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Phll Strange met the lovers as they
turned the corner of the porch, and |
warmly shook Dave's hand. “Teeny— |
my wife—told me you was better,” he
began, “so I beat it out here. I hung
around all day yesterday, walting to
see you, but you was batty.”

“I was pretty sick,” Dave acknowl- |
edged. “Mrs. Strange was mighty kind
to me.”

“Sick people get her goat. She’s got
a way with 'em and with anlmals, teo. |
Why, Rajah, the big python with our
show, took sick one year, and he'd have
died sure only for her. Same with a
lot of the other animals. She knows
more’'n any vet I ever saw.”

“Perhaps 1 needed a veterinary in-
stead of a doctor,” Dave smiled. *“I
guess I've got some horse blood in me,
See!” Montrosa had thrust her head |
under his arm and was waiting for
him to scratch her ears.

“Well, I brought you some mail”|
Strange fumbled in his pocket for a
small bundle of letters, explaining:
“Blaze gave me these for you as 1|
pussed the post office.”

Dave took the letters with a word of
thanks, and thrust them carelessly in-
to his pocket. “What seems to be the
trouble?” he inquired. !

“You remember our last talk? Well,
them Mexicans have got me rattled.
I've been trying everywhere to locate
you. If you hadn't come home I'd have |
gone to the prosecuting attorney, or|
sowebody.” |

“Then you've
more?"

Phil nodded, and his sallow face|
puckered with apprehension. “Rosa
Morales has been to see me regular.”

Dave passed an uncertain hand over
his forehead. *“I'm not in very good
shape to tackle a new proposition, but
—what is it?”

“We've got to get Mrs, Austin away
from here.”

“We? Why?”

“If we don't they'll steal her.”

“Steal her?” Dave's amnazement was
patent. “Are you crazy?”

“Sometimes 1 think I am, but I've
pumped that Morales girl dry, and I
can't figure anything else out of what
she tells me. Her and Jose expect to
make a lump of quick money, jump to
Mexico, get married, and live happy
ever after. Take it from me, it's Mrs,
Austin they aim to cash in on.”

“Why—the idea’s ridiculous!”

“Maybe it is and maybe it ain’t,” the
fortune-teller persisted. “More than
one rich Mexican has been grabbed
and held for ransom along this river;
yes, and Americans, too, If you can
believe the stories. Anything goes in
that country over there.”

“You think Jose is planning to kid-
nup her? Nonsense! One man couldn’t
do such a thing.”

“I didn't say he could,” Phil de-
fended himself, sulkily. “Remember,
I told you there was somebody back
of him.”

“Yes, 1 remember,
know exactly who.”

“Well, I don't exactly know yet. 1
thought maybe you might tell me.”

There was a brief silence, during
which Dave stood frowning. Then he
appeared to shake himself free from
Phil's suggestions.

“It's too utterly preposterous. Mrs.
Austin has no enemies; she’s a person
of importance. If by any chance she
disappeared—"

“She's done that very little thing,”
Strange declared.

“What?"

“She's disappeared—anyhow, she's
gone. Yesterday when I saw you was
Iald up and couldn't help me, I phoned
her ranch; somebody answered in
Spanish, and from what I could make
out they don't know where she is.”

Dave wondered if he had understood
Strange aright, or if this could be a
trick of bis own tired brain. Choosing
his words carefully, he sald: “Do you
mean to tell me that she's missing and
they haven't given an alarm? I reckon
you didn't understand the message, did
you?”

Strange shrugged. “Maybe I didn't.
Suppose you try. You sabe the lingo.”

Dave went to the telephone, leaving
Phil to wait. When he emerged from
the house a few moments later, It was
with a queer, set look upon his face.

“T got 'em,” he sald. “She's gone—
left three days ago.”

“Where did she go?”

“They wouldn't tell me."”

“They wouldn't?” Strange looked
up sharply.
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| scabbard to its thong he laughed perv-
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furned thelr faces toward Law; then

that they were not talkin Some of
them had removed their hats and held
them in their hands.

i the scene swam before his eyes; then
he ran toward the house and up the
He tried to frame a lllll'\l]nn‘]
lips were stiff with fright.
| Heedless of those in his path, he forced |
his way into the house, then down u.‘.|
hall toward an open or, through |
| which he saw a room full of [u-u].lu,'
| From somewhere came the shrill wail-|
| Ing of n woman; the house wus full of |
| hushed voices and whisperings, Dave
| had but one thought. From the depths
| of his belng a voice called Alaire's
| name until his brain rang with it.
l A bed was in the room, and around
it was gathered a group of white-faced
eople. With rough hands Law cleared
way for himself, and then stopped,
' frozen in his tracks. His arms relaxed,
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“Well, what do you make of it?”

“I don’t know. She wusn't kidnaped,
that's a cinch, for Dolores went with |
her. I—think we're exciting ourselves
unduly.” |

The little fortune-teller broke out
excitedly: “Yes we are! Why do you
suppose I've been playing that Morales |
girl? I tell you there's something
crooked going on. Don’t I know?!
Didn’t I wise you three weeks ago that
something like this was coming off 7"
It was plain that Phil put complete
faith in his powers of divination, and
at this moment his earnestness carried
a certain degree of conviction. Dave
made an effort to clear his tired brain, |

“Very well,” he said. “If you're so
sure, I'll go to Las Palmas. I'll find
out all about it, and where she went.
If anybody has dared to—" He drew
a deep breath and his listlessness van-
ished ; his eyes glenmed with a hint of |
their customary fire. *I reckon I've
got one punch left in me.” He turned
and strode to his room.

As Dave changed into his service
clothes he was surprised to feel a new |
vigor in his llmbs and a new strength
of purpose In his mind. When he stood
in his old boots and felt the familiar
drag of his cartridge-belt, when he
tested his free muscles, he realized

Dave Stood Staring at the Master of
Las Palmas.

that he was another man. Even yet | his fingers unclenched, a great sigh
he could not put much faith in Phil | whistled from his lungs. Before him,
Strunge's words—nevertheless, there | booted, spurred, and fully dressed, lay

might be a danger threatening Alaire;  the dead body of Ed Austin

Dave was still staring st the master
of Las Palmas when the prosecuting
attorney spoke to him.

“God! This is terrible, isn’t (t?" he
sald. “He must have died instantly.”

“Who—did it?”

“We don't know yet. Benito found
him and brought him in. He hasn't
been dead an hour,”

Phil watched his friend saddle the
bay mare, then as Dave tied his rifle

ously.

“You're loaded for bear.”

The horseman answered, grim!;
“I'm loaded for Jose Sanchez 16 1 1
hands on him TN learn what he

knows."” Law ran his eyes over the room, and
“You can’t get nothing out of a Mexl- | then asked, sharply, “Where Is Mrs,
can.” Austin?”
“No? I've made Filipinos talk. Be- He was answered by Benito Gon-
lleve me, T can be some persuasive zales, who had edged closer. “She's

not here, senor.”
“Have you notified her?’

when I try.” With that he swung a leg
over Montrosa's back and rode away.

tenito shrugzed ‘There has been
CHAPTER XVIIL no time, it all hapg 1 so quickly—"
e Someon iterrupred, and Dave saw
A Surprise. 1 1= the loeal sheriff —evidently
Law found it good to feel a horse ! : Lad waved from - the

between his knees. He had not realized | speeding machine a few u oments be-
until now how long Montrosa’s saddle  fore,
had been empty. The sun was hot and “I'm glad you're h

friendly, the breeze was sweet in his

re, Dave, for you
1 golug to round

can give me a hand. 1

nostrils as he swept past the smiling | up these Mexicans right away and find
fields and out into the mesquite coun- out what they koo Whoever did it
try. Heat waves danced above the hasn't gone far o you act my

deputy and see what you ean learn.”
When Dave had 1 better con
trol of himself he too enito outdoors
and demanded full alls of the trag
edy. With many lamentations and in

patches of bare ground; insects sang
noisily from every side; far ahead the
road ran a wavering course through a
deceitful mirage of rippling ponds. It
was all familinr, pleasant; it was

home. With every mile he covered his | coherencies the range boss told what
strength and courage increased. he knew.

Such changes had come into his life Ed had met his death within a half-
since his last visit to Las Palmas that | mile of Las Palmas as he rode home
it gave him a feeling of unreality to | for dinner. Benito, himself on his way
discover no alteration in the ranch.  to the house, had found the body, still

He had somehow felt that the build- wari, near  the of the pecan

ings would look older, that the trees| zrove. He had re o sense

would have grown taller, and so when | to telephone at onc esville, and

he finally came in sight of his desti- | then—Benito hardiy w what he had

nation he reined in to look. done  since then was 80 badly
Behind him he heard the hum of an Shuken by the R

approaching motor, and he turned to “What time did it happen?”

1 1 came in.”
watch, and was
that it was now
st one. It was
it Benito had in
deed lost no time, and that his alarm
had met with instant response,
“Now tell me, who did it?”
Benito flung his hands high.

“It was noon whe
Dave consulted his
sugprised to discover
a few
it, therefore

behold a car racing along the road he
had just traveled. The machine was
running fast, as a long streamer of
choking dust gave evidence, and Dave
soon recognized it as belonging to
Jonesville's prosecuting attorney. As
it tore past him its owner shouted
something, but the words were lost. In
the automobile with the driver werc

minuts

“God

several passengers, and one of these | knows! me encmy, of course; but
likewise called to Dave and seemed to| Don Eduardo had bt
motion him to follow. When the ma “Not that sort of enemies. There
chine slowed down a half-mile ahead| Was nobody who could wish to kill
and veered abruptly into the Las Pal- h“”’.ll'.l

“That is as it is.”

mas gateway, Dave lifted Montrosa to
a run, wondering what pressing neces-
sity could have induced the prosecut-
ing attorney to risk such a reckless
burst of speed.

Dave told himself that he was un
duly apprehensive; that Strange's
warnings had worked upon his nerves
Nevertheless, he continued to ride so

you any suspicions?”
nor.,
y Mrs. Austin is gone?”

[N
“Where?"
“I don't know."”
Dave spoke bru
to; you must kno

‘Come, Beni-
your wife went
trying

hard that almost before the dust had | “With her. Are you to keep

settled he, too, turned into the shade| SUmcthing b ) !

of the palms. iy no! God I8 my judge!”
Yes, there was excitement here;| 1 '“'ll--v'l;nr‘-:l, “']‘ dulnlt'kn..“ they

something was evidently very much ‘U EOing |.:mil he very last, and

amiss, judging from the groups of| “V" then Dolores would tell me noth-

ing. We were having bad times here
at Las Palmas; there were stormy

ranch-hands assembled upon the porch. |

they erowded closer, and he perceived | A. N. PARRISH, Pres.

Dave's knees shook under him as he |
| dismounted ; for one sick, giddy .mmml

They were clustered about the doors

apd windows, peering {n. Briefly they | “““"¢% yonder In the house, Senor Ed
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sions were doubled, for Benito added :
“No doubt she went to La Feria.”

from

wer depart
would find a

Las Palmas, he
to wring the truth

Law uttered an incredulous exclama- trom her. Dave a trifle too som-
tion. “Not there! Surely she wouldn't | s ot all time took « a grimwer
g0 to La Feria at such a time. Why, ispect now ; he felt a slow fury kind-
that country is ablaze, Americans are ing in his breast.
fleeing from Mexico, Years of experience had taught nim

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Benito| be always alert, even during his mo-
confessed.  “But if she didn’t go there, | yonts of s ‘upation, and
where did she go? Saints above! It|. from f of h when Lie eame
is a fine condi v of affairs when a .o the pun pl he curefully
wife keeps se from her hushand Dhad 'S ™ the t were frosk
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tell Don Ed God rest his soul! | Yow he knew this road to pe seldom
This much ) however used, and therefore he wondered who
long ng le r could be ridir a gallop in this
General g ttle blistering midday heat. A few rods
for those cattle he stole in his goy farther on and his quick eye detected
ment’s name.  Dolores told me the| something else—some tiny object that
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he remounted and rode on, pondering

Dave remembered his first conversa of the thicket and
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person he door and

th thr weeks ngo Strang i Rosa ap-
ast nething very like i opening to another room,
of Ed Austin. Dave felt as if he with fright at this ap-
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and now her black brows
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0 d boy
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to perplexity; but spectuble house
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i Jose Sanchez has been here
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nswer me!
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it lik “I'll tell you
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i to tremble. “Why do you
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girl only grey
hand to her |
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“No one seems to know
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and
watche
ward the r
Las Palr
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awuy. who
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The me« mt Ed “You know why. He killed Don
Austin’s n he be- Eduardo, and then he rode here. Come!
eame that It way con- I know ev *
nected with H «a's volce grew

and the loose e shrill. « I know
might be unraveled, it seemed to him, ' you. It was you who be ed Panfilo,
lany In the hands of Rosa Morales,  and his blood is on yor hands, as-

Jose's sweetheart.. That Sanchez was (Continuad on page 8)



