
FOURTH INSTALLMENT 
The water in her pitcher was 

fresh from the creek and cold. 
Anne splashed in it vigorously, one 

foot still tapping at odd moments 

in time to an intermittently humm- 
ed tune, but a disapproving pucker 
had come between her delicately 
marked brows. Now why did she 
have to do that silly trick? Hadn’t 
she any sense at all? Why do any- 
thing which might start anybody, 
even Martha, wondering where she 
had come from and what she had 
been before she had stepped off the 
two-thirty-eight at Marson? She 
must be more careful. 

Dressing was a swift matter in 
these days. Insirtuating odors of 
bacon and coffee were creeping ip, 
but she went out of doors first. 

Over by the horse corral she 
heard a sudden series of thumps, 
like dancing hoofs on hard ground. 

Rounding the corner of the house 
she caught sight of Barry Duane. 
The dancing sounds came from the 
prettiest pinto Anne had ever seeen, 
penned in the corral and making 
playful rushes at the gate. On the 
ground beside Duane was a saddle. 

"Barry Duane, what are you do- 
ing?” 

"Oh, hello!” He turned with a 

guilty grin. "Do oyu mind having 
visitors at this hour? I thought Pd 
bring a pinto down and ask you to 
exercise him occasionally- His 
same’s Comet. It s a great riding 
country around here. I know some 

pretty good trails.’ I 
Her eyes shone. She tried to 

frown, and made a bad job of it. 
"But you mustn t do such things. 

It’s awfully good of you to want 

to, but I really can’t—” 
Can’t ride? I’ll teach you in a I 

morning.” 
"Don’t be so innocent. You know 

what I mean. You’ve taken hours 
of your time and Perry’s, and ham-j mered and dug and sawed, and' 
made special trips to Marston on! 

errands that I ought to have lookec 
after myself, and even brought 
things down from your own ranch, 
but when it comes to taking youi 
saddle horses—” 

I "Don’t you like him?” 
"Of course I like him. He’s i 

darling.” 
"Then he’s yours. And don’t 

think that you are getting anything 
very great, because I have a hundred 
more running loose. Comet, come 

and make friends with your new 

boss.” 
The pinto arched his neck and 

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

"Oh, you beautiful thing!” 
she said softy. "How could any- 
body part with you?” 

Barry Duane looked down at her 
with his nice smile. 

"It doesn’t have tc be a complete 
separation. I’ve been hinting that 
1 expect so come along when you 
ride him, but haven’t had even a 

nibble yet.” 
You ve got me one now. I m 

wild to try him.” 
"This morning?” 
"Love to. Right after breakfast. 

Have you had yours or will you 
have some with us?” 

"Both, thank you. I like Martha’s 
coffee and I’ve been up since before 
five. Comet, we stay.” 

Half and hour later he was out 

again saddling the pinto for her and 
Anne was making a quick change 
into riding clothes. 

Barry was waiting with the 
horses. 

"All outfitted for the trail, aren’t 
we? I suppose that means that you 
have ridden before?” 

"Some Not much,” she added 
honestly, "but I’m crazy about it.” 

The pinto danced delicately, im- 

patient to be off, but she held him 
in while Barry swung himself into 
his saddle. He nodded approvingly. 

"That’s just right. Keep a steady 

hand on him and he will soon know 
which one of you is boss. You’ll 
find that he has plenty of ginger, 
but he’s well behaved.” 

For the first half mile they 
scarcely spoke. Anne let Comet out 
a little. Pounding hoofs sounded 
back of her. and the long-striding 
Captain soon came abreast. She 
gave Barry a radiant look, and his 
heart suddenly skipped a beat or 

two and went rocketing up into 
his ears. 

After a time they came to a high 
flat that was like a parkland. 

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

They found an inviting place to 

sit. Anne sighed happily. 
"And to think,” she added lazily, 

"that I’d planned to spend this 
heavenly morning struggling with a 

hoe.” 
"It’s not a woman’s work,” he 

insisted doggedly. The mere sug- 
gestion seemed to make him angry. 
"If you need more help, let your 
neighbors take a hand. Or if you 
won’t do that, Tranquilino has a 

nephew who will come ,by the day, 
and I’ll see that he doesn’t over- 

charge you. I hate the idea of your 
grubbing in the fields. It doesn’t 
fit you at all.” 

"I’m a hard-working woman, you 
know, not a princess in an ivory 
tower.” 

You d make a better princess 
than anyone I know.” 

She caught a dark flicker in his 
eyes. A warning little bell chimed 
somewhere in her head. Barry 
Duane was not the kind who made 
careless love. 

The days ran by as swiftly as 

water, slipping over a dam. There 
was still plenty of work to be done, 
but the first furious onslaught was 

over. Things were shaping up, in- 
doors and out. 

Every morning Anne ran out to 

look at the new green of her al- 
falfa fields. There were hours in 
the kitchen garden or out on the 
porch. Evenings she often sat with 
pencil and paper and thoughtfully 
puckered brow, trying to figure 
profits and losses, the cost of stock 
and what she ought to do next 

year. 
Barry was looking after some ne- 

glected work on his own ranch, but 
every few days he found an excuse 

to stop at Trail’s End. The oblig- 
ing Boone Petry detoured to Trail’s 
End every time he drove in to 

Marston and occasionally when he 
didn’t. Martha developed an un- 

canny prescience in guessing when 
Petry was due and piling up errands 
and odd jobs for him. 

They were out on the steps one 

day when Petry drove up, the old 
car piled with supplies. 

"There’s your package from the 
mail order house. Miss Anne, and 
here’s a letter for Martha. No let- 
ters for you or me. Shall I take 
the groceries around back Martha?” 

He usually walked straight 
through the front door to the 
kitchen, as did everybody else, but 
today he flickered an eyelid at 

Martha and tramped around to the 
back door. Martha followed him. 

"Look here, Martha, some of 
those old hens in Marston are 

talkin’.” 
"What’s the matter with them?” 
"Miss Anne’s the matter. Mis’ 

Bagley, she can’t get over the shock 
of findin’ that there wasn’t any tag 
on her coat, and Mis’ Caswell at 

the post-office, she says it’s awful 
queer that Miss Cushing never gets 
letters from home like other folks. 

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

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

Icould I?” 

"No,” said Martha dryly. "Bein 
a man, you wouldn’t know how, 
Now see here. Boone Petry, th« 
next time you hear any such inter- 
estin’ conversation goin’ on, yot 
just slide up and tell ’em you know 
for certain, only you wouldn’t tell 
anybody but them, that Miss Anne 
hasn’t any folks except cousins 
she’s never seen, and she run away 
because her guardian wanted hei 
to marry a rich old rake that she 

hated.” 
Petry grinned. "All right, 

Martha, just as you say.” 
Martha’s mouth quirked briefly 

and sobered again. 
"Look here, do you suppose 

Barry’s heard any of this?” 
Don’t believe so. If anybody’d 

ever said it to him, he’d a sailed 
in and took ’em apart.” 

Martha looked worried. "No.” 
she said grimly, "he wouldn’t take 
’em apart. He’d Just turn icy mad 
and frseze ’em until they cracked. 
And he’d rage inside all the way 
home, because he’s awful fond of 
Miss Anne.” 

Inside of the house a voice was 

(singing, a lilting soprano. Perry 
listened for a moment, eased the box 
softly to the table and tiptoed out 

again. 

Anne was restless. She was alone, 
for Martha had gone to Marston to 

spend the day, leaving shortly after 
breakfast with Petry. At first it 
had been rather fun. She had 
roamed from the house to the creek 
and back to the house again, but 
little by little things that she want- 

ed to forget had crept in. 
She must not think of them; she 

didn’t want to. This was a new 

life and she was going to be happy 
in it. She was happy. Would she 
ever feel free to do the things that 
other girls did—well, to marry, for 
instance? Even if she told the man 

first? But she couldn’t tell. What- 
ever happened, she didn’t dare do 
that She wondered what Barry 
Duane would say if he knew. 

She jumped up suddenly and gave 
herself an impatient shake. She 
would go out and saddle Comet, and 
leave it miles behind. 

For the first level half mile 
they swept along in an exhilarat- 

ing burst of speed, but after that 
she pulled the pinto down to a 

steadier pace, and once turned to a 

steeper trail he bent down to busin- 
ess and climbed dilgently. 

This was the first time that she 
had ridden for any great distance 
alone, and there was a thrill in it. 
She meant to make the same circle 
that she and Barry had traveled on 

their first ride together. 
ror over an hour she rode slowly. 

Then she reined in and dismounted 
Comet watched her with liquid, un- 

blinking eye as she climbed out 

to a boulder of red sandstone. It 
made a natural seat. 

For a long time she sat there. 
The sun’s rays were slanting from 
the west. Little by little the 
warmth and light were fading from 
her face again. She jumped up 
abruptly. She suddenly realized 
how low that sun was. "Comet!’’ 
she called. "Comet, boy, we’re 
going home.” 

No answering whinny came to 
her call. There was no sign of the 
pinto. 

Anne stood very still for a mo- 

ment, telling herself that she wasn’t 
scared. It was her own fault; she 
ought to have "tied him to the 
ground,” as Petry called it. She 
gave an anxious glance at those 
slanting rays and turned quickly on 

her way 
A swaying of bushes on a lower 

slope caught her eye, and then in 
an open space there was a flash of 
glossy piebald flanks. She called 
with all the strength of healthy 
young lungs. The pinto caught the 
sound, looked back and hesitated. 
She was within a hundred feet of 
him when he frisked capriciously, 
broke into an easy canter and stopp- 
ed at a safer distance. 

one coma nave wept witn vexa- 

tion. More slowly this time, Anne 
followed him with coaxing voice 
and outstretched hand. This was 

a nice game, and Comet was feeling 
coltish and gay. He let her come 

quite near and then wheeled and 
cantered off again. 

When she came to the next 

open space there was no sign of the 
pinto. She stopped and called again. 
There was no sound. The graceless 
Comet had gone lightheartdly about 
his own business, and she must her 
long way home. 

The trail? The thought startled 
her. She made a turn, blankly 
strange, and came suddenly on a 

wall of rock. 
It rose sheer, two| hundred feet 

or more, directly in her path. She 
turned and looked back uncertainly, 
wondering where the first wrong 
turning had been. Back of her was 

the blank wall of cliff, and ahead 
and on both sides stretched an end- 
less reiteration of trees and under- 
growth and rocks in bewildering 
confusion. 

There was no trail. She was lost. 
•*€*•* 

Barry lounged comfortably in a 

big chair and wondered why Petry 
was so late. He had been out in 
the blazing Junipero all day. but 
he knew that Petry had convoyed 
Martha Larrabee in to Marston to 

spend the day, and the efficient 
Martha would not have allowed 
any such late returning to her own 

duties. Probably the old rascal had 
invited himself to supper at Trail’s 
End. 

Barry was thinking of a shabby 
little ranch house in a small valley, 
where a girl was gallantly tackling 
a man’s job. It was a queer occu- 

pation for a girl like Anne Cushing 
to choose. Usually girls as pretty 
and dainty as Anne wanted any- 
thing that kept them manicured 
and permanently waved. 

For a moment the fading sunset 

lights played a curious trick on him. 
He saw a shadowy figure in the 
chair opposite him, with luminous 
eyes and a curved mouth that 
smiled at him. He was always 
thinking of Anne. And he had 
known her only a few short 
weeks. 

Steps came from the rear, heavy 
and hurried, and Petry’s head ap- 
peared. "Ain’t Miss Anne here?” 

"No.” Surprise turned quickly 
to apprehension. "What’s the mat- 
ter?” 

"I dunno exactly.” Petry looked 
increasingly uneasy. "You see, I 
brought Martha home, but Miss 
Anne, she’d gone out somewhere 
for a ride. That was two hours 
ago. Of course they ain’t any rea- 

son why she shouldn’t go off for 
a ride and come home late, but it 
kinda bothered me.” 
(CONTINUED NEXT WEEK) 
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Designed in Sizes: 36, 38, 40, 
42, 44, 46, 48, 50. and 52. Size 44 
require* 5 yards of 39 inch ma- 
terial. 

Chiffon for Summer 
PATTERN 8241—The flatter- 

ing cape bertha and surplice closing 
make this design an excellent one 

for flowered chiffon or printed 
voile The skirt has the slenderizing 
lines demanded by the larger wo- 

man. It is truly an all-occasion 
frock—perfectly appropt'ate for 
wearing in the city with the smart 
new large size hats—and equally at 

home in the suburbs for afternoon 
tea or any evening festivity. The 
capelet is more interesting and color 
because it is open at the center back. 

A lovely outfit could be assem- 

bled by using chiffon printed in a 

delicate daisy pattern in green, 
white, red and yellow on a black 
ground for the dress, and black 
gloves, hat trimmed with green and 
black slippers. 

For PATTERN, send 15 cents 
in coin (for each pattern desir- 
ed), your NAME, ADDRESS, 
STYLE NUMBER and SIZE to 
Patricia Dow, The Carolina 
Watchman Pattern Dep’t., 115 
Fifth Avenue, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
... _ ij 

The locailties that have daylight i 
saving might try setting their cal- 
endars ahead, and see if they 
couldn’t avoid paying rent for a 

month. 

Now! Prices Reduced 
ON 

Genuine Bayer Aspirin 
Tins of 12 Tablets 

Price of the 100-Tablet 
Bottles Also Reduced 1 

ALWAYS SAY "BAYER/ASPIRIN" NOW WHEN YOU BUY 

H16LBA 
Cleansing F 

Cream 
+ 

Cleans 
Pores 

Without 

Stretching 

:•> 

5<y 

Instantly, it liquefies to a 

gentle, penetrating cleans-. 
er of every tiny pore. Yet, 
delicate pores are never 

enlarged. Completely, it 
removes every particle of 

• dust and accumulated oils 
and leaves the skin soft, 
exquisitely smooth. 

If your dealer cannot supply you, 
send us his name 

pARFUMERIE MELBA • 580 FIFTH AVENUE, N^W YORK, N. Y. 

“Now I’m the Picture) 
of Health,” Says Lady 
After Taking CARDU1 

Here is how Cardul helped an 
Alabama lady. ... "I suffered 
from pains in my back and sides," 
writes Mrs. A. G. Gray, of Cusseta, 
Ala. “I-was so thin and weak, X 
read of Cardul and decided to take 
it. I noticed at once it was help- 
ing me. I kept taking Cardul un- 
til I had finished five bottles. X 
gained. My health was ipuoh bet- 
ter. Now lam the picture of health. 
My color is good and my weight 
Increased.” Thousands of 
women testify Cardul benefited 
than. If it does not benefit YOU, 
consult a physician. 
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Doctor 
QyJOHN JOSEPH GAINES. M*P»g1T 

WE MUST BE ALERT 
This week one of my neighbor 

towns—a “county seat” town, was 

startled by the development of two 
cases of typhoid fever. The excite- 
ment was like that of a military 
invasion almost. Typhoid fever! 
Instantly the physicians sprang into 
action—the source of the infection 
must be found—and wiped out. It 
was discovered to be in the city’s 
water supply. 

Two things imperative and with- 
out delay: First, boil ALL WATER 
used by the population of the city, 
—and immunize as many as possi- 
ble by giving the necessary vaccine 
that is now of proven value. The 
town is doing just that. An epide- 
mic of typhoid must be prevented. 
Even as I write this, the news 

reached me—that one of the eases, 
a bright young man,—died of the 
fever. 

I remember the Spanish-Ameri- 
can War days; various army camps 
reeked with typhoid; vaccination 
was unknown. Came the immense 
World War army—all immunized 
—no typhoid cases that I heard of 

A case of typhoid fever in your 
community, if you should be so 

unfortunate as to have one, should 
bring instant investigation of the 
water-supply; if the water is found 
pure, then search all foods and 
sanitation within the district. Don’t 
trust your road overseer or street 

commissioner to conduct the in- 

vestigation. It is the duty of your 
physician—if he cannot do it he 
must have it done properly. You 
can’t tell whether water contains 
typhoid by just looking at a pail- 
ful of it. Call the bacteriologist. 

The typhoid germ—only many 
times smaller—invisible. The typ- 

hoid baccillus will live in well-water 
indefinitely. It attacks the human 
intestine, where the disease "runs 
its course.” We can immunize. 

Family reunions are usually a suc- 

cess, provided you don’t have to see 

your relatives more than once a 

year. 
• 

After blaming reckless automo- 
bile drivers, many people allow their 
children to play in the streets and 
dance up and down in front of cars. 

The automobile drivers kick if 
the streets are closed for repairs, 
and they also kick if the streets go 
unrepaired. 

P-T 
Antis4ptic Powder Safe and de- 
pendable for feminine hygeine. 

Sold By 
TOMS DRUG STORE 

SALISBURY, N. C. 

RADIATOR REPAIRING I 
Let us inspect 
your radiator 
for spring driv- 
ing. We flush, 
clean and recore 
all makes of ra- 

d ia tors. We 
” sell or trade new 

and second hand, we are the 
oldest and most reliable See us. 

EAST SPENCER MOTOR CO. 

E. Spencer, N. C. Phonp 1198 -J 

Over 

the Hills and Far Away 
WhEN Summer bums a gypsy tune, it inspires the 

urge to break away ftoip the confine* of every day life and 
take a vacation. 

But it won’t do to break away completely. Some touch 
must be kept up with the office and home to prevent Meed- 
less worry. 

Long distance telephone service provides the necessary 
means for a satisfactory voke-trip back home, at enrpris- ( 

fingly low cost. 

The “long distance’’ operator, wherever you go/witt, 
gladly tell you the cost of a call, and explain the different 
classes of service. 

Vacation time, or any other timeyon will find long.' , 
** 

distance telephone calls are quick, clenr, etodht ted n^l 
sellable fat cost.) * 
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Southern Bcfl Telephone and'Telegraph 
(facat»»fa«ad) 

Travel anywhere .’.any day /I 
\ontheSOUTHERN 
f A*fareJbr everyjnirse.^j jSwtiB 

® One .WayCoachTickets . . * r 

jQn Sale Daily ~ 

Round Trip Tickets ”, V, .‘v 
..for each mile traveled return limit 15 days i 

Good in Sleeping and Parlor Cars on payment .j 
!of proper charges for space occupied / 

Round Trip Tickets 
... for each mile traveled... return limit 6 months ! 

Good in Sleeping and Parlor Cars on payment, j of proper charges for space occupied / , 

i^M^One Way Tickets . V. . . 

Good in Sleeping and Parlor Cars on payment.^ of proper charges for space occupied ^ 

NO SURCHARGE!! 
HIGH CLASS TRAINS ! 

1 latest Pullman Equipment, including Compartment, 1 

Drawing Room and Open Section Sleeping Cars 1 

\ modern coaches..convenient schedules 
1 

Inaure Satisfactory Service on the Southern Railway System 

t 
Be Comfortable in the Safety of Train Travel 

L FRANK UENKINS' 
Passenger Traffic Manager 

Washington, D. G 

R. HL GRAHAM 
Division Passenger Agent 

Charlotte, N. C. 

SOUTHERN RAILWAY SYSTEM 


