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"I don't care Mr. Wells, if you'rc qu
poor as Job. I gues Ive got enougli
money for bath of -uz!'

Long had sobered suddenly. He re-
leased the girl and brouglit himeelf up
with a start.

"Jessie, I-I hâve a confession to
make."

"Out witli it. You already have a
wife, 1 suppose!'"

He looked reproaclifully at lier, but
she still smiled.

"I amn an impoetor," lie went- on,
"and I have deceived yau ail.".

"How dreadful!" and etili ehe smiled.
"My name is not Wells. I arn no

cow-puncher. 1 arn a real-estate man
from the east. I followed you out liere
and threw up a good. deal in ,Winnipeg
go that 1 should not lose yau. 1- tricd

ing. Mexican, Who,9 s..lng his accom-
7iice'pI pight, came running forward to

Long shouted ta the sleeping cow-
punchers, but it wauld have required a
charge of dynamite to awaken them,
go souindly dae the 'cowboy slumber
after a long day's work in the open air.i

Gronson clapped a gag over Long's
nm>uth while Okaxa began ta rifle hise
porkets

"Haf you got it 1" demanded% the,
Swede witb an Cath.

"No- ý(cures)-hald him tighter can't
yau! . Here it ie!"

Hardly a minute had been consumed
in this brief parley but'ta Long with
hi@ biande held behind his back, lyingJ
there on hiesaide on the ground it
oeemed a century. He cureed himself
for his blind folly in disregardingr
Moseley's warning.- He ehould haveé
concealcd the money sQmewhere, as
6oon as they had ridden in ta Hilford's.

«'Take hise gui' den, an' let'e beat it,"
whispercd Granson, impatiently.

'Te'Il rouge thé wholc camp. lladn't
we better knock him another on the
head ' He'll -- what's that 7" Okaxa
broke off sharply.

A quick, light footstep sounded bc-
hind them. There was the glieten of
g revolver ini the' inoonlight, a sharp
report rang out, then another. Gron-
son threw up both arme and fdl liceav-
ily ta t.he ground shot in the Ieg,- bc-
low the knce.

The Mexican, wlia had the money,
mpade off at a run. He lied not been

it
"~Catch him-catch hlm!" cried the

voice of Jessie Norton.
Long did not stop longer than ta

glance at the emaîl figure in long Jap-
anese kimansa with twa tousled braids
of hair down lier back, that etood
trembling violently againet the corral
fence, the revolver fallen at lier aide.
She had heard hie firet ahout.

He cliased the Mexican haif a niile
and then falling upon hie stomach by a
buffalo-wallow circlcd around the bend
of a lare elougli and double-crossed
the other'a trail. Rad lie had hie re-
volver hie could have winged the other
in the leg or arm, but Okaxa had bath
the weapon and the pay of the forty-
odd cow-punclicrs.

Having came up with the Mexican
again at the turn of the soutli trail,
Long crept along rapidly amonget the
sage-brueli and by a final effort of
apeed, ran nd pounced upon hie
quarry, who cd,4 fired lialf~ a dozen
times without stapping in hie tracks.
But al cf the eliots liad miseed their
intended mark, and now the revolver
was empty.

Jessie Norton, just-at dawn, eaw the
new foreman returning with Okaxa
ahead of him covered by the revolver.
Long liad, fortunately, found several
cartridges in hie own pocket and lie
promptly rc-loaded hie recovered weapon
and marclied his prisoner into camp.
By this time it was after four o'clock
and a number of the men hearing
L'bots, and being aroused by Mies Nor-
ton, who had given the alarmn at once,
were alreaciy up. But the girl secing
that Long was unhurt, remembered
suddenly that elle was in a kiiniona and
darted back ta the bouse.

Imagine a love scene -imagination je
60onmuch more vivid and colorful than
cold words-witli Stephen Long as hero
and Jessie Norton lieroine. Stage them
upon a grasey knoll in the early star-
light with no living creature within a
quarter of a mile and you have ex-
actly what happened the, ncxt night.

"WVe are a long way f rom camp,"
Whispered Jessie. '¶adn't we better ho

?startiing backy"
"I gues sag," replied Long.
AInd neither cf thern moved.
*Don't-stop!," said Jessie. "That'e

ten. tifies"ý. >anr't top? I guess not. I don't
'itenci ta!" and hie didn't stop

1l'm wvondering how DadIl take
t'le 1w s"aid-the girl after a mo-

'e 'sure! Hie, won't like yort
flarr' ng1 his foreman. M-[ neyer

thoU1jt of that."

desperately ta, get a look, a emile, a
word fram you on the train and 1
didn't succeed so 1 decided to trail you
to yaur home. My name is Stephen
Long." 4

"I ý-now it."
"rYau know it ?"li echoed blankly.

"Listen-I tea," elie said, "liave a
confession ta make. I-I saw yoùr
little ruse witli the magazine-boy an
the train.. I saw you get off at Rose-
Liii ,and I knew you didn't belong there
any more than a Chinaman belonge in
the Alps. 1 told Mr. Hazelton, the
agent, wlio is a great friend cf ours,
ta scnd you, out ta our place if you
.liappened to ask hlm any questions,
but not ta squeal on me-"

'Tou did 1" injý.rrupted Long, raptur-
ausly.

"I blush ta own it. It was rude and
forward of me I know, but-"j

"Lt was adorable of yau.. Goa on."
"Well-we have thé rural telephone

in these parts nq w you, know."
"Ah, 1 see!"
"Mr. . Hazelton 'phoned out-we had

had more than an liour's start of you,
yout- remember- 'Phoned out ta -tell me
that you liad asked the way to Win-
ters'-"

"«Sa I did," interrilpted Long.
"Winters' ranch," said laies Norton,

"lIies ta the northeast, in exactly thie
opposite direction. Mr. Hazelton told
,me what he had done, and I-I Iooked
for yau ail afternoan. Then it accurrnd
ta me ta ride up the trail after supper
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The worclWaltkam s ;o 0famous, the worlcl over,

any explanation you kflow it meano-

watches., Werever you go in the civilzcd worlct,-

you wl 1 encounter ciscrimînating men and women

w9ai4ng WTaltkams. Sucli supremacy comeo o0nly to

the very lest of artcles.o

The word Waltkam on a watcli cia1 meano tliat

the greatcet watck. factory in the world voucieo for.

tliat watck. I.ts intégity and recliailty are gua.ran-

teed. ' If anytliing ever liappens to ;t., you can look to

the manufacturer, no matter wliere you arc or cyaon

(the jeweler wlio sol i t to you lias gone out of buoineoo.
T he Valtliam lime comprises ail stylos of watclics,

large and small, witliaR ilod of casings -and many

novelties. \VIihatevex' you clesire, tiiere is a Xaltliam

for you,. If you will senci us your naime and- addres.

you frec our new Waltliam

Waltkam Wat.ck Company
Canada Life Bldg.4 St. James St., Montreal

that without


