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POREWORD.~Motoring through Ari-

a party of esasterners, father and

‘hlm and & male companlon, stop to

ufm n outtle round up, The girl leaves

8 car and s attacked by a wild steer,

masterplece of riding on the part 0
one of the cowboys aaves her life

CHAPTER | —Clay Lindany, range-rider
opn An Arisona ranch, announces his intsn-
tion to vimit the “'big town,” New York

CHAPTER 11.-On the
omen Interested in & youn WOIMAnN,
tty Muason, on her way to New York

8 becors A& motion-ploture actress. Bhe
marked as fulr J-H') by n fellow trav-
y Jorry Durand, gang politician and

iz¢ fighter., Percelving his intention,
say provolkes & quarrel and throws
urand from the train,

€§AI'TEH [IL=On his Arst day In New
0

Lrain

he

Lindsay is splashed with water by

nitor. hat individual the range-

unishes summarily and lsaves ‘a

A fire hydrant. A young woman whno

® the occurrence invites Clay Into her
ouse and hides him from the police.

HAPTER 1V.~Clay's “rescuer Intro-
oas herssif as Beatrice Whitford. Lind.
meetis her father, Colln Whitford, and
nyited to vislt th agsin. He moetls
fity Mason by accident. Bhe has besn
pointed In her stage aspirationa, and
to pport herself 1s selling clgareties In
n eabarel. Clay visits her there

Chapter 1V Continued.

He offered Inatant reassurance with
A strong grip of hWls brown hand,
“You've got one, lttle pardner. I'll
promise that one big husky will be
on the job when you need him. Don't
you worry."

She gave him her shy eyes grate-

fully. There was a mist of tears in
them,
“You're good,” she sald nagain
nalvely,
CHAPTER V

Arizona Followe Its Lawleas Impulse,

The Bea Slren was already begin. |

ning to il up when lay descendad
three steps to a csllar and was warlly
agmitted. A near-Hawpllan orchestra
was strumming out a dance tune and a
few couples were on the floor. Walt-

resses, got up a8 Lorelels, were mov- |

Ing about among the guests dallvering
ordera for refreshments,

The westerner sat'down In a corner
and looked about him. The walls were
decornted with crude pwrple crayons
of underfed sirens. A statue of a nude
woman distressed Clay, He d4id not
mind the missing clothes, bue she was
80 dreadfully emaclated that he
thought It wise for her to cling to the
yellow-and.-red draped barber pole
that roze from the pedestal, On the
base was the legend, “The Weeping
Lady.” After he had tasted the Sea
Siren fare the man from Arizona sus-
pected that both her grief and her
anaeniy nrose from the fact that she
bad been fed on It

A mnn In srtist’s velveteens, minus
& balreut, with u large, fat, pasty face,
sat ut an adjoloing table and dls-
coursad te his friends. Presently, dur-
ing an Intermission of the musle, he
rose and took the rest of those present
into his confidence,

“Bourgeols to the cere,” he an-
nounced, apeuking of the United
States. “What are the ldols we wor

ship? Law, the ehain which binds an
enslaved people, thrift, boen of childish
fear ; love of country, which s anosher
name for cra rovinelallsm,. 1—I am
a Cosmmopolite ™ot an American, Bo-
hemia s my land, and all free souls
are my brothers. Why should I get
wrinkles because Germany sunk the
Lusitanis 8 mooth or two ago? That's
her business, not mine"

Olay leaned forward on a search for
Informution. “Excuse me for buttin'
in, and me a stranger. But isn't It yore
business when she murders Ameriean
womoen and chlldren?

The pasty-faced man looked at him
with thinly disguised contempt. “¥Yow
wonldn't understand If I explalned.”

“Mebboso I wouldn't, but you take
& whirl at It and I'll listen high, wide,
and handsome.” '

The wan In velveleons unexpectediy
found bhimself dolng ns he was told,
Fhere was a suggestion of compulsion
nbout the gray;blue eyes fastensd on
his, something In the clamp of the

stroug jaw that brought him up for
& moment agalnst stark reality.

“The Iintelligentsln of a country
kgow that there can be no freedom
until there ls no law. Every man's

18 to dlsregard duty. So, by far-
on the wings of desire, he hedps
break down the slavery that binds us.
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Lindsay |

of dlstress,

The freedom taken by the penr-poet
wnas lustantly avenged.

A Cusmle Urge beat In the velns of

the savage from Arizona. He took the
post’'s ndvice and Mllowed his Law-
leas ITmpulse where It led. Acrosa the
table n Jong arm reached. Sinewy
fingers closed upon the flowlng neck-
wear of the fat-faced orator and
dragged hlm forvward, leaving over-
turned glasses In the wake of his
rourse

The man In velveteens met the eyes
of the energetic manhandler and
quailed. This brown-faced barbarian
lnoked very much like business,

“Don't you touch me! Don't you
dure touch me |" the apostle of anarchy
shrilled as the table crashed down.
“T'll turn you over to the police!"

Olay Jjerked him to his foet. Hard

 knuckles pressed cruelly Into the soft

|
|
i

throat of the Villager. “Git down on
yore hum bones and beg the Indy's par-
don, Tell her you're n yellow pup, but
you don't reckon you'll ever pull a
bone llke that agaln™

The companions of the poet rushed
forward to protest ut the manhandling
of their leader. Those In the rear
fammed the front ones close to Clay
and hix captive. The cow puncher
gently but strongly pushed them back.

“Don't get on the prod,” he advised
In his genisd drawl. “The poel he's got

an Important engagement right tmw.".

A kind of scuffle developed. The pro-
prietor Increassed it by his hysterical
efforts to prevent uny trouble. Men
Jolned themselves to the nolsy group
of which Clay was the smiling center.
The excitement Increased. Distant
corners of the room became the refuge
of the women. Some one struck at the
cow puncher over the heads of those
about him. The mass of closely packed
human bheings showed a convulslve ae-
tivity. It hecame suddenly the most
popular Indoor sport at the Sea Siren

| to slay this barbarinn from the desert

who had Interfered with the amuse-
ments of Boliemlin,

But Clay took a lot of slaying. In
the rough-and-tumble life of the out-
door West he had learned how to look
out for s own hand. The copper
halr of his strong lean head rose above
the tangle of the melee like the bro-
midie Helmet of Navarre, A reckless
light of mirth bubibled In his dare
devil ayes, The very number of the
opponents who Interfered with each
other trylng to get at hlin wuas & guar
antee of safety. The bluows showered
at him lacked steam and were badly
timed as to distance,

The pack rolled deross the room,
tipped_over a table, and deluged an
artist Thd his aMinity with hot choco-
lute hefore they could escape from the
avalanche, Chalrs went over Illke
ninepins. Stands collapsed, Men grunt-
&d and shouted advive, Girls screamed.
The Sea Siren was belng wrecked by a
cyclone from the bad lands,

Arms threshed wildly to and fro. The
IMJ polnt of thelr destination was the
figure at the center of the disturbance.
Most of the blows found other mnarks.
Four or five men could have demol-
Ished Clay, Fifteen or twenty found It
n tough job because they Interfered
with sach other at every tarn, They
were pancked too close for hard hitting.
Clay vwas not Nghting but wrestling.
He wsed his arms to push with rather
than to strike blows that counted.

The Arizonan could pot afterward
remember at exactly whiit stage of the
pl’ocw!llnﬂ}llw face of Jerry Durand
Imploged tself on his consclousness.
Onee, when the swirl of the orowd
flung hlm clese to tne door, he (‘wiht
a gllmpse of It, tight-lipped and wolf
eyed, twned to him with relentiess
milice. The gang lender was taking
no part In the fght.

The crewd parted, Out of the pack
n palr of streng, arms and lean broad
shoulders plowed a way for a some-
what damaged face that still carried
A ‘debonnle silille, With pmsutherish
litheness the Arfzonan ducked a
swinging blow, A moment, and ne was
outside tnking the three steps that led
to the street.

Into his laboring lungs he drew de-
lielously the soft breath of the utiht.
It cooled the fever of his hammered
face, was llke an lcy bath to his hot
body, A lttle diszy from the blows
that had bean rainéd on him, he Stood
for 1 momeat mncertaln”which wwy to
EO, "

Then agalu he became aware of
Durand. The wman was not alopne. He
had with him a hulking rufMan whose
heavy, hunched shoulders told of
strength, 'There was a hint of she
gorilla In the way the long arms hung
straight from the shoulders as he
leaned forward. Both of the men were
watching the cow puncher as steadly
ne alley cats do n house finch.

“H—1's golng to pop In about three
peconds,” nnnounced Olay to himself,

gmq;, without lifting thalr eyes
from thelr vietim for an ifnstant, the
two men moved apart to take Mm on
both sides. He clung to the wal, fore-
ing & frountal attack. The lntighter had

| Arlaona could give,
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. gone out of his eyes pnow. They had
| hardened

This time It
He was

te plopolnts,
was no amateur horseplay.
fighting for his Illfe. No need to tell
Ulay Lindsay that the New York
gnogster mennt to Jeave bl as good

| 88 dead,

rushed
clean, hard

The men
back with

him. He fought
blows, Jerry |

! bored In like a wild bull. Clay caught

him off his balance, using a short arm
Jolt which had back of it all that
twenty-three yours of clean outdoors
The gangster It
the pavement hard,

He got up furieus aad ¢harged agaln, |
The Astzonnn, busy with the other
An uppercut

maw, tried to sldestep.

The Men Rushed Him. He Fought
Back With Clean, Hard Blows.

Jarred him to the heel. In that Instant
of time before hls knees began to
sag beneath him his braln flashed the
news that Durand had struck him on
the chin with brass knuckles. He
erumpled up and went down, stil allve
to what was golng on, but unable to
move [n his own defense. Weakly he
tried to protect his face and sldes
from the kicks of a heavy boot. Then
he floated balioon-llke In space and
vanished Into unconsciousness,

- - - - L ]

Clay drifted back to a world In
which the machinery eof . his body
creaked. He turned his head, and a

racking paln shot down hls neck. He
moved a leg, and every muscle In It
nched. From head to foot he was
sore,

Volces somewhere In space, detached
from any personal ownershlp, floated
vaguely to him. Fresently these re-
solved themselves Into words and sen-
tences,

“We're not to make a pinoh, Tim,
That's the word he gave me before he
left. This Ils wan av Jerry's private
litde wars and he don't want a judge
askin' a lot of unnicessary questlons,
y' understand.”

“Mother av Moses, If this he-man
from H-I's Hinges hadn’'t the luck
av the [Irish, there'd be questions
a-plenty asked. He'd be ready for the
morgue this billssed minute. Jerry's
a murderin' divvle,. When I breeze In
I find him croakin' this lad proper and
he acts llke & crazy man when 1 stand
him anll Gorilla Dave offt tll yuh
come a-runnin’, At that they may have
glven the bye more than he can carry.
Maybe it'll be roses and a nlee black
carriage for him yet”

Ciay opened his eyes, flexed his arm
muscles, and groaned. He caressed
tenderly his aching ribs,

“Some wreck,” he gaspad weakly.
“Théy didn't dp a thing to me—out-
slde of beatin' me up—and stompin' on
me—and runnin’ a steam roller—over
the dear departed.”

“Whose fault will that be? Don't
yuh know better than to start a fght
with a rigiment?' demanded the ser-
geant of policeleeverely.

“That wasn't a fight. It was a
walte,” The falnt, unconguered smile
of brown Arizona broke through the
blood and brulses of she face, “The
fight began when Jerry Durand mmd
his fretend rushed me—and It ended
when Jerry landed on me with hrass
knucks. After that [ was a football™
‘ine words came In gnsps. Every breath
was drawn in paln,

“We'd ouglit to pinch gub,” the ser
geant sald by way eof reprimand,
“Think yuh can come to Jew York
and pull your small-town stuflf on us?
We'll show youse. If yuh wasn't al
falfa gween I'd give yuh a ride The
officer dropped hip grumbling com-
piaint to a whisper, “Whisht, bye.
Take u stralght tip from a man that
knows., Beut It out of town. QGet
where the long arm of—ef a friend of
ours—can't reach yuh. He's o re
vingeful Inemy If ever there was wan.”

"You,mean that Durand—"

“T'm not namin' mames,” the oflcer
interrupted doggedly. “I'm tellln' yul
somethin' for your good, Tuke it or
leave L

“Thanks, I'll leave It. This is a free
vountry, and no man livin' can drive
me awany,” answered Clay promptly,
“Ouch, I'm sore, Glve me a &, ser
peant,”

They hekped the cow pancher to his
feet, e took a Umping step or two
Every move was torture to hls out.
faged flesh,

“Oan you-get me a taxi? That is,
if you're sure you don't want me In
yore calaboose,” the range-rider sald,
leaning against the wall,

“we'll let yuh go this time."

“Much obllged—to Mr, Jerry Du.
rand. TeH him for me that maybe '
meet up with him again some time—
and bhand him my thanks personal for
this first-class wallopin'.” From ' the

S ——— -

brulsed, Dieeding face Lhere
ngnin the stnlle Indomitable, the grin
still gay oand winning. Physically he
had been badly beaten, bput in splrit
he was still the man on horseback.

Dbenmed

Presently he ensed himself Into a
tnxd us comfortably ns he could.
“Home, Jomes."” he suld Jauntdly,

“Where?' asked the driver,

“The nearest hogpltal,” explained
Clay. “I'm goln' to let the doctors
worry over me for & while., Much

obliged to both of you
nlways did like the Irlsh.
Is an exception”

The officers watched the cab disap-

gentlemen, |
Friend Jerry

pear.  The sergeant spoke the com-
ment that was In the mind of them
hwth

“He's the best single-barreled sport
thut dver 1 met in this man's town
Not a whimper out of the guy and
him mauled to a pulp, Game as they
Mid youse see that spark o' the
divvle In hls eye, nnd him not fit to
erawl Iuto the eab? Stong, Tim. No
report on this rough-house, mind yuh"

“Sure, Mike."

CHAPTER VI
Beatrice Up Stage. |

If you vision Qlay a8 a mhn of baut- |
tles and viclent death, you don't ‘-l'l"
him as he saw himself. He was a
peaceful eltizen from the law-ablding |
West. It wns not unill he had been |
flung Into the whirlpool of New York |
that violent and melodramutiec mishaps |
befell this Innocent

This was the version of himself that
he concelved to be true and the one ho
tried to Interpret to Bee Whitford |
when he emerged from the hosplinl af-
ter two daye of seclusion ana prt--|
sented himself before her.

It was charncteristie of Beutrice that
when she looked at his battered face
she asked no questions and made no
exclamations. After the first startled
glance one might have thought from
her expression that he habltually wore
one black eye, one swollen Lp, one
cauliflower ear, and n strip of guuze
across his cheek.

The dark-lnshed eyes lifted from him
to take on a business-llke directness,
She rang for the man,

“Have the runabout brougnt round
at once, Stevens. [I'll drive myself,”
ghe gave orders,

With the light ease that looked slik-
an strong she swept the cur Into the
pars. Nelther she nor Clay taulkbd.
Both of them knew that an explana-
tlon of his appesrance was due her
and In the meantime neither cared to
fence with small talk, She drew up
to look at some pond lliex, and they
talked about them for a moment, after
which her direct eyes questioned him
frankly.

He palnted with a lght brush the
pleture of his adventure Intu Bohemla,
The detalls he fllled In whimsleally,
in the picturesque phrakeoalogy of the
West. Up stage on his canvas was the
figure of the poet In velveteens. That
Son of the Stars he did full justice.
Jerry Durand and Kitty Mason were
nccessories sketched casually.

“I gather that Mr, Lindsay of Ari-
zma wus among those present,” Be-
atrice swid, smiling. ;

“I was givin' the dance,” he agreed,
and his guy eyes met hers,

Since slie was a woman, one phase
of kls story needed expanslon for Mlss
Whitford, She made her comment
carelessly while she adjusted the mlle-
age on the speedometer,

“Queer you happened to meet some-
one you knew down thera. You sald
you knew the girl, didn't you?"

“We were on the same traln out of
Denver. [ got aecqualnted with her™

Miss Whitford asked no more ques-
tlons. But Clay could not quite let
the matter stand so. He wanted her
te Justify Mm in her mind for what
he had done. Befors he knew it he

Colne,

had told her the story of Kitty Mason
and Durand.

“I couldn't let him hypnotize that
little givl from the country, could I
he nsked,

"I suppose not.,” Her whole face be-
gan to bubhle with

laughter In the

“But You'll Be a Busy Knight Errant
It You Undertake to Right the
Wirongs of Every Girl You Meet In
New York™

way he llked so well. "But you'll he a
busy knight errant if you undertnke
to right the wrongs of every girl you
meet In New York, Don't you think It
pessible that you rescued her gut of n
Job 7"

The young man nodded his head rue-
fully. “That's exactly what 1 did.
After all her trouble gettin' one I've
threwn her out agale. I'm & sure
snough futhiead™

“You've been down to find out?" she
asked with a sidelong tUt of her qulek
aeYven

"“Yen, 1| went down this mawnin'
with Tim Muldoon. He's a policemnn
I met down there, Miss Kitty hasn't
been seen sinee that night. We went
oul to the Pleate's Den, the urple
Pup, Grace uodwin's Garret, and all
the pluces where she used to sell cigar-
None of them have seen any-
thing of her*

“So thut renlly your chanmplonship |
hasn't been so grent a help to Lor after
ally has It?"

“No." |

“And T suppose It rolned the busi- |
ness of the man that the Sea
Siren.”

“T don't reckon so, I've sertied for
the  furtiturs And Muldoon snys
when It gets goin® agaln the Sea Siren

s

owns

will do u blg business on account nf‘l
the fraens, it's Kitty I'm worrled |
nhout.™

“1 wouldn't worry anbout her Iif 1

were you, She'll land on her feet,” the
girl sald lghtly,

Her volce had not lost Its sweet
eadences, but Clay sensed In [t some-
thing that was nlinost & tonch of cool
contempt, He felt vaguely that he |
must have blundered In describing |
Kitty. Evidently Miss Whitford did |
not see her quite ax she wns,

The young woman pressed the start-
er button, We must be golng home,
I have an vogagement to go riding |
with My, Bromtield™

The the girl kept his
smile worklng und ceoncenled the little
stub of Jewdousy that dirked him,
Colln Whitlford bad confided to I,llld-l
say that his daughter was practically
enguged to Ularéndon Bromtield and
thut he did not lke the mun. The
range-rider did not llke him elther, but
he tried loyally to kill his distrust oll
the clubman, If Beatrice loved him
there must be good In the fetlow. Clay
meant to be n good loser anyhow,

There had been moments when the
range-rider's heart hud quickened with
a wild, Insurgent hope. One of these
had been on a morning when they were |
riding In the park, knee to knee, In
the duwn of a new clean world, It had
come o him with a sudden elamor of
the blood that In the eternal rightness
of thiugs such wornlogs ought to be |
thelrs il the y®uth In them was |
quenched In sober age. He hnd looked |
Into the eyes of this slim young DMana, |
and he had throbbed to the :-;-rnllulyl
that she too In  that moment of
tangled glances knew a sweet confu- |
slon of the blood. In her cheeks there |
had been a quick flume of Aying color, |
Their tnlk had fallen from them, and
they had ridden In a shy, exquisite sl-
lence from which she had escaped by
putting her horse to a canter,

But In the sober sense of sanlty Olay |
knew that this wonderful thing was
not going to happen to him. Lle wus
not going to be given her happiness to
hald In the hollow of his hand., Bee
Whitford was a modern young woman,
practical-ndnded, with a preper sense
of the values that the world esteems.
Clarendon Bromfleld was a cateh even
in New York. He was rich, of a good
family, assured socldl position, good-
looking, and manifestly in love with
her. Like gravitates to llke the land
over.,

Bromfield, too, had no doubt that
Bee meant to marry him. He was In
love with her as far as he could be
with anybody except himself, He
wanted her—the youth, the buoyant
iife, the gay, glad comradeship of her
—and he had always been lucky In
getting what he desired, That was
the use of having been born with a
sliver spoon in his mouth,

But though Clarendon Bromfield
had po doubt of the Issue of his sult,
the friendship of Beatrice for this fel-
low from Arizena stabbed his vanlty.
It burt his class pride ana his personal
self-esteem that she should tuke pleas-
ure In the man's society., Bee never |
had been well-broken to harness, He
set his thin lips tight and resolved
that he would stand no nonsense of
this sort after they were marrvied, If
she wanted to flirt It would have to be
with some one In thelr own set.

Beatrice could net understand her-
self, She knew that she was behav-
lng rather Indiscreetly, though she did
not fathom the cause of the restless-
uess that drove her to Clay Lindsay.
The trmth Is that she was longing for
An escape from the empty life she was
Iendln;, had been seeking one for years
without knowing It, Surely this,round |
of soclal frivolities, the chatter of
these sllly women ana smug tallor
made men, conld not be all there was
to Iife, She must have been made
for something better than that.

And when she was with Ulay she
knew she had been. 4He gave her a
vision of life through eyes that d
known open, wide spaces, clean, while-
some, nnd sun-kissed. He stood on his
own feet and did, his own thinking.
Simply, with beth hands, he ton: hold |
of problems and examined ihom
stoipped of ol trimmings. The uan
was elemental, but he was keen and
broad-gauged. It amwazed her one day
te learn that he had read Willlam
Jamés and understood his philosoghy
much better than she dld.

There was In her mind no Intention
whatever of letting herself do any-

Ing so foolish as to marry him. But
there wese moments when the thought
of it had a dreadful fasclnation for
bher. She dld not Invite sueh thoughts
to re-luam' with her.

For ahe meant to accept Clarendon
Bromfleld In her own good time and
make her soclal position In New York
abgolutely sacure. She had been in the
fringes too long not to appreciate a

chance to get Into the soclal Holy of
Holles.

L . . . L

A bow-legged little man In a ok .
wrinkled sult with a slik kerdel?:'t
knotted lgosely round his neck stopped

—

tnnn beslde

| left,”

volere” she repented

fn front of a window where a girl was
selling staps.

“I wantta sce the postmaster” ;

“Corrld'y'right. Takel'vatorthir'door-
shie sald, just us though it were
two wards,

At that the freckled-face litile fellow
opened wider his skim-mllk eyes and
his wenk mouth, “Come agnin, ma'am,
please.”

“Clorrid'y 'right, Tukel'vatorthir'doors

UNext”

The Ingulrer knew us mueh as he
did before, but he lnacked the courage
to sk for nn English translation. He
shuffled awpy from the window and
wandered helplessly, swept up by the
tide of hurrying people that fowed
continuously Iuto the bullding and
ebbed out of |t I'rom this he was
tossed into a bockwater that brought
him to snother window,

“1 wnutta see the postmuster of this
burg,” he anhounced agnin with a
plaintive whine,

“What nbout?® asked the man back
of the griting,

“Tmportua business, amigo, Where's
he at?"

The mun divected him to n door nupon
which was printed the legend, “Super-
Intendent of Complaints,”

“Well, sir! What ean I do for you?*
the mon behind the blg desk suapped.

“I wanttn see the postmaster.”

“What about®"

“I got Important business with him."™

“Who are _\'ull'f"

“Me, I'm Johnnle Green of the B-in-
a-Box ranch. I just drapped in from
Arizona and 1 wanttn see the postmas
ter."”

“Suppose you tell your troubles to
me."

Johnnle changed his welght to the
other foot. “No, suh, I allow to see
tha postmaster himself persenal.”

“He's busy,” explalned the officlal.
“He can’'t possibly see anybody with-
out knowing hls business.”

“That’s all right. I've lost my pal
I wantta see—"

The superintendent
cut Into hls parrotdlke repetition.
“Yes, you mentioned that. But the
postmaster doesn't know where he s,
does he?"

“He might tell me where his mall
goes, 19 the old =ayin' 18"

“When did you lose your friend?”

“T ain't heard from him since he
come to New York. So bein' as I got
& chanet to go from Tueson with a
Jackpot tralnlond of cows to Denver, 1
kinda made up my mind to come on
here the rest of the way and look him
up. I'm afrald some one's done him
dirt.”

“Dio yom know where he's staying?”

“No, suh, I don't."

The superintendent of complalnts
tapped with his fingers on the desk,
Then he smiled, The postmaster was
fond of n joke. Why not let this odd
lttle freak from the West have an In-
terview with him?

Twenty minutes later Johnnie was
telling his story to the postmaster of
the city of New York. He had written
three times to Clay Lindsay and had
recelved no apswer, So he had coms
to look for him,

“Is your friend like you?" asked the
postmaster, interested In spite of him-
self.

“No suh.” Johnnle, alias the Runt,
began to beam, “He's a sure-enough
go-getter, Clay 1is, every jump of the
road. I'd follow his t any day of
the week, He's the livest proposition
that ever come out of Graham county.
Youn can ce'talnly gamble on that"

The postmaster touched a button. A
clerk appeared recelved orders, and
disappeared.

The clerk presently returned with
three letters addressed to Clay Lind.
say, General Dellvery, New York. The
postmaster handed them to the littla
cow puncher,

“Evidently he never called for them,”
he sald,

Johnnie's chin fell. He looked a ple-
ture of helpless woe. “They're the let-
ters I set down an' wrote him my own
se'l. Something hds sure happened to
that boy, looks Jlke," he bemoaned.

“We'll try polleg headquarters. May-
be we can get a ﬁ?m on your rriend,”
the postmaster said, reaching for tha
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“Go to Police Headquarters, Center
Btreet, and Take This Note to Capt.
Luke Byrne,™

telephone, “Bul you must réemember
New York is a big place. It's not ke
your Arizona ranch. The city has
nearly elgat milllon Innabitants, You'l
usderstend that when ome man geta

lost It Isn't always possihle to find
hlm."

TO BE CONTINUED
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