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Farmers Attention!
Did you know that you could buy Hail In-
surance buy mail! and save the middle men's
m; or shout one-fourth the cost of your

rance. Write telling us how much you
farm, what county you are in, and how much
Insurance you want to carry and let us figure

with you.
F.L. McCLURE SIOIE_ Cm. 1A.

DAISY FLY KILLER

PRI o
CTA: e,
MV s R

placed anywhere, at-
tracts and kille all
flies. Neat, clean, or-
namental, convenjent,
choap. Lasts all

W Gunrantoed effective.
S8 2 i Alldenlers ortsont

| X —— T express patd for §1.00,
BOMERS, 150 Do Eslb Ave., Brooklyn, N. ¥.

spason. Madoot

L i e i e AN Hi muetal, ean'teplilor tip

MW @:;;"'-‘ B l over; will not soll or

sMs B I Sl njure anythlng,
S

HAROLD
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DIFFERENT STRAIN OF BOYS
Little Story Shows Why It Is That
Some Succeed in Life While Oth-
ers Don’t “Make Good.”

Two boys left home with just money
enough to take them through college.

They both did well at college, took
their diplomas in due time, and got

THE
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rs,” “Riders of the Purple Sags,” eto,

CHAPTER IX (Continued).

Jennie insisted that he find some

shelter where 4 fire could
to dry his clothes, He

3o A 4 4
ing cold. In fact, Duane's teeth
were chattering, To find a shelter
in that barren waste seemed a futile |
task, Quite unexpectedly, however,
they happened upon a deserted adobe
cabin situated a little off the road. Not
only did it prove to have a dry inter-
fer, but also there was [firewood,.
Water was available In pouis p“.?“
where; however, there was no grass for
the horses,

A good fire and hot food and drink |
changed the aspect of their condition

ag far as comfort went, And Jennie

Wis

lay down to sleep. For Duane, how-
ever, there must be vigilance. This
cabin was no hiding place. The rain |

all the time, and the wimll,
changed to the north. “It's a nn:'tllr‘l‘.'
all right,” muttered Duane., “T'wo or|
three days." And he felt that his ex-
traordinary luek had not held out,
Still one polnt favored him, and it was
that travelers were not likely to come
along during the storm.

Jennle slept while Duane watched.
The saving of this girl meant more to
bim than any task he had ever as-
Bumed, First it had been partly from
a human feeling to succor an unfortu-
nate woman, and partly a motive to
establish clearly to himself that he was
no outlaw, Lately, however, had come
a different sense, a strange one, with
something personal and warm and pro-
tective In it

As he looked down upon her, a slight,
glender girl with bedraggled dreéss and
disheveled hailr, her face, pale and
qulet, a little stern in sleep, and her
long, dark lashes lylng on her cheek,
he seemed to see her fragility, her pret-
tiness, her femininity as never before.
DBut for him she might at that very
moment have been a broken, ruined
irl lying back in that cabin of the
lands.! The €act gave him a feeling
of his importance in this shifting of
her destiny. She was unharmed, still

fell harder
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Was it the breaking of a branch he
| had stepped on or thrust aside? He
heard the impatient pound of his

be built!
not |
condition to risk catch- |

| he

| ran. The mud was deep, and the sharp

horse’s hoofs, Then all was quiet, Still
he listened, not wholly satisfied, He
was never satisfied in regard to safety;
knew too well that there never
could be safety for him in this coun-

L

The bay horse had threaded
the alsles of the thicket, Duane
wondered what had drawn him

there. Clertainly it had mot been grass,
for there was none. Presently he heard
the horse tramping along, and then he

thorne made going difficult. He came
up with the horse, and at the same
moment crossed a multitude of fresh
horse-tracks. |
He bent lower to examine them, and
was alarmed to find that they Wad bheen
made ve recently, even since it had
ceased ralning. They were tracks of
well-shod horses, Duane straightened
up with a eautious glance all around.
His instant decizsion was to hurry back |
to Jennle, But he had come a goodly
way through the thicket, and it was
impossgible to rush back. Once or twice
he imagined he heard crashings in the
brush, but did not halt to make sure.
Certain he was now that some kind of
danger threatened,

Suddenly thers came an unmistakahle
thump of horses' hoofs off somewhere
to the fore., Then a seream rent the air.
It ended abruptly., Duane leaped for
ward, tore his way through the thorny
brake. He heard Jennle ery again—an
appealing call quickly hushed. It seem-
ed more to his right, and he plunged
that way. He burst into a glade where a
smoldering fire and ground covered
with footprints and tracks showed that
campers had lately been. Rushing
across this, he broke his passage out to
the open. But he was too late. His horse
had disappeared, Jennie was gone,
There were no riders in sight., There
was no sound. There was a heavy trafl
of horses going north. Jennie had been
carried off-—probably by outlaws.
Duane realized that pursuit was out of

| home life, sweetened and {iiled by dear

| the reflux of bitter reality, he would

| nant because it was silent;

[her round arms and swelling throat, |
L and her pale, sad; beautiful face with its

this fear, by every victim calling from!
the prave thay npothing was in-

staring d eyes. He remembered |evitable as dealh, which lurked behind!
| every look she had given Zim, every |every corner, hid in eve ry shadow, lui
word she had snoken to him, | deep in the dark tube of every guxn
every time she had toowhied him, | These men could not have a friend
| He thougn of her beauty and sweel- | they could not jove or trust a woman)

| ness, of the few things which Lad come

to mean to him that she muys. Lave
loved him; and he trained hima? to
think of these in preference to k- ‘life

Iand's, the escape with him, el
then the recapture, because such togn

i
|
r had

ories led to bitter, frultless pain. He
to fight suffering because it was

eiating out his heart.
there, eyes wide open, he

Sitting
|z!:-|--':|na_'d of the old homestead and his
white haired mother. He saw the old
new faces antl added joys, g0 on before
hig eyes with him a part of it

Then in the inevitable reactlon, ‘n
send out a voiceless ery no less polg-
“Poor fool!
No, I shall never see mother again—
never go home—never have a home, 1
am Duane, the Lone Wolf! _Oh, God!
I wish it were over! These dreams tor-
ture me! What have I to do with a
mother, a home, a wife? No bright-
haired boy, no dark eyed girl will ever

brute or better dead! [ shall go marl
thinking! Man, what is left to you? A
niding place like a wolf's—lonely sileat
days, lonely night with phantoms! Ov
the trall and the road with their bloody

quenchable spirit of the gun fighter to
live—to hang on to miserable llife—to
nave no fear of death, vet to cling like
a leach—to die as gun fighters seldom
with

tralls passion bent to escape pursuers,
or passion bent in his search, the con-
stant action and toil and exhaustion
made him sleep. But when in hiding,
a# time passed, graduaily he required
lesg rest and sleep, and his mind be-
came more activé, Little by little his
phantoms gained hold on him, and at
length, but for the saving power of his
dreams, they would have claimed him
utterly.

How many times he had said to him-
self: “I am an intelligent man. I'm
not crazy. I'm in full possession of my
faculties, All this is fancy—imagina-
thon—conseclence, I've no work, no duty,
no ideal, no hope—and my mind Is ob-
sessged, thronged with images. And
these images naturally are of the men
with whom I have dealt. I can't forget

scarcely visible to Duane as he

They knew their one chance of holding
on to life lay in their own distrust,
watchifulness, dexterity, and that hope,
by the very nature of their lives, could
not be lasting. They had doomed them-
selves. What, then, could possibly
have dwelt in the depths of thelr minds
as they went to their beds on a starry
night like this, with mystery in silence
and shadow, with time passing surely,
and the dark ¥uture and its secret ap-
E-m,u hing every hour—what, then, but
1ell?

The hell in Duane's mind was not
fear of man or fear of death, He would
have been glad to lay down the burden
of life, providing death came naturally.
Many times he had prayed for it, bBud
that over developed, superhuman spirit
of defense in him precluded suicide or}
the inviting of any enemy's bullet
Sometimes he had a vague, scarcely
analyzed tdea that this spirit was what'
had made the southwest habitable for
the white man.

Kvery pne of his vietims, singly and

love me. I ain an outlaw, an outcast, | collectively, returned to him for ever,
dead to the good and decent world, I|it seemed, in cold, passionless, accl
am alone—alone. Better be a callous | ing domination of these haunted hours,

They did not accuse him of dishonol
or cowardice or brutality or murder;
they only accused him of Death. It
was as {f they knew more than when
they were alive, had learned that life

tracks, and then the hard ride, the|was a divigg mysterious gift not to
sleapless, hungry ride to some role in|be taken. - ney thronged about him
rocks or brakes, What hellish thing | with their veoiceless clamoring, drifted
drives me? Why can't I end it ail? |around him with their fading eyes.
What Is left? Only that damned un- =

CHAPTER XI.
six months in the
the loneliness and inac-

After nearly
Nueces gorge

die, boots off! Bain, you were|tlon of his life grove Dusne out upon
irst, and you're long avenged. I'd|the trails seelking anything rather than
change with you. And Sellers, you|to hide longer alone, a prey to the
were last, and you're avenged. And | scourage of his thoughts. The moment
you other—you're avenged, Lie quiet | he rode into sight of men a remarkab
in your graves and give me peace!™ lransiormation ocewrred In him, A
bBut they did not lie guiet in their |strange warmth stirred in himn—a long-
araves and give him peace. ing to see the faces of people, to hear
A group of specters troopea out of | their voices—a pieasurable ‘emotion
the shadows of dusk and, gathering |sad and strange. But it was oniy a
round him, escorted him to his bed. precursor of his old bitter, sleepies
When Dubne had been riding the |and eternal vigilance, When he hir

alone in the brikes he was safe from
all except his deeper, better self; when
e escaped from this into the haunts
of men his force and will went to the
preservation of his life.

Mercer was the first village he rode
into. He had many friends there. Mer-
cer claimed to owe Duane a debt, On.
the outskirts of the village there was a

grave overgrown by brush so that the

rude lettered post which marked it tvas
rodea
¥. He had never read the inscription.
But he theught now of Hardin, no

other than the ertswhile ally of Bland.
I';;JI’ many years Hardin had harassed
the
around Mercer. On an evil day for him
he or nis outlawe had beaten and rob-
bed a man who once succored Duane

stockmen and ranchers in and

CANADIAN' GROPS

1

Returning Tourists Speak Wel
of Their Treatment in

Canada.
The Canadian Government, lm\'in%
made extensive preparations during

the Iast few years to fmpart to the
National Park system a degree of coms-
fort and pleasure to“the visitor. com-
bining the best efforts of man with the
very best gifts of creation, has now
the satisfaction of seeing an apprecia-
tion of the efforts they have made.
Tourists returning from a frip over
the Canadian Pacifie, the Grand Trunk
Pacific and the Canadian Northern
railways speak enthusiastically of the
beauties that are revealed as these
roads enter and through the
mountains. The government has spent
enormous sums of money layving ong
roads, and developing easy menns of
aecess to glacier, hill, valley, lake and
streanm. For what purpose? That tha
wonders that Canada possesses in its
natural parks may bhecome more easily
accessible and afterward talked about

piss

that & toorist travel through Canada
would result. Tourist travel means
husiness, it is business that Can-

ada seeks. To make it even more easy
for this travel, the Govermnent has
taken pains to make every step of the
s entry Into Conuda one that
will give the very least degree of trou-
ble.  On erossing the border, there is
only the ordinary examination of hag-
gage, aud the only |ri's~{'n|!liul1 is that
in the case of foreign aliens, and even
in their case there no  diffieulty
when the officials are satistied that
they are not attempting entry as ene-
mies.

Lonls

i

Although officials of the Governmment
have taken every means to bring to
the attention of the tourists and others
that no difficulty could be placed in
the way of thelr admission, there still
remained doubt in the minds of some,
Only the other day the Government

A |

]f
:

: . lon—that Jennie was lost, 4 : / | took action again, and authorized the
ters | young; she would forget and be happy; the quest them. They come back to me, hour | When sore in need. Duane met Hardin 4 v
from memberl:‘ of thenmculghm‘inch she woulg live to be a good wife and T—— : after hour; and when my tortured | in the little plaza of the village, called | statement that no measures taken for i
to a large shipbuilding firm, with w mother. Somehow the thought swelled CHAPTER X, mind grows weak, then maybe I'm not | Bim every name known tuv border men, recruiting the forees either have been
they desired employment. When the | his heart. Hic act, death dealing as it just right till the mood wears out and |taunted him to draw, and killed him ; o 4 :
first boy was given an audience with had been, was a noble one, and helped| A hundred miles fmm' the haunts|j.tg me sleep.” in the act. or will be applied to any persons who 1
head of the firm, he presented his | Rim to hold on to his drifting hopes. ﬂ'“““ ;am”'t‘;]" ‘;}lh I‘)Uﬂﬂeﬂ nete?ﬂl'(limr So he reasoned as he lay down In Duane went to the house of one'| are not ordinarily resident in the Do- ]
the 5 Hardly once since ‘Jennie had entered cll:-n:'v :tr:eame hetu\:g:'i ran a AricXUng | his comfortable camp. The night was [JOnes, a Texan who had known his minion. Nor is it the intention to ask

fetters.

“What can you do?” asked the presi-
dent.

“I should like some sort of a clerk-
ship.”

“Well, sir, I will take your name and
address, and if we have anything of
the kind I will write to you."

The other boy then presénted him-
self and his papers.

“What can you do?" the president
asked him,

“Anything that a green hand can do,
sir,” was the reply.

The president touched a bell that
ealled a foreman, and the college grad-
uate went to sorting scrap iron. A
week passed, and the president, meet-
ing the superintendent, asked, “How

into his thought had those ghosts re-
turned to torment him.

Tomorrow she would be gone among
good, kind people with a possibility of
finding her relatives. He thanked God
for that; nevertheless, he felt a pang.
She slept more than half the day.
Duane kept guard, always alert,
whether he was sitting, standing, or
walking, The raln pattered steadily
on the roof and sometimes came in
gusty flurrles through the door. The
horses were outside in a shed that af-
forded poor shelter, and they stamped
restlessly. Duane kept them saddled
and bridled.

About the mlddle of the afternoon
Jennle awoke. They cooked a meal
and afterward sat beside the little fire,
She had never been, in his observation
of her, anything but a tragic figure, an
unhappy girl, the farthest removed
from gerenity and poise. That char-
acteristie capacity for agitation struck
him as stronger in her this day. He

vellow  c¢liffs,
atood a small deserted shack of covered
mequite poles. It had been made long
ago, but was well preserved. A door
faced the overgrown trail, and another
faced down into a gorge of dense thick-
ots. On the border fugitives from law
and men who hid in fear of some one
they had wronged never lived in houses
with only one door.

It was a wild spot, lonely, not fit for
human habitation except for the out-
cast. He, perhaps, might have foand it
hard to leave for most of the other
wild nooks in that barren country.
Down in the gorge there was neversy
failing sweet water, grass all the year
round, cool, shady retreats, deer, rab-
bits, turkeys, fruit, and miles and miles
of narrow-twisting, deep canon full of
broken rocks and impenetrable thiclkets,
The scream of the panther was heard
there, the squall of the wildeat, the
cough of the jaguar., Innumerable bees
buzzed in the spring blossoms, and, it

star
darkly shadowing down between them,
The insects hummed and chirped and
thrummed a continuous thick song, low
and monotonous.
splashed
stream bed. I'rom far down the canon
came the mournful hoot of an owl. The
moment he lay down, ‘thereby giving
out action for the day, all these things
welghed upon him like a great heavy'
mantle of loneliness. In truth, they did
not constitute loneliness.

thought than he could have reached
out to touch a cold, bright star.

him
velvely sky across the fifteen hundred
miles of wild country between El Paso
and the mouth of the river.
wild territory—a refuge for outlaws!
Somewhere he had heard or read that
the Texas Rangers kept a book with
names and records of outlaws—three

bright above the canon walls,

Slow running water

softly over stones* in the

And he could no more have dispelled

He wondered how many outcasts like
lay under this star stubbed,

A vast

father, and there he was warmly re-
ceived. The feei of an nonest nunu, tue
voice of a friend, the prattle of chiltren
who were not afraid of him or his gun,
good wholesome food, and change of
clothes—these things for the urnie be-
ing made a changed man of Duane., To
ve sure, he did not often speak, The
price of his head and the weignt of his:
burden made him silent. But eagerly
he drank in all the news that was told
him. In the years of his absence from,
home he had never heard a word about'
his mother or uncle. Those who were
is real friends on the border would
have been the last to make Inquiries,
to write or receive letters that might
give a clue to Duane’s whereabouts,

Duane remained all day with this
hospitable Jones, and as twilight fell
was loath to go and ylelded to a press-
ing Invitation to remain overnight. It
wag seldom indeed that Duane slept
under a roof. Early in the evening,
while Duane sat on the porch with two

for volunteers except from among Brits
ish subjeets, resident in Canada. More-
over, the Military Service Aect, under
;which conscriution is applied in Great
Britain, affects only persons “ordinar-
ily resident in Great Britain.”

Amerieans and Dritish subjects resi-
dent in tne United States who e-
sire to visit Canada will find no more
trouble at the border than they have
experienced in the past, anl upon ar-
riving they will be made as welcome
as ever. War conditions of any kind
will not inconvenience or interferae
with them.

The immigration aunthorities sug-
gest that, as a precaution against in-
conwenience, naturalized Americans
whose country of origin was one of

is the new man getting on?” attributed it, however, to the long |S6emed, scattered honey to the winds.|thousanq known outlaws! Yet these|awed and hero-worshiping sons of the

“Oh,"” sald the superintendent, *“he
did his work so well that I put him
over the gang.”

In two years that young man was
the head of a department, and on the
way to a salary larger probably than
his friend will ever earn.—Youth's
sompanion.

Human Nature.

“Why that hospital is so popular
Seats me, It hasn't the best system,
and it certainly hasn't the most suc-
eessful doctors.” ! ¥

“But it has the prettiest nurses.”

That “good fellow” mask quite often
_hides a hyenalike home disposition.

Adds a Healthful
Zest to any Meal

Most everyone likes a hot
table drink, but it must have
a snappy taste and at the
same time  be healthful.
Probably no beverage an-
sSwWers every requirement so
completely as does

POSTUM

- This famous pure food-
drink, made of roasted wheat
and a bit of wholesome
molasses, affords a rich Java-
like flavor, yet contains no
- harmful element.

. The original Postam Cereal
_must be boiled; Instant Postum
is made in the cup “quick as
~awink,” by adding hot water,
. “ lo_. . g g 3
~ Both forms of Postum have
. a delightful aroma and flavor,

‘are healthful, and good for
_ daildmn and grown-ups.

~ “There’s a Reason”

strain, the suspense nearing an end.
Yet sometimes when her eyes were on
him she did not yeem to be thinking
of her freedom, of her future.

“This time tomorrow you'll be in
Shelbyville,” he said.
“Where will you be?”
quickly.

“Me?" Oh, I'll be making tracks for
some lonesome place,” he replied,

The girl shuddered.

“I've been brought up in Texas. 1
remember what a hard lot the men of
my family had. But poor as they
were, they had a roof over their heads,
a hearth with a fire, a warm bed—
somebody to love them. And you,
Duane—oh, my God! What must your
life be? You must ride and hide and
watch eternally. No decent food, no
pillow, no friendly word, no clean
clothes, no woman's hand! Horses,
guns, trails, rocks, holes—these must
be the important things in your life.
You must go on riding, hiding, killing
until you meet—"

She ended with a sob and dropped
her head on her knees. Duane was
amazed, deeply touched.

“My girl, thank you for that thought
of me,"” he said, with a tremor in his
voice, “You don't know how much
that means to me."”

She raised her face, and It was tear
stained, eloquent, beautiful,

“I've heard tell—the best of men go

she asked,

to the bad out there. You won't.
'romige me you won't., I never—knew
any man—Ilike you. I—I—we may

never see each other again—after to-
doy, I'll never forget you. I'll pray
for you, and I'll never give up trving
to—to do something. Don't despair.
It's never too late. It was my hope that

kept me alive—out there at Bland's—
before you came. I was only a poor
wenk girl, But if I cou.t hopé—so
cnn you, Stay away from gnen. Be a
lone wolf. Fight for your ijfe. Stick
:;::1 Your exile—and maybe—some
ay-—"

Then she lost her voice Duane

clasoed her hand and with feeling as
deer as hers promised to remamber hér
words, In her despalr for him she had
spulien wisdom-—ypointed ouwi. the only
course,

Diane's vigilance, mapmentarily
broken by emotion, had no sooner re-
asserted ltself than he discovered the
bay horse, the one Jennie rode, had
brolien his haltér and gone off. The
soft wet earth had deadened the sound
ef hils hoofs. His tracks were plain in
the mud. There were clumps of
misquite in sight, among which the
horse might have strayed. It turned
uit. howeve, that he had not done so.

Duane dig not want to leave Jennie
glone in the cabin so near the road.
¥0 he put her up on his horse and bade
her follow, The rain had ceased for
the time being, though evidently the
Elorm wea not yet over. The tracks led
up a woesh te a wide fiat where mes-
quite, prickly pear, and thorn bush
grew so thickly that Jennie could not
ride Into it. Duane was thorough y
concerhed.  He nmmust have her horse,
Time was flylng, It would soon be
night. {fe could not expect her to
scramble quickly through that brake
on foot. Therefore, he decided to risk
leaving her at the edge of the thicket
and go in alone.

As he went in a sound startled hlm.

All day there was continuous song of
birds that of the mocking-bird lond and
sweet and mocking above the rest.

On clear days—and rare indeed were
cloudy days—wilith the subsiding of the
wind at supset a hush seemed to fall
around the little hut. Far-distant dim-
blue mountains stood gold-rimmed
ﬂrt}.ldually to fade with the shading of

ght. -

At this quiet hour a man climbed up
out of the gorge and sat in the west-
ward door of the hut. This lonely
watcher of the west and listener to the
silence «was Duane. And this hut was
the one where, three years befqre, Jen-.
nie had nursed him back to life.

The killing of a man named Sellers,
and the combination of circumstances
that had made the tragedy a2 memorable
regret, had marked, if not a change, at
least a cessation in Duane's activities.
He had trailed Sellers to kill him for
the supposed abduction of Jennie, He
had trailed him long after he had
learned Sellers traveled alone. Duane
wanted absolute assurance of Jennile's
death. Vague rumors, a few words here
and there, unauthenticated stories, were
all Duane had gathered in years to sub-
stantiate his belief-—that Jennie died
shortly after the beginning of her sec-
ond captivity. But Duane did not know
surely. Sellers might have told him.
Duare expected, if not to force it from |
him at the end, to read it in his eyes.
But the bullet went too unerringly; it
locked his lips and fixed his eves.

could scarcely be half of that unfor-
tunate horde which had been recruited
from all over the states. ®uane had
traveled from camp to camp, den to
den, hiding place to hiding place, and
he knew these men. Most of them were
hopeless criminals; some were aveng-
ers; a few were wronged wanderers:
and among them occasionally was a
man, human in his way, honest as he
could be, not yet lost to good,

But all of them were akin in one
sense—their outlawry; and that atarry
night they lay with their dark faces
up, some in packs like wolves, others
alone like the gray wolf who knew no
mate, It did not make much difference
in Duane's thought of them that the
majority were steeped in crime and
brutality, more often than not stupied
from rum, incapable of a fine feeling,
Just lost wild dogs.

Duane doubted that there was a man
among them,who did not realize his
moral wreck and guin. He had met
poor, half witted wretches who knew
it. He believed he could enter into
their minds and feel the truth of all
their lives—the hardened outlaw,
coarse, ignorant, bestigl, who murdered
as Bill Black had murdered, who stole
for the sake of stealing, who craved
money to gamble and drink, defiantly
ready for death, and, like that terrible
outlaw, ¥Melm, who cried out on the
scaffold, “Let her rip!"

The wild youngsters seeking notor- |

After that meeting Duane lay long at
the ranch house ofga friend, and when
he recovered from the wound Sellers
had given him he startéd with two
liorees and a pack for the lonely gorge
on the Nueces. There he had been hid-
den for months, a prey (o remorse, a
dreamer, a viciim of phantoms,

it took werk for him to fipd subsis-

action, helped to pass the hours. But he
could not work all the time, oven if he
had found it to do. Then in his idle
moments and at night his task was to
live with the hell in his mind.

The sunset and the*twilight hour
made all the rest bearable, The little
hut on the !"'{m of the govge seemed to
hold Jennie's presence, It was not as if
he felt her spirit. If It had been he

surety. Upon his return to that locality,
on the occasion of his first visit to the
hut, he had found things Just as they
had left them, and a poor, faded plece
of ribbon Jennie had usged to tle around
her bright hair. No wandering outlaw
or traveler ha? happened upon the lone-
Iy spot, which further endeared it to

Dunane.

A strange feature of this memory of
Jennie was the freshness of it—the fail-
ure of years, toil, strife, death-dealing
to dim it—to deaden the thought of
what might have been, He had o mar-
velous gift of visualization, He ecould
+hut his eyes and see Jennie before him
just as clearly as if she had stood there
in the flesh. For hours he did
dreaming, dreaming of he
never tasted and now
taste.
ful figure, the old brown ragged dress
in which he had seen her first at
Bland's, her little feet in Mexican san-
dals, her fine hands coarsened by work,

life
never

tence in that rocky fastneas, And work, |

| not of conscience,

would have been sure of her death. He |

hoped Jennie had not survived her |
second misfortune; and that intense |
hope had burned into belief, if not |

that, |
had |
would |
He saw Jennie's slender, grace- |

fety and reckless adventure; the cow-

house, Jones returned from a quick
visit down to the postoffice. Sununur-,
ily ne sent the boys off. He labored

under mtense excitement,

“Duane, there's rangers in town,” he
whispered. “It's all over town, tou, that
you're here, You rode in long arter
sunup. Lots of people saw you. I don't
belleve there's a man or boy that 'd
squeal on you. But the women might.
They gossip, and these rangers are
handsome fellows—devils with' the
women.” :

“What company of rangers?' asked
Duane, guietly.

“Company A, under Captain Mac-
Nelly, that new ranger. He made a big
name in the war. And since he's bee
in the ranger service he's done won-
ders. He's cleaned up some bad places
south, and he's working north.” ¥

“MacNelly. I've heard of him. De-
scribe him to me.”

“Slight built chap,

but wirv and

tough. Clean face, black moustache
and hair. Sharp biack eyves. He's got

a look of authority.
man, Duane.
ern family.

MacNelly's a fine
Belongs to a good south-
I'd hate to have him look

you up."

Duane did not speak.

“MacNelly's got nerve, and his
rangers are all experienced men. If

they find out you're here they'll come
after you. MacNelly's no gun-fighter,
but he wouldn't hesitate to do his duty,
even if he faced sure death. Which he
would In this case. Duane, you musn't

boys with a notch on thelr guns, with | meet Captain AacNelly. Your record
boastful pride in the knowledge that|is clean, if it is terrible. You never
tney were marked by rangers; the met a ranger or any officer except a
crocked men from the north, defaulters, | rotten sheriff now and theg, like Rod

forgers, murderers, all pale faced, flat
chested men not fit for that wilderness
and ot surviving; the dishonest cattie-
men, hand and glove with outlaws,
driven from their homes; the old griz- |
zied, bow legged genuine rustlers—all
thege Duane had come in contact with,
had watched and known, and a8 he felt
with them he seemed to se¢o that
their lives were bad, sooner op later to
end dismally or tragically, so they must
pay some kind of earthly pepalty—If |
then of feay; If not
of fear, then of that most terrible ot
| all things to restless, active men-—pain,
| the pang of flesh and bone

Duane knew, for he had seen them
pay. Best of all, moreover, he knew
| the internal life of the gun fighter of
thitt select but by no means small class
of which he was representative. The
world that jedged him amd his kind
judged him as a machine, a killing ma-
chine, with only mind enough to hunt,
to meet, to 8lay another man. It had
taken three en tless years for Duane to
understand his own father, Dudane knew
beyond all doubt that the gun fighters
like Bland, like Alloway, like Sellers, |
men who were evil and had no remorse,
no spiritual accusing Nemesis, had |
somuething far more torturing to mind, |
I'more hauwriting, more pull'(h’ruu:i of rest |
amd sleep and peace; and that some-
| thing was abnormal fear of dezath.
Duane knew this, for he had shot these
men; he had seen the qulck, dark
shadow in eyes, the presentiment that
the will could not control, and then
the horrible certainty, These men must
have been in agony at every meeting
with a possible or certain foe—more
agony than the hot rend of a bullet.
| They were haunted, too, haunted by"

0s |

Brown."
Stilt Duane liept silence. ile was not
thinking of ounger, but of the fact of

how fleeting must be his stay among
friends.
“I'va already fixed up a pack of

grub," went i Jones., “I'll slip out to
saddle your harse. You watch here.”
He had scurcely uttered the last
words when soft, swift footsteps
soundsd on the hard path. A man
turned In at the gate. ‘'I'he light was
dim, ¥et clean enough to disclose
unusually tall figure. When it appe
neards he was seen to be walking with

both arms yaised, hands high. He
glowed his stride.
“Dwes Burt Jones live here?' he

asked, in a low, hurried voice.

“1 reckon. 1'm Burt., What can I do
for you?" replied Jones.

The stranger peeréd around, stealth-
ily came closer, still with his hands up.

“It is kunown that Bucke Duane is
here. Capiain MacNelly's camping on
the river just out of town. He sends
word to Duane to come out there after
dark.”

The stranger wheeled and departed as
swiftly snd strangely as he had come.

“Bu2t me! Duane, whatever do you
make of that?" exclaimed Jones.

"A new one on me,"” replied Duano,
thoughitfully.

“First fapl thing I ever heard of Mac-
Nelling doing. Can't make hear
tails of it. I'd have s=aid offhan-
AMaeNelly wouldn't double
body. He st K me as 1 square
sand all thr But, hell! he mus
mean treachery, I can't see anything
else in that deal™

not
that
ar

Cross

tConunued next week.)

those at war with the British empire,
should provide themselves with their
certificates of naturalization.

Now that it is Impossible to visit
Europe, the planning of your vacation
trip through Canada is one to give
consideration to. The Government has
taken an active interest in its Nu.
tlonal Parks in the heart of the Rocky
mouatains,. These can be reached by
any of the lines of rallways, and the
officials at these parks have been ads
vised to render every attention to tha
visiting tourists who in addition to see-
ing the most wonderful scenery in thq
world—nothing grander—nothing bet-
ter—have excellent wagon and motor
roads, taking them into the utter re-
cesses of what was at one time con
sidered practically inaccessible,

In addition to this the tourist will
not be inactive to the practieal pos-
sibilities that will be before him as hy
over the great plains of tho
Western  Provinees, The ifmmense
wheat fields, bounded by the horizon,
no matter how far you travel. Thy
wide pasture lands, giving home and
food to thousandg/of heads of horses
and eattle. The Tuture of a country
that he before only heard of but knew
so little about, will be revealed to hing
in the most wonderful panorama, snd
impmted in the lens of his brain iy
ha way that he will bring back
with him the story of the richiness ot
Agricultural Western Al
e will have had enjoyvably
outing.—Advertisement,
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“Thirty-Nine; Going on Fifty."”

“How old are you?"

Charles ettijohn, a lawyer, was
questioning a woman elient, seemingly
fifty or more, 1

“Thirty-nine."”

“Speak right up,” urged Pettijolhn
as the woman answered in o low tone,
“You need not be ashamed
fuestions,.”

“Thivty-nine,” reiterated the woman,
in the samne tone,

“What did you say?

“Thirty-nine, going
dinnapolis Star.

of the

on fifty."—In

Fitting and Proper.

“Now, what do you think of a miy
who would kiss and tell®”

'‘Oh, there's harm in telling.”
suid the falr debutante, “if he mity
himself to telling the kisser how much
pleasure it gave him."—Birmingham
\ze-Herald,
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Old age is the evening of life. Sees
il ehildhood is the next morning.




