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' 4 STARTS THE STORY
1‘::':0 Last {a one of *he wo:?“e::
t Valley, Hhe and old
of Lot VOLEN: raat's howsehold. Jim
moﬁnu or Ma skill with guna,
o M0 gontrolled the vallay for years,
and Ros rirey accks fo oust him. Jim
B OONT N ehind. He given TAGTon -
® Joat leason n abool(ﬂg and h;:m:a
o hia Belt of piatols, he ses o
o the nama o{ his murderer and
to “get Mm." More cattie have
clzad, and Tharon colls owt her
vy followers to d”ﬂ Courtrov.
b ridea Kl Rey and {8 chaosed dy
T“m::u' Sho stopa at tha cabin of
Cosrt A in uniform with er!rnyﬂa
the man B8 Nnd. “That,” sho says, “is
{w ::n I'm going to kill some 1’:':“'
u"m," traces Tharon (o Kennet's door,
!L tia man meet, ahake hands and
colmly survey eaoh other.
AND HMERE IT CONTINUES
my looked moross the woman's shoul-
dor, and from that moment she was (o
m,;a petweoen, though what there could
jir common batween the man in the
bf @ servies and the common rider
L'm‘ull'a was not apparent. Bl Rey
i eager for filght and by the time
o s foot waa in the stirrup he wan
his hind feet, fore foat beating

cloud,
ver mans ke o flying

o girl'rltlm with him gracefully, ll;rn:
4 leg uoross the paddle, waved o lr:'
e .‘m in the door, and In amot ;r
» Ket thoy wers gons I.ngoduwn tho

mmuymalope. out through t opening,

s long the oal-dot-
tched AWRY W

:Z'J'p'if.'ﬁ. awung toward the north, and

t.

wes O3t of e rned away from the

Thw. “-"‘.‘-':L:&': t:wmem. looking ovar

ey .ﬁ whaera the late ilght WRB Mk

the ‘::.Edm patterns on the green and

prown rug, sighed and reached for his

e | the mpirit seemed to have
":H}erg‘r’nw :I:o summer day. The long
f:?l t was setting in. B v petite
+gho wouldn't shake hands, e Mauts
rod to himuelf, “ami what she 4
. as truo as oath. She'a ’won:i__tﬂ
Hl:‘l n holemn uﬁmlzl'l ;;: h;:&dyqs olp
Tl r 1
m%n;‘mo::"o more he sighed, uncon=

up on
the alr,

pciounly. ar!” he fin-
mﬁ"‘fefé" ':n?eof;. }"anlr?o l:n B0 sweel—
:wnd and spirited and sweet.
Billy let the horses run.
deu;,Io\Il;:“: racer himself, though ‘ho
uld not hold » candle to the all\-;r
ﬁu and the two young creatures aicp
were frea ag the summer winds, g
puayant nnd mleal with joy of balﬁr}g. Mo
they ®hot dtlm'n wlong ‘:ﬁa tlm;;t;h unw“
El R up a . ’
iul.:ﬂ:lf_ﬂ“ fob to do so, und Billy's
rtln swinging looss on Uolden's nm.d
They passed the last of tho lcniw‘re
oiks, cama out to the green Hrre! c';rgl
The sun wis sWinging like n copper bi
above the Wall nt the wenst Dﬂwm!:l
through the canyons the llght came
jong red shufts that cut through the co-
balt shadows like sharp lances o !
and reached half across Lost Valley.
All the western part of the valley lnﬁ
i that blue-black shadow, They coul
we Corvan set like a dull gem in the
wide green country, the seattered
nohes miles upart.
n'rh?»\.- swung down to ths west a bit,
for Tharon sald she wauted to go by
the Gold Pool and see how It was hold-

UL
llt!'I-‘i'nlr'." anfd Billy, “she's deep na she
ser was at this time of year, an' cold

Enow,
“\\‘hnn- one tull cottonwood stcod like
s wentinel In  the widespread land-
wips they drow rein and dlsmounted.
Here o huge boulder ¢ropped from the
aln and under its protecting bulk

ra lay as lovely & l&)rlnf a8 one
would care to see, d and golden as its
rams Impiled, above its swirling sands
for the wulers were In constant turmol
i they pressod up from below.

The girl lay flat at (ts odge and with
ber fuoo to the crystal surface, drank

long und deaply.

As ahe looked Up with a smile, Billy
CBrent folt the heart in him contract
with & mudden ache,

Her fresh face, Its cheoks whipped

nk under thelr tan by the winds, its

e oyen sparkling, its wet red lips
parted over the white teeth, hurt him
with w downright pain,

“Ol, Tharon,” he sald with an ne-
tent  that  was  all-revesling, "Obh,
Tharon, dear!"

The glrl serambled to her feet and
keked ut him in surprise,

“Bllly," sho sald sharply, “what's th'
mller with you? Are you wlek?”

Yen," snid the boy with conviction,
Tam, Let's Ko home."
"Blek, how?" she pressed, with the

born tyranny of the loving woman,
“have you got that pain In your stom-
iy pgain?”

Bllly lsughed In spite of himeelf, and
I romantic acho was shattered,

o For thy love of Pate!" he complained,
don’t you ever forget thut? You know
rw_. never of an ounoca of Anita's pud-
¢in'm wince. No, T think,” he finiwhed ju-
dictounly, us he mounted Golden, “that

e taught somethin', Tharon—ocaught
pmethin' from_that feller of th' red-

L badge. Leastways I've felt 1
ever sance [ Joft th' olearin',”

Aml as they swung away from the
Pring toward the Holding, far ahoad
utder {ta cottonwoods, he let out the
Youhg horss for another strotoh,

% Bet Golden can _beat ¥l Rey up

e he sald over his shoulder,

o Beat th' king?" cried Tharon aghast,

Tou're foolin', Billy, an' I don't want o

nohow. I'vo run emough this day.”

So the rider hald up ngain and to-
Bothor they pacad slowly up through the
Kithering  twllight where long  bluas
ggmowu wora reaching out to touch
W from the western Wall and the
Kolden whafte were turning to crimson,
?m ltting aa the sun sank, wers travol-
1"I’ Up and up wlong the eastern moun-
fins toward the pile skles, Hoon they
'oda In purple dusik while the whole up-
Pr world wis bathed in crlmson and
;;Vr'l-der Il-.{rihl "nl-:i Lost Valley lay deap

® oarth’s heart, a alnl [
keerot and darl. i
" -‘Tm‘-ums-n. Hilly." sald Tharon soft-

1. I lks to ride llke this, In th' blg
:"d“‘”-"--ﬂll' thon 1 like to have some
"8 With me that | know, some orme llke
194, mome one who will understand when

ot talk, an' who s always there

Nidn ma, It's a wonderful feelin'—but
Tmmf{k"' #0lt, too—mebby too soft
iy o—llike u woman who's_Jjust a

Tha boy wwallowed once, misorably,
o MWayn, Thuron,” he gald huikily,
""'H}'-- When you want me—or need
goUll be thews, besida you. Ar you
:_ﬂ"‘rlltul;-_ed Ttu oven speak & word to me.

& th' D — . cha ™

Wlllur oMy dogs—there whether you

ok B0OW," puld the girl, and reachin

“:1' ihe cuught the rider's hand, 1.;-..w5
e ™h s vanity of studded lnather

And guve It w lttle tender Pressure,
HIY met hiw toeth to keep from crush.

In .
.l_':whar fingern, and together they rode
““l WP wlong the wounding slopes to

JeRuLitul wecurity .
u,t,“oum‘ ty and comfort of

m,ﬁ‘.’”“‘ of the foothills was vaery
nd th felwoon wiudy  of his maps
rodl }-: eidleds riding of thelr elnimed
" l’l. Was out from dawn till dark,
A und, indeed, that nons but he,

ol lste yea

ot are, hiag ridden th

VML sGum e ose sloping
lima, ln:;;r' d wkirts.  Some one, some

have aone

Uemriae v : 10 B0, elwe th
‘i':'.n:::»’k would not have hu:n?lm‘l:
il g8 Ly must have left were

Butie throy . ®
Uenenty or peae gh the erosion of the

I : wantonly destro "

i‘ R‘f" led the Iumu-ryhml I.::nd the
thn. g ll;':‘ AW no slgns of destruce
by gp e vory curlosity of the depl-

the vulle ’
'If‘t‘) fum::} ‘:::Il:y precluded familiarity
) l;l;; trald OuL for himaslf the labor of
hat gt 1t MG went at it with a vim
Ko Iml Um ne high tennlon, ‘There-
arer Imd Hitle time 19 think of
'ﬂl\'nn'"‘"l and thy strange lifo In
th ,"5. Only when he ro o betwean
ul‘ Inur. unintont on  the land
e e Ve up to his speciuln-
UCH Uimey hiw mind invari-
l'u thist firat day at Bus-
0 sAW hor ugiln sy he
\.°“' tanme, stooping, her
11” the guns at her hips
wlong the porch, fosl-
h«fuut,
Whiteness of
hrawln h
I'metd uli tha 'mn.l#'lr ry
ol olt u thrill go dewn ?m.
- Wil gho, Anywuy, this
fiture of the wild "
Mloof from
b
-u‘.

b

shook himself mentally and tried not to
think of her. But day after day ha cams
down along the edgen of the scattersd
woods whers the cattle grased-—on lg.
{an;u;t{ de:—land“{?okod ovar to whaere
n Ry o h ener spot on

the groen stretohes, Ly ahy

He thought of her, living In this
foudal hold, mistress of her riders, her
cnttle, and her wonderful racing horses
of the F‘lnﬁer Marks, swant, falr, whole-
soma-—with the six-guns at her slender
hips ! t

If only he, Kensot, osuld take those
weapons from her clinging hands, could
wipe out of her young heart the calm
Intent to kill!

1t wan preposterous! 1t was awful!

Bred to nnother 1ife, another law, an-
other tyﬂo of woman, he could not rec-
onelle this git! of Lost Valley with
anything he know,

A went over in his mind again and
aral'n the serens ocalmnesa or‘har In
his cabin that day of the race with
:ﬁf;:l‘l;"‘&.\'. and shook his head in pussle.

Put why wshould he troubla himself
about her at all?
He had come here In hin government's

service to reclaim ita forest, to look
ufter Ity Interest,

Why should he bother with the mora)
code of Lost Valley?

But renson as ho might, the face of
Tharon Last came back to haunt him,
wuklln‘( or aslesp,

He knew that it troublsd him and
was In a way wshamped. Ho he worked
hard at his tasks, relocated boundarien,
marked them with a pecullar blase In
conveniant hours and set up monumenty
with odd and undeciphorable hisroglyph-
lea upon them,

And with each blaze, ench mark nnd
monumant and sign he drew closer In
about him the net of susplelon and dis-
approval which wus weaving in Lost

nlley, for thera was not one hut ran
tha gamut of close Inapection nand
speculition by Courtrey's men, by the
settlers who camo many miles over from
the weatern mide of the valley for the
purpose, and by Tharon's riders,

Low mutters of disapproval growled
in the valley,

Who was thia upstart, anyway, to
come wetting signs and marks in the
land that had been theirs from time
Immemorial?  What mattered the lttle
copper-colored badge on his  breast?
What mattered it that ho was beginnin
to send out word of his desire to wor
with and for the cattlemen of Lost
Valley, the sottlers, the homesteadera?

What was this matter of “grasing
permits” of which he had spoken at
the Stronghold?

Parmita?

They had grazed their cattle whare
and when they chose—and could—~from
thelr aurliest memory.

Thoy nsked no leave from govern-

ment.
When Kenset rode into Corvan he was
treated with exaggerated politencas by
thoks with whom he had to deal, with
uttar unconsclousness by wll the rest. To
cattleman and wmettler allke he was as
It ho hud not bean,

Nons spoke to him In the few broad
Mtreets, mone asked him to a bar to
drink.

Herene, qulet, moft spoken, he came
and went about his business, and sneers
followed him covertly.

It was not long after Tharon's visit
to the cabin In the glade, that Kenset,
riding awlone along the twilight lamd,
passed close to the mouth of Black Cou-
leo one day at dusk. He rode loosely,
slouching sldewise In his saddle, for he
had been to Corvan for his monthly mall
and a faw supplies tled In & bag behind
his saddle, and he carried his broad hat
In_his hand,

The lttle cool wind that blew In from
the marrow gorgs of the Bottle Neok and

opening beautifully, and he had ridden
Captain far., Therefore he jogged and

sldes, his thoughts 2000 miles away.

when the breese came up from the south
an it did this day. There was water in

deap enough nor steady enough to count
for wator I a range country, but suMe-
olent to keep the poplars growing on
the rim of the great wash, to stand
them thiek on the caving sldes, Whole
benches of earth with thelr trees upon
them sllpped down thess sldes from time
to time, making of the Coulee u mys-
terlous lubyrinth of thickets untd shelvos,
of winding ways and socret places,

Kenset had heard a few wild storles
about Black Coulee. Sam Drake had
talked & bit more than most men of
Lost Valley would have talked, and he
hud listened idly.

Now as he rode up along the levels
and neared the daric mouth of the cut
he studied it with appradsing eyos, It
wis sinister enough, In all trtuh, a deep,
dark place behind its vell of poplars,
storetive, hushed,

The red Hght that dyed Lost Valley
so wondrously at the hour of the sun's
sharp decline above the peaks and ridges
of the canyon country wis awash In all
the great sunken cup, save ot the west
under the Rockface where the shadows
were already dark.

Kenset drank in the leauty of the
soenn with smiling eyes,  Already a
love for this hidden paradise had grown
wonderfully In his heart He felt nas
it he had never lHved before, as if he
had pever known bheauty

Anft g0, dreaming a little of other
woenoes, mnlling to Tlmself, he Jogged
wlong on Captaln and was nearly past
the frowning mouth of the Coules,
when there came the sharp snap of a
rFifle In  the satillness, and  Captain
changed his feel, sagged and quivered,
then caught himeel! and leapead ahond,
PFor one amazed moment Kensat thougng
the horse was hit Then, ne  he
atralghtenesd In his saddle and dropped
his hand to catch up his hanging reln,
he looked qulckly down. Whoers he wan|
nooustomed 1o the smooth feel of the
pommel béneath his palm there was o
wharp raw edge. A splinter of waod
stood up and a small Aare of leather
hung to one side

A bullet, singing out of Bluck Coulse,
had carried away piart of the pommel.

Kenset shut hils lips In & new |ine,
gathered up hisn reln and drew the
horse down to a walk with an lron
hand

Blowly, without s brekward glunes,
ha rode on ncrows the darkening levels
He wan no fool,

Ho knew he had had his warning

Very well. He would wive back nis
acceptance of thut warnlng

He hud sald to Courtrey that nlght ar
the Stronghold that he had come to
winy,

Boire hilm_ out
m&?t:omhr.‘r shot followed.  He had not
expected one.

For a time after that he went about
his work as ususl, Nothing happened ;
he hud no outward sign of tho dintasce
with which he was rogiarded by all fac.
tions allke, It seemed

He met Courtrey face to face In
Corvan one day und spoke to him
eivilly, but Courtrey dld not  mpenk
Wylackle Hob did, however—a wieers
Ing sulutation thut was & covVert inmiit,
Kenset touched his hat with dignity

on,
“ngn';“::‘lqlll'h!' tendorfent !" sald Haston,
watehing the small by-play '_"I b'llave
you eouldl spit on him, boya.

“1 don't,” wpoke up Old Pete, shulfing
by on his bandy legs “wometlmes that

qulet, soft-spoken kind rI.uun—-lu_n‘ then
hell's to pay in thelr veeeinity
But Wylackle looked nl the weanengl

gnowpacker with his snike-l1lke eyes und
pnapped out a WArning

" '(lm'm follia tafes sldes too qguick,

on'

.mi;althi_lald Pete wont on about his busl
ness. He knew, as did all the valley,
thut & price wan on his head with
Courtrey's band for the dnrl.nq‘ lonp
which iil.ll.l pved the life of haron
Last that duy In spring

stuff. He had lived his life, hind had hin
day, and he wan full of pride at the
turn of fate which h:;d mude him & hero
I at the end.

"fn":?.’é \'ullr;f wlood off and admired

Jim Lust's daughtor, ]

MNEAVEN'S SAKE ~
THAT CAN'T BE FOR LS~
AME MUST BE GOING

ALL “THNS ApoOuT ?
DID
M IN

WHAT DO NOU THINK
.Y M?Lm

-

WELL~ THATS WNAT
|} UNDERSYOOD -

You Toro ME Yoo
N RE VaU s E BE N

SAY~— {1 WHAT'S

BUY THESE
O i

SIX MUNDRED AND
EirTY DOLLARS 7

1AM~ NOUV'REA MULUONAIRE

NAIRE D

TELUN G THE WORLD

GIRABBIV &
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You ToLb ALL YOUR FRIENDS WNAT YQURE
MAKING = TNECARP CAVIAR KING~
Y I7'S TO YOUR, CREDIT TO MNMAN
WiEE DRESSED UP - SHE SHOULD
FASHION ZLATE;AA Rt bin 4

S 00 TO LO ¥
Yharsh l‘t;m“r:o”_ THE BACK
Mokgmu."

REA

QUEEN OF SYYLES -

PETEY—So the Painter Blacked His Eyes

By C. A. Voight :

e

— D0 You CARE For. THE
NEW FAD UNCLE PETEY ==
— Al THE LAD\ES ARE
HAVING PCTURES PAIMTED OW
AMEIR BACKS

~ MRS, DINK, SENT
For ME, SHE \WANTS
ME To PAINT HE®=

CA o gt

—\LL LEARW You
To DRAG A HonesT
PAITER WAy OULT
HERrRe To PAINTNER

BACK PorcH An'
THENM TORK HiM

spread out like an invigible fan, breathed
on his face with a grateful touch. The
day had been hot, for the summir was

redted, his arms hanging listlessly at his

At the mouth of Bluck Coulee, where
the sinister aplit of the deep wash came
up to the level, there graw o fringe of
wild poplar trees, They were bheautiful
things, tall and stralght and thickly cove-
ored with a milllon shiny leaves that
whirled and rustled softly In the wind,
showing all thelr soft white sllver sldes

Black Coulee, many small springs, not

By FONTAINE FOX | SCHOOL DAYS

WELL, ¥ Tiar DoNT
Bew Al

Flomm' mowe JusT
une A S peeaief

His MomieR BAD ME M
Gone FROM Word. Tvo

The young lady across the way
siys solid mahogany is almost un-
obtainnble pow and she docsn’t
know whut we're going to de for
fine  furniture when the veneer
forests are gone,

CLUD THE DIORMAN AT A SWELL APARTMENT INSISTLD /
HE 6O ARouND To THE TRADESMEN'S EnTRARCE. 4

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Miss Willis Shoots in an Idea

DAY DREAMD

- .-

By Hayward 'H.T

M55 OFLAGE,

LOPERADR' TVE BEEN
TRYIN' To GET THAT

OH HELLO MABEL ! Nomwcf,l"'
WHAT ARE You DOING? SA‘ LISTEN

I'LL RETURN

SHORTLY .= {

RORTLY T "ALL RIGHT, Boss,
DOAT CATCH
CoLD IN ANY

WET CELLARS,

MABEL, I GoT My AIEW BLOUSE
ITS THE MOST ADORABLE THING !
YES - HUH-HUH ' YRS - THEY

HAVE THE AOST ADORABLE
THINGS ~TES —~ HUH -HUH -

A

AUMBER FOR AN !
HOUR ! - AUT 2:2-2!
THer CANT BE
BUS ~ LISTEN -
I KANOW ~Ohn
%@ ) 1w}

‘TES , AND MABEL HE HAD
THE MOST ADORABLEST
DREAMY ENES AND QURLY
HAIR AND HE WORE AN
ADORABLE TIE!
WELL S0 LONG DEARIE GUESS
TLL GET BUSY AAND BARAM MY

YES! SURE,

—

MEAL TICRET, I —

I TRIED To GET YoU OM THE PHONE
FOR AN HOUR TO GET THE.LIST

FPRICE OF FORTY-CENT AUTS BUT
THAT FoOL OPERATOR KEPT ==
TELLING ME THE ==
LINE WAS Busvy

GEE ISNT
o I LOST THE

THE PHOAE

T B ANGG AL WILLIG

No bunch of lnwlesn bullles were ““-l

“CAP” STUBBS—Tippie Wouldn't Stand Such Nonsense

Sooner or later that price would be |
pald, but Old Pete wan true woestern |

HEA SENT 1A COMPLATE
ThAy FRAGCIHCD

(

By Edwina
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