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tent on her work, caught tn the hour's
excitement. She gave absent-minde- d

assent; and Stella crept back to the
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"Intends to marry you! Some o'ay!
Tenderness fled. The words flashed
forth like the hiss of a snake. He
faced her fiercely, the veins in his
forehead swelling quickly, undulating-ly- .

The primordial male was master
now, holding in leash every grace of
refinement, every saint's virtue he had
won. "Listen, Stella Anthony! If
that woman-dand- y cared for you, if he
had been man enough to marry you,
to put you beyond the Insult of railroa-

d-camp gossip and curiosity, I'd
hide away in the mountains and live
on memories. But he's spoiling your
life! And he shall not live to spoil it
longer! I'll "

"No, no, Gideon!" she broke in ex-

citedly. "Don't say those words! You
shall not harm him!" She stood erect,
her eye blazing back flame for flame.
For herself weak, for him she loved
she was a lioness at bay. "Do you call

Heps Abandoned After Physicians'
Consultation.

Mrs. Enos Shearer, Yew and Wash
ington Sts.,,.identraltsCi' Wash Bays:

. "For . years I was
weak and run down,
could not sleep, my' limbs swelled and

the-- secretions were
: troublesome; pains
were intense. I was
fast In bed for four

' months. Three doc-
tors said there was

no cure for me, and I was given up
to die. Being urged, I used Doan's
Kidney Pills. Soon I was better, and
in a few weeks was about the house.
well and strong again."

Sold by all dealers. 50 cents a box.
Foster-Milbur- n Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

ONE ON THE DOCTOR.

St. Peter's Query Decided Reflection
on Medical Attendant.

Dr. Arthur T. Holbrook told a story
on his profession.

"A man by the name of Evans died,"
he said, "and went to heaven, of
course. When he arrived at the pearly
gates he said to St. Peter:

"Well, I'm here.
"St. Peter looked- at him and asked

his name. 'John Evans, was the reply.
"St. Peter looked through his book,

and shook his head.
" 'You don't belong here,' he said,

pointing to the exit.
" 'But I am sure I belong here,' said

the man.
" 'Wait a minute," said St. Peter.
"He looked again and in the back

of the book found his name.
" 'Sure,' said the guardian of the

gate, 'you belong here. But you was-
n't expected for 20 years. Who's your
doctor?' " Milwaukee Free Press.

MORE USED TO SELLING PINS.

3r

Absent-Minde- d Clerk (who has been
transferred from notion department)

So. you'll take this piano. Shall I
send it, or will you take it with yout

Sorrows gather around great souls
as storms do around mountains; but
like them, they break the storm and
purify the air of the plain beneath
them. Richter.

FOUR GIRLS
Restored to Health by Iiydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound.

Kmtut What Thwy Say.
Miss Lillian Boss, 530

East 84th Street, New
York, writes: "LydiaE. Pinkham's Vegeta-
ble Compound over-
came irregularities, pe
riodic suiienng, ana
nervous headaches.
after everything else
had failed to help me,
and I feel ii a duty to
let others know oj it."

KatharineCraig,2355
Lafayette St., Denver,
jol., writes : " J nanus
to Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound I
am well, aftersufferingfor months from ner

ts'atharine c!aoW vous prostration."
Miss Marie Stoltz-ma- n,

of Laurel, la.,
writes : "I was in a run-
down condition and suf
fered fromsuppression,11 it indigestion, and poor
circulation. r.yaia tu.
Pinkham's Vegetable

"MARlt STOLTZMANjjF Compound made me
well and strong."

Miss Ellen M. Olson,
of 417 14 . .East St., ee.

111., says: " Ly-dia- E.

Pinkham's Vege-
table Compound cured
me of backache, side
ache, and established
my periods, after the
best local doctors had
failed to help me."

FACTS FOR SICK WOMEN.
For thirty years Lydia E. Pink-

ham's Vegetable Compound, made
from roots and herbs, has been the
standard remedy for female ills,
and has positively cured thousands of
women who have been troubled with
displacements, inflammation, ulcera-
tion, fibroid tumors, irregularities,
periodic pains, backache, that bearing--

down feeling, flatulency,
prostration.

Why don't you try it ?
Sirs. Pinkham Invites all side

women to write tier for advice.
She bas gnided thousands to
health. Address, Lynn, Mass.

SICK HEADACHE
Positively cored by

CARTER'S these Little Pills.
They also relieve Dis-

tress from Dyspepsia, In-

digestion and Too Hearty1 flVER Eating--. A perfect rem-
edy for Dizziness, Nan
ea. Drowsiness, Bad

Taste in tbs Mouth, Coat-
ed Tonfrse, Pain in the
Slds, TORPID LIVER.

They rcg-nia-
ts tbs Bowels. Purely Vegstabla,

SHALL PILL. SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE.

Genuine Must Bear
CARTERS Fac-Sim- ile Signature
K I TILE
I flVER

BEFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

parlor, where she lowered ' the lamp
and again sat down with her fears.
Had Gideon been able to get a seat In
Uncle Billy's coach? She would go
and see. She opened the door and
peered out. The street was deserted.
Yet bright, unshaded windows gleam-
ing In all directions; extra, lights ,ln.
the saloon across the way; knots of
men at the doors; the rattle of chips,
the clink of ice and glass, and an oc-
casional voice raised above the sub
dued murmur that came from Sally
B.'s barroom all told Stella that the
town waited awake for the night's
event.

She stole out, passed the hotel and
peeped guiltily into the stage office.
Only the clerk on duty was within.
and he was nodding. Cautiously she
approached and looked over the pas-
senger list that lay open on the coun-
ter. Gideon had not booked.

Though half stunned by dread and
fear, she yet could not face Sally B.
again and the busy kitchen. She paced
restlessly, stopped to reread her letter
and add a penciled word, and went
into the" hall to listen for Uncle Billy.
Silence. No one was stirring in the
house outside of the cook's domain.

Back she turned to her nervous
tread, counting her steps mechanical
ly. Her mind was painfully alert,
supersensitive. The half-hou- r struck.

The clock is surely wrong!" Stella
whispered. But the dining-roo- clock
quickly rang a confirming chime; and
the doomful tick, tick, went slowly on.

She crept out again to the stage of
fice, where the clerk no longer co-

quetted with duty in his chair, but
lay full length on the counter, frankly
seduced by Morpheus. The passenger
list still lay open, and Stella looked.
Gideon's name was not there!

She wondered why, since his looks
even more than his words told her
that he would seek Alfred at once.
As she walked back new fears beset
her. Why was Gideon not going on the
stage? Could Alfred be already on his
way to Colfax? Near? Coming now,
and Gideon had learned it? A terrify-
ing vision of their meeting shook her;
yet quick comfort came with the recol-
lection of Alfred's promised telegram.
He would surely keep his word.

Ten minutes of two! Ten minutes
past fifteen!

A light step came down the stair,
and Stella flew into the hall.

"Uncle Billy!" she called softly, and
drew him into the parlor. She put her
letter in his hand, told him of Gideon,
breathlessly describing Alfred's dan-
ger, though concealing its cause. She
did not dream that Uncle Billy guessed
it well.

He promised to mount guard over
Alfred, though he scoffed at her fear,
and declared that Gideon, son of the
night, was doubtless alone somewhere
fighting out his anger.

"Oh, Uncle Billy, you're such a dear,
good father to me," she cried impetu
ously; and, heedless, did not see the
light die in his eyes, recked not of a
missed heart-bea- t.

His back was toward the lamp, his
face downcast; yet when he lifted it
again, he was calm, his voice steady,
though Stella caught a vibrant sad
ness in it she could not understand.

"Honey, there's something I've been
wishing to speak to you about for a
month o Sundays, but I couldn't raise
the pluck." He stopped, and Stella,
so overwrought, grew suddenly ap
prehensive, though she did not speak.

"Yo' Uncle Billy's stake in Mam-
mon's mighty small; but such as it is,
it is deeded to you, child. I haven't
any kin of my own, that is, none that's
as neah to me as you are, honey. I
fixed the papehs in Auburn yestehday."

For an instant Stella did not com
prehend. She looked questioningly
into his face and he smiled back at
her, waiting for her to speak. Then it
broke suddenly a will! All a young
heart's dread of death came into her
eyes. Uncle Billy dead! And she
profiting by it? It could not be. He
surely would live long years still. She
could not spare him!

The precipient sorrow, the generous
deed, broke down Stella's defenses,
and tears flowed uncontrolled while
she haltingly told her gratitude. Uncle
Billy had barely dried her eyes when
Sally B.'s step sounded in the hall.

"I'm in heah, Sally B.," he called,
"and all ready." Before she could turn
back from the stairs and enter he
drew Stella to him and kissed her.
"Don't forget my luck posy, honey," he
whispered, as Sally B. opened the
door. And in that instant Stella's eyes
were opened.

Ten minutes later the coaches.
Uncle Billy's leading, lined up beside
the thronged sidewalk. Some passen-
gers stood near the second coach.
Only a privileged few coming on the
train would go with Uncle Billy.

Stella, a rose in her hand, stood
with others near the stage office
door. "Is Mr. Ingram going with
Uncle Billy or in the other coach?
she asked the clerk, as he returned to
his post from some errand.

"Ingram? He left town hours ago.
Took Ball's best horse. Nig. Told Ball
if he broke the nag's wind he'd pay
any figure Ball "

Stella did not wait to hear him
through. "Book me for Virginia
City!" she cried. "In Uncle Billy's
coach "

"You can't " he began.
A whistle shrilled through the dark-

ness.
"Yes! yes! Ill make him let me!"

she panted, and was gone.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

An Innovation.
A New York woman Is having a

fountain placed in her parlor. This is
novel. The presence of tanks In the
house has been the nearest approach
to this heretofore

H. S. GIVLER, Pub.
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The shallowest person is often the
deepest in debt.

The child who is as sharp as a razor
usually needs strapping.

Canada waters yielded last' year
about 20,000,000 lobsters, half of which
were canned.

Vienna has 32,000 street beggars, and
many of them ' make a better living
than workmen.

There's compensation in the fact
that the less you know, the more
you think you know.

If this pension legislation is car-
ried out in England and Australia, old
age will have its compensations.

A man isn't necessarily on the
downward path because he can trace
his descent for many generations.

Some people are born great, some
achieve greatness, and some manage
to dodge it by means of an anti-fa- t

remedy.
What though meats be high? Aren't

there 734,000,000 bushels of wheat in
sight, not to mention a billion bush-
els of oats?

Woman has two souls, according to
G. Stanley Hall. Poor woman! Man
has trouble enough in saving one soul,
according to all accounts.

Nearly $100,000 is spent in Mexico
City every week on lottery tickets, and
!a the same period only about $70,000
is paid back in premiums.

While the finest Cuban tobaccos
have less than two per cent, of nico-
tine, the rankest Kentucky tobacco
contains nearly eight per cent.

We are now upon the season, re-
marks the St. Louis Times, when the
expert swimmer takes the place of the
man who didn't know that it was
loaded.

It looks like bumper crops In the
west, but the farmers say this means
a bumper need for help also. The de-
mand for hands in the big wheatfields
is by no means supplied.

It takes an ardent soul like the sec-
retary of agriculture adequately to de-
scribe the big crop prospects. Wilson
can gild refined gold, paint the lily
and adorn the violet with ease and
facility.

The Vienna Academy of Science has
spent nearly $9,000 in working ten
tons of uranium ore for radium. The
yield was three grains of pure radi-
um, the largest amount ever secured
at once, the value being $320,000.

F. W. Fitzpatrick, consulting archi
tect of the International Society of
Building Commissioners, says the fire
loss in the United States every year
is $100,000,000 greater than the
amount spent in new construction.

The "white peril," is as threatening
to the east as the "yellow danger" is
to the west. China and Japan should
agree to stop the Europeans and the
Americans from cornering the whole
of the industrial and commercial
markets in the far east.

At a court trial in Houston. Tex.,
recently 100 persons in attendance
were relieved of pocket pistols be
fore entering the courtroom. It has
been said by a native that "A man
doesn't need a gun often in Texas, but
when he does he needs it bad."

Massachusetts has a town of 600 in
habitants which receives $2,750 annu-
ally from a single hotel for license to
sell liquor. This is believed to be the
highest license fee paid in the United
States. The fee is nearly double the
amount paid in Boston and other large
cities.

Asphaltic layers have been found in
Syria, near Kferie, a village about 25
miles northeast of the port of Latakia,
along the road leading toward Aleppo,
which have been declared by compe-
tent mining engineers to be not only
rich in asphalt, but also practically in
exhaustible.

That great and prolific English
painter, J. M. W. Turner, bequeathed
to the British nation when he died in
1851 pictures of his own the value of
which was in 1902 estimated at $5,000.
000. These pictures consisted of 362
oil paintings, 135 finished water col
ors, and over 20,000 studies and
sketches.

In referring to a recent trial in Ken
tucky, when a woman was acquitted
for shooting another woman who stole
her husband's affection, the Philadel-
phia inquirer says the practice of
shooting women who steal husbands
may. be ethical, but not good practice
and inquires: "Why don't the wife
keep her husband's devotion?" Thi
is the old plan of blaming everything
even masculine fickleness, upon the
woman.

The slow rate at which population
is increasing in France is becoming
still slower. In fact, according to the
latest announcement there is no in
crease, but an actual decrease. The
birthrate has steadily dwindled for a
century, the aggregate of births within
that time having decreased from
1,007,000 to 774,000 a year. The deaths
in France during 1907 were reported
at 793,000, which was 19,000 more than
the births. If this is to be a continu
ing proportion, France may well view
the situation with alarm, and bestir
herswlf to discover fie cause.
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SYNOPSIS.

The story opens during a trip of the
Overland Mail" through the Rocky

mountains. Uncle Billy" Dodge, stage
river. Alfred Vincent, a young man, ana

Phineas Cadwallader, introduced. They
come across the remains of a massacre.
Later at Anthony s station they Una tne
redskins have carried their destructive
work there also. Stella Anthony, daughter of Anthony, keeper of station, is in-
troduced. Anthonv has been killed.
Vincent is assigned his work in unearth-
ing plans of enemies of railroad being
built. Vincent visits town where railroad
men are working on the road and receives
token of esteem from Stella. The .old
stage driver decides to work close to
town In order that ne may De aoie to
keep fatherly watch over the youngwoman. She Is engaged as a tutor for
Viola Bernard, daughter of hotel land-
lady. Vincent visits society circles of en
emies of the Central Pacific railroad and
learns their secrets. He returns to Stella,
each showing signs of love for the other.
Phineas Cadwallader, pushing a railroad
opposing Central Pacific, reaches miningown. She writes to Aiirea v incent nis
boast. Plying his attentions Cadwallader
nsults her and she Is rescued byher father's servant. In turn he proposes

marriage, is rejected, leaves her declaring
he will return the sort, or a man sne winlove. Stella hears from her lover.
Gideon, and of his phenomenal success.
Kinds letter of importance involving
plans of opposition road. Plot to destroy
company s ship f lora is uneartnea ana
incriminating evidence against Cadwalla
der on charge of wire tapping is also
found. Impending disaster to Central
Pacific is averted by protecting the Flora.
Phineas Cadwallader faces prison on
charge of wire tapping. A perfect
chain of evidence connects him with plotto ' blow up "Flora." Stella and Alfred
show love for each other despite hostilityof Gideon. Alfred and Stella pledge their
troth and former is compelled to leave on
company business. Mrs. Bernard leaves
for scene of husband's recent "strike."
leaving Stella in charge. Again the girl
repulses Gideon's advances. In showingMiss Hamilton, a niece of a railroad of-
ficial, about the camp. Alfred somewhat
neglects Stella, who shows pain at treat-
ment. Banquet in railroad town is scene
of more monopolization of Alfred by Miss
Hamilton, with determination on Stella's
part to change her temperament. Alfred
writes passionately to Stella, decryingthe attention which he was compelled to
give Miss Hamilton. Mrs. sally Ber-
nard announces riches. Viola's love for
Alvln, a telegraph operator, is revealed.

CHAPTER XX. Continued.
Sally B. sped away to the kitchen.

Stella detained Uncle Billy a second in
the hall, her hand on his coat lapel.
She had intended to speak with him
about schools, where to go, how to set
about the new life; but these ques-
tions must wait. His trip and its suc-
cess were the only things that mat-
tered now.

"Aren't you going to rest?" she
asked. "There are plenty others to
work. Go to bed early, won't you,
Uncle Billy?"

He ciosed his warm, strong hand
over hers with fond pressure. It was
sweet to have her womanly solicitude,
to feel her near him, her soft hand
pulsing under his own. "Afteh the
fight is time enough to rest, little girl.
I must see that my wagon and stock
are all right for the first hard drive.
I'll have to trust to luck afteh that, or
to the hostlehs that's about the same
thing."

"Well, rest as much as you can.
then. I'll have a luck flower for your
button-hol- e when you start." She
smiled into his eyes, her own shining
with excitement. "You'll win. Uncle
Billy! I know it!"

She watched him down the street to
the stage barn, where she knew no
item of preparation would escape his
vigilant eye. Yet there was time to
spare. Would he take advantage of
it? Perhaps not. She knew he was
master of that perfect relaxation that
prepares for stress as well as sleep
does.

Alvin had dropped his study, Viola
was fighting her trouble .alone and
Sally B. was in the kitchen. Stella,
left with no pressing duty, wandered
into the dark parlor. Lighting it was
Viola's task, but she had forgotten to-

night, to Stella's satisfaction.
She drew a chair to the window that

faced the dim mountain across the
gorge, closed her senses to the little
world about her and was quickly oft
with the sprites of the night to keep
her heart's tryst with Alfred. Npt
quite alone did they two meet this
night in fancy's fair halls. Viola, Al-

vin, even Sally B.'s uncompromising
black eyes interrupted Stella's dreams.

Minutes ticked by unheeded. Hur-
rying feet came and went; calls, cries,
hasty commands, odors of unusual
cooking floated past inadequate doors;
but Stella was oblivious till a draught
of air struck her cheek sharply and
Gideon's voice called her.

She started to her feet. "Gideon!
Where you said To-morro- In your
message! Who told you I was here?"

"No one. I can always find you,
Stella. Something tells me. The in-
stant I opened the door I knew you
were here. A kind of fragrance I
could tell it "

"Don't, Gideon," she Interrupted.
She was looking for matches, but his
alert sense caught the aversion in tone
and movement.

"Your father once told me that a
Pima princess was my r.

I cannot escape my heritage
from her." He took the match she had
struck and lighted the hanging lamp.
The Same shone full on his upturned
face, and Stella gazed at him fas-
cinated, while he adjusted wick and
shade. He seemed to her excited gaze
the concentrated beat and pulse of a
hundred lives controlled by the master
will that spoke through his burning
ayes. Often she wondered about bis

power over her, wondered why Gid-
eon away, was so small a part of her
life; yet near, so masterful, monopoliz-
ing. In the pause while he attended to
the lamp this question rose again;
and was still unanswered.

He turned to meet her mute scru
tiny. His eyes were deep and tender.
his voice wooing. "You're glad to
see me, aren't you, sweet Star?" He
threw his arm about her waist with a
motion both swift and gentle, as
might be a panther mother's, and
kissed her on the forehead.

"Don't, Gideon!" Stella cried,
breathless, struggling unavailingly, yet
not quite sorry that his arm did not
yield. Always with Gideon present
came the memory of their comradship,
a comforting sense of his strength, a
desire to lean upon him. If he would
only be content with brotherliness!

"Moppett, why do you push me
away? It's so long since I saw you.
If I were your brother by blood as I
am by rearing, you'd take my kiss, and
kiss me back. Isn't the tie almost as
close? We've been so much more to
each other than ordinary brother and
sister." He dropped his arm and
stepped back; and the consideration,
the gentleness and regret in his tone
subdued Stella with quick contrition.

"Oh, Gideon, I don't mean to be
cold, unkind; but I'm afraid ofof
what I see in your eyes."

He looked long into her face. "Dear
little girl!" he said at length; and the
adjective did not seem unfitting when
he stood near her. "Don't be afraid
of me, Stella. I love you, and I want

"Moppett, Why Do

your love in return, not your fear."
"But I can't help It, Gideon. You

would compel me, hurt me. Does true
love ever hurt?"

"Does a mother love her child when
she gives it into the surgeon's hands?"

Stella would not see his meaning.
"That doesn't apply to us."

"It does, Stella." He went to her
again, standing close, and looking
down upon her tenderly. "I've come
for you, dear." He kissed her sud-
denly. "I remember what you said,
flower-eye- s. I'll not kiss you on the
lips till till I've the right "

"Gideon, you can never have that!"
she Interrupted, springing back.

Still he controlled himself to gentle-
ness. "Stella, dear, listen. Love like
mine compels love. You think your
heart forever lost to that to the man
who has deserted you. Yet you surely
will soon wake to the shame of it.
Your womanhood will help me, if not
your love; that will follow. I've a
house and garden for you in Sacra-
mento; your own home, trim and neat,
where the roses on the trellis wait for
your care. There you shall live in
peace, and show the gossips that Al-
fred Vincent did not break your heart

did not win you to cast you off. To-
morrow we shall be married "

"Gideon! Gideon! Stop, for
heaven's sake! How many times must
I tell you I cannot I will not marry
you? I love -- Alfred Vincent. Some
day he intends to marry me"

that love?" she asked scornfully, "to
strike a woman through the man she
loves? I could hate you, Gideon
Ingram! Leave me! I hope never to
see your face again!"

Gideon did not speak. Stella roused
and angry was a new being to him.
He had not realized that her spirit was
as intrepid as his own. Stripped
of compassion for his love of her,
wrenched free from the claim of their
past, she flung out her stinging words
like whip-stroke- s.

"Love! What do you know of that
sacred thing? Hide in your moun
tains? Yes! And stay, till you learn
that first of all love is not for self, but
to serve the loved one. I could never
love you. If Alfred were ten times
dead, I'd not marry you!"

Red lights were burning in Gideon's
passionate eyes, and he turned to her
with savage counter threat.

"Whether Vincent lives or not, you
shall be my wife, Stella Anthony!
There's no other woman in the world
but you, and I shall be worthy of you.
.You shall see my face again you
shall pray to see It!" He towered over
her, his stormy eyes fixed on hers un-

flinchingly, yet he did not touch her.
"Good-bye,- " he said in a lower voice.
"I shall find him; and I shall come
again!" He stepped backward as he
finished.

She sprang after him, but he had
closed the door and slid into the night.

You Push Me Away?"
When she looked out he was neither
to he seen nor heard. She stood a
moment in the open doorway, striving
to quiet the tumult of soul and body.
The weakness of reaction came quick
ly. The scene rehearsed grew in por
tent. No fiery courage rose to meet
the memory of his threats; yet they
grew more dreadful; and the com
pelling power of his presence re
mained. A dozen uncertain plans
chased one another through her whirl-
ing brain. She would telegraph Al
fred. But where? What could she
say? She could not send heart trage-
dies over the wires, accuse Gideon be
forehand of murder!

She would write get Uncle Billy to
deliver her letter in person. She wrote
a feverish letter, destroyed it, and
wrote again; then hasteneH out to find
Uncle Billy. In the kitchen she came
upon Sally B. superintending the extra
baking.

"Uncle Billy? He's snatchln 40
winks. He didn't go up till a bit ago
he ain't to be disturbed." She was
emphatic. "Sayl The race begins
O. K.! Train'll be here at 2:50 instid
o four o'clock! Uncle Billy 'lows hell
git off In four minutes after."

"Oh, I must speak to him alone,'
Stella pleaded; "just a minute, when
he comes down. Tell him when you
call him. won't you?"

Another time Sally B. would have
heeded the distress in Stella's tone,

1 and questioned her; but she was In


