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CHAPTER XXXI.
T -
The Red Death.

S0 they wore left, these two—tho
Bast and the Wast—alone upon the
mighty pyre of the jumbled peaks.
Only the forbldding spine of the Hog
Back, running like n great thin blads
high between the red surfl crecping at
its base, carried a passage out of the
roaring death Siletz had planned
that the splendid black should make
it first.

Now she turned back to the two
men ahe loved—tha Preacher, sllent
under the shielding ferns with his
Bible and his flute, Sandry prone upon
the earth, his face in the pine nee
dlen. She paased him and knelt beside
the other, [ler eyes wore dim with
the old look of emotion. She bared
the white face and gazed long upon
ft. The call of blood had ever held
her to this man mystariously, though
both were ignorant of the vital tle
betwean them, the Preacher because
of the dreamy blank in his mind since
the tragedy of that far-off day, Slletz
because Kolawmie, wise beoyond his
genoration, had seen how blood takes
to it» own, even at its cost. He had
loved her mother and had tried to
make hor Indlan, though she was
White, & walf of tha old frontler, and
he had seen her break her heart and
die.

Therefore, aftor sllent hours by the
Groat Waters he hond accepted the
mandate of Destiny and had taken the
babe of the Broken Bign and given
her to tho only white woman he would
trust, Ma Daily, who took her with
fow queations when she saw he would
not tell her history. So now Siletz
looked for the first and last time con-
sclously upon her own, Froesently she
leaned over and kissed him softly, re-
Placed the ferns and rose.

Beslde Sandry she stopped, stood a
moment gazing around st the pine
boles that loomed like fearful ghosts
in the smoke, and sat down beslde
him, tucking her feot with tho age-old
motion of the bianket-wearers beneath
her skirt, so deeply had sho absorbed
the ways of the dusky people whom
sha loved.

Bhe did not speak.

. When at last the man, hia face
drawn out of all wemblance to itself,
raised his eyos to her she was calm
as ths hills before the fire. He looked
at her, rafuing himself on his elbow,
looked long while Knowledge was
born in him,

Bo this was the West, the world he
bhad once thought so unbearable, this
was the wild, the untaught, the crude
~—this slim forest creature who served
him without quostion because he had
bought her with n kiss, who asked
nothing, who stayaed by him to die be-
causp sho loved him! Who still be-
lteved in him despite that other's deo-
laration that she was his promised
wife! And yonder went his world,
_&dl cultured, polished Rast, riding

to life and safoly, her love for-
. in the fuce of danger! Yonder
went what he had thought “the best
Pblood of the land!™
Nay, be had boon wrong! It was
here beside him, its feet tucked under
it in mookness, the savagery hidden in
its dim black eyes! The last barrior
went down in Walter Sandry, the last
strand of prejudice broke with a
He rolled near and caught the
of har ragged akirt,
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have done this thing!"”

| Sbe looked down at him and the
rare smile curled up the corners of the
lips sbove the sign.

| “¥You are my man,” she sald softly,
“the king of the whole world! You
mre the light on the waters, Sandry,
fthe mist in the valleys, the path to
fthe feet of God! Ouly I have lost my
footing thereon.”

| A tender wistfulness rang in her
tvoice. She fell sllent, after hor fash.
fon when great emotions stirred her,

Bandry's ayos smarted under blind-
Hiv chin was quivering
‘'with the mighty emotions that swellod

ing tears.

his heart to bursting and his scorched

and blackenod hands clung, trembling,
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Silets’ skirt,
little one!
‘God above the sea!’
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which all struggle hod been stilled,

“No,” she sald, “I cannot pray for
1 have no soul. I have lost it as the
price of love™
The man could not speak and she
answered the look in his face.

I comeo at last to
Take my
that we may go together, and

the girl ralsed a calm face to L
unspeakable heavens—a face In

AND COMPANY

The dull rumbling agaln broke
through the howling of the storm of
fira that was fost surging its way to
the cup among the peaks.
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Behold the Hog Back running out
from the jumbled peaks, a blado be-
tween the surges far below. Behold a
great black horse, earrying a double
burden, staggering blindly.

See a mammoth mongrel who tugs
at tha rein tled to his collar and
strains to follow the dim trall which
calls only to the heavy muzzle hugging
the earth.

And listem! A woman's golden volce,
shrill with exqulsite agony.

“Help! Help! My God! Oh, my
Ood! I'm choking! T can’t breathe!
Save me! BSave me, Hampden! You
great brute, can’t you do something?”
In her wildness she turned and struck
the man behind her and she never
knew that her henutiful hand was red
with the blood of his wound.

Ar Hampden looked Into her face,
distorted like a manlac's, his hard
ayos poftened. He knew how slim the
odds that they would beat the flamoes
to the foot of the trail. Also he knew
in that momeont that they would never
make It

“Yos," ha sald, swiftly, “thers is
somethin’ T can do.” He slid off the
horge, With heavy hands he selzed
the ekirt of the woman's gown and
ripped It from her, tearing & into
strips which he wound about her and
fastened securely to the saddle horn.
“When you come to th’ Hog Back
shut yer eyes an' don't look down,
He'll take you all right. Now—Good-
bye."

He stepped back, them caught her
arm for one fleeting second.

“Poppy girl,” he sald hoarsely, “kiss
me—Jjust once. I'm done for, but I
love you. My God! How I love you!"
But Poppy Ordway shook his hand
loose and shrieked to the horse, which
started forward with renewed heart
under the lighter load.

Out upon the two-foot blade of the
Hog Back crept Coosnah, his long
body flattened to the rock, his pale
eyea contracted to pin-points.

Black Bolt stopped at the awful
point where the spine left the moun-
tain, trembling in every limb, and
snorted with fear., Far below in the
sea of smoke long red streamers
Hoked up toward them and blazing
torches lighted them like searchlights.
But the dog pulled ahead on the long
reins, as be was biddon to do. He
was going home, falthful, wistful hy-
brid that he was,

And the horse was of that fine
mettle which does its best In the fuce
of danger. Therefore he shook him-
gself slightly, gathered his feet and

A Great Black Horse Carrying a Dou-
ble Burden.

stepped out carefully on the parrow
path. Almost fainting, the woman in
the saddle shut her eyes and clung to
the saddle horn, every nerve in her
body streiched to the utmost and her
breath held hard,

Once sghe swayed, opened hor eyes
uncomsciously, ‘and saw the pine tops
far balow where a cross-gust of wind
blew the smoke aside

CHAPTER XXXII,

The Bleased Raln.

“We will go together. You have had
God. 1 have forsworn mine. We
g0 to hell—it s the right law—
sure sand just wage of gin” she
falling Into the stately Bible lan-
taking on the slmple diguity of
Proacher's way and manner, “but
go together. 1 give my soul
,“-n
Biting his ashen lps Sandry rose on
his ¥hoe and gathered her into his
arma. Heo hold her to him with all the
of his breaking heart and
his feoe io her throat
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At eamp at the upper rollway John

Duily was searching wildly in the
crowds of sllent, exhausted men for
trace of Saudry, of Siletz and of Miss

Ordway.

His face was ghastly, for love tore

st his heart with double force.

Ma Daily bad not seen him for two
days and when she met him she sald

stralghtly:
Bandry, That was hours ago. An
th' Jezebsl woman went, too."

taking it standing.

sky.

“S'lets went into th' fire, son, after

That was the hardest knock of the
blg man's life and he came near not
He staggered as
from a blow and looked away to the
inferno they had left at the north—
the great dun canopy that covered the

Then he started on & wavering run

ahrieking honrsely that two women
were Jogt up thera and that he wnrs go
Ing after them. As bhe ranm, looking
up, something fell from the bidden
heavens and splashed upon his face,
It stopped him in his tracks. Then

another fell and another, blg, plash-
Ing drops that struck him like stones
in their portent. They thickened

awiftly, beating up the light ashes In
tiny puffs, and from the gathered muen,
busy with roll-eall and accounting,
there eame first astounded exclama-
tions and then, as the drops gathered
heandway, a mighty cheer that rent the
covered skios, even as a heavy clap of
thunder ghook the hills,

“The raina!” they cried, “the rains!
The first raing!"

And It was even so, Nature took
# hand and sent Destiny skulking
from the havoe of her carnival. The
plushings turned to a downpour.
Among the mountains the effect wns
indescribable. The thing that took place
was too big for man to grasp. It was
gronter than the fires had been alone,
Long sheets of water foll athwart
the world, slanting from gome tlited
acn of the infinite. They dashed In
gmong thoe canyons, played along the
ridges, Inshod slopa and ledge and val
ley. The smoke was beaten to the
carth in a blanket that spread over a
hundred miles and more, It writhed
and twisted and was lost In the clouds
of steam that fled, hisalng, high above
the hille. The gods played with the
Conast country. Dally turned his face
away from any man and the general
went to the little south room in the
cook-shack for unaccustomed prayer.
The world turned blue with rain as
it had been white with smoke.

And the pygmies, men, who had
fought so long and falled, tossed thelr
blackened handa in triumph and shout-
ed with the last of thelr volces,

For an hour, two, it rained, until
the Meck spikes on the devasted
slopes were blotted out,

“It's mighty onusual, a rain’s hard’s

this—sgpecially the first rains,” sald a
man from Toledo, earnestly. “Don’t
aver remember one's hard. D'you,

BilI?" And Bill didn't.

Presently, in the second hour of the
downpour, a strange procession loomed
out of the gray-blue sheets, startling
the men who were out In it, too glad
to shirk Its worst, standing llke ducks
in the ashmud.

It was the long, shining body of a
glant dog, still tugging at the reins
tled to his collar, a dripping black
horse, tired to the point of falling, and
a woman who sat fastened to the can-
tle with strips of broadcloath, and
whose face was not good to look upon:
It bore upon {ts features the brand of
too much horror.

They flocked around her with chears
and eager hands, and questions that
tumbled over each other, But John
Dally thrust them all eside to selze
her wrist and demand word of Sandry
and Siletz,

“They're—up behind —the Hog
Back,” she shuddered ns she spoke
that name, “We found Hampden—set-
ting the—fires—wIith candles.”

Here there were awed mutterings.
“Ho--shot that<Freacher, He sald
—the East Bolt deed—was recorded
all right—but that—hbe owned—the
recorder,”

She seemed dully bent on straight-
ening out some tangle. "Sandry ls—a
man—despite all. Get Hampden—if
—he's alive. No, I don't mean—that.
Ile—sent ma down. The horse was—
near done” As she slid down into
Dally's arms ghe sald with her last
ounce of stréength but with auch com-
manding apirit that he knew she was
in deadly earnest, “Get me—a convey-
ance—at once, I want to be in Toledo
—for the—night train—out.”
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Thus it came, that, as night closed
down blue with rain over the tortured
country, two things of import to the
fortunes of the Dillingworth and ita
owner were taking place. Poppy Ord-
way stood on the platform of the
dreary station at the lost little town
on the backwater, bound for the out-
glde world and the far eities,

At the same moment yet one more
procession was coming slowly down
from among the peaks, a line of men—
a long line, for weary as they were
dozens had followed the foreman into
the wrocked, muddeep forest—who
bore tenderly among them twe slings.
It was a significant foct that seat-
tered nlong that scarecrow line was
avery man of Bandry's old crews who
had gone over to Hampden,

In ong sling there swung gently the
still figure of the Preacher, its Book
upon its breaast, its martinl flute beside
it, Its glimmeringa of the Past for-
gotten, Its wistful searchings ended.

In the other lay Sandry, his right
hand clasping two small dark ones
whose owner trudged faithfully beside
him refusing all offers of assistance,

A holy yoy was in his heart, his lips
moved nolseloasly in the rolling Latin
of a “Te Deum,” This was the hour
for which he had carelessly learned It
at college,

Unashamed he acknowledged the ex-
istence of that Power which he bad
once denled to Silets.

And the little mald who had lost
har soul for love lifted wondering eves
toward the west ridge, hidden In the
dim distance, where her sanctuary,
the seven-foot fir stump, walted In
vain for her rites of worship.

There was a wistful pathos in bher
calm acceptance of the mighty price
which had been asked of her, and yet
ghe was contont. Bhe had offered both
her soul and body, exalted, glorified,
in that she might serve this man.

Where her soul had been there was
a sweeping, burning, glorfous passfon
which tightened her clasp on Sandry's
hand, Neither she nor the young own-
er reallzed that they had exchauged
places on the path of life,

The procession, bheadad by John

aling and was filled with & generous
joy In that bhe had found these two
allve, wound slowly down from the
cup behind the Hog Nack, penetrating
that fringe of pines at fta foot which
had tormed the trap, They were now
but hideous blackensd shapes, mon-
sters that towered frightfully Into the
raln, their bases smoking hers and
there where a bowlder shielded stub-
born fires.

Close along the face of the glant
oliff they pressed, taking the shortest
WAY,

Suddenly, without warning, theoy
camo full upon a huddled heap that
lay at its base. It was pitifully flat

and broken, as If it had fallen from
-
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A Muddled Heap Lay at Its Base.

n great helght, and {t bore upon a
shoulder a dreary crimson stain,
washed and widened by the rain.
Daily balted and sent a cry along
the line.

They touched the thing with awed
amaze, turning up in the blue dusk

the heavy face of the Yollow Pines
owner.

Hampden, with tha ald of the tow.
ering splne and the sheer depths, had
made good his words. They would
naver send him to the chajr,

And with the passing of the won
drous face under the dishoveled gold
halr had gone his last desire,

They hastlly constructed annothor
sling and added one more burden to
the processlon,

Slo at last and forever Walter San-
dry came unto his own. There was
yet timbor In the Coast country. The
East Belt was all but free of the
shadow, Those old hidden records
should be unearthed through Hamp-
den's boast, or he would file on It
logitimately himself, for that confes-
slon of Frasr's recorded deed would
invalidate the O'Connel fillog.

His enemy was gone—in shamae and
wrath and dishonor. He had won his
fight,

That old erime, done In poetie jus-
tice under the Right Law of primal
man, troubled him' not at all, for he
saw the glory of his father's face,
heard his “1 am at peace.”

Beside him walked that love of
which he had dreamed, the pearl of
price which Le had so nearl; lost In
his blindness. Refore him went his
tried friend, big John Dally, whose
heart had shut on its own paln and
opened to him the more.

At the camp walted the white-haired
general who was a mother to him.

Hore 'was hiz llfe from this time
forth, nmid the stark forces of a vir-
gin country. The cities were far : way,
remote.

He had heard the Winds of God
upon the Sounding Poard of the Hills
and they had shown lim Deity. He
was no longer a questioner, an AgNos-
tie. He had come too close to the
bare heavens,

Thus he was borne down the drip-
ping valley, filled with a vast peace,
content—a Westerner at last.
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“Sandy,” whispered Slletz, as the
procession wound up the slope to the
cook-shack, lifting troubled, adoring
dark eyes to his, "will it make any
difference to you that I have no soul?
Will my heart do?”

And Sandy could only ho!1l more
tightly the two small brown bhands,

THE END.

WOULD TAKE BIBLE TO RICH

They Do Not Take Time for God's

Word, Is Assertion by New

York Pastor.

“Pity the poor rich, for they are the
poorest of all. They are barricaded
against the Bible, If the Master him-
galf were to undertake to carry his
message personally to the hotels and
apartment houses of New York he
would be turned eside by the door-
man with the information that ‘No
peddlers are allowed.'"™

So Rev. Joseph W. Kemp, pastor of
Calvary Baptist church, explained to
me the Sunday sermon in which he
gsaid that “the crying need of religion
in this city is to put Bibles in the
homes of the wealthy."
“How hardly shall they who have
riches enter into the kingdom of
henven,” the divine earnestly quoted.
“It 1s not that the possession of riches
{s inconsistent with Christianity, but
that the rich grow to worship the
creature of thelr own brains—money,
They belleve that riches may be count-
ed In the palm. This I8 aot so.
True riches are within. There are
millionaires of the mind, Rockefellers
of the soul, and they are found often.
gr than not among the poor—the rich
poor whose doors and whose Intel
lects are open to the Gospel of
Christ,”

“To what do you attribute the re
ligious apathy of the rich?" 1 asled

Dootor Kemp,
“'he rich are obsessed with mato-
rlalism,” Doctor Kemp answered,

“Thay bave all the time In the world
to read the latest novel, to go and
see the latest play, but they have no
time for the word of God.”"—Nixola
Greeley-8mith, in N-» York World

Marketing Farm Products.

Untted States Senator Fletchier has
called a meeting of the pational mar-
keting committee to devise means to
ald the farmer in marketing his prod.
ucts, and also to enabls the consumer
to distinguish between the high cost
of food and the high cost of serv-
lea,

“The farmers of the country are pro-
ducing annually crops for which they
rocelve $9,000,000,000, and for which
the consumer pays, $27,000,000,000."
sald Represontative W. 8. Goodwin of
Arkansas, 8 member of the committes.
“The farmer gets 36 cents and the
middleman gets 65 cents for esch dol
lar the consumer pays for the farm-
er's crops. There I8 an enormous
amount of waste, especlally in perish.
able products, becausse of the lack of
gome central directing intelligence,”

Where the lowan Drew the Line.

You may be able to force an old-
fushioned man to wear evening drdes,
but you can't convince him that he s
eating dinner at supper time.—Chero-

among the men, calling for volunteers,

Dally who carried one end of Sandry's

keo Times.

BROUGHT TO LIFE BY LIGHT

Poppy Seeds, Twenty Centuries Old,
Sprang Into Brilllant Bloom
When Uncovered,

Some years ago there was seen in a
silver mine of Laurivm a curious in-
stance of the resuscitating power of
light after many years. The silver
mines of Laurium were
more than 2,000 years ago as unwork-
able, and were filled for the most part
with the slag from the workings of the
miners,

It was discovered, however, that this
glag contained plenty of silver, which
could easily be rendered avallable by
up-to-date appliances. Accordingly it
was removed to the furnace, and, when
next the mine was visited, a wonderful
transformation was found to have ta-
kon place. Instead of a heap of rub-
bish, the mine had become &4 gorgeous
flower garden. The entire space was
covered with a brilllant show of pop-
pies. This profuse vegetable life, it I8
asserted, belonged to the age in which
the mines were worked, Twenty cen-
turies old, therefore, were those poppy
seeds; yel, when the removal of the
slag allowed the light to fall upon
them, they eprang into life and bloom
under its influence.

African Fashlon Notes.

The prettiest dress of the Mpongwe
woman I8 a ¢loth drawn up under the
arms, a scarf on the shoulders, and a
handkerchie! folded over (he colled
halr in & high stiff fold set well up
on the head, rather like a child’'s ldea
of a crown, writas Jean Kenyon Mae-
kenzie in the Atlantiec, There (8 &
great fancy for purples and lavenders
get off with shades of rose and red
and a sudden keen note of gilt. With
black there will be a touch of most
dellcate bright green. A cloth and a
gearf worn by a woman of beautiful
gesture—and a Gabonnalse is always
that—have a certain mutable charm;
the movemeunts of the body, the wind
that blows from the sea—these re
pnew apd display the folds of the gar
ment so that the eye is intrigued.

To Reduce Flesh Safely.

If one really wishes to reducs the
flash without (njury, careful diet is
pbsolutely necessary. Milk, eggs, fish,
fowl and fresh frulta are good, and
vou must have lots of water, air and
sunlight. Bieyele riding I8 better
than walking, and dsncing also helps
to reduce.

Eat only simple, light foods without
fats, greases, ofls, starches and
gravies. Shun all liguors and hot
drinks—and eat nothing after five
o'clock In the afternoon. Do not sleep
over seven hours at nlght and avold
an Afternoon nap as you would the
plague. The juico of a lemon, taken
in & glass of hot water with a tea
spoonful of rochelle salts at pight s

also good.

abandoned |

ROSPERTY 1§
WESTERN CANADA

900 Million Dollars in New Wealth
Added in 1915.

Canada as a whole has enjoved won-
derful prosperity in 1015, from che
products of the farm, the orchard and
the centres of industry. No country
wrote a brighter page of history in
agricultural and induetrial develop-
ment during 1916 than Canada. Nearly
a billion bushels of grain produced.
Taxes in Weetern Canada average $24
and will not exceed $26 per quarter
section, which includes all taxes. No
laxes on Improvements.

When Western Canada was faced
with her enormous harvent Inst fall
the military authorities decided that
poldlers in Canada could glve the Em-
pire no better service for (he time
being than to assizt in harvesting the
crops. [For that reason leave of ad
gence was given to soldiers whe
wished to work in the harvest flelds,
and their labor was an important faces
tor In harvesting the big crops suco.s-
fully.

The necessity for increasing the ag-
rieultural production is commanding
even more attention in 1916, and It 1s
now announced that soldiers Iin Can-
pda may obtain leave of absence from
their military duties in the spring for
a certain length of time to enable
them to plant the seed for the crops
in every Province of the Dominion.

The fact that the Government ree-
ognizes the seeding and harvesting of
Canada's crops ns being of the imt
importance i perhaps tho best evi-
dence that conscription or amy In-
crease of taxes which would reduce
the agricultural activity of Canada
will never be considerad by the author-
ities,

Owing to the number who have en-
listed for overseas service it has been
found necessary to secure farm labor
in the United States. It is hoped that
fifty thousand can be secured.—Adver-
tisement,

Perhaps the best hand a man can
hold in the game of life is the hand of
Bome gond woman.

To keep clenn and healthy take Dr.
Pierce's Pleasant Pellets, They regulate
liver, bowels and stomach.—Ady,

Alas for the intellect when the un-
derstanding is limited only by the size
of the feet!

For a really fine coffeec at a moad-
erate price, drink Denison's Seminole
Brand, 3ic the 1b,, in sealed cans.

Only one merchant in each fgwn
sells Seminole, II your grocer WEn't
the one, writeé the Denison Coffes Co.,
Chicago, for a souvenir and the name
of vour Seminole dealer.

Buy the 3 1b, Canister Can for $1.00,
~Ady.

Good-By Birch.

Bii\—Ia the school upsto-date?

Jill—Yes: they use an clectrio
ewitch In tha bullding.
War on Dirt.
“What's this? Your house [a all
torn up, Things are a wreck."
“Wy wife has started lher house-

cleaning offensive,"

Limitation,

“A woman should be able to trust
her husband in everything."

“Well,” commented the lady with
an anxious ' expression; “I'd trust
Jolin with the rubber plant and maybe
with the goldfish. But I coul! never
depend on him to look after tuc dog
and the scanary bird"

SALTS fF BACKACHY OR
KIDNEYS TROUBLE YOU

Eat Less Meat If Your Kidneys Aren't
Acting Right or If Back Hurts or
Bladder Bothers You.

When you wake up with buckacm
and dull misery in the kidney regi
it generally means you have been eat
ing too much meat, says a well-known
authority. Meat forms uric acid which
overworks the kidneys in thelr effort
to filter it from the blood and they be-
come sort of paralyzed and loggy.
When your kiduevs get sluggish and
clog you must relieve them like you
relleve your bowels; removing all the
body's urinouws waste, else you have
backache, sick headache, dizzy spells;
your stomach sours, tongue is coated,
and when the weather 18 bad you have
rheumatie twinges, The urine is
cloudy, full of sediment, channels oft-
en gel sore, water scalds and you are
oblliged to seek rellel two or three
times during the night.

Either consult a good, relinble physi-
clan at once or get from your pharma-
cist about four ounces of Jad Salts;
take a tablespoonful In & glass of
water before breakfast for a few days
and your kidneys will then act fine,
This famous salts s made from the
acid of grapes and lemon julce, com-
bined with lithia, and has been used
tor generations to eclean and stimulate
sluggish kidneys, &lso 0 neutralize
acids ia the urine so It no longer irrl
tatas, thus ending bladder weakness,

Jad Salts 18 o life paver for regular
meat enters. It s Inexpensive, cannot
tnjure and makea a delightful, et
vescent lthia-water drink. —Ady. ’k

When a married woman bogins to
Juggle dumbbells It's her hushand's
oune to cultivate the acquuintance u!'}
divoree lawyer,
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