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Joyce ran toward the shack. There!away; then thought better of it and on Dave could use him,” Bob said. ______ __________ _________
was no light In it, no sign of life came back. “Ill name no names, “I reckon he needs a UT attention, jealousy, and passion would work to- o’ actin’ crazy?” 
about the place. She could not un- but III nay this. Far as I’m coneara- Then I’m ready for grub an’ » sleep gether to poison Ms mind. The «or-J He could have talked to-the wares

°— ----------------------- - “* AWr“ “* twice round tie clock. If any one bers of hte brain hhd always been 1 "
asks me, I’m sure enough dead beat, full of lust and obscenity/

- - Baa»------; .... i------, ,
of terrible evil. Hte hatred, hurt you,” he said. “What’s the- ■fm.

jeaioi
I use | through, and almost stumbled 

'sleeping man. *He knelt down
dSrstand this. Surely some one must ed Tim Harridan might.be alive to* twice round the clock. If any one hers of his brain hhd always been of tLsmMtt ïTmuch M^^It1 did Yawten.^TteTJhorn11!,.

ie looking after her.father. Who- day/’ asks me, I’m sure enough dead beat, full of lust and obscenity.’ There''is doubtful it she heard him. throat continued to rumble intenT
ever this was.must have heard her 'Dave, with a nodvaeoepted this as I dont ever want to look at a shovel was this difference between him and There was a patter of rapM feet, tently, now in crescendo, now in V
coming. Why had he not appeared at tru-n “I guessed as much. Yeu'ye again.” I Shorty. e The squat cowpuncher was jA small body hurled itself against inuendo.
the door? Dave, of course, might he beer running with a- mighty bad “Doc’s filin’ up Lanier’s burnt a clean scoundrel. A child, a fDoble’s leg and clung there, beating '
away fighting the fire, but sot»* pardner.” >> laig. He’d oughtta be through soorf straight girl, an honest woman, hte thigh with a valiant little fist, vhis
one..» | “Have I?” asked the rustier bland- now. Ill have him ’tend to Dave’s wdtid be as safe with him as with “You le’ my sister go! You le’ my shakes.

Her heart lost a beat. The shadow ly. “Did I say anything about a burns right away then,” said Craw- simple-hearted Old Buck Byihgton. alter go!” the boy shouted, repeating The sleeper was * villainous 
of some horrible thing was creeping pardnerT” ford. He turned to Sanders. “How But Dug DoMe—it was Impossible to the words over and over. ing specimen. Hte face and t
over her life. Was her father dead* Ts eye fell on the three still fig- about it, son? You sure look bung- predict what he would do. He had! Doble looked down at’Keith. “What were streaked with black. There*
What shock was awaiting her in the cree on the hillside in a row. Not a’ ed up pretty bad.” a vein of caution in his make-up,-hut the hell?” he demanded, amazed / land angry wheal across his Ch u
«bin? - .twitching muscle in hte face showed "I’m about all in,’’ admitted Dave, when in drink he jettisoned ptis and The Mexican 'came forward and One of the genus tramp would J,

At the door she raised her voice in j What he was thinking, that thti? ^Reckon we all ai=6. Shorty gone grew ugly. His vanity—always a ftmfce in Spanish rapidly. He ex- 1 scorned hte charred clothes
a faint, ineffective call. Her knees might have been full of splendid me Vet?” large factor in determining hte ac- < plained that he copld not have pie-'cared for none of these details h
gave way. She felt her body shak- anl vigor If Dug Doble had not put “Yes. Lit out after he’d made a tions—might carry him in the direc- vented the boy from coming without wanted to »r.i~»d hte troubles 6
ing as with an ague. But she clench- fi match to the chaparral back of, report. Bald he had an engagement tion of decency or the reverse. arousing the suspicions of. hte sister “grown-up.”
ed her teeth on the weakness and Bear Canon. The man had murdered to meet a man. Expect he meant he “I’m glad Keith’s with her,” said and her friends. The youngster roused the man

them just,as surely as though he nad had an engagement not to meet the Hart, who had Joined the group. The outlaw was irritated. All this last by throwing water in his fa*1
It was dark—darker than outdoors. | shot them down with a rifle. For sheriff. I rec’lect when Shorty was “With Keith and the Mexican there clamor of fear annoyed and disturb- Shorty sat up, at the same time d *

But as her eyes grew accustomed to weeks Shorty had been getting tie a mighty promisin’, young fellow be- —" Hte meaning did not need a com- ed him. This was not the scene he ging out a revolver 2
the absence of light she made out a afftirs in order to leave the country, fore Brad Steelman got a-holt of him. ipleted sentence. had planned in hte drink-inspired tened on the boy, after
table, a chair, a stove. From the far hut before, he went he intended to He punched cows for toe twqnty years “Question is, where did he take reveries. There had Men a time when
side of the room came a gurgle that have an accounting with one man. ago. He hadn’t took the wrong turn her,’’ said Crawford. “We might

Dillon came up to Sanders and than. . You caynt travel crooked comb the hills a week and not find
“Father," she whispered, and. mov- spoke, in an awed voice.- “What do trails an’ not reach a closed pocket his hole.- I wish to God Shorty was

you aim to do withr—these, Saud- o’ the hills sometime.” still here. • He might know.”
ere?” Hte hand indicated the bodies. For several minutes they had heard “He’s our best bet, Bob,” agreed 
lying near. the creaking of a wagon working up Date. “Find. him. He's gone off

"Send horses up for them,” Dave an improvised rbad toward the camp somewhere to sleep. Rode away lees 
said. “You can take ail the men Now it moved into sight. The team- tiffin half an hour since.” 
sack H camp with you except -three ster called to Crawford. ’ ; " “Which way?” r * . -,

was to help me watch the fire. Tell Mr. “Here’s another load o’ grub, boss. “Rode toward Bear Canon,” said
Cr ,v, fo; <1 how things are.” Miss Joyce she rustled up them can- Crawford.

The men crept down the hill like teens you was askin' for.” “That’s a lead for you, Bob. Figure
veterans a hundred years old. Rag- Crawford stepped over to the wag- it ont. He’s done—completely worn 
ged, smoke-blackened, and grimy, on. “Don’t reckon we’ll need the out. Bo he won’t go tor—not
they moved like automatons. So canteens, Hank, but we can use the
risat was their exhaustion that one grub fine: The fire’s about out” 
or two dropped out of line and lay “That’s bully. Bay, I got à 
flown On the charred ground'to sleep, yon, Mr. Crawford. Brad St 
The desire for it was so overmaster- dead. They found him in his house,
ing that they could not drive their shot plumb through the hqad. I where the fire started. It I was iook- 
weighted legs forward. reckon he won’t do you any more ing for him, I’d say somewhere back
J-A man on horseback appeared and meanness.” of Bear, Cattle, or San Jacinto would
rode np to Dave and Shorty. The “Who killed him?” be the likeliest spot."
man was Bob Hart. The red eyes in “They ain’t sayin’,” returned the “Good guess,. Dave,
his blackened face were sunken and teamster cautiously. “Some folks close to water,” said Bob. “You goto’ 
fils ,coat, hung1 oh hfm in 'crisp: ^ was gnessln’ that mebbe Dug DoMe along with me?” 
shrede. He looked down at the bod- could tell, but there ain’t any evi- "No: Take as mfiny men as yoit 
ies lying side by side. His face work- dence tor’s I know. Whoever it was can get. Fm going back, if I can, to 
ed, but he made no verbal comment, robbed the safe.” t . find the place where Otero and Miss

“We piled into -a cave. Some of The old cattleman made no com- Joyce left, the road. Mr. Crawford,
the boys couldn’t stand it,” Dave ex- ment. From the days of their youth you’d bette get back to town, don’t"

Steelman had been his bitter enemy, you think? There may be clues there 
but death had closed the account be- we don’t know anything about here.
tween them. Hte mind travelled back /Perhaps Miss Joyce may have get' -Doble’s other hand went into hte He jumped to his feet “We ll eo 
to those days twenty-five years ago back.” pocket. He drew out a flat'package kid.”
when he and the sheepman had both “If not, I’ll gather a posse to rake of currency bound together with rub- “To daddy?” 
hitched their horses to front of Hel- the hills, Dave. If that villain’s hurt *)er bands- His sharp teeth drew off “Not right away
en RadcliiTs home. It had been a my HT girl or Keith—” Crawford’s one of the rubbers. From the bun- business first.”
fair fight between them, and he had whisper broke. He turned away to dle he stripped four flfty-dollar bills “I wants go to my dady ”
won as a man should. But Brad had conceal the working of hte face. and handed them to Otero. “Sure. Soon as we can. Bat we ll
not taken hte defeat as a man < “He hasn’t,” said Bob with deci- “Peel this kid off’n my leg and hit drift over to where yon, eitser’s at 
should.^ He had nourished bitterness | sion. “Dug ain’t crazy even if his ac- the t**11- Juan. I don’ care where you first off. We’re both wofe to a fraz
and played hte successful rival many tions look like It I’ve a notion when leavP bim so long as you keep- an zie, mebbe, but we got to trail over
» mean, despicable trick. Crawford Mr- Crawford gets hack to town Miss eye on hlm ,401 afternoon.” ,-fifi4 Ifliia -bnt what’s bitin’ Dug ’,a‘*
did' not know how it had come about, Joyce will be there all right. Like t With difficulty the Mexican dragged The man saddled and took the up
but he had no doubt Steelman had as not Dug brought her back himself. the b°Jr from his hold on DoMe and trail, Keith dinging to hte wrist. At

Maybe he sent for her just to brag carried b,m to a horse. He swung the head of the gulch the boy point 
awhile. You know Dug.” tbe saddle, dragged Keith up In ed out the way he and Otero had

That was the worst of it, so far as front ot hil»> and rode away at a jog- come. This confirmed Shorty’s opin 
any allaying of their fear went. Tlyy trot- The youngster was screaming ion as to the place where Doble* 
did know DoMe. They fcnew him for iat tbe toP of hte lungs, to be found,
a thorough black-hearted scoundrel As bls horse climbed toward the With the certainty of 
who might stop at nothing. “otch- otero looked back. Doble had knew these hills as a preacher does

The three men moved toward the plcked np hls Prisoner and was car- his Bible, Shorty wound in and out.
remuda. None of them had slept for rying ber into the house. always moving by the line of least
ofrty-eight hours. They had been Tbe Mexican formulated hte plans, resistance. He was steadily closing 
through a grueling experience that must get ont of the country before the gap of miles that separted him 
had tried soul and body to the limit. the hue and cry started. He could from Dug DoMe.
But none of them hesitated for an no* count on more than a few hours
instant. They belontged to the old before tb® chase began.
West which answers the call no mat- mn8t get rid of the child, 
ter what the personal cost. There wanted to go to a certain tenderjon 
was work to do. Not one of them |where he would meet his sweetheart

and .say good-bye to her.
It was all very well for Doble to 

speak of taking him to town or to 
the road. Juan meant to do neither 
He would leave him in the hills 
the Jackpot and show

over a
aut
niaa

“GUI'ilSÊGHT 
PASS ” hi.s

By WilMam MacLeod Raine. 

Copyrighted by Thos. Allen.
“Wake up, man!” Keith shouted la 

ear in, the interval between
1

“She’s down to th$ Boston Bmpor- 
sandwicheh an’ packin’ 

i said, “Who wants Herr 
“I hath a note for her from Senor

Iium c
WU3’em,” K

^Sanders.”
Master Keith seized his opportunity 

promptly. “I’ll take yon down there.” gave way.
The main brought his horse from 

the hitchtog-rack across the road
side by side they walked downtown, j moved into the room, 
the' youngster talking excitedly about 
the fire, the Mexican either keeping 
silence, or answering with a brief 
“Si, SHtehacho.”

Into the Boston Emporium Keith 
raced ahead of the messenger. “Joy,
Joj, a man wants to see yon! From 
Dave!’’ he shouted.

pi»

i
i

His gaze fas
one swift

glance round.
Joyce had admired the virilé force of | “Who’s with you, kid?” he demand- 
him, when she had let herself be kind ed. 
to him under the impression she was 
influencing him for hte good. He had 
misunderstood the reaction of her 
mind and supposed that if he could 
get her away from the influence of 
her father and the rest of hte 
ies, she would again listen to what he 
called reason. •

was half a snore.
Keith began to sniffle. “Nobody.” ’ 
“Whadya doin’ here?"
“I want my daddy.”
“Who is yore dady? What's

name?"
“Keith Crawford.”
Shorty bit afl an oath of surprise. 

“Howcome yon here?”
“AH right. You brought the brat “A man brought me." 

here without orders. Now take him | The rustier brushed the cobwebs of 
home again,” directed DoMe harshly, sleep from hie eyes and brain. He 

Otero protested fluently, with ges- had -come up here to sleep undisturb- 
tures eloquent. He had not yet been ed through the day and far into the 
paid for hte services. By this time night. Before he had had two hours 
Malapi might be too hot for him. He of rest this boy had dragged him 
did not intend ever to go back. Ho hack from slumber. He was prepared 
was leaving the country pronto—muy , to be annoyed, but he wanted to make 
pronto. The boy could go back when sure of the facts first, 
his sister went ' As tor as he understood them, the

“His sisters’ not going back. Soon boy told the story of the night's ad 
as it gets dark well travel south, ventures. Shorty’s face grew grim. 
She’s gonna be my wife. You can take He appreciated the meaning back of 
the kid back to the road ah’ leave them tor better than the little fellow, 
him there.” [Keith’s answers to his questions told

Again the Mexican lifted hte hnds .him that the men figuring in the epi 
and shoulders while he pattered vofc sode must be Doble and Otero. Though 
ubly, trying to make himself heard the child was a little mixed as to thel 
above the cries of the child, 
had silenced Joyce by the simple 
pedient of Mapping his big hand 
her mouth.

ed forward.
Joyce flushed. Perhaps she would Her outstretched hand groped for 

have preferred not to have her priv- j the bed and fell on clothing warm 
ate business shouted out before a j With heat transmitted from a human 
roomful of women. But she put a body. At the same time she eubcon- 
good face on it | sciously ciassiked a . strong odor that

“A letter, eenorita," the man said, I permeated the atmosphere. It 
presenting her with a note which he whiskey, 
to #k from hie pocket. r-

Tt.e note read;- , L
"l»iss Joyce:

“Your father hfis been hurt in the 
fire. This man will take you to him.

"Dave Sanders.” was very wrong, though she #tUl 
Joyce went white to the Ups and could not guess at what the dread- 

caught at the table to steady herself.
“Is—to he badly huit?” she asked.

The man took refuge in ignorance, 
as Mexicans do when they do not 
want to talk. He did not understand 
English, he said, and when the girl 
spoke to Spanish he replied sulkily 
that he di not know what was in the
letter. He had been told to deliver ed, the fingers swept leueha ? suifle 
it and bring the lady back. That was ed, the fingers like bands of iron.

Joyce screamed wildly, her nerve 
swept, twty to a reaction of terror.
She fought like a wildcat, twisting 
and writhing with all her supple plained.
strength to break the grip on her : Bob’s gaze took to his friend. The 
—. — JPlPP . upper half of hte body was almost
For she knew now what the evil naked. Roth face and torso were 

was that had been tolling a bell of raw with angry burns. Eyebrows 
warning in her heart * had disappeared and eyes were so

swollen as to be almost closed. He 
was gaunt, ragged, unshaven, and 
bleeding. Shorty, too, appeared to 
have gone through the wars.

“You boys oughtta have the doc

yore

enem-

The sleeper stirred uneasily be
neath her touch. She felt stifled, 
wantbd to shout put her fears to a, 
scream. Far beyond the peed of 
proof she knew now that something

more
than three-four miles. He’ll be in the 
hills, under cover somewhere, for he 
won’t forget that thousand dollars re
ward; So he’ll be lying to the chap
arral.» That means he’ll be above

iws for 
ïlman’sIt

ful menace was.
But Joyce had courage. She Was 

what the wind and the sun. and a 
long line of sturdy ancestors had 
c ade her. She leaned forward to
ward the awakening man Just as he 
turned in Hte hunk.

A hand fell on her wrist and cloe-

■
Somewhere

»

all,
Keith , burst into tears. He wanted 

to go to his father too, he sobbed.
The girl, badly shaken herself in 

soul, could hot refuse him. If his fa
ther was hurt he had a right to be 
with him.

“You may ride along with me,” she 
said, her lip trembling.

The women gathered round the hoy 
and his sister, expressing sympathy 
after the universal fashion of their

. direction from which Otero 
brought him, the man was pretty 
of the valley where Doble was lying 
hid. 1

Dug hadli en- sure
over

arm.

We got hurry-up
CHAPTER XLI.

rl / Hank Brings Bad News.
sex. They were kinder and more ten- ^
der than usual, pressing on them of- ) The change in the wind had cost 
fers of supplies and service. Joyce three lives, but it had saved the Jack-1 see yo»,” Hart said gently. He’s 
thanked them, a lump to her throat, 'P0* property and the feed on the down at camp now. One of Èm’s men 
but it was plain that thé only way ranS®- After the fire in San Jacinto had an arm busted by a limb of a 
to which they could help was to ex- Cation had broken through Hart's | tie- tree ' failin’ on him. I’ve got a 
pedite her setting out. fense by its furious and persistent coupla casualties to my gang. Two

Soon they were on the road, Keith attack, nothing could (lave prevented or three of- ’em runnto’ a high fever, 
riding behind his sister and clinging tt from spreading over the plains on Looks like they may have pneumonia, 
to her waist. Joyce had slipped a a- rampage except a cloudburst doc says. Lungs all inflamed from
belt around the boy and fastened it tor a decided shift of wind. This swallowin' smoke___ You take my
to herself so that he would not fall “at had come and had driven the hawss and ride down to camp, Dave, 
from' the saddle to case he slept, flames back on ÿie territory already I’ll stick around here till the old 
The Mexican rode in complete sil- barnt over. man setids relief.”

somehow fallen a victim to the trap 
he had been building for others.

A question brought his mind back 
to the present. The teamster was 
talking: “....so she started pronto. 
I s’pose you wasn’t as bad hurt as 
Sanders figured."
| “Whatte that?” asked Crawford. §

epee. TA® ®re d,d not immediately die “No, you go down and report to was sayin’ Miss Joyce she start-
For an hour they jogged along the out> but ** 8O0n began to dwindle, him, Bob. If Crawford has any fresh ®d right away when the note 

dusty road which led to the new oil DalY here and there did it' leap for- men I’d like mine relieved. They’ve from Sanders.”
field, then swung to the right.into 'Ward With its old.savage fury. Pies- been on steady for ’most two days “What note?”
the low foothills among which the enCy these sporadic plunges wore and nights. Four or five can hold “The one tellin’ how you was hurt
mountains were rooted. themselves out for lack of fuel. The the fire here. All they need do to. the fire.”

Joyce was a bit surprisedf'She ask devastated area became a smoulder- watch it.”
ed questions, and again received for lng smoking char showing a few «so- Hart did not argue. He knew how” Dave,’’ he called hoarsely,
answers shrugs and voluble Spanish lated Mazes to the barren riln. Dave stuck to a thing like a terrier ^Sanders moved across,
irrelevant to the matter. The young Tbere were BtI11 possibilities of harm to a rat. yHe would not leave the 
woman knew that the battle was be- M1 tbem tb® wind should shift ground till orders from Emerson 
ing fought among the canons leading a^ain» but for the -pretisnt they w ire Crawford came.
to the plains. This trail must be a subdued to a shadow of their former "Lemme go an’ report,” suggested
short cut to one of them. She gpve strength. It remained the business Shorty. “I wan ta et my bronc an’ n0t hurt?”
up trying to get information from of the fire-fighters to keep a' cloie light out pronto. Never can tell when
her guide. He was either stupid or watch on the red-hot embers to prp- Applegate .might drap around an’ ask
s-filky; perhaps a little 6f each. vent them from being flung far uy questions. Me, I’m due to the hills."

The hill trail went up and down. Die breeze. The outlaw pulled himself to the
It dipped into valleys and meandered Fortunately the wind died down saddle and cantered off.
round hills. It climbed a mountain soon, reducing the danger to » mini- "Best man in my ’gang,” Dave said, I 
spur, "slipped through a notch, and mun)- following him with hte eyes. “There
plumped sharply into a small moun- Dave handed hack to Shorty the to a finish and never a whimper out
tain park. At the notch the Mexican revolver he had borrowed so perempt- of him. Dragged a man out of the
drew up and pointed a finger. In the orBy tr°ln bls holster. fire when he might have been hustling
dim pre-dawn grayness Joyce could “Much obliged. I won’t need this for his own skin.” 
see nothing but a gulf of mist. . any more.” '4 , \ . “Shorty’s game,” .admitted Hart.

“Over there, senorita, he waits." The cowpuncher spoke grimly. “Pity he went bad.”
“Where?” , “I’m liable to.” . _ . "Yes. He told me he didn’t kill
“In the arroye. Come.” i “Mexico is zS good country tor a Harrigan.”
They descended, letting the horses cattieman,” Sanders said, looking "Reckon Dug did that. More like 

pick their way . down cautiously straight at .him. him.”
through the loose rubMe-of the steep Shorty met him eye to eye. “3o Half an hour later the relief came, 
pitch. Te heart of the girt: beat fast 1>e" b®®n t°M-” ( Hart, Dave and the three
with anxiety about her father, with ‘ Good range and water-holes. Sti;k ere who had stayed to watcV rode 
the probability that David Sanders ,s4ten well.” | back to camp.
would -soon come to meet her out of “Yes.” j Crawford had lost his voice. He
the silence, with some vague pre- “A man tulfiht do worse than go had already seen Hart since the fire “Juan Otero. He brought the note
science of unknown evil clutching at tbere if he’s worn out this country.” had subsided, so his greeting was to . an’ rode hack with her.”
her bosom. There had been growing “Stage-robbers and rustlers rignt Sanders. The old cattleman felt a clutch of
in Joyce a feeling that something was welcome, are they?” asked Shorty j “Good work, son,” he managed to tear at hte heart, Juan Otero was 
wrong, something sinister was at flat oily. j whisper, a quaver to his throat. “I’d one of Dug Doble’s men.
work which she did not understand, "No Questions asked about a man’s rather we’d lost the whole works, then “That all you know, Hank?”

A mountain corral took form in the ,pa " lf hla Present te O.K.” |to have had that happen to the boys, “That’s all. Miss Joyce - said for
gloom. The Mexican slipped the bars ' “Listens good. If I meet anybody a hundred times rather. I reckon it m® to get tfcte wagonload of grub out
of the gate to let the horses to. ^lookin to make a change I’ll tell him must ’a’ been mighty bad up there soon as T could. So I 

“Is he here?" aeked Joyce breath- J ?ou recommended Mexico.” The eyes, when the back-fire caught you. The along.” 
lesely. ' to? the two men still clashed. In boys have been tellin’ me. You sav- “Doble been eeen to town lately?”

The pointed to a one-room * ®acn man s was a deep respect for ed all their lives, I Judge.” asked Dave,
shack huddled on the hillside. j the other’s gameness. They had been ; “I happened tp know where the 

* Keith had fallen sound asleep, hte tritu by fire and home through clean, ckye was.”
- head against the girl’s back. “Don’t Shorty voiced this defiantly. “I don’t “Yes.” Crawford’s whisper. was

wake him when yon lift him down,” i11kc * hair of yore wad. Never did. sadly ironic. “Well, I’m sure glad
she told the man. “I’ll just let himjY'ra’re too damned interferin’ to suit you happened to know that. It you

me. But I’ll say this. You’ll do to hadn’t—” The old mtttiam.n gaVe a 
Keith to a ride tfl® river With, Sanders." .little gesture that completed tbe 

pile of sheepektos under a" shed and Interfere again this tor, Bhor- tence. The tragedy that had taken
lowered him to them gently. The ty- You’re too good^a man te go place Mid shaken his souL He felt in
boy stirred, turned over, but did not | fl*d-’‘ 
awaken.

1 was

one who

come
I1'»

First, he 
Then he

CHAPTER XLIII.

Juan Otero Is Conscripted.
Crawford turned. “Come here,

:
' ,

Crawford and Sanders rode rapidly 
toward Malapi. ' They stopped 
al times to examine places where they 
thought it possible Otero might have 
left the road, but they looked without 
expectation of any success. They did 
not even know that the Mexican had 
started In this direction. As soon as 
he reached the suburbs, he might have 
cut back across the plain and follow 
ed an entirely different line of tra

“Hank says you sent a note to 
Joyce sayfa’ I’d been hurt. What 
about it?” ,

“Why would I do that when you're

would quit as long as he could stick 
to the saddle. sever

: I
CHAPTER XT.TT

Shorty Is Awekened.

' The eyes that looked into those of 
Joyce in the gloom of the cabin ab
ruptly shook off sleep. They jassed 
from an amazed incredulity to à mal
icious triumph. —

“So you’ve come to old Dug, have 
you, my pretty?” a heavy voice Jeer-

above 
him the way 

down there, after which he would side 
to meet the girl who was waiting tor 
him. This would give him time en
ough to get away safely, 
business of hte whether 
was taken. He was 
brute, anyhow.

An hour’s hiding through the chap- 
arrai brought him to the watershed 
tor above the Jackpot. Otero picked

the ”«** ead of a gulch. 
h Tf®8!611' muohacho. Go down— 
down down. Flret the gulch, then 
a canon, then the Jackpot 
on thees trail.”

He dropped the boy_to the 
watched him start, then 
at a Spanish trot.

The trail was a rough and preclpi- 
tons one. Stumbling as he walked, 
Keith went sobbing down the gulch. 
He had wept himself out, and hte 
sobs had fallen to a dry hicscough. 
A forlorn little chap, tired and sleep, 
he picked his

“Then you didn’t?”
“Of course not,” answered Dave, 

answered Dave, perplexed.
“Some one’s been strtogto’ yon, 

HanW”
The

said Crawford, smiling, 
teamster scratched Ms head. 

“No, sir. I was right there when she 
left. About ^twelve o’colck last night, 
mebbe later,

“But Sanders nays he didn’t send a 
note, and Joyce didn’t come here. So 
you must ’a’ missed connections 
somewhere.”

It was no 
or not DoMe 

1 an overbearing

f ii ' > r vel.
Several miles from town Sanders 

pulled up. “I’m going back for a 
couple of miles. Bob was telling me 
of a Mexican tendejon in the hills 
kept -by the father of a girl Otero 
goes to see. 
he is. It I can get hold of him f 
can make* him talk.”

This struck Crawford as rather a 
wild-goose chase, but he had nothing 
better to offer himself in the way o’ 
a plan. •

“Might as well,” he said gloomily 
“I don’t reckon youli find him. But 
you never can tell. Offer the girl a 
big reward it she’ll tell where Doble 
is. I’ll hustle to town and send out

H ed.■
The girl, writhed and twisted re

gardless of the pain, exerting 
muscle of the strong young arm and 
shoulder. As well she might have 
tried to beat down an iron door with 
her bare hands as to hope for escape 
from hte strong grip. He made a mo- 
ti°fl to draw her closer. Joyce flung 
herself back and sank down beside 
the bunk, straining away.

“Let me go!” she cried, terror ram
pant in her white teee. “Don’t touch 
me! Let me go!” •:’*;< Î*

The force of her recoil had drawn 
him to hirwide. Hte cruel, mirthless 
grin seemed to her to carry inexpres
sible menace. Very slowly, while hls

every

She might know where
“Probably you saw her start for 

home,.” suggested Dave.
Hank stuck -to his guns. “No, sir. 

She was on that sorrel of here, an’ 
Keith was tidin' behind her. I sad
dled myself and took the horse to the 
»to^|. They was waitin’ there -for 
me, the two young folks an’ Juan.”

“Juan?”

Sumr,
You go

ground, 
turned awayIfO fight-

#M
ill1

posses.’’
They separated.

eyes taunted her, he pulled her mam <H»ite, flowing the the road- 8wai« at the place
aoled wrist closer. dry creek bed. The catelaw 6 ,.e Iiart had told him of, and turned up

Therë was a swift flash of white stockings and scratched him TalIey wh,ch Pushed to the roots
With a startled oath Doble ; Arises hurt hte tender feet m w ,°f ^ h,lls" The tendejon

rr b"“- - ““*• d°"
on his forearm, J He reached the junction Dave walked through the open door

She fell back, got to her feet, and Sulch and the canen A ,nta the Aar-room. Two or three mec
“Not as I k»ow of. Shorty has.” fled from the house. Doble was after stream, which had survive th were IonneIng at a table. Behind a

tSt-À!,rl
Sanders cut the teamster short. then deflected toward the corral, t d®rbrush Keith creut to ,ter"

“Some of Dug Doble’s work. But I Swift sand supple though ehe was lHe lay down and drank I *^he youn* man sauntered forward
don’t see why he sent for Kqjth.’too.” his long strides brought him closer. Ih® sat on a rock and pitied *° tte COunter’ He Invited the

“He didn’t. Keith begged to go A«ato she screamed. |ln five mtouttm he woSdt-» ^ Pa4y t0 dr,nk with him.
along W Mise Joyce took him." DoW* caught her. She fought in asleep if a sound had not ‘Tm Iookrn* for Joan Otero," he

In the haggard, unshaven face of Ala arms, a prey to wild and unreas-1 him. Some one was snort». piieent!y- “Mr. Crawford want
U» aikp, Dm Ml th, thMtl, «»«« 'other side ot . JZZS/! “»«■»» to m. him ,boM tMloe to,
toer of hi, ow. «»,. that. ™ wj ‘Toh ronne hothcht. Tm m* <o»,j Bt «wTZh^tTw

Dave rode back'

teeth. was a
come right

IIi.
II In a pail of wax.

m sleep it he WÜ1.T 
The Mexican carried

com
ih een-

i a way reeponsible.
turned j “If the doc ain’t busy now, I reck- jOh, hell!” hTe outlaw

” s ^ vA yTo be Conttouea
'Axis&smtft

:L. -'Âï&m ..

COBOURG 
WON IN 0
Skiteh and Tyson ] 

Home Bens So 1 
ing of Os hi

SCOBÊWÀI

Lindsay Defeated 
Combination from 

9 to 5
At Oehawa yesterday 
Central Ontario Lea* 

awa defeated Cobourg, 
game the Lakeshore 

Cobourg Was lea

a

wan.
r.th, when Oshawa lai 
Shafer, and he had to : 
favor of Campbell. ( 
ed five runs in this ini 
three, timings Campbell 
had six strikeouts, and1 

f Shafer Rad three strike 
ton of Oshawa, 6. Skii 
had home runs for 
Belding of Oshawa, ala 
sacker to hte credit.
10 hits to Oshawa’s 11
is the score by innimj
Cobourg ......................
Oshawas —.................

.Batteries-r'Shafer, 
Tyson; Patton and B

OSHAWA HAS IvOSj 
Harold Dainty, Osh 

tootd pitcher, baa left 
bile town, and Patton n 
the responsibility of thJ 
ayce of the season. 1 
for the first few games 
festive, but latterly hJ 
second place to the old 
tern. Manager Peacocn 
no doubt, says the Pori 
that imported players 
easiest -people in the u
die.

FORTY Rl
OF VIS

Belleville’s Big 
Ben3ng Tourney 

Monday
ENTERTAINMENT
Luncheon on Monda; 

Clnb—Play to B< 
2 juin.

FnOm forty to.Qfty ri 
ere are expected to takt 
third annual tournamen 
leville Lawn Bowling 
will be held here iioni 
and Wednesday of next 

Rinks will likely be 
Toronto, «Oshawa, Port 
manville, Cobourg, 1 
CampbelltoTid, Kingston 
Deseronto and from 
from Belleville. Corby 
are talking of entering 

The tournament beg 
Riggs’ trophy competit 
clock on Monday after 
cups to be competed 
Ritchie trophy and the ! 
man non-winners compt 
will aise be derbies an 

On Monday visiting 
be entertained at I trad 
Belleville Rotary Clu 
Quinte.

Ex-Mayor Riggs, prei 
Belleville Lawn Bowlin 
open the tournament 
words of welcome and 
J. Wray will ateo addri 
ore.

“We hope to make it 
day for the visitors,” sa 
Riggs today. He has j 
tournaments and eve 
heard of rinks that pl-arl 
to BellevQle.

The ladies are arranJ 
a booth on the ground 
they will dispense refrJ 

Belleville bowlers hai 
tion for hospitality an] 
try to live up to their 
when entertaining their

Lindsay a, port ;

Lindsay, Aug. 11—L 
tirds had no tArable 
Port Hope here by the 
4- gathering ten hits of 
new pitcher for the visi 
ture of the 
Playing of pitcher Oule 
ten strike-outs, 
single, and scored three 
say runs.
Chambers, in left, and 
°n third 
their feet. Scores

h-lndsav
Port Hope ....... .

Batteries—Oulette 
Moyse and Weir.

Umpires—Wilson, ( 
Anderson (Lindsay.)

game was

a twi

Two cleveri

for Lindsay,

Fire destroyed the to 
cro® of Ernest Armai 
Uvea on the outskirts of
est.
tiAohn Makl, Sudbun 
Fhnn, was sentenced to 
Toflbing Gsyuoris shoot

■ H

■

8B
P*

’sa
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