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By FRANK H. SPEARMAN

(Copyright by Charles Scyibner's Sons)
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LONG SOUGHT AND HE MAKES THE MOST OF IT WITH THE GIRL HE LOVES

[ CHANCE AND BAD LUCK FOR DUKE MQRGAN GIVES DE SPAIN AN OPPORTUNITY HE HAD
i

Henry de Spain, general manager of the stage conch line running from Thief River to Sleepy Cat, eailroad
division town in the Rocky Mountaing, i1s fighting & band of cattle thieves and gunmen who lyve in Morgnn
Gsp, a fertile valley 20 miles from Sleep Cat and near Calabasas, where the conch horses are changed. De
Spain has killed two of the gang and has been seriously wounded.
er, has saved lLis life and he is trying to make love to her, but receives no encouragement.

Pretty Nan Morgan, niece of the gang lead-

CHAPTER XV—Continued.
o] e
But lang before Bull Page reached

Calabasas that day De Spain had act- |

ed. When he left Bull at the bridge
he started for Calabnsas, took supper
there, ordered a snddle horse for one
o'clock in the morning, went to his
room, stept soundly, and, shortly after
he was called, started for Music moun-
tuin. He walked lis horse into the gap
and rode stralght for Duke Morzan's
fortress. Leaving the horse under a
heavy mountain pine close to the road,
e Spain walked earefully but directly
ervund the house to the enst side. The
sky was cloudy and the darkness al-
most complere. He made his way as
cloge as he could to Nan's window, and
raised the soft, crooning note of the
desert owl.

After a while ke was able to distin-
guish the outline cf her casement, and,
with much patlence and some little
sklll remaining from the boyvhood days,
he kept up the falnt call. Down &t the
g barn the c¢hained watchdog tore
himself with a fury of barking at the
intruder. but monntain lions were com-
-mon In the gap. and the noisy sentinel
galned no eredit for his alarm, In-
deed, when the dog slackened his
flerceness, De Qpain threw a stone over
his way to enconrnge a fresh outburst,
But neither the guardian nor the In-
truder was able to arouse anyone
within the house,

Undeterred by his failure, De Spain”
held his ground as long &8 he dared.
When daybreak threatened, he with-
drew. The following night he was in
the gnp earlier and with renewed de-
termination. He tossed a pebhle Into
Nan's open window and renewed his
soft call. Soon e Hght flickered for an
fostant within the room gnd died out.
In the darkness following this, De
Spain thought he discerned a figure
outlined at the casement, Some min-
utes later & door opened and closed.
He repeated the cry of the owl, and
conld hear a f{ooetep: the pext mo-
ment he whispered her name as she
&tood before him,

“What is it you want?' she asked,
so calmly that it upset him, “Why do
you come here?”

Where he stogd he was afryld of the
sound of her voive, and afraid of his
own. "To see you," he said, collecting
himself. “Come over to the pine tree,”

Under its heavy branches, where the
darkness was most intense, he told her
why he had come—becanse he could
not see her anywhere outside.

“There Is nothing to see me about,” |

she responded, still ealm. “I helped
wvou becanse yon were wounded., 1
was glad to see you get nway without
Heghting—I hate bloogdshed.”

“But put yourself in my pince a
little, won't you? After what yvou did
for me, Isn't it natural 1 should want
to be sure you are well and not in any
tronble on my account?”

“It may be natursl, but it isn't nec- |
No one | It I8 cocked.

I am in no
here knows I even know you."
“Fixcuse me for coming,
couldn’t rest, Nap
something. 1 was here last night,"

“T know you were,"

He started. “You made no sign.”

“Why should I? I suspect
¥ou. When yon came agaln tonight I |
knew 1 should have to speak to you—
at least, to ask you not to come again.”

“Bat you will be in and ont of town

SRENTY, trouble,

then.

without

sometimes, won't you, Nun?' {

“If I am, it wiil not be to talk with
youw”

The words were spoken deliberately.
De SBpaln was silent for a moment.
“Not even to spewk to me?” he ssked.

*You must know the position 1 am
In," she answered. “And what a po-
sitlon you place me in if I am seen to
speak to you. This is my home. You
are the enemy of my people.”

“Not because I want to be.”

“Amnd you can’t expect them not to
regent any acquuintance on my part
with you."

He paused befowe continuing, “Do
Fou count Gale Morgan as one of your
people? he asked evenly.

“I suppose I must.”

“Don’t you think you ought to count
all of your friends, your well-wishers,
those who would defend you with their
lives, among your people®' BShe made
no answer. “Aren't they the kind of
prople,” he persisted, “you need when
you are in trouble?”

“You needn’t remind me I should be

gratefal to you—"

“Nan " he exclaimed.

“For I am,” she continued, unmoved.

“But—" v

“It's & shame to aceuse me in ihat

aw ™

Il

knowing |

of what happened with Gale on Music
mountain.'

I wish to God you and I were on
Music mountain again! I never lived
or did anything worth living for, till
vou eame to me that day on Musie
mountain, It's true I was thinking of
whut happened when I spoke—but not
to remind you you owed anything to
me. You don't; get that out of your
hend."

“T do, though,”

“I spoke in the way I did because I
wanted to remind you of what might
happen some time when I'm not near,"

“l shan't be caught off my guard
again, 1 know how to defend myself
from a drunken man,”

He could not restrain all the bitter-
ness Le felt. *“That man,” he sald de-
likerately, “Is more dangerous sober
than dronk.”

“When I can't defend myself, my
uncle will defend me,”

"Ask him to let me help.”

“He doesn't need any help, And he
wounld never ask you, If he did. I ean’t
live at home and know you; that is
why I ask you not to come again.”

He was silent. “Don't yon think,
all things considered"—she hesitated,
as if not knowing how easiest to put
it—"'you ought to be willlng to shake
hands and say good-by?"

“Why, if you wish it,"" he answered,
tuken aback. And he added more qui-
etly, “Yes, If you say so.”

“T mean for good.”

“I—" he returned, pausing, “don’t.”

“You gre not willing to be falr.”

“I want to be fuir—I don't want to
promise more than human nature will
stund for—and then break my word."”

“1 am not asking & whole lot."

“Not a whole lot to you, I know.
But do you reslly mean that you don’t
wunt me ever to spenk to you agaln?"

“If you must put it that way—yes.”

“Well"—he took a long breath—
“there is one way to make sure of that,
I'll tell you honestly 1 don't want to
stand 1o the wuy of such & wish, If
it's really yours, As youn have suid, It
isn't Talr, perbaps, for me to go agninst
it. Got your pistol with you, Nan?7"

|ox0.r0

“That Iz the way yon fuke care of
yourself, Is it?"

"I'm not afrald of you.”

“You ought (o be ashumed of your-
self not to be. And you don't even
know whom you'll meet before you can
lock the front door again. You prom-
Ised me never to go out without it.
Promise me that once more, will yon?"
She did us he asked her, “Now, give
me your hind, pléase he went on,
“Take hold of this."

“What 1s 13

“The butt of my revolver. Don't be
afruid.” She lieard the slight click of
the hammer with a theill of strange ap-
prehension.  “Whuat are you doing?”

| she demanded hurriedly.

“Pot your finger on the trigger—so.
Now pull.”
She enught her breath.
you mean?”
He wus holding the gun In his two

“What do

| hands, his fingers overlapping hers, the

muzzle at the bregst of his Jucket.
“Pull, he repeated, “that’s all you

o it wns |Ii;m,- to do; I'm steadying it."

She snatehed back her hand. “What
do you mean?" she eried,
kill you? i

“For me to
Shame!

“You sare too excited—all T asked
¥ou was to take the trouble to erock
yvour finger—und I'll never speak to
you again—you'll have your wish for-
ever.”

“Shame ™

"Why shame?" he retorted. “I mean
what I say. If you meant what you
sald, why don't you put it out of my
power ever to speak to you? Do you
want me to pull the trigger?"

“I told you once 'm not an assas-
gin—how dure you nsk me to do such
# thing?' she cried furiously.

“Call y ur uncle,” he suggested
coolly. “You may hold this meantime
50 you'll know he's in no danger, Take

|my gun and call yom uncle—"

“Shame on you "

“Call Gale—call any man in the gap
—they'll jump at the chance.”

“You are s cold-blooded, brutal
wretclhi—I'm sorry 1 ever helped you—
I'm sorry I ever let you help me—I'm
sorry I ever saw you!"

She sprang away before he could
interpoge a word. He stood stunned
by the suddenness of her outburst, try-
ing to listen and to breathe at the
same time. He heard the front door
close, und stood waiting. But no fur-
ther gound from the house greeted his
ears,

“And 1 thought" he mauttered to
himself, “that might calm her down &
little, TI'm certalnly In wrong now.”

CHAPTER XV

Her Bad Penny,

Nnn reached her room in a fever of
excitement, angry at De Spain, bitterly
angry at Gale, angry with the moun-
tains, the world, end resentfully fight-
ing the pillow on which she cried her-
gelf to sleep.

In the morning every nerve was on
edge, When her Uncle Duke, with hig
chopping utterance, sald something
short to her at thelr very early break-
fast he wns surprised by an answer
equally short. Her uncle retorted
sharply. A pecond curt answer greet-
od his rebuff, and while he stared at
her, Nan left the table and the room.

Duke, taking two of the men, start-
ed that morning for Sleepy (. with
a bunch of cattle. He rode & Yructious
horse, infuriated, as his horses fre-
quently were, by his brutal treatment,
bolted in n moment unguarded by his
master, and flung Duke on his back in
a strip of Inva rocks.

The old manp—in the mountiing a
man is culled old uafter he passes
forty—was lheavy, and the fall a seri-
ons one. He picked himself up while
the men were recovering his horse,
knocked the horse over tne head with
a plece of Jagd rock when the fright-
ened beast was brought buck, climbed
Into the saddle again, and rode all the
way into town.

But when his business was done,
Duke, too, was done. He could nelther
sit a horse, nor sit in a wagon. Sleepy
Cat was stirred at the news, and that
the man who had defied everybody in
the mountains for twenty years should
have been lald low and sent to the

topic of many comments. De Spain,
who was ot Calabasas, kaew Nan
would not be alnrmed should hex gncle
not return that night. But early in the
morning & messenger from MecAlpin

the accident,

Whatever his vices, Duke had been
2 good protector to his dead brother's
child,
and tried to revive in her, despite her
untownrd surroundings, the better tra-
ditions of the family as It had once
flourished in Kentucks., Nan took the
saddle for Sleepy Cat In haste and
alarm, When she reached her uncle's
bedside she understood bhow seriously
he had been hurt, and the doctor's
warnings were not needed to convince
her he must have care.

Duke refused to let her leave &im,
in any case, and Nan relieved the
purse, and, what was of equal moment,
made herseif custodinn of the cash
In bhand before Duke's toym compan-
fons could get lold of It. Occasicnul

weeks passed and her unucle conld not
be moved. These Nan had feared as
threatening an encounter either by ac-
cldent, or on his part designed, with
De Spain. Bot the impending encoun-
ter never took place. De Spalp, at-
tending closely to his own business,
managed to keep accurnte trock of her
whereabouts without getling in her
way. She had come (o Sleepy Cat
dreading to meet himm and fearing his
influence over her, but this apprehen-
glon, with the passing of a ecurlotsly
brief period, dissolved into & confi-
dence In bet ability to withstand for-
ther interfenMmce, on anyone's part,
with her feelings,

Gale Morgan rode into town fre-
quently, and Nan at first painfuolly ap-
prehended hearing sometime of a dead-
ly duel between her truculent gap ad-
mirer and her persistent town cou=fite
—who wis more considerate and bet-
ter mannpered, but no less dogged, and,
In fact, & good deal more difficult te
handle, '

As to the bolsterous mountain mea,
his resolute little cousin mnde no ges
cret of her detestation of him. She
denied and defled him us openly es a
girl could, and heard his threats with
continued [ndlfference. She was quite
alone, wo, in her fear of any fatal
meeting between the two men who
seemed determined to pursue her,

The trnth was that after Calabasas,
De Spalo, from Thief river to 8i
Cat, was a marked man. None soughit
to cross his path or his purposes,
nelther the town haunts of Calabamis
men nor those of thelr Morgan Gap
sympathizers hod sny champion dls
posed to follow too clisely the alert
Medicine Bend raflroader. '

In and about the hospital, and in the
town Iteelf, Nun found the chiaf gb-
stacle to her peace of mind in the talk
she could not slways avold hearing
abont De Spaln. Convalescents in .Fh\
corridors, practically all of them
never gathsrad In suuny mmm{q'cm

the talle in the diniog room 'wi

hospital by a mere broncho was the G

¢ INDEPENDENT
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Into the talk, to

be followed with vary-

ing circumstantial accounts of what |jigh

really had happened thut day at Cala-

And with il the known escapades
in which he had figured, exhausted as
topics, by long-winded commentators,
more or less hazy storles of his earlier
experiences nt Medicine Bend in the
company of Whispering Smith were
dragged into the talk. One wouvaes-
cent stage-gunrd at the hoepttal told
a story one night at supper about him
that chilledl Nan again with strange
foars, for she knew it to be true. He
had had it from BMcAlpin himself, s0
the guard said, that De Spain's father
had long ngo been shot down from am-
bush vy a cattleman and that Henry
de Spain had sworn to find that man
and kill him. And it was hinted pret-
ty strongly that De Spaln had informa-
tion when he consented to come to
Sleepy Cat that the assassin still lived,
and lived somewhere around the head
of the sinks.

On that very evening it chanced the
doetor came late, When he walked in
he asked her if she knew it was Fron-
tler day, and remindsd her that just
a vear ago she had shot agaihst Heaory
de Spain and beaten the most danger-
ous man and the deadllest shot on the
mountain divide in her rifie match.

How he had grown in the lmagina-
tion of Sleepy Cat and Music moun-
taln, she said to herself—while the
doctor talked to her uncle—since that
day & year ago! Then he was no more
than an unknown and discomfited
marksman from Medicine Bend, beaten
by & mountain girl—now the most
talked-of man in the high country. And
the sugpicion wounld sometimes obtrude
ftself with pride into her mia@d, that
she who never mentioned his uname
when it was discussed before her,
really knew and understood him bet-
ter thun any of those that talked so
muech—thnt she had at lenst one great
secret with him alone.

When leaving, the doctor wished to
send over from his office mediclne for
her unele. Nan offered to go with him,
but the doctor gald it was pretty late
and Main street pretty noisy—he pre-
ferred to find a messenger. When
there came a rap on the half-open door,
she went forward to take the medicine
from the messenger and saw, standing
before her In the hall, De Spain.

She eiratk back us If struck. She
tried to #peuk. Her tongue refused its
office, De Spain held a package out
in his kand. “Doctor Torpy nsked me
to give you this."

“Doctor Torpy? What Is 1t7”

“I really don't know—I suppose it
{s medicine.,” She heard her uncle turn
in his bed at the sound of volces.
Thinking only that he must not at any
cost see De Spaln, Nan stepped quick-

rode to her with a note telling her of

He had sent her to good schools |

trips to the gap were necessary we he |

“IIl Bet You Don't Know What Day
This is?"

1y Iuto the Lull and faced the messen-
ger. “I was over at the doctor's of-
fice just now,” continued her visitor
évenly; “he asked me to bring this
down for your uncle”” She took the
package with an incoherent acknowl-
edgment.  Without letting hes  eyes
meot his, she was consclous of how
fresh and clean and strong he looked,
dressed In & Uveller manner than
usual-—a purtly cdwboy effect, with a
broader hat and a gayer tle than he
ordinarily affecte. De Spaln kept on
gpenking: “The telephone girl in the
office downstairs told me to come right
gp. How I8 your uncle?’

She regarded him wonderingly, “He
has a good deal of paln,” she answered
quletly.

“*Too bad ke should have been hurt
In such a way. Are you pretty well,
Nan?' She thanked him,

“Stay here w good deal, do you? Il
bet you don't knuw what day this is¥’

Nan looked up the corridor but she
answered to (Xe poiut: “You'd lose!

“It's our mxaS«#voary” She darted
a look of Indignant disclalmer at him,
But in doing so she met his eyes,
“Have you seen the decorations In
Muin street? Come to the door just a
minute and see the way they've lighted
the arches” She knew just the ex-
pression of his eyes that went with
that tone. She looked vexedly at him
to confirm her suspleion. Sure enough

there in the brown part and in the lids,
ft wus, the most troublesome possible
kind of an expression—hard to be reso-
lute against.
some damage had been done. He did
not say another word. None seemed
uecessary. He just kept still and
something—no one could have sald
Just what—seemed to talk for him to
poor defenscless Non. | She besitated
helplessly. “I cun't leave uncle," ghe
unrri ob Jected at last,

Her eyes fell away, but

eyes; when i
that patse erorything was over.
hetterp:ive hita his medicine first,” she
gaig, looking towerd the sickroom door.
Eis monosyllabie amswer wus calm:
“Do” Then e the laid her hand on
the knob of the door to eater the room:
“Can I help any?"

“Oh, wa{" she cried Indignagtly.

He lnughed silently: “I'll stay here.”
Nan disappeared, Lounging against
the windowsill opposite the door, he
walted. After & long time the door
was stealthily reopened. Nan tiptoed
out. She closed it softly behind her:
¥I waited for him to go to sleep,” she
explained s she started down the cor-
ridor with De Bpain. “He's bad lt:
much pnin today-—-I hepe pe HoEpR,
T hope S0, tow," exclalmed De Spaln
fervently.

Nan ignored the implication. She
looked straight shead. She had noth-
ing to say. De Epain, walking besida
her, devoured Mer with his qres; lis-
tened to her footfala; tried to make
tall; but Nan was silent.

Standing on the wide verandn ounts
side the front door, she assented ta
the beauty of the distant illuminatien,
but not enthusinstically. De Spain
declared It conld be seen very mugh
better from the streat below. Nam
thought she could see very well where
they stood. But by this time she wax
answering questions—dryly, 1t Is true,
and in monosyllnbles, but answering.
De Spain leading the way a step or
two forward at & time, cwsxed ket
down the driveway.

She stood agnin irresolute, he drinik.
ing in the fragrance of her presence
after the long separation and playicg
her reluctance guardedly. "“Do you
know,” she excinimed with sudden re-
sentment, “you make it awfully hard
to be mean to you"

With & Ilnugh he caught her hacd
and made her walk Jown the hospital
steps, “You may be k& mean & Fou
like,” he answered icdifferently. “Only,
never 85k me to be meak to yoo."

“I wish to heaven you would be"
ghe retorted,

“Do you remember,"” he aaked. “whail
we were doing & yesr egc tuliay?”

“No.” Before he ecsuld sprak again
she changed her angwer: “Yes, I de
jnmr_-mher. It I said 'no' yoa'c be sure

o remind me of what we were dolng
We can't see ag well here as we could
from the steps”

“But from here, you have the besi
view in Bleepy Cat of Music mountain,”

“We didn't come out here to see Mm
sle mountaln.”

“I come here often to look at it. You
won't let me see you—what can I de
but look at where you live? How loag
are you going to keep me away?”’

Nan did not angwer. He urged Les
to speak, “You know very well it Is
my people that will never be friendly
with you,” she replled. “How can )
be?”

They were passlug a lawn settées
He sat down. She would not follow.
rShe stood In & sord of protest at his
| slde, but he did not release her hand
“I'll tell you how you ean be” he re

| turned. “Make me coa of your peoplat

“That never can be™® she declared
stubbornly. *“You know it os well me
I do. Why do you say such things¥*
she demanded, drawing away her hand

“Do you want to know?"

“No."

*“It's becnuse T love you.”

She strove to command herself
“Whether you do or wot can't maks
any difference,” ghe réturned steadily.
“We are soperated by everything
There's a gulf between us. It never
can be crossed. 'We should both of
us be wretched if it ever were crossed.”

He had risen from the bench and
caught her hand. “It's because wre
haven't crossed It we're wretched,” he
sald determinedly. “Cross It with me
now!" He caught her in his arma
She struggled to escape. She knew
what wie coming and fought to keep
her face from him. With resistless
strength, and yet curefully as a mother
with an obstinate child, he held her
slight body nguinst his breast, relent.
lessly druwing her head closer. “Let
me go!" she punted, twisting her avert
ed head from the hollow of his arm,
Drinking in the wine of her frightened
breath, he bent over her in the dark.
ness untll his pulsing eagerness linked
her warm lps to his own. She had
surrendered to her first kiss, '

He spoke. “The gulf’s crossed. Ape
you so awfully wretched?”

They sank together down on the
bench. “What," she faltered, “wil: be
come of me now?”

“You are better off now than you
ever were, Nan. You've gained this
momeint a big brother, a lover you can
drug around the world after Yot with
& plece of thread™

“You act as if T conld.”

“I mean It] it's true. P'm pledged to
you forever—you, to me forever, We'll
keep our secret Hll we can mannge
things; and we will mavage them, ow
erything will come.right, Nan, becnuse
everything must come right.”

“I only hope you are not wroag,” she

marmored, her eyes turued toward tis
somber mountains,

After this importast turn of )
affairs, De Spain lays pluns to
overcome Nan's tribs aud marry
her. Big developments are de-
soribed in the next Installmeni

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

‘e:nrmt-nla hl:l; 8 copper mine that nay
! operat without [alerroptior
since preblstoric Umes 2

What Came From Reading 3

tisement.
Paterson, N. J.—*'I thank for
the Lydis B, Pinkhsm remedies as the:

haye me w

pai
wm-.hw

‘ ll""”"""“!‘l

X

B

the

decided to try a bottle of E.Pink.
ham’s V le Com| It worked
from the first bottle, 8o I took a second
and s third, also a bottle of Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Blood Purifier, and nowI am
mnwmnmotrcﬁrm:mm I ad-

every woman, or married,
who is troubled with any of the afore-
said ailments, to try your wonderful
Vegetable Compound and Blood Purifier
and I am sure they will help her to get
rid of her troubles as they did me.” —
Mrs. ELsie J. VAN DER SANDE, 86 No|
York St,, Paterson, N. J.
c;Wl%ta nt.gs L{ldi‘ln)Ei'Pinkh‘a‘m lle_trlielm
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Cockroaches

ARE FILTHY
Kill Them By Using

STEARNS' ELECTRIC PASTE

U. 8. Goveroment Buya It
SOLD EVERYWHERE—125¢ and §1.00

FRUIT TREES

We wiah to eall attention to our large atoek
o1 frult trees cspecially grown for comumerelal
planting. 500,000 Pesch Troes In 2 t0 3 and 8 o
t ft. grade,

Write for catalog and price list,
wanted, writa for terms,

THE GOLD NURSERY CO.

Mason City, Mason County, W.Va,

Salesmen

Prominent Chinese Woman.

Princess der Ling, a brilllant Chi-
nese noblewoman and a lady in wait-
ing to the lite dowager empress, s at
present on o visit to the United States
devoted chiefly to the study of Ameri-
can social and educationnl customs,
The princess has been a ploneer in the
advancement of womun in the anclent
and tradition-bound country of her
Lirth, and Is an author. She hns writ-
ten, in a book entltled “Two Years In
the Porbldden City," valuable lmpres-
slons of Chinese imperial life, 8o dif-
fleult of secess for common muliSalsin
the old duys of the empire. She was
educated (n Paris while her fother was
Chinese minlster to France, and has
ill the enlture of the western woman,
In addition to the daintiness aud pli-
iuresgqueness of the oastern,

Hie One Thought.

“New York waiters” sald Dr. W, W.
Camphell, director of the Lick observa-
tory, during the sixty-ninth session of
the Associutlon for the Advancement
of Sciencee, think too little about good
service and too much about gouging
vou out of an enormous gratuity.

“I had a very typleal experience
with n walter in a Fifth avenue res-
tourant the other day,

“!Got any celery? 1 said to him.

“He guve a great start. Then he
bent down and whispered in my ear:

“'No, sir. Ye got to rely entirely
on yer tips hepe' ™

There are maoy ways of getting a
living. People even have been known
to work.

A. Lafrance of Ottawn, Ontarto, has
six sons in the British army.
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Have You Ever
Suspected

that the cause of various
annoying ills might lie in
thedaily cup of teaor

A sure and easy way out
|| of coffee and tea troubles
| | is to shift to

| Instant
Postum

There's no caffeine nor
an{thing harmful in this
delightful, pure food-drink
—just the nourishing good-
ness of wheat. .

Postum has put thou-
sands of former tea and

coffee drinkers on 'I!B




