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ECOND INSTALLMENT

s1§—Three weeks after 8
Oclgﬁ)red roadster had been
wrecked in the sea at the foot
iff, a girl calling herself Anne
g Jappeurs at the desert town
n. She has bought,.slght un-

ranch located 30 miles away.
' her nearest neighbor

Duane, a minute,”

. roCH! g

s ’""“;,,a?,"f;‘fhsftgd 1: n Bnl: He went, but with a backward
ble wbded down with supplies, look. Interested and not a  little
;{, L“acw“ the desert. In puzzled. He knew that the girls
star

n her reticence has aroused
jon.
—————————
glimpse was only a glimpse,
g 88 quickly as it had come.
ar gave 8 jolt of protest and
d off obliquely . from the road
had been following. She had
d privacy and here it was.

» said her host cheerfully,
or

it
in

)

£

W, o

are aiming straight—more
traight—for your ranch. The
road is back of us. This is
¢our short cut to it. See that
jag in the hills? Your ranch
ht below that, in a valley.”

s looked at it with sharpened
. A valley sounded nice;
of snug and tucked away. The
. had told her that a stream
hru the ranch. She hoped that
true, but she did not ask Barry

8
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e

1e.

e hills were coming closer and
w rise of land began to be spot-
thinly with dwarf evergreens.
er slapes towered ahead, great,
kled, rocky folds, almost black
hadow. Further south, where
-ar was heading were long, thin-
soded ridges. Lying lonely but
coted, thare was a little valley.
ane had a glimpse of willows
~ottonwoods, hugging what must
| %ittle creek. There was water!
ey swept in with a triumphant
+ of sreed, past a strip of fence
, tited looking posts and discour-
i wir~, past a ragged field or two
hing sight of a lovely meadow.

b

i
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Hlere we are,” said Barry Duane,
( shing's Ranch. You mustn't
g it by first appearauces, be-
:o a handy man with & hammer
a few nails can work miracles.
fio v ice eounded nervaus. They
& oll lanking at her. = littla anx |1
sly.

the hegan to laugh.

t:
1

x the counter in a dusty
ce in a small town.
‘The dear little funny
lon’t mind if it’s run down. It’s
ne! And I'm going to have orange
rtains at the windows. Flaming
inge!  Let's explore!”

She was out before anyone could
Ip her, running up 8 careless path

s frankly sagging porch, and|}
med at the door. 1
“1 forgot the most important

1t. Welcome to Trail’'s End! Mrs.
urrabee, if I help, do you think I'd
wre invite the gentlemen to our
st meal?”
They stayed. It would have taken
iee to have dragged at least one
! them away from that glowing
icture on the low, lazy old poreh,
ith the weathered logs making &
Ivered background for her vivid
outh and the lovely flame in her
heeks.
“Don't see why they shouldn’t,”
he agreed calmly. “There’s plenty
¢ eat, and we can easy keep two
fen busy until supper time. Boone,
‘ou take these things out, and Pll
how you where they go. Afd then
‘o1 might clean out the stove—it’ll
teed it—and lay a fire for me. Bar-
3. suppese you show Miss Cushing
irund and tell her about things.
And you might take a look at the
:;:1:] and see if it meeds cleanin’
._Anne listened to them, eyes slight
ith laughter. “Tell me when
;31! help. “TPm not going to be “a
‘“ﬂ?, you know. Buat I want to
~C€e what the house is like, first.
oming?.”’
&T}l"ls Was not addressed to Martha,
3 slightly dizzy young man picked
P & suitcase in each hand and fol-
o%ed her,
Wi;rhhe door yielded under her hand
by @ gentle squeak, and a slanting
yhuf sunlight “followed her in.
¢ was in a fair sized room, with
m:ﬂ on both sidt_es leading to other
of du. The first impression was one
er ofﬂ,,a__n,_d‘bnreness. the hasty lit-
moving_ndds xAmd ends dropped in
h;f:‘eﬁroom wasn't bad at all. The
there 9ors needed scrubbing, but
Thaes wy B Renerous stone - fire-
e, th some glinting quartz sur-
h’médand a long mantel abowe it
time ga oL @ gingle cedar siab. The
mMukean beams were hand
it and if the few pieces of fur-
t,eh Were heavy and primitive,
thin, ad she known it, was some-
gl Eive thanks for,
segy ' glad Mrs. Larrabeo i
and n?ne. But I love the old beams
i""lein:t eﬁ::l?llce?llthu it’s hard to
'er needing a fir
by Sunshine oul.sldg." e lter

dog

now.

“1'0l do
before she gets after me, and then
if you’re ready, we can take a look
around.
unpack first.”

N
rensible shoes.

of his own generation did practically
what they pleased, but they didn't
work. Perhaps it was just & whim,
—Oh, damn it, what business was

it of his, anyway?
Martha Larrabee.

Martha's stern creed of soap
water.

perfect strangers to do all my work
much.”

don’t you worry ahout
It won't hurt them.
want to anyway.

Anne knew already who it was.

Martha.
shape, but 'l take a better look at

it tomorrow. It's placed rvight for
drainage, too.”

He sighted Anne. White, -~ven
teeth flashed. “AH rveady for ac-

tion? Come along, and T'll chaw you

brow and thet little quirk =
» | earner of her smiling mouth.

Softly at|hay barn and wagon shed, tool
t. but with a swelling note. This{and store house, a disused
< her ranch, hers, bought insanely smith shop
little | and ends,
several bunks, no doubt
old thing!|busier days.
plements more or less in repair, a
fair assortment of tools, some mno-
ticeably patched harness and a quite
respectable saddle.

Il An unexpected

He lingered in the doorway
a chore or two for Martha

Or perhaps you'd rather

“Before I've seen my own ranch?
ever! I just want to get out some
I'll. join you in just

sually please to bury their talents
n humdrum and unspectacular farm

r a let-down after a love affair, or
He went to find

Left to herself, Anne grimaced
rankly at the slightly dingy look
f her new querters, and blesssed
and
She slipped into a pair of
mart sport shoes and hurried out.

“Mrs. Larrabee, I can’t ask two

or me. It's awfully nice of them
o be willing, but it’s really too

ack of the ridges tall peaks
loomed darkly, mysterious in moon-
light. Trail's End. She wondered
if it would be,
She had learned that “home” for
Barry waas rather high up in the
hills. She wondered if he had al-
ways lived there. He must have
been away to school. He didn’t talk
like the others.—She liked him.

Martha's solid step sounded back

of her.

“You better go to bed. You look
mighty near done out to me.”

YJust lazy. You've done wonders.
I like my ranch, Martha., Perhaps
I'm a hopeless greenhorn, but I do.”

“So do I,” said Martha unexpect-
edly. “I've always liked it.”

“0Oh, do you?” A certain listless-
ness had gone out of her voice. *“I
thought perhaps—well, it’s generally
9gf)1:fed.tg‘_‘be rather run down, isn't

won't bring up again,” said Martha
bluntly. “There’s a home and a
reasonable livin’ on it, and in good
years there ought to be a little over
to tuck in the bank.”

She looked shrewdly down at the

that

“My name's Martha,” said
apable woman composedly. “‘and
the work.

Besides, they’
Tt's only neigh
Now you run along and tell

1
-

l

orly.

Barry to show you around, but be-
fore he goes he might as well help
Boone out with that table. T thought
we might have supper early, and eat

t outdoors.”

A step sounded on the porch
“I've bhrought you some

The well seems in

water,
good

he estate.”

Qhe trudged off gaily with him,
o look at her kingdom. Martha
noked after them, with el ~nted
the
“Him?!' she said eloquently, “van
.in’ after a girll”

The tour of inspection took in the
house
black-

cluttered with  odds
a fairly good eabin with
used in
There were farm im-

They left these dusty details be-

hind them and walked slowly down
beside the little creek, hustling bus-

ly along over its stones. Young

willows crowded close to its banks,
cottonwoods towered gracefully, gol-
den green with young leaves. It was
quiet and lovely here.

w«An Indian,” said Barry Duane,

“would feed a tribe on what a Simp-
son wastes.
there and some irrigation
each side would add acres to
place. But try to make them do it.”

A primitive damn out
ditches on
this

There was a curious bitterness in

his voice, out of all relation to such
a harmless subject.

She wondered.
“Why, I think it sounds exciting.”
“Yes, it’s exciting enough.” He
broke off with an apologetic grin.
«“Don’t let me get started. It's a
hobby of mine. Come on, let’s go
up to that knoll. You will get a
good view down your little valley
and .a nice glimpse of some aspens
on the other side. When they turn
in the autumn that upper slope is
like running gold.”

Ditches and views arid .creeks, hi‘t-
terness and an eye for mountain
slopes running with autumn go%d!
young man. Life
might not be so solitary here after
all.

That had been hours ago. They
had eaten picnic fashion, with zegt-
ful appetite and in the open air.
Strange that it should seem so nat-
ural! They had talked of deserts
and of deep bosomed hills, of the
temperamental habits of the dry
sandy washes in the season of rains.
Of everything, in fact, except .the
resson why a girl with beautiful
hands and the smart tailoring of ex-

ed to live on s little ranch in an
jsolated valley.

Then finally, rather reluctantly,
her two sun-browned guardians had
climbed into the disreputable car
and departed.

into a big apron and worked with
Martha, despite protest, and now,
after two hours of beating and dust-

the amiably sagging porch.
" From somewhere near
meadow. she_heard the
thump of hoofs,
of the meadow grass.
be ohe of her horses.
.. The steady, crunching
yalle

Yy _Was

pensive city shops should have elect-

After that she had tied herself

ing and washing and dragging things
around she sat quietly by herself on

the lower
deliberate
the tear and crunch
That would

ade
sound m %0 but she went out of doors first.
\ o I adra—tv

small dark head, at shapely, taper-
fingered hands clasped over a round-
ed knee. Martl® had a head and
used it, but whatever she may have
felt of curiosity or doubt she kept
to herself. She added a brief after-
thought, cautiously.

“And if you ever got tired of
ranchin', I guess you wouldn’t have
any trouble turnin your money over.
Anybody could easily turn it into a
a dude ranch, and 1 guess there's
rinch men and women that would
like it just for the shoatin’ and fish-
in’ back in the hills. Now I'm on
my way to bed. We've got te geot
up early tomorrow morning.""

4 sudden series of thumps, like danc-
ing hoofs on hard ground,

Rounding the corner of the house
vhe caught sight of Barry Duane.
The dancing sounds came from the
prettiest pinto Anne had ever seen,
penned in the corral and making
playful rushes at the gate.
ground beside ,Barry was & saddle.
“Barry Duane,” what are you do-
|ing?”

“Oh, hello? He turned with
guilty grin.
tisiors &6

bring a pinto down and ask you to|ger, but
exercise him occasionally. His name
is Comet.
try around here.
ty good trails.”
Her eyes shone.
frown, and made a bad job of it.
“But you mustn’t do such things.
It’s awfully good of you to want to,
but I really can’t—"

morning.”

what I mean.
of your time and Petry's, and ham-
mered and dug and
made special trips to Marston
errands that I ought to have looked
after myself, and
things down from your own ranch,
but when it comes to taking your
saddle horses—" '
“Don’t you like him?”

" : . . “0Of course 1 like him. He's a|you need more help, let your neigh-
hargo‘t,}‘:f a:.‘];ata }Jilt:;"’ l:’rdl:::“y darling.” bors take a hand. Or if you won't
€ acxbone “Then he's yours. And don't do that, Tranquilino has a nephew

think that you are getting anything
very great, because I have a hundred
more running loose,
and make friends with your
boss.”

The pinto arched his neck
looked warily at the strange hand.
Anne reached over and ran her hand
down a satiny neck.

“0Oh, you beautiful thing!” she She caught a dark flicker in his
said softly. “How could anyhody|eyes. A warning little bell chimed
part with you?” somewhere in her head. Barry

with his nice smile.

separation.
1 expect to come along when you
vide him, bnt U haven't hod e-on a|
nibble yet."

to try him."

horses.

“All outfitted for the trail, aren't
we? 1 suppose that means you've
ridden before?”

“Some. Not much,” she added
honestly, “but I'm crazy about it.”

The pinto danced delicately, im-
patient to be off, but she held him
in while Barry swung himself into
his saddle. He nodded approvingly.

“That's just right. Keep a stea-
aldy hand on him and he will soon
know which one of you is hoss.

You'll find that he has plenty of gin-

On the

“Do you mind having

Boone Petry detoured to Tail's End
every time he drove to Marston and
weensionally when he -didn't, Mar-
tha developed an uncanny prescience
in guessing .when Petry was due and
piling up errands and pdd jobs for
him. .
They were out on the steps one
day when Pétry drove up, the old
car piled with supplies.

“There's your package from the
mail order house, Miss Anne, and
here's a letter for Martha. No let-
ters for you or me. Shall 1 'hko

@'s well behaved.”

For the first half mile they scarce-
ly spoke. Anne let Comet out a
little. Pounding hoofs sounded back
of her, and the long-striding Cap-
tain soon came abresst. She gave
Barry a radiant look, and his heart
suddenly skipped a beat or two and
went rocketing up into his ears.
After a time they came to & high
flat that was like a parkland.

“Like to stop?” he suggested.
“This is one of the places 1 wanted
to show you ... "

They found an inviting place to
sit. Anne sighed happily.

“And to think,” she added lazily,
“that I'd planned to spend this hea-
venly morning struggling with a
hoe.”

“It’s not a woman’s work,” he in-
sisted doggedly. The mere sugges-
tion seemed to make him angry. “If

It's a great riding coun-
1 know some pret-

She tried to

‘Can’t ride? TN teach you in a

You know
You've taken hours

‘Don’t be so innocent.

and
on

sawed,

even brought

who will come by the day, and T'll
see that he doesn't overcharge you.
I hate the idea of your grubbing in
the fields. It doesn’t fit you at all”

“I'm a hard working woman, you
know, not a princess in an ivory
tower.

“You'd make a better
than anyone I know.”

Comet, come

new
and

princess

the-grocertes frweky

He usually walked straight thru
the front door to the kitchen, as did
everybody else, but today he flick-
ered an eyelid at Martha and tramp-
ed around to the back door. Martha
tollowed him.

“Look here, Martha, some of those
old hens in Marston are talkin.”

“What's the matter with them?"

“Miss Anne’s the matter. Mis’
Bagley, she can't get over the shock
of findin' that there wasn't any tag
on her coat, and Mis' Caswell at the
postoffice, she says it's awful queer
that Miss Cushing never gets letters
from home like other folks.”

“Well,” said Martha sharply,
“what did you tell her?”

“What could I tell her?” Petry
scratched a worried head, “Her
bein’ a lady, I couldn’t very well
cram her remarks down her throat,
could 1?7

“No,”.gaid Martha crisply. “Bein’
a man, you wouldn't know how.
Now see here, Boone Petry, the next
time you hear any such interestin’
conversation goin' on, you just slide
up and tell 'em you know for -cer-

but them, that Miss Anne hasn’t an;
folks except cousins she’s never seen
and she run away because her guard-
jen wanted her to marry a rich old
rake that she hated.”

Petry grinned. “All right,
tha, just as you say.”

Mar-

Duane was not the kind who m=ade
careless love

The days ran by as awiftly as
water slipping over a dam. There
was still plenty of work to he done,
but the first furious onslaught -vas
over. Things wers shaping wp. in
daors and out.

Barry Duane looked down at her

“I¢t doesn't have to he a comvlete
I've been hinting that

“You've got ene mow  F'm wild

iook at the mew green of her al-

falfa fields. There were houra

“This morning?”
“Love to. Right after bresl-fast.

“All right, Martha. I'll follow iniHave you had vours or will youn the kitchen, garden or out on the
a minute. Re sure to ecall me.” have some with us?"” porch. Evenings she often sat with
The firm step retreated. Anne| “Both, thank you. T ke Mar-|pencil and paper and thoughtfully
was alone again, and thoughtful.[tha's coffee and I've beer up ~ineca | puckered brow. trying fo figure pro-

Home and a living. It was curious
how precieus that seemed new. Hid-
den away in her smaller =suitcase
there was still a little store of hills
in that golden bag, hated and yet
miraculaus. Fnorgh to buy come
needed things for 'er ranchito, and
a little in recerve  Alwaya in  re-
aerve, if hy any chanes diecster
should parsue her even here. and
the need for flight should come aud.
denly.

“Hire me!" she whispered fierce-
ly. “Hold me and hide me until no
one remembers my face!”

A memory stung her like a nettle.
She shook it off, abruptly and jump-
«d to her feet.
Four days had passed since Anne
had arrived at this tucked away, ne-
glected ranch of hers, four days of
slmost unremitting work which had
sent her to bed with every muscie
protesting and had swept her in
five minutes into dreamless sleep.
From the kitchen came a subdued
rattle of pans. Anne’s eyes opened
wide and she reached for the watch
lying on an unsteady little table be-
side her bed. Seven o’clock!
A swing and a soft thump took
her out of bed, and she threw open
the door and ran out.
“Martha, you villain, you've let
me oversleep! Don’t you know I'm
a hard-working woman?"
Her shrewd eyes warmed in spite
of an inner protest, as they looked
at the gay little figure in the kitchen
door. Bright eyes and a curly mop
of hair, bare feet thrust into gaudy
Chinese slippers, silken, impudent
pajamas, scarlet and black.
“If you're goin’ to run around in
those red- pants, you'd better keep
an eye on the door. First thing you
know one of your reg’lar callers will
be stickin’ his head in, and then
what'll you look like?”
“Why, just like this.” She pluck-
ed a bit of gay silk in each thumb
and forefinger and bowed extrava-
gantly. Then with a sndden glint
in her eye she swung out a slippered
foot at a perilous angle and twirled
off in a series of extraordinary dance
steps. The older woman stared at
her, a girl gone mad, whirling and
swooping, small feet stamping a cur-
jous time beat in light, staccato
thuds.
“Like it, Martha?”
Martha got her breath back. ‘““Oh,
go ’long,” she said crossly, and a
langh came back to her as the slim
legs flashed thru the bedroom door.
The water in her pitcher was fresh

five.

again saddling the pir‘o for her and
Anne was making n
into riding clothes.

fite and losses, the cost of stock and
what she ought to do next year
Rarry was locking after some n

(omet, we stay.”
Halt an hour later he was out

quiel chenga

every few days he found an excuse

Rarry was waiting with the two'to stop at Trail's End. The obliging

Every merning Anne ran out tnl

glected work on his own ranch, but softly

Martha's mouth quirted briefly and

Ivohered again.

¢ “Look here, do you suppose Bar

,v's heard any of this?"

i “Don’t believe so. If anyhody'd

{ever said it to him, he'd have sailed

jin and toek ‘em apart.’”
Martha looked worried.

she said grimly, “he wouldn't

“No,"
take

in{’em apart. He'd jost turn icy snd

freeze 'em until they crecked And

ho'd rage inside all the way home,

because he's awful foud of Miass
»

nne.
Inside of the house a voice was
singing, a iilting soprano. Fetry lis-

e |tened for a momenrt, epved the box

to the tabla and tipteed ent
Vagain.
(CONTINUED NEXT WEEK)
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@ Full enameled
@ Insulated
@ Table Top

o Automatic Oven Heat
Control

@ Clean, BLUE Flame,
SPEED burners

@ Separate Broiler
@ Self-lighting Burners
@ Storage Compartment

Cash Price

$57.50

codkint @
e

equipment
erate cost.

A Modern GAS range
only #2.65 a month

Easy Ownership Plan

IF you have been waiting for
" a modern gas range at a low
price, it is here for you.

You can bring your cooking

Come in and see this new
ODIN range or telephone 140

]

up-to-date at mod-

from the creek—and-——cold—Amme
splashed in it vigorously, one foot
still tapping at odd moments in
time to an intermittently. hummed
tune, but a disapproving pucker had
come between her delicately marked
brows. Now why did she have to do
that silly trick? Hadn’t she any
sengse at all? Why do anything
which might start anybody, even
Martha, wondering where she had
come from and what she had been
before she had stepped off the two-
thirty-eight at Marston? 8he must
be more careful. S
Dressing was & swift matter in
these days. Insinuating odors of
bacon and coffee were creeping in,

¥l

———home-heating —
isFaster-
“RORC Coonenic!

and our representative will
call and explain our ‘‘easy
ownership plan.”

TRERRNA

Get fﬁll informqﬁon at the office of

tain, only you wouldn’t tell anybcdyﬁ

—wﬂt—ﬂnﬁw the-
Mt They can be ¢ illy enough

ouniet. The wooded ridges tucked

PO
Over-by-thehorse
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