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VrayitT " Kveí""í .""tile other woman
had been really unfaithful in deed as
well ns in thought to her husband

mation and a. start ofsürprise aOhe
astonishing rrvlaUon!'' 'The' man
looked at. her curiously; he opened
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with all the courage and"MarIng with
which a Goddess might look upon a
man'. "Nothing but my weakness and"
your strength."

"Yes, that's it, but do not count too
much upon the one or the other.
Great God, how can I keep away from
you; life on the old terms is insup-
portable. I must go."

"And where?"
"Anywhere, so it be away."
"And when?"

. "Now."
"It would be death In the snow and

In the mountains tonight. No, no,
you cannot go."

"Well, tomorrow then. It will be
fair, I can't take you with me, but I
must go alone to the settlements, I
must tell your friends you are here,
alive, well. I shall find men to come
back and get you. What I cannot do
alone numbers together may effect.
They can carry you over the worst of
tb,e trails, you shall be restored to
your people, to your world again, you
can forget me."

To he continued
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his mouth to question her but she
recovered herself in part at least and
swiftly interrupted him . In , a panic
of terror lest she should betray her
knowledge. '

"And what is . the. picture of anoth-
er man doing In your wife's locket?"
she asked to gain time, for she very
well knew the .reply; knew it, In- -

deed, better than Newbold himself!
Who as it happened, was equally In
the dark both as to the man and the
reason.

"r don't know," answered the oth;
er. .

"Do you know this man?"
"I never saw him in my life that

I can recall." .

"And have you did you"
"Did I suspect my. wife?" he asked.

"Never. I had too many evidences
that she loved me and me alqih;e'for a
ghost of suspicion to enter my 'mind-I- t

may have been a brother, or hei
father in his youth.""

j "And why did you wear it?" -

"Because I took it from ier dead
heart. Some day I shall find out who
the man is and when I shall I know
there will be nothing to her discredit
fn the knowledge."

Enid Maitland nodded her head.
She closed the locket laid it on the
table and pushed it away from her.
So. this was the man the woman had
loved, who had begged her to go
away with him, this handsome Arm-

strong who had come within an ace
of winning her own affection, to
whom she was in some measure
pledged!

How strangely does fate work out
its purposes. Enid had come from
tho Atlantic seaboard to be the sec-

ond woman that both these two men
loved!

If she ever saw Mr. James Arm-
strong again, and she had no doubt
that she would, she would have some
strange things to say to him. She
held in her hands now ail the threads
of the mystery, she was toaster of
ail the solutions, and each thread
was a chain that bound her.
, "My friend," she said at last with
a deep sigh, "you. must forget this
night and go on as before. You lovo
me, thank God for that, but honor
and respect interpose between us.
And I love you, and I thank God for
that, too, but for roe as well the
same barrier rises. Whether we
shall ever surmount these barrier
God alone knows. He brought' us
together, he put that love in our
hearts, we will have to leave it to
him to do as he will with us both.
Meanwhile we musí go on as be-

fore." -

', "No," cried the man, "you impose
apon mé tasks beyond my strength;
you don'titnow what love is, you
don't know the heart hunger, the aw-

ful madness I feel. Think, I have been
alone, with a recollection for all these
years, a man in thé dark in the night;
and the light comes, you. are here.
The first night I brought you here I
walked that room on the other side of

that narrow door like a lion pent up
in bars of steel. I had only my own
love, my own passionate adoration to
move me then, but now that I know
you love me, that I see It In your eyes,
that I hear it from your lips, that I

mark it in the beat of your heart, can
I keep silent? Can I live on and on?
Can I see you, touch you, breathe the
same air with you, be pent up in the
same room with you hour after hour,
day after day, and go on as before? I
can't do It, it is an impossibility.
What keeps me now from taking you

arms and from kissing the color
into your cheeks, from making your
lips my own, from drinking the light
from your eyes?" He swayed near to
her, his voice rose. "What restrains
me?" he demanded.

"Nothing," said the woman, never
shrinking back an inch, facing him
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CHAPTER XVII.

The Face In the Locket.
Left alune in the room she sat down

again before the fire and drew from

her pocket the packet of letters. She

knew them by heart, she had read :nd
reread their often v.lien she had been

alone. They had fascinated J.er.

They were letters from some other
man to this man's wife. They were
signed by an initial only and the iden-

tity O'I'tlie writer was quite unknown
to her. The woman's replies were
not with the others, but it was easy
enough to see what those replies had
been. AH the passion of which the
woman had been capable had ev-

idently been bestowed upon the writer
of the letters she had treasured.

Her story was quite plain. She

had married Newbold in a lit of

pique. He was an eastern, man, the
Lest educated, the most fascinating
and interesting of the men who fre-

quented the camp. There had been a
quarrel between the letter writer and
the woman; there were always quar-

rels, apparently,' but this had been a
serious one and the man had savagely
Hung away and left her. lie had not
come back as he usually did. She had
waited for him and then., he had come

back too late!
He had wanted to kill the other, but

ebe had prevented, and while Newbold
was away he had made desperate love

to her. He had besought her to
leave her husband to go away with
liim. Ho had used every argument
that he could to that end and the wo-

man had hesitated and wavered, but
she had not consented; she had net
denied her love fcr him any more than
she had denied her respect and a
certain admiration for her gallant,
trusting husband. She had refused
again and again the requests of her
lover. She could not control her
heart, nevertheless she had kept to
her marriage vows. But the force of

her resistance had grown weaker and
she had realized that alone she would

perhaps inevitably succumb.
Her lover had been away when her

husband returned prior to the last
fateful journey. Enid Maitland saw
now why she had besought him to
take her with him, she was afraid to
be left alone! She did not dare de-

pend upon her own powers any more;
her only salvation was to go with this
man whom she did not love, whom' at
limes she almost hated, to keep from

falling into the arms of the man the
did love. She had been more or less
afraid of Newbold. She had soon

realized, because she was not blinded
by any passion as he, that they had
been utterly mismated. She had come

to understand that when the same
knowledge of the truth came to him,
as It inevitably must some day, noth-

ing but unhappiuess would be their
portion.

Every kind of an argument in, ad-

dition to those so passionately ad-

duced in these letters urging her to
break away from her husband and to
seek happiness for herself while yet
there was time, besieged hpr heart,
seconded her lover's plea and assailed
her will, and yet she had not given
way.

Now Enid JIaitland hated the wo-

man who had enjoyed the first young
love of the man she herself loved.
She hated her because of her priority
of possession, because her memory
yet came between her and that man.
She hated her because Newbold was
still true to her memory, because
Newbold, believing in the greatness of
her passion for him, thought it chame
and dishonor to his manhood to be
false to her, no matter what love and
longing drew him on.

Yet there was a slern rn?." of jus-

tice in the bosom of this young wo-

man. She exulted in the successful
brittle the poor woman had made for
the preserva! ion of her honor and her
good name, against sik.1i odds. It was
n sex triumph for which she as g'ad.
She was proud of K-- for the stern
rigor with v.'hich she had refused to
take the a;kst way and the lie.iper-at-o- n

which site had to
him she did not love, but to whom

she was bound by the laws of (!od and
man, in o.dor that bhe. might not fall
Into the arms of tbo man she did love,

In defiance of fight.
Enid Maitland and this "woman were

as far removed from each other
ps the opposite poles of te earth, but
there was yet a common quality in
eacli ono of virtuous womanhood, of

lofty morality, Natural, perhaps In

the one and to be be expected; 'un-- '
natural, perhaps, and to be unexpect-- I

ed in the other, but there! Now that
she knew what love was and what
Its power and what its force for all
that, she had felt and experienced and
dreamed about before were as nothing
to what it was since he had spoken-s- he

could understand what the strug-el- e

must have been in that woman's
heart. She could honor her, rever-
ence her, pity her.

Sue could understand the feeling of
the man too; she could think much
more clearly than he. He was

by two passions for his ,prido
slid his honor and for her; she had as
yet but one, for him. And as 'there
was less turmoil and confusion In her
mind, she was better capable of look-

ing tite facts in the face and making
the right deduction from them.

She could understand how In the
first frightful rush of his grief and re- -

niorne and love the very fact that
Newbold had been compelled to kill,;
his wife, of whom he was beginning to
grow a little weary under such circum-stance-

had added immensely to his
remorse and quickened his determin-
ation to expiate his guilt and cherish
her memory. She could understand
why he would do just as he had done;
go into the wilderness to be alone in
horror of himself and in horror of his
fellow men to think only, mistakenly,
of her.

Now ho was paying the penalty of
that isolation. Men were made to
live with one another, and no one
could violate the law natural, or by
so long an inheritance as to have so
become, without paying that penaltyt-Hi- s

ideas of loyally and fidelity were
warped, his conceptions of his duty
were narrow. There was something
noble in his determination, it is
true, but there was something also
very foolish. The dividing line be-

tween wisdom and folly is some-
times as indefinite as that between
comedy and tragedy, between laughter
and tears. If the woman he had
married and killed had only hated
him and he had known have
been different, but since he believed
so in her love he could do nothing
else.

At that period in her réflectióna
Enid Maitland saw a great light.
The woman had not loved her hus-

band after all, sho had loved anoth-
er. That passion of which he had
dreamed had not i keen-for- him. By a
strange chain of circumstances Enid
Maitland held in her hand the solu-

tion of the problem. She had but
to give him these letters to show
him that his golden image had stood
upon feet of clay, that the love up-

on which ho had dwelt was not his.
Once convinced of that he would
como quick to her arms. She cried
a prayer or blessing on old KIrRtoy
and started to her feet, the letters
in hand, to call Newbold back to her
and tel! him, and then she stopped.

Woman as she was she had re-
spect for the binding conditions and
laws of honor as well as he. Chance,
nay Providence, had put the honor
of this woman, her rival, in her
hands. The world had long since
forgotten this poor unfortunate; in
no heait was her memory cherished
save in that of her husband. His
idea of her was a false ono to bo
sure, but not even to procure her
own happiness could Enid Maitland
overthrow that ideal, shatter that
memory.

Site sat down again with the let-tei- a

in her hand. It had been very
Himple a moment since, but it was
not so now. She had but to show
him those letters to remove the great
barrier between them. She could not
do it. it was clearly impossible. The
rcfti'ation of he? deed sister who
had -t niggled so bravely to the end
was In her hands, she could not sac-

rifice her even for her own happi-
ness.

"Quixotic," you say? I do not thluk
EO. She had blundered unwittingly,
unwillingly, upon the heart secret of
the other woman; ene could not be- -

She Had but to Show Him Those
Letters.

Enid could hardly have destroyed his
recollection of her. How much more
impossible it was since the other wo-

man had fought bo heroically and so
successfully for her honor. Woman
hood demanded her silence. Loyal-
ty, honor, compelled her silence.

A dead hand grasped his heart and
the same dead hand grasped hers.
She could see no way out of the dif-

ficulty. So far as she knew no hu-

man soul except old Kirkby and her-

self knew this woman's story. ' She
could not tell Newbold and she
would have to impose upon Kirkby
the same silence as she herself
exercised. There was absolutely
no way in which the man could
find out. He must cherish his dream
ns he would. She would not enlight-
en him, she would not disabuse his
mind, she could not shatter his ideal,
she could not betray his wife. They
might love as the angels of heaven
and yet be kept forever apart by
a scruple, an idea, a principle, an ab-

straction, honor, a name.

Her mind told her these things
were Idle and foolish, but her soul
would not hear of It. And in spite of
her resolutions she felt that even-
tually there would be some way. She
would not have been' a human wo-

man if she had not hoped, and prayed
that. She believed that God had cre-

ated them for each other, that he
had thrown them together. She was
enough of a fatalist in this instance
at least to accept their intimacy as
the result of His ordination. There
must be some way out of the dilem-
ma.

Yet she knew that he would bo
true to his belief and she felt that
she would not be false to her obli-

gation. What of that? There would
be some way. Perhaps, somebody
eise imew, and tíien there fins'ied"

into her mind the writer of the let-

ters. Who was he? Was he yet
alive? Had he any part to play in
this strange tragedy aside from that
he had already assayed?

Sometimes an answer to a secret
query is made openly. At this junc-

ture Newbold . came back. He
stopped before her unsteadily, his face
now marked not only by .the fierce-
ness of the storm outside, but by
the fiercer grapple of the storm In

h3 heart.
"You have a right," he began, "to

know everything now. I can with-

hold nothing from you."
He had in his hand a picture and

something yellow that gleamed in
the light. "There," he continued ex-

tending them toward her, "is the pic-

ture of tho poor woman who loved

me and whom I killed, you saw it
once before."

"Yes," sho nodded, taking it from
him carefully and looking again in
a strange commixture of pride, re-

sentment and pity at the bold, some-

what coarse, entirely uncultured, yet
handsome face which gave no evi-

dence of the moral purpose which
she had displayed.

"And here," said the man offering
the other article, "is something that
no human eye but mine has ever
seen since that day. It is a locket
I took from her neck. Until yon
came I wore it next to my heart."

"And since then?"
"Since then I have been unworthy

her hs I am unworthy you, and I
have put it aside."

"Does it contain another picture?''
"Yes."
"Of her?"
"A man's face."
"Yours?"
lie shook his head.
"Look and see," ho answered.

' Press the spring."
Suiting action to word, the next

second Enid Mail. and found herself
gazing upon the pictured semblance
of Mr. James Armstrong! She was
utterly unable to suuoress an excla

One Disc Harrow.
One Tooth Harrow.
One John Deere Cultivator.
One John Deere Lister.
One Mowing Machine.

One Ila.yrake.

One Set Wagon Harness.
(me Set Buggy Harness.
One Buggy (with pole).

One Small Team Horses.
One Milk Cow (fresh).
All of above will go at a bargain

and can be seen at my farm 2

miles south oC Estancia.

H. C. Wi Hams.

A WELL EQUIPPED

PRINTING OFFIGE

The new machinery is now all
in place and connected with the
gasoline engine in this office, ai,d

with the exception of a few little
repair jobs yet to be done, we
believe that the equipment will
compare very favorably with
other county sr-a- t offices in the
state. We take some pride in
it, and believe that Toriance
county people need not be
ashamed'of it. The office is now
equipped to do all kinds of work
Hxpeditiously.

We are not given to tooting
our own horn overmuch, believ-

ing it to be in better taste to let
the office and the work turned
out speak for itself.

Patrons are invited to call and
see the wheels go round.

In this connection it ig but just
to give full cn (lit for a good j- - h

f installing machinery ai d

epair work that r quired a htt
order of mechhMral skiii hA L
Montgomery, more familiarly
known as ' Monte." When it
comes to anything in the ma-

chinery line, from a typewriter
to a railroad locomotive, Monte
is the boy. He 3 there with
goods of the right dimensions
every time.

TEMPLE

I he Church of Loving Ministries
10 A. M. Sunday School.
Preaching every Sunday at 11 A. M.

and 7:15 P. M.

Youi'tf People's Uuion t 7:30 P. M.

Wednesday at 7 :4" P. M., Service for
the Study of the Bible.

. ry fourth Simd-'- in th" mn"tb.
W 'ship 'f I'á' ' r ' r( "

w h i' m i. i i jv I U ' '.

MhHv l' ' sri
Mnlv Go-p-

Manly Music
Rev. F. Huhns.


