1l ‘overtakes him, and choken him
| death, though Humphrey's shat-
Ris log, with a bullet. At Marm
of's hotise the leg Is amputated.’
Lo break the news ::
‘'Womsn. When he leaves Huldy
se - shg has no use for “half
L * and Is leaving &t onee. Will
# logally exonerated, and with &
~made artificial
hiring =& -helper,
comes
and Bart

over Huldy, Amy Carey
s sulolde. Zelke Dace had been
her attention, but Teke had
completely to Huldy's
ine comea to the Vallay,
fishing he is eaught In &
raln and takes refuge at
Plerge’s. Bart Carey arrives
ng Huldy whom He claims has
lem from & ledge, and séeming-
15 dead, but while along, the wom-
with her last breath, ‘asserts
4 il killed her. Horrifled, Jenny de-
o8 te tell no one of the accusa-

| Hon.

“It's that Win," Marm Plerce de-
fed scornfully. “He's forever pry-

“] see It there a while ago”
Bart - assented.

|, “Zeke looked like a sick man,

to me,” Saladine suggested.

Bart grinned as though abashed.
“He's falled a lot,” he sald, “But
he was an able man, two years
agoe. He worked me oyer, proper,
ong day. 'The Valley will whittle
& man down" And he added:
“Some, lke Marm Plerce and
Jenny here, they're always the
same, and Will's always the same,
or would be if it wan't for
Huldy. She's—twisted him, turned
him wrong ways." His brow cloud-
ed “I wouldn't blame him for
anything he was to do. If 1 was
WH1, I'd have. . . .* He changed
this. “If. ghe was mine, I'd have
kmown how to handle her!™

Rain, ralp, rain; the lash of
whips agalnst this lttle house,
the pelt of bullets.

Bart looked thoughtfully at the
door into the dining room; and
sald huskily, with a nod toward
the other room: “You see her this
morning, you sald, What did you
think of her?™

“She was a queer one,” Saldline
confessed.

Bart leaned forward with a deep
Intentpess. “Saladine” he sald.
“How would she come to faji?"

“Got dizxy, maybe?! Or tripped
over something 1"

“She wa'n't the sort to get dizsy,"
Bart protested. “And—the ledge In
all smooth, and It's good footing
there.”

“¥ou mean to say she jumped?”

Bart grinned almost In derision.
“She look to yon llke one that
would kill herself, did she?" he de-
manded,

“No,” Saladine admitted. “No, she
didn't.”

“Then put a name on It,” Bart
whispered. "If she didn't fall, and
dido't jump. . . "

But Saladine was always Inclined
to think twice before he spoke, and
there was matter enough for thought
here todny. He shook his head, sl-
lently.

Bart—though they were quite
alone—whispered: “There ain't a
soul around here would blame
wmr

But Baladine stared silently at
the stove, and Bart did not repeat

| 518 shoulders bowed as though un-

' | moment he sald beavily: “Well, I'll
| |go on oven”

1 Jenny checked him.
'I'to"get some clothes to dress her,”

. | back

touched Jenny's arm reassuringly.
“Child, she's dead; and Will, he'ld
be coming moon. Nought now to
keep him away from you. ... "
Jenny's pulse failed and the blood
draiped from her lips., “Don'ty
Granny,”
“With her lying there, Not now."
And she urged: “We'd ought to
dress her in dry clothes, Will, he
hadn't ought to sea her so.”

thoughts were plunging now, There |
was In her a blind desperate hun-
ger to see WIill, to comfort him, to
assure him of her loyalty and s
lence and deep understanding and
forgiveneas too., She wished on
any count to see him, to be with
him now. Yet It was some time be-

volving Huldy's clothes.

Even when she proposed this
errand, Marm Plerce at first de-
murred; but longing to be with
Will, Jenny would not be re
strafmed, In a sort of breathless
rush, ghe overbore her grandmoth-
er's remonstrances, and ®0 was
awny,

Bhe took by habit the path to-
ward the “woods; and her lips
shaped unspoken words of tender-
pess and comforting. But when
ghe came to the dark border of
the wood, the girl paused, shrink-
ing, reluctant to pluoge into the
shadows. This path wonld take
her by the foot of the ledge, by
the very spot where Huldy a while
ago bad fallen fo her death; and
Jeony could not endure the pros-
pect. 8o she retraced her way and
turned aside toward Carey's. And
balfway up the hill ghe saw ahead
of her a figure, tremendons In the
dim- raln, famillar, beloved. W,
coming toward her. 8he stood
weak and shaken by the sight of
him; yet when he came near, lest
he might think she shrank from
him, she took one step forward
to meet him steadily,

Will looked down at her for a
long moment in sllence. He sald at
last, heavily:

“Jenny, where you going In this
raln?"

“To find yon, WiIl," she told him.

*I'm on my way to Bart's," he ex-
plained. “To see If maybe Huldy's
thers [

Jenny felt her spine chill,
not there, WIIL" she sald.
our honsge.”

He frowned In a deep bewllder-
ment. “Your house?"

“WiL™ she told hlm gravely,
“Huldy's dead!”

The man stood huge above her:
wind whipped his hat brim, raln
lashed his cheek and struck his face
and filled his eyes. . He wiped his
ef!u with his hand, shook the water
oft his hand, Wwiped It on the side of
his coat. A storm, visibly, swept
across his countenance and left a
shadow there.

Yet she thought he was not sur-
prised; and she spoke quickly, to
pare him need of speech, “Bhe
fell off the ledge down back of your
house,” she sald. “Bart found her,
and fetched ber over to our place,
case Granny could do her any good.
Bot she died”

He asked, after a long moment,
dumbly: “Bart know how she come
to fall? .

Jenny steadied her tones, made
them all reassurance. “No one will
ever know that, WiL™ she gald;
and she added: “We did all could
be done ™

“] guess you would,” he agreed.

“She's
“She's at

der & crushing load; and after a

“I have

sald gently. “You'd best come
ck to the house with me, show me
\accepted this without speech;
and Jenny elimbed the
grade side by side, In Will's
Jenny saw A car standing,
Sgladipe, “That

. ﬂ; t'the house," she
IL “l guess he 't
ir mmmm#ﬂl
: m‘unm_haw

she protested  softlyi|

Marm Plerce nodded. Jenny's ||

fore she devised that errand In-|

“Last time I

Btoo Wlm Down at
Wife's Body.

like we conld get through down to
Carey's, Jenny, We'd save a lot of
time that way."

8he made mo comment, trustifg
such matters to his judgment; and
he turned the ear down the hill and
drove on acroés the bridge, past
Bart's, out to the Valley rond, and
thus in toward Marm Plerce's farm,

In the yard they stopped, and Wil
took the sultcase from the back of
the car. Saladine and Bart were on
the porch to meéet them; but If WIN
had known a passing doubt of Sala-
dine, It was forgotten now., He
sald to the other man:

“Jenny told me sou waa over
here. I didn't kmew as you'd mind
it we drly’ your car over."

“Glad you did” Jim agreed;
and Bart grippéd Will's hand.

“Guess you know, WIll, how I
feel about this,™TNea‘sald:

“Guess I do,” WIl agreed. They
all came Indoors,

“Set down here by the stove,
WiL," sald Jenny softly. “Your
hands are bound to be cold. Take
off your coat, and dry.”

“I went out to find youn, WIL"
Bart explalned. “But you wa'n't
there.”

“l was out hunting them,” Wil
anssented, and he looked at Saladine,
“She didn't come back after she
went with you," he sald. “When
it come on to ralo, I went to find
her.  Huldy was foollsh about ralnm,
kind of. She'd stay out In It
claimed to llke IL”

He added: “But I couldn't find
them nowheres.”

“Where's Zeke?" Bart asked.

“1 dunoo,” Will confessed. “I ain't
seen him sence.”

Jenny took the suitcase Into the
diniog room where Huldy was, and
closed the door between, Marm
Plerce was there; she sald erisply:

“Back, be you? Fetch Wil

‘“He's In the kitchen,” Jenny as-
sented. “T want to get her dressed
first, make her look as nlce as we
can before he sees her.”

His

Marm Plerce nodded, watching the |

glrl; and she saw that Jenny's coun-
tenance was i(llumlnated, and by
muoch more than mere happiness;
much more than the selfish happl-
ness which, if she foved Will, she
might find In <he fact that now ha
was free to love her, too. It was
a8 though she were committed to §
task in which she found pence and
pride.

While they were busy here, the
raln was pitiless outside. The aft-
ernoon, thougls It was not yet late,

was already shrouded In a-sort of |

Wili followed her {nto the dining
room where Huldy lay; and he stood

ing; yet ber lips did pot move.
(10 BE CONTINUED)

OOLENS to

“gult” the smart
woman thls fall are
that fascinating we
are not golng to be able to reslst
them and you wouldn't {f you could
after once glimpsing them., From
every Inch of their woof and their
warp the woolens brought out this
season radiate a beauty of coloring,
of texture, of novelty In patterning
and weave which ls simply taking
the world of fashion by storm.

Seelng that the American mills
and the mills abroad are glving us
the most amazing, the most beautl-
ful woolens fancy can plcture, it is
to rejolce that the English habit of
wearing sportsy or tallored cos-
tumes for ull daytlme occasions In
contrast to most resplendent and
glorlous formal fashions for evening
has spread to Americn. Now that
the smart thing to do this fall is
to go very colorfully and handsome-
ly tallored In the daytime, It is
safe to predict that dresses, sults,
swagger costumes together with
three-plece ensembles made of
stunning w will predominate
by a large majority in the wardrobe
of every fashlon-wise woman.

One of the most dramatle ges-
tures which has to do with this
sweeplng vogue for grand woolens
s the costume which goes fifty-fifty
gorgeous cloth and high-colored
suede.

Another thing lkable sbout the
new woolens Is that they are so
delightfully soft and caressing to
the touch, and give ear to this bit
of good news—they are 5o woven In
comblnation of yarns, they do not
wrinkle,

Just to mentlon a few of the
smartest and pewest of new woolens
—~there are kemp tweeds, bright
pubbed tweeds of unusual treat-

ment, snwiooth checks, marl tweeds,
broken plalds, chevron stripes, om-
bre plalds, ribbed dingonnls and
others too numerons to cite.

The colorings of the sersatlle
woolens hrought out this senson are
& triumph both In art and of sel-
ence. A complete wardrobe may be
plapned to Include several colors,
none of which conflict because the

most vivid plalds and gay hues are |
glven dusky overtopnes which blend |

into one grand symphony vla misty
interweavings of grayish or brown-
ish yarns. The attractive Seton Cot-
terlll collection of London which
was recently shown In America by

the Chlcago wholesnle market coun- |

¢ll stressed particularly this fea
ture of color blend In smart wal-
ens. The trio of high-style woolen
fashions bhere pletured were dis-
played In this exhibit,

See Illustrated to the left In the
group a perfect trovel costume. The
Scotehy plald In black and white,
of which It 15 made, has a heavy
nub yaro interwoven to give high-
lighta of canary yellow.

A new chevron-stripe wool In
tones of amber, rustique and brown
makes the sult with tuxedo top
cont (centered in the Illustration].
Note the amart cross-scarf of the
jacket. Seml-fitted lines and woolen
buttons give a new smart air.

The new skirts are marvelously
bullt, They are most deceptive.
They look as Innocently pleated and
paneled as you please, while in real-
ity they are concealing slits which
allow for perfect freedom of actlon,
Such a skirt is the one to the right
In the pleture, “Swagger collegi-
enne" describes thls ombre plaid
gult In rich tones of dubonnet red
and Ivory. 1t hns a snug collar and
stock scarf and Is worn with match-

Ing aweater,
@ Western Newspaper Unfon.

COAT OF PIGSKIN

By CHERIE NICHOLAS

thig picture and see how smart they
are down to the slightest detall
You can get them either In natural
or rich dark The model (I
has all of the Iatest

» guch as big, roomy bel-

the new sash belt

casually, strap-band

LUXURIOUS METALS
TOUCH UP FABRICS

_ Inspired by Orlental and perlod
Influences fabric manufacturers
have outdone themselves in produc-
Ing beautiful and luxurious metals
on every type of silk ground.

In additlon to belng Important for
afternoon and evening gowns, the

new metals are widely used for mil- |

linery—notably turbans—scarfs to
be worn with wool as well as silk
suits, blouses, walsteoats, bags, van-
Ity and cigzarette cases, in superh
evening spndals and evening jackets
that have a decldedly new look.

Metnls with solld burnished faces
In sllver, gold—and newest of all—
copper are shown In the market
and consldered especlally good for
jackets and accessories.

Silk crepes with double borders
In metallzed broche show distinect
traces of Persian, Hindu and Jap-
anese Influence In thelr rich color-
Ings and dellcate patterns.

Sheer silk gauzes, completely
metallzed, form one of the newest
and lovellest of the metals.

Pink Rates Coolest Shade
and Looks Most Expensive
Pink, fashlon's favorite color this

gummer, 18 the coolest-looking and,
Incldentally, the most expensive
appearing shade you possibly can
wear. There are pink linen and
shantung suits for town and coun-
try, handsome pink sweaters to
wear with white skirts when you
week-end out of town and glamor-
ous evening gowns in various tones
of this lovely shade, One particu-
larly nice evening gown 1s faghloned
from double layers of plnk chiffon
and Is worn under a billowlng wrap
of matching material

Paris Loves Blue "
Blue ls a favorite color of Paris
this year, Smart women seen at the
races are many of them gowned in
pavy with white rellef; also navy

| pess up that way.

| Mike had

| came to him,

DID you ever hear of a haunted
mine?

If all abandoned mipes are nol
baunted, they ought to be.

The old Cherry Cow mine, I
enstern Arizona, had a ghost. I
once hnd been a pretty falr gold
mine—and Mike Church, its discov-

| erer, made enough out of It to buy

a nlce little house and an orchard,
where he tried to settle down and
mend his days in comfort. Bal
Mike, lke the rest of the breed
known as prospectors, could not be
happy In such a setting. He would
wander awny without & word and
disappear for weeks and months,
only to return aguin, weary but
happy. He had been off prospect.
ing—hunting for another Cherry
Cow.

Durlng his ahsences, a young
may named Bill Richards, who
Uved nearby, would take care of
Mike's place. He did this just as
a gesture of friendliness, because
he liked the old fellow, and when
Mlke was at home he would re-
gale Bill with tales of wonderful
mines and their equally wonderful
treasure.

He had many good words tp say
for the old Cherry Cow, as well,
and he enjoyed telling about the
days when he bad several men
working there, taking out “some
mighty good-lookin' ore—ves, gle!"
But the ore had run out, and so had
Mike's Interest In the mine.

One fall morning, seelng no

| smoke rising from the Nttle house

in the orchard, Bill went over to
Investignte. As he had suspected,
Mike wans pot there, but a letter
jay on the kitchen table, and this
was unnsual. Picking It up, Bill
saw that 1t was addressed to him,
He opened It and read the mis-
spelled gerawl within:

“Dere Bill—I'm off on & ftrip a
long one this time. If | don’t come
back In a yr you take the plase
and everything I got Its all yures
this Is my will, Mike."

Blll was touched. He knew the
old man meant it, but he hoped
that ecold wesather wonld find him
In his little house ngaln.

Winter came, aod spring. Then
the rumors of a ghost began to
spread about. Someone had gone
up to the abandoned Cherry Oow
ghaft, and had seen a shadow that
fitted out of slght and could not
be found again. A miner who
passed that way after dark report-
¢d a strange light that seemed to
ghoot stralght out of the shaft. A
cowboy who rode by sald that his
horse had soorted nnd shled as he
passed, though nothing was to be
geen or heard.

Arouged to susplclon by these
gtories, Bill Richards went up to
the Cherry Cow to Investigate. Ha
found nothing but the shaft from
which Mike's modest stake had

| come, with the rotting boards that

had once been a shaft-house lean-
ing above It, He called, wondering
If his eccentrle old friend could
possgibly be about, but a senlding
blue-jay gave him the only answer
he heard.

The years went by, and no one
knew what had become of Mike
Church. At last, urged by hls
friends, Bill produced the letter,
and while it was not a legal will,
gince no other clalmants to the
estate were found It became BlIl's
property.

But pow the Cherry Cow was
avolded by everyone who had busl-
No one wanted
to be frightened by a ghost, and
evien the strong-minded who
cliulmed there were no siuch things
ps ghosts snw no reason for golng
near the mine, At last nn enstern-
er came to town, lhuanting for a
mine, and wandered up to the
Cherry Cow,

e lked the place.  Althongh
nlways contended that
hig ore had been a stray pocket, the
newcomer snld he belleved that he
could find a veln, He became so
enthusliastle that the storles of the
ghost merely amused him. “I'll lay
that ghost,” he promised, “I'll take
the spell right off the Cherry Cow.”

And 8o he bought the mine from
Blll Richards. He hired & small
crew of men to clean out the shaft
and unwater the sump.

But before long one of hls men
“The waler's down a
foot” he told the easterner.
“There's something down there—
the Mexicans won't go on mucking
out—they're afrald to touch It.”

“rll go down mysell and see, It's
that fool ghost, 1 suppose, that's
got them worried. Well, T don't
want any ghosts around here” And
he hurried to the shaft.

+ « They knew that It was
what remalned of Mike because
they found his old-fashloned watch.
The burlal was lnformal and hasty,
for there wera only bones and
shoes and a few shreds of clothing
left. The Mexlcans quit, of course,
and It wus some days before an
American créew could be hired.

Bill Richards went up alone and
gald a little prayer for Mike at
the grave. And the ghost never
haunted the Cherry Cow agaln, But
Mike was right—the easterner ney-
er foond his veln, elther,




