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LOVE ON THE RANGE

The Story So kar

A plot s on fool to smash the
Rafter T, and “Blur® Apkrom
takes a fob there to help lovely
Lee Irone She saves his life by
ghooling an impoator, Helton
Drean. but learns thia only
after Urean's accompiice Balty.
causes Irotble Delween them
Ratehford the sherif), tells An.
krom that Claydell, a neighbor-
ing rancher. i after the Trones
land because a rallroad & going
through. Ankrom accuses Clay~
dell.

Chapter 20
Claydell's Answer
LAYDELL'S bushy eyebrows

- drew sharply dovn above his
ellow stare. The six-foot Agure in
ﬁ- shiny black bools drew erecl

“Is this meant to be a joke?™ he
asked.

a

you?

*It sounds to me like the ravir,
of a crazy man,” Claydell sai
contemptuously. "o you think I'd
be fool enough to do such things
for the sake of a paltry rallroad
right.-of.way? Use vour head!”

“T'm usin’ it. Want (o hear the
rest?"

oes it sound like = joke to

relief
means

“It 1t will give you an
to elaboraie further, by &
spin shead.”

Ankrom nodded. “The rallroad
right-of-way is not the only thing
you're after, You would indeed be
a fool to risk so much for that
But that ain't all. You plan to
build a town alongside the pro.
;on:t tracks aboul half a mile

rom the valley housing Trone's
home ranch. Your ultimote object
is to dam Trone's valley in an at
tempt lo boom Rafter T land to
the bunch of home-seekers the
nilz;ﬁnd is golng to entice in for

“Sol" Claydell expelled a cloud
uf sinoke from his nostrils, “A
Hkely varn,” he jeered. “The onl
difficulty ts in Jetting people roun
here to swallow (L I think that's
where you're going to run up
against a snag, mister," A calcu.
Iating gleam shone (rom the yel.
Jow eves. “Mind telling me where

ou gathered all these notions?

id Ratchford unload them on
you?"

“Why Ratchford?” Ankrom
eountered. “What's he got to do
with jt?"

“Thut's something I'd give a
deal to know," Claydell inhaled
deeply, held silent for some
Hme while he coegarded Ankrom
through the smoke.

“I'll tell you something,” he sald
at last. "Tom Ratchford’s got It in
for me. He'd like nothing better
than to cateh me mixed up on the
wrionglsidu of trouble. You see the

oint?"

“What point?”

Claydell took a turn about the
room. He stnl{med to face Ankrom
squarely. “Hatehford gave you

these notlons to {eus your inter- |

o5t
“Why would he want to do
that?"

"How do 1 kknow? I told you he | ear?

didn't llke me. He's been laying
for me for years. The Ratehfords
are a breed whe don't forget—"'

“Don"t forget whaot?" Ankrom
cut in swiltly. .

Claydell snorted. “Don't forget
anything! Years ago thore was a
sort of range war in this country.
The ranchers here were trying lo
keop out nesters, squatters, home-
steaders. They succeeded till Trone
eame in. He -vas o hell-bender,
and he brought a tough crowd
with him. We couldn't budge "'em
I'm a sendible man, | hope. | saw
the wony things were going. | was
losing money hand over fist The
fight was at a de:dlock. | recog-
nized that Trone would never be
licked.” He paused to search An-
krom's face with his vellow eve
then sald, "I threw in with Trone

“An' comp out on the winnjn'
aide, eh?" Thers zas » seornful
curl to, Ankrom's lips as he put
the question.

"Ratehford’s The One’

*\/ES." ha said, “T'rone and | won
out. Old Ratchford — Tom's
father—tried to break us by bring
ing in sheep. He was the one that
got broke—him and three-four
others. But 4e took the biggest
loss. Not long after the thing was
finislied he went oul back of the
house one day an’ blew his brains
out, Do you understand now why
Ratchford's got it in for me?"

"What happened to Ratehford’s
lhrﬂ??"

“Thuy were found one morning
at the bottam of a eanvon.”

“Slick Whao had been In charge
of ‘em?"

"Sheepman numed Boone Heffle
A surly devil an' still in the coun-
try, by the way,"

“Not any longer he isn't,” An
krom sald, and watehed Claydell's
face intently. "I killed him this
afternoon.”

Claydell showel surprise. But
not more than anyone else would
have q!,..;\-" A et the eircum

"y Ll

elances

jump the |
eat line camp
11t befare.”

1

I *ake It then the

ntrals that water
[ any more men to hold
it, let me know. I've sided Trone |

Cave Hermit

too 1 to let him down now.
I'd=" He broke off abruptly,
sna

ped his ﬁnllan
"gny:" he exclaimed with more
than ususl anthusiasm. “T believe
yau've about solved it!"

‘"What are you talking about?”

“Those sheepl Heffle would
naver take it on himsel! to try
lumgmg your water, A man who
ean be bought once can be bought
sgain—an outfit that'll use sheep
once will try 'em out again!"

“¥You mean—"

“Ratchford. Tom Ratchford, the
;hejx:lﬂ'. is the man you're louidn;
orl"

Ankrom, as he sent the buckskin
leisurely across the darkening
range toward the Rafter T. was
not convinced. Like his own accu-
sations of Claydell, the rancher’s
case uiulrm Ratchford had a num-
ber of loopholes.

Both the sheriff and the boss of
the SMungJ undoubtedly hated
each other, But whether the rea-
sons given by Claydell were the
correct ones, Ankrom could not
decide. It was quite possible that
neither the ‘herif nor Claydell
were behind ‘hese things which
were happening. Each, In their
enrull&r‘. would mmrll{y suspect

er,

the other.

Ankrom's thoughts shifted to
Betty Struthers. It was plain to
him now that her words to him
noncurru.n, Les and concerning the
killing of Kelton Drean were
deliberate lies. She had been seek-
ing to prejudice him in her favor,;
to drive, if she could not lure
him, away from Lee.

He recalled now Ratchford's
Drean had been
killed by a slug from a forty-five
caliber pistol. The ane the golder
girl had forced upon him had been
u short-barreled thirty-two, How
could he nave missed the signil’l-
cance of this these many doays?
Why the girl “ad said herself un-
der the sheriff's questioning that
Drenn used a thirty-two—she had
rortjed upen Ankrom Drean’s own
gun
He laughed shortly. “An artfyl
baggnge If I ever saw one—she'd
ought to have taken up the stagel”

‘What Happened?'

lT WAS nearly time for the moon
to rise when lLie reached the Raf-
ter T. He strippea the gear from
his buckskin, rubber the molstness
from the animal's cost Turning
the horse into the big corral he
hung his saddls on the fence and
went striding toward the lighted
window that marked Trone's
office in the housn

Trone looked 1p from some

stalement that

papers with a scowl| as Ankrom
entered, Ankrom saw that the

aunt old man had been drinking, |

or there was ¢ hottle almost |
empty beside his elbow and hisz |
eyes were red and surly.

“Well," Trone grunted. “What
happened? What's the matter with
yourear? Did you irive them off?"

This was not the reception An-
krom had been expecting. He
squn;ﬁd his shoulders, "Isn't Lee

ore

"Of ecourse she's here! What's
that got to do with what | asked
you! What's the matter with your

"A bullet nipped IL"

“Did you have a corpss an'
eartridge occasion at the camp?
IWhl;t happened to the other fel-
aw?"

“There was a little shootin'"
Ankrom admitted, “What other
fellow are you talkin about?”

"The fellow that knocked that
slice from your ear.”

“l didn't see. ' was busy that
particular time."

“Well, what happened?” Trone
ﬁrnwlod_ “Say somethinl' Do 1
ave to get a rope an' drag it from
you?"

“1 shot up two or three gents an'
the rest cleared out.”

Trone swore. "You tell it like a
tea-pariy! Is that all you got to
say? Wasn't HefMe there? If he
waa I'm bettin® strong there was
some action!™

“He was there." Ankrom's draw
was bitter, “His light was the firs!
I blowed.”

Trone's glance Anshed excite
ment “Good! I'd have give u vear
of my life to have seen that! I'm
gind you cashed his chips, What
else happened?”

"Nothing much. | wounded &
cauple other birds The rest threw
down their guns. | warned them
off the Rafte, T an' told 'em the
next one eaught would be shot on
sight"

"Nothin' much happened, eh?
You're a sight too modest.”

“I'm not oroud of this after-
noon's work. Do vou think | like
to have folks pointin® me out on
the street an sayin' There goes
that killer Ankrom?'*

Trone's stare was intent. “An
krom?" he said. “1 thought your
name was Stredter.”

Ankrom laughed mirthlessly, "It
doesn't matter. I'm Ankrom all
right One of them gun-slicks with
HeMe's gutht cecognized me—{el
low named Bandeta, a Mex rene-
gade | guess you'll be wantin' 1o
pay me ofl,”

“S0 you're Ankrom, I've heard a
lot about you.” frone thrust his
hand acrons the desk. "I'm glad to
meet up with vou. Why didn't you
tell me who you were at the start?"

(Cotveradi 1010 Nolies . Nwe)

Ankrom goes to Belly's rescae,
Monday,

Untroubled
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX
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SWEARERS
WERE FINED
IN LA GUAIRB,
Venezuels,
To RAISE MONEY
7o Bullp A
CHURCH/
(la I8lesia de/a
santisima (arambi
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Swearers Church

La OCunalre, Venezuelan seaport
founded In 1588, for yrars tesmad
with the general run of aollors and
fortune soekors to be found In any
similar city In the westarn warld.

Sacked by filihusters unier Amias
Preston in 1505 and by the Prench
undar Orammont tnh 1800, La Gualra’s
history has been anyihing but peace-
ful.

When ona dny a  atorm drove
ashiore a heavily-laden pirate craft,
elty otflclals raffled off the loot
1t carried nnd used the money thus
ralsed fto bulld one of La CGualra's|
twoy leading chitrches |

Another largs temple of

woeship

M TURKS ILANDS,
Br/tish West IHJMG,
PRE NAMED AFTER

1We 000 JURKS CAP CACTUS
WHICH GROWS THERE

COLDHELECHP:RD

NIOR JoHNSoN, /R CAN %
0 sy
o ko TECUMSEH a7 FIHGBE;PRM
rrecteaide | | mmmen? |
VICE-PRESIDENT VOTED . :
[NTo OFFICE BY THE SENATE
" /837~ (Answer
fororrow) § |

| Ho named it “La Tglesln de In 8San-

FULL LOAD
QRS

WILLIATTS

AUGUST 23, 1938,
= aa————1

GBS OUT ON A COUNTRY WhIK
WITH JUNIOR , CARRYING HIS
CORT BECAUSE MUTHER THINKS
H MavY RN

18 RLSO ASHED T TAXE OARRAE
OF A FIOWER, SEVERAL ROEKS

AND A SNAL SHELL, AL OF
WHICH JUNIDR MUST TANE HOME

(Copyright, 1938, by The Ball Byndicate, Ina)

O

p

)y
AGREES To CARRY WIS SWEAER,  JUNIDR PRESENTLY ASKS WM 10
00, JUNIOR SUDDENLY HaviG  TAXE RIS KAT WHICH KEEPS FAILING,
607 MUCH 100 HoT' OFF, AND THE PAIL WHICH REEPS

BUMPING HI5 LEES

JUNIOR GETTING TIRED, ADDS |
HIMSELF To THE LOAD.STARTS
FOR HOME, REFLECAING A TRUCK
WOULD BE ARNDY To HAVE ALONG
WHEN WALKRING WITi JUNIOR.

PRESENTLY ACQUIRES SHOVEL
ks WELL, JWNIOR RAVING
TRIPPED ON IT FOURTIMES

wis needed, but there were no more klso are presidents of the senate, al-

stranded pirate ships londed with | though unable to vote with that
treasure, Flnally the local priest | body unless the mehbers are avenly
adopted & novel plan to finance the | divided.
project. -

svery timic ooe 32 Sis parlshionsms Yet. only onca:in history has tha

was eaught uttering an onth-—pnd | Senate besn granted the opportunity
the times wore plenty—he was fined |0f #lacting ita own president, when
according to the stmanzth of his im- | A the clection of Martin Van Buten
precation, The zealous priest lovingly . t0 presidency of the United States,
dedicated his church to the men |Colonal Richard Wentar Johnson, a
who had =0 nobly sworn to bulld it. | member of the lower house, was
pleked by the senate, no cholce have

taima Caramba”—The Chireh of the | Ing been made by the eléctoral dol-

most Holy Damn lege.
Vice-President Johnson Tomorrow:  Can  fingerprints  be
Vice-presidents of the United States | nltered?

place whera the checka were helng
glven out he fotind the offlce closed, |
Ho mever went back

"1 lika It away from people” ha
explainas, I don't need money, U've
kot everyvihing I noed.

e

List of baoka banned by the Houth
Afriean Unlon censor now (noludes
works of Honor de Baleae and Fran-
cols Rabelluns, becpume “sex pliya too
consplauous a part In them,"

| sity Ada in 1:30 p. m.

Gold Pleee Rush On
BOONVILLE, Cal.— {UP)—A !:HI| MOUND BAYOU, Miss. — (UP) —
gold pleca wan dug up here {n what | Negro residents today clalmed the
hns Been pastura land for tho past | title of “the world's strongest baby"
80 wears. In the gold rush that fol- | far 4-vear-nld Bam Mitchel, Jr., whom
lowed, surrounding ground for n| they describe ns o second Joa Louls
goodly distanes was dug up by gold | The chlld enrries a  24-pound sack |

Baby “Strong Man™

seokers, but no more 820 gold plecen | of flour or two I0-pound gallon |
were found. buckdts of molasses with equal oase, |
o

+*
Clostug time for Too Late to Clas. | .Closing time for Too Late to Clas-

| stfy Ada ls §:30 p. m. |

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Not on the Program!
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By BEAL FORREST

FACE,

AND HE
WENT

N N\\\\k\\ ‘\

d [ HERE

| MORNIN

By Vicissituges Of Life

PHILADELPHIA (UP)—Frank
Krowl, 4l-year old “Hermit of Wood.
Iane" who llves » niote o
A liny dugo i road 1rack
haa never neard s radic Tl
in an sutomobile aha « | ¥y
whe In president o) the Unlted States

Maintaining & complota Indiffer.
fice (o everyiblog WL gosa an n
s world about him, Krowl wha
atvel with the Ameriosn srmy aur
ng the World war wums  up his

tlosaphy  of e aith

"What doea 1L matter?™

A tall man, with mld blue eYes
etiealh Rrowl's ral

i

ment con of & fwied xhiak:
corduroy Lrousers anao A palr of

ber overshors, POt nealy 10 years he

nover hay ahaved of cut his halr

It bangs down 1o Bls walat in jong
matted disartay
Krowl was borm In Polapd and
ame to Ameriva In 1918, Alter hin
ATy service In the war, he worked
ul oadd b Il Bedttle. Wash. and
then cama to Philsaclphis to begin
hia e as & Dermdt
"What difference ahere you vk
L sand 4 1 |4 1he same
Hé wats anvihing he car find,
renrohing for food with a jong ik
whivh he pokes rubbdels cans
At trash eape Ha hias po GEny
VL ' itle
m
i re
| Dot callse when bBe went W e

THE NEBBS—Congratulations

KEETS CLOWN
ACT WENT OVER
BIG WITH THE
SPECTATORS AT
THE AIR MEET
UNTIL THE RUBBER
SHOT GUN'S MUZNLE,
BENDING BACK,.
DISCHARGED A
CLOUD OF FLOUR
INTO SKEETER'S

TEMPORARILY
BLINDED HiM

SIDE-SLIP TOWARD
THE GRANDSTAND.

COMES THE
EXPRESSMAN NOW-—
DR. KILEY SAID HE'D
SEND OUT IN TIME YO
REACH HERE THIS

f HE'S CRASHING
INTO  THE
GRANDSTAND!

WHICH

ALL BE Y=
KILLED! by By
PROMDTLY ': :
INTO A’ e
o g
FOR LIMITED TIME OHLY ! SEND A J-CR!
?5‘:;: '};ItﬂL;‘t‘T. (ES’&D. LIF&% ENVE]

THIE PAVE I
L3 !;R,F‘Ff.!"z?bﬁh

PLAMEG OF THE DOUGLAS DS

"'KEEP YOUR N\
SEATS, FOLkS!
THIS IS ALL
PART OF
\, THE SHow!

PART OF THE
SHOW hs;r EYE!
SKEETER'S GOMNG

TO WASH OUT!
,.

YOU'RE BEN WEBSTER,
AREN'T YouT WILL YOU
SIGN FOR THESEY

i

6RAB THAT OTHER
PACKABE AND FOLLOW
bd  ME—1 DON'T WANT
% ANYONE TO SEE US-

THAT'S THE ONE FED
WITH THE SUNSHINE

| PELLETS —THE s
OTHER WASN'T/ |

HOLY SMOKES/
WILL YOU LOOK
AT THE SIZE O
THAT CHICKEN)

HAND 17T
Nou DO
A BG WAW

—

™ YOuU -

——

>
oL..l. B i |
{‘\'.{I-"H\\‘%
¥

( STEVE, INE &OT e

THINGS N

LA

4
= |
\ _,f«:
PR |

THEM
HAD THE COouc OR CR
BOY OF YOURS

COULD GWE YOU PRIZE
ADVICE RIGMT Now 7/

AMPS .

YOU JUST STEP IN AND .;%;’

MARRY A READTY-MADE
FAMILWY .. DDNT HAVE TO CARRY
AROQUND WHEN THEY

NHOU KNOW, OBIE, L CAN
DETECT A BT OF SaRcAas™
IN THOSE REMARKS _ NOU
EVIDENTLY HAVE MET THE

T R




