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of the side of the slope, Wes, From
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CHAPTER XV sald. "Attractive to men. | ain e,

AINBOW CANYON was aptly
named; itz strata of reds and
yellows and blues and browns
stretched out for miles like gigan=|
tie ribbons, Also it was far off the|

difficult to classify. She is a fair |
student. But there (s an air of

"Yes"

“You like her, don't you, Wes?
I could teli you did that night at
the dance. And—she talked to me |
on the campus later.” |

tingles," said Ronnie. "And any-
way—have you noticed that it's
late? The sun is already out of

T am never afrald, T just men-
tioned it ., . . Can you see them
now "

“No. No, Ronnie, I can't! You
sald the man just seemed to ap-
pear out of the mountain side.

MAN'S TRICK.! THE NIGHT

usual paths used by dude riders. “Talked to you about—me?" Well, by George, the mountain has h
Sltting high In the ancient clitt|| Ronica smiled, siaring ot down | sWallowed both of them againt e

dwelling there, Wesley York drew
Roniea a map on his note pad. |
. "Now here is Pueblo and l.ho’
university," =aid he, pointing wilh,i
hin pencil, “and this line is the|
approximate route we took in rid-
tng out. Here is the upper end of
the canyon, It is not far above this|
cliff house. But the lower end ex-
tends on down across the inter-
national line, mbout there, into

the canyon. "You'd be surprised,
Wes!™

“Oh!"

*“She was quite angry because
I took you away that night. Re-
member? But you really did have
the date with me, and—I didnt
like being stood up any more than
she did, so—"

“Please, Ronica, all that was
most embarrassing. I regret all of
it. Things were—mixed up!"

He lowered his binoculars to
stare at her. “Yes! She rode to a
sort of natural rock enclosure, dis=-
mounted near the man, and to-
gether they just walked into the
side of the rock hilll"
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Mexico itsell.” |
“1 see,” sald Ronnie, *T'll say! But what about now?
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Your, five inches n year at most
No {irrigation possibilities. Hence
there are not even any ranches in
this area, no people al all. Very
few have ever seen the Canyom,
even.”

“Then what in the world is Lona |
Montoya doing out here?" Ronica
asked, turning to look = Wesley.

The young professor licked his | JPONICA took the glasses then. | ‘FL-EE:-"}FE.T"TEEN%“E% ‘ A
showed a ghost of a | She stared out intently, telling ] T ¢ & gorers | ©
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smile.
*T don't know. But I imagine she
might ask us the same question.”
“We have a logical reason,”
Ronnle insisted. “And I didn't
come alone, I came with an escort,
I wouldn't have ridden away out'||
here alone. Lona had a sprained
ankle just a few days ago, too
“That's go. I'l admit it is pe- |!
eullar” |
-« s » |

thokuphhhinmhnam.
studied the distant rider with
cxre.

*These glasses are powerful”
mid he, “T can see her very well
She appears o have saddle bag:
loaded so probably she is ready
for any chance trouble. I mean,
she doubtless has waler and food
and soch.”

*Is your pistol in your shoulder

| the focus a bit. “Wes, it really isa |
| man, but he is not on a horse.

Won't she see our horses, maybe?™

“No. I tied them in shade on the
floor of the canyon; you can see
them from here, but she could
never discover them. Remember,
we are nearly 700 feet above them
and her. And anyway—Ilook, Ron-

nle, she is not alone, after alll* f &

pered tones ms if afraid Lona
might hear, !

-&mw...\t'u..._!
there’s a . . . man!" She u;humd'!

“No, I saw that.”

"Strange! Who is it, 1 wonder?"

A bly it Is none of our—of
our—"'

“None of our business.” she sup-
plied. “But I'm too human to let
that interfere, Wes! You're the one |
who must be dignified.” |

“Quite so." . |

“Stop saying that, I told you!
You're a swell egg, really.”

Her manner pleased him. Swell
egg. It is good to have a pretty girl
tell you that you are a swell egg.
It means more than a citation

from the dean of the college. 'l

“In a way,” said he, “it is my

too. For I am a faculty

member, on second thought. And
she a student.”
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*The sound and echoes might
searry down the canyon, although I
1doubt it. Anyway, it would seem
that the girl wants solitude, Per-
haps she s, uh, distracted men~
fally; seeking repose.”

Ronica considered that. “I don't|
—think—s0." ."

Why?” il

| has hailed him ., . . Yes .

He took the binoculars back and
used them. “It is no man 1 know.” |
“You don't suppose she is in |
danger? Does she see the man?”
“She must. In fact I think she |
« « What |
in the world would a man be out |
here for afool? Of course he may |

But—"
“He just seemed to appear out
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blains — the 19041 Gwim-fore
Hea :h girl. She's Angela Green,
of Whitestone, L. L, and recent-
ly won the title in a New York

|have a horse tied somewhere. | contest She'l] pose for posters
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Health Week, June 23-28.
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