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THE STORY S0 FAR: Ellen carey,
the postmaster’'s daughter, seems inter-
ested in two men, Jeff Brand, rustier,
and Calhoun Terry, manager of a big
ranch who s regarded Inimically by
both rustiers and small ranchers. Four

* @
CHAPTER XXIV

A Texan led the packhorse back
to the camp among the pines.

“Couple of fellows brought some
freight in for Mr. McFaddin and
then lit out like the heel flies were
after them.” he said. ‘‘The other
boys are chasin’ them. They acted
right funny.”

McFaddin and Ellison stepped for-
ward.

The Texan released the diamond
hitch and whipped off the tarp. A
body slid to the ground. Those pres-
ent stood staring at what they saw.

Ellison leaned over him. “It's
Jack Turley, one of our stock de-
tectives,”” he said.

“By God, they
crossing killer,”
bluntly.

From the coat pocket Ellison drew
the note Morgan had written,

“Here is yore killer,”” he
““eome back to report.”

“We had better move fast,”
Gaines said, ‘“After being chased ofl
the map these two fellows must sus-
pect something.”

“Let's go,”” McFaddin said with
a sardonic laugh. ‘““We don’t have
to wait any longer for Turley to
guide us. He's here. A little late
for his appointment with us, but I
reckon he couldn’t help that.”

The regulators, as the invaders
called themselves, looked to their
cinches and mounted. From the
prong they wound up through the
pines into a country of open range
too wild for homesteaders. The
spread was too rocky and too hilly
to invite settlers. Presently they
would cross a mountain spur from
which they would drop down into a
district of gulches, rock rims, and
small valleys where at not too fre-
quent intervals a few nesters and
cow thieves held the fort unmolest-
ed, except when posses from the
big ranches came hunting stock that
was missing. On Ellison's list were
the names of a dozen men who lived
in this section.

They straggled forward in no for-
mation, Ellison and McFaddin in
the van. From a long, rocky slope
they came into a little mountain
park, not far from the summit,

McFaddin lifted a shout of warn-
ing and whipped up his rifle. Two
men had appeared on the rim and
started to ride down, but at sight of
the large company pulled up and
turned. One of them flung up a
hand in protest as the Flying V C
man’s gun cracked. The echoes of
that shot rolled across the valley.
A sorrel horse stumbled and flung
his rider, then raced across the slope
with reins flying wild. The man
who had given the Indian peace
sign called to his companion. It
was almost as though the dismount-
ed man had bounced back from the
ground, so quickly was he on his
feet. He ran a few steps along the
hillside and vaulted to the back of
the wuninjured horse behind his
friend. Three or four Texans fired,
but the horse and its double load
reached the rim and vanished.

Giving the cowboy’'s ‘“"Hi-yi-yippy-
yi!"" McFaddin brought his cow-
pony to a canter and pursued. The
others followed him.

A roan horse, carrying two men,
was tgraveling fast down the side of
the spur but was already showing
signs of distress.

“We've got 'em!” yelled McFad-
din. *“‘Come on, boys."

Just ahead was a little clearing
with a log cabin on the edge of a
creek. A man had appeared from
behind it driving a few cattle. He
was at casual ease, In no hurry
whatever. At the sound of the roar-
ing guns he swung his head, took in
the situation, and instantly forgot
there was such a thing as leisure
in the world. While the fugitives
were still a good two hundred yards
distant he jumped his horse to a
gallop and vanished up a draw.

The hunted men flung themselves
from the back of the horse and ran
into the house. The door slammed
behind them. The pursuers dragged
their horses to a halt and many of
them dismounted. Frightened by the
firing, the horse of the men in the
cabin splashed through the creek
and bolted.

Ellison took command. He named
four or five men to follow the cow-
man who had disappeared up the
ravine. The others he distributed
about the place, most of them in or
back of the barn, which was over
seventy-five yards from the house.
Several he stationed across the
brook in the brush near the edge of
the clearing. A steady, intermit-
tent sniping centered on the cabin.
Already its windows were shattered,
The defenders had dug spaces in the
dry mud between the logs of the
walls, which they used as loopholes
for their guns. One had a rifle.
Apparently the other was armed
only with a revolver.

The door of the cabin opened a
few inches and a hand came out
to wave a white flag. A voice called
out something that was drowned in
the crash of guns., Quickly the arm
and the rag were withdrawn, the
door shut and bolted.

“Why not let them surrender?”
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rustiers had been mysteriously killed,
A lot of Texas ex-peace officers have
been brought in by the big ranchers to
kill off rustiers. Terry objects and his
ranch s offered for sale In small
parcels to small ranchers. Jeff shows
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Gaines asked.
and trouble.”

“Let 'em surrender and then hang
‘em?’”’ McFaddin asked harshly.
““No, by Jackson! I won't stand for
that. If we're going to hang 'em
we'll have to dig 'em out."”

““We don't even know they are
on our list,” Collins said.

“We know damn well they are.
They are the same scalawags who
brought Turley’s body back."

The forted man with the rifle
served notice he was not to be taken
too lightly. He wounded in the arm
a ranch foreman who exposed him-
self rather carelessly. Ellison
passed the word among his men
not to take any unnecessary
chances, A few moments later a
bullet tore through the calf of one
of the Texans.

“Save us some time

The men who had pursued the
cowman returned after a time. On
account of his long start they had
failed to catch him. This was dis-
turbing. It meant that news of the
invasion was bound to get out. The
leaders held a consultation.

“We can’'t fool away the rest of
the day here,”” McFaddin said im-
patiently, ‘“‘To heck with this siege
stuff. I move we charge the cabin
and wipe 'em out.”

“Losing three or four men!" Elli-
son scoffed. *‘“That would be dumb
of us.”

Collins then made a suggestion.
“You're both right. What say Clint
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‘“We've got 'em!” Yelled
McFaddin,

stays here with ten or twelve men
and attends to this business while
I take the rest and sweep the hill

pockets? I can get back before
dark."

After some discussion the Ante-
lope Creek man's plan was adopted.

McFaddin said he would ride with
Collins. There were some thieves
in this district he had been wanting
to get a crack at for a long time.

‘““Be sure not to let yourselves get
cut off from wus,”” Ellison cau-
tioned. ‘‘And don't waste any time.
We've got about four hours, I would
guess. Five at the most. By that
time we’'ll have to be on our way,
or we may not get out of here at
all. Whatever happens, don’'t be
tempted to swing too wide a loop.

CHAPTER XXV

Ellen was making up a post-office
report that had to be sent to Wash-
ington when she saw a horseman
emerge from a fissure in the hills
and come down the long slope to
the ranch at a gallop. He was flog-
ging his mount with a quirt, Jim
Budd was at the door, leaning
against the jamb, resting from the
exertion of having swept the floor.
It was in his horoscope that he would
go through life as easily as he could.

“Seems to be a gen'elman in a
hurry, Miss Ellen,” Jim drawled.

A faint unease stirred in her. Men
did not usually ride like that except
to carry bad news.

The rider drew up in front of the
post-office and flung himself from
the horse. The man was Lee Hart.
He spoke to Ellen, who had come
out to the porch,

“Where's Lane?” he demanded.

“Father is down with the men
fencing a new pasture,” Ellen an-
swered. ‘““About three miles due
west from here ., ., Do you have
to see him?"

Hart mopped his perspiring fore-
head with a bandanna handkerchief.
“Never saw it fail!"" he cried bitter-
ly. ‘““Need a man and he ain't
there."”

“What's wrong, Lee?” the girl
wanted to know.

“Wrong! Everything.'' The heavy-
set, bowlegged man slammed his
dusty old hat on the porch floor,
“A bunch of wild Injuns is raidin’
this country. They came bustin’
down on my place with forty guns
I'prm'."

“Indians?"" the girl repeated in-
credulously.
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the killer's note to Ellen. She thinks
it's Jack Turley's writing. Jeff confronts
Jack, who had posed as a rustier though
really a spy for one of the big ranch-
men. Jeff kills Jack and sends the body
to the chief of the big ranchers.

» *

“Well, these Texas warriors the
paper was telling about. They was
chasing two guys. I lit out lickety-
split.”

“Who were they chasing?”

“1 dunno. They're likely wiped
out by now. They hadn't but one
horse between them. When 1 took
my last look they were making for
my house to hole up."”

“What do you want with father?"

“Well, we got to spread the news
to everybody. I'm headin' for Round
Top. Someone has got to ride up
the Alford road and let the settlers
there know. Tell 'em to meet here.
Send the cook if you haven't got
anybody else.”

“No,” Ellen said promptly. “I'm
not going to get Jim mixed up in it.”

‘“Mixed up in it? You tellin’ me
yore black man is too good to work
with us?'’ Hart snarled.

“I'm telling you it is none of his
business.”’

Hart fastened his gaze on two
horsemen coming down the road at
a slow trot. In his eagerness to tell
the news to Jeff Brand he forgot
his indignation. He bowlegged
through the dust to meet the riders
as they drew up at the hitching-
post.

‘“Have you heard, Jeff? The big
outfits have done brought a bunch of
Texans here to run us outa the
country. Paul Vallery told me this
mo'ning. He got it from Lane Car-
ey who read it in the Denver Re-
publican, Well, sir, 1 seen them
comin’ down the hill hell-for-leather
and lit out just in time. They was
chasin’ two birds."”

Brand swung from the saddle to
go forward to meet Ellen. ‘‘Chas-
ing who?'' he asked over his shoul-
der.

“l dunno. Couldn’'t wait to find
out. I burned the wind getting away
from there.”

“You don’'t know what became of
the two men?”

“They got into my house and fort-
ed up, but I reckon they couldn’t
hold out long. Must of been a hun-
dred in that army.”

“Fifty-eight,’”" Brand corrected.

‘“How do you know?"

“We hid on a ridge and counted
them,” Morgan said.

“A bunch of warriors brought in
to shoot down innocent men!’’ Hart
cried angrily. “We’'ll see about that,
I'm on my way to tell our friends
at Round Top."

“No need,” Jeff said. '"We've al-
ready sent a messenger. Betler
stay and gather a relief party to
ride over to your place. We'll need
every man we can get."”

“When do you aim to go?”

“We've got to get off right quick
if we're going to save the boys they
have trapped., Say inside of an
hﬂur.”

“We can't get together seventy or
eighty men that quick,’”” Hart pro-
tested.

“Don’t need more than ten or a
dozen. We’'ll lie in the rocks above
and shoot down at them."’

““Not me,’"" Hart answered prompt-
ly. *“I just got out with my skin,
and I don’'t aim to try it again.”

Jeff looked at the man contemptu-
ously.

‘““Go hide under a bed, vou louse."
The pale blue eyes of Brand burned
into the man. ‘‘But not till you've
done your job. Ride up the Alford
road and send down all the men you
can find. After that you can go
jump in a lake."

Jeff turned away and joined Ellen
on the porch. He grinned at her.
“Well, sometimes a newspaper
piece turns out to be true,”” he said.

Morgan joined those on the porch.
“I'd better ride Deep Creek and
warn the folks up that way. From
what Lee says looks like these fel-
lows are headed there.”

‘“Yes. Better rope one of the
horses in the corral.’”" Jeff added
casual information.

pened to the two trapped iIn his
house. Maybe I can make a di-
version from the rocks that will
help them."

“Must you, Jeff?"’ asked Ellen in
a low volice.

He nodded. ‘‘Can’t desert two of
our men without trying to help
them.” His manner was cheerful
and nonchalant. *‘Dave has picked
the tough job. He's liable to meet
a bunch of these Texans any turn
of the road. But someone has to
warn our friends.”

‘I suppose so. But you don’t have
to go and attack fifty men, do you?"

Brand's gaze followed Morgan as

that young man swung on his horse
to ride to the corral. *‘He’ll do it,
too, if they don’t get him first. That
guy will do to ride the river with."”
His attention came back to what
the girl had said.

“l] don't see what you can do
alone.”

“Can’t tell till 1 get there. Soon
as a bunch of the boys roll in tell
them to hop over to Lee’s place fast
as their brones will bring them."”

She watched him, always spectac-
ular, fling himself into the saddle
without touching the horse. He
waved his big white hat in farewell
as he rode away.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

“I'm going to |
Lee's place to see what has hap-

Kathleen Norris Says:

Real Happiness Means to Live in Peace

{ Bell Syndicate—WNU Service.)
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I enjoy quiet evenings at home. But my husband is socially inclined and likes to
be on the go continually. There is always some pretty woman to listen to his line of

talke. To me it seems that of a college boy.

By KATHLEEN NORRIS

g I \HE smart women in this
world are those who realize
that you have to live in

peace with somebody. That is,

if you want to live, in the true

sense of living,

One such woman lives
city not far from the country
town where ]l am writing, a com-

fortably rich woman who, they |
say, was once quite a beauty |

and a belle. Her young husband

died only a few years after mar-

riage, leaving her with one son.
She married again, unfortunately,

and was divorced, with considerable |

bhitterness on both sides, for the sec-

ond husband had wasted not only a |
large part of her fortune but some |
The son later |
hasnt |

of her son’'s as well,
sued for his share and
seen him, as a cbnsequence,
more than twenty vears.

Two nieces in turn have tried liv-
ing with Aunt Carry, but with both
she made life so difficult that each
girl presently went her own way.
Now this dreary old creature lives

she
for

alone in a large mouldering house, |

quarrelling with her cook, and ex-
acting devoted attention from a
handsome French chauffeur of about
24. to whom she says she 1s going to
leave all her money. The French-
man has been engaged for two years
to an attractive American girl, a
waitress, but his despotic old em-
ployer has forbidden him to men-
tion her or see her.

Eternally Complaining.

Another dreadful old woman of
my acquaintance is penniless and
alone, supported by a daughter and
son who see her as rarely as possi-
ble. She is a strong, husky woman
of 60, eternally complaining and crit-
icizing. She says she hates the
daughter's husband, and that the
son had no business to marry while
his mother needed him.

This woman tried boarding-houses
for yvears; the meals, the service
and her fellow boarders in all of
them disgusted her. Now she has
one room, a two-burner gas stove,
and a bathroom four doors down the
hall, and cries when you meet her
because meals prepared and eaten
alone are so lonely.

Her daughter is not strong and has
three small children, but when Mrs.

| Vee occasionally calls she sits In

the parlor like a stranger, Her son's
wife was in the hospital seven
months last year with a broken
spine, and paid a housekeeper all
that time. Mrs. Vee said she never
could forget the way Emily acted
when she and Jacky were first mar-
ried and their troubles weren't hers,
anyway.

The women who drift into this sort
of isolation in old age always have
wonderful reasons for it. They will
tell you of them at length.

A Flirtatious Husband.

I am wondering whether Laura is
going to be one of those old women.
She is only 31 now, but the letter
I have from her indicates that she
is already on the wrong track and
rather proud of herself for being
there.

This is part of the letter. It comes
from Pittsburgh, Pa.

‘“How am I to deal with a flirta-
tious husband?’’ writes Laura. ‘“He
is in every other way a perfect dear,
but he does like the ladies! He and
I first met three years ago, when
both were unhappily married. My
first husband was a man who was all
but unbalanced mentally, jealous,
unreasonable and changeable to a
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LEARN HOW TO LIVE

To learn how to live, you must
first learn how to get along with
others. One of the saddest stories
in the world is that of the older
woman who could get
with and
friends and, consequently, now
finds herself left alone. To really

live, says Kathleen Norris, you

never

along her family

must learn to adapt yourself to
another’'s interests as readily as
The woman whose
hushand likes to go out should
try to enjoy going out with him,
even though she may prefer to
stay home and read a book. If
she doesn’t, she may find that
her

o your own,

husband prefers someone
else’s company to hers.

degree that almost affected my own
mind.

“My daughter by that marriage 1s
with her father; his mother, who had
interfered from the beginning with
our marrimge, used her influence to
prove that before the divorce 1 had
made arrangements to marry Cal,
my present husband, and generally
to discredit me. This caused a break
my brother, who is my first
husband’s partner, and lost me
many friends.

“I have a little girl one year old.
Not feeling particularly interested in
the sort of social contacts that my
husband makes, I enjoy quiet eve-
nings with books and radio music at
home. But Cal is socially inclined,
and likes to be continually on the
go, and, as 1 say, there is always
some pretty woman to listen to his
line of talk. To me it seems that of
a college boy, and I feel we should
have abandoned such nonsense long
ago.

Always Facing Trouble,

“If 1 plead that I must stay with
Barbara Ann, Cal says we can
take her across the street and leave
her with his mother. But 1 do not
approve of her treatment of small
children. She spoils her other grand-
children dreadfully and would spoil
mine if I let her. Cal's sister and
I were in school together, but we
have drifted very much apart and I
don't care to be under obligation to
her when it comes to leaving Bar-
bara Ann for an evening or a week-
end.

“It is very hard nowadays to get
a trustworthy maid, for they are
all running after war-time jobs and
salaries, and I am a particular
housekeeper and won’t take just any-
one. I would rather do it myself if
it kills me. My husband takes no
interest in domestic duties,

“How can I cure him of his phi-
landering? It is never serious. It is
just foolish, and I have given you
the wrong impression if you think
I am in the least jealous. 1 am
more amused than jealous. But if
there is any way in which I can
make him appreciate a good home,
a lovely child, and a wife who was
willing to make the sacrifices and
endure the criticism I did when we
were first married, I would be grate-
ful for the suggestion.”

Isn't that a hopeléss letter and a
hopeless situation? What can one
say to such a woman? Except per-
haps, ‘‘Go beat your stubborn com-
placent head against a wall, break
up the stiff little tin compariments
in which you keep your alleclions,
learn to live on the terms ol others
besides yourself!

Telling Gypsy Fortunes
You Delight Your Crowd
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OVE, luck, riches—it's all in

the cards! And thrilling times
are in store for the girl who knows
their meanings.

The minute you start shuffling
your mysterious deck, everyone
gathers round eagerly. Ladies
first! Your ‘“‘client” picks a name
card—if she’'s a blue-eyed bru-
nette, the Queen of Hearts.

- - -

And fun to read the future in tea-leaves,
dominoes, the ""Mystic Cirele!”™ Our 32-
page booklet reveals their dark secrets,
alen meanines ol all Has horoe-
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Kipling Found His Anger
Was Profitable—to Another

A bus driver once crashed his
vehicle into one of the trees out-
side the home of Nudyard Kipling.
The author wrote the man de-
manding reparation. The driver
ignored the complaint and sold the
letter to a friend for 10 shillings,

Not receiving an answer, Kip-
ling penned another note threaten-
ing legal action. This scathing let-
ter the driver also ignored-—and
sold.

Finally losing patience, Kipling
called on the man and angrily
demanded an explanation.

‘“I was hoping that you would
write me some more letters, Sell-
ing them is most profitable,”” re-
plied the man,

GAS ON STOMACH

Mav exclite the Heart action

At the first sign of distres: gmart men and women
depend on Bell-ans Tablets to set gas free No lnxa-
tive but made of the fastest-acting medicines known
for symptomatic relis f of gastrie hyperacidity. If the
FIRST TRIAL doesn’t prove Hell-ans better, return
bottle to us and receive DOUBLE Money Hack. 2be.

Benefit From Trouble
But for some trouble
row, we should never
the good there IS
Dickens.
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TABLETS
SALVE

NOSE DROPS

COUGH DROPS

Grief in Excess
Moderate lamentation is the
right of the dead; excessive grief
the enemy of the living.~—~Shakes-
peare,
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Relieves MONTHLY

FEMALE PAIK

Women who suffer pain of irregu-
lar periods with cranky nervousness
- due to monthly functional dis-
turbances — should find Lydia E.
Pinkham's Compound Tablets (with
added iron) simply marvelous 1O re-
lieve such distress. They're pnade es-
pecially jor women,

Taken regularly—Lydia Pinkham's
Tablets help bulld up resistance
against such annoying symptoms.
They also help build up red blood
and thus ald in promeoting more
strength, Follow label directions.
Ly4ia Pinkham's Compound Tablets
are WORTH TRYINGH
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Variety a Pleasure

The variety of all things forms
a pleasure.—Euripides.

Today's popularity
of Doan’s Pills, after
many vyears of world-
wide use, surely must
he accepted as evidence
of sahisfactory Wse,
And favorable public
opinion supports that
of the able physicians
who test the wvalue of
Doan’s under exacting
laboratory conditions,

These physicians, top, approye every word
of advertising you read, the objective of
which is only to reecommend Doan's Pilis
as a diuretic. treatment for disorder
of the kidney function and for relief of
the pain and worry it causes,

If more people were aware of how the
kidneys must constantly remove waste
that cannot stay in the blood without in-
jury to health, there would be bhetter un-

tanding of why the whole body suffers
wher kidneys lag, and diuretic medica-
tion would be more often employed.

Burning, scanty or too frequent urina
tion sometimes warn of disturbed kidney
function. You may suffer nagging back-
ache, persistent headache, attacks of diz-
ziness, getting up nights, swelling, puif-
ness under the eyes—ieel weak, nervous,
all played out,

se Doan's Pills. It is better to rely on
a medicine that has won world-wide ac
claim than on something less favorably
known, Ask yowr neighbor!




