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and cheaper.

€ One of the greatest conveniences in living
so near Shreveport is the nearness of the
Shreveport Drug Company’s large and va-
ried and low-priced stock.

€ When you feel the need of our services,

€| You will be surprised at the quick service.

€[ You will receive your order fresher, finer
The mail order service is akin
to our personal service.

See why?

THE ORICINAL CUT-RATEDRIG: STORE

l" Texas at Market Street ‘’phones, 637

“They have certain ways of doing
cverything, and just certain times for
doing tbhem, and if you do a wrong
thing at a right time or a right thing
at a wrong time it shows you are from
the west.

“Miss Selllmer 18 80 nice to me. 1
told her right at the start that I didn’t
know anything about the big world,
and she teaches me everything. I'd
be more comfortable if she could for-
get about my saving her life, but she
never can, and is so grateful it makes
me feel that I'm enjoying all this on
false pretenses, for yoa know my find-
ing her was only an accident. Her
mother is very pleasant to me—much
more so than to her. BIll, you know
how you speak to your horse, some-
times, when it acts contrary? That's
the way Miss Sellimer speaks to her
mother at times. However, they don't
seem very well acquainted with each
other. Of course if they'd lived to-
gether in a cove for years they’d have
learned to tell each other their thoughts
and plans, but out in the big world
there isn't time for anything except to
dress and go.

“I'm learaing to dress. 1 used to think
a girl could do that to please herself—
but no: the dresses are a thousand
times more important than the people
inside them. It wouldn’t matter how
wise you are if your dress is wrong,
nor would it matter how foolish if your
dress is like anybody else’s. A person
could be independent and do as she
pleased, but she wouldn't be in society,
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your cotton shipments.

tﬁﬂt‘ttﬁﬁttﬁﬂtﬁttﬂtQ

q To obtain full market value for cotton you must
have a broad market, with free competition. To
borrow money on cotton advantageously you must
have a bonded warehouse receipt to offer as collat-
We enjoy the above advantages, and solicit

€ You will find our Office and Sample Rooms at
the corner of Commerce and Travis Streets.

THEHICKS COMPANY, Limited

Shreveport, Louisiana

35-26
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£ We Pay 4 Per Cent
*' Interest on

Time Degosits

Y Every loan made by our
bank is carefully consider-
ed, as is evidenced by the
fact that we have been in
business eleven years and
have never lost a dollar on
a loan. Can you deposit
your money in a bank with
a better record ?

€ We want your busi-
ness and in return will
render you prompt and
accurate service.

Bank of Benton

Benton, La.
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blec Bossler Properties That Offer
Exceptlonal Opportunities.
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nice residence and lot in the town
I Plain Dealing.
130 acres—within one mile of Rocky
punt. 20 acres under fence; 100 acres
nd bottom land. On public road.
y $10 per acre. Terms can be had.

ou want 40 acres of first-class
i land (about 25 acres in cultivation)
bin three miles of Plain Dealing, on
bblic road and rural mail route, at
per acre, see me.

bargain!—200 acres of well im-

d, fertile land, 120 in cultivation,
“will grow ribbon cane; four good
es; near school and church. Six
a half miles east of Plain Dealing.

00 acres—A good stock farm. 70
under good wire fence. Running
r the entire year. A comfortable

; good water. Good orchard
barn. Best bargain to be found in
er if you want a desirable home.
$10 per acre—one half cash.

0 acres—30 under fence, 130 in orig-
timber, less pine cut off. Enough
limber on the land to more than pay
it. A four-room house and other
ovements. Fine cattle and hog
8. Three miles from Red Land
itaded School; free transportation for
pils, Price, $6.50 per acre.

tract of 120 acres—50 acres in cul-
ition, 20 acres in enclosed pasture,
Hbaining portion in original woods. A
¥8-room dwelling, tenant houses, barn,
sbles and three good wells. Six miles
fom Plain Dealing, free transportation
jraded school located within four
, On rural mail delivery route, tel-
oue, etc. One of the best farms of
Bize in this section. For quick sale,
) per acre, one-third cash. If you
Bat a good home, you can’t beat this.
PPly at once.

J. T. MANRY, Plain Dealing, La.

|AHOMA

O~
By JOHN

BRECKENRIDGE
ELLIS

Copyright, 1913, by the Bobbs-Mer-
rill Company.

SYNOPSIS.

Brick Willock, highwayman, saves onc¢
Gledware and a® baby girl from being
murdered by his fellow outlaws on the
western plains.

Witiock flees to the mountains aad hides
to escape the wrath of the outlaws he had
cutwitted. He learns that some one has
discovered his hiding place.

Red Feather, an Indian chlef, brings
Willock a little white girl, named Lahoma.
and instructs him to take care of her. He
says her father is living with Indians.

Willock recognizes her as the daughter
of a woman who had died and was burier
near by. He begins to teach Lahoma cor-
rect English.

The girl is taken across country by
Willock to visit Blll Atkins, and later she
makes her first trip to a real town.

A young man, Wilfred Compton, visiting
at a ranch, gets an accidental glimpse of
Lahoma and becomes interested in her.
The girl Is now fifteen years old,

Compton afterward visits Willock and i=
finally allowed to meet and talk with La-
homa. They become vastly entertained
by cne another’s company.

Compton leaves and goes to another sec-
tion of the country as a pioncer, where hc
hopes to make his fortune. Willock and
Atkins join forces. Compton later re-
turns.

Lahoma is sent to a city to get educa-
tion and training. Compton is heart-
broken at not being able to see her. Ped
Feather appears on the scene once more.

CHAPTER XL
Writing Home.
L EAR Brick and Bill:

“1 don’t know what to teil
first. It's all so strange and
grand—the people are just

people, but the things are wonderful.
When 1 lived in the cove—it secems &
long, long time ago—my thoughts were
always away from dirt floors and cook-
stoves and cedar logs and washpans.
But the people in the big world keep
their minds tied right up to things—
only the things are finer—they are
marble floors and magnificent restau-
rants and houses on what they cali
the ‘best streets.’ At meals there are
all kinds of little spoons and forks,
and they think to use a wrong one is
romething dreadful. -

The Banner Free

From this date until January 1, 1916,
to all new subscribers who pay $1.
In other words, subscribe now, pay
$1, and get the Banner until Jan-
uary 1, 1917,

because they don’'t know anything
about being independent; they want to
be governed by their things. A poor
person isn’'t cut off from soclety be-
cause he hasn’t money, but because he
doesn’t know how to deal with high
things, not having practiced amongst
them. It isn't because society people
have lots of money that they stick to-
gether, but because all of them know
what to do with the little forks and
spoons.

“It 18 llke the dearest, jolliest kind of
game to me to be with these people
and say just what they say and like
what they like and act as they act—
and that's the difference hetween me
and them; it's not a game to them; it's
deadly earnest. They think they're liv-
ing!

“Miss Sellimer is witty and talented
and from the way she treats me 1
know she has a tender beart. And her
mother is a perfect wonder of a man-
ager, and never makes mistakes except
such as happen to be the fad of the
hour. And Mr. Edgerton Compton
could be splendid, for he seems to know
everything.

“What they are working at now is
all they expect to work at as long as
they live—and it takes awfully hard
work to keep up with their set. They
call it ‘keeping in the swim,’ and let
me tell you what it reminds me of—a
strong young steer out in a ‘tank,’ us-
ing all the strength he has just to keep
on top of the water instead of swim-
ming to shore and going somewhere.
Society people don't go anywhere; they
use all their energy staying right
where they are, and if one of them
loses grip and goes under—goodness!

“I know what Mrs. Selllmer has set
her heart on because she has already
begun instructing me in her ideals. She
wants her daughter to marry a rich
man, and Mr. Edgerton Compton isn’'t
rich, he only looks like he is. Mrs.
Sellimer feels that she's terribly poor

“No use to stare at that there word.”

herself; it's the kind of poverty that
has all it wants to eat and wear, but
hasn’t ns many horses and servants as
it wants.

“1 feel like 1 oughtn’t to be @vasting
my time teiling about my friends when
there are all these wonderful lights and
carpets and decorations and conven-
fences so much more interesting. We
are in a Kansas City hotel and when-
ever you want hot water, instead of
bringing a bucketful from the spring
and bullding a fire and sitting down to
watch it simmer, you just turn a han-
jle and out it comes, smoking, and
whenever you want ice water you touch
1 button and give a boy 10 cents.

“The funny thing to me is that An-
nabel and Mr. Compton both think
they have to marry somebody rich, or
prt marry at all. They really don't
know they could marry each other be-
eause Imagining they would be unable
to keep the wolf from the door.

“We are not going straight on to Chl-
cago. A gerctleman has invited the Sel-
limers, which of course includes me, to
a house party in the country not far
from Kansas City. He is a very rich
man of middle age, so they tell me, &
widower, who is interested in our sex
and particularly in Annabel Sellimer.
Mr. Edgerton Compton Isn't invited.
You see, he's a sort of a rival—a poor
rival. This middle aged man has known
the Sellimers a long time, and he has
been trying to win Annabel for a year
or two. If it hadn’t been for Mr. Comp-
ton she'd have married his house be-
fore now, I gather. The house is said
to be Immense, in a splendid estate
near the river. -1 am all excitement
when 1 think of going there for ten
days. There are to be fifty guests, and
the other forty-nine are invited as a
means of getting Annabel under his
roof. The name of the country house
we are to visit is the same as that of
the man who owns it"—

Wilfred Compton held the
tloser to the light.

Brick Willock spoke impatiently: ‘‘Xo
use to stare at that there word—we
couldn't make it out. I guess she got it
wrong first, then wrote it over. Just go
ahead.”

Wilfred resumed the letter: “I must
tell you goodby now, for Annabel's
maid has come to help me dress for
dinner, and it takes longer than it did
to do up the washing at the cove and is
more tiresome. But 1 like it. I like
these fine, soft, beautiful things. I like
the big world, and 1 would like to live
in it forever and ever If you could
bLring the dugout.and be near enough
for me to run In any time of the day. 1
wish I could run in this minute and tell
vou the thousands and thousands of
things I'll never have time to write.

“Your loving, adoring, half homeslek,
half bewildered, somewhat dizzy little
girl, 3 LAHOMA.

“P. 8.—Nobody has been able to tell
from word or look of mine that I have
ever been surprised at a single thing 1
have heard or seen. You may be quite
sure of that.”

“I bet you!” cried Willock admiring-
ly. *“Now, what do you think of it?"

“She won't be there long,” remarked
Bill, waving his arm, “till she finds out
what I learned long ago—that there's
nothing to it. If you want to cultivate
a liking for a dugout just live awhile in
the open.” 3

“l don't know as to that,” Willock
sald. “T sorter deubts if Lahoma will
ever care for dugouts again, except as
she stays on the outside of ’em and
gets to romancing. A mouthful of real
lce cream spoils your taste everlasting
for frozen starch and raw eggs.”

“I've made out the name of that
widower who's paying court to my
old sweetheart,” sald Wilfred, “but it's
one I never heard of before. It's Gled-
tvare.”

Willock uttered a sharp exclamation.
“Let e see it!” He started up abrupt-
Iy and bent over the page.

“YWhat of {t?" asked Bill 1n surprise.
Willock had uttered words to which
the dugout was unaccustomed.

“That's what it is,” Willock growled.
“It's Gledware!” His face had grown
strangely dark and forbidding.

“What of it?" reiterated Bill.
pose it is Gledware; who is he?”

“Do you know such a man?’ Wilfred
demanded.

“Out with it!” cried Bill, growing
wrathful as the other glowered at the
fire. *“What’s come over you? Look
here, Brick Willock, Lahoma is your
cousin, but I claim 1y share in that lit-
tle girl, and I ask you sharp and flat”—

“Oh, you go to -—!" cried Willock
fiercely. *“All of you.”

Wilfred said lightly, “Red Keather
has already gone there perhaps.”

“Eh?" Willock wheeled about as if
roused to fresh uneasiness.- The Indian
chief had glided from the room as si-
lent and unobtrusive as a shadow.

Willock sunk on the bench beside
Bill Atkins and said harshly, “Where's
my pipe?”

“Don’t you ask me where your pipe
i1s,” spapped Bill. “Yonder it is, in the
corner where you dropped it.”

Willock picked it up and slowly re-
covered himself. *“You see,” he ob-
served apologetically, “I need Lahoma
about to keep me tame. I was wonder-
ing the other day if I could swear if I
wanted to. I guess I could. And if
put to it I guess I could take up my
old life and not be very awkwa
about it either. I used to be a tax col-
lector and, of course, got rubbed up
against many people that didn’'t want
to pay. That there Gledware—well,
maybe it isn’t this one Lahoma writes
about, but the one I knew is just about
middle age, and he's a widower, all
right, or the next thing to it—I didn’t
like Gledware. That was all. I hate
for Lahoma to be throwed with any-
body of the name, but I guess it's all
rightt Lahoma ain’t going to let no-
body get on her off side when the
wind's blowing.”

Bill inquired anxiously,“Did that Gled-
ware you knew live near Kansas City ?”

“He lived over in Indian Territory
last time I heard of him. But he was
a roving devil. He might be znywhere.
Only—he wasn't rich. Why, he didn't
have nothing on earth except a lttle—
yes, except a little”

“Then he can't be the owner of a big
estate,” remarked Wilfred, with relief.

“] don’t know that. Folks goes into
the territory, and somehow they con-
trives to come out loaded down. But I
bope to the Almighty it's a different
Gledware!”

“Lahoma can hold her own,” Bill re-
marked confidently. *“You just wait
1l her next letfer comes and see if she
ain’t flying her colors as gallant as
when she safled out of the cove.”

Wilfred reflected that his invitation
to remain had been sincere. There
was nothing to hurry him back to the
Oklahoma country.

*“I will,” Wilfred declared, settling
back in his seat. “I’'ll wait until that
next letter comes.”

letter

“Sup-

CHAPTER XIlL
The Day of Fences.

HILE waiting for Lahoma's
Wilfred Compton
spent his days in ceaseless
evenings In

letter,

activity, bis
dreamy musings. Over on the north
fork of Red river—which was still re-
garded as Red river proper, and there-
fore the dividing line between Texas

and Indian territory—he renewed his
acquaintance with the boys of Old Man
Henry Woodson, the
cowpuncier, still known as Mizzoo was

Walker's ranch.

one of the old gang who greeted Wil-
fred with extravagant joy.

Brick Willock rode over to Mangum
nearly every afternoon to hear from
Lahoma, but it happened that on the
day of the great news, neither he nor
Bill had returned rrom a certain hunt-
ing expedition in time for the stage,
There

so Wilfred went for the mail.
was only one letter, addressed to *‘Mr.

B. Willock,” and it seemed strangely Jthe lantern was necessary for its pe-

thin.

Brick and Bill had ridden far, and
it was dusk before they reached home
with a deer slung over one of the

horses.

“Get a letter?" asked Brick. hurry- excitement. The strained watching and
“Huh! That it? She is

ing forward.

“Why don’t you open 'er?”

sure getting fushionable!

write nothing.”

“Well, why don't you open ’'er?”

snapped Bill.
trap and get caught?"

“Ain't much here,” replied - Brick

slowly, “and I'm making it last.”

Brick tore it open and found within | Mr. Gledware and his first wife (I say
another envelope, the inner one of | his first because I look upon Annabel as

yellow. *“It's a telegraph,” he said un-

easily.

sends it on. Do you see?”

“l don’t see anything yet,” snapped | Gledware, oh, he was so brave! He killed

Bill. *“Rip 'er open!”
The telegram was as follows:

The =second you get this, hide for your party and escaped on a horse—the only
life. Red Kimball says he can prove | one that got away.

everything. Will explain in letter.

LAHOMA.

“Don’t say anything to me for a| was with the wagon train we were in,
spell,” growled Brick, thrusting his but he said there wasn't any Mr. or Mrs.

hands deep into his pockets.

Bill staring at each other, speechless.

In a short time Willock reappeared, | you the telegram and why 1 sent it, so be
bringing from the dugout his favorite | prepared. There was to be a big picnic
gun. “Come along,” he bade them today near a town called Independence

When he had uascended 'the and, as it happened, I didn't feel like go-

briefly.

rounded swell of Turtle hill he stretch-
ed himself between two wide, flat rocks
and lay-with his face and gun directed

toward the opening of the cove.

“Now, BIIL"” he said sharply, “if you
will just set facing me with your eye | finish that book.
on the nortb wall, so you can tell if
anybody tries fo sneak over the moun-
tain top, I'll make matters clear. Wil-
fred, you can go or stay, free as air,
only if you stay I can't promise but ly and closed and locked the door behind
you may see a man killed—me, or Red
Kimball, I den't know which, though
naturally I has my preference,” he surprised me greatly, as he had gone with
added, his harsh voice suddenly chang-
ing to the accent of comradeship. “As
to Bill, he ain’t got no choice. He | spoke it, I determincd to “lay low" and
come and put up with me and La-
boma when nolbody didn’t want him,
and now, in time of danger, I 'low to | conversation before coming into the room.,
get all the help out of him that's there | so the first part was lost. Mr. Gledware
in spite of a begrudging disposition

and the ravages of time.”

“What 1 want to know is this,” Bill | highwaymen up in Cimarron when it was
interrupted: “Who and what is this | No Man's Land; it was his band that at-
Red Kimball? And if you bave to hide | {2Cked the wagon tran when Mr. Gled.

from him, why ain’t you doing it?”

“I puts it this way, Bill—that the tel-
egram traveled faster than old Red
could, g0 no need to hide till tonight,
though when you deals with Red it be- | 4nq shot his brother! So, as I listened.
hooves you to have your gun ready
‘against chances. You want to know
about Red Kimball? But I think I'd
best wait till Lahoma’s letter comes, so

my story can tally with hers.”

“Her word says he can prove every- | Brick, you just took me in and cared for

thing. What is ‘everything? "

“That’s what we'll learn from her let-
ter. We'll just watch bim do his prov- | there are tears—because you are not my

ng!”

“And her word says to hide this min-

te.”

“I don't do my hiding in daylight, hut
when it's good and dark I'm going to
put out. 1 would tell you the hiding
place, for 1 trusts you both—but if you
knowed where it was and if officers of | gian't know where you were—good rea-
the law come to you for information

give me up, but neither would you
swear to a lie. Not knowing where 1

mine that hasu’t never been bridied.”

Wilfred asked, “But when Lahoma
writes, how will you get her letter?”

“You or Bill will go for the mail. If a
letter comes you'll take it to that crev
ice into which Miss Sellimer was drug
by that big Injun, and you'll wait in
there till I comes, not opening that let-
ter till I am with you. We'll read it to-
gether, down in the hollow where port
Miss Secllimer's life was saved by La-
homa; then you two will go back to the
cove and leave me to sneak away to
my hiding place.”

When the next letter came from
Lahoma Wilfred Compton and Bill Al
kins hurried to the crevice in the moun
tain top according to agreement. It
was a cloudless afternoon, but at the
farther end of the retreat the lizht of

rusal. Brick Willock, who was there
before them, read the letter in silence
before handing it to the young man to
read alovd.

Wilfred took the letter, tingling with

waiting for the sudden appearance ot
an unknown Red Kimball had made
his bed in the cabin as sleepless as had
been Biil's pallet in the dugout. They
squatted about the lantern that rested
on the stone floor. Willock always
with eyes directed toward the narrow
slit in the ceiling that they might not
be taken by surprise.

Dear Brick—By this time you have hid-
den where nobody can find you, for
you've got my telegram and you know
1 wouldn't have sent it if it hadn’'t been
necessary. You believe in me and, as you
would say—how 1'd love Lo hear you!—
you act “according.” Well, and I believe
in you, Brick, and you needn't imagine
as long as you llve that anybody could
make me think you anything but what I
know you to be—the kindest, most tender
hearted, most thoughtful man that ever
lived. Get that fixed in your mind s=o
when I tell what they say about you you
won’'t care, knowing I'm with you and
will believe in you till death. Maybe 1
ought to begin with Mr. Gledware, so
you'll know more about him when I be-
gin on the main news.

The first time I met Mr. Gledware he
acted in a curious way. Of course I was
introduced as *“Miss Willock,”” and he
started at the name and at zight of me—
two scparate little movements just as
plain as anything. Then he said he had
heard the name “Willock” in unusual sur-
roundings and that my face reminded him

1 reckon
when she's plumb civilized, she won't | the trail somewhere, as he had once been

“Afraid you'll spring a | be idered a h

“Lahoma .had telegraphed to| by Indians, just as my father and mother
the end of the wire, and at Chickasha | Were, and they had with them his wife's
they puts it in the white wrapper and little girl. for he had married a widow,

“I've g0t | named Lahoma Willock. But ne's been
to think mighty quick.” He strode to- | through what my father went through,
ward the dugout, leaving Wilfred and and it made me feel kinder to him seme-

of somebody who was dead. That was all
there was to it then. But afterward he
heard Annabel call me ‘“Lahoma,” and
his face turned perfectly white.

The first chance he had after that he
sat down to talk to me in a corner where
we wouldn't be overheard, and he asked
me questions. So, of course, I told about
father and mother taking me across the
prairie to the Oklahoma country.

Then he asked if I thought I had ever
eeen him, for he thought he could re-
member having seen me somewhere. And
I said I wasn't sure, I had met so many
people, and there was something familiar
about him. Then he said  he guessed we
hadn't ever met unless actidentally on

down in Texas—and that was all.
I don’t like Mr. Gledware’'s eye because
it always looks away from you. He would
i man by any-
body not particular about eyes. After-
ward I heard about his trip to Texas. An-
nabel and her mother were talking about
Mr. Gledware's past. It seems that once

certain to be the second) joined the Ok-
lahoma boomers and they were attacked

just as my father had (my stepfather)
and there was a terrible battle. And Mr.

ten Indians after the rest of his party,
including his wife and daughter, had been
slain, and he broke through the attacking

He doesn’t look that brave. Later, I
asked him if it could be possible that he

Wiliock in his party and no little girl

how.
Now, i've come to the day when'I sent

ing, so begged off-let me tell you why:
1 began a novel last night, full of bright
conversation, the pages all broken up in
little scraps of print that hurry you along
as If building steps for you to run down—
it was ever and ever more Interesting
than real people can be. So I stayed to

Now, there Is a nook in Mr. Gledware's
library, a sort of alcove where you have
a window all to yourself, but are shut
off from the rest of the room, and that s
where I was when two men came in soft-

them. I couldn’'t sce them, but just as 1
was starting up to find out what it meant
one of them—it was Mr. Gledware, which

the rest to the picnic—spoke your -name,
Brick. As soon as I heard that name, and
particularly on account of the way he

scout out the trouble.
The other man, I soon found, was Red
Kimball. They had about finished thelr

had come for his check book, and the
check was for Red Kimball. Red Kim-
ball used to be the leader of a band of

ware acted the hero—only, as they were
disguised as Indians, Mr. Giedware didn’t
know they were such till later. He came
on them afterward without their dis-
guiges, and they would have killed him
it yvou, Brick, hadn’t knocked down Red

1 found out that Mr. Gledware wasn’'t the
hero he claimed to be, but was the man
vou saved, and he Is my stepfather, and 1
was carried away by him and taken from
him by the Indians, but he wasn't killed
at all, And I am no kin to you, at all,

me because you are Brick Willock, the
dearest, tenderest friend a lit®e gzirl ever
had—anrd these lines are crooked because

cousin.

I'd rather be kin to you than married
to a prince.

Red Kimball says you were one of his
gang of highwaymen, but 1 know it Isn’t
true, so you don't have to say & word.
But he is determined to be revenged on
you for killing his brother. And the rea-
son he’s waited this long is because he

son, Isn't it? Tell you how he found out—

you'd be In a box; I know you wouldn't

hides, your consciences are as free as

it all comes from my getting civilized!
He's a porter at our Kansas City hotel
So when he heard the men talking about
how I had once been kidnaped by the In-
dians and wrote nearly every day to my
cousin, Brick Willock, which they thought
an odd name, he guessed the rest.

It makes my blood turn cold to think
that all the time we were living quietly
and happily in the cove that awful Red
Kimball was hunting for you, meaning to
have your life, and in a way that I'm
ashamed to write, but must, so you'll
«now everything. He means to have you
arrested and tried for his brother’'s mur-
der—and he says he can hang you!

And Mr. Gledware is his witness. That's
why Red has come after him. You'll
think it strange that after his gang were
aBout to kit Mr. Gledware in the prairie
that he should come to ask him to act
as witness against another man. That's
what Mr. Gledwage told him. But Red
Kimball answeredhat it was all a bluff—
they had never dreamed of shooting him
or his little girl.

When No Man's Land was added to
Oklahoma a pardon was offered to Red
Kimball and all his gang if they would
come In and lay down their arms and
swear to keep the peace—you see, most
of their crimes had been committed where
no courts could touch them. Well, all the
gang came in. But what do you think?
That terrible Red Kimball swears that
you were one of his gang, and that as
you didn’'t come in and surrender your-
self the pardon doesn't apply to you! It
was all 1 could do to keep from stepping
right out and telling him you were one
of the most peaceable and harmless of
men and that you just happened to be
riding about when you saw Mr. Gled-
ware's danger and just had to shoot Kan-
sas Kimball to save me and my stepfa-
ther. You, a highwayman,  indeed! I
could laugh at that If it didn't make me
too mad when I think about it.

Then Mr. Gledware talked. He sald
maybe it was a bluff against him, that
standing him up against the moon to be
shot at, but it wasn't one he was apt to
forget, and he could never be on any kind
of terms with Red; besides, he said, it
Brick Willock hadn*t saved his life he'd
always thought so, so wouldn't witness
against him, though he had no doubt he
belonged to Red's gang. But that was
nothing to him. And he couldn’t under-
stand how Red could have the face to
come to hlm about anything, but was
willing to pay a sum to keep all the past
hushed up, as he didn’'t want any *‘com-
plications’ from being claimed as a step-
father by Lahoma! The past was over,
he said, and Lahoma had a home of her
own, and he was satisfled to be free of
her—and he would pay Red something to
keep the past buried.

Then Red spoke pretty ugly, saying it
wasn’'t the past he was anxious to have
buried, but DPrick Willock. And he said
that Mr. Gledware was a witness to the
murder, whether he wanted to be or not,
and Red was willing to confess to every-
thing In order to have Brick hanged.
Then Mr. Gledware, In a cold, unmoved
voice, said he must go back to the picnie,
and “Mr. Kimball” could do as he plcased.
But that wasn't the end. *“Do you,_
know,” says *“Mr. Kimball,” *that Red
Feather is In town laying for you?" he
says. Mr. Gledware gave a dreadful kind
of low scream, such as turned me sick to
hear. The room was as still as death for
a little while. 1 guess they were louvking
at each other.

At last Red says, pretty slow and ealm,
“Would you like to have that Indian out
of the way?" Mr. Gledware didn't an-
swer, at least not anything I could hear,
but his eyes must have spoken for him,
for Red went on after awhile: “It's a go,
then, 18 it? Well, that'll take time. But
in a few days—maybe In a few hours—I'll
deal with the chief. And I want your
word that after that’s accomplished you'll
g0 with me to Greer county and stay on
the job till Brick Willock swings.”

There was a longer silence than before.
My nerves all clashed in the strangest
way—like the shivering of morning ice on
a pool—when Mr. Gledware's voice jarred
on my ears. He said, “How will I know?"
“Well,”" says Red Kimball roughly,
“how would you know?"

There was another of those awful si-
lences. Then Mr. Gledware sald, “When
vou bring me a pin that he always carries
about him T'l know that Red Feather
will never trouble me again."

Kimball spoke rougher than before.
“You mean it'll show you that he’s a
dead 'un, huh?"

“I mean what I sald,” Mr. Gledware

snapped, as if just rousing himself from

a kind of stupor.

*“Well, what kind of pin?
Kimball's question.

Then Mr. Gledware described the pin.
He sald it was a smooth faced, gold
rimmed pin of onyx set with pearls. And
Kimball said boastingly that.he would
produce that pin, as he was a living man.
And Mr. Gledware told him if he did he'd
g0 to witness against Brick Willock. So
both left the roomn and pretty soon, from
the window, 1 saw them going away on
horseback In opposite directions.

I musin’t hold back this letter to add
any more—it must get off by the mail
that's pearly due. The moment I learn
anything new I'll write again.

In the meantime, better keep hid! Good-
by. Think of me when the wild winds
blow. Your little girl, LAHOMA.

P. 8.—Tell Bill he can still claim his
share.

P. P. 8.—Got Bill's note of a few lines,

That was

L read it with the greatest joy in the world

nnd guessed at the news. He says Wil-
fred Compton is there. What for? L.

Continued in next week’s Banner.
Great Age of Halley's Comet.

While Halley's comet has been iden-
tified as a member of our system for
over 2,000 years, certain characteris-
tics of its orbit lead us to believe that
it has been with us at least ten or
a hundred times as long as that
According to all accounts, it was a
magnificent object at the time of the
Norman conquest in 1006. Its head
was equal to the full moon in size,
and its tail increased to a wonderful
length.—Century.

Languid Larry’s Luck.

Gentleman—What would you do with
a nickel if [ gave you one? Tramp
(sarcastically)—Git a new rig, mister,
an’ somme supper an’' a night's lodgin’
an’ breakfast an' dinner termorrow.
Gentleman—My good fellow, take this
quarter and support yourself for the
rest of your life.—Boston Transcript.

Expensive Outlook.

“My wife is named Hattie, and, by
jiminy, she wants a new hat every
month.”

“Gosh! Prospects look bad for me.”

“How so?"

“I'm engaged to a girl named Ruby."
—Louisville Courier-Journal.

In Half Mourning.

“1 don’t understand you, Linda. One
day you're bright and jolly and the
next depressed and sad.”

“Well, I'm in half mourning; that's
why."—Fliegende Blatter. .
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