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14K seg.ln GOLD sy
21 JEWELS ’2975

417 — A tiny new watch for
ladies. 14K solid natural gold with
guarapteed 2] jewel movement. Usu-
ally sells for $45. Look at our price.
$2.88 a month

{ watch, fits snug to
wrist. Case in charm

watch that will keep accus

rate time for a lifetime,

Regular price $40.
31

14 CARAT $4250
DIAMOND RING
A341 — Direct importing
makes this low price pos-
sible. % carat selected
‘quality diamond with 2
other diamonds. 14K nat-
ural gold engagement
ring. Reg. $75 value.
—$4.15 a month

The BARBARA—a 17 JEWEL
BULOVA FEATURE s297s

R129— A special feature by Bulova—a tiny watch
in gharm and color of natural gold; 17 jewels.
$2.88 a month

15 Jewel BULOVA -

32475

J607 — Bulova“'s
Pocket Watch Fea-
ture—an extra thin
model 12 size case
in charm and color
of natural gold. 15
jewels.

$2.38 a month

FREETO ADULTS.
Apostcard brings
our complete 52
page catalog of
diamonds,
watches, jewelry,
silverware,
leather goods,
electrical appli-
ances and other
gifts—all on 10
months terms.
Send for it today.

BULOVA
15 Jewels

$2475

M11—-The Bulova
Banker = an attractive
feature with 15 jewels.

Case in charm and color of
natural gold. Leather strap |
$2.38 a month

yout

We select for you six of the
greatest values in our Jew-
elry Bargain Book. Let us
send your choice of these
bargains for approval and
10-day trial. Here's how you
do it.

Simply put a dollar bill in an
envelope with your name,
address and the number of
the article wanted. Tell us
your age (must be over 20)
occupation, employer and a
few other simple facts about
yourself. Information will be
held strictly confidential—no
direct inquiries will be made.

Upon arrival of your order
we will open a 10 month
Charge Account for you and
send your selection for ap-
proval and free trial. If,you
are not satisfied, send it back
and your dollar will be re-
funded immediately. If satis-
fied, pay the balance in 10
small monthly amounts you
will never miss.

Send your order today.

y Choic

T VALU!/
o AMERICA’S Greate.

JEWELRY BARGAIN BOOK




SMOKE CURLED UNDER OUR BEDROOM DOOR!

Their Home in Flames the
Sweetman Family Slept on

1. Arthur E. Sweetman,
of 336 Durham Ave.
Metuchen, N. J., still has
his “Eveready” flashlight.
It’s still working, he says,
with the original bat-

“es in it. He lost everything else he owned...

L but for the flashlight, his wife, his baby son
aand he would have lost their lives as well.

2. “My wife waked out of a sound sleep when
the baby coughed,” writes Mr. Sweetman,
“and picked up our flashlight from a chair by
the bed as she got up. In its bright beam
smoke was curling under the bedroom door!

3. *Quickly, we wrapped the baby in
blankets and climbed out the window
just as the room burst into flame.

4. “Safe! But there we stood shivering in our night clothes
watching everything else we owned burn up.

5. “Not quite everything, however. Fire-
men found the flashlight still burning
where my wife had dropped it in that
flaming bedroom...and because it, and
those fresh DATED ‘Eveready’ batteries
saved us from a living cremation, I shall
treasure it all my life.

(Signed)

VNATIONAI. CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 42nd STREET, NEW YORK, N.Y.
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FEATURING JIM HATFIELD, RANGER
~ N
A Full Book-Length Novel

PANHANDLE BANDITS

By JACKSON COLE

Lowly Sheepherder and Mighty Cattle Baron, Townsman
and Plainsmman—All Are Swept into a Sinister Net Cast
B Over Northwest Texas by Power-Greedy Hombres who |pe——
Plot to Wreck the Very Foundations of the Glorious Lone
EAE DIOIOL i i i v e e 1l

Other Quick-Trigger Stories
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Captain J. H. Rogers’ Thrilling Fight Against a Range Menace

THE FRONTIER POST- - - - . - - - . . Captain Starr 106

Where Readers and the Editor Meet. Join Our Nation-wide Club
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azine, Black Book Dstective Magazine, Masked Rider Western Mag-
azine, and West



ANNOUNCEMENT

of New Coffee Agency Openings

FARNINGS UP T0 560 IN A WEEK

you read the plan. Don't delay. Send your Application at once.

Over 350 more men and women are needed at once to open up fine-paying Coffee Agencies
right in their own home localities. If you are looking for a bona fide chance to make as
high as $60.00 in a week, starting at once, this company will send you everything you need,
give you all the help you require, and back you up with its proven successful plans. A
chance to be independent, work as you please, and make more than just a modest living.
If you want to know whether there is an opening for you in your own or nearby locality,
mail the Application below. By return mail you will be notified whether we have an
opening for you, and if we have, you will receive full information about this Coffee Agency
Plan. You don’t send a Penny—just mail the Application. No obligation—you decide after

ALBERT MILLS, Pres. 5312 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

Clip Out and Mail Today !/

COFFEE AGENCY APPLICATION |-y

®

@
®

WRITE YOUR FULL NAME AND ADDRESS HERE:

Name

(State whether Mr., Mrs., or Miss)
Address
City and State

HOW MUCH TIME CAN YOU DEVOTE TO COFFEE AGENCY?

Mark with an “X” [J FULL TIME 0 PART TIME
Full time pays up to $35 to $60 in a week. Part time, either during the day
or evenings, pays up to $22.50 in a week.

STATE WHICH BONUS YOU PREFER—CASH OR FORD AUTOMOBILE

In addition fo their cash earnings, we offer our producers a cash bonus of
$500.00 or a brand-new, latest model Ford Tudor Sedan, State which you
would prefer if you decide to accept our offer. Mark “X” before your choice.

[0 $500.00 CASH BONUS [0 LATEST MODEL FORD TUDOR SEDAN

CAN YOU START AT ONCE? Mark with an “x»  [IYES O NO

If you cannot start at once, state about when you will be able to start.

AL ] SEND NO MONEY

=

ApDL I(ATIONS Thers is no money fee of any kind regulred with this Application, It merely tells us §&
3 i that - you would consider running a Coffes Agency in your locality if we have an KES

: EN g : opening for you. You will be notified by return mail whether your home locality is EEes
WI L L B E i available. Then you can decide if the money-making pessibilities look gocd to you. &

No obligation on your part. Those who apply first will be given preference, so be sure E&A
to mail your Application without delay—NOW/! No letter is required, just the Appli~ ‘

HELD STR'(TLY cation. Mail at once to SR MG T
CONFIDENTIAL EEREEEE s : r_eSl ™ Cincinnati, Ohio g




TRAIN FOR[
A GOOD PAY JOB IN

ELECTRICITY

_ON REAL MOTORS, GENERATORS, ETC.

“Learn by Doing” in 12 Weeks

HERE IN CHICAGO IN
THE SHOPS OF COYNE

Send coupon now and I'll tell you 2l about my quick, easy
way to train for your start for a better job and a real future
in the giant field of ELECTRICITY. The great fascinating
field of ELECTRICITY offers a real future to many men
who are willing to prepare for a place in this Giant Industry.
This is your chance to get started towards a'real job and a
real future. Don’t dream about better pay and a good job—
prepare now to get it.

QUICKER, EASIER WAY

Here in my big COYNE Chicggo training shops you are

CANDID CAMERA
CATCHES CO-EDS

In Every Issue Of

COLLEGE
HUMOR

GAYER AND GRANDER
THAN EVER

15¢
AT ALL STANDS

geal electrical machinery and equipment—not b oorrespondence
or embarrassing reciting but by actual Pmctical work. First
¥m are told how to do a thing—Then you are shown how to do it—

hen you do the work yourself under the guidance of expert in-
structors. By my method of instruction you don’t need previous
experience or a lot of education.

PART TIME WORK WHILE TRAINING
EMPLOYMENT SERVICE AFTER GRADUATION

If you are short of money and need part-time work to help pay
for your room and board while training, our Employment Depart-
ment will help vou get a time job. After graduation, we will
give you FREE Lifetime Employment Service.

GET THE FACTS

Don't et 1ack of money keep you from sending the Co NOW.
My Big FREE COVNE Book is full of facts and photographs
which tell you about COYNE Practical Training. It shows you
how easy it is to learn by the COYNE method. It will also tell

you about my part time work plan—about my graduate employ-
ment service, lifetime membership privileges and many other facts
you will want to know. Don't delay—mail coupon TODAY,

Training in DIESEL, Electric Refrigeration
and Air Condttxomnq NO EXTRA COST

e==== MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY en===j
H. C. LEWIS, President, comunc’rchL SCHOOL

500 S. Paulina St. Dept. 78-84 Chicago, IlL
Please send me your &Free Book and details of your
*Plans™ to help me get Coyne Shop Training.
NAME..ccoanes sesesnsessensssesvsee vessesesssscisens
ADDRESS. ccocvesvsessssatsssscscssscasssssssssssass
o 3 B R S SR e e STATE. ... c00ee

on a Trail of Death

GRADUATES
OF MURDER
A Full Book-Length Novel

]
in the October Issue of
THE PHANTOM
DETECTIVE
A THRILLING PUBLICATION

e
Every Month—10c At All Stands




WILL SEND MY FIRST LESSON FREE
' 1t Shows How / Train You

af Home in Your Spare lirne for &

J. E, Smith, President
National Radio Institute
Established 1914

The man who has directed
the home study training of
more men for the Radio
Industry than ‘any other
man in America.

Service
Manager
for Four
Stores

“T- was work-
ing in a ga-
rage when I
enrolled with N. R. 1. In 2
few months I made enoush
to pay for the eourse thres
or four times. I am now
Radio service manager for

e Furniture Co.;
for  their four stores.”’—
JAMES . RYAN, 1535

Slade St., Fall River, Mass.

$40 a
Monthin
Spare Time

it is more than I can handle.
I make on an average of
$40 per month profit, and
that is spare time, working
week ends and some eve-

nings.” — IRA BIVANS,
2183 B, 3rd Bf., PBock
Falls, 11L

Earnings
Tripied
by M.R. L
Training

“T have been
doing nicely,
- x thanks —fo - N.
R. I. Training, My present
earnings are about thres
times- what they were be-
fore T took the Course. T
consider N. R. 1. Training

600D JOB

Clip the coupon and mail it. I will prove 1 can train
you  at home in your spare time be a RADIO
EXPERT. I will send you my first lesson FREE.
Examine it, read it, see how clear and easy it is to
understand—how practical I make learning Radio at
home, Men without Radio or electrical ‘experience
become Radio Experts, earn more money than ever as
a result of my training,

Many Radio Experts Make
$30,$50,$75 a Week

Badio broadcasting stations employ engineers, operators,
station managers and pay up to $5,000 a year, Fixing
Radio sets in spare time pays as much as $200 to $500
@ year—full time repair jobs with Radio jobbers, manu-
facturers, dealers, as much as $30, $50, $75 a week,
Many Radio Lxperts open-their own full time or part
time Radio sales and repair businesses. Radio manu-
facturers and jobbers employ testers, inspectors,  fore-~
men, enginecrs, seivicemen, paying up to $6,000 a
i'cu'. Automobile, police, aviation, commercial Radio,
oud speaker systems are newer fields offering g
opportunities now and for the future. Television prom=
ises to_open many good jobs soon. Men I trained have
good jobs in these branches of Radio. Read their
letters, Mail the coupon.

There’s a Real Future in Radio
for Well-Trained Men

Radio today is young—yet it’s one of our large indus-
tries. More than 28,000,000 homes have one or mors
Radios. There are more Radios than telephones. Each
year millions of Radios get out of date, need replacing
or new tubes, repairs. Millions are spent each year
for Radio repairs.  More than 5,000,000 auto Radios
are in use; more are being sold every  day, offering
more profit-making opportunities for Radic exnerts.
And RADIO IS STILL YOUNG—GROWING. Radio
is expanding into other fields. The few hundred. $30,
50, $75 a week jobs of 20 years ago have grown to
thousands. Yes, Radio offers opportunities—now  and
in the future!

Many Make $5,$10, $15 a Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learning
'I“he day you enroll I start sending Extra Money Job
Sheets showing how to do Radio repair jobs. Through-
out your training I send plans and ideas that made
good  spare - time money—$200 35 a  year—for
hundreds. I ALSO GIVE YOU A MODERN, PRO-
EESSIONAL ALL-WAVE, ALL-PURPOSE RADIO
§ET SERVICING INSTRUMENT TO HELP FIX
iltzr\,sm_ommEn~s‘\\‘x~: TIME, MAKE MORE
b

1 Give You Practical Expuienc-o

I send you special Radio equipment, show -you how to
conduet experiments, build circuits illustrating im-
portant principles used  in modern  Radio - receivers,
broadcast stations, loud-speaker installations, Read

GOOD FOR BOTH

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 8K09

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send
book which tells about the spare time and full

64 PAGE BOOK
SAMPLE LESSON

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

explains .your 50-50 method of training men at home in spare timas to become Radio

IN RADIO

fbaut this 50-50 method of training—how it makes
earping at home interesting, quick, fascinating, prac-
t Mail cotpon.

Money Back Agreement Protects You
I am sure I ‘can train you successfully. I-agree in
writing to refund every penny you pay me if you are
not- satisfled with miv Lessons and Instruction Service
when you finish. I’ll send you a copy of this agree-
ment with my Free Book.

Find Qut What Radio Offers You

Mail coupon for sample lessen and 64-page hook.
Both are free to anyone over 16 years old, My book
points out Radio’s spare time and full time oppor-
tunities and those coming in Television; tells about
my training in Radic and Television; shows  letters
from men I trained, telling what they are doing,
earning. ¥ind out what Radio offers YOU! MAIL
COUPON in an envelope, or paste it on a penny
post card—NOW'! ”

J. E., Smith, President, Deptf. 8K09
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. 0.

MAIL
COUPON
- Now/

FREE 2

the sample lesson and your

time opportanities in Radio and

Experis. - (Please write plainly.)

NAME. AGE.
ADDRESS.

CITY STATE.

2F'R3




Amazing Invention

Will This Sound
Scientific Principle
Restore Your Hair?

Amazing reports from users.
The Rand is simple to use.
Hook up to any faucet—place
helmet over head — turn on
water — that’s all! Power of
water pumps life-giving, in-
vigorating blood through scalp
blood vessels, feeds starved
hair roots, gives inner stimu-
lation—and often results in
QUICK growth of new hair.
No water touches your head
or hair. Order today.

The illustrations above ex-
plain the Rand principle
of growing hair. At left is
a starved hair root—too
weak to push hair through
the scalp. At right is
a strong, active hair
root — GROWING
HAIR — because it is
properly nourished by
rich blood supply.

Stimulates Deep-lying Blood Vessels
Through Intermittent Vacuum Principle

JLOOK! In As

Little as90Days
Results Like This

’in Many Thousands of Cases

Hair and scalp specialists know increasing blood circula-
tion in deep-lying scalp blood vessels stimulates growth of
hair. Here is an amazing machine which through “intermit-
tent Vacuum” actually pumps blood to starved and stunted
hair roots, stops falling hair, and results in new growth of
hair, Results are obtained even in many so-called hopeless
cases of baldness. You men who have tried everything else—
You men who are losing your hair—you men who have given
up hope of ever regaining your hair—YOU are invited to try
the Rand Hair Growing Machine on our amazing Guaranteed
Offer. Stop being laughed at behind your back! Stop being
called “Baldy”! Stop looking old before your time.

NEW HAIR IN 90 DAYS!

The exact time it takes for hair to appear varies
with the individual case, but in many cases new hair
appears in ag little as 90 days. Usually hair stops falling
out after first few treatments, scalp glows and tingles

with new vigor due to stimulated
circulation. Often results are
quick and startling. You use the
Rand at home while resting, or
reading. Treatment of 15 minutes
each are sufficient.

PRICE Only $9.?,5

Amazing Trial Offdr—You Pay Only If Satisfied!

SEND NO MONEY! You may have spent hundreds of dollars
to regain your hair. The Rand costs you oply $9.95, complete,
but you pay this only if you are satisfied with results. Send no
money with coupon below. Pay postman small deposit of only
$5.00, plus postage on arrival of Rand, in plain package. Use
it for 30 days.according to directions. If you aré then convinced
that it is helping you, pay balance of only $4.95. Otherwise
return Rand to us for refund of your first payment. You risk
nothing and you may again enjoy a thick luxuriant growth of
hair! Rush coupon below today.

Rand Company, Dept. J-1671, 402 Fourth St.—Newport, Ky.

Rush This Loupon-SEND NI MOKEY!

Rand Company, Dept. J-1671, 402 E, 4th St.—Newport, Ky.
Please ship the Rand in plain package complete to me
. 0. D. for $5.00 plus postage. I agree to pay balance of
$4.95 if after 30 days I am satisfied with results. Otherwise
I may return the Rand to you and you will refund my money.

Name
RAATOE: o eousissivasocrscosovasdy e e se tesveevessesens

1 RS ORS AR S pR  e a ~... State.
Liberal Deferred Payment Offer
Send no money now. Pay $500 (plus
Rand is delivered to you. Use 30 days accor to

tions. If at that time you are not delighted with resuits,
return the Rand to us and we’ll refund the entire amount
of your deposit, You fake no risk!
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.. and Where There Are Diesels
You Find H. D. S. Graduates

Almost every day .. . right in your own daily life . . . you see
Diesels at work . . . read about, or hear about, this great new
form of power ... about how it is spreading like wildfire.
Hemphill Schools graduates are in the thick of this great swing
to Diesel. Back of thousands of Diesel horsepower turning the
wheels, driving the propellers . . . meeting the world’s
numerous power needs . . . are Hemphill men, in the many
interesting, “big future” jobs offered by Diesel.

H. D. S. graduates are operators, chief engineers, sales engi.
neers, superintendents, service men, master mechanics . . . to
name only a few of the types of positions, They gqualified for
their jobs and opportunities the proven Hemphill way . . .
through practical training that you, toe, can obtain at any one
of the Hemphill Diesel Schools you may prefer to attend. Or
you can start your training at home . . . now. For complete in-
formation on Hemphill Diesel courses, send the coupon today.

HEMPHILL
DIESEL SCHOOLS

Localed cnly in the cities lisfed below and in no way

Please send me new issue of *March of Diesel” booklet and
details on Hemphill Diesel training, (This special informa.
tion is intended only for men between the ages of 18 and 45).

NAME ACE
STREET.
CITY : STATE. me304
Send This Coupon To Nearest Addrass Shown At Left




Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

This is a call for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day.

Forty years ago the horse and buggy business was supreme—today
almost extinct, Twenty years ago the phonograph industry ran into
many millions—today practically 2 relic. Only 2 comparatively few
foresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the automobile and the
radio. Yet irresistible waves of public buying swept thesc men to
fortune, and sent the bnigy and the phonograph into the discard. So
are great successcs made by men able to detect the shift in public favor
from onc industry to another,

Now another change is Faking place. An old established industry—an integral
and important part of the nation’s structure—in which millions of dollars change hands

A Money-Making Opportuni
for Men of Character

EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR
AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE

A MULTI-MILLION-DOILLAR INDUSTRY

EARNINGS

One man in California eatned over $1,600 per month for three
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days’ time. Another writes
from Delaware~"'Since I have been operating (just 2 litde
less than 2 month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half the day in the office; counting what I have sold
outright and on trial, I have made just a little in excess of onc
thousand dollars profit for one month.’’ A Connecticut man
writes he has made $55.00 in a single day’s time. Texas man
nets over $300 in less than a week's time, Space does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future
in this business is coupled with immediate carnings for the
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to $60
Ecr sale and more. A great deal of this business was repeat

usiness. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with us. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offers. The fact that this business has ai to it such
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses—

every year—is in thousands of cases being replaced by a truly astonishing, simple inven-
tion which does the work better—more reliably—AND AT A COST O] AS LOW
AS 29, OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! It has not

who have takep over the rights to this

uired very long for mea is. Our door is

todoa
#nd show carnings which 10 these times arc almost unhcard of for the average man.

Not a™‘Gadget’’—
Not a “Knick-Knack’ =

but a valuable, proved device whicl

has been sold successfully by busi-

" mess movices as iell as seasoned

veterans.

Make no mistake—this is no novelty—no flimsy creation
which thé inventor hopes to put on the market. You
bly have scen nothing like it yet—perhaps never
of the existence of such a device—yet it has alrcady
beedl used by corporati standing promi by
dealess of great oorwfions-bz :!:drll‘;uqch_a—by doc-

business,

men who demand only the highest
income—gives a fairly good picture of

open, however, to the younﬁ man lookiag for
the right ficld inwhich to make hisstart and

of opportunity and
e kind%?%usinc?s this

evelophis future.

Profits Typical of
the Young, Growing Industry

Going into this business is not like selling something
offered in every groceéry, drug or department store. For
instance, when you take a $7.50 order, $5.83 can be your
share. On $1,500 worth of business, your share can be
$1,167.00. The very lcast you get as your part of every
dollar’s worth of busincss you do is 67 ceats—on-ten
dollars’ worth $6.70, on 2 hundred dollars® worth $67.00
—in of two thirds of cvery order you get is
yours. Not only on the first order—but on repeat orders
—and you have the opportunity of carning an cvea larger

tors, papers, | : etc., ctc.,
and by thousands of small business men. Youdon’t have to
convince 2 man that he should use an eleceric bulb to light
his office instcad of a gas lamp. Nor do have to scll
the same business man the idea that some day he may nced

i hhth)smlﬁvmn.bﬂn Thenctdi;a{rudgl:tbae—
the is us i right at that very
mmm?zand the gnlra biflt;chft ngaing the greatest
part of tais expense is obvious immediately.

Some of the Savings
You Can Show

Yoa walk ioto an office and put down before your go:peu
3 leteer from a sales organiman showing that ¢ ? did
work in-their own officc f:r mﬁ}l which fwmcfly could bave
rost them over $200. A building supply corporation pays
our man $70, whercas the bill could have been for Sl,l;aom
An automobile dealer pays our representative §15, whereas
the expense could have been over $1,000. A department
store has se of $88.60, possible cost if done outside
the bosiness Eing swell over $2,000. And so on. We could
not possibly list all cases bere.  These are just 2 few of
the many actual cascs which we place in your hands to
work with. Pracrically every line of business and every
section of the country 1s ¢ ted by these ficld reports
which hammer across dazzling, convincing money-saving
m‘;ia which hardly any busioess man caa fail to

L 5

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know anything about high-pressute
selling. “Sclling™ is unoecessary ingzbe ordinagrx; sease of
the word. Instead of hammering away at the customer
and u'yin{cm “force” a sale, you make a dignified,
business-like call, leave the installation—whatever size

customer says he will ace t our risk, let the
customer sell himself after the device is in and working.

This docs away with the need for pressure on the cuse
tomer—it eliminates the handicap of trying to get the

money before the customer has really convinced himself
100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proof of
success in that customer’s particular line of busincss.
Then leave the invention without a dollar down, It
starts wc;r]l;ing u‘ﬁnc;‘ldn afew shg%rt days, the installa-
tion should actually uce enoy, money to pay
for the deal, with profits above the investment mmr in
at the same time. - oct yoos
Nothing is so convincing as our offer to let ts
for themselves without risk to the customer! While
fail to get even a hearing, our men are makin,

tion of the largest firms in the country, and
smallest businesses by the thousands.

‘ou thea call back, collect yoar money.

g sales
running 1nto the hundreds. They bave received the atten-
o < sold ta the '

No Money Need Be Risked

in trying this business out. You can measure the possie
bilities and not be out a dollar. If you are looking for &
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Lowly Sheepherder and Mighty Cattle Baron, Townsman and
_ Plainsman—=All Are Swept Into a Sinister Net Cast Over
Northwest Texas by Power-Greedy Hombres
Who Plot to Wreck the Very Foundations
of the Glorious Lone Star State!

By JACKSON COLE

Author of “Brand of the Lawless,” “The Border Pqck,” etc.

CHAPTER 1

Northwest Terror

’l-‘HE sun, reddening the western
sky, bathed the vast Texas Pan-
handle in a bloody glow, sym-
bolic of a tortured land, as Philip Hor-
ton pushed through the Pass. He
stared eagerly at the Promised Land,
the grassy, undulating plateau where
the Horton sheep grazed. The herd

was thin and decimated by drought and
the long trip from Oklahoma, but the
lush grass gave Horton the hope that
his flocks might graze and wax strong
again.

Tall, with the flat muscles of young
manhood, he drew in a deep breath of
the warm, scented air, his powerful
chest expanding. His face, smoothly
bronzed by healthy life, irm jaw and
straight nose, clear, wide-set eyes that
shone with an appealing light, made
him a handsome picture of rugged

Featuring JIM HATFIELD, Ranger
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power. All this was enhanced by the
inherent self-possession and strength
of pioneer blood that caused men years
older to look up to him as a leader.

He could not guess to what lengths
his flaming courage was to be tested,
what terror gripped the Panhandle for
hundreds of square miles. The scene
looked so peaceful here—

Horton’s horse jumped as a bullet
shrieked a warning overhead. His
strong brown hand dropped to the pis-
tol strapped to his lean hips. His nar-
rowed, trained blue eyes sought the
rising dust cloud toward him.

Keen of vision as he was, it was im-
possible for him to pierce the distance
and see the panorama of horror unfold-
ing across the wild spaces, individual
experiences adding to mass panic. Two
hundred miles west, wild-galloping
horses drew a covered wagon away
from a burning shack around which
whooped fierce-painted Indians. In the
retreating wagon crouched a terrified
woman, clasping a child to her while
her blood-streaked husband drove for
their lives from their newly-built home.

Smoke columns along the north and
south line told that other settlers were
being attacked by parties of Coman-
ches. But Horton could see none of
this, neither could he see far south,
where rode grim-faced ranchers, paus-
ing at scattered waterholes to stare at
piles of dead steers, as the buzzards
rose up with raucous cries, disturbed at
the feast.

At that moment, as Phil Horton
waited for the approach of these hos-
tile men, a thin, scrawny man dropped
off a horse in a distant bush-fringed
depression. The tiny man’s right eye
was covered by a black patch, and he
sprinkled from a brown-paper sack
some white powder onto salt cakes set
for the cattle, then emptied the bag into
the brown, quiet water of the pool.

The click of hoofs caused him to
turn. A young cowboy rode over the
rise to confront him.

“What yuh doin’ here?” the rider de-
manded suspiciously. “Le’ssee that
ba-g_”

The black patch stirred, exposing a
raw eye-socket. Charlie Long, the line
rider, heard a gun click behind him in

the mesquite; he turned, a fatal error.

The little man dropped the brown bag
and his hand flashed out. Long’s eyes
were blinded by a viscous liquid that
burned like red-hot needles. He tried
to rub it out, but this only made it
worse, and, doubled in agony, he fell
from his saddle as his horse reared in
fright.

A screech issued from Long’s writh-
ing lips. Masked men jumped from the
mesquite and poured six-gun bullets
into the helpless body, until Long
ceased to squirm. A huge hombre
laughed harshly.

“C’mon,” he ordered. “We’re through
on this range now, got it all covered.
The Guv’nor’s timed it jest right.”

- That vast territory had been touched
off to bloody flame. From peace it was
suddenly blazed into a state of war, and
none knew where to turn. New homes
were burned as Indians threatened;
masked men rode the range, and in the
towns to which terrified settlers hur-
ried for protection, more lawless hom-
bres skillfully added to the terror by
robbery and murder, flying b‘ullets.

N Making City, the county seat and
metropolis of the north, a silver-
tongued orator harangued the crowds,
demanding law and order be restored,
while similar meetings were held
through the Panhandle.

And a lean rider, a loaded pack horse
behind him, headed for Making. A shot
crackled out and he rolled off his horse
to crash down a steep, bush-fringed
slope, lie silent as death!

Of all this Phil Horton knew noth-
ing. Standing his ground, he only
heard the peaceful musical tinkle of the
bell-ewe’s approach, as the old female
led the flock out on the grassy flats.
The woolly gray creatures spread out
to graze, rangy sheep-dogs flanking
them, keeping them in order.

Dave Horton, his father, strode up.
He was a heavier, shorter man than his
handsome son, hard-bitten, with
seamed cheeks and gray-streaked hair.
He seemed slow but inexorable, like
the sheep he tended. Their old herder,
Jefferson Smith, got down from the
supply wagon to join them. He was
older than his boss, a hatchet-faced
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fellow whose fierce loyalty shone from
his frosty eyes and sunken cheeks.

“What’s wrong, Phil?” Dave Horton
growled, =

“Cowmen, I guess,” Phil replied, as
another bullet whipped past and hit a
sheep, the animal flipping back and ly-
ing down on its side, while those about
it followed suit, impelled by herd in-
stinct.

Jeff Smith ran back to the wagon

and picked out his Sharps’ buffalo gun,
- returning to stand at Phil’s other side.
Angered at the wounding of the sheep,
Smith raised his weapon and it boomed
like a small cannon, the great slug
wooshing through the air.

The Hortons waited, staring across
the plain which had the awesome sweep
of a mighty sea. The spring sun had
wheedled the soil to bloom and the
vivid grass carpet was sprinkled with
radiant flowers. It was a scene of wild
grandeur, breath-snatching in size.
Though the surface looked level, it was
treacherously undermined by prairie
dog cities, dangerous to a horse un-
used to such footing.

Here grew mesquite, sage, chapar-
ral and cactus of every sort from tiny
balls covered by long, gray hairs to
giants fifty feet high. There were large
areas without creek or waterhole, but
ranging animals traveled great dis-
tances to drink. The rains of centuries
had carved deep canyons, with fanciful
pillars and frowning turrets. One of
the cracks, made by Rabbit Ear Creek,
had caused the Hortons to hunt the
pass through the hills in which the
stream rose, as the canyon had proved
uncrossable.

The whooping cowboys, firing vol-
leys over them, slowed at the vicious
sound Jeff Smith’s buffalo bullet made.
The doughty sheepmen, outnumbered
three to one, stood their ground, and
the horsemen swept to a stop twenty-
five yards from the compact Horton
group. The garb of the newcomers told
their occupation. They wore leather
chaps and wide hats, spurred boots,
colorful costume of the cow country,
contrasting with the simple and duller
dress of the sheepmen, who usually
walked tirelessly about their monoto-
nous work.

Jim Hatfield

“Hey you,” the cowboy foreman bel-
lowed furiously, “get them sheep offa
this range ’fore we run ’em into the
canyon! Yuh’re stampedin’ our cows
jest from the smell of them woollies.”

ECIPROCAL anger flared in
Phil Horton as the hereditary
enemy so rudely accosted them. “Go
to hell! We’ve bought a lease on this
country and we’re going to use it! Stop
that crazy gun-play, you’re scarin’ our
sheep, but not us!”

Cowmen hated sheep, for their stock
would run at the odor of them and the
sheep nibbled off the grass to the roots,
ruining a range for cattle. And the
sheepmen returned the dislike with in-
terest, remembering the attacks made
on them by their foe,

“Wait,” Dave Horton ordered as he
stepped forward, “I’ll talk to ’em, Phil.”
He walked toward the cowboys. Phil
could make out the brand on their
horses, a bell with a B in it, B Bell.
He quickly followed his father to back
him up as the fearless sheepman coolly
approached. “I paid a thousand dollars .
for a grazin’ lease here,” Dave ex-
plained to the red-faced foreman.
“We’re from Oklahoma, the drought
drove us out.”
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“We’re drivin’ yuh back,” snarled the
foreman. “This range is occupied, sav-
vy? We don’t let sheep come south of
the border.”

“Who's boss round here?” demanded
Dave.

“Marley Bell, of the B-in-a-Bell,
President of the Panhandle Grazers
Union.”

“Huh! Why, I was told yuh was
movin’ yore cattle south, that this
range was open to sheep. I know a
dozen flocks headin’ this way, they all
bought leases from agents.”

“Yeah, there’s sheep come in all
along the north border,” the foreman
said angrily. “We’re turnin’ ’em out,
dead or alive, savvy? Some of 'em got
through to the south and ruint the
range ’fore we knowed they was in.
Now you get!”

Though menaced by the crowd of
enemies, the sheepmen were prepared
to fight. Only the flick of a lash was
needed to start a bloody battle. But as
hands went for guns, a rider hurried in
from the southwest.

Phil Horton’s rage cooled as he
looked at the newcomer. It was a young
woman, small, daintily formed, with
exquisite clear-cut features, full red
lips, the sheen of sun on her coppery
hair lovely as an artist’s dream.

“What'’s - wrong, Hank?” she de-
manded.

“Aw, Miss Lydie,” the foreman re-
plied, “these dang sheepmen’re lyin’
’bout havin’ leases on our range.”

She faced the Hortons. Her amber
eyes were very earnest, and she caught
Phil’s admiring glance, addressed him.

“My name is Lydie Bell, my father’s
Marley Bell, head of the Panhandle
Grazers. Our members have had a lot
of trouble with sheepmen, and there’ve
been some fights, men wounded on
both sides.” 7

Dave grew exicted. “Fights, huh?
Why, I'm head of the sheepmen, Miss
Bell. Reason we’re late is we helped
the other flocks start off, we have to
travel far apart on account of not want-
in’ to get the critters mixed. We all
bought leases from an agent in Okla-
homa who told us the cowmen had
decided to move south across the Ca-
nadian.”

“Whoever told you that lied to
you,” she said. “The whole country’s
upset, and I don’t like it. Bullets are
flying, grangers are coming in and
fencing off waterholes, there’s trouble
in several counties. The Comanches
who ride the Staked Plain west of here
are roused up, burning out settlers and
chasing them into the towns. And
poison’s been spread across the Range,
killed thousands of cows. There’s a
rumor that the sheepmen were doing it
to clear the way for their sheep, and in
revenge for having been driven out.”

The startling news roused both Phil
and Dave Horton. The small, isolated -
bands of shepherds, who looked upon
them as chiefs, were in deep trouble.
Phil Horton could see that the fighting
and terror in her home land deeply hurt
the young woman.

“I don’t believe our friends spread
any poison, miss,” Phil cried, indig-
nantly.

Dave was greatly upset. “Why can’t
I see your father and talk this out?” he
asked her.

“That’s the thing to do,” the girl
agreed.

Jeff Smith stayed to guard the flock,
while Phil and Dave Horton rode
southeast with the cavalcade. Phil
pushed his horse close to Lydie’s. The
sound of her voice stirred him and he
paid no attention to the lowering cow-
boys.

T was dark when they reached the
princely Btin-a-Bell which ran
thousands of steers. The house was
single-storied, of whitened brick, ram-
bling far and wide in the hollow. A
large waterhole provided water for
stock, for trees and flowers. Fences,
bams, smokehouse and springhouse, a
big bunkhouse, gave it the look of a
small village, Lights blazed, the
flickering red of an open fire giving the
front main room a cozy appearance.
But a number of cattlemen, fully
armed, gathered around the porch, and
inside the front room, which buzzed
with excitement, Horses stood in the
shadows, and the glint of light showed
on the metal of rifle barrels and six-
guns.
Phil Horton dismounted, stood to
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‘help Lydie. The two sheepmen fol-
"lowed the pretty young woman up on
the veranda and inside. “Father!” she
called. “Here’s Mr. David Horton to
see you. He’s head of the sheepmen.”
A growl rose from the ranchers. A
peppery voice yelled, “Hell’s bells!” A
short, wiry man in a blue shirt, black
riding pants tucked into expensive half-
boots, jumped toward them. He had
red hair over a strong face, fiery eyes
that showed his commanding nature.

Phil Horton, in his dark-blue suit,
curly head bared in the lamplight,
calmly faced the unfriendly crowd.
Hoofs pounded outside, as horsemen
whirled up. A tall, thin man with a
grim face heavily bearded, whiskers
larded with grey, pushed in.

“Bell,” he cried, “the Comanches are
pressin’ in! I managed to sneak
through their lines this morning. And
your waterholes have all been pois-
oned, dead cows everywhere!”

- A huge man shoved past him, a man
inches over six feet, with a grizzly
bear’s body. He had a wide, flat nose,
flashing eyes, in a horse face, straight
black hair showing under the broad
fawn Stetson. His high cheek-bones
gave him the equine look. Guns,
matched Colts trimmed with inlaid
mother-of-pearl designs, showed in his
sagging holsters.

“Tazewell’s right, Bell,” he shouted.
“I know damn well who laid that pizen,
too—those consarned sheepmen we
chased. They’re tryin’ to clean the
range of cattle and bust us cowmen so’s
they kin run their lousy sheep in! Yore
cows’re dyin’ by the thousands, there’s
nuthin’ to do but skin ’em and quick,
’fore the buzzards ruin the hides.”

Bell’s face was purple with sur-
pressed rage. “If yuh’re responsible
for this, or any of yore danged herders,
Horton,” he snarled, “Gawd help yuh!”

“What!” yelled Mustang, the man in
the fawn Stetson. “This hombre’s a
sheepman! Lemme at him, curse his
stinkin’ heart—"" He started ferocious-
ly toward Dave Horton.

Phil Horton stepped quickly be-
tween his father and the furious giant.
His clear gaze held Mustang’s red-
dened orbs.

“Outa my way,” ordered Mustang,

reaching out with a huge paw to sweep
Phil from his path, but as his hand
touched Phil the sheepman gripped the
thick wrist, jerked cleverly, whirling
Mustang back against the wall.

With a curse, Mustang recovered,
hand flashing to his gun, but Phil Hor-
ton, anticipating his move, was in,
hard fist smacking against the big
man’s jaw, rocking him on his heels.
As Mustang teetered, he felt the hard
cold muzzle of Phil’s pistol against his
yielding belly.

The scrap had flared and was over
in two seconds, but a roar of rage rose
from the ranchers.

“Stop—stop.” Lydie’s voice rang
out. Rough and tough as they were,
they would listen to a woman, and a
pretty one could command them.
“Please be quiet,” she ordered, “and
let Father and Mr. Horton talk this
over. There’s been a mistake, I'm
sure.”

“Quiet down, Mustang,” Bell snap-
ped. “Wait outside if yuh can’t hold
yore hosses. Horton, s’pose we go into
the side room where we can talk
quiet?” He led the way, Dave at his
heels, through a hall, turned into a
smaller chamber, shut the door.

S Phil stepped back, still watching

him closely, the giant swung on

his spurs and walked outside, followed
by many of the men.

Mustang’s horse-face was twisted
with fury, and he gave forth an aura
of whiskey. ‘

“You must be hungry,” Lydie said
to Phil Horton. Her amber eyes shone,
and plainly the way he had stood up to
Mustang had delighted her. “Come to
the kitchen and I'll fix you some food.”

He was hungry and he knew she was
taking him out of the hostile crowd be-
cause she was kind. Through a dining
room and a long hall they reached the
huge kitchen, with a saddle loft at one
side. Lydie brought out food, and they
talked together as Phil gratefully ate.

Through an open window, Phil could
hear his father’s voice and Hell’s Bells
Bell as they talked. From the corner
of his eye he saw a shadowy figure out-
side, run past the opening. A shot
crackled, then a second. -
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“What was that!” gasped Lydie,
jumping up. :

Phil Horton threw back his chair,
hurried to the window, stuck out his
head. Someone in the dark yard fired
at him. Lydie seized his shoulder to
pull him back. A hoarse cry, “Murder!”
came from the room where Bell and
Horton were closeted, trying to ar-
range the trouble on the range.

Phil Horton turned and ran through
the hall. The door of the room opened,
and Marley Bell leaped out, gun in
hand.

“Lamp shot to pieces! Horton’s
plugged! Gimme a match, Lydie. See
how bad it is:” .

Anguish gripped Phil’s heart. He
shoved Bell out of the way, leaped into
the death room. Lydie struck a match
and touched it to a candle wick. The
flickering beam rested on the prostrate
form crumpled by the open window,
blue bullethole through Dave Horton’s
head from one temple to the other.

“Dead!” Phil gasped.

A grim face stared through the win-
dow. It was Jefferson Smith, the old
herder.

“Cmon, Phil,” he yelled. “Hustle,
‘fore they kill yuh too!” Marley Bell,
starting back into the room, saw the
rising Sharps, leaped away as it
blasted its great slug through the door
and buried in the wall opposite. Shoot-
ing rose outside, and running feet in
the hall sent Phil Horton to the win-
dow.

“Wait, wait!” Lydie cried.

Shocked and stunned at his father’s
murder and sure Bell had done it, Hor-
ton leaped through the opening. A
bunch of men at the front were shoot-
ing along the house, and a bullet tore
through Phil’s jacket, burning his ribs.
Jeff Smith grabbed him and they
jumped for the shadows. An answer-
ing fire at the cowmen, who were led
by the giant Mustang, came from close
at hand.

“It’s Olly Crouse and his herders,”
Jeff Smith told young Horton. “C’mon,
we got hosses.”

Sheltered by the stone springhouse
at the rear, shooting furious lead at the
whooping hombres coming toward
them, the half dozen sheepherders

mounted and cut off around the water-
hole: Olly Crouse, a stout man of fifty,
in overalls and a corduroy cap, pushed
close to Phil as they rode through the
darkness.

“Yore dad’s kilt?” he demanded, and
when Phil told him, he snarled, “We'll
shoot every dirty cowman in the Pan-
handle! They run my sheep into the
river canyon yestiddy and chased me
and my boys. Soon after you left, we
come on Jeff and your flock; them
masked cowmen run your sheep off,
and though we killed a few, they beat
us off.” Jeff and Crouse, with the
latter’s followers, had headed for the
B-in-a-Bell to warn the Hortons.

“We’ve got to get together,” Phil
Horton growled. He fought to hold his
emotions in check, to think clearly, as
he took command which the others
granted without question.

“I heard a bunch of sheepmen had
gone to Making City,” Crouse grunted,
as they flew through the night, leaving
the ranch behind. “Went to complain
to the sheriff ’bout havin’ been raided!
Huh, fat chance they got! Sheriff was
elected by these murderin’ cowmen.”

HIL HORTON thought for a mo-

ment. Then he said, “We’ll head
for Making. If the law won’t help us,
we can pick up our friends there, at
least. C’'mon.” He turned his horse
south.

It was near midnight when they
reached Making, the Panhandle me-
tropolis, center for the ranchers for
hundreds of miles around, but the town
was wide awake, seething with excite-
ment. Saloons ran wide open, and
groups of men stood about, discussing
the Indian uprising, the ruin of the
range and the death of the cattle from
poison, or listening to orators. Pass-
ing near a large gathering on the Plaza,
on their way to the sheriff’s office, the
little nucleus of sheepmen stopped at a
group who was listening to a speaker.

“To hell with Texas!” the man
shouted, “what’s she ever done for the
Panhandle? Austin’s too far off to help
us. We've got to help ourselves, and
quick, or we’ll be wiped out. No man
is safe!”

The sheriff, “Dog” Wilson, an ear-
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_nest, heavy looking man with a brown -

mustache, was just mounting his sad-
dled horse at the jail, in front of which
was his office. Phil Horton pushed up

to him.
@@ W OOK here, Sheriff Wilson,” he
said, having asked the official’s
name when he inquired the way to the
jail, “my father, David Horton, was
murdered this evening by Marley Bell,
at the B-in-a-Bell ranch.”
.“Huh?” growled Wilson, frowning at
the set face of the stalwart young man.

“Murdered—by Marley Bell? Say,
who’re you?”
“My name’s Philip Horton. Our

sheep and the flocks of my friends have
been destroyed by cowmen gangs on
this range.”

“Sheepmen, huh?” Wilson said
gruffly, scowling at Horton. “Some
more of yore pals was here, complainin’
to me this afternoon. But I ain’t got
time to ride to the B-in-a-Bell now,
even if what yuh say’s true, feller. You
and yore men have made a lota trouble
in the Panhandle and I got my hands
full. D’yuh know anything ’bout the
pizenin’ of the waterholes?

“I'm on my way right now to see
’bout the murder of Charlie Long, a
Circle O linerider they say sheepmen
kilt when he caught ’em pizenin’ a
spring! The whole Panhandle’s flared
up, what with yuh fellers, and them
damn Comanches! I can’t handle half
the work in this county, and the state
ain’t sent me no help. If I ketch yuh
doin’ any shootin’, young feller, or find
yuh had anything to do with killin’
them cattle herds, I'll arrest you!”

“Like hell!” snapped Phil. “You
won’t arrest us. Go bring in Marley
Bell for murdering my father!”

“Well, I'll look into that when I get
around to it.” As Crouse had declared,
Sheriff Wilson had been put in office by
the powerful - Panhandle Grazers.
Balked of legal revenge, sure no local
jury would convict Marley Bell, Phil
Horton led his followers away.

They scouted around and found ten
sheepmen, the bunch mentioned by the
sheriff, outside a saloon, and, joined by
them, rode slowly north along Main
Street.

A cavalcade, led by the giant Mus-
tang with whom Horton had clashed at
the B-in-a-Bell, swept into town from
the north, met them head on. With a
hoarse bellow, Mustang opened fire,
recognizing Phil Horton.

The sheepmen whirled, backing into
the shadows between buildings, draw-
ing their guns in reply. One of young
Horton’s friends was knocked dead at

the first volley; the sheepmen poured

back a hot fire that emptied two saddles
close to Mustang. Townsmen began
to run toward the scene, yelling, join-
ing in,

Tazewell

“Let’s ride,” Horton ordered, seeing
enemies piling up, threatening to sur-
round his small party,

First he must rally the sheepmen,
arm them, and then he would fight, for
his rights. They faded away into the
darkness.

Over the great Panhandle hovered
death. In towns to the south and west,
rioting crowds howled at the words of
orators who cursed Texas, demanding
secession on the grounds that since
Texas failed to protect them and main-
tain order, they must form their own
commonwealth and with their tax in-
come and state organization restore
peace to the Panhandle!
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CHAPTER II

Save Texas!

oe URRY!” Cap’n Bill McDow-
ell’s voice was harsh with a
stridency almost panic.

No one who knew McDowell would
believe it was a personal fear; he was
too brave for that. In his riding days
he had charged Indians and gunmen
armies single-handed. The old Fron-
tier-model Colts on his desk had
brought honor and peace to Texas.

It was for Texas that he feared, as
he looked up into the strong face of the
tall man. =

“The trouble’s spread like wildfire,
Hatfield. Ev’ry hour counts. Maybe
too late now!”

Jim Hatfield, known as the Lone
Wolf because he chose to ride alone on
dangerous missions, held the burning
eyes of his captain. Hatfield’s grey-
green orbs, shaded by black lashes,
were icy as an Arctic sea, Inches over
six feet, powerful shoulders to match,
he listened to his orders.

There was a majestic calm about the
famous Ranger. The deep chest rose
and fell, no break in the steady rhythm
of the never-quavering heart. Single-
handed, with his deadly Colts, Hatfield

" had defeated the most vicious killers

and their murderous bands.

Jim Hatfield’s reputation for dealing
with such, who plotted against the
Lone Star State, made evil men curse
the day he was born. Many had died
so cursing him while others, hot-eyed
and broken, eked out their miserable
days behind prison steel.

The muscles of Hatfield’s long arms
were like supple metal cords; the slim
hands, at ease now, could in action flash
with the speed of a sunbeam. His
strength matched his great frame, and
was magnified by clever tricks of train-
ing, by the cool, keen brain in the hand-
some, black-haired head. Bronzed by
the biting wind of the norther, by the
blazing desert sun, the Ranger’s rug-
ged face was lean, not an ounce of su-
perfluous flesh was upon him. A broad
mouth relieved the stern lines of his
countenance.

His voice was soft, drawling, yet it
held a timbre which forced men to lis-
ten. “Yuh callate it’s more than a local
sheep-cattle war?”

McDowell’s gnarled fist made the
ink-well jump. “Yes, Jim. This trou-
ble’s deep and tall. I got reports from
a dozen country sheriffs, sayin’ invadin’
sheepmen pizened the waterholes and
shot down cowboys to clear the range
of cattle. The Comanches are on the
warpath in the west.” He lowered his
voice, vibrant with excitement: “Here’s
what worries the Guv'nor most—me,
too! It's civil war in the Panhandle
and Northwest.

“Federal intervention’s jest eased off
Texas, so we got to handle this our-
selves and pronto, ’fore they send back
Federal officials to take charge. Texas
is in real danger, Jim. Our state we've
fit so hard to make the best place on
earth for decent folks may be split!
They’re sayin’ in the Panhandle that
Texas is too big and unwieldy and they
want to form their own commonwealth.
Claim Austin’s too far off to maintain
order, and it seems so, with this war
and the Indians roused agin.”

HE coiled-spring muscles of the

great fighting man lay in somno-
lent poise, his whole body having the
grace of a leashed tiger. He stared past
McDowell’s silvered head.

“Texas!” he growled.

McDowell, too, felt that fierce loyalty
for his state. Too old to ride on such
a mission he could but pick his men.
Looking at Jim Hatfield he knew he
had chosen well; no one else could deal
with such a far-reaching, dynamite-
charged situation, Hatfield’s fighting
power being matched by an Empire
builder’s vision.

“We’ll be ridin’,” said the Lone Wolf
simply. By “we” he meant himself and
the golden sorrel who champed outside.

McDowell accompanied him to the
door, touched his gun arm. “Good luck
to that. Yuh'll need it, Jim!”

Hatfield’s leather faintly creaked, sil-
ver spurs tinkling as he moved. “Mak-
ing City’s capital of the Panhandle
country, and that’s where the wust of
this sheep-cattle war has hit. Yubh’ll
find Virgil Tazewell, an old-time trap-
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per, a man to ride the river with. Virg
and me trapped the Rockies together.
He’s got a hide warehouse and tradin’
post there in Making.

“I’ll call in as many Rangers as I kin
and have ’em report to yuh in Making.
But we may be too late, so hurry!” He
trailed Hatfield out into the sunshine.

The Lone Wolf patted Goldy; the
sorrel, sleek with the best of care
bucked as the lithe rider settled in the
high-pronged saddle. Warsack fastened
at the cantle, rifle snugged in leather
sling under left leg, Hatfield swung
Goldy, pointed northwest. With a
wave of his long hand to McDowell he
cantered toward a land of death, of evil
forces so potent they threatened to en-
gulf the mighty commonwealth.

Austin soon was behind, the golden
sorrel’'s gait easy but pace-eating.
Goldy was a fit mount for the untiring
Ranger, who could go days on sleep
snatches, on swallows of alkali water,
tightening his belt a notch for a meal.

“Split Texas!” the man growled, and
Goldy laid back his velvet ears, snorted
in disdain.

Ever upward rose the trail. Across

rivers dangerous with quicksands,
through grazing lands and into the
mountains’ moved the man on the
golden horse.

Following the Salt Fork of the
Brazos, he came to the great plains;
four thousand feet above sea-level

Hatfield noted the increasing scarc-
ity of range cattle, usually so numerous
here, and the number of bleaching steer
skulls and bowed rib-bones was appal-
ling. Buzzards dotted the sky and the
mesquite was alive with coyotes and
other scavengers.

He was not many miles from Making
City, the Panhandle Metropolis, when
he ran into trouble. The Lone Wolf’s
gray-green eyes seldom were still but

- moved from point to point with the
eternal vigilance of the wilderness man.
Goldy might be counted on to warn of
danger so Hatfield did not overlook the
sorrel’s uneasy twitch; though the hori-
zon seemed innocent, Hatfield was
aware something was about to occur.
And a rider popped up from nowhere

—the Ranger knew he had been sitting
his horse, motionless, blending with a
mesquite patch and the gray rocks.

- “Howdy,” the hombre sang out. He
had a very broad, squat body, husky
all the way through, clad in chaps and
vest over a maroon shirt. His face was
bronzed and pleasant enough, only the
creases about his eyes, that gave him
a foxy look, might have warned an
alert observer that he was sharper than
he appeared. His slate-colored Stet-
son was trimmed with a three-inch
wide band made from a dried rattle-
snake’s skin; a vermilion circle deco-
rated it in front.

ATFIELD nodded as he faced

the husky man. The Ilatter

grinned and asked, “Have a smoke?”

and held out a sack of tobacco and
packet of papers.

“Thanks, but I jest throwed one
away.”

“Headin’ for Making? I’ll ride along
with yuh.”

Hatfield, aware of the fellow’s swift,
appraising scrutiny, shrugged and they
went on together. “I ride for the Cir-
cle 2,” the hombre chatted, “but most
of our stock was pizened by them dirty
sheepherders. There’s a war on and
strangers ain’t welcome.”

“Yuh mean me?”

“No, no, I ain’t that sort,” disclaimed
the rider as though shocked at the sug-
gestion. “But mebbe I kin help yuh if
yuh’re huntin’ someone perticular.”

Trying to pump the tall jigger was
discouraging. The husky man’s horse
shouldered the sorrel and Goldy shied
to the right and snorted. They had
trotted but a hundred yards when
again Goldy was bumped, edged a few
feet farther north.

“Now what’s he after?” mused Hat-
field; he had refused the makings, for
it is too easy for the-donor to reach over
and seize a gun-wrist while the vic-
tim’s hands are occupied with a smoke.

Hatfield waited for the next collision
and it came soon, the husky man
swearing and cruelly bitting his horse
as though punishing him %or unruli-
ness. The road looked clear but, top-
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- ping a slight rise, Hatfield observed a
patch of weathered rocks thick with
cactus growth and mesquite. He de-
cided the husky man was shoving him
to it. The Lone Wolf touched Goldy
with his right knee and the powerful
sorrel made a sudden swing left, knock-
ing the other horse aside. “Sorry,”
Hatfield drawled.

The hombre gave him a sharp glance.
“Now look,” he growled, voice no
longer soft, “I tell yuh this is danger-
ous country.”

“But it’s still free, ain’t it?” By a
spur touch Hatfield completed his
maneuver so his companion was be-
tween him and the rocks.

Three men, bandannas drawn up to
gleaming, hard eyes, bobbed up from
the cover. They toted sawed-off shot-
guns and, making the best of a bad
job, spoiled by the Ranger’s quick ac-
tion, they threw down on the riders.

“Hey, we want yore money and
hosses. Get off and deliver or we’ll
blow yuh to hell!” the leader ordered.

“Holdup,” gasped the cowboy. “We
better let ’em have our stuff, mister—"

“Stay right where yuh are,” Hatfield
said softly. The husky man glanced
back, saw the Ranger’s steady Colt
trained on his spine; panic flared in his
eyes and he remained nailed as he was.

If the trio pulled triggers they would

hit him first.

The three masked hombres started
at them. “Put up that gun ’fore yuh
get hurt,” the leader bawled, catching
the glint of sun on Hatfield’s weapon.
He fired a warning load from his shot-
gun that whooshed over the heads of
the mounted pair.

Goldy stood firm, trained to such
work, but the husky man’s horse, either
through fright or her rider’s wish, be-
gan to dance, half-exposing the Ranger.
The masked leader was bringing his
snub-nosed shotgun to cover Hatfield,
and the Ranger fired, his slug smashing
the gunman’s thigh. As the leader hit
the dirt, Hatfield whirled Goldy, felt
the wind of a hastily fired, bunched
shot. A

The officer’s calloused thumb rose, a
second masked bandit dropped his
shotgun, doubled up out of the fight.
In these second-fractions the Lone

Wolf’s grim face had not changed.
There was no apparent hurry, for a
trained gun-fighter takes his time with-
in limits, for accuracy. The third of
the masked hombres, appalled at the
slaughter of his mates, dropped his gun
and jumped frantically for the rocks.

Hatfield, Colt steady, met the gaze
of the-husky man who had tried to push:
him into the trap. The pale orbs were ™
bulging and the husky hombre seemed
to find difficulty in swallowing. =

“Why—that was good shootin’,” he
gasped hoarsely.

“Unbuckle yore gunbelt and get
down.”

“Why, what’s wrong?”

“Drop yore guns!”

NABLE to meet the Lone Wolf’s
steady eyes, the husky man
obeyed. He cursed but none too bold-
ly and at Hatfield’s command walked
toward the rocks. The Ranger kicked
the other horse and sent it running off.
To the south dust rose. To the north,
more riders were approaching, Hat-
field cantered off at an angle, heading
again for Making.

The encounter told him the ap-
proaches to the troubled country were
picketed; those coming in had heard
the shooting and were hurrying to join
the sentries. His experienced eye had
told him that the supposed bandits
were not cowmen or sheepmen; they
looked to him like gun-fighters and
their actions were professional. With a
burst of speed the golden sorrel car-
ried him over the next wave of the
prairie ocean, on toward Making, hub
of the Panhandle.

The city sprawled on gray flats,
buildings visible at a distance across
the level reaches. The Ranger rode in
from the southeast, crossed a railroad
spur, looking over the town.

Main Street was wide, packed by the
passage of many hoofs and wagon-
wheels, lined with buildings of sheet-
iron and imported timber, rutted side
lanes branching off here and there.
Gaily colored signs announced the pur-
pose of the various stores and saloons;
along the track were two large build-
ings and over one was a red sign read-
ing:
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VIRGIL TAZEWELL. HIDES AND
PELTS. =

Though the day was fair, the central
plaza and the streets were deserted.
Hatfield dismounted at the road side
of Tazewell’s warehouse, hitched up
his gun-belt, shook dust from his
clothes, and as he ducked under the
hitch-rail he heard from the north end
the sound of cheering.

The door was open, and he stepped

_into a small office which reeked of acrid
odors, hides and tanning chemicals. A
man snored in a chair, booted feet on
the desk. Hatfield shook him till he
opened his eyes.

“Tazewell here?” the Ranger de-
manded. 3

“Oh—nope, he’s at the meetin’.
Ev’ry-buddy is.”

A photograph hung over the table,
of a lean man with a partially bald
head and a sharp nose. “That Taze-
well?”

“Yeah, that’s him.” The fellow at the
desk, fully awake now, watched him.
“What yuh want with him?”

“I’ll tell him that myself.” Hatfield
nodded, remounted and rode north,
past the wide plaza with its brick jail,
and reached the end of the houses. He
left Goldy and strolled toward the large
crowd of people listening to an orator
who stood on a platform in the center.
Several hundred citizens were present,
densely packed together, and the tall
officer could not immediately locate
Virgil Tazewell.

The speaker’s commanding, fiery
voice drove his words forcibly to Hat-
field’s attention: “We must have
peace! The violent men who disturb
our daily pursuits shall be curbed.
These cowardly gunmen have no right
to endanger our children and ourselves
in their private feuds! Their bullets

- fly in our towns and through the open
range. The Panhandle must be made
safe for decent citizens. This sheep-
cattle war is an abomination, a few
selfish, greedy men ruin our land, fight
each other while the redskins strike our
western border—"

The ofator was a short but not un-
impressive figure. His head was large
and well-shaped, bared to the sun. A
shock of thick black hair curved on his

noble white brow, over a determined
face with flashing black eyes. He ges-
ticulated with well-kept white hands as
he spoke. A thin hombre in chaps,
spurred black boots, vest over a red
shirt, wide Stetson, six-guns hanging
in studded cartridge belt, interrupted
the speaker with a harsh shout:

“T’ll kill ev’ry sheepman I see! Dang
their dirty hides, they ruint me, Farns-
worth. This is cow country, savvy?”

Hoots drowned him out. “Shut up,
Mike Gans!” “Boo!”
Hatfield stared at Gans. The man

had a cast in one eye and a thin face,
fringed by stringy brown hair. Gans’
face was twisted with rage.

Farnsworth, the orator, raised a hand
to still the mob. Hundreds of animated
faces showed in the throng, cowboys,
tradesmen, farmers; townsmen, and
black-frocked, solemn-visaged gam-
blers. Farnsworth resumed his speech:

“T tell you the cattlemen and sheep-
herders have caused this trouble. These
feudal ranchers who claim vast
stretches with no legal title other than
the law accords every homesteader!
Their guns keep thousands from their
birthright, from these plains which will
blossom as the rose. They will finally
bring on our heads the power of the
Federal government which cannot ig-
nore this civil war—yes, this is war.

“Do you want Federal intervention
again, the self-seeking tyranny of
venal men?” asked the speaker. “Our
taxes are paid to Texas. Surely we
are entitled to protection, but if it does
not come we must act ourselves—"

A pistol cracked on the taut air. The
bullet sang like an angry hornet, the
stocky speaker staggered and gripped
the rail with both white hands, a wid-
ening, red stain on his broad cheek.

“I’ll teach yuh to talk so ’bout cat-
tlemen!”’ an angry voice howled.

CHAPTER III

Mustang

o

ARNSWORTH after his first in-
voluntary twitch, did not quail. He
stood proudly erect, defying them all
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“Murder me if you dare!” he shouted.
~ Hatfield was already in action, mov-
ing toward the hombre who had tried
to drygulch the speaker. The Ranger
could make out the fresh gash in the
platform rail where the slug had hit,
evidently sending a jagged splinter
into Farnsworth’s face. The mob be-
gan to mill, and the yells swelled to a
mighty roar.

The assassin wore a cowboy outfit,
chaps and vest, wide hat; he had a dark,
savage face which Hatfield glimpsed
as the gunman leaped a fence where a
saddled horse waited.

“I defy you,” Farnsworth yelled,
shaking his fist. “I defy Marley Bell
and his paid killers. I defy the men

'),

whose only law is murder

M ustang

Moving with a panther’s grace to
stop the savage, dark-faced gunman,
Hatfield violently collided with a huge
man. By accident or design a sharp el-
bow was driven into his stomach, the
unexpected impact knocking the Rang-
er off balance. He caught himself
quickly, thinking the bump accidental,
for the people were all shifting. Howls
of rage came from the throats of the
crowd. Hatfield found, as he tried to
step around the big hombre, that again
he was blocked, since the fellow had
jumped to cut him off from the fleeing

gunman, stopped his play.

“What’s yore idea, runnin’ into me
like that, stranger?” the giant snarled.

The savage, black-haired gunman
was across the short space and behind
the houses; a defiant cowboy whoop
came back on the breeze. Thanks to .
the huge hombre, Hatfield had lost the
opportunity of stopping the killer, "
With a touch of impatience that did
not show in the set lines of his stern
face, he swung on the man who had .
spoﬂed his game.

It was literally eye-to-eye, for the
other was as tall as Hatfield, heavier
through the hips, where the sun glinted
on six-shooters trimmed with a com-
plicated mother-of-pearl design. Into
huge halfboots, turned over at the
spurred heels by the bow of an invet-
erate rider’s legs, were tucked tight-
fitting riding pants.

The man’s hands were like raw
hams, flecked with black hairs, hanging
at the end of apishly curved mighty
arms attached to wide shoulders. His
brow was creased in fury, and the deep-
set eyes, over high-cheek bones, gave
him a horsey look. Over the sullen
mouth was a squashed nose. His whole
appearance was untamed, fierce, brut-
ally self-assured. -

“Yuh’re in my
drawled.

“Yore road to where?” The giant
pined for a scrap.

The Ranger’s hands hung easily at
his slim hips; he watched his oppo-
nent’s gun hand.

“Hey, Mustang!” Gans, the wild-
eyed rancher who had interrupted
Farnsworth, shoved through the
crowd.

Mustang’s play, saving that gunman,
was only a straw showing which way
the wind blew—yet, if this aptly named
Mustang forced a fight, Hatfield was
ready. From broad experience in such
affrays he knew it had come to that.
Like filings attracted to a suddenly
charged magnet, sharp-eyed hombres
with ready Colts hurried toward the
two big fellows. There flashed over the
Ranger the surety that Mustang had
planted them all, knew of the attempt
to kill Farnsworth, and the covering
of the gunman.

road,” Hatfield
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NLY a moment had passed. Light-

ning-swift, the thoughts raced
through the Lone Wolf’s brain, cool as
his fighting heart which never speeded
its beat, allowing perfect coordination
and timing between that brain and the
trained muscles of his body.

“Wait’ll I take keer of this skunk,
Mike!” Mustang snapped, his great
paw starting for his gun.

Hatfield’s Colt slashed out, the sharp
sight cutting across Mustang’s fero-
cious face, stabbing him back. Mus-
tang’s slug hit the dirt between the
Ranger’s spread boots.

But the mob was moving, welling af-
ter the fleeing gunman, and shouting
men shoved between Hatfield and
Mustang. A hand grasped at the Rang-
er’s throat as one of Mustang’s friends
reached for him; he swung to drive his
fist in a swift punch that jolted the
man’s head back, glazed his eyes.

Then Hatfield was forcibly pushed
away from his opponent, deafened by
the roar of the crowd. As a powerful
stream splits two floating objects, Hat-
field and Mustang were separated. The
Ranger was carried along in the crush
toward Main Street.

The attempted assassination broke
up the meeting. The rider had escaped,
was only a dust cloud on the plain,
heading west. Hatfield shoved out of
the hurrying throng, paused between
two houses. An eye peeled for Mus-
tang, he went back to pick up Goldy.
Mounting, he started the sorrel along
a narrow lane which ran parallel with
Main Street, back toward Tazewell’s.

An hombre in cowboy clothes, whom
Hatfield spotted as one of those who
had tried to lay hands on him during
his brush with Mustang, suddenly
jumped out from behind a barn. Goldy

shied, forehoofs leaving the dirt; the"

armed man hurriedly fired, and Hat-
field felt the sear of the bullet along his
thigh as it cut his chaps, missing be-
cause of Goldy’s quick movement.
The fellow’s small eyes glittered as
he again took aim. Hatfield’s six-
shooter flashed with terrific speed of
which he was capable. The Ranger’s
slug hit the gunman in the shoulder,
knocked him down. More men ran
from the street, and Hatfield touched

Goldy with a spur, darting past the
opening, hearing the lead whirl behind
him. He swung through to Main, and
reaching Tazewell’s, left Goldy in a
shed at the rear and entered the office.

A tall, lean man stood, looking at
him as Hatfield came in. The Ranger
glanced curiously at the famous scout
and trapper.

The slender figure was clad in buck-
skin, pants fringed by uneven strips,
mocassins on long, straight feet. A
clipped yellow beard, streaked with
white, was shaped to the pointed chin,
the nose curving like an eagle’s beak.
Myriad seams showed around the deep-
set, light-blue eyes which fixed Hatfield
with the penetration of sharp knife
points.

Every facet, every feature of the man
indicated a keeness of perception rival--
ing that of the Lone Wolf. The lean
man had taken off his coonskin hat,
held it in one bony hand; his hair was
straw-colored, and like his beard,
larded with the hoar of age. The por-
trait on the wall was only a colorless
?ihaélow of the hombre facing Jim Hat-

eld.

“Tazewell?” drawled Hatfield. The
assistant was gone and they stood to-
gether in the office.

The lean man nodded, the famous
scout running an appraising glance
over the powerful fighting machine
that was the Ranger. He spoke, voice
soft and slow, but with a timbre that
demanded attention. “What kin I do
for you?”

Hatfield opened his slim, strong
hand, and the light from the door fell
upon the silver star set on a silver cir-
cle, emblem of the Texas Rangers.
“Cap’n McDowell sent me. I'm Jim
Hatfield.”

HE eyes shot forth a sudden flash,
and the buckskin swished as Taze-
well shifted. Then he held out his
hand. “You needn’t add any more.
I've heard of you.” After a pause, he
ordered, “Come in back. If there’s any-
thing I can do, I want you to tell me.”
The trapper led the way, moving
with a wild animal’s grace. The ware-
house was filled with cattlehides ready
to ship. Pelts were here, too, beaver
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and bear, wolf and over all the musty
odor.  Tazewell swung left, entered
a little den where stood a rough bunk,
a cookstove, guns and traps and clothes
spread about.

Hatfield wished to make his arrange-
ments quickly. Tazewell shoved over
a whiskey bottle, squatted on his heels.

“McDowell,” the Ranger explained,
“callated yuh could give me an idee as
to how things stand in the Panhandle.
I’m here to stop the trouble.”

The lean trapper stared sombrely at
the rough brown boards of the wall.
He cleared his throat, asked, “You're
alone?”

Hatfield nodded. “Scoutin’ the way.”

“I see.” He added, “Cards on the
table?” =

- “From ace to deuce.”

“Things ’re bad. The Comanches
have raided the western border, angry
because settlers have invaded their
huntin’ grounds. You've heard of the
sheep-cattle war that’s swept the range,
a dozen men have died, many more
wounded. Trade’s stopped, save for
hides from thousands of cows pizened
by the sheepmen.”

“Yuh’re shore the sheepmen laid the
stuff?”

“Who else? They did it in revenge
at bein’ chased off. And once they clear
the range they can bring in their sheep,
those flocks that the cattlemen haven’t
destroyed.”

“I note yuh got plenty of them cow-
hides.” :

Tazewell shook his head gloomily.
“I was away on a huntin’ trip, across
the Staked Plain, and I got back too
late. Other dealers beat me to it. Those
1 have were bought before the market

broke, since the cowmen could only

dump their hides. I have contracts,
signed before the break, to fill. I lose
my shirt, since the price now is small.
The sheepmen ruint me, too.”

“Who got most of the hides, then?”

Tazewell hesitated, then shrugged.
“You see the big warehouse down the
track? That belongs to Frank Ulman.
He’s bought in thousands for a song.
The sheepmen sifted over the hull
northwest range sprinkling pizen—"
He broke off, stiffening, a startled
gleam in his keen eyes as Hatfield,

with a panther’s lithe speed, glided to
him, put a hand to the man’s lips.

“Mighty dry weather,” the Ranger
said loudly. In Tazewell’'s ear he
quickly whispered, “Someone sneakin’
up on us—say I'm yore new pardner. I
want to stay covered.”

Tazewell relaxed, nodded. The Lone
Wolf went to the door, stood at one
side, reached out and opened it. Mus-
tang, the big fellow, and a dozen men
were tiptoeing across the warehouse
floor, trying to reach the side room.
Hatfield’s keen senses had caught the
creak of a loose board.

“Why, howdy, Flowers,” cried Taze-
well. “What kin I do for you?”

Mustang Flowers paused, feet wide-
spread. His heavy jaw dropped as he
lowered at Hatfield. “Say,” he snarled,
“yuh jest shot a pal of mine!” His face
burned brick-red under his tan and a
smear of clotted blood showed where
Hatfield had raked him with his gun
barrel.

“Wait,” Tazewell snapped. ‘“This
man’s the son of an old trail-mate of
mine, Mustang. Meet Jim Harrison,
my new pardner. If he shot anyone,
that hombre asked for it!”

AZEWELL was quick of wit, and
he was looked up to as a personage,
even Mustang Flowers backed down.

“He’s all-fired brash with his guns,”
Mustang growled.

The Ranger coolly eyed the gang.
They wore cowboy accoutrements, rid-
ing boots and pants, vests over flannel
shirts, high hats—Hatfield suddenly
realized something. Though the hats
were of different shapes and colors,
every one save Mustang’s was trimmed
with a rattlesnake skin band, a ver-
milion circle splashed in front! :

The husky man he had encountered
had worn such a decoration, and, come
to think of it, so had the fellows who
seemed Mustang’s pals at the meeting.
Why? the Ranger asked himself. It
would be to mark friend to friend, of
course, and that denoted a large organ-
ization, so large that all its members
would not know each other save by
this uniform marking.

“Sorry ’bout yore pard, Flowers,”
Hatfield said. ‘“He scairt my horse,
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jumpin’ out so sudden and shootin’ at
me. I figgered he was drunk and jest
winged him.”

Mustang had lost his decisiveness;
suspicion glowed in his red-rimmed
eyes as he glanced at Trapper Taze-
well, whose ready explanation was de-
signed to allay distrust of the Ranger.

“We’ll head across the Staked
Plain,” prattled on Tazewell, feigning
to be unaware of the taut air, “and set
our traps in the mountains.”

“Huh.” Flowers stared at Hatfield.
Whether he feared the slim hands
would move too fast for him or whether
it was Tazewell’s okay, he said, “Well,
be keerful how yuh yank yore hawgleg
after this.”

“Meet you over at the Steer’s Head
in ten minutes, Mustang,” Tazewell
said. “Drinks ’re on me.”

Flowers nodded, swung and stalked
off.

“Who is he?” inquired Hatfield.

“Oh, a cowman of sorts, he’s got a
bunch of friends, though he’s new to
the Panhandle. Tough, ain’t he?”

Hatfield shrugged. “I’d like to see
some of those hides, off the poisoned
cows.”

Tazewell led him to the rear yard,
where cowhides were drying on long
stands. Carefully he looked them over.

“What’ve you found?” asked Taze-
well curiously as he saw Hatfield’s
frown, the Ranger rubbing his fingers
across the inner surface of a stretched
skin. He held out his hand, palm up.

Tazewell stared at the white grains
sticking to Hatfield’s finger-tips.
“White arsenic!” Hatfield exclaimed.
“Works into the hide.”

Tazewell was startled. “Sheepmen
carry pizen for varmints, don’t they?”

“Not this stuff, it’s usually strych-
nine. Yuh must know that, in yore
trappin’ work.”

“Sure, sure. It surprised me at first.
You're all-fired smart, Jim. Now sup-
pose we go and play Mustang Flowers
along a bit at the saloon?”

Hatfield followed him to the side-
walk. Making was an important place,
and they swung quickly beneath the
continuous wooden awnings to the
Steer’s Head, a popular drinking-place
filled with cowboys, gamblers, towns-

men. Dusk was at hand and the oil
lamps had been lighted.

As they entered the wide front door,

Tazewell nudged the Ranger. “That
yellow-faced hombre is Frank Ulman,
the dealer who got most of them hides,
Jlm "’
- Here was a man who must be mak-
ing money out of the Panhandle’s ca-
lamity. The Ranger looked Ulman
over. Ulman wore a well-tailored
black suit, a conservative black Stet-
son on his narrow head, covered by
close-clipped curly "black hair. His
complexion was unhealthily sallow; he
had a small, bristly mustache and
clenched in buck teeth was a long
cigar, eyes narrowed in the rising
smoke. :

His frock coat was unbuttoned, dis-
closing a purple silk vest across which
hung a solid-gold chain. Tazewell
paused and slapped him on the shoul-
der, saying jovially, “Meet my new as-
sistant, Jim Harrison, Frank.” Every-
body knew the old trapper, he was very
popular.

LMAN’S veiled gaze met Hat-

field’s ; he nodded shortly. “Drop
round some day when I ain’t busy,
young feller!”

“Hey, Tazewell!”” That was Mus-
tang Flowers, shouting at them from
the far end of the huge room.

Tazewell approached Mustang Flow-
ers. Hatfield followed, taking in the
crowd. Now he was hunting for it he
noted many of the rattlesnake hat-
bands; while not an uncommon trim-
ming, the vermilion circle cinched it.
The distinctive mark pointed to a large
organization.

As they stood at the bar a commo-
tion sounded up front and a compact
body of men swept in. At their head
was a short, wiry hombre, fifty-dollar
boots on his small feet; he had red hair
breaking out under his fawn Stetson, a
strong, sharp-cut face, with flashing
eyes indicating an imperious nature.

uns rode at his waist, and those fol-
lowing him were heavily armed save
for one person held inside the bunch.
The man who stood out was a stout
fellow of fifty, hair gray at the temples;
he wore plam shoes and blue overalls.
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It was Olly Crouse, Phil Horton’s
sheepman follower.

The cowmen stalked to the bar.
“Hey, there’s Marley Bell and his rid-
ers,” Flowers cried. “They’ve snaffled
a sheepman.”

“Hold it,” ordered Tazewell.
what they do.”

Bell |, threw money on the bar.
“Drinks,” he shouted. “Step up—you,
too, sheepman Wet yore whistle. Last
chance.”

Citizens edged away. Too many
bullets had been flying around to take
chances. Marley Bell, after draining
his glass in one swallow, swung and
swept the room with his eyes, looking

“See

for enemies. He saw one, for he hitched

up his gun-belt and swaggered ‘like a

fighting cock across the place, weaving

among the tables.

Bell set himself before a round table
at which sat John Farnsworth, the ora-
tor. Farnsworth had a bandage on his
cheek and frowned at Bell as the cattle
king, arms akimbo, stood sneering at
him.

“Hell’s bells, Famsworth ? the cow-
man bawled in a loud voice, “I hear yuh
made a speech agamst me this after-
noon! Fair warnin’—if yuh don’t shut
yore trap I'll do it for yuh This is
cow country and it’s stayin’ so!”

Farnsworth shoved back his chair,
saying, “I'm not armed, Bell. I’'m not
your sort. I—"

Hatfield, watching the play, sud-
denly grew aware of a man who had
burst into the saloon. It was one of
the husky hombres of the hard eyes
who had tried to waylay him on his
way in.

CHAPTER IV
Lynch Law

HE husky man saw Hatfield an
instant later, since he was heading
straight toward him. He stopped, ut-
tered a whoop, of alarm. “Hey, Mus-
tang! That big jigger there shot Jake
and Arizony!”
Flowers jumped,
Ranger cleared his throat.

turned as the
“Who,

him?”

field.
“Mustang,” drawled the Lone Wolf,

“if they were pals of yores, don’t blame

A thick thumb indicated Hat-

me. I ﬁggered it was a holdup. They
said so.
“He’s lyin’! He opened up on us

without warnin’,” the excited hombre
yelled.

Hatfield was watching Mustang for
the horseman’s decision; he knew what
it was the instant Flowers made it.
Tazewell stood, frozen, as Flowers,
with the speed of legerdemain flashed
a huge paw toward his pearl-trimmed
Colt. Then Mustang’s hand paused,
slowly and gingerly left the vicinity of
his gun; the Colt made a soft sound as
it dropped back into its holster. The
gunman was staring into the round
black muzzle of Jim Hatfield’s pistol.

A fraction of a second later the
Ranger’s gun spat but not into Mus-
tang. Hatfield had shifted, seeing the
husky hombre, thinking himself hidden
by Mustang’s broad figure, go for his
hogleg. A bullet tore low along the
floor, plugged into the bar; Hatgeld’s
had caught the husky man in the thigh,
and the breaking bone made a horrid
crunch. The husky man fell heavily,
fainting in the pain, all fight gone out
of him for a long time.

Acrid powder smoke slowly rose to
the hanging lamps. Silence fell upon
the saloon, a startled silence that was
so thick it could have been cut with a

- knife. :
Mustang Flowers broke it. He
croaked, “Awright, mister. You win.”

He looked at his glass, raised it slowly,
both hands in plain sight.  Gulping
down a drink, Mustang wiped his lips
with the back of his hand. “Yubh’re
fast, Harrison.”

No one else seemed to wish to try
a shot at the tall jigger. Aware of hos-
tile eyes, as he made a practiced sur-
vey Hatfield saw a tiny, ugly man with
a patch on his eye. His neck was stuck
out, and his good orb was balefully
fixed upon the Ranger. He had one
hand stuck into the pocket of his greasy
grey suit coat, but as he found Hatfield
watching him he sat back in his chair.
Men looked away from the tall Ran-
ger’s cold gray-green gaze, feigned to
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be busy with their own pursuits. Mar-
ley Bell, who had watched the play,
came slowly back to his friends.

“C’mon,” the cattlemen’s chief or-
dered. “Bring that sheepman, boys.
We got to hustle.”

Their grim, determined faces told
Hatfield what they were contemplat-
ing. Hatfield, feeling the tense air,
wanted to see what he might do about
the situation. It would be simply an-
other brand cast on the blazing fire of
horror that burned the Panhandle.
Two primary tasks faced him: he must
arrange a truce between the sheepmen
~and cattlemen, and pacify the Com-
anches.

But in the back of his keen brain he
was turning over what he had,observed.
Besides Marley Bell and his crew, and
the opposing sheepmen, there was Mus-
tang Flowers, who appeared to hold
sway over an even greater number of
gun-fighters. Mustang was maintain-
ing a picket line around Making. Only
one of Marley Bell’s boys wore a rattle-
snake hatband and that had not the ver-
milion circle on it.

“Figger I'll be ridin’,” drawled Hat-
field. ““Thanks for the drinks.”

LOWERS grunted. He did not

look up from his glass as Hatfield,
trailed by the lean Tazewell, started
out. Belfwas leaving, his men shoving
Olly Crouse before them. No one made
any move to stop them.

“You sure make things hum,” Taze-
well exploded, as they hit the sidewalk.
“Never saw anyone beat Flowers to
the draw!”

Bell and his men were mounted,
heading north. The Ranger, with long
strides, reached Goldy and swung a
long leg across his saddle.

“Where you bound?” the trapper in-
quired.

Hatfield jerked a thumb after the
cattlemen. “I mean to stop that.”

Tazewell’s narrowed eyes gleamed in
admiration. “Alone, eh? I b’lieve you'll
try! I'm goin® along.” He mounted
and rode beside Hatheld, out of Mak-
ing, along a beaten track that wound
across the moonlit prairie, patched
with black mesquite shadows. As they
cantered in Bell’'s dust, Hatfield asked,

“Yuh heard this talk of splittin’
Texas?”

The trapper drew in a deep breath.
“I have. They say Austin’s too fur
off and doesn’t give a hoot in hell what
happens to us so long as we pay our
taxes. Panhandle citizens want to form
a new state, from the Pecos to the Red,
Longitude 100. We could use our taxes
to pay for our own protection, form our
own Rangers—not that I agree, mind
you.”

“Me either,” growled the Ranger.

A mile out Making, the city’s glow
red in the sky, Bell’s party swung off
the trail along the lip of a deep arroyo.
Jim Hatfield saw ahead the sombre
outline of a lone tree, black against the
yellow moon. It was high enough to
hang a man from.

As Hatfield and Tazewell ap-
proached, they were challenged by a -
Bell rider. “What’s up?” Tazewell
inquired.

“Oh, hello, Virg,” Marley Bell called.
“If yuh wanta watch, get down and do
so. Who's that with yuh?”

“Jim Harrison, my new pardner.”

At Bell's order dried brush was
hastily collected and set afire. In the
ruby light Marley Bell came over and
looked up into Hatfield’s set face.

“Oh, yuh’re the jigger who called
Mustang, huh? That was mighty quick
play, mister.”

The horses stood in a group, reins
dragging, as the dismounted cowmen
gathered around Olly Crouse. The
stout sheepman was gulping and his
face worked nervously, but he did not
whine. A lariat was shaken out, and
one end tossed over the tree limb, the
noose held by a Bell man, ready to cast
over Crouse’s head. A horse was led
over to do the jerking.

“Got anything to say?”
manded.

“No,” growled Crouse, “except to go
to hell!”

“T’'ll see yuh later when I git there,”
Bell snapped. “Want a cigarette?”
He saassed Crouse the makings.

All the cowboys were watching their
enemy, the crackling brush fire cast
dancing shadows over the scene. As
the Ranger, determined to prevent the
lynching,” took a step forward, he felt

Bell de-
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a tremendous breath pass his cheek.
A furious, deadly “whoosh,” then a
thunderous explosion booming across
the flats, told the large caliber of the
gun. The Stetson on Marley Bell’s red
head flew off, strap snapped, hit the
ground, ripped to pieces. Bell stag-
gered, half turning around, face dazed;
his hand flew to his head and it came
away, smeared with blood.

On the echoes of the explosion
crashed a volley, flashes from about
them, and the horse by the tree

shrieked, tumbled in a heap. One of '

Bell’s cowboys whirled and fell flat on
his face. Another cursed as his arm
went limp. Then the rest had whipped
out their guns, jumping away sfrom
the light.

LLY CROUSE moved with sur-

prising speed, seizing the first
instants of confusion to make his es-
cape. He dove past one of his startled
captors, knocking him over with his
lowered head, and bounded into the
bushes. Bell and his cowboys began
shooting furiously into the outlying
shadows, bullets ripping through the
(rinesquite, plugging dust up from the
irt.~

“This way, Olly!” a voice shouted.

The pounding hoofs of retreating
horses rang in the smoky air, with the
booming guns and whoops of fighting
men. “Get to your ponies,” screeched
Marley Bell. “There’s on’y a few of
’em. Hustle!”

But bullets from the bushes had
thrown the band of mustangs into a
maddened snarl, - Riders fought their
horses, trying to wuntangle them.
Finally a few mounted, Bell among
them, and started in pursuit after the
shadowy figures of retreating sheep-
men who had attacked to save their
friend Crouse. Already they were well
out and away, headed west.

Hatfield whistled and Goldy trotted
obediently up to him. He mounted and
. followed along with the infuriated cow-
men. On the level space, broken by
rocks and mesquite clumps, he could
see the hazes of dust rising as the
sheepmen split, riding hell-for-leather
from their enemies, who outnumbered
them.

A sudden whoop of triumph from
Bell’s lips sent Hatfield galloping that
way. One of the sheepmen had gone
down, as his horse’s hoof broke
through a gopher hole, tossing the rider
headlong to the ground. He rolled over
and over, gained his feet, emptying a
revolver back at his pursuers as he
started to run. Hot bullets beat about
him as the cowmen whirled from both
sides, and a lariat whizzed out. The
fighting sheepman was yanked off his
feet, and dragged back along the plain.

“Bring him to the fire,” ordered Mar-
ley Bell.

The prisoner was pulled, like a roped
steer, over the rough earth. Marley
Bell dismounted, snapped, “Some of
yuh boys watch out, so’s they can’t
rush us again.” More brush was tossed
on the ruby embers and the fire rose
high.

“Hell’s bell’s!” roared Marley, as he
stared at the prisoner. “It’s Phil Hor-
ton!”

Horton stood, chin up, defying his
enemies. His blue clothes were ripped,
crusted with dirt, and his right cheek,
which had dragged the plain, was
bleeding and stained. His powerful
chest spasmodically rose and fell, for
he was winded from his run.

Since his father’s death Phil Horton
had lost pounds off his sturdy frame;
the hit-and-run existence made him
look gaunt.

Horton had managed to collect forty
sheepmen and expected more from Ok-
lahoma as he had sent messengers to
fetch them. He was a hard looking
customer, muscles like steel bands, red
fury in his hedrt against Marley Bell
and the cattlemen who had killed his
father and ruined him and his friends.

“So we got yuh,” snarled Bell. The
chief’s hot eyes drilled the young man.
Hatred welled in Horton’s breast and
his lip curled contemptuously off his
even white teeth. He laughed in Bell's
furious face.

“Yuh’ve pulled some skunk tricks on
my range,” rasped on Marley. “Out-
side of ruinin’ us by pizenin’ our cows
yuh’ve plugged half a dozen of my
friends. And why? For no reason at
all, jest ’cause yuh’re a thievin’, mur-
derin’ devil!”
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Horton laughed harshly. “No rea-
son?” he growled. “Who shot my
father? Who drove our sheep over the
cliffs?”

“Not me,” Bell declared.

“Some of yore men, at yore order.
What'’s the diff ?”

“We didn’t start this war.
us kilt yore dad.”

“You’re a sorrel-topped liar,” Horton
said coldly. -

“Aw, let’s get it over with,” an im-
patient cowboy snarled. “Here’s the
rope, boss.”

They pressed in on Phil, but Bell
raised an imperious hand.

“Let him have his say,” the rancher
ordered. Marley was conducting a
rough court of justice, according to his
lights. These men were fiercely indi-
vidualistic; when they considered it
necessary they acted as law officers,
judges and executioners in a wild,
rough land.

None of

ORTON knew that. He had

something to say and he began
to enumerate the crimes of the cattle-
men, but hardly had he begun when
hoofs pounded from the direction of
Making. A large gang of riders, wear-
ing snakebands around their hats and
led by a gigantic hombre whom Horton
recognized as Mustang Flowers,
whirled by Bell’s pickets.

Riding with Mustang was Mike
Gans, the rancher with the cast in his
flaming eye. Gans gave a shrill cry,
hatred welling up, and threw himself
off his horse, leaped at Horton, hand
flying to his gun.

“So yuh got him,” Gans bawled.
“I'll kill him—"

“Get back, Gans.” Bell sternly or-
dered Gans off. “Yuh’re a member of
our Association, Gans and yuh’ll do as
I say.”

“He ruint me,” grumbled Gans, but
he stopped.

“He ruint us all,” Bell replied. “But
Horton’s havin’ his last say.”

But Mustang Flowers took it up.
The huge hombre pushed Bell aside,
followed by his armed cronies. “Why
palaver?” he shouted. “Gimme that
rope, I'll string this skunk up myself.”

“Stand back, Flowers!” ordered Bell.

Many of Bell’s friends felt as Mus-
tang did, they wanted to see Horton
kicking air. Bell was shoved off by
sheer weight of numbers, protests
drowned in the uproar. Mustang Flow-
ers struck Phil Horton a clip alongside
the head that made Horton’s ear ring,
staggered him. With a curse Horton
drove his iron-hard knuckles into Mus-
tang’s mouth, breaking the giant’s lip
against his teeth. He felt huge satis-
faction as he hit Flowers a second blow
in the face, before his arms were pinned
by a flood of men and he went down,
kicks and punches raining upon him.

The red glow of the fire lit the omin-
ous scene. Horton felt the brutal boot
of Mustang Flowers as the horsy man
kicked him in the stomach.. He tried to
fight back but he was held down, and
Flowers quickly slipped the harsh rope
lariat noose about Horton’s neck.

“Toss that end over,” bawled Flow-
ers. “T’ll fix him.”

Horton’s brave heart did not quaver.
He faced ignominious death with a
calm certainty that he was in the right,
that he was a martyr to the evil men of
the Panhandle. They had murdered his
father and they were going to murde
him. :

As he struggled to his feet, head
rocking crazily from the terrible pum-
meling he had undergone, a hoarse
shout of defiance came from his bleed-
ing mouth. Before him was an image
of a lovely woman’s face, a woman with
sympathetic, amber eyes—he brushed
that aside, for her father had killed his,
now was about to watch Phil’s death—

“Flowers!” :

Over the confusion of voices that in-
cisive command penetrated to the
horsy man’s attention. Others heard
it, and turned to see who had spoken,
even as Mustang, struck by its menace,
faced Jim Hatfield.

A quiet fell upon the gathering.
Flowers stood frozen. Phil Horton
stared curiously at the tall hombre who
had stopped the lynching bee by a sin-
gle word. ,

The flickering ruby light from the
fire fell on the long sweep of the Ran-
ger’s fighting jaw. Feet spread he
stood outside the crowd, looking at
Mustang. He seemed, thought Horton,
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to hold them in magnetic command,
akin to awe. Admiration swept Hor-
ton’s breast; he had seen strong men
and he hoped he was one himself, but
he had never seen such an hombre as
this.

“Flowers,” the tall jigger drawled, “I
crave to know what all this is about.
Yuh savvy I’'m a stranger hereabouts.”

“Yeah, and a2 damn funny one,” mut-
tered Mustang. His face was dark, jut-
ting chin down as he glowered at the
Ranger, watching a chance to catch
him off guard. His hand itched to put
a slug through Hatfield but he did not
forget the speed of the Ranger’s draw,
and knew he would be first to fall when
the man with the coltl eyes started to
shoot. :

A man with a rattlesnake hatband
lost his nerve; he went hysterical,
whipped his pistol out. It went off but
the bullet hit the dirt, for the hombre
crashed dead on his face, knocked over
by the sudden sheet of death from Hat-
field’s Colt. Before the others could go
for their guns they found themselves
staring into the black round eyes of two
steady pistols in the Ranger’s hands.

“Step over here, Horton,” the big
jigger ordered.

CHAPTER V

A Plea for Peace

ORTON did not think of disobey-

ing. His heart jumped as he re-
alized he was not to die. “I’ll borrow
yore horse, Tazewell,” Horton’s savior
remarked coolly. ‘“Horton, see that
bony gray—get on him and I'll be right
with yuh.”

“Yuh can’t get away with this—" be-
gan Mustang.

“Why not?” the tall jigger asked
quietly. _

“Why not?” He was backing away,
out of the light circle, and no one dared
move for a gun. He mounted the
golden sorrel but never seemed to take
his gaze off the buffaloed crowd. Hor-
ton started west over the plain. The
man who had snatched him from the
jaws of death galloped after him. Now

Hatfield fired in a flash (Chapter VI)
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shots and yells rang out, lead whirled
past them, but with a burst of speed
they were away.

“Where to?” Horton cried, as the
free wind cooled his burning face.

“Let’s find yore friends, they oughta
be around somewhere.”

Horton set up a long, weird yodeling
that pierced the night. An answer
came from the south, and presently a
band of heavily armed men rode up,
greeted Horton with wild delight.
Among them rode Olly Crouse, and
Jeff Smith, the saturnine old herder.

“Goshamighty, Phil,” Crouse yelled,
“we thought you was a goner!
Couldn’t get near enough, though we
meant to charge ’em at the last minute
and die in the attempt! How in hell’d
you manage to escape?”

“Thank this man,” Horton replied.

The sheepmen, unkempt, beards long
and clothing torn and dirty from their
fugitive existence, looked upon the tall
hombre who had brought their young
leader out. He wore the rig of a cow-
man, but they accepted him, grateful
for his help.

Their enemies had begun a pursuit
and far-off wild shots sounded as they
rode pell-mell across the rolling plains.
Swinging back and forth but always
bearing north, they shook off the cat-
tlemen and slowed to rest their lath-
ered, hard-breathing horses.

“I’m sure obliged to you,” said Hor-
ton to the rugged, silent Ranger. “I
don’t even know your name, mister, but
you saved my neck.”

“Call me Jim. § 'pose we head for
yore camp, Horton.”

All were in favor, for they were worn
out. Crouse had been captured when
he had ventured into Making to buy
some tobacco and supplies and they
had been trailing Bell and his men ever
since in the rescue attempt.

Phil Horton, stalwart dark-clad fig-
ure erect in the saddle, took the lead,
Hatfield jogging beside him. They
rode for two hours until they came sud-
denly upon the canyon through which
ran Rabbit Ear Creek, and not far from
the hills pass whence Phil had issued to
look upon the Panhandle. The cut in
the flat surface was four hundred feet
deep, precipitous scarps straight down

to jagged rocks below. Horton swung
east along the canyon till they came to
the wooded hills.

The sheepmen’s flying camp was
here, hidden in the bushy slopes. They
had some food and spare guns, blan-
kets, in a shallow cave, and the weary
men picketed their horses and flung
themselves down to drink and rest.
Old Jeff built a small fire in under the
clif so the smoke would not show
against the moon-sky. They had
slaughtered a beef and strips were
fried.

ATFIELD ate with them, squat-

ted on his haunches. Phil Hor-
ton was curious about the big man,
kept watching him, wondering at his
motive in having risked his life to
snatch him from Marley Bell and Mus-
tang Flowers.

When they had ‘eaten and were
smoking their pipes, Horton saw the
tall, majestic jigger rise to his feet.
“Gents,” he drawled, “I know yuh had
the wind up and yuh seem like good
citizens. But I must tell yuh the plz-
enin’ of the Panhandle range was jest
what Marley says: a skunk’s trick!”

Jeff Smith gave an angry snarl
“Looka here, stranger,” he snarled,
“yuh saved Horton, but yuh can’t talk
to us thataway. I—"

“Don’t reach for that gun,” Hatfield
drawled. “Sit quiet and hear what I
got to say. :

“Jeff ” Horton snapped. “And all of
you, do what Jim tells you!”

“Thanks,” Hatfield told the young
leader. “As I was sayin’, that pizen
business set off a nasty war that’s upset
the hull section.”

“Jim,” Horton said earnestly, “please
hear me and believe what I say. No
sheepmen ever laid a mite of poison on
this range! That’s a lie of Bell’s to set
people against us.”

“Yuh expect me to believe that?”

“I'm tellin’ you square,” insisted
Horton, and a chorus of sheepmen
backed him up. “I’ve questioned every
man who brought a flock down here
and not one of ’em had enough strych-
nine to put out such a big amount of
poison. We all carry a bit to use on
coyotes and other varmints, but there
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must’ve been hundreds of pounds
spread ’round the Panhandle to kill so
many cows.”

“It wasn’t strychnine,” the tall jigger
-said. “It was arsenic.”

Horton swore. “I’ll pay anyone ten
dollars a grain for any arsenic he can
find among us! Or ever could.”

“What brought you all down here?”
Hatfield asked.

Phil Horton answered for them:
“My father bought a grazin’ lease in
Oklahoma from an agent who said the
cowmen were movin’ south of the Red
River. So did our friends. When Dad
and I got here, the cattlemen claimed
they weren’t leavin’ and the war was
already on. While my father was talk-
in’ it over with Marley Bell, Bell flared
up and shot him dead.”

“And,” Olly Crouse added, “they
druv our sheep over the cliffs or to
slaughter. We’re out to make ’em
pay.’!

“Tell me,” the tall jigger asked sud-
denly. “Did yuh happen to notice the
hat of the men who sold them forged
leases—for they must’ve bin forged.”

“Hat?” repeated Horton.
you mean?”’

“The band. Did them agents wear
rattlesnake skin bands, trimmed with
a red circle?”

Olly Crouse swore. “Come to think
of it, the hombre I paid did, mister.”
And Phil Horton found he could agree.

Horton was exhausted, worn out by
emotional strain and the hard run. He
could hardly hold his eyes open, and he
soon retired, rolling in his blanket.

HE morning sun woke him. With

the elasticity of youth, Horton had
somewhat recovered from his ordeal.
He had a toughness of soul that
brought him through life’s blows. The
big jigger whom he knew as “Jim”
was already up, washed in the small
hill spring.

Horton ate a cold breakfast. He was
smoking when one of his men, a little
fellow named Morris, with a bleak, thin
face, scurried up and reported that a
rider was approaching, below them on
the flats.

“It’s a woman,” Morris growled.
“Looks like that Bell gal.”

Phil Horton’sheart jumped. “Alone?”

“What _

o £ L A

As Phil started quickly south, Old
Jeff growled, “Look out, boy. It may
be a trap to snare you.”

Horton shrugged impatiently,
pushed on. A small figure astride a
white horse was coming from the di-
rection of the B-in-a-Bell. The new
sunlight gleamed on the strands of cop-
pery hair escaping from beneath her
Stetson. ' It was Lydie, and Phil Hor-
ton started out to meet her. The beat
of his brain speeded and he felt cold
sweat in the palms of his hands. She
was even more beautiful than the pic-
ture engraved in his heart, small, so
daintily made, perfect in symmetry.
Her red lips were slightly parted, dis-
closing pearly teeth.

“No!” he muttered fiercely, “no, you
fool?” He fought down the emotion
that engulfed him, for she was the flesh
and blood of the man who had kille
his father. '

The girl’s face was anxious as she
rode up to him. She dismounted, drop-
ping her horse’s reins came over to the
young sheepman,

“Phil Horton,” she said softly, and
held out a small hand to him. “Dve
come to talk to you.” His strong,
youthful figure was handsome in the
morning glow; he had a fine, intelli-
gent face, its lines stern, uncompro-
mising now. But she knew how to
soften him.

Phil Horton felt the touch of her
hand on his. He was acutely aware of
her loveliness, and the perfume of her
hair.

“T heard about last night, Phil,” she
told him gently. “Father was nearly
killed. I hate this war; my father’s in
danger every instant and it’s sheer tor-
ture to my mother and me.” :

“Why did you come to me?” he
asked, voice low.

“To beg you not to kill my father.
You must realize what he means to
me.”

“The same as my father meant to
me!” 3

“I understand,” the girl’s voice was
barely a whisper, “I hate to see you so
hurt. I rode to tell you that I heard
one of our hands say he knew your
camp was over this way so I came to
warn you.”
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He stared at her. “Thank you.”
The savagery aroused in his heart was
dying down ; he still hated Marley Bell
and the cattlemen, but the gentle young
woman touched him. “I’'m sorry,
Lydie, that it was your father who
killed mine.” v

“But I don’t believe he did,” she
cried, eyes shining with conviction.
“Phil, my father never fired that shot.
I saw his gun myself, right after it hap-
pened, and the cylinders were full.”

“Then one of his friends did it.”

She shook her head. “None of them
will admit it, even now when it’d only
be a feather-in a cowman’s hat. Some-
one shot your father through the win-
dow, and then knocked over the light.”

“1 wish I could believe that,” he
murmured.

Lydie reached in a pocket and
brought out a white cloth. In its folds
lay an empty .45 cartridge shell,
blacked by carbon at the mouth. Deep
marks, formed when the firing-pin had
struck the rim, could plainly be seen
in the clear light.

“I picked this up in the room where
your father died. It had rolled under
a chair—” She broke off, turning.

“T’d like to see that shell, ma’am!”

Phil Horton looked around, saw the
tall jigger, his savior. “Jim! You
gave us a start. Meet Miss Lydie
Bell.” :

Hatfield bowed gravely. “Could I
have a look at that cartridge, Miss
Lydie?”

She held it out to him. He took it,
turning it over and over, rugged face
keen.

“Off center,” Phil Horton héard him
grunt. Phil knew that to an expert’s
eyes a discharged cartridge case often
tells a whole story. Then he began to
wonder how much of their talk the tall
hombre had overheard. Lydie rose.

“I must get back, before I'm missed.
Phil, I'm going to try to get my father
to agree to a truce, so that this war can
be settled. Will you promise to hold
your men till you hear from me?”

“A good idea,” agreed Hatfield.
“Miss Lydie, tell yore father the sheep-
men didn’t spread that pizen.”

“I'll do that. You promise, then,
Phil?” :

HILL HORTON drew in a deep

breath of the warm, scented air.
It was difficult to change his viewpoint,
which was that the cattlemen of the
Panhandle were murderous devils; he
could not quench all his hatred in one
moment. But both Hatfield and Lydie
he admired, and they exerted a power-
ful sway over the young sheepman
chief, despite Phil’s own strong nature.
He was not, at heart, a killer, he had
been fighting for what he thought was
right, and to punish the slayer of his
father.

The Ranger supplied the’ finishing
argument that convinced Horton:
“If,” he said, “yuh’re tellin’ the truth
’bout not layin’ that pizen, Phil, mebbe
Bell’s innocent of yore dad’s murder.”

“That’s true,” said Horton. “All
right—I promise. I’ll hold my men till
I hear from you, Lydie. Will you send
me word or do you want me to come to
the ranch?”

“T’ll send you a message,” she re-
plied.

She smiled as she gave him her hand.
He helped her mount, his spirit lifted.
He watched her gallop toward home,
across the gray-brown plain.

When he could no longer see her, he
turned back to the tall jigger. Hat-
field -had his golden horse saddled up
and was preparing to mount. “Where
you goin’?” asked Horton.

“West.”

“How far, Jim? You know the
Comanches are out. We saw a war
party in the distance a couple of days
ago.” : v

“I’m headin’ thataway.”

“Not alone? We’ll go with you.”

Hatfield shook his head. “I got to
move fast. Lie low and yuh’ll hear
from me.” He nodded, and Goldy
lined out across the undulating prairie.
Phil Horton watched the departure
with deep regret. He liked the big
man and would have enjoyed staying
in his company. As he finally swung
to return to camp, he saw Olly Crouse
coming rapidly to meet him.

“Jeff says there’s a passel of cow-
boys headin’ our way, Phil We'll
hafta fight.”

Horton set his strong chin and
walked to the gathering. The sheep-

A4
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men were carefully checking rifles and
pistols, filling their pockets with spare
bullets. As he looked around at the
fierce, determined faces of his fol-
lowers, Horton thought that some-
times it is easier to fight than not to
fight. ;
“We're fadin’, boys,” he growled.

“What!” exclaimed Old Jeff. “Why,
we kin knock off a dozen ’fore they
reach the hills!”

A chorus of approbation backed up
the old herder. Horton scowled. He
ran his eyes around the circle, catching
each man’s gaze. He spoke deliber-
ately.

“Get your horses,” he ordered, “and
we’ll fade back across the creek.”»

They obeyed but they didn’t like it.
Jeff, who had loved David Horton as a
son, cursed and grumbled, threatening
rebellion.

But Horton was determined to hold

their furious passions in control. A
new, wild hope had come to him, a hope
he knew could never he fulfilled if Mar-
ley Bell were assassinated by a sheep-
man. His former conviction that the
ranchers of the Panhandle were re-
sponsible  for his father’s death was
shaken, and he swore to discover the
tigth

They swung into their saddles,
ragged in nondescript costumes, over-
alls or corduroys, old caps or felts faded
by the sun. Keen-eyed hombres com-
ing swiftly toward them spied their
movements on the brushy slopes.
Whoops rose and rifle bullets began to
plop into the stony dirt.

“They’ll find our camp,” Old Jeff
growled, red-eyed with fury. “Let’s
stay and have it out. We can knock
off the hull bunch if we lie up here in
these rocks.”

“Ride,” snapped Phil Horton.
Shortly after that they began to retreat
north through the pass.

“Pll hafta get in touch with her
later,” Horton muttered to himself as
they rode, “or else, she won’t know
where to find me.” He decided, as soon
as he had shaken off the cowboys and
the way was clear, that he would go to

the Bell ranch, find Lydie, since now.

she might not be able to locate him.
Far to the west, Horton’s friend Jim

was a faint dust-roll on the horizon,
swiftly headed toward the red terrors
of the plains, the Comanches.

CHAPTER VI
The Red Raiders

USPICION burned Jim Hatfield’s
keen brain. From what he had
uncovered he had come to believe that
the wholesale poisoning of the range
had been done by someone other than
Horton’s sheepmen. Every sign
pointed to another far more sinister,
powerful agency. The motive of this
menacing, engulfing enemy, against
which he matched his wits and brawn,
was still obscure to him but he meant
to discover it, try to balk it—if he was
not killed.

Hatfield was certain that the men
who wore the rattlesnake hatbands,
among them Mustang Flowers and his
tough crew, would not work simply for
pleasure. There must be profit in it for
them, and a large stake, to employ such
a great number. There were, Hatfield
deduced, so many of them in the Pan-
handle that they wore the headbands
so as to recognize one another.

The territory he must cover was vast,
hundreds of miles in extent, involving
many counties. In it lived thousands
of decent citizens, panic-stricken by
the Indian raids, by the seemingly
wide-spread sheep-cattle war, wild
bullets and poison endangering their
lives. They had the right of protec-
tion, and Texas must offer it.

The wind-rustled, dry grasses, in-
terspersed with mesquite thickets, with
giant cacti, covered the rolling land
ocean; appalling numbers of steer car-
casses, picked of meat by buzzards and
coyotes, bleached in the brilliant sun-
light. The range seemed deserted,
save for a smoke mist here and there,
way off, marking a ranch or a settler’s
home.

Goldy held his tireless pace west-
ward. Hatfield, aware of the great
strength of the hidden enemy he was
fighting, rode through the day; the sun
was in his face as he came to the north-
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eastern margin of the Staked Plain, the
Liano Estacado. The gray-green eyes
swept its tremendous reaches.

“She’s shore big,” he mused, talking
to the sorrel. For hundreds of miles
the dry table land, sered by a burning
sun, dotted with skulls of men and
beasts, spread before him. A man
might wander on it until he dropped
.dead, so unchanging was its aspect;
Hatfield was aware that long ago the
Spanish missionary padres, carrying
the Light into the wilderness, had been
forced to set up buffalo skulls on stakes
to mark a trail so they should not lose
themselves in the unbounded spaces.

To the north, brush-covered hills
broke the monotony of flatness. As
his desert-trained eyes swept that way
he caught a sudden flash in the sky, an-
swered by another beyond to the west.
Into the brittle blue of the heavens
rose a smoke-puff, as sharply outlined
as a pencil sketch. Signals, he decided,
of the Comanches. They must have
seen him.

He turned Goldy north, heading for
the hills, into the very jaws of a tor-
ture death, but he did not falter. The
red raiders, lurking in the foothills,
could dash down through Northwest
Texas or retreat across the State line
into New Mexico if too large a force
appeared against them.

Jagged rocks blocked the way, but
he found a trail winding through. As
he started into this sinuous passage, a
man with a cruel face, crowned by a
Stetson with rattlesnake band dotted
with a vermilion circle, rose up at his
left, rifle flying to his shoulder to cover
the Ranger.

OLDY snorted and reared at this
sudden apparition. Hatfield left
his saddle as his hat flew from his head,
knocked off by the long bullet snap-
ping through the crown. He fired as
his feet jolted to earth, at the snarling
face of the drygulcher. His accurate
pistol flamed true, and the hombre
slumped out of sight in his rock nest.
The Ranger quickly looked round.
This fellow was plainly an outpost.
The hatband told him the Comanches
must be friendly with members of that
gang invading the Northwest.

He crawled to the rocks, gun ready,
but the man wasn’t playing possum.
Hatfield’s shot had smashed through
his brain.

Goldy snorted and pawed the stones
in frantic warning. The Ranger was
determined to stop the Indians if it
could be done; an idea flashed through
him. Quickly he removed the dead
man’s Stetson, with its snake band, and
strapped it on his own head. He tossed
his own punctured hat behind the
rocks where the drygulcher lay, and
remounted, long jaw drawn up by the
tight chinstrap of the black Stetson
with its distinctive badge.

He had climbed but a few hundred
yards when Goldy sniffed at the hot
air, quivered. “Indians!” the sorrel
told Hatfield as plainly as though he
spoke.

The tip of an eagle feather showed
over a red rock. A dozen rifle barrels
covered the Ranger, the setting sun
glinting on the burnished new steel,
and a gruff challenge hailed him:

“Pull up, fellal”

Jim Hatfield calmly looked up into
the dark, savage face of the hombre
who had tried to pick off John Farns-
worth at the Making mass meeting.

He knew what a gamble he was tak-
ing; he was depending on the rattle-
snake hatband to see him through.

“Howdy,” he drawled, no worry in
his voice. “Jest took a couple of shots
at a jack-rabbit.”

The hatband, the Ranger’s unruffled
demeanor, did the,trick. The savage
hombre’s eyes fixed on the badge—the
sand-colored hat pulled down to his
flaming black eyes was decorated in
the same fashion. He came down onto
the trail, half a dozen Comanche braves
slipping through the rocks with him,
iron-muscled, sinewy bodies like so
many copperheads.

Hatfield’s gaze swept them. They
were naked save for a skin strip, but
they were well armed with ammuni-
tion belts of new canvas, the loops
filled with shining cartridges, and
scalping knives at the waist. The
coarse, black hair of each brave was
bound by a strip of snake skin, one or
two eagle feathers, denoting the num-
ber of enemies killed in battle, rising
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from it. Bronzed, fierce faces, high-
cheeked, smeared to gargoyle masks by
vermilion war paint. Dark eyes fixed
the Texas Ranger’s mighty figure.

“Young men,” mused Hatfield—he
saw no elders, no great chiefs. Every
Comanche carried a new rifle.

He had taken a long chance, riding
in this  way, but he had won. They
obeyed the commands of the white man
with the rattlesnake hatband. Hat-
field regarded him closely, he wore
thorn-scratched black chaps, boots
with spur attachers; his face was cruel
as a panther’s, deep-black, slit eyes, a
sneering lip and curved beak over a
tiny mustache that twitched as he
spoke. g

“Where yuh from, hombre?”

“Amarillo,” answered Hatfield, on
guard. He had felt forced to make this
dangerous play; only by such bold
moves could he hope to cover the vast
Panhandle in time to save Texas.

His answer seemed satisfactory.
“How’s things there? They plenty
panicked?”

“Shore. I rode around by Making
and they’re fussed, too.”

“Good. The boss expected trouble
there, it’s the hub, that’s why he’s
made his headquarters there. Well,
we’re all ready to start at dawn tomor-
row, the Injuns’re itchin’ for that south
raid. The big drive is still set for
Friday, ain’t it? No change?” -

ATFIELD was coolly feeling his

way, playing his cards as they
came up. So Making was where the
“boss” had his headquarters! And he
must try to stop the proposed raid—

“I got a message,” he drawled.
“That’s why I rode here. The Boss
wants that raid held up a day or two.”

“What!” the other snarled. “Why,
he must’ve gone loco! Why hold back?
I got these red devils primed for hell!”

The Ranger slung a long leg around
his saddle horn as Goldy stamped un-
easily, hating the Indian odor. “The
Boss ain’t ready yet. Something’s
come up!”

“Huh!” The savage hombre spat
angrily. “Now listen—say, what’s
yore handle?”

“Jim Harrison.”

“Mine’s Blackie Pruitt. Since yuh
bring sech orders, relay ’em to the In-
juns. C’mon.” ’

Blackie strolled off. Horses waited
nearby in the next dip, and mounting,
they rode upward for a mile, coming to
a small flat where- an Indian camp
stood. A hundred braves lounged
about, sprang up as the whites ap-
peared. Again the Ranger noted that
these Comanches were young, most
wearing one feather. He had antici-
pated meeting a chief or two who might
know him, for he had dealt with these
riders of the plains in previous cam-
paigns, could converse fluently in sign
language and Comanche.

When Blackie told the braves that
the raid was postponed, rumblings of
discontent rose. “You tell ’em,”
Blackie said.

Jim Hatfield rose, facing the savage
gathering. Countenances imperturb-
able, yet the dark eyes shone as the
Indians looked on the great Ranger,
admiration for a fighting man sweep-
ing them.

“Comanches of the Staked Plain,”
Hatfield began slowly, with great dig-
nity he knew the Indians demanded,
“have you not sworn to obey the orders
of the Men with the Snake Hats?”

It seemed they had sworn obedience
but were heated for the raid south.
Had they not, asked their spokesman,
been promised that the Texas Pan-
handle would be restored to them if
they allied themselves with these
powerful strangers? The settlers had
encroached on their hunting grounds
and several Comanches been shot from
ambush by whites.

~Without seeming to ask information,
Hatfield craftily drew them out. He
learned the reason for the absence of
the chiefs and elders. The latter
looked askance at the new war; they
had tried it too often in the past and
been crushingly defeated by the Texas
Rangers. But the Rattlesnakes had
bribed the youths, started them on
their flaming raids.

S they parleyed darkness fell. The
red glow of camp-fires lit the hol-
low. The Comanches drew apart to

‘talk among themselves. Blackie Pruitt
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tossed some food to Hatfield, and the
two whites squatted by a fire.

“Workin’ these red devils is some
job,” growled Blackie. “They’re like
kids. I got sick of ’em and took a run
to Smithtown t’other day for a spree.
They’re scairt silly there, so near the
Injuns. I don’t s’pose yuh heard of my
play at Making, did yuh? I hafta
laugh at my own nerve sometimes!”

Hatfield, jaws working in a strip of
jerked beef, shook his head. “No. I
wasn’t there.”

“It worked swell. Yut gotta hand it
to the Guv-nor, he knows how to sway
a crowd. Say, I forgot to ask: what’s
yore number? Yuh must have plenty
brains, like me, since yuh know the big
boss.”

Hatfield had to reply.
en,” he answered.

The fire shone ruby-red in Blackie
Pruitt’s savage eyes. Pruitt was
silent for a moment, chewing on his
beef. “Yuh savvy,” he said softly, “I
missed Farnsworth that time, but I'll
get the dawg!”

Hatfield grunted. Under long-
lashed lids he watched Blackie, who
drawled, “Yuh work with Morgan at
Amarillo?”

Was Blackie suspicious or was he
still fooled by the Ranger’s sang-froid
and the snake badge? Had that num-
ber been right? The Ranger was not
equipped with the inside knowledge to
keep on with his deception, now
Blackie had started on this tack.

Pruitt made no inimical move. Hat-
field kept an eye on the savage hom-
bre; Goldy stood, saddled and ready,
a few yards off in the shadows; he
could retreat, fight his way off if he was
forced to do so..

“I better put more wood on the fire,”

“Sixty-sev-

Blackie remarked. He shifted, grab-
bing up a heavy log and raising it, he
whirled suddenly, face a mask of sus-
picious hatred, bringing the stick
around in a vicious arc that ended at
Hatfield’s head. The blow cracked
with a terrible thud that set the
Ranger’s smashed ear bleeding, sent
him sideward off balance. With a hot
curse Blackie kicked red-hot embers
into the Ranger’s eyes.

“Yuh damn lyin’ spy,” shrieked
Pruitt, and his hand flashed to his gun.

Hatfield acted with the speed of
light; his eyes stung furiously from the
hot coals but it was life or death and
his blue-steel Colt jerked from its sup-
ple oiled holster, hammer coming back
under his thumb. Blackie’s big pistol
roared a flash of yellow flame, through
the rising smoke. Hatfield’s thumb
rose.

A devastating pain, blinding light,
smashed the Lone Wolf’s brain; he
jerked backward, head banging on a
stone. He was aware that Pruitt had
paused, right in front of the fire, as
though suddenly paralyzed. He tried
to come back, to finish the fight, but in
a strange half-consciousness, a night-
mare illusion, he was unable to move
a muscle. Pruitt toppled, falling on
the embers. A smell of singed cloth
and flesh rose in the smoky air.
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When Jim Hatfield recovered him-
self he was on the jolting saddle of a
horse. Shoots of anguish stung his
brain. In the moonlight the sinister
shapes of the naked Comanches sur-
rounded him on their hairy mustangs.
He did not show he was awake, but
kept his eyes closed, he was not tied
up, so he decided to make a sudden
leap in order to escape.

The moon was high in the sky when
they stopped. They had come west
through the broken foothills, and en-
tered a large camp which woke to life,
dogs yelping, squaws running forth,
armed braves appearing from tepees.
A fire, piled with dry twigs, flamed
high, lighting the scene wjth a ruddy
glow. A Comanche superchief, a full
headdress of eagle feathers trailing the

ground, stalked forth to face the young

braves who had brought in the Ranger.
He was a majestic figure, a long face
set with stern lines, fiery eyes.’
Hatfield recognized him. It was
Chief Long Lance, head of the Co-

manche nation. With him the Texas
Rangers, after a long, bloody war, had
concluded a treaty of peace.

HERE was now no opportunity to

escape. Hatfield husbanded his
power and wits, shocked brain recov-
ering—Pruitt’s bullet had driven a
deep gash in his scalp, bruised the
skull. No doubt, thought the Ranger,
one of his answers, perhaps his num-
ber, had aroused Blackie’s suspicions,
and, drawing him out, he had come
upon sure proof that Hatfield was an
impostor.

He played possum, though the Indi-
ans did not seem unfriendly. He was
lifted from Goldy’s back and propped
against a stone, while Long Lance,
arms folded, chin high, looked him
over. The great chief swung on the
crowd of young braves, who were puz-
zled. “I have told you they would
come,” Long Lance said in Comanche.
“You are fools.”

“But—he wore a Rattlesnake hat!
And yet he fought and killed the com-
missioner!”

Long Lance grunted. He stooped to
skin back one of Hatfield’s eyelids.
“Lauckily for you he’s not dead. He is
the craftiest, strongest warrior of the

Yells of hatred rang out and they began to fire at Hatfield (Chapter 1X)
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Rangers Put him on his horse and I
will take him to Smging Bear, our
great medicine man.’

Hatfield was lifted back on Goldy.
Long Lance mounted a buckskin, and
leading the sorrel, left the big camp.
Once out of hearing, the Ranger softly
spoke the chief’s hame and Long Lance
turned, wrinkled face staring as Hat-
field righted himself, sagging in his
seat. .

“Long Lance,” said the Ranger
gravely, “your braves have broken the
Treaty.” He spoke in Comanche.

“I could not hold them,” shrugged
the chief. “I told them they were fools
but the Rattlesnake man bribed them.
But why are you wearing that badge?”

“A ruse of war.”” Hatfield was
shaken, his head felt as though it was
coming off.

They made a mile through wild, dry
hills, A black hole yawned in the side
ofa rock-crusted cliff. “Singing Bear’s
cave,” grunted Long Lance. “He has
kept us here a month while he com-
munes with the great spirit who gives
him power.” At the chief’s hail a weird
figure crawled forth, an Indian in a
bear’s head, grizzly claws clankin
his withered breast. “Singing gear
brings back the dead to life,” Long
Lance said solemnly. ‘“He will heal
you.”

From the depths of the cavern issued
a hollow groan. “What’s that?” mut-
tered Hatfield, as the blood- chxlling
sound came again.

. “That is Singing Bear’s spirit guide,
which keeps us here.”

The medicine man would not let
them enter his den. He retired, but
emerged again. He smeared a salve on
Hatfield’s aching wound, chanting as
he applied it. The salve stung like
liquid fire. - The Ranger swallowed
hand-rolled green pellets Singing Bear
forced on him. After a minute the
worst pain eased and his eyelids grew
so heavy he could no longer hold them
open.

Dawn roused him from his strange
stupor. Long Lance squatted at his
head, and he lay in the chief’s own
tepee. Squaws brought him nourish-
ing broth and renewed power surged
through his great frame. His scalp was

stiff and sere to the touch but the pain
had left.

An hour later he rode out of Long
Lance’s camp. The chief went with
him for a mile. “You will hear from
me,” the Ranger promised. The chief
raised a long arm in salute.

When he reached the plains, Hatfield
Ig‘Illoped the golden sorrel southeast.

e passed the blackened remains of
three shanties where settlers had
grouped; later he saw in the distance
one of the big Panhandle ranches. At
noon the buildings of a small town rose
on the horizon and he headed for it.

MITHTOWN’S single street
bV stretched north and south on the
grassy flats, sod houses, raw, unpainted
shacks leaning toward each other un-
der the blazing copper sun. A crowd
of citizens listened to a shouted speech
of a man who stood up in a buckboard
wagon. Pulling up on the outskirts,
the Ranger regarded the speaker. It
was John Farnsworth, the orator he
had heard in Making.

“What must we do to save ourselves,
citizens of the Panhandle?” bellowed
Farnsworth. “Band together and stop
the violence of the feudal ranchers,
drive back the red raiders of the Staked
Plain!” As his eyes swept the gather-
ing in the central plaza, they fell on the
mounted Ranger, visible over the heads
of the throng. Farnsworth faltered,
but went on.

Men with rattlesnake bands were
sprinkled through the crowd. Farns-
worth concluded his fiery talk to loud
cheers and handclapping, climbed
down, men pushing about him to con-
gratulate him.

A huge figure hustled from a saloon.
It was Mustang Flowers, and with him
several of his gunfighters. Vermilion
circles gleamed in the bright light.
Flowers listened to the words of a man
from the crowd who slipped up to him;
galvanized to action, Flowers uttered a
hoarse shout, gun flashing out as he
started for Hatfield, men hurriedly
closing in.

The Lone Wolf, in his perilous scan-
ning of the field, had seen enough to
draw his conclusion. Throughout the
great extent of the Panhandle the panic
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had been spread by the threat of the
Indians, the sheep-cattle war; in other
towns the citizens would be demanding
action as in Making and Smithtown.
He knew he faced a huge, welded or-
ganization of evil men, that he must
gather quickly a fighting force in an
attempt to circumvent them.

It was Jim Hatfield’s method, once
certain of his ground, to go direct to
the heart of an evil. Blackie Pruitt,
before his suspicion had flared, had said
the boss of this devilish crew made
headquarters at Making City, and Hat-
field was on his way back there.

Mustang Flowers howled, “Bandit—
bandit!” as Goldy lined out. Bullets
from his enemies whirled after the fly-
ing Ranger, and he swung in his saddle,
eyes cold with an icy fury, as a dozen
of them, egged on by the giant Flowers,
mounted in pursuit. Out on the plain,
away from the citizens, Hatfield’s Colts
began to spit death, the swift legs of
the golden sorrel rapidly increasing the
space between them.

Making lay east, where the “Gover-
nor” Blackie Pruitt had mentioned, is-
sued his murderous orders, that had
disrupted life in the Panhandle. He
would ferret out the leaders behind the
criminal array. The blast of his pistols
slowed Mustang and his men down;
one yelped, gripping his shoulder, fall-
ing out of line.

Darkness had fallen when Jim Hat-
field hit Making City, swinging into
Main Street from the north, heading
for Tazewell’s. Goldy stepped along,
dust thick on his wet, tawny hide. The
tall rider’s gray-green eyes never were
quiet; they roved with the restlessness
of the trained wilderness scout who is
eternally vigilant, who must watch
every angle for lurking death. First
right, then to the left, now and then
turning his head to make sure he was
not trailed, Hatfield proceeded. -

As the Lone Wolf broke out into the
light lane between buildings, an owl on
the right flank gave an eerie hoot; an-
other replied down the road. The soft
cries were almost lost in the town’s
hum, but Hatfield was instantly suspi-
cious, ears and eyes, every sense alert.
He knew the call of birds and animals,
including owls, and the first cry had a

slightly rusty note. Besides, owls do
not favor a noisy settlement.

HE Ranger yanked Goldy’s rein,

and the quick movement saved him
as a bullet spanged past his head, slap-
ping into a house wall beyond. A sec-
ond burned the flesh of his left arm.
Red-yellow blares showed as the guns
spat death his way. Goldy spurted for
a shadowed space, Hatfield’s swift Colt
booming a reply at the flashes. A
sharp yip of pain rang out.

Other attackers were hurrying up.
The Ranger cut between two houses,
swung south along the narrow alley.
A pistol flashed close at hand, but the
golden sorrel’'s sharp hoofs struck
down the gunman, whose snakeband
hat flew off as he fell, writhing behind
them in the dirt.

“Layin’ for us, Goldy,” the Ranger
grunted.

Fierce-faced enemies came dashing
through after him. His Colts cleared a
way, forcing them to cover. He skirted
barns and sheds, tin-can piles: thrown
from back doors of the Main Street
homes. He cut through an opening,
crossed the plaza and headed south,
coming around to Tazewell’s from that
direction. Leaving Goldy hidden in a
shed, he went silently on foot toward
the trapper’s.

He slid from shadow to shadow,
crouched in the shelter of a high board
fence. He knew he was in the right
place from the acrid odor of hides on
the warm air.

Hatfield’s eyes swept the dark lines
of the warehouse. A man’s figure stood
outlined against a corner, framed in
front of light from the street. Then he
saw a second sentinel shift, slowly
walking the side toward him. The
warehouse, too, was covered.

Hatfield wanted Tazewell’s help in
planning his attack on the criminal
horde which had sunk its fangs deep
into the bleeding flesh of Texas. In his
work for his beloved state he had faced
powerful combinations, by his strength
of body and brain he had overcome
them.

Death was his saddle-mate when he
rode the Rio Grande; he had solved the
black mystery of the Border Pack,
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matched his wits against the elusive
Ghost Rider. He had cleared the Texas
Trail when ghouls snatched men to sell
their corpses for gold. But the task
before him now was to save Texas her-
self from disintegration, to stop a rap-
idly grewing civil war. The creepers
of this ranged over hundreds of square
miles. He was closing in, feeling a
way, picking up lines that might finally
lead him to the instigator of the deadly
plot.

Only death could stop the Lone
Wolf. Sometimes an evil power was
too great to smash ; a bullet in the right
place would mean that Texas died, too.
Obsessed by the knowledge he must
make haste, hurry, as McDowell had
warned, he knew that he dared not
lose a single hour.

The yard at the rear of Tazewell’s
was deep in shadows, sheds and dry-
ing-racks cutting off light beams. Foot
by foot, a shadow himself, Hatfield
crept closer and closer to the back
door. Squatted behind a hogshead that
caught rainwater from a long roof, a
sentry’s soft tread reached his ear, and
a moment later the hombre swung the
turn. A blast from the man’s double-
barreled shotgun would bring the
whole crew upon him.

The Ranger waited, as the guard
swung and came back. At the corner
he met another man patrolling the ad-
joining side. “See anything, Ben?”
mumbled the second guard.

“Nope, Lefty,” Ben replied. *“Yuh
hear that shootin’ up above?”
“Yeah,” Lefty said gruffly. “Mebbe

they caught him.”

They parted, to resume their beats.
Hatfield rose and walked boldly across
the open space toward Ben, who car-
ried his shotgun muzzle down across
his arm. :

“Ben!” the Ranger called softly.

Hearing his name the hombre faced
him, did not challenge or fire. Slouched,
the snakeband hat shading his features,
Hatfield was upon him.

“Mustang says to keep a tight watch,
Ben,” he drawled. That instant’s hesi-
tation, caused by his use of Ben’s name,

gave the Lone Wolf his chance. A

long hand snaked out, gripped Ben’s
throat with a clutch of a powerful vise,

crushing the cartilege of the sentry’s
neck, stopping his outcry.

Ben’s instinct, at the terrible grip
that shut off all his wind in sickening
sensation, was to raise his hands to
claw at the Ranger’s wrists. Hatfield’s
left hand brushed the shotgun from his
loosened hold. The'tall Ranger gripped
Ben, a spurred boot tripping the guard..
The man crashed, and Hatfield’s knee
drove into his belly. It was only in-
stants until Hatfield, toting the uncon-
scious Ben, was inside the warehouse,
the door closed behind him. He paused
in the dark storeroom to gag and tie
his captive, and shoved him under a
pile of cowhides. :

A thin ribbon of yellow light showed
at Tazewell’s room. Hatfield crossed
swiftly, shoved in the door. Virgil
Tazewell lay on his bunk, reading a pa-
per; the slight creak of the portal star-
tled him and he swung, eyes wide, hand
starting for the holstered gun that
hung on a chair back.

“Easy, Tazewell,”

Hatfield cau-
tioned. “It’s Jim.”

CHAPTER VII
The Shooting Match

IM HATFIELD heard the hissing
intake of the trapper’s breath.

“Hatfield! Glad to see you. Been
worried ’bout you. What've you
found?”

“A lot. Now I ain’t got much time
to palaver, but I want you to get up a
shootin’ match tomorrow afternoon.
Be certain Mustang Flowers and
Marley Bell take part. Can yuh ar-
range it?”

Tazewell stared at him, forehead
puzzled lines. “What’s your idee?”

“I got to prove, and quick, it wasn’t
Marley Bell who kilt David Herton.
I need them ranchers and I can use the
sheepmen too.”

“But—Marley Bell did shoot Hor-
ton!”

Hatfield shook his head. “I believe
diff’rent. That murder was done to pre-
vent any truce between the cowmen
and the sheepherders, to further the
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war. I want yuh to pick up and mark
the shells from every man’s gun to-
morrow.”

Tazewell shrugged, nodded. “What-
ever you say, Jim.” His eyes swept
the tall Lone Wolf, took in the wounds,
the white ring about the set lips.
“You've had a tough time,” he mut-
tered. “Stay here, I'll shake you up
some grub and a drink.”

“No time. Watch yourself, Tazewell.
They got sentries ’round yore ware-
house. I run into ’em jest now when I
come in.”

- Tazewell nodded, bit his lip. “I'm
safe enough.”

“Yeah, yuh got plenty of friends in
the Panhandle. They’re usin’ you as
a bait to take me, I s’pose, but jest the
same be careful. Adios, then—till the
shootin’ bee tomorrow.”

The Lone Wolf nodded, slipped from
the room, faded into the darkness. He
crossed to where he had left the trussed
Ben, dragged the now squirming cap-
tive to the exit. Softly he opened the
door an inch. The coast looked clear;
with Ben, eyes rolling white with fear,
the Ranger went silently into the
shadows.

Lefty, the tall sentry from the other
wall, jumped from the corner with a
high pitched curse. He had come back,
failed to meet Ben, and was aroused.

“Who's that?” he asked sharply, see-
ing the thick bulk of Hatfield holding
up Ben. “That yuh, Ben?” As Hat-
field failed to reply for an instant,
Lefty’s nervous trigger finger con-
tracted. Ben, in Hatfield’s grip, jerked
violently, began to twitch, for Lefty’s
hasty slug drilled his friend. Hatfield
felt the warm life blood spurt from
Ben’s chest.

More men were yelling, running
toward them. Hatfield dropped Ben,
crouching as he made his draw. A bul-
let snapped at his Stetson crown; his
firing-pin struck and Lefty took the
slug in the stomach, doubling up like
a jack-knife.

Hatfield jumped away, crossed the
yard, the rap of lead close to him in
the shed wall. He doubled back along
the high fence. Beyond loomed the
bulk of Frank Ulman’s warehouse;
Ulmanr was the man who had for a

song, taken in thousands of cattle hides
from the poisoned stock of the Pan-
handle.

A window was close at hand, giving
into Ulman’s. The place was dark.
Out of sight for the moment, Hatfield

- coolly tried the sash, and it raised under

his hand. He climbed in, shut the win-
dow, crouched in the darkness. Men
hurried past the glass, not looking in.

The Ranger stuck out his hand, felt a
bale of hides. The odor was strong.
He made his way around, and the ware-
house was full of them. Cupping his
palm he struck a match. By the yellow
flare he examined the inner sides of
several cowhides. He repeated this at
several different spots, There were
grains of white arsenic clinging to
them.

A latch snapped to the right and he
crouched down between two high bales.
“Light that lamp!” a gruff voice
ordered.

T was Mustang Flowers. Peering
out, the Ranger saw the giant gun-
man, and a man in black stooping over
a lantern. The flame burned up on the
wick, chimney clicking down. The
hombre with Flowers was Frank Ul-
man, the sallow-faced dealer. They
came through the narrow aisles, in-
specting the hides.

“Look,” Flowers growled, “yuh got
to brush the arsenic out of them skins,
Ulman. That’s somethin’ we over-
looked. Seems it works into the hide.
Better ship these pronto and collect the
money ; my boys got to have their pay
reg’lar.”

“I'm shippin’ fast as I can,” Ulman
replied shortly. “Some of those dealers
I contracted with outside will go bust
on this market and refuse to pay.”

“Look, Guv'nor,” Mustang told him
sardonically, “most of ’em ’ll pay and
swaller their losses. A contract’s a con-
tract and these was signed at the price
before the market broke. The ranchers
kept theirs, didn’t they?”

“They had to; nothing else to do.”

“Things’ll hum from now on,” Flow-
ers gloated. “Pruitt started the Coman-
ches south at dawn this mornin’, It'll
be the finishin’ touch, Ulman. Yuh
comin’ uptown?”
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“Yeah. Guess it’s time.”

A light showed at the window
through which the Ranger had come.
A sharp tap sounded on the glass, and
Mustang Flowers hurried over, threw
up the sash. “What’s up?”’ he de-
manded.

“That big jigger jest shot Ben and
wounded Lefty! He—"

Flowers suddenly gave a hot curse.
His gunmen were gathering about the
window.

“Blood!” Mustang said sharply.
“Blood on the sill, wet!”
~ Flowers whirled, gun out, cocked.
“Throw a circle round the house, boys,
pronto! Some of you come in.”

The Ranger pushed down among the
smelly hides, realizing what had hap-
pened. Blood off Ben, when he had
held him close, had soaked Hatfield’s
clothes and left smears on the sill when
he had climbed through the window.

Mustang acted fast, drawing the net

about the warehouse. Every instant it
closed tighter—he dared not wait. Then
Hatfield came up shooting,
Flowers uttered a stentorian shout as
he recognized the tall jigger.
* “There he is. Get him!” Mustang’s
bellow filled the warehouse. Ulman,
lantern high, stood between Hatfield
and Flowers. Men in the window
opened up with a melody of death, guns
blasting through the big room. Jim
Hatfield’s first slug smashed the lan-
tern, spattering the sallow Ulman’s
face and eyes with hot glass fragments.
The dealer screamed, fell to the floor,
the lantern rolling away, spilling oil
that took fire.

Flowers ducked, firing hurriedly at
the spot where he had glimpsed his foe.
Confused yells rose with the shooting.
Hatfield could see the rectangle of the
window, bunched with- men and his
Colts tore through, the gun-fighters
who took his lead screeching in an-
guish, :

The Lone Wolf leaped away, on top
of the rustling, yielding bales of hides.
The other side was shadowed, as the
lantern oil smokily burned on the board

floor. To his left loomed the open door
and he jumped toward it. Colts up,
angled to right and left. His boots

were spread in fighting stance.

and-

Men dashed in from both sides. His
bullets smashed the gunmen, rattled
them, stopped their charge; he was
moving again as a slug burned his
back, stinging with horrid agony. He
forced on, lead thick about him, ripping
his clothes and skin. He vaulted the
high fence, swung to empty a pistol
at his enemies. Bullets drilled the
fence, drove through carrying jagged
splinters with them.

He slid around Tazewell’s and cut up
the lane behind Main Street. Citizens,
alarmed by the heavy shooting, were
running toward the warehouse. Look-
ing back he saw a red glow that was the
doorway of Ulman’s.

He found a large barn, entered and
climbed to a mow. Hidden in the soft,
fragrant hay, the Ranger made himself
comfortable, planning for the morrow.

WO hours later a rider on a lath-
ered horse flogged from the south,
crossed the railroad tracks into Making
City. He passed Tazewell’s and did not
pause; the odor of smoke hung heavy
on the breeze. Ulman’s, too, was dark.
The rider wore a rattlesnake band,
dotted by a vermillion circle, on his hat.
The newcomer left his horse at a
hitch-rack and proceeded afoot, cutting
between buildings to the rear lane. At
the door of a square brown house he
was challenged, gave a satisfactory
reply, and was admitted to a room lit
by a single lamp, wick turned down,
giving off a dim illumination.

Inside waited,several others, seated
about a table, some were travel-stained,
faces grim under the snake-trimmed
Stetsons. Tobacco smoke clouded up
against the low ceiling.

A step sounded in the hall, and a man
in a dark cloak, mask drawn up over his
features, entered. A murmur of awe
rustled through the gathering. He
slumped in a chair, and the lamp cast
his shadow hugely grotesque on the
wall, a vagary of distortion giving it
the outline of a vulture. Chin on breast,
glowing eyes alone visible, he swept the
cruel faces of his henchmen, who
waited his pleasure.

He gave a short nod, at the man who
had come from the south. “Things were
linin’ up swell, Guv’nor,” the hombre
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reported. “But what the hell happened
to the Comanches!”

‘“What?’”’ snarled the governor.
“They began their raid this morning,
didn’t they?”

“No, sir, nary hide nor hair showed.
Folks in Amarillo and the district fig-
ger the Injuns ’ve retreated.”

Hot curses spat from the muffled lips
of the leader. “Everything’s planned
for Friday. The mass meeting, dele-
gates from every county are coming.

A pent-up scream came from Mustang

(Chap. XI1)

It’s timed to the instant! But I must
have unanswerable arguments and
now—"

A hurried, heavy tread shook the
floor, as a giant figure burst into the
room. “Hey, Jarvis!”

The governor slammed a fist on the
table, and his men jumped. “You fool!
Don’t use that name here.”

“Sorry, but I jest got word that after
we left Smithtown a line rider toted in
Blackie Pruitt’s corpse. He says the
Comanches dumped it on the range,

with a daid rattlesnake looped around
his neck!”

Widening eyes fixed the governor,
awaiting his reaction. When he spoke,
his voice made them squirm uncomfort-
ably. The tone was icy but the re-
pressed fury was vicious with menace.

“One man has done this! One man, I
tell you. The man who snatched Hor-
ton, and has nearly brought about a
truce. He was in Smithtown, no doubt
returning after killing our agent,
Pruitt. I pay you, hundreds of you; yet
you allow a single man to balk me! He
must die at once!”

“He’s a right salty fighter, Guv’nor,”
the big man with the horse face
growled defensively. ‘I had plenty
hombres set to drygulch him, but he’s
slippery as an eel and quick as light.
Besides him bein’ a Ranger, we gotta be
keerful who sees us finish him.”

“Don’t try to excuse yourself. I’ll
patch up the damage you’ve let this
spy do. We make our play Friday and
neither hell nor high water 'l stop me.”
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“S’posin’ the cattlemen try to bust it
up?”

“They won’t. TI'll make sure they
sign no truce with Horton. They must
be kept busy till we’re in full control.
Send Slim Roberts to me here first
thing tomorrow.”

“What’s yore idee?” asked the giant
curiously.

The governor shrugged. “I am a
master at disguise,” he replied. :

“Yeah, that’s true. But what’s that
gotta do with Marley Bell and Hor-
ton? Bell's daughter’s sweet on Hor-
ton and him on her and they’re fightin’
for peace!”

The governor’s words hissed through
clenched teeth: “When I've finished
with her not even a dog will want to
look at her face!”

“Acid?” growled the big man, a hor-
rified note in his voice.

The burning eyes glowered his way.
“Are you going soft?” he asked, a note
of disgust in his voice.

The giant backed down. After a
while another man cleared his throat
and asked softly, “What yuh want us to
do, guv’nor?”

“All of you ride back to your dis-
tricts and work on as you’'ve been in-
structed. Be sure your county dele-
gates come to the Making mass meet-
ing Friday. We must strike, and strike
fast.”

He pushed back his chair, rose, swept
the circle with a soul-searing glance,
stalked out.

T 3 P.M. Jim Hatfield checked his
blue-steel Colts and strolled
across Making plaza, north along Main
Street. The saloons were deserted,
and the sidewalks empty too. Every-
body was at the shooting match, held
in the big open space at the north end.
Already sharp gun-fire rose on the
warm air. The tall Ranger paused
near the spot where Blackie Pruitt had
made his escape the day Farnsworth
had been wounded while' making his
speech. His gray-green eyes swept the
great crowd of people. The majority
were honest citizens, worried and
harassed by the fear of the Indians and
the slump brought on by the sheep-
cattle war. They were happy to have

a chance to forget their troubles for the
moment, watching the contest of skill
at the targets. Men wearing the snake-
skin hatbands moved among the peo-
ple.

“Figger they won’t dare try to mur-
der me in front of the crowd,” mused
Hatfield. Keeping in the background
he looked over the layout. There were
plenty of horses standing about and if
he was forced he could make cover as
Blackie Pruitt had and escape:

A rectangular space a hundred yards
long had been roped off. At the sides
spectators stood or sat in wagons. The
east end, where the targets were set on
thick butts, was clear. Virgil Taze-
well’s lean figure, in buckskin, Hatfield
regarded with deep interest. Tazewell,
a very popular, well-known person in
the Panhandle, was an official. Now
and then, as a contestant emptied his
warm six-shooter of shells, Tazewell
would stoop, pick them up, unosten-
tatiously slip them into his pockets.

The mayor of Making, Ben Decker,
was a judge, and a heavy-set hombre,
with an uneven brown mustache, a star
on his brown vest, sat with Decker.
That was Sheriff Dog Wilson. Wilson
looked stolidly substantial and earnest,
though, Hatfield decided, none too
clever. The sheriff’s blue jowls worked
as he chewed at his tobacco cud.

Marley Bell was firing now. The
small rancher chief was an expert shet.
Most Panhandle citizens prided them-
selves on their marksmanship; a shoot-
ing match such as this was keenly fas-
cinating, and bets were laid on the
champions.

Mustang Flowers followed Bell, a
complacent smirk on his horsy face.
The giant was a favorite in the betting.
A fresh target was set up for him, and
all his bullets landed in the black,
closely grouped. When Flowers had
finished, Tazewell scooping up several
shells from the big man’s pet pearl-
handled six-gun, a scorer at the butts
brought his target to the judges.

“Ninety-four!” Dog Wilson bawled
the score.

Applause rose at Flowers’ fine shoot-
ing. He had topped all competitors by
several points. He grinned with pleas-
ure, basking in his glory. Jim Hatfield
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quickly slid past the horses and ducked
under the ropes, pushing through the
crowd.

“I’d like to try my luck,” the Ranger
drawled.

“Okay,” Dog Wilson replied, with a
glance at the tall figure. “Five dollars
entry fee.”

Hatfield was aware of the startled
glances exchanged between Mustang
Flowers and Frank Ulman. John
Farnsworth was present, though he
had taken no part in the match. Men
in snakeskin hats edged forward.

But, as the Ranger had figured,
Flowers did not dare start anything
too crude before the citizens. He must
retain his good repute among them.

The atmosphere was tense as the
Lone Wolf stepped up to the stand to
fire. Virgil Tazewell, pockets bulging,
stood near at hand.

A silence fell as Hatfield delivered
his first five shots, almost careless in
the speed with which he sent the slugs
into the target. He reloaded. From
the corner of his eye he saw the sallow
Frank Ulman sidle to the judges’ table,
whisper in Dog Wilson’s ear. Hat-
field resumed, the steady bang of the
big pistol reverberating through the
open spaces, explosions almost joined.
The Ranger finished, stepped back.

The score came up: “Ninety-sev-
en!”

A gasp rose, then a loud cheer for
the big jigger who had bested Flowers.
Such shooting was rarely seen.

“Hey, you!” Jim Hatfield swung to
look into Sheriff Wilson’s earnest,
mustached face. “Yuh’re under ar-
rest!”

“For what, Dog?” cried Tazewell.

“Settin’ fire last night to Ulman’s
warehouse. Unbuckle yore gunbelt
and let her drop.”

“I saw him last night, Sheriff !” Blus-
tering, Ulman pushed in. “He tried to
murder me. I’ll press charges myself.”

Ulman’s face was dotted with red
sears, where that hot lantern glass had
struck. A murmur passed through the
crowd as its mood changed. “Why,
the polecat might’ve burnt down the
whole town!” Flowers said indig-
nantly.

Yet no one seemed to wish to make
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the first move. The Ranger said easily,
“T’ll go with yuh, Sheriff.”

“Drop yore belt.”

Hatfield’s eyes coolly surveyed the
faces of his enemies. ‘“I’ll keep the
guns,” he drawled.

Dog Wilson cleared his throat, un-
der Hatfield’s direct look. “Okay.
C’mon.”

Tazewell walked at Hatfield’s left,
the sheriff at the right. The jail was
at the edge of the plaza. Citizens
strung out behind, and some of Mus-
tang’s cohorts began to mention lynch-
ing.

Wilson unlocked the door of the
brick building which was his office and
the town hoosegow. There were two
rooms up front, four cells at the rear,
cut off from the offices by perpendic-
ular bars set into cement flooring.

The heavy sheriff escorted his pris-
oner in; Tazewell slipped through the
door. Wilson turned on the crowd and
shouted at them to disperse. Mustang
and his hombres were busy sliding
through the gathering, whispering the
lynch talk. Wilson swore as he
slammed the thick dour and shot the
bolts. Hatfield rolled a cigarette.

“Mebbe yuh’ll hand over yore guns
now, mister,” suggested Wilson. “T’ll
hafta lock yuh up.”

The Ranger swung on Tazewell
“Let’s see those cartridge cases yuh
picked up, Virg.”

“Good!” cried Tazewell. “Wilson’s
okay, Jim.” He began to remove small
envelopes from his pockets, pencil no-
tations scrawled on each. Wilson’s
bulldog jaw dropped as he stared at the
shining brass shells in their bags.

“Sheriff, these’re from the shootin’
bee,” Hatfield explained. “We got it
up for a good reason.” He examined
the shells carefully, taking his time,
pushing one after another into the dis-
card. At last he found what he was
hunting ; from his pocket he extracted
a single shell to compare with those un-
der his hand.

“This is it,” he declared.

“Now what’s it all about?” asked
Wilson.

“Take a look at these, Sheriff, see
how they check up with the one I had
in my pocket.
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ILSON squinted at the brass

cylinders; the marks left by the
firing-pin were easily seen. “Look the
same to me.”

“They are. The gun that shot these
shells at the match is a well-broken-in
weapon, a bit off center with a scarred
firin’-pin. This shell I had on me come
from the room at Bell ranch where
David Horton was murdered.”

“Dang my hide! So that’s the
game !”

Tazewell was excited, too. “Here’s
the bag the shells were in, Jim.”

Eagerly the three stared at the nota-
tion. “Marley Bell,” the Ranger said,
looking at the envelope.

“I’d never’ve b’lieved it!” exclaimed
Tazewell. : :

“Why, I would,” Wilson said, puz-
zled. “I figgered Bell done it, but
never had enough evidence to make the
arrest. This sorta cinches it.”

Hatfield was silent. Bell was a smart
liar. At last the Ranger ordered,
“Tazewell, go see if Bell’s still in town.
If he is, bring him over here.”

The lean trapper nodded, slipped
from the jail. “Now,” Dog Wilson
said, “who the hell are yuh, mister?”

The Ranger reached in his inside
pocket, drew forth the silver star set
on its silver circle, emblem of his fa-
mous band.

“A Ranger!” cried Wilson joyfully.
“I’'m shore glad yuh're here!” He
stepped over to his desk, opened a
drawer. “I got a lotta things stumpin’
me. Here’s one: I found this paper
under the corpse of Charlie Long, a
line rider. Mebbe yuh kin guess what
it means. That’s only one of the kill-
in’s on my hands.”

Hatfield stared at the brown paper.
There was a dark stain on it. “That’s
blood,” Wilson told him. The paper
was thick, with several distinct creases
in it.

“Looks as though it’d been round a
box,” the Ranger said.

“But what’re them
lines?”

“Cancellation lines!
came by mail.”

“Yuh’re right!
tore off.”

Closely

little black
This package
The address was

Hatfield scrutinized the

brown sheet. There were a few small
white specks stuck to it. “That’s ar-
senic! This paper’s off a package the
pizen used across the range come in.”

He began to shape the paper into its
original creases. With a piece of card-
board Wilson had in his desk, Hatfield
quickly formed a dummy package.
“Take this over to the post office,” he
ordered. “The way that arsenic was
spread, Wilson, a good many pounds
of it was used. Ask the postmaster if
he reckernizes this packet; mebbe he’ll
recall who picked that pizen up.”

The crowd outside was still gath-
ered around. Hatfield hitched up his
belt, stood smoking, looking out the
window. He saw Tazewell coming
back, without Marley Bell.

The sky was darkening, with wind
clouds that picked up dust and flung it
into the faces of the citizens. Men be-
gan to head for the saloons. ,

“Bell’s rode out of town,” reported
Tazewell. “They say the sheepmen
were seen west of here today, and on
his way to the match some of ’em took
a shot at Bell, wounded his horse and
one of his riders.”

ATFIELD’S face darkened at

this news. Horton, too, had
failed him. He knew that he must
quickly marshal forces to fight the
tremendous forces of evil in the Pan-
handle; but he must have honest, cour-
ageous men—

Wilson came hurrying back. The
sheriff cried breathlessly, “The post-
master reckernized that package,
Ranger. He says a hull flock of ’em
come for One-Eyed Charles Golon. I
know Golon; he lives in that square
brown place right acrost the plaza, yuh
kin see it from this winder. Yuh want
me to arrest him?”

A sharp rap on the outer door sent
Hatfield back to a cell; he stood,
watching as the sheriff looked out. A
young man in a white apron shoved a
basket in.

“From the Okay Restaurant, Sheriff.
Supper.”

Wilson took the hamper, set it on
the desk. He lifted the cover, sniffing
hungrily. “Draw up, gents. I'm
starved and I’'m goin’ to it.”
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Hatfield, pulling together the broken
threads of his tentative plans, slowly
rolled a cigarette, drew deeply on it
as he mulled over the new develop-
ments. “Shore tastes good,” Wilson
said. “Better have some, gents, ’fore
I eat it all.”

“You’re makin’ me hungry,’
Tazewell, going over.

Hatfield joined them. “Hafta force
this Golon to talk,” he mused to him-
self.

The lean trapper held a sandwich
and a bottle. “Got a corkscrew?” he
asked.

Wilson cleared his throat. He
stopped chewing, shifted uncomfort-
ably. He shook his head as though
trying to clear his vision.

“Ugh,” he grunted thickly. “Boys,
I must’ve eat too fast. Feel sorta
funny—" He stood up, hand on the
desk.

Hatfield, staring at Wilson with con-
tracted brows, suddenly swept the food
from Tazewell’'s hands. The sheriff
staggered, sat down heavily, mouth
opening and shutting like a fish out of
water. His head banged on the floor
and he began twitching spasmodically,
the color draining from his face. His
lips were gray and his breath came in
painful gasps.

“Hustle and fetch a doctor, Taze-
well,” snapped the Ranger. “He’s
pizened. Reckon Golon sent me a
present in that grub!”

With a curse the startled trapper
bounded to the door, ran out, and as
the portal opened Hatfield glimpsed
the wind-swept plaza, hazy with dust.
Violent contortions seized Wilson; his
arms stretched, entire body rigid as an
iron rod, bowed with weight on head
and heels.

“Strychnine,” muttered the Ranger,
squatted by the sheriff, rendering what
first-aid he could. A chilly draught from
the banging door sent Wilson into an-
other paroxysm. “Nuthin’ to do,” Hat-
field said. Tazewell should be back
with the doctor in a minute.

Cold sweat stood on his forehead.
He felt the invisible hand of his foe,
checkmating every move he made. The
sheriff had seemed an honest, promis-
ing ally—but so had Bell and Horton.

said

Wilson suddenly relaxed. Hatfield
felt his pulse. “Dead!” he exclaimed.
“No use me stayin’ here any longer.”

The air of the little jail stifled him
and he felt he had to get outside. He"
rose, and went up front. Honest men
had been chased indoors by the storm
that had broken over the town. As
Hatfield pulled back the door, figures
dim in the haze, standing some dis-
tance off, set up a howl, bullets clip-
ping the wood frame, nipping at his
flesh as he jumped back to cover.

“Escape! Escape!” an hombre
screamed. ,

ILSON’S keys were on the desk,

there was a small steel portal at
the rear. Gun in hand, he started out,
keeping along a fence—

A terriffic explosion knocked him
flat on his face, rolled him along the
grassy earth. Before his sered vision
the whole jail rose in an insane, red-
yellow sheet of flame, blown to atoms.

He crawled off, deafened as his ears
shrieked, débris falling like hailstones.
Pulling himself erect he staggered
across Main, stood against a side wall.
Head down, he recovered from the
shock. Men were running toward the
blackened hole in the plaza.

One-Eyed Golon’s square brown
house, pointed out by the dead sheriff,
stood nearby. Rage tensed the Ran-
ger’s powerful body. He swung to the
lane, reached the rear of Golon’s. Un-
der his hand a window rose and he
climbed in, found himself in a semi-
dark bedroom.

Tiptoeing to the door, across a hall
he saw a larger chamber; around a
table, with a lamp burning in the
storm gloom, wind howling outside,
four men sitting. Three wore snake-
skin bands on their hats. The fourth
was Frank Ulman, the sallow-faced
hide dealer, teeth visible as he grinned
with satisfaction.

“That spy’s done now,” chortled Ul-
man. “The arresting trick worked
slick, gents. Dynamite’s better than
poison.” :

“Can Mustang and Golon make the
B-in-a-Bell in this storm?” a Snake
Hat queried.

“Shore. The wind’s easing now.
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They’ll fix that Bell girl the way we
did the Ranger.”

“Guess it got him.”

“I’ll give a hundred dollars to any-
one who can find a chunk bigger than a
two-bit piece!” Ulman rose. “Going
out to see how it looks.” He pushed
back his chair.

As Ulman came from the big room
he saw Hatfield standing in the oppo-
site doorway. His eyes widened, and
his chin dropped. -

“You!” he gasped, “How—" And
then the sallow man lost his head,
flashed a thin hand for a gun. It had
not cleared leather when Hatfield’s
Colt spat flame a yard from Ulman’s
middle vest button. The hide dealer
folded up like a jack-knife, sliding the
wall to the floor. Shouts rose as his pals
leaped up at the sound of the shot.
Heavy, running steps told the Ranger
there were many more inside. He faded
back through the bedroom and out the
window.

Making was untenable, hundreds of
guns hunting him. And he must ride to
the B-in-a-Bell, where Mustang and
Golon had headed.

Hatfield found Goldy huddled in the
shelter of wall. He nuzzled his mas-
ter’s hand in welcome. The tall jigger
threw a leg over the saddle. Goldy
went north, the dust storm stinging
their faces like needles. Once Hatfield
looked around.

“I’ll be back!” the Lone Wolf said
between clenched teeth.

CHAPTER VIII

Horror

HE dust storm that swept the

great plains forced Phil Horton to
stop till it began to subside. He was
heading for the B-in-a-Bell. He had
hoped for word from Lydie but it had
not come. Forced back across Rabbit
Ear Canyon, refusing to let his men re-
turn the fire of pursuing ranchers, he
had stayed in the bush and rocks till
they had tired of hunting and ridden
off. Now, his followers in a hidden
camp, he was going alone to see Lydie.

you do it?” -

At dark the norther died off and he
resumed his journey. His stalwart
figure was coated with gray dust when
he saw the lights of the Bell ranch. He
left his horse in a mesquite thicket and
started in afoot. Coming up from the
rear, he paused behind a stone spring-
house near the kitchen. After a time
Lydie opened the door and walked
toward him, carrying a pitcher and a
platter of food to be placed in the cool
springhouse. Her lovely face was de-
jected. '

“Lydie!” Phil hailed her, stepping
out.

Her amber eyes widened. “Phil!”
she said then reproachfully, “Why did

He misunderstood.
you,” he said eagerly.
- “No, I mean why did you let your
men make that cowardly attack this
morning on father and his men? I had
just managed to coax him into good
humor and promise to see you.”

“Attack—this mornin’?”

There was such honest bewilder-
ment in his voice she stared into his
eyes as though trying to read the full
truth there. He was close to her, took
her hand.

“You know what I mean,” Lydie told
him. “You sent a request for a truce
and then ambushed Dad and his men
on their way to Making!”

The charge was so absurd Horton
laughed. “That’s not true, Lydie. My
men were with me all day, in the hills.”

She shook her head. “But they recog-
nized Jeff, one of your men. Who else
could want to kill father?”

Neither Horton nor Lydie could
imagine the gigantic forces of evil that
were sweeping them to destruction.
She looked up into his handsome face,
the breeze stirring the tendrils of her
coppery hair. Horton could not resist
her beauty and he seized her in his
arms, crushed her to him, kissing her
yielding lips.

“Lydie, I love you, no matter what!”

She clung to him, “I love you, Phil.
I wish—I wish we could settle this
war. It makes me afraid, dear.”

The night wind moaned in the cot-
tonwoods. Dry leaves rustled and a
coyote mourned over the tortured land.

“I had to 'see
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- “Father’s ridden out with most of our
hands, Phil,” Lydie said. “But wait, he
should soon be home. Tll talk to him
and we’ll see if we can’t make peace.”

A woman called from the kitchen,
“Lydie, dear, are you all right?”

“Coming, mother,” the girl replied.
She patted Horton’s big hand. “T’ll
have to go in. But stay here, won’t
you? TI’ll come out again as soon as I
can.”

She stood on tiptoe, to kiss his lips,
and, placing the food in the spring-
house, went back to the kitchen. Hor-
ton found a place of ease along a split-
rail fence that formed an outer corral.
He closed his eyes, dreaming of Lydie.
Everything else was’ colored by his
love for the young woman.

HE sky had cleared and the moon

was rising, casting a yellow glow
over the prairie.. A crackling noise on
the other side of the corral brought
Horton up, alert. It might be Marley
Bell returning — he looked around.
Against the lighter sky, Horton saw
a horseman, staring toward the ranch.
Beyond him was another, and then still
more. A wide ring of them circled their
horses but their faces were only black
blurs.

He froze as he was. Then sound
from the kitchen entry sent his glance
that way. Light came from the win-
dow at the back, and Horton saw the
tall, thin man approaching the door.

“Jeff!” he gasped. His old friend,
Jeff Smith, had disobeyed his com-
mand, trailed after him.

Horton started to crawl in. He
wanted to warn Jeff away, for the si-
lent, menacing horsemen might be
cattlemen who would kill him on sight.

The kitchen door opened, and Lydie
Bell showed in the opening. Horton
heard the man’s gruff tones, then Ly-
die’s reply.

“He was here,” she told Jeff, “he’s
waiting for my father, Jeff.”

Now Horton saw sinister figures
creeping up in back of the bony man
facing Lydie Bell. One was a tiny man,
a patch over one eye.

“Who's that,” Lydie cried suddenly,
“right behind you, Jeff?”

The tall, thin Jeff howled, “This is

I &
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from the sheepmen! We’ll teach yore
lousy paw and you a lesson you won’t
forget!” :

Horton deaped up, dashed for the
house. In the light from the open
doorway showed the pasty, twitching
face of the tiny hombre with Jeff. He
had an arm raised, and the rays scin-
tillated on a small glass vial gripped in
his bony hand.

Phil Horton ripped out his revolver,
fired a swift shot as the attacker slid
at Lydie. The small man gave a shriek
of pain, dancing aside. Jeff reached
out, grabbed Lydie Bell before she
could jump back inside. The girl be-
gan to shout for help, and the line of
masked gunmen closed in, whooping,
“Sheepmen—this way !”

Horton knew, save for Jeff, they
were not his followers. Jeff yelled,
voice distorted by fury, “Here she is,
Golon, give it to her!” and flung Lydie
from the door.

Then Phil was in, and a sudden blast
of gun-fire smashed the outer dark-
ness. “Are you crazy, Jeff?” shouted
Phil, hotly seizing the old herder’s arm,
yanking him violently around.

The small man was coming back.
Bullets were tearing through the night,
men screaming in fury. A huge hom-
bre on a black stallion charged along
the line of masked men, on whose
Stetsons showed rattlesnake bands.
“What’s wrong—what’s wrong!” the
giant bellowed.

That, Phil realized, was Mustang
Flowers. Horton turned away from
Jeff after yanking him from Lydie; he
was staggered, stunned by a hard crack
from ‘a pistol barrel that drove him
against the house.

“Look out, Phil,” Lydie cried, “he’s
going to shoot!”

ORTON swung. The bony Jeff
was raising the gun, but Phil
Horton could not believe his old re-
tainer would kill him. He put up a
hand and from the corner of his eye
saw that the small hombre was slip-
ping around him to get at Lydie Bell
again.
A hundred mounted men closed in a
compact ring about the house. Deadly
in aspect, bandannas up, slugs from
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their ﬂanng guns rattled a death song
as Phil Horton confronted Jeff and
Golon, the poisoner. A hoarse shout
of deﬁance welled in the young sheep-
man’s throat.

In a moment he would be over-
whelmed but he would fight to the end,
heart strong.

Then the arc of gunmen on the south
side buckled. Horses curveted as their
riders yanked furiously at cutting bits.
A stentorian war-cry drew their atten-
tion for the moment from Horton; Jeff
and Golon hesitated, looked around.
From behind a barn, with the furious
charge of a lightning bolt, two pistols
roaring, tearing the masked killers,
charged a tall man on a golden sorrel.
Men crashed from their saddles; others
screeched in agony at wounds from the
accurately placed slugs. Startled,
snorting mustangs knocked one an-
other, confusing the whole line. :

Through the hole he had blasted J1m
Hatfield burst at full-speed, the hand-
some Goldy with teeth nipping, hoofs
lashing out, smashing clear.

Mustang Flowers, cursing in frenzy,
started at him, bellowing enraged com-

mands. The surprise attack had accom-

plished - its purpose; Hatfield was
through, upon the little group outside
the kitchen.

“Jim!” cried Horton, recognizing the
blood-streaked face of the Ranger. A
bullet had furrowed along his scalp,
knocked his Stetson off so it hung
down his back by its cord.

Even as Hatfield flung himself from
the saddle, his Colt spat. Jeff Smith,
face twisted with rage, had his revolver
against Horton. The lanky sheepman
took the bullet from the Ranger’s Colt
between the shoulder blades; his arms
flew out as he flexed, head snapping
back in death agony. Horton felt Jeff

Smith’s lead tear the flesh over his ribs
as the bony sheepherder crashed at his
feet.

O fast was the action that it was

finished in second-fractions. Go-
lon, with a ferocious snarl, sprang at
Lydie Bell again, glass vial raised to
her face. Horton threw himself be-
tween the girl and her attacker, as Hat-
field kicked at Golon’s body to drive
him back. The Ranger, having given
Goldy a slap that sent the sorrel run-
ning, was in; the poisoner swung on
him with a snarl, to dash the viscous
white acid at him.

Horton’s Colt roared, pointblank in
Golon’s twisted face. Golon’s head
went limp on the pipe-stem neck, fea-
tures melting to a ghastly mask of
blood and lacerated flesh, ripped to
pulp by the heavy .45 bullet that angled
up and lodged in his evil brain.

“Let ’em have it!” The roar of the
giant leader rang above the din.

With Golon and Jeff down, the at-
tackers evidently had no longer any
reason to hold off firing into the group.
Phil Horton felt himself knocked off
his feet, as Jim Hatfield scooped Lydie
Bell up in one arm and struck the
young sheepman with his chest, shov-
ing Horton through the kitchen door.
Shielded by the Ranger’s body, Lydie
fell against the entry wall, out of dan-
ger.

The marauders, rallying under the
cursing fury of Mustang Flowers,
turned their guns on the door. A slug
ripped a chunk from Hatfield’s disap-
pearing boot, splinters flying thick from
the wood as dozens of bullets concen-
trated on the point where the trio had
stood an instant before.

Hatfield turned to slam the thick oak
door, and drop the bar in place. Lead
thudded into the panels but those bul-
lets that came through were spent.
Hatfield, grim face streaked with blood
from gashed scalp and a nicked cheek,
bounded to the table to put out the
kitchen lamp.

“Lydie, Lydie! What’s wrong?” A
comely woman of middle age hurried
into the kitchen, round face pale with
fright.

“Mother,” cried Lydie, as they were
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plunged into deepening darkness.

“Get inside,” Hatfield ordered.
“Keep away from them windows.”

The attackers had dismounted, and
were beginning to shoot through the
windows.

Glass crashed, reports ringing in the
room.

Horton’s brain hummed with horror;
Jeff Smith had turned on him, was
dead.

He caught his tall friend’s orders,
“Horton, take ’em in the hall. It’s got
no windows.”

Yells and shots sounded, from the
B-in-a-Bell bunkhouse. The Bell re-
tainers, aroused by the melee, had run
out into a devastating fire that mowed
them down. :

At the house itself were only Hat-
field and Phil, to protect the women
from the furious killers, who were
' swarming in. In the dim light that
filtered from the front room, Horton
heard Lydie gasp, “Phil!” Her soft
body pressed, trembling with alarm,
against him. He put his arm about
her protectingly. True courage beat in
Horton’s steady heart,

The masked murderers were now
stamping on the porch, pushing their
way in. Others were breaking the
window glass in the kitchen to climb
through.

The plight of the defenders of the
ranch house was serious indeed. But
the thought of surrender never sug-
gested itself.

-1
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CHAPTER IX
The Power of Ewvil

IM HATFIELD, riding fast for the
B-in-a-Bell after his narrow es-
cape in Making, had run into the circle
of deadly gunmen. Goldy had warned
him by uneasy sniffs, telling his mas-
ter strange horses were close at hand.
A mounted figure against the sky,
then another. Stealthily circling, Hat-
field had looked in and from a bush
screen had seen the horde of masked
riders.

With deep, icy courage he had
charged through, to rescue Lydie from
Golon. His swift instinct had saved
Horton from death, Lydie from hor-
rible disfigurement which would for-
ever have scarred her lovely face,
blinded those amber eyes.

Drops of the sticky, searing liquid
smoked on Hatfield skin; tanned as his
hide was, the unpleasant burning kept
him rubbing the spots. In his nostrils
was the sulphury odor of the concen-
trated acid.

In the hall, Hathield realized their
position was unbearable, and his low,
precise voice addressed Lydie: “Was
that a saddle loft I saw over the kitch-
en, ma’am?”

“Yes. There’s just a ladder up to it.”

Gunmen, whooping it up, were thick
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up front, swinging toward the hall.
Others were coming through the win-
dow into the kitchen; it was only a
matter of seconds before they would be
caught between two fires, with no way
out.

“Soon as I open fire,” Hatfield told
Lydie, “scamper acrost and ‘up that
ladder—hustle. You too, Horton.”

To draw the enemy’s attention, the
Lone Wolf opened up on the windows
as the three he sought to save dashed
from the hall for the loft ladder. He
could see the dark figures against the

opening, and they were bunching, mak-

ing ready to charge him, as his rapping
bullets tore into them. Yelps of pain
rang out; some tried to get back
through the sash, others returned his
fire.

But more were coming at him
through the long corridor. Hatfield
turned, the booming blast of his Colts
throwing panic into the hearts of the
assassins. His guns were hot to the
touch of his long fingers; he took ad-
vantage of the momentary confusion he
had caused to scurry left, a hand feel-
ing for the ladder.

“Jim, this way!” Horton’s low voice
guided him, and the young sheepman’s
strong hand gripped his wrist. The
Ranger started up the ladder, Horton
above him. “Get ’em—go get ’em,”
Mustang Flowers snarled, “They all
got to die, boys.”

The saddle loft was a low shelf, built
under the kitchen eaves. A heavy
~ crossbeam held smaller struts on which
rested loose boards. It was crammed
with equipment, leather, saddles and
harness parts, blankets; from the raft-
ers hung smoked hams and herbs,
other meats for the ranch larder.

Back against the wall, saddles nested
in front for protection, Lydie and Mrs.
Bell crouched. Phil Horton was down
low, close to Hatfield, who lay near the
edge where he could watch the oppo-
site windows. Guns reloaded, he
awaited Mustang’s next move.

EN with masked faces, but
marked by the snakeband hats,
burst from the hall into the kitchen;
rattled hombres at the windows fired
into their friends before the error was

discovered, Flowers cursing frantic-
ally.

“They’re hid in here somewheres,”
the giant bawled.

One of them struck a match. In the
brief yellow flare killer eyes stared sus-
piciously about. Heavy boots thudded,
as the murderers looked behind the
iron cookstove and in the pantries.

“If only father and his men were
here!” Hatfield heard Lydie whisper.
The match flickered out.

“Light that lamp,” snapped Mus-
tang.

Another match flared. Hatfield .
watched the hombre who had struck it
lean over the table to touch it to the
wick.

The kitchen was crammed with his
enemies. The vermilion circles on the
hatbands marked them for the Ranger.
The lamp burned up full, but it was
several seconds before Mustang Flow-
ers’ red-rimmed orbs chanced to rise
and catch full the gray-green, cold eyes
of Jim Hatfield.

The giant killer froze, mouth drop-
ping open; with a shrill squeak he
flashed a huge hand up, pistol rising
with it, as he went into action. Mus-
tang dropped behind several of his
bunched followers as Hatfield’'s Colt
roared.

Flowers’ bullet drilled through the
roof over the Ranger. Mustdang gave
a terrible scream of pain. The men be-
low were thick; Phil Horton began to
shoot along with the Ranger, and they
could not miss, every slug struck flesh
and bone. The killers began to stam-
pede, and bellow like frightened steers,
as they fought only to reach the exits.
Crowding bodies struck the table, and
the lamp toppled, struck the floor with
a glassy crash.

Blackness again was over the kitch-
en. But the oil from the lamp spread
across the dry boards. A tiny flicker
of flame caught and rose. The kero-
sene flared up to burn. When the room
once more showed distinct, it was
empty save for the dead who lay as
they had fallen, trampled in the rush.
‘Mustang Flowers was gone.

But there were still men in the hall.
Hatfield swung his guns that way, hot
lead driving back those who dared to
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show. He ceased firing for a minute to
speak to Horton.

“Pass me some of them blankets,
Horton,” he ordered. Horse blankets
were piled in a corner. Phil brought
over an armful, and the Ranger took
them, went down the ladder, beat at
the oil fire.

The smoke billowed up and the
flames singed him, but he smothered
the blaze. Horton, from the balcony,
covered him, guns holding them away
from the kitchen. Hatfield hustled back
to the loft.

Outside, the horde of gunmen had
rallied, maddened by the stiff resistance
of Hatfield and Horton. Brands were
lighted, they could see the red flares in
the night, through the window open-
ings. The house walls were of thick
adobe, that would not ignite, but there
was plenty of wood trimming and fur-
nishings that would. In spiteful fury,
and to drive the victims out where they
could be slaughtered, fires were started
up front, and flaming sticks tossed into
the kitchen.

GAIN, as a torch took hold on the
oil-soaked kitchen fléor, the
Ranger had to make his way down to
fight it with more blankets. Bullets
ripped through the smoke but it was so
thick they had difficulty placing him.
He looked through the hall; the front
room was burning, woodwork and
chairs afire. He knocked over a masked
hombre who crossed his range of vision,
and returned to the loft.

He knew it was only a question of
time. Alone he might have run the
gauntlet and made it; with the women,
one elderly and frightened to hysteria,
it could not be accomplished. The
whooping of the killers outside was a
brutal paan of death. The minutes
passed agonizedly.

“I’m stifling,” Mrs. Bell choked.
Lydie, too, gasped for breath, coughing
spasmodically, as the acrid smoke bil-
lo;ved through the hall, rising into the
loft.

“We can’t stick here much longer,”
Horton said, a tense note in his voice.

Hatfield rose up. The roof was with-
in reach and he found an old axe in a
corner. With several blows of his

powerful arms he beat a hole through.
A gush of fresh air struck his face, the
draught sucking up the smoke and fire
toward them. Hatfield enlarged the

_opening, hoisted his long body to the

flat roof of the hacienda. A