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Fvery Instalment
A Story in Irself

The
Wanderer
of the

Wasteland

Zane Crey
Hlustration by W. Herbert Dunton

AGDALENE VIREY had been brought to
Death Valley by her husband, and placed
in a hut built on a site where sooner or later

it would be crushed by rolling stone.
“Virey knows Death Valley is a hell on earth,”
she told Adam Larey. ‘““That is why he brought me

. . . That is why I came.”

Adam had had many strange adventures since he

quarreled with an unscrupulous domineering elder

brother, shot him and fled to the desert, but none as
strange as this.

He found Magdalene Virey alone in the hut; he found
Virey miles away overcome by the poison air of Death
Valley and packed him back to camp. :

The husband, when he recovered, at once resented
Adam’s presence. The attitude of the woman was odd;
she seemed to feel the need of him, yet she appeared
to fear the result of his presence.

Adam did not know what he could do to aid this
unfortunate woman, but he had promised Dismukes,
a prospector who had saved him from starvation,
that he would help if he could and he decided to stay.

“As a man who was once a gentleman, I thank you
for saving my life — which is a courtesy due my past,”
said Virey. “But now that you have put me in debt
for a service I didn’t want, why do you linger here?”

“I wish to help your wife,” Adam replied.

“Ah! That’s frank of you. That frankness is some-
thing for which I really thank you. But you’ll pardon
me if I'm inclined to doubt the idealistic-nature of your
motive to help her.”

ALL the rest of that day Adam’s ears seemed full
of bells. ; :

At sunset he cooked supper for the Vireys, satisfying
his own needs after they had finished. Virey talked
lightly, even joked about the first good meal he had
sat down to on the desert. His wife, too, talked
serenely, sometimes with faintly subtle mockery,
as if she had never intimated that a dividing spear
threatened her heart. That was their way to hide
tirluth and emotion when they willed. But Adam was
silent. :

Alone, out under the shadow of the towering gate
to the valley, Adam strode to and fro, absorbed in a
maze of thoughts that gradually cleared, as if by the
light of the solemm stars and virtue of the speaking
silence. He had chanced upon the strangest and most
fatal situation in all his desert years. Yes, but was it
by chance? Straight as an arrow he had come across
the barrens to meet a wonderful woman who was going
to love him, and a despicable man whom {he was going
to kill. That seemed the fatality which rang in his ears,

* shone in the accusing stars, hid in the heavy shadows.

It was a matter of feeling — this terrible presagement.
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His intelligence could not grasp it. Had he been in
Death Valley four days or four months? Was he
walking in his sleep, victim of a nightmare® The
desert, faithful always, answered him. This was nothing
but the flux and reflux of human passion. contending

tides between man and woman, the littleness, the.

curse, the terror, and yet the joy of life. Death Valley
yawned at his feet, changeless and shadowy, awful in
its solemnity of solitude, its voicelessness, its desolation
that had been desolation in past ages. He could doubt
nothing there.
human error. A spirit spoke for him.

Virey had dragged his wife to this lonely and dismal
hell-hole on earth to share his misery, to ‘sclate her
from men, to hide her glory of charm, to gloat over
her loneliness, to revenge himself for a wrong, to feed
his need of possession, his terrible love that had become
hate, to watch the slow torture of her fading, wilting,
drooping in this ghastly valley, to curse her living, to
burn endlessly in torment because her soul would elude
him forever, to drive her to death and to die with her.

Death Valley seemed a harmonious setting for this
traged— and a fitting grave for its actors. The worst in
nature caiing to the darkest in mankind! What a
pity Virey could not divine his littleness — that he
had been a crawling maggot in the peopled ulcer of the
world — that in the great spaces where the sun beat
down was a fiery cleansing!

But Magdalene Virey was a riddle beyond solving.

Nevertheless Adam pondered every thought that would
stay before his consciousness. Any woman was a
riddle. Did not the image of Margarita Arallanes
flash up before him — that dusky-eyed, mindless,
soulless little animal, victim of nature born in her?
Adam’s thought halted with the seeming sacrilege of
associating Magdalene Virey with the memory of the
Mexican girl. This Virey woman had complexity —
she had mind, passion, nobility, soul. What had she
done to earn her husband’s hate? She had never
loved him — that was as fixed in Adam’s sight as the
North Star. Nor had she loved another man, at least
not with the passion and spirit of her wonderful woman-
hood. Adam divined that with the intensity of feeling

His thoughts seemed almost above
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which the desert loneliness and solitude had taught him.
He could have felt the current of any woman’s great
passion, whether it was in torrent, full-charged and
devastating, or at its lowering ebb. But, as inevitable
as life itself, there was the mysterious certainty that
Magdalene Virey had terribly wronged her husband.
How? Adam had repudiated any interest in what had

" driven them here: not until this moment had he
.permitted his doubt to insult the woman. Yet how
helpless he was! His heart was full of unutterable
pity. As a man. he could never have loved Magdalene
Virey, but as a brother he was yearning to change her,
save her. What else in life was worth living for, except
only the dreams on the heights, the walks along the
lonely trails? By his own agony he had a strange
affinity for any one in trouble, especially a woman,
and how terribly he saw the tragedy of Magdalene
Virey! And it was not only her death that he saw.
Death in a land where death reigned was nothing.
For her he hated the certainty of physical pain, the
turgid pulse, the red-hot iron band at the temples,
the bearing-down of weighted air, the drying-up of
flesh and blood. More than all he hated the thought
of the death of her spirit while her body lived. There
would be a bloodless murder long before her blood
stained Virey’s hands.

But this thought made Adam pause. Was he not
dealing with a personality beyond his power to divine?
What did he know of this strange woman? He knew
naught, but felt all. She was beautiful, compelling,
secretive, aloof and proud, magnificent as a living flame.
She was mocking because knowledge of the world, of
the frailty of women and falsity of men, had been as
an open page. She had lived in sight of the crowded
mart, the show-places where men and women passed,

“knowing no more of earth than that it was a place for
graves. She was bitter because she had drunk bitter-
ness to the dregs. But the sudden up-flashing warmth
of her, forced out of her reserve, came from a heart




\bled to his foen
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Virey, hissing and panting in a frenzy, scram-

In that moment he had no fear

of man or devil. The desert rage was on him

of golden fire. Adam constituted himself an omnis-
cient judge, answerable only to his conscience. By
all the gods he would be true to the truth of this woman!

Never had she been forced into this desert of deso-
lation. That thought of Adam’s seemed far back in
the past. She had dared to come. Had Death Valley

“and the death it was famed for any terrors for her?

By the side of her husband she had willingly come,
unutterably despising him, infinitely brave where he
was cowardly, scornfully and .magnificently prepared
to meet any punishment that might satisfy him. Adam
saw how in this, Magdalene Virey was answering to
some strange need in herself. Let the blind, weak,
egoist Virey demand the tortures of the dammed!
She would pay. But she was paying also a debt to
herself. Adam’s final conception of Magdalene Virey
was that she had been hideously wronged by life, by
men — that in younger days of passionate revolt she
had transgressed the selfish law of husbands — that in
maturer years with the storm and defeat and disillusion
of womanhood, she had risen to the heights, she had
been true to herself, and with mockery of the man
who could so underestimate her, who dared believe
he could make her a craven whimpering guilty wretch,
she had faced the desert with him. She had seen the
great love that was not love change to terrible hate.
She had divined the hidden motive. She let him revel
in his hellish secret joy. She welcomed Death Valley.

Adam marveled at her uinquenchable spirit, her sub-
lime effrontery. And he hesitated to turn that spirit
from its superb indifference. But this vacillation in him
was weak. What a wonderful experience it would be
to embody in Magdalene Virey the instinct, the strife,
the nature of the desert! With her mind, if he had the
power to teach, she would grasp the lesson in a single day.

And lastly, her unforgettable implication, *“ the crown-
ing agony”’, of what he might bring upon her. There
could be only one interpretation of that —love. The
idea thrill :d him, but only with wonder and pity. It
took possession of Adam’s imagination. Well, such
love might come to pass! The desert storms bridged
canyons with sand in one day. It was a place of vio-
lence. The elements waited not upon time or circum-
stance. The few women Adam had come in contact
with on the desert had loved him. Even the one-eyed
Mojave Jo, that hideous, unsexed, monstrous deformity
ol a woman, whom he had left groveling in the sand

.

at his feet, shamed at last before a crowd of idle gaping
vile men, —even she had awakened to this strange
madness of love. But Adam had not wanted that of
any woman, since the poignant moment of his youth
on the desert, when the dusky-eyed Margarita had
murmured of love so fresh and sweet to him: “Ah,
so long ago and far away!”

~ Least of all did Adam want the love of Magdalene
Virey. “If she were young and I were young! Or
if she had never . . . I Ah! even possibilities, like
might-have-beens, were useless dreams. But the die
was cast. Serve Magdalene Virey he would, and teach
her the secret of the strength of the sand-wastes and
the lonely hills, and that the victory of life was not to
vield. Fight for her, too, he would. In all the multi-
plicity of ways he had learned, he would fight the
solitude and loneliness of Death Valley, the ghastliness
so inimical to the creative life of a woman, the heat,
the thirst, the starvation, the poison air, the furnace
wind, storm and flood and avalanche. Just as naturally,
if need be, if it fatefully fell out so, he would lay his
slaying hands in all their ruthless might upon the man
who had made her dare her doom.

When next morning at sunrise hour Adam presented
himself at the Virey camp, he was greeted by Mus.
Virey, seemingly a transformed woman. She wore a
riding-suit, the worn condition of which attested to
the rough ride across the mountains. What remarkable
difference it made in her appearance! It detracted
from her height. And the slenderness of her, revealed
rather than suggested, as did her gowns, much of grace
and symmetry. She had braided her hair and let it
hang. When the sun had tanned her white face and
hands, Magdalene Virey would really be transformed.

Adam tried not to stare, but his effort was futile.

“Good morning,” she said, with a bright smile.

“Why, Mrs. Virey, I—1I hardly knew you,” he
stammered.

“Thanks. I feel complimented. It is the first time
you've looked at me. Shorn of my dignity — no, my
worldliness, do I begin well, desert man? . . . No more
stuffy dresses clogging my feet! No more veils to pro-
tect my face! Let the sun burn!—1I want to work.
I want to help. I want to learn. If madness must be
mine, let it be a madness to learn what in this God-
forsaken land ever made you the man you are. There,
Sir Wansfell, I have flung down the gauge. . . .-

“Very well,” replied Adam, soberly.

“And now,” she continued, “I am eager to work.
If T blunder, be patient. If I am stupid, make me see.
And if T faint in the sun or fall beside the trail, remem-
ber, it is my poor body that fails, and not my will.”

So, in the light of her keen interest, Adam found the
humdrum mixing of dough and the baking of bread,
a pleasure and a lesson to him, rather than a task.

“Ah! how important are the homely things of life!”
she said. A poet said, “The world is too much with

us’, . . . I wonder did he mean just this? We grow

away from or never learn the simple things. Iremember
my grandfather’s farm — the plowed fields, the green
corn, the yellow wheat, the chickens in the garden, the
mice in the barn, the smell of hay, the smell of burning
leaves, the smell of the rich brown earth. . . .Wansfell,
not for years have I remembered them. Something
about you, the way you worked over that bread, made
me remember. . . . Oh, T wonder what I have missed!”

£ WE all miss something. It can’t be helped. But
there are compensations, and it’s never too late.”

“You are a child, with all your bigness. You have
the mind of a child.”

“That’s one of my few blessings. . . . Now you try
your hand at mixing the second batch of dough.”

She made a picture on her knees, with her sleeves
rolled up, her beautiful hands white with flour, her face
beginning to flush. Adam wanted to laugh at her
absolute failure to mix dough, and at the same moment
he had it in him to weep over the earnestness, the sad-
ness, the pathetic meaning of her.

Eventually they prepared the meal, and she carried
Virey’s breakfast in to him. Then she returned to eat
with Adam.

“I shall wash the dishes,” she announced.

“No,” he protested.

Then came a clash. It ended with a compromise.
And from that clash Adam realized he might dominate
her in little things, but in a great conflict of wills she
would be the stronger. It was a step in his own slow
education. There was a constitutional difference
between men and women.

Upon Adam’s resumpiion of the work around the
shack, Mrs. Virey helped him as much as he would
permit, which by mid-day was somewhat beyond her
strength. Her face sunburned rosily and her hands
showed the contact with dirt, and her boots were dusty.

“You mustn’t overdo il,” he advised. ‘“Rest and
sleep during the noon hours.” :
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She retired within the shack and did not reappear
till the middle of the afternoon. Meanwhile, Adam
had worked at his tasks, trying the while to keep an
eye on Virey, who wandered around aimlessly over
the rock-strewn field, idling here and plodding there.
Adam saw how Virey watched the shack; and when
Magdalene came out again he saw her and grew as
motionless as the stone where he leaned. Every
thought of Virey’s must have been dominated by this
woman’s presence, the meaning of her, the possibilities
of her, the tragedy of her.

“Oh, how I slept!” she exclaimed. “Is it work that
makes you sleep?”

“Indeed, yes.”

“Ah! Isee my noble husband standing like Mephis-
topheles, smiling at grief. . . . What’s he doing over
there?”

“I don’t know, unless it’s watching for you. He’s
been around like that for hours.”

“Poor man!” she said, with both compassion and
mockery. ““Watching me? What loss of precious time
—and so futile! It is a habit he contracted some
years ago. . . . Wansfell, take me down to the opening
in the mountain, so that I can look into Death Valley.”

“Shall T ask Virey?” queried Adam, in slight un-
certainty.

“NJO. Let him watch or follow or do as he likes. I

am here in Death Valley. It was his cherished
plan to bury me here. T shall not leave until he takes
me — which will be never. For the rest, he is nothing
tome. We are as far apart as the poles.”

On the way down the gentle slope Adam halted amid
sun-blasted shrubs, scarcely recognizable as greasewood.
Here he knelt in the gravel to pluck some flowers so
tiny that only a trained eye could ever have espied
them. One was a little pink flower with sage-color and
sage-odor; another a white daisy, very frail, and without
any visible leaves; and a third was a purple-red flower,
‘half the size of the tiniest buttercup, and this had small
dark green leaves.

“Flowers in Death Valley!” exclaimed Mrs. Virey, in
utter amaze.

“Yes. Flowers of a day! They sprang up yesterday
— to-day they bloom — to-morrow they die. I don’t
know their names. To me their blossoming is one of the
wonders of the desert. I think sometimes that it is a
promise. A whole year the tiny seeds lie in the hot
sands. Then comes a mysterious call and the green
plant shoots its inch-long stalk to the sun. Another
day beauty unfolds and there is fragrance on the desert
air. Another day sees them wither and die.” :

“Beauty and fragrance indeed they have,” mused
the woman. ““Such tiny flowers to look and smell so
sweet! I never saw their like— Flowers of a day!
They indeed give rise to thoughts too deep for tears!”

Adam led his companion to the base of the mountain
wall, and around the corner of the opening, so that
they came suddenly and unexpectedly into full view of
Death Valley. He did not look at her. He wanted to
wait a little before doing that. The soft gasp which
escaped her lips and the quick grasping of his hand were
significant of the shock she sustained.

Their position faced mostly down the valley. It
seemed a vast level, gently sloping up to the borders
where specks of mesquites dotted the sand. Dull gray
and flat, these league-wide wastes of speckled sand
bordered a dazzling white sunlit belt, the winding bot-
tom of the long bowl, the salty dead stream of Death
Valley. Miles and miles below, two mountain ranges
blended in a purple blaze, and endless slanting lines
of slopes ran down to merge in the valley floor. The
ranges sent’down off-shoots of mountains that slanted
and lengthened into the valley. One bright green
oasis, that, lost in the vastness, was comparable to one
of the tiny flowers Adam had plucked out of the sand,
shone wonderfully and illusively out of the glare of
gray and white. A dim mystic scene!

“Oh, God! . . . It is my grave!” cried Magdalene
Virey. : '

“‘)Ve are all destined for graves,” replied Adam,
solemnly. “Could any grave elsewhere be so grand —
so lonely — so peaceful? . . . Now let us walk out a
little way, to the edge of that ridge and sit there while
the sunsets.”

From this vantage point they were out, somewhat, in
the valley, so that they could see even the westérn
end of the Panamint Range, where a glaring sun had
begun to change its color over the bold black peaks.
A broad shadow lengthened across the valley and

‘crept up the yellow foothills to the red Funeral Moun-

tains. This shadow marvelously changed to purple,
and as the radiance of light continued to shade, the
purple deepened. Over all which, at the western end,
appeared a haze, the color of which was nameless. Adam
felt the lessening heat of the sinking sun. Half that

_ blaze was gone. It had been gold and was now silver.

He swept his gaze around jealously, not to miss the
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transformation; and his companion silent and absorbed.
instinctively turned with him. Across the valley the
Funerals towered, ragged and sharp, with rosy crowns,
and one, the only dome-shaped peak, showed its
strata of gray and drab through the rose. Another
peak, farther back, lifted a pink shaft into the blue
sky. What a contrast to the lower hills and slopes,
so beautifully pearl-gray in tint! And now, almost the
instant Adam had marked the exquisite colors, they be-
gan to fade. On that illimitable horizon line there
were soon no bright tones left. Far to the south, peaks
that had been dim, now stood out clear and sharp
against the sky. One, gold-capped and radiant, shad-
owed as if a cloud had come between it and the sun.
Adam turned again to the west, in time to see the last
vestige of silver fire vanish. Sunset!

ASOMBRE smoky sunset it was now, as if this Death

Valley was the gateway of hell, and its sinister
shades were up-flung from fire. - Adam saw a vulture
sail across the clear space of sky, breasting the wind.
It lent life to the desolation.

The desert day was done and the desert shades
began to descend. The moment was tranquil and sad.
It had little to do with the destiny of man — nothing
except that by some inscrutable desien of God or an
accident of evolution man happened to be imprisoned
where nature never intended him to be. Death Valley
was only a ragged rent of the old earth where men
wandered wild, brooding, lost, or where others sought
with folly and passion to dig forth golden treasure.
The mysterious lights changed. A long pale radiance
appeared over the western range and lengthened along
its bold horizon. The only red color left was
way to the south and that shone dim. The
air held a solemn stillness.

“Magdalene Virey,” said Adam, “what
you see ‘there resembles death — it may be
death —but it is peace. Doesn’t it rest your
troubled soul? A womanmustbe herself here.”

She, whose words could pour out in such
torrent of eloquence, was silent now. Adam
looked at her then, into the shadowed eyes.
What he saw there awed him. The abyss -
seen through those beautiful unguarded
windows of her soul was like the gray scored
valley beneath, but lighting, quickening
with thought, with hope, with life. Death
Valley was a part of the earth dying, and it
would become like a canyon on the burned-
out moon; but this woman’s spirit seemed
everlasting. If her soul had been a whited
sepulchre, it was in the way of transfiguration,
Adam experienced a singular exaltation in
the moment. a gladness beyond his compre-
hension, a sense that the present strange
communion there between this woman's
awakening and the terrible lessons of his life,
was creating for him a far-distant interest,
baffling, but great in its inspiration.

In the gathering twilight he led her back
to camp, content that it seemed still impossi-
ble for her to speak. But the touch of her hand
at parting was more eloquent than any words.

Then, -alone in his blankets, with his

Thus began a singular time for Adam, unmatched
in all his desert experience. He gave his whole heart
to the task of teaching Magdalene Virey and to the
wearing down of Virey’s will. All the lighter tasks
that his hands had learned he taught her. Then to
climb to the heights, to pick the ledges for signs of gold
or pan the sand washes, to know the rocks and the few
species of vegetation, to recognize the illusion of distance
and color; to watch the sunsets and the stars became
daily experiences. Hard as work was for her delicate
hands and muscles, he urged her to their limit, During
the first days she suffered sunburn, scalds, skinned
fingers, bruised knees, and extreme fatigue. When she
got tanned and stronger he led her out on walks and
climbs so hard that he had to help her back to camp.
She learned the meaning of physical pain, and to endure
it. She learned the blessing it was to eat when she was
famished, to rest when she was utterly weary, to sleep
when it meant peace.

Through these brief, full days Adam attacked Virey
at every opportunity, which time came to be, at length,
only during meals. Virey would leave camp often to
go up the slope of weathered rocks, a dangerous climb
that manifestly fascinated him. Reaching a large
rock that got to be ‘his favorite place, he would perch
there for long hours watching, gazing down like a
vulture waiting for time to strike its prey. He would
walk to and fro, aimlessly, as if life had not yet an object.

All about him seemed to suggest a brooding wait. He .

slept during the midday hours, and through the long
nights. At dusk, which was usually bedtime for all,
Adam often heard him talking to Mrs. Virey in a low
hard passionate voice. Sometimes her melodious tones,
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gaining. If it had not been for her shadowed eyes, and
the permanent sadness:and mockery in the beautiful
lips, she would have been like a girl of eighteen. Her

voice, too, with its contralto richness, its mellow

depth, its subtle shades of tone, proclaimed the woman.,
Adam at first had imagined her to be about thirty
years old, but as time passéd by, and she grew younger
with renewed strength, he changed his mind. Looking
at her to guess her age was like looking at the desert
illusions. Absolute certainty he had, however, of the
reward and result of her inflexible will, of splendid
spirit, of sincere gladness. She had endured physical
toil and pain to the limit of her frail strength, until
she was no longer frail. This spirit revived what had
probably been early childish love of natural things;
and action and knowledge developed it until her heart
was wholly absorbed in all that it was possible to do
here in this lonesome fastness. With the genius and
intuition of a woman, she had grasped at the one
solace left her— the possibility of learning Adam’s
lesson of the desert. What had taken him years to
acquire she learned from him or divined in days. She
had a wonderful mind.

Once, while they were resting upon a promontory
that overhung the valley, Adam spoke to her. She did
not hear him. Her eyes reflected the wonder and
immensity of the waste beneath her. Indeed, she did
not appear.to be brooding or thinking. And when he
spoke again, breaking in upon her abstraction, she was
startled. He forgot what he had intended to say,
substituting a query as to her thoughts.

“How strange!” she murmured. “I didn’t have a
thought. I forgot where I was. Your voice seemed to

come from far off.”
“I spoke to you before, but vou didn’t

“The Long, Long Shot”

a short story

4y Royal Brown

Inwhich the author provides a wonderful fount-
ain of youth from which all of us may drink

“Stronger Than Death”

a short story

by Stephen French Whitman -

A study in romance — that something within

our souls — which survives everything

In the January McClure’s

hear. You looked sort of, well — watchful,
I'd call it,” said Adam.

“Watchful? — Yes, I was. I feel I was,
but I don’t remember. That is indeed a
strange state for Magdalene Virey. Tt
behooves her to cultivate it. But what kind
of a state was it? . . . Wansfell, could it
have been happiness?”

She asked that in a whisper, serious, and
with pathos, yet with a smile.

“It’s always happiness for me to watch
from the heights. Surely you are finding
happy moments?”

“Yes, many, thanks to you, my friend.
But they are conscious happy moments just
sheer joy of movement, of sight of beauty,
or a thrill of hope. or perhaps a vague dream
of old far-off unhappy things. And it s
happiness to remember them. ... But

did not have a thought in my mind! T saw
— I watched — oh! how illusive it is!”

“Try to recall it,” he suggested, much
interested. 5

“I try —1I try,” she said, presently, “but
the spell is broken.” ;

“Well, then, let me put a thought into
your mind,” went on Adam. “Dismukes
and I once had a long talk about the desert.
Why does it fascinate all men? What is the

gaze turned up to inscrutable, promising

stars, Adam gave himself over to insistent

and crowding thoughts, back of which throbbed a
dominating, divine hope in his power to save this
woman’s life and soul.

Next day Adam’s natural aggressiveness asserted
itself, controlled now by an imperturbable spirit that
nothing could daunt. Thus it had taken him long to
find himself.

He approached Virey relentlessly, though with
kindness, even good nature, and began to talk about
Death Valley, the perilous nature of the camping-spot,
the blasting heat of midsummer and the horror of the
midnight furnace winds, the possibility of the water
drying up. In fact, he painted Death Valley in ghastly
colors. Virey was cold, then impatient, then intolerant,
and finally furious. First he was deaf to Adam’s per-
suasion, then he tried to get out of listening, then he
repudiated all Adam had said, and finally he raved and
cursed. Adam persisted in his arguments until Virey
strode off,

Mirs. Virey heard some of this clash, Apparently
Adam’s idea of changing her husband amused Mrs.
Virey. But when Virey returned for the supper he was
glad enough to eat, and when Adam again launched
his argument, it appeared that Mys, V irey lost the last
little trace of mockery. She listened intently while
Adam told her hushand why he would have to take his
wife away from Death Valley before midsummer.
Virey might as well have been stone deaf. It was not
Virey, however, who interested the woman, but some-
thing about Adam that made her look and listen
thoughtfully.

with the mockery always present when she spoke to
her husband, thrilled Adam, while at the same moment
it filled him with despair. ;

Adam never despaired of driving Virey from the
valley. The man was weak in all ways except in his
desire for revenge. Notwithstanding the real and
growing obstacle of this passion, Adam clung to his
conviction that in the end, Virey would collapse.
When, however, one day the Indians came, and Virey
sent them away with a large order for supplies Adam
gave vent to a grim thought: “Well, T can always kill
him.”

All the disgust and loathing Adam felt for this
waster of life vanished in the presence of Magdalene
Virey. Tf that long-passed sunset hour over Death
Valley had awakened the woman, what had been the
transformation of the weeks? Adam had no thoughts
that adequately expressed his feelings for the change
in her. It gave him further reverence for desert sun
and heat and thirst and violence and solitude. It gave
him strange new insight into the mystery of life. Was
any healing of disease or agony impossible — any
change of spirit — any renewal of life? Nothing in
relation to human life was impossible. Magnificently
the desert magnified and multiplied time, thought
effort, pain, health, hope, — all that could be felt.

It seemed to Adam that through the physical re-
lation to the desert he was changing Magdalene
Virey’s body and heart and soul. Brown her face and
hands had grown; and slowly the graceful thin lines of
her slender body had begun to round out. She was

secret? Dismukes didn’t rate himself high

as a thinker. But he is a thinker. He knows
the desert. Tome he’s great. And he and I agreed that
the commonly accepted idea of the desert’s lure is wrong.
Men seek gold, solitude, forgetfulness. *Some wandor
for the love of wandering. Others seek to’hide from the
world. Criminals are driven to the desert. Besides
these, all travelers crossing the desert talk of its en-
chantments. They all have different reasons, Loneli-
ness, peace, silence, beauty, wonder, sublimity; a thous-
and reasons! Indeed they are all proofs of the strange
call of the desert. But these men do not go deep enough.”

b HAVE you solved the secret?” she asked, wonder-
ingly. G s

“No, not yet,” he replied, a little sadly. Tt eludes
me. It’s like finding the water of the mirage.”

“It’s like the secret of a woman’s heart, Wansfell.”

“Then if that is so — tell me.”

“Ah! no woman ever tells that secret.”

“Have you come to love the desert?”

“You ask me that often,” she replied, in perplexity.
“I don’t know. I—T reverence— I fear— 1 thrill.
But love —1I can’t say that I love the desert. Not yel.
Love comes slowly and seldom to me. I loved my
mother. . . . Once I loved a horse.”

“Have you loved men?” he queried.

“No!” she flashed, in sudden passion, and her eyes
burned dark on his. “Do you imagine that of me? . . .
I was eighteen when I— when they married me to
Virey. T despised him. T learned to loathe him. . . .
Wansfell, T never really loved any man. Once I was
mad — driven!” [Continued on page 51]

this was different. It was unconscious. I.
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‘I say T'll never be surprised again.
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chuckled. “Don’t thank me. If you want to
thank anybody, thank Joe O’Brien for the
kind things he’s been saying about you.”

Minnie gasped and O’Neill hung up.
“That’ll be a couple of hot coals for her head.
But it’s a fact. Joe has been saying nice
things about her.” O’Neill turned to Minnie
with an indulgent smile. “You're a young
woman, Miss Squires, and I'm going to give
you a bit of business philosophy that’ll open
your eyes. I believe what you said about
Kimball, that’s why I'm takin’ her away
from Millbrook. And, believin’ what you
say about her, you’ll wonder why I don’t sack
her right off the bat. Wait a bit and you'll
know why. Kimball’s all right. Some old
wise one once said: ‘Dirt is only matter in
the wrong place.” We won’t call Kimball
dirt, we’ll call her matter in the wrong
place.” ; z

Minnie’s eyes sparkled appreciatively

“Kimball is very valuable to us.”” O Neill
went on.  ““We’ve made her so. Naturally.
she’s ambitious, which is a darned good thing,

and bemg an ambitious woman, naturally
she’s a schemin’ woman, which is also a good
thing ‘cause it shows she has brains. She’s in
the wrong environment, that’s all. She’s got
to the top of her usefulness down there. Up
here, under proper guidance and restraint,
she’ll be still more valuable. Now you see
how foolish I'd be to dismiss her. Do you
get me?”

“Mr. O'Neill, I get you and I think you're
the smartest man I ever met.”

“And now to prove that I'm smart, Miss
Squires, I'm offerin’ you the place that Miss
Kimball has just been promoted out of. Will
you take it?”

“Oh, dear, no, Mr. O’Neill.
back to New York.”

“No?" said O’Neill, surprised.  “Think of
how you could help Joe down there.”

Minnie clapped her hands. “T'm going to
do better, Mr. O’Neill. I'm going to New
York and make arrangements with Pop for
a long vacation and then I'm coming back
here and send Joe O’Brien to Congress!”

I'm going

The Wanderer of the Wasteland

[Continued from page 30]

How easily could Adam strike the chords of
her emotion and rouse her to impassioned
speech! His power to do this haunted him,
and sorfietimes he could not resist it until
wistfulness or trouble in her eyves made him
ashamed.

“Some day T'll tell you how I was driven
once — ruined — * he said.

“Ruined! You? Why. Wansfell, you are
a man! Sometimes I think you're a god of
the desert. . . . But tell me — what ruined
you, as you mean it >

“No, not now TI'm interested in your —
what is it? — your lack of power to love?”

“Lack! How little you know me! I am
all power to love — I am a quivering mass of
exquisitely delicate sensitive nerves —1 am
a seething torrent of hot blood — I am an
empty heart, deep and terrible as this valley,
hungry for love as it is hungry for precious
rain or dew — I am an illimitable emotion,
heaving like the tides of the sea — I am all
love.”

“And I — only a stupid blunderer.” said
Adam.

“You use a knife relentlessly. sometimes
. . . . Wansfell, listen . . . T have a child
— a lovely girl. She is fourteen years old —
the sweetest. . . . Ah!— Before she was
born I did not love her — I did not wans her.
But - afterward! . . . Wansfell, a mother's
love is divine. But I had more thanthat. All
— all my heart went out to Ruth. . . Lore!
— Oh, my God, does any man know the
torture of love? . . . Oh, I know. I had io
leave her — I had to give her up. . . and
T'll mever — never see — her — again®™

The woman bowed with hands to her faee.
and her body shook.

“Forgive me!” whispered Adam, huskily.
in distress. It was all he could say for a
moment. She had stunned him. Newves
had he imagined her as a mother. * Yei —
yet 'm glad I know now. You should have
told me. T am your friend. I've tried to
be a—a brother. Tell me, Magdalene.
You'll be the —the less troubled. 1 will
help you. I think I understand— just a
little. You seemed to me only a very young
woman — and you're a' mother! — Always
Why,
: . And your
Ruth Virey.

the future is all surprise. .
little girl’'s name is Ruth?
What a pretty name!”’

Adam had rambled on; full: of contrition,
trying somehow to convey sympathy. Slowly
her eyeés were veiling an emotion, a glimpse
of which uplifted him.

“Wansfell, I'm thirty-eight years old,”

she said.

“No! Ican’t believe that,” he ejaculated.

“It’s true.”

“Well, well, T guess T'll go back to figuring
the desert — But speaking of age — guess
mine. I'll bet you can’t come any nearer
to mine.”

Gravely she studied him, and in the look
and action once more grew composed.

‘Youre a masculine Sphinx. Those
terrible lines from cheek to jaw — they
speak of agony. but not of age But you're
gray at the temples Wansfell, you are
thirty-seven — perhaps forty.”

“*Magdalene Virey!” cried Adam. aghast.
“Do Ilook so old? Alas, for vanished youth!
. v+ I am only twenty-six.”

It was her turn to be amazed.

*“We had better confine ourselves to other
riddles than love and age. They arve treach-
erous. . ... Come, let us be going.”

The hour came when Magdalene Virey'

stirred Adam to his depths.

*“Wansfell.” she said, with a rare and
wonderful tremor in her voice, “I love the
silence, the loneliness, the serenity — even
the tragedy of this valley of shadows. Ah!
It is one place that will never be popular
with men — where few women will ever come.
Nature has set it apart for wanderers of the
wastelands, men like you, unquenchable
souls who endure, as you said, to fight, to
strive. to seek, to find. . . . And surely
for lost souls like me!, Most men and all
women must find death here, if they stay.
But there is death in life. I've faced my
soul here, in the black lonely watches of the
desert nights. And I would endure any
agony to change that soul, to make it as
high and clear and noble as the white cone
on the mountain yonder.”

Mysterious and inscrutable, the desert
influence had worked upon Magdalene’
Virey. On the other hand forces destructive
to her physical being had attacked her. It
was as if an invisible withering wind
had blown upon a flower in the night.
Adam saw this with distress. But she
laughed at the truth of it — laughed without
mockery. Something triumphant rang in her
laugh.

“Suppose I pack the burros, and tuck
vouunder my arm — and take you anyway?”
he queried, stubbornly.

“I fancy I'd like you to tuck me under
vour arm,” she replied, with the low laugh
that came readily now, “but if you did —it

“would be as far as you'd get.”

“How s0?” he demanded, curiously.

“Why. I'd exercise the prerogative of the
elernal feminine and command that time
should stand still right there.”
Time — stand  still?”  echoed
“Magdalene, you are beyond me.”

Adam.

"SO it seems. I'm a little beyond myself

sometimes.  You will never see in me
the woman who has been courted, loved,
spoiled by men.™

“Well. I grasp that. I guess. But I don’t
care to see you as such a woman. I might
not —~ :

“Ah! you might pot respect me,” she
interrupted. ~ But, Wansfell, if I had met
you when I was eighteen I would never have
been courted and loved and ruined by men
.. . You dont grasp that either.”

Adam had long ceased to curse his density.
The simplicity of him antagonized her com-
plexity. His had been the gladness of seeing
her grow brown and strong and well, until
these early June days had begun to weaken
ber. That fact had augmented his earnestness
to get her to leave the Valley. But she was
adamant.

The time came when only early in the
mornings or late in the afternoons could
they walk to their accustomed seat near
the gateway of the valley.

One morning berore sunrise they climbed,
much against Adam’s advice, to a high point
where Mrs. Virey loved to face the east at
that hour. It was a hard climb, too hard
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| for her to attempt in the heal and oppression
that had come of late.

They saw the east luminous and rosy,
momentarily brightening with a rayed eftul-
gence that spread from a golden center behind
the dark bold domes of the Funeral
Mountains. One moment — and the beauty,
the glory, the promise were as it they had
never been. The light over Death Valley
was too fierce for the gaze of man.

On the way down, at a narrow ledge, where
loose stones made precavious footing, she
slipped off the more solid trail to a little
declivity of loose rocks that begantoslide with
her toward a slope, Where, if she went over it,
she must meet serious injury. She did not
scream. Adam plunged after her, and reach-
ing her with a long arm, just as she was about
to fall, he swung her up as if she had only
the weight of a child. Then, holding her in
his arms, bhe essayed to wade out of the
little stream of sliding rocks. Presently he
reached the solid ledge and was about to set
her upon ber feet.

“Time — stand still heve!” she exclaimed,
her voice full of the old mockery, with an
added regret for what might have been.

Adam halted his action as if suddenly
chained, and he gazed down upon her,
where she rested with hér head on the bend
of his left elbow. There was a smile on the
brown face that had once been so pale.

“Put me down,”’ she said.

“Why did you say, ‘time— stand still
here’?”” he asked, as he pliced her upon her
feet. ;

“Do you remember the time when I told
you how words and lines and verses of the
poets T used to love came to mind so vividly
out here?  Sometimes I speak them — that
is all.”

“I understand.”

“Wansfell, you are the only man I've ever
known who could have held me in his arms
and have been blind and dead to the nature
of a woman. . . . Listen. You've done me
the honor to say I have splendid thoughts
and noble emotions. I hope I have. 1
know you have inspired many. I know this
Valley of Death has changed my soul. . . .
But. Wansfell, T am a woman, and a woman
is more than her high-and lofty thoughts —
| her wandering inspirations. A woman is a
creature of feeling, somechow doomed. . . .
When I said. ‘time— stand still here!’—1I
was false to the woman in me that you ideal-
ize. A thousand thoughts, emotions, mem-
ovies, desires, sorrows, vanities, prompted
the words of which you have made me
ashamed. But to spare myself a little, let
me say that it would indeed be beautiful
for you to take me up into your arms — and
then for time to stand still forever.”

“Do you mean that — so— you'd feel
safe, protected, at rest?” he asked.

“Yes, and infinitely more. Wansfell, it is
a woman’s fate that the only safe and happy
and desired place for her this side of the grave
is in the arms of the man she loves. A real
man — with strength and gentleness — for
her and her alone! . . . Tt is a terrible thing
in woman, the need to be loved. It is an
instinct. She can no more change it than
she can change the shape of her hand. Poor
fated woman! It is a man, the right man, that
means life to a woman. That instinct in me
— for which I confess shame — has been un-
satisfied despite all the men who have loved
me. When you saved me — perhaps from in-
jury — and took me into your arms, the in-
stinet over which T have no contrel flashed up.
While it lasted, until you looked at me, 1
wanted that moment to last forever. I
wanted to be held that way — until the last
trumpet sounded.”

AS she paused, her slender brown hands at

her heaving breast, her eyes strained as

if peering through obscurity at a distant

light, Adam could only stare at her in helpless
fascination. G

* Now, the instinet is gone,” she continued.

** Chilled by your alootness! I am looking at

it with intelligence. And Wansfell, I'm

filled with pity for women. I pity myself,

despite the fact that my mind is free. I can

emotions. I am bound. I am a woman.
I am a she-creature. I am little different
from the fierce she-cats, the she-lions — any
of the she-animals that you've told me fight
to survive down on your wild Colorado
Desert. . . . That seems to me the sex,
the fate, the doom of women. Too much
knowledge is bad for my sex. But [ am the
happier for what you have taught me. I can
see myself now with pity instead of loathing.
I am not to blame for what life has made me.
We must be loved or we are lost. .. My
friend, the divinity in human life is seen

control my acts, if not my instincts and-

best in some lost woman like me, or like
Mojave Jo.”

“Magdalenc Virey,” protested Adam,
“Ican’t follow you. . . . But tosay you are
a lost woman — or there was divinity in the
one-eyed hag, Mojave Jo—that I won’t
listen to. Don’t speak of yourself in that —
that 22

“We are both women,” interrupted Mrs.
Vivey, her voice rising out of the strong
sweet melody. “T was a lost woman. I had
my pride, and I defied the husband whose
heart I broke and whose life I ruined. T
scorned the punishment, the exile he meted
out tome. That was because I was thorough-
bred. But all the same I was lost — lost to
happiness, to hope, to effort, to repentance,
to spiritual uplift. Death Valley will be my
tomb,” but there will be resurrection for
me. . . . It is you, Wansfell, who have been
my salvation. You have the power. It has
come from your strife and agony on the
desert. It is the divine in you that seeks
and finds the divine in unfortunates who
cross your wandering trail.”

Adam, rendered mute, could only offer
his hand; and in silence he led her down the
slope.

>

’1"HAT afternoon, near the close of the hot

hours, Adam lay in the shade of the brush
shelter he had erected near the Virey shack.
He was absorbed in watcning a tribe of red
ants, and his posture was so unusual that it
gave pause to Virey, who had come down
from the slope. The man approached and
gazed curiously at Adam.

“Looking for grains of gold?” inquired
Virey, with sarcasm.

“I'm watching these red ants,”
Adam, without looking up.

“Go to the ant, thou sluggard!” he ejacu-
lated, and this time without sarcasm.

“Virey, I'm no sluggard,” returned Adam.
“It’s you who are that. T'm a worker.”

“I was not meaning you,” said Virey.
“There are things I hate you for, but laziness
is certainly not included in them. . .. I
never worked ‘in my life. I had money
left me. It was'a curse. I thought I could
buy everything. I bought a wife — the
big-eyed woman to whom you devote your
services — and your attentions. . . . ! And T
bought myself the sweetness of the deadly
nightshade flower — a statue of marble,
chiseled in the beautiful curves of mocking
love—a woman of chain-lightning and
hate. . . . If T had lived by industry,
as live those red ants you're watching, I
might not now have one foot in my grave
in Death Valley.”

Thus there were vare instances when
Vivey appeared a man with the human
virtues of regret, of comprehension, of
tolerance, but never a word issued from his
lips that was not tinged with bitterness.

Late that night, Adam was awakened by
a gale that swooped up through the gateway
from the valley. It blew away the cool
mountain air which had settled down from
the heights. It was a warmer wind than any
Adam had ever before experienced at night. 1t
worried him. Forerunner, it must be, of the
midnight furnace winds that had added to
the fame of Death Valley!

Adam lay sleepless, listening to the lonely
fall of sliding rocks, the rattle and clash,
and then the hollow settling. Then he lis-
tened to the silence.

It was broken by a different note, louder,
harsher the rattle and bang of a stone dis-
placed and falling from a momentum other
than its own. It did not settle. Heavy
and large, it cracked down to thud into the
sand and bump out through the brush.
Scarcely had it quieted when another was

veplied

set in motion, and it brought a low sliding |

crash of many small rocks. Adam sat up.
turning his ear toward the slope. Another
Jarge stone banged down to the sands. Adam
heard the whiz of it, evidently hurtling
through the air between his camp and the
Virey’s. If it had struck their shack!

Adam got up, and pulling on his boots.
walked out a little way from his camp. More
crackling and rolling of little rocks, and then
the dislodgement of a heavy one, convinced
Adam that a burro was climbing the slope,
or a panther.

Hurrying across to the Virey shack he
approached the side farther from the slope,
and called: ‘Mrs. Virey.”

“Yes. What do you want, Wansfell?”
she replied, instantly.

“Have you heard the sliding rocks?”

“Indeed Thave. All through that strange
roar of wind — and later.”

*You and Virey better get up, and take
your blankets out a ways, where you will not
be in danger. 1 think therve’s a burro or a
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panther up onthe slope. You know how loose
the stones ave — how at the slightest touch
they come sliding and rolling. Tl go up and
scare the beast away.’

“Wansfell, you're wrong,” came the
reply, with that old mockery which always
hurt Adam. **You should not insult a
burro — not to speak of a panther. It is
another kind of animal. Wansfell, it’s a
sneaking coyote,” she called, piercingly.

Adam was absolutely dumfounded.

** Coyote!" he ejaculated.

“Yes  It's my husband. It s Virey. He
found out the rolling rocks frightened me
al-night. So he climbs up there and rolls
them. . . . Sees how close he can come to
hitting the shack!'™

An instanl Adam leaned there with his
head bent to the brush wall, as if turned to
stone. Then, like a man stung, he leaped up
and bounded toward the slope.

In the orange radiance on that strange
moon-blanched slope he dimly saw a moving
object. It stood upright. Indeed — no burro
—or panther! Adam drew a deep and
mighty breath for the yell that must jar
the very stones from their sockets.

“HYAR!" he yelled in stentorian roar.
Like thunder the great sound pealed up the
slope.  **Come down or T'll wring your neck!”

Only the clapping, rolling, immeasurable
cchoes answered him.

DAM spent the remainder of that night

pacing to and fro in the orange-hued
shadows, fighting the fierce grim violence
that at last had burst its barrier,

This passion had taken possession of him
before. Adam could have wrung the life out
of this Virey with less compunction than he
would have in stamping on the head of a
venomous reptile.

Adam went down to the gateway between
the huge walls. A light was Kindling over
the far-away Funeral Range and soon a
glorious star swept up. as if by magic, above
the dark rim of the world. No dream—no
illusion — no  desert mirage! What could
be the meaning of such a wonderful light?
Magdalene Virey kept vigil with him on
that lonely beat. It was her agony which
swayed and wore down his elemental passion.
Would not he fail her if he kilied this man?

Virey’s brutalitv seemed not the great ques- "

tion at issue for him.

“I’ll not kill him — yet!”

When he returned to camp the sun had
risen red and hot with a thin leaden haze
dulling its brightness. Magdalene Vivey
sat on the stone bench under the brush
shelter waiting for him.

*“Is Virey back yet?” he asked.

“Yes. He's inside -— going to sleep.”

“I want to see him—to get something
off my mind,” said Adam.

“Wait — Adam!” she cried.

One glance at her brought Adam to a
standstill, and then to a slow settling down
upon the stone seat, where he bowed his head.
Life had held few more poignant moments
than this, in his pity for others. Yet he
thrilled with admivation for this woman.
She came close to him.

“My friend — brother,” she whispered,
“if you kill him—it will undo — all the
good you’ve done — tor me.”

“You told me once that the grandest act
of a man was to fight for the happiness —
the [ife of a woman,” he replied.

“True! And haven't you fought for my
happiness and my life, too? I would have
died long ago. As for happiness— it has
come out of my fight, my work, my effort
to meet you on your heights — more happi-
ness than I deserve — than I ever hopedto
attain. . . . But if you kill Virey — all will
have heen in vain.”

“Why?” he askeq, huskily.

“Becaunse it is I who ruined him,” she
replied, in a low deep voice, significant of the
force behind it. *“As men go in the world
he was a gentleman, a man of affairs, happy
and carefrec. When he met me . his life
changed. He worshiped me. It was not
his fault that 1 could not love him. T hated
him because they forced me to marry him.
For years he idolized me. .

It made him mad. Therve is a very thin line
between great love and great hate.”

“What — ruined him?” demanded Adam,

“Adam, it will be harder to confess than
any other ordeal of my whole life. Be-
cause— because gou are the one man I
shouid have met years ago. . . . Do you
understand? And I— who yearn for your
respect — tor your — On! spare me! . . . I
who need your faith— I must confess my
shame to save my husband’s worthless life.”

“No. T'll not have yon humiliating your-

. . Then— then |
came the -shock — his despair, his agony. '

self to save him anything. I give my word.
T’ll never kill Virey unless he harms you.”
“Ah! But he has barmed me. He has
struck me. . . . Wansfell! don’t leap like
that. Listen.
orlater. Heis obsessed with his one idea —
to see me suffer. That is why he has let you
and me wander around together so much.
He hoped in his narrow soul to see you come
to love me, and me to love you — so through

that I should fall again— to suffer more

anguish—. . . But lo! I am uplifted —
forever beyond his reach. . . . Unless you
kill him — which would stain my hands with
his blood — bring back the doom of soul
from which you rescued me!”

“Magdalene. I swear I'll never kill Virey
unless he kills you,” declared Adam, as if
forced beyond endurance.

“Ah, I ask no more!” she whispered. in
passionate gratitude. “My God. how |1
feared you — yet somehow gloried in your
look. . . . And now listen, friend, brother —
man who should have been my lover— I
sacrifice a possible paradise, for 1 am still
young, and life is sweet.”

She circled his head with her arm and drew
it against the heaving breast.

“My daughter Ruth was mnot Virey's
child,” she went on, her voice low, vet clear
as a bell.. “I was only nineteen — a fool —
mad — driven. I thought I was in love,
but it was only one of those insane spells
that so often ruin women. . . . | For years I
kept the secret. Then I could not keep it any
longer. At the height of Virey’s goodness
to me and his adoration, and his wonderful
love for Ruth, I told him the truth. I had
totellit. . . . That killed his soul. He lived
only to make me suffer. The sword he held
over my head was the threat to tell my secret
to Ruth. I could not bear that. A thousand
deaths would have been preferable to that. . .
So, in the frenzy of our trouble, we started
west for the desert. I sent Ruth away
with my father, somewhere to southern
California. She did not know it was parting
forever. But oh, God in heaven — how 1
knew it!. .. Then, in my desperation,
I dared Virey to his worst. T had ruined him
and I would pay to the last drop of blood in
my bitter heart. We came to Death Valley,
as I told you, because the terror and deso-
lation seemed to Vivey to be as close to a hell
on earth as he could find to hide me. Here
he began indeed to make me suffer — dirt
and vermin and thirst and hunger and pain.
. . . But even Death Valley cheated him.
You came, Wansfell, and now — at last —
I believe in God ! .

Adam wrapped a long arm around her
trembling body and held her close. At last
she had confessed her secret. It called to the
unplumbed depths of him. And the cry in
his heart was for the endless agony of woman.
A fierce and terrible rage flamed in him for
the ruin of her. Yet through his helpless
fury whispered a still voice into his conscious-
ness — she had been miserable and now she
was at peace — she had been lost and now
she was saved.

EMORY surged up in Adam, moving
him to speak aloud his own hidden
secret.

“Iwill tell youmy story,” he said, and the
words were as cruel blades at the closed
portals of his heart. Huskily be began,
halting often, breathing hard, while the
clammy sweat beaded his brow.

“And Adam— she, this Margarita was the
only woman you ever loved — ever knew
that way?” asked Magdalene, when he had
finished.

-.\-P.\.’-

“And she was the cause of your ruin?”’

“Indeed she was, poor child!”

“The hussy!” cried Magdalene, passion-
ately. “And you — only eighteen years old?
How I hate her! . . . And what of the man
who won her fickle heart?™ ;

““He — he was my brother Guerd.”

“Oh, no!” she burst out. “The boy you
loved — the brother — Oh, it can’t be true!”

gl was true. . ... And, Magdalene — I
killed him.™

Then with a gasp she enveloped him in a
fierce protective frenzy of tenderness. :

“Oh, my God!— Oh, my God!— how
horrible! . . . Your brother! . And I
thought my secret, my sin, my burden so
terrible! — Oh. my heart bleeds for you.
. . . Wansfell, poor unhappy wanderer!”’

At last the endlessly-long, increasingly-
hot June days brought the leaden-hazed
month of July. when no sane man ever
attemped to cross Death Valley while the
sun was high.

In all hours, even in the darkness, the
bold rugged slopes of (Continued on page 57)

Virey will harm me, sooner
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The Wanderer of the

Continued from page 53
p -

Wasteland

the mountains reflected sinister shades of
red.  And the valley was one of gray swirling
shadows and waving veils of heat like trans-
parent smoke.

. Adam was compelled to curtail his activi--
ties, He did not suffer greatly from the

heat, but he felt its weakening power.” Ever
his blood seemed at fever heat.

When the full blast of this summer heat
came, Virey changed physically and mentally.
He grew thin. He walked with bowed
shoulders.  His tongue protruded slightly
and he always panted. :

Often when Adam absented himself from
camp Virey had a trick of climbing the
weathered slope to roll down rocks. He
seemed mad to do this. Yet when Adam
returned he would come clambering down,
wet and spent, a haggard sweating wretch
not yet quite beyond fear. Invainhad Adam
argued, pleaded, talked with him; in vain
had heen the strident scorn of a man and the

was no reply.
., Adam finally spoke again, with deliberate
cold voice. ““Virey, I don’t want to mess
up that room with all your wife's belongings
in there. So come outside.”

At that Adam heard a quick panting
breath. Then Virey appeared. Adam could
not have told what the man’s distorted face
resembled. He carried a gun and his heart
was ferocious if his will was weak.

“Don’t you — lay one of your — bloody
hands on me!" ha panted. :

Adam took two long strides and halted
before Virey, not six feet distant.

“So you've got your little gun, ech?”’ he
queried, without any particular force. Adam
had been compelled to smother all that
mighty passion within him, or he could not
have answered for his actions. “What are
you going to do with it ?”’

Waiting & moment longer

the time came when Adam knocked the
rock out of his hand and began to beat
him, blow after blow on face and body,
with violence, -but with checked strength,
so that Virey staggered here and there,
upheld by fists. At last whipped out of rage
and power to retaliate, Virey fell to the
sands. Adam dragged him into the shack
and left him prostrate and moaning, an
abject beaten wretch.

Most difficult of all for Adam then was to
face Mrs. Virey. Yet the instant he did,
he realized that his ignorance of women was
infinite.

“Did the bullet — when he fired — did
it hit you?”' she queried, her large eyes,
intense and glowing.

“No — it missed — me,” panted Adam.

“1 picked up the gun. I was afraid he'd
find it. You’d better keep it now,” she said.

“What a — dis — gusting — sight for you
—to have — te watch!” exclaimed Adam,

“Find the Man!”

*‘We’ll pay him $5,000 a year. Go over
our list of employees—pick out those who
not only have been doing their work
well, but have been studying in spare
time getting ready for advancement.
That’s the kind of man we want for this
job and for all of this firm’s responsible

positions.”

Employers everywhere are combing
their ranks for men with ambition, for
men who really want to get shead in the
world and are willing to prove it by
training themselves in spare time to do

“TF you make a — move at me — I'll kill
you,” came the husky panting response.
“Virey, are you crazy?” queried Adam.
The use of his voice had changed that dead-
lock of his feelings. He must not trust him-
self to bandy speech with Virey. The beating
must be administered quickly or there would
be something worse.
“No, I'm not crazy,” yelled Virey.
“If you're not crazy, then that trick of
throwing a tarantuls, on your wife was

curses of rage. Virey, however, had a dread SOMEIUE e

of Adam’s huge hands. Something about
them fascinated him. When one of these,
clenched in an enormous fist, was shoved
under his nose with a last threat, then Virey
would retire sullenly to the shack.

But through Virey's thick and heat-hazed
brain there must have pierced some divina-
2 tion of his tailing powers to torture his wife.
The time came when he ceased to confront

trying to speak and breathe at once.

“It was frightful — terrible at first,” she re-
turned. “But after the gun went flying—
and you had stopped trying to make him eat
the — the spider — Ugh! how sickening!
. .. After that it got to be— Wansfell, it was
the first time in the years I've known my
husband that I respected him. He meant
to kill you. Tt amazed me. I admired
him: And as for you—to see you

Prove that you are that kind of a man! The In-
ternational Correspondence Schools are ready and
anxious to help you prepare for advancement in
the work of your choice, whatever it may be. More
than two million men and women in the last 29
years have taken the I. C. S. route to more money.
More than 130,000 others are getting ready right
now. Hundreds are starting every month. Isn’t
it about time for you to find out what the I. C. S.
can do for you?

Here is all we ask: Without cost, without ob-
ligating yourself in any way, simply mark and

her like a scarecrow. he ceased accusing her,
he ceased to hold before her the past and its
contrast to the present, he gave up his
refinement of cruelty. This marked in
Virey a further change, a greater abasement.
He reverted to instinct. He retrograded to a
,savage in his hate, and that hate found its
outlet altogether in primitive ways.

Adam’s keen eves saw all this, and the
slow boil in his blood was not all owing to
the torrid heat of Death Valley. His great

damnable — mean — hellish — monstrous.
... My God—man!—Can’t you see
what a coward you are? To torture her —
as if you werve a heathen! That delicate
woman — all quivering nerves! Virey, if
you're not crazy you're the worst brute I've
ever met. You've sunk lower than' men
whom the desert has made beasts. You 5

“Beast I am-— thanks to my delicate
wife,” cried Virey, with exceedingly bitter
“Delicate? Ha! ha! . . . the last

tower over him — and parry his blows — and
hit him when you liked — Oh! that roused a
terrible something in me.”

“If only it’s a lesson to him!” sighed Adam.

“Then it were well done,” she replied,
“but I doubt — I doubt. Virey is hopeless.
Let us forget. . . . And now will you please
help me search in the sand here for something
I dropped. Tt fell from my lap when I
fainted, I suppose. It’s a small case with
a miniature. Last and best of my treasures!”
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had left her skin.” How white the wasted face!
What dark shadows under the hollow eyes!

As he knelt and was about to litt her head,
he espied a huge black hairy spider crawling
out of the folds of her gray gown. It wasa

of a cat — and hangs on to them! . . . And

Virey’s face turned ashen.
gun. ‘Adam knocked it up just as it explod=d.
The powder burned his forehead, but the
bullet sped high. Another blow sent the
gun flying to the sand. Then Adam, fa~ en-
ing a powerful grip on Virey, clutchine shirt

eloquent cry of rapture, did she clutch it!

face, oval, pure as a flower, with beautiful
curls of dark bronze. and magnificent eyes.
In these last Adem recognized the mother
of this girl.

“A sweet =nd lovely face,” said Adam.
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: tarantula, one of the ugliest of the species.  and collar and throat at once, dragged him “Ruth!” she whispered. My daughter! — Name.
Adam flipped it off with his hand and killed  before the stone bench where Mrs. Virey sat, My only child — my baby that I abandoned Present
it under his boot. wide-eyed and pale. Here Adamstrippedthe  to save her happiness! . .. " . Occupation. z ——
Then with basin of water and wetted scarf  man then threw him heavily upon the sand. } > : e
he essayed to bring Mrs. Virey back to con-  Before he could rise Adam straddled him, HE first of August was a hazy blistering - {
sciousness.- She did not come to quickly. bearing him down. Then Adam’s big right day in which the valley smoked. Veils of City State. H

but at last she stirred, and opened her eves
with a flutter. She seemed to be awakening
from a nightmare of fear, loathing and horror.

hand swept and dug in the sand to uncover
the dead tarantula. i
“Ah! here’s your spider,” he shouted.

transparent black heat — shrouds of moving
white transparent heat! Nothing moved ex-
cept the strange veils and the terrible heaven-

Science Has Discovered How to

wide-sun that seemed to have burst. It was
a day when if a man touched unshaded stone
with his naked hand he would be burned as
by a hot iron.

As the hours wore away the air grew hotter,
denser. Like a blanket it seemed to lie
heavily on Adam. Sleep was impossible.
Inaction was = impossible. Every breath |
seemed impossible of fulfillment. A pres- [

|

“Magdalene, I killed the tarantula.” said
he. “It can’t harm you now . . .Wake up.
Why, you're stiff and you look like — like
I don’t know what. You fainted and I've
had a time bringing you to.”

“Oh!” she cried. “It’s you.” And then
she clung to him while he lifted her, steadying
her upon her feet, and placed her on the
stone bench. “So I fainted? ... Ugh!
That loathsome spider! — Where is it?"

I covered it with sand,” he replied.

And he rubbed the hairy half-crushed
tarantula in Virey’sface. The man screamed
and wrestled. “*Good, youopen your mouth.
Now we’ll see! . . . Eat it — eat it, damn
vour cowardly soul!”” Then Adam essayed
to thrust the spider between Virey's open
lips. He succeeded only partly. Virey let
out a strangling spitting yell, then closed his
teeth asa vise. Adam smeared what was left
of the erushed tarantula all over Virey’s face.

“Now get up,” he ordered, and rising him-
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sure constricted Adam’s lungs.
“If the winds blow to-night!” Adam
muttered, in irresistible dread.

i SLOWLY she recovered, and letting go of
him, leaned back in the seat. Crystal beads
of sweat stood out upon her white brow.
Her hair was wet. Her sensitivelips quivered.
“I've a pertect horror of mice, bugs,
snakes, spiders — anything that crawls,”
she said. “I can’t restrain it — Virey has
finally found that out.”
“Virey! . . . What do you mean?” re-
joined Adam. . i
“I was leaning back here on the bench
when suddenly I heard Virey slipping up be-
hind me. I knew he was up to something.

self. he kicked Virey. Adam, in the liberation
of his emotions by action, was now safe from
himself. He would not kill Virey. He could
even hold in bis enormous strength.

‘irey, hissing and panting in a frenzy,
scrambled to his feet. Fight was in him now.
He leaped at Adam only to meet a blow that
laid him on thesand. Up he sprang, bloody,
livid, and was at Adam again. His frenzy
lent him strength and in tbat moment he
had no fear of man or devil. The desert
rage was on him. He swung his fists, beat
wildly at Adam. Adam slapped him with
great broad hands that clapped like boards,

There came a movement of air fanning
his cheek, emphasizing the warmth. The
hour was near midnight and the death-like
silence brooded no more. A low moan, as of
a lost soul, moved somewhere on the still air.

Adam listened. How strange, low, sad the
moan! Like no sound he had ever heard
before, it had strange affinity with the abyss
of shadows. Suddenly the air around Aaam
began a steady movement northward. Down
in the valley the roar swelled like the move-
ment of a mignty stosm through a forest.

The last of the warm still air was pressed

gone.
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dimly red, Adam slowly plodded across to
the Virey camp, that idea grew in his
mind.

Adam’s keen eyes, peering through the
red-tinged obscurity, made out the dark
shape of Virey staggering along back and
forth like an old man driven and bewildered,
hounded by the death he feared. The sight
gave Adam a moment of fierce satisfaction.

HE found the woman on the bench, lying

prone, a white limp fragile shape, motion-
less as stone. Sitting down he bent over to
look into her face. Her unfathomable eyes,
wide and dark and strained, stirred his
heart as never before.

Adam took her wasted band and held it
while waiting for the wind to lull so that
she could hear him speak. At length the
hot blast moved on, like the receding of a
five.

“I can’t stand this any longer,” he said.

“You mean — these winds — of hell?”
she panted, in a whisper.

“No. Imean your suffering. Imight have
stood your spiritual ordeal. But I can’t
stand your physical torment. You're wast-
ing away. This hand is hot as fire —and
dry as a leaf. You must drink more water.
. . . Magdalene, lift your head.”

“J] — cannot,” she whispered, with a wan

smile. “No — strength lett.”

Adam lifted her head and gave her water
to drink. Then as he laid her back another
blast of wind came roa ing through the
strange opaque night. .

“Wansfell — listen,” whispered the woman;
“do you hear — it passing on?”

“Yes,” replied Adam, bending lower.

“The stormy blast of hell — with restless
fury — drives the spirits onward!” she said,
her voice rising.

“I know—1I1 understand.
mustn’t speak such thoughts.
fight,” implored Adam.

“My friend — the fight is over — the
victory is mine. . . . 1 shall escape Virey.
He possessed my body — poor weak thing of
flesh! . . . but he wanted my love —my
soul. . My soul to kill!— He'll never
have either. . . . Wansfell, I'll not live —
through the night. . . . I am dying now.”

But you
You must

“No — no!” cried Adam, huskily. ““You
only imagine that. If only you fight you'll
live. . . . And to-morrow — Magdalene, so

help me God — I'll take you away!”

“But — if I should die — I want you to
have this picture of Ruth,” she said. “I've
had to hide it from Virey. Take it, my friend,
and keep it, and look at it until it draws you
to- her. . . . Wansfell, Tll not bewilder
you by mystic prophecies. But I tell you
solemnly — with the clairvoyant truth given
to a woman who feels the presence ¢ . death
— that my daughter Ruth will cross your
wanderer’s trail — come into your life —
and love you. . . . Remember what I tell
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you. I see!... You are a young man
still. She is a budding girl. You two will
meet, perhaps in your own wastelands. Ruth
is all of me — magnified a thousand times.
She is as lovely as an unfolding rose at
dawn. She will be a white living flame. . . .
It will be as if I had met you long ago —
when I was a girl — and gave you what by
the nature of life was yours. . Ah! hear
the roar! Another wind of death! . .. But
T've said all . . . Wansfell, go find Ruth —
find me in her — and — remember!”

Adam looked from her to the ivory case °

in his hand.

“Her daughter Ruth — for me!” he said
to himself, wonderingly. ‘“How strange if
we met! If — if — but that’s impossible.
She was wandering in mina.” ;

He carried the little case to his camp,
searched in his pack for an old silk scarf,
and tearing this, he carefully wrapped the
gift and deposited it inside the money-belt
he wore hidden round his waist

“Now to get ready to leave Death Valley!”
he exclaimed, in grim exultation.

Adam’s burros seldom strayed far from
camp. This morning, however, he did not
find them near the spring nor down in the
notches of the mountain wall So he bent
his steps in the other direction. The morning
had broken without the leaden haze wnich
often obscured the peaks, presaging one of
the extremely torrid days. Adam saw this
with something of hope. So he strode on,
looking everywhere for his burros. The bur-
den of his mind seemed strangely lightened
since this decision to go, yet his conscious-
ness had received a vague shock. Adam
continually drove away this somber omen
and it continually returned. At last, vound
a corner of slope, out of sight of camp, he
espied the burros, and soon had them trot-
ting ahead of him.

He had traversed probably half the dis-
tance he had come, when the burro Jennie
halted to shoot up her long ears. Adam could
now see the shack, and as he peered sharply,
there seemed to cross his vision a bounding
gray object. Then between him and the
shack flashed a rough object, gray-white in
color, and it had the bounding motion of a
jack-rabbit. But it could not have been a
vabbit, because it was too large, and besides
there were none in the valley. A wild-cat,
perhaps? Adam urged Jennie on, and it
struck him that she was acting queerly.
When she squealed and sheered off to one
side Adam knew something was amiss. That
vague shock returned to his consciousness.
Halting so as to hear better, he listened.
Crack and roll of rock — slow sliding rattle
—crack! The mystery of the bounding
gray objects was solved. Virey was rolling
rocks down.the slope. :

Adam broke into a run. He was quite a
distance from the shack, though he could
see it plainly. No person was in sight. More

than once, as he looked, he saw rocks bound
high above the brush, and fall to puff up
dust The wind, created by his run, filled
his ears. And his sight, too, seemed not to
be trusted. Did it not magnify a bounding
rock and puff of dust into many rocks
and puffs? Streaks were running low
down in the brusb, raising little dusty
streams. He saw clumps of brush shake and
bend.

Suddenly Adam’s ears were ‘deafened by a
splitting shock. He plunged in his giant
stride, slowed and halted. He heard the
fast of a sliding roar. The avalanche had
slipped. But it had stopped. Boundingrocks
hurtled in front of Adam, behind him, and
puffs and streaks of dust were everywhere.
He heard the whiz and thud of a rolling
rock passing close behind him. As he
gazed a large stone bounded from the
ground and seemed to pass right through the
shack. The shack collapsed. Adam’s heart
leaped to his throat. Then a white form
glided out from the sun shelter. It was the
woman, still unharmed. The sight un-
clamped Adam’s voice and muscle.

“Magdalene — go across — hurry!” yelled
Adam, with all the power of his lungs. He
measured the distance between him and her.
Two hundred’ yards! Rocks were hurtling
and pounding across that space.

The woman heard him. She waved her
white hand and it seemed she was waving
him back out of peril. Then she pointed up
the slope. Adam wheeled. Rocks were
streaking down, hurtling into the air. Far
up the long gray slope, with its million
facets of stones shining in the sunhght,
appeared Virey working frantically. No
longer did he seek to frighten his wife. He
meant to kill her.

THEN a piercing split, as of rocks rent asun-

der, a rattling crash — and the lower half
of the great gray slope was in motion. The
avalanche! — Adam leaped at the startling
sound, and bounding a few yards to a huge
bouider, high as his head and higher, he
mounted it. There unmindful of himself
he wheeled to look for Magdalene Vivey.
Too late to reach her! She faced that
avalanche, arms spread aloft, every line of
her body instinct with the magnificent
spirit which had been her doom.

“Run! Run! Run!” shricked Adam,
wildly.

Lost was bis piercing shriek in the swal-
lowing, gathering might of the crashing
roar of the avalanche. A pall of dust, a gray
tumbling mass, moved down ponderously,
majestically, to hide from Adam’s sight the
white form of Magdalene Virey. It spread
to where Adam stood, enveloped him, and
then in boom and thunder and crash as of
falling worlds the boulder was lifted and
carried along with the avalanche:

[To be continued)

Sundered Hearts — o fon e 2

you recoiling from me. Oh, 1 was mad . . .
mad! I knew that I could not keep up the
deception forever, that you must find me
out in time. But I had a wild hope that by
then we should be so close to one another
that you might find it in your heart to for-
give. But there are some things that no
man can forgive.”

She turned away.
his trance.

“Stop!” he cried. “Don’t go!”

“I must go.”

“I want to talk this over. . . .

She shook her head sadly and started to
walk slowly away. Mortimer watched her,
his brain in a whirl of chaotic thoughts.
She disappeared through the trees.

Mortimer sat down on the tee-box, and
buried his face in his hands. For a time he
could think of nothing but the cruel blow he
had received. A croquet-player! He was

Mortimer awoke from

’

‘married to a woman who hit colored balls

through hoops. Mortimer Sturgis writhed in
torment. A strong man’s agony.

The mood passed. How long it had
lasted, he did not know. But suddenly, as
he sat there, he became once more aware of
the glow of the sunshine and the singing of
the birds. It was as if a shadow had lifted.

He loved her. He loved ber still. She
had deceived him, yes. But why had she
deceived him? Because she loved him'so

much that she could not bear to lose him:
Dash it all it was a bit of a compliment.

And, after all, poor girl, was it her fault?
Was it not rather the fault of her upbringing?
Probably she had been taught to play croquet
when a mere child, hardly able to distinguish
right from wrong. Could she be blamed?
Was she not more to be pitied than censured?

Mortimer rose to his feet, his heart swelling
with generous forgiveness. The future seemed
once more bright. It was not too late. She
was still young, and surely, if she put herself
into the hands of a good specialist and prac-
tised every day, she might still hope to
become a fair player. He reached the house,
and ran in, calling her name.

No answer came. He sped from room to
room, but all were empty.

She had gone. The house was there. The
furniture was there. The canary sang in its
cage, the cook in the kitchen. The pictures
still hung on the walls. But she had gone.
Everything was at home except his wife.

Finally, propped up against the cup he had
once won in a_handicap competition, he saw
aletter. With a sinking heart he tore open
the envelope.

It was a pe~.etic, a tragic letter, the letter
of a woman endeavoring to express all the
anguish of a torn heart with one of those
fountain-pens which suspend the flow of ink
about twice in every three words. The gist
of it was that she felt she had wronged him;
that, though he might forgive, he could
never forget; and that she was going away,
away out into the world, alone.

Mortimer stared blankly before him. * She
had scratched the match.

1 am not a married man myself, so have
had no experience of how it feels to have
one’s wife whiz off silently into the unknown:
but I should imagine that it must be some-
thing like taking a full swing with a brassy
and missing the globe. And one can readily
understand how terribly the incident must
have shaken Mortimer Sturgis. I was away
at the time, but I am told by those who saw
him that his game went all to pieces.

He had never shown much indication of
becoming anything in the nature of a first-
class golfer, but he had managed to acquire
one or two decent shots. But now, under the
shadow of this tragedy, he dropped right
back to the foom of his earliest period. It
was a pitiful sight to see this gaunt, haggard
man with the look of dumb anguish behind
his spectacles taking as many as three shots
sometimes to get past the ladies’ tee. His
s'ice, of which he had almost cured bimself,
returned with such virulence that in the Jist
of ovdinary hazards he had now to include the
tee-box, Andl, when he was not slicing, he was
pulling. T have heard tbat he was known to get
bunkered in his own caddie, who had taken
up his position directly behind him.

A man of comfortable independent means,
he lived during these days on next to nothing.
Golf-balls cost him a certain amount, but the
bulk of his income he spent in efforts to dis-
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