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Style Bookand Samples —Free
W you need do is to write us for your FREE

ccpv'ot the ••NATIONAL" Style Book. You
make your own selection of .ill the new and de-
sirable suits worn inNew York this
make it to your measure .out of YOUR OWN
CHOICE of our MX)new materials.

And remember, all the risk of fitting you

and pleasing you in Style, Workmanship and
Material— all this Risk is Ours.

This NATIONAL"Style Book

Dress-making
Troubles Ended
MRS. WM. J. WOOD.

"The Cambridge," PittsburK, Pa., writes:
"The Suit you made for me has just been re-

ceived It fits me perfectly and lam hiK^ly
pleased with it. Ifeel that Inever want to Ret
a Suit any other way than from the \u25a0 National,
itsaves so much trouble about fittings and other
dress-makinv; annoyances."1 thank you foryour promptness.

The "NATIONAL"has been making Suits to

Order from Measurements sent by Mai! for just

Twenty years.

Twenty Years spent in doing just one th:n^
makes one an expert. Don't you think so?

So we do know h'»>w to make Suit to measure
perfectly. We do khow we can fit YOUperfectly
and relieve you of all dress-making troubles.

Tailored Suits
Made-to-Measure %wm Cf| #> J*
New York // to%)5
Expressage Prepaid

Write for Your Copy To-day
Won't you wrrite v- to-day for your FREE

copy of the
"

NATIONAL
"

Style Book.

In ... tin- new Fall Suits,Made-t.--
Measure, it shows the foUowing \u25a0

Ready-.Made Goods at "NATIONAL" Prices:

Co«U. W«i.U, Skirt.. Fun. HaU. Rain Coati,
Petticoats, Cor»eU. Kimono«, Sweater*. Hosiery.

We prepay pottage or nprruigc on anythinK
you order from us to any part of the United States

Before yori laydown this Magazine, b«* sure and
vrriteforyourFßEKcopy of the • NATIONAL
Style Book.

National Cloak &Suit Co.
224 West 24th Street, New York City

Largest Ladies' Outfitting Establishment in the World
Mail Orders Only. Ha Agents or Branches.
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.aouier. The bellowed: and an
acid fog of smoke hung stifiingly, as if
Hades belched -its sulphurous breath.

WITHa bound Kinnaird threw him-
self en a nan who crouched within

s:x feet, the pistol fire cutting from the
ioom tntfl vivid touch his face. Like'
the coils ofa pythcraj sinewy arms looped
-he rr-an's frair.e. Ahand found his pistol
-vnst and ere?-- it 1 ack over his loins till
tie 'shoulder crackled, and from the
v.-n:hiL2 fingers a pistol clattered to the
floor. They rolled in a clinch. Once the
n^'s teeth -r.uT-t e--: .-.: the Sergeant's
throat as he sroght to turn his captor.

•"Give np or I'llbreak your shoulder!"
Siraird panted, his mouth at the
ether's ear. „

"It's you, you Gospel slingin skunk!
tic nan grained; followed by a groan
as his ann "was wrenched.

gVttfrrng away from the pain he half
turned, and with a quick twist the Ser-
geart had him or. h:s lace, pinioned fiat
by the datched ann across his back, and
ssother beneath the captor's knee.

Then Kinnaird struck a match. Abot-
tle, rolling gn >ggily within reach, was
corked with a candle. Lighting this, he
sSpped the other"; revolver in his pocket.
Then he released his hold, and rising.
stepped back, the candle in one hand,

cad a six-shooter in the other.
"Hello. Cayuse!" he exclaimed, a grim

lighting up his face as the man
twisted to a seat on a gray blanket that
bid lately held hirr. ::: sleep.

Cayuse rubbed his shoulder and looked
\u25a03 the speaker reproachfully; then he
cursed softly, as though, even ina case of
assault, the calling of his assailant exer-
cised restraint or. his vocabulary.

"Sorry ifIhurt you," Kinnaird said
apologetically; "but you were sure care-
less ia your gnn play. You might have
shot one of your own men."

::•/.\u25a0.'. d'yon /:'.--v they'd stampede' :r.e cater sleep without v call? Iknowed
it v.-iis some sneakin' spy in the corral."
Be sat for a second

'
'linking his eyes, and

t'.x-r. added, "Say, Matt -was right, eh?
•he fellers was ngh* all the time when

'\u25a0-'-•'\u25a0 measured your tricks for a spy. ehr
\u25a0•\u25a0:A'. bnt vpuT] g< -. svuss'n what's comin'
to Matt for hoss •\u25a0..'..' when Icall off
tr.is tool play of y ••.-:. to the men."

"When yon >:\u25a0.. Cayuse, that'll be in
-~'~Cr:s at Fort Kelson; for you 're going'-- fait the trail stitb :::^

"

"111 see you ::, hell first, sky pilot
:^«d and whole i\u25a0\u25a0-.\u25a0- t!"

the Sergeant :j:. '. Cavuse while he
;-' his eye over the shack's interior.
;*™«s a large copper still, a worm,

\u25a0 :'-: '-
-
L. :r. a corner several bags of grain;

;"c *aH was entir ly hidden by square
":r.s. Then he re • red his hat, which

;\u25a0-_\u25a0»" carried a bullet puncture, saying,
-Staad np with your face to the wall.
Lajtae! Quick! If you don't; I'llclub
roaJtato sv.--:. ion!" he continuedasgaly 1as the whisky man glared at him

\u25a0\u25a0 ;^':u- moving
;Sekctantly Cayuse obeyed; and Kin-
r-^s. taking leather tump line that lay
De?ue the tins, fastened it round his
jpsoner's waist, made a loop in the loose
"':': '"r1^ passed h over his left wrist.

=Abe, Cayuse?" he queried. "It's a

:^::y tough trail over Little Divide, and
'.C, ?Ol"K to PYe v"v a lease of your
«3Bs Ifyou buck upj I*llput a bullet

\u25a0"^Hr '\u25a0 •-
'

rhit the trail!"- iiisee you :•. But the prisoner
.f\^short by N:r.g thrust bodily from„"-. and hustled along me ]>ath.
"-?! —"" <-'1--'1 - the growth of trees

m^T? :'-:'-- \u25a0 sing up on his pris<jner,
•- **TSTS '"-''-\u25a0\u25a0 Ca; use? If you so much

s*sk, IT ax thatch!"•~-
skuas the driver and the driven

\u25a0 9J -p the trail which was like a bracket
gray dis of Little Divide, their

; ";>-:r;'-''i feet failing with a dull thud" • *ac smooth worn rock.

1) -^j<h.
-

. ',-_,..; jjjv.Ciiting like apan-
~..^T-

:-. sucking breath and the
fash \u0084; \u25a0

;-,.;;VV ieet Then a man's
pg** blurred the path around the
:i>~'*-° ":s *'\u25a0\u25a0'\u25a0*\u25a0 ar*d a form swung past
jj 4̂^- a shoulder almost brushing his

"... -*\u25a0• He lunged at it. a pushing up-
.s? Bnfce of the knife.
./-*man reeled outward, an<l, falling,-••(^d strangely on the brink.
czM

a '"^^°f r;i
"
c Dupre shifted the

QeS- ihls left band, and, clutching the
~f-' itaned outward to strike again.

! VjJ, of fire scorched his neck. He
)^f-.; •^led. and q.un half round, his
•C*^T at the air. For a second
kadW -^ nP tis face -

ar>d then he shot
°?° tsle &*&' ms ay °f terror

rXPL*itb the growl of the cataract." â a^tinaird, the dead weight of Cay-

thingly, his arm beneath-
Cayuse's moul \u25a0 I and closed in-

\u25a0

- then, his
fcuspei \u25a0 .

"Whal -v
— "

He put his hand
• . \u25a0 ed Kinnaird's face like a

"You're allright,Cayuse," the Serj
cd.

"
Doii \u25a0

knifed I Übe allright. Here,

drink this."
He held the bott] I the tn mbling

•-.':\u25a0• down. Y"u\-
be all right

\u25a0 than a r. \u25a0

Th- \u25a0 thi weakened heart
plei L blood and

warmed the v back U>
tried. 1

\u25a0 .. -
held him back, sa i"Keep gui I [man; 1 og to pack

-.t."

THEN, making a cradle of the tump
\u25a0*\u25a0 lines, he lifted Cayuse to its saddle,

then, squatting down, drew the wounded
man's arm about his neck, placed the
broad strap over his forehead, and rising,
said, "Put your legs across my hips and
keep quiet. If you wiggle an eyelid,
you'll tipus into Mad Squaw's lap."

•"Lemme walk," Cayuse objected with
broken petulance. "I'mnot done up so's
Igot to play baby."'

"Shut up, or I'll throw you in the
ditch!" Kinnaird laughed. Then, creep-
ing cautiously alonjj the stone ledge, he
carried his burden over the dip to the
pine wood, where Badger, winding the
scent of blood, snorted in terror, and stood
trembling in dread as Cayuse was lifted
to the saddle.

They crept cautiously down the steep

path to the flat, where Kinnaird, stop-
ping the horse, ran his hand over the
bandages.

"Dry as a bottle." he advised. "Just
sit tight, and you'll be all right."

"Say, preacher, you're white, and I
just want to crawl over that foolbreak I
made." Cayuse said penitently, his speech
hyphened by littlebreaks of weakness.

"As Kinnaird took the reins in his hand
tolead Badger, Cayuse asked suspiciously,
"Whar we'goin" .'

"

"To Stan.l Off."
"Different here! The fellers 11 pump

you full of lead soon's Ipalaver. Say
you stop!" he piped angrily, as the horse
was led onward.

"
Set me afoot and pull

your freight for your own outfit. [got

a hoss feedin1 here some whar."
•'If you get excited you 11 start bleed-

in" and you ain't fitto die," the Sergeant

tiling over his shoulder, plodding stolidly

ahead. . \u0084

"But Iwas there scoutm . 1 got to

split <>n you you mule headed bronco.
You'll' get killed! If I..had a gun. I'd
lam you over the head!

••look here, Cayuse." Kmnaird turned
back and put his'hand on the wounded
man's knee: "didn't you get kmled in

mv troubles? IfIset you afoot here.
you'd bleed to death: besides, there isn t

anybody in Stand OH could fixup that
wound.' It's a bad one.'

\u0084

"But Igot to make the war talk,

Cavuse whined.
"
Igot to tell Mayo you

come sniifin about Red Lye-Fountain

like a damn coyote; and it Dupre was

trailin' you don't that sure allow they re

out for you to-night?" He finished with
a velt> of pain; for Badger was again on

the move, and a sudden twist ripped like
a knife at his side.

AS Stand un loomed, Cayuse made a

final appeal. '-Cache me in some

shack where they won't timl me till
mornin 1. and pull out. You wont. eh.'

Then get shot, and be damn to you!

Kinnaird led Badger away from the
trail, sweeping clear of the town to his
own home. He helped the wounded man

in. laid him on a sofa, and lighted a can-

dle saying;
"
I'llput Badger in the stable.

Curse yourself empty in the meantime.
When he returned. Cayuse watched

him build a fire to heat a kettle of water

and bring forth bandages and antiseptic

dressing with a look of dissatisfaction in

his eyes. At evc-rv sound without n<-

glanced apprehensively at the door

When the Sergeant drew a wooden chair

beside the couch and spread his surgical
outfit, Cayuse, eying:t the PW^n
with awe, whined coaxingly, If 1 stand

plumb st.-adv an' let you
\u25a0

rope me plenty
quick, will you hit the trail soon s lm

hobbled'" ... ,
Kinnaird was silently st ri]»ping the crude

, , . ••!<,• love' he exclaimedJounced with red lips,
"your shoulder blade just saved you.

Cavuse winced when the carbolic wash
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