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cme abreast of him, aÎýd, planting him-
solf so as to block her way, growvled-out

* i a huskjr vorne:
"Nô screaming mind or I'il shoot! If

youvegt a i a â, cougLtýuil
YI)ý= màzed aitonce that hwa

face to jaco With What je ofténspk"n of
* but seldom ee)ooùntei-d, in tileWest to-

day-that 'terrible being, a "hold-up"
man.

There had been. two or threo cases
lately li the xiéighbôrhood of people
7being "held Up" by'an armed mani and
rlieved of their portable property. The

victime had in ail cases been-womon and
children, and Ursula had not considered
the possibillty of meeting this unromantie
outlaw on her lonely walke with any great
alarm. She had even felt at times that
she would liko a chance of putting hie
darin to the test.

"Idareeay" (the thought flashed
through her mind like lîghtning) "'he is
more frightened than 1 amn. Very likely
hie hand is shaking like a loaf. If he should

r Cre-
The hold-up mani had made rathor an

b. had With unlucky choice of a victim. Ursula's
ýe. No need h e n goo% ta tta oet
N o n oe d fto S he s e pdbu c l f r adja d w t

a detrosm emnetukteovl
led revolver out of the man's hand.

>fi= by Maing er instinct had flot played her faime.
Thoe haking fingers had bungled withl10W M COD oe the work juet long enough te lot the
moment SliP. The weapon exploded

nt hS» ,ah""y harmlessly i the air as it epun up and
* dropped among the waving grass.

Blu.>y removue The maxi anarled out an oath, and turnod
ication removes t3 make good hie retreat. He left the

thWr treaumont. trail, and began te hurry. with clumsy
nt Ftgetyourstrides acrose the rough tangle of grass
>fl.Forgt Y~and weed.

It was not likely Ursula would have1
followed hlm; but, as luck'would have

For Bale by &U it, he had not gone many yards before ho
Dr«ttastumbled over a fallen strand of wiret

fonce, and, measuring hie length on the1
Aa -- J" Oluround, lay alarmingly stfi whero he had 1
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Ursula was at his aide li a moment.
She lifted hie shoulders and rolled hini
over on hie back.

Ho was only stuxined. It was not ho-
cause she looked on the face of a dead
man that she pressed her hande te her
eyes with a low, terrified cry.

The face, white under ite tan, which
lay there with closed eyes, the color of
which she knew so well-the weak face
in which weakness had hardened ixito
viciousness sinco last she aaw it-was
that of the man who had held-who atiU
held her promise!

The eyes opened-the almoat girllshly
pretty blue eyes she rememibered so weil
lHe looked up into her face with a stupid
surprise. Thon ho sat Up and rubbed hie
forehead i a dazed way under its shock
of fair hair.

"Ursie!" ho said; "why, Ursie!"
Ursula had bard work to stiflo an im-

pulse to wild laugbter. She foît as if ahe
muatloac her senses. It was-ît must
be-only a crazy dream, aprung out of
ber conversation with Philip Rose a
few minutes before.

"You'll give me up to the police, I
gues?" the man was saying; this strange
mani witb Maurice's eyes and hair and
voice. "Well, I can't kick. I can't expect
anything different."

She forced her stiff lips to speak.
"You know I wiil not," she said:

"Oh, ,Maurice-"
"Idas well ho in the pen as any other

place," he said sullenly. He gave an
ugly laugh. "Fancy us meeting like this.
Did you come out here te look for me?
I guess you'll wisb you'd stayed at home."

"I had nothing ef t to keep me at
home," Ursula saîd quictly. She felt
strangely calm And aloof; almost as if
she were reading these strange terrible
thinga iný a book. "I have done well out
here, Maurice."

"Better than I have," ho said bitterly.
"I've been down and out-down and out
-the wbole lilessed time! No gbod try-
iîîg, l've cbuckcd tryîng. Wbat-s the
goo(l? Nohody enres."

"I cared, Matiric-e," said Ursula siînply.
"'You did, dîd you?"
'l prornised you-something," she said,"(long ago. Wben 1 make a promise 1

mean it. It is flot I wvbo have forgotten."
'l'lie man caught his b)rtath suddenly.

Ile glaiwed at lier swiftly and covertly,
-da snil-a smnile that was haîf cun-

ili!ig, hiaîf wistful-tmitcýlied bis xeak

"Urýsulg." ho said slowvly, "it is too late!"

A queer sort of vision rose in hie mind
for a moment. It had not been in hie
mind when, on the spur of the moment,
ho had first tried te test how much
Ursula's old affection for him stiil lived.
Ho knew, too, that it would probably
pase as swiftly as it had corne: but for
the tixne it stirred him strangely.

Ahome-a qiet, prosperous homo.
Himef respectedhn ored, loved. Friends
and chidren-

The beat of a horse's unshod hoofs on
the soft grass drew suddenly noar. They
had -iieither of them noticed thé rider's
approach, and Ursula turxiod with a start
te see Philip Rose fing himself from. the
saddle with a face full of concern.

"You're safe?" ho said breath.lessly,
glancing froni one to the other. "I hoard
a shot. Ras that hobo there-has ho
molested you?"

He made a menacing movement te-
wards the man on the grass.

Ursula put out her hand and laid it
gently on bis. He foît its coldness, and
saw the trouble in ber eyes. He stopped
with a vague fear growixig on him."Phiip-Mr. Rose," she said, "I have
met-an old friend-"

"ýGo on," ho said under hie breatb.
Teil me. le that-that the man?"
Something i the tone of the few words

seemed to make the other wixice a little.
He looked up, as if about to speak but
sbrugged bis eboulders and kept sdence.

"It le Maurice," ebe said simply.
Their eyes met for a moment, and for a

moment Pbilip's bande closed oxi hors in
a despairing clasp.

"Well! 1 guese I'd botter hike."
It was the hold-up man's voice that

broke tbe silence of their unspokexi fare-
well. 11e got up on to hie feet as ho spoke,
with a barsb laugb.

"I've been making a fool of you," ho
said, "I'm no plaster saint if you are."

A suddon wild cry broke from Ursula'
lips.

"Wbat-wbat do you mean?"
"Mean? I mean l'm married. Have

been, ycars. I didn't liko te tel you.
Sbe's more my sort than you are. And
you're more hie sort" (ho jerked bis head
toward Ross) "than you're mine."

Ursula swayed as if she would have
fallen, but Ross's arm was round her.

"Quite a shock, isn't it?" said the hold-
up man. He laugbed again i a hard nyay,,
"'But Y'ou'll get over it ail rigbt. -SVeII,
l'Il quit, and leave -%,ou two to talk things
over
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"«Too late?"1 she aaid afteër him.e.-She
ehrank involuntarily, and her face whit
ened.

"Do you know why I nover wrote t6
o?" tho wexit on. "Weil, I was ashamed.~wned y u to forget me. .1r was dowxi

and out. I onover thought of you sticking
to me like that. I loved you too mucb to
write te Srou when I'd been doing s0
badly.py

Ursula dld not speak, but her face
softenod a littlo.

"If I'd known," ho said, 'lit might
have been different. I might have gone
on trying. I think I could begixi fresh,
ovexi now ...... but it's too late."

She was atil silexit. lI ail her dreams
she had nover visionod anything so ter-
rible as this. Sho had fancied sometimes
that sho might meet her old love poor,
il, even wild and reckless: but nover,
nover this!

She remembered what ehe had just
told Philip Rose: how she had boasted
of the strength of her faith, and said
that nothing could shako it.

Weil, here was a test such as she had
nover lookod for.

She had risexi, anid atood looking acrosa
the dueky landscapo wlth eyes that saw
none of it; there was stili a faixit rosy
finish behind the distant pEèàke of the
Rtockies, and the lights of the little
prairie town- were gleamlng out aixiid tho
vast solitude. But Ursula's eyes saw flot
these things: she was lookixig ixito the
dark mist that seemod te ho enfolding
her future 11f e, looking for some help in
this bewildering maze of ideale. A now,
strange lanid: an old, old story: love and
duty at the partimg of the ways.

"Maurice," she said suddenly, "wil
you-wiil you really try? Oh~ if you
mean it, I wiil try, teo-I wiil keop my
promise.")

The man looked up at ber again under
hie eyelids, froni where ho stiffi sat on the
turf. But hieeys did not meet hors.
Ho glanced down to the prairie roses
and the grey ecented weed, and a slow
flush crept up and colorod hie sunburnt


