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UD OAKLE-—he was
still Bud in epite of
the grizzled age
that wans cresping
upon him—was of
the sort that doas
not count in the
West. Not even &
galvaniec force
could find lodgment

: in that indecisive
h or those pale eyes so

conciliatory, His head
& dust cloud in the dis-

, T reckon. The new
ight to be on It today.”
f the man in the chalr
whittler, rested upon
nt, then passad to the
n the store cutting to-
flat-footed squaw in a
anket,
demanded.  Matt
pan of few words,
say. Just out from

no more questions But
ng of his eyes one could
ssn of the beast of prey,
nta. Rita  stretched he
a killer, but even with-
ledge one would bave
y that something strong
rking in the bleak, enld
shape of the thin, tight
priogeolled alertness of

t did not count spoke
peed that Pride was an-
th spineless facility he
f to the other’s mood.
11iew, from Peoria, J11.
Bure to ba & smart llﬂ‘h
pw LT
i's teeth showed for an
atill  looking at the
ngered girl, and his
oth sullen and proprie-
sald nnthlnf.
y it with Allle, and he'll
uppings, Bhe wouldn't
minute. Me neither, Not
jolllen,” the invertabrate
ptly. He was the futher
within. That she was
ba the wife and proper-
accepted ag axiomatio.
age descended a youn
sultcase, Slight, palll
inoped, he was unmistak-
pt of the city. Hia gentle
soemed 1o apologine for
ibla fart, wan u Ietter of
Hon, PFor the eyos hlink-
glasacs were as honost
n Arlaonn sky.
i wt the top of tha slaps
on his lean, hard face.
ept  the newcomer, and
mptuous word ha turn-
heel,

ot had been appraised,
d dinmipsed from mind

Pride had taken three
led again angrily. Allle
st him, her eyea shining
nt, and was offering hier
nsulted clerk
new glorekeepar, aren't
¢ Dakle. 1 help in the
glud to meet you™
pame quickly back, “Same
kle. Yos, I'm the atore-
pnme i8 Arne—Joo Arpe.”
d inslde together, Pride’s
furiously, and hig fAels
ihe veins swelled
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LMIRA ANN chapced

to ba looking from

the window when

her [ather came

home. He carried

# bupch of white

carnations to pre-

sent to mother, for

It was  Mothers'

Day. No one ever

b@' he bad trudged long

b the dust back and forth

e that the money saved

s might be used, gener-

jad!y, for his contribution

eremonies the family in-
every Mothers' Day.

ne’ old horge, head bant

igeneral alr of depression

m, stood before the door

b hud stopped, patted the

fraternally and sald to

e easy on him.  He's do-
He's old and tived "

e driver started without

sh of whip and jerk at

mouth, father bad added

jliy. “He's tired; he nesds

Almira, who had been
{lent thinking, asked her
B pa bad bad & vacation "
" wused mother “'Well

Iy, T deubt If he's had

married, 30 vears ago

back bome That was
her died. He was gona &

ul port of a vacation,
pied Almira Ann.
#es " explained her moth-
could seem to afford one.
# apyway that he'd care
be back to his old home,
too much."”
hings laier Almira mwan-
bject on her un-

- ')..L. -ix f

"Looked lika he was aimin’ to throw
the kid offan the poreh and stomp
him into the ground. 'F he had I reck-
on they would have had to piek him
out o' the dust with & palr of pincers,”
Bud Oakls explained later.

The bad man strode to  his horse,
nun: himaelf into the saddle, and rode
blindly away. Jealonsy surged through
him In heady gusts Alice Ogplle,
promined to him by her father though
she was, had never looked on him with
such kindly eyes as she had given
this puny bov. His bloody spurs
roweled mercllessly the half-tamed
horse he rode,

Joe Arne fell Intn his work easlly
and inconspicuously, The reservation
Indians called him Four FEyes, and
liked his courtesy to them. There was
nothing about his quist, friendly re-
sarve {o tempt the rough horseplay of
the Santa Rita riders who sometimes
drifted in to buy airtights and talk
with pretty Allie, Nor would she have
permittnd any liberties. She likod the
tenderfoot, his gentleness, his shyness,
his inability to meet the frontier on its
own ground. Moreover, he wap npen-
ing to her a new world, one she had
known only in books. There was in
both of them a touch of the poet, the
facile imagination that Interprets and
taker hold of the unknown. His ex-
perience complemented hers, and nel-
ther of them wore aver tired of hear-
ing about that strange life the other
had lived. For her the citles were

reguant with romance. She saw Neow

ork and Chicago through that hazy
light that never was on land or goa.
He made of sunburnt Arizona- ospe-
clally In that evening atmosphers
when velvet dusk wus over the valley
like a sea of soft and temperad light
an Arcady primeval, helped to it no
doubt because of the slender, light-
footed friend who watched with him
the mellow violet haze upon the saw
toothed peaks

Emotions new  and poignant  had
come to disturb the calm of hoth their
lives. It came to pass as the weeks
slipped awny that the franknesa of
their comradeship was gone. Allce,
whose eyea had looked at men simply
and direotly ag those of a boy, war be-
coming self-conscious. She learned the
trick of blushing at timea when she
leant oxpooted,

Uneasily, too, she wag aware thal
Fride was watehing Arne.  Hhe had
the wenpo that he wan stalking them
ap n coungar  does s kill, with the
snme wtealthy, relentlessn patisnoe of
that mountain terror an s goft
padded crouching hunt.  More than
ones while sha was In gay, happy talk
with the storekeeper, n winister
shadow fall across them. Prida's
cold, deadly eyes met her startied
ones. A shiver would run down her
back, for she had not known him to
be within twenty miles. A premond-
tion of danger haunted Allie. Her
ktiowledge of the man was enough to
teaoh her he would let nobody stand
betwesn him and the things he covet-
od. It had always besn so with him
s outrageous deflance of justice, the
contempt with which he had trampied
on the pride of the Apach braves. had
taken their horses at his own price,
and ignored their tribal laws, all these
had won the undying hatred of the na-
tives. Yot he weant his own way and
rode over them heedloasly, trod down
an If they had been childish com-
plaints  the remonstrances of these
old-time man-hunters who had left

“Tell we something,” she urged,
“won't you, dad, about your old homa?
Tt must have been & mighty inturest-
ing place, from the little I've heard
about it."”

Dad brightened visibly and instan-
taneously. Usually one of the most sl-
lent of men, he hecame actuslly gar
rulous over tha beauties and atirae-
tiops of his boyhood home and eur-
roundings

“You ought to go thers some (ime
518,"” he sald. “There's no place like
it, to my mind. There's a brook run-
ning through the meadow Jjust below
our old house. Many's the fine trout
I've caught there Tt flows into the
river halt & mile farther down the
glen. There's & jolly camping ground
at the bend in the river”

He paused 8 moment, smiling as his
mind roamed through the old huunts,
and Almira could scarcely bellove
this was her quiet, reticent, shy futher
as he rambled on-—of birds and rah-
bits and squirrels, of blackbirds sroot-
ing through the masses of mountaln
laurel; of tha secracy and the sllence
of the still woodlend ways; of the
wida meadows of buttercups, the tan
gled massss of wild flowers. campion,
violets, starweorts purple ground ivy
and hyacinthe He described a laksa
whers swallows gt evening dipped and
circled and flashed over the dark sur-
face. He recalled travels through the
pige woods and meetings under great
elms; and Almira listened, fascinated
and yet almost aghast. as she recog-
nized the longing in the sudden ava-
lanche of memories she had, all un-
wittingly, evoked.

She felt the hot tears of pity dim-
ming her eves Was this happy his-
torian “father” ?.‘rnthu. who was

1y presum: not to possess a
‘IOWINI: or dulr- in the world s
and their aspi-

the trall of biood along the border
From sich a one no tame surrender of
the girl he wanted was (0 ba axpectad,

Yetr, ns alwave, red tragedy when it
did come lenped upon them unsxpect.
adly, On a Sunday evening Pride rode
to the stora and found the whittler on
the poreh alone

"Evenin,' Matt, In for plumb hot
weather, looks like.™

"Where's Alljn?"

"Out with Peoria, 111, T told her,
by follles., she hadn’t ought to go.
ain't responsible. Nowadays a father
don't have the say-so over his own
dsughter. Don't you kpow it? I reckon
I'll have to have & talk and lay down
the law 1o that young Iady. Eh,
Mutt

Prido’'s tace was a ploture of re-
gentiul maliee. "1l do the talking.
Which way did they go?™

“Took the Box Canyon trail: said
they wasn't golng to walk but a little
wayvs."

Pride strode up the steep path, the
long-smoldering anger in him ablagze,
He moved lightly, gracefully, for his
pteal-tough flowing muscles were su-
perbly packed, and the sap of youth
still ran strong in him.

Oakle was vaguely
seratched his  head
“Wisht I hadn't told Matt where they
woas,  He's llable to do that tender-
foot A meanness. Oh, well, he won't
apymore'n ouss & blue streak and
mehbe boat the head off Peoria, 111"

The ryanchman had followed the
trall searces two hundred yards befors
he came on those he gought. They were
in o little grove of live oaks luto which
the glfted moonlight Altered softly. A
moment sooner, and he would have
beon in time to see thelr Arat kiss As
it was, they stood with handé locked,
looking Into each other's eyes with
the ecstatic obsorbed look of newly
confessed lovers

Pride's  smothered onth  brought
them back to earth. Thelr hands fell
ppurt hureiedly. Tn the eyen of both
wis the startled, telltale look of chil-
dren caught stealing jam

“Matt!"” the girl ecried, as the man
came striding toward them

Ho  dgnored  her completely.  To
young Arne he gpoke, the veins in his
forehead swollen with rage.

it Pyve hadd enough of you! Clear
ot of the country pronto!™

“Ohat of the eonntry,” Jows repeated in
amazonent

"You henrd me

“Put, Mr. Pride,
Hving in hoere Beaides, why
L

“Hocauss 1'm going to Al you full of
lend if you're here this time tomor-
row. I've had a-plenty of you.™

“T haven't done you any harm.” the
voungster retorted, with n flagh of
apirit, "This Is & free country, You
can't drive me out.”

“Go or stay, T don't care whirh, Hut
if you stay, It'1l be tor good™ The
ranchman lnughed, and the pound of it
was appalling.

Allle cut iu, white to the lips “You
mean that you're golng to-—to murder
him. "

“I've served potice. It's him or me.”

He turned to go. Lithely she twigt-
¢d in front of him and barred the way,
“Wait"

She stood lance-straight, a slonder
wlip of a girl he could have rrushed
with one hand, But in the challenging
flash of her doep eves & now fire had
heen lighted, Man of small imapina.

alarmed. He

I enn't do that, My
should

|

ing bis oration®? What was this he
was saylng? That somtimes at the of-
flee when busipess wasg dull he amus-
ed himself by drawing plotures of the
old place and its haunts and that some
time he would show them to his daugh-
tar, since she seemed so interested

Almira  investigated she  ascer-
tained that to pay her father's fare
home and back and allow bim money
enough to use for odds and ends #60
would be nesded, She hersell had $20,
saved by infnite economy from her
small salary, and how gladly and fres.
Iy she would have given it; but how to
realize the remainder? That was the
question. And father's vacation only
two weaks away! He was already
meationing wvarious jobs of work
around homs that he intended doing
while homs. and no one said him
“nar."” He had always devotad that
fortnight to odd jobs of painting, pa
pering, fixing up in general, and why
not now "~

But Almira, looking with opaned
evep upou the gray hairs and wrin-
kles brow of her patient father, wag
somehow cruelly remindad of the va-
cation

“He's homeglck, too,” she murmurad,
“and I'va simply got to find pomes way
to 1at him go ™

The way came and in the nick of
time [ts beginning wss in & latter
from Aunt Almira Ang, for whom the
eager girl wors her quaint, old-fash-
foned nams

it read

“Dear Nisce Almira Ann—You will
remember the case of books belonging
to me, \n vour attie. Do you mind go-
ing through them and sending me
those with my pame on their dy leaf?
The rest you may dispose of as you
choose. Let me give you a hint,

thay _,.‘.' Some of those old editio:

in perplexity.

tion though be was, it wae impossible
to misa the gallant spirit his threst
had struck to life

“If you do this—if you touch o hair
of his head—as surely as you do 171
never ppeak to vou again, nevar look
at you any more than I would at a
rattlesnnke -

He stared, fascinated, hip evea nar
rowed and smaldering slits "So that's
it. You're making a play for to stand
between him and me

“Yes. I won't have it! 1 won't have
1t!" ghe cried, a lttle wildly

“You won't? Why not?™ His volce

as silken soft, but she knew that be-
naath the surface the anger in him
was cold and hard as granite

Under the brave, tilted chin a pulse
was beating fast in the soft round
throat, All her life she had been
afraid of his splenetic and vindietive
anger, of the quality in him that had
dominated her father and herself. But
with this, too, had always been sdmli-
ration of the stark force of the man.
The courage of him had cloaked his
vices, Now she paw him as he wam,
hard, eruel, vicious, bad at heart to
the core. Gustily the revolt of years
in her bolled over

“Because I love him., Because I'm
going to marry him. That's why. "

Again he laughed, and {n his mirth.
lesn laughter all the evil of him ap-
peared to And expresgion. .

"You better hurry, my dear. For
he ain't got long to live. Look at him.
See how yellow he Is, Righ! now he's
an awful sick pup. 111 be u rieht
short honeymoon. You'll be maid,
wife, and widow all in twenty-four
hours.” His black, beady eyes fo
oused once more on the Fasterner
“Remember. Tomorrow at sunset. 1'11
be here like T said. And you needn't
try to pwll your freight. I've changed
my mind. You and me will see this
out to a finigh.”

With that ho waa gone, leaving be-
hind him n distross beyond words. Al
He leaned against a live oak, her in-
torlaced fingers writhing in lmpotent
despair. Bha was no herolne of ro
mance, but what the sun and the wind
and a clean, sweet spirit had made
her, If she eould be brave, she could
bo afraid, too, especinlly for those she
loyed. Now terror held her heart in
an ey clutel, She did not deocslve
herself.  Matt Pride would take care
her lover did not escape, and when
the time came he would sawf oul his
e ruthlessly.

"Dun't vou, Allle!
on gn!"  Armne pleaded

“T's all my fanult, 1€ 1 badn't told
him you might have slipped away, but
now.-"

“¥te ghook his bead
have gone."

The girl roused herself. The eager-
ness of hope came into her even, “You
can get away by the Mal Pais trail.
He'll pot think of thot, Ride hard and
you eun reach the rallroad rtomorvow
night.”

“"And leave you here!™”

“What does that matter?
you later.”

"No. I'm going to stay

Her gaze read his thoughts. No man
under fire could run away from the
woman he loved and hold his self-re.
gpect, It might be ap unequal battle,
but hie could not shirk it and leave har
alone to cope with this woll. Face to
fuce with Pride, her lover had boen en-
tirely inadequate to the situution be-

Don't sou taks

“No, 1 wanldn't

I can join

ter find out Whatever they
yours

‘Your loving sunt,

“ALMIRA ANN"

They were of value. When Almira
had disposed of them, to her grateful
wonder and joy, sha held & hundred
dollar bill in her hands To all the
various suggestions offercd am tu its
invegtment she turned deal epra. The

briug Is-

HATYE men!” dea.
clared the girl In
brown, with veLam-
fnre
“GGooduess!”" cried
the girl's best friend.*
"Dan't you kpow
that “hate’ (s a fee.
hle word? ‘What's
the matter ™
‘Oh, 1 don't want
to talk about men av all' I'd rather
discuss the old ladies’ homs or the
poorhouses or wheravar it {5 that I'l)
daclde to go when | grow old' Una
thing | know—my old age won't be
passed with Boh'"

Her friend turned sympathetic and
interasied aves toward her “Just tall
meé whit bappened anud cut oyt ths
verbal frills,” she sald socothingly

“Well, T don't believe in letting a
man thipk that he's the only pogsible
wap in the world, do you? So when
Bob and I became engaged and I bad
hesn giving bim my whole heart and
soul for ahout thres months, apd he
began to show signs of thinking that
I couldn't possibly care for apy one
but him, I began to do some thinking
myself.

“l can't imagic Dy L g

L

caug® his training had not fitted him
for it. But she felt now a tighteninzg
of his will, something fn him indomit
able and dogged that would choose
deatt rather than disgrace. She loved
himi for it. Her spirit leaped o meet
hip

We'll go together—tonight—as s00n
as it t» dark,” she whispered

In the meonlight ler eyes were
shining with resolution He canght
her hande

"You mean youll
Ieave your father."

“He doesn’'t need me naw he |8 mar-
ried again. Your way shall bs my
way, and your people my people.”

Bhe wus {0 his arms, erylog and
laughing hysterically, Jos knew that
he oould not deny her imperious de-
ciglon even if he had wished. Ehe
would take the desert trall with him
and share all hig difficultios and dan-
EeTH.

They made their preparations swift-
1y and secretly, The canleens were
filled and a palr of saddlebags packed
with food. Allie took nothing with
her except the khakl riding suit she
wore. His watch showed w«leven
o'clock whon they stole out to the cor-
ritl, saddled the ponies Arne had run
up trnm the pasture, and took the long
trall leading into the bad lands. The
Httle valley which led down into the
desort had been by day a glowing
vignette of gold and russet, but in the
soft moonlight It was toned to a cool,
glivery glamour only the Southwest
can show. They rode In sllence, with
no sound save the oceaslonal jinkling
of & bit or the strike of A hoof on a
lonan gtone

The valley descended into a long,
fiat plain of cactus nnd greasewood,
terminating in the far distant dwarf
mouniains that were rooted wrathlike
at the horigon edge. Here, at the
ontranes (o the Mal Pals, they pulled
up an instant

Allle drew a long bresth and spoke
eagerly, “Safe at last, 1o can never
find us in Mal Pais™

A low, sinister laugh mocked her,
and at the sound of it a cold fear
drenched the heart of the girl. Befors
looking around she knew that their
enemy had trapped them, had gueased
what they would do and forestalled
them. He was sitting on the bowlder
hohind which hoe must have hesn Iying
when they passed, his ovil trivmphant
gmile framed in moonshine, Across his
knees n rifle Iny nogligently,

“Fivening, friends.  Just ol
Iitle pasear, T expeot.'

“You devil!™ the boy erled passion
niely,

Pride looked st him without speak
ing. A voleanic rage boiled beneath
that still, contalned manner of his, His
finger {tehed 1o be at the trigger of his
Winchaster

“What are you going to do with ua?"’
Allle asked hopalesnly

"Golng w chaperoon rou  home
again, my dear. My intantions as to
him have bean declared already.”

They rode back i front of him, de-
feated and deapairing. To bhoth of
them it seemed he was of a power
more than mortal, an Irresistible force
agninst which it was no use fighting.
No thought of reslstancos ocourred to
sither of them, though Arne, too, was
srmed with a rifle.

Pride l1aft Allle at hor father's house,
locked In her badroom by Bud, whose
mild (neffectivencss war for the mo-

g0 with me-—

for o

d a Horse

night bafors his vacation began she
weant 1o ber father with the money.
“Dad." she sald softly, “wouldn't it
be wimply groat if you and 1T could go
out to your ald home and spend your
vacation goipg around to all the dear
old placea? The trout stream, the or-
chard where the Northern Spies and
Pound Sweeis grow. the woods road
lined with mountain laurel, the plenie

you're absolutely orazy about him and
who hasn't & ghost of a fear you won't
keep on loving him all his lite, no mat
ter what be doesn ‘When they'ru so
sure they're likely to lose intareat in
vou and to ceass Irying to please you

"So, when Bob got to throwing him-
self down on the lounge and expact-
Ing me to read to him all eveniug, I
decided that tha times for actiou had
come

“Lastl Saturday night Bob pulled out
a book, handed it to me, and, without
éven & ‘please’” sald, 'Read that'

"1 took the book and it was an €s-
say! Now, if it had besn any saribly
thing but an eagsay I might have obey-
ed him=—for it's awfully cory to sit
and read aloud to Bob—but prineipls
cams firgt with me when | saw what
the book was

"1 put ths book down on the tabls
and excused myspel! Then I ran into
my room apnd got oy hat apd coat on.
I fixed up just as nlesly as poesible, so
Bab would see that T looked atiractive,
and then I weat back to him

“I hunded hig book to him and told
him that he'd have to read |t himsalf
that evening Hes was welcoma to lis
there In front of the grate and read

i1 15 he Wi hed, Md, but Frag
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inte gomething 11Kks
For Arne
wnrd be

ment stimulated
anger by the elopement
the bad man had only one
fore he yode away

“You're being watched I'he pasaer
are guarded. Make snother break and
vou'll ptay down in the Mal Paiag for
good ™

The ranchman's victory had beaen a
barren one. He knew that tn Allle
Oakle he was oply a hated intruder
Her every look had told that she loved
this Easterner who had not the gand
10 stand up and fight for her. The cer.
tainty of it geared ftzelf (nto his brain.
flooded his irresponsible mind with a
touch of blind madness. He pounded
furiously homeward, driven by a storm
of wild jéalousy that obscured all
wisdom. Temporarily he was the cave
man primeval, amenable only tn the
law of the jungle. The old lust to kil
surged tremendously in him

Pat to the desire came the oppor
funity. Into his little irrigated fleid of
alfalfa a dozen cattle had broken, One
glance at the brand showasd him they
belonged to the Apaches on the reser-
vation. It was thelr second offense,
and his passion leaped the bhounds of
reason. The rifle eracked again wnd
agnin. Before the magatine wue emp-
1y nine of the animals bad fallen be
neath his sure aim

He stood and stared at the havoe he
had wrought, at the awful wanton
thing he bad done. Tn the cow coun-
try cattle are sacred, and his fury had
massacred them wholosale

Even aa he looked an  Indian  rode
ovar the erest of the hill. His impas
slve foce awepl over the field and reat
ed on Pride.

“You pay?™ he sald guietls

The white man's arrogance would
not sibmit to being brought to task
by an Indian. “Not by a dumned sight
They were in my alfnlfa."

"Running Cloud spenks as o friend
and brothor, His people angry at Gray
Fox, "l‘bnlr wrong heap big. Let Gray
Fox pay.'

Yeary before, in the dave when he
was o very youong man, Pride had been
taken Into blood brothesrhond by tha
tribe. Thay had enlled him Gray Fox,
and the bond had heon mepled gy hin
marrings v une of The voung women
of the tribe,  She hud died within the
year. The young cowpuncher had
drifted back to his own race and the
tribal relationship had never been re
newed. Running Cloud was reminding
him now that he wag subject to the
commaon luw governing the tribe

“Not u red cent! Keep your cattle off
my range!" the rancher retorted an
erily. o

“Lat Gray Fox talke care. Lot him
remember the tribal law. Hunning
Cloud speaks with no forked tongue.”

Pride  knowing himself in the
wrong, ylelded to ane of his unguvern.
able rages and turned his weapon up
on Runnning Clond

“Git, you d—d Injun, or 1"l pump
holeg in you lke T did your cown "

The native wheeled hiy pony and
dashed off. As he disappenred over
the hill he Hung up an arm and shook
a cloged hund at the former sguaw
man. Pride’s rifle leaped to hig shoul-
der and covered Running Cloud.  ‘The
bammer fell harmlessly npon an emp-
v shell,

An bour later Runuing Cloud car
ried hig news Into the sleeping camp
of the Indlans. TH gray dawn the
chiefs took councll round the cemp-

fire. Then the voung men roge, knpw.
Ing what they had to do, and glipped
away gilantly on the trail

All day they watched from tha hilla
above the Pride ranch, theamaslves un-
noticed. At sunset the owner of the
ranch soddled his scarce  bhroken
hroncho and took  the road for tha
agency. Signals fashed from hill to
hill.  The painted tribesmen slipped
down from draw and arroye. The long-
delayed vengonnee of his bivod broth
ers wag cloging in on Gray Fox

All night and all day Allle had gons
about with a mortal sicknesg (n hav
face. With the coming of morning
ahe hod taken her place as usual in tha
store. Through the lagging hours sha
had sold canned gonds end powdar and
voffer, while all the time tha ehill
dread of what was to come lay heavy
upon her aching heart. Not for a mo-
ment did she doubt that Pride wonld
keep his word, It was a boast of tha
man that he never “rued back."

Her thoughts kept miperable eoms
pany with those of her lover. She had
pleaded with him to try and sacaps in-
to the desert, but he had steadily re-
fused. There was no hope in him, but,
the compulsion of hin  self-pappent
would not st him ron sway

The day, It seemed to her, won™
never end Yot whon at last the sun
alid down behind a eroteh of the hilla
it came to her with a crash of the
senges that the hour was upon them.

Ag in & dream she heard a volom
outside ery, “Here he comes,” saw har
lover reach for the rvifla  he scares
knew how to fire, and watched him
gtep 1o the door, She woke from the
nightmare that had held her, and with
a ery of horror ran forward

No nifle ahot broka the atiliness. Har
first sweeping glance gaw only a rider.
lesy horse galloping heavily doewn the
trall.  The animal was maddled, and
hehind 1t something  drageed and
bumped over the rough path.

A vaguero who had just ridden up
gave u startled ery. Hin larviat swept
forward and jerked to s halt tha la-
boring horse.  Allle saw that the wnts
minl was staloed with swest and wild
with fright. Than her aves travaled to
the limp and horrible thing fastened
by rawhide thonge to itg tall and 1o
tha horn of the saddle. 1t was tha life-
lesn body of & man

The vaguers, knife in hand, ran for-
ward to cut the ropes, but stopping
with n cry of recognition

“My Giod' it's Mar!"

The truth fashed upon Allle pleturs
after pleture. She saw the man com-
ing to keap his throuteued trvat of re-
venge, the lurking Apaches, the des-
perate atrnggle and cupture. Her im-
agination vigloned him tied alive to the
hoals of his own wild horee, the orazed
boast tenring down the rough mouns
taingide. Now, by some steange lrony
of fate, the bronehn  had hrought its
master to keeap hig appointmeant at the
vary place und hour set for i, But the
vengeanes of the Apaches had outride
den his

With a aobbing cry Allle covared har
eves and ran into the honse. Out of &
grav haggard face Arne looked down
upon  the enemy [rovidepes had
snatohied from his path, He was stilL
irembling with the nervous chill thas
lind been on him

Oakle put a hand on his shoulder.
“We're in luck, boy. If Matt had bhean
alive be would have got you like ha
promised. Tt had to be sou orhim.™

By Joe Busche

grounds aopd the plus groves, viall
the littla schoolhouse and—"

Here she was (oterrupted by her fa-
ther, “Child, ehild,” he sald nervous-
Iy “ars you craged?”

"Tioes this look ke it?' she answer.
ol @an she placed the wonderful talis-
wan In his trembling hands,

When he tried to thauk his daughter
ghs puzzled bim by remarking that he

apd try hiy npew motor car and [
promigsd to take a ride of an hour or
two. | told Bob that T was Just dylug
for a good ride—it had hesn so long
#ince ['d had one! You ges, he had
bean too lazy to bring his car and had
just left it in the garags avery uingls
evening!

“Bob didu't say anything—just nod
ded carelossly. Bo 1 laft

“I had plannsed ta run down ta the
drug stors apd telephone Frad's sister
to call for me and take me out riding
for & faw minutes. Theno I intanded (o
coms right back and pass the rest of
the evéning with Bob. It would teach
him a lesson, | thought, and tha result
would be that he'd consider my com.
fort thenceforth an well as his own

"It was A splendid plan, but it didnt
work. Theé ipstant T laft the house
Bob ‘phoned Fred's sister. He told
her that I'd gons out for 4 ride and
that he'd like to pase ihe ovening
with her. Of course the little snip
mped at the chance—and away he
went!

“"When 1 ‘phoned her a minute or
two later she said very coolly that she
expected a caller and wouldn't ba ahle
o eoo‘mo for the-—and that Fred was
-h- ;\"_

v

must aat thank her, put himealf, Mothe
ard’ Day snd Harrison's old whita
horse

And so father had hig brief day of
plesgure and the memoriss that wers
to swesten all tha possible bitternesa
of future life und strife; and whether
Almira, ber aunt, Harrison's horse or
hie own unsslfishness brought it
makes small differencs,

was lonely tor Bob! Finally I decided
ta hurry back and confess sverything
and have a grand reconcillation and
pags # lovely evaning with Hob at
home There didn't scem soy alterns-
tive. anyway

"When I got home-~with all my ne-
ble intentions—Bob hadn't cared
spough for me to walt even ten min-
utes. He had gone over to that girl's
house. It shows how much he cares!
I hate men!

“"He's coming tonight
maks up-
things '

But T wopn't
not until { 181l hltin & few

—— e . g

Wasted Edfort.

who lved out 1n Manitou:
#lng and | play the plann. loo—

It's Ap easy s ple,

But as hard as [ uy

can’t teach my young slstar
Aupi to”

Sald a lady
“1 can

T just

Chonged his Mind,

"Do you thigk the motor-car has
come to stay?’ saked one man of his

neighbor
“Well." replied tha Bthll'. “thars
Was one out in i‘mt of my to-
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