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: he could only describe a8 an
oaalon ! | . How ahe hated the
el ln! Then came the
Sakening: when the truth came
a revelation from God Hetty
. been to blame. The girl was
mt of the one sin that called
geance so (ar as she was con
The slaying of Challls Wran
justified! All these months
A been harboring a woman she
to have been his mistress as
his murderesas. It was not so
c | the murderess that she would
jbl-!rd upon the Wrandalls as a
r., but the mistress! .
od the girl she had loved her
P Rhat Arst night.  Back of 1t all,
pfore, Iay the stern, unsuspected
from the very beginning she In
vly had known this girl to be
t of gulle Her houss
iin fell down. There was noth-
t of the plans on which It had
B constructed. It had all been
awny, even as she strove o
It against destruction, and the
was strown with the ashes of
‘burant out She was
! to find that she had even
Bpon the evil spot! Al
word for word she repeated Het
gwn story of her meeting with
Wrandall, and how she went,
s" ¥ step and blindly, to the last
in the tragedy, when his vile
his true nature was revealed to
he girl had told her everything
) Bad thought herself to be In love
 Wrandall. She was carrled away
8 protestations. Hhe was infatu
M (Bara smlled to herself as she
b of this. She knew Challls Wran
“eharm!)  The girl belleved In
plicitly,. When he took her to
FOn's Inn It was to maka her his
I8y an she supposed. He had ar
AR everything. Then came the
She defended herself. . | .
me upon her In the road on
1d night, Brandon, at the place
ed out. Can you pleture her an
described her? Can you pie
r deapalr, her hopelossness, her

Wk
nla T | have told you everything,
rol eginning to end. You know how
gy
B Rme to me, how | prepared her
sacrifice, how she left me. |
[
1ave | ot written to her. | cannot. She
0 hate me with all her soul, just as
b hated the Wrandalls, but with

reason, | confess. She would
Iven hersalf up to the law long

it had not been for exposing

e the world as her defender. her

protector RO ARPW ARe Was DOL Mor
ally gullty of the crime of murder. In
the beginning she was afrald Hhe
did not know our land, our laws In
time ahe came to understand that she
was In no real peril, but then It was
too late A confesslon would have

piaced me In an Impossible position
You see, she thought of me all this
tima. She loved me an no woman ever
Waa not |

the wifa

and was

loved another
of the

man she had killed

He Dropped Suddenly Upon the Trunk.

not | the noblest of all women In her
God! And to think of what |
had planned for her!"

This wans the end of the story.

The words died away in a sort @
whimpering wall, falling In with the
wind to be lost to his stralning ears
Her head drooped, her armsa hung
Hmply at her side,

For s long time he sat there In »l
lence, looking out over the darkening
water, unwilling, unable Indeed, to
spoak. His heart was full of compas-
slon for her, mingling strangely with
what was left of scorn and horror
What could he say to her?

At last she turned to him “Now
you know all that | ean tell you of
Hetty Castleton—of Hetty Glynn. You
could not have forced this from me,
Brandon. She would not tell you, It
was left for me to do In my own good
time, Well, | have spoken What
have you to say ™

“l ean only say, Sara, that | thank
(lod for everything,” he sald slowly.

“For everything?"

“1 thank God for you, for her and
for everything. | thank God that she
found him out In time, that she killed
him, that you shielded her, that you
falled to carry out your devilish
schome, and that your heart Is very
sore today.”

“You do not deaplse me ™

“No. | am sorry for youw.”

Her eyes narrowed. 1 don’t want
you to feel sorry for me.”

“You don't understand. | am =orry
for you because you have found your
self out and must be desplsing your
welr.”

“You have guessed the truth. 1 de
spise myself. Put what could be ex-
pected of me? she asked ironically.

eyen®

“As the Wrandalls would say, ‘blood
will tell'™
“Nonsense! Don't talk llke that!

It Is quite unworthy of you. In apite
of everything, Sara, you are wonder
ful. The very thing you tried to do,
| the way you went about it the way

| children?

| to regaln what | have lost?

Ereatnuess 1o
it and

you surrender, makes lor
It you had g on with
succeeded, that fact alone would have
put Krealt,
strong, virile women of history It
With the Mediels, the Borglas
* she began bitterly
Hut
greal women, just the same

you

you In the class with the

aud
they

You are
greater, for you have more than they
possessed. & consclence I wish 1|
tell you Just what 1 feel. |
haven't the words. |

“l only want you to tell
truth. Do you despise me?™

“Again | say that | do not
only say that 1 regard you with
with awe ™

As one might
serpent ™

“Hardly that” he sald, smiling for
tha fArst tUme He crossed over and
Iald his baud on her shoulder, “Don't
think too meanly of yourself. [ under
stand It all You lived for months
without a heart, that's all”

You put It very gently.”

“]1 think | am right. Now, you've
got It back, and it's hungry for the
sweot, good things of life. You want
to be happy. You want to love again
and to be loved. You don't want to
pitied. | understand. It's the return
of a heart that went away long months
ago and left an empty place that you
filled with gall. The bitterness Is
gone. There Is something sweet In
its place, Am | not right™

She hesitated. “If you mean that
I want to be loved by my enemies,
Hrandon, you are wrong,” she sald
clearly. “1 have not been chastened
in that particular.”

“You mean the Wrandalls ™

“It is not o my nature to love my
enemies. We stand on the same foot-
ing as before, and always shall. They
understand me, | understand them. I
am glad that my project falled, not for
thelr sake, but for my own.”

He was sllent. This woman was be-
yond him. He could not understand a
nature like this

“You say nothing. Well, | can't ask
you o understand. We will not dis-
cuss my enemies, but my friends
What do you intend to do In respect
to Hetty ™

“l am golng to make her my wife,”
he sald levelly

She turned away. It was now quite
dark. He could not see the expres-
slon on her face,

“What you have heard does not
weaken your love for her?

“No. It strengthens IL"

“You know what she has done. She

Y, with them were
could

me the

1 can
yes,

think of a deadly

| has taken a life with her own hands,

Can you take her to your bosom, can
you make her the mother of your own
Hemember, there is blood
on her hands. ™

“Ah, but her heart is clean!™

“True,” she sald moodily, “her heart
Is clean.”

“No cleaner
HSara.”

She uttered a short, mocking laugh.
“It Isn't necessary to say A thing
like that to me.™

“I beg your pardon.”

Her manner changed abruptly. She
turned to him, intense and serious.

“She Is so far away, Brandon. On
tha other side of the world, and she
{s full of loathing for me. How am 1
How am
1 to make her understand? She went
away with that last ugly thought of
me, with the thought of me as | ap-
peared to her on that last, enlighten-
ing day. All these months it has been
———— .

than yours Is now,

Krowing more norritle to her It haw
been beside her all Lthe time All
these moaths she has known that |
pretondoed (o love her as
I don’t believe you know Hetly as
woll ne you think you do.” he broke
In You forget that she loved you
with all her soul You can't kill love
po canlly as all that It will be all
right, Bara You must write and ask
her to come back It
Ah, but you don't know!' Then
ihe relinted the atory af the berated
‘o bird Hetly unde tands. The
ge | e ahe may return
of i h s ] GOu men
aka 1 fF 1 own [ree
I
Y ou ank her to ne
e Lest he will know
Liat | ha tld oy r ! [ You
| go 1t | i inder
tund If she furgiv will come
L} - I here 8 no! C @ Lo BaYy
othitg slse to eor s :
1 whi ¥ her at once,” he sald
be
h gave him & gulck searching
glance
Hhe may refuse lo marry you, even
now, Hrandon. ™
Fhe cant!™ he cried An Instant
later his face fell. “By Jove, |—| sup
pose the law will have to be consid

erod now Hhe will at least have to
go through the form of a trial”

Ahe whirled ou bim angrily. “The

What has the law to de with
Dou't be a fool!™

“Hhe ought o be
ited,” he sald

Her fngers gripped his arm flercely,
‘I want you to understand one thing,
irandon. The story | have told you
vas for your ears alone. The secret
fves with us and dies with us ™

He looked his rellef. “Right! It
nust go no farther. It is not a mat-
er for the law to decide. You may
rust me."”

“l am cold,” she sald He heard
ier teeth chatter distinctly as she
sulled her thick mantle closer about
ier throat and shoulders. “It is very
‘aw and wet! down here Come!”

As she started off along the long,
iarrow  pler, he sprang after her,
grasping her arm She leaned rather
heavily against him for & few steps
and then drew herself up. Her teeth
still chattered, her arm trembled in
Gis clasp

Iy Jove, Bara,
‘ried, In distress
he marrow

“Nervea,”
now feit
irawn

“You must get to bed right away.
Hot bath, mustard, and all that 1IN

aw?
'1

legally exvner

this is bad.” he
“You're chilled to

she retorted, and he some-
that her lips were set and

This Woman Was Beyond Him.

not stop for dinner. Thanks just the
same, | will be over In the morn-
ing.”

“When will you sall™ she asked,
after a moment,

“l1 ean't go for ten days, at least
My mother goes into the hoapital next
week for an operation, as I've told you,
| can't leave untll after that's over.
Nothing serious, but—well | can't go
away. | shall write to Hetty tonight,
and cable her tomorrow. Hy the way,
I—1 don't know just where to find her,
You see, we were not to write to each
other, It was In the bargain. 1 sup-
pose you don't know how | can—"

“Yes, | can tell you precisely where
she Ia. She Is In Venice, but leaves
there for Rome, by the Express.”

“Then you have been hearing from
her?™ he cried sharply.

“Not directly. But I will say this
much: there has not been a day since
she landed in England that | have not
recelved news of her. [ have not
been out of touch with her, Brandon,
not even for an hour"

“Good heaven, Sara' You don't
mean to say you've had her shadowed
by—by detectives,” he exclaimed,
nghast,

“Her mald is a very falthful serv-
ant,” was her ambiguous rejoinder.

{To be continued.)

Curious Custom,

The custum known as “Whuppltty
Scorie” was celebrated by the youth
of Lanark, Scotland, recently, when
the bell In the towan's steeple rang
out for the first time at & o'clock
after a five months' sllence. From
March 1 to September 30 of each year
the bell rings for some minutes at
& p. m., but during the remainder of
the year It remains silent. On the
occaslon of the ringing of the bell for
the first time the young pecple gather
at the cross, each carrying a stringed
cap in his hand  When the bell tolls
the bays run in procession round the
parish church They do this three
times and then a rush Is made for
New Lanark, for the purpose of meet-
ing the boys of that village to engags

In combat, the weapons used belng the |

stringed caps.

Attention! Farmers
and Breeders

We want you to know that we have

The Blue Ribbon Percheron Horse
of Crook County

At our barn, one mile north of Redmond, for sale or for
breeding purposes.

Terms of service—3$10 for szingle leap; %20 to insure.
Money due when mare is known to be with foal.
Remember!—Cheap service means inferior colts.

Registered Duroc Jersey Pigs

For sale. No better blooded stock in the Northwest.
motto is: “Highest Quality; Reasonable Prices.”
antee satisfaction to all our patrons.

Jackman & Conlon

REDMOND, OREGON

Dealers in Draft Stallions. Barns on Conlon Farm.

Our
We guar-

Hotel Redmond Bar

HERMAN J. LOVE, Proprietor

CARRIES NOTHING BUT THE BEST
BEST BRANDS OF LIQUORS, WINES
AND CIGARS

LANDS

Improved and unimproved. 800,000 acres of fruit, alfalfa and grain
lands in Central Oregon Low prices, easy terms.
If you are interested and want to locate in Central Oregon,
write or call on
I .

REDMOND, - -w: (-} R— A-Y

- OREGON

ICE

Pure Manufactured ICE
delivered to any part of
the city each morning in
quantites from 25 Ibs. up

Buy a 500 pound Ice Ticket and
you will save money.

P. G. JOURDAN

Phone 2102




