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GALE RUSHES ROJAS, THE BANDIT

: Wheeling, Gale rushed at Rojas. 1t was his old line-breaking
| rge. Neilher Rojas nor his men had time to move. The black-
ted bandit’s face turned a dirty white; his jaw dropped; he
{ have shrieked if Gale had not hit him. The blow swepl him
vard against his men. Then Gale's heavy body, swiftly fol-

A lowing with the momenlum of that rush, struck the little greup of

rebels. They went down with the table and chairs in a sliding crash.

Gale, carvied by his plunge, went with them. Like a cat he
landed on top. As he rose his powerful hands fastened on Rojas,
He jerked the little bandit off the tangled pile of struggling, yell*
tng men. and, swinging him with lerrific force, let go his hold.
Rojas slid along the floor, knocking over tables and chairs. Gale
bounded back. dragged Rojas up. handling him as if he were a

A shot rang out above' the yells, Gale heard the jingle of break-
i 8. The room darkened perceptibly. Ile flashed a glance
i d. T'he two cowboys were between him and the crowd of
rebels. With a cry Gale slung the bleeding Rojas from him.

'dit struck a table. toppled over it, fell, and lay prone.
Another figure closed in on Gale. This one was dark, swifl.
A blade glinted—-described a cirele aloft. Simullaneously with a
close, red flash the knife wavered; the man wielding it stumbled
The din became a roar.
like dull spals in the distance. The big lamp behind the bar scem-
ingly split. then spullered and went out. leaving the room in

That's how Dick Gale, American, rushes Rojas, the Mexican bandit,
in “No Man's Land,” just over the border. He is doing it to give Lieut,
George Thorne, American cavalryman, a chance to get his Spanish
sweetheart, Mercedes Castaneda, out of the bandit's clutches.
pretty tale, this romance of George and Mercedes.
nrantic is the love story of Dick and Nell Burton.
Mercedes for Thorne, casts his lot with the two American cowboys who
shot out the lights and goes into a new world of adventure in which he
finds hardship, romance, desperate endeavor, fighting, love and gold.

The author? Why, no less a writer than Zane Grey, author of “The
Heritage of the Desert,” “Riders of the Purple Sage” and more than a
dozen other firet-class tales of the West. Of pioneer stock, with a college
education and wide athletic and outdoor experience, his literary work
since 7904 has made him probably the most widely.read author of

Gale heard shols that sounded

It's a
And still more ro-
For Dick, to save

PROLOGUE
LAqliLh
1
A face hnunted Cameron-——i wom-
an's fuaee, It was there in the white
Leart of the dying enmpuirve; 1 hung

in the shiddows that hoverad over the
ickering HHeht s it deifted In the dark-
ness beyonl,

e hone, whoen the day had elosed

ght set in with

one in which

thronged  with

long past—ofl a

or A woman he

Loand loved too

peetor for gold,

| 1 lover of the

drond, rock-tinbea ldnitude, becnuse
he wanted to bhe alone to remember,

Then a sanrp élink of metal on
stone and soft pads of hoals in sand
prompted Cameron to rench for his
gun, and to move out of the lght of
the wuning camplire,

Flgures darker than the gloom ap-
proached and took shape, and in the
Hehit turned out to be those of a white
mun and a heavily packed burro.

“Iello there,” the man ealled, as
he came to a halt and gazed about
him.,  “I saw your fire. May I mnke
camp hope?"

Cameron came  forth out of the
shadow and greotod his visltor, whom
he tock for o prospector like himself,
Cameron resented the breaking of his
loneiy cnmplive vigil, but he respect-
ed the law of the desert,

The stranger thanked him, and then
slfpped the pack from his  burro,
Mhang he rolled out his panek and hegan

tions for a meal,  The ecamp-

tinto o bright blaze, and by

Cameron saw 1 man whose

somehow (did not seem to

HiRy mooold, and whose stooped

shoulders did not detract from an l-
pression of rugpged strength,

Another of those strange  desert
prospectors In whom there was some
relentless driving power hesides the
lust for gold! Cameron felt that be-
tween this man and himself (heve was
o osubtle affinity, vague and undetined,
perhaps born of the divination that
here was a desert wanderer Hke hilim-
self, perhaps horn of a deeper, an un-
Intetligible relation having its roots
back In the past. A long-forgotten
sensatlon gtirred In Cameron’s breast,
one 80 long forgotten that he could
not recognlze It, But It was akin to
prin,

11

When he awnkened he found, to his
surprise, that his companion had de-
parted. A trall In the sand led off: to
the north. There was no water In
that direction, Cameron shrugged his

* shoulders; It wns not his affalr; he

had his own problems, And stralght-
way he forgot his strange visitor,
Cameron bhegan his day, grateful for
the solitude that was now unbroken,
for twe canon-furrowed, eactus-splred
scene thar now showed no slgn of

Yife, | Whip ot ot Night, and he
! white-hordered
iE] was  hrought
ha g the crack of
I ‘here down the
in a burro, Cam-

1 L1V ) i i

| the man, halt-

o, “Our trails
LCSTHTE

“Hello”  replled Coameron
“Any mineral sign today

N0

They made camp tozether, ate their |
feaeal meal, stmoked a pipe, and rolleo
in their bhlankets withont exchanging
muny words, In the morning the siomne
reticence, the sime nloofness chire-
terized the manner of both. dut Chm-
cron's companion, when he had paeked
lils burert and was ready to sthrt, faced
anhout ang said: “Woe might stay to-
gether, 40 s all right with you”

“I never take oo partner,” replied
Cameron,

“You're alone:; 'm alone,” sald the
other mildly. “It's a hig place. If we
find gold there'll be enough for two."

“T don't go down Into the desert
for gold alone,” rejolned Cameron,

s compannion’s deep-set, hunlnous
exves emltted a  singulnr  flash, 1t
moved Ciameron to say that in the
years of his wandering he had mot

crogsed nealn—that's

stowly.,

no man who could endure equally with
i heat,

him the Dblasting the blinding

“"He!lo, Friend,” Called the Man, Halt-
ing. “Gur Trails Crossed Again—
That's Good.”

dust storms, the wliliderness of sand
and rock and lava and cactus, the ter-
rible silence and  desolation of the
desert, I may strike through the
Sonorn desert, I may head for PPinn-
ente or north for the Colornde basin,
You are an old man.”

“T don't know the country, but to
me one place is the same as another,”
replled  hils  companion,  Then  with
gentle slaps he dreove his burro In he-

hind' Cameron,  “Yes, I'm old,  I'm
lonely, (oo, It's come to me just
lately,  But, freiend, T can still travel,

and for a few days my compiny won't
hurt you.”
“Have It your way," sald Cnmeron,
Lhey began a slow  mareh  down
Into the desert, At cunsel they camped
unger the lce of a low mesa, Cam-

N
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eron was glad hls comrade had the
Indian habit of sllence, Another day's
travel found the prospectors deep In
the wilderness.  Then there ecame n
breaking of reserve, noticeable in the
elder man, almost imperceptibly grad-
ual In Cameron,  And so, ns Cameron
began to respond 1o tide Influcnce of
tdesert less lonely than habitual, he
hegnn to tnke keener note of his com-
rade, and found him  diYerent from
uny other he had ever encounterad In
the  willderness, This  man  never
grumbled at the heat, the glnre, the
driving  sand, the sour water, the
seant fare, He was tircless, patient,
Drooding,

Cameron's nwnkened Interest brought
home to Liim the realization that for
yoars he had shunned compuanionship,

In those years only three men had
wandered Into the desert with him,
und  these had left thelr bones (o

blench in the shifting sands.  Cameron
hnd not eared to know thelr secrets.
But the more he studied this Intest
comrade the more he began to suspect
that he might have mlssed something
in the others. In his own driving pas-
ston to take his secret Into the llmlt-
less nbode of silence and desolntion,
where he could be alone with it, he
had forgotten that life dealt shocks to
other men,  Somchow this sllent com-
riade reminded him,

One afternoon late, after they had
toiled up n white, winding wash of
sand and gravel, they  came upon a

dry waterhole  Cameron  dug  deep
ito the s, but without avail.  Ile
Was turning  to retrace  woeary slops

hitek to the lust water when his com.
ride askeld him to wait, Caoneron
witched him seareh in his pa Rl
bring forth what appenred (o Le o
small, forked hraneh of a peach tree,
He grasped the prongs of . e fork
nnd held them hefore hhm with the
end standing stealzght out, and then
he begun to walk along the stream
hed,  Cameron, ot first amused, then
amazed, then pityving, amd ot Iast cu-
rions, kepl puee with the prospector,
e saw o strong tension of his com-
rnde’s weists, as if he was Lolding
hard aminst 0 considerable force, Thoe
oend of the peach branch hesan Lo
quiver and arn, Kopt turning, and
length pointed to the ground,

“Dig here) sald the prospector,

“What ! ejnenlated Cameron,
the man lost his mind?

Then® Comeron stood by
comrade dug In the sanw,
he  dug—rour—five, amd
grow dark, then maoist, At
water hegan to seep through,

“Got the little basket in my pack,”
he snid,

Cameron  complied, amd  saw  his
comrade drop the hasket Into the deep
hole, where It kept the shdes from
eaving inoand allowed the water to
seep through, While Cameron watehoed,
the hasket filled, Of all' { e strange
incldents of his desert eareer this was
the strangest.  Curlously he picked up
the peach braneh and held It as he
had seen It held,  The thing, how-
ever, was dead In his hands,

“T see you haven't got it," remarked
his comrade. “IFew men have, Back
In Inols an old German used to do
that to loeate wells, Ile showed me
I had the =ame power. 1 ecan't ex-
pliin.  The old German 1 spoke of
made money traveling round with his
peach fork,"

“What a gift for a man In the des-
ort 1"

Coameron's comrade smiled—tlre see-
ond time in all thosc dnys.

They entered a reglon where min-
eral abounded, and thelr march he-
came slower, Generally they took the
course of a wash, one on each slde,
and Jet the burros travel lefsurely
along nipping at the bleached blades
of seant grnss, or at sige or enctus,
while they searched in the eanons and
under the ledges for sigus of rold,

Eneh  succeeding  day  and nlght
Cameron felt himself more and more
drawn to this strange man, e found
that after hours of burning toll he had
Insensibly grown nearer to his
riade.  He refleeted that after n
weeks Inothe desert he had nlwnvs
hecome a different man.  In elvilizn-
tion, In the rough mining camps, he
hie been a prey to unrest and gloom.
But once down on the groeat billow nge
sweep of this lonely world, he eould
look Into his unquiet sonl without bit.
terness. No now he did not marvel at
n o slow stir steallng warmer nlong his
velns, and at the premonition that per-
haps he and this man, nlone on the
desert, drlven there hy 1lfe's mysterl-
ous and remorseless motlve, were to
see ench other through God's eyes,

One nlght they wore encamped nt
the head of a eanon, The day had
been exceedingly hot, nnd long after
sundown the radintlons of hont from
the rocks persisted, Cameron witehed
hig comrade, and ylelded to Interest
he had not herete fore yveleed,

“"Pardner, what arlves vorr Into the
acsert? Do you come to forget 2

Il\'[._q‘ll

"ANI" softly  exelalmed  Cimeron.
Aways he seemed to have kanown that,
Ne sald no more, Lat greow fneutely
conselons of the pang ' his own
breast, of the five In his heart, the
strife and  torment of his passion-
driven soul, e had come Into the
desert to remember a woman, She
appeared to him then as she had

1

while his
Three foeet
the  sand
sin feet

com-
fow

DESERT GOLD by Zune Grey

i _Author of Riders of the Purple Sage, Wildfire, Etc.

Copyright by Harper & Brothers.
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looked when first she entered his life
—a  golden-halred  girl,  bine-eyed,
white-skinned, red-Hpped,  ll and
slender and beautiful, He had never
forgotten, and an old, sickening re-
morse knocked at his heart. 1o rose
and cllmbed out of the cuanon and to
the top of the mesn, where he paced
to and fro and looked down Into the
welrd nnd mystic shadows, lke the
dnrkness of his passion, and farther
on down the moon truck and the giit-
tering stretehes that vanishod n the

cold blue horizon, In that endless,
silent  hall of desert there was o
spirit;  and  Cameron  felt hovoerlng
near him  what he hmagined to be
phantoms of peace.

e returned to camp and sought

his comrade,
“I reckon we're two of a kind,” he

snid,  “It was a woman who drove ne
inte the desert. wut T ecome to re-
member. ‘Phe desert’s the only place

I ean do that."

“\Wns she your
elder man,

“No."

A long sllence ensued. The eamp-
fire wore down to a ruddy ashen heap.

“I had o daughter,” salid Cineron's
comrade,  “She lost her mother af
hirth.  And I—I didn't know how to
bring up a girl, She was protty and
pay. It was the——the old story.”

His words were pecullarly  stenli,
cant  to Cameron,  They  distreossed
him.  Ile had bheen wrapped up in his
remorvse, I ever in o the past he hod
thought  of anyone connected  with
the el he had wronged, he had long

wife?" asked the

forgotten.  But the consequencoes of
such wrong were far-reaching,  Thoey
strueck at the roots of a home,
“Well, tell me more?  asked Cam-
cron ciarnestly,
“It was the olid, ol story, My zivl

wits prretty and froe,
ran alter hor,

The younyg bueks
I guess she did not run
mway from them,  And T owas HWay
ool deal-——working in another town,
She was in love with a wild fellow, 1
Enew nothing of it till too late,  1le
wins engaged 1o wmarry her, ut e
didn't come back. And when (he is-
grace becnme pladn (o ol my gl left

home,  She went west,  After o while
I heard from her,  She was owell—
working—Iliving for ier haby, A long

time passed. 1 had no tles, 1 driftsd
west,  Her lover had also gone west,
In those days everyhody woent woest.,
I teailed hioyg fntending o kL b,
But 1 lost bis teall,  Neithor eould 1
find any trace of her,  She moved on,
ariven, no doubt, hy the hound of her
past,  Sinee that T have taken o the
wilils, hunting gold on the desert.”

"Yeos, It's the old, old story, only
sadder, T think,” said Conmeron: and
his voice was strained and unnatural,
“I'oedner, what Illinols town was it
you habled froms"

“'eoria,”

“And your—your name?' wert on
Canmeron, huskily,

“Warren—Jonas Warren,"

That name might ns well have been
a bullet.  Cameron stood erect, mo-
tionless, ns men somethmes stand mo-
mentarily when shot stralght through
the  heart, In an instant, when
thoughts resurged lke blinding Nashes
of lightning through his mind, he was
A swaying, quivering, terror-stricken
man, He mumbled something honrse-
Iy and backed Into the shadow, nt
he need not have fearved discovery,
however surely his agitation might
have betrayed him, Warren sat brood-
Ing over the eampfire, oblivious of his
comrnde, absorbed In the past,

Cameron  swiftly walked awny In
the gloom, with the blood thrumming
thick in his ears, whispering over and
ovoer:

“Mereiful G—a!
ter!"”

Nell was his daugh-

1t

As thought and feeling multiplied,
Cameron was overwhelmed.,  Beyond
hellef, Indeed, was it that out of the
millions of men In the world two who
had never seen ench other could have
heen driven into the desert by memory
of the same woman, It brought the
pust so close. It showed Cameron
how inevitably all his splritual Mfe
wias governed by what had happened
tonge ago.  That which made life sig-
nificant to him was n wandering In
sflent phices where no eve conll see

hhim with his seeret,  Seme faleful
chanee hnd thrown him with (he fa-
ther of the glrl he had wreeked, Tt

was incomprehensible ; (o was toreible,
Tt was the one thing of nll possible
happenings In the world of chanee
that both father and lover would hive
found unendurnble,

Something within him erled out to
him to reveal his ldentity, Warren
would kill him; but It was not fear of
death that put Cameron on the rack,
ITe hid faced death too often 1o he
afrald, Tt was the thought of ndding
terture to this long-suffering man, AN
al onee Cineron swore that he wonld
not angment Warren's trouble, or lot
him staln his handg with blood, Ile
woulid tell the trath of Nell's sad story
nnd his own, and make what amends
he: conld,

Then  Cameron's
from  father (o

thonght
daughter,  She wis
somewhere hevond the dim  horlzon
line, In thase past lonely hours by
the campfire his faney had tortured
him with pletures of Nell, But hig

shifted

remorseful and cruel fancy hal lled

to him, Nell had strugeled upward |
out of menneing depths,  She hnd re-
constructed o broken lfe.  And now
she was fighting for the nnne and
hnppiness of her ehild,  Little Nell!
Cnmeron  experieneed a shuddering
vipple In all his being—the physleal
rack of an cmotion born of 4 new and
strange  conselousness,  1le felt that
It hind been given him to help Warren
with his hurden,

He  returned  to camp  trving (o
ovolve a plan, Al night he lay
uwnke thinking,

In  the mornlng,  when  Warren

brought the burros (o cump and hegnn
prepurations for the usual  packing,
Cameron broke stlonee,

“ardner. your story Iast nieht mnde
me think, T want to tell you some
thing about myself.  In my younger
days—It seems long now, yot it's not
so.many years-—I was wild, T wronged
the swoeetest und lovellest glel 1T ever

knew. 1 went awny not deemining that
any disgrace might come to her, Along
about that tlme 1 fell Into terrible
moods—TI chunged—I lenrned 1 really
loved her.  Thon came o lettes 1

should have potten months hefore, [t
told of hier troublo—fimportuned moe to
huarey to sove her,  MHall frantle with
shnme and fenr, 1T ol o mnrringe eop-
titieate and rushed back to her town.

Weak and Miserable?

Are you dull, tired and achy—both-
ered with a bad back? Do you lack
ambition Juffer headaclies and  dizel-
n(;uu-—fuul ‘all worn out™? Likely your
kidneys are to blame, Lameness, sharp
stubbing qun, backuche and annoyin
urinary dirorders ago al] symptoms o
weakened kidneys, Don’t wait for more
serious trouble, Get back your health
and koep it! Use Doan's K{dney Pills.
Thousanda of folks tell their merit,
Ask your neighbor!

A North Carolina Case

Mre. J, D, Peace,
College Btreeot,
Thomasville, N,
C.. hiys: "My
klf.‘ineyﬂ were dig-
ordered. 1 was
never free from
severe backaches,

was awfully
dizzy and objects
‘B L floated before my

] i 4 The actlon
i my kidheys
"7 was Irregular, I
,‘g" p (¥,  ueed Doan's Kld-
¥ ney Pllls and they
Boon put mo on my feet., The back-
aches and dlzzinoss left and my kid-
neys acted regularly.”

Get Doan's at Any Store, 60c & Box
DOAN’S ®ionex
PILLS
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.

| I have taken Cardui for run-
M down, worn-out condition,
Ll nervousness and sleeplessness,
 and | was weak, too,”’ says
i Mrs. Silvie Estes, of Jennings,
§ Okla. “Cardul did me just lots
il of good—so much that I gave it
to my daughier. She com-
plained of a soreness in hersides

and back. She took three

bottles of

The Woman's Tonle

and her condition was much
better.
““We have lived here, near

“Warren — Hold On!

Give
Minute—I Married Nell—Dldn't You
Know That?"

Me —a

She wns gone—hnd  been gone  for
weeks, and her disgroce wns known,
I'rlends warned me to keep out of
veach of her father, 1 tealled her—
found her. T omarevled her,  ut
late ! She would not Hve with
me. She left me—I followed her west,
but never found her"

Warren leaned forwnrd a Itttle and |

looked Into  Cameron's eoyes, uns If
searching  there  for the repentance
that might make him less deserving of
o man's scorn,

Cnmeron met the gaze unflinehingly,
and again hegnn to spenk :

“You know, of course, how men out
here somethmes lose old numes, old
Identlitles, It won't surprise you much
to learn my name Isn't really Cam-
eron, us I onece told you"

Warren stiffened upright, Tt seemoed
that there might have been a blank,
4 suspension, hetween his grave In-
terest and some strange mood to come,

Cameron felt his heart bulge and
contract In his breast; all his hody
grew cold; and It took tremendous

effort for him to make his lips form
woreds,
“Warren, T'm the manu you're huant-
Ing. I'm Burton, I was Nell's lover !
The old mnn rose anil towered oyver

Cnmeron,  and  then plunged  down |
upon hlm, and elutched his  throat
with  terrible,  stilling  hands, The
harsh  contaet, the pain awakened
Cameron to his perll hefore It was
too late, Dresperate hghting  saviedl

him from being harled 1o the pground
and  stamped  wnd  erushed, AWarren
seemed oo madadoned ghant, 'here wins
fnoreeling, swayving, wrestling stroaggele
before the elder man began to woenlion
Then  Cameron,  huffeted, hloody,
half-stunned, panted for speoeh,
“Warren—hold  on'! Glve  moe—a
minute. T omarried Nell. Didn't you
kuow that?
Cumeron felt the shoek that o ibrated
through  Warren, e repeated the
words agnin and agaiv, A8 If com
pelled by some reststless power, War-
ren relensed Cameron, and, stngeoring

Lon |

I snved the oehdbg |

Jennings, for 26 years, and now
we have our own home in town.
ilith 1 have had to work pretty hard,
¥ as this country wasn’t built up,
| and it made it hard for us,

“1 WISH 1 could tell weak
women of Cardui—the medicine
that helped give me the strength
to go on and do my work."”

ASTHMA

l COMPOUND

3 quiclly rellevea the diatress-
Ing paroxysma, Used for
65 years nnd result of Jong
experience In  treatment of
throat and luug dircanes b
Dr.J.H, Gulld, FREK TRIAL
BOX, Treatlse on Asthma, Ita
fy coauses, trentment, ete., sent
= _upon request. 2ic. and 81,00
| atdrugglats. J. 1, GUILD CO,, RUPERT, VT.
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SPEEDY RELIEF FOR

. CONSTIPATION

He Had to Stand It.

Yesterduy while 1 was seasiek it
secmed to me I eouldn't stnm six duys
more of oo any more of 11, Which
reminded me of 0o remark 1 onee henrd
wovery old man mnke, e was U and
wag telling me of his troubles,  With-
out thinking 1 sald: I don’t see how

you stand I The old man thought
nowhile and then repdied feebly: 1
hanve o stand 1t There are many

disngreeable things we can't gol nwiy
from; we are compelled to stand
them.- -1, W, Howe, In “Imily Notes
of o Trip Around the World,"

Sonk hands on retiring In the hot suds
of Cutlenra Soap, dry and rub In Cu-
ticurn  Olntment, Remove surplus
Olntment with tissue paper, This Is
ouly cue of the things Culienra will do
it Sonp, Ointraent and Talcum are used
for all tollet purposes,—Advertlsement,

Watzh Her Step.

“She ealled me o eat” “Let it
pass  “T won't et it pass!™ YD
You propose, my dear, to prove shoe's
right "

Important to Mothers
Examine carefully every bottle of
CASTORIA, that famous old remedy
for Infants nnd children, and see that it

Bears the
Slgnnture of

back, stood  with  uplifted, shakling
hands.  In hls face was a haorrlble
darkness,

“"Waurren! Walt—Illsten !"  panted
Cameron, “T've got that marrlage

certificate—I've had 1t by me all these
vears, I kept It—to prove to myself
I did right."

The old man uttered a broken ery,

“And when | saw her—| went
stark, staring, raving mad over
her,”

(TO BE CONTINUED,) I

In Use for Over 86 Yeﬁrs.
Children Cry for Fleteher’s Castoria

Safety First.
Pugllist—"I'd rather not take gns.”
Dentlst=—"1 dure sny ! But [won't risk
sttending you without,”

Refreshes Weary Eyes

When Your Eﬁ:s feel Dull

and Heavy, ute Murine, It 1
mmlzRevl'l'aveuhnt'l':rmf’el:lh:é

=-Makes them Clear, Bright an
Sparkling. Harmless. Scid an
mmended by All Drugglate,
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fornomm EYES




