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hard on th
AMayvor or ol

Longstreth notnded
@ble to Le heard.
was unabie ot once to gueldl the excils
ment.  Giracioatly, however, it subsided,
and froin the ast fow few urteraind
before guite  was  vestored Duane
gadhercd ithat he hood intruaded upon
sOMe ind eof ooanecting in ihe hall

“What 'd you bwe
manded Longsirein

“lan’t Uns the couet? Arca’t you the

! 15

Ldishonesty., | say strange'! ILaw here
has been o farce. The motive behind
vil this laxity isn’t plain to me—yet.

it heve for” de- |
| TaCes  of

it I ocall .\u;‘.r hand.”
CHAPTICR XVII.
Duane left the hall, elbowed his way

througl: the crowd, and went down the
streot. He was certain that on the

( concealed wonder and satisraction. He

|
mayor fairdale intetrogated Duoanc, |

tlis voice was clear and loud, almost
plercing. : - i
“Yes,"' replicd Losigsiveth, Take rlint
hg scemed, el Daaac felt his wmtense
ufterest. . = i
“I've arresiced o crimsenal, said

Duine.

“Arrested @ cnadnal!” ejaculated
Longstreth. “You? Who ‘re vou?"

“U'ta a ranger,” repiicd Diciae,

A significant silence ensued.

“I charee Snecker with assiadt on
Laramic and  attempted
nof murder. He's hid a shady past
here, os this court wili Kuow i€ it Keeps
a‘recost” T

“What's this U aear aboul you, Bo?
Get up and speak for wourseif,” said
f.ongstreth, gruffy.

Snecker got up, nct without a furtive
glance at Duane, and he had shuffied
forwa i a fow steps toward the maayor,

He had an evii front, but not the bold- |

ness even of @ rustler.

“It ain't so, Longstvelh” he began,
loudly. -
genh,  Some feller I never seen before
came in from the ha!l an’ hat Laramie
an’ wrastled nim on the floor. § went

rabbery -if |

]
“T went in Laramie's place t'uri
|
|
1
|

out, Then this bir ranger chiased me !

an’ feiched me heve. I dida't do noth-
in’. Thiz ranger's hangerin® te arrest
somehaody.
streth.”

Thet's my hunch, l.ong-'!

Longstreth sald sometliing 11 an uu- |

dertone to Judge Owens, and that
worthy noilded his great bushy head.

“Bo, you're discharged,” said l.ongz-
streth, bluntly. “Now the rest of you
clear out of here.”

Yle absolutely ignored the ranger.
That was his rebuff (o Duane—his siap
in the face (o an intevfering rauger
gervice. I{ Longstreth wias croeked he
cerininly hatl magnificent nerve.
Duine almaost decided he was above

alr of finnlity, has authoritative assur-
ance—Lthese to Doane's keen and prac-
tIsed oves were in significant contrast
tg a certain teuscness of hne about
his mouth and a slow paling of his
ollve skin. W that momentary lull
Duane's scrutiny of Lomgstretih gath-
ered an impression of the man's in-
tense curiosity.

Theh the prisomer, Smecker, with a
caugh that broke the speil of silence,
shuffled a couple of steps toward the
dobir,

“Hold onl” called Duane., The call
l:}ited Snecler, as if it had been a bul-
let.

“Nongsireth, [ saw Sunecler attack
Larviamie,” seid Duane, his voice still
rinsing.  “What has the court to say
to tha(?”

“The court has this to say. West of
the Pecos we'll not aid auy ransger
service.  Wao don't want yeu out here.
Irairdale docsn’t need yeu.”

“That's a lie, Longstreth,” vetorted
Duane. “I've letters froma llairdale
citizens all begging for ranger sorvice.”

Longstreth turned winte, The veins
corded atl his temples. Ho appeared
aloul to burst into rage. He was at a
lose for gquick veply.

“loyd Lawson rustied in aad up to
L iatle. The Blood showed black and
tivc in his face; his uiteraace was in-
cohe« . ont, Lis uncontrollable euthreak
of ':uper seemed out of all propor-
don Lo any cause he shouid reasonably
Lkave had for anger. Longstret shoved
bhim back itk a curse and a warning
glnte,

“Where's  yow  wairtant to arrest
Snecker?* shouted Longstreth,

“I' don’t need warrants to inake ar-
rests.  Longstreth, you're ignorant of
the power of Texaus rangers.”

“Nan'll come none of your damned
ranger stunts out here. I'll block you.”

“That passionate reply of Longstreth's
wis the signal Duane had been waiting
ior. THe wanted to force Longstreth’'s
tand and show the town his stand.

Duane backed clear of everybody.

“Men! I call on you all!” cried
Duane, piercingly. “I call on you to
wiiness the arrvest of a criminal pre-
venica by Longstreth, mayor of Fair-
dale. It will be recorded in the raport
td the adjutant general at Austin,
* Longstreth, you'll never preveat an-
ather arvest.”
Longstreti: sat white with working
faw.

“Longstreth,  you've shewn your
hand,” saill Duane, in a voice that car-
rigd far and held those who hoard.
“Any honest citizen of Fairdaie can
now see what's plain-—yours is a damn
0or hand!. You're going te hear me

a 8pade a spade. In the two years
yal}'ve been mayor you have never ar-
restéd one rustler. Strange, when Fair-
dale’s a nest for rustlerst You've nev-
ar Bent, a prisaner to Del Rio, let alone
to* Anstin. You have no jail, There
have iwen nine murders during your
office=~innumerable street flghts and
holdups. Not one arrest! But y ' u
dinve ordered arrests for trivial of-
fenses, and have punished these out of

proportion. There have been law- |
in_your court—suits over water | Cheeks.

ts, cattle deals, property lines.

{{i¥anze how it these lawsuits you or

Lawson or other men close to you were

5 ays involved!  Strange  how it

tBgs the !aw was stretched to favor
I intorests!"

wvh. In the = nece, hoth ntaide

oth was indeed a study. Vet did he
tray anything but rage at this inter-

r? - ; : y
?'le;miustr.eth. here's plain talk for you
d IFairdale,” went on _
't accuse vou and sone conrt * of

-~

Doane. " *1

had struck some Kind of 4 hot trail,

and he meant to see where it led. 1t

wits by no means unlikely that Ches-
cidine might be ai the other ond.
Duane controlled o monnting eager-
ness,. But ever and anon it was shot
through with a remembrance of Ray
ILongstreth., He suspected her father
of being not what he pretended. lle
mizht, very probably would, bring sor-
row and shame to this young woman.
The thought made him smart with
pain.  She began to haunt him, and
then he was thinking more of her
beauty and sweetness than of the dis-

grace he might bring upon her. Sume;
strange emotion, long locked inside

Duane's heart, knocked to be heard, to
be let out. He was troubled.

pon returning to the inn he found
Liaramie there, apparently
worse for his injury.

“How are you, Laramie?” he asked.

“Reckon I'm feelin’ as well as could
he  expected,” replied Laramie. His
head was clrcled by a bandage that did
not conceal the lump where he had
been struck. He looked pale, but was
bright enough.

“That was a good crack Snecker gave
you," remarked Duane.

“I ain't accusin’ Bo,” remonstrated

Laramie, with eyes that made Duane |

thoughtful.
“Well, I accuse him. 1 caught him—
took him to Longstreth's court. But

| they let him go.”

|
l

Dnane paured in hig cold. rinving !

i “Talk's
{ making light of his bluster, but the red

Laramie appeared to be agitated by
this intimation of friendship.

“See here, Laramde,” went on Duane, |
“in some parts of Texas it's policy to|

Le close mouthed. Policy and health
preserving! Between ourselves, I want
you to know I lean on your side of the
rence.'

Laramie gave a quick start. Pres-

o R hi:;f(."“) Duane turned and frankly met

liis gaze. He had startled Laramie out
of his habitual set taciturnity; but
even as he looked the light that might
have been amaze and joy faded out of
his face, leaving it the same old mask.
Still Duane had seen enough. Like a
bloodhound he had a scent.

“Talking about work, Laramie, who'd
you say Snecker worked for?”

“I didn’t say.”

“Well, say so now, can't you? Lara-

that bump on your head.
snecker work for?” .

“When he works at all, which sure
ain't often, he rides for Longstreth.”

“Humph! Seems to me that Long-
streth’s the whole circus round Fair-
dale. I was some sore the other day
to find [ was losing good money at
Longstreth’s faro game. Sure if Ud
won 1 wouldn’'t have been sore—ha, ha!
But 1 was surprised to hear some one
say Longstreth owned the Hope So
joint.”

“He owns
hereabouts,"”
Strainedly.

“Humph again! Laramie, like every
other fellow I meet in this town, vou're
afraid to open your trap about Long-
streth, Get me straight, Laramie. I
don't care a damn for Colonel Mayor
iongstreth. And for cause I'd throw
4 gun on him just as quick as on any
rustler in Pecos.”
cheap,"”

Who does

considerable
replied

property
Laramie, con-

replied Laramie,
wias deeper in his face.

“Sure. I know that,” Duane said.
“And usually I don’t talk. Then it's not
well known that Longstreth owns the
Hope So?”

“Reckon it's known in Pecos, all
right. But Longstreth’s name isn’t
connected with the Hope So. Blandy
runs the place.” '

“That Blandy. His faro game's
crooked, or I'm a locoed bronch. Not
that we don’t have lots of crooked
faro dealers. A fellow can stand for
them. But Blandy’'s mean, back handed
never looks you in the eyes. That
Hope So place ought to be run by a
good fellow like you, Laramie.”

“Thanks,” replied he;
imagined his voice a little husky.
“Didn't you hear I used to—run it?"”

“No. Did you?”’ Duane said quickly.

*l reckon.
additions twice, owned it for 11 years.”

“Well, I'll be doggoned.” It was in-
deed Duane's turn to be surprised, and
with the surprise came a gllmmering.
“I'm sorry you're not there now. Did
you sell out?”

“No. Just lost the place.”

—to taik, to tell.
him soft.

“It was two years ago—two. years

got the stock—an’ my share, 1,800 head,
was rustled off.
He pressed me.

an' I—was ruined.”

defeat, the agony of the man.
faiied to meet his obligations; never-

He had+«now the secret of his bitter-
ness.,

later time.
“Hard Auck!

Duané daid.  “But you're a good loser.

And the wheel turns!

here's what.

some men he nad seen ill-

none the

mie, you're powerful peevish today. It's |

- It hurt Duane to look at Laramie. He | of them work, odd times.
i was white, and tears rolled down his|a few steers, steal, rob, anythin’ for a
I Duane saw the bitterness; the
He had

Now, Laramle, | Duane.
I need your advice. 1've honest men—seem

ot a little money.
’

| stock, or buy an interest in
| rancher's herd. What I want you to
| Steer me on is a zood square rancher,
| Or maybe a couple of ranchers, if thepe
happen to be two honest ones.  ta, ha!
No deals with rvanchers whe ride in the
dark with rustiers! I've & hunch 1fair-
dale is full of them. New, Laramioe,
you've been here for years. Sure you

must Know g couple of men above sus- |

picion.”

“Thank God 1 do,” ke replied, feel-
ingly.
my friends an’ neighbors all my pros-
perous days, an’ friends stiil. You can
gamble on [Frank an® Si. But if you
want advice from me—don’t nvest
nmoney in stock now.”

*\YVhy 2"

“Because any now teiler buyin' stoels

these days will e
'he can say Jack tobinson. “The wnio-
neers, the new cattlemes-—these are
easy  pickin' for the rustlers,
Knows all the ranchers are casy enough
pickin', Jut the new fellers have to
learn the ropes, They don't know any-
thin' or anyvbady
jare wise an' sore.
| they ——"'

“What?'' Duane put in, as he paused.
“If they knew who was rustling the
stock "

“Nope.

“If they had the nerve?”

“Not thet so much.”

“What then?
fight?”

“A leader!”

“Howdy thar, Jim,"
L voice,

They'd

right it

merry face, entered the roon.

“Hello, Morton,” replied Lavamie.

{ “I'd introduce you te my guest here,
ibut 1T don't know his mame.”

i “"Haw! Haw! Thet's all right. Few
Emvn out hyvar go by their right names."”
|  “Say, Morton,” put in Duane, “Lara-
imie gave me a hunch yemdX be a good
iman to tie to. Now, I've a little money
iand before 1 lose it I'd Bke to invest
(it in stock.”

Morton smiled breadly.

“I'm on the square,” Duane said,
bluntly. *“If you fellews never size
up your neighbors any better than vou
have sized me—well, you won't get any
richer.”

It was enjoyment for Daane to make
i his remarks to these men pregnant with
i meaning. Morton showed his pleasure,
| his interest, but his faith held aloof.

| “I've got some money. Will you let
| me in on some kind of deal? Will you
| start me up as a steckman with a little
herd all my own?"

“Wal, stranger, te <esme out flat
{ footed, you’d be foolish e buy cattle
{now. I don’t want to take your money
an' see you lose out. Beiter go back
|across the Pecos where the rustlers
lain't so strong. 1 haven't had more'n
2,600 herd of stock for 10 years. The
rustlers let me hang en to a breedin’
herd. Kind of them, ain’t it?”

“Sort of kind. All I hear is rustlers,
Morton,” replied Duane, with impa-
{tience. *“You see, I haven’t ever lived
long in a rustler rum ceunty. Who
heads the gang, anyway?*

Morton looked at Dwane with a
curiously amused smile, shen snapped
his big jaw as if to shat in impuisive
words.

“Look here, Mortoms. It stands to
reason, no matter how strong these
rustlers are, how hiddea their work,
however involved with supposedly hon-
est men—they can’t last.”
| “They come with the pioneers, an’
they’ll last till thar's a single steer
left,”” he declared.

l “Well, if you take that view of cir-
'cumst:mces I just figwre you as one
| of the rustlers!”

{ Morton looked as if ke were about
{to brain Duane with the butt of his
| whip. His anger flashed by then, evi-
| dently as unworthy of him; and, some-
thing striking him as funay, he boomed
out a laugh.

“It's not so furmy,” Dwame went on.
| “If you're going to pretend a vellow
| streak, what else will I think?”

“Pretend ?”’ he repeated.
| “Sure. I know mem of wmerve.
| here they're not any different
| those in other places. 1 say if you show
| anything like a lack ef sand it's all
{ bluff. By nature you've got nerve.
| There are a lot of men areumnd Fairdale
{ who're afraid of their shadows—afraid
Eto be out after dark—afraid to opern
their mouths. But you're mot one. So
I say if you claim these rustlers will
il:xst you're pretending ek of nerve
| just to help the popular idea along.
| For they can’'t last. What you need
|out here is some mew hood, Savvy
| what 1 mean?”
! “Wal, I reckon 1 de,” ke replied, loolk-
ling as if a storm had Blewn over him.
| “Stranger, I'll 100k yem wup the next
| time I come to town.”

Then he went out.

- Laramie had eyes like Sint striking
re. , <

He breathed a deep breath and
looked around the room befare his gaze
fixed again on Duane.

“Wal,”” he replied, speaking
“You've picked the right men.
who in the hell are you?”

Reaching into the inside pocket of
his buckskin vest, Duane turned the
lining out. A star shaped bright silver
object flashed as he shoved it, pocket
and all, under Jim's hard eyes.

“Ranger!” he whispered, cracking the
table with his fist. “Yeuw sure rung

|

And

low.
Now,

and - Duane | true to me.”

“Laramie, do you knew who's boss of
this secret gang of rustlers here-
abouts?” asked Duane, bluntly. It was

I bullt the place, made cnaracteristic of him te come sharp

to the point. His voice—something
deep, easy, cool about him—seemed to
steady Laramie,

“No,"” replied Laramie.

“Does anybody know? went on
Duane.

“Wal, I reckon there’s met ene honest

Laramie was bursting for relief now | native who knows.”
Sympathy had made

“But you have yowr saapicions?’
‘“We have.”

*Give me your idea about this crowd

last March,” he went on. “I was in a|that l}'angs round the saloons—the reg-
big cattle deal with Longstreth. Wae |ulars.

“Jest a bad lot,” replied Laramie,

I owed Longstreth.{with the quick assurance of knowl-
It come to a lawsuit— | edge.

“Most of them have been here
Others have drifted in. Some
They rustle

years.

little money to drink an’ gamble.
a bad lot!”

“Have you any idea whether Chesel-

Jest

theless, he had been swindled. All that!dine and his gang are associated with |’
he suppressed, all that would have|this gang here?”
been passion had the man’s spirit not |
been broken, lay bare for Duane to see. | them the same gang. None of us ever

“Lord knows. I've always suspected

;seen Cheseldine—an’ thet's strange,

But the reason he did not openly l when Knell, Poggin, Panhandle Smith,
d inside fhe hall. could be heard tha | 2ccuse Longstreth, the secret of his
p hreathinz of azitited men. ! one- |

Blossom Kane and Fletcher, they all

1eticence and fear — these Duane ; ride here often. No, Poggin doesn't
thought best to try to learn at some

come often. But the others do. For
{ thet matter, they're around all over

It certainly was tough,” | west of the Pecos.”

“Now I'm puzzled over this said
“Why do men—apparently
to be 80 close

But before 1 lose
i 1 want to invest some.  Duy some
some !

“Frank Morton aa’ Si Zimmer, |

vustled quicker 'n,

An' the eld ranchers

What ‘4 make them |

poomced a big

{ A man of great bulk, with a ruddy, |

from ,

mouthed here? [s that a fact, or pnly
my hmpression?"

“It's a sure fact,” replicd Laramie,
darkly. *“Men have lost cattle an'
property in
estly  or otherwise, as hasn't been
proved. An' in some cases when they
talked--hinted a little-—-they was found
dead. Apparently held up an’ robbed.
But dead. Dead men don't talk. Thet’s
why we're close mouthed.”

Duane felt o dark, somber sternness.
Rustling cattle was not

growing in spite of the hordes of
rustlers ranging its vast stretehes: but
2 cold, secret, murderous hold on a
little strugeling community was some-
thing too strange, too terrible for men
to stand long.

The ranger was about to speak again
when the clatter of hoots interrupted

him. Horses halted ouat in front, and
one rider got down. Floyd Lawson cn-
tered. He called for tobaceo.

It his visit surprised Laramie, he did
not show any evidence. But Lawson
showed rage as he saw the ranger, and
toen o dark glint flitted from the CVOeS
that shirted from Duane to Laramie
and back again.
agzainst the counter.

“Say, that was a bad break of yvours,”
Lawson said.  “If vou come fooling
| ‘tound the ranch again, therve'll be hell.”
! It seemed strange that a man who
' had lived west of the Pecos for 10 years
could not sec in Duane something
which forbade that kind of talk. 1t cer-
| tainly was not nerve Lawson showed:
f men of courage were seldom intoler-
ant.  With the matchless nerve that
characterized the great gunmen of the
day there was a cool, unobtrusive man-
| ner, &4 speech brief, almost gentle, cer-
I tainly courteous. Lawson was o hot
headed Louisianian of KFrench extrac-
tion; a man, evidently, who had never
been crossed in anything, and who was
stronyg, brutal, passionate, which quali-
ties in the face of a situation like this
made him simply a fool.

“I'm saying again, you used your
ranger bluff just to get near Ray Long-
streth,” Laswson snecred.
if you come up there again there'll be
hell.”

“You're right. But not the kind you
think,” Duane retorted, his voice sharp
and cold.

“Ray Longstreth wouldn’t stoop to
know a dirty blood tracker like vou,”
said Luawson, hotly. He did not seem
to have a deliberate intention to rouse
Duane; the man was simply rancor-
ous, jealous. “I'll call you right. You
cheap bluffer! You four flush! You
damned interfering, conceited ranger!”

“Lawson, I'll not take offense, be-
cause you seem to be -championing
your beautiful cousin,” replied Duane,
in slow spcech. “But let me return
your compliment. You're a fine south-
erner!  Why, vou're only a cheap four
flush-—damned, bull headed rustler!”

Duane hissed the last word. Then
for him there was the truth in Law-
son's working passion blackened face.

Lawson jerked, moved, meant to
draw. But how slow! Duane lunged
forward. His long arm swept up, and
Lawson staggered backward, knocking
table and chairs, to fall hard, in a half
sitting posture against the wall.

“Don't draw!” warned Duane.

“LLawson, git away from your gun!”
yelled Laramie.

But LaLwson was crazed with fury.
He tugged at his hip, his face corded
with purvle welts, malignant, murder-
ous. Duane kicked the gun out of his
hand. Lawson got up raging, and
rushed out.

Laramie lifted his shaking hands.

“What'd you wing him for?” he
wailed. “He was drawin’ on you.
Kickin’ men like him won't do out
here."”

“That bull headed fool will roar and
butt himself with all his gang right
into our hands. He's just the man
I've needed to meet. Besides, shoot-
ing him would have been murder.”

“Murder!” exclaimed Laramie.

“Yes, [or me,” replied Duane.

“That may be true—whoever you are
—but, if Lawson's the man you think
he is, he’'ll begin thet secret under-
ground bizness. Why Lawson won't
sleep of nights now.
have always been after me.

| demanded Duane. “Watceh out.
inow here. See your friend Morton.
Tell him this game grows hot. Togeth-
er you approach four or five men you
know well and can absolutely trust. I
may nced your help.”

{ Then Duane went from place to place,
'nmnur to corner, bar to bar, watching,
[ listening, recording. ™The excitement
had preceded him, and speculation was
rife. He thought best to keep out of
|it. After dark he stole up to Long-
streth’s ranch. The evening was warm;
the doors were open; and in the twi-
light the only lamps that had been lit
were in Longstreth's big sitting room,
at the far end of the house. When a
buckboard drove up and Longstreth
and Lawson alighted, Duane was well
hidden in the bushes, so well screened
that he could get but a fleeting glimpse
of Longstreth as he went in. For all
Duane could see, he appeared to be
a calm and quiet man, intense beneath
the surface, with an air of dignity un-
der insult. Duane's chance to observe
Lawson was lost. They went into the
house without Speaking and closed the
door.

At the other end of the porch, close
under a window, was an offset between
Step and wall, and there in the shadow
Duane hid. So Duane waited there in
the darkness with patience born of
many hours of hiding.

Presently a lamp was lit; and Duane
heard the swish of skirts.

“Something's happened surely, Ruth,”
he heard Miss Longstreth say, anx-
iously. “Papa just met me in the hall
and didn't speak. He seemed pale,
worried.”

“Cousin Floyd looked like a thunder
cloud,"” said Ruth. “For once he didn’t
try to kiss me. Something’s happened.
Well, Ray, this has been a bad day.”

“Oh, dear! Ruth, what can we do?
These are wild men. IFloyd makes life
miserable for me. And he teases you
unmer—"'

“I don’t call it teasing. Floyd wants
to spoon,” declared Ruth, emphatical-
ly. “He'd run after any woman.”

And

\
Il
|
|
|
|

*A fine compliment to me, Cousin
Ruth,” laughed Ray. :
' “I don't care,” replied Ruth. “It's

!so. He's mushy And when he's been
}drinklng and tries to kiss me—I hate
him!"”

I There were staps on the hall floor.

“Hello, girls!"” sounded out Lawson’'s
voice, minus its usual gaiety.

“Floyd, what's the matter?’ asked
Ray, presently. “I never saw papa as he
| is tonight, nor you so—so worried. Tell
| me, what nas happened?”

“Well, Ray, we had a jar today,” re-
plied Lawson, with a blunt, expressive
laugh.

“Jar?” echoed both the girls, curi-
’ously. \

“We had to submit to a damnable

| outrage,” added Y.awson, passionately. '

‘as if the sound of his voice augmented

IFairdale—lost them hon- |

intolerable. |
Western Texas had gone on prospering, |

Duane leaned easily |

“Mind you, |

He an’ Longstreth |

“Laramie, what are your eves for?" !

I his feeling. “Listen, girls; I'll tell you
jall about it.,” He coughed, cleared his
throat in a way that betrayed ke had
been drinking,

Duane sunk deeper into the shadosy
fof his covert, and, stiffening his mus-
cles for a protracted spell of rigidity,
prepared to listen with ail acuteness
and intensity. Just one word Irom shis
Lawson, inadvertently uttered in a mo-
ment of passion, might be the word
Duane necdec tor his cluc.

“It happened at the town hall,” begin
Lawson, rapidly. “Your [father and
Judge Owens and I were there in con-
| sultation with three ranchers from out
lof town. Then that damned ranger
stalked in dragging Snecker, the fellow
who hid here in the house. e had ar-
i rested Snecker for alleged ass:ailt ea i
| rostivurant-keener namea Faaramic.
| Snecker being obviously innooent, he
Lwas discharged. Then this ranger began
i shouting his .nsults. law was n farce
(i Fairdale.  The court was a farce.
{ 'There was no law. Your father's office
&8 mayor should e impeachea. Fi::
nitde arrests only for peily offonses.
He was afraid of the restiors, highway -
men, murderees, Ile was afraid er he
Just let them alone. e used Lis effice
1o cheat rancliers and cattlemen in law-
suits. All this the ranger yvelled for
fevery one 1o hear. A damnahla ordaase.
( Your father, Ray, insulted in his ewn
court by i rowdy rvaager!” .

“Ah!" cried Ray Loagsiveth, in mimg -
Ind distress an danger.

“The ranger service wanta # prule
western  Texas,” wemt on Tawson.
“These rangers ace all a low sel, many
of them worse tham the outlaws shey
hunt. Some of them wore outlaws and
gun-fightars before they becams wang-
ers. This is one of the voorvst af ghe
]lot. He's keon, intelligen:t, sinocth, aad
{ that makes hini more (o he feared. Wor
he is to be feared. He wanted to kill, o
would kill. If your faiker had made the;
least move he weuld hiave shot Nin.
lHe's a cold-blooded cevil—ike born
gun-man., My Ged, any instamt I ex-
pected to see veur fathor fall eend at
my feet!"”

“Oh, Floyd! The unspeakabie puf-
iﬁmi”" cried Ray Loeagstreth, passion-
Pately.

i “You sece, Ray, this fellow, I1tlse all

i rangers, secks notoriety. He made that
)
|

play with Snecker just for a chaace to
rant against your father. iie tried %o in-
flame all Fairdale agaimst him. Shat
{about the lawsuits was {he worst!
Damn him! He'll make us encmies.”
(Continued Next Week.)
e

Our Latest White Book.
I'romn the Chicago Bvening Pest,

When Capt. Franz ven Papen was held
up by the British government at PFal-
mouth, after his withdrawal frem the
Bernstorff embassy had been requeséed by,
our government, many of those patrietic
folks who guard Germany’'s cornvesieace!
more highly than American rights Insestod!
that America was atfronted. They said)
that our state department had asked andi
received a safe conduct for Captaim von
Papen and that tho seizure of his papers
was un offense agadnst eur dignity.

TThe “White Book' just published by our
government reveals the fact thdt Secre-
tary Lansing in writing to Ambassador
Bernstorff that safe conduct had been
granted Von Papen amnd Boyv-cd added thoe
words: ‘It is alse wnderstood that thecy
will, of course. perform ne unneutrid act
such as carrying ddspatches to tho Ger-
man government.'”” T™ie “"White Beok.”
incidentally, for the first time prinds the
letter in which Berastorff was asted to
have his attaches recalled—a request, by
the way, which he calmly ignored fer 10
days. This letter says that the twe Ger-
man attaches were conmected not only
witth ‘‘questionable” but with “‘MRegat”
acts.

Under the circumstances, we mnst ve-
main firm in our cenviction that when
England scized the aati-American cotre-
spondence which the cheerful Vem Papen
was smuggling out under cover of a gafe
conduct the majesty of the American gov-
ernment was not im the feast Mmmed.

“Unbelief.”’

There ig no unbelief:

| Whoever plants i seed bemcath Mgd
And waits to see it push away the a,
He trusts in God.

1
{ Whoever says when clouds are im $he sky,
|
|
|

“Be pationt, heart; light breaketa My and
by
Trusts the Mest Kigh.

Whoever seces 'neatn wiagor's @oid of
SNovw

| The silent harvest of the fature srosw,

Ciod's power maust knovw.

Whoever lies dowa on his conchk te steep,
Content to lock each semse im slemmber
deep,
Knows God witl keep.

| The heart that leeks om wher epelids
close,
And dares to live when lifc kas wees,
God's comfort kuews.
There is no unbelief:
And day by day, uncemsocieusly, :
The heart lives by that faith the Nps deny,
God knoweth why;
—Ilidward Robert Bulwer Igtton.

LORD SHAUGHNESSY'’S
DAUGHTER TO MARRY
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Miss Margunit Shaughnessy.

Lord and Lady Shaughnessy of
Montreal, €anada, have just’ an-
nounced the engagement of their
daughter Margue.ite to Sdwin L.. San-
born of Havana, Cuba. Lord Shaugh-
nessy, who 1s . gative of Milwaukes,
Wis., won his title and his for tune

by J_evelopinz 2 great railway sye-
tam in Cana a i
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