
[continued. 
\rlta came around the table and 

drawing hi* head back pressed a kits on 

the cheek, where the flesh was soft and 

ivr as that of a girl. “Do you know.” 

he said with * tender little laugh, “you 
remind me of one Cneius Pompey, about 
whom I was reading this morning, who 

wav according to Froude, so good and 
> p itiful, and so delightful to women 

Withal, that they all longed to bite 

him?” 
.•Oh. thanks awfully,” laugingly feel- 

ln* in hi* pockets as though to settle the 

»cere. “What do you want for It?” 
I want you to listen to reason, muy 

»mado. I waut you to accept the moun- 

tain plan as a settled thlug, wtthout 
further argument. And 1 shall not be 

ft one if you go. Auntie is likely to be 

here iu a day or two, you know; or, if 

5hrf does not come, I could go up the last 

t: the week and join you at the park, a9 

you suggested.” 
• And will you? you dear girl!” ten- 

derly drawing her to him. “And you 
W 1 not get blue and lonely through the 
lor e days if she does not come? You 
» r.ot be sorry that you sent me 

away?” _ 

••Sorry. ner lace giving wua me 

sneonseious eloquence of strong passion. 
••H w could I grudge you any pleasure, 
when I love you so? How could I t>e 

loaely, knowing you happy In goodcom- 
,3y? Ah. no, sweetheart,” rubbing 
her cheek softly against his, “never, for 

a moment, let me seem to be a drag upon 

your pleasure. Your happiness must al- 

»ay> be reflected in your heart, and 

whatever enjoyment may come to you 

can only make me unselfishly glad." 
Ar.d she thought she meant it, every 

w rd. It would seem that the recording 
ttgels should have smiles in turn, as well 

a, tears, for the foibles of human nature. 

CHAPTER III. 

B'zdi ocntn in her men darkened home. 

Two-thirds of the warm summer day 
Anita had spent in the hot kitchen, “do- 
v» g up” wild plums, and now, her weari- 
less sustained by a comforting sense of 
V ty done, she was prepared to eujoy a 

well earned rest in the large hammock 
teat was swung across the shaded sit- 
ting room. 

Tne innovation of this hammock in 
iL-> house, with its suggestion of tropi- 
?a.i indolence, would be a thing to stir 
ip Aunt Martha’s most outspoken dts- 
aporoval, the niece reflected as she 

ilcwly swayed herself back and forth 
ir.th the toe of one slippered foot. Ah, 
well, she was now Mrs. Martels, and 
this was her own home, thank heaven! 
With a thrill of exultation at the thought. 
It was for her to say how her house 
shou d be arranged—luxury unspeak- 
able after the repression of her girl- 
hood. 

Notwithstanding her brave face to 
Donald, Anita was by no means well 
l a.—d at the prospect of entertaining 
this kinswoman, whose goodness, not at 
a!! uncommon in its type, carried a lash 
f >r all whose ideas or methods differed 
from her own. She would have her nose 

In every crack, seeking an outlet for her 
restless fussiness and a linger in every 
pi-t, with frankest and most pungent 
criticism upou the composition of the 
pasty. 

Ti:ft Van Zandt family, of whom Miss 
Martha complacently counted herself 
chief, had never quite outgrown the 
habit of regarding Anita as a brand 
matched from the burning. Her father 
had been the black sheep of the flock, 
*h‘ had escaped the climax of his er- 

rs; ■ career by marrying and settling in 
Mexico. There he had lived happily 
enough on the great hacienda of his 
fath-r-in-iaw until Anita was ten years 
old. when he had been thrown from his 
horse and died in an hour, while his 
adoring wife, who since her beautiful 
eyes had first rested upon him had 
pever been content with him out of her 
»ght, soon found in a fever a path to 
follow him. It was at this point that i 

her New York relatives came forward 
ar.d rescued the unwilling little Anita 
from the ignorant bliss of supposing 
that life was simply given to live and 
lov^and be happy. 

r.icn \ an Zaaat woman—ana mere 

w*re five sisters, married aad single— 
hcroicallv resolved to be a mother to 
'he unhappy child, who Darrowly es- 

caped the proverbial fate of the broth 
cot' octed by too many cooks. It was 

tacitly accepted that all the sins of the 
lather had descended upon the child, to* 
<*ihcr with awful posibilitie* of others, 
store to be dreaded because but haif lm- 
aeined, from the dark mixture of Span- 
ish biood that glowed In her tawny face; 
and five moral straitjackets of differ- 
ent cut were determinedly devised to fit 
the case. The sweet, dreamy religion of 
i>r toother, half superstition, but wholly 
devout, was a field over which all the 
Van Zindt missionary zeal felt bound to 
ride roughshod; and the bewildered 
ch id was converted to orthodoxy as re- 

’cntiessly as one race of her forefathers 
had been driven to accept the religion 
of the cross and yield up their golden 
idols at the zealous swordpolnt of the 
other. 

Five busy brains were continually at 
work contriving schemes to combat the 
old Adam of indoleoce which was as- 

sumed to have special dominion over the 
Mexican temperament; and the old saw 

a$ tj the provision of Satan for idle 
hands was tirelessly dinned in her ears 
u reason for the wearying treadmill of 
duties In which she was always driven. 
And, altogether, they labored for her 
food so unceasingly, and to such pur- 
pose, that when Anita was eighteen 
years old, when she graduated from 
school with many honors, and her edu- 
cation was assumed to be finished, even 
the Van Zaadt ladles began to regard 

their work with gratulatory compla- 
cency. Anita waa a raosta ccomplished 
yooog woman, and conceded to be a 
credit to her father’ll tribe despite her 
despised foreign blood. She had grown 
fairer, too, her warm, creamy skin just 
touched with pink, like the flash on a 
half opened tea rose, glowing warmer 
and brighter when her face kindled into 
beauty in the gre of Interest or excite- 
ment. But Jt never entered the head 
of the matter-of-fact five, who quarrelled 
among themselves as to her well being, 
and who were proud of her in their way, 
to think of loving the dark faced girl, 
with her stormy, tropical temper. 

And Anita, looking back to the snm- 
merland of her childhood, where the 
slow moving folk always had time for 
sweet courtesy and tender words, and 
women seemed to live but to be loved, 
felt her life dry and starved, a troubled, 
colorless dream, until Donald had come, 
like the prince of the fairy tale, to bid 
her wake to love and life. That had 
been two years ago, and now for a year 
and a half they had been married, until 
this time never separated for more than 
a day. But it was best now, by far, 
Anita repeated to herself, with a little 
sigh, Donald, with all his sunny good 
nature, would de driven mad by Aunt 
Martha. If only she would come at 
once and get the visit, in part at least, 
well over before Donald came home! 

A ring at the doorbell brought her 
eagerly to her feet. It might be a tele- 
gram from the dreaded guest. She had 
not thought of hearing from Donald this 
first day, w hen he hal not been ten 
hours gone, but a ranchman had brought 

| her & note from him. 
v»q, wnere aiu you see .nr. 

What was he doing? Had ho caught 
any trout?” breathlessly hurling the 
questions at the astonished man, her 
face aglow with delight. 

The man stared and grinned. His 
woman—as, after the bucolic style of 
the west, he denominated the faded, 
spiritless creature whom an inscrutable 
Providence had permitted him to wear 

out with work and child bearing—was 
! not given to any such unreasoning 
i ebullitions of excitement. He thought 
I it quite childish and feeble minded in- 
• deed, but, so long as it did not emanate 

j from his woman, amusing withal. In 
the different codes which men devise 
for the proper conduct of their own and 
their neighbors’ wives, the latter will 

generally be found the more elastic and 
liberal. 

“Wall. I met 'in up nigh Longman’s 
’long about noon, ’n’ they hedn’t done 

; no fishin’ yet. They was moseyin’on to 

! Longman's for grab. They say the fish- 

j in’s ’way up this year,” he added medl- 
! tatively, turniug to go, “but I ain’t 

; keepln’ cases on troot myself. Dried 
herrin’ is good enough for me, and lots 

| easier to ketch,” with a parting grin, as 

he ambled off. 
The note proved to be no mere after- 

thought of tenderness on Donald’s part. 
It was altogether practical and to the 

point: 
“Deae Nit a—I forgot my field glass. 

Please send it over to Mrs. Rogers, who 
will see that I get It. Hastily, Dos.” 

But of course there had been no time 
for philanderiug. Anita disappointedly 
reflected. He had scrawled his request 
on the back of an old letter while the 

ranchman, no doubt, impatiently wait- 

ed. Naturally, he could not fill the 

page with love making. 
She decided that she would do Don- i 

aid's errand herself, partly because at 

the moment there was nobody available 
to send, but more to satisfy anacknowl- 

j Adged curiosity to know what especial 
means uf communication Mrs. Rogers, 
who was to visit on a ranch in another 

I direction, might enjoy with these ram- 

! biers in the mountains. In the subtile 
distinctions of the feminine mind j 
a certain degree of friendly inti- 

I macy is suggested In “just run- 

ning in without stopping to dress,” 
as one friend says to another, in 

half apology for the call in cotton gown. 
Mrs. Rogers, in her easy way, might 
visit Mrs. Bartels In this wise, but Mrs. 
Bartels was stately and unapproachable 
lu her elegant toilet when she went to I 
see Mrs. Rogers. 

Dr. Rogers residence was m iwius 

adjoiniug his office on the main street 

of the town, although somewhat re- 

moved from the business center. Mrs. 

Bartels found the small woman cooliy 
eusconced on the door steps, lazily 
waving a palm fan. 

“Have you come to mingle your tears 

with mine?” she called out, as soon as 

Mrs. Bartels was within sound of her 

voice. “It is smothering in the house; 
but I suppose you would not care to 

have me invite you to spread your black 

lace on the door step. How did you 
ever get courage to put it on such a day 
as this?” indolently scrambling to her 

feet and holding open the screen door. 

Mrs. Bartels shuddered at the tone of 

familiar good fellowship. 
“I won’t consign you to asphyxia, 

she said, with a chill smile. “I have 

only come on an errand, and I cannot 

stay I have a small package for Mr. 

Bartels, which he said you would see 

that he received.” 
“Oh, then he told you how they per- 

suaded me to change my plan at the 

last moment and tag after them? Doc 

found that he could have the cabin right 
bow and nothing would do but I must 

pack up and go. He never can be per- 
suaded to go any place without me. I 

tell him it would be a good ueal better 

if he would be as sensible as your hu- 

band.” ... 

“Unless Mr. Bartles went without 

me now it would have been impossible 
for him to have gone at all,” his wife 

explained, her manner a degree more 

chill. “I am expecting a visit from an 

aunt, and it was impossible for me to go 
with him.” 

“Certainly; I understand, wi;h her 

brilliant smile, and I tell the doctor 

that a sensible man should be glad to 

escape from his wife sometimes. It 

breaks up the monotony.” 
Mrs Bartels moved restlessly, turn- 

ing as*if to go. “And are you going 
soon?” 

“To-morrow. I am going to drive up 
with Chrimine—my girl—the cart load- 

ed up with boxes aud budgets, like an 

emigrant outfit. The boys will fish in 

the morning and wait for us at Sunset 

Gulch, where we are going to cook our 

trout over a camp fire and have a jody 
picnic dinner. So awfully sorry you 

can’t be with us.” 
“Thanks,” with a shadowy smile. 

“But since Mr. Bartels will be there, 
can’t I add to your load a luncheon for 

him?” Unspeakably hateful the thougt 
that Donald must partake of this worn- 

| an’s salt. 
“No, indeed; aon t tnina oi is. j. 

have prepared an abundance ef every- 
1 thing; and I have tried to remember 
! the things that Mr. Bartels used to 

like. We once thought ourselves quite 
well informed as to hi* tastes, you 

i fcn£>w,” with her careless, childlike 

smile, “and I suppose it is safe to 

assume that he has not outgrown all 

his old likings,” a faint emphasis on 

the “all.” 
J 

... 

If the visitor winced under this remi- 

niscence, it was not apparent “It is 

rery kind of you to recall his Ins tee, 

she said simply, “but indeed, I would 

prefer to relieve you of this trouble. 
V 

“But I don’t want to be relieved— 
thanks,” with a little willful laugh. “I 

glad to do so much, don’t you know, 

for the sake of ‘auid lang syne.’ It will 
not be the first picnic dinner that Mr. 
Bartels has eaten with us.” 

“You are quite too kind,” said Mrs. 
Bartels stiffly, turning to go. “Good 
evening, and thanks for your care of 
the package.” 

“And no message for Mr. Bartels?” in 
a tone of innocent raillery. “I know he 
will accuse me of cheating him out of it 
if you do not give me one.” 

“Give him my love, please,” turning 
back slowly, “and tell him that he mast 

enjoy himself enough to coonterbalance 
my loss and loneliness without him.” 

“Oh, don’t you worry about that,” 
with a significant little nod, her red lips, 
moist like a dhild’s. cnrling in laughter. 
“He will have a good time. “Of course,” 
she added, with a sweet air of innocent 

cordiality, “we shall keep him with us 

at the Park.” 
“By no means!” cried Mrs. Bartels 

sharply. He mast not think of impos- 
ing on you to such an extent as that.” 
* “Imposing! An old chum like him! 
Nonsense, Mrs. B&rtelsl VVe could en- 

joy nothing more than having him with 
us; and as to auv trouble on his account, 
nobody knows anything about trouble at 
the park. We all rough it and have a 

good time. Indeed, wo shall Insist on 
bis staying with us.” 

Mrs. Bartel’s pale lips parted as If for 
further protest, but suddenly she turned 
away without a word. “Goodby,” she 
called back over her shoulder, with an 

afterthought of courtesy, “and a pleas- 
ant trip to you.” 

Back again In her own darkened home, 
she felt her way slowly to the nearest 
chair, sinking down heavily, her elbows 
on her knees, her chiu resting on her 
upturned palms, and the little clock on 

the mantel had struck the hour, the 
half hour, and ticked its way round to 

the point of ringing out the time again, 
while she sat there motionless in the 
shadows, hat and glovesstill on, moodily 
lost in thought. 

so tms was tne outcome oi ncr u«vu- 

votion and self sacrifice—to give Mrs. 
Rogers opportunity to complete a half 
won conquest. And had Donald stooped 
to such contemptible planning as this? 
Mrs. Rogers was to visit on a ranch, he 
had said, had he deliberately lied? Had 
he, bent oa going with these people 
whom he liked, thought it the easiest 
and smoothest course to deceive the 
jealous wife into complacent consent? 

She rose at last, wearily moving front 
room to room, lighting the lamps and 
drawing the curtains. How pretty It all 
was under the warm, rose shaded iights! 
What boyish delight Donald had shown 
in gratifying all her modest wnims in 
the matter of furnishing’. Not another 
home in all the place was half so artistic 
and charming. And how happy they 
had been together all those blessed 
months in the new nest! How tenderly 
kind Donald had been to her always! 
Ah, It was impossible; he could not 

poison their happy love life with such 
( 

puerile deception as this, and suddenly ; 
she broke into a happy laugh. WThy, : 

surely, Mrs. Rogers had said that her ! 

going had not been arranged until the 
last moment. Naturally, Donald had | 
known nothing about it when he rode j 
away from the house that morning. He 1 
had been Innocent of any thought of con- 

cealment. If that odious woman had I 

not worried her into such a temper she J 
must have understood and exonorated ; 

him at once. 

But the fact remained that he would ! 
lunch with Mrs. Rogers on the morrow; j 
that he would journey on to Lake park 
in her company, and that for the next j 
week or two he would be thrown more 

or less continually in the society of that 
too fascinating little coquette. Anita I 
could not have dreamed that her im- \ 

pulsive generosity was to cost her so 

dear as this. 
But Donald must not be trapped into ] 

staying with these people, and she seated 1 
herself at her desk. It was a long letter 
she wrote, designed with tender art to 

appeal to all his love for her, and finally 
in au unconsequontial little postscript 
came the r»*al gist of the matter: “Mrs. 

Rogers tcld me that she should insist 

upon your staying with them at the 

park. Apparently she is indifferent to 

the possibility—indeed, in that event, 
the certainty—of reviving the silly old 

gossip that bracketed your name with 
hers once on a time. It is a comfort in- 

expressible to me to know that you, 
dearest, have more discretion—that you 
will not let yourself be drawn Into auy 

foolishness of that sort, for my sake, if 

for no other reason. I know that I need 
not beg you not to. for when have I ever 

had to ask you to be thoughtful and 
considerate of me?” 

CAAFTER IV. 
r I 

Mr. Carlton came 'orvara to oner an 

Bartel* a chair and a fan. 

Four days bad passed away. Four 

times over again bad a weary old world 
buttoned and unbuttoned, wakened and 

slept. _ 

In the bone of finding a letter from 

Donald, Anita had walked down to his 

office In the afternoon. There had come 

but a note from him, another hurried 
scrawl, to say that he had joined a party 
which was going over the range for a 

few days to hunt bear. For Anita there 
was a grain of comfort in the reflection 

that Mrs. Rogers was not likely to go 

hunting bears, although, indeed, she 

could believe her capable of even that. 

It was a close, hot afternoon, when 

the flies stuck maddeningly If perspir- 
ing humanity. Mr. Carlton, who had 

been enjoying his pipe and magazine in 

his shirt sleeves, was scrambling into 

his coat, with an expression of mild 

martyrdom, as he came forward to of- 

fer Mrs. Bartels a chair. 
“And so Don has really had an ad- 

venture?” ha began, with a lazy chuckle. 
He was a most excellent man, full of 

charitable kindness toward ail the world, 
but he dearly loved a good dish of gos- 

sip it was his only redeeming vice, Don- 

ald used laughingly to declare. “What! 

have you not heard?” as Anita looked up 
in mute surprise. “Xo^I suppose he 

has not had time to wrlt^yet; or per- 

haps he meant to keep it undercover; if 
so don’t tell him that I gave it away— 
but really it is too good to keep.” 

“Well, don't keep It for a moment, 

then,” smiling perplexedly, In sympathy 
with his evident enjoyment. “Do tell 

me at once.” 
“Well, what do yoa think of Bartels 

—who went away for rest and recrea- 

tion, mind—getting lost on Cte aeak, 
nd wandering around above Umber 

ine all night?” 
“Bat It is quite Impossible! cried 

Anlu, pale at the idea. “Donald Uover 

the range, huaUng bear.” 
Carlton laughed with cheerful lucre* 

dulity. “Hunting his grandmother!”he 
cried, grown quite reckless of his 
speech in the excitement of his news. 

“I had it from a fellow who was one of 
the party and who ‘saw him when he 
done it’—as the small boy averted in 

support of his story of Jonah’s swal- 

lowing the whale. This fellow stopped 
over for the night, on his way to Den- 
ver, and I had the luck to run across 

him Just In time to hear the story. It 

appears the Rogerses got up a party to 

ascend the peak, and Bartels, who is 

staying with them, this fellow told me, 
was of the crowd. It was rather late 
when the party started to make the des- 

cent, annd Mrs. Rogers, who was rather 
used up, hubg back, while Bartels was 

gallant enough to keep her company. 
Somewhere among the boulder fields the 
rest of the outfit got out of sight, and, 
in trying to short cut to overtake them, 
Bartels and Mrs. Rogers lost the trail, 
and did not succeed in getting them- 
selves found till 5 o’clock the next morn- 

ing. A new version of the babes in the 
wood,” with a callous laugh at their 

plight, “only there were no birds above 
timber line to cover them with leaves, 
worse luck for them.” 

“You are sure there is no mistakq 
about this?” Anita’s face was ghastly. 
“This man who told you was really one 

of the party?” 
“Yes, although he did not really be- 

long to the Rogers outfit. He had en- 

gaged a guide to go up the Peak by him- 

self, when Rogers, wanting the same 

man for the same day, compromised,by 
inviting the fellow to go with the®. 
But you need not look so frightened, 
Mrs. Bartels. Don is ail right. He did 
not even take cold. I asked after him 

particularly. And all’s well that ends 
well.” 
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IPS, all 9 WUU vuav cuua *v- 

peatcd Anita dully. It seemed to hfr 
that the end of all things had come, that 
chaos was staring her In the face. She 
had a strange sense of faintness and op- 

pression; a dull blur seemed dancing be- 

fore her eyes; and the fingers nervously 
tracing the pattern of the wrought gold 
of her sun umbreila top were weakly 
trembling. Her face felt as if it had 

petrified. She nad a vague conviction 
that if she once released her hold on the 
little conventional smile fixed on her 

stiff lips, she could never recover it 

again—that she should go on unsmiling 
for evermore. “I thought perhaps there 

might be a letter for me here,” she list- 

lessly added, moving to go. 
“No; vou can hardly expect him to 

spare time for letters,” with another 

jolly laugh. “Really, it is too good! 
Perhaps I ought not to have given him 

away: but, upon mv word, it seemed too 

bad that you should not enjoy the joke 
too.” 

She enjoy the joke! Was the man 

cracked? “Yes, it would have been a 

pity for me to have missed it,” with a 

whito lipped smile. 

Carlton stared meditatively at the 

open door after his visitor bad passed 
out. “Unless the signs fail, there is a 

bad quarter of au hour ahead for Bar- 

tels,” he murmurered lazily amused “and 
a good, clean drown is nothing, com- 

pared with a dip in the dirty puddles of 

Orodelphian gossip. Oue would hardly 
have reckoned Bartels non compos, 
either,” be thoughtfully added, knock- 

ing the ashes from his pipe; “but that 
little Rogers wretch.” expressively 
pausing, while he impatiently twitched 
a match across his trousers and lighted 
Lis pipe again—“she, oh, Lord! 

With a quick, nervous tread Anita 
blindly hurried down the street, a dull 
sensation of unreality possessing her, as 

if, she thought, she had died, and this 
was her ghost. So this was the end of 
it! of all that happiness of which it had 
seemed they woald take with them into 

eternity! Donald had tired of iter. Who 
could say when the subtle change had 
taken place, or for how long he had been 

deceiving her with sweet, plausible 
words? But “It is in v%in to attempt to 

keep a secret from one that has a right 
to know it,” said Emerson. “It will toll 
itself.” It was her right to know this, 
and his secret had been revealed to her. 
She seemed to awake with a sort of stu- 

pid surprise, to find herself mechani- 

cally exchanging smiling greetings with 
some passing friends; and presently, 
where a little child was crying, she 

stopped and spoiled a glove fishing a 

lost toy out of the irrigating ditch, no- 

ting curiously how her hand still trem- 

bled. On she went, in a sort of breath- 
less haste that quickly took her away 
from the town, and at length she turned 
aside ffom the road, across a piece of 
dry ground bristling with cactus and 

soapweed, and aimlessly wandered on to 

the railroad track, almost hidden be- 
tween its borders of rank sunflowers. 

“I most got away by myself and 

think,” she muttered. Nobody would 
meet her here. A little way and the 
track crossed a creek, here rushing in 
a myriad of foaming waterfalls, far be- 
low its high banks. Midway across the 

open trestle work Anita stopped, gazing 
thoughtfully down at the murky torrent 

below, a dirty white from the gulch 
mining that was torturing the stream 

from its bed up the canyon. What if 
one should trip and fall? It would be 

easy—poking one foot between the ties 
and catching her boot heel experiment- 
ally—an accident which might happen 
to anybody. The water was Dot deep, 
but the current was strong; and surely 
such a fall would kill at once. One would 
be carried on down the stream as lightly 
and indifferently a9 that bit of chip 
dancing along there—dead to all pain of 
earth. 

How shocked people would be should 
such an accident befall her! And how 
they would hurry to snatch Donald from 
his jolly time with Mrs. Rogers to lbok 
his last upoD the poor dead face which 
once had been the loveliest of all on 

earth to him, for he had loved her! 
Nothing could rob her of the sweetness 
of believing that. And in the last sad 
moment, when he came to press the fare- 
well upon the stiff lips that never again 
would tremble with the joy of his touch, 
if only in pity for her the old feelings 
must spring remorsefully to life again 
for the time. But stayl She would be 

bruised by the fall, perhaps blotched by 
aud stained beyond recognition, and 
Donald liked women to look sweet and 
fair. It would not do to have his last 
look at her like that. But there was a 

strange fascination in this thought of 
death. What other escape did earth 
offer from its burdens of pain? 

Beyond the bridge, she climbed the 

steep gravely bank of the railroad to 

look across at the small bare cemetery 
on the southern mesa. The poorest land 
had been given to God’s acre, its scanty 
crop of buffalo grass sere and brown 
from insufficient irrigation, a white 

picket fence dividing it from the road in 
front, its remaining sides refined with 
barbed wire. A few cows had stolen 
into the inclosure and were compla- 
cently nipplDg at the scantiiy clothed 
sod. And what was that small shape, 
scarce distinguishable from the hne of 
the ground, lithfly slipping under the 
fence, and scurrying up the steep hill- 
side? Anita watched the shifting blot 
with horror stricken eyes. She had 
heard of the coyotes that sometimes 
came ravenously burrowing down Into 
new made graves. Yet what did it 
matter? Those who slept over on the 
mesa yonder weald not be troubled how- 

ever the ground were scratched above 
their heads. This was Nirvana: 

Nameless quiet, nameless Joy, 
Blessed Nirvana—sinless, stirless rest— 
The change that never changes. 
Suddenly she started back with a ges- 

ture of despair, her hand instinctively 
moving in the sign of the cross that had 
been her childhood charm against evil. 
All the training of her life had been in- ! 
exorable as to the duty of living. Her 
mother’s creed had made it mortal sin 
to wish for death; and however little the 
orthodoxy of heraunts had to make life 
the most joyous iu the living, it at least | 
did what it might to inspire a whole- 
some patience under life’s ill, with the | 
awful alternative of its hell. God for- | 
give and help her! wildly stretching out 

imploring hands toward the grim old 
mountains, as it seamed to her, like 
prison walls to which she was helplessly 
chained. Must she live on and on in 
this environment which seemed press- 
ing her down, on and on, while the long 
colorless days rolled themselves away in 

years, till her fair hands had grown as 

brown and shriveled with age as the 
dried leaf she idly picked up? the poor 
little hands—stertching them out and 
studying them with whimsical sadness 
—that must be empty of happiness al- 
ways, when once it seemed they had 
more than they could hold. A great 
wave of homesickness swept over her— 
a passionate longing for escape—to go ! 

back again to the old home that in the 
softened haze of memory seemed always 
as another world of heaveqly peace and 
joy. In that flower scented air the | 
weary soul should be wrapped in lulling 
repose, and trouble fall away like a 

wornout garment. Ah, the sweetness 

of going home like a tired child, if but | 
to lie down on th? bosom of old mother j 
earth and rest! She felt so worn—so i 
deadly tired; and surely one’s rest must 1 

always be sweetest at borne. 

CHAPTEU V. 
.n 1 

The cashier slowly worked the combine 
tion of the vault door. 

It was growing dark when Anita came 

lagglngly back Into the town, and the 
church bells were clamoring th*ir invi- 
tations to the weekly prayer meeting,: 
Anita laughed bitterly as she heard 
them. Let the fools go and pray if they J 
would—and wake one day to tind ail 
their cries and petitions of no more 

avail to move God's mercy than a puff 
of wind. How many times had she 

praved, tears of passionate earnest in 
her eyes, that she might be given the 
sweet power to hold forever Donald's 

love, the only good of life she bad feared 
to lose—and now, at last, she had God's 
answer! 

There was a sweet, dewy freshness 
about the place that fell soothingly on 

her fevered spirit, although she scarce 

perceived it, A local ordinance, de- 

signed to economize the water supply, 
restricted the sprinkling of lawns to 

this part of the day, and the cool drip- 
ping of water whs everywhere promising 
new life to thedusky garden-, and every 
clean washed tree and shrub seemed 
tremulous with joy from Its refreshing 
douche. OroJelphia nursed Its greenery 

with a fond solicitude only appreciable 
in a country naturally scanty of vegeta- 
tion, and, with the instinctive unreason 

of humankind, enjoyed nature’s rich 

gifts the more in proportion to tie price 
she demanded. 

At a certain corner, where a somewhat 

pretentious modern house stood well 
back beyond a velvety swell of lawn, 
Anita hesitated, glancing at a little man 

who, with an air of grave importance, 
was absorbed in watching the eccentric 

gyrations of a new kind of sprinkling 
attachment on his garden hose. This 
was the cashier of the bank where Don- 
ald kept his account, lie recognized 
Mrs. liartels, as she irresolutely paused, 
and started to open the gate for her, his 
rubber overshoes pompously pattering 
on the stone walk. 

“You find rue having a good time, ; 
like a schoolboy," he exclaimed, his 
tone implying how gravely apology ; 
might be demanded when a man of his ; 

dignity was discovered bending himself ; 
to anytthing so small as tbo sprinkling | 
of a lawn. If nature had meant to put 
the stamp of insignificance upon him, 
he had never acquiesced in her caprice, 
and ho could not have done more to 

banish such a thc#ughtfrom other minds 
than b7 his complacent air of rating 
himself a giant among men. The world 

in its hurry is generally disposed to ac- 

cept a man at bis own valuation, par- 
ticularly il bis opinion is blessed with a 

rich financial backing. Mrs. Bartels , 
might "have counted the little holes 

pierced in the crown of his felt hat, as j 
be opened the gate for her, but, even j 
if she had been less preoccupied. It 

would not have entered her mind to feel 

ohterwise than small beside him. 

“Have you observed how men never \ 
outgrow the weakness for playing with 
fire and water?" he went on; “how we 

all enjoy fire, and what fun we can 

have out of a garden hose? But surely 
you are coming in?" surprised as she 
stood still. “Mrs. Ingalls will be de- 

lighted to see you?" 
“Sot to-night, thanks. I came to see 

you, Mr. Ingalls,” with a dszzilDg smile. 
Anita’s face had the Mexican quality of 

alternating between an apathetic repose 
that was almost dull and lifeless and an 

excessive animation the more brilliantly 
dazzling by contrast, when excitement 
roused the slumbering fire of her eyas 
and caiied out the soft rose flush on her 

creamy cheek*. Mr. Ingall* found him- 
self marveling that he had never before 
observed what a beautiful woman Mr*. 
Bartels was, but he was none the less 

warily minded that ladies who called to 

see him generally carried subscription ; 

papsrs in their pockets, and htsadmira- ! 

tioa did not prevent a certain stiffening 
of his features, a subtle hint of his ca- 

pacity to say “No," while he waited to 

hear her errand. “But won’t yon come 

in, Just the same?" he courteously sug- 
gested. 

“No—thanks. I merely wanted to 

know if yon could possibly cash a check 
for me to-night." 
□ The banker, relieved of his first ap- 
prehension, smiled beoignantly, lifting 
his eyebrows with a slightly quizzical 
expression. He regarded women as 

properly classified with children and 
Idiots in matters of business. ‘To- 
night? Why, Mrs. Bartels, it would be 
a pleasure to oblidge you, but you know 
that banking hoars ended at three 
o'clock, and the cash was in the safe and 
the time lock on before five." 

“Of course I knew that this was not 
the proper time for business,” sweetly 
apologetic, her smile seductively win- 

ning; “but I thought perhaps yon might 
manage It for me some way, and I felt 
sure you woaid if you could.” 

“Why, certainly, of course,” cried the 
littl« man, with an eagerness that sur- 

prised himself. While beautiful eyes 
were beaming with such tender confi- 
dence upon him, it was oot in human 
nature to willfully spoil a good impres- 
sion. “And If fifteen or twenty dollars 
will do you any good—I never carry 
much money about me; pay all my bills 
with checks; most sensible way In the 
world, for then yoe always have your 
voucher for a receipt if you happen to 

lose the other—but it so much will an- 

swer your purpose I can let you have it 
with pleasure. Otherwise I am afraid 
you will have to wait until the bank 
opens in toe morning.” 

“But I wanted to take the early 
train,” dejectedly turning away. 

“And twenty dollars won’t do?” 
“I am afraid not—thanks. You will 

excuse my troubling you, Mr. Ingalls; 
and—good night." Her great disap- 
pointment was very evident 

•‘Why, now I think of It” exclaimed 
the other, detaining her, “a man Just 
down from the mountains came into the 
bank with a deposit after we were about 
closed up to-night and”- 

“And banking hours only end at three 
for those who would take monev away, 
and not for those who have it to leave,'-’ 
playfully Interrupting, her smile daz- 

zling, her eyes brightening again. Mr. 

Ingall’a keeneyed wife would have de- 
tected at a glance that all Mrs. Bartel’s 
unusual sprightliness and charm of man- 

ner was but acting, hysterically strained 
and overdone; but Mr. Ingalls had never 

assumed to understand women since he 
was married. 

“precisely," accepting ner uui» rail- 

lery with utmost seriousness, llis was 

that order of mind that generally works 
at cross purposes in matters of humor. 
Lie habitually missed the point of other 

people’s jokes, and when he essayed to 

be funny himself it was like a small boy 
struggling to whistle—nobodvcould ever 

comprehend that the result attained was 

at all commensurate to the effort in- 
volved. “And that money is lying loose 

in the vault—something like $3(M. 1 be- 
lieve. I wonder I did not think of it be- 
fore. But now, if you do not mind 
walking down to the bank, I could cash 

your check with pleasure, provided you 
did not want more than that amount.” 

“Ah, how delightfully kind of you!” 
with a hysterical little laugh, like a child 
everexcited.* “Du you know," w’ith a 

charming air of confidence, aK she 
turned back with him down the ctreet. 

“you could hardly have Imagined that I 
had left my fate in your hands, as It 
were. I came to you ju>t as small boys 
toss up pennies to decide what they 
shall do. 1 said to myself. ‘If I get the 

money I will eo: if not. I w:il stay. Mr. 
Ingalis shall decide it for rue.’” 

“And 1 am very glad to settle it to 

please you,” pausing abstractedly. “But 
If vou will excuse me for a moment, 
Mrs. Bartels, -I think 1 will just run 

back and leave ray gum shoes.” 
“Why, certainly, Mr. Ingalls. There 

is plenty of time before the morning 
train goes. Leave them sub rpsa. by all 
means," with another mirth‘ess laugh 
that left a rankling suspicion in Mr. In- 
g-ill’s mind, a* he searcued out a cacho 
for bis property under the rose bushes. 

[to bk continued ] 

Water meloncholy thing It is we cau’t- 

Hope.—Life. 
both wekk assistants 

a Good Story tffut C»n«ed a Postmaster 
Ueueral to Pay for the Ortoka. 

Syracuse Standard 
A good story is told of Assistant Post 

master General T. E. Rathbone. While 
on his recent trip to the St. Lawrence 
too General, witn a party, was stopping 
at Frontenac. Ever having In mind his 
official duties, Mr. Rathbone one morn- 

ing thought he would Just step down to 

the Frontenac mail slinging depart- 
ment and see how things moved In his 
line up on the St. Lawrence. The local 
office is situated in the pavilion on the 
dock in conjunction with the ticket and 

express offices. Charge of postal affairs 
devolves chiefly on a clerk who 18 quite 
assertive of his brief authority. Mr. 
Rathbone peeped in at the window to 

see the clerk busy at his work. 

-now many malls do you receive hero 
dally? the Assistant Postmaster General 
asked. 

“Four," was the curt reply. 
“liow many go out?” 
••Same number." 
“Where are the pouches received?’ 

was the next question. 
“Right through this window.” 
■•How do you handle them when they 

go out?” 
By this time the clerk’s eyes were as 

big as saucers. 
“It seems to me that you are pretty 

fresh with your questions," he said. 
“But I am connected with the Post- 

office Department of the United States 
Governmet," said Mr. Rathbone, “and I 
ask officially for information.” 

“I don’t know whether von are or 

not," was the clerk’s answer to this. 
“1 am Mr. Rathbone, of Washington, 

Fourth Assistant Postmaster General of 
the United States,” said the inquisitor. 

“How do too rank?'* 
"Fourth Assistant Postmaster Gen- 

eral of the United States.” 
"Well.” said the clerk at be took hit 

seat, "I am the First Assistant Post- 
master at Frontenac, and you can go 

plumb to hell!” 
Tableau. When Mr. E&thbone left 

Frontenac be sent the clerk a bottle of 
champagne with his compliments. 

The record of cures accomplished by 
Hood’s Sarsaparilla can never be com- 

pletely written. The peculiar curative 
powers of Hood's Sarsaparilla are suc- 

cessful when everything else has 
failed. If your blood Is ins pure, your 
dlsgestloD out of order, try Hood’s Sar- 
saparilla. 

9?t*u# an* £iquxrr*. 

RECEIVEDI 
4 LAMS aWSMSS 99 

Vises Direct Prom Europe, 
OOHSISTlJfO ov 

SHERRIES, MAOERIA, PORTS, 
MALAGAS, MUSCATEL. 

4Jm a Am liae of Skies Wises sad Clare*. 

P. WELTY & COh 

\erj t®* °®*tt Vothlif. 
The best example of getting some* < 

thing for nothing which has come to 

oar knowledge, is the decision of the f 
great specialist, Dr. Green, 35 W. 14th 

street, New York, to give to the sick ! 
and sufferlpg consaltatlon and advice 
free. Enormous fees are charged by * 

physicians of the great skill and won- 

derful power to cure disease possessed 
by Dr. Greene, and the fact that he can 

now be consulted, personally, or by let- 

ter, free, is a matter of congratulation 
for -every community. Dr. Greene is 

| the discoverer of that great 
nerve remedy, Dr. Gn*ene * 
Xervura and all his wonderful medicines 
are purely vegetable and perfectly 
harmless. Our people will be especially 
interested in the fact that this eminent 

physician has made a specialty of treat- 

ing the sick through letter correspond- 
ence. If you write him a description of 

yonr case, he will return a carefully 
considered letter, giving you a perfect 
understanding of your disease, advice, 
etc., without charge. Suffereri who 
have failed to get relief cannot afford 
to neglect this great opportunity, but 
should write to Dr. Greene at once. Bo 
suro aud send for his symptom blank to 

fill out. 

Didn't “Qaeer" the Preacher. 
Buffalo Courier. 

A clergyman well known to Buffalo 

people say* that when the Lord made 

him He forgot to put any peg* In hi* 
mind on which to hang the name* of 

his acquaintances. He can remember 

face*, but not names. He became pas- 
tor of a large church a few mouth* ago, 
and after discharging hi* duties long 
enough to know hi* sheep by sight, he 

was visited one evening by a lady whom 
ho knew well, but whose name he could 

not, for the life of him, recall. Wish- 
ing to be reminded of it without expo»- 

1 log his Iguorance he said: 
“Let me see, ah—how do you spell 

your name?” 
To which she replied, with reproach- 

ful diguity: 
“S-m-l-t-h.” 
For a moment tho clergyman was 

doored, but he rallied quickly and es- 

caped rebuke by rejoining: 
“Oh; then you don’t spell It with a 

y?" 

Not Tp to the Lottery. 
Philadelphia Record. 

Wife—Do you really think that mar- 

riage 1* a lottery? 
Husband—No, I do not. 
Wife (somewhat surprised) — W’hy 

don’t yo? 
Husband—Because when a fellow ha* 

drawn a blank he can’t go and porchase 
another chance. 

Itongh on tho Hen*. 

Jriucxnd* Blatter. 

“f’nder the equator, gentlemen,” re- 

mnrlicd an extensive traveler, “it Is so 

hot that tho natives havo to put tho 
bens in ice chests to prevent them from 

luying hard-boiled eggs.” 

Health is Wealth! 

Dr. E. C. warr'a *«*▼* *vs Baaor Tuit 
amrr, a fnarautead »p*oi£« far Byataria, Dixxl 
ae»*. 0L.ti«4al, F1U, Hereout Near***!* 
Raadacbe. Narxoaa Proatratlaa, oaaaed by tba 
•m of alcohol ar tabaooo, Wakefnlaea*. Mortal 
Dapr*»#ion, Softening of tba Brail, re an HI a* la 

■.aaintly and >ad'ar to mlaery.daeay aad death. 
Prematura Old Ag*. Bamaaeaa, Lcwa of Power 
t.a ti*h«r aex, ineolaatary Loetet and Spans a. 
vcrrWea eaaead by oeer-exertlon of tba Praia; 
AelfAbueeorOeer-Inda^enca. Each box c» a* 
laloa oae moath'a treatment. *1.00 a box or etx 
best* for feQO, aent by mail prepaid oa reoaip* 

P °* 

Guaia'te* Six Boxes 
ft ear* aay eaae. % ttb each order reoeleed by 
aa for alx boxea, accompanied with K.40, we win 
•end the purebaaar a written roe ran tee to rw 
fend tb* money If tba treatment doe* not affect 
a earn. Oaaraataea leaned only throaxb 

ghsl. vsep$» 
Market aad Twelfth atreet*, WhaeHnt, W. T» 

aPOadacs 

JAPANESE 

PJLE 
CURE 

1 guaranteed Cure for PBee of whaler* 
kind or degree—External, Internal, Blind 
yr Bleeding, Itching, Chronic, Beoent at 

Hereditary $100 a box; 6 boxea, $*jOO 
Sent by mtil, prepaid, on receipt of prioa 
flfe guarantee to cure any caae of PDao 
Guaranteed and aold only by 

MaUmr BROTHERS, 
OrrryteU, TwoiTih ud Market 1U., WbeaHie, 
irTL_^ )a!Mt|t 

Ja*mC. Xaatayn, ^Qua B. McKcw* 

Miosbarger, Loti a XcKowb, 
PRACTICAL 
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