"ATALE OF THE, OLD WEST
RY LEONWILSON r 252k srn -

COPYRIGHT 1903

CHAPTER XXX{V.—Continued. .
But Prudeiice was adt thore, and

the rest of the| village and |

y deserted. _ |
But even as he wvaitéd he heard
Je winding alarm of & bugle, and
saw a scurrylng of bdcks In the
diusty haze far lp the road. The Wild
Bam of the Mountains gaye a, few
anrried commands for the very fina)
touches, called off his force from the
apw complete bowery, agd a solitary
Gentile was for-the mbment left to
@reet the ‘oncoming proc¢ssion. |/
Presently, however (from the dark
taterfors of the log houmt came | the
aothers with tbabids, a few aged fires |
tao feeble for the miurch, and such of |
the remuiding housewives as could |
feave for a little dme (the rs
they weore cooking.  Thdy
athia fize along the little str

see If she marched in the approach-
fng procession. I ‘ |
Already the mouated |escort was |
eoming into view, fpur 3preast, cap |
tained by Elder Wardie| who, with |
@ sash of red and gald slanted across.!
bis breast was riding nervously, as
his seat could be fept only by the |
most skiliful mansliip, a white |
arde that he was known {o t with |
Ee disrespect on days that were
Mot great  Dehind  the © martial |
Wardle was Peter  Pet¢rson, Peter |
Long Peterson, and Peter| Long Peter
Peterson, - the' most marttul looking |
mea In Amalon after thelr leader; ang !
‘then came a few morc fours- of proud- |
2y mounted Saints.
. Alter this escort, sepatated by an
‘interval that would let the dust set-
tie a little, came the body of the pro- |
cepsion.  First a carrlage mmulnin"
the propher, poly. strong faced, casy
of manner, as became & glant’ who |
kindly in his might. |By dis side |
was his wife, Amelia, the reigning fa- |
te, who could play the plano and |
sing “Fair Bingen 93 the Rhine” with |
a dash, that was siid to be superb. |
@5 foat of honor came other ‘
|

bearing the prophet's coun-
lors, the apostles, ehfel bishop,
D8 generally, olders,|pricats and |
. each taking precpdenc® near |
prophet’s carriage by jsefilority at |
cagk or ordination. ¢ Alohg the line
of | carriages were ofitriders,” bearing |
prudly aloft the banners) upon which |
suftable devices were pri
#God Bless Brigham Yo
*Hall tg Zion's Chl ha
*The Lion of the Lord, |
+Welcome: to ovr Monthplece of

Pehind. the last carriage came the
citizeas in procession, each detach-
ment with its banner., The elderly |
ethren stepped briskly gader “Fath- |
in Esrael”; the elderly gisters gazed }
'
i
|

bre

ers

proudly aloft to “Mathers in Israel.”
‘THen came a compasny of young men
‘whose banner announced them as “De-
feg of Zion." They were followed
byl
g
-
the

a/company of maldens led by Ma- |
da Wright, striving to| be not too
ich-elated, and whose banner bore
lnscription, \*Daughters .of Zion.
At the last came the children, apenly
up_byxthe Becadlon, and big-eyed
th importance, the hoy who carried
eir banner, “The |Hope of Israe

{ng with wonde rigiflity, casting,
%0 much as an dye elffier to right
lett. ¢ /

But Prudence Dad not/been In t)fis
pmphal column, nor she amgn,

y of the women who topd with /hil-
ta in thefr arm who rushéd to
doors with sleev u;zind a

led
r(.rmn or fork in/their han
all at once 9 groa ymnan

me to Follett. en the last dusty
Httle: white-dressed girl trudged
@olemnly by, and the head of the pro-
Wwas alrédy windidg down the.
o led to Elder Waydle's plage,
himself a fool [and turned
¢k. He walked like a man who has
4t which he
And yei he
at all. He

his eyes capght'a gleam of white and
red under the_-pine, touched to move-
wondered -with di) i she had -mient by a o 3

It Was her-hat swaying where she
rophet. _He | had hung it on a broken bough of the
seen the last of theph going along | tree she ilked to lean againsi
dusty road to the nopth, men and | there was her book; not the Book of
jomen and little ¢hildgen, hot, ex-|Mormon, but a secular, frivolous thing
Leaflets of. Memory, an Illufn-
inated Anpual for the Year 1847
was lylng-on. its face, open at the |

put it down where she had Jeft it. The
canyon was narrow and she would
hardly leave the waterside for the
She would be at the, up-
per cascade or in the little park above
1t, or somewhere between.
the stream, and there in the damp
sand was the print of a small heel
where she had mide a long step from
the last stone.
again,
boulders, or through the underhrush
where the sides of the streap’ were
When the upper cascade came
-in sight his heart leaped, for there he
caught the fleeting shim
and the gleam of a dark head.

He hurried on, and after a moment's
climb bad her in fufl view, standing
on the ledge below which the big trout

steep.

— pouldn't help .
Again she laughed. “And why did you
run? how did you think of coming
here?”
“I'll tell you how, now I've caught
He start¥d towprd her, but/She
was quigkly backing|away ingg th
opening of the, lttle park, stijllaugh-
ing. .
“Look out for that blowAlown back
t

fr by the arm.
|you fair—gow

“I touldn't ‘hielp it."| Her face/ was
crimson. His 6wn was pale undér the
tan. - They gbuld heat the beafing of
both their hearts. Byt with his cap-
ture made so boldly he was dumb,
knowing not what to say. |

The' faintest pulling of the impris-

oned arm aroused him. /
/Td "a’ followed you t}f Christmas
come if you'd kept on. Cfear over the
divide and over the whole creatiom. I
never would have givep you up.” I'm
never going to.”

He caught her ofher wrist and
sought to draw her fa him.

With ‘head down she came, slowly,
ylelding yet resisting, with little shud-
ders of terror that was yet a strange
delight, with eyes’ that dared give him
but one quick little loak, half pleading
and half fear. /But then after a few
tense seconds her etrigles were all

im.

| single love,~-witlf the

a free leap, |the falling watey besid,
| elump of cedars
{ roc

loud.

|other ws

the distance between them, and again |

he shouted when the next view of her fover ber hair, and her lips felt his jn a

showed This | kiss. .

time he wes sure she heard; but sbe |

did not look back.

ly Increased her
For an- instant he stood aghast at

get it!”

He was 0ff again along the rough
bed of tira stream. - He. shoutéd no
more, but slowly increased the gain he
had mads upoh her. Instead of losing,
time by climbing up over the

?ﬁl’-'ll dosu the trunk of a
D)

[ from him to look u
light

"He began at that moment an e:
ed course of marveling at the w

i Settled by the Waiter

,7 -

“I Never Would Have Given Yoa Up— I'm Never Going To."

|1ay, There he saw her turn so that |housed far, witain hig arms; there was
|he would have sworn she looked at [no longer play fof the faintest of
It seemed impdssiblc that she |them: and she
had fiot seen him: but to his surprise |felt her heart rus|
she at once etarted up the stream,
swiftly footing’ over the rough way
now- a little
\grasping a willow to pull herself up
an incline, then disappearing around a |mur, and the /sound bf the running
| water came, Agaln like the mufed
He rédoublad his speed cver the |tinkligg of litfle silver [bells in the dis-
When' she next came into view, |tance.~ Botly his arms were strong
still far ahedd, he shouted long and |about her, and now her own hands
It was almost certaln thag, she |

must hear; add yet she made no sign
She seemed even to speed abead the |his ue
taster for his bail.

strained until she
out to him as she
had once felt it to her dream of a
tter abandod of
them.

Hls volce came to har fn a dull mur-

rose in refjellion to meet where the
kerchlef was knotted at the back of
/quite as the hands of the

The# stood 50 a long,time, It seemed
to thm, In the high grass, amid the
wlLitf-barked quaking aspens, while a

littlp wind from the dark pines at their/ jeft him unnerved. He began by re-

sidg, lowered now to a yearning sof)
negs, playel wver them. They wgfe
ayoused at “ant by a squirrel that,/ran
by
ruce to bark indignantly af ,:.hem.
believing they menaced his Avinter's
storé of spruce cones piled 3f the foot

|of the tree. With rattle After rattle
ihll alarm came, until he bad the sat
| taction of noting an e

3

the girl away
ner in the ne:
both,  gtill

e thing about your

The young man

| n had rebeiliously flung
Agsin he sprang forward to cover |down the scarf from the balcony
in | Thén the brim of his hat came down |gpoker, he beran his discourse; but

- | trusted too readily in some revelation

~*You kigsed me."
“Never/~what an awful thing to
o .

well, it doesn't matter.
wasa't at all like—like—"

didn’t think  anything
it vt

“And now you'll never léave.me, and
never leave you." :
They sat on the fallen tree.

Oh, don't talk of it. That's why 1
ran off here—so I couldn’t hear any-
thing about it until he went away

“Why didn't you tell me you were
coming?" R

“I didn’t think you were so stupid.”

“How was I to know where you were
coming?”

But now she was reminded of some-
thing.

“Tell me one thing—did you ever
know a little short, fat girl, a blonde
that you liked very much?
“Never!”

“Then what did you talk so much
about her for yesterday if you didn't?
You'd speak of her every time.”

“I didn’t think you were so stupid.”

Well, I can’t see—"

even.”

And so the talk went until the sun
had fallen for an hour and they knew
|1t was time to go below.
| “We will go to the meeting to-
| gether.” she said, “and then father

shall tell Brigham,—tell him—"

“That you're going to marry me
| Why don't you say it?”

“That I'm going to marry you, and
be your only wife." She nestled under
| his arm again

" rFor time and eternity—that's the
your church puts it.”
Then, not kaowing it, they took their
last walk down the pinehung glade.
Many times he gicked her lizhtly up
to ca her over rough places and
was loth to put het down,—having, in
truth, to be bribed thereto.

CHAPTER XXXV.

‘ThG Rise and Fall of a Bent LIIN/‘
Prophet.

Down In the village the various’din
ners of ceremony to the visitigg offi
clals werc over. An hour bad followed
of decent re¢t and informyl chat be-
tween the visitors and eir hosts,
touching impartially af matters of
general interest; on /irrigation, tho
gHt of tongues, the Aeason’s crop of
peaches, the pouripk out of the Spirit
abroad, the best Mixture of sheep-dip;
on many mattepé not unpleasing to the
practical-mindéd Deity reigning over
them. /

Then tie entire populace of Ama-
lon, my’s Sunday best of “valley tan"
or stofegoods, flocked to the little
| square and sat expectantly on the
| benches under the green roof of the
| bowery, ready to absorb the droppings
| of the sanctuary
| In due time came Brigham, stroliing
|between Elder Wardle and Bistop
| Wright, bland, affable, and benignant.
On the platform about him sat his
Counsellors, the more distinguished of
| his suite, and the local dignitaries of
the Church.

Among these came the little bent
man with an unwonted color in his
face, coming In absorbed in thought,
shaking hands even with Brigham
with something of abstraction in his
manner. Prudence and Follett came
late, finding seats at the back next to
a genmerous row of the Mrs. Seth
Wright.

When they had settled into their
seats, the Wild Ram of the Mountains
arose and invoked a blessing on those
present and ugon those who hid gone
behind the vell; adding a petition that
Brigham be increased in his basket
angd in his store, in wives, flocks, and
herds, and jn the gifts of the Holy
Spirit N

They sdng agother hymn, and when
that was doue,\the little bent man
arose and came Besitatingly forward
to the baize-covered table that sei
as a pulpit. As Presideqt of the Stake
it was his office to welcome the visi
tore, and this he did.

There were wNisperings in the aadi
ence when his appearance was noted
It was the first time he had been
by many of them in weeks. They
whispered that he was failing.

The words of official welcome

id, shufling manner so unlike
| bis old self that still others whispered
of his evident ({llness. Inside he
| burred with his purpose, but, with all
! his resolves, tte presence of Brighain

ferring to their many adversities since
{the Cay when they had first knelt to
| enireat the mercy of God vpon the
{land. Then he spoke of revclitions.

| *You must all have had rev'ations,
because they have come even to me.
| perbaps you were deaf to the voice,
[as I bave been. Perhaps you have

| that czme years ago, supposedly from
|God—in truth, from the Devil. Per
haps you haye been deaf to later rev-
|elations meant o warn you of tue
| other's falseness.” .
I, (TO BE CONTINUED,)

An About the Pineapple For-
, ever Set at Rest.
i N
Willlam C. Whitney, Jr. who has
Spaat a year in Indian Territory learn-
practical mining at Quapaw, de-
scribed at a dinner party.in New York
<

|8 iapaw
“Al this restaurant one eve "

Be said at bis deseription? end, “two

miners near mie. got into a botanical

wlm the p‘nr:‘cpph. oae
ming It

othar that it '-'np table.

%

pity. ¥
the | “‘It's neither, gents’ he sald U’
¢ »

“In the midst of their argument tbe
walter entered In his shirtsleeves and
lgoked about to see. what was the|
cause of the loud talking.

“The miners decided to let the wait-
er settle thelr argument, and accord
ingly one of them sald:
| " Fote, what s a pineapple? s 1
| a fruft or a vegetable’
| “The walter, ficking the ashes from
rhu cigar, smiled at the two men with

|
“You don't need to—well call it

(Copyright, by Joseph B. Bowley) |
" Pride made a bravesstand, but at
last it gave way, and Véronica slipped
to the head of the stalrs.
“Andrews!” she called softly, “Are
you there?”

“Eh, miss, Is that you?” came a
sleepy volce. “Lor'! I believe I should
have been asleep i anpther momient.
Veronica gave a little gasp at this.
That anyone should sleep under such
conditions—they two. alone in the
house and a storm howling outside—
appeared to her very marvelous.

“F'm not frightened either, An-
@réws,” she remarked presently.

“I think I'll go to be4, miss.
“Ob, will you?" sail Veronica In a
dismayed tone. ’

“Yes, miss."

alt nosvous, Andrews,
you can come and sit with me in the
drawing room.

“Lor’! miss, It you like” said An-
drews cheertully.

“It was just such a night as this”
she.remarked cheerfully, as a partico-
larly wild gust of wind drove the rain
rattling against the window panes, “as
I remember my aunt Jessica Eliza-

She Made No Reply.
beth telllng how two poor lone women
had their throats cut by—"

“Oh, Andrews!" screamed Verontea;
kDon't."

; 7It is quite true, miss.” sald An-
drews in an injured tone; “my aunt
Jessica Elizabeth saw the blood—

“Andrews.” sald Veronica, desper-
ately, as she tried {n vain to keep her
teeth from chattering, “how is your
rheumatism?’

“Which it Is bad enough.” said An-
drews, gloomlly, a little surprised at
the change of subject. “That there
shooting pain in my left arm"—and
Andrews went on in full flood till, all
of a sudden. they heard quite distinct-
1y a heavy footstep on the gravel path
Just below the window.

Veronica hastily extinguished the
lamp, as they heard the footsteps pause
for .a moment’and then go on again.

“Oh, miss, miss” said Andrews
weeping, “It we ara to be killed and
murdered, let it be in the light, miss.”

“Father told me once.” explained
Veronica, “that was the best thing to
do, because then the burgiar can't see
you, and you can see him if he has a
lantern.”

Gathering up her skirts and slipping
off her shoes Veronica crept to the
head ‘of the short fight of stairs that
led to the kitchen. Andrews had left
the lamp burning, and by its dim light
Veronica saw a man crawling in
through the window. She held her
breath in deadly terror while the in-
truder wriggled his way on to a table

and thence to the ground. She won-

dered whether he would go away
quietly if she offered him everything
of value in the house. Meanwhile the
intruder turned up the lamp, so that
the had a good look at him.

She saw that he was both young
and  goodlooking, with crisp, curly
hair, frank gray eyes, and an open,
pleasant countenance.

“Now the first thing,” ohserved the
stranger aloud, “is to get something
o eat.”

He walked straight to the pantry
and, with a spdden leap of the heart,
Veronica saw that he was fairly inside
and that the key was in the lock on
the outside.

“Dare 17" 'she thought. “Oh, 1
daren’t, I daren’t;” but none the less
she darted swiftly across the kitchen,
clutched the door handle, banged the
door, turned the key and tearing {t
out flung It far away.

“Oh, Andrews he screamed, “I've
got him, I've got him!"

From within the pantry came a low
whistle. of dismay. Then silence,
broken ouly by Veronica's sobbing,

“I've locked him up In the pantry.
Come down and bring father's big—
loaded—gun with you,” called Veroni.
ca, pronouncing the last few words
very loudly and distinctly, and at the
same time making desperate faces at
Andrews for fedr she should proclaim
that there was no such thing in the
house.

“Excuse me” sald a meek volce
through the key-hole of the pantry
goor, “may | explain>’

“Certatnly not.” sald Veronica; “not
o0 any account.”

“But Af you will just listen for one
moment,” pleaded the meek .

“If you just say a word.” shd an-
gounced, “T'll fire this big gun through
the key-hole.”

“You are Jolly rough on a fellow,”
1id the voice, and Veronica almott
thought she beard a sound remotely
like & chuckle. “May I bave some-
thing to eat?” -

prisoner was making good use of his
opportunities. -

Presently she begaa to entertain a
feeling of some compunction as she
saw a little trickle of water issuing
from deaeath the door and remember-
ed how extremely wet bis clothes bad
beea

Grumbling, Andrews departed to ob.
tain the necessary appatel fromi the
room of Veronlca's father; but
scarcely gone when -he was
again, trembling In e.ory limb,
face ashen. T ‘

Veronica.

as cut already.”
t to the foot of the

pantry door forced iself om her

“Excuse me. sald the eaptive's

e, aunything wromg™ N
“Oh, I had forgotten you,” sait Ver-
onica despairingly; “it's only some
mere burglars. ONh! whatever will be-

me of ys?

“Under those circumstances,’ sald
the captive, with a low whistle, “I
think I had better come out,” and put-
ting his shoulder to the door he burst
it open with a vigorous push.

Veronica gave a lttle ery, but, after
all, things could mot be amy worse
than they were already. N

“I didn't want to frighten you" he
remarked apologetically. Where are
these burglars®” .

“In the dining room.” she answered.

“Then may I trouble you for the
poker?” he asked. and (taking it he
ran swiftly up the stairs, with Ver.
onica hard at his heels.

They burst tozether into the dining
room, where two mild-faced elderly
people were having some wine and
biscuits. .

“Father! Mother!” screamed Ver-
onica wildly, from the backsround,

“Dear me," said the elderly gentle
man, “we thought you had gone to
bed, Veronica. Captain Forestier, is
that you? This is an unexpected
pleasure, but why are you endeavoring
to hide that poker behind you?"

“Captain Forestier!” gasped Veronl
ca. “IU's not; It's a burglar I have had
locked up In the pantry, and I thought
you were burglars, too. Oh, mother!"

Then she burst into tears, while her
father looked in mild inquiry at Cap
tain Forestier. But he recognized Ver.
onlca’s father as a Mr. Lathom, whom
he had several times met in. the com-
pany of his uncle.

“You see,” he sald, “my uncle, Mr.
Copping. used to live here.”

“I.took the cottage over from him
three months back,” sald Mr. Lathom

“I was coming down to pay him a
visit,” continued Captain Forestier,
“but my bicycle broke down and I was
late getting here. Just as I arrived 1

!'saw the light go out In the room

across unclé used to use as a bed-
room, so 1 thought that instead of
knocking him up on such a wild night,
1 would just camp out In the kitchen
I was In the pantry getting something
to eat when Miss Lathom appeared
and locked me in. Of course, I guessed
at once how badly I had put my foot
in 1t”

“Dear me,” sald Mr. Lathom, “we
ourselves returned-rather unexpected
ly, as my wife thought Veronica

might be nervous at being alone so| o

much.” So she locked you In the pan
try, eh?” Then he began to chuckle.
“Well, you must stay the night now,
Captain,” he continued, “and, Veronl-
ca, you will have to try to make
amends to your prisone;

“It was my fault,” sald Forestier
hastily. .

“He never was my prisoner,” sald
Veronica, “for he could have got out
any time he liked."

“Put 1 didn't like,” sald Forestier in
a low tone under cover of the laughter
that Mr. and Mrs. Lathom had been
politely endeavoring to repress. |-
am quite content to remain your cap
tive all my life, for you are the pluck-
est girl I ever knew.”

"Oh, but you are” set fice,” gald
veronica, blushing. .

“But I won't be set free,” retorted
Forestier; and he and his wife appear
50 happy together that there is mo
reason to suppose he has ever’regret-
ted his determination to surrender his
liberty and remain permanently “Ver.
onica’s Captiv

Dog Steals a Ride. |

A sagacious dog s able to beat the
rallroads and the anti-pass legislation
if men caanot. 3

A story 1s told by rallroad men about
a dog which boards passenger trains
on the Boston & Maine and, conceal
ing himself under a seat, rides to Bos
ton. After a run about the streets of
the city, frequenting his favorite
haunts, he returns to the N sta |
tion, plays his trick’ once agals and
lands home safe and happy. How he
is able to pick out the right traips and
why he does not get aboard an express
and get carried by his home station fs
a mystery.

Foster-Milbura Co., Buffalo. N. Y.
STUDENT MADE MIS POINT.

No Doubt the Poilceman ‘Understood

v ll_(hl. ‘Td like to ask you a

“'Does the law permit me to call

“‘You move on, the officer growled.
“'But stop a bit’ continued the.
‘Does the law permit me te
call an ass a policeman?
w dan't say nothlag about
that’ was the gruff reply.
‘Then,’ said the youth, ‘good-al,

Where St Lost Interest.
“Automoblling does tousle ome’s
batr so!” sald the -beaytiful ' young
creature as they descended from the
machine and started up the dark walk

t does?” he fnquired poittely.
es; it gives it the same

“Indeed? I fmcy you should carry
a small band-nirror and some hair
pins when you go automobiling.” he.
suggested, movhg Mght on up the

Some way or bther, by one of these
wnexplainable. piychological impulses,
at that very mqment she began to
realize he was mt the man she would
select as an affpity.—Judge.

EVEN IF DISCOURAGED

TRY DR. WILLIAMS® PINK PILLS
FOR YOUR RHEUMATISM.

The Pilia Have Cured he Dissase in
Aimost Every Form snd Evea n

o8,
Rheumatism is & panful inflamma.

for o time but the diease cannot be
cured until the blood b parified. Drr
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