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ins hla partingway from the gap. and prwteaded to

start for Sleepy Cat. to avoid trouble 'CATla their dlrecdoa vanished Da avala
last hopes of tracking them. The what
swept the desert now as a harrteasje
sweepa the open see, snatching the
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j
Author cf 'Wiis.periiva SnflOv.

stances, that De Spain should be hear-
er than Sleepy Cat to Nan. Moreover,
the period of waiting she bad enjoined
on him was almost complete.

Without giving De Spain the story
fully, the two men talking before him
let the discussion drift toward a pro-

posal on his part to go down to Cain
basas, where he could more easily keep
track of any movement to or from the
gap, and this they approved. De Spain,
already chafing under a hardly en-

dured restraint, lost no time In start-
ing for Calabasas, directing Lefever to

'follow next day.
It added nothing to his peace of

mind in the morning to learn definitely
from McAlpIn that Gale Morgan, with-

in twenty-fou- r hours, bad really disap-
peared from Calabasas. No word of
any kldd had come from Music moun-

tain for days. No one at Calabasas
was aware even that Nan had gone
into the gap again. Bob Scott was nt
Thief River. De Spain telephoned to
him to come up on the early stage, and
turned his attention toward getting In-

formation from Music mountain with-
out violating Nan's Injunction not. to
frustrate her most delicate effort with
her uncle.

As a possible scout to look Into her
present situation and report on It, Mc-Alp-

could point only to Bull Page.
Bull was a ready Instrument, but his
present value ns an assistant had be-

come a matter of doubt, since prac-
tically every man In the gap had
threatened within the week to blow his
head off though Bull himself felt no
scruples against making an attempt to
reach Music mouutain and get book
again.' It was proposed by the canny
McAlpln to send him in with a team

CHAPTER XXVII.:
. 17

Hope Forlorn.
Tere wetw hours in that nliht thnt

had reason Inn- - t.. rombmhnr- -

nlht that seerted to bring them. In
f plt of their devotion, to the end of
their drvam. They purtrl late, each

' trying to soften the Mow :s It fell on
kihe other, each professing a courage
which. In the face of the revelation,
neither could clearly f. ol.

tat the morning JoTrie, brought
dawn to Do Spain, who had spent a
sleepless night at the olliee, a letter

.from Nan...--

De Spain opened It with ncuto s.

Hardly able to believe his
--eyes, he slowly read ;

Deaiwrt A wild hops hns coma to me.
ftiais we don't know the (ruth of Wits
terrtMe story as tt really Is. Suppose wo
srwnilcl bo condemning poor Vnole Duke
without having tli real fucts? Bassoon

wretch, .Henry, If ever one lived
cutee to everyone. What purpose he

-- ewald aavrve) by repealing this story, which
jJe must have kept very teci-e- till now, I
sioc't kmw; hut there was some reason.
I Brunt know the whole truth-- 1 feel that
t. aJotw, can grt hold of tt, an 1 that you
vroaW approve what I am doing If you
wern here with me in this l ttle room,
wtiero I am writing at day brci-.lt- , to show
Jfu my heart.

Loner before you rjet this t ahall be
wpeeding toward tho gnp. I am going

Uncle Duke lo ytt from I.lm the ex- -
t truth. Uncie Dulce Is hreahlng has

tfceti and now that the very worst has
nn, and wo must fane it, he will tell

t.vn what I ask. Whether I can get him
tit repeat this to you. tu come to you, to

'throw himself on your pity, my dearest
one,. I dou't know. But it Is for this I
mm suing to try, and fur this I beg of
jMr love the love o which I have been

proud! that you will lot me stay with
tta until I at least lenni everything and
can bring the whole story to you. ft I
aa bring hint, I will.
And I shall bo safe with him perfectly

c&fa. Gale ha been driven away. Pard-ato- a,

I know I can trust, and ho will be
under the roof with me. Please, do not
try to coma to mo. It might ruin every-
thing;. Only forgive me, and I shall be
hark with what I hope for, or what I
fear, very, very noon. Not till then can
I bear to took into your eyes. Tou have

better right than anyone In the world
know the whole truth, cost what It

Be patient for only a little while
Uh NAN.

It was Jeffries who said, afterward,
Im hoped never again to be the bearer
rf a fetter such as that. Never until
?i had read and grasped the contents
.it Nan's note had Jeffries seen the
bundle of resource and nerve andJj
nuw, that men called Henry de
Spain, go to pieces. For ouce, trouble

(. 'jverivore him. -
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Father Keeps Boy From Toil, and
Now He Faces Suit for

Support

WANTS LIFE INCOME

New York Man Gives Him Life of
' Esse With $5,000 Yearly Allo-

wanceCutting Off Income
Leaves Son Helpless.

New York. John Moller, Jr forty-seye- n

years old, Is kulnc his father for
support. The sm.1Iim1 son is helpKw
In the groat city of Now York since
his father cut off his allowance of
$S,000 a year. The younger man al-

ways has depended upon his father
for support mid now Is seeking ?0t,-M-

to support him for the balance of
his life.

The son declares that he did not
wish to depend Redely upon his father
for support. At the uge of twenty-on- e

he was anxious to enter business and
see If he could not emulate the ex-

ample of ' is grandfather, Peter JIol-le- r,

who made n fortune In sucnr re-

filling. But Mollor, Sr., would not
listen to the suggestion, says the com-

plaint, declaring thnt he wished his
son to be a "gentleman" and enter so-

ciety. ,
Temptation Was Too Great.

To assure the young man ample
support while he lived a life of ease,
the father promised him tut allowance
of $5,000 a year. The temptation waa
too great and young Mollor has been
spending the aast 20 years as n "gen-
tleman" tn New York society. He
declare) ttmj he Is now to old to learn
anything that will prove a means of
livelihood for him.

Mollor, Jr., says that bis allowance
was cut to $3,(X)0 last January, two
days after the father was married to

Spent the Last 25 Years as a "Gentle-
man."

an actress. In May the nllovvance
was discontinued, says the son, and
because the father crushed his son's
ambition to make his own way In the
world the younger man declares he Is
entitled to a life-tim- e allowance.

BAKERS BOOST RYE BREAD

Urges Its Use at Least One Meal Each
Day to Conserve White .

Flour Supply.

Portland, Ore, Having agreed not
to take back day-ol- d broad, wholesale
bakers of tho .Pacific Northwest took
another step In the food sonservutlon
campaign by starting tho exploitation
of rye bread as n war measure.

The bakers' move advises the use
of rye bread for nt least one meal
each day, so that the supply of white
flour may be conserved. In recent
demonstrations various ways of using
rye Hour were shown to bo most

nnd the food value of the bread
also is suld to fuvor Its general adop-

tion.
"If one of the three meals of the

day were served with only rye bread
on the tnble, tho supply of wheat for
flour would be Increased by lnO.OOO,-

000 bushels," suld 11. V. Rlttmnn,
of the Master Bukers' asso

ciation." .

SHOT WIFE; FOR BURGLAR

Man Awakes to Find Some One Going
Through His Jacket and

Shoots.

Chicago. Cliurles Slkorskl awoke
suddenly at midnight with the feeling
thnt some one was In bis room. He
reached under tho pillow for his gun
nnd waited. As the , moon broke
through the clouds lie saw a form sil-

houetted against the window, and the
person was going through his trousers'
pockets.

"Can't be my wife," Slkorskl mut

tered ns he took aim and fired, "she's
left me."

It was,, though. Mrs. Sophie Slkor-

skl, twenty-fou- r, who had left during

a quarrel In the afternoon und had re-

turned to get some funds, , was shot

three times In the abdomen, She wns
seriously wounded,

Slkorskl was arrested. He told po-

lice he thought the Intruder was a
burglar.

Pin Priek Caused Fatal Illness,
Laurel, Del. Mrs. George Cordrey

of this place, pricked her finger with a
pin while cleaning fish. She devel-

oped blood poison from which she died
within throe days.

with them. Deeming the second the
more probable conclusion. De Spain.
absorbed In his speculations, continued
toward the gap to see whether he could
not pick up the trail of Page's rig far-
ther oa.

Withtt m mile a further surprise
awaited him. The two horsmen. who
had beaded for the cap after stopping
Page, had left the trail, turned to. the
south, down a small draw, which would
screen them from sight, and set out
across the desert

No trail and no habitation lay In the
direction they bad taken and It
seemed clearer to De Spain tbat the
second horse was a led horse. There
was a story In the Incident, but his In-

terest lay In following Page's move
ments, and he spurred swiftly forward
to see whether his messenger bad re
sumed the gap trail and gone on with
bis mission. He followed this quest al-
most to the mountains, without recov
ering any truce of Pace's rig. He
halted, it was certain now that Pace
had not gone into the ctuv.

Perplexed and nnuoyed, De Spain,
from the high ground on which he sat
his horse, cast his eyes, far over the
desert. The brilliant sunshine flooded
It as far as the eye could reach. He
scanned the vast space without detect-
ing a sign of life anywhere, though
none better than he knew that any
abundance of it might be there. But
his gaze caught something of interest
on the fnrthest northern horizon, and
on this his scrutiny rested a long time.
A soft brown curtain rose Just above
the earth line against the blue sky. To-
ward the east it died away and toward
the west It was cut off by the Super-
stition peaks.

De Spain, without giving the weather
signs much thought, recognized their
import, but his mind was filled with
his own anxieties and he rode smart-
ly back toward Calabasas, because he
was not at ease over the puzzles In the
trail. When he reached the depression
where the horsemen had, without any
apparent reason, turned south, he halt-
ed. Should he follow them or turn
north to follow Page's wanderings? If
Page had been scared away from the
gap, for a time, he probably had no in-

formation that De Spain wanted, and
De Spain knew his cunning and per-
sistence well enough to be confident
he would be back on the gap road, and
within the cover of the mountains, be-

fore a storm should overtake him. On
the north the brown curtain had risen
fast and alrendy enveloped the farthest
peaks of the range. Letting his horse
stretch Its neck, he hesitated a mo
ment longer trying to decide whether
to follow the men to the south or the
wagon to the north. A woman might
have done better. But no good angel
wus there to guide his decision, and in
another moment he was riding rapidly
to the south with the even, brown,
misty cloud behind hlra rolling higher
into the northern sky.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

De Spain Rides Alone.
He had ridden the trail but a short

time when it led hiro in a wide angle
backward and around, toward Cata
basas, and he found, presently, that the
men he was riding after were appar
ently heading for the stage barns. In
the north the rising curtain had dark
ened. Toward Sleepy Cat the land.
scape was already obliterated. In the
south the sun shone, but the air had
grown suddenly cold, and in the sharp
drop De Spain realized whflt was com-

ing. His first thought was of the south-
ern stages, which must be warned, and
as he galloped up to big barn, with this
thought in mind he saw, standing tn
the doorway, Bull Page.

De Spain regarded him with aston
Ishment. "How did you get here?" was
his sharp question.

Page grinned. "Got what I was aft
er, and c'm' back sooner'n I expected.
Hnlf-wa- y over to the gap, I met Duke
and the young gal on horseback, head
ed for Calabasas. They pulled up.
pulled up. Old Duke looked kind o
ga'nted, and It seemed like Nan wns In
a considerable hurry to get to Sleepy
Cat with him, and he couldn't stand
the saddle. Anyway, they was heading
for Calabasas to get a rig from McAl
pln. ' I knowed McAlpln would never
give old Duke a rig, not If he was

In the saddle."
"They've got your rig!" cried De

Spain. '

"The gnl nsked me If I'd mind ac--

commodntln' 'em," explained Bull dep- -

recntlngly, "to save time," ,

"They headed north !" exclnlmed De
Spnl ti. The light frdra the fast-chan- g

ing sky fell copper-colore- d across his
horse and figure. McAlpln, followed by
a hostler, appeared at the barn door.

Bull nodded to De Spain. "Said they
wanted to get there quick. She flg'erd
on savin' a few miles by striking the
hill trail in. So I takes their horses
and lets on I waa headln' for the gap,
When they got out of sight, I turned
'round "

ESven as he spoke, the swift-rollin- g

curtain of ' mist overhead blotted the
sun out of the sky.

De Spain sprang from his saddle
with a ringing order to McAlpln; "Get
up a fresh snddkMiorse!"

"A horse 1" cried the startled barn
boss, whirling on the hostler. "The
strongest legs In the stable, and don't
loso a second I Lady Jane; up with
her!" he yelled, bellowing his orders
Into the echoing barn with his hands to
his mouth. . "Up with her for Mr. de
Spain In a second! Mormon! Becker I

Lanzou 1 What in h 1 are yoa all do
ing?" he roared, rushing back with a
fusillade of oaths. "Look alive, every
body!"

"Coming!" yelled one voice after an-

other from the depths of the distant
stalls.

De Spain ran Into the office, Page
caught hla hone, stripped the rifle
from Its holster, and hurriedly began
nndnchlng. Hostlers running through
the barn called ahalUy back and forth,
and Da Spain iprlnglng up the atalrs
to his room provided what he wanted
for his hurried flight When he dashed
down with coats on his arm the hoofs
of Lady Jane were clattering down the
long gangway. A stable-bo- y slid from
her back on one aide at Ball Page
threw the saddle across her from the
other heatlen caught at the rtncbea,
while others hurriedly rubbed the legs
of the quivering mare. Da. Spain, hla

hern boss, bead cocked dowa. aad eyes
cast furtively oa the scattering snow-Bak-es

outside, was listening with aa at-

tention that recorded Indelibly every
uttered syllable. ,v:

Once only, he Interrupted: "'Henry,
you're rldln' out Into this thing alone
don't do It"

"I can't help It" snipped De 8pala
Impatiently.

"Ifa a .man killer."
"I can't help It"
"Bob 8cott, If he w's here. ud never

let you do It ril ride wl ye myself,
Henry. I worked for your father----"

"You're too old a man, Jim"
"Henry"
"Don't talk to me I Do as I tell yoa I"

thundered De Spain.
McAlpln bowed his head.
"Ready 1" yelled Page, buckling the

nne bolster In place. Still talking, and
with McAlpln glued to his elbow, De
Spain vaulted into the saddle, caught
the lines from Bull's hands, and
steadied the Lady as she sidestepped
nervously McAlpln following close
and dodging the dancing hoofs as he
looked earnestly up to catch the last
word. De Spain touched the horse with

"They've Got Your Rial" Cried De
Spain.

the lines. She leaped through the door
way and he raised a backward hand
to those behind. Running outside the
door, they yelled a chorus of cries
after the swift-movi- horseman, and,
clustered In an excited group, watched
the Lady with a dozen great strides
round the Calabasas trail and disap-
pear with her rider into the whirling
snow.

She fell nt once Into an easy reach
ing step, and De Spain, busy with his
reflections, hardly gnve thought to
what she was doing, and little more to
what was going on about him.

No moving figure reflects the Impas
sive more than a horseman of the
mountains, on a long ride. Though
never so swift-born-e, the man, looking
neither to the right nor to the left,
moving evenly and statuellke against
the sky, a part of the wiry beast under
him, presents the very picture of In-

difference to the world around him.
The great, swift wind spreading over
the desert emptied on it snow-lade- n

puffs that whirled and wrapped a cloud
of flakes about horse and rider In the
symbol of a shroud. De Spain gave
no heed to these skirmishing eddies,
but he knew what was behind them,
and for 8th e wind, he only wished it
might keep the snow in the air till he
caught sight of Nan.

The even reach of the horse brought
him to the point where Nan had
changed to the stage wagon. Without
a break in her long stride, Lady Jane
took the hint of her swerving rider,
put her nose into the wind, and headed
north. De Spain, alive to the difficul
ties of his venture, set bis hat lower
and bent forward to follow the wagon
along the sand. With the first of the
white flurries passed, he found himself
In a snowless pocket, as It were, of the
advancing storm. He hoped for noth-
ing from the prospect ahead; but ev-

ery moment of respite from the blind
ing whirl was n gain, and with his eyes
close on the trail that had carried Nan
into danger, ho urged the Lady on.

When the snow again closed down
about htm he calculated from the
roughness of the country that he
should be within a mile of the road
that Nan was trying to reach, from the
gap to Sleepy Cat. But the broken
ground straight ahead would prevent
her from driving directly to It. He
knew she must hold to the right, and
her curving track, now becoming dlfll
cult to trail, confirmed his conclusion.

A fresh drive of the wind buffeted
blm as be turned directly north. Only
at Intervals could he see any trace of
the wagon wheels. The driving snow
compelled him more than once to dis
mount and search for the troll. Each
time he lost It the effort to regain It
was more prolonged. At times he was
compelled to ride the desert In wide
circles to find the tracks, and this cost
time when minutes might mean life.
But as long as he could he clung to
the struggle to track her exactly. Ho
saw almost where the storm had struck
the two wayfarers. Neither, he knew,
was Insensible to Its dangers. What
amazed him wns that a mm like Duke
Morgan should be out In It. He found
a spot where they had halted and, with
a start that checked the beating of his
heart, his eyes fell on b?r footprint
not yet obliterated, beslo the wagon
track. '

The sight of It was an electric shock.
Throwing himself from hla horse, he
knelt over It In the storm, oblivious for
an instant of everything but that this
tracery meant her presence, where he
now bent, hardly half an hour before.
He swung, after a moment's keen sera
tiny, into his saddle, with fresh re-

solve. Pressed by the ruing fury of
the wind, the wayfarers had become
from this point, De Spain saw too
plainly, hardly mora than fugitives.
Good ground to the left, where their
hope of safety lay, had been over-

looked. Their tracks wandered on the
open desert like those who, losing cour
age, lose tneir count in ine confusion
and fear or uo impending paru.

And with this Increasing uncertainty

s snow from the face of the earth
as the sea-gal- e, fattening the face at
the waters, rips the foam from the
frantic waves ta drive It In wild, scad-din- g

fragments across them.- - .

De Spain, urging his horse forward,
unbuckled his rifle holster, threw away
the scabbard, and holding the weapon
up In one hand, fired shot after shot
at measured Intervals ta attract the
attention of the two he sought He ex-

hausted his rifle ammunition without
eliciting any answer. The wind drove
with a roar against which even a rifle
report could hardly carry, and the
snow swept down the sinks In a mad
blast Hakes torn by the fury of the
gale were stiffened by the bitter wind
Into powdered Ice that stung horse and
rider. Casting away the useless car-
bine, and pressing his horse to the
limit of her strength and endurance,
the unyielding pursuer rode In great
colling circles into the storm, to "cut
In. If possible, ahead of its victims,
firing shot upon shot from his revolver,
and putting his ear Intently against
the wind for the fatnt hope of an an-
swer. v

Suddenly the Lady stumbled and, as
he cruelly reined her, slid helpless and
scrambling along the face of a flat
rock. De Spain, leaping from her
back, steadied her trembling and
looked underfoot. Tho mare had
struck the rock of the upper lava bedt
Drawing his revolver, be fired signal
shots from where he stood. It could
not be far, he knew, from the Junction
of the two great desert trails the
Calabasas road and the gap road. He
felt sure Nan could not have got much
north of this, for he had ridden tn des
peration to get abreast of or beyond
her, and if Bhe were south, where, he
asked, tn the name of God, could she
be?

He climbed agatn Into the saddle
the cold was gripping his limbs and.
wntchlng the rocky landmarks narrow
ly, tried to circle the dead waste of
Uie half-burle- d flow. With chilled,
awkward fingers he filled the revolver
again and rode on, discharging It every
minute, and listening hoping against
hope for an answer. It was when he
had almost completed, as well as he
could compute, the wide circuit ho had
set out on, that a faint shot answered
his continuing signals.

With tho sound of that shot and
those that followed it his courage all
came back. But he had yet to trace
through the confusion of the wind and
the blinding snow the direction of the
answering reports.

Hither and thither he rode, this way--

and that, testing out tho location "of
the slowly repeated shots, and signal
ing at Intervnls in return. Slowly and
doggedly he kept on, shooting, listen
ing, wheeling and advancing uutil, as
he raised his revolver to fire It again,
a cry close at hand came out of tho
storm. It was a woman's voice borne
on the wind. Riding swiftly to the
left, a horse's outline revealed Itself
at moments In the driving snow ahead.

De Spain cried out, and from behind
the furious curtain heard his name,
loudly called. He pushed his stum-

bling horse on. The dim outline of a
second horse, the background, of a wag-

on, a storm-beate- n man all this
passed his eyes unheeded. They were
bent on a girlish figure running townra
him ns he slid stiffly from the saddle.
The next Instant Nun was In his arms.

CHAPTER XXIX.

The Truth.
With the desperation of a Joy born

of despair she laid her burning cheek
hysterically against his cheek. She

rained kisses on his Drows

and snow-beate- n eyes. Her arms held

him rigidly. He could not move nor

speak till she would let him. Trans-
formed, this mountain girl who gave

herself so shyly, forgot everything. Her
words crowded on his ears. She

his name in an ecstasy of wel
come, drew down his Hps, laughed, re-

joiced, knew no sbamefacedness and
no restraint she was one ireeu rrom

the stroke of a descending knife. A

moment before she bad faced death
alone; It wns still death she tred
she realized this but It was death, at
least, together, and her Joy and tours
rose from her heart In one stream.

De Spain comforted her, quieted bcr,
cut away one of the coats from his
horse, slipped It over her shoulders, In-

cased ber In the heavy fur, and turned
his eyes to Duke.

The old manVset, square face sur-

rendered nothing of Implacability to
the dangers confronting him. De
Spain looked for none of that. He had
known the Morgan record too long, and
fuced the Morgan men too often, to
fancy they would flinch at the drum-

beat of death,
The two men, In the deadly, driving

snow, eyed each other. Out of the old
man's deep-s- et eyes burned the resist
ance of a hundred storms faced before.
But he was caught now like a wolf la
a trap, and he knew be bad little to
hope for, little to fear. As De Spain
regarded him, something like pity may

have mixed with his hatred. The old
outluw was thinly clad. His open

throat was beaten with snow, and,
standing beside the wagon, be Mid the
team reins In a bare hand. De Spain
cut tho other coat from his saddle and
held It out. Duke pretended not to
see, and, when not longer equal to
keeping up the pretense, shook his
head.

"Take It," suld De Spain curtly. '

"No."
"Take It, I say. You and I will settle

our affairs when we got Nan out of
this," he insisted.

"De Spain I" Duke'a voice, as waa
Its wont, cracked like a pistol. "I can
say all I've got to say to you right
here." :. -

"No." '''"Yes," cried the old man. ,

(TO B CQMTPTPajD.)

It Oouldn la True.
"There la soma money, my lore,"

aald the husband. 1 don't want any,"
replied the wife. "Come now. darling,
take this tlO note and go oat shop-

ping." "Thank you, dearest bat I
really don't cart to. I would rather
stay at homo and see to the boaae
work." Than the husband awoke aad
found, as the reader has already sus-
pected, that ha had baas oxaamlag,

BUSINESS PAYS!
HUNDREDS npoa hundreds of young BJ
"boaueas people are making from aI 12.500 a year up end there is no limit. ?S

The poMibilities of business are far Un un M UN proiCHMMlS ana IV r i
H more certain. f

We cn (St yon for in excellent position Sj
in business, lor Civil Service examinations i i
or good paying Secretaryship. J
Prepin Now to Dtmud a Good Salary! 11

Simply write your name and address on tj
Eatal and get free copy of our handsome f1

illustrated catalog. imuilttltliMI j

Brown's Business College I
, of St Louis a
004 TITLE GUARANTY BUILDING M

is no more paean itTYPHOID tbanSmallpox, Arny
experience has dcrooJCrilM
the alms airaculotu atti- -

Caey, and hamlrstinsi, atAniHyphola Vitctaetfca.
Be vaccinated MOW by you shrlicUn, yoa aaS

SBorfetaUy. It Uaxxa vital than uoum hammce.
Ask your phrtlclam, drug-fli- or tend for uxvs

tea bad Typhoid" telllag of Typhoid Vaccine,

faults ri um, ana Hingu fraa TythoM Catrlaa.
nfaslat Vatelnas tad Sena, new U. a Unaai

Taa Cattar laAaratary, Serirlay, Cat--. Calaaaa, Ilk

Wataon . Coteaan,PATENTS Patent lyr.Waakliwua,
li u. AdTiee and books tree.

tutae reasonable. Ulf beilretemncee. Baataarvloas.

Some young men Vould get along
better tf they had less point to their
shoes and a little more In their conver-

sation.

Might Have a Bearing.
"Is a deed good if drawn on Suti- -

day?"
"I tlunno. They do soy th hettet

the day the bettor the deed."

SOAP IS STRONGLY ALKALINE
and constunt use will burn out the
scalp. Clennse tho scalp by shampoo-In- g

with "La Creole" Hair Dressing,
and darken, in the natural way, those
ugly, grizzly hairs. Price, si.OO. Adv.

Once Was Enough.
"My wife never rouses me up to cut

the grass before breakfast."
is that so?"
'Yes; she tried it onco, and I was

so sleepy that I run the lawn mowor

all over her flower beds."

Now She's Angry.
He I wonder what the moaning of

thnt picture Is? The youth ami tho

maiden are in n tender attitude.
She Oh, don't you see? He has

just nsked her to marry him, nnd sin;

Is accepting him. How swootl Whin
(loos the artist call the picture?

He (looking about) Oh, I see. h
written on a card 'at the bottom
"Sold."

A Mean Advantage.
Tho "eaimlness" of the Scottish

people is aptly Illustrated In tho fo-

llowing:'
The other tiny two boys of nbmir

twelve years of uge quarreled nnd fin-

ished up with blows. In the tussh-on-

of the combatants
down, and while still on the ground
he queried:

"Wad ye hit a chap when he's
doon?"

,"Na," gallantly responded tho vic-

tor.
"Ah, weel," quoth the vanquished

yet cautious youngster. "I'll be how

till ye "gang nwa'."Tit-Blts- .

One-Side- d Recognition.
They passed on Ilia street without

speaking, but their eyes had mutual
recognition and challenge. Slu was

accompanied by a female friend, ami

ho had n mnle companion. When they

had passed the girl said:
"That was poor Juck Jurgens. Tie

didn't speak, but you noticed his look,

didn't yon? Poor hoy, It hurts me to

think how he has never got over my

refusal to marry him. Of course ho

wns all broken up at the time, but I

thought he would' soon get over It.

He's thinner, isn't be? I do hope tlmt

he hasn't, plunged Into dissipation. Hit

couldn't trust himself to speak,, could

he? Oh, dear!"
And the nuin was saying:
"Did you see how thnt dmne gave

me the eye? I suppose I should hnve

spoken to her, because I can't help

thinking I've mot her somewhere her
faco is familiar, but I can't place her."

Cleveland Plalu Dealer.

A Call to
Your Grocer

will bring a
package of

Grape-Nu- ts

' A delicious,
healthhufoot.
end a plea

. .
. ing lesson in
economy.

When he wss able to speak he told
Jewries everything. "It is my fault,"
2ms kihI hopelessly. "I was so crippled,
--m stunned, she must have thought I
sr it now thut I was making ready
til ride out by daybreak and shoot
I kike down ou sight. It's the price a

i man must pay, Jeffries, for the abil-

ity to defend himself agulnst this
lumen of holdup men and assassins.
lWtf.iuse they can't get Me, I'm a 'gun- -

. man" "
:

N, you're not a 'gunman.' "
"A gunman and' nothing else. That's

what everybody, friends and enemies,
reckon ine a gunman. You put me
'tore to float out this Catnbnsas gang,

iut sMcaiuc of my good looks, but
because Tre heeo, no far, a fraction of
ti fwcond quicker on a trigger than
Utsv double-- d --d crooks."

JTeffrtes, fnnu behind his pipe, re--

j garded De Spain's random talk calmly.

"l lo feel hard over my father's
i death," he went on moodily. "Who
4 wouldn't? K God meant me to forget

and light wagon, ostensibly to bring
out his trunk, which. If it had not been
fed to the horses, was still in Duke's
barn. As soon as a rig could be got up
Page started out.

It was lato November. A far, clear
air drew the snow-cappe- d ranges
sharply down to the eye of the deser-t-
as If the speckless sky, lighted by the
radiant sun, were but a monster glass
rigged to trick the credulous retina. De
Spain, In the saddle In front of the
barn, his broad hat brim set on the
Impassive level of the western horse-
man, his lips seeming to compress his
thoughts, his lines over his forearm,
and his hands half-slippe- d Into the
pockets of hla snug leather coat,
watched Page with his light wagon and
horses drive away.

Idling around the neighborhood of
the barns In the saddle, e Spain saw
him gradually- recede into the long
desert perspective, the perspective
wldch almost alone enabled the watch
er to realize as he curtained his eyes
behind their "long, steady lashes from
the blazing sun, that It was a good bit
of a way to the foot of the great out-
post of the Superstition range.

De Spain's restlessness prevented his
remaining quietly anywhere for long.
As the morning advanced he cantered
out on the Music mountain trail, thlnk--

ng of and wishing for a sight of Nan.
The deadly shock of Pardaloe's story
hud been dulled by days and nights of
pain. His deep-roote- d love and his
loneliness had quieted his Impulse for
vengeance and overborne him with a
profound sadness. He realized how
different his feelings were now from
what they had been when she knelt be
fore him In the darkened room and, not
dating to plead for mercy for her uncle,
had asked him only for the pity for
herself thnt be had Beemed so slow
to . give. Something reproached him
now for his coldness at the moment
thnt ho should have thought of her
suffering before his own.

It was while riding In this way that
his eyes, reading mechanically the
wagon trail he was aimlessly following

for no reason other than that It
brought him, though forbidden, a little
closer to her arrested his attention.
He checked his horse. Something, the

"Ood Pity the Men That Put It Over,"

trail told him,' had 'happened. Pago
had itotwed hla horses. Page had met
two mea on horseback coming from the
gap. After a parley for the horses
had tramped around long enough for
one the wagon had tamed completely
from the trail and struck across the
deaert norths the two or
one with a led hone, bad started back

. .for the gap,
All of this De Spain gathered with-

out moving hla hone outside a circle of
thirty feat What dltt It mean? Page
might have fallen In with cronies from
the gap, abandoned hla Job, and tart-e- d

tor Weepy Oat, but this was unlike
ly, Be aught have encotnterea

It, why did ho put this mark On my

(fa, Jeff? 1 did talk pretty strong to
rJNaa about It on Music mountain.

"I did feel, for a long time, I'd like
no kill with my own hands toe man

that murdered my father, Jeff. My
imot her tuusV have realized that her
fhabe, If a man-chil- was doomed to a
mte of bloodshed. I've been trying to
ttftlnk most of the night what she'd
--want me to do now. I don't knowwhat
"I can do, or can't do, "when I set eyes
an the old scoundrel. He's got to tell
the truth that's all I say now. If he
ill, after what he made my mother
suffer, he ought to, die like a dog no
(matter who he Is. -

"l don't wnnt to breok Nan's heart.
What can I do? Hanging him here In
Klepy Cat, If I could do It, wouldn't
MhIn her feelings a whole lot. ir
.nld see the fellow" De Spain's
-- nB(la. unread before him on the table,
drww tip tight, "If I could get my fln- -

ascn on his throat, for a minute, nna
aitk to him, tell him what I think of

Aim I might know what I would want
4a avr-N- an might be there to see ana
larise between us. I'd be almost will--

. tn leave things to her to settle her
Twtr. i oe.1T want wnai num. h

tu , oath that recorded his closing

htt was collected and pitiless, "If
iiinv iinrm comes to that girl now from
UfitK wild trip back among those wolves

fieri rtltv the men that put it over, i n

'moe out the whole accursed clan, If I
rn awlns for It right here In

jrnfra Lcfever. Jeffries, Scott In turn
ifriek Mm In hand to hold him during

fflme oyt, to restrain the fury of his
usuitnirnt, tad keep him from riding

it the gap la a temper that each of
knew wouia mean omy a irngmiy

will nan Bone oeiore.
Aim dan of tactful represents

4wi --ruf inaticfnt admonition from cool

fjHulTtT ceouteton did not accompiUtfi
m ttuw honed for in De spam a ara

,''-- - aa All nn anesiawi.' w
" ' MlawaAVhr Mtttod gloom tbat

a S oar feaaw 'artfiW Imw lata oneoa--

'"a ' ' 4

to make
fx atrial property ami
.af. ijamti This rumor
Xt jasnea. nmn w

i flsu JeSJtM waat arm?
1 Lamr. The two

il' V' '"---) 4S, a.. hand on. MCAipU'a aBouiaar, was fw- -paunoiy aaTiaaa m

JlUAWWft a . A grp 'jr fa


