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ON THE UNKNOWN TRAIL
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‘“To the left the senorita will ob-

Berve the.eaStern:slope of the Sierra hoarsely.

Madres. Lopez lies at the base. You
can see a tower or two from here. It
can be reached in two days from Gris-
mer. To the right”’—Esteban swept an
eloquent arm out toward the land be-
low. *“It is Mexico here, Arizona there.
‘We have reached the border, Senorita.”

The senorita lifted her head and drew
in a deep breath of appreciation.

“It is simply glorious! Aunt Nell,

I

' one foot beneath the burro, her face a

Just look at the color down there on |

those rocks. It is wonderful! Don’t

you think Uncle Tristram would be

willing to camp here for a day or so
after we leave the arroyq?”

Mrs. Knight's mule side stepped |

with sudden agility and jerked its head ; was absolute silence around her. The
the. bridal length with a nervous, fret-| purro moved restlessly and kicked. She
ful “bray. Mrs. Knight adjusted her jJajd one hand on its head and patted
eye;s‘la.sses for the eightieth time since it gently, Then she looked back up the
she had mounted the mule, and refused ; hillside.

to look at the glorious landscape,

‘“Marie Louise, if you dare to entice’'saw him outlined between the bright,
wou uncle into living one hour in this gunlit yelow and red of the earth, and

plate I shall go on to Mexico alone.
The mosquitoes are eating me alive.
Esteban, is there a hotel in Lopez?”

Esteban smiled slowly and reflective-:
ty. .

‘““One hotel, ah yes, Senora.
much the more worse than the mos-
quitos.”

“I% would be delighted to camp out
herd,” said the girl. *“Look at the|
grand view over the Sierras. Why,
Aunt Nell, uncle would go crazy over
it. It would be much better than one
of those miserable little Mexican ho-
tels; We could put you up. a whole
ten® by yourself, .made of mosquito
netting, and you could live in it all
the time."

“It is so very much the picturesque,”
Esteban used his United States voca-
bulary with fluency and choice selec-
tion. ‘He-addressed his remarks to the
senorita. It was pleasant to watch
the color come and go in her face, and
the sparkle in her eyes. ‘A few dis-
comforts, but for the joy of the camp
eh, Senorita, the moonlight, on the
¥eserts yonder, on the foothills, on the !
Bnow-capped Sierras—ah-h-h!”

“It must be awfully jolly,” assent-
ed the senorita, heartily. “It seems
{ike the real thing, don’t you think so,
Aunt Nell? I haven't seen a single
baked bean can since we left Santa
Rita.”

“The desert island has one inhabi-
tant.” Esteban shrugged his shoulders
and glanced back at the trail they had
Just covered. “But he never rides so
far as the border. Should he cross
from Mexico, and be captured—"

Mrs. Knight had started the gray
mule slowly on the descent. Esteban
lingered beside the senorita, and the
senorita lingered to see the view.

“Some day they will catch him, but '
surely some day when he crosses the
border."

“Catch whom?”

|

| purpose.

| pale gray smoke curled in the air from
Very | the revolver in his hand.

! sloping shouldered breed of the Mex-
' fean ponies. It was a slim chestnut,

, ed darker than even its coat of brick-

 back into his holster as he ran. Before

, 8bly push on to the camp and bring

: vancing to her rescue against

“The Rattler, he is called, Senorita.”
It is the very good name for the
treacherous desperado, yes?"

*““What did he do?” asked the senor=-'
ita, abruptly. From the trail ahead'
came a call for celerity of movement.
Esteban’s inspirations were usually
long winded. :

border, he killed three men, and but a

boy, Senorita—a boy, yes.” The sparkle 1y ynder her nervous fingering.

leaped to the senorita’s eyes, and Este-

ban waxed picturesque tin his ﬂwt;’f | She took it by the brim and he knelt
not six monihS, gnq cut the laces neatly with a knife.

language. “It ‘was
since. The boy was a Texan — ah,

such devils, those Texans. The Senor-| tried to draw off the low shoe, he cut
ita should see them ride and shoot. A  tha sides coolly, threw the shoé to one
So. At Grismer were!sige and waited while she took off the
Very | gstocking. The Rattler scrutinized the

man’s life—ouf!
mining projerties—silver, copper,
rich. The boy they called the Rattler
had taken up ninety-four acres, four
elaims, and had started surface work
on them with his partner. And there
had come two men. It was not clear

what had happened. The partner had , was not friendly.

entered into a segret deal with them |

{ and

isombrero was half full of water and
{ leaking at all points,

;shoe?” he demanded.
“At Qrismer, over the New Mexico, pefore it swells up.”

“Do not look back!” he muttered
“It is he.”

The second bullet caught them be-
fore they had gone ten feet. It lodged
in the right foreleg of the burro bear-
ing the senorita. The burro stumbled
headlong and rolled. Esteban halted.
For an instant the girl lay meotionless,

ghastly white in the brilliant sunshine.
As Esteban watched her, her lashes
flickered and she looked up at him.
“You go to Mrs. Knight at once,” she
said, breathlessly.
Esteban went, In small ways of
caution he never wavered from his

Marie Louise waited, listening. There

The Rattler returned her gaze. She

the deep blue of the sky, a motionless,
upright figure dressed in brown, with
a knot of scarlet at his throat, and its
mate on his sombrero, A thin line of

His horse was not the loosely jointed,

But Marie Louise did not notice the
horse. She looked at the Rattler, and
almost forgot the pain in the ankle
under the burro. The Rattler was
young—also picturesque, Under the
shadow of the sombrero his face look-

red sunburn warranted. He was
smooth faced and only the softness
and charm of his eyes could counter-
act the hardness of contour in jaws
and mouth, But the eyes did their
work. They were blue and their calm-
ness and utter sorrow impressed even
the senorita.

He slid from the saddle and hurried
down the slope, slipping the revolver

she could speak, he had raised the
burro and released her foot.

“Thanks, I don't think—" began
Marie Louise with dignity.

‘“You take off that shoe and stock-
ifng and I'll bring water.” He was out
of sight before she could catch her
breath, It seemed like a dream, the
whole absurd occurrence.e There was
not the slightest sign of Esteban or
her aunt anywhere, They would prob-

back help. But that was absurd, too.
There was_.no one in camp to bring
but her uncle, and the two Mexican
youngsters they had enlisted as gener-
al paekers at GQGrismer. B8he almost
laughed to think of such a force ad-
this
six foot desperado, who eould count
his scalps by the—how many had Es-
teban said?—three and four posses, and
—There was a crashing through the
mesquite and undergrowth behind her,
the Rattler pushed his way
through, hot and grim of visage. His

“Dian’t I say ter take off that therel
“Git it off qu!cki
The lacing caught and knotted tight-

‘“Hold the hat,” he ordered curtly.

When she gave a gasp of pain as he

foot anxlously.

By Izola Forrestcr.
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Some from the posses.”

“He's a— it ain’t so.” He stopped
abruptly, the color surging darkly to
his face. “A man’s got a right to de-
fend his own life, ain’t he? And if in
the defence the other fellow gets the
worst of it, what is it, crime, or fate?
It is you, or the sand on the bridle
that did it? They tried to do me out
of my shares on the whole properties,
the three of them, and my partner, the
man I had brought from Texas, and
stood by through every game we got
up against in hard luck, he tried to
kill me behind my back. Was I to
blame if I showed fight? ,LAnd with all
three opening up on me, was it my
fault that their shots went wild and
mine told true? Would you want a

.man to stand and let his life and prop- :

erty be stolen from him? I Kkilled
them; sure, I did. I'm not sorry I did
it"”

“What did you run away for?” Her
voice was low. ‘“Why didn’t you stand
a trail?”

“Because there wasn't a ghost of a
chance for me,”” he answered coolly.
“I didn’t have any witnesses, nothing
but the bodies of three dead men, and
the straight, cold blooded fact that I
had them. And the law won’t take a
man’s word in his own defence. Over
in Grismer they know I told the truth,
and they let me pretty well alone. But
public sentiment don’t do a man any
good when he is shut out from his own
kind and feels that every time he shows
up he’s liable to be hunted down like
a wolf with a government bounty on
his pelt.”

‘“Then why don!t you go away?”’

|
l}

“I don't know half a mile of the
way,” she retorted. ‘“Would you mind
explaining to me just what object you
had_in view when you tried to shoot
the guide and me?”

His face deepened in color under the
scorn in her voice, and he grinned more
doubtfully, like a boy caught in mis-
chief,

“I didn’t mean to hurt you. I tried
to nip the Greaser’s ear for fun. His
remarks were too personal to be
slighted.”

There was a minute of silence. The
ankle was increasing in pain momen-
tarily, and the senorita’s face looked
very white, As he looked down on her
the grin left the Rattler’s face, and his
eyes grew reflective.

“I's over six miles to Grismer.
Where’'s your camp? This side the
river?”

“Yes. I don't know what you call it,
but there’s a ravine, or canon, or some-
thing after you cross the river—"’

“The arroyo?”

“That is what KEsteban called it.
Anyway, Uncle Tristram bhad them
pitch the tents at the lower end of it
where the waterfall is.”

“Didn’t smash it mueh,” he said.
“There ain’t no blood, Can you stand .
up?”’ i |

“No, I can't” The semorita’s voice '

The Rattler disroi
garded her tone, and proeeeded to slop .

and had tried to freeze out the Rattler, | o519 water over her foat.

and Madre de Dios! the boy he would
not be frozen. And he show the fight |
most magnificent against three, and
when he rides into Grismer he tells the
truth, and the bodies are found in the
camp, three of them, shot dead, as he
says.”

Esteban pauused. The senorita lean-
ed forward in her saddle slightly.

*“What did they do to him?”

“Nothing’* Esteban smiled expres-
stvely. *The sentiment publico was in
his favor, but the arm of the law was
after him, and so he skip over the bor- i
der.””

“It may hold back the inflammation
till you git some place,” he said tersely,
“I'd like to know how I'm to get
some place or any place since you've
shot my burro.” |

There was a half tremulous quaver
under the anger, and the Rattler look-l
ed at her with sudden interest. The
little burro kicked feebly.

‘“Reckon he ought to be eased, don't!
you|” asked the Rattler, reaching for!
his revolver. “He ain’t no more good.” i

“You let him- alone.” Marie Louise |
sat up, and there was the light of bat- f

“I know the place. It’s mighty pret-
ty for a camp.” There was an odd
look in the Rattler’s eyes. “Did they
tell you about it in Grismer?”

“No. Uncle found it.”” She hesitated.
But Hsteban had told her the Rattler
was interested in copper, and he would
probably understand. “My uncle s
Tristram Knight.”

“Oh!"” The Rattler's tone was enig-
matical and non-committal. “Is he
looking for any particular group?”

“1 understand that he is interested
in some special properties.” The senor-
ita‘s foot was hurting her badly, and
her, manner became suddenly aloof.
“Will you please either send for help
or let me have your horse and try to
find my way alone?”

The Rattler hesitated, and—lost, Very
easily the form of the senorita sank

“Anr mow he is right around here tle in her dark eyes as they flashed UD | pa0) in a faint that admitted of no ar-

gomewhere?"

“On the Mexican side, Senorita,”
gmiled Esteban, soothingly.

“Well, I'm.glad of that, I think Aunt
Nell would simply die in the track of
the gray mule if she had any idea of
such a thing. Are they after him yet?”

“Not yet. Four posses have been
gent, but they return, minus  maybe
one, maybe two, according to the aim
and the opportunity of the Rattler. He
is a very bad-boy, Senorita.”

“Marie Louise!”

The cry came clearly and imperative-
1y from the trail below. Marie Louise
sighed half regretfully, and turned her
burro’s head in the direction of the
call. As she did so something clipped
neatly through the peak of Esteban’s
broad brimmed Mexican sombrero, and
sent a patter of dust uc in the air a
few yards down the trail,

Esteban never turned his head, After
twenty-six years on the border one
learns small ways of caution in mo-
ments of emergency. Esteban pald
strict attention to the landscape ahead,
and his thin, dark hands gripped his
vridle tensely.

at the tall figure beside her. “If you'!

dare to do any more shooting around
me, I shall—"

“What?" asked the Rattler, as she
paused:

Marie Louise flushed, but her lips:
were set, and the hand at her side sud-
denly lifted. Uncle Tris had taken no
chances on wild animals or stray In-
dians where his owmen folks were con-
cerned. Esteban was one precaution.
Light-weight, short-barreled six-shoot-
ers were another. The Rattler looked
down into the barrel leveled at him,
and his lips parted in a broad grin.

“Well, I'll be damned,” he laughed.
“Aain’t that cute, for sure!”

“Don’t you touch my burre,” sald
Marie Louise, steadily. “His leg is
only hurt, and Uncle will attend to
him.”

‘“Where’s your camp|”

“Two miles out of Grismer.”

His eyes marrowed slightly. Grismer
was not a point of pleasant memories
so far as he was concerned. His glance
wandered to the chestnut.

“Could you find your way alone|” he

gument, He cut two slits in the wet
sombrero, and slipped the burro’s ears
through them, so that it had a cool
covering for its head. The senorita
looked quiet and pedceful, so he took
time to cut & couple of small splints;

| then he bound up the wound in the

foreleg as best he could, The red silk
bandage was decidedly becoming to
the gray hide of the little burro when
he finished.

Then the Rattler stood still and wait-
ed patiently for the girl to recover
consciousness, Wcunded burros he had
met with before; a fainting girl here
and there, also, but not one like this.
They generally kicked like the burro,
and went into hysterics. A rush of cold
water, or sudden jolt, were equally
efficacious as remedies, he had found.
Neither one appeared adapted for this
particular case, so he waited and
watched her. It was a thoroughbred
face, the features small and finely
modeled, with the full-lipped, firmly
curved Greek mouth, a mouth of de-
cision and temper, as well as lovable-
ness. Her linen cap had fallen to the

asked.

ground, and two long braids of brown

hair hung from her head to her should-
ers as she lay upon the ground. They
had circled her head, he remembered,
like an aureole, ;

‘When Marie Louise opened her eyes
there was no one near her. A few
yards away the Rattler was busy try-
ing to fit the side saddle from the
burro onto the chestnut. He glanced
at her carelessly and nodded his head.

“All right now, ain’t you? Did you
good to rest. Are you ready to travel?”

“I think I can go on alone.” She
shut her lips closely, and tried to rise.
The Rattler caught her as she fell
back.

“Now keep still and don’t go trying
any fool girl tricks. I'll lift you.”

He did so very easily, very much as
Mary Louise would have taken a child
up in her arms, and placd her in the
saddle on the chestnut,

‘“The burro’ll stick it out until some-
one gets back to him,” he assured her.
“Put your hand on my shoulder, and
steady yourself.”

With one hand holding the chestnut’s
bridle near the bit, and the other rest-
ing on the back of her saddle, he guid-
ed the horse down the hillside. Her
hand held his shoulder for support, and
one or twice as she swayed he put
his arm about her and held her safe-
ly. The first three-quarters of a mile
were covered in total silence. They
had reached a flat, bare stretch of
wilderness lying between the foothills.
The senorita looked at the face be-
neath the sombrero for the first time.

“I am thirsty,” she said,

‘“You’ll have to wait a while, There's
no water within a couple of miles ex-
cept that back where we came from.
We're in New Mexico now.”

“Over the border.” She remembered
what Esteban had said. The Rattler's
life was not worth a peso if he crossed
the border. For the first time during
the adventure she felt a thrill of ex-
citement,

“You must not go as far as the
camp.”

“Why not?” He looked up at her
face,

‘“Because,’s she flashed, but went on
briefly, *because I understand it would
be dangerous for you.”

“Maybe so, Things like that don’t
worry me. If they’re going to get me,
sure they’ll get me one side of the
border as the other, That’s what I be-
lieve.”

“You're a fatalist.”

“What’s that?”

“A person who believes things hap-
pen of their own acocrd. It’s a delight-
ful way to think. You- never bother
over anything, because you know
everything is going to happen anyway,
and you can’t help it.”

“Yes, I guess that’'s what I believe,
all right,” he said, slowly. “You don’t
at first. You think you can slam
ahead and manage your whole life to
suit yourself, and the first thing you
know the reins are taken from you, and
there’s some one leading your pony for
you over an unknown trail.”

“Like this|”

““A good deal. You can’t help your-
self, and you've got to travel the way

)

I say.” |

‘“Because I happen to be erippled
temporarily ?’”’

“That’s it. When Fate cripples a fel-
low and turns him loose, he's sure to
travel the unknown trail and get lost.
Or maybe he thinks he’s lost, I don’t.
I believe there’s that other hand on the
bridle, and there’s somebody leading
who knows the way.”

“And you feel that your unknown
trail leads over the border?”

“I ain’t afraid to go.”” He smiled up
at her suddenly.

“I hate to feel that perhaps I may be
the cause of trouble for you.” She
hesitated. “You ssee, I am not a fata-
list. I'm afraid I beleve in common
sense more than in destiny. Just a
little applied at the right moment will
very often alter circumstances. Don’t
you think if you took me say a mile
from camp, and left me, I would find
my way? We might arrange about the
horse. Esteban could take it back
over the border, and leave it with you
at a given point.”

“I'm going straight to the camp,” an-
swered the Rattler, deliberately.

But my uncle—" again she hesi-
tated. It was extremly difficult trying
to carry on a conwersation with a per-
son, when the person, in an entirely
impersonal fashion - owing to necessity,
was obliged to hold her about the
waist, as the Rattler did every now and
then. She waited until they had passed
over the rocky patch of land, and the
arm -was removed. *“My uncle is Tris- |
tram Knight. He is interested in cop- !
per, as I told you, and I know he ex-.
pects to meet some persons from Gris-
mer, on business. It would be hard for
you, and very much more so for me,
should you meet any one in camp
whom you—you—"" !

“Who'd be likely to arrest me,” he
finished. “Well, you needn’t worry. 1
won’t get into any trouble. For one
thing, you're not going to explain any
details about me offhand. If I getyou!
to the camp in safety you're going to’
play fair.”

“Isteban—"

“Esteban knows me well enough not
to offer any explanations. Anyhow, I
ain’t dependent on either him or you
for an introduction, I ain’'t taking
you home as a favor. It's just con-
veninent for me. I'm on my way to
the arroyo on my own account.”

At his words her first impression of
him came back. It had not been four
weeks since a party of well-to-do Am=-
ericans had been robbed and killed on
the Mexican border. Her uncle was
wealthy. The Rattler was a desperado,
an outlaw, a man who had killed three
men and probably more. He must have
heard of the business deal her uncle
was closing.

After a prolonged silence, the Rattler
looked at her with a keen measuring
of her reasons for ignoring him. |

“You’ve heard all about me, haven‘t:
you? Heard I was about the toughest
proposition around. here, yes?”

She did not answer. |

“Didn’t you?” he demanded. *Didn’t
you hear all about the claims and how
I killed three men.”

“Esteban said there were others too.

~them,”

‘Away?”’ He looked up at her sud-
denly. ‘“Out of the country you mean?
Because the land’s mine and I mean
to hang on to it. - The claims are all
mine, and I took them up. The man
that died was just a side parther to
help me work the stuff. They're the
best copper properties around here. Do
you think I'd let them chase me out of

. the territory?”

“But you can’t do anything with
she persisted, *‘“not when you
are an outlaw.”

‘“Well, I can‘t dispose of them ex-
actly;” he answered deliberately. “But
there’s nothing to prevent my taking
another partner, is there? How does

| Mr. Knight like the looks of the ar-,

royo?”

She caught her breath as the full
meaning of the words flashed upon
her,

“Does my uncle know,” she demand-
ed.
“Know what?"

‘“Who you are?”’

“Do you think he would have travel-
ed clear out from New York to Gris-
mer, New Mexico, if he had?"

“No.”” Her answer was quick and
decisive.

“You wouldn‘t give a fellow the
ghost of t chance, would you? Well,
I'm taking mine, understand. It was
a risky thing to do even before I met
you and that there Greaser, and it's

about 10 per cent, more risky now. But .
{ I'm going to take the chance.
1ing down to your camp and have
Tristram |

interview with
And if he wants

business
Knight, your uncle.

to be my partner, I'm going to take .
And if he does take up my,

his call.
claims and develop them, it means
new life for me, and a new chance to
get away from the government bounty.
Mabe it ain’t to be.”” He

loked at her. ‘Maybe, as you say, it's
one of them things that's going to
happen anyway. Just now, it’s up to
you. I reckon that you're my fate this
time, and it’s your hand on the bridle
leading. Are you going to tell?”

Against her own will she met his
gaze. It was a compelling, winning
gaze, It seemed to her as if she never
had looked so long or so deep into a
man’s eyes.

““Are you going to tell on me?” he re-
peated.

“No.”

They had halted the chestnut at the
western brow of the table land. Be-
low them it dipped into a sudden
slash of land that some volcanic acro-
batic stunt had left back in days of
primitive chaos. Ridge upon ridge of

i many colored strata rose from an un-

seen river gorge.

The Rattler lifted his hat from his
head and looked down at the land of
his promise in peaceful content,

“Then we'll take the unknown trail
together,” he said.

* * L L

“Marie Louise.”

Mrs. Knight’'s audible whisper span-
ned the space of the box rail. Marie
Louise was seated in the chair nearest
the stage, half hidden by a sweep of
old rose draperies. The others .in
the party had been chatting in whis-
pers, their backs half turned
from the stage. She wondered
how they could do {t. Leaning her
chin on her fingertips she bent
forward and watched the play. ‘‘Ariz-
onan,” ‘the programme announced it to
be. It was not the plot that caught her
fancy and swept her out of herself, it
was the atmosphere of the scene. Yel-
low and red, and skies of deepest blue.
Even the false glare of the spotlights
and calcium could not rob the picture
of its reality to her. She looked down

jat 1t and forgot New York, forget the

years between forgot everything in her
life but the bit of Arizona before her
and that other bit in her own life.
One of the soldiers on the stage
brought on a small gray burro and she
laughed softly to herself. The poor
little burro with the red silk hendker-
chief binding its leg. Esteban had

I'm go-,
a

lifted his
head with a touch of recklessness and

been sent back after it as soon as they}
had reached camp. It had been thel
Rattler’s suggestion, and he had smil-%

, ed grimly when the Mexican passed re- -
luctantly and dubiously out of sight}

'and left him alone with Tristram
Knight.

| “Marie Louise.”

| The tone was insistent and refused
to be ignored. Marie Louise glanced:
up indifferently and discovered a tall{
figure standing behind her chair. Ths!
lights were low. She cm&ld not dis-7;
tinguish the newcomer’s face. An?
empty chair stood just back of her.

, own and she inclined her head slight-:

ly toward it. Mrs. Knight smiled com-

fortably and leaned back in her own:

seat. b

i A year ago, almost, Marle Louisei
stared thoughtfully down at the paint- |
de rocks and canvas mountains. He.

! had kept his word and disappeared as

" soon as the deal had gone through.

'+ There had been no trouble. Grismer’

| had not been blind to its own interests,
or the pleasant proximity of a boom- :
ing copper district. And it had boom-~
ed. The arroyo and its hillsides had .
been torn and stabbed with shaft
workings, and the silence and beauty |
of the old camp by the waterfall had
given way to a mule’ trail and the
clatter of the miners’ shacks and grub
tent.

,  Onoe she had heard of him through
her uncle. Six months after they had
returned to New York he had told a®
a laughable incident of the new mines

}tha.t Jack Yates, his partner, had
given himself up to the law in Gris-
men, that he had supplied his own

‘ bonds and been his own lawyer and

. had won the case. It had been an in-
teresting case, Knight added, mighty'
interesting as those Western things go.
But Yates had picked up a witness, a
Mexican fellow who had been on the
spot at the time of the murder, or .
rather, the killing. The fellow had

’been mixed up iIn the row himself,

{ Yates had sald, but with the assist=
ance of assurance as to his personal
safety in the case, and a liberal wit-
ness fee, Hsteban had borne excellent '

. testimony for the defense, and had

, cleared the reputation of Jack Yates,

lotherwhve_ the Rattler. J

And the government bounty had
been lifted from the pelt of the wolf.
“It needs a little more local color,

. doesn’t it?” said a vbice at her side.

I The curtain fell. In the momentary

{ hush which lay over the house asthe

; lights raised, Marie Louise turned her

t head toward the speaker. With lips
balf . parted, she met his gaze and did 1
not speak. There was something lack-
ing to the fitness of it all. A tilted

: Mexican sombrero, a smoking revolver,

| & chestnut horse and the loneliness of
the unknown trail.

Her uncle was shaking hands with

Yates, his partner, and introducing

, him to the others. Marie Louise sat in
When Yates *

*

&
%
¥

her chair and was silent.
lifted her cloak to her shoulders she
rose and looked up at him curiously.
He was not in evening dress.

“I arrived in New York just one
hour and a half ago,” he said. “Don’t
criticise. Really, I do know better. I
went directly from the station to your
home and they told me you were here.
So I came after you.”

Why 77

The question had slipped from her
lips before a second thought could |
check it. Her aunt glanced over her
shoulder and asked Yates to take
Marje Louise. For a moment were
alone in the box.

“I have come about 8,000 miles after |
you,” he said. “Don’t you know why?
You needn’t answer. You answered it
all right when you sat looking at that
play, and I watched you. You haven't
forgotten.”

“There was nothing to forget.”

“Wasn't there? Why did you let me
ride to eamp with you that day, when’
a word from you would have cut away
the last rope from me? Why did you
give me the chance to live again 7

“Marie Louise.”

“I must go. My aunt called us. They
are turning out the lights.”

She gathered up her fan and chiffon
muff from the chair hurriedly. The
Rattler did not move.

“It's your hand on the bridle, little
girl,” he said. “Shall we travel the
trail together ?” 8

The electric rose-tinted bulbs above
their heads went out. Beyond the ‘cur=
tains the lights from the stairs shone
dimly. Marie Louise raised the chiffon
muff to her face, her lips pressed
against the bunch of violets on it. She
tried to think rationally, to remember
the day of the revolver and the hunted
wolf. But Yates was looking down
at her, his eyes insistent, passionate,
confident, and the hands that held the
chiffon muff trembled.

“It’s over the border this time,
sweetheart,” he said. -“I've followed
you all the way up the unknown trail,
don't you know? Didn’'t you turn
back once to wait or listen for me ?
Didn’t you know I would come?”’

The chiffon muff fell to the floor.

‘““Marie Louise?”

“I am coming, dear,” called Marie
Louise, after a moment’s hesitation.
“I—1 lost something.”

Yates held aside the curtain for her
to pass. The color was high in her
face, but she did not look at him. He
stopped to recover the bit of chiffon
and violets on the floor. ;

“Robbed on the border,” he said
under his breath, to tle figure ahead
on the stairs. ‘“No ransom accepted.”

And they passed out together.

R S
(Copyright, 1906, by Ruby Douglas.)
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Anna Karenina and Sophie Bauers-
chmidt were sitting on the curb-stone
in front of the Bauerschmidt saloon,
from beneath the bar they had just
from beneath the bar of which they
just been rudely ejected by
Sophle’s father. They were talking
about Miss Lucy.

“My sister,” said Sophie, “seen Miss
Luzy, and she says she's a swell.”

Sophie’s sister, a creature of a very
‘big pompadour that hung coquettishly
into one eye, worked at the beauty
counter of a department store, and
was therefore the social oracle of the

Bauerschmidt circle,

There was an element of gloom {n

Anna’s nawa=e that discounted for her
all things pedagogical. ‘“A swell!” she
echoed disdainfully; “she aind even no
lady. My mother says she aind noth-
ing but a working-woman. Ladies
never do work. They jusd side all day
und puds things on their faces like my
mother.”

‘“Well, anyhow, said Sophie,
Luzy's got nice clothes.”

“They aind so much,” insisted Anna;
“she alnd god no silk peddicoad und
she never wears no beads und her
stockings aind god holes over them.”

“But she's pretty, anyhow  said
Sophie, i

“Miss

“Hod air,” Anna scoffed, ‘:‘Why,

\
l

she’'s got red hair.”

“It’s the style,” argued Sophie. “My
sister put stuff on her hair, and some
of it’s red and the rest aint.”

“Thad’s like my mother’s,” Anna
agreed, ‘but Miss Luzy's jusd all
red.”

“But it's curly,” wavered Sophie;
“it‘s curly down to her ear.”

“Aind you never nexd?” cried Anna,
angered at such denseness. Thad aind
no real curl,

“It's spit then,” said Sophie.

“She puds id ub,” said Anna,
finality; “I bed you she does.”

“I bet you she don’t,” snapped
Sophie, ey

with

“Whad’ll you bed?” crned Anna.

“Nothun,” said Sophie femininely.

“You’'re afraid,” Anna jeered, *I bed
you a cend she does.”

“I bet you a cent she don't,”
the taunted Sophie.

“All right,” said Anna; “jusd waid
dill id rains.” Then, growing weary
of Sophie’s company, she departed to
the more congenial .pursuits of the
gang.

Two days later it rained. Miss Luzy,
having come to school in the midst of
a damp, depressing drizzle, went to
her bookcase where she kept a small
looking-glass carefully hidden beneath
a gilt-lettered “Teacher’s Creed.”” Thg

cried

principal had often noted and approv-
ed the cheerful and long-sustained at-
tention that Miss Lucy gave to her
Creed each morning,

However, that morning the inspec-
tion was short. The dampness had
flattened her fresh waist into a sloven-
ly, limp garment, and the end of her
nose was damp and coldly pink. Be-
ing a mere feminine creature of clothes
she slammed the bookcase door and
sitting down at her desk oked gloom-
ily and bitterly at the sixty members
of Class A. Owing to the inclement
weather, Class -A was in an unbecom-
ing state of damp greasiness, and Nat-

to her neglected children, had only
made matters worse.

Anna Karenina looked like a wet
fresh sausage and according to her
usual custom in'rainy weather she had
taken off the blue hair-ribbon that was
her sole garter, thus letting both her
stockings hang down over her shoes.
True, her legs felt cold, but she had an
idea that her stockings thus worn re-
sembled the gaiters that Miss Lucy
sometimes  donned. Unlike Anna,
whose morning ablutions no pleading
could extend farther than the  dainty
wetting of a finger tip which was then
cautiously applied to the corner

ure, in a vain attempt to give a bath

of
each eve. Bum O'Rielly every morning

obligingly washed his face in a three-
inch circle whose centre was his nose—
an oAsis of cleanliness in a desert of
dirt. But, unfortunately, he smelt like
a very strong stogie, This odor united
with the ambrosial perfume of stale .
beer that surrounded Sophie and the
scent of the coal oil with which Josef
Bureschy, whose mother was vain,
anointel his too sparse coiffure. In the
face of this union Frederick William,
whom Miss Lucy had placed in the .}
first and nearest seat, valiantly but. 4
firmly gave forth his usual clean soapy
smell of the laundry.

(Continued on Page 6.)




