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T bardly seomed n chinnee ot all,
but we wore foreed to enll It opne
w0 long an there was nothing bet-
ter,  OF course ‘twas Tarpon's

work, Tarpon, whose murderous hund
my stout friend bad restealoed  and
who bud doowe this other murder just
W bring nu avenglog posse down on
Jack lu o hivwor that would vender in
gulrles few nnd explonntions auolise,

BIll Morgnn brought the word, It
seainad o strange unbending of the out.
law's spirit,  Derhinps his own wild,
bunted Hfe led him to pity In his up
touth way a vietlm run to enrth with-
out warning, or possibly e hnd sowe
persoun]  wemories 0 be  wvengul.
Anyway he told us Just before day-
break of the cownrdly crime that had
been fastened so unmistakably and so
pojustly upon Jock nod of the furious
purstiers close upon our trall,

Haefore ux were the mountains, grim
and full of dangers for the stranger
fugltive, but to this score of relentless
followers home, Bome forty wiles Lo
blnd Iny Halseyville-and safety, for
half ber Jeading cltitens—the wayor
hlmself, te say nothing of his fair
viughter—would bave sworn to Jack's
presence at A banquet glven lo our
honor at the very tme the murder
was committed miles away. But be-
tween our camp and vindleation rode
a relentless, uninquirlng foe with a
slugle purpose~and a halter. The out-
look was gloomy enough for poor Jack.

It seemed that 1 wus pot conuected
with the oriwe. That, too, was Tar
poa's skillful planning or perhaps my
government position saved me, Venge-
auce wus to be taken upou Jack
alone, my great, rough, burly friend
with the heart of n llon or a woman,
as the oocaslon called for cournge or
for kindmess.

When ouly a single course ls possible
oue can think gquickly what to do. 1
gathered W Corenca, loath to be gath.
ored from the luxurious pasture of the
foothills, and, throwlog the saddle over
hor back, ferked up the girth so tight-
Iy that she tilnched and soapped at me.
Then, flnging the other saddle on
Jack's horse, we headed ber off scross
tLe country toward her old home alone,
As she turned and looked back at
Corenca, pawing impatiently at the re-
straint, a sharp erack of the whip en-
couraged the sagerness of her depar
ture. Boon ahe disappeared from view
In the dim lght, loaving a plaln but
bootless trall behind for our pursuers
to presently follow a few miles In their
quest for Juck. Then, after a sllent
bandshnke that sald more than words,
wy friend went dodging In among the
beavy shadows of the mountain can-
yous, leaving me alone with my won-
dorful Corenea, whose speed wan
matchless und whose temper was the
dovil's own, If he could only evade
capture while I rode to Halseyville for
belp! Twlece forty odd miles would
bave to be covered, and the hope was
slight, but Corenca was a wonderful
foundation upon which to bulld it. Ir
the foe should lose even a lttle time
ou the false trall of the other horse

T BEEMED A8 IF AHE KNXEW THE NEED
FOR HASTE,

and Jack get a fow extrn hours, just a

few, where each moment galned wus

glinted with gold!

My thoroughbred mare, chafing and
tugglug at the bit ns we swept out luto
our long, hard trip, set me to wonder-
fng whether T spared her most by hoeld-
lng hier In or letting her have her head.
1 trled to compromise, but she willed
it otherwise, nud the grouwnd siipped
awny under her feet ke o smooth rou-
ning belt from the fiywheel of soms

ponderous muchite, It seemed ay If
ghe knew the need for haste and scorn-
od # suggedtion of ler own llmitations,
The oaly notice my resttpining bhand
recelved wis nn lmpotient tosy of her
ghupely head and a savoge ierk ot the
relus.

In less than an hour—only an hour
beliind poor Jack, 1 thought, with a

gluking heart—1 saw our grim pue-
auors In the rond before me, but all
that 1 fearod from them was delay,
They knew 1 was not the man the;
wanted nnd were themselves there te
uphold their Iden of the lag 2ud hu

| They might attempt to take me back
]rltll them--the-one thing that I really
| dreaded—but of personal violence 1

|

'bad mo tea®, My government position
(would aguin protect me, and what-
#ver time Uwey bindered me Jnck would
| nlso galn from thom,

| As we arpronchied 1 got the halting
|wlgnal, but the little  mare  rushed
abead, alild unmindful of thelr shout-
‘Iu' and my bund, Two men dismount-
isd hurrledly and made a rosh for my
(bridle as we passed. In & flash Coren-
lea's fighting blood was up, and, with
|gunshing teath nnd eyes like & drag-
'.n'n. ahe “was upon and over them
'and dashed aliond, A dozen motmted
‘men spurrad wfter us with the aet

They wmight as well bave chased the
| wind, for the vory dust from the little
mure's fee® fell short of thelr leader,
|fhey dure not shoot lest Uncle Sam
"should hey the echo presently and
only wansted a little time for Jack to
profit hy.
| Oneo cloar of pursult Corencn fell
[off a Jittle Tu Ler apeed, but not In her
| Independorre, an I quickly learned In
my frst rftempt to juggle with the
|relns.  AfPr all, why should I not let
ber have ler way now that po speclul
eausa for mpesd bursts lay abhead? Hhe
was & wildul child of the plalus, Let
ber aweep them to wuit bher funcy. Bhe
wotlld lowr no time and perbaps, better
|than I, covld judge of bher own endur-
 Bnee.  Bo we left the dublous miles
‘behind o In pursult of the miles
nhond the? abe rapidly found and con-
quered of% by one.  Bometimes the
pace was n moderate canter, some-
tmon swht an the wind, but 1 watched
the fanlks benenth we In valn for u k-
bored bredth. Bhe seemed to temper
her mpecd to the lmit of what she
cotld evfure without drawlng upon
that weostderful reserve force that
made her &t onco the pride and the
terror of e plains,

Bo thi*®y odd miles lay behind us
prosently. and the game little beast
had drav® up only once for u drink as
she forde] o stream. StUll, more than
one siga row told me that she had
made hé Mun ot an awful expense to
herself. (Moo she begun to show fa.
tgue, It devmed as If her dissolution
was to 35 ax rapld as ber flight had
been. The wiliful firt of her head sho
had left w'les behind, and sbhe stum.
bled a I'M€ wometimes an she still gal.
loped fe'ffully on. Each breath was
8 heave 0Ad o gasp now, and the white
foam that fell from her mouth was oc-
saslonuity colored with red. Should |
dlamows Aud feed her or try to crowd
her thr®ugh? Back among the moun-
taln cargeas 1 could see a kindly, rug-
ged fure, now stern and resolute, st
bay. He™re me, only a few miles
abhoad, By Halseyville and rescue. Al
ready | buld almost wee the stately
mayor #nd a few chosen friends rush.
Ing away sn thelr errand of mercy and
justice. [Mor could I quite forget the
sweet told girl, In whose eye a tear
bad stee® 50 close behind the laugh she
bhad given Jack st parting. And it all
tempted me forward, Still, it would be
a foolla™ thing to ruln all so uear my
Journey’'d end by letilng my now suf-
foring lsorse go off from her feet for
want of 1 few minutes’ rest,

Coron® stood qulet enough now,
with hengl down und heaving sides, but
with the fire still unquenched In her
flashing eyed, Reluctantly I dimmount.
od and loosened the saddle girth a lt-
tle. Then a sight met my eyes that
stayed my hand at the fastenings while
I looked agoin, to bring me a moment
later back Into my seat. For the first
time that day I urged Corenca beyond
the lmit of her chosen speed, and right
nobly did she struggle to respond. But
the bheaving sides told thelr own story
of a conguered body still reellng for-
ward under the lmpotus of an unyleld-
ing will, Poor, falthful servant! It
was, then, to be a race to the death—
of my horse or my friend—and In that
cholee of course the dumb brute had
to lose.

Now that the declslon had been forc
od upon me 1 spared the vse of nelther
whip nor spur upon Corenca—Corenca,
to whom no one had ever before dared
to teach the use of elther. No more
thought of trylng to save her—just to
get the last gunce out of her before she
fell, Far abead, just Jeaving Halsey-
| ville, I could weo a queer little red spot
| rushing toward us, which I realized to
be the mayor's nutomoblle, bearing him
rapldly away to a nelgiboring town.
For a few miles his route lay straight
townrd me, bhut presently the road
forked, and the red spot would bear
| out of reach the one man whose pres-
[ emce would awe Jack's pursuers Into
submlssion at a word, 1If I could reach
those forks In time it would sive me a
smart lttle ride to the town, If1 falled

I feared mo much that all my efforts
| were deomed to fallure—that the game
' was up. Well, It wonld never be Co-
| renca’s fault. As I noted her trembling

and unateady galt 1 could not but hope
that when she did go down she would

be out of her misery soon. Again and

[again T urged ber on, heartsick as I
felt the futlle strugigle she was making
II.ll‘l(lt:'l' me, [t was a losing race.  Btill,
| ghe lost It by 8o novrfow & margin that
ahe won for me,

Already the electrle steel was about
to swing uround the curve nml leave
me sach n few rods behind when Co-
pencn, ng though still ohedient to her

[ mneonquered will, phunzed wildly Into
the alr and sank dyleg to the earth

Her race wos over, bt she Lol
| grit to the very end

A palr of sharp eyes, not the Rinyors

gaw the accident and ghve B ounlek
' peport. 8o [t Luppened that st of
leaying me helpless they  prospitly
drew up by wmy slde und looked down
on me crouching by the dumb brate's
head,

It wasn't the mayor who first com:
"prehended fhe story Ltricd to, tell

e O Talk, " Tt ‘wanh'(“Ha"volce
that ordered me Into the vacant seat
nor his hands that suddenly took con-
trol of the machine and gave It mo-
tion. I onat one bitter look back at my
dying horse stretehed there along upon
hor wide, but [ hadn't the time to end
ber minery with a plstol shot, as | wks

minded to do, Now at lust was Hak
seyville bLehind me and abead the
monntalns=ond Jack, 1 stole n glunee
nt the alight girlish fgure whose
guldieg hands pow seemed like wtoel,
but over whose face had come xome-
thing that wus neither a smile nor a
toar,

How the wind eame up and roshed
In our faces as the suto gathered
speed! Tt wosn't n flight, but & melt
lug away of objects. Things were and
then were not.  The Lelt over which
we had galloped, Corenea and 1, now
changed to a smooth gone of marble,
flanked on each wide by a ribbon of
greenlsh gray., We dido't seem to ad-
vance; Just swayed and tiited, while
the groen gray ribbous on elther gldo
of us rolled lnto a tangle of mist just
abead, Into which we were constantly
trylug to plunge, One could not deter-
mine where the real joloed foghes with
the lmaegination. Bomewbere between
the two the real becnme fuvisibie and
the Invisible seemed almost real. There
wasn't o thought of fear, but a half
formed wish that something wonld
happen to add varlety to this throb-
bing, undulating sensation, withont
particular motion and with nothing to
son. Where we were or what we were
dolng not one of our senses could tell.
We were only ethereal spots In the

YIAOK!" OAME A FEMININE SOREAM.

midst of an lnfinite nowhere, at one
end of which lay my dylog borse and
at the other the friend T was trying to
save,

I knew In a half dazed way we were
rushing abhesd at a speed that was ter-
rific, but felt Impatient that It was not
greater still, The breath of the whirl-
wind might have been tame to my
quivering, overwrought nerves, Shut
out of the material world by this cloud
wall, 1 longed for a thrill of expectant
danger to break up the depressing
sense of isolation. It wasn't the call
for haste so much as the call of impa-
tlence—n mind tnken entirely out of its
realm of accustomed comparisous and
clamoring for sensation rather than ae-
complishment.

Such were some of my chaotie lm-
presslons when [ suddenly became con-
selous of objects about me and reallzed
that we were slowing down. The green
gray ribbons took on n spotted aspect,
which gradually expanded Into some of
pature's ewn pattern, and I was con-
sclous of a sudden relief to get back
Into the world agaln. The gray mar-
ble pavement shook out lnto the swift
fiying belt of the morning, then grad-
ually came to a stop In the mldst of
mountalns, trees and human forms and
a fow other things.

“Jack!" came a feminine scream
from the front seat of our vehicle
Then I noticed for the first tlme my
friend In the mldst of the group of
men, still on his feet, but with a tell-
tale rope dangling from a lUmb directly
over his hend,

We carrled him back with us pres-
ently seated considerately on the back
seat beslde the feminine voice, while
the mayor and I, ag befltted our official
rank, rode in front. Thus we proceed-
ed back toward Halseyville, attended
on clther slde for some distance not by
the green gray ribbons of a short half
hour before nor even by the shapes of
my morning fancy, but by a good.
stout guard of armed and penitent men
now anxlous to do homage to the mal
they meant to have slain in the name
of the law. In a llttle real baste and &
good bit of spite we hit up thelr galt
quite briskly ere they fnnlly parted
compnny with us after many n goodly
wish and shake of Jack's hand; then
away lke the wind for Halseyville,

Faster uud faster over the road that
Corenca had galloped so well til the
ribbons swung up to thelr old place
agaln and cut off our view of the
plalns, on past where the avengers
that morning had thought they would
gtop me and while getting thelr lesson
in thoroughbred temper lost just the
smnll margin of time that saved Jock
until our return, on splash through
the ford where my horse slaked her
thirst just before rushing on to her
death, on past where [ held up to rest
and to fecd hir—a hrief rest it proved
and the last she was éver to have—on
past where she fell and doubtless now
made up her part In the greenish gray
ribbpn which unrolled beside ug. Then
we rolled Into Halseyville and found
some unusunl excltement ahead, where
a group of rough men were attempting

to corrpl .n_game little mare_ishose

, they deMdfd), "was as sWITE as
wind and who atlll beld the devil's
own temper,

Prejudiced.

“Are you In favor of government
ownership?’ asked Meandering Mike.

“No,"” answered Plodding Pote. “De
only goverment [nstitutions dat ['ve
bad any experlence wit Is jalls. Ag'
de way dey're run don't make no hit
wit me'—~Washington Btar.

A Tragic Pinish,

A—

A watchman's neglect permitted a
leak fn the great North Sea dyke, which
a child’s finger could have stopped, to
become a rulbous break, devasting an
entire provines of Holland. In like man-
ner Kenneth Melver, of Vanceboro, Me.
permitted o little cold to go unnoticed
untl! a tragic finish fnisk was only
dverted by Dr. King's New Discovery.
He writes: “Three doctors gave me up
to die of lung inflammation, caused by
a neglected cold; but Dr. King's New
Discovery saved my life” Guaranteed
best cough and cold eure, at Charles

Rogers' drug store, 50c and $1.00, Trial
bottle free.

ADVERTISING,

One of the Many Marvels of This
Progressive Age,

Among the many marvels of this
marvelous age there I8 none more
striking and none more charactéristic
than the art of advertising as develop-
el In modern times, We talk wuch
about the wonders of the telephone
and the phonograph, about the aston-
ishing expansion of rallroads and teleg-
raphy, but here we have an Industry
as remarkable for its extension and as
wide and varled In Ita applications ns
anything of man's device In any era of
the world’s history, When there i
brought Into conslicration the vast
amount of motey expended In adver-
tising In our day, the novel and In-
genlus methods employed and the ex-
pert skll] and artistic talent engaged In
the business, one may begin to renlize
what a wide field has been opened here
for some of the highest and most use-
ful forms of humun endeavor,

With all its abuses—and they are not
a few—It remalns true that advertising
is one gf the greatest of popular edu-
eators obe of the chief promoters
of human happiness and prosperlty,
and there are yet ways in which
ft may be extended to the til! sreater
benefit of the world. No good reason
exists why the churches, the Bunday
schools, the mlsslonary socleties and
other agencles of good should not ad-
vertise far more than they do and thus
add to the membershlp and thelr power
in the communlty. To set thelr ad-
vantages, alms and benefits before the
public In a proper way and form wouid
Involve no loss of dignity or prestige,
while It would almost certalnly widen
thelir Influence,

The time must come, too, when the
gabsurd code which prohibits physicians
and other professional classes from ad-
vertising themselves must be abolished.
There Is nothing but a sentiment to
prevent it and a very wenk sentiment
at that. [t should be no more infra
dig for a physiclan or a lawyer to seek
patients or clients through the medinm
of print than It I8 for teachers, lnsur-
ance men, real estate dealers or the
members of any other honorable trade
or calling—Leslle's Weekly.
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THE UNION GAS ENGINE COMPANY

Marine and Stationary Gas and Gasoline Engines.

WE ARE NOW FILLING ORDERS

FROM OUR NEW WORKS. WRITE

US FOR PRICES AND ILLUSTRATED
_CATALOGUE.

E. P Kendall"general Sales Agent,
R~ YA 8t Portland, Ore,
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SCOW BAY IRON & BRASS WORKS

ASTORIA, OREGON
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IRON AND BRASS FOUNDERS! LAND AND MARINE ENGINEERS

Up-lo-Date Saw] Ml Machinery Frempt attention giveniio al, repnir work

18th and Franklin Ave, Tel. Main 2451
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Your Field

IS OUR FIELD, AND WE COVER IT.
Our field is the district tributary to the
mouth of the Columbia River. We pene-
trate into all the outlying districts, into
lumber camps and isolated neighborhoods.
The business of these places belongs to
you, and it is worth going after.. .Space in
| THE MORNING ASTORIAN is resson-
i’ able; contract for some and let these out-

giders know that you are still in business at
the old stand. You may have a ‘‘grouch”
but that won’t get business; forget it.
Let the people know what you have to sell;
i they may ‘‘forget” or have ‘‘forgotten’

Ghe MORNING ASTORIAN
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'THE ONLY PAPER ON THE LOWER
COLUMBIA HAVING ASSOCIATED
PRESS SERVICE
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