0 THE WEST SHORE.

for » wight of the face that was so dear
o him. Yot his first thought was for
Koith. She waa so timid: and in that
strange public thoroughfare, how could
she sndare the long waiting”

At Iast, be threw off his coat and
worked with the men till he was drip.
ping with perspirstion.  About the mid.
dlo of the afterncon, the pilot sucoseded
i backing ber off, and when she steamed
ite her meooring st the Sacramento
wharl. dask was already settling down
upon nver and town.  He hurned into
the waiting reom. [t was empty. He
stoguped tr the office and found it locked,
He eonld not have told !!I)‘ " l‘hl“ihg
Jiappmiivtment swopt over him.  There
wan o onuse for unessiness, be told
Dimsel!,  The agent, with whom he was
quite well sequainted, had taken pity on
Keoith's loneliness, sl carried her home
with b for sapper. He kuew where
the agent lived it was only a brisk walk
of & fow minutes, and he needed the ox.
orcise W quiet his nerves.  They would
all walk back together, and he and
KReith could take the night boat for the
oy

He struck off, whistling as be went,
\hil:-w-ll tarned into Main street.  As
be hurried along in the waning light,
& heatheninh jabber caught his ear, and
& monkey swung himsel! down from
s limb overhead and held out his paw.
Ihe appantion was so anexpectad, that
Hepworth recailed a step, then, as & sud.
den remembrance tflashed across his
mind, his eyes swiftly sought the open
4""‘} ™ left. over which was
placed, in large lotters, * Steven Bur.
bank, Justice of the Peace.”

Across the street, opposite, & restan.
mut was ablase with light, and the noisy
babble was at its beight

“My dream’! My dream!” he oried,
with wonder and dismay.

Then, as the rest of it, in rapid detail,

first time, took in the awful significance
of it He had been warned in a dream,
that his darling was in deadly peril, and
he had been so blind—so blind! And
now he felt sure she was in the clutches
of that villain, who had so persistently
dogeed his steps to such a successful is-
sue. He saw it all now, plain as any.
While he had built his day dreams in
fancied security, the wolf in sheep's
elothing had earried off his one ewe
lamb.

It had not been a scheme of robbery,
st all: but a deep-laid plot of revenge,
to strike him 1o the most vital spot. But
who was he  this pitiless enemy, masked
under the sacred semblance of gray
bnirs *  He ground his heel in the dust
and uttered s terrible oath, as & name
leaped to his thought His face grew
ashen, snd his eyes had o deadly look in
them.  He would rather bave laid her
away in her coffiu, than know she was
the wife of such as he. He staggered
up the steps, and met the portly justice
ooming out.

“ Show me your authority for execut-
ing that marriage to-day at noon.”

The justics saw that there was “ death
brewing in the pot,” and without a word,
stepped back to his desk and banded the
license to Hepworth. The latter had
dropped into & chair, and was shaking
like oue with & chill. He ran his eye
slowly down the quivering page, then
fell, senseless, to the floor. The names
inserted in the blanks, were Wilson Ed-
wirds and Keith Conway.

Five years rolled by. In all that time,
Hepworth had lived with but one thought

to find and resene poor Keith. There
bad been foul play used, and the black-
est treachery. He was certain of that
He knew the girl well enough to be sure
that she would never have married Ed-
wards of her own free.will His bonan-

bowied across his memory, be, for the za was valuable o him only as it fur.




