INTO THE PURPLE SAGE

| RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE

’ 4 . ¢ NEW SERIAL STORY By Zane Grey BEGUN THIS WEEK

RIT urges all to read on the following pages the opening chapters of an American Romance of a time
and place and life which seem as strange, picturesque and dramatic as the days of Lorna Doone. It isa
A . story of men who dared greatly and women who could both ride and love, and deals with a system of
barbarous oppression and relentless autocratic rule, whose existerice in modern America scarcely is credible.
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CHAPTER I

Lassiter.

SHARP clip-clop of iron-shod hoofs deadened and

died away, and clouds of yellow dust drifted from
under the cottonwoods out over the sage.

Jane Withersteen gazed down the wide purple slope

with dreamy and troubled eyes. A rider had just left

her and it was his message that held her thoughtful and

i almost sad, awaiting the churchmen who were coming

to resent and attack her right to befriend a Gentile.
She wondered if the unrest and strife that had lately
come to the little village of Cottonwoods was to involve
her. And then she sighed, remembering that her father
had founded this remotest border settlement of south-
ern Utah and that he had left it to her. She owned all
the ground and many of the cottages. Withersteen House
was hers, and the great ranch, with its thousands of
cattle, and the swift- 5

to wake and bestir itself and grow hard. Jane prayed
that the tranquility and sweetness of her life would not
be permanently disrupted. She meant to do so much
more for her people than she had done. She wanted the
sleepy quiet pastoral days to last always. Trouble be-
tween the Mormons and the Gentiles of the community
would make her unhappy. She was Mormon-born, and
she was a friend to poor and unfortunate Gentiles. She
wished only to go on doing good and being happy. And
she thought of what that great ranch meant to her. She
loved it all—the grove of cottonwoods, the old stone
house, the amber-tinted water, and the droves of shaggy,
dusty horses: and mustangs, the sleek, clean-limbed,
blooded racers, and the browsing herds of cattle and
the lean, sun-browned riders of the sage. :

While she waited there she forgot the prospect of
untoward change. The bray of a lazy burro broke the
afternoon quiet, and it was comfortingly suggestive of

‘ ; the drowsy farmyard,

est - horses of the
sage. To her be-
longed Amber
Spring, the water of
which gave verdure
and beauty to the
village and made liv-
ing possible on that
wild purple upland
waste. She could
not escape being in-
volved by whatever
befell Cottonwoods.

That year, 1871,
had marked a change
which had béen
gradually coming in
the lives of the
peace-loving Mor -
mons of the border.
Glaze—Stone Bridge
— Sterling, villages
to' the north, had
risen against the in-
vasion of. Gentile
settlers and the for-
ays of rustlers.
There had been op-
position to the one
and fighting with the
other. And now Cot-

=

and the open corrals,
and the green alfalfa
fields..: "Her'iclear
sight intensified the
purple sage-slope  as
it rolled before her.

rie-like ground sloped
up to the west. Dark,
lonely cedar-trees,
few and far between,
stood out strikingly,
and at long distances
ruins of red rocks.
Farther on, up the
gradual slope, rose a
broken wall, a huge
monument, looming
dark purple and
stretching its soli-
tary, mystic way, a
wavering ‘line that
faded in the north.
Here to the west-
ward was the light
and color and beau-
ty. Northward the
slope descended to a
dim line of canyons
from which rose an
up-flinging of the

tonwoods had begun

Tull Stepped Forward in Such a Way as to Conceal Venters.

sarth, not mountain-

Low swells of prai- |
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ous, but = vast heave of purple uplands,

with ribbed and' fan-shaped walls, castle-

crowned cliffs, and gray esearproents.
Over it all crept the lengthening, waning
afternoon ‘shadows. SRl

The rapid heat of hoofs recalled Jane |
Witherstesn to the question at hand. A

up the lane,
and threw  their bridles.
They were seven in. mumber, and Tull,
the leader, a tall, datk man, was an
elder of Jane’s chureh.
* “Did you get my message?”’ he asked,
curtly.

“Yes,” replied Jane.

“T gent word I'd give that rider Ven-
ters half an hour to come down to the
village. Ho didn’t come.”

“Tle knows nothing of it,” said Jane.
“T didn’t tell him. I’ve been waiting
hera for you.”

“Where is Venters?”

T left him in the courtyard.”

“Tlere, Jerry,” called Tull, turning o
his men, “take the gang and fetch Ven-
ters out here if you have to rope him.”

The dusty-hooted and long-spurred rid-
ers alanked mnoisily into the grove of cot-
tonwoods and disappeared in the shade.

“Plder Tull, what do you mean by
this?”?, demanded Jane. “If ‘you must
arrest Venters you might have ‘the cour-
tesy fo wait till he leaves my home. And

if you do arrest him it will be adding in-
gult to injury. It’s absurd to aecuse
Venters of being mixed up in thab shoot-
ing fray in the village last night. He
was with me at the time. Besides, he let
mo take charge of his guns. You're only
using this as a pretext. What do you
mean to do to Venters?”’ ]

«pl tell you presently,” replied Tull
«But Arst tell me why you defend this
worthless rider?” 3 :

“YWorthless!” exclaimed Jane, indig-
nantly. “He’s nothing of the kind. He
was the best rider T ever had. - There’s
not a reason why T shouldn’t champion
him and every reason why I should. It’s
no little shame to me, Elder Tull, that
through my friendship he has roused the
enmity of my people and become an out-
cast. ' Besides, I owe him epernal grati-
tude for saving the life of.little Fay.”

“T’ve heard of your love for Fay Lar-
kin and that you intend to adopt her.
‘But—Jane Withersteen, the child is a
Gentile!” | ' -

“Yes. But, Elder, I don’t love the
Mormon children any less because T love
a Gentile child. I shall adopt Pay if
her mother will give her to me.”

“I’m mot so much against that. You
can give the child Mormon teaching,”
said Tull.  “But T'm sicki of seeing this
fellow Venters hang around you. I'm
going ‘to, put a stop to it. You've so
much love to throw away on these beg-
gars of Gentiles that I've.an idea you
might love Venters.”

Tyull spoke with the arrogance of &
Mormon whose power could not be
hrooked and with the passion of a man
in whom jealousy had kindled a consum-
ing fire. -

“Maybe I do love him,” said Jane.
She felt both fear and anger stir her
Toart. “T’d never thought, of that. Poor
£ollow! he certainly needs some one to
Tove him.” ;

«Phis’ll he a bad day for Venters un-
less you deny that,” reburned Tull, grimly.

Tuall’s men appeared under the cotton-
woods and led a young man out-into the

lame. His ragged clothes were those of
an outeast. But he stood tall and
straight, his wide shoulders flung back,
with the museles of his bound arms Tip-
pling and a blue flame of defiance in
the gaze he bent on Tull

Tor the first time Jane Withersteen
f6lt Venteris real spirit. She wondered
if she swould love this splendid youth.
Then her emotion cooled to the sobering
sense of the issue at stalke.

“Venters, will you leave. Cottonwoods
at once and forever?”’ asked Tull, ‘tensely.

“Why?” rejoined the rider.s

“Beeause I order it.” i

Venters laughed in cool disdain.

The red:leaped to Tull’s dark cheek.

“If you don’t go it means your ruin,”
he said sharply.

“Riin 1” exclaimed Venters, passionate-
ly.  “Haven't you , already ruined me?
What do you call ruinf ~A year ago I
was. a rider: 1 had horses and cattle of
my own. I had a good name in Cotton-
woods. And now when I ¢ome into the
village to see this woman you set your
men on me, You hound me. You trail
me. as if I were a rustler. I've mo more
to lose—except my life.”
| ¢Will you leave Utah?’

“Oh! -I know,” went on Venters,
tauntingly, “it galls you, the idea  of
heautiful Jane Withersteen being friend:
Iy to a poor Gentile. You want hexr all
yourself. You're a wiving Mormon. You
have use for her—and Withersteen House
and Amber Spring and s‘gven.thousand
head of cattle!”

Tull’s hard jaw protruded, and rioting
blood corded the veins of his mneck.

“Once more.. Will you go?”

((No!”

“Then PIl have you whipped iithin
an inch of. your life,” replied Tull, harsh-
ly. “TIl turn' you out in the sage. And
if you ever come back Jou’ll get worse.”

and the bronze chafiged to gray. ;
Jane impulsively stepped forward.
«on! Tider Tull!” she eried. “You
won’t do that!” ; {
Tull lifted a shaking finger toward
her. ;
“That’ll do from you. Understand,
yowll not be allowed to hold this boy to
a friendship that’s offensive to your
Bishop. Jane Withersteen, your father
left you wealth and power. It has turned
your head. You haven't yet como to
see the place of Mormon women. “We’ve
reasoned with you, borne with you. We've
patiently waited. ‘We've let you have
your fling which is more ‘than I ever saw
granted to a Morman woman, But you
baven’t come to your, senses. Now, once,
for all, you can’t have any further friend-
ship with Venters. He’s going to be
whipped, and he’s gob to leave Utah!”
“Oh! ~ Don’t whip him! It would be
dastardly!” implored Jane, with' slow
\ certainty of her failing courage.
| Tull always blunted her spirit, and she
grew conscious that she had feigned a
holdness which she did not possess. He
loomed up now in different guise, not as
a jealous suitor, but embodying the mys-
torious despotism she had known from
childhood—the power of her creed.
“Venters, will you take your whipping
here or would you rather go out in the
sage?’ asked Tull. He smiled a flinty
emile that was more than inhuman, yet

Venters’ agitated face grew coldly set |-

«Pll take it here—if I must,” said
Venters. “But by God!—Tull, you'd
better kill me outright. That’ll be a
dear whipping for you and your. praying
Mormons. Youwll make me another Las-
siter!” 2 g
The strange glow, .the —austere light
which radiated from Tull's faee, might
have been' a holy joy at the gpiritual
conception of exalted duty. DBut there
was something more in him, barely hid-
den, a something personal and sinister,
a deep of himself, an enguifing abyss.
As his religious mood was fanatical and
inexorable, so would his physical hate be
mereiless.

“Flder, T—I repent my words,” Jane
faltered. The religion in her, the long
habit of obedience of humility, as well
as agony of fear, spoke in her voiee.
“Spare the boy!” she whispered.

“you can’t save him mow,” replied
Tull, stridently.

Her_head was howing to the inevitable.
She was grasping the truth, when sud-
denly there came, in inward constriction,
a hardening of gentle forces within her
breast. Like a steel bar it was, stiffen-
ing all that had been ‘goft and weak in
her. She felt a birth in her of something
new and unintelligible. Once more her
strained gaze sought the sage-slopes.
Jane Withersteen loved that wild and
purple wilderness. In times of sorrow
it had been her strength, in happiness its
beauty was her continual delight. In
her extremity she found herself murmur-

ing, “Whence cometh my help!” Tt was
a prayer, as if forth from those lonely
purple reaches and walls of red and
clefts of blue might ride a fearless man,
neither creed-bound nor ecreed-mad, Who
would hold up a restraining hand In the
faces of her ruthless people.

The restless movements of Tull’s men
suddenly quieted down. Then followed
a low whisper, a rustle, a sharp exelama-
tion.

«Tio0k!” said one, pointing to the svest.
“A rider!” 7

Jane Withersteen wheeled and saw a
horseman, silhouetted against the western
sky, come riding oub of ‘the sage. He
had ridden down from the lefy, in the
golden glare of the sun, and had been
Tnobserved till close at hand. An answer
to her prayer!

“Do you know himf - Does any ome
know him?’ questioned Tull, hurriediy.

Fis men looked and looked, and cne~
by one shook their heads. §

“He’s come from far,” said ome.

“Thet’s a fine hoss,” said another.

“A strange rider.”

“Huh! he wears black leather,” added
a fourth. v
. With a wave of his hand, enjoiming
silence, Tull stepped forward in soch a
way that he eoncealed Venters. - :

The rider reined in his| moung and
with @ lithe forward-slipping action ap-
peared to reach the ground in ene long
step. It was a peculiar movement in ifs
quickness and inasmuch that while per-
forming it the rider did not swerve in
the slightest from a square frent to the
group before him.

“To0k!” hoarsely whispered ome of
Tull’s companions. “He packs two black-
butted guns—low down-—they’re hard to
see—black agin them black chaps.”

«A  gun-man!” whispered. another.
“Rellers, careful now aboub moyin® your

seemed. to igive out of its dark aloofness

o gleam of righteousness:

hands.”
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The stranger’s slow approach
have been a mere leisnrely manner of
gait or the cramped short steps of a rid-
er unused to walking; yet, as well, it
could have beeh the guarded advance of
ore who took no chances with men.

“Hello, iﬁanﬁer" called Tull. No
welecome was in thls greetmg, only a gruft
curiosity.

The rider responded with a curt nod. |

The wide brim of a black sombrero cast
a dark ‘shade over his face. For a mo-
ment he eclogely regarded Tull and his
comrades, and 1hen halting in ‘his slow
walk, he seemed to relax

“Dvenm ma'am,” . he said to Jane,
and 1emoved his sombrero with quaint
grace.

Jane, gi‘eet_ing him, looked up into a
face that she trusted instinctively and
which riveted her attention. It had all
the characteristics of the range rider
—the leanness, the red burn of the sun,
and the set changelessness that came
from years of silence and sohtude. But
it was not these which :

~held her; rather the in-

“tensity of his gaze, a
strained weariness,- a
piercing wistfulness of
keen, gray sight, ag if
the man was forever
looking for that which
he never found. Jane’s
subtle woman’s intui-
tion, even in - that
brief instant, felt a
sadness, a hungering,
a secret.

#‘Jane  Withersteen,
ma’am¥”’ he inquired.

“Yes,” she replied.

“The water here is,
yours?”’

"Yes:"

“May I water my
horse?”

- “Certainly.
- the trough.”

“But mebbe if you
. knew who I was—" He
hesitated, with his
glance on the listening
men. “Mebbe  you

There (!

might |

“Yes—yes.”

“Then what has he done to get tied up
that way?”

His clear and distinet question, meant
for Tull as well as for Jane Withersteen,
stilled the restlessness and brought a
momentary- silence.

““Ask him,” replied Jane, her voice
rising high.

Fhe rider stoppcd away from her, mov-
ing out awith the. same slow, measured
stride in which he had approached; and
the fact that his action placed her whol-
ly to one side, and him no nearer to Tull
and his men, had a penetrating sig-
nificance.

“Young feller, speak up,”
Venters.

“Here, stranger, this’s
mix,” began Tull. “Don’t try any inter-
ference. You've been asked to drink and
eat. That's more than |you'd have got

he said to

none of your

in any other village on the Utah border.
‘Water your horse and be on your way.”
“Easy—easy—I ain’t interferin’ yet,”

sacred,  The man Jerry, holding the
horses, dropped the bridles and froze in
his tracks. Tike posfs the other men
stood, watchful-eyed, alms hanging rigid,
all “altmg

“Speak up mnow, young man. What
have you done to be roped that way?”’

“It’s “a damned outrage!” burst out
Venters. “I've done no wrong. I've of-
fended this Mormon Elder by bemg,a
friend to that woman.”

“Ma’am, is it true—what he says?”
asked the rider of Jame; but his quiver-
ingly alert eyes mever left the little knot,
of quiet men,

“Truet . iVes;
answered.

* “Well, young man, it seems to me that
bein’ a friend to such a woman would be
what you wouldn’t want to help « an’
couldn’t help. . . Wh'lt’s to be done to
you for it9” .

“They intend to Whlp me.
what that means—in Utah!”

“I reckon,” replied the rider, slowly.

perfectly true,” she

You. know

wouldn’t- let me water
him—though I ain’
askin’ none for myself, jrou understand.”
“Stranger, it doesn’t matter who you
-are.—-Water your horse. And if you are
thirsty and hungry come into my house.”
“Thanks, ma’am. I can’t accept for
myself—but for my tired horse—"

Trampling of hoofs interrupted the

rider. More restless movements on the
part of Tull’s men broke up the little cix-
cle, exposing the prisoner Ventefs.

“Mebbe I've kind .of hindered some-
thin’—for a few moments, perhaps?” in-
quired the rider.

“Yes,” replied Jane Withersteen, with
a throb in her voice.
| She felt the drawing power of his
‘eyes; and then she saw him look at the
bound Venters, and at the men who held
him, and their leader.

“In this here country all the rustlers
an’ thieves an’ cuf-throats an’ gun-throw-
_ers an’ all-round no-good men jest hap-
pen to be Gentiles. Ma’am, which of

the no-good eclass does that young‘ feller:

belong to?”

“He belongs to none of them. He’s
an honest bO" %

“You know that, ma’am?”

But Death, Whue It Ho'ue'red Over .Them, Did not Descend.

replied ‘the rxder. The tone of his voice
had undergone a change. A different
man had spoken. Where, in addressing
Jane, he had been mild and gentle, now,
with his first speeeh ‘to Tull, he was d)y,
¢ool, biting. “I’ve jest stumbled onto
a queer deal.. Seven Mormons all pack-
in’ guns, an’ a Gentile tied with a repe,

Queer, ain’t that?®”

“Queer or mnot, it’s none of your busi-
ness,” retorted Tull,

“Whe1e I was raised a woman’s word
was law. - I ain’t quite outgrowed that
yet.”

Tull fumed between amaze and anger.

“Meddler, we have a law hers some-
thing different from woman’s whim—
Mormon law! . « . = Take care you
don’t transgress it.”’

“To hell with your 'VIornqon law!”

The deliberate speech marked the rid-
‘er’s further change, this time from kind-
ly interest to an awakening menace. It
produced a transformation in Tull and
his companions. The leader gasped and
staggered backward at a Dblasphemous
affront to an institution he held most

an’ g woman who swears by his honesty!

cold on the Mormons,
with the restive hit-
champing of the horges,
with Jane failing to
repress her mounting
agitation, with Venters
standing pale and still,
the tension of the mo-
ment tightened. Tull
broke the spell with a
laugh, a laugh with-
out mirth, a laugh that
was only a sound be-
traying “fear,

“Come on, men!” he
called.

Jane  Withersteen
turned again to the
rider.

“Stranger, can you
do nothing to save
Venters?”

“Ma’am, you ask me
to save ' him-—from
your own people?”

“Ask youf -I -beg
of you!”: s

“But you don’t dream
whom yow're askin’.”

“Oh sir, 1 pray you—
save himd FHe must not be whipped!”

“These are Mormons, an” [———"

“At—at any cost—save him. For I—
I care for him!”

Tull snarled. “You love-sick fool! Tell
your secrets.  There’ll-be a way to teach
you what you've never learned. . . . Come
men, out of here!”

“Mormon, the young man stays,” said
the rider.

Like a shot his voice halted Tull.

“What!?

“He stays.”

With his. gray glance .

“Who'll keep him? He’s my prisoner!”"

cried Tull, hotly. “Stranger, again I tell
you—don’t mix here. You've meddled
enough. Go your way oW OF o
“Listen! . . . He stays.”
Absolute celtamty, beyond any shad

ow of doubt, breathed in ‘the rider’s low"

voice.
“Who are you? We are seven here.”
The rider dropped his sombrero and
made a rapid movement, singular in that it
left him somewhat crouched, arms bent
and stiff, with the big black gun-sheaths
swung round to the fore.

N

FANE I
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“Lassiter ”

Tt was Venters’ wonderful, thrilling
ery that bridged the fateful connection
between the rider’s singular position and
the dreaded name.

Tull put out a groping hand. The life
of his eyes dulled to the gloom with which
men of his fear saw i approach of
death. But .death, while it hovered over
him, did not descend, for the rider waited
for the twitching fingers, the downward
flash of hand that did* not come. Tull,
gathering himself together, turned to the
horses, attended by his pale comrades.

CHAPTER II.

COTTON WOODS

ENTERS appeared too deeply
moved to speak the gratitude
his face expressed. And Jane
. turned upon the rescuer and

= gripped his hands. Her smiles
and tears seemingly dazed him. Present-
ly, as something like calmness returned,
she went to Lassiter’s weary horse.

“T will water him myself,” she said, and
she led the horse to a trough under a huge
old cottonwood. With nimble fingers she
loosened the bridle and removed the bit.
The horse snorted and bent. his head. The
trough was of solid stone, hollowed out,
moss-covered and green and wet and cool,
and the clear brown water that fed it
spouted ‘and. splashed from a wooden

ipe,

“He has brought you far to-day?”

“Yes, ma’am, a matter of over sixty
miles, mebbe seventy.”

“A long ride—a ride that—— Ah, he is
blind!” :

“Yes, ma’am,” replied Lassiter.

“What blinded him$”

“Some men once roped an’ tied him, an’
then held white-hot iron close to his eyes.”

“Oh! Men? You mean devils. . . .
‘Were they your enemies—Mormons?”

“Yes, ma‘am.”
| “To take revenge on a horse! Tasgi-
_ ter, the men of my creed are unnaturally
cruel. To my everlasting sorrow I con-
fess it.' They have been driven, hated,
scourgdd till their hearts have hardened.
But we women hope and pray for the time
when our men will soften.”

“Beggin’  your pardon, ma’am—that!

time will never come.”

“Oh, it willl . . Lassiter, do you
think Mormon women wicked? Has your
hand been against them, too%” -

“No. I believe Mormon women are the
best an’ noblest, the most Jong-sufferin’,
and the blindest, unhappiest women on
earth.”

“Ah!” She gave him a grave, thought-
ful look. “Then you will break bread
with me?”

Lassiter had no ready response, and he
uneasily shifted his weight from one leg
to another, and turned his sombrero round
and round in his hands. “Ma’am,” he be-
gan presently, “I reckon your kindness of
heart makes you overlook things, Per-
haps I ain’t well known hereabouts, bub
back up North there’s Mormons who’d
rest oneasy in their graves at the idea of
me sittin’ to table with you.”

“T dare say. But—will you do it any-
way?” she asked.

“Mebbe you have a brother or relative
who might drop in an’ be offended, an’ T
wouldn’t want to % :

“T’ve not a relative in Utah that T know

of. There’s no one with a right to ques-
tion my actions.” She turned smilingly
to Venters. “You will come 'in, Bern,
and Lassiter will come in. We'll eat and
be merry while we may.”

“I’m only wonderin’ if Tull an’ his
men’ll raise a storm down in the village,”
said Lassiter, in his last weakening stand.

“Yes, he’ll raise the storm—after he has
prayed,” replied Jane. “Come.”

She led the way, with the bridle of Las-
siter’s horse over her arm. They entered
a grove and walked down a wide path
shaded by great low-branching cotton-
woods. !

The home of Jane Withersteen stood in
a circle of cottonwoods, and was a flat,
long, red-stone structure, with & covered
court in the center through which flowed
a lively stream of amber-colored water.
In the massive blocks of stone and heavy
timbers and solid doors and shutters
showed the hand of a man who had
builded against pillage and time; and in
the flowers and mosses lining the stone-
bedded stream, in the bright colors of
rugs and blankets on the court flo6r, and
the cozy corner with hammibcek and books,
and the clean-linened table, showed the
grace of a daughter who lived for happi-
ness and the day at hand. )

Jane turned Lassiter’s horse loose in
the thick grass. “You want him to be
near you,” she said, “or I’d have him tak-
en to the alfalfa fields.” At her call ap-
peared women who began at once to
hustle about, hurrying to and fro, setting
the table. Then Jane, excusing herself,
went within. . ) :

She passed through a huge, low-ceiled
chamber, like the inside of a fort, and
into a smaller one where a bright wood-
fire blazed in an old open fireplace, and
from this into her own room. It had the
same comfort as was manifested in the
home-like outer court; moreover, itewas
warm and rich in soft hues.

Seldom did Jane Withersteen enter
her room without looking into her mirror.
She knew she loved the reflection of that
beauty which since early childhood she
had mnever been allowed to forget. Her
relatives and friends, and later a horde
of ' Mormon and Gentile suitors,” had

fanned the flame of natural vanity in her. |

So. that at twenty-eight she scarcely
thought at all of her wonderful influence
for good in the little community swhere
her father had left her practically its
beneficient landlord; hut cared most for
the dream and the assurance and the
allurement of her beauty. This time, how-
ever, she gazed -into her glass with more
than the usual happy motive. withont the
usual slight conscious smile. For she was
thinking of more than the desire to be
fair in her own eyes, in those of her
friend; she wondered if she were to seem
fair in the eyes of this Lassiter, this man
whose name had crossed the long, wild
brakes of stone and plains of sage, this

- gentle-voiced, sad-faced man who was a

hater and a killer of Mormons, Tt was
not mnow her usual half-conscious vain
obsession that actuated her as she hur-
riedly changed her riding-dress to one
of white, and then looked long at the
stately form ‘with its gracious contours,
at the fair face with its sftrong  chin
and full firm lips, at the dark-blue, proud,
and passionate eyes.

“If by some means T can keep him
here a few days, a week—he will never
kill another Mormon,” she mused. “Lassi-

ter! I shudder when I think
of that name, of him. But when T look
at the man I forget who he is—I almost
like him. I remember onlv that he saved
Bern. He has suffered. I wonder what
it was—did he love a Mormon woman
once? How splendidly he championed
us poor misunderstood souls! Somehow
he knows—much.”

Jane Withersteen joined her guests
and bade them to her board. Dismiss-
ing her woman, she waited upon them
with her own hands. It was a bountiful
supper and a strange company. On her
right sat the ragged and half-starved Ven-
ters; and though blind eyes could have
seen what he counted for in the sum of
her happiness, yet he looked the gloomy
outeast his allegiance had made him, and
about him there was the shadow of the
ruin presaged by Tull. On the left sat
the black-leather-garbed Lassiter looking
like a man in a dream. Hunger was
not with him, mnor composure, nor
speech, and when he twisted in frequent
unguiet movements,  the heayvy guns that
he had mnot removed knocked against the
table-legs. If it had been otherwise pos-
sible to forget the presence of Liassiter
those telling little jars would have ren-
dered it unlikely. And Jane Withersteen
talked and smiled and laughed with all
the dazzling play of lips and eyes that
a beautiful, daring woman could summon
to her purpese.

When the meal ended, and the men
pushed back their chairs, she leaned closer
to Lassiter and looked square inte his
eyes.

“Why did you coms to Cottonwoods?”

Her question seemed to break a spell.
The rider arose as if he had just remem-
bered himself and had tarried longer
than his wonf.

“Ma’am, I have hunted all over south-

ern Utah and Nevada for—somethin’, .

An’ through your name I learned where
to find it—here in Cottonwoods.”

“My name! Oh, I remember. You did
know my name when you spoke frst.
Well, tell me where you heard it and
from whom?”

“At the little village—Glaze, T think
it’s called—same fifty miles or more
west of here. An’ I heard it from a
Gentile, a rider who said you'd Eknow
where to tell me to find it

“What?” she demanded, imperiously,
as Lassiter broke off.

“Milly Erne’s grave,” he answered low,
and the ‘words came with a wresch.
~ Venters wheeled in. his ehair to re-
gard Lassiter in amazement, and Jane
slowly raised herself in white, s&il won-

der. ; 5
“Millys Erne’s grave?” she echoed, in
a whisper. “What do you kmew of Milly

Trne, my best-beloved friend—swho died i

in my arms? < What were you to her?”
\ “Did I claim to be anythin’¥* be in-
quired.” “I know people—relafives—who
have long wanted to know where she’s
buried. That's all.”

“Relatives? She never spoke of rela-
tives, except a brother who was shof in
Texas. Lassiter, Milly Erne’s grave is in
a secret burying-ground on my prop-
erty.”

“Will you take me there? . .

Youwll be offendin’ Mormons worse than
by breakin’ bread with me.”
“Indeed yes; but I'll do it. Only we

must go unseen. To-morrow, perhaps.”
“Thank you, Jame Withersteen,” re-




| to the bench in the grove and
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plied the rider, and he bowed to her and
stepped backward out of the court.

roof?” she asked. ;

“No, ma’am, an’ thanks again. I never
sleep indoors. An’ even if I did there’s
that. gatherin’ storm in the village be-
low. No, no. I'll go to the sage. I
hope you won’t suffer mnone for your
kindness to me.”

“Lassiter,” said Venters, with a half-
bitter laugh, “mv bed, too, is the sage.
Perhaps we may meet out there.”

“Mebbe so. But the sage is wide an’
I won’t be near. Good night.”

At Lassiter’s low' whistle the black
horse whinnied, and carefully picked his
blind way out of the grove. The rider
did not bridle him, but walked beside
him, leading him by touch of hand, and
tog.ther they passed slowly into the
shade of the cottonwoods.

“Jane, I must be off soon,” said Ven-
ters, “Give me my guns. If I'd had
my guns 2

“Hither my friend or the Elder of my

. church would be lying dead,” she inter-
posed.

“Tull would be—surely.”

“Oh, you fierce-blooded, savage youth!
Can’t I teach you forbearance. merey?
Bern, it’s divine to forgive your:
enemies, ‘Let not the sun go
down upon thy wrath.’” =

“Hush! Talk to me no more
of money or religion—after to-
day. To-day this strange com-
ing of Lassiter left me still a
man, and now I'll die a manl

“". "5\ + Give me my guns”

Silently she went into the

_house to return with a heavy
cartridge-belt . and  gun-filled
sheath and a Iong rifle; these she
banded to him, 'and as he buckled
on the belt she stood before him
_in gilent eloquence. !

“Jane,” he said, in gentler
voice, “don’t look so. I’'m mnof
going to murder your churchman..
But can’t you see I’ve reached
the end of my ‘rope? Jane,
you're a wonderful woman. Nev-
er was there a woman so unselfish

~and good. Only you're blind in
(o) N Ea s Listen!”

From behind the grove came
the clicking sound of horses in
a rapid trot.

“Some of your riders,” he con-
tinued. “It’'s getting time for
the night shift. Let us go out

“Will you not stay—sleep under my

“hard, I know.

“Yes, it looks tha.'r way. My position
i8 not a ha.ppv one—1I can’t feel right—
I’ve lost all—"

“T’ll give you anything you—"

“Listen, please. When I say loss I
don’t mean what you think. I mean loss
of good-will, good mname—that which
would have enabled me to stand up in
this village without bitterness. Well,
it’s too late. . . . Now, as to the futme,
I think yow'd do best to give me up.
Tull is implacable. You ought to see
from his intention to-day that—but you
can’t see. Your blindness—your damned
religion! . Jane, forgive me—I’'m
sore within and something rankles. Well,
I fear that invisible hand will turn its
hidden work to your ruin.”

“Invisible hand? Bern!”

“I mean your Bishop.” Venters said
it deliberately and would not release her
as she started back. “He’s the law. The
edict went forth to ruin me. Well, look
at me! Itll now go forth to compel
you to the will of the Church.”

“You wrong Bishop Dyer. Tull is
But then he has been in
love with me for years.”

“Oh, your faith and your excuses! You
can’t see what I know—and if you did
see it you'd not admit it to save your

breaking the silence. “Can that be Las-
siterp”

Venters moved his glance once more
to the west. A horseman showed dark
on the sky-line, then merged into the
color of the sage.

“It might be. But I think not—
that fellow was coming in, One of your
riders, more likely., Yes, I see him
clearly now., And there’s another

“T see them, too.”

“‘Jane, your riders seem as many as
the bunched of sage. I ran into five
yesterday way down mnear the trail to
Deception Pass. They were with the
white herd.”

“You still go to that canon?

Bern,
I wish you wouldn’t.

Oldring and his

| rustlers live somewhere down there.”

“Well, what of that?”

“Tull has already hinted of your fre-
quent, trips into Deception Pass.”

“T know.” Venters uttered a short
laugh. “He’ll make a rustler of ‘me
next. But, Jane, there’s no water for
fifty miles after I leave here, and that
nearest is in the ecanmon. I must drink
and water my horse. There! I see
more riders. They are going out.”

“The red herd is on the slope well out
toward the Pass.”

Twilight was fast falling, ‘A

group of horsemen crossed the
dark line of low ground to be-
come more distinet as they
climbed the slope. The silence
broke to a ‘clear call from an
incoming rider, and, almost like
the peal of a hunting-horn, float-
ed back the answer. The out-
going riders moved swiftly, came
sharply into sight as they top-
ped a ridge to show wild and
black above - the horizon, and
then passed down, dimming into
the purple of the sage.

“I hope they don’t meet Las-
giter,” said Jane.

“So do I,” replidd Venters.
“By this time the riders of the
night. shift know what happened
to-day. . But Lassiter will like-
ly keep out of their way.”

“Bern, who is Lassiter? He’s
only a name to me—a terrible
name.”

“Who is he? I don’t know,
Jane. Nobody I ever met knows
him. He talks 'a little like a
Texan, like Milly: Erne. Did /you
note that?”

“Yes. How strange of him to

talk there.”

It was still daylight in the
open, but under the spreading cotton-
woods shadows were obscuring the lanes.
Venters drew Jane off from one of these
into a shrub-lined trail, just wide enough
for the two to walk .Lbrcast and in a
roundabout way led her far from -the
house to a knoll on the edge of the grove.
Here in a secluded nook was a bench
from which, through an opening in the
tree-tops, could be. seen the sage-slope
and the wall of rock and the dim lines of
canyons. Jane had not spoken since
Venters had shocked her with his first
harsh speech; but all the way she had
. clung to his arm, and now, as he stopped
and laid his rifle against the bench, she
still clung to him.

“Jane, I'm afraid I must leave you.”

“Bern!™ she cried.

A Grave in the Sage.

life. That’s the Mormon of you. These
elders and bishops will do abselutely auy
deed to go on building up the power and
wealth of their church, their - empire.
Think of what they've done to the Gen-
tiles hme, to me—think of Milly Erne's
fate!’

“What do you know of her story?”

“L know enough—all, perhaps, excepf:
the nmame of the Mormon who brought
her here. But I must stop this Lmd of
talk.”

She pressed his hand in JCHI)OHS(‘ He
helped her to a seat beside him on the
bench. And he respected a silence that
he divined was full of woman’s deep

emotion, altogether beyond his under-
standing.
“Tiook! A rider!” exclaimed « Jane,

‘how Mormons hide the truth.

know of her! And she lived
here ten years and has been
dead 'two.  Bern, what do you
know of Lassiter? Tell me what he hag
done—why you spoke of him to Tull—

threatening to, become another Lassiter
yourself §” ; :
“Jane, I only heard things, rumors,

stories, most of which I dishelieved. At
Glaze his name was known, but none of
the riders or ranchers I knew thena ever
met him, At Stome Bridge I mever
heard him mentioned. But at Sterling
and villages north of there he -was
spoken of often. T’ve mever been in a
village which he had been known'to visif.
There were many conflicting  stories
about him and his doings. Some said
he had shot up this and that Mormon
village, and others denied it. P’m in-
clined to believe he has, and you know
But there
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Ithem.

was one feature about Lassiter upon
which all agree—that he was what rid-
ers in this country call a gun-man. He’s
a man with marvelous quickness and ac-

curacy in the use of a Colt. And mow
that T’ve seen him I know more. Las-
siter was born without fear. I watched

him with eyes which saw him my friend.
I'll never forget the moment I recog-
nized him from what had been told me
of his crouch before the draw. It was

then I yelled his name. I believe that:

yell saved: Tull’s life. ‘At any rate, I
know this, between Tull and death then
there was not the breadth of the littlest
hair. If he or any of his men had moved
a finger downward .. .”

Venters left his meaning unspoken, but
at the suggestion Jane involuntarily shud-
dered. ; {

“Just think! Men like Lassiter and
you have no home, no ecomfort, no:rest,
no place to lay your weary heads. Well!
.+ . Let us be patient. Tull’s anger may

cool, and timé may help us. ~ You might

do some service to the village—who can
tell? = Suppose you discovered the long-
unknown hiding-place of Oldring and his
band, and told it to my riders? That
would disarm Tull’s ugly hints and put
you in favor. For years my riders have
trailed the tracks of stolen cattle. You
know as well as I how dearly we’ve paid
for our ranges in this wild country. Old-
ring ‘drives owr cattle down into that
network of deceiving canong, and some-
where far to the north or east he drives
them up and out to Utah markets. If
you will spend “time in Deception Pass

" try to find the trails.”

“Jane, 1’ve thought of that. T’ll cer-

. tainly try.”

“I must go now." And it burts, for
now I'll never be sure of seeing you
again. But to-morrow, Bern?”

“Po-morrow surely. T'll watch for Las-
giter and ride in with him.”

“Good night.”

Then she left him and moved away,
a white, gliding shape that soon van-
ished in the shadows.

Venters waited umtil the faint slam
of a door assured him she had reached
the house; and then, taking up his rifle,
he noiselessly slipped through the bushes,
down the knoll, and on under the dark
trees to the edge of the grove. The

sky -was now turning from gray to blue;.

stars had begun to lighten the earlier
blackness; and frofn the wide flat sweep
before him blew a cool wind, fragrant
with the breath of sage. Keeping close
tg the edge of the cottonwoeds, he went
swiftly and silently westward. The
grove was long, and he had mot reached
the end when he heard something that
brought him to -a halt. Tow-padded
thuds told him horses were coming his
way.  He sank down in the gloom, wait-
ing, listening. Much Before he had ex-
pected, judging from sound, to  his
amazenient he descried horsemen near ab
hand. They were riding along the bor-
der ‘of the sage, and instantly he knew
the horses were muffled,
Then the pale starlight afforded him in-
distinet sight of the riders. Buf his
eyes were keen and used to the dark,
and by peering closely le recognized the
huge bulk and black-bearded visage of
Oldring and’ the lithe, supple form- of

. the rustler’s lieutenant, & masked rider.

They passed on; the darkness swallowed
Then, farther out on the sags, a
dark, compact body of horsemen “went

by, almost without sound, almost like
specters, and they, too, melted into the
night. s z

CHAPTER III.

AMBER SPRING

IO UNUSUAL circumstance was
il it for Oldring and some of his
i Wi men to wvisit Cottonwoods In
2 the broad light of day; but
===l for him to prowl about in the
dark with the hoofs of his horses mufiled
meant that-mischief was brewing. More-
over, to Venters the presence of the
masked rider with Oldring seemed espe-
cizlly ominous. IFor about this man there
was mystery; he seldom rode through
the village; and wlien he did ride through
it was swiftly; riders seldom met him
by day on the sage; but wherever he
rode there always followed deeds as dark
and mysterious as the mask he wore.
Oldring’s band did not confine themselyes
to the rustling of cattle. Yo

Venters lay low in the shade of the
cottonwoods, pondering this chance meet-
ing, and not for many moments did he
consider it safe to move on. Then, with
sudden impulse, he turned the other way
and went back along the grove. When he
reached the path leading to Jane’s home
he decided to go down to the village.
So he hurried onward, with quick soft
steps. Once beyond the grove he en-
tered the one and only street. It was
wide, | lined with tall poplars, and under
each row of trees, inside the foot-path,
were ditches where ran the water” from

| Jane Withersteen’s spring.

Between the frees twinkled lights of
cottage candies, and far down flared
bright windows of the village stores.
When Venters got closer to these he
saw knots of men standing together in
earnest conversation. The usual loung-
ing on the corners and henches and steps
was not in evidence. Keeping in the
shadow, Venters went closer and closer
until he could hoar ‘voices.
not = distinguish what was said. He
recognized many Mormons, and ‘looked
hard for Tull and his men, but looked
in vain, Venters concluded that the
rustlers had not passed along the vil:
lage street. No doubt these earnest men
were discussing Lassiter’s coming. But
Venters felt positive that Tull’s inten-
tion toward himself that day had not
heen and would not be revealed.

So Venters, seeing there was little for
him to learn, began retracing his steps.
The church was dark, Bishop Dyer’s
home next to it was also dark, and like-
wise Tull’s cottage. Upon almost any
night at this hour there would be lights
here, and Venters marked the unusual
omission. ? e L

As he was about to pass out of the
street to skirt the grove, he once more
slunk down at the sound of trotting
horses. “Presently he deseried two mount-
ed men riding toward him. He hugged
the shadow of a tree. ' Again the star-
light, brighter now, aided him, and he
made out Tull’s stalwart figure, and be-
side him the short, frog-like shape of
the rider Jerry. Tiley fwere. silent, and
they rode on to disappear.

Venters went s way with busy,
gloomy mind, revolving events of the
day, trying to reckon those brooding
in the night. His thoughts overwhelmed
him, - Up in.that dark grove dwelt a
woman who' had been his-friend. And

he skulked about her home, gripping a
gun stealthily as an Indian, a man with-
out plaece or people or purpose. Above
her hovered the shadow of grim, hidden,
seeret power. No queen could have
given more royally out of a bounteous
store than Jane Withersteen gave her
people, and likewise to those unfortunates
whom her people hated. She asked only:
the divine right of 'all women—freedom;
to love and to live as her heart willed.
And her prayer and her hope were vain.

“Tor years I've seen a storm cloud-
ing over her and the village of Cotton-
woods,” muttered Venters, as he strode
on. “Soon it’ll burst. I don’t like the
prospect.” That mnight the villagers
whispered in the street—and night-rid-
ing rustlers mufiled horses—and Tull
was at work in secret—and out there in
the sage hid 4 man who meant some-
thing terrible—Lassiter!

Venters passed the black cottonwoods,
and, entering the sage, climbed the gradu-
al slope. He kept his direction in line
with a western star. From time to time
he stopped to listen and heard only the
usual familiar bark of coyote and sweep
of wind and rustle of sage, Presently a
low, jumble of rocks loomed up darkly
somewhat to his right, and, turning that
way, he whistled softly. Out of the
rocks glided a dog that leaped and
whined about him. He eclimbed over
rough, broken rock, picking his way care-
fully, and then went down. Here it was
darker, and sheltered from the wind: A
white object guided him. Tt was another

between a saddle and.a pack. The ani-
mal awoke and thumped his tail in greet-
ing. Venters placed the saddle for a
pillow, rolled in his hlankets, with his
face upward fo the stars, The white
dog snuggled  close to him. The other
whined and pattered a few yards to the

gnard. And in that wild covert Venters
shut his eyes nnder the great white stars

But he could|and intense vaulted blue, bitterly com-

paring their loncliness to his own, and
fell asleep. : i
When he awoke, day had dawned, and
all ahout him was bright steel-gray. The
air had a cold tang.” Arising, he greeted
the fawning dogs and
cramped body, and, gathering together
bunches of dead sage sticks, he lighted
a fire. Strips of dried beef held to the
blaze for a moment served him and. the
dogs. He drank from a canteen, There
was nothing else in his outfit; he had
grown used to a seant fare. Then ho
sat over the fire, palms outspread, and
waited. Waiting had beea his chief oc-
cupation for months, sad he scarcely
know what he waited for. unless it was
the passing of the howrs. But mow he
sensed agtion in ihe immediate present;
the day promised =znother meeting with
Lassiter and Jane, perhaps news of the
CONTINGED ON PAGE 16. !
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rustlers; on the morrow he meant to take
the trail to Deception Pass.

And while he waited he talked to his
dogs. He called them Ring and Whitie;
they were sheep-dogs, half collie, half
deer-hound, superb in build, perfectly
trained. It seemed that in his fallen
fortunes these dogs understood the na-
ture of their value to him, and governed
their affection and faithfulness accord-
ingly. Whitie watched him with somber
eyes of love, and Ring, crouched on the
little rise of ground above, kept tireless
guard. When the sun rose, the white
dog took the place of the other, and
Ring went to sleep at his master’s feet.

By-and-by Venters rolled up his blan-
kets and tied them and his meager pack
together, then climbed out to look for
his horse. He saw him, presently, a

fetch him. TIn that country where every
rider boasted of a fine mount and was
eager for a race, where thoroughbreds

ters rode a horse that was sad proof
of his misfortunes.

Then, with his back against a stpne,
Venters faced the east, and, stick' in
hapd and idle blade, he waited. He saw
a horse rise above a ridge, and he knew
it to be Lassifer’s black. Climbing to
the highest rock, so that he would show
against the sky-line, he stood and waved
his hat. The almost instant turning of
Lassiter’s horse attested to the quickness
of that rider’s eye. Then Venters climbed
down, saddled his horse, tied on his pack,
and, with a word to his dogs, was about
to ride out to meet Lassiter, when he
concluded to . wait for him there, on
higher ground, where the outlook was
commanding. :

It had been long since Venters had
experienced friendly greeting from a
man. ILassiter’s warmed in him some-
thing that had grown cold from neglect.
And when . he had returned it, with a
strong grip of the iron hand that held
his, and met the gray eyes, he knew that
Lassiter and he were to be friends.

“Venters, let’s talk awhile hefore wo
go down there,” said Lassiter, slapping
his bridle. *“I ain’t in no hurry. Them’s
sure fine dogs you've got.” With a rider’s
eye he took in the points of Venter’s
horse, but did mot speak his thought.
“Well, did anythin’ come off after I left
you last night%”

Venters at once told him about the
rustlers.

“I was snug-hid in the sage,” replied
Lassiter, “an’ didn’t see or hear no one.
Oldrin’s got a high hand here, I reckon.
It’s no news up in Utah how he holes in
canons an’ leaves mno track.” Lassiter
was silent a moment. “Me an’ Oldrin’
wasn’t exactly strangers some years back
when he drove cattle into Bostil’'s Ford,
at the head of the Rio Virgin. But he
got harassed there an’ now he drives some
place else.”

“Lassiter, you knew him? Tell me, is
he Mormon or Gentile?”

“I can’t say. I've knowed Mormons
who pretended to be Gentiles,”

“No Mormon ever pretended that un-
less he was a rustler,” declared Venters.

“Mebbe s0.” .

“It’s a hard country for any one, but
hardest for Gentiles. Did you ever know

or hear of a Gentile prospering in a Mor-
mon community?”’

“I neyer did.”

“Well, I want to get out of Utah.
I’'ve a mother living in Illinois. I want
to go home. It's eight years now.”

The older man’s sympathy moved Ven-
ters.to tell his story. He had left

| Quiney, run off to seek his fortune in

the gold fields, had mnever gotton any
farther than Salt Lake City, wandered
here and there as helper, teamster, shep-
herd, and drifted southward over the
divide and across the barrens and up the
ragged plateau through the passes to the
last border settlements. Here he be-
came a rider of the sage, had stock of
his own, and for a time prospered, until
chance threw him in the employ of Jane
Withersteen.

“Lassiter, T needn’t tell you the rest.”

“Well, it’"d be no mnews to me. I
know Mormons. I've seen their women’s
strange love an’ patience an’ sacrifice an’
silence an’ what T call madness for their
idea of God. An’ over against that T’ve
seen the tricks of the'men, They work
hand in hand, all together, an’ in the
dark. No man can hold ofit against them,
unless he takes to packin’ guns. For
Mormons are slow to' kill. That’s the
only good I ever seen in their religion.
Venters, take this from me, these Mor-
mons ain’t just right in their minds.
Else could a Mormon marry one woman
when he already had a wife, an’ ecall it
duty 7"

“Lassiter, you think as I think,” re-
turned Venters. -

“How ’d it come then that you never
throwed a gun on Tull or some of them$”
inquired the rider, curiously.

“Jane pleaded with me, begged me to
be patient, to overlook. She even took
my guns from me. I lost all before I

knew it,” replied Venters, with the red

color in his face. Then he continued
eagerly :

“But Lassiter, listen. Out of the
wreck T haved a Winchester, two Colts,
and plenty of shells. I packed these
down into Deception Pass. There, almost
every day for six months, T have prac-

tised with my riflg till the barrel burned.

my hands. Practised the draw—the fir-
ing of a Colt, hour after hour!”

“Now  that’s interestin’ to me,” said
Lassiter, with a quick uplift of his head
and a concentration of his gray gaze on
Venters. “Could you throw a gun be-
fore you began that practisin’$”’

“Yes. And now, .. .” Venters made
a lightning-swift movement.

Lassiter smiled, and then his bronzed
eyelids narrowed till his eyes seemed mere
gray slits. “You’ll kill Tull!” He did
not question; he affirmed. :

“I promised Jane Withersteen I’d try
to avoid Tull. P’ll keep my word. But
sooner or later Tull and I will meet. As
I feel now, if he even looks at me I’ll
draw!?”

“I reckon so. There’ll’ be hell down
there, presently.” He paused a moment
and flicked a sage-brush with his quirt.
“Venters, seein’ as you're considerable
worked up, tell me Milly Erne’s story.”

Venters’ agitation stilled to the trace
of suppresseu eagerness in - Lassiter’s
query.

“Milly Brne's story? Well, Lassiter,
I tell you rwhat I know, Milly Erne

S5y e
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had been in Cottonwoods years when I
first arrived there, and most of what I
tell you happened before my arrival. I
got to know her pretty well. ~ She was
a slip of a woman, and crazy on Ye-
‘ligion. I'conceived an idea that I never
mentioned—I thought she was at heart
more Gentile than Mormon. But she
passed as a Mormon, and certainly she
had the Mormon woman’s locked lips. You
know, in every Mormon village there are
women who seem mysterious to us, buf
about Milly there was more than the or-
dinary mystery. When she came to.Cot-
tonwoods she had a beautiful little girl
whom she loved passionately. Milly was
not known openly in Cottonwoods as a
Mormon wife. That she really was a
Mormon wife I have no doubt. Per-
haps the Mormon’s other wife or wives
would mnot acknowledge Milly. - Such
things happen in these villages.) Mor-
mon_ wives wear yokes, but they get
jealous. Well, whatever had brought
Milly to this country—love*or madness
of Treligion—she repented of it. She
gave up teaching the village school. She
quit the church. And she began to fight
Mormon upbringing for her baby girl.
Then the Mormons put on the screws—
slowly as-is their way. At last the child
disappeared. ILost, was the report. The
child was stolen, I know that. So do
you. That wrecked Milly Erpe. Bub
she lived on in hope. She became a
slave. She worked her heart and soul
and life out to get hack her child. She
never heard of it again. Then she sank.
.. I can see her now, a frail thing, so
transparent you could almost 160k through
her—white like ‘ashes—and her eyes!
.+ . Her eyes have always haunted me.
She had one real friend—Jane Wither-
steen. But Jane couldn’t mend a broken
heart, and Milly died.”

For moments Lassiter did not speak,
or turn his head.

“The man!” he exclaimed, presently,
in husky aecents. i

“I haven’t the slightest idea who the
Mormon was,” replied Venters; “nor has
any Gentile in Cottonwoods.”

“Does Jane Withersteon know?” 2

“Yes. But a red-hot running-iron
couldn’t burn that name out of her!”

Without further speech Lassiter started
off, walking Lis horse, and Venters fol-
Jowed with his dogs. IHalf a mile down

the slope they entered a luxuriant growth

of willows, and soon came info” an open
space carpeted with grass like deep green
velvet. Below were artificial lakes, three in
number,. one above the other in hanks
of raised earth; and round about them
rose the lofty green-foliaged shafts of
poplar trees. ~ Just' below the third
and largest lake, were corrals and a wide
stone barn and open sheds and coops
and pens. Here were clouds of dust, and
eracking sbunds of hoofs, and romping
colts and hee-hawing burres. Neighing
horses trampled to the corral fenees.
And from the little windows of the barn
projected bobbing heads of bays and
blacks and sorrels. When the two men
entered the immense barnyard, from
all around the din ‘imereased. This wel-
come, however, was not seconded by the
geveral men and boys who vanished on
sight. '
Venters and Lassiter were turning to-
ward the house when Jane appeared in
the lame leading a horse. In riding
gkirt: and blouse she seemed to" have lost
some of her statuesque proportions, and

looked more like a girl-rider than the
mistress of Withersteen. She was bright,
smiling, and her greeting was warmly
cordial.

“Giood  mews,” she announced. ‘T've
been to the village.  All is quiet. I ex-
pected—TI don’t know what. But there’s
10 excitement. And Tull has ridden out
on his way to Glaze.”

“Tull gone?” inquired Venters. with
surprise. e was wondering what could
have taken Tull away. Was it to avoid
another meeting with Lassiter that he
went? Could it have any connection with
the probable nearness of Oldring and his
gang?

“Gione, yes, thank goodness,” replied
Jane. “Now I’ll have peace for a while.
Lassiter, I want you to see my horses.,
You are a rider, and you must be a judge

of horseflesh. Some of mine have Arabi- |
‘an -blood. My father got his best strain

in Nevada from Indians who eclaimed
their horges\ were bred. down from the
original stock left by the old-time
Spaniards.” 4

“Well, ma’am, the one you've been
ridin’ takes my eye,” said Lassiter, as
he walked round the racy, clean-limbed,
and fine-pointed roamn.

“Where are the boys?’ she asked, look-
ing about. “Jerd, Paul, where are you?
Heve, bring out the horses.”

The sound ‘of dropping bars inside the
batn was the signal for the horses to
jerk their heads in the windows, to snort
and stamp. Then they came pounding
out of the door, a file of thoroughbreds,
to plunge about the barnyard, heads and
tails up,” manes flying. They halted
afar off, squared away to look, came
slowly forward with whinnies for their
mistress, and doubtful smorts for' the
strangers and their horses.

“Come—come—come,”  called Jane,
holding out her hands. “Why Bells—
Wrangle, where are your manners? Come,
Black Star—come, Night. Ah, you beau-
ties! My racers of the sage!”

Only two came up to her; those she
called Night and Black Star. Venters
never looked at them without delight. The
first was soft dead black, the other glit-
tering black, .and they were perfectly
matched in size, both -being high and
long-hodied,. wide through the shoulders,
with lithe, powerful legs. That they
were a woman’s pets showed in the gloss
of skin, the fineness of mane. It showed,
too, in the light of big eyes and the gen-
tle reach of eagerness. i

“T never seen their like,” was Lassiter’s
encomium, “an’ in my days I've seen a
sight of horses. » Now, ma’am, if you was
wantin’ to make a long an’ fast ride
across the sage—say to elope—"

Lassiter ended there with dry humor,
yet behind that was meaning. Jane
blushed and made arch eyes at him,

“Pake care, Lassiter, I might think {.

that a proposal,” she replied, gaily. “It's
dangerous -to propose elopement ‘to s a
Mormon woman, -Well, I was expecting
you. Now will be a good hout to show
you Milly Brne’s grave. The day-rid-
ers have gone, and the night-riders have-
1'% come in. Bern, what do you make
of that? Noed I worry? You know I
have ito be mado worny.” :
“Well, it's not usual for the night shift
to 1ide in so late,” replied Venters, slow-
Iy, and his glance sought Tassiter’s. “Cat-
tle are usually quiet after dark, - ®till
Tve known even a coyote to stampede
your white herd.” ; :
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“T refuse to borrow trouble.
said Jane.

They mounted, and, with Jane in the
lead, rode down the lane, and, turning
off into a cattle trail, proceeded west-
ward. Venter’s dogs trotted behind them,
On this side of the ranch the outlook was
different from that on the other; the im-
mediate foreground was rough and the
sage more rugged and less colorful;
there were no dark-blue lines of canyons
to hold the eye, nor any uprearing rock
walls. It was a long roll and slope into
gray obseurity. Soon Jane left the trail
and rode into the sage, and presently she
dismounted and threw . r bridle. = The
men did likewise. Then, on foot, they
followed her, coming out at length on
the rim of a low escarpment. She passed
by several little ridges of earth to halt
before a faintly defined mound. It lay
in the shade of a sweeping sage-brush
close to the edge of the promontory; and
a rider could have jumped his horse
over it without recognizing a grave,

YHerel?

She looked sad as she spoke, but she
offered no explanation for the neglect or
an unmarked, uncared-for grave. There
was a little bunch of pale, sweet laven-
der daisies, doubtless planted there by
Jane,

“I only come here to remember and to
pray,” she said, quietly. “But I leave no
traill®

A grave in the sage! How lonely this
resting place of Milly BErne! The cot-
tonwoods or the alfalfa fields were not
in sight, nor was there any rock or ridge
or cedar to lend contrast to the monot-
ony. Gray slopes, tinging the purple,
barren and wild, with the wind waving
the sage, swept away to the dim horizon.

Lassiter looked at the grave and then
out into space. At that moment he
seemed a figure of bronze.

Come,”

Jane touched Venters’ arm and led him
back to the horses,

“Bern!” ecried Jane, when they were
out of hearing. “Suppose Lassiter were
Milly’s husband—the father of that lit-
tle girl lost so long ago!”

“Tt might be, Jane. Let us ride on.
If he wants to see us again he’ll come.”

So they mounted and rode out to the
cattle trail and began to climb. From
the height of the ridge, where they had
started down, Venters looked back, He
did not see’ Lassiter, but his glance,
drawn irresistibly farther out on the
gradual slope, caught sight of a moving
cloud of dust.

“Hello, a rider!”

“Yes, I see,” said Jane.

“That fellow’s riding hard,
there’s something wrong.”

“Oh, yes, there must be . . . How
he rides!”

The horse disappeared in the sage, and
then puffs of dust marked his course.

“He's short-cut on us—he’s making
straight for the corrals.”

Venters and Jane galloped their steeds
and reined in at the turning of the lane.
This lane led down ‘to ths right of the
grove. Suddenly into its lower entrance
flashed a bay horse. Then Venters caught
the fast rhythmic beat of pounding
hoofs. Soon his keen eye recognized the
swing of the rider in his saddle.

“It’s Judkins, your Gentile rider!” he
cried. ‘“Jane, when Judkins rides like
that it means hell!l”

The tragedy of Deception Pass, recount-
ed in the instalment of this vivid story
to be printed next week, opens many av-
enues for wildest speculation, and the
plot s carried to a most absorbing point
of interest. Be sure to order GRIT prompi-
ly, to ensure its delivery at your home
or place of work or business,

Jane,

WAYS OF MRS. MERRIWID

She Fears a Too Durable Life Partner

",. SAMES. MERRIWID came into the
E.» il room where her maternal maid-
@_‘, @l en aunt, Jane, was unwinding
|Z%5<]| 2 skein of bright blue Berlin
=== from the back of a chair. There
was a good deal of coler in Mrs, Merri-
Wwid’s cheeks and a mischievous light
in_her eyes, which the elder woman not-
ed and which caused her to sigh quite
pathetically,

“What have you been doing now, Me-
lissa?”’ she asked, with a decided aceent
on the penultimate word.

Muys. Merriwid made the dimple ap-
pear in her cheek. “Did you hear a sort
of rumbling noise, dearie?” she inquired,
in turn, .

“Why, no,” Aunt Jane answered, won-
deringly; “‘only the street door closing.
Has Mr. Wellalong gone?”

“I put the rollers under him, auntie,”
replied Mrs. Merriwid. “He has gone,
and I had the hairbreadth escape of my
life, too.  You came awfully near having
a new nephew-in-law, with an ash colored
toupee and gold mounted teeth, dearie.
Not exaetly new, perhaps, but in perfect
repair and warranted to last.”

“You're the worst!” gaid Aunt Jane,
with an air of displeasure.

Mrs. Merriwid giggled. “I am a case,

local information, etc. to us, BIG PAY. Enclose stamp.

$ WANTED—Reliable Person to report names, addresses,
National Information Bales Co.—A O W—Cincinnati, 0.

am I not?” she assented. “But whenever

By Kenneth Harris

T see a well preserved man I always seam
to suspect benzoate of soda and glucose.
Mr. Wellalong was very swees, though,
and he certainly made an impression on
me, If he only hadn’t made that last
injudicious statement.”

“I wish you would stop falking non-
sense and tell me what he d@id say,” said
Aunt Jane.

Mrs. Merriwid curled Berself in an
armed chair and consulted the ceiling.
“Let me see,” she said. “What was it
ho  did say? Well, he d that a wid-
ower’s life was a lonely oze and that with
the advance of ye Le realized more
and more keenly the lack of female com-
panionship. I recommended a chautau-
qua camp meeting. “Or if you ecare to
identify yourself with the woman suf-
frage movement, you'd get lots of it,’ T
suggested.

* It isn’t that kind of eompanionship
I mean, Mrs. Merriwid, he said, draw-
ing his chair up eleser.  ‘It’s an as-
sociation of more intimate and domes-
tic character that I feel the need: of. T
want the gentle ministrations of a wom-
an in my home.’

“‘Help is so awfully hard to get, T
murmured sympathetically. ‘T know just
exactly how yon feel. I couldn’t hegin
to tell youm the trouble I've had since




