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CHAPTER XIII Continued

“S1m" tor the door
hastily

A stroug, sinewy hand fell on his
arm and tightened, stghtly twisting
the flesh as the fingers sank deeper.

Collina let out u yell, “Guwd! Don't
do that. You're killin® me"”

“Bog yore pardon, An ncoldent, If

Jim renched

Wilklam Macleod
|

1 get nnnoyed T'm Hable to hurt with- |

out mennin’® to,” apologized Clay,
suavely, “I'll come right down to hrass
tacks, Mr., Collins. You're through

with Annle Milikan, Understond?”

“S8ny, wot Uell's this stufl you're pip-
in'? Who o' you t'lnk youse nre?"”

“Never you mind who I am. You'll
keep away from Annle from now on-—
absolutely., If you bother her—Iif any-
thing happens to her—well, you go
and take n good long look at Durand
before you make ahy mistakes.”

“You touch me un’ I'l cronk you.
SBee " hlssed Colllns.

“A gun-play?’ asked Clay pleasant-
ly. "Bay. there's a shootin'-gallery
roond the corner. Come along. 1
wantta show yon somethin'.”

“Aw, go to h—11"

The ginewy L.and moved again to-
ward the neliing museles of the gun-
man., Colllns changed hisy mind huor-
rledly.

“All right. I'll come,” he growled.

Clay tossed a Acllar down on the
counter, took a 22 and simed nt the
row of ducks malllng across the gal
lery pool, Each duck went down as It
appeared. e pleked up a second rifle
and knocked over seven or eight mice
a8 they wenmpered across the target
screen,  With a third gon he snuffed
the flaming eye from the right to the
left slde of the face that grinned at
hm, then with another shot =sent it
back ngonln.  He sinnshed o few clay
plpez iy way of variety. To finish off
with, he scored slx center shots In &
target and rung a bell ench time. Not
one single bullet hind falled to rewch
Its mark,

Tht New York gunman had never
seen such speed snd nccuracy, He wan
fmpressed in spite of the Insolent
snecr that stil curled his lip.

"Got au six-shooter—a folly-five?
asked Clay of the owner of the gal-
Igry.

“No,"

“Sorry. I'm not much with a rifle,

but I'm a good avernge shot with a
six-gun. I kinda take to it nntural”™
They turned and walked back to the
eab,  Collins fell into the Bowery
strut,

“Tryin* to throw a scare luto me,"
he argued feebly,

“Me? Ob, no. You wmentloned soft
musie and the prescher.  Mebbeso.
But It's lluble to be for you If you

monkey with the huze-saw, I'm no gun
sharp, but no man who can’'t empty a
revolver In a shade better than two
seconds and put every bullet Inslde the
rim of a cup at fifteen yards wants to
throw lend nt me. You see, I hang up
my hat In Arigona, 1 grew up with o
alx-gun by my slde.”

“1 should worry. This is little old
New York, not Arizopa,” the gangman
answered,

“Thut's what yore boss Durand
thought, What has It brought him
but trouble? Lemme give you some-
thing to chew on, New York's the blg-
Kest clty of the biggest, freest country
on God's green foolstool, You lttle
sewer rits pull wires and think you
run it.  Get wise, you poor locoed
gink., You run It aboul as much as
that fly on the wheel of yore taxi
drives the engine. Durand's the whole
works by lils way of It, but when some
one cnlly bils bluff see where he gots
oft.”

“He ain't through with
growled “Sthn" Jim, sulkily.

“Mebbe not, but you-—you're through
with Aunie.” Clay caught im by the
ghoulder and swung him round, His
eyes bhored Chilly into the other man,
“Don't you forget to remember not to
forget that, Let her alone, Don't go
near her or pluy any tricks to hurt
her. Lay off for good, If you don't—
well, you'll pay heavy, I'll be on the
Jobh personal to colleet.”

Clay swung away and strode down
the street, light-heeled and lithe, the
sap of vital youth In every rippling
muscle,

“SUm" Jim watched him, soarling
batred, If ever he got a good chance
at him it would be ecurtnlng for the
guy from Arizoua, he swore suvagely.

you yet"

CHAPTER XiV

Johnnle Says He Is Much Obliged.

Beatrice, just back from riding with
Bromfleld, stood on the steps In front
of the grilled door and stripped the
gloves from her hands,

“I'm on fire with lmpatience, Bee™
he told her, Y1 can bardly wait for
that three weeks to pass, The days
drag when I'm not with you."

He wasstanding a step or two be-
low ber, a graceful, well-.groomed fig-

Raine

ure of edse,
cateh In the matrimoninl market.
dark hair, parted in the middle, was

desirable
His

un altogether

beginuing to thin, aud tingy crow's-
feet radiated from the eyes, but he re- |
talned the Yight, slhin flgure of youth. |
It sught not to be hard to love Claren-
don Bromfield, his fiancee reflected,
Yot he disappointingly fulled to stir
her pulses.

She samiled with

friendly derlslon.
“Poor Ciary! You don't look llke a
Vesuviusg rendy to erupt You haee
such remarkable self-eontrol,”

Hig smile met hers. "1 can't go up
and down the street ringing a bell like
a town crler and shouting It out to
everybody 1 meet”

tound the corner of the house a
volee was lifted In tuneless song.

Oh, I'm goin® home
Bull-whackin® for to spurn;

I ain't gor u nickel,
And 1 don't give n dern,

"Tisn when I mest a pretty girk
You bet 1 will ar try,

' make her my
Rool hog or dle.

“You see Johnnie (sn't ashamed te

lNttle wife,

| peal

“She didnt give you a card?”

“No, Mlss, She eame with the per-
son Mr. Whitford took on to 'elp with
the work houislde,”

“Oh'! Show them both
have ten In, Jenkins™

Kitty's shy cyes lfted apprehenglye-
ly to those of this slim young patri-
elan 8¢ heautifully and simply gowned,
Instantly her fears fled, Beatrice
moved swiftly to her with both hands
outstretehed,

I'm so glad to meet

She kissed the young wife with un-
accustomed tenderness, For the Col-
orado girl had about lier a certaln
modesty that wps disarming, an ap
of helplessness Beatrlee
not resist,

Kitty, In the

up And

sent

_\-rull."

nrms of her hostess,
wept a few tears,  She had been un-
der a straln in antlelpating the or
denl of mesting Johnnle's mistress, and
ghe had dlscovered her to he n very
sweet, warm-hearted girl

As for Johnnle, he had & migerably
bappy half-hour. He had brought his
hat in with bhim and he did oot know
how to dispose of it. What he did
do waus to keep It revolving In higs
hands. This had to be abandoned
when Miss Whitford handed him &
quite unneceskary cup of tea and a
superfluous plete of toasted FEnglish
mufMng, He wisned his hands had not
been #o0 bilg and red and freckled
Also Be hod un uncomfortable suspl-
clon that his tow halr was tousled
and uncombed In gpite of his attempts
at home to plaster It down,

He declined sugar and cream be
cause for some renson It seemed easl-
er to say “"No'm"” than “Yes,” though
he always took both with tea. And he
disgraced himself by secalding
tongue and falllng to suppress the

aln., Finally the plate, with bhis muf-
in, carefully balanced on his knee,
from some devillsh ecaprice plunged
over the preciplee to the carpet and
the bit of chlna broke.

Whereupon Kitty gently reproved
bim, as wis her wifely duty.

shout out his good Intentions,” she “1 ain't no soclety fellow," the dls-

sald. tressed puncher explained to his host.
“Jolinnie Isn't engaged to the love- : ess, tiny beads of perspiration on his

llest creature under heaven. He  forehead.

doesn't have to*lle awake nights for Beatrice had alrendy guessed as

fear the skies will fall and blot him
out before his day of bllss.”

Beatrice dropped a little curtsy, She
held out her hand In dismissal, “Til
tomorrow, Clary.”

As Bromfleld turned away, Johunle
eame round a corner of the house,
dragging a garden hose, He was at-
tacking nnother stanza of the song:

Thera's hard times on old Hitter Creek
That never can be beut

It was root hog or dle
Under every wagon sheasr

We cleared up all the Indians,
Drank . . .

The puncher stopped
sight of his mistress,
“What did you drink that has made

whruptly at

It Ought Not to Be Hard to Love
Clarendon Bromfield, His Flancee
Reflected. Yet He Disappointingly
Falled to Stir Her Pulses.

FOu 8o happy this mornlng, Johnnle?
ihe asked lightly,

The cowpuncher's secret burst from
bim, *I done got married, Miss Bea-
trice."

“NYou—what 1"

“I up and got married day before
yesterday,” he beamed.

“And who's the happy girl?"

“Kitty Mnszon. We jes' walked to
(the church round the corner. Clay, he
stood up with us aond give the bride
away, It's me 'n'" her for Arlzonn
poco pronto ™

Beatrice felt a queer joyous Uft in-
slde ‘her as of xome welght that had
gote, In a single breath Johnunie had

blown pway the mists of misunder-

standing that for weeks had clonded |

her viglon. Her hesrt went out to
Olay with a rush of warm emotion,
The friend she had distrusted was all
she hnd ever belleved him., He was
more—n man too stanch to desert un-
der pressure any one who had even n
slight clalm on him.

“1 want to meet her, WIll you bring

her to see me this afternoon, John- |

nle? she mnaked,

His face was one glad grin,
will. Y'betcha, by jollles.”

He dia,

To Beatrice, busy writing a letter,
came Jenking some hours Iater.

“A young--person—to see you, Mise
Whitford.," He sald it with & maoner
80 apologetic that it stressed his opln-
fon of the soclal status of the wvisl-
tor,

“What kind of a person?"

"A young woman, Miss,
country, I tyke it

“I sure

From the

much, but she did not admit it to
Johnnle, She and Kitty smiled at each
other In that common superiority
which thelr sex gives them to any
mere man upon sach an occasion. For
Mrs. John Green, though afternoon Lea
was to her an allen custom, took to
It as a dock to water,

Miss Whitford handed Johnnle an
envelope. “Would it be too much trou-
ble for you to tnke a letter to Mr.
Lindsay?" she asked very ensunlly as
they rose to go.

The bridegroom sald he was much
obliged and he would be plumb tlekled
to take a message to Clay.

When Clay read the note his blood
glowed, It was a8 characteristic two-
line apology:

I'Ve been a horrld little prig, Clay (so
the letter ran), Won't you come over
tomorrow and go riding with me?

BEATRICE.
- L] . . - L] L] -
Collp - Whitford had been telling

Clay the story of how a young cow-
puncher had sonatched Beatrlce from
under the hoofs of a charging steer.
Hia deughter and the Arizonan ls-
tened without comment.

“T've nlways thonght I'd like to ex-
plain to that young man I didn't mean
to Insult him by offering money for
saving Bee, But you see he didn't
glve me any ehance, I never did learn
his nonme,” concluded the mining man.

“And of course we'd llke him to
know thit we appreciate what he did
for me” Heatrlee added. She looked
at Clay, and a pulse beat In her soft
throat,

“I reckon he knows that" Lindsay
suggested. “You must "o’ thought him
mighty rude for to brenk away lke
you say he did”

“We couldn't understand it till after-
ward. Mr. Bromfield had slipped him
a fifty-dollar blll and naturally he re-
sented (t.," Miss Whitford's face hub-
bled with reminlscent mirth, She
looked a question at Clay., "What do
you suppose that impudent young scal-
awag did with the Afty?"

“Got drumk on it most lkely."”

“He fed it to his horse. Clary was
furfous."

“He would be,” sald the eattleman
dryly. in spite of the best Intentions to
be generous to his successful rival,
“But I reckon I know why yore grand-
stand friend in chaps pulled such =&
play, In Arigona you can't square
such things with money, So far nus I
ean make out the puncher didn't do
anything to write home about, but he
dldn't want pay for It anyhow.”

“Of course, Bromfield doesn't une
derstand the West," suld Whitford,
“I wouldn't llke that young puncher
half so well If he'd taken the money.™

“He didn't need wo spoll a perfectly
good fifty-dollar bill, though," admlitted
Clay,

“Yes, he did,)” denled Beatrlce.
*That was his protest agalnst Olaren-
don's misjudgment of him. I've always
thought It perfectly splendid In its
insolence. Some day I'm golng to tell
him so."

“It happened in your corner of Ar-
lzona, Lindsay. It you ever find out
who the chap was I wigh you'd let us
know,"” Whitford sald.

“I'll remember,”

“If you young people are golng rid-
ing—"

“—We'd better get started. Quite
right, Dad, We're off. Clarendon will
probably call up. Tell him I'll be in
about four-thirty.”

Bhe pinched her father's ear, kissed
him on one ruddy cheék, then on the
other, and jolned Clay at the door,

They were friends again, had been
for nlmost balf an hour, even though
they had not yet been alone together,

his |

could |

| made

but thelr friendship was to hold reser
viitlons now. The shadow of Olarendon |
Bromfield rode between them. They |
were a little stiff with each other, not
o onsual as they had been, A con- |
selousness of sex had obtruded into
the old boylsh camaraderie,

After a brisk eanter they drew thelr
horges together for a walk. J

Beatrice broke the lee of their com-

monplares, She looked directly at
him, heér cheeks fushing. “T don't|

know how you're goilng to forglve me,
Clay. I've been awf'ly amnll and prig- |
glsh, T hate to think I'm ungenerous,
but that's just what T've been,”

“Lot's forget It" he said gently !

“No, 1 don't want to forget-——not till I
I've told you how humble 1 feel today |
I might have trusted you. Why ‘didn't |
1?7 It would have bheen easy for me |
to have taken your lttle friend In nnd
things right for her, That's |
what 1 ought to have done, But, in- |
gtead of that—Oh, I hate mys=elf for !
the way I acted"

Her troubled smile, grave und sweet, !
tonched him elosely. It was In hzu]
horoscope that the spell of this ynum:l
[Mann must be upon him.

He put hls hand on hers as |t rlr'!netlJ
on the pommel of the saddle and gave |
it a slight pressure. “You're a gnndl'
scout, 111" pardner.”

But It was DBeatrice’'s way to step
ap to punishment and take what was
coming. As a llttle girl, while still al-
most a baby, she had once walked up
to her mother, eyes flashing with splr-
it, and pronounced judgment on her.
self, “I've tum to be spanked. T broke
Clalre's doll an' I'm glad of 1t, mean
old fing. So there!” Now she was not
golng to let the subject drop until she
had freed her soul. L )

“No, Clay, I've been a poor sports-
man. When my friend needed me 1
falled him. It hurts me, because—oh,
you knov. When the test came I
wasn't there, One hates to be a qult-
ter.”

Her humllity dlstrestsed him, though
ne loved the splrit of her apology.

“It's all right, Bee, Don't you wor-
r3 All frlends misunderstand ereh
other. Fut the renl ones clone thiags |
up.® »

She bed nor Yet told bhim the whole

truth gngd she mMeant to make clean
confession,
“I've been a mlserable lttle fool”

She stopped with a Httle enich of the
breath, flnmed red, and plunged on.
Her level eyes never flinched from his.
"T've got to out with it, Clay. You
won't misunderstand, I know. 1 was
Jealous, I wanted to keep your friend-
ghipn to myself—didn't want to share
it with another girl, That's how mean l
I am.”

A warmi smile lt his face. “I've
sure enough found my friend agaln
this mo'nin” +

Her smile met his. Then, lest bar-
rlers fall too fast hetween them, she
put her horse to o gallop.

As they moved iato the park a snort-
Ing automobile leaped past them with

|

i
|
|
|
Her Troubled 8mile, Grave and Sweet, ]
Touched Him Cloasly.

muflier open, The horse upon which |
Beatrice rode was a voung one. It |
gave Instnnt signals of alarm, went |
sunfishing on its hind legs, came down |
to ull feurs, and bolted. I

Beatrice kept her head, She put her
welght on the reins with all the grip
of her small, strong hands. But the
horse had the bit in fts teeth. She
felt herself helpless, Aying wildly down
the roud at Incredible speed. Bushes
and treey, the reeling road, a limousine,
a moulited policeman, all Aew by her
with blurred detall.

Bhe becnme aware of the rapld thud
of hoofs behind, of a figure beside her
riding knee to knee, of a8 brown hand
taking hold of the reln close to the bit
The speed shickened The
pounded to a halt,

The girl found herself trembling,
She leaned back o a haze of dizziness
against an arm which circled her
shoulder and walst. Memory leaped
across the years to that other time
when she had rested in his arms, his
heart beating agalnst hers, In that
moment of deep understanding of her-
self, Beatrice knew the truth beyond
any doubt., A new heaven and n new
earth were walting for her, but she
could not enter them. For she herself
had closed the gate and locked It fast.

His low volce soothed and comforted
her.

“I'm all right,” she told him.

Clay withdrew his arm, *“I'd report
that fellow If I had hls number,” he
sald. "“You stick to yore saddle fine,
You're one stralght-up rider.”

TO BE CONTINUED

horses
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NOTICE OF HEARING

In the County Court of Lincoln Coun-
ty, Nebraskn
In the matter of the Estate of Rose
M. Knox,
To the Heirs and all persons Interest-
od In sald Batate:
Notlce ia hereby given that a pet-
ition for the appointment of Vivien M.

Decensed.

Bonham aa administrateix of the es-
tate of Rose M. Knox, deceased, has

been flled fn this Court and that the |

" PalaceBazaar

sald  petition will be henrd before
the County Courl of Lincoln CTCounty,
Nebraska in the Courthouse in the
City of North Platte in sald County
on September 11 at 10 o'¢lock a. m.
at which time any pergon interested,
may appear and show cause, if any
there be, why the prayver of sald pet-
Ition ghonld not he granted

Dated at North Platte, Nebraska,
August 10, 1922

WM. H O WOODHURST,
ISEAL) County Judge

EXTENSION ROAD NO.

107.

To whom it may concern:
The special commissloners appoint-
ed to locate a public road as follows:
Commencing at a point on the section
line between sections 8 and 16, where

Public Road oN., 11 Intersects sald
section line, running thence west on
the sectlon llne Dbetween sections

9 and 16 and 8 and 17 to the Inter-
section with Road No. 77 all In town-
ship 14 range 30, sald road o be 66
feet wide, has reported In favor of
the establishment of the same, all
objections thereto, or clalms for dam-
ages by reason of the establishment

‘Whenin North Platte

COME AND SEE US

Hotel Palace

l

Palace Cafe

Everything first class an® prices
reasonable. Opposite Unlon Pacllic
Station,

DR. E. C. LYNCH

Eye—~Ear—Nose and Throat
Glooses fitted accurately
tiver Dixon's Store

NORTH PLATTE

J. 5. TWINEM, M. D.

(Homeopath)

Medicine and Surgery
Hospltal Facllities

NORTH PLATTE, NEBR.

Office Phone 183 Resldence 283

—

W. T. PRITCHARD o
(irnduate Veterinarian )

..

1
of the above described road must be, Ex-Government Veterinarian and ex-

filed in the office of the County Clerk
of Lincoln county Nebraska, on or
before 12 o'clock noon of the 9th
day af October, 1022 or sald Road will
be 1liowed without reference thereto.

Witness my hand and official seal
this 27th day of July, 1922,

A. 8. ALLEN

(SEAL) County Clerk

Beeler Crosby & Baskins, attys
NOTICE OF FINAL REPORT

Hstate No. 1868 of June James, de-
ceased in the County Court of Lincoln
County Nebraska.

The State of Nebraska, to all per-
sons interested in said Estate, take
notice that the Administrator with
the will annexed has filad a final ac-
tount and report of his administra
tion and a petition for final settle-
ment and discharge as such Admin-
istrator with the will annexed which
have been set for hearing before sald
court on September 1, 1922, at 10
o‘clock a. m. when you may appear
and contest the same,

Dated August 7, 1922,

WM. H, C. WOODHURST,
County Judge.
William Stuart, attorney

NOTICE OF FINAL REPORT

Estate of Alfred Peterson. deceased
in the County Court of Lincoln Coun-
Nebraska.
The State of Nebraske, to all per-
sons interested in sald Estate take
notice that the Administrator has
filed a final account and report of his
administration and a petition for final
settlement and discharge as such
Administrator, which have been set
for hearing before said court on Aug.
20, 1922, at 10 o'clock a. m. when you
may appear and contest the same.
Dater Aug. 7, 1922.
WM. H. C. WOODHURST,
County Judge.

Halligan, Beatty & Halligan. Attys,
NOTICE OF PETITION

ceased In the County Court of Lin-
|

coln County, Nebraska.

The State of Nebraska. To all per-
sons interested in sald Batate take
notice that a petition has been iled
for the probate of the last will and
testament of sald deceased and for
the appointment of Herman O, Koester
as administrator with will annexed of
sald estate, which has been set for
hearing herein on September 1, 19052
at 10 o'clock a. m.

Dated August 4, 1922,

Wm. H. C. Woodhurst

(SEBAL) County Judge

SRR . .
When in Omaha

STOP WITH US

Hotel Conant
Hotel Sanford
Hotel Henshaw

Our reputation of 20 years fair dealing
is back of these hotels. Guests may
Stop at any one of them with the as-
surance of recelving honest value and
courteous treatment,

CONANT HOTEL COMPANY
AR R AT AR

I

agsistant deputy State Veterinarian

Hospital 316 South Vine Street.
Phones. Hospital 6338 Resldence 628

DR, REDFIELD
Physielan, Obstetriclan, Surgeon
X-Ray
Calls promptly answered Night or Day
Phones. Office 642 Resldence 676

JOHN 8. SIMMS, M. D.
Special Attention Given to

Surgery
MeDonald Bank Building

Office Phone B33 Resldence 38

DR. J. R, McKIRAHAN
Practice Limited to Disease of
Women and Surgery
Over Rexall Drug Store
Phonea: Office 127 Residence 656

Office 340 House T28J

DR. W. I. SHAFFER
Osteopath Physician

North Platte

WALDORF

Tinner

Makes or Repairs anything made of
Tin or Sheet Metal.

6510 Locust Under

Ovar the Oasis

WM.

General Hospital

ED KIERIG
Auvctioneer
For dates and terms call at

First National Bank
North Platte, Neb.

DR. HAROLD FENNER
Osteopath

Over Hirschield's
Office Phone 332 Res. Phone 1020

DR. M. B, STATES

Chiropractor

| Bstate No, 1902 of Marta Kooster, de-| Rooms 8. 6, 7 Bullding & Loan Bldg.

Office Phone 70 Res, Phone 1242

Office Phone 241 Res, Phone 217
L. C. DROST
Osteopathiec Physieclan

North Platte, Nebraska.
Knights of Columbus Bullding.

OTIS R. PLATT, M. D,
Physician and Surgeon
X-Ray
Diagnoss and Treament
Over Unlon State Bank

— | Offlce Phone 296W House Phone 23R

GEO. B. DENT
Physlelan and Surgeen

|
Special Attention Given to Surgery

and Obstetrics
Office: Bullding & Loan Dullding
Phones: Office 130 Realdence 115

DR. L. A. SNAVELY
Dentist
X.Ray Lingnosls Oxygen and
Gas Anesthesla for Exitrnctlons,
Over Unlon State Bank
Phone 296.

DERRYBERRY & FORBES

Licensed Embalmers
Undertakers and Funeral Blrectors

Day Phone 41 Night Phone Black 548
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