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SYNOPSIS,

P Cannon, the banansn king., and his
Anuphier, HMope, who hnd pasied up Mra
Cornelius Ryvan's hall at Ban Francipco to
podampany her father, arriva ot Antslope
DPoninlek Ryan callg on his mother to
bag & ball Invitatlan for his wife, nod I8
rofused, "The determinsd odd bady refyses
o rocognies her daaehter in-law wom-
Inlok tind bean trappod inio a marringe
with Boermite lverson, a4  atenographer,

faversl yvours hin manlor Hhie squanders
Nile money, Thev My Crowgrinnt |'-|'lrr‘--ll|
nnd he #Mlips nway Canpon o wl his
duughter are anowed tn al Antelope

CHAPTER
“"And the other one,”
Lior eves riveted on the halr-drensing

IV.—~Continued,
went on Corm,

ber snbeonscious mind mnking notes
of the duposition of every cofl, “his
name's J. 1. Butord And 1'd llke
you (o muess what ha 18'  An adtor
n #lpge plaver, He'n been playing wll
up the stnie from Los Angeles and
Wis #olng down to Sacramento o
keep nn ongagement there It Just

tlekler me to denth to have an actor
in the honse. | ain't pever seen one
close to before.”

The Inst hair-pin was adjusted and
Miss Cannon studied the effect with
a hand-glass,

“An actor,” she commented, tun-
ning a smoothing palm up the back of
her hend, “that's just what he looked
Mke, now 1 think of 1t. Perbaps he'll
net for as, 1 think '8 going to be
lots of fun heing snowed up al Ante
lape.”

The sound of n volee crying “Cora"™
here roge from the hallway and that
young woman, with a languid delib
aration of movement, as of one who
obeys f vulgar summong at her own
elegunt  lelsure, rosn  and departed,
apologizing for having to go so soon.
A few minutes later, the hour of sup-
per being at hand, Rose (ollowed her.

Bhe was descendiong the atalra when
A commotion from below, a sound of
volees, loud, argumentative, rising and
fulling In excited chorus, hurrled her
stepe, The lower hall, lit with lamps
and the glow of Ita stove, heated to a
tranglucent red, was full of men. A
eurrent of cold could be felt In the
hot mtmosphers and fresh snow was
melting on the floor, Standing by the
#love was & man who had evidently
Just entered. Ridges of white lay
caught in the folids of hin garments;
a gllver hoar was on his beard, He
held his hands out to the heat and
#s Rose reaclied the foot of the stilire
she heard him aay:

“Well, 1 tell you that any man that
started to walk up hero from Rocky
Bar this afternoon must have been
plumb crazy, Why, John L. Sullivan
couldnt do It In such a storm."

To which the well-bred volce of
Willoughby answored:

“Bul according to the message he
wiarted at two and the snow was hard-
Iy fMalling then. He must have got n
good way, past the Sllver Crescent,
whon the storm caught him."”

A hubbiub of volees broke out here,
and, seeing her father ou the edge
of the crowd, Rose went to him and
plucked his sloeve, murmuring:
© "What's happened? What's golng
on?™

He took hin clgar out of his mouth
and turned towanrd her, speaking low
and keeplng his eyos on the mon by
the stove,

“The telograph operator has just
had a message wont from Roeky Bar
that & man started from there (his
afternoon to walk up here. They
don't think he could make It and are
afrold he's loat somewhere. Perley
and some of the boya aro golng out
10 look for him."

“What a dreadful thing! In such a
storm! Do you think they'll ever
find him1t™

He shrugged, and replaced bls clgar
in his mouth.

“Oh, 1 guese 80, If ho was strong
enough Lo got on near here they ought
to, But it's Just what the operator
says. The feller must have heen
plumb crazy 1o attempt such a thing,
Tooks as If e were a stranger in the
country.”

I “It's & sort of qulet, respectabile
way of committing sulelde,” suld the
volee of the actor behblnd them

Rose looked over her phonlder and
gaw his thin, large-featured face, no
longer nipped and reddencd with cold,
but wreathed In an obsequious and
friendly smile which farrowed It with
deep lines. Heor father answered him
and she turned away, belig more o
terested In the preparations for 1he
search party., As she walched thoesge
she could hear the desultory conver
satlon behind her, the actor's com-
ments  delivered  with su  unctuous,
eluborate pollteness which, conlrasted
with ber father's gruff brevity, mude
her smile furtively to berself,

Supper waa an animated meal t(hat
evening. The suddenly tragle interest
that had developed drew tha litle
group of guests together with ihe
sirands of A common sympathy. The
Judge and the actor moved thalr seatn
10 the Cannong' table, Corn was sent
o request the doclor—a young man
knnh from his graduntion In San Fran.
‘¢lsco who took his meals at the bach-
slor's table—to join thoem and add the
welght of medical opinlon to  thelr
surmises as to the truveler's chances
of survival, These, the dootor
thought, deponded 45 much upoun the
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man's age and phyeleal condition, as
upon the search party’s success in
finding him

Alter supper they retired to the par-
lor, plled the fire high and sat
grouped before It, the “1moke of clgars
and cigarcties lying about their heads
In white luyers, It was but natural
that the converaation should turn on
atories of the great storma of the past,
| Roge had heard many such before, hut
to-night, with the wind rocking the
old botel and the thought of the lost
man heavy at her heart, she listened,
held In o cold cluteh of fascinated
attention, to tales of the emigrants
cnueht In the pusees of the Sterra, of
ploneer miningeamps  relleved by
mule trains which broke through the
anow blockade as the minors lay dying
in their huts, of men risking their
Hven to carry succor to comrades lost
in thelr paspage from comp (o camp
on Just such n night as thia

The clock hand passed ten, and the
periods of silence that at Intervals hod
fallen on the watchers grew longer
and more frequent, nod fnally merged
Into a stillnesa where all sat motlon-
lenn, liatening to the wtorm,

It wag nenrly eleven, and for fiftean
minutes ne one had epoken a word.
Two of the dogs had come In und lain
down on the hearthorug, thelr noses
on thelr paws, their eyes fixed bright-
Iy and ponderingly on the fire. In
the midst of the motlonless semiclrele
ona of them ~uddenly raised Its head,
its ears pricked. With Its muzzle ele-
vated, Its eyes full of awakened In-
telligence, It gave a low, up~~ay whim-
per, Almost  slmultaneously Rose
started and drew hersell up, exclaim-
Ing, “Listen!” The sound of sleigh
bells, falnt am n nolse In a dream,
came through the night,

In & moment the lower floor was
shaken with movement and nolse, The
bnr emptied itself on to the porch and
the hall doors were thrown wide.
The sleigh had been close to the ho
tel before 1ta bells were henrd, and al
most Immediately its shape emerged
from the swirling whiteness and drew
up at the steps, Rose, slanding back
in the parlor doorway, heard & clamor
of voleew, a rising surge of sound from
which no Intelliglble rentence de-
toched fliself, and a thumping and
stamping of feet as the searchers
staggered In with the lost traveler
The erowd sdparated befora them and
they entered slowly, four men carry-
Ing a ffth, thelr bodies Incrusted
with snow, the man they bore an un
ween  ahape covered with whitened
rugs from which an arm hung, a llmp
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“Do You Think They'll Ever Find
Him1™
hand touching the floor. Questions

and angwers, now clear and gharp, fol-
lowed them, ke noltes upon the text
of the nert form:

“Where'd you get him?"

“About five miles below on the
maln rond. One of tha horsea almost
stepped on him, He was right in the
path, but he was all sprinkled over
with snow."

“He's not dond, I8 he?*

“Protty near, 1 puess. Wo've pumped
whigky Into him, but he aln't shown &
wlgn of 1ife”™

“Who Is he?

"Hearch me,

I aln't geen him
sell yot, Just ns we go! him the
lern went out.™

There was o sofa In the hall apd
they Iald thelr burden there, the
crowd edglng in on them, horrifled, tn
terested, hungrily pPeering, Roge
could see thelr bent, expredsive backs
and the craning napes of thelr nocks,
Then a sharp order from the doctor
drove thowm back, sheepish, tranmping
on  one another's toes, bunched
agalusi the wall and still avidly star
lng. As thelr ranks broke, the young
girt had o sudden, vivid glimppe of
the man, hlg head and part of his
chest uncovered Her heart gave a
lesp of plty and she made & move.
ment from the doorway, then stopped,
Tha lost traveler, that an hour before
had almost assumed the festures of a
friend, was & complete siranger that
she had never sean bhelore.

my-
lan-

ettt

He looked ke w dend man. His

face, the chin up, the lips parted um

was a marble

gray shadow in the cheeh.

clreles, dark agalnst the pallld skin
There was a ring on the hand that
still hung lmp on the floor. The does
tor, muttering to himself, pulled open
the ghirt and was fewling the heart,
when Perley, who had Nown Into the
bar for mora whisky, emerged, a glass
in his hand. As hia eyve fell upon the
man, he stopped, stared, and then ex-
cialmed In loud-voleed amaze

“My God—why, it's Dominlck Ryan!
Look here, Governor®—to Cannon,
who wans standing by his daughter in
the parlor doorway, “come and see for
yourself, If this aln't young Ryan I'm
a Dutchman!”

Cannon pushed
vening men and
trate fNlgure,

"“That's who it is," he sald slowly

inter-
pros-

the
the

hetween
bent over

and unemotionally “It's Dominlck
Ryan, all righi Well, by ginger!™
and he turned and looked at the

amnazed innkocper, “that’s the gueer
o8l thiing 1 ever gaw, What's brought
him up bore?”

Perley, his ginss snatched from him
by the doctor who seemed entirely In-
difforent their recognitlon of his
putient, shrugged helplessly

to

‘Bleat it | know,” he said, staring
almlesely about him, “He wns here
lagt summer fghing, But thera aln't

no fishing now. God, ain't 1t a gond
thing thet operator ar Rocky Bar had
the sense to telegraph up!™

CHAPTER V.

Nurse and Patlent.
When Dominlek returned to con-
solousness he lay for a space looking
direcily In front of him, then moved
his hend and let his eyes sweep the
wills, They were alien walls of white
plaster, naked of all adornment, The
light from a ghaded lamp lay across
one of them In a soft yet clear wash
ofr ¥ellow, so ¢lear that he could see
that the plaster was coarao,
There were few pleces of furnlture
in the room, and all new to him. A
bureau of the oldfashioned marble-
topped kind stood against the wall op-
posite, The lamp that cast the yellow
light was on this bureau; Its globe,
n tranglucent gold reflection revealed
in llguld clearnesg in the mirror just

behind., 1t was not his own room nor
Berny's, IlMe turned his head farther
on the pillow wvery slowly, for he

geemed #sunk in an abyse of suffering
and feebleness. On the table by the
bed's head wae another lamp, a fold-
el newspaper shutting its light from
his face, and here his eyes stopped,
A woman waa sitting by the foot of
the bed, her head bent as If reading.
He stared at her with even more in-
teniness than he had at the room,
The glow of the lamp on the bureau
was behind her—he saw her agalnst
it without color ar detall, llke a shad-
ow thrown on a sheet. Her outlines
were sliarply defilned agalnst the {llu-
mined stretch of plaster—the arch of
her head, which was broken by the
colls of halr on top, her rather short
neck, with some sort of collar binding
it, the curve of her shoulders, round-
#d mnd broad, not the shoulders of a
thin woman. He did not think she
wae his wife, but she might be, and
he moved and sald suddenly In a
husky volce:

“What time is 1t?"

The woman started, 1ald her book
down, and rose. She came forward
nnd stood beslde him, looking down,
the Alaments of halr round her. head
blurring the sharpness of its outline.
He stared up at her, haggard and In-
tent, and saw 1t was not his wife, It
wius n strange woman with a pleasant,
smiling face. He felt Immensely re
Heved and said with a hoarse careful-
ness of utterance:

“What time did you say it 187"

“A lew minutes past five,"” she an-
swered. "You've been asleep.”
“Have 17" he sald, gazing Immov-
ably at her. "“What day Is I1t?"
“Thureday,” she replied. *You came
here last night from Rocky Bar. Per.
haps you don't remember,"”

“Rocky Bar!” he repeated vaguely,
groping through a haze of memory.
“Was It only vesterday? Was {t only
yesterday 1 left San Francisco?”

“l don’t know when you left San
Francigeo—" the newspaper cracked
und bent a lttle, letting a band of
light fall across the pillow, She leanad
down, arranging It with careful hands,
looking from the lght to him to see
If 1t were correctly adjusted.

"Whenever you left San Francisco,"
she sald, “you got here last night.
Thoey brought you here, Perley and
some other men n the slelgh. They
found you in the road. You were hall-
frozen.”

“What Is this place®

“Antolope,” aalfl the woman. “Per
ley’'s Hotel at Antelope.”

“Oh, yes,"” he angwered with nn nir
of wenry recollection, "l was going
to wanlk there from Rocky Bar, but
the spow came down too hard, and the
wind—you could hardly stand agulost
ft! It wus n terrible pull, Perley's
Hotel at Antelope. Of course, 1 know
nll about it I wos here last summer
tor two weeks fishing.”

She stratched out her hand for a
glnas, acroes the top of which a book
rested, He followed the movement
with o mute Axity.

“This is your mediecine," she suld,
toking the book off the glass. “You
were to take It at five but 1 dido't Hke
to wake you"

She dipped a spoon into the glass
and held it out to him. But the young
man felt too 111 to bother with modi-
cine and, as the spoon touched hia
lips, he gave his hend a slight jerk
and the lHguld was split on the coun
terpane. She looked at it for a rueful
moment, then sald, as If with gather
lng determination,

der the fringe of a brown mustache,
white, and showed a
The halr
on his forehead, thawed by the heat,
was Jylog In damp half-curled seml-

“But you must take it. I
haps | gave [t wrong
Hfted you up, It's easler that way"
and before he could answer she
sllpped her arm under his head and
ralsed It, with the other hand setting
the rim of the glasgs against his lips
He swallowed a mouthful and felt her
arm sliding from behind his head. He
had a haxy coneclousnesg that a per
fume came from her dress, and for
the first time he wonderod who she
wis, Wondering thus, his eyes aganin
followed her hand putting back the
glnes, and watched it, white In the
gush of Inmplight, carefully replacing
the book. Then she turped toward
him with the same slight, soft smile.

“Who are you?" he eald, keeping
his hollowed eyves hard on her.

“I'm RHose Cannon.” she answered,
"Rose Cannon from San Francisco."

“Oh, yes," with 0 movement of com-
prehension, the name steiking n chord
of memory. “Hose Cannon from Sun
Francisco, daughter of Bill Cannon.
Of course T know.™

He turned his head awny from her
and said dryly and without Interest

“I thought It was some one elge”

think per
I ought to have

She bent down and sald, speaking
sltowly and clearly as though to a
child

‘The storm has broken the wlires,
but as soon as they are up, papn will
send your mother word, so you needn't
worry nbout that., But we don't either
of us know your wife's nddress, If
you could tell us—"

She stopped. He had begun to frown
and then shut his eyes with an expres-
slon of weariness,

“'hnt  doesgn't matter,” he sald
“Don't bother nbout It, Let her alone.”
Agaln there was one of those patiges
which seemed to him so long, He gave
n sigh and moved restlessly, and she
sald:

“Are your feet vory painful?"
“Yes, pretty bad,” he answeroed
“"What's the matter with them7?”
"They were frost-bitten, one partly
frozen,”

“Oh—" he did not seem profoundly
interested. It was as If they were
some one else's feet, only thay hurt
violently enough to obtrude them-
gelves upon his attentlon. "“Thank
you very much,” he added. “I'll be
all right to-morrow."

He felt very tired and heard, as
In & dream, the rustle of her dress as
she moved again. She sald something
about “supper” and “"Mrs. Perley com-
Ing,” and the dark, enveloping sense
of stupor from which he had come
to life closed on him again,

Some tlme later on he emerged
from It and saw another woman, stout
and matronly, with sleekly parted hair,
and ‘an apron girt about her. He
asked her, too, who she was, for the
fear that he might wake and find his
wife by his bedslde mingled with the
pain of his feet, to torment him and
break the vast, dead restfulpnesgs of the
torpor In which he lay,

1t broke Into gleams of interest and
returning consclousness during the
next two days. He experienced an
acuter sense of lllness and paln, the
burning angulsh of his feet and fe-
vered misery of his body, bitten
through with cold, brought him buack
to a realization of his own Iidentity.
He heard the doctor murmuring in the
corner of “threatened pneumonia’ and
understood that he was the object
threatened, He began to know and
separate the strange faces that seemed
continually to be bending over him,
asking him how he felt. There was
the doctor, Perley, Bill Cannon, and
the old judge and three different wom-
en, whom he had some difficulty in
keaeplng from merging Into one com-
posite belng who was sometimea “Miss
Cannon,” and sometimes “Mra. Per
ley,” and then again “Cora.”

When on the fourth day the doetor
told him that he thought he wonld
“pull through" with no worse allment
than a frozen foot, he had regained
enough of his original vigor and im-
patience under restraint to ex B A
determination to rise and “go on™ He
was in pain, mental and physieal, and
the minlstrotions and attentions of
the satellltes that so persistently re-
volved round his bed rasped him into
irritable moodiness,

The doctor laughed at his desire to
“move on." The storm was still rag-
ing and Antelope was as completely
cut off from the rest of the world as
If it were an uncharted lgland In the
unknown reaches of the Paclfic.
Propping the invalid up among his pil-
lows, he drew back the curtain and
let him look out through a frost.
palnted pane on a world all sweeplng
lines and skurrying eddles of white.
The drifta curled crisp edges over the
angles of roofs, like the Mps of break-
ing waves, The glimpse of the little
town that the window afforded showed
it cowerlng under a snow blanket,
almost lost to slght In {ts folds,
“Kven Il your feet were all right,
you're tled here for two weeks any-
way,” sald the doctor, dropping the
curtaln, “It's the biggest storm 1
aover saw, and there's an old {(imer
that hangs round the bar who says
it'a as bad ns the one that eaught the
Donner party in forty-six.™

The next day It stopped and the
world lay gleamipg and still under a
frosty crust,

That afternoon Dominick, clothed
in an old bath-robe of the doctor's,
his swathed feet hidden under a red
rug drawn (rom Mrs, Perley's sfores,
was promoted to an easy chair by the
window. The doctor, who had helped
him dress, having disposed the rug
over his knees and tucked a plllow
behind his back, stood off and looked
critically at the effect,

“I'va got to have you look your
best,” he sald, “and you've got to act
vour prettiest this afternoon. The

young lady's coming in to take care
of you while | go my rounds.”
“Young lady!"” exclaimed Dominlck

pleasurable anticipation. “What young
lady 2"

“Our young lady,”
doctor, "Mlsg Cannon,
Lady of Perley's Hotel. Don't you
know that's the nicest girl In the
world? Maybe you don't, but that's
because your powerg of appreciation
have been dormant for the last few
days. The people here were most
scared to death of her at first. They
didn't know how she wis golng to
get along, used to the finest, the way
she's always been. But, bless your
heart, she's lags trouble than anybody
in the place. \ There's twelve extra
people eating here, besides you to be
looked after, and Mrs, Perley and
Cora are preity near run to death try-
ing to do It. Miss Cannon wanted to
turn in and help them. They wouldn't
have it, but they had to let her do
her turn here taking care of you."
“It's very kind of her,” sald the In-
valld without enthusiasm. *1 noticed
her here several times.”

“And as easy as an old shoe,” sald
the doctor. “Just as nlce to Perley's
boy, who's & walf that the Perleys
plicked up in the streetg of Stockton,
as If he was the Prince of Wales. |
tell you heredity’'s a queer thing. How
did old Bill Cannon come to have a
girl like that? Of course there's the
mother to take Into account, but—""
A knotk on the deoor interrupted
him. To his cry of “Come in,” Rose
entered, a white shawl over her shoul-
ders, a book In her hand. While she
and Dominick were exclianging greet-
ings, the doctor began thrusting his
medicines into his bag, alleging the
necessity of an immediate departure,
as two cases of bronchitls and three
of pneumonia awalted him.

“You didn't know there were that
many people in Antelope,” he sald as
he snapped the clasp of the bag and
pleked up -hisg hat. “Well, I'll swear
to it, even If it does seem the preju-
diced estimate of an old inhabitant.
So long. 1'll be back by flve and |
hope to hear a good report from the
nurse.”

The door closad behind him and
Dominick and the young girl were left
looking rather blankly at each other.
He had a hunted, helpless feeling that
he ought to talk to the young woman
as gentlemen did who were not bur-
dened by the paln of frozen feet and
marital troubles. Moreover, he felt
the annoynnce of belng thrust upon
the oare of a lady whom he hardly
knew.

"I'm very sorry that they bothered
you this way,"” he sald awkwardly.
"I—l—don't think | need any one with
me. I'm quite comfortable here by
myself,” and then he stopped, con-
sclous of the ungraclousness of his
words, and reddening uncomfortably.
“l dare say you don't want me here,"
sald Rose with &an alr of meekness
which had the effect of belng assumed.
“But vou really have been too sick
to be left nlone. Besides, there's your
medicine, you must take that regu-
larly.”

The Invalid gave an Indifferent cast
of his eye toward the glass on the bu-
reau, guarded by the familiar book
and spoon., Then he looked back at
her. She was regardipg him depre.
catingly

“Couldn’t I tuke it myself? he sald.
*I don't think I'd trust you,” sghe
answered

His sunken glance was held by hers,
and he saw, under the deprecution of
her look, humor struggling to keep

anawered the
the Young

faintly surprised. There did not seem
to him anything comic In the fact of
her distrust, HBut as he looked at her
he saw the humor rising past control.
She dropped her eyes to hide It and

in & tone that indicated anything but

bit her under lip.
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He Looked Like a Dead Man.

as funny and a slow grin broke the
melancholy of his face. Bhe stole a
stealthy look at him, her gravity van-
ished at the first glimpse of the grin,
and she began to laugh, holding her
head down and making the stified,
chuckling sounds of controlled mirth
suddenly llberated. He was amused
and a little puzzled and, with his grin
more pronounced than before, sald:

“What are you laughing at?"

She lfted her head and looked at
him with eyes narrowed to slits, mur-
muring:

“You, trylng to get rid of me and
being so polite and helpless. It's too
pathetic for words."

“If It's pathetic, why do you laugh?"
he sald, lnughing himself, he did not
know why,

She made no immediate reply and
he looked at ber, languidly Interested
and admiring., For the first time he
realized that she was a pretty girl,
with her glistening coils of blond hair
and a pearl-white skin, just now suf-
fusddl with pink.

“Why did you think I wanted to get
rid of you?" he asked,

“You've almost sald so,”" she an-

swered, “And then—well, 1 can sea
you do.”
‘How? What have I done that

you've seen?"”

“Not any especial thing, but—I think
you do."

He felt too weak and Indifferent to
tell polite. falsehoods. Leaning his
hend on the pillow that stood up at
hig back, he sald:

“Perhaps 1 did at first, But now
I'm glad you came."
She smiled Indulgently at him as

though he were a sick child,

“1 should think you wouldn't have
wanted me. You must be so tired of
people coming In and out, Those days
when you were so bad the doctor had
the greatest difficulty in keeping men
out who dldn't know you and had
never egeen you. Everybody in the
hotel wanted to crowd in."

“What did they want to do that
for?"

“To gee you., We were the sen-
satlon of Antelope first. But then
you eame Aand put us completely in
the shade., Antelope hasu't had such
an excitement as your appearance
gince the death of Jim Granger, whose
pleture 18 down staira In the parlor
and who comes from here"

“I don't see why I should be an ex-
citement, When 1 was up here figh-
ing last summer nobody was In the
least excited."

“It was the way you came—half-
dead out of the night as If the sea
had thrown you up. Then everybody
wanted to. know why you did it, why
you, a Callfornian, attempted such a
dangerous thing."

“There wasn't anything eo desper
ately dangerous about it,” he sald, al
most in & tone of sulky protest,

“The men dJdownstairs seemed to
think so. They say nobody counld
have got up here in such a storm,"”

‘Oh, rubbish! Besldes, it wasn't
atorming when 1 left Rocky Bar. It
was gray and threatening, but there
wasn't a flake falling. The first snow
came down when 1 was passing the
Silver Crescent. It came very fast
after that,"

“Why did you do It—attempt to
walk such a distance 1n such uncer
taln weather?”’

Dominlek smoothed the rug over hig
knees. His face, looking down, had a
curlous expression of cold, enforced

ftaclf In seemly suppression, He was | putience.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Girl Iin No Hurry,
He—When shall we get married?
She—0h, John, why do you take

This did strike him 'our engagement so seriously?




