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Naovertheless, that night, after her fathor | oward ror you—If you can't.”

bhad gone to bed, Salomy Jane sat by the
open window of the sitting room In an appar-
ent attitude of langull contemplation, but
nlert and latent of eye and ciar. It wan L3
fine mooniit nlght. Two pines near the
door—solltary pickets of the serried ranks of
distant foreat—eant long shadows like paths |

to the cotlage, and sighed thelr spleed
breath in the windows, For there wax no |
frivolity of s¥ine or flower round Salomy

Jane's bower, The clearing was (oo recent,
the life too practical for vanitles 1ike these. |
Hut the moon added a vague elunlveness (o
overything, softened the rigid outlimes of
the sheds, gave shadows to the lidless win-
dows, and touched with merciful Indirect
nens the hideous debria of refuse gravel
and the gnont sears of burnt vegetation be-
fore the door. Even Salomy Jane wns af- |
feoted by It and exhaled something between
n olgh and o yawn with the breath of thoe
pines, Then she suddenly sat upright.

Her quick eay had caught a fafnt “cllck,
elek’ 1 the direction of the wood; her
quicker instinet and fustie training enabled
her to determine that It wans the ring of a
horee’s shoo on flinty ground; her knowl-
edge of the loeality told her it come from
the spot where the trall passed over an out-
crop of flint scarcely a quarteér of o mile |
fraom where . she sat—and within the clear-
Ing. It was no errant “'stook,’’ for the shoo
wns sihod with fron; It was a mounted tres-
passer by night, nnd boded no good to o man

MADISON CL

" the morning, and no one wl'_l.l know but that |
he got lost and Joined the other hosses'
Then she burst out,

you, and 1 know lkﬂ:qg hall pay for what
you did.. Take ¥ father can get A

Buch wers the ethics of this strange local-
ity that neither the man who made the offer
nor the girl to whom It wns made were
struck by anything that seemed Illogical or
fndelicate or at all Inconsistent with justice
or the horse thiela feal conversion. Salomy
June, nevertheleas, dissented, from another
wnd wenker reason,

“1 don't want ‘ybun hors—though [ reckon
dad might—but yeu're jJust starvin'. 1’1l get
suthin'.” She turned toward the house,

"Say, you'll tnke the ‘hosa firet,"”" he =ald,
grasping her hand. AL the touelh she felt
hersell  coloring and strugigled, expecting
perhaps another kies, But He dropped her
hand, She turned nmﬁl with A saucy gos-
ture, sald: “Hol" ém: I'Il come right back,"
and slipped away-—the mere shadow of a
coy and flying oymph In the moonlight—
until she reached thio house.

Here she not only oprocured food and
whisky, but added n fong dust coal and hat
of her father's ta her burden,
perve'ns a dsgulee for him and hidé that
herole Agure, which ghe thought everyhody !
must now kudow as she did. Then she r'."-i
joined him hbreathlesaly, But he put the |
food and whisky aside.

“Listen,” he suld; “I'te turned the hosa |
into your corranl. You'll find him there In

“But you—you—

AY'S FLIGHT.

ke Clay.

She rose, threw her shawl over her head
more for disguise than shelter, and passed
out of the door. A sudden tmpulge made her
pelze her father's shotgun from the corner
where it staod—not that ghe feared any dan-
ger to herself, but that It was an excuse
Ehe made directly for the wood, keeping in
the shadow of the pines as long as she
eorld. AL the fringe she halted: whoever

wias Lthere must pass her before reaching the »

Douse.

Then there seemed to be a suspense of all
nature. - Kverything was deadly still—even
the . moonbeams appeared no longer (remu-
Jous;  then there was a rustle us of some

_stenlthy anlmal among the ferns—and then

B dismounted man stepped (nto the moon-
Hght, It was the horse thief—the man she
hod kissed!

For o wild moment a strange fancy seized
her ustnlly sane Intellect and stirred her
temperate blood., The news they had told
her was pot true—he had been hung, nnd
this was bis ghost! He looked as white and
piritlike In the moonlight, dressed In the
same clothen, as when she saw him last. He
had evidently seen  her approaching, and
moved quickly to meet her. But in his
haste he stumbled slightly—she reflected
suddenly that ghosts did not stumble—and a
foellng of rellef came over her., And It was
no assagsin of her father that had been
prowling around-—aonly this unhappy fusitive.
A momemtary color came Into her cheek:
her coolnoss and hardihood returned;: It was
with o tinge of sauciness In her voleo that
phe snld:

“I reckonad you were n ghost.'

“1 mout have been,” he sald, looking at
her fixedly; “hut I reckon I'd have come
baek here all the same,"

“It's o dittle risky comin® back allve," she
aald with a levity that died on her lps, for
n singular nervousness, half fear and half
expectuation, was beginning to take the place
of her rolief & moment ago. “Then It was
You who was prowlin' round and makin'
tracks in the far pasiure?"

“Yeri 1 came stralght here when 1 gol
away."

Bhe felt his eyes were burning her, but
did not dare to rulse her own, "Why--""
she begun—hesitated, and ended vaguely,
“How dld you get here?"

“You bhelped me,'*

lll’l‘

“Yes. That Klsa you gave me put life Into
me—gave me  strength to get nway
swore to myself I'd come back and thavk
you—alive or dead,”

Hvery word be said she could have antici-
pated, s0 plain the situation seemed to her
now. And every word he sald she know was
the truth. Yet her cool common sense sirug-
gled nguinst it

“What's the use of your escaping, of
you're comin' back here to be kelched
again?' she sald pertly.

He drew o Hite nearer to her, but seemed
to her the more awkward as she resumed
hor solf-possesslon, His volce, (o0, was
broken us if by exhaustion as he sald, catch-
fug his breath at intervals:

101 tell you. You did more for me than
yau think. You made another mau o wme.
I nevor had & man, woman or child do o
me what you did. 1 pever had a fricnd—
ouly a pal llke Red Pete, who ploked me up
‘on (he sharea' 1 want to guit this yer—

what I'm doln', I want to begln by doin’ the |

Bguare thing to you.'" bhe slopped, broathed
hard and then sald brokenly: *“My hoss
§8 over thar, staked out. 1 waut to give kim
to you, Judge Boompoluter will give you
1\ dollare for bl 1 ain't lyln'—ie

s truth! I saw It on the handbill again
h}:riln. and 1"l get away afool.

¢ hlin. It's the vnly thing © cau do for
'!_ | -

-
b

whiat  will  become You'll be
citched!

“I'l manage to get away,” he eaid In a
low volee, “ef—oef—""

“Ef what?"' she sald tremblingly.

“Ef you'll put the heart In me sgaln—as
you did!"" he gasped.

She tried to laugh—to move away. She
couid do neither. Suddenly he caught her
In his arms and with a long kiss, which she
returned agaln and agaln. Then they stood
embraced ns they had embraced two days
before, but no longer the same. For the
cool, lazy Salomy Jane had bheen trans-
formed Into another woman—a passionate,
clinging suvage. TPerhaps something of her
father's blood had surged within her at that
supreme moment. The man stood erect and
determined.

“Wot's your name?' she whispered
quickly. It was a woman's quickest way of
defining her feelings,

“Dart.”

"Yer first name?”

“Jack,'”

“Let me go now, Jack.
woods

of you?

Lie low In the

till tomorrow sun-up. I'll  come
ngin'.'’ i

He relensed her, Yet she lngered a mo-

ment. ""Put on  those things,” she sald

with a sudden happy flnsh of eyes and tee'h,
“and lie close till I come.' And then she
sped nway home,

But midway up the distanco she felt her
feot golng slower, nnd something at her
heartstrings secimed to be pulllug her back,
Ehe stopped, turned, and gl need to where
he had been standing. Had she seen him
then, she might have returned. But he had
dignppenred. Bhe gave her first sigh, and
then ran guickly again. It must be nearly
10 o'clock! It was not very long to morning!

Bhe was within o few steps of her own
door when the sleeping woods and silent
nir appeared to suddenly awake with a
sharp “crack!"
| Bhe stopped paralyzed. Another “Ycrack!"
followed that echoed over to the faur corral,
Bhe recalled herself Instantly and dashed
off wildly to the woods again,

As she rin she thoughit of one thing only.

He had been “'dogged” by one of his old
pursuers and attacked, But there were two
shots aud he was uwsarmed. Suddenly she

remembered that she had left her futher's
gun stonding against the tree where they

were talking, Thank God! she may ngain
have saved him. She ran to the tree; the
|g|m Was gono, Bhe'ran thither and thither,
{ dreading at every step to fall upon his 1ife-
les sbody. A new thought struek her: she
ran to the corral,” The horse was not there!
l‘lliu must huve been able to regalp it and
Iﬂ-'nju-u-—nflrr the shota had been fired, Sho
drew o long breath of relief, but it was
caught up in an apprehenston of alarm, Her
{ tather, awakened from his sloep Ly the
shots, wins huriedly approaching her,

“What's up now, Salomy Jane?' he de-
manded, pxeitedly, .

“Nothin', satd the girl with an e¢ffort,
t!\'ulhla‘. at least, that I can find,” She
was usually truthful because fearless, and
a lie stuck do her throat—but she was no
louger fearless, thinking of him. *1 wasn't
{abed, 80 1 ran out as soon as I heard the
johots fired,” she answered lu return o lis
curious guze.

“And you've hid my gun somewhere
| Where it can’t be found,” he sald reproach-
fully, “Bf it was that sneak Larrabee, and
| be fired thom shots to lure me out, he might
bave potted me, without a show, & dozen
times in (he last five minutes.”

Bhe hadn't thought since of her father's
ebwmy! It might Indeed have becn he who
bad attecked Jack. But she made & quick
peint of the suggestion. “Run lu, dad, rus

They would ]
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out here without It.”* She selzed him by
the shoulders from behind, shielding him
from the woods, and hurried him, half ex- |
postulating, half strugezling, to the house.
But there no gun wus to be found. It

danger wos over—the Larrabee trlck had'!
falled—he musgt go to bed now, and In the |
morning they would make a  search to- |
gether. At the same time she had inwardly
regolved to rige before him and mnke an-
ather search of the wood, and perhaps—{foar-
ful Joy as she recalled her promise!—find
him alive and well awaniting her!

Salomy Jane slept little that night—nor |
did her father. But toward morning he fell |
into a tired men's slumber until the sun
wnsg well up In the horizon i_“nr different
wis it with his daughter; ghe lay with her
face to the window, her head half lifted to |
cateh every sound—from the creaking of |

|

MADISON APPEARS TO SALOMY.

tho sun-warped shingles sbove her head to
the far off moan of the rising wind In the
pine trees. Sometimes she fell Into 4 breath-
less, half ecstalle Lrance—living over every
moment of the stolen interview—feeling the
fugitiva's arm still around her, hia klases
on her lips, Learing his whispered wolce |
in hor ears—the birth of ber new life! |
This wes followed agaln by o period of agon-
Iglug dread—that he might even then be
Iying, ebbing his life away, ln the woods,
with ber name on his lips, and she resting
hers inactive—until sbhe half started from
her bed to go (o hin succor. And this went |
on uutll a pale opal glow came Into the'
sky, followed by a4 #ul) paler pluk on the
summit of the white Slerras, wheu she rose
and burriedly began to dress. Biill 8o san-
gulne was her hope of meellng bhim that
she lngervd yel a moment W sclect the
brown holland skirt and yellow sunbonget
ahe bad worn when ehe first saw him, And
she bad ouly séen him twice! Oaly twice!
It would be cruel, too cruel, not o se¢ him
aguin.

She orept softly. down the stairs, listen-

!lﬂdmuom—you‘umum“w to the losg drawa breatbing eof ber

o

| out of the house until she returned from
her search,

was sitrange—It must hoave been mislald in '; the table, swiftly ram oul Into the growing
some corner! Was he sure he had not left ' day.
it In the barn? Dut no matter now. The Three hours afterward Mr. Madison Clay

\mons, and
| of .recognition and & nestling closer in the
+ blankets,

| early—and

father in kis bedroom, and then, by lhl[

(lght of a fluttering candle, scrawled a note

to him, begging him: not to trust bimself

)
und, lemwing the note open on

awokie to the sound of loud knocking. ALl
first this forced itself upon his consclous-
ness as his davghter's regular morning sum-
wis responded to by o grunt

Then he awoke with a start and
a muttered® onth, remembering the events
of last nlght, and his Intention to get up
rolled out of bed. Becoming
aware by this time that the knocking was at
the outer door, and hearing the shout of a
familiar voiee, he hastily pulled on his boots,
his jean trousers, and, fastening a single
suspender over his sheulder as he clattered
down stairs, stopd io the lower room. The
door was open, and walting upon the thres-
old was his kinsman—an old ally in many
u blood feud—Breckenridge Clay!

“You are a cool one, Mad," suid the latter
In half ndmiring Indignation.

“"What's up?" gald the bewlldered Madl-
son.

“You ought to be and scootin’ onut o' 1his,”™
sald Breckenridge grimly. “It's all very
well to ‘know nothin’,” but here's Phil Lar-
rabee's friends hev just picked him up,
drilled through with slugs and deader nor a
eow, and now they're lettin' loose Larra-
bee's two holf brothers on you. And you
must go llke o d—d4 fool and leave these
yer things behind you In the bresh, he
wont on querulously, Hfting Madison Clay's
dust coat, hat, and shot gun from his horse,
which stood sadiled at the door. *Luckily
I pleked them up In the woods comin' here,
Ye nin't got more than time to got over the
state line and among your folks afore they')l
be down on you. Hustle, old man? What
nre you gawkin' and starin’ at?*

Madlson Clay had stared amazed and be-
wildeéred—horror stricken. The Incldenis of
the last night for the first time flashed upon
him clearly—hopelesely! The shot, his find-
Ing Splomy June alone In the woods, her
confusion and anxiety to rid herself of him,
the disappenratce of the ghotgun, and now
this new discovery of the taking of his hat
and coat for a disguise! She hod killed
Paul Lurrabee In that disgulse, after pro-
voking his Nret hurmless shiol! 8he, his own
child, Salomy Jane, had disgraced herself by
a man's crlme—had diggraced him by usdrp-
fng his right, and tuking a meun advantige,
by decclt, of a foe!

“Gilmme that gun,” he sald honrsely.

Breckenridge handad him the gun in won-
der and slowly gathering susplolon., Madl-
kon examined nipple and muzzle; one barrel
bad been discharged: it whs true. The gun |
dropped from his hand, I

“look here, pld wan' sald Breckenridge,
with a darkening face, *‘therc's bin no foul
play bore. Thur's bin e hirlug of men, no
deputy to do this Job. You did it falr and
square—yourself."”

“Yes, by God!" buarst out Madisan Clay in
8 hoarse volee. *““Who says 1 dido't?”

Reassured, yet belleving that Madison
Clay bad perved himself for the act by an
overdraft of whisky, which bad affocted his
memory, Breckenridige sald curtly, “Then
wake up and lite cut, @ yo wanl me Lo stand
by you."

“flo to the corral and pick me out & hoss,”
sald Madison elowly, el not without a ¢, -
taln dignity of manner. “1U've suthin' to say
to Balomy Jane wfors I go." He was holding
her seribbled nole, which he bad just dis-
covared, in his shaking hand,

Biruck by his kinsman's manser, and
kuowiog the dupendsant relatlons of fatber

and daughter, Breckenridge nodded and hur-
ried away. Left to himself, Madizon Clay
ran his fingers through his hair and straight-

ened out the paper on which Salomy Janel
rhad serawled her note,

turned it over and
wrote on the back: .

You might have told me you did it and
not leave your ele futher to find it out how
you disgraced yourself and him, too, by a
low-down, underhanded, woman's trick! 've
sitld I done it and took the blame mysclf and
all the sneakiness of it that folks suspect,
If I get away allve—and I don't eare which
=-¥ou needn't foller, The house and stock
are yours; but you ain't any louger the
daughter of your disgraced father,

MADISON CLAY.

He had scarcely finished the note when,
with a clatter of hoofs and a led horse, Brook-
enrldge reappeared at the door elate and
trivmphant. “You're In nigger luck., Mad!
I tound that stolen hoss of Judge Hoom-
polater's had got away and strayed smong
your stock In. the corral. Take Wim and
your'r' gafe—he can't be outrun thls side
of the stapte lne."

“I ain't mo hoss thief,"
grimly, ©

“Nobody sez ye are, but you'd be wusg—-

énld Madison

n foal—ef ‘wou Aidn't take hm. I'm testl- |

mony that you found him among your

houses; T'll tell Judge Boompolnter you've |

got him, and ye kin send him back when
you're sale, The judge will be mighty glad
to get him back, aod call It quits. So—ef
you've writ 1o Balomy Jane—come."
Madison City no longer hesitated, Salomy
Jnoe might return at any moment—it would

be part of her *“'fool womanlshness' —and he !

wias Iy np mood to #ee her hefore a third
party. ' He laid the note on the table, gave
a hurrled glance around the house, which
he grimly belleved he was loaving forever,
nnd, striding to the doer, leaped on the
stolen horse, and swept away with his king-
man.

But that wnote lay for a week on the
table undisturbed, In full view of the open
door. The house was invaded by leuves,
plue cones, birds and squirrels during the
hot, silent, emply days, and at night by shy,
stealthy creatures, but never agaln, day or
night, by any of the Clay family. It was
konown In the district that Clay had fown
across the state line, his daughter was be-
lHeved to have joined him the next day, and
the house was supposed to be locked up,
It lay off the maln road, and few passed
that way. Tho starving eattle in the corral
ut last broke bounds and sprend over the
woods, And one night & stronger blast than

usual swept through the house, carried the

note from the table to the floor, whaore,
whirled into n crack In the flooring, it slowly
rotted,

Buf, though the sting of Ler father's re-
proach was spared her, Balomy Jane had
no need of the letter to know what had
happened. For, ns she eniered the woods
jn the dim Yight of that morning, she saw
the Agure of Dart gliding from the shadow
of a pine toward her. The unaffected ory
of joy that rose from her lipa dled there
as she caught sight of his face in the open
light,

“You are hurt,"
arm passionntesy,

“No,"" he sald.
that if-—"

“You're thinkin' I was aleared to come
back last night, when I heurd the shootin',
but | did come.” she went on, feverishly.
“I ran back here when I heard the two
shots, bul you were gone. 1 went to the
corral, but your hoss wasn't there, and |
thought you'd got away."

“1I ad get away,” sald Dart, gloomily.
“I killed the man, thinkin' be was huptin’
meo, and forgettln' I was disguised. He
thoughit I was your fatber."

she sald, clutching hils

“But 1 wouldn't mind

“Yes,'" sald the girl, jovtully, “he was
after dad, and you—you killed him, She
Pagain caught his hand admiringly.

But he did not respond, Possihly there
[wnn.- points of honor which this horse thief
felt vaguely with her father, “Listen,' he
sald, grimly, “Others think it was your
father killed him.  When 1 did It—for he
fired at me first—1 ran to the corral again
and took my hoss, thinkin' I umyght be fol-
lered. 1 mnde a clear clreult of the house,
and when 1 fired ho was the only one, and
no one was follerin'—I come back here and
took off my disguise. Then 1 heard his
friends find him in the wood, and 1 koow
they suspected your father. And then an-
other man came through the woods while
II was hidin', and found the clothes, and
took them away.” He stopped and stared
at her gloomily.

| Dut all this wae unintelligible to the
girl. “"Dad would have got the better of
him ef you hadn’'t,” she suld cagerly, ''so
what's the difference?”

“All the same,” he sald gloomily, *'1 must
take his place.'

She did not understand, but turned her
head to her master. “Then you'll go back
| with me and tell him all?'" she sald obedi-
ently.,

[Em—
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“Yes,"” he sald.
| She put bher band in hin and they erept
out of the wood togeither, She foresaw a |

s thousand  difMculties, but, chiefest of all, |

[ that be did not love as she did. ghe |
| would not have taken these risks agalust
thelr unhappiness,

But alas! for ethles and heroism. As they
were lssulng from the wood they heard the
sound of gnlloping hoofs and hod barely
|llr:m to hide thomselves before Madison
| Clay, on the stolen horse of Judge Hoom-
polnter, gwept past them with his kinsuwan

Balomy Jane turned Lo her lover.

- L] . - . L] L]

And here | might, as a moral romancer,
pause, leaving the guilty, passionnte girl
eloped with her disreputable lover, destined
| to lifelong shime and misery, misunderstood
| 1o the last by » criminal, fastidious parcnt.
! But 1 am confronted by cortain facts on

which this rompnce is based, A month later

@ handbill was posted on one of the nentiel
| pings annoupeing that the property would
| b sold by nuction te the highost bidder by
| Mra, John Dart, doughter of Madison Clay,
| enq,, and It was sold wocordingly, Btill later

—by ten years—the chranleler of these pages
l visited a certaln “stook™ er “'broeding farm''
Iy the Blue Graes country, fumous for the
popular ragers It had preduced, He was |
told that the owner was the best judge of
horseflesh in the country. "“"Small wonder,™
ndded his Informant, “for they say as n
young oy out fn Californisn he was a horse
thilef and only saved himsell by eloping with
some rich farmer's daughter. But he's
a straight-out and respectable man now,
whoste word about horses can't be bought;
und ns for hin wife she's u beauiy! To soe
her at the 'Spriugs,” rigged out In the latest
fashiop, you'd uever think she had ever liyved
out of New York or wasn't the wife of one
of s willlonaires.”

Boll and Necks,

Detroit Journal:” The unspeakable Amer-
fean would set his foot upon our necks! Ha!™

The Castillan was beside bimselt with
rage. He gnashed his teeth. He clenched
his bauds

“But pever," he shrieked, “shall the foot
of forelgn foe press upon e soll of Bpain!
Noever!"

E. 8. Parker, Eharon, writes: *I
have tried De Wilt's Witeh Hazel Balve
for liching piles and It always stops them
In two minutes. 1 consider Do Wilt's

Wis.,

Witeh Hazel Balve tho grestest pile cure
Lf" the market.'” »

Stricture and Gleetiicre

home

by naw method without pain or outting,
Cullon or address with stamp, Treatmeng
mall,

RIS B SiARES.
Two Waeeks'
Treatment

1105, 14th 81
OMALA, NED

.3

THEY ARE OLD

SPECIALISTS

In the treatmaat of all !

Chromic, Nervous and Private Digeases,
axa Disountns or - MEN
Cutarrh, all Dissases of the Nome, Tirost,

Bomach, Liver, Dlood, Bkl end XKidn B
gares. " Loat Minhood,  Iydrocete,  Verle
as, Chlsgle, BEyphillls, Stricture, Plles,

norrh .
tuis snd M‘I:'L Ulcarn ]‘_;Llhlﬂ Diight's
oy 4 on or uddress wilh stamp
L] Td w Methide
reatment by Mall, Consuliation fres.

Omaba Medical and Surgical Institute

hlmm;m.n-mu

STRIGTURE CURED

T HOME.

When we say "oured,"” we mean 00 patohing up,
BUuta positive, pever Lo retur eure. Uiy treatineif
s by a New Method, sale, paialoss  aad ragulres

NO BURCICAL OPERATION

10 loss of H:w"mml Iw vaed sucetiy nt homg. Wa
wleo oo sl foruis of mueous disebarges, chronie
Hamtiation and n-.ldu-a fu the wrike t‘.“'-“
rostatic enlargewivnt aod beeliation, anid olalie-
on to the Aow of urine régu niil““ the use of the
catheter, o hiave never Tulled Vi over E00 dased,
B are s sure Lo cure stdeturee, s p-....ullz?ll-
ardors ns Whe suo bstorise. £l aud s alod fook fres
EMPIREMED.CO, 2 AKmilh hld',bumu.lul

Kelieves “Idn.’
& Bladder

tivubles &t cnce,
Cures In
48 Hoursali

SANTA)

CAPSULES

sule bear the
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