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ST. MARY OF THE ANGELS;

OR, HIS FIRST AND LAST LOVE,

BY THOMAS £.. JANVIER.

CHAPTER V.,

Barwoodl scated himeelf on tho stone from
wlineh Mary had just risen, and as he hc%nu
to speuk, he slowly sollud a cigarito i hix
brown fingerr  Hordy Jeaned against the
bluff, and, half turning away aa ho histened,
1ooking out over the fringe of mesquito
bushes and the great cactus-covered, sunny
plain to the far mountans.

«] s'spose you'll allow,” B:myood begon,
ssthat when 1 eanght you huggin® mny wife
that w-y, I'd a perfec’ riI;;ht t' shoot you
without any talk about it ¥’

Hardv half turned and nodded. It was
better, he decided, .0 let Barwood think
what he pleased than to complicate matters
by an explanation that ho neither would
understand nor believe.

“Very good, that's somethin’ wo can  be-
gin \n't?n a in' to. Well, 5!’0 just th
truththat I could ‘a’ shot you if I'd th'onghb
Mary was worth it.  But 1 _don't. You've
just heard me say what I think about her
an' I needn’t say 't all overagam., Th
short of it is that’ she’s done me nothw’
bLut bad turns ever sence 1 marmied
ber, an’ I'm sick of havin' her a-
roumd.  She's not worth shootin’ anybody
for, an® that’s just th® cverlastin® truth,
Now you strike me as bein' o pretty stiff
sort of o man, th' kind that’s got sand an®
is good ¢’ tic to. Ireckon me an’ you could
make a team, if only onct we could fix
things so's wo'd pull together.  That' what
I'm after now. You've got cyes in your
head 20’ I guess—t’ vy nothin’ of what 1
s’pose Mary’s told you—you've sized things
up here at Santa Maria qreuy. true. You
~ot down pretty quick, 1 noticod. t' my

ittle gamnc about th' pump-”

Hardy started. .

“Yes, I aced you this murnin’.  You was
sharp, but’you had a cloec call, all tho same.
I was watchin' you, an’IThedmy gunallready
an’ I'"dmore 'n half a mind t' let it gooff, too
—but I didn’t. Wel), youstruckon th atlittle
matter ‘nshort order, an'th’ way you tumbled
10 't showed you t' be ono of th’ wideawko
kind. That’s th' kind I like—an'it's th’
kind that has a chance t” make somethin’ ont
of livin’ here. I guess you credit ™a with
too much hard sense t' think I'd stay in Santa
Maria long just for th’ fun of running that
infernal punp? Not much1 An’ I'm not
here for my health, neither.  Now, 'm goin’
¢ talk right out t' you, man t'man—ifor th’
way things stand between me an' you we'vn

ot t have a fight or a settlement. An'l
Just tell you now thatif °t comes to a ﬂiht.
an’ you lay me out, you won't make nothin’
by it. My Grvaser inends tnow what I'm
domn’ an’ are lookwn” out after me. If I'm
hurt youTl uever getoutefhern alive. There's
not 8o much slecpiness <oout this town es
thereseans t be.  We gave you this chance
t" talk t Mary —T knowed you both wanted
1t” an’ u'd take 1t fast enongh —cause Iallow.
ol 1t "w'd sort of bring things nght down ¢’
th hard pan, quick an’ comforiable. An'so
't has, you sce. DBut there ain't a man in
Santa Mara whe ain't beea listenin® all day,
an who ain’t histemn’ nght now, for th'
sound of = svn goin." offl.  They™l know quick
cnought wha it means if they hear it . an'l
tell yon again, that i° you shoald happen ¢
hurt me you'd Le as dead insde of ten min-
utes as George Warnirgton.”

Hardy was not a nervous man, bhat a
shudder went over him as he thought of
the cyes that had watched him all that
day from the closed, ailenced housces ; of the
alert penl that hal beset himin the midst
of what had scemned to hun stch slum.
And this shddder went

TLaentnbesed.the canons c:ccging thnll
R $+2liroogh ™um as he stood —
LR kl:\ew, by Banroo]d‘s
By Lo Lroken mipe. by
20 4o Ao menaced tum
2 hed. He knew
2hero %sextent coulil
R 518 - thomysxzs sonre.
Jadidamht  of
. J ;kcrl

nomap fnl’ t' put you in that
" th' eveslastin’ truth,  Ifit's got §° bo dono,

‘try aces undor th' table,” ho said. *“iWell,
wo had. An’wo'vo got 'em thero yet.”

“An' now you'vo truly sized up the game,
I can talk business. It's genuine business,
too. Youseo, I'm at th' head of what I eall
an importin’ outfit, It's not exac'ly reg'lar
in th® way it works ; but it's good for th'
country, au’ it's pretty middlin’ good for our-
sclves.  An’it'sasortofa moralinstilootion,
100, ‘causo it tnkes awvay th' temptation of
atealin® from th' Greaser custom-house ofli-
cers. Savez?!”

“You mean you're smuggling 1

“Why, yes,” Barwood answered, with a
fine frankness, *‘it is called smugglin’ some.
tunes—but I thunk callin’ it importin’sounds
better. We're in th' cattle business, too;
an’ that’s o very payin’ branch of th' con.
cern.  An' in a gen'ral sort of way we're on
th' make all round. Idon't want to brag
about myself, but it's only fair t' say that for
o business that hasn't n runnin’ lonyg
we're doin’ mos’ uncoinmon well. 1 can’t
prove 't ¢’ you from th' books, ’causo wo

on't keep none ; but I can prove "t ¢ you

{r un th’ dollars—them we've got stacked up P2

an th' old church. I guess holdin’ all them
dollnrs is about th’ best use that church ever
was put to. It's th' first time I've aver
knowed a church t' bo of real practical ac.

count ¢’ anybody. Would you like t'takea
look at ‘em?”
IHardy turned around and looked at

Barwood syuarcly. *‘What are you driv-
ing at, any way ?" ho asked.

“Drivin’ at* Can't you sco?! I want
Jyou t’ come into th' concern an’ be a pard-
acr.”

*“Be a robber ! Hardy burat out.

“Drive slow. Don't get mad about it,”
Barwood went on coolly. *‘Gettin’ mad’s
no way t' mansgo » business transaction.
Now, I'm talking horse-scnse. You'ro th’
sort of man I'vo been lookin® for, an® if

rou'll chip in lyon won't be sorry for 't
%l‘ain‘t. many folks I'd make th’ offer to.
Bat unless I'm a good way up th' wrong
trece, }’ou'\'c ot th’ nerve t’ rustlo things,
and ain’t th' kind in o tight place t° go
back on your fricnds. Somc of these
Greasers arc pretty  good, but I never
squarely can tell when they won't slip
up on me; an' I want somcbody around who
hassand an’ can be depended on. You're
thatkind, an' that's th’ reason I want you.

“Now, that's my side. Your side is that
I let you into a Lrat-rate thing, where there's
money t' be made qaick, an' lots of it.  It’s
a nattlin® good chance for you. What do
youzay?! \Will you ante?”

I sec youand the busincas hanged first,”
Hardy answered prompily.

“Don’t bo so sure abontthat. T haven't
given you all tha points yet. Thene mro
some moro reasons why you'd better come
in, an’ th' biggest ono is, now that I've
tal%cd in this freo and friendly way with
sou, I can't aflord ¢’ hare you stay out.

ido't intend ¢ talk this way unless I really
had o ; but I guess you're sharp enough ¢’
see that after what I've told you, either
vou've got t° como in, or I've got
t' use you as a sort of starter for
that Amcrican gravevand we was talkin®
about awhile ago. You knowa little too
much about our game for 't to be quict
healthy for you unless you tak~ a hand your
sclf, f)o you keteh on?”

*1 guess I'd about as lief be shot now as
have it done later Ly a file of Mexican
soldicrs, to say nothing of its being a 1
deal better than being hung by a sherrift if
I happeued to get caught on the other sude
of the line.”

“There's somethin® in that,” Birwood
aaswered. ina tone of serious thonghtful
ness. *‘Them  little  chances <ometimes
come 13 our husiness, an’ we've got 2o take
cm. Bat what you ought ' look at
that they 're nothin’ but chances -wan’ ths
other ahootin® that I'm talkin® about s th’
deadest sort of a dead surce thing.”

*\Well, then, bring 1t along—you've
got my answer.” Handy spuxe ~ith entiro
unconern, and with obrions sincerity.

“apicowed you had mand ! Barwood said,
iocxa0 of adminng approval, *You're the
dxhs ewant, It go agin my grain power-
voyanl—an' that'y

I'll do it, of course;but I truly don't want
to. Now, look here. Hardy, there's money
for you in thisdeal, if you'll come in; an’
you kuow what'll happen t' you if you
stay out—now what do you say if I'll chuck
in Mary tohoot ?

Hardy faced around on Barwood sharply.
““What do you mean ?" he asked.

“Just piump an’ clear what I say. If
you'd had as much of her as I've hnul, or if
you'd th’ senso t' reason out from what I've
told you about th' way she's used me, how
moro "n wuthless she 1s, you wouldn't want
bher But when it was o matter of wo-
men I never knowed & man yet as waen't
n fool, an' I a’pose you'ro like all th' rest.
It's pinin you do vant her powerful.  Well,
if you'll make this deal with me you can
have her.  Tell ine, is it a go now?”

Hardy turned very pale, and leancd
against the rock beavily. Ho wasgenuinely
horrified. Ho put his hand to his throat.
Onco or twice he made an cffort to speak,
but the words would not come. Although
supported by the rock, lus body swayed o
little. At last, in & voice pitched very low,
as though to give him more control over it,
ho said, slowly

“You mean that you will get divorced,
and that f—that I may warry hert”

“Well, T can’t say that I'd thonggm of
quite such fancy fixin's asall that,” Bar.
wood answered.  * But it's a matter of no
rtic'lar diffrence t* me how you go about
it. I guees Mary °'d like it that way;
she always did go in for style.” And
then ho added sharply, and with a tone of
suspicion in his voice: “But we can’t have
no foolin’ "round after such Fifth Avenuo
trimmii’s as divorces now. To geta divoree
you'd have t'go t' th’ States for 't, an' just
at present that ain’t by a great sight what
we're gown’ t'do. Oh, come, Hardy, what'’s
th* good of makin' an infernal fussy fool of
yourself this way ? Just tellfme, will, or will
not, my throwin’ Mery in for boot make you
trade?”

Hardy's loathing for Barwood was intense,
but he could not afford to sho -it. If here-
fused this offer squarely ho knew that he
would not live the day out, and with his
death Mary's chance of cscape would die,
too. What little will power she ever had
possessed her hushand long ago had crushed
out of her.  Unless deliverance came to her
from outside hersclf—and he alone could
bring it to her—she sarely was lost. By a
great effort he steadied himself so that his
voice should not betray his anger and dis-
gust.

¢« Givemoa little titne to think,” heo
said.

“Now that begine t* sound as f you
meant t' talk sense,” Barwood answered.
“*Yecs, you can think things over a bit;
that's only fair. But you mustn't fool
away much time on it.  T'll give you till ten
o'clock t-night t’ ke up your mind in.
How'll that do? If you settle t' come in,
you'll understand then why I conldn’t give
you longer. An' il you don’t como in—
well, if you don’t comein, Idon’t think that
understandin® or not understandin® ‘il ake
any partic’lar diffrener o you.™

As Barwood gave tin- answer, iy a tone
that emphasized the simister siguificance of
his words, the «ound of a locomotive whistle
was heard faintly.

*] may as well mention,” Barwood added,
*that I've got some of my Greasers in that
basted old adol» house cloat by th* station.
I'm goin' up with you now t'incct th' train,
an' il you try t' come "t over us by givin® us
away t' th' freight outiit, it'll be my onplea-
sant duty ¢’ start th' shootin® right off, an’
»25op in th' train hands along with it—
whi S’, wouldn't be exac’ly a square deal for
them, for it's none of their funemal, any

way.

“\We'd better be movin® now. I don't
think you're likely t’ try any monkcy tricks
with me: bot 1 guessI'li let you walk ahead,
all th’ same.”

Handy pulled himsclf together and walk-
od m front of Barwood through the bushes,
and thence along the narrow path to the
break in the Llnff, up which the path ascend.
od to the village. Having reached the level
Iand above they walked togasther mde by
nidc, to the atation.  The fraght triin was
in right, half a nile down the line,

**Just t show yoa that I'm not bluffin’an?
that I really haveth' dropon you,” Barwood
gid, plazaniy, as tucy jassed tho pu'ui
ruined house, **you may as well take a loo!
at my friecnda here. They won't mind it—
an’ acain’ "em 1l makeyou understand that't
won't do yon no g;ood v try t' ropo in th)
bovs op th' train,”

The First Symptoms

Of all Lung diseases ave tuteh tho same ¢
foverishuess, loxs  of appetite, soro
throat, paing in tho chest aud back,
hieadache, ete. In a few days you may
be well, or, on the other lauml, you may
be down with Paenmoma or ¢ galloping
Consumnption.” Iun no rishs, but begin
tmmedintely to take Ayor's Cherry
Pectoral.

Severnl years ago, Jumes Birchard, of
Darien, Conn, was severely il ‘Tho
doctory sald his was in Cuasumption,
amd that they coulit do nothing for nm,
but advised hum, asa lust resort, to try
Ayer's Clierry Pectoral.  After taking
this medicine, two or three wonths, ho
was prononnced aveell man. 3is haalth
remins gowd to the present day.

J. S, Bradley, Malden, Mass., wiites :
* Threo winters ago 1 tovk asevere cold,
whteh rapidly developed nto Bronchitis
and Consumption. I was so weak that
I could not mit up, wayginuch ewmaciated,
and conghed incesxautly. I consulted
scveral doctors, but they were power-
lesy, aud alt agreed that I was in Con-
sumption. At last, a friend brought me
a bottle of Ayer's Cherry Pectoral.
From the first dose, I found relief.
Two bottles cured me, and my health
has since been perfect.’”

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral,
PRETARED BY

Or. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.

Bold by all Drugglets.  'rice$1, alx Lottlcr, §5.
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The roof of the adole house had fallen
1 and part of the rear wall had crumbled
down ; bLut the tront and side walls re.
mawied, and the heavy door still was in
place.  Hav:ing whistled softly, Barwood
nushed the door apen, and, by a gesture,
iavited Hardy to look inside. Within the
house fifteen or twenty men were standing
or siting.  All wore rovolvers, and a dozen
Winchester rifles stood in a row against the
wall.  The Alcalde, who scomed to be 1n
command of these very irrregular forces,
stepped  forward as Barwood opened the
door.

“Will the gentleman join us?” he asked

in Spanish.
*“Tho gentleman acems well disposed,”
Barwood ﬁfuwcrcd: but as yet he does nat
%k positivelv. I have the pleasure of
owing him theso gentlemen, our friends,
1 onder to convince him that to ask assis.
tance from the Amcricans now coming on
the train will not be wise. You, Senor Al-
calde, will oblige me by accompanying us 1o
the station ; and yoa, gentlemen, will und er-
stand what to do should any trouble arisc.™
And then he added, in English: “But I
ness there won't be any rumpus: ch,
ardy? You'd only get Ic?t if you tried it

on, you scc.”

Handy was forced to admit to himself, as
with Barwood and the Alcalde ‘he mounted
the station platform just as the tmin came
to a halt, that an appeal for help would be
worze than useles. It would do.him no

£90d, a3d §b almor* ecrtainly wonld rosult
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