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in ceanversation with her. 1
plays the game, making Mrs. |
think he loves her. Tﬂl'lhl‘!'t!
. Bland |::-::1
Bland urges
become a regular member of
is outlaw gang.
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Accounting for the short cut across |
grove and field, it was about five
minutes’ walk up to Bland's house.
Taﬂlllntitmmdlantintimml
distance, and he had difficulty in re-
straining his pace.

Alh:wn{hdthtuuml:ndulu
and subtie change in his feelings..
Again he was going out to meet in |
conflict. He could have avoided this
meeting. But despite the fact of his

Blue columns
over some of
grant smell of reminded Duane
his home—that he

of
the
it

OW GO ON WITH THE STORY  ane. His look, perhaps, without speech,
| was enough for her. In an instant

you can't have her. You'll never leave

| second her fury

' in a voice that must have penetrated
| to the remotest cabin in the wvalley.

wood for the stove.

of creamy mist rising

dissolving in the sunlight.
Then be entered Bland’s ;

quarreling! He took a quick survey
of the surroundings. There was now
not even a Mexican in sight. Then
he hurried a little.

woods. This time he saw Euchre
coming with the horses. There was
no indication that the old cutlaw might
lose his nerve at the end. Duane had |
feared this. ) !
Duane now changed his walk to a |

said inside the cabin. -
“If you do—Bland, by Heaven, I'1l |
'Illj_rnuludhr!" '

“Let me loose! I'm going in there,
I lell you'" replied Bland hoarsely. !

“What for?™

“lI want to make a little love to her.
‘Ha-Ha! It'l] be fun to have the laugh |
on her new lover”

“You lie!” cried Kate Biland.

“Let me go!” His voice grew haar-
ser with passion.

“No, no! | won't let you go! You'll
choke the—truth out of her! you'll
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burning
be said, still low and sharp.

' as he

or reason had given way to such an
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edged on. keeping Jennie behind him.
At that moment there was a putl:nd-l
ing of iron-shod hoofs out in the lane. |
Kate Bland bounded to the door. When |

she turned back her amaze was chang- ' to climb Duane looked back. No pur-

ing to realization. !
“Where're you taking Jen?” she
cried, her voice like a man’s
“Get out of my way!” replied Du-

she was transformed into a fury.
“You hound! All the time you were
fooling me. You made love to me!
You let me believe—you swore you
loved me! Now [ see what was gqueer
about you'!' All for that slut! But

here alive! Give me that girl! Let
me get at her! She'll never win any
more men in this camp!”

She was a heavy, powerful woman,
and it took all Duane’s strength to
ward off her onslaughts. She clawed
at Jennie over his upheld arm. Every
increased.

“Help! Help! Help!” she shrieked

“Let go! Let go!™ cried Duane,
low and sharp. He still held his
in his right hand, and it to
hard for him to ward the woman
His cooiness had gone with her shrie

he shoved her fiercely.

Suddenly she snatched a rifie off the
wall and backed away, her strong
hands fumbling at the lever. As she
jerked it down, throwing shell into
the chamber and cocking the weapon,
Duane leaped upon her. He struck up
the rifle as it went off, the powder
=

' Get on a horse!”

FAgE

“Jennie,

Jennie flashed out of door.

With an iron grasp Duane

the rifle-barrel. He
with his left hand, and he gave such
a powerful pull that he swung
woman off the floor. But
not loose her grip. She was

“Kate! Let go!” ,
He tried to intimidate her. She did
not see his gun thrust in her face,

! now had every chance of escape. |

extent to passion that she did not |
care. She cursed. Her husband had |

used the same curses, and from her |
lips they seemed strange, unsexed,
more deadly.

Like a tigress she fought him. Her
face no longer resembled a woman's.
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safety. You'll tell your story. “You'll
be sent Lo some village or town and

taken care of until a relative or friend
is notified.”

“And you?" she inquired in a
strange voice.

Duane kept silence.

“What will you do?” she went on.

“Jennie, I'll go back to the brakes.
I daren’t show my face among re-
spectable people. I'm an outlaw.”

“You're no eriminal” she declared|

with deep passion.

i

saw
» heard shouts. But thera:
fired. !
Jennie seemed able to stay on m}
without stirrups she bounc-
that Duane rode closer and
reached out to grasp her arm.
Thus they rode through the valley
to the trail that led up over the steep |

and broken Rim-Rock. As they began |

suers were in sight.

“Jennie, we're going to get away!”
he cried, exultation for her in his
voice.

She was gazing, horror-stricken, at
his breast as, in turning to look back,
he faced her.

“0Oh, Duane, your shirt’s all bloody!”
she faltered, pointing with trembling
finger.

With her word Duane became
aware of two things—the hand he in-
stinctively placed to his breast still
held his gun—and he had sustained a
terrible wound.

He had been shot through the breast
far enough down to give him grave
apprehension of his life. Little pain
attended the injury, and no sense of
weakness yet. The clean-cut bullet-
hole bled freely both at its entrance
and where it had come, but with no
signs of hemorrhage. He did not
bleed at the mouth; however, he began
to cough up a reddish tinged foam.

Jennie, with pale face and mute
lips looked at him.

“I'm badly hurt, Jennie,” he said;
“but [ guess ['ll stick it out.”

“The woman—did she shoot you?®"”

“Yes. She was a devil. FEuchre]
told me to look out for her. 1 wasn't |
quick enough.” '

“You didn’t have to—to——"" shiv-

“My God, no!™ he replied.

They did not stop climbing while
Duane tore a scarf and made com-
which he bound tightly over
his wounds. The fresh horses made
fast time up the rough trail. From |
Duane looked down.
they surmounted the steep
t and stood on top of the Rim-'
with no signs of pursuit down |
the valley, and with the wild, broken |
fastnesses before them, Duane turned .
to the girl and assured her that they
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“Jennie, we're going to get away,”
he said with gladness. “I'll be well in
a few days. You don’t know how
strong [ am. “We'll hide by day and |
travel by night. [ can get you across
the river.”

“And then?” she asked. ]
“We'll find some honest rancher.”

“And then?” she persisted.
“Why—" he began slowly.

Hmt-,‘

as far as my thought ever got. It!
was pretty hard, [ tell you, to assure)

myself of so much. It means your

“Jennie, on this border the little

down the lane into thﬁ] difference between an outlaw and a
running from |

criminal doesn't count for much.”

“You won't go back among those
terrible men? You, with your gentle-
ness and sweetness—all that's good
lb?ut you! Oh, Duane, don't, don’t
ru‘ﬂ

“l can't go back to the oulaws, at
least Bland's band. No, I'll go alone.
I'll lone wolf it, as they say on the
border. What else can I do, Jennie?”

“Oh, I don't know. Couldn't you
hide? Couldn’t you slip out of Texas
~—go far away?"”

“I could never get out of Texas
without being arrested. [ could hide,
but a man must live. Never mind
about me, Jennie”

“Duane, if ever I'm safe out of this
awful country,” she ecried, “I'll go to
the Governor. I'll tell him your story.
I'll tell him mine. [I'll get you par-
doned.”

As he looked down upon her, a
slight slender girl with bedraggled
dress and disheleved hair, her face
pale and quiet, a little stern in sleep,
and her long, dark lashes lying on
her cheeks, he seemed to see her
fragility, her prettiness, her femin-
inity as never before. But for him
she might at that very moment have
been a broken, ruined girl, lying back
in that cabin of Blands.

Tomorrow she would be gone,
among good kind people, with a pos-
sibility of finding her relatives. He
thanked God for that; nevertheless he

| felt a pang.

She slept more than half the day.
Duane kept guard, always alert,
whether he was sitting, standing, or
walking. The rain pattered steadily
on the roof and sometimes came in
gusty flurries through the door. The
horses were outside in a shed that
afforded poor shelter, and they stamp-
ed restlessly. Duane kept them sad-
dled and bridled.

(Continued Next Week)

TELEPHONE 410

J.SMITH
JUNK

60 N. First St. Mighland Park
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Phone Highland Park 854-R

Highland Park
Mantel & Tile Co.

(Neot Ine.)

Tile F.oors, Walls, Ceilings,
Fireplaces

James Nielsen

926 LOGAN STREET
Highland Park, IlI.
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LOUISE M.
Teacher of Plane

oo w ree  [KVANS

Residence Studio, 820 Ridge Terrace, Evanston

MURPHY & SCHWALL

HEATING CONTRACTORS

Hot Waler, YVapor, High or Low Pressure Steam
Estimaios on New and Remodeling Werk - Kepair Woerk o Specially

733 GLENCOE AVENUE 89 CLIFTON AVENUE
Telsphone Highland Park 3437 Telephone Highland Park I383

M. D MURPHY J. A. SCHWALL

T Work Guaranteed, Estimates Free
¥ PROFESSIONAL
< PIANO TUNING
i H. F. PAHNKE

530 South Linden Avenue

Phone 2048 Highland Park, Illinois

Building Material |
COAL and SOLVAY COKE
Highland Park Fuel Company

HERMAN DENZEL, President
1205 Deerfield Road at Blodgett

Telephone 335

JOHN ZENGELER
Cleaner and Dyer

25 North Sheridan Road

We Operate Our Own Plant in
Highland Park

T e

Telephone Highland Park 2801

MOLDANER & HUMER

16 North Sheridan Road Phone Highland Park 54

TAILORS
CLEANERS FURRIERS
FUR STORAGE

The Best of Craftsmanship and Service

They will cost no more.
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WHERE HEAT IS ESSENTIAL

Mot only is heat essential in the bath
room, but it must be uniform. Ask
us to examine your heating system
and let us point out to you how it
can be made more efficient at very
little expense. The heating of homes
the modern way is our business. We
guarantee the perfect system at the
most moderate cost. We furnish
equipment and labor.

Moran Brothers
- Modern Plumbing end Heating
—} . Extimates m—ngﬂ_ Jobbing a Specialty
BUILDING
At 360 CENTRAL AVENUE

Telephones
Shop H. P. 1404 Res. H. P. 439-1342
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cNorth Shore Landscape
Construction Co.

Landscape Architects and Enpineers

16 North Sheridan Road
Highland Park, Illinois
H. P, 2990




