
drawn curtains flashed a girl in a and her dark eyes crinkling at the 
flame-colored gown. And, for a fleet- corners. 
ing instant, Jim Hatfield almost felt 

• 
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Hatfield glanced down at Ruby, who 
was standing a li�tle apart. Her cold, 
regular features had softened and 
there was a tenderness in her blue 
eyes, and pride. Neale King inter
preted his glance. 

UBY watches over that gal 
like an eagle over an adopted 

chick," King said in low tones. "Esco
lita dances for the trade, but not with 
anybody . . •  Wbere's she from, yuh 
say ? Down Mexico way somewheres 
. . . Yeah, shore she's Mexican, or 
rather, I 'd say, old Spanish blood. 
Shore a funny thing that she should 
be dancin' here in a Coma honky-tonk 
. . •  Say, take a look at Joe Hayes, 
will you ?" 

There was a table near the edge of 
the dance floor, a table covered with 
bottles and glasses. Escolita soared 
to its top like a wind-whirled leaf. 
Amid bottles and glasses she danced, 
and her tiny feet disturbed not one. 

Standing beside that table was 
young Joe Hayes, gazing up at her. 
His handsome, obstinate face had soft
ened, the sullen lines were smoothed 
out, and his very soul showed in his 
hungry eyes. He seemed utterly fas
cinated, and his gaze was fixed on the 
girl's face as to a magnet. 

Escolita paused in her dance, her 
eyes laughing at the applause._ She 
glanced down at Hayes, met his long
ing look, and for a moment Hatfield 
sensed a peculiar light in her dark 
eyes, a subtle change in the expres
sion of her sweet mouth. 

Then abruptly she flung her head 
back, drew her little figure up scorn
fully �nd blighted him with a flash
ing 'glance. Hatfield heard snickers 
in the direction of the table, saw Joe 
Hayes flush darkly. 

For an instant Hayes' lips trem
bled. Then he dropped his eyes, his 
shoulders drooped, and he turned and 
slouched away into the crowd. Some
body laughed, the music blared forth 
afresh, and Escolita went on with her 
dance. 

Again slie paused for breath, laugh
ing, sweeping her merry glance over 
the heads of the crowd .. 

J!atfield saw her stiffen, saw the 

red of her lips fade to the gray tinge 
of fear. Her eyes widened great 
pools of dark light, fixed staring� 

Hatfield, taller than any man near 
him and able to see over their heads, 
followed the girl's shrinking stare. 
In the door stood Henry Lyons, his 
dark face inscrutable as always. His 
gaze was fixed on the little dancer in 
an impersonal way, in it something, 
perhaps, of curiosity. Indifferently 
he turned away and be.gan speaking 
to the man at his side. 

Hatfield's gaze, swinging back to 
Escolita, saw the color bloom high 
in her cheeks once more. She laughed 
in a wild, reckless way, leaped from 
the table-top and danced merrily back 
to her dressing-room behind the vel-

• vet curtatns .. 
The whole episode had taken but 

a fleeting moment of time, and the 
Ranger doubted if onyone other than 
himself had observ�d it. 

HWhat scared her ?'' he mused. 
"Was it Lyons, or that husky, broken
nosed gent he was talking to ? Lyons 
didn't seem to pay her no mind a-tall, 
but I'd swear she was looking straight 
at him. Well, one thing's shore for 
certain, the Hayes feller is plumb 
roped and hogtied !" 

Leaning against the bar, sipping his 
drink, Hatfield watched the colorful 
scene. Occasionally he addr-essed a 
remark to the taciturn King, who 
answered with grunts or a terse com
ment. 

OTH being silent men, they got 
along well together. Hatfield 

was feeling a growing respect for 
the lean, saturnine deputy and dis
covering in him an unsuspected fund 
of dry humor and a shrewd insight 
into men and their motives, as re
vealed by his infrequent but pithy ob-

• servat1ons. 
King suddenly jerked his thumb 

down the bar. 
"See Joe Hayes and some his gang 

are shore takin' on a skinful," he said. 
Hatfield glanced in that direction 

and placed the young ranch owner 
in the middle of a group of about 
his own age. His eompanions were 
reckless appearing young men with 

.. 
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roving eyes and assured air. All were 
drinking plenty, and Hayes, it ap
peared, more than anyone else. 

:Young Joe's face was flushed, his 
eye baleful. He downed a glass of 
raw whiskey as if it were water, and 
hammered on the bar. for a refill. Hat
field studied the young rancher's com
panions, and abruptly his green eyes 
lost their warmth and seemed to subt
ly change color. 

He turned to King and remarked 
in casual tones: 

"Them fellers all ride for Hayes?" 
"Most of 'em," grunted King. 

"Couple of 'em don't, I figger, that 
is unless he hired 'em recent for 
roundup work. That little dark hom
bre I ain't seen before. The tall j ig-

"Young Joe picks out a prime lot 
of belli0ns to associate with," King 
was saying. "If he keeps on the way 
he's been goin' for the past year, he's 
goin' to end up in somethin' bad or 
I'm a heap mistook. He owns a nice 
li tt.le spread, and has quite a interest 
in old Mike Shaw's mine, particular 
now that Bruce Ralston left him his 
holdin's. 

"Then there's the Bowtie, which 
Joe is takin' over. That's the best 
spread in the valley. Ralston gettin' 
cashed in by the Injuns was a sort 
of a good thing for Joe, all right. 
Aside from Uncle Mike and mebbe 
old Train Beverly, I reckon Joe'll be 
about the best fixed gent in Mesca
lero Valley. That is if he don't drink 
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ger with the scar I've seen around 
with Joe once or twice. Name's Du
rade. I think he works for a spread 
over to the mouth of the valley. I 
seem to recollect that Henry Lyons 
fired him a while back over somethin' 
or other-too much drinkin' I reckon. 
Lyons is a serious sorta gent and sorta 
upright. Don't stand for much fool
ishment." 

Hatfield continued to study the ex
pressionless countenance of the tall 
man with Joe Hayes. He was ruddy 
of complexion save where the livid 
mark of a long scar showed from the 
temple to the left corner of his mouth. 
He appeared to be holding his liquor 
better than his companions and had 
little to say. 

or gamble it all away. 
"Pity somebody can't get holt of 

him and straighten him out 'fore he 
goes plumb bad. I've a notion that 
gal Escolita could do it, but she shore 
treats Joe like dirt under her feet. 
The way he looks at her, I've thought 
once or twice he'd just naturally 
carry her off some night whether she 
wanted to go or not. He shore is 
sweet on her." 

"How long has Escolita been dane
in' here ?" Hatfield asked. 

"About a coupla months," King re
plied. "She come in here on the stage 
from Welch one day. Pirst feller she 
met was Clate Dobson spotted him 
for sheriff by his badge, I reckon. 
She steps right up to Clate and says 
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in that soft voice of hers, 'What is 
the worst place in thees town, where 
girls dance ?' 

(eWell, Clate was so plumb flabber
gasted he spoke right out without 
thinkin'. 'Well, ma'am.' says Clate, 
'I  reckon Ruby's up to the head of 
the street figgers to be.' (Gracias/ 
says the li'l lady and toddles right 
up to Ruby's, and Ruby hires her, 
and shore takes her under her wing." 

IM HATFIELD chuckled, but his 
eyes were somber, and the con

centration furrow was deep between 
his black brows. 

An argument was in progress down 
the bar. Joe Hayes appeared to be 
urging the scar-faced man to some
thing, and the scar-faced man kept 
shaking his head. Finally, however, 
his obj ections appeared to be over
come. He nodded, reluctantly, and 
after another drink, the group noisily 
left the room. 

A l ittle later King announced his 
intention of returning to the office. 

"Call may come in," he explained, 
"and it's hard to tell where Wagner 
is liable to be celebratin' his new 
sheriff job in some eatin' house, the 
chances are." 

Hatfield lingered at the bar a little 
longer, then also took his departure. 
He .wandered from one saloon to an
other, drinking now and then, stop
ping once or twice to give a roulette 
wheel a few whirls. He was still seek
ing faces, and not finding them. 

Once he remarked cryptically to 
Jiimself :. 

"Wonder if there could be two 
gents in this part of the country with 
a half-moon sliced down the cheek?" 

The night was well advanced when 
Hatfield wandered back to the neigh
borhood of Ruby's. 

At the mouth of a dimly lighted 
alley which intersected the cross 
street just below the saloon he paused. 
Somewhere up the dark passage he 
heard the sound of an opening and 
closing doo�r, and a quick tapping 
of light feet. Then his pulses leaped 
to the sound of a swftt scuffle and 
a muffled scream. · 

It was a woman's voice ! 

CHAPTER XIV 
Coyote Pack 

STANTLY Jim Hatfield leaped 
into the alley and ran swiftly up 

it, hugging the walls of the buildings, 
where the shadow was deep. Direct
ly ahead was a confused blotch of 
twisting solider shadows .. 

The Lone Wolf ran as silently as 
the gray wraith for which he had been 
named, but in the darkness he could 
not see the empty bottle someone had 
dropped in passing. His foot hit it 
and there was a sharp jangle of break
ing glass. 

"Look out !" somebody called 
hoarsely. 

Then the woman's voice, instantly 
muffled : 

"Help !"  
Hatfield rushed the group. Flame 

flushed from the darkness and he felt 
the wind of the passing slug. But 
he dared not fire back for fear of hit
ting the woman. 

A dark form loomed within arm's 
reach and he lashed out with all his 
strength. The impact of his fist on 
flesh and bone jarred his arm to the 
shoulder.. There was a choking groan 
and the sound of a falling body. 

He weaved sideward, struck at an
other shadow. A hand clutched his 
shoulder, a knife gleamed in a chance 
ray of light, and he felt its burn 
along his arm. With a back-handed 
blow he knocked the wielder sprawl-
• tng. 

He hurled a third man from him 
with a vicious twist of his wide shoul
ders, and as the group whirled about 
he saw the slight form of a girl strug
gling with a man who held her. Hat
field lunged for him.-r- His fingers 
closed on a throat, and he put forth 
every atom of his great strength. 

With a choking gasp the man let 
go the girl and clawed at his wrist 
with both hands. Hatfield reeled un
der a stunning blow from behind, 
struck out blindly with his free hand 
and felt his fist go home. He stag· 
gered back against the wall, red 
Bashes storming before his eyes. 



-

• 

-

LONE STAR GOLD 63 

A little hand was thrust into his, 
gripping his finger, pulling, urging. 

"Come !" shrilled a sweet voice. 
"Queeckly ! They will recover they 
will keel you ! There may be others !" 

Still half dazed by the blow on the 
back of his head, Hatfield stumbled 
obediently after his guide, who 
tugged and hauled, directing his 
dragging feet into a narrow opening 
between the two buildings. His shoul
ders brushed the walls on either side. 
He was· hauled about, tugged into a 
second · narrow passage that ran at 
right a�gles to the first. 

A moment more and he stumbled 
against a step. . 

"Up three !" panted his companion. 
"Now. the two more. And the three. 
Wait !" 

Numbly obedient, fighting hard to 
retain hi� senses, Hatfield heard a 
key rattle in a lock. A door opened 
and he was urged forward. He heard 
the door close behind him and waited 
in black darkness. 

A light flared, and revealed a neat, 
clean little room, plainly but comfort
ably furnished. Hatfield shook his 

�head to clear it and stared about. 
Standing before him, her chest 

heaving from her exertions, her dark 
eyes still wide with fear, but with a 
smile beginning to twitch at the cor
ners of her red mouth, was the little 
dancer of Ruby's Escolita ! 

H !"  she exclaimed breath
lessly. "You are the tall senior 

who watch Escolita dance on the 
table !" · 

Hatfield grinned. "Reckon there 
were quite a few gents watching yuh, 
so far as I can recollect," he replied. 

"But I do not see them," the girl 
said. "I look over the heads, always, 
but your head I cannot look over." 

Hatfield laughed outright at this 
naive remark. Then he abruptly so
bered. 

"Any chance of that outfit down 
there followin' yuh here ?,, he asked. 

The girl's smile faded, but she 
sbook her dark head. 

"I do no� think so," she -replied. 
"Thees my room wh-ere I live and 
I ca1ne by the back way from the 

• 

dance hall. Always I slip out and 
hurry here when my work is over. 
Nobody sees me.'' 

"Seems as if somebody saw yuh 
tonight," Hatfield told her dryly. 

Escolita again shook her head. 
"No," she declared. "they do not 

see. They were waiting in the alley 
for someone, and see me when I come 
out the back door." 

"Any notion who that somebody 
mighta been ?'' Hatfield asked he_r 
softly. 

The little dancer lowered her eyes. 
"I I know not, for sure," she fal

tered. 
"Ma'am,', Hatfield said quietly, "it 

seems to me that somebody sorta 
wants yuh wants yuh bad enough to 
grab yuh in the dark.. Any notion 
who that is?' '  

The girl glanced up wildly. "No
no !" she declared passionately. "I 
tell you I know not !" 

But Hatfield knew she lied. He 
shrugged his· broad shoulders. 

''All right, li'l lady,'-' he told her. 
"If yuh won't, yuh won't.. Bttt I got 
a mite of good advice for yuh. Don't 
slip out the back way any more. Go 
out the front door, and stay in the 
light. Better still, always have some-
body yuh can trust go with yqh. I 
might not happen along, and be_ lucky. 
next time." 

"Lucky !'' The girl caught hold of 
that word. "Lucky ! Senor, you were 
-you say it how superb ! You were 
wonderful, and I I thank you." 

Hatfield regarded her gravely. 
"Yuh can thank me best l?y follow

in' the advice I gave yuh," he replied. 
"Yuh're too nice a girl to have any
thing happen to." 

Escolita smiled and dimpled. "You 
really think so ?'·' she asked demurely, 
with downcast eyes. 

"Uh-huh,'' Hatfield · assured her, 
"and so do others, I figger. For in
stance, that good lookin' young feller 
\Yho stood by the table - while yuh 
danced." 

The girl started as if struck and 
Hatfield saw her red lips quiver. Then 
she drew herself up haughtily. 

''Of heem I prefer not to sp·eak !'J 
she sa1d with icy emphasis. 
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''Huh?''  wondered Hatfield. "Why 
yuh so on the prod against Joe 
Hayes?"  

'-'Do not discuss he em !" she burst 
out passionately. "He is of-of the 
-the the he is one I must not !"  

SHE was sobbing now, crumpled 
down on a couch, her piquant 

little face buried in her slim, lovely 
hands. Hatfield leaned over and 
patted her soothingly on the shoulder. 

"Come on, now forget it," he 
urged. ·"Yuh've had a bad experience 
and yuh're all upset. Wash yore face 
and go to bed l ike a good girl. I'm 
leavin' now. Don't reckon yuh'11 need 
any more help." 

Escolita caine off the couch in a 
lithe spring. 

"Oh, I am horrid," she exclaimed 
contritely. HJ have not really thanked 
you. for what you did and . � . Oh ! 
There is blood on your hand !''  

"Just a knife scratch in the arm," 
Hatfield deprecated, trying to ·conceal 
the reddened member behind his back. 

But Escolita showed she possessed 
a will of her own. Before be knew 
for sure what was. happening, Hatfield 
found his sleeve rolled up and his 
sinewy left arm bared. The cut was 
little more than a graining of the skin 
}?y a sharp knife point, but Escolita 
insisted on bandaging it and applying 
a soothing ointment. 

''You will come see me dance 
again ?" she asked as Hatfield headed 
for the door. 

"I expect so," he told her. "Chances 
are I'll drop into Ruby's again soon. 
By the way" he stopped, his hand 
en the knob-"do yuh know a feller 
named Henry Lyons ?"  

The color drained from Escolita's 
expressive face. ' 

"'I hav.e heard the name/' she re
plied slowly. "Why why do you 
ask ?" . 

"Oh, I just saw him standin' in the 
door lookin' at yuh tonight," Hatfield 
answered carelessly. ''Good night, 
ma'am." · 

But as he followed a corridor that 
led to frent steps and a street that 
paralleled the one onto which Ruby's 
1aloon fronted, he was musing : '"'Now 

what in blaze.s is this all about ? Who 
were those hellions that ried to grab 
her in the alley ? Bunch of jiggers 
out for a lark? Don't seem likely. 

"What was that Neale King said 
about Joe Hayes lookin' at . that girl 
as if he'd like to carry her off ? Shore 
wish I'd got a good loqk at t}1os.e 
fellers I tangled with, but I wasn't 
seein' over well after I got that thump 
on the head." 

He felt tenderly .of a sizeable lump · 

that swelled under his hair. 
"One thing's certain," he told 

Goldy a little later, as he made sure 
the sorrel was cared for properly, 
"that girl's sorta int'rested in young 
Joe, and plumb on the prod against 
him for some reason she ain't tellin'. 
And she's scared stiff of Henry Lyons. 
Plumb nice around here Indian 
drums, night riders packin' dynamite, 
murders, torturin's, and a dancin' girl 
that knows plenty and won't talk." 

Then he thought, with apparently 
utter irrelevance : 

"Wonder how that scar-faced j ig
ger, D·urade, would look like with a 
nigh black complexion, and black hair 
instead of red ?" 

As Hatfield wearily sought his bed, 
he suddenly glanced up at the starry 
sky. Was that low mutter thunder 
from an unseen cloud ? No, it was 
not thunder. 

From somewhere in the direction 
of the black spire that was the Devil's 
·F inger pulsed an angry roll and rum
ble of drums ! 

CHAPTER XV 
Ranger Craft 

UST and sun ! Purple haze 
shrouding the hilltops. A huge 

brassy ball high in the murky heavens 
blazed down on the white ribbon of 
the Chisos Trail, glancing from leaves 
that were already aflame with ·color. 

Amid the wanton riot of autumn,s 
scarlets and golds, the piiion -pines 
and ·other evergreens were somberly 
dark, almQst black. Crag and chim
ney and pinnacle were mellowed and 
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softened by the haze. But the white 
surface of the trail was hard and un
compromising, a-shimmer with heat 
waves, amid which the dust devils 
whirled and danced. 

In · great clouds the dust rolled up 
from ·beneath the grinding wheels of 
four huge freight wagons whi�ch 
lurched and rumbled up the trail. To 
each wago_n was attached eight strain
ing mules, and on the high seat 

. perched a sweating, swearing team
ster who whirled his eighteen-foot 
lash about his head, s-ent the multiple 
thongs singing and crackling over the 
backs of the mules and threatened 
them with destruction dire and dread
ful. 

The wagons were heavily loaded, 
heaped high with ponderous packing

_-cases. Upon the rough boards· of the 
cases were stenciled in large black 
letters : 

AUSTIN HYDRAULIC MINING 
MACHINERY CO. 

The brassy sun reached the zenith, 
began to drop down the long slant of 
the western sky, shining obliquely 
through the haze. The light assumed 
a reddish hue which stained the dust 
clouds as would a blown mist of blood. 

The teamsters wiped their sweating 
faces with bared forearms. They 
cursed the dust, the sun, the mules, 
earth., eternity, life itself. 

They were alert, watchful men, 
those teamsters. Their eyes roved 
over the trail ahead, scanned the dis
tant wall of stone across the deep 
gorge whose nether lip the trail 
hugged. · 

Much of their attention was di
rected toward the steep, brush
covered slope which swelled upward 
from the dusty trail. Now and then 
they cast glances into the dark depths 
of the gorge, the brush-covered floor 
of which was hundreds of feet from 
the overhanging lip of the trail. They 
were armed with gun and knife and 
had the air of men who knew how to 

. use both. 
Up and up wound the trail, with the 

awful drop of hundreds of feet of 
nothing at all on one side and the 
swelling, brusb-�covered slope on the 

• 

other. The mules were nervous, 
jumpy, with pricking ears and switch
ing tails.. They seemed to sense events 
in the making. 

The nervousness was communi
cated to the drivers. They glanced 
over their shoulders, studied the 
slopes ahead, their watchfulness re
doubled. But just the same they were 
utterly unprepared for what hap
pened� 

Without the slightest warning, the 
dark, silent slope ahead awoke to 
tumultuous life. A wavering line of 
pale flame flickered along the straggle 
of brush. There was a staccato. crack
ling, then the shrill whine of passing 
lead. 

A mule of the leading team went 
down, kicking and squealing. An
other sprawled over its body. In
stantly, where tnere had been efficient 
order, was pandemonium. The mules 
bucked and squealed, rearing back, 
plunging in their harness. 

. � , 

HE huge wagon slewed around, 
its rear end crashing against the 

slope. The driver, yelling with terror, 
dropped the reins and leaped from the 
high seat. Madly he fled down the 
dusty trail as a second ragged volley 
crashed from the brush. 

His companions tumbled from their 
perches and pounded in his wake. 
They rounded a bend, dived into the 
growth and went scrambling up· the 
slope. Soon they were hidden by the 
tall brush, snugged · beneath bushes, 
peering with wide eyes at the hap
penings on the trai l below. 

One, a big Irishman with flaming 
red hair and a truculent blue eye, 
pulled his gun from its sheath. A 
companion snatched it from his hand. 

"Lay low, yuh fool !" he hissed. 
"One shot and yuh'll bring the v.rhole 
band onto us. We can't fight twenty 
armed Injuns ! Look at 'em come 
skulkin' outa the brush. There's 
more'n twenty, and they're still com
in' t" 

"Them devils is  full-blood Yaquis !" 
another teamster said in a hoarse 
whisper. "Look the way their hair is 
hangin' over their eyes. If they come 
lookin' for us we're good as scalped 
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and chopped up right now." 
"They won't come," replied the man 

who snatched the Irishman's gun. 
"They'll know we're holed-up in the 
brush somewhere if we ain't hightail
in' it  down the trail, and it wouldn't 
pay 'em to try and root out four jig
gers with guns. They're after the 
loads, that's all. Look at the scuts 
shovin' them cases over the edge into 
that canyon !" 

The dark-faced, 'buckskin-clad raid
ers had swarmed from cover and into 
the trail. While some, with ready 
rifles, scanned the slope and the dawn
trail, the others hauled the big cases 
from the wagons, straining and grunt
ing with effort, and hurled them into 
the dark depths of the go.rge. The 
crash of their striking the rocks hun
dreds of feet below sent echoes 
pounding along the opposite wall. 

''This is a crazy business makin' 
this trip, anyhow," grumbled the big 
Irishman. "We'll be lucky to get out 
of it with our hair." 

His companion j ingled coins in his 
pocket. 

"We got paid good fo�; it, didn't 
we, and in advance ?"  he demanded. 
"Me, I'm gonna have me a high old 
time in Coma tonight. Worth takin' 
a little chance for." 

"There goes the last case," grunted 
the Irishman, "and there go the spal
pee,ns up the trail. , Look, there's 
others lea din' horses outa the brush ! 
B egorry, they didn't take the mules 
or shoot 'em !" 

· '"Course they didn't,, grunted an
other. "They don't neec! mules, and 
even a Injun is leary of murderin' 
hoss critters for no thin'. • . There 
they go, ridin' away. We've seen the 
last of 'em. What you fellers goin' 
to do ? Me, I'm catchin' me a mule 
and ridin' to Coma." 

"Begorry, and I'll go with yez," 
declared the Irishman. "I started for 
there and I won't let any Injun keep 
me from afther goin' to where I 
started." 

The other two teamsters decided 
to ride back to Welch, taking the 
empty wagons with them. The two 
lead mules were freed of harness and 
shoved i_n to the canyon. . • • 

' 

Dusk was falling when the two 
teamsters flogged their weary mounts 
into Coma and reported what had 
happened. Uncle Mike Shaw cursed 
them and everything else. 

"Where's Hatfield ?" he demanded. 
"Harper, find him and bring him here." 

An hour later, however, Ted Har- / 

per, the foreman, returned alone. 
'4Scoured the whole blamed town,'' 

he reported. · "Can't find hide or hair 
of him. Seems he was last seen ridin' 
out of town last night with that dep .. 
uty sheriff, Neale King." 

.. 

CLE MIKE swore some more. 
Harper departed to attend to his 

multiple duties. A few minut�s later 
Joe Hayes stormed in. 

"What'd I tell yuh !" he shouted, his 
face dark with anger. ''Didn't I say 
this was all foolishness ! Didn't I tell 
yuh that slick j igger Hatfield was a 
ma-verick? All that expensive rna� 
chinery gone to glory ! Thousands of 
dollars wasted ! For what ?n 

It was typical of peppery old Mike 
Shaw that when he faced an angiy 
man, he himself grew cooler. He 
fixed Hayes with his filmy blue eye 
a·nd spoke quietly, but with finality. 

"I'm still runnin' Escondida/, was 
all he said. 

Hayes' face twisted into a sneer. 
''Yeah ? I reckon yuh are for 

awhile, anyhow. Yeah, I know yuh 
own a control lin' interest, but listen ! 
I'm soon gonna own enough of this 
shebang to rate a sayin' as to how the 
tllOney's spent. I done had a talk with 
Lawyer Hutchinson and be told me 
I'll be able to get a minority stock
holder's court order for an accountin' 
as to what's done with the money 
comin' outa Escondida. I'll own 
enough to be entitled to a say." 

Uncle Mike stared at him. '''Yuh 
done gone loco ?" he demanded. 
"What the blue blazes are yuh talkin' 
about ?" 

"What'm I tal kin' about ?" purred 
Hayes. "Just this. Clate Dobson 
owned a hefty holdin' in these dig
gin's, didn't he ? Well, Clate left a 
wilt That will was drawed in favor 
of Bruce Ralston and his heir$. 
Lawyer Hutchinson says· they ain't no 

--
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doubt about it I'll get what Dobson 
left. Then we'll see ! '' 

He stalked out, leaving Uncle Mike 
staring at the wall. For a long time 
the old man sat silent in his chair. 
Then he spoke, as to someone across 
the table : ' 

"Hmmm ! Looks like Bruce and 
pore old Clate gettin' cashed in 
turned out mighty profitable to Joe 
Hayes . . . .  " 

The two teamsters who had gone on 
to Welch with the empty wagons 
rumbled into town shortly after sun
set. With many gestures and much 
profanity ·they told their story. Then 
they unhitched their exhausted mules 
and sought food and rest. 

And as the dark closed down, a sec
ond caravan of big wagons rolled out 
of Welch and climbed the Chisos 
Trail. This time there were eight of 
them, all heaped high with ponderous 
packing-cases, upon the sides of 
which there was no stenciling. 

Before and beside and behind them 
rode armed men, alert, watchful. 
Heading them was Neale King, the 
taciturn deputy sheriff. Beside .him 
rode Jim Hatfield. . . . 

T was Hatfield who first reached 
the Escondida Building early the 

following morning. He was some dis
tance in advance of the rumbling 

• wagon tratn. 
Early as it was, Uncle Mike Shaw 

was already at his desk. His old face 
was lined and weary, but he bounced 
up, bristling, as Hatfield entered the 
office. 

"Where in all tarnation you been ?" 
he demanded. "Did yuh hear what 
happened ? All our hydraulic machin
ery is at the bottom of Talkin' Water 
Canyon !" 

Hatfield stemmed the tirade with a 
gesture. 

"Nope," he said soberly. "Nope, that 
isn't machinery at the botton of Talk
in' Water Canyon. That's just some 
boxes of rock$ and scrap iron. I fig
gered a certain bunch we know some
thin' about might try sometbin' like 
that, and I sorta put one over. on 'em. 

"Yuh see, I couldn,t very well ask 
for a sheriff's posse to guard that ship-

ment from Welch to here just 'cause 
I had a hunch. Wagner wouldn't have 
given me one, and King couldn't go 
over his boss' head without somethin' 
definite to act on. 

"'King sorta conveniently happened 
to be in Welch when those teamsters 
brought their empty wagons back 
though. And naturally he 'felt sorta 
justified in swearin' in a posse right 
off and headin' back with us to Coma." 

"But the machinery ?" demanded 
Uncle Mike. "Where in all tarnation 
time is the machinery ?" 

Hatfield gestured through the open 
window, toward where the wagon 
train was turning off �the trail and ap
proaching the empla�ements that had 
been prepared for the hydraulic 

• gtants. 
"There's yore machinery," he said 

quietly. "All safe and ready to set up. 
It'll be operating in less'n a week .. " 

Several busy days followed for Jim 
Hatfield, during the course of which 
he supervised the unloading and ·erect
ing of the hydraulic machinery. He 
did find time to ascertain that the 
canyon through which ran the ancient 
road really did provide a short-cut to 

. � the Mextcan border. But the canyon 
opened out before it reached the Line. 
The road was lost in the shifting sands 
of a strip of desert. 

There was no way of telling where 
the marauders might have crossed the 
river. No telling even if they had 
continued to the Border, or had turned 
toward some other objective before 
reaching it. 

Once or twice the Ranger saw the 
scar-faced man, Durade, in the com
pany of young Joe Hayes, and he 
felt sure that the pair were covertly 
observing him and discussing him. Of 
the dark-skinned faces he sought he 
saw nothing. 

Nearly two weeks had passed since 
his visit to Ruby's when he again en
tered the garish saloon about mid
night. As he passed through the 
swinging doors, Escolita swirled onto 
the floor to do her specialty dance. 

Escolita was the same in her youth 
and loveliness. But this time her 
dance was different. It was wilder, 
rife with a subtle lure. Hatfield noted 

r 
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that the girl's face was unwontedly 
flushed. 

He noted, too, that instead of keep
ing her gaze fixed above the heads of 
her audience, she met glances boldly, 
her black eyes narrowing, the red 
shadows in their depths flaring to the 
surface. Hatfield sensed a studied ef
fort to inflame, to excite the emotion� 
of the men who ·crowded about the 
dance floor and clapped and cheered. 

The dance ended, but Escolita did 
not SV'?'irl back through the red 
velvet curtains. Hatfield saw her min
gle with the other dancers on the floor, 
a drunken cowboy's arm about her 
trim waist. He caught snatches of re-
marks from the men at the bar, heard 
derisive laughter. 

He saw young J o·e Hayes, his face 
haggard, his eyes burning, staring af
ter the dancing girl. Hayes topk a 
step in her direction, but t�e scar
faced Durade gripped his shoulder 
with cruel fingers, swung him about, 
spat words into his ear. 

Hayes growled and muttered, but 
permitted Durade to shove him 
through the swinging doors. The dark
ness swallowed the pair. 

Hatfield gazed after them, a specula
tive light in his green eyes, the con
centration furrow deepening between 
his brows. His glance shifted back to 
Escolita, and the speculative light in
tensified. He turned at a touch. 

Ruby was standing beside him. She 
looked older than on his previous 
visit, and in her fine eyes was a new 
look of uncertainty. Hatfield felt the 
hand on his arm shake. She, too, was 
staring at the dancing girl. 

"I  I don't know what's come over 
her," she said, a break in her throaty 
voice. "She she's changed. She's 
took to drinking she never did that 
before. Tonight, when I tried to talk 
to her in her dressing room, she she 
slapped me, flung me off, refused to 
listen., 

She turned to the Ranger, and now 
there was stark misery in her eyes. 

"Hatfield," she said, her voice al
most a whisper, "Hatfield, it's the very 
devil to love something, and watch 
that something go to the dogs ! To see 
that something, good and sweet and 

pure, become what what I am ! I be
lieve I'm going crazy ! I I believe 
I'm going to to commit murder !" 

Hatfield looked at the woman with 
the haunting ghost of dead beauty 
still on her face. He sensed what she 
once was, understood her love for the 
girl who was still what she once had 
been. His level gaze held her, domi-
nated her. · 

"Wait," he said quietly. "Things 
aren't always what they look to be. 
Wait." 

Ruby bent a long searching glance 
upon his face. She drew a deep quiv
ering breath. 

"Yes," she said, "I'll wait." 
Hatfield finished his drink and left 

the saloon. 

CHAPTER XVI 
The Tightening Loop 

HE turbulent hours passed in 
Ruby's saloon. Escolita finished 

her last dance, changed to her simple 
street costume. 

But she did not slip out the back 
door. She walked through the crowd 
to the street, head held high, glancing 
to right and left, her lips smiling, her 
slim hips swaying. 

As she passed through the swinging 
doors, more than one man moved as if 
to follow her. But she went so swiftly 
that she had whisked around the cor-

• • ner tn an Instant. 
Reaching the side street she ran, 

swift and lithe as a deer. She turned 
another corner and a moment later 
tripped lightly up the steps that lead 
to her room. She turned into the cor
ridor, at the far end of which a light 
burned dimly. She approached her 
door, and the tall figure of a man 
stepped from the shadows and con
fronted her. 

Escolita gasped, shrank back, one 
hand pressed tightly against her �ed 
lips. 

The man was J im Hatfield ! 
For a trembling moment, the little 

dancer stared at Hatfield. He held 
her eyes with his level gaze, motion-
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less, not speaking. Finally he- gestured 
to the key she held in the hand 
pressed to her mouth. 

"Suppose we go inside,'' he said 
quietly. 

Escolita hesitated, but his eyes 
dominated, compelled her. Obedient
ly she unlocked the door, and entered 
the room, with Hatfield behind her. 
He waited until she had lighted the 
lamp, then closed the door and stood 
with his back against it. 

His eyes had never left her. They 
were steady, grave, but not unkind. 
The girl trembled, stared back at him, 
fascinated. 

"Well, senorita," he said in his deep, 
drawling v�ice, ''what's the idea of 
sendin' yoreself to perdition, just to 
get even with somebody ?" 

The girl shrank back from him as 
i f  he had struck her. She stared, her 
eyes widening with something akin to 
terror. 
- ''Wh-what do you mean ?" she 
gasped. 

"I  mean," Hatfield said, "that yuh're 
deliberately settin' out to be revenged 
on somebody, no matter what happens 
to yoreself in the process. What's the 
idea? And who is it ?-" 

Escolita shrank back still farther. 
She dropped on the couch, covered h�r 
face with her hands. Her shoulders 
shook with a wild, uncontrolled sob
bing. Suddenly she looke-d up, her 
eyes wild, bu'rning. 

"Y o.u are right !" she cried. "I will 
be revenged ! I'll drag his proud name 
in the dust. Wait ! Wait until I tell 
everybody in thees terrible town who 
I am my name. I, who bear his name, 
dancing �n the vilest place in thees 
vile town, laughed at, leered at. Al
ready I am talked about. Already men 
are beginning to wonder. 

"Even she Ruby, my amigo is not 
sure. Men talk of Escolita. Soon they 
will talk of another name. What do I 
care what happens to me ? I hate him ! 
I will have my revenge. He deserted 
my mother, broke her heart. She died 
of a broken heart. 

"He has sunk low lower than even 
I thought possible. He is friend to 
those he should hate.' But he had pride 
--pride in his old and honored name. 

Through that pride I shall str.ik'e. I 
will have my revenge !" 

I M  HATFIELD understood the 
Latin mind, the Latin tempera

ment. He understood the scorching 
pride of fiery Spanish blood, the ca
pacity for hate, the undying desire for 
vengeance for wrong done. He knew 
that under th� wild, i-ncoherent words 
of the girl was � terrible fixed pur
pose. She meant what she said. 

Only Spanish blood and Spanish 
heritage could conceive this subtle 
scheme of vengeance. Only Spanish 
tradition and way of thinking could 
fully understand and appreciate its 
strength .. 

"Uh-huh and ruin yourself com
plete gettin' yore revenge," he replied 
to her last frantic declaration .. 

She stared up at him defiantly. 
"And send others there at the same 

time !"  he continued. 
"Others ?" 
"Yes," Hatfield pursued remorse

lessly. "Young Joe Hayes for one. 
He's makin' a fast trip. And Ruby--
Ruby's already there, but you mighta 
pulled her back." 

The girl's lips were white, her eyes 
great pools of horror. 

"No no !" she whispered. 
Hatfield leaned forward, held her 

with his eyes. 
"Tell me," he said softly. "Tell me 

his name his real name." 
For a moment her glance met his, 

then her eyes dropped and she stared 
dully at the floor. Slowly she shook 
her head from side to side. Hatfield 
gazed at her for a moment; recognized 
the futility of argument, and left the 
room. 

Outside in the street he paused and 
stared up at the stars paling in the first 
flush of dawn. 

"I gotta work fast !' '  he muttered. 
"There�s still loose ends b.angin' about, 
and they've got to be tied up fast. That 
feller is smart, almighty smart. He'd 
slip through a loose loop like a grea$ed 
yearlin'. I gotta tighten my rope, and · 

I haven't got much time." 
Hatfield went back to Ruby's for a 

nightcap before turning in. The 
dance floor was deserted, the crowd at 
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the bar gradually thinning out. 
He found a poker game in progress 

at a table near the end of the bar. The 
players were Sheriff Walt Wagner, 
Henry Lyons, the scar-faced Durade, 
Joe Hayes and a couple of lean m'en 
in cowboy dress whose faces were un
familiar. 

The stakes were evidently high, and 
the intent players vouchsafed Hat
field hardly a glance. He leaned 
against the bar, toying with his drink, 
and watched the game. 

Joe Hayes was losing, Hatfield 
sensed. The young ranch owner's face 
was flushed, his eyes red from drink 
and lack of sleep. He peered at his 
cards in· a scowling way and made 
frequent nervous gestures_. 

The set of his coat seemed to annoy 
him and he shoved the left lapel back 
:with a p·etulant sweep of his hand. As 
the coat fell back for a moment, Hat
field caught a dull gleam of metal. 

The Ranger's eyes narrowed slightly 
and he regarded Hayes thoughtfully. 
Joe Hayes wore a heavy belt gun slung 
low on his left hip, the butt turned 
to the front, the mark of a cross-draw 
man. But Hatfield now knew that 
Hayes also wore a shoulder holster. 

Hayes continued his fidgeting. His 
moving and jostling appeared to irri
tate the quiet Lyons. He said some
thing sharply to the young man and 
struck the table with his hand. The 
sound seemed bard, metallic, yet his 
hand was empty. 

A TFIELD'S eyes narrowed still 
more. 

"And that jigger's got a gun up his 
sleeve," he muttered soundlessly. 
"Derringer, probably. And he's wear
ing a belt gun, too. What an outfit ! 
Heeled and double-heeled, and watch
in' each other like hawks." 

Lyons' coat was brushed back, re
vealing the big gun in its scabbard. A 
section of the heavy cartridge belt was 
also revealed. Hatfield scanned the 
gun idly, frowning a little at the 
smooth ivory handle of the six. The 
Lone Wolf was prejudiced against 
pearl and ivory handles . 
. ''Too slick," was his verdict about 

such guns. "Liable to turn in the 

hand. And they catch the light at 
night, too, and give the other jigger 
something to shoot at." 

His gaze shifted along the gleaming 
rims of the cartridges in Lyons' belt 
loops. Suddenly something peculiar 
about those belt loops attracted his 
attention. He stared at them intently. 
!'hen ·he abruptly finished his drink, 
placed the empty glass on the bar and 
sauntered across to the little sand
wich counter, passing so close to 
Lyons' chair as to almost brush against 
him. 

He did not pause, but his ke'en 
glance focused on the belt loops, miss
ing no slightest detail of their con
struction. He ordered a sandwich at 
the counter, raised it  to his moutl:i 
with a steady hand. But in the shadow 
of his wide hat, his long, black-lashed 
eyes seemed a ... crawl with green fires. 
• • • 

* * * 
The installation of the hydraulic 

machinery was completed. The huge 
brass nozzles on their ball joints, 
which permitted horizontal and verti
cal play, stood like gleaming cannon, 
their muzzles directed at the tower
ing gravel bank of the mountain side. 

On each platform stood men whom 
Hatfield had carefully instructed in 
the operation of the metal monsters. 
Other workmen clustered nearby, 
tense, interested, waiting for the Lone 
Wolf to give the word. 

· The dam in the canyon was finished, 
as was the long covered flume of mas .. 
si ve timbers. 

It appeared that all of Coma and 
Mescalero Valley were present for the 
beginning of operations. In the fore
front stood, among others, young Joe 
Hayes, his face flushed, his eyes blood
shot. 

Beside him, lean, lounging, passive 
with the deadly passiveness of an un
sheathed rapier, was the tall man with 
the scarred face. Durade, Hayes' con .. 

• stant companton. 
Henry Lyons, dark, impassive, stood 

a little apart with Sheriff Walt Wag
ner. It seemed to Hatfield that in 
Ly,ons' dark, inscrutable eyes was an 
expression of sardonic amusement. 
Hatfield wondered, a triBe uneasily. 

-
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He hesitated to give the word to 
begin operations, experiencing a 
nameless feeling of disquietude. 
Everything, he felt sure, was as it 
should be. Everything was in per
fect working order. Nothing had 
been overlooked. 

He cast a last searching glance over 
the hydraulic equipment, and as he 
did so, he permitted himself a covert 
chuckle. 

"Just what in all creation am I an 
engineer or a Ranger ?" he asked him
self with amusement. "I figgered to 
come over to this section as a Ranger, 
but things appear to have got sorta 
scrambled." His face set in grim 
lines. "I took the right track, though,'' 
he congratulated himself. ''Just an
other thread or two, and the loose 
ends are tied up. I'm mighty nigh 
ready to risk the final play. Mighty 
nigh ready." 

TH a shrug of his broad shoul
ders he abruptly faced about, 

grasped a lever with his powerful 
hand. The men at the nozzles stif
fened alertly, gripped their controls. 

Hatfield threw the master lever 
which turned the mighty head of 
water into the lead lines. The men at 
the nozzles moved. 

With a hissing roar, eight-inch 
streams of water shot from the giants, 
striking the gravel bank with a shat
tering crash. Clouds of dust arose, 
instantly beaten down beneath show
ers of rainbowed spray. Torrents of 
muddy water cascaded down the slope, 
choked with gravel and earth, swirl
ing their burden toward the waiting 
sluice boxes. 

The assembled crowd gave a rous
ing cheer. 

For several minutes Hatfield let the 
huge j ets of water roar and storm. 
Then he signaled to the nozzlemen, 
who closed their throttles. The roar 
subsided, stilled. The ensuing silence 
was almost painful. 

"Reckon she works, eh, gents?" 
shouted old Mike Shaw, his wrinkled 
face beaming. 

The tall Durade said sometning to 
young Joe Hayes. The pair turned 
their gaze full upon Hatfield. Hayes' 

face twisted into a sneer. He laughed 
j eeringly, an offensive, personal note 
in his sardonic mirth. 

Jim Hatfield's eyes suddenly blazed 
green fire. Two long strides and he 
had reached Hayes. His sinewy hand 
shot out, gripped the ranch owner by 
the throat. Clean off his feet he lifted 
the heavy man, and shook him as a 
wolf shakes a rat. 

"Hayes, I've stood all from you I'm 
gonna stand," he said, his voice cold 
as steel grinding on i�e. ''Yuh're noth
in' but a spoiled brat, a good-for
nothin' guzzler, a worthless bawl
beller profitin' from the work of bet
ter men. If I hear anything more 
outa yuh, I'm gonna tie yuh in a 

. double bowknot and ram yuh down 
yore own throat !" 

With a final shake that rattled the 
man's teeth like castanets, he flung 
Hayes from him. Young Joe sprawled 
on his face in the muddy gravel, 
ploughed up several yards of it, rolled 
over and lay gasping, a sight to gaze 
upon. 

"Look out !" howled Uncle Mike 
Shaw. 

But Hatfield had already seen, from 
the corner of his eye- He leaped side- . 
ward with pantherish grace, ducked 
under the whizzing knife Durade had 
drawn, and knocked Durade half a 
dozen yards straight through the air. 
Durade lay where he fell, his bloody 
face buried in the mud. 

Hatfield swept the frozen crowd 
with a bleak glare that was like a 
glacial wind. For a tense instant he 
stood lance-straight, towering, com
manding, thumbs hooked over double 
cartridge belts, slim, deadly hands 
scant inches from the flaring butts of 
the big black guns. Then he relaxed, 

..dropped his hands, and spoke in his 
normally soft and drawling voice. 

"Well, I reckon that'll be about 
all." 

There was silence. Young Joe 
Hayes got painfully to his feet, wiped 
the blood and mud from his face, 
stared at the tall Ranger. Suddenly 
his face broke into a grin that was 
almost boyish. He looked Hatfield 
squarely in the eye. He spoke, and 
his voice was hearty, respectful, and 

• 
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completely devoid of malice. 
"Uh-huh, big feller, 1 reckon yuh're 

right. I reckon that is about all !" 
Squaring his shoulders, and with

out a glance at the unconscious Dur
ade, he turned and strode sturdily 
down the slope toward Coma. Jim 
Hatfield gazed after him, and his 
bleak, strangely colored eyes were 
suddenly all kindness. 

CHAPTER X:VII 

Disaster 

ILE busy qays came and 
went, the hurtling streams of 

water tore fiercely into the towering 
slope, bringing down untold tons of 
earth and gravel. Old Mike exult
ingly reported that the sluice boxes 
were already showing gold. 

Hatfield felt that he could safely 
turn over to Ted Harper this job that 
had unexpectedly been placed upon 
his own broad shoulders. He was al
most ready to act on the business that 
actually has brought him to Mescalero 
Valley, but not quite. The master 
thread of his close-drawn web still 
eluded him that master thread of 
motivation which was all-important, 
without which, firm in his grasp, he 
dared not take the final step. 

"That feller is smooth,'' he repeated 
to himself. "Smooth and deadly. 
It'll take a plumb tight noose to hold 
him." 

And ever the baleful, flaming ray 
that refiected from the polished sur
face of the Devil's Finger dropped 
lower and lower over Mescalero Val
ley, until the red lance of light seem�d 
barely to clear the tree tops of the 
slope. 

Hatfield had not been to town for 
two days. He had eaten and slept at 
the scene of operations, sharing a 
hastily constructed bunkhouse with 
men who constantly attended the ma
chinery. 

Late the third night he entered 
Ruby's. Ruby herself saw him the 
moment he passed through the swing .. 
ing doors, and hurriedly joined him 

at the bar. Her face was stained, 
there were new lines visible, and the 
circles under her blue eyes were 
darker. 

"Something terrible happened last 
night, Hatfield," she told the Ranger. 
"This town is getting even my nerve.'' 

"How's that ?" Hatfield questioned. 
Ruby looked hurriedly about, moved 

a little farther down the bar, to an 
unoccupied space, and spoke in low 
tones. 

"Last night, just before she was 
_ going on for her last dance,'' she said, 

"Escolita discovered that the heel of 
one of her slippers was cracked. One 
of my girls, the little redhead they 
call Flame, offered to go to Escolita's 
room and get another pair. She 
slipped out the back way, and when 
she didn't return, I sent a swamper 
over to Escolita's room to find out 
why. He found out !" 

Ruby shuddered, and her rich voice 
choked in her throat. 

''Yes ?" Hatfield prompted quietly. 
"He found Flame-in the hallway

dead," Ruby said with apparent dif
ficulty. ''She'd been stabbed !" 

Hatfield regarded her a moment, his 
eyes coldly gray. 

"Ruby,, he said at length, "yuh still 
got some influence over Escolita, 
haven't yuh ?" 

"Yes-some," she said hesitantly. 
"I want yuh to use it," Hatfield tol d 

her. ''Use every bit of it to keep Es
colita with yuh, day and night every 
minute." 

Ruby stared at him, her eyes di
lating with horror. 

"You you mean that knife was 
meant for was meant for " 

"Yes," Hatfield finished the sen
tence for her, "it was meant for Esco
�ita. Can yuh keep her. with yuh ?" 

The golden woman was suddenly 
transformed. The air of hesitation, of 
uncertainty, left her. She straight
ened, and her blue eyes burned. Once 
again she was the Ruby who ruled 
men, who with her white hand quelled 
trouble in the toughest joint in a 
tough cattle town before it got fairly 
under way. 

"I'll keep her !" she promised be
tween set teeth. "I'll keep her 1£ I 

• 
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have to break that white neck of 
hers !"  

T WAS late when Hatfield got 
back to the camp. Thoroughly 

weary, he went to bed and almost in-
stantly fell asleep. 

He awoke with a start. The first 
gray light of dawn was stealing 
through the windows. His ears still 
rang to a distant roaring explosion · 

followed by rumbles and crashes, 
which swiftly died to silence. 

Other men were sitting up in their 
bunks, asking questions, making ex
clamations. Outside sounded a sud
den shouting, a dwindling of the hiss 
and roar of the giants worked by the 
night force. 

. Hatfield leaped from his bunk and 
· began dr·essing with swift efficiency . 

Boots pounded outside, the door was 
Bung open. An excited man peered 
through the gloom, spotted Hatfield. 

"Boss," he shouted, "the water's 
stopped comin' down the flume, and 
there was one gosh-awful racket up 
toward the canyon a minute . ago. It 

L . ,, • . . . tsten . 
From far up the darkling slope of 

the mountain sounded a throb and 
mutter that swelled to a triumphant 
roll and died away. 

· 

"Drums !" exploded the man. "In
jun drums ! Them red devils have 
raised some ' new devilment, or my 
name's not Casey !'' 

Hatfield kept Goldy near him at 
the camp, sheltered under a lean-to. 
Now he saddled and bridled the big 
sorrel at lightning speed. 

"Bring the gang after me, with 
guns !" he ordered Ted Harper, and 
galloped away in the direction of the 
canyon. 

It was broad daylight when Hat
field reached the canyon. There he 
found a scene of wild destruction. 
The dam and the flume were buried 
beneath thousands of tons of stone 
which chQked the canyon to a height 
of many feet. The cliffs on either 
side showed colossal shatterings. 
They had been rent and riven by ter
rific explosions of dynamite. 

Hatfield's face was bleak, set like 
iron. He stared at the jumbled ruin, 

visioning that blazing explosion in 
the canyon through which ran the 
ancient road of the Mexican gold 
seekers of long ago. 

"So that's what they were packin' 
dynamite over this way for, and not 
buyin' it in Coma !'' flashed into his 
mind. ''They mined the cliffs with 
charges, waited until the construction 
was -all finished and things looked 
fine, then set it off. Well, it shore 
looks like somebody don't want Uncle 
Mike Shaw to make money out of the 
Escondida mine. I've got a hunch 
I can name the somebody, too even 
if I can,t prove it yet. But in the 
name of all the blue blazes why !" 

All day long the Rang·er searched 
the canyon for clues to the marau
ders, examined t h e destruction 
wrought, estimated the extent of the 
damage. Late in the day at the Es
condida Building, Uncle Mike Shaw 
received his discouraging report with 
dull apathy. 

"Looks like things is sorta fin
ished," Uncle Mike admitted. ''I 
ain't got the money to clean up that 
mess and build new dams and flumes, 
and I doubt if I can get it outa the 
mine. The tunnel workins' -are bare
ly payinJ expenses now. Anyhow after 
this happenin', I figger I won't be 
able to have the full say as to what's 
done with the mine money. Joe 
Hayes owns a hefty holdin' now. He 
seems to nave sorta improved some 
since yuh walloped the daylights outa 
him, ain't drinkin' so much and ain't 
runnin' around so much with that 
snaky Frank Durade. But he's stub
born as a y<>ung mule and I figger I 
won't be able to swing him into my 
line of thinkin'.'� l 

ERE was n o t h i n g Hatfield 
could say, at the moment. A si .. 

lence ensued. Together they stood 
in front of the mine building staring 
up the slope toward where the Devil's 
Finger glowered balefully in the red 
light of the setting sun. 

"Look," old Mike suddenly ex
claim-ed. "Look, Hatfield, and you'll 
see how I come to find Escondida. It's 
got to the time of the year wh�n the 
sun's swung around so's the last light 
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from it slants up and hits the curved 
under-side of the Finger. Instead 
of shootin' a ray across the valley, it 
beats right down onto the slope in 
line with the mine mouth. Watch, 
now !'' 

Hatfield fixed his gaze on the bale
ful finger of stone. Suddenly from 
the curved surface a fierce red ray 
shot downward at a sharp angle. 
Squarely upon the growth-covered 
slope it beat. 

The �horny Coma brush seemed to 
leap into the living flame. Every twig 
and berry stood out clear and dis
tinct, and through the straggle 
showed glimpses of a beetling cliff a 
score or more of yards in height, to 
which the growth clung raggedly. 

"Watch, now," repeated Uncle 
Mike. "In a minute it'll start crawlin' 
down the slope toward the mine 
mouth." 

Before the mind's eye of Jim Hat
field suddenly blazed words from the 
dying message penned by old Fernan
do de Castro many, many years ago : 

• . . The treasure is there where the 
red ray falls. . . . The wealth shall lie hid
den and the mine will remain indeed La 
Mina Escondida/ 

"The treasure and the mine !" the 
Ranger muttered. "He kept writin' 
about 'em like they were two different 
things. Hmm ! 'Where the red ray 
falls !' " 

Uncle Mike glanced up. "Eh ?" he 
questioned, bewildered. 

Hatfield came out of his absorption 
with a start. He shot staccato sen
tences at the old man. 

"Quick pencil and paper ! Don't 
ask questions-quick ! I can't take 
my, eyes off it !'' 

Gurgling amazed profanity, Uncle 
Mike hurried to obey. Hatfield, his 
intent gaze never leaving the spot 
where the red ray focused, seized 
them from him. '

With swift, skillful fingers he be
gan making a sketch as the ominous 
red light started to move down the 
slope. With the eye of the trained 
engineer and the uncannily gifted 
plainsman, he measured heights and 
distances, estimated the angles of dec-

. 

lination and ascent, the length of 
the base of the giant triangle formed 
by the Devil's Finger, the ray and 
the slope. 

"Got it !" he exclaimed exultantly. 
"Uncle Mike, it's a hur,.ch nothing 
much more but it's a hunch that ties 
up mighty nice with some loose ends. 
It's a hunch that says yuh're mighty 
soon goin' to. be sittin' on top of the 
heap, and I'm goin' to take a long 
tide !" 

E following day, Jim Hatfield 
and Uncle Mike Shaw rode up 

the Chisos Trail. The track was 
empty when they cut away from it 
at the head of the slope and they felt 
sure they were not observed. They 
splashed through the little stream, 
climbed the rise of the shallow pla
teau and reached the middle of the 
great wall or rock that was the Fin
ger. 

Uncle Mike stared at the Spanish 
inscription chiseled in the stone, and 
swore weakly. But, like Hatfield, he 
understood and appreciated the dead
ly threat, the sinister purpose em
bodied in the vainglorious wordage. 

. Hatfield rode to the lip of the pla
teau. He drew forth the sketch he 
had made and studied it thoughtfully. 

"Directly in line with where we 
are, and an eighth of a mile or so 
down the slope," he announced. 

Uncle Mike scanned the steep, 
brush-clothed, boulder-strewn a n d 
broken slope with the eye of a pros
pector thoroughly familiar with such 
a terrain. · 

"Don't think the bosses can make 
it," he decided. "I reckon it'll be 
shanks' mare from here on for us.'' 

Hatfield nodded agreement. Always 
solicitous of his horse's welfare, he 
dismounted and led Goldy and old 
Mike's cayuse through the brush un
til he reached where the little stream 
diagonalled down the slope. 

After some search, he found a little 
clearing on the near bank, grass
grown, hemmed in by tall, thick 
growth. He removed the rigs from 
the horses, and hobbled Shaw's 
mount. Goldy, he knew, would not 
stray. Here the animals were pro· 
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vided with water and grazing. They 
would be comfortable and hidden 
from view. 

As an afterthought, he detached 
his sixty-foot lariat and took it along 
with him. It might come in handy 
during the scramble down the steep 
slope. 

The descent proved to be irritating 
and painful because of the thorns and 
the sharp stones. But it was not 
particularly difficult until, near the 
end of the distance Hatfield had es
timated, they paused on the lip of a 
steeply sloping wall of shattered rock. 
Uncle Mike shook his dead dubiously. 

"If we get outa this without busted 
necks, we'll be almighty lucky," he 
.declared. 

The edges, the irregularity of the 
cliff face and the stout coma trees 
that sprouted from every crevice 
made the scramble to the bench be
low less difficult than they antici
pated. Scratched and bleeding, and 
nursing bruises, they finally made it 
and paused on the flat surface of the 
bench to catch their breath. 

Hatfield again consulted his draw-
ing. ' 

"Right about here is  where I figger 
the ray focused," he said. "Now let's 
go over this section and see if we 
can find signs of anything buried or 
hidden." 

They went over the ground, every 
foot of it, ranging far to the right 
and to the left against the chance of 
error in the drawing or Hatfield's cal
culations. They searched thorough
ly and found nothing. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

Murderer's Gold 

-..TOON came and went, more hours 1� passed, and the sun slanted down 
the western sky. Still the Ranger and 
Uncle Mike Shaw persisted. Finally 
they joined company at the spot 
where Hatfield maintained the fiery 
ray had focused. 

Uncle Mike wagged his grizzled 
head pessimistically. 

"Looks like we're nosin' a cold 
trail, son," he declared. "Reckon the 
old don was sorta flighty when he 
wrote that message. Reckon that ac
counts for the funny way it was 
worded. I'm scared the Escondida 
Mine was the only treasure he was 
talkin, about. There shore ain't no 
sign of anything bein' buried here
abouts, or any hole in the ground 
where it mighta been hid. The brush 
might hide a mound or markin' from 
anybody lookin' down from above or 
up from down below, but when you 
get down close to the stems like we 
are, it's easy to see it don't hide 
nothin'." 

Hatfield did not reply. His keen 
gaze was roving back and forth across 
the terrain they had so painstakingly 
examined. He was probing, analyz
ing, taking into consideration every 
blotch or seam in the cliff face, the 
position of every tuft of brush grow
ing from crack or crevice. 

Suddenly his glance fixed on the 
sloping wall a score or so of yards to 
the right of where they had scrarnbled 
down it. Clumps of brush dotted its 
surface, but much of the stone was in 
plain view. Now that the low-lying 
sun was casting its rays full upon the 
surface, he noted something hereto
fore overlooked. 

The face of the cliff seemed at this 
point to step forward slightly. There 
was no break apparent in the irregu
lar wall, but Hatfield was sure it was 
no optical_ illusion. He turned and 
scrambled swiftly toward the spot, 
Uncle Mike trudging along some dis
tance behind, muttering disconso-
lately in his whiskers. · 

Hatfield reached the spot opposite 
the formation that had excited his in
terest. He scrambled up the slope 
until he was close to the wall of rock. 
Suddenly he gave an exultant shout. 

"What yuh found, son ?" demanded 
Un�le Mike, clawing and skittering 
through the brush. 

"Look !" Hatfield exclaimed. "No 
wonder we overlooked it. A man 
could pass within five feet of the cliff 
and never notice it. See the rock 
folds back on itself like a double 
creased sheet of paper." 

I 
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Puffing with effort ana excitement, 
Uncle Mike joined him. Together 
they stood peering into a nar:row crack 
that split the face of the · cliff at so 
sharp an angle as to almost parallel 
the outer surface. 

Tnat slight stepping forward of the 
rock wall to the right was the only 
visible clue to its existence. And, as 
Hatfield had declared, it was prac
tically unnoticeable even to a person 
passing along the foot of the cliff. 

Together they entered the crack, 
followed it  for a score of passes, the 
light swiftly growing fainter. Ab
ruptly the narrow passage turned at· 
practically right angles. They faced 
into a black .cave mouth from which 
exuded a chill, clammy breath. 

CLE M IKE SHAW hung back. 
"Son," he remarked aubiously, 

"do y.uh shore enough figger there 
might be somethin' worthwhile in that 
hole ? Looks mighty dark and lone-
some to me." 

· 

Hatfield smiled. "I'm still foller
ing a hunch," he said. "Let's go back 
outside a minute 'fore we crawl in 
any farther." 

A little distance from the crevice 
was a gulley, with its sides covered 
with flowering weeds. There was an 
abundance of dry sotol stalks in evi
dence and Hatfield gathered an arm
ful of convenient lengths. He knew .. 
they made excellent torches. 

"All right," he told Uncle Mike, 
who baa likewise provided himself 
with stalks. ''We'll be able to see 
where we're goin', anyhow. Hit the 
trail, par.dner !" 

T{)gether they reentered the black 
mouth of the cave. The flame of the 
torch Hatfield carried r e v e a 1 e d 
smooth, glistening walls and a dense 
arch of rock a few feet above their· 
heads. The Boor of the cave, sloping 
gently downward, was littered witn 
boulders of :various sizes, and was 
rough and uneven. �· 

For more than an hour they fol
lowed the turns and twists of the 
passage. Always the slope was down
ward, gentle but persistent, until Hat
field knew that they were deep down 
in the bowels of the mountain. The 

air was dank, but fresh enough, and 
there was a steaay, unnatural draft 
that bent the ftame of the torch inward 
as they progressed. 

They rounded a turn. The walls of 
the cavern fell away until they were 
invisible on either side. At tlie same 
instant a great gust of wind came tear
ing past and extinguished the torch. 

"Hold it !'' Hatfield called to" Uncle 
Mike, and fumbled for a matclL 

He crept forward cautiously a few 
feet and abruptly glanced upward. 
Far, far above was light. A narrow, 
ragged strip of blue sky seemed to 
press directly down upon the broken 
crests of two awful cliffs that soared 
upward for at least twice a thousand 
feet. 

Feebly, reluctantly, the light fil
tered down into the vast gulf, but only 
the faint shadow-dregs, murky, un
certain. It changed the all-pervading 
gloom to a misty gray that was ghost
ly and ominous. 

Hatfield saw now that they stood 
on the brink of a frightful chasm. Its 
lip was jagged and torn, as if in some 
far distant age the mountain had been 
rent and driven by some appalling 
convulsion of Nature. 

Its depth he could not guess, for 
only a few feet below the lip the 
gloom was intense. Nor could he see 
the far w.all, which likewise was 
shrouded in darkness. 

Cautiously he kicked a loose stone 
over the edge. It fell silently, and 
vanished. He listened, straining his 
ears, but no sound drifted• up from the 
dark depths. They were so tremen
dous that the sound of the heavy rock 
striking bottom did not carry back, if 
it ever did strike bottom ! p 

Jim Hatfield had a feeling that this 
mighty wound in her breast, this ter
rific slash of an avenging angel's 
sword, sank to earth's very heart. He 
shook to the blasts of wind that tore 
down the gulf. His ears rang with its 
hum and roar. 

� �00:0 gosh, this is  awful !'' 
bawled . Uncle Mike, w.iping 

sweat from his face with a trembling 
hand. 

Hatfield, his eyes becominr; ac�us-
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:to�ed to the dim light,_ peered for
ward. He could dimly make out a 
ledge of rock, only a few feet in width, 

· that soared upward from the lip of the 
gulf in a steep curve. 

Right out over the yawning black
ness stretched the narrow curved rib-- . 

bon, i.ts upper s u r f a -c e slightly 
rounded. Under the blows of the rush
ing wind it hummed like a giant t�n
ing fork of stone. 

"It's a bridge !" Hatfield shouted to 
Shaw. �'A natural bridge that reaches 
to the other side of this hole ! Reckon 
we'll have to cross it." 

"Cross on that?" wailed Uncle Mike. 
"It might fall down, and even if it 

.don't we'll shore be blowed off !, 
''Guess we'll have to risk it," Hat

field - shouted back " I  figger it won't 
fall, and I reckon we won't g,et blowed 
off if We are careful. We'll have to ' 
creep along in the dark. I've tried to 
light the torch, but there ain.'t a chance 
in this wind." 

Uncle Mike squawked a despairing 
curse, but edged along behind Hat
field as the Ranger set his foot cau
tiously upon the sloping surface of 
the bridge. 

Foot by foot they crept along, lean
ing against the gusts of wind that 
tore down the gulf, cautiously testing 
each step as they advanced. The gloom 
was intense, deepening as the sun sank 
lower and less light seeped into the 
chasm. The bridge hummed and vi
brated, seeming to jerk and sway as 
the blast beat upon it. 

They ceased to climb and reached 
a level space. They were upon the 
very apex of the bridge, the frightful 
depths below them, the walls of rock 
towering above their heads. They 
paused for breath. 

. Without warning a strange and 
wonderful thing happened. A great 
sword of reddish flame pierced the 
gloom, falling full upon the bridge, 
staining the whirling mist-wreaths in 
the gulf with bloody light. It  was a 
beam from the setting sun, falling 
through some rift or crevice in the 
rock wall far above. 

Instantl¥ what had been deepest 
shadow pulsed with intense light. 
Hatfield could see that the soaring 

arch upon which they stood was com
paratively slight. The thickness ot 
the stone at the apex .could not be 
more than a yard, perhaps less. -

The rock thickened at each end, 
however, as it approached the cliffs, 
until it was a mighty buttress welded 
to the solid. mass of the wall. At the 
far end of the bridge, twice a score 
of yards distant, he could see the dark 
opening whi.ch was a continuation of 
the cave. 

''Quick !" he exclaimed to Uncle 
Mike. "Quick, while the light lasts. 
It'll be gone in a minute !, 

They shuffled down the far slope of 
the bridge, stepped thankfully onto 
firm ground once more and turned to 
look back at the awesome scene. 

• 

For several minutes the · great ray 
of light flamed and pulsed through 
the shadows, then as abruptly as it 
had .come it snapped off. Darkness, 
intens·e, impenetrable, closed down. 

ATFIELD stepped into the cave 
mouth. Sheltered from the blast 

of the wind, he relighted the torch 
and they continued their progress. 

"Well," grunted Uncle Mike, "I al
ways figgered I'd end up in perdition, 
but I never expected to get a glim at 
the front door 'fore my time." 

"Looked sorta like that_, didn't it," 
chuckled Hatfield. "But it wasn't so 
bad as it looked. That bridge was 
firm enough." 

"Couple good licks with a sledge 
hammer would knock it down in the 
middle," grunted Shaw. ''Weren't 
l!lore'n a couple feet thick all the 
twenty feet of that level stretch and 
for another ten foot dovvn the far 
slope. Looked almighty flimsy to me 
when I was standin' on it, lookin' 
down in that red light." 

Hatfield nodded but directed his at
tention ahead. 

"Look !"  he suddenly exclaimed. 
''We shore ain't the first jiggers to 
travel t:his road." 

,Cut deeply in the rock wall was a 
singular device. Old Mike stared at 
it, swore under his breath. 

"What the blue bloomin' blazes is 
it?'' he demanded. 

Hatfield examined the engraving 
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carefully with glowing eyes. 
"It's a heraldic device,'' he ex

plained. "And I'm think in' it's the 
lions and towers of Castile, from 
whi�h developed the Spanish coat of 
arms. Leon was joined with Castile 
centuries ago, before the joinin' of 
Aragon and Castile produced modern 
Spain, and Leon adopted the artns of 
Castile.'' 

"And that means?" hesitated Uncle 
Mike, understanding little of what the 
Ranger said. 

"Can't say for shore," Hatfield re
plied, "but this cuttin' is mighty old 
and I'd say was done by that old Don 
Enrique de Leon, who was murdered 
by de Castro for the treasure they 
both knew about. Or done by the old 
don's orders." · 

Old Mike wet his suddenly dry lips 
with the tip of his tongue. 

"Then then," he mumbled, "mebbe 
there is a treasure !'' 

"1'4ebbe," Hatfield agreed tersely. 
"Let's go and see." 

They continued down the passage, 
which was much more difficult to 
travel than that which led to the 
.chasm and the bridge, due to the mul
titude of boulders and shattered rocks, 
between which were deep crevices in 
which it would be easy to break a leg. 
The air was close and heavy and they 
sweated profusely and suffered much 
from thirst .. 

"If there is anythin', we shore are 
earnin' it," croaked Uncle Mike. 
"Look ! Ain't that 'nother of them 
mar kin's?" 

It was. Again �ut deeply into the 
rock wall was the shape of a shield 
adorned with lions and towers. And 
cut beneath it was a cross. 

"I've a notion we're· getting hot !" 
exclaimed Uncle Mike. 

Another score of paces and the tun
nel suddenly opened into a chamber 
of some extent. Hatfield lighted a 
fresh torch and held it high. 

"Good gosh !" gasped Un-cle Mike. · 
His face stern, Hatfield walked 

across the room and bent a somber 
gaze upon the p i t i £ u 1 remains 
crouched a g a i n s t the rock, the 
shrunken ankle of each still fettered 
by a heavy chain. 

"Injuns ! '' muttered Uncle Mike. 
"In this dry air they turned · into 
mummies. Just some dried skin 
stret-ched over bone. Yaquis, from the 
looks of 'em." 

"Yes," Hatfield said softly, "some 
of 'those dark ones who died toiling 
in the black dark I '  '' Grimly he quoted 
the words written in blood by long 
dead Fernando de Castro. "And over 
there," he added, his voice cold, de
pressed, "is why they died." 

Uncle Mike Shaw followed his ges
ture and stared pop-eyed at the rows 
of stacked metal bars. In the light of 
the torch they gave off a dull, smol
dering glow. The old man shuffled 
over to them, lifted one from its place 
with evident effort. 

"Gold !" he muttered. "Gold ingots ! 
The produce of the mine when the 
gravel was a sight richer than what 
we turn up today. They hid it here 
until they -could take it safe to Mexico 
and mebbe to Spain.'' 

"Uh-huh," Hatfield agreed. "They 
used the Indians to carry it here, then 
chained 'em to the wall and left 'em to 
die in the dark, so's they could never 
tell anybody where the gold was hid . 
Salty gents in those days, old-timer ! 
But the secret came down through the 
years by means of old de Castro's mes
sage, and mebbe other ways, too. Old 
Ramon Penelosa k n e w something 
'bout it, and figgered out how to get it, 
. too, mebbe."· 

"But he never got it !" exulted Mike 
Shaw. "We've got it ! Hatfield, we're 
rich !" 

The Lone Wolf gazed at him, and in 
the flickering light of the torch his 
eyes were kind, and a trifle amused. 

''You're rich," he corrected. "The 
gold is on yore claim, and it belongs 
to you and Joe Hayes. It ain't as 
valuable as old de Castro figgered it 
was in his day, but there's plenty to 
have yuh both sittin' pretty, no matter 
how Escondida pans out." 

He stemmed old Mike's torrent of 
protest with a raised hand. There 
was a finality in his voice that for
bade further argument. 

"I've got my job," he stated. "One 
that'll keep me busy for so long as I 
last, and I haven't got time to be bur-

.. 
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dened with a lot of dinero. Come on, 
now, let's get back. We can't carry 
the gold out by ourselves. Mighty 
few torches left and we don't want to 
get caught in the dark." 

Old Mike stared into the Lone 
Wolf's lean, stern face, bewilderment 
struggling with admiration in his 
eyes. But without protest he turned 
and followed him , up the passage. 
Weary, thirsty, depressed by the re
membrance of the agonized lines in 
the mummified faces of the Indians 
who had died of hunger and thirst in 
the black dark, they struggled toward 
the outer air. 

They were not far from the cave 
mouth, and the bridge, clattering 
noisily over the boulders, their torch 
flaring and winking in the dark, when 
the air trembled to a sullen boom fol
lowed by a rending, crashing sound. 

''Good gosh !'' exclaimed Uncle 
Mike. ''What was that ?" 

Hatfield halted in his tracks, hesi
tated a moment, then raced forward, 
his face grimly set, instinctively ex
tinguishing the toich as he reached 
the cave mouth. 

. J. & PALE shimmer, evidently of � moonlight, seeped down from 
the vast heights. Through it the wind 
howled. The bridge hummed as be
fore, but it seemed to Hatfield that the 
note had changed, was shrill, discord
ant, like to the dissonance of a broken 
harp string. 

Cautiously he stepped upon the 
sloping surface, glided up it  a few 
paces, and halted. Where the curve 
had formerly joined the level crest 
was a ragged edge of shattered stone. 
Before him stretched a gap, the width 
of which he could not guess, but so 
great that what lay beyond was 
shrouded in impenetrable gloom ! 

And as Hatfield stared in unbeliev
ing bewilderment, from the black 
dark screeched maniacal laughter, 
then a jeering, exultant voice. 

"Trapped !" yelled the voice above 
the roar of the wind. "Trapped ! 
Stay there, you accursed meddler. 
Stay there until your bones are white ! 
You came in search of gold ? And 
found it?  Fine ! Eat it ! Drink it ! 

Soon you'd barter it all for a mouthful 
of water. Stay there with the gold 
you found ! I am in no hurry. I will 
wait, and step over your bones when I 
come to get the gold !" 

A last wild screech of laughter, 
Hatfield thought he heard the sound 
of retreating footsteps as the wind 
lulled for a moment. Then silence 
descended, silence as lonely and im
penetrable· as the black dark. 

CHAPTER XIX 

A Darkened Tomb 

• 

AUTIOUSLY Uncle Mike Shaw 
crept up the curving stone to join 

Hatfield . 
"Good gosh !'' he quavered. "Who 

was that ?" 
"That isn't important now, not to 

us," Hatfield told him grimly, ''and it 
may never tie, from the looks of 
things." 

"But what's it all about ? What 
happened ?" 

"I was right back there in the 
treasure chamber, when I said the 
secret of this place mighta come down 
through the years by other ways as 
well as old de Castro's letter," said 
Hatfield. "It did come down, and 
somebody figgered it out. I'd oughta 
thought of that, took it in account 
when the real meanin' of that reflected 
ray of light come to me." 

He spoke with bitter self accusa
tion. 

"That feller yuh just heard had the 
key, and was waitin' for the right time 
of the year to use it. He come lookin' 
like we did, saw us workin' down the 
slope and bided his time. Chances are 
he knew about what he would find 
once he got in the cave. Slipped along 
after us, shoved a stick of dynamite 
into a crevice after we had passed 
over and blew down that thin section 
of the bridge.'' Hatfield groaned. "I'd 
shore oughta figgered on somebody 
mebbe havin' an eye on us.'" 

"You ain't the A'mighty, son," de·
clared Uncle Mike bravely. "You 
can't be expected to think of every-
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thing. Wonder why he didn' j ust 
wait over there and shoot us as we 
crossed over? That'd been easy." 

"That wouldn't suit his kind of 
blood," the Ranger said soberly. "He'll 
get a lot more pleasure out of thinkin' 
of us over here in the dark, starvin' 
anc:l dyin' of thirst. That's what he 
meant when he told us to eat and drink 
gold. 

"And he had to hang around and 
wait until he had a chance to taunt 
us 'fore he left. He could see our 
torch comin' down the passage a long 
time 'fore we got here, and he cut his 
fuse accordin'. Yeah, he had to stay 
and laugh. But I didn't hear no 
drums this time.'' 

AT THAT last cryptic remark 
Uncle Mike stared at him. But 

he was too overwhelmed by their 
awful predicament to ask questions. 

"I'm so thirsty right now I could 
chew leather," he muttered. 

Hatfield stared into the dark. 
"We gotta figger us a way outa this 

mess," he declared, and added with 
grim certainty : "If we don't there'll 
be another corpse lyin' somewhere in 
the hills within the next forty-eight 
hours with the tongue cut out !" 

Vainly he tried to pierce the gloom 
beyond the broken edge. He quickly 
decided that the distance was too great 
to j ump, even if we could see anything 
to land on. 

''We've gotta know how far it is to 
the other broken end," he told Uncle 
Mike. "Take off yore coat and make 
a little tent with it. Then mebbe we 
can get one of these stalks burning 
good and toss it over when the wind 
lulls. Get a glimpse of what's over 
there, mebbe, 'fore it goes out.', 

They got the torch going after con
siderable difficulty. Taking advan
tage of a moment of comparative calm, 
Hatfield burled the flaming stalk 
across the gulf. 

By the brief illumination before 
gusts extinguished the flame, he lo
cated the shattered end of the span 
on the far side of the gap. It was 
fully forty feet distant, and hal£ of 
that lower down than the broken lip 
upon which they stood. 

Old Mike's voice sounded hollowly 
through the dark. 

"Son, it looks like we're done. Yuh 
never could jump that." 

Hatfield did not reply. He fingere-d 
the thin, strong lariat looped over his 
shoulder. 

''If t�ere was just something over 
there to drop a loop over, it would be 
easy," he ruminated. "The twine's 
plenty strong to hold me, to hold both 
of us, for that matter, and we could 
make a bridge of it and go across hand 
over hand. But there's not a knob or 
projection over there, nor even any
thing to tie to on this side." 

For a long time he stood staring 
into the dark, visioning the shattered 
fragment still projecting from the 
parent rock. 

''It's a lot lower down than where 
we are, and that would help in a 
jump," he told Shaw. . 

"Son," protested the oldster, "yuh 
can't jump no forty feet through the 
dark, and yuh ain't goin' to try it so 
long as I can hold onto yuh." 

"No," Hatfield admitted, "I can't 
jump it, but I might swing across on 
the end of the rope.'' 

"What in all creation yuh goin' to 
tie to on this side ?" demanded old 
Shaw. ''There ain't nothin' above us 
but about a million miles of air, and 
down below '' 

Hatfield's exultant exclamation in
terrupted him. 

"You hit it, Uncle Mike," he shouted 
against the roar of the wind. "That's 
it down below ! Look, we can whip 
both ends of the rope over this busted 
section here, tie fast and make a 
swing of the loop that'll hang down 
below the under surface of the bridge. 

"Then I can shin down the rope, 
stand in the loop and pump till I get 
her swingin' way out toward the other 
broken end of the bridge. When I 
swing out as far as possible, I'll let go 
and the momentum will shoot me 
through the air and I'll land on the 
bridge over there. It's a cinch." 

"Yuh're loco !" howled Uncle Mike. 
Yuh'll go into the gulf as shore as 
shoot in' ! If yuh don�t, yuh'll break 
yore neck when yuh come down on 
the rock !" 

-
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"No, I won't,'-' Hatfiela reassured 
him. "This broken end of the bridge 
is right in line with the one over there, 
and the rope will swing in. a straight 
line. The rope's sixty feet long, and 
when I let go, I'll not be far above the 
surface of the bridge over there, 
which ain't ·more'n twenty feet lower 
tha.n this end." 

"But yuh can't do it in the dark !" 
protested Uncle Mike. "If the rope 
should twist just a mite while yuh're 
swingin', yuh wouldn't know it and 
then yuh'd miss that narrer strip of 
rock over there." 

Hatfield nodded. "Yuh're right," 
he agreed thoughtfully. "I'll have to 
have light, and we can't keep a torch 
goin' in this wind." 

For a moment there was blank 
silence; then Hatfield again exclaimed 
exultantly : 

"TJ:te ray of light I The ray that 
stabs through the dark at sunset ! It  

· lights the whole p la,ce up like day. 
That's it ! But we'll have to wait until 
sunset." 

CLE M I KE glanced upward 
toward the far-off strip of sky. 

"Can't see no stars any more, and 
the sky's gettin' light," he announced. 
"Must be mighty nigh to momin'. 
We'll have all day to wait. Can tell 
when it's just about sunset by th-e 
looks of the sky. It'll be a long wait." 

''Let's get the rope tied good and 
proper,'' Hatfield said cheerfully. 
"We want everything to be ready 
when it's time for the big show to 
come off." 

Securing the rope to the narrow, 
thin jut of rock was not particularly 
difficult, and when the double strand 
dangled in the darkness, Hatfield was 
satisfied that it was long enough and 
would perform satisfactorily. After 
that there was nothing to do but re
tire to the caye mouth and wait for 
sunset . . .. .  

The day seemed endless, tort�red 
as they were by hunger and thirst, but 
finally its weary length drew to a 
close. The strip of sky grew darkling, 
tiny flecks of rose-colored cloud told 
that sunset was near at hand. 

Hatfiel� flexed his long arms, lim-

berec:J.his legs and stepped to the very 
lip of the broken bridge. As he did 
so a gnarled old hand reached thr.ough 
the gloom. 

"Good luck, son," Uncle Mike Shaw 
said, a trifle unsteadily. "If yuh make 
it, I'll loosen one end of the rope and 
toss it over to yuh and yuh can hold 
it while I slide across. If yuh don't--
well, wait for me on the 'other side' I 
won't be far behind yuh !" 

Hatfield returned the strong grlp, 
and slid down the rope. He fixed his 
feet firmly in the loop and began 
gently to pump back and forth as he 
had done in a swing in boyhood days. 

His body began to sway backward 
and forward. The rope creaked under 
his weight, the knots slipped and 
tightened. All about him was Stygian 
gloom, through which the gusts of 
wind shrieked and howled, plucking 
at his clothes, buffeting him, seeking 
to hurl him into the bottomless 
depths. . 

It was a weird, awful position. He 
lost his sense of direction and could 
not tell for sure if he were swinging 
back and forth in a straight course be
neath the arch of the bridge, or veer
ing sideward and out of line with the 
shattered tip far across the black gulf. 
Above him, Uncle Mike shouted 
hoarse encouragement. 

Without the slightest warning came 
the ray, cleaving through the dark like 
a fiery sword. Instal\.tly the whole 
scene was illumined. 

Hatfield saw the ragged lip of the 
further fragment of the span. He was 
swinging to the full length of the twin 
ropes, but it seemed far, far away, and 
far below him. 

He set his j aw griml,y, tried not to 
look into the horrible depths. Free
ing his feet from the loop, he hung by 
his hands as the rope swung back. 

Back, back he swung, .u.ntil his rigid 
body almost tou.ched the under sur
face of the span. Then he rushed for
ward at frightful speed. At the 
climax of the swing, with his body 
standing straight out from the loop1 
he let go. 

The wind · howled in his ears, the 
mists swirled about him like a bloody 
shroud. And, even as his body hurtled 
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toward the narrow rounded surftlce of 
the broken bridge, the light ray 
snapped off as if sliced by a giant 
screen. 

SEEMED to Hatfield that he 
rushed through the awful dark for 

untold ages, the wind screeching past. 
For a terrible, paralyzing instant of 
time he knew he had veered sideward 
and missed the narrow rib of stone. 
Then, with a crash that set every joint 
to creaking, be struck the rounded sur
face. 

Red lights stormed · before his eyes. 
He skittered, rolled, clutching with 
despairing fingers at the uneven sur
face. On the very lip of the stone he 
halted, and lay gasping. 

Old Mike was howling anguished 
questions through the dark. Hatfield 
raised his head and roared back as
surance. Shaw yelled like a Comanche 
at a scalping, his voice cracking on a 
joyous note. 

Hatfield got painfully to his feet, 
decided that all joints were in work
ing order and no bones broken. He 
shouted to Shaw to untie one end of 
the rope and throw it across. A mo
ment later he heard it smack sharply 
against the stone nearby. He groped 
to where the end lay, seized it and 
drew the rope taut. 

He took a couple of turns about his 
waist, seated himself with his heels 
braced against a ridge of stone and 
shouted okay to Shaw. He felt the rope 
sag as old Mike Shaw put his weight 
upon it, but the oldster was a small 
man and much worn by the years. Hat
field had little difficulty in holding 
the rope fairly taut. 

Shaw came sliding down through the 
darkness, hand over hand. In a mo-
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ment he was safe beside the Ranger. 
Without wasting time in mutual con
gratulation at their almost miraculous 
escape from dreadful death, they hur
ried to the outer air. 

They found the horses where they 
bad left them, saddled up, and rode 
swiftly down the dark trail to town. 
They reached the Escondida Building 
unobserved, and old Mike dispatched 
a trusted swamper. to round up Ted 
Harper. 

Soon the foreman came hurrying in, 
his eyes wide with astonishment. 

"Good gosh !" he sputtered. "Where 
did you come from, Boss?" We 
thought there's been talk " 

"No time for talk now," Hatfield 
rapped at him. "Get twenty of yore 
best fightin' men togetlier with guns 
and bosses ! They'll be sworn in as a 
sheriff's posse. Send Casey to find 
Neale King and bring him here. 
Deputy Neale King, mind you, not 
Sheriff Wagner. Don't tell anybody 
yuh've seen us, and tell Casey to keep 
his mouth shut. And send that swam
per out for all the coffee and chuck he 
can carry !" 

It was not more than half an hour 
after that when, in Ruby's saloon. 
Henry Lyons, Sheriff Walt Wagner, 
and scar-faced Frank Durade were 

. grouped around a table, conversing 
earnestly. 

At the far end of the bar, young Joe 
Hayes talked with equal earnestness 
to Ruby, who kept shaking her golden 
head. 

"You can't make me believe Hatfield 
has run off with anybody's money, or 
did anything underhanded," Ruby de
clared stubbornly. 

OUNG Joe threw out his hands 
, in expostulation. His face was 
worried, uncertain. 

ul ain't tellin' yuh anythin', Ruby," 
he declared. "I'm j ust passin' on 
what's bein' talked all over town. Hat
field and Uncle Mike was seen, just 
about daybreak yesterday, ridin' fast 
up the Chisos Trail, like they was 
headed for Welch. They never got to 
Welch. 

"Cyamon Johnson left Welch early 
yesterday headed for Coma. He didn't 
pass 'em on the way here, and there 
ain't no other way to get to Welch. 
They turned off somewheres, and 
about the only place yuh can turn off 
to from the Chisos is Mexico. No
body knows what shape the Escondida 
affairs are in, but I'm scared they're 
mighty bad." 

"Something terrible has happened 
to Hatfield and Uncle Mike," Ruby in
sisted. "They wouldn't • • . Good 
Heavens !" 

.. 
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The swinging doors had suddenly 
been Bung ope·n. Through them strode 
two tall figures. One was Deputy
sheriff Neale King, who sauntered to
ward the bar. The other, taller, 
broader, with eyes that were like 
pools of fire under ice, strode straight 
to the tables at which were seated 
Lyons, Wagner and Durade. 

Their faces blanched. They sat 
there staring as if at a ghost risen from 
the dead. On the �broad breast of the 
tall man gleamed a silver star set on 
a silver· circle. It caught the light as 
he halted before the table and blazed 
as with leaping Bame. · 

"Goqd gosh !" W a 'I t W a g n e r 
squealed. "That feller's a Ranger." 

• ? "Yeah, yuh sidewinders ! '' boomed 
Neale King. "/!a. Ranger ! And the 
Lone Wolf!" 

CHAPTER XX 
• 

From North and South 

VERY man in that crowded room 
had heard that name,. They stared 

in awed wonder at the almost legend-
ary figure who was discussed, admired 
and yarned about from end to end of 
Texas and beyond wherever fight
ing men got together. 

Jim Hatfield's voice rang out, edged 
witn steel, vibrating power and au· 
thority. 

''In the name of the State of Texas, 
I arrest for robbery and murder, Wal
ter Wagner, Frank Durade, and En
rique de Leon de Perrelosa !" 

Walt Wagner uttered a thin wail of 
terror. Durade shrank back, stiffened 
with set purpose. But at the utterance 
of the final name, Henry Lyons' som
ber. face shone as dark as death. His 
lips WFithed back from his glea1ning 
teeth, his eyes spat black flame. 

With a move too fast for the eye to. 
follow, he burled the heavy table over 
and .crouched behind it. His heavy 
six leaped to his right hand, and a 
stubby derringer slapped against his 
left palm. 

IDurade was on his feet, shooting 
with both hands. He died with his fin-

gers stiff on the triggers of his guns, 
and with Hatfield's bullets laced 
through his heart. Walt Wagner 
dived for the door, but Neale King 
clubbed him to the Boor with a slash-�ing blow of his gun barrel. 

From behind the table, Henry Uy
ons shot it out with the Ranger. A 
red streak leaped across Hatfield's 
bronzed cheek, one sleeve was slashed 
to ribbons by whining slugs, blood 
dripped from where one grazed his 
arm. 

He glanced at the panic-stricken 
people in the saloon, slowly holstered 
his stnoking guns and walked to the 
splintered table top. Behind it lay 
Henry Lyons, who had b�en Don En
rique de Leon de Penelosa, in whose 
veins ran the blood of that stern. old 
soldier and friend of the Spanish King 
whose name he bore. 

EsGolita, the little dancer, was sob
bing in Ruby's arms, Joe Hayes hov
ering miserably nearby. Hatfield 
walked over to Escolita. 

"What was he to you ?" he asked 
gently, motioning toward the dead 
Lyons. 

"He was my stepfather," she re
plied. "The grandson of Ramon Pene· 
losa. He married my mother who was 
his cousin and, like him, of the blood 
of de Leon and de Penelosa. She 
died because- of his cruelty and neg
lect. He came here near.ly a year ago 
and," she added this quite simply
"! followed him to a v e n g e my, 
mother." 

"Yuh knew the story of the hidden 
gold of de Leon ?" Hatfield asked. 

The girl nodded. "The story has al
ways been known in my family. There 
was an old paper that nobody could 
understand." 

"Enrique er Lyons figgered it  
out," Hatfield said grimly. ''That's 
why he came here. For that, and to 
be revenged on the descendants of the 

· man who murdered his grandfather. 
He did for Bruce Ralston, and others. 
You were the next one on the list, 
Hayes." 

"No no ! "  gasped Escolita. 
Hatfield smiled a little, his eyes 

suddenly sunny. They hardened im
mediately however as they lighted on 
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Walt Wagn-er sitting up and looking 
sick. 

"Bring him over here, Neale," he 
called. 

. When Wagner stood before him, 
downcast and trembling, Hatfield 
spoke to the point. 

"Better talk, Wagner," he advised. 
"Yore two pards are done in, and Ted 
Harper and a special sheriff's posse 
are ridin' down the valley to drop a 
loop on the 'lnjuns' ." 

"The Indians ?" gasped Ruby. 
"Uh-huh/' Hatfield t o 1 d h e r .  

"Lyons' outfit he brought with him 
from Mexico. They are all asleep in 
Lyon's bunkhouse, with the dye 
washed off their faces and some of 
them with their black hair parted and 
combed as it should be. And those 
who haven't got black hair are not 
wearin' their wigs. There won't be 
no more drums beatin' in the hills." 

He went 9n to explain as he saw the 
inquiry in his listeners' eyes. 

"It was the hair that gave me my 
first notion of what was goin' on. 
That jigger I shot over in Talkin' Wa
ter Canyon, the one who started the 
avalanche, had his hair combed down 
over his forehead, Yaqui style, but I 
figgered it sorta funny that there'd be 
the mark of a side ·part showing plain 
when his hair fell back. 

"I  looked close, then, and saw his 
face had been stained brown with veg
etable dye any old-timer of the hills 
knows how to make I've used it my
self.· The feller who died from the 
dynamite explosion that night on the 
old gold road was fixed up similar, 
and the other j igger that died was a 
red-headed white man. Sorta funny 
company for a band of raidin' Yaquis." 

"But what about the Injun drums ?" 
demanded Uncle Mike Shaw, who had 
joined the group at the end of the bar. 

"You'd oughta know better, old
timer," Hatfield chided. "I've had 
considerable experience with Injuns, 
and I never knew 'em to go around 
beatin' drums promiscuous-like when 
anything happened. Drums are seri
ous business with Inj uns, and are beat 
only on important and extra special 
occasions. The drums were to make 
folks think Injun, and blame Injuns 

for what was happenin'. Worked 
pretty well. 

"And that night when the dynamite 
exploded on the gold road, I got a 
good look at Durade's face. He was 
stained dark. like the rest, but the scar 
showed plain. I learned that Durade 
had once worked for Lyons. Lyons 
pretended to have a row with him and 
fired him, and sent him to get in with 
Joe Hayes and egg him on to do in' 
things which would sooner or later 
cast suspicion on Joe. I was sorta un
certain about Joe at first, myself. He 
was always around when things hap
pened. But then so was Lyons." 

He turned suddenly to Wagner. 
''Lyons killed the sheriff, didn't 

he ?" 
"Yes," Wagner admitted sullenly. 

''He stood outside the window and 
heard yuh talkin' to Dobson and saw 
yuh give him that thirty-two-twenty 
gun. B ruce Ralston grabbed that gun 
off Lyons the night Lyons and the 
outfit was torturin' him back in Yal
ler Hoss Canyon. Killed a man who 
was holdin' him and bruk away, but 
Lyons drilled him as he rode off. 

"Lyons had to get that gun back 
and do for Dobson. There's folks in 
the valley knowed he carried it. If  
he'd had any notion you was a Ranger 
instead of just a jigger hornin' into 
the game, he'd tried harder to do yuh 
in. You fooled everybody, Hatfield." 

LD Mike spoke again. 
"How'd yuh come to catch 

onto Lyons in the first pla�e ?" 
"His name," the Lone Wolf replied. 

"Henry Lyons is a free translation of 
the Spanish Enrique de Leon. Seems 
owlhoots have a habit of taking aliases 
that are similar in some way or other 
to their real names. I got to thinkin' 
serious on the revenge angle when 
yuh told me that yarn 'bout the How
ard-Penelosa feud. 

"Bruce Ralston had his tongue cut 
out, and so did that XT cowboy who 
was a cousin to him. And I found out 
that feller Warner who was hung on 
a Chola cactus was related to old John 
Howard, and his tongue was cut out, 
yuh'll recollect. But that didn't hap
pen to the other XT puncher, who 

• 
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wasn't of the Howard clan. He just 
had the bad luck to be with the other 
one Lyons was after when the gang 
caught him .. 

"Accordin' to the story, Don Ramon 
Penelosa's tongue was cut in two by 
John Howard's bullet and he couldn't 
give his �on the last message he was 
trying to. They remember things like 
that down in manana land. Don Ramon 
Penelosa's son never made it back into 
Texas to avenge the killin' of his fa
ther, but he told his son, Enrique de 
Leon d·e Penelosa, and swore him to 
carry on the feud. 

''Sounds funny, hate carrying down 
that way through the years but . . . 
Well, .my own family fought for fifty 
years with another family back in 
Kentucky and Virginia a fight that 
started over the killing of a pig ! 

"Then Lyons come into the bar here 
th� first night I saw Escolita, and I 
saw she was scared stiff of him. That 
was funny, seein' as she just recent 
come from down Mexico way and 
Lyons had been here nearly a year. 
He tried to kidnap her that night. 
And I also learned that� Lyons was in 
town the night the girl Flame was 
knifed in the hallway outside of Es
colita's room. Lyons had figgered 
what Escolita was up to, and he set 
out to cash her in." 

Escolita shuddered and nodded her 
black h e a d  vigorously. Hatfield 
paused to roll a cigarette. 

''But where Lyons slipped bad," he 
went on then, ''was with the cartridge 
loops on his gun--belt. Those loops 
were built to hold · thirty-two-twenty 
cartridges. When he got rid of that 
odd-calibered gun, instead of getting 
a new belt, he just opened out the 
loops a mite to accommodate forty
five caliber shells. Mighty careless, 
for the marks of the original stitching 
showed if yuh looked close. The rest 
was easy.'' 

"Uh-huh," grunted Uncle Mike 
Shaw. "Easy as catchin' rattlesnakes 
with yore bare hands ! But why did 
Lyons start makin' trouble for me and 
the mine?" 

"He was scared yuh might uncover 
the hi din' place of the · de Leon gold 
when yuh started tearin' down the 

gravel b-ank with water," Hatfield ex
plained. "He knew it was up there 
somewheres on the slope, but couldn't 
tell for shore just where until the ray 
of light revealed it/' 

Suddenly he turned to Escolita, 
smiled down at her� 

"Well, senorita," he said, ''ain't it 
about time you and Joe stopped fight
in' and got together ?"  

Hayes looked perfectly willing, but 
the girl resolutely shook her head. 

"No no !'' she exclaimed. -('He is 
one of the family my family hates !" 

A TFIELD reached out, cupped 
ber white little chin in his 

bronzed hand. She stared up at him 
with wide eyes. Slowly, distinctly, 
he quoted the words cut in the granite 
face of the Devil's Finger. 

"Heard that before, haven't yuh ?" 
he asked softly. 

uSi, si!" she replied in surprise. "It 
is cut in the stone of a great cliff that 
stands between two str-eams near my 
home in Mejico. How know you the 
words ?"  

"Lyons eut 'em in that big spire up 
there," he replied gesturing toward 
the Finger. 

He reached out and grasped Joe 
Hayes' hand. Slowly he drew the 
hands of the girl and the young 
rancher together. 

" 'The stream of the North and the 
stream of the South'," he quoted soft· 
ly. " 'Let them join, and blood will 
cease to cry out for blood.' That's the 
way to end feuds. A feller can't very 
well fight with his wife's relations .!" 

"Well, they're shore joined .close 
enough now," remarked Uncle Mike 
as Joe Hayes clasped Escolita in his 
strong arms, and she offered no ob-
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Jectton. 
Hatfield smile.d down at them, 

turned to Ruby, who was gazing at 
him with eyes that seemed to look out 
of a past that was dead. He took her 
hand and bowed over it courteously. 

''Reckon I'll be ridin' now," he said. 
"Captain McDowell has another little 
chore for me over east. Good-by, 
ma'am. Reckon the next time I hap
pen this way, yuh'll sorta be a grand
mother by adoption !"  
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Through the pale radian�e of tbe 
dying moon the Lone Wolf rode the 
Chisos Trail, lounging in his saddle 
with careless grace, toward where new 
and stirring adventure waited, pleas
ant anticipation in his green eyes. No 

drums beat in the shadow of the hills, 
no flying hoofs of terror pounded the 
dusty trail. 

But far up in the lonely fastness ·
of the Phantoms sounded the beauti
ful wild mourn of a hunting wolf. 
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Tom Chance Faces a Ki l ler Set-Up and Proves a Fast-Draw 
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OM CHANCE took the bad hooked in a sagging vest. His lips 
news standing behind the desk were pulled in a sneer. Tom had to 
of his hotel, there in Wildhorse. fight to keep his voice level. 

With the stiff fingers of his right "So Ed Shelley sawed outa prison. 
hand, he snapped the sleeve band on Ed was never one to stay behind 
.his shirt. bars." He tried to smile, but the 

It was after the supper hour and smile lacked humor. 
Linda wa·s in the hotel kitchen giv- Bat Harbin slanted his big hat over 
ing the cook instructions for the next his greenish eyes. 
day. A bracket lamp burned on the "Thought yuh'd be glad to know 
wall beside Tom, its yellow rays about Shelley," he said. 
washing over the florid face of Bat I-Iarbin rubbed his hand over the 
Harbin, who stood with big thumbs marshal's star on his vest. He turned 
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to leave the liotel, then paused. 
"Mpst likely Shelley will try to see 

Linda. Hope that don't interfere 
with yore wedding plans any." 

"I never liked yuh, Harbin." Tom 
Chance's voice was flat and cold. 

He clenched and unclenched the 
fingers of his stiff right hand, wishing 
for the gun speed which had been 
taken from him by a bullet from an 
outlaw's gun. '�inda and I are goin' 
to be married/' he went on slowly. 
''Not even Ed Shelley can change 
that." 

"Mebby Ed .might let you have 
Linda when he's tired of her " 

OM CHANCE swung swiftly 
around the end of the hotel desk, 

his blue eyes cold as a chunk of win
ter sky. With his left hand he 
grabbed Bat Harbin by the shirt front 
and slammed him against the wall, 
so hard that his hat rolled to the floor. 

"That's a dirty lie and yuh know 
it." Chance spoke harshly, his white 
teeth clenched, muscles ribbing out 
on either side of his heavy jaw. 
"You'll speak carefully of that girl, 
Harbin, or yuh won't be around to 
welcome Ed Shelley or anybody 
else." 

A moment of stark fear showed in 
Bat Harbin's greenish eyes as he 
glared at Chance. Then his hand 
dropped to his low-riding gun, as he 
jerked away from the other man's 
grasp. 

''For a minute I thought it was the 
old Tom Chance talkin'. The feller 
that was hell on wheels with a gun." 
There was a mocking note in Harbin's 
voice. "I forgot. You're just like an 
old man, your right hand is stiff an' 
you can't pull a gun. That is, not 
very fast.'' 

"No ?" said Chance coldly. "No !" 
Harbin's face was red beneath the 
stubble of black beard on his cheeks. 
"You talk to me like that again, 
Chance, and yuh'll live to regret it." 

He turned on his heel and stamped 
out of the lobby, his heavy tread 
shaking the chimney on the bracket 
lamp. 

For long seconds Tom Chance 
stood there, his long legs planted 

firtnly on the pine floor. He cursed 
his own weakness that stiff right 
hand. There was a time wlien Tom 
Chance had been marshal of Wild
horse, but that was five years ago. 

He and Ed Shelley had practically 
been raised together on old Mack 
Paine's Rolling M ranch. Old Mack 
Paine had been Linda's father and he 
had died the same year Tom's own 
dad had cashed in his chips. Linda 
and Ed Shelley had gone to all the 
dances in Wildhorse together. Tom 
could remember what some of the 
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townspeople had said about it at the 
time. 

"They sure make a good lookin' 
couple. Hope if Linda marries Ed 
she'll tame him down." 

But Ed Shelley hadn't tamed down, 
neither had he married Linda Paine. 
For Ed Shelley had killed a man and 

� being marshal, Tom Chance had to 
bring him in or turn in his badge. 
He had chosen the latter course. 

He couldn't stand to see Linda 
hurt. He remembered the way tears 
had come to her eyes when he sad
dled up and rode out of Wildhorse. 
Six months ago a letter had caught 
up with him in Montana. His father 
was dead and the Wildhorse Hotel 
was his only inheritance. 

He was broke, disgusted. Dis
gusted and disillusioned because the 
people who had hailed him as a hero 
now laughed behind his back. He re
called the words of the little bald 
headed doctor, w h o  h a d  treated 
his bullet-shattered wrist in that little 
Montana cowtown. 

"Son, your right hand is no good. 
Sure you can use it for ordinary 
things, but your gun speed will never 
be the same. You've been a good 
marshal in this town, son. But it's a 
tough town and if some of the boys 
knew you couldn't beat them at the 
draw, they'd gun you down on sight. 
Take my advice. Go home." 

Tom Chance, for the second time 
in his life, had turned in a marshal's 
badge. He hadn't figured on return
ing to Wildhorse and claiming his 
legacy. But he had thought bitterly, 
running a hotel was- all he was good 
for now. 
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He had returned to Wildhorse to 
find that Linda Paine was running 
the hotel dining room. When her 
father had died he had left so many 
debts, the Rolling M had been sold 
to satisfy creditors. When he had 
come into the hotel, she had been 
there. 

"I knew you'd come, Tom," Linda 
had said with a smile. "I've waited 
for you." 

Life had begun all over again for 
Tom Chance. Now it was about to 
crash down around his ears. Ed 
Shelley had been sentenced to twenty 
years in the Territorial Prison. But 
Shelley had escaped, and Tom knew, 
as well as he knew the sun would 
rise in the morning, that Ed Shelley 
would come to Wildhorse and Linda. 
- High heels clicking on the pine 
floor jerked him back from his reverie. 
Linda Paine came into the lobby and 
stopped. 

Her pretty, oval face was drained 
of its color. Her eyes were red. She 
had been crying. 

"Tom I'm going to my room. 1-
don't feel well." 

Tom took her in his arms, the faint 
perfume from her hair intoxicating 
him with its fragrance. Even as be 
held her close, he felt her body stiffen 
and a puzzled frown ridged between 
his blue eyes. 

His voice was soft. "You know 
about Ed." It was a statement rather 
than a question . 

. "Yes I know about Ed. I heard 
you talking to Bat �arbin." 

A sob escaped from her lips and 
she whirled out of his arms and ran 
up the stairs. 

"She is still . in love with him/' 
Chance said aloud. 

T was an hour later that Bat Har
bin and Will Matlock, railroad 

detective, for the D. G.  & G., came 
into the lobby of the Wildhorse Ho-
tel. Matlock was thin thin as a pipe 
stem. A heavy, black cigar jutted 
from an angle out of his mouth. In 
the days when Tom Chance had been 

�. marshal of Wildhorse, he had had 
dealings with Matlock a couple of 
times. 

"Howdy," Matlock's voice was a 
strange contrast to his size. It ram
bled and rasped. "I'll come right to 
the point. You and Shelley used to 
be friends. He and some of his new 
gang held up one of our trains last 
night. W e  think he's wounded. It  
was carrying eighteen thousand dol
lars. The Gypsy Gal Mine payroll. 
You and Shelley had a fallin' out. 
Somethin' about a girl, wasn't it ?, 

Bat Harbin leaned fat elbows on 
top of the hotel desk. His greenish 
eyes speculative. 

"Linda Paine was always stuck on 
Ed Shelley," he said. "There's us in 
town bettin' if Shelley came back, 
she'd throw Tom here overboard." 

Tom Chance studied the two men, 
his thoughts spinning. But no hint 
of the emotion which was churning 
around inside of him showed on his 
face. Tom Chance knew how to play 
his cards without letting the other 
fellow know what he held. 

Will Matlock had said that Ed 
Shelley was wounded. Chance sud
denly remembered the blood he had 
found on the back step of the hotel 
just about sunup. There had been a 
bloodied rag there in the weeds. 

This evening he had gone down 
behind the hotel to where Little Ben 
River roared along its crooked course 
through the mountains. He had seen 
the slit of yellow light which came 
from a back room on the second floor. 
Chance had asked Linda about this 
and he remembered her words and 
recalled how frightened her eyes had 
been. 

"I was in that room, Tom. There 
was nob.ody else there. 1-I left 
something in there and lighted a 
lamp to go back and find it." 

Now since Will Matlock had come 
in with a statement that Ed Shelley 
was wounded, a lot of things added 
up. 

When Tom Chance spoke his voice 
was bitter. 

"Ed Shelley don't mean a thing to 
me,'' he said. 

Will Matlock took the black cigar 
out of his thin-lipped mouth and blew 
ash off the end. 

"You packin' a Colt since-er-your 

...... 
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gun arttt's been stiff?', he asked. 
Chance felt the blood in his veins 

turn hot. He snapped the ann band 
on his shirt sleeve. He controlled 
himself with visible effort, jerking his 
eyes to a sawed .. off shotgun which 
lay on a rack by his elbow. 

"This will take care of any trouble 
I have," Chance said. "And that 
means Ed Shelley or anybody else." 

AT HARBIN just leaned there 
against the hotel desk, his green

ish eyes narrow, speculating. Will 
Matlock said. 

''There's five thousand on Ed Shel
ley�s head." 

A smile tou�hed the lips of Tom 
Chance and he turned to Bat Harbin. 

''It takes money to· bring yore kind 
of lawmen out of his hole, doesn't it, 
Harbin?" he said. 

Harbin didn't answer. but Chance 
had the feeling that Bat Harbin knew 
more about Ed Shelley and the 
D.G.&R. train holdup· than he was let
ting o_n. Yes, even more than Will 
Matlock knew. 

Will Matlock walked around the · 

lobby ""surveying every corner-, every 
possible hiding place. He turned and 
looked up at Tom Chance, cigar smoke 
screening his features. 

''There's too mu�ch light in here, if 
we're goin' to get Shelley, we have 
to have it darker. Turn out some 
of the lights, Cb·ance." 

Chance untied the rope that held 
the chandelier and lowered it to the 
floor. He turned out all the lamps 
but one. Then

· 
he raised the chande

lier and fastened the rope to the hook. 
Chance thought of the times when 
he had been hot on an outlaw's trail 
waiting to bring him to justice. It 
brought a bitter smile to his lips. 

Matlock was all business, efficient
ly preparing to trap a man . 

''You, Harbin, get in that room be
hind the hotel desk. Leave the door 
open a �rack,,. be ordered. "When 
Shelley comes in, we'll have bim from 
both sides. He1ll surrender or it'll 
be bootbill for Ed Shelley.» 

Tom Chance watched Bat Harbin 
take the sawed-off shotgun off the 
rack. 

"You won't be needin' this," Harbin 
said significantly. "Just in case yuh 
might get an idea to side with Ed 
Shelley;" 

Chance couldn't see where Will 
Matlo�k was sitting across the room, 
but he knew he was there. . 

"11m gettin' out of here.'' Chance 
started to edge his big body around 
the desk, but Matlock's voice halted. 
him. 

''You're staying right there, Chance. 
Turn down that light beside you 
there. When Shelley comes in, talk 
to him naturally. When I yell to 
Shelley to put up his hands, duck 
behind the desk." 

''Yuh seem to be sure he is com.in'," 
Chance snapped. 

"Ed Shelley heard that you and 
Linda Paine was gettin' married, that's 
why he busted out of prison. One 
of the main reason.s anyhow. My guess 
is, he'll come here and make a try 
at killin' you." 

M CHANCE thought about how 
many times Ed Shelley had 

crossed his path. He knew now that 
he never should have turned his mar
shal's badge in that time to keep 
from arresting Ed. Ed was no good. 
And he certainly was no good for 
Linda. 

Then he thought of the blood on the 
back steps and the way Linda had 

- acted tonight. There could be no 
do.ubt about it in his mind. Linda 
cared for Ed Shelley. 

Chance had a high stool behind the 
hotel desk. He sat down on this wait
ing for Ed Shelley. The big clock 
in the corner of the lobby ticked away 
the minutes. He could hear Bat Har
bin moving around in the room be
hind. 

Then he thought h_e heard a sound 
like a body sliding over a window 
sill and he wondered if Bat Harbin 
had slipped outside for a drink may
be. He was half full of forty-rod al
ready. Chance grew restless, rolled a 
cigarette and inhaled the smoke. 

Then there was a sound of some
body coming down stairs. Chance 
looked across to the spot where Will 
Matlock was sitting, but he couldn't 

-
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see anything. There was no sound 
of Bat Harbin behind him. Then Ed 
Shelley's voice came from the dark
ness of the hallway. 

''Well if it ain't Tom Chance. What 
are yuh do in' behind a hotel desk ? 
Thought yuh!d be wearin' a marshal's 
badge on yore shirt and struttin' up 
and down the boar.d walk like you 
used to do. But hell, Tom, here yuh 
are with a pen in yore hand instead 
of a gun. If I kill yuh where yuh're 
standin', I'm goin' to be allmighty 
ashamed of myself for the rest of my 
life." 

Tom Chance felt the sweat running 
down over his wide forehead into his 
eyes. Every nerve, every muscle in 

· his body screamed for action. Ed 
Shelley was right, here he was with , 
a pen in his hand instead of a gun, 
for he was writing something in the 
hotel register and Tom knew he was 
a fool a bigger fool than he had been 
the day he had turned in his badge 
to keep from arresting Ed Shelley. 

Ed Shelley came out of the gloom 
and faced Tom Chance across the top 
of the desk. Tom saw that his fa�e 
was thinner. And his black hair and 
eyes only accentuated the prison pal
lor that was stamped on his face. 

Shelley's mouth slanted down one 
corner when he talked and his eyes 
burned with a familiar light. He had 
seen many men on the kill and Ed 
Shelley was one of them. His clothes 
were muddy and there was a bloody 
splotch on his shirt. 

"Yuh sneaked away from Wild- · 
horse and then came crawlin' back 
when yuh found they had given me 
twenty years in the pen. You tried 
to steal my gal. Yuh thought poor 
old Ed Shelley is never goin' to get 
out of jail no more." 

He laughed but there was no humor 
in it. Tom Chance never took his 
eyes off Ed Shelley's face. He turned 
the register around and stuck the pen 
out for Shelley. 

H'LL have to sign here if 
yuh want to room in this ho

tel." 
His stiff right hand had been cov

ering the words he had scribbled on 

the hotel register. Ed · Sbelley read 
them and he looked up at Chance, a 
sneer on his lips And right then and 
there Tom Chance knew he had made 
a mistake. . 

"I only did it because I didn't want 
Linda to see you dead here," he said 
softly. 

Then a gun �licked as it  came to 
full cock and Will Matlock's voice 
boomed out :£rom the darkness. 

"Hold it Shelley ! You're a target 
there in the lamp light." 

Ed Shelley made no attempt to go 
for a gun. With a grin on his lips 
he turned to face the direction from 
which Matlock's voice had .come. 
There was a confident look on his 
face that Tom Chance couldn't un-

. derstand. 
Chance waited for Bat Harbin to 

show himself, but there was no move
ment in the room behind the desk. 
Then suddenly twin lances of flame 
streaked across the room and a roar 
shook the building. A man screamed 
horribly as he died. Then before 
Chance could move, Ed Shelley had 
his gun out and the barrel drove 
Chance to his knees, blackness pull
ing over him and blotting out all light 
and sound. 

Tom Chance struggled b a c k 
through the darkness that fogged his 
brain. Somebody pulled him to his 
feet and Chance saw that it  was Bat 
Harbin. Harbin had a gun in his fist, 
the muzzle jamming into Chance's 
stomach. Harbin's voice was mock-

• 

1ng. 
. "We got you anyhow.',_ 

Tom Chance tried to get his scat· 
tered thoughts into a pattern. He 
saw the lobby of the hotel was jammed 
with men. His head pained and blood 
haQ. run down one side of his face, 
soaking into his shirt. 

Harbin was talking again, pointing 
at the hotel register. 

"See, here's what I mean. Shelley 
and Tom Chance here is working to
gether. Will Matlock knew that Ed 
Shelley would c�me here. Tom 
Chance took that shotgun of his and 
blew Matlock to pieces and look at 
this writin'. This is all the proof you 
need.'' 

I 

• 
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Tom Chance saw the words he had 
written on the hotel register. 

"Duck. It's a trap !" 
Jeff Kane, who ran the livery, and 

had known Tom all his life, shook his 
grey head. 

ui wouldn't have believed it," he 
said. "But there it is in black and 
white." 

Harry McCormick owned the Wild
horse general store. He wore a droop
i.ng black mustache and black clothes. 
Now he turned sombre eyes on Tom 
Chance: "I guess gettin' that stiff 
right hand sort of made yuh bitter, 
eh ?" McCormick said. "Ed Shelley 
wasn't worth it, Tom. Now they'll be 
hangin' you two side by side." 

HANCE jerked free from Bat 
Harbin's grasp. He was still 

dizzy, but when he faced those men 
in the lobby, his eyes were cold. 

"I never killed Will Matlock. You 
might ask Bat Harbin what he was 
doin' when the shootin' took place. 
He had the shotgun himself." 

Bat Harbin laughed. "I reckon 
when you fellers came in yuh saw the 
scattergun layin' beside Tom Chance . 
I figure Tom cut loose with the shot
gun but not before Matlock had sliced 
his head with a bullet." 

It  was then that Linda came into 
the lobby, her eyes wide with fright. 

"What happened, Tom?" she asked. 
Quickly he told her. But not be

fore Bat Harbin had put in his ver-
• s1on. 

- . - .. � - . ·- � --- - -

a killer and he stood there now with 
a gun in his hand and two of his men 
behind him all wearing yellow slick
ers. He looked at Tom Chance and 
his slanting mouth pulled into a tight 

• gr1n. 
"You got rid of Matlock for me, 

Tom. I'm gettin' yuh out of this tight. 
Come on " 

The men in the lobby stood with 
their hands raised, their- burning eyes 
on Tom Chance. Even Linda's face 
went white. Only B�t Harbin seemed 
unconcerned. 

Tom Chance stepped around in 
front of the hotel desk. 

"Wait a minute, Ed,'' he said. "I  
never had no part in Matlock's killin' 

. and yuh know it." 
Ed Shelley laughed, his teeth bared 

white. 
"All right, Tom, if it hurts yore 

conscience,'' he said., ' 'But, amigo, 
we got a date to spend eighteen thou
sand dollars." 

Bat Harbin still kept his hands up, 
but his greenish eyes bored into Tom's 
face. 

"So you were in on that D.G.&R. 
train holdup with Shelley, eh," he 
growled. "I might have known it. 
Tryin' to be respectable, runnin' a 
hotel and engaged to marry the pur
tiest girl in town. And you not only 
turn out to be a bandit, but also a 
killer." 

Tom Chance clenched his fists and 
his face grew red. He took a step 
forward, his eyes burning into Ed 
Shelley's face. 

"Damn you, Ed, I'll " 
"I  was on the front porch watchin' 

through the door waitin' to cover 
Shelley from that way. Tom Chance 
here cut loose with that scattergun.1' HEN Ed Shelley's face grew hard 

''I don't believe it," Linda said, her and ruthless. 
voice calming. "You're comin' with me now," he 

Jeff Kane took off his hat and ran snapped. "I ain't leavin' you behind 
fingers through his grey hair. · to tell all you know. Get a move on. 

"It looks bad for Tom, Linda," Kane Somebody is liable to get burt here." · 
said. "We all know Tom turned in Harry McCormick, the general own
his badge once to keep from havin' er, pulled at the ends of his black 
to put the cuffs on Ed Shelley. I mustache. 
reckon he wouldn't stop from killinj "If I was you, Tom Chance, I'd 
Matlock." rather take my chances with Ed Shel-

Then a voice cut through the black- ley than with us," be said. "Stay here 
ness of the hallway and the men raised and we will hang you to the rafters 
their hands. Fear shown on most of of your own hotel." 
their faces because Ed Shelley was Linda screamed, but Bat Haroin 

-
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grabbed her and held her so that she 
c.0uldn't run to Tom. C�ance saw 
that Linda was in the direct line of 
Ed- Shelley's gun. If  there was shoot
ing, she might be hit. Chance s�w the 
bitter hatred stamped on the faces 
of the men in the lobby. He clenched 
and unclen�ched his stiff right hand. 
He walked toward Ed Shelley, but he 
called to Linda over his right shoul-
der. ' 

''Keep you're chin up, I'll get back 
some way and prove that Ed Shelley 
and Bat· Harbin are a couple of liars." 

Then Tom Chance was in the dark 
hallway with Ed Shelley and his men. 
E_d sent a couple of shots into the 
ceiling. As .they moved out the back 
door, Tom heard Bat Harbin's stri
dent voice. 

"Get a posse together," Harbin 
shouted. "I  ain't ridin' with· you boys� 

· I know where Shelley's headin'. If 
I was to cotne across Tom Chan�e 
hangin' by his neck, I re�kon there 
wouldn't be anything I could do about •t , t . 

M CHANCE heard Linda 
scream as Ed Shelley forced hitn 

into the saddle of his own black geld-
ing. The two other men with Shelley 
were hard-eyed, double-gunned gents 
of the open trail. They rode along 
the bank- of the Little Bend River, 
their horses racing in the night. 

The trail pounded upward toward 
Calico Mountain, the drive of horses' 
hoofs rocking in the night as the cav
alcade swept on. Chance rode .e asily 
in the saddle, his eyes cold as the 
hard light of the stars. He wondered 
why Shelley had got Chance's own 
horse from the livery stable. He was 
not tied> but there was no chance of 
escape. 

Ed Shelley called a halt there at 
the foot of Calico Mountain, where 
the Little Bend River roared down 
by the trail. Shelley's lips were pulled 
tight and there was a maddening light 
burning deep in the pits of his eyes� 

"This is payoff, Tom," he snapped, 
his handsome face twisted with 
hatred. "You and me carry the same 
brand now. Bat Harbin told it good. 
The posse will be along any time." 

Even as Shelley broke off speech, 
Chance could hear the distant rattle 
of hoofs on the trail. Chance looked 
at Ed Shelley and strength seemed 
to flow into the stiffened .fingers of 
his right lJllnd. He lashed out at Ed 
Shelley, but Ed only laughed, and 
took the blow high on his shoulder. 
Tom looked into the muzzle of Ed 
Shelley's gun. 

"I've added it up/' Chance sai-d. 
''Bat Harbin was in on the deal. He 
killed Matlock with my shotgun. Yuh 
figgered on knockin' down a couple 
of birds with one shot. Yuh got rid 
of Matlock, who was too hot on yore 
trail, and got me tagged with the 
killin'!' 

Ed Shelley laughed. "Yuh're right. 
Now I'm shootin' yore boss. Yuh'll 
be afoot. The posse will find you, 
and yuh'll be hangin' from a cotton
wood limb." 

Ed Shelley fired a bullet into the 
head of Tom's hor�e. The animal gave 
a convulsive leap and piled up just 
after Chance managed to get his feet 
out of the stirrups. 

HI'll get yuh for this, Ed,', Tom 
Chan�e said levelly. ''Even if I have 
tq wait for yuh in bell.'' 

One of the owlhooters with Ed 
Shelley looked nervously back toward 
Wildhorse. "Let's get outa here," he 
said. 

The roar of the posse was getting 
louder. Tom Chance stood there in 

" the night blackness, his eyes fixed on 
Ed Shelley's face. 

"Yuh'll never get away with this, 
Ed," he stated grimly. 

But there was confidence in Ed 
Shelley's voice. 

"While yuh're ki_ckin' yore life away 
at the end of a hang rope, I'll be back 
in Wildhofse," he said. ''Me and 
Linda are lightin' out for the border,. 
She's waitin' for me. I've got a nice 
chunk of dinero and we'll buy a little 
hacienda somewheres below the bor
der. I reckon yuh know how things 
stand between me and Linda. She hid 
me out in yore own hotel for two 
days without tellin' yuh. See yuh in 
hell.'' 

"I'll be there waitin' ,'' Tom vowed. 
(Continued on page 106) 
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ON THE NIGHTOFSEPT. 3Q; I876, v�::I��"H 
JOliN .8 .. ARMSTRONG, WITH TENH'SIIV'-�"-·S;' 
WAS ENROtJT£ TO 7f/E CARR/ZO F0/2 

I'NE LJIJTY PA7l?OL' ., . 

··· · RUSTLERS--MADE 
OFF WITH ALL MY 
CAITLE AND 

TilE RANGERS FOliNO 7HE OUTLAWS EN
CAMPED ON 7/IE SHORE OF TilE LAKE I) 

SPREAD OUT, MEN 
- ·- WE'LL ATTACK 

� THEM ON FOOT/ 

' '  �'L 
�· ,-l �"(, 
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.,.,,_ RANGERS SOON PICKED UP Til£ 
7RAIL · > t-IEAD NG FOR LAKE 
HERE ARE PRINtS ESPlNOZA , l.'LL 

IN. THE SOFT WAGEr<_ /  
DIRT /  � 

WHEN 7fiE RANGERS WERE WITH/AI ZO 
YARDS., TilE Ol/7LAWS OPENED FIRE-

IHEY RE F\R\NG1 BOYS, \. ) I E r 'EM HAVE lT l '=' 
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-
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-
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�AM��7RONG AND TWO/i'ANGERS DASHED 
OFF TO WHAlEY:S .. ,. 

HE SAW US COMINS, 50 HE 
TOOK REFUGE I N  THAT 

SHED·/ 

IT'LL BE TOUGH 
TO DISLODGE HIM FROM IHERE } 

BUT AS TilEY W£RE DRIVING IIOME .,..,� 
CATTLE A MESSENGER ARRIVED�"-� 

iHEQE5 A BAD MEXICAN, 
SE�EAm, HOLOIN G UP 
WHALEY1S RAN CHOUSE ./ 

QUliE A N lGHT, SER6EANT FIFrY HEAD OF CAITLE RECOVER,ED · - F\V.E._' __.,....-r; 
RUS1"LERS AND A 
ME)(lCAN BANDIT Ktl.LED/ 
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MAYBE IHAT't.L SHOW 
THE REST OF 114ESE 
BANDlTS IHA1 BRIGAN 
A6E ISN'T ALWAYS A 
\'FOFlTA�\.-E BU5jNESS J. 
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MaJ�tin's m e n beg a n  
firing furiously after 

Bates 

' 

y ALT GROVE 
Author of uThe Last Gunslinger/, etc. 

"Pap" Bates Turns I nto a Roaring Gunswift When a Self

Appointed King of the Range Threate ns His  Girl ! 

HE dusty trip and ache of time She was all he had left, now. With
beat bitterly against ''Pap" out her he wouldn't be worth his salt. 
Bates, as his rickety wagon He took a last, proud look at her 

rambled down the street. This is it, and then turned toward the store. 
he hoped, forcing the hurt out of his Even as he walked across the sagging 
throat and smoothing his li ttle four- planks and into the gloom of the store, 
year-old daughter's hair with a cal.: he felt pride surge in his chest. Babe 
loused hand. This was where they'd was a beauty, just like her Mom. 
make a fresh start. Long arms hanging awkardly, he 

· Pulling his skittish horse up to the stood by the counter, conscious of the 
rail, he dropped over the side and tied men in the store looking him over. 
the reins tight. With little Babe ''Yes, sir, stranger," the storekeeper 
asleep in the wagon seat, he didn't said, coming up. "What can I do for 
want tht\t fool horse to run away. yuh ?" 
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Idly, Bates' hand strayed to the 
pocket that should have held his to
bacco if he'd had any tobacco. But 
he brought his arm down awkwardly 
and let it hang stiffly by his side. 

"Need 'bout three bales of barbed .. 
wire,'' he said quietly, still standing 
stiff and unmoving. 

One of the men sitting by the stove 
let his chair go down with a bang, and 
he walked over to Bates. The old
timer still stood there, keeping his 
face blank. He had known that it 
would be like this. 

"Stranger in these parts, huh ?" the 
man said, surveying Bates closely. 
The man's face told Bates a lot. That 
network of lines meant that he had 
once been poor. His roughened, but 
well-padded hands toying with a 
heavy watch-chain told Bates that he 
had worked up the hard way and was 
now rich. 

''Y eah,'• Bates answered slowly. 
The man with the old-leather face 
pursed his lips, swinging the watch
chain around his forefinger. 

''Buying barbed wire, huh ?'' the 
man stated more than asked, still look
ing Bates up and down. And Bates 
was getting. tired of it, which some
how brought on a tiredness of every
thing that he'd been fighting back. 

uYeah," he answered again, this 
time not ·so slow and not so quiet. His 
face remained blank as he shifted his 
feet. Inside him that feeling grew. 
He'd like to take that wind-burned 
man apart. It wasn't the man exactly, 
though he didn't like him either. 

"Gaines, come here," the man called 
without turning, his face growing 
redder. 

A long-bodied man arose from the 
group about the stove and came up 
to Bates as quietly as a snake. Twin 
gun-belts crossed the man's hips, and 

_ as Bates looked he grew sick. The 
softness of the man's hands, and the 
way he held his fingers curled in 
slightly, told him a lot. · 

"This is 'Smoke' Gaines/' the man 
went on, putting a hand on the long
bodied man's shoulder .. "Yuh've heard 
of him. There's nobody that can beat 
his draw. Ue's famous from Tampico 
to Nome.H A chill ran up Bates' spine._ 

Yes, he'd bea�·d. '' I'm Martin and I 
own the Seven-Eleven ranch," the 1nan 
went on. And I ain!t havin' no wiFe 
strung on this range." 

''Here's yore wire, stranger," the 
little storekeeper broke in nervously. 
His glance darted from Bates to Mar
tin to Gaines, and back again rapidly. 

Without answering Martin, Bates 
turned slowly to the storekeeper, hand 
in his pocket. · Out came a worn purse 
and silently he paid the little man. 

AT feeling was growing, com
ing to l ife inside him. He had to 

do something quick. He'd never been . 
one to think, and now he'd thought so 
long about such complex things that 
he was almost crazy. What he craved 
and needed now was some physical 
action. With a grunt he rolled the 
bale of wire toward the door. 

That was better ; a lot better. It 
loosened the tightness inside him. 
And as he started for the door, Martin 
was close behind him. But Bates paid 
no attention to the rancher, and swung 
the bale of wire powerfully into the 
wagon. Frowning, Martin stood with 
Gaines, the. gun-snake, on the walk 
as he looked at Babe .sleeping in the· 
wagon. 

Trying not to notice either o£ the 
men, Bates shouldered past them into 
the store and returned with the other 
bale of wire. As he slung it up into 
the wagon, he started to climb up be-

· side his little daughter. But Martin's 
voice from the walk stopped him. 

"I  meant what I said about · the 
wire." The rancher's voice was flat. 

Eying the sun-baked man and the 
gun-snake, Bates pushed back his 
sweat-stained hat and ran a calloused 
hand down his faded pants. It  was 

· terribly hard to fight back that answer 
that he couldn't give. · 

For the first time Smoke Gaines 
spoke and his voice was as s .. oft and 
quiet as death. · 

"Yuh want I should take him, 
Boss?'' Face blank, he looked at Mar
tin, but the rancher shook his head 
angrily. 

"No not yet." In exasperation 
Martin turned back to B ates. HLook." 
he went on loudly, his face getting 
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redder. "Yuh know what'll happen if 
yuh b�ok my outfit. Good Lord, man, 
l've got almost fifty men w�rking for 
tne ! It'll be a snap to scatter yuh 
from hell to breakfast !"' 

"Is that all ?" Bates finally asked, 
his voice quiet. Babe stirred sleepily 
on the wagon seat and his heart 
twisted. HSee that kid, mister ? She's 
all I 've got. There's things she'll want 
in not so many years and I mean to 
get '-em for her. Cattle baron pr no 
cattle baron 1" · 

Mart.in swore softly. "Don't be a 
fool, man,', he grumbled. "If yuh 
string one foot of that wire, I'll run 
yuh £tom hete to Mexico ! I don't 
want that range fenced in, and you 
ain't goin� be the jasper that starts it. 
Try if i f  yuh wa.nt to go bust !'' 

Without answering, Bates swung 
qp �nto the wagon1 t�ok the reins in 
hi$ hands. Babe was ·half-awake, cud
dUng s.leepily against him. With her 
warm little b.ody pressing against his 
leg� he knew tl:iat he couldn't {ail. 

"W e111 see, Martin/' His voice was 
like a nock, as he pulle.d the horse into 
the street. · 

�(Yuh fool J" :Martin flung after him. 
"Yuh can't buck me ! I'm go.in' to run 
yuh out of this country ! I'm gQin' to 
bust yuh� do yuh hear ?'' 

F-ighting against the urge to go 
back and break Martin and his gun
swift in two1 Bates clucked to the 
horse as the wagon bumped down the 
str.e,et. Babe was awake now, those 
w..lde 'blue eyes of bers staring at 
everything. �he was asking a thous
and questions and . somehow he an
swered the,m. 

A red mist �as in front of his eyes. 
Old Pap B ates knew that he was Jlriv
ing tbe w�gon in �he right directi.on, 
bu.t he wasn't conscious of anyth1ng 
else Just that blood drumming in  his 
ear.s. A man wouldn't take what Mar
t.in' had given him, but there was little 
Babe to consider. He was her father, 
tbe one who cared for� her. 

Finally, the· mist_ lifted and he be
gan to identity a few landmarks. That 
half-section ought tQ be about here. 
And it wa$, fo.r he found �he marker 
at last. Unhitching the· old, ekittish 
hor.s� �rom his wreck_ of a wagon, he 
weht abotit making a temporary camp. 

Always, he k.ept Babe close b.eside 
him. The rattlers were pretty bad and 
she _might get bitten. 

AFTER a long time it  was night 
and the stars were out. Their 

fire was j ust a smoldering coal, and 
Babe was nestling against his shoul
der. But he could only sit there and 
worry, and he was so sick of thinking. 
He'd thought so long and so hard. 

"Pap," little Babe's voice was soft 
and warm1 ''are we home now?'' 

"Yes, Honey, we're hom·e." A 
strange surge of power shot through 
him. Home, after all that travel and 
heartbreak. Little Babe needed a 
home. He'd give her one or he'd die 
trying. ''Time to go to bed, Honey," 
he told her then. 

He carried her to th·e wagon, her 
small body warn1 in his arms, and 
made a bed for her. Silently he 
ljstened while she said her prayers, 
then be went achingly back to the 
fire. 

There was a tim·e when he wouldn't 
have �ken a thing Martin had said to 
him. But that was all changed now. 

, Babe's mother was dead, and that 
little ranch they had owned was gone. 
All he had was this homestead, this 
half section of wild land. And Babe, 
she was his life. 

Stirring the remains o� the fire with 
a stick, he began to feel good again. 

. All the living he'd get now, wo1:1ld be 
wrapped up in her. All the fun he'd 
missed, she would have. �here'd be 
nothing that he wouldn't give her. 
His littJe girl. 

Pride surged through him as he 
walked slowly over to the wagon and 
crawled into his blankets beside Babe, 
who was breathing gently and regu� 
larly. There was a choked feeling in
side him. But, finally, he �ent to 
sleep, thinking of what he was going 
to do for Babe. 

When he woke up, Babe was sitting 
astride his chest, poking him w}th her 
Jieels. Those blue eyes of hers were 
dancing with laughter. W ith a · grunt 
be sat up and hugged her to him. . 

"Mornin', Honey," he said. "Feel 
like breakfast ?'• Po�ing her gently 
in  the ribs he grinned at her. 
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"Yes, Pap,n she answered.. And 
then : �'Where's our house, Pap ?  
Wher:e are we go in' to live, huh ?" 

Still grinning at  her, he pointed to
- ward a tree, plans forming rapidly in 

his mind. 
''See that tree ?n he said. And at her 

childish nod : "Right there I'm goin, 
to build us a house. But first let's see 
what's for breakfast.'' And he went 
rummaging through his supplies, 
l ighting a fire, and fixing things to 
eat. 

All that day he worked hard, fenc
ing �f£ a small piece of land for a 
garden. Tl:tat d;Jy and the next and 
the next for a whole week he worked 
on the garden. In the spring his crops 
would be up and then Babe would 
have fresh vegetables. Not once did he 
let her leave his side. When he dug 
holes for fence posts, she sat in the 
shade of a tree and laughed at him. 

And as he dug the celler of this sod 
house, she squatted on the gro,und 
above and asked a thousand questions. 
Her interest made the work light. 
When he felt tired he had only to look 
at her and then go back to his work 
with a fierce vigor. 

Far three weeks it was like that. 
And at the end of that . time he had 
fenced in his land� built a sod house, 
and started on a welL There was a 
stream that he meant to use for the 
cattle. At the present time, the cattle 
consisted of one cow. But at the end 
of three weeks, when he went to bed 
one night, he was satisfied. It had 
been hard work, but it was worth it. 

The next morning when he awoke, 
Babe was still asleep_, Tucking the 
covers closer ·around her, he pulled 
on nis boots and walked to the door. 
Throwin_g it open he sucked the fresh, 
spring breeze into his lungs. Chest 
expanded, arms thrown back, he 
looked over his land and sickness 
exploded inside him. 

Almost wanting to cry, he stepped 
out the door, took three staggering 
steps toward th� garden. There, in 
that beautiful garden that he'd planted 
for Babe, all hell had broken loose. 
The wire was down, the fence posts 
uprooted, and the half-grown vege
table-s strewn over the ground. 

Eyes smarting, his chest began tC? 
heave with rage. Martin had done 
this. Martin, the bloated range-king 
and his blasted hired gunman ! 

Sickly, he looked at the rest of his 
place. As far as he could see the wire 
was down and the fence posts broken 
off or pulled out of the ground. A 
blind, red mist was settl ing in front 
of his eyes. . 

Bates walked dumbly toward that 
half-dug well. It  was caved in. All his 
work had gone for nothing. And in a 
clump of brush, over by a tree, he 
found his cow, his one and only cow. 
It had been shot through the head, 
lying there dead, flies buzzing around 
the dried blood .. 

Shaking with rage and bitterness� 
he stumbled around the half-section. 
The only thing left was the sod house. 
Martin and his raiders that came in 
the night had·n't wanted to wake him. 
The wagon shafts were broken, the 
bed broken in. And he could only 
guess as to where the horse was. 

Stumbling, shaken so with emotion 
that he hardly knew what he was do
ing, Pap Bates sank down by the well. 
He grabbed a handful of earth, 
clenched it hard in his hand. Martin, 
the range king. Martin, the cattle bar
on. Martin, the man that ha-d every
thing, had taken what l ittle he had. 

'D kill Martin for this. That 
beefy rancher would never live 

to see the sun rise again. Somehow 
he'd fight his way past Smoke Gaines 
to Martin and kill that lord of the 
range. Savagely Bates swore it. And 
as he did so his thoughts drummed 
up inside him, telling him : · 

"No you can't !" 
For there was little Babe. Dumbly, 

he stared at the earth in his hand. 
Gaines was a professional gunman , 
he'd kill him.. What would happen to 
little Babe then? No, be couldn't go 
hell-raising over to Martin's place. 

He just couldn't do it. Bitterness 
and hatred for Martin welled up in 
him, drumming the blood ino his ears. 
Almost sobbing, he beat a calloused 
fist against his faded Levis. Why did ' 
this have to happen ?. Couldn't he just 
get along with people ? 
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Bates didn't ask for much just · a 
half-section that would give him 
enough to live on. Martin had so 
many thousands of acres. It wasn't 
fair. For an instant he had to squeeze 
his eyes shut hard, swallow many 
times. Then he began to think, to 
make his tired brain function slowly. 

As much as he wanted to, he could
n't shoot Martin, for surely Gaines' 
. 45's would get him. So, for little 
Babe's sake, he couldn't do it. But 
should . he try to stick it out ? Or 
should he move on before Martin got 
it in his head to kill him ? 

Bates shook his head, not knowing. 
But he decided to give it another try� 
If Martin got real tough, then he 
could push on. Maybe the cattle baron 
might give up. Slowly, he looked 
around the ranch, taking stock of 
what he would need. 

Wire, some more seed for another 
garden, and a cow, if anyone would 
sell one. He could fix the wagon him
self, and he'd have to hunt up the · 

horse. Also, he could always dig an
other welL His thoughts pressing 
down on him, he walked back to the 
sod house and found Babe awake, 
dressing herself. 

"Mornin', Pap,'' she greeted, run
ning to him and kissing him. Then she 
turned around. "Button me up in the 
back." 

"Mornin', Honey .. " His thick fingers 
fumbled with the small buttons. Babe 
was standing there so little and trust
ing. He just couldn't let her down. 
If  he did he was the worst kind of dog 
alive. 

As he fixed breakfast, he tried to 
be cheer£1:11 and joke with Babe. 

B ut it was a hard thing to do. His 
w9rk had all been for nothing and 
that was hard to take. Then they 
finished breakfast and Babe did what 
she called "helpin' with the dishes." 

Then they went outside. He swung 
Babe up on his shoulders, picked up 
a r.ope and started on a search for his 
horse. It was a hard job, but he finally 
found the skittish old nag and roped 
him. Then they went back to the 
ranch. and he fixed the wagon. Babe 
still "help in'.'' 

• 

It was hard work, and he had to 
stop in the middle of it to give Babe 
her lunch. While she was eating, he 
went savagely back to his work, fitting 
new shafts on the wagon. He half 
fixed the bed, and then got Babe and 
started for town. He had to get that 
new barbed-wire. 

So Martin didn't like barbed-wire, 
huh ? Well, he'd give that dirty son 
so much wire that he'd scream . 

They bumped along the wagon trail, 
B abe close to him, smiling up at him 
now and then and asking all kinds of 
questions. He tried to answer them as 
best he could. 

It was a long and hot ride into town, 
and when they got there it was mid
afternoon. He knew that he'd have 
to get his wire and rush right back to 
the ranch. As the rickety wagon ram
bled down the street, three men carne 
banging out a saloon door, shooting 
their .45's into the air. 

Then he saw all the horses at the 
rack, saw the Seven-Eleven brand on 
them. A bitter lump came up in his 
throat. Martin and his men were in 

· town. But he forced it down some
how, tried to remain calm. More cow
pokes flooded into the street as he 
pulled his wagon up to the hitch-rack. 

"Sit in the wagon, Honey," he cau
tioned Babe, and then went to tie the 
horse up. A man sitting in front of 
the store spat a brown stream of to-

. bacco juice into the dust and it 
splashed near him. 

"How's the homesteadin' goin', 
stranger ?" The man grinned slyly at 
him. , 

Savagely, Bates flipped the reins 
over the rack and strode toward the 
man. J erk)ng him up from his chair 
he slammed a fist into the man's face. 
And the fellow went down like he'd 
been hit with an axe. 

Rubbing his fist, Bates went into 
the store. The little storekeeper ad
vanced on him, rubbing his hands to
gether. 

"Yes, sir," he greeted. "What can I 
do for yuh today ?" 

"I want some more wire/' Bates said 
slowly, looking straight into the little 
man's eyes as they blinked nervously 

• tw1ce. 

-. 
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Swallowing, the storekeeper man
aged a grin and ducked into the back 
room.. Bates remained standing, arms 
hanging stiff and tired down his sides. 

"Well I'll be blasted !" -
Turning around, Bates saw Martin 

standing in the doorway, slack-jawed. 
The rancher had Smoke Gaines with 
him, and Gaines and his guns. Out
side he could hear the rest of Martin's 
men running up and down the street, 
firing their .45's. Slowly the range 
king advanced . 

HAre· you still here?'' the rancher 
went on, as if he couldn't believe his 
eyes. Bates stood there, stiff and 
hating. If Babe wasn't outside in 
that wagon he'd crack Martin in two 
across his knee . . "What does it take 
to get rid of yuh ?" Martin growled. 

"I got permission from the U. S., 
Government to homestead that land," 
Bates said quietly, holding himself in 
check. "Yuh can't buck them, mister. 
And since I aim to homestead, there's 
nothing,yuh can do." 

"Oh, there isnrt, huh ? "  Martin ad
vanced, hands on his hips, jaw jutting 
out. "Well, yuh'll see. Think that 
job we pulled last night was good, 
hu-h? All right, y.ou wait. As fast 
as yuh put wire up, we can take it 
down. And I'll outlast yuh. Yuh 
can't beat me ! ) '  

"Mebbe I can." Jaw muscles hard, 
Bates turned from the rancher to the 
storekeeper, who was rolling a bale 
of wire toward him. The little tnan 
darted a glance from Martin to Bates 
and back again. 

uHere's yore wire,'' he said. 
"Vvire ? "  Martin hello\ved. "I for

bid yuh to sell that wire ! This home
steader don't need it. Don1t sell it to 
him, or I'll run yuh out of town !" 

ILENTLY, Bates opened up his 
purse and paid the storekeeper, 

who was so nervous he could hardly 
take the money. 

"But, Mister Martin," the little 
man's voic-e shook out) "I got to sell 
it to s_otnebody." 

"All right then !'' Martin's face was 
red_. "I '11 buy all yuh got left ! Ever 
bale of it ! hnything, so this squatter 
don't get any more/' Savagely} he 

J 

swung on Bates� "Now will yuh get 
out ? Or do I have to shoot holes 
through that thick head of yores.?" 

"Look," Bates' voice was hoarse as 
he glared back at Martin, "Yuh've got 
everything, I've got nothing. Noth
ing but my little girl. And that holne
stead is for her. You, nor anyone else, 
can run me out. Chew that awhile !" 

uveah ?" His face ugly, Martin 
came up closer. "Yuh fool ! I can't 
run yuh off ? Listen, I don�t have to . 
I can kill yuh and no one'll give a 

· hoot. But I was making it easy for 
yuh because yuh got a kid� Now, do 
yuh want to stay and die-or run and 
live ?" 

Bates clenched his fists down at his 
sides hard. Nostrils flaring, he 
glanced at Martin, saw that the 
rancher was standing to one side and 
a little in front of Smoke Gaines. A 
chill shook through him. Just look
ing at Gaines made him cold all over. 

So he just stood there, shaking with 
rage, unable to do a thing. If he tried 
anything now, Gaines would kill him. 
And what about Babe ? He couldn't 
die and leave her alone in the world. 
Dumbly, he shook his head, wanting 
to kill Martin in the worst way. 

"All right,'' he muttered hoarsely:, 
dropping his hands helple$sly. "1='11 
run." 

Smoke Gaines came over to him, 
grabbed his battered hat and sailed 

. it out the door straight into the face 
of Bates' skittish horse ! The horse 
pitched between the wagon shafts, the 
hastily tied reins came �oose, and the . 
horse raced wildly off down the 
street ! A runaway with little Babe 
in the wagon ! 

Agony shot through Bates · at the 
sight, but he had already thrown him
self at Gaines. Hate, fear, anger fused 
together and put a strength in him 
that no one could .best. Gaines had 
his gun out, but Bates twisted the 
gunman's wrist savagely. 

A shot boomed through the store, 
and the slug splintered the floor at 
Bates' feet. The great cords in his 
neck swelling, he bent Gaines• arm 
back as if  he were a child� The gun 
ex�taded againt j ust as the gu�a�Js 
wr1st snapped. A scream d1ed lll 
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Gaines' throat. His own slug had 
buried itself high in his chest. 

As the gunman slumped down, 
Bates twisted the .45 from his hand, 
going straight for Martin. The ranch
er's weathered face had a look of  ter
ror in it, and his hand flashed inside 
his coat. But it never came out. That 
driving urge to kill anybody that 
stood between him and the runaway 
rocketed Bates straight into Martin. 

Furiously, he hammered the .45 
into Martin's face and the rancher 
dropped like a log. Somehow, Bates 
had got his hand entangled in  the 
rancher's heavy watch-chain. Going 
for the door, he tried vainly to shake 
it off. But it was entwined around 
his wrist in a manner that kept it 
there. And there was a small knot of 
Seven-Eleven men j ust outside the 
door • 

As he burst through the door, gun 
in hand, going like the devil's own 
wrath, they broke. One man faced 
him, gun belching, and lead chewed 
at the door frame. Automatically, 
Bates snapped his gun down, let the 
hammer fall with his thumb, and the 
man spun backwards. The other men 
had scattered to places of protection. 

UT Bates never gave them a 
thought. Like a shot he was 

beside a horse tied to the rack. He 
had to get to little Babe. Fiercely, 
he clawed at the reins, and as he tried 
to swing aboard a gun hurled a slug 
at him. It caught him high in  the 
shoulder and with a sledge-hammer 
savageness SPlashed him to the 
ground. 

Another shot hit beside him, spew
ing dust in his eyes. Frantically, he 
dug at his eyes while he came up out 
of the dust in a half crouch. The man 
shot again, and Bates leveled his gun 
at a second-story window, triggering 
lead at the man with a rifle. The man 
threw up his hands, rifle clattering 
to the ground, and he slumped over 
the window sill. 

Grabbing the saddle-horn, Bates 
vaulted into the saddle, his heart ham
mering like mad. As he kicked the 
horse away from the rack and down 
the street, lead whined all around 
him. B ut be only pounded onward; 
trying desperately to 'get to little 
Babe. Leaning far over on the horse's 
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neck, he tried to shield himself from 
the hail of  lead. 

Guns blasting, a Seven-Eleven man 
jumped into the center of the street 
i� front of his charging hor-se. Bates 
swerved his mount slightly, snapped 
a shot at the man from under the 
animal's neck. As the man slumped 
to the ground, he pounded on by. 
Nothing could stop him now. He had 
to get to little Babe ! 

. . 
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That heated gun battle had spent 
precious minutes minutes that could 
have been used in getting to little 
Babe. Bates rode stiff and unbend- . A 5 J 0 U ing. Now, when he needed to most, D I N ·G 
he couldn't unloosen. The habit · of 
years had made him face things firtnly 
and strongly, even if he was rotting 
inside. 

He was so scared that he wouldn't 
find her alive, he could hardly breathe. 
As he cursed himself for being a fool, 
fierce emotion surged through him. 
He just couldn't lose her. He couldn't ! 
If  Babe and her Mom were both gone, 
what good would he be? 

Suddenly, the road turned sharply 
and he lifted his head. For one ter
rible, blind instant, he was afraid te 
look. But then he was around the 
bend, looking, and j erking his horse 
to a squatting, dust-raising stop. The 
wagon was there, tipped up in a 
ditch ! 

B ut what really sent his heart 
pound·ing high and hard was little· 
Babe's voice ! 

"Horse," her childish treble came 
to him, "get the wagon out of  the 
ditch. Horse, do you hear me ? Get ! 
Get r' 

Frantically, Bates slid out of the 
saddle, pounded breathlessly around 
the wagon and stopped. Chest heav
ing, he could only stare at little Babe. 
She was standing with her hands on 
her hips, frowning at the horse. 

"Horse," she repeated, then she saw 
her father. "Pap ! The old horse 
won't get the wagon out of the ditch !" 

Grinning now, Bates stepped for
ward, swooped her up in his arn1s. I • ''Oh, Honey," he choked, holdtng 
her close, squeezing her tight. Her 
little arms were around his neck and 
she gave him a wet kiss on the cheek. 

4'The horse got scared," she con
fided, and then he had to laugh at 
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himself. But it was a weak, seated 
sort of laugh. When he thought o! 
what could have happened Eyes 
smarting, memories tore at him. Old 
and sweet memories and thoughts of 
little Babe and her Mom. He remem
bered the night she was born. How 
proud he'c;l been ! And the night Mom 
had died, and how grief-stricken he'd 
been. And when Babe took her .first 
step . . . her first word . . . her first 
tooth. 

Choking, he swallowed hard, and 
dug at his eyes with his fists. But 
he tried hard to grin at her. Even 
though it hurt like anything,- it was 
a pleasant, warm sort of hurt. 

" Babe," he said, and his voice 
sounded hollow in his own ears, "Yuh 
just scared the living daylights out 
of me." Shaking his head he still 
tried to laugh, but he couldn't. It 
had been too awful. 

"Was you scared, Pap ?" Babe 
asked, her blue eyes wide. Putting a 
little hand on his chin she til ted his 
head up and kissed him. "I'm sorry, 
Pap, but the old horse ran and ran.'' 
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took Martin's watch-chain off his 
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"1\Aister, please leave, us alone/' the 
little storekeeper begged, clutching at 
his coat. But Bates shoved the little 
man back. This was the showdown. 
He looked the little man straight in 
the eye, his heart pounding hard in 
his chest. 1 • 

"I want a box of Forty-five shells 
and three bales of barbed-wir'e," he 
said. 

"Mister, have a heart," the little 
storekeeper pleaded. "Yuh know Mis
ter Mart:in bought it all up." But as 
Bates took a step toward him, the lit
tle man scurried like a scared rat into 
the back of the store. With a groan 
Martin stood up, still holding his face. 

His face expressionless, Bates 
handed him his watch-chain. Hardly 
looking at it, Martin took it, held it 
clumsily in his hand as he pressed the 
handkerchief to his face. 

''Look, Bates,'' the rancher almost 
begged, "what will yuh take to go 
away someplace where people want 
trouble ? I don't want yuh around. 
here. I'll buy that homestead from 
yuh if yuh'll go." Pleading, the big 
rancher stood there. It was so funny 
that Bates had to laugh. 

"I want the homestead," he told 
Martin once more. And the rancher 
started to swear, but , caught himself 
as he saw Babe. 

"All right, all right," Martin con
ceded. "Any man that can beat Gaines 
to his own guns ain't to be fooled with. 
And say, do yuh want to ride my north 
line for me ? There's where yore 
fence will be." 

''Ride yore line ?"  It  was like a dash 
of cold water on Bates' brain. "Why, 
shore. But why me ? "  

Martin's swollen face split into a 
• grtn. 
"Yuh've got my outfit cowed," he 

confided, "and no other man but me 
ever done that. And with you on my 
north boundary I know that no one 
will ever get past." 

Swallowing hard, Bates tried to get 
the dryness out of his throat. 

"Honey,'' he whispered, squeezing 
little Babe, "we're all right now." She 
was looking intently at Martin. 

"The old horse ran away with me," 
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But Bates could only stand there 
and think. He knew that if the run
away had not occurred he would never 
have been able to smash Smolte Gaines 
down. Never again would he be keyed 
up like he had been then. But he 
grinned and kept quiet as Martin 
helped him shove the wire out the 
door and into the wagon. 

The little storekeeper came running 
after them, yelling plaintively : 

"Mister Bates, yuh forgot yore 
Forty-five shells !'' 

. 

JAILBI RD 
(Continued from page 93) 

He saw the three riders fire their 
guns in the air, and saw the jets of 
flame that spurted from the muzzles. 

"That'll bring the posse on the dou
ble quick,'' Ed Shelley said with a 
laugh. ''Let's go boys." . 

They rode into the mountain gloom 
and disappeared, doubling back to
ward Wildhorse. 

Chance headed for the brush. He 
thought bitterly of men like Jeff Kane 
and Harry McCormick who were rid
ing to put a noose around his neck. 
Hot anger crawled his veins as he 
thought of what Ed Shelley had said 
about Linda. That old jealousy swept 
over him. Was Linda merely playing 
a game, waiting back there at the 
hotel for Ed Shelley to take her to 
Mexico ? 

Then Chance shook off those 
thoughts and grimly determined to 
finish Ed Shelley once and for alL 
But here he was five miles from Wild
horse. His mount was dead and a 
posse at this very moment tearing 
across the meadow. 

E KNEW the posse would find 
his own dead horse and imme

diately spread out, hunting for him. 
They were more interested in nab
bing him than they were on getting 
their hands on Ed Shelley. 

Tom Chance had spent many hours, 
when he was a boyJ swimming in Little 
Bend River. That experience would 
come in handy now. He kicked off 
his boots, tore his shirt from his back 
and dived in, just as a dozen riders 

Send for F'R££ price smash lng literature in 
colots. Fulty describes nnd shows�U models. �e our literature b�fOJ'e you buy .S£Nb TODAY. 
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10c pulled up there in the meadow .. o�v "It's Tom's boss !,, he heard one of 
the men yell. "Fell out with Shelley 
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most likely. Let's run him down." 
But already the cold, icy waters 

of Little Bend River were closing 
over the head of Tom Chance. The 
swift �urrent ripped his body away 
from shore carrying him to mid
stream. He gasped for breath and 
fought his way to the surface. His 
battered head ached. He saw a dim 
light in the meadow and knew some
body had a lantern and that the posse 
was searching for his tracks. 

The wild, raging current of Little 
Bend River carried Chance swiftly 
toward Wildhorse. There was only 
one thought .crowding his mind as he 
battled the river. That was to get 
Ed Shelley and shoot him down like 
the mad dog that he was. And Linda. 
She couldn't still be in love with Ed 
Shelley. 

It  seemed hours later that Chance 
struck out for the shore, and pulled 
himself dripping and cold up on the 
bank behind the hotel in W ildhorse. 

The river had given him an awful 
battering. He staggered to his feet 
and made a lurching run toward the 
rear of the hotel. The cut on his 
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or cutting belts.. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real 
opening-follows every body movement with instant in
creased suppo11: in ease of strain. Cannot slip whether at 
work o1· play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn in bath. 
Send for amazing FREE book, "Advice To Ruptured." and 
details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. Also endorse
ments from grateful users in your neighborhood. Write : 

tJLUTBE SONS. Dept. 88, Bloomfield, N.ew Jersey. 

-� AGENTS! 1-lof Seller/ ' 
REVOLUTIONARY chemics.l enon&'& 
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SAMPLE OJ:'F£R- Satnoles seat ON TRIAL w 01'8t pe�&oo ill each locallt7 ��o oon:ltee �iSfflptj_ojl. Get details. Be/it'.t-.Mtrt 11�r1'14'm4f TOIJ.a.rl THE Sr;; w., 1-132 Bvr svvet, Akron. Gbto 

head made him dizzy but with grim 
determination he kept on. Ed Shel
ley's horse was tied to the railing on 
the rear steps. The other two metn· 
hers of  the gang must have high
tailed it, Chance thought. He had 
no weapon and if  he met Shelley, 
the gunman would kill him. 

A single finger of yellow light 
showed beneath the shade of the 
kitchen window. Rocks cut into his 
feet as he crossed the yard. He stood 
on tiptoe looking into the kitchen. 
The window was up and he could 
hear as well as see. And what he 
heard brought his hopes and dreams 
down in a crashing jumble. 

Linda and Ed Shelley were there. 
They were both laughing and Tom 
felt the blood in his veins run to 
water as he heard Shelley talking. 

"The posse has got him by now. 
He's hangin'. I guess he knows now 
there ain't nothin' can stop Ed Shel
ley when he wants something. I 've 
always wanted you." 

Linda's laugh was a little forced, 
Tom thought. 

''The fool, the poor, poor fool,'' she 
• was saytng. 

In one split second, Tom Chance 
felt that his one remaining interest 
in life was gone forever Linda. Los .. 
ing his gun hand had been bad enough. 
Finding Linda again had seemed to 
make up for other things. Now she 
was gone, too. Going to help Ed Shel
ley spend his share of eighteen thou
sand dollars south of the Rio Grande. 

T and cold, his muscles ach
ing from the smashing blows 

of the river, Tom Chance hung on for 
just one instant there at the kitchen 
window. 

Linda was talking again. "I have 
to get something, Ed. vVait a min
ute.,' 

She turned back,_ and Tom could 
see that her face was as white as her 
starched apron. Ed Shelley waited 
for her at the door, his dark eyes 
drinking the curves of her slender 
figure. 

Then Chance wanted to cry out as 
a surging rush of new life crowded 
through his body. For Linda had 
turned and there was a derringer in 
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her hand a wicked looking little gun 
that could knack the life out of a 
man. 

HYou killed Tom/' she sobbed. .�'I 
only hid you because you promised 
that if you could stay here for a day 
you wouldn't harm Tom. If Tom's 
hand wasn't stiff he'd face you with 
a gun and blow your rotten heart out 
of your body. My father always liked 
and trusted you, but he didn't know 
what a lying coward you really are. 
Ifs too bad he died before he found 
out." 

Chance was through the rear kitch
en doors before she had finished. 

"Duck ! '' he yelled at Linda, for Ed 
Shelley �as digging for his gun. 

Chance had a glimpse of Ed's dark 
face and saw the baffled look stamped 
there at seeing his old enemy fac
ing him once again. Ed Shelley had 
Linda by the arm twisting the der
ringer out of her hand. The weapon 
clattered among knives and forks on 
the table and fell to the floor. 

"I don't know how yuh made it, 
but it ain't doin' yuh any good," Shel
ley snapped. 

Then he pulled Linda into the ho
tel lobby, using the girl's body as a 
shield. He thumbed two quick shots 
at Tom Chance. Tom went sideways 
on on·e knee, heard the jangle of glass 
as bullets took out the upper part 
of the window. Shelley and Linda 
were gone and Tom grabbed the der-

• r1nger. 
And then Bat Harbin was in one 

doorway, two canvas sacks with the 
words, "Gypsy Gal Mine'' stamped 
on their sides. Harbin had come down 
the back stairs from Shelley's hide
out room on the second floor. 

His greenish eyes widened and his 
fat hands went for his gun the instant 
he dropped the bags. Harbin was sur
prised. 

Tom Chance came to his feet, 
brought the derringer with him. The 
gun exploded just above Harbin's belt 
line and the man stopped as if  hit 
with a club. His features loosened 
and he sank down and lay on his face, 
blood rtlnning across the scrubbed 
floor of the kitchen. The tnan who 
wore a marshal's star and was crooked 
as the bed of Little Bend River was 
down. 

Not everyone 
does as well 
as Cha les-

for he 
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may excite the Heart 

Oas tra�ped in the stomach or rullet mv aet like a halr·tr�r on 
the heart action. At the first sign of distress Qnart men and women 
det>end ou Bell-ana Tablets to set gas fre�. No laxative but ma.de of 
the fastest-a.ettng medlc.lne8 known for symptomatic reliet or gastric 
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STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSffiP, 'MANAGE
MENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE 
ACTS OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, :AND 
M.A.RCH 3, 1933, of Texas Rangers, published bl
monthfy at New York, N. Y., for October 1. 1941. State 
of New York, County of New York, ss. Before me� a 
Notary Public in alld for the State and County a.fore
sa,d, personally appeared H. L . .Herbert,. who, having 
been duly sworn according to law, deposes and says 
that he is the Business Manager of Texas Rangers, 
and that the following is, to the best of his knowl
edge_ a.na belief� a true statement of \the ownership, 
management. etc:, of the a.foiesaid publication for the 
date shown in the above captionJ required by the Act 
of August 24, 1912, as amended by the Act of Jl!arch 
3� 1933, embodied in section 531, Postal Laws ana Reg
ulations� printed on the reverse of this form, to wit : 1. 
That the names and addresses of the publisher, editor, 
managing editor, and business managers are : Publisher, 
Better Publications, Inc., 10 East 40th Street, New 
Yonk, N. Y. Edltor� G. B. Farnum, 10 East 40th St., 
Ne.w York, N. Y. ; Managing Editor, none ; Business 
1\ofanager, H. L. Herbert, 10 East 40th St., New York, 
N. Y. 2. That the owners are : Better Publications, 
Inc., 10 East 40th Street, New York, N. Y. ; N. L. 
Pines, 10 East 40th Street, New York, N. Y. 3. That 
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holders ownin.g .or holding 1 per cent or more of total 
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and security holders as they appear upon the books of 
the company, but also, in cases where the stockholde.r 
or security bolder appears upon the bo<>ks of the com
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the name of the person or corporation for whom such. 
trustee is acting, is given ; also that the said two para
graphs contain statements embracing a.ffiant''s full knowl
edge and belief as to the circumstances and conditions 
under which stockholders and security holders who do 
not appear upon the books of the company as trustees, 
hold stock and securities in a capacity other than that 
of a bona fide o.w�er j and this affiant has no reason to 
believe that any other person, association, or corpora
tion bas any interest direct or indirect in tbe said Htock� 
bonds, or other securities than as so stated by him. 
H. L. HerbertJ Business 1\!fanager. Sworn to and sub
scribed before me this lOth day of October, 1941. ElL
gene �recll.,ler, Notary Public. My commission expires 
March 30, 1943. 

llO 

It wasn't until he had thrown away 
the smoking derringer and grabbed 
one of Harbin's guns, that Chance 
entered the lobby. In the dim light 
he saw �d Shelley standing there, 
Linda held in front of him. His pal
lid features were twisted in anger. 

"Drop that gun, Tom, you ain't got 
a chance. One shot and yuh'l l . hit 
Linda." 

M came up short, indecision 
stamped on his face. He saw 

Linda's eyes flashing. 
"Kill him, Tom, kill him," she cried. 
Tom Chance laughed. "So yuh're 

the great Ed Shelley, the tough hom
bre who sticks up trains, but bas to 
do his shootin' from behind a woman." 

Ed Shelley twisted his lips queerly. 
He shoved Linda roughly aside. 

"All right. Stick that gun in yore 
belt and I'll pouch mine," he said. 
"I'll give you an even break, more 
than I ever gave any man. Linda goes 
with the .ge�t that's left standin'. That 
right, Linda?" 

The girl hesitated, and then nodded, 
a triumphant look in her eyes. 

Tom Chance stood there barefoot, 
water from Little Bend River drip
ping off his body. His head ached 
and the fingers of his stiff right hand 
were. stiffer than usual from the cold 
and icy water of the river. His teeth 
were chattering and he knew he didn't 
have much of a chance. 

But he looked at Linda and knew 
that he had to go through with it. 
There was a reckless grin on his face. 
Tom worked J:Jis fingers and tried to 
get the stiffness out of them. 

The gun felt cold against his skin, 
stuck there in the top of his soggy 
pants. 

"Let's go, Ed," Chance said, and 
braced his body against the shock of 
a bullet. 

Linda ran to the hotel desk there 
in the lobby and Tom �aw her pull
ing on the rope that held the chande
lier. 

Ed Shelley saw the movement and 
he went for his gun. Tom Chance 
had seen that look on many another 
man's face. Ed Shelley's hands slashed 
down. Tom's fingers touched the gun 
butt and he knew he would never 
make it. 

There was a terrific crash and the 
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floor shook. With his gun hal£ out 
of leather; Ed Shelley whirled. The 
smashed chandelier lay in a heap be
hind him. 

It had only taken the splintered 
part of a second for Linda to slip the 
rope off the peg and send the big 
wooden . circle of bracket lamps and 
brass chains down. 

That brief instant, when Shelley 
had turned, gave Tom Chance the 
break he needed. 

Ed Shelley's gun was out, the muz
zle stabbing smoke. But Tom Chance 
had his own gun working. His first 
bullet drove Ed Shelley into the big 
horsehair sofa in the lobby. 

The second slug brought Shelley to 
his knees. 

The only two slugs Ed Shelley man
aged to shake out, before he died, 
went into the ceiling. Plaster drib
bled down and formed two dusty 
mounds of white there on the floor. 

EN the posse came . back to 
town, it didn't take them long 

to get the straight of things, espe-
cially since Linda had loaded Tom's 
scattergun and threatened to shoot 
everyone of them if they didn't listen. 
When she had finished, Harry Mc
Cormick unpinned the marshal's 
badge from Bat Harbin's shirt front 
and handed it to Tom Chance. Har
bin wasn't dead, but he was plenty 
scared and anxious to talk. 

Tom Chance turned the gold badge 
over in his hand and shook his head. 

"No thanks, boys, I appreciate it 
but my marshalin' days are over," he 
said. ''Th.is Wildhorse hotel i s  up 
for sale. Just as soon as me and Linda 
can find a buyer, we're gettin' mar
ried and lookin' around for some good 
land and a few cows. I reckon we'll 
be glad to get back to ranchin'. 
Runnin' a hotel is just too plumb -com
plicated at times.'' 
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JACKSON COLE 

Is Your Rupture 
H E? 

Why continue to suffer with rupture? 
Stop your worries and feats. Send for 
the facts about my pedec�d truss 
invention-the Brooks Apphance for 
reducible rupture - with the auto
matic AJR .. cusHION support that 

l!es Nature a ehance to dose 
t openiftg. Thousands boug�t by 
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ga,sp for breath was the vuY la.et ; U reattul steep ia impossible 
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lifetime and tried everything you could leam of without relief; efen 
if you are utterly discouraged, do no� abandon hope but, send todu 
for this free trial. It will oost you notb1ng. .Address 
Frontier Astbma Co. 41-J Frontier Bider. 
462 Nla�&nl St. Bu1falo,. N. Y. 
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SEND N O  M ONEY !  �:i�J::lt!:of�u�0�� 
<rents oostage. Use Ruoroll for n <lays and if y�u·re not. d�Ughted "iith t:mooth. 'Velvet s-haves you �et, return RA.ZOROLL 

11nd we'll return you1· dollar. Huuy-ord�r today 
RAZOROLL 00.,  620 N. ft\ ichigan. �pt 202, Chltl1lgo, I l l.  

1 1 1  

.. 



. 
• 

.. 

• 

Splendid ODJ:)Ortunitl�. Prepare in spare 
time. Easy plan. No previous experience 
needed. common school education sufficient. 
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THE FRONTIER POST 
(Continued from page 12) 

�1ex.ico's national emblem, along with a gUlla. 
the two rasslin' together, so I reckon aguila 
ts glad that a or b wasn't cor�ect . 

'1. POIJLO. a is correct. �rwo ll1s sound 
sort of like y. So it's poh-yo. A good one to 
remember when you see that famous Spanish 
dish. arroz con polio, on the menu. (Rice and 
chicken.) But don't get it mixed up with the 
next one beca.use-

8. P1ERO. b i s  correct. A lady dog i s  pera. 
The ending of a noun generally denotes 
gender, o being the n1ascuUne form. a the 
feminine. In whistling to a pero, you whistle 
just the same in border lingo. 

9. PAJARO (pah-hay-ro). c is correct. 
Two birds you hear a lot about are the swal· 
low (la golondrina) and the dove (la paloma) , 
favorite songs of those names being sung 
about each. Gavfota (seagull) and gallo 
( rooster) haven't bobbed up i n  song yet. 

Polio, pero and pajaro-get 'em down pat so 
you won't whistle to a chicken, order dog in 
a restaurant or sing a love song about a 
rooster. 

10. PESCADO. a is correct. Pescado muy 
grande. very big fish� The one that got away, 
in other words. 

����������������������- : 11. VACA. a i s  correct. The v s ounds like 

Banlab thQ eravfng for tobacco as thousands have. Make yourself free 
end happy wltb Tobacco Redeemer .. 
Not a eubstitute, not habit fonning. Write for free booklet telling of in
jurious etfeet of tobae.co ..---. and ot ' treatment whieh FREE baa relieved many men. BOOK THE NEWEll COMPANY �� 1 93 Clayton Sta •• St. l.auis. Ma. 

LODESTO N E LIYE$1 A��r s:��NG 
'2 Keys to Power, ,1. Postage extra i:t C.O.D. Charms. 
Powders. Oils. Herbs. Novelties! etc., described in 
FREE Catalog. 
D. SMY..THE CO. lox T, NEWARK, MO. 

IE PREPAREDI StiOOT NEW BENJAMIN TARGET PISTOL 

�cte �-&GO' . 

M.n<1e m the v.e.a.. 
... - Q • • • 
NEW Streamlined Rand Pump-Longer ��f;J/11 
Shot Bartei-L,arger Grip.-More Power-Aecurate
Jtracticai-Economi�I-Sa.te Clean-Qu iet. No smoke 
c:>r fUmes. Bolt Action-Hotmmer Fire-Hair Trig· 
Siler-Safety Lock. Single Shot BB wit.h 1 lb. shot $9.00; 
Single Shot �1. . 177 or .22 ri.tled-witb 300 pellets �10. 50; Holster $2.00. Also a complete li.ae of Benjamin 
Cenuine Compressed AiT Rifles for BB and Cal. .1 '17 or 
.'22 pellets. No liceuse required. Ask your dealer for a demonstration. Write today for complete specifications and free targets 
BENJAMIN A I R  RIFLE co • •  880 Marion St., St. Louis, Mo • •  U.s.A: 

HAND-COLORED In 011 
PHOTO ENLARGEMENT 

Beautifully mounted in 7 x 9 
white frame mat. Made from any 
photograph, snapshot or nega· tive. Original returned. Send 

25c and stamp-no other charges. 
COLORGRAPH, Dept. TF-19 17 N. LeClaire. Chicago. 

c 
PLUS 3o STAMP 

for Mailing I 

b, so it's bah -cah. Other member o' the 
family is to:ro, bulL Toreado�, bullfighter. 

12. ZAPILOTE. c i s  correct. (Sah-poh
tay). He's not handsome but he•s useful-in 
a bad year when the creeks dry and the range 
vacas die. Don't get him mixed up with 
.zapadero. shoen1aker. 

All of those dozen words you'd have use 
for i£ you was a new Ranger makin' a ride 
along the border to collect up a hoss thief 
on orders from your Captain. Right soon 
you'd grow to like the musical sound o' the 
lingo and you'd crave to learn more. 

· How Lingo Savvy Grows 
Mebbeso you'd find a rider going your 

way. Thusly, you'd have a compaiiero, 
cotnpanion, who'd teach you some more 
words. 

You'd learn to speak of the weather
heat, cold, sun, wind_, rain and clouds. 
You'd understand when rivers, hills and 
mountain passes were mentioned. 

Before many days, you'd be hooking some 
words together into phrases of greeting 
simple questions of direction. Then eating 

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

Dear Captain : I'm plumb anxious t' 
be one o' the charter members o• the 
TEXAS RANGERS• CLUB_. Here,s my 
signed application. 
Name • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • Throw Away r Your Truss• · Address · · • · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · · . -. · · · · · · · · 

FREE-see this Amazing New DiscoYery 
Why soBer with rupture? You need never wear 

ygur truss agalJlt You will be amazed at the wonderful 
successful results. See how this discoveey work-s. FREB. 1' 
PosidvelJ costs you nothing. No obligation. J nst fill in and 

r • • • -MAIL COUPON TODAY!• • • • ,  

City . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . .. . . .. .... . . . . . . . .  . 
State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Age . . • .  

My opinion of this issue . . . . . . . . . . . •  

• • • • • • • • & • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • ' • • • • • • • • • 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . � . . . . � . . . � . . . . . . . . . . . . • PN EUMATIC I NSTITUTE CO., 103 Park Ave., N e.w Yt1rk I Send me free und-er plain seal and wrapper "Amazing New Dis-1 covery ... This places. me under no obJigation to buy. I z".4i • • • • · • · · · · · · .. · · · · • '" · · • · • • • • • • • • • • • 

I I 1 Name · · · · • • •  . . . . . .  • • •  • •  • • • • •  • • • •  • • ·  • · •  • · • ·  · · · • ·  • • ·  · · · · · · · · ·  I I I lUll enclosing a stamped self-addressed 
Address . . . . . . . . . . .... .., . . . .. . . . . . . . . . · �  . . .. . . . . . . . . . • • •  • • • .  · T-4.1 e11vel ope. Send me a membership card. - • - .. � - - - .. • • - - - • - - • 1 .-..,.----��--IBIIII�--I!II!I!il-.--!.�--�----
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li11go-please-pass-tbe-potatoes and such. 
Next, you'd roll up a bunch of words into 

sentences. You'd make some funny mis
takes at first� But you,d learn. Mebbeso, 
by the time you got back to your post with 
your prisoner you'd have a lot of lingo 
savvy. 

That's the way most Texas Rangers 
learned that pleasant and useful language 
that's heard almost as much as English 
along th� Rio Grande ! 

B e  seeing you,. hombres I 
-CAPTAIN STARR. 

OUR NEXT ISSUE 

BOLA, folks ! Be on hand next is�ue
because SIX .. GUN HILLS, by Jack

son Cole, which is next in our parade of 
Jim Hatfield novels, is one of the most dra
matic and colorful Western yarns you ever 
read ! The ace of the Rangers has a mighty 
big job ahead of him this time-stopping a 
range war, and getting hep to mysterious 
bands of outlaws on both sides of the bor
der who are engaged in a conspiracy of 
murder and loot that will astound you ! 

We can't let the cat out of the bag and 
' tell you now what these outlaws are after 
-but it will come to you as a tremendous 
bang-up surprise when you read SIX-GUN 
HILLS ! 

:Bad 8DOU$h U, tbetn!elves but COme ot them ma, lead to other . infections, 
such as: 

• • 

It )'Ou are a &UJterer from any of these mouth in!sctlOI\!'. 
why not try PY • RO,. a simple home remedy which bas been. 
used With benelkial results mtt.nY times. If your gums bleed • • • if there is e'Vidence of pus . . . cr 
:rour teeth are loose. give PY·RO a trial and see fur yourself 
if it does not give yOU the a.:id you are seekini. 

We have on tile numerous letters from gra.tetul person! who 
have used PY • RO; evldenoing the 1mtltovement of gum lntee
tions and of the satlsl&etoQ -results obtained. 

We be11eve that PV-RO 
will quiekly convinee you of 
its ability to help coned 

any ot tbe abore eonditions !rom wbicb you believe you are 
suffering. l>O NOT DEI.AYI Send $2.00 and We pay post,ag� 
or pay postman $2.00 plus C.O.D. charges. Use PY -RO as di
rected and if not entirely satisfied with the tesul� we wm 
gladly utund the purchase Drice 1n fUll. 

ORALENE, I NC., Dept. 802 
501 West 1 39th Street New York City. N. Y. 

• • - • •  • • • • .J. • • • ' '
- � . .  

• • •• - • � 

You'll follow Jim Hatfield with breath
less interest and pounding pulses as he bat ... 
tles to get to the bottom of the most per .. 
plexing range puzzle he bas ever faced ! SONG POEMS WANTED 
And there are other grand yarns coming 

· 

TO tJE SET TO MUSIO 

next issue, too ! Free Examination. Sead Your Poems to 
J. CHA.S. McNEIL, MASTER OF MUSIC Please drop me a line telling me how you :no-TF so. Alexandria Loa Anaeles. Calif. 

¥�x;rS R1�iERs A�:;!!in��e 1:d��:t I E N T 0 S 40th Street, New York, N. Y .- And, if you pATENT YOUR INVENTION. Seeu1·e booklet, fiHow are not yet a member, why not join TEXAS to Protect Your I n v e n t ion." N o o b l i gati on. 
RANGERS CLUB-see coupon on the op- McMORRO"\V A:Nn BEitM.AN, Registe.t·ed Patent Attorneys. 

· N d f 169-E Barl'ister .B u i l d l n  g ,  W a s h i n gto n .  D . C .  postte page. o ues, no . ees, . and every .. 
body's welcome to belong tn thts swell or
ganization of range pards t I'll be waiting 
to hear from you. S'Iong. 

-THE EDITOR. 

Read Our Companion Western 
Action Magazines 

TH RILLING WESTERN 
WEST 

RODEO ROMANCES 
RANGE RIDERS WESTERN 

THRILLING RANCH STORIES 
POPULAR WESTERN 
EXCITING WESTERN 

THE RIO KID WESTERN 
MASKED RIDER WESTERN 

NOW ON SALE AT ALL STANDS 

ToAqyS 
_ 

• • 

Double the life of your 
ooat and vest with COl'rectly 
matched pants. 100.000 patteres. 
Jt-:vet'y p&lr hand tailored to your measON. 
Our match sent FREE for your 0. K. betore 
pa.nts &re ma.de. JN.t guaranteed. Send ctleea 

of clotb Gf' v�t today .. 
SUPERIOR MATCH PANTS COMPANY 

209 s. Stat& St., D&pt. 277. Cblcaao 

GITAil/1, 
This 14s1 1V81J 

·or Money Bach) 
For quick relief from itching of eczemap pimples, a�ete's foot6\ 
t�cales scabies, rashes and other externally caused skin troub�; 

. use w�rld-famous, cooling, antiseptic, liquid D. D. D. Prescrtp-1 
tion. Greaseless, stainless. Sootb:s irri�tion and Cl.uickly stops 
the most intense itching. 35c trial bOttle proves 1t. or mone}? 
baGk. A� your druggist toda)' for D. ���· ��£SC���T10Na�1 
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e One trained head is worth dozens of 
untrained brains in modern business 
and industry if you doubt it; compare 
the pay checks of the expert in his line 
of work, and the man who just knows 
enough to get by. 

you eligible for a better joli;-yefthe cost 
is only a few dollars monthly ! Thou .. 
sands of I. C. S. graduates hold key 
positions in defense industries, seldom 
have trouble finding good jobs, .. even 

"' when times are "tough.'' 
... 

But thel"e's no - reason why you 
shouldn't join the growing army of 
trained specialists who get the more 
important johs and make more money. 
I. C. S. training in your field will make 

Mail this coupon for complete infor-.. 
mation on modern I. C. S •• tteaching 
methods, personalized instructio� il-...... ·?. ... �It ·) 

lustrated textbooks, low cost, and_ other 
� 

I. �. S. advantages. Mill it RIGHT_....l\lOWJ 

BOX 3970·T, SCRANTON, PENNA. * Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of yout booklet-:- .'�Wiio WiDi' * and Why," and full particulars about the course before which I hav; marked Xi 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

0 .Air Brake 0 CoDtraeti� and Buitdina 0 MArine En&blee 0 Sanitary Endneerlai 
0 Air Conditioninc 0 Cotton Manufacw.rinc [J Mo®anical Draftlna 0 Sheet Metal Work 
D Airplane Draftinz D Dieeel Engines 0 Mechanical Encineerina 0 Ship Drafti.Da 
f) Architectural D� 0 Electrical Draftmc 0 Mine Foreman 0 Sbipfittin& 0 Sho]) Ptaotice 
0 Arohitectme 0 Electrical Engineerin& 0 Naviption [J Steam Electric 0 Stearo E�nea 
0 Auto En;eine Tune-up 0 Electric·Li�thtioc D :fatternmaking 0 PlWXJbina 0 Steam Fitting 
0 Auto Technician 0 Foundryman 0 11ea.tinc [:::J Practical. TelephoD7 D Structural Draftina 
[J Aviation 0 Avia.tion Mechanic 0 Heat Treatment of Metala 0 Publio Worb Ensineerinc Cl Structural EnJi..1eerirag 
D Bollenn&kinc 0 Ri&bway En.gineeri.n.& 0 Pulp and Paper Malin& 0 Surveying and Mapping 
(J Bridse Enginoerinc � 0 House Pl•nninc 0 .Radio, �neral 0 TeleKl'&pb Ensineeri.na 
[J Chemietzy D Industrial Metallu.ra;y tl Radio Operatin& (J Telephone Work 
[.j Civil Engjneerlnc 0 Locomotive Engineer [] Radio Servicinc t1 Textile Deai,ni'DC 
0 Coal Minin& 0 Machinist 0 .R. R. Section Foreman D Toolroaki-na D W�ding 
[J Concrete Encineerina 0 Man•aomont of Iuventio� 0 R. R. Sip aim an 0 Retriaeration 0 W oolon M&nufaotu:rlllc 

BUSINESS COU RSES 
0 Aecountinc 
0 Bo�kkeepil.tc 

0 Adver t.ieine Cl Collep beparatot7 0 Jriret Year Collece 
0 Commerei._t 0 Fo.re:a:t•nehip 0 lhenoh 

0 BU8inese Correepottdence 
0 Buein-eee Manapment 0 Oartoooinc 0 Civil &rvioe 

0 Commercial Dluatra.tioc 0 Good Enalish 
0 Coat A.0cotmti.na [] R"t&h Sobool 0 C. P. Aooountinc [J Me.naeinc Men at Work 

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES 
.. tJ Advanced Dreeamakinl( Q Fooda and Cookery 

[J Home Dreeem.ak:iq 
0 Profeeaiopa.l Drenmakina and Desicninc 

0 RailwaY Postal Clerk 
(J Sale.manship 
0 Seeretari al tl SJ,aniah 
D Sbowoard and Bien Lettering 
0 Tra4io Manaeem.ent 

0 Tea � and Cafeteria 
Mtmaaement. C.aterinc 

N CIIIIJe' ••• -· . ...................... .............. ........................................... .,.. •••• •••• Age ................. ,A44r e�� .......... �··· ............ ._ .......... ! ............................................. .............. ... 

CifJI • •  , ............................................. --. . ...................... Stcte ••••• ,. ..... . . ... ..... ._ ...... ••• ..Pr 63MI PQ.I"£Uots •• .._ ••............. ................ . ........... ... . ..... ..... ....... .......... 

Oo.oodia.n retf'i.doota 3etr4 OO'f.I.P01l to lnttJrnatiott4'l CotrNf)OftdetatJ6 8tJ1wolf Odft.atUan� L$mite4, McmtrtJal., Ca.tUJda 
Briltish resident8 aen<l CQttp0•1 to 1. 0. B.� 11 Ei,.n,gawa.fl, Lonil&n., W. C. !., Eng%<Jtt4 
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(ALSO 7 SHADES OF BLACK, BROWN, TITIAN AND BLONDE) 
flew Creme Shampoo instantly im
parts lovely black color to hair that is 
· STR EAK E D  • D U L L  • G RAY 
FAD ED • GRAYI N G  • AG EIN G  

• 

BURNT • LIF E LESS 

THIS remarkable new creme shampoo discovery, 
Tintz Creme Shampoo Hair Coloring, lathers and 

washes out dirt, grease and grime as it instantly gives 
hair a real smooth. Jet Black Tint that fairly glows 
with lfte and lustre. Don"t put up with gray, faded, 
dull, burnt, streaked, off,..color hair a minute longer. 
Tintz Creme Shampoo contains genuine Paraphenylene 
biamine and is a real Instant Hair Coloring. The 
m-at application leaves your hair completely tinted ; 
black, lovely, easy to manage. No waiting for results. 
Colors so smooth and even, experts find it difficult to 
detect. Won't hurt pennanents. Now being specially 
introduced all over America by mail for only $1.00. 

LOOK YEARS YOUNGER-End your 
gray hair worries NOW. One applica.· 

tion ofTintz completely tints gray, off·color hair so it will not be detected. 
Order today on our &UMantee of "satisfaction or money back., offer, 

SEND NO MONEY FOR THIS AMAZING NEW HAIR COLORING 
Mail Coupon on Guarantee Results Must Delight You or No Cost 
Tin� <:hemists have at last perfected an amazing new hair coloring 
method. It is a creme shampoo containing genuine PARAPHENYLENE 
PlAMI.N.E, the best hair coloring agent known to mankind I Tintz 
Cteme Shampoo Hair Coloring instantly colors all gray, streaked, 
fa4ed hair right in your own home to a natural-like, lasting color that 
matcltes and defies detection. Won't wash off or run off. Positively 
Mil not affect permanent waves. ·�ves hair soft easy to manage. 

CHOta OF 8 lOVELY SHADES 
itT IUCK-ILACK-DARK BROWN 

MD. WARM BROWH-MED. DRAB BROWN 

UBKTUOWrt-AU.URN <TITWO-ILONDE 

We want yo" to try Tintz Creme 
Shampoo Hair Coloring. We want 
JO\l to take advantage of this spe
cial inttoductory offer and mail 
�coupontoday. Sendnomoney • .  

On arrival of paekaae, deposit 
DDiy $1. plwt poata&e and tu with 
poitl11a�J • .RBAD THE CAO· 
l'totf-U• Onl)t • � on  

• 

Label-then shampoo-tint your 
own hair right in your own home. 
We are sure just one trial will con
vince anyone who wishes to dye 
their own hair that here at last is 
the hair coloring of their dreams I 
But if for any reason you wish to · 

return the empty Tintz package. 
and you·atone are the judge, do so 
in 7 days. We will immediately 
refund your $1 and tax without 
question. This is today's bia offer 
to anyone who wishes to IN
ST ANTLYcolormurtDon'tdeJay 
but mail the coupou no.w--mre r 

SHAMPOOING SPRUPS COLOI IVINL Y. It is impossible t'b do a 
blotchy job with Tintz Creme Shampoo Hair Coloring. If you C84 
follow easy directions-results are guarante-ed. Tintz contains 
PARAPHENYLENE DIAMINE-the best hair coloring agent known. 

MAIL TH IS COUPON TODAY SURE 
········································� 
I TINTZ CO., Dept.7 0 0  • . 205 N. Michl�an. Chl�o. IU. I I Ctmodio• Office: Dept, 700, IS Collete Street, Toronto. o,t, I I Send one full afi:e tube Tlntz Cn:me Shampoo Hair Colorina ln shade cheeked J below. On arrival I will deposit the special introductory offer price of $1.00 phd I 10% tax and postage charges with postman on guarantee I can return the empty I 
II tube for any reason within 7 days, and you will refund my Sl and tu. (lf money 11. com� with order, Tlnu pays tbe poataae.) 0 3 {or $2.SO plus 10% Federal I Exci9e Tax. I I 0 let Black [J Duk Browa C Med. Drab Browa 0 Aubura ('fJtlaa) : 
I 0 Black 0 Mecl. Warm Browo 0 Ll&bt Browu 0 Blonde 1 I I I I ! N�aUP��. � ·  • . . • � ·  • • • • • • .  • .  • • • . . . • . . • • • • . . . • . . . . .  • .  ,. . . .  • • . . . . . . . .  1 
1 A441.a . . . •  , . � • • •  • • • . . . • •  ,. : • . • . . . .  � . . . . . . . • . . .  _. . . . .. . . . . . .. . .  ,.. , . . ... . . . . . . . 1 
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I N S U RlS P A R E N T S, C H I L D R E N  ( Married or Unmarried ) 
BROTHERS� S ISTERS and GRANDPARENTS • • •  Ages 1 to 65 
* Now, mociern lile. fn.su·rance methods make it possible for all of your family, including 
i-n-Jaws, to b.e .iusured in one ·policy paying guaranteed benefits for death from any t;ause. 

Instead of issuio·g five or six policies to include mother, father, sons . and daughters, 
•vea grandparents, we now issue· just· one policy that insures them all • .. • and at one low 
cost price of onJy � 1 .00 a montb. 

FAM.ILY POLICY . . . -

COMPUTED. ON LEGAL RESERVE · BASIS 

..,..,.� I ·SUR IS FROM 2 to 6 ----... 

. To guarantee payment on each death thaJ occurs 
in your insut;"ed family, �e have figured this policy 
out ·on the. strict. legal J:eserve basis, complyiag 
with State · government requirements in eveey 
respect. This is your assurance of Cash Whetz .You 
Need It Most. Claims are paid ·at once • • •  with
out argument or delay. State records verify our 
£air and just settleme11ts. MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMI.LY 

�$ 

$ 

.. < 

00 -- for Natural 
or ·onltJtarv 

' · A�dtnlal DeGda t 

00 for Auto 
Acdclental Death ' 

·oo for Travel 
A«<cleJIIal Death ' ., 

the figures shown above t'8present the 
lns.,rance provided by the policy on a 
typlcca.l a"erage family of fi�e person�. 

GUARANTEE RESERVE UF£ .• NSURANCE COMPANY 
J)l'-4\RTMiNT 17·8. HAMMOND, INDIANA 

- � - � 
---. 

. -- . .  

4 - ' • • 
- . I I • 

Guarantee Reserve specializes in lull fam.Uy 
coverage, that's why we can offer safe, guaraq. 
teed life insurance on· your wh·ole family at one 
low price of only $ 1.00 � month. 

.NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION 
To. elimin�te costly doaor lees, etc., we have elirni· 
nate� Medical Examination .• All peQp�e frqm age 1 , te) 
65, to good health m�r. be to eluded tn thls· oew type 
Guarantee Reserve family policy .. No membe,Sbip 
fees. no examination fees, no policy fee . ·· . $ 1.0.0 .a 
month pays for o11:e policy that insutes alL ... 

�Uatanttt l\tsttbt LIFE INSURANCE CO. 
GUARANTEE RESERVE ILDG., Dept. 1 7-1, Haanneacl lft4. 

Gentlemen: Without obligation. please sead me at on.c:e 
complete information oa how to aet your family Life 
Policy for FREE inspection. 

1'74tlf.t� .... �•••••••••• .... .  •••••• .. �••••�•••a••••••••••••••••••••••••-•••••�•••••--•••••••••• ...... 
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