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LOVE ON THE RANGE

The Story So Far

Trying to leave his reputation
for gun-play behind him, *Blur”
Ankrem runs into trouble again
when h reacues Lee Trone irom
a hand of thugs The T-omex
ranch, the Rafter T ls in difficul-
tles, and Ankrom accepts o job
there under the rame of Abe
Streater Although Lee atirachs
him, he remaina gloof Uecause of
his part When Colone Struthers
aond his daughler Belty arrive to
vigit th Troner, Ankrom recog-
nizes Strithers an Kelton Drean,
couzin of the man he killed fo
noenge his father's death,

Chapter Nine
The Sherifl

BEFOR‘E the Stockmen's Bank
in Peso Pinto, at Lee's order,
Ankrom shoved down a foot upon
the brake and brought the car to
a stop. A solid-looking man with
a great wide forehend lounged
against one of the twin pillars

uarding the bank's entrance He

id not raise his head, but his
sleepy lida, rolling slowly up, dis-
elose,
glance brushed opast Lee as she
stepped upon the walk and came
to rest upon Ankrom.

He returned the gare with In-
terest. He saw that the lounger
was dressed in range clothes which
he guesscd to he of expenaive
‘make. These clothes, he saw were
well-fillec br the heavy-muscled
figura of thelr wearer. The man's
eream-colored Stetson was shoved
far back from the forehead, dis-
closing a reballious tangle of cur-
ly black hair.

Abruptly the man's head came
up, the gray eyes slld away from
Ankrom's glance and fastened on
something nenrer, A great brown

w came up and removed his
R:t while across his heavy fea.
tures flashed a smile. Ankrom's
!:!c. slightly shifting, saw that

e Trone hnd come abreast,

The man bowed with a gallant
flourish. "Gosh,” he sald, "bul it's

od to see you, mal, W'hl:r: You

n keepin' vourself?"

“Out of your way."” she an-
swered coolly. The big man's
white ~-toothed rzrin remained,
"Shueks,” eame the lazy drawl
"tﬂ‘u} aln't no friendly way to
talk "

“T wasn't trying to be friendly.”

Ankrom saw the big mpa shove
free of the pillar in such a way
that his bulk presented a barrier
between the girl and the door
“Lee, some folks are givin' an old-
time dance here on the twelfth
What say we take it in? Been a
long time since vou an' [ have
shaken a Hoof together.”

There wos a dry sarcasm in Lee's
reply that was not wasted on Blur
Ankrom: “It will be a long time
before we do aguin—if ever, Let
ass now Tom. | want to go
Insido."” ]

“Why, shucks, | thought you'd
stopped to talk with me” he said.
m&?mnﬁe no move from where he
stood. “Seems like vou're awlul
caol today, An' this is the first time
I've seen vou since vou got back
We used to be good friends. What's
the matter? Did that college put
bl* notlons In vour head?

Times have changed. that's all
= people, too” she answered;
! d; oing away to college has had
no g‘lﬂ to do with it. You're not
the man 1 used to know. Tom:
you've changed. A stiange unrest
peems to have seitled on this

range."

"‘E'Jhat's all that got to do with
you and me?”

“Your father and my father
were never friends—"

“But that don't have to make
enemies out of you an' me."

"I'm not so sure. My loyalty
les with my father. Things that
you and 1 once found possible nre
#0 no longer. 1 don't think we had
better meet again*

Ankrom could not see Loe's fhce;
her back was to him now. But he
could see the bl man's fentures
well: could see n look of resent-
ment stir the gray smoke of those
sleepy-lidded eyes, "1 reckon,”
the big man sald, "sormeone has
been spreadin’ lies nbout me™

*I'm not so sure that they were
Hes. There was bad blood between
your Dael and mine for many years
Can vou assure me that all this
time yvou have notl brooded on Ed
Ratchford's death?”

‘Out To Bust The Rafter T
ATCHFORD'S sleepy lids
masked all feeling from his

ﬂlnnce. “1 didn't think." he said,
you'd ever doubt me Lee [t's
hard to see. " Ankrom heard
hix volce trail off. He stood there.
hat in hand. his chin sunk down
upon his chest, darkly brooding
Abruptly he looked up and his eves
went straight to Lee's

“This _— this talk that's goin’
round. The best wav to vut an end
to it an' stop these malleious. wag-
ging tongues Lee. is for vou an'
me to be soen together.” His lips
rolled back in a smile that showed
his white teeth. "We better o to
that dance.”

“l can’'t," Lee said quietly. *It

“Who're you? | don't seem to re.
call seein’ yvour face round here
belore. Stranzer?”

Ankrom's glance was calm. *1
don't recall that askin' oersonal
questions ever 2ot to be a habit
in the cattle country New fad?"

Rotchlord's lids rolled lower:
the eyes stared back unblinking.
It seemed olain thot he was not
used to being addressed in fust
this manner. Yet there was no
resentment in his  stare, just
‘heightening interest He sudden]

rinned and shoved out his hand.

‘My name's Ratehford I run the
Straddle Bug brand.”

Ankrom, seized by some per-
verse impulse he could not him=-
self have put in words, ignored
the rancher’s hand “I'm Streeter
Now I've answered your question
Ratchford, do vou know of an:
reason why this palaver should
dragged out any further?”

Ratehford’s (urehead puckeren

“Glad to know vou. Streeter
Wish we had a few more nrodds
pelicans like vou around this coun-
try Land needs 'em. Can't gee no
sense In you an’ me not hittin' It
oﬂ.’l.r‘:nunh How'd vou like a good
ob?

smoke-gray eves whose | job

“] got a joh"

“l said a good one.”

1 got a good one. What's wrong
with workin' for the Rafter T?"

Ratchford shrugged. “Nothin'—
it 1s-m.a‘l'e huntin' a quick grave.”

"What's the meanin' ol that? I
never was good on riddles.”

“No riddle, You 'heard what
Miss Trone sald to me. | reckon.
Well, it's true that there's a Iotta
loose tongues begun to wag. Don't
know where the thing .ot started.
but there's a rumor loose that I'm
oul to bust the Rafter T: out to
even up with Old Man Trone for
the death of my Dad. It all hap-
paned years ngo. In his vounger
days, Lee's ol' man was one of the
graspin'est, hardest, ightin'est ald
cocks on this whole range. He
made It awful hard on my ol' man,
who was runnin’ shecp then. Fact
ia, Trone put my ol' .nan outa
buiness. Some folks had got the
notion I'm figurin' to seuare things
up, Nothin' to It. of course but
there you are he shrugged,
YClackin' tongues may start things
yel. Be hitchin' vour wagon to
Trouble if vou tie up with Rafter.”

Claydell
“TLIJOW come? 'What do you
mean?"
“Just this” Ratchford sald,

E?Emuhad\' s out to bust that put-

“An Tgurin' to make you play
:hu]goat. oh?"

“That's about the size of it
Ratehford admitted.

"Why don't vou do something
about it? Haven't vou got any sus-
picions who's back of it all?"

“l not suspicions, ves.” Ratch-
ford answered slowly. “But sus-

iclons don't mean n thing | ot
o have prool.” Sardonie glints ap-
peared in his eves ax he added,
“You see, Streeter, I'm the sher-
Y of this here county.”

Les Trone came from the bunk
talking edrnestly witk a man of
striking appearance, A gond six
feet in his shiny black bpots he
stood, and carried himbell like a
Spanish Don. His thick, bushy eve=
brows appeared facile nt expres-
sion; black sideburns, long and
curling, together with the black
pencll-line moustache gave his
smiling face n sharp touch of the
Mephistophelean

Ankrom saw_ Ratchford ox-
change brief nods with this mon
Lee Trone. broke off their cop-
versation and turped to indiente
her guests. “Mr. Clavdell.” she
safd, "I'd like to make you ac-

uainted with our friends the
Strutherses.”

As Ankrem watched the spu-
rlous Colonel’s geninl nod he wone-
dered why tho sheriY hod not been
introtduced 10 the Rafter T' ouests,
Evidently Lee was distinetlv hos-
tile to Ratehford

Botty was saying aomething te
Claydell which braught an admir-
ing ®rin.

“1 eoftalnly can think of no ac-
quaintance I'd rather make than
yours, little lady." Hia eves were
wld as he looked up from a gal-
lant bow. “Are vou going to glay
at the Rafter T

“Haorry—that's Dad—and | are
going to Dallas. We'll stop off with
the Trones for n few days though,
Dad and Mr. Trone are old friends.
We haven't geen them in vears:
I'd practically forgotten how thev
looked, | can see alreadv that I'm
going to love it here™

“l can see that vou are, too.”

“Mr. Clavdell, with you around
I'm sure I shall”

Ankrom scowled and looked at
Lee. But Lee was studying the
Colonel's [nce. She turned as ét:\\’-
dell nddressed her, "Tell vour Dad
'l 'be seeing him tonight, Lew™

She nodded. Color brushed the
cheeks of Sherill Ratehford “'Be-
lisve I'll stop out at the Hafter T
tonight myselt” Ratchford said.
"Mind giving me a U1?"

Len's eves were cold ‘1 don't
believe the Rafter T's hospitality
conld include you. Mr. Ratchford.
I'd stay away If 1 were vou"

would be disloyal to my father—
you mustn't ask it Tom." Ankrom
EaW a tremor shake her bod ;. then
Ib'lar”chm came up, “Please let me

When Lee had gone intc
bank, Ratchlord came over to
krom.

he

A

He took the insult es
smile never wavered
the chance.” he said, and climt
into the front with Ankrom
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Ratehford ehats with Ankrom, to-
morrow.

Natives Object as Tourists
Make Bali ‘Paradise’ Costly

DEN PASAR, Ball—(AP)—"Puradis
po longer paya” la the verdict of
young and old Ball uktives
complaln they cannol alliowd fhe
standards of Uving now nvedin
Lhe

fmous  isiang  of
Easl (ndies which legend and tourist
pamphiots oall “Paradise Iale
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX

For turther proof address the author, Inclosing & stamped envelope for reply.
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OF PLANTG MERELY BY

ToUCHING HiG TONGUE
(1767-1825)

The Wind Botanlist

Not slnes the Mge of three had
John Cough, famous Engllsh botan-
1t and  Epoologist, Iaid oyes on A
single pinnt, yot, strange as it acems,
in the 68 years he lved Gough be-
came & leading figure In the fleld
of nature atudy.

Born in 1748, wns no differont
from any other lad of his age unti]
he wan stricken with emallpox In
1752. Blindnesa roaulted. Hin parents
winnly sncournged him to spend hia
tmna out of doars, and hs eams to
love the countloss plants Ne eould
emell and touch, but not see

ha

L |
BLIND English éoz?m'slf L
CollLD IDENTIFY HUNDREDS

To T/

|

¢l

it

interests naturally turned to-

His
wurd 8 study of bolany, and syasiems
atically he set out to learn and clas-
sify diffarent species of plants; He

found that the tip of his tongue
setved him best In examining the
characteristics of plants, and merely
by applying this mothod he could
identity hundreds of plants without
hesltation.

Near the closs of hia ambeing car-
eor  Cough once demonstrated his
amazing abllity by immediately (dmm-
tifylng a mare plant of which he
had felt but one other spécimen—
and” that 50 years proviously!
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£10.000 Butterfly

In 1833 an English collector, for

rennons best  known o himaelf,

bought & butterfly of the family
Charaxes fournieral—{for £10.000

Renson for the high price 18 the

mena known to have been captured
Colored in shades of yellow, black,
blus, omnge, and green, this specles
makes {ts home in South Africa, par-
ticularly around Durban.

Tomorrow: What 1a the oldest tax
In the world?

FRED PERLEY 1S IN DISERACE BECAUSE, SENT 10 THE STATION 1o MEET
GUEST5, HE WENT SDUND ASLEEP, 50 THAT NOT ONLY DID THE GUESTS,

MIS6ING HIM,; HAVE 10 WALR BUT HIS WIFE HAD -To HOLD DINNER
BRCK WHILE SHE WENT 70 SEE WHAT HAD BECOME OF BIM

(Copyright, 1638, by The Bell Syndicats, Inc)
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8'MATTER POF By O M PAYNE

/S OKAY, BuT
MAIKE 7T

W [ ~eu wWeRE IN
_) s onIT! 1
Clryr HAvE EvES,
a -HAvENT

garlands of oxotle flowers, {he mod-
ern Ballnese gitla dock themselves In
tight-fitting cotton jackets
American  tourists and  American
mlssionaries ars consldered to be ra-
ljku:.'lh]" for the changea which arne
taking place. ‘Mo presefve peace and

GLASS FAILS T0 SET

During
it ocourred to Culyer that
the fires then raging might
been fguited by the sun's rays posss

maintain pative customs Dutaoh
authorities are now ing antey BALEM (UP)—For & flve warden,
permita to all misstonaries | Dwight Culvar of ‘he Cooa Coupty
b | e Patro! associntlon, hns n strange
Eplnil anessthesin was first sug- | hobby. During the past two yoars
geated by Dr. Leonsrd Corning of |he haa been trying 1o sart [res—
New York In 1885, lwith bottles.

BLAZES IN' FORESTS

Ing through bottles and bita of glass,
S0 he began focusing bits of glass on
vegetation to teat his theary.

Bo far, he savs, be hosn't hed any
inck

0
The only Indlan reservation
Texas iy near Livingston,
——
Japan's population (nereanss at the
rate of nearly & million a year,

the serious season of 1836 |
soma of |
have |

in |
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TAILSPIN TOMMY—A Gleam

of Hope!
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GEE, YOU JIPPEMS ARE
AIN'T YOU? PARK IT AN'

GET PEEVED,
RUSTY—
FOR SOMEBODY

THE NEBB8—Love

1 DON'T
KNOW =1 AIN'T

YoU AN' BEN DON'T LOOK
LIKE THE KIND O'GUYS
THAT'D HOLD A GRUDGE -
HOW'S TRICKS AT YOUR

LISTEN, RUSTY!
WALK IN HERE!
{ YOU KNOW THEeRE's
A JOB-WAITIN' FOR
YOU — DOUBLE

™S 1S A
Sr00TH

L RUNINING ] \
By CAR STEVE

/7 NELUE, 1 FEEL THAT
{ WE COULD RIDE THROUGH

THE WHIGHWAYS OF LIFE
JUST AS SMOOTHLY

A

Oopreighe. 0 %o The el Brnbiovia, fan)
(Tvade Mack Rag. 0 & Pt 02w}

~ NOURE NOT BVEN
MINE VET BUT M

PROUD OF YOoU . YOuU
ARE SO BEAUTIFUL

WHEM YOU SaY THosE
PRETTY THINGS TO ME 1
WISH L HAD THE EBARS OF
AN BLEPRANT AND THE
IMAGINATION OF
\ A CHILD




