
YOU not.cc a fine regard for appearance among theofficers from Roundsmen to Gaptain-that's onereason they are so keen for W-B CUT Chewing
Ihe password among these gentlemanly fellows is "Ifyou won t take a little chew don't take any." No need
to disfigure the face, when a nibble of rich tobacco gives
more satisfaction than a w ad of ordinary stuff-also lessgrinding and spitting. Take a tip from the officer on W-B,
Ikh by WEYMAN-BRUTON COMPANY. 50 Uni,, Sgmir,, N«w T.rk City

BLOEDEL DONOVAN
LUMBER MILLS

Rough and Dressed Lumber
Lath and Shingles

Spruce and Cedar Siding, Floor and Ceiling
Doors, Windows, Knock Down Frames, Sanded Soft

Yellow Fir Inside Trim, Moulding and
Mill Work of Every Description.

Get Our Prices Before You Buy.

C. K. SMITH, Local Manager

OVERCOATS
This year is overcoat year. With a memory of last

winter and the predictions for another severe one

coming, you should prepare.
Our overcoat stock is larger than ever?and every

garment new, as you know.
Suits and furnishings for all tastes.

GAGE-DODSON Co.
Bellingham Home of HART SCHAFFNER & MARX CLOTHES

Corner Holly and Commercial Street Bellingham

WE MAKE THE LUMBER
from the timber and rough boards to the best finished

floors, ceilings, and door and window boards

IFYOU ARE GOING TO B U I L D

either house, barn or anything, we want to figure on

your bill. Back of our reputation is our big saw mill

plant and acres of timber. See us or telephoneto us

ROO & VANLEEUWEN LUMBER CO., LYNDEN

DR C. H McLEOD
DENTIST

office Over Lynien State Bank

LVNDEN. WASHINGTON

LYNDEN BARBER SHOP
?TEXT DOOB TO rOST OTTICM.

First Class Barbering
<hears Ground Umbrella" Manded

Agency for Pacific Steair Laundry

$1.75 FOUR MONTHLY MAGAZINES
And Our Hapcr-iMI OaeV?r

Get The Most For Your Money

Send yonr .übscription to our paper at or.cc and? ?"

to these .plendid m.feaxines for only 25 cents I 111 I T 1

epuu-er brinfc* you $1.35 worth of standard mefcaxine*.

Tai. offer i. open to old and new irtj lftWl »f"
acxiber o any of these mefcaxines. your subscription wul be extended one year

from data, 0f expiration.
Tfcl. o*,r ,],. include, a FREE dress pattern. When you receive »«?*\u25a0*?*

copy of Tod.'* select any dress pattern you desire, send your "/od'y ?

Mafcazin., fc,vCV them the sixe and number of the pattern and they will sen* it

*«\u25a0 you free of c ar&e.
Kevar before has any newspaper been able to offer SH.MrSS. of*?* W

character at tail price. We are ot this offer and we urje you to take

advantage of it at once.

Send Your Order Before You Forget It
Tta Will Step Prcaptly When Time Is lip
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Then I'll
Come Back

to You
By L\RRY EVANS

Author of
"On i to Every Man"

Copyright 1915. by the H. X Fly
Company

i C ONTINUED FROM LAST WEEK)

Allison iiad not stirred, nor putty

faced Wiekorsham. nor tbe girl who
-lood with hands at breasts. And now
toward t!iem Stephen O'Mara wheeled

His legs would fail him. and be

steadied theru. Blood blinded him, and

he wiiied it away. Swaying giddily,
he managed somehow a smile.

"Wickersbam. I have met the man
whom you hired to tight for you," be

called dearly, "and be has earned his
Wage! Are you man enough to step

forward DOW and figbt for yourself?"
Wickers bam decked drily in his

:hroat and lifted nn elbow to shield his
face. Shrinking ba k behind the first
-belter that chance afforded film, he
put the gitl between him and his fear.
And then weakness seized upon that
sick aud sea big man, but be spoke to
bar?to the unspeakable horror iv her
?\u25a0yes.

-Barbara." be called thickly, "Bar-
bara!"

He grope .1 toward her, and she cried
?ut and drew back from such hands

as th s.. Then a black wall rose be-
fore him ;i!id shut ber from his sight
[-"ut Joe caught him as be fell.

Like huddled sheep O'Mara's men
and Wick era ham's watched Joe bear

Ha Set Himielf and Swung From tha
Waiat.

him up the bill. Sbayne and Fallon
were bending over Harrigin: by tbe

\u25a0tbei's be lay Ignored. It was a mob
without a leader until, as is the way in
all crises, a new leader arose.
Louie, stolid face uo longer stolid,

strode between those two factious and
ichieved tbe unknown heights for
which his eyes bad always hungered.
"I work for no man but is a man!" he

boomed. "That bridge? she still Is

iiold!"
Steve bad bidden Ilardwick Elliott

watch these men if their big moment
\u25a0ver came. And Elliott and Allison
watched now. They were sheep no
longer nor malcontents nor misled tools

.f cunning. Like wolves tbey followed
that nameless man who was out upon

?he jam. \Yi< kersharu's men were
iack on tbe river, but that bridge
would continue to hold And while
they worked, while Elliott and her fa

ther watched spellbound, blindly Bur
bui*a Allison turned, with no thought of

what she was doing, and walked Into
the brush

The il>er wis running clear by dusk
when they raised the ti:si hue and cry

for her It was dak when a runner
Hire the neus to the cubl.i on tbe hdl-

ide that she was Hissing. And when

men had been beating tbe woods for
her for twelve boors as best they could
iv the dark and I!" word came that she
tun found I al Jar no longer dared let

,le in sleep His friend, whose body be

bod cleansed and bandaged- At day-
break Jos waked him and told him

Barbara whs lost Tbey tried to argue

with bim. for his knees were still un-

steady. Even Allison, whose Jovial
body seemed to have shrunk during his

hours of waiting, tried to convince him

that tbe men now looking for ber
i would tind ber soon or bad already

I found her i>erhaps. But be brushed
tbem away While be was dressing. He
threw off the bands that tried to detain
him. And it was Steve who found her,

'as be had known it would be, Just be-

: fore a second night of dread was clos-
ing In uikiii her.

In circles of ever increasing radius
he traveled at a fox trot, which
thoughts of Fallon aud Sbayne snd

Uarrigan would not let him abandon.
But he bad run ber down when he

csught sight of her, for sbe fled like a

wild thing before him Floundering In
a cedsr swamp, soaked to the knees.

:'.ttle blue be furred suit heavy with
black muck, be came up with ber. She
was kneeling, shaking with terror, face
hidden by ber loosened hair, when be

t,cnt over ber aud raised her to bei

He Carried Her Now to That Cabin
Which Stood on the Balsam Knoll.

letru.

"Please." she whimpered. "oh
please"?

Yet when be spoke ber nsme her
head leaped back, and she recognized

I him instantly.
"I tried to wnit." she chattered with

? all the voice she bad left. "I tried to
sit still until some one came for me.
but I thought I knew tbe way. 1 tried

not to listen to tbe noises. 1 remem
bered about tbe stars, and I knew I

shouldn't run. But 1 thought you
were?l thought you were"?

Rssaesabered terror choked her. Con

sciousuess slipi>ed away.
By tbe same trail which once had led

him to the "city" of Morrison be car-
| ried her now to that cabin which stooJ
on the balsam knoll In tbe crook of tbe
west branch.

His head was spinning from fatigue
and the throb of Ibe jugged tear above
his temple when tbe log building,
streaked white with clay chinking,

loomed up ahead, uud yet Involuntarily
he stopped there a moment with bis

burden.
He had pictured many times a night

when he should bring ber there, with
both of them watching tbe moon in

the rapids aud listening to the waves
lipping tbe bunks. This was not that
night. That night would never be. But

the relielliou and bitterness were gone
from his heart. After he bad removed
her wet shoes and stockings and brush
whipped suit and sheer black blouse

and she slept the sleep of exhaustion
into which she bad slipped from un-
consciousness without even opening
her eyes be built a fire and sat before
It, until morning came. And when it
dawned and she wakel dazedly while
he was preparing breakfast be bad fin-

ished reconstructing many things.
Her eyes went from wall to wall,

frightened still and questioning at first,

so lie merely nodded and went outside
and left ber to remember alone. Re-

I turning with wood on his arm, he

found recollection of much in ber gaze

She was looking at tbe thin heeled,

buttoned boots before tbe fireplace, the
Stockings and furred garments cleaned

of mud and dried on the backs of

chairs. A cloud of ccdor stole up from
the blanket edge at ber throat to tbe

Hue of her hair.
"You were wet." he explained sim-

ply, "and you were too spent to help
yourself. I could not let you sleep in

i them."
"I understand," her answer faltered

' a little. "1 was just thinking. 1 knew
such things happened, but I thought it

was only in books."
Drowsily she watched him bending

over frying pan and coffeepot, content
herself to lie and rest. But after v
time, with fuller awakening, tbe band
nge about bis head claimed her often

tion. To her It seemed impossible that

this smoothly shaven man in clean blue
shirt could be the same one who bad
emerged from v struggle still sicken

! ingly brutish to her. Involuntarily she
1 sbuiMrred n little without knowing
that fa? watched.

"I nm going to the spring for fresh

water." he told ber then. "There will
be time for you to dress, and breakfast
will he ready when I come back."

Submissive liefore his tone she re
plied that she was hungry; that she
would be ready too. She had donned
blouse nnd skir: and Stockings and

shoes and finished braiding ber hair
when be re-entered, lie showed her s
tin basin outside tilled with icy water

for her face and hands. Aud then they

sut down in silence to breakfast
"I told you that you would find out

some day," Barbara murmured finally.
"1 warned you you would wnke »ud
dcnly and see how shallow I am."

"Waking has been no sudden thing
with me. I finished with dreams a

long time bees' but you are what you

have bees always la my thoughts. It's
conditions I've waked to, not you!"

With unwitting gruffuess be had

sometimes spoken to ber, but never

with such constrained vehemence.
"Why should I find fault in anything

you have done or failed to do?" he
demanded of both ber aud himself.
'Why should you be apologetic or re-

gretful? Such a thing as I bad to do

two days ago has held no place In
your world and never could, but 1
can't find it in myself to be apologetic,
either, because it is n part of mine. 1
meant to kill him?wanted to kill him

j ?because I was certain of your scorn!
That was vindictive; that was foolish

for a man. But as for tlie rest of it-
I know 1 may have it all to do over
again any day. It wus a vulgar brawl

to you; to me"?
"Not Just a brawl." she contradicted

quickly, anxious to be understood.
"Just ?oh. so needlessly brutal. At
first it left me only dazed and nause
ated, but after I had had time to think
I made myself see your side of it.

You must crush insubordination. And
, still it seems, as though there, might

; tia ye teen a loss b"iiTLTe WkJF*
'Tie hid balked my work." he tc.id

her sternly. "He has tired upon me
from cover when be dared not come
out into the open. Ke has been takln?
money for ids work from a man who
was bent on beating me at any cost
Could I ask him please not to spoil my

; bridge? Is that your Idea of a man's
way? This is my work, and while 1

| continue in it men who oppose me with
their brains I will fight with my brain.
But men who force me to meet them
with lists I must beat with like weap-

-1 ous. There is no alternative. I have
no choice?unless I quit. And that is
the reason I know that this is the end
for you aud me! My ways would have

: had to be your ways, and we have
learned at last wbat I have feared for
long nnd long. They He too far apart

; for them ever to meet
! "I promised to teach you to love me.
i' and I've failed. Aud knowing that
jmy failure is not all my own fault Is

\u25a0 not going to make it any easier for me.
You've tauglit me loneliness I'm never
going lo forget ns long as I live, but I
don't tote you any tbe less for that, I
dreamed lig dreams for both of us."
Bis voice was dreary of a sudden. "1

' promised I'd make those dream? come
j true, because I thought my life could
be your life. I've not done so. That

: thing could never be. I've talked big-

t ger than I cuuid practice, and that is
not going to help my self confidence
any. but as it stands now I can earn it

I ba'.-k. I couldn't hare done that if I
bud married yon and waked some day
to find you shrinking from me. It
would have killed it and my self re
spect, too. to bars learned too late that
you believed still In your own greater

fineness."
"I tell you It Is not that!" she cried

I out. "Can't I make you understand"?
"You have made me understand till

jIam sure," he stated. "1 am no longer
vexing myself with trivial things. You

I have been uncertain. 1 have seen that
I You are certain now. And tbe funda-

mental thing remains unchanged. In
me there Is that man who once man
bandied Ilarrigan?aud you didn't
want me to tomb you! You don't have
to tell me any more that you can't love

! me. When you drew away from me.

I that was enough."
She sat »md watched him put the

i room in order, end that hurt her more
; than anything else, for be would not
i let her help. He made ber change her
high heeled bouts for moccasins, which

ibe brought aud laced upon ber feet.
' But tlie remainder of the day it was
| the old Steve who helped ber over tbe

bad lilts of going and talked discon-
nectedly of many things meanwhile

; And yet no longer tbe old Steve, who
| bad been so entirely ber own. Hers
j was tbe sad face when they entered

; tbe clearing at Thirty Mile, and a
j hoarse shout saluted ber return. In

, ber father's embrace she clung and
wondered that she did not cry. And

' two pages bud turned for ber that day.
j for she sent Wickersbam back bis ring
the same night tbe private car rolled
down to Morrison.

Harrigan was with Archibald Wick-
ersbam when the package, unaecom
panied by explanation, reached tbe lat-
ter in bis hotel room in town.

"Go out nnd get hini." said Wicker
! sham. "And see that you get him?
for good."

CHAPTER XXI.

"You Cannot Leave Me Now."

j two days and two nights

[ f J the girl fought on alone

fSKSJI \u25a0gainst the outcry of bet
t*ftW»*j heart until she recognized tbe
futility of it aud then she ordered
Ragtime to l>e saddled. And Miriam
Burrell, sighting Barbara's face as tbe
latter wheeled toward the hills, flew

[ from her window to scratch off a note
|to Garry?ber third note that day, for
! she seemed always omitting most im-
portant things which needed saying.

"Ifs come." she scrawled in delight-
ed baste. ? ? ? When are we going to
be married?"

Once before Barbara had ridden that
! road with him alone in her thoughts.

| Now she realized that she bad loved
bim then as she must have loved bim

' always and marveled at such blind
! ness Once, on that other day. she

i had told herself that all ignoble and
unworthy comparisons of herself aud

| him were done and gone. Now she
' did not ueeil such reassurance, when
i ber lips were tremulous

She grew pensive at times. At times

I in an abandon of gayety she chattered
beY k at a quarrelsome squirrel In the
thicket She could rest later, aud if

' she could not go to bim immediately
! at least every step the horse took was
! bringing them for a little while closer

; together. And ber tomorrow was only

j one twilight nnd one dawn away. Her
! tomorrow would l«e his as utterly as
! was she herself.

t»usk came, and regretfully she told
herself that she must be turning back

I home. Two rifle shots, sharp and star

1 tlingly close, whipi-cd through the quiet

|of that lazy afternoon, but they meant
' nothing to In r. She had reached the

height of land, where be had found ber
I the day ber roan mnre strayed off while

j she sst mooning on s log. She was
holding out both arms toward the s|K>t

; where the valley of Thirty Mile must

\u25a0 lie when a team of heavy borses broke
. around n turn In the road, slowed to n

i trot at tbe Stgfct of ber and came to an
abrupt standstill. When the girl rode

' nearer to them, merely surprised and
j curious at first they snorted aud show
|ed tbe whites of their eyes and shied

back nervously.

Something chill clutched at Barbara's
heart while she spoke peremptorily

|to Ragtime who was dancing in sym

pathetic panic. There was nothing to

tell ber. but she knew that these were
Big Louies horses. And Big Louie

! was a dreamy incompetent Hj had
1 left them for a moment, that was all.
I and they had become frightened and

I bolted. But Big Louie never neglected
I hta team ?tbev were not wet?they (To be continued next week}

PAGE SEVEN

bad not ljtn-u ~rui
fright litL-Htur le-a *ri :: Be til
ed and approached tbciu.
with her voice until they let ber to:
their sleek sides wltbeu: rearing awn.,

Dusk had come and gone, for it eras
growing dark. Cneertaln. mere aiid
more unnerved as she stoo l and g
at tbe forbidding, black shadowed
ridges beyond her. tbe girl hud so ttgfct
suddenly against an impulse to turn

and race back to tbe lower reentry

and Morrison and home. Even then
the rifle shots meant nothing to her?
and pride would not let her run. Bbc
remounted and rode ou a rod or n» ?
and stopped to look back at the t.-\ | i
which was watching ber. She press; i
on and rounded tbe curve, Uagt i tnc
reared and snorted there, and she bare
ly stifled the cry which bis strauge be-
havior brought to ber lips. Because of
her senseless panic she punished blru
the more severely and sent bim en
And tljeu she saw what tbe horse had
alien*/ seen.

A blue shirted figure lay half in tlie
road, half in tbe undergrowth th.it
fringed it, one arm crooked under
and his face prone in the dust. A
bulkier mass was stretched wholly
within the trail?and she recognized
him too. Big Louie's face was u;>-
turned, and the explanation of the two
rifle reports and the driverless team
was here, for Big Louie's hand still
clutched tbe handle of a canvas paii
They had stopped to water the hor es
tbey bad been shot down from behind
And first of nil, unable to move, while
horror parched ber lips, the t'iil re
membered words which tbe limp one
half in the road and half In the uu'ler
brush, bad s]>oken to ber in a mnniaill
of sternness.

"He has fired upon me from cover.''
tbe man who loved her bad said. "He
has been taking money from a man
who was bent on beating me at any
price!"

"Blood sickens me!" she Whimpered
aloud. "Blood sickens me!" But Kb.-
managed to turn him over upon hi-
back. With brown head against hi
heart she listened?listened and would
not believe that her tomorrow inlght
c-ome too late. And then she caught

the slack pound of his pulse.

From there on she was less pani<
stricken. She gained control of facul
ties shocked for a time into useles
ness. Method marked her acts?de!il>
era tion mechanical, but sure. She was
horribly afraid of Big Louie, but she
finally disentangled tbe handle of the
pail from those loose fingers and ran
to the brook which babbled near at
hand. Returning, she drenched Steve's
face with icy water. She lifted his
head and propped it as comfortably as
she might upon one thigh and opened
his flannel shirt. Tbe ball hid passed
through, for back and front the shl-t
became Immediately wetter with fresh
blood. Blood sickened ber, but she
whipped off tbe '-oat of her boyish rid-
ing habit and wrenched the sleeve*
from ber linen blouse. They were ties
perately scant, yet they provided pads
with which to check that dreadful ooz-
ing. And when tbey were lv [dace
she turned again to bathing bis fore-
head.

A folded sheet of paper came to view
when she tried once to ease bis heavy
body from the position which was
numbing ber leg. and she seized upon
it fiercely. It was only a brief line,

bidding him come to ber. but it bore

her name. With instant, bodiless clari-
ty which had marked all her mental
processes so far. its purport was bers.
She had not written?the hand that
had traced ber signature had been uu-
strung for once. She understood,
though such knowledge seemed of lit-
tle moment now.

She kept the pads cold and wet. She
went for fresh water and stumbled
and fell more than once because of tbe
treacherous footing in the deepening
shadows. But she was no longer
afraid of the dark She had grown to
fear Big Louie less, even though there
was no help for Big Lotiie any more.
It was the first time that Barbara had
looked upon tbe face of a man who had

died in violence. Big Louie's face was
growing indistinct now. but she knew
that be was smiling?knew that his
eyes were dreamy and mild. Death,

like life, bad been a quite incompre-
hensible puzzle to that slow witted one
who had no name. But he had smiled

seldom in life. In death bis smile was
almost cbDdish. almost sweet and
questioning beyond all else.

Alone with him who still lived, the
pallid girl sat and waited and wonder-

ed how long?or bow soon?it would t>e.
When she bade him wait until she

could bring tbe team be nodded his

comprehension. He was watching for

ber return. And be come to bis feet

with a readiness that made ber bean

leap with hope. But be fell twice be-

fore she lifted bim. half with her
hands, half with ber voice, to tbe seat

She crawled in beside bim. and tbe

uext moment she had to struggle mad
ly to prevent his returning to Big

Louie.
"He will wait quiet until we come

for him." she protested. "There isn't

room for Big Louie?snd be won't

mind "?

Her logic made on Impression upon

bim. for be smiled. There was no Re

quence In his acquiescence, however
"Big Louie never could find his way

alone," be mused, "und that is strange,

too, for be was born In these hills. He
was always getting lost"? Aud with

that J)p must not desert Louie! She

had even more trouble with bim thin
time, "ne will lose bis bend." he ex
postulated mildly?his old. unfailing at

titude of gentleness toward her. "He
' will lose his head and waste bis
' strength in running from thlngß which

I do not exist"
"Big Louie will And his wny this

1 time." She was whimpering again lv

| her helplesanesa "He Is?already

I home."


