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PROLOGUE.

A yonng man and a beautifal
young woman, lost and alone in
a wilderness for months, half
starved and in daily peril of
death from wild beasts and sttll
more savage Indians—this is the
central theme of the most fasci-
nating romance that has come
from Emerson Hough’s pen.
Read and you will learn how
love came to them; how they
conducted themselves in this try-
ing, unconventional sifuation;
how the man’s chivalry and the
woman’s purity held them stead-
fast to the ideals of civilization,
and how the sirange episode
brought tragedies, estrangements
and happiness.

CHAPTER XVIl
The Loss of Paradise,

HE question of food ever arose
for settlement, and early the
next morning I set out upon
a short exploring expedition.

There were trout in our little moun-
tain stream, and although we had no
hooks or lines, | managed to take a
few of these in my hands, chasing
them under the stonesa. 1 shook the
bullet pouch at my belt and found It
light. We had barely two dozen bullets
left, and few hunters would promise
themselves over a dozen bead of big
game for twice as many shota, [ cast
about me in search of red cedar that
{ might make a bow. 1 searched the
willow thicket for arrow shafts and
prowled among little fiints and point-
od stones on the shores of our stream
seeking arrow points. It finally ap-
penred to me that we might rest here
for a time and be falrly safe to make
a llving {n rome woy. Then.asl wns
obliged to admit, we would need to
hurry on to the southward, But again
fate had its way with us, setting aside
all plans. When I returned to our en-
campment, Instead of seelng Ellen
come ont to meet me as I expected, |
found ber Iying In the shade of the
little tepee.

“You are hurt!” I cried. *“What has
happened ?*

“My foot,” sald she, “I think It 1s
broken!” She was unable to stand
Walking along the stony creek bank
she had slipped, and her moccasinedl
foot, cought in the narrow crack be-
tween two rocks, had been held fast
as she fell forward

S0 now it was my turn to be sur
geon. Tenderly as 1 might, | examin-
ed the foot, now bLadly swollen nnd
rapidly becoming discolored. In spite
of her protest, although I know It
hurt me more than herself, 1 flexed
the Joints and found the anile at least
safe. Alas! A little grating In the
smaller bones, just below the lostep,
told me of a fracture.

“Rilen,” said I to her, “the foot I8
broken here—two bones, 1 think, are
gone."

ghe sank back upou her robe with
an exclnmation as much of horror a4
pain.

“What shall we do?" she murmured,
+7 ghall be crippled! 1 cannot walk!
We shall perish!"

“No,” 1 sald to her; “we shall mend
it. In time you will not know it Las
happened.” Thus we gave courage to
ench other.

Now, when she was thus helpless and
suffering. needing all her strength, how
econld 1 find It In my heart to tell ber
that secret which It was my duty to
tell? How could 1 lofllct upon her o
still more polgnant suffering than this
physicnl one? Each morning 1 sald to
myself: “Today, If she Is better, I will
tell ber of Grace Bheraton. She must
kpow.” DBut each time 1 saw ber face
1 could not tell ber.

Each day she placed a clean white
pebble in a little plle at ber side. Pres-
ently there were seven,

“Jobn Cowles.” she sald to me that
morning, “bring me our writing, and
being me my pen. Today I must sign
another letter.,” And, smiling, she did
po, looking up into my face with love
gshowing on her own. Had the char-
conl been lving flame and had she

written an my hore heart she could not
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On the fifth week she called once
more for her chareoal pen and signed
the Inst letter of ber Christian name.
there.” ahe sald; *it ls all my
gi¢l pame. Ellen” | looked at it |
her hand in mine

“Wilen™ 1 murmured. "It Is sig
nature enongh, because you are the
only Ellen in the world.” But she put
away my band gently and said, *Wait."

8he asked me now to get her some
sort of ent hranch for a crutch, say-|
log she was going to walk, And walk
she did, though resting her foot very
Iittle on the ground. After that dnny|
she went further and farther, watehed
me as | guddled for trout In the stream,

alded me as 1 picked berries In the
thickets, helped me with the deer l|
brought into camp. |
“You are very good to me,” she sald,
“and you bunt well. You work. You
are o man, Jolin Cowles. 1 love you."
But hearing words so sweet us these

CRee.

to me, still | did wot tell her what |, o =0 calley, und we others fol- |

secret wus in my soul. Eaeh day that |
other world seemed vaguer and farther |
away.

tach day. too, it seemed less worth
while to speak, Now | could pot en-
dure the thought of losing her.

One day we wandered In g dense
berry thicket, out of which rose here |
and there chokecherry trees, and we !
began to gather some of these sour
rults for use In the pemmican which
we planned to manufacture. .

All at once our dog began to growl |
and erect his halr. sniffing not at the
foot scent, but looking directly into the |
thicket just ahead. He began then to
bark, and as he did so there roge, with
a sullen sort of grunt and a champing
of jaws like a great hog, a vast yellow-
gray object, whose head topped the
bushes that grew densely all about
Tha girl at my side uttered a cry of
terror and turned to run as best she
might, but she fell and lny there cow-
ering.

The grizzly stood looking at me vin-
dictively with little eyes, Ita ears back,
its jaws working, Its paws swinging
loosely at its side, the cluws white at
the lower end, as though newly shar
pened for slaughtering. | saw then
that it waa angered by the sight of the
dog nnd would not leave us. Bach mo-
ment | expected to hear It crash
through the bush in its charge. Once
down in the brush, there would be
small chance of dellvering a fatal shot,

whereas now, as It swung (ts broud
head slightly to one slde, the best pos-
sIGTE Upportumty {or KilMng Cresen:- l
ed itself immedintely. Without hesita- |
tion I awung up the heavy barrel and
drew the small sllver bend directly on
the bLase of the eur where the slde
bones of & bear's head are fatter and |
thinner, directly alongside the braln. |
The viclous erack of the rifle sounded
loud there In the thicket, but there
came no answer In response to It save
a crashing and slipping and a breaking I|
down of the bushes as the vast carcoss
fell at full length. The little ball had
done its work and found the brain.

We were two savages, successful now
in the chase—snccesstul, indeed, In win-
ning the eapital prize of all savages, for
few Indinns will attnek the grizzly If |
it can be avolded. She lald her hand |
wonderingly upon the barrel of the |
rifle, looking at It curlously, that it |
had been so deadly as to slay a crea-
ture 8o vast as this. Then she leaned
contentedly agalnst my side, and so we
sat there for a time. “John Cowles,”
ghe sald, “you are very much s man.
[ am wot afrald when you are with
me.” 1 put my arm about her. The
world seemed wild and falr and sweet
to me. [ife, savage, stern, swept
through nll my velns. We were very
busily engaged In cutting up the
wlaughtered grizzly, when all at once
we stopped and looked at each other
in silence. We had heard a sound. To
me it sounded llke a rifie shot. We
listened,

It canme aguin, with many others.
There was a volley of several shots,
sounds certain beyond any manner of
question, [Her eyes were large and
startled. I caught her bloody hand In
my Dbloody one, and for an Instant I
belleved we both meditated dight deep-
er into the wilderness,

“It may not be any one we know,”
I said. “It may be Indians.”

“No," said she, “it is my father,
They bave found us, We must gol
John"—she turned toward me and put
her hands on my breast—"John!" 1
saw terror and regret and resolve look i
out of her eyes, but not joy at this
deliverance. No, It wns not joy that
shone in her eyes. None the less the
anclent yoke of soclety belng offered,
we bowed our necks agaln, fools and
slnves, surrendering freedom, joy, con-
tent, as though that were our duty.

Silently we made our way toward the
edge of the thicket where it faced
upon the open valley.

Alpost newe paused [ saw coming

rorT AT T sto0jiiin Oglire of an (A
dian traller. half naked, belegginged.
moceasingd, following our fresh iracks
at a trot

1 enrefully coversd him with the little
silver bend, minded to end his guest

me 1N DEF TIDE, WE ey mee oo o
of God married: sud in the eye of man |

. 1 1 I
would hinv here or wherever elage

e |

& hoan
we might be’ |

| saw his face pale, but a somber |
finme enme Into his eyes. “And you

But before | could estimate his errand | say this—you, after all | know regard.

or prepare to receive him closely in
cage he proved au enemy, 1 saw ap-
propehing nround a little polot of tim-
ber other men, white men, a balf dos-
en of them. one a tall man In dusty
gurmoents, with boots and hat and
gloves,

And then 1 saw her, my promised | hor—imy

wife, leave my side and lmp and stag-

{ug you!" |

f taw my gullt once more, borrible
as though an actusl presence. | re-

|mr‘!1:!-rrml what Ellen Meriwether had

sald to me regarding any
enrtier covenant.

other or
| recallied my troth,
plighted earlier. before | bud ever seen
faith, pledged In another

world. | tarmed to him with no pride

ger forward, her arms outstretehed. 114y my bearing

saw the voke of submission, the cove-
nant of soclety, once more accepted.

“Father!” she eried

They gathered nbout us. I saw him
look down #t her with half horror on
his face. Then 1 noticed that she was
clad In fringed skins, that her head
covering was o bit of hide, that ber
hair wes burned vellow at the ends,
that her foot coverings were uncouth,
that her bonds and arms were brown,
where not stained red by the blood in
which they bad dabbled. 1 looked

| down also at myself and saw then

that 1 was tall, brown, gaunt, bearded.
ragged, my clothing of wool well nigh
gone, my limbs wound in puttee bunds
of hide; my hands large. horny, black-
ened, rough. [ was a4 savage new
drawn from my cave. [ dragged be-
hind me the great grizzled hide of the
dead bear clutched In one halry hand
And somber amd sullen as any savage,

| brutal and silent In resentient at be-

Ing disturbed. | stared at them,

“Whe are vou?  demnnded the tall
man of me sternly, but still 1 dld not
answer. The girl's hands tugged at

his shoulders “Tt s my friend.” she
gnid. “He saved me. It is Mr. Jobn
Cowles, father, of the Virginia Cowles
family. He hns come to see you''—
But be did vot hear ber or show that
e heard. His arm about her, suppord-
ing her as she limped, bhe torned back

lowid slowly.

Presently he eame to the rude shel-
ter which had been our home. With-
put spenking be walked about the
enmp, pushed open the door of the lit-
tle ragged tepee and looked within
The floor wis very narrow. There
wus one menger bed of hides. There
wis one fire

“Come with me)” he sald at length
to me. Aud so0 1 followed him apart,
whera a little thicket gauve us more
privacy.

“You nre John Cowles, sir, then®™ he
said to me at length quletly. “Lieu-
tenant Belknap told me something of
this when he came In with his men
from the east.”

1 nodded nnd walted

“Are you aware, sir, of the serious-
ness of what yon have done?" he broke

out. “Why did you not come on to the
gettlements? What renson was there
for you not coming back at once to the
valley of the Platte? Here you are, a
hundred mlles out of your way, where
a man of any Intelligence, It seems to
me, would naturally have turned back
to the great trall. Hundreds of wag-
ong puss there every day. There 1s a
stage llne with dally coaches, stations,
bouses, A telegeapb lne runs from
oue end of the valley to the other. You
could not bave missed all this had you
struck south. A fool would have known
that. But you took my girl"— He
choked up and pointed to me, ragged
and uncoyth.

"Good God! Colonel Meriwether, 1
erled out at length, “you are not re-
gretting that 1 brought ber through?”

“Almost, sir,” he sald, setting his lips
together—"nlmost!"

“Do you regret then that she brought
me through—that I owe my life to
her "

“Almost, sir,” he repeated.
most regret ("

“Then go back—leave us—report us
dead!” 1 lrro*a out savagely.

“She 18 a Splendid girl, a noble be-
fng.” 1 sald to him slowly at last, “She
snved me when 1 was sick and unable
to travel. There I8 nothing 1 could do
that would pay the debt | owe her.
She Is & noble woman, a princess
nmong women, body and soul.”

“She Is llke her mother,” sald he
quietly. “Bhe was too good for this
8ir, you have done my family a griev.
ous wrong. Yoo have rulned my
daughter's fe™

I struck my band bard on his shoul-
der and looked him full In the eye
“Colonel Meriwether,” I sald to him,
“I am ashamed of you."

“What do you mean?" He frowned
aternly and shook off my hand.

“1 brought her through," 1 sald, “and
if 1t would do any good, I would lle
down here and dle for her. If what 1
pay Is not true, draw up your men for
a firlng squad and let us end It 1
don’t care to go back to Laminie."

“What good would that do?" he eald.
“It's the girl's name that's compromis-
ed, man! Why, the news of this Is all
ever the country—the wires have car-
ried 1t both sldes of the mountains;
the papers are full of it In the east
You have been gone nearly three
months together, amnd nll the world
knows It. Don't you suppose all the
world will talk? Did I not see"— he
motioned his hand toward our encamp-
ment. “I know men."

“Yon," 1 sald, "I would have been no
man worth the name had I not loved
your daughter. And 1 admit to you
that I shall never love another woman,
not in all my Ufe”

In answer he flung down on the
ground In front of me something that
be carrled—the scroll of our covenant,
signed by my name and in part by
herm.

“What does this mean?” he nsked.

“It means,” sald T, “what It says;
that here or anywhere, In sickness or
in bealth., In adversity or prosperity,
antfl [ lle dawn to dle and she beside

“1 al-

“So | presume Gordon Orme has told
you" 1 sald to him. “You know of
Grace Shornton back there?”

His lips but closed the tighter. “Have
you told her~have you told this to my
girl? he usked

“Draw up your file!" | cried, spring-
ing to my feet. “Execute me! [ de-
gerve It. No, 1 have not told her. 1
planned to do so—1 should pever have |
allowed hor to sign ber name there be- |
fore 1 had told her everything—been |
fulr to her as 1 could. But her acel-
dent left her wenk—I could not tell her
—n thousand things delayed it Yes
it wns my fault.”

He looked me over with contempt.
“You are not fit to touch the shoe on
my girl's foot.” he sald slowly. “But
now, since this thing has begun, since
you have thus involved her and com-
promised her, and as I imagine In some
foul way have engnged her affections—
pow, 1 say, It must go on. When we
get back to Larmmie, sir, you shall
marry that girl. And then out youn go,
and never see her face again”

“Colonel Merlwether,” sald T to him
finally, “if it would do her any good
I would glve up my life for her.
But her father can neither tell me
how nor when my marriige ceremony
runs, nor ean he tell me when to leave
the side of the woman who Is my wife,
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TELEPHONE
REGULATION

It is admitted by all that universal
telephone service is highly desirable. This
is especially true when the quality of the
service and the rates charged are both
regulated by the State.

In Nebraska the Railway Commission

has full authority to regulate telephone

| REGULATION and not a dual system
is the remedy for any possible wrongs.

Lincoln Telephone and
Telegraph Company

J. K. POLLOCK, Local Manager
Y N e s ¥ P N S . |

Then onve more she changed. The
flame of her thoroughbred soul enme
back to her
from shame

1 am subject to the orders of no man
in the workd."”

“You pefuze to do what yon have
planned to do? S, that shows yon
as you are.  You proposed to—to live
with her here, but not be bound to her
elgewhere!”

“Tt 18 npot true!™ 1 sald to him in
vomber anger. “I proposed to put be-
fore her the fact of my own weakness,
of my own self deception. which also
was deception of her. [ propose to do
that now."

*If you did she would refuse to look
at you agnin.”

“I know it, but it must be done. I
must take my chances."

“And your chances mean this alter-
native—elther that my girl's reputation
shall be ruined all over the country—
all through the army, where she s
known and loved—or else that her
beart must be broken. This is what
it means, Mr, Cowles. This s what

stoodl stralght
to me.  “Go!
more.”
Still the bright sun shone op. A lit-
tle bird trilled in the thicket near.
To Be Conlinned,

“1 hate you!" she cried
I will never see you nny

Lightning Killed Cow.

Duaring the thunder shower this
morning about 8 o'eloek a boll of
Lhghining i Mrs,
dacob Blenner's pasture, glancing
off and killing a valuable milk cow
belonging Lo Mrs, Stenner, which
chanewd to be glanding under the
{ree,

slruck a tree

J. G Smith of Nehawka came in
this omrning and wvisited his
brother, W, T,, for the day.

M, Fanger, who has been look-
ing after his commersial inlerests

you have brought to my family."

“Yes,” 1 snld to him slowly, “this I8
what 1 have brought.”

“Then whieh do you choose, sir?’ he
demanded of me.

“1 choose to break her heart.” I an-
swered, “because that {8 the truth, and
that Is right. [ only know one way to
ride, n that ta atraleht™

He smiled at me coldly in his frosty
beard. “That sounds well from you!"
be sald bitterly. “Ellen!" he raised his
volee. “Ellen, | say, come here at
oneel!”

She came before us slowly, halting,
lenning on her crutch. A soft flush
shone through the brown upon her
cheeks. [ shall not forget in all my
life the plcture of her as ahe stood.
Then, lovable In her ragy, beautiful in
her savagery, the gentleness of genern-
tions of culture in all her mien {n apite
of ber rude surroundings, she stepped
up and lald her hand upon her father's
shoulder, one finger half polnting at
the ragged scroll of hide which lay
upon the ground before us. [ loved her
—ah, how 1 loved her then!

"I glgned that, father," she suld gen-
tly. “I was golng to algn it little by
Iittle. n letter ench week. We were
engaged, nothing more, But here or
anywhere some time 1 Intend to marry
Mr. Cowles. This 1 have promised of
my own free will, He has been hoth
man and gentleman, father. [ love
him.”

I heard the groan which came from
his thront She sprang back.

“What!" she cried. “You object?
Listen. 1 will sign my nome now. I
will finlsh it. Gilve me—give me"—
She sought about on the ground for
something which would leave & mark.
“I say I have not been his, but will be,
father, a8 I llke, when I llke, now, this
very night if I choose, forever. He has
done everything for me. [ trust him.
[ know he Is a man of honor; that
he"~ Her volce broke us she looked at
my face.

“But what—what s It?* she demand-
@d brokenly,

“Hllen, child, Mr. Cowles has some-
thing to tell you."

Then some one in a volce which
sounded llke mine, but was not mine,
told her—told her the truth. which
sounded so like a lle, Some one, my-
self, yet not wmyself, went on cruelly
blackening all the sweet blue aky for
her. Some one—I suppose It was my-
self, late free—felt the clamp of an
iron yoke upon his neck.

I saw hor knees sink beneath her,
but she shrank back when [ would
have renched out an arm to her as of
old.

“l hate that woman!" she blazed.
“Suppose she does love you, Do I not
love you more? Let her lose—some
one must lose.” DBut the next moment
I saw her face change.

“It Is oot that you loved another
gltl” she whispered, “but that you
have decelved me—here, when | was
in your power. Oh, it was not right!
How could you? Ob, bow could you,
John Cowlen "

here for a short Hime departed for
Missouri Valley, Iowa, this afler-
NOoon,

W. T, Smith came in from Wil-
liam  Wheeler's this  morning,
where he expected to thresh today,
bul owing Lo the heavy rain there
early this morning the threshing
had to be postponed. Mr. Smith
went (o Counecil Bluffs (o get
some repairs for his machine,

5. A. Weleh, the carpenter, is
engaged by the school board in
repairing  the Central  building,
putting in parlitions  and such
necessary work as will place the
building in ship-shape for the
apening of the school yvear,

[ee cream by the pint, guarl or

gallon; fresh every day; al Book-
meyer & Maurer's,

that don’t change.

We've divided these
suits into three lots

A few left at. ..... ;
Society Brand suits
g e b AR Y | M
now at.........

worth $1.25, now at

pairsfor...........

Manhattan Shirts

Her cournge anved heri
Her face fushed; she |

You are sure to

want this fine clothing we're

clearing for youwhen yousee it; we're

still talking to you about it. The reductions in prices
are bold; they ought to be convincing; there's a ma-
terial money saving for you here if you'll come for it.
You get the same service and satisfaction guarantee
as if the prices had'nt been changed; our 1deas about

$10: $14: $18

The Hart Schaffner & Marx suits that we
have left are worth as high as $30,
now selling for.......

10; $14: $18
Micheals-Sterns & Co suits

¢ o it $10; $14

Men's coat style neck-band shirts,

Regular 25¢ and 50c hose, now three
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COAL

and

FEED

We are now handling & complete
line of coal. Call and let us quote you
prices for your fall and winter coal.

We handle wheat, oats, corn and

‘ chop of all kinda,

Ind. Telephone 297

Nelson Jaag & 0o,

Up From Nehawka.

Ex<Congressman E. M. Pollard
and Frank Sheldon, the merchant
prince of Nehawka, were in the
city a few  hours  last evening
looking after important business
matlers., There was nothiog
politieal attached to their visit.
Hoth agree that the political out-
look is somewhat muddled and
that it is hard (o determine the
final resull. Both gentlemen are
for Taft, because he is the reg-
ular nomiines, and they cannot ses
any other way out of the dilema
than to support the regular nom«
inge, They autoed up and return-
o last evening,

Jake Miller, the veteran fisher-
man, had about all he could do to
land a forty-pound catfish this
morning, He was in his boal and
the forty-pounder tuging al the
line cansed Jake's boal o turn
ahout rapidly,

........... - $14
... $10

75¢
o0c
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Stetson Hals




