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PROLOGUE

A QUARTER OF A CENTURY BE-
FORE.
The Storm Within,

The storm was one of the worst
that had cver burst from the moun-
tains and swept across the plains,
The wind came in wild burste of tre
mendous speed. iven in the lulls,
which were only comparatively such,
it blew perhaps 20 miles an hour, The
flerce blasts were Iladen with fine
snow—frozen spindrift from a white
ocean of cold! Needles of fee sharps
er l{;ml thelr prototypes of steol cut
the bare flesh of those whom evil for-
tune kept abrond on such & nlght,
brivging the blood to the freezing
akin. ‘The onslought of the scream-
fng tempest drove the hapless eattle
mad with pain and terror. The thick
snow compelled them to huddle to-
gether at lost, and shelterlens to suf-
for, freegze, and die In the pitilosa hur
ricane

Just where the foothills lose them:
selves In the prairie lay huddled a lit-
tle town or eamp, Kvery door and win:
dow was shut and barrleaded agalnst
the searching storm,

In one of the poorest and most mis-
erable shantles on the outakirta of the
town a woman waited alone., A com-
mon kerogene lanip stood on a table
before the window, et there as If In
signal,

The houre, n mere shack which
shook and quivered under the tro-
mendous assnults of the storm, and
might have been hlown down iIf It had
not been buttressed and protected by
heaps of wnow yet threatening to over
whelm it, contained but one room. In
the corner farthest from the door
stood a tumbled, frowzy bed. A rick-
oty chest of drawers, n kitchen table, a
rusty cook stove, a few uncerwsin
chairs of the plalnest and cheapost
quality, were all the reat of the fur-
niture, A few clothes huug from pegs
driven In the boarded wall, A saddle
in one corner, a pickax and shovel, &
heavy quirt, and a rifle banging from
pegs  beneath &  shell auMclently
pointed out the avocations of the
owner.

Yet she wan n woman who, what-
ever her outward clreumstances,
showed no poverty of spirit. Bhe
raged up and down the room &8s a
prisoned tiger pnees the narrow eon-
fines of his cage. Bometlmes she
paused and stopped by the window, to
rest her head beneath her hand on
the sash and peer engerly, passlon
ately, out into the falllvg snow, She
could se¢ nothing, and ufter having
stured with incressed disappointment
and further mutterings of angry
words, she would resutne her rest
less backward and forward march.

Had there been uny gpectator when
she assumed that picturesque position
at the window, where the lght, how-
ever It falled to illuminnte the snow,
threw her own face and person in high
rellef, the observer would have been
surprised at the coarse and yet not
unattractive beauty of her face and
figure. She was full lipped and deep
bosomed, tall, Mthe, strong. Her
checka were full of color, her halr
black and coargely crisp and curly.
‘Her hands, which she clasped and un-
clasped nervously, were Ilnrge and
reddened by toll, but they were shape-
Iy nevertheless, But there was nelth-
er reflnement wor goodneas In her
face. There were great possibilitios
of evil which experlence could have
detected. Hers had been a hard life,
and It had made her a hard woman.
B8he was perhaps twentyflve years
old, but looked older.

For hours the woman had walted In
that hut alone. It had been storming
badly when she began her vigil, and
the violence of the tempest had In-
creased until she feared that no hu.
man soul could brave it. That she
very much wanted some one to at-
tempt it, that she very keenly, ardent-
1y, longed for that, was quite evident.

Great I8 the power of love. Even
its counterfelt—that which passes for
t In the eyes of the Ignorant and in-
experienced—may stir men and wom-
en to mighty deeds. This woman
walted the arrival of one who fancled
himself a modern Perseus about to re-
fease another bound and helpless An-
dromeda from a devouring monater.

Whether the man who fatuously
fAilled thal role—or the boy, rather, for
he had not reached man's years or
estate—would arrive before her hus:
band, was the problem that nlled the
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holiday and bad lingered on through
the winter, fascinated by her exuber-
ant attractiveness, and fiattered by
lier bold and artful pursult of him.

She had thought to amuse hergelf In
her dreary, wretched, sordld lfe by
his fresh, frank, open admiration, The
woman's drunken husband had cared
little at first; but lately, under the
Jibes, sneers, and Innuendos of his
companions, he had become flercely
jenlous. Then in maudlin fury he had
forbidden the boy the house, and had
sworn that bhe would kill him on
sight

The woman thereupon swiftly made
up her mind to break the thraldom of
her matrimonial bond, and in the
young stranger’'s company or by hils
ngency to leave the country. Bhe
neither deslred nor Intended to be
tled to the boy a half dozen years
younger than she,

Once in civilization It would be
easy to break away from him, she
knew. Thereafter she had no fear
but with her beauty, her wit, and her
courage, with her utter unscrupulous-
ness, she could make her way In the
east which she had never seen. And
this was the night on which they had
agreed to take their departure,

Bince her husband's wild outbreak
of Jealousy, she had seen the hoy only
once. In that surreptitious interview
they had concocted thelr plans. Her
husband spent the greater part of the
nights, whenever he had any moncy,
In gambling and drinking at the ea-
loon. By a lucky chance a short time
before In an all night trial with Fore
tune he had won something over
$1,000. The bulk of it In hard cash

gered into the reom. ‘The woman
screamod slightly aud stepped toward
the sanow-covered, iceincrusted figure,
The young man forced the door shut,
turned and faced her. He tore off his
fur cap and threw it on the floor. He
stretched out his fcy gauntletted
hands toward her. To reach the cabin
he had been compelled to face tho
bligzard. Hie face was white yet
bleeding. The woman shraok back
from him,

“Is this my welcome?’ he zald In a
volce manly enough In spite of his
youthful aspect,

“You're so wet and so cold,” sald
the woman, "The horses?”

“They're outelde,” returned the
hoy. “But you didn't think of ventur.
ing In this bilzzard? Why, It's llke
hell itself, or would be If hell was
cold!"

“I'd risk anything,” sald the woman
flercoly, “to get away from him! You
won't fall me now?"

“Dut, my God, girl!" answered the
boy with that aszumption of superlor
age which so satisfled his pride, “we'll
dle In this blizzard."”

“No," perslsted the woman. “Bee,
the storm comes straight from the
north. Our way Is due south; we've
only to keep It at our backs.”

“All right,” sald the boy cheerily.
He turned and stared out of the win-
dow. “You've no idea how terrible it
is, though.”

“1 don't care."

“(int ready, then”

“I'm ready.” she replied. ‘'See!"
She lifted the skirt of her dress and
showed him a pair of homman'g
boots with a pair of her husband's
trousers tucked tightly In them., “It's
a good thing he hag a small foot,” she
sneered.

“Curse him!" sald the boy. “I'd
like to settle with him before we go."

“You'll settle with him enough,”
eald the woman cynlcally, “when you
take me away from him.”

Bhe turned and took down from
one of the pegs n heavy fur overcoat.
The boy assisted her to put It on.
From a holster hanging on the wall
she drew a small sllver-mounted 32
callbered revolver.

“I'm ready,” she sald again,

“Let us start, then,” crled the boy,
stepping forward,

On the instant a whirl of wind dis-
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“You Are Going on a Longer Journey Than You Planned,” He Panted,

still repoeed In the chest of drawers.
That, with what the boy could con-
tribute, would provide for the expenses
of the journey. She had got it out
and tled it up In a little canvas bag.
It lay on the table near the lamp.

Fifteen miles south the Union Pa-
cific raflroad ran acroas the continent.
It had been her plan to ride thither
and take the first truin eastward,
losing themselves In Chicago, and
thenca by whatsoever route pleased
them making thelr way to New York. ‘
Whether her husband would pursue |
her or not, she could not tell. Hea |
would be without the money, since |
ehe meant to take all with her. le
would hardly be able to follow her
very soon. But if he did, that was a
1lsk she muat take,

Engrossed in the present, the boy
thought nothing at all about the fu-
ture, The woman's predicament

& the poasibill-
gles, she would bawe heen profoundly |
glad had both ventured and had both |

bulked 8o large to his Immature imagl-
nution that there was nothiug else on
the horizon. There was no other horl-
won than rhe, In fact. And his one
dosire was to get her away to free

And now thls storm bade fair to

Yet there was more

fMoor was thrown open and he stag-
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closed to them that the door had sud-
denly opened. They turned to face
a drunken, Infuriated, leering flgure.
He had on a short, thick fur jacket,
which left his hips completely un-
covered. A heavy revolver had dan.
gled In his holster. He dragged It
out as he spoke and trained it on the
boy.

“You're going for a longer journey
than you planned!" he pantcd thickly,
as ha strove to steady the weapon and
cover the other.

The boy was fumbling at the rasten.
Ings of his coat. Hlis own revolver
was not gel-at-able Instantly, as It
should have been and would have
been had he beon a native to the
west,

“"Fumble at ‘em, you fool!™ ecricd
the man. “Before you get ‘em open,
I'll shoot you dead. I don’t do it now,
cause 1 want you to taste death and
hell as long ns possible before you
go into ‘'em. You thought you'd make
a fool out of me, did you, and you,
too, you—"

He flung a frightful, mordant word
at his wife which stung not lesa be-
cause It was In large measure unde-
served, at least so far aa the hoy was
concerned,

“I'l settle with you when 1 got
through with him, Your time's up!"
he continued, as the boy at last suc-
ceeded In reaching hls weapon,

Ho was game, that boy, although his
faco under its blood was whiter than

It had been when he entered the
cabin, while the othor man's, similarly
snow wounded, was red with rage;
and, though he was covered and even
& drunken man could scarcely mise at
such range, he nevertheless drew his
own weapon. But before he could
ralse It there was a sudden movement
back of him. The man in the door
way turned sharply.

“What!” he cried to his wife.
would, you="'

At that Instant the boy was con-
gcloue of a sudden flash of light and a
gharp detonatlon., The room was
filled with nolse, a little cloud of
smokeblew downon him, Standing with
his own pistol hutt clasped tight in hia
hand, he saw the man in the doorway
reel. ‘The arm that held his weapon
dropped to his side. With a convul
slve movement he pulled the trigger
The bullet burfed itself in the floor,
while the man sank down on his
knees, swayed o moment, a frightful
look In his eyes, and then pitched for-
ward on his face and lay still.

“Good God!" whispered the boy
turning to his companion, “you've shot
him!"

He stared at the woman, who still
clagsped the little sllver-mounted
weapon she had used with such ter-
rible effect.

“It was his life, or your life or
mine,” was the answer. *“I did It for
you," she sald quickly, seelng a look
of horror and repulsion spreading over
the face of her companion,

“Yes—yes! | know,” he replied:
“hut--"

"Come, we must get out of here
Immedlately.”

“Of course, of couree,” whispered
the boy nervously, “‘we can't stay here
now."

“Drag him into the room and shut
the door!”

The lad hesitated. b

“Are you afrald?’ msneered the
woman, making as if to do so herself.

“Certalnly not,” was the answer;
but the boy neverthelesa was afrald—
afrald of death, with more fear than
he had ever felt for any one living.
Yet something had to be done and at
once,

Forcing himself to the task at last,
he stooped down, seized the man by
the shoulders, turned him over on his
face, and dragged him farther into the
room. Then he shut the door, The
two stared a moment at the prostrate
figure.

“He's not dead yet," saild the boy
slowly.

“No; but he soon will be." The
woman stooped over and unbuttoned
the man's coat and walstcoat. “There!"
she sald, pointing to a ghastly hole.
“l struck him falr in the breast.
Would to God it'd been in his black
heart!" she added. "Don't you see
that we must go now and quick?
Come, we can't delay any longer."

“I'll take the blame on mysell if
we're caught,” rald the boy. “It was
my fault and you saved my life.”

“That's noble of you,'" returned the
woman Indifferently; "but we won't be
caught."”

“Well, then, I'll save your reputa-
tion before 1 go," continued the other
quixotically,

There were a few tattered books on
the shelf. He took one down, tore
out the flyleaf, drew a pencil from
his pocket, scribbled on it a few
words, s.gned It, held it to the woman
to read, lald the leaf down on the
body of the dying man, and then
turned to the door. He opened it, and
the woman followed bhim out Into the
night,

The room was very still. Except
for the long, slow, faint, and fainter
breathing of the man, there was not
a sound within the hovel,

Death hovered over him the long
night through. The morning found
him still alive, yet barely breathing.
He wus trembling on the eternal
verge later In the day when men seek-
ing him burst into the room. They
found the letter of confession still
lying where It bad been placed. They
revived the man sufficiently by stim-
ulants to enable him to speak n preg-
nant word or two before his lips
closed forever. -

The confesalon, the bullet that had
killed him, the empty revolver, and
the man's last words, solemnly attest.
ed by those present, were carefully
preserved by the leader of them all.
They might be useful some day; who
knew? For the rest it was evident
what had happened. The boy and the
woman were gone from the camp. No
search was made for them; none was
possible. The blizzard had spent it
self by that time; but the pralrie was
covered deep with drifted snow.. A
period of Intense cold supervened. It
was hardly within human possibility
that the two fugitives could have got
safely away. They must be buried
somewhere to the southward in the
vast drifts. Spring might reveal thelr
fate, it might remaln forover a secret,
Bo far as the denizens of the country
were concerned, the tragedy—one of
the numberiesa ones of the frontier—
was over. In a day or two It was fon
gotten.

“You

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Slightly Modified.

Little Viola had dleveioped the hablt
<t holding her thumb in her mputh,
even while eating. Mother had re-
gorted to all sorta of methods to
correct the child and fnally in despera-
tion sald:

“Viola, the first thing you know yon
will swallow your thumb, and then
what will you do?"

*“\Wall, mother, 1 should hate to awal.
low it becnuse I'd bave a heaven of o
time without it."

“Why, Viola,” sald the astonished
wather, “where did you hear an expres-
slon like that?"

“Well, vell,"” hesitated the little girk
*] didn't hear It exactly llke thap,
mother, but 1 thought .8 would sound
betler.”
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FOR THE WARMER DAYS

HOT-WEATHER DISHES CONCOCT-
ED BY FAMOUS CHEFS.

New and. Palatable Food to Tempt
Jaded Palates—How Breok Trout
Are Served at New York
Swell Motel.

—

The chefs of New York hotels have
invented many new dishes for the
hot days; every housewife will be In.
terested In them, as they suggest new
and palatable food for jaded palates.

At the Waldorf-Astoria are brook
trout with sauce au blue. The trout
are taken allve out of a fountaln basin
in the grillroom, then dipped Into boll:
ing water. When properly done they
are served In a deliclous sauce made
from old Burgundy and other Ingred
lents, which are a secret of the in
ventor, Chef Nence. Cooked in this

way, oae only knows the deliclous |

flavor of a brook trout.

Another Waldorf-Astoria surprise is
a Foster salad, made by cutting In
balver large King of Slam oranges,
scooping out the pulp, linlng the shells
with small leaves of lettuce, returning
the pulp mixed with Afnely-grated
pineapple, sprinkling with Jamalea
rum, covering with mayonnaise, dust:
ing with paprika, then setting each
half orange on & leaf of lettuce or &
plate, ready to serve.

Chef Huguet of the Hotel Knicker
bocker, has a number of new spring
dishes with which he Is delighting the
patrona. One of the most popular of
his surpises 1s the following: Take &
Boston duckling, a very young one. In
a baking pan put a layer of aliced
Spanish onions and some pats of
sweet butter; sprinkle with salt and
pepper; lay the duckling on the prep-
aration of onfon, put it in a hot oven,

! and let it cook about forty mlnutes.

Remove the pan from the oven, take
the duckling out of the pan, lay it on
a platter, pour a glass of white wine
and a glass of old Madeira in the pan,
put it over the fire, let it come to a
boil, then add one large glass of veal
stock, two fresh tomatoes, peeled and
sliced. Cook for thirty minutes, strain
the gravy through a cheese cloth
sleve, add one ounce of sweet butter
and half a glass of curacao.

In the meantime peel a lemon and
an orapge, slice these In jullenne
style, blanch in water and add to the
grayy. Pour it over the duckling very
bhot. The. duckling must be lald on
slices of toast on a hot platter, with
a slice of orange on its breast and on
each side. Serve sliced oranges with
this dish.

Two-thirds whole onlons sliced, one-
third tart apples cut in dices. Smoth-
er together in a closely covered dish,
and serve in a border around calves
liver saute In gweet butter,

A Milliner's Ald.

An excellent preparation of stain.
dess glue for millinery purposes has
recently been put on the market,
Kid, velvets and tapestries, as well
as the most delicate silks and eatins,
may be glued on buckram (rames
without Injury to the material. The
glue is water and weather proof and
will not dry or peel off, The lovely
floral effects and smart butterfly and
quill designs, shown by the leading
‘millliners, may be contrived at home
with a little ingenuty and the ald of
‘most welcome millinery requisite.—
Yogue.

Creamy Potatoes,

One quart of sliced potatoes, two ta-
blespoons butter, two teaspoons salt,
one-elghth teaspoon pepper, three-
quarters pint of milk; wnsh and pare
the potatoes, cut them into thin slices;
put all the ingredients together In a
small cooker pall or pan, set this in a
larger cooker pall of bolling water;
when it Is steaming hot, put the small
utensil directly over the heat until it
bolls; replace It in the pall of bolling

water, set In cooker for one hour.-

Serves four persons.

Deviled Meat.

The wings, drum sticks and slde
bones of chicken or coid, rare beef or
underdone mutton may be used. One
tablespoon butter, one teaspoon of
vinegar, one of Worcestershire sauce,
one-half teaspoonful of made mustard
and a pioch of cayenne; make a sauce
of the butter, vinegar, eto.; mix these
thoroughly, make cuts in the meat
‘with & knife, rub this sauce Into them,
fub the chafing dish with a little but-
ter, heat it and grill the meat. Serve
hot.

Asparagus Omelet,

Beat five eggs separately, add two
tablespoonfuls of thick cream to the
yolks with a tablespoonful of butter,
salt and pepper to taste. Fold in the
frothed whites, mix well, add a half
teaspoonful of baking powder and a
teacupful of steamed asparagus tips.
Melt & medium sized lump of butter
in the frying pan, pour the omelet fn.
Fry a dellcate brown on both sldes
and serve at once.

Glaced Fruits and Nuts,

Boll without stirring 10 or 16 win-
utes, one pound of :rnnu!ate‘ sugar,
one-half cup of water. When briitle
remove from fire, ndd a tablespoon
lemon julce and let it etand over hot
water. Then on the end of a hat pln
immerse sectlons of oranges (all
diced), grapes, figs, almonds and wal
nute set on olled paper.

Old Trays.

When light onk trays have been
badly marked, well wash and rub
with warm beer untll the stains have
disappeared. Polish in the usual way,

Old Hickory Smoked
Highest Quality
Finest Flavor ) A

e .

Try This Recipe .
To the contents of

one medium size jar of
Libby’s Sliced Beef,
add one tablespoonful cf
butter, then sprinkle -
with one tablespoonful
of Aour and add one-half

M4 cup of cream. Cook § ¥
minutes and serve on
toast,

Ak for Libby's In the
sealed glass Jars.

At All Grocers
U\ Libby, McNeill & Libby
Z Chicago
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IT DOES ON HOUBES.

Wise—Do you gee that striking look:
Ing woman with the vell,

Howe—Yes.

Wise—Do you know why she wears
the vell?

Howe—No,

Wise—No;

Homely?

rhe's afrald the sun

Very Select,

The landlady was trying to impress
the prospective lodger with an Idea of
how extremely eligible the nelgnbor-
hood was. Pointing over the way at a
fine mansion, she sald In a bhushed
whisper: :

“Young man, over there mcross the
street there's seven milllon dollars!*

Out of the Mare,
“Here's a halrpin in the soup, walt
er,” sald the mad diner,
“Yes, sir. IU's all right.
sopp, sir.”
i

te—

It's hare

Breakfast
A Pleasure
when you have

Post
Toasges

A food with snap and
zest that wakes up the
appetite.

Sprinkle crisp Post
Toasties over a saucer of
fresh strawberries, add some
cream and a little sugare
Appetizing

Nourishing

Convenient

“The Memory Lingers”
Sold by Grocers

POSTUM CEREAL CO,, Lo,
Battle Creek, Mich
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