A Tale of Romance,
. Adventure and Sud-
den Death—of a
Lover, a Nymph
and a Madman.

buck before in your life. I suppose
avery rops on “both of you Is loosas
ty now.” Suddenly he paused and
his eyellds narrowed. *“What in the
world was the matter with you, any-
way?™ he meditated. *Bears?™

He looked up and down the road.
In the sober light of the approaching
dusk [t lay empty and unrevealing,
uncannily qulet, it seamed to Stuart,
after the multi-emotioned excitement
of the Jast few minutes. Behind him
the stream chuckled absent-mindedly.
4% [f remembering a llttle joke of It

A

ocoth and damp and
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golden iridescence of the warm day.
Occaslonally a squlrrel chat d,

with the sound of a gi grass
per, and from time to time a hidden
gtream broke the silencs with lts re-

mote murmuring, A faint breesze,
hardly a breese, It was so lmper-

ceptible, carried the mingled ecent of
moss and sunburnt grass and rosin
and wild flowers.

Stuart pushed hls battered sombrearo
back from his ferehead and ran his
fiagers through his molst blend halr.
¥e cocked one leg over the fork of
his saddle, and, holding loosely In his
right hand the glack of the rope with
which he was leading his two pack
horses, procecded to roll and light a
clgarette. *“Twelve miles to Flacer,”
he sald to himeelf—"n trail that turns
off through the troes to the left. And
1 Placer about an hour and a
ha ago—Placer City!™ Ho smlled
at the grandlose name and hls recol-
lection of the jopsided store and but-
tered blacksmith shop which were
“the city's" only bhulldings. * “Twelve
miles! Jt must bes about six mliles
farther on, then. You come up over
a little rise, and then there's a road
to ths left. towards the Inke”

He drew In a deep breath of clgar-
etle smoke and let curl out from
his mouth and no=e with somnolent
patisfaction. “Jimmle™ he esald out
loud, leaning over and patting the
neck of the gray pony he was riding,
*you've had a long, hot day, but this
fs nlece, lsn't It? And soon we'll be
home for the night with Mr. Prende-
gasl—whntever that may mean
Jimmie, do you llke to bunk-up with
murderera? Well, perhaps he wasn't
ensa. They mnever 'weres surs, were
they? So don't let's belleve gosslp
if we can help it.* He brought his
band down with & gentle slap on the
pony's withers. *Come on!™ he sald.
“Let's go!™ And without re moving |
bias leg from the fork he relaxed to
the gentle dog trot.

Hehind him two pack animals re-
sponded to the rope with amiable
obhedience,

The road ran stralght as an arrow
til It was lost in the converging
lumns of the trees It seemed like
ne mammoth exclamation mark,
tunting the mystery of this
-contalned world of trees
et, Hers and there the ca-
ke solemnity ga way for
momant 1o ¢pen Spaces gay
¢ lupin and erimson Indian
, Where small blus butter-
danced ths lengthening rays
the sun. Jn one of thesd a yearling
ose, black and sinister as the
of rain, starad at Stoart
dly curlosity before trot-
away into the timber.
“There’s noth-
fal, thare?
ly content; ha was
growing pleasantly hungry, and this
# his favorite hour of the day—
caching dusk He pulled hle
orsa down to a walk and cocked his
eg stil]l higher, and reached Into the
ocket of hls shirt for another ¢lgar-
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1 he crossed
tha wet road
then, as Iz usually the
particularly whera horses are
concerned, at this monrt peaceful of
moments, disaster, swift, and gro-
teeque, overtoolk him.,
“Whoal!" has yelled, and
right leg back into the
#iralghtened wup In his saddls and|
wheelaed his horae about, at the same
times taking & couple of turns with
the lead rope sbout the horn of his

CLE

threw his
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enddla He objurgated his pack
string, "Whoa! You damn fools!
Whoa! ‘What In thunder—! Well,
buck then, damn you! RBuck!"

They dld. The impeccable stillness
ef the road was broken by unexpected
furious movefnent and sound; by ths
cintter of hoofs on the soft ground:
by the straining snd creaking of |
pannier and pack-saddle and lagh-
rope. Black shadows, careering in-
sanely, cut across the misty yellow
and aquamarine nimbus of the treps.
In the middle of this Stuart, calm ex-
cept for two epots of color In his
sunburned cheeks, relned hls horsa
elightly from slde to slde to keep tant

the rope between him and his f(n-
censed burden carriers. In his haszel

eyes wors astonishment and anger
and a certain nmused Irritation. Onece
he spoka without lowering hlaz head.
“Don't you buck, too, Jimmle' he
admoniched ths gray. who, every
muscle of his round sleek body alert.
wns playing the game with equine
eatisfaction. “Steady! and we've got
"&m. "

For a few minutes the breathless
fittle drama continued with unabated
vigor., and théen the movements of the
pack horses grew less violent and
the pounding of thelr hoofs less de-
terminad, until, finally, they came to
&« hnlt as abrupt as the outhreak of
thelr madness. Stuart sighed and re-
laxed in his eaddle and regarded
¢them with acousing sadness. "You
hure my hand!” he sald. They stood
with bowed heads thelr chests heav-
ingz. their flanks, beyond the canvas
pack covers, white w'th sweat,

Stuart nddressed the (flez-bitten
mare next to him on thé rope. “Min-
nie” he sald severely, “you're a

damned old fool! Tou're 20 years cld.

T ABOUT 4 o'clock in the after-
noon Stuart left the shimmering
openness of the river valley he

had been following all day, and, ford-

ing a little stream that came in from
norithwest, took the road thatran,
shadowy,
forest at

Every

a trifle, and beyond thelr tipmost|traced with a finger the huge catllke
athery spires he caught glimpses, | tracks that In places were half
t and jeft of him, of tha dis- | ¢bliterated by the I(mprint of the

own. The rank, sweet evening smell
of alder and moss assalled his nos-
trils. Hls gare slowly traveled over
the surrounding bushes and open
pisces until it rested on the damp
ground bhenentli his pony's feet; for a
moment it halted there, his eyes open-
ing wide, hiz lips pursed In & sound-
loss whistle. “Humph! he sal® and,

twisting the Jead rope about the horn
of his saddle, he dismounted and

| stampeding horses. "Mountaln lion!™
he murmured, *“About half an hour
agol"

He raised his head and stared at
the dejocted Minnle. *I don't blame
¥ou mn awful lot,” hs assured her.
“You've got u better nose than I have,
Lut you've lived long enough to know
that mountaln llons won't hurt you,
haven't you? They'rea harmless zs
kfttens. Well—" He got to his
foet. "I guess this is where we camp.
You've shaken thoss packs up so0 that
would take me half an hour to
throw them, Mr, Prendegast will have
to walt until tomorrgw for the pleas-
ure of our company. Let's look for
gnod feed, Jimmie"
Ho gathered up the reins of the
gray pony and led the three horzes
upstream. For a short distance an
alder thicket drove him back into the
furest, but a hundred yards or so
above thls disappeared to give way to
the clean sward of a plantation of
Inrga scattered firs. Here the stream
twisted to the right and a shining 11t-
tie meadow, knee deep in grass, with
a hill beyond, came down to the wa-
ter's edge. Stuart felt the tired horses
quickean thelr wallk.
AL the brink of the stream he halted
and with the dexterity of an old hand
unslung his pannlers and unsaddied
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“Have you had supper!?
N

and slipped hobbles on the slim “Qit down, thcrl."'
arkles of his horses. Around Min- He poured out a cup of coffce.
nie’s neck he fastened a bell. Minnie | “Cream? Here's the can. Sugar?

was popular, and where she went
went the other two. It was the work
of only a few minutes as well to
cpread out a “tarp" bed, arrange the

Wait & mingte—I'll put my mackinaw
under you. The ground Is damp.”
He went on with his preparations,
from under lowered oyelids watching

finely textured. Her hair, moreover,
had been cropped by a hand appré-
ciative of eantern fashion, Yet, for'a
stranger to this wildarneas, she was
remarkably self-assured and calm.
*Where are you camped?’ he asked,
Shs smiled faintly. He wished she
would do It agaln; the lovellest little
wrinkles came at the end of her long
eyes, “Just a short distance away,”
she answered, casually.
“You're out for the summer?”
"Yes"

She ssemed to find all this guletly

When Stuart had completed thesa
|preparations he stood up and
| strateched his arms and looked to-
wards the west, The sun was down
behind the mountains, whoss Enows
=era now turning blood red, but
warmth still remained in the saffron
ecked alr. From beyond the little
1 Stuart thought there came to him
tke sound of louder water, Indicating
& fall, and If this were zo there should
bo a deep pool or two, colored by the
twilight, cool and swift, enticing to a
man whosa shirt still elung to him,

damp with the exertions of half an|amusing. He wonderad why.

hour back, Ha started off at a trot, “What are you?™ gshe asked. “A
urbuttoning his shirt as he went. In cowboy ™ =

the silence his feet, swishing in the “No,” sald Stuart. “For the time

grass, made a sound unnaturally loud.
At the top of the hill was a clump
0i Jack pine, and In this econcealing

belng I am a forest ranger, and, when
I have time, I'm a writer, Whers do
you come from, Anyway

thickness Stuart paused and looked She pursed her llps. “I've always
down. His surmiss had been correct. | heard that was bad manners in the
A few feot below him the stream,| west,” she sald. She sat ud stralght
pouring over a miniature waterfall, | and caught her knees between her
formed a basin of glistening sand| hands. “Since you really want to
with a desp thicket of willows on the | know,” she continued with shy au-
further side. “Heaven!" sald Stuart|dacity, "I'll tell you all I am 19 and
to himself. “Altogether heaven! Some | my first name is Margaret, and I was

day T'll come baok and camp for a
moenth!™  And, with the words still
lingering in hin mind, he suddenly
dropped to his knees and with held
hbreath and beating heart stared at

brought up In Chicago.”
“Thanks!™ sald Stuart. *“That's &
lot, {an't {t? Here's your bacon and
your potatoes and bread. My name
Is John, and I'm 20."

the willows opposite. Faint but un- She took ths proffered food de-
mistakable, there had reached #&Im | murely., “Thank you, John!" said,
the oreak of branches indicating the They ate In ailence, the blus dusk
cpproach of some living ereature. For docpening about them. V n the
that moment both man and the ab- meal was ovar Stuart rolled a clga-
sect of his®intersst faded back into ratte, He looked across the fire

“Would you like one, too7" he asked.
“Please!" she held out a hand,
“I take It sald Stuart, “that you

the Iandscape, and the primeval
world of forest and encircling moun-
tains stepped back Into its own. The
little breeze seemed the only animate

were educated &t a fashionable
thing. Then the willows parted and school™
A silm shape stood for 2a instant on She chuckled. “I was" She lit the

the sand,

Stusrt was utterly pnprepared. Ha
had been exPecting tha llthe shadow
of a eougar, but this other apparition
whas altogether more disconeerting.
For all that he knew there was no
one within 12 mlles of him save Pren-
degast, and Prendegast, he had been
told, lived alone. The figurs, slim as
willow wand, was Indlstinet and
glimmering, but about the cropped
head, golden and curly, all the light
of the dusk seemed to comcentrate.
Confused memories of the Attlo train-

cigar.ite with adroitness “It seems
to me," shs continued, thoughtfully,
blowing out smoke, “that you your-
self talk rather oddly for a forest
ranger.”

Stuart grinned. “SBlnecs you've been
go lluminating about your own past,”
he answered, *T'll confess to you that
1 nn a graduste of Princeton and that
my original home wWrs New York."
“And you live out here &all the
time?"

“Most of ths time—for tha past
elght years. I was in the army &.

a

Ing of his university came back to|while Why—7?' He waved his
Stuart. This was some fawn wan-| hand toward tha forest, “Dbo you

dered from the hills of Greecs to
those of Wyoming: afawn bent upon
Iyrie mystery of his own. From the
stream came the splash of water and
the sudden Joyous gurgling of a
girl's volee. Stuart turned and fled
on molseless feet.

He bert over his small fire and
soherly cooked bacon. He was over-

think It a foollsh thing to do?”

She became suddenly grave, turn-
ing her head toward the distant
mountains, black silhonettes ngainst
a sky fast losing all color. “O no!™
sha sald, with a catch In her volce,
“it is lovely beyond all fmagining. I
think it is the very most worth-while
thing to do in the world.

whelmed with curiosity and extreme- “Phanks!” Stuart looked up with
Iy lonely, with a loneliness forelgn|sympathetic eyas. *T dldn't malke it
to his self-contained and wandering|but I love It all the same” Ha

watched her for a moment of sllence;
when he spoke [t was with unex-
pected eanrnestness, “Would you
mind telling me seriously who You
are?' he asked. -

She turned toward him swiftly, as
it her reverie had been unpleasantly
disturbed. Then she jumpad to her
feet, patting her breeches as if they
were & sgkirt. O no!" she =ald lightly.
“O no! Youn should never carry a
meeting lke this any further. 1
must be golng.”

“Just llke this?™

“Just l'ke this?!"

How slim and appealing she was,
with the dusk all about her and the
glow of the fire shining up into her
eyes and up her halr! Llke a young
aspen tree touched by moonlight!
Stuart stammered. “But look herel
There's—I saw & mountaln llon traclk
back hers just a littla way. Can't
1 take you to where you are going?™
Ehe smiled. “Are you sgilll afrald
of mountain llona after liviag In
Wyoming eight years? Good night!"
“Good mnight!™ he answered, help-
lessly.

Something that had never before
happened to Stuart happened at that

young life. Dusk had grown percep-
tible, making faint and shadowy the
mountains and all but the nearest
trees. From ths right came the gen-
tle cropping of hls horses and the
tinkle of Minnie's ball Stuart felt
himself suffused with an ImPression
infinitely delicats and tender; some-
thing white and appealing as spring.
Ho ralsed hiz head and saw a dlm
shapes standing at the edge of the
elearing, Irresolute, It seemed to him,
between flight and approach. His
mood became more certaln and Intl-
mate. Theres was & growling inev!-
tableness about this Incldent. "Come
in!" he callied quletly. He realized
that there was nead of his most re-
assaring volee, of his most dlsarming
manner. He bont once more over the
bacon.

‘When he looked up the glrl was
standing by the firs, her hands thrust
deep In the pockets of her brown
riding breeches, her head, above the
white ahirt open at the neck thrown
back In the attitude of a shy, half-
guspicious fawn. Her brown eyes
alone were friendly and Inquisitive.
“Well? sald Stuart,

8hy drew back a little, “Well?

He 1lit 2 mateh and strode over to a plle of packing In one corner.
bher mouth gagged with a silk handkerchief and ber feet and hands tied, was the girl.

few cooking utensils, and unpack the| per where she sat eross-legged. He
r:_mn!e.- contalning the provislons | was puzzled. This was no native|
There remained only the bullding of a girl; gosture and figure were too
fire and the fetching of a bucket of dainty; young arms, below al

i . # -2
water from the siream. rolled to the elbows, too whit

longing that ran through his wvelns
and contracted his throat and
made bhim feel at one and the

same time acutely self-pliying and
astonishingly elate; a glddy, agonised
joy With eyes appuarantl stendy,
he watched the girl turn and walk
slowly Inlo the dark but when
she was half way across the clearing

he enlled, She walted Irresolutely.
Ha hurrled over to her and looked
down at her. He notlced that the

amila on hes lipa hovered uncertainly

and nged to o tw d, apprehen~

give line, nnd this made him angry.
“Don’t be foollsh!™ he sald hastil

chn

gruffly. *“What do you think I am!
“l don't know.," she murmured.
“I do!™ Has spoke with the pre-
clee calmness of fearn, “I only

wantad to tell you this: His words
tumbled over one another. *Some-
how, somewhers, I'll find you, and
when I do it wil] be for good—you'll
not leave me again, You understand ?'”

It was with difficulty that he kept
his hands from her slender shoulders;
in thelr white clinging shirt there
was about them both friendliness and
provoca n, & mixture of boy and
woman, He felt foolishly sorry for
those shoulders! For a moment she
met his eyes, hér own widening,
then she slghed and lowered her head,
and walked away, her shadow merg-
ing Into the shadow of the forest. As
for Stunrt, he went back to the fire.

A great moon camd up over the
mountains to the east. The world

woas frostad with sllver; grew ether-
eal. Time hung suspended In &an
argent dise. Stuart samoked Innu-
merable plpes. Wyoming was small
when it came to finding peo He
would find this girl tomorrow. His
head drooped forward on hils knees
How white the moon was! How
white girls were! He had mads a
fool of himself! No, he badn't! The

| bell around Minnle's neck tinkled l{ke

the swaving of calyx of a colum-
bine made audible. g
Before ha came to Prendegast and
the ranch on the Ianke thera was
dawn, and breakfnst, with the smell
of bacon and coffes, sweet upon the
new air, and some trouble in catching

Minnie; who had a feminine distaste
for leaving pleasant surcundings, but
by 10 o'clock the next morning Stuart
had got started, nnd an hour later
—thres miles or go from hisg meadow
—Mha found the trall which his friend
Nevlll had told him led to Prénde-
gast's It was more than a trail; It
was & twisted road that within a few
feat itself in tha pines. On Its
brown surface thers wera so signs
of travel except a pony track per-
haps a week old. Except for this,
It was gilven over entirely to drowsy
silence und alternate pools of sun-
shine and shadow.

*“You'll find nothing there,” Ne-
vill had sald, “but scenery—and Pren-
degast. It isn't a ranch, it's a view.
Prendegast scorng farming, He lives
on what is gent him from the east
His only helper Is & Vietor talking
machine. As a writer you'll be re-

1okt

paid.”
Stuart began to think that he
would be before the trail, or road,

hnd led him wvery far slong its dim
way. The bottom of a small weoden
box, nalled to a tree, attracted his
attention, He stopped his horss and
stood up in his stirrups to read the
inseription. Written In pencll, In &
stragzling hand, were the following
words:

“ro all you who come this way!
Attention! If you love God's crea-
tures, and intend them no harm, wel-
come! Otherwise, stay out!

Signed:

"RICHARD PRENDEGAST™
Stuart grinned. His sense of drama
was quickened,

At the end of possibly a mlile the
rosd dipped sharply and came up
over a rounded knoll, bayond which
was & ostraggling house of logs.
Stuart halted and surveyed the scene
with eyes that widened with delight
From the rmanch house the grouna
fall away in & green rolling meadow,
studded with great, park-like firs, to
the shores of a lake that locked to
be at least threa miles across, How
long It was It was Impossible to
guess, as to north and south it lost
{tself behind pine-covered islands. A
light breeze wios stirring, rippling
the grass and wild flowers of the
meadow and turning to a broken
mirror of innumerable refractlons
the shining water. On the opposite,

if you're a day, and I mever saw you

she sald moment; a curious, panic-stricken

—

A

Lying unpon it, watching him with wide eyes,

d and dazzling, rafsed thelr peaks.
tuart was =50 engrossed w

rie

nnspeaknble besuty of this. pan-
orama that It was not until

| #oconds later that he became 3
|aware of the figure In the fore-
||:l'-':u:'.d; a man sitting on the porch
| of the ranch house, reading a news-
|1\.:;n-r. his legas encased In riding
| breeches and puttess, eccked up on

the ralling befors him. Apparently
he wans totally unawnre of Stuart's
| Btuart rod a few foet

and

ropae

dizmoun
to tha gr

d. throwing

s lead ound =0 that

hi
tha pack heorses could reach the lux-

the

urlant gruss He walked up to
porch and crossed to the man's side,

l

hia spuors and -heeled boots
ringing n erlng on the
boa . Ower the man's soulder he
caught slght of the hending of the

paper ha was reading—it whs a New
York Sun, six weeks old. Without
turning his head the man =poke.

“Tie your horses up!" ‘he sald
: sharply, but with no particular In-
terest. “I have trouble In

this place decent as it
| cents ware thoge of cu

The remuark was o unexpected,
tha ;
that Stuart's
Etumt

pPréposterous,
50 uncanny.
prepared Introduction
his lipa

“Hurry up!" sald the man,

Behind them, another voice, calm
and hoarse, spoke. “Yes! Yes!" It
said Judiclously. “Get to hell out of
hera!™

Stuart, his faca flaming with
anger, wheeled, The =ltuatlon wax
passing the hounds of accepts
His lrritation dlssolved into
ter. From a cage set beneath the
eaves of the porch a magp looked
down at him with head on « side
and beady eyes alert and lnqu ive.

“That's Billy,” explmninsd the man
in the chalir. *I hava taught him

what I find is n useful phras
“Thanks!" sald Stunrt,
e off."
The man sprang from his chalr
don't do that!” ha beggéd In ton
genuine concern. “I haven't talke
to a clvillzed member of my own sex
for months, O, don't do that! You
misunderstand me, At first I thought
from your clothes that you were
cowboy. I have my reasons for—
I'm mnot particulariy fon of the
native westerner. I'll pu t Four
horses up for you In ths barn*
Hr was an exceadingly tall man,
topping Stuart'as six feet by at least
two Inches; tall and thin; but hils
thinness was steel-like and well
muscled. From a brown flannel
shirt, open down to the second but-
ton, arose a powerful sunburned
neck. Above this, & sharp auburn
beard, streaked with gray, ran up to
cheoks weather-beaten and slightly

eurtly. “I'i
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sunken. It was the eves, however,
that particularly arrested Stuart's
attention. Thera was something

mbout them, he declded, that made
them the most uncomfortable eyes
he had ever seen. Just what this
was he could not be sure; possibly a
cold, almost cruel Indifference, bul
mora likely. he thought. a #ly, Im-
mense egotlsm, such as le had sean
befora in the eyes of elderly, lonely
men, but never to such an extent,

“Very will he =aid, mollified
“Leat's be golng, then!"

They lad the horses out to a barn
beyond the house. From a box stall,
roughly made, 2 coal black filly raisad
her hesd and whinnled. Prendegast's
gray eyes lost thelr opaqueness and

v

shone with unexpected tenderness
“That's Flossle!” he sald. *“I broke

her this year.” He took the satiny
neck between hiz arms énd whispered
in the fill¥'s ears. Stuart with dif-
ficulty began to relste what he heard
to what he was scelng. At all events
Prendegast, whatever he was and
whatever he had done, was dispiayving
an tnexpected angle of character, His
quick  sympathies found themselves
ready io enlist on the side of this
lonely and, =0 he was beginning te
think, much misunderstood man.

Prendegrst let go of the {filly's

neck. "I'm fond of animals™ he sald.
“Would you llke to see my menag-
esle?

He guided Stuart to the back of the
houss, where there was an open space
of grass, before, o hundred feet away,
one came to the serried pines of the
forest. Along the log wall were ar-
renged half 4 dozen large packing
hoxes, and near theae extemporized
snalters, In varlous attitudes of sleep

felt.

mOur

assortment of creatures; a badger. a
weasel, a dellberate and
skunk, two wlld gecse, and
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ry precision.
“You mean,” sald Stuart,” tha
never hurt enc?

=

ani

Prendegast with s=uch sim-
plicity of conviction that hi:
¢1d not eound nbsr

said. *If th

He approachec
door of which

him ¥
I've get A wound
eyed. the epltome of
came out on his wrist
man!” he warned. “Gentle!
better?™ ‘The h
atout as If ¢
climbed

3
it

Prendogast
gpole as I L«

inol bend tr
S

1¢d to £
10

prize

Into his

6% sly, Iimmens
Stuart was not in

They went by the k
Lha house. mornis

Stuart's
one of surpri )
satiated
comfort a
kall was fur
opening off

na wans

L4

¢ e
caars

. and the

1 Lh

LWo re

with asic *
suddan bu
cegast h

gnima

Lad .

— |e o
cencorning ,
ot of not

ing. It was
conjure Stuart 4
end his ba

ere
'3 AWer.
ingenuous
dulfic
Ha wondearad

forget roeal

EOMa

to keep in

1 1f It

aApp
creatur
enrly
For
ard all
eEgs and mi
Prendegnst
the talk was
of prima donna &

whi

the

during

pi

aGded, grandilc
of splendid thoug
awny—-"
He openad hls eves g
manner
sieep on
Yours ¥
e CD t { The
llike youl w had

But I

Cr. naver

than

aut EeAr(

] ut In
right before.
miany I 5

about

walked

an tare
porch, inhallne, w
well-fed man,
green meadow

ffied his win
fell athwnart
up; his hand
then he re

onto

with suparb 1
Prendegast's outstretched hand
is the prize of mar
Frendegaast. T

kitten, It I= easy 1
if you have tha trick.”
ing at the lake, In his ¢
of Immensze, almost
placency.
Perhaps, of all
sodes of that amazing time
surprising to Stunrt wus
ery that the girl was
daughter. Ones or twicoe
iast 15 hours the poss 3
had occurred to him, for he had

Ha was

the

look

sp

the

Prondegast’'s story—at least the
countryside wvearslon of It—and
know that there had been two chil-

dren, 2 #on and a daughter, an
the latter had been taken by
wenlthy relatives to be educated. But
he had d!
absurd. What would
with this, to =peak in
ful terms, uncertain ?

Prendegast slept In some unknown
recess of the ranch House, and at his
feet, 50 Btuart Imagined, slept Jane
Stuart was left entirsl i
and the spacioum [ir-soente
noon. The magpla slept In h
Stuart went back to ba
saddled Jimmle, and rode
down the winding
the mailn road. It
that Wyom!ing. a cou
unexpectednass and
was outdolng Iis 4
some medieval adventurer wandere
into a forest of enchapied moo
The mountain ilon was ti
bizarre touch to a blzarre day.
rond strétched befors Stuart, si
mistily swimming in light i
through branches, like a June benes
green-gold water: his broo
upon its farthest vistas; com
towards him bhe saw the girl )
was dressed In ths brown riding
breeches of the day befors, and on

east

iissed the

¥ 1o h

the

The

eyes

my wife,

self, but

dying. &

how could I prave

distant shore snow mountalns, ser-

or a searching for food, was a curious

her heud was a emsll hat of orange

{Conaluded on Fage 1.)




