THE BEND HULLETIN, DAILY EDITION, BEND OREGON, SATURDAY, JANUARY 22, 1021,

= —————.

COPYRSOHT, .5&)0 = !.;T?’LE. BROWN AND COMPANT.

CHAPTER 111

Dan Falling was redally not badly
burt, The qulek, Inshing Wlows had
not done more than severely brafse
the flesh of Lis fuee; nnd the mists of
unconsclongness that had been fulling
aver WMm were more oearly the result
af his own tremendous physieal ex.
ertion, Now these mists were rising

“Go—pgo nway,” the glrl was com.
mamding. 1 think you've killed him*™

'an opened bis eyes to fnd her
kneellng elose beslde him, but st
covering Cennston with her pleiol, Her
hand was resting on his hrulsed cheek,
He coulidn’t bave bhelleved that a hye
man face conld be as white, while Hfe
still remnined, as hers was then,  All
e tovely vimts i heen soeh
dellght o him, the play of =afl reds
and browns. had faded as ao after-
glow fades oo the snow.

Dan's glanee moved with here te
Crapston, He was standing ens!ly ot

o distanee of n dozen feet ; and except |

for the faintest tremble all over his
body, a muscular reaction from (he
violence of his passton, e had entire
Iy regnined Wls self-composure, This
wns quite chinracteristic of the moun-
win men, They shure with the beasts
u passion of living that I8 whaolly un-
known on the plaing; but yer they have
a certnin quatity of lmperturbabliilny
known nowhere else. Nor is It limited
to the natlve-born mountalneers. No
man who lutlmately Knows o member
of that curlous, kKeen-eyed Httle army
of paturalists and blg-gnme hunters
who go to the north woods every fall,
as regularly and seemingly as Ibex-
ornbly as the waterfowl go In spring.
can doubt this fact. They seem to
have mcquired from the sllence and
the snows an Impregnation of that
eternal calm and imperturbabllity that
Is the wilderness [tself. Cransion
wasn't In the least afrald. Fear Is
usually & matter of uncertaloty, and
he knew exnetly where he stood.

It Is extremely doubtful If a piains.
man would have possessed this knowl-
edge, But a plainsman has nor the
knowledge of life |iself that the monn-
taineer has, simply becanse he does
not see It In the raw. And he has not
half the Inthoate knowledge of denth
an absolnte requisite of self-come.
posure. The mountnineer knows life
In Its slmple plinses with little tradi
tlon or cunventlon to blur the visiow,
Diedth Is o very Intlmate acqgualntance
that muy be met In any snowdrift, on
any rocky trall; and these cotditions
ure very deadly to any delusions thist
he has In regard to himself. He ne
quires sn abllty to sce Just where he
stunds, und of course that menns self-
pussession. This quality had somethiog
to do with the remarkable record that
the mountalo men, such as thyr mng.
olficent wnrrlor from Tennessee, mude
in the Inte war,

Cranston knew sxactly whot Snows
pird would do, Although of a higher
order, the wis o tmountain creature,
even ms hluself, She mennt exaetly
what she anld. If he hadn't elimbed
from Dan's prone body, she would
have shot qulekly and very stralght. 1f
he tried to sttnek elther of them now,
her finger would press back before he
could blink an eye, and she wouldn't
weep any hysterleal tears over his
dend body. If he kept his distance,
slie wouldn't shoot at all. He mennt
to keep his distonce., But he did know
that he could Insult her without dan-
ger to himself, And by now his lips

had acquired thelr old curl of scorn,
“I'll go, Bnowbird," he sald. “I'll
leave you with your slssy, But | guess

you saw what | did to hl—In two
minutes.”

“1 saw, But you must remember
he's slek, Now go”

I he's siel, let hlim stay 10 bid—
and hove o wet nurse. Maybe you enn
be that."

The Hds drooped halfway over her
groy eyes, and the slim Anger curlsd
more tightly gbout the trigger, *“Oh,
1 wish | conld shoot you, Bert!™ she
safd,  She didn't whisper It, or hiss i,
or hurl It or do uny of the thiugs most
people are supposed to do In moments
of violent emotion. She shoply sald
ft, and her meaning was &l iy
clenrer,

“But you can't.  And I'l! pound that
milk-sop of yours to o Jelly every time

L see Wim.  Pd think, Snowbled thet |

sou'd want a man.*

He started op the trall; and then
she did a strange thing, *He's more of
a man than you are, right now, Boert,"
she told him. “He'll prove It sowme
dny.” Then her arm went about Dan's
peck and Ufted his head upon her
breast; and In Cranston's plain sight,
she hent and kissed hlm, softly, on
the lips.

Cranston’s answer was an onth. It
dripped from his Hps, more polsonous,
more mallelous than the venom of a
sunke, [lig features seemed to tight.
on, the dark lps drew away from his
teeth, No words could lave made
him %uch an effective answer as this
little nction of hers. And ns he turned
up the teall, he called down to her
n naome—that most dreadful eplthet
that foul tongues have niways used
to women held In greatest scorn.

Dan struggled In her arms, The
kiss on his lips, the Instant before,
haad oot ealled him out of hls half
consclousness, It hud scarcely seemed

real, rather Just an Ineldent In a hllss
ful dream, But the word eanlled down
the trall shot out clenr and vivid from
the silence, just as n physician’s face
will often leap from the darkness af-
ter the anesthestin, Something Infinlte
Iy warm and tender was holding him.
pressing him back agninst o holy pince
that throbbed and gave him life and
strength; bot he knew that this word
bnd to be answered, And only actlous,
not other words, could be Its pnyment.
All the volces of hls body enlled to
him to [l still, but the volees of the
splielt, those higher, nobler promptings
from which no man, to the glory of
the bread from which he sprung. cnn
ever quite eseape, were stronger yel
e tugged upward, stealning, But he
dldn't even hnve the strength to break
the hold that the goft arts hod about
lhls neck,

“Oh, If 1 eould only pull the trig-
gerl” she was crylng. “If 1 could
only kIl him—"

“Let me,” he plended,
the pistol.  I'H kN1 hlm—="

Anid be would, There wns no Mloeh-
Ing In the gray eyes that looked up
to her.  She leaned forward, as If to
put the wenpon In his hopds, but at
once drew It buek. And then o single
sob enught at her-thront, An Instant
Inter they heard Cranston's langhter
ne he vanished around the turn of the
trall,

For long minutes the two of them
were gtill, The girl stlll held the man's
hend upon her breast. The plstol had
fallen In the pine needlés, and her
nervous hand plucked strangely ot the
leaves of 1 mountain flower. Ta Dan’s
eyes, there was something trancellke.
a hint of paralysis and Insensibility
ahout her posture. He had never seen
ler eyes llke this, The light that he
hod nlwnys beheld In them had van-
{shed. Thelr utter darkness startled
him.

© sal up stralght, and her arm that
tind been about his neck fell at her
side. He took her hand firmly In his,
and thelr eyes met,
© “We must go home, Snowblrd” he
told her sfmply. “I'm not so badly
burt but that 1 ean make ItL"

She nodded ; but otherwise scarcely
seemed 1o hear. Tler eyes still flowed
with darkness, And then, before his
own eyes, thelr dark puplls began 1o
contrnet, The hnnd he held flled and
theabbed with lfe, and the fingers
rlased nround hls, She leaned toward
hln,

“Ligten, Dan” she sald quickly.
“You henrd—qAidn"t you—the lnst thing
thnt he snld?"

“1 eouldn't help bot hear, Snow-
hilrd,"

Her other hand sought for his
*Ilhen If you heard—payiront most be
made. You eee what I mean, Dan,
Mayhe you ean't see, knowing the girls
that live on the plalns. You were the
rause of his saying It, and you must
nnswer—"

It soemer o Dan that some stern
ende of the hills, unwritten except In
the henrts of thelr children, Inexorable
us night, wos:spenking through her
lips. This was no personal thing. In
some dim, helf-understood way, It
went back to the basie code of life.

“Penple mnat fight _thelr own fights.

“Oive me

up here, who told hlin,  “The lnws
of the courts that the plalne people
ean uppeal to aro nll oo far nwny.
There's no one that eon do I, except
your,  Not my father. My father enn't
fight your hattles hers, I your honor
I# golng to stnud, 1t up to you, Dan,
You éan't pretend thiat yon didn't hear
oy, Sueh ns you nes, wonk nd slek
to be bonten to n pulp In twa minufos,
you plone will hinve to make him an
wwor for It 1 enme o your pld=—nid
naw you must come to mine,*

1Ter fingers no longer clnsped  his
Steength hnd come back to hlm, and
his fogers clogsed down uotil the hlood
went out of hees, but she wos wholly
unconsclous of the poin.  Tn reallty,
sho was conselous of nothing excopt
the growing Mnioe In his fuce. 1t held
her exes In passionnte faselontion, s
puplts were contracting to Hitle bright
dots In the gray Ivlses. The faw wil
setting, o8 ghe had never seen It bo-
fore,

“Do you (hink, Snowbind, that yon'd
even hinve (o nsk mo? he demanded,
"Don't you think 1 understnnd?  And
it won't bhe In your defense—only my
own duty,”

“ut he 18 so strong=—und you nre
B0 W ke—-"

“1 won't be so weak forever, 1 nev.
or really cnred much nbout Hying be
fore. I'l try oow, and you'll see-—
oh. Snowbird, walt and trust me: |
pnderstund everything.  It's my own
fight—when you  kissed me, nnd he
erld down that word In anger nwl
leatonsy, 1t put the whole thing on me
No ope else can moke him answer; no
one else hins the elght, 1'%y honor,
no one else's, thant stunds or falls*

He Hfted her band to his Hps and
kissoid It ngwhoand- wgnios—

And for the first time he saw the
tenrs gnthering In her dark oyes. “Bumt
you fought here, dldnt you, Dun®"
she naked with painful slewness, “You
dldn’t put up your arms—or ey to
run awny? T dldn't come 11 he had
you done, so | didn't gee” She looked
nt him ns If her whole foy of life hung
on his nonswer.

“Fought! 1 would have fought til
1 died! But that 1=n't enough, Snow.
bird, It Isn't enough Just to fight, In
o case lke this, A mnn’s got o win !
I would have died If you hadu't come,
And that's another debt that | have
to pay—aonty thar debt | owe to you™

She nodded slowly, The llves of
the moontaln men are not saved by
thelr women without Incurring ohliga:
tion, She altempted no barren de
ninls, She mnde po effort to pretend
he had not Incurred a tremendous debt
when she hind come with her platol, It
wns an unavoldable fact, A life for
n lfe Is the code of the mountaing,

“Twao things T must do hefore 1 ean
ever dure to die,” be told ber soberly,

“One of them I8 to pay you; the other
Is tn pay Cranston for the thing he
sald, Mnybe the chance will never
come for the first of the two; only I'l
pray that It will, AMaybe it would be
kintler to you to pray that [t wouldn't;
set 1 pray that it will! Maybe [ can
pay that debt only by belog nlways
ready, plways watchlng for o chnoce
o snve you from apy danger, ulways
trying to protect yon. You didn't
come In time to see the Oght 1 mnde,
Bestdes—] lost, nnd lttle else mnt-
tera,  And thnt debt to you can't be
pald untll gomethne I Oght ngnin—rfor
n=—nid win” He gasped from his
mkness, but went on bravely, *1'l
vir be able to feel nt penee, Snow.
il unttl P tested In the tire hefore
your eyes! | want to show sou the
things ston &nld of me are G
true—thnt my cuurnge will stand the
1est.

“It wonldn't be the same, porhaps
with an Enstern girl.  Other things
matter in the valloys, But | see how
it I8 here; that there s only one
standnrd for men ond by thai staml
nrd thoy rise or foll. Things In 1he
mountaing are down to the essen:
tinls*

He paused and  stroggled  for
strength to eontliue, “And 1 know
whnt you snld to him” he went on,
“Hulf-uncongelous ns [ was, 1 remem:
hor overy word. Ench word Just seems
to burn Into me, Snowbird, and I'1
wnke every one of them good, You
fald 1 am a better mun than he, and
sometime It would be proved—and It's
the truth! Maybe In n month, mnybe
in n year. 'm not golng to dle from
this molndy of mine now, Snowhipd,
I've got too mueh to live for—too
anny debts to pony. In the end, I'll
prove your words to him,"

Hls eyes grew enrment, nnd the hard
fire went out of them, “It's almost ns
If you were n queen, a real queen of
some grent kingdom,” he told her,
tremulous with o great awe that wns
stenling over him, ns o mist stenls over
water. “And becouse I hnd Kissed
vour ingers, for ever and ever 1 wns
your subjeect, Hiving only to Aght your
Aghts—mnybe with n dream In the
end 1o kiss your fngers ngaln.  When
you bent nnd kissed me on thnt hill-
gltle—for Him to see—[1 wis (lie gnme:
thot | was sworn to you., and nothing
muittered In my life except the sdrvice
and love 1 conld give you, And t's
mare then you ever dream, Bnowhird.
It's nll yours, for your hattles and
your happiness,”

The great plnes were sllent ahove
them, shndowed and dark.  Perhaps
they were lstening to an  nge-old
story, those vows of service and self-
gnlned worthh by swhich the race hns
struggled upward from the darkness,

“Put 1 klssed you--once before”
ghee remindid him,  The volea was
Juat o whigper, hurdly louder than the
stir of the lenves In the wind,

“But thnt kigs dldn't count.” he told
her. “It woasn't ar all the same, |
Toved yon then, T think., but it didn‘t
menn what it A1d today.”

“And what—=" she leaned townrd
him, her oyes full on his, “does It
mean pow 1"

“All that's warth while In life, all
thay matters when everything la anid

thiat enn bo gald, and all s done thot
eat he done,  And It menns, please
God, when the dehta are pald, that |
muy hnve soeh n loles gain” ‘

NGt untll then  she  told  bim,
whispering,

Wt then, 1 mnkd onath that |1
won't oven nsk 1, or recelve 1 IF you
shontd glve (L 1 goes too deep, donis
oil—nnd 1L menns oo mueh,"

This wns thelr pnet.  Not antll the
Aol wore pold ool hor word mnde
ool would those Hips b his ngnin,
There was no newd for further worils
Bath of thom knesw,

In the skles, the gray climds were
gothering ewiftly, as alwavs o thie
msantaing  The eilodrops were fnll-
g one and one, over the forest, ‘Phe
sumier was done, and full had comae
In earnest,

The ralns foll uneonsingly for seven
Mays: not o downponr but a eonstnnt
drigzle that wnde the distant  ridges
smoke, The parched earth seemad to

smnek (ts Hps, and Hietle eivaiots he |
gun to foll and tumble over the heds |

of the dry strenms, Al donger of fors
eal Mre was at onee romovid, and
Spnowhird was no longer newded as n
lookout on old Nald mountnin,  Bhe
went to her own home, her companion
brek to the volley : and now that il
slater hnd taken his ploce as honse-
keeper, T hnd gone down to the
lower foothills with a greal part of
the lve stock, Doan spent these rainy
Mays o toll on the hillsides, bullding
himself physieally so that he might
oy hils debits

(To he Continued)

The Circus.

Tho clowns disport themselves s of |

yore,  The band  plays s tuneful
musle, Acrobnts swing high on shinly
teupezes.  The elepheots go through
thelr ponderous moves, The senls Oop
thelr way to ehilldren's honrts, Al Is
th snme as Lwenty Yoiars ngo-—the
elreus does not ehinngee,

It with the passdng of the years
the effeet hons changwd, The trapplngs
st less bright., Thelr tnswdey tinsel
no longer sooms pure gold, The gualut
ness of exotle clonks oo longer trnns
ports the mind to farnwoy lanids, The
nerobnts seem wuch the snme ns those
the doally stnge brings us, The ole
plnnts, for ol thelr heavy tralolng,
st bt commonpinee, Fven the
clowns seem loss funny than In donys
gone by, Time hos passed, indeesd,

The elreus does not change, ot we,
feeling the heavy hand of poassing
time, hnve changed. No longer do we
feel s chilldren, Through the glamor,
wo st the silness,  Forsooth, sines
our ehllidhood diys, wo linve progross-
o), —Mlwnukee Journal,

Orris Found In Only Twuo Zones,

Orrln root, whish Is used ns 0 hiosls
of many perfnves, In ohialned only
imuand Florenes and In the nelghbor
hood of Yeronn,
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Put It In The Dalletin,

Wateh It grow, Having Is
made easy with one of onr little
home safes, For your chilldron's
wake, start them saving mopey
| In ane of our lHttle banks.—The

Fiest Natlonal Bank,
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If you plan to sell your car, buy a two-year battery

OU want snappy starting,
brilliant lights and sure-fire
ignition during the remaining
months you keep your car.
A two-year battery is the most

certain way to get it.

Do you want to be spared the expense
and annoyance of laying your battery
up for repairs?

A two-year battery will keep you away
from the repair shop.

Do you want to increase the resale price,
of the car? v
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is transferable. Your pur-
chaser is not buying an un-
known quantity, A two-
year battery increases resale
value just as surely as good
rubber and good paint.
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“CORD TIRE"” BATTE RY
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We are now offering a snappy reduction in the price

of new batteries.

Bend Battery Station

L. M. KING, Prop.
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