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sk, il while T dggiog ot s proper outhie of duds,
Wi hat that won't make the mountain-tops slide duwn
ao i, he looks at me in that hall-smilin’, wonderin' sort
o wav, s though bwas doing some upsettin® in the way of
1 rald 'Em he could stay with me, an’ do
hd chores alout, secin’ as how my ol pardoer was dearl,
ant me all alone now. L otold im how Jim was broughe
i than- day, all erushed op, an’ L guess my v'ice choked
apa Little, For those eyes o' his'ingrew as solt s 4 woman's.
Tine and | haed been tagether for pwenty years, apd 1 taold
him so ek about my ol pardnes that e wanted Lo go
oub s’ see whore 1 o the cross over 'is grave, in the
wlge of the fimber, an' when we got there Thomas Jeller-
won Heown took off -his bar, an' stood there with his head
Lowed, an® | knowerd he was born as much above me as the
sunis above the mountains when he satd, 5o tha's where
Jim iz 1 wish 1 oeondd take his place, ald man,  'moof
we account, and |im was-—your pardper!”

his vatenlatiuna,

hegan chattering to ‘em in Eytaliin. [ wasn't s'prised at
that. 1 was expecting most anything of hine.  When he
was out of smokin' he'd Lorrow tobaceo from a Swede or
a Hunk, an’ he'd smile at 'em in a way that’d make them
auiver all over with pleasire as they give it to him. - But
he didn't hanker for work.  An' he didn’t once go near the
big cl!ginucriwp, where there was tWCTty young men
with eppication®™ @ An' he didn't scem to have a cent 1o
his name-—smoked my robaceo.an' att my grab, an' now
an' then T saw 'im smile and heard him chickle, as though’

Cthers was a big joke on somebody,  An' 1 owas foolish

crough to be happier than | had beea sinee Jim died,  An’

thie happier T was the more it hurt me 1o see that sick lodk ¥

growin' in his eyus, an’ mere than once | wanted to ask

him to out with it all, for I knew it wasn't sigknuss}lm:ﬂ-——.,

doctor could touch.  But 1 didnk dare.  The nearest he

ever came Lo saying anything was one night when he come

in stoop-shouliered an' with a sort of hunted look in his
{ave, a month from the day 1 lound

Lpckis who conne i from the
[ETEL, to the steeruge nayvyies who
comledn™t speak i word ol English, B
U qeereat of fennadl, in s ot-usoal

et aort ol way, was Thomis Juf-
Leraaont Brown, : T e i

T bowmd “inone day two mites down
NMictre way from the canip, sitting on
wopbe of tiess Fle was what yvou call
abagbusd, Bein® only
attier,  fuck Ut by onenee,and
Fovin® run i apgadnst the rough emds
of o renaghy Life For somcihing like thirey
vears, [oan't see much uf this thing
tiney eail semtiment — specially in
mountaine an’ human animals. Bt
there was something about Thomas
Jefersan Brown that gave youa queer
sort o feelin’ wihen he looked at you -
stanething

@ pucker an'

vou aben't feel very often,
an’ that =tivks, '

e was the raggedest bookin joadi-
vidhital thin L ever see come into the
nyAnaane, wh wenorit Lhing
vottdon 't ined rags, There wisuvmuch
et to one arn af s coat, an® i was
Fipgeed i ehe ek Tewas aosize ton
sl Tor iim, g, an' fikewise his
pants, You had o ook close to see
what was left of his shoes Tor he'd
Biked it in all the way from Micte
At be wore i s =lrw el When
v looked o him vou fedt like Louogh-

fng or grob-staking T to i sgquare
ety Lt when e tuokad i yvou it was
Jrist s 0 Gl Aindeghty bad beough
von ng oo bebind d-purpose Lo give
v surpeises © He winsntt-biy
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meore'n Bae toot vight we alne, an’ sl
Anrl L e wotkd have Leen abinost
ke w0 30 hadp'c becn dare
the Blonds =tablile on b and vhe cyves,
Thew were Blue - his vyes were that
Bewp ~ort af Dl vt see sometinies
over U momntaits wher there's snow
ar the peake, the bloe tiat s beantliv
o the andighe, Dot that ca darken in

Cienne s mdee von thinkoof thumder

him up the track.

“T'moa thee-orist, Yack,” he says.
“AR 'moworking out o thee-ory.  It's
harder work—than breakin' rock.”
An' he smiles in u sick sort of way

like 1o read?"

[ tells him that 1 does, when [ can
gee the sore of readin’ chat doesu’t come
from a Sunday School library, an’ ain't
sent in by them good wimmin who

just foosed vut of jail. At thawbe gets
up andd brings me a book ['d never seen
belore, and he says: ' Read that”

[ did. An' it took mic most all night,
Tor I ain't o fast reader. But §couldn’t
let go of it, it was that interestin', The
next morning [ told him what I choughr
of it, an’ for a minit his face was as
luppy as a boy’s,

“1"'m glad you liked it," he said, 1
wrote it

1 give a gasp, an' he said, laughin®;

they're over there under my bunk.
They come yesterday in the mail. Help
yoursell when you want "ermn—Ubut keep
it to yoursell, won't you?" Then he
picks up the book ['d read, an' he says,
“That was one ol the six best sellers,
an' it's being staged.” ’

1 didn't know what he meant by
them remarks but I didn't show my
ipnoriance. .

It was just two weeks alter that day
thar the Stranger come Lo Elogan's
Camp.  The pew man wanted work,

AR aldittde later hesays, S Jack, deyouo

(hinks we failroind builders arcéconvins. P

e M ve WEOLE BIX - OF SEVER MO, an' - o

N

HE QUELLED AN INDIAN UPRLSING
SINGLE-RANDED

(‘.‘enernl Eugh L. Scote, communding the

Second Cuvalry Brigade on the hMexlean

border, who wiaa sent wlth n detachment

o su??qrm un wprlsing amang thes Nava-

joa o ew Mexico. Rldlng nhewd of hia
troops nnd eecom pminfed only by wn In-
dlan gulde, he went boldly Into the camn

- of the chiefs und quickty ended the revall

This brave officer has greae tnflucnce with

“the Indiuna of the Souchwest.

An'wanted 1 bad, can A WA TitsE
leaving with an eutht, an' nceded help,
I took him withour askin® questions
—enot even knowin' hisTwame. Two
houwrs later a dyoamite shot went bad
on ug, an’ two of my men were killed.
One of ‘e was the Stranger, The
other hadd [riends, who cared or him,
but the Stranger didn’t so muehas hiyve
an envelope or a card in his pockets e
Vel el e e, it wee Tail hin ot i




o surprises s Herwieam e hig—nask

Coliew T et there Was THET =Ime

b .

Crla

thirmy
| [ C Usis Lhi

e, Lrean't s ameh of ddds thing

G T L gl

f b Tite For sometinng it

iton el seoniment - spacially in
artainn ' b anboals But

L was wonething aboor Thomas
Tt Mo that gave yonpa gueer

st S teclin swhen e © A a v
roctiiing yuin aden't &
v b sk,
Lo wan the rageedeat bookin” tudi-
widual e Tl vver see conue into {le

1 cery olten,

fesuntaing, wher
oo L el e
20 1 o arsn ad bids coat, an’ L was
Tew

HE R

kS

neral thing
Fhere wasn't much

HEE

srpped e the o : Ton
stredl tor ki, ran, an® likewise his
porntes You had b Juak elose 1 see
sl was belt of his shoes for be'd
Likond i i alb tbee way dfrome Mietre
e Tl When
cont Ioohed an bl yvou Lely ke Loaghe
g or grubestaking ot e square
Aty bt when he looked at you e was
frst s 01 Cnewdd Amighuy hid Brought
Yon up from bobind a-purpose o give

S obe wore st st

e s e oot cight or nine, an’ slim,
Yond bis Lce woubd e beenn alinost
liice w0 worta's if 1t hadn’t been Tor
The Bhende stubble on b aed the ey,
ey were Bhlue ohis eves were that
v =ort of Dlue vou see semetinmes
over the menntiins when there's snow
v e peaks, the Dloe that’s Besuifnl
i e sanlicghe, b chat can darken in
womnbe s make vou think of tumder
They mde b all w

anel sterm,
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1l found "y one day down Mletre

just loused oucal jail, A that
v and brings me a book ' never seen
bhefore, and he says: “ Kead thad”

1did. An'it teok me most all nighe,
for [ ain't a fast reader. But | couldn”t
fet go of it it was thac interestin®. The

" neat morning 1old him what [ thought

of it, an® {or a minit his face was as
happy as a boy's.

U glad you liked i)' he sawd. ']
wrote it

I give o gasp, an’ he said, laughin':

- ve wrole siX OF seven more, un’

they're over there under my bunk.
. They come yesterday in the mail.  Help
yoursell when you want ‘em—but keep
it 1w yoursell, won't you?™ Then he
picks up chic book ['d read, iun’ he says,
“Thar was one of the six best sellers,
an' it's being staged.”

I didn't know what he meant by
them remarks but 1 diddn't show my
ignerance. .

It was just two weeks after that day
thar the Stranger come to Hogan's
Camp. The new man wanted work,

jes o ww Merico.
tronpd und nccompaniod only by an in-
dlan guide, he went boldly Iata the cumn
if the ehilefs wnd qulckly ended he revelr,
Tids brave othicer has goent lnfluence wirh
the [ndlans of the Sourhwest, -

an” wanied I Da ;TN TAs T waEs st
leaving with an outfit, an' needed help,
1 ook him without askin’ questions
—not even knowin' his rame. Two
hours later a dynamite shot went bad
an us, an’ two of my men were killed.
One ol "em was the Stranger. The
other had [riends, who cared for him,
but the Stranger didn’t 50 much as have
an envelope or a card in his pockers to
tell who he was, an' we laid him out in

wus what you call absorbed.”

1y from the enmp, sitting va o pile of tles.  He

a—shed—a ndprepars-1o-bury-iin-chie

afternoon —for it don't do te have 'em
layin' around in a camp where there's a
—-} - tor of working-men.- [t way-sdter sup—
per before the box was ready, an' there
*was filteen or tweney of us in the shed,
white an’ thoughtful in the lantern-.
glow. We'd put 'im in the box, an'
was just goin' to naif down the cover,

Tricit with Thomas Jelferson Brown,

He saich thiat wis his name, an' he
sl adan thet de wits o glorious countey, an’ tha he bad
Livn makin® some mensd obseevashuns, to prove which
he preeliead @ nete-bouk iled with them funny marks the
Chinks put on their Taendey slips, ondy they ran bustraight
Lines tnsteaed of up an' down,

“Now write Chinese,” 3

“hs not Chinese,” sivs bee 2 1e's shorthand,™ an' he
smiles as he looks g o the wps of the mouantains.

SNon look —hungey ) 1 observes, hesitatin® e make
that eenrk, potwithstandin® be was mgpged cnough o
seaee the [ool-hans up on the mountains, for T dida'c waot
Uy hurt his feelings by dnsinuatin® | thought e wa
tranp An' at them words his eyes darkened, an® vou
net thar b of storm in them, an’ his amile males me
thisk of the lightoin’ that breaks through the chuader-
Cia]amy s B Sy, :

“Hungry: -ves; but not for foad "

M ebby-—mebby you'd ke Gedrink,” T invites, Toeling
a oy hip pocker.

Al chen he kenghed, wo' gripped my hand, and there
wa- b queer tremble inhis legeh—an® from that minic we
W pariners. Ty say there's Tove ar hiest sight beowieen
coen it wirnein, an’ Topuess ——samctimes—--there's that
~ame thing berween nwens nby D don’c like 1o call T love,
U ickeniste Between men it's more than thae, 1o's
Apid —one for Cother, an' that’s what irwas bistween
Thotas Jelferson Brown and me. 1 got iy ap o the

s

i

And then he looked ar me, and bis Tace was white, aned
1 coubf see that semething was husting him. 1 guess it
wis frome that rour—-that night =1 began to understand.
[t wasn'c Thamas Jeferson Brown's arms, or his legs, or
his body, that had gone bad on hio, Dy owas his heart,
And the pain of what was vating there shone all the time
in his eyves, exeept wher be smiled, or when he theught of
thay something thar made e dike the thunder-caps abave
the wounwins. | :lon'll know why, but | guessed even
then that {0 was o woman. It just seemed] to breathe ont
of hitm, without o word said or asked. 1 knew it for sere
when | brought home a big cilendar one day, with a girl
Inoreck on o, il with a big black hat an’ golden hair
He took nue ook at it an' his lips set so tight they we
anly @ stradght lne, an' his voice had that queer sory o
teemble Init when he asked if he condd have it §osaid yes,
el | onever saw it aygain from that day on. T knew the
pirt an the cadendar had reminded hin of someone that he
loeab—-or hated—but | coukdn’t tell which, to save me,
an' 1 owondered whether he ad destroyed the calendar, or
haed cut out the picture an’ carvied it about with him.

Thomis Jefferson Brown didn't give any hint that he
winted wor VI sooner thought of askin® him e fy
thin (o shoulder a pick or grub with the m and the
rock hogs, He'd go down among vm and witch em work
by the hoar, an® one day | saw o banclt of dagoes that had
Just vomc over go s crazy as o et of monkeys when he

when the door apens and in comds
‘Fhomas Jefferson Brown. He takes off his hat, and stands
beside the box.

S " Have you said a;:ylhing, boyst' he asks. "1 mean—

have you said a prayer?”

‘There was a silence, an' Thomas Jefferson knew what
it meant.  Yowtould 'a’ heard a pin {all on the bare carth
then.  He bowed his head an' began to talk, low an’ soft
like, as thoagh he was speaking to the Stranger himself,
an' when he was done there wasn't 2 man in the shed
voull speak, an’ therc wasn't an eye there that wasn't
ashumed o look another man straight in the face,  An'
thtenn Thomas Jefierson looked around, an’ said in that
quict voice of his:

“You're sure, hoys, that yeu can't find out whe he is—that
wherever his friends may be, they'lt never know he's here?”

Then Thamas Jeferson Brown lifted the red bandanna
we'd spread over the Stranger's face, and at that he give a
sudden stirt, which didn't seem just real to me, an' said in
a volee not much over a whisper;

" Pays, P've met this man before! He told me his name.
[¢'s Jel Graham. [l pata slab over his grave to-morrow."”

That aight T wanced to read another of the books, but
when 1 went to ook under the bunk they was gone. |
asked Thomas Jetferson about ‘em, an' he siaid:

“1 thought you'd read "em. .. . DPwe laken chem
awiy.”

{T"he conlin wltion uf this siory will apprar in the two fulfowing issues.)

south of the Rlo Geanda.

HE QUELLED AN INDIAN UPRISING
SINGLE-1IANDED

General Hugh L. Scort, commundlng the

Recond Cuvilry Brigade on tiw AMexlcan

barder, who wis bess with o detachment

0 upprens un wprlslng wnsang the Noavi-

Kiding uhead of luia

FITTHIPF TRV

L A SWEET SINGER OF 1RELAND
t A new photograph of the famous tenoer,
A Juhn McoCormack, tuken wlth hle wife.

Ile hus recently ceturned from Melbuurne,
Ausrralla, where he crowded u vist sudis
torfum sliteen fmes In ewos months.

boy whe Is actually enrolled tn VIitlu's
fights vialluntly In the "rebel™ mnks.
¢ of many bey-suldlers who (v-duy are
fighWfis on borth alded In the bloody revolutlan

Waller 1. 11
ture Housty
cente a bush



iLL

- LESLIE'S

. Part 1i

MES-OLIVER C

-st0n) (0 want work: Bi Just sst around sud nade shorthaid notes.

A,
B Proyer ovor the coflin,
“Tmet this mau heforal™ bo salk: > Ho told me hle qame; 1l
. at tho bosd of the gruve, with Juif

HERE was a cur'ous change tome over Thomas
Jefferson Brown aflter that night when Jeff Graham
lay dead in the shed, It seemed as rhough his lips

grew set a lictle tighter, an' there was more ‘a’ more of the
hurtin hiseyes. He'd talk an’ laugh when we was together,
but more aften than sot ['d see his aughrer wasn't the real
thing, b€ had somethin’ bard an’ unpleasant init.  An']
-stenso lietle of him after a time that it began to ger lonely,

mountains, He'dstarteut in the morning, sometime belore it
was daybreak, an’ he wouldn't come back till dark. Once or
rwice he stayed oat alt night, an® irwasn't infrequeat lor

slip our into the night alone.
heard hiws ceving over in his bunk, but | couldn’t bring
myscll 1o believe that.  Anyway, he was phiched an’
white ant’ sick looking the next morning.,

This was two or three ilays after the division enginecer
-w—-had- brought-his wife. and daoghter to_live_at the camp.
- Helene was becsame=the girl's.name-=an’ she'd just got_;

ot of a girls” college somewhere down East. Thomas
Jefferson and me was down at Stewart's camp store buy-
ing tobacen when she rade up with Mr. George, her futher.
They*8ns afrer 4 can of orange marmalade, an® the girl
was on a bald-faced cayuse, hangin’ on for dear fife. [
ain’t much far beaury, but [ couldn't help lookin' at her.
Tt wasn't just pretiness. It was sowething thac made
you go away {eelin' better for having seen i, like as though
you'd looked at an angel. 1 guess there ain’t many faces
TThke T hers, TestWA Y Gtk side "Bl "THe T plies whiet
ought o be.  I'm good at colors which comes of livin' in
—~—the-mountains. Aol Lnever see what you

] ]

USTRATED.

'ngj@']lj

SYNOPRIB of tho provoaing chapter: A rough, ruggud raltroad-
one dey upon *he Taggedest lsoking Indlvidual thet I'd over ses coma Ings the mountulna,’” but Thare wan u ook
o) the man' faco that niade Lho eallrosad msun feel somy for hirme- Hiv name was Themes Jofemnon Brown, ho aubd.
A frlendatilp sprang up botwsen tho two nen anid Browi: wait La lve tn the shetk with the butldor.
One doy he admitted that he wié o wriler
and that b had published sema @ best sclhors,” bug he did nol soem to have sny porlleular fnsredt Wn tio.
woieks Inter anathor niranger bt Lho camp: he wantsl work snd gol JL but wsa ldlted cwo hours nter by o o i, )
He wos abaut La bg bugded as & udknown wt_mn Chomas Jut!'«mm Brows rame I pid l}mlsmi upm%ﬁ* °
Then be ifted the hendkarchle! froin the strungor’s Ince und guva o start,
Qrubam,”
ehan s numo on It

e took 1o goin' off by himsclf, an' hikin® deep into the -

—— him roogit puro” Led when beld ougho (Q.by&u-_usl;:up._an'_;.llm_sanmsu_m..o'_icclin.'_ as tha-Ange
Once 1'd have sworn 1

anigelst”

Girl o

DRWO0.0QD

bultder o the Cantlun Northwest comes

Hut he didn’L
Twn

“Hoyw, 1'v6
And e noxt day Brown pul a-sinh
s bl A B

while | sneak away, careful that |
don't break a. twig under iy
big fect.

Funsy how things sowfetimes
turn out simultancous like. It was
thay same night  that the  train
brought up the woman in black.
She wasa tall, siim woman; older -
than the Angel-Girl, aned  with a
different sort ol beanty—a beaugy
that'd make men spare, but nor with

Girt's. She was a blapde, but not .
the washed-out sort that come sp the line; her hair was

© real gold, and she didn’t have painted eyehrows or rouged

cheeks.  She was precty all right, but there was a wik! sort
of look in her eyes, and she didn't losk this way or_tha

L& shie.vent into the agent’s office... | ¢oukdn’i-help-think-——

mgr.nl.,.hcr. that- night-and -k would-have-told: Thonm
JeAerson, but when 1 eenched the shick § Taund a note he'd
written suyin' he'd gone up the line lor @ few days with
Mr. George and his daoghter.  And the next (Iu):, when
the ageat rold me who the slim woman in mourning was,
I wished Thamas [efferson wis there o ke my place.
For 1 knew 1 have to help her, sevin' as how Thonus
Jeflerson an' mwe had come 1o be Tooked on as the care-
takers an' owners of Jefl Grabum's grave.  She was Jefl
Grapham's widow.
Bt her you'd think she wasn’t of the sore that'd marry the
rough-leoking chap whe'd come 1o work among the rock-

_ hops. :

cayuse. There was a big pile of shining, curling brown -
cheeks was like theny crimmson sunset Bowers you see on the
movntaing in the autumn, an' her Hps were parted just
“Enough T SEETEHETWhIte of her “teeth.  An® her eyes!
Gawd, you'd trusted your naked soul into her keepin’
after looking at them! She looked straight at us and |
felt. Thomas Jeflerson Brown's hand clutch my arm of a
sudden, an® 1 heard *im give a quick breath.,  An' then she
dropped the little whip she had, an' quick as a Hash
Thomas Jeferson was out therg, with it in his hand, an’
. -.bowin' like a king. 1 was proud of him then,  An’ those

et volor:bland 2% she made oo that yeller-hided bald-faced

hair canght-up careless like ou-her head, and under that her sk

. Bob, the agent, had told hee about mie-aa
Jeflerson, an’ how we'd cared for her hushand and pur a
b over him, so I’ didn’t need any introduction when 1
went to her at Frazer'ssleeping place, which was the neur:
est thing we had o a hotel at the rail-end.  When she
comes into the room where'l was waitin®, an' [ bobbed my
cap and held out a paw to her, just as Thomas Jeerson
would have done, she give a (unny kind of cry, an' caught
my hand, and leoked at me.  That was all.  Fep 3 whole
minute she just looked, an’ her lips teembled like a little
kid's about 10 cry, an’ you could see the end of her chin
q_uivurinj; in & way thar made something big and fampy
rise up in oy throat,  An’ then she saidi 7 You'll take
: b
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** Y guess rhere nln't
muny faces Hke hers,
lepstways outatde of
the place whare
]_._m--..mrur\gelu—uugh_t Lo bV ——

v was hard to believe that, for to look

Thomas -~ was-of the sorr that couted make any man rise up Gut of the

Teallodsed paw, an® 1 heard ber sweet sotce—an' [ saw that

-

i

she was sick with griel over Jolf Graham.
just the Geelin'. Bac i was there. § couldn’t like =uch a
wonktn—not more than urdinaey. [t wasn't thought of
her that made me prav {or the hour when Thomas Jelier-
_sonowould ccome home. . e was the Anged-Girl,  Thut's
what T called her—atw ~to mysell, 1 know that just
lookin” ar her, an' having her spuak o me, an' seein' that
pure-glosy in-heecves,-had-made-me-a. Serre—man~—She

T ehn't explain

dregs of perdition, an' beaman, An' she was with me alt
thar day, an' | could fevl the soft touch of her hand in my

pile of shining curls un Thomas [elferson’s breast again,
an’ that love-light o' the angels in her evyes. By night
fwasca'mer. T waited the next day, an' the next, and on
the third che woman in black hunted me up, and some of
the griel was gone Irom her 0 '

ST want 'inm dug up,” she san
back honie with me. .

That night Thomas Jefferson and Mr. George 'n'
Angel-Girl returned o camp. Thomas  Jelersou  was

*1'm goin’ to take him
B '

the

Fyeg ol e, ot brewm ' prrclooking e the-sweerest

Rower- that-ever-growed,-met- his- {air- an’- sqpuare; - go* [ -
could see the color rippling deeper in her checks as she
e e s *y T e e 3 Tk 1

1.
-She-dide't go-back-for a hat,” - An® aft the “way “ti the
grave she put her lictle hand on my arm, where T could focl
I otrnrablin' et B Fo o0 . 08 L

L) ALY | S | V1L E Wy i L < 89 A Y e Y1
night' I saw the wonunn in black, an’ she promised 1o meer
me at the grave sharp at nine o'k the et moeaing.




e B8 hadk-brought- his-wife. and. daughtee te Jive ot the camp.__ S8 she. wenl, into.the agent's othee. I gouldn't el cthink..
e B D Yelene was her pimieszihe gir!':i.num'_'::un he'd just gor - ing ol her that.aight,- and-I- would-have- rold- Thomas
out of a girls’ college sumewhere down East. Thomas  fefferson, but when [ l'(“l(_hi‘(! the shiek | lmu;d a hote he'd
Jeflersen and me was down at Stewart’s camp store buy-  written sayin' he'd gone up the line for a7 Tew days wich
ing tobacéo when she rode up with Mr. George, her father.  Mr. George and his daighter. And the next day, when
They was after a can of orange marmalude, an’ the gisl  the agent Lokt me whe the slim woman in mourning was,
was oggat bald-laced cayuse, hangin’ on for dear fife. I 1 wished Thomas Jefferson was there to ke my place.  she was sick with griel over Joff Graham. 1 chin't explain
ain't mich for beauty, but I couldn’t help lookin® at her. - For 1 knew 1'd have to help her, seein’ as how Thomas just the feelin’.  But it was there.  § canlda’t like snch a
It wasn't just prettiness. L was somcthing that made  Iefferson .m me had come to be looked on as the - woman—nol store than ordinary. It wasn"t thought of
you go away feelin’ beeter for having seen it, like as though . iakers an' owners of Joff Graham's grave, She was Jeff  her that made me priay for the hour when Thomas Jeffer-
you'd lookud at an angel. T guess there ain'l many faces  Graham's widow. [ hard to believe that, k._...son_would . come _home.._ f.wasthe-Angel-Gid.  That’s
ke Hory, TeAREWAYS OUESIdE ol e pliice WHETE dngelsT Bt Rer you'd thin 't of the sort that'd warry the  what | callest hur—always—to myself. [ know that just
cught to be. . I'm good at colors which comes of livin' in  rough-leoking chap who d come to work mwnong the rock-  ookin” at her, an' having her speak to me, an’ seein’ that
the mountains An’. [ never see, what you might call such  hogs. pure—glory-in-horeyves, had-made-me.a ~bell—ter——mau. 3l
_a.colocblend . as she made_on thar yell ided bald-faced .. Bob,. the KSL‘HI -had_rold_her. about -nmie- ’!.fl'*:rh(Jl'nllB*—“W:la -of the-sorrthat coubd make AN AN rise in ol Bl i
g cayuse. There was a Lig pile of shining, curling brown JLHL!‘SO[), an' how we'd cared for her hushand and put a  dregs of perdition, an' be a man.  An' she was'with me all
T S “hatr canghtup careldss like-on herhead, and undec thist her slab over him, so [ didn't need any intreduction when I thar day, an" | could feal the soft touch of her hand in my
cheeks wiss fike them crimson sunsct Bowers yousce on the  went to her at Frazer's sleeping place, Which was the neir=” —galloimsed paw;an*1 heard hersweet voice—-an’ [ saw that
mountains in the auturmm, an' her lips were parted just - est thing we had to a hotel at the rail-end.  When she pile of shining curls on Thomas Jeflerson's brease again,
T enoaghT €6 seé” thé “whitéTof herteeth.  Ant her eyes!  comes into the room where'] was waitin’, an' § hobled my an’ that lovedight o' the angels in her eyes. By nighe
Gawd, you'd trusted your-naked soul into her keepin' - eap and held out a paw to her, just as Thomas Jefferson - | was co'moer, [ wivited the next day, an’ the next, and an
after looking at them! She looked straight at ws and I would have done, she give a funny kind of cry, an’ eaught  the third 1he woman in black hunad me up, and some of
felt Thomas Jefferson Browh's hand ctutch my arm of & my hand, and looked at me.  That was all,  For 4 whole  the wricf was gone from her fuce.

sudden, an® 1 heard 'im.givca quick bn:arll.. An’ then she u}inum ghe just looked, an' her lps trembled like a lttle "I wanc 'im dug up,” she syys. 1o goin' to teke him
-t dropped the little whip she had, zn' quick as a flash  kid’s about to cry, an' you could sec the end of her chin back honic with me.” :
{ Thomus Jefferson was out there, with it in his hand, an’ quivering in a way thar made something big and lumpy That might Thomas Jefferson and Ar. George "0’ the .
: - bowin'. like a king, proud of him then. An’those  rise up. in my tlzrom.. An' then she said: " You'll take  Angel-Girl returned to camp.  Themas Jefferson was
Cyos ol Tiers; soft 'u’ tn TphTe mun.m,, s thesweetest——mre—to—tim S —— . e .
—fipwer-that-cver—growed;-met- his- fair-an'- square—pu’-I-—— - She didn't go-back: for e h‘ar'— " all” Lhe way e th nig o blac P pm"“.ﬂ% &; meee T

me at: the grave alnrp at nine o'clock the pest mormnq,
At quartér after fine TWas )3 there, with Thomas Jeffers -
L ol th lirtde snowy rock-bells we.trod under our feet  son Brown.  We came up behind some bushes, and when

could see the color rippling deeper in her checks as she grave she put her little hand en my ar, where [ cquld fcel
thanked him, an’ when Themas Jefferson turned back to it tremblin’, and her face was that dmd white it made n
eemie-he-was.a clm,ngi.d ey

“1lve pue hee in every hook | cvirWiote,” he says to ag —we_went. Her hoir.was cayght.- ap- careless. when- we——we stepped ‘our there-srooch-the woman; facer“’ frcewith
me, as we're going Back to our shack. ¢ She's my Eileen,  started our, :md now the wind ew it about her lace an us, not ten stepsaway.  Dain't much on \mrd pieturin o

my Isobel, my Hope-—my everything that has made love  shoulders, an® the sunlight ser it all afire and gliszen I can't tetlmuoch of what happened then.  Buor it st hive
an’ happiness possible in my books.  dnd I've found kerf"™  like gold that's been carried a tong time in a buckskif | seemed to the woman.just as though thé grave had opesed
AR' he trembies as he speaks,an' there'sa new Brein his  sack. It looked strange against the white of her privf- lhcn_ at her {eet, an' Geoffrey Graham ki’ -umm| out
"—facrﬂ-.d—whén‘[-'-waq-geuini-hupp(.r_hc_wultﬂut locwood,  Slled face . When.we come up to the grave shestood still - g e aliver She staced—stared-tike-a-mad-wi .
% ! L hoakd-him-siagin’ Lor the first time since I found 'un [ox 5..Lt i -0t i b-woa-the-mrost-terriblemomert i tonte e v Tele st i BEe T T TS Ee
hilin® in from the '\l!ollt . of all-Hor she tu-'ned ap har face, and there was that hurt * cry_come from him, an' then with @ seream she sprang
vy 1 ajmost [alls hm'ﬂ‘- dc"d whin | secs in _hee eves I'd ocver seen in ll.lllll'lﬂ..ﬂb'm—bdﬂﬂ-‘pﬂ-Lbhﬁ-—.-m-him,and-(hrew—hupm‘msilbﬂlll—him.—ﬂn'—t-hc—n Fheard her
Thomas Jefferson Brown in company with- the division * seemed to-be praying. And then she threw herself down - sobbin’—sobbin‘—=obbin—and 1 turmed away.
engineer,smoking-'n" chattio® with him_as thuugh he'd  on Jeff Graham's grave, an' | could hear her sobbing his  back to the cabin. [t wis a longtime bghre 1
Fenown i ali-his-Hfe-when he comes-along te lnprCt our --.name, an' talking to him, and alter that she lay there and 'jcﬂg[son came.  And when he cante thrgeffh the doos his
worlk,” An' l'rom that day on Thomas Jefferson™was up to" eried like I've scen little children ery, with that lon ‘face was white an' set, and his hands xere clenched. © Ane
the engineers' camp reg'lar - -Je-waz- o week beldre Tsaw - —sheeny hair of her’s spreading alt out over the motnd- we'd-—Fguess that my-face-war-set-just fis hard, and that-my
-—whiat 1'd guessed_to. hl_[l"ill... I_ecomes on‘emy; i‘-!i"g alongt " made. Alter a time she g'ct up, an' threw back her hair, -~ fists were doublel, oo,  And he khew—knew what [ was
a trail en two cayuses, an " Thomas Jeffersan"stops mé and AR there wis a quicter an" more peacelut look: in her-lace~— poin'- to say; what- | -might do.  Belere T could say a -
-gives us an intreduction.  The girl holds out a hand  Sheasked—me-aHabowt-him—how-he'd-diedvan’-i{. he’ d word-or-monvt, -t herecomce—that—sofesetoak_in s face—.——
that ain't bigger'n twe of my fingers, an” smiles at mu in  said anything about Ner. 1 made it as  itsy 13 Teould, an’  and he pulled something from his pocket, and savs,
a way that sets my hard old heart tremblin’ likgea scaire, . then she began telling me about hi * Jaeck, ol comracle, read thar—belore you sy a word
I)lrd an’ shé "‘:ﬂ.yb. so~sweetand- true like-that. [t sounds. "He.was good to me, she says, * ‘heloved me—he Tt was a newspaper clippia’, almost twa columns of ir,

o like music:. . 'S o .- - almost worshipped me.”"  And then she goes'on, from'one” aund WhIld I'ny redding he goes over and sefs on the 'cdgc'
“He's told me so much about vou. 1've wanted 1677 one t}ung to another, and as she talked, -with little. sobs.__ol his bunk, with his s"m:-m his haridé. _ When 1'd fnished
mect you—to know you. ['ve known Mr——Mr. Brown - breakin! in her voice now and then, my bluoc! turns eolder T went over ta him, an' 1-put a hand on his shouhler, an® 4
for a long time—through his books.~ I read them all—  and colder, until it seemed as thoughi it was the ice-water  spys—s'prised at the funny sound of my own veite,
when at school—some of them twicet”  And [ can  [rom the mountain tops that was runum}through myveins.  “Tom, is this true?” 1 stifl couldn’ts help from calling

see a pride in her eyes wheo she speaks—and some-  For it wasn't of the stranger thag had"worked amang the  him Tom,

5 thing else that makes me think mighty ducp.aflcr rock-hogs that she tlked. [ eowas of Thomas Jefferson *It's crue-=T swear belore God that it's true,” he says.
"ﬁj! they’d gone, _ Brewn! An" [ understood. Thomas Jeflerson was the * And have yvou told her?” :
_ B I know they're happy—l‘hmmﬁ Jeftersdn an' the \ngd~ ‘real Geoffrey Graham.  And she thought ke lay out there . e koows that I'm relerring to the Aogel-Girl, and be
[ © G Girt, as [ got to thiakin' of her. One day I come pretty,  —dead-—under that slab on the knoll! . grip:. my hand hard as rock, and for a moment the blue
« near makin’ an awful mess of things.~ That was threc 3 in his eves is llLo that o[ the suniit sky.
'i" weeks later,  1°d put, on mocepsing because of sore [ect - . "Everything,) he sAvs. ‘1 told her the truth about my-
B2 ‘an' was coming quict through the bush, when not ten feer . { don't know how 1 kept the truth behind my tongue s self the second time 1 met her,  She has read that, and a

ahead of me [ seen something that made my beart pop - we went back to Frazer's place.  Buc Idid. And all that  dozen other clippings.. And they made no difference—-

up in my mouth mighty sudden. They didn’t hear me, day ! felt queer trembles running through me, for I couldn't o her, except that she ried harder to bring me back life,

an' I didn’t wait long to ook at:something that was none | get our of my mind the thought of the serpent I'd took  hope, happiness.  After thar happened—back  there—

of 'my business.—But what I scen was like a picture that  for a pardner in ThomasJeffurson Brown.  Teoukin't think  the workd crumbled under my feet, | wanted to lose my.. | -
won't rub out. I sce that big pile of shining brown curls  of him as Geoffrey Grahdm, an’ [ guess that ence or twice,  seff, and ‘that night some strange impulse moved me--

laid close against Thomas Jefferson’s breast, an’ the Angel-  if he'd been there, I'd put my hands to his throat. It -and [ gave the unknown dead man my name,  Then, 1imet
Girl's face looking up at him. Anf thea ! sees her arms  wasn't o much the thought of how he'd tricked me, o her. My God, she bas avade mie ten times: stronger lh:\l\
creeping abont his shoulders, and at that there come 2 of the woman in black, thar madliened me. There was I have ever been.  She loves me.  And 1—T1 worship hvr

little ery from Thomads Jeferson that I'can hear but don’t something about this womian with the sheeny gold hair “And now,” T savs, "the uther has come hack w you.
understand, and he puts his face closs down to hers— let didn't strike deep down in your hu:'\r{, though | knew (Cuntined au g 8}
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The An

”Yl:;, she's come back,” be says, and he
rises and goes out of the cabin, and there'sa
stoap 10 his shoulders, an’ a sick hang to his
head, and 1 hear o gueer breath come back
from him as he closes the door,

['read the paper again—muore sléwly, It
seems strange why God makes such women
sometimes—Ilike the woman with the sheeny
gold hair.  ['d known good men to love ‘em
before, but it had never come quite so near
home to me as with Thonsis  Jeferson
Browe.  And he'd Joved her, mach as most
men can love women, 1 goess,  He was a
Dig writer man, sl his fricnd was an artist.
It was oo stery |don't like 1o sce—ceven in
Tprint. "They do bad, stir you wp;an’-make
your think unpleasant things: - His wife amd
the artist get thick—the paper said more
titn that, and your didn’t have Lo read much
between the
paper didu’t have any sympathy for the
womaitor the artist, At lase they run away
tagether—uver e Parls—in® the story that
cxplained all this wis chiclly about Jeollrey
Craham's mystenious disappearance, and
why he might have killed bimsell. 1t told
how his wife's Tniuhlessness h;ul broke him
allup \fu'r that he'dl given 1
friends, un kcpt ta him-
self.  The woman, the paper said, was stiil
in Paris, an' it went on (o say that the
strangest thing about Jeoffrey Oraham’s
disappearance was that he had disappeared
the day after held been granted g divorce.
—dodidnle think there, was. any_two ways
“about” whar was going 1o happen: now. -[
asked myself the question which 1 knew was
up 10 Thomas Jufferson. " What would you
do?’ ] asks myscll. ' Whit woulid you do
in a case Hke this?”  An' then | saw their
two faces, the weman's and the Angel-Ciel’s,
and a shudder « s through me when. l
toak at her's, an’ 1 I.u:gh tow and happy, ont
of pure joy for Thomas Jefferson, when the
“AngelGirl smités” aik. at” with™ those
pure eyes.  “There ain't no two ways,” [
nasures—vyselland-then Thomas. ]uﬂ’ursq:\

E{riked md cotd dead-with-his- ~sick Tooks anc
the funny idees he has on the subject.
“When is she goin' back—where she come
from?” I innuires.

"I don"t know," he says, lookin' at mo in
a dazed sort of way. "She's come back.
And she was my wife."

“Ciood Gawd,” 1 shivered. ' You don't
mean—you den't mean—you siilt care for
her? "' ..

I see the gleam of his teeth between his
lips.

“C:m: for her!” he cries, clenching his
i, Can s cure forowoman who's

(Cuutlmwd from pl.m. 31)

s they say, because thej-

G‘%kﬁ

[ went away without sayin' what I'd come
to say, but [ grew ten years younger as !
went back o our shack, an' T koew § was,
ready Lo beat the life out of lhum’ls'_]eﬂl.r-
son il he took the wrong step.

1 guuss unyil that night I'd never known
just how big 2 man can be—a man like
Thomas Jefferson.  He wasa’t at the cabia,
an’ §ate supper alone.  That was the nighe
the out-going train was to leave, an' | went
down 1o see it off. There was a crowd
ut T went to the end of the express
Fvhere iU was darker, an” stood smok-
Then, inighty close, 1 hears voices,
that Thomas  Jefferson an”

e l’

ing.
1 know

1 a1l love the other :hlnax..thoald. mema
rles, e ald-daye when L was making my
fight to cltsnb up, an’ she wna with ma.™

woman whe had been his@ife are standin®
there, where 1 coutd almot touch ‘em-if |
rcached around the corner, 1 crept nearer,
an' listened, and just then the train gave the
three-minute whistle.  There was that sob
—sob-—sob, low a0’ heartbroken, an'
Themas Jefferson  Brown  was  talkin’.
“Ged knows I'm sorry,” he says. “I'd
give up my life now—an' be happy to die—
il it was all undone.  But ir isn'r, an” it can
never be. You'll go back, an' be a good
LT kinowtia e Phiere s w0 bigpluce
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dene that?  No, | despist her, - But it’s ihe
ather things. She was my wile, an’ 1 st#t

fove the other things, the old memeorics, the

told-days-when-L.was malking my fight_to]

1'limb when—
when-
His voice r'hol\c:! im, an' hc 5t0p~.

"I understand,” 1 says, an' ina flush iny

heeels near forky sears tooa

up, an’ she was wirh me,

nrined e

in the world for good women, an' I've Taith
That you'll fll one of 'em.  AMay God bless
you—lsobel—an"—good-bye!!
— il ait-any. more—-§ stunkoff likea |
dog, an” there come sut of me the first sound
like a Laby oy I'd made in thll‘[y YUEALS, .
I heard the grain when she lefr, an’ 1 wairted

roiting—for
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