THE MAESTRO'S VIOLIN . « Mergaret A. Healey
THE WEDDIN’ AT HOG BELUE'S Alice M. Goforth
EVOLUTION OF A CONSCIENCE Elizabeth L. Banks
THE LIFTER . . . . : W. R. Rose
RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE (Serial)  Zane Grey

THE RED BUTTON

NEW SERIAL G e NEXT WEEK




“she’d been kept a prisomer or not.

CONTI‘:\IUED FROM LAST WEEK.
Copyright, 1912, by Harper & Brothers,

| STAYED at home awhile,
| tryin’ to make Frank Erne
talk,” Lassiter continued. “But
! if he knowed anythin’ then
s==t=== he wouldn’t tell it. So I set
out to find Milly, An’ I tried to get
on the trail of that proselyter. I knew
if T ever struck a town he’d visited
nothin’ short of hell would stop ' his
proselytin’. An’ I rode from town to
town. I had a blind faith that some-
thin’ was guidin’ me. An’ as the weeks
an’ months went by T growed into. a
strange sort of a man, I guess. Any-
way, people were afraid of me. Two
years after that, way over in a corner
of Texas, I struck a town where my man
had been. He’d jest left. People said
he came to that town without a woman.
I back-trailed my man through Arkansas
an’ Mississippi, an’ the old trail got
hot again in Texas. I found the town
where he first went after leavin’ home.
An’ here T got track of Milly. I found
a cabin where she had given birth to her
baby. There was no way to tell whether
The
feller who owned the place was a mean,

silent' sort of /a skunk, an’ as T was.

leavin’ T jest took a chance an’ left my
mark on him. Then I went home again.
“It was to find I hadn’t any home, no
more. Father had been dead a year.
Frank Erne still lived in the house where
Milly had left him. I stayed with him
awhile, an’ I grew old watchin’ him.
His farm had gone to weed, his cattle
had strayed or been rustled, his house
weathered till it wouldn’t keep out rain
nor wind. ‘
“An’ Frank set on the porch and
whittled sticks, an’ day by day wasted
away. There was times when he ranted
about like ‘a crazy man, but mostly he
was always sittin’ an’ starin’ with eyes
that made a man curse. I figured Frank

had a secret fear that I mneeded to know.

An’ when I told him I'd trailed Milly for
near three years, am’ had got trace of
her, an’ saw where she’d had her baby,
I thought he would drop dead at my feet.
An’ when he'd come round more natural-
like he begged me to give up the trail.
But he wouldn’t explain. So I let him
alone, an’ watched him day and night.
“An’ T found there was one thing still
precious to him, an’ it was a little draw-
er where he kept his papers. This was
in the room where he slept. An’ it
’peared he seldom slept. But after bein’
patient T got the contents of that drawer
an’ found two letters from Milly. One
was a long letter written a few months
after her disappearance. She had been
bound an’ gagged an’ dragged away from
her home by three men, an’ she named
them—Hurd, Metzger, Slack. They was
strangers to her. She was taken to the
little town where I found trace of her
two years after. But she didn’t send
the letter from that town. There she
was penned in. ‘Peared that the prose-
Iyter, who had, of course, come on the
\ ¢

8cene, was not runnin’ any risks of losin’
her. She‘went on to say that for a time
she was out of her head, an’ when she
got right again all that kept her alive
was her baby. It was a beautiful baby,
she said, an’ all she thought an’ dreamed
of was somehow to get baby back to its
father, an’ then she’d thankfully lay down
and die. An’ the letter ended abrupt, in
the middle of a sentence, an’ it wasn’t
signed.

“The second letter was written more
than two years after the first. It was
from Salt Lake City. It simply sdid
that Milly had heard her brother was
on her trail. She asked Frank to tell her
brother to give up the search because if
he didn’t she would suffer in a way too
horrible to tell. She didn’t beg. She
just stated a faet an’ made the simple
request. An’ she ended that, letter by
sayin’ she would soon leave Salt Lake
City with the man she had come to love,
an’ would never be heard of again,

“I recognized Milly’s handwritin’, an’
I recognized her way of puttin’ things.
But that second letter told me of some
great change in her. Ponderin’ over it,
I felt at last she’d either come to love
that feller an’ his religion, or some ter-
rible fear made her lie an’ say so. I
couldn’t be sure which. But, of course,
I meant to find out. I’ll say here, if T’d
known Mdrmons then as I do now I’d
left Milly to her fate. For mebbe she
was right about what she’d suffer if T
kept on her trail. But I was young an’
wild them days. First T went to the
town where -she’d first been taken, an’
I went to the place where she’d been
kept. I got that skunk who owned the
place, an’ took him out in the woods,
an’ made him tell all he knowed. That
wasn’t much as to length, but it was pure
hell’s-fire in substance. This time I left
him some incapacitated for any more
skunk work short of hell. Then I hit
the trail for Utah,

“That was fourteen years ago. I saw
the incomin’ of most of the Mormons. It
was a wild country an’ a wild time. I
rode from town to town, village to vil-
lage, ranch to ranch, camp to camp. I
never stayed long in one place. I never
had but one idea. I never rested. Four
years went by, an’ I knowed every trail
in northern Utah. I kept on an’ as time
went by, an’ I'd began to grow old in
my search, I had firmer, blinder faith in
whatever was guidin’ me.. Once I read
about a feller who sailed the seven seas
an’ traveled the world, an’ he had a story
to tell, an’ whenever he seen the man
to whom he must tell that story he
knowed him on sight. I was like that,
only I had a question to ask. An’ always
I knew the man of whom I must ask. So
I never really lost the trail, though for
years it was the dimmest trail ever fol-
lowed by any man.

“Then come a change in my luck.
Along in Central Utah I rounded up
Hurd, an’ I whispered somethin’ in his
ear, an’ wateched his face, an’ then
throwed a gun against his bowels, An’
he died with his teeth so tight shut I

couldn’t have pried them open with &
knife. Slack an’ Metzger that same year
| both heard me whisper the same ques-
tion, an’ neither would they speak a word

when they lay dyin’. Tong before I’d
learned no man of this breed or class—
or God knows what—would give up any
gecrets! I had to see in a man’s fear
of death the connections with Milly
Erne’s fate. An’ as the years passed at
long intervals I certainly would find such
a man,

“So as I drifted on the long trail in-
to southern Utah my name preceded me,
an’ I had to meet a people prepared for
me, an’ ready with guns.
a gun-man. An’ that suited me. In all
this time signs of the proselyter an’ the
giant with the blue-ice eyes an’ the gold
beard seemed to fade dimmer out of the
trail. Only twice in ten years did I find
a trace of that mysterious man who had
visited the proselyter at my home village.
What he had to do with Milly’s fate was
beyond all hope for me to learn, unless
my guidin’ spirit led me to him! As for
the other man I knew, as sure as I
breathed an’ the stars shone an’ the wind
blew, that I’d meet him some day. |

“Eighteen years I'v been on the trail,
An’ it led me to the last lonely villages
of the Utah border. Righteen year;é

s I feel pretty old.now. I w:
only twenty when T hit that trail.” Well,
as I told you, back here a ways a Gentile
said Jane Withersteen could tell me about
Milly Erne an’ show me her grave!”

The low voice ceased, and Lassiter
slowly turned his sombrero round and
round, and appeared to be counting the
silver ornaments on the band. Jane,
leaning toward him, ‘sat as if petrified,
listening intently, waiting to hear more.
She could have shrieked, but power of
tongue and lips were denied her. She
saw only this sad, gray, passion-worn
man, and she heard only.the faint rustling
of the leaves,

“Well, T came to Cottonwoods,” went on
Lassiter, “an’ you showed me Milly’s
grave. An’ though your teeth have been
shut tighter’n them of all the dead men
lyin’ back along that trail, jest the same
you told me the secret I’ve lived these
eighteen years to hear! Jane, I said
you'd tell me without ever me askin’. I
didn’t need to ask my question here. The
day, you remember, when that fat party
throwed a gun on me in your -court,
an’_;__!l -

“Oh! Hush!” whispered Jane, blindly
holding up her hands. :
“I seen in your face that Dyer, now a
bishop, was the proselyter who ruined

Milly Ernel” f

For an instant Jane Withersteen’s brain
was a whirling chaos, and’ she recovered
to find herself grasping at Lassiter like
one drowning. And as if by a lightning
stroke she sprang from her dull apathy
into exquisite torture.

“It’s a lie/\ Lassiter! No, no!” sghe
moaned. “I swear—you're wrong!”

“Stop! You'd perjure yourself! But
T’ll spare you that. You poor woman!
Still blind!  Still faithful! . ;

'

They made me -

-
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TListen. I know: Let that settle it. An’
I give up my purposel”

“What is it—you say?”

“T give up my purpose. I’ve.come to
gee .an’-feel differently. I can’t help
poor Milly. An’ I've outgrowed revenge.
T'vo come to see I can be no judge for
men, I can’t kill a man jest for hate.
Tate ain’t the same with me since I loved
you an’ little Fay.”

* “Iassiter! You mean you won’t kill
him¢” Jane whispered.

€ ”

“For my sake?”

“T peckon. I can’t understand, but
T’ll respect your feelin’s.”

“Because you—oh, because you love
me? . Eighteen years! You
were that terrible Lassiter! -And now—
because you love me?”

“That’s it, Jane.”

“Oh, youwll make me love you! How
can I help but love you? My heart must
be stone. But—oh, Lassiter, wait wait!
Give me time. I'm not what I was. Once
it was so easy to love. Now it's easy to
hate. Wait! My faith in God—some
God—still lives. By it I see happier times
for you, poor passion-swayed wanderer !
Tor me—a miserable, broken woman. I
loved your sister Milly. I will love you.

T can’t have fallen so low—I can’t be|

50 abandoned by God—that T’ve no love
left to give you. Wait! Tet us forget
Milly’s sad life. Ah, I knew it as mo
ono else on earth! There’s one thing T
shall tell you—if you are at my death-
bed, but I can’t speak now.”

«T reckon I don’t want to hear mo
more,” said Lassiter.

Jane leaned against him, as if some
pent-up force had rent its way out, she
fell into a paroxysm of weeping. Lassiter
held her in silent sympathy. By degrees
she regained composure, and she was ris-
ing, sensible of being relieyed of a
weighty burden, when a sudden start on
Lassiter’s part alarmed her.

«T heard hosses—hosses with muffled
hoofs!” he said; and he got up guard-
edly.

“Where's Fay?” asked Jane, hurriedly
glancing round the shady knoll. The
bright-haired child, who had appeared to
be close all the time, was not in sight.

“Tay!” called Jane. :

No answering shout of glee.
ter of flying feet.
stiffen. : <

“Fay—oh—Fay I’ Jane almost sereamed.

The leaves quivered .and rustled; a
Jonesome cricket chirped in the grass; a
bee hummed by. The silence of the wan-
ing afternoon breathed hateful portent.
Tt terrified Jane. When had silence been
so infernal?

“She’s—only—strayed—out—of ear-
shot,” faltered Jane, looking at Lassiter.

Pale, rigid as a statue, the rider stood,
not in listening, searching posture, but
in one of doomed certainty. Suddenly
he grasped Jane with an iron hand, and
turning his face from her gaze, he strode
with her from the knoll.

“See—TFay played here last—a house
of stones an’ sticks. . An’ here’s
a corral of pebbles with leaves for
hosses,” said Lassiter, stridently, .and
pointed to the ground. “Back an’ forth
she trailed here. . . See, she’s
buried somethin’—a dead grasshopper—
there’s a tombstone here she
went, chasin’ a lizard—ses the tiny
streaked trail she pulled bark

No pat-
Jane saw Lassiter

|

off this cottonwood . . . look in
the dust of the path—the letters you
taught her—she’s drawn pictures of
birds an’ hosses an’ people. . . .
Look, a cross! Oh, Jane, your cross!”
TLassiter dragged Jane on, and as if
from a book, read the meaning of lit-
tle Fay’s trail. All the way down the
knoll, through the shrubbery, round and
round a cottonwood, Fay’s vagrant fancy
left records of her sweet musings and in-
nocent play. Long had she lingered
round a bird-nest to leave therein the
gaudy wing of a butterfly. Long had
she played beside the running stream,
sending adrift vessels freighted with the
pebbly cargo. Then she had wandered
through the deep grass, her tiny feet
scarcely turning a fragile blade, and she
had dreamed beside some old faded
flogrers. Thus her 'steps led her into
the broad lane. The little dimpled im-
prints of her bare feet showed clean-cut
in the dust; they went a little way down
the lane; and then, at a point where
they stopped, the great tracks of a man
led out from the shrubbery and returned.

CHAPTER XX

LASSITER'S WAY

=1 OOTPRINTS told the story of
ey little Fay’s abduction. In an-
(GRS guish Jane Withersteen turned
k | speechlessly to Lassiter; and
bmdlmmd oonfirming her fears, she saw
him gray-faced, aged all in a moment,
stricken as if by a mortal blow.

Then all her life seemed to fall about
her in wreck and ruin. :

«Tt’s all over,” she heard her voice
whisper. “It’s ended. I'm going—I'm
going——

«Where?” demanded Lassiter, suddenly
looming darkly over her. :

“Mo—to those cruel men—-"

“Speak names!” thundered Lassiter.

«To Bishop Dyer—to Tull,” went on
Jane, shocked into obedience.

“Well—what for¢”

«T want little Fay. I can’t live with-
out her. They’ve stolen her as they.stole
Milly Erne’s child. T must have little
Fay—TI -want only her. I give up. rn
go and tell Bishop Dyer—I’m broken. Il
fell him I'm ready for the yoke—only give
me back Fay—and—and T’ll marry Tull!”

“Never!” hissed Lassiter.

His long arm leaped at her. Almost
running, he dragged her under the cot-
fonwoods, across the court, into the huge
hall of Withersteen House, and he shut
the door with a force that jarred the
heavy walls. Black Star and Night and
Bells, since their return, had been locked
in this hall, and now they stamped on
the stone floor.

Tassiter released Jane, and like a dizzy
man swayed from her with a hoarse ery
and leaned shaking against a table, where
he kept his rider’s aceoutrements. He be-
gan to fumble in his saddle-bags. His
action brought a clinking, metallic sound
—_the rattling of gun-cartridges. His fin-
gers trembled as he slipped cartridges in-
fo an extra belt. But as he buckled it
over the one he habitually wore his hands
became steady. This second belt con-
tained two guns, smaller than the black
ones swinging® low, and he slipped them
round so that his coat hid them. Then
he fell to swift action. Jane Withersteen
watched him, fascinated-but uncompre-
hending; and she saw him rapidly saddle

Black Star and Night. Then he drew her
into the light of the huge window, stand-
ing over her, gripping her arm with fin-
 gers like cold steel.

“Yes, Jane, it’s ended—but you're not
goin’ to Dyer! . . . I'm gown’ in-
stead I’

aspect—she could ot comprehend his
words. Who was this man with the face
gray as death, with eyes that would have
made her shriek had she the strength,
with the strange, ruthlessly bitter lips?
Where was the gentle Lassiter? ‘What
was this presence in the hall, about him,
about her—this cold, invisible presence?

“Yes, it’s ended, Jane,” he was saying,
so awfully quiet and cool and implac-
able, “an’ I'm goin’ to make a little
call. Tl lock you in here, an’ whem T get
back have the saddle-bags full of mea$
an’ bread. An’ be ready to ridel!”

“Lassiter!” cried Jane.

Desperately she tried to meet his gray
eyes, in vain; desperately she tried again,
fought herself as feeling and thought re-
surged in torment, and she suceceeded ; and
then she knew. ;

“No—no—no!” she wailed. “You said
yow'd foregonme your vengeance. You
promised not to kill Bishop Dyer.”

“Tf you want to talk to me about him
—Jeave off the Bishop. I don’t under-
stand that name, or its use.”

“0Oh, hadn’t you foregome your ven-
geance on—on Dyer?”

“Yes.”

“But—your actions—your words—your
guns—your terrible looks! . .They
don’t seem foregoing vengeance?”

“Jane, now it’s justice.” .

“Youll—kill him ¢”

“If God lets me live another hour! If
not God—then. the devil who drives me!”

“Youwll kill him—for yourself—for
your vengeful hate?” 3

“NO!J]

“Por Milly Erne’s sake?”

“NO!” i
. “For little Fay’s?”

“NO!”

“Oh—for whose?”

“For yours!”

“His blood on my soul!” whispered
Jane, and she fell to her knees. This
was the long-pending hour of fruition.
And the habit of years—the religious pas-
sion of her life—leaped from lethargy,
and the long months of gradual drifting
to doubt were as if they had never been.
“Tf you spill his blood it’ll be on my soul
—and on my father’s. Tisten.” And she
clasped his knees, and clung there as he
tried to raise her. “Listen. Am I noth-
ing to you?”

“Woman—don’t trifle at words!
you! An’ I’ll soon prove it1”

“P]l give myself to you—LI’ll ride away
with you—marry you, if only yowll spare
him?”

Tlis answer was a cold, ringing, terrible
laugh.

“7,agsiter—I’1l love you—spare him!”

“No!”

She sprang up in. despairing, breaking
spirit, and encircled his neck with her
arms, and held him in an embrace that
he- strove vainly to loosen. “Lassiter,
would you kill me? I’'m fighting my last
fight for the principles of my youth—love
of religion, love of father. ¥ou don’t
know—you can’t guess the truth, and I
¢an‘t speak it. I’m losing all. I’m chang-

I love

ing. All T've gone through is nothing

Looking at him— he was so terrible of ;
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to this hour. Pity me—help me in my
weakness. You're strong again—oh, so
cruelly, coldly strong! You’re killing me
—I see you—feel you as some other Las-
giter! My master, be merciful—spare
him|[”

His answer was a ruthless smile.

She clung the closer to him, and leaned
her panting breast on him, and lifted
her face to his. “Lassiter, I do love you!
It’s leaped out of my agony. It comes
suddenly with a terrible blow of truth.
You are a man! I mever knew it till
now. Some wonderful change came to
me when you buckled on these guns and
showed that gray, awful face. I loved
you then. All my life I've loved, but
uever as now. No woman can love like
a broken woman. If it were not for one
thing—just one thing—and yet! I can’t
speak it—I’d glory in your manhood—
the lion in you that means to slay for me.
Believe me—and spare Dyer. Be merci-
ful—great as it’s in you to be great.

. . . 1Oh, listen and believe—IL
have nothing, but I'm

But it was for my father! If Milly Erne
was ever wite of a Mormon that Mormon
was my father! I never knew—never will
know whether or not she was a wife. Blind
I may be, Lassiter—fanatically faithful
to a false religion I may have been, but
I know justice, arid my father is beyond
human justice. Surely he is meeting just
punishment—somewhere. Always it has
appalled me—the thought of your killing
Dyer for my father’s sins. So I have
prayed!”

“Jane, the past is dead. In my love
for you T forgot the past. This thing
I’'m about to do ain’t for myself, or Milly,
or Fay. It’s not because of anythin’ that
ever happened in the past, but for what
is happenin’ right now. It’s for you!

S iAn T listen. sSince I wasia
boy I've mever thanked God for anythin’,

[ If there is a God,—an’ I’ve come to be-

lieve it—I thank Him now for the years
that made me Lassiter! I can

reach down an’ feel 'these big g.uns, an’
know what I can d¢o with them. An’,

“Where is he? Tell me—instantly.”

“Wal, he’s in the other room patchin’
up a few triflin’ bullet-holes.”

CARL L oL Bishop. Dyer!? )
“When I seen him last—a matter of
half an hour ago, he was on his knees.
He was some busy, but he wasn’t

prayin’!” :

“How strangely you talk!
T’'m—well, strong again. Tell me.
on his knees! "What was he doing$”

“Wal, beggin’ your pardoun fer blunt
talk, Miss Withersteen, Dyer was on hig
knees an’ not'prayin’. You remember
his big, broad hands? You've seen ‘em
raised in blessin’ over old gray men an’
little eurly-headed children like—like Fay
Larkin! Come to think of thet, I dis-
remember ever hearin’ of hig liftin’ hig
big hands in blessin’ over a woman.
Wal, when I seen him last—jest. a little
while ago—he was on hig knees, n0t
prayin’, as I remarked—an’ he was
pressin’ his hig hands over some bigger
wounds that wouldn’t, stop bleedin’.
“Man, you drive me

T’ sit up.
Dyer

a woman—a beautiful

. woman, Lassiter—a
passionate, loving
woman—and I love
you! Take me—hide
me in some wild place
—and love me and
mend my broken
heart. Spare him, and
take me away.”

She lifted her face
closer ‘and ecloser to
hig, wuntil their lips
nearly touched, and
she  hung wupon his
neck, and with
strength almost spent
pressed and still
pressed her palpitating
body to his.

“Kiss me!” she whis-
pered, blindly.

“No—not at your
price!” he answered.
His voice had changed,
or she had lost clear-
ness of hearing.
| “Kiss me! P
Are you a man? Kiss

mad!  Did = Lassiter
kill Dyer?”

¥ es.

“Did he kill Tull$”

“No.. Tull’s out of
the village with most
of his riders. He’s
expected back before
evenin’, Lassiter will
hev to git away before
Tull an’ his riders
come in. It's sure
death fer him here.
An’ wuss fer you,
too, Miss Withersteen.
Theredll be some of an
uprisin’ when Tull gits
back.”

“I shall ride away
with T.assiter, Judkins,
tell me all you sew—
all you know about
this killing.” She real-
ized, without wonder
or amaze, how Jud-
kins’ one word, affirm-
ing the death of Dyer
—that the catastrophe
+had fallen—had com-

me and save me!”

“Jane, you mnever
slayed fair with me.
But now yow're blisterin’® your lips—
blackenin® your soul with lies!”

“By the memory of my mother—by my
Bible—no! No, I have no Bible! But,
by -my hope of heaven I swear I love
tyou!”

Lassiter’s gray lips formed soundless
words that meant even her love could not
avail to bend his will. As if the hold of
her arms was that of a child’s he loosened
it and stepped away.

“Wait! Don’t go! Oh, hear a last
word ! . . May a more just and
mereciful God than the God I was taught
to worship judge me—forgive me—save
me! TFor I can no longer keep silent!

N Lassiter, in pleading for Dyer
I’'ve been pleading more for my father.
My father was a. Mormon master, close to
the leaders of the church. It was my
father who sent Dyer out to proselyte. 1t
was my father who had the blue-ice eye
and the beard of gold. It was my father
you got trace of in the past years. Truly,
Dyer ruined Milly Erne—dragged her

from her home—to Utah—to Cottonwoods.

“With a Horrible, Understandin’ Cry, Dyer Slid Forrard on His Face.”

Jane; only one of the miracles Dyer pro-
fesses to believe in can save him!”

Again for Jane Withersteen came the
spinning of her brain in darkness, and as
she whirled in endless chaos she seemed
to be falling at the feet of a luminous
figure—a man—Lassiter—who had saved
her from herself, who could not be
changed rightfully. Then she slipped in-
to utter blackness.

‘When she recovered from her faint she
became aware that she was lying on a
couch near the window in her sitting-
room. Her brow felt damp and cold and
wet; some one was chafing her hands;
she recognized Judkins, and then saw
that his lean, hard face wore the hue
and look of excessive agitation.

“Judkins!” Her voice broke weakly.

“Aw, Miss Withersteen, you’re comin’
round fine. Now jest lay still a little.
You're all right; everythin’s all right.”

*Where is—he?”

“Who?”

“Lassiter!”

“¥ou needn’t worry none about him.”

= pleted the change
whereby she had been
molded or beaten or
broken into another woman. She felt
calm, slightly cold, strong as she had
not been strong since the first shadow fell
upon her. :

“I jest saw about all of it, Miss
Withersteen, an’ I'll be glad to tell you
if youlll only hev patience with me,”
said Judkins, earnestly. “You see, I’ve
been pecooliarly interested, an’ nat’rully
I’m some excited. An’ T talk a lot thet
mebbe ain’t necessary, but I can’t help
thet.

“I was at the meetin’house where
Dyer was holdin’ court. You know he
allus acts as magistrate an’ judge when
Tull’'s away. An’ the trial was fer try-
in’ what's left of my boy riders—thet
helped me hold your cattle—fer a lot of
hatched-up things the boys never did.
We're used to thet, an’ the boys wouldn’t
hey minded bein’ locked up fer a while,
or hevin’ to dig ditches, or whatever the
judge laid down: You see, I divided the
gold vou give me among all my boys, an’
they all hid it, an’ they all feel rich.
Howsomever, court was adjourned be-
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fore the judge passed sentence. Yes,
ma’m, court was adjourned some strange
an’ quick, much ag if lightnin’ hed struck
“the meetin’-house.

“I hed trouble attendin’ the trial, but
I got in. There was a good many peo-
ple there, all my boys, an’ Judge Dyer
with his several clerks. Also he hed with
him the five riders who’ve been iguardin’
him pretty close of late. They was Car-
ter, Wright, Jengessen, an’ two new rid-
ers from Stone Bridge. I didn’t hear
their names, but I heard they was handy
men with guns, an’ they looked more like
rustlers than riders. Anyway, there they
was, the five all in a row.

“Judge Dyer was tellin’ Willie Kern,
one of my best an’ steadiest boys—Dyer
was tellin’ him how there was a ditech
opened mnear Willie’s home lettin’ water
through: his lot, where it hadn’t ought
to go. An’ Willie was tryin’ to git a
word in to prove he wasn’t at home all
the day it happened—which was true, as
I know—but Willie couldn’t git a word
in, an’ then Judge Dyer went on layin’
down the law. An’ all to onet he hap-
pened to look down the long room. An’
if lever any man turned to stone he was
thet man.

“Nat'rully I looked back to see what]
hed acted so powerful strange' on the
Judge. An’ there, half-way up the room,
in the middle of the wide aisle, stood
Lassiter! All white an’ black he looked,
an” I can’t think of anythin’ he resem-
bled, onless it’s death. Venters made thet
same room some still an’ chilly when he
called Tull; but this was different. I
give my word, Miss Withersteen, thet T
went cold to my very marrow. I don’t
know why. But Lassiter has a way about
him' thet’s awful. He spoke a word—a
name—I couldn’t understand it, though
he spoke clear as a bell. I was too ex-
cited, mebbe. Judge Dyer must hev un-
derstood it, an’ a lot more thet was mys-
tery to me, fer he pitched forrard out
of his chair right onto the platform.

“Then them five riders, Dyer’s body-
guards, they jumped up’ an’ two of them
thet I found out afterward were the
strangers from Stone Bridge, they piled
right out of a winder, so quick you
couldn’t cateh your breath. It was plain
they wasn’t’ Mormons.

“Jengessen, Carter, an’ Wright eyed
Lassiter, for what must hev been a see-
ond an’ seemed like an hour, an’ they
went, white an’ strung. But they didn’t
weaken nor lose their nerve., '

“I hed a good look at Lassiter. He
stood sort of stiff, bendin’ a little, an’
both his arms were crooked, an’ his
hands looked like a hawk’s claws. But
there ain’t no tellin’ how his eyes looked.
I know this, though, an’ thet is his eyes
could read the mind of any man about
to throw a gun, An’ in watchin’ him, of
course, I couldn’t see the three men go
fer their guns. An’ though I was lookin’
right - at Lassiter—lookin’ hard —1I
couldn’t see how he drawed. He was
quicker’n eyesight—thet’s all.  But I
geen the red spurtin’ of his guns, an’
heard his shots jest the very littlest in-
stant before I heard the shots of the
riders. An’ when I turned, Wright an’
Carter was down, an’ Jengessen, who’s
tough like a steer, was pullin’ the trig-
ger of a wobblin’ gun. But it was plain
he was shot through, plumb center. An’

knees, kind of flounderin’ after it,

sudden he fell with a crash, an’ his gun
clattered on the fioor.

“Then there was a hell of a silence.
Nobody breathed. Sartin I didn’t, any-
way. I saw Lassiter slip a smokin’ gun
back in a belt. But he hadn’t throwed
either of the big black guns, an’ I
thought thet strange. An’ all this was
happenin’ quick—you can’t imagine how
quick.

“There come a scrapin’ on the floor
an’ Dyer got up, his face like lead. T
wanted to watch Lassiter, but Dyer’s
face, onet I seen it like thet, glued my
eyes. 1 seen him go fer his gun—why,
I could hev done better, quicker—an’
then there was a thunderin’ shot from
Lassiter, an’ it hit Dyer’s right arm, an’
his gun went off as it dropped. He
looked at Lassiter like a cornered sage-
wolf, an’ sort of howled, an’ reached
down fer his gun. He'd jest picked it
off the floor an’ was raisin’ it when an-
other thunderin’ shot almost tore thet
arm off—=so it seemed to me. The gun
dropped again an’ he went down on his
It
was some strange an’ terrible to see his
awful earnestness. Why would such a
man cling so to life? Anyway, he got
the gun with left hand an’ was raisin’
it, pullin’ trigger in his madness, when
the third thunderin’ shot hit his left
arm, an’ he dropped the gun again. But
thet left arm wasn’t useless yet, fer he
grabbed up the gun, an’ with a shakin’
aim thet would hev been -pitiful to me
—in any other man—he began to shoot.
One wild bullet struck a man twenty
feet from  Lassiter. An’ it killed thet
man, as I seen afterward. Then come
a bunch of thunderin’ shots—nine 1 cal-
kilated after, fer they come so quick T
couldn’t count them—an’ I knew Las-
siter hed turned the black guns loose
on Dyer. : ?

“P’m tellin’ you straight, Miss With-
ersteen, fer 1 want you to know. After-
ward youw’ll git over it. TI've seen some
soul-rackin’ scenes on this Utah border,
but this was the awfulest. I remember
I closed my eyes, an’ fer a minute I
thought of the strangest things, out of
place there, such as youwd never dream
would come to mind.. I saw the sage,
an’ runnin’ hosses—an’ thet’s the beauti-
fulest sight to me—an’ I saw dim things
in the dark, an’ there was a kind of
hummin® in my ears, An’ I remember
distinetly—fer it was what made all
these things whirl out of my mind an’
opened my eyes—I remember distinetly
it was the smell of gunpowder.

“The court had about adjourned fer
thet judge. He was on his knees, an’ he
wasn’t prayin’. He was gaspin’ an’ try-
in’ to press his big, floppin’, crippled
hands over his body. Lassiter had sent
all those last thunderin’ shots through
his body. Thet was Lassiter’s way.

“An’ Lassiter spoke, an” if I ever
forgit his words Il never forgit the
sound of his voice. .

““‘Proselyter, I reckon you’d better call
quick on thet God who reveals Hisself
to you on earth, because He won’t be
visitin’ the place you’re goin’ to!’

“An’ then I seen Dyer look at this big,
hangin’ hands thet wasn’t big enough
fer the last work he set them to. An’
he looked up at Lassiter. An’ then he
stared horrible at somethin’-thet wasn’t
Lassiter, nor any one there, nor the room,
nor the branches of purple sage peepin’
into the winder. Whatever be seen, it
was with the look of a man who dis-

covers somethin’ too late,
rible look! . . An’ with a hor-
rible wnderstandin’ cry he slid forrard
on his face.”

Judkins paused 4in his narrative,
breathing heavily while he wiped his per-
spiring brow.

“Thet’s about all,” he concluded. “Las-
siter left the meetin’-house an’ I hurried
to catch up with him. He was bleedin’
from three gunshots, none of them much
to bother him. An’ we come right up
here. I found you layin’ in the hall,
an’ I hed to work some over you.”

Jane Withersteen offered up no prayer
for Dyer’s soul.

Lassiter’s step sounded in the hall—
the familiar soft, silver-clinking step—
and she heard it with thrilling new emo-
tions in which was a vague joy in her
very fear of him. The door opened, and
she saw him, the old Lassiter, slow, easy
gentle, cool, yet not exactly the same
Lassiter. She rose, and for a moment
her eyes blurred and swam in tears.

“Are you—all—all right$” she asked,
tremulously.

“T reckon.”

“Lassiter, Il ride away with you. Hide
me till danger is past—till we are for-
gotten—then take me where you will
Your people shall be my people, and
your God my God!”

He kissed her hand with the quaint
grace and courtesy that came to-him in
rare moments,

“Black Star an’ Night are ready,” he
said, simply.

His quiet mention of the black racers
spurred Jane to action. Hurrying to
her room, she changed to her rider’s suit,
packed her jewelry, and the gold that
was left, and all the woman’s apparel
for which there was space in the saddle-
bags, and then returned to the hall
Black Star stamped his iron-shod hoofs
and tossed his beautiful head, and eyed
her with knowing eyes.

“Judkins, T give Bells to you,” said
Jane. “I hope you will always keep
him and be good to him.”

Judking mumbled thanks that he could
not speak fluently, and his distended eyes
flashed.

Lassiter strapped Jane’s saddle-bags
upon Black Star, and led the racers out
into the court.

“Judkins, you ride with Jane out in-
to the sage. If you see any riders com-
in’ shout quick twice. An’, Jane, dow’t
look back! Tl cateh up seon. We'll
‘get to the break into the Pass before

go down.”

Black Star bent his graeceful mneck
and bowed his noble head and his broad
shoulders yielded as he kmelf for Jane
to mount. 5

She rode out of the court beside Jud-
! kins, through the grove, across the wide
\lane into the sage; and she realized that
{she was leaving Withersteen House for-
ever, and she did mot look back. A
strange, dreamy, ecalm peace pervaded
her soul. Her doom had fallen upon
her, but, instead of finding life no long-
er worth living she found it doubly sig-
nificant, full of sweetness as the western
breeze, beautiful and unknown as the
sage-slope stretching ifs purple sunsef
shadows before her. She became aware
of Judkins’ hand touching ‘hers; she
heard him speak a husky good-by; then
into the place of Bells shot the dead-

Thet’s a ter--

midnight, an’ then wait until mornin’ to.
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black, keen, racy nose of Night and she
knew Lassiter rode beside her.

“Don’t—look—back !” he said, and

. his voice, too, was not clear.

P

Facing straight ghead, seeing only the
waving, shadowy sage, Jane held out her
gauntleted hand, to feel it enclosed in
strong clasp. So she rode on without
a backward glance at the beautiful
grove of Cottonwoods. She did not seem
to think of the past, of what she left
forever, but of the color and mystery and
wildness of the sage-slope leading down
to Deception Pass, and of the future.
She watched the shadows lengthen down
the slope; she felt the cool west wind
sweeping by from the rear; and she

- wondered at low, yellow clouds sailing

swiftly over her and beyond;

“Don’t—look—back !’ said Lassiter.

Thick-driving belts of smoke traveled
by on the wind, and with it came a
strong, pungent odor of burning wood.

Lassiter had fired Withersteen House!
But Jane did not look back.

A misty veil obscured the clear, search-
ing gaze she had kept steadfastly upon
the purple slope and the dim lines of
canyons. It passed, as passed the rolling
clouds of smoke, and she saw the valley
deepening into the shades of twilight.
Night came on, swift as the fleet racers,
and stars peeped out to brighten and
grow, and the huge, windy, eastern heave
of sage-level paled under a rising moon
and turned to silver. Blanched in moon-
light the sage yet seemed to hold its
hue of purple, and was infinitely more
wild and lomely. So the night-hours
wore on, and Jane Withersteen never
once looked back.

CHAPTER XXI

BLACK STAR AND NIGHT

HE time had come for Venters
and Bess to leave their retreat.
They were at great pains to
choose the few things they
: would be able to carry with
them on the journey out of Utah.
“Bern, whatever kind of a pack’s
this, anyhow?” questioned Bess, rising
from her work with reddened face.
Venters, absorbed in his own task, did
not look up at all, and in reply said he
had brought so much from Cottonwoods
that he did not recollect the half of it.
“A woman packed this!” Bess ex-
claimed.
He scarcely caught her meaning, but

; the peculiar tone of her voice caused:him

instantly to rise, and he saw Bess on

“her knees before an open pack which

. lie to me,

he recognized as the one given him by
Jane.

—*#By George!” he ejaculated, guiltily,
and then at sight of Bess’ face he
laughed outright.

A woman packed this,” she repeated,
fixing woeful, tragic eyes on him.

“Well, is that a crime%”

“There—there is a woman after all!”

[ “Now Bess—"

“You’ve lied to me!”

Then and there Venters found it im-
perative to postpone work for the pres-
ent. All her life Bess had been isolat-
ed, but she had <inherited certain ele-
ments of the eternal feminine. !

“But there was a woman and you did
” she kept repeating, after he
had explained,

“What of that? Bess, I’ll get angry

| cave with a thatch of willows and aspens,

at you in a moment. Remember you've
been pent up all your life. I venture to
say that if you’d been out in thé world
you'd have had a dozen sweethearts and
have told many a lie before this.”

“I wouldn’t anything of the kind,” de-
clared Bess, indignantly.

“Well—perhaps not lie. But you’d
haye had the sweethearts. You couldn’t
have helped that—being so pretty.”

This remark appeared to he a very
clever and fortunate one; and the work
of selecting and then stowing all the
packs in the cave, went on without
further interruption,

Venters closed up the opening of the

0. that not even a bird or a rat could
get in to the sacks of grain. And this
work was in order with the precaution
habitually observed by him. He might
not be abhle to get out of Utah, and
have to return to the valley. But he
owed it to Bess to make. the attempt,
and in case they were compelled to turh
back he wanted to find that fine stors

“Don’t—Look—Back!” Said Lassiter.

of food and grain intact. The outfit
of implements and utensils he packed
away in another cave. ;

“Bess, we have enough to live here al
our lives,” he said once, dreamily.

“Shall T go roll Balancing Rock?” she
asked, in light speech, but with deep-
blue fire in her eyes.

“No—no.” v

“Ah, you don’t forgot the gold and
the world,” she sighed.

“Child, you forget the beautiful
dresses and the ‘travel—and everything.”

“Oh, I want to go. But I want to
stay!” .

“I feel the same way.”

They let the eight calves out of the
corral, and kept only two of the burros'
Venters had brought from Cottonwoods.
These they intended to ride. Bess freed
all her pets—the quail and rabbits and
foxes.

The last sunset and twilight and
night were both the sweetest and saddest
they had ever spent in Surprise Valley.
Morning brought keen exhilaration and
excitement.. When Venters had saddled
the two burros, strapped on the- light
packs and the two canteens, the sunlight

was dispersing the lazy shadows from
the valley. Taking a last look at the

caves and the silver spruces, Venters and
Bess made a reluctant start, leading the
burros. Ring and White looked keen
and knowing. Something seemed to drag
at Venters’ feet and he mnoticed Bes!
lagged behind. Never had the climb from
terrace to bridge appeared so long.’

Not till they reached the opening of
the gorge did they stop to rest and take
one last look at the valley. The tre-
mendous arch of stone curved clear and
sharp in outline against the morning
sky. And through it streaked the golden
shaft. The valley seemed an enchanted
circle of glorious veils of gold - and
wraiths of white- and silver haze and
dim, blue, moving shade—beautiful and
wild and unreal as a dream.

“We—we can—th—think of it—always
—re—remember,” sobbed Bess.

“Hush! Don’t ery. Our valley has
only fitted us for a better life some-
where. Come!”

They entered the gorge, and hd closed
the willow gate. From rosy, golden,
morning light they passed . into cool,
dense gloom. The burros pattered up
the trail with little hollow-cracking steps.
And the gorge widened to mnarrow out-
let and the gloom lightened to gray.
At the divide they halted for another
rest. Venters’ keen, remembering gaze
searched Balancing Rock, and the long
incline, and the cracked toppling walls,
but failed to note the slightest change.

The dogs led the descent; then came
Bess leading her burro; then Venters
leading his. Bess kept her eyes bent
downward. = Venters, however, had an
irresistible desire to look upward & at
Balancing Roek. It had always haunted
him, and now he wondered if he were
really to get through the outlet before
the huge stone thundered down. He fan-
cied that would be a miracle. Every
few steps he answered to the strange,
nervous fear and turned to make sure
the rock still stood like a giant statute.
And, as he descended, it grew dimmer in
his sight. It changed form; it swayed;
it nodded darkly; and at last, in his
heightened fancy, he saw it heave and
roll. As in a dream when he felt him-
self falling yet knew he would never
fall, so he saw this long-standing thun-
der-bolt of the little stone-mem plunge
down to close forever the outlet to De-
ception Pass. \

And while he was giving way to un-
accountable dread imaginations® the
descent was accomplished without mis-
hap.

“I'm glad that’s over,” he said, breath-
ing more freely. “I hope I'm by that
hanging rock for good and all. Since
almost the moment I first saw it I’ve had
an idea that it was waiting for me.
Now, when it does fall, if I’m thousands
of miles away, I'll hear it.”

‘With the first glimpse of the smooth
slope leading down to the grotesque
cedars and out to the Pass, Venters’
cool nerve returned. One long survey to

CONTINUED ON PAGE 15.
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the left, then ome to the right, satis-
fied his caution. Iieading the burros
down to the spur of rock, he halted at
the steep ineline.

“Bess, here’s the bad place, the place
I told you dgbout, with the cut steps.
You start down, leadlng your burro.
Take your time and hold on to him if
you slip. I've got a rope on him and
a half-hitch on this point of rock, so
I can let him down safely, Coming up
here was a killing job. But it ’Il be
easy going down.”

Both burros passed down the difficult
stairs cut by the cliff-dwellers, and did
it without a misstep. After that the
descent down the slope and over the mile
of scrawled, ribbed, and ridged rock re-
quired only careful guidance, and Ven-
ters got the burros to level ground in a
condition that caused him to congratu-
late himself.

“Oh, if we only had Wrangle!” ex-

claimed Venters. “But we’re lucky.
That’s the worst of our trail passed.
‘We've only men to fear now. If we get

up in the sage we can hide and slip
along like coyotes, and no one can ever
hunt us down.”

They mounted and rode west through
the valley and entered the canyon. From
time to time Venters walked, leading
his burro. When they got by all the
canyons and gullies opening into the Pass
they went faster and with fewer halts.
Venters did not confide in Bess the alarm-
ing faet that he had seen horses and

smoke less than a mile up one of the

intersecting canyons. He did not talk
at all. And long after he had passed
this canyon and felt secure once more
in the certainty that they had been un-
observed he mnever relaxed his watchful-
ness. But he did not walk any more,
and he kept the burros at a steady trot.
Night fell before they reached the last
water in the Pass and they made camp
by starlight. - Venters did not want the
burros to stray, so he tied them with long
halters in -the grass mnear the spring.
Bess, tired out and silent, laid her head
in a saddle and went to sleep between
the two dogs. Venters did not close his
eyes. The canyon silence appeared full
of the low, eontinuous hum of insects.
He listened until the hum grew into a
roar, and then, breaking the spell, once
more he heard it low and clear. He
watched the stars and the moving
shadows, and always his glance returned
to the girl’s dimly pale face. And he

remembered how white and still it had

once looked in the starlight. And again
stern thought fought his strange fancies.
Would all his labor and his love be for
naught? Would he lose her after all? What
did the dark shadows around her portend?
Did calamity lurk on that long upland
trail through the sage? Why should his
heart swell and throb with nameless
fear? He listened to the silence, and
told himself that in the broad light of
day he could dispel this leaden-weighted
dread.

At the first hint of gray over the
eastern rim he awoke Bess, saddled the
burros, and began the day’s tvavel. He
wanted to get out of the Pass before
there was any chance of riders coming
down. They gained the break as the

first red rays of the rising sun colored
the rim,

For once, so eager was he to get up
to level ground, he did not send Ring
or Whitie in advance. Encouraging Bess
to hurry, pulling at his patient, plodding
burro, he climbed the soft, steep trail.

Brighter and brighter grew the light.
He mounted the last broken edge of rim
to have the sun-fired, purple sage-slope
burst upon him as a glory. Bess panted
up to his side, tugging on the halter of
her burro.

“We’re  up!” he cried, joyously.
“There’s not a dot on the sage. We're
safe. We’ll not be seen! Oh, Bess—"

Ring growled and sniffed the keen air
and bristled. Venters clutched at his
rifle. Whitie sometimes made a mistake,
but Ring never. The dull thud of hoofs
almost deprived Venters of power to
turn and see from where disaster threat-
ened. He felt his eyes dilate 28 he
stared at Lassiter leading Black Star and
Night out of the sage, with Jane With-
ersteen, in rider’s costume, close beside
them.

Tor an instant Venters felt himself
whirl dizzily in the center of vast circles
of sage., He recovered partially, enough
to see Lassiter standing with a glad
smile and Jane riveted in astonishment.

“Why, Bern!” she exclaimed. “How
good it is to see you! We’re riding
away, you see. The storm burst—and
I'm a“ruined woman! . , . I thought
you were alone.”

Venters, unable to speak for conster-
nation, and bewildered out of all sense
of what he ought or ought not to do,
simply stared at Jane.

“Son, where are you bound for?” asked
Lassiter.

“Not safe—where I was—I’'m—we’re
going out of Utah—back East,” he found
tongue to say.

“I reckon this meetin’s the Iluckiest
thing that ever happened to you an’ to
me—an’ to Jane—an’ to Bess,” said Las-
siter, coolly.

“Bess!” cried Jane, with a
leap of blood to her pale cheek.

It was entirely beyond Venters to see
any luck in that meeting.

Jane Withersteen took one flashing,
woman’s glance at Bess’ scarlet face, at
her slender, shapely form.

“Venters! is this a girl—a woman®”’
she questioned, in a voice that stung.

l(Yes.,!

“Did you have her in that wonderful
valley %

“Yes, but Jane—"

“All the time you were gone?”’

“Yes, but I couldn’t tell—”

“Was it for her you asked me to give
you supplies? Was it for her that you
wanted to make your valley a paradise?”

“Oh—Jane—"

“Answer me.”

“Yes.,J

Oh, you liar!” - And with these pas-
sionate words Jane Withersteen sue-
cumbed to fury. For the second time
in her life she fell into the ungovern-
able rage that had been her father’s
weakness. And it was worse than his,
for she. was a jealous woman—jealous
even of her friends.
~ As best he could, he bore the brunt
of her anger. It was not only his de-
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of the above symptoms, don’t fail to use Bis Kins=

secreb or “patent’’ medicine. It is said that one out
fourths of these donot know it,and hundreds have
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dled after wrongfully treating themselves for the 2 b
Kidneysor Nerves. Don't|Jane Withersteen lifted her head and

ceit to her that she visited upon him,
but her betrayal by religion, by life it-
gelf,

* Her passion, like fire at white heat,
consumed itself in little time. Her physi-
cal strength failed, and still her spirit
attempted to go on in magnificent de-
nunciation of those who had wronged
her. Like a tree cut deep into its
roots she began to quiver and shake,
and her anger weakened into despair.
And her ringing voice sank into a broken,
husky whisper. Then, spent and pitiable,
upheld by Lassiter’s arm, she turned

man’s Guaranteed Heart Tablets, « Nob a| 51q hid her blanched face in Black Star’s
of every four has a weak or diseased heart. Three-| mane.

Numb as Venters was when at length

are within your reach. 1000 endorsements furnished, looked at him, he yet suffered a pang.

“Jane,
cried.

“Can you expect me to believe that$”
she asked, with weary, bitter eyes.

“I'm not that kind of a liar. And
you know it. If T lied—if I kept silent
when honor should have made me speak,
it was to spare you. I came to Cotton-
woods to tell you. But I couldn’t add
to your pain. I intended to tell you I
had come to love this girl. But, Jane,
T hadn’t forgotten how good you were
to me. I haven’t changed at all toward
you, I prize your friendship as T al-
ways have, But, however it may look
to you—don’t be unjust. The girl is
innoeent. Ask Lassiter.”

“Jane, she’s. just as sweet an’ inmo-
cent as little Fay,” said Lassiter, There
was a faint smile upon his face and a
heautiful light,

Venters saw, and knew that Lassiter
gaw, how Jane Withersteen's tortured
goul wrestled with hate and threw it—
with scorn, doubt, suspicion, and over-
came all. ’

“Bern, if in my misery I accused you
unjustly, T crave forgiveness,” she said.
“T’m not what I once was. Tell me—

the girl is innocent!” he
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who is this girl?”

“Jane, she is Oldring’s daughter, and
his Magked Rider. Lassiter will tell you
how I shot her for a rustler, saved her
life—all the story. It’s a strange story,
Jane, as wild as the sage. But it’s frne—
true as her innocence. That you must be-
lieve!”

“Oldring’s Masked Rider! Oldring’s
daughter!” exclaimed Jane. “And she’s
innocent! You ask me to believe much.
If this girl is—is what you say, how
could she be going away with the man
who Kkilled her father?”

“Why did you tell that?” eried Ven-
ters, passionately.

Jane’s question had roused Bess out
of stupefaction. Her eyes suddenly dark-
ened and dilated. She stepped toward
Venters and held up both hands as if to
ward off of a blow.

“Did—did you kill Oldring#”

“ did, Bess, and I hate myself for
it, But you know I never dreamed he
was your father. I thought he’d wronged
you. I killed him when I was madly
jealous.”

Tor a moment Bess was shocked into
silence.

“But he was my father!” she broke
out at last.  “And now I must go back—
I can’t go with you, It's all over—
that beautiful dream. Oh, I knew it
couldn’t come true. You can’t take me
now.”

“If you forgive me, Bess, it'll all

come right in the end!” implored Ven-
ters.

“Tt can’t be right. T’Il go back. Af-
ter all, T loved him. He was good to
me. 1 can’t forget that.”

“If you go hack to Oldring’s men I’ll
follow you, and then they’ll kill me,”
said Venters, hoarsely.

“Oh mno, Bern, yowll not come. Let
me go. It’s best for you to forget me,
T’ve brought you only pain and dishonor.”

She did not weep. But the sweet
bloom and life died out of her face. She
looked haggard and sad, all at once
stunted; and her hands dropped listless-
ly; and her head dropped in slow, final
acceptance of a hopeless fate.

“Jane, look there!” cried Venters, in
despairing grief. “Need you have told
her? Where was all your kindness of
heart? This girl has had a wretched,
lonely life. And T'd found a way to
méke her happy. You've killed it. You've
killed something sweet ‘and pure and
hopeful, just as sure as you breathe.” !

“Oh, Bern! Tt was a slip. T never |
thought—I never thought!” replied Jane.
“How.could I tell she didn’t know?” |

Lassiter suddenly moved forward, and |
with the beautiful light on his face now
strangely luminous, he looked at Jane
and Venters and then let his soft, bright
gaze rest on Bess,

“Well, I reckon you've all had,your
say, an’ now it's Lassiter's turn, Why, I
was jest prayin’ for this meetin’. Bess,

jest look here.”

Gently he totiched her arm and turned
her to face the others, and then outspread
his great' hand to disclose a shiny, bat-
tered- gold locket.

“Open it,” he said, with a singulariy
rich voice.

Bess complied, but listlessly.

“Jane—Venters—come closer,” went ou
Lassiter, “Take a look at the picture.
Don’t you know the woman?”

Jane, after one glance, drew back.

“Milly Erne!” she cried, wonderingiy.

Venters, with tingling pulse, with
something growing on him, reeognized in
the faded miniature portrait the eves of
Milly Erne.

“Yes, that’s Milly,” said Lassiter, soft-
ly. “Bess, did you ever see her face—
look hard—with all your heart an® soul?”

“The eyes seem to haunt me.” whispered
Bess.. “Oh, 1 .can’t remember—they’re
eyes of my dreams—bui—but 2

Tassiter’s strong arm went round her,
and he bent his head.

“Child, T thought you'd remember her
eyes. They’re the same beautiful eyes
you’d see if you looked im a mirror or a
clear spring. They're your mother’s eyes.
You are Milly Erne’s child. Your name
is Elizabeth Erne. You're not Oldring’s
daughter. You're the daughter of Frank
Trne, a man once my best friend. Took!
Here’s his picture beside Milly’s, He was
handsome, an’ as fine an’ gallant a South-
ern gentleman as I ever seen. Frank
come of an old family. You come of the
best of blood, lass, an’ blood tells.”

Bess slipped through his arm to her
knees and hugged the locket to her
bosom, and lifted wonderful, yearning
eyes.

“Tt—ean’t—be—true!”

“Phank God, lass it is true.” replied
Lassiter. “Jane an’ Bern here—they
both recognize Milly. They see Milly in
you. They’re so knocked out they can’
tell you, that’s all.”
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“Who are you?” whispered Bess.

“T reckon I’m Milly’s brother, an’ your
uncle! . . . Uncle Jim! Ain’t that
ﬁne?”

“Oh, I can’t believe Don’t raise
me! Bern, let me kneel. I see the truth
in your face—in Miss Withersteen’s. But
let me hear it all—all on my knees. Tell
me how it’s true!”

“Well, Elizabeth, listen,” said Lassi-
ter, “Before you was born your father
made a mortal enemy of a Mormon named
Dyer. They was both ministers an’ come
to be rivals. Dyer stole your mother away
from her homg. She gave birth to you in
Texas eighteen years ago. Then she was
taken to Utah, from place to place, an’
finally to the last border settlement—
Uottonwoods. You was about three years
old when you was taken away from Milly.
She never knew what had become of you.
But she lived a good while hopin’ and
prayin’ to have you again. Then she gave
up an’ died. An’ I may as well put in
here your father died ten years ago. Well,
I spent my time tracin’ Milly, an’ some
months back I landed in Cottonwoods.
An’ jest lately I learned all about you.
I had a talk with Oldrin’ an’ told him
you was dead, an’ he told me what T had
g0 long been wantin’ to know. It was
Dyer, of course, who stole you from Milly.
Part reason he was sore because Milly
refused to give you Mormon teachin’, but
mostly he still hated Frank Erne so in-
fernally that he made a deal with Oldrin’
to take you an’ bring you up as an in-
famous rustler an’ rustler’s girl. The

he ever came to Utah—to show him his
daughter with a band of low rustlers.
Well—Oldrin’ took you, brought you up
from childhood, an’ then made you his
Masked Rider. He made you infamous.
He kept that part of the contract, but he
learned to love you as a daughter, an’
never let any but his own men know you
was a girl. I heard him say that with
my own ears, an’ I saw his big eyes
grow dim. He told me how he had guard-
ed you always, kept you locked up in his
absence, was always at your side or near
you on those rides that made you fam-
ous on the sage. He said he an’ an old
rustler whom he trusted had taught you
how to read -an’ write. They selected
the books for you. Dyer had wanted
you brought up.the vilest of the vile!
An’ Oldrin’ brought you up the innocent-
est of the innocent. He said you didn’t
know what vileness was. I can hear his big
voice tremble now as he said it. He told
me how the men—rustlers an’ outlaws—
who from time to time tried to approach
you familiarly—he told me how he shot
them dead. I’m tellin’ you this ’special-
ly hecause you've showed such shame—
gayin’ you was nameless an’ all that.
Nothin’ on earth can be wronger than
that idea of yours.
is here. Oldrin’ swore to me that if
Dyer died, releasin’ the contract, he in-
tended to hunt up your father an’-give
you back to him. It seems Oldrin’ wasn’t
all bad, an’ he sure loved you.”

Venters leaned forward in passionate
remorse.

“Oh, Bess! I know Lassiter speaks
the truth. For when I shot Oldring he
dropped to his knees and fought with un-
earthly power to speak. ‘And he said:
‘Man—why—didn’t—you — wait?  Bess
was—> Then he fell dead. And I’ve been

jdea was to break Frank Krne’s heart if |

An’ the truth of it

Bess, what a strange, splendid thing
for Oldring to do! It all seems impos-
sible, Butf, dear, you really are not
what you thought.”
“Elizabeth Erne!” cried Jane Wither-
steen, “I loved your mother and I see
her in you!” 3
What ™ had been incredible from the
lips of men became, in the tone, look,
and gesture of a woman, a wonderful
truth for Bess. With little tremblings
of all her slender body she rocked to
and fro on her knees. The yearning
wistfulness of her eyes changed to 'sol-
emn splendor of joy. She believed. She
was realizing happiness. And as the
process of thought was slow, so were the
variations of her expression, Her eyes
reflected the transformation of her soul.
Dark, brooding, hopeless belief—clouds
of gloom—drifted, paled, vanished in
glorious light. An exquisite rose flush
—a glow—shone from her face as she
slowly began to rise from her knees. A
spirit uplifted her. All that she had
held as base dropped from her.
Venters watched her in joy too deep
for words, By it he divined something
of what Lassiter’s revelation meant to
Bess, but he knew he could only faintly
understand.© That moment when she
seemed to be lifted by some spiritual
transfiguration was the most beautiful
moment of his life. She stood with part-
ed, quivering lips, with hands tightly
clasping the locket to her heaving breast.
A new conscious pride of worth digni-
fied the old wild, free grace and poise.
“Unecle Jim!” ghe said, tremulously,
with a different smile from any Venters
had ever seen on her face.
Lassiter took her into his arms.
“T reckon. It’s powerful fine to hear
that,” replied Lassiter, unsteadily.
Venters, feeling his eyes grow hot and
wet, turned away, and found himself
looking at Jane Withersteen. He had
almost forgotten her presence. Tender-
ness and sympathy were fast hiding
traces of her agitation. Venters read her
mind—Tfelt the reaction of her noble
heart—saw the joy she was beginning to
feel at the happiness of others. And
suddenly blinded, choked by his emotions
he turned from her also. He knew what
she would do presently; she would make
some magnificent amend for her anger;
she would give some manifestation of her
love; probably all in a moment, as she
had loved Milly Erne, so would she love
Elizabeth Erne. .
TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEE.

THE BILKINS’ CHORUS.

HE Bilkins family is back
And talking of things oversea,
And now the neighbors get no lack
Of pointers on how things should be.
0Old Mister Bilkins used to think
This U. 8. A. was pretty fair,
But now he says, sans nod or wink,
“They do things better over there.”

Young Alfred Bilkins used to talk
In rather unaffected way,

But now the untrained ear will balk—
To hark to Alfred is not play.
One theme creeps through his prattle

though,

This leitmotif he does not spare;
Says A. B., fifty times or so,

“They do things better over there.”
And Mother Bilkins joins the song

And swells the chorus every eve,
And she is helped in accents strong

By Master Bilkins, yclept Steve;
And he who listens steals alone °
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To some spot where he tears his hair
And gibbers in a Bilkins tone,

haunted by his look and words. Oh,

“They do things better over there.”
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