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How

fo pass a genius

Ail of us can’t be geniuses. But
any ordinarily talented mortal can
be asuccess—and that’s more than
gome geniuses axe,

Now, as in Ziop’s time, the
race doesn’t always go to the one
who potentially is the swiftest.
The trained man has no troubls
in passing the genius who hasw't
improved his talefits,

In good times and bad times, in
every technical and business flield,
the frained man is worth a.digs
untrained ones, no matter i
gifted.

The International Correspon-
dence Schools can’t make you into
a genius. For more than 58 years,
however, 1, C. S. has been help-
ing its students to become
trained, swowsssfili] Meaders—
and it can do the same for you.

Mark your special interest on
the coupon. Don’t be like the un-
successful genius who wastes his
life in dreaming of what he intends
to do. Act now!

(30 € [ <} PENNI

SERANTON
Withoot cost or obligelind: piesss send ma full particolars about the conrae BIEFORE whistlhmuscrnskmdcitc

Husiness and Chaemiical Caurses Electrical c.un.ﬁ Work
emie Courges E] Chemical ynm Electricsl Draftimg Pnttunm-ﬁ'méuﬁyac'
i iming [J Cher icsl Reaifing Shop Blueprints 2
pp. P: logy ] B pi El Chemistry, Indumill Electric Light smd Powss: Sthaat-| I Drafting
usiness Administration El Ch ron £] Lighting Tectwicisn Sheet-tatal Workar £1 Ship Drafting
3] d £ Bus. Law 3 Petroleurn’ Refinin, Q) Plastics Pnntinl Elcemdln Ship Fitting £ Teal Designing
B hm 3 Pulp and Paper Making ower House Electrio £ Tosimsking F] Weding
£ ( i At leIEn ‘rwl?rilng. cArehItoo- m snp Electrigian Rn:fqu;ﬁncmd Electric
a tural an I ourses
Goat Accounting ) Achitecturs &1 Architectural Drafting 'mg 2 Cambustien A e B Car Ingpoctor
ederal Tax a B-Idm' Estimating lesel Locometive
Finst Yeor Cailegn E Ol E: nnnng’\ IZI Caal Mining E Di Li ANeION [ DiesrhdibverEngireer
E1 Fonemamski 0] Franch Conlr iny '“ 13 e GL;‘\ egon E!Loeomllnirl;mnr
E) Guadl m;mrn ] High School F) Highway a’rgnmmg O Diesel Engines (3] Eu&m motive Machisis]
B] Higher Mathematizs  £) lllustration &1 Lumber Meochamizall Courses Iammso:m_mﬂmmu
B industrial Supetvision E] Readiing Stn:ctwnl Bluegrints E] Aeronautical Engineer's, Jr. 2 Shilmnsni: Diesal-boesEng.
E] Motor Traffic &) Postal Civil Setvice El Sanitary | Aireraft Drafilng  F) Flight Enilmor * HeatianhpysBrigtndadng
) Retxifing F] Retsil Bus. Management E] Struc! Dnatting Fargjing E] Foundry Werk  Cwalssewary Englnearing
3] s-lcsmﬂip %Smnhﬂ ac E] Misst m.m.nt aff Metals =] Imumnlimg
3] &m t«mgw [ Swtveying and Mapping Q industrial Engineering E] Govtueckngre. O Engine Running
0 Spanish Q) Traffic M, . Caurses  El Industrial linstrumentation a llmhosm'ﬁlamng- Engine Running
Ir Candntlanimg and 8 Electronics £] industrial Metallurgy §| PiwacPEaiExgt00C] Steam Engineer
D A Cdenng. 0 Pk ol punin g s s Inspaction 3 ot Marabattaane O Loom Feng
o
Sl 0 s £ R i 6 R st Gt By i i uchons
o B s i E| Tel esring il nical Engineeriaf £ fradpn Keatd acmnl;]-g gning
Namee- _Hinme Adidiea:
[V - _Working Haurss .M,
Present Posiion Ny by
Liﬂiﬂi Bi iiii Enroliment wider & 1. Bill approved for World War 1] Veterans. Spacial tuilion rates to members of the Anmed Farces.

Canadian fesidents sand coupon to

Schools

Ltd., Mantreal, Canada,




VOLUME 39, NUMBER 3 A THRILLING PUBLICATION AUGUSTT, 1950

COMMPLLETE MOVEL-

The Skeleton Riders
By Jacksam Cole

When an army of owlhoots invades the Red River

country, it's a case of “one war — one u
H]

as Jim Hatfield gallops in to pit his six-guns
against grim and, ruthiless rangeland despoilers!
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Samuel Goldwyn's newest
movie is based on The Edge
of Doom. Get this sensational
best-seller now!

Tension mounts to almost unbearable excitement
as the manhunt closes in on him. But not even Rias
can help this priestikiiléer., till an un ed inde
dent makes Martin realize what he must do. You may;
finish this story white and shaken, but you will kisow!
it for an exceptional book!
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{ B8l IYA, gals and galluses. Some wise
B man once said that the passing of
4l time is marked by events instead
ef by the cleck. That may be. But moest of
us remember small events better than the
large, important ones, As I leek back ever
my years of roaming the outlands, frem
Texks west, My sharpest memories are of
Nature in her mest speetacular meeds.

Unforgettable are fifteen such occasions, ait
far-seattered places, when 1 was privileged
to witness scenes so amazing as to awe.and
humble man’s mind and imagination. Let me
try to deseribe and share them with you,

They were not all cataclysmie events, such
as the violent and destructive force of tor-
nado, flood or fire. Some, as you will see,
were ineidents as insignificant as the bursting
of a seed pod, yet fraught with grandeur
beyond human pewer te egual.

Only a few of those epochal displays of
earth and sky concern the famous, outstand?
ing scenic wonders of eur land. On the
gontrary, many were staged at ouf-of-the-
way places whieh you prebably never have
seen of even heard abeut,

Foremost among these obscure phenomena
was a dawn over the Billy the Kid country
in southern New Mexieo, near Las Crlices.

An Unearthly Glow

I was wakened in niy camp bed by an
unearthly glow that spanned the sky from
zenlth to horizon. Sueh a dazzling splender
as some mortals envision in the moment of
passing into the Great Beyond. As I gazed
upward, breathless and spellbeund, there
eame t6 my lips these werds ef the Battle
Hymn of the Republie—"mine eyes have seen
the glery of the ceming ef the Levdl”

An overcast of fleecy clouds, in the magic
light of dawn, made a solid canopy of haum-
mered copper. It was so vivid that the
same eerle glow was reflested over the entire

landscape. Everything about me—rocks -and
sage and browsing horse—werellving, bronze
statuary.” The far-mountains shone:like:new,
solid metal.

The display did not last -long. In a few
minutes full daylight destroyed the eolor
and the landscape turned drab:and colorless.
1t 1 had net weke up, just when I did, I
would never have seen that copper.dawn,
18 a dezen lifetimes sueh a thing fﬁight Aet
again be-seen. -

A similar radiance roused me years later
in-a camp In the Wallowa Mountains of
northeastern Oregon. This was Ao miracle
of a colorful sunrise. It leaped out of the
northern sky about midnight, a fan-shaped
illumination of erange and blue-gieen of
wavering intensity. 1 theught it was a forest
fire. Instead, it was a rarely Brilliant atirera
berealis. It lasted a half heu¥ er lenger, then
faded inte a still and starlit wilderness Right.'

In the Valley of Fire

A third marvel of color awed me oRe-time
in the Valley of Fire in southern Newatia
This one came in the daizhng glare ‘of a het
midday.

It was a blood-tred whtflwlnel That desert
“twister” was lifting a column of the intense-
ly red sand, which gives the lecality its name,
for hundreds of feet inte the air.

As impressive, in a 'wholly different way,
was a cloudburst over Daylight Pass A
Death Valley" Through seme freakish eem-
bination of light and shadew, the eloud and
its trailing eurtain of rain, was dee puf 18
with a fringe of vielet and lavender. The
like of that will prebably net repeat itselt
inside the next hundred years:

A simpler spectacle, but one I've. Framem-
bered ever since I was a mighty small spreut,
occurred one midsummer afterneen iA the
high and rugged Reekies betweea Ouray and
Silverton, Colorade. I was riding Beside the



driver on an oldtime six-hotse Coneora
stagecoach. Skirting the brink of a deep
canyon, we looked down on a rainstorm. The
top of the storm clouds were far below tis,
billowing and churning like suds in a wasi-
ing machine, and drenching the rugged
boulders underneath thefn with glistening
rivulets. Seldom does mortal man share with
Juplter such a performance,

About the most unexpected and dramatic
storm scene in my recollection seemed to
have been staged for my speclal benefit one
day in late autumn when 1 was heading
south out of Oregon.

Mount Shasta

The first heavy snow of the season was
falling in the Siskiyous, as I entered northern
California. Mist and vapor and low, swirling
clouds completely hid that majestic lamd-
mark, Mount Shasta as I approached it. Then,
topping the Black Butte summit, the storm
suddenly cleared and lifted. There loomed
the 14.162foot peak, solid, unbroken, daz-
zlilng white with new snow, from base 6
summit,

A landscape photographer might wait until
his hair was just as pure white before that
could oceur again.

Twice I saw Nature in full fury, presenting
unwelcome images of waste and destruction.
Once it ‘was a snowslide, mowing a swath
through an evergreen forest, making matei-
wood of mighty trees. Another time it was
a Texas gusher—a ‘‘gasser” oil well that
ocoigdht fire, shooting a cauldron of flame
and black smoke with a roar of voleanic
power. It was man-made havoe, in a way.
But though men had pierced the earth’s

erust, it was the uncontrolled power of Na- |
ture that snatched the climax from man’s |

puny grasp.

The very biggest show among living things
1 ever beheld came about one morning when
I was watching the sun rise out of the Pacific
on the California coast.

That sounds strange, doesn't it? Claiming
I saw the sun come up—not set—on our
western shore. But there is a curving bay, a
little north of Malibou, where the sun does
seem to come up out of the ocean.

The sea was glassy-calm and as 1 watched
from the beach a school of whales appeared
about a quarter-mile offshore and started

to blow.
(Continued on page $3)
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The next fiaw weakiss
may be the most imporkank
in your life

Between May 15th and Jully 4th, you
can make a move that niay change your
life, negyoaditess off your age. Doniing) these
seven weeks of the U.S. Treasuny’s Indis-
pendemce Drive, you can lay the ground-
work for mweking your fondest dreams
come thuee.

The next decade will be one of the
greatest America has ever seen. The op-
portunity of a lifetime will eome fo mil-
tions of Americans—it can come 1o you.
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a 1 HAatFiELD Novir BY JACKSON GOLE

Wi an ermy of outlaws invades the Red River country, it's a case of

——

——

. I

“SKELETON mupems

CHAPTER 1

Gun-Shrapes

E NIGHT wind blew across the vast Red River land of northeast
Texas. It picked up grit in the streets of Sherman, flinging it against
wooden walls with audible violence, stinging the faces of people out-

side and the hides of mustangs waiting at the hitch-rails.
Flickering lanterns served as road lamps. The town was built around a
square dominated by a low, unpainted structure known as “The Court
House.” Stores and hotels faced this plaza and the creaking plank sidewalks



Backed by Beleaguered

. Along the ways

were shaded by awnin

branching oftf the p za were . private -

homes, and wagon wheel ruts crossing and
cnsscrossmg, were deeply impressed in
the waxlike soil. Roughly fourteen miles
to ‘the north flowed the mighty  Red.
Across the stream was the wild, lawless
Indian Territory, haven of klllers

The town was lively and crowded. It
was a junction of many stage and freight
lines. Music and sounds of wassaill rose,
for at this late hour rough elements were
in control, gamblers and celebramtts
thronging the honkytonks. Cowboys from
surrounding ranches, freighters and stage
drivers off the tralls, travelers pausing
overnight, loafers, and really dangerous
customers from the brush come to town
under cover of darkmness rubbed elbows at
the busy bars, .

BEL PYWNE, middle-aged, solid citi-

zen of Sherman, started and glanced

up fraenheé fbewpapestditesagndtetaglend
o AreThaiBatehepandindinyast aftetistein
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théigvandrshaiiopfan tdaiasty 8e st Mis-
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Ranchers, Jim Hatfield

marshal, an able, brave officer and an
old crony of Pyne's

"The caller tralled him in and Pype
swung to stare:at him in the lamplight;
He had a thin, sharp face, his skin yel-
lowish, his - mouth. bitt@riy lined  and
fringed by brownish beard stubble. His
protruding cheekbones “were- high, his
muddy eyes bloodshet and sunk- dee@ly

~in_his bony head.

Pyne had a sudden premonition. ‘'Bay,
| knew yeu! 1 saw your pi@ture op &

:Want@d poster at the marshal's  offiee;

You're the Wasp,”
“Mister Tourneau to the likes of yeu,
Pyne," snapped the bitter, siringy man.
Abel Pyne was an old hand. He knew
he had been tricked into admlttmg ‘& dan-

“gerous-bandit. He made another miscal-
culation n@w,. a natural @ﬁ@ §mc@ he had

no way of guessin Wasp's real pur-

pose. He @@ﬁ@lud@g the eutlaw had come
to rob him and as he had his cash well-

hididem hangd dittlesohe by his destdedetb
higideinstewt loft BghtinginHd hade o ddebite
oy ifeeteadbatedightiog. thke Waskpds choicp
hahd ftippedbsedth Eolt.the Wasp's bony
haBeerippedl'outnaaGolirew, a cruel grin
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amsblgipaingednudth, WAlisveydse BRadetint
fsldecfanaitieinowih. edzoyBntad. skKniethe
taltsideceofhtheiovbiv oty toslintere Qimibd
wdidedrelegheir boot tops were daubed
whiad] ciiglet, take my money,” growled
Pyl ruighte talkehandsmoney,” growled
Pyflewsabingrbishhandsat,” replied Tour-
neakiwant more than that replled Tour-

ne?ﬂen Abe rea

'Was
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Battles for Victory Over Owlhoot Despoilers!

over gripping his pistol. Several men
rushed at the outlaws, shooting and giv-
ing the shrill Rebel yell. Bullets whizzed
thick through the doorway and one of
Tourneau's followers, just in front of the
Wasp, was hit and knocked sprawling,
dead before he landed.

A plug of black chewing tobacco and
a -falded white paper had fallen from the
Wasp’s pocket as he went down but he
did not notice this in the excitement. He

JIM HATFIELD

had no time for anything but escape and
scrabbled to one side, out of direct line
with that door. *“It’s Marshal Suyder-
man!” shrieked a bandit, cut in the arm
by a chunk of lead.

The Wasp did not delay but dove
through a window, his men splitting off
in all directions. A wide, heavy figure
jumped inside, a man of fearless mien,
bulldog jaw set. He wore a city marshal'’s
star and worked an accurate Colt. This
was Marshal Tim Su , Lion of
Sherman, and with him were half a dozen
public-spirited and toughened citizens act-
ing as his deputies when they were
needed.

“Abel! Abel, are you bad hit? I
glimpsed the Wasp and trailed him here!”

Suyderman broke off with a muttered
curse, realizing that his friend was past
hearing anything. “Come on, boys, after
the sidiewinders!™

They ran out in pursuit and guns
barked in Sherman as they sought to bring
down more of the skeleton-masked killers.

OUNG LAKE STAPLES yawned

and shifted his position a bit to ease
his muscles. He was standing night guard
for his employer, Lucius Evans, owner of
the Box E Ranch which was northward of
Sherman, Texas. Sherman was nearly ten
miles away while the Red River ran four
miles above the rise on which the build-
ings stood. A tributary of the mighty Red
furnished the cattle and the people with
water.

The moon was full and high in the sky
and Staples could pick out details by its
brilliance. The long, low house, made of
rough lumber cut at a sawmill after being
hauled from the forest, stood against the
silver sky, powdered with pale stars. A
barn, a small bunkhouse, a couple of sheds
and cribs, corrals with rail shadows dis-
tinctly black on the lighter ground, flat
wagons and equipment showed at the Box
E headquarters.

Slowly, Lake Staples rounded the barn
to start another tour, stepping into the
bright moonlight. He carried a loaded
rifle and in his side holster rode a six-
shooter. Whipcord riding pants and
spurred halfboots adorned his sturdy legs.
His shirt was brown and he had pushed
up the brim of his high Stetson in front.
He was in his early twenties, tireless and
good-natured. His powerful body was
well-formed, his flesh bronzed and his blue
eyes clear and steady on the beholder, his
features as even as his temper.

Staples was a typical Texas cowboy. His
mother had died when he was a small
child and he had run away from home at
the age of fourteen to ride the range.
After difficult years of knocking around
he had grown to full size and had made
several trips up the Trail to Kansas with
Lone Star herds. A couple of years before
he had stopped at the Box E and Evans
had taken him on as a hand. Staples had
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remained at the ranch because of Edith
Evans, daughter of the house. Edith was
a couple of years younger than he, an ami-
mated, chestnut-haired beauty.

The young woman was asleep inside
now and besides guarding the woman he
loved, Lake Staples had a deep sense of
duty to his employer and to the Evans
family. He was deeply attached to them
all and willing to sacrifice his own life for
them if need be.

The threat to the Box E was somewhat
vague. Several days before a letter had
been delivered by messenger from Sher-
man. The settlement, which was an im-
portant crossroads for stage and freight
lines, was the balliwick of Marshal Tim
Suydetman, a courageous officer who had
been bracing the outlaws from Indian Ter-
ritery, Suyderman warned Evans, an old
friend, that the rancher’s life was in dan-
ger. The marshal had mentioned Ed Tour-
Aeau, the Wasp, a dangerous bandit chief
infesting nerth Texas. Abel Pyne, a decent
eitizen of Sherman, had already been
slain. But Suyderman eeuld furnish ne
legieal reasen, beyend erdinary f@bbeftyé
as to why the ¥/asp had been srdered
slay Abel Pyne and sthers Qﬂi@ﬁ% them
Evans and twe Bex E ﬁ@ighﬁ@f-&i eerge
Welder of the 1-2 and Dunean Kilgere ef
the Slash K, whe shared eemmen range
1A the vieihity:

Lucius Evans had not been unduly
alarmed at the threat to his life. He was a
Confederate veteran and had fought in
the Texas brigades throughout the ter-
rible conflict. He had ploneered in the
Red River land, fighting Indians and
worse white outlaws and had raised a
family and held his own. Sueh men were
not easily stampeded, in faet, they were
apt to pooh-peoh danger and be eéver:
eonfident. But Mrs, Evans and Edith had
insisted sefie eensideration be given 8
Suyderman’s warning. Henee, a waddy
had been pested en Aight guard. Nething
had eeeurred and the raneh Rad relaxed.

“Buffalo gals, are you comim’ out fo-
night, comin’ out tonight, comin’ eut to-
night—dance by the light of the meen!”
Staples hummed the familiar tune iA a
low volce so as net te disturb amybedy.
The night was warm, windews and deets
stood wide epen. In the main heuse slept
the family, in the bunkheuse his &em-
rades, waddies ef the Bex E.
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Suddenly Staples checked his slow pa-
trol, listening with cocked head. Then
he ran around to the north side of the
ranch. Across a rolling plain which led to
the banks of the mighty Red, drove a
welter of horsemen. The beat of the
numerous hoofs had telegraphed through
the earth and warned Lake Staples of
their appreaeh.

Their speed brought them swiftly in. In
the moonlight, Staples made - out their
dark figures but what was really stzntiiing
were their faces. Every one had whitened
eyes, nose and grinning mouth slash and
at a ecouple of hundred yards the face
seemed that of a skeleton. The aston-
ished Staples lest anether eeuple of see-
ends as he stared, the strange unifermity
of their eountenaneces puzzling -him.

Then he uttered a double-sized whoop
and fired his rifle over the oncoming
riders. “Box E, up and at 'em! All out,
here they come!” A volley roared his
way. He saw the flaming muzzles and
hastily skipped around the turn as bullets
rapped inte the wooden wall er kieked up
dift spurts at its base.

TAPLES crouched at the corner, cali-

ing to. his friends. There was no
doubt as to the intention of the approach-
ing band. Marshal Suyaerman had been
right. Staples peered out, and as the
enemy had rapidly drawn eleser he eould
distinguish meore details. Over glewing,
silver-white reund orbsg glinted a seesnd
pair of eyes, a bizafre impressior
“Masks!” muttered the eswbey. WHile
paint daubs en dark eloth fermed the
mask eaeh killer were. All seemed 18
have ed ﬁat-iepgpea hats, in frent a shiRing
metal ernament.

Staples could see white circles painted
on boot tops pressed agalnst the heaving
mustang ribs.

Already the ranch, alerted by the guard’s
shouts, had jumped to action. At Evans’
order, they had slept on their arms and
all a man had te doe was leap up, seize his
gun and rush ferth te battle. Lake Staples
aimed his seeond shet and hit a hefse,
whieh slewed off and threw its rider. On
the next squeeze of his trigger, Staples

ot the dismeunted bandit. Rifles Begah
ashing frem the Reuse windews and &
knet of eewbeys frem the _Buﬂiﬂleuﬁs
tretted inte pesitien; squatting iR the






45 *

TEXAS BANGERS

shadows and throwing lead at-the at-
tackers.

Staples could see what was going to hap-
pen and he swung, dove through an open
window and took up his position there.
Met by a hot fusillade, the outlaws howled
like coyotes and the driving band split
agailnst the house, veering to either side
and sheeting from thelr saddles as they
passed.

Lake managed to wound another as they
flew by his loophole. Then they had
spurred on and out of easy range, pulled
rein ‘and swung to reform.

“Hair in the butter! What in tarnation
blazes is all this about?” boomed a deep,
commanding voice in the brief lull. “Lake,
where are you? You hitt?”

“No suh. They were comin’ like the
heel flies were after ’em, suh, and I barely
had time to signal,” replied Staples, ris-
ing to join his boss, Lucius Evans of the
Box E.

“Edie, light a candle but keep it
shaded,” ordered Evans. “Jeff, break out
that extra carbine ammunition, pronto,
hop to it. Mike, tell the boys to come in,
we'll hold the house if nothin’' else. Why,
the cusses brought an army along to wipe
us up!”

The dim flicker of a match, then the tiny
yellow flame of a candle offered a bit
of illumination. Lucius Evans was a tall,
powerful Texan, his goatee and mustache,
his thick curly hair, touched by gray.
Onee a Confederate officer of eavalry, his
wind-browned hide had a reddish tinge,
and his dark eyes were strong. His nose
had a high bridge, heeked like a hawk’s
bealk. He had en gray pants and shirt and
had fuf eut in his bare feet at the alarm,

Edith Evans, daughter of the house-
hold, was a chestnut-haired beauty, with
an oval, animated face and mischievous
amber eyes. She was small, beautifully
formed, and she glanced at Lake Staples
first of all to make sure he was not hurt.
Her mother, Flora, had joined the group
in the main room, a comely woman from
whom Edith had inherited her good looks.
The three sons, Mike, Jeff and Wash, were
strapping young fellows, Mike, the eldest,
having just turned twenty, and Wash, the
baby, being sixteen. Mike now returned,
lea(ﬁng half a dozen armed cowboys who
worked for Evans. They had been asleep
in the bunkhouse when the attack opened.

Jeft fetched in two gunnysacks from a
storeroom and cut the drawstrings, dump-
ing cartridges in a heap on the mat. “Help
yourselves, boys,” said Evans. “Pick -a
loop and keep to one side, don't show
yourselves like danged foeols. They out-
Aumbered us five to ene.”

Doors were bolted and heavy :pieces of
furniture shoved against them.  Ah in-
verted bushel basket was placed over the
candle for they needed a bit of light by
which to load and move about. Edith and
her. mother would tend guns and give a
hand, and when a fighter was wounded,
the wemen would attend te him,

Wash Evans, who had been peeking
from a window on the other side, called
a warning. “Here they come back, Pop!'

“Keep low, folks,” warned Lucius
Evans. He had his pet rifle snugged to his
shoulder as he knelt by a window corner,
off at an angle so bullets tearing through
would not easily find him. The ranchers
roared a ehallenge at the mmarauders,
“Wihat you sidewinders want here? Meve
off eF we’ll sut yeu dewn!’

A sharp voice answered. “Surrender,
Evans. If you show any more fight, not
one of you will find any merey in us.”

Staples ‘was at the window next the
one covered by his employer. He took
careful aim with his carbine as lines of
skeleton-faced horsemen savagely spurt-
ed at the Box E.

CHAPTER i
Ordered to Danger

APTAIN William McDowell, chief of

Texas Rangers at Awstin, hunched
over his desk, staring at the strange letter
clutched in his gnarled hand. Mellow
sunshine stole through the windows at
headquarters but nature’s blandishment
could not soothe the ancient officer. He
was seething with volcanic wrath.

A fighting man from all the way back,
Bill McDowell had been pinned down by
the infirmities of age. Yet he was still
indispensable to his mighty state in the
endless struggle between good and evil,
Texas was huge and offered so many
tempting opportunities to outlaw minds
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that the handful of hard-pressed field
operatives available had to keep eternally
on the move, “Hatfield's just eome in from
a tough job. He eught t6 have a breather
but this is so all-fired impertant I'll have
to send him out prents,” muttered Me-
Doweelll. He banged the eall-bell and gave
his erders, jumping t8 his feet and paeing
baels and forth as he waited.

An astonishingly large, powerful young
man soon slouched into the sanctum. This
was Jim Hatfleld, MeDowelll’s best officer.
He steod well over six feet, his deep ehest
and wide sheulders tapering te a S§lim
waist, ringed by belts frem whieh de-
péﬂﬂ@@l the eil helsters easing his heavy
Colt revelvess. The le%efaemm speed
with whieh Hatfield eould bring his guns
inte play was kiewn te the eld eaptaif:
Hatfield eould fight with a panther's
Futhless §§V§%€fy sgamgt gvil 3R{296A-
{sts. He eeuld autlast any man IR the
§§d€ﬁ% and 18 Wﬁm{aﬁﬁiﬁg Rardships iR

“Yes suh Cap'n Bill,” drawled Hatfield.
His voice was soft, and very gentle. Slim
hands hung easily at his sides. He wore
no uniform, his clothing that of the range
rider, leather trousers, a blue shirt, a
big Stetson, bandanna, spurred riding
boots. Long lashes shaded his gray-green
eyes, the tight jaw and lean faee broken
by a wide, geed-hatured mouth, His black
haif was eFisp with yeuthful health.

Beyond his physical attributes, Hatfield
had that intangible characteristic which
made him a leader among men and drew
others to him. People felt his strength and
took comfort in it. He could think quickly
and accurately in the teeth of danger. For
in the struggles he waged, more than sheer
smashing force had to be used. His mind
was brilliant, capable of coping with the
shrewd, devious machinations of the super
outlaws he had to brace.

“This is the brazenest yet!” growled
McDowell. “Look at this. In all my years
buckin' bandits, I never saw anything
like it.” He shoved the letter toward the
Ranger. “Matshal Tim Suyderman of
Sherman, up on the Red River, sent it to
me‘”

The grave, gray-greem eyes scanned
the bold, flowing script.

Dispose at once of the following: Abel
Pyme, who lives in the square white house
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on North Main. Lucius Evans, owner

of the Box E north of Shermam, George

Welder of the 1-2 amdl Duncam Kilgore,

Slasth K. By now youw musi heve organ-

1zed aceswdivg tbonmy isstuotioans.Ilwartt
discipltineebinenaadditbenpdibdsi beddeedd
are best. Make no errors. - This s wital.

Will jein you on the 12th.

There was neither salutation nor signa-
ture.

“Where did Marshal Suyderman get
this, suh?” asked Hatfield.

“He found it close to Abel Pyme’s body
in Sherman. They have already tried for
ranchers mentioned and by this time
may have succeeded in fimishin’ 'em. You
can trust Suyderman, he’s a-good hombre
and an unusually fine officer for a town
marshal. He’ll give the Rangers all pos-
gible assistance. Here’s Suyderman’s note,
whieh eame with that outlaw letter, The
marshal says he spetted an eutlaw ehief
Ramed Ed Tourneau, knewn as the Wasp,
at Pynes the night Pyae was shet. The
Wasp hides eut if the Territery and e6m-
mands a buneR sf gunhands.”

Jim Hatfield nodded. “We’ve had plenty
trouble up that way suh, and we’ll go on
havin' it till Indian Territory is settled
and under real law. Every killer and
bandit in the country heads for it to hide
out.”

He rose to take his leave as McDowell
finished briefing him. In the sun-kissed
yard, a beautiful golden gelding awaited
the Ranger. The sorrel was a magnificent
animal, eapable of earrying the tall officer
on his perilous, hard-driving missiens,
Beside the exeellent saddle, there was a
carbine in its boot, a slieker rell at the
eaftle, while Goldy’s saddle peckets €on-
tained iren ratiens and a few neeessities
for life in the field.

Hatfield swung a long leg over his hull,
waved to the Captain, watching with
nostalgic longing as the Ranger set forth.

The Ranger’s first stop was at a neat
cottage on the outskirts of the capital.
Westward, Mount Bonnell loomed over
the flowing blue Colorado.

Austin, heart of Texas, was built on
wide terraces stepping back from the river
banks.

A lean youth of around sixteen rushed
out to greet Hatfield. “Jim! Will you take
me along this trigp?*
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“I reckon so, Buck, if your sister can
spare you.”

“Buck” Robertson was his protege. The
sun had bleached his light hair a tow
color, his face was freckled, his nose tilted
up. He was still growing, his lean figure
in levis and a gray shirt. Hatfield was
teaching him Ranger ways. The lad had
a daring disposition and he needed the
guidance and example of a strong man.
Whenever he could, Hatfield took Buck
aleng on his field runs, for the work
served as an outlet for Buck's bubbling
energy, and eften he proved of use to the
officer.

Anita, Buck’s sister, came to smile up
at ' Hatfield. She was a shapely young
woman, a schoolma’am by profession. The
light glinted on her golden hair, neatly
arranged on her trim head. “Yes, surely,
Buck may go,” she agreed.

WITH A WHOOP of joy, Buck
dashed toward the stable behind
the cottage to saddle Old Heart 7, his
chunky gray mustang. Hatfield spoke
with Anita as he waited for his companion
to make ready. The Ranger had come to
the assistance of the Robertsons on the
Brazos when they had been in peril, and
they had become fast friends.

She stood on the lawn, waving to them
as they rode away. The Red River was
a long, arduous journey from Austin,

On the highway, as they neared Sher-
man, they had passed immense wagon
trains carrying merchandise, creaking
forward with great wheels caked by waxy
soil, Night was at hand and in the warmth
a haze hung over the seemingly unlimited
range, rolling on and on, broken here and
there by stands of timber or the upthrusts
of great rock formations.

The lights were on as they walked their
horses through the outskirts of Sherman,
to the public square in the heart of the
settlement. John Butterfield had been per-
suaded to route the St. Louis to San Fran-
cisco stage line through the town and this
had assured Sherman’s growth as a mar-
keting- and transportation center, stages
and freight wagons heading for the june-
tion.

The plaza was spacious, with large, sub-
stantial buildings surrounding the square.
Stores and saloons were abundant. Horse-
men and citizens on foot showed in the
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yellow glow by oil-burning street lamps.
Sherman was the county seat and the
low, unpainted wooden Court House stood
in the center. Saddled mustangs and
mules awaited their masters, reins over
the numerous rails. The plank sidewalks
were crowded and Sherman was hum-
ming as usual.

Dubious looking characters rubbed el-
bows with spruce speculators from north
and west, and in the middle of things,
dogs and swine trotted hither and yon,
picking up scraps and enjoying the com-
pany, There were plenty of loafers loung-
ing on wooden benches along the walls.
Musle issued from honkytonks, the shrill
voices of women joining with the cries
of drunken men. Travelers, stopplng over«
fight in Sherman, were out sightseeing
befere turning if at the hetel.

“We'll snatch a bite and then we'll
contact Marshal Tim Suyderman, Buck,”
said Ranger Hatfield. “It’s dark and we
can see him without all the rascals in
town knowin’ we’re here.”

There were plenty of places to buy a
meal and the two stoked up with appetites
keened by long hours of riding since the
last mouthful.. The Court House was dark.
One door was marked “City Marshal” out-
side but it was locked.

“Tell you what,” ordered Hatfield, “You
go ask the bartender over there where
Suyderman lives., He may be on patrol
or he could he home eatin’ hefore the
town times up for the eveniwmyY ———=

Buck soon rejoined him. Suyderman
lived in a small cabin up the next side
street, according to Buck’s information,
and the two mounted and headed for it.
They swung off the maln stem late a nar-
row byway. Rays from windews slanied
across the rutted road while here and
there a lantern was strung 6A a pest. By
this light they eeuld distinguish details.
Buek peinted at a ene-reem shaek set Back
a few paees frem the plank sidewalk {o
their right.

“That’s it for shore, Jim. The barkeep
said we couldn’t miss it.™

“Push to the side. Let all those riders
go by,” ordered the Ranger. From the
opposite direction bunches of horsemen
came through the street.

Hatfield and Buck drew close to the
walk but the band pulled rein and turned
in, facing toward Suyderman’s. The Ran-
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ger noted a metal ornament attached to
the flat-topped Stetson woen by each rider
and at first impression thought these fel-
lows  might - be - deputies, “Looks like
they're -colleetin’ for posse work at the
marshal’s,” he murmured,

A couple of leaders jumped down.
“Marshal Suyderman! Hustle, there's a
killin' up the road!” shouted one, in an
excited voice,

The Ranger uttered a startled exclama-
tion. The armed crew pulled up masks
which had been looped about their throats,
ready to be ralsed. He stared at the
strange -features, grinning, oversized
rmouth, daubed nese and round white erbs,
while abeve the latter a seeend pair of
eyes showed, offering a bizarre impression.
Te an unfertunate vietim the aspeet of the
attackers eould be mest terrifying.

Hatfield reached for a Colt, the hammer
spur under a long.thumb as the weapon
cleared the oiled, supple leather case.
“Watch it, Buek! I don't like the looks of
this/

They had been seen and several masked
men trotted their horses at the two, pushed
them-to -the: edge of the street. “Go on,
dust out of here ifyou knew what's good
for you!” sang out the fellow in front. Hat-
field could make out thelr dark fiigures,
and their guns were rising.

“Douse your light and stay inside, Suy-
derman!” bellowed the Ranger, throwing
a quickie over the array of skeletom-faced
gunliands.

But the eabin door was already opening.
In the yellow rectangle appeared a wide,
heavy figure. Hatfield had an impression
of a bulldog face and the gleam of a bald
pate but then a dozen Colts and shotguns
roared in unison. The man in the door-
way was hit by a shower of bullets, shud-
dering as the murdereus metal drove into
him. The pistel he had in ene hand rese
and flamed, a final deflanee, but he was
sagging aned fell en his deersill, the at-
taekers peuring mere and mere lead inte
the bedy.

“He’s done in,” gasped Buck,

“Let’s get out of here. Nothin' we can
do now.

Weapons were .rising and shots an-
swered the Ranger’s Colt. Metal rapped
into the house walls or kicked splinters
from the plank sidewalk as they spurred
off and picking up speed, drove for the

Tourncau was hit and his
knees gave way (CHAP, Xih)
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turn. Hoarse yells, threatening them for
their interference in the marshal’s behalf,
reached their ears as they sped for safety,
low over their horses. The whole band,
with Suyderman killed, turned on the
pair.

CHAPTER III

Broken Contrzatt

WRIILIETS were hunting Buck and the
B D Ranger but before the masked killer
could bring their concerted fire around to
riddle the fast-moving targets they had
reached the corner, jerking rein and slid-
ing around it into the square.

“They’re comin’ for us,” said the Ranger.
“Put the Court House between your hide
and the cusses, Buck. Pronto.”

In spite of the crowds, alarmed at the
bursts of gunfire from the side way, the
marauders dug in their spurs, whooping
it up like coyotes as they followed Hat-
field and his youthful comrade. Men
jumped back for shelter, hunting cover,
while the loafers disappeared as though
by magic. In Sherman, as in most fron-
tier settlements, it was every man for
himself and nobody cared to interfere in
a stranger’s behalf at the cost of his own
life, Boldly, the galloping outlaws surged
into the plaza and pelted on the Ranger’s
trail. Slugs hunted the two who turned
behind the bulky Court House.

“Come on, get Old Heart 7 movin',”
ordered Hatfield, kicking the chunky gray
mustang ahead. He took the rear guard,
Colt gripped in one hand, guiding with his
knees as he glanced back. His chinstrap
was taut, the rugged jaw set and his gray-
green eyes had darkened, icy as an Arctie
sea,

As they hastily left the Court House
they were again visible to the pursuers.
But they made for a street leading west-
ward, and aware of singing lead over them
and around their galloping mounts, cut
between two lines of houses. Goldy and
Old Heart 7 were superior animals and
good for a fast spurt, theugh they had eome
a long way that afternoon.

For a time it was a race. They tore over
a rolling, moonlit flat, the top of the ridge

on which Sherman was built. As they left
the town behind them, the rank and file
of the masked gunslingers fell hopelessly
to the rear, a few keeping up the chase for
a quarter mile before they sent a last,
futile burst after the two out front.

Southwest, a patch of timber, below the
dropping slope, drew Hatfield and Buck.
They reached the dark shadows and pulled
up for a breather. Reconnoitering, they
found that the pursuers had given it up
as a bad job and were moving northward,
either returning to Sherman or headed for
the Red River,

Hatfield removed his Stetson to mop his
brow. “I'm afeared that was Marshal
Suyderman they downed, Buck. That cuts
our contact here. I was shore countin’ on
him. They say he was a.real brave of-
ficer.”

“If we’d have got there a mite sooner,
folks could say the same for you, Jim,"
remarked Buck gravely. "They'd have
caught us in there, off our guard."

They waited, resting their horses for an
hour, then mounted and returned to Sher-
man, taking care to enter from amother
direction. But the center was -nermal
enough and- they~saw:no-sign of their
enemies.” Hatfield entered a large honky-
tonk and soon was engaged in conversa-
tion with a friendly bartender. Such
gentry were sources of local information,

“Yes suh,” the barkeeper told him
cheerily. “They shore finished pore Tim
Suyderman. He had twenty bullets in him,

they say. Well, that Wasp and his burrer—-

are mighty tough. I don’t aim to tangle
with 'em, not for all the gold in Californy.”

“So you figger it was the Wasp plugged
the marshal?”

The bartender shrugged and wiped the
counter with a damp cloth. “Who else?
Suyderman’s been after Tourneau for a
long while, and this ain't the first scrap
they've had, though I reckon it's the last,
Old Tim was a good feller.”

“I'd like a peek at this Wasp hombre,
Could you point him out?"

“Oh, he ain’t here now. He only comes
to town now and again, Those fellers
hide out acress the Red, in 1.T.”

The Ranger’s silver star on silver circle,
emblem of his office, was snugged in a
secret pocket inside his shirt. It was his
habit to enter a case without fanfare and
learn the details of a -situation before
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publicly announcing his identity. To the
observer he looked like a big cowhand
or rancher, and could pass as such.

1 ATFIRILID regjdirest! Bucdk, witoo wess

on watch near the entry. He pointed

out the bartender with whom he had been

conversing. “You can spiel with him,

Buck. We've lost our local contact in

Sherman, with the marshal dead. I want

to call on Lucius Evans at the Box E

and mebbe he can tell me somethin'. I

hope that ravenln’ buneh of four-eyed
rascals- hasn't overrun him yet.”

They rode to a nearby livery stable,
open all night, unsaddled the horses and
rubbed them down, seeing to the animals
themselves. Goldy and the chunky gray
were left in a corral behind the stable
while Hatfield and Buck rented a room at
a hotel and turned in, weary from their
exertions.

In the morning they consumed a hearty
breakfast. Hatfield fixed a quirly and they
stood leaning against a wooden wall,
watching the bustling square, the Ranger
giving his youthful friend instructions.
“I'm ridin’ to the Box E to see Evans,
Buck, it's near ten miles:-north and a bit
east of here, I understand. You.stick in
town and watch for the Wasp. With the
marshal out of it, that letter is all T got to
go on.”

Glorious sunshine bathed Sherman. The
plank sidewalks were crammed with men,
some in patched homespun, others in

“dandy’s attire, with women in bustled
dresses and bonnets. Saddle horses and
teams stood thick in the plaza. Travelers
were coming out to embark in the stages,
drawn by plunging mules or horses, the
drivers swearing and plying the whip.
Swine rooted in the streets, picking up
garbage flung frem deors and windows,
lean heunds were snarling and fighting
ever seraps of meat,

Big freight wagons were loading or un-
loading down the line and across the way
an auctioneer with a voice as shrilly pene-
trating as a whistle blast was selling off
bales of cotton. Fierce looking riders, rifle
slung over shoulder, saddlebags stuffed
with game, cantered by on spirited mus-
tangs, some leading pack mules with deer
of buffalo quarters as loads, hunters off
the plains come to sell thelr produee.

As the Ranger and Buck  watched, a
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slow moving flat wagon appeared from
the lane on which Suyderman had lived.
It carried a plain pine box and there were
several mourners along. “There goes the
last of a brave hombre,"” growled Hat-
field, touching the brim of his Stetson,
“The Wasp will pay for that.”

He felt that Buck would be safe enough
around Sherman so long as the youth did
not attempt anything foolhardy. The
masked killers could scarcely have dis-
tinguished their features or much about
them during that swift brush of the pre-
vious evening.

“Lie low, Buck, and keep your eye
peeled,” warned Hatfield. “Don’t hunt any
scrapes.”

Buck accompanied him to the livery
stable where Hatfield saddled the golden
sorrel. Taking leave of his comrade, the
Ranger rode through town and hit a wind-
ing track leading roughly northward, in
which direction lay the Red River. About
fifteen miles from the ridge on which
Sherman was situated a ferry crossed
the stream. Below the Red and east along
its uneven margin was the cattle range,
the river serving as a drift fence for the
pastures. Evans' home was two thirds of
the run to the ferry.

A brand sign nailed on a post had di-
rected Jim Hatfield off the road. He
crossed a shallow creek and sighted low
buildings, a long house of weathered lum-
ber, a barn and small bunkhouse, cribs,
corrals with mustangs standing around.
He had seen bunches of cows grazing as
he approached.

The sim was yellow and warm and the
spot seemed peacefully pastoral. The side
creek was a tributary of the Red, winding
this way and that, its banks lined with
willows, alders and scrub growth.

The Ranger stared at the Box E. No-
body seemed to be around and this wor-
ried him. Possibly the Wasp had already
struck with all his force. Then a faint
puff of warm wind brought the odors of
frying beef and of coffee coming to a
boil. As he rode a bit closer he could
make out the het vapor issuing from a
ehimney, theugh the woed fire had
burned te smokeless embers In the stove,
He kept going and drew up in the yard,

“What you want?” challenged-a hard
voice.

Hatfield glanced around and saw a rifle
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gluzzle, covering him from a barn win-
ow.

“Hold it,” called Hatfield. “I'm a cattle
buyer from Waco. Is Mister Evans
around?” Even if by chance the enemy
had taken the ranch, this identification
would not betray him.

A deeper, commanding voice spoke to
him from the house. “Light and set. If
you're what you say, you won'’t be hurt,
suh. Come over to the front porch and
let’s have a good look at you.”

[ATFIELD got down and taking care

to keep his moves deliberate, strode

to the low veranda. The door was open

and he stood there, aware those inside

were  inspecting him and had him cov-

ered. The guard from the barn had

emerged and was crossing the yard, rifle

up, finger on trigger. The waddv was a

young, well-made man, bronzed of flesh,
his blue eyes keen and steady.

He wore range clothes, the brim of his
Stetson turned up above his clean face.
As he came into position so he could
watch the visitor from the rear, a tall,
powerful Texan of middle age came out
of the house to confront the Ranger. His
head was bare, his lion mane of curly hair,
the goatee and mustache, touched by sil-
ver. He had a high-bridged hawk nose,
and flashing dark eyes, and wore gray
trousers and a faded shirt of the same hue.
Alheavy pistol was thrust into his black
belt.

“Are you Mister Lucius Evans, suln?”
asked the Ranger politely.

“I might be. Who are you and what's
your business? Do you wish to buy
cattle?”

Hatfield gave a brief shake of his head.
Evans was staring up at him, impressed
by his size and obvious power. “I'm from
Austin, suh.” He was sure of the rancher
now, he could read honesty and good-
heartedness in the strong man before him.
And past Evans, he had seen younger men,
slim and with their father’s cast of visage,
undoubtedly sons of the household, and a
pretty young woman standing by a table
set for the noon meal.

Before coming close to the Box E, Jim
Hatfield had extracted his badge and he
held it in his left hand. Now he opened
his fingers so Lucius Evans could see the
silver star on silver circle. The rancher's

manner immediately relaxed and he
grinned. “Texas Ranger! Come in, suh,
please do. Mighty glad you’re here, If
you’'ll be so kind, maybe you'll sample
some of Mother’s cookin’.”

He sang out to the sturdy sentinel. “All
right, Lake, this hombre is a friend. Shorty
fed early. Tell him to take over and you
eat with us yoreownself,”

“My handle is Jim Hatfield, Mister
Evans. I'd as soon not let too many folks
savwy I'm a Ranger, till I've looked
around.”

“I savvy. We'll keep it close. That's
Lake Staples, my best rider. You can
ride the river with him any time. But
come in, come in.”

Hatfield entered the spacious main
room. Introductions were in order. Hat-
field’s eye was taken by the chestnut-
haired beauty, small and beautifully
formed, who demurely greeted him as her
father introduced her as his daughter
Edith. She curtseyed, and he thought he
detected amusement in her eyes. - Mrs.
Evans was comely, smiling and hospitable.

“My sons, Mike, Jeff aind Wash,” went
on Evans, indicating the three strapping
young fellows in leather.

Wash was about Buck’s age. They
stepped down a couple of inches im height
from Mike, the eldest, with a strong
brotherly resemblance.

“None of my boys have been sent to
jail or elected to the legislature,” jested
their father. “I think that's a pretty good

showin'.”

At the side of the room waited a stout
man, with a thick mustache and wide-set
blue eyes fixed on the newcomer. He
wore black trousers tucked into spurred
calfskin boots, blue shirt and vest. His
hair was thinning on top. He was per-
haps four or five years younger than
Lucius Evans. “This is George Welder, my
neighbor on the east, Mister Hatfield. He
owns the 1-2 Ranch.” Welder shook hands,
sun-seamed eyes smiling. The Ranger
sized him up, for Welder was another of
the victims itemized in the letter sent to
MeDowell by Marshal Suyderman,

Lake Staples came in the back way, re-
moved his Stetson and stood near Edith,
on whose finger Hatfield saw a gold ring.
The Ranger decided. from the young
couple’s manner that they were in love,

Dinner was ready, the board loaded
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with tempting viands. They sat down
and the tall officer enjoyed home-made
bread and butter, roast beef, preserves,
good coffee and other delicacies. The
Evans women obviously were excellent
cooks. While they ate, Lucius Evans and
Welder told the guiest about the attacks
whieh had been made upon them by the
enemy.

“They wear masks painted with skele-
ton faces,"” Welder said. “The cusses came
for me one night, but we beat 'em off.
That was after they hit Evans and we were
ready for ’em.”

“How about Duncan Kiigore, Slash K?"
inquired Hatfield.

“He ain't been attacked yet, but he's ex-
pectin’ it. His spread is about five miles
southeast of us,” replied Lucius Evans.

E OFFICER listened to the ranchers’
accounts, weighing what they told him.
They did not understand why Abel Pyne,
who had been a decent, fine citizen, had
been rudely slain by the Wasp and his
crew, nor why they were being subjected
to the vicious persecution of the outlaws.
A Box E cowboy had been in Sherman
early that morning to buy supplies and
had returned with the shocking news of
Marshal Suyderman’s killing. The local
officer’s loss was a sad blow to the cow-
men.

Hatfield brought forth the stained let-
ter which had been picked up by Suyder-
man near Abel Pyne’s body. Evans nodded
as he saw it. “The marshal showed it to
us before sendin’ it to Austin, suh.

“You don’t know who might have writ-
ten these orders to Tourmeau?
Welder and Evans shook their heads.

The Wasp’s chief was unknown to them.

After the pleasing, substantial meal, the
two ranchers and the Ranger sat smoking
on the porch for a time, talking of plans
to combat the foe. Then George Welder
took his leave, starting back to his home.
Hatfield thought he would like to meet
Duncan Kilgore, the third involved in the
letter,

“Staples will ride over with you,” said
Evans. “Dume’s on guard just like we
are.”

During the run, Hatfield talked with the
cowboy. Staples was bright and very
good-natured. He had an understanding
with Edith Evans, as Hatfield had guessed,
and by the time they arrived at the Slash
K, a small ranch also on guard against
the Wasp, the Ranger knew all about his
companion, that Staples was a sfrong,
splendid young fellow and werthy of the
recornmendation given by his employer,

Staples eased the way for him as they
dismounted at the Slash K, imtroducing
Jim Hatfield to Duncan Kilgere, a slim,
wiry man with a black ribbon mustache
and thin beard. Kilgore was of Scotch
descent, dour, solemn, but upright and
honest. For a time the Ranger chatted
with him but Kilgore could add nothing
to what the others had told the officer
from Austin,

“Stay on guard, suh, and I'll see what's
what,” advised Hatfield as he said good-by.
“You'll hear from me soon.”

He dropped Lake Staples at the Box E,
rested and watered Goldy, then started his
return to Sherman, taking a roundabout
route so he could get a better idea of the
country. Ridges rose, step on step, back

[Turn page]

Urser STOMAC

Today more people than ever be-
fore use Br r, Becanse  once. An

this time-proved product gives
fast help. Not only for headache = money back!
pain, but also for the upset stomn.  as directed.
ach and jumpy nerves that often
BoOwitthitt.

Quick!L Pleasant? Bromo-Seltzef
ebtavesices with split-second ac-

Drug

tion, ready to go to work at

it is so_refresiing]
You must be satisfied or yout
Cantion: Use only

Gel Bromo-SeHizer at your drug
store fountain or counter today.
It's a product of the Emerson
. slace 1867,

é’ l:jmﬁfﬁY NERVES




45 *

TEXAS BANGERS

from the wide valley of the Red, over
which hung a pastel haze. The grass was
good. Patches of woods and the winding
lines of brooks and creeks, broke the
land. The. Ranger knew there was a
ferry to take passengers from Texas to
Indian Territory at the end of the road
between Sherman and the river. Cattle
herds and mustang bands, being driven to
Kansas and other nerthern markets,

ssed net far westward. Travelets on

orsebaek moved baek and forth across

the Territery, at their pewll

Night had fallen as he rode back into
Sherman. ‘Buck Robertson was watching
for him, waiting near the livery stable.
“The Wasp's in town, Jim! - He pulled up
half an hour ago and went into the Ace
Hotel.”

“Is he still here, you reckom?"

“T think so. I kept an eye on him and
after a couple of drinks in the bar, he went
up to a second-floor rear room. There's
armed guards on duty so I hustled here,
hopin’ you'd show. It's Room Sixteen.”

“Bueno. You’re shore it's our mam?”

“Positive. I made friends with a feller
my-age who polishes boots in the plaza.
He pointed out Tourneau, the Wasp, a
stringy, mean lookin’ cuss.”

“Good work, Buck. We'll see what we

can see.”

Goldy cared for, the tall officer- from
Austin moved toward the noisy honkytonk
occupying the northeast corner of the
square. From Buck’s report it sounded
as though Ed Tourneau, field chief of the
skeleton riders, was making & business
contact. Hatfleld was heping for just this
since the letter proved that the Wasp teok
orders from someone abeve,

CHAPTER 1V
Hideaut

IUCK POINTED at a long-legged,
saffron-hided horse, with a silver-
inlaid saddle cinched on its back. The
animal was a fine one, the hull worth hun-
dreds of dollars.
“That’s the Wasp’s brone, Jim, so he
ain't left yet. I hope none of 'em rememi-
ber us from that little set-t0.”

“It isn't likely. Stick outside and
watch.”

Hatfield entered the saloon. The bar
was long, and beside the dance floor were
tables at which patrons might drink and
eat. Attached wings held gaming parlors
where every type of device was used to
separate players from their cash. Poker
and roulette, dice and birdcage, were run-
ning wide open as the Ranger looked
areund. The elick of wheels, the babble,
stamping feet as men jigged about with
daneing woren to the tunes blared out by
gaﬁa and fiddles, made an ear-Hlling din,

ustomners steed three-deep at the bar.
Seme had white eireles daubed en their
beot uppers and were wearing Hat-
erowned hats with {he niekel insignia i
front. He was sure these were seme of the
Wasp’s fellowers. As nene paid Rim an
spectal atfentien; he felt §%8 iR &ceRelud-
it 3 Ehsg did ;aet ﬁeee,%aﬁ% the %lﬁﬂ% fug{:
Eh@l g §r ha a%BH% g after Kkilling Mat-
shal Suyderman:

The saloon was part of the Ace hotel.
Guests were in the lobby and on the stairs.
The Ranger strolled through and patsed
at the call desk, leaning on an elbow. A
clerk stood nearby, on the counter a
large, open ledger served as a register.
“Howdy, suh,” said Hatfleld politely. “Is
Room Sixteen talkem?”

“Yes, mister. Professor Brite holds it
for when he's in town. Faet ls, we got
no vacancies tonight, but we eould bed
you down in the stsble.”

“Well, I see about that later. Did you
say Professor Brite? I wonder if he’s the
hombre of the same name that I knew.
Where’s he hall from? Did he register?”

“Oh yes. Everybody has to sign. Here
he is.” The clerk was friendly eneugh
with the tall man, who had a knaek fef
making people like him. He peinted te
a signature se Hatfield eeuld see foF
himself.

Hatfield showed no sign of elatien but
the handwriting indicated matehed that
of the letter sent to the Wasp. “Pre-
fessor Leming Brite, New Orleans, La.”
Under this was a cramped signature,
“George Karnes,” a ditte mark beneath
New Orleans, The Ranger ehatted for
a time, “Reeken I'll step up and see if it's
my pard, suh. He was frem Galvesten But
He might have meved te New Ofleans”

The clerk nodded and turned to another
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customer, having no objection as Hat-
field climbed the stairs. He found himself
in a hall running from back to front. To
his left was a longer -corridor in which,
elose to the farther end, slouched three
gunhands wearing flat Stetsons, their
waists eireled by eartridge belts, He con-
eluded they must be the guard outside
the feem inte whieh Ed Teurneau had
%@ﬁe-. As they easually glaneed his way,
g wallked straight en, Feem deets e beth
sides; and seen eame te the hall serving
FOOMmS e%ﬂeem%ame square. This way
was parallel {8 fhe rear aisle, and he
meved glong 19 e Ty side ot the
{-%EEQH {e, sifilar {8 the Hrst But with ne
stalfs Teading Up 18 it:

He stepped softly since the construction
was very fliimsy. Cracks yawned between
upright, unpainted boards serving as par~
titions, the raw lumber having shrunk
throughout the years. The rooms on the
inner section would have no windows,
only skylights, though not much space was
wasted. Obviously the extra story had
been hastily added, ne doubt to accommmo-
date the fleed of travelers arriving when
Sherman had beeame a junetien.

The hotel shook from the stamping be-
low, the din rising with little hindrance.
What slight sounds the Ranger made were
lost in the shuffle, the hum of voices and
clinking of glass, the sentries chatting
and drinking just around the corner.

At the turns the wall space was twice
that between the other rooms. He won-

~—dered if a single door might serve two-

room suites and decided to find out. The
last door in his corridor was just out of
sight of the guards. He stopped there,
listening, but could catch no hint there
might be occupants inside. The tenants,
at such an early hour, would no doubt
be downmstairs or out somewhere, eating
and drinking. Hatfield tried the latch, 1t
lifted and the thin panel pushed open.
The room was dark save for what little
light slanted in from the windows, open
on a side court. As he entered, he was
not challenged, and he closed the door,
found the bolt and shot it home. He could
see two cots, a bureau, chairs and other
furnishings around. And as he had hoped,
there was a connection into the corner
room which did not have a hall entry.
As he tiptoed across the second cham-
ber he saw faint yellow slits of light com-

ing between ‘the cracks. He was next to
Room Sixteen, and lost no time in placing
an eye to one of the narrow openings.

men sat in there, conferring
Ja. over a bottle of whisky. Blue smoke
from their cheroots curled around a hang-
ing gilt lamp. On the cots lay a couple of
satchels, One of the talkers was Ed Tour«
neau, the Wasp, a stringy man with yel-
lewish skin and a thin faee, his meuth
bitterly fined. Buek, Staples and ethers
had amply deseribed Teurneau. Beeause
ot the hHiuBBub frem belew it was diffieult
te eateR mueh of what was Being said, But
after a time the Ranger was sufe that the
Yﬁég%éggﬁé%d gne 8f his eempanions as

He studied the fellow carefully. Leming
Brite was long and lanky, with broad
shoulders filling his silk shirt. Striped
trousers were fastened under his long-
toed boots by elastic loops. On a bed, by a
satchel, lay a frock coat and shining high
hat whieh must be the Professor’s. Brite’s
hair was coal-black and gleamed in the
lamplight, every strand pemaded in plaee.
This grewth was mest luxuriant and
parted in the middle with mathematieal
Preeision:

His high-boned face was lengthened by
combed dark sideburns, his mouth a deter-
mined one, the nose predatory. He shifted
restlessly and Hatfield glimpsed the black
handle of a six-shoeter thrust inte Brite's
belt. A long foot tapped the floer, and Brite
epened his thin lips and elieked his teeth,
His eyes were roeund aned bright as shee:
buttens and the pun instantly eeeurved to
the spying Ranger. “Biright Eyes, shere
gneugh,” he theught.

The Professor reached in a shirt pocket
and brought forth a flat silver box. He
clicked this open and in a mest gentleman-
ly fashion toek a pinch of snuff between
boeny forefinger and thumb, sniffed it, and
used a large kerehief in which te sneeze,
All in all, Brite’s manner was elegant and
mest Superier.

But the conference, to Hatfield's disap-
pointment, was about over. Brite stood up,
nodding. “See you in the morning. Need
sleep.”

Hatfield decided that the third man must
be George Karmes, who had checked in
with Professor Leming Brite. Karnes was
oversized, powerful in build. His light hair
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was clipped short on his round head, his
eyes a pale-blue. He wore a white shirt
and blue trousers and a pistol in a shoul-
der holster whese strap crossed his mighty
chest. In some long ago brawl his nose had
been mashed in and this, added to a cauli-
flower ear, did not improve his features.
Karnes looked really tough.

“Come on, Brakeman, I'll show you the
town,” said the Wasp, rising.

Brakeman Karmes seized his black hat
and set it on his head. From the pocket of
a blue coat, lying near his suitcase on the
bed, he brought forth a steel spanner, a
long wrench such as railroaders used in
their work. He flourished this at the Wasp,
grinning on one side of his thick-lipped
mouth. “Persuader,” he announced, and
dropped the spanner into his pants pocket.

Ed Tourneau -and Brakeman Karnes
saluted Brite. They closed the door as they
left. The Professor took a document from
his satchel and for a time studied it under
the hanging lamp, hunched over the table.
From a neat round leather case he ex-
tracted a bottle of ink and a pen, and made
a few improvements or changes. Replacing
the paper, he unfolded another, larger
paper which the watching Ranger thought
might be a map. Once, as he worked,
Brite turned around and stared straight at
the wall and it seemed to Hatfield the Pro-
fessor must have heard him, perhaps
glimpsed the sheen of his gray-green eye
pressed to the crack.

But then Brite lighted a cheroot, and
carefully put away his work. He threw
down a couple of stiff jolts of redeye and
smoked away. Soon he killed the cheroot
and went to bolt his door. Yawmning, Brite
lifted the satchel off his bed and shoved it
underneath. He took a pinch of snuff
and sneezed twice, had a final nightcap of
whisky. Finally the Professor kicked off
his shoes and reached to turn down the
lamp.

At this instant Professor Brite froze for
a moment, then swung with a feline move-
ment, drawing his revolver and cocking it.
He was watching the hall door, his long
head cocked. He got up and tiptoed toward
it. The din frem below abated a trifle,
Hatfield, who had been engrossed in spy-
ing en the Professer, suddenly realized
that semebedy was vielently shaking and
kieking at the entry te the suite Re was if.
New the tenant, ne deubt highly indignant

at being locked out of his own rooms, be-
gan shouting for the clerk and manager.

Hatfield glided to the connecting portal,
“Let me in!l Unlock that door, cuss it
bellowed somebody in the hall. But the
Ranger turned to an open widow and
looked out. The drop was not too great and
he slid through, banging from the outer sill
for a moment before letting go. He landed
in sandy dirt at the side of the Ace, re-
laxed and unhurt as he hit. Rising, he hur-
ried away.

RAKEMAN KARNES and Ed Tour-
neau were whooping it up down-
stairs. A couple of young women had
joined the two toughs and they were danc-
ing. The lobby clerk appeared from the
back of the hotel and put away a short
ladder by which he had climbed into the
locked suite and let in the rightful tenant.
Sometimes drunken men overslept the
stage departures, unless awakened, and
the ladder came in handy when they
bolted themselves in.

In the shadows down the line, Hatfield
consulted with Buck. “I don't believe this
Professor sidewinder will move till morn-
in',” said the Ranger, after giving Buck a
quick sketch of what he had learned. “We
need a snooze so we'll turn in and get back
on watch at dawn. I'm shore Brite is the
hombre who ordered the Wasp to kill Abel
Pyne and the ranchers. He'’s just as long as
a snake and drags the ground when- he
walks. Brite is a lot smarter than the
Wasp, and he ain't here to see the sights,
that’s a cinch. The fact that Tourneau has
so far failed to crush Evans and his pards
will make Brite lash out hard. We must
get into position to check him, he’s mighty
dangerous.”

The Ranger was right about the enemy’s
time of departure. They had a refreshing
sleep, a hearty breakfast, and walted
around for a half hour before Professer
Lerning Brite, wearing his black eoat and
a purple Stetsen, escorted by the Wasp
and Brakeman Karnes, emerged frem the
Ace. Seme of the Wasp’s men had saddled
the mustangs for the leaders, whe meunt-
ed and set off nerth frem Sherman, trailed
by a seere of armed toughs, riders wearing
the niekel-phated Insignia and white-
detted basts:

“They may be headin’ for Evans’ or
Welder’s, Buck. We'll trail at a distance
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and try to help our friends if need be.
While the Wasp did not have his entire
band along, the rest of the outlaws might
be at a rendezvous outside the setflement.

The sun was hot and yellow on their
right, and they were over nine miles out
of Sherman as they passed the lane marked
by a Box E. Lurking well to the rear on
the road to the Red River, Hatfleld and
Buek breathed with relief as the Professor
and his hands kept geoing, showing Ao sign
of swinging to attack Lucius Evans.

Other horsemen were on the highway, a
traveled route to the ferry across the Red.
The Ranger and his youthful comrade
hovered near the collection of little shacks
where the ferrymen lived. A small saloon,
teo, was set at this peint, A reemy flat-
bottomed barge served as a vessel in whieh
travelers might make a dfy erossing. A
streng eable was stretehed aeress, and
Negre deckhands manned leng sweeps:

Several other passengers awaited transit
but Hatfield did not wish to draw the at-
tention of his quarry. At low water, as it
now happened to be, riders could eross the
stream although the Red was noted for
its treacherous, shifting quicksands and its
ability te rise many feet with little warn-
ing beeause of flash floods far upstream.

It was the Ranger’s practice to give
Buck as much instruction as possible
during their forays. As they dismounted
behind the erude shed serving as a bar,
and watched the ferry start over with

“Fheffmsor Brite and the rest, Hatfield told
the youth what he knew about the river,

“I've braced her before, Buck. She's
mighty shifty and hard to beat. Many a
pore waddy has been sucked down, tryin'
to help his boss get a herd of cattle across.
Cap'n McDowell showed me a govern-
ment report on her not long back. The
diseharge ranges from thirty-five-hundred
to ene-hundred-eighty thousand cubic feet
per second!

“It’'s the southernmost of the Mississip-
pi's big tributaries and they say twelve
hundred miles long. Rises in the upper part
of the Staked Plain and forms our boun-
dary with Indian Territory. That pinkish-
red color comes of suspended silt the
flver's carryin’ off. She moves her chan-
nel whenever she has a mind to. Ever hear
of the Red River rafis?”

“No, never did. What are they?” Buck
was intrigued, storing away the informa-
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tion. Some day he hoped to know as much
as his tall mentor.

“Well, the Red fetched down so many
forest trees in 1828 that it jammed itself
up around Shreveport, Lowiisimna. The
dam it made was ninety miles long and
the U. S. had to go to work on it. Took
years to clean the channel. It pulled the
same triek again durin’' the War and an-
other raft ever thirty miles in length, built
by the eurrent, had te be eleared away,
She’s a luly.”

As the Ranger finished telling Buck
about the Red, and fixed himself a quirly,
the ferry reached the north bank and the
passengers began leading off their saddled
mounmits. The Profiessor, Brakeman Karnes,
the Wasp and his gunslingers, collected in
a band and let the others go ahead on a
beaten track leading through the low
bluffs and thenee inte the wilds of the
Indian Natien. Woeds eould be seen be-

yond.

E two drank and ate at the station,
rested their horses, and hung around
awaiting the next crossing. The barkeeper,
a one-eyed Mexican with a patch over his
injured eye, joimed them. He was over-
friendly and tee eurious. The Ranger de-
eided He might be a spy for the outlaws,
tipping them off in ease officers of the law
arrived at the ferry. He gave Buek a wink
85 Re assumed an epen, honest mien.

“Si, my kid brother and I are headin’ for
Kamnsas. I got a trail herd on the way up
and aim to overtake the boys and sell the
eows at Dodge.”

On the other side an hour later, Buck
and Hatfield let two other passengers ride
on. “Take the right edge, Buck, I'll watch
this wing,” he ordered. He had trained
Buek to read sign. They were now familiar
with several of the shod-hoof impressions
left by the mustangs of the Professor, the
Wasp and Karnes, and the bandits stayed
il a buneh. Hardly a mile abeve the Red,
Buelk signaled Ris tall friend. The eutlaws
had left the read, eutting threugh an
graded dip in the weeded, Fisifg land.

Hatfield crosed over and assumed the
lead. There was no telling how close to
the north-south way the Wasp’s hideout
might be. Goldy would offer certain warn-
ings when he scented strangers.

A narrow, winding trail ran along the
ridge. Now and then, through a vista of
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leaves seared by the hot summer sun, the
Ranger could glimpse the downsweep of
the valley all the way to the great river.
Half a mile in, the golden sorrel sniffed
and rippled his sleek hide. Immediately
the officers pulled up and got down. “Hold
the horses, hide off the trail, Buck. I'll go
ahead on foet.”

Hatfield left his heavy gear with Buck,
pulling off his boots and pulling on supple
moceasing in which he could walk or run
much more easily. He took to the woods
and flitted along, pausing now and again
to listen and look. After a time he scented
tobacce smeke in the warm air and soon
located a trail sentinel sitting on an up-
ended leg, back te a broad tree. He by-
passed the armed killer and stole on,

The Wasp’s hideout was cunningly
screened, nestled on a small plateau of
the long, wooded ridge parallel to the
river. It took the Ranger over an hour to
draw close enough to make out details.
There were several shacks built of forest
logs, brush corrals in which the mustangs
eould be held, Seores of hard-eyed, heavily
armed gunhands were here, He saw Preo-
fessor Lerning Brite, Brakeman Karnes
and Ed Tourneau sitting in the shade near
the largest eabin, eating and drinking.

Lying flat in thick brush out from the
bandit headquarters, the Ranger observed
three horsemen coming into camp. They
seemed to be strangers for they were
covered and questioned before being al-
lowed to dismeunt, when they were led
to the Wasp, whe further interrogated
them. Teurneau finally nedded and ap-
parently aceepted them fer they mingled
with the ethers. "Reetwitin’,” deeided Hat-
fleld. “New 1 wender!” He nieeded to get
in there, ferret eut the Professer’s dan-

erous plans, and a beld idea eeeuried to

M.

CHAPTER V
Raiders

THU Wasp already had a large force
and the fact he was hiring more fight-
ers pointed to a really big push. He had
been checked at Evans’ and the ether
ranches and needed further strength se

he might overwhelm them. Carefully, Hat-
field snaked off and later on hid himself
not far from the guard down the trail, He
did not have too long a wait when a rider
jogged slowly in from the river road and
was challenged.

“My handle is Bearpaw Smythe,” an-
nounced the traveler, a squat, bearded
ugly. “Jake Gordon, down in Fort Worth
told me Ed Tourneau was lookin’ for good
men. Well, that's me. Gordon said to ask
the one-eyed Mexican at the ferry station
how to find you and here I am.

“Bueno. Keep straight on and you can't
miss her,” the guard said. “Sing out be-
{)ore you barge into camp, and ask for the

oss.”

It was an opportunity the Ranger could
not afford to pass up. The outlaws were
expecting recruits. He slid away and re-
joined Buck. “I'm goin’ in there and pose
as a gunslingin’ horsethief, Buck. I don't
savvy how long I'll be and I can't leave
you floatin' around loose in the brush.
You better hook back to Sherman and
wait for me, keep watch. I doubt if Pro-
fessor Brite sticks here more than a day
or two and he's liable to return to the Ace.
I don't want to miss anything about him.
I'll see you in town soon as possible.”

Buck hated to leave but he was obedi-
ent to his tall friend’s orders. Hatfield
daubed some dirt on his cheeks, putting
on his boots and Stetson. He had not
shaved for a couple of days, and he couldL
easily pass as a tough. He kmew the man-
ners and lingo of lawbreakets from plenty
of experience with such fellows,

“I’ll ride out to the main trail with you,
Buck. I'll have to wait till the next ferry
comes over, so it will look like I came on
it. Bearpaw Smythe, who just joined up,
was on the last boat.”

He saw his companion off, pulling up
by the north-south road through the Na-
tions as Buck waved adios, heading for
the ferry on Old Heart 7. The Ranger
concealed himself, had a smoke and a pull
on his canteen. After an hour, he heard
and then sighted horsemen on the main
trail. They had come over on the ferry
which Buck would have taken back to the
south shore of the Red. Half a dozen
riders, strung out, passed by but there
were evidently no more recruits, not this
trip.

Making sure of his Colts, trying them
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Aware of where the sentry was set, he
moved slowly and made plenty of noise,
clearing his throat several times, letting
Goldy brush dry, overhanging branches,

“Reach!” Sure enough, the bandit guard
was ready beside his tree, carbine levelled.

Hatfield pulled up and stared. Then he
said, “One-Eyed Juan said I'd find you
around here.”

“Your handle? Where you from and
what_you huntin"?" growled the sentinel.

“Waco Williams, they call me, and Jake
Gordon told me Ed Tourneau was hirin'.
I had to leave fast and goin' through Fort
Worth I bumped into Gordon. Another
hombre Jake sent, Bearpaw Smythe, was
on, the boat ahead of me. I thought I
spotted a cussed marshal who’s been after
me, on the boat, so I didn't race for her.”

“Huh! No lawmen dare poke their
noses in here. You needn’t worry. We've
drilled more than one of the snoopin' side-
winders. They can't touch you, got no
jurisdiction over the Territory.” The car-
bine dropped. “Ride on, keep straight and
you'll run right into camp. Sing out when
you're there.”

“Obliged.” He moved along the wind-

ing track and before long came to the
clearing. He drew up and called a greet-
ing.
»~ Armed outlaws glanced up from cards
or bottles at the newcomer, “What's the
trouble, Sonny?” asked a red-eyed killer
impudently. Many of these fellows prided
themselves on their toughness and were
always trying to impress their bandit
mates. Several within hearing smickered
as the hulking Hatfield was addressed in
such a light fashion,

Hatfield's gray-green eyes were cold
and hard and after a brief exchange, the
other dropped his gaze, unable to endure
it. “I want to see the Boss,” drawled the
Ranger, with just the right inflection.

“Go over to the big shack and ask for
Ed Tourneau.”

He was aware of appraising looks as he
dismounted and dropped rein. Mean eyes
glittered as they ran over the lines of the
magnificent golden sorrel for all these
men were experts on horses.

- 27

Hatfield's spurs jingled as he crossed
beaten  ground and- stopped before the
open doorway of the largest hut. “Mis-
ter Tourneau here?” he called.

re@tHE Wasp was lying on a blanket-
B covered brush bunk. He rose and
came out, gazing up into the rugged face.
Hatfield stood the inspection without a
flicker;, aware it was a most dangerous
moment. If anything happened to be sour,
if by chance Tourneau recognized him
from that night fight in' Sherman, he could
never escape.

“What is it?" asked the outlaw chief at
last.

“I'm Waco Williams, suh. Happened to
be passin’ through Fort Worth in a power-
ful hurry but stopped at my amigo's, Jake
Gordon’s. He told me you were lookin'
for fightin' men.”

“I can tell from seem* you that you can
shoot,” nodded Tourneau. “Amnd you seem
salty though you’ll have to prove it in a
pinch. He had a bitter way and evil
strength required to dominate the egotis-
tical, quarrelsome gunhands who made
up his band. Yet now he was not un-
friendly. - “What's your specialby?”

“Horseflesh, suh. I like it better than
beefsteak.”

“Bueno. I reckon you can tell one end
of the cow from the other if need be, as
weu H1} —

Hatﬁeld had told Tourneau he was a
horsethief on the dodge. Professor Lem-
ing Brite, without his coat and hat, came
around the shack. Long and lanky, his
wide, bony shoulders filled out his silk
shirt. His: over-black hair glinted with
grease, inexorably fixed in place on .his
horse head. The man's mouth was. firm,
and black, shiny eyes riveted to the Rang-
er, Just behind Brite came Brakeman
Karnes, nearly as tall as Hatfleld and
weighing perhaps fifty pounds more.

They stopped, appraising the tall man,
The Wasp winked at Brite. “Professor,
this here is Waco Williams. He's joimniin*
up, I reckon. Waco, any time this gent or
Mister Karnes need help, you give it to
'em the same as though I told you.”

“Yes, suh.”

Brite nodded and pulled his silver snuff-
box from his pocket. He took a pinch-and
sneezed. Close to, Hatfield could see the
etched lines radiating from his predatory
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beak, the hairs of his combed sideburns.
He pushed past the Wasp and entered the
cabin, but Karnes remained outside.

“Yampy!” called Tourneau.

Yamping meant stealing, and Hatfield
swung to see a stout outlaw come from
another brush hut and approach the group
by the door. “Yeah, Wasp?” Evidently
the fat one’s nickname corresponded with
his profession. He was smooth-shaven,
beads of perspiration standing out on the
tight, pink flesh of his rounded face. Thin
brown hair grew on his head, and his bal-
looned center pushed hard against his
crossed cartridge belts. His weight had
run over his tight halfboots.

“This is Waco Williams, Jake Gordon
sent him over. Take him on.” The Wasp
turned and followed his master inside.

“Howdy.” Yampy thrust out a plump,
hairy hand, clammy with sweat. He felt
the heat more than his thinner comrades.
“Foller me, big feller.” He waddled back
the way he had come, Hatfield stalking at
his heels. In Yampy’s hut were stores,
and from a crokersack, the fat outlaw
pulled out a black cloth mask with a skele-
ton face painted on it. “We wear these
when we’re out sometimes,” explained
Yampy. “It not only hides you from be-
in' reckernized but it throws a jolt into
folks. Keep it ready on you.”

On wooden pegs hung a number of flat-
topped Stetsons and after several tries,
one was found which fitted the Ranger
well enough. It had a metal insignia at-
tached to the crown front, the shape like
the usual deputy badge, but at close range
the etching was only an eagle with a
number under it.

“I'll daub your boots for you. Then in
the dark you won’t be shootin’ your pards.
The chief wants things this way, it's more
orderly, like you’re in the anmy.™

Yampy opened a bucket of white paint,
picked up a brush and daubed a circle on
each of the tall officer’'s boots.

“Gracias, Yampy.”

“Hang around and don’t get into any
scrapes with the other boys. If you want
target practice there’s a range down there
in the woods, behind camp. We'll feed you
and pay you accordin’ to what comes in.
Ask me if you need anything, don’t bother
the boss.”

“I savvy.” Hatfield nodded and Yampy
waved him out, relaxing on his bunk.

Ranger unsaddled the golden sor-
rel, hanging his hull on a corral fence
and turning Goldy into the pen with the
other mustangs. Then he returned to the
outlaw circle and sat down in the shade,
rolling a smoke. Some of the men were
friendlier than others and before long a
couple of toughs were chatting with him
on impersonal matters, the price of horses
and other kindred subjects.

Presently one suggested a shooting con-
test with money wagered on the result,
and the tall Hatfield was invited to join
in. They went along a footpath behind
the camp and to a range with the woods
behind it. Here, using his fine Colt, the
Ranger bested them with such ease that
they were astounded and real respect for
him showed in their eyes.

By supper time, the news of his speed
and accuracy with a revolver had spread
among the fifty outlaws. Some were con-
vinced by telling of the tale, others
shrugged, self-confidence undiminished.
Men could be good at target shooting but
in a pinch, with death staring them in the
eye, they might falter.

Many of the bandits preferred to sleep
outdoors. They had been given a hearty
meal of beef and hardtack. By the light
of lanterns, the interminable card games
proceeded. There was nothing to do but
gamble, drink or quarrel. Yampy sternly
checked a couple of snarling arguments
before they degenerated into shooting
affrays.

As the camp quieted, Hatfield spread
his blanket off by himself in the shadows
not far from the Wasp’s lighted cabin.
Brite, Karnes and Tourneau were in
there. Now and then the Ranger heard
the clink of glass as a drink was poured.
For a time he lay watching and listening.
Nobody seemed to be noticing him eor
checking up.

Half an hour later he was crouched in
the blackness on the far side of the Wasp’s
where he could hear through a crude
window the voices of his enemies.

“, .. .Must double the number of men.”
That was the Professor.

“Plenty will be along in the next two,
three days,” answered the Wasp. “The
word will have spread by now.”

“Very well, then. In the morning the
Brakeman and I will go back to Sherman.
Our plans are worked out and only need
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to be set in motion. Actually just a fexr
measly cowmen, Evans and his friends,
are all that stand in my way. Of course
we can't wait too long or the cat will be
out of the bag. I flatter myself I've hidden
my operations perfectly so far.”

It was tantalizing to learn they had de-
termined on a course of action yet be un-
able to gain an inkling of what it might be.
Lucius Evans and his rancher neighbors
viere doomed by Brite and the Wasp, that
was plain, but the Ranger had already
been aware of this. And before long, the
three tirned in, thelr voices thickened by
toe mueh whisky. Hatfleld stele baeck to
his bed and seen dezed off.

He ate a hearty breakfast with several
outlaws who had been in the shooting
contest with him, and rolled a smoke.
Leming Brite, Karnes, the Wasp and a
dozen armed guards, rode off toward the
ferry. Hatfield and the main crew re-
mained in camp, Yampy in command. Be-
fore noon, Ed Tourneau and his hands re-
turned, having seen the Professor to the
6roessing.

ING the rest of that day, and
throughout the following, recruits
arrived in increasing numbers, swelling
the Wasp's ranks. They came from points
in Texas and from the wilds of Indian Ter-
ritory. What the bandits claimed was
true; there was no effectual law in the
Nations execept what the Five Tribes
‘cared to enforee,

Even the Federal Government could
not prosecute within the confines of the
savages' dominion, Killings went unpun-
ished. Outlaw depots such as the Wasp’s,
handily situated to raid parties on the
Kansas Trall were safe from organized
attack by Lone Star and other police
forees,

Hatfield, posing as a horsethief on the
dodge, had made a number of arquaini-
ances in the hideout although most men of
bandit stamp were suspicious and seldom
revealed anything about their past. The
Ranger was growing uneasy and restless
as he waited for the enemy to move s6 he
might diagnese the evil plans worked eut
by the Professer and his lieutenants, He
had spent three days at the hangeut and
the Wasp's ferees Rad just abeut deubled
iR RUmMHBer:

After breakfast the next morning, the

stout Yampy, who acted as the Wasp's
first sergeant, whistled them into a group
so he could address them. “All right,
boys. I want all the recruits up front. You
others line up to the rear.”

Hatfield, among the former, took his
place in the ranks. When they had formed,
Yampy indicated several veterans who
stepped up and mixed with the newcom-
ers.

“We're movin' out in an hour. You men
in front ride with me; the others will move
behind Ed Tourmeau. I'll issue iwo days
rations. Make shore your guns are in
shape and you have plenty of ammo. For
the new hombres just joined up, we're
mighty proud of our organization and ex-
pect every feller to stand and fight when
it comes to It, and obey orders. And you'll
soon have a serap, I promise you. A passel
of mealy-mouthed eusses efi the other side
of the Red have gene for us and we aifm to
teach ’em a lessen. Sheet t6 kill any eow-=
bey er raneher whe herns il 6A US, SaWy?

“There’s three we're after special,
Lucius Evans, George Welder and Dune
Kilgore, and we'll pay fifty dollars bonus
to the man who downs one, and ten per
scalp for any of their waddies. First we're
goin’ to run off some of their range cattle
to needle ’em, savvy? The brands you'll
rmost likely see will be Bex E, 1-2 and
Slash K.”

The grim, bitter Wasp lounged in the
Shade, smoking a thin Cuban cheroot and
observing as Yampy briefed the army.
Each killer wore a flat hat with the nickel
insignia, and had been Issued a skeleton
mask, White cireles had been daubed on
their boots. Yampy knew how to handle
sueh gunslingers, hew t6 weld them inte
ﬁ_ﬂgl‘iﬁﬁ%f@f@@. He was streng and mere
vieigus than anyene else, breezily erder-
ing them abeut;

Hatfield was in the crush. Mustangs
saddled, ammunition issued and weapons
checked, the powerful force mounted and
fell into formation. Yampy was in the
lead, with the recruits and a handful of
trusted outlaw members acting as non-
coms. Half a dezen older fellows were
left te wateh the hildden eneampment,
The Wasp, en a leng-legged, yellow-hided

elding, held baek with his eld-timess, as
mpy meved sut ef the elearing:

The Ranger, perforce, went along with
Yampy’s crowd, But they did not take the



45 *

TEXAS RANGERS

trail to the ferry road. Instead, Yampy
circled the shacks and passed the corrals
and shooting range, cutting through the
woods on a narrow trace. Vision cut off,
Hatfield did not know whether Tourneau
and his contingent were following or had
gone off in another direction. He kept
glancing back, trying to catch a glimpse
of the Wasp, but had no luck.

CHAPTER VI
Arthassh

OR an hour they kept to the long

ridge but at last Yampy swung
through a slanting cut. Gravel slides let
the horses down to the level of the main
valley. High grass, patches of timber on
rises, the huge, rotting carcasses of long-
dead trees which had been uprooted and
carried here by the mighty Red when it
was raging, showed the effects of filood-
waters, making up a wild scene. A small
feeder from springs supplying the Wasp's
hideout with water, zigzagged through to
the river,

At last Hatfield could see to the end of
the procession. The Wasp and his veterans
were missing, had taken another route.
Smoke drifted in the intensely blue sky
from the ferry landing on the Texas side,
while farther south, about where the Box
E must stand, another thin column
spiraled up. Leather creaked and men
muttered, cursing the heat and the sting-
ing flies and other insects.

Frankly worried as to the Wasp's aims
in this double-barreled play, Hatfield now
had to stick with Yampy or lose all his
advantage. Two miles eastward of where
the ferry crossed they pulled up at the
Red. Yampy knew the river and iralls,
and after making sure there were no ene-
mies in sight, the stout outlaw spoke to
his followers. “You'll have to swim the
channel, boys. Make sure you keep your
guns and ammeo dry. Feller my line, and
have yore ropes ready ln ease a herse
sinks deep, the quicksands shift a let
through here.”

A curve threw tearing floods against the
Texas bank, and water had cut deeply

into it but the sandy bottom was now dry
and covered by sun-whitened stones. The
stout Yampy kicked a spur into the flank
of his mustang and slid down to the
stream. He splashed through the shal-
lows, several bandits starting after him.
The long file of horsemen took to the
crossing and were two-thirds of the way
over before it became necessary to do a
little swimming.

Before long Yampy, Hatfield and the
leaders were on the Texas shore, horses
shaking off water, the men emptying their
boots and drying themselves as far as pos-
sible. When all were safely over, Yampy
began picking men for some special mis-
sion. “You—you—you—" A fat forefin-
ger stabbed at those he wanted. The
towering Hatfield stood out and Yampy
pointed at him. “You.” He chose a dozen
and then set the rest along the actual
bank where the clay bluff was several
feet high, screened by brush and low tim-
ber. He spoke in low tones for a time
with one of the Wasp's veterans, leaving
this bandit in charge.

Yampy led the small group he had
picked out on the range. Behind them lay
ahe Red, their comrades hidden by the

ip.

“Keep a sharp eye peeled, fellers,” or-
dered Yampy. “We're goin' to gather us
some beeves. Remember, sheot any side-
winder who comes at us. Don’t get too far
from me.”

During the afternoon, the dozen with
Yampy collected small bunches of range
cattle, branded Box E, 1-2 or Slash K, and
pushed them to the margin of the Red,
where four riders were assigned te held
the cows from straying off again. All
these men knew how to handle eattle and
horses and by dark they had a herd as-
sembled. Mounted guards were Strung
out for the night, and these would serve
to contain the steers and alse be en wateh
for attack.

The main bunch camped on the flat be-
low the drop of the river bank, Hatfleld
among them. They ate jerked beef and
hardtack washed dewn with water 6r
whisky. They slept where they were,
taking turns at sentry duty. At dawn
Yampy routed out his pieked erew and
they set to work again, riding short ferays
south to sweep up mere cows, Yampy,
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with a pair of field glasses, kept studying
the rolling range below. He did not seem
to be in any hurry. The Box E and George
Welder’s 1-2 were a few miles away and
they had seen the smoke of breakfast
fires.

At noon they ate and rested during the
worst of the heat. The held steers began
to complain as they browsed off the grass
and what foilage was within reach. Some
of the big longhorns slid down to the river
to drink but were driven back by the hid-
den outlaws.

ATE that afternoon Yampy, who
seemed to be waiting for something,
the field glasses to his pudgy eyes, studied
a rising dust cloud to the southeast. As-
sisted by another rider, Hatfield had just
run up a half dozen cows wearing Evans’
brand. Yampy spoke to a man near him
and that bandit swung, to disappear down
the drop to the Red.

“This is it, boys,” called Yampy, wav-
ing them in. “Here they come like the
heel flies was after 'em. Set your carbines
but hold fire till T give the word. Knock
over as many as you can. When it gets
warm and I signal, break like you're
panicked and make for the river.”

A score of horsemen materialized from
the dust cloud. In the lead came Lucius
Evans and George Welder, cowboys from
both ranches with them. No doubt a range
rider had noted Yampy’s activity and had
reported a dozen or so rustlers on hand.

=fvans had collected a force which would
have little difficulty in driving off such a
small band, rescuing the stolen cows.

“Only they dont savvy about that
bunch of killers hid below the river bank,”
thought Hatfield.

They could now hear the war cries of
the charging cowmen and the earth shook
with thudding hoofs. The ranchers were
moving at high speed. Yampy threw his
carbine to shoulder and opened fire. Other
outlaws followed suit. Hatfield had to
maintain his front and threw bullets in
Evans' direction but aimed high so his
lead would not do any harm to his friends.
To the rear, the murderous muzzles of
Yampy’s main crew were silently leveled,
screened by brush and the killers hidden
by the water-carved shoreline.

In a few minutes it would be too late to
save Lucius Evans and his comrades from
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the deadly ambush. Many would go down,
for as the excited ranchers pursued
Yampy’s handful to the stream, they
would be close on the outlaw guns.

Hatfield was within easy reach of these
enemy guns, but he was forced to act. He
uttered a shrill Rebel yell, feigning to be
overcome by the excitement of the battle
and urged Goldy straight at the cowmen,
supposedly his foes. “Let’s go for the
cusses, Yampy!” he bellowed, his mighty
voice rising over the cracking guns.

He had reloaded his carbine and again
fired it over Lucius Evans and his boys.
The powerful sorrel spurted toward the
oncoming riders, and Hatfield had gained
twenty yards before Yampy realized he
was not turning. “Come back here, you
big jackass!” howled Yampy.

The outlaw game was to draw the ranch-
ers to the river where they could be cut to
pieces. The stout lieutenant was nearest
to the Ranger who glanced back over a
hunched shoulder, rugged jaw drawn up
by a taut chinstrap. As Hatfield failed to
obey orders and kept tearing on, Yampy's
suspicions flared and he whipped up his
rifle. The slug he sent sang within inches
of the Ranger’s head.

Hatfield did not like the ominous sound.
He turned in his seat and gripping with
his strong knees, fired at Yampy. The
killer threw up his hands and fell off his
startled, dancing horse.

At this a volley roared from the brush.
The concealed toughs had observed the
play between Yampy and Hatfield. To
the running Ranger, the lead seemed like
deadly hail about him. He was aware of
dirt spurts as low bullets chugged into the
earth, of shrieking near-misses. Some of
the outlaws were armed with heavy rifles,
the big slugs droning like giant hornets.
Then the officer felt metal slash his left
arm just below his shoulder. The shock
nearly knocked him from his saddle but
he recovered, gritting his teeth as he
fought the stabbing pain of torn flesh and
nerves.

“Turn back, Evans!” he shouted. “Am-
bush! Turn, tumrm!™

UCIUS EVANS and George Welder
had recognized the tall man on the
golden sorrel. He signaled them off with
his uninjured arm. Amd they had not
missed that searing blast from the river
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bank which disclosed the presence of a
strong enemy forge. Lucius Evans and
Welder slowed, calling orders to their
waddies. Low over the sorrel, Hatfield
pounded to join them as they swerved and
pelted eastward below the winding line of
brush marking the river. Zigzagging
Goldy, Hatfleld gained at every jump and
the next velley from the bandits flew wild.

Looking back, he saw that Yampy had
been lifted up by a couple of his aides.
The stout outlaw’s hat had flown off. He
was not dead but wounded, gasping com-
mands as he sagged in the arms of his
friends,

The swift golden gelding soon brought
the Ranger abreast of Lucius Evans.

“They were waitin’ for you, Mister
Evans,” explained Hatfield. “I've been at
their hideout across the Red, spyin’ on
lem'”

“You're hit!” cried Evans, seeing the
blood seeping from the wounded arm,
“How bad is it?”

“I can stand it. Soon as we can stop I'll
tie it up. Have you seen anything of the
Wasp?"

“No. Isn't he over there?’ Evans was
surprised.

“Tourmeau and most of his old bunch
broke off from us yesterday. I was-afeared
he might have come for you at the ranch.”

Evans blinked, and looked worried, ex-
changing glances with Welder. “One of
George’s line riders along the river
spotted the rustlers workin' here after
noon today. Welder feteched some of his
boys to my ranch and we hustled out to
break it up.”

Out of easy range they slowed and
swung to inspect the enemy. All of
Yampy’s men were emerging from the
brush, pulling their mustangs after them.
One of them rode out and caught Yampy's
hotse whieh had trotted away but stopped
to graze. The steut lieutenant was helped
abeard, sagging in the saddle.

Soon night would fall over the Red
River range. They were several miles
from the Box E. The outlaws were mount-
ing and setting themselves in fighting
formation.

“They’re comin' for us,” remarked the
Ranger. “We better head for your place,
suh. I'm worried about where the Wasp
may be.”

So were Evans and Welder. Yampy's

maneuvers at the river might have been
not only an ambush but a draw-off.

Hatfield tore off a strip of his shirt tail
and Lucius Evans helped him tie up his
flesh wound. His arm felt numb, stiff with
the clotted blood.

Yampy’s crew, strung out with plenty
of space between:riders, started at them.
Carbines began crackling at long range.
Commanded by Ranger Hatfield the cow-
men began their retreat, angling south-
west for the Box E. In the open they
eould held the bandits at a respeetful dis-
tanee even theugh they were eutnums
bered mere than twe te ene.

The Ranger held the rear, snapping
shots back at his foes, who howled at him,
shook their fists and guns, spent their
ammunition trying to bring him down.

CHAPTER VII
On the Run

AKE STAPILES limped across the

yard at the Box E in the lengthening
shadows. He carried his pet carbine,
loaded and ready for action for he had
been left in charge of the ranch by his
employer when Evans had hurried forth
with George Welder, after some rustlers
who had been operating on the Red River
line.

That morning a cinch had snapped as
Staples had mounted a half-wild mustang
and he had been thrown hard, injuring
his right leg. For this reason and also be-
cause Lucius Evans trusted him as he
might his own son, Staples had been left
in charge of home base. He had two cow-
boys to help, beside the sixteen-year-old
Wash Evans, who was sulking in his tent
since his father had ordered him to stay
home with the women while an interest-
ing fight was in prospect.

Large and well-formed, Staples wore
a big Stetson with curved brim, whipcord
pants tucked into halfboots, a brown
shirt and a dotted bandana. He had two
Colts on him, spare shells for the carbine
in his pockets.

Edith Evans, in a gingham dress, -her
chestnut hair bound by a blue ribbon,
came from the kitchen and called to him.
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“Dimmer’s most ready, Lake, We've
cooked up a lot and will save plenty for
father and the boys when they get back.”

“Bueno, Edie. I'll just take amother
look-see before I come inside.” He adored
Edith. She had brought love and gayety
to him, and they intended to marry as
soeon as possible. Some day Staples hoped
te set up a small raneh of his own.

Staples rounded the barn and could
now see the stretch of rolling range
toward Sherman, which lay southward
of the ranch. The road from the settle-
ment to the Red River crossing was hard-
ly a mile west. Suddenly Staples gripped
his earbine tighter and raised it. A horse-
fman was coming lickety-split toward him.

The horse was a chunky gray mustang
which could run with surprising speed
for his shape and size. Staples hastily
made certain there were no others in
sight as he covered the rider with his
finger on the trigger. The approaching
man saw him but did not slacken his
pace, He waved his hand several times
areund his Stetson, signhaling he was
peaceable and had important news,

As he drew close to Staples, the cow-
boy saw that he was a lad, lanky and clad
in levis and shirt. Tow hair stuck out
under the brim of his hat. Under a cocked
leg rode a light rifle.

Staples relaxed a bit and watched him
curiously as he pulled up, the gray danc-
Ing-sideways before coming to a halt. The
youth's thin face was freckled, and his
nose turned up. His eyes were straight
and decent,

“Hitowdly, mister. I reckon this is the
Box E.” *

“S’pose it is, young feller?"

“Have you seen a tall hombre on a
golden sorrel? He was here before to
warn you.” There was real urgency in
the young voice.

That would be Jim Hatfield, thought
Staples. “He ain't here nmow."”

“I'll speak to Mister Evans, then. It's
mighty important.”

“He's not home either. I'm in charge,”
said Lake Staples.

“All right then. I'm Buck Robertson.
I travel with the tall man, savvy? He left
me in Sherman to wateh for meves by
Professor Brite and Brakeman Karnes,
Well, they're en their way here right
new, and they just met up with the Wasp
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and about fifty armed outlaws. You got
twenty minutes, maybe, before they heave
in sight. I cut over to warn you.”

ATFIELD had spoken of Buck Rob-

ertson, telling Evans that he might
send his youthful comrade with a mes-
sage if need be, Staples was aliogether
eonvineed and already raeking his brain
as te what he sheuld de. With enly a few
guns he eeuld never held off that ravening
erew in the night, they weuld swarm
threugh the heuse and kill the seatiered
defenders:

Buck Robertson dismounted, breath-
less from his haste and the hard ride.
“There ain’t much time, mister.”

“Come on, then, Buck. I'm Lake Sta-
ples and I work for Mister Evans. I'm
your friend.”

Staples turned and lurched back for
the house. He had to make a difficult de-~
cision. But there was little chance that
Evans and the rest could reach the Box
E ashead of the Wasp and Brite, if the
bandits were as close as Buck said they
were,

Wash Evans came out and stared, then
hurried to join the two.

‘“Wash! Hitch up that pair of fast blacks
to the buggy, snap to it. A bunch of gun-
hands are comin' and we got to run your
mother and sister out ef here prents.”

“Shore I will, Lake.” Wash's eyes liv-
ened up at the excitement.

“Buck Robertson, meet Wash Evans,”
called Staples, again on his way.

Two Box E waddies, Minty Johnston
and Tiny Mills, sang out to him. “Saddle
up, we're movin’,” commanded Staples,
He went into the kitehen to warfn Mr¥s,
Evans and Edith.

They did not argue long, although they
still had hope that the men might get
back before the Wasp struck. There was
no time to pack. The women snatched
bonnets and wraps and ellmbed inte the
buggy whieh Wash had hitehed up.

“Drive the team, Wash,” said Staples.
“Minty, you and Tiny ride guard and
hustle to Welder’s. Buck and I will be
aleng soon as we ean. “I'll hang near here
and mebbe the bess will pull in first.”

Staples cinched a hull on his horse and
mounted. Jolting hurt his leg but he
ignored this. With Buck on Old Heart 7,
Lake Staples rode slowly eastward after
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the buggy and his cowboy colleagues.
Dark was close at hand.

The vehicle and the two outriders kept
going and dropped out of sight behind a
rise topped by low brush. Here, Staples
and Buck pulled up. They could see past
a jut of rock, and observe the Box E in
the gathering gloem. -

“Here they come,” said Buck, after a
few minutes of tense waiting.

Staples, too, heard beating hoofs, many
of them. The faint night wind brought the
sounds, the low creak of leather, the jingle
of metal accouterments. The riders were
from westward and Luecius Evans and
George Welder had gone to the Red River,
on the north,

“You shore were right, Buck.”

“And you were right to pull out pron-
to,” replied Buck.

Peeking past the jut, they sighted rid-
ers wearing skeleton-face masks and fiat-
crowned Stetsons. More and more circled
the Box E to cut off escape by victims
who might be in the buildings. Gruff
challenges rang out and a couple of shots
eraekled.

Some of the outlaws dismounted and
ran toward the house. Not meeting any
resistance they were soon inside and
singing out the good news to their friends.
In the next few minutes, night fell, the
stars and a ehunk ef silver meen visible.
Oll lamps and eandles were lighted and
the windews glowed yellew.

Buck and Staples could see the sinister
figures moving about. “I'll creep back
and try to learn what they aim to do
next, Buck,” whispered Lake Staples.

The cowboy flattened out and in
the shadow of the rise, snaked toward the
kitchen. The bandits had found the
cooked food and were helping themselves
to it, which somehow annoyed Staples
more than anything else so far. He had
been o1 the peint of fﬁak'l_ﬁ%a hearty meal
and had been cheated of it by the enemy’s
arrival. He had te step and hug the dirt as
three men paused betweeR him and the
lighted, epen frear dssrway.

“We have the Box E, that's somethin’,
Professor,” said one of them. “I reckon
our trick worked. Evans was drawn Gff.
But somehow his family and home guards
have escaped.”

“They may have seen us coming, Wasp.
It's obvious Evans isn’t home, he'd have

put up a fight. Chances are the wommen
have started for Wilder’s 1-2. Brakeman,
we'll leave you here with fifteen men.
That ought to do the job In case Evans
shows up. Tourneau and I will move on
the 1-2, Yampy should be along soon.
Send him te Welders with mest of his re-
efuits; we may Fun inte resistanece there.”

The three leaders moved off to the
ranchhouse. Lake Staples had overheard
enough. Not only this band but a second
division under a killer named “Yampy”
would strike the embattled cowmen of
the Red River land. They were starting
for the 1-2, and unless Welder, Evans and
their main feree ef fighting men ehaneed
te make for it first, whieh was unlikely,
the attackers weuld find an easy 6bjee-
tive, yndermanned, with wemen and éhil
dren in the plase;

TAPLES withdrew, inching back to
Buck. They led their horses off before
mounting and riding eastward together,
watching back for signs of the enemy.
Lake Staples had thought it over and
reached his decislon, “Deo you sawvy
where Welder’s 1-2 lies, Buck?” asked
the waddy.,
“No, suh. I reckon I could find it,
though, if yuh tell me the road.”

“Keep due east by the moon for two
miles and you'll shorely see their lights.
There's a pond with a brook running
north so if you cut the feeder you can
foller it back to the buildin’s in case you
happen to miss eut. Our felks have hard-
ly had time to get there and instead of a
half heur I figger the Wasp and his buneh
are headed for Wilde’s to sweep ‘e up.

“They can't hold as well as we could at
the Box E, for their walls ain’t as thick,
savvy, even if they have two or three
men around to add to ours. Wash and
the others from here know you., Tell ’em
I said to desert the 1-2 and run fer it
proato. Otherwise the Wasp and this
Brite sidewinder will blast 'em eut, kill
the men and held the wemen as hestages.
These eutlaws aif’t get as mueh heart
as an ndian.”

Buck agreed with Staples.  “You're
right, Lake. The only chance you fellers
have is to keep clear till Ranger Hatfield
ean start the ball rollin’ against Professor
Brite and his erew. I'll get gomm\ What
you aim to d¢?”
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“I'm goin’ to lie back on this trail and
see if I can delay the rascals,” declared
Staples grimly.

Buck did not argue. Lake Staples was
a brave man. and meant to do his best.
An hour, even half an hour gained in
this dangerous game might spell the dif-
ference between vietory of death. “How
abeut the Slash K?” asked the lad.
"Should euf felks head there?”

“The way I see it, Brite and the Wasp,
reinforced by their new’ bunch, can over-
run Mister Kilgore’s unless our main
band beats ’em to it. Kilgore only hires
four waddies besides his two sons. Mister
Evans didn't call on the Slash K for help
when he and Welder went for that small
erew of rustlers en the Red, for they fig-
gered they eould easy handle it, and they
would have lest several hours sendin’ a
messenger and waitin’ for what Rands
Mister Kilgere eould spare.

“There’s a chance I will contact Mister
Evans and that we can stay between the
enemy and our friends. It's a tossup.
Otherwise the only place the women
would be safe would be if they could
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reach Sherman. See what Kilgore and
the others say. But you better ride, Buck.
We've lost valuable time spielin’.”

Buck Rolbertson nodded and swung the
chunky gray mustang. Staples stayed
put for a while, watching the lanky youth
fade off Inte the moonlit plain. Then the
waddy trotted hi{fswwifit, strong gelding
baek te the brush-topped rise neot far east
of the Bex E, where he and Buek had
paused after leaving the raneh.

Staples could see lanterns flickering in
the familiar yard, while lamps inside
lighted the windows and open doorways
of the houssi Many men were outside
and ready to mount their saddled ani-
mals. They were commanded by Profes-
sor Brite and the Wasp, while the out-
sized figure of Brakeman Karmes, who
was to hold the Evans’ home, showed as
Brite gave his lieutenant last-minute in-
structions. The raiders had dropped their
masks but would no doubt raise them
again in action.

Lake Staples caressed his fine carbine.
It was loaded and his mustang was trained
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so a rider might fire from the saddle
without having his horse panic under him.,

“I wonder where the boss is!¥ thought
Staples. Evans must be on his way home
by now, unless the chase had taken the
ranchers across the Red. Sometimes bold
citizens took the law into their own hands
and pursued thieves and killers even into
Indian Tetritory. Then another idea oc-
eurred te Staples and the cold sweat
eame eut 6 him—suppese Yampy and
his erew, mentioned by Brite, had am-
bushed and eut dewn the eswmen!

Three horsemen were fingering out
from the Box E, scouts probing ahead of
Professor Brite and Ed Tourneau, the
Wasp, who were leading the deadly band.
They came rapidly closer to Staples' hid-
ing place and veered off from its black
shadows, staring his way. The man on
the right of the trio pulled rein and
swung stralght at Staples’ brush clump,
evidently aiming te eheek it as a matter
ot course,

AKE STAPLES shouldered his light

rifle and the crack of the weapon was
sharp in the night. An unearthly howl
rose from the wounded outlaw who had
caught the eowboy’s lead. His horse bolt-
ed past the polat where Staples sat his
saddle. The ether two outriders had seen
the flash and Rhastily jerked rein, then
flred at the peint frem whieh the shot
had eeme. But their slugs whipped the
bushes and harmlessly plugged inte the
reeky dirt, for Lalke Staples had already
shifted pesitien. His Aext ene unhersed
the nearer seeut, the third spurring baek
te the main afgy and sheuting warning.

- At snee Teurnead sent g file of
Rands tg eirele the brushy rise. it did Ast
extend far and Staples knew he had 18

meve, and fast. He nad gaiRed perhaps
{eR minutes here. Th Wagg% ReR Werg

cautigus; Aot KNBWwiRg RBW ManRy AREA9eR:
ists might %S A %@ %H§H:

Staples reloaded and kept the carbine
in one hand as he slowly retreated toward
Welder’s 1-2. For a time he was on roll-
ing, open plain, swept by the moonlight,
few breaks in the way of low rock out-
croppings and patehes of bush. He pulled
up and turned his horse, sat there waiting
and before leng riders emerged at both
sides of the rise between Staples and the
faneh, As they sighted him eut en the

plain they set up a hoarse cat-calling,
challenging him. Long-range fire shrieked =
about him as he onece more set his gelding
in motlon, shoeting back as he ran.

For a couple of hundred yards the ad-
vance pursued him at full speed and he
had to knuckle down to riding for it.
When they slowed and stopped. Staplgs
followed suit. The rest caught up and he
could see the large, dark area the bunched
killers eovered.

Now they were sure he was alone. Half
a dozen picked gunhands were detailed
by the Wasp and on fast horses strung
out in line they came for him. He tried to
halt them with carbine lead but dared
not let them get too close. The main
body, led by Brite and Tourneau, kept
on thelr eourse toward the 1-2 as the six
killers concentrated on Staples. A couple
were mounted ef really superb animals,
A6 deubt stelen by thelr riders, They

‘were fresh and raced with mad speed

ever the relling greund. One man was
sheeting a Celt, the ether held his fire
until he might draw nearer the target.

Staples had to ride east in order to re-
main between his foes and Welder’s, to
which he had sent Buck with the warn-
ing. Now the bandits after him allowed
no breather but pounded on his trail,
keeping him in sight, exchanging shots
with him. The outlaw whe was holding
his fire streaked ahead. Shed heefs struck
sparks frem reeks. Staples thought he
might duel it eut with the leader, drop
hifA and make the ethers fere respeetful.
He eould just abeut stay even a§ it was
and was being rushed whes he wished to
delay the party.

He slowed a trifle, then swung to shoot.
He beat the killer to it, saw the fimming
Colt which had not risen quite high
enough as Staples let go. The waddy
knew he had made a hit and then he saw
one of the worst crashes he had ever ob-
served. The blg mustang seemed to take
off and fly through the air like some
glant monster, The rlder stuek and then
the hetrse tueked dewhn his head and somer-
saulted, hittlng the greund with an audi-
ble erask and relling ever and ever in
kkieking, mad gyratiens, the man’s figure
flung this way and that, slammed against
the packed earth yet remaining attached
t8 the Reavy anehdr. It was §8 spestasy-
iar that Staples gasped. He deeided that
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his bullet must have pierced both man
and mustang.

Cracking explosions told him the others
were coming for him. The second outlaw
who had been out front emptied a Colt
at Staples who pulled rein to get going
once more.

Then, under him, Lake Staples felt his
beautiful gelding start and quiver. He
knew instantly that his mount had been
wounded by a chance pistol shot, for at
such range a hit by revolvei was sheer
luck. His position in a breath had changed
from one of comparative safety to dire
peril. There was no place where he might
conceal himself. He was lame in a leg and
could not run even if he could hope to
stay ahead for a short dash.

To reach the 1-2 was now out of the
question. One idea took hold of his
shocked mind and he turned due south,
teeth gritted. That way, and at least a
half mile, lay patches of woods and some
uneven country where a man might hide
from hunters.

He sought to determine how badly his
horse was hurt. “Where did they get
you, old feller?” he muttered, caressing
his pet as he sought to locate a telltale
spot from which blood might be flowing.

The gelding could not tell him but had
a stout heart and kept running as Staples
guided. The cowboy hoped that his pur-
suers were not aware of the fact that his
horse was injured. He was unable to find
the wound but he could judge from the in-
creasingly labored breathing that it was
not a superficial one. The Colt bullet
must have been fairly low, and struck
where he could not reach without doing
gymnastics in the saddle. There was
nothing to do but push along. He could
feel his gelding slowing steadily and at
any moment the noble, stricken creature
might fold up and crash. Lake Staples
kicked loose his boot toes from the stir-
rups so his leg would not be caught under
the heavy weight of a dying horse. He
set his jaw, ready to jump and hobble
on, fight his enemies to the last gasp.
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They had paused for water at a brook,
men holding back the outlaws while their
comrades drank or bound their hurts.
Dark had come and Yampy’s gunhands
had spread out in a line designed to
sweep them along. Dust rolled in thick,
slowly settling billows and many of Evans
friends had raised bandannas to strain
it from the air they sucked in, while the
gunhands wore their skeleton masks.

Now and then the stubbornly retreat-
ing waddies would glimpse a dark centaur
figure after them while flaming pistols
and carbines stabbed back and forth with
snarling fury. Shouts and cursing threats,

WT'
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the creak of leather, whinnying of - ex-
cited mustangs joined the echoing explo-
sions of guns. - <

In brief gaps, the running victims of
Professor Leming Brite's evil designs had
heard shooting to the south of them. Hat-
field sought to diagnose what it meant.
“It could be the Wasp. And we don’t sav-
vy just where Brite is. He could have left
Sherman and hooked up with Tourneau
and his crew.”

They could now see the lights in the
Box r ranchhouse. Yampy's recruits
were not pushing them too fast. It re-
minded Hatfield of the way steers mignt
be driven when the herders wished to
direct them into a corral without stam-
peding them.

The men were tired and looking for-
ward to the sanctuary of the Box E, left
in charge of Lake Staples. They needed
rest, food and drink. Lathered mounts
must have a breather. And there was
tension in such a running scrap for the
next breath might bring leaden death.

“I'll go ahead and check up at your
home, Mister Evans,” said Hatfield. “We
better not rush in too blind.”

Lucius Evans took the officer's place
as commander of the rear guard while
the Ranger spoke softly to Goldy, picking
up his pace. He galloped past the strung-
out cowboys and made for the Box E.
They were quiet and peaceful in the
moomnlight, the barn and bunkhouse dark-
ly shadowed, the windows and open doors
of the house itself yellow with the sub-
dued glow of oil lamps.

The man on the golden sorrel circled to
a point where he could command a view of
the main yard. Nobody seemed to be
stirring. Staples might be lying low,
hearing the noises of the approaching bat-
tle. “I- don’t like the smell of it,” mut-
tered the tall man and Goldy tossed his
head, rippling his hide as though to agree.

E HAD moved in a bit close as he

strove to make certain about the
Box E. An oversized man wearing a flat-
crowned Stetson stepped back from an
open side entry, the light catching the
gunmetal glint of:double barrels, a sawed-
off shotgun In his hand. Disappolatment
floodksil the Ranger. “Brakeman Karnes!”
he growled. He sighted another head as
a killer bobbed up and peeked out a Wik

dow. There was no doubt about it nows;
Though he had not spied Professor Brite
or the Wasp, Hatfield was aware that the
enemy held the ranch,

It was bad news that he must carry
back to the exhausted men. They were
almost within rifle shot and he swung his
horse and lined out to rejoin Evans and
Welder. The gunslingers inside must have
had him in sight, as they lurked behind
the walls te eut dewh the returning band,
for they afeﬁea up en him as he streaked
off, the slugs singing abeut Rim as he
fan.

He sang out in stentorian tones to warn
his friends as he neared them. Soon he
was at Lucius Evans' side, the stoutish
Welder close at hand. “Burite has the Box
E, gents,” reported the Ranger.

It was shocking to Evamns for though
two of his sons, Mike and Jeff, were rid-
ing with their father, Mrs. Evans and
Edith, Wash, Lake Staples and two trust-
ed hands had bheen left at the home sta-
tlon. For a moment Evans was unable to
speak. Then, his voice choked, he asked,
“No sigh of amyilhirng?”

Welder was swearing, teeth gritted.
Hatfield knew what Evans wished to
know. “No sign, suh, I'm sorry to say. I
spled Brakeman Karnes in the house.
They're set and waitin’ to slash us te pieces
when we ride heme.”

“Make for my place, it ain't far,”
growled George Welder. “I'm mighty
sorry, Lucius. Mebbe they're bein’ held
prisoner and we can reseue ’em later.”

The Box E boss sagged in his saddle,
The unhappy tidings spread like wildfire
through the party and gleem teek the
plaee of fregshened hope they had had with
affrival at the raneh.

“All right, boys,” sald the Ranger,
voice strong and steady. “We're goin’
over to the 1-2, Mebbe we’ll find our
triends there waitin’ for us, Hoeld 'em off,
new, and we’ll make it.” He was a tewer
of strength. The epwheys would fellew
§ueR a rAan, ebey him witheut guestien,
Lueius Evans, cemfronted By Ris friend
Welder, braced himself.

They swung eastward. Howls came
from outlaw throats at this. A line of
pelting, skeleton-masked killers, disap-
pointed too because the vietims had not
stepped into the trap, swirled down seek-
ing to cut them off and drive them back
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on the Box E. The gun voices stepped up
as the Ranger and his erew beat them off.

The pursuers made contact with Karnes
at the Box E. Then they continued the
run.

Hatfield had had time to think it over.
If the Wasp and Brite had seized the Box
E, they could have gone on and taken
the 1-2 with little effort. “I s’pose they
left the Brakeman and some sharpshoot-
ers to ambush us,” he decided.

He consulted again with Evans and
Welder. “We’ll see how your home is
fixed, Mister Welder. But these horses
will tucker out before long and our
boys are hard-pressed. Is there any
stretch of rough country where we can
heole up bhefore daylight? Chances are
this buneh after us will be reinforced
by Brite and the Wasp’s main erew.”

“There’s what's called the Breaks, not
far south of us,” answered Welder.

The moon was an hour older as they
neared the 1-2. As it had been at the
Box E, lights glowed in the ranchhouse
and all was apparently peaceful. Long-
ing eyes fixed on the haven. Once more
the scouting Ranger, traveling on his
last reserves of strength, made a lone
foray to cheek up. And a second time he
sighted the fled-topped Stetsons with
glinting niekel badges, men waiting in
there fer them.

Returning to Evans and Welder, he took
command again. “They’re here too, gents.
Tl lay a thousand to a doughnut the Pro-
fessor and Tourneau already hold Kil-
gore’s Slash K. We ean't take a chance
and make the run te Kilgore's, we’ll ride
straight for the brakes, Hew abeut a vel-
unteer to head for Slash K, just in ease
the eutlaws ain’t been there yet? Any-
bedy feel fresh enoush?’

“I'll go,” said Mike Evans.

“Bueno, Don’t let 'em down you. See
who's there and fetch us word at the
brakes."”

“We'll camp at €ool Spring, son,” said
Lucius Evans.

T'HEY slowed aid held the enemy un-
tili Mike Evans had galloped off,
rounding the 1-2 and heading for Kil-
gore’s. Then they swung south and fight-
ing all the way, finally sighted the dark,
rising section where the rolling plains
were broken by great rock outcroppings
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and stands of virgin timber. Into the
blackness went the weary riders, and with
their mounts safely in the background,
took cover from which they could blast
off the bandit wolves,

There were not so many of the latter
after the hard struggle. Some had
sneaked away in the crush, others had
been shot out of the picture. None would
venture against the sharpshooting Ranger
and his friends as they lay safely behind
roeks and the thick beles of glant spruce,
They drew up, hewling and wasting lead
for a time. But they were tired and hun-
gry as well as the eswmen. Seen th
turned and rede away teward the Bex E.

With deep relief the cowboys saw them
go. They could drink from warm can-
teens, bind their hurts, chew on hard-
tack and sirips of dried beef which some
had brought in thelr saddle peckets and
new shared with comrades. Quirlies were
folled and men gratefully inhaled the
smelke.

Hatfield sat down by Evans after tear-
ing off another strip of his shirt tail. He
moistened it with water and rebandaged
his stiffened arm. His throat felt dry as
flannel and the sips of stale, lukewarm
water did little to alleviate the burning
thirst he suffered.

“How far is Cool Spring, suh?” he
asked the rancher, who sat hunched over,
arms folded.

“Three quarters of a mile, south and a
bit east,” replied Lucius Evans. He had
tight hold of himself but his voice was
grim. “Rough goin”.”

“We better spare an hour here, then.
After that we'll make for it. Maybe Jeff
or one of the younger boys will scout
over ahead of us in case Mike should
show up before we get there.”

A cowboy volunteered for sentry duty
and the others lay down where they
were, the Ranger among them, and soon
were asleep.

It seemed no time at all before they
were roused. Again they resumed the re-
treat, for Hatfield did not wish to remain
too close to the point where the outlaws
had last seen them. The Wasp and the
main bunch might be along and the
small party with the Ranger was in no
condition for another hard fight against
fresh foes.

Jeff Evans had gone on ahead to Cool
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Spring. Though the rest had been brisf
ig had made it possible for them te con-
tinue,.

Harve Loman, a Box E waddy whs
knew every inch of the brakes, from ehas:
ing cows through it, acted as guide, RIS
friends strung out behind him. Evans
and the others, too, were well acquainted
with this terrain. At times they ceuld
ride a few hundred yards but often had to
dismount and leag their horses after
them to pass rougher areas. The smell of
conifers was sharply distinct in the cool
darkness as they worked slowly along.

The Ranger held on with Indian forti-
tude, enduring from step to step and hut-
ting off the future, hoping only that ‘Ceol
Spring lived up to its name. The min-
utes dragged endlessly, his wound hurt
and the need for sleep weighted his eye-
lids, But he permitted no sign of faltering
to show.

“We're most there,” croaked Lucius
Evans at long last.

A low warning hissed back along the
ragged column. They stopped and kept
silent and soon heard the slow approach
of someone coming through the brakes.
There was a challenge, a quick reply.

It was Jeff Evans. “Dad! I got there all
right. Mike isn't in yet. But I stwmbled
over Handsome, Lake’s pet gelding, lyin'
dead a few paces from the imgs!™

“No sign of Staples himselfi?’ asked
Hatfield,

“Nope. His saddle's gone, though.”

“Did it look like there were any others
with Lake, son?” inquired Evans.

“No suh, I cast around but I couldn't
pic;l; up any sign save Lake’s,” amswered
Jeft,

“Lake would never have left 'em unless
it was all over or he just couldn’t help it,”
growled Lucius Evans.

This was another blow to what sparse
comfort remained to Evans and Welder.
Up to now there had been the possibility
that Staples might somehow have man-
aged to rescue the women, lead the sur-
vivors to safety.

Silently they resumed the march and
soon came to the deep springs bubbling
from the split rocks. Hatfield Hattened
out, sucking in long draughts of cold, de-
licious water. A sentinel was posted and
the worn party slept.
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CHAPTER IX

Messagre

WHE woods were chilly in the gray of

of the new dawn filtering through the
trees. Jim Hatfield started awake as the
camp sentry crossed the small clearing
an:' bent over Lucius Evans, shaking the
rancher chief awake. Hatfield stood up,
his muscles stiff from lying in & ¢ramped
position, He could scarcely raise his left
arm; it had swollen and above the elbow
the flesh burned, deeply inflamed. It
needed skillful and eareful attentien while
he needed a het meal and time off, al-
theugh the few heurs’ rest made it pessi-
ble for him te keep going.

The officer heard the sentinel’s report
to Evans. “There's a lone hombre comin’
up the line, suh. He's movin' mighty slow
and careful and huggin' the line of the
woods.”

Mike Evans had come in during the
night. Lucius had heard his eldest son's
report on the Slash K, that Kilgore was
not there and that the spread was held
by enemy raiders, a detail of the Wasp's
gunhands. Welder and Evans rose, un-
kinking their knees and elbows, grunting,
and drank from the pools. The Ranger
joined the men, and tried to tidy himself
up. Whiskers stood out wirily en his
rugged face, his clothing was stained and
ripped from the long riding and flishiing
he had undergene,

There wasn't much to eat, a mouthful
or two apiece left in the saddle pockets.
The horses had been picketed and wad-
dies led them to water at the lower
springs. Goldy came trotting to Hatfield
at the tall man’s whistle. He saddled the
golden sorrel and went with several mere
to check up on the rider reperted by
Olle Olsen, a Box E retainer,

At the rim of the trees, which grew to
the edge of rolling plains characterizing
the land, the Ranger focused his fiield
glasses on the horseman. The fellow from
the south would emerge from the shelter
of the woods, move cautiously along for
fifty yards, then duck back ifor a time. He
seemmed fearful of staying out in the eleat,
He slumped in his seat and his hat was
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small, unlike a cowboy’s wide Stetson,
Furtively, showing himself for a minute
or two, he worked north.

“That’s a mule he's on,” remarked the
Ranger to Lucius Evans.

The rancher nodded, his eyes red and
white lines around his lips. Older than
the others, shocked by dread of his loved
ones’ fate, Evans had not been able to
sleep much and did not have the resiliency
of the powerful young fellows who rode
for him.

The rider came a bit closer, and once
more hid himself. As he emerged, Hat-
field gave a surprised exclamation. The
light was better and he had had a good
look at the face and figure as the ap-
proaching fugitive straightened up and
glanced their way. “Mister Evans, take a
peek! I believe it's Lake Staples.”

Evans jumped up and seized the glasses
which Hatfield held out to him. He
watched for a time and then swung to
bring out his horse. “It shore is, Rangerl
Come on, we'll meet him.*

Staples, when he saw them coming,
broke and made for the brush. But soon
he realized who it was and came out, wav-
ing and calling to them. The Ranger and
Evans were first at his side and Hatfield
let the agonized rancher have his say.

Evafis gripped Staples’ hand. The cow-
boy’s face was worn with anxiety, and
he had on a soft hat with a narrow brim,
pulled down on his goodlooking head. He
had his carbine and Colts and was not
Turt save for scratches and a few bruises.

“Yes suh. Yes suh,” he gasped, happy
to see his. friends. “We seen the cusses
eomin’ and before that, Buck Robertson
pulled in at the ranch with a warnin’.”
He nodded to the Ranger. “Your young
pard, suh, He's a lad to ride the river
with if I ever saw one.”

“What about the folks?” Evans and
Welder, who had come up, pressed Staples
for the vital news.

“I done started Mrs. Evans, Edith, Wash
and the two boys off to Mister Welder's.
Buck and T lay back to see what held.
We'd hardly pulled out when ‘that Pro-
fessor vermin and the Wasp pulled in.
They left Brakeman Karnes and a crew
to hold the ranch and headed straight for
the 1-2, It was plain they could take Mis-
ter Welder’s without much of a scrap, so
I hustled Buck with a warnin’ for the
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folks to vacate pronto.

“I lay back and tried to delay Brite
and Tourneau. I stung 'em a bit, then
Handsome was hit in the vitals, 1 had to
make for the nearest woods and didn't
figure I'd get there. But Handsome made
it, he was the best horse a man ever had.”
Staples was sad at loss of his equine
friend.

“What did Buck aim to do next, go on
to Mister Kilgore's?” inquired Hatfield.
“Our friends aren't there, and the enemy
holds the Slash K house just like they
do the others.

“Then they must have made for Sher-
man, with Mister Kilgore and Buck to
lead ’em,” declared Lake Staples.

“That’s it,” cried George Welder, with
relief in his voice. “Ill bet they made
it safe in the dark, Lucius.”

It was a real straw at which to clutch
and the natural optimism of the pioneer
Red River ranchers came to the fore,
Evans and Welder both cheered up, and
the cowboys relaxed. Hatfield spoke with
Staples for a time.

“I got the hat from some engineers 1
met down the line,” explained Staples.
“My Stetson flew off in the dark and 1
didn't have time to hunt for it, they were
after me too close for comfort. I made
the brakes finally a few jumps ahead and
got to Cool Spring. Then poor Handsome
dropped dead. I believe he kept goin’' on
his nerve to take me out of that jam.”

HE Ranger questioned the cowboy,
m& Staples had met a small party of en-
gineers whose campfire he had sighted
as he trudged on south along the fringe
of the brakes, not daring to venture, un-
mounted, between the Box E and rough
country because the enemy might be
hunting for him and run him dowa. The
engineers had fed him, leaned him a mule
and a felt hat, and he had decided to
chanee it and try te slip threugh te Sher-
fan en the nerth reute whieh he believed
Buek and Kilgere weould have fellewed
under eever of night had they made for
tewn. The mule had preved a disappeint-
fent sinee he weuld tret enly when he
happened te be in the meed. Spurring
just made him mere stubbera.
“I had to beg him like a Dutch uncle
before he would pick up his hoofs,” com-
plained Staples. “I'm still mightv lame or



45 *

TEXAS BANGERS

I'd have took to the Snake Track®

“What's that?” asked the Ranger.

“It's a windin’, narrow way through to
the west side of the brakes,” explained
Lucius Evans.

“We better paddle for it, gents,”
drawled the Ranger. “Sherman’s the
answer. The three ranches are goners,
Brite and the Wasp hold ’em and we'd be
cleaned out if we attack with so few
hands and worn to a frazzle as we are.
Besides, most of our ammunition has been
shot away. We'll run for the settlement
and eateh our wind. By now, Kilgore and
your folks must have arrived there.” His
voiee was ealm and sure, with no hint in
it of what he was undergoing. But the tall
officer knew he fust have relief before
he regalned his prime fighting power to
brace Leming Brite,

The leaders were against showing
themselves on open range between the
brakes and the Red River, with the
swarming outlaws on the prod. They
were in no condition to conduct another
extended, running battle. With Mike
Evans as guide, they shoved into the
woods and began the slow, tortuous
march across the wild brakes.

As they sighted Sherman in the late
afternoon, a stage was pulling into town
from the southeast. Big wagons were
slowly rolling in to the busy junction.

“There’s Dune Kilgore and some of our
pards,” called Jeff BEvans.

Buck Robertson was with the Slash K
chief and several waddies of the three
spreads, men who had been home guards.
It was a joyful meeting. The wiry, dour
Kilgore, usually with little to say for him-
self, greeted them volubly, his thin,
bearded face wreathed in a wide grin. He
shook hands with his friends and news
was quickly exchanged. The women and
childrem, were safe at the homes of friends
in Sherman.

After a breather to rest the horses and
men on their arrival in town, Kilgore had
swung out to see if he could find Evans'
party. They had been on the go all day
and had found the home range patrolled
by outlaws, Several times they had been
fired on and forced to retreat. Dusty and
worn, they had finally turned back to the
settlement,.

Soon the men were reunited with their
families. Lake Staples had found his

Edith once more, The Ranger, Buck at his
side, checked around the center but there
seemed to be no sign of Brite and the
Wasp. The officer was uneasy but sat
down for a hot meal and drink. He kept
watching through the restaurant window
for his foes. “You got the steam to spy out
the Ace, in case Brite may have come in,
Buek?” he asked.

“Shore. I had a nap, and I'm fiire

Goldy and Old Heart 7 had been at-
tended to before they had thought of
themselves. The Ranger went into a
store to buy ointment and clean bandages
while Buck trotted to the hotel where
Brite had his room.

Soon the youth was back, joining the
tall officer in the square. “The clerk says
the Professor’s out for a few days. There’s
a new padlock on Brite's door. I think
I could pry the nails out of the hasp if 1
wasn't caught workin'. They ain’t in
deep.”

“Bueno. I need sleep but I reckon I
need a peek at Brite’s papers a heap
more. Help me bind this up.” Hatfield
had a hunch as to the Professor's inten-
tions, from information Lake Staples had
come upon. He wished to verify this.

LENTY of good food and steaming
coffee had helped. But his arm was
paining, badly swollen. He borrowed a
small chisel and a hammer from the
wrangler at the livery stable where they
had left thelr horses, Buek tiueked the

tools inside his shirt and Hatfleld trailed = -

him ever te the Ace. The tall man leaned
against the wall at the turn dewn the gal-
lery as Buek went t6 werk. He gave
warning when a epuple of guests passed
threugh. Buek guit until they had gene

by. Seen the yeuth had pried the Rails
trom the weed and the Professer’s d66f
eould be epened.

Hatfield went inside and shut the portal,
Buck loosely replacing the lock and
standing watch. Under the Professor’s
bed he found the suitcase and in the bag
were Brite's papers. The officer studied
them for a time, put them back and looked
over what Brakeman Karnes had in his
satchel.

When he was finished, they did a skill-
ful job of repairing the lock. Dirt was
rubbed into cracks where splinters could
not be stuck back, “That ought to do it,”
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said the Ranger. “If they do notice it,
they'll ﬁgger it was thieves huntin” loot,
I figger.”

His head felt light and he had difficulty
in keeping straight as he walked across
the plaza, crowded with people. The
wound was infected and he might have
fever, he decided. A stage, wheels
sereeching as the driver made a sharp
turn inte the square, plying his long whip
as he wheeped it up and urged his herses
t8ag alleg eame t8 a halt up at the sta-
tien. SueR gentry always liked te make
8 theatrieal finish and never theught ef
walling their steeds ints tewn if it esuld
Be Relped:

Passengers were getting down. “Jim)
There’s Sis!” cried Buck.

Ill as he was, the sight of Amita Robert-
son was a sudden tremendous comfort
to the officer. They crossed to greet her,
and Buck took her bag after he had kissed
her.

“Amita, you're a sight for sore eyes!™
declared the Ranger.

She smiled up at him. “I've brought
you a message from Captain Bill, Jim, He
thought it so important that he asked me
to hurry here.”

Anita handed him a letter from Mec-
Dowell.

Spots swam before his gray-green eyes
as he read the Ranger captain’s bold
scrawl.

“This adds up to what I've figgered,
Anita,” he nodded.

He reeled and she clutched his hand,
her smile disappearing.

“Jim, you're illl Why, you're burning
with fever.”

“He’s got a nasty puncture in his left
arm, Sis,” said Buck.

Now she inspected the bandaged left
arm, the swollen flesh a deep red below
the wrappings. “It's infected. You'll
have to get to bed and let me poultice
youf wound.”

“Yﬁ, ma'am,"
meekly enough.

He had kept the room rented at a small
hotel across the way, and retired to it.
Anmita bustled about, visiting the kitchen
for hot water and meal sending Buck for
some medical preparation she needed.
Soon she had clapped on the steaming
poultice, and the weary Ranger closed
his eyes,

agreed the tall man,
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CHAPTER X
Musthroom Tlawn

HEN Hatfield awoke he had trou-

ble in remembering just where he

was and why. He felt washed out and

Anmita Robertson sat at his side. Sunlight

streamed iA under the eurtaln she had

fixed ever the upper part of the window.

“I reckom 1 slept right through,” he
murmured.

“Jim! Are you feeling better?” she
asked amxiously.

“Yes, I can get up.

“No, you mustn’t. Here, take a drink
of water. You were out of your head for
a while.”

The cool drink was good.
1 been here?”

“Two days and nights, Jim. Your
wound is much better.”

“Where’s Buck?"

“He’s gone out, but he's slept by you
every night to tend to you. Mister Evans
and your other friends have been here
inquiring after you, while Edith and her
fmether have helped me fiurse you.”

“Has Evans tried to muster help in
town?”

“Yes, but he hasn't had much luck.
You know the former marshal was killed
by the toughs and so far nobody will take
his job. Folks fear the Wasp. The cow-
men have tried to take back their hemes
but they were beaten off. Buek says that
awiul Professor Brite rode inte tewn late
at night with seme armed eutlaws and

“How long

picked up his baggage at the Aee. He
chesked eut st the hetel.”
“Huh! 1 better get goin’. It's lucky

Brite didn't savvy just where Evans,
Welder and Kilgore are hidin'. He’d have
gone for 'em. He may attack ’em yet for
he needs to be shut of "em

She begged him to stay where he was,
at least until the next day, and finally
he agreed for he knew he could not yet
operate with full efficiency. After dark
fell Anmita lighted the lamp and then
brought supper on a tray. They ate to-
gether, and soon Buck Robertson came
along, delighted to find his mentor im-
proved.
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“Jim, I got real news! A big mush-
room town has sprung up about four
miles south of the Red River, right close
to the Box E buildin’s. They've brought
shacks on rollers and wheels, loads of
logs and lumber, tents and hide shelters.
That setilement went up like magic and
is still at it, growin’ every hour. People
are erewdin’ In like they'd gone loco,
buyin’ lets and pareels. They come in
wagens and bugeies, even walkin\
They've Aamed her Denisen and already
yeu'll have a fight en yeur hands if you
gay anything but g@ea aheut the place,
1t's the all-Hredest beerm 1 ever heard of.”

Hatfield nodded. “So it's out in the
open. Professor Brite’s makin’ money.
I'll go for the rascal in the mornin'*

Buck’s tidings hardly came as a sur-
prise to the officer for through his inves-
tigation of the Professor’s papers and
McDowelll’s warning message carried by
Amita, he had deduced why Leming
Brite had been In such a hurry to drive
oft the ranehers and selze their lands.
The eat was eut of the bag so far as the
public was econeerned. The Ranger's
meves had delayed Professor Brite, pre-
vented Rim frem ferever silencing Evans,
Welder and Kilgore, whe were still dan-
gerous 6 Ris plans. But Brite held pes-
sessien and was iR eentrsl:

Amother long sleep did wonders for
Hatfield. Next momming he rose and
washed, put on a new shirt Buck had
bought for him in town. The wound no
longer ached. Amita’s treatment had
started the healing and the Ranger could
use his arm well enough, a neat bandage
under his sleeve,

After a hearty breakfast and a smoke
he took his leave of Amita. At the livery
stable corral the golden gelding trotted
over to greet him, and the horse had also
profited by the rest.

Buck joined him. They rode up the
square and swung off on a side street.
The lad guided the Ranger to a home in
town where Lucius Evans and his family
were being boarded by friends. The
Welders and the Kilgores were close at
hand, their men eamped in the baras and
sheds.

Evans was glad to see the tall man
again ready for action. “It looks bad,
Ranger. Brite holds our ranches. I guess
they've told you of that mushroom settle-

ment in my back yard.”

“Yes suh. That's why Brite was so all-
fired anxious to shove you away. I hope
your title and those of your pards are
free, clear and recorded proper-like in
Awstin.” _

“We got our deeds,” nodded Evans.
“And we took care of everything accord-
in’ to law.”

“Bueno. Then that’s in your favor even
if Professor Brite does hold the proper-
ties. He’s sellin’ them off, from what
Buck tells me. You could win finally in
eourt but that would take months and by
then the Professor will have made his
pile and sashayed. He’ll hire lawyers
and 1 knew that he's ferged warranties
and Retes givin' him title t8 yeur range
for 1 saw ‘e ameng his papers. I'm gein’
gyt new and take a peek at Denisen.”

“You want us along?” inquired Lucius
Evans.

E Ranger shook his head. “Not

this trip. I better scout fiirsf. They'll

be watchin’ for us, no doubt. And you

must take care of yourselves, Mister

Evans. Brite’'s position would be far

stronger if e was shut of you, Stlek elese

together here in Shefman, savvy? Buy

pleaty of ammunition and keep a guard

put. You ean fight off an army if yeu're
in the right kind ef sheler.”

“All right. I'll wait till I hear from
you. I got a few pards in town who are
willin’ to help us out in a pinch.” A

“Fine, Collect as many as you are
able. We'll need 'em, and more t66.”

Buck and Hatfield took their leave of
the rancher chief, and rode north out of
Sherman. Since dawn, newcomers en
route to the boom town of Denison, had
been parading on the read, hustling te
the place, hoping to get there early be:
fore all the oppertumities 6 get rieR
guielk had evaperated. Hersemen, wagen
and buggies were il the proeessien, an
the dust never had time t8 settle, stirred
By hundreds of hesfs:

They bypassed slow-moving oxen,
drawing one-room structures mounted on
low ecarriers equipped with rollers 6F
small wheels, And as they neared the
Box E, which lay only a shert distance
trem the infant settlement, they eguld
see athet processions frem varieus peints
of the eempass eonverging en Denisen,
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Smoke from cook fires hung in the inm-
tensely blue sky. Snatches of excited
talk floated to the Ranger’s and Buck's
ears as they swung out to ride by slower
travelers or parties catching a brief rest.

“Sherman’s got nothin’ on us,” boasted
a large, middle-aged boomer, his eyes
gleaming with excitement. He had not
yet even reached his goal but he was
primed with rumors. “There’s already
more saloons and General Sheridan’s
goin’ to build an Army supply depot right
in the eenter.”

“I hear our new county will spread
across the Red and take in a lot of Indian
Territory soon,” said amother.

“Yessuh,” cried a third. “We’ll have
the biggest city this side of New York.
Wait and see.”

Others were talking of stage lines, rail-
roads, shops, of the sudden fortunes men
were making overnight in Denison simply
by buying a bit of land and reselling the
next day at several times the price paid.

“What did I tell you, Jim?"” said Buck.
“Folks have gone loco.”

But Hatfield had seen similar rushes
elsewhere. He knew the intense fever
which seized on humanity at such mo-
ments. It was like a gold rush, and land
speculation in Texas was at its height.
The steel rails were rapidly pushing out
in all directions after the War and with
them ran the booms,

As they drew in on Denison the scene
grew wilder, men and women rushing
“this way and that. Streets had been
Inenstilky ronemiked owt: oy diviivimg stlkes andi
putting up crude signs on poles. “Main
Street” was the center of it all. Watching
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crush. Amctioneers were busy selling
plots of land, while individuals Were mak-
ing deals, one disposing of a parcel as
soon as he had bought, sometimes at four
or five times the price.

Portable cabins had been unloaded hap-
hazardly, tents hastily erected. A barrel
of whisky on two chunks of wood, a few
tin mugs and a tarpaulin cover set up a
man as a saloonkeeper, and all were do-
ing a rushing trade. A pair of dice and
packs of cards, a crude table shaded from
the sun likewise served as a gambling
parler for the parasites whe had been
ameng the first te arrive,

Even dancehalls had been started with
dancehall women who had been hurried
in by carriage. Rude music helped swell
the babel rising te the warm Texas sky.
Lueky operators whe had already made
a killing by transfer of preperty, were
eelebrating thelr geed fertune and wheep-
ing it up. Hammers banged as ewners
and @aiépéﬁtéfg hired at tflgle wages &6n-
strueted rere permanent buildings frem
leads of lumber brought frem distant
forests. All these were in derand befere
they were eompleted. The energy ef the
populace was asteunding.

O FAR, Hatfield and Buck, crowded
this way and that by bustling, hur-
rying folks, blind to everything save their
own affairs, had seen nothing of their
enemies. The Wasp and his erew would
be more or less lost in the shuffle, and
many rmust be still at the three ranches,
holding them dewn se the rightful ewn-
ers could net reelalm them.
“There’ll be fifty thousand people here

for enemies, Hatfield and Buck joined the [Tuom page]
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inside a month!" gasped a passerby to a
friend as they trotted by, gripping land
deeds in their hands.

“Land will jump a hundred times over,*
replied the other.

There were plenty of rough characters
around, though none looked familiar to
the officer and his companion. Armed
and bearded, off the plains or over from
the Territory, pouring into Denison from
every angle, they seized their chance to
prey on the honest dealers and settlers
who had come to town.

“I s'pose Brite can hire as many gun-
hands as he needs, from among these
hombres,” observed the Ranger. “Let's
go on to the next corner, Buck.”

It was slow pushing through the teem-
ing crowds. Cursing teamsters, plying
the whip, tried to get their loads in and
out, but were blocked by sheer masses of
humanity. At the intersection, they saw
a plaza marked by crude posts driven into
the ground. In a prize location stood a
log shack which had undoubtedly been
rolled there. Beside it, a commodious
structure was almost finished. A sign as
large as the front of the shack rose over
the flat roof.

“BRITE DEVELOPMENT CO.
LOTS & PARCELS FOR SALE

The door stood open, and a wide, glass-
less window, a counter behind it, served
as the Professor’s business quarters until
the larger edifice should be ready for oc-
cupancy. Ahreast of the window, Hatfield
saw Brite inside behind the counter, with
aides and secretaries busily making out
deeds and other documents. Buyers
crowded around. The Professor wore a
frock coat and high silk hat, and he was
making sale after sale as eager people
thrust money into his hands.

“There’s the Wasp, Buck,” warned Hat-
field. “We better shiftt”

Ed Tourneau had emerged from a near-
by tent saloon, wiping his mouth with
the back of his sleeve. He slouched
against a corner of Brite’s, out of the
crush, his evil eyes catching the light as
he looked over the crowd. Suddenly his
gaze settled on Hatfield, who was unob-
trusively retreating.

He acted as though stuck by a sharp
pin, violently jumaping. His hand dropped
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to a holstered Colt but he did not draw
and fire. The Ranger was ready for a
duel if it came to that, but perhaps the
killers had been issued orders not to
create unnecessary panics that would be
bad for business. Tourmeau swung, and
called to some of his followers who were
in the tent drinking. They hurried out
and went to pick up their horses, waiting
behind the buildings.

Hatfield and Buck were in the clear as
the Wasp and a dozen of his gunhands
burst out of Demnison and came at them,
guns rising. The golden sorrel and Old
Heart 7 picked up their heels, the Wasp
in full cry after them. The Ranger headed
toward the brakes that rose in the south-
east. With the bustling Denison left be-
hind, the Wasp opened fire.

The officer replied with his Colt, and
Buck unshipped his light rifle. The speed
of their horses kept them out in front,
Here and there were parties making for
Denison, and these stared at the running
fight over the rolling plains.

CHAPTER X1
Gun Pressure

E Wasp kept after them for about
a mile, hoping that some accident
might befall Goldy or Old Heart 7, that. a
lucky shot might strike so that the fugi-
tives could be run down and slain. But as
he was drawn farther and farther off base,
perhaps suspecting an ambush and finding
the retreating pair on superior mounts, Ed
Tourneau pulled up. Bursts of slugs and
profanity followed the Ranger.

Hatfield and Buck had had a peek at
Denison, and now they set their course
back to Sherman, passing south of the
Box E. Enemy eyes observed them from
the ranchhouse and a couple of long tries
from heavy rifles kicked up dirt short of
them.

“Brite is shore entrenched,” remarked
Hatfield. “It's goin' to be a job routin'
out the sidewinder, Buck.”

He was weighing the situation, figuring
how to defeat the power of the foe.

Back in Sherman that afternoon, the
Ranger comsuilted with Lucius Evans,
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George Welder and Duncan Kilgore at
Avery’s, the square house where the Box
E boss and his family had found haven.
Avery was sixty, and silver-haired, his
wife about the same age. Their children
had grown up and left home, and the elder-
ly couple had taken in their friends off
the neighbering range.

“We can't wait much longer, gents,”
declared the Ranger. “Brite can only be
stopped by force. He's makin’' big money
out there at the new town site. How many
fightin’ men you been able to collect in
Sherman?”

They had perhaps a dozen to add to
their own forces. It was not too large a
band to pit against the gathering strenqth
of Leming Brite and the Wasp. “T've
got an idea workin' out, though,” said
Hatfield. “Have your men keep their guns
handy and in prime cendition, suh. They
better stiek within easy eall, teo. I
weuldn’t be at all s'prised if Brite takes
anether swipe at you. His ferged deeds
will g8 aver a let easier if the §'pesed
gggéegg sieh as yeurself are net alive te

When he had finished giving insfruc-
tions to the rancher chiefs he visited a
hardware store, Buck in tow. Here he
bought black and red paints, brushes and
heavy white sheets of paper. Retiring to
the hetel reom and assisted by Anita,
they manufaetured a number of signs and
netiees en large sguares of the paper and
hung them areund the walls te dry.

As dark fell over the bustling junction
they finished the task. The three ate to-
gether at a nearby restaurant. “Buck and
I better have a snooze while we can,” said
the Ranger. “It will be mighty late before
we can nose into Denison again.”

The two turned in at their hotel room
and slept for a couple of hours, when the
Ranger roused, alert as he opened his
eyes, Staeceato gunfire and confused yells
eeheed i Sherman, rising over the usual
musie and general wassall. Hatfield and
Buek pulled en their boots, and strapped
6A hats and eartridge belts. The doer
lateh rattled and Lake Staples’ exeited
veiee sang eut te them.

“Ranger! The Skeleton Riders are in
town, masses of 'em, attackin' Avery's.”

Buck pulled the bolt and Staples-stood
there, eyes flashing with excitement. “I
better hurry back,” said the waddy.

“They’ll need every hand. Mister BEvans
sent me to warn you.”

Staples ran down the rickety stairs and
outside, Hatfield and Buck trailing him.
Curious crowds surged westward firom
the square, hunting safe positions from
whieh to observe the sudden attack. The
Ranger paused at a turn, where a building
eorner jutted. He eould look down the
lamp lighted street, with hemes and small
steres on either side, and see the herse-
men in skeleten masks and the filat d
hats with the niekel insignia. Brite had
sent the Wasp with Ris hevrde of veterans
and killers newly Rired in- the Tefri-
tery and Denisen, to deal with Lueius
Evans sRd his friends:

ARBINES, shotguns and Colts blared
at close range as the riders poured
metal into Avery's, but they kept moving,
for replies snarled from the windows and
the passages between the house and its
felghbors were swept by sharpshooteks in
the stable and a teel shed. A writhing
mustang, 5@?@@&’1&1%] and kieking its legs,
lay en its baek iR the dust, its ewner un-
moving where he had landed. The heavy
reperts roared in the street, whieh had
eleared of all neutrals as the eenfliet
apened.

Lake Staples dropped to a knee, and
threw up his carbine, snugging it to his
burly shoulder. He took aim and another
of the Wasp’s killers jumped, sagged in his
saddle and then rode out of the melee as
Staples let go. Hatfield and Buck worked
their aceurate light rifles, with plenty of
targets. They eeuld heatr Tourneau shout-
ing at Ris fighters, “Get iA there! Rush
'8, up en the peren.”

A surge of gunhands roared to the low
veranda and many jumped down to charge
the door at Avery's. Amgled weapons
spat at them from twe froat windows.
“Come on, cofe on,” eried Hatfleld, run-
ning dewn the wooden sidewalk. Buek
and Staples were right with him and they
knelt aeress the read frem the besieged
heuse, peuring lead inte the massed out-
laws. They werked their guns as fast as
they eeuld, shrieking metal slashing the
Belder bandits whe Had made the Avery's
pereh:

Masked attackers were dropping, stag-
gering, shrieking as they felt the sharp
counter. The Wasp kept moving, yelling
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to his men. He noted the trouble across
the way and swung a detail at Hatfield
and his two aides. Blasts from Colts and
spreading buckshot drove the trio back
off the sidewalk and they ran through a
dark path beside a single-storied, fliat-
roofed strueture, a feed store elesed for

the nlght, “Let’s get up abeve, beys,”
erdered the Rangef as they reaeched the
fear lane.

A boost was enough and when he was
up, he gave Buek a hand, then they
hoisted the heavy Staples to the tin top.
Hurrying to the front edge, they had a
first-clhess seat for the shew 1n the street.
Lying fiat, they eeuld pick off their foes
with 1"t'le danger of being hit exeept when
they ese up to fire,

H; tfield looked for Ed Tourneau but
was unable to pick out Brite's field gen-
eral. Either the Wasp had retired up the
line or had gone around to the back of
the houses. Staples, Buek and the tall
officer emptied thelr earbines at the mill-
ing hersemen, eaught In a eressfire be-
tween Evans' defenders and the trie on
the reef.

The front door had held and the out-
laws did not like the slashing they were
receiving. Tourneau had no doubt hoped
to catch the cowmen unawares and have
an easy time of it with such a large force
at his command, Wounded bandits were
moving off In retreat, and then eerie
sereeches, mueh like Indian war whoops,
sounded frem the nerth eerner. At this,
all ripped rein and spurred away, sheeting
as they weat. A few lifeless marauders
were left behind in the dusty haze hanging
8ver the seene.:

The Ranger and his two helpers de-
scended and checked up. They sang out
to Lucius Evans who cautiously opened
the door at Avery’s to peek out. Watching
for a possible trick and the return of the
Wasp, Hatfield crossed and joined the
rancher leader. Evans’' face was grim,

“Ranger, that was nasty. A slug cut
pore Avery. It ain't too bad but I can't
impose on him much longer. We've got
to make our play pronto.” Evans felt
guilty at exposing his town frlends to
such terrible danger. Welder and Kilgere,
who had hustled ever as the serap began,
appeared frem behind the hetse.

“I'm on my way, suh,"” nodded Hatfield.
“I figger I can beat the Wasp and his crew

back to Demison. They’'ll take their time
after the cuttin’ up we gave ’em here.”

“Fine! It's now or never,” cried Lucius
Evans.

In the night, Jim Hatfield and Buck
rode from Sherman. They picked up speed
as they turned their horses toward the
mushroom settlement of Denison. Rolled
in a wrapper were the pesters they had
manufaetured that afterncen, Hatfield
and Evans had made their plasns.

A chunk of moon and stars powder-
ing the sky lighted the way. A mile from
the junction, Hatfield scented freshly risen
dust in the cooling air. “There are riders
ahead, Buek. It may be the Wasp and his
toughs en the way heme. We'll ehange
eourse a bit.” He did net wish te run upen
Teurneau’s heels as the infuriated 6ut-
}I_gwgs left Sherman after the stinging de-

at.

Not far away lay the road to the Red
River but they held to the rolling plains,
Slanting off the direct route they let
Goldy and Old Heart 7 have thelr heads.
The sorrel would offer warning if stran-
gers were too near, and by the meenshine
they could distinguish reugher spets and
figuress they might evertake.

HE lurid yellow glow of Denison
hung in the sky and was visible for
miles. As Hatfleld and his youthful eom-
panion approached, the night wind
brought them strains eof fiddles, the rau-
eous volees of men raised in wassail. They
gaa made abfagt fuéia ff@ﬁ% Sth'%i‘-?ﬁ%ﬁ-. ‘,I
gger we've by-prssed mest of Teurneau's
bufeh,” ebserved the Ranger. “it will
gfii\g,e us tifme te eperate, befere they pull
i,

Denison had grown even in the hours
since they had first seen it. New tents and
tarpaulins were up, a confuslen of guickly
constructed shelters, Some sert of rest
had been finished on Brite’s ugly but
roomy structure. As yet there was A8
glass in the gaping, darkened windews;
The unpainted pine beards ferming the
walls were within a feet of the psrtable
leg shaek whieh Leming Brite had beef
using as a temperary effice as he seld sft
bleeks of range belonging t8 ather mes. A
1amp, turned 1aw, Butned iA JH Smatler
gdifiee and the Ranger decided that BHie
Rad net yet transferred Ris Rea quarters:

They skirted the howling, lusty settle-
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ment, warily watching for enemies, With-
out doubt Brite would have held a. few
gunslingers in Denison although the main
bunch had accompanied the Wasp in his
attempt to surprise Evans, Welder and
Kilgore in Sherman. So long as these three
survived, Brite’s false elaims to the land
would be very shaky, and the determined
ranehers might raise ensugh resistance to
wreek the Professer’s eperatiens.

Coming up behind a long, low build-
ing, Hatfield unrolled the signs fetched
from Sherman and passed half of them
to Buck. They had provided themselves
with short nails, and a six-shooter butt
served as a good hammer. “You start at
the north end, Buek, I'll take the south and
we'll meet in the eenter. Keep away from
Brite's effice, savvy, I'll deal with that. The
Professer must have a guard en duty.
Hustle new, befere the Wasp pulls in.”

“I'll give the Rebel yell, Jim. and lock
out past the buildin’s on this side in case
things get too hot. Adies.” The slim youth
started off and Hatfield set to work.

There were plenty of handy wooden
walls -and posts to which he could attach
the printed warnings. Bold red or black
letters stood out on the white sheets. He
tacked one to the front of a cabin on
rollers, where the track entered Denison’s
south terminus, keeping one eye peeled
for his foes. It took but a few seconds to
put up a sign. He flitted aeross and left a
seeend, making it fast to a saloen.

The Ranger had thought it out care-
fully, had designed the notes not only to
attract the beholder’s attention but to con-
vince and stir up the victims of the land
fraud. For the most part he had used
large capital letters.

“BEWARFE! BRITE IS SELLING YOU
OTHER MEN'’'S LAND!"” proclaimed one.
Amother said, “YOU HAVE BEEN
CHEATED! THIS RANGE BELONGS
TO L. EVANS, NOT BRITE.” A third
cried, “BRITE IS OUTLAW, A FRAUD!
HE HAS STOLEN YOUR MONEY!

E HAD nailed up a dozen, and al-

ready curious men, who had seen
the tall figure posting the sheets, were
gathering to read them. While such people
seldom interfered in gun battles in behalf
of others, they were easily aroused when
it came to defending their own rights.
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Some were calling to friends to come and
see the alarming signs.

The Ranger was almost at the center
and not far from Brite’s centrally located
offices. He glimpsed Buck’s bony, tall
figure as the youth fastened a warning to
a saloon front. A eouple of bearded im-
vestors eame around the cerner and sur-
prised Hatfleld as he finished putting up
a "BEWARE!” jeb.

“Hey, mister! What's all this?” de-
manded one, as he hastily took in the
gist of it.

“What's the idea!” asked the second.

“That's the truth, boys,” replied Hat-
field earnestly. “Leming Brite is a thief.
He's forged deeds to this range. It ain't his
to sell.”

Others were staring at the signs which
Buck Robertson had left in his wake. A
disturbed, menacing buzz of voices rose
from the settlement as knots of men col-
lected to talk over the startling news.
Many had pald high prices in good money
to Brite or to those who had bought from
Brite,

Acwess the square, the Professor ap-
peared against the wide lighted entrance
to a honky tonk, Brakeman Karnes hulk-
ing at his side. Brite wore his black coat
and tall hat, his sidewhiskers shadowing
his long face. A six-gun hung in an open
holster, the belt tight at his waist.

A couple of minutes before, the Ranger
had stuck one of his notices to the front
of that honky tonk and somebody had run
into the place and warned Brite. The
Professor took one horrifled look, reached
out and ripped the sheet off the wall,
erumpling it up and hurling it to the dust.

“It’s a lie"™ he roared.

Hatfield ducked around the dark side
of the Brite Development Company’s new
quarters. The center of Denison was clog-
ging up as the news spread like wildfire.

The Ranger chuckled to himself. “At
least he'll have some tall explainin’ to
do,” he thought.

He hurried to the rear of the building.
Through a small window of the portable
shack housing Brite’s temporary offices,
he sighted Yampy, his erstwhile outlaw
boss. Yampy was standing up. The fat
bandit's face was drawn, worried and he
was listening to the new sounds from the
populace of the mushroom settlement.

In his hairy, fat hand Yampy gripped a
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large Colt with a smooth walnut stock,
his pet persuader. There was a bandage
stuck on one side of his round head, where
Ranger lead had singed him up at the
Red River line during the duel with Hat-
fleld. His Stetson, flat-topped and dec-
orated with the Wasp's insignla, hung by
its strap frem his sagging eartridge belt,

Evidently Yampy had been left to guard
the records and office for his injury would
have slowed him. Piles of papers, weighted
with stones, several boxes, a wooden table
with inkwells and pens in the stand, seals
and materials needed to fill out docu-
ments, benches to use as seats, showed in
the single reem of the shack. On the
erowded table top stoed a burning eil
lamp with a glass reservoir half filled with
kerosene. Yampy limped te the froent te
peels st at the gathering sterm.

Hatfield was at the back. “Yampy!” he
called sharply.

The stout killer jumped inches off the
dirt fllsor. He glanced fearfully over a
hunched shoulder. “Why, you cussed eye-
baller!” he gasped.

“Keep it quiet, Yampy,” warned the
Ranger. “I'm a lot closer than the last
time.”

Yampy feared him, having seen him in
action, but he was tough. As yet, the of-
ficer had no pistol in sight. The stout out-
law dropped to a knee as he whirled, his
teeth gritted, and whipped his Colt
areund,

CHAPTER XII
Melee

ATFIELD was framed like a picture

in the window. Once Yampy
brought his gun into line he could scarcely
miss. It was vital for the officer to fire
first. His slim hand blurred with speed
and the heavy revolver jumped to his grip,
cocking by its own weight as it rose, the
hammer spur caught by his thumb joint.
There was a flaming roar and the Colt
pushed against the tall man’s steady palm.
Yampy’s muzzle was not quite high
enough. The black hole belched fire and
metal but it drilled into the dirt floor.
Yampy’s own impetus as Hatfield's bullet

struck kept him lunging forward. He fell
hard, sprawling, his clawing hands grip-
ping the table, which overturned. The
lamp slid off, glass tinkling. The hot oil
caught fire and a lieking yellow flame
slowly rose. Papers from the upset table
began t6 bufra,

“That’s not a bad idea at-all, Yampy,"
muttered the Ranger, smoking six-shooter
ready.

He could see the stout figure, lying as it
had fallen. The outlaw’s pistol had flown
from his fiimgers. Hatfield drew aside, took
the silver star on silver circle, emblem of..
the Texas Rangers, from its hidden pocket,
pinned it to his shirt front. He checked
up again. Yampy was still there and the
fire was swiftly gaining.

Confused shouting sounded from across
the road and calls from the south. . Hat-
fleld squeezed through the small window,
a tight fit for the big fellow. His first act
was to bend down and make c¢ertain
Yampy was dead. As Hatfleld had be-
lieved, the fat gunhand had eaught it
between the eyes.

He began picking up Brite's records,
hurling them into the licking flaimes. .But
already the heat, reflected by the log walls
was intense and its searing breath singeé
him. He shielded his face with an arm
and kicked hoxes of deeumemts inte the
heart ef the blaze.

The explosions, the dancing light in-
side his headquarters, had attracted and
alarmed Leming Brite. Hatfield saw the
Professor and Brakeman Karneg ceming <
as he glanced eut the wide ceunter win-
dew in front. They were trailed By many
pitizens anxieus t6 ask Brite guestiens
abeut the land they had purchased frem
the company. Brite peinted at the fired
shael, hewling 1A exeited fury. The Rang-
er epughed frem eeiling shelke, whie
drafted PEBEH the gpent %z-. The Heai W§§

88 MueR eig HUB aé g Weht gut fne
aek %Yﬁ% e Pramessgrs Bapets Wetke
HAGFILY BULRIAG:

A shrill Rebel yell penetrated to him.
Buck was calling. He swung and trotted
along the llne of buzzing structures and
tents. His youthful cemrade was elose at
hand, near the spot where they had sep-
arated when they had first arrived and
gene abeut pesting their Bills.

“Jim! I spotted the Wasp down the
road. He just hit town with half a dozen
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of his boys™

“You get mounted and fetch Goldy
for me," ordered the Ranger. “I'll be
just below Brite’s. Hustle.”

Buck ran to do his bidding. The tall
man - hurried south, past the burning
shack. A large crowd had already col-
lected, and energetic, quick-thinking men
were trylng to form bucket brigades to
the creek to save the settlement from de-
structlon. Sheuts and eursing epithets
were raised,

ATFIELD appeared on the main
stem, coming from between two
staked tents. Professor Brite and Brake-
man Karnes were caught in the erush in
front of the land cempany’s blazing quar-
ters, But Ed Teurneau, the Wasp
meunted en the p@W@f‘fui, 1eng-le geé
elding he had used during his raid at
herman earlief in the evening, was But
8 few paees frem the Ranger's peositison.
Tourneau was cursing and using his
quirt as he sought to work through the
thickening crowd, keeping to the edge of
the street. Not far behind were several
of his eutlaw aides, Brite was shouting
and signallng frantieally te his field gen-
eral, and the Wasp knew his evil master
steod in need ef his help.

Suddenly the Wasp spied the tall figure,
booted feet spread, close upon him,

“Tourneau!” said Hatfield calmly.

“Texas Ranger!

The Wasp recogmized the star and a
-shudder of dread shook him. His yel-
lowed, bitter face twisted and he ripped
at his rein, rearing his blg horse and
sliding from his sweated saddle,

A jerk on the rein pulled the excited
animal between Tourneau and the officer.
Startled inhabitants swung about, saw the
big Ranger with the emblem pinned to his
shirt, the rugged face, bunched by the
taut chinstrap, the iey glint of the gray-
green eyes fixed en the Wasp.

For the moment, Tourneau’s followers
were out of the picture, churning human-
ity between them and their chief. In that
flash of time, a few paces separating the
two, it was man to man between the
Wasp/ and the Ranger. Tourneau was
snarling, spitting profanity, but he was
swift and his hand moved with the dart
of a snake's head. The plunging gelding
danced sideways, exposing the outlaw.

It was draw to draw. The Rangers gave
the worst of killers a-chance to surrender,
before they would shoot, and Hatfield was
no exception. He was calm Inside, mus-
cles untensed. A hasty slug from one of
the Wasp’s friends shrieked ever his head
but he did net flineh.

Always it was that last fatal breath
which counted in such a deadly duel. It
was not the man throwing the first slug,
but the fighter who maintained a cool
brain and dared expend a perilous in-
stant taking eareful aim who walked away
from these eneeunters. The Wasp knew
this as well as the Ranger did, so fof a
brief but startling interval ef time the
two eonfronted ene anether, guns eut and
eoeked.

Acrass the road a dancehall woman on
a veranda uttered a shrill scream. Brite
and Brakeman George Karnes were howl-
ing, trying to work through the seething
gathering. Amother bullet from Tour-
neau's men holed the canvas walls of a
tent a few inches from Hatfield.

Then the two opposing Colts flamed ap-
parently at the same click. Something
irresistible flicked the cloth bulge of the
Ranger’s shirt where the tail had worked
out during his strenuous exertions in
Denison. The Wasp straightened, his bit-
ter meuth snapping wide open as he sought
breath that was net fer him,

He fired again but the muzzle of his
gun was dropping, the murderous metal
dully plugging into the earth between
Hatfield’s spread feet. A bluish hole ap-
peared beside Tourneau’s nose. He was
Pﬁ@ftally hit and his knees gave way. The
Ranger’s finisher drilled the sutlaw ehief’s
bedy and the Wasp shuddered. He esl-
lapsed, 1ahding hard, dead as he felded.

They had seen the Ranger's triumph,
the appalling, icy courage of the great
officer. Head and shoulders over ordinary
men, Jim Hatfield had made the impres-
sion he desired in Denison. Admiration
for his skill and bravery, respect for the
mighty Ranger, welled in the hearts of
deeent beheldefs.

Screams of hatred issued from the
bearded throats of the Wasp’s gunhands
as their leader was worsted in the ex-
change. “Kill than man! Stop him,”
shouted Leming Brite, hopping up and
down and pointing with his pistol at the
officer.
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ATFIELD was sliding back and

several bullets missed him as he
moved. In his wide belt was the roll of
remaining handbillls$ warning the public
against the operations of Professor Lem-
ing Brite and his company. He had thrust
them out of the way when he had gone
after Yampy at Brite’s land headquarters
As he §f@£pea off, he yanked out the
posters and flung them ever the heads ef
ehurning men iN the street. The sheets
separated, fleating dewn, and eager hands
of eitizens snatehed them:

“Read the truth, boys,” he called, his
stentorian tones rising over the din. “Brite
has robbed you.”

“Ranger! Ranger!” That cry was taken
up by enthusiastic men. They saw him
dart around the back of the tents as a
knot of the Wasp’s gunhands surged up.
A couple of bandits jumped down and
bent over the remains of Ed Tourneau.

Texans knew the Rangers, trusted them
and counted on them in time of real
trouble. There were not many of the
state officers, but those operating were
famed for honesty, ability and courage.
They could not be bribed, and each one
was an exceptional person. There was no
roor in the corps for medioere men.

Some of the outlaws, entering Denison
from the south, and seeing the crush in
the center, had started around the build-
ings and were coming at a fast clip. Guns
began flashing.

“Jim! Here we are!” Buck Robertson
hailed him, The daring youth had brought
Goldy within a few rods of the gunfight.
He sat Old Heart 7, the golden sorrel's
rein leeped ever the hern,

Hatfield raised his pistol and sent lead
at the dark riders rushing him. Buck
began shooting and the rattled bandits
swerved, yelling and hunting cover. The
glow from Brite’s burning offices in-
creased, the light dancing crimson in
Denisen. In the center the howls and
growls of angry oltizens joined, and the
seund was like that ef an infurlated,
stirred beehive.

But Leming Brite still had plenty of
power, the force to save himself. The
brute strength of the Wasp’s large band
belonged to him. Brakeman George
Karnes could command gunsters, and the
oversized bodyguard jumped into the
breach, taking over in Tourmeau’s place.

He bellowed orders to the outlaws and
they responded. Mustangs charged the
crowds, forcing a path through and before
long Brite had a strong cirele of bristling,
masked killers protecting him.

The Ranger had been pushed away. In
the plaza, a leaderless melee surged, un-
sure of what to de. Everybedy had run
out to see what was gelng 6A. The story
of Brite’s perfidy had gulekly eireulated,
yet angry as many were, they eeuld net
ast with the killer guns en them.

Some had formed a bucket line to the
creek, fighting the fire which threatened
the whole jerry-built settlement. The raw
pine wall next the portable shack serving
at Brite’s office was smoking, flames lick-
ing to the roof.

CHAPTER XIII *
The Noose

IM HATFIELD pelted north behind
the building line at Derison. Buck
rode just ahead on his chunky, fast gray
mustang. The mushroom town was blow-
ing its top with the sudden, terrifying
whoosh of an erupting veleane,

“I hope it works the way we ffigpmed,”
muttered the Texas Ranger. He had timed
it as closely as possible undef the circum-
stances. With Brite’s gathering strength,
Evans and his friends se eut -1t
had been necessary te arouse the Prefes-
ser's vietims in Denisen iA erder te win
eneugh fighters te smash the Skeleten
Riders,

A few hundred yards beyond the outer-
most buildings, the tall officer began to
whistle shrill blasts. From the tfown's
center came a eonfused babble, and sever-
al pistel shets erackled.

Leming Brite had already cleaned up a
small fortune selling lots and parcels .of
land. No doubt the Professor carried the
meney on his persen as was the habit of
sieh thieves. Brite had expeeted to take
in mueh mere before decamping. If he
read the writing en the wall, having seen
the Ranger kill Ed Teurheau, and with
the pepulaee areused by Hatfield’s bread-
sides, the Professer weould fun fef it. The
Ranger had ne intentien of permitting his
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arch-enemy and the bulk of the marau-
ders to escape.

Amnswering whistles sent him galloping
toward a dark brush clump not far away,
“Are you there, Mister Evans?”’ he sang
out.

Lucius Evans trotted his mustang from
behind the screen, and with him were his
fighters, George Welder and Dune Kil-
gore, Lake Staples, other cowboys and a
dezen friends they had picked up in Shet-
man,

“We're ready, Ranger,” declared Evans,
eyes sheening in the faint light.

The stout Welder, the dour Xilgore,
flanked! the rancher chief. They were pre-
pared to have it out with thelr enemies,
led by Leming Brite and Brakeman
Karnes. They had real falth iA the Texas
Ranger who had come te save them frem
death and destruetion,

“Let’s hustle, then,” ordered Hatfield,
the star glinting on his shirt front. “String
out, fifteen paces between riders. Don’t let
any of the cusses through but watch out
for the folks in town. We don't want to
d%wn innocent men and they're on oufr
side.”
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' said Evans, relay-

“Spread out, boys,’
ing the commands.

Lake Staples moved to a far wing, wads
dies hurrying into position as the sturdy
avengers formed a long line. Welder took
the left, Kilgore the right, Evans remain-
ing at the center behind the Ranger on his
swift war horse.

Hatfield raised a long arm and threw it
forward in the signal to advance. He
headed straight dewn the central way into
Denison, followed by his allies, Colts and
earbines were held ready fer aetlen, the
men's faces were grim and set with deter-
faination te braee the enemy in this final
shewédewn.

To the officer's right and left, his riders
rounded buildings as they held the wide
line in formation. The Ranger could see
down the long run between unevenly
spaced structures and tents to the square,
A milling, infuriated crowd filled it. Lan-
terns .strung on poles and the crimson
glow of the burning log cabin and new
effice lighted the scene,

“Here comes the Professor!” sang out
Buck.

[Twrn page]
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Leming Brite was on a black horse. He
was surrounded by outlaws, many of
them with masks adjusted, the flat-
crowned Stetsons on. Behind his master
was Brakeman George Karnes, turned in
his high-pronged saddle, cocked Colt
raised as he cursed and threatened the
citizens slowly following the retreating
band. The Professor had made his choice.
He was pulling out while he had the
chance, taking what he had won.

Howls of rage issued from bilked vic-
tims of Brite's perfidy, but the menacing
guns of the bandits cowed them and pre-
vented them from wreaking revenge and
capturing Brite. The fact that the Profes-
sor was on the run told them that the
Ranger’s notices were correct. Brite had
cheated them.

“Stop him! Arrest Brite,” someone
screamed frantically.

A knot of men surged forward. Karnes
let go with his pistol and a ringleader
caught lead, staggered and fell into the
arms of his friends. The shooting stopped
the advance of the citizens.

HE Texas Ranger, his silver star on
silver circle pinned to his shirt front,
raced in, The cowmen were coming from
the darkness and were close upon the
marauders before the eutlaws, distracted
by the dangerous meod of the Denison
populace, realized they were at hand. The
right and left wings of Hatfleld’s line,
skirting ebstruetions sueh as shaeks and
tents, were hurrying t8 18ep the raiders,
Aeese them as a 1asse tightens arsund its
target.
Leming Brite sighted Hatfield and gave
a hoarse shout. He pointed a heavy revol-
ver and pulled trigger. The bullet sang
over the tall officer’s lowered head. The
Ranger’s Colt snarled a reply and Brite’s
hat flew frem his head. Instead of the full,
greased blaek hair ef whieh the Prefes-
sef had seemed se vain, Brite's skull
shene entirely Bald, the taut skin stretehed
8ver protruding iaumg,g-. Hatfield was
b
Wwhich Eﬁ digedgéﬁg aleng with his hat.

Suddenly aware of the new danger be-
fore them, Brite's gunhands faced front,
hastily shifting guns. Lucius Evans,
Welder and others gave shrill Rebel yells,
challenging their opponents,

“Throw down, outlaws,” roared the
Ranger.

The answer was a blast of metal. Flam-
ing pistol muzzles confronted the charging
ranchers who threw back better than they
received. Killers in the bunched band
holding the middle of the road, yelped and
swore, recoiling.

“It's the Ranger! Come on, let's give
him a hand,” shouted a bold Denisonite.

Braver spirits in town rushed forward
again. Hatfield’s appearance, the mounted
fighters behind him, provided the needed
spark to lgnite the fighting eourage of
Brite's victitas, Metre and more townsmen
started to run after the thieves, gripping
elubs and guns. The _@l@‘élﬁ% are ends,
eutting between buildings, had almest
gmea the erush eof eitizens when Leming

E%’S ripped rein and smashed eff t8 the
Fight.

Brakeman George Karnes was close to
his chief. The two dug spurs. Powerful
mustangs surged ahead, and the riders
lashed out with gun barrels to make a
path for themselves. Several masked out-
laws took advantage ef the break, spurting
in the Professor’s wake. Brite and Karnes
disappeared frem Hatfield’s field et visien
as they made it safely between twe len
woeden struetures eh the east side 6
Main Street.

Above all, Hatfield wanted Brite. He
swung the golden sorrel that way, hoping
to overtake the Professor before Brite
reached the clear. But the inhabitants-of_
Denison had surged all threugh the lanes
and he was hemmed in, eaught in the
fmelee, He eould see bearded, exeited
faces all abeut him.

The avenging citizens had come up with
the blocked killers who had checked
their advance as Hatfield and his friends
stopped them. Rattled and leaderless,
swearing eutlaws slashed at the heads and
arms of men eagerly pulling them frem
theif saddles. Guns were fired peint-
blank as the erush grew denser, making
it impessiBle for Herses t8 MAREUVEF.

Excited, plunging mustangs threw sev-
eral riders busy trying to defend them-
selves, The skeleton masks were snatched
off, weapons confiscated. Lucius Evans,
George Welder and Kilgore, with their
waddies and townsmen aides from Sher-
man, were doing their part, fighting the
nearest gunslingers to a standstill, holding
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the half-circle drawn around Denison.

More and more hands clutched the
masked marauders. Shouts and blows, ex-
plosions, made a horrid din over the mush-
room town. But the firing was diminish-
ing. The battle degenerated into a free-
for-all as the butts of Brite's great swindle
punished the Professor's strongarm as-
sistants, slapped them down, disarmed
them and tied them up.

Hatfield edged toward the outer fringe
but it was slow going. Buck Robertson,
still on Old Heart 7, had downed a couple
of bandits but was now pinned by the
boiling townsmen. Few of Brite's power-
ful band remained in sight, and swiftly
these were subdued, fright in their burn-
ing eyes. They feared lynching at the
hands of the angry crowds.

“Hurrah for the Texas Rangers!
shouted a jubilant citizen,. who had
climbed to a nearby roof top. He waved
his Stetson, jumping up and down in ex-
citement,

Men around Hatfield grinned in friendly
fashion at the officer who had commanded
the forces against the outlaws. With the
defeat of the toughs, ropes were brand-
ished over the captured killers, and the
Ranger knew that he must check the
mob’s dangerous mood.

'm

CHAPTER XIV
Pursaiit

UNFIRE had ceased for all the out-
law targets were down, A few lucky
ones had managed to escape with Leming
Brite and Brakeman Karnes at the start
of the battle. Hatfield felt a sense of ur-
gency, that he must be after Brite, seek to
bring back the chief who had brought all
this misery on the Red River range.

He stood high in his stirrups, a hand
overhead, calling for attention. Those
nearest him heard and heeded his au-
thority, ordering others to be quiet. Soon
the gathering had stilled, facing him from
all directions, watching the rugged face
of the ace fighting man.

“You done a fine job helpin’ beat those
rascals, boys,” said the Ranger. “The law
will take charge of 'em. Use yore ropes
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to tie up the cusses. I'll hold to acecount
any man who takes part in lynchin’. Turna
the prisoners over to Mister Evans and
he'll see they're delivered to the leckup.
Brite has run for it. I must go after him
and try te feteh him baek., Then we'll see
what c¢an be done abeut squarin’ acesunts
for these he cheated.

“All who bought land from Brite's com-
pany, hold on to your deeds and TIll
straighten things out later. As you have
been informed, two rallroads will make a
junetion here at Denison, and mainten-
ance shops are to be built in town s6 your
new settlement will grow fast and ameunt
to somethin’. One line will bridge the
Red River, and a span for wagon and
hersebaek traffic will be threwn across the
stream, just nerth of this peint,

“All that is true, but Leming Brite was
not the owner of the range he sold. He
forged the deeds he showed, having forei-
bly seized lands belongin' to these ranch-
ers. At Brite’s command, Ed Tourneau,
the Wasp, killed Abel Pyne who held
sections needed for the bridge and rail-
road approaches to the Red River. Hustle,
now, reinforce that bucket brigade and
check the fire or the whole town will go
up in smoke. Mister Evans will be my
deputy while I'm gone.”

They were ready to obey the Ranger
and cheers welled in their throats. Towns-
men began shoving their captives to a
gathering point, sullen-eyed killers dis-
armed and helpless with tied hands and
guns held on them,

Buck Robertson rode to join Hatfield
as he swung out of Denison. “Have you
seen Lake Staples?” asked the Ranger.

“Not since the start of it,” replied Buck,
“He was over on the east”

“Brite broke clear that way. I hope
nothin' happened to Lake.*

He cut over, followed by his youthful
comrade, and rode down the line. A
crumpled figure lay in the shadows and
they feared it might be Staples but dis-
mounting and checking, Hatfield found
it was a dead outlaw, skeleton mask awry
on his evil face. He recognized one of
the bandits he had met at the hideout
north of the Red.

Remoumting, he r+arted to shove north-
ward. The river lay four miles away, with
not much rough country between. Bathed
in faint silver moonlight, the rolling plains
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swept in almost imperceptible drops to-
ward the Red.

“What makes you figger Brite came
this direction, Jim?” asked Buck curious-

ly.

“I believe he’ll make for the Territory,”
answered Hatfield. “No law over there,
for one thing, and there’s plenty of spots
where he can hole up to catch his breath.
Of course, he may have turned another
way but I'll have to chance it.”

FOLLOW sign in the night was dif-
ficult, and very slow. The tracker
must dismount every few yards and check
up. By that time, Brite would have made
too many miles. The two moved along at
a fast clip. As they neared the spot where
the ferry crossed the river, Hatfield
sniffed at the fresh dust hanging in the
air. “Somebody came along here not so
long back,” he remarked.

The golden sorrel rippled his hide, and
they slowed, watching. Against the moon-
lit sky toward the Red a rider appeared,
and they sat their saddles, motionless,
guns ready for action. Soon the horse-
man spied them and pulled up.

“Who’s that?” demanded the Ranger.

“Hatfield!” Lake Staples hurried up te
them. “I trailed Brite and Brakeman
Karnes, with four of the Wasp’s crew, to
the river. They swam it a quarter of an
hour ago, I couldn’t stop the cusses.”

Hatfield was glad to receive this news of
Brite’s progress. He had guessed the
Professor’s escape route correctly,

“You goin’ over, Jim?” inquired Buck.

“I'm goin’ over.” nodded the Ranger.

He could not permit Leming Brite to go
free. Texas law did not hold in the Ter-
ritory but the law of self-defense did, no
matter where it might be invoked.

They pushed on, Staples joining them,
and soon came to the edge of the Red,
flowing slowly in the moonlight. The sa-
loon and little store were dark, the low,
flat ferry boat warped to the Texas shore
for the night. The one-eyed Mexican and
the operators of the ferry slept.

Hatfield rode the golden sorrel into the
shallows, Staples and Buck following.
They swam the channel and the dripping
mustangs dug in their hoofs on the north
bank, hitting the winding road.

“We'll try the Wasp’s hideout first,” an-
nounced Hatfield.

He rode ahead, alert for drygulchers on
the trail Buck came next, with Lake
Staples bringing up the rear. In the.dis-
tance, a wolf howled mournfully at the
moomn.

Close to the Wasp’s headquarters in the
bush, the Ranger got down and spoke to
his two loyal comrades, voice low. “Buck,
hold the horses. Lake, can you limp along
and cover me? I'm goin’ in after the
Professor.”

“I can make it, Ranger,” nodded Staples.

The main band smashed, the Wasp,
Yampy and their old leaders killed in the
fight at Denison, only a handful of the
once mighty outlaw aggregation remained
at the hideout. Some who had managed
to flee from the Ranger and the crowd at
the new settlement had not yet stopped,
were making for tall timber far away, hav-
ing had enough.

Armed with his Colts, the tall officer
flitted around through the bush, familiar
with the surroundings. Lanterns flickered
in the camp and as he crouched close to
the clearing to look things over, Hatfield
spied lathered, heaving horses, one of
them - Brite’s long-legged black, standing
with dropped head. They had been quirted
and spurred to a frazzle as the Professor
made his desperate lunge to escape.

There was a lamp burning in the larger
hut which had belonged to the Wasp, and
which Brite had shared with the outlaw
chief. The Ranger circled to the rear but
froze in his tracks as he heard stealthy
footsteps. Three dark figures rounded
headquarters and stole down the back
trail toward the horse corrals. They passed
within a few feet of the hidden officer.

One said, “Keep it quiet! We better
get out of here, you can’t tell what’s goin’
to happen, boys.”

They disappeared toward the pens. The
Ranger decided they had heard the story
of the defeat at Denison and were decamp-
ing to save their hides. Law or not, a
posse might cross and come after them.
They were older men who had been left
to guard the camp.

E Ranger let them go, having Brite

on his mind. He inched to the little
window at the back and peeked inside.
Brakeman Karnes, hulking figure girded
with two cartridge belts, was packing a
bag. Brite, his bald pate sheening, had
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just taken a pinch of snuff and sneezed
several times. The Professor seemed satis-
fied with himself. He poured a stiff drink
into a tin mug and downed it at a gulp.

“It isn't so bad, George,” he remarked.
“We have enough to live like kings for a
while. We'll go back to New Orleans and
play the wheels.”

“You aim to start tonight?"' asked the
Brakeman.

“Certainly. That Texas Ranger doesn't
look like he'd stop at the Red River line.,”
Brite patted his bulging shirt sides. "I
flatter myself I outwitted him. Hurry,
now. Piek out two goed horses from the

ens and we'll start for Kansas. At rail-
sad we ean entrain fer St. Louis and
cateh- the ears there for the Seuth.”

“Want to take along any of these hom-
bres in cammp?”

“No. They're no use to me now. We'll
leave 'em behind.”

Brite drank again, smacking his lips.
His teeth clicked and he pulled at his
sidewhiskers, eyes bright as polished shoe-
buttons.

The Ranger glided around to the open
door and stepped inside.

The Professor saw him first and his long
face twisted in astonishment. “Ranger!™

Hatfield stood there, slim hands hanging
easily at his hips. As yet he had not
drawn a Colt. “Howdy, Professor!"” he
drawled.

“You can't arrest me herel You have

no jurisdiction,” babbled Brite.
»=—“Fau savvy the law even if you do
break it whenever you've a mind to,
Bright Eyes,” replied the Ranger. “I'll
tote you across the Red and arrest you
in Texas if that' suits you better.”

The Brakeman thought he saw his
chance. Brite stood between the door and
Karnes, who lunged with a hoarse battle
cry, pistol ripping from leather holster.
The heavy gun was coming up to drill
Hatfield at close range.

Feet spread, Hatfield’s hand fliidked,
blurred with its speed. The Brakeman's
charge was checked; he shuddered as the
cabin filled with the reverherating ex-
plosion, and dropped hard, face to the
dirt filvor,

Leming Brite Knew what the silver
star on silver circle meant, that the tall
officer who had relently opposed and
pursued him, would forcibly take him
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back to justice. He had a breath in which
to act and seized it as Hatfield dueled
with Karnes. With remarkable celerity,
the Professor pulled a snub-nosed pistol
from the holster under his bony arm.

The Ranger felt the wind of passing
metal. He had to shoot quickly, for Brite,
teeth clicking, his eyes blazing, shrieked at
him as he thrust the muzzle of the gun
straight at Hatfield's face, at point-blank
range.

Hatfield's Colt blared, once, and again.
The revolver was steady, his aim cool and
unflurried in spite of the death only a
wink away. Brite caught the slugs in the
body. He was turned by the impact, and
his right arm fell, an amazed expression
coming over the long face. His knees
buckled and he folded up before his mas-
ter, the Texas Ranger.

ENISON had quieted down some as

Jim Hatfield, Lake Staples and Buck
Rohettson rode into the cemter. Behind
the Ranger was a led horse carrying the
remains of Professor Leming Brite.

Staples and Buck had rushed into the
outlaw hideout as they heard the shoot-
ing. The handful of bandits had not put
up much of a scrap, but had run for the
dark bush.

The fire had been controlled, kept from
spreading by the bucket brigades, although
Brite's log cabin and the new headquarters
had burned to the ground. All the false
reecords had gone up in flames, and that
was just as well, thought Hatfield,

Lucius Evans hailed him gladly, and
soon the ranchers and their cowboys sur-
rounded the returning trio, staring at the
dead Professor. Citizens of Denison,
emerging from saloons where they had
been drinking after the battle, hurried to
see the Ranger and what was left of Brite.

Hatfield took a chair on a porch over-
looking the center, He had bulky money-
bags in hand, which he had removed from
around Brite’s waist, and these contained
the Professor’s loot from his venture in
Denison.

“Spread the word, boys,” ordered the
tall officer. “We’ll set things as straight
as we can, here and now,”

Buck found a barrel for him and he
used it as a table. Lines were formed, and
those who had bought land from Leming
Brite waited their turn as the Texas Rangx
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er dispensed what he had recovered. He
paid according to the deeds and receipts
signed by Brite, satisfying as many claims
as possible,

It was very late when he had finished
his task. “All right, gents, You have
your money back, far as I can make it. If
you want to buy land here, talk to the
real owners, these ranchers.” He nodded
and rose, stretching himself. A drink was
in order, and his job on the Red River
range had come to a close.

EPORTING at Captain Bill Mec-

Dowell’s headquarters in Austin,

Jim Hatfield saluted his chief and dropped

into a chair by the desk. Buck and Anita

Robertson were safe at home in the cot-
tage on the outskirts of the capital.

“So Miss Anita fetched my message
concernin’ the bridges over the Red River
and the railiroadis?”

“Yes, suh. I was glad to have it, Cap'n,
for it corroborated what I'd learned from
studyin’ Brite’s papers. Through skul-
duggery and bribery in New Orleans, that
Professor snake had obtained secret, ad-
vance information as to just where the
junction of the rails would be, not far
from Lucius Evans’ home. Shops were to
be built and the rights-of-way would
cross the Slash K and 1-2, the spans over
the Red based on land belongin’ to a citi-
zen of Sherman, Abel Pyne.

“Brite wrote his man, the Wasp, to kill

the range owners pronto before the news
leaked out to the public and the boom be-
gan. Tourneau managed to kill Pyne,
droppin’ Brite’s note which Marshal Suy-
derman sent on to us. Then they went
after the ranchers and drove ’em from
their houses.”

McDowell listened to the terse sentences
as the Ranger told of the fighting on the
Red River. His old eyes glistened with
excitement for he could read between the
lines, knowing what desperate battles had
t8lken place and wishing he had beem
there to take part in them. He was satis-
fied to hear that Brite's false records had
burned to ashes, that the Ranger had
made restitution as far as was humanly
possible, that Lake Staples, the cowboy
who had done so well for his employer,
had married his bess’ daughter in Sher-
man, with Anita and Hatfield among the
audience.

But Texas called. Over its mighty ex-
panse, a few Rangers must uphold the
law. While Hatfield had been out on
duty, new complaints had come in and
Cap{:ain McDowell rattled the stack on his
desk.

“I'm ready, suh. My wound’s healin'
fine, thanks to Miss Amita's care. Goldy is
rested and we can ride.”

Soon the old commandant stood in his
doorway, waving adios to his star opera-
tive who carried justice to the Lone Star
State,

Fallow Jim Hutfield to Escondida Vallley, where strifte hetween
farmers and catttemen calls for swift Ranger justice ine—
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“Don't (elr a sudden tri]
ftch, Luther,” Long Sam
advised

Outlaw Litillzjohn stops

followiingy the wild ggezse
south long enomgh to

tangle with ranch stealing killers

LONG SAM RIDES SOUTH

By LEE BO

E torrid days and hot nights felt
like July, but it was actually in No-
vember. And “Long Sam' Little-

John knew his Texas well enough to know
what a hot spell at this season meant. He
headed south under the countless fiocks
of complaining geese that streamed across
the sky.

He pushed the ugly old ewe-necked
roan gelding he culled Sleeper hard for
three days straight, then began easing up
on the fourth day. Geese still winged
wearily overhead, pointing for the
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réxa{fshes and rice fields down along the
u

They had had a blizzard out in the

lains country. The unseasonable heat

ere in Texas, and the flocks of migratory
birds beating their way southward against
a stiffening wind, told Long Sam Little-
john that.

He watched his back trail a lot as he
rode, scanning the far horizon for the
darkemng mass of clouds that would mark
the storm's approach. Yet each time he
looked backwards at the far sky, Long



45 *

Sam’s keen, smoke-colored eyes would
come down to the earth and linger there,
But as the fourth day of his southward
travels waned and no storm cloud or
mounted man showed behind him, Long
Sam began relaxing just a little. Perhaps
the fact that he was now upon familiar
ground had something to do with that.

His gaunt, unusually tall body shumped
wearily in the saddle, yet a faint grin
touched his thin mouth when he topped a
ridge that was heavily timbered with big
postoaks and hickories. He dropped off
the ridge into the head of a canyon where
sycamore stretched white arms toward the
sky, feeling a sudden strange stirring of
air currents about him.

“So you remember this Rail M range
of old Jim Morgan’s, do you?” Long Sam
chuckled when Sleeper quickened pace.
“And likely enough you remember that
log line shack where we've holed up be-
fore, tee. Well, hustle along, for that's
where we’re eampin’ tenight, fellal

The wind whirled harder through the
canyon now, making a low moaning sound
in the timber. Long Sam put his full at-
tention on the wind’s actions, scowling un-
easily as he looked up at the tops of the
trees.

“The wind has swung to the north!"” he
exclaimed. “Which means Old Man Bliz-
zard has pushed on across the Red and
is fixing to do us a meanness. Good thing
we got to where we can find shelter for
tonight, Sleeper.”

NLY they did not find the shelter
¥ Long Sam was looking forward to.
He rounded a bend in the canyon and
reined in very suddenly. The line cabin
he had been remembering was a couple
of hundred yards down the canyon, look-
ing snug and solid. But a thin ribbon of
smoke poured from the rusty stovepipe,
whipping away in the moaning wind.,
Dusk was falling, and Long Sam was
glad of that, thinking it unlikely that amy-
one could have spotted him at this dis-
tance. He was about to turn Sleeper back
into the canyon when the shack’s back
door slammed open. Then Long Sam was
cursing the dusk for which he had only
the moment before been thankful.
Two men had come tumbling out the
log shack’s back door, locked in what had
promise of becoming - mortal combat.
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When a gun went off and a man’s voice
lifted in a thin howl, Long Sam quit
straining his eyes in a futile attempt to see
what went on and jabbed spurs against
Sleeper's sides.

But even curiosity coupled with the
hope of heading off a killing did not send
Long Sam Littlejohn barging boldly up to
the little line shack. Outlawed, with a siz-
able cash reward offered for his deadror-
live capture, he had long ago learned to be
more than just careful about getting too
close to other human beings. Duly ap-
pointed peace officers were dangerous
enough, to be sure. Yet Long Sam’s great-
est danger lay in venturing too close to
the sort of citizens who would shoot a man
down simply for the reward money that
man’s death or capture might bring.

Long Sam hauled Sleeper to a halt be-
hind a stand of bushes back of a sturdy
little shed, then swung quickly from the
saddle. Dusk was thickening rapidly now,
and through the wind’s hoarse moaning
he could hear a man screeching in fear or
agony. He started towards the sounds at
a trot, bony hands resting on the black
butts of matched six-shooters that rode
his bony thighs in hand-tooled black hol-
sters.

“Don’t do it, Morgan!” the man was
wailing. “Don’t drown me like I was a
rat. Let me live, and I'll tell sheriff Riley
the whole—*

There was nothing else that Long Sam
could understand. The man’s wvoice
climbed up in a shivering wail, yet tFe™
sound was diminishing rapidly, as if the
wind had plucked the man from the earth
and spirited him away. Long Sam
swerved towards the spot from which the
sound had come, a shivery feeling down
his spine. He was making a guess as to
what had happened even bhefore he saw
the well curbing there before him.

Long Sam braked with plowing boot
heels, closer to the well eurbing, and a
bony fist slammed into his face, upsetting
him. As he fell g tall man went past him,
running.

Long Sam opened his lips to order the
tall man to halt, but the words seemed
suddenly to freeze in his throat. He heard
the gurgle and splash of wildly agitated
water, then the thin voice he had heard
begging for mercy earlier lifted eerily up
into the moaning night.
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“Halp!” that voice was bleating. “Get
me outa here before I'm drowned, Luther
Morgan!”

ONG SAM scowled, remembering
from having been here before that
there was never, even in the wettest
weather, more than three feet of water
down in that old dug well. Yet the gent
down there was yowling about drowning.
Long Sam grunted, and stooed up. Luther
Morgan, he deecided, would be that bean-
ole of a galest whe had kneecked him
umbling.

“Lauther!” the voice reached up from
the well. “You speckle-faced immytation
of a jacksnipe, I hear your big feet shift-
ing around up there. At least say some-
thing!”’

Afterwards, Long Sam decided that
what happened served him right. But
at the moment he was thinking only of Lu-
ther Morgan and wondering who in blazes
the man was and why he had fought with
this tough-sounding fellow down in the
well.

Long Sam bent over the curbing and
started to call down to the trapped man.
A slash of greenish-orange fire licked up
at him, something louder than any thun-
der he had ever heard punished his ear
drums, and the next thing he knew he
was sitting on the ground beyend the
well eurbing,

“That buzzard shot at mel” Long Sam

The gaunt outlaw discovered that his
hat was gone, and that a shallow gash at
the edge of his thick, yellow hair was
bleeding freely. He swore a blistering
oath and began hunting his hat by feel.

“That fool in the well come close to
blowing out whatexer I'm using for
brains!” the outlaw growled. “The slug
knocked my hat off, and the blamed thing
maybe blowed clean over to—Ha!"

Long Sam's groping hands found his hat,
lodged against the well curbing. The
wind seemed to have a chill bite to it
now, although he was too angry to pay
much attention. He felt of the hat until ha
found where a slug had entered low on
the crown in front and come out at a
higher point at the back. He yanked the
hat on and got to his feet, teeth grinding
when he heard the well pulley elatter, and
heard the man in the well laughing.

Long Sam inched up to the curbing,
pulled a razoredged clasp knife from his
pocket, and opened the blade. He kept
away from the top of the curbing, listen-
ing to the pulley grind and strain against
the light ehaln that held it to the cross
beam abeve the well,

“Bill and Ed will be sore over my beef-
ing that crane-legged son!" a voice chor-
tled from the well. “But to heck with that.
I'll make out like Luther worked out of
them ropes and jumped me while I was
out here drawing a bucket of water. If 1
tell it right, Blll and Ed will—Quit that!
Luther, if you shake that darn rope any
more—"

The man's voice lifted to that thin howl-
ing of terror again when the rope he was
shinnying up suddenly went slack. Long
Sam grinned when he heard a roaring
splash in the well. Then the man down
there began cursing wildly, interspersing
the blistering oaths with threats and pleas.
He was still under the impression that he
was talking to Luther Morgan,

“Shut up, fellow!” Long Sam roared.
“And don't shoot at me again if you want
any help.”

HE man down the well became in-

stantly silent. Long Sam waited, sens-
ing that his voice had been recognized as
a strange one. He let the seconds drag,
guessing at the trapped man’s astonish-
ment.

“So that's it the hard voice boomed
from the well. “Luther didn't just work
loose from them ropes Bill and Ed -Six had
him tied with. Luther had help getting
loose, and you're the meddling son who—"

The man's words were drowned by the
roar of his gun. Long Sam had already
caught the raspy note creeping into the
thin voice and was pulling back from the
rim of the well's curbing. A bullet ripped
through the top plank, spraying splinters
of wood into his face that stung sharply.
Long Sam dropped flat just as two more
slugs ripped through the old curbing from
inside, so angry over the senseless attack
that he reached for his own guns,

But the gaunt outlaw did not finish
pulling his guns from holsters. Suddenly
there were horses roaring at him, and
the deep voice of a man reached through
the wind's howling. Long Sam hugged the
earth, astonishment holding him moveless
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as he stared at the raiders who were al-
most on top of him. There were four of
them, and they had come from downwind,
getting within yards of him before he was
aware of their approach.

“Guy!” that deep voice was still boom-
ing. “Guy Zane! Where are you, and
what's that shooffiitg?”

Long Sam saw that the men had halted
with their backs to him, facing the log
shack. He lifted himself, and was be-
ginning a slow retreat when the man in
the well, ebviously the Guy Zane whose
name had been ealled, let out a yowl that
made the feur mownted men whirl their
horses. And while shed heefs were ham-
mering the ground te deaden the seunds,
Long Sam streaked away tewards the
shed where he had left Sleepet.

“Boy, did I bump me a hornet’s nest!®
the gaunt outlaw panted as he reached his
horse.

Sleeper seemed to be fidgety and kept
snorting, but Long Sam was too bent on
getting out of there to pay due attention
to his roan’s behavior. He could hear a
lot of profane shouting back at the well,
and judged that Guy Zane had been
hauled eut of his gleermy prisen. Dropping
a lariat repe inte the well and hauling him
aut would have been simple enough, sinee
tahe well was enly twelve or feurteen feet

eep.

“It’s still a dozen miles or so to Blue
Bend, Sleeper, but I reckon we better
head that way,” Long Sam grumbled.
“Sheriff Whit Riley will put us up for a
day of two, I reckon. Feels like a blue
norther meoving 1A new, but it eould
ehange te pure blizzard by this time fe-
merrow. Se="

“If it ain’t too much bother, Slimm,/I
sorty wish you'd give me a lift to Blue
Bend,” a voice interrupted.

ONG SAM spilled pliant reins from

sinewy fingers, and filled his hands
with deadly guns. The dry-toned volee
had come from close by, and the outlaw’s
goggling eyes and gun muzzles centered
on the spot promptly. Long Sam knew
now why Sleeper had flifidlle-footiesl and
snorted so much.

“For gosh sakes, Slim, don’t shoot me!”
the voice came again, edged with uneasi-
ness. “Biffing you with my fist the way I
done was a kind of accident, me being so

plumb rattled I didn’t know what I was
doing. But that there panther you're
using for a horse evened the score b%
shore trying to bite my head off when

found him here and tried to borry him.”

“You're Luther Morgan?” Long Sam
asked.

“Sure!” came the prompt reply.

“And you tried to steal my Sleeper
hoss!” Long Sam charged.

“Well, I didn’t think of it as stealing,
Slim.” Luther Morgan sighed wearily. “I
been tied up in yomder shack for four
days, now. with no food and blamed little
water. I'm sort of weak. On top of that, I
couldn’t walk far, even if I wasn’t weak.”

“You crippled?” Long Sam queried.

“They been using a hot stove poker on
my big feet, Slim,” Luther Morgan said
calmly.

“Judas!” Long Sam growled.

He meant to say more, but suddenly the
words were locked behind set teeth. A
rider was coming out towards the shed!
Long Sam bolstered his guns, then took a
firm grip on Sleepers reins.

“Don’t make any more sound than you
can help, Morgan!” he warned. “There’s
arider at the front of this shed. Ease over
here, and I'li haul you up behind the
saddle.”

Long Sam saw a gaunt figure move in
the shadows, then a hand that was bony
and hard and roughly calloused grasped
his. The gaunt outlaw heaved, and Sleeper
crouched and started ringing his scrawiig™
tail in anger when Luther Morgan
slammed down behind the saddle. Long
Sam kept his grip on the reins and gouged
with his spurs until Sleeper finally quit
trying to buck and moved out at a walk.
The gaunt outlaw sent his mount across
the canyon to the far slope, then turned
south, He heaved a sigh of relief and re-
laxed when he was downwind from the
old line cabin.

“I heard that orney little Guy Zane
buzzard shooting off his gun down in the
well, Slim,” Luther Morgan broke the
long silence. “Was he trying to conjure
up help, or was he taking pot-shots at
you?”

“His first shot skinned the front of my
skull, and the next time he fired, splinters
from the well curbing stung my face, the
slug came so close,” Long Sam replied.
“Why have you been held prisoner at that
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cabin back there, Morgan, and subjected
to tortune?

“It's. a" kind of a longish story, Slim,”
Luther Morgan said tiredly. “I'll tell you
about it if you really want to know.”

“Then start the telling, for I'm sure in-
terested,” Long Sam declared. “Bill and
Ed Six rode up there with two other fel-
lows, and blamed near stumbled onto me
at the well. I know that black-muzzled
gair of Six hellions, Bill and Ed. They're

ig Jim-Morgan’s step-sons. This is Jim
Morgan’s Rail M range we're on now.
Since your name turns out to be Luther
Morgan, I've been trying to figure a con-
nection 'tween you and Jim Morgan, but
can't. You happen to be come kind of kin-
folks of his?"

“He was my father,” Luther Morgan
said simply.

“What’s that?” Long Sam yelped.

“You knowed Jim Morgan?’ Luther
asked quietly.

“Ewver since he bought this huge ranch,
which must have been all of eleven years
ago,” Long Sam said. “Jim’s wife died
two years back, which was the last time
I've been through this neck of the woods,
come to think of it. You wouldn’t be try-
ing to josh somebody about being Jim's
son, would youw?"

S HE spoke Luther's tone was con-
vincing, “I ain't joshin', Slim," he
declared. “Pa bought this graze up here a
mite over eleven years ago. But I didn't
edmehere with him, and was never in this
country until five days ago.”

“Why didn't you come here with your
dad?” Long Sam probed.

“Because I couldn’t hit it off with Bill
and Ed Six,"” Luther said quietly. “We had
a big ranch down towards Houston, Slim.
I was born there, and my Ma was buried
there when I was five years old. Pa and
me batched until T was seventeen. Then
he married Ada Morgan, who'd been wid-
dered a couple years before when her tin-
horn husband got killed trying to rob a
cowman who was coming back from
Kansas with a wad of beef money.”

“So when your father remarried, you
lit a shuck, eh?” Long Sam droned.

“I stuck it out for a year, until I was
eighteen,” Luther said in his dry way.
“Bill Six is three years older than me,
and Ed's a year older than me. Them two

waltzed into what had been my home all
my life and made it plain from the start
that I was to be their chore boy.”

“You should have stood yore ground,”
Long Sam growled.”

“Maybe so," Luther sighed. “But I
didn't, for I didn't want to make Pa un-
havpy with a lot of squabbling in the
fambly.”

“But you finally decided to come pay
your father a visit, it seems,” Long Sam
observed.

“Pa’s grave was the first place I went
when I got off the Blue Bend stage, fiive
days ago,” Luther Morgan said.

“Grave?” Long Sam cried. “Something
happened to big Jim Morgam?"

“He got two rifle bullets through his
back, six months ago!” Luther said.

“Thunderation!” Long Sam exclaimed.
“Luther, I'm downright sorry to hear
that.

“You liked my pa, Slim?" Luther Mor-
gan asked.

Something in his voice made Long Sam
tense. The gaunt outlaw glanced over one
shoulder, but the howling night was so
dark he could get no vaguest impression
of Luther Morgan’s features.

“I certainly did like big Jim Morgan,”
Long Sam declared.

“And he thought enough of you to loan
you money and things like that, eh?"” Lu-
ther drawled.

Long Sam was too surprised to reply
immediately. As a matter of fact, Jim
Morgan had once loaned him a couple of
hundred dollars. That had been several
years ago, and he had repaid the loan
within a short while after it was made.
He had used that money to pay a doctor
for digging a rifle ball out of his right
thigh. Joe Fry, a deputy who worked out
of the U. S. marshal'’s office at Austin, had
put that bullet in Long Sam's leg, and he
had carried it almost a week before he had
managed to shake Fry off his trail and
have the badly infected wound treated.

“Sorta throwed you, me talking about
Pa and money he loaned or wouldn’t loan
you, e¢h?” Luther’s dry voice purred.

T WAS mott the wordss thvet jjolted Lo
g1 Sam, however. Something round and
hard had bored into the small of his back.
He knew that the object was the business
end of a gun even before he heard ham-
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mer dogs click as the weapon was cocked.

“Don’t get  a sudden trggﬂer jteh,
Luther,” Long Sam advised. “Theyll p
you as much for me alive as they woul
dead.”

“l ain't interested in scalp money!?
Luther retorted.

Long Sam felt first his left hand gun,
then the right one snicked from leather,
He breathed a little easier after that.

“You know me, don’t you?” Long Sam
asked after a silence.

“Knowed you when you mentioned that
this horse is named Sleeper,” Luther said.

“How did the name of my horse tell you
who I am?"” Long Sam wanted to know.

“Bill and Ed Six have been talking about
you the past four days while they worked
on me at that line cabin,” Luther sighed.
“They say Long Sam Littlejohn rides a
gorry looking roan nag he calls Sleeper,
and swear the ugly eld herse ean outrun
anything else that was ever foaled.”

“Why were Bill and Ed Six holding you
in that cabin, torturing you?” Long Sam
shot the question sharply,

“They think I had something to do with
lawyer Wayne Carson disappearing from
Blue Bend with Pa's will," Luther
grunted.

“Did you?” Long Sam asked.

“Heck, no!” Luther Morgan snorted.
“Lawyer Carson wrote to me at Santa Fe
and told me about Pa’s murder, and said
for me to get down here. I sold out, but
it took time. When I got here and seen
the lawyer, he acted sure uneasy. I talked
te him maybe a eouple of hours, the first
day 1 hit Blue Bend. That night he up
and disappeared, with Pa’s will, whieh
hadn’t been read to me or the Six beys or
anybedy else.”

“What kind of a business did you have
at Santa Fe?” Long Sam asked.

“A darned good freightin' business!
Luther Morgan replied.

“As Jim Morgan’s son, Luther, you'll
get the heavy end of his estate, which I
happen to know is a huge one,” Long Sam
said.

“To heck with the whole mess!’ Luther
grumbled. “If I stuck around here I'd
have trouble with Bill and Ed Six, which
I don't want. Now that I can hand Pa's
killer over to the law I'll head back to
Santa Fe and buy me another freight
gtring.”

“Say, look here!” Long Sam snapped,
“You trying to accuse me of being Jim
Morgan’s busimminselken?"

“There’s a warrant out for your arrest,
charging you with Pa’s murder!” Luther
declared.

“Jumpin’ Judas!” Long Sam howled.
“Who swore out any such warramt?"

“Bill and Ed Six swore out the wax-
rant!” Luther retorted. “They claim you
were at the Rail M all day long, the last
day Pa was alive, quarreling with him
‘eauise he woeuldn’t let you have a thou-
sand dellars you wanted for seme kind of
deal, Bill and Ed elaim you- left late in
the afterneen, mighty sere and speuting
threats against Pa. He was shet twiee
threugh the baek, later that day, when
he started te ride in t8 t6wh.”

“That lying pair of sidewinders!” Long
Sam growled. “I haven't been aroun
here in two years, Luther.”

“Hush up, and get this horse to mov-
ing!" Luther ordered, “I hear the Six
brothers and their three gun-hung friends
crowding closer behind us. Head for town,
so's I can turn vou over to sheriff Whit
Riley.”

ONG SAM did not argue matters. He

heard the Six brothers and those
other three toughs riding down the wind
behind him, and fed Sleeper the spurs.
The gun prodding his backbone, and the
sound of those smen coming cdown the
wind, kept Long Sam pushing his horse
uAtil he finally saw the vellew Blih+-ef
Blue Bend’s lighted windews.

“We’'d better keep off Blue Bend’s main
drag, Luther, and go around to the back
of sheriff Riley’s office and jail house,” the
gaunt outlaw advised.

“Why?"” Luther countered suspiciously.

“T spoke with Guy Zane while he was
down in that well,” Long Sam explained.
“Zane spotted me for a stranger, and
jumped to the conclusion that I had turned
you loose. Bill and Ed Six will think the
same way. They'll know you'd head for the
sherift to repert what they've dene to you.
The Six brothers and thelr three amiges
will beunee to the sheriff’s office the ses-
end they hit tewn. We'd better net lef
them eateR us there, Luthe¥, for they'd
try t6 fix yeu §6's yeou eeulda’t tell what

, you knew e them.

“Get along, and split the big middle of
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Nis town!” Luther ordered grumpily. “I
ckon the sheriff can handle them Six
s and their friends.”

jong Sam muttered under his breath,

it let it go at that. The reariag wind,
JOW bitingly eeld, had everyone driven
indeers, and Long Sam was glad ef that
8s he Eut Sleeper through the tan fog ef
dust the wind kieked up frem the epen
street. He pulled in at 1ast bafere the
Butlding that served as eombination sher-
ifPs office and esunty jail, smeky eyes
treubled as he stared at the strueture:

“No lights, Luther!” Long Sam called

mezsily. “Sheriff Riley isn't here. We
etter go up to his house, hadn't we?"

“Inside with you!” Luther growled.

The gaunt outlaw dismounted, aware
that Morgan swung dewn clumsily. Then
they were groping up the steps and into
the sheriff’s office, Luther Morgan’s gun
pushed solidly agalnst the eutlaw’s back.

Long Sam thumbed a sulphur match
to life, located and lighted a lamp, then
turned and looked at his captor. He felt
a little tremor go through him and guessed
he wanted te laugh, yet the kindling mirth
died suddenly,

Luther Morgan was almost as tall as
Long Sam, but was flatter chested and
much narrower aoress. the shoulders. His
nose was a long splke above a bread, thin
mouth, his faee was deeply freekled, and
sand eolered hair shewed beneath the
fleppy hat that was pulled lew over a pair

“of eyes that were as eold and blue as new
iee. His gun hand wabbled netieeably, and
a paller beneath his freekled skin teld
Lohg Sam that the man was physieally
siele frem the abuse he had talken at the
hands of the Six brothers and {their
friands.

“Get that ring of keys off the wall peg
behind the sheriff's desk, yonder, Little-
jokn, then go pick yoreself a cell,” Luther
muttered thickly.

WIFTLY Long Sam crossed the sher-
iff's office, stepped around behind the
desk, and took the big iron key ring from
the wall peg. He moved towards the nar-
row doorway that led into the back part

voff tHee 1bapg Hauil kg wierke thee cedlis weeks,

hesitating as he saw Luther Mokgan reaeh
out a shaky left hand te plek up the lamp.
Moxgan started te straighten up with the
lafp, but did net Malke it. He swayed sud-

denly, mumbled an unintelligible word or
two, and slumped to the floor.

“Thunderation!” Long Sam exclaimed,
and greped through the sudden darkness
until a probing foot found the sprawled
man.

Luther Morgan was not groaning or
making any kind of sounds when Long
Sam squatted beside him. The gaunt out-
law found his guns wedged under Mor-
gan’s waistband, retrieved and holstered
{he weapomns, then pieked Morgan up and
felt his way earefully to the deer and out
inte the esll bleek:

A few moments later he had the sense-
less man stretched out on a cell cot. Long
Sam tugged Morgan’s boots off and was
pulling a match from his pocket, when he
heard riders pound into the yard before
the sheriff's darkened office.

“Ten to one, that'll be the Six brothers
and their three friends!” Long Sam mut-
tered.

He left Luther Morgan’s cell and went
down the corridor to the sheriff's office,
bony hands riding gun butts. He heard
big Bill Six’s voice outside, and crossed
the sheriff's office in rapid strides, stop-
plag just inside the open front door.

“They didn't come here, looks like!”
Bill Six was saying grufly. “Ed, you head
for Whit Riley's house and see if they
went there, Lew, take the south side of
the street, and peek inte every plaee that's
shewing light. You take the north side
of the street, Diek, and take a gander
through every lighted winder you pass.
Me and Guy will stake eut hefe, just In
page Luther and wheever it was reseued
him dida't get te tewn fast as we did.
Hep te it, hew!”

“Amd if some of us spot Luther Morgan
andPthe feller who rescued him we’re to
shoot ’em both down, right here in town,
and just make out like there wasg nething
wiong with that, eh, Bill1?” a veiee Long
Eagi had never heard befere lashed eut

otly.

“What's the matter with you, Lew
Tate?” Bill Six snorted.

“Me and Dick Leomard, here, done a
little talking on the way to town, Bill,”
Tate’s voice came again. “We don't like
the notion of gettin’' our necks in a hang
noose, big fellex!”

“That’s right, Bill,” another voice, evi-
dently that of the man named Dick
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Leonard, put in.

“Listen, you two!” Bill Six rumbled.
“We're all in this together, and you’ll do
what you're told until we clean the deal
up. That elest?”

“It’s just as clear as mud!” Lew Tate
hooted. “Bill, helping you and Ed steal
cattle and horses off yore Old Man was
one thing. But murder is something else.
Me and Dick want no part of it, so we're
pulling out, right new.”

“Bunch quitters!” Ed Six’s voice, deep
as his brother Bill's, lashed out. “A man
that’ll quit his friends in a tight is lower
down than a snake's tracks.”

“They ain't quitting!” Bill Six laughed
coldly. “They know what'd happen to
them if they tried it, Ed.”

“Guess again, Bill,” Dick Leonard's
voice mocked. “Lew and me are riding
yonderly.”

ARD shod hooves slammed the

ground, and the sound was washed
away In the wind’s meoaning almest in-
stantly, But Bill Six’s eursing was net
washed away, and Lohg Sam heard Ed
Six and Guy Zafie struggling with Bill,
swearing at him fer wanting te sheet at
the twe deserters:

“Cut it out, you big, ox-brained lout!”
Guy Zane's edged voice crackled angrily.
“Put that gun up and behave.”

“Watch yore tongue, jail bird!" Bill Six
panted.

“Lay off Guy, Bill!" Ed Six snapped.
“Want him deserting us, too?”

“Don’t bother defending me, Ed!” Guy
Zane laughed thinly. “I've got no more
use for one of you clowns than I have the
other. And I am pulling out, right sudden,
Only I've got better sense than Lew and
Diek shewed. You and Bill will pass me
that ted theusand dellars eash yeu held
eut when yeu gathered tip Old Man Mef-
gan’s papers and sueh things for lawyer
Carsen.”

“You sniveling little fool" Bill Six
roared. “Do you think Ed and me would

let an ex-convict like you skin us out of
our m ’

“You'll pass me that money, all right'
Guy Zane chuckled mockingly. “I've bee:,
tryin' to make you two knuckle-heads see
that Luther Morgan was telling the truth
when he said he didn’t knew where
W%y’f}@ Carson went with that ferged
Wi

“Maybe you know where the lawyer
took the will, smart boy!” Bill Six hooted.

“Pve got an uneasy feeling that I do
know,” Zane replied. “I think Carson took
that will, and samples of old Jim Mor-
gan’s handwriting, to Austin to have ex-
perts make comparisons.”

“Which’d be too bad for you, wouldn't
it, jail-bird?” Ed Six growled.

“I'd get another trip to the pen for
forgery if that happened,” Guy Zane an-
swered sharply. “I tried to tell you two
that imitating another man's handwriting
on page after page is next to impossible.
But you wouldn’t listen. You wanted that
phony will to plant ameng the Jim Mor-
gan papers you turned ever te lawyer
Carsen, s6 1 finally did the thing. New
'\l take the ten theusand you stele sut ef
your step-daddy’s safe, and be en my way
te Mexies.”

“You’ll take a bullet in you if I hear
any more such chatter out of you!” Bill
Six snorted. “String along with Ed and
me until we've got our hands on the Old
Man's estate, and we'll treat you riglut”

“Sure, you sports would treat me
right!?” Guy Zane jeered. “Like you
treated Jim Morgan right, eh?”

“Guy, do you know what you're say-
ing?” Bill Six’s voice came out of the
night, hearse and raw-edged.

“Want me to spell things out word at a
time, eh?” Zane laughed raggedly. “Afll
right, I heard old Jim Motgan jump ywh
two that morning at the ranch and tell
you that he had found out that you’d bet ai
swiping and selling Rail M eattle. e

“He hammered questions at both of you
blamed near all day, trying to get the truth
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out of you. When he pulled out late in
*he afternoon, heading for town down the
tain road, I seen you hoys saddle up and
ke the old Injun trail that goes across
urtle Hill and meets the road at Killdeer
Jrick ford.

“f saddled up and follered you two, fig-
uring what you bad in mind, I was on
that brushy Turtle Hill slope above the
Killdeer Crick ford when Jim Morgan
stopped to water his black horse. I seen
you two ralse up out of the brush behind
the old feller. You had rifles to your
shoulders and had eut Jim Mokgan down
before I eould even— Git baek, Bill. You
try to="

gpgum ZANFE'S voice had lifted on a
® frightened note. The voice ended
with the sodden sound of steel pounding
flesh and bone. Long Sam flipped his guns
from holsters and stepped out the door,
eyes squinted agalnst the grit-laden wind.
He saw the dark figures of two big men
moving there ahead of him, and heard Ed
Six eursing and jabbering in terror, tell-
ing Bill Six te keep pounding at Guy
Zane’s head with a six-sheoter.

“Shut up, Ed!” Bill’s gruff voice came
now. “Get a-holt of yourself and give me
a hand. We'll load this little son on his
horse and take him out into the woods
some . place. We'll shut his mouth for
keeps, but before we do I want to know
if he's blabbered what he knows to any-
body else.”

Long Sam stepped out into the dusty
yard, then squatted on his heels, getting
the big, burly Six brothers limned against
yellow squares that were lighted windows
along the street's opposite side.

“Bill, you and Ed get yore hands up!™
the gaunt outlaw yelled. “Long Sam Lit-
tlejohn orating. I owe you two a killing
foir accusing me of bushwhacking Jim
MImgran, so don’t tempt me none.”

Bill and Ed Six jumped and jerked as
if the moaning wind had all but flung them

off their feet. Their voices rolled out in
mighty yells, then guns in their fists
gashed the black night with blobs of muz-
zle flame.

Leng Sam dropped flat when a bullet
seared across the right side of his neck.
The gun in his right hand thundered, and
he heard ene of the Six brothers howl
mightily. But the flash ef his ewn gun was
a give-away, and Leng Sam felt bullets
jar the earth dangerously elese te him as
he lined hig teft-hand sth 8A a seuttling
dark shape and fived. There was Ae hewl
this time, But the bulky target Long Sam
had fired at ilgped over, slamming ihs
ground with jelting feres:

“In case you boys can still hear me,
lay off the shooting!” Long Sam called
harshly.

There was no reply, yet he could hear
both the big men he had shot down pant-
ing and moaning. And from all along the
street came faint shouts as doors slammed
and booted feet drummed over the warped
boardwalks.

Long Sam saw a.dark swarm of towns-
men coming, and lifted himself to stand
against the front of the stone building that
housed the sheriff’s office and jail. When
the erowd boiled up within a few rods, he
slanted his guns high and sent twe shots
bellowing at the sky,

“Don’t shoot us, Littlejohn!” Ed Six’s
voice begged. “My arm’s broke, and I
ain’t holding a gun. Bill's passed out.”

The crowd had skidded to a stop down
the boardwalk, as the gaunt outlaw had
judged they would do if he fired his guns.

“Keep back, men, for there's apt to be
more trouble here!” he sang out. “But
get Sheriff Riley.”

“I'm right here, feller!” a thin voice
rang out. “Who be you, and what’s this
shooting about?”

“Over here, Whit!" Long Sam called.
“Keep close to the building front, or you'll
trip over a cripple.”

“Sam Littlejohn]” the sheriff gasped
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guardedly as he came forward. “Withat in
tunket happened, sam?”

ONG SAM looked down at the
scrawny old sheriff, and began
speaking rapidly. He touched the high-
points of what had happened from the
time he found Luther Morgan out at the
old line shack down te the mistake Ed and
Bill Six had made In trying to shoot their
way out of the tight they were unques-
tienably in. Sherift Whit Riley swere with
fmounting rage a8 he listened.

“So there's Jim Morgan’s killers, Whit,"”
Long Sam finished. “Get Guy Zane to a
cell, and lock him up. He'll tell what he
knows without any prodding.”

“Bill and Ed Six murdered the man
who treated them like they was his own
flesh and blood sons!” the sheriff said.

“Lather Morgan is in a cell, back yon-
der, Whit,” Long Sam said wearily. “Get
a doc down here for him, for he's been
starved and had his feet burnt, too. You
any notion where old Wayne Carson, the
lawyer, got to?”

“Carson’s in Auwustin!” the sheriff
snapped. “There was a will in some pa-
pers the Six boys turned over to him.
The will was supposed to have been writ-
ten by Jim Morgan, and was dated nearly
a year back. Carson said the will was
phony, and lit out to Austin with it and
samples of Jim Morgan's handwriting to
have expeirts pick out the kind of flaw's a
court would believe in.”

“Guy Zane forged that will,” Long Sam
droned. “But we'll gabble over the fine
points later, Whit.”

“Hold on, son!" the old sheriff pro-
tested. “Where in time do yeu think
you're going on a night like this?”

“I'm heading south,” Long Sam jde-
clared. “Four days ago, me and a lot of
wild geese started south from the Red
River, Whit. The geese were out-running
this storm that's overtaken me tonight.
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I was worrying about the storm and that
cigar chewing, derby wearing Joe Fry
hellion.”

“Deputy Joe Fry is on your trail?" the
sheriff asked sharply.

“Fry was up there, trying to flush me
out of the bottoms along the Red,” Long
Sam clucked gravely. “How far I got be-
fore he discovered that I was making a
run for it depends on how close he is to
snatching me by the tail feathers now, I
reckon. So I'll he pushing on, Whit.
Adios! Amnd tell Luther Morgan that I
wish him luek with that whacking big
raneh his daddy built here.”

Long Sam was stepping off into the
night as he finished speaking. He heard
the peppery old sheriff fuming and argu-
ing and telling him to wait around. Then
Long Sam was in Sleeper’s saddle, turning
the old roan gquietly out inte the bread,
wind-whipped street.

Hunger was a bitter ache in the out-
law’s gaunt middle when he saw the
lighted windows of a little cafe. But he
rode on past the restaurant with stubborn
resolve, turning presently into a little side
street that ran southward to the town's
edge.

The cold wind that slapped against his
tall back now brought the whispered
sounds of a horse galloping along the
town’s main drag. Long Sam glanced
back, and suddenly the hunger and weari-
ness in him were forgotten things.

A man was reining in at the little cafe
Long Sam had been sorely tempted to
visit. The man was short but thiek and
powerfully built. He wore a derby hat,
tailored gray suit, and button shees. He
leoked like a suceessful merchant oF bank-
er, but was Joe Fry, deputy U. S. marshal,
and ene of the nerviest man-hunters iR,
the Seuthwest. Long Sam relled dull’
rowels against Sleeper’s hide, and the!
tough eld rean seudded seuthward ints:
the rearing blaek night.
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Brubaker whipped a blow to
the bigger man's mouth

FARRCASA

HALF PINT LAW

HERIFF AL BRUBAKER leaned
against the door jamb of his jail of-
fice while the old, insistent urge to

move on gnawed at his vitals. He resented
the weather-beaten town of Cameo as he
felt its citizens resented him.

He was a small, wiry man under forty
years of age, with mild blue eyes and

fJatures well marked by the sun and
storms of twenty years of enforcing the
law from the Panhandle to the Canadian
border—always as a deputy, never until
now as a sheriff,

The death of Sheriff Coleman Purdy,
less than three months from the time
Brubaker had drifted in and hired out as

Sheriff Biubakeir was a little fellow, but whem it came
to doing a tough job—ir proves! a biggmr man than most!



™

his deputy, had left the full responsibility
of the sheriff's office on his unwilling
shoulders, Brubaker had never stopped
to analyze his desire to move from place
to place, never asked himself why other
folks seermed to find happiness and con-
tentment in one speot, never realized that
he was a frustrated and unhappy man and
never seught for an answer that might
ehange his way et life.

Perhaps he did look with well concealed
enwy .on solid citizens, with their homes
and families, and if he did this, he certain- =
ly must have looked back at the time
when, had fate dealt him different cards,
he too might have settled down to a far
different way of life. Now, looking out
ever the suf-drenehed Montana prairie,
idly watehing an erratieally traveling
whirlwind spiral bits et dry twigs and
grass inte the blue, he felt a vague sense
of irritatien that he sheuld be tied here by
respensibilities that were net ef his ewn
eheesing. The tewn was dead, the land
g‘?ggg@ﬁ&:% felt suddenly eld and very

He turned and walked into his office,
sinking into his chair and hoisting well-
worn boots to the top of his scarred desk.
He swung his heavy Colt around to a more
comfortable position, pulled his black
Stetson down over his, eyes and feigned
sleep.

Sid Brent, one of the biggest kingpins
on the Cameo range, chose that moment
to stamp into the sheriff's office, his face
suffused with anger, his scraggly whisk-
ers fairly bristling with urgency.

STOOD spraddle-legged before the
little lawman, while disgust came to
his black eyes.

“The law,"” he said, as Brubaker pushed
the Stetson back from his eyes and looked
questioningly up at him, “of Cameo is
plumb worthless. Some election maybe the
voters 'ull use thelr heads and get us a
man.”

Brubaker didn’t move in his chair, but
there was a faint narrowing of his pupils
as he spoke.

“I'm glad to hear that, mister,” he said.
“Wish - you’d set the voting up a few
months—I don’t like this town a'tall.”

“Election can't be changed,” snapped
Brent, placing both his big hands flat on
the desk and leaning over to glare angrily
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in Brubaker’s face. “So you better pile
out’n that chair and protect the rights -of
the citizens—folks ain’t safe in their beds.”

“Listen Brent,” growled Brubaker, an-
ger rising within him, “I've sheriffed from
border to border and I never seen as dead
a dump as this, If folks ain’t safe in their
beds here it's beeause they're drunk and
fall etit. What’s 6A yeur midi?” 3

“Some owlhgot,” snapped Brent, “shot
my place full of holes with a artillery
plece. Get your boots off that desk, mister,
and run the jasper down.”

Brubaker’s footgear hit the floor with a
ban# as his eyes flew wide with surprise.

“Shot your place full of holes!" he ex-
claimed. “Who’d want to do that?”

“That,” growled the rancher, “is what
you’'re being paid to find out. On top.of
that,” he added, “some ranny is sneaking
off my prize steers, a few at a time.”

“I ain't seen nothing around this town
more dangerous than a drunken puncher,”
declared the sheriff, rising to ram his
blaek Stetson down 6 his head. “Let’s you
and me rlde, Brent.”

As the two headed for Brent’s Diamond
One spread Brent told his story. It seemed
that early that morning some one had
opened up on the ranch yard from the
nearby ridge with a weapon of large cali-
bre, shooting heles in the windmill and
the water tank,

“Did you try to locate the jaspen?”
asked the sheriff. “Don’t seem to me that
it would be a’tall hard to spot a gent
running up and down a ridge with sTheldf
plece.”

“Bah,” growled Breat. “’'Course we
tried to find him—me and my nephew, but
we couldn’t see hide nor hair of the hair-
pin. He must have that weapon buried
in the ground with the snout protrudin’
under a bush.’

As the two men rode up to the wind-
mill and watertank a large slow-moving,
and powerful-looking young man with
black wavy hair, strolled down from the
house. He eyed the small sheriff with con-
siderable amusement.

“Amnd where,” he asked Brent, sarcasti-
cally, “did you pick up the half pint?
Thought you went after a sherifi””

Like all small men, Al Brubaker was a
mite touchy on the matter of his size. He
flushed now as he looked the bigger man
over.
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“Was this overstuffed character here-
abouts, Brent,” he asked seriously, “when
the shooting was goin' om?"

“That,” said Brent, “is my nephew from
Dakota, and, unless I miss my guess, the
next sheriff of this county. Name of Sam
Cloud.”

“Mighty suspicious looking individual,”
remarked Brubaker, peering at the man
alertly. “Could you actual see the feller
when this here devastation was visited on
your windmill—sure he wasn't hiding in
the brush with a Gatling gum?”

“Blast you!” howled Cloud, stepping
forwmancd aggressively. “Keep a civil
tongue in your head and get on the job—
if you know how.”

“T don't know much,” mildly remarked
Brubaker, squatting down to peer through
a hole the size of a walnut in the tin water
tank, “or I wouldn’t be here.”

The little lawman, seeing no hole on
the opposite side of the tank, removed his
boots and stepped into the two feet of
water below the hole. He felt around with
his hands on the bottom-and came up with
8 ehunk of lead.

“Antfillery piece, my eye,” he said dis-
gustedly. “This was fired out of a leaded
up .45-70. The thing turned sideways in
the air before it hit the tank.”

“T don’t care what it was fired out of!*
roared Brent. “There’s another hole in the
mill vane and the gears are splattered all
over the yard! It killed a rooster fifty
Zyards away! All I want is the gent what
dene it

“I'll see what I can do,” said Sheriff
Brubaker. He stepped out of the water,
mounted his magnificent roan gelding and
rode out of the yard.

“You better get results,” shouted Sam
Cloud after him, “or there'll be a new
sheriff come electiam!™

“Blamed scissorbill,” growled Brubaker.

“If he knows so much why ain't he out
ketchin’ the fellex?”

The lawman made a minute search of
the ridge, combing it from end to end,
scrutinizing the ground wherever a gun-
man could have possibly fired the shots
that struck the water tank and windmill
As he did se he puzzled his mind concern-
ing the metlve for sueh an aetien. Cer-
tainly Brent, like all highly suceessful
men, would have eneries, if for fe ether
reasen than his inelinatien te ride reugh-

shod over men of lesser attainments, but
Brubaker could see no point in such in-
discriminate firing on a windmill and tank.

“l'r of stock, such as Brent
i 3 claimed was going on in a small way,
was easy for the sheitff to visualize, for
here the perpetrator both injured Brent
and gained himself. Certainly a rustler
would net want to attraet attentien te him-
self and bring in the law merely for the
satisfaction of blowing a few Hheles iA a
windeaill, egp@@ialli as his eperations were
se small as te make it uneertain if they
astually were being perfermed.

The ground on the ridge was dry and
sun-baked, with a scattering of knee-high
sage amid clumps of good grass. On the
opposite side lay a draw, thicketed here
and there with buffaloe berry bushes. It
was Impossible to find tracks in the hard
earth, but the lawman did leeate a reek
that would afferd eencealment for the
riflerman. Belew, iA the draw, he feund
where a herse had been tied. The grass
at the reek’s base was seme seuffed up al-
theugh ne Beet tracks eeuld be feund
and ne empty Rulls littered the greund.

Brubaker was busy for the next three
days—doing nothing. He rode out of
Cameo before daylight each day, secreted
himself in the sage near the roek and la
there while the sun rese ever the badlands
to the east, climbed t6 high noen and sank
again 1n the west, As the shadews fell gver
thé& land and the eriekets began te ehirp
he §lip% ed away, pieked up his herse far
dewn the draw and rede Baek te tewn. 1t
wasg a menetenowus Business.

The third evening, while heading for
town, his keen nose caught the eder of
burning hair. Instantly he swiveled his
horse upwind and rode forward, gun in
hand. As he breke ever the erest of a rise
he eaught sight ef a tiny blaze and twe
men driving a three year eld steer away
trem it. The men elapped §E ¥8 te theif
meunts and teelk eff aver the Rill, snapping
wild shets Bael at the lawman ever theif
sheulders. Brubaker teak HB the ehase But
the rustlers were sg8f 8§¥ m He faé
gathering darl B%%% He {-g %
after seme difficy 1863%% Eé esf Hs
3;& 35%{ élié {iWiH% QHH 1%8{?8% i g%f
ping a PHQEEH E mﬂ%ﬁ tghﬂs Bfgﬂﬂ

“Well I'll be durned,” he whispered to
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himself. “Two bars added to Brent’s Dia-
mond One makes a right nice appearing
basket.”

This was old stuff to Brubaker, Brands
were altered and stock driven back into
some isolated canyon while the scars heal-
ed. Then they were driven out and sold to
men who dldn't ask questions—at half
priee.

It was the next morning, just as day
broke, that there came a rustling in the
sage and a small figure broke from cover
to hunker down behind the rock. Bru-
baker, lying hardly twenty paces away,
observed this with some astonishment.

The intruder carried his boots in one
hand and a .45-70 government issue single
shot in the other. He could hardly have
been over ten years of age. The kid
squatted behind the rock, pulled back the
awkward looking hammer with both hands
and leveled the ugly weapon down toward
Brent's windmill,

As he did so the sheriff sneaked up be-
hind him, clamped his big hand between
hammer and firing pin and wrenched the
rifle from the little fellow’s hands. He
grasped him firmly by the collar at the
same time.

“What in time goes on here?’ he de-
manded.

The startled lad struggled and squirmed,
lashing out with small fists like an em-
battled trooper until his brown eyes fell
on the star on Brubaker’s vest. Instantly
he subsided.

“Gee, mister,” he said, his eyes opening
wide, “you’re a sheriff.”

“You're durn tootin' I'm a sherifff”
snapped Brubaker. “And I got you cold.
What have you got to say for yourselff?”

The kid’s jaw clamped shut like a rat
trap and his glance hardened down.

“[ ain't telling you nothin',” he said.
“That’s the way fellers does in the stories.”

“Well, I'll be a short-horned. heifer,”
gasped the lawman. “Who in time are you
anyway?”

“Won’t tell you,” said the kid stubborn-
ly. “Me, I'm a lone wolf.”

The sheriff strangled, hardly able to
suppress a grin, but he managed to pull his
features into a ferocicus frown.

“Well,” he said, “the law throws bush-
whackers and drygulchers in the hoose-
gow fer life. Either you tell me who you
are and where you come from, or I'll run

you in, pronto.”

The little fellow’s lip trembled but he
looked Brubaker square in the eyes.

“All right,” he declared, “I’ll go to your
old jail. My horse is tied down there in
the buffalo berry bushes.

“If you wasn't a sure-enough sheriff,"
he added, “I'd go to the ground with you—
clawin’ like a bob-cat.”

This time the lawman had to turn his
head to keep from snickering in the kid's
face. His features were so utterly serious
as he trudged along, barefoot and carrying
his worn boots, and his bravery so marked,
that the man could hardly keep from
breaking down and gathering the lad in
his arms. Al Brubaker was a lenely man.

ROPPING down into the draw they
found a saddleless pony tied to the
brush; The horse was a small, scrubby bay,
short-couplled and old, but his hide shone
as proof of considerable care. The sheriff
untied the animal, hoisted the kid on, and
led it down the draw to wihere his own
upstanding roan was tied.

The boy looked at the sheriff's horse and
sniffed disdainfully.

“This is a real pony I got here,” he re-
marked.

“You don’t say,” remarked the sheriff,
appraising the animal as though he ad-
mired it very much. “I kin see right off
that you sure know broncs.”

The brand on the animal told the sheriff
nothing as it was strange to the reglon,—

“Lookee here, bub,” he said to the boy,
leveling an accusing ﬁn%er at him, “I'm
too smart a hombre to let you top that
there animal off while I ride mine, You'd
{ust clap the iron to him and run off and
eave me."

The kid looked at the officer admirin%ly.

“Gee whiz,” he exclaimed, “no wonder
the{r made you a sheriff mister, You're
real smart. Betsy here would run circles
around that roan of yours.”

“She sure would,” growied Brubaker.
“So you slither down off her and climb on
my roan, I'll ride your'n so that you don't
pull no tricks.”

The kid slid down and climbed on the
officer's roan, his eyes roaming over the
fine saddle and gear with ill concealed
admiration.

“Let’s go,” said Brubaker. “Welll ride
side by side—I don’t want a tough gent
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like you gt my badi™

The kid’s pony had no rigging except a
hand-made hackamore and the lawman
gave the little mare its head. Quite natu-
rally the horse would head for its own
stable. Brubaker tried to hold the kid's
attentien by telling wild tales of his law
eareer, mafy eof which were purely fig-
frents et his Hmaginatien.

“Gee whiz, mister,” the youngster ex-
claimed, “I'm going to be a sheriff when I
grow up—no owlhoot trails for me.”

Brubaker opened his eyes wide.

“But,” he protested, “you can’t be a
sheriff. ‘Sheriffs have got to have good
clean records before they get appointed.
You ain't going te get far squatting behind
roeks shootin' at peaceable folks’ wind-
fills. That’s against the law.”

The kids mouth hardened down then.

“That don’t count,” he declared stoutly.
“Them people poisoned my dog. Rover.
He.and me was pals—they deserve string-
ing up.”

Sheriff Brubaker’s mind fled back over
the years—back to a black and white
shepherd with gaily waving tail and laugh-
ing eyes, whieh had been his own com-
panien fer years. He remembered, too,
that deg’s death.

“So,” he said soberly, “that’s how it
was.”

Just then they topped the rise. Looking
down on the desolate flats the lawman
could see a two room shack with smoke

-drifting slowly from its tin chimney. The
boy saw it too and his eyes widened with
apprehension,

“You tricked me,” he said bitterly. “I
didn‘t want to come home—mother’ll be
scared to death.”

“Now, now,” soothed Brubaker, “she
won’t be no such thing. First thing you
got to learn, bub, is\to square up to things
and take ’em in stride. This here,” he de-
clared, “is just another one of the things
the law’s for. Brent poisoned your dog,
according te yeu, and you shet up his
windmill. We’ll just ride dewn and talk it
ever with yeur ma—reasenable like.”

The youngster looked at the man while
all the terror fled from his eyes.

“Gee whiz, mister,” he said timidly,
“you’re a swell feller. Wished I had a dad
of my own—some one like you.”

“What!” roared Brubaker. “¥ou mean
to ey 1n your, hull and tell met}jat you

ain't got any father—mnone whatevex?"

“No,” the boy said soberly. “He died
four or five years back. I can't even re-
member him. Me and ma is homesteadin'
here alone.”

The sheriff and the boy rode dowm to-
ward the tar paper shack together. The
sheriff's face was bleak and full with
misery,

“A nice job,” he said softly to himself,
and added aloud, “Let me handle this,
bub.”

As the two horses came into the yard,
the boy astraddle the sheriff's roam, his
legs far too short for the stirrups and the
man bareback on the runty mare, his legs
swinging free while his star shone in the
morning light, a weman stepped from the
heuse, dish eleth A hand.

She looked at the two as they drew up
before her. The blood slowly drained from
Brubaker’s face, while his mind fled back
over the years to that day, long ago, when
he'd seen this woman last.

“Reta,” he said. “Reta Colby.”

The womam looked at him, her hand
going £b her throat. For her, too, the swift-
ly flowing years passed in review.,

“Reta Phillips, Al,” she said quietly.
“Remember?"”

“Yes, 1 remember,” Brubaker said, bit-
terness coming back to his face. “I remem-
ber well. Perhaps we’d better go inside.”

The woman looked quickly at the boy,
and apprehension came to her face.

“Bill,” she exclaimed, “he’s not done
something wrong, has he?”

“We'lll talk it over inside,” he said, his
eyes on her face, noting how little she had
changed for him during the twenty long
jrears, remembering how she'd looked the
night before their wedding when she’'d
said goodbye to him at her father’s door,

Brubaker realized for the first time that
it had been the haunting memaories of that
night that had made each new land too
small to hold him. She’d changed her mind
during the night and in the morning she
had been gone, riding with Matt Phillips
to the preacher at Miles.

RUBAKIER had sweated it out on the

long trail that took him from Mon-

tana to Dodge and down to the Cimmaron,
trying to find excuses in his mind for her
action. Matt Phillips had been his best
friend, a mite wild perhaps and deter-
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mined to have her and he'd succeeded in
some way yet unknown to Al. Now he was
gone, leaving her alone execept for a wind-
mill-shooting son. Looking back now, and
knowing the boy’s father as he did, the
sheriff knew the wild impulse that had
driven the lad te fire dewn en the Breat
gpfead in revenge for the killing of his
og. -

Moving toward the house after Reta
Phillips the sheriff marveled that his mind
could now dwell on Matt Phillips with
calmness, without anger.

The house was small, poorly furnished,
but clean as Reta Colby had always been.
She motioned him to a chalr and backed
against the wall, sheltering the bey with
her arms, loeking at him with fear in her
eyes.

“What did he do?” she breathed, her
eyes fastening on the star at his breast.

“Last time we talked,” the sheriff said,
“TI talked straight and you talked crooked,
Reta. Let’s not have it that way this time.”

The woman flinched as though he'd
struck her.

“No, AL she whispered, fighting back
the tears, “it wasn't that way at all. I
planned to go through with it. He came
and knocked on my window and pleaded
with me . . ., I="

“I see,” said Brubaker. “I always won-
dered. Why'd you listen to him? You were
promised to me!”

“I didn't know then,” she said, a catch
in her voice. “I didn't know until after
the boy came—then I knew.”

She looked at the lawman, her eyes
pleading with him to understand.

“I was made to be a mother, Al,” she
si.id, “and Matt was wild, headed for trou-
ble. He needed mothering, and I mistook
my feeling for love. I found later that I had
never leved him.”

“I see,” said the sheriff again. “And
how'd things go with you—how did he
die?”

“He stayed straight, Al, for ten years—
then he started on the wild trail again. I
did all I could but I couldn’t hold him
back.”

“How did he die?"” repeated Brubaker.

The woman looked desperately down at
her son and then made a movement of her
hands to her throat. There was no need
for her to speak—Matt Phillips had died
by the rope.

The sheriff looked at the boy, backed
against his mother, and he could see the
eyes, the firm and determined mouth of
his father in him. A man who had once
been his best friend and whom he had
known more Iintlmately than he had
known any ether seul,

“Matt wasn’t bad, Reta,” he said, choos-
ing his words carefully. “He was raised
wrong—without respect for the law.”

His hand, with its slender fingers,
strayed to the star on his vest.

“I've seen many a outlaw bronc,” he
said, “that would have made a prime
horse except for wrong breaking.”

“What has Bill done, Sherifff?" Reta
Phillips asked again, and Brubaker’s quick
thought took note of the fact that she ad-
dressed him now by the title of his office
rather than by his name,

“It's a mite serious, Reta,” he replied.
“Seems he had a dog that was poisoned."”

“I did!” burst out the kid, who had been
wide-eyed and silent during the inter-
change between his mother and this new-
comer with the star of authority. “They
spread poison on our land—he died some-
thin’ awful!”

“I've seen it, Bill,” said the sheriff. “I
had a dog myself at your age. Still, that
don't allow you to shoot Brent’s windmill
and tank full of holes. You might have hit
someone too—then it would have been
murder,”

“Bremt’s tank!” gasped the woman, hor-
ror coming to her face. “His windmill!':- -

“Yes,” said Brubaker, and he hated him-
self as he said it. “I'll have to take the
little tyke over there and settle it. Brent
and his nephew might not be easy. with
him—special with rustling geing on, too.
Brent’s nephew figgers on belng the next
sheriff.”

“T ain't rustled no cows, Mother,"” the
kid protested stoutly. “I wouldn’t do noth-
ing like that—I'm going to be a sheriff,
when I grow up.”

ERE came the pounding of hoofs in

the yard and the sheriff, turning-to
look from the window, saw Sam Cloud
dismoeunt before the door. He swaggered
from his horse, his black eyes alight with
what seemed to Brubaker to be a trium-
phant gleam. He walked through the open
deer and stood, spraddle-legged, survey-
ing the three in the reem. His eyes fihally
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Game to rest on the sheriff.

“Beat me to it, I see,” he said, his voice
tinged with bitterness. “I happened to hear
that the.kid had a forty-five seventy—
knowed right off that he done the shoot-
ln’.”

The mild blue eyes of Brubaker were
bleak on the man now.

“And what,” he said, “are you going to
do about it? The kid's in the wrong, of
course, but kids sorta resent poisoning of
their dogs.”

“Yes,” piped up Bill, “and I think he
done it a’purpose—Rover always made
such a fuss when he came here—he was
gllus hanging around. The dog didn’t like

im.”

“So,” said Brubaker slowly, “you were
always hanging around, Cloud. What do
you think I should do with Bill, hers?"

Cloud looked at the woman with eyes
that roamed over her shapely body and
the sheriff's mind went back to amother
man who had looked at her in the same
manner.

“It depends,” Cloud said, holding Reta's
eyes with his own. “Shooting up folks'
buildings is a serious offems=—I] could
have him sent away to the reform school
for a long spell—special after his dad's
record.”

The sheriff came to his feet and moved
to face the man.

“Keep your tongue off the kid’s dad,”
he snapped. “I knew him—he was a fine
mam7* -

“Hah,” snorted Cloud, “maybe you two
were of the same stripe, Sheriff. Phillips
was—"

Brubaker leaned slightly forward and
whipped a blow from his hips that landed
flush on the bigger man’s mouth. The man
staggered back, catching at the wall for
support, while blood came to his lips. His
black eyes blazed with anger as his hand
dropped to his Colt. Brubaker’s cutter
tipped out of the leather and its ugly snout
eentered on the man’s ehest,

“Speak your piece, Cloud,” he _rasped,
“and lay off the kid's dad. He was a good
man-”

“Gee whiz,” exclaimed Bill in glee, “did
you see the sheriff work that owlhoot over,
Mother?"

Cloud’s hand came away from his weap-
on

“Remember,” he said softly, “that I'll be

sheriff come fall, mister.”

“What are you going to ask me to do to
the kid?" repeated Brubaker,

Sam Cloud swiveled his eyes from the
sheriff to the woman.

“It's up to her,” he said. “Ves, he goes
scot free. No, and we railroad him to the
reformatory.”

“Yes and no,” puzzied the lawman.
“Wixat do you meamn?”

Brubaker looked at Reta Phillips and
he knew, from her eyes, what Cloud had
meant.

She set her jaw, tilted her chin, and
with color rising in her face she said, “I'm
going to marry Sam, Sheriff—he asked
me last week,” Her eyes weren’t happy.

For long moments Brubaker looked at
the woman, thinking of the twenty years
that had passed, realizing that they were
as nothing, and that from the mement he’d
seen her again and knew that Matt Phil-
lips was dead heope had come t6 him once
mere. Here was the same old stery all
over agaln after twenty years—anether
man was to elaim her when he felt that
she was his.

Brubaker slid his forty-four back into
leather and walked toward the door.

“Well,” he said, “if that goes for Sid
Brent, too, I guess my job here is done.”

“It had better be,” growled Cloud, mov-
ing to lay a heavy hand on the lawman's
arm, halting his progress. “I'll be paying
you back for the slug in the mouth, Bru-
baker—shortly, and with interest.”

The sheriff "brushed the man’s hand
from his arm and went out the door.

He rode over the ridge with his mind
filled with many things while hopelessness
took over, It was time to move on to other
pastures, he thought, but, still, he couldn’t
leave unfinished business behind. Some-
body was still rustling Brent’s steek.

He rode slowly back to Cameo and up
the dusty street while his hatred of the
town flooded up to bring sullen lines to his
face. He stabled his horse behind the jail
and settled himself in his chalr, trying to
focus his mind on the job at hand, but
finding only a mental pleture of a woeman
who had not changed fer him in twenty
years. She had been enly seventeen the
night befere she was te have matried Al
Brubaker. At thirty-seven she still had
the same tilt te her head, the same sweei-
ness te her mouth, the same power 6 draw
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him to her, to make him yeamm to hold her
in his arms. Strangely, from Mexico to
Canada, he had found no other woman
who so quickened the pulse of life for him,
By power of will he brushed her image
from his brain and picked up the small
stack of mall on his desk.

A few circulars, wanted posters—and an
answer to the telegram he'd sent two days
before. He tore it open and read it with
satisfaction. The Basket brand, which could
be so easily formed by adding two horizon-
tal bars to the tips of Brenat's Diamond, and
running them ever te the One, belonged
to a man by the name of Blaekie Riggs.
Brubaker had enly been in Cames for
three fmenths, and he knew few pesple,
but he did knew ef Blaekie Riggs. A
shifty-eyed guaman with a spread iA the
brakes; a man, apparently, ef Mman
Brands, foF {his BRe Was newly recorded.
?ESE% eertainly, was the rustler ef Breats

SRUBAKER rose from his chair,
tightened his gun belt a notch to
make up for the dinner he'd not have
time to eat, pulled his long-barreled forty-
four and spun the eylinder. Then he went
out and climbed on his roan. A quick sure
job, he theught, and his work here would
be dene. He’d ride en then, for with Reta
Phillips married te Sam Cleud, the Cames
ga%ge would Beceme even mere repugnant
68 RHif:

He struck straight across the plain,
skirting Brent's spread, riding to where
the prairie broke down into the badlands.
Sitting here, blowing his horse, he could
see the endless expanse of mesa-topped
buttes walking away to the north, stepping
aeross the Dakota line and the Little
Missoeurl and en te the ready market at
the Milwaukee railhead.

Here was a land where men like Blackie
Riggs could thrive. A brand registered
that adapted itself to easy production from
the brand of a spread with large holdings
like Brent's. The choosing of prime three
year olds, a few at a time in the spring
and early summer and a drive across the
state line te the rallhead in the fall. This
would fet enrieh a man or break one like
Breat, but it weuld furnish an easy living
and meney t6 spend en liguer and an ee-
easisnal teet in Miles City.

Brubaker hadin't been in this country
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long but from childhood he'd known the
badlands. His eyes roved over this section
of them now, locating Blackie's poor build-
ings, noting the run of the draws, choosing
the most logieal for a holding place. Then
he dropped down frem the rim and rode
threugh the winding ehannels between
the serub-eedared buttes.

Blackie would never hold the stock at
his home spread, even though it was deep-
ly hidden in this wild land, but he would
hold them somewhere within an easy ride.

It took the sheriff two days to find that
place. Two days during which he lay often
on the butte tops and observed the man
below, and two days during which he ate
snared cottontail and drank alkali water.

When he did locate the tricky box can-
yon it was by following Blackie Riggs as
he drove one more fat three-year-old to it.
It appeared to be the steer that the sheriff
had ehased him and his partner from sev-
eral days back. Evidently Blackie, made
eautious by that brush with the law, had
laid lew for a time.

Brubaker watched the man pull down a
section of the cedar brush fence he had
across the mouth of the box canyon, saw
him drive the three-year-old through and
build it up again. And while Blackie Riggs
went up the way, prebably to gloat over
the fifity-odd fat steers growing fatter daily
eA the lush grass ef the eanyen bottem,
the little sheriff greund:-reined his rean
and sneaked up te esneeal himself in the
sage near the eutlet te the eattle trap:

He was hunkered down there when the
man came out, crawling between the cedar
limbs to stand erect. Blackie Riggs was a
big man, almost as big as Sam Cloud, with
a dark beard and a quick, nervous way of
moving—a suspicious man, and a danger-
6us one.

Brubaker came to his feet, hardly thirty
feet away, and spoke to him softly as he
appraised the canyon block.

“Blackie,” said Sheriff Brubaker, “you'd
better raise 'em—and don’t turn around.”

The sheriff's calm and matter-of-fact
voice seemed to act on the big man as
though he'd been prodded in the rear with
a long-spined cactus. He turned around
fast, with his cutter leaping from his hol-
ster and up. The man who'd been a deputy
frem Mexieo to Canada, and a full sheriff
efly enee, shet him neatly in the ehest,
evenl as the rustler’s lead whistled within
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inches of his ear.

It took a little time for Blackie Riggs to
pass on to wherever it is that rustlers go,
and in that space of time when a man
hovers on the threshold of a new life be-
yond, Brubaker did what he could for the
man he'd been forced to down. Then he

buried him in his own yard and rode -

away, driving fifty odd fat steers back to
.Brent’s range.

¥ - He came down into Brent's yard with
the cattle bawling and lunging forward for
water.at the tank. Brent and Sam Cloud
,came out hastily. Brubaker swung down
and faced the pair.

“These are your steers, Brent,” he said,
“I caught a gent by the name of Blackie
Riggs holding 'em in a box canyon.”

“You let him get away, I suppose,” said
Sam Cloud, his keen eyes sharp on the
sheriff.

“No,” said Brubaker, “I didn’t. He drew
on me and I had to bring him down.”

Brent stepped forward to grasp the
sheriff's hand.

“Brubaker,” he said, “I gave you two
jebs to do and you did them both—in top
fashion. I'm sorry that Sam's so set on
being the next sheriff, but seeing he’s my
own flesh and blood I'll have to support
him come election. He'll be married by
then and settled down—a family man,
He'll see that Reta Phillips’ kid don’t get
into any more devilment. I'm sure though,
thatSaugflli be right proud to make you his

Brubaker swiveled his eyes around to
meet those of the rancher, which were
now friendly.

“Blackie Riggs had a partner on this
rustling deal. I didn’t catch him, but I

know who he was. Blackie spilled the
beans before he passed on. If 1 was you,
Brent,” Brubaker said, quite clearly and
distinctly, “I'd see that my nephew was
out of the county by morning—I told I3{01;1,
first off, that he was a suspicious looking
character.”

Brent whirled around to look at Sam
€loud.

“You can't prove nothin', mister,” Cloud
growled, as his eyes flickered from one
man to the other.

“I think I can,” saild Brubaker softly.
“Blackie you beth dreve the stoek to
the railhead—you'd better be gone when
I eome back from checking there.”

Brent looked at his nephew and what
he saw in the man's eyes brought him ne
comfort, ]

“You'd better ride, Sam," he said,
“Now.*

Cloud averted his eyes as he walked to
the corral, tossed a loop on his brone,
saddled and rode east, headed for the
Dakota line.

“I'm sorry, Brent,” said Brubaker, “that
it had to be this way.*

Brent fastened his eyes on the. sheriff's
mild ones and his look carried no hint of
resentment,

“I don't ask a sheriff," he snapped, “to
hedge from his duty. I'm sorry that you
don’t like our country, Brubaker, 1'd be
right proud to support you for election.”

Brubaker turned away and thrust his
boot into his stirrup, swinging up to swivel
the roan around toward where Reta Phil-
lips' homestead la¥.

“Thanis, Brent,” he said, “I'd like that.
I've changed my mind—I reckon I'll setille
down here.”
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THIRSTY
HORSHE

by
BUCK
WINSOR

swaggering gait that was as much

a part of the man as was the old
cloak he wore. The cloak was fastened at
his neck across his broad shoulders. It
once had been a bright bird's egg blue,
but the color had faded with the years,

His red and white checked flannel shirt
was faded, too, from many washings.
There was a patch on one leg of his gray
trousers; the high walking boots he wore
had covered a lot of miles through the
wild reglons of the cow country.

At first glance Andy MacDonald looked
old, for his thick dark hair grew long at
the back of his neck. The big, whimsical
face that was shaded by the brim of a bat-
tered gray Stetson was sadly in need of
a shave, but it was not the way of a Mac-
Donald to bother about such trifling de-
tails.

“ *Tis a morning fit for the gods, Bruce,”
MacDonald exclaimed in his deep, boom-
ing voice. “With us both well fed and the
warm sun beating down on us in all its
glory, what more could be asked for man
or beasit?”

MacDonald glanced back at the heavily
loaded burro that he was leading down a
steep mountain trail. Bruce wiggled his
left ear, and MacDonald's hearty laugh

ANDY MacDONALD walked with a

MacDonald led a
heavily loaded
burro down thé
mountain trail

was a joyous sound in the still, clear air.

“So that's your opinion, is it, Bruce?
MacDonald said as the laughter died
away, but there was still a twinkle in the
dark eyes. “A mere twist of your ear and
you make a mockery of a man's ravings
about the wonders of nature. How -long
has it been that we have traveled these
trails together, and I learned you were a
critic at heart? Five years, seven, the
exact number I nay remember, MacDon-
ald, itinerant peddler and his faithful
burre,”

Bruce uttered what might have been
considered a snort as they went ol. The
trail, high on the side of a towering cliff,
narrowed until it was not more than a
shelf five feet wide. MacDonald looked
down into the valley far below. From
here the tops of the trees looked like a
featherbed of green into which a man
might tumble and sleep in comfort. Be-
jond the trees a winding road was a
slender brown ribbon,

To the northward MacDonald saw an
Overland stage rolling along the road. The
coach and the four-horse team looked
like a tiny toy with which a child might
play. The driver and the express guard
were little dolls on top of the box. The
stage was moving along at a good clip.

Sometimes a Burro Can Recognize a Killer!
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“There they go,” MacDomald said.
‘“Hurrying, always hurrying to get some-
where. 'Tis the way of some folk to be
rushing through life, but with me it is
different, Ay, Andy MacDonald is a
patient soul.”

He glanced back at Bruce, and the burro
wiggled both ears.
> “Is there nothing I can say that suits
you this morming, Bruce?” MacDonald
demanded in pretended anger as he halted
and turned to face the burro. “You don't
even believe that I'm a patient sowl?”

Bruce walked forward and nuzzied the
big man's arm with his nose. MacDonald
laughed again and scratched the burro's
right ear with his strong fimgers.

“Then friends we still be,” MacDonald
said. “Amd that's the way of it, Bruce.” ,

EE AGAIN gazed down into the valk

ley. The stage had traveled much
further along the road. Now it was in a
direct line with the mountain trail. Mac-
Donald gasped. It seemed that an invis-
ible hand grasped the stage driver and
flung him off the top of the coach. The
guard raised his rifle to his shoulder.
-The invisible hand appeared to strike
him, tee. He tumbled off the seat, turned
ever ifi the air, the rifle ﬁgiﬁg eut of his
hands, thef hit the greund.

“Holdup!"” muttered MacDomald. “There
are evil forces at work down there below™

Resentment was deep within him, for
=Andy MacDonald was an honest man and
hated outlaws and killers. Yet there was
nothing he could do but watch. It would
take him an hour, perhaps even longer
to get down there to the stage road, and
he earried ne gun.

Gone was the humor in the big face,
and the dark eyes were cold. Despite what
he had told the burro a few minutes ago

: Andy MacDonald was not always a patient
man.

He saw the stage horses run a little dis-
tance, -no. one handling the double reins
and then the left front wheel of the coach
struck a big rock at the side of the road
with such force that it was shattered. The
stage sagged and halted, the horses
stopped in a wild tangle.

Out from some boulders rode a solitary

_ oorsenmam. Heee wises seo féar cownegyy thieett it waeess
hard for MacDomald to be sure whether
~thHeepyzan inntheesadddée wessmesieed oornudt

™

but it looked that way. The horse ap-
peared to be a big bay.

The rider swung out of his saddle. He
went to the stage and climbed up on top
of it. He picked up the express box and
tossed it down to the road. Then he
climbed down off the coach. That one of
the stage horses had fallen and the other
three were kicking and struggling did not
seemn to eoncern him in the least,

“He might waste a little of his time get-
ting those poor beasties out of that tangle,”
MacDomald said as he watched. “ 'Tis the
human thing to do.”

The stage robber picked up the express
box and tied it to the back of the cantle
of his saddle, on top of a bedroll that was
fastened there. Then he swung into his
saddle and rode away, disappearing among
the trees.

To MacDomald’s relief the stage horse
that had fallen managed to get to its feet.
The other animals quieted down and
stopped kicking and trying to get away.
They stood patiently waiting for the driv-
er who would never handle their reins
again,

“Ihat’s better, much better,” MacDon-
ald said as he continued on down the
ledge trail with Bruce following at the
end of the lead rope. “Now I wonder if
the stage robber just happened to spot
me up here or did those trees hide me
frem his view.”

He glanced back at Bruce. The burro
evidently had no opinion on the subject
for his ears were perked forward and re-
mained that way. MacDonald lapsed into
silence as he walked on.

He was heading for a town down in the
valley below, for he needed food supplies.
The pack on the burro’s back was loaded
with tin ware, kitchen utensils, and a
few novelties that MacDonald hoped to
sell to the women end echildren at the
ranehes in the valley. At least, he hoped
the mothers would be interested iA buy-
ing the few toys he eatried for their kids,

The trail was long, and when he reached
the foot of it MacDomald was tired and
willing to rest. In the foothills below the
moumntains he discovered a place where
there was good grass and a small creek.

“We'll stay here for a while, Bruce,” he
said as he unfastened the pack and lifted
it off the burro. “A wee bit of rest will
nay harm the both of us.”
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He took off Bruce'’s halter and let the
burro graze, knowing that he would not
wander - far away. MacDonald went to
the creek and knelt and had a drink of
the clear, cool water. As he finished, a
man dressed in range eclothes and riding
a sorrel horse rode into the clearing.

MacDomald  swung his cloak around
him as he stood watching the new arrival
and managed to look like the noblest Ro-
man of them all.

“Howdy,” said the man on the sorrel.
“John Boland is my name. From the de-
scriptions I've heard of you, reckon you
are Andy MacDonald the peddler.”

“A man of discernment you are, Bo-
land,” MacDomnald said. “Amd rightly you
guessed that I'm Andy MacDonald, the
peddler, and what is the means of your
livelihood?”

Boland grinned. He was a lean dark-
haired man. “Reckon you could call me
a rancher,” he said. “Leastwise I've got me
a little spread about two miles west of
here.”

“In that case perhaps I might interest
you in some of the latest products on the
market in kitchen utensils,” said Mac-
Donald. “For instance I have an excellent
frying pan that will stand a lot of rough
usage. A coffee pot that really boils
eneugh coffee for a ranch crew.”

“Sounds interesting,” said Boland. “But
I've got just about all that stuff I need
right now.” <

He rode over to the creek and watered
his horse. MacDomald watched with in-
terest and then turned his gaze to the
left as another man rode into the clearing.
The second arrival was heavy-set and
also dressed in range clothes. His bay
horse looked as if it had been ridden fast
and faf,

“Visitors’ day for the MacDomnald,” Mac-
Donald said softly to himself,

“RUCE had paid no attention to the
arrival of Boland. But when the sec-
ond man appeared the burro lifted his
head and brayed.

“Still a critic at heart,"” muttered Mac-
Donald. “And he may be right.”

“I'm Gregg Hunter, U. S. marshal,”
said the stocky man, glaring at MacDonald
and then at Boland as he rode back from
the creek. “Who are you men?"

“The name is MacDonald,” said the

peddler. “Amd the tone of your voice
is not soothing to the ears, Marshal.”

MacDonald gazed thoughtfully at the
back of Hunter's saddle. There was a
saddle roll tied to the cantle, a roll
weapped in a blanket. The top part of it
had heen pressed down as though some
fairly heavy objeet had rested on it.

“Never mind my voice,” Hunter said,
swinging out of the saddle and ground-
hitching his horse by dropping the reins.
“It suits me.”

The bay was tired and thirsty. He edged
toward the creek and then halted as he
found -his reins were dragging. He had
been well trained. “My mame is Boland,”
said the ranch owner. “Something on
your mind, Marshall?"

“There is,” snapped Hunter. “Where
were you about two hours ago, Bolamdi?"

“On the range, hunting strays,” said
Boland. “I'm still hunting them. Just
stopped here to water my horse.”

MacDonald walked over and opened
his pack. Hunter . quickly covered him
with his gun. “What are you getting out
of there?” the stocky man demanded.

“Some cooking utensils that I prom-
ised to show Boland,” said MacDonald.
“He said he might be interested in buy-
ing some.”

Boland started to speak and then re-
mained silent. MacDonald drew out a
heavy iron frying pan, a big coffee pot
and a pan that was highly polished and
gleamed beightly in the sunlight. —

“Never mind that stuff” said Hunter
impatiently. “Where were you twe hours
ago, MacDonaldi?”

‘“Watching a man shoot and kill the
driver and guard and then rob the Over-
land stage.” MacDomnald stood erect, the
pan in his hand. “A man whe rode a bay
hotse and who showed se little considera-
tlen for animals that he wouldn’t bother
to take time to get the stage horses eut of
the tangle they were in.”

“ t s0,” said Hunter covering
MacDonald and Boland with the gun he
held in his hand. “I was sure I saw sonie-
one up on the side of the eliff watching,
but eouldn’t tell who it was up there.”

“A U. S. marshal and you admit robbing
the stage,” said Boland in surprise.

“He’s not a marshal,” said MacDonald.
“I've met just about every lawman in this

(Conotlded on page 398)
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THE TEXAS RANGERS

LL that drizzly day he died, my
- old Uncle Levi was searching for

that creek with the solid gold bot-
tom—found, then lost, by the Texas Rang-
ers, He never found a bar of gold for all
his poking into ereek beds all over the hill
eeuntry. Onee, he did see something yel-
lew and shaped in a bar fleating toward

By HAROLD PREECE

him. It turned out to be a cake of Octagon
soap that had got away from some moun-
tain woman doing her washing upstream.

But my ancient kinsman, who used rat-
tlesnake oil for rheumatism, wasn't the

"If You're Out to Chase Men, You Can't Chase Dollars!”
81
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only Texan who left calf-brandin’ to start
prospectin’ when they heard yarns of lost
treasure spun by old Rangers. My folks
in the hill country swear that the Rangers
sent as many good folks hunting with
pickaxes as t efr sent bad hombres pack-
ing to Boet Hill,

Wherever retired Rangers gather, the
talk always turns to fabulous tales of
buried gold, heard from Mexican sheep-
herders or from mysterious Indians carry-
ing eharts showing where treastire is lo-
cated. It was the kind of lere that sprout-
ed up naturally ameng hard-riding, hard-
fighting men whe risked their lives every
day fof a farmhand’s wages.

Starvation pay was such a sore spot that
the Rangers of Captain Sul Ross’ great
company sang around their campfires:

Those great alligators, the state legislators.

Are puffing and blowing, two thirds of the
time,

About rangers and rations, never put in our

poc

A tenth of a dollar;

They do not regard us, they will not reward
us,

Those hungry and haggard with holes m our
coats.

But the election is coming, and there will
be drumming,

And praising our valor to purchase our votes.

Uncle Levi used to hum that song to me
when he'd take time off from hunting for
the gold-bottomed creek to fill up on one
of my mother’s good meals. He was sure
that the Rangers had lost the creek after
findiing it because they weren't mountain
men. He knew the hills like any wild
deer, and he was still swearing ta make
us. all rich when he died.

Rangers Hunt Comanches

1 hope he’s walking some golden streets
in glory because his only reward for plug-
ging Comanches on earth was a tiny pen-
sion. Anyhow, as he and others told the
story, Captain Ben McCulloch’s main
body of Texas Rangers was camped in
that pioneer hill country settlement of
Hamilton Valley, back in the 1840's. Their
job was to clear the country, lying along
the Colorado River, of Comanches so that
more white settlers could prove up home-
steads in that big, lonesome section.

Two Rangers, on scout duty, got lost

from their comrades in those strange, wild
hills. To make matters worse, their ponies
strayed off during the night. Then a dense
fog, lasting all day and night, kept them
from finding their eamp. The waterholes
were dried up from the seorching midsum-
mer drought and they wandered all day
tired and thirsty, hungry and foetsere.

On the morning of the second day, they
struck out early, hoping to find water or
thelr camp before the sun got too hot.
They beat their way up one rugged hill

fter the other. But, always, the ground
they seanned below was unfamiliar.

Finally, they saw a little green valley
from the summit of a low-lying hill.- A
line of trees indicated the presence of‘a
stream. They hurried down and gorged
themselves on cool, clear water. As they
lay resting, ene of the Rangers, idly glane-
ing inte the stream, sprang upright.

“Come here and look!"” he shouted to his
comrade. Then the second man's jaw
dropped. The whole bottom of the creek
was shot through with tiny, gleaming yel-
low particles.

“We've lost our horses, saddles -and
guns,” the first Ranger shouted, “but now
we can buy all the horses and saddles and
gugs in Texas. Gold—gold—gold without
end!”

They were sure that they could find
the place again. They scooped up a hand-
ful of the particles and wrapped them in
a bandana. Then they started climbing
anether hill. in the seareh for their tamyi,

Halfway up the hill, the second Ranger
stopped and pointed toward an old live-
oak tree, From the fork of the tree, pro-
truded an old piek minus a handle and se
imbedded in the tree growth that they
eouldn’t pull it eut. The ether end of the
piek &emted straight toward the ereek
with the gelden bed.

“Some prospector’s been here before
us,” the first Ranger commented. “He put
this pick here to mark his claim.”

“And probably got scalped by Coman-
ches,” the second one commented. “We'll
come back here and stake out the creek
after we're discharged.

Late that night, the two Rangers found
their camp. They said nothing to their
comrades. But they wangled a furlough
and took their bandana of gold to the-lit-
tle town of San Marcos, a pioneer trading
post of the hill country.
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They hunted up an old man who'd been
a mining - engineer in. Germany before
Prussian oppression drove him to farming
in Texas. He polished up a dusty eye
glass, and squinted through it at the yel-
low particles.

“It's real gold,” he said. “Drift gold
washed down from a bigger mother lode
which may be a long way off. But you'll
have made one of the biggest strikes ever
seen in any country if you can find it.”

Tihey Died Poor

Maybe, those two Texans were fooled

by the hot reflection of the sun on creek
bottom pebbles. Maybe the old German,
a kindly soul, didn't want to diisappoint
two lads who got little in the way of ma-
terial reward for risking their necks to
bring civilization to this raw, untamed
country. Men who are lost and hungry
and thirsty can see many strange things
that never exist outside their heads.
-. But, after their discharge, that pair
made trip after trip baek to the hill coun-
try, looking for that little creek, taunting
faen like my Unele Levi, who always
swore that he eeuld find the ereek if he
eould find the tree with the eld pick. He
never feund either, even if he's still
dreaming abeut them there in the State
Cemetery at Austin where he lies buried
with ather eld-timers.

Many an ex-Ranger has busted many a
Jdick, looking for the lost treasure of Casa
Blanca, that crumbling old Spanish mis-
slon on the Nueces River, not far from
the Mexican border. When the Catholic
Chureh abandoned the place around 18868,
it was eccupied by a Mexican sheepman
and semi-outlaw. He became rich from
his and other men's sheep. A gang of
Mexiean bandits invaded his place, tied
him and tertured him till he teld them
where his money was cached,

Whereupon, they calmly cut his throat,
grabbed his fortune and prepared to go.
But luck was against them as it had been
against the sheepman. A rival gang of
outlaws rode up and besieged them.

Under cover of night, the first gang hid
the money in an old rock corral near the
mission. Next morming, the battle began
again and the first gang fled from the
place to hide in the chaparral.

One of them, a sinister hombre named

Caraval, found himself eut off and-sur-
rounded by men of the second gang. As
a shot ripped into his body, he recognized
his killer as his own younger brother to
whom he had first taught the bandit trade.

Family loyalty is a touching thing. The
elder brother is supposed, with his last
dying gasp, to have told the younger one
where the money was hidden.

But when the second gang went back
to the corral, they met the Texas Rangers.
As a Nueces River sheepherder told me
the story, all but one of the gang were
overtaken and killed in a wild chase
toward the border. The lone survivor is
supposed to have told a Ranger, whose
name is forgotten, the loeation of the
cache in exchange for his fife.

But not one of the old Texans, skimping
along on Ranger pensions, has ever found
a dime for all their digging around the
site. A Texan named Reems, now dead,
knew the murdered sheepman and found
a deep hole, that was a likely hiding spot,
in the old corral. But, today, the corral
has been torn down without even a rock
print left in the ground to identify its
location,

Another Ranger treasure yarn has to
do with a lost quicksilver mine on the
Sabinal River of the hill country. There,
during the Seventies, Rangers were also
serving as an advance guard for early set-
tlers. To while away the time, the Texans
went in for frequent target practice.

One Ranger aimed his gun at a ground
squirrel perched on the brink of its hole.
By chance, he looked in the hole and saw
something that locked slippery gray.

It was quicksilver. The Ranger dug into
the hole and dipped up a canful of it. He
passed the can around to his comrades,
and they rubbed their guns with his find.

Thirty years later, a grizzled old man
showed up in the county. Pioneer settlers
recognized him as one of that long-dis-
banded Ranger company. For weeks, he
poked around the river bottoms, saying
nothing about his business. Then he
pulled out, to returh a short time later
with an eld eomrade of the same company,

With the help of the pioneers, the pair
established, beyond doubt, the site of the
old camp. Then they signed a contract
with the owner of the property to mine
quicksilver on a share basis.

Every rancher in the country started
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digging holes, hoping to find the valuable
mineral underneath. They found nothing
but mouldering bones of dead Indians.

The two old fighters worked harder
than anybody. They dug enough trenches
around the old camp place to bury every
Indian ever killed in Texas. Finally, when
they realized that their task was fruitless,
they slipped out quletly and went home to
live en their Ranger pensioens.

The old camp location is close to a big
geological fault that has laid bare millions
of tons of igneous rocks. Quicksilver is
often found in just such strata. It must
have embarrassed those two old-timers
plenty that slippery stuff could dodge
them successfully when slippery hombres
never did.

But the most famous of all the Ranger
treasurer tales deals with a huge sum of
gold buried somewhere on Red River. It
involves a noted Texas filibusterer, Colo-
nel Jacob Snivley.

Texas was then an independent repub-
lic, constantly at war with the Mexican
nation that it had busted loose from. At
the same time, the Lone Star Republic
claimed New Mexico, still attached to Old
Mexico, as part of its territory. Using this
as excuse, Snivley and his men frequently
crossed into New Mexico to help them-
selves to Mexican pack trains under the
axeuse of “repelling invaders.”

Mexico deposited its money at a bank
in St. Louis, which meant that all its gold
shipments had to be sent by wagon across
the hostile territory of Texas. Somewhere
around 1845, the American Government in
Washington pressured the Texas Govern-
ment inte assigning a detachment of Rang-
ers to protect a shipment.

The Rangers didn't like the job, but or-
ders were orders. The wagon crew didn't
like these gringos, but they liked Sniv-
ley's men even less. The wagon-master
was Increasingly nervous as the caravan
pulled deeper into Texas with those silent
guards riding behind. He heaved a sigh of
relief when the wagons neared Red River
and the United States berder where the
Mexicans expected te be met by a con-
tingent ef American troeps.

Within a mile of the river, in sight of
American territory, the Mexicans saw
two aimed men riding toward them.
Quaking in his boots, the wagon-chief de-
cided that they were an advance corps of

Snivley’s. He feared that, if it came to
Texan against Mexican, the Rangers would!.
side with Snivley. It was the jittery mis-
take of a jittery man.

The wagon-master headed his caravan
back down the thousand-mile trail to
Mexico. An old Ranger, who rode with
the Texan guards, said that the Mexicans
buried five hundred dollars on a hill a
mile south of a big cottonwood tree. An-
other five hundred was cached on top of
the next hill. These “burials” were sim-
ply to be "markers” for the bulk of the>
treasure, a huge fortune, deposited in a
“grave” on the third hill.

Buried Goid Lures Officers

Not long afterward, Texas was in the
Union and the United States was fighting
Mexico about it. - No Mexicans ever came
back to claim the treasure. But many a
Ranger, hearing the story around the
campfire, has mortgaged everything he
owned in the hope of getting rich quick.
But if the gold is still there, only the hoot
owls and the ringtall cats of the East Texas
Piney Woods know where it's buried.

One of the few Texas Rangers who ever
went bad, Bass Outlaw, spent months
searching for $50,000 in silver supposed-
ly hidden in the rugged country of the
Big Bend by bandit Joha Flint.

Flint and his gang were wiped out in
1891 by Captain Frank Jones’ Ranger
command. Three bandits survived, but-
stubbornly refused to reveal the loeation
of the loot grabbed in a train robbery.

At the time, Bass Outlaw was a ser-
geant in Jones' Company D. After Cap-
tain Jones had booted him out of the
Rangers for drunkemnness, the sullen little
man started looking for Flint's treasure.
He dug for weeks till he ran out of grub,
money, and whisky.

Finally, he came to the same bad end as
John Flint. He killed Ranger Joe Mec-
Kidrict in a drunken spree at El Paso and
wat, in turn shot by Marshal Selman.

Somewhere, a lot of buried treasure lies
hidden under the dust and under the tall
tales of Texas. “The Texas Rangers never
lost a man and never found a dollar,” so
one old fighter told me with a twinkle in
his eye. “But If you're cut out to chase
men, you'll Aever have mueh luek ¢hasing
dellars.”



There was an evil-eyed
blur of dirty gray in the
snow

THE GRUB-LINE RIDE!

By WILLIAM O'SULLIVAN

You couldn’t drive Old Man Casparr out of the hills nor make
him admit lonelinesss, but “Silent” Dackson learned the thouth

E FIRST HEAVY SNOW caught

‘ ! “Siflent” Jackson north of the bad-

ds and close to the Montana

border. The flakes were swirled by the

northwest wind into forms that took more

definite shape with the afternoon darken-

ing of the skies, and the usually reliably

Buster was beginning to spook with each
new gust-powered shape.

“Shoulda stayed at the Creighton
spread there by the Big Laramie,” Silent
thought as he twisted his head to blink
frost-crusted eyelids back at Shorty, his
pack horse. Shorty had taken to bucking
the leadrope, and was not in tempo with
Buster. But things appeared all right
where Shorty was half-hidden by the
snowfall. ‘Damnged if oV Creighton ain’t
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wise to me.”

It had all looked very good and snug
to him back there at the Diamond-C
Ranch. Just like it did every year at this
time when Silent Jackson headed his
pony up out of the Eastern Colorado
country through Wyoming and to the
southeast edge of Montana.

Good big bunkhouses, the Diamond-C
had—plenty wood to feed the fat stoves.
The Chinee cook had a way with chuck,
too. And Laramie Town not too far away.
But the work!

“Happens I can use a man for winter
work,” Carlos Creighton had said gruffly.
And as if he were saying it to Silent Jack-
son for the first winter, he added, “Mostly
it will be forking hay to the home-corral
stock—the blooded bulls and the winter
cavwy. A little fence-mending, and wood
to be sawed and ehepped and split.”

“No riding,” Silent had murmured an-
swer, as if for the first time also. “I can
ride.”

“I didn't judge you walked here,”
Creighton had commented acidly. “How-
somever, it appears you are heading the
wrong direction for riding, friend. I mean
for rlding weork.”

Silent’s now full stomach, slowly and
thoroughly packed with the three-times-
around meal he'd just stowed away fol-
lowing Creighton’s none too hearty invita-
tion to light and eat, attested to the
strangeness of its plentitude by issuing a
giant beleh that took Silent by surprise.

But Creighton’s meaning was not lost
on him. The big rancher had figured him
for a grubline rider—a cowboy whose line
riding consisted of the shortest distance
between one well-stocked chuckhouse and
the next. But the West's code-of-manners
Ereeluded a host from ever letting a man

new he knew he was a grubline rider,

“Ain’t a thing north of here in the way
of work,” Creighton had said bluntly, this
fourth year that Silent had been agreeable
to climb down and partake of the good
ehuek and the comfortable bunks that
Diamend-C boasted. “Or do you have
other work this year te the east or to the
west?”

“It ain't exactly sure,” Silent murmured
evasively.

“I bet not!” Creighton agreed heartily.

So Silent had lighted, had stabled Bus-
ter and Shorty in unaccustomed luxury.

He had mads use of the Diamond-C?
smithy to reshoe the horses and had bor-t
rowed tools to repair his rigging and his
bedroll and patch his tarpaulin. . That had
taken the best part of two days.

Just before he was ready to leave, he
asked, almost casually, “That rangy, big
bay hoss I see in your east pasture, the:
one with the white socks an' the star-
marking on his face—is he for sale? The
one with the Box-C hrand Instead of a
Diamend-C?”

“Not for sale,” Creighton had sighed,
his manner asking the Deity for patience.
“Remermber how I told you that each
year one of my distant neighbors a few
hundred miles north checks his hoss when
he rides down to provision himself, am
goes back by »

“Could be I do,” Silent admitted apolo-
getically.

Creighton nodded. “Expect I might see
you again come Sprimg?”

Silent managed to make his face solemn
when he appeared to comsider the pros-
pect, and then nodded the possibility of
it. “By Joe, I wouldn’t be surprised,” he
murmured.

REE CAMPFIRES later he was edg-
ing out of the badlands, and for the
second day he was aware of the spooki-
ness of the two horses. Amd just the night
before, when Sherty had snerted his
alarm at semething and Silent had rebuilt
the fire he had th@u%ht the light -was'
thrown baek at him from twe glaring,
savage mifrrers,

There had been a tang of snow in the
freshening westerly wind even that early,
so Silent had brewed his potent coffee
over the fire then and there, and he had
been In the saddle and away with the
reluetant dawn still twoe heurs east,

The snow had started to fall by the flat
gray light of midday. It started, not with
a few flakes windblown from afar, ner
gently over a widespread area, but as it
had been falling ever since, in large thick-
massed flakeg that slanted with the wind,

He pushed his ponies hard while day-
light held, pausing only to blow them and
water them at a fast-running rill that the
close-to-zero weather hadn’t frozen. He
had got off to drink and had just risen
when he thought he saw something grayer
than the white of the snow skulking close
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to Shorty. The pack horse squealed in
iilarm and lashed out with wicked hind
egs.

Silent went for his saddle gun, but
when he turned again the snow had been
once more white and steady and impene-
trable. There was a suspicion of indenta-
tions that had filled quickly with the smow'
when Silent, mounted again and with
Shorty on a snubbed lead-line, had circled
back to read sign. And if the indentations
meant what Silent suspected, that he had
been tracked over the last twe days by a
huge gray welf, he didna’t want to linger
till the beast meved in for a hunger-erazed
attael.

The rolling dunes that underlay the
snow were not so sharp in contour now,
and wider spaces of flat stretched back
under his slower, more careful, progress.
Silent had been going mostly on guess the
last two days, knowing that the valley he
was searching out ran morthwest-south-
east, and thus would intercept his line of
visien should he hit even reasonably close
te it

But in this snow, there was no vision
beyond the stream-white spurts issuing
from Buster's fear-flared nostrils, nor
back farther than the yellow-wihite teeth
that Shorty showed in alarm, almost ever
time Silent twisted to slant a look in bac!
of him.

Night caught him still in the badlands,
however, and with no means to start a five.
-Suddenly Silent became aware that he
was comfortable, very comfortable—too
comfortable. He knew then that he was
freezing to death, that this new sense of
well-being and security was the damger-
signal that his blood was sluggish in his
brain, and that his senses were drowning
in the inereasing cold that crept over the
badlands with the coming of night.

He slid down from Buster and grunted
with the shock of the -pi needles
sensation that started up in his numbed
feet and spread into his thighs. He thought
the horses were breaking into a run, and
he. moved to stop them; and then he
realized he had somehow fallen to his
knees. He seized Shorty's pack-rope as
the small horse was trudging wearily but
doggedly by, and Sherty eame to an
abrupt step.

Silent felt for the lead-rope, and then
when he realized his hands were numb, he

looked for it, and that way he got back to
Buster, who had also come to an uneasy,
eye-rolling stop. He stood by the left stir-
rup stamping pain, but stamping life, back
into his legs.

He pounded his mittened hands to-
gether until they hurt so that he all but
cried. Then he saw a dark-gray swirl
again, almost under Shorty. Shorty saw
something, too, and screamed with alarm,
and then Buster neighed shrilly and
serambled into a runaway sprint. Silent
managed to grab the stirrup as it was
flung baeck in a violent are, and he hung
en grimly.

Buster surrendered to the heavy pull
as he was dragged fifty feet, and then an-
other fifty. When he was able to get his
feet under him and haul himself upright
again, Silent clawed his right mitten off
and reached across Buster’s back to jerk
his saddle gun out of its scabbard.

IEANT THREATENED the swirling
\ ¥ snow with the piece, his eyes slits of
congealed mucous wrung from his lids by
the cold blasts. Then he remembered that
the last thing he wanted to do was to let
go a shattering erash with his saddle gun
while dismounted. If Buster bolted, tak-
Ing Shorty with him—!

He clawed his way back on his horse,
and was cradling the gun in its scabbard
when the low-swirled snow took shape
again, became a gaunt, fang-showing, evil-
eyed blur of dirty gray, and lunged as if
to hamstring Buster.

Silent flexed a stiff finger on the trigger
of the cocked gun, not even half aiming.
The gray shadow swirled away with a
snarl of rage. It was a giant, starving
wolf!

Buster broke, nearly unseating Silent,
Shorty, starting the other way at the same
moment, jerked Buster around and almost
pulled his feet out from under him; but
he stopped him. Silent cradled the gun
once more and spurred Buster ahead to
put space between him and the gray
shadew that werked ever cleser.

Then he heard it—dim and far away
and to the leeward of him as he quartered
head-on into the wind, so that he all but
missed it—back and to his right. Or was
it a mockery, as if the echo of his own shot
had been frozen into a delayed eche, a
reverberation that was slowed by the
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cold as Silent’s own life's-blood was be-
ing slowed by the cold?

If his cracked face could have smiled,
Silent would have grinned. Flat and far
away it was, and to the right, and behind.
But unmistakably there came another
shot.

Silent kneed Buster around in a half
turn to the direction of the sound, as
close as he could estimate it behind the
steadily falling curtain of white.

Fifty steps ahead, and Buster was press-
ing back, his ears twitching at some new
terror. Silent didn't force him hard. He
gentled him.

Then he saw it.

The ground dropped away swiftly, and
a wall of towering pines presented smowy
bayonets of branches to bar his progress.
It was the very western tip of the valley
Silent had sought and had so closely
missed. He pressed to the edge of the
shelf of snow that rimmed the timber,
knowing that if he followed it he would
eome to the place where a zigzag had been
eut threugh the protecting ring of trees
down inte the valley.

Once he found the dowm-trail, he
pressed Buster ahead at a faster pace,
snubbing Shorty’s line still closer. He was
gojng at a dangerously fast gallop down
the slick slope when a pinpoint of light
swung in a short arc straight ahead of
him.

He pulled up when the pinpoint grew
into a lantern, and the lantern cast its
feeble glow on the weathered and bearded
face that peered up at him from under the
brim of a shawl-wrapped hat.

“It’s me,” Silent croaked. “Can I stop
in for a spel®

“Oh, it's you again!” the old man with
the lantern accused, “Don’t see as how I
can rightly say no, do you? Turn your
hosses into the corral. They'll keep ontil
mornin’. Don't keep me waitln’, It's eold
out here!”

“A wolf,” Silent leaned down in his
saddle to yell. “A big gray wolf sneakin’
and—"

“Argh, it's a wolf now, is it? It's always
somethin’ with you, ain't it! Recollect it
was a painter, a big cat, last time; All
right, all right, turn them specimens o’
erowfait inte the stall-shed. They'll have
to occupy the same stall, an’ lueky te
have it, One o’ my besses:is strayed. It

appears like one of 'em is always strayin’.
Hurry it, now, young feller, if you plan to
get t'other side o’ my door this night.”

Silent Kkilled his stiff grin. “Want I
should bed down with my ponies until
mornin'? I cam—"

“Stop jawin’ and hurry back! Land o’
Goshen, you always was one to chew an’
jaw 'bout everything! As it happens, I'm
just about to grab some bait 'n' coffee.
Have you et?”

Silent spurred Buster away toward the
stall-shed—and remembered. He motioned
he could use the bearded valley man's
lantern, and managed to overlook it when
it was thrust with less than polite wel-
come into his hand.

“Must be quite a wolf ye seen, if you
think it's a-going to eat your hosses,” the
old man jibed. “You want I should come
out an’ pertect you whilst you beds your
erowhait downn?”

“Pll pull the doors shut until I get them
watered an' spill 'em some hay. Reckon
I'll be sleepin’ on the floor again, so I'll
bring my tack back with me to pillow me
down.”

“Well, I sure as blazes ain't sleepin’ on
no floor at my age,"” the old man crackled.
“Nor do I intend to sit up listenin’ to you
brag all night long. How’s things up
Montana way?"

Silent had the cold to help his face hold
impassive. “ 'Bout the same, near as I can
judge.”

“Beats me why you don’t keep goin’-ta-
East Colorady, if you are so all-fired amx-
ious to get you a winter job. Well. There
you go agin, jawin’ away whilst I freeze
to death! Hurry it up!?

Silent was twisting to stare back at the
swirling shadows as he clucked Buster
and Shorty along the dim outline of the
ranch buildings that crouched against the
weight of the snow.

His eyes were twinkling when he held
the lantern to look into the stalls that
neighbored Buster’s and Shorty’s. The
smell of horseflesh and leather and hay
was sweet to his nostrils.

“Well, if that ain't the big gray.I spent
good weeks a-lookin' for last year!” he
murmured. “Got you back, did he, Gray
Boy?” He looked at the rocking-ehair
steeds in the stalls beyend, and his grif
thawed wider. “Some folks is just befA
lueky,” He ehuekled,
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SILENT said nothing while he ate, nod-
ding vigorously now and then to the
old-timer’s talk of how the good-weather
months had gone,

The big gray had come back. Silent
would remember how they had looked for
the big gray? Well, he had come back. A
good hoss.

The Merino sheep had panned out good.
The - sheep had cost him forty-cemts a
head, and gave about four pounds of wool
per each, at twenty-five cents a pound,
and they had ewed out real good, and—

The old man paused at Silent’s invol-
untary grunt of disgust.

“Listen, young feller! Don’t pull that
brag an’ bluster 'bout how you hate sheep
just like all cowboys do. A real cowman
would be workin’ a winter range or ridin’
south to where there ain’t no winter! Any-
how, I notice you tear into a leg o' lamb
like it was real eatin’, which it is. I ain’t
mentlonln’ the mutton chops you swallers
by the dozen, nor the Irish-stews, nor
sueh!”

Silent's mouth was full of strips of
charcoal-cooked beef, and a small potato
jwas bulging his left cheek. He motioned
Ihis :inability to answer, his eyes assur-
ing his host he had meant no reproach
with his wordless grunt. The old-timer
changed the subject, however.

“This here is real good pipe-'baccy you
bi-uing,” he said, puffing his clay pipe to a
cloud of smoke. “You should see the herd
er-wwild hosses that black stud o’ mine
sired! Got some likely-lookin' two-year-
plds ameng 'em, toe. I was just about to
break ’em when this weather hit. Lord,
186k at you sail inte that ehuek! Fertunate
I wagened me uUp seme provisiens net leng
bask. My summer-rider headed seuth, like
all geed eewmen de eome winter, and 1
went aleng far eneugh t8 haul me seme
fodder baelk. Howsemever, there is plenty
Beef still en th' steve.”

Silent finished, stretched, kicked off his
boots to warm his toes at the fire, and
unrolled his bedding to drop it in a corner.
He rolled a smoke, hauled his shirt off to
scratch his back under his red flamnels,
and gave part of an ear to the old man’s
reeital.

A piece of fencing was broken about
two miles up Small Valley. Those Texas
half-bloods were turning out good charac-
ter calves. He had shipped a good number

of beef-steers after a drive down Laramie
Town way. But of course Silent didn't
know about things down south, if any-
place.

Silent crawled into his blankets. He
closed his eyes while he puffed his hand-
rolled and listened convemiently to the
drone of the old-timer’s voice.

SNOW stopped some time during
the night. By an hour after the sun
had come to the small valley, the old man
was astir in the house. When Silent came
up with the smell of food tickling his nose,
it was to blink puzzledly up at the lank,
shrunken-framed, bearded man who was
staring down at him. The beard waggled
with the man’s ehuekling laugh.

“Some cowpoke you are! Down Texas
way we used to be working the remuda
whilst the stars was still a-climbin'. But
you don't ride Texas way, do you?"

“Not lately,” Silent murmured, bound-
ing to his feet after a yawn-loud stretch.
“Not in five years anyway."”

“Naw,” the oldster nodded. “Boy, they
work a man down thataway! Real artists
with the rope, too, Never saw the beat of a
Texas man with a lariat.”

“Never saw a Mex couldn’t out-twirl
'em,” Silent murmured, as he stepped past
the old man and dipped some water from
the barrel into a basin. “The Mex is tops
with a rope, they got to be tops. That
brush-littered country o' theirs would
snag a bad-almed loop so they wouldn't
get a second chance afore the critter they
was after would be gene inte the brush
and far away!”

The old-timer stared. Then he laughed.
“Oh! I reckon I told you that before, ¢h?
The way you said it, sounded like you
came out o' there mebbe, 'stead o’ run-
nin’ out of the north-coumtry to git outa
hard winter work.” His eyes sobered on
his young guest. “You plan to ride south
from here?”

Silent shook his head, sloshing water
round in his mouth before spitting it into
the slop-can. He rubbed his grizzling jaw
with curious fiingers. It would be spring
before he saw a barber again. “Not right
today,” he evaded.

“I turned your hosses out to grub some
grama grass,” the old man said. “That
Buster, he is sure some saddle sore! How-
come you got sand under his blanket?
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v There ain’t no sand north o' here.”

“Come in from the west,” Silent said
almost glibly for him. “Get lost a bit in
the smow.”

“It’s bad north o' here I expect?” the
old man invited, as he stirred a mountain
of hash to simmering in the cooking pan.

“T don't imagine it's any worse than
you'd expect,” Silent returned. “Got amy-
thing to do afore I figure on pullin’ outt?”

The old man pondered, his eyes light-
ing with a recollection of this and that; but
dimming again as he would shake his head
and appear to consider whatever he
thought of to be out of Silent’s possibilities
of accomplishment.

“No?” Silent pushed it gently.

“Umm, there’s a few broncs 1 shoulda
broke, but they can wait. The fence ain't
no trick a-tall. I shoulda forked down
sorme hay outa the loft o’ the stall-shed.
Then there's always the firewood, but
that ain't no real chore. There is a herd
e’ eattle tip by the nerth end o’ the valley
that 1 sheuld eemb through to brand new
ealves.”

Silent lost his face in his piece of towel.
“No doubt your summer rider did all
that. You allow how he is a real hard
worker, and not some fritter-headed grub-
line rider.”

“Can’t stand to work,” the old man
muttered, shaking his head. He added
quickly, “I mean, this weather he can't

LAt |

work. Got rheumatiz, or some .
“Or somethin’,” Silent murmured, as
he dropped his towel and wiped his hands
on his levis. He looked around him swift-
ly. “I'll work up an appetite on the wood
pile while you get the bait to cookin’.
Got plenty &' logs In the woodshed?”

“Not over many,” the old-timer ad-
mitted. He said, almost into his beard,
“Didn’t look for company to use it up fast-
er than ordinary.”

ITEHNT looked around the interior of
the peeled-log, one-room shack and
grinned. “Yep, sure is tough the way two
men can burn up more wood than one
man. Well—I'll snake some logs in with
Buster to haul 'em a bit later.”

But when he had eaten his way around
a small mountain of hash and fried pota-
toes and wolfed down a loaf of home-made
bread, all of which he drowned in several
quarts of steaming hot, tar-black, un-

sweetened coffee, the old man had tilted
his chair back on the two rear legs—and
it so happened it was resting right smaek
on the single door of the eabin. Silent
was too polite to disturb his host.

But he came to his feet an hour later
when the old-timer got through telling
about a norther he had been caught in
down Texas-way years back. Silent -was
reaching for his hat and his canvas short-
coat when the old man said, “Remember
that gwee-tar you busted the strings off
of last winter? So happens I met up with
a man had some wire strings to fix it
Wait entil I shew yeu. 1 never did think
I'd get it fixed, the way you wreeked it.”

He rummaged in a leather trunk that
he dragged out from under his high-built
bunk. "Here ’'tis,”

Silent accepted the picks, fitted them
to his fingers, and strummed an experi-
mental chord—and wineed. He tuned the
strings swiftly and expertly and nedded
his approval. “It's all fight,” he said. “I
don't suppose you'd eare to let me play it
some tonight? After 1 ferk some Hhay
down, an' have a leek at that fenece”

“Who asked you to fix the fence, som?”
the old man growled.

“Well—I mean, it's just perlite. So
long as I can't move along now, and. so
long as you are furnishing shelter an’ bait,
it seems but fittin’ I sheuld de sefethin’.
Also we might have a lesk at them
brones.”

The old man said flatly, “There'¥-mo
pay to be had fer this.”

Silent shrugged. “Now, if I was out for
pay, friemd—"

He caught the sudden look of fright
that showed for a fleeting instant in those
pale blue eyes that met his own gray
gaze, and he changed his temper and his
intended words.

“If I was out for pay, I'd say so out-
right. I mean I'd ask you. Because, it
ain't like you didn't have anything to pay
me. I mean them sheep and beeves and
all. It's just I'm passing through, an’ sinee
you are kind enough te give a grubline
fider seme shelfer="

“I didn't call you no grubline rider,
son.” The old man looked uncomfortable,
“Why, Lord bless me, you can stay a
bit! It's just some riders-by might get an
idee I'm a echeap o' miser whoe wants
things dene for free. Shere you ean help
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if it will make you feel better. In fact,
there's a leetle job I got to get started on
right soon afore real weather hits.”

Satisfied that the ritual, established as
standard-procedure by three years of go-
ing through the same, had been honored,
Silent put the “gwee-tar” carefully away
in-the trunk, closed the lid, and shoved

the’leather chest back under the bunk.

“Besides,” he murmured, “most places,
the: boss-man wants you to be in the
saddle all the time. I say the Lord gave a
man two legs because he intended him to
stand on them some.”

“Some,” the old-timer begrudged.
“Now, when I was your age, my legs was
bowed like barrel staves from wearin’
saddles out.”

“I- bet you was a real heller,” Silent
murmured. “Never saw a hoss you
gouldnt get a-top of an' stick there, I

etl"

The old man slanted his eyes at the
high-standing sun where it etched the
grime of the cabin’s proudest boast—a real
glass window.

“Well, you just about talked the morn-

in'‘away,” he muttered. “No use to go out
ontil evenin’. Me, a hoss buster? Well,
now, I recollect a outlaw I came acrost
once, down in the Staked Plains country.”
He got his pipe to packed and going. “Yes
suh, that was a hoss! Sixteen hands high
if he stood a inch, an’ mean? Woo!
Well—"
__Silent rolled a smoke, fired it up, and
relaxed in the soothmg warmth of the
square stove. His lids closed to specula-
tive contemplation.

E RIM-CLINGING trees made a
‘natural barrier against the winds
that roared snow-laden out of the north-
west.. Grama and bunch grass made a
yellow-green carpet underlying the snow,
cropping out abundantly like raveled
yarn. The sheep in the east portion of
the valley, the cattle to the west, the
horses to the north, could fatten without
fodder or shelter having te be provided.
It was on the third day, after the fence
lines had been checked, that Silent came
across the ravaged carcasses of two of the
Australian Merinos. The huge paw prints
that dotted the area told the why of it.
“Danged if that gray wolf didn't follow
you,"” the old-timer growled. “Now, why’d

you have to bring him, too! This means
you’ll be- here ontil we git the murderm’
devil.”

“He’ll scent us, an’ what with the two
he's killed already, he won’t move in
again until he'’s real hungry,” Silent mur-
mured. “Is there any bounties offered
for killer wolves herealbouts?"

“A spread down by the Big Laramie
has two-hunnerd dollars posted fer a kill-
er which stands near as big as a small
calf,” the «ld man said. “But it don’t
seem likely hsd a-come this way. This

‘one is mos’ likely a wolf that follered you

outa the nerth.”

Silent looked uncomfortable. “Not for
sure,” he disagreed, “Umless maybe it
had tracked up north, then follered me
back.”

“We’ll know if we git him,” the old
man nodded. “Gray Death, they call this
Big Laramie plunderer. Seems like he’s
been nicked right often by bullets, an’
he left most of his tail in a trap last year.
But if it's him—" The old-timer blinked
his eyes soberly. “If it's hiimn—"

Silent murmured, “No use to fret your-
self. We'll get him.”

“Who is frettim'?" the valley _settler
snapped. “You think I can't take care o'
myself an’ the flocks an' herds? How
you think I been livin' these last four-
five years, an’ nary a rider nor roustabout
to help, save a now an' then grubline rid-
er goin’ by?”

Silent kept his face sober and im-
pressed. “Most men your age would come
in outa the hard weather,” he allowed,
“Most men your age would have some
younger hand to do for them.”

“Mos’ men my age don’t love the moun-
tains like me,” the old man said. “Like
you know, I still can fork a outlaw hoss
pretty good—pervnded he ain't too orn-
ery.’

That, Silent had seen, and marveled at.
The old-timer had been a rip-snorting
he-man in his day. He had some brag to
him, sure; but just living in the old days
in the West had taken plenty of man,

Things were settling a bit. But there
were still rustlers and outlaw bands and
Indian raiders. And here and now in
Small Valley prowled Gray Death, and
out of the northwest roared the white
death that was the weather, Either could
kill a man.
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ILENT eyed the horses in the corral

with a critical gaze that afternoon,
while he coiled his ropes and kicked a
path to the snubbing post.

“Thought you said these was wild
hosses?”

The old-timer shrugged, “Well,” he said,
“I do see as Jeb, my summer man, left a
few saddle marks on the bigger ones.
But them yearlings, now, they are wild.”

So was Silent wild, not much later,
when one of the untamed horses bucked
him over the corral fence into a smow
drift. “That danged Jeb!” he growled,
limping back to the gate. “Now I got to
throw that wall-eyed killer an’ blindfold
him afore I ean eclimb into the riggin’
again! Well, Blackie, you'll stay broke
when I flnish with you today!™

And Blackie was “broke,” but Silent
wondered if he were not himself more
broke than Blackie.

“Some o' you North’ners can ride purty
good,” the old-timer even allowed. “But
I recollect you let on you been Texas
way some.”

Silent grinned as he hobbled off to get
ax, crosscut, dogwood wedges, and the
huge woodlen maul that the old man could
still swing more easily than many a
younger man.

“The wind is right to make me a dead-
fall without Gray Death scentin' me,” he
observed. “You better go inside.”

When the old man opened his mouth to
object, Silent added quickly, “Two of us,
he might scent better. An’ we got to git
him afore he gits them Merinos an® South-
dowmns. Not that I care espeeially,” he
grinned, “but them Seuthdowt ehops is
too geod fer a grubline rider like that
wolf.”

It was bright moonlight when the old
“fnan came out of the distant cabin at
the crashing gunfire from near the dead-
fall. His voice was anxious, a bit, when
he shouted, “You git 'im? Silent! Silent,
are you all right, som?”

Silent yelled back, “Maostly. I'm gonna
need a new tarp coat, howsomever. That
killer still came on with three slugs in
'im. He died on my chest after he'd
knocked me down. He's so heavy I'll have
to rig Buster up an’ drag him. You go
on baek In. It's ecold eut here.”

“Who you tellin' what to do?” the old
man roared. But he went in.

He came to the woodshed later to hold
his lantern up for a closer inspection of
the slain killer, and his eyes were amazed
first at the sheer size of the marauder
and then at the ragged stub of a tail he
saw.

“It’s him!” he breathed, “By golly it’s
him! You got you some two-hunnerd
dollars o' bounty money, Sileat, if ever;
you get down Big Laramie way! Or I'll
plek it up fer you when I go In with my
drlve this spring.”

“Since I'm workin’ for you, I don’t see
where 1 get any money a-tall,” Silent
murmured. “You keep it™

“You ain't workin’ fer me,” the old
man snorted. “Yow’re just stayin’ by
whilst the bad weather clears.”

Then his pale eyes underwent the
change that heralded an idea.

“Say! Say, it just could be I might be
able to—I mean, maybe I'd see it worth
while to pay you somethin’, next year.
Not much, you understand. But I could
take you on regular fer winters fer four-
five years at—at—" The aged brow was
corrugated in the struggle to divide two-
hundred dollars by four or five. But it
was too mueh. "“Well, semethin’.”

“Prefer to roam an’ take it easy,”
Silent said. When he saw the worry come
back into the old eyes, he added quickly,
“But I'll be past this way, anyhow. Well
—if it's elear tomoerrow, it may be I'll be
en my way.”

The old man roared, “What? An’-tos:
missin my best hoss, an' we ain’t rid out to
look fer him even? You didn’t see noth-
in’ of a big, rangy bay hess with four
white socks, an’ a white star-markin’ on
his face? Up nortin?”

“What brand mark?” Silent asked, fter
a moment.

“Box-C, fer my own name a* Casper.”
the old man answered.

“Aiin’t seen nothing like that north o’
here,” Silent said easily. “But I'l stay
hereabouts until we .flnd him, of until
spring comes, whichever is first.”

“He didn’t mention the gray they had
looked for the year before. Nor the
black the year before that. And he knew
the horse old Creighton had refused to
sell would be here next year. “I mean, if
it is all right with you,” he added.

Old Man Casper’s face told that it was
all right with him,
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Suddenly—and I've been trylng to figure
out why ever since—one of those enormous
leviathans of the deep leaped clear of the
water, ‘It emerged for its full seventy feet of
length, like a treut in puirsuit of a fliy. hn-
eredibly it peised, wet and shiny and black
in midair, then plunged again inte the sea
with a tremendeus thresh ef its tail. Such a
splash 1 never expeet t6 see agaif. )
<CAfter a winter ef beuntiful rains, eertain

arts of the desert Southwest are trans:

fed inte vast gardens of wildHewers.
Nature helds festival at blessemtime iR many

\aees; from the biue-pnnet displays of west
Texas 10 the rhedsdendren and azalea glery
iR the Nerthwest farests,

Arizona Poppies

But nothing is more colorful than poppies.
In such a spring, the Arizona noniiss are a
blazing sea of color in the Pleache Mountains,
a few miles northwest of Tucson, where they
are easily observed from Highway 80.
__Why poppies sheuld flwive there fo sush
advantage, 1 cannet say, Perhaps it is be=
cause the dark, rugged landscape eof naked
reel¢ that gives them sueh a background of
gontrast, and makes the gelden pesies seem
mere BrilliaAt than in ether regions, 1t is an
attraction worth eoming theusands ef miles
te beheld.

Of the unseen, natural forces of creation,
none Is more awesome than lightning, be-
cause it seems to have no useful part in tha
scheme of creation. I once saw lightning
strike a tall pine, on the eastern slope of the
Oregon Cascades. In a flash it split the
thick, trunk, spiral fashion, from erown to
roots and instantly set it afire. Te see a
thunderbelt at the instant of impast is to
know What the ancients meant By “anger
of the geds.”

Many fanciful yarns ute told about the
heat mirages seen in desert regions. A flat
expanse of ground appears to be a large,
placid lake, with ebjects mirrored on its
surfape.

Common Sense to the Rescue

Mirages are plenty common. But it's right
uncommon for a man to drown in a minagk

lake! As I did once—almost. The straight of
it is, I found myself smack-dad in the middle
of such a lake, completely surrounded by
water—or the mighty realistic illusion of
water, Se real it was that I felt the suffocat-
ing panie of a person about to go to a watery
grave, until what commen sense I happen
to have came to the rescue.

Anyhow, I learned how the Israelites felt
when the Red Sea opened, letting them cross
dry-footed to the Promised Land.

The full moon can enchant even the ugliest
scene. But the Grand Canyon of the Colo-
rado, in northern Arizona, is tormenting in
its superb beauty under a full moon. I know
a man, and his word can be trusted in most
matters, Who swears he saw a moon rainbow
over that Canyon of Canyons one May
night. That I hepe I live to see, and to store
away in my book of precious memories.

The Storm King

Towering above the densely-wooded shore
of beautiful Lake Crescent, on Washington’s
Olympie Peninsula, is a hoary-headed moum-
tain called the Storm King. For weeks on
end, the peak is shrouded in rain mists, to
the despair and disappointment of visiting
sightseers, But onece, right after an evening
thundershower, I saw the mountain emerge
clean against the sky and fling its reflestion,
just for a few bewitched moeraents, oA the
elear, and astoundingly clear, watsr.

In that rare interval, a friend of mine was
out fishing in a boat, and 1 saw his rod
nod violently, flash and bend, and presently
he brought to net a handsome, struggling
Beardslee trout out of a dense fir forest
that sparkled with diamonds as the fish
made its last leap!

Now to the last masterpiece in my price-
less gallery of tiny moments that approached
the divine. This one, contrary to the rest,
could not be seen, only heard.

Thousands of folks have shared this ex-
perience, because it happens several times
every day of the year. The scene, Carlsbad
Caverns, New Mexlco., The time, when the
Ranger-guide extinguishes all lights, leaving
h@shparty enveloped in the dark of endless
night,

Slaves of civilization seldom experience

i3



complete and absolute - darkmess. There,
deep under the earth’s surface, a hush falls
over the group. Amd then, with the voice
of the Ranger leading the chorus, they sing
“Rock of Ages.” Ammid the hely vestments
of a great eathedval that saered senhg could
seund newhere near g Impressive. The
prayerful feel God’s presence as never befere,
Welll, gals and galluges, eur pasear iAte the
wonderand frem Texas west i§ ever, and
here we are Back at The Fromtier Post, iA
the pages of TEXAS RANGERS Magazife.
And Pd admire 6 add just ene mere say:s6
Befare this get-tagetner ends:

Here’s what I hanker to tell you:

Domr't feel bad if life has tied you down with
the sort of cares that keep you from roaming
the outlands. It isn't always the far places
that are most interesting. Am appreciative
eye and wondering mind ean find charm and
beauty almest anywhete. There's a line of
wisdem I eame ente enee, I den’t remember
where, that gees semething like this;

“In a puddle at the gutter shines the attic
poet’s evening star.”

That expresses the idea better than amy-
thing I can think up. As I remarked in the
beginning of this palaver, it's the little things
of life that mighty often are our rich and
unforgettable experiences.

In the words of another sage:

“It isn't how far you travel, but what you
bring back frem your journey that s the real
and lasting reward.”

— CAPTAIN RANGER.

OUR NEXT ISSUE

TT—[E BIG BEND country of Texas is,
perhaps, to those who love the outdoors
and wild life, the most interesting part of
that great state. It offers such a variety of
scenery and rvangeland net too speiled by
eivilization, that beth the Mexican and
United States geverimmaiis, realizing sueh,
have prejected a joint natienal park te be
ealled the "Big Bend Natienal Park.” If sne
likes to elimb meoudtaing, the Big Bend is a
geed training spet, with many five- te sk
theusand-teet peaks detting the range. Frem
ord Mewrtain, belew Alpine, 8 Mariseal
Meovntain at the very tip of the Bend, there
is always g peak jutting up oR the HBFiZ6A:

The Grand Canyon of St. Helena, cut into
the Rio Grande River near the village of
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Lajiitas, offers a vision of wild natural beauty
that even compares with that of the Guznidc:
Canyon of the Colorado. This is* smuggk}
country here, and many a running: fight be-f
tween Border Patrolmen and bandits has
taken place in and areund the nearly im-"
penetrable brakes. Beside its moumnitaing and
grazing land, some fertile valleys in {heiPg”
Bend eountry offer farming en a large seflefe
Poious roek aBserbs the rain, and -the water
in turn is browght surfaceward, te make
Fieh sail fer farming:

In the old days, there was the natural antipis!
athy between cattlemen and farmers, wifi¢h-
sometimes led to bloodshed. Rustlmg wast
rampant, even the beef stock farmers raised:
for their own home eonsumption being prey.
to wide-loupurs. It was sueh a eondition thalg
brought Jim Hatfleld, eraek Texas Range¥,:
baek tp this seetien of the state again—ifift
THE BIG BEND FEUD, by Jaeksen Cele/ hig
the next issue of TEXAS RANGERS. -S3

Hatfield didn‘t have much information.
knew that rustling was being perpetrated in
and below Escondida Vailey, where rich,
farmer and land owner Johm Hulen held
sway. Amd he knew that Hulen was a hated;
man—hated almost as fueh as Hulen him>"
self hated anyome oconnected with eattles
The situatien building up iA that seetion wag?!
Aething te laugh at. It was packed witR
dynamite.

When Captain Bill McDowedll, Ranger
head in Awstim, had detailed Jimn Hatfield on
the case, Captain Bill didn't have much to
go on, except a letter from a local sherifi
saying rustling was rampant and eewld?les:
have a bit of aid. Amd when Hatfleld met
John Hulen for the first time i Marten, a
eow town near Hulen's heme frange, fhe
Ranger was not unaware of the black leaks
shot at Hiulen.

Hulen’s unreasonahle hatred of the cow-=
men was being paid back with interest. Just
one untoward happening. Hatfleld knew, and
the section would explode in bloedshed and
death. Hullen’s persomal attitude intensified
the normal aversion eawren had for grange
ers, who they eomsidered were the enemies
of the apen range and all it steed fef.

But Hatfield was puzzled over the sheriff’s,
declarations to Captain McDowell that widky-
looping was prevalemt in this section. The
cattlemen might blame Hulen for the less
of their steers, but to Hatfeld thiz didn’t
make senise,

Hulen didn't need the money—that was



self-evident. And it was highly improbable
that he would risk the penitentiary just
to manifest his dislike for the spread owners
he comsidered trespassers in his valley. It
was the same old system, the Ranger ffigured.
Get twe factions gunning for eaech other,
and then the ewlheots meve iA te eash in on
the rew. But Hatfleld knew he eould be
Weng:

This was a case where Jim had little to
go on. The only thing he was certain of was
that Mullen hated the cattlemen because they
had purchased land at the lower end of his
valley—land that although he did not own,
and never had. he still eonsidered part of his
vast farming combine. And it was from this
valley that eattle were belfg rustled. Hulen
blamed the ranehers and they in tura blamed
Rim.

With the known outlets of the valley cov-
ered, it seemed almost impossible to Hatfield
that cattle could be taken out of the valley
undiscovered. Yet such was seemingly the
case. Somehow or other, the wide-loopers
were getting cows out in a steady stream.

The fact that their operations were always
on a small scale denoted that the way out
was not easy and took time. In Escondida
Valley they evidently worked slowly and
with caution, pleking out the best animals
and spiriting them away in some as yet -
discovered manner,

Although the individual depredations were

comparatively small, Ranger Hatfield knew
that in the aggregate they were alarmingly
large, representing losses the ranchers could
not afford. The inevitable result would be
the driving out of the land owners in Escomn-
dida Valley. Although that appeared to be
the very thing Joehn Hulen wanted, to Hat-
field it didn't make sense. There was an an-
swer semewhere, Jim knrew. And the next
issue of TEXAS RANGERS has the answer!

Don’t fail to find out what was behind
John Hulen’s terrific hatred of all cattlemen,
why he despised them so! And you'll get
the surprise of your life when you discover
who the villian is! Hulen? A cattleman?
A Border bandit? We're keeping mum, but
the answer lies in THE BIG BEND EEUD
in the next issue of TEXAS RANGERS!
Look forward to a humdinger of a yarn
packed with action surprises!

Well, you asked for it—so hang on to your
chairs, folks! Yessir, the one and only Doc
Swap will be back with you in the next issue
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'y tions. Write today for free book.

> GULF HAWSTERY, 1537 BASIL ST., NOBILE, ALA.
FREE—Amazing Book on

RHEUMATISM, “ARTHRITIS

If you suffer the aches, pains lﬂd discomforts of Rheumatism,
@5 manifested in ARTHIRI NEURITIS, SCIATICA o
LUMBAGO, send today for the FREE Bock. It reveals im-
portant facts about why drugs and medicine %ive only tem-
porapy relief without removing causes. Explaing fully » proven

wpecislized system of treatment that may save you years oé
distress. No obligation. Write for this FREE Book todayd

BALL CLINIC, Dept. 504, Excelstor Springs, Mo.

NERVOUS STOMACH

ALLIMIN relieves distressing symptoms of “nervous
stomach’’—Heepwiteas after meals, belching, bloating and
colic due to gas. ALLIMIN has been scientifically tested
by decters and found highly effective. World famous—
more than e ¥4 hillion sold te date. At all drug stores.

rlumph-mly Ihr
geexets
&nd mam-e you.r

081 abundarn

N mr
ht House, New Matden Surrﬂy. Eng

w

HQ III Insig!

of TEXAS RANGERS! How do you like
that? We've had so many letters and cards
asking, nearly pleading, that we bring the
old swapper back, that we just couldn’t keep
him away from the magazine any longer.
And what do you think?—Sheriff MacLoyd
has acquired himself a bull fiitidle! You know
what any new possession of the sheriff's does
to Swapper. You're right—Do¢ Swap must
get his hands an it!

Meet your old pal again in DOC SWAP
AND THE CRYSTAL BALL by Ben Erank!
It finds the chubby-chweked, whiskery old
gent at his best! In the next issue of this
magazine!

Beside this, the next issue of TEXAS
will have its usual queta of

Yy craggmg siort stories and interesting feature

articles. Be on hand for a feast of good read-
ing.

OUR MAIL BAG

WELL, folks, New Yerk’s a big city and
it takes a lot of postmen to deliver
the mail. But Uncle Sam’s never too short
of mailmen to keep your letters and post-

cards from rolling into this office. Secretly,-

we like it. When we dump the cld mail bag
upside down it's always with a feeling of
anticipation. We sure like to hear from
readers from different parts of the country—
and from other coumtries, to! Let's see whom
we've heard from this issue:

1 have been reading Texas Rangers miagaaine
for six years and still enjoy it very mueh. | alse
read Leng Sam Littlejehs, But 1 have missed
Dee Swap. Please get Dee wa bagk 14
magazine, beeause eﬂjay@ ¥8£«y
and 1 know many ether tead er«g P ea§§

repew 6ld Dee Swap =Beb SM%F; @mam;
Nebraske. 'Nebraska

1 have ar;ust finished reading the story “The
Wire War”, and I'm glad to see Jim back in his
way of doing things. Please continue ., . and you
will always have a top-ramking magazlne 1 thiﬁk
Long Sam Littlejohn is very good, but couldn't
we have a Doc Swap story, just so we wen't for-
get ggg?—(;vaee Wallacs, Newe Listesred, Ontaria,
Can

“The Rimrock Raiders" . truly it was the
best story I've read in a long time. Texas Rangers
is the grandest magazine I've ever run across.
And 1 like Jim Hatfield better when he is by
himself. I'll always keep reading Texas Rangers
because 1 like it too well to drop it.—Judy Chii
sam, Gainasiilée, Mo



Have just finished “The Wire War" by Jackson
Cole and thou%ht it was swell, I also enjoy the
true stories about Famous Texas Rangers, b
Harold Preece, and hope there are many more o
them. Why not have Jim Hatfield meet up with
the Rio Kid-or the Masked Rider? They’'d cer-
tainly put«an end to any outlaw band they went
up against.—Walt Misiewnitez, Mt. P\ , Penna.

I have been reading Tetss Ran%m for several
years and I find the Hatfield stories very inter-
esting. I also like the Long Sam Littlejoln stories.

IH continue to read Texss Ra as long as
you _write lgood stories, like you have been
writing. 8o here’s hoping you will keep the ood

_stories coming my way.—Erank G.
Aeds, Wirginia.

1 am writing to tell you how much I enjoy
reading Tesass Rangens. It is a swell magazine!
I especially enjoy the Jim Hatfield story. The
other stories are good, too. The Frontier Post, by
Captain Staff, is very interesting for someone

wheo doesn’t get to travel and likes to learn about
states and all.—Edna Yoieem Lane, Midddéctmon,
Dallauaite.

I've read a good number of magazines, but I
always come back to Tezws Ra haven't
read a Jim Hatfield story yet that didn’'t have
plenty of action in it. More so than any other
mag. Jackson Cole certainly knows Texas! . ... I
like to -read fact stories better than I do fliction
tales or yarns. I like those famous Texas Ramg-
ers fact stories by Harold Preece. Please tell him

D u? the good work. He's deing a grand
ie&r=wm am R, MeQuwnehll, Joneswllte, Wirginia,

What's happened to old man Jackson Cole? Is
he getting old, or is he in love? Why can't he
write like he used to? He wrote some of the
best Western stories I have ever read If you
want to make a love story out of Tesass
why don't you do s0? I like the old Jim Hatﬁeld
not the new one. Let's have the old Jim back

ain - -Jhoidc Hambrindd, Eastman, Czeorgia,

The short story “Tezca”, in the March issue of
Tezas Rangarss, I liked very much, as I am very
fond of horses. But I didn't like the way it ended.
I wanted to know more about Ramon and Juana,
as I liked them as well as the horse, So, come on
with some more good stories.—Mrs. J. A. Mgl
em, Bragg City, Mo

I have read many Western books, but 1 find

[Turn page]
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Every Mason Will Want This

IMASONIG QUAZ BOOK

sk Me Amther,
Brother

A real holp to syory Lodge
Officer, Master Mason or
Masonie SQudsm for ad-
vancement in Masonry.
Does nat dlsclmo any
Secret Work, but giyes »
vast amount of authori-
tative information on
Masonic history, ritual.
| | fmtiudas sush incerases l

A Gift that every Mason
and prospective Mamn
eill appreciate
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Quick relief with Dent's. Use Dent's Tooth Gum

or Dent's Tooth Drops for cavity twothoches.
Uu Dent's Dental Poultice tor :poin or sores
neis In gums or teeth, At oll druy stores

BE GUIDED BY THE STARS

YOUR DAILY HOROSCOPE

APPEARS IN EVERY ISSUE OF

EVERYDAY ASTROLOGY

Now on Sale = 25¢ af All Stands!
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Texes Rawnpows 18 the best book that can be
bou ht Kes ip the good work until the Foundgl
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Sorry, but we’ll have to puill the drawstring
on the mail bag until the next issue. But we
would like to peifit 6ut again, partieularly t6
those who have asked abeut Dee Swap, that
the levable 6ld raseal will pesitively Be with
us again in the next issue ef TEXAS
RANGERS. We hepe you enjey him as mieh
in the future as yeu have in the past.

We want to thank you again for all the nice
correspondence you've sent us, and hepe-
youll continue to pen us your thoughts.
Kindly address your mail to flhe Editor,
TEXAS RANGERS, 10 East 40th Street, New
York 16, New York. A postoard will do as
well as a sealed letter and both complifents
and criticisms are appreciated, So loAg, pals,
until the next time—and thanks fef being
with us!

—THE EDITOR.

THIRSTY HORSE
(Comcllufed] from page 80)

part of the country and Hunter is not one
of them. He's the stage robber. The fellduy
who wouldn’t even bother to water a tired
and thirsty horse—like the bay there.”

“Looks like I've got to down you both
to keep you quiet,” snarled Hunter, aim-
ing the gun at MacDonald.

MacDomnald moved the pan so that it re-
ﬂectemﬂ the sunlight directly into the stocky
man's eyes, blinding him for the -me>»
ment. Then MacDomnald grabbed up the
frying pan and threw it. His aim was
good. The pan hit Hunter squarely in the
head and he dropped, completely knocked
out.

Boland had his gun out, covering the
man on the ground, but it wasn't needed.
The rancher smiled at MacDonald. “You
said that frying pan would stand a lot of
rough usage,” Boland said. “And you
were right. If you'll come to the rafich
with me after we turn this stage robber
over to the law, I'll buy all the supplies
you have with you, Ma¢Denald.”

“Hear that, Bruce?” said MacDonald
glancing at the burro. “What do you think
about thatt?”

Bruce brayed loudly, and MacDonald
laughed with delight, a joyous sound in
the hot summer air.
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THE NEW MODEL 50

UTILITY

A NEW KIND OF INSTRUMENT FOR TESTING AdL
ELECTRICAL CIRCUITS AND APPLIANCES SUEH ASs-

Compaxt — Mesasures 313" x 5%/’ x 2/4{

Wiil test condensers fgrboth opens and siverts.

Will accurately check. and locate the exact cause of faillure
in 3 way heat control switehes.

Wil check field coil¢ for-epens and shorts.

. Wil indicate when one side of an apphance or motor com-
nected to the line-undec-test is “groundedi

TESTER

o RANGES e VACUUM CLEANERS

o SHAVERS e AIR CONDITIOMNERS

o HEATERS ¢ REFRIGERATORS

o |IRONERS e SUN LAMPS

o WASHERS o TOASTERS

o FANS o WASHING MACHINES
and MOTORS

versal, squirrel cage, induction, in fact every

ALL MOTORS — single phase, multi-phase, uni-
type of moter from fractiomal H.P. to 2 H.P.

THE MODEL 50 UTILITY TESTER:

o Wil measure the acteatl curvant? comurmpition of any appl i
ance or utility either A.€. or D.€C. and will measure It
the umit is i ogerstivion. Tibe reading will be direct in Am
peres. The appliance or utility may be plugged directly into
the front panei receptacle. A special pair ot insulated clip-
end leads is included for metors, ete.

o Wil measure the actual veltage and indicate whether the
current is A.€C. ofr D.E. and if the frequency is 25 cycies or
60 cycles.

s Incorporates a sensitive direct-reading resistance range which
will accurately measure all resistances commonly used in
electrical appliances, motors, etc. This range will enable
contiruity checks and tests for shorts and opens.

o Will indicate excessive leakage between a motor and a lime
up to 10 Megohms.

e Wiil indicate when a three-phase motor is running er-
ratically due to a *blown™ fuse.

e Wiil test Thermostats under actual! ivondrmg comhididers.

¢ Js the iideal tromble-shooter s it will imstantly locate opens,
sharts and grounds.

e Wiil test ail bulbs, radio tube filaments, pilot light lamps,
all fuses including cartridge, screw, etc.. fupresesnt bulbs,
etc.

SHIPRED ON APRRRVAL

NO MONEYYWAITH -ORDERENOIC O.ID.

TRY BEFORE YOU BUY! Yes, you need send mo
money with order or pay anything on delivery. W
Simply fill out this order form and mail it today. Try
the Modol 50 for 10 days. If complately satisfied, remit
$15.90. If not, return the instrument — no explanation
nevessary.

The Model 50 Utility
Tester comes housed
in & round cornered
molded bakelite ‘case.
Complete with all - test
leads and @perating
instruetions — BRIy . . ;

GENERAL ELECTRONIC DISTRIBUTING CO. TF
98 PARK PLACE, NEW YORK 7, N. Y.

Please rush one Model 50 Utility Tester. I will either remit
$13.90 after a 10-day trial or return the instrument via Parcel
Past.

BYAENE. ...
AddBESS... ..ot e
City. ..o ... State....
FREE PREMIUM!
re if you include $13.90 BFARF, Fet

Tk
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MANNY KING, of Baltimore, Mdl., is a custom
tailor and says, “Cxdlvert Reserve is custom-
tailored to my taste. | switched to Calvert
becawse it's so smooth and meliow.”*

It's Smait t6 Switch to

Calvert Reserve
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