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/n/E S55^! EFOR13 she wns 
•*' ® eighteen Iloleti 

"--"x in ax 'J'r.y°n nia.-riod 
*>> 111 % for low. At 
^ fj/'f. B twenty-live she 

fount! herself 
b a ii U r upt of 
every thing. 
She lived, and 
with the stub
born tenacity of 
her liatnro she 

|A braced lKTKclf 
V,/, ~i 'Vc ! / to endure ox-

\ •''••'*' ' ist.eneo, but she 
•neither hoped nor feared any J lijng'. She 
lite and drank and slept, the meciisinical 
routine of the days repeated itself,' but 
she had como to a dead stop. She had 
lo.sf all courage, all faith; a lr.ire, blank 
wall faced her. There was nothing 
more to be enjoyed nor suffered. She 
had had every thing and lost every 
thing. 

It she had .consciously recognized all 
•this there wight have been some hope 
of reaction. When one appreciates the 
dramatic effuct of circumstances, a new 
interest in new circumstances is apt to 
be not i;ir uff. ilut Helen was capable 
of no such attitude toward herself. One 
saw it in her face—dark and thin and 
changeless as a statue's. I'he had 
preat dark eyes, but they never varied 
their divn my, unheeding' look. Her 
vice was low, soft and monotonous. 
i\ 'ill yet she was not at nil a dreadful 
pei"-.rn t'i live with. Tt was impossible 
tiut ii>-r story hould not ens', its shadow 
..••cr t:;e household, but when it was 
•nee i^ttled that Helen's wiporienee 

.' ad exempted her from all the ordinary 
rul.:.v. Hint bound the others, matters 
adjust*':l themselves,, as they always do, 
jiind tlsv. bwpy em-rent <.f commonplace 
••living' ! around her undisturbed. 

She w.'us hlcndev and graccfnl, sti-oi.;:. 
too, as these sli;; V-!)uill, Xcw Knghmti 
women in • c.Cteu '-nough. -At seven
teen she. liuri i: it. l .-'en hundsonn-. but 
•she .ha-i Ihat air of any posxiMK'y 
O' lv_v.Ty t.lmt is 1., ;tcv 
pi- ttinus s. .Sli* was ;-iiv 
cole, with the po-'r '< e, v 
of 'rong natur •. \. -,ib t! 
ditions of tvaii.::i:; f-tijx'v, 
it she was wiii.i.l. lieu — 

thai! -i 
. u-?;erv> 1 ni-1 
•;\'llin;-' pov.w 

f'l.-.-itnn trsv-
1 ; f'f i' 

tro:.;' :>u.--
s ion ate, never >ta":'ile kuoiii;.; more 
than one sii'.e til a subject, and always 
irlorifying that side with 'lie '. liele 
•force of a tropical imagination i-ijjid! 
jvpre.v:ed and totally ungoverned. ; 

It v is just then that it.. »i sol-.onl 1 

cation she visited a tr' -nd in • .rf 
t h e  s h a d i e s t  a n d  o h i e s  i - . - s 1  r : . i f  
fm.aeaticHt villagv-.- ii.. v!

;,. ,• . «n 

the (i-juse there cam ; one t.i ''.e v . .ae 
Houi ;• -.vest a young man t'i:,. claimed 
blood relationship v.-iili the family. 
It was just in the ^.ivs wiien ltret 
lia' !.e': hero'.s stood foremost in the 
renk-- '• >put:irity. The inborn rebel-
li n .. ;aii\st conventionalities in llel-
'.t.'s blood caught eagerly at the pie-
i •it-'-.quc freedom and wildness of these 
' hai-iijlcrizations. She could not real-

' that one redeeming trait may not 
- : ii-iice to make a whole life tolerable. 

i'.:nis Morse was as handsome in his 
.-'londe way as a young demigod. He 
;>ad the slow, soft speech of the plains-
-.nan; he swore no oaths, in her presence, 
at leas'.: he conformed to the require
ments of a community to which, a re
volver and a lariat-rope were alike un
called-for and outlandish, with a good-
jiatured toleration that had in Helen's 
•eyes Immense piquancy and magnanim
ity. Then he rode like a centaur, and 
,1he uccomplishinen'. was so novel in 
that corner of the lills that it seeineil 
almost like something unlawful and 

fodly. Somebody in a wild iit of 
speculation had shipped East a train-
load of mustangs, with the illusive 
hope that they might be broken for use 
.ii long the quartz ledges. They kicked, 
Hi \ bucked, they sat on their haunches 
jinn! -quealed their wrongs aloud in 
• - y variation of the equine tongue. 

, at last l'aync Morse was appealed 
to as being only a little less savage than 

:Lhe mustangs, to see if lie could do any
thing with them. 

He found himself able, anil apparcnt-
• lv enjoyed the work, llis fearless rid

ing, his quiet, merciless mastership of 
i Ue untamed brutes, completed the con
quest of Helen's fancy. 

That u'as in leafy .Tune; ih September 
.. ;ie went back to school. A month later 
M-.e left the recitation-roc.m one day, 
p>it on licr hat. walked out of the house 
and to the railroad station. In the 
iii xt city Payne Morse awaited licr. 
They were married within the hour, and 
1-i-iore sunset they told the story iu the 
'J'ryon sitting-room. 

Helen was not defiant. She was quiet, 
rather sad, but no more repentant or 
regretful than a bloclt of marble. Mr. 
Tryon recognized the trait by sympathy, 
perhnps. He looked at the two as they 
.stood in the middle of the room. Mother 
and sister liad withdrawn a little; 
Helen's will was a thing that most of 
the household did withdraw from. She 
Mood by her husband's side, slight, 
erect, her hand on his arm, but not 
.leaning on him at alL 

"You are aware, sir," Mr. Tryon said, 
. "that this child is a minor—by the law 
•I could take her from yon." 

"But you will noi.?" The question 
; ,itjis half assertion. 

"Ko, 1 shall not. She lias chosen; she 
. must leara life iit her own way. 1 shall 
' 'try and make no difference between her 
' :u>d! he others—and may the Lord have 

mercy on you both," he added, half un-
'derliU breath. 

For a month +h«. two staid under the 
• liome roof. Helen's inotlw r put down 
' ',nruiikm fiud instinct with n strong 

hand, magnified the superficial charms 
of the man, and was able at last, to say: 
"It was irregular—improper—wrong, 
but we can't help liking him." 

Helen's sisters—two of then)— really 
did like hinv The careless, easy, un
conscious dash of his manner, his un
failing, elaborate, if somewhat florid 
courtesy, the air of vague romance that 
seemed to make the atmosphere in 
which he breathed, all appealed to their 
ideal of the cliivalric and poetic. He 
did not talk much of himself, but his 
half impersonal stories of wild ad
ventures and reckless daring opened 
vistas into a limitless wonderland. Mr. 
Tryon treated him politely always, 
and never said a word for or against 
him. 

Then Ili'ien took the few thousands 
of dollars, for which by right she 
should have waited till she had reached 
her majority, and went with her hus
band into the then half-savjge depths 
of the Colorado cattle ranges. 

For four years her letters eame regu
larly. From the very first there had 
been little of personal record in them. 
iVhat she hoped or feared, en-
joyvrt or sutfered, no one had any way 
of guessing. It was the kindest thing 
to read nothing more than appeared on 
the surface. Hut at the end of that 
time l'ayne Morse was tried and sen
tenced to confinement for life for par
ticipation in a daring train robbery. 
She simply sent the papers in which the 
matter was recorded. 

Mr. Tryon followed his telegram with 
all the speed possible. And so Helen 
Morse came home again, a statuesque 
shadow of herself, she and her baby, of 
whom the whole family made an object 
of worship. 

One more blow remained to fall. A 
jvar later the baby died. The copy of 
the newspaper that told its death told, 
too, the death of its father, shot dead 
while trying to eseapa from the prison 
in which he was confined. 

Helen wore black after that—per-
'.aps for her baby's death; perhaps for 
the memory of the man who had treated 
ii.'r with a cruelty she never told nor 
hinted at; perhaps for herself, because 
siie had outlivjd every thing. At any 
rate she went in somber garments, 
and no one questioned or remarked. 

A*id so up I ) this night—the n'.glit of 
her twenty-'fifth birthday, when they 
w,.re all sitting about the tea table and 
talking of Harry's prospect".. Harry 
had 1"night, a share in a Texas ranch, 
and ii- and his partner were going to 

rov;rh it alone in their cabin among the 
l- rass and :,'iee]-. Harry was entliiv.-ias-
t it*, forestalling a little and unconscious
ly the character he was to assume by 
and by. 

"Now, Mr. Mieawber!" tJracf- said, 
mockingly. "Mother, you c light to give 
liim a tin plate and cup; and keep silver 
forks out of his sight. And Harry, 
you'll have to cut the acquaintance of 
boiled shirts, unless you boil them your
self, and then you'll have spasms over 
the starch." 

Helen looked up, and said, in her 
slow, impassive way: "Why couldn't I 
go and keep house for you, Harry?" 

Silence fell about the table. The 
idea had never presented itself to one 
of them, ln'.t now all at once it did not 
seem so impracticable. Mo fancy ol 
Helen's ever did for Helen. 

"1 have seen something of the life," 
she said. "There is nothing n it that I 
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port of fire-arms, a plunging, lurching 
motion of the coach, a sudden uproar oi 
voices without; and Helen, crushed 
down into the lower corner of the ve
hicle, with a smothered impression ol 
several tons of kicking humanity over 
and above her, heard "road agents" ut
tered somewhere in the mass, and knew 
whi'.t had befallen them. 

One by one the passengers were ex
tracted. 

"There's a lady in there," a voice 
said. 

"We'll come to her presently. Seat 
yc.irsclves on that log, gentlemen. Here 
she is! Now, madam," offering a dia
mond-ringed white hand. 

l.'p rose Helen, as little dishevelled as 
possible for woman to be under the 
circumstances, and was assisted up and 
out by a masked man with the easiest 
elegance of demeanor. 

"We arc sorry to incouvenience a 
lady," a quiet voice said, "but it is one 
of the unpleasant necessities of busi
ness. I suspect we have made a mistake. 
We took this to be the paymaster's trip 
down to the mines." 

Helen bowed composedly, and to*fc 
her sent beside the others, and then, 
under cover of half a dozen revolvers, 
there was a rapid and exhaustive collec
tion of valuables from the party. Helen 
was not molested; no one spoke to her. 
In the first minute of the attack some 
one had thrust heavy wallet in her 
hand; she held it enrelessly, with her 
handkerchief and the gloves she had 

rt'rf.'. 1 

BlIE STOOD liv llttlt HUSn.VNB'S BIDE. 

can not face. I do not mind the soli
tude, and a house is more comfortable 
with a woman in it." 

And .so it was settled. She went 
about her preparations with a straight
forward, uiilmrrying readiness that ad
mitted of little assistance. In ten days 
the brother and sister started, and the 
family felt somehow as if there had 
been a death, as well as a departure. 

In those u.iys the railroad lines were 
everywhere incomplete. Helen, alight
ing from the low train at its further
most point of advance, found herself 
with five hundred miles of stage-riding 
before her. With her usual silence, she 
did not even comment on the discom
forts of the journey. She was the only 
woman in the great swinging coach. 
The oilier passengers were men, 
bronzed and bearded, in flannels and 
sombreros, and with more or less of the 
furniture -of an armory about them. 
They paid her a good deal of deferential 
attention, and were assiduous in sup
plying every want, real or imagined. 
And Helen took it as she did every 
thing else, with a gentle kind of half-
nnobservant gravity, that seemed to be 
terry puzzling to their minds. - • 

On the second day-well among the 
mountains, swinging down a long in
cline among the dirk shadows of the 
pines, there was ft sudden* Abrupt rc-

TJIEUE WAS A RAI'ID COI.I.KCTIOX OF VAL
UABLES. 

taken off, and a boolc, to which she had 
clung unconsciously through all the con
fusion None of her belongings were 
touched or looked at. 

"The Piiie Valley coach will be along 
before morning. We can only say we 
are sorry for the blunder," and with a 
courteous gesture of farewell to Helen, 
the party rode away. 

liot.h loaders lay  dead in their tracks. 
Clearly there was nothing to do but, t<» 
wait for the Pine Valley coach. Helen 
was comfortable with shawls and 
wraps <Vn a bed of pine boughs, and 
fell asleep quietly under the stars. Siie 
did not wake even when the couch eaine 
up. 

"Xow, Tleler-," a voice said, and she 
opened licr eyes to iind Harry standing 
beside her, and with him a tall figure 
dark in the starlight. 

"Another road agent?" she said, half 
asleep. 

J tarry laughed. "We don't know what 
lie may develop into. At present he is 
l'rank Hronson." 

Helen rose toiler feet, broad awake 
at once. 

"You've had a.stirring Introduction to 
your new life," a pleasant voice said, 
"and popular report makes you out a 
heroine." 

Helen flushed a little resentfully. lie 
might have talking to a girl of six
teen in that voice of easy patronage. 
She. was silent. 1 tarry, used to that, pe
culiarity, di-.i not notice. 

Frank Hronson began again: "I'm 
a fraid you'll be inconveniently crowded, 
Miss Tryon." 

"I beg jour pardon," in her slow, 
cold way. "I am Mrs. Morse." 

They eamc out just then into the 
glare of the lamps. Hronson looked at 
licr curiously. 

"Harry did not tell me," he said, with 
a sudden air of co nstrained bashfulness. 

At the jounievY, end the passenger 
whose pocket-bc 1 ,k she had saved took 
a great solitaire, diamond oir his little 
finger. "A memento, madam, simply a 
memento. The ring was in the wallet. 
You saved me fifteen thousand dollars 
last night by your presence of mind." 

She would not take it, but a few 
weeks later there came to her through 
the post-ollice the stone reset in another 
ring heavy enough for an armlet. She 
smiled, slipping it over her slender 
finger. Then she met lJronson's eyes 
watching her. 

"My good deeds pursue me. I am 'the 
heroine of Pice Gulch.' Would you 
have suspected it? And there is no ad
dress." She dropped the ring into his 
hand and walked away. 

They were settled now in their new 
home. A very sketchy sort of home it 
was, but enough for the needs of a cli
mate where a house is not needed much 
more or much of tener than an umbrella. 
They had camped with the luxuries of 
wall tents, while the young men did 
their own building. A sitting-room, two 
sleeping-rooms and a kitchen—that was 
all; and the canvas of the tents made 
an awning under which a hammock 
might be swung. The new pine boards 
were aromatic in the hot sunshine; the 
i« aventional requirements of living 
were reduced to their very simplest 
form. 

It was a solitary enough life -for a 
woman. One of Hurry's experimental 
gang of Chinese workers, had been de
tailed to kitchen duties, and the peace 
of the house was profound. Hut Helen 
liked it. Dreamy and silent she was 
still, but somehow little by little she 
seemed to come back toward human 
sympathies and interests. Half un
consciously licr black garments were 
laid aside as oppressive iu' the heat of 
the long, bright days. The young men 
coming home at niglrt ifoui^ ' a white-
drapcd preseijco r-waiting them. Harry 
thought .spoken comment that 
something'^! ^{jirlhood ns he reineiu-
liered her uuft* 'back into her 
5ft1.se and iiitefljlie pounding outlines^ 

her figure. Oncc or twice he heard an 
echo of the old imperious inflections of 
speech, when something went wrong in 
the simple programme of their house
keeping; once or twice she laughed 
aloud at some of Sam Tree's achieve
ments. At least, the old, monotonous 
calm was broken; she had fits f f de
pression, felt keenly in the sensitive 
household atmosphere. 

It was the evening after the coming 
of the ring. Helen found herself at the 
very bottom of her register of feeling. 
They were all out of doors in the large-
starred. dewlcss Southwestern night. 
The two men outstretched on tlieir 
blankets lay sileutly smoking. Helen, 
swinging in her hammock, was speech
less, too. Ity and by Harry asked lier 
some trivial question, and the voice 
that answered him was hoarse with 
teal's. He took no notice, and a minute 
after she went into the house. Harry 
followed her, and came back after 
awhile, his own voice not over steady. 

"That girl has broken ijpjyn at last. 
It's the first time in years, anil not easy 
years either. I doubt if any one lias 
seen her cry since she came home." 

"Mrs. Morse?" 
•'Who else?" testily, "now I hate 

the name—I never even think of it, if I 
can help it You dont know the 
story?" 

"I have guessed—that is, I mean I 
couldn't help knowing there was some
thing painful. Mrs. Morse is young to 
be a widow." 

"She is tweniy-five," brusquely. 
"Helen always would have her own 
way. She had it when she. w»s seven
teen, and u»urricd a scoundrel, lie. got 
a life sentence for train robbery, and 
was killed trying to make his • scape 
from prison. She got the ;.ews the day 
her only child w.v hm ;i-d." 

Hronson ga ve a tuui'-groa-i, a K-msd 
almost like a sob, as Tryon paused in 
his blunt recital. 

"That was two years ago. feho never 
whimpered under it, and to-night she is 
crying as if she would kill herself. And 
I don't know but she will. Think of a 
woman's life going to wreck like that." 

Whatever Hronson may have thought, 
lie said nothing. There was a long si
lence and much tobacco smoke. 

"Don't they take something?"' he said, 
hesitatingly, after awhile. "A cup of 
tea or some-thing. I'll broil a quail, if 
you like." . • 

"That's so," accepting the suggestion 
cheerfully. Then they went out into 
Sam Lee's shining iittlc kitchen, and 
pottered about with the best of inten
tions, hut with much disturbance of 
small, jingling movables. Helen's cry
ing wiis over now. She lay prone and 
nerveless with the exhaustion of such 
tears. She heard the uproar among the 
pots antl pans, and wondered faintly 
about it. 

Harry opened the door finally, with a 
laden tray in his hands. 

"I made the tea," lie explained, 
breathlessly, ''and Hronson cooked the 
bird, and we couldn't find the bread." 

Helen sat up and pushed the damp 
tiair back from her face. 

"Hronson thought of it," he said, per
suasively. "I'd try andeat a little," 
And Helen drank her tea, and nibbled 
her bird with an unsmiling sense of the 
unfitness of things when meat and drink 
were oit'ered as a remedy for such 
troubles as hers. 

iiufc it did l or good. She slept dream-
lessly. that night, and if she came out 
to breakfast with heavy shadows under 
her eyes, the sad-lipped moutli had lost 
a little of its rigid lines of pain. 

There had been an epidemic of law
lessness through the country for the 
last few weeks. The particular mani
festation of the disease was horse-steal
ing. Xow, to take a man's liorse was 
generally worse—for the community— 
than taking his life. The public sense 
of justice did not always wait for the 
slow and ratlior uncertain action of the 
law. Harry rode away that evening 
wit hout deliniog his business, and Hron
son found Helen alone, in licr hammock 
as usual. 

These -two did not find talk necessary. 
They had reached that grade of ac
quaintanceship where long silences are 
unmarked. A soundless half hour passed. 
Helen lay with half-shut eyes, watch-
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A SOUNDLESS llALF-IIOUn PASSED. 

ing the broad flood of sunset light die 
out of the sky. Hronson was smoking. 
When the cigar was quits done ho ruse 
deliber.-. tely and' stood beside, her. In 
the faint, light, in her white gown, her 
twenty-five years rolled L>ack and left, 
her in girlhood af,ain. 

"Helen!"' lie tal.!, toucVng a fold of 
her dress with softly reverent hand. 

She looked up at him with an instant's 
surprise, then her eyes fell. 

"Forgive me," lie said, hun'bl v. "I 
have not seen many women. When you 
came it was like a revelation. And now 
I know that I love you.-'-' 

She opened her lips to speak, but he 
stopped her. 

"I know," he said. "Harry told me 
your story. Would yon dare trust 
another man?" 

There was something very childlike 
in the simplicity of the question. She 
half-smiled. Thenallat once .the past 
rushed overhur. " 

"No," sheaaidwilldly.TistngtoTieeteet. 
"All that has gone by forever. ¥$1 do 
not know wUat yon.arc saying—*" 
,an who has;livpd'through such a'degra-
lyMot ill-trertipeut apd .cru^.attg 

—who has so utterly mistaken herself 
and all the meaning of licr life, has no 
right to listen to such words as you 
have spoken." 

They were standing face to face. She 
put out her hands with a helpless, 
strcngthless air of repelling protest. 
Perhaps he misunderstood the gesture; 
he took them in his own and held them 
firmly and gently. She did not resist 
the clasp, standing mute and miserable. 
Perhaps until that hour It had never oc
curred to her that any renewal of that 
old story could be possible. She had 
felt herself set apart from all the com
mon lot of women. That he seemed so 
innocently and completely to ignore 
such tragic facts as licr ljfc held beat 
down all her giiard, swept away the 
landmarks tlmt had been the dreary re
minders of her past folly and sin. 

He wa3 wlmt that other had been— 
plainsman reared among the influences 
of nn almost lawless community. Al
ways on the edge of the advancing wave 
of civilization, where the other had 
grown reckless he was grave and self-
contained. He kccw books better than 
many who had lived among them; there 
was a gentleness in his speech that 
meant something better than mere 
sweet temper; and Helen was woman 
enough yet to feel the fascination of ins 
muscular strength—the very clasp that 
held her, gentle as it was, was irresisti
ble if lie chose to have it so. 

"At least, I love you," I10 said at last. 
"You know it now," with a long, breath 
as of relief, "I have not r..y secret to 
keep; aud shall never love any one else." 

She smiled again through ail her 
trouble. He believed it himself with 
•such manifest iaitli. 

He released her hand's. She went 
back to her hammock and he to his 
i.)ia:U»et, and silence foil again between 
fl'.cm. 

Harry came back while -they were 
still in their places. 

"We're getting it down fine," he said, 
abruptly, to lironson. "I've been over 
to Morgan's. We know liow many 
there are in the gang, and we have de
scriptions of the principal leaders. It's 
a regularly organized tiling. The lead
er is a Captain Gordon, lle'jl iiiid him
self captained with a short rope if the 
league gets hold of him. We kno\V 
pretty well their headquarters." 

Helen turned languidly. 
"What makes you involve yourself in 

such a thing?" she said. "It's so much 
easier to keep out than to get out." 

"Suppose yon should lose Kcbecca 
some night?" 

"I shouldn't like it. But, 0! Ilarry, 
you don't want blood on your hands." 

"And I don't want to lose my horses," 
he said, doggedlv. "If it comes to that 
it's their own fault. They know the 
risks they take." 

Helen said uo more. Bronson had not 
spoken nt all. He askfct} gfi unimpor
tant question or two and then the sub
ject dropped. 

That night every horse worth taking 
was stolen from the Tryon and liron
son ranch, and with 'the rest Helen's 
Rebecca. Jtul £ke third day aXterwurd 
llebeeca was found in the morning tied 
before the door with as handsome a 
bridle and lady's saddle as the countrv 
afforded, and with a card appended: 
"Captain Gordon's compliments to 
Helen Tryon." 

"He ought to have said to the heroine 
of Pine Gulch." Harry said, with deep 
disgust. 

"Perhaps Mrs. Morse is in it, too," 
Hronson suggested, slyly. "You're 
quite sure that Captain Gordon isn't a 
friend of yours? Appearances are 
against you. First the diamond—" and 
lie stopped short as the tears rose iu 
Helen's eyes. 

"I didn't mean any thing," he ex
plained humbly to Harry afterward. 

"Whoever supposed you did? Do you 
imagine you are ever going to under
stated what a woman finds to cry 
about?"' he said, wrathfully. "They 
don't know themselves it&Jf Xhe time." 

liut, after all, it was not Helen at 
whom he was storming. An extra 
meeting of the Horse-Thief League was 
summoned. No results followed, and a 
month wore away pcaccably. 

Time did not fitand still for Helen and 
Helen's lover. He did not agaiu refer 
in words to that declaration of his, but 
not au hour spent in licr society did not 
plead his cause- lie took it completely 
for granted that His love for her was a 
thing complete of itself without hope of 
return. Perhaps that altitude was his 
strongest plea. Something in .his pa
tience seemed wonderful to her. * She 
could «t> bww. have built the pyramids 
She was one of those positive people to 
whom no half-way measure is possible. 
Th-at a man should make such an avow
al as that, and then should let the days 
go en in such commonplace, cheerful, 
unmarked fashion, roused a new won
dering interest in her mind. 

Little by little, unconscious of the 
gradations of feeling, her whole .mental 
attitude changed. She owned now with 
a shudder that if Payne Morse were to 
cross her path for the first time she 
would probably be repeated rather than 
attracted- She had fallen in love with 
au ideal, and the living, breathing facts 
did not bear out the fancy. And the 

' next shock was to realize that she had 
not yet done with ideals, and to-day's 

I hero was in no tvibe like yesterday's. 
It gave her a dreadful feeling of un-

! reliance in herself. That sue, who for 
j years h?-i lived in a dead calm of uncx-
! r.veti.tit exhaustion of emotion, should 
again be allowing lierielf to dream cf 
sunshine, She made amends to herself 
by never acknowledging that, l-'rank 
Bronson hod auy thing to do with such 
fancies. 

Clearly Helen Morse's days of passive 
suffering were over. She was silent 
still, bat her silence was dreamy, in
stead of coldly hopeless. And most un
wonted bursts of petulance stirred the 
even tenor of the days. 

"What has happened to Helen?" 
Hany asked -wonderingly one day. 
"WeD, any thing is better than Bee ing 
her go about like a galvanized corpse, 
as we did for thsre year̂ .'" 

JDnt Harry was too mtieh absoibed In 
devising scheme* whereby Captain Uor-
.dcofo baiid might come to grief to heed 
:«uch:cmall bits ol melodrama as falling 
an'love, hopelessly orothj»rwise-. • 

One night it came to pass that after 
one of the brief, tremendous storms of 
wind and rain peculiar to the latitude, 
Helen answered her brother's hail from 
the outer darkness, and opened the 
door to find Mm and one of the herders 
holding between them a' motionless 
dead weight, and recognized the white 
face as Frank Branson's. 

"Is he dead?" she asked, quietly 
"I don't know; only stunned, I fancy. 

Set Sam Lee to heating water and rum
maging our flannels. A tree fell as we 
were coming through the timber and 
knocked him out of his saddle. What 
a mercy you arc not; of the screaming, 
fainting kind!" 

Harry was giving explanations and 
orders in a sort of running accompani
ment that barely vailed his own anx
iety. Helen, pale, silent and helpful, 
obeyed implicitly. When Bronson 
opened his eyes at last, her face was the 
first lie saw as his swimming vision 
steadied itself. He put out his hand 
and she laid hers within it. There was 
a good deal in the act—she was not a 
woman prodigal of such expressions. 
The heavy blue.eyes opened with eager 
inquiry. 

"You must be very quiet," she said, 
with a smile. She did not withdraw 
her hand, and with a long sigh of re
lief he turned toward her and fell 
asleep. 

ne was out and about his business 
next day, though in rather a shaky 
fashion. All day Ilplen went about 
with aliaif gui'Ity, half happy strain of 
feeling on her heart. As the tin)e came 
for his return she went and stood be
fore her glass, for the first time, per
haps, in years, with a critical and anx
ious look at the reflection therein. She 
was too pale; sorrow nnd loss had left 
her face scarred with their traces— 
what had she to do with love? The fit 
01 self-distrust left a tremor in hev man
ner that even Ilarry noticed. 

"I believe you are living back again," 
he said. "At this rate, Helen, you'll be 
a scliool-giil again before you know it." 

Her lips quivered in a painful half 
smile. He plunged on: 

"Did you ever see any one change so, 
Frank? No, you are not living back; 
you are going to begin over ugaiu, my 
girl," and he stooped and kissed lier. 

They were not a demonstrative fami
ly, the Tryons. She flushed with a 
pleased surprise. And dinner being 

If 

iiM?-

"YF.S, YOU WERE FAYXE MOUSE." 

over, he and Bronson rode away in 
pursuance of £ome of their horse-thief 
pluns. 

They had not gone many minutes 
when there came the sharp eiattor of a 
horse's hoofs up to the door, and Bron
son flung himself out of the saddle. 

"Is it true?" he asked, eagerly. 
"It is quite true," slowly and almost 

solemnly. 
"Oh, my .darling"—he had licr in 

his arms; she felt his tears 011 her face, 
his lcisses on her lips—"what have I 
done to deserve such happiness?" 

She clung to him then with a little 
cry. "O, Frank, every thing failed me 
once. If that comes again I shall die." 

lie held her close against his breast. 
"It shall never come again," he said, 

softly. 
And then in a minute more he was 

gone. 
All of this out of doors, where any 

one might have seen and heard every 
word. But who was there to sec in 
that wide, green, empty world? The 
silence was absolute. She stood listen
ing to the clank of his horse a little be-

• fore she went back into tlio house, think
ing with a happy smile how the world 
had changed-

She sat sewing the next day swing?, 
ing laziiy in her low .rocker. Sam Lee 
was pattering softly about oii toe b»rc 
boards of his kitchen floor. -Tb  ̂sonth 
wind sweeping through tfievn&open 
door tossed her hair about her fore
head. Outside the green and sunny si
lence seemed rhythmical in its bound
lessness. 

A shadow fell across the doorway. 
Helen, looking up, saw a talj man 
standing there, clad in all rcspects as 
the other men of the region were. The 
wide liat, the bl»c- flannel shirt with its 
white ornamental stitchings, the jang
ling spurs and high riding boots were 
all common enough. But Helen's heart 
beat a little faster as he addressed her 
after the stereotyped fashion: 

"Are the bosses here?" 
"Both are on the range. They will 

not be home before night." 
She had risen to answer him, and 

stood with her hands on the back .of her 
chair—a little paler than usual, and a 
growing look of terror in her widening 
eyes.' lie had not removed Ms hat, and 
his face was heavily bearded. They 
stood silent for a little space, .and then 
he bajred Ids head with&jiudden gesture. 

"Helen, don't yon know me?" 
She neither cried out nor fainted, she 

stared at him with a fbced horror in her 
face. 

"Yes," .she said in a dull sort oi way; 
*!jr<>n were Payne Moiseu* 

"Were? Do you take :me for a ̂ ost? 
No; I'm all alive. Yondont wflr me~to 
cone in—bo inal̂ uv** crossing .the 
threshold—"no matting IVe something 
tosay, (indnow'sthe 

fib crossed theroan ant cslawadCk* 
door that led to 8sn1 LeAi Jiwi^. 
stond-waiefciag iri*i HfpmnutMLt 
' ' staring «sye*. 
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ALARMING MORTAL STATISTICS 
A Destroying Epidemic Abroad in 

_., Our Land. ,. 

La Grippe and Its Conseqnences Here' 
Destructive than War and 

Famine Combined. 

Synopsis of a Lecture at the Sui> 
gical Hotel by Dr. 8. B. 

Hartman. 

Reported for the Press. •' 

It was stated by tha great recorder 
of Jewish history, speaking of the lane? 
of Egypt after the seventh plague bad 
been sent upon them: "And there 
was a great there 
was not a .koine .... 
some one deed." . 

Not quite so tragkran* 
true of our own country at £W 
time, but certainly it is tmethata 
great plague is abroad in the land;:that, 
the first born and last born has heen 
slain in countless households; that 
parents and infants, without regard to 
station or circumstances, have fallen a 
prey to the fell destroyer, La Grippe.. 
Never was there a plague so insidious^ 
so omnipresent, to defy the skill of the-
physician and the strength of the 
patient as this pestilence. It does not. 
suera to spread like an ordinary epi
demic; it seems to spring from the 
ground spontaneously everywhere at 
once. It finds its victims at mid-day 
or, like the destroying angel in Egypt,, 
it unsheathes its sword to strike the. 
unwary asleep in the dark watches of 
the night. It enters the hovels oC 
wretchedness and poverty, and easily 
crosses the threshold of wealth and 
luxury. Doctors seem to be wholly 
unable to prevent its onset, to stay its 
ravishes, or ip;tigate its consequcnces. 
Is there no balmin Gilgaj? No succor 
for the oppressed? 

Without hesitation *or fwirof suc
cessful contradiction I,&nswerr 
there is a praventiye fair t! 
have remained^ 
this disease, a'$ar£' Mir 
already its victilns,: art', » 
and permanent restoration for thoe* 
who have lately escaped it; clutches' 
with weakened and .deranged bodies, 
from which recovery seems iaj^osj^fi. 
To those who have thus far escaped 
this dreadful ailment, but are tremb*. 
ling with constant fear of it, I desiro; 
to say that a tablespoonful of Pe-jru-na, 
taken before each meal, is absolutely 
reliable as a preventive against'Jig -: 
Grippe; and no one need have any tear ' 
of an attack of this disease sfi lp^ i^ 
this treatment is continued. It it, 
absolute recklessness, for which therfr . 
is little or no excuse, for any fine* 
during the unsettled weather attaint* 
to omit to tuke this precaution. To 
those who are already attacked by this, 
disease I would ad vise: At the appear*- ' 
ancc of tho fh-st symptoms treatment -
should be begun at oncer and keep., 
strictly to the house for a few days-

No treatment, however effectual ifc 
may be, will always prevent quite a.' 
long siege with this disease, but not 
other medicinal treatment is necessary 
than Pe-ru-na. The directions, as t^ey 
are given on the bottle, are mpce^ 
a p p l i c a b l e  t o  c h r o n i c  d i s e a s e s ,  a n d  i t '  
is advisable, during the acute 
stages of the disease, to take smaller 
doses, but cftener. I would direct-*, 
tablespoonful of Pe-ru-na every tw<* 
hours for adults, and a correspondingly 
less dose for tHildron, until the osate 
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stage is 
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deranged digestion, and with b| 
little of their former powers, 
is no disease Imown to man that 
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exasperating condition, 
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ttiis dose until, jit .the end«f 4&e mo: 
you are taking iwo ta'bleepoonfals 
dose. This dose should be eoatir 
until every yestig* fit thp syin; 
disappear* 

Anyone desiring 1 
should write. The Pe-rd-na 
Maeufactailing Co. 
f<n'afrce«opy«f The Family 
aio, 2—a most *dmit«*W 
CkMpe, Mats 

j «aajpM, .<p93sv 

.J 


