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to make anv difference between us? reporter would have described him as a  “Stop! Stop, before you =ay I am Ve- your pride.” yours, whether I will or no.” didn’t see that Zella would have ye sthay fnally to link your lifs with mine.”
“Nat 1 Amos." picturesque type of the frontlersman and nus and Diana, and all the rest of them. “The wound is healed with that sweet *“*You are Incomprehensible, Zella. You wid me?"' B
“But all me Amos I know mining adventurer. I know you think me beautiful, clever, adjective. If it were otherwise your re-

make my heart ache.” So Ned sat at the table until the lasts (Continued next week.)



