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"Well," suggested Bowles, after a lona Pause
'perhaps we could go by that way. Maybe herfolks are keeping your letters from her, oJ some'

you, Bng, don't hesitate to ask for it. I might goaround_and see her for you-or if you'3
"No," protested Brigham petulantly; "moneywon t buy me nothin' with her. I'm up agTnJS

clvh Ji" 'u-f ""' y*'"''^ ^"^ that youcant buck these bishops. The Mormon folks is
fine people-they'll feed you, and help you anddo anythmg m the world fer you-but them priestsand apostles and bishops-umph-umm

I The

up-and Im shore down on their black books.No, pardner, I am't got a chanc'st, so let's fergit

LL'^ " ' r'.^'* ^'^' ''"'' ''he kinder
heartened me up; but it ain't no use. My girl
don't hke me enough to cut loose and f^lher people, and I won't turn Mormon fernobody-so there you are. Come on, let's go

.frirM'j"^ n"? V"^''
P^hlem, and long

after the fatalistic Brig had gone to sleep, Bowles
lay awake and tried to find a way out. His own
petty griefs seemed sordid by the side of it, and
all the way to town he turned it over in his mind.
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