THE WEST SHORL.
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: : ed in & deuced hurry ¢,
o , |d ask? | reckon; st least he seem . fowy
“'What i it that holds me here, you wou . st :
It in a n,]:n-:":w-n:n-n. A woman's soul is * A harpof | you; he started off up 800D 85 hig fog

: the ground.”
s thousand strings,’ and however many of those ten ‘ touched the gr

der, sensitive cords man's merciless hapd may ren.d
ssunder, there are ever some left that lie beyond his

reach, whose quivering, throbbing melodies his ear |

enn never eateh. You ask, if it be neither love nor
forgiveness, what can it be that holds me here? I can
only snswer that I think it must be the saddened, un-
doing melody of the dead past, vibrating along those
harp-strings of my soul, that not even his hand could
ever touch.  Certain it is, that the touch of his living
band, at this moment, could not send one quickened
throb nlong my veins, nor could the pleadings of his
tongue move me to one shadow of forgiveness. Oh,
friend, if the day ever dawns when man shall cease to
soil hin soul with the smirch of vice, it will be when
woman has oeased to forgive.  You look st me as you
might st a sphynx, as though I were full of hidden
meanings, which you can not fathom., Ab, well, Mr.
Blake, you are & man, and therefore must reach in
vain for some of the harp-strings. Come, while we
talk the san sinks, and now we shall be Iate for tes,
Come, Martha and Bayard, it is time to go."

I wat down on my humble threshold and watched
the little group ont of sight, then shook my head and
muttered:  “* There are wore things in heaven and
oarth, Horstio, than are dreamt of iy your philoso.
phy.""

For the ﬁ@l time in all these months, I was glad
that | had f'nllod to find Roy Mason, I sincerely

Two days Iater, | was iy tow
preparations for my departure to the mines. [t
oqul to be stage day, and that proverbially noisy
vohiole came rambling down the stony street of the
town, whilo I stood beside s counter bargaining for §
!nlr-nf rubber boots, | heard it, bat falt no special
tteroet in ite advent, beyond the thought that noy |

would not go home until the mail haq bee
‘ _ ‘N 8or
and distributed, g it would be too bad to migg A o

tor on the very ave of my departure,

About ten minutes Inter, ny | Approached the door
of the small, frame building, that g duty s post
office, Juf,h"l‘uid. the stage driver, came out of & gg.
loon sdjoining and *Prang 1o his sent, ready to start

Juck was o Jolly whole-sou)ed ol .
I “" r k . 3
lectually, somewhat above {he SuXing, inte|

¥ well aoquninted wit) bim, and poy 88 he

orncked his whip, he on bt sight o :
wadden halt, called oqt O Gt of me, wag with &

“ Why, bello, Blake'
dropped o Passenger that

n making some fins]

-

Average stage driver

1:-»11. in own? J'ea just
You'll be glag 0 seg, |

| “Who?" I gasped, and held my breath for hi

reply.
p""It's that fellow Morris, that used to be—

I never Leard the completion of the sentence, for
as that name fell from his lips, I turned and 8prang
away in the direction of the trail. Two hours before,
as I came down the mountain, I had met Edith Ms.
son going up. The thought that now set my head
throbbing, and lent wings to my feet, was—

“(Great God! If T should fail to overtake him!
It he should come upon her suddenly, the shogk
would kill her!” : .

“ The shock will kill her,” I gasped again and
again, as [ ran. And oh, how I ran! How I leaped
and lunged up that steep and rugged trail! How|
strained my eyes to catch sight of him ahead, as |
rounded every curve and angle!

“Roy! Roy Mason!” I shouted more than oneg,
88 [ ran, hoping that the sound might catch his ear
and cause him to halt ere it was oo late, He had not
many minutes' start of me, and surely, I thought, [
ought to catch him before reaching the cabin, I re.
membered, with satisfaction, that pedestrianism was
not a boasted accomplishment with him; that he nsed
to climb this self-same trail after a leisurely, languid
' fashion, often sitting down on wayside rocks to light
8 cigar and enjoy the scenery. Oh, if he would but
' 8it down for a couple of minutes now! But 1n0; Crag
. after erag I rounded, rock after rock I passed by in
my breathless race, and strained my eyes in vain for
asight of his familiar form. When I shouted his
name, the canyon wallg flung Back to me the sound of
| my own voice, and nothing more,

- Atwo-mils run, even op level ground, is a Quis-
otie undertaking for a man not in training, and the
same distance up the ruggedest of mountain pack

| trails becomes something formidable, How I ever
accomplished the feat, I am at & Jogs to explain. I

seemed to be goaded on at every
step by the thought of the awful responsibility res -

U8 Upon me, Roy Mason had returned, he had

true state of affairs, T,
and [ alope would be
astrous €ngue,

Iu‘ fancy fancy terribly real and life-like—I
8aw Edith Magop turning from what she believed to
be th_a grave of hay husband, and finding herself
standing face ¢, face with the supposed oceupant of
that grave, Eyep I, with my masculine strength of
Herve, shuddered gt ghe thought of a shock so terrible.

and not he, was the blunderer;
to blame, should anything dis-




