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THARON OF LOST VALLEY
By VINGIE E. ROE

“The Muld of the Whispering Hills,” “The Heart
Author of of Night Wind" ete.

il

(OopurioM, 1990, by Dodd, Mead & 0o.)

THIS ATARYS THE STORY
naron Laoat the wonders
i et + o’ml old Anita
Lost Valley. She @

A 1 Jim ho in

Cow aneka

" zfg?::mm Bl Rey appeora
an almost llrgu:‘ ﬁdaseh"

hos bu::“ ahot W g 4

her
king toward anot
mu‘.?'?:il m for wou both.”
AND HERE IT CONTINUES

I'TH a snort like & pistol shot Xl
Rey flung up hin dreat h;arl. ‘:?1:;:
fnto the air and was gone. rou g
¢ the adobe houss he went,

s ‘:m yrampled yard, and awly
tha open to the south, running
o free. With the first Aink-and-
gy 'hm'l alipped baok o full

il
nn T]l:;:":r ghe wound her fngers In
:::nv}mie cloud of mane that fiailed her

inch by Inch, When
M:::o:d:":'n“:nll up on the huge
h;r niders that worked beneath them
- fully, she gathered the reins, one
pownr:l h;md. lsaned down nlong the
:::l::etched nook and jet the grent :tin:
pun. The wind sang by har1 :-r:' n .
elsing whine, the green pra .‘o d:: -
flowing men peneath her, the thun .o
tﬁn pounding hoofs Was llup: et
music. Tharon shut her eyes an mv;
and for the first time since Jim ..
Asath a sense of joy rose In her like

“d;ha had ridden Kl Rey before, many

{imes. She had felt him sall benenth

the open prairies and always
"w::wnr: a8 "’:h. earth slid by, ubit
j te of the wind lifted minute by
;I.'&J'ﬁ She had wndﬁ;aec eznﬂ:u‘:bmt];

how long it wou n

hiewith T Rey's risl apeed, Now
lang before he would re A MAX e
hove which he could nol go, & D :
:-l\nm the singing note would remain

fixed.

@ had never known
int Alwye he could
“rx: hé'ur .adhmd she saw a bunch of

4 ¢ were Inslly clr-

ttle feeding. They €
b content under the
eling In n wide arc v 4
peaming sun, Near them sat a r har trl.
a buckskin horse, Bent Smit tgo
Golden. This Golden was one of
r?du of Last's Holding. Bigger than
'rr‘mrumr!n- or Redbuck, he ranked naxl
to 1 Rey himself in speed. for his u‘“m
fegn, slapped smartly with the lll-
tingulshing finger marks on” the outaide
of the knee, were long and shapely, mn
back slmrt-murlcd and strong, v L
withers low, his narrow .hlgu ‘l'h.
Tharon bors hard on Kl Rey's bit, lsan-
ed hor body to the 18ft, and they swung
in townrd Bent and Golden In a beaut!-
ful swesping ourve ‘that brought the
cowboy up In his stirrups with his hat

y sove him,
u""’f‘k“:ﬂ“lr“" he velled with leaping
gladness as the superb palr shot by.
Gond girl! Go to It!

Tharon loosed a hand long enough to
wave back and was gone, on down the
sloping fand toward the country of the
Blick Coules, her dark skirts fluttering
at her kneon.h;.?: t:ro“ll-ar,:;;nplum

Ing her t n At e .
“?1"“\.:'.1. a long time before K1 Rey
eames down from his sweeping flight.

He had been too long held in
eramping hars. The free winds and the
rolling ¢arth filled him with a sort of
madness. He ran with joy and the
surety of unbounded power,

The rider, left far behind, watched
thom wnxiously for a time, thought of
llowing, glanced at his cattle re-
membered the gunman's heritage and
turned to his business,

The sun was well down over tha
wastern Rockfacs when Tharon and Kl
Rey came back to Last's Holding, The
riders wore bringing in o oattls, dust
wae rising In clon abo¥e the moving
masses.  From the ranch house came
the mvory mmells of cooking.

The stalllon was limber as a willow.
He tossed his handsome head and his
tyen were bright as stars set In his
gilvor face. Life was at high tide in
him. flowing magnifloently,

Tharon, her cheeks ‘whipped Into
pulsing color by the wind and bounding
meed, her tawny mane loosed from It
bands and flying in & clowd behind her,
fmoothed baock from her face, looked
wild s wn Indian. As she drew up und
#al watching the work of the evening.
she amiled for the first time In many
doys, and Jack Masters passing, felt
his heart leap with gladness.

When the mistress of Last's wans sad,
0 were her people.

When the last big corral guts had
fwung to and the boys turned in to
unmﬁ]ln. #he touched Kl Rey with a
toe and went over among them,

“Line up the horsas, boye,’ she said,
'T'want to see them nll together once
more.  Somethin' came back in me to-
day—momathin' [ been missing for a
long tme. 11l be myself wgain.’

lly turned Redbuck to face her,
ropped his rein, Curly rode up on

rumfire, Thess two were red roans,
dead mutches. Bent brought Golden
and stood him alongside. From far at
the buck of the corral they called Con-
ord und Juok, who came wondering,
the former on Bweetheart, true sister of
Ll Hey. nlmost as big, almost as fast,
Rlimost as beautiful,

Sliver-blus ronn, siiver-pointed, siim,
roeful, springy, whe had not a single
Urk apot on her except the sharp black
bars of the finger murks outside her
knees

him reach that
go faster, Al-

“You darlin'!"
Wheoled in line,
enocame Jack on Westwind, and
& wad another buckskin, paler than
Golden, most marvelously pointed In
Ez'lrﬂ chestnut brown. Hig finger marks
|

sald Tharon na she

‘re brown inatead of black—gtha only
Orse at the Holding so distingulshed,
or no matter of what shade or oulor,
In all the others these pecullar marks
Were Jot black, Five splendid oren-
orew they stood and phunded the ring-
ing carth tossed thalr heads and wait-
&L though they had &l boen far that
dl}' and It was feading time,

UL In the horse corrals there were
muny more of thelr breod, slim, wiry
borsgs, toughened and hardened Ly long
hours and dully work;, but these were
the flewer of Lant's, the prized favorites,

o long time Tharon sat and
Watched them, noting their porfect con.
ditlon, thelr Klistening skins, their shin-
Ing hoots, many of which were striped,
“hother churncteristio,

[ don't bellave,” whe sald at last,
Jhat there's m buneh of horses In Loat
Valloy v come nigh ‘em. Ironwoods
W anything else—I'd buok th' Finger
Murks

e S would we sald Conford quiat-
¥ “though we've ween th' Ironwoous
I'tl.!'t - a Htile

“That's th'

word, Burt,” sald Curly,
& (ittly,
“Who of ug hinw ever seen Courtrey let
It run ltke he wanted to? Not a
darned one I've. seen that big bLay
A8Vl pull il th' blood dripped from
hls mouth, "
“Bure” put in Masters, “I've seon
hat, too—but I was lyin' up on th'

Tup Rim onoet, watchin' a  coupls
mavericis fer funny work, an' Court-
ray wn' Wylaokie Beb cume along down
that way on Bolt an' Artow—an' they
wam't a-holdin’ them then, Lod,
lord how they was goin'! Two long
Wd wtreaky as level ad your hand, an'
WWear my heart omme up In my throat
O Bee ‘em, wn' I wlmowt hollered. It
Wi t““, work—pretty work, an' no
Kalatuke,

E'l-!urun looked over at him,

Jast an ¥l Rey, Jauk?"

h“’lm could tell?" sald the man. *'I
ulqyw It was some speed, an' thut In

The girl struck a hand on the king's
bulder so passtonutely that he jumped

. BNOrted,
e me day," she sald tnnu’l{. "Bl
Wil run th' Ironwoods off their

=&n" I'll run th' heart out of thalr
I . dnmn hll"n? Fut th' horses out.

Prer time,'
g

grace, and slid abruptly te the ground.

An she did so thore came the sound of
hoofs on the hard earth at the corner
of the 'M?“' and a stranger came
sharply Inth slght,

He drew up and nodded. Conford,
Just tumln’- away, turned quickly back
and cams forward,

"Howdy," he sald, /

The man, tall lean, dark, returnes
the salute with another nod

He was covared with dust, ae if he
had ridden far and been a long time
coming, His olothes wers much the
worse for wear, but they were mostly
leather, which takes wear standing, as
It were, Tho wide hat, pulled low over
hin ptorninf dark eyes, was ornamented
with & vanity of sllver,

The riding cuffs at his wrists were
studded profusely with the sams metal,
As was the wide balt that spanned hig
narrow waist,

He wore a three days’ beard, and n
binck mustache dropped its long points
1o the edge of hin jaw, Blnck halr
showad beneath the hat.
remarkable fAgure, even in Lost Val-
loy, hnd he commhnded attontion,

e carried the oustomary two guns of
the ocountry, and he besgrods a horse
that was as notlceable us himself

This horse was no denizen of Lowt
Valley. It was un utter allen, Its
oolor was a dingy biack, as It (¢ W
recently been through fire, its  cout
rough wnd unkempt,

Its long head was heavy and slug-
like, its nose of the type known among
horsemen as Romun, 1t was roughly
bullt, raw-boned and angular, and of
80 stupondous u slse that the man atop
who was six foot
small by compurison,

However, for wil jta ugliness,
sensed a peoming of vanst power,
Rostlon of great strength,

The wtranger look
with his keen,
& nlow drawl,

"I reckon,” he sald, “I'm a-ridin® th*
wrons trall. 1 hain't expected hyar.”

An turnlng abruptly,  without an-y
other word, he jogked away around
the house and atarted down the long
nlops alroady graying with the coming

nlgl!'u"

he foreman and the five punchers
clamped over to the  corner of the
kitchen and watched him In speculative
Sllence. Tharon came wlong and stood
by Billy, her hand on the boy's arm.
Tq Billy that sober touch confused the
dimunces, sel the stranger rider danoe-
lna” on the slope,

He was a

It pon-
& nug-

H'm,” sald Conford his Eray eyes
narrow, “come from far an's  goln'
somewheres,

Il wateh that duck, He
looks like he's a record man to me.*”
Al mupper there was much Epeouln-
tion about the stranger, d '
“I'Il Iny a month's pay h# came from
Texas," said Billy, casting a side glunce
at his pal Curly, Ythem long lunkys |
usually do. An' samehow it shows In
thelr eyes, sort o' flerce an'—'" |
“Billy," sald Tharen paverely, "¢ o
was Curly 1'd take a fall out of you,
He oan do it, you know that an' 1,
know it |
"Thanks, Miss Tharon,” aald Curly in |
his soft southern drawl, “if you foel|
that-aw-way about |t, w'y, 1 don't eare
what no littls yellow-hended whipper-
snapper from up Wyomin' way auys to
th' contrary."
Billy was a
stubbornly

bit abashed, but he!
supported his  contention
that the stranger was o bad-man from
Teaxas. [
_'Plenty bad-men right here In Lost |
Valley," sald the Kirl quiotly., “an' th'
breed ain't dyin’ out as I can sss. Th'
settlors need n new lender—now that
Jim Last's gone.” And she fell to play- |
1rlllthabuntl}' with her fork wpon the
cloth,

l‘L‘Pn boys changed the subject
rledly.

"I found a dead brandin’
Cup Rim vesterduy. Burt,” anld Masters, |
‘quite a perabbled  space  around it |
Looked like some one'd branded several |
calven." |

'Don’t doubt it,” sald the foreman. |
"Careful ns we are there's wiways Hkaly |
to be strogglers. An' to be a stragglers |
to be & goner in this man's land."”

“Unless he belonks Linst's," mald the
Irrepressible Billy. “1'l Iny that fer
every culf branded by Courtrey's gang
wa'll get back two."

hur-
fire In th'

“Billy," wald Tharon again, "Jim
Last wasn't a thlef. Nelther will his
people be thisves For every oalf

randed by Courtrey, one calf wearln'
th' J, L.—an' one calf only., Wae don't
ateal, but we won't lose."

“You bet wvour boots
throwed In, we won't,”
forvently

An they rosa from the table with all
the racket of outdpor men there oame
once more the sound of o horse's hoota |
on the hard earth outside, |

Laat's Holding was o vast sounding-
board. No one on horseback could come |
near without advertising his arrival far
nhend

This time It was no stranger. Tharon
went to the western door to bid him
"light.

It was John Dement from down at the
Rolllng Cove. He was u thin, worn
man, who looked ten years beyond his
forty, hig face wrinkled by the constunt
fret and worry of the constunt |oser

Tonlght he was strung up ke a|
wire His volee ghook when his re-
turned the heurty greotings that met
him,

ant

spurs |
sidd  the

boy |
|

“Boys,” he said  abru iy,
Tharon—I come t' tell ye al Kood-hy."
“fiood-by ! John, what you menn?"”
Tharon went forward and put & hand

“an’

on his arm. Her blue eyes searched
hin face,
The man stood by his horse snd

dguck a traglo fist In a hard palm.
“That's It. 1 glve up. I'm done. I'm
goin' down the wall some day—me an’'
my woman an' th' two boys., Got our
tduflle  ready gr.ll'knd. an’ Lord knows, |
It win't snough t' heft th' hormes. Aftor
five year!" |
There was the sound of the hopelons
tears of masculine fallure in the man's

tragle volee His fingers twisted dits
flabhy hat

“Hold up."” said Conford, pushing
nearer, “stralghten out a bit, Dement

Now, tell us what's up.”

“Th' Iast head—th' last hoof—run off
Iast night gn we was comin’ In with ‘em
n lectle mite late. Had ben up Black
Coulee way, un' It got dark on us. Just
an we got abreast o' th' mouth of th'
Coulees, where th' poplars grow,
man ¢ome a-bollin’ out. They
faat horses—o' course—unn’
th' bunch they went, hell-bent. Stam-
perded  the hull lot You know v
hunch'd got down t' about 10p hene
don’t know what I ben a-hangin’ on for,
only & man hates t' glve up an' own
hisaelf beat out, an' my womun—she's
n fiehter

“She kep' standin' st omy
oh lke—well she kep'
win out yet, John, vou see
ev'ry time'

throe
wns on
right into

back ke
a-gavin' "Wa'll

Right'll win
You see we arc just ready

to get th' patent on our land. She
vouldn't give that up, seemn llke. All
this time gone an' nothin’ galned., 8o

wir ben a-hungin® on when things want
from bad to worse Th' herd's been
n-goin' down wun' down. Calves with
thelr tongues slit so's they'd loss their
mothers—fed up In some coulee by hand
an' bhranded Knowed 'em by my own
color cattle, w'ioh I drove In here five
veur ugo—th' yellers,

“Mothers  Killed  outright an* th'
oalves branded h, 1 know it all
but what oould 1 do? Kup' gallin'
poarer an'  poorer Couldn’'t afMord
enough riders ' protect ‘em. Then

couldn't pfford any an' teled t' make It
o a8 th' boys got older Courtrey,
dumn him, wants me offen that plece
o' land a.-fore th' patent’'s granted, Him

with his 20,000 wores of Lost Valley
now! An' how'd he get It?  False
entry, that's whut! How many men's
come In here, took up land, 'sold out’
to Courtrey an' went?  Op didn't go. |
A lot of 'em didn't go. We all know
that, An' whgd dares to speak In
whispar abou t? Th* men 'Uln! dld

ver—nowheres,”
There w o bitterness of utter de-
feat and ho®™@d In the shaking volce
The tree-tonds, beginning thelr nightly
chorus from the wetl places below the
cottonwoods, emphaslzed the dreariness
of the recitel the mnclent hopelessnoss
of the weak beneath the heel of the
or.
- Jr:a:-ut ceased spenking und wtood In
silhoueite against the Ina|. vellow-and-
binok of the deoad sunset. The protrud-
Ing apple I his imu-h-llh:; throal work-
nd down grotesguesly,
m!l"l'jl'::'"l l;‘nx m':\munl there was utter
allence,
Then he began vgain,
e

wouldn't go-

s By Sidney Sm
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THAY Dan'T
LoOK
S0 weL

WHEN THAT STARTS TO TUMBLE IT WiLL
MAKE THE NIAGARA FALLS LOOK AS. THOVGH
\T. WAS GOING BACKWARD S/~ WHEN 12_“1_
o GET R4 YOU SMALL ONES |

WILL BE JUST LIKE A CYCLOME. WETTING
A BASKET" OF FEATHERS — JUST LINKE

BLOWING THE FUZZ OFF A DANDELION ==
ONE PUFFE AND YOU'RE THROUGH

WELL= |EXPECTED IT~
YOUu BETTER GQRAG YOumseaLpP
A FAST MOTORLYCLE AND
GET DOWN THERE QUICIK ~~
SELL OUT WHILE YOU'VE
GOT YOUR HEALTH LEBFET~
GO ON — BRAG
SOME MORE ~THERE'S ONE
THING ABOUY IT — WHENMN T |
GOES DOWN iT,KlE:'
oV QUIET *~ THAT"
J WORTH SOMETHING

till himself, seamod l

the group over ;
hard eyes, und spoke tn |’

AWAY-

- SAY, MADEL,
WHERE'S YOUR
AVNT=THE PARADE
STARTS RIGWY

HEY~ HURRY
UP —\WE
GoTT;
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W
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The Young Lady Across the Way

THE POWERFUL KATRINKA CURES DAD'S SPRING FEVER—By Fontaine Fox

The young Indy mcross the way

says she believes in Amerien for
Amerieans and wounld deport every
enemy  alienist, no matter  how
prominent, )

] SCHOOL DAYS
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AS ORDERED" = MISS
PLEASE SEE THAT THE
PIPE WORKS GET THEIR
Biw — “

TLL TRy This DICTATING MACHINE,
" DEAR SIRS ~ WE HAVE “TOURS

OF THE TENTH AND WILL SHIP
OFLAGE.,
PIFFLE

1

By Hayward
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- AOW LISTEN -~ TLL TELL ‘TOu
L THINK OF You! ‘YYou're THE
BIGGEST FOUR “FLUSHER N THE
COUATRY ! BESIDES ,YoURE A
LOW DOWA CROOK AAD “HIT
THE PAINT " Too !

M58 OFLAGE,
THERE'S AA IM=-
PORTANT LETTER
ON THE MACHINE,
Im SoOINGE OouT
IF AN BODY WANTS
ME I'M AOT IN Y

“— MI5S OFLAGE PLEASE SEE THAT THE
PIFFLE PIPE WORKS GET THEIR BiLL,
AOW LISTEN - TLL TELL You WHAT I
THINK OF You' YOURE THE BIGGEST
FOUR-FLUSHER IN THE COUNTRY ! BESIDE
TOURE A LOW DOWA CROOK AAD

IVE GoT Yoy ALl
PINK , BOSS, Take
“TOUR BRAIN OUT
IMN THE AIR AN' Y
DOAN'T WORRY,
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(CONTINUED TOMORKOWA |
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“CAP” STUBBS—Gran’ma Made Him Fly

QuICH! *(AP"Y COME

D CHASE THAT A\ﬁ&ﬂ.
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