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CHAPTER XIIL
The Guests Arrive.

T the station Louise found ber
guests, young Dr. Marshall and
his wife, also the telegram an
nouncing the day they would

grrive.

“I'm sorry,” began Louise. But the
Alarshalls sllenced ber with bhearty.
“Oh. pshaws! and “No matters.” with
an incidental bug from Anne.

“Why. you bave changed so. Anne”
exclaimed Loulse ~“What bhave you
been doingt You used to be so terribly
formal, and now you're actually hug
ging me in publie!”

“The ‘public’ has just departed. Miss
Lackarme, with your pony. 1 believe
He rides well—the tall. dark chap thar
eame with you.™

‘Oh. Collle! He's gone for the buck
board, of course. Stupid of me.not i
drive down." We feally didu't expert
you until fomorrow, but you'll forgive
Grinding Only on Saturdays us all, won't you? You can see now

o how telegrams are handled at these
stations.”

Anne Marshall, a -brown eyed. rathe:
stately and pleasingly slender girl
smiled and shook her head. "'l dout
know | may if you will promise 1o
introduce me to that faseinating young
cowboy that rode away with yem
horse. | used to dream of such men’

Young Dr. Marahall coughed The
girls Izughed.

“Ol, Collie?" said Louise ™Of course
son will meet him. He's off right
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. irmer grip on the seat and looked not

or. rather. gyrated Boyar aud Collie’s
own pony, Apache. It is eaough to
say that neither of them had ever beén
in harness before. The ponies were
trying to get rid of the appended ve
hicle through any possible means
Louise gasped.

“Price’s team is out—over to the Oro
ranch. I knew you wanted a team in
a hurry,” said Collie.

“It looks quite like a team in a hur-
ry,” commented Dr. Marshall. *“Your
man is a good driver?”

“Splendid!” said Louise. **Come on.
Anne. You always said you wanted to
ride behind some real western horses
Here they are.”

“Why, this is just—just bully!"
whispered the stately Anne Marshall
“And isn't he a striking figure?”

“Yes,” assented Louise, who was
just the least bit uncertain as to the
outcome of Collie’'s haaty assembling
of untutored barness material. “It is
just ‘bully.’ Where in the world did
you wnearth that word, Anne?”

D Marshall's offhand designation
of the buckboard as “a team in a hur-
ry” was prophetie, even unto the end.

What Boyar could not accomplish in
the way of equine gymnastics in har-
ness Apache, Collie’s pony, could.

Louise was a little fearful for her
guests, yet she had confidence in the
driver. The Marshalls apparently saw
nothing wmore than a pair of very spir-
ited “real western horses like one
reads about, you know,” until Dr. Mar-
shall, slowly coming out of a kind of
anticipatory haze, as Boyar stood on
his hind feet and tried to face the
buckboard, recognized the black horse
as Louise's saddle animal. He took a

Collie. The young man seemed to be
enjoying himself. There wasn't a line
of worry on his clean cut face.

“Pretty liveiy,” said the doctor.

Collie, with his foot on the brake
and both arms rigid, nodded. Moon-
stone canyon trail was not a boule-
vard. He was not to be lured into
conversation. He was giving his wholce
mind and all of his magnetisin to the
team.

Boyar and Apache took advantage
of every turn, pitch, steep descent and
ford to display the demoniacal ingenu-
ity inspired by their outraged feelings.
They were splendid, obedient saddle
animals, but to be buckled and strap-
ped in irritating harness and hitched
to that four wheeled disgrace, a buck-
board!

Anne Marshall chatted happily with
Louise, punctuating her lively chatter
with subdued little cries of delight as
some new turn in the trail opened on
a vista unimaginably beautiful. espe-
elally to her eastern eyes.

Young Dr. Marshall, in the front seat
with Collie, braced his {eet and smiled.
He had had experience in a New York
ambulance, but then that had been
over level streets. He glanced over
the edge of the canyon rcad, and his
smile faded a little. It faded entirely
as the front wheel sheared off a gener-
ous shovelful of earth from a sharp
upright angle of the hill as the team
tock the turn at a gallop.

“The road needs widening there any-
way,” commented Collle. as though
apologizing.

“I have my—er—repair kit with me,”
sald the genial doctor. “I'm a sur-
geon.” *

Collle nodded, but kept his eyes rig-
idly on the horses. Evidently this im-
maculate of the white collar and cuffs
and the stylish gray tweeds had
“sand.”

“They’re a little fussy. but 1 know
'em,” said Collie as Boyar, apparently
terror stricken at a manzanita that he
had passed hundreds of times, reared.
his fore feet pawing space and the
traces dangerous!y slack. Louise bit
her lower lip and quickly called Anne'’s
attention to a spot of vivid color on the
hillside. To Dr. Marshall's surprise.
Collie struck Apache, who was behav-
ing, smartly with the whip. -Apache
leaped forward, bringing Boyar down
to his feet again. The doctor would
have been inclined to strike Boyar for
misbebaving. He saw Collle’s wisdom
and smiled. To have pupished Boyar
when already on his hind feet would
bhave been folly.

At the top of the next grade the
lathering, restive ponies finally settled
to a stubborn trot. “Mad clean
through,” said Collie.

“]1 should say they were behaving
well enough,” said the doctor, not as
much as an opinion as to relieve his
tense nerves in speech.

“When a brone gets to acting lady-
like then is_the time ta look qut.” £aid
Collle. “Boyar and Apache have pever
been in harness before. Seems kind
of queer to ‘em."

“What! Never been—why, huh! For
heaven's sake, don't let Mrs. Marshall
hear that!"

Walter Stone and his wife made the
Marshalls feel at home lmmediately.
Walter Stene had know Dr. Marshall’s
father, and he found in the son a
pleasant living recollection of his old
friend. Aunt Eleanor and Louise had
visited with Anne when they were
east. She was Anne Winthrop then.
and Ieuise and she bad found much
in common to enjoy in shoepping and
sightseeing. Their one regret was that
T.ouise would bave to return to the west
before Anne’s marriage to the young
Dr. Marshall they admired so much.
There had been vague promises of
coming west after ‘fthings were set-
tled,” as Anpe put it, which was mere-
Iy another way of saying, “After we
are married and have become enongh
used to each other to really enjoy a
‘tong trip west.”

The Marshalls bad drrived, with
three years of happiness behind them
and apparently with an agon” or se of
happiness to look forward to, for they
were quiet, unassmming young folks.
with plenty of meney and no desire
whatever to make people aware of it.

dvertise and Let the World Know Your Business Has Not Stagnated'

L the doctor.

evening they congregated on the ver-
anda and chatted about the east, the
and incidentally about the pro-
wosed picuic they were to enjoy a few
days liter, when “boots and saddles”
wouid be the order of the day. “And
the trails are not bad, Anne,” said
Louaise. *When you get used to them
you'll forget all about them, but your
pouy won't. He'll be just as deliber-
ate and anxious about your safety and
his at the end of the week as he was
at the beginning.”

“Imagine! A week of riding about
these mountains! How- Billy would
have cnjoyed it, doctor!”

“Yes. But I believe he is bhaving a
pretty good time where he is.”

“We wish he could be here, Anne,”
said Louise. *“I've never met your
brother. He's always been away when
[ have been east.”

“Which has been
said Drv. Marshall,

“He writes such
about the desert and

his misfortune,”

beautiful letters
his mining claim
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CHAPTER XiV,
A Red Episode.

.

VERLAND RED, despite his
outward regeneration, was
Overland Red still, only a little
more $o. ilis overwhelming

appare!l accentuated his peculiaritios,
his humorous gestures, his silent self
consciousne: But there was sone-
thing big. forceful and  wholesouled
about the man, something that attract-
ed despite his incongruities.

Young Dr. 3arshall studied him,
racking his memory for a name. Pres-
ently he turned te his wife. “What

was I paitner's name—the miner?
I've forgotten.'

“A Mr. Summetrs, I believe. Yes, I'm
sure. Jack Summers Billy called him
in his letters.”

“Just a minute,” said the doctor,
turning to Overland, who sat, huge
limbed, smiling, red visaged, happy.
“Pardon me. You said Mr, Jack Sum-
wers, 1 believe. Do you happen to
kpnow a M. Winthrop, Billy Win-
throp?”

? What, Billy? Billy Winthrop?
Say, is this me? I inhaled a whole
soline comin’ up that grade,
in' dizzy. Billy Win-
Why"— And his exclamation
od as he asked cautiously, “Did
you kuow him?®"

1 am his sister,” said Anne Mar
shall.

Overland was dumfounded. “His sis-
ter,” ho muttered, “the one he writ to
in New York. Hub! Yes; me and
Billy's pardners.”

“Js he—is he better?”
hesitatingly.

«“Better! Say, lady, excuse me if I
tell you he's gettin® so blame frisky
that he's got me scared. Why, I left

im settin® on a rock eatin® a sardine
ch withh one hand and shootin’
holes in all the tin cans in sight with
the other. ‘'So long, Red! he hollers
as I lit cut with the burro to cross the
range, ‘So long, and don't let _your
feet siip!” And pom! goes the 45 that
he was jugglin', and another tin can
passed over. He takes a bite from the
san'wich, and then pom! goes the gun
again, and another tin can bites the
dust, jest as free and easy as if he
wasn't keepin' gnard oVer thirty or
forty thensand dollars’ worth of gold
dust and trouble, and jest as if he
ain't got no lungs at all.”

* Ll > ~ - . .

Overland Red was concluding his

-

asked Anne

“1c

& @eaels

In the Radiance of the Porch Lighti
Stood a Wonderfully Attired Stranger. i

—that’s his latest fad—and says he's
much stronger. But I Delieve they alf {
say that when they have his trouble, |
you know.”

“From Billy’s last letter I should
say he was in pretty fair shape.” said
“He's living outdoors and
at a good altitude, soxyewhere on the
desert. He's making money. He posts
his letters at a town called Daggett, in
this state.”

“Up above San Berdoo,” said Wal-
ter Stone. And he straightway drift-
ed into reverie.

“Hellol" exclaimed Dr. Marshall,
leaning forward. *“Sounds like the ex-
haust of a pretty heavy car. I didn't
imagine any one would drive that can-
yon road after dark.”

“Unusual,” said Stone, getting to his
fect.” “Some one in a hurry. I'll turn
on the porch light and defy the mos-
quitees.”

With a leonine roar and a succeed-
ing clatter of empty cylinders an im-
mense racing car stopped at the gate
below. ™ The powerful headlight shot a
widening pathway through the nizht
Voices came distinetly from the vicin-
ity of the machine. Before Walter
Stene had reached the bhottom step of
the porch a huge figure appeared from
Gut the shadows. In the radiance of
the porch light stood a wonderfully at-
tired stranger. IFrock coat, silk haf,
patent leathers, striped trousers and
peafl palters, a white vest and a no-
ticeable watch chain adorned the driv
er of the automobile. He stood for
a minute blinking in the light; then
he swept his hat from his head with
muscular grace. “Excuse me for in-
tradin’,” he said. “I seen this glim
and ‘headéd for it. ' Is Mr. Walter
Stone at lee-sure?”

“I'm Walter Stone,” sald the ranch
er, somewhat mystified.

“My name's SBummers, Jack Sum-
mers, proprietor of the Rose Girl
mice.” And Overland Red, erstwhile
sheriff of * Abllene, cowboy, tramp.
prospector, gun man and many other
interesting things, proffered a highly
engraved galling card. Again he bow-
ed profoundly. his hat in his hand, a
white carnation in his huttonhole a:d
rapturg in his heart. IlIe had “seen
Louise again—Loulse, leaning forward,
staring at him Incrednlously. Wounldn't
the rose girl be surprised? She was.

“1 can't, say that 1 quite under
stand’— began Stone.

“Why, it's the man who borrowed
my pony!” exciaimed Louise.

“Correct, miss. I—1 come to thank
you for lendin’ me the caynse that
time.”

Waiter Stone simply had to laugh.
“Come up and rest after your trip up
the canyon. Of course you want to see
Collie. He told me about your tind
fng the claim. Says you have given
kim a quarter interest. I'm glad you're
doing well"

“1 took a little run in to Los to get
some new tires. The desert eats ‘em
rp pretty fast. The Guzzuh, SE"' cast
ber off hind shoe the other day.” I was
"scared she'd go-lame. Beln' up.this
way. I thought I'd roll up and see Col-_
He," -

“The ‘Guzzub?"
“You rede op, then?”

“Nope. The Guzzuh Is me little old
racin’ ear. 1 chiristened her that right
after 1 got so as | couid climb on to
her without her pitehin' me off. She's

querifed  Stone.

In the shadows of the iountain

last yarn, a most amazing account of
“the nizbt the Plancher boys shot up
Alilene.”

It was exactly 2 o’clock by Dr. Mar
shall’s wateh.

“Both my guns was choked up with
bumt powder. I reached down and
borrowed two guns off a gent what
wasn't usin’ his jest then. Next day 1
was elected sherif unanimous. They
was seven of us left standin’. That
was back in '08" Overland yawned
and stood up. g

“The hoys are all asleep now,” said
Walter Stone. “We have plenty of
room here. You'll not object to taking
one of the guest roonds as you find it.
'm sure.”

“TPor better or for worse, as the pote
says.” And Overland grinned. “But
I got to put that little chaffer to roost
somewhere."”

“That's =0.”

“I'll go wake him up.” And Over
land strode to the racing car. The
“chaffer” had departed for parts un-
known, 3

"I guess he was scared at that last
grade,” said Overland, returning to the
bhouse. “He's gone. He must 'a’ been
scared to beat it back down the road
afoot.”

“Perhaps he has gone to the stables,”
said Stone. “Well, we'll take care of
you here. You can see Collie in the
morning."

Overiand, closing the door of the
spacious, - cool guest room, glanced
about curiously. What was it made
the place seem so different from even
the most expensive hotel suits? The
furniture was very plain. The decora-
tions were soft toned and simple.
“It's—it’s because the rose girl lives
here, 1 guess,” he solilbquized. “Now,
this kind of a roost would jest suit Bil-
Iy, but it makes me feel like walkin’ on
eggs. This here grazin' is toa good for
me."

He undressed slowly, folding his un-
accustomed garments with great care.
He placed his automatic pistol on the
chair by the bed. Then he crept be-
neath the sheets, forgetting to turn out
the light. “Huh! Gettin’ absent mind-
ed like the old perfessor what picked
up a hairbrush instead of a lookin'
glass to see if he needed shavin’. He
was dum’ near scared to death to see
how his beard was growin'.” And
Overland chuckled as he turned out the
lights.

He could not go to sleep at once. He
mis=ed the desert night—the spaces and
the stars. *“I left here in a hurry
once,” he muttered. *“’'Bout three
years ago. Then 1 was kiddin® Collie
about wearin’ silk pejammies. Now
I got 'em—got 'em on, by thnnder!
Don't know as [ feel any heftier in the
intellec’. And I can’t show 'em to no-
body. What's the good of havin' ‘em
if pobody knows it? But I can hang
‘em on the bedpost in the mornin’
carojoss-like. jest like 1 was raised to
it Them pelammies cost §4 a Jeg.
Some class!” And he drifted to sleep.

After breakfast Dr. Marshall, who
had taken & fancy to Gverland. strolled
with him over to the bunk house. Most
of the men were an the range. Collie
was assembiing bits and bridles, sad
dles, cinchas aud spurs to complete an
eqnipment for the propesed camping
trip in the hills He was astounded
at Overland’s appearance. However.
ho had absorbed western ideals rapid
ly. He was sincerely glad. overjoyed
to see his o!d friend. but he showed

some brone, she h."__

. the claim.”

ahook hands with a brief “IHow. Red"
and went on with his work.

Dr. Marshall, after expressing Inter.
est in the equipment, excused himsell
and wandered over to the corrals,
where he admired the horses,

“Where, did you get ‘em?" queried
Collie, adjusting the length of a pairof
stirrup leathers.

“These?" And Overland spread his
coattails and ruffled. *“Why, out of the
oid Mojave. Dug ’em up with a little
pick and shovel.,”

“You said in your letter you found

“Uhuk. “Almost fell over it before 1
@id, though. We never found the other
things by the track. New tles. No
mark. Say, that Billy Winthrop I writ
about is the brother of them folks
stayin' here! What do you think!™

“Wish I was out there with you fel-
lows,” said Collie.

“You're doin’ pretty good right here,
kiddo. The boss don’t think you're
the worst that ever came acrost, and 1
expect the ladies can put up with hav-
in’ you on the same ranch by the way
they talk. Got a hoss of your own
yet?"

“Nope. 1 got my eye on one, though.
Say, Red, this is the best place to
work. The boss is fine. I'm getting
forty a month now and savin' it, The
boys are all right too. Brand Wil-
liams, the foreman™—

“Brand who?"

“Williams. He came from Wyom-
ing.”

“Well, this here’s gettin’ like a story
and not like real livin’. Why, I know-
ed old Brand in Mex. in the old days
when a hoss and a gun was about all
a guy needed to set up housekeepin'.
We was pals. So he's foreman here,
eh? Well, you follow his trail close
about cattle or hosses and you'll win
out.”

“] been doing that,” said Collie.
“The other day he told me to keep
my eye on one of the boys. Silent
Saunders he's called. Kind of funny.
I don't know anything about Saun-
ders.”

“Well, you bunk on it. Stack ‘em
up chin high on it, Collie, if Brand
says that. He knows somethin’ or he
would never talk. Brand is a partic-
ular friend of yours?”

“You bet!”

“Well, tie to him. What he says
is better than fine geld as the pote
says. I reckon coarse gold suits me
better outside of po'try. How does the
Saunders insec’ wear his clothes?”

“He’s kind of lame in one arm and—
bere he comes now. You can see for
yourself. The one on that pinto.”

As Saunders rcede past the two men
he turngd in his saddle. Despite Over-
land’s finery he recognized him at once,

Overland's gaze never left the other's
hands. “Mornin’," sald Overland, nod-
ding. “Ain’t you grazin' pretty far
this side of Gophertown ?”

“§Vho the deuce are you talkin’ to?"
Saunders asked venomously, and his
eyes narrowed. z

Overland grinned and carelessly shift-
ed the lapel of his coat, from beneath
which peeped the butt of his automatic
pistol. Collie felt his scalp tightening.
There was something tense and sug-
gestive in the air.

“I'm talkin' to a fella that ought to
know better than to get sassy to me.”
said Overland, “or to cut my trail lke
that.”

Saunders rode on. .

“Seen him before?"” asked Collie.

“Yep. Twice—over the end of a gun.
He come visitin’ me and Billy at a

P

cawmds.

“A feller ought to know better than teo
get sassy to me,” said Overland.

water hole out in the dry spot. We
got to exchangin’ opinions. Two eof
mine Le ain't forgot, I guess.”

“Saunders is branded above the el
bows on both arms,” sald Collle. “He's
been shot up pretty bad.”

“You don't tell! Wonder how that
happened. Mebby he was practicin’
the double roll and got careless. Now,
I wonder!”

“He's one of ile ‘bunch? ™ sald Col-
lie, suddenly awake to the situation.
“Come on over to the bunk house,
where we can talk, Red. ‘' I'll introduce
you regular to Silent.” .

“All right. Here, you walk on the
other side. I'm left handed when 1
shake with him.”

But Saunders wAas not at the bunk
house. Instead he had ridden on down
to the gate and out upon the Moon-
stone trail. He had become acquaint-
ed with Deputy Tenlow.
make things interesting for the man
who had winged him out in the des
ert..

little of it in voice and mauner. He¢

He would

Anne Marshall had stepped from the
porch to the living room, Overland was

ly, his casy banter gone, his blue eye#
Intense, untroubled, magnetic, he drew
a deep breath. “They're waiting fot
me down the canyou about now,” he
said, and his tone explained his speech,
Louise frowned slightly, studying hig
face. “That is unfortunate just now™
she said slowly.

“Or most any time—for the othes
fella.” respondec Overland cheerfully.
The girl gazed at the toe of her slip
per. *“I know you didn't speak be
cause you were afraid. What do yoi
Intend "

“If 1 ain't oversteppin’ the rules iy
invitin' you—why, 1 was goin’ to say
*Miss Lacharme. wouldn't you like ‘t¢
take a little buggy ride in the Guzzuh
nice and slow. She’s awrul easy ridin
if you don’t rein her too strong.”

“I don't know,” said Louise pensive
Iy. *“Your car can only hold two?"*
“Yes, ma'am.”

“I couldn’t run away and leave Mrs
Marshall. Of course you would go oa
after—after we were in the valley
How -ould I get back?"

“That's so!" exclaimed Overland,
with some subtlety, pretending he had
not thought of that contingency.
“'Course Collie could ride down ahead
with a spare hoss. You see, the sherift
gent and Saunders”—

“Saunders! Our man Saunders?”
“Ubuh. Me and him ain’t friends ex-
actly. [ figure he's rode down to tell
the Tenlow man that I'm up here.”
“You are sure?”

“Yes, miss. [ don’t make no mis-
takes about him.”

“Then one of our men has gone to
get the deputy to arrest you, and you
are our guest.”

“Thanks, miss, far sayin' that. It's
worth - gettin’ pinched to be your
guest.”

“] did intend to ride down for the
mail. Boyar needs exercising.”

“So does the Guzzuh, miss. It's
queer how she acts when she ain’t
been worked every day.”

“I don't believe Anne would care to
come in the machine. I'l ask her.”
And Louise stepped. to the living room,

Collie, who had been watching anx-
fously from the corrals, came a
the yard to the veranda. He was
dressed for riding, and he had a gun
on his hip. Overland scowled. “You
little idiot,” he said, ‘‘when your Un-
cle Jack's brains get ossified just give
the sad news to the press. You're jest
itchin® to get in a muss and get plug-
ged. I ain't. T figure to ride down
the Moonstone trail, steerin’ the Guz-
zuh with one hand and smellin’ a
bunch of roses in the other. Watch
my smoke. Now, beat it!"

Louise, coming blithely from the liv-
ing room, nodded to Overland. Her
pensiveness had departed. Her cheeks

were _flushed. “Oh, Collie! Saddle
Boyar”— she began, but Overland.

coughed disapprovingly. He did not
wish Tenlow and Saunders to suspect
that the led horse 'vas for Louise.

“Or—no. Saddle Sarno,” said Lou-
ise, at once aware of Overland’s plan.
“And bave him at the foot of the hill
for me as soon as you can.” -

“Yey, Miss Louvise.” And Collle de-
parted for the corrals wonderingly.
Oferlund was too much for him.

They had luncheon and allowed Col.
tie two hours to arrive at the valley
level with the led pony. After lunch-
eon Louise appeuared in riding skirt and
boots. “Mr, Summers is going to take
me for a ride in his new car,” she said.
“Don’t worry, aunty. He is going to
drive slowly. He finds that he has to
leave unexpectedly.” 2
. “But how will you come back?” que-
ried Anne.

“Collie has gone ahead with a spare
pony. Goodby, aunty.” 4

“I can't thank you enough for all
that you have done for Billy. I am so
glad he’s well and strong again. We
never could manage him. Goodby, and
tell Billy he must come over and see us
right away.”

As Collie rode down the last pitch,
leading the restive Sarko, Dick Ten-
low stepped from the brush. * Morn-
ing, Collie! Out for a little pasear?”

“Shouldn’t wonder, Dick.”

*Horses are lookin’ good. Feed good
on the hills yet?"
 “Pretty good.”

“I hear you got company up to the
Moonstone ?”

“Yep. Eastern folks, doctor and his
wife.” And Collie looked the deputy
bard in the eye.

“Oh, that was their machine 1 beard
conghin® up the cauyon last night, eh?”

“] didu't ask them about that,” re-
plied Collie. '

“You're Improvin' since you first
come into these hills,” sald Tenlow,
with some sarcasm. -

“I'm holdin’ down a better job than
[ did then,” said Collie goed naturedly.

“Well, 1 ain’t. T'm holdin’ the same
Job, which you will vecollect. It ain't
much of a job. but it's good to requisi-
tion that cayuse you're leadin’.”

+“What you kiddin' about?”

“Stralght goods,” sald Tenlow, reach-
ing for 8arko's reins. “Just hand over
your end of that tie rope.” ’

“1 guess not, Dick: You're on the
wrong trall,. What do you think I
am?”

“Same as | always thought.”

“Then you want to change your opin-
fon of me,” said Coilie. relinguishing
‘the tie rope. *1 aln't breaking the law,
but you are going to hear more about
this.”

“I'l .risk that. You can ride right
along, pronto."™ .

“And you keep Sarko? 1 guess not.
Pl stick.” -

“You ean’t throw no biuff this morn-
ing.” said Tenlow.

“You got the horse, but I don’t leave
here without him,” said Collie stub-
bornly. And there was an underlying
assurance about Collie’s attitude that
perplexed the deputy, wha wae - tisfied
thu'.th& led horse was for Overland

use, . {

zlone with Louise. Facing her quick- [ Red

Coatinued in next week’s Banner.




