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Chapter 30
Ripplng Lead

A WIDE grin broke over Ratch-
ford’s foce; his eyes began to
w. “Well, now!" he sald with
vy pleasantry. “Thul's sure too
—poor felln." He shot & gloat-
‘look at Ankrom; tensed. Slowl
grin took on a sickly look an
faded, The hand holding his pistol
droaped

Ankrom's gun was {n his hand
held rigid at his thigh, How it had
Homm there Ratchford could not

ave told but there It most cer-

wils, its muzzie covering the
button of the sheriff's vest.

o alertness of his glance never
atrayed from the sheriff’'s mottled
features,

“The responsibility for Trone's
death Is yours, Ratehford, It's the
thing you've been strivin' to bring
sbout for months — perhaps for
years, [ reckan it's time you paid."

Ratehford glared in silence.

“Sheath your gun.” Shadow-like,
it was—just a blur of motion, Yet

s heavy pistol had been
Ankrom's hung
empty at his side.

There was a shake to Ratchford's
hand as he pouched his own. Or
had Ankrom but imagined it?

"Windy here'll count three.” he
sald. “You can yank your gun any
time dvnu'vn amind to. I'll fire when
Windy hits the three.”

Ratehford's face appeared to
pale, “You can't — 1 gon’l be no
paﬂi! to it!" He muttered. I — 1
wouldn't stand & chance against
wu!u
"What kind of a chance," asked
Ankrom coldly, “do you think
Trone had against you an' all your
hirelinga?"

A tremor shoolk Ratehford's mas-
sive frame,"You can't make me do
this! I had nothing to do with his
donth! It was Claydell that got him
drinkin'; Claydell that's been sup-
plyin' him with booze! 1 had
nothin’ to do with i, T tell you. It
wasn't me,"”

“It wasn't you what?”

“It wasn't me that's been tryin'
to gmash him." He seemed to make
an effort to pull himself together,
a8 though his fears were partially
alluyed nt Ankrom's continued ins
lcl!nrk “Claydell's the man you

ant.
“Yoah?" Ankrom's f!nncﬂ was
geoptical. “What about that bed.
time story you was spinnin' me
about how you was goin' to marry
Lee Trone?”

“T was only funnin''"

Ankrom's lips grinned coldly.
*Well, that may be a0, Pecal off that
badge an' hand it over.”

He watehed narrowly while the
sherlif did so. Then he pinned the
bit of metal fo his owr vest, using
his left hand In the operation.

“Now we'll strall up front an'
vigit your office, "' he said pleas-
antly, "Any time durin’ these pro-
cecdin's you think vou've got a
hreak just make n pass al your gun
an' find out for sure.”

As they traversed the narrow
corridor Ankrom wondered what
Had become of the frail old failor.
He had pot seon the man since he
had left him at the entrance to the
cells, And the fellow was not sit-
ura; there now.

nee the sherlfl turned his head
to cast o look behind him and An-
hrom faw the smouldering fury in
his eyes. It came to him that Ratch-
ford's momnnlur{' show ol (ear
might well have been o sham de-
signed to enfeh him off his guard,
even as he himaell had turned the
tables on the sheriff.

He cast a fleeting glance at
Windy as they gathered ln the of-
fico and Ratchford closed the door,
The puncher's face was stamped
with an expresdion telling far more
plainly than words that events
were moving miuch too fast for his
comprehension.

Ankrom facer the shoriff and his
Jaw thrust forward grimly.“Rateh.
ford-—ait down behind that desk
an' gel out some paper an' a pen.
You're goin' to do some weitin'

‘“Your Resignation®
“\ZEAH? What am I goin' to

write?'
“Yourresignation from the sher-
iMa office. To take effect immedi-
ately.”

ar

“Are vl e

“Wo won't argue that. Get busy

wiitin'"
“You'ro bitin® off considerable
"

muca'n yYou

I b able to chew,
You w W

1 my dust,
't over yet."
v Whyn't vou think
" Ankrom' jeered.
eyves bored teadily
K ones of
¥ broke
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*t Butsy an' ndd to
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h out vour term,”
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“Who's ret"

“Cralg," there was impatlence in
the answer,

Ankrom looked at Ratchford.
Ratchford grinned and his smooth,
forchead expressed a
mighty satisfaction. "My deputy,”
}mﬂ chuckled. “Your game's up,
! '.n

The calm tranqulllity of An-
krom's glance was dbcancerl.iigp
His chuckle matched the sheriff's,
E‘r'“nk 507 Go ahead an' call him

For the space of a dozen heart
beats there was stillness in the of-
fice; a lack of sound that was tight
with danger, wherein the click 1 :
of clashing thoughts was almos
audible; & sllence strained and
eloctrie—a thing to cock one's mus.
cles, to set one's testh on edge.

Across this hush the two men
stared malignantly, each striving
to oye the other down, Slowly
Ratchford's face went purple.

Ankrom was leaning a trifle
forward. “Go on, Ratchford—call
him in* h;dpurred.

Ratchfo choked. His
worked several times before wor
came, and when they did his voice
was shaken by tha repression with
which they were utlered:

“Go back to the men, Cralg. I'll
be with you in a minute.”

With a short laugh, Ankrom
straightened. "Shucks, Windy," he
drawled, “‘this Ratchford's just a
whizzer, There ain't no bottom to
him—ain't no sand in his craw.”

He crossed to the desk an
pieked up the paper Ratchford had
written and tucked 't in his pocket,
while Ratchford hung there lense
with anger, his eyes blazing.

Ankrom sent & conlempluous
;;lnnc across the sheriiT’s burning
eatures. “You'ra not sheriff any
longer, Ratehford,” he sald evenkf.
Yyou're just an ordinary man, As
such I'm warnin' you. Never set
foot again on Rafter T territory.
He backed to the door with Windy:
opened L

"It you do,” he finished, “I'N
see that you're planted there

The Sheriff's Star

LARGE moon, alded by the
lamp on the telephone pole
ncross the street, made the space
before the sheriff's office fnlrlﬁ
bright. The two machines whic
had Been parked beneath the light
had disappeared, But the group of
horsemen were still gathered. Most
of them were in soddle, bul two
or three stood beside their mounts
engaged in a low-volced conversa-
tion. These looked up as Ankrom
and Windy emerged from Ratch-
ford's office,
“What's holdin' Ratehford?"
called one of the group.
"He's windin' up one or two mat-

ters,” Ankrom said. “He'll be with
ﬁau boys Ina jiffy, 1 shouldn't won-
ey,

He knew these men would not
recognize him for he had nol ap-
ﬁ“wd In town since the day he

ad driven the phony Struthers in
from El Paso. But some of the
posse could and probably did ree-
ognize Windy.

YHetter git in the car with me,”
tha puncher muttered. “Somethin®
tells me we bellor hump our-
selves.”

“Don't put on like you're In a
hurry,” Ankrom cautloned softly.
He caught the glint of the sherifl's
star where he'd ‘nnned it on his
vest; with the sight came Inspira-
tion, He ralsed hia voice so that
the posss might overhear:

HAlL right, fells," he sald. *Don't
try any of those gugs on me—I've
been in this sherifin® game since
who lald the ehunk an' | reckon to
know all the tricks. This your ear?”

“Huh? My gosh, you oughta
know—"

"Get It started then. You heard
what Ratehford said. I've just
about got time to get thete, How'ra
your tires?" he assked, "Ain't ex-

ectin' nny blowouls, are you?™
Vindy's shin got a heavy kick.

“Them tires are all right. If
they're good enough for Rafter T,
they're good enough for the likes
of you," Windy grunted. and
jammed his foot down on the
starter, With' a roar the engine
| enme awake. Ankrom thanked his
gods he'd thought ta harrow Ratch-
[ford's star, It was that glint of
metal on his vest which so far had
held the posse silent, Without thnt

star thelr natural euriosity might

hove spellod disaster,

Windy let out the elutelt and the
car Began th rall, Just as he shoved
it into gecond, the door of the sher-
Ul's ofMee banged open and Ratch-
ford appeared with a rifle. He did
not seem to pause, but droppei at

|onee to o knee and whipped the
|long gun to his ! .
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| Windy's fool on tha aczelerator
went down to the Noar and stayed
there!
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—ByJOHN HIX
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EMBERS OF THE
5 HORSE FAMILY
NRETHE ONLY LIVING
ANIMALS WITH BUT
ONE Tog ON EACH
FOOT...
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Pigeon Buster,
“Bang! Bang! Bang!"
Not Radskins, but three more plge-
ons "hit thes dust” for Fred Solsson,
Hastings, Pa,, charpsliooter, who waa
standing on hia hoad at the time,
Maater of any trick shot you ean
think up, Balsson's upsida-dawn Plin-
on-busting with a shotqun is one of
the moat nmaging =ata of his repers
tolre,
Lant year, Bolsson, stending right-
sldn up, brake 111 clay pigeons In
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ECLADOR Hp% B 2000- MILE COPSILINE,
VET GLRYAQLIL, 116 CHIEF HARBOR,
| 30 MILES INLHHD_{
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succesnion and eatablished the high-
et score ever made In the Allegheny

Skeet laagues. It wna the third tino
e had over trind his hand at the
port,

Bolmon shoots Just ns consistentiy
sitting or Iying down as he dies
standing. Cnatcr him f(iat on n's
back, and he oan ek flve plgséne
thrown Into tha wir at onece.

Throw s hlock of wood inta the
alr and Solsson will kesp It bounelie

=hy shooting at It with a plstol—as
long as the bullets hold out. Paste n

golsSoN--
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CPhN BRERK D CLAY ZIGEONS
Tos5ED INTo THE AIR AT THE
GAME TME WHILE
STANDING ON HIS (
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plece of adhesve plastar over the
hale in an trob washer, then theow
It into the air. Solsson will shoor a
rifle. bullst throtgh i¢s center.

Most dittioenlt feat (n Salmon's own
opinlon (s to throw thres clay vigeona
over hias shoulder, whirl nround, aus
hit all three befors they tolich the
ground.

Solsson  tralns like an  sthlete to
keep his facuities shurp: he attribures
muech of als skill to an abllity to
“snap focus” his oves from A nsar
object to n distant une. or vies versa

olaima Mte, Vitus was In tha act ot
mmoving from the premises, On bl
nppearance ahe grabbed the rifle anid
polntipng 1t at him. ordéred him o
O Wwny.
s

Lahor Lacking on Rand
JOHANNESBURG (UP)—A
age of oative Iabor Is thrvatening a
crisls 1o the South Afrlenn gold min-
Ing industry, The Mine Workera (In-
jon Is perturbel beeause curtalllng of
opamtions on the Rand through lnek
of native labor wiuld mean o teduc-
tlon In the number of Europein
minety

ahort= |

TURPINS HOLD |
REUNON IN' JAI

OLYMPIA, Aug, 27 —{m—It wra
“old home week" in the Thurstan |
caunty Jail for the Turpin famiiy’
Friday night

Cirapdmother Bilen ‘Turpin, 77, was

held In 8500 ball for aesault, Bon s

Jock, 38, was held for sute ilheft, un-
der $500 ball. Grandson Jnmps. 10
was uncder %250 bail, charged with
uping ohscene langunge
=
Boat “Swims™ Upstream

SANTA CRUZ, Cal’ (UP)=—Pmank C.
Ekman, South Sea pilot, hus per-
fedted the model of & bont tAat will
“awim” upstream Uko a fish The
boat Is equipped with fits, sa its
eole motor powet, in such a WAy A
to take advantuge of every eephyr
and current. either of wind or wives
regardiess  of  the directlon from
which It comes
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WONDERING WHETHER T0 KEEP ON OR TURN BRCK WHEN
IN SP)TE OF YOUR PASSENGERS® ADVICE YOU PASSED UP

CIOSER 0 ZERO
(Gopyright, 168, by Tha Ball Byndieat

A Ghs STATION FIVE MILES BACR BECAUSE YOU DIDN'T LIKE
THE LOORS OF IT, AND NOW FIND THE COUNTRYSIDE GETTING
MORE AND MORE DESOLATE AND THE GAS 6RUGE

S'MATTER PO}

By 0 M PAYNE

PoP, Do
ELePsants
SET MOTHS

IN THEI TR TRUKNTS

Do, Do THey

FEED THEM

MOTH THALLS
]

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Too Late

Now!

[ A\ Y

HE HAS
FEELING

) ETTY-LOU 1S

TomMmy 18 MUCH
CONCERMNED OVER |
HIS SWEETHEART,
AND COMFIDES
TO SKEETS THAT

SOMETHING mMaAY

IT WOULDN'YT HAVE DONE
ANY GOOD, SKEETS| ‘CHUTE .
JUMPING HAS GOT |1NTO

5 ABOUT TO MAKE ) '\\
{ A DELAYED o
PARACHUTE JUMP e by
FOR THE SPECTATRS |7 b it e [
— AT THE MIAM) \
e —— AR LACES. -8

A STRANGE
THAT

'ER, TAILSPIM,

D BETTY-LOU'S BLOOD

WAL IF YOU HAD ¥ W :
A HUMNCH..IT's ToO
LATE MOW TO STOP

V7

KEEP YOUR EYES OMN
THAT PLANE, LADIES
AMD GEMTLEMEN!
IT'S GOING TO CLIMB
TO TWENTY THOUSAND
FEET |

]

LY * SERT -
nvr ENVELDFE T2 Mag FORR
ODEL PLANS OF DoLGLAY DET

FROM THAT ALTITUDE,\|
MISS BARMNES WILL
BAIL OUT, MAKINSG A
DELAYED PARACHUTE
JUMP OF OVER FIFTEEN
THOUSAMD FEET BEFORE
SHE PULLS THE RIP-
CORD!

OM THE 'May
DOWN  SHE
WILL RELEASE |
A SACK OF
FLOUR TO
MAQK THE
PATH OF HER
oRoe |
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:‘i’;l" THE NEBBS8-Just a Little Time

MEANTIME,  AS RUSTY GOES JUBILANTLY ABOUT
HIS BUSINESS OF BUYING CHICKENS. LET US
LOOK INTO THE JIPPEM HEADQUARTERS—

WILFRED THAT YOUNS
WEBSTER SQUIRT HAS

WS STOPPED TEMPORARILY {=—
P4 ON TURKEYS, BUT— o1

ﬂ 2

(—WE SHOULD WORRY |
IF WE LAND ALL THE l
| CHICKEN AND EGG -
Lo BUSINESS, POP= Y

AT ONCE! cuT prICES
TO THE BONE! wE'LL

VEXACTLY) anD

: SHALL | START
4 THAT'S PRECISELY WHAT

GETTIN' ORDERS

WE HAVE TO DO, SON—| | |- IN TONN, POP? f| DRIVE OUT ALL

L_IL SPARE NO — ‘H——-—{‘-—~ ccmmgf.mauum

-, E¥PENSE! asw. ) PRICES SKY
\___,E_)FJEEE') | 3 HIGH! t)—‘

‘ ""fl QUEE-\.‘ d

GWE ME A LITTLE
CURDLE INTO
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