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CHAPTER VII.
(Contioned. )

The Heart of the Wild Dove.

B was as sure of Edith and

hear devotion as of the ris-

fng of the sun and, while

he enjoyed It and would

it with the same complacency with
whioh ba accepted the benefits of that

aminary.

J:r he had nodded a careless
, the reproach in her eyes

him to” turn impulsively

call after her:

, walt & minute!*

k and sald with more

of the old famillar voice and manner

played:
-:"' Edle, they'ro talkin' of &
Las Rubertas; will you go?”
Wlad surprise shone in bher ayes.
Ben, 1'd love to go."
when he sald:
“We can stop for Nan and all go

-

ﬁ must ghare him with her rival—
be callsd her “Nan' Edith's
lay heavier in her breast than
but she answered bravely:
; that will be nice"
knowiledge that she would ses
agaln shortly was somethiing to
to ook forward, and desp down
was always the hops that In
ay he might come back to her.
t day she sesarched the arroyos
thicksts for the missing cattle,
of her mother's foollsh
“lsve-gharm returned persistentiy un-
-formed purpose in her
t.?..u Ben the charm of the
of wild dove which, If It
good, at least would do mo
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CHAPTER VIIL.
Preparing for the Ball.

AN was quickly mads to feel
that ahe had done no small
thing In offending the
mothers of Las Rubaertas.
They took It as a personal

that she had made It posaible

Reesario Richards to so eclipse

owa progeny upon the one im-

oocasion of the school year.

borrowing neighbors ceased
thetr demands and cast dark looks at
her end of the Montejo dobe as they
passed In the atreet.

. "Tbe little Montejos no longer played
in her @ooryard, ana Senor Epiphanlo
forgot to say “muchas gracias, seno-
rita,” whem he returned the rope
which he took each day to choke his
plg, that it might mot becoms too

epirited and jump out of its pen.
Then ons day Maria Torres cried

“Gringo” as she paased the door, and
spat contemptuously.

n';'h Io:le:u who brought her fire-
wood stols It again at night, and
when Nan's saddle horse was found

g in Pedro Fuentes' alfalfa
mhdthwlh the corral gate had
besn securely tled, Senor Fuentes ap-
peared with suspicious alacrity to
collest damages.

The last siraw was the requesat of
Benora Lalza Montejo for five cents
fa yment for a cup of chill sauce

's.wlrh ahe had sent Nan as a gilt

days before.

“'?cmga that our popularity is on
tha wane,” sald Nan dryly as she lahl
the coin In that lady's outstretched
Band. “In fact, if straws show which
way the wind blows, 1 predict that
& storm is coming.'

Mrs. Gallagher, on her shaspskin
with her kneea drawn to her chin,
saade no reply.

It was a small matter, it seemed
te Nan, to bave caussd such feeling,

t at that time and in that village
rt“mulrsd but a small matter to
arouss in the Mexicans the always
smoldering hatred of the Americanoa.
* Therefore, in view of the prevailing
untriendliness, Nan was surprised to
@ee Dona Marianna Apedaca whip
her spindling leg over the ba which
merved As & gaje before Nln*nd of
the dobe, and to note that hough
L} thermometer registered a trifie
xrt of ons hundred in the ahade
Pona Marlanna's solemn countenance
wras framed In her beat blanket shawl,
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which fact at once prociaimed it & |

wisit of import.

l-‘}“m she had sottled herself on her
heels, with her back braced comfort-
ably against the wall, in preference
to the chair which Nan offersd her,
she introduced the toplca which were
always discussed as a matter of form

before the real object of a visil was

disclosed,

*Muy viento,” sald the Dona Ma-
rlanna profoundly, as ahe produced a
tobacco, sack from the capacious

pocket of her vivid n akirt.

“Yen, m}::hdmnd." an agreed, with

n 5
‘.‘#umvdlma." Dona Marianna
t"llug & clgarette with immense
gravity.

*Muchas moacas” The
'ngoa her head.
‘Many files,' Nan assented to the

..-Jn. fact.
“;‘u demands of local etiquette
paving been satisfied, the visitor
puurs {mpressively and then de-
manded Ingenuounly, Mrs, Gallagher
ng:

“'rn.uu.:mrlta will attend a balle,
yos® How much money will the
ta donate toward the dance
music? Twenty dollars, maybe?

Nan rould not suppresa a smile,
The neat little plan to have & dance
at her expense was rather trans-
parent, mince the fentire cost of the
gifted schoolmaster's orchestra for
an evening waa but ten dollars, as
she ned to know, Nom conald-

Mf‘{ruu injured feelings of Las
&uhm could be assuaged for this
rmaut sum she was disposed to give
t. Also it might buy immunity from
their thiaving.

. "t 1o » plsasure,” she sald with an
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have missed it, he accepted thair

caller It
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unction truly Spanish, “to be per-
mitted to contribute toward the ene
t".mmt of my many good friends in
Rubertas,”
The reply lost nothing of ita irony
when Interpreted by Mra. Gallagher.
Dona Marianna blinked her solemn

: fyes, but took the money which Nan

produced and departed with a haste
which, to phrase it mildly, was un-
onlous,

mmediately (he pews that the
balle was assured spread throughout
the village and reached the most re-
mote family within a radins of one
hundred and fifty miles.

It was the one topic of conversa-
tion in dobes which nestled in lonely
bosques, and tumble-down huts hud-
dling In sun-baked arroyos, while 1%
iIs no exaggeration to say that the
whole of Las Rubertas was aguiver.

They chortied at the thought that a

was paying for their pleasure;

r, like other Inferior races, the low
caste Mexicans Invariably mistake
gensrosity for weakness, and, Nan,
in thinking to buy Immunity from
thioving, was reckoning upon
persons who as & class are devold
of gratitude.

Nan watched the preparations with
interest, though she had no thought
of going, nor did she belleve she was
expected. Thore was now the wash-
ing of heads, Iathersd with soap
root in the front yards, the scurry-
ing to and fro bstwesn housss and
across the astrest, while dreadful
sounds Issued from the schoolmaster's
dobe where the orchestra practised
sach night.

Also, Nan observed that the hostile
Attitude of her erstwhile friends had

marely contemptuous amuse-
mant. Bhes saw now that she was
laughed at for her gift.

Nan had no thought the coming
dance would interest Hen, who oked
down mupercillously upon all things
‘H.zllun: but in this she was mis-

an.

Pleasures wera fow and fifty miles
wan only a meampar whan thers were
musio and & dance at the end.

The date of the balle had hardiy
besn met befors, in some mystarious

fashion, eve cowboy In the L.X,
outfit knew though he carefully
refrained frogm meMponing it until
nagotintions r certaln neaded ar-

ticles of wearing apparel were en-
tered Into and the deal consummated.
The first to act wan Jos Brindell, who
took more than a passing pride in
his personal appearance upon occa-
slona of the kind. On the whole he
considered himself rather a “‘dreasy”
mrrtcn when the function warrant-

Sauntering up to Kansas Kd he in-
qqllnd with elaborate ruulmnau:n

Have you evor thought of sellin’
lh}t.nilnk shirt of yourn, Kansaa?"

ell, no” returned the owner of
the covelad ahirt with equal inno-
cence, “can't say that I had, Why?"

T was just wonderin' what for a
:::?”ulue you'd put on a shirt like

Kllll‘l.ln:ldﬂmtidil‘ﬂ!.

"T couldn’t rightly say off-hand fus
what I would hold that shirt Il."j ¢

Mr. Brindell, speculativaly:

"L bleeve I'd look good in pink.
ll. _ha rn wrllln off and git me one.”™

0 nse doin' that—they ain't an-
other mhirt like that in lha,wnrld—;nt
exactly like same color, so they<Joid
:1‘1?‘ up In Coffeeville where I bought

“I supposs they took tha gent whnt
made that shirt and shovelled his
brains out so ha couldn't naver make
another,” sald Mr. Hrindell dryly.

“It's a rars color, all right: 1'va
wora It congiderabls and T never sao
ons llka it. Peopls kind a pick me
out to look at when T got it on.”

“Iobin's-aig blue Is a nice eolor tor
R shirt,” obmserved Hrindell reminis-
cently, "1 mind how good 1 looked
In one that was stole off me by a son-
of-n-gun from Roswell, [ follered
him twenty mile.'

“It's hard to keep anything fit to
wear in a cow camp,” agreed Kan-
ran, “where half the outfit {s nothin®
hut petty thieves. 1 mind how bad
I felt when I lost three good ailk
handkerchiefs that same way, 1 took
‘em off a dude’s neck while he wna
rtnlalr:-p and then some skunk robbed

1L

"If you don't set no great store by
that shirt, Kansas, I wouldn't mind
givin' you five beana for it.” Care-
lesnly, “I kindn took a fancy to 11"

The prairie Shylock shook his head.

“Fact is, Joe, 1 been holdin' that
shirt back to be buried In. The way
things happen sudden out here, I's
a good scheme to have one good suit
by you"

“Of eourse,” replled Mr. Brindle,
haughtily, realizing that he wus pluy-
ing the mouse 1o Kunsas Fd's cat,
“of course tain't my aim lo Jew n
feller out of his shroud, but as far
na that goes,” he scrutinized Kansan
Hd's unprepossesaing visage coritic-
ally, "you'd be jeat as good-lnokin' a
corp’ and more natural, with your
coat collar turned up.”

*“I might think it over if you'
throw In that navvyho saddle blan-
ket," reflacted Kanaas,

Jos Brindell hesitated, then, short-

¥

YA right: gimma the shirt.”

“And, with a look of cunning,
“agres to do a warshin' for me the
next time you de yours.'"

“Shan’'t 1 Jeat make over my wngea
to you and bind myself 1o aaddle
yvour horse and take it off your hands
when you rides In? Hetween times
1 could darn your socks and keep your
rlothes monded up. Say,” ominous-
Iy, “I aln't no pauper jeat hecause
I don’t happen to have a shirt, When
T starts to take In warshin® t'won't
be for & Kansan! Ketoh that?*

“No offense meant,” protested Kan-
mpas hastlly, *'Twere jest a thought
I had, Come over to the bunk houss
and git the shirt whenever you want

"

“Tooks like you got your head
pecked that time, Joe, observed the
cook, who had been an  Interested
listener. “That blunket's worth $8,
1 ses you aims to attend ths balls*

“Don't you?"

“I'1 ke to,” the rook answersd
wistfully, “if 1 coulil dig me up a pair
of socks sommeres.”

“Hen FEvans's wash came home dny
‘fore yesatiday," sald Mr. Hrindell sig-
nificantly.

“Aw, he walches It too elont,” Tha
cook's tone was despondent. "Healdes,
he'd take them socks off'n mo at the
danca If he happened to ses ‘em."

Do you know, Joe,” he went on
pensively, "we all has our ambitions,
In every human heart they Im an am-
bitlon If you can jest find It. Homne
is to kick up a gold mine, nome I8 to
waller in o’ sea of algs—fresh algs—
some In to hold up a traln and git

with It Is to to th
s e et fe
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“A barrel of socks—a barrel of
socks with toes and heels in ‘em! If
I could jest wake up in the mornin'
and lie there on my plller sayin' to
mysclf: “Well, what will It be to.
day, Clarence? Them pra-green beau-
ties with the vines up the side, er
the purple boys with the red stripea?’
Bay, wouldn't that be heaven, Joe?"
'l'ho'mlt rolled his eyes in ecstany.

“You're ravin’, Clarence. You never
come honest by six pairs of socks in
ull your lire."

“I knows It,”

ngresd the cook,

. bhumbly, “but I can wish, can't 17"

He added mysteriously:
comn true sometimes.'

“Yours won't. You been throwin'
out them hints ever ainece 1've knowed
You—yoars now-and nothin' out of
the ordinary ever happened to you,
unless might be that kittis of hot
ETeasa you pulled over on you.™

“"All the same,” declared the cook,
laintively, “maybe It'll pay you to

kind to me."”

“I'll allus be kind to you, Clarence,
#0 long as you let me have hot water
and shave In the kitchen. By the
way," carelessly, "have you heard
Hen say whether he's goln' to the
balle?"

“He hasn't took me into his con-

“"Wishea

fidence mo far as that. Hen cuta
quite & figger when he's dressed up,”
ways with women is better nor gold
nor allver."
The cook agresd with dark ambi-
gulty,
“Itight you ars, and moth nor rust
CHAPTER IX.
“Drop That Gun!"’
| HE day of tha baile the
mall brought Nan a peremp-
tory Jetter from her father.
“You have carriod your
imponsible escnpade too far already;
you must come home, else 1 shall send
gome member of the family to stay
with you untll you are ready o re-
Nan knsw that hs would keep his
word and, unless mssured of her
speady return, her brother, sister, por-
hups her mother, would be sont some-
what In the capacity of guardian to,
It would ba shoer martyrdom to any
of the family to share, even for a
weeak, the picturesqua life with Is
indolence and Idleness which had
gripped her so hard.
inys had slippad by with Incredibls
swiftness, In the coul of the morn-
Ings she aaddied her horae and fol-
luwed the “1nils wlong the river, Mush-
Ing great coveys of guall, startling
sagebrush and thelr burrows, or wan-
dered over the mesa lstening to the
mournful coo of the turtis doves, and
enjoying to the utmost the wonderful
velorings «f the pinins wnd distant
Then, whon the afternoon’s sun beat
down upon the sand of the river val-
ley, Mrs, Gallagher sprinkled the dirt
floor, vloged the door, and Nan, like
all of Las Rubertas, lay down upon
of evening crept in upon the blisters
ing day.
Bhe ate the tortillas which Mra.
Gallagher patted out  between her
hands, and cssiduously cultivated n

Mr. Brindell looked gloomy, "*“Takin'

domih't corrupt.*
It saifl In part:

turn.”
or keaper of, the mildly Insane.

From the time of her arrival the
Innumerabls  jackrabbita from the
ranges,
her sheepikin couch untll the conliess
taste for the hot chill sauce of which

Mrs. Gallugher partook with such
relish. In the evening aha snuntored
with the populace in the pluas, or sut
In her owa dourway listening to the
roar of the o Grande and tinkle of
gultars.

But her father's letter mean! more
than the ahandonment of the life
which had lald o hynotle spell upon
her. It meant that she must come
to wome decision in regard to Hen,
Hhoe must «lther break with her fam-
Hy and marry him In ¢ 't of their
nnpposltion, or ghe must fss him up
antirely and return to the Yite from
which ahe had fled,

Bhe could pot ask Hen to share It,
that waa certain, The ldea filled her
with dismay, and she was further
perturbed to discover that her dls-
may arcee ohigfiy from the
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?l Ben's unfitness for such surround-
n

She aquirmed mentally, to use A
figure, at the picture o n running
the gantlet of her argus-syed family,
and his foregone fallure to come
within even bhalling distance of their
standards of culture and good breed-
ing.

They would consider him, she
winced as she admitted it, a kind of
pleturesque lout, They could never
make allowances as she did for hia
mental limitations, for his cru
{dens and expression of them, and
sometimes, yes, sometimes for his
raw selfishness and vanity. 3

No, he belonged here, In his own
aetting. To tranaplant him was out
of the queation; ahe never would sub-
Ject him to their criticiam. She could
adapt herself to his life, ahe thought,
but he could never become a purt of,
or at home in, the world to which ahe
belonged,

It wus a momentous question to
decide, though it seemed ensy enough
when Ben wam there and she was
drawn to him by the aitraction of his
super-abundant vitality,

No, she would not go to the balls,
#he remained obdurate under M,
Gallagher's final plea, and was proof
axuinst the alluring straina of o
Spanish walta which thse musicluns
played as they marched through the
plaza to notify Las Ruberjas that the
ball was about to open,

Bo Mra. Gullagher, with her black
bralds freshly olled and redolent of
bergamot, took her departure, to re-
turn almost lmmediately with the
news that Ben Evans and Edith
lﬂlnkely were riding In to attend the
aslle,

“Perhaps you go, now,” and she
looked st Nan keenly.

Nan did her best to reply, indiffer-
ently:

“Oh, are they? No, 1 don’t think I
shnll go."

Why had Ben not sent her worid
that he was coming to the dance, and
why had he not asked her?

Thera wius no mistaking the nature
of the pang she fult, It was too sharp
and as astonishing to Nan ns It wns
real. Bho wan jealous—jenlous of the
girl from the Longhorn bosgque! It
Was no oasy matter to greot them
without coustraint when a little later
thay rode up to the hars,

“Why, ain't you going?"’ he anked
In surpriss,

“I hadn't thought of It
plind coolly,

sha re-

“I supposed, of course, vou'd be
rendy,” ha sald Iin & disappointed
Lone.

Y en1"

Ben had an upcomfortuble fesling
that somehow hs had blundered,

Faith with feminine Intuition um-
deratood,

“We planned to stop for you ms
poun as we declded to vome. Sho
irphaslize the “we™" elabarutsly,

Edith  really llked Nan as Nan

liked her, but on tha impulse of the
moment she could nut  resist the
teinptation to patront:e Nan who had
uncvunsciously giveh lber mso many
wretched hours,
* Nan's long eyslnshes Iny for juat
an instant on her cheak. Hut her
eyves wers enigmatlec enough when she
ralsed them squarely to Edith's and
sald sweet]y:

“It waa good of you both to Include
me,"

“Aw, say you'll come!"” Hen urged
uneasily,

“Yen, | will, if you don't mind wait.
Ing.,” Nan roplied in quick decialon,
And ndded lnughinety. "It will bs a
lark, won't It?"

4 thought you wouldn't inind evan
If it did seem lke socond choles,"
Edith gave a nervous little laush,
Hhe wus not accustomed to being
mean; but jealowsy has a way of
forming aclds in the sweelest natures.

UNot ot all, s long as It only seems
wa"  Nan was stillable (o smile,

Nan had in her nature a great deaal
of something very like chivalry, a
masculine gense of Justice, o desire
to be fair, and this quality would
have prevalled in all her Intercourse
with Kdith had not the girl so frank-
Iy ahown her clawa.

Ben was not too astute, but It re-
guired little diacornment to aee that
Edith was making more of thelr ap-
poarunca togather than the ocoasion
warrnnted. EHven while it made him
uncomfortable, his vanity was flat-
tered by It, and, as always In Edith's
poclety, he had an cxalled sense of
importance,

He bad not reasoned it out, but it
was 65 ' ue a8 the fast that be falt

' appropriate expression.
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humbla in Nan's presence. Nan
awakened in him vague ambitions and
dissatiafaction with himaself and his
lite;: she was a disturbing element
yet he waa ounﬂnimlnfr proud o
ference for him.

Edith untied & pav from the
back of her saddle and followed Nan
into the dobe, where she shook out &

udy dancing dreas, “Peon likes ma
glgr in this t‘lh“ anything,” whe
sald, complacently.

Nan vowed mentally that @ the
contenta of her trunk could produce
anything so bizarrs In colqr effects
slis would outdo the rainbow taelf.

Hhe owed Edith a debt of gratitude;
she was not the person to forgel that,
but, because of Edith's attitude she
ressoned, there must be some other
way of liquidating the obligation than
by meekly ylelding w feminine pre-

ml'l‘::."n‘uﬂ oy , learning that Nan
had changed mind, hovered about

to be sure that Nan did not
short of what was expected of her
tn the matter of dress; and so, pufl-
ing excitedly upom her cigareits, aha
watched each garment as It came
from the trunk, and a glance at her
face was sufficlent to tell Nan
whether or not it met with her ap-

val.

As & matter of fact Mrs. Gallagher,
who was both fond and inordinately
proud of Nan, had boasted extennive-
Iy of the splendor of Nan's wardrobe
though It must be admitted ahe
never had seen It

fhe eyed & simple white frock with
conapicuous coldness, but her eyes
sparkied at a clinging lemon-colored
gown with striking dashes of black
velvet, while delight upproached rap-
ture when N“d unuu;:hed a palr of

ippers and stockings,
"gn.litpnd and yellow!" protested

an,

“Oh, very beautiful!” declared Mra
QGallagher, and It wans at her earnest
policitation that Nan wore coral
beads and a large purple velvet how
in her halr, With thess additional
touches Mra, Gallagher rocked to and
fro in ecstasy.

“Your approval is moat gratitying,”
laughed Nan. "It makes |{ worth the
sffort,” and when she appeared be-
fors Han he stared In round-eyed ad-
miration,

“(3ga!" he sald, struggling for soma
“(Geal you
lnok llke one of thess hers cactus
tlowars In spring.”

Nan made n curtsy in appreclation
of his compliment.

“You think,” she asked archly,
“that the Henorita Perfecta Torres
will be only a dingy moth bealde me?"

“Hhe'll look 1lke & horse-fly,” Ben
returnad heartily, “alongside a but-
terfly."”

Edith was silent. Her amall mo-
ment of triumph war alrsady o thing
Ban nover had told her
that she looked like a flaming cactus
flower in spring, or likened her to &
hutterfly. -

All Las Rubartas was assemblsd In
the rear of the Senore Apedaca's long
Jdobe stors bullding when Nan, Fdith,
Hen and Mrs. Gallagher arrived, A
iarge space had been cleared of
hoxea and barrels, and the dirt flovr
well sprinkied to keep down the dust.

A piatform had been bullt In the
end of the room which the orchestra
pecupled, and the guests now sat on
the benches ranged against the wall
or on their individual sheapakins,
listening In respectful silence to the
tuning of tha Instruments,

senor Apedaca, portly and avery
Inch n personage in tha only derby
hat In the county, moved about turn-
ink tha three kerosens lamps to their
very highest notoh, fiicking Invialble
dlrt from the polished reflectors with
hin pocket handkerchief and flirting
water from a basin with his fAnger-
tips upon spots which to hin eritieal
eyo needed a trifle more, A mere sus-
piclon of molsturs to Iay tha dust,
and all with & large and capabls air,
whivh mads Dona Marianna rear
back In pride.

Dona Marlanna wore her famous
fNligres cross of sllver and her justly
celebrated gown of chints, whila the
Senorita Perfectih Torres wis propared
to struggle to retaln her supreamacy
as tha belle of Las Rubertas in the
eroation of green and yellow which
first brought El Paso to local notles,

Nor was their best too good for the
innumerable Fusntes, Ramons and
Montejos who, with bracelets jingling
and brass ringe to thelr knucklas,
prasented s solid phalanx of uminble
and receptive femininity coyly bid-
ding for attention,

Nan burst upon this assembly like
a bird of paradisa. The movementa
of Benor Apedaca no longer atiracted
attention: the seraping of tha school-
master's violln fell upon deaf ears,
while blls was suddenly disseminated
throughout the syatem of the balle of
Las Hubsrtam,

Fat senoras whoss days wers OvVer
lcoked at Nan In sullen curlosity,
while thelr swarthy consorta shot her
bold or surreptitious glances of ad-
miration,

Nan with her party, which Included
Mra, Gallugher in her hinnket, took
her seat upon m he: anparently ns
unconselous of the con el gnze
as though sho we « alone

All was In readiness, bhut fhe grenl
moment had mot arcived until the
flunr manager, having previously
given each male dancer W number,
took his place In the centre of tha
floor and designated those who wers
to chooss partners for the coming
waltz ar quadrille,

The floor managar of A halla 1s su-
preme, and to gnors his cammanids is
A sarious breach of stlquette, 1F not
an insult,

RBut who could ignore Ixnuclo Ho-
jarques®  Cartainly no  unsitached
woman In Lasx KRubertas could be in-
Aifferant to this dashing heau  With
his oiled and seented halr, n row of
perfect toeth fAlashing bhenenth a faus-
cinating mustache, a pair of hold and
roving eyes, dapper grace and n ge-
nlus for mesting all socinl exigeneies,
Ignacio Hojargques was the last man
to lurk bashfully in the shadow of
whscurity.

Therefore, all things consldered, it
In wmall wonder that s theill of sup-
pressed exeltement was felt through-
wut the ballroom when this Important
figure ralned hin hand lmperionaly for
ellence,

Itut  before he could speak the
jingling of spurs and the scuing of
feet diverted the attention of the
kuests and directed all eyes to the
door, whera they leheld the L.\,
outfAt arriving in a hly, breathless,
with color high from haste, am)
dressed 1o the last notch in guy sk
neckerchlefs and talluwed bools,

The Mexicans frowned perceptibly,
but the faces of their women lightsd
with covert smilea of welcoms. The

floor manager ad-

............... OO OOOODOODOOOOOOOODODDD A PO

vanced with axprassions of pleasurs,
which his eyes belled, nnd reguested
themy with  velvet firmness to lay
thelr w0 lurge six-shootera in  the
woodbox untll much time as he, the
floor manager, ahould, with sc great
regret, sen tham depart.

The cowboys looked at one another
ttlnrwrullsly. suspicion written on each

nce,

“1 fenls kind of nackad without my
gun” demurrad Joa Hrindsll.

“Naked!" declnred the cook, " "tain't
modest. 1 sayn"

Tha floor manager waltad politely
but resolutely.

“We might an wall humor the littls
cuss,” whispered Kansas Fd. “We kin
R ‘e quilck If any ruckus starts”

onsequently the six-sbooters wara
unstrapped and stacked reluctantly
In the woodbox.

“1 feel about as safe as rompin'
with & bunch of hyeners,'” grumbied
Joa Brindell, who was pot Lhe least

1
conapio reon present in his pink
{and & fAaming i puuol' acted together, as though It wers &

shirt and a flaming red handkerc
dr;_gul jauntily about his neck.

s thanks of Ignaclo HBojarques
held much gratitude as, after having
given sach newcomer a number, he
turned away.

The fArst dancsa wan a quadrille
and to Ben's chagrin his number was
not among thoss called, bhut tha floor
manager, having opanad the ball with
all dus csremonies, stood flashing hie
teeth before Nan, frankly consclous
of the honor he waa doing her,

“Isn't It fun?"' whis, d Nan, while
her eyens nparkied with mischisf an the
“eatoh” of Las Rubertas led her away.

There was nothing in Beft's expren-
slon to Indicate thut he regarded it
In that light,

‘Joe Brindell alid into the seat Nnn
had left vacant,

“You look kinda lonesome, Hen,” ha
Jeared, “settin' hers all hy yourssif
like & wall flowesr. In fact, you look
some sour.'

"1 feel mour,” Ren declared wrath-
fully, “If that there chicken king"—
in slurring referance to lgnaclo -
jarquen’s occupation of poultry rals-
inp—"don‘t ceall soms Americano RUM-
era next ti;e 1'1l tell him where to
pet off at” T

“It does look a little p'inted,” Joe
mdmitted, *but you don't want to for-
get that our principal argamints s
cnoched over there In the wood-box.
We hadn‘t ought to have give ‘em
up; It's takin' chances in this kind

a crowd., Or any kind of a crowd
for that matter; you never can tell
what kind of & play is romin’ up
when you're out in @ocisty. The
coldeat-blooded killin' I ever see wan
at m Bunday school plenle in Mis-
sourt"”

Hut Ben was staring disconsolately
at Nan, who, the centre of attraction,
was moving lightly afd with anima-
tlon through tha Agures of the
quadrille in mriking contrast to the
solomn Jog of the other dancers.

SHow do you ‘spose they gits ‘em
#0 white?" Jos Hrindell made the
Inquiry of the world in general, but
tha cook, who had coma up, answared,

“Hands, you talkin' about? Nan
wan glving her finger-tl
Podro Apedaca at tha time, “They
sonks ‘rm In buttermilk and plastera
‘o with bran. Them stylish Iadies
back East,” sxplained the cook kind-
Iy—"aects more’'n hall a day with their
faces and hands plastered with bran.™

“Hhoo,” replied Joe Brindell, Im-
presasd and iInterestad by the Infor-
matlon—"aln't women the proud
onas!*

“Hus she noticad your shirt yetT

“She ain't spoke about [t, Clar.
ence.’

“1 doubt If she seen It opined the
eook unfeelingly, “for your face Is
o red vou can't tall whers your skio
lenves off and your shirt begins.”

“Pink aln't my eolor anyhow. I
more'n half wish,” sald Brindell dis-
consolately, “that T had my Navvyho
back. Looks to me llke this greasar
outfit Is goin' to give us fellers the
double croas '

"They wouldn't dast!” But In spite
ol the cook's sanguine opinlon thay
did “dast,” and when the numbers
wers called for the second time thers
am- not an American dancer on the

oOr.

“In this Rers slight a accident or a
Insult?' Inquired Mossy CGreen, who
“Placared” over in Bay Horse Guich.
“Hocause,” continued Mossy, deftly
running thes point of his jackknife
betwean the thick soles of his miners’
shoes und the uppers to remove traces
of clay, “If It's & meant {nsult 1 hopes
it doesn't happen agaln.”

*“l jest put a fine aldgs on my axe
this ufternoon,’” observod the cook In
npparent Irralevance, ans he ran his
eys contemplatively over the ram-
shackle bullding. “Wisht 1'd brought
L

“When 1 rides fifty mile to shaka
my Methody foot T alms to shake it,"”
continued Mossy In growing wrath.
He ndded: "Wisht Riley was here.
He can handle thess greasors llke a
steam-shovel, and his  fist—they'd
rather be hit with a drill.”

“He'm frelghtin® betwessan hers and
Hopeduls, Hay” -the cook suddenly
drew one corpner of his mouth down
and conversed from it in n whisper of
exultation  “did you ses the look that
senorita give me?”

Mossy Jummed his jnck knife lnte
hin pocket and returned sourly:

) Kin see she's laMn at somethin'.”

Unperturbed by such open eavy
Clarenes snt from thut moment with
hin sves boldly glusd upon HBenorita
Verfecta Torres, and as he starsd the
cook's Inflammable heart took fire,

Desire quickly changed to purpose,
and when the numbers for the third
diunee were called with the Ameri-
cans 8l exeluded, the cook, with a
gallant daring none had suspected he
possessed, slipped his arm about the
witlst of the coguettish Senorita Per-
focta and whirled her from the very
embrace of her Mesloan partner,

Inspired by the cook's example, the
1.5, outlit, as though moved by
common lmpuise, each selged in his
wrins the woman nearest and follow -
ed the eook tn a dizzy whirl, Fat
senoras, feoling themselves onee mora
ubjects of conguest, lald thelr heads
yuite eontentedly upon broad Amerd-
cin hreasts, whieh  position it Is
tucitly conceded Iy infinitely prefer-
ahile to hanging @ chin over & five.
fuut shoulder,

The siolin shricked, the puliar
whanged, the accordion wheezed its
lowdent;  whirling  skirte  dispiayed
ainkies not oo mlender, nod the dust
rose In clomds, while glowering huns-
bands and lovers but added piguaney
ty the situation,

“Looks to me like we ought to git
them guns'  Momay tirces's finger-
tips barely met in tthe singuldr hold
Lo had wbout Dona Marianna Ape-
dacu's winple walist,

“on't bother me” panted Clar-

nce, as h un by rolll his
:n cmv.."l' Lmrl mn"__:_':

—_—
—
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to Benor cho

ened In the sullen fucea of the

cans who leaned agminst the
twirling thelir mustaches or fingering
brass wateh-chains.

Ben himselt had pmlng'lvlnnl of
uncasiness as he noted their lil-tem-
per and increasing jealousy; but with
tha co characterin carclass-
ness an share of tha overwean
Ing Amar!<af self-confidence, ha dis-
missed the fueling with the thought
that although they were outhumbered

M tarily the resentment dee
omen y L] n ’.x
wall,

throe to ons, there were snouxh Amer- becloned

feans present to cops with twice that
number If necessary.

Then the floor manager signalled the ha

orchestra (o stop; the cook command-
¢d It o continue. The foor manager

repontsd his al, and ths cook
promptly lfted hand and cuffed
tha olled and bead of the
villngs bsau.

Instantly there was eonfusion. Both
Americans and Mexicans made a rush
for the wood box, but the Mexicans

prearranged manoeuvrs,

Blocking the way of the Amaericans
thay reached It firmt, with the result
that not a single American obtainel
possession of a gun, though the Maxi-
cans foll before thelr blows llke ten-
pins. For & moment thay stared at
each other hlankly. Theun above the
tumult, the shrieking of women and
the scrambling of the old and tmid
to sscape, ross Ignacio Hojarques's
yolea, shrill with sxcitement:

“Shove up your hands, gringos!"
z‘li- l:ua covarsd Ben Fvana in par-

cular,

Anger and chagrin were ludicrously o

commingled in tha cowboys' faces.
The Mexicans had thom at thelr

in their hysterical sxcitement, they
might carry out the threat which the
menacing gunbarrels Ineplisd,

Blowly, as though the action gave
them actual physical pain, r
bands were lifted above thelr beads,
and Ben Evans's was the last relue-
tant pair to go up.

There was a strange silence, & heal-

to do with it. They dared not shoot
the cowboys down In cold blood for
they wers only too famillar with the
awift vengeance of the Americana,
and thay were afraid to let them go.
Nor did they want to let tiem off so
enslly. Thes oconsions when they had
such an advantage as this ware too

rare.

Finally the sight of the vil-
lage beau, who would have ne
A rat to a terrier had be bad him In

his clutches, covering him with his
for Ben oned 1™

own gun bscame two muoch
Evana's self-control,

“You infernal greaser”—he yelled
the epithet with insulting emphasis—
“I' make you sweat for this!"

Eplpbanio Mon fairly safe be-
:;:;?“n bench in the corner, shricked

y:

“Shoot the Amerioan pigsl™

Other volces took up the cry, until
It became a high-pitched, hysterioal
TUus:

“Shoot ths doga!"

Pen Evaas stood quite stifl, but be
droppod his handas.

“Oh, Ben!™

For the first timea he hsard Nan's
trembling voles behind him.

“It they bexin to shoot stoop low
and run for ths door,” he satd quletly.

Hir jaw was rigid and there was no
fear in the stesly ayea he flxad on I
nacio Bojarques, only anger—t
whits anger of the Anglo-Baxon. He
looksd the g.mnlautk:n of physical
colirnge as he stood there, and at tha
moment Ignacio Bojarques his
vangsance mors than the law. Just
for an instant his glance wa
then he lowersd the gun on &
with BeA's heart.

“You pull that trigger, Meaxican
mongrel, and svery mother's son 05
you will swing in the cottonwoodsl

Bojarques's mouth stretched In &

macs rather than a grin, and In &

Ind of desperation he took alm.

“Drop that gunl” The ringing com-

mand turned every head to the door-
way.
A tall young man—a st in
modish olothes—detarmined, alert, cov-
ered Ignacio Bojarquea with & gun as
businessiike as his own.

Nan sat down weakly upon the sear-
ntmhﬂh._h. §

CHAPTER X.

Bob Fights It Out.

ILEY, the freightar, mow
shoulder to shoulder, with
bis padsenger, bdellowed!

s
They stepped Inside and
claared the doorway for exit of

the Mexicans, who, In obedience to
the familiar volce, flung down thelr
guns and
heeln lika a band of frightaned sheep.

Through
Americans looked Into one another's
faces, grinning foollshly.

“I feal llke a feller what's been
trond by @& polo-kitty, or soms such
dangerous varmint. Herves us right
for gittin' careless.' Mossy Oreen
picked up Hepnor Apedaca’s crushed
derby hat and poked It Into ahape
with his fist as he made the shame-
faced admisslon, DBen Evans, with o
mixture of feslilngs, was watching
the stranger maks his way among the
overturned banches to Nan's slde.
Nlu-1mnt him with an oulstretched
hand.

"Are you glad to see ma, Nan?™ He
pearched her fuce cagerly, for the hope

thing more than friendship in her
welrome,

“Ho very giad, Bob," sha anawepred,
“and so amaged™

A shadow crossed his face; there
wan only the frank cordinlity of com-
radeship in her tone,
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he had retorted

"Bhut up! Ym
TRER, o one SR bt ek B
lebtion rankied and el
mercy, and the Americans knew that, t:nﬂ%hg.w gt u

A singular attitede
ward one w‘m »

2’:& .ofunt“.hm um.

entiraly real o
;'nm to' Bob's .
an, in the hope
reminded of the

fled upon esach other's Nan.

the asettling dust the .4

the a'uununn and
hin o‘:n inndequacy, he fo
morning cams that he was

resignad to the rall o
fut"un he had plaan

her own mind,” he sald,

the reflaction which o
from the mirror, *but I
myaslf off and qlu'lt untll
yond the quest a
hm and has no

w

-0'-time’ storiea™ MNaa emiled
at him gratefully and he returned
mmile with Wﬂlll“ o his

the cook’s facetious
Riley’s dude le cuttin' you.out, -
the

to meet Pob's

il

sE¥

made no

i
i

if she really

on of

“T'm not a noble hero, I'd run like
hud grown that he might And some- 2:::0:.113001“!5: "
8 could probably lay me on the
of my neck, but [ do hlhnm
man enourh to taks my medicine
help amooth the way for her If she
can't be happy with any one but this
prairie knight.”

(To Ba Continued.)
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“l don't want to
4, be a cad
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ALADDIN FROM BROADWA
By Frederic S. Isham

WIiLL BEQIN IN

World

The
who has ventured
recklessly into a
“forbidden world™

of the Orient.

of a New York man
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