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FULL SUMMARY OF OPENING CHAPTERS PRINTED LAST WEEK.

Jane Withersteen owns much of the village of Cottonwoods, Utah, Mormons to depart without Venters, ~Jane' extends hospitality tfo TLassi-
large areas of surrounding lands, and herds of thousands of cattle, left ter, and gives Venters & horse and guns, to aid him in escaping from

her by her father, a Mormon. She also is of that faith, and resides With  that part of Utah. Lassiter tells her he has come to seek her out, to ob-
her gervants and employes in Y"‘“‘F“‘"i“ House. She is in disfavor with tain information concerning one Milly Erne, a Mormon wife, whose his-
some prominent M bly she extends her benefac- ¢ i LY tells hi § 1
tions to Mormon and Gentile alike, really because they covet her posses- ory is only partly lmown, Jane s him she is ‘?“d» declines to reveal
gions. Especially hes she roused the animosity of Elder Tull, because the name of her Mormon husband, but leads Lassiter to her grave, in a
she steadfastly has declined to become one of his wives. At the time beautiful spot on the Withersteen lands, Venters and Lassiter meet on
the story opens, she has solicitously cared for & young man, Venters, who the sage plains, and discuss the Mormons, finding abundant reasons to
became one of her range riders, after the Mormons, guided by Tull, had believe that they are about to persecute Jane. They note mysterious
i Tull ts that Jane may give her figures of riders near one of Jane’s herds at Deception Pass, and think

affeotions to Venters, and with a squad of men comes to her mansion, it probable that a feared cattle rustler called Oldring, whose movements i
and is about to take Venters, inflict a severe lashing tipon him, and de- and personality are a riddle to all, and who always appears masked, may
olare him an outlaw, Jane vainly protests, and Tull is about to carry be about to drive off part of the herd, With Jane, they ride from her
out his intentions when a stranger appears, who turns out to be a mys- house to the plains, and see a rider bearing towards them as fast o

terious personage known as Lassiter, much feared as an outlaw of des- hig horse will carry him. They recognize him as Judkins, Jane's Gentile
‘pora.te dering, and an unerring shot; at request of Jane he compels the rider, and both exclaim that there is trouble when he rides as he is doing,
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|CHAPTER IV.

decidedly. “Jame, your riders haven’t |take a fast hoss or don’t let him go.”
gone out in the sage.” “Yes, yes, Judkins. He must ride a
“Bern, what do you mean?®’ Jane | horse that can’t be caught. Which one—:
Withersteen suddenly turned deathly pale!Black Star—Night? What do you sa bl
DECERIIN from apprehension. 7 E i 2 B
HE rider thundered up and al-| “You remember what T
most threw his foam-flecked {said about: the  unseen
horse in the sudden stop. He|hand?”’ N
was of giant form, and with| “Oh! .'. . Impossible!”
fearless eyes. “T hope so. But I fear—"
«Judkins, you're all bloody!” ecried| Venters finished, with a
Jane, in affright. “Oh, you've been shot!” | shake of his head.
“Nothin’ much, Miss Withersteen. I| “Bern, you're bitter; but
got a nick in the shoulder. I'm some |that’s only natural. We'll
wet an’ the hoss’ been throwin’ lather, | wait to see what’s happened
so all this ain’t blood.” . to my riders. Judkins, come
“What’s up?’ queried Venters, sharp-|to the house with me. Your
1 wound must be attended

“Where are my riders?”’ demanded| ‘“Jane, Tl find out where
Jane. \ Oldring drives the herd,”
“Miss Withersteen, I was alone all|vowed Venters.
night with the herd. At daylight this| “No, no! Bern, don’t risk
mornin’ the rustlers rode down. They [it now—when the rustlers
began to shoot at me on sight. They |are in such shooting mood.”
chased me hard an’ far, burnin’ powder | “I’m going. Jud, how
all the time, but I got away.” many cattle in that red
“Jud, they meant to kill you,” declared | herd?”
Venters. “Twenty-five hundred
“Now I wonder,” returned Judkins.|head.”
“They wanted me bad, An’ it ain’t regu-| “Whew! What on earth
lar for rustlers to waste time chasin’ one|can Oldring do with 80
rider.” many cattle? ‘Why, a hun-
“Thank Heaven you got away,” said|dred head is a big steal.
Jane, “But my riders—where are they%” | I've got to find out.”
“T don’t know. The night-riders were-| “Don’t go,” implored
n’t there last night when I rode down,|Jane.
an’ this mornin’ I met no dayriders.” “Bern, you want a hoss

“Judkins! Bern, they've been set up-
on—killed by Oldring’s men!”
“T don’t think so,” replied Venters,

thet can run. Miss Wither-
steen, if it’s mot too bold

of me to advise, make him

“Judlins, Yowre All Bloody!” Cried Jane.
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‘oﬂ, shouted for Jerd.

* hard on a tight rein.
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“Jane, T won’t take either,” said Ven-
ters, emphatically. “I wouldn’t risk los-
ing one of your favorites.”

“Wrangle, then?”

“Thet’s the hoss,” replied Judkins.
“Wrangle can outrun Black Star an’
Night. You’d mever believe it, Miss
Withersteen, but I know. Wrangle’s the
biggest an’ fastest hoss on the sage.”

“Oh, no, Wrangle can’t beat Black

Star. But, Bern, take Wrangle, if you
will go. Ask Jerd for anything you
need. Oh, be watchful, ecareful.”. , .

God speed you!”

She clasped his hand, turned quickly
away, and went down the lane with th
rider. 3

Venters rode to the barn, and, leaping
The boy came
running. '~ Venters sent him for meat,
bread, and dried fruits, to be packed in
saddle-bags. His own horse he turned
loose into the mnearest corral. Then he
went for Wrangle. The giant sorrel had
earned his name for a trait the oppo-
site of amiability. He came readily
out of the barn, but once in the yard he
broke from Venters, and plunged about
with ears laid back. Venters had to rope
him, and thHen he kicked down a section
of fence, stood on his hind legs, crashed
down and fought the rope. - Jerd re-
turned to lend a hand.

“Wrangle don’t git enough work,” said
Jerd, as the big saddle went on. “He's
unruly when he’s corraled, an’ wants to
run, Wait till he smells the sage!”

“Jerd, this horse is an iron-jawed devil,
I never straddled him but once. Run?
Say, he’s swift as wind!”

‘When Venters’ boot touched the stir-
rup the sorrel bolted, giving him the
rider’s flying mount. The swing of this
fiery horse recalled to Venters days that
were not really long past, when he rode
into the sage as the leader of Jane
Withersteen’s riders. Wrangle pulled
He galloped out
of the lane, down the shady border of

. the grove, and hauled up at the water-

ing-trough where he pranced and
champed his bit. Venters got off and
filled his canteen while the horse drank.
The dogs, Ring and Whitie, came trot-
ting up for their drink. Then Venters
remounted and turned Wrangle toward
the sage. )

A wide, white trail wound away down
the slope. One keen, sweeping glance
told Venters that there was neither man
nor horse nor steer within the limit of
his  vision, wunless
i they were lying

Ring loped in the
lead and Whitie
loped in the _rear.
Wrangle settled
gradually into an
casy swinging ecan-
ter, and' Venters’
thoughts, mnow that
the rush and flurry
of the start were

down in the sage.,

past, and the long miles stretched be-
fore him, reverted to a calm reckoning
of late singular coincidences.

There was the night ride of Tull’s,
which, viewed in the light of subsequent
events, had alook of his covert machina-
tions; Oldring and his Masked Rider and
his rustlers riding muffled horses; the re-
port that Tull had ridden out that morn-
ing with his man Jerry on the trail to
Glaze; the strange disappearance of
Jane Withersteen’s riders; the unusually
determined attempt to kill the one Gen-
tile still in. her employ, an intention,
frustrated, no doubt, only by Judkins’
magnificent riding of her racer; and
lastly the driving of the red herd. These
events, to Venters’ color of mind, had
a dark relationship. Remembering Jane’s,
accusation of bitterness, he tried hard
to put aside his rancor in judging Tull.
But it was bitter knowledge.that made
him see the truth. He had felt the shad-

ow of an unseen hand; he had watched

till he saw its dim outline, and then he
had traced it to a man’s hate, to the
rivalry of a Mormon Elder, to the power
of a Bishop, to the long, far-reaching
arm of a terrible ereed. That unseen
hand had made its first move against
Jane Withersteen. Her riders had been
called in, leaving her without help to
drive seven thousand head of ecattle. But
to Venters it seemed extraordinary that
the power which had called in these rid-
ers had left so many cattle to be driven
by rustlers and harried by wolves. For
hand in glove with that power was an
insatiate greed; they were one and the
same.

“What can Oldring do with twenty-five
hundred head of cattle?’ muttered Ven-
ters. “Is he a’ Mormon? Did he meet
Tull last night? It looks like a black
plot to me. But Tull and his churchmen
wouldn’t ruin Jane Withersteen unless
the Church was to profit by that ruin.
‘Where does Oldring come in? I'm go-
ing to find out about these things.”

‘Wrangle did twenty-five miles in three
hours and' walked little of the way.
When he had gotten warmed up he had
been allowed; to choose his own gait.
The afternoon had well advanced when
Venters struck the trail of the red herd
and found where it had grazed the night
before. Then Venters rested the horse
and used his eyes. Near at hand were a
cow and a calf and several yearlings and
farther out in the sage some straggling
steers. He caught a glimpse of 'coyotes
skulking mnear the cattle. The slow,
sweeping gaze of the rider failed to
find other living things within the field
of sight. The sage about him was
breast-high to his horse, oversweet with
its warm, fragrant breath, gray where it
waved to the light, darker where the
wind left it still, and beyond the won-
derful haze-purple lent by distance. Far
across that wide waste began the slow
lift of uplands through which Deception
Pass cut its tortuous many-canoned way.

Venters raised the bridle of his horse
and followed the broad cattle trail. The
crushed sage resembled the path of a
monster snake. In a few miles of travel
he passed several cows and ecalves that
had escaped the drive. Then he stood
on the last high bench of the slope with
the floor of the valley beneath. The open-
ing of the canon showed in a break of
the sage, and the cattle trail paralleled
it as far as he could see. That trail led
to an undiscovered point where Oldring

drove cattle into the pass, and many a
rider who had followed it had never re-
turned. - Venters satisfied himself that
the rustlers had not deviated from their
usual course, and then he turned at right
angles off the cattle trail and made for
the head of the pass.

The sun lost its heat and wore down
to the western horizon, where it changed
from white to gold and rested like a
huge ball about' to roll on its golden
shadows down the slope. Venters watched
the lengthening of the rays and bars,
and marveled at his own league-long
shadow. The sun sank. There was in-
stant shading of brightness about him,
and he saw a kind of cold purple bloom
creep ahead of him to cross the canon,
to mount the opposite slope and chase
and darken and bury the last golden
flare of sunlight.

Venters rode into a trail that he al-
ways took to get down into the eanyon.
He dismounted and found no tracks but
his own made several days previous.
Neyertheless he sent the dog Ring ahead
and waited. In a little while Ring re-
turned. Whereupon Venters led his horse

‘'on to the break in thekground. «

The opening into Deception Pass was
one of the remarkable natural phenome-
na in ‘a country remarkable for vast
slopes- of sage, uplands insulated by
gigantic red walls, and deep ‘canons of
mysterious source and outlet.  Here the
valley floor was level, and here. opened
a narrow chasm, a ragged vent in yel-
low walls of stone. The trail down the
five hundred feet of sheer depth always
tested Venters’ merve. It was bad going
for even a burro. But Wrangle, as Ven-

ters led him, snorted defiance or disgust

rather than 'fear, and; like a hobbled
horse on the jump, lifte’é;#hjs ponderous
iron-shod fore hoofs and’érashed down
over the first rough step. Yéﬁfe,rs warmed
to greater admiration of theisorrel; and,
giving him a loose bridle, he{ stepped
down foot by foot. Oftentime stones
and shale started by Wrangle - buried
Venters to his knees; again he was hard
put. to it to dodge a rolling boulder;
there were times when he could not see
Wrangle for dust, and once he and the
horse rode a sliding shelf of yellow,
weathered cliff. It was a trail on which
there could be no stops, and, therefore,
if perilous, it was at least one that did
not take long in the descent.

Venters breathed lighter when that was
over, and felt a sudden assurance in the
success of his enterprise. For at first
it had heen a reckless determination- to

achieve something at any cost, and now

it resolved itself into an adventure
worthy of all his reason and cunning,
and keenness of eye and ear.

Pinon pines clustered in little clumps
along the level. floor of the pass. Twi-
light had gathered under the walls. Ven-
ters rode into the trail and wup the
canyon. Gradually the trees and ecaves
and objects low down turned black, and
this blackness moved up the walls till
night enfolded the pass, while day still
lingered above. The sky darkened; and
stars began to show, at first pale and then
bright, Sharp notches of the rim-wall,
biting like teeth into the blue, were
landmarks by which Venters knew where
his camping site lay. He had to feel his
way through a thicket of slender oaks to
g, spring where he watered Wrangle and
drank himself. Here he unsaddled and

turned Wrangle loose, having no fear that
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_ sleep, there was strife in his soul.

_over, he did not care.

Gao B B

the horse would leave the thick, . cool
grass adjacent to the spring. Next he
satisfied his own hunger, fed Ring and
Whitie, and, with them curled beside
him, composed himself to await sleep.
There had been a time when night in
the high altitude of these Utah uplands
had been satisfying to Venters. But
that was before the oppression of ene-
mies- had made the change in his mind.
As a rider guarding the herd he had
never thought of the night’s wildness
and loneliness; as an outcast, now when
the full silence set in and the deep dark-
nesg, and “trains of radiant stars shone
.cold and calm, he lay with an ache in his

heart. For a year he had lived as a black | P

fox, driven from his kind. He longed
for the sound of a voice, the touch of a
hand. TIn the daytime there was riding
from place to place, and the grim gun
practice to which something drove him,
and other tasks that at least necessi-
tated action; at night, before he won
He
yearned to leave the endless sage slopes,
the wilderpess of canyons; and it was
in the lonely night thav his yearning
grew unbearable. It was then that he
reached forth to feéel Ring or Whitie,
immeasurably grateful for the love and
companionship of two dogs.

On this night the same old loneliness
beset Venters, the old habit’ of sad
thought and burning unquiet had its

" way. But from it evolved a conviction

that his useless life had undergone a
subtle change. He had sensed it first
when Wrangle swung him up to the high
saddle; he knew it mow when he lay in
the gateway of Deception Pass. He had
no thrill of adventure, rather a gloomy
perception of 'great hazard, perhaps
death. He meant to find Oldring’s re-
treat. The rustlers had fast horses, but
none that could catch Wrangle. Ven-
ters knew no rustler could creep upon
him at night when Ring and Whitie
guarded his hiding-place. For the rest
he had eyes and ears, and a long rifle
and an unerring aim, which he meant
to use. Strangely his foreshadowing of
‘change did not hold a thought of the
killing of Tull. Tt related only to what
was to happen to him in Deception Pass;
and he could no more lift the veil of
that mystery than tell where the trails
led to in that unexplored canyon. More-
. And at length,
tired out by stress of :thought, he fell
asleep. 4

‘When his eyes unclosed, day had come
again, and he saw the rim of the oppo-

- site wall tipped with the gold of sun-

rise. A few moments sufficed for the
morning’s simple camp duties. Near at
hand he found Wrangle, and to his sur-
prise the horse came to him. Wrangle
was one of the horses that left his
viciousness in the home corral. What
he wanted was to be free of mules and
burros and steers, to roll in dust-patches,
and then to run down the wide, open,
windy sage-plains, and at night browse
and sleep in the cool wet grass of a
spring-hole... Jerd knew the sorrel when
he said of him: “Wait till he smells
the sage!”

Venters saddled and led him out of the
oak thicket, and, leaping astride, rode

- .up the canyon with Ring and Whitie trot-

ting behind, An old grass-grown trail
followed the course of a shallow wash
where flowed a thin stream of water. The
canyon, was a hundred rods wide; its yel-

low walls were perpen-
dicular; it had abundant
sage and a scant growth
of oak and pinon. For
five miles it held to a
comparatively straight
bearing, and then began
a heightening of rugged
walls and a deepening of
the floor. Beyond this
point of sudden change
in the character of the
canyon Venters had never
explored, and here was
the real door to. the in-
tricacies of Deception
ass.

He reined Wrangle to
a walk, halted now and
then to listen, and then
proceeded cautiously with
shifting and alert gaze.
The canyon assumed pro-

portions that dwarfed
those of its first ten
miles. ' Venters rode on

and on, not losing in
the interest of his wild
surroundings any of his
caution or keen' search
for tracks or sight of liv-
ing thing, If there ever
had been a trail here, he
could not find it. He
rode through sage and
clumps of pinon trees

s

and grassy plots where
long-petaled purple lilies
bloomed. He rode through a dark con-
striction of the pass no wider than the
lane in the grove at Cottonwoods. And
he came out into a great amphitheater
into which jutted huge towering corners
of a confluence of interesting canyons.

Venters sat his horse, and, with a rid-
er’s eye, studied this wild = cross-cut of
huge stone gullies, Then he went on,
guided by the course of running water.
If it had not been for the main stream
of water flowing north he would never
have been able to tell which of those
many openings was a continuation of
the pass. In crossing this amphitheater
he went by the mouths of five canons,
fording little streams that 'flowed into
the larger ome. Gaining the outlet which
he took to be the pass, he rode on again
under overhanging walls. One side was
dark in shade, the other light in sun.
This narrow passageway turned and
twisted and opened into a valley that
amazed Venters.

Here again was a sweep of purple
sage, richer than upon the higher levels.
The valley was miles long and several
wide and inclosed by unscalable walls.
But it was the background of" this val-
ley that so forcibly struck him, Across
the sage-flat rose a strange up-flinging
of yellow rocks. He could not tell which
were close and which were distant.
Scrawled mounds of stone, like mountain
waves, seemed to roll up to steep bare
slopes and towers. 4

In this plain of sage Venters flushed
birds and rabbits, and when he had pro-
ceeded about a mile he caught sight of
the bobbing white tails of a herd of run-
ning antelope. He rode along the edge
of the stream 'which wound toward the
western end of the slowly-looming
mounds of stone. The high slope re-
treated. out of sight behind the mnearer
projection. To. Venters the valley ap-
peared to have been filled in by a moun-

“A Girll” Venters Cried. *“TveKilled ¢ Girll”

tain of melted stone that had hardemed
in strange shapes of rounded outline. He
followed the stream till he lost it in a
deep cut. Therefore Vinters quit the
dark slit which baffled further search.in
that direction, and rode out along the
curved edge of stone where it met ‘the
sage.. It was not long before the came
to a low place, and here Wrangle readily
climbed up.

All about him was ridgy rdll of wind-
smoothed, rain-washed rock. Not a tuft
of grass or a bunch of sage colored the
dull rust-yellow. He saw where, to the
right, this uneven flow of stone ended
in a blunt wall. Leftward, from the
hollow that lay at his feet, mounted a
gradual slow-swelling slope to a great

grasp the wonder of that acclivity, It
was no less than a mountain-side, glis-
tening in the sun like polished granite,
with cedar-trees springing as if by magic
out of the denuded surface. Winds had
swept it clear of weathered shale, and
rains had washed it free of dust. ‘Far
up the curved slope its beautiful lines
broke to meeot the verfical rim-wall, to
lose its grace in a different order and
color of rock, a stained yellow cliff of
cracks and caves and seamed crags. And
straight before Venters was a scene less
striking but more significant to his keen
survey. Xor beyond a mile of the bare,
hummocky rock began the valley of sage,
and the mouths of canyons, one of which
surely was another gate-way into the
pass.

' He got off his horse, and giving the
bridle to Ring to hold, he commenced a
search for the cleft where the stream
ran, He was not successful and con-
cluded the water dropped into an under-
ground passage. Then he returned to
where he had left Wrangle, and led him
down off the stone to the sage. It was

height topped by leaning, cracked, and -
ruined crags. Not for some time did he~
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a short ride to the opening canyons. There
was mo reason for a choice of which
one to enter. The ome he rode into Was
s clear, sharp shaft in yellow stome a
thousand feet deep, with wonderful wind-
worn caves low down and high above
buttressed and turreted ramparts. Farther
on Venters came into a region where deep
indentations marked the line of canyon
walls. These were huge, cove-like blind
pockets extending back to a sharp cor-
ner with a dense growth of underbrush
and trees. :

Venters penetrated Into one of these off-
shoots, and, as he had hoped, he found
abundant grass. He had to bend the
oak saplings to get his horse through.
Deciding to make this a hiding-place if
e could find water, he worked back to
the limit of the shelving walls. In a
little cluster of silver spruces he found
a spring. This inclosed nook seemed an
ideal place to leave his horse and to
camp at night, and from which to make
stealthy trips on foot. The thick grass
hid his trail; the demse growth of oaks
in the opening would serve as a barrier
to keep Wrangle in, if, indeed, the luxuri-
ant browse 'would not suffice for that.
So Venters, leaving Whitie with the
horse, called Ring to his side, and, rifle
in hand, worked his way out to the
open. A careful photographing in mind
of the formation of the bold outlines of
simrock assured him he would be able
to return to his retreat, even in the

= dark.

Bunches of scattered -sage covered the
center of the canyon, and among these
Venters threaded his way with the step
of an Indisn. At intervals he put his
hand on the dog and stopped to listen.

. There was & drowsy hum of insects, but

no other sound disturbed the warm mid
day stillness. Venters saw ahead a turn,
more abrupt than any yet. Warily he
rounded thig corner, once again to halt
bewildered.

The canyon opened fan-shaped into a

eat oval of green and gray growths. |

t was the hub of an oblong wheel and
from it, at regular distances, like spokes,
van the outgoing -canyons. Here a dull
red color predominated over the fading
yellow. The corners of wall bluntly rose,
scarred and serawled, to taper into towers
and serrated peaks and wonderfully
pinnacled . domes.

Venters pushed -on more heedfully than
ever, Toward the center of this cirele
the sage-brush grew smaller and farther
apart. He was about to sheer off to
the right, where thickets and jumbles of
£allen Tock would afford him, cover, when
he ran Tight upon a broad cattle trail.
Tike/a road it was, more than a trail;
and the cattle tracks were fresh. ‘What
surprised him more, they wero wet! He
pondered over this feature. It had not
vained. The only solution to this puzzle
was that the cattle had been driven
through water, and water deep enough
to wet their legs. ;

Suddenly Ring growled low. Venters
roge cautiously and looked over the sage.
A band of straggling horse-men: were rid-
ing across the oval. He sank down
startled and trembling. “Rustlers!” he
muttered. Hurriedly he glanced about
for a place to hide. Near at hand there
was nothing but sage-brush. He dared
not risk crossing the open patches to
reach the rocks. Again he peeped over
the sage. The rustlers—four—five—
seven—eight in all, were approaching,
but not directly in line with him. He

|

crouched down with bated breath and
held the bristling dog.

He heard the click of iron-shod hoofs
on stone, the coarse laughter of men,
and then voices gradually dying away.
Long moments passed. - Then he rose.
The rustlers were riding into a canyon.
Their horses were tired, and they had
several pack animals; evidently they had
traveled far. Venters doubted that they
were the rustlers who had driven the
red herd. Oldring’s band had split.
Venters watched these horsemen disap-
pear under a bold canyon wall.

The rustlers had come from the north-
west side of the oval. Venters kept a
steady gaze in that- direction, hoping,
if there were more, to see from what
canyon they rode. A quarter of an hour
went by. Reward for his vigilance
came when he ' deseried three more
mounted men, far over to the north, But
out of what camon they had ridden it
was too late to tell. He watched the
three ride across the oval and round
the jutting red cormer where the others
had gone.

“Up that canyon!” exclaimed Venters.
“Oldring’s den! T've found i

A knotty point, for Venters was the
fact that the catfle tracks all: pointed
west, The broad trail came from the
direction of the canyon into which  the
rustlers had ridden, and undoubtedly the
cattle had been driven out of it across
the oval. There were no tracks pointing
the other way. It had been in his- mind
that Oldring had driven the red herd
toward the rendezvous, and mnot from it
Where did that broad trail come down
into the pass, and where did it lead?

‘ATl at once the dog put an eund to
Venter’s pondering. Ring sniffed the
air, turned slowly in his tracks with a
whine, and then growled. = Venters
wheeled. = Two horsemen were within 2
hundred yards, coming straight at him.
One, lagging behind the other, was 0ld-
ring’s Masked Rider.

Venters cunningly sank, slowly trying
to merge into sage-brush. But, guarded
as his action was, the first horse de-
tected it. He stopped short, snorted, and
shot up his ears. The rustler bent for-
ward, as if keenly peering ahead. Then,
with a swift sweep, he jerked a gu

from its sheath, and fired. :

The bullet zipped through the sage-
brush, Flying bits of wood struck Ven-
ters, and the hot, stinging pain seemed
to lift him in one leap. Like 4 flash
the blue barrel of his rifle gleamed level
and he shot once—twice.

The foremost rustler dropped his
weapon, and toppled from his saddle,
to fall with his foot ecatehing in a stir-
rup. The horse snorted wildly and
plunged away, dragging the v rustler
through the sage. ]

The Masked Rider huddled over his
pommel, slowly swaying to one side, and
then, with a faint, strange cry, slipped
out of the saddle.

CHAPTER V.

THE MASKED RIDER

" ENTERS looked quickly from
| the fallen rustlers to the canyon
where the others had disap-
N peared. He calculated on the

Zr==)l time needed for running horses
to return to the open, if their riders
heard shots. He waited breathlessly.
But the estimated time dragged by and
no riders appeared. Venters began pres-

ently to believe that the rifle reports
had not penetrated into the recesses of
the canyon, and felt safe for the imme-
diate present. f

Te hurried to the spot’ where the first
rustler had been dragged by his horse.
The man lay in deep grass, dead, jaw
fallen, eyes protruding—=a sight that

sickened Venters. The first man at whom *

he had ever aimed a weapon he had
shot through the heart. With the clammy
sweat oozing from every pore Venters
dragged the rustler in among the boul-
ders and eovered him with slabs of rock.
Then he smoothed out the crushed trail
in grass and sage. The rustler’s horse
had stopped a quarter of a mile off and
was grazing. :

When Venters rapidly strode toward
the Masked Rider mnot even the cold
nausea that gripped him could wholly
banish curiosity. For he had shot 0Old-
ring’s infamous lieutenant, whose face
had mnever been seen. Venters experi-
enced a grim pride in the feat. ‘What
would Tull say to this achievement of
the outecast who rode too often to De-
ception Pass? .

Venters’ curious eagerness and expec-
tation had mnot prepared him for the
shock he . received when he stood over &
slight, dark figure. The rustler wore
the black mask that had given him his
name, but he had no weapons.
glanced at the drooping - horse; there
were no gun-sheaths on the saddle,

«A rustler who didn’t pack. guns!”
muttered Venters, ‘He wears no belt.
He couldn’t pack guns in that Tig, . e @
Strange!”

A low, gasping intake of breath and
2 sudden twitching of body told Ven-
ters the rider still lived.

«“He's alive! . . . L've got to stand
here snd watch him die. And T shot an
unarmed man.”

Shrinkingly  Venters removed  the
rider’s wide sombrero and the black cloth
mask, 'This action disclosed bright chest-
nut hair, inclined to curl, and a white,
youthful face. Along the lower line of
cheek and jaw was a clear demareation,
where the brown of tanned skin met the
white that had been hidden from the
sun.

“Oh, he’s only a boy! . - What! Can
he be Oldring’s, Masked Rider?”

The boy showed signg of returning
consciousness. He  stirred; his lips

moved; a small brown hand clenched in
his blouse.

Venters knelt with a
of his deed. His bullet had entered the
rider’s right breast, high up to the shoul-
der. With hands that shook Venters un-
tied a black scarf and ripped open the
blood-wet blouse.

Tirst he saw a gaping hole,
against a whiteness of skin, from which
welled a slender ved stream, Then, the
graceful, beautiful swell of a woman’s
breast!

%A woman!” he cried. R Tl
T've killed a girl!”

She suddenly opened eyes that trans-
fixed Venters. They were fathomless
blue.  Consciousness of death was there,
a blended terror and pain, but no con-
sciousness of sight. She did not see
Venters. She stared into the unknown.

Then came a spasm of vitality. She
writhed in a torture of reviving strength,
and in her convulsions she almost tore
from Venters’ grasp. Slowly she relaxed
and sank partly back. The ungloved

—

Venters .

gatherinig horror

dark red
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hand sought the wound, and pressed £0
hard that her wrist half buried itself in
her bosom. Blood trickled between her
spread fingers. And she looked at Ven-
ters with-eyes that saw him.

He cursed himself and the unerring
aim of which he had been so proud. He
had seen that look in the eyes of a
crippled antelope which he was about to

-finish " with his knife. - But in her it had

infinitely more—a revelation of: mortal
spirit. The instinctive clinging to life
was there, and the divining helplessness
and the terrible accusations ~of the
stricken. :

“Torgive me!
out Venters.

“You shot me—you've killed me!” she

whispered, in panting gasps. Upon her
lips appeared a fluttering, bloody froth.
By that Venters knew the air in « her
lungs was mixing with blood. “Oh, I
knew—it would—ecome—some day! . . .
Oh, the burn! . . . Hold me—I'm sink-
ing—it’s all dark. . . . Ah, God! ..
Mercy—"
* Her rigidity loosened  in one
long quiver and she lay back
limp, still, white as snow, with
closed eyes.

Venters: thought then that she
died. But the faint pulsation of
her breast assured him that life
yet lingered. Death seemed only
3 matter of moments, for/the bul-
let had gome clear through her.
Nevertheless, he tore sage-leaves
from a bush, and, pressing them
tightly over her wounds, he
bound the black scarf round her
shoulder, tying it securely under
her arm. Then he closed the
blouse, hiding from hig sight that
blood-stained, accusing breast.

“What—now$” he questioned,
with flying mind. “T must get
out of here. She’s dying—but
I can’t leave her.”

He rapidly surveyed the sage
to the north and made out no
animate object. -Then he picked
up the girl’s sombrero and - the
magk, This time the mask gave
him as great a shock as when
he first removed it from her face.
For in the woman he had torgot-
ten the rustler, and this black

I didn’t know!”  burst

rest. Whitie sniffed at the pale girl and
yhined and crept to Venters’ feet. Ring
lapped the water in the runway of the
spring. : :
Presently Venters went out to the
opening, caught the horse, and, leading
him through the thicket, unsaddled him
and tied him with a long halter. Wran-
gle left his browsing long emough to
whinny and toss his head. Venters felt
that he could not rest easily till he had
secured the other rustler’s horse; so, tak-
ing-his rifle and calling for Ring, he set
out. Swiftly yet watchfully he made his
way through the canyon to the oval and
out to the cattle trail. What few tracks
might have betrayed him he obliterated,
so only an expert tracker could have
trailed him. Then, with many a wary
backward glance across the sage, he start-
ed to round up the rustler’s horse. This

was unexpectedly easy. He led the horse
to lower ground, out of sight from the
‘opposite side of

the oval, along ‘the

near at hand, one asleep, the other watch-
ful.

Venters dreaded the night’s vigil, At
night his mind was active, and this time
he had to watch and think and feel be-
side a dying girl whom he had all but
murdered. A thousand excuses he invent-
ed for himself, yet mot one made any
difference in his aet or his self-reproach.

It seemed to him that when night fell
black he could see her white face so much
more plainly.

“She’ll go, presently,” he said, “and
be out of agony—thank God!”

Every little while certainty of her
death came to him with a shock: and
then he would bend over and lay his ear
on her breast. Her heart still veat.

The early night blackness cleared to
the cold starlight. The horses were not
moving, and no sound disturbed the
deathly silence of the canyon.

“T’ll bury her here,” thought Venters,
“and let her graye be as much a mystery
- as her life was.”

For the girl’s few words, the
look of her eyes, the prayer, had
strangely touched Venters. .

“She was only a girl,” he
soliloquized, “What wasg she to
Oldring?  Rustlers don’t have
wives nor sisters nor daughters.
She was bad—that’s all. But
somehow . . .-Well, ghe may
not have willingly become the
companion of rustlers. That
prayer of hers to God for mercy!
.« . Life 1s strange and
cruel. T wonder if other mem-
bers of Oldring’s gang are wom-
en? Likely enough. But what
was his game? Oldring’s Masked
Rider! A name to make vil-
lagers hide and lock their doors.
"A name credited with a  dozen
murders, a hundred forays, and
a, thousand stealings of cattle.
‘What part did the girl have in

. this? It may have served Old-

ring to create mystery.” J

 Hours passed. The white stars

moved across the marrow strip of
dark-blue sky above. The silence
awoke to the low hum of insects.

Venters watched the immovable

white face, and as he watched,

hour by hour waiting for death,

trip of felt-cloth established the
identity of Oldring’s Masked
Rider. Venters had wsolved the
mystery. He slipped his rifile under her,
and, lifting her carefully upon it, he be-
gan to retrace his steps. The dog trailed
in his shadow. And the horse, that had
stood drooping' by, followed without a
call. Venters chose the deepest tuftsof
grass and clumps of sage on his return.
Trom time to time he glanced over his
shoulder. He did not rest. His econcern
was to avoid jarring the girl and to hide
his trail. Gaining the narrow canyon, he
turned and held close to the wall till he
reached his hiding-place. 'When he en-
tered the dense thicket of oaks he: was
hard put to it to force a way through.
But he held his burden almost upright,
and by slipping sidewise and bending
the saplings he got in. Through sage
and grass he hurried to the grove of sil-
ver spruces. ;

He laid the girl down, almost fearing
to look at her. Though marble pale and
cold, she was living. : Venters then ap-
preciated the tax that long carry had
been to his strength. He sat down to

“I—1'd Rather Not Say,” Judlins Replied.

shadowy western wall, and so on into his
canyon and secluded camp.

The girl’s eyes were open; a feverish
spot burned in her cheeks; she moaned
something unintelligible to. Venters, but
he took' the movement of her lips to mean
that she wanted water. Lifting her head,
he tipped the canteen to her lips. After
that she again lapsed into unconsciousness
or a weakness which was its counterpart.

flush quickly had faded into the former
pallor.

The sun set: behind the high canyon
rim, and a cool shade darkened the walls.
Venters fed the dogs and put: a halter
on the dead rustler’s horse. He allowed
Wrangle to browse free. This done, he
cut spruce boughs and made a lean-to
for the . girl: Then, gently lifting her
upon a blanket, he folded/the sides over
her. The other blanket he wrapped about
his" shoulders and found a  comfortable
seat against a spruce tree that upheld
the little shack. Ring and Whitie lay

Venters noted, however, that the burning

the infamy of her passed from

his mind, He thought only of the
sadness, the truth of the moment. Who-
ever she was—whatever she had done—
she was young and she was dying.

The after-part of the night wore on
interminably. The starlight failed and
the gloom blackened to the darkest hour.
“She’ll die at the gray of dawn,” mut-
tered Venters, remembering some old
woman’s fancy. The blackness paled to
gray, and the gray lightened and day
peeped over the eastern rim, Venters
Jistened at the breast of the girl. She
still lived. Did he only imagine that
her heart beat stronger, ever so slight-
ly, but stronger? e wpressed his ear
closer to her breast. And he rose with
his own pulse quickening.

“Tf she doesn’t die soon—she’s got a
chance—the barest chance—to live,” he
said.

He wondered if the internal bleeding
had ceased. There was no more film of
blood upon her lips. . But no corpse could
have been whiter. Opening her blouse
he untied the scarf, and carefully picked

(.
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away the sage-leaves from the wound in
her shoulder. It had closed. Lifting her

true of the hole where the bullet had
come out. He reflected on the fact that
clean wounds closed quickly in the heal-
ing upland air. He recalled instances of

. riders who had been cut and shot, appar-
ently to fatal issues; yet the blood had
clotted, the wounds closed, and they had
recovered. He had no way to tell if in-
ternal hemorrhage still went on, but he
believed that it had stooped. Otherwise
she would surely not have lived so long.
He marked the entrance of the bullet,
and concluded that it had just touched
the upper lobe of her lung. Perhaps
the wound in the lung had also closed.
As he began to wash the blood stains
from her breast and carefully rebandage
the wound, he was vaguely conscious of a
strange, grave happiness in the thought
that she might live.

Brodd daylight-and a hint of sunshine
high on the cliff-rim to thy west brought
‘him to consideration of what he had bet-
ter do. And while busy with his few
camp tasks he revolved the thing in his
mind, It would not be wise for him to
remain long in his present hiding-place.
Angd if he intended to follow the cattle
trail and try to find the rustlers he had
better make a move at once. For he
knew that rustlers, being riders, would
not make much of a day’s or night’s ab-
sence from camp for one or two of their
number; but when the missing ones
failed to show up in reasonable time
there would be a search, And Venters
was afraid of that.

“A good tracker could trail me,” he
muttered. “And I’d be cornered here.
Let’s see. Rustlers are a lazy set when
they’re not on the ride. I'll risk it. Then
T’ll change my hiding-place.”

He carefully cleaned and reloaded his
guns, When he rose to go he bent a
long glance down upon the unconscious
- girl. . Then, orderi.n% ‘Whitie and Ring
to keep guard, he left the camp.

The safest cover lay under the wall of
the canyon, and here through the dense
thickets Venters made his slow, listening
advance toward the oval. Upon gaining
the wide opening he decided to' cross it
and follow the left wall till he came to
the cattle trail. He scanned the oval as
keenly as if hunting for antelope. Then,
stooping, he stole fromi one cover to an-
other, taking advantage of rocks and
bunches of sage, until he had reached the
thickets under the opposite wall, Once
there, he exercised extreme caution in his
surveys of the ground ahead, but in-
creased his speed when mioving. Dodging
from bush to bush he passed the mouths
of two canyons, and in the entrance of a
third canyon he crossed a wash of swift,
clear water, to come abruptly upor the
cattle trail.

It followed the low bank of the wash,
and, keeping it in sight, Venters hugged
the line of sage and thicket. Like the
curves of a serpent the canyon wound
for a mile or more and then opened into
a valley. Patches of red ‘showed clear
against the purple of sage, and farther
out on the level dotted strings of red
led away to the wall of rock.

“Ha, the Ted herd!” exclaimed Venters.

Then dots of white and black told him
there were cattle of other colors in this
inclosed valley. Oldring, the rustler, was
also a rancher. Venters’ caleulating eye

e

lightly; he ascertained that the same was |’

took count of stock that outnumbered' the
red herd.
“What a range!” went on Venters,
“Water and grass enough for fifty thou-
sand head, and no riders needed!™
After his first burst of surprise and
rapid ealculation Venters lost mo time
there, but slunk again into the sage on
his back trail. With the discovery of
Oldring’s hidden cattle-range had come
enlightenment on. several problems. Here
the rustler kept his stock; here was Jane
Withersteen’s ved herd; here were the
few cattle that had disappeared from the
Cottonwoods slopes during the last two
years. Until.Oldring e
had driven the red
herd his thefts of
cattle for that time
had not been more | &
than enough to sup- | ¢
ply meat for his
men. Of late mno
drives had been re-
ported from Sterl- i, ~

ing or the villages north. And Venters
knew that the riders had wondered at
Oldring’s inactivity in that particular
field. He and his -band had been active
enough in their visits to Glaze and Cot-
tonwoods; they always had gold; but of
late the amount gambled away and drunk
and thrown away in the villages had giv-
en rise to much conjecture, Oldring’s
more frequent visits had resulted in new
saloons, and ‘where there had formerly
been one raid or shooting fray in the lit-
tle hamlets there were now many. Perhaps
Oldring had another range farther on up
the pass, and from there drove the cat-
tle to distant Utah towns where he was
little known, But Venters came finally to
doubt this. And, from what he had
learned in the last few days, a belief be:
gan to fort in Venters’ mind that Old-
Ting’s intikidations of the villages and
the mystery of the Masked Rider, with
his alleged evil deeds, and the fierce re-
sistance offered amy trailing riders, and
the rustling of, cattle—these things were
only the' eraft of the rustler-chief to con-
ceal his real life and purpose and work
in Deception Pass.

And like a scouting Indian Venters
crawled through the sage of the oval val-
ley, crossed trail after trail on the north
side, and at last entered the canyon out
of which headed the cattle trail, and in-
to which he had watched the rustlers dis-
appear.

£ he had used caution before, mow
he strained every nerve to force himself
to creeping stealth and to sensitiveness
of ear. He crawled along so hidden that
he could not use his eyes except to aid
himself in the toilsome progress through
the brakes and ruins of cliff-wall. Yet
from time to time, as he rested, he saw
the massive red walls growing higher
and wilder, more looming and broken.
He made note of the fact that he was
turning and climbing. The sage and
thickets of oak and brakes of alder

| gave place to pinon pine growing out of

rocky soil. Suddenly a low, dull mur-
mur assailed his ears. At first he
thought it was thunder, then the. slip-
ping of a weathered slope of rock. But
it was incessant, and as he ‘progressed
it filled out deeper and from a murmur
changed into & soff roar,

“Falling water,” he said. “There’s
volume to that. I wonder if it’s the .
stream I lost.”

The roar bothered him,'for he could
hear nothing else. Likewise, however,
no rustlers could hear him. Emboldened
by this, dnd sure that nothing but a
bird could see him, he arose from his
hands and knees to hurry on. An open-
ing in the pinons warned him that he
was nearing the height of slope.

He gained it, and dropped low with a
burst of astonishment. Before him
stretched a short canyon with rounded
stone floor bare of grass or sage or tree,
and with curved, shelving walls, A
broad rippling stream flowed toward
him, and at the back of the canon a wa-
terfall burst from a wide rent in the
cliff, and, bounding down in two green
steps, spread into a long white sheet.

If Venters had mnot been indubitably
certain that he had entered the right
canon his astonishment would not have
been so great. There had been no
bresks in the walls, no side canyons en-
tering this one where the rustlers’ tracks’
and the cattle trail had guided him, and,
therefore, he could not be wrong. But
here the canyon ended, and presumably
the trails also.

“That cattle trail headed out of here,”
Venters kept saying to himself, “It.
headed out. Now what I want to know
ig how on earth did cattle ever get in
here?%”’

If he could be sure of anything it was
of the careful scrutiny he had given that
cattle track, every hoof-mark of which
headed straight west. He was now look-
ing east at an immense round boxed cor-
ner of canon down which tumbled a thin,
white veil of water, scarcely twenty
yards wide. Somehow, somewhere, his
calculations had gome wrong. Tor the
first time in years he found himself
doubting the rider’s skill in finding
tracks, and his memory of what he had
actually seen. In his anxiety to keep
under cover he must have lost himself in
this offshoot of Deception Pass, and
thereby, in some unaccountable manner,
missed the canon with the trails. There
was nothing else for him fo think., Rus-
tlers could not fly, mor cattle jump
down thousand-foot precipices.
only proving what the sage-riders had
long said of this labyrinthine system of
deceitful canons and wvalleys—trails led
down into Deception Pass, but no rider
had ever followed them.

On a sudden he heard above the soft
roar of the waterfall an unusual sound
that he could not define. He dropped
flat behind a stone and listened. Xrom
the direction he had come swelled some-
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RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE

CONTINUED ¥ROM PAGE 8.

thing that resembled a strange muffled
pounding and splashing and ringing. De-
spite his merve the chill sweat began to
dampen his forehead. What might not
be possible in this stone-walled maze of
mystery§ The unnatural sound passed
beyond him as he lay gripping his rifle
and fighting for coolness. Then from
the open came the sound, now distinet
and different. Venters recognized a hob-
ble-bell of a horse, and the cracking of
jron on submerged stones, and the hol-
low splash of hoofs in water.

Relief surged over him. His mind
caught again at realities, and curiosity
prompted him to peep from behind the
rock. !

In the middle of the stream waded a
long string of packed burros driven by
three superbly mounted men. Had Ven-
ters met these dark-clothed, dark-visaged,
heavily armed men anywhere in Utah, let
alone in this robbers’ retreat, he would
have recognized them as rustlers. The
discerning eye of a rider saw the signs
of a long, arduous trip. These men
were packing in supplies from one of
the morthern villages. They were tired,
and their horses were almost played out,
and the burros plodded on, after the
manner of their kind when exhausted,
faithful and patient, but as if every
weary, splashing, slipping step would
be their last.

All this Venters noted in one glance.
After that he watched with a thrilling
eagerncss. Straight at the waterfall the
rustlers drove the burros, and straight
through the middle, where the
gpread into a fleecy, thin film like dis-
solving smoke. Following closely, the
rustlers rode into this white mist, show-

|ing in bold black relief for an instant,

and then they vanished.

Venters drew a full breath that
rushed .out in brief and sudden utter-
ance.

“Gtood heaven! Of all the holes for a
rustler! . . . There’s a cavern under that
waterfall, and a vassageway leading out
to a canyon beyond. Oldring hides in
there. He needs only to guard a trail
leading down from the safe-flat above.
Little danger of this outlet to the pass
being  discovered. I stumbled on it by
luck, after I had given up. - And now
T know the truth of what puzzled me
most—why that cattle trail was wet!”

He wheeled and ran down the slope,
and out to the level of the sage-brush.
Returning he had no time to spare, only
now and then, between dashes, a moment
when he stopped to cast sharp eyes
ahead. The abundant grass left no trace
of his trail. Short work he made of the
distance to the circle of canyons. He
doubted that he would ever see it again;
he knew he never wanted to; yet he
looked at the red corners and towers
with the eyes of a rider picturing land-
marks never tp be forgotten.

Here he spent a panting moment in
o slow-circling gaze of the sage-oval and
the gaps between the. bluffs. Nothing
stirred except the gentle wave of the
tips of the brush. Then he. pressed on
past the mouths of several canyons and
over ground new to him, now close under
the eastern wall, This latter part proved
to be easy traveling, well screened from
possible observation from the north and

water

west, and he soon covered it and felt
safer in the deepening shade of hig own
canyon. Then the huge, notched bulge of
red rim loomed over him, a mark by
which he knew again the deep cove
where his ¢camp lay hidden. As he pene-
trated the thicket, safe again for the
present, his thoughts reverted to the girl
he had-left there. The afternoon had
far advanced. How would he find her?
He ran into camp, frightening the dogs.

The girl lay with wide open, dark
eyes, and they dilated when he knelt be-
side her. The flush of fever shone in
her cheeks, He lifted her and held wa-
ter to her dry lips, and felt an inex-
plicable sen8e of lightness as he saw her
swallow in @ slow, choking gulp. Gent-
ly he laid her baek.

“Who—are—you #”’
haltingly.,

“T’m the man who shot you,” he re-
plied.

“You’ll—not—kill me—now?”

* o, mo.”

“What—will—you—do—with me?”

“When you get better—strong enough
—T’I1 take you back to the canyon where
the rustlers ride through the waterfall.”

As with a faint shadow from a flitting
wing overhead, the marble whiteness of
her face seemed to change.

“Don’t—take—me—back—there!”

- she  whispered,

CHAPTER V1.

THE MILL-WHEEL OF STEERS

mnANTIME, at the ranch, when
Judking’ news had sent Venters
i on the trail of the rustlers,
I Jane Withersteen led the!:in-
jured man fo her house and
with skilled fingers dressed the gumshot
wound in his arm.

“Judkins, what do you think happened
to my riders?”

“T__1'd rather not say,” he replied.

“mell me. Whatever you'll tell me I’ll
keep to myself. I'm beginning to worry
about more than the less of a herd of
cattle. Venters hinted of—but tell me,
Judkins.”

“Well, Miss Withersteen, T think as
Venters thinks—your riders have been
called in.” ]

“Judkins! . . . By whom%”

“You know who handles the reins of
your Mormon riders.”

“Do you dare insinuate that my
churchmen have.ordered in my riders?”

“T ain’t insinuatm’ nothin’, Miss With-
ersteen,” answered Judkins, with spirit.
“T know what I'm talking about. I
didn’t want te tell you.”

“Oh, I can’t believe that! T'll not
believe it! Would Tull leave my herds
at the merey of rustlers and wolves
just becanse—because? No,no! It's un-
believable.”

“Yes, thet particular thing’s onheard
of around Cottonwoods. But, beggin’
pardon, Miss Withersteen, there never
was any other rich Mormon woman here
on the border, let alone one thet’s taken
the bit between her teeth.”

That was a bold thing for the reserved
Judkins to say, but it did not anger her.
This rider’s crude hint of her spirit
gave her a glimpse of what others might
think. Humility and obedience had
been hers always. But had she taken
the bit between her teeth? Still she




wavered. And then, with a quick spurt
of warm blood along her veins, she
thought of Black Star when he got the
bit fast between his iron jaws and ran
wild in the sage. If she ever started to
run! Jane smothered the glow and burn
within her, ashamed of a passion for
freedom that opposed her duty.

“Judkins, go to the village,” she said,
“and when you have learned anyth'mg
definite about my riders please come to
me at once.”

‘When he had gone Jane resolutely ap-
plied her mind to a number of tasks that
of late had been neglected. Her father
had trained her in the management of
a hundred employes and the working of
gardens and fields; and to keep record
of the movements of cattle and riders.
And beside the many duties she had
added to this work was one of extreme
delicacy, such as required all her tact
and ingenuity. It was an unobtrusive,
almost secret aid which she rendered to
the Gentile families of the village.
Though Jane Withersteen never admit-
ted so to herself, it amounted to no less
than a system of charityy But for her
invention of numberless kinds of em-
ployment, for which there was no actual
need, these families of Gentiles, who had
failed in a Mormon community, would
have starved.

In aiding these poor people Jane
thought she deceived her keen church-
men, but it was a kind of deceit for
which she did not pray to be forgiven.
Equally as difficult was the task of de-
ceiving the Gentiles, for they were as
proud as they were poor. It had been
a great grief to her to discover how these
people hated her people; and it had been
a source of great joy that through her
they had come to soften in hatred. At

‘any time this work called for a clearness

of mind that precluded anxiety and
worry; but under the present ecircum-
stances it required all her vigor and
obstinate tenacity to pin her attention
upon her task,

Sunset came, bringing with the end of
her labor a patient calmness and power
to wait that had mot been hers earlier
in the day. She expected Judkins, but
he did not appear. Her house was always
quiet; to-night, however, it seemed un-

‘nsually-so. At supper her women served

her with a silent assiduity; it spoke what
their sealed lips could mnot utter—the

‘gympathy of Mormon women. Jerd came

to her with the key of the great door
of the stone stable, and to make his daily
report about the horses. "One of his daily
duties was to give Black Star and Night
and the other racers a ten-mile run, This
day it had been omitted, and the hoy
grew confused in explanatlons that she
had not asked for, She did inquire if
he would return on the morrow, and
Jerd, in mingled surprise and relief, as-
sured her he would always work for her.
Jane migsed the rattle and trot, canter
and gallop of the mcommg riders on the
hard trails, Dusk ghaded the grove where
ghe walked; the birds ceased singing;
the wind sighed through the leaves of
the cottonwoods, and the running water
murmured down its stone-pedded chan-
ngl, The glimmering of the first star
wag like the peace and beaut{ of the
night, Her faith welled up in her heart
and sald that all would soon be right
in her little world, Bhe pletured Venters
about his lonely camp-fire sitting between
his faithful dogs. She prayed for his

R

safety, for ‘the 'success of his undertak-

ng.

Early the next morning one of Jane’s
women brought in word that Judking
wished to speak to her. She hurried out,
and in her surprise to see him armed
with rifle and revolver, she forgot her
intention to inquire about: his wound.

“Judkins! Tho,se guns? You never
carried guns,”

“It’s high: time, Miss Withersteen,” he
replied. “Will you come into the grove?
It ain’t Jest exactly safe for me to be
seen here.”

She walked with him into the shade
of the cottonwoods.

“What do you mean{”

“Miss Withersteen, T went to my moth-
er’s house last night. While there, some
one knocked, an’ a man asked for me, I
went to the door. He wore a mask, He
said I’d better not ride any more for
Jane Withersteen. His voice was hoarse
an’ strange, disguised I reckon, like his

i face. He said no more, an’ ran off in

the dark.”

“Did you know who he was?’ atked
Jane, in a low vome

‘(Yes »

Jane did not ask to know, she did not
want to know; she feared to kmow. All

her calmness fled at a single thought.

“Thet’s why I’'m
on Judking,
for you, Miss Withersteen, till you let
me go.”

“Judking, do you want to leave me$”

“Do I look thet way”l Give me a hoss
—a fast hoss, an’ send me out on the
sage.”

“Oh, thank you, Judkins! You’re more
faithful than my own people. I ought
not accept your loyalty—you might suf-
fer more through it. But what in the
world can I do? My head whirls. The
wrong to Venters—the stolen herd—these
masks, threats, this coil in the dark! I
can’t understand! But I feel somethmg
dark and terrible closing in around me.”

“Miss With%rsteen, it’s all simple
enough,” said Judkins, earnestly. “Now,
please listen—an’ beggm your pardon—
Jest turn thet’ deaf Mormon ear aside,
an’ let me talk clear an’ plain in the
other. I went around to the saloons an’
the stores an’ the loafin’ places yester-
day. All your riders are in, There’s
talk of a vigilance band organized to hunt
down rustlers. They call themselves “The
Riders.” Thet’s the report——-thet’s the
reason given for your riders leavin’ you.
Strange thet only a few riders of other
ranchers joined the band!
man, Ji erry Card—he’s the leader. I seen
him an’ his hoss. He ain’t been to Glaze.
I'm not easy to fool on the leoks of a
hoss thet’s traveled the sage. -Tull an’
Jerry didn’t ride to Glaze! . . . Well,
I met Blake an’ Dorn, both good friends
of mine, usually, as ‘far as their Mor-
mon lights will let ‘em go. But these fel-
lers couldn’t fool me, an’ they didn’t try
very hard. I asked them, straight out
like a man, why they left you like thet.
I didn’t forget to mention how you nursed
Blake’s poor old mother when she was
gick, an’ how good you was to Dorn’s
kids, They looked ashamed, Miss Wither-
steen, An’ they jest froze up—thet dark
get. look thet makes them strange an’
different to me, But I could tell the dif-
ference between thet first natural twinge
of conscience, an’ the later look of some
seeret thing, An’ the difference I caught
was thet they couldn’t help themselves.

packin’ guns,” went

“For I’Il never quit ridin’.

An’ Tull’s|
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They hadn’t no say in the matter. They
looked as if their bein’ unfaithful to you
was bein’ faithful to a higher duty. An’
there’s the secret.- Why, it’s as plain as
—as sight of my gun here.”” = .

“Plain!" .. ¢. ‘My herds ‘to: wan-
der in the sage—to be stolen! Jane
Withersteen &' poor: woman! Her head
to be brought low and her spirit brok-
en! . . . Aye, Judkins, it’s plain
enough.”

“Miss Withersteen, let me get what
boys I can gather, an’ hold the white
herd. It’s on the slope now, not ten miles
out—three thousand head, an’ all steers.

They’re wild, an’ likely to stampede at)

the pop of a jack-rabbit’s ears. We’ll
camp right with them, an’ try to hold
them.” .

“Judkins, I’ll reward you some day for
your'service, unless all is taken from me.

jGet the boys and tell Jerd to give you

pick of my horses, except Black Star and
Night. - But—do not shed blood for my
cattle nor heedlessly risk ‘your, lives.”

. Jane ‘Withersteen rushed to the silence

,and scelusion of her room, and there could

not longer Tiold back the bursting of her
wrath. She went stone-blind in the fury
of a passion that had never before showed
its power. Lying upon her bed, sightless,
voiceless, she was a writhing, living
flame, 'And she tossed there while her

'fury burned and burned, and finally
burned ‘itself ‘out.

Then, weak, and spent, she lay think-

|ing, not of the oppression that would
break her, but of this new revelation of

self, = Until the last few days there had
been little in her life to. rouse passions.

\Her forefathers had been ' Vikings, sav-|
‘age chieftains who bore no cross and

brooked no hindrance to their will. Her
father had inherited that temper; and at
times, like antelope fleeing before fire on
the slope, his people fled from his red
rages.  Jane Withersteen realized that
the spirit of wrath and war had lain dor-
mant in her. She shrank from black
depths hitherto unsuspected.  The one
thing in man or woman.that she scorned
above all scorn, and which she could not
forgive, was hate. Hate headed a flam-
ing pathway straight to hell. All in a
flash, beyond her control there had been
in her a. birth of fiery hate. And the
man who had dragged her peaceful and

|loving " spirit to this degradation was a

minister of God’s word, an Elder of her
church, the counselor of her beloved
Bishop. .

The loss of herds and ranges, even of
Amber Spring and the Old Stone House,
no longer concerned Jane Withersteen;
she faced the foremost thought of her
life, what she now considered the mighti-
est problem—the salvation of her soul.

She knelt by her bedside and prayed;
she prayed as she had mever prayed in
all her life—prayed to be forgiven for
her sin; to be immune from that dark,
hot hate; to love Tull as her minister,
though she could not love him as a man:
to.do her duty by her church and peo-
ple and those dependent unon her bounty;
to hold reverence of God and wémanhood
inyiolate.

When: Jane Withersteen rose from that
storm of wrath and prayer for help she
was serene, calm, sure—a changed wom-
an, She would do her duty as she saw it,
live her life as her own truth guided her.
She might never be able to marry a man
of her choice, but she certainly never

would become the wife of Tull. Her
churchmen might take her cattle and
horses, ranges and fields, her corrals and
stables, the house of Withersteen and the
water that mnourished the village of Cot-
tonwoods; but they could not force her
to marry Tull, they could not change her
decision or break her spirit. Once re-
signed to further loss, and sure of her-

self, Jane Withersteen attained a peace-

of mind that had not been hers for a
year., She forgave Tull, and felt a mel-
ancholy regret over what she knew he
considered duty, irrespective of his per-
sonal feeling for her.

The clank of iron hoofs upon the stone
courtyard drew her hurriedly from her
retirement. There, beside his horse, stood

Lassiter, his dark apparel and the great.

black gun-sheaths contrasting  singularly
with his gentle smile. Jane’s active mind
took up her interest in him and her half-
determined desire to use what charm she
had to feil his evident design in visiting
Cottonwoods, If she could mitigate his

hatred of Mormons, or at least keep him.

from killing more of them, not only would
she be saving her people, but also be
leading back this blood-spiller to some
semblance of the human.

“Mornin’, ma'am,” he said, black som-
brero in hand.

“Lassiter, I'm jiot an old woman, or
even' a madam,” 'she replied, with her
bright smile. “If you can’t say 'Miss
Withersteen—call me-Jane.”

“T reckon Jane would be easier. First
names are always handy for me.”

“Well, use mine, then. Lassiter, I'm
glad to see you. I'm in trouble.”

Then she told him of Judkins’ return,
of the driving of the red herd, of Vent-
ers’ departure on Wrangle, and the call-
ing-in of her riders. £

“’Pears to me you're some smilin® an’
pretty for a woman with so mueh frou-
ble,” he remarked.

“Lassiter! Are you paying me ecom-
pliments? But, seriously, I've made up
my ‘mind not to be miserable. T've lost
nuch, and I’ll loge more. Nevertheless, I
won’t be sour, and I hope T'll mever be
unhappy—again.”

Lassiter twisted his hat round and
round, as was his way, and teok his time
in replying. ,

“Women are strange to me, I got to
back-trailin’ myself from them long ago.
But I’d like a game woman. Might T
ask, seein’ as how you take this trouble,
if you're goin’ to fight?

“Pight! , How?
haven’t a. friend exeept that boy who
doesn’t dare stay in the village.”

“I make bold to say, ma’am—Jane— |

that there’s another, if you want him.”
“Lassiter! Thank you. But

how can I accept you as a friend ¥ Think!

Why, youw'd ride down into the village

with those terrible .guns and kill my |

enemies—who are also my churchmen.”

“I reckon I might be riled up to jest |!

about that,” he replied, dryly.
She held out both hands to him.
“Lassiter! TIl accept your friendship
—be proud of it—return it—if I may

keep you from killing another Mormon.” §

“Pll tell you one thing,” e | said,
bluntly, as the gray lightning formed in
his eyes. . “You're too good a -woman
to be saerificed ‘as you're goin’ to be.
/ No, I reckon you an’ me can’t be
friends on such terms.” ‘

Tn her earnestness she stepped closer ||

Even if T would, I}

I}

)
|
!
{
|
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but it’s straightenin’ out now. An’, Jane - =]
Withersteen, you crossed it long ago to -
ease poor Milly’s agony. That, whether
you want or not, makes Lassiter your
friend. But you cross it mow strangely
to mean somethin’ to me—God knows
what!—unless by -your noble blindness
to incite me to greater hatred of Mor-
mon men.”

The beginnig of Lassiter’s conquest of
Jane, and the introduction of Fay, Milly
Erne’s daughter, make the instalment of
this story to be printed next week, ex-
ceptionally interesting.

AN APPLE OF DISCORD

3 M CONTINUED FROM PAGH 10.

watched the retreating figure. Then he
got off briskly for the factory.

“Mr, Thoburn,” he said to the inven-
tor, “I want you to let me sleep here
until this thing’s dome.”

The man looked at him sharply.

“You've heard something, Jimmie,
boy,” he said. “What is it?”

But not for a moment had the boy
thought of betraying his old acquaint-
ance. That was not in his code of honor.

“T hear many things,” he said. “Let
me stay here. I’ll fix up a bunk some-
how. An’ nobody will know, but just
you and me.” ‘

The inventor frowned., This was a
strange boy, but he trusted him. He|.
looked into the lad’s eyes and nodded.

“All right,” he said. “You'll be tired
of /it the first night.”

But the lad bunked there again the
gecond night and the third. And he
didn't go back to Joe’s for luncheon.
Likewise he kept his own counsel.

But something happened the third
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