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DESERT GOLD

. y

Burton followed Nell and married her. That would
account for Nell Warren taking the name of Burton.
But it isn’t likely. None of us ever heard of such a thing
and wouldn't have believed it if we had. The affair
scemed destined to end unfortunately. But Belding,
while I'm at it, I want to say that Nell Warren was one
of the sweetest, finest, truest girls in the world. If she
drifted to the Southwest and kept her past a secret that
was only natural. Certainly it should not be held against
her. Why, she was only a child—a girl—seventeen—
eighteen years old. . . . In a moment of amazement—
when I recognized your wife as an old schoolmate—I
blurted the thing out to Radford. You see now how little
it matters to me when I ask your stepdaughter’s hand in
marriage for my son.”

Belding stood listening. The genuine emotion in
Chase’s voice was as strong as the ring of truth. Belding
knew truth when he heard it. The revelation did not
surprise him. Belding did not soften, for he divined that
Chase’s emotion was due to the probing of an old wound,
the recalling of a past both happy and painful. Still,
human nature was so strange that perhaps kindness and -
sympathy might yet have a place in this Chase’s heart.
Belding did not believe so, but he was willing to give
Chase the benefit of the doubt.

““So you told my wife you’d respect her secret—keep
her dishonor from husband and daughter?” demanded
Belding, his dark gaze sweeping back from the lane.

“What! I—I—" stammered Chase.

“You made your son swear to be a man and die before
he’d hint the thing to Nell?”” went on Belding, and his
voice rang louder.

Ben Chase had no answer. The red left his face. His
son slunk back against the fence.

“I say you never held this secret over the heads of my
wife and her daughter?” thundered Belding.

He had his answer in the gray faces, in the lips that fear
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made mute. Like a flash Belding saw the whole truth of
Mrs. Belding's agony, the reason for her departure; he
saw what had been driving Nell; and it seemed that all the
dogs of hell were loosed within his heart. He struck out
blindly, iostinctively in his pain, and the blow sent Ben
Chase staggering into the fence corner. Then he stretched
forth a long arm and whirled Radford Chase back bwde
his father.

“I see it all now,” went on Belding, hoarsely. “You.
found the woman's weakness—her love for the girl.
You found the girl’s weakness—her pride and fear of
shame. So you drove the one and hounded the other.
God, what a base thing to do! To tell the girl was bad
enough, but to threaten her w1th betrayal; there's no name
for that!”

Belding’s voice thickened, and he paused, breathing.
heavily. He stepped back a few paces; and this, an
ominous action for an armed man of his kind, instead of
adding to the fear of the Chases, seemed to relieve them.
If there had been any pity in Belding’s heart he would
have felt it then.

“And now, gentlemen,” continued Belding, speaking
low and with difficulty, ‘‘seeing I've turned down your
proposition, I suppose you think you’ve no more call to
keep your mouths shut?”’

The elder Chase appeared fascinated by something he
either saw or felt in Belding, and his gray face grew grayer.
He put up a shaking hand. Then Radford Chasg,
livid and snarling, burst out: “I'll talk till I'm black in
the face. Ycu can't stop me!”

“You'll go black in the face, but it won’t be from talk-
ing,” hissed Belding.

His big arm swept down, and when he threw it up the
gun glittered in his hand. Simultaneously with the lattes
action pealed out a shrill, penetrating whistle.

The whistle of a horse! It froze Belding’s arm aloft.
For an instant he could not move even his eyes. The
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familiarity of that whistle was terrible in its power to
rob him of strength. Then he heard the rapid, heavy
pound of hoofs, and again the piercing whistle.

“ Blanco Diablo!” he cried, huskily.

He turned to see a huge white horse come thundering
into the yard. A wild, gaunt, terrible horse; indeed, the
loved Blanco Diablo. A bronzed, long-hau‘ed Indian
bestrode him. More white horses galloped into the yard,
pounded to a halt, whistling home. Belding saw a slim
shadow of a girl who seemed all great black eyes.

Under the trees flashed Blanco Sol, as dazzling white, as
beautiful as if he had never been lost in the desert. He
slid to a halt, then plunged and stamped. His rider
leaped, throwing the bridle. Belding saw a powerful,
spare, ragged man, with dark, gaunt face and eyes of flame.

Then Nell came running from the house, her golden hair
flying, her hands outstretched, her face wonderful.

“Dick! Dick! Oh-h-h, Dick!” she cried. Her voice
seemed to quiver in Belding’s heart.

Belding’s eyes began to blur. He was not sure he saw
clearly. Whose face was this now close before him—a
iong thin, shrunken face, haggard, tragic in its semblance
of torture, almost of death? But the eyes were keen and
kind. Belding thought wildly that they proved he was
not dreaming,.

I shore am glad to see you all,” saida well-remembered
voice in a slow, cool drawl.



XVIIl
REALITY AGAINST DREAMS

ADD, Lash, Thorne, Mercedes, they were all leld
tight in Belding’s arms. Then he ran to Blanco
Diablo. For once the great horse was gentle, quiet, glad.
He remembered this kindest of masters and reached for
him with warm, wet muzzle.
. Dick Gale was standing bowed over Nell’s slight form,
almost hidden in his arms. Belding hugged them both.
He was like a boy. He .saw Ben Chase and his son slip
.away under the trees, but the circumstance meant nothing
to him then.

“Dick! Dick!” he roared. “Is it you? . .. Say, who'

do you think’s here—here, in Forlorn River?”

Gale gripped Belding with a hand as rough and hard as
a file and as strong as a vise. But he did not speak a
word. Belding thought Gale’s eyes would haunt him
forever. :

It was then three more persons came upon the scene—
Elsie Gale, running swiftly, her father assisting Mrs.
Gale, who appeared about to faint.

“Belding! Who on earth’s that?” cried Dick, hoarsely.

“Quien sabe, my son,” replied Belfling; and now his
voice seemed a little shaky. ‘‘Nell, come here. Give
him a chance.”

Belding slipped his arm round Nell, and whispered in
her ear, ‘This 'll be great!”

Elsie Gale's face was white and agitated, a face ex-
pressing extreme joy. .

“Oh, brother! Mama saw you—Papa saw you, and
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never knew you! But I knew you when you jumped
quick—that way—off your horse. And now I don’t know
you. You wild man! You giant! You splendid bar-
barian! . .. Mama, Papa, hurry! It ss Dick! Look at
him. Just look at him! Oh-h, thank God!”

Belding turned away and drew Nell with him. Inanoth-
er second she and Mercedes were clasped in each other’s
arms. Then followed a time of joyful greetings all round.

The Yaqui stood leaning against a tree watching the
welcoming home of the lost. . No one seemed to think
of him, until Belding, ever mindful of the needs of horses,
put a hand on Blanco Diablo and called to Yaqui to bring
the others. They led the string of whites down to the
barn, freed them of wet and dusty saddles and packs, and
turned them loose in the alfalfa, now breast-high. Diablo
found his old spirit; Blanco Sol tossed his head and whistled
his satisfaction; White Woman pranced to and fro; and
presently they all settled down to quiet grazing. How
good it was for Belding to see those white shapes against
the rich background of green! ' His eyes glistened. It was
a sight he had never expected to see again. He lingered
there many moments when he wanted to hurry back to his
rangers.

At last he tore himself away from watching Blanco
Diablo and returned to the house. It-was only to find
that he might have spared himself the hurry. Jim and
Ladd were lying on the beds that had not held them for
somany months. Their slumber seemed as deep and quiet
as death. Curiously Belding gazed down upon them.
They had removed only boots and chaps. Their clothes
were in tatters. Jim appeared little more than skin and
bones, a long shape, dark and hard as iron. Ladd’s ap-
pearance shocked Belding. The ranger looked an old
man, blasted, shnveled starved. Yet his gaunt face,
though terrible in its records of tortures, had something
fine and noble, even beautiful to Belding, in its strength,

its victory. o8
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Thorne and Mercedes had disappeared. The low mur-
mur of voices came from Mrs. Gale’s room, and Belding
concluded that Dick was still with his family. No doubt
he, also, would soon seek rest and sleep. Belding went
through the patio and called in at Nell's door. She was
there sitting by her window. The flush of happiness had
not left her face, but she looked stunned, and a shadow
of fear lay dark in her eyes. Belding had intended to
talk. He wanted some one to listen to him. The ex-
pression in Nell’s eyes, however, silenced him. He had
. forgotten. Nell read his thought in his face, and then she
lost all her color and dropped her head. Belding entered,
stood beside her with a hand on hers. He tried desperate-
ly hard to think of the right thing to say, and realized so
long as he tried that he could not speak at all.

“Nell—Dick’s back safe and sound,” he said, slowly.
‘“That’s the main thing. I wish you could have seen his
eyes when he held you in his arms out there. . .. Of course,
Dick’s coming knocks out your trip East and changes
plans generally. We haven’t had the happiest time lately.
But now it "Il all be different. Dick’s as true as a Yaqui.
He'll chase that Chase fellow, .don’t mistake me. . . .
Then mother will be home soon. She'll straighten out
this—this mystery. And Nell—however it turns out—I
know Dick.Ga.le will feel just the same as I feel. Brace
ap now, girl.”

Belding left the patio and traced thoughtful steps back
toward the corrals. He realized the need of his wife.
If she had been at home he would not have come so close
to killing two men. Nell would never have fallen so low
in spirit. Whatever the real truth of the tragedy of his
wife’s life, it would not make the slightest difference to
him. What hurt him was the pain mother and daughter
had suffered, were suffering still. Somehow he must put
an end to that pain.

- He found the Yaqui curled up in a corner of the barn
in as deep a sleep as that of the rangers. Looking down
290 ,

’




DESERT GOLD

at him, Belding felt again the rush of curious thrilling
eagerness to learn all that had happened since the dark
night when Yaqui had led the white horses away into the
desert. Belding curbed his impatience and set to work
upon tasks he had long neglected. Presently he was
interrupted by -Mr. Gale, who came out, beside himself
with happiness and excitement. He flung a hundred
questions at Belding and never gave him time to answer
one, even if that had been possible. Finally, when Mr.
Gale lost his breath, Belding got a word in. “See here,
Mr. Gale, you know as much as I know. Dick’s back.
They're all back—a hard lot, starved, burned, torn to
pieces, worked out to the limit I never saw in desert
travelers, but they're alive—alive and well, man! Just
wait. Just gamble I won't sleep or eat till I hear that
story. But they've got to sleep and eat.”

Belding gathered with growing amusement that besides
the joy, excitement, anxiety, impatience expressed by Mr.
Gale there was something else which Belding took for
pride. It pleased him. Looking back, he remembered
some of the things Dick had confessed his father thought
of him. Belding’s sympathy had always been with the
boy. But he had learned to like the old man, to find him
kind and wise, and to think that perhaps college and busi-
ness had not brought out the best in Richard Gale. The
West had done that, however, as it had for many a wild
youngster; and Belding resolved to have a little fun at the
expense of Mr. Gale. So he began by making a few re-
marks that appeared to rob Dick’s father of both speech
and breath.

“And don’t mistake me,” concluded Belding, ‘“‘just
keep out of earshot when Laddy tells us the story of that
desert trip, unless you're hankering to have your hair turn
pure white and stand curled on end and freeze that way.”

(

About the middle of the forenoon on the following day
the rangers hobbled out of the kitchen to the porch.
3oo :
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“I'm a sick man, I tell you,” Ladd was complaining,
“an’ I gotta be fed. Soup! Beef tea! That ain’t so
much as wind to me. I want about a barrel of bread
an’ butter, an’ a whole platter of mashed potatoes with
gravy an’ green stuff—all kinds of green stuff—an’ a whole
big apple pie. Give me everythin’ an’ anythin’ to eat
but meat. Shore I never, never want to taste meat again,
an’ sight of a piece of sheep meat would jest about finish
me. . . . Jim, you used to be a human bein’ that stood up
for Charlie Ladd.”

. “Laddy,I'm lined up beside you with both guns,"” replied

Jim, plaintively. ‘“Hungry? Say, the smell of breakfast
in that kitchen made my mouth water so I near choked to
death. I reckon we're gettin’ most onhuman treatment.”

“But I'm a sick man,” protested Ladd, “an’ I'm agoin’
to fall over in a minute if somebody doesn’t feed me.
Nell, you used to be fond of me.”

“Oh, Laddy, I am yet,” replied Nell.

*‘Shore I don’t believe it. Any girl with a tender heart
just couldn’t let a man starve under her eyes. . . . Look at
Dick, there. I'll bet he’s had something to eat, mebbe .
potatoes an’ gravy, an’ pie an'—"

“Laddy, Dick has had no more than I gave you—in
deed, not nearly so much.”

“Shore he’s had a lot of kisses then, for he hasn't
hollered onct about this treatment.”

‘“‘Perhaps he has,” said Nell, with a blush; “and if you
think that—they would help you to be reasonable I
might—I'll—"

“Well, powerful fond as I am of you, just now kisses "Il
have to run second to bread an’ butter.”

“Oh, Laddy, what a gallant speechl” laughed Nell.
“I'm sorry, but I've Dad’s orders.” N
‘““Laddy,” interrupted Belding, ‘‘ you've got to be broke
in gradually to eating. Now you know that. You'd
be the severest kind of a boss if you had some starved

beggars on your hands.”
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“But I'm sick—I'm dyin’,” howled Ladd.

*You were never sick in your life, and if all the bullet
ioles I see in you couldn’t kill you, why, you never will
die.”

“Can T smoke?” queried Ladd, with sudden animation.
“My Gawd. [ used to smoke. Shore I've forgot. Nell,
if you want to be reinstated in my gallery of angels, just
find me a pipe an’ tobacco.”

“I've hung onto my pipe,” said Jim, thoughtfully. “I
reckon I had i1t empty in my mouth for seven years or so,
wasn’t it, Laddy? A long time! I can see the red lava
an’ the red haze, an’ the red twilight creepin’ up. It was
hot an’ some lonely. Then the wind, and always that
awful silence! An’ always Yaqui watchin’ the west, an’
Laddy with his checkers, an’ Mercedes burnin’ up, wastin’
away to nothin’ but eyes! It’s all there—I'll never get
rid—"

. “Chop that kind of talk,” interrupted Belding, bluntly.
“7Tell us where Yaqui took you-—-what happened to Rojas
—why you seemed lost for so long.”

“I reckon Laddy can tell all that best; but when it
comes to Rojas’s finish I'll tell what I seen, an’ so’ll Dick
an’ Thorne. Laddy missed Rojas’s finish. Bar none,
that was the—"

“I’'m a sick man, but I can talk,” puv in Ladd, “an’
shore I don’t want the whole story exaggerated none bv
Jim-"

Ladd filled the pipe Nell brought, puffed ecstatically at
it, and settled himself upon the bench for a long talk.
Nell glanced appealingly at Dick, who tried to slip away.
Merocedes did go, and was followed by Thorne. Mt. Gale
brought chairs, and in subdued excitement called”his wife
and daughter. Belding leaned forward, rendered all the
more eager by Dick’s reluctance to stay, the memory of+
the quick tragic change in the expression of Mercedes’s
beautiful eyes, by the strange gloomy cast stealing over
Ladd’s face.
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The ranger talked for two hours—talked till his voice
weakened to a husky whisper. At the conclusion of his
story there was an impressive silence. Then Elsie Gale
stood up, and with her hand on Dick’s shoulder, her eyes
bright and warm as sunlight, she showed ‘the rangers what
a woman thought of them and of the Yaqui. Nell clung
to Dick, weeping silently. Mrs. Gale was overcome, and
Mr. Gale, very white and quiet, helped her up to her room.

“The Indian! the Indian!” burst out Belding, his
voice deep and rolling. ‘“What did I tell you? Didn't
1 say he’d be a godsend? Remember what I said about
Yadui and some gory Aztec knifework? So he cut Rojas
loose from that awful crater wall, foot by foot, finger by
finger, sloWw and terrible? And Rojas didn’t hang long on
the choya thorns? Thank the Lord for that! . .. Laddy,
no story of Camino del Diablo can hold a candle to yours.
The flight and the fight were jobs for men. But living
through this long hot summer and coming out—that’s a
miracle. Only the Yaqui could have done it. The
Yaqui! the Yaqui!”

“Shore. Charlie Ladd looks up at an Indian these
days. But Beldin’, as for the comin’ out, don’t forget
the hosses. Without grand old Sol an’ Diablo, who I
don’t hate no more, an’ the other Blancos, we’d never have
got here. Yaqui an’ the hosses, that’s my story!”

Early in the afternoon of the next day Belding encoun-
tered Dick at the water barrel.

“Belding, this is river water, and muddy at that,” said
Dick. “Lord knows I'm not kicking. But I've dreamed
some of our cool running spring, and I want a drink from
it.”

“Never again, son. The spring’s gone, faded, sunk,
dry as dust.”

“Dry!” Gale slowly straightened. ‘We’ve had rains.
The river's full. The spring ought to be overflowing,
What'’s wrong? Why is it dry?”
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“Dick, seeing you're interested, I may as well tell you
ghat a big charge of nitroglycerin choked my spring.”

“Nitroglycerin?” echoed Gale. Then he gave a quick
start. “My mind’s been on home, Nell, my family.
But all the same I felt something was wrong here with the
ranch, with you, with Nell. . . . Belding, that ditch there
fs dry. The roses are dead. The little green in that

grass has come with the rains. What'’s happened? The"

ranch’s run down. Now I look around I see a'change.”

‘*Some change, yes,” replied Belding, bitterly. ‘‘Listen,
mn.’)

Briefly, but not the less forcibly for that, Belding related
* his story of the operations of the Chases.

Astonishment appeared to be Gale’s first feeling. *“Our
water gone, our claims gone, our plans forestalled! Why,
Belding, it’s unbelievable. Forlorn River with promoters,
business, railroad, bank, and what not!”

Suddenly he became fiery and suspicious. “These
Chases—did they do all this on the level?”’

‘““Barefaced robbery! Worse than a Greaser holdup,”
replied Belding, grimly.

“You say the law upheld them?”

“Sure. Why, Ben Chase has a pull as strong as Diablo’s
on a down grade. Dick, we're jobbed, outfigured, beat,
tricked, and we can’t do a thing.”

“Oh, I'm sorry, Belding, most of all for Laddy,” said
Gale, feelingly. “He’s all in. He'll never ride again.
He wanted to settle down here on the farm he thought he
owned, grow grass and raise horses, and take it easy.
Oh, but it’s tough! Say, he doesn’t know it yet. He was
just telling me he’d like to go out and look the farm over.
Who's going to tell him? What's he going to do when he
finds out about this deal?”

“Son, that’s made me think some,” replied Belding,
with keen eyes fast upon the young man. “And I was
kind of wondering how you’d take it.”

“I? Well, I'll call on the Chases. Look here, Beld-
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ing, I'd better do some forestalling myself. If Laddy
gets started now there’ll be blood spilled. He’s not just
right in his mind yet. He talks in his sleep sometimes
about how Yaqui finished Rojas. If it's left to him—
he’ll kill these men. But if I take it up—"

“You're talking sense, Dick. Only here, I'm not so
sure of you. And there’s more to tell. Son, you've
Nell to think of and your mother.”

Belding's ranger gave him a long and searching glance.

““You can be sure of me,” he said.

“All right, then; listen,”” began Belding. With deep
voice that had many a break and tremor he told Gale how
Nell had been hounded by Radford Chase, how her mother
had been driven by Ben Chase—the whole sad story.

“So that's the trouble! Poor little girl!” murmured °
Gale, brokenly. “I felt something was wrong. Nell
wasn't natural, like her old self. And when I begged her
to marry me soon, while Dad was here, she couldn’t talk.
She could only cry.”

“It was hard on Nell,” said Belding, simply. ‘‘But
it ’ll be better now you're back. Dick, I know the girl.
She'll refuse to marry you and you’ll have a hard job to
break her down, as hard as the one you just rode in off
of. I think I know you, too, or I wouldn’t be saying—"’

Belding, what 're you hinting at?”’ demanded Gale.
“Do you dare insinuate that—that—if the thing were
true it ’d make any difference to me?”

“Aw, come now, Dick; I couldn’t mean that. I'm
only awkward at saying things. And I'm cut pretty
deep—"

“For God's sake, you don’t believe what Chase said?”’
queried Gale, in passionate haste. ‘‘It’s a lie. I swear
it’s a ie. I know it’s a lie. And I've got to tell Nell
this minute. Come on in with me. I want you, Belding.
Oh, why didn’t you tell me sooner?”’

Belding felt himself dragged by an iron arm into the
sitting-room, out into the patio, and across that to where
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‘Nell sat in her door. At sight of them she gave a little
cry, drooped for an instant, then raised a pale, still face,
w.lth eyes beginning to darken.

“Dearest, I know now why you' are not wearing my
mother’s ring,” said Gale, steadily and low-voiced.

“Dick, I am not worthy,” she replied, and held out a
trembling hand with the ring lying in the palm.

Swift as light Gale caught her hand and slipped the
ring back upon the third finger.

“Nell! Look at me. It is your engagement ring. ...
Listen. I don’t believe this—this thing that’s been tor-
turing you. I know it’salie. I am absolutely sure your
mother will prove it a lie. She must have suffered once—
perhaps there was a sad error—but the thing you fear is
not true. But, hear me, dearest; even if it was true it
wouldn’t make the slightest difference to me. I'd promise
you on my honor I'd never think of it again. I'd love you
all the more because you'd suffered. I want you all the
more to be my wife—to let me make you forget—to—"

She rose swiftly with the passionate abandon of a woman
stirred to her depths, and she kissed him.

“Oh, Dick, you're good—so good! You'll never
know—just what those words mean to me. * They’ve
saved me—I think.”

‘““Then, dearest, it’s all right?”’ Dick questioned, eagerly.
“You will keep your promise? You will marry me?”

The glow, the light faded out of her face, and now the
blue eyes were almost black. She drooped and shook her
head.

“Nell!” exclaimed Gale, sharply catching his breath.

“Don’t ask me, Dick. I—I won’'t marry you.”

6 Why fal :

“You know. It's true that I—" .

“It'’s a lie,” interrupted Gale, fiercely. “But even if
it's true—why—why won't you marry me? Between
you and me love is the thing. Love, and nothing else!
Don'’t you love me any more?” -
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They had forgotten Belding, who stepped back into the
shade.

‘I love you with my whole heart and soul. I'd die for
you,” whispered Nell with clenching ha.nds “But .1
won't disgrace you.”

‘“Dear, you have worried over this trouble till you're
morbid. It has grown out of all proportion. I tell you
that I'll not only be the happiest man on earth, but the
luckiest, if you marry me."”

‘‘Dick, you give not one thought to your family. Would
they receive me as your wife?”

“They surely would,” replied Gale, steadily.

‘“No! oh no!”

“You're wrong, Nell. I'm glad you said that. You
give me a chance to prove something. I'll go this minute
and tell them all. I'll be back here in less than—"

“Dick, you wili not tell her—your mother?” cried Nell,
with her eyes streaming. “You will not? Oh, I can’t
bear it! She’s so proud! And Dick, I love her.
Don’t tell her! Please, please don’t! She’ll be going
soon. She needn’t ever know—about me. I want, her
always to think well of me. Dick, I beg of you. Oh,
the fear of her knowing has been the worst of all! Pleass
don’t go!”

“Nell, I'm sorry. I hate to hurt you. But you’re
erong. You can’t see things clearly. This is your
happiness I'm fighting for. And it's my life. . . . Wait
here, dear. I won’t be long.”

Gale ran across the patio and disappeared. Nell sank
to the doorstep, and as she met the question in Belding’s
eyes she shook her head mournfully. They waited with-
out speaking. It seemed a long while before Gale re-
‘turned. Belding thrilled at sight of him. There was
more boy about him than Belding had ever seen. Dick
was coming swiftly, flushed, glowing, eager, erect, almost
smiling.

“I told them. I swore it was a lie, but I wanted them
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to decide as if it were true. I didn't have to waste a
minute on Elsie. She loves you, Nell. The Governor
is crazy about you. I didn’t have to waste two minutes
on him. Mother used up the time. She wanted to
know all there was to tell. She is proud, yes; but, Nell,
I wish'you could have seen how she took the—the story
about you. Why, she never thought of me at all, until
she had cried over you. Nell, she loves you, too. They
all love you. Oh, it's so good to tell you. I think
mother realizes the part you have had in the—what shall
I call it?—the regeneration of Richard Gale. Doesn’t
that sound fine? Darling, mother not enly consents,
she wants you to be my wife. Do you hear that? And
listen—she had me in a corner and, of course; being my
- mother, she put on the screws. She made me promise
that we’d live in the East half the year. That means
Chicago, Cape May, New York—you see, I'm not exactly
the lost son any more. Why, Nell, dear, you'll have to
learn who Dick Gale really is. But I always want to be
the ranger you helped me become, and ride Blanco Sol,
and see a little of the desert. Don’t let the idea of big
cities frighten you. We'll always love the open places
best. Now, Nell, say you'll forget this trouble. I know
it ’ll come all right. Say you’ll marry me soon. . . . Why,
dearest, you're crying . . . Nell!”

“ My—heart—is broken,” sobbed Nell, “for—J—I can't
marry yow.”

The boyish brightness faded out of Gale's face. Here,
- Belding saw, was the stern reality arrayed against his
dreams.

“That devil Radford Chase—he'll tell my secret ”
panted Nell. *“He swore if you ever came back and mar-
ried me he'd follow us all over the world to tell it.”

Belding saw Gale grow deathly white and suddenly
stand stock-still.

“Chase threatened you, then?” asked Dick; and the
forced naturalness of his voice struck Belding.
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‘“Threatened me? He made my life a nightmare,”
replied Nell, in a rush of speech. ‘At first I wondered
how he was worrying mother sick. But she wouldn’t
tell me. Then when she ‘went away he began to hint
things. I hated him all the more. But when he told
me—I was frightened, shamed. Still I did not weaken.
He was pretty decent when he was sober. But when he
was half drunk he was a devil. He laughed at me and
my pride. I didn't dare shut the door in his face. After
a while he found out that your mother loved me and that
Iloved her. Then he began to threaten me. If I didn’t
give in to him he’d see she learned the truth. That made
me weaken. It nearly killed me. I simply could not
bear the thought of Mrs. Gale knowing. But I couldn’t
marry him. Besides, he got so half the time, when he was
drunk, he didn’t want or ask me to be his wife. I was
about ready to give up a.nd go mad when you—you came
home.”

She ended in a whisper, looking up wistfully and sadly
at him. Belding"was a raging fire within, cold without.
He watched Gale, and believed he could foretell that
young man’s future conduct. Gale gathered Nell up
into his arms and held her to his breast for a long moment.

““Dear Nell, I'm sure the worst of your trouble is over,”
he said, gently. “I will not give you up. Now, won't
you lie down, try to rest and calm yourself. Don’t grieve
any more. This thing isn’t so bad as you make it. . Trust
me. I’ll shut Mr. Radford Chase’s mouth.”

As he released her she glanced quickly up at him, then
lifted appealing hands.

“Dick, you won't hunt for him—go after him?"’

Gale laughed, and the laugh made Belding jump.

“Dick, I beg of you. Please don’t make trouble. The
Chases have been hard enough on us. They are rich,
powerful. Dick, say you will not make matters worse.
Please promise me you'll not go to him.”

“You ask me that?’ he demanded.
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“Yes. Oh yes!”
“But you know it's useless. What kind of a man do .
. you want me to be?”

“It’s only that I'm afraid. Oh, Dick, he’d shoot you
in the back.”

" “No, Nell, a man of his kind wouldn’t have nerve
enough even for that.”

“You'll go?” she cried, wildly.

Gale smiled, and the smile made Belding cold.

“Dick, I cannot keep you back?”

“No,” he said.

Then the woman in her burst through instinctive fear,
and with her eyes blazing black in her white face she
lifted parted quivering lips and kissed him.

Gale left the patio, and Belding followed closely at his
heels. They went through the sitting-room. Outside
upon the porch sat the rangers, Mr. Gale, and Thorne.
Dick went into his room without speaking.

“Shore somethin’s comin’ off,” said Ladd, sharply;
and he sat up with his keen eyes narrowing.

Belding spoke a few words; and, remembering an im-
pression he had wished to make upon Mr. Gale, he made
them strong. But now it was with a grim humor that he
spoke.

‘‘Better stop that boy,” he concluded, looking at Mr.
Gale. ‘“‘He'll do some mischief. He’s wilder’n hell.”

“Stop him? Why, assuredly,” replied Mr. Gale, rising
with nervous haste. .

Just then Dick came out of his door. Belding eyed him
keenly. The only change he could see was that Dick had
put on a hat and a pair of heavy gloves.

‘‘Richard, where are you going?”’ asked his father.

“I'm going over here to see a man.”

“No. It is my wish that you remain, I forbid you to
go,” said Mr. Gale, with a hand on his son’s shoulder.

Dick put Mr. Gale aside gently, respectfully, yet
forcibly. The old man gasped.
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“Dad, I haven’t gotten over my bad habit of disobey-
ing you. I'm sorry. Don't interfere with me now. And
don't follow me. You might see something unpleasant.”

“But my son! What are you going to do?”

“I'm going to beat a dog.”

Mr. Gale looked helplessly from this strangely calm and
_ cold son to the restless Belding. Then Dick strode off -
the porch.

“Hold on!” Ladd’s voice would have stopped almost
any man. ‘“Dick, you wasn’t agoin’ without me?”

“Yes, I was. But I'm thoughtless just now, Laddy.”

‘“Shore you was. Wait a minute, Dick. I'm a sick
man, but at that nobody can pull any stunts round here
without me.”

He hobbled along the porch and went into his room.
Jim Lash knocked the ashes out of his pipe, and, hum-
ming his dance tune, he followed Ladd. In a moment the
rangers appeared, and both were packing guns.

Not a little of Belding’s grim excitement came from
observation of Mr. Gale. At sight of the rangers with their
guns the old man turned white and began to tremble.

‘““Better stay behind,” whispered Belding. ‘Dick’s
going to beat that two-legged dog, and the rangers get
excited when they're packing guns

“I will not stay behind,” rephed Mr Gale, stoutly.
“I'll see this affair through. Belding, I've guessed it.
Richard is going to fight the Chases, those robbers who
have ruined you.”

“Well, I can't guarantee any fight on their side,” re-
turned Belding, dryly ““But maybe there’ll be Greasers
with a gun or two.”

Belding stalked off to catch up with Dick, and Mr
Gale came trudging behind with Thorne.

“Where will we find these Chases?”’ asked Dick of
Belding.

“They’ve got a place down the road adjoining the inn.

They call it their club. At this hour Radford will be there
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sure. I den't know about the old man. But his office
is now just across the way.”

They passed several houses, turned a corner into the
main street, and stopped at a wide, low adobe structure.
A number of saddled ‘horses stood haltered to posts.
Mexicans lolled around the wide doorway.

“There’s Ben Chase now over on the corner,” said
Belding to Dick. ‘‘See, the tall man with the white hair,
and leather band on his hat. He sees us. He knows
there’s something up. He’s got men with him. They'll
come over. We're after the young buck, and sure he'll
be in here.”

They entered. The place was a hall, and needed only
a bar to make it a saloon. There were two rickety pool
tables. Evidently Chase had fitted up this amusement
room for his laborers as well as for the use of his engineers
and assistants, for the crowd contained both Mexicans
and Americans. A large table near a window was sur-
rounded by a noisy, smoking, drinking circle of card-
players. '

‘“‘Point out this Radford Chase to me,” said Gale.

“There! The big fellow with the red face. His eyes
stick out a little. See! He’s dropped his cards and his
face isn’t red any more.”

Dick strode across the room. .

Belding grasped Mr. Gale and whispered hoarsely:
“Don’t miss anything. It’'ll be great. Watch Dick and
watch Laddy! If there’s any gun play, dodge behind
me.”

Belding smiled with a grim pleasure as he saw Mr.
Gale's face turn white.

Dick halted beside the table. His heavy boot shot up,
and with a crash the table split, and glasses, cards, chips
flew everywhere. As they rattled down and the chairs
of the dumfounded players began to slide Dick called
out: “My name is Gale. I'm looking for Mr. Radford
Chase.”
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A tall, heavy-shouldered fellow rose, boldly enough.
even swaggeringly, and glowered at Gale.

“I'm Radford Chase,” he said. His voice betrayed the
boldness of his action.

It was over in a few moments. The tables and chairs
were tumbled into a heap; one of the pool tables had been
shoved aside; a lamp lay shattered, with oil running dark
upon the floor. Ladd leaned against a post with a smok-
ing gun in his hand. A Mexican crouched close to the
wall moaning over a broken arm. In the far corner up-
held by comrades another wounded Mexican cried out in
pain. These two had attempted to draw weapons upon
Gale, and Ladd had crippled them.

In the center of the room lay Radford Chase, a limp,
torn, hulking, bloody figure. He was not seriously in-
jured. But he was helpless, a miserable beaten wretch,
who knew his condition and felt the eyes upon him.
He sobbed and moaned and howled. But no one oﬁered
to help him to his feet.

Backed against the door of the hall stood Ben Chase,
for once stripped. of all authority, and confidence and
courage. Gale confronted him, and now Gale’s mien
- was in striking contrast to the coolness with which he had
entered the place. Though sweat dripped from his face,
it was as white as chalk. Like dark flames his eyes
seemed to leap and dance and burn. His lean jaw hung
downy and quivered with passion. He shook a huga
gloved fist in Chase’s face.

“Your gray hairs save you this time. But keep out
of my way! And when that son of yours comes to,
tell him every time I meet him I'll add some more to what
he got to-day!”



XIX

THE SECRET OF FORLORN RIVER

N the early morning Gale, seeking solitude where he

could brood over his trouble, wandered alone. It was
not easy for him to elude the Yaqui, and just at the
moment when he had cast himself down in a secluded
shady corner the Indian appeared, noiseless, shadowy.
mysterious as always.

“ Malo,” he said, in his deep voice.

“Yes, Yaqui, it's bad—very bad,” replied Gale.

The Indian had been told of the losses sustained by
Belding and his rangers.

“Go—me!” said Yaqui, with an impressive gesture
toward the lofty lilac-colored steps of No Name Moun-
He seemed the same as usual, but a gla.noe on Gale'’s
part, a moment’s attention, made him conscious of the
old strange force in the Yaqui.

“Why does my brother want me to climb the nameless
mountains with him?”’ asked Gale.

“Lluvia d'oro,” replied Yaqui, and he made motions
that Gale found difficult of interpretation.

“Shower of Gold,” translated Gale. That was the
Yaqui’s name for Nell. What did he mean by using it in
connection with a climb into the mountains? Were his
motions intended to convey an idea of a shower of golden
blossoms from that rare and beautiful tree, or a golden
rain? Gale’s listlessness vanished in a flash of thought.
The Yaqui meant gold. Gold! He meant he could
retrieve the fallen fortunes of the white brother who had
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saved his life that evil day at the Papago Well. Gale
thrilled as he gazed piercingly into the wonderful eyes of
this Indian. Would Yaqui never consider his debt
paid?

“Go—me?”’ repeated the Indian, pointing with the
singular directness that always made this action rematk-.
able in him.

- “Yes, Yaqui.”

Gale ran to his room, put on hobnailed boots, filled &
~ canteen, and hurried back to the corral. Yaqui awaited
him. The Indian carried a coiled lasso and a short stout
stick. Without a word he led the way down the lane,
turned up the river toward the mountains. None of
Belding’s household saw their departure.

What had once been only a narrow mesquite-bordered
trail was now a well-trodden road. A deep irrigation
ditch, full of flowing muddy water, ran parallel with the
road. Gale had been curious about the operations of the
Chases, but a bitterness he could not help had kept him
from going out to“see the work. He was not surprised
to find that the engineers who had constructed the ditches
and dam had anticipated him in every particular. The
dammed-up gulch made a magnificent reservoir, and Gale
could not look upon the long narrow lake without a feeling
of gladness. The dreaded ano seco of the Mexicans might
come again and would come, but never to the inhabitants
of Forlorn River. That stone-walled, stone-floored gulch
would never leak, and already it contained water enough
to irrigate the whole of Altar Valley for two dry seasons.

Yaqui led swiftly along the lake to the upper end, where
the stream roared down over unscalable walls. This
point was the farthest Gale had ever penetrated into the
vough foothills, and he had Belding’s word for it that no
white man had ever climbed No Name Mountains from
the west. ,

But a white man was not an Indian. The former might
have stolen the range and valley and mountain, ever the
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desert, but his possessions would ever remain mysteries.
Gale had scarcely faced the great gray ponderous wall of
cliff before the old strange interest in the Yaqui seized
him again. It recalled the tie that existed between them,
a tie almost as close as blood. Then he was eager and
curious to see how the Indian would conquer those
seemingly insurmountable steps of stone.

Yaqui left the gulch and clambered up over a jumble of
weathered slides and traced a slow course along the base
of the giant wall. He looked up and seemed to select
a point for ascent. It was the last place in that mountain-
side where Gale would have thought climbing possible.
Before him the wall rose, leaning over him, shutting out
the light, a dark mighty mountain mass. Innumerable
cracks and crevices and caves roughened the bulging sides

of dark rock.

" Yaqui tied one end of his lasso to the short, stout stick
and, carefully disentangling the coils, he whirled the stick
round and round and threw it almost over the first rim
of the shelf, perhaps thirty feet up. The stick did not
lodge. Yaqui tried again. This time it caught in a
crack. ‘He pulled hard.. Then, holding to the lasso, he
walked up the steep slant, hand over hand on the rope.
When he reached the shelf he motioned for Gale to follow.
Gale found that method of scaling a wall both quick and

_easy. Yaqui pulled up the lasso, and threw the stick
aloft into another crack. He climbed to another shelf,-
and Gale followed him. The third effort brought them to
a more rugged bench a hundred feet above the slides.
The Yaqui worked round to the left, and turned into a
dark fissure. Gale kept close at his heels. They came
out presently into lighter space, yet one that restricted
any extended view. Broken sechons of cliff were on all
sides.

Here ile ascent became toil. Galé could distance
Yaqui going downhill; on the climb, however, he was hard
put to it to keep the Indian in sight. It was not a ques-
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tion of strength or lightness of foot. These Gale had
beyond the share of most men. It was a matter of lung
power, and the Yaqui's life had been spent scaling the
desert heights. Moreover, the climbing was infinitely
slow, tedious, dangerous. On the way up several times
Gale imagined he heard a dull roar of falling water. The
sound seemed to be under him, over him, to this side and
to that. When he was certain he could locate the direc-
tion from which it came then he heard it no more until he
had gone on. Gradually he forgot it in the physical sensa-
tions of the climb. He burned his hands and knees. He
grew hot and wet and winded. His heart thumped so
that it hurt, and there were instants when his sight was
blurred. When at last he had toiled to where the Yaqui
sat awaiting him upon the rim of that great wall, it was
none too soon.

Gale lay back angd rested for a while without note of
anything except the blue sky. Then he sat up. He was
amazed to find that after that wonderful climb he was only
a thousand. feet or so above the valley. Judged by the
nature of his effort, he would have said he had climbed a
mile, The village lay beneath him, with its new adobe
structures and tents and buildings in bright contrast
with the older habitations. He saw the green alfalfa
fields, and Belding’s white horses, looking very small and
motionless. He pleased himself by imagining he could
pick out Blanco Sol. Then his gaze swept on to the
river.

Indeed, he realized now why some one had named it
Forlorn River. Even at this season when it was full of
water it had a forlorn aspect. It was doomed to fail out
there on the desert—doomed never to mingle with the
waters of the Gulf. It wound away down the valley,
growing wider and shallower, encroaching more and more
on the gray flats, until it disappeared on its sad journey
toward Sonoyta. That vast shimmering, sun-governed
waste recognized its life only at this flood season, and was
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already with parched tongue and insatiate fire licking and
burning up its futile waters.

Yaqui put a hand on Gale’s knee. It was a bronzed
scarred, powerful hand, always eloquent of meaning.
The Indian was listening. His bent head, his strange
dilating eyes, his rigid form, and that close-pressing hand.
how these brought back to Gale the terrible lonely night
hours on the laval

““What do you hear, Yaqui?”’ asked Gale. He laughed
a little at the mood that had come over him. But the
sound of his voice did not break the spell. He did not
want to speak again. “He yielded to Yaqui's subtle name-
less influence. He listened himself, heard nothing but the
scream of an eagle. Often he wondered if the Indian could
hear things that made no sound. Yaqui was beyond un-
derstanding.

Whatever the Indian had listened to or for, presently
he satisfied himself, and, with a grunt that might mean
anything, he rose and turned away from the rim. Gale
followed, rested now and eager to go on. -He saw that
the great cliff they had climbed was only a stairway up to
the huge looming dark bulk of the plateau above.

Suddenly he again heard the dull roar of falling water.
It seemed to have cleared itself of muffled vibrations.

Yaqui mounted a little ridge and halted. The next in-
_ stant Gale stood above a bottomless cleft into which a

white stream leaped. His astounded gaze swept back-
ward along this narrow swift stream to its end in a dark,.
round, boiling pool. It was a huge spring, a bubbhng
well, the outcropping of an underground river coming
down from the vast plateau above.

Yaqui had brought Gale to the source of Forlorn River.

Flashing thoughts in Gale’s mind were no swifter than
the thrills that ran over him. He would stale out a claim
here and never be cheated out of it. Ditches on the
benches and troughs on the steep walls would carry water
down to the valley. Ben Chase had built a great dam
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which would be useless if Gale chose to turn Forlorn River
from its natural course. The fountain head of that rays~
terious desert river belonged to him.

His eagerness, his mounting passion, was checked by
Yaqui's unusual actions. The Indian showed wonder,
hesitation, even reluctance. His strange eyes surveyed
this boiling well as if they could not believe the sight they
saw. Gale divined instantly that Yaqui had never before
seen the source of Forlorn River. If he had ever ascended
to this plateau, probably it had been to some other part,
for the water was new to him. He stood gazing aloft at
peaks, at lower ramparts of the mountain, and at nearer
landmarks of prominence. Yaqui seemed at fault. He
was not sure of his location.

Then he strode past the swirling pool of dark water and
began to ascend a little slope that led up to a shelving
cliff. Another object halted the Indian. It was a pile
of stones, weathered, crumbled, fallen into ruin, but still
retaining shape enough to prove it had been built there
by the hands of men. Round and round this the Yaqui
stalked, and his curiosity attested a further uncertainty.
It was as if he had come upon something surprising.
Gale wondered about the pile of stones. Had it once
been a prospector’s claim?

“Ugh!” grunted the Indian; and, though his exclama-
tion expressed no satisfaction, it surely put an end to doubt.
He pointed up to the roof of the sloping yellow shelf of
stone. Faintly ontlined there in red were the imprints
of many human hands with fingers spread wide. Gale
had often seen such paintings on the walls of the desert
caverns. Manifestly these told Yaqui he had come to
the spot for which he had aimed.

Then his actions became swift—and,Yaqui seldom moved
swiftly. The fact impressed Gale. The Indian searched
the level floor under the shelf. He gathered up handfuls
of small black stones, and he thrust them at Gale. Their
weight made Gale start, and then he trembled. The In-
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dian’s next move was to pick up a piece of weathered
rock and throw it against the wall. It broke. He
snatched up parts, and showed the broken edges to Gale.
They contained yellow streaks, dull glints, faint tracings
of green. It was gold.

Gale found his legs shaking under him; and he sat down,
trying to take all the bits of stone into his lap. His
fingers were all thumbs as with knife blade he dug into the
black pieces of rock. He found gold. Then he stared
down the slope, down into the valley with its river winding
forlornly away into the desert. But he did not see any
of that. Here was reality as sweet, as wonderful, as
saving as a dream come true. Yaqui had led him to a
ledge of gold. Gale had learned enough about mineral
to know that this was a rich strike. All in a second he was
speechless with the joy of it. But his mind whirled in
thought about this strange and noble Indian, who seemed
never to be able to pay a debt. Belding and the poverty
that had come to him! Nell, who had wept over the loss
of a spring! Laddy, who never ocould ride again! Jim
Lash, who swore he would always look after his friend!
Thorne and Mercedes! All these people, who had been
good to him and whom he loved, were poor. But now they
would be rich. They would one and wll be his partners.
He had discovered the source of Forlorn River, and was
rich in water. Yaqui had made him rich in gold. Gale
wanted to rush down the slope, down into the valley, and
tell his wonderful news.

Suddenly his eyes cleared and he saw the pile of stones.
His blood turned to ice, then to fire. That was the mark of
a prospector’s claim. But it was old, very old. The ledge
had never been worked. The slope was wild. There was
not another single indication that a prospector had ever
been there. Where, then, was he who had first staked this
claim? Gale wondered with growing hope, with the fire
easing, with the cold passing.

The Yaqui uttered the low, strange, involuntary cry so
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rare with him, a cry somehow always associated with death.
Gale shuddered.

" The Indian was digging in the sand and dust under the
shelving wall. He threw out an object that rang against
the stone. It was a belt buckle. He threw out old
shrunken, withered boots. He came upon other things,
and then he ceased to dig.

The grave of desert prospectors! Gale had seen more
than one. Ladd had told him many a story of such
gruesome finds. It was grim, hard fact.

Then the keen-eyed Yaqui reached up to a little
projecting shelf of rock and took from it a small ob-
ject. He showed no curiosity and gave the thing to
Gale.

How strangely Gale felt when he received into his hands
p flat oblong box! Was it only the influence of the Yaqui,
or was there a nameless and unseen presence beside that
grave? Gale could not besure. But he knew he had gone
back to the old desert mood. He knew something hung
in the balance. No accident, no luck, no debt-paying
Indian could account wholly for that moment. Gale
knew he held in his hands more than gold.

The box was a tin one, and not at all rusty. Gale pried
open the reluctant lid. ‘A faint old musty odor penetrated
his nostrils. Inside the box lay a packet wrapped in what
once might have been oilskin. He took it out and re-
moved this covering. A folded paper remained in his
hands.

It was growing yellow with age. But he descried a
‘dim tracery of words. A crabbed scrawl, written in
blood, hard to read! He held it more to the light, and
slowly he deciphered its contént.’ )

“We, Robert Burton and Jonas Warren,
give half of this gold claim to the man who
finds it and half to Nell Burton, daughter
and granddaughter.”
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Gasping, with a bursting heart, overwhelmed by an
unutterable joy of divination, Gale fumbled with the
paper until he got it open.

It was a certificate twenty-one years old, and recorded :
the marriage of Robert Burton and Nellie Warren,
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SUMMER day dawned on Forlorn River, a beau-

tiful, still, hot, golden day with huge sail clouds of
white motionless over No Name Peaks and the purple of
clear air in the distance along the desert horizon.

Mrs. Belding returned that day to find her daughter
happy and the past buried forever in two lonely graves.
The haunting shadow left her eyes. Gale believed he
would never forget the sweetness, the wonder, the passion
of her embrace when she called him her boy and gave him
her blessing.

The little wrinkled padre who married Gale and Nell
verformed the ceremony as he told his beads, without
interest or penetration, and went his way, leaving hap-
piness behind.

‘““Shore I was a sick man,” Ladd said, “an’ darn near a
dead one, but I'm agoin’ to get well. Mebbe I'll be able
to ride again some day. Nell, I'lay it to you. An’'I'm
agoin’ to kiss you an’ wish you all the joy there is in this
world. An’, Dick, as Yaqui says, she’s shore your Shower -
of Gold.”

He spoke of Gale’s finding love—spoke of it with the deep
and wistful feeling of the lonely ranger who had always
yearned for love and had never known it. Belding, once
more practical, and important as never before with mining
projects and water claims to manage, spoke of Gale’s great
good fortune in the finding of gold—he called it desert
gold. ’

“Ah, yes. Desert Gold!” exclaimed Dick’s father, softly,
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with eyes of pride. Perhaps he was glad Dick had found
the rich claim; surely he was happy that Dick had won -
the girl he loved. But it seemed to Dick himself that his
father meant something very different from love and for-
tune in his allusion to desert gold.

That beautiful happy day, like life or love itself, could
not be wholly perfect.

Yaqui came to Dick to say good-by. Dick was startled,
grieved, and in his impulsiveness forgot for a moment the
nature of the Indian. Yaqui was not to be changed.

Belding tried to overload him with gifts. The Indidn
packed a bag of food, a blanket, a gun, a knife, a canteen,
and no more. The whole household went out with him
to the corrals and fields from which Belding bade him
choose a horse—any horse, even the loved Blanco Diablo.
Gale’s heart was in his throat for fear the Indian might
choose Blanco Sol, and Gale hated himself for a selfish-
ness he could not help. But without a word he would
have parted with the treasured Sol.

Yaqui whistled the horses up—for the last time. Did
he care for them? It would have been hard to say. He
never looked at the fierce and haughty Diablo, nor at
Blanco Sol as he raised his noble head and rang his piercing
blast. The Indian did not choose one of Belding's whites.
He caught a lean and wiry broncho, strapped a blanket:
on him, and fastened on the pack.

Then he turned to these friends, the same emotionless,
inscrutable dark and silent Indian that he had always been.
This parting was nothing to him. He had stayed to pay
a debt, and now he was going home.

He shook hands with the men, swept a dark fleeting
glance over Nell, and rested his strange eyes upon Mer-
cedes’s beautiful and agitated face. It must have been
a moment of intense feeling for the Spanish girl. She
owed it to him that she had life and love and happiness.
She held out those speaking slender hands. But Yaqui
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did not touch them. Turning away, he mounted the
broncho and rode down the trail toward the river.

‘““He’s going home,”’ said Belding.

““Home!” whispered Ladd; and Dick knew the ranger
had felt the resurging tide of memory. Home—across
the cactus and lava, through solemn lonely days, the
silent, lonely nights, into the vast and red-hazed world
of desolation.

“Thorne, Mercedes, Nell, let’s climb the foothill yonder
and watch him out of sight,” 'said Dick.

They climbed while the others returned to the house.
When they reached the summit of the hill Yaqui was
riding up the far bank of the river.

“He will turn to look—to wave good - by?"” asked
Nell.

“Dear he is an Indian,” replied Gale.

From .hat height they watched him ride through the
mesquites, up over the river bank to enter the cactus.
His mount showed dark against the green and white, and
for a long time he was plainly in sight. The sun hung red
in a golden sky. The last the watchers saw of Yaqui was
when he rode across a ridge and stood silhouetted against
the gold of desert sky—a wild, lonely, beautiful picture.
Then he was gone.

Strangely it came to Gale then that he was glad. Yaqui
had returned to his own—the great spaces, the desolation,
the solitude—to the trails he had trodden when a child,
trails haunted now by ghosts of his people, and ever by his
gods. Gale realized that in the Yaqui he had known the
spirit of the desert, that this spirit had claimed all whlch
was wild and pm:mttve in him.

Tears glistened in Mercedes's magnificent black eyes,
and Thorne kissed them away—Xkissed the fire back to
them and the flame to her cheeks. :

That action recalled Gale’s earlier mood, the joy of
the present, and he turned to Nell's sweet face. The
desert was there, wonderful, comstructive, ennobling,
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DESERT GOLD

beautiful, terrible, but it was not for him as it was for
Indian. In the light of Nell’s tremulous returning smi.
that strange, deep, clutching shadow faded, lost its hold
forever; and he leaned close to her, whispering: * Liuvie
d’oro’’—" Shower of Gold.”



ZANE GREY'S NOVELS
ELCH eI A

A New York society girl buys a ranch which becomes_ the center of frontier war
fare. Her loyalnpermende,t'rucm wbeushehupmedbyhndm. A
climax brings the story to a delightful

‘THE RAINBOW TRAIL

The_s of ck wanderer in
o d._mgm .ta hZi"i'é‘& erm:; who becomes a rer in the great western

DESERT GOLD ‘
'.l'he storgducnbee the recent upﬂm border, nnd ends with the finding
"RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE

resque romance of Utah of soms f years Mormon authority
mlufm“ ‘The prosecution of )Jane thmtemm mo! the story.

THE LAST OF THE PLAINSMEN

wonderful c’o\mtry of dnw canons and :hn?:inu »
THE HERITAGE OF THE DESERT

Alovelygirhw hubeenmredamncu tolovea New
mer.damznd-dﬂ become
thamndwﬁeoioneohhen‘m ‘Well, that’s the tho?:lhhmm

THE SHORT STOP

hero, drinc his factory grind, starts out to win fame and fortune as
f “::l l! hndhochuth tart are followed by such sucoess
:'proemo is onxe.to are y such s

BETTY ZANE

This story tells of the bras and heroism of Betty, the beautiful young sister of
oldCohndZnu.oneolthcﬁmniom

THE LONE STAR RANGER

After killing a man in self defense, Buck Duane becomes tlaw along the
Tmserbord%::nlnnncu::o:othAMeﬁn:mdmdm uﬁﬁ:: n f{fﬂ
prisoner, attemp! rescue her, down upon himself

aptmanm guntedononeude ‘y'mtn;’:‘,cnthc othubyouth

THE BORDER LEGION
Joan Randleh:uspimoim. mdmm&mahwlmxwm
Kells. the'I{eader-nd nurses g{m to heakth lgain. Here enters another

romance—
, disguised bseryes in the throes of dissipatiqn. A gold
mike.Jo.t‘l‘xﬁlhn robl:r;un—:a“mbwm: and xu’l’:“:fay ur:y you al‘:mg br e

THE LAST OF THE GREAT SCOUTS,

By Helen Cody Wetmore and Za.m;ncl;
* *The Mfe story of Colonel William F. Cody, * Buffale Bill,” as told by his sister and
é,? Grsy. Tibegine with his boyhood in Tewa and his first encounter with an 15

We see “Bill” as a expreuriderthmnati‘ortSummu
t!heSmnu,mdhtumagegony y

| also a very interesting account ohhe tnvell of ¢ W‘l!d Wut" how. No chu-
‘;mr ln p&\hlh,:'hfe mzkuamug:-v:?ypal tot.helmninanon of America than

Grosser & DunLap, PUBLISHERS, New Yorx
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THE NOVELS OF
STEWARD EDWARD WHITE

May he had wherever books are soid. Ask for Grosset & Dunizn's list.

THE BLAZED TRAIL. Illustrated by Thomas Fogarty.

A wholesome story with gleams of humor, telling of a young man
who blazed his way to fortune through the heart of the Michigan
pines.

THE CALL OF THE NORTH. Ills. with Scenes from the Play.

The story centers about a Hudson Bay trading post, known as
“ The Conjuror's House" (the original title of the book.)

THE RIVERMAN, Ills. by N. C. Wyeth and C. F. Underwood.

The story of a man's fight against a river and of a struggle be.
tween honesty and grit on the one side, and dishonesty and shrewds
ness on the other. )

RULES OF THE GAME. Illustrated by Lejaren A. Hiller.

The romance of the son of ** The Riverman.” The young college
hero goes into the lumber camp, is antagonized by '‘ graft,”” and
comes into the romance of his life.

GOLD. Illustrated by Thomas Fogarty.

The gold fever of '49 is pictured with vividness. A part of the
story is laid in Panama, the route taken by the gold-seekers.
THE FOREST. Illustrated by Thomas Fogarty.

The book tells of the canoe trip of the author and his companion
into the great woods. Much information about camping and out-
door life. A splendid treatise on woodcraft.

THE MOUNTAINS. Illustrated by Fernand Lungren.”

An account of the adventures of a five months’ camping trip in
the Sierras of California. The author has followed a true sequence
of events.

THE CABIN. Illustrated with photographs by the author.

A chronicle of the blllldlnﬁ of a cabin home in a forest-girdled
meadow of the Sierras. Full of nature and woodcraft, and the
shrewd philosophy of  California John."

THE GRAY DAWN, Illustrated by Thomas Fogarty.

This book tells of the period shortly after the first mad rush for
gold in California. A young lawyer and his wife, initiated into the
gay life of San Francisco, find their ways parted through his down-
ward course, but succeeding events bring the * gray dawn of better
things "’ for both of them.

Ask - for Complete free list of G. & D. Popular Copyrighted Fictign

Grosser & Duniap, PusLisHers, ' New York
O A -




MYRTLE REED'S NOVELS

May be had whersver bovks ere sold.  Ask for Grosset & Dunlap's list

LAVENDER AND OLD LACE.

A charming story of a quaint comer of
New England where bygone romance finds a
modern parallel,.  The story centers round
the coming of love to the young people on
the staff of a newspaper—-and it is one of the'
prettiest, sweetest and quaintest of old fash-
ioned love stories, # ® # a rare book, ex-
quisite in spirit and conception, full of
delicate fancy, of tenderness, of delightful
humor and spontaniety.

A SPINNER IN THE SUN,

Miss Myrtle Reed may always be depended upon to write a story
in which poetry, charm, tenderness and humor are combined into a
clever and entertaining book. Her characters are delightful and she
always displays a quaint humor of expression and a quiet feeling of
pathos which give a touch of active realism to all her writinga, In
“A Spinner in the Sun” she tells an old-fashioned love story, of a
veilled lady who lives in ‘solitude and whose features her neighbors
have never seen. There is a mystery at the heart of the book that
throws over it the glamour of romance.

THE MASTER’S VIOLIN,

A love story in a musical atmosphere. A picturesque, old Ger-
man virtuoso is the reverent possessor of a genuine “Cremona.” He
consents to take for his pupil a handsome youth who proves to have
an aptitude for technique, But not the sou} of an artist, The youth
has led the happy, careless life of a m: well-to-do young Amer-
ican and he cannot, with his meagre past, express the love, the passion
and the tragedies of lifeand all its happy phases as can the master
who has lived life in all its fulness.  But a girl comes into his life—a
beantiful bit of human driftwood that his aunt had taken into her
heart and home, and throngh his passionate love for her, he learns
the lessons that life has to give—and his soul awakes.

Founded on a fact that all artists realize,

Ask for a complete free list of G. & D. Pofular Copyrighted Fiction
Grosser & Duniap, 526 West 26th St., New York




JOHN FOX, JR’S.
STORIES OF THE KENTUCKY MOUNTAINS
May be bad wherever books are sold,  Ask for Grosset and Dunlap's list. . -

THE TRAIL OF THE LONESOME PINE, -
Illustrated by F. C. Yohn.:

b ‘The “lonesome pine” from which the
story takes its name was a tall tree that
g . stood 1n solitary splendor on 2 mountain
. top. ‘The fame of the pine lured a young
engineer thro Kentucky to catch the
| trail, and when he finally climbed to its
|‘ shelter he found not only the pine but the
1 Jootprintsof a girl. And the girl proved
i to be love g, tpiquant, and the trail of
1 these girlish foot-prints led the yoﬂuﬁ
i engineera er chase than

I i madder chase than “the

. of the lonesome pine.”

THE LITTLE SHEPHERD OF KINGDOM COME

*Nustrated by F. C. Yohn,

‘This is a story of Kentucky, in a settlement known as “King-
dom Come.” It is a life rude, semi-barbarous; but natural
and honest, from which often sp the flower of civilization.

¢ Chad.” the “little shepherd” did not know who he was nor
whence he came—he had just wandered from door to door since
ea:ld\l' childhood, seeking shelter with kindly mountaineers who
gladly fathered and mothered this waif about whom there was
such a mystery—a charming waif, by the way, who could play
the banjo better that anyone else in the mountains. .

A'KNIGHT OF THE CUMBERLAND.,
Illustrated by F. C. Yohn.

. ‘The scenes are laid along the waters of the Cumberland»
the lair of moonshiner and feudsman. ‘The knight is a moon-
shiner’s son, and the heroine a beautiful girl perversely chris.
tened “The Blight.” Two impetuous young Southerners’ fall'
under the spell of “The Blight's” charms and she learns what

- & large part jealousy and pistols have in the love making of the
mountaineers.

Included in this volumeis ¢ Hell fer-Sartain” and other
stories, some of Mr. Fox’s most entertaining Cumberland valley
narratives.

Ask for comgplete fres list of G. & D. Popular Copyrighted Fiction
Grosser & Dunear, 526 West 26th St., New York




THE NOVELS OF

WINSTON CHURCHILL

THE INSIDE OF THE CUP. Illustrated by Howard Giles.

The Reverend John Hodder is called to a fashionable church in

a middle-western city. He knows little of modern problems and in

this theology is as orthodox as the rich men who control his church

could desire. But the facts of modern life are thrust upon him; an
awakening follows and in the end he works out a solution.

A FAR COUNTRY. Illlustrated by Herman Pfeifer.

This novel is concerned with big problems of the day. As The
Inside of the Cup gets down to the essentials in its discussion of re-
ligion, so A4 Far Counlry deals in a story that is intense and dra-
matic, with other vital issues confronting the twentieth century.

A MODERN CHRONICLE. Illustrated by J. H. Gardner Soper.

This, ;Mr. ChurchilPs first great presentation of the Eternal
Feminine, is throuﬁhout a profound study of a fascinating young
Americanwoman. It is frankly a modern love story.

MR. CREWE’S CAREER. Illus. by A. I. Keller and Kinneys,

A new England state is under the political domination of a rail-
way and Mr. Crewe, a millionaire, seizes a moment when the cause
of the ple is being espoused by an ardent young attom?, to fur-
ther his own interest in a political way. The daughter of the rail-
way president plays no smell part in the situation.

{HE CROSSING. Illustrated by S. Adamson and L. Baylis.

Describing the battle of Fort Moultrie, the blazing of the Ken-
tuck{vnwildemess, the expedition of Clark and his handful of follow-
ers Illinois, the beginning of civilization along the Ohio and
Mississippi, and the treasonable schemes against Washington.

CONISTON. Illustrated by Florence Scovel Shinn.

A deft blending of love and politics. A New Englander is the
nero, a crude man who rose to political prominence by his own pow.
ers, and then surrendered all for the love of a woman.

THE CELEBRITY. An episode.

An inimitable bit of comedy describing an interchange of per- |
sonalities between a celebrated author and a bicycle salesman. It
is the purest, keenest fun—and is American to the core.

THE CRISIS. Illustrated with scenes from the Photo-Play.

A book that presents the great crisis in our national life with
splendid power and with a sympathy, a sincerity, and a patriotism
that are inspiring. i
RICHARD CARVEL. Illustrated by Malcolm Frazer.

An historical novel which gives a real and vivid picture of Co-
iopial times, and is good, clean, spirited reading in all its phases and
interesting throughout.

Grosser & DuniLap, PusrLisHErs, NEw YORK




| THE NOVELS OF
MARY ROBERTS RINEHART

May be had wherever books are seld. Ask for Grosset & Dumiap’s list.

“K.” Tlustrated.

K. LeMoyne, famous surgeon, drops out of the world that
has known him, and goes to live in a little town where
beautiful Sidney Page lives. She is in training to become a
nurse. The joys and troubles of their young love are told
with that keen and sympathetic appreciation which has
made the author famous.

THE MAN IN LOWER TEN.

Hlustrated by Howard Chandler Christy.

An absorbing detective story woven around the myster-
ous death of the ‘“Man in Lower Ten.” The strongest
elements of Mrs. Rinehart’s success are found in this book.

WHEN A MAN MARRIES.

Hlustrated by Harrison Fisher and Mayo Bunker.

A young artist, whose wife had recently divorced him,
finds that his aunt is soon to visit him. The aunt, who
contributes to the family income and who has never seen
the wife, knows nothing of the domestic upheaval. How
the young man met the situation is humorously and most
entertainingly told. '
THE CIRCULAR STAIRCASE. . Illus. by Lester Ralph.

The summer occupants of ‘‘Sunnyside” find the dead
body of Arnold Armstrong, the son of the owner, on the cir-
cular staircase. Following the murder a bank failure is an-
pnounced. Around - these. two events is woven a plot of
absorbing interest. . .

THE STREET OF SEVEN STARS.

Illustrated (Photo Play Edition.)

Harmony Wells, studying in Vienna to be a great vio-
linist, suddenly realizes that her money is almost gone. She
meets a young ambitious doctor who offers her chivalry and
sympathy, and together with world-worn Dr. Anna and
Jimmie, the waif, they share their love and slender means.

GrosseT & DunLap, PUBLISHERS, New York




JACK LONDON’S NOVELS"

May be had wherever bosks are soid. Ask for Grosset & Dunlap’s lst.

JOHN BARLEYCORN. Illustrated by H. T. Dunn.

This remarkable book is a record of the author’s own amazing
experiences. This big, brawny world rover, who has been ac-
guainted with alcohol from botyhood, comes out boldly against John

arleycorn. It is a string of exciting adventures, c{et it forcefully
conveys an unforgetable idea and makes a typical Jack London bcok.

YTHE VALLEY OF THE MOON. Frontispiece by George Harper.'

The story opens in the city slums where Billy Roberts, teamster
and ex-grize fighter, and Saxon Brown, laundry worker, meet and
love an . Tﬁey tramp from one end of California to the
other, and in the Valley of the Moon find the farm paradise that is
to be their salvation.

BURNING DAYLIGHT. Four illustrations.

The story ot an adventurer who went to Alaska and laid the
foundations of his fortune before the gold huntersarrived. Bringing
his fortunes to the States he is cheated out of it by a crowd of money
kings, and recovers it only at the muzzle of his gun. He then starts
out asja merciless exploiter on his own account. Finally he takes to
drinking and becomes a picture of degeneration. About this time
he falls in love with his stenographer and wins her heart but not
her band and then—but read the story!

A SON OF THESUN. Illustrated by A. O. Fischerand C. W. Ashley.

David Grief was once a light-haired, blue-eyed youth who came
from E d to the South %eas in search of adventure. Tanned
like a native and as lithe as a tiger, he became a real son of the sun.
The life appealed to him and he remained and became very wealthy.
THE CALL OF THE WILD. Ilustrations by Philip R. Goodwin and
Charles Livingston Bull. Decorations by Charles E. Hooper.

A book ot dog adventures as excitin% as any man’s exploi‘=
could be. Here is excitement to stir the blood and here is pictm~
esque color to transport the reader to primitive scenes, 4 !

THE SEA WOLF. Illustrated by W. J. Aylward.

Told by a man whom Fate suddenly swings from his fastidious’
life into the power of the brutal captain of a sealing schooner. A
novel of adventure warmed by a beautiful love episode that every
reader will hail with delight.
WHITE FANG. Illustrated by Charles Livingston Bull. b

. “White Fang”’ is part dog, part wolf and all brute, living in the

frozen north; he gradually comes under the spell of man’s com.

ionship, and surrenders all at the last in a fight with a bull dog.
ereafter he is man’s loving slave.

Grosser & Dunrap, PuBLisueErs, New YoRrRkK
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B. M. Bower’s Novels
| Thrilling Western Romances
L.% 12 mos. Handsomely_bound in cloth. Illustrate

d
—
CHIP, OF THE FLYING U

A breezy wholesome tale, wherein the love affairs of Chip and
Whitman are charmingly and humorously told. (?hi 's
jealousy of Dr. Cecil Grantham, who turns out to be a big. blue
young woman is very amusing. A clever, realistic story of
e American Cow-puncher.
THE HAPPY FAMILY
A lively and amusing story, d with the adventures of
eighteen jovial, big hearted Montana cow ys. Foerm::f:n amongst
them, we find Ananias Green, known as Andy, whose imaginative
powers canse many lively and exciting adventures,
HER PRAIRIE KNIGHT

A realistic story of the plains, descril a f Eas.
terners who exchangea ootiglge at Newport or‘;ﬁzm 'l)wmeli.-
ness of @ Montana ranch-house. The merry-hearted cowboys, the
fascinating Beatrice, and the effusive Sir Redmond, become living,

_ breathing perso es, ;
THE RANGE DWELLERS

Here are everyda; i they really exist.
Spirited action‘.' ?m&%m&mwmn" a.eznd a Romeo
and Juliet courtship make this a bright, jolly, entertaining story,
without a dull page. e ¥
THE LURE OF DIM TRAILS

A vivid portra; f the experience of East, th
among the eog?bo'yayﬂf the West, in search of “local color® for &
new novel. “Bud’’ Thurston learns many a lesson while followi
“the lure of the dim trails' but the hardest, and probably the most
welcome, is that of love, e
THE LONESOME TRAIL

“Wea.ry” Davidson leaves the ranch for Portland, where con.
ventional city life palls on him., A littla branch of‘e::ﬁe brush.
pungent with the atmosphere of the prairie, and the ection of
@ pair of large brown eyes soon compel his return._ A wholesome
love story, N P
THE LONG SHADOW . )

A vigorous Western story, sparkling with| the free, outdoor,

life of a mountain ranch, Its scenes shift rapidly and its actors play
the game of life fearlessly and like men. ?ﬁs a.%ine love story

start to finish,

Ask for  complete free list of G. & D. Popular Copyrighted Fiction.
Grosser & Duniap, 526 West 26TH St., NEw York
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THE NOVELS OF
CLARA LOUISE BURNHAM

May be had wherever books are sold. Ask for Grosset & Dunlap’s list.

JEWEL: A Chapter in Her Life.
Illustrated by Maude and Genevieve Cowles.

A story breathing the doctrine of love and patience as exemp-
lified in  the life of a child. Jewel will never grow old because
of the immortality of her love. - .

JEWEL’S STORY BOOK. Illustrated by Albert Schmitt.

A sequel to *‘Jewel,”’ in which the same characteristies cf
love and cheerfulness touch and uplift the reader.

THE INNER FLAME. Frontispiece in color.

A youn% mining engineer, whose chief ambition is to becomrw
an artist but who has no friends with whom to realize his hopes,
has a way opened to him to try his powers, and, of course, he
is success
THE RIGHT PRINCESS.

At a fashionable Long Island resort, a stately English woman
employs a forcible New Engiand housekeeper to serve in her
interesting home. Manthhmnorous situations result. A da-
lightful love affair runs ugh it all.

THE OPENED SHUTTERS.

Illustrated with Scenes from the Photo Play.
~ A beautiful woman, at discord with life, is brought to realize,
by her new friends, that she may open the shutters of her soui
to the blessed sunlight of joy by casting aside self love.
THE RIGHT TRACK.

Frontispiece in color by Greene Blumenschien.

A story of a young girl who marries for money so that she can
enjoy things intellectual. Neglect of her husband and of her
two step children makes an ppy home till a friend brings a
new philasophy of happiness into the household.

CLEVER BETSY. Illustrated by Rose O'Neill.

The ‘‘Clever Betsy'’ was a boat—named for the unyielding
spinster whom the captain hoped to marry, Through the two
Betsy’s a delightful group of people are introduced. .

Ask for Complete free list of G. & D. Popular Copyrighted Fiction

Grosser & Duniap, PUBLISHERS, New York
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BOOTH TARKINGTON'’S
NOVELS

Blay be had wherever beoks sre seld. Ashiifor Grosset & Dunisp’s list.

. SEVENTEEN. Illustrated by Arthur ,William Brown.

No one but the ereator of Penrod could have portrayed
the immortal young people of this story. Its humor is irre-
sistible and reminiscent of the time when the reader was
Seventeen. ' .
PENROD. IMNustrated by Gordon Grant.

/  This is a picture of 'a boy’s heart, full of the lovable, hu-
morous, traggc things which are locked secrets to most older
folks. It is a finished, exquisite work.

PENROD AND S8AM. Illustrated by Worth Brehm.

Like *“ Penrod” and “Seventeen,” this book contains
some remarkable phases of real boyhood and some of the best
stories of juvenile prankishness that have ever been writisn.

THE TORMOIL. Ilustrated by C. E. Chambers,

Bibbs Sheridan is a dreamy, imn.ﬁ:tive youth, who re-
volts against his father’s plans for him to be a servitor of
big business. The love_ of a fine girl turns Bibb’s life from
failure to success.

THE GENTLEMAN FROM INDIANA. Frontispiece.
A story of love and politics,—more especially a picture of
@ country editor’s life in Indiana, but the charm of the book
Hes in the love interest.
THE FLIRT, Hlustratéd by Clarence F. Underwood.
The “ Flirt,” the younger of two sisters, breaks one girl’s
engegement, drives one man to suicide, causes the murder
of another, feads another to lose his fortune, and in the end
marries a stupid and unpromising suitor, leaving the really
worthy one to marry her sister.

Ask for Complete free list of G. & D. Popular Copysighted Fiction
GrosseT & DuNLAP, PuBLISHERS, New York
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KATHLEEN NORRIS' STORIES

May be had wherever beoks are seid.  Ask for Grosset & Dunisp’s list.

MOTHER. Ilustrated by F. C. Yohn.

This " This book has a fairy-story touch, [counterbalanced by
the sturdy reality of struggle, sacrifice, and resulting peace
' and power of a mother’s experiences.

SATURDAY’S CHILD.
Frontispiece by F. Graham Cootes.

Out on the Pacific coast a normal girl, obscure and lovely,
makes a quest for happiness. She passes through three
stages—poverty, wealth and service—and works out a
creditable salvation.

THE RICH MRS. BURGOYNE.
Illustrated by Lucius H. Hitchcock,

The story of a sensible woman who keeps within her
means, refuses to be swamped by social engagements, lives
a normal human life of varied interests, and has her own
romance.

THE STORY OF JULIA PAGE.
Frontispiece by Allan Gilbert.

How Julia Page, reared in rather unpromising surround-
ings, lifted herself through sheer determination to a higher
plane of life.

THE HEART OF RACHAEL.
Frontispiece by Charles E. Chambers.

Rachsel is called upon to solve many problems, and in
working out these, there is shown the beauty and strength
of soul of one of fiction’s most appealing characters.

Ask for Complete free list of G. & D. Popalar Copyrighted Fiction

Grossetr & Dunrap, PuBLISHERS, NEw York




SEWELL FORD'S STORIES

May be had whersver books are sold. Ask fer Grossst & Duniap’s list.

SHORTY McCABE. Illustrated by Francis Vaux Wilson.

A very humarous story, The hero, an independent and vigorous
thinker, sees life, and tells about it in a very unconventional way.
SIDE-STEPPING WITH SHORTY.

Illustrated by Francis Vaux Wilson.

Twenty skits, presenting people with their foibles, Sympathy
with human nature and an abounding sense of humor are the requi-
sites for ** side-stepping with Shorty.”

SHORTY McCABE ON THE JOB.
Illustrated by Francis Vaux Wilson.

Shorty McCgbe reappears with his figures of speech revamped
right up to the minute. He aids in the right distribution of a
““ conscience fund,”” and gives joy to all concerned.

SHORTY McCABE'S ODD NUMBERS,
Yllustrated by Francis Vaux Wilson.
These further chronicles of Shorty McCabe tell of his studio for
. physical culture, a“d of his experiences both on the East side and at
swell yachting parf#ies.
TORCHY. Illus, by Geo. Biehm _and Jas. Montgomery Flagg.

A red-headed office boy, overflowing with wit and wisdom pe-
culiar to the youths reared on the sidewalks of New York, tells the
story of his experiences.

TRYING OUT TORCHY. Illustrated by F. Foster Lincoln.

Torchy is just as deliriously funny in these stories as he wag in
the previous book. ’

ON WITH TORCHY, Illustrated by F. Foster Lincoln,

Torchy falls desperately in love with “the only girl that ever
was,”’ but that young society woman’s aunt tries to keep the young
people apart, which brings about many hilariously funny situations.
TORCHY, PRIVATE SEC. Illustrated by F. Foster Lincoln,

Torchy rises from the position of office boy to that of secretary
for the Corrugated Iron Company. The story is full of humor and
fnfectious American slang. '

WILT THOU TORCHY. Illus. by F. Snapp and A. W. Brown.

Torchy goes on a treasure search expedition to the Florida West
Coast, in company with a group of friends of the Corrugated Trust
and with his friend's aunt, on which trip Torchy wins the aunt’s
permission to place an engagement ring on Vee's finger.

Grosser & DuNLAP, - PUBLISHERS, New York
- ———————————— ]




‘ STORIES OF RARE CHARM BY
GENE STRATTON-PORTER -

May be had wherever books are sold. Ask for Grosset and Dunlap’s list

pm—— LADDIE. .
Illustrated by Herman Pfeifer.

This is a bright, cheery tale with the
scenes laid in Indiana. The story is told
by Little Sister, the youngest member of
a large family, but it is concerned not so
much with childish doings as with the love
affairs of older members of the family.
Chief among them is that of Laddie, the
older brother whom Little Sister adores,
and the Princess, an English girl who has
come tolive in the neighborhood and about
whose family there hangs a mystery.
There is a wedding midway in the book
and a double wedding at the close.

THE HARVESTER, Ilustrated by W. L. Jacobs.

‘““The Harvester,”” David Langston, is a man of the woods and
fields, who draws his living from the prodigal hand of Mother
Nature herself. If the book had nothing in it but the splendid figure
of this man it would be notable. But when the Gir! comes to his
‘‘Medicine Woods,”’ and the Harvester’s whole being realizes that
this is the hitghest point of life which has come to him~ there begins
a romance of the rarest idyllic quality.

FRECKLES, Decorations by E. Stetson Crawford.

Freckles is a nameless waif when the tale opens, but the way in

woich he takes hold of life; the nature friendships he forms inthe

t Limberlost Swamp; the manner in which everyone who meets

m succumbs to the charm of his engagil:ﬁ personality; and his
love-story with ‘““The Angel”’ are full of sentiment.

A GIRL OF THE LIMBERLOST.

Illustrated by Wladyslaw T. Brenda.

The story of a girl of the Michigan woods; a buoyant, lovable

of the self-reliant American. Her philosophy is one of fove and

kindness towards all things; her hope is never dimmed. And by the
sheer beauty of her soul, and the (furity of her vision, she wins from
barren and unpromising surroundings those rewards of high courage.
AT THE FOOT OF THE RAINBOW.
Illustrations in colors by Oliver Kemp.

The scene of this charming love story is laid in Central Indiana.
The story is one of devoted friendship, and tender self-sacrificln,
love. The novel is brimful of the most beautiful word painting of
nature, and its pathos and tender sentiment will endear it to all.

Grosset & Dunrap, PuBLisHers, NEw YoRrk




GROSSET & DUNLAP’S

DRAMATIZED NOVELS

Original, siucere and ften amusing—the
. . kind that are making theatrical history.
P

MADAME X. By Alexandre Bisson and J. W. McCon-

aughy. Illustrated with scenes from the play.

A beautiful Parisienne became an outcast because her hus

band would not forgive an error of her youth. Her love fot

her son is the great final influence in her career. A tremen-
dous dramatic success.

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. By Robert Hichens.
An unconventional English ‘woman and an inscrutable
stranger meet and love in an oasis of the Sahara. Staged
this season with magnificent cast and gorgeous properties.
THE PRINCE OF INDIA., By Lew. Wallace,
A f the Byzantine E
with atradinary power the siege of Consraniisopie, ang
Jghting its tragedy with the warm underglow of an ental
somance. As a play it is a great dramatic spectacle.
TESS OF THE STORM COUNTRY. By Grace
Miller White. Illust. by Howard Chandler Christy.
A girl from the dregs of societyi loves a young Cornell Uni-

versity student, and it works sta changes in ber life and
the lives of those about her. The dramatic version is one of

the sensations of the season.
YOUNG WALLINGFORD., By George Randoipk
Chester. Illust. by F. R, Gruger and Henry Raleigh.
A series of clever swindles conducted by a cheerful young
man, each of which is just on the safe side of a State’s prison
offence. As “ Get-Rich-Quick Wallingford,” it is prol
the most amusing expose of money manipulation ever seef
on the stage,
THE INTRUSION OF JIMMY. By P. G. Wode
house., Illustrations by Will Grefe.
Social and club life in London and New York, an amateur

burgla? adventure and a love story. Dramatized under the
title of “A Gentleman of Leisure,” it furnishes hours of

laughter to the play-goers.

Grosser & Duniap, 526 Wesr 26th St., New Yorg
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STORIES OF WESTERN LIFE

May be had wherever beoks gre soid.  Ask fer Grosset & Dumisp’s fist

" RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE, By Zane Grey.
Illustrated by Douglas Duer.

In this picturesque romance of Utah of some forty years we
are rmittgid to see the unscmgnlons methods gmplonyyed bym in-
sisible hand of the Mormon Church to break the will of those refus-
ing to cenform to its rule.

FRIAR TUCK, By Robert Alexander Wason.
{llustrated by Stanley L. Wood.

Happy Hawkins tells us, in his humorous way, how Friar Tuck.
lived among the Cowboys, how he adjusted tth quarrels and love
affairs and how he fought with them and for them when occasion
required.

THE _SKY PILOT, By Ralph Connor,
Illustrated by Louis Rhead, _

There is no novel, dealing with the h existence of co
80 charming in the t abounding as it does with the freshest
the truest pathos,

THE EMIGRANT TRAIL, By Gemldine Bonner.

Colored frontispiece by John Rae.

‘The book relates the adventures of a pm:n its overland pil-
grimage, and the birth and growth of the abeo: love of two strong
charming heroine,

h

men fora
THE BOSS OF WIND RIVER, By A.M. Chisholm,

Illustrated by Frank Tenney johnson,

‘This is a strong, virile novel with the lumber in for its cen-
tral theme and & love story full of interest as a sort of subplot.

A PRAIRIE COURTSHIP, By Harold Bindloss,

A story of Canadian prairies in which the hero is stirred, through
th inﬂneg:e of hislove fora woman,to settle down to the heroic
i pioneer farming,

JOYCE OF THE NORTH WOODS, By Harriet T, Comstock,
bgtmm th of love at work
A story of the deep woods that shows the power of love at wo
among its iti 'well Itis a tensely moving study of the
lgnmgtﬁ heu%ﬁ :;:1?; upir:tri:;na that nnfoldo’itul! through thrilling
situations and dramatic developments,

Ak for  complets free st of G. @& D. Pofular Copyrighted Fiction
————— —
Grosser & Duniar, 526 West 26th St., New York
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CHARMING BOOKS FOR GIRLS

May bo kad wherever beoks are sold.  Ask fer Grosset & Damisp's st

'WHEN PATTY WENT TO COLLEGE, By Jean Websm
Illnstrated by C. D. Williams.
-, Oneof the best stories of life in & girl’s ooﬂegethat has ever been
written. It is bright, whimsical and entertaining, lifelike,

and thoroughly human,

JUST PATTY, By Jean Webster.

Ilustrated by C. M. Relyea.

Pattyis full of the joy of li fun-lovmg o ingenions
mlsch?gyfor itsown sake,j wyt adlx:l:l%;ud or prettyz}:onvannon which
18 an unfailing source of joy to her fellows.

THE POOR LITTLE RICH GIRL, By Eleanor Gates.

‘With four full page illustrations,
This story relates the experience of one of thoue _unfortunate chil
dren whose early days are passed inthe com) of a governess,

seldom seeing either parent,and famisiing ornatn love and tender-
ness. A charmin, pﬁuu dramatized by the author,

REBECCA OF SUNNYBROOK FARM, By Kate Douglas
Wiggin.
Oneofthe most beautiful studies of childhood—Rebecca’s artisti &

unusual and %a.m y charming qualities stand out midst a circle

austere New Englanders, Thestage version is making a phenominal
dramatic record. gla e P

NEW CHRONICLES OF REBECCA, ByKateDonganiuin.
Illustratéd by F. C. Yohn,

Additional episodes in the girlhood of this dehghtful heroine that
carry Rebecca through various stages to her eighteenth birthday.
REBECCA MARY, By Annie Hamilton Donnell.

JUustrated by Elizabeth Shippen Green.
" ‘This author th ift of port: all thy grousqul
1ittle Joys and acomons sndl Soraplat of thik very Bl gin ot

thos that is genuine and appealing.
EMMY LOU: Her Book and Heart, By George Madden Martin
mnstmted by Charles Louis Hinton,

mmy Lonu is irresistibly lovablekbeeause sheisso nbsolntely nal.
She is just alll)emtchmgly innocent, hugable littlemaid. The book

Ak for complete fres list of G. & D. Popular Copyrighed Fiction
Grosser & Duniap, 526 West 26th St.. New York






