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By ZANE GREY

THE LONE STAR RANGER

This is a story about the Texas Plains People !

—_mereis ws

—
.

BYNOPSIS
-

The time of the story: about 145, The

: The Texas aow oountry. The chief

er; Duckley Duane, g young man

who has faherited a lust to kil whioh he
suppresssa, In self-defenxe he ahoots dend
& droaken bully and is forced 1o flee to
the wild country where he Jolus Bland's

r
© w band. Edchre, an aminble rascal,
i him about Jannle, n younk eirl who
tbaen

abductad and sold to Bland for a | Duane, outlaw and gon-fighter,” sald

fate, They doetermine 1o rescus the

girl and restors hor to civilizotion. Ku-

chre has Just reconnoitersd, snd le re-
ng the outlook to Buck, HEuchre Ia

led. Buok kills Biand and |s danger-
oualy wounded by Mra, Hiand, but es-

m with Jennis,

naver gees her agaln,
otor. Dunna harel
bands of lynchera for a crime he nev-
mmitted. He goes 1o see Capiain
elly of the Rangers,

CHAPTER XIV—Continued.

Daane averted his fuce a moment,
hesitated ti1l the swelllng left his
throat. and then sald, "It's worth whut
I went through to-day to hear that,”

“1 can lmagine how you feel about
ft. When I was In the war—hut let's
et down to the business of thia meet-
g”

He pulled his chalr close to Doane's,

*“You've had. word more than once
In the last two yenrs that T wanted to
me you, why didn't you hunt me ap 7"’

“I snpposed you imagined me one of
fhose gun-fighters who couldn't take B
@are and expected me to ride up to
gour camp and be arrested.”

“That was natural, I suppose,” went
#n MocNelly. "“You dida't know me,
#tnerwise you would have come, ['ve

~ Posn e long time getting to you. But
tha nature of my job, as far as you're
@oncerned, made me cautions. Duane,
gout're aware of the hard pame you
Benr all over the Bouthwest?’

"Onee In & while I'm jarred loto
fenlzing,” replied Duane,

“It's the hardest, barring Murrell
&nd Cheseldine, on the Texas border.
But there's this difference. Murrell
im his day wns knowu to deserve his
Efamous name, Cheseldine In his dny
slso. But I've found hundreds of men
I southwest Texas who're your

whs awenr you never com-
altted & erime. The farther south I
tise senrer this becomes, What I
know Is the truth, Have yon
gnything eriminal? Tell me
It won't make any
plan, And when 1
mean what I would eall

ble Texan,”
hands are clean,” re-

but kills her
ascapen doath at
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I'm glad!" MaeNelly ex-
gripping Duane's hand, “Glad
#or your mother's sake! But, all the
in spite of this, you are a Texas
w mccountable to the state,

u're perfectly aware that under ex-
clroumstances, It you fell Into

~ the bands of the law, you'd “robably

Al _'lt'lllltlowhll for & long

i
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God!" burst from Duane.

"What's this? MaeNelly, you can't be

& earnost "

{ “Never more so In my life. I'vo a

game. I'm playing It square
What do you say?" :

* He rose to his feet, Duane, as if
tmpelled, rose with him, Ranger and
wmtlaw then locked eyes that searched
wmch other's souls, In MacNelly's
Dunne read truth, strong, fery pur

hope, even gindness, and a fugl

mounting nssurance of victory.

Duane endenvored to spenk,
talled of all save a hoarse, incoberent
forcing back w flood of
he found & volee,

Every service! Mae-

give my word,” snid Duane,

over MacNelly's face,

7

all
his hand,
slously give In moments of stress,
unclasped and Dunne

it considerable
a long leather case

,‘m‘\l extract from it
. papers,

Jennie fs abdugted, | he handed it to Duane.

1

{ Duane a pen, ran his forefinger along
n dotted lloe,

Duapne's hand wna shaky, Years
hind pnssed slnce he hnd held a pen.
It wae with difficulty that he achieved
hig slgnature. Bockley Duane—how
strange the name Jooked!

“Right heres ends the careor of Buck

MuacNelly; and, senting himself, he
took the pen from Dusne's fingers and
wrote sovernl lines In several places
upon the paper. Then with a smile

*“That makes you n member of Com-
pany A, Texas Rangers.”

“8o that's it!" burst out Duane, n
light breaking In upon his bewllder-

ment. “You want me for ranger serv-
lee?"
“Sure, That's It" replled the

Captain dryly. *“Now to hear what
that service Is to be, ['ve been a busy
man slnde I took this job, and, as you
may have heard, I've done a few
things. 1 don't mind telling you that
political influence put me in hers and
that up Austin way there's n good deal
of friction {n the Department of State
in regurd to whether or not the ranger
gervice Is any good—whether it should
be discontinued or not. I'm on the
pirty who's defending the ranger serv-
fee. 1 contend that It's made Texns
habitable, Well, it's been up to me to
produce results, Bo far I have been
suceessful, My great ambition is to
breank up the outlaw gangs anlong the
river. I have never ventured In there
yet becanuse I've been walting to get
the leutenant I needed. Youn, of
couree, ure the man I had In mind.
It's my Idea to start way up the Itio
Orande and begin with Cheseldine,
He's the strongest, the worst outlaw
of the times. He's more than rustier.
It's Cheseldine and his gang who are
opernting on the banks, No one seecms
to have seen him—to know what he
looks like.

“I n=sume, of course, that you are a
stranger to the country he dominntes,
It's five hundred miles west of your
ground, There's a little town over
thera cnlled Falrdale. It's the nest
of a rustler gang. They rustle and
murder at will. Nobody knows who
the leader Is. I want you to find out.
Well, whatever way you decide Is best
you will proceed to nct upon. You are
your own boss. You must find some
wany to let me know when I and my
rangers are needed. The plan ia to
break up Cheseldine’s gang. It's the
toughest job on the border. Wea want
to kill or jnil this cholece selection of
robbers and break up the rest of the
gang. To find them, to get among
them somehow, to learn thelr move-
ments, to lay your trap for us rangers
to spring-~that, Dunne, Is your service
to me, and God knows it's a great
one |"

“I have accepted It," replled Duane.

“Your work will be secret. You are
now a ranger in my service. But no

one except the fow 1 choosa to tell
will know of It until we pull off the
Job. ¥You will simply be Buck Duane
till it suits our purpose to acquaint
Texas with the fact that you're a

"thll'

*“That's 80 much more than I've dared
o hope”

“Well, it's settled, then. TI'll glve
you money for expenses, You'll start
as soon as you like—-the sooner the
better, I hope to think of other !t"us-

gestions  especially nbout’ communie
esting with me."

Long sfter the lights were out and
the low hum of volces hnd ceased
round the comp-fire Duane lay awnke,
cyes staring Into the bluckness, mar-
vellng over the strange events of the
dny. And as he Iny there, with the
approach of sleep finally dimming the
vividness of his thought, so full of
mystery, shadowy faces flonted In the
blackness sround him, hounting him
as he had a'ways been haunted,

It wns broad daylight when he
awnkened. MaeNelly was ealling him
to brenkfast.

The rangers wore eating in a circle
round a tarpaulin spread upon the
ground,

“Fellown,” sald MucNelly, “shake
hands with Buck Dunne. He's on
socret ranpger service for me, Service

that'll Hkely mnke you all hump soon |
Mind youn, keep mum sbout £

The rangers surprised Dunne with a
roarlng greeting, the warmth of which
he soon divined was divided between
pride of his acqulsition to thelr ranks
nnd eagerness to meet that violent
service of which their captaln hinted.
They were jolly, wild fellows, with
Just enovgh gravity in their welcome
to show Duane thelr respect and ap-
preciation, while not forgetting his
lone-wolf record, When he had sented
Wmself In that elrele, now one of
them, a feellng subtle and uplifting
pervaded him.

After the meal Captain MacNelly
drew Dunne nside.

“Here's the money. Mnake it go ns
far us you can, Write me care of the
adjutant at Austin. I don't have to
wwarn you to be careful where you
mall letters. Ride a hundred, two
hundred miles, If necessary, or go clear
to El Paso”

MacNelly stopped with an alr of
flnality, and then Duane slowly rose.
“I'll start at once,” he sald, extend-
ing his hand to the Captain. “I wish—
I'd like to thank youl"

“Hell, man! Don't thank me!" re-
plied MacNelly, crushing the proffered
hand. *“I've sent a lot of good men
to thelr deaths, and maybe you're an-
other. But, as I've sald, you've one
chance in a thousand, And, by
Heaven!, I'd hate to be Cheseldine
or any other man you were tralling.
No, not good-by—adios, Duane! May
we meet agaln!"

CHAPTER XV.

West of the Pecos River Texas ex-
tended a vast wild reglon, barven In
the north where the Liano Bstacado
spread Its shifting sands, fertile in the
south along the Rlo Grande. A rall-
road marked an undevinting course
across flve hundred miles of this
eountry, and the only vilinges and
towns lany on or near this lige of steel
Unsettled as was this western Texas,
and despite the acknowledged domi-
nance of the outlaw bands, the
ploneers pushed steadily Into It

The Rlo Grande flowed almost due
south along the western boundary for
n thousand miles, and then, weary of
ita course, turned abruptly north, to
muke what was called the Blg Bend,
The rallroad, running west, cut across

“Any Business Here?”

ranger, You'll see there’s no date on
that paper. No one will ever know
just when you entered the scrvive,
Porhnps we ¢an make It appear that
all or most of your outlawry has
really been good service to the state,
At that, I'll belleve It']l turn out so”

MacNelly paused a moment in his
rapid talk, chewed his clgar, drew
his brows together In a dark frown,
and went on. “No man on the border
knows so well as you the deadly nature
of thiy service. It's n long, long chance
agnlnst your ever coming back™

“That's not the point,” said Dunne,
“But in case 1 get killed out there—
what—"

“Leave that to ma" |aterrupted
Captain MaeNelly. “If you lose your
life out there I'll see your name clear-
ede—the servico you remdor known.

this bend, and all that country bound-
ed on the north by the railroad and
on the south by the river was as wild
0% the Stuked Ploins. Across the face
of this Blg Bend, as If to isolate I,
stretched the Ord mountaln range. In
the valleys of the foothille and out
across the plalns were ranches, and
farther north, villages, and the towns
of Alpine and Marfa.

Like other parts of the great Lone
Btar State, this section of Texas was
a world In itself—a world where the
riches of the rancher were ever en-
riching the outluw. The village closest
to the gateway of this outlaw-infested
reglon was a little place ealled Ord,
named after the dark peak that loomed
some miles to the south,

Toward the close of a day In Bep-
tember a stranger rode Into Ord, and
in & community where all mea were
remarkable for one reason or pnother
he excited interest. EHis horse, per
haps, recelved the first and most co-
goging attention-—horses in that reglon
belng apparently more lmportant than
men, This particolar horse at first
glance seemod ugly, But he was a
glant, binck as conl, huge In overy
way. A bystander remarked that he
had g grand head. ¥is face was solid
black, except In the middle of his fore-
head, where there was a round spot
of white.

The vider, like his horse, was a glant
in stature, but rangler, not so heavily
bullt,  Otherwise the only striking
thing about him was his somber face
with Its plercing eyes, and halr white
over the temples. He packed two
guns, both low down—but that wus
too common o thing to attragt notlce
In the Blg Bend. A close observer,
however, would have noted a singular
fugt—this rider's right hand wus
more bronzed, more weather-beaten
than his left. He never wore a glove
~q that right band!

He had dismounted before a ram-
‘J'I‘J-J il ' ‘1’.1 . ik
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ghackle structure that hore upon ita
wide, high-boarded front the sign,
“Hotol.™ The hotel had a wide plats
form In front, and this did duty as
porch and wsidewalk, Upon It, and
leaning agninst a hitching-rall, were
men of varying uges, most of them
slovenly in old Jeans and slouched
gombreros, Bome were booted, belted,
and spurred. No man there wore a
hut all wore vests, 'The guns
in that group would have outnumbered
the men.

It wns n crowd seemingly too lnzy
to be curlous, These men were (dlers;
what else, perhnps, was easy to con-
jecture. Certainly to this arviving
strunger, who flashed a keen eye over
them, they wore an atmosphere never
associnted with work.

Presently n tall man, with & droop-
ing, sandy mustache, lelsurely detach-
ed himself from the crowd,

“Howdy, atranger,” he sald,

The stranger had bent over to
loosen the einches s he stealghtened up
and nodded. Then: “T'm thirsty!”

That brought a broad smile to faces,
It wans characteristle greeting. One
nnd all trooped after the strunger Into
the hotel, It was a dark, lll-smelling
barn of a place, with a bar as high as
a short man's hend. A bartender with
a scarred faoce wns serving drinks.

“Line up, gents,” sald the stranger,
. They plled over one nnother to get
to the bar, with coarse Jests and onths
and Inughter, None of them noted
that the stranger did not appear s0
thirsty as he c¢laimed to be,
though he went through the motions,
he did not drink at all

“My name's Jim Fletcher,” sald the
tall man with the drooping,
mustnche, He gpoke laconieally, never-
theless there wns a tone that
ghowed he expected to be known.

cont,

“Sure 1 led,” he suld, "so 1 sin’t
takin' offense at the wny you called

| mé, I'm lookin' to make friends, not
enemles, You don't strike me ns one
of them four-flushes, achin® to kill

somebody, But If you are—go ahead
an' open the ball, .. . You see, 1
never throw n gun on them fellers
till they go fer theirs™

Enell coolly eyed his antagonist,
his strange face not changing In the
lenst. Yet somehow it was evident
in his look that here wns metal which
rang diferently from what he had

In faet, |

sandy |

Something went with that name, The |

stranger did not appear to be lm-
pressed.,

“My name might be Blazes, but It
aln't,” he replied. “What do you eall
this burg?"

“Stranger, this heash me-tropoles
bears the handle Ord, Is thet new to
you?"

He leaned back against the bar, and
now his little yellow eyes, clenr as
crystal, flawless as a hawk's, fixed on
the stranger. Other men crowded
close, forming a cirele, curious, ready
to be friendly or otherwise, according
to how the tall Interrogntor marked
the newcomer,

“Suré, Ord's a little strange to me.
Off the rallrond some, ain't it? Funoy
tralls hereabouts”

“How fur was you goin'?"

“] reckon I was goin' ns far as I
could,” replied the stranger, with a
hard laugh.

His reply had subtle renction on that
listening circle, Some of the men ex-
changed glances. Fletcher stroked
his  drooplng mustache, seemed
thoughtful, but lost something of that
plercing scruting.,

“Wal, Ord's the jumpin'-off ploce™
he sald, presently. *Sure you've heerd
of the Big Bend country "

“] sure have, an' was makin' tracks
fer it,” replied the stranger.

Fletcher turned toward a man in
the outer edge of the group, “Knell,
come in heah."

This individual elbowed his way In
and was seon to be scarcely more than
n boy, almost pale beside those bronz-
el men, with a Jong, expressionless
face, thin and sharp,

“Knell, this heah's—" Fleicher
wheeled to the stranger. “What 'd you
enll yourself ¥

“T'd hate to mention what I've been
enllin' myself lately.”

This sally fetched another laugh.
The stranger appeared cool, careless,
indifferent,

Knell stepped up. and it was easy
to see, from the way Fletcher relin-
quished his part lo the situntion, that
a man gredter than he had appeared
upon the scene,

« “Any business here?” he gueried,
curtly. When he spoke his expression-
Tess face was In strange contrast with
the ring. the quality, the cruelty of
his volce. This velce betrayed un ab-
sence of humor, of friendliness, of
heart.

“Nope,” replied the stranger,

"Koow anybody hereabouts?"

“Nary one,”

“Jost ridin’' through?"

“T“P."

“Slopin’ fer back conntry, eh?"

There came a pause. The stranger
appeared to grow a little resentful and
drew himself up disdainfully,

“Waul, considerin’ you-all seem mo
dumn friendly an' oneurlous down here
in this Big Bend country, 1 don't mind
sayin' yes—1 am in on the dodge,” he
replled, with deliberate sarcasm,

“From west of Ord—out El IMaso
way., mebbe?”

“Bure.”

“Adhuh! Thet 501" Knell's words
cut the air, stilled the room. “You're
from way down the river, Thel s what
they say down there—‘on the dodge’
« o+« Stranger, you're a Hor!™

With swift elink of spur and
thump of boot the erowd split, leay-
ing Knell and the stranger In the
center. The stranger suddenly be-
cume bronze, The situstion seemed
famillar to him. ¥is eyes held a
ginguiar piercing lght that deoced

;"-.A' ;
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like & cowpass-needle,

Here Colonel Webb Exploded.

expected. Invited to start a fight or
withdraw, as he chose, Knell proved
himself big in the manner character-
istic of only the genuine gunman,

“Stranger, I pass,” he sald, and,
turning to the bar, he ordered liguor.

The tension relnxed, the sllence
broke, the men filled up the gap; the
incident seemed cloged. Jim Fletcher
attached himself to the stranger, and
now hoth respect and friendliness
tempered his asperity.

“Wal, fer want of a better handle
I'll eall you Dodge,” he sald.

“Dodge’s as good as any. . . Gents,
line up nguin—an’ if you can't be
friendly, be carefull™

Such was Buck Duane's debut in
the little outlaw hamlet of Ord.

Duane had been three months out
of the Nueces country, At El Paso
he bought the finest horse he could
find, and, armed and otherwise out-
fitted to sult him, he had taken (o
unknown tralls. He passed on lelsure-
ly, beecause he wanted to learn
the way of the country, the work,
habilt, gossip, pleasures, and fears
of the people with whom he
cime In contact. When he heard
IMetcher's name and faced Knell he
knew he had reached the place he
sought.

Dugne made himself agreeable, yet
pot too much so, to Fletcher and
severn! other men disposed to talk
and drink, and eat; and then, after
having a care for his horse, he rode
out of town a couple of miles to a
grove he had marked, and there, well
hidden he prepared to spend the
night. This proceeding served a
double purpose—he was safer, and
the habit would look well In the eyes
of outlaws, whe would be more in-
clined to see in him the lone-wolf
fugitive.

Long since Dunne had fought out
a battle with himself, won a hard-
enrned victory., He had assumed a
task lmpossible for any man save one
litke him, he had felt the meaning of
It grow strangely and wonderfully,
and through that flourished up con-
gelonsness of how passionately he now
clung to this thing which would blot
out his former infamy. He nover
forgot that he was free. Strangely.
too, along with this feeling of new
manhood there gathered the force of
imperious desire to run these chief
outlnws to thelr dooms, e never
called them outluws—but roastiers,
thisves, robbers, murderers, eriminals.
He sensed the growth of a relentless
driving passion, and sometimes he
feared that, more than the newly
nequired zeal and pride In this runger
sorvice, it was the old, terrible in-
horited kllllng Instinet lifting s
hydra-head In pew gulse,

This night a wounderful afterglow
lingerod long In the west, and against
the golden-red of eclear sky the bold,
black head of Mount Ord reared ltself
aloft, beautiful but aloof, sinlster yot
calling. Small wonder that Duane
guxed in fasclnation ypon the peak!
Somewhere deep In Its  corrugated

sldes or lost in & rugged canyon was
hidden the secret stronghold of the
master outlaw Cheseldine, All down
nlong the ride from Kl Paso Duane
Lnd heard of Cheseldine, of his band,
his fearful deeds, his cunning, his
widely separate ralds of his filtting
here aod theére like a Jack-o'-luntern;

but never a1 word of his den, never 4
| word of his appearance,
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Next morning Dusoe did not returt
to Ord, He struck off to the north
riding down a rough, slow-descending
road that appenred to have been used
ocenslonally for eattle<driving, As
he had ridden in from the west, this
northern direction led him into totally
unfamilinry country, While he passed
on, however, he exerclsed such keen
obsgervation that ie the future he
would know whatever might be of
service to him if he chanced that
way agaln,

After a couple of hours' riding he
entered a town which he moon dis
covered to be Bradford, It was the
largest town he had vislted since
Marfa, and he calculated must have
a thousand or fifteen hundred (o
habitants, not Ineluding Mexicans
He decided this would be a good
place for him to hold up for a while,
being the penrest town to Ord, only
forty miles away. Bo he hitched his
horse In front of a store and lelsurely
set about studylng Bradford.

It was after dark, however
that Duane verified his suspiclions con:
cerning Bradford, The town was
awake after dark, and there was one
long row of suloons, dance-halls,
gambling-resorts in full blast, Dunne
visited them all, and was surprised
to see wildness and license equal to
that of the old river eamp of Bland's
in Its palmiest days. Here It was
forced upon him that the farther west
one traveled along the river the
sparser the respectable settlements,
the more numerous the hard charac
ters, and In consequence the grenter
the element of lawlessness. Dunne
returned to his lodging-house with the
conviction that MacNelly's task of
cleaning up the Big Bend country
wne a stupendous one, Yet, he re
flected, & compnny of intrepid and
quilck-shooting rangers
spon cleaned up this Bradford.

The Innkeeper had one other guest
that night, a long-conted and wide-
gsombreroed Texan who reminded
Duane of his grandfather. This man
hnd penetrating eyes, a courtly mans
ner, and an unmistakable leaning to-
ward compunionship and mintjuleps.
The gentleman introduced himself as
Colonel Webb, of Marfa, and took it
ns a matter of course that Duane
made no comment about himself,

Duane, as always, wns a good
listener. Colonel Webb told, among
other things, that he had come out
to the Blg Bend to look over the
affalrs of a decensed brother who
had been a rancher and a sheriff of
one of the towns, Falrdale by name.

“Found no affairg, no ranch, nbt
even his grave,” sald Colonel Webb,
“And I tell you, sir, if hell's any
tougher than this TFalrdale I don't
want to expinte my sins there™

“Fairdale. . . . I imagine sheriffs
have a hard row to hoe out here”
replied Duane, trylng not to appear
curlous.

The Colonel swore lustily,

“What this frontler needs, slr, i#
about six companies of Texas Rang-
ers. A fine body of men, sir, and the
salvation of Texas."

“Governor Stone doesn't entertaln
that opinion,” said Duane,

Here Colonel Webb exploded. Manl
featly the governor was not his eholce
for a chlef executive of the great
state. He talked politics for a while,
and of the vast territory west of the
Pecos that seemed never to get a
benefit from Austin. Duane exerted
himself to be agreeable snd interest-
ing; nnd he saw presently that here
was an opportunity to make a valu-
nble sequaintance, If not a friend,

“I'm a stranger in these parts"”
suld Duane, finally. “What is this
outlaw situation you speak of?"

“It's damnable, sir, and unbeliev.
able. Not rustling any more, but
Just wholesale herd-stealing, In which
some blg cattlemen, supposed to be
honest, are equally gullty with the
outlaws, On this border, you know,
the rustler has always been able to
Wteal cattle In any numbers. But to
get rid of big bunches—-that's the
hard job. The gang operating be-
tween here and Valentine evidently
huve not this trouble. Nobody knows
where the stolen stock goes. But I'm
not alone in my opinion that most of
it goea to several big stockmen, They
ship to Ban Antonlo, Austin, New
Orlenns, also to Hl Paso."

“Wholesale busginess, eh?" remarked

Duane, “Who are these—er—big
stock-buyerst"
Colonel Webb seemed a lttle

siurtied at the abrupt query. He
bent his penetrating gaze upon Duane
and thoughtfully stroked his poluted
beard.

“Nowes, of course, I'll not mentlon,

Opinions are one thing, direct accusa-
tlon another, This Is not a healthy
country for the informer,”

When It came to the outlnws them-
selves Colonel Webb was disposed to
tnlk freely; The great name nalong
the river wns Cheseldioe, but it seem-
el to he a name detached from an
individual, No person of veracity
known o Colonel Webb Lhad ever
seen Cheseldine. Swrange to say of
an outinw leader, as there was no one
who could identify him, so there was
no one who could prove he had actus
ally killed s man,

(TO BE CONTINUED) _
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