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1 the time of this tala
I waw oporatin’ a
wtagoconch between
the rallroad and o
little minin * eamp
valled Yellow
Creek, which wans
ut the lower cud o
the Catalinas yon

XTI der, and on  the

F‘d Ay edge o the desert.

“ i; ever had a full load of pas-

sengers, und on thiz particular trip I

had but ene. He climbed up on (he

sent with me. He was a sl Hittle fel-
low, pink of chieek and blue of eye: his
gray clothin® was fine und cut to A1,
and he had one o' them there little
go-fo-hell eollege hats op his head, He
was mighty quiet untll we'd got well
away from the rallrond, and then he
apens up sudden with this;

" ‘Have you uny bad men in this sec-
tlon

“"Wae've got one,’ saye 1, which was
the truth. "His name's Bill King: but
wa've took to callin® him King Bill on
sceount o' his ways. Blg man, he is,
with & King of Togland beard and
hegrin'; perfect shot: has never killed
anyhody, but has 1nis o' holdups to his
discredit. And' I adds, 'he's got a
notch in the upper part o auch ear 10
prove that he's been shot at protty
hard.’

“‘A notch ip cach ecar!™ eries the
boy, vettin' up an straight as & prairie
dog. ‘By Henry, the Arst erack!”

“YWhat's that™ says I

“'1 sald, apswery the kid, ‘worde
meanin' that 1'd found him the first
thing' And a glapee at him shows me
that big blue eyes o all fire, and that
all o' the piok Ix gope out o' his
cheaeks,

*'Might I inquire where You're from,
siranger? 1 saye.

“'N'¥awk, saye be, And whey |
looks like 1 don’t exuctly get him, he
goes on fractious: ‘New.w.w Yaurk-
in that plain enough?”

“Yes.' ] noawers, ‘But au for the
plainness of the rest, it ain't. T dont
somebow connect. Know Bill King?

“'No; but T will,' Apd with that he
talees o little nickel-plated gun frem
the sujtcase ut bhis feet, and trapsferr
it to a bandy coat pocket. When I
sean that pletol, T wap too tickled 1o
laugh-—~honest. The boy goes on, with
hig volee hard: ‘How does It come
thut the officers have pever arrested
Bl Kiog?

“It'y simple,’ says 1.

"'"Whet's wimple®'

“"They can't cateh him.”

“The hoy turne up bis noss ‘Stuff!
Styffl’ says he. ‘But T'm glad they
haven't caught bim. [ waot him my-
velf. Aopd jot this down in your Jittle
maemoranda—1'1 get bim.'

“‘Look there. says I, ‘vou take o
blamed fool's udvice, and forget {t=T
megn forget your crazy determination
to rope o DI King. Why, yeu llitle
tudpole, you couldn't wake Dill King
If you was to fnd him asleep!’

“The hoy turnp on me hot
#d like hin madness was about o
chokas him. ‘Listen here sayvs he *)
had a big brother who cama to this
country & few yearsn ago to hunt for
gold. He was o good brother. Ho was
the best brother any mun ever liad,
Thig Bl King killed him-—robbed him,
and then killed Wim! 1-<1've talked

It apem-

HE twe women hbsd
discovered & nest
1 of herriex and were
' niling their pails,
when & young farm.
¢ observed Lhew
from behind @&
rlump of bushes,
"Trespassers, that's
| what they are. I'l!
' teach them,
Heh, rou," showing himgelf to the
surprised mother and daughter. “Can't
you read the sigus wround bere, they
suy, ‘No Trespuspiog!” "
“But 1 am pot treapassing, thig in
my own property
“Yours, HMuli! Mow long since? |
reelkon 1 know the boundary lionea of
my lands.”
“In thint wo, Joe Nemell, Well, Unele
i left this pluce 10 me, I thought |

resh From Noo Yawk

too mueh, 1 see. But I've got to have
u friend here. and it might as well he
you aa anybody elae, Promise mo on
your word that yvou'll keep things 1o
yourself untf) [t's wll over, and 1’11 el
you the rest.'

“My vuriosity was well out o' banks
by now. [ promised on my word of
honor,

“*The reason 1 want to Keep it &
seerot 18 he econtinues, ‘hecanse |
want to kill B King myself, If the
fact that I'm after King gets up o stir,
the law ix 1kely to make & new offort
tn get King. T've got more ugalnst
liim than the law huas. See? Well,
here's the rest. A cowman, o few
months age, found a skeleton on &
degert, und elose by it a small hottle
with & letter In it. The letter was to
me.  The cowman very kindly put it
In an envelope and mulled 1. Here's
the letter. Read It

“'f you cay drive a mivute! says
1: and he tukes over the lines fn his
pluk-und-white halds.

“The sheet o' paper was yellow and
soiled. But [ could make out inp
clear, bold handwritin' fn penecll this:
"My, Rohert Eelford.

" 1441 Prayther B, New York
“‘Dear Brother:

T am writing this in the hope (hat
some merelful soul will  Aud it and
mall it to you, | am miles from an;}
where, and within an hour T'11 be gone,
A brute of an sutlaw robbed me of oll
the gold T had found In elght manths:
and when | followed him out ‘ote  he
deanri (o 4ry o reeavsar {1, he urnnd
upon me, and v e had 4 long fight. He
got me it last, Through (he 'ung. Bu®
he didn't get me before 1 notehed
ench ear for him with bullete. T el
son this becayse T want on Lo know
that 1 went down ke a Selford amd
like # man. Aund pow, 1ittle hroilier,
heaven bless vou, and good-by

“THORNTON BELFORL.

"EThe cowmen hirled (he akeloton
savs the hoy, almost sobbin’, as |
handed him the faded letter apd took
the lpes. HWe goes an: “The tow-
mun's name wus Lute Apdmore; he
works on the Crossed 1. Rapeh’'

“The Crogsed L 18 about twe hun-
dred miles to the west of here. aayn |

U1 And Ardmore, snd thank him,
before T go back,” suys he. "You was
mistalien In vour (des thyt Bill King
had no blood on his hands.”

“'It'® clear,” 1 says. ‘Get bim, son,
if you can, But let me offer some good
advice—~you throw away that hitle
popgun of rours into some kindly
bunch o' gerud, and get & real, mau-
sized bun.’

“‘No.' abjecis Robert Helford, ‘You
een, 1've been practiciog with this for
a month, and I'm used to it ] can hit
a dinuerplute gt Afteen *ards, cvery
crack,’

“Poor boy! oy cay do thet! ' says
L 'by takin' a goodd aim and holdin® iLie
popgun in botl iands. Tt BRI King,
says 1, ‘ecan put wix bhulletp into one
bullet hole at ffteen jards, vwithout
almin' ut w)’

s Biufll exclalmy young Hel
ford. not & hit convineed. He 1akes
his Hitle pistol feom hig conr pocker,
and glves it o caress  such  us  fow
things but the firstborn of woman -
or know, “This boy,” suys he, mights
proud, ‘throws Iis bullet sideways, i
thes 'l put 1 hole In o men blg snoygh
1o hide 4 dog In

l.':é'ﬁ:u
¢

wmight make u few dollars pleking the
berries”

The man had been  scanning  her
face, which seemed familine 10 him,
and when she apoke hig name, Le, oo
recognised Ler. “Mollle, I've  bern
wondering If 1t might be you " H/ was
then ashumed of his outbursl, for he
policed the shubby clothes of the pair
before bhim, Apd wheo he knew |t was
Mollle, w sweetheart of formey doy s,
he waw more than kshamed

“You sev. Mollle. Aunt Sugnnu died
last winter and her will Ieft this prop
erty 1o me, byt if the berries can be
of any wervice to you, why 3ou are
welcome,”

With bead tossed Ligh. Mollle wp
swerod, “Very well, T can ill afford (he
cxpense, but T will have the title oy
aniined. Lot then 1 will plek yhe bher
rivs, wud IF T And the place In riglinind

'%()E‘E"EC /‘«L

I wgp the mop! sidor-
able house —justl %
bt of u . white cot

lage oo the kil
pide, bhowered in
roses, The roof wae

® a0ft green bleud
lug In with the sur-
rounding  scensry.
The tiny porch wan
shaded by low
trees. The whole, fair, little bill pre-
&Y% appearance ag charmiog s

L
7 =? : ¢ . ped her pew husband s

o~ L

Just that darliog nook in the hill-side
-and what g lovely vlew it must
have! And such roses! Oh, Dick. 1
wonider |f it's oecupied!”

The new husbund yviewed the e
place critieally

A gruyhalred womun cume to the
door, wiplng her floyry hands on heyp
‘lean apron. Her {sce wus pleasant,
and her volee swnd wcoven! refiued as
she aghed:

“What can ! do for yoyu?"

The bride spoke sqagerly, blushiog a
little,

“Waore intevestod (o that itls hoyss
on. \be h! I, You wuee, we're—well,

“Well, in them days there wae I
Yellow Creek a saloon und hotel com-
bined under the headin', “The Dew
Drop Inn.' 1 was run by & fat. bald-
pate ]l map named Elversetl; aud it
had the faithful patronuge of over &
hundred miners god cowmen-—at least,
the sulonn half did, Robert Selford got
a roum in the hotel half. After he'd had
hig supper, he walks iote the saloun,
which was crowded, as usuikl, He goes
here and there among the little poker
tables, lookin' for & man he don't find,
A man with cach ear notehied,

"Of course, he drawed attentioo. A
bg miver by the nume o' Shanks Mar-
tin Anally throwy down his poker hand,
rises, and takes the boy by one arm.

“*You've glve nurse the slip,” says
hey wnd a big, whoopin® laugh govs up
fromn the other fellows, ‘Don't you
think you'd better get back home?"

“Now, does  lttle Selford begin to
tremble and whine? He don't, helieve
me! He Mok that 1Httle popgun from
his cont, and Jaba its nose agalpst
Murtin's ribs. and suys with his ieeth
togethey:

“You ean'l poke  fup al me—'ye
understand, sou big beef? Keep guiet!
If you don't, Ull send rvou howlin (o
Jie greatl mujority,

“"Martin watched the hammey o (he
popgun, He saw that It lncked a good
deal o bein” at he dapgerous pofnt,
e knocked the weapon down ~ith one
hand, and grabbod it with the other,

"Hon,' saye he, "vou aln’t  gol no
anee; byt Jou bayve got gome nerye,
Ho ' forgive vou. and give your pop.
gun buek hutr Arst, like 4 gentloman

Three aguallp, bove, for e Fopgun
Kid;'
“Then and  there, in o baptism of

nolpe and powder smoke from o few
dogen forty-Aves, the kid got o name
that atucl 1o him us long as lie Hyved in
hnt corner of Jhe globe

‘Robert Seiford got behind 4 bunch
o eowmen “he was throwin® dlee an

one o he rear ables, and commepnesd
1o wateh the door.  Fate answered hin
prasers ghort off, In walks a big.

hearded man s ith his hrogd-brimmed
Tt pushed up In froot and a palr o
the biggest fortv-Aves on earth ar hisg
hips—1nd hig right hand rested ready
on the butt of his right-hand gun, He
lieeps his eye on the erowd, backs up
i& the bar, and with his left hand
tosues u ltle sliver ~oln acrosy,

“'A bag of obacco,” he growly

“Then the Popgun Kl steps from
behind the dice throwers: and ['ve
never seen another such 4 look on i
human's face ua [ secy oy the face
Pill King when he seen Robert Sel.
ford. RNobert Selford beglos o shoot
as fust as he cun work he irigger—
Paung! Bope' Baue! Bang! Daog!
Bill King, mav of steel nerves and o
brother to the devil himself for Jurin’,
dope u thing that almost knoeked us
down with surprise: he broke out at
the door, lumped on his hoas, nd
burot up the wind gettin® away from
Yellow reek | His  pistol  ampty,
oung  Selford borrowed (wo forty.
fives from convenient nolsters withoot
uekin® for ‘sm, run o the loor. pd
stood there Mazin® away until (hey,
o, were empty !

“Eserybody  recovered  quick, [
waen't good polles o Ingulre o ane
other man's affairs in them duys. The
miners nnd cowmen simply set the
tie Knsterner on the bar s gave him

three big cheers [or havin' thesundin
hig gizzard to shoot seventeen (mes il
King Tl of the Cutalipas,

“A few minutes lateor Robert BEeiford,
as white as a ghost, climbed s
from the bar and weny off (o hed,

“That plaht after 10 bit the bay in
my Hitle shackbouse, | says 1o myyelf:

“Bill King hus g0t & consciency yet
The only murder he's sver committed
s still on his mind. He knowed
Thornton Selford wae an FEasterner,
When he geen Robert Belford, dreogsed
in Bastern clothes, he knowed un
nvenger had come.  And he wak w0
upeel wbout it that he didp’t take into
consideration, the fuct that the aveng-
or wig i tendorfoot, and fust u boy af
that.'

“You'll see how near right | wan in
my reasgonin’ after 1 get a little far-
ther along with the iale,

“The next marnin® while 1 was wa-
ferin' my stock, Robert comes ¢ me
and kaya Hike he means it

"1 must have one o Your hosses
Mr, Cullabun.'

"*Hosses " gays 1, foolish-like,

“Yen," pnys he - und u ocouple ot
them things you carry water In’

“"Canteens.’ 1 explains, Bul
if all you wunt a real gun.'

"'No, he objects. "As 1've alvcady
iold you, 've practiced with thig -
tle fellow, and I'm uped 1o 1t; T ean hit
g dinner-plate at Afteean yards with it,
rvery crack

“The oply extra hoss 've got,' |
ways, ‘is 1 calico pony that's 80 mean
he's slways beon kuowed by Che name
0" Pleep. If you think yon can Lan-
dle him, he's ot your disposul.  Also
the two canteeny, and g blamed pood
sitddie,  But when rou start, kid, tell
me gooud-hy ! because 1 ke you o
whole devil of a lot, and 1 don’t be-

Inost

Heve 11l cver set eves on you ualive
ngaln.’

"StulN! Staffl’ says hie. Let's have
the hoas. suddle, and canteens

YA vigin,t save 1. ‘Its vour
funernl, Remembor,  keld,  that Rl

King nin’t likely to run from 3ou an)
more.'

“He mouated the hoss, with water
and grub tied o hig vaddle, and rode
straight toward the red-hot Catalinas,
with ull of Yellan Creek standin’ In
the maln streer wod watehin' after him
regretful-llice.

“*What made you let the lttle (ool
have them “=outremontg, Webb D' some-
body asked me

“‘You go and aak e kid! T sukpe.

*'No, Blll King won't run from him
apy more,’ suvy Klversett, an he wipes
the har with an imaginary rug for im-
aginary spitled Jlauid.  “I'se alwayvs
heard us how the Lord sets n special
ungel to stand guard over fopls. Apd
I'm certalnly in hopes (1 will tyrn oyt
to be so thiy time’

"That day peesed. and another day
eome and passed. 1 had made ny
trips to the vallroad in a deeply trou-
bled state o' mind. Just 4% | was un-
hiteliin’ on the evenin' o' the second
day, In rides Old Man Oliver, of (he
Oiver & Ogden Haneh, (e Linked-O:

he comes  stralght 10 me  and dls-
mounts,
“'Web,” saya he, 'you know hat

there cullen we wold (0 you some ilme
baelk. the one (he boys called Plgen?
He come home k few hours ago, with a
sidddle on him, 4 bridle, and water and
gruh Hed 1o the maddle, a0 hrought

And His |

Iy yours. 1 will refund the mone; o
vou."

"Oh, eome now. Mollie, doni be
Kugry with me, | dido’t know It was
soy when | velled, Where's Joe™"

The widow would have left him in
ignorance, but the daughter gave him
the  degired  (nformation, “Papu's
dend

A gleam of hope shot into the man's
cyes: “Where are you stiuylng?”

“Uome, Mary, our palls are ful’. we
must get 1o the barn with ibem, ™ and
Hitle Mary was hastened slong betore
she could give any answer.

Ton vears bofore Joe and Molli had
peen sweethearts. Then Joe Lane, &
voung man from the city, uppearead ani
carried Mollle away almogt before she
lknew liev owng mind. Later she found
vause for regret for her hasty mar-
riwge, and Metle  Mary  swas the only

nd Happiness

The womun logked at her a trifie
curiously

“Won't you cvome in?" she upked.
“Tie your horse snd sit hers on (he
corper of the porch where we can q4ec
the hoyse,

“We're o bridial couple,” Diek suid
franitls, “as jou've probably guessed,
and we're looking for « little bowe 1u
the country, from which 1 can com.
mute, This little house appeals most
strongly (o both my wife and mygelf,
It's quite copveplent to the rillruad
We coyid byy this horse and buggy
which we hired fo the village. and Hat.

1y equld drive we (o snd from the sta-

comfort that ghe received from her
short marvried life. When the dungh-
ter wus oply flve vears old, Joe lLaune
answered the ecall beyond this world,
and Mollle and Mary took np 4 strug-
gling exisience. They found the road
one of many havdships, and when Mol-
le's unele died they thought thut pick-
ing berrles in the beautiful  countrs
might benefit the health of them both,
B the berry gegson found bher in ibe
fields.

Joe Newell bnd tn nll the ton *card
past never lorgotten the sweetheart of
hils former days, and to her memory ha
viung. Tt wis no wonder that he fail-
el 1o recognize Mollle in the herry
field, for although her heaury wa. not
cntirely gone, time had wrought mans
chunges In her, He hoped thal now
thiat she wus again free that he might
offer his henrt apnd hand to her, amd

auvthiog about tt

1 certuloly do,” ssld thelr hostess
“As {t huppens, I'm the igent for that
house. Tt was put ln my eare.”

“Then ft v unoccupled ! sried Bet.
Iy, engerly

“Yeo, (e ynovcupled,  the otlier ad-
mitted But—" theu, suddeuly, “pid
he giy your nume was Beutyt

“Why, yes,” sald the bride in aston-
lsbment,

“Would you mind—1 hnow it sesms
“ slrange (hing to ask—It's a mere
fancy, but would yeu mind telliug me
rour mulden nume?’

“'o\:r._ n.“ _ sald Betty, "It was

him along with me, bur he was & Htlh
jume from a dog hole’

CWe'd better e him up, [ guoss
anys Oliver, 11 start all the cowmen
I can spare In the mornin’

“ianmd ' utilizge oy [dur Stage
hosges  In the mnme  way,” surs 1,
‘whether the blasted old  stugeconch
s tomorrow or not, | can cusy And

theee good rlders umong the miners
here.'

“Well, the two  purties  spent he
next four days (n huntin® over hat
barren, red-lhot eounpiry lookin' for (he
boy We didn’t ind even a slgn or
him., 1 wus fully convineed thut hie
had added one more heachin' skele-
ton to the desert. We rode back with-
out talkin® any.

“When me and my three men rode
into Yellow Creek, we geen Flveraett
hureyin® 1o meet us,

YUhe oy s baek!’ he vells, secinin
us glud as if Selford had been his own
son. ‘BiN King brought Lilm in a few
hours ngo, Both of 'om wus mighty
near dend-—the Lid was, nnyhow. The
kid owes King his life. now, and T
roclkon 11 settle the secount betwixt
wm, wikiteyen v g’

“fwent up o the bop's  roon, al
though 1 wis so dog tired ihat 1 <ould
hardly wull. Robert wuy Iyin' Aat o
Wig buck, gtarin’ (oward the roof, alith
his sunhlistered fingers Ineed iogethey
weroks hig chegt, He didn't seem o
fwow that | wis anywhere near him
until 1 stood over him and was speak-
In" w Wi,

Do sou know who brought sou i,
don? sayn 1.

“Dio you think T aln’t got no epea?
e elips,

“Did T mieation your blasted eyves?
1 woaps, for he'd riled me,

D0 vou think N 1o (hat staod be-
fweon me and getting squure for poor
old Thornton's aake?” payeg hie, And
his blue eves was shootin® firg sl
mine

“won’t you think youd realy ought
1o conghder thnt Bl King saved :our
He? 1 save,

‘Do you think I ought, Mr. “alla-
han? He seemed oow s mite sorry
that he'd been g0 whortsvokep with .ne
n minute before,

“*1 sure do,” suys I. ‘He 12t rvou
shool it him seventaen {imes, without
firln” bock: and st one shot he could
‘n Axod you easy! e found you half
dead. apd brought suu in at the rlak of
hig owuo liberty, He could ‘a’ let yon
go on and die out there in that red-
ot hades. und lhind ono enemy less.
And death for lack o' water ln some
death, kid, belleve me!’

“It reely must be bad to die lika
that, suys he, musin'; and 1 thoukht
1 had impressed him with my plea for
future peace, Ha goes on, still mus-
o't ‘T'H see I€ I can't arrange It

“Er, how's that? I sars, bendin’
closer to him.

“*Yep," says he. ‘I'Jl cateh  him
nsleep, knoek him senscless, tle him
up good and hard, nnd let him die with
water before hils very eyes. Hecauso
e killed my brother Thornton.'

“Good-by, kid,” says 1. ‘I'm goln’
now, and 1 don’t hope 1o see you
ngain, Bl King won't fool with you
any more, kid.'

“He smiles as hie shakes handa with

me, und mutiers, ‘You're a hloomin’
old woman!’
“When T went out 1o awter and

By

that she would aceept them.

Mollie, too, had (or years held the
fuce of Joo Newell close to her heart,
wd wlmost hoped that whey visiting
the old home town she might find him
unmarried. Bul when he had yvelled
at Her in such & ‘rough wmanner she
resolved 1o go ber way alone, His
nume had slipped out unconsclously
And she wighed that she had restralned
Lierself,

Moruing found Joe Newell wt the of-
o of Lawyer Cromble with bis pa-
pers. The old lawyer hemmed and
hawed over the papers, then pahl he
woyhlld “see about |t .

Later in the morning Mollie snatehs
ed w tew moments  from ber  berry
pieking and visited Crombie. He again
vowed to Ysee ghouwr i

Amoug Joe's papers, Cromble found

un old and faded sheel which read: “1,

JArange, Low very—what
mother's name, childy
"It Wag the same sp mipe--Bepwy.”
“And your father's—quick, child,
your father's?"
did not want 10 go, byt he wae Llind
“John.” said Betty proudly, for it
was & well-known name. “But they
are both dead.” And her lips quivered,
But the woman hud gathered her in-
to her arms and was weeping passion-
Ately while Dick lvaned forward ‘n
umwmtnl; :
“Betty Lathrop,” she sobbed, "Ret-
ty Lathrops daughter, gh. it Ia too

was jour

By Annette

feed my four siage horses the pext
mornin’, T found that sne of 'em wis
gone. Also my saddle.  Also two oup-
feens and & lot o griab from the hote!
was missin’ And  when  Elhversen
knocked at the Popgun Kid's door, |
EO! NO responsc,

“This I what happenes)
Selford the Easterner, as related o
me afterward:

“Ie rode stralght for the Tital nus
beln' gulded by thelr  peaks, whie)
Toomed up ga'ot and blkek In 1the dim

tay Holior

starlight. Ml raghness was all Lone
now, and in fts pluce had ecome e
cunnin’ ghrewdness of = red mun

daylight found him hidin® his hoss in
# big gully Alled with greaseswood and
meaquite. Then he erawled out o' ihn
gully, nnd began to stea) up @ ridge
that afforded a Ane view of the rollly’
country and one side of the Cata!ines
When be bad rewched the top o (he
ridge, he hid  himsell o ow nepr o
bowlders, and bhegun 1o Cantch 4l
pointe o the compass for o lone mun
on o hows,

“He logt himeelf in the night n dozon
times, The elumps o' desert serub
the big bowlders, the ridees and th
hollow s, tangled him up biad, 1 wosn’
until midnight that he enme in sigh
of u litle p"r o' live couls, the ren
nanis of u voukln” Are, which 1alg in
fropl of & lttle hangout under o
overhangin’ ledge o rock, Heo sniled
with his teeth shut, and bils righit Land
tightened its grip on he popgun. th
knowed that he had found B King,

“He crept on he hunds wnd knees
as slow as a suall, but swithout madio
the least it o' nolse, to where (e b
mun lntd asleep. Bill wus an bie #ide,
with hig hewd on Wiy seddle snd his hao
over his face. A big gun lald hands
on the ground closc by, and anothier
big gun was In the holater that war
turned up. The boy conliscated hetl
0" thage weapons, und with ope of om
struck BIlL on the farehiend and Inld
ilm out for & while

"‘Now, by Henry!" he lubilutes. bi
eves on an ear with 1 noteh in It Now
by Henry!'

“Bill King's swddle-cipches,  of
course, wns made out o short ropes
With these short ropes the boy bound
the bad man's wrists Lehind lilm, und
he alsn bound bis ankler together. He
pald ‘special attention to the knots,
and the result wap that no man ou
earth could ‘a’ got out of "em unhelp-
¢d. He throwed a little fresh wood on
the live coals, and soon had u lttle
blaze. Then he takes up one o fthe
demijohus, and dashed a bit o' water
on the outluw’s face,

“It worked. Bill King ~ome 1round
with & lot of hoarse gaspin’, and set
up with n good deal o' difficulty. He
winked the blood out o' hip eyes, seen
the boy, and remembered

"'Well, you've got me nt las
be saye, und laughs low,

“‘7 wure have,' replied Robert ael.
ford mighty haughty, “And I'm wure
goin’ to Aix you, too,’

“ And [ s'pose you'll burn me at the
stake. in true Blg Injun style, won't
vou? suys Bill King.

“*No manner o death iy quite bad
enough for & man who could bring
himself so lowdown as to tuke the life
of u fellow like my brother, Thoyntion
Selford!’ exclalmg the Htile Fastern-
er. And his blue eves was hird and
plerein’,

kid,”

Walt Gregg

Susan Adains. do give my rights in the
Blueberry Patch to Sllas Munroe.
Aud wmong Mollle's papers he found
n paper of the same date which read:
“I Sllay Munroe, do give my rights In

the  Blueherry Fatch (o Sisan
Adams.”
A further perusal of e county

deeds showed that formerly Silas and
Susan had owned the palch In oues:
tion In & jolut deed, but on considera-
tion of their roarriage esch Lad un-
kvowingly transferred their title o
cuch other, Thep they had not mal-
ried and lived out their dayg in ningle
blessedness. At their deaths they hud
beauenthed thelr rights o the pafch
to their pemrest helr, thinking that the
old papers were of no value because of
thelr fallure to marry.

“Well, they both owned i1, the law.
ver serutehied his head, “and they hoth

ple.

“My deers, forgive me, but it i8 50
sudden. Listen, while 1 tell you all

She ook Betty's hand in hers.
and mude her yield. She left the Nt

“Little bride, you will be happ!.
think, when 1 .ell you ihis, Yvars
#go. when I had pot lived bere loug. |
OuDg mun brought-his bride 1o (his
ittle cottage. They lived here for |
brief year or two and were 50 happy—
50 bappy. They made (he colfage
what It s, The little bride crajned (he
climbing rose and cared for ihe other
fowers. Ehe loved It go, and 1 loved
Doz Theo the rauag map bechl
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