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LOVE ON THE RANGE

the Story So Far

. net fa tightening around the

fter T. Going by the name of
<ireeter, "Blur” Ankrom takes a
job there to help lovely Lee
Trone. Betly Struthers geta on the
ranch under false pretenses, She
maken a play for Ankrom which
puts HWm in bad with Lee.
Batelford, the sherif, tells An-
krom that Claydell, a nelghbor-
ing rancher, wants the Trones'
land because a railroad {z going
throngh. Then Heflle, ¢ sheepman,
Jumps the warer tank.

Chapter 22
Speeding Up

THIS thing was bad, thought An-

krom, and would be worke.
Whether ancient animosities, jeal-
ousy 'of water rights, or a railroad
and the prospect of a futtire town
lay behind this web, he had no
means of knowing. But of one
lhin& he was eeriain: things were
speeding up and Trone needed him
—& powdersmoloe sho*down could
not be far away. These men against
Trone were dangerous, and thelr
next move might well be directed
at himself.

He looked at Trone and saw the
old man It a shaktng bottle to
his lips. When the botlle was
empty Trone hurled it from him
with a muttered oath. Ankrom's

lips curled a little, This old hel-

damn well pleases!™ Ratchford’s

heavy volce rode through the
puncher’'s words like a knile
through cheese. “I'm the law

around thess parts an'l say Heffle's
in the right I've looked his title
up an' it's good es gold. You puil
any rough stuff out there £3° you
smack square up n_gninn the law!®

“Says you!" tane sneered,
making an effort to pull himself
together, But he was not the man
he had been twenty years ago—
not the man who had torn this
range from the grasp of its former
owners.

“You heard me!" .

Anlkcrom drawled, “What you fig-
urin' to do about this, Trone?"

“Do? Streeter, you go down
there an' run them water pirates

aff!"
“'P he does, this country'll be
too damn hot to hold him!" said

Ratchford threateningly.

All the worry, all tt. agony and
doubts and strivings for peace of
two long yeara in Ankrom's life
were swept aside in the surge of
his hatred for this blustering sher-
i, There still was about this busi-
ness much he did not grasp, but
one thing he saw with vivid clar]-
ty. The hand at the helm of Rafter

had been idla too long. Swift ac-
tion was a necessity.

“Sort of anticipatin’, aint you,
Ratchford? I'd say offhand you
were ri.ghl smart of an optimist
countin' chicks before they've
hatched.” His gftmco ran up and
down the sheriff's form contemp-

The sherifl stared at the numbed fingers of his shaking
’ hand.

up his shallered nerves.

Trone glured at Ring-Legs
t\'lld!?‘_ “Say that again”

“Them lellns" the puncher
Enwlnﬂ. “say there's been a miis-

ke [n boundary lines. The
elaim we been hoggin' tao muci’;
land. They say that tank ain'l on
our land at all. They been miven
orders to string a fence that'll
keep our cattle away from il An'
Boone Heffle glve 'em orders.”

“Boone Heffle!” Trone whis-
Flercd the name nnd licked his lips,

ilnclc;urnxe seamed to be ebbing
" A

“You made n mistake lottin’ that
sheepman live,” sald Ring-Logs,
“When you was fightin' Ratch-
ford's father an’ them others years
lfa. you oughta tromped the bunch
of ‘em underground — partic'lar
HefMe!"

"But HefMe wan on my side”
Trone protested. “Why should he
be steikin' at me now after all
these years?"

“The Heflles of this world ain't
on nobody's side hut the man that's

a:\-inf the highest!™ the bow-
epged puncher snorled, "IU's

talnet’n sin at the crossroads that
is HefMe snake's been bought!"

The elump of boots turned Ane
krom's glance. He saw Ratchford
and Lee come running toward
them. When they came up Ratohe
ford shoved his burly frame to the
front, grasped the puncher by the
shoulder and whirled him round.
“What's up?"

“Boone HeMe's Jumped the tank
an' cabin at our southwest line
camp!"

‘I'm The Law'
ATCHFORD released his grip
and swung on Trone, “Jumped
your tank, has he? Well, I'm here
to may Mo n't. The tank an'
eabin at yny .-;‘utl".\"'l‘.’lt lire ain't
oune

lion, he thought, {strying to bolster [
3

on. your an' veu know it
You've been sou un that eav-
erment lar 1y aty Vears—
but that de ake 1t vours!"
Trone ope his® mouth, but
Ratehford's » came first:

"Let's see your
land."

Ankrim saw the color wash
from Trone's cheeks: he seemed
to thrink under the impact of the
sheriffs words. But not Ring-Legs,
*Spreadin® Iy v

patent to that

nothin' |
wiatch how long &
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Me stays there,

“He'll stay there as long as he
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tuously, “You ean't run a sandy
like that on us.”

“Sandy, eh? You think I'm bluff.
in'?" Ratchford thrust a step for-
ward, bringing his face within
short inches of Ankrom's own,
“You bother Heflle or Heflle's men
an' Tll have a posse at that wa-
terhole inside twelve hours!"

Like A Cracking Whip

ANI{RO‘M gave no ground,
“That'll be just elght houra
toa late," he zaid.

The sherifl’s face went purpla
with roge: “It may be too Inte to
do HefMe any good, but it'll leave
ample time to settle your ac-
eount!"

"You haven't got the guts to set-
tle my account,”

“Haven't got the—why, you dry-
gulehin' killer—"

That wos as far as Ratehford
got. Ankrom's fist smashed hard
against the sheriff's lips with a
force that sent him sprawling. He
got up, one hand tugging at the
shoulder-holstered pistol beneath
his anat.

Ankrom'sposturedid not change
until the weapon eanie in sight.
Then his hand went anapping
down. Like a cracking whip his
gun sprang clear of leather; spat!

Tensgely, and with huli:mﬁ oyes
in a face gone white, Tom Hatch-
ford stared stupidly at the numbed
fingers of his shaking hand. His

un waa in the sand a good eight

ect awny, its mechanism jammed
by Ankrom's lead.

“You was savin', sherify ) ol

Ratehford's lids drooped, but
not before Ankrom had seen the
new caution flooding their smoky
depths. The words he spoke came
through clenched teeth

"You take this trick, Streeter—
but some other gent'll be draggin’
in the next. If vou ain't fannin’
dust inside two hours, I'll see that
you're strung up for the killin' of
Kelten Drean!”

Ankrom’s laugh mocked the
sherift. “Tll be fannin' dust, all
right. Fannin' it toward that bunch
of thievin' sheepmen. Next time
you try throwin' down on a man
you better have your gun in hand
an’ make sure he isn't lookin'."

Spinning round on his heel An-
krom set off toward the carrals,

Lee Trone called, “Abe!"

Ankrom continued on his way
without sign of having heard.

(Copvrighe, J103F. Nolivn C. Noal
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX

For further proof address the author, inclosing & stamped envelope for reply.

Reg. U. 8. Pat. Of1.

ClDE BEATTY=

Hated animal Tainer
BRI o IV U YN~
CAUSE |
= RoBINg GEROLIS
WERE ONCE CLASSED 100 OAN N

ks GAME BIRDS N
Z0UTHERN STATES/

v
D ARTPGNAN ==
HERO OF PLEIDNDRE PUMPE
“THe THREE MUsKETeERs”
WHE NOTONE OF THE
THREE MusKeTeERs/

(THeY WeRe ATHos,
PoRTHOS, AND PRAMIS)

A Realo

The Everglades |wua abla o gain access 10 the inner

One of the last {rontiers of ex- |regions of the Everglades
ploration in the United States was| Actually, the everglades is not a
the Everglades of PFlorids, & vast | swampy reglon, as is gensrally be-
reglon of 4200000 acres, shut off
from the outslde world by an almost
Impassable barrler of saw-grass Inter-

Haved. The Evergiades contains much
freah water in the form of Iakes and
streams fed by subterranean aprings

woven with wild myrtle. Malarta 1 almidst usknown. and
First white man to enter this mys- [ the climate Is described s being
terious, silent country wns & Span- | faultless. Oddly enough there is no

inrd, Escanents des Fontenada, who
had been shipwiccked in the Stralght
of Florlda and captured by the
great oacique, Calos,

Batween the yoars 1847 and 1000
the United States government sant |
otit frequent expeditions, but none |job of Clyde

| othar reglon 1n ‘the Unitad States|
similar in niature to Florida's Ever- |
gindes, ‘

Grounded Animal Tralner
Faw man would like ta have the
Beatty, noted tmainer |

OF LAND AND FRESH

FEMAINED UNEXPLORED LINTIL
ONLY BO YEARS AGO,

IT 15 NoT A SHAMPLAND ..

of Florida,

NG 4200000 Acres
WATER,

of "hig eats” becausa of the risks
encountered. Yet, strange ss it seema
Seatty's manager will nor permit
the animal tralner ta fly—because
it in too dangerous.
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Strange as 1t sdems, At one time,
In southern States, robins were
Ellled by the tho s for food ar
oport. This siaug is now for-
bidden hy'the Federal Migratory Bird
Law, snnciad in 1013
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Tomorrow: Was It ever proven that
the moon & not made of green
cheese?
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PARIS, Aug, 18 —"—Gen, John J
Pershing recelved a hearty welecoms
today on hix “homecoming™ to Parls
for a visit aa chalrman of the Amer-
lean battle monuments commission |

More than 100 persona gathered st
the Salnt Lazare station to greot the
wartime commander of the Amurican
armies In Fraonce. United Statea Am
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PORTLAND, Aug. 18 —{Pr—Prap-
srations for an emorgency opomtion |
weore halted yesterday by the death
of Charles W. Parcell, 44, nssistant
vico=preaident of the United Statos
National bank. Parcell was gradunted
from tha University of Oregon

. s
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Witllam C, Bullitt hended n |

15 PLAYING CONTENTEDLY IN
CRIB. BECOMES AWARE OF
STOUT MAN, WRO SAYS HE IS
UNCLE GEORSE, TALNING
BABN TALK 10 HIM

LEGS G6VING WaAY, 5175 DOWN
SUDDENLY, UNCLE GEORGE'S
WINDPIPE COMING IN SMART
CONTALT WITH CRIB

(Copyright, 1838, by The Bell 8ynd

o

STANDS UP 1D G6ET A BETTER DOESN'T LYKE MUCH ABOUT
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GRABS HOLD OF IT
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THINKS IT'5 A GAME WHEN
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