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lurching stage rolled rapidly down the
valley, the mules now lashed into a
wild gallop to the noisy aeccompani-
ment of the driver's whip.

The hoeof’s clattered across the napn
row bridge, and, with a sudlen swing,
all came to a sharp stand, amid a
cloud of dust before a naked yellow
house.

“Here's where vou get out, miss™
announced the Jehu, leaning down
from bhis seat to peer within. “This
vere is the Herndon shebang.”

The gentlemen inside assisted Miss
Spencer to descend in safety to the
weed-bordered walk, where she stood
shaking her rufied plumage Iinto
gshape, and giving directions regarding
her luggage. Then the two gentle-
men emerged, Meoffat bearing a grip-
ecasé. a handbox, and a basket, while
McNell supported a shawl-strap and a
gmall trunk. Thus decorated they
meekly followed her lead up the nar
row path toward the front door. The
latter opened suddenly, and Mrs,
Herndon bounced forth with voeifer
ous welcome.

“Why, Phoebe Bpancer. and hnﬂ
you really come! I didn't expect you'd
get along before next week. Oh, this

 seems too nice to see you again; al

most as 2ood as going home to Vams
You must be completely tired
IIL" T

“Dear Aunt Lydia; of course I'm
glad to be here. But I'm not in the

least tired.. I've had such a delightful

trip.” She glanced around smilingly
upon her perspiring .cavaliers. “Oh,
put those things m:l, genilemen—
anywhere there on the grass;
can be carried tm later.
kind of you bpt.h." P
“Hey, tharal“ ‘sang out the driver,
growing impatient, “if you two gents

~are .almin’. mgod,owntown with this
- outfit, rou'd better he p&lln in lively,
fer I can't ltn.r here all day.”

Moffat glanced furtively aside at

~ McNell, only. to discover that indi-

vidual quietly seated on the trunk.

He promptly dropped his own grip.
~~ *“Drive on with your butcher’s cart,”
“he called out spitefully.
0o special honor to ride to town.”

“I reckon it's

The pleasantly smiling young wom-

an glanced from one to the other, her -
‘eyes fairly dancing, as the lumbering

coach disappeared .'thruiigh ‘the red

- dust.

“How very nice o! ynu to remain,”
she exclaimed. “Aunt Lydia, I am so
gnxious for you to meet my friends,
Mr. Moffat and Mr. McNeil. They
have been so thoughtful and entertain-
ing all the way up the Bear Water,
and they explained so many things

- that I did not understand.” -

She swept impulsively down toward
them, both hands extended, the bright
glances of her eyes butowed impar-
tially.

“I cannot inﬂte you to come into

" the house now,” she exclaimed, sweet.

ly, “for I am almost like a stranger
here myself, but I do hove you will
both of you call. I shall be so very
lonely at first, and you are my earliest

acquaintances. You. ‘illl promise,
won't you?" ‘ |
McNeil bowed, painfully clearing

his throat, but Moffat succeeded in

expressing his pleasure with a well-

ronnded sgntence.

they
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CHAPTER XI.
Becoming Acquainted.

Once within the cool shadows of the
lving-room, Mrs. Herndon again be-
thought herself to kiss her nlece in a
fresh glow of welcome, while the lat.
ter sank into a convenient rocker and
began enthusiastically expressing her
vnbounded enjoyment of the west, and
of the impressions gathered during
her journey. Suddenly the elder wom-
an glanced about and exclaimed,
langhingly, “Why, 1 had completely
forgotten. You have not yet met your
room-mate. Come out here, Naida;
this is my nlece, Phoebe Spencer.”

The girl thus addressed advanced,
& slender, graceful figure dressed in
white, and extended her hand shyly.
Miss Spéncer clasped it warmly, her
eyes upon the flushed, winsome face.

“And is this Naida Gillis!” she
eried. “I am so delighted that you
are still here, and that we are to be
T .ether., Aunt Lydia has written so
much about you that I feel as if we
must have known each other for
years., Why, how pretty you are!”

Naida's cheeks were burning, and
her eyes fe!l but she had never yet
succeeded in mnqutﬂng the blunt in-
dependence of her speech. “Nobody
else ever says s0,” she said, uneasily.
“Perhaps it's the light.”

Miss Spencer turned her about so
¢z to face the window. ."“Well, you
are,”” she announced, decisively. “I
guess 1 know; you've got magnificent
hair, and your eyes are perfectly won-
derful. You just don’t fix yourself up
right; Aunt Lydia never did have any
taste in sueh things, but I'll make a
new girl out of you. Let's go upstairs;
I'm simply dying to gee our room, and
get some of my dresses unpacked.
They must look mﬂnct trl:hta by this
time.”

They enm down perhaps an hour
later, hand in hand, and chattering
like old friends. The shades of early
evening were already falling across
the valley. Herndon had returned

honie from his day's wnrk and had

brought with him Rev. Howard Wyn-
kocp for supper. Miss Spencer viewed
the young man with approval, and im-
mediately became more than usually
vivacious in recounting the Incidents
of her long journey, together with her
early impressions of the western coun-
try. Mr. Wynkoop responded with an
interest far from being assumed.

“l have found it all so strange, so
unique, Mr. Wynkoop,” she explained.
“The country is like a new world to
me, and the people do not seem at all
like those of the east. They lead such
a wild, yntrammeled life. Everything
about seems to exhale the spirit of ro-
mance; don't you find it so?”

He smiled at her enthusiasm, his
glance of undisguised admiration on
her face. *“Icertainly recall some such
earlier conception,” he admitted.
“Those just arriving -from the environ-
ment of an older civilization perceive
merely the picturesquegelements; but
my later experiences have been de-
cidedly prosaic.”

“Why, Mr. Wynkoon' hnw
they be? Your work is heroie.
perfectly grand:
I vet seem to vield me a broader con-

could
It is

Why, the very men

ception of life and duty; they are so
brave, so modest, so active. Is—is
Mr. Moffat a member of your church?”

The minister cleared his throat, his
cheeks reddening. “Mr. Moffat? Ah,
no: not exaetly. Do you mean the

mine-owner, Jack Moffat?”

“Yes, I think so; he told me he
owned a mine—the Golden Rule the
pame was: the very choice in words
would seem to indicate his religious
pature. You have the only church in

Glencald. 1 understand. and I wonder

greatly ne has never jJoined you. But
perhaps he may be prejudiced against
your denomination, There I8 s0o much
narrowness in religion. But 1 left
every prejudice east of the Missourl”
she declared, laughingly, “every one,
social and religious. I'm going to be
a true westerner, from the top of my
head 0 the toe of my shoe. Is Mr.
MeNeil in your church?

The minister hesitated. “I really do
not recall the name,” he confessed at
last, reluctantly. *“I scarcely think 1
can have ever met the gentleman.”

- “Oh, you ought to; kg is so intense-
ly original, and his face is full of char-
acter. He reminds me of some old
paladin of the Middle Ages. You would
be interested in him at once. He Is
the foreman of the ‘Bar V' ranch,
somewhere near here.”

“Do you mean Billy McNeil, over on
Sinsiniwa creek?’ broke in Herndon.

“l think quite likely, uncle; wouldn't
he make a splendid addition to Mr.
Wynkoop's church?”

Herndon choked, his entire body
shaking with ill-suppressed enjoy-
ment. “I should imagine yes,” he ad-
mitted finally. “Billy McNeil—oh,
Lord! There's certainly a fine open-
ing for you to do some missionary
work, Phoebe."”

“Well, and I'm going to,” announced
the young lady, firmly. “I guess 1can

- read men’s characters, and I know all

Mr. McNell needs i8 to have some
one show an interest in him. Have
you & large church, Mr. Wynkoop?”

“Not large if judged from an east-
ern standpoint,” he confessed, with
some regret. “Our present member-
ship is composed of eight women and
three men, but the congregational at-*
tendance is quite good, and constantly
increasing.”

“Only €#zht women and threé men!”
breathlessly. “And you have been la-
boring upon this field for five years!
How could it be so small?

Wynkoop pushed back his chair,
anxious to redeem himself in the esti-
mation of this fair stranger.

“Miss Spencer,” he explained, “my
parish comprises this entire mining
region, and I am upen horseback
among the foothills and up in the
ranges for fully a third of my time.
The spirit of the mining population,
as well as of the cattlemen, while not
actually hostile, is ome of indifference
to religiouss thought. For three long
years 1 worked here without even a
church organization or a building; and
apparently without the faintest en-
couragement. Now that we have a
nucleus gathered, a comfortable build-
ing erected and paid for, with an in-
creasing congregation, I begin to feel
that those seemingly barren five years
were not without spiritual value.”

She quickly extended her hands.
“Oh, it is so heroic, so self-sacrificing!
I am going to help you, Mr. Wynkoop,
in every way 1 possible can—I shall
certainly speak to both Mr. Moffat and
Mr. McNeil the very first opportunity.
I feel almost sure that they will join.”

The  unavoidable exigencies of a
clfoir practice compelled Mr. Wynkoop

(7o be continued)

HANNER.
(By W. W. Fink)
it was here in Indianner
That 1 sparked and married Hanner,
\Vhiﬂ?ia probably the reason
I've a story to relate;
Well, the world was all- agin me,
And there weren't no good luck to me
And my toes grew sore a-kickin’
‘Gm the horny shins of fate.

On the farm, somehow or other,
Storms kept chasing one a-nuther,
Till they trampled down my harvest
And they mildewed out my hay.
Still I'd time enough to gether
All my crops in purty weather
If 1 hadn't run for office,
Which (the office) ran away.

But my Hanner, in a manner,

Held aloft the family banner,
For she kept the pot a-biling;
Day and night she'd spin and weave,

While I kept “a-lectioneerin’,”

"Till the neighbors got to sneerin’,
Just because she made the livin’
And | thought we'd better leave.

Well, we kind o' took to roaming,
"Till we landed in Wyoming.
It's the most confounded kentry
That a Hoosier ever struck!
Injen-fighters, woman’s-righters, .
Long-nosed Yankees, pome-inditers—

I'm for business, bit what's busipess
Where none bu. fools have Tuck!

Fust 1 merchandized and busted
. Tl 1 couldn’t uv got trusted
For a plug of black terbacker,
Let alone a bag of flour;
But my Hanner went to cookin®
And fust thing 1 knowed she took in
Twenty boarders, and the money—
Goodness “sakes, she made a power!

Well, my life was growing sunny

With the shine of Hanner's money;
But the woman's-righters ran her
FFor a Jestice of the Peace,

-And you bet 1t riz my dander,

For to see her turnin’ gander,

Supercedin’ uv her husband
Leavin' him among the geese.

Bit the long-nosed pome-inditers,
Injen-fighters, woman's-righters,
‘Lected her; but you can bet your
Boots I did’t lectioneer, |
And 1 told her, that's what I did,
That 1'd finally decided
That the kentry wasn't healthy,
And we'd better come back here.

So we come to Indianner,

And I must confess that Hanner
Had electioneered so honest
That she hadn't spent a dollar.

And my life is once more sunny,

"Hanner's keerful of My money,

And she's now a modest female
Not ashamed her spouse to' foller.
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