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THE LONE RANGER PAYS A CALL
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The wide-shouldered young homesteader flung

an arm about his horse's neck, hugged him, and
stepped back.

"Goodbye, Billy," he muttered, while tears rolled

unnoticed down his cheeks. "I've got to do it. I

wouldn't be your friend if I didn't."

He moved back to twenty feet and raised his

rifle.

Before he could fire a rope noose hissed through

the air. It caught the rifle barrel, jerking it aside.

"Hold on a minute, neighbor," said a deep voice, I

The young homesteader spun around. Two riders
\

had come up silently behind him, out of a dip in the

rolling grass-land. One was masked.
"A man must be in bad trouble," said the masked

man, "to shoot a horse he loves. Maybe I could help

you?"
He swung out of his saddle and offered his hand.

The young fellow took it in an iron grip. Honest

blue eyes met the stranger's.

"Thanks," he said simply. "My name's Mark
Tanwick. I came here three years ago—made a fine

little farm out of a spring and a chunk of desert.

Then Cal Berman, the big cattleman who is my

neighbor, wanted my place. When I wouldn't sell,

he cut my fences, ran his cows in and ruined my
crops. He bought my mortgage from the bank, and

today he's coming to foreclose—to take over. He's

a devil with horses. But he'll never get my Billy-

Boy. Thanks again, stranger, but you see—no one

can help me."
"You have no friends who could help you raise

the money, Tanwick?"
"I had the money itself," young Tanwick replied,

"In a Kansas bank, in my—in the name of my wife-

to-be. We'd saved it for our wedding day—a thou-

sand dol lars. I wrote to her a month ago. But either

she never got my letter or something happened to

hers. . .
."

"Tonto," the stranger interrupted, turning to his
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companion, "How much would you say that buck-
skin cow-pony is worth as he stands?"

"Ugh!" the tall Indian grunted. "Think-um
mebbe one thousand dollars, cash."
The stranger nodded.
"Here it is, Tanwick," he said, peeling the bills

from a large roll. "When you're able you can buy
him back. . . . Tonto, I think our friend might be
interested in the person that we found this morning
in the wrecked stage-coach—robbed and left for

dead."

"Ugh!" said the Indian, wheeling his horse.

"Tonto bring-um now."
He disappeared into the grassy hollow. In a mo-

ment he reappeared, leading a harnessed stage-
horse on which sat a pale young woman.

At sight of the bandage about her head, young
Tanwick gave a cry. Dropping his rifle, he ran and
lifted her down.

"Bertha, my honey, my honey!" he said chok-
ingly. "What brought you—?"

"I had to come, Mark," she smiled. "Your letter

was opened—and delayed. I wired you I was bring-
ing the money. The stage robber must have learned
that way. . .

."

"He is due to learn something else—much less

pleasant," the stranger's voice interrupted. "Here
he comes, out of the hollow. I found ROAN horse
hairs on a bush near the stage coach."
The two newcomers reined in. One of them, hard-

faced and middle-aged, rode a red-roan gelding. On
the other man's vest glittered a sheriff's badge.

"That's the man! I saw him shoot the stage
driver, before we went over the cliff!" Bertha's ac-
cusation rang out.

"Cal Berman!" shouted Tanwick, leaping for-

ward. "You—!"

The cattleman reached for his gun—only to have
,

it knocked from his hand by the stranger's bullet.

The sheriff stared.

"Berman," said the masked man coldly, "Your
luck has run out. You'll swing for murder. But right

now you're going to give Mark Tanwick that mort-
gage in your pocket—and watch him burn it up!"
"Come across, Cal," spoke the sheriff sharply.

"Yourhand's been called—by the LONE RANGER!"




