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SYNOPSIS. 
Brick Wlllock, highwayman, saves one 

Oledware and a baby (Irl from being 
murdered by hla fellow outlaws on the 
western plains. 

Wlliock flees to the mountains and hides 
to escape the wrath of the outlaws he had 
outwitted. He learns that some one has 
discovered hla hiding place. 

Red Feather, an Indian chief, brlnga 
Wlllock a little white girl, named Lahoma, 
and instructs him to take care of her. He 
aaya her father ia living with Indiana. 

Wlllock recognises her aa the daughter 
of a woman who had died and was buried 
near by. He beglna to teach Lahoma cor
rect English. 

The girl la taken across country by 
Willock to visit Bill 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 visita Wlllock and is 
Anally allowed to meet and talk with La
homa. They become vastly entertained 
by one another's company. 

Compton leaves and goes to another sec
tion of the country as a pioneer, where he 
hopes to make his fortune. Willock and 
Atklna Join forcea. Compton later re-
turna. 

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

Lahoma wrltea a long letter. One of 
the men ahe meets ia Gledware, her atep-
father, but she doe8 not know of the re
lationship. He la a crook of the lowest 
type. 

Lahoma sends a warning to Willock 
that Red Kimball, one of the outlaws with 
whom Willock formerly operated, ha« 
Bworn to kill him and has started on Iiis 
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 liim. Lahoma learns that Gled
ware has married the Indian's daughter 
and deserted her. Wilfred Compton joint' 
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 Willock. A 
terrific storm, a Texas norther, overtakes 
Lahoma and Wilfred. 

Kimball and two other men are killed. 
Willock is under suspicion and a warrant 
la issued. Gledware will testify against 
Willock on an old charge. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

"Who killed Rad Kimball?" 
NE day," Luhomu resumed, 

"Brick saw a white man 
with some Iudians standing 
near that grave. He couldn't 

imagine what they meant to do, so he 
hid, thinking them after him. Years 
afterward Ued Feather explained why 
they came that evening to the pile of 
stones. The white man was Mr. Gled
ware. After Ked Kiiubaii's gang cap
tured the wagon train Mr. Gledware 
escaped, married Ued Feather's daugh
ter and lived with the Iudians. He'd 
married immediately to save his life, 
and the tribe suspected he meant to 
leave Indian Territory at the first 
chance. Mr. Gledware, great coward, 
was terrified night and day lest the 
(uspicious of the Indians might flnally 
cost him his life. 

"It wasn't ten days after (lie massa
cre of the emigrants till he decided to 
give a proof of good faith. Too great 
a coward to try to get away and caring 
too much for his wife's rich lands to 
want to leave, he told about the pearl 
and onyx pin. He said lie wanted to 
give it to Ued Flower. A pretty good 
Indian Ued Feather was—true friend 
of mine. He wouldn't, rob graves! But 
he said he'd take Mr. Gledware to the 
place, and if he got that pin they'd all 
know he meant to live among them 
forever. That's why the band was 
standing there when Brick Willock 
looked from the mountain top. Mr. 
Gledware dug up the body after the 
Indians had rolled away the stones— 
the body of his wife—my mother—the 
body whose face Brick Willock 
wouldn't look at in its helplessness ot 

death. Mr. Gledware is the principal 
witness against Brick. If you don't 
fèel what kind of man he is from w hat 
I've said nobody could explain it to 
you." 

From several of the intent listeners 
burst involuntary denunciations of 
Gledware, while 011 the faces of others 
showed a momentary gleam of horror. 

Ued Kimball's confederate spoke 
loudly, harshly, "But who killed Ued 
Kimball and Iiis pard and the stage 
iriver if it wasn't Brick Willock'/" 

"1 think it was IJed Feather's band. 
I'm witness to the fact that Kimball 
agreed to bring Mr. Gledware the pearl 
and onyx pin on condition that Mr. 
Gledware appear against Brick. After 
Mr. Gledware deserted Ued Flower, or, 
rather, after her death. Ued Feather 
carried that pin about him. Mr. Gled
ware knew he'd never give it up alive. 
He was always afraid the Indian would 
find him, and at last he did find him. 
But Ued Kimball got the pin. Could 
that mean anything except that Kim
ball discovered the Indian's hiding 
place and killed him? But for that, I'd 
think it Bed Feather who attacked the 
stage and killed Ued Kimball. As it 

is, 1 believe it must 
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 
Willock come do his own explaining. 
Bill Atkins knows where he's hiding 
out—and we got to know. We've start
ed In to bo a law Abiding county, and 
that there warrant against Wlllock has 
got the right of way." 

"You've no warrant against Bill," 
cried Wilfred, stepping to the edge of 
the platform, "therefore you've violated 
the law hi locking him up." 

"That's so," exclaimed Bed Kimball's 
former comrade. "Well, turn Mm loose, 
that's what we ask—let him go—open 
the jail door!" 

"He's locked up for his own safety," 
shouted Mizzoo. "You fellows agree 
to leave him alone, and I'll turn him 
out quick enough. You talk about the 
law—what you want to do to Bill ain't 
overly lawful, I take it" 

"If he gives up his secret we ain't 
going to handle him rough," was the 
quick retort. 

Lahoma found that 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 I can say to move 
your hearts? Has my story of that 
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 ueglectet^ her. How he taught me 
and was always tender and sentie— 
never a cross word—a man like that! 
And you think he could kill! I don't 
know whether Bill was told his hiding 
place or not. Bnt 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 
that know how to stand by each other 
and be true to the death. You want 
Bill to turn traitor. I say, what kind of 
men are you?" 

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

"Go on," murmured Wilfred. "I 
couldn't reach 'em, and you made a 
point that time. Go on—don't give 'em 
a chance to think." 

"But I can't— I've said all I had to 
say"— 

"Don't stop, dear, for God's sake— 
the case Is desperate! You'll have to do 
It—for Bill." 

"And that isn't all," Lahoma called 
In a broken, pathetic voice, as she turn
ed her pale face upon the curious 
crowd. "That isn't all. You know Brick 
and Bill have been all I had—all in this 
world. You know they couldn't have 
been sweeter to nie if they'd been the 
nearest of kin—they were more like 
women than men. somehow, when they 
spoke to nie and sat with me in the 
Iti.Lout: and I tritcss 1 know a little 

about a mother's love, because I've al
ways had Brick .and Bill. But one (lay 
somebody else came to liie cove, and 
lliis somebody else well he — tliis 
somebody else wants to marry me—to
day. This was the end of our jour
ney." she went on blim!i\. "and -and 
it is our wedding day. I thought there 
must be some way to get Brick to the 
wedding, but you see how it is. And— 
and we'll have to marry without him. 
But Bill's here—In that jail—because he 
wouldn't betray his friend. And I 
couldn't marry without either Brick or 
Bill, could 1 ?" 

She took her quivering hand from 
Wilfred's sturdy arm and, moving to 
the top of the steps, held out her trem
bling arms 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 admiration, 
touched with tenderness, in the eyes 
that took In lier shy flowerlike beauty. 

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

"Bring him out!" continued the 
fcpokesfnan iu stentorian tones. "We'll 
not ask him a question. Fellows, clear 
V path for 'em.'' 

A broad lane was formed through 
ihc throng of smiling men whom the 
sudden, 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 started the shout, "Hur
rah for Lahoma!'' 

Lahoma, who had taken refuge be
hind Wilfred's protection, wept and 
laughed in u rosy glow of triumphant 
joy. 

Mizzoo luesently reappeared, leaving 
the door wide open. He walked to 
the stairs, the wrinkles at the corners 
<jf his eyes dee!» cut with appreciation 

ot the situation. "Fellows," he called, 
"he says you carried him in there, and 
dinged if you won't have to carry him 
»ut, for not a step will he take!" 

At this unexpected development a 
burst of laughter swelled into a roar. 
After that mighty merriment, Bill was 
as safe as a babe. Twenty volunteers 
pressed forward to carry the wedding 
guest 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
sonal appearance—the town of Man-
gum began gathering at the newly 
erected church whither they had been 
invited. 

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
ing fiercely from under snowy locks, 
as 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 Willock 
than he had revealed, was not without 
foundation; though the extent of his 
knowledge was more limited than the 
town supposed. Bill had carried to bis 
friend—hidden in the crevice In the 
mountain top—the news of Bed Kim
ball's death; since then, they had not 
seen each other. 

Skulking along wooded gullies by 
day, creeping down into the cove at 
night, Willock had unconsciously re
verted to the habits of thought and ac
tion belonging to tlie time of his out
lawry. He was again, In spirit, a high
wayman. thougli his hostility was 
directed only against those seeking to 
bring him to justice. The softening 
influence of the years spent with La
homa was no longer apparent in his 
shifting 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 and 
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 Ued Kimball's death 
vHth bitter disappointment. He had 
hoped to encounter his former chief, 
to grapple with him, to hurl him. per
haps, from the precipice overlooking 
Bill's former home. If in his fall, 
Kimball, with arms wound about his 
waist, had dragged him down to the 
ame death, what matter? Though his 
•liemy was now no more, the sheriff 
held the warrant for his arrest—as If 
(he dead man could still strike a mortal 
Mow. The sheriff might be overcome 

he was but a man. That piece of pa
per calling for his arrest—an ' arrest 
(hat would mean, at liest, years in the 
penitentiary—had behind it the whole 

t.'it<> of Texas. 

(Continued Next Week) 

"THE WOLF." 
The management of the Orpheum 

has secured Tom Lennon and his 
company of players as the attraction 
at that house for Friday, January 7. 
This company is, no doubt, one of 
the best that ever appeared before a 
Glasgow audience, and comes as a 

guaranteed attraction. Manager Bish-
ell vouches for the play and states 
that every ticket will be sold on a 
positive guarantee of money back if 
the purchaser is dissatisfied in any 
way. This is not a feature picture, 
but one of thü goofi road attractions 
that the Orpheum management prom-

ised earlier in the season. "Tha 
Wolf" has played to packed houses 
all along the line and no doubt will 
be greeted with a large audience on 
its appearance here. 

Write to Hotel Radisson, Minneapo
lis, for descriptive booklets. tf., 
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Prince Albert 
fits vom* taste! 

Meets the fondest wishes of any man who 
likes to smoke because it has the right flavor 
and aroma and coolness. It's the most cheer-
iul tobacco you ever did pack in a jimmy pipe 

or roll into a ciga
rette. And it's so 
good you just feel 
you never can get 
enough. The pat-
ented process 
fixes that—and 
cu t s  ou t  b i t e  
and parch J 

When you fire up your first 
smoke you'll decide that you 
never did taste tobacco that 
hits your fancy like 

I* • easy to change the shape 
and color of unsalable brands 
to imitate the Prince Albert tidy 
red tin, but it is impossible to 
imitate the flavor of Prince 
Albert tobacco ! The patented 
proccu» protect« that 1 
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PRINCE 
ALBERT 
the national joy smoke 

For it exceeds in goodness and satisfaction the kindest 
word we ever printed about it! 
Men, we tell you this tobacco will be a revelation to you. 
So, take this information at 100%, get out the old jimmy 
pipe from its hiding place or locate the makin's papers 
—and fall-to! 

Your wishes will be gratified at the nearest store that sells tobacco, 
for Prince Albert is in universal demand. It can be bought all over 
the states and all over the world! Toppy red bagsf Sc; tidy red 
tins, 10c; handsome pound end half-jound tin humidors—and—that 
fine pound crystal-glass humidor with sponge-moist ener top that 
keeps the tobacco in xuch excellent trim. 

R. J. REYNOLDS fOBACCO CO., Winston-Salem, N. C. 
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Let Us Send the Montana Book 
to Your Friends Back Elast 
VOU know of friends back East who would do 

better in Montana—who you'd like to see move 
west and settle in this great state of yours. 
Let us have the names of those people—and let us send them, 
without cost to you or to them, the Great Northern's MON
TANA BOOK. 
It is an interesting, handsome book—36 pages with many pictures-
brimful of facts about Montana and its Opportunities. It tells all 
about the various live counties and towns along the Great North
ern, the big crops, the Homestead lands, the irrigation projects, the 
experiences of Montana folks who have made good—the whole story. 
You want Montana to be a stiil bigger and better state. You can help to make 
it so by sending us these names. Just clip the coupon and mail today. 

E. C. LEEDY, General Immigration Agent, ST. PAUL, MINN. 

"Sëé Aincrjca. Kir.st" 

«SS* 
E. C. LEEDY, General Immigration Agent, 

Great Northern Railway, St. Paul, Minn. 

Please send Montana Book to 

Name 

Town 
State 
M. N. P. 


