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ertion,

dolight to him, the play of soft reds

CHAPTER 111

Dan Falling was really not badly
hart. ‘The quiek, Iashing blows had
not done more than severely hrilse
the Nesh of his face; and the mists of
uneonscloysness that had heen fulling
over Lim wers more nearly the result
of his own tremendous physicsl ex.
Now these mists were rising,

"flo—go away,” the girl was com
manding. 1 think yoo've killed him*

an opened his eyes to find her
kneeling close healde him, bot sl
ecovering Cranston with her pistol. Her
hand wan resting on his hrilsed cheek
He eouldnt have belleved that o ho
man face eould ba an white, while life
stll remained, on hers was then, Al
the lovely tints that had been such »

and browns, had faded as an after
glow fades on the siow,

Dan's glance moved with hers fo
Cranston,  He was standing enxily at
» distance of o dosen feet | and except
for the falntest tremble all over his
body, & muscular reaction from the
violence of his pussion, he had entire
ly regaloed his self-comiposure. This
wis quite churncteristie of the moun.
tnln wen, They share with the bensis
a pPasston of Uving that Is whally an-
known on the platos; but yet they have
a cartaln qualily of Imperturbmbilinty
known nowhere else. Nor In It Himited
to the natlve-born mountaineers. No
man who Intlmately knows s member
of that eurfoun, keen.eyed little armny
of oaturalists and blg-game hunters
who go to the north woods every fall,
as regularly and scemingly as Inex
Orably ns the waterfowl go In spring.
ean doubt this fact, They seem 1o
have acquired from the silence and
the snows an lmpregnation of that
sternal cnlm and Imperturbability that
s the wilderness Itself. Cranston
wann't In the least afrald. Fear Is
usunlly & matter of uncertainty, and
be koew exactly where he stood,

It Is extremely doubtful If a plaine-
man would have possessed this knowl-
edge. But a plalnsman has oot the
knowledge of life ltself that the moun-
talneer has, simply because he doen
not see It In the mw, And be has not
half the Intimate knowledge of denth
ag  absolute requisite of self-com-
posure, The mountaineer knows life
In its simple phases with Hitle tradi
tlon or couvention to blur the vision.
Death 1a a very Intimate acqualntance
that may be met In any snowdrift, on
any rocky trall; and these conditions
are very deadly to any delusions that
tie has in regard to hlmself. He ac
quires an ability to see just where he
stands, and of course that menans self-
possesalon, This quality hud something
to do with the remarknble record that
the mountaln men, such as that mag
alficent warrior from Tennessee, made
io the late war,

Cranston knew exactly what Bnow-
oird would do. Although of a higher
order, the was a mountaln creature,
even an himself, She meant exnctly
what she said. If he badn't climbed
Trom Dapn's prone body, she would
have shot quickly and very siraight. If
he tried to attack elther of them now,
her finger would press back before he
could blink an eye, and she woulin't
weep any hystarical tears over his
dead body. If be kept bis distance,
she wouldn't shoot st all, He meant
to keep bis distance, But he did know
that he could Inwult her without dan-
ger to himeelf, And by now his lips

had ncquired thelr old curl of scorn,
“I'il go, Bnowbird,” he sald. “T1
leave you with your sissy. Dut I guess

you waw what | 910 w hilm-—In twe
minutes”™

“l saw. But you must remember
he's siek, Now go”

“if ha's sk, et Wi siay In bed—
and have n wel nurse. Maoybe you can
b thet™

The Hds drooped halfway over her
gray eyes, and the siim foger curisd
more tightly about the trigger. “Oh,
I wish 1 eould shoot you, Bert!™ she
wild. She didu't whisper 1, or hiss i,
or huel 1L, or do any of the things most
peaple are supposed to do In moments
of violent emotion. She slmply aald
it, and her wmeaning was all the
clearer,

“Nut you can't,  And I'll pound thal
milk-sop of yours to n jelly every time
I ses him, I'd think, Snowbird, thet
you'd want a man.”

He started up the trall; and then
ahie did a strange thing, “He's more of
n man than you are, right now, Bert”
she told him, “He’ll prove It some
dny.” ‘Then her arm went about Dan's
neck and lifted his head upon her
hreant; and in Cranston's plain sight,
she bent and kissed him, softly, on
the lipa.

Cranston's apswer was an oath. It
dripped from his lips, more polsonous,
mare mallclous than the venom of o
snake. s features seemed to tight.
en. the dark lips drew away from his
toeth. No words could bave mnade
him sueh ap effective answer an this
little metion of hers, And as he turned
up the trall, he enlled down to her
a name—that most dreadful eplthet
that foul tongues hove always used
to women held ln greatest scorn.

Dan struggled In her arms.  The
kiss on his lips, the Instant before,
tnd not called him out of his haif-
consclousnesa. 1t had scarcely seemed

real, rather fust an Incident In a blles
ful dream. But the word ealled down
the trall shot out clear and vivid frowm
the silence, Just as a physician’s face
will often leap from the darkness nf-
ter the anesthesla. Somethipg Infinite-
Iy warm and tender was holding him,
pressing him back agninst n holy place
that throbbed and gave him life and
strength; but he kngw that this word
had to be answered, And only actions,
not other words, could be Its payment.
All the volces of his body ealled to
him to We still, but the volees of the
spirit, those higher, nobler promptings
from which no man, to the glory of
the breed from which be sprung, can
ever quite escape, wero stronger yel
fle tugged npward, straining. But he
didn't even have the strength to break
the hold that the soft arm had about
his neck.

“Oh, If 1 could only pull the trig-
ger!”™ she was crylng. “If 1 could
only kil him—*

“Lot ma" he plended,
the pistel. Tl kIl hiw=—"

And he would, There was no flinch-
Ing In the gray eyes (hat looked up
to her, She leaned forward, as If to
put the weapon In his hands, but at
once drew It back. And then n single
sob caught at her throat, An Instant
inter. they heard Cranston's lsughter
as he vanished around the turn of the
trall.

For Iong minutes the two of them
were still, The girl still held the man's
hend upon her breast, The pistol hnd
fallen in the pine needies, and her
nervous hand plucked strangely at the
leaves of a mountain flower, To Dan's
eyos, there wan something teancelike,
a hint of paralysis and lnsensibllity
about her posture. e had never seen
ber eyes ke thia. The lght that he
hod always beheld tn them had van-
tshed. Thelr uttor darkness startied
him.,

e st 8p straight, and her arm that
nad been about his neck feit at her
side. He took her hand fAirmly In bis,
and thelr eyes mol

“We must go home, Snowbird." he
told her stmply. “I'm not so badly
hurt but that 1 ean mnke it

She nodded; but otherwise scearcely
seemed 1o hear, Her eyes still flowed
with darkness. And then, before his
own oyes, thelr dark puplls began to
contract, ‘The hand he held filled and
throbhed with life, and the fingers
elosed around his, She lenned toward
him,

“Listen. Dnn™ she sald quickly,
“You heard-didn't you—the Inst thing
that be sald?”

“1 couldn't help but hear, Snow-
bird™

flor other hand wsought for his
“Then If you heard—payment must be
mnde. You sve what 1 mean, Dan,
Maoybe you can't see, knowing the girls
that live on the plaine.  You were the
cause of his saying It, and you must
unwswor—" .

It seemer to Dan that some stern
sode of the hilla, unwritten except In
the hoarts of thelr children, inexorable
as night, was speaking through her
lipa. This was no personal thing, In
some dlm, bnif-understood way, It
went back tn the basle code of Iife

“People must fght their own Aghts,

“Give me
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of the eonets that (he plainn peoyle
AN afenl 1o are ATl fee far AwAY.
Thaee'e B ome thnt ean fa 17, wr oot
piy, Mok my fathier, My father et
fight yosie httien heve, If pone honot
e geing to #iand 108 ap 0 g fmn
Torte enn't prafend (hat goa Sidn't heas
hihim,  Burh A8 gra hre, weal and alel
v b Benten ta n pulp In tn minnien
yon alone will have fo make hira oh
swir for . 1 enme 6 gour atd-—and
oW o st enme o (UL

flar Nngees a6 longer clasped  hie
#irengih had coroe baek to him, and
Win Angern elaned down nntll the tlond
went ent of hars, hint shis was whally
anconacloun of the min In reality,
ahe wan donsclous of nothing except
the growing Mame in his face. I held
her eyen In paanlonnte faseination s
prplin were conteacting o Hetle Bright
dctn In the gray irisen. The juw wan
setting, B8 she hind pever seen It he-
fare.

“Iio yon think, Anowhird. thnt you'd
even hinve to ank me?' he demnnded,
Dot sun think 1 understand?  And
it won't be In your defense—only my
own doty.”

“Itut he In 8o stropg—and you are
wo weak—"

“1 won' be sn wenk forever. 1 nev-
or renlly enred much nhout living be-
fore. TN try now, and you'll see—
oh. Bnowbird, walt and trust me: |
understand everything. It's my own
fght—when you kissed me, and he
erled Aown that word In anger and
fentouny, It pul the whole thing on me,
No one else ean make him answer; no
one else hnn the right. I iny honor,
no one else's, that stands or falle”™

fle e her hand to his lps and
kissed It ngaln and agnin.

And for the first time he saw the
tenrs gnihertng In her dark eyes. “But
you fought here, didn't you, Dan?
whe anked with painfol slowness. “You
didn't put up your arms—or try (o
run nway? 1 dido't come til he had
you done, 8o 1 didn’t see” She looked
al him as if her whole Joy of life hung
on his answer,

“Fought! 1 would have fought till
1 Medl Bot that isn't enough, Snow-
bird. It tan't enough just to fOght, In
s eane llke thin. A man's gol to win!
I would have dled If you hadn’t come,
And that's another debt that | bave
to pay—aoniy that debt I owe to you."

Bhe nodded slowly,
the mountalp men are not saved by
thelr women withoot Incurring obliga-
tion, She attempted no barren de-
nists. She made no effort to pretend
he had not Incurred a tremendous debt
when she hnd comas with her pistol, It

was an unavoldahle fact. A life for

a lle Is the eode of the mountalng,
*Two things 1 must do before 1 can

ever dare to dle,” bhe told her soberly.

*(ine of them Is to pay you; the other
s to pny Cranston for the thing he
mid, Maybe the chance wili never
come for the first of the two; only I'll
Maybe It would be

pray that It will,
kinder to you to pray that it wouldn't
yet | pray that it willl

trying to protect you.

Besides—1 lost, and little else mat

lera,
you—and win."
weakuess, but went on bravely.

your eyes!

test,

“1t wouldn't be the same, perhaps,
Other things
But 1 see how
it Is here; that there Is only one
standard for men and by that stand-
Things In the
essen-

with an Eastern girl,
matter In the valleys.

ard they rise or fall,

mountains are down to the

The lives of

Maybe | can
pay that debt only by belng always
ready, always watchipg for s chance
to save you from any danger, always
You dide't
come In time to see the Nght 1 made,

And that debt to you enn't be
pald ontll sometime | fght sgain—for
He gasped from his
“I'il |
pever be able to feel at peace, Snow. | O'Kane, stories.
bird, until I'm tested in the fire before
I want to show you the
things Cranston sald of me are not
true—that my courage will stand the

hat onn e antd and &f) fa Aone nt
sl e Anme  And I meRaR,  plERRe
flod, when the detits wre gaid that 1

| oy hwen wich & Wiew menin”

Wl i then ™ ahe  iold  Him
whivpeting

SO then, 1 make onth that |
won'l Beeh nek 10 or reeoten 1 IF sem

| ahould give 18 11 goes ton Asep, Aenr
| aboettid] 17 trennm fo mneh

hiw wan thete paet.  Not it the
Aot were pnid and her word mnde

ot wmanld those lipe he hinm mgnin
| Theve won v pomd Fur furiher warda
floth ot them bnew

tn the =kies (he gray #limfds ®were
enthering swiftly. an always In the
mouniaine  The eaindeops were fall

Ing 'ne and ane, aver the forest, The
sommer wan dane. and fall had Eathe
In earnest,

The ralnn feil uneensingly for seven
Anya: Dot A downpoyr bt & ennatant
Arizgle thnt made the Aatant ridges
amnoke.  The parched snrth sedmned to
amack s Upw and Netle plvnlets be
gan fo Ml and mmble over the heds
of the dry wifenms, ANl danger of for-
ot fAre was at onee remnaved, and
Unowhird was no longer nevided a* o
lookomt on old Pald mountein,  She
went tn her own home, her companion
ek 1o the walles: and nesw thot his
ainter hud taken his place as house
keeper, NI had gone down fo the
lower foothills with a great part of
the llve stock, Do spent these rminy
days fn toll on the hillsldes, bullding
himself physically so that he might
pny hin debis,

(To be Continued)

BOUTS INTERESTING
AT K. OF C. SMOKER

Amateur Events and Muosical Selec-
tions Comprise Program-—Ladies*
Night Will Be Held Soon.

Members of Bend council, Knights
of Columbus, enjoyed another of
thelr series of amokers Thursday at
the old Catholle church bullding, fol-
lowing the regular meeting of the or-
der. Amateur boxing bouts featured
the evening's program.

The first event, between Donald
Bradbury and Albert Colvert, was
deoclared a draw, as were thoss be-
 tween Louls Dornecker and Lewis
Davis and Howard Hughes snd Doran
Allen. Princlpals In these encoun-
ters are members of the newly or-
ganized Paul Revere club.

Later eaume bouts by members of
the K. of C.. among which were the
Dugan brothers in an exhibition
mateh, Ed Brosterhous and D. How-

feature bout of the evening, belween

which resulted
O'Kane at the end of
rounds.

Other membaers contributing to the
entertainment were: A. Gillis, vocal
| wolo, H. MeDonald accompanist: J.
T. Gagen, solo, Emil Beng, accompan-
ist; J. C. Hill, recitation; J. J. Pow-
ers, recltation and stories; and Hugh
Refreshments were

two torrid

perved,
Ladies' night
Friday evening.

OFFICERS ELECTED
BY NEWSPAPER MEN

will be held next

With Herbert J. Campbell, of

tinls." Portland, As Vice President.
e poaused and struggled for
strength to contlnue. “And 1 know

what you snld to him”™ he went on

“Half-unconsclous ng | was, 1 remem-
ber every wond, Each word just seems
to burn Inte me, Snowbird, and 'l
You
sald 1 am a better man than he, and
sometime It would be proved—and It's
Maybe in a month, maybe
I'm not going to dle from
this malady of mine now, Snowbird.
I've got too much to llve for—too
In the end, I'll

make every one of them good

the truthl
In n year,

many debts to pay.
prove your words to bim."

His eyes grew earnest, and the hard
fire went out of them, “It's almost as

If you were a queen, a real queen of
some great kingdom™ he told her,
tremulous with o great awe that was
stealing over him, ns n mist steals over
water, “And beenuse 1 had kissed
your fingers, for ever and ever I was
your subject, living only to fight your
fights—maybe with a dream In the
end to kiss your fingers agaln, When
you bent und kissed me on that hill-
slde—for him to see—It waos the same:

thnt 1 was sworn to yon, and pothing
mattered In my life except the service
And It's

and love 1 eould give you.
more than you ever dream, Snowbird,
It's all yours, for your batties und
your happiness.*

The great pines wera sllent ahove
them, shadowed and dark. Perhaps

they were listening to an age-old

atory. those vows of service and self-
mined worth by which the mce hns

strugeled upward from the darkness,

“But | kissed you—once before”
she reminded him, The velce was
fust a whisper, hardly louder than the
stir of the leaves In the wind.

“Bat that kiss dldn't count,” he told
hor. “It wasn't at all the same. |
loved you then, T think, but it didn’t

bim, her eyes full on his,
mean now ™
“All that's worth while In Hfe all

that matters when everything la wald

v Ofticers of the Oregon Newspaper
conference, chosen at the session
completed last week in Eugene, are
as follows: Robert W. Sawyer, Bend
PBulletin, president; Herbert J. Camp-
bell, Portland Telegram, vice presi-
dent; Qeorge Turnbull, University
of Oregon school of journalism, see-
retary, Erlc W. Allen, University of

man of program committee,

The siate newspaper conference
meets annually in Eugene. nother
fmportant organization of newpeper

ell, In a three-round draw. and the

i Hugh O’'Kane and Maurice Cashman,
in a decision for

Robert W. Sawyer Heads Conference,

Oregon school of Journalism, chalr-
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says the
' A little of this real

bacco gives a man more

natisfaction than he e
got from the old
kind.

The full, rich, real

less.

tell you that.
Put up in two styles

W-B CUT is

buacco taste Lasts so long,
you don't need a fres

chew nearly as often,
That's why it costs you

Any man who uses the
Real Tobacco Chew will

“NothlnidLJLl:;_lt"

to-

ver

to-

RIGHT CUT is a short-cut tobacco
a long fine-cut tobacco

AMBULANCE WILL BE
USED IN ROAD WORK

A Red Crosa ambulance, just re-
celved by the Deschutes National for-
est through the bureau of public

roads, will be converied into = lght
truck for use in forest road construc-
tion and mailntepance during the
ecoming season, Supervisor Plumb
states,

Put it m The

—— S
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Loeal Sales Agent, M

Brooks-Scanlon Lumber
Company

Lumber, Lath, Shingles,
Building Material,
Dried Flooring and all kinds of Finish

SASH AND DOORS

STOCK of Stasdard Sixes.

BROOKS-SCANLON LUMBER CO.

iln

ILLER LUMBER CO.

Selling
Marmon-Cole,

After Supper

Most of your time is mortgaged to work, meals, and sleep. But

]
the hours afier supper are
| on how you spend them. You
pleasure, or you can make these
| power, real success in life.
| There's a big job walting
|

International Co

Hundreds of thousands have

Building, and hundreds of
way Lo the top th-ough 1. C. 8
their present positions In spare

For 28 years men

mercial work — have
salaries through the I
right

line you choose. Get ready for it!
minute from work, or a wink of sleep,
meal, and with plenty of time laft for
In one hour after supper each mnight, right

Packard “Twin-8ix" and hundreds of other
success through 1. C. 8. help. The bullder of the great
Architeets and Contractors won their

in offices, stores,
roads, in the Army and Navy—In every line of technical and com-
been winning promotion and increased
C. 8. Over 100,000 men are getting

now in the 1. C. B. way for the bigger jobs ahead.

Your Chance Is Here

Central Oregon Garage

REDMOND, OREGON

Exclusive Agents for Northwest Auto Co. for
Deschutes, Crook and Jefferson Counties

Reo and Dort

Cars Bethlehem, Indiana and
Duplex Trucks

What ?

yours, and your whole future depends
can fritter them away on profitless

hours bring you position, money,

for you—in your present work, or any

You can do it without losing &
without hurrying a single
recreation. You can do it
at home, through the
Schools

proved it. The designer of the
Engineers climbed to
Equitable

spare-time study. Many of this

country's foremost Advertising and Sales Managers prepared for

under 1. C. 8. Instruction.
shops, factories, mines, rail-

hours

men, the Oregon Editorial assocla-
will hold its next
Bend, it Is generally understood, al-
though the executive committee has
not yet made a definite announce-
ment on this point,

BRIDAL PAIR ON

seasion In

matter what your
a plan to meet your
previous education, the
8. textbooks make

When everything has

you n bigger Success, more
comforts, more plensures, all

No matter where you live, the L. C. 8.
handicaps, or how small your
elrcumstances. No matter how limited your
simply written, wondertully illustrated I. O.
it easy to learn., No matter what career you may
‘ chooss, some one of the 280 1.0.8, Courses will surely suit your n

ake Your Start Now!

been made easy for you—when one hour a
day spent with the 1.0.8. in the gulet of your own home will bring

NOVEL HONEYMOON

od a novel honeymoon this afternoon
when they left shortly after their
marriage on Monday for the in-
tuke of the Columbia Sonthern ditch
on Tumalo ecreek, to spend the re-
mainder of the winter months. Mr.
Dron, who was a member of the
North unit engineering force, I
gathering data for the Bend Water,
Light & Power Co. on the tlow avail-
able for powor purposes during the
cold season.

Mrs, Dron was formerly Miss Dor-
othy Cook of Salt Lake City, Utah,
The wedding service was solemnized
in the presence of Mr. and Mra, T,
H. Foley and Mr, and Mrs. R. W.
Sawyer and daughter by Rev. J. Ed-
gar Purdy at the Bawyer home on
Drake road.

Mr. and Hr:.';h;hn_m Dron start-

that success meaus—ean you
afford to let another single

any way, put it up to use to
Just mark and mail this
coupon,

International |
Correspondence

Schools

W, F. WOODHEAD,

191 Broadway, Porltand, Ore.

will come to you. No
means, we have

i i STRAB OUT MEEE

; International Correspeadence Sck

Box 1616, Beranton, Pa.

priceless hour of spare time | Explain, without obl me. how 1 ean
go to waste? Make youl; gg‘lﬂ‘" -':'H&l' ™ - in the wubjest,
start right now! This 18 al mark

we ask: Without cost, with- Electrikal Engineering ADVERTISING

out obligating yourself in m"‘“"

prove how we can help you. Telephona W
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