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B ecau se  You Live a t  a  D is ta n c e
—is no reason why you, too, cannot shop at 
this store and benefit by its low price system.

Our Mail Order Department provides for 
that. It furnishes you with a service as nearly 
a personal one as careful, immediate attention 
can make it. When in need of any article in 
our big, varied stock—

O rder fro m  U s by Mail
—and in an extremely short while we will have 
the filled order on its way back to you with six
teen ounces of satisfaction wrapped in it, also.

What your local dispensary hasn’t, we have ; 
the cut prices they can not afford  to charge 
you, we can. You thus accrue two big ben
efits, and they are permanent.

Texas at Market Street, Shreveport 
Long Distance ’phones, 637
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Cotton
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
eral. We enjoy the above advantages, and solicit 
your cotton shipments.

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

The HICKS COMPANY, Limited
Shreveport, Louisiana

platform  breathless, disheveled, but tr i 
um phant. It was the survivor of lied 
K im ball's band.

Mizzoo, m istaking his eomiug for a 
general rush, had hastily reloeked the 
door, aud he and W ilfred defended 
themselves with draw n revolvers.

“1 a in ’t up here to do no harm ." call
ed the ex-highwayman. "I a in 't got 
the spirit for w arfare. My chief is 
killed, my pards is dead. Even th a t in
nocent stage driver w hat knew nothing 
of us is killed iu the a ttack  tha t Brick 
Willoek .made on us in the dark and 
behind our backs. Uow re you going 
to grow when the whole world knows 
you a in 't nothing but a den of snakes? 
You may claim it's  all Brick Willoek.
I say if he’s bigger than  the town, if 
he m urders and stabs and you can’t 
help it. then the town ain’t as good as 
him. My life's in danger. I don't 
know if I'll draw  another breath. 
W hat kind of a reputation is th a t for 
you to send abroad? There’s a man 
in th is jail can tell you where Willock's 
hiding. Good day!”

The speaker was down the steps in 
two leaps, aud the deputies drew aside 
to let him pass out. Civic pride, above 
all, civic ambition, had been touched 
to the quick. A hoarse roar followed 
the speech, and cries for Bill grew 
frantic. Mizzoo. afraid to unlock the 
door, stared  a t W ilfred in perplexity.

“ I told you they had civilization on 
the brain.” he m uttered. "The old 
tim es are p a s t  I daresn 't make a 
move tow ard th a t lock.”

“Drop the keys behind you—I’ll get 
'em .” W ilfred murmured. “Step a lit
tle forward. Say som ething to 'em .” 

“Ain’t got nothing to say.” growled 
Mizzoo. glaring a t the mob. “These 
boys are in the right of it; th a t’s how 
1 feel—cuss th a t obstinate old bobcat'. 
I t’s his own fau lt if they string  him 
up.”

"H ere they come!” W ilfred exclaim 
ed. “Steady now. old Mizzoo—we’ve 
whipped packs of wolves before today 
—coyotes crazy with hunger—big gray 
loafers In the rocks—eh. Mizzoo?" He 
shouted to the deputies who had been 
pushed against the railing, “Give it to 
’em. hoys!”

But the deputies did not fire, aud the 
mob, though chafing with mad irnpa 
tience. did not advance. It was a sin
gle figure th a t sw ept up the steps, un
obstructed. aided, indeed, by the mass 
of packed men in the stree t—a figure 
slight and e re c t tingling with the ne
cessity of action to which every vein 
and muscle responded, tingling so vi
tally. so electrically, th a t the crowd 
also tingled, not understanding, but 
none the  less thrilled.

“Lahomu!” W ilfred w as a t her side. 
You here!”
“Yes, I ’m here.” she returned breath

lessly. her face flaming with excite-
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SYNOPSIS.
Lahoma sends a warning to Willoek 

that Red Kimball, one of the outlaws with 
whom Willoek formerly operated, has 
sworn to kill him and has started on his 
way to do so. She adds that Gledware 
is in dread of something the Indian. Red 
Feather, may do to him.

Red Feather attacks Gledware and al
most kills him. Lahoma learns that Gied- 
ware has married the Indian's daughter 
and deserted her. Wilfred Compton joins 
Lahoma and escorts her in a stagecoach 
to Willock's home.

Red Kimball and the remnant of the 
old outlaw gang are seen by Lahoma and 
Wilfred on their way to kill Willoek. A 
terrific storm, a Texas norther, overtakes 
Lahoma and Wilfred.

Kimball and two other men are killed. 
Willoek is under suspicion and a warrant 
Is issued. Gledware will testify against 
Willoek on an old charge.

The citizens are enraged at Willoek, be
lieving him to be a murderer. A mob 
gathers. Lahoma makes a speech in a 
desperate effort to save him from arrest 
She describes his worthy deeds.

CHAPTER XVII.
Pacing the Mob.

1ZZOO sta rted  up. too excited 
to notice W ilfred’s suddenly 
distorted face. I t was no 
lime to display a sense of 

the ludicrous. The young man hotly 
burst into passionate argum ent aud 
reasonable hypothesis.

Waving aside Mizzoo's protest. W il
fred elaborated his theory of an Indi
an attack, described Brick’s peaceable 
disposition, his gentleness to Lahoma, 
then dwelt on the friendship between 
himself and Brick and the relations be
tween himself and Brick's ward.

“It all comes to this." Mizzoo de
clared: “If you could make me think 
Willoek a harmless lamb, and as in
nocent. it wouldn’t change conditions, 
ib is  neighborhood calls for his life 
and d take it If in reach, and my w ar
rant calls for his arrest. All I can 
promise is to get him. If possible, be
hind the bars before the mol> gets him 
in a rope."

Wilfred permitted himself the pleas
ure of taunting Mizzoo with the very 
evident tru th  that before Willoek was 
hanged or imprisoned lie must first be 
caught.

Mizzoo grinued guod naturedly. “Yap.

weil, we've got a clew locked up In 
jail right now th a t could tell us some
thing. I judge, and will tell us some
thing before se t free. It 's  nam e Is Bill 
Atkins. H e’s a wise old coon, but as 
sour as a boiled owl—nothing as yet 
to be negotiated with him than if he 
was a bobcat catched in a trap. We’re 
boiling tim e’ll mellow him—tim e and 
the prospect of beiug took out and 
sw ung from the nearest limb.”

Wilfred insisted on an immediate 
visit to Bill. "Brick declared he 
w ouldn't tell Bill his hidiug place.” he 
said, “for he didn’t w ant to get him 
into trouble. He'll tell me if he knows 
anything, and If he doesn’t It’s an out
rage to sh u t him up. old as he is and as 
rheum atic as* he's old.”

On the way to the rudely Improvised 
prison Mizzoo defended himself. “He 
w asn’t too old and rheum atic to fight 
like a wildcat. Why. he had to be 
lifted up bodily and carried Into his 
cell. Not a word can we get out of 
him or a bite of grub into him. I be
lieve that old codger’s ju s t too obsti
nate to die!”

When they reached the prison door 
the crowd gathered about them, eager 
for news, watching Mizzoo unfasten 
the door as if he were unlocking the 
secret to Willock's whereabouts. There 
were loud im precations on the head of 
the m urderer and fierce prophecies as 
to w hat would happen to Bill If he 
preserved his Incrim inating silence. It 
seemed but a moment before hurrying 
forms from many directions packed 
themselves into a mass before the  Jail.

The cells were in the basement. The 
only en trance to the building was by 
menus of a (tight of six steps leading 
to an unroofed platform  before the 
door of the story proper. Mizzoo and 
W ilfred, standing on this platform, 
were lilted above the beads of perhaps 
a hundred men. who watched eagerly 
the dangling bunch of keys. Mizzoo 
had stationed th ree deputies a t the foot 
of the steps to keep back the mob. for 
if the excited men once rushed iuto the 
ja il nothing could check their course.

Mizzoo whispered to Wilfred. “We’d 
better get in as quick as pq/ssible.”

The words were lost in the increas
ing roar of voices. He spoke again 

“When 1 sw ing open the door th a t 
buuch will try  to make a run for i t  
Y'ou jum p inside and I'll be a f te r  you 
like a shot. We’ll lock ourselves in”— 

“Hey. Mizzoo!” shouted a voice from 
the crowd, “bring out th a t old cuss 
Drag him to the platform , we w ant to 
hear w hat he's got to say.”

“Say. Mr. Sheriff! Tell him If he 
won't come to us. we'll go to him. 
We've got to know w here Brick Wil 
lock’s hiding, and th a t's  all about I t ” 

"Sure!" growled a third. “W hat kind 
of a town is th is anyw ay? A refuge 
for highwaymen and m urderers?”

A struggle took place a t the  foot of 
the stairs, not so good naturedly as 
leretofore. A reasoning voice was 
heard: “Ju s t let me say a word to the 
boys."

"Yes.”’ called others, “let’s hear him!' 
There was a surging forw ard, and a 

man was lifted literally over the heads 
i t  the three deputies. He reached the
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cattlemen came, before the Indians 
had given up this country, and I was 
Here when the first settlers moved In 
and when the soldiers drove them o u t 
i was living In the cove with Brick 
Willoek when people came up from 
Texas and^planted miles aud miles of 
wheat, and 1 used to play w ith the 
rusty plows and machinery they left 
scattered about a f te r  the three years’ 
drought had starved them back to their 
homes. Then Old Mau W alked came 
to Bed Uiver. sent his cowboys to 
drive us out of the cove, and your sher
iff led the hunch. And it was Brick 
and myself that stood them off with 
our guns, our backs to the wall aud 
our powder dry. and we never saw 
Mizzoo iu our cove again. So you see 
I ought to be able to talk to western 
men in a way they cau appreciate, and 
if there 's anybody here th a t’s not a 
western m au—he couldn’t understand 
our style anyhow —he’d better go where 
he's needed, for out west you need 
only-western men—like Brick Willoek. 
for instance."

At reference to the well kuown Inci
dent of Mizzoo’s attem pt to drive Wil- 
:ock from the cove there was a sudden 
wave of laughter, none the less hearty 
because Mizzoo's face had flushed and 
nis mouth had opened sheepishly But 
at tlie recurrence of Willock’s name 
the crowd grew serious. They felt the 
justice of her claim th a t out west only 
western men were needed; they ex
cused her for thinking Brick a model 
type. But let any one else hold him 
up before them as a model!

I.ahoma’s m anner changed. I t  grew 
deeper and more forceful.

“Men, I w ant to talk to you about 
this case. Will you be the ju ry? Con- 
ider what kind of man sw ore out th a t 

w arrau t against Brick—the leader of a 
band of highwaymen! And who’s his 
hief w itness? Y'ou don’t know Mr. 
Jledware. I do. You've heard he’s a 
ich and influential citizen in the e a s t  

That's true. But I’m going to tell you 
something to show w hat he Is. and 
what Brick Willoek is—ju st one thing, 
tha t's  all I ’ll say about the  character 

cither. As to Bed Kimball, you don’t 
have to be told. I'm  uot going to talk 
lbout the general features of the case— 
ns to whether Brick was ever a high
wayman or not. ns to w hether he kill- 

1 Bed’s brother to save me and my 
stepfather, or did it in cold blood; as 
to w hether he held up the stage or u o t 
These things you've discussed. You've 
formed opinions about them. 1 want 
to tell you something you haven’t 
heard. Will you listen?"

At first no one spoke. Then from the 
crowd came a measured Impartial 
voice: “ We got lots of time."

She w as not discouraged by the In 
timation in the tone th a t all her speak
ing was in vain and plunged Into the 
midst of her narrative. ,- *

“One evening Brick came on a de
serted mover’s wagon. He’d traveled 
all day w ith nothing to ea t or drink, 
md he got into the wagon to escape 
the blistering sun. In there be found 
:i dead woman, stretched on her palle t 
He had a great curiosity to see her 
face, so he began lifting the cloth tha t 
covered her. He saw  a pearl and onyx 
pin a t her throat. It looked like one 
his mother used to wear. So he drop
ped the cloth and never looked a t her 
face. She had died the evening before, 
and he knew she wouldn’t have wanted 
any one to see her then. And he dug 
a grave in the sand, though she was 
nothing to him. and buried her—never 
seeing her face—and covered the spot 
with a great pyramid of stones and 
prayed for her little girl—I was her 
little girl. The Indians had carried me 
away. You’ll say th a t was a little 
thing: th a t anybody would have bur
ied the poor, helpless body. Maybe so. 
But about not looking a t her fa c e -  
well. I don’t know. I t w as a little 
thing, of course, but somehow it just 
seems to show that Brick Willoek 
w asn't little—had something great In 
his soul, you know. Seems to show 
th a t he couldn’t  have been a common 
murderer. It’s something you’ll have 
to feel for yourselves. Nobody could 
explain it so you’d see If you don 't un
derstand already.”

The men stared a t her. som ewhat be
wildered. saying nothing. In some 
breasts a sense of som ething delicate, 
not to be defied, was stirred.

“How’re you going to grow when the 
whole world knows you ain’t nothing 
but a den of snakes?”

ment. “ I’m going to talk  to these peo 
pie. Let me have th a t’’— She took 
the revolver from the unresisting hand 
uncocked It and slipped it iuto her bos 
om. Then she faced the mob and held 
up her empty hand.
• It was the first tim e Lahoma had 
ever faced an audience larger than  th a t 
composed of Brick and Bill and Wil 
fred. A fter her uplifted hand had 
brought tense silence she stood a t a 
loss, her eyes big with the appeal her 
tongue refused to utter.

The mob was awed by th a t light in 
her eyes, by the crimson in her cheeks, 
by her beauty, freshness and grace. 
They would not proceed to violence 
while she stood there facing them. H er 
power she recognized, but she under
stood it was th a t of physical presence. 
When she w as gone her Influence would 
depart. They knew Brick and Bill had 
sheltered lier from her tenderest years: 
they adm ired her fidelity. W hatever 
she might say to try to move their 
hearts would come from a sense of 
g ratitude and would be received in tol 
e ran t silence. The more guilty the 
highw aym an the more commendable 
her loyalty But It would not change 
the ir purpose. As If w aiting for a 
storm  to pass they stood stolid and 
close mouthed, slightly bent forward, 
unresisting, but unmoved.

“I ’m a western girl." Lahoma said 
a t  last, “and ever since Brick WilloeK 
gave me a home when 1 had none I’ve 
lived right over yonder a t the foot of 
the m ountains I was there when the

0
CHAPTER XVIII.

Who killed Red Kimball?”
NE day.” Lahoma resumed. 

"Brick saw a white mau 
with some Indians standing 
near th a t grave. He couldn't 

imagine what they m eant to do. so he 
hid. thinking them a fte r  him. Years 
afterw ard  Bed F eather explained why 
they came th a t evening to the pile of 
stones. The white man w as Mr. Gled
ware. A fter Bed Kim ball’s gang cap
tured the wagon train  Mr. Gledware 
escaped, m arried Red F eather's daugh
ter and lived with the Indians. He'd 
married immediately to save his life, 
■md rire tribe suspected he meant to 
leave Indian Territory a t the first 
■fiance. Mr. Gledware. great coward, 
was terrified night and day lest the 
suspicions of the Indians might finally 
cost him his life.

" It wasn’t ten days a f te r  the niassa- 
•re of the em igrants till he decided to 
give a proof of good faith. Too great 
I coward to try  to get aw ay and caring 
loo much for his w ife’s rich lands to 
want to leave, he told about the pearl 
m d onyx pip. He said he w anted to 
give It to Red Flower. A pretty  good 
Indian Bed F eather w as—true friend 
if mine. He w ouldn't rob graves! But 
le said he'd take Mr. G ledw are to the 
ulace. and if he got th a t pin they 'd  dll 
liuow he m eant to live among ihem 
forever. T hat’s why the hand was 
standing there when Brick Willoek 
looked from the m ountain top. Mr 
Gledware dug up the body a fte r the 
Indians had rolled aw ay the s to n e s-  
•he body of his wife—my m other—the 
tody whose face Brick Willoek 
vouldn t look at in its helplessness of

death Mr. Gledware Is the principal 
w itness against Brick. If you dou’t 
feel what kind of man he is from what 
I ’ve said nobody could explain it to 
you."

From several of the inteut listeners 
burst involuntary denunciations of 
Gledware. while on the faces of others 
showed a momentary gleam of horror 

Red K im ball's confederate spoke 
loudly, harshly, "B ut who killed Bed 
Kimball and his pard and the stage 
driver If it w asn 't Brick Willoek?”

"I think it was Bed F eather's band.
I’m witness to the fact tha t Kimball 
agreed to bring Mr. Gledware the pearl 
and onyx pin on condition that Mr. 
Gledware appear against Brick. After 
Mr. G ledware deserted Bed Flower, or. 
rather, a fte r her death. Bed Feather 
carried tha t pin about him Mr. Gled
ware knew he'd never give it up alive.
He was alw ays afraid the Indian would 
find him. and a t  last he did find him.
But Bed Kimball got the pin Could 
th a t mean anything except that Kim 
ball discovered the ludiau’s hidiug 
place and killed him? But for that. I'd 
think it Bed Feather who attacked the 
stage and killed Bed Kimball. As it 
is, I believe it m ust have been his 
friends.”

"Now you've said something!” cried 
Mizzoo "Boys, don’t you think it’s 
n reasonable explanation?"

Some of them did. evidently, for the 
grim resolution on their faces softened. 
Others, however, were unconvinced.

A stern voice was raised: "Let Brick 
Willoek come do his own explaining.
Bill Atkins knows where he's hiding 
out—and we got to know. We've s ta r t 
ed in to be a law abiding county, and 
th a t there w arrant against Willoek ha 
got the right of way."

"You've no w arrant against Bill,' 
cried W ilfred, stepping to the edge of 
the platform , "therefore you've violated 
the law in locking him up."

“T h a t’s so." exclaimed Red Kim ball’s 
form er comrade. “Well, turn  Mm loose, 
th a t's  w hat we ask—let him go—open 
the jail door!"

“H e’s locked up for his own safety .” 
shouted Mizzoo. “You fellows agree 
to leave him alone, and I'll turn  him 
out quick enough. Y'ou talk  about the 
law —w hat you w ant to do to Rill ain 't 
overly lawful, 1 take  it.”

“If  he gives up his secret we ain ’t 
going to handle him rough.” was the 
quick retort.

Lahoma found th a t the softening in 
fluence she had exerted was Already 
fast dissipating. They bore with her 
merely because of her youth and sex 
She cried out desperately.

“Is there nothing 1 can say to move 
your hearts? Has my story of thu 
pearl and onyx pin been lost on you 
Couldn’t you understand, after all 
Are you western men and yet unable 
to feel the worth of a western man like 
Brick? How he clothed me and shel 
tered me when the man who should 
have supported the child left in his 
care neglected her. How he taught me 
and was alw ays tender and gentle— 
never a cross word—a man like that 

■ And you think he could kill! 1 don’t 
know w hether Bill was told his hidin 
place or not. But If I knew It. do you 
think I ’d tell? And if  Bill betrayed him 
—but Bill wouldn’t  do it. Thank God, 
I’ve been raised with real men. men 
th a t know how to stand by each other 
and be true to the death. You want 
Bill to turn traitor. I say. w hat kind of 
men are you?”

She turned to W ilfred, blinded by hot 
tears. “Oh. say something to them!" 
she gasped, clinging to his arm.

“Go on.” murmured Wilfred. ”1 
couldn't reach ’em. and you made a 
point tha t time. Go on—don’t  give ’em 
a chance to think.”

“B u t’ l can’t —I’ve said all I had to 
say” -

“Don’t stop, dear, for God's sa k e -  
the case is desperate! Y ou’ll have to do 
It—for Bill.”

“And th a t isn’t  all.” Lahoma called 
in a broken, pathetic voice, as she tu rn 
ed her pale face upon the curious 
crowd. “That isn 't all. You know Brick 
and Bill have been all 1 had—all in this 
world. Y’ou know they couldn't have 
been sw eeter to me if they'd been the 
nearest of kin—they were more like 
women than  men. somehow, when they 
spoke to me and sa t with me In the 
dugout: and I guess 1 know a little 
about a m other’s love, because I’ve al 
ways had Brick and Bill. But one day 
somebody else came to the cove, and 
this somebody else — well — he -  this 
somebody else w ants to m arry me—to 
day. This was the end of our jour 
ney.” she w ent on blindly, “and— and 
It is our wedding day. I thought there 
m ust be some way to get Brick to the 
wedding, but you see how it is. A nd- 
and we’ll have to m arry without him 
But Bill's here—in th a t jail—because he 
wouldn't betray his friend. And 
couldn’t m arry w ithout either Brick or 
Bill, could I ?”

She took her quivering band from 
W ilfred’s sturdy arm  aud. moving to 
the top of tbo steps, held out her trem 
filing arm s appealingly:

“Men! Give me Bill!"
The crowd was with her, now. No 

doubt of that. All fierceness gone, 
tears here and there, broad grins to 
hide deep emotion, open adm iration 
touched with tenderness, in the eye: 
th a t took iu her shy flowerlike beauty 

"You shall have Bill!” shouted the 
spokesman of the crowd. And other 
voices cried, “Give her Bill! Give her 
Bill!”

"B ring him out!” continued the 
sjwkesmau in stentorian tones. “We' 
not ask him a question. Fellows, clear 
j  path for ’em.”

A broad lane was formed tbrou 
he throng of smiling men whom the 

sodden, unexpected light of love had 
softened magically.

While Mizzoo hastened to Bill’s cell 
some one exclaimed. "Invite us too 
Make it a town wedding!"

And another sta rted  the shout, “Hur 
rah for Lahoma!"

Lahoma. who had taken refuge be>
Mind W ilfred’s protection, wept and 
laughed in a rosy glow of trium phant
Joy.

Mizzoo presently reappeared, leaving 
the door wide open He walked to 
the stairs, the wrinkles a t the corners 
of his eyes deep cut with appreciation 
of the situation. "Fellows." he called.
•be says you carried him in there, and 
linged if you won’t have to carry him 

out, for uot a step will he take!”
At this unexpected development a 

burst of laughter swelled iuto a roar 
Yfter tha t mighty merriment. Bill was 
as safe as a babe. Twenty volunteers 
pressed forward to carry the wedding 

uest from his cell. And when the old 
man slowly but proudly followed Wil
fred and Lahoma to the hotel where 
certain preparations were to be made 
—particularly as touching Bill's per 
soual appearance—the town of Man- 

um •began gathering at the newly 
erected church w hither they had been 
iuvited.

When the four friends—for Mizzoo 
joined them —drove *up to the church 
door In the only carriage available.
Bill descended stiffly, his eyes gleam 
lug fiercely from under snowy locks, 
is if daring any one to ask him a ques
tion about Brick. But nobody did 

The general suspicion that Bill At
kins knew more about Brick Willoek 
than he had revealed, was not without 
foundation  though the exten t of his 
knowledge was more limited than the 
town supposed. Dili had carried to his 
friend—hidden in the crevice In the 
mountain top—the news of Red Kim
ball's death: since then, they bad not 
seen each other.

Skulking along wooded gullies by 
day, creeping down into the cove at 
night. Willoek had unconsciously re
verted to the habits of thought and ac
tion belonging to the time of his out
lawry. He was again, in spirit, a high
wayman. though his hostility was 
directed only against those seeking to 
bring him to  justice. The softening 
Influence of the years spent with La 
hom*i was no longer apparent in his 
sh ifting  bloodshot eyes, his crouching 
shoulders, his furtive hand ever ready 
to snatch the weapon from conceal
ment. This sinister aspect of wildness. 
Intensified by straggling whiskers aud 
uncombed locks, gave to his giant form 
a kinship to the huge grotesquely shap 
ed rocks among which he had made 
his den.

He heard of Red Kimball's death 
with bitter disappointment. He -had 
hoped to encounter his form er chief, 
to grapple with him, to hurl him. per
haps, from the precipice overlooking 
Bill’s form er home. If in his fall. 
Kimball, with arm s wound about his 
waist, had dragged him down to the 
same death, w hat m atter? Though his 
enemy was now no more, the sheriff 
held the w arrant for his arrest—as if 
the dead man could still strike a mortal 
blow. The sheriff might be overcome 
—he was but a man. T hat piece of pa
per calling for his arrest—an arrest 
th a t would mean, a t best, years in the 
penitentiary—had behind it the . whole 
sta te  of Texas.

To Willock’s feverish imagination, 
the w arran t became personified: a mys
terious force, not to be destroyed by 
m aterial means: it was not only pa
per, but sp ir it And it had come be
tween him and Lahoma. it had shut 
him off from the possibility of a peace 
ful old age. The cove was no longer 
home but a hiding place.

He did not question the justice of 
this sequel to his earlier life. No 
doubt deeds of long ago. never pun
ished. demanded a sacrifice. He hated 
the agents of this justice not so much 
because they threatened his liberty, 
his life, as because they stepped in be
tween hmself and Lahoma. Always a 
man of expedients, he now sought 
some way of frustra ting  justice, and 
naturally his plans took the color of 
violence. Denied the savage joy of 
killing Red Kimball—and he would 
have killed him with as little compunc 
tion as If he had been a wolf—his 
thoughts turned tow ard Gledware, 

G ledware was the only witness of 
the deed for which the w arran t de
manded his a r re s t Willoek wished 
many of hjs other deeds had been 
prompted by impulses as generous as 
those which had led to Kansas Kim
ball's death. Perhaps It w as the irony 
of justice that he should be threatened 
by the one act of bloodshed which had 
saved Lahom a's life. If he must be 
hanged or imprisoned because he had 
not. like the rest of the baud, given 
himself up for official pardon it was as 
weil to suffer from one deed as from 
another. But it would be better still, 
as in the p a s t  to escape all conse
quences. W ithout G ledware they could 
prove nothing.

Would Gledware testify  now that 
Red Kimball, who had bought his tes 
tlniony with the death of the Indian, 
no longer lived to exact payment? 
Willoek felt sure he would. In the 
first place. Gledware had placed him 
self on record as a witness, hence 
could hardly retrea t; in the second 
place, he would doubtless be anxious 
to rid himself of the danger of ever 
meeting Willoek. whom his conscience 
must have caused him to hate with the 
hatred of the mau who wrongs his 
beue factor.

Willoek transferred  all his rage 
against the dead enemy to the living. 
He reminded himself how Gledware 
had caused the death of Red Feather, 
not In the heat of fury or in blind ter
ror. but in cold blooded bargaining 
He m editated on G ledw are's attitude 
toward Lahoma. He thought nothing 
good of him, he magnified the evil 
That scene at the grave of his wife 
and Bed F eather's account of how he 
had dug up the body for a mere pin of 
pearl and onyx—ought such a creature 
to live to condemn him. to bring sor 
row on the stepdaughter he had basely 
refused to acknowledge?

To wait for the coming of the wit
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Why Cash in Advance 
For Subscriptions?

For several reasons, but to the man 
•who is inclined to be fair it is only 
necessary to advance thèse two :
The country weekly’s field is limited.
It has only two sources of revenue— 
space In its columns for sale and sub
scriptions. Both must pay, or else 
the paper does not prosper. There 
is no compromise. Credit for sub
scriptions, even for a year, represents 
a loss; and where a publisher con
tinues the practice year in and year 
out he only eneourasres its growth.
It he would get what he earns he must 
demand cash in advance for subscrip
tions—for each and all of them.
Some have made it a practice after 
securing the paper for a year on 
credit (originally paying only a dol
lar) to then order it in the name of 
some other member of the family. 
Some men would thus run the whole 
family string of names, paying only a 
dollar every other year in the name 
of the new (?) subscriber, if the man
agement of this office was not watch
ful enough to detect the trick and 
discontinue sending the paper when 
subscriptions are not renewed.
Those are two of the reasons that 
have forced us to announce the cash- 
in-advance policy with the beginning 
of another year. It simmers down to 
this: We want what we are earning 
and are justly entitled to.

Cash in Advance  
Beginning W ith 1916
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ness would be to lose :in opportunity 
tha t might never recur. Willoek would 
go to him. In doing so. he would not 
only take Gledware by surprise, but 
would leave the only neighborhood La 
which search would l>e made for him
self. Thus it came about that while the 
environs of the cove were being minute
ly examined Brick, riding his fastest 
pony, w as on the way to K ansas City.

He reached K ansas City w ithout un
usual incident, where he was accepted 
naturally as a product of the west. 
H ad his appearance been tw ice as un
couth, twice as wild, it woaid have 
accorded all the better with western 
superstitions th a t prevailed in this city, 
fast forgetting th a t It had been a west
ern ou tpost At the hotel, whose situa
tion he knew from Lahoma's letters, 
he learned th a t Gledware was neither 
there, nor a t his home in the country. 
The country house was closed up and. 
In fact, there was a rumor th a t it was 
sold, or w as about to be sold. One of 
the porters happened to know th a t 
Gledware had gone for a week’s diver
sion down in the Ozarks. There were 
a lake, a clubhouse, a dancing hall, as 
yet unopened. The season was too 
early for the usual crowd a t Ozark 
lodge, but the warm wave th a t nearly 
alw ays came a t this tim e of year had 
prompted a sudden outing party  which 
might last no longer than  the warm
wave, t ________

Continued in  next week's Banner.

Wouldn’t Be Bullied.
Lord Kitchener, celebrated tor his 

stern  and exacting manner, met his 
m atch on one occasion and proved the 
fine quality of his nature by acknowl
edging the fact.

I t  was in the days when the railw ay 
w as being driven across the desert to 
K hartum . A young Canadian officer 
of engineers was in charge of the 
work, which was progressing sa tis
factorily, when one morning the sirdar 
(as K itchener then was) appeared on 
the scene and expressed his disap
proval of certain features of the work 
with his usual bluntness.

The young officer listened until his 
chief had finished and then quietly in
quired:

“Am I bossing this railway, sir. or 
are you?"

K itchener gave him a quick glance, 
recognized him ns one of his own sort, 
nodded approval and w ent away.

Prevention of the Flight of Birds.
To prevent birds from Hying w ithout 

the barbarous and injurious system  
sometimes of cutting their wings it 
will be found sufficient to tie together 
with a thread three or four of the 
largest feathers of one wing. This de
stroys the balance, the wings do not 
act sym m etrically in the air, and 
flight is rendered impossible. Fowls, 
pigeons, etc., may be kept within 
hounds In this simple fashion.
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W e Pay 4 Per Cent 
In terest on 
Tim e D ep o sits

Every loan made by our 
bank is carefully consider
ed, as is evidenced by the 
fact th a t 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 t

*
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*  f  We want your busi- *4 
4* ness and in return will *4 
4* render you prompt and *4
4» accurate service.
*
*

I  Bank of Benton
B e nto n ,  Ln.
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