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The red mirage blinds Far
quhar's eyes when he sacrifices
himself to protect his father’s
memory, and to protect the girl
he loves. Nameless in the For
eign Legion, golng through
worse than death at the hands
of those who should have been
his friends, the mirage still
blinds him, and when the mi-
rage dissolves In the love and
sympathy of a real woman, it
seems too late., But you must
read the story to know how
completely a “perfectly good”
woman may ruin the life of an
Impulslve, chivalrous man, and
how a sympathetic, loving ene
may help him to life and hope
agaim
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CHAPTER I,
Beginnings.

“And s¢ you have really made up
your mind, Richard?"

“SYith your consent, mother."

Mra, Farqubar sighed and tapped an
tmpatient tattoo 'on the fender with her
wmall, well-shod oot

“My share in the mntter has not the
sllghtest Importance, Yon tmight have
gpared me the farce.”

“It's not a farce; as it happens, 1
want your consent. It's troe—['ll
marry withont it—Dbut It will make all
the difference to my happloess.'” Te
put his bead a lttle to one slde and
looked at ber whimslenily. *“Really,
mother, you are the list person to
blame me for falllng (p love. Tt was
your who taught me to adore the sex."

Bhe made no answer, But she
glnneed up at the tall Venetlan mirror
and ber mouth relaxed. She undonbt-
edly possessed a charm which made it
weam scnrcely eredible that the man
beslde her was her son. She was small
but beautifully made. She possessed
the nameleas quallty which. excuses
averything and has sent men Io all
agea from crime to great place and
from great place to the gallows, Rich-
ard Farquhar bore her no resembliance,
though It was concelvable that without
the wig nnd the coating of powder she
might have revenled # certaln simllar-
ity of coloring. HIs fice and brond-
shouldered, narrow-hipped figure re-
vealed race, also vigor nnd headstrong
temperament, which a pecullar light In
the eves accentuated, At the moment
his expresslon was gay, but It velled
excitement and something obstinately
resolved.

“You are & valn oll woman!" he
sald Mghtly, “T1 belleve you expected
me to be daneing at your apron strings
in blind adoration all my life.”

“1 did nothing of the sort. 1 wanted
yon to marry—but not 8ylvin Omney."

He looked at her In unconcealed sur-
prise, Posgibly her tone was new to
blm: It was sharp and ireitable; It re-
vealed her suddenly as an old woman,

“I think 1 must be rather llke my
father," he sald thoughtfully. "I don't
remember him, and [ have never seen
auything of his save an old letter to
you. Hers it I&" I'rom his breast
pocket le took out an old letter cov-
wred with yellow, faded writing and
unfolded it “It glves me a queer
feeling, too, when I rend it," he went
an glowly. “1 might have written it
myselt—to the woman 1 loved, He
must bave loved you madly, mother.
One feels In every line that you were
4 tellgion te him—that he would have
sold hlmself, body and soul—"

“Don't!" she lnterrupted sharply, an-
grily. Then she guve a shrill, unstendy
little langh.

“My poor Richard! Yes, you are ke
bith—very like him. But If It's the
wrong woman—what then?"

“Of course, it must not be the wrong
womnn," he sald slowly, “But my fa-
ther chose rightly, as 1 know [ have
chosen. 1 bave chosen & womnn after
tils own heart—Syivla Is lke you,
mother.”

“Byivin I8 like me?" She lifted her
{aded, still beantlful eyes to his face.
“Yes, | suppose she ls—wliat men call
s womanly womnan. God help men
from what they eall womanly women.
Well"—she turned away with & care
less, almost contemptuous movement
of the shoulders—"1 can't save you.
Take my blessing, Richard. That's
what you want, lso't it

“Thank you, [ may bring Sylvia to
see youl”

“Of course. Sylein and 1 get on very
wall. Has anythiog been heard of the
brother?

“I don't think so.
tonight.”

*Oot his throat probably.” B8he
glanced brek at him with a curious lit-
t'e smile on her colorless face, “All the
sams, Sylvia Is lucky. 1 am rather
proud of you myself, Richard. You
wre the only man [ know who dresses
in perfect taste without looking a vul-
gar noodle. Good night” {

Bhe kissed him burriedly aa be
e deor open for ber, and for an In-
-start she looked up luto his face with

But I shall hear

n earfous half-tender, half-whimslcal
grimace, Then she was gone.

An hour later Richard Farquhar en-
tered the Omneys’ drawing room. He
founid his host by the freside, o some-
what lone figure with the white, thln
fade of a man never wholly at rest
Hle greeted Farquhar eagerly and
nervously, We—I expected you be-
fore—"

“I have been kept at Aldershot,”
Fargubar answered. “1 came my first
free evenlog, I can't tell you how
keen I have been to spe you both
agaln—and to hear your newa.'

The elder mun seemed to shrink to-
gether, He glunced nervopsly over his
shoulder, and his face wis gray and
sunken.,

“There Is no news, Farqubar. We
traced him to Marsellles, and then fol-
lowed & wrong scent over to Oran and
further south. It all came to nothing—
the wrong fellow all the time. It
broke me up. I've lost bope—all hope,
Farquhar"

“He will come back," the other sug-
gested,

"No, no; he wis reckless nnd obatl
nate and—a bit of a coward. e
couldn’t face the dlsgrace—Ne left that
to us—and he couldn't face me. 1 dure
say 1 was harsli—but I swenr T didn't
deserve this, And now 1 hive to lle
and pretend and play this confonnded
comedy. People—the few who belleve
—will tell you that my son I8 sheop
farming (o Australin. Farqubor, what
In heaven's name possesses o man to
want chiidren? Mine bave been g
curge—"

“You hnve your daughter” was the
sharp Interruption,

The banker glaneced at the man be-
glde him. The thin, bronzed fuce was
slightly flushed, and there wos a five
in the passlonnte eyes which seemed to
panse the observer a new emotion. Ile
turned awwuy, his thin features twisted
Itito a wry simile,

“Yes—1 bave Sylvia—naturally she
ls & great comfort. Dut she 1s young—
you must always remember that, and
one must Judge youth by other stand-
urds, We must not expect too much,”

“One might expect overything of
Sylvia," Farguhar responded gravely,

Again the swift, anxlous glance
swept over his fuce.

“Al, yes, you are young yoursell.
Well, I suppose you want fo see her;
I won't detaln you. You will find her
in the Hbrary, looking out some old
printa for a well-Intentioned futurist.
We have become artistle, you know."

If there was a covert sneer In he
Inst words Ferqubar wias not In a po-
sition to notlee it, for he had wiready
begun to tross the room. One or two
people spoke to him, bot he answered
absently, and they dld wot detain hin,
A palr of henvy tapestry curtaing sepn-
rated the so-called library from the
drawing room. Fe pushed them softly
uslde and entered.

Bylvia Omney stood nt the long table
benenth the subdued cluster of electric
lght, her head bowed, ler baek toward
him. She dld not seem to hear his en-

trance, for she did not move, and he
did not seek to eall her attention. She
was not looking at the great folio
which lay sprend out before her, but
staring slghtlessly Into the shudows,
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4gylvia,” He Sald Brokenly,

her cheeks bathed In color, her llps
parted In breathless antlcipation. A
moment later she lifted her hands to
her face, nnd he suw that she trembled.
He knew then thut she was consclous
of his presence, and that that same
awe and dread of thelr dawnlng happl-
ness held her as it had held him In
paralyzed walting.

“8yivia,” be sald brokenly.

Bhe did not turn. She looked up,
and In the glass thelr eyes met. The
color hail fed, leaving her whiter than
the dead purity of her dress; her juw
had dropped. For an {nstant It seemed
to him that a vell bad been torn from
Ler face, leaving it piteously distorted.

“gelvis!” he repeited In e changed
tone,

She turned then with a little stiffed
gusp. Her hapd with the Ince hand-
kerchilef had flown (o ber lips in an
Instinctlve effort at concealment.

“Oh" she sald under her breath.
“You! Oh, Richard!"

He sttode across the room to her
aide. He selzed her hands and kissed
them In a stormy outhreak of passion
which seemed terrlfy her &he
shrank from him, vainly trying to free
himselt.

“0Oh, Richard—don't—you must he
more careful—we are not alone—there
are people—"

He langhed up at her. His eyes wore
alight. The subdued flleker of reck-
jessness, never wholly absent, blaxed
up In defiance of her white timidity.

YT know there are prople—hundreds
of them—somewhors down In thut dull
old world which we've left miles Dhe-
peath, Yes, I dore say, T nm a little
mad. 1 feel it—U'm glad of It It's
good fo be mad llke this—" Spddenly
her expresalon penetrited his intoxiea-
tion. He stopped short. “Sylvia—
you're not 117" he sald roughly.

£he shook her head, half smiling,
half tearful.

“You may not care what people
think, but I do—all nlee women do.
Wa are not properly engnged. You

forgel iat”

A story of great
love and great
hate. Heart-
stirring inter-
est in every
chapter.

He nodded, his eyea fixed on her
half-averted face |

“Perhaps you are right—women are |
different. In their love and In their
rellglon they seek the outward, visible
slgns. 1 have brought the visible signs
with me' He pot bis band to his
pocket and drew out a small case,
which he opensd and placed on the
table before Mor. “That Iy my first
girt,” he sald simply. As though drawn
agalnst her will, she torned. Her eyes
rested on the ring In ity cold. gray
setting, and thelr puplls dilated with
an amnged Involuntary dlspleasnre, 1t
wis o slngle, flawless emerald, square
eut and set In a narrow band of sap-
phire,

Farquhar took It from Ita cnse nnd
held it out to her,

“You don't understand. 1t can't be
Just now. It's as though we were re-
joleing In the midst of a terrible grief.
Surely you have heard 1"’

T know that your brother hng not
been found,” he answered enrnestly,
“l know that he was—is very dear to |
you, Why should that ¢ome between
us now 1"

"Because—" She made n
feeble gesture of despalr, and
went on brenthiessly.
myself, Rlchard.

Ittle,
then
“It's not for
There s my futher
to be conslilersd.  Hobeet's loss has
broken his heart. He is Hl—you must
have seen that—l1 ean't tell him that 1
am going to lenve him—"

*1 don’t ask It of you, 1 shull be
patlent. T shall walt a year—two
years, hut you can't keep me on the
outside of your life while I walt. You
belong to me—yon ghve yourself to
me, I don't clsim more than you gave
—I wouldn't elaim that mueh 1t 1
saw it was oot for your happiness—
and now I hwld you above my life, my
honor—"

“Oh, hush! hush!" She looked at
him with terrified, beseeching eyes,
“Plense don't say that—I don't want to
hepr It, Richard. It sounds so—wild
and mad, and your eyes frighten me,
Be reasonable and gentle—dear."

The hard lines of violence smoothed
themselves from his foce s If by .0
miracle, With an almost feminthe teo-
derness he took ber ley hand between
his own and chafed 1t."

“Forglve me—1 think 1 have a devil
In me, 8ylvia, a lttle blagk fend that
drives me—well, to the very devll, in
fact." He stopped, his eyes narrow-
ing as though at some vislon whicl he
conld not fully face, “T€ 1 lost you—
Sylvin, what |s the matter?' He looked
nt her more Intently, and then, with a |
sudden flush of perception. "Something
hig happensd—out there In Alglers,
Whnt?"

She dld not answer, Bhe was not
even looking at him. Following her
glance, he turned slowly on his heel. A
man who had stood hesitatlng on the
threshold now came townrd them, his
band extended.

“Forglve me, Miss Omney. 1 inter-
rupted, but I understood that I should
find you here, and 1 could not walt
You see, | am punctua! to the hour
and to the day.”

He spoke in English, with a faint
accent that wis not displeasing. Rich-
ard Farquhar drew baek. The vehe-
mence had vanished from his manner,
lenving bim curlonsly at ease. Sylvia
Omney glavesd at him, swiftly, with
an almost childish appeil and fear,

“Richard, this Is Captain Arnaud,
We met out in Alglers, Captaln Ar-
naud—thly s Mr. Purqubar.”

Both men bowed., The Frencliman
smiled with cordial recognition,

*1 bave heard your name often, Mr.
Farqubar, You are what s called nn|
old playfellow, are you not—a privi-
leged position?”

For an lnstant Farguhar walted, his
eyes fixed on the girl's white fuce, She
did not look at him or speak.

“Indecd, most privileged.”

He picked up the emerald ring and
sllpped It earelessly back into his
pocket.

It Is a pity that some persons
lack the tact to break unhappy
news Inoftensively. Perhaps it
is thoughtiessnees that is re-
sponsible for a good deal of the
sadness in the world—especially
In the cases of spoiled women
who play with the affections of
men whose love s deep.

How much sorrow might have |||
been saved If between Sylvia
and Richard there had been
really a mutual thoughtfulness
and effort to spare heartbreak
and soul-misery—than which
thers Is no greater misery.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Able to Defy Burglars.

The story of the strong room 18 noth.
ing more than one long fight between
the sufemaker and the burglar. But
at last the vault maker would appear
to have won, and It Is the boast ull
experts that many of the strong rooms
tound In the more uplodate safe de
posits, banks and other Institutions
ure not only burglarproof, but proof
against attsek by armed mobs and
also from earthquake shocks, Thelr
great steel walls are absolutely un-
drillable on aceount of the hardness of
the metal employed, while by welding
the plates together it la virtually im- |
poesible to burn through them.

Then, by means of time and com-
bination locks, It {8 imponsible to open
the doors without a key and a knowl-
edge of the combination, once they
are closed. As a further precautlon,
many of these strong rooms are 80|
designed that an electrical alarm u|
sounded should attack be made upon
them, or the hasement in which they
are situated is flooded with water the |
moment thelr mechanism I8 tampered ]

with. |

- west and south. North of the fortress,

| best of these routes Into Turkey leads

| sfan capital, Teheran,

| wlone a famous but battered stone lion,

ViCw OF ERZERUM

HERE the Armenlan platean
becomes a bleak complex of
gorge &nd mountain I8

traced the present boundary
lIne between the Russian Caucasus and
Turkey in Asia, and the |lsrgest eity
snd the allimportant fortress on this
strong natural frontier {8 Erzerum,
which guards the one convenlent way
through the ragged helghts to the fat-
lnnds of Mesopotamiz and the lower
hills of eastern Asin Minor, and which
recently was caplured by the Russians,
The heginning of history finds this
city a military station and a point of
conslderable strategleal value; it 1s
the Armenian fortress of Garln Kalakh
of antiguity, the Arablan ralding buse
of Kalikale, the Hyzantine frontier
post, Theodosiopolls, -
The Russians have twiee decided
wars against Turkey in their favor by
capture of Erserum, and each time
Erderum has been Landed back in the
peace arrangements, says a writer for
the National Geographic soclety.
While the attacks of the Russinns
against the fortress In 1877 were un.
successful, thelr occupatfon of the
town during the nrmistice of February,
1878, finally brought the Turks to ac
eepl the terms of peace. The assault
and capture of the fortress by the
Russian genernl, Paskevich, in July,
1829, decided the campalign in Asia.
Erzerum bars the roads from Kars
and other points on the frontier.
These ways follow the valley of the
Arag rivea through the high moun
tains and from Erzerum branch north,

leagues of impassable mountains ex-
tend from deep in Turkish Armenia to
beyond the Russia border. To the
south, an equally mountalnous coun:
try I8 broken through by rare, miser
able tralls, In Lthe extremea south, near
the Perslan-Turkish border, one of the

through the country near Lake Van.
Fine Setting but Dirty City.

Situnted st tho eastern end of an
open, treeless plain, 30 miles long and
12 milea wide, and surrounded on all
gldes by lofty mountiins, steep to
thelr bases, Erzerum enjoys a splen-
did setting. Within the town, en
clroled by an earthen encelnts, how:
aver, appearances are cramped, unfa-
vorable, and gloomy. The streéets are
many slzes too emall according to the
western measure, and they lack utter
Iy In stabllity of direction. Moreover
they are badly drained and dirty, and
the houses by their side do not add
cheer with thelr old, unvaried focades
of dark gray volcanle gtone.

The town has always enjoyed a
fairly prosporous transit trade, for
it Is on the mein overiand route from
Treblzond to northwest Persia and to
the trade centers of the southern Cau
casus, A good road leads from Erze-
rum down to the coast at Trebizond,
and the jJourney can be made by cnr-
riage In five or elx days., The pluace
has also been noted from early times
for the guality of Ita brass and copper
work. Wheat, barley, millet, aund veg-
gtables are grown In the country
around, and sheep are pastured. The
population of the town is 43,000, of
which one-quarter is Aricenian,

Hamadan, the Treasure City.

Another Interesting city that has
fallen into the hands of the Russinns
is Hamadan, the trensure city of the
great Achaemenian kings, identifled
with the resplendent Ecbatana of the
Greek writers. The anelent city lles
188 miles west-southwest of the Per

All vestiges of the by-gone glory of |
the place have heen destroyed. save |
which lea in zomber, mutilated deso |
Ilation fat upon the plain near the ruad
leading to Ispahan. The old lon has
jagted through all the agen of Hama.
din, o guardian genjus of the town;

for it was set up as a tallsman to pro-
tect the wallg of the city, The lion's
fate and the clty's fate were connected
in a prophecy that the elty and Its peo-
plo would be safe so long as the lon
was not thrown down or broken. The
tallsman today enjoys a superstitions
veneration; mothers bring thelr
babies o kiss the hugh carven face
and pllgrims place offerings of Slona
before it.  According to one traditon,
thy lion was set up to frighten away
the gevere winters of Hamadan,

The name of the ety can ba truced
back to earliest times, and It mesns
literally “a place of meeting of many
wnys." In the caye of the chiy's
splendor the most prominent high-
wiye of the glvillzéd world crossud
bere, It 1a etill & moeting place of
many highwaya from many parts of
the Persinn kingdom, and the chief
gtation on the road from Peraly to
Bagdad and to the Perslan gull. It
has thus been able to maintaln a
scrap of Its old prestige ns A place of
wealth and ns o ety loportant in
Porglen commeroe and industry.

Its Leather Goods Are Famous,

T'he leather made in Hamadan |s o
demand throughout the East, and great
cuantitles of It are exported, un-
worked and in che fprms of saddies,
harnesses, trunks and other leather
urticles, Felt goods and copper uten.
sils are made, and & flourishing transit
trade brings Its tolls to the eily's
40,000 people.
and well-stocked bazars, and more
than 40 caravapserics. Among the
few concesslons that the hoary “Lreas-
ura city of the king of the kings of
kings"” has grudgingly made to the
nervous, restless civilization of the
West are a post and n telegraph office,

Hamadan s situated at the north-
eastern fool of Mount Alvand, whose
granite walls rise to a helght of 11,
400 feet. The city itselt has an ele-
yation of 5,080 feet, and a level plain,
16 miles in length and 10 miles in
breadth, spreads beforo it like a gar
den, Barley, wheat, frults, vegetubles
and the scarlet poppy plant are grown
In profusion here.

Crooked nlleys, dirty walks and
street wayd, squalld houses and dingy
brown neglect effectually suppress
memories of the city's former great-
ness, when It was the home of liings,
the seat of fabulous riches, a fore
most display city of the world whose
buildings were frotted with gold and
wliyer, and the home of such riotous
fuxury ng the world has never seen
tgain and as modern efvillzation has
forgotten how to provide, All luxu.y
hns depacted from Hamadan: but
then the city |8 supposed (o have
pussged 1ts three thousandth annlier
sary, an age wt which the giddy pléas
ures of youth are no .onger tempting,

Hommannirarl, whose Ereniest
claim to fame {8 that lie wns the hus-
band of Que-n Semiramis, begun the
long centurleés of royal pitronage Lhat
bullt up Hamadan, and hls renowned
queen, Semiramis, u.ched the place
upon its brilllant esreer,  Hamadan
steadily grew in wealth and fayor,
added ever new sprendors to its b
lle works, state bui'dings and private
palaces, erocted columns and arcudes
overiald with plates of gold and sllver,
constructed a cost'y roynl home of
cedar and eypress woods, aad planted
famous gardens. Most of this wealth
wns looted by Alexander the Great,
wpose men carried svvay a Lreanure
vast even for the presont pge of
wenlth. Following Alexandar, Antl:
gonus, Salwens, Nieator and  An
toeh & the Great plundered horo, wnd,
aocortding to Polzblug the dréel hig
torian, there remalued In Hamadan
n wenlth equ.! to 4,000 talents ($4.
7a0.000  for the last plunderer.

Daily Thought.
In this world & man must he either
anvil or hammer.—Longfollow,

Conaiderate.

“sgorrowd come not single sples,
but in buttallons,' ” remarked the map
wha quotes Shakespeare on the slight-
est provocation,

“How do you feel this morning?”
asked his friend, somewhat Irrelevant

“Phat's how 1 feel”
“Uim. 1 wes shout to ask you for

the loan of $5, but rather than join'a
buttalion, I'll tackle somebody alun,"

|
Her Favorite Adjective,

“This is a perfactly splendid hook™ |

"“Why so, Asphodelin?”

“rhe Herolne wedrs the lovellest
clothes, and ghe's In love with the
toveliest man and always has the love.
et times."

"Umph! And how about ths au
thor's llterary style?”

"Oh—er—that's lovely, too."

Mystery of Woman.

A Mstingulshed physjcian says thera
{8 no such thing as & normal woman.
We presume that what the doctor
means to say I8 thal women are oor
wally abhormal,

About Right.

“Who ean tel]l me what |8 the capital
of Mexico™ usked the teacher.

“1 ean,” snld Johnny Jones, who had
hesrd his father dipcussing the affairs
fn our sister republie only tho night
before,

"Very well, Johnny,
capital of Maexico?"

“About thirty cents™

What s the

At the Modern Opera.
Patienee—"You suy you heard Mme.
Highsea In vaudeville today?” Patrice
“You: first time she's been beard lo
this country.” Patience—"Nonsense!
Bhe gang In this country in opera for
two years) Patrlee—"Yes, she wus
in opers, but everybody thlks at the

opara, and noboldy beard her"

Sporting Offer.

1 want to Lelp you," sald & be
nevolent man who had been accosted
by & tramp, “but if I give you & dims
I'm afraid you won't put it to a good

use,” ‘Well,"” replied tho tramp, "tbat |

uin't enough ter do much harm with,
or much good elther, so take a chance,

gov'nort™

There nre extensive |

* VEBKS TRUSTE

By CLARISSA MACKIE.

(Copyright, 105 by the McClure News-
paper Syndicate,)
When Judge Linwood died hie large

estate was left in trust to his only
child, Vera, who, now doubly or
phaned, went to live with her aunt
Mra, Henry Hendrick,

The Hendricks entertained lavishly
and spent money recklessly, so that
when Henry Heodrick's money van-
ished, together with most of Vera's
fortune, that unfortunnie gentleman
promyitly took blmelf out of the world,
leaving his widow to open a fashion-
uble bourding house n the suburbs.

As for Vera, she had deelded to go
West and clalm possession of the old
Golden Eagle wine, which her father
had left n trust for her. The westem
trustee wos his old friend, Anthouy
Burgesa, and it wns through Anthony
Durgoess that Vera recelved the semis
annual dividends which now constitut-
od her sole income.

“But, my dear child,” protested Mrs,
Hendrick tearfully, “you can't go out
there slone! Why, you've uever oven
seen this Burgess man!"

“That he was father's friend
speaks suficiently in his favor, Auunt
Emily, and, besides, 1 shall only stop
In Eagle City a short time. There ls
an excellent hotel there”

“I am afraid to have you travel
alone,” objectsd Mrs, Hendrick.

"Nonsense; 1 nm tweinty-one, and
father trusted me thoroughly. You
forget that | once spent éix weeks at
Engle City,"

“But your father was with you."

“Yes, Aunt Mmily, but 1 shall get
along nicely. 1 thought perhaps that
thore might ba some business cone
nectad with the mine that 1 might
learn—that | might become n real
| business woman—not & drone living
on the Incowe father leit me, 1 want
{10 be useful™
| “Have your own way, child," sighed
the widow plaintively. "1 ean't say
too much, Vera, because my poor Hen-
ry's slipshod businoss methods lost
your fortune as well ns our own, |
told your father not to make Hanry
your trustea. As for the other trus-
tee—have you evor seen Mr. Burgess!"

“He was In Mexico when father and
I were in Eagle City."

“I hopn he |8 trustworthy?" was
Mra, Hendrlek's Anal remark,

- . L] L] L] - L ]

Eagle City basked In the warmth
of an Inilian summer day. Vera loved
the frosh, swoeet mountaln alr and the
lowlying hazo reddened by the sun.

“Durgess?” repeated the lantern-
lawed stage driver as Vera made i
quirtes. “Anthony Burgess? Oh, he
lives over beyond the mountain.”

“How shall I reach his place?”

"Stopping in the ity

“Yed; tike me to the best hotol,
ploase,”
| “Ihat will ba Mrs. Lizaie Smith's,

ma'anm. To got to Burgess' you'll have
(to get a hoss, Can you ride?”

“Oh, yos."

“Then going will bo casy., A good
hons will take you and most anybody
will p'int out the trall to the Golden
Eagle. 1 suppose you've heard of the
| lucky strike there?"
| “No, Do you mean that they have
discoversd more gold?"

“That's right. Struck the richest
vein evor found hersabouts. Beems
it'a faded out in Burgess' own mine,
the Double Eagle, and the lead has
boen uncovered in the Golden Engle,
There's been n regular stampede for
theas parts {n the past week."

“And the new discovery has made
Mr. Burgess poor?’ asked Vera,

“Almost, He wasn't expecting It,
you sep, ma'am, and he's been laylng
out a lot of money on his own mine;
he's trusteo for some folks back Haat,
who own the Golden Eagle, 1f he was
anything except tho strulghtest man
Qod ever made he could help himgslf
|out of the Golden Eagle and nobody

wonld ovor he the wiser.”

Vorn wos thoughtful the rest of the
| day. She spent a restful night at Mra,

Suwith's homallke holel, aud the next
dny she hired & horse to ride over the
| nountain.

“You''l not want to go alone, honay,"
afdmonighed Mrs. Smith,

Vera displayed the litle six-shooter
which her father had taught her to
une.

“l am not afraid,” she lnughed, and
rode nway,

Down the street she met the stage
|dr!\nr; he pulled In his steaming
horges and held up n warning bhand,

"Not going over the mountuin anlone,
are youl" he anled.
| "Yes, | am notafrald,” she assured
| him
“There's likely to be rovgh charne-
| tern ghout,” Tt warned hor, “It's pay
| duy at the Gelden Eagle and there's
[n rimor that some of the Rio gang
| nre gelig to hold up the paymaster,
You batter walt till tomorrow."

“Hut womenne had better warn the
poymaster,” prolested Vera,

"Uurgoea las been warned, but he
aln't the kind to heed such n warning:
he dou't know what fear {8, doggone
Wim!" And the stage rumbled on,

Vera followod the trall winding up

through the hills. She did pot meet
| anyone, and although her surefooted
pony sometimes stopped nnd sniffed
ingquiringly at the underbrush or
Yeapedup rocks along the way, she
could not guess that the animal in-
stinetiyely kmew that thers were men
lorking, ambushed, waiting for the
paymuster of the Golden Eagle,

At lust ghe wlimpsed o dark, svil
| fuce ®a 1L disappearsd bshind a rock,
nnd sba was glad that she eould com-
mant hor fedtuares o that the man
could not gueas ahe had seem him,

Bhe must go hack along the way
whe had ecue and warn the paymaster
of the mpending danger, Yot the
men in ambisk must not know that
she was suspicizim

Bhe swuoug her pony aboot and
honmwesd o gay Hitle tune as she roda
down 1 trall; she talked to the pony
In huptering acvents.

*UOh, Nicedemims  Alexauder," she
oighed, T could remain on this moun-
talnelda all day and admire the view,
but you must et mo back to town for
diansr: I'm bungry”

=¢ she rode back along the down-
wurd trull, Loplog to meel the pay-
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master 4t the round of every gurve
In the rond.

At last, far below, she glimpred a
black horse flying nlong the trafl and
u rider who seemed part of his 'eau
tiful mount,

“He doesn't ride ke an old man*
she thought with quickening pulses,
“Porhaps he 18 one of the Rio gang."

Far down the mountsin side she
met the rider, a tall, sunbrowned man,
whoso saddlebags wore well filled. Ha
looked curfously at her as she ap
proached.

“Are you Mr. Burgess?" she asked
breathlessly.

“Yes," he smiled, sweeplng off his
hat.

“And you are paymaster of the
Golden Eagle?™ .

Ha looked sharply at her.

“Why do yon nsk that? hs de
manded bluntly,

“Because you are in danger—they
are walting for you up yonder—" And
hastily she told him of the evil face
she had sesn and of the warning
utterad by the stage driver.

“1 was warned,” he admitted, “but
I didn't take much stock In it—¢hey've
been threatening to hold me up for
the past year. I've got to get the
money to the bhoys—they'll be rioting
if they don't get it,” he ended rue-
fully.

“Can’t you transfer the money to
my saddlebags and let me follow you
up the trail? Then, it they want you
to throw up your hands, you can, and
before they discover that your bags
are empty I can ride on to the mine,
They won't hurt you?" she asked anx-
lously.

“No—all they want ls the money,”
ho assured her, “But I can't permit
you to endanger your life."

“It's for my own interests,” she
sald ealmly; “I am Vera Linwood."

“Vera Linwool—why, Miss Linwood,
I was golng East next weok to see you.
The Golden Eagle has developed an-
other rich veln™

"And the Double Eagle has lost one,”
ghe sald significantly,

“You know, then?"

“l heard yesterday and I am 8o
sorry—I feal llke a robber myself—
the owner of a pirate mine!"

“That's miner's luck., Come, lot us
get along, if we must. Just put these
packages in your saddlebage—so, and
Il stuft mine with gross, Ride on
ahead and don't worry. It will come
out all right!" He slapped her pony's
flank and mounted his black and fol-
lowed. .

When Vera pnssed the ambush she
was talking to her pony as before.

“Onee more, Nicodemus Alexander!™
she threatened. “I will rids to the top
of the hill; then down again for din.
ner!" Bhe paseed the ambush and
walted breathlessly around the bend
of the trall. Somewhere near by she
heard the pounding of the ore-crush-
ors and she knew that she was near
the mines.

Below she henrd the tread of Bur-
gass' horse, followed by a sharp com-
mand, & momentary silence, und then
the murmur of other volees. The hold-
up had happenad and they ware going
through the mine owner's pockets and
searching his saddlebags for the Gold-
on Eagle's pay roil

Nicodemus Alexander was smitten
with indignant surprise when his
rider suddenly Jabbed her sharp heel
into his flank,

He bounded up the trail, his hoofs
scattering the stones underfoot. In
a flurry of dust, horse and rider ap-
peared st the office of the Golden
Eagle.

A dozen men surrounded Vera.

“Mr. Burgess—held up—help him"
sho gasped, and tumbled from her
pony,

There was & shout of anger as the
miners grabbed thelr weapons and
dashed down the trafl to meet the pay-
mastor,

Vera leaned davedly against the of-
fiece door and stared at the blood
trickling down the sleove of her white
blouse.

“Someono must have fired at me"
sghe smiled faintly,

“The plucky lttle angel!” exclaimed
ono roughly dressed man as he led
her {nside the bullding,
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Weeks aftorward Mrs, Henry Hen
drick reread a letter from Vera. It
was dated from Engle City.

“Dear Aunt Emily,"” wrote Vera, "1
will be home in another week—and [
shall bring my husband with me.
Don't faint, poor, dear muntie; be Is
the most splendid man. You can never
guess, so | must tell you that 1 am
marrying Anthony Burgess, the son of
father's old frlend, my trustée. The
trusteoship hes been transferred to
young Anthony because his father ls
dead, and Anthony says it 1s perfectly
natural that we should bave met and
loved and married, for now he ecan
continue (he trusteeship forever. And,
best of all, you are to give up the
boarding houss and return here with
us, It you will, for the Golden Eagle
has developed wonderful riches, and
Anthony’s mine bas a new vein of
gold and wo are all going to be very
rich indeed. And Anthony wants me
to add a postseript that we are rich
in each other and richer In happiness
than all the goid in the world could
supply!®

One on the Fat Man,

Fat Man i{n Tram Car—Why doa't
one of you young gentlemen get up
and let one of theso ladies sit down?

Ons of the Young Gentlemen—Why
don't you get up and let them all sif
down ?—London Punch.

Indecorous Dug.
“Mary, did you take Trix out for
& walk?"
“Yis, mum. Buot it wasn't a bit of
use, mum."”
“Why not?"
“Sha ran ivery fut of the way."

Net Inclined to Study,

“Don't you think you ought to give

more attention to political economy 1™

“No,* sald Sepator Sorghum; “if &

man hopes to succead in politics out

fn my town he doesn’t want to egonos
miza

A Simllar Result.
“Hubby, If you had pever met me
would you have loved me?*
“1 don't know about that. But [
supposs | would have been just am

coer'y In debd” '
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