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QU sce, Miss Rodney, it isn't a
smaull job—this blowing up of
a mountain. It's my first
‘coyote, and I hope it works,
It means a lot to me.”

Philip Dalton, eleven months out of an
engincering collee, lovked at his watch, and
then across at the grim ugliness of the black

~mountain of rock which lay in the path of
the new Trans-continental,

“Welll know in oo e less then four
hours,™ he said, and from the mowntain,
feed in the list glow of sunset, his eves
tirned Lo the girl. ~She goes up al nine
o'clock sharp Lo-night. 1L will be o heaut-
ful pee of Greworks.”

The vice-president’s daughter was stand-
ing with her hack to him, her slim ligure
profiled agtingt the erimson light hovering
st over te western wilderness, e Hght
breeze tassing shining wisps of her golden haic
abwut her face amd shoulders.  The others
had gone.

For the first time since she and Dalton
had met cach other o month before,
they were afone,  The fact thrilled Philip,
and ke looked at her unobserved, his face
fushing with the emotions which she stirred
within him, his eyes fillel with the love
which he would never have dared to let her
s¢e. They had been together often during
this moath, but there had always been some
one else with them—her father, some of his
guests, or her ftancd, the little Englishman
who was giving her a title.

They had never been alone, like this,
and Philip squared his strong young
shoulders and drew in deen breaths of the
keen cvening aie, and forgot that he was
orly one of the half dozen young engineers
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in camp, at 2 hundred and 1 a menth.

For a litie longer Miss Rodney stood
with her back to him, looking off o the
thousund miles.of peopleless
which the buililees of the new
tinental were driving their thin b
When she turned 1o him there «
loak in her eves

“It's wonderful—wonderful,”
“0Oh, what van't vy da—yn
strong men who WORK:

Her volew, Ber eves, the il
were other than he Jad o
belore.

S serey that P going away to
morrew.” she continuerl and there k
tone ol hitterpess in her wonids,
never seencthis big slorious woeld hefore
s the st time Uve ever hnown red

ser cheeks
n them

hin

He felt a throbling joy fn his Treast that
heldd him speechbes
“And you really believe (ha

youp cai

blow up that mountain?”
-

ney.
Ard pou-—yOU are doing iL*"” ,
Tt was mot a ruestion,  Wonder, delights
admiration shane in he 5. .
I'menly the engineer,” he replivd. Hlve
superintended the buikling of the coyole:
See that other knob of the wnountzin o
there?  Billinger has had charge of that.

His coynte poes up at cight-fopty-five, ming -2

at nine.”

“T wish [ coukl sce it," she exclimed 7'

sugldenly, .
SYou can!” The words shot front him

with o sudidenness that deepened the tan

of wirdl ami sun in his f2ce, 'There is sult

-night, at nine o'clock, Miss Rod .
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time. I will take you down now, if you will
Tet me, Miss Rodney.” .

“I wanted to go the other day, but Mr,
Chelton saidd that it was ne place for a
woman.”

Her lips tightened a little.  Chelton was
the man she was to marey.

SWIH you zo?” ke asked. Wil you
took at MY eovore?™

“Yes.”

She laughed at the unconcealed plegsure
in his face.  Fler blue eyes dazzled him with
the sudden mischievou: excitement that
leaped {nto them,

“We'll begin right here" he exclaimed.
HYow see these wites, Miss Roadnev?  One
runs 2 quarter of 4 omile sveer there o my
coyote. the other o Liflinger Al the
gther end of this wite —mtine—tiere are Livy
hundred cuses of dvnamite amd 2 hundred
and fifty sacks of powder,  To-night we will
bring an clectric battery up to this rock,
attach the wire, vl when you press the
butten the i Blows wp. Do you
understanct?

see, [ oaeel' il soltiy, leaning
duse to Rt s he Liepr the ends of the
wires, L wonder—" She jooked at him
with o sudden daring desire in her Cyes.
“Lwonder it they et ME press the bulton
to vour coyute?

His hunds trembled g5 he replaced the

T s

wires.
#I—I"d he the ha
if vou would.” he said
will, if they (L et e,

* They ="

“Imean my tather. and Me, Chelton.”

Agein e saw her lips tghtes.

He led th ¢ dewn the ridge inte the
jittle valley that lay between them and the
mountain. The way was rough and filled
with musses of broken trap and boulders.
Tn one place he held hack his hand to her,
and she gave him her own, lanshing into his
eves.

“iWhat WOULD they say?™ she de-
manded.

He knew whom she meant by THEY, and
he Taughed back ar her, with a1 theill of
pleasure which she could not fujl tu see,

A somber gloont had begun Lo shreud the
plack wall of the mountain when they came
to the mouth of the coyete. The opening
was abeut four fect siuare. Philip went
in fitst, and the girl foliowed him.  The
plackness of night lay ahead of them.  The
girl’s hand clung suddenly to his arm, and
he felt her shudder,

ppcst man in the camp
1

" Ugh! it’s dark—and cold!”

“There’s a lantern here,” he said. “J'it
light it."”

In the glow of the light the girl’s face
shone pale and tense. They had gone
twenty paces in the chamber, “Suddenly he
stopped.

“You're not alraid, are you?” he asked.

N 0-0-0-0—-not afraid, Only—1twoe hun-
dred cases of dynamite——"

He laughed again, with a joyous ring in
his volee, and in this moment, a5 they stood
alone under the mountain, with the faint
glow of the lantern lighting up their face, it
seemer] the most natuzal thing in the world
for him tn take the fittle hand that stll
clung Lo his arm.

Cleean't huet us," hesai. You could
build a bontice in bere and nothing would
happen. Look—"" e held the lantern
high above his head, and she saw that the
rock wall of the chamber was four or five
Teet above them.  “The dynamite and the
powder are under us,” he went ot, *‘with
the exception of fity cases which are piled
unat the end of This chamber. There's ten
feet of space here, wnd the chamber is
twendy fewt wide. It runs buck a hundred
vards under the mountain, The dynamite
and the powder are covered over with six
feet of cement and broken rock. The wire
goes under ground just outside the mouth
of the chamber, and causcs the explosion
rom BENEATH. Now—" He was talk-
ing to her eaperly in his enthusiasm, Now
—by leaving this air-chamber—we will get
more than one explosion. There will be
theee or four, where if there were no zir-
chamber, and no vent, there would be but
ONE, and we would lose three times the ex~
plosive: force we will now get.  The first or
second explosion wiil explode the filty cases
of dynamite back there at the end of the
chamber. By George, it ought te rip
thunder aut of the mountain” -

“By George, IT WILL!" she cried, and
for an instant he felt her fingers tighten

about his own.

" I~Tbeg your pardon—""he stammered,

“For what?"” she demanded. “Because
¥ou can work up enthusinsm enough in reat
work to FORGET YOURSELF? Its
floricus! 1 swish T were o man. I T were
Ii—1'd do semething—something big—
like blowing up mountains, building rail-
roucds-—"" -

“¥ou really think it's big?”” he asked in
a whisper. T thought—you know-—-7"

“Yes, I know what you thought,” the
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gidl interrupted, as he hesitated. ' Every-
one thinks the same.  JO [ were 2 man 1'd

This time he could not see that curious
tightening of her lips.

“T'lIl show you the dynamite,” he sug-
gested. ¥ You're not alraid?’*

SN

He led her deeper into the chamber. Ne
sound came to them now.  In the intensity
of the silence he could hear the gid at his
side breathing quickly, sted when he raised
the lantern above his heud he saw that her
eyus wore wide open, and their pupils big
and dark, A moment more and the lan-
tern glow began to reveal row upon row of
boxes in their path. .

“That's the dynamite," ke said, and his
voice sounded hellow and unreal.

“Ugh ! shuddered his companion, and he
felt her pressing closer to him.  Abnest in
the same brealk she clutched kis arm wi
herfreehand, “WHAT WAS THAT?”

" Nothing,” he begum—and stopped,

He had heard the sound, faint ab first,
like a shovelful of gravei falling upon the
rock flcor behind them. If was followed
now by a strange rushing sound that secmed
to send a throb through the mountain, and
Dhilip whirled toward the mouth of the
coyote. Back there he should still have
seen the pale light of dav illering through
the outlet.  In place of that there was the
blackness of night. He held the lantern
behind him, and looked hard. It was still
black, and there rushed over him a feeling
of horror.  If he had been alone he would
have cried out, and would have run like a
madman to the plice where the light should!
have been. In a dash he knew what Dad
happened. A rock had looscned over Lhe
rwouthnf thechamber, letting down aslideof
rock and earth, They were shut in! He
tried 1o speak calmly, bul Miss Rodney had
felt the theill of horrer that passed like an
clectric shock through his hody.

“I guess it was a little dirt falling over
the mouth of the tunnel,” he said. “I'm
afraid you'll have to soil your dress getting
out, Miss Rodney, and incidentaily you'll
you'll have the pleasure of secing me work
for a few minutes.”

Miss Redaey did not reply as they re-
traced their steps. The lantern light re-
vealed the coyete vent choked with earth
wnd broken trap, and when Philip saw the
trap, wedged and crushed in the hole, he
placed the lantern on Lthe floor, so that the
girl could not see his face. He dured pot

speak [or a momont, and turned from hec 10
steip off his coal. With o little ery Miss
Rodney sprang to the lanlern, ond in
another moment she was holding it close to
his face, staring inte his horrer-il li_ﬂ}’fﬁ
His face was as white as death, aid s ;3125
were set ina hard, teuse Hae. o the girl’s
{ace Philip <lid nol see what he iad o3
pected to see.  She said nothing.  Her
vyes were almest black.  The lantersn shm‘_—k
i her hand.  He knew that she had seen i
face all that he could have tald her, and
yel in her own there was none ol Lhe weak-
ness that he had feared. 1t was fike 2
white camieo in the half gloom.

He turned from her 2nd began to work,
while she beld the lantern at his back. At
first he made easy progress into the loose
trap, Then he came to the wedged chunks,
and he knew that he was fighting aguinst &
wall almost ag solid as the mountain itsell,
Asan engineer he knew e furee sl weight
that it had t Lo ciwke the mouth of the
coyate in Lhis wav, Outside there werd
hundreds, perhaps thousands, of tand of
rock and earth. But he did rot quit, Sente-
thing seemed to break in his head. 9“')’
the preseace of Miss Rodney kept him irom
shouting—{rom shrieking out in his despair
for human help. though his voice would have
died in the heurt of the mountain, He rofled
and tossed back ton aiter ton of rock. 118
hands were tarn and Liveding.  The knife:
edged trap-tipped Lhe arms of his fannel
siirt into shreds.  leads of water an down
his face—a swezt of horror more than of
exertion.  He worked —because he did not
want to lzee Lhe gird, and hecause ilu_:rc al-
ways Fngers a hope-—one chanee atet
thousand-—even in (i face of death, e
kinew there wus no mwore than et chancd
Alittle later he saw that there was no use¢ of
continuing e hopeless fight.  Rocks which
ten men could not have moved bagred his
way. He straightened himsell, and with
his pocket handkerchicf wiped the sweat and
dict, from ki face,  Uefore he had looked 2l
her, Miss Rodicy put her hand on bt
bruised and naked arm.  When he tumed
she held the lanteen on a level with their
fzees.  ‘There was no need of words—f e
planations.  For three-quarters of an hour
she had watched him fight in the face of that
wall of rock and earth witl o strength which
she had never before seen in @ man.

“You've done splendidly,” she said, “but
I den't believe that you can ge on.” i

“No=—1 can't go un,”™ he said. knowing
that she was demanding the truth of him.

14
13

fives Bl

b

4 ut in. O, wmy
panting breach sowsded yee-
news of the cham-

ht the hand that

his d it almost figree-
Iy to his breast. “If 1 had ten thousand
¢ thent up=—every one—if vou
were vat there—and 1 was i herg—alone!™
iy k_ngw you would," she replied, and
Rer votve was steadier than his, “T'ee
been watching you, and I KNOW., 1p's
‘ou're of that surt that U'm—{"m—

Do

RfE> THE BUTTON T0 youR covore? "

CTar yeu don't undferstand,™ he suid.
A thowsand men—-"

I do understand,” she interrupted.
“What time is ft2"

He took out his watch. Her solt hajr
touched his check as Lhey bent together
over the Limepiece. It was a quarter after
seven o'clock.

“An hour and forty-five minutes, "said
the girl. A shudder ran through her body.
She placed the fantern on the Boor, and
looked at hiwn, her fage 2 pale shadow in the
gloarn.  “We'll never Lknow what hap-
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pens,’t she went on, amd he wonlered if
neeror and fear had deiven her mad, " We'll
never know what happens—and THEY'LL
itever know what has happened. Al thwir
Fves they'll wonder where we disappeared
lo. I'we been thinking—thinking-—think-
ing—while you were ac work there, and do
you know, I'm not airid. It's curivus,
but I'nnot. I guess it's because there's a
lot of MAN {n me. T'vealways wanted to
be 3 man, to do things~—big things. This
is the fitst time I’ve ever been glad—that
I'ma woman.”

He came close o her and placed the lan-
tern at their feet.

YT you had enly been a man—ii yvou
only had!" he exclaimed i a voice that was
low and theiliing. 10 you had been a man I
wouldn't have brought vou down hore,  Tf
yau had heen any other woman on earth T
woulde't have brought vou I did it be-
cause—-"

*Why,” she asked sofily.

He had taken her hands again, but he
dropped them now,

*iss Raduey, wo've aimos sepuals here
now, aren’t we? i one longer fust womere
enginecr paid o slury that would Just about
buy your [uther's e Timow MAN
And youw're no Tong a vice-presiddent's
daughter, o great heiress s the tancd of
titled man. You're fust a WOMAN. Our
waorh{is this fittle i
tain, the fast Hetle
Liit won't hust vou-
like to—=to 1ell you

He stoppec, almwst w
recail Jiis words.

"G oon she urgel soltly,
please.”

"I asked you to comue dien, Miss Rod-
ney, because—just vice—I wanied te be
alone with you, to have you all to myseli, [
knise it woulda't huppen again—hat vou
were going away to-martow—and [ was
sure that it wouldn't do any harm, and that
I would be happier afterward. T lid it be-
cause I loved you.”

There was a silence. 1t seemed like an
cternity,  And then, swiltly, in that ter-
rible stitlness, the light hegun to fade away.
It grew fower, fickered. and went out.

*The oil is gone,” he said.

He heard a2 movement, Something
groped out to him in that stark Liackness,
I was the giel's hand, 1t touched his
shoulder.  Hoer other land touchad his face,
Fe Ielt her near—nearer,  And then, sud-
denly, her arms were aroind his nech,

ishing that fie might

“Go on—

“And thal—tiat's just why this is (ke
first time my Hie M GLAD '['ll:\"f
A WOMAN,” she whispered.  "ILU¥
the first time I've sver hnown a MAN,
and I ove him, if he is nothing but a grest
big aod of a civil engineer.”

o the sifence of that momen
jox there sounded the low, tink sole OF
the Jittie beil in PRilip Lalton’s watch. It
wps hall past seven. In the mund‘lh?r_ﬂ
was someiking indescribaldy more sigaill-
cant than the mere jntonation uf time, It
was like the first tolling stroke of 2 churdit
Lell mifes and miles away, roi eat
distance, and mufiled by (5
mountain w i
wh T

thrilling

had

touched w3 and

fie drew her closer and own
arms, untd he was stra Ly wm
with o strength wl it pealize
unul o fidie ey o reRe [ront hle"
fing.  Te lo in tae

sharkness ne
fipn et
ContE o
ment she
his Dreast,
apd fu the caver
tain Juis law words
e that uiter

e ebween lier Lo
I'm e Tetlip,
the fist

wr uve—the
against Lim,
h e 5t ruggle
sents he dared
iv and fondied

warm throhiing of
filled hini witham
to fight back.  Foru
net spele, Hut strok
her face while he bit his Yips until the bleod
came, She was his.  She had given hersell
o him, 20 never had 1 e (o Rim as
it didnow.  She felt hisarmsand his show-
ders harden, she folt the stifening of R
whole hedy. and suddenty he held her back
from him, e his madness fosnd vent 1
wary

u SHALL!

She stood aloee, frombting in the bl:u,n:
L while Lo alrick a mich end searched
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for the lantern, He found it—hall filled
withoil. His face was not whitcnow.  His
cyes almost [rightened her. She stood
rear, holding the lght, while he went ut
the rocks again, Mer presence put the
strength of five men in his arms and body,
and he tolled back rock after rock that he
had not been able to move before.  In the
madness of his fight, in the superhumen
efforts he was putting in this last struggle,
Lime ceased Lo exist for him. He did not
hear his watch when it tinkled off the hour
of cight. Only, each time as he turned his
eyes, he saw Lsobel Roduey's golden head
shining in the dim lantern glow, her eyes
fixed upon him with a love and faith that
drove reason and judgment from him. But
at last he ceme to the end.  He came to
rocks that ke could not move, and as he
strained until every muscle in his body
seemed to tear themselves asunder, his
Lreath came in & groaning ccy, The girl
came to him.  Hec arms were around him
again, and he sank down, broken, bleeding,
conqueted.

“Vou can't,” she whispered stroking
back his hair. “¥ou can’t do it, and-—
and—" The look in his uyes frightened
heragain. “Philip—you look so strange—
you frighten me, You're-—you're not——"’

“T'm all right,” he said pulling himself
together with an effort. " Little sweet-
heart, T guess we've lost.,”

“iWhat time is it?" she asked.

He pulled out his watch.

“Tywenty-iive minutes of aine” said the
gitl. There was not a tremor in her veice,
Her fingers continued to fondie his hair,
“yes, we've lost, but haven't we won a
LITTLE something, Philip? * $he put her
face down wzuinst his hat vhe *1want
e walk,” she said. *Can't we wa
baek and {orth?”

He placed the lantern on one of lhe
vocks, and with her hawd in his they walked
slowly et into the glooni.

a5, T've won somelhing—the greatest
thing in the world,” he said, and there was
the' theill of the oid strength and learless-
ness in his voice. “1 wouldn't exchange
what I've won for life—nut for ten lives.
s YOU. You're losing evervthing.  But
—after all—it won't be so very bad "

She interrupted lim, her fingers clasping
his more firmly.
" Ne, it wer't be so very bad,” she said

bravely. “There are a good many worse
| ' : hanze
what 1've found in this mountain fur that

things, Thilip. T, ton, woubd nut ex

OUT THERE, Do you kaow, itl had to
keep that contract—mongy 1ot a utlc:-an
L had 1 cheice, I'd stay here with you.

*Gad biess you,” ke whispered.

o1 would,” she said, as though Sh_e
thought he doubted her “And muv
Thilip, tets talk of what we would have done
it you had cnly toid me that you lgwad mg
up there on the rack—where (he wires 1€
Lot's make it REAL. I'm going with you
ZEVERYWHERE—and I'm going 10
heip you build raitroads, and bridges, and
blow up mountains. Youll let me, won't
you? " e

He was chaking.  Fe drew her close it his
arms, and held his face away from her s0
that she would not discover the hot tears
that were running down his checks.

"“Yes,” he said, “we'll go everywhere—
together. Nothimg can part ug——eyen 1
deatk- .

"Nothing," she said. .

They both stood silent, and under Lher
feet there came a sudden and terrible throb,

a throb that grew stronger even 25 they
hetd their breath, until the mountain seemed
ta tremble over their heads and under et
fect, and was followed by a dull and distank
roar, like rumbling thunder smothered it
the bowels of the earth.

“ Fifteen minutes more,” she said, and the
hand that stroked his fuce was likelce.

Syes” he replied, that’s Rillington's
mountain.”

They went back intn the cicele of g!ws}l}’
light threwn ont by the lanterd. he
lifted her eves straight to his face, and e
marveled at the strength which he saw 1
them. THer cheeks were like wax,  Her Yips

were pale.  Agalnst Usts while contrast h‘Cf
tue eyes i wr el lark The
wnd

coifs of her goldea lud
suddenly he nached up aad shouk them
down, so thay her shining tresses rippied

about her shoulders, filting his nostrifs with
2 sweet breath as he strained her close to
him again, burying his face in that golden
alory.

w3y wife!™ he eried 1o her softly,

He felt her arms tghien about him, ﬂfld
in their thriiling prossure there came 10 hm
an inspiration which maule him loosen his
arms, and hebd her back from hio. stariaf
at her with eyes into which there had come
a strahge and sudden radiance.

HI0you were my wife! e whispered-

"1 you were-—it would be casier—a lhou;

sond tintes casier! My wife—my wile——

He repuited the wartls, Jouking into her

TUIEATS wILLEN

i

e\}r: T N.?;Ll"l broke in samething that
“lssbel—sweetheart—witl you be
wife?" you b
Sm[r‘::ir. a menenl she did rot seem to unders

Y ngr wile

Her B
wity" Lt lis f. .

“Yeso my wileo 1 oamoan Fpiseapaliz

.%q&[ hl'rvu-‘mm-—-in lh(:l;ilu:\l:"t (])? lil;\E{:;)l:;:clllrll.
tin—without witnesse cin im E“v

and wife. Ttislegal— in the eyesof tthRE.J\I\"

ny

ole in their sweet, eare:

ing

NS MnoNTAIN

and § v eves of ;
and in _t’l‘n. eyes of God! My wife—my
I “¥es, yes, 1 know what you mean—" A
glory of understanding leaped into her eyes
I‘ .kxluw what you mean—-"' B
FYou il be my w
[ O

Dhitip Dulton straightenet himsell.  He
ruised b bridsed and ragaed arm .'J.lm;'u Rris
heud, il his pale face seemed suddenly t::
ulow with the strength and trinmph of o
god s his words rang out clear and mj ht"
against the ccholng walls of the mountaib;\ Y




IN.A MOMENT ITE WAS CARLYING &R OVER THE DEBKLS

I, PHILI? DALTON, TAKE THEE,
ISOBEI, RODNEY, TO BE MY
WEDDED WIFL, TO HAVE AND TO
HOLD FROM THIS LAY FORWARD,
TILL DEATH DO US PART,” -

And then, in the stillness, there rose the
girl's voice, firm and sweet, saying after him,

*AND 1, ISOBEL RODNEY, TAKE
THEE, PHILIP DALTON, TQ BE MY
WEDDED HUSBANT, TO HAVE AND
TO HOLD FROM THIS DAY FOR-

£33

WARD, TILL DEATH DO US PART”

Yy wife!”

“Aly husband!"

Their hearts ceased 1o beat.  Clear and
distinet the Lell in Philip Dulton's watch
began lnkling off the hour ol nine.

Ont—two—three—four, He crushed the
girl’s head in his arm, smothering the soul
from her, Fives seven.  He press
his lips Lo her's,  Eight—nine——

My wife—nny sweet Hitthe wile—"
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Her face was growing cold.  Her fips were
cold. Her arms slipped from his shoulders.
She became 2 weight in his arms.

*God in heaven be praisud!” he breathed.

Ha looked into her white, still face again,
buried his face in the warm sweetness of her
hair, and zs he wailed whispers of prayer
formed themsclves on his lips.

TICK—TICK~TICK~TICK—

He could hear his watch. A clammy
chill erept through him, The roar of the
bursting mountsin seemed already to fill
his head.  Sickness —weakness—overcame
him, and he sank down upoen the cald rock
floor with his unconscious burden.

TICK—TICK—TICK—

His watch was beating off the seconds,
faster and fuster. He counted them, ten,
wenty, lorty, sixty—and they raced so
swiltly that his brain could not follow.
Sorncthing had happened to the wire up on
therock.  They were attaching the battery.
A momwent morc—-

The seconds grew into minutes.  Five—
ten—he lifted his head.  Good G, what
did it mean? The girl moved, and he
strained her to him.  She was coming back
tolife. His Aingurs touched her soft throat,
and he knew that God would have him
choke back her EKfe 2 little longer. His
fingers tightened, and he groaned aloud.
The bell in his watch struck again, It was
a quarter after nine. Tt would happen
soon—it MUST happen soon. There had
beeir a defay—they were pressing the but-
ton now. A little longer—just 2 little
longer

A sound came to him, It was not the
ticking of his watch, Tt was not the little
bell, He raised his head, his eyes shining
madly. It was 2 voice—a faint shout—
heyond the choked up mouth of the coyote.

He dropped the girt and sprang to the
rocks, and his voice rose in shricks that were
like those of a mudman. Answering shouts
came to him through the mass of earth and
rock. They heard him! He heard the
beat of metal picks on hard rockl—one.
two, three, and then an army of them!
Their  CLICK —CLICK—CLICK—came
to him faintly, swiftly, and he continued ta
shout, until he staggered back exhausted,

The pa5 1ad regained consciousness, and was
swayl o on her fect, holding out her arms
to hint and murmuring incoherent things.
He sprang to her and caught her in his arms.

“We're saved!” he shouted,  ““Some-
Lhing has happencd! They’re out there—
they hear us—I can hear then: workingt”

She looked at him dumbly, incompre- -
hendingly, and her hands went to his face |
again, and in her eyes there was a look as
though she feared-the strain had been too
much for him.

“Come—listen!” he cried, and he drew
her to the choked mouth of the coyote,
holding her trembling form in his arms.

Fora moment they held their breath.

Tn the silence there came to them dis-
tinctly the rapid beating of many picks upon
fﬂt‘k.

An hour later & crumbling slide of carth
aml rock cleared the meth of the coyote.
A fload of warm, fresh air rushed in upon
Thilip and the girl he still held in his arms.
Lo it moment e was carrying her over the
débris. A dozen lanterns flashed in their
laces, a score of men had drawn back, lean-
ing on their picks and crowbars, staring at
them white-faced and silent, as men will
stare at those who have come out of the
juws of death, But one sprang forwazd,
and caught the girl from Philip. It was
her father, the vice-president, and from be-
hind him Philip heard the voice of one of
the men, which told him what had happened,
A rock had fallen upon the wire leading to
the dynamite, and had severed it. The
hattery had failed to explode the mountain,
and men had come dewn 1o investigate,

He grew in preat draughts of air, and
locked at Isobel and her father. The girl
had frecd herself from his arms, and another
man was standing near, holding out his
hands toher, It was the Englishmar. And
then he szw the girl draw herself erect—
turn—and search for him; ard when she
saw him standing there in the giow of many
lanterns, white, torn, and waiting, she went
te him with a preat, sobbing cry, and all
who stood there hesnsd the marvelous words
which fell from her lips.

A ITUSBAND—MY NUSHAND!®

[Do you remember Poilyooly—the cherubic Pollyeoly, the complacent Lump, the

sportive Honorable John Rufin? They are all coming back in a new series of
“Poliycoly ” stories which will begin in the December PEARSON'S. If you doa't

remember Pollyooly get acquainted now. You'll always be glad you did.]




