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SYNOPSIS
I Chiswick of L. C ranch ssed by
fe f danger to her outspoken father, Lee

Ruth felt anger stir in her,

|

| she kept it dawn, *“If there's any-
| thing 1 can do for you while you're
‘ you,"
|

here—anything 1 can bring

but |

is |

fr a band of lawless rustlers headed by

Sherm Howard, decides to save ! she said in a carefully even voice

ing with yo Lou Howard, Sh “r roing to s 'ou & ;

and comes o the town of “” M I m going to see you again, am |
him. While in Yell Sang | 1?7 How nice! There are several |
nosed stranger enters. sizes n, | inge . “an neg

and. whon & Granhen oowbey things you cax h\fl-‘h me. One
rides in and starts shooting. some tobacco. I'd like two-three |

while Lou Howard hides 4
Lou's cowardice, Ruth calls off
nt, and sends the stranger for her h.'rl‘

house across the street

calling himself Jeff

n Norris, a killer, Curly

le High, Sid Hunt, and

other rustiers, and " Sherm Howard Lee
Chiswick enters, with his foreman, Dan

and tells Sherm Howard of his or-
stlers at sight. Jeff Gray

Brand
ders to shoot
returns to Rut!
her father's safety
duces Jeff to her

intro-
and in

At supper. Ruth
father and Brand

Sanger's st ter she speaks cordially
Curly Cor r. Coming out of the store, they
are greet rd by sudden gunplay. Lee
wounded, and Jeff Gray appears with a
smoking revolver. Two days later, Ruth

tells her father of her projected e
and her disillusionment. Later, Ruth
i to kil

Jeff Gray, w she thinks triec

father. When he tries to hold her bridle,
Ruth accidentally presses the trigger of her |
gun, and wounds Jeff. She takes him to

Pat Sorley's camp

CHAPTER IV—Continued
sl

“Must 1?"" He grinned at her with
cheerful effrontery.

“Of course you must."” Ruth al-
most stamped her foot in exaspera-
tion. “If you didn’t do it, who did?"*

“l wouldn't know."

She took that up triumphantly.
“Neither you nor anybody else.”

“But 1 cou]d guess."”

"\\' then?"” she demanded.

“If 1 ever mention it,
will be to the gent himself,"
softly.

*“1 thought so

Gray turned to the line-rider
“Two shots were fired before Mr
Chiswick's friends k a hand. 1
fired the second. Point is, who cut
loose with the first?"”

“If you weren't in it, why did you
shoot at all?”’ Ruth asked

“I've asked myself that two-three
times since,”” he replied suavely.
“Plumb dumb of me. For 20 years
I've been minding my own busi-
ness exclusive, yet soon as I hit
Tail Holt I butt into yours, not only
once but se-ve-real times. I wouldn't
know why, unless I've gone loco.”

“You beat around the bush with-
out telling anything,” the
charged.

‘““By your own story you shot
the boss onct,”” Sorley
““Right after you'd eaten
with him and Miss Ruth.”

“Who said that was my story? 1
don’t recollect ever telling it.”

Ruth stared at the hardy scamp,
her eyes dilating with excitement.
““You mean you didn't fire at Father

0

he said

tn
L0C

at
snapped.
supper

at all, but at the villain who was
trying to kill him?"

“Go to the head of the class, |
Miss,'" Gray said, with a grim ironic
smile. ‘‘It's the best story I could
think up after three or four days,

so I thought 1 would come back and

try it on Lee Chiswick '"Course
you're smart as a whip, and I
wouldn’t expect to put it across with
ang in the

his was the

rthing. He

and run

father from
arn  their

ras defense- |

irpose had
ire of Dan
im away
ain If he
shot down
show his
{'_r_;,_- oer
back
Why didn’t you tell me before
she cried
‘You and yore friends are so
1 th guns I never get time to
atior he said dryly
Distress flooded.her. She had shot
hir after he had perhaps saved
the life of her father
‘“His story r! t look good to me,"”
Sorley said co 1.'.' I would say he
runnin’ a on us, Miss
It's true.” The girl drew a
deep breath of relief awf'ly
glad it ] :
The wounded man looked at her
What difference does it make to
you \l'i ether I or someone else shot
him?" he asked
Her eyes met his, the color on
her cieeks hot beneath them. “I
don’t like you a bit. I think you are
hateful But I didn't believe you
were a low scoundrel until—what 1
saw at Tail Holt. Now 1 know
you're not that kind of man. You
saved my father’s life. I don’t know
how to thank you or to tell

you how sorry I am that I hurt
you."

“So now it's all right,”” he jeered,
““and I ought to tell you how grate-
ful I am for the lead pill you gave
me."”’

“I've told you I'm sorry, and that
1 didn't mean to do it,"”” Ruth said.

“That’s fine. You just pointed
yore popgun at me to make Fourth-
of-July fireworks. I'm lucky you

picked only a leg to puncture.”

and coldly reassures her of |

to |

probably it |

girl '

books, and the latest newspaper you
have Also, bring Lee Chiswick
I want a powwow with him."

“I'll 'send the books with my fa
ther,”" she said.

Lee Chiswick broke into his
daughter's story excitedly

| *‘He's hanging around waiting for
| a chance to dry-gulch me."
Ruth shook her head
at first. I don't now
“Lucky the wolf didn't do
meanness when he had a
The strong jaw of the
[ set. “I'll h

““1 thought
s0 Listen.”
you

rubbed out before he's 24 hours old
er."”

| *““You won't need to round him up
you

where he is My
Do you want to

I can tell
:\!L‘r‘\-
hear it or
“Where
wick ;
“He's at the rimrock line-camp,

not?"

he?" demanded Chis

18

with a bullet-hole in his leg."”
“Did Pat get him?"
“No. 1did.”
i “You what?”
[ *I shot him."
Her father stared at her with
| blank astonishment. ‘“Good God,
girl! What do you mean?

“I tried to pass him. He caught
at the bridle rein. I don't know why
Perhaps he couldn't get out of th
way and didn't want Blue Chip '.:\

“What name shall I say?" asked

a|
chance." |
cattleman |
ave him rounded up and |

throu

he'll be as safe with me ag in God's
pocket. I'll have him brought to
the house and we'll take care of him

here. But he can't pull the wool
| over my eyves. He has got to be
'\H i'L{‘H goods."

‘That's fair,”” Ruth agreed. *“1

| don't know anything about who he
is Maybe he's an outlaw on the

dodge. He's as hard as iron and he

may have gone bad But there's

something clean about him. He

wouldn’'t shoot a man in the back

| sure surprised
| daughter

Revynolds
| trample him down. Somehow my
| gun went off and hit him. 1 didn't
want him to die before he could
| get help, so [ took him to the camp."
B didn't you come and get |
| some of us?"” he asked, his voice |

sharp with anxiety

shot you down on the way.”

“l was as safe with him as I
would be with you, Father,” she
said. *“‘He isn’t that kind of man
I don’t like him. He's nsult-
ing not the kind of ruffi-
;a:. vl hurt 8 woman or
would tage of a man in a
fight t shoot you Some-
One L3

‘That's crazy talk!" Lee shouted.

We saw him do it.”

We thought we saw him do it,”
| she corrected jut we didn't. He
| saw someone fire at you and shot at

the man. Then he ran forward to

tect you, and we all thought he
| was the killer. Think it over, Fa-
ther From the position you were

i standing the bullet that creased you

| must have been fired in the alley,
but this Gray came another direc-

“Got it all ,‘.Ifuu' out, haven't
you—with his help?” Lee said an-
grily

If he had been the man, would
he have run forward into the nest of
us? It isn't reasonable. He was
taken by surprise when Dan began
shooting him. I could see that.
To save his life he had to get out.”
| ““What's he doing here, then?"’
| “He wants to see you. I don't
know what about. He insisted on

my bringing you."

‘““He'll see me, all right,” the cat-
tleman said, his voice harsh and
grim

| ‘My opinion is that he saved your
life, after he had already taken care

of me when a crazy mam was on
the shoot. Then I put a bullet in
him, and now you want to finish
| him.”" Ruth spoke with sharp bitter-
| ness

“I'll listen to him,"” Lee told her,
“I'll hear what he has got to say.
Maybe you are right, but I don't
believe it. If he comes clean and
tells me what he is doing here—
and if what he says satisfies me—

““He might have

I'd stake evervthing I had on that."

Chiswick' nodded. *1 would have
that myself, and I'm not often
wrong about a man. When he ran
at me with his gun smoking, 1 was
Maybe you're right,

get a chance to tell

said

”t‘ ]

Y.

I ride up

with you?" Ruth
“No!"" he exploded

down the

4 .l'l\

me

his stor
“May to the line-camp
asked
and slammed
nst on
to emphasi
can't go with
ter with you,
trouble like a
First, you
Wlawag Wi
bea then you shoot
tote him to hospital
me a l‘\ your-leave
for a Ilady to do
think youre a
You are grown u
to learn to act genteel
“Would it be unladyli
KO down witl} ar
fried chicken a iscuits
man?" she war to
“You fix up this
I'u

n‘&‘l"\‘i.\\n
\\‘ 's the mat
\nu head for
steer for wa
ff with a no
wrth a hill of
another and
without asking
That's no way
No wonder folks
young hellion.
now Yu“

rsty

ter run o

cour sC not

wild
D

ke for me to
some
sick

you take
nd t

ted

to a
know

icken and
said firmly
nable, but I'm

take It down
be re:

letting yi

aimm
g 80
crazy
She pack the
l f-"{“!
corn-cob pipe
the broken clay one
her father's impulsive
nature, was full of misgivings
Over shoulder, as he
he called back a word of reassur-

ed
T.' e

up

books,

Ruth gave
the
she put

a
ce

ance. “Don't you worry, daughter
I'm not going off half-cocked. If
this Gray can show me he's not a
yellow coyote, I'll not harm him.’

In a natural meadow half a mile
from the house he stopped to give
Dan Brand instructions about the

drive of yearlings sold to Broder

breakfast-table |
“You |

got |

started, |

ick. This done, he told his son
Frank and the foreman what he
had just learned from Ruth

Frank asked to ride with him to |

Sorley’s camp

The Chiswicks rode up to the rim-
rock and skirted the edge of it un-
til they reached a break
this they climbed to the
park where the line-camp I

From the chimney of the

cabin a

thin trickle of smoke drifted

““Pat is probably line-riding and
has left this fellow alone,” ank
said

As they drew closer, Lee hulloed
the house. From the boulder field
back of it an echo came back to
them. No other answer sounded. A |
second time he shouted, still without
response

“Get your gun out, boy,” he or
dered grimly. *I don't like this." |

He swung from the saddle and
drew the rifle attached to it. Frar
d ounted hurriedly, his horse be
tween him and the house

‘I sure don't want to get blasted
out of my saddle,” he said

The two men worked toward the
cabin, using their horses to scree:

hem as much as possible from any
hooters who might be in . the
lding or among the rocks

nl "

Nobody stirred except themselve
Frank felt a strange prickling se:
sation run up and down his spine
Any moment there might come a
crash of guns

Lee maneuvered close to the door
then made a bolt for it. His son
was inside scarce a second later

The cabin was empty.

| tac

Where's the fellow gone?!"” Lee
asked
“l reckon he wasn't as bad hurt

as he was making out,” Frank said.

“What's this?"'

Lee picked a piece of wrapping
paper from the table. He read aloud
something that had been scrawled
on it with a pencil Much obliged,
Doec, for fixing my you
er maybe.'

leg See
wat
Jefl Gray rode into Tail Holt two
days after leaving the rimrock line
His broad shoulders sagged
weariness I'he of the
wure sunken The lean face
was haggard and unshaven. At the
Alamo ¢orral he dismounted stifMy

The owner of the pl Jim Rey
an unspoken
v under

camp
with eves

1an

squinted
at him fre
There
wt Gray

\ » fatigue, the st
el, did not conceal dominant
He wunsaddled the sweat
streaked roan gelding with a compe
my of mo When he
pantherish ripple ran

well - packed

ques
slanted eve
was an arresting
that held atten
tains of trav

WS
lity a

nis

..\r.i a

through

Rey

agreed
ind fed the animal
Reyvnolds watched him,
he knew how to treat a
The corral-owner

stranger
Ma Presnall's if
Gray

watered
nself ob
ng that
hot, tired h

wondered

rse

who L was

up

18

wr on

one tempile
Her face
the c!
direct ar
she hi

and

ad been baking was
1 wrinkled
ed-out
twenly
ntier «

thery an alleng
of her wasl
hard For
ved in Ir
er own

He could have a r« 1 board,
he said, for a dollar a day or five
\rs week Str n‘.‘--.'\. paid in
A five-dollar bill passed
to her ! he led him

eyes
Years
amps

Om an

advance
from Gray
to his m

After wasl

g
rov

ing the caked dust from

e and hands, he lay down on the
bed vy, wound in his leg was
throbbing For the better part of
sixty hours he had been in the sad

| dle and he was almost worn out

| When the opportunity came he

| would bathe and dress the hurt. Just

| now he had not time He was ex-
pecting a visit from Sherman How-
ard and perhaps from others It
was unfortunate that his entry into
Tail Holt ad been so melodra-
matic Probabl) ould have to
light out again, y gave him
a chance 1o §

With | 37 fe he ripped
open ning of his vest and drew
out a | paper. He expected to
need rt The paper was a
printed er offering a ward of
2.000 e captur of Clint Doke
the | f a band of outlaws who
had h p ar [ i the Texas

| and S¢ Fl A description
of the wdo was given With
it was a pict taken from a cut
The face that looked back from the
poster at Jefl Gray was his own

Through the door Ma Presnall
called informatior ‘Some gents to
see you."

Who are the¥?'' Gray asked, put-
ting the paper in his vest pocket

“Sherm Howard, Curly Connor
and Morg Norris."'

There was a bafely perceptible
pause before Gray said, "'Ask them
to come up, Mrs. Presnall, if you
will."”’

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Croas Wheat and Couch Grau to Halt
Shifting of the Farm Soil in Canada

In some parts of Canada a serious
problem has been confronting farm

ers for many years now—one with
which no English farmer is likely
to be faced. Their farms won't stay
put

On the wide prairies of North
America acres of loose soil shift
each year, through the action of
wind and rain. Up to the present

there has been nothing to prevent
it. Farmers simply had to sit and
watch the fertile top soil wash away
in the heavy rains of the spring and
autumn, and blow away when, in
the summer, the burning sun dried
it up into fine dust.

Thus, every year, says a writer in
London Answers Magazine, the land
was impoverished, and no amount
of manuring or careful cultivation
on the part of the farmer served
him in what seemed to be a hope
less battle against Nature.

In the last year or two the trouble
has been intensified, and consider-

able tracts of land have been laid
waste,
But the scientist can sometimes

find a weapon which will turn defeat

into victory, and the Biological In-
stitute of Svaloef, South Sweden,
hopes before long to put a stop to
this constant disappearance of valu
able soil

They are crossing wheat with the
farmers’ old enemy, couch grass,

and they have every reason to hope
that the result will be a useful crop
of grain, provided by a plant whose
clinging roots will bind together the
shifting soil.

Canadian farmers will have much
to thank the scientists for when they

plant this grain, and another on
which the scientists are working
now.

The latter is a cross between
wheat and rye, which, it is hoped,

will be ecapable of withstanding the
bitter cold of the long northern win-
ters, and of producing a useful crop
at the same time. The Canadian
farmers' continued prosperity de-
pends on some such type of grain.
At present the yield is too small
to be useful, but in the tuture, no
doubt, it will be a standard crop.
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1 BLACK
2RED
SHORIZONTAL MIXED STRIPES
4VERTICAL MIXED STRIPES
S BLUVE
6TAN
——— = S A TR ST N
()I" ALL rag rugs the | wewing for the home, you will
tvpe Is the most fascin want a copy of Mrs. Spears’ book,
and economical. A rug hook SEWING, for the Home Decora
as may be purchased in notion | tol Forty-eight pages of practi-
and fancywork departme . and | cal working directions, with com-
burlap a little larger th: your Mlustrations, A dollar sav-
finished rug are the essential ok for every homemaker
Most rug hookers also use ™ nd name and address, enclosing
frame of slats bolted together at (coins preferred) to Mra,
the corner I'hey stretch the bur 210 S, Desplaines St., Chi-
lap over the me and wk 1t .
Many hooked rugs are 1 le witl
out a frame
Bice o & cuttil ol bihs ad Spray Roses Frequently
tern t! you may mark off on “1 ind that there is one simple
your b 1 th a ardstick and | point In aphis control that is over
pencil be oked by a majority of rose grow
colors for the « ers,” says Melvin E. Wyandt, rose
now more tha s h specianlist of Painesville, Ohio, *'It
old Fhe finished & simply that they should spray
2 by 34 | Allow tw es | often Now don't 1 inderstand
at all edge er Overcast  me Practically all rose growers
the ¢« the I k the lid | know that they must spray with a
1 borde t ie the good insecticide t ntrol aphis,
hem a Nal then the ge | but they do not re ¢ that aphids
[ t l re then the A Jitig rapiui
iw i t 1 the An effective pray f .
ding il t I the A 0 trol made by mixing one to two
square i howt Use wool ra teasy nfuls f n tine sulphate
i e and cut the strips not | in a ga of water and adding a
wider than one-half incl Hold d ed laundry soap. Nico
the L igainst the wrong side sulphate is a poison which
of the | ip and pull loog £ it | kil by contact—the method nec
through t r the | essary with sucking insects such
hook as shown. Short strips are | 45 aphis—and in addition, being
a useful as lor Just '['lll.] the | volatile, it gives off fumes which
ends through and clip them al kill, making it doubly effective
If you are planning slip covers o
curta or doing other Spring |

How the "Well-Dressed"
Furnn‘ure Should Appear

MEN LOVE GIRLS

WITH PEP

This ason—and every season | Il you are peppy and full of fun, men will in
2 vile you le dances and parties. HUT, W you
—furr .!l re should be kept fresh s er - lielons and tired, men won't be
T leaming! The o e T interemio Men don't like “guist” girls
and g .l :T.uu.l. 'he home-maker For three generalions one woman has told
it to her furniture—and the snother how to go “smiling through” with
\Fance | oI 8 ol Lydia E. Finkham's Vegetable Compound. It
k b r wer h 'I"t n' fore helpa Nature tone up Lhe system, thus lvssen
it leaves the shop of the furniture ' isg the discomforts from the lunctional die-
. . " a anle 100 - orders which women must endure
dealer, before it is sol |, RO« d fur Make & note NOW to get a bottle of world
niture is kept polished! The dealer r.lm‘.:-u- Finkmm's Compound today WITH-
or r wives a ""naliak — L8] FALL from your druggiet — more than &
continually gives it a “‘polish sery million women have writlen In letters re-
ice’’, to mal in its rich appear- po " r‘ benent
. . < ‘ vl . y not try LYDIA E. PINKHAM'S
ance—keep the wood “"alive He, \h.r TABLE .““i“l NU1T
who is an authority, regularly
uses a good oil polish (the best
Is non-greasy, because it has a
fine, light-oil base). He knows HELP KIDNEYS
the importance of thi for selling
furniture is his business—and on To Cet Rid of Acid
his shop floor, every piece of fine and Poisonous Waste
wood must be kept at its lustrous Your kidneys help to keep you well
. . b . . - by constantly filtering waste matier
best He knows, t ), how vital it from the bloed. Il your kidneys got
TR he finis) he very o . @ functionally disordered and fall to
1§ to the finish, the very pores of remove excess impurities, there may be
the wood, to frequently apply a {m‘u-f-nn[ ol the whole system and
" ol 0 s O . = p—— pod y-wide distrems,
quality il polish on 1I‘ul. various Nurning, scanty or too frequent url-
lites and fine pieces! The effect nation may be a warning of some kidney
of ite freaus . . . . . or bladder disturbance
e If" juent use on furniture is You may suffer nagging backache,
two-fold It prevents dry Iing-out pernistent hendache, ptiacks of dizginess,
nd o L . - " getting up nights, sw 2 puliness
ind cracking—and it brings to*the under the eyss—Iissl weak, nervous, all
furniture a deep, lasting high-tone ;.Inlmi out. Nl
» - . v . n such cases it ls bettor to rely on &
that iffuses the wood, brings medicine that has won ecountry-wide
out all the natural beauty of the aeclaim than on something leas favor-
et All : ; 3 ably known, Use Doan’s Fills. A multi-
grain [ W OO \-,..[kli.lrlul furni }.nl. of g.rllrlu| pmllk::'i recommend
ture will remain "“we dressed,"” Joan's, Ask your neighbor
decorative, sparkling—if cared for )/
periodically with & reputable OANS I I_Ls
light-oil polish!
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DIZZY DRAMAS

By Joe Bowers

Now Playing—"THREY STORIES"
e —
» L\\n" T I THAT ‘S
PADTER » | me )
{0, i | [T 3
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PETE THE PORCH-CLIMBE

1'M A SECOND

WERE You EVER
ON THE THIRD FLOOR?

BUT THAT'S
ANOTHER




