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Spain has killed two of the gang ar

DE SPAIN LEARNS HOW MUCH NAN REALLY LOVES HIM AND DISCOVERS THAT HIS PLANS

FOR PACIFYING OLD DUKE MORGAN WON'T WORK OUT AT ALL

_———
Henry de Spaln, general manager of the stagecodch line running from Thief River to Sleepy Cat, a rail-

rond division town in the Rocky mountaing, Is fighting a band of cattlé thieves and

gap, a fertlle valley 20 miles from Sleepy Cat and near Calabasas, where the coach

il has been serfously wounded,

L

CHAPTER XVill—Continued.
| G
She whirled, *“I won't put 1t down.
This hulking bully! I know him bet-
ter thon vou do.” She pointed o quiy-
ering finger ut her cousin. “He Insult-
od me as vilely ns he could only a few
months ugo on Musle mountain, And
if this very same Henry de Spuln
hadn't happened to be there to protect
mwe, you would have found me dead
next morning by my own hand. Do
you understand?’ ghe coried, panting
and furious. “Thut's whnt he Is!"
Her unele tried to break in, “Stop!"
ahe exclaimed pointing at Gale, “He
never told you that, did he}”
“No, nor you nelther,” snupped Duke

honrsely.

“I didn't tell you," retorted Nan, “be-
cause I've been trylng to live with you
here In peace nmong these thieves
and cutthroats, and not keep you |
stirred up anll the time. And Ilvnr_vl
de Spain faced this big coward and
protected me from him with nn empty

revolver! What business of yours Is Lenr putting off, and had Yeen foreed
it whom I meet, or where I go?* she |0t length to run down to Medicine |
demanded, ralning hoer words swith | Dend to buy horses. Nun, after hor
flaming eyes on her belligerent cousin. | ‘”_1"1" left home—justly apprebensive
*“1 will pever marry you to sive you |of his Intentions—made frantle efforts

|
Now leuve this

Trom the hopgman, |

house,” She stamped ber fool, “Leave |
this house, and never come into It
again " |

Gale, beside himself with rage, stood
fils ground. He poured ali that hoe |
safely could of abuse on Nan's mm|
head. She had appensed her wrath |
and made no attempt to retort, only |
looking at him with white fuce and |
burning eyes as she breathed defiance, {
Duke interfered. “Get out!" he sald |
to Gale harshly, “I'll talk to her. Go
tome "

Not ceasing to mutter oaths, Gile
pleked vp his hat and stamped out of
the house, slnmming the doors. Duke,
exhausted by the quarrel, sat down,
eying his niece. “Now what does this
mean?' he demanded honrsely,

She tried to tell him honestly and
frankly all that her acquaintance with
De Spain did menn—dwalllng no more
than was necessary on its beginning,
but concenling notbing of its develop-
ment and consequences, nothing of her
love for De Spaln, nor of his for her. |
But no part of what she could say on
any point she urged softened her
uncle's face. His square, hard jaw
drom beginning to end looked Ilke
stone,

“So he's your lover? he sald harsh-
1y when she had done.

“He wants to be your friend,” re-
turned Nan, determined not to give up.

Duke looked at her uncomprom!sing-
y. "“That man can't ever be any
friend of mine—understand thnt! He

n't ever murry you. If he ever tries
o, 80 help me God, I'll kill him if I
hang for it. I konow his game., |
know what he wants, He doesn't enre
& ploch of spuff for yon, He thinks he
can hit me a blow by getting you away
from me,"

“Nothing could be further from the
<truth," exclalmed Nan hopelessly.

Duke struck the table o smashing
blow with his fist. “TIl show Mr. de
Bpain and his friends where they. get
off."

“Uncle Duke, if you won't listen to
reason, you must listen to sense, Think
of what a position you put me tn. I
fove you for all your care of me, I
fove him for his affection for me and |
consideration of me — because he
knows how to trent & woman, I know
he wouldn't barm a halr on your head,
for my sake, yet you talk now of
bloodshed between you two. I know
what your words mean—that one of
you, or both of you, are to be killed
for a senseless feud. He will not stand
up and let mny man shoot him down
without resistance. If you lay your
blood on his head, you know it would
put a staln between him and me that
never could be washed out us long as
we lved. If you kill him I could never
‘otny here with you. His blood would
ory out every day and night against
you"

Duke's violent finger shot out at her.
“Aud yvou're the gal I took from your
danammy and promised I'd bring up a
decent woman, You've got none o' her
blood in you—not a drop. You're the
brat of that mincing brother of mine,
that was always riding horseback nud
showing off In town while I was weed-
Ing the tobacco beds'”

Nan clasped her hands. “Don't
blame e because I'm your brother's

«child. Blome me because I'm a wom-
an, becnuge 1 bave n heart, because
I want to live uond see you live, nnd
“to  see suspician, distrust, feuds,
Aerins, and worse. I'm not ungrate-
‘ul. as you plainly say I am. 1 want
7o U get out of what you are in|

Lisolated,

here—I want to be out of it. I'd rather
be dead now than to live and die in It
And what Is this anger all for? Noth-
ing. He offers yon hig freiendship—"
She could spenk no further, Her uncle,
with a curse, left her nlone, When she
nros¢ in the early morning he had
ulready gone nway.

CHAPTER XIX,

A Try.Out.

Sleepy Cat Is not so large a place
thut one would ordinarily have much
trouble in finding a man in It If he
searched well, But Duke Morgan
trove Into town next morning and had
to stay for three days waltlng for n
chance to meot De Spuln. Duke was
not a man to tnlk much when Le had

| anything of moment to put thrnugis.'
land he hnd left home determined, be- | Bob Srott,

fure he enme back, to finish for good
with his enemy.

De Spuin himself had been putting
off for weeks every bosiness that would

to get word to De S8pain of what was

(impetiding.  She could not telegraph—
u publicity that she dreaded would
have followed at once. De Spain had

expected to be back in two days, Such
n lettor as she ecould have gent would
not reach him at Medicine Bend,

As it was, a distressing amount of
talk did nttend Duke's efforts to get
track of De Spain. Sleepy Cat had
tut one Interpretation for his inqul-
ries—and a fight, if one occurred be-
tween these men, It was conceded,
would be historie fn the annals of the
town. Its anticipution was food for
ull of the ramors of three doys of sus-
pense,  For the town they were three
days of thriliing expectation: for Nan,
without a econfldunt, not
knowlng what to do or which wuy to
turn, they were the three bitterest
days of anxlety she had ever known.

Desperate with suspense at the close
of the second day—wild for a serap of
news, yet drending one—she saddled
her pony and rode alone into Sleepy
Cat nfter nightfall to meet the traln
on wlhich De Spain had told her he
would return from the east. She rode
straight to the hospital, instead of
golng to the livery barn, and leaving
her horse, got supper and walked by
way of unfrequented streets downtown
to the statlon to walt for the traln.

When the big traln drew slowly, al-
most nolselessly, In, Nan took her
place where no Incoming passenger
could eseape her gaze and walted for
De Spain, But when all the arrivals
hud been nccounted for, he had not
come.

She turned, heavy-hearted, to walk
back uptown, trying to think of whom
she might seek some Information con-
cerning De Spain's wherenbouts, when
her eye fell on a man standing not
ten feet away at the door of the bag-
gage room. He was nlone and sesmed
to be watching the changing of the
englnes, but Nan thought she knew
him by sight, The rather long, straight,
black hnir under the broad-brimmed
hat marked the man koown and hated
in the gap as “the Indlan.” Here, she
guld to herself, was a chance, De
Spaln, she recalled, spoke of no one
oftener than this man, He seemed
wholly digengaged.

Repressing her nervous timldlty,
Nan walked over to Mm. “Aren't you
Mr, Scoft?" she asked abruptly.

Scott, turbing to her, touched his
hat as If quite unaware until that mo-
ment of her existence. “Did Mr. de
Hpuin get off this truln?” she asked, as
Scott acknowledged his identity.

“I guess he didn't come tonight.”
Nan notleed the impassive manner of
his speaking and the low, even tones.
“1 was kind of looking for him my-
self.”

“Is there another troin tonight he
could come on?"”

“I don't*think he will be back now
before tomorrow night.”

Naun, much disappolnted, looked up
the line and down. “I rode In this
ufternoon from Muslc mewntnln espe-
cinlly to see him.”

Scott, without commenting, smiled
with understanding and encourage-
ment, and Nan was so fllled with anxl-
ety that she weleomed a chance to
talk to. somebody., *“I've often heiird
him  speak of you,” she ventured,
seurching the durk eyes, and watching
the open, kindly smile charncteristic
of the man. Seott put his right hand
out at his side. “I've ridden with
that boy since hie wus so high.”

“I know ke thioks everythlng of
you"

“I think o lot ef him"”
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Pretty Nan Morgan, niece
leader, and De Spaln are In love secretly—but ler uncele fiods it out and raves and rants,
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gunmen living in Morgan
horses are changed, De
of the gong

| "You don't know me?" she said ten-

tatively.

His answer concealed all thnt was
necessury., “Not to speak to, no."

“I nin Nan Morgan,”

“I know your name pretty well." he
explained ; nothing seemed to disturb
his smile,

“And I eame In—because 1 wns wor-
ried over something and wanted to
seo Mr. de Spain "

“He Is buying horses north of Med-
leloe Bend. The rainstorm yesterdoy
likely kept him back some. I don't
think you need worry much over any-
thing though."

“I don’t mean I am worrying about

Mr. de Spaln at Medicine Bend," dis-
[clalmed Nan with a trace of embar-
| ragsment,
“I know what you mean,” smiled
She regarded him ques-
tionlngly, He returned her gnze re-
nesuringly us if he was confident of
| his ground. “Did your pony come
| ulong all right after you left the foot-
| hills this afternoon?

Nan opened her eyes. “How did you
kuow I enme through the foothllls?”
| “I was over that way today.” Some-
thing in the continvous smile enlight-
ened her more than the word. *“I no-
tleed  your pony went lame, You
stopped to look at his foot."

“You were behind me” exclaimed
Nuan.

“I didn't see you," he countered pru-
dently.

She seemed to fathom something
from the expression of his face, “You
couldn't have known I was coming in,"
she sald quickly.

“No." He poused. Her eyes soemead
to Invite a further confidence, *“But

ing for me, Nan.

T ————— ——————
M EESEET TR A ERY

Nan of Music Mountain
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“Nan, what do you mean?"

“You must give me up.”

They were sltting In the hospltal
garden, he at her slde on the bench
that he cilled their bench. It was
here he had made his unrebuked
avowal—here, he had afterward told
her, that he bogan to live, “Give you
up,” he echoed with gentleness. “How
could 1 do that? You're like the morn-
Without you there's
no day;: you're the kiss of the moun-
taln wind and the lght of the sturs
to me, Without the thought of you
I'd sicken and falut in the saddle, I'd
lose my way in the hills; without you
there would be no tomorrow. No mat-
ter where I am, no matter how I feel,
if I think of you strength wells into
my heart llke a spring. 1 never could
give you up.”

He told her all would be well be-
cause It must be well; that she must
trust him; that he would bring her
safe through every danger and every
storm, if she would only stick to him,
And Nan, sobbing her fenrs one by one
out on his breast, put her arms around
his neck and whispered that for life or
death, she would stick,

It was not hard for De Spaln next
moraing to find Duke Morgan. The
difficulty was to meet him without the
mob of hangers-on whose appetite had
been whetted with the prospect of n
death, and perhaps more than one, in
the meeting of men whose supremacy
with the gun had never been sguccess-
fully disputed. It required all the
diplomacy of Lefover to “pull off” a
conference between the two which
should not from the start be hopeless,
because of a crowd of Duke's partisans
whose presence would egg him on, in
spite of everything, to a combat,

But townrd eleven o'clock tn the
morning, De Spain having been con-
cealed lke n clrcus performer during
every minute earlier, Duke Morgan was
found, alone, in a barber's hands In the
Mountuln house, At the moment Duke
left the revolving chalr and walked to
the cigar stund to pay hls check, De
Spain entered the shop through the
rear door opening from the hotel office,

Passing with an easy step the row
of barbers lined up In walting beside
thelr chalrs, De Spain walked stralght
down the open alsle, behind Morgan's
back. While Duke bent over the ease
to select a cigar, De Spain, passing,
placed himself at the mountain-man’s
side and between him and the street
sunshine, It was taking an advantage,
De Spain was well aware, but under
the clrcumstances he thought himself

|

De Spain Laughed at Her Fears.

after you started it would he a pity
If any harm came to you on the road.”

“You knew Uncle Duke was In
town?" Scott nodded. “Do you know
whky I eame?”

'V made a guess at it, T don't think
you need worry over anything.”

“Did you follow me down from the
hospital tonight?”

“I was coming from my house after
supper, I only kept close enough to
You to be handy.”

“Oh, I understand. And you are very
kind, I don't know what to do now.”

“Go back to the hospital for the
nlght, 1 will send Henry de Spain
up there just us soon ns he comes Lo
Lown.”

“Suppose Unele Duke sees Lim first.
I am deathly afrald of their meeting.”

“T'll see that he doesn't see bim
first.”

Even De Spain himself, when he
caume buck the next night, spemed
hurdly able to reassure her. When
she had told all her story, De Spain
laughed at her fears. “I'll bring that
man around, Nan, don't worry., Don't
belleve we shall ever fight. I may not
be able to bring him around tomorrow,
or next week, but T'll do . It takes
two to quarrel, you know."

“But you don't know how utrenson-
Ing Uncle Duke {8 when he iy augry,”
sald Non mournfully, “He won't lsten
to anyhody, e slways would Hsten |
to me untll now. Now, he says, I have |
gone back on him, und he docsp't care |
what happens, Think, Henry, whero |
It would put me if either of yoy should
kill the other. Heury, I've been think-
Ing It all over for three days mow. 1
sec what ‘must come, It will break
hioth our Learts, 1 know, but they will
be broken anyway, There 1s po way
out, Henry—none," &

L)

floor,

entitled to a good light on Duke's eye.
De Spaln wore en ordinary sack

street sult, with no sign of a weapon

about him ; but none of those who con-

| sldered themselves favored spectators

of a long-awnited encounter felt nny

| doubt as to his abllity to put his hand

on one af Incomparably short notice,
There was, however, no trace of hos-
tility or suspicion in De Spaln's greet-
Ing.

“Hello, Duke Morgan,” he sald fraonk-
ly. organ looked around. His face
hard®ned when he saw De Spain, and
he Involuntarily took a short step
buckward, De Spain, with his left hand
lylng carelessly on the clgar ecnse,
faced him, *“I heard you wanted to
see me,"” continued De Spaln. “I want
to see you. How’s your back since you
went home?"

Morgan eyed him with a mixture of
suspicion and anlmosity, He took what
was to him the most slgnificant part of
De Spain's greeting first and threw his
response into words as short ns words
could be chopped: “What do you want
to see me about?"

“Nothing unpleasant, I hope,” re-
turned De Spaln, “Let's sit down a
minute.”

“Say what you got to, say.”

“Well, don't take my head off, Duke,
I was sorry to hear you were hurt, And
I've been trylong to figure out how to
make it easler for you to get to and
from town while you are getting strong.
Jeffries and I both feel there's been a
lot of unnecessary hard feeling be-
tween the Morgans and the company,
and we want to ask you to accept this
to show some of It's ended.” De Spain
put his left hand Into his slde pocket
and held out an unseanled envelope to
Morgan. Duke, taking the envelope,
eyed it distrustfolly. “What's this?”
he demanded, opeuning It and drawing
out a card.

“SBomething for ensler riding. An
annual pass for you and one over the
stage line between Calabasas and
Sleepy Cat—with Mr, Jeffries' compll-
ments."

Like a flash, Morgen tore the card
pass In two and threw It angrily to the
“Tell *Mr! Jeffries,” he ex-
claimed violently, “to—"

The man that chanced at thut mo-
ment to be lying in the nearest chalr
slid quletly but fmperiously out from
under the-razor and started with the
barbers for the rear door, wiping the
lather from one unshaven slde of his
fuce with n neck towel ns he took his
hasty way. At the back of the
shop a fat man, sitting in a enalr on
the high, shoe-shinlng platform, while
o negro boy polished him, rose at Mor-
gan's lmpreention and tried to step
over the bootblack's hend to the floor
below, The boy, trylng to get out of the
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way, jumped back, and the fat man fell,
or pretended to fall, over him—for It
might be seen that the man, despite his
size, had lighted like a cat on his feet
and was lostantly half-way up to the
front of the shop, excluiming profanes
ly but collectively at the land's awke-
wardoess, before De Spaln had had
time to reply to the Insult.

The noise and confusion, of the inel.
dent were considerable. Morgan was
too old a fighter to look behind him at
a critienl moment, No man could say
he hnd meant to draw when he stamped
the card underfoot, but De Spaln read
It In bis eye and knew that Lefever's
sudden diversion at the rear had mifle
him hesitate; the crisls pussed llke a
flash, “Sorry you feel that way, Duke,”
returned De Spaln, undisturbed, “It {s
A courtesy we were glad to extend.
And I want to speak to you about
Nan, too,”

Morgan's face was llvid. “What
nbout her?" -

“She has given me permission to asgle
your consent to our marriage,” sald
De Spain, “some time ia the reasons
able future.”

It was difficult for Duke to spealk
at all, he was so Infurlated. “You can
get my consent In just one way," he
managed to say, “that's by getting me™

““Then I'm afraid I'll never get it, for
I'll never ‘get’ you, Duke,"

A torrent of oaths fell from Mor-
gan's cracked lips. He tried to tell Da
Spuin In his fury that he knew all
ubout his underhand work, he called
him more than one hard nnme, made
no secret of his deadly enmity, and
challenged him to end their differ-
ences then and there.

De Spaln did not move. Hig left
hand again lay on the clgar cose,
“Duke,” he said, when his antagonist
had exhapsted his vituperation, I
wouldn't fight you, anyway. You're
Cruzy angry at me for no reuson on
earth. If you'll give me just one good
reason for feeling the way you do to=
ward me, und the way you've alwnys
acted toward me since I came up to
this country, I'll fight you.”

“Pull your' gun,” cried Morgan with
an imprecation,

“I won't do {t. You call me a cows
ard. Ask these boys here In the shop
whether they agree with you on that.
You might as well call me an Isosceles
trinogle, You're just crazy sore at me
when I want to be friends with you,
Instead of pulling my gun, Duke, I'll
lny it out on the case, here, to show
You that all I ask of you is to talk rea-
son." De Spaln, reaching with hig left
hand tnder the lapel of his cont, took
a Colt's revolver from Its breast har-
ness and laid It, the muzzle toward
himself, on the plate-glnss top of the
clgar stand. It reduced him to the nes
cesslty of n spring Into Morgan for the
smallest chance for his life if Morgan
should draw; but De Spain was a des-
perate gambler In such matters even
at twenty-elght, and he Inld his
wagers on what he could read in ane
other's eye.

“There's more reasons than one why
I shouldn't fight you," he said evenly.
“Duke, you're old enough to be my fa-
ther—do you realize that? What's the
good of our shooting each other up?”
he asked, ignoring Morgan's furious in-
terruptions. “Who's to look after Nan
when you go—as you must, before very
many years? Have you ever asked
yourself that? Do you want to leave
her to that pack of wolves in the gup?
You know, just as well as I do, the gnp
I8 no place for a high-bred, fine-
gralned girl like Nan Morgan, But the
gD I8 your home, and you've done
right to keep her under your roof und
under your eye. Do you think # like
to pull a trigger on a man that's been
o father to Nan? Damnation, Duke,
could you expect me to do it, willing-
Iy? Nan I8 a queen. The best in the
world isn't good enough for her—I'm
not good enough, I know that. RBhe's
dear to you, she is dear to me. If
¥you really want to see me try to use a
gun, send me a man that will fnsult or
abuse her. If you want to use your
own gun, use it on me If I ever Insult
or abuse her—is that falr¥"

“Dsmn your fine words," exclatmed
Morgan slowly und implacably, “They
don't pull any wool over iy eyes, I
know you, De Bpalo—I know yobr
breed—"

“What's that?"

Morgan checked himself at that tons,
“You can’t sneak Into my affalrs any
deeper,” he cried. *“Keep away from
my blood! I khow how to take care

of my own. I'll dojt. Bo belp me God,
If you ever take anyone of my kin
away from me—It'll be over wmy dead
He ended with n bitter oath
“Ia that fair?

body 1"

and a final taunt :

De Spain finds he will have to
use different tactica If he ean
hape ever to make Nan his wife,
What he sets out to do to solve
this big porsonal-problem is de-
scribed in the next mstaliment.

(10 BE CONTINUED,)

Brazil abounds with medicinal hertia

'BOSCHEE'S GERMAN

SIUP

A Valued Household Remedy for
Over Half a Century.

In our climate, ‘with Its sudden
changes of temperature, raln, wind and
sunshine often Intermingled In a single
day, it is no wonder that our children,
friends and relatives are so frequently
taken from us by neglected colda, many
deaths resulting from this canse., A
bottle of Boschee's German Syrup kept
In the house, and a few doses taken in
time, will possibly prevent a sevére ili-
ness, a doctor’s bill, and perhaps |death.
For fifty years this has been m very
successful remedy for coughs, golds,
throat or lung troubles. It Induge:
good night's sleep with eansy eX
toration In the morning. For salg
druggists In all parts of the civiljzed
world, 26 and 76 cent bottles.—Adv.

Ashes of Roses,

“Why don't you marry Mathilde)?"
asked the friend. “She loves yon agd
would make you happy. What's tthe
trouble with hery"

“Her past.”

“Her past? And what fault do yo
find with her past?”

““The length of (LY

LA '-I-M-'.-MMMI‘
PAIN? NOT A BITI

{  LIFT YOUR CORNS
OR CALLUSES OFF
Noe humbug! Apply few drops

then Just lift them away
with fingers.

This new drug is an ether compound |

discovered by a Cincinnatl chemist, It
is called freezong and can
npw be obtained In tiny
bottles as here shown at
very little cost from any
drug store. Just ask for
freezone. Apply a drop or

corn or callus and instant-
Iy the soreness dizsappears,
Shortly you will find the
corn or callus so loose that
you can lft it off, root
and all, with the fingers,
Not a twinge of pain,
soreness or irritation; not
even the slightest smart-
ing, elther when applying
freczone or afterwards.
This drug doesn't ent up
the corn or callus, but
shrivels them so they loos-
It
It works
For a few

I8 no humbug!
'fllke n charm,

ery hard corn, soft-corn or
corn between the toes, as well as paln.
ful calluses on bottom of your feet, It
never disappoints and never burns,
bites or influmes, If your drugglst
hasn't any freezone yet, tell him to
get a little bottle for you from lils
wholesule house.—adv.

Its Sort.

“Harry Is very ardent In hig pirofes-
sions of devation, but I am afraid to
trust a lover's devotion."

“That's right, Most of it Is only lip
service.”

FOR SKIN TROUBLES

That Itch, Burn, Torture and Disfig-
ure Use Cuticura—Trial Free.

The Soap to cleanse and purlfy, the
Ointment to soothe and heal, They
usually afford Immedlate relief in iteh-
Ing, burnlog eczemas, pimples, dandrufl
and most baby skin troubles, 'They
@also tend to prevent lttle skin trou-
bles becoming great If used daily.

Free sample each by mail with Book.
Address posteard, Cutlcurs, Pept. Ly
Boston, Sold everywhere.—Adv,

Quite Satisfied,
Favors are seldom satisfactory
me?" “Oh, no. 1 never try to Im-
prove on nature."

COVETED BY ALL
but possessed by few—a beautiful
head of hair. If yours I8 streaked with
gray. or is harsh and stiff, you can re-
store It to Its former beauty and lus-
ter by using “La Creole” Halr Dress-
Ing. Price $1.00.—Adv.

' The Cause.’
“L see they blew up a Germon ves-
sel In Guam.,” “Yes; I suppose, in a
fit of explosive rage”
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She Had *Em.

Student—What are your terms fo
students?

Landlady-—Denadbeats and bums .

After getting the short end of It a
wiste man says pothing but procesds
to even things up,
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