
SANDY POST WEDNESDAY,
NOV

OUR WEEKLY SERIAL STORY INSTALLMENT

ewe.
By

MARTHA 
OSTENSO

O MARTHA OSTENSO—WNU SERVICE

THE STORY THUS FAR

•bro«dV ^ 7 " ’ re ,u rnJng hom e to B ritish Columbia from
an old M milv f r i t n d h !  i n , S‘2PS at the hom e of H ector C ardigan, 
things have  chaneprl he r th a t she should not have com e home, that
lovingly by her fa th e r Tarvil8 hom e a t the C astle  of the N orns,’’ she is greeted  
c o m e - fo r  a short v liit  Her ° ea,nu’ wh? gives be ,r  to understand that she is wel- 
been dead for v e a r s  A , 7 , 7 „  m„°th tor? e r  beUe nam ed M illicent Odell, has 
gives him to u n d e A tan rt7 h » I7 h  c? nt?ot understand  he r fa th e r s attitude, though
E ng land  w h e ^ s h T n v e d  with an  L in t " »  * 7  She haS grown tired  ° f U fe ln  
cas tle  Autum n m eets e f . fa th e r f,lves a welcom ing dance a t the
countryside. L ate  in th e  pvIIuH®̂ 1 7 ’ d a ^hin *̂ well-educated young m an of the 
neighboring ranch  w here e a Yes dance, rides horseback to the
childhood days He takes he r ?Fuce Candor. friend and cham pion of her
thought to have killed h im se lf0 a 7 = 7 ‘« m otbVr> an invalid. His fa th e r is dead, 
m ands B ruce to tak e  her aw av » h a tllJ f ih ’ r ’n h ls . rr' ° th er sees Autumn she com ­
bi both saddened! and perD?ex^l R r f le  f± 7 s 7  the wake of the Odells. Autumn 
m o th e r’s a ttitude . A u tu m n P e a lis  a e a ilU e  a£ °  ° getic. ean offer no reason for his 
the reason  for Mrs. L andor's  ou tburst °F™ ACtM C ard’gan—this tim e to find out 
Geoffrey L andor killed him self because h e  l l l T i  i r ° nV.e i? ation she in ierred  th a t 
while, B ruce L andor rides to the snot MUhcent Dean, her m other. Mean-
fore. T here  he m e e L  A utum n w h o ^ l e a ^ l  H ‘m i l  7  S « * * * " “  f°und y ears be- 
B ruce had found the child, and there  A utum n a ^ d ’ h l  » f7  a lost ehild
ag ree  th a t h e r m other and his fa th e r T oved71nh dn?  talk  of their fam ilies They 
Is the cause  of p resen t antagonism . F lJrian  P a r?  ‘ha‘ ‘he‘r ’° Ve
to A utum n. She re fuses him The next dav Ann,7 «  «¿3 . Ue £or dinner, proposes
She m eets B ruce in a h e rd er’s cabin. UtUmn rides toward the Landor ranch.

CHAPTER IV—Continued 
—7—

An hour before sunset the sky 
had been overcast, with a purple 
caravan  of thunderheads in the 
west; the thrum m ing of insects and 
the humid, flower smell of the air 
presaged rain. On a grassy hill­
top ten miles eastw ard from the 
Castle, Autumn dismounted from her 
horse and let the anim al graze while 
she stood and looked into the valley 
below.

On the slopes that stream ed into 
the valley like smooth reddish cas­
cades in the low sun, m ore than 
seven thousand head of sheep moved 
in bands, twelve hundred to a band. 
At dawn the herders had started  
them from home on the trek up into 
the m ountains to the very m argins 
of the eternal snows, in the relent­
less, lonely quest for grass.

Now, from the hillside directly op­
posite her across the little valley, 
a crow s' flight half-mile away, came 
the limpidly sweet note of a bell.
I t seem ed to Autumn that the sound 
was alm ost visible, floating like 
some silver bubble within that rosy 
dome of silence, lingering and van­
ishing into the infinity whence it had 
come.

It was the note of the Basque bell.
A fancy had seized her that m orn­

ing while she had watched her fa­
ther’s men preparing for their de­
parture . Only a week before, there 
had come to the ranch a youth of 
nineteen or twenty whose appear­
ance had been so bizarre that the 
W illmar children had gathered 
around him with frank curiosity. He 
had come from the soda mines up 
north, and was seeking employment 
as a herder. He was slight of build, 
not over medium height, and on the 
back of his head he had worn a 
shapeless homespun cap. set so that 
a twine-colored mop of hair started  
out abruptly from beneath its peak 
He had worn a short, tight-fitting 
coat, a jerkin. Autumn had supposed 
it was, also homespun and of a faded 
pea-green, so incommodious in the 
sleeves that the red joints of his 
wrists stuck painfully out from be­
neath them, finder the jacket he 
had worn a checked shirt and where 
the jacket gaped aside, suspenders 
of a b rillian t flretjnf^ew^his, thread­
bare trouspcs alm ost up to his arm- 
pits, leading his bare shjns exposed.
He had worn hobnaile£-b6ots, and 
had carrifefrV biM A  stick over his 
shoulder, ht* the end of which a gray 
bundle >a,d(1h ^ n .  ^aneM y. te s ted ? ’ 
lh e  LairtJ out| of the kindness of | 
his ht’a rt, and .p robab ly -e  whimsi­
cal hiynttr, had givpft hiffi employ- 
m ent 4s old ' Absolom’s helper. H is , 
nam e; trie,* hfafli ’.HittofefiM.1' WKU 
Clancy Shane..but ¿ irvas Bban had 
jocularly ■nicknamed him , "Moony.”

On a sudden impulse,4*itqimn, had 
gone back into the house apd 
brought out the B asque bell. She 
had eritA isted^t to tH F 'I tk -^ g ’ of 
Clancy Shansi vfflo'-’hMd-jN-elirb« >if 
to the wethec «Obi*Hacka.And now: 
from  tha opposit^hjllside. cam e the 
pure sound ol DeU. singularly in­
nocent acrops the, hollow distance.

The sound U rned h'e», thoughts 
again to B ru t«  LiiMor, who had 
scarcely tfeetTbill o f’hdr mind dur­
ing the past week. She thought of 
their m eeting at Hector Cardigan's,

when shelsad gone to fetch home the 
beI.L feer telling him about
HeBWff’i  'CoSceit concerning it. 

¿.something in the sound of 
|<®'v 4bw I brought the lovely 
he# m other before her 01^ 

be&uldi^ glamor of the p a s t, 
Ib is  had; heen Millicent Odell's^ 

Wffid of. the pioneers and 
a n *

her heart ‘fiiatshe" was back home' 
where life had meaning, where life 
was a profound harmony.

She pulled a bit of bloom off a 
sage bush and began to. pick it to 
pieces with her fingers. There had 
come upon her a revelation that dis­
mayed, frightened and exalted her. 
She stood for a moment looking 
down into the valley- wherexthe shad- 
ow? were beginning to deepen, then, 
impetuously flinging away the shrub

"Am I intruding?" she asked, en­
tering alm ost hesitatingly. “One of 
your men told me I should find you 
here.”

Bruce got up hurriedly and drew 
out the other chair. A flush had 
mounted to his brows, and as he 
stood for a moment uncertainly be­
fore her, he drew his hand diffi­
dently back across his hair.

“You certainly a ren’t intruding.” 
he said. "I was just wasting tim e— 
with figures. But w herever did you 
come from ?”

She seated herself and tossed her 
hat upon the table.

“Out in the hills,” she said. “We 
had an early  dinner, and I took a 
ride out for a look at the sheep. The 
men left for the range this m orn­
ing. The evening was so soft and 
cool—I just couldn’t go indoors. I 
came deliberately to see you after 
I got back. You see—I’m a bold 
woman, B ruce!”

“I’m glad you are! I’ve been as 
lonely as hell tonight With the men 
all gone—”

Loneliness is in the air, I guess 
The sound of that darn bell did for
m e.” .*• .. .

"Bell?’.'

r’ I7—7 1

lì

It w as the note of 
B asque bell.

the

which she held,’ she mounted her 
horse again and rode westward to­
ward the Landor ranch.

Bruce Landor sat before the rough 
plank table in the herder’s cabin in 
the ravine The place was deserted 

having «°ne the 
hills the previous day. The lamp 
stoo4i lighted on the table before 
‘rinj^r’̂ Ipjhad. put the place in or­
der and was Te#dy at last to leave 
f ? riew t08ether the pa-
’ ” Ĉ  be bad been idly spec- 
u««»f|r;<fhakiHg estim ates of his re­
turns’ from the season's shearing 
apd,,.noting the increase over last 
yea/-;» gains. The season had be-
b ^ \ , i USf’̂ i0U? lT' He swun8 quick­
ly  about in his chair as a slight 
sound cam e to him from the door 
Autumn Dean stood there in her 
black riding habit, a russet scarf at 
her throat, the dim light casting Ut- 
tle facets on her brown leather 
boots. Her hat was in her hand, and 
her ha ir had blown free. Her face 
was a glowing cameo against the 
outer darkness.

‘« y ’otf -I got f t i h  Hector, you 

kaW . tgiw tè.it to a young Irish  lad 
that father hired last week.”

“ You mean you sent that Basque 
bell of H ectbi’s into tfce bills? You’d 
better not tell Hector tha t.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I think Hec­
tor would understand. That bell 
wasn’t m eant to hang in a drawing 
room .” . •

“B u t,jt’s ,$uch. a precious thing— 
out up- |he  ran^e pH sum m er—”
a co.me back- Il’s charmed.Anyhow—I like the idea.”

2 ci«a re tte and Autumn 
wdtcfnng hfrn; thought how well­
shaped and- brown his hands were 
“May J have one?”’/she asked.

"Sorqy,'-’ apologized. “You see 
in spite o£ i t s e l f ,  I still think of 
you as the little schoolgirl I used to 
know.” .

°ni  y°£  fought for?” , she 
asked •as’shi? d beep ted “a light. ’

Ifrie -same," he replied. ’»
‘.‘.YeifU ih a v c .itf f ’giK oveT that

Shftltold; hiflg. ‘T ip  very 
much grown up.”. y

“Portiv i , V-® ” 1 'l lf S  s t e  *  *c,un8

,” Wliy?>o affli v  ì i - .ri; . . 
"ffieoauceUas woman you’ve 

beenf ipn ipjr roipd .Constantly ever
s S v S  £ 4 * 4 84 w d ats i i S

And that frightens you, Bruce’ ’’
„„B% ee strode to the
open door and stood looking out A 
thin, misty rain had begun to fall
wet lriSSud WS Cigarette °ut into the 
wet darkness and kept his eyes upon
Where hFk T a’ U d‘ed' He tUrned where he stood and looked at her.

Autumn,” he said simply, ’-you 
have been living in a world where 
men who were skilled in the art have
™bout ? h \ t0 yo u  1 know very Utt1« 
about that sort of thing. When I 
tell you that I’ve thought of nothing 
but you since that first n ig h t- I  
mean ji^st.tpaf.’,’ K

She .looked at him gravely “T
have m er uhère tOnight because I 
?he ^ 0Ught Of no °ne but you ”
: i : d m V “ ftiy- , ,B u ti th a - ' t  ¿ gb‘-

4 *  p X " nk1” '  “ e

I know, Bruce.”
Course you do Wo u

, P no one knows.” 
or.

ing. At last she got up impetuously 
| and began to pace to and fro, her 

hands deep In the pockets of her 
coat. Bruce looked a t her, and his 
muscles seem ed to ripple all over 
his body. Her lithe, tem pestuous 
motion back and forth across the 
room was like that of some beauti­
ful, caged animal.

Presently  she turned on him. "You 
and I have our own lives to live,” 
she said vehem ently. “ I t ’s absurd 
to think that we should be ruled by 
something that befell two people 
whom we can scarcely  rem em ber.
They lived their lives as they wished 
—I shall live mine, in m y own way."

He lifted one of h er hands and 
kissed its soft palm . Then he took 
hold of her shoulders and turned her 
about so that she faced him. She 
let her head fall back and m et his 
eyes solemnly.

Autumn, he said. “My darling 
Autum n!”

Autumn slipped forw ard and was 
in his arm s, and Bruce was kissing 
her in a glowing dim ness which 
seemed to have caught them both 
up from the surrounding shadows 
The rain drifted in gently over the 
still depth of their kiss. I t was a 
rain that left a light, glistening web 
over their hair, their eyes, a young 
rain that spun thefn into one indis­
tinguishable passion.

“I love you, B ruce.” Her voice 
was a stum bling whisper. ^ “T erri­
bly—so terrib ly .’*

Her lips moved softly over his 
eyes o v e r ’the line of his brown 
cheek w h jfc .fc  When
he smiledT ahS -ovet- Wa- U p la n d  
throat. Presently  Bruce placed his 
hands strongly upon her shoulders 
and studied her face.

Enough to stand by m e against 
them  all?” he dem anded g rav ed .

it  will not be easy, darling—at 
first. i

“I'm  strong enough for anything— iC • Jk 
with you, B ruce,” she replied. * —

CHAPTER V

"Aren’t you 
asked him. comiij 1

I d o  e n d i n g  twoni i 
hom e when there’« n "  
1 - y  0 -  
then .-’̂ Autumn 

F lo rian .”
J a rvis smiled, «y«, j. 

much for the boy?”
h e " u e * t-U right’ darlilM 
k ind during'thTpas’^ J  

I m  not particularly 
m ore  by the specie,”
,hnI rCan’t say r ® sorry h 
the Laird observed, "iv- 
amount to much.”

Autumn turned and gazed 
n re  for a moment She

ine that au’ what bear­ing tnat has on our own live« i 
have settled it for myself.” 1

rnovpcj back intn ».« .i» ,, c x x . ' s ;  
Sl"  « » " » i

or many momenta without speak-

The Laird was still up, though it 
was; alnm dy an hour past his usual 
bedtime. He had come back from 
town and had gone to his study to 
wait for Autum n’s return. When he 
finally heard the door open down­
stairs. he was startled . The dead 
stillness of the house and the sleepy 
p atter of light rain  had drugged his 
senses^so that any sudden sound 
would have disquieted him . But as 
he got up and went to the door of 
the study, his h eart throbbed so that 
he pressed his hand to his side and 
caught his breath.

In a mom ent Autumn was a t the 
head of the stairs.

Why, D e l” she exclaim ed. “I 
thought you would have gone to bed 
long ago. You haven’t been worried 
about me, have you?”

“I t’s la te .” he said. " I  had be 
gun to wonder what had happened

“Oh. I’m sorry, darling ,” she said, 
coming into the study and throwing 

| off her jacket. “ But I’m glad you’re 
up. The fire feels good.”

She went and stood before it, ruf­
fling her ha ir with her hands.
Ai .u ° U d ? etter get out oi toose 

her fa ther advised her 
They’re  wet.”

Not really ,” she protested. “ I’ll 
dry out here in a m inute. I don’t 
want to hurry aw ay to bed ju st yet. 
i t  s so cozy here .”
f lr iarV.i. ^ eated b*mself before the 
nre. Where have you been?” he 
asked.

“I ’ye covered half the country­
side, she said, sm iling a t him. ‘T 
®tar ted, out ea rly and rode up the 
valley for a look a t the sheep. I t’s 
the first tim e I’ve seen them  like 
that in nearly ten years. Daddy, and 
it was lo v e ly -ln  the sunset a n d - ”
« ¡ 7 ° ^  had a lot t0 d0>” Ja rv is  
said, disgruntled.

Now, darling, you 're not going to 
be cross with me for th a t,” she

a,*ed’ “ r m  in no mood for a 
scolding.”

l0i  Ot g00d lt w°uld do you 
anyhow, the Laird replied.
himN?h 8 b' t’ deaf ” She 'anghed at 
lv ^ ' ^ Cnt and kissed him  iight- 
ly on the cheek. “But I don’t want 
you to worry about me one bit. I
you J h 1" 1 t0 d° anythin« to m ake 
y U unhappy_and you ta o w  J t „
chaU-V1’ -Yn?rred uneasily bi his 
to S l n w J  .  Fe g0Ulg ‘°  d r‘Ve d0Wn
a r S  ^ , as»mu rrOW^ to 016 Parr«’- 
. • you’ be said, by way ofchanging the subject

“Must I be cross-q. 
m y own daughter?”

half-burned stick into pi« 
watched the sparks go I 
the flue.

“The fact is, Da,” she i 
last, ”1 came back to you I 
away from all that It doesn't! 
a thing to anyone except tins 
are  cut out for it And I ws‘ 
on that pattern, darling • 
realized it so much as I did I 
when I stood and watched to! 
moving up the valley. It» 
lonely as the devil”

"And so you stayed oat ill 
in the rain just to cure yaw 
a fit of the blues,” he retortei 

“No,” Autumn rep. 
didn’t do that exactly Ih 
wouldn’t be home, so I rode a1 
to the Landor place e 
Bruce for a while.”

She glanced at her father's 
to see what effect her words • 
have upon him. He gw 
ward sign of having heard 
cept that his frame seemed® 
become rigid and one comer 
mouth twitched nervously.

He spoke to her at last W 
gazing steadily into the Art- 
you are not going to makes 
tha t,” he said.

“Of what. Daddy?”
“You know what I m«»

I don’t want you goings»’’  
Bruce Landor.”

“Have you anything 
Bruce?” she asked abruf« 

Damn it all,” JarV“ ^ . ,  
■must I be cross-quest»«*» 

own daughter? Or xsn 
that I should give m?J 
look to have it re’(*CL i  
leaned forward to W 
placed his hands hea 
arm s, preparing to n • 
we were in bed- „ 
more of this tonight 

Autumn did notro0T . 
at her father, aware * 
becoming angry. j,
fingers and strove
voice. «no a*'

“Da,” she said. *
to cross-question r 
your opinion more 
of any other 
I ask you wha

Brx‘-'<n"Sa>^f9

tgiwt%c3%a8.it

