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I FIGHTING jTR
NOW SHOWING AT THE HAPPY HOUR

the *ed of Û» «ear* en<**erred by

j I (CtonltHnhied)
“When I returned I brought Joe 

with me. He confided, on the way, 
that Frances cried continually with 
Lawton. She did not love him. Up
on arriving again at Lost Mine, I 
learned that Lawton had taken no 
steps. He confessed that he had lost 
all tadr money gambling. I was dis- 
guetett*With him, and insisted that 
we rotyrn to Chihuahua I refused 
to let him drink, on the way, and 
he became enraged. Then, he told 
me that Frances would have nothing 
to do with me because, I quote *iis 
own words: ‘I told her you offered 
to buy her because you didn’t care 
to marry her—and she believed me.’ 
Hie. statenrcht infufcti^ited me. My 
erations, was suddenly boiling wlth- 
Spanish blood, cooled through gon- 
erations, was suddenly boiling with
in me. Id was a matter of honor. I 
challenged him to a, duel with 
knives, and we fought, I know not 
how long, on the brink of a precip
ice. We struggled like maniacs; I 
do not remember all, tut I do know 
thaï I was suddenly horrified as I 
realised thc«t we •’ were hurtling 
through spaco. Wo had rolled over 
tho edge and were falling into the 
valley below Làwton was killed 
by that fall. Through some mir
acle—it was nothing short of a mir
acle—I was saved. Joe revived me 
from unconrciousncss, and that 
night we bnri'id Lawton within a 
few; feet of the scene cf the struggle. 
Just as we finished covering over 
the body, Joe heard something mov
ing in the bushes behind us. He 
hurried to the spot, and found noth
ing. A momenij later we were start
led by the sound of hoof-beats going 
down the trail. I was hanuted by 
the thought that* perhaps someone 
had seen us, but in time managed 
to drive it from my mind.

“When we reached home Frances 
asked for her husband. I could not 
Cell her the truth, but, when I ' was 
not near, Joe told her all. He also 
told her the reason, which vindicat
ed me in her eyes and brought me 
back her respect. She understood, 
thank God; and she forgave nr»! 
Thatl night you were bom, and your 
mother died. With her last words 
6h<Ld6egged me to care for you and 
brink you up to be happy.

“Very soon after your mother’s 
death I received a visit from two 
men whom I had never known. They 
were a degraded looking pair, their 
attire rough, and their faces scarred 
from a hard life In the hills. They 
spoke well, however, which suprised 
me; they must have been fairly well 
educated and, I judged, had sunk 
rk> delation In their early manhood 
Tto/ names you have heard since. 
.Thtflr wore Dmnt and Rawls. They 
were th« men who had seen us bury 
Lawton, and, as 3 reward had been 
offered by the authorities for the 
conviction of the murderer, they 
claimed blackmail, which I was forc
ed ito pay. They continued their 
demands for money unitil I could 
meet sthem uo longer, and fled secret 
ly to this little abode in the hills, 
bringing only you ahd Joe with me. 
We dug the shaft which leads to the 
mine, and developed It only enough 
to yield a living. It is as rich to-day 
as if it had never been touched. And 
it is yours when you read this, for 
I shall have passed away. One-half 
of the char) is in an envelope that 
lies near this. The other half, which 
we took from Lawton’s body. Is In 
the mala part of the chest. Togeth
er they will serve tc locate the mine 
A.one, no'ther can help. Bu* Yaqul 
can also take you there. He i8 the 
only one alive, after I pass away, 
who knows tho location. That is all.

"Your mother knew this story up 
to the point of her death. She for
gave me. Can you Nan, dear daugh
ter of my hear* If not of my body?
I ask you. Nan, though I can never 
hear your answer. I nay on»y live 
and die in hope.

“Don Carlos Ybarra De Cordoba." 
Gwyn looked up from the manu

script as he finished reading. He 
saw that Nan’s eyes were filled with 
tears, buff she brushed them away 
and forced a smile. Gwyn gated at 
her, almost mechanically opening the 
other envelope as he did so. From 
It he drew a folded sheet of paper 
as old and yollow and brittle from 

; at,e ae the envelope whclh had en
closed It. Carefully, so as not to 
tear It, he\unfolded the shoet, until 
there lay spread open on hi* lap, the 
chart All of the lines and writing 
that seemed to lead to ono side, stop
ped, abruptly as they came to the 
edfiâoof the paper. It was plain 
th*8as Don Carlos had slated In hie 
let.er, It waa but & half of the map.

“This la what they wanted,’’ Gwyn 
aald thoughtfully. “It la the chart. 
They must have learned of its ex
istence In some way."

•“Tee," replied Nan, “and they 
v meat have gotten the older half. Do 

you remember when Joe ran to the 
che^ after they had left, he shouted: 

ot It, but not all?’ He meant
---- -----------They got a half This

î is th# rest H* went out'to find t*eir 
Craft He should be bach by now

Do you suppose ijhat anything could 
have happened to him? If they ever 
get him? If they ever get him and 
make him tell—” Hor face grew 
suddenly pale aj the thought of 
what they would do to the Indian.
Gwyn rushed from ibe room and 

out through the door. Nan stood, 
as if she were da^cd. Th« dawn 
was beginning to cast a thin, gray 
Ugh;* in the sky, and shone as a 
mist through the tops of the trees. 
Around the hut1, and in the thick 
stretch of -trees it still .was dark. 
As Gwyn threw himself upon a 
horse, ready saddled, and prepared 
to ride out to the traii, Nan rush
ed from the haojienda and mounted 
another. They did not speak a word, 
but clattered off toward the trail at 
top speed.

Meantime, Yaqul Joe, faithful to 
his trust, had ridden bravely after 
the brigands and, as it transpired 
into the very Jaws of death. When 
he mounted his pony and started af
ter the gang It was easy for him 
to pick up and fol.ow their trail. 
He rode rapidly for nearly five 
miles and then, his practiced eye 
noting that the others had stopped 
their horses, apparently to hold 
conference, he suddenly dismount- 
ed, tethered his jiors' and began 
cautiously to advance on foot.

Tho Indian had g'one only 
sparse one hundred yards when 
suddenly the h:ge form of Shoe
string Diant ca-me hurtling from 
the bush on a rising at the right 
hand side of the road. He landed 
squarely on Joe’s shoulders, bearing 
him to the ground and knocking his 
rifle from his hand. Von Bleck, 
Cut-Deep and two other men quick
ly jointed Draat. Joe struggled man- 
fu.ly, but in vain. The odds were 
too great for him and It was a mat
ter of only a few seconds for the 
outlaws to make him a captive.

Then began the torture that show
ed the depths of flendiskness that 
.ay in Cut-Deep Rawls and Shoe
string Drant. Joe wps bound fast 
to the trunk of a tree, his bonds 
cutting Into his flegh so that he 
v-tîneed from tho pain. But he made 
no outcry. Rawls demanded that 
Joe, ag the price of hte liberty, re- 
veai the location of the nine. The 
Indian mode no rlgn. Rswlg struck 
the man a blow in the face. Again 
he made his demand. Again Joe 
,was silent and Rawls, his anger well 
ing up liko a torrent, showered 
blow after bloy on hl8 victim until 
even the rugged Yaqul tfaifcd under 
the brutal attack and he passed in
to unconsciousness, his body 
gglng limply.

Rawla turned away. To Drant he 
said :

“Yon and the others stay here 
and qee what you can get out of this 
bull-headed coyote—Von Bleck and 
I will return to Ybarra’s and hunt, 
for the other half of this infernal 
map.”

He and Von Block mounted and 
rode away and Shoestring gave his 
attention to Joe, who, weakened 
though he was revived in a few mo
ments.

Shoestring took up the torture 
where Cut-Deep had stopped, but

boat in ÿ' still failed to make the 
Indian 'betray his 'mas'effs secret. 
Enraged. Shoestring drew his re
volver and deliberately shot off the 
lobe of the Indian’s right ear. Still 
Joe remained silerit. . 'Drant then 

drew forth a long-bladed hunting 
knife and, with cru-lty unbelievable, 
began plunging it Into the flesh of 
Ybarra’s faithful servant, and soon 
blood was rtroamfng from a score of 
wounds in Joe’s arms, legs, neck

ajyl frihest. When this -failed to 
unseal his lips, Drant ordered his 
m^n to buiid a fire lK/neath the feet 
of their victim. ^

Joe by this time was almost be
yond feeling and nothing that Shoe
string could do now would add any 
more to big suffering. He wo# fast 
stak.^ig |nto|' unconsciousness from 
loss of blood

But the malignant Drant wae de
termined end hq personally applied 
the torch 10 the pyre that was to 
make Joe divulge hie secret. The 
latter had slipped in'o unconscious
ness again, but Drant depended on 
the fire to bring him back to life 
and confoeslon. The outlaw had 
just lifted a burning brand and wae 
letting the fttmes play on the soles 
of Joe’* feet when a shot rang out. 
Startled, ho swept the valley In a 
quick, all-embracing look, then leap
ed to hie foet. Ho started to the 
trail, where hp had left a man on 
guard and his other followed with 
hfm, leaving: the dying Yaqul alone.

Arriving on the troll, Drant mid 
his companion discovered their sen
tinel In a death grip with Gwyn. He 
and Nan had descended Into 
canyon on Its farthest sjd-> ty 
of a ropo which Gwyn took 
a well on the skfo of the trail.
Ing one end to the pommel of 
•addle and taking Nan’s rifle he had 
descended to the bottom of the oan- 
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Drant’s sentry and climbed up the 
other side to tho titfl. Gwyn was 
a.most upon the guard before the 
letter saw him and fired. He miss 
es and Gwyn leaped on him. Nan 
taking a short cut to tho point where 
Joe had been left to die.

Drant and his companion lost not 
a moment in going to the rescue of 
Gwynfe antagonist. Each tried to 
bring their weapons into play, but 
could not. The struggling pair mov
ed so rapidly they dared not take a 
chance of lcil.ing their friend. The 
pair leLped on Gwyn, but he fought 
like a itiger. He engaged the three 
singly and together. A dozen times 
they swayed to thp edge of the 
trail and it seemed its though all 
must plunge to death. But they 
did qlat Finally, patching the 
guard around the waist, Gwyn hurl
ed him over the brink and to death, 
The other man leaped down soon 
afterwtrd, breaking his neck as he 
struck the rocks below.

Fearful of a similar fate, Drant 
fled down the trail, intending to re
turn itnd finish Joe before Gyyn 
could rescue him. As he approach
ed, Joe who had been released by 
Nan, rose from the ground and fired. 
Nan did likewise. Drant, his fury 
turned on the girl, fired at her. But 
Joe had anticipated him and he 
leaped in front of Nan, taking in 
his own heart the bullet that was 
intended for her. Drant disappear
ed in the brush as Joe fell, dying to 
earth. Nan was quickly bending 
over the mortally wounded servant 
and raised his head to her lap us 
Gwyn came running up. They res
ized that Joe's valiant life was near 
its end.

Suddenly the old, wrinkled face 
of the faithful Yaqul brigthened. 
His eyes lighted for an instant, his 
lips parted, a whisper came forth. 
They bent low to hear He spoke:

"Joe no tell."
They were hio last words. His 

head fell back, his faoc relaxed. He 
was dead.

Tenderly, Gwyn raised the poor, 
blcod-run body ia his arms. Foll
owed by Nan ho carried his burden 
to a poi.it deep in the cany0.1 ar.d ' 
laid it h: a rocky grave, piling 
rocks high over it so that coyotes 
or vultures should not get to It. Then 
they began to as-ymd the cliff, Nan 
2dftly weeping as they went. Half 
way up the trail, Gwyn halL.d, his 
ejea riveted cn something deep 
dewn tho valley. It was Drant, rid 
lug like mad. Taking careful aim, 
Gwyn fired one shot from ihe rifle 
and &n instant later Drant’s white 
pony went to earth, shot through 
tbe head, and his rider went flying 
through the air. Nan restrained 
Gwyn as he raised his rifle to fire 
at Drant.

Now Qwyn and Nan moved hur
riedly toward the point where they 
had descended into the canyon. 
Drant, who had by now reached the 
upper trail where their horses stood, 
mounted Nan’s horso and rode 
swiftly off, seeking Von Block and 
Rawls.

When Gwyn and Nan reached the 
dangling rope that had borne them 
to the canyon bed, they w*ero con
fronted by the problem of getting 
to tho top again. Gwyn thought 
first of climbing up himself and 
then pulling Nan up, but the danger 
of battering her against the rocky 
walls of th*> canyo > caused him to 
dismiss the plan. ? o had a sudden 
inspiration. Tying .ho rope secur
ely about the mldd i of Non’» rifle, 
he ordered her to s"L on one side of 
it and ho sat upon he other. Then 
he tugged at the ropo until the 
strain put fear into his horse and 
tho frtgthened beast started on a 
mad gallop along the trail. As he 
ran, he pulled Gwyn and Nan to 
the top of the canyon 1

• * * A
When they reached the top, Gwyn 

replaood the rope In the well and 
he and Nan went in search, of their 
mounts. Only Gwyn'» was to be 
found and then they realised how 
Drant had got away. * Lifting Nan 
into the saddle, Gwyn then got on 
back of her and they started for 
the hacienda.

Dusk was beginning to unfold its 
thin, blue veil over the solemn 
peaks of tho Sierras. The shadowy 

•outlines of the mountains looked 
like a thousand tombstones In the 
gnofr|ng dbrknees. The tjhhqk ad If 
once about the little house that had 
been Don Carlos’ home seemed to 
emphasise the vaatnea* and solitude 
of the hills. Jt was just fourteen 
hours From the windows of the 
hacienda th low, flickering, nervous 
rays of candlelight cast their 
yeflotw brlhtneee into the darkness 
Inside, lounging comfortably In the 
living mom, where throe men, con- 

l sorionsly jUt lew,, scarcely 
audltie vohee. They were Karl 
Von Bleck. «Kg* L ing Drant and 
Ch<-Deep JUwls, Vpn JBÊ*ok was 
leaning forward In hie chair, a wor
ried, uggatqnti iegpreesion eft his 

Countenance. |Drant -wae tilkhy,
ad, ae he spoils he mopped the 

lorapiratkm turn bin forehead with 
* t*by handkerchief, it wae evld-*-*xv

he Burden 
ofAnxietu
falls on 

the Women

ALMOST everybody is living 
under a tense nervous 
strain during these trying 

times, but the burden rests par
ticularly heavy on the women in 
the home. Whatever their em
ployment about the house, the 
mind has much time to dwell on 
the dreadful things that might 
happen.

There is nothing so wearing on the 
nerves as worry and anxiety. Nerve 
force is consumed at an enormous 
rate, and as the nerve cells become 
starved and depleted you find your
self unable to rest or sleep. You soon 
get so you can only see the dark side, 
and become down-hearted and dis
couraged.

Headaches, neuralgic pains, indi
gestion and failure of the vital organs 
to properly perform their functions 
are among the symptoms which tell 
of exhausted nerves and low vitality.

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food will help 
you if you will only give it a chance. 
We know this from long experience 
with this great food cure. We have 
proven it by evidence published in 
this paper from time to time. It only 
remains for you to put it to the test.

You may wonder why people are so 
enthusiastic in recommending this 
treatment for the nerves. But you 
will understand after you have ex
perienced the benefits that are to be 
obtained by its use.

You will find yourself resting and 
sleeping better, appetite and diges
tion will improve and you will know 
again the joy of good health.

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food
60 cents a box—do not pay more—at all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Ltd., 

Toronto. On every box of the genuine you will find the portrait and signature of1 A. W. 
Chase, M.D., the famous Receipt Book author. 8

ent that he had entered but a mo
ment before, and Ills excited tones 
as words fairly fumbled from his 
lips, deLoted that he was reporting 

toewsi xol weighty importance. 
Drant’s eves '.ver« fixed upon. Von 
Bleck.

“Where’s the Indian?" Von Bleck 
fairly shouted. “I don’t cane a hang 
how long you fought, I want to 
know where the Indian I:. We did
n’t find the chart here and he knows 
where it is. That’s all I care about 
Where is he?"

(Continued next week)

NEW ROAD RULE NOT
YET IN FORCE

The mtew Highfway Act, under 
which the rule of the road is chang
ed is not yet in force, and It is not 
yet proper to turn to the right. The 
regulation will be changed on ordor- 
ln-counsil and the public will have 
ample notice. It i« not likely the 
rule of the road will be changed 
till aliter next January, when the 
County Councils will have an op
portunity of passing upon It.

Do You Own
IVERIASTIC a Factory?

“RUBBER** ÏF YOUR buildin^c have steep
V) ^ -l roofs, cover them with Barrett's
RW w/ IL L Lverlastic “Rubber" Roofing.

A B«.rrctt*u Lvcthetis Roof will pay 
you because it lasts for many, many years.

Don’t take chances on poor roofing. Even a small defect may cause 
much damage. Barrett Roofing» ate good all over.

We have a full stock of one-, two- or three-ply. All ready to lay.

THE BARRETT CO.. LIMITED
(Formerly The Carrittc Paterson Mfg. Co.. Limited/

ST. JOHN, N.B. HALIFAX, N.S. SYDNEY. N.S.

For the Young Man!
Snappy Novelty Style Creations

carry the indelible self - sa tidying 
essor modish well-dresaed superiority.

that
impress < ____________ _
You will note a wide selection, among our 
superb showing of Spring and Summer 
1918 Suits and Top-Coats in

Smi-rraüy
Sailrorrô

FOR MEN
You choose the fabric and pattern—with 
our judgment assisting; ws do the rest— 
to your ultimate full approval. Each Semi- 
ready garment cut and shaped to your 
individual measurements.

J. D., Creaghan Co., Ltd.


