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gave him
weeks' furlough, and his
was to go up to Etopaml and Le

MacGregor ree

rst move

Pas. Colonel Becker and lIsobel had
been at those places six eeks -be-
fore. He could find fio trace of thelr
having atopped at Prince Albert. He
ran down to Winnipeg and Tpeni sev-
eral daysiin meking Inquirfes which
proved ,the hopelessness of ahy longer
expecting to find Isobel in|Canada.
- He assured himself thaf by this
time they' were probably i3 London
and he nfade his plans acgordingly.
His discharge would come to him by
i the tenth of August, and he would
immediately set off for Enjgiand.
Upon his return to Pringe’ Alber]
he was dethiled to 2 big, pralri
stretch of country where ‘there wa
iittlesto do but wait. - On [the firsi
day of Apgust he was at} Hymer
when theé Limited plunged down the
embankment. into Bllnd. Ind{an river.
The first word of it came |over the
wire from’ Bleak House ‘§tation 4
little before midnighl."\‘v‘hﬂ he an
the agent were -playing lcribbage,
Pink-cheeked littter Gunn, agent, op-
erator,” ‘and ~one-third of fhe total
.population of Hymers, had|lifted n
peg to make & count when his band
stopped in mid-air, and: witl] a gasp-
ing break ii his voice he s rang to
his feet: *
. The instrument on’ the Hl le tahle
nearrthe window was clicking franti-
cally. It was Billinger, &t Bleak
House. crying out for headl;unr‘er\
clear lines, the right of way The
Transcontinental — engife, t tender.
baggage car, two coacheg| and a
sleeper. had gone to the devil.
Those. in his evcitemen
his frst words. From fitty
hundred were dead. Gunn
_swore Billinger's next wordg
" Hne. It was not an acciden
man hands bad torn ‘up thiee sec’
tlons of rail. The same human’ handgy
had rolled a two-lon bouldgy in the
right of wa ile did nqt know?
whether ' the espress car—or what|
Tlttle remain~d of ii—had bsen rob-
bed or mot. | :
- From mldnight until. two
tho linesiwer2 hot.: A wreck
was on its from " the
other from divisien headquy
* the west. Ce 1y head
demanded new mattg:
by bit the terridle tragedy
even as,.the men-and Momen in it
dled and the few souls from the
prajries around Bleak Housg Staticn
fought to rave
Then a new wold crept in on the
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PHlLl STEELE

ﬂieRouLl\m rermeouaz

of theBig Snows.ete,
.bbuz‘rrill Company, ‘

you're btandlng—th
They won't
man, and I

A pratty,
man had con
inger rdn to

“Good-by,”
3 momeut In hid big arms.
care of [the key!"

He tufned ps quickly to the hotsex,
talking as they mounted. -

“It Was fobbery,” he said—and
they set off ‘at:a canter, side by sid=.
“There Wwas {wo hundred thousand lu
cureficy! in the express car, and it's
gone. [ foind their trail ‘this mors-
ing," going into ‘the North. They're
hitting " jfor - What we call the: Bad
Lands gver beyond the Coyote’ twen-
ty miles from here. T don’t suppose
there’s -any thne to lose—"

“No," [said Phl]in, “How many are
there?” |-
v"“Four—mehb\ more."

+ Billlmger sparted his horse into.a
gallop @nd Fhilip purposely held his
;mount behini to look at the other
' man. be ﬂrst law of MacGregor's
teachin;
suspect.! [t was; the first law of the
splendid servicdl of which he was'a
part—and so he Ilooked hard at Bill-
fnger. The Englishman weas hatless,
His sandy “wir was cropped sbort,
and his mustaches floated out ltke
flexIble (horns from the sides of his
face. His shirt was in tatters. In
one place it |was ripped clean of the
shouldet and Philip eaw' a purplish
bruise swhere' the-flegsh was bare. He
knpw these for the marks of Billing:
er's pregencé at the wreck. Now the
man was cquipped for other business.
A huge “farty-forr” hung' at his
walst, & short carhine swimg at his
saddle-fow: |and there was some-
ything {o thq v of his riding
3in the huncl s sheulders, ahd
{in the[vicidus sweep of his “ong
mustacties, {hat satisfied Philip he
was @ than Who could use them. He
rode up; alongside of mm with 2 new
confidence. [They were comiyw tor
the top of-a kpoll; at the summiz Pill.

: )
“hurt, T meare.
ea®e the wreck—not &
on't ‘blame ’em.”
rown-halred young wo-
e to the door and Bill
meet her,
he cried, taking her’ Ic-r
“Take

1

ik

wires. It called for Phulp,Sleele at
“‘Hymers. It comrignded bl in the.:
name of Inspector: MacGregor, of the
Royal Monated, w0 reach Blegk House
Station without delay. What he was to
do whepn hearrived at the lscen of
the wreck was left to his o\n indg-
meat.
The wire from MncGregor
Phttip from stupor of horror
. fnto which he had fallen. Gyon's girl-
{sh face was as white a§ a sheet
“I've got a jizzer,” he said. “und
you can take it. It's fortymiles to
Bleak House and you can make it n
Ahree- bours. There won't be a,traln

arouged |

inger sccpped and poinfed down Jduto
1 hollow a' quarter of a mile away.
“K wjll-ba a lo¢s of time to go
‘awn there.” ‘1\P said, “and it will do
0 good. Seae that thing that lacks
ike a big ]4; In the.river? - Thai's
he top|of, \‘)ﬂ day coach.. Tt went
‘n right side up. and the cenductor
—who - wasn' hurt--says there were
twenty peoplp in it. «We watched it
settl2 from the shore, and we couldn’t
do a tifin while they were dying
in ther f0 many caged rats!
The otjer ‘coach hurned, and that
heap of |seuft|von see there Is what's
left of Ghe Pnliman 2nd the baggage
¢ r. Thbre's twentv.ceven dead stret-
| chrd out along the track, and a good
; many hort. Greal Heavens. lsten to
. thet!”
} He s uddr‘rc'i and Philip shudder-
ed. at the wailing sonnd of griet and
pain that ejme up to them. |

“IVll- be & loss of time—to go
down,” ggreed, Philip.

His blood |was burning at fever
beat when he raised’ his eves from
lhr" scefje below to Billinger's face.
Evéry fighting fiber In- his body was

for six. tingling |for nctlon. and at the re
_Phitip scribbled a-tew qords for sponsive| glare which he met In Bil-
MacGregor and shoved them Into fjingei'a gves he thrust his hatd half
Guan's nervous  hand. * While the over the| space that: separated them.
operator was sgnding ‘them off be| w\wenllget 'em, Billinger,” he cried.
rolled a ¢lgerette. lighted it, and |«By God, we'll get ‘em!”

_buckled op bis revolver/belt. Then| rTpere |was lsomcuhlng terocious In
Gunn hurried him throbgh |the door the crush of '®e other's hand. ‘The
and they lifted the on the teeth gleamed for an

track.

"\Hre Bllllngl!r I'm :coming.” call-
ed back Philip as Guon anrled him
off ‘with a, runnng ghove. ~

CHAPTER XVI
A Lock of Golden Hair.
S the, sun was rising Ini a
burnlng August glare over
the edgs of lhe parched
prairie, Phillp saw ahead. of
himthe unpainted board shaity that
was cnlled Bleak House Station, and
« & few ‘moments later he saw & man
run out Jpto the middle of! the track
and st:§ dowpy at him from under
the shadé of b hands.; It was Biil-
inger. his Engiish-red rnce

as white
de he had left Qunn’s,; {hig. shirt in
<rags, arms bare>and his tremendous
blond mustaches crisped dhd seared
by fire. . Close to.tHe statlo, fastened
to posts, were two saddkrhoraes A
‘mile beyond thése things - lhln film’
of gmoke clouded the gKy. ’
As the jigger stopped, Phillp jump-
ed trom his.seat an ng1d” our. a
blistered hand.
“I'm Steele—Phlllp Ste
Northwest Molinted.”

le, ot the

“And Im Billlnzer—agénh" !ald
the othe
Phillp no(lced thal thie | hang thnl

gripped his own was raw jan bleed.
ing.
. “T got your wori and" 1 ve recelved
Jnstructions feomstiy denanment to

‘place... m::,e!l« -ezvlce.d x)‘
wite is LK8Y. found: the ]

T tradl, l!:: l’%? :ot lwo’\jurnes. 5 Pt
" there ispt’ another man hull leave
.\ up there for Jove o' or money
'+ It’s borible!! Twd- hours .ago you'¢
’:u heard theh' s:reams front where

B

i
i H

-| « He sto]

ln=tam bez“ e¢n his geared mustaches
as he hdeled thz mount into & can-
ter along the back of the ridge. Five
minutes |ater [the knall divped again
into the |plain’ anh “at the foot dt it
\Billinger | stopped his horse for'a
},:ccnd and goisted to fresh hoof-
marks Jja the prairie sod.. Phillp
fumped ]

the -grou
“There
inges” b
were: gal
He Joo

ve. In’ the gang, .Bllk
zmh‘l shortly.- “All of them
e 3
mes—hut on|
ed up to catch Bﬂllngvr
Ysaning oyer lPe pommel of his sad-
dle staring at‘something almost 'dl.
rectlv under hlg horse's feet.

“What's that?" he. demnnded
handkerchle 7't

Philip :Xcked it.up—a daint} Bit ot
fine linen. crumpled and sodden by
dew, and beld /it out ‘between, the,
forefinger| and‘ umb of both hands.

“Yes, apd aiwaman's bandkérchief.
Now what the devil—"
ped 'at the look in- Blllln
as-|hewreached down for
kerchlef. The #quare jawe
of the man !were set Hke steel
springs, But Philip noticed that hlu
handwig trembling.

"Ar\pan an ln the gung." he lnugh~
ftip* Fnolmleﬂ
tarted ont

ger's fac
the hand}

a2 canter,
Bﬂllnger 1
'inen clope.'under his- eyes.
1 little he. passed it back to Phillp
who ;was rld(ng close ‘beslde him..

last pight,”
pg- straight abead ‘of
cen't understand. 7
wite. I Haven't told
1 gneﬂ you ought to

an,

look
t 1)

my|
But
.

“e. sald,
m, “th
fid't tel
iny ‘one.
mow. 1t
18 made

\\np to study men. and t~|

om his horse and examined

sti! holdipg the. bit of|’
After |

4| Phitip' ‘had 8

s
ch

He. wiped
ened rag wh
hip pocket.

“We were
the living, ld
they were. fq
crawled * undq
sleeper. " 1 ¥
heard a cry,
the debris,
of me, About w
‘Ten should have
had telescoped
open space fpur

tace with a- black-
he drew from his

or
B vi
"
r.
as
land
ov!

ing hard to gat out’|
g- the dead where

tme,” and. 1 had
the wreck of the
sure “that 1 had
crawled In ambng,
ng & .lantern ahead
here Berth Number

upward,
or five feet. high.
1 was on my hands-and knegs, bare-;
headed, and fny, lantern lighted up
things as plaln ae day. At first 1
sa¥, nothing,
for the ery
soft and ligh
me, and I I

Billinger W
aagin, leaving
where the pe

“Pinned up

when 1 felt something
sweeplng down over
oked up.  Heavens—
as | mopping his face
streaks of char.black
repiration bad lstarted. -
n there. [n the mass of
twisted steel |and broken wood was
a woman,” he went on. “She was
the most heanu(ul thing 1 Wve ever
looked upon. | Her arms were, reach-
ing down to me; her face was turn.
ed a little {o lone side, but  still
looking at me—dnd all but her face
and part of her hirms was smothgred
in & mass .of) red.gold hair that fell
dowii to my sh I could have,
sworn that she jvas alive. Her lips’
. were redy and Ii thought for a.mo-
ment that slfe was golng to speak
to me. I cpuld have sworn, too,
that there was |color in her fdce,
but it must| ha¥e been something

in the
gold of her |
and then rea

Billinger ¢
horse into a

“[ weént ouy|
injured then.
been two I

ir. for when 1 spok

faster gait.

T gurss it must have !

turned to tode out her body.
the plzce wh
empt She {was gone.

thought that
carried. ber o
11e dead and
smong them.

injured. She.was not
1 searrhed again when
day came, with the same result. -No
one has seerl ber. , She has com-
pletely d|<appenred-and with  the
exception” of [my shanty ‘there isn't
e house within iten miles .ol .here
where she could .have been taken.
What do vou 'mzke of it, Steele?"
Philip ‘had “listened With tense In.
terest.
“Perhaps ¥
rizht place,”
may stiil be

w didn't return to the
e suggested. 'Her body
n the wreck.”
nced toward him with
gh.

the right place,” he
ad evidently not gone
wag dressed.. . When I
nd a part of her skirt
above. A heavy tress
f caught around a steel
t was cut’off! Some
there during my .ab-
d taken the body. I—
ady’ to belleve that I

a nervous lau
“But it wa
gaid.  “She h
to bed, and
returned 1 fo!
in-the debris
of her hair ha)
ribbing, and
one had been
sence and ha
I'm almest rt

was mistaked, and that she was
alive. *1 found nothing there, nothing
~that_could prove her death.

“Is it pospible—" began Philip,
holding out the handkerchief.

1t was not| necessary for him to
finish. Billipger understood, and
nodded his hpad. :

“That's wijat . I'm thinking,” be:
said. “Is It possible? What in. Gog's?

name would they, want of her, unldss

. i
e was alive” adde‘d
ss one or more of the

“Unless el
.Philip. “Uals
scoundre‘s &
here durif

h and ‘cart
‘booty. -It's u
Billinger- had
shirt, and row
small paper par
I don’t knpw
tress of hair, by
From betwpen|
turned towarg Pl
out a long filk
a marvelous ol
that same Insta

the excitement, saw
her”oft ‘with thelr
us Billinger!”

reached ‘inside his
he drew forth a

g
e

= &

vhy—but 1 kepl the
p said. “See—

his fingers, as he
iy, there streamed
n. tress .that shone’
in the sun, and in
nt there tell from
Philip’s lips &.cry such as Billingef
had not heatd, even' from the lips
of the wound¢d: ‘and before he could
recover from his astonishment, he
had " leaned -gvar .and .snatched the
-goldeh trees frof him, and sat in
bis saddle st r!ng‘ at it mre a mad-

man.

N A TR,
PTPR xvn
N thdt igment of . terribla

shock—} ﬂ the one moment
whe%:d seemed to. him as

- though ldo ,other woman In
the world ..o
golden . ‘tress

1 have worn tha
of hair but ' Isobel,

pped his* Horse, and
* doath,

his face had as whlh as

been, the timbers
leaving an,

nd was listening again |

“Isgbel, Isobel, Isobel,
!nnle-n Il"hl and the red- so mu‘ follo“ this lhmugh

urs' later. when I re-,and wds off at a gallop.
But  almost, eagerly anxlous for this op-
e 1 had . séep her was pununm and scarcely had the other
At first 1 gome when he drew the linen hand-
ome of .the others had kerc‘xler and the -crumpled lock of
t. and 1 looked {among halr from bis.pocket and held them

| With:a ‘tremendlous effort ho recover-
[ea hlmselt, and saw Bfllinger !Lal'l{lg

- 18t bim 0d ‘though the hot sun had

for an instahits bllnded him of: rea-

son. ' But .the lock "ef hair’ still

rippled and shone before his eyes.
“You—you have given ‘me a‘ahock,”

even, “I'm glad you had forésight
enough to ‘keep the lock ot 'halr,
Billinger. = At first—I' jumped :to a
tconclusion. - But there's’ only. one
chance in & hundred that-I'm’right.
It I should be, right—I know the

Birl. "Do you wunderstand—why it
startled - mé? .Now for the chase,
Blllinger. Lead away!”

Leaning low
they ‘galloped into the North. For
m"time the 'trall of the five ontlaws
wag 8o distinct that they vode at a
speed whigh lathered their horses.
Then the short pralrle grass, crisp
and sun-drled, gave place to-a broad
sweep. of Yyire grass above which
the yellow backs of coyotes ;were
visible as now and then they bohbéd
up in thelr quick, ,short leaps to
look over the top of it. In this
brown_sea all trace of the trail was
lost from the saddle &nd both men
dismounted.’ - Foot by foot lhe{ tol.
lowed the faint signs ahead of them.
So slow. was thelr progrees that af.
ter a time Billinger straightened him-
selt Wlth a'nervous curse.

“Won't do,” sald Billinger. . “It's
ten miiles across this wire dip; and
we wbn't makeé it untl night—if we
mnke{lt at all. . I've got an idea.

' a better traller than I am,

Tl ride
on and see if 1 can pick up the trail

hed up, she wis cold” .somewhere in the edge of the clean
ivered and urged his prume

What do- vou say?” -
“Cooll!” said Phillp. U elleve

and helped with the’ \oh cap do it

Billinger tedped into kis seddle

Philip was

inl hisihand as he looked after’the
agent. |

Then siowly, he raised the hand.
kerchld! to his face. - For a full min-
ute be 'stdod with the dalnty fabric
prcssed to his lps and nose. Back
there—when he had first held the
handkerchiet—he thought that he
imagined. But now he was suré.
Falntly the bit of .soiled -fabric
breathed to .him the sweet, scent of
rhyacinth. Hls eves shone Ifi an eager
bloodshot glare as he watched Blll-

nger disappear over, a roll in the
pralrld a mile away.

In spite of his efforts to’ ergue ths
absurdity of his thoughts, he could
feel tuat he was trembling.in every
nerve jof his body.
times--he held the handkerchief to
his face before he reached the rise
in the prairie over which Billinger
had disappeared. The agent had been
gone an hour when the trall’ of the
outlaws brought him to the . knoll
From the top of it Philip looked over
the pralrie to the North.

A horseman was ‘gallofing toward
him. He knew that it was Blilinger,
and stood up in hls stirrups so that
the othier would see him. Half a

Philip could see him signaling fran-
tically with both' arms. Five minutes
Jater: Philip rode up to him. Bill-
Fingér's horse was _balf-winded, and
in Bllllngerg face thaere were tense
lines of excltement.

“There's some one out on ﬁm
prairfe,” he called, as Phllip veined
in. “I. couldn’t make out a horse,
but there’s a man In.the trail be
yond the second ridgd. I- belleve
they've stopped to Wwater their horses
and feed a little lake just this sideof
the rough country.” .

Billinger. had loosened his carbine,
and was examining the breech. He
glanced nnxluusly at Phlllps empty
saddle-straps

“It'll be ' long-range shooting, If
"they’se got guns,” Qe gald. “Sorry
1 couldn’t find & gun for yon.”

Philip drew one of hif two long..
barreled , service revolvery and (st
his llgg fn a grim and ‘reassuring
smilo 'as he followed the- bobbing
head of a-coyote some dlstance away.

““We'ra not considered proficient In
the service umless Wwe _can make use
of these things at two'hundred yards,
FBtllinger,” “he replied, replacing .the
weapon® fn lts holster, It it's a
running’ fight T'd rather have ‘em
than a carbine. If it {sn't a rurining
fight - we'll come_ in ‘olose.”

. Phillp, logked at the agent as they
gnlluped side by slde through the
long grass,. and. Billinger locked .at
him. In the face of each there was
something which gave- the..other ‘as-
surance, “For the firat time it struck
Phillp-that ‘his companion was some:

DY ¢

he sald, straining .to keep his volcs|

over “thelr saddles|

.| fire.

And twice—three:

mile away the; agent stopped and ||

House Statlon.: He was a fighter.
He was a man-of the stamp needed
down at. Headquarters, and he was
bound to -tell him ‘so before thia
aftalr was over. He was.thinking
of it when Lhey camo to the second
ridge.

Five miles to the nm'lh add west
loomed -the-black lne of the Bad
Lands, To 2 tenderfoot they would
.not) have appeared to be more than
a.mile distant. Midway in the prairle
“between there tolled n human. figure.
Even - at glhat distance Phillp and
Billinger could see that was mov-
-ing, though' with a slowness thaf
buzzled them,

For séveral minutes they stood
breathlng thelr horses, thefr eyes
glued on the subject ahead of them.
Twice in a space of a hundred yards
it seemed to stumble and fall.” The
second time that it rose Philip knew
that It was standing motionless. Then
it. disappeared agaln. He stared un.
til the rolling beat waves of the
blistered prairie’stung his eyes The
object did not rise.

Blinking, he looked at Blilinger,
and through the sweat and grime of
the other's face ¥& saw the question
that was on hls own lips. Without
a word they spurred down the slope;
and after a time Billlnger swept to
the right and Philip to the left, each
with his eyes sgearching the low
prairie grass. T e agent saw the
thing frst; still & hundred yards to
his right. He was off his horse|
when Philip whiFled at "his shout
and galloped acrdss to bim, v

“It's Wer—the lrl 1 found in lhl
wreck,” he said.

Something seemed to be choklng
him. ‘His negk muscles twitched
and his long, lean fingers were dig:
ging info his own flesh.

In’'an instant Phillp was on hia
feet. ‘He saw nothing of the girl’s
face, hidden under a mass of hair
{n which the sun burned like golden
He saw nothing but the crum.
pled, lifeless’ form, smothered under
the shining mass; and yet 'in this
loment he knew. With a fierce ery
he droppéd upon hls knees and drew
away thégirl's hair untfl her lovely
face lay revealed to him in. terrible
patlor and stillness, and as Billinger

caught that face close to his breagt,
and began talking to it as (hm.lgh hB
had gone mad.

“Isobel—Isobel—Isobel—" he moan-
ed. “M¥ God, my lsobel—"

He had repeated the name z hun-
dred times, when Billinger, who be-
gan to-understand. put his hacd on
Philip's shoulder and EJ‘E him his
water canteen.

“She's hot dead, man” he said,
as Philip's red eyes glared up at
“Here—water)"

“My God—it’'s strange,” almost
moaned Philip. “Billinger—you’ un.
derstand—she’s going to be.my wife
—it she lives—"~ .

Thbat was all of the story he told;
but. Billinger knew what those few
wotds meant.

“She’s golng to live,” he snid. “See
—there's  color coming back into
her face--she's breathing.” He

bathed her face in water, and pluced
the canteen to her lips. \

A moment later Phillp bent down
and klssed her. “Isobel—my sweet-
heart—" he whispered.

“We must hurfy with her to the
water hole,” -gald Billinger, laying
a sympathetic hand on Phillp's shoul:

r. ' “It’s the sun. Thank God, no-
thing has bappened to her, Steele.
It's, the sun—this terrible heat—"

He- almost pulled Philip to his
feet, and when he bad -mounted Bil-
linger lifted the girl very gently and
gave her to him.

Then, with the agent leading in
the trall of the outlaws, they sef off
at a walk through the sickening sun-
glare for the water hole In the edgs
of thevBad Lands.

CHAPTER XVIIL
The Battle in the Canyon.

[UNCHED over, with Isobel's
. head sheltered against hjs
breast, Philip rode a dozen
paces behind the agent. It
seemed as It the sun had suddenly
bugst in molten fire upon the back
of his neck, and for a time it madp
hirm dizzy. His hrldle reins hung
loosely over the pommel. He made
no effort to gujde his horse, which
followed after Blllirger's.

1t was Billinger who brought hlm
back to himself. The agent waited
for them, and when he swung over
in “one stirrup to look at the girl
it was-the apimal’ ferocity In hix
face, and not his words, that arouud
Philip,

“She's’ coming to,” he sald, nnlnA
ing .to keep the tremble out of his
voice. “I don’t belleve she's much
burt. You take thla canteen. I"
going ahead.” *

‘He gave Philip the water and Iean-
2d-over again to gaze intoe the glrl'
face.

“I don't helleve she’s much hurl’."
he repeated in a hoarse, dry whlsper
“You can leave.her at the water
hole just beyond that hill off there
—and thep you can-follow.me.”

Philip clutched the girl tighter to
him as the agent rode off. H¢ saw
‘the first falnt flugh returning-.into
her cheeks, the reddening of her
lips, the gentle tremor of .her silken
lashes, and forgetful of il else but
her, he moanéd her name, cried out
his love for her, again and again,
even. as her oyes opened and- ehe
stared .up Into tha face of.the man
who had come &0 her first at Lac

thing more. than an ojetator st Bleak |

stood there, tense and sfaring, bel

" For.a breath or two the. wondet
of this thing that was happenivg held
ber ‘speechless | and.’'still lileless.
thouugh her sekses were , adjusting
themselves with lightning swittness.
At first Philip had not’ seen- her
open eyes, and he hel sha
did not -hear the words-of love he
whispered in her hair, When he
raised her face 'a little from hls
breast she was looking.at.him with
all the sweet sanity in the world.

A moment there was .sllonce—a!
sflence of ‘even the breath in Philip’s)
body, the beating of his heart. His
arms loosened a little. He drew him-
self up rigid, and the girl lifted
her head a trifle, so that their eyes
met squarely;, and a wotld of ques-
tion and understanding . paued be-
tween them {n an. instant.

As swlilt as morning glow & flush
mounted into Fsobel's (ace, then
ebbed as swiftly, and Philip cried:

“You were hurt—hurt back there
in the wreck. . But you're safe now.
The train was wrecked by outlaws.
We came out after them, and I

found you—back there on the praitie.|’

You're safe now.

His arms  tightened about her
again. : X s

“You're-all right now.” he repeat.
ed gently.

He was not conscious u! the sob-
bing break in his volce, or of the
great, throbbing Jove that it breathed

to her. He tried to speak calmly.
“Thege's nothing  wrong--nothing.
The heat made you sick. But you'rs|’

all right. now—'
. From be)ond the hill there came
8 sound that made him break oft
with, a sudden, quick breath.. It
was the sharp, stinging report of
Billinger's carbine!  Once, twice,
three times—and then therd follow-
ed mare distant shots!

“He's come up with~them!” He

cried.
\The (ur\ of ﬁgllt. of “desire - for
vengeance, blazed anew in his face.
There, was pain in the grip of his
arm- about ‘the girk.

“Do you feel strong—stfng enough
to ride fast?” be asked. *There's
only one man with me, and there
are five of them. It's murder to- le!
him fight“it alone!"

“Yes—yes—" whispered the girl,
her arms tightening round. him.
“Ride fast—or-put me off. 'I can
follow—" 4

It was the first time that he had
heard her volce since that Iast even-
ing up at Lac Bain. many months

before, and the sound of it thrilled|.

him,

“Hold tight!" he breathed.

Like the’ wind they swept. across
"19 prairie "and up the slope of the
At the top Philip reined in.
ot four hundred yards distant
'l.‘.\ a thick clump of paplar trees
and a thousand vards beyond that
the first black escarpments of the
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Bad Lands. In the space between a
borseman was gallnping fiercely to
the west. It was Billinger.. With

& quick movement Phitip slipped the

girl to the ground, and whea she|

gprang a step back. looking up 4t
him in white terror, he had whipped
out one of his big service revolvers.

“There’s a little- lake over there
among those trees he sald. “"Walt
there——until T come back!"

.tHe raced dgffn the slope—not to
cul off the fiylng horseman—but to-
wdrd the clump of poplars. It was
Billinger he was thinking of now.
The agent hpd fired three shots.
‘There had followed other shots, not
Billinger's and after that his car.|
bine "had remgined silent. Billinger
was ‘among the poplars He was
hurt or dead.

A well.-worn trail, beaten down by
transient rangers. cut through the
stunted growth of prairle timber, and
without checking his speed Philip
sped along it only his head and

shoulders’ and his big revolver ahow. |

ing over his horse’s ears. ‘A hundred
paces and the timber gave place to a
sandy dip. In the center of which was
the water hole,
more than an gere in extent. Up to
his knees in the hole was Billinger's ;
i;derless torse, and a little way up :

e sand was Billinger. doubled over‘

n bis hands and Lnees beside tiver|
black ‘objects that Philip knew were |
men, stretched cut Ike the dead
back at the wreck, Bilfinger's yel-
low-mustached face, pallid and twist.|
ed with pain, looked' over them all
Phillp galloped. across the open and |
sprang out of his saddle.
rible grimace he railsed himeelf lol
hig knees, antlcipating the question
on Philip's lips, |
“Nothing very. bad, Steele,” he sald. ;
“One of the cusses N
through’«the leg, and broke it, I:
guess. Painful, but not killing. an’
look at that!”

He nodded to. the two men Ifing
with their faces.turned up to the hot
glafe of-the sun. One glance was
enough to tell ‘Philip that théy were

dead, and that it was not Billinger; °

_who had killed them. Thelr bearded ;
faces had - stiffened In the “first!
agoriies of death. Thelr breasts were |
soaked with blood and thefr arms had |
been drawn down close to thelr sides.
. As he looked the gleam of a metal :
buckle on’the belt of the dead man
nearest him caught Philip's eye: He
took a gtep nearer to examrine it and
then drew back. This bit of metal
told the story—~it bore the leuer! R
N. W, M. P.
= (TO BE CIJ\ITIVUED)

An'. Okishoma . Inventor's com:;
planter-.is . }ight enough fo be car:
ried in the hand, yet will sow. the:
mn&em,ua, cqver. each with
_sofL

The dlp was not}

With & ter. I
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