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downl with a lond of de-
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aip qui kly
pile the |

through the back
ther's eye was else
nough of them not

ail
‘i.hl;'. sromach full but to
p I:mu:_.. r most of the face.
> “I. +» him that he reached
SR , expected. Either
m"fr“': o not so tall as he re
']T thi or—since his first
of -his own stature

m- had eaten the last berry
possibly hold, he went to
wal to drink He lay down be-

and the water was
Then he rose at the
roaching motor car

g atlll pool,
g his 11ps
of a0 App

g him.
R driver— vidently a cattleman—

ns ear and looked at Bruce
wme curlosity. He marked the
fitting suit of dark flannel,
wensive
dl.li‘:L!'.l'.T.\-tL the sflken shirt
which & julcy berry had been
1 “Howdy,” the man sald after
fashion.
me;: you do,” Bruce replied.
far to Martin's store ™
man filled his pipe with great
pefore he answered. “Jump In
ar,” he replled at last, “and I'll
you I'm going up that way my-

CHAPTER VI

lrtin's was o typlcal little moun-
b store, contulning & small sample
umost everything under the sun,
& bullt at the forks in the road.
w entered slowly, and the little
n of loungers gazed at him with
curlosity.
jaly one of them was of a type
dently distinguished so that
g own curlosity was aronsed.
was a huge, dark man who stood
@ glmost at the rear of the bulld-
veritable giant with savage,
ghound lips and deep-sunken eyes.

e
% In the lenst surprised. He

that he would find them. |
:{I s senson of the year, the |
at this

shoes that were |

e was a quality In his posture
¢ attracted Druce's attention: at
, No one conld look at him and
it that he was a power in these |
gntain realms |
He was | much as the other
ontaln y had assembled In
e store a flannel shirt over |
4 gorllla chest, and corduroy trou-
stuffed Into high, many-seamel
wns boots
T™e dark eves were full wupon
Pruce's face. e felt them—Jjust as

ower of actual physic-

Wl impact—the Instant that he was

hside the door Nor was It the
wedinary look of careless speculation

o friendly Interest. It was such that
8 man, to whom self-respect s dear,

puld possibly disregard. It spoke
dearly as words.

Bruce flushed, and his blood made
¢ curlous little leap. He slowly
turned.  His gaze moved untll it rested
full upon the man's eyes. It took all
of Bruce's strength to hold that gaze.
The moment was charged with a mys-

terious suspense.

The stranger's face changed too. He
did not flush, however. His lips curled
ever so slightly, reveallng an instant's
glimpse of strong, rather well-kept
teeth. His eyes were narrowing too;
and they seemed to come to life with
singular sparkles and glowings be-
between the |lds.

“Well™ he suddenly demanded.
Every man In the room—except one—
started. The one exception was
Bruce himself, He was holding bard
o0 his nerve control, and he only con-
tioued to stare coldly.

“Are you the merchant? Bruce
asked,

“No, I aln't,” the other replled. “Yon
wally look for the merchant behind
the counter.”

There was no smile on the faces of
the walting mountain men, usually to

¥ they had the |

Wouid Like to Have You Tell Me,"

:e Said Quite Clearly, “The Way to
Ar

8. Rose’ Cabin™
1‘;-:--"«-: when one of thelr num-
hleves repartee on a tenderfoot.
*vertheless, the tension was broken
turned to the merchant
Id like to have vou tell me™
i1 quite clearly, “the way to 4
Ross' eabin.™ :
L chant |eemed to walit a long
hefore replyving His eves stils
he glant's faece, found the lps
ol In n salte: then he MAushe
ke the left-hand road”™ he i

th & trace of deflance

]

in his tone. |

“It soon becomes a trall, but keep
right on golng up t. At the fork ir
the trall you'll find her cabin”
“How far Is it, please ¥
“Two hours’ walk: you cun
it easy by four o'clock.”
“Thank you." His eves glances

the stock of goods nnd-he

a4

fow edibles to give him strength for !

the walk, “T'll leave my suitease here

if T may,"” he “and will

it later.” He turned to g
“Walt just a minute,”

sald, call for

1 volee spoke

behind him. It was a commandis 2
tone—implying the expectations of
obedlence. Bruce half turned. “Simon

wants to talk to you," the merchant
explained,

“FIl walk with yon a way and show
you the road,” Simon continued. The
room seemed deathly quiet as the two
men went out together,

They walked side by side untll a
turn of the road took them out of eye-
range of the store, “This Is the road,”
,Slmon sald. “All you have to do is
follow it. Cabins are not so many
that you could mistake it. But the
maln thing Is—whether or not you
want to go.”

Bruce had no misunderstanding
about the man's meaning. It was sim-
ply a threat, nothing more nor less.

“I've aome a long way to go to that
ecabin,” he replied. “I'm not likely to
turn off now."

“There's nothing worth seeing when
you get there, Just an old hag—a

|

wrinkled old dame that looks like a

witch."

Bruce felt a deep and lttle under
stood resentment at the words. Yet
gince he had as yet established no
relations with the woman, he had no
grounds for silencing the man. “I'll
have to decide that,” he replied “I'm
going to see some one else, too.”

“Some one named—Lindat”

“Yes. You seem quite interested.”

They were standing face to face In
the trall. For once Bruce was glad of
his unusual height, He did not have
to ralse his eyes greatly to look
squarely into Simon's. Both faces

He could not guess what was his des-
tiny behind that rude door. It was
a moment long walted ; for one of the
few times in his life he was trembling
with excitement. He felt as If a key,
long lost, was turning in the doorway
of understanding,

He walked nearer and tapped with
his knuckles on the door.

If the forests have one all-pervad-
ing quality it Is silence. What sound
there is carries far and seems rather
out of place. Bruece could pleture the
whole of the little drama that followed
his knock by just the falnt sounds—
inaudible in land—that
réeached him from behind the door. At
first It was just a start: then a short
exclamation In the hollow, half-whis-
pering voice of old, old age. A mo-
ment
moving, aged brain were trying to
conjecture who stood outside—then
the creaking of a chair as some one
rose. The Iast sounds were
strange hobbling toward him—a rustle
of shoes half dragged on the floor and
the intermittent tapping of a cane.

The face that showed so dimly In
the shadowed room looked just as
Bruce had expected—wrinkled past

a less silent

| tlons of the wild life

|

more of sllence—as if a slow- |
| sense

of a|

bellef, lean and hawk-nosed from age. |
| The hand that rested on the cane was

llke a bird's claw, the skin blue and
hard and dry. She stood bowed over
her cane.

Yet in that first Instant Bruce had |

an inexplicable impression of being In
the presence of a power. He did not

have the wave of pity with which one |

usually greets the decrepit. And at
first he didn't know why. But soon
he grew accustomed to the shadows
and he could see the woman's eyes.
Then he understood.

They were set deep behind grizzled
brows, but they glowed Illke coals.
There was no other word, They were

| not the eyes of one whom time |Is

were flushed, both set; and the eyes |

of the older man brightened slowly.
“I am interested,” Simon replled,
“You're a tenderfoot. You're fresh
from cities. You're golng up there to
learn things that won't be any pleas-

ure to you. You're golng into the
real mountalne—a man’s land such as
never was a place for tenderfeet. A
good many things ecan happen up

there. A good many things have hap-
pened up there. I warn you—go
back !"

Bruce smiled, just the faint filcker
of a smile, but Silmon's eyes narrowed
when he saw it, The dark face lost n
little of its insolence. He knew men,
this huge son of the wilderness, and
he knew that no coward could smile in
such a moment as this. He was ac-
customed to Implicit obedlence and
was not used to seeing men smile

when he uttered a threat. “I've comeT
too far to go back,” Bruce told him, |

“Nothing can turn me.”

“Men have been turned before, on
trails lke this,” Simon told him.
“Don't misunderstand me. I advised
you to go back before, and I usually
don't take tlme or trouble to advise
any one, Now I tell you to go back.
This I8 A man's land, and we don't
want any tenderfeet here.”

“The trall is open,” Bruce returned.
It was not his usual manner to spenk
In quite this way. He seemed at once
to have fallen into the vernacular of
the wilderness of which symbolic ref-
erence has such a part. Strange as
the scene was to him, (t was In some
way familiar too. It was as if this
meeting had been ordalned long ago;
that It was part of an Inexorable des-
tiny that the two should be talking to-
gether, face to face, on this winding
mountain road. Memories—all vague,
all unrecognized—thronged through
him.

Many times, during the past years, |

he had wakened from curious dreams
that in the light of day he had tried
in vain to Interpret. He was never
able to connect them with any remem-
bered experience. Now It was as If
one of these dreams were coming true.
There was the same silence about him,
the dark forests beyond, the ridges
stretching ever. There was some
great foe that might any Instant over
whelm him. £

“] guess you heard me,”
sald; “I told you to go bhack."”

“And 1 hope you heard me too. I'm
going on. I haven't any more time to
give you."

“And I'm not golng to take any
more, either. But let me make one
thing plain. No man, told to go back
by me, ever has a chance to be told
again. This ain’t your cities—up here,
There aln't any policemen on every
corner. The woods are big, and all
kinds of things ean happen in them—
and be swallowed up—as [ swallow
these leaves In my hand.”

Simon

His great arm reached out with
ineredible power and seized a han i-
ful of leaves off m near-by shrub. [t
seemed to Bruce that they hed
like fruit and stained the dark s=kin

“I've already decided I'm going
on.”

| Once more they stood, eyes mee 2
eyes on the trall, nr Simon's J
darkening with pnssiof Bruce knew
that his hands wer lenching I
his own muscles l |
rendy to resist 1 of a

But Simon didn’t strike, He lau
Instead—a simply ! te of
and depthless hen 1
back and let &
road.

CHAPTER VI

Bruce couldn’'t mistske the hin. At
the end f the fre —a
Wttle shack of unpair r 1th
a single door and a =ingie ©

t In the = ght

He stood a momer

about to conquer. Her bodily strength

was gone; any personal beauty that |

she might have had was ashes long
and long ago, but some great fire
burned in her yet.

She blinked In the light. *“Who Is
1tT she croaked.

Bruce did not answer, He had not
prepared a reply for this question. But
it was not needed. The woman leaned
forward, and a vivid light began to
dawn in her dark, furrowed face.

Even to Bruce, already succumbed
to this atmosphere of mystery Iinto
which his adventure had led him, that
dawning light was the single
startling phenomenon he had ever be
held.

gleam with a white flame. And

most |

The witchllke face seemed to |

Bruce knew that his coming was the |

answer to the prayer of a whole life
time, It was a thought to sober him.
No small passion, no weak desire, no
prayer that time or despalr could si-
lence could effect such a light as this.

“Bruce,” he sald simply. It did not
even occur to him to use the surname
of Duncan. It was a name of a time
and sphere already forgotten. I
don't know what my real last name
n.”

“Bruce—Bruce,” the woman whis-
pered. She stretched a palsled hand

| this way and that—but he loved every

| that she would be walting thers, |

where the trail began, In the wildest |
heart of the pine He weos
quite himself once more—carefree,
delighting In all the little manifesta-
that began to

woods

stir about him,

His delight grew upon him. It was |
& dream coming true, Always, It
seemed to him, he had carried in bis
mind a picture of this very land, a
sort of dream place that was a real
ity at last. He had known just how
It would be. He had anlways known
how the pine shadows would fall
across the carpet of needles. The
trees themselves were the same grave
companions that he had expected, but
his delight was all the more because
of his expectations,

As the trall ecllmbed
of wilderness

the
more

higher,
became

At the End of the Trail He Would
Find—Linda! |

promounced. Even the trees seemed
larger and more majestic, and the |
glimpses of the wild people were
more frequent., The birds stopped
their rattle-brained conversation and
stared at him with frank curiosity
The grouse let him get closer before
they took to cover.

The hours passed. The trall nre\$"
dimmer, Now It was just a brown
serpent In the pine needles, colling

foot of It. It dipped down to a little
stream, of which the blasting sun of
summer had made only a succession

| cold to his lips. And he knew that

to him as If It would feel his flesh to |

reassure her of its reality. He saw
the exultation in her wrinkled, lifted
face. “Oh, praises to His Everlasting
Name!" she cried.
to on High!"

And this was not blasphemy. The
words came from the heart. No mat-
ter how terrible the passion from
which they sprang, whether It was
such evil as would east her to hell,

“Oh, Glory—=Glory |

such a cry as this could not go un- |
heard. The strength seemed to go out |

of her as water flows.

She rocked on |

her cane, and Bruee, thinking she was |

her shounlders,
“You've

selzed
she cried.

about to fall,
“At last—at last”
come at last”
She gripped herself, as If trylng to
find renewed strength. *“Go at once,”

she =ald, "to the end of the
Needle Trall. It leads from behind the
cabin.”

Pine |

| the modern-day forest

He tried to emerge from the dream- |

like mists that had enveloped him.
“How far I8 1t7" he asked her steadily.
| “To the end of Plne-Needle Trall"”
she rocked agaln, clutched for one of
his hrown hands, and pressed It he
tween hers.

| Then she ralsed it to her dry lips.
Bruce could not keep her from It. And
after an Instant more he dia not at-
tempt to draw it from her embrace In
the darkness of that mountaln cabin,
in the shadow of the eternal pines, he
knew that some great drmina of human
lfe and love and hatred behind

the action ; and he knew

WS

with a knowl

edge unimpeachable that it wou | he
only Insolence for him to try further
to resist it lis meaning =« Liv)
deep for him to see; but | him
with a grent and wondering awi
Then he turned Mne
needle Trall i r '
forest closed are } ' .
¥ \ i
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e " tant as
he - b th
it was the st lap of his journey
Al 53 i e trull he wonld find
Lindna And It seemed quite ftting

little brook trout—walting until the
fall ralns should make a torrent of
their tiny stream and thus dellver
them—were gazing at him while he

drank. |

of shallow pools. Yet the water wsa|
!
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By a queer pounding of his blood '“‘

Bruce knew that he was In the high
altitudes. He had already come six |
miles from the cabin, The hour was
about six-thirty: in two hours more
it would be too dark to make hils way
at all,

He examined the mud about the
spring, and there was plenty of evl-
dence that the forest creatures had
passed that way, Here was a little
triangle where a buck had stepped,
and further away he found two pairs
of deer tracks—evidently those of a
doe with fawn. A wolf had stopped
to cool his heated tongue In the wa-
ters, possibly In the middle of some
terrible hunt In the twilight hours.

Then he found a huge abraslon In
the mud that puzzied him still more.
At the first he couldn't belleve that
It was a track. The reason was sim-
ply that the size of the thing was In-
credible—as if some one had lald a
flour sack In the mud and taken it up |
agaln. He did not think of any of |
creatures as |
belng of such proportlons. It was
very stale and had been almost oblit-
erated by many days of sun. Perhaps
he had been mistaken in thinking It
an imprint of a living creature. He |
went to his knees to examine it.

But In one Instant he knew that lwl
had not been mistaken, It was a
track not greatly different from that
of an enormous human foot ; and the
geparate were entirely distinet
It was a hear track, of course, but
one of such slze that the general run |
of little black bears that inhabited |
the Mils eonld almost use It for a den
of hibernation !

[ Oes

He got up and went on—farther
toward Trall's End. He wnlked mors
swiftly now, for he hoped to. reac)
the end of Plne-Needls Trall befors
nightfall, but he bad no intention of
halting in ease alght came upon him
before he reached It He had walted

long already to find Linda

Another’ | ended 1 InV's sun
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TOURIST CAFE

Dinner is Served

| HERE s always something

mighty pood wailting for you to
eat—tender roasts, deliclous vegeta-
bles served In the most appitizing
ways, creamy, fluffy potatoes,
plquant salads and dainty deserts.
Have breakfast, lunch or
dinner with us. You'll be
delighted with the excel-
lent food, the quick ser-
viee, unfailling ecourtesy
and unusally reasonable

For a limited time only we are giving Absolutely
tree with each regular Vacuum Cup Tire
purchased,

One “Ton-Tested’’ Tube
of corresponding size

The Extra Thickness of the Vacuum Cup Tread
plus the Extra plies of highest quality fabric and
the good-measure tread of hundreds of sturdy
nonskid Vacuum Cups, make Vacuum Cup
Tires, at prevailing prices, the biggest value on
the market.

Come in and get a copy of the latest price
schedule—you will be agreeably surprised. Get
vour season’s tire equipment Today and A
FREE TUBE with every tire purchased.

Williams & Williams

Tillamook, Oregon.

When in need

of nice things to eat you will find a very com
plete stock of good eatables at

THE SATISFACTION STORE

We realize that price is almost as important as
quality, consequently every article in this store
is priced right as possible, consistent with good
straight business. oo

Some interesting prices this week are;

Good dried peaches ..............per. pd. 25¢
Italian prunes .........ce0000.....per pd. 18¢C
Fine canned plums ................per can 20¢
No. 2 size can good pineapple......per can 35¢
Yarmouth Maine corn ......per doz cans $2.1§
Waldorf Oysters ................per can 20¢
Golden Star soap ..................7 bars 25¢
White Lislens - 7 csctcvssieecsisa® Bars 888

e You are safe at

THE SATISFACTION STORE

E. G. ANDERSON

(The store without baits or rebates)

= F. PANKOW, Tillamook
BEAVER GARAGE &
HDWE CO
B'.Vfl'
. 1. SHELDON,

Garibaldi

FIX AND FIT SHOP

George J. Burckard, Manager
Sheet Metal and Plumbing Work
of all descriptions

Hot Water and Steam Heating

Pipe and Pipeless Furnaces

We Repair Radiators and

Do Guarantee Them

Great Western Transportat’

Kate

“QUALITY AND SERVICE” OUR MOTTO '
B e -m_. m_‘ z . T o«

PORTLAND—TILLAMOOK

Two Trucks Daily

s AgL

¢ per hundred John Matl




