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How Lon Baxter,
Pioneer, Confront-
ed the Fate of
Lovers Who Wait
» Too Long.

and prairie stopped.
Fpread out, a dark. fiat monotone un-
der & sheet of cold, gray cloud. Closs
resfod poplara shivered sibilantly In a
Yet the boy and girl,
merged 1ato one dim blot on the gteps
of the shallow porch, in front of & biE,
equare, mud tinted houne, were caught
into a romance world as soft and
and entrancingly beautiful as
Jove ever finda

But, presently, Lon Baxter broke ts
*I can't ask you to marry me,
I have a homae

chill bressa.

Warm

rpell
yet, Edna—pot until
ready, 1If you will walt.

“Oh, Lon,™ Edna came back to Grin-
don, Ia., with protest in her luminous
“Why should we walt for that?
Why shouldn't I do my share in mak-
ing the home™

“Because I will never let my wife
Eo through what my mother did.
can mnever get away from
The boyizsh face, alresdy shadowed b3
pain-breeding oxperlence, set in hard
“I can see It now—the day she
died. The lllr.lo bedroom off the
like an oven—she'd cooked
for threshers all day—and her gasp-
ing and fighting for breath!
father bDending over, twisting his
bandes and moaning. It's the cu'ssed
mor'gage that's killed her?” ™

Bitiag tears stood in the boy's eyee.
Not even the clasp of Edoa's tender
hands, the brush of her fresh cheek.
could taks the sting from that mem-
The rasping chant of frogs fllled
moonless dark wrapped
them cloge; for tha first time, Lon's
brooding passion found gpeach:

“1 hated that mortgage as if it was
I wanted to tear ft—
to torture it llke a cat does a mousa!l
I hated my father, too. He always
worlked like a horse—you know, Edna
—and he expected ma and my mother
—esometimens I felt that be was down-
right oruel™

The wisdom of womanhood was
strong in Edna, though she was butl
She. knaw words would draw out
Gently she led him

face.

lines,

kitchen

ory.
thelr ears;

& living thing!

burled bitterness.
on to speak.
the year after ma died he
came home one night and showed us
chlldren & long, @irty paper, covered
with flgures and blots.
mortgage, he sald.
pald. He lifted the s=tove lid and
dropped it on to the coals and we all
stood by and watchad it burn.
he almost
could a seen that!”
then. I toid him 1I'd never moritgase
enything o' mine—I'd die first
the old marn sat down and spoks quliet
—almost as If hse was apologizing to
borrowed money first
when ma was sick and had to hgve &
and mediclne, and nourlshing
food. Then the grasshqppers come
three years runnino’,
borrow to keep us all from starvjng
and freezing, and after that little
Emmy died ampd that meant another
loan. 1 could see—there hadn't been
nothing elss for him to do. 1 hadn't
ought to have blamed him
did feel differeant after that—but—-~"=
His voice was hard with determina-
tion. "“But I made up ¥ mind right
then that I'd never Tet myself
trapped the way he was, I'd never
children until I was
to borrow—

me—sald he

doctolr,

have a wife and
fixed so I'd never neecd
or mortgage -
With the sweet, clear sense that
wap hars Hdna spoke:
“Yes. Lon. But that can't ba you
Things happen, good and bad,
and married folks just have
the
“A man ought to have his farm
clear and a eomforiable house before
nsks a woman Lo begin to take
chances,” Lon, boy sure, pronounced
“That will taks a long time—years,
Edna's voice had lost some

know.

perhaps™
of Its joy trill

“No, I am young and strong., and. 1
ean work. God. How I'll wark for
you, Ednal™

“I know. I understand how you
fesl” she admitted. “But” shyly, “1
am young and strong, too, Lon.
I am not afrald of work, elther—with
you.

His arms tight about her, hepe and
gladness pulsing high in the swifi
rehound of youth, he told Ler confl-
dently.

“There’ll be work enough for vou
when I have the farm and the house
ready—that won't be long™

when

after

Goodrich,™

wouid

speratehed slates,

“Lon Baxter
Goodrich.”

HE sun, dwarfted to a hard red

I ball, had dropped behind the
level, sharp-cut line where sky
Grain fields lay

-

“Only

chances together™

Brave words—easily sald

But how wore these words to be
made o047 That was the question
with which young Baxter wrestled
]l through the rushing days of har-
vesting and threshing the crops of
Edna's father—he was only a hired
man on the Goodrich place. How was
he to sacure a farm of his own? How
was he to prepare a home fit
Edéna Goodrich—he, with only hils
two hands and the Ereat urge
love in his heart? The problem was
In his mind when he dropped into the
deap sleep compelled by long days
bard work. and It was with him
he tumbled into his clothes In
the pale 1ight of early dawn. In thelr
anatches of talk at noontime and
the chores weare done he and
Edna discussed IL

They knew well that "ol' man
who was popularly called
“the richest, thae nighest., and the
meanest man In four counties™
never glve hils consent to Lon
as a son-in-law. As chlldren In the
little white schoolhouse on
ner of *

It was In

in a hushed wvolce.
some o ye—Dbut—I can't spare It
yer”

that. 2

ment of his sen, his naighbore, and,

Widow Graves,
who came in occamionslly to “red up™
and do the famlily
though he saw
the younger children were sorely
noed of @ woman's hand, resented tha
presence of the new wife as a dese-
ecration of his mother's memory. With
& tactiturpn understanding, Sam Bax-

his father and

shut the trunk.
an, ia apite o' her relationabip to the
.6 man'
arm, he spoks out: *“What are yo
waitin' po long fer, LonT?T Whya't ye
take her back with ye now?
afrald o' bein' a poor man's wife?"

And iy

“Te worked well
whan 1 neaded help
have your time from
glve ye a start™
a hundred dollars
“Don't throw it away!™

Lon had worked his way
high school—Edna was attending it
Then he had hunted = job,
unsuspecting Goodrich, blind through

Lon ascknowledged.
te go, first otf. She's offering to go
now,

now on—an'

boy's hands

kave =0 much (o regret—
ter's volce was unsteady. “But—It's
a mighty hard thing to koow when
wé nre ready to llve™

iad who had
man's work since his tenth
hired the young man At once.
Twenty-five dollare a month seamed,
a fortune to Lon,
vears at home for

“It's gome over™ H.h wolce

iR WavYery.

#it's gone toward bhome " ahe guestioned anxioualy.

for anothér year, laden windows dimmed daylight

that bufldiag a house this year

the question.
worked o many “I have declded to go out to Da-| “It's come’ Lon thought
started a fire In his little cookstove
“1l did hope it would hold off until 1
got to town again—I'm short on pro-
visions and coal,

He had seen blizzarda
but he bad never before been alone
dugout walls
trembled and the wild keoaning of the
wind gensompassed him, he was home-

provisions and
trood sow there was nothing
trip home was not

joy to live under the same roofl with
would  gladly

iabored for that alone—hnd the
man' but known It
the summer
had spoken his love and Edna con-

uomestead.”
that may be &
good move,” grudgingly, “fer a young
5till there's lots o'
in farming, ye know.
probably have more mong¥y at the
end o' the year staying right here at
svod wages nnd found.
if ¥ye want to stay—ye ain't so dum
triflin' as most o' the halp nowadays."
reddened with
acknowledg-
man Goodrich™
encouraging. A On the strength of it
ke ventured:

“And, Mr, Goodrich, when I've gol
my land and a comfortable house on
it I am coming back for Edna."
The* father

And npow, before

taliow llke you.
begun, Lon . g

back homs, Edna's disappointment
learned that he would not be at home
for Christmag tempted young Baxter,
time, to consider asking
He was hall way
rallroad station, 20 miles away, with
the letter to hils father, before he tora
up and turned back,
seif sharply:

“I won't begin borrowing, even with
thing I know I'll be asking
help me out—

It was the
The last cent was for tha firet

“We won't say an¥thing
ona but mother,” Edna declded.
course, pa'll object.™

“Youn, I s'posa he will,” Lon agread,
have to give
seos that I am golng to give you &
good home and living.™

Still, as the months slipped by. Lon
began to realize that it would take
yenrs as & hired man to save money
enough to buy a good farm in thelr
own neighborhood.
on time—that
gage ha declarcd
just putting money

I'l1 hire ye.

Then
whispered, T wish mother
I couldn’'t hold in

“Seunds like all
trying to bu'st
ha muttered as he swallbwed
assured himself that

tanned face telling him-
hot coffes and
it could not last lonm.

For threo days ha huddied over the
stove and listened and waited, while
the storm raged on
To the lonesome,
sick boy it seemed as though all the
furles of heall had been turned loose
defenneless little sod hut.
Over and over agaln he assured him-
salf that he was glad Edna was not
here—that he would' not
pass through such an experience. And
R long winter of storma here
nlone—how wis he to stick It out?
the fourth morning when he
opened his door hes looked upward to
depth upon depth of blue stillness;
Icoked ocutward over billows of
frost-created snow, blinding
glittering brillilances;
turned and saw a thread of amoke
rising above the nearest cabin,
and his heart
to the fea] of human companionship

After he had dug out his well and
barn he harnessed his
struck across flelds to the Proasers—
a young couplé who had come from an
the year before.
had known little of the difficulties to
be overcome in homesteading a Da-
kota claim. The philosophic
cheer with which they met privations
and discomforts had alrcady won
Lon's admiration.
singing as she set her one room
order, though she was still pale and
confessed that she had stayed 1n bed
during the storm,
over my head to keep out the roaring.
sitting in a nlce warm den,
llons around, wasn't
clreumstancs to a Dakota bliszard
she aancunced

When the men had excavated the
hayrack Molly joined them.
was niH] sharp and the snowdrifis
troncherous; yet the three turned the
intoe a frolle that
wished Ednas might have shared.
ho looked about at the homelike com-
fort Molly had creatad in the rough
floored, mud walled
moembered the awful loneliness of his
own shack, resolutlon wavered An-
other year of walting alone seemed
perhaps his father and
Edna were right, after all

There were no mores such fierce or-
deals but Lon spent muny days shut
Ain by cold and storm, thinking, as He
twisted prairie hay
burned flercely—while they lagted—
He knew that Edna
would come to him If he but spoke
could make a
she was better
than Molly
Yet—visions of his mother's
foided, toll-worn hands and recoliec-
tions of her father's whiplash tongue
mingled and jarred in his mind. And
the terror of debt obsessed him.
gould not spealk the words that would
bring Edna—and posaible debt.

Almost before the frost was out of
the ground the new homesteader wan
in the fleld with his plow.
end of spring he had prepared and
seeded nearly 100 scres of ground.
Ho and his team were alike hollow
ribbed and jaded. With exultant an-
ticipation he watched his cormn and
wheat push through the soil &nd be-
gin to count tha returns they would
Once more he figured the cost
the plans he

And

man Goodrich to
or mortgaging my lteam."

And he hugged the belisf that be
in a righteous ecause,
in spite of Edna's wounded plea:

was suflfering
“And 1 won't buy

would mean a mort-
“"And renting ls
in the other fel-
finished with a

aprang to his feet
That's the foallshness that's
Imeén golng on right under my nose!
Put It right out o' your heads, I tell
ye— Do you think I'll let my girl go
out to Dakoty to live in a sod hut and
What do ye rechon
1 paid her school and music bills fer?
Ehes will stay right here with her par-
cets untll she marries a man that can
give her a good ilvin' in a civilized

and he had to if you waon't borrow

not to bhave you come home

His Christmas box =and
Edna answered.

weare good, we'd
wouldn't we?™"
‘T tell you, Edna.”
dacislon, “I've about
my mind that
aewer country—there's good govern-
in Dakota and Ne-
braska—I'1l just have to do0 what our
fathers did, sirike out and pioneer.™

wash overalls? koen senss of failure over ths year's
Yot the sturdy, boyish spirit

long depreased.

so—and—I1
l.on spoks with

luck, Log was making

plans for tilling all his gcreage ex-
“I'm not asking her to marry me

until I can glve her a good living"™

Lon spoke proudly.

both be gray headed befors

milea away, buyer at the rallway station.

ransportation to Chicago, with
s fawVdays' atopover at home, in re-
turn for piioting & carload of hogs to
Lon jumped at this

t¢o,” ahe reminded him, thinking only

brave-spirited “Pa'll never consent,” Ma Goodrich

said when Lon reported

o take His face darkeneq,
it killed my mother.
stay here and walt until 1
ged a good stare™

All through the long winter months
possibllities
Lon was buoyantly con-
He would locate a good
Ycmestead—a corop,
crops, would bulld the house—then—
And Edna, with wistful éves, listened
snd suggested and gave him
couragement of her love and falth.
Sunday afternoon,
found hils father alone, feet upon the
stove-hearth, paper and plpe tinished,
Lon—with a yegrning for thes sym-
own—haitingly flung
his new purpose and its Teason.
wWas & asurprise—a
“So ye've plcked
fer a father-in-
Bam Baxter chuckled wunder
“"Well, ¥y¢ must think a
ye're right,
g0 out to Dakoty an’
take your turn at pionesrin’ in a new
be hardships—but

- d. the stockyards.
Yes, they dl aguins ye, Lonny, except that you'se S ockKyal

But as fer me,"” with a consol-
knew a finer
than your mother was—an'
you are like her in ways—'f ye are a

eastern city He had never before

no sights could hold him
his business was ended.

seen a large

made plans. crawlod until the station names grew

familiar. Two stops from Grindon the
from home—he
life—onterad the

for the parting
than Lon had
Now, at the last, he had
to argue against his own heart eory
ns well as Edpa's wistfu]
unspoken plea .

“I eouldn't bear to ses vou working
too bard and, maybs breaking down."
told her as he took her
“"¥You Kknow
cause I love you so much, Edna, tiat

it was harder

kpnown her all
As he started
t sight of his bare, chapped
He was wearing the sama suit
of clothes he
And shabby and outgrown,
his hat still
marks of his frelght car journmey; his
was solled and
aank back into his seat, pulling at his

with a faw

"Yes,. But it seems wrong to me™
sha protested “I'm ready—I want to
help you get started, Lon.
ents and our

Edna might weall bs ashamead of him!
She was meating well dressed men—
mén who could give her comforts and
pleasures; while he, afler two years,
wis coming back 1o her with nothing
but unfilled promises.

man Goodrich
grandpartents started
with nothlng.
When you find

hay hauling
Why should not we?

FPanie strickan,
come, won't you, Lon?*

"Just as soon ps I can g6t = good
crop and bulld a housa I'l] come back
with a wild hope,

when the train pulled Into his station.

As he came slowly down the steps,
he vaguely saw familisr faces.
in front of him, her arma
w¢re mbout his neck,
were sponged out
io a great, throbbing heartbeat as be
gathered her close.

there's advantages,
for you—maybe,
“It'll be before next Christmas”™
Travellng at the slow pace of farm
Lon spent—three months
prospecting He went through freez-

sough volce moftened.
cclts Is yours, ye& know, an' thay
a finer span [n the country—"
Lon's chalr dropped
Hé had thought

unhearable;

for
his father had for-
gotten a promise made long ago to He heard tales
crops and disappointed hopese—to say
nothing of actoal suffering.
saw untilled lands.
untold promise in its vir-
last he wsiruck a claim
that sulted him—I160 acres of flowing
green, spattered with patehes of bril-
liant willd flowers.
would protect
north winds and a strip of slough
was lush with walst-high wild hay.
It was August before he had cut and
stacked an ample supply of bay for
the coming winter and
dugout for himself and & shack for

into knots that
gripped hins “A welcome
that Is wuth comin® home to, eh,

*“You bet your awest 1ife

the spontansous

“Then, there s the Tolado wagon—
*taing new, but it's in good condition.
When your year

many thoughts,

come home,

outburst of a full
and ye shan't start out empty-

home out of a dugout Edna laughed In &hesr joy at

fitted for frontier
“I should say the youth ex-
“And when I sell my pigs, I'll
have nigh §400 cash, too.

it all right!"”

as she dabbed at
A gentle slope
“You're growing old
isp't fair—I
to be out there, looking after
me go bmck with you'™
I could—If I dared,”
groaned, loocking at her with hungry
She was round and supple,
Lhis Edna, with {lashing lights
vyes and flushing colors In her face.
Was a Suggesation of fra-
reminded him
Ho shook His head.
*No, Edna, T can’t take you out there
to that dug-out.”

*"You don't thinkk T am
Molly FProsser and Annie Lane?

He had written her of Molly's gay
sxpedients and of Nick Lane’'s bride—
who had brought her plano with her.
s filled thelr single
Nick swore he slept doubled up, and
Arnle boasled Lhat she could sit on
tha stool and play “Little Buttercup"

“¥e'll have a falr start, an' ye'va got
n head on your shoulders.
help of a good gir! like Bdnx, ye'll
it all right—'f the hand o' God
don't fall on ye, like it done on us In
hopper timesa.™

In the fullneas of untried courage
the youngster asserted:
not takes Edna's help until 1
Lave & good house ready for ‘her—
and T'll be ready for the ‘hoppers'

the cor-
s Lon and Edna had
gpelled one another down and fig-
ured the Fame sums on their
As & boy and girl,
Lon had seen Edna home from even-
ing services, ¢scorted her to the
skuting rink and church socials. Only
the girl's own tact,
conalvance on the part of “ma Good-
rich,” had kept "pa"™ from discover-
ing what every one ¢lse knsew—that
wiis goln' with EHdna

Then he turned the first sod.
he looked back down the long black
bands that fell away from the plow aboutsher that
ef his mother.
rich harvests—next year.

out the sits for the house and set out
rows of poplar switches to form a
And as he worked he
the home <complete,
in the door for his

. as brave as
“Ye don't know much about wim-

then—an'—ye
natur’, my bey” bis father comment-

with fridhdly

Edna walting
homeeoming—another year.

Long befors he was ready for it
the first blizzard stopped his work.
One morning he aweke, ghivering: the
sirieking of the wind drowned his
snow and frost-

had drawn to Edna,

come for you by next Christmas—Dbe
But Lon was still certaln of his own

wisdom and ready to defy nature her- But as ths season advanced cold,

dry winds retarded growth: then a
heavy hallstorm beat down ths head-

sheer bravado that the
boy had offered his ssrvicea to Good-

Geoodrich, as spring ap-
rich His own father, to the amaze-

proached, praposed a renewal of thelr

*1 know you'd stand fire better

than any of 'em,” he eried. 'It's me
that's the coward! You see, I know
hew It might end--and they don't,
yet,” ]

“Oh, she broke out, “if only my

father were like other men! He could
just mm well give us the money o
build & house now, as let it all walt
entil he Is gone!"

“Yes, But I'd rather bulld mmy own

house. I don't want to give him any
show for thinking I'm marrying you
for hia money! And |f things Eo©
right thils year, I'll] be ready to come
for you by New Years, he promised
ouce again.

At home, Sam Baxter led the way

to ths little cublecle off the Kitchen
and opened the old black trunk whars
tee family treasures had always been
kept, Lon watched him 1ift out a
@res= and a shawl! his mother had
wern, and take out some heavy
shests,

“Glve thest to Edna,” his father

suld, “and tell her your ma waove "em
with her own hands—and this™ he
added a brooch that was one¢ of Lon's
earliest recollectlons. Then he took
P & daguerreotype and opened
ambossed case. The 1wo men locked
together at the clean-cut. giriish face
with
her sars.

its
smooth bandmof balr laid over

*Ye're the eldest, son,” Baxtar said
“Sometime this'll

With new comprehension, the son

ilnid his hand upon hia father's shoul-
cder. Presently he apoke low:

“l guess mother’d be gland If she

knew 1 was golang to marry Edna”™

“Yes" the older man agreed, us he
*Edna’s a fine wom-

Then, clutching his son's

Is she

“It's ma that's &afrajd—not her”
“She was roady

But, T ain't ready for her, yet."
“"Mebbe yo're right—mebba ya won't
* Bam Bax-

“I don't guess I'll have any trouble
teiling when I'm ready,” Lon stated
fervently. stiil biind to the wisdom
of age. “Only—I'm not going Into
debt for It."

And though Edna, once more pat-

ting reserve aside, urged, pleaded
even, that she was reaady to go back
with him, he refused to listen and

left her with a renewed promise,
il havae the house done and ready

for you by New Year'e®

Another spring was coma and Lan,
with high hopes in hia heart, agunin
wilked step by step, hour after hour,

day succeeding day, week in and
week out,

over hia flelds, ploughing,
harrowing, sessding—going through

all the Infinite motlons, performed

with blind falth |n forcas beyond
human control, that makes up the gl-
gantic game <¢alled farming,

Agaln he saw the gentle miat of
green cresping over black loam; the
delicate curling fingers of corn reach- |
ing upward; the etheraal blueness of

flax blossoms, bending and blending

in the breeze. And later on he saw
tha sun rise higher and higher, shin-
ing each day with a pltiless heat
from a <loudliess aky. Ha kept the
plough goaing whils ths parchad soll
burned his soles and ciouds of dust
choked his lungs. But the dry winds
and thes blazing grain, the half-grown

corn bilades wilted and the flax stalks

bedame dry straw.
Lon watched [t all, at times with

A heavy, doid feeling of despalr and
hngnir‘- in & blaxe of resentment.

“It's
tough,” he crled out to Jim Prosser,
“it's damned tough—after all the rest!
And there's my well—water without
end—youn know how (t nearly got
away with me before I could get the
curb in It 1 i

“Fea,” Prosser nodded, “that's it

We must have irrigation |n this eoun-

try. There s plenty of water under-
ground—wa've got to get it on top,
where we can use It when wa need it
But you can't do anvkhing t YeRr,
We'll Just have to lose this crop.”

“1 wonder Lon began. With a
sudden desperate hope he wmet him-
self to rigzing up & cruds flume and

opening up furrows. Then he began

pumping water by hand on to his
cornfisld. Tha greedy sun and thirsty
soll snatched up the [lttie streams gl-
most before they reached ths fleld.
After pumplng staadily for two days
Lo put a flow through two furrows he
decldad: “I'll pump at night—ths aun
won't ent it up so fast then.*™

“It's no use, Lon,” Prosser olject-
ed. “You ¢an't beat ths drought this
vyear. But we'll go it the thing right
and be ready for next dry spell”™

“I can’'t walt, man,” Lon burst out:
“I've got to have a ecrop, or at least
part of a cropn, this year!"

Deospite the protests of his frienda
he started In to pump at sunsetl. Hour
after hour he stood, stoadlly moving
the pump handle up and down with a
dogged persistence from which all
spring of youth and faith had been
drained, "He kept'on pumpling until
it seemed as though his very heart
would be torn out by the strain. Pros-
wér. Lane and other neighbors came
to watch, to offer to spell him, to ad-
monish and to ridicule; but Lon kept
on pumping, first with one hand, then
\'I.!h the other, until at moonset he
crept away with bleeding hands and
sore musclea for a few hours of ex-
hausted aleep.

He succedaded In saving a portion of
his corn before he sank down one
night, unknowing, uncaring. The cool
of morning #air brought hils to con-
sciousness of racking pains and burn-
Ing fiesh. He managed to crawl into
the housa and to bed. There Proaser
found him tossing with fever. For
threse woeks ha lay helpless with a
low fever that Jeft him weak and
despondent. But through it all he
would not permit tha Prossers 1o
write to his father or Edna. Molly
rebellionsly asserted that she would
take the responsibiility on her own
ghoulders and wrote Edna a long
latter. But her husband refused to
mail it without I.on's consent.

“But he's too slck to know what is
right,” Melly scolded. '""He's weak as
a baby in mind as well as ino body.

“Forget It!" Jm scoffed. "“Lon
ter may be as wobbly as a kittan on

is legs, bmt his head s all right
He knows what's what—talks irriga-
tion plant all the time™

ing graln. Long before fall Lon knew | and fry potlatoes at the same time. |
) .

And still oo raln came. Lon waa

up and about. As he saw monthe of

wisps of straw
matured plana
Into Ydie dreams. the subtle
hardeniog of character
of judEment that
the man weni on withia him.

the man who sat down

his carefully

and saoftening
turns the boy inte

board tahle of his shack and wrote:
a blg mistake
picked out my homeatead.

thore is Yable to be one dry year out
In this saction of

to have sald ‘Na'

forget me, and forgive me for taking
with mo———ro

He sent the lotter and, aa he pieked
his stunted corn he brooded despalir-
When Prosger

forgotien you—It's a fat one!™ he took

icking me out
keep on waltin
on walting ™

drance simply as 4 delay almost went

have heen wrong from
the start—maybe
and married

his final papers
easily place a mort-
gaga on his ;.n.d; Edna, knowing
*The way ia open now, Leon.
500 you ean bulld a house
gEood Lo start
save yon 3500

Everybody borrows in order to make
feel—but be

Yet, thoogh Lon acknowledged that
caronable: though he knew
in his own soul that his féear was cow-

the obstinacy

himself to act

ila of her dally living
winter and summer now,

of ckmff and

tor and raad
answered gone of the questions In his

» give up and

more promises,

man who can

alwayas lovae you—

, Lon Baxter started for thas

Wearlly he

iinking mesgnges of love and longin

the paper—

nd hurassing

At first Bdoa,

After the third year her fathear in-
sisted that he would have no mors of
(Continusd On Fase &)




