
Exciting Western, May, 1949 

 

LONG NIGHT for a RANGER 
 

By JACKSON COLE 
 

UTSIDE the open window of the 
old line cabin night hung like a 
black curtain. In the flickering 

light of the two candles burning on the 
rough wooden table the shadowy faces of 
the four men were wary. 

“So yuh’re the Arizona Ranger,” Dan 
Bowden growled. He was a big, shaggy 
man, who looked like a bear dressed in 
worn range clothes. “Navajo Raine, eh?”  

“Navajo” Tom Raine nodded as he 
stood near the door of the cabin. His green 
eyes watched every move of the three 
other men, his hawk-like dark face 
impassive. The silver and turquoise 
ornaments around the crown of his Stetson 
and the inlaid grips of his matched guns 
gleamed in the candle light.  

“I’m an Arizona Territorial Ranger,” 
Raine said. “But not the only one under 

Captain Burt Mossman’s command.”  
“We’ve all heard of you, Raine.” It 

was Chris Maxwell who spoke. Small, 
red-headed and wiry, he was like a fox. 
“And now we’re wonderin’.”  

“Wondering what?” Navajo Raine 
asked. 

“Tryin’ to figger what brought you to 
this old cabin tonight,” Bin Townsend, the 
third man said. He was big and there was 
something about him that reminded Raine 
of a bull. “That might be interestin’.”  

“I followed a killer’s trail in this 
direction,” Navajo Raine said. “His horse 
had a cracked right front shoe. Wasn’t 
cracked so bad it would make the horse 
limp or the rider notice it. Findin’ it hard 
to read sign after dark, I spotted this cabin 
and figgered on stopping here for the 
night.” 
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“And found us here waitin’,” Bowden 
said. “We told yuh our names when yuh 
got off yore hoss, but that doesn’t mean 
much to you.”  

“Enough,” Navajo Raine said. “It’s a 
ranger’s business to know the country he 
travels through and the folks in it.” With 
his long shoulder-length dark hair he 
looked more Indianlike than ever as he 
stared at Bowden. “You own the D Bar B 
spread about five miles south of here, 
Bowden.”  

“Good guess,” Chris Maxwell barked 
like a fox. “What about me?”  

“You’ve worked as guard on the 
stages,” Raine said. “But mostly yuh hang 
around town. Some folks claim you are 
nothing but a gunslick, Maxwell.” He 
glanced at the third man. “Since you own 
the big Triangle ranch over east, some 
people say you are a right important man, 
Bill Townsend.” 

 
N UNEASY feeling that had swept 
over Navajo Raine when he first 

entered the cabin still lingered. One of 
these three men was a ruthless killer but he 
didn’t know which one. To find the right 
man and still stay alive would require both 
courage and skill. 

“Since you’ve heard about us, Raine,” 
Townsend said, “I suppose you know why 
we’re here. Larry Craig asked the three of 
us to meet him at this cabin tonight. Bein’ 
that we’re cattlemen, Craig, Bowden and I 
are aimin’ to put a stop to the rustlin’ in 
this section.”  

“I heard the ranches around here have 
been missing some stock,” said Raine. 
“But there’s no use in you three waitin’ 
any longer for Larry Craig. I stopped off at 
his Bar C just a little before sundown 
today. I found Craig lying dead near the 
corral with a bullet in his back. From the 
signs around the killer just rode up, shot 
Craig without getting out of the saddle, 

and rode away again.”  
“No!” Bowden leaped to his feet. 

“Larry Craig can’t be dead. He was my 
friend.” 

“Mine, too,” Maxwell said. The wiry 
little redhead glanced at the open window. 
“Hey, look! A face out there! Somebody’s 
listenin’.”  

Maxwell stepped back, glaring at the 
window and reaching for his gun. He 
struck hard against the table. The burning 
candles, merely held in place by their own 
grease, fell over and the interior of the 
cabin was immediately plunged into deep 
darkness. 

Instantly Navajo Raine dropped to the 
floor. A gun roared. With the flash of 
flame, a bullet thudded into the wall above 
his head. If the ranger hadn’t ducked fast 
he would have stopped the flying lead. 

“Who fired that shot?” Dan Bowden’s 
voice bellowed out of the darkness. 

“That’s what I’d like to know,” 
shouted Townsend. “Somebody strike a 
match and light them candles again.”  

Raine moved swiftly and silently as 
the Indians had taught him to do. His 
famous father Marshal “Powdersmoke” 
Raine had been shot down when Tom was 
just a boy. Driven into the badlands by his 
father’s enemies he would have starved if 
he had not been found and adopted by 
friendly Navajos. They had raised him as 
an Indian and he spoke their language. 
Because of this he frequently did the 
unexpected. 

Now, crouched low, he silently 
reached the door of the cabin and slipped 
out into the night. Before the three men 
inside could light the candles, he had 
swiftly circled around and found a spot 
where he could peer in through the open 
window without being seen. 

“Why, Raine’s gone,” said Maxwell as 
he blew out the match he had used to light 
the candles and looked around. “But first 
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of all, who fired that shot?”  
Maxwell’s gun was in his holster, as 

were the Colts that Bowden and Townsend 
wore. Yet Raine was sure one of those 
three men had deliberately tried to kill him 
there in the dark a few moments ago. The 
red-headed gunslick had been holding his 
Colt in his hand when he had bumped 
against the table. Had he intentionally 
knocked over the candles so that he might 
have a chance to shoot in the dark, Navajo 
Raine wondered? 

“My gun hasn’t been fired,” Bowden 
said. “It’s fully loaded.” He drew the long 
barreled Colt from the holster and handed 
it to Townsend. “Take a look at it, Bill.”  

The owner of the Triangle outfit took 
the gun and quickly examined it. “Fully 
loaded, all right,” he said. “You shore 
didn’t do any shootin’, Dan.” Townsend 
handed the weapon back. 

“What about yore gun, Townsend?” 
demanded Maxwell. “Also, I shore would 
like to know what became of Navajo 
Raine.”  

Raine grinned as he watched and 
listened outside the window. He suspected 
Larry Craig’s killer was growing quite 
jumpy and worried. 

“Forget about Raine,” snapped 
Townsend. “I reckon he had a dang good 
reason for leavin’. Maybe he’ll be back. 
Since you are doin’ so much talkin’ about 
lookin’ at guns, let’s see yours.” 

 
AXWELL handed him his gun and 
Townsend hastily examined it. 

“Fully loaded,” Townsend said, 
glancing at a cut on the first finger of his 
right hand. “And so is my gun.” He 
handed his Colt to Bowden and returned 
Maxwell’s weapon to its owner. 

“Yuh’re right, Bill,” Bowden said. 
“Yore gun hasn’t been fired recently.” The 
big shaggy man scowled. “Then who in 
blazes did fire that shot?”  

“Raine fired it,” suggested Maxwell. 
Reckon he must have—since none of us 
did.” 

Navajo Raine was so interested in the 
talk of the three men that for a moment he 
forgot the caution that was usually always 
part of his nature. When a twig cracked on 
the ground behind him, he paid no 
attention to the sound. 

He whirled as two men hurled 
themselves at him, but he was too late. 
Caught around the knees in a flying tackle, 
he went down hard. It happened so quickly 
there was no chance to fight back. Before 
he could put up a battle a second man hit 
him on the head with a gun barrel and 
everything went black. 

When Navajo Raine finally opened his 
eyes, his head was throbbing badly and he 
felt sea-sick, though he was miles from 
any ocean. 

“So you finally come out of it,” a hard 
voice said. 

Raine found he was lying on a straw 
mattress. Painfully he turned his head. He 
was in the bunkhouse of some ranch. Two 
brutal-faced men were playing cards at a 
rough table, on which rested Raine’s silver 
and turquoise mounted guns.  

“Sleeping Beauty just woke up,” said 
one of the men. “Bet yuh a quarter that he 
asks the usual question, Slats.”  

“Bet you,” said Slats. 
“Where am I?” murmured Navajo 

Raine.  
Slats reached into his pocket, drew out 

a quarter and handed it to the other man. 
“He asked it,” Slats said. “Never lost a 

bet so fast in my life.”  
Navajo Raine moved his body and 

discovered his wrists were tied behind him 
and his ankles were bound. Slats and the 
other man paid no more attention to him 
now they had discovered he had regained 
consciousness. They went on playing 
cards. 
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“This hand does it,” Slats said. “If yuh 
win this time, Jud, then them fancy guns 
are yores.”  

“Those are my guns,” Raine informed 
them. 

“You mean they once was yourn,” said 
Slats with a mean grin. “Don’t worry. You 
won’t need ‘em arter the boss gets here. 
He don’t like rangers.”  

“Who is the boss?” Navajo Raine 
asked. 

Behind Raine’s back his arms were 
busy. Among the ornaments that decorated 
the leather silver and turquoise belt was 
one on which he had recently filed a sharp 
edge feeling there might be a time when it 
would prove useful. He was sawing the 
rope that bound his wrists against this 
sharp edge now. 

“Never knowed a feller to ask so many 
questions,” said Jud as he heard what 
Raine had said. “Being curious shore is 
dangerous. Look what happened to Larry 
Craig. He got curious and discovered the 
boss was the head of the rustlers. Bang!—
the boss killed Craig.”  

“Yuh talk too dang much, Jud!”  
It was a giant of a man who spoke. He 

stepped in through the door of the 
bunkhouse just in time to hear Jud’s 
remark. He wore his hat pulled down so it 
shaded the upper part of his face and a 
blue neckerchief masked the rest. 

Raine looked closely at the new 
arrival, and then the Ranger’s green eyes 
narrowed as he saw a cut on the first finger 
of the masked man’s right hand. 

“That’s not all the talkin’ yore men 
have been doin’,” Raine cut in quickly. 
“Slats told me that the rustlin’ was just the 
start of your plan to take over all of this 
region. You hoped to start a range feud 
between the other ranchers—and when 
trouble really got going, you and your men 
would kill off those in yore way.”  

“So yuh told the Ranger that, Slats!” 

The masked man drew his gun. “I can’t 
have men who talk too much workin’ for 
me.”  

“Raine is lyin’, boss!” Slats said 
nervously. “I didn’t tell him nothin’.  He 
made up the whole thing!” Slats looked 
wildly at Jud. “Tell him I didn’t say 
nothin’, Jud.” 

”That’s right, boss,” said Jud. “Slats 
has kept mum.”  

“Two liars!” The masked man raised 
his gun. 

“Look out!” yelled Slats. “He’s goin’ 
to shoot!” 

 
SLATS knocked over the table as he 
leaped wildly to his feet. The cards went 
flying all over the room. Raine’s matched 
guns slid across the floor toward the bunk 
where the Ranger was still lying. 

The masked man fired and Slats 
uttered a howl of pain as a bullet nicked 
his shoulder. Neither Slats nor Jud were 
wearing their guns. 

“Talk about me, will you,” roared the 
masked man, glaring at Slats and Jud who 
had backed against the wall and were 
awaiting the bullets that would mean their 
death. “Looks like the only men I can trust 
are dead men.”  

“Drop yore gun, Townsend,” Navajo 
Raine said sharply. 

He was sitting on the side of the bunk, 
his matched guns now in his freed hands, 
covering the masked man. The masked 
man whirled, his gun aimed at the Ranger, 
but Raine shot him in the arm and the Colt 
dropped out of the masked man’s hand. 

“Huh,” said Slats. “We see Raine 
outside that old line cabin; we knock him 
out and take him prisoner—and then the 
boss wants to kill us. Navajo Raine has to 
come to our rescue!”  

“That’s right,” said Jud. “You might as 
well take off that mask, Townsend. Raine 
spotted you right off.”  
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“Yeah,” Disgustedly the big man drew 
down the neckerchief, revealing the face 
of the owner of the Triangle outfit. “But 
how did you know, Raine?”  

“Back in the line cabin when Maxwell 
said he saw some one listening outside the 
window, he must have seen Slats or Jud,” 
said Raine. “They were hanging around 
outside. Then when Maxwell accidentally 
knocked over the table and put out the 
candles, you saw yore chance to get rid of 
a ranger so you fired at me in the dark, 
Townsend.” 

“Rot!” said Townsend, his face 
contorted with pain as he clutched his 
wounded arm with his free hand. “My gun 
was fully loaded.”  

“Of course,” said Raine. “Because you 
reloaded it in the dark after firing the shot, 
and in your haste you cut your finger.”  

“Heard that Navajo Raine was smart,” 
said Slats. “But I shore didn’t know yuh 
had this much savvy.” He drew out a 

jackknife and opened the blade, then went 
over and cut the ropes that still bound the 
Ranger’s ankles. “Reckon I owe you that, 
Raine.” 

“You’re under arrest for the murder of 
Larry Craig,” said the ranger as he stood 
up. He looked at Slats. “How many men 
been doing the rustlin’?”  

“Just me and Jud and the boss so far,” 
said Slats. “But you were right about 
Townsend havin’ big ideas. He aimed to 
take over the whole range. Say, how did 
you happen to know so much about his 
plans?”  

“I didn’t,” said Navajo Raine. “I was 
just guessing wild. But when I saw the cut 
finger and realized the masked man was 
Townsend, the rest of it all added up. 
Come on! Let’s get the horses and head 
for town—you are all three my prisoners. 
This has been a long night—even for an 
Arizona Ranger.” 

 


