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a This is a story about the Texas Plains People

ITHE LONE STAR RANGER

By ZANE GREY
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‘. CHAPTER XXVIi—Continued. |  Duane suddenly thought she was A clock Inside polnted the hour of | “What a fight he made! He killed two | for the hundredth time, “Five In that do. You'll forget there, You'll learn

i} — 15— going to faint. He divined then that | two. He went through the door Into| of my men, wonnded others. God! he | last serap! By gum! And you had | to love my home. It's a benutiful old
:‘.I fi Why? Then eame realization, He‘alm had understood him, would have | the vestibule, looked around, passed | was a tiger. He used up three guns | six before?” place, There are groves where the

was not a ranger now. He cared noth- | denled him nothing, not even her life,
fng for the state, He had no thought ' in that moment. But she was over-
of frecing the community of a danger-  come, and he suffered a pang of regret
ous outlaw, of ridding the country of at his unrestraint,
an obstacle to its progress and prun-| Presently she recovered, and she
perity. He wanted to kill Poggin. It | drew only the closer, and leaned upon
was significant now that he forgot the | him with her face upturned.
other outlaws, He wns the gunman, He felt her hands on his, and they
the gun-thrower, the gun-fighter, pas- | were soft, clinging, strong, like steel
smlonate and terrible, His father's | under velvet. He felt the rise and
blood, that dark and flerce strain, his | fall, the warmth of her brenst. A tre-
mother's splrit, that strong and un- | mor ran over him, He tried to draw
guenchable spirit of the surviving plo- | back, and if he sudeeeded a little her
meer—these hnd been In him; and the | form swayed with him, pressing closer,
killings, one after another, the wild | 8he held her face up, and he was com-
and haunted years, had made him, ab- | pelled to look. It was wonderful now: |
solutely in spite of his will, the gun- | white, yet glowing, with the red Iirn;|
man. He reallzed it now, bitterly, | parted, and dark eyee nlluring, But
hopelesaly. that was not all, There was passion,
The thing he had Iutelligence | unquenchable spirit, womnn's resolve,
enough to hate he had become, At |deep and mighty.
last he shuddered under the driving,| *I love you, Duane!” she sald. “For
ruthless, Inhuman blooddust of the | my sake don't go out to meet this out-
gunman, Actual pride of hia record! | jaw face to face, It's something wild
Actual vanity In his speed with a|fn you., Conquer It If you love me"
gun! Actual jealousy of any rivall Duane became suddenly wenk, and
L8 Duane could not belleve It. But| when he did tako her loto higx arms
there he was, without 4 cholee. What | ggain he scarcely had strength to Lft
he had feared for years had become | her to a sent beside him, 8he seemed
a moostrous realily. He stood strip- | more than a dend welght, Her calm-
ped bare, his soul naked—the soul of | ness had fled, She was throbbing, pal-
; Cain. And at the utfer anbasement | pitating, quivering, with hot, wet
" the soul he despised suddenly leaped | choeks and arms that clung to him
and qulvered with the thought of Ray | ke vines. She lifted her mouth to
Longstreth. him, whispering, "Kiis me!” She
Then came agony. He loved the | meant to change him, hold hlm. '
i girl, He wanted ber. All ber sweet-| Duanpe bent down, and her arms
i . meas, her fire, and pleading returned | went round his neck and drew him
to torturs him, close. 'With his lips on hers he seemed
At that moment the door opened, and | to flont awny., That kiss closed his
Ray Longstreth entered. eyes, and he could not lft his head.
“Duane,”"” she sald, softly. He sat motlonless, holding her, Mind
MacNelly sent mo to you."” and helpless, wrapped (n a sweet, dark
“But you shouldn't have come,” re-| glory. Bhe kissed him—one long, end-
plled Duane, loss kiss—or else a thousand times.
“An soon ns he told me I would | Her lips, her wet cheeks, her halr, the
i have come whether he wished it or | softness, the fragrance of her, the ten-
8 not. You left me—all of us—stunned. | der clasp of her arms, the swell of
) time to thank you. Oh, I do | her breast—all these seemed to Inciose
my soul. It was noble of | him,
is overcome. He didn't| Duane could not put her from him,
much. And he'll be true. | He ylelded to her lips and arms,
1 was told to hurry, and | watching her, Involuntarily returning
salfishly using time." her enresses, sure now of her [ntent,
then—and leave me. You ! fscinated by the sweotness of her,
unnerve me now, when there's | Pewlldered, almost lost. That was
a desperate game to finish,” what It was to be loved by a woman,
“Noed it be desperate?’ she whisp- HI8 years of outlawry had blotted out
8 sred, coming close (o him, any boylsh love he might have known,
' . “Yos; It can't be else.” Thisy was what he had to give up—
| " Her eyes were dark, stralned, beau- | 81! this wonder of her sweet person,
i tiful, and they whed u light upon |'his strange fire he feared yet
- Dunue he had never seen before. loved, this mate his deep and tortured
“You're going to take some mad|®0Ul recognized. Never until that
Mek.” she suld. “Let me persunde] MOment had he divined the meaning
you not to. You sald—you cared for | °f ® Woman to a man. That meaning
mo—and I—ob, Duanc—don't you| V0% spiritual in that he saw there

“Captain
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—Know—1" might have been for him, under hap-
¥ 3 pler clreomstances, a life of noble
ﬂl“:h::: mt?nd al;d"l:::k:. ‘;3 deeds llved for such a woman.

- Ralled, “Don't go! Don't go!" she erled,

ns he started violently, |
“I must. Dear, good-hy.
I loved youl"

He pulled her hands loose from his,
dtepped back, -

“Ray, dearest—i bellove—I'll come
back " he whispered.

These last words were falsehood.
He reached the door, gave one last
plercing glance to fix forever in mem-
ory that white fuce with Its dark,
staring, tragic eyes,

“Dunane "

Ho fled with that moan like thunder,

warm robbing | death, hell In his edrs, To forget her,
her th and bratet aod the clash to get back his nerve, he forced into

Remember

for the moment the might
stronger than all the demons
. him. And he held her
i she bad been his soul, his
4 wtrength on earth, his hope of heaven,
5 mgolnst his lips,

The sgrife of doubt all passed, He
found his sight agaln. And there
rashed over him a tide of emotion un-
mtterably sweoet and full, strong ke
o intoxicating wine, deep as his na-
ture, somothing glorious and terrible
as the blage of the sun to one long in
darkness. He had become an outcast ;
& wanderer, a gunman, o vietim of
clreumsinnees; he bhad lost and suf-

worse than death In that loss;
d gone down the endless, bloody
8 killer of men, n fugitive whose
and inevitubly closed to
the instinct to sorvive and
despalr; and pow, with this
in arms, her swelling breast

A

| up the steps into the bank. The clerks

were at thelr desks, apparently busy,
But they showed nervousness. The
cashier paled at sight of Duane, There
were men—the rangers—crouching
down behind the low partition. All
the windows had been removed from
the lron grating befors the desks.
The safe wus closed. There was no
money In glght, A customer came In,
spoke to the cashier, and was told to
come f(o-morrow,

Duane returned to the door, He
could see far down the street, out
into the country. There he walted,
and minutes were eternities, He paw

no person near him; he heard no
sound. He was insulated In his un-
natural straln. |

At a few minutes before half past |

two a dark, compact body of horsemen |
appeared far down, turning into the
rond. They came at a sharp trot—
A group that would have attracted
attention anywhere at any time. They
cnme a little faster as they entered
town: then faster still ; now thay were
four blocks away, now three, now two,
Duane backed down the middle of the
vestlbule, up the steps, and halted
In the center of the wide doorway.

There scemed to be a rustling In his
enrs through which plerced sharp,
ringing clip-clop of Iron hoofs. He
c¢ould see only the corner of the street.
But suddenly Into that shot lean- |
limbed dusty bay horses. There was |

to a halt.

Dunne saw the tawny Poggin speak to
his compnnlons, e dismounted quickly.
They followed sult. They bhad the man-
ner of ranchers about to conduct some
business, No guns showed., Poggin |
started lelsurely for the bank door,
quickening step a little. The others,
close together, came behind him,
Blosgom Kuane had a bag in his left
hand., Jim WFletcher was left at the
curb, and he had already gathered up
the bridles,

Poggin entered the vestibule first,
with Kane on one side, Boldt on the
other, a little In the rear,

As he strode In he saw Duane,
“Hell's Fire!” he cried.

Something Inslde Duane burst, plerc.
ing all of him with cold, Was (t that
fear?

“Buck Duane " echoed Kane.

One Instant Poggin loocked up and
Duane looked down,

Like a striklng janguar Poggin mov-
ed. Almost as quickly Duane threw
his arm.

The guns boomed almost together.
Dunne felt a blow Just before he
pulled trigger. His thoughts came
fast, llke the strange dots before his
eyes, His ralsing gun had loosened
in his hand. Poggin had drawn gulck-
er! A tearing agony encompassed his
breast, He pulled—pulled—at ran-
dom, Thunder of booming shots all
ahout him! Red {lashes, jets of
smoke, shrill yells! He was sinking.
The end; yes, the end! With fading
sight he saw Kane go down, then
Boldt. But supreme torture, bitterer
than death, Poggin stood, mane Hke a
lion's, back to the wall, bloody-faced,
grand, with his guns spouting red!
All faded, darkened. The thunder
dendened. Duane fell, seemed float-
Ing. There it drifted—Ray Long-
streth's sweet face, white, with dark,
tragle eyes, fading from his sight
fading . . . fading . . .

CHAPTER XXVIL

a elattering of nervous hoofs pulled |

thick, strange llght that came and
went. For a long time dull booming
sounds rushed by, lling all. It was a

obscure sense of time—tlme that was
very long. There was fire—ereoplng,
consuming fire. A dark cloud of flame
enveloped him, rolled him away,

He saw then, dimly, a room that was
strunge, strauge people moving about
over him, with faint volces, far away,
things in a dream. He saw agaln,
clenrly, and consclousness returned,

vague and far-awny things. Then he
was not dead. He lay stiff, llke a

e

i
-

in this moment almost of
bent under the stori |
Joy possible only to
+ who had endured so much, l
“Do you care—a lttle? he whis-
unstendily.
bent over her, looklug deep luto
) the dark, wet eyes, |
e Sbe uttered a low laugh that was
; Malf sob, and her arms slipped up

Ob, Dusne—Duane—a

3

it

“My Godl

You Can't Care for Mel”

mind the image of Poggin—FPoggin had
sent the cold sickness of fear to his
marrew, There was a horrible thrill
la his sudden remombrance that
Poggin likewlse had been taunted with
fear of him. The dark tide over
whelned Duane, and when he left
the room he waa flerce, tmplacable,
steeled to any outcome, quick ke n
panther, somber as death, in the thrall
of this steange passion,
There was npo excitement lo the

proat deal "

Thelr Ups met In thelr first lkiss,
| M sweetness, the fire of her mouth

stone, with a weight ponderous as o
mountain upon him and all his bound
body racked In slow,
agony.

A womann's fuce hovered over him,
white and tragic-eyed, like one of his
old haunting phantoms, yet sweet
and eloguent. Then a man's face bent
over him, looked deep Into his eyes,
and scemed to whisper from a dis-
tance:  “Duane—Duasne! Abh, he
kuew me!"

After that there was another long
Interval of darkness, When the light
cume again, clearer this time, the
sae earnest-faced man bent over him,
It was MaeNelly. And with recognl-
tion the past flooded back.

Duune tried to speak. His lips were
weouk, and he could scarcely move
them,

“Poggln!" he whispered. His (rst
renl consclous thought was for Poggin.
Ruling pussion—eternal instinet!
“Poggin Is dead, Duane; shot to

stréet. He crossed to the bank corner, |

pleces,” replied MacNelly, solemaly.

Light shone before Duane's eyes— | \nuny years passed?

dream In which there was nothing; !
a drifting under a burden; darkness, |
light, sound, movement; and vugue, | house was still, though full of people.

still unreal, still strange, full of those,

dull-beating | back my boy.
Where (8 my son? My son—oh, my |

before we downed him."

“Who—got—nway J

“Fletcher, the man with the horses,
We downed all the others., Dunne, the
Job's done—it's done! Why, man,
you're—"'

“What of—aof—her."

“Miss Longstreth bhas been almost
constantly at your bedside. She help-
ed the doctor, She watched your
wounds. And, Duane, the other night,
when you sank low—so low-=1 think
it was her spirit that held yours
back. Oh, she's a wonderful girl.
Duane, she never gave up, never lost
her nerve for a moment. Well, we're
going to take you home, and she'll go
with us, Colonel Longstreth left for

She Was Leading an Old Lady.

Louisiana right after the fight. I
advised it There wns great excite-
ment. It was best for himn to leave.

“Have I—a—chance—to recover?”’

“Chance? Why man,” exclaimed the
captain, “you'll get well! You'll pack
a sight of lead all your life. But yon
cean stand that. Duane, the whole
Southwest knows your story. You
need never again be ashamed of the
nume Buck Duane, The brand out-
law Is washed out. Texns belleves
you've been a secret ranger all the
time. You're a hero. And now think
of home, your mather, of this noble
girl—of your future,”

The rangers took Duane home to
Wellston. >

A rallrond had been bullt since
Duane had gone Into exile,. Wellston
had grown. A nolsy crowd surround-
ed the station, but It stilled as Duane
was curried from the traln.

A sea of faces pressed close. Some
were faces he remembered—achool-
mates, friends, old nelghbors. There
was an uplifting of many hands,
Duane was being welcomed home to
the town from which he had fled, A
dendness within him broke. This wel-
come hurt him somebow, quickened
him; and through his cold belng, his
weary mind, passed a change. His
sight dimmed,

Then there was a white house, his
old home. How strauge, yet how renl!
His heart beat fast. Had so many,

| gum !
| it 'd stayed there.”

Fomilfar yet
strange It was, and all seemed magol-
led. |

They carried him in, these ranger
comrndes, and laid him down, and |
lifted his head upon plllows. The |

Dunne’s gnze sought the open door.
Someone entered—a  tall girl in
white, with dark wet eyes nnd a light l
upon her fuce. She was leading an
old lady, gray-haired, nustere-faced,
somber und sad. His mother! She|
wns feeble, but she walked erect. She |
was pale, shaking, yet maintalned hor|
dignity. |
Then someone In white uttered n
low ery and knelt by Duane's bed. |
His mother flung wide her arms with

a strange gesture,
“This man! They've not brought |
This man's his father!

son " |
When Duane grew stronger It wus

and watch Unele Jim whittle his stick

wns broken now. He told many in-
teresting things about people Duane
had known--people who had grown up
and married, falled, succeeded, goune
away, and died, But it was bard to
keep Uncle Jim off the subject of
guus, outlaws, fights, He could not
seem to divine how mention of these
things hurt Dunpe. Uncle Jim was
childish now, and he had a great pride
In his nephew, He wanted to hear
of ull of Duane's extle. And if there

a pleasure to lie by the west window  round his neck, and pressing -‘:lm'

“Yes, uncle,” replied Duane,

“Five and six. That makes eleven.
By gum! A man's a man, to carry
all that lead. But, Buck, you would
earry more. There's that nigger Ed-
wards, right here In Wellston. He's
got a ton of bullets In him. Doesn't
seem to maind them nope, And there's
Cole Miller. I've seen him. Been a
bad man in his day. They say he
packs twenty-three bullets. But he's
bigger than you—got more flesh. . .
Funny, wasn't 1t Buek, about the
doctor only beln' able to cut one bullet
out of you—the one in your breast-
bone? It was a forty-one callber, an
unusunl cartridge. 1 saw it, and I
wanted 1t, but Miss Longstreth
wounldn't part with It. Buck, thero
was a bullet left In one of Poggin's |
guns, and that bullet was the same |
kind as the one cut out of yon. By
Boy, It 'd bhave kllled you If

“It would indeed, uncle,” replied
Dunne, and the old, haunting, somber
mood returned.

But Dunne wns not often at the
merey of childish old hero-worshiping
Uncle Jim. Miss Longstreth was the
only person who seemed to divine
Dunne's gloomy mood, and when she |
was with him she warded off all sug-
gestlon.

One afternoon while she was there
at the west window, a message came
for him. They read It together,

You have saved the ranger service to
the Lone Star Btate.
MnoNelly.

Ray knelt beside him at the window,
and he belleved she meant to speak
then of the thing they had shunned.
Her face was still white, but sweeter
now, warm with rich life beneath the
marble; and her dark eyes were still
Intent, still haunted by shadows, but
no longer tragic.

“'m glad for MacNelly's sake as
well as the state's,” sald Duoane.

She made ne reply to that and
seemed to be thinking deeply, Duane
shrank a little,

“The paln—is It any worse today?"
ghe asked, Instantly.

“No; it's the same, It will always
be the same. I'm full of lead, you
know. But I don’t mind a little paln.”

“Then—Iit's the old mood—the
fear?' she whispered. “Tell me"

“Yes, It bausts me. I'll be well
soon-—able to go out., Then that—
that hell will come back 1"

“No, no!" she sald with emotion.

“Some -drunken cowboy, some fool
with a gun, will bunt me out in every
town, wherever 1 go,” he went on,

miserably. *“Buck Dusne! To kill
Buck Duane!”
“Hush! Don't speak so, Listen,

You remember that day In Val Verde,
when I came to you—pleaded with you
not? to meet Poggin? Oh, that was a
terrible hour for me. But It showed
me the truth. I saw the struggle be-
tween your passion to kill and your

love for me, I could have saved you
then had 1 known what I know now.
Now I undergtand that—that thing |
which haunts you. But you'll never
have to kill another man, thank God|"™ |

Like a drowning man he would have |
grasped at straws, but he could not |
volee his passionate query.

She put tender arms round his neck.
“Because you'll have me with you al-
ways,"” she replled. “Because always
1 shall be between you and that—
that terrible thing"

It seemed with the spoken thought
absolute assurance of her power came
to her., Duane realized Instantly that
he wos in the arms of a stronger
woman than she who had pleaded with
him that fatal day.

“We'll—we'll be marricd and leave
Texas," she said, softly, with the red
blood rising rich and dark in her
cheeks,

“Ray!"

“Yern we will, though you're laggard
In asking me, sir”

“Buat, dear—suppose,” he replied,
huskily, “suppose there might be—be
chlldren—a boy. A boy with his
futher's blood!"

“I pray God there will be. 1
not fear what you fear.
he'll be half my blood."

Dunne feit the storm rise and break
in him. And his terror was that of
joy quelling fear. The shining glory
of love In this woman's eyes made him
weak as n child, How ecould she

do
But even so—

love him—how could she so hravely
fuce a future with him? Yet she held [
him o her arms, twining her hands

to him. Her faith and love and beanty |

and lsten to his talk. The old man | —these she meant to throw between

him and all that terrible past. They |
were her power, and she meant to
use them all. He dared not think of
nccepting her sacrifice.

“But Ray-——you dear, noble girl — |
I'm poor. I have nothing. And I'm |
a cripple.”

“Oh, you'll be well some day," she
replied. “And listen. I have money. |
My mother left me well off. All she
hod was her father's— Do you under,

bullets which Dusne currled ln his
body.

“Five bullets, aln't 1t?" he usked,

— e "t,..-_-

stund?  We'll tuke Uncle Jim

was one thing more than another that | your mother. We'll go to Louisiana—
pleased him it was to talk about the to my old howe. It's far from here,

There's a pluntation to work, ‘CThere
nre hoeses and eattle—a great cypress
forest to cpt, Ob, you'll have much to

gray moss blows all day and the night-
ingales sing all night”

“My darling!"” eried Duane, broken~
ly. “No, no, no!"

Yet he knew In his heart that he
was ylelding to her, that he could not
resist her a moment longer, What
was this maduoess of love?

“We'll be happy,” she whispered.
“Oh, I know, Come l—come |—come "

Her éyes were cloging, heavy-lidded,
and she lifted sweet, tremulous, walts
ing lps.

With bursting heart Duane bent to
them. Then he held her, close pressed
to him, while with dim eyes he looked
out over the line of low hills in the
west, down where the sun was setting
gold and red, down over the Nueces
und the wild brakes of the Rlo Grande
which he was never to see again.

It was in this solemn and exnlted
moment that Dusane accepted happl-
ness and faced new life, trusting this
brave and tender woman to be strong-
er than the dark and fateful passion
that hiand shadowed his past.

It would come back-—that wind of

flame, that madness to forget, that
driving, relentless Instinet for blood
It would come back with those pale,
drifting, haunting faces and the ace
cusing fading eyes, but all his life,
always between them and him, render-
Ing them powerless, would be the faith
and love and beauty of this noble
woman,
(THE END.)

KAKAPOS TAKEN IN SNARES

Simple Tr(ck That Is Resorted To by
New Zealandera to Trap These
Wary Birds.

The New Zealand kakapo, or large
parrot, with all its credit for bralns,
allows itself to be caught In a very
glmple manner. In the dusk of the
early dawn the Muorls, carrylng tame
kakapos tied to long sticks, set off to
hunt, These are the call birds used
to attract by thelr screams the large
flocks of kakapos flylng overhead
While one Muor| tethers the call birds
by the leg and sets thein screaming to
the full extent of thelr lusty lungs, an
other cuts ns many perches as there
are men In the hunting party from the
neighboring bush. By means of flax
bands these are lashed firmly to differ
ent parts of a little hut or whare (in
which the hunters secrete themselfves),
80 as to act as perches for the unsus
pecting birds. Each perch is so fixed
that It can be drawn down Into the
whare through the roof. On the perches
are placed runoing nooses of flax, and
when all (s prepared each Maorl sita
quletly within the whare with hls filax
cord In his hand ready to pull at the
right moment. The call birds are then
disturbed by means of a long stick, and
presently a large flock of parrots, hean
Ing thelr cries, wheel down and settls
with a great chattering In the adjacent
trees. One by one they fly and set
tle on the perches of the whare to hold
converse with the call birds, and when
every perch Is occupled a Mnorl gives
the sigonl and the nooses are pulled
The hubbub of screaming and scolding
as each perch with its captured parrot
Is drawn down into the whare can be
best Imagined. It is only equaled by
the frantic excitement of the Muaoris
as they grasp the birds by the neck
and throw them aside dead.

Shall the Court Rule on Religion?

The woolly-headed Uncle Rasmus
was accused of disturbing the peace
Officer Mort Rudolph explained it as
follows :

“Your honor, this man was runulng
up and down the Mill River road, wav-
ing his arms and yelliog at the top of
his volce, and otherwise ralsing the
mischlef, at half pnst one in the morn-
ing. The people of that distriet com-
plained, and they had a perfect right
to."

The judge frowned at Rasmus, who
didn't seem to be particularly worrled

“What do you menn by such unbe-
coming conduct? his honor demanded.

“Religlon, Jedge,” wus the response,

“Religion! Are you a Holy Roller,
or something ke that? 1 have relig-
lon, Rasmus, but I don't get up at
midnight and tell everybody about it"

“Dat's des’ de diffunce, judge., I
sin’t eshamed ob mine."—Case and
Comment.

Out of It

“Deed no, sab, I can't jine no army™

“But your country needs you, Rap
tus.” :

"Cun't help dat. It's onpossible™

“Why impossible, Rastus?"

“Well, you see, my ol woman has
been ovah to de pollee co't an' put me
unper bonds to keep de peace, No,

sah, | ean't do no fghting, nobow."—
Boston Transcript.

A Barbarian.

“Of course, you mustn't s that
celebrated viollnist" sald Mrs Cum-
rox.

“1 suppose not.,” replied her husbuna
“as long as you and the girls Suy Mo
has such & reputation, [lut | wish thes
instead of listenlng 1o bls kind or mo.
sle 1 could see bim 1o the moviey puoe
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