
ANGERS RIDE ALONE 
By JOHN PAUL JONES , f^ 

A glorious.Texas tradition is that epic line: "One riot; one Ranger!" . . . True 
to its history-making example, sawed-off Pewee Diggers invaded the Big 
Bend's inviolate robbers' roost—where ten desperate renegades were ready 

to prove that one gun could hold off an army! 

I N THE semi-darkness of the ranch now set in grim hardness. He had a 

livingroom, one man. sat slumped tobacco-stained, droopy mustache and 
forward in his chair; the other paced hard, blue eyes. Upon his unbuttoned 

restlessly to and fro. Both were old nien. vest, a star glinted. The other man was 
The' face of the man in the chair was tall, white-haired. He wore ai white shirt, 
weather-beaten, seamed by lines that were a flowing black tie. His eyes were shadow-
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ed by bushy, black brows. And in those 
eyes, there was anguish, fear. 

Suddenly the pacing man halted, whirl-
. ed to face the one in the chair. 

"My God, why doesn't he get here. 
Sheriff?" • ' -

"He's due any minute now, Jtidge." 
The judge laughed with bitter angiiish. 
"And- what is there that he can do? 

What can anyone do except agree to Mad-
ley's terms?" he demanded harshly. 

"Calm yorese'f, Judge. If the' wuss 
comes to the wuss. ; . " The old sheriff 
paused, shifted uneaisily in his chair. 
Then, with a harsh'grimness, he com
pleted: "We'll turn that hombre loose!" 

The judge came across the floor, stood 
above the old sheriff. In the dusk they 
looked into each other's eyes. 

"Thirty years I've sat upon the bench. 
During all gf those years I have performed 
my duty—no matter whom it hurt. Sher
iff, I—I. . . " Something akin to a sob 
choked off his words. 

"I won't like it no better than you. 
Judge," growled the,sheriff. "That damn 
murderin' thief oughta hang, but when he 
drops' through the trap what's goin' to 
happen to Ann? I might get a posse 
and—" ' 

"No!" cried the judge. "A posse couldn't 
take Madley out of that country. And 
even if they did. . . " Again his voice 
failed. / 

The old sheriff nodded. 
"Exactly, Judge. Even if we did get 

Madley,. we'd be too late to help Ann, 
I'm gettin' too old, Judge, I reck'n, to be 
sheriff. Twenty year ago. . . No, I don't 
know as it'd made any difference. This is 
a job for a Ranger." 

"Why doesn't he get here!", cried the 
judge, and began his pacing again. "Every 
minute of delay. . . God, I hate to think 
of what may happen to Ann!" 

Both men tensed suddenly, their eyes 
strained upon the doorway. 

THE jingle of spurs and the tramp of 
boots sounded upon the veranda. A 

small figure stepped into the open door
way, halted there, silhouetted against the 
gray darkness.-

"Judge Comerford?" he said to the 
shadowy figures within the room. 

"Yes, I am Judge Comerford. But I am 
busy now. If you want to see me about 
some legal matter, come to my office in 
the morning." 

The small figure chuckled. " 
"When the sheriff telephoned, his voice 

sounded like there wasn't nothin' more im
portant than you seein' me. He said there 
was a job for a Ranger. I'm the Ranger. 
What's the job?" 

The sheriff came to his feet, crossed the 
room in two swift strides, with his hand 
outstretched. 

"Judge, it's Pewee Biggers! The little-
est, fastest, straightest-shootin' hombre 
thet ever forked bowed-laigs across, a 
saddle! Yuh little, son-of-a-gun! I'm 
shore' glad it was you" that come." '.And^ 
the sheriff pumped the Ranger's hand 
exuberantly. 

"Shucks, Sheriff!" The little Ranger 
chuckled, took the judge's outstretched 
hand. "Yo're plumb pverwhelmin'' my 
modesty." Then his voice became crisp, 
businesslike. "Let's hear the story, gents." 

The judge lit a lamp, set it upon the 
• table. In its yellow rays, he studied the 
small figure of Pewee' Biggers. "It was 
obvious from his expression that he was 
disajipointed. 

The Ranger was not an imposing figure 
as he stood there in the yellow lamplight, 
wjth his hands resting upon his hips, a.bove 

• the ivory butts of tied-down .45's. Those 
guns appeared incongruous upon this small, 

-inoffensive appearing man. He had re
moved his broad-brimmed Stetson. His 
hair was thin and reddish; his brows were 
turned upwards at the corners, which lent 
his mild, blue eyes an expression of per
petual astonishment. He had a thin, wispy 
mustache, a crooked nose and a'wrinkled 
face that was the color of very old saddle 
leather. His gray flannel shirt was open 
at the throat; his black corduroy breeches 
were tucked into the tops of sloppy boots. 
It was absurd, thought the judge, to expect 
this weazened little man to be of any aid. 

The sheriff and judge sat down, waved 
the Ranger' to a chair, but he shook his 
head, remained standing at the head of 
the table. His mild eyes fixed upon the 
sheriff. 

"What's the trouble. Sheriff?" 
It was the judge who replied. Briefly,^ 
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eliminating all but essential details, he 
related the story . . . . Ike Burrows, a 
member of Madley's crew of Big Bend 
outlaws, had been captured, tried for mur
der and sentenced to hang. He was in jail 
nowi waiting for the executipn of the sen
tence. Yesterday Ann Comerford, the 
judge's granddaughter, had ridden out 
alone. When she did not return at night
fall, searching parties were sent to look 
for her. She had not been found. This 
morning a ragged peon had delivered a 
letter to the judge. 

The judge paused in his recital, took a 
folded sheet of paper from his pocket and 
passed it to the Ranger, who took it, 
leaned nearer the light to read: 

Dear Judge:, 
Ike Burrows is one of my men. Every 

man in the outfit has my pledged word that--
in the event of their arrest, every eflfort will 

, be made to free them. I never break my 
word. Ike is to be hanged Saturday. 

I have another man in my outfit, Pedro 
Onate, who believes your granddaughter 
to be the most desirable woman he has ever 
seen. Pedro is" a brute. I leave to your 
imagination what might -happen to a girl 
as beautiful as your, granddaughter should 
He be given the opportunity to possess her. 

Your granddaughter is now here in my • 
care. I pledge my WOK! that no harm shall 
come to her, that she shall be permitted to 
leave here immediately upon the arrival of' 
Ike Burrows. It is for you to decide. If 
Burrows is not released, I shall give your 
granddaughter to Pedro Onate. I pledge 
my word to carry out the^ above. 

Madley. 

THE little Ranger's eyes were no longer/' 
mild. Into them had come little flecks 

of. blue fire as cold as the sun on Arctic 
ice. He folded the letter, retiurned it. 

"Is this feller's word good? Will he 
return the girl like he says?" 

'The judge and sheriff nodded. 
"He's a murderin' sidewinder, Pewee. 

And he's got the Border's wust cutthroats 
in his outfit. But he'll keep his word." 

The little Ranger nodded .soberly. 
"So the job yuh want done is for me 

to bring Burrows back to be hung, huh?" 
"Burrows is in jail now," said the 

sheriff. "We was figurin' that mebbe. ; . 
Oh, hell!" he"broke off wearily. "I guess 
I was excited when I called for a Ranger. 
There ain't nothin' we can do but turn 
thet damn murderin' hellion loose." 

' Pewee seemed surprised. "Why, shore! 
Yuh can't take a chance at tryin' to get 
the girl away from them hombres. They'd 
harm her before you could get to them. 
Turn Burrows loose." 

The judge's face was drawn, haggard. 
There was an unutterable anguish in his 
eyes. 

"You understand what it will mean? If 
we turn Burrows loose, Madley will use 
the same method to free others of his gang 
if they are captured. I can't bear to think 
of Ann among those . . . God, I can't let 
any harm come to her! But to turn a 
murderer loose. . . . " 

"When you get the girl back," said 
Pewee, "Burrows can be brought in an' 
hanged all reg'lar." 

The sheriff laughed with bitter mirth. 
"A army or a dozen posses couldn't 

bring him back, "Pewee. They're holed up 
in a canyon clost to the Border. If they 
was hard pressed, they could' jump across 
the river. To reach that robbers' roost, ̂  
yuh have to ride through a canyon that 
ain't more'n ten feet wide in spots. One 
hombre with a rifle could hold a army 
off." 

" I reckon they post a sentinel on the 
trail?" said the little Ranger thoughtfully. 

The sheriff nodded., 
"Yeah. No man livin' could get in an' 

out of there less'n Madley wanted him to. 
There's ten of them in the outfit." 

"I'll take a look at this Burrows hom
bre," .said Pewee. "I don't want him to 
see me, but I want to get a good enough 
look at him so's I'll be able to bring in 
the' right man for the hangin'." 

"My God, Pewee!" cried the sheriff. 
"A Ranger wouldn't last no longer than 
fresh meat in a desert sun if he got into 
that place." 

"Now, Sheriff," said the Ranger mildly, 
"you call me up an' say there's a job for 
a Ranger over here. I ride twenty miles 
to get here. I've took the job. That job 
is to bring Uiis Burrows hombre back to 
get hung. I believe yuh said he was to be 
hung Saturday. . . . Well, today's Tues
day. I reckon the girl will be back tomor
row, Wednesday. That's goin' to sorta 
crowd me for time, but I reckon you'll 
have your gallows' bait in time. Now, let's 
do a little figurin'i" 

\ -
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^ P H E following evening, astride a stallion 
:-^ as black as midnight, Pewee rode 
southward. A blood-red sun melted into 
the horizon beyond the spires of a distant 
mountain rangei ^i^d night came. 

Eerie shadow-shapes loomed like sinister 
guardians over that land of arid mesas and 
deep, rocky canyons. Only the measured 
clink-dink of steel-shod hoofs against the 
stone broke the silence of the night as the 
black stallion moved with cautious tread 
along the narrow, tortuous trail. 

Pewee was slouched down in the saddle, 
his hands resting upon hips above the 
ivory-handled guns. His head lolled upon 
his chest as though he slept. But he did 
not sleep. Beneath the bririi of the gray 
Stetson, his eyes were wary—alert for the 
faintest movement in the darkness. 

The trail dipped downward suddenly. 
The black stallion stumbled, sent spraying 
geysers of pebbles rolling down the trail. 
The Ranger jerked up on the reins; the 
black horse regained his footing. They 
reached the bottom of the trail, we're upon 
the level again. This time the steel-shod 
hoofs struck fire from the stone floor of 
the canyon which they had 'entered. I t 
was as dark as a midnight grave. No 
starlight filtered into it. 

Pewee was erect in the saddle now, his 
senses alert. His sleeping pose was no 
longer necessary. And' then, from the 
trail-side, came a sudden command: 

"Grab a handful of stars, pilgrim!" 
In the pitch darkness, neither man could 

see the other. But Pewee was certain that 
the guard would be protected behind some 
cover. His hands tightened about the 
ivory-handled guns. He was not surprised 
by the challenge. He had been^expectirig 
it .~He was playing a "dangeraus^gaine ^nd 
knew it; but he was doing a Ranger's job, 
and personal danger did not hiatter. 

"Yuh lost, pilgrim?" said the voice. 
"I was sorta beginnin' to think so," said 

Pewee. "But I reckon I'm headed in the 
right direction." 

"Yeah? An' what direction is that?"" 
"Madley's hangout." , -
"Yuh got a invitation from Madley?" 
"Nope. Orders from the Cap'n. He's 

got a idee that you fellers is gettin' just 
a little too hot down here an' need coolin' 
off. I'm the cooler." j 

The man's voice was puzzled: "I don't 
savvy your lingo, pilgrim. Who are yuh? 
An' what do yuh want?" 

"I'm a Ranger an' I want a feller named' 
Burrows who's got a date to do a air-dance 

, Saturday." Pewee's tone was conversa
tional, but his nerves were tensed. 

There was a moment of stunned silence.^ 
Then, with a shocked incredulity, the man's 
voice exploded: "Yo're what?" 

"A Ranger," repeated the little man 
genially. But there was no geniality in the 
blue eyes, which had lost their mildness 
and were now hard crescents of cold light 
between narrowed lids. 

There was a swift-drawn gasp of in
credulity from the darkness. "By the 
brass doors of hell, pilgrim, yo're a liar—• 
or a fool!" 

I T H slow, cautious movements, Pewee 
was lowering himself to the ground. 

His feet touched the hard rock. With 
noiseless swiftness, he removed his boots. 
He straightened up, spoke: 

"Neither one, hombre. Yo're squatted 
behind a boulder. But I got cat eyes.-
You make a move, an' I'll salivate yuh!" 

The other man laughed ironically. 
There was the rasp of a match across 
rough stone. A small circle of dim yellow 
luminance showed against the darkness. 

"Yo're right, Ranger. I'm behind a 
boulder. Soon's I get this lantern lit, I'll 
be able to see you 'thout havin' cat eyes. 
If you was to get foolish an' try a shot, 
I'll salivate yuh!" 

Pewee was already acting. He let his 
boots • lie where he had removed them. 
With swift, silent movement, he slithered 
through the darkness. Sharp, jagged stones 
wefe'painfiil agairS^t^his feet7~He~winced 
with every forward step. But he was 
against the canyon wall now. The yellow 
luminance was less than ten feet ahead of 
him. Slowly he crejpt forward. He saw 
the lantern being slowly raised to the top 
of the boulder. 

"All right. Ranger!" called the man. 
"Unload and walk this way with your 
hands up.", • - > 

Pewee was less than three feet from the 
man's coign now. There was a crack be-, 
tween the canyon wall and the boulder, 
through which he could see the man's 
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crouching figure. Quickly Pewee moved 
against that crack. 

The man gave a startled jerk as a gun-
hammer chcked back. 

Then came the grim command: "Just 
hold it, hombre! Up with your hands!" 

iA moment, the man hesitated. He had 
a rifle,--its barrel thrust through an open
ing that covered the trail. He realized 
the folly of making an effort to swing that 
rifle. The Ranger's gun was less than 
three feet from him.' He raised his hands. 

"Yo're a damn fool, Ranger!" he 
sriarled. "This won't .get yuh nothin' but 
a.bellyful of lead." 

"Move out into the trail—an' keep 
them hands up!" snapped the Ranger. 

The.man obeyed. He-was standing di
rectly under the lantern light. He was a 
husky brute of a man with scarred face 
and black eyes as venomous as a snake'sl 
As the Ranger came into the light, the 
man gave a start," stared in disbelief. 

"You, a Ranger!" Then"he laughed in 
scorn. "Hell, it'd take three of .you tuh 
make a _man!" 

"Uh-huh," said Pewee genially. "Here's 
the other two." And he made a slight mo-
lion with the two ivory-handled guns. "An' 
now, hombre, climb onto that hoss." 

The little Ranger had sidled around and. 
now stood at the head of the black stal
lion, talking softly. The man stared, 
puzzled. Then he laughed. 

"Hell,, you figgerin' on arrestin' me? I 
-won't be in jail twenty-four hours! Mad-
ley don't let his men stay in jail. An' 
there'll be a couple of the boys along here 
in a little while. My relief sentry. When 
they find me gone—" . 

'~ "Get on the hoss!" snapped the little.. 
Ranger. 

Laughing scornfully, the man . obeyed. 
The black stallion stiffened, his velvety 
coa:t rippling with little tremors as the man 
got into the saddle. -Pewee spoke softly 
and the horse quieted. 

Pewee quickly pulled his boots back 
on, his eyes never leaving'the face of the 
man in the saddle. Then, from the pom
mel, he removed a lariat. The man laughed 
as he was being bound, and offered no 
resistance. 

"Madley is goiri' to be pretty sore about 
this," he, said. "Pilgrim, yo're loadin' a big 

load of grief on them small shoulders of 
your'n!" - -

Pewee said nothing. He pinioned the 
.man's arms to his sides;. tied them with 
quick, dexterous security. Then he tied 
the man's feet together beneath the horse's 
belly. The man protested, but the Ranger 
made no-retort. His job complete, Pewee 
stood back, squinted at his captive and 
grinned. ' 

"Reckon you'll stay there until you 
reach the sheriff," he said with a chuckle. 

He turned the black stallion in the trail, 
spoke softly and the big horse nuzzled him. 
Then, with a sharp slap, he sent • the big 
black' back along the trail. 

He got the lantern, blew it out and sat 
down. He could hear the clatter of hoofs 
echoing through the canyon. He grinned. 
So far, things were working his way. Six 
miles back along the trail, the sheriff and 
a small posse waited. The black stallion 
would carry his burden safely there.'The 
sheriff had his orders.. 

' T ' H E hoofbeats died away. Pewee shot 
-H- into the air, emptying his gun. Without 

reloading it, he thrustit back into its.hol
ster. Removing the gunbelt that held .the 
loaded gun about his waist, he put the gun 
into his boot, pulled his trouser leg down 
over it and hid the gunbelt in the rocks. 
He heard the clatter of hoofs coming from 
down the canyon. 

In the darkness, Pewee's face drew into 
grim lines. The game began ; in earnest 
now. He had agreed with the sheriff that 
an armed invasion of the outlaws' strong
hold would be-impossible. An expert rifle
man, hidden among the- rocks, could hold 
off a hundred invaders. - There had been 
but one thing to do: get into that strong
hold through strategy. • His plans had de
pended upon there being a sentinel posted; 
After he got into the stronghold . . . He 
shrugged, smiled grimly. -_ " / 

Of a sudden, the hoofbeats had ceased; 
He-realized that the riders, suspecting a 
trap, had dismounted and were now con
verging upon him afoot. He remained mo
tionless a moment longer, then cried oiit: 

"Don't you fellers shoot! I'm waitin' 
here for yuh! I'll light the lantern soon's 
I can find it." 

There was a moment of silence, then 
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from twenty feet away a startled voice 
said: "Who the hell are you—an' where's 
Jake?" 

"If Jake was that damn skunk—" 
"Light that lantern!" 
Pewee lit the lantern, held it aloft. 
"Walk this way!" commanded the voice. 

"Anyone with yuh?" Then, following a 
stream of oaths: "Where's Jake?" 

Advancing toward the unseen man, 
Pewee simulated anger. "Took my hoss an' 
money!" he raved, and followed it by a 
stream of profanity. 

A figure bulked in the darkness ahead. 
Others were moving in toward the trail. 
Pewee still held the lantern aloft. Its rays 
picked out the burly form of a hard-visaged 
man who held a leveled gun. 

"Who are yuh? What're yuh doin' here? 
An' what do yuh mean that Jake rode 
off? Speak fast, hombrel" There was grim 
menace in the harsh voice. 

Pewee maintained his pose of anger. 
"Three days ago me an' two other fel
lers robbed a bank. My pards got salivated, 
but I got away with the swag. I've beared, 
about Madley an' I figured this'd be a safe 
place to hole-up until things cooled off. 
This feller you called Jake stopped me. 
When I told him what I had, he sticks a 
gun on me, takes me off-n my hoss an' 
rides off hell-bent on my hoss with the 
swag. I empty my gun after him, bu t . . ." 

The man whirled. 
"You—Pedro, Gus, Bart! Hit the trail 

an' bring Jake back! You, Ike, stick here! 
I'll take this seed-wart - to Madley. Get 
movin'!" 

There was hurried movement. Spurred 
boots ran over the stone floor. Horses 
pranced. Men cursed. Then the three who 
had been ordered in pursuit dashed away. 

"Take the lantern, Ike. An' don't go to 
sleep. This may be a trap. If it is . . ." 

Pewee's pulse beat faster when he got a 
good look at the man who took the lantern. 
It was Ike Burrows! He would be here 
alone, on guard. If Pewee could allay Mad-
ley's suspicions and get back here, the 
capture of Ike would be easy. But he did 
not discount the probability that Madley's 
suspicion would be difficult to allay. 

Pewee's lips set into tight lines. The odds 
were strong against him once he got into the 
outlaw lair. The sheriff had said that there 

were ten in the gang. Granted that the 
figure was accurate, subtracting Jake and 
the three who were in pursuit of him and 
Ike Burrows, on guard, there would still 
be five against one. 

"All right, hombre!" snapped the man, 
as soon as Ike had taken up his sentry 
position. "We'll see the Chief. My name 
is Sim. Let's have your gun." 

lEWEE handed over the empty gun. He 
was thinking swiftly. Why not take a 

chance at overpowering Sim and Ike now? 
But the leveled gun in Sim's hand dis
suaded him. He could not hope to get the 
hidden gun from his boot without Sim be
ing warned. It was obvious that Sim was 
suspicious. 

"Just keep goin' straight ahead," said 
Sim. "You can't get off the trail. It's less 
than ten feet wide and walled in by a hun
dred ifeet of straight up-and-down rock. 
You'll find," he said grimly, "that it's a lot 
easier to get in than out! An' if you've 
got any funny idees, it's a bad time to try 
them. I'm right behind you with a gun— 
an' my trigger finger is sorta nervous." 

Pewee chuckled as he started off along 
ithe trail. » 

"Yo're makin' me think that you believe 
I might be a lawman," he protested. 

"Mebby yuh are," said Sim. "We had a 
couple who got in here. They didn't get 
out!" he added with a grim laugh. 

The gun in his boot-leg made walking 
over the rough trail painful, but Pewee 
bore the pain gratefully. With a gun, he 
had a chance. 

The trail hiade a sharp turn, bent down
ward at a sharp angle. Far ahead, Pewee 
could see yellow squares of light coming 
from the unshaded windows of a large 
shack. The trail opened into a large oval 
bowl that was bounded upon all sides by 
imscalable walls of rock. A full moon was 
just rising in the northeastern sky, its 
pale luminance casting an eerie light into 
the bowl. 

"Head for that shack with the lights," 
said Sim. "The Chief will be there." 

They had gone less than a dozen steps 
when a figure loomed up in the shadows, 
challenged them sharply. 

"What's up?" he called.. "Where's the 
rest of the boys? An' who's this yuh got?" 
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"You'll hear about it later," said Sim. 
"Where's the Chief?" 

"In the office." 
^Pewee made a mental note of where the 

man was posted. Were there others sta
tioned at different points, or were they 
with Madley? He trudged on toward the 
shack. 

The door was open. He stepped onto the 
threshold, Sim close behind him. 

A MAN was seated behind a rough plank 
table.' He had a map outspread before 

him. He looked up, saw Pewee .'and Sim. 
He expressed no surprise. 

"Well?" he said to Sim. 
That outward appearance of calm did 

^not deceive Pewee. He had not missed the 
swift, startled expression that- had flitted 
through those hard, gi-eenish eyes deeply 
embrasured beneath dark, shaggy brows.. 
This unemotional calmness was a pose. 
Swiftly Pewee appraised that deeply lined, 
cruel face with its predatory nose, the thin 
lips. Madley was not a man to be easily 
fooled, decided Pewee. 

'picked this hombre up on the trail, 
Phief," said Sim. "He says he's a bank 
robber." 

The greenish eyes became mere slits be
tween narrowed lids as they surveyed the 
small, meek appearing little Ranger. 

"Bank robber!" boomed a large, red-
bearded man, who stepped swiftly through 
the doorway, stopping short and^-staring at 
the diminutive figure. "A'baiik robber!" 
He broke into a guffaw of delighted amuse
ment. "Why, this little seed-wart ain't high 
enough from the ground to keep his 
britches from draggin'! Him a bank rob
ber! " The red-bearded man laughed again. 

- "Does seem sorta ridiculous, don't it?" 
agreed Pewee, with a grin. "But Al Jen
nings warn't no giant." ^ . 

Madley's eyes were still narrowed upon 
Pewee. Now a faint, ironic smile twitched 
at his thin lips as he looked at the bearded 
man. 

"Yo're rated pretty fast with a gun, ain't 
yuh, Red?'' he said softly. -
^ Red stared, a little" puzzled. Then he 
nodded. ' • 

"The fastest along the Border!" he re
plied. "Why?" 

"I, was just wonderin'," said Madley 

thoughtfully, "if what I beared in El Paso 
was right. A feller pointed a hombre out 
to me . . . ." He broke off sharply, his 
narrowed eyes again upon Pewee. "Let's 
hear your story, partner!" - -

For an instant, Pewee's body had stiff
ened. What had Madley meant? No expres
sion of his trepidation showed in his face 
as he related the story he had told Sim. 

Madley sat straight and expressionless, 
listening. When Pewee had completed, he 
was looking at Red,, an ironic smile upon 
his lips. 

"Think yo're faster'n this pilgrim, Red?" 
Red stared a moment, then broke into 

a bellow of laughter. 
"That little hop-toad! Hell, Chief—" 
"Down in El Paso," interrupted Madley, 

"they told me that the fastest-shootin' 
hombre in the Southwest was a two-gun 
Ranger named Pewee Biggers. That's him, 
Red!"- . ' 

Red and Sim stared, incredulous. Red 
looked back at Madley, grinned. 

"Yo're jokin,' Chief. Why, hell! This 
here little feller-is as harmless^—" 

"As a rattler," completed Madley dry
ly. "Yo're neck-deep in his trap. Xhat's 
how this hombre made his reputation. He 
looks so damn harmless that fellers get 
careless. But we're goin' to see just how 
fast he is. Still claim yo're a bank robber?" 
he demanded of Pewee. 

The little-Ranger shrugged. It would do 
no good to deny his identity. Madley knew 
him. This was something Pewee had not 
expected. 

"I'm a Ranger," he admitted, and added, 
a little wryly: "an' a fool. Crowded my 
luck a little too far." 

~ "Too damn far," agreed Madley. "You" 
ain't got a chance of gettin' out of here. 
I s'pose you conked Ja;ke an' hid him an' 
then-sent your boss back along the trail?" 

Pewee accepted that explanation and 
nodded. 

"Well, I'll be damned!" ejaculated Sim, 
staring at Pewee in disbelief. "Pilgrim, 
did yuh figger on comin' in here an' takin' 
our outfit lone-handed?" 
' Madley laughed. "We'll send his ears 

back to his captain so's it'll be known he 
got here." 

Red's small, glittery eyes were studying 
Pewee with thoughtful speculation. 
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"So yo're the Pewee Biggers that's the 
fastest gun-slinger north of the Border, 
eh?" 

"An' south of it," said Pewee genially. , 
The little Ranger was up against an al

most unbeatable game, and he knew it. 
Escape seemed hopeless. He knew that he 
would not be permitted to leave alive. He 
knew that killing Red in a gun-fight would 
not aid his own situation. Yet it would re
duce the five to four. 

[ADLEY rose, his lips still quirked in a 
sardonic smile. 

"Where's his gun, Sim?." 
Sim handed over Pewee's empty gun. 

Madley twirled the cylinder, ejected the 
five discharged shells. He took a cartridge 
from his own gunbelt, slipped it into Pe
wee's gun. 

"We'll go outside," he said. "The moon's 
high enough for a couple of good gun-
slingers to work in. Willin', Red?" 

"Hell," said Red, "it's murder!" 
"That orter suit you just right," said 

Pewee. Then, looking at Madley, "Yo're 
puttin' just one shell in my gun?" 

"Yuh won't live long enough to use 
more," said Madley. 

With Madley in the lead, Siin bringing 
up the rear with Pewee, they walked from 
the shack and started across the level 
stone floor of the huge bowl. The moon 
was high enough to fill the bowl with a 
bright, eerie light. 

"You'll stand fifty paces apart, with your 
arms folded across your chests," said Mad
ley. "I'll count three. On the third count, 
go for your guns . . . . Give the seed-wart 
his gun, Sim." 

Sim handed Pewee the gunbelt with its 
bolstered gun: 

"There's one thing I'd like to ask," said 
Pewee. "A long time ago there was a feller-
said I'd die with my boots on. I got a wish 
to sorta fool him." 

Madley stared at the'little Ranger with 
a thoughtful frown. 

"Yuh got nerve," he admitted. 
Pewee's swiftly roving eyes had taken in 

a ridge of stone less than a dozen feet to 
his right. He moved toward it. Less than 
three feet from it, he turned. 

"Soon's I get off my boots—" 
"I reckon you'll leave them on, hombre," 

interrupted Madley, and there was a mock
ing ' note in his. voice. "I've got a gun 
leveled on you. I watched yuh walk over 
there. There's one good reason why yuh, 
limp on that right laig. Yuh can leave the 
gun in your boot, right where it is!" . 

Pewee muttered an oath of chagrin. He'd 
certainly blundered in every move tonight. 

' He saw Red standing fifty paces away, 
arms folded across his chest, his body half-
crouched. Madley and Sim stood close to
gether, their guns leveled. Far across the 
bowl, Pewee saw a bobbing lantern coming 
toward them. That would be the fifth mem
ber of the gang. The fourth was probably 
back there where he had challenged Sim 
as he and Pewee entered the lair. Pewee 
flicked another glance at the ridge of rock, 
inched closer to it. 

"All right," be said calmly. "I'm ready. 
Yo're a shrewd hombre, Madley." He 
folded his arms across his chest. 

Madley began to count: 
"One. . .Two . . .Th—!" 

PEWEE flung himself sidewise and down. 
He heard the crash of Red's gun, felt 

the bullet tug through his sleeve. Then 
there came the roar of other guns. Madley 
and Sim had opened fire. Their bullets 
struck against the crown of the stone ridge, 
sprayed'fragments into Pewee's face as he 
made desperate haste to free the gun from 
his boot. 

"Circle him!" cried Madley. "Get 
around to the rear of him. Red!" 

Pewee lay face down, flat upon the stone 
floor. For the moment, their shots could 
not reach him. But once Red got to the 
rear, he would no longer be protected by 
the stone bulwark. A desperate tug jerked 
the gun free. The shots had ceased. 

Pewee thought swiftly. As it stood, he 
had, at the most, gained a momentary re
spite. Any chance-that he might have lay in 
sudden, unexpected action. 

He heard running footsteps and knew 
that it was'the other two men coming up. 
He heard a voice calling to Madley. 
Pewee tensed his body. Then, with a sud
den lunge, he leaped up, hurtled the stone 
ridge and dashed toward Madley and Sim 
in a zig-zag run. They were half-turned 
from him, their eyes farther along the 
ridge. 
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Pewee's first shot caught Sim in the 
shoulder, sent him whirling. backward, his 
gun clattering upon the stone floor. Sim's 
body prevented Madley f r ^ getting a shot 
at "the little Rariger, who came on, swift 
as an enraged leopard, his small figure bent 

. low,, zig-zagging as he ran. 
Pewee could not afford to waste a shot. 

His cartridges were limited. He was al
most upon Madley as the latter's gun ex
ploded. Pewee felt the swift slither of an 
icy streak across his shoulder as the bullet 
sliced through the flesh. 

Pewee's gun crashed again, and Mad-
ley's left leg buckled. The outlaw leader 
crashed to the ground-, his gun dropping 
from nerveless fingers. Pewee hurled him
self forward arid lit astride the fallen man. 
He heard running feet and the voice of 
Red and others. 

His gun pressed against Madley's breast. 
He rasped harshly: "I'll drill you if they 
come another step, Madley. Call them off." 
He rolled upon the ground behind Madley. 

Madley cursed. "Hold it, boys!" 
But Red, plunging toward them across 

the ground, snarled an oath: "Hold it, 
'hell!" he bellowed. "I'm goin' to blow that 
dairm . . ." He never completed the sen
tence. Pewee's shot smashed'into, him, and 
he went down. 

The other two men had stopped short. 
"Drop theni guns and keep comin'— 

with your hands high!" Pewee.ordered. He 
emphasized his command with a shot that 

-sprayed a small geyser of dust from the 
ground beside them.-
- Madley was cursing in a mad rage. Sim 
was on the ground, groaning. The two men 
came on, hands up. 

"You'll never get out of here alive!" 
gritted Madley.' 

Pewee said nothing until the two men 
were up to them. He ordered one of them 
to aid Siin, the other Madley, to the shack. 
He was grateful that Madley didn't know 
just how badly Pewee was injured. He 
could feel the sticky blood spreading from^ 
his wound. If he were to cave in now . . . . 

Back in the shack, he closed the door, 
sat down against it, with his gun leveled. 
He forced the two uninjured men to bind 
up the wounds of Sim and Madley. This 
completed, he had one of the'men tie his 
companion securely. 

"Now," said Pewee, "me'n you'll go to 
the corraland get bosses. One false move, 
hpmbre, an' I salivate you!' I ain't in no 
humor for more excitement." ~ 

'T 'HE man he had chosen was a weazened, 
( ^ bald-headed and disreputable looking 
tiombre; and he was thoroughly frightened. 
They went to the corral, got three horses. 
Pewee mounted one, ordered the,man to 
lead the other two to the shack. 
, Twenty-minutes later, with Madley tied 

in the saddle, his hands bound to the horn, 
Pewee headed for the trail. He had left 
the bald-headed man tied up in the shack 
with the others. 

"I'm not goin' to talk, Madley," said 
Pewee grirrily. "One crooked move, an' I 
salivate you! When we reach Ike, you'll 
tell him to light the lantern . . . That's all!" 

Madley was in pain,.b'ut he cursed. 
"Yuh can't get away with it. Ranger! 

Them boys who went after. Jake, they'll 
see it was a trap^ an' they'll be comin' back 
along the trail.damn quick!" 

Pewee~realized that. There was a chance 
that the sheriff and his posse had. dis
obeyed orders. Pewee had instructed them 
to wait only until the black stallion brought 
out the sentry. But disaster was even closer. 
The little Ranger had fixed up his wound 
as best he could, but it was giving -̂ him 
excruciating pain, and_ he was losing blood. 
He had to work fast. 

As Pewee and. Madley, riding abreast," 
approached the point where Ike would be, 
Pewee saw that Ike was standing in the 
trail, waiting. Pewee, alert-as he was, did 
not expect what happened. They had al
most reached Ike when a voice rapped a. 
command: 

"Lift 'em high, hombre!" 
The voice was not Ike's. But in that 

brief moment, the Ranger saw that Ike 
held a gun. 

Pewee flung himself suddenly sidewise, 
dropped to the ground. A gun crashed, 
and the Ranger saw the lance of flame as it 
leaped from a point less than a dozen feet 
away. Pewee fired at that flash and heard 
a yowl of enraged pain. 
- Then Ike was shooting. Pewee felt a 
slug tear another, slice across his flesh. He 
could hear Madley bellowing to Ike and 
the other man. Ike fired again. The bullet 
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missed by less than an inch. Pewee felt 
suddenly very weak. Things began to fade 
from his consciousness. Even with the. 
moonlight, the night seemed to grow sud
denly black. Another shot from Ike. Pewee 
saw the flash, felt the shock of the bullet 
as it slammed into his leg. His own gun 
was heavy—too heavy to raise. It seemed 
as if some great magnet held down his 
hand . . . . ,. 

-Ike was coming toward him, firing. With 
one last great effort, Pewee got his gun up. 
It roared . . . Roared again, and that 
second recoil tore the gun from his weak 
fingers. He felt himself fading into dairk-
ness. He heard the pound of hoofs. A bitter 
smile tugged at his lips. The. other riders 
were coming back. He had lost. 

SOMEONE was bending above him. His 
brain was awhirl. He heard a voice 

speaking from far away: "He's coming 
around. Sheriff!" 

"Thank God, Doc! Just to think, the 
damn little runt went in there single-
handed! Qeaned them out! When that 
black stallion of his come tearin' back 
along the trail with that feller tied to 

him . . . . Hell, it made me'n the boys 
ashamed of ourselves! A little sawed-off 
seedwart like him goin' in there; an' us, a 
whole damn posse, waitin' for him to send 
out them hellions all tied-up for us! 

"They was three hombres chasin' the 
black stallion. We got two of them an' the 
third turned tail. Then we started after 
him. We beared the shots, an' when we got 
there we found Madley tied on a boss—an' 
this daggoned wart . . ." The sheriff broke 
off abruptly, mopped his face with a ban
dana and swore. "The fastest shootin', 
littlest, bow-legged hombre thet ever forked 
a boss! . . . . Hell, gents! This here Pewee 
Biggers is the biggest damn man in seven 
states. He's a keg of black powder, a load 
of dynamiite an' a cage full of wildcats 
all mixed together!" 

Pewee turned his head slowly upon the 
pillow. A feeble grin came onto his lips. 

"Hell, Sheriff," he protested weakly, 
"yo're plumb embarrassin' me with your 
talk!' What little I done was just—" 

"—a job for a Ranger!" completed the 
sheriff. "An' by th' Almighty, partner, yuh 
shore done that job!" 
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