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Clem is wearing out her heart 
for Alan. Does he understand 
this? Is he keeping away from 

her for the sport it affords him 

to watch a girl's heart break? 

Or does he feel he is unworthy 
of her affection? Will she 
“catch” him yet? 
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at her 
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somehow 1 

hing seemed to hold me 

nk it was just the Hill 

iid be all right for 

the general break-up dnt 

wnkened me up, and 

that I'm not 

rouidn’t 

me to stay on 

quite a coward yet is 

that I'm going to get up and run.’ 

They came to the entran e The 

Fims, but Nance led h down the 

road. “Run? Why are you going to 
run? lan, don't you love her?” 

A tremor went through Ala 

ae) know,” he sald, “whether I 

love her or not. If 1 ever loved any 

one then I don't 
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than anything that has 
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Alix called her glorious 

whether that was a bit 

on her part or not, but to me 
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Clem-—the glory of pure light. 

think I dare walk into 1t? Me, with 

my scarred life, my blemished soul and 

the moral rags that only half hide the 
two? ‘That-weuld be ebwardly. I'm 
not coward enough for that” 

Nance sighed 

you I thought that if ov 

that knew a about 

must be you. 1 won't say 

things 1 was going to say. 

Just tell you that you 

women.” 

They walked back in silence, 

went into the house, but 

good night and stared 
down the road. His step qulckened 
and, walking rapidly, he passed over 

the moonlit brow of the hill and down. 

down into the shadows of the valley. 

Hard is the battle that has to be won 
twice, but when in the small honrs of 
the morning Alan returned and crept 
noiselessly to his room, he felt that 
fie had won, that he had put the fina! 
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forward, cleared the top of the hill 

the rhythmic clatter of 
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a fine, veillike that steadied 

tones of earth and sky to one 
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words he had saddled on a heavy mo- 

ment. “Halts are for sunny days,” 

sald. “I like rain on my head. Have 

you anything special to do? Don't let 

me bother yon.” 
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with all due respect to atmospheric 
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Her horse broke into a 

galiop. She flleked him with her whip 
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Alan had fallen behind. 
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But Clem only laughed. Her sim | 
body swayed to the bends of the road; | 

her shoulders were braced; 

a taut rein. Alan tried to draw even, 

{| but every time he urged his horse into 

a spurt Clem’s spurted too. Alan grew 

He watched Clem's whip, bul 
He settled into the 

and rode blindly. His horse 

catch up or he would kill him. 

He was gaining, A moment more at 

pace and he could reach 

Clem's reins below her horse's neck. 

Then Clem swerved again into a half 

wood-road and Alan's horse 

broke out, 
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Alan's face and hands were badly 

scratched, but he rode on doggedly. It 
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Alan took off his coat and threw it 

over a rock. 
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wet workl. “If ever two people have | 
known each other without words, 

it's you and me. Never mind 
the grammar. Even unshackled words | 
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to ' 

: ag 
KUOW LUeIoOwW 

you 
“Yes, 

Alan 

bush 

hands, 

Alan,” sald Clem softly 

plecked a bit of huckleberry 

and jsted It nervously in his 

“First of all I've got to tell 

what hought you that 

and 

O tei t 

tw 

vou knew, 

what 

over 

you 

came into 

WE 

there is of 

and 

you can't hav 

mie is yours over 

then I've got 
e it.” 

tremble 

aguin, 

why 

lem's eyes, 

ered, an wen settled to a rly 

flame 
“You've seen peopie smilo—overvone 

Alan 

¢ had 

has It 

has & ile of sort went on 

“rid 

a body 
think that a 

? To 

pyer smi! 

and soul me it 

and a soul 

that 

i} you that they have never pan 

to a ribald jest or added cruelty 

smiles and 

women and rarer 

vou'll find 

ith dea 

nial, They are ve 

are /RIMONg   among or one su men 

) 

¥ 

usand Hy f § wi 

  

  
“My God! My God!" He Cried. 

ose eves hold the shadows of nut 

gotten sins 

“Well” said ( 

Alan sighed. 

words you must read for 

§ dead—1 killed 

gliive—alive ¥ 

it pure, guarded its 

i shall 

lem 
+5 “Between 

gmile 5 1 yor - t long ag 
st have irs i= 3 HAAN 

are ready to 

I bave noth 

shell, 1 have kept 

gained the whe 

The little strengtl 

of my soul conid carry 

beacon and drag 

dearest of all women--I| 

mruch for that. You've got to 

trust The things I koow that you 

do not know shove the duty of 

on to my shoulders. 1 could 

an but I won't’ 

inoked at 

like one rehearsing a 

wig all give al 

to give. 

nothing I have 
yi 

your it dow 

Clem love 
you ton 

me 

empty shell, 

Alan had 

had talked 

not Clem. 

ies 

|SOn. 

world He dropped 

and his hands, 

gripped each 

and 

fan 

the bit of bush, 

locked about his knees. 

other til the knuckles 

fingers showed white sgainst 

of his thin wrists When 
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There's one thing you've | 

spirit and a | 
and | 

Will Gerry have the courage 
to confess everything to Alix? 
Do you think Alix will forgive 
him for his affair with Margari. 
ta--his bigamy with an ignor. 
ant, Innocent girl? 
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