‘m eberhunme ;novotaesocm leve: of
@helr entertainers. For even with all"their
ﬁdkposmon to 'tho strangers; Kate and -
Mrs. Halo had always retained a conscious

G mormm ‘condescension and superi-
. writy toward them--an attitude ot incon-
d—swithnmmunc noralmtbc

umprovocative of it; evaning they
| Gah tharsives !:‘qn,e:dth:fth something

smove than an equality in the menwbo had
wmused and interested them, and  they: were

_gerhaps a little more critioal and doubtful of

&helr own power. Mra. Hale's littlo girl, who
~ &ad appreciated only . the .seriousness of the.
. aituation, had hsrmapplhﬁonol
® "Aroyoudow ! away from Aunt Kate
ﬂmr’m uhd,hmwd

"luw dnnn l.etm tbhtl Im"n

. @mow at sunset the other day oa ' the peak yon- -

dier?” said :Lee, gayly. “I'll have to get up
L - na-nlngvery-rly.ndﬂwhit when
‘85 comes at sunriss.”

muwumnlm Minnie, that
‘Jou are tormenting Mr. Leo for:” asked Mra.
Hale. :

#0h! itsa fairy snow that he told me all
@bout; it only comes when the sun comes up
smd goes down, and if you catch ever so little
of it in your band it makes all you fink you
want come true! Wouldn't that be nicei”

But to the child's astonishment ber little
«eircle of auditors, even while 'assenting,
sighed.

The red snow was there plain enough the
mext morning before the valley was warm

with light, and while Minnie, her mother |

and aunt Kate were still peacefully sleeping.
And Mr. Lee had kept his word and was evi-
dently seeking it, for he and Falkner were
already urging their horses through the pass,’
‘with their faces toward and litup by its glow.

CHAPTER VIIL ;

Kate was stirring early, but not as early as
Ber sister, who met her on the threshold of
derroom. Her face was quite pale, and sho
beld a letter in her hand. **What does this
mean, Kate!” ‘

“What is,tho matter!” asked Kato, herown
color fading from her cheek.

“They arve gone—with their horscs. ILeft
before day, and left this.”

She banded Kate an open letter. The girl
took it hurriedly, and read:

“When you get thhweahnllbonomon.
perbaps not even as much. Ned found the
trail yesterday, and we are taking the first
advantage of it before day. We dared not
trust ourselves tosay ‘Good-by! last even-

“ing; we were too cowardly to face you this
morning; we must go us we came, without
warning, but not without regret. We leave
apackage and a letter for your husband. It
fis not only our poor return for your gentle-
mess and hospitality, but, since it was acci-
deatally the means of giving us the pleasure
of your society, we beg you to keep it insafe-
ty until his return. We kiss your mother’s
bands. Ned wants to say something more,
but time presses,and I only allow him to
send his love to Minnie, and to tell her that
de is trying to find the red snow.

: ““GEORGE Lu.”

“But he is not fit to travel,” said Mrs.
Hale. “And the trail—it may not be pass-
able.” !

4]t was passable the day before yesterday,”
snid Kate drearily, “for I discovered it, and
‘went as far as the buck-eyes.”

“Then it was you who told them nbout it,”
said Mrs. Hale reproachfully.

“No,” said' Kate indignantly. “Of course
Ididn't.” She stopped, and,sreading the sig-
mificance of her speech in the glistening qyes

» of her sister, she blushed. Josephine kissed | |

her and said:

“It was treating us like children, Kate,
bat wo must make them pay for it hereafter.
For that package and letter to Jobn méans
mthing. and we shall probably see them
before long. I wonder what the letter is
about, and wbat is in the package?”

*“Probably oneof Mr. Lee's jokes. He is
Quite capable of turning the whole thing into
xidicule. 1 dare say he 'considers his visit
berea »

*With his poor leg, Kate! You areasun-

Kate, however, kopt her dark oyehrow:
&nitted in & piquant frown.
“To think of his intimating wha&howould

it '* ;'i;

f-!_

-ld lln. Seou.,qnlckly ‘S0’ completa bad
bect their preoccupation: with ‘the . Joss of
‘their guests that they could not yet‘conceive
of anything that did not permin to it

The stranger, who was at once ushered into
the parior, wasevidently disconcerted by the
- presence of the thres women.

“Inckonodhono.‘lohnxdeyer,"hebmn
.'kwn-dly. :

A slight look ‘of dlnppolntment puued
over their faces, “Kohunotyetmtumed"

4Sho! lwo-'whow Bﬁbedﬁmu L)
do i, I reckon,” said the stranger.

“I suppase he hasn't besni ableto get ever
from the "uhu-dﬁu.lhle. “The
trail s closed.”

“It ain’t now, hdhmonr it this morn.

i R L
'b-dut—ﬂv oner®. -hl
im nn- Mymn. 8 glance at the

"evar Gt T

© A long silence _c’umd. % ﬂm
visitor plainly perceived an evident abate-
ment of interest in himself, yet be still
struggled politely to say something. “Then
I reckon you know what kept Hale any!'
bhe said dublously.

“Oh, certainly—the stage mbbu-y."

“I wish I'd known that,” said the stran-
ger reflectively, “for I ex good ez rode over
Jist to tell it to ye.: Ye see, John Hale, he

-sent & note to ye ’splainin’ matters by a gen-

tleman; but the road agents tackled that
man, and left him for dead in the road.”

“Yes," said Mrs. Hale impatiently.

“Lackily ho didn’t die, but kem to and man-
aged to crawl inter the bush, whar I found
bim when I was lookin' for stock, and brought
bim to my house"—

“You found him? Yonr housef” interrupted
Mrs. Hale

“Inter my house,” continued the man dog-
gedly. “I’m Thompson of Thompson's Pass
over yon: mebbeit ain't much of a house,
but I brought him thar. Well, ez he couldn’t
find the note that Hale had guv him, and like
ez not the road agents had gone through him

and got it, ez soon ez the weather let up I
mado a break'over yer to tell ye.” .

“You say Mr. Leo camo to yourshouse,” re-
peated Mrs, Hale, “and is thero now?”

“Not much,” said tho man grimly; “and I
never said Lee was thar, * I mean that Bilson
was shot by Lee and kem”——

“Certainly, Josephine!” said Kate, suddenly
stepping between her sister and Thompeon,
and turning upon ber a white face and oyes

L of. silencing significance; “certainly—don't

you rememberi—that's the story we got
from the Chinaman, you know, only mud-
dled. Go on; sir,” she continued, turning to
Thompson calmly; “you say that the man
who brought the note from my brother was
shot by Lee™

“And another fellow they call Falkner.
Yes, that’s about the size of it.”

“Thank you; it's nearly the same story that
we heard. But you have bad a long ride,

*Mr. Thompson; let me offer you a glass of

whisky in the dining room. This way,.
please,”

Tho door closed upon them none too soon.
For Mrs. Hale already felt tha room whirling
around ber and sank back into her chair with
an bysterical laugh. Old Mrs. Scott did not
move from her seat, but, with her eyes fixed
on the' door, impatiently waited Kate's re-
turn. Neither spoke, but'each felt that the
young, untried girl was equal to the cmer-
gency and would get at the truth.

The sound of Thompson’s feet in the hall
and the closing of the front door was followed
by Kate's reappearance, Her face was still
pale, but calm.

“Well?" said the two women in a breath.

“Well,” returned Kate, slowly, “Mr. Lee
and Mr. Falkner were undqubtedly the two
mert who took the paper from Johu’s messen-
ger and brought it here.”

“You are sure!” said Mrs, Scott.

“There can be no mistake, mother.”

“Then,” said Mrs. Scott, with triumphant
feminine logic, “I don't want anything more
to satisfly me that they are periectly inno-
cent!”

More convincing thau the most perfect
masculine deduction, this single expression of
their common nature sent a thrill of sym-
pathy and understanding through each. They
cried for a few moments on each other's
shoulders.

“To think,” said Mrs Scott, “what that'

poor boy must have suffered to have been
obliged to do—that to—to—Bilson—isn't that
the creature’s name! ‘I suppose we ought to
send over there and inquire after him, with
some chicken and jelly, Kate, It's only com-
wmon bumanity, and we must bs just, my
dear; for even if he shot Mr. Les and pro-
voked the poor boy toshoot him,6 he may
bave thought it his duty. And, them, it will
avert suspicions.”

“To think,” murmured Mrs. Hale, *what

eom,mdyotkeopluupnehnngubnn"
“I believe, if they had: stayed nnylou-

they would have told u _everything,”

Mre. Bcott.
Mﬁoympmmw Kate

was thinking of Falkner's sigunificans spsech

s they neared the honse on their last walk;

| s blase of

_mutlner-ln-hw.~“dou not requfm to !mow
more, Astoﬂnlmandpmkuge, we' wln
‘keop that for further consideration. It can-
not be of ‘much importance or they would
have spoken of it before; itis pmbnbly some
trmlnp: present as a return for your )wspltn.l-
ity. I'should use no indecorous haste in ‘hav-
ing it opened.”

The two women kl.ed Mrs. Scott with a
feeling of relief, ‘and fell. back into the
monotony of tho(rbotmholddnm It is to
be feared, however, that the absence of their
outlawed guests was nearly as dangerous as
their presence in the opportunity it afforded
for uninterrupted and imaginative reflection.
-Both' " Kats and Josephine were at first
nbockaludwonnddbythdnbovmoﬂho
real character of the two men with whom
they had associated so familiarly, but it was
no disparagement to their sense of
to say that the shock did not last long, and
.w-mmmhdwlthmtq-dmuouddu-

the delicate flattery implied in their indirect
influence over the mvhoh.dundonbhdly

risked their lives for the sake of remaining

with them. The best woman is not above
being touched by the effect of her power
over the worst man, and'Kateat first allowed
herself to think of . Falkner in that light,
But if in ber later refléctions he suffered
as a heroic experience to be forgotten, he
ga.ned.omothlngum actual man to be re-
membered. Now that the proposed rides
from “his friend's house” were a part of the
fllusion, would he ever dare to visit them
again? Would she dare to see him? She held
berbmthwlthamddenpdnofpuﬁn;ﬂﬂ
was new to her; dbe tried te think of somes
thing else, to pick up the scattered threads of
ber life before that eventful day. But in
vain; that one week bad filled the place with
implacable memories, or more terrible, as it
seemed to her and her sister, they had both
lost their feeble, alien hold upon Eagle's
Court in the sudden presence of the real genii
of these solitudes, and henceforth they alone
would be strangers there. They scarcely
dared to confess it to each other, but this re-
turn to the dazzling sunlight and clovdless
skies of the past appeared to them to be one
unreal experience; they had never known tiie
true wild flavor of their home except in that
week of delicious isolation. Without breath-
ing it aloud, they longed for some vague de-
nouement to this experience that should take
them from Eagle's Court forever. [
It was noon tho next day when the little
household beheld the last shred of their illu-
sion vanish like the melting snow in tho
strohg sunlight of John Hale's return. He
was accompanied by Col. Clinch and Raw-
lins, two s{rangers to tho women. Was it
fancy or tho avenging spirit of their absent
companions? But le, too, looked a stranger,
and as the little cavalcade wound its way up
the slope he appeared to sit his horse and
wear his hat with a certain slouch and
absence of his usual restraint. that strangely
shocked them. Even the old half-condescend-
ing, half-punctilious gallantry of his greeting
of his wife and family was changed, as he
introduced his companions with a mingling
of familiarity and shyness that was new to
him. Did Mrs. Hale regret it, or feel a sense
of relief in the absence of his usual seignorial
formality? She only knew that she was
grateful for the presence of the strangers,
which for the moment postponed a matrimo-
nial contidence from which she shrunk.
“Proud to know you,” said Col. Clinch,
with a sudden outbreak of tho antique gal-
lantry of some remote Huguenot ancestor.
“My friend, Judge Hale, must be a regular
Roman citizen to leave such a family and
such a house at the call of public duty. Ebh,

“Proud to know you.' said Col a‘nch.

®You bet,” said Rawlins, looking from
Kate to her sister in undisguised admiration.
“And I supposs the duty could not have

timidly, withous looking at her husband. .

“Gad, madam, that's just it,” said the gal
Jant Colonel, seating himself with a comfort
able air, and an easy, though by no meams
disrespectful familiarity. “We went inte

only scrimmage we've had has been with the
detectives that were om the robbers’ track.
"Ha! bha! The best people we've met have

to vote the other ticke$! Es Judge Hale and
e agresd 62 we came along, the two men es
wo'd moss ke to see just now and shake
hands with are George too ‘and ‘Nod* Falk-
ni

-'n.mmdh m'hmbhd
| the » Mr. Hale, with a

coach,'
1 M returs of &mﬂ 'luqud stats-
mﬁumwudoﬂ-wﬂ’

Withous comprabending all that Col.  Cliuch

‘ger, mwmw.md .

been the friends of the men we were huntin’, |
| and we've. generally come to the enncldu

in their gratefuleyes. | v

qﬁnd by the bright. eos, Bed ‘upoti i:un.-

“Wo haven't taken thoroad onrselves yot, Liut

~—pohn honor—we wouldn’t: mind doing it in | **

o caso like'thia” ' Then with' the fluent but
‘somewhat exaggerated phraseolozy of a man
“trained ' to “stump”’ speaking, he gave an
accowtt of tho robbery ‘and his own' con-
nection with it, ' Ho spoke of .the
and treachery wlﬁch had undoubtedly pro-
voked Falkner to obtain restitution of his
property by an overt act of violence under
the leadership of Lee. ~ He added that be had
it Bt o S
condsry & suit
company, uvnﬂ-bloww
Harkins had bu-dudbythodnrm.

AMagp
ht..ﬂv ‘Unpee. ladies
sercy, entered | your:
plice at 2 a'clock on tho' 1
and‘was kicked out by
“Your obedicnit servants,
“Gk.onos L:: & Epw.

this- hist’ pamgmph
\toward  Lis ' wife;. Km Mo
‘where thumuffled boots of Man 0
them.  “We never knew it i alwa
pected somothing: thot nizht,” sald A
and Mrx ot in tho K110

“Thnt's all ve
hlzl; fnlutin‘ P

'hu

'“Oteour-uun'zb.mndm,bu package.

there’s no doubt ln Lee, who.
is an old friend pt b‘otlpt:nt
jobbhdphhn.ndMN«l‘: with the
money by, this time—and I'm
‘t. T can'tsay es we've done much toward
it, except to keep tumbling in the way of
i ol . hai Tha Juden
trall—ha, ha!
bere; I reckon, has had ‘his share of fun, for
while he was at’Hennicker's trying $o got
Stanner tried to get up some sort of vigilance |
committes of the stage passengers to bura
down Hennicker's ranch out of spite, but the

jndrhen‘eppldlnlndwoppedﬂl&"

proceeding,
Jmphlno. but I managed to check it,” -m
Hale, meeting somewhat conscioualy the first

_ﬂlrealookhhwito had cast wpon him, and

falling back for support qn his old mauner,
*In its way, I think it was worse than the
robbery by Lee and Falkner, for it was done
in tbi namo of law and order; while, as
far as I can judge from the facts, the affair
that we were following up was simply a ruue
and irregular restitution of 'property thut
had been morally stolen.”

“I bave no doubt you did-quite right,
though I don’t understand it,”said Mrs. Hale,
languidly; “but I trust these gentlemen will
stay to luncbeon, and in the meantime excuse
us for runnning away, as we are short of
servants, and Manuel seems to have followed
the example of the head of the houss and left
us, in pursuit of somebody or something,”

When the three  women had gained the
vantage ground of the drawing room, Kate
said, earnestly, ““As it'sall right, hadu‘t we
better tell him now

**Decidedly not, child,” said Mrs, Scott, im
peratively. “Do you suppoge they min e

hurry to tell us their wholestory? YWhoare
those Hennicker people! and they were there
8 week ago!”

“And did You notica John's bat when he
came in, and the vulgar hmﬂiarny of calling
him ‘judge? ” said Mrs, Hal

“Woll, certainly anything llke the familiar-
ity of this man Clinch I never saw,” said
Kate. “Contrast hhmnnncr with Mr, Falk-
ner’s.”

- At luncheon the three suffering martyrs
finally succeeded in reducing Hale and his
two friends to an attitude of vague apology.
But their triumph was short lived. At the end
of the meal they were startlel by the tramp-
ling of hoofs without, followed by loud
knocking. . In another moment the door
was opened and Mr, Stanner strode into the
room. Halo rose with a look of indignation.

“I thought, as Mr. Stanner understood that
I bad no desire for his company elsewhere, he
would hardly venture to intrude upon me in
my house, and certainly not after”——

“Ef you're alluding to the Vigilantes shakin'
You and Zeenio up at Hennicker’s, you can’t
make me respounsible for that. I'm here now
on business—you understand—reg’lar busi-
ness.  Ef you want to see the papers yer ken.
1 suppose you know what a warrant is?

“I know what you are,” said Hale hotly,
and if you don’t leave my house”—

“Steady, boys,” interrupted Stanncr, as his
five henchmen filed into the ball. “There's
no backin’ down here, Col. Clinch, unless yon
and Hale kalkilate to back down the state of
Californy! The matter stands like this:
There's a halfbreed Mexican, called Manuel,
arvested over at the Summit, who swears he
saw George Lee and Edward Falkner in this
house the night after the robbery, He says
that thoy were makin’ themwlva at home
here, as if they were among friends, and
considerin’ the kind of help we've had from
Mr. John Hale, it looks ez if it might be true.”

“It’s an infamous lie!” said Hale,

“It may be true, John,” said Mrs. Scott,
suddenly stepping®in front of her pale
cheeked daughters, “A wounded man was
brought here out of the storm by his friend,
who claimed the shelter of your roof. As
your mother I should have been unworthy to
stay beneath it and have denied that shelter
or withheld it until I knew his name and
what he was. He stayed here until he could
be removed. He left a letter for you. It will
probably tell)ouubownﬁn man this per-
son is seeking.” :

“Thank you, mother,” said Hale, lifting
her hand to his lips quietly; “and perhaps
Yyou will kindly tell these gentleman that, as
your son does not care to know. whoorwhn
the stranger was, there is no necessity for
opening the letter: or keeping )(r Stanner a

moment longer.”

“But you will obllm me, John, by. opon(n‘
it before thess
TOCOV ber voin and oolor

besn a very pleamant one,” said Mre. Hale, ey

‘this fight a little more than a week ago. Tha | §listensd.

“We owtm no return ta-volmhrlly
nﬂn(mmll-ehmphudjnnhund

]
§
H
i
3
i
;

mmmmw»m_

P'm right glad of ¢’

”
“Excuseme"nldllule “but! A

‘ﬁﬂnpochmhkn ‘from Col'{

-q:eq.ug tclu

“uls;"uldcmﬂl.
'nmnhkolt,"nm&k.h [
package. . “The first restitution Is to you, but

1 believs yon wil fulfill Los's fnstructions as:

well as myself.”

“But,” said Stanner hrlouly int
“I've a warrant to seise that :
and I dare you to the law.”

‘“Mr. Stanner,” said Clinch, dowly.?w
are Iadies present. If you insist npon having
that package I mustask them to withdraw,'; '
n!dlnufmhlyon‘llﬂndmhﬂuf )

%0 resist a second robbery tian I wastheifs
Your warrant, which was taken out by thé
express company, is supplanted by civil pro- |
ceedings taken the day befors - yesterday.
against the property of  the fugitive swindler.
Harkins! You sbould have consulted lbt ;
sheriff before you cnme here.” :

Stanner saw his mistake. - But in the laut
of his grinning followers he was obliged 10
keep up his bluster. “You shall ‘heir from
e again, sir,” he said, mrnin-r on his hee), -

“I beg your. pardon,” said Clinch grimly,

*but do I understand that at lastl lmtb G

have the honor’'—

“You shall ‘hear from the company’s u- )

yers, sir,” said Stanner, turning 'red, anll"
noisily leaving the room.
‘‘And so, my dear ladies,” said Col. Clinch,. "

L

“you bave spent a week with ahighwayman. | *'

I say a highwayman, for it would ba bard to+ -
call my youug friend Falkner by that name
for his first offense, committed under great .
provocation, and undoubtedly instigated by
Lee, who was an old friend of his, and to-
whom lLe canie, no doubt, in desperation.” .
Katé stole a trmmphaut glance at lersis-
ter, who dropped her lids over her glistening
cyes. “And this Mr. Lee,” she econtinued
moro gently.” is ho really a highwaymani?

“George Lee,” said Clinch, settling himself” -

back oratorically in his chair, “my dear young ' -
lady, is a highwayman, but not of the com='"
mon sort. Heis u gentleman bérn, madam,”
comes from one of the oldest funiilics of the
eastern shore of Maryland. He never mixes
himself up with anything but some of the
biggest s rikes, and he’s an educated maw.
He is very popular with ladies and children;
bhe was never known to do orsay anyt 7
that could bring a blush to the cheek
beauty or a tear to the eye of innocence. [
winklmynyl‘mnnyontonndllp

"l shall never belfeve him anything bLita
gentleman,” said Mra. Scott firmly. ;
“If he has a defect it is perhaps'a too recks
less indulgence in draw poker,” said the.
colonel musingly; “not unbecoming a gentle-
man, understand me, Mra, Scott, but perbaps
too reckless for hisown good. George played
a grand game, a glittering game, but pardon
mo if I say an ‘uncertain! game. I've told
him so; it’s the only point.on which we ev,g

difTered.”

“Then you know himf" said Mrx K.b,
lifting her soft cyes to the colonel.

“I bave that honor.”

“Did his appearance, Josephine,” broke in
Hale, somewhat ostentatiously, “appear.to:
—er—er—correspond with. these quahtwn?
Yon know what I mean.”

“He certainly seemed very siniple and¥

natural,” gaid Mrs. Hale, slightly .drawing '«

her pretty lips together. “lHe did not. wear:
bis trousers rollcd up over his boots in the:
company ol Jadies, as you're duing now, nor
did he make hi§ first appearance in thu
house with such a hat as you wore this morne -
ing, or I should not have admitted himn. ™’

There were afew momentsof unbnrrumlng

silence.

“Do you intend to givo tlmc pm'lm;.,nco e

Mvr. Falkner yourself, colonel?’ asked Mn.
Beott.

“I shall hand it over to the Exm!ahr onmy
pany,” said the colonel, “but 1 shall inform
Ned of what 1 have done.”

“Then,” suid Mrs: Scott, “will you Hndl’
take a message from us to him#”

“If you wish it.”

“You will: bo doing me a great r.m-, mlo- i

nel,” said Hale, pulitely,

Whatever the mesaro was, ‘six wmanthe- 3
later it biought Edwarl Falkner, the re. vi
established supwrintendent of the Fxcelsior:

.

Ditch, to Eagle's Court. As ha and Kate = [

stood again on the platesn, oking talwurd!
the dmnt slopes once wore green with ves
dure, Falkner seid:

“Everything berw look: a2 't did the M
day [ saw it, except your sister.”

“The p.ace does not--agron with ber,” sald’
Kate hurriedly. *“That ix why my brothes
thinks of leaving it befive the winter sets
h."

“It seems 20 sad,” said Falkner, “forthe lnsh
words poor George sakd ln mo, a8 be Jeft bt
foin his couwsin's a3 Richmond, wole:
‘If I'm mot killed, Nod, I bopo rome day.
stand again heside Mra. Hale at the ¢

a

in Ragle's Court, and watch you sod Kate'

caning boww!’"”




