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vast ca \
in length | !
limpid stream. A\t
of the cancn iswhat iscaliedl
i»-i]l asl]i ]' - - { 111 i
'll-'i 11me-worltl il 1
snbmerged i dust and accuii 3
rubbigh., The towers, Lt
and roois, 1 o One i | .
have a4 strangt I'e:d IE-[- LT el hid
As the canon narrows, Ol the It 18
a dome. a mass of rocks, oval =8 the
cummit, which rises hundreds of
fvet intothe air. Hallamilefurther
on is “Who Knows” a huge stone

having the outlines of # huaman
face, with a e ry }rl"lhl.:lll'll'. ant
well "-}]'I.]I"II 1O=e, It = ands close
to the ancient trail, Near by are

sel 1 i;-r',,-rl r | (' (» flg 4 -.'| ¢ -.'u\
[ndian hieroglyphies an e sl
a In-l'Iu'!,tiJi ular wall, seventy-hve

ground, I'}

feet from the

LS

.‘-'.\IlliHl!- have been here for so long

a time that the Indians inhabiting

the I"!l]llI'['.\‘l'.'Ill _Ui\*' II'H',\lr‘il]:il!'ﬁIIJ

of them, save thatthey had “always
The

l"lll"'”"'i

been the re,”’ rock seems to

have been into, and the
cavities filled with indelible paint.

,\ lliill' ’l.lll'lllit'
This magnificent indentation 1s

further 1s Room.

about two hundred feet from thi
de of abasaltic wall

W hat

a grand I‘l'l'l'ip'_inll hall, of which no

ground in the

five hundred feet high.

king can boast. [t beanties and

;_rr:llnli-l'.-l':-' are indescribable. In
nearly the centre of the canon 18
Conscience  Pass, Here, walls of

rock tower six hundred feet high.,
and approach so closely together
that there is barely room for the
brook and the narrow [ill}l heside
it. From hence toward the west,
the canon widensand abounds with
noble scenery. In the stnmmer, its
(]l'('li\‘itit'-' are l‘ltll}ll'll with verduare
and flowers, and its pines are in
their utmost vigor.

Morton wandered to this savage

lll' lit'-ill'li

:|\\f!1‘l -l]]'l

and magniiicent spot.
golitude and the mo-t
terrible forms of nature.  His soul
WS like an ocean. His
grief, his remorse, were tremendons,

He flung himself upon the

tossing

ground
He ;_rru;un'il aloud,” and 1n the
depths of the dark canon he uttered
a cry like that of a wild beast In
agony. He sank exausted upon a

hard couch of roeks, and seemed

for a time insensible. It was the
fearful struggle of a pierced and
quivering human spirit, trying to
regain 1ts hold on life and purpose.
He felt at times as if he were growing
insane. so horrible were the feelings
that I‘!'!']-I over luim. Only \.}' =heer
effort of the will did he at last arouse

T

himself, saying. “l must conquer
He c¢limed to the

and sat amid its weird and fascinat-

Room,

Throne

1 \\.;t'.'.l.t 1'-‘153-‘- Jlli-—- ]‘1!\\'|||l "-li

jon-ly king. The =etting

the canon

rF <SlUn was

with delicious
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,  seemed filled
1
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11 r —- \ ! 'l (L) | ;:
i !Il <T() -
|
t hll r= and tn
E r \ nt 101
\ T | L=
< ( (L presences 1n
Y nat AN (1 Ttheln
I \ tering 11 ring
"
poweriugl s e, | ne the solll 1= 1
Wi 1 [t 116 i1 '-l it 24 (=

tumuituou= '-1.f|‘i ]il:'__'ij v envreles ol

his being. secking out of the beanty
and majesty of nature the secret of
regeneration; for there 1s such a
thing as “being born acaln’’ in a
high nd noble gense, not '1,.\- the
machinations of men, but by the

influx of nature herself

“!l] T]'l:lk
[ here

yrices in the soul, when

are times when a new purpose
old habits

of thought are flung off like an old

<kin. and the soul stands naked to

the universe, eitherto he erus ed or

clothed upon with vew and wvaster

fresh growth

}.ll"‘-i}l'.ll:.{.l""‘ H | 1" |
]:"J',_'lll“. .\llll‘flifl \\':I‘i | l'i“'l'f T}I"“'"

{ranscendent moments,
blow had

The old world conld not b rebuilt.

The fierce

fluneg him into cnws.
There must be SO thine new, or

only a w reck. He must be more
high, more noble, more strong thau
before, or sink.

“O) Madeline,” he eried, “*how my
life heaves and to-ses bofore me like
a bewildering sea, fancy, child

hood,

driven by a storm!

mingling as 1
What glories,
had! What
1_:'!“11 Could 1
Was I foreed to

it? Could I not have chosen better,

manhood

what ju\'~1 have

|rjl'|-['|ic-~~. what

have h:-i.p--il this?

a beanti-
_\l;l-. ton

and plucked the flower

— .
Illll iale, 1|-|\\!

ful joy?

late! The flower is gone, withered,
dead. The past is w changeablen
1t eternal nis=ery and

ruin. We
can never
tuere,

and 20 will ever be.  Oh,

mav knock, but we

open the doors to [1fe
Th 'y are harred and i»-n]!.»;l,
how hard
and,

through the winding l..-|‘?i of vou'h,

1018 that we cannot go lak,

remedy  our mistake Alas that

they mu t ever bh! Onee done.
npdone, while the fear-
Why ave
we made living, conscious beings to
Why do
we not forget? Perhaps we shall,

\}] 1 -l'l

evil, we

never to be
ful retribution rolls on.

<cuffer so immeasurably?
some time, not wish to;

for, if we forget the

Inust
‘-1“"||I..".",_': t 1&“. :.1|.|1. .'l‘“(i ‘}l":""'l | <
to sweet ever to be forgotten.  Let

me keep the evil, if, with the evil,

[ can a'so'keep the good. I cannot

forget thy =smilies, [ cannot forget
thy sweelness [ cann forg the
1.1-11‘.:'.'.‘_ o ‘: W o Lhat | once 1, I

cannot forget th wWorlll i!.-'.g_. Das-

faceept

REGON, THURSDAY, FEBRI ARY 2 RO 7
\ 1
1) lead 5 L : ]i 1P ‘¥I \ L1
w Ol | 1t - [t'= richt
1 I W . ot 1 1= W 1=
el | w) i 0 | | yot . |
He dra 1S ! goblel Lils ! [Look v Maddox’s
of the jubliant and =pa g ™ L soe him dead; and we
Slowly, he de=cehd | flecing away on s
L1l wa along tl | v (lark Q
v Wit n nt s=tep § [ did lo it broke forth
neared the cam pnd saw = ' 7 " W <Nrieging
(S W va~h-d shand wle IR | VOIC Jn, sav me, save me! I
[ itly among tiie (1 = 11 TS LT o t
of a tumult greeted his ears, and “The boy says he is innocent. 1
m A strange, wild, 1!---—:[-\15!‘.-' gy will not have him hung without a
rt-renderingery for “Help! help! trial.  There’s a chanc: hi didn’
heln!” With the swiftness ol a (g
iger, he leaped into the camp ‘T'hat’s all bo=h,” said Big Dick.
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unusual and y

CHAPTER

[t was a not
torrific scene that met his view,
» on the I_";TJ[ of !_\".! hiny
(ittle Pete.  The

neck, and the rope,

noose was already
about his
thrown over a limb. The faces Of
the men w e re full of grim determina-
tion. There did not seem a ir!?":-
cie of sympathy for the strugghing
Those

tively engaged i the affair

culprit. who wers not ac-

Il-!l“' 'l!
carelessly on, as if it were all right;
ior lvnehing in that wild countr)

was regarded as the only form of
ju-‘.iw-, and ]a-u-ph- :ll'l'r‘!r!-'ii it as in

communities they
(*() lit

Generally, lynching is res rted  to

civilized

nore
the mandate of a
only when the crime 18 hevond
dovhbt:

ll.'1~'¥-'l'-Tn-nl that

and in this case it was well

Pete was guilty,
and richly deserved his fate.

[n ordinary circumstances, Mor-
done nothing,

ton I!iiu}it have

accnstomed as he was to these ex-
hibitions of a rude justice, and be-
lieving that they were the only
means Ir_\' which any kind of order
could be preserved. Pete was such
a stranege sort of a waif, so unsociable
and shy and secret in his ways,
assume almost any

him. He

1‘4111“11»']5("' \\\ his

that one might

wickedness concerning
did not beget
wavs of living.

This

dashed in, and

Maorton
little

time, however,
seized the
fellow and cut the rope.
“What's this for?” he eried.
“It’s all righ', pard”’ <aid Big
Dick. “He's
murderer, so just hand me the rope,
and 'l fix 1t
you iluIt'I‘f!‘]'t'll. It’'s a waste of

a horse-t ief and »

again, I am sorry

time "’
“How do you know that he is a

hor<e-thief and a murderer?”’
“We caught him on the
and the old man Maddox 1=

as A smelt

horse;
ill';lll
his throat cut, and all

s money Poor devil! he

gorie,
expected to start for the States nexi
week. He had a nice little pile of
savings.”’

“«Hang him! hang himl” shouted
a dozen or so strong voices

Little Pete was tremb ing in the
Y ’ ; :
1 Wds speeClliess

armsof Morton.

with terror.

ubts it, and

antl

He did it. Nobody d
l|‘\"llnli we'll hanvy him here
now.”’

"I\HI
Morton, . }‘II-'.»-I, [s there no

with mv consent, said

one to side with me?”’

_\." answer was ‘.'ilili]l.t L 'l‘l:;l- !.ni|-
ular opinion was az vinst little Pete,
ind I|'nu1;|-:';|7'w| to brave it. I'he

prool against him was 80 over-

wh | nseless

“We'd botter <aid

Deacon Gooch, as solemnly as if he

. 1
Jmng that 1t seeme

hang him.)”
~

were in prayer-meeting. ‘It will

save all further trouble. 1 helieve
he's an imp, al d there’s no chance

thore wer
HILHE Wwelo

of converting him. If
l"l l-,.l,!-i»-'\'l' him a |i.'l‘\' or two, :'“

order that he might go to glory.
But he’s a child of the devil, and s0
[ never could

bhible. He's a

[ say, }lll‘ll the rope.
e ||“|| toy ]'u‘.i‘-l t}]"

bad one, I know.
yvou'd like
didn’t be

Morton.

“That’s worse than murder 1n your

“Oh, yes. 1 suppose
to }nlll;_' evi I"\'qul.\‘ that
lirve your bible)” said
eyes, | begin to have some faith
in the b A seeing that he wouldn’t
I't-ml _\"-I]I' ['.'IIIEIH’ ll'.ll ll:lll'ilz-r.”

hible!”

“1 wouldn't read 1t

said DBig

“Oh, damn the
Dick

But to business.

myseli
This bovy must be

hunyg: '.Htll 1 }I!'-‘lw--- {0 2ee it :lnln-

at once. ”.‘1{:!1 me the rope ‘lil']'l"“
A dozen

rope, :tlltl he

him the
“Ii|k" e |

.\IHI‘TIIII ]nmk"-'l;sl this I'I‘u\\ll

hands  flung
began to
NOO=E,
of excited

men. They were bent

upon their purpose, There was
"'i'l"'“.'““"{.\' no chance to save the
boy; and in hic heart Morton ac-
»\uw\\'].i'li;_'rli that the p!‘mlf was al-

most positive enough to justify

lynching. Even if the boy had a
trial, he
vieted, and then

Little Pete

would probably be con-
1}4' Fe \\llll]ll ln' no

t'll]li;_' tO Iiitll,

1-1';tli-.

wound his arms about his leg,

eronched like a dog and cried:
“Oh. save me! [ am not guilty,

Dy not let them hang me. Oh,

me first! It is =0 horrible!

‘I will defend you,” said Morton,

You shall

“oven with my lifi

tri
!

S |

T h child sank at his feet, and
lay almost motionless.  Big Dick




