









































CUSTER OF THE CAVALRY.

“ Mr. Britton,” he said formally,
“I am leaving the post at once under
sealed orders on some important duty.
General Custer allows me t6 choose my
subordinates. Tom Custer is one. If
'you care to go, you will be the other.
We shall be gone several days and
may see a little fighting.”

“Delighted to go anywhere with
you, sir, and thank you very much
indeed for giving rue the chance,” said
the hugely elated young man.

“ Better hurry. We are ready to
march now.” _

“It won’t take me five minutes to
shift into service uniform. You need
not wait for me. You can’t get far
enough away from the post in five
minutes for me not to see you, and
I will overtake you at once.”

As he ran toward his qnuarters
Britton’s mind work swiftly. Really,
if he were put to it and if Larry Cor-
coran, his striker, were on hand,
which he happened to be, he could
dress in two and .one-half miunutes,
and that would give him two and a
half minutes to see Barbara Manning
again. -

As he figured, it so happened.
Dashing up to Eversly’s quarters on
his horse, he threw open the door and,
feeling that the shortness of time at
his disposal would warrant him in a
summary entrance, he rushed into the
living-room. -

Mrs. Eversly and Barbara Manning
were both there and Eversly was with
them. They had been staring out of
the window at the troops moving
away.

Eversly had just come in from the
adjutant’s office, and although neither
he nor avy one knew what the object
of the expedition was, he, with every

ather officer of the regiment, was dis- -

appointed that he had not been chosen.

“I have just got two and a half
minutes before I go,” began Brifton.
“ Yates asked for me: Isnt it fine?
I don’t know where we’re going or
what for, but—"

"« There will be»;ianggf said Bar-

587
bara Manning, turning pale. “ You
may be killed.”

“No chance of that,” laughed

Britton. “ With Yates and Tom Cus-
ter and F troop we could ride through
the whole Sioux nation,” he said,
echoing a prevalent opinion.

“ You Awill be careful?” said the
girl.

“ Careful,” laughed the soldier, his
heart throbbing with pleasure at her
solicitude. ““ Why do you—"

“I don’t want any of my friends
to get hurt,” she said, striving to
cover up her admission.

“T'll do my best to take care of
this one, if I may be counted in the

‘group.”

““And meanwhile 'I won’t believe
anything against you.”

“'Thank you. Good-by.”

“Good-by and good iuck,” said
Captain Eversly, and in a moment he
was gone.

As he sprang to his horse and
trotted down the street. he was
stopped hy a woman on the sidewalk.
At other times and under other cir-
cumstances .the sight of that woman
would have set his pulses dancing and
his heart beating, and it was not with-
out its power to move him now, but
there was some little annoyance in his
mind as well. :

In the first place, he was in plain
view of the window of Eversly’s liv-
mg—room, from which he was morally
certain that Barbara Mannhing was
watching him. And this, taken to-
gether with his betrayal of his inter-
est in Frances Grahson by his impul-
sive use of her name, and the gossip
which had been poured into her ear
by some one, her sister, probably, the
lieutenant felt would not do h:m any
particular good.

Nevertheless, he reined in his horse
promptly and leaged to the ground
like the cotirteous gentleman he was.

She was small and blond and blue-
eyed- and red-cheeked and Beautiful,
but- there was a sadness in her face
and bearing, strangely out of place
























CUSTER OF THE CAVALRY.

Iron, Horn, the head chief of that clan,
and that they daren’t let him go; that
you will have to give him up.”

“Tell him that I will not give him
up, and that I don’t care to talk with
them any longer. Squadron, atten-
tion!”

“ Wait a minute, captain,” said Mee-
kins. “It won't do no harm to hear
what he's got to say.”

“ Not another minute,” said Yates.
“You see how they are crowding
around us already.”

“ He says he will give two men for
Rain-in-the-Face, three, four. He’ll
let you take your pick,” said Meekins
rapidly.

“ Not for a million!”

‘“ But, captain—"

“ Squadron, forward march!” said
Yates, riding to the head of the men.

They had their guns out and were
ready to shoot. They wanted the
chance, too. Meekins saw that he
could do nothing more. He said so
to the fierce old chief, who looked the
hatred he felt.

‘“Let nobody fire until I say the
word; but if I do, give it to them right
and left,” said the captain handling his
own pistol.

But the Indians gave way sullenly
hefore the forward movement of the
soldiers, There was no great chief
present.

If Iron Horn himself had been there,
or Gall or Crow King or Crazy Horse,
there might have been a battle. As it
was, the soldiers got free.

The men in the rear platoon faced
about from time to time, presenting
their weapons, and thus they kept the
crowding Indians back. '

They retired in alternate sections,
and finally succeeded in getting away
without a shot being fired. It was a
fine piece of work on the part of Yates,
and much enhanced his reputation for
dealing finely with difficult and danger-
ous situations.

Now was seen the wisdom of Par-
kins in not taking any part in the game,
for if he had done go, whey the soldiers
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had left the Indians would assuredly
have killed him. ;

Indeed, he thought it best to shut up
the store for that afternoon, and to
summon his employees as a guard as a
measure of precaution.

CHAPTER V.
The Red Heart.

MEEKINS joined the troops when

they had got some distance across
the prairie and the Indians had given
over any pursuit.

“T tell you,” said. Meekins, riding
with Yates and Tom Custer and the
other officers at the head of the com-
mand, “‘ that was handsomely done by
both you gents. Mr. Britton has told
me all about what went on in the
store.”

He looked admiringly at young Cus-
ter. “I didn’t think you could have
done it.”

“I think we were fortunate to get
away without a battle,” said Yates.

“If there’d been a shot fired I'm
thinkin’ none of us would have got
away at all,” said Meekins gravely.

““ Why, that brave could have eaten
me up,” said Custer, “if I hadn’t
caught him at such a disadvantgge.
Whew! My arms ache yet, and the
corporal feels worse. I didn’t believe
a human being could put such a strain
upon them. He could have got the
better of the two of us in the end.”

He looked back admiringly at the
dark and saturnine prisoner who had
so well showed them the quality of his
strength and courage that it made them
almost forget his crimes for the mo-
ment.

“You'll be a marked man, Cap'n
Custer,” said old Meekins gravely, fol-
lowing that look which again the
Sioux returned with a bitter animosity
he was at no pains to conceal.

“T ’vise you to watch out for him.
That brute of a Sioux ain’t goin’ to
forgit your part in the transaction.
For. that matter, he ain’t goin’ to for-


















CUSTER OF THE CAVALRY.

her just because another woman had
come on the scene.

And yet the life he sought to take
Frances Granson away from showed
him the peril in a life from which love
was absent. Loving him as she did
he felt that he could not confess that
he cared nothing for her except as a
devoted and admiring. friend, that all
he had felt for ber had been sympathy.

And yet would it not hurt her worse
in the end if they tried to live together
and she found out the real state of his
affections, as she was bound to do, too
late?

A proud woman, Mrs. Granson had
gradually ‘withdrawn herself from so-
ciety, as much as any one could in a
small post; and he had been her only
comfort and support.

That was the reason she did not
suspect Barbara Manning. In short,
Britton was in too deep to withdraw.
Yet withdraw he must, for all the love
in his heart was for Barbara Manning.
That young lady treated him with a
high hand indeed. ’

Phillips and Morrison seemed to be
in the running and he out of it com-
pletéely. He had flattered himself that
some little glory from the dashing
capture of Rain-in-the-Face might
have made him a welcome suitor at
Captain Eversly’s, and indeed he had
been welcome at first.

If he had been able to devote him-
self single-heartedly to Barbara Man-
ning all might have been well, but he
could not break away from Frances
Granson. He had to divide his time
between the two women. '

Never for a moment did the latter
suspect that she had lost his affection;
but she knew that something was the
matter and she was miserable in the
thought. -

She was jealous of Barbara Man-
ning, too, and of every other woman
at whom her lover looked. And yet
there had been nothing upon which she
could ‘put her finger or accuse him.
She did not dare accuse him, anyway.

She was afraid tc(§1t8?3 gl%tie.
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Britton, she had slowly observed,
was with Barbara Manning often, but
in a regimental post everybody was
thrown more or less intimately with
everybody else; and Barbara Man-
ning’s favors were impartially dis-
tributed. If any officer were distin-
guished over another it was thought
to be Morrison, or perhaps Phillips.

Barbara Manning herself was very
unhappy. She really cared more for
the young lieutenant than she would
have admitted, and that he gave a mo-
ment’s time to Mrs. Granson was al-
most more than she could bear.

Perhaps if she had spoken or voiced
her complaint he might have broken
with the other whatever betided, but
she did not. She could not speak.

What to do with that leave of ab-
setice was the problem that perplexed
Tony Britton as he rode quietly out on
the parade that morning. Should he
avail himself of it?

Should he tell Mrs. Granson?

Would she take advantage of the leave
and of her husband’s absence to go
away? Would he go with her?
Would he boldly .refuse the leave of
absence, remain at the post and let her
take her own course? Was that pos-
sible ?
- Was it worth while to pursue his
apparently more or less hopeless suit
of Barbara Manning any further?
Would it be better to do this or that
or the other?

Immersed in deep thought he me-
chanically turned the corner of a
building and the whole parade lay be-
fore him. It was late in February, but
there had been a- brief warm season
and the snow had melted. The level
parade was rather soft, but dry
enough not to be muddy.

As he turned the corner his atten-
tion was instantly aroused by a wom-
an’s scream. It was followed by
shouts and cries from many men.
Across the parade he saw a woman on
a runaway horse.

One glance told him that it was Bar-
bara Manning. She was riding a
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though its width was close on eighteen
inches, she grasped at the wall in
deadly fear of losing her foothold.

“Take my hand and look not be-
low,” whispered Bakshu.

Thus supported she crept after him.

The path sloped downward; it was
uneven and sometimes inclined danger-
ously toward the edge. More than
once Jacynth thought she must over-
balance and plunge headlong to her
death. Panting, she hugged the wall.

But step by step with a vice-like
grip on Bakshu’s strong hand she kept
on.

The ledge dipped, then ended. It
seemed to her that beyond it lay only
dark space, waiting to engulf them
both.

Here Bakshu stopped, gently dis-
engaged his hand and faced about.
Stooping, his feet sought rough steps
in the masonry.

Then reaching up he gave her his
hand again, supporting her while she
came slowly down the declivity.

The descent seemed interminable.
The steps, such as they were, lay in
deep shadow. No two were of the
same height. As often as not he had
to hold her feet and direct them.

One false step, she knew, would
mean disaster for herself and him. It
was not a thought to give way to.

She was trembling in every limb, al-
most exhausted, when the descent
abruptly ended.

Dimly she made out a square and
level space, and with her back to the
wall, collapsed to her knees. Her
breath was coming in short quick
stabs, she was weak with exertion and
sickening fear, but the level space and
the cessation of movement were like
a reprieve,

Bakshu, too, was glad of the rest.
He had felt the double strain upon his
muscles.

For a little while he leaned against
the wall waiting for a renewal of
strength.

Here, the outer edge of the masonry
was  broken by/\foliage. When
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Jacynth had recovered sufficiently to
notice anything she got the impression

. that it belonged to some tough and

tenacious creeper. A glance upward
moreover told her that quite half the
descent was over.

She was vaguely associating the two
ideas when Bakshu made a movement.

“ Now, for a little while I go.” he
said. “ Rest here and be not afraid.
I will return with a rope to assist thee
down.”

She nodded, and he went, letting
himself down by the creeper. The

. rustle of its leaves proclaimed his

progress. -

It was slow but apparently safe, for
not once did the snap of a bough reach
her.

Presently it ceased. The silence of
the night enveloped her.

At first, in spite of her perilous
position, she welcomed tHe rest.. But
as the minutes went by and Bakshu
Tanan made no sign, an eery feeling
came over her.

Here she was, perched in space, un-
able to go forward or back, waiting
for one who was over-long in coming.

Perhaps he was not coming! Per-
haps he had deserted her.

She fell a victim to almost childish
panic, and had-to fight down a scream
that rose in her throat. If the situa-
tion continued much longer she felt
she would be in danger of losing her
head.

It seemed years before the blessed
rustle of leaves again fell on her ear.

Faint at first, it momentarily in-
creased; accompanied by other.sounds :
the scrape of fekt against rock, the in-
take of deep breaths, and she kiew
that Bakshu Tanan was mounting to-
ward her.

Presently his _head and shoulders
appeared over the edge of the wall.

Wigh a last heave he raised himself.
and stood beside her a little winded
from the exertion of the climb. Then
from his waist he unwound a length
of rope, tied a loop at one end of it
and adjusted it under her shoulders.
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A glance at the sundial in the court-
yard told him that it wanted but an
hour to noon.

. The maharajah pulled himself to-
gether. He hurried on to his own
quarters.

The first thing he did there was to
fortify himself thh the best part of
a bottle of champagne. It remedied
the odd taste left in his mouth by
Kathbela’s wine, but it took away his
appetite. e could not face the meal
that seven menials iset before him.
Instead of eating he installed himself
in a corner of the courtyard with his
matutinal pipe and dose of opium,
and sent for Rajanath, who should
have been in attendance already for
the customary game of pachisi.

Rajanath came, but not to play
‘pachisi. His turban was crooked and
his clothes disordered. His undistin-
guished features expressed the great-
est dismay.

On him devolved the offteial and
domestic management of the palace.
He was responsible for everything,
from the commissariat to the crown
jewels. And but an hour ago he had
made the appalling discovery that the
chief gem.in his king’s collection of
valuables, Jacynth to wit, was miss-
ing
To say that he was fnghtengl/does
not properly express his feelings. He
dreaded being dismissed from his
lucrative post more than death itself.

The maharajah frowned at his
disheveled appearance.

“Why comest thou in the guise of
a sweeper?” he demanded. “ Art
thou distraught? ”

Rajanath threw himself on the
ground. His turban rolled off and his
back hair came down. He was quite
oblivious of his ridiculous appear-
ance.

“Wo! Wo!” he wailed. “We
are betrayed! They have outwitted
even Rajanath, who slumbers with
hoth eyes open. They are fled.
Search has been ‘made everywhere
They are not within the wallg! %

instructions.
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“ Cease thy noise,” thundered the
maharajah. “ Who hath gone? And
since when?”

“ Her highness, thy daughter, and
the servant, Narain. For two hours
have I caused search to be made!”

“For two hours?” The mahara-
jah was furious. “ And why was the
news not brought to me on the in-
stant? Because thou didst think to
escape my wrath if thou couldst dis-
cover them? Fool! Miserable apé!
Meat for crows!”

Rajanath cringed and whined and
wrung his hands.

The maharajah lashed himself into
an ungovernable rage. The unfor-
tunate creature drowned in the tor-
rent of it. No invective was so strong
but that it was not capped in the riext
breath.

In the past, present and the future
Rajanath, his forebears and his
descendants, were cursed uncondi-

-tionally and exhaustively.

““Which way have they gone?”
panted the maharajah, when wind
rather than words failed him.

“I know not, Heavenborn! But
on the further bank facing the queen’s
apartmente there are ‘the marks of
horses’ hoofs—of three horses, and
beneath the queen’s window there is
broken masonry and creeper which
has become torn away from 1ts
mother-wall. Yet that the queen is
concerned with the escape is not
credible, for last night thou wert with
her and of a surety thou wouldst
have been a witness of it.” * -

Such logic should have been irre-
futable, but the maharajah saw the
flaw in it.

He had slept. He had done noth-’

_ing but sleep. To save his own face:

he would not admit as much to Ra-
janath, or that he suspected his own
queen. .

This reticence had the effect of
redoubling his fury. He bawled out
Men and horses were to
set out instantly and search for the
fugitives. They were to split them-
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the unsophisticated, the simple, and
warned them that the bubble of civili-
zation had burst as effectually as if it
had been made of soap.

Angus read it all, and it impressed

him. The possibilities were enormous.
He pictured the state of chaos he
and Hendrie had so often discussed,
which might occur in a vast country,
with a simple trunk route of communi-
cation running through it.

Further, his mind flew to the coming
of the harvest. It was less than two
weeks off. He read on:

The strikers hold the track from the At-
lantic Ocean to the Pacific, and it is under-
stood that if the railroad company attempts
to transport either passengers or freight,
under military escort, at a given signal the
permanent way will be torn up at hun-
dreds of different points all along the line.
Thus, even the mails will be held up. The
intention of the strikers is to paralyze the
entire trade of the country.

Angus looked from the paper at his
message to Alexander Hendrie, and his
pursed lips emitted a low whistle.

‘It looks like—" .

'He was muttering to himself of the
impossibility of the millionaire’s re-
turn, when the door communicating
with the house was unceremoniously
flung open, and Phyllis hurried in.

“ Mr. Moraine,” she cried, a little
breathlessly, holding out a telegraph
slip. “I want you to get this off at
once. I don’t want to send it by any
of the house servants. It's to Mr.
Hendrie. He—he—must come- back
at once.” .

Angus scowled. He took the paper
and began to read the message, but
Phyllis gave him no time to finish it.

“He must get right back,” she
declared passionately.  ““ It’s—it’s—
Mrs. Hendrie. I've just left Dr. Fra-
ser.” Suddenly tears leaped into her
distressed eyes. “He says—if—if
we are to save her she’ll need to be
—be operated on right away. Oh, it’s
awful! You—you must just get him
back, and he must bring a specialist
with him.  Ah—uw@iy’ '5le

was staring out down the trail.
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Angus pointed at the newspaper.
Its head-lines were staring up from the
desk in all their painful crudity.

“See that?” he demanded in his
sharp way. ‘There.” He pointed at
the paragraph relating to the transport
of passengers. “I don’t see how he
is to get back here with a doctor or
anything else. He’s wanted here for
other things, too, but—"

‘“ Other things? ”

The man nodded.

“We’ll have a strike here of our
own—to-night.  All hands.”

But the girl was devouring the news.
As she read, her heart sank and hope
was dashed.

“But he must, he must, -he must
come,” she cried desperately. “ Don’t
you understand? It means Mrs. Hen-
drie’s life. Don’t sit there -staring.
Do something. You—you've got to
get him here somehow—with a—a
surgeon.” '

He leaned forward in his seat.

“ Easy, girl,” he cried. “You got
to keep cool. You see, Hendrie's
hung up—same as other folks. The
wire’s still open. Now, see here, if
we've got time, maybe he can make it
in an automobile. You find out what
time the Doc gives her, and I'll wire.
You see, sometimes these things—
What’s that?” )

Angus held up a hand and sat lis-
tening.

Far away, it seemed, a low, soft
note droned in through the open win-
dow. Suddenly the man went to the
outer door and flung it open. The
girl followed and stood beside him.
The sound grew louder. At last the
man shook his head ominously.

“That’s Hendrie’s automobile,” he
said. “If he’s in it—there’s a poor
chance of getting a surgeon from
Winnipeg.”

But Phyllis made no answer. She
Then
she cried out:

“ Look, look!
drie!”

A few moments later the great ma-

It is— Mr. Hen-
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“It was I told them,” cried Kitty
quickly and tremulously. She felt as
if she were being ground to pieces
between this stony pair.

“'They tortured him to get it *out
of him! Look at him! He can scarcely
stand. You would have told them
yourself.”

“He tell you?” asked Nahnya re-
morselessly. ,

Kitty’s voice began to escape from
her control. )

““ He was out of his head,” she said.
“It was when he first came. I told
you that. He told me in his fever.
He didn’t know what he was saying.”

Ralph turned on Kitty.

“1 didn’t bring you here to defend
me,” he said harshly.

This was the last straw. Kitty
turned from them and wept bitterly.
Neither Nahnya nor Ralph regarded
her.

Nahnya said dully: “ What matter
who tell? It come, anyway. Always
I know that.”

There was a silence, broken only by
Kitty struggling to master her sobs.
Nahnya studied the ground with a line
between *her brows, and Ralph looked
at Nahnya.

““What are you going to do?” he
asked finally.

Nahnya flung up her head.

“Fight!” she said.

Ralph’s dull eyes brightened.

“ We pulled the bridge over to this
side of the hole after we crossed it,”
he said eagerly.

She nodded brief approval.

“It will take them time to bring
logs to make another. I will think

all to do. You take some rest.”
Nahnya issued her orders, and
"Ahahweh took Kitty in clarge. St.

Jean Bateese led Ralph to his teepee,
and Marya came and dressed his shoul-
der and made a sling for his arm.
They left-him to sleep, but Ralph lay
watching through the teepee opening;
and when he saw Nahnya start off in
the direction of the cave with a rifle
under her arm, he ffqllowe .

~l A~

" Cree.
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Nahnya ordered him to return.
“‘They not come long time yet; maybe
not till to-morrow. Anyway, you
can’t fire a gun. Get your sleep.”

“There’s no use talking about it,”
Ralph said stubbornly.

Nahnya shrugged and went on.

Kitty was likewise on the watch.
She followed.a little way after Ralph.
Nahnya frowned, but said nothing.

Nahnya took up her post on the
rocks above the entrance to the cave.
She told Ralph coldly that she had de-
cided to make her stand here. He
approved it;' her enemies must issue
one by one into the daylight below.

She had armed St. Jean Bateese and
Charley with rifles, she said, and the
two boys had their bows and arrows.
They were all coming directly with
blankets, food, and ammunition suffi-
cient for a siege, if required.

They prepared. for a long wait.

Ralph sat down in the grass a little
removed from Nahnya and bowed his
head on his knees. By and by he fell
over like an inanimate object and slept
as he lay. Kitty sat still farther away,
like an humble dependent.

She nursed ther knees and stared
over the valley with tear-stained, lack-
luster eyes.

Ralph was awakened by a sharp ex-
clamation from Nahnya. She had
raised and pointed the gun; but held
her fire. Kitty knelt in the grass with
her hands pressed over her ears, terri-
fied in prospect by the expected shot.

Ralph ran to the edge of the rocks
and looked over. Philippe Boisvert
had just issued out of the cave. He
held his hands over his head and came
climbing up the rocks in that attitude.

Arrived within a dozen yards, the
half-breed began to speak eagerly in
His eyes burned on Nahnya
strangely. At the sound of his voice

" surprise broke through the mask of her

face.

“ Philippe!” she murmured.

‘A flame of jealousy made Ralph’s
cold breast alive again. He had
thought he was past all feeling.
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“ No,” she murmured.

Kitty's voice came back sharp and
peremptory: “ Ralph!” '

“I tell you soon,” Nahnya said
swiftly. She hastened to catch up
with the others.

Arriving at length at the cleft’
whence a little gray daylight filtered
into the cave, Philippe quenched the
torch in the loose sand on the floor.

They started through the narrow
place in the same order; Philippe, then
Kitty. As Ralph was about to follow
Nahnya laid a hand on his arm.

“I stay here,” she murmured.

He flung about. “ Nahnya!—is this
—the end?” he faltered.

“Listen!” she whispered swiftly.
“When Jim Sholto get his daughter
back he not want stay in Joe Mixer’s
camp no more. He make a new camp,
I think.

“ Maybe he go down by the river.
But it is too late to start on the river
to-night. He mus’ camp. When they
are asleep, you lie down a little way
from them. Lie in the trail where I
can find you easy—"

“ Nahnya!”

“I will come,” she

whispered.
“ Now go; go quickly!”

CHAPTER XXII.

Renunciation.

DALPH followed Philippe and Kitty
through the narrow cleft in the
rock, and the three of them stood
huddled together at the bottom of the
hole.
The opening was like an eye looking
down on them. Philippe sent Kitty
aloft by means of the -pine trunk.

Looking at Ralph, he scratched his -state!

head in perplexity. How to get him
out with his arms bound was the ques-
tion.

“Untie me,” said Ralph mildly.
“T'll let you tie me again.”

This sudden tractability aroused
Philippe’s suspicions. He debated the
matter scowlingly. However, Ralph,
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deprived of the use of his right arm,
was not a formidable antagonist, and
the half-breed decided to chance it.

As Ralph climbed he followed close
at his heels, and quickly sccured him
again at the top.

They made their way down the bed
of the ravine. No more than Philippe
could Kitty understand the new light
in Ralph’s eyes. She glanced at him
covertly, wondering with a fresh pang
of jealousy what had taken place be-
hind her back.

Ralph was walking on air.

He had suffered so much that he
snatched at the prospect of happiness,
however fleeting. Both the immediate
danger and the hopeleéss future were
put out of his mind; it was enough for
him that Nahnya had promised to
come to him; she was one to keep her
word!

Jim Sholto saw -them coming, and
ran down the bank to embrace his
daughter. Kitty’s answering welcome
was not overwarm; she was too bitter-
ly concerned with another matter. Jim,
hurt by her coldness, and aseribing it
to its cause, turned angrily on Ralph.

“ You young blackguard!” he cried.
“You'll stoop to use a helpless girl to
further your evil ends, will you?”

Poor Kitty, all day the helpless
plaything of ‘circumstances, asserted
herself at last. She forced herself be-
tween the two men. :

“1If you abuse him any more I shall
hate you!” she cried to her father,
with an outbreak of passion that sur-
prised Rerself. ‘It was not his fault
at all! I set him loose of my own free
will out of common humanity, which
you lacked! He sent -me back, but I
would not let him go alone in such a
I keep telling you it’s Annie
Crossfox he’s in love with. He has
made no pretenses to me!”’

“Where’s your pride? ” cried Jim.

“It's you who won’t let me have
any pride!” she flashed back at him.
“ Never speak of this again!”

He took her arm. “ Come away,”
he said grimly.
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affected to go to sleep. The others
were obliged to resign themselves as
best they could to wait.

Meanwhile Jim Sholto was in a
quandary.

He could not bear to have Kitty
camping with that rough crew, and he
was jealous of leaving her a moment
alone with Ralph, yet he could not tear
himself away from the vicinity with
such riches waiting to be gathered.

In his mind he compared the ease
of washing gold in a stream with the
strenuous labor of smelting ore in little
home-made furnaces.

He compromised with himself by es-
tablishing his camp a few hundred
yards away from Joe's. It was the
spot where the operation had been per-
formed on old Marya’s arm.

Ralph was secretly gladdened by the
choice of the spot.

It was not far for Nahnya to come.
During the rest of the afternoon Ralph
and Kitty slept. Jim occupied-himself
in building a shelter of branches to
house Kitty throughout the night.

There was not much conversation
around this camp-fire. It irked Ralph
to be obliged to accept Jim’s grim hos-
pitality, but there was no help for it.

Immediately after supper Kitty dis-
appeared within her shelter, and Jim
soon lay down in his blanket athwart
the entrance. He made no objection
to Ralph’s dragging his bed to a little
distance. If Ralph had escaped alto-
gether Jim would have been only too
well pleased.

When Jim’s snores began to displace
the heavy stillness of the forest Ralph
rose and dragged his blankets still far-
ther away. A

Jim had tied him in such a manner
that his left arm was free from the
elbow. He arranged his bed directly
in the trail and lay down to wait. It
was about nine o’clock.

It would not be dark until after ten.
He knew that Nahnya could not ven-
ture out of the cave until then, and
that he must give her time to make a
détour of the other camp.
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He lay in a kind of fever watching
for evidences of darkness with avid
eyes. One cannot measurc the subtle
stages of the passing of day any better
than its coming.

It goes and it comes and all is said.

Thus to Ralph, counting the crawl-
ing minutes, it seemed as if the bright
sky clung obstinately to its brightness,
and as if the dim, spacious aisles of
the forest refused to grow dinuuer.
Losing patience at last, he closed his
eyes and tossed restlessly. 1When he
opened them again, behold! it was
nearly dark.

His heart began to beat and his
mouth went dry.

In every whisper of the leaves he
thought he heard the brush of her
skirt. The tiny, furry footfalls that
began to stir among the pine-needles
suggested her creeping moccasins, now
on this side, now that. A dozen times
he started to a sitting position, sure he
heard her, only to fall back disap-
pointed.

The thought that something might
finally prevent her from coming turned
him sick with apprehension.

She came as softly as a breath
through the forest and dropped on her
knees beside him without his having
heard her coming. .

His eyes were well used to the dark-
ness, and he could make her out faint-
ly; her graceful head outlined against
a patch of sky overhead, her two hands
pressed hard to her breast in a way
that he knew. He heard, or fancied
he heard, her heart’s quick beating. A
great peace succeeded the torture of
suspense. :

“You’ve come!” he breathed.

“I am mad! I am foolish!” she
faltered.

He apprehended that the slightest
thing would send her flying back again.
By turning a little he managed to
1r_each her hand to pull it down to his
ips. , .

Her fingers crept eagerly inside his
as she had never allowed them to do
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before. She had confessed nothing
with her voice yet, but her whole being
breathed- a passionate warmth over

him that made him dizzy with hap-

piness,

“ Nahny2, darling, untie my hands,”
he whispered.

“No!” she said tremulously.

He pleaded with her urgently.

Her trembling hand stroked his
cheek with a touch like flower petals.
“ Ah, do not make me fight you now,”
she begged. “1I so tire of fighting you,
Ralph. You know, if I let you free,
you not let me go back. I must go
back! Do not make me sorry I come!”

“'This is harder to bear than Joe
Mixer’s tortures,” he bitterly com-
plained.

“1If you say that I must go now,”
she whispered sadly.

It terrified him. “ No! No! Any-
thing you want!” he said swiftly.

“ Let me stay quiet by you a little,”
she whispered. “Let me love you
quiet a little.”

“Tell me you love me, and I'm
satisfied,” he said.

She sank down beside him and
kissed him softly ot the lips. “1T love
you! I love you! I love you!” she
murmured with such passion as he had
never dreamed of hearing on the lips
nf a woman. “I love you the first
time I see you! Always it near kill me
to make out I do not love you! I love
you till I diel”

They were silent for a space, cling-
ing to each other cheek to cheek in the
darkness, their breasts tossing on
stormy sighs.

He said brokenly at last: * Nahn-
ya, this is the strongest thing in the
world. Nothing else matters. You
‘must not leave me!” _

She partly raised herself and put a
gentle hand over his mouth.

“In your heart you know I mus’
go,” she whispered. “In your heart
you know ver’ well there mus’ not be
anything between you and me! Do not
spoil our little time together by speak-
ing of it!”

> T .
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His head rolled impatiently on the
ground. “T cannot live without you,”
he muttered. ““I will not live without
you!”

“Yes, you will,” she said softly.
“You will promise me now to live the
best life you can. Because I am going
to live, and always I want think of
you living brave and happy and curing
the sick!”

“ Happy!” he said bitterly.

“It will come,” she said with quiet
certainty.

She lay down beside him again, on
the edge of his blanket, but not touch-
ing him, except that she caught his free
hand and pressed it hard to her cheek.

“ Often I am think the same,” she
whispered. “1I think what is the use
of living a life like mine! But always
something stop me from ending it.
Something make me to go on living,
sad as life is. Death is for those who
are shamed, I think. I am not shamed.

. You are not shamed.”

“You're braver than I1,” he mur-
mured.

“You'’re plenty brave,” she whis-
pered, kissing his hand. “ To-day I
see you think you are shamed because
you think you bring trouble on me.
You think you will jus’ step off the
little bridge—"

‘“How did you know that?™ he
cried, astonished. - ~

“1 see it in your eyes,” she said
simply. “I love you. Often I know
what you are thinking. That is why
I say I come to-night. I want tell you
I love youl ,

“I want tell you I think you are
strong and brave. I glad you love me!
I glad you love me hard enough to
come back when I tell you no. I not
sorry for anything. It is not your
fault that the other men come after
you, or that you told the secret when
you were sick. Co

“ That was going to happen. Such
things are not understood by us. You
mus’ not be shamed. I not have you
shamed, because you are my brave,
good man!”
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"“You're an angel of comfort,” he
murmured. “I was ashamed!”
“ Promise me now that you will

make the best life you can,” she whis-
pered.

“1 promise,” he said.

Her quiet voice broke. ‘Oh, my
darling love!”” she cried. * Always,

always I will be thinking of you!
Wherever you are my spirit will go to
you to love you and make you happy.
You are my husband and my baby,

too! Oh!I cannot speak more! How
can I let you go! How can I let you
go! ”

She clung to him, her warm tears

running down his face.

He could not speak. He soothed her
s11ently She fought down the sobs.
By and by she sald quamtly

“That is over.’

“ Nahnya,” he said, “ put your hand
in my right-hand pocket.”

Her hand closed over the jewel on
the chain.

“I brought it for you,”
“ Wear it always.”

When she got her breath back she
partly raised herself and said: “ An-
other promise, Ralph.”

“ What?”

“ Kitty.”

He moved restlessly.

“Be good to her,”
“ She is jus’ sweet.”

“ Impossible! ” he said.
much mixed up in this.
to see her again!”

“By and by maybe you change,”
said Nahnya softly. “If it was not
for me you would marry Kitty. She is
the one for you.”

“ Never!” cried Ralph.

The soft hand was clapped over his
mouth again.

“Do not swear it!” she said.
“ Who can tell how you feel by and
by? Take what comes. You will like
her, I think. Not like this—"

Her voice shook again.

“I not want it just like this. But
it will be good. And if you feel kind
to her you will remember that I wished

he said.

she pleaded.

“ She’s too
I never want
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it, and it will not be false to me.
Promise me if you feel good and kind
to Kitty you will marry her!”

“ It will never be!” he cried.

“ Then what harm to promise me?”’
she said quickly. ‘It male me a little
happy.” _

“Very well, if I change I will marry
her,” he said sullenly. “But I will
never change!”

“Kitty will be good to you,” mur-
mured Nahnya. “ And watch you and
take care of you almost as good as me.
Kitty—will have babies! I think of
that—it is a pain and a gladness, too!”

“Nahnya!” he cried, “you hurt
me!”

She clung to him again.

“No!” she breathed in a voice as
tender and thrilling as starlight; “ my
love will not hurt you; it will make
you strong! It will be a more wonder-
ful love because we cannot be together.
It will be more real than what you seec!

“It will shelter you like a house
over your head and comfort you like a
fire in winter! Whenever you close
your eyes I will be there, waiting for
you! Good-by, my brave man—my
darling love!”’

She was gone before he realized she
was going.

CHAPTER XXIIL
The Last Scene.

: JOE MIXER and his men sat up late

counting the golden harvest they
expected to reap; consequently the next
morning the sun was high in the sky
before the fat man woke.

The instant consciousness returned
to him he thought of “ Gold! ¥ sprang
up in his mind as if written in letters
of the metal. He sat up, knuckling the
sleep from his eyes. Instead of the
breakfast that usually awaited him he
saw Crusoe and Stack still slumbering
beside him.

He awakened them with no gentle
urgency.

“ What's the matter with you? ” he
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and giddy all over, and his legs almost
refused to support him. A strange
sense of unreality took possession of
his mind.

_ A little group of curious persons
had begun to gather about him, and
he stared back into their faces with
unseeing eyes, quite unaware of the
commotion he was causing. It was
not until he felt a heavy touch on his
elbow that he succeeded in recalling
himself to rational thought.

“Would you like to return to your
room, sir?” A liveried flunky was
addressing him.

“Yes,” said Buckstaff dully. .

For the first time he remembered
that he was still wearing his evening
clothes, and he became unpleasantly
aware of the attention he was attract-
ing. He felt ‘his ears growing warm
as he stooped to pick up the fallen
newspaper; but he gathered himself
together and, with all the self-posses-
sion he could muster, started back to
the elevator.

The ‘onlookers drew to one side to
let him pass, and then the embarrass-
ing silence was broken by a murmur
of amused voices behind him, “ Piped
as a penguin, poor devil!” was the
last word of comment he caught as he
darted into the elevator.

As soon as he had regained his
rooms Buckstaff sat down and re-
opened the newspaper. His own name
confronted him violently in the head-
line:

BUCKSTAFF-GARDNER. TIED
WITHOUT PAPA.

Society Belle, in Defiance of Parents, Marries Poor
Maa — Weddiag Performed with No
Guests Present,

There followed a full column in
which the wedding was joyously
described; the reporter dwelling with
apparently the greatest delight upon
the absence of the bride’s parents and
the seeming happliness of the bride
‘when,she definitely cast away from her

\
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wealthy people and gave herself to a
plain American who worked on a
salary.

The story of the ceremony was re-
counted in detail, not even forgetting
the action of the bride in waving a
friendly hand to the reporters as she
drove away with her husband in a
hired taxicab.

Buckstaff read the account through
in a sort of daze. The story seemed
to carry conviction with it. It was
evidently written by some one who
knew what he was talking about; and
yet the whole thing was too prepos-
terous for credence. >

Unquestionably the marriage could
not have been performed when the
bridegroom had been lying uncon-
scious in his hotel room during the
entire night. The enigma. was too
much for him, and finally, with an ex-
clamation of hopeless perplexity, he
crumpled up the newspaper and stum-
bled to the telephone.

‘He gave the operator the number
of Beryl’s apartment and waited with
thumping heart. He stood with the
receiver to his ear for a long time,
but there was no response. With
growing apprehension he repeated the
number. Still there was no answer.

After nerve-racking monients he in-
spected the telephone directory and
then called Paxton Gardner’s resi-
dence. This time the reply was
prompt. He gave his name and asked
anxiously to speak with Beryl’s
mother,

There was several minutes’ delay,
and then a voice at the other end of
the line told him that Mrs. Gardner
refused to have anything to say to
him. And before he could ask a sin-
gle question a cutting ‘ Good-by ”
was snapped into his ear and he heard
the receiver click back upon the hook.

Buckstaff backed away from the
phone and stood for a moment in
dreadful uncertainty. Then, with sud-
den fierce energy, he began tearing off
his evening clothes. Hat, overcoat,
waistcoat, dress shirt, shoes—he
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slipped out of them any way, scatter-
ing the pieces over the floor, wherever
they happened to fall.

He dug a light business suit out of -

his trunk, and in no time at all he had

redressed himself, and seizing a soft’

hat he jerked it over his eyes and
sprinted down the hallway to the ele-
vator.

Reaching the street, he summoned a
taxi, and, shouting Beryl’s address to
the chauffeur, he jumped inside.

The car started down Thirty-
Fourth Street toward Broadway, and
Buckstaff sank rigidly upon the cush-
ions, his legs gathered beneath him,
his fingers clutching the door handle
—ready to spring out the instant he
reached his destination.

They turned up-town through the
crowded shopping district, and Buck-
staff squirmed with impatience at
every crossing jam that momentarily
checked the reckless progress of the
taxi. He had worked himself into a
state of feverish anxiety when the
chauffeur finally swuni into a quiet
side street near the park and drew up
before a huge apartment-building.

The moment the car stopped Buck-
staff was on the sidewalk.

“T'll be back presently,” he shouted
to the driver and strode into the build-
ing. He knew where to find Beryl’s

apartment, and without waiting to

parley with the hall attendants he got
into the elevator and was carried up-
stairs. When he reached his fiancée’s
door he impetuously pushed the elec-
tric button and stood listening with
madly beating pulse.

The door opened almost immediate-
ly, and Buckstaff found himself con-
fronted by a tall, bony woman in a
gingham dress. He had never seen
her before. '

“Is Miss Gardner in?” demanded
Buckstaff anxiously.

The woman regarded him with su-
periority. “ There ain't any Miss
Gardner no more. She got married
last night, and now she’s off on her
honeymoon.”
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“ Are you positive?” He searched
her face wildly with his eyes.

‘“ Surest thing you know. Didn't I
see her leave here for the wedding
with my very own sight!” ,

He stared at the woman in stupefac-
tion. It seemed as though his mind
must have deserted him. ‘ Miss Gard-
ner married? ” he shouted. “ How?
When—"

“Don’t get excited about it, young
fellow.” The woman plainly disap-
proved of him. " “ You bet she’s mar-
ried, and the whole town’s talking
about it. If I was her mother—"

“ But who are you? ” he broke in,

The woman started to close the door.
“ If that’s any of your business, I’'m the
lady she hired to pack up her things for
her. She’s given up this apartment.”

“ Given it up!”

“ That’s what I said. And if you've
got any business with her you'd better
see her husband.” _

“Her husband?”” He felt that he
was choking. “Who in Heaven’s
name s her husband ? ” :

“His name is Buck—Buck some-
thing or other. Look in the papers..
Good-by!” And before he realized
her intention she had slammed the door
in his face.

Buckstaff’s first impulse was to force
his way back into the apartment; but,
on second thought, he decided that the
woman knew no more about the whole
mysterious affair than he himself. In
blank bewilderment he left the build-
ing and returned to his taxicab.

He climbed inside and ordered the
chauffeur to drive him to Greve’s
rooms, off down-town in the neighbor-
hood of Washington Square.

Greve was still in bed when the un-
happy bridegroom arrived; but Buck-
staff was in no mood to act on cere-
mony, and without even pausing to
knock, he pushed open the door and
flung himself into his best man’s sleep-
ing quarters. The young New Yorker
sat up in his pink pajamas with a start,
brushed his blond hair out of his eyes,
and stared curiously.
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other word he left the apartment and
started back to his hotel.

Buckstaff felt little relish at the
prospect of dinner, but when he
reached the Hanover he went directly
to the grill, realizing that an unfed
man is not the best counselor. He felt
that "he had a stubborn problem to
wrestle with, but he went at it man-
fully, along with the consommé,

The roast found him struggling
helplessly before the manifold troubles
that beset him, and a half-hour later
he gulped down his demi tasse with-
out having evolved a single plan to ex-
tricate himself from his hapless pre-
dicament. He lighted a cigar and sat
a while longer at the table in dismal
preoccupation.

After a time he got up and strolled
out into the lobby.

He stopped for a moment at the
desk, and was rather surprised to find
that a note had been left there for him.
The clerk handed him the envelope,
and he balanced it thoughtfully in his
fingers for an instant, looking curious-
ly at the typewritten superscription.

Then he tore it open and examined
the enclosure—a single sheet of coarse
paper.

He gave a short, muffled cry that
drew a startled glance from the clerk.
There were three sentences in the
note:

I am held by force at Prescott, Long
Island. Look for the third house from the
station on the right hand side. If you love
me come at once. BERYL.

The signature, like the rest of the
note, was typewritten.

Buckstaft wildly scanned the mes-
sage a second time, glanced again at
the envelope, and turned with whitened
face to the clerk.

“ When did this come?” he asked
excitedly.

“ Not more than three minutes ago,”

was the prompt answer.

“How was it delivered?”
., ““ A messenger brought it.”

The clerk looked at him -inquisitive-
ly, but Buckstaff~ ndidg’tt[)wait for
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further conversation. Cramming the
note into his pocket he hurried to the
street. An empty taxicab was stand-
ing near the hotel entrance, and he
opened the door and scrambled inside.

“ Do you know how to get to Pres-
cott, Long Island?” he called to the
chauffeur.

“ Surest thing,” responded the man.

‘““Then let's see how quick you can
get there!” cried Buckstaff.

Of the ride that followed Buck-
staff kept but few recollections. His
thoughts were too violently occupied
with other matters to permit his
noticing the events of the reckless
journey. :

One moment his terrified conjectures
of what might have happened to Beryl
drew him into the depths of anguish;
the next instant his senses were ex-
alted by the prospect of seeing her.
He was overcome with misgiving, in-
toxicated with hope, and no matter
how fast the humming taxi traveled
over the smooth pavements his in-
stincts cried for more speed.

The chauffeur evidently had felt a
contagion in his passenger’s mad
haste.

He seemed to have taken Buckstaff
at his word, and let the car run at a
clip that would have made a traffic po-
liceman open his eyes. Fortunately
no officer happened to see them, and
they reached Fifty-Ninth Street with-
out interruption and turned toward the
East River at a breakneck pace.

The long Queensboro Bridge was
crossed like a shot,  and almost be-
fore Buckstaff realized that they had
started they skirted Ravenswood, and
headed out across the open country of
Long Island. '

After that Buckstaff was vaguely
conscious of a procession of lighted
farmhouses and crossroad villages,
interspersed with dark patches of
timber, that swept past the taxi win-
dow like the panorama of a dream.
And through it all the unanswerable
question about Beryl’s plight pounded

.ceaselessly in the back of his brain.
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presume, will be going too?” She
turned curtly to Buckstaff, and it was
impossible for him to mistake her
eanu&g
“T re s no further reason for my
staying,” he rejoined quietly. He
looked toward the dark corner, hoping
for a last glance from Beryl, but to his
surprise he found that she was gone.

She had slipped out of the room un-
noticed while the others were talking;
and Buckstaff understood that she had
taken this precaution to avoid saying
good-by. With a heavy heart he ac-
companied the attorney from the
room.

As the two men reached the- side-
walk Gregory turned with a chuckle
to his companion. ‘‘The dowager
doesn’t seem exactly fond of you,” he
ventured,

Buckstaff looked at the other grim-
ly. *“TI can’t say that she’s overloaded
me with kindness.”

“ Well, that wouldn’'t worry me
any,” observed .the lawyer with a side-
wise glance. “ With a wife like yours
a fellow shouldn’t complain about any-
thing. Beryl's a wonder.”

Buckstaff winced in spite of hims
self, and a half stifled groan escaped
his lips. But the attorney was busy
with his own thoughts, and did not
seem. to observe.

“ Yes,” he went on musingly,  that
girl's pure gold. Old man Gardner
was going to cut her out of his will
if she married you, and she didn’t care
a snap of her finger.”

He scrutinized his companion hu-
morously as they turned down a side
street toward Broadway.

“ You look as though you might be
an attractive chap, Buckstaff, but I'll
bet there isn’t one girl in a million
who’d take a chance on losing a tidy
fortune just for the sake of marrying
you.”

“T—1 don’t understand,”
Buckstaff miserably.

“ Great Lord!” exclaimed Gregory.
“ She didn’t tell you. That's like her,
too. Well, listen then. On, the night
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of the wedding Gardner had me send
a note to her in which he told her that
if she persisted in getting married he
wouldn’t leave her a penny. The note
must have been delivered a minute or
two before nine o’clock—just as the
ceremony was about to come off. A
nice little moment to have such a thing
arrive, wasn’t it? But the old man
would have it so.”

Buckstaff recalled that, according to
the minister, the wedding had taken
place earlier than schedule, and the
message then must have reached the
church after the ceremony had been
performed

But it was probably Lola, not Beryl,
who had received it. He was careful
not to give the attorney any hint of
what was going on in his mind.

“ But how did-Mr. Gardner happen
to relent? ” he questioned casually.

“‘ He was bluffing from the 'start,”
laughed Gregory. ““ He had no inten-
tion of altering the will. I think it
rather tickled him when Beryl stood
pat. But of course she didn’t know,
so her action was just as fine as though
her father had been serious.

“Well,” he broke off as they
reached the Broadway,corner, “T've
got to catch a car here.”” He clasped
Buckstaff’s hand in the friendliest
manner. ‘““ Hope I'll see you again,
and in the mean time I congratulate
you on your wife.”

“ Good-by,” murmured Buckstaff
incoherently, and he moved off with
an abruptness that savored of rude-
ness. He was really afraid to listen
any further. Another word from the
amiable attorney would have complete-
ly unmanned him,

When he reached his hotel Buck-
staff stopped in the lobby to telephone
Lola. After that he paused a moment
at the desk. “I'm expecting Mrs.
Buckstaff in a few minutes,” he told
the clerk. ““ When she comes will you
please have her shown up-stairs.”
Then he went up to his rooms and

" started to pack his trunk.

It was nearly an hour later when
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tiéres were pulled aside and a woman
suddenly entered the room. Behind
her,so closely that she was not given
the slightest opportunity of retreating,
followed a man.

With an angry movement Beryl
turned toward the door, and then
.caught herself with a gasp of amaze-
ment. One of the intruders was Buck-
staff. She tried to speak, and the
words died in her throat.

The flush in her cheeks faded to a
deathlike pallor.

Greve had struggled from his chair,
but after that the power of motion
seemed to have deserted him. ‘“ Lola!”
he muttered, as though thé name
choked him, and he stood rigid, staring
at her like a2 man confronted by a
specter.

As far as Lola was concerned, she
did not appear any happier than Greve.
There was a haggard expression about
her mouth which plainly told of the
mental strain under which she had
been laboring during the day. She
seemed almost on the point of a nerv-
ous breakdown.

Buckstaff alone retatned his com-

posure. :
- He drew the portiéres carefully be-
hind him, swept the room with a cool,
deliberate glance, and turned to Beryl
“ T must apologize,” he said, * for en-
tering your home without ringing. But
the last time I _called I came near not
getting in. This time I took no
chances.”

He cast Greve a satirical smile. “¥
see you got the note I wrote you,” he
drawled. “ If I was forced to use Miss
Gardner’s name, I justify myself by
the fact that it has brought you here.”

Beryl stifferied with angry resent-
ment.

“ By what right? ” she demanded in
a quivering voice. *“ What do you
mean by sending notes in my name?
How dare you force your way into nry
home? ™

Not a muscle in his face changed.
“ Because,” he said, “I'm tired of
playing the guileless victim, I’ve Teft
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off being the Mupe. [I've taken things
into my own hands. From now on
I'm going to conduct this little affair!”
He swung savagely upon Greve.
“ And you,” he averred, “ are going to
start in by telling me why you drugged
me on my wedding night!” -
Greve tried to laugh, but the effort
was hideous. Twice he opened his

. mouth to speak, but without finding his

voice. He looked toward the doorway
as though measuring his chances of es-
caping from the room.

Buckstaff read the other’s thoughts,
and his face lighted with a strange
satisfaction.

“Try to leave here now,” he said
menacingly, “and you will afford me
the pleasure of settling our little score
on the spot.” He paused mvitingly,
“Well, then,” he pursued as Greve
shrank away, “you may answer my
question. Why did you drug me?”

“I didn't! ¥ swear ¥ didn’t!” pro-
tested Greve wildly,. He moved be-
hind the table as thoungh feeling the
need of some sort of barrier.

“ Oh, yes, you did,” returned Buck-
staff coolly. “ You gave me a sopo-
rific, and when I had fallen wncon-
scious in my room you came sneaking
back and robbed me of my marriage
license and my ring. You gave these
to—to this woman here.” ;

He nodded toward Lela, who was
watching him with an odd mixture of
fear and fascination in her eyes.

“You gave them to her,” he con-
tinued, ““ and between you, yow made
me believe that T had been drunk and
had married her without knowing any-
thing about it. New P’'m asking you
why. She refuses to tell the truth.
But from you—well, I think I shall
have an explanation. Why did she
pretend to be my wife?”

“ Pretend !’ 'There was a note of
amazement in the mterrupting voice.
Buckstaff turned and saw that Beryl
was gazing at Lola with dilated eyes.

“ Why, yes,” he said softly. “ And

‘she claims that it was you who bribed

her to do it. But, of course, I don’t
















































MY FRIEND PETERSSEN.

It was an H. B. muzzle loader of
seventy five years back.

III.

“ But how did you know they were
there?” I asked, when we were again
seated among Peterssen’s books and
instruments. :

““ Waves,” he answered laconically.
“ Vibrations.”

“You don’t mean to tell me that
dead men have waves!”

“ Undoubtedly, but not radiating
from their bodies. I am about to per-
fect an instrument, however, by means
of which I hope to establish communi-
cation with the spirit world.

“In this instance I picked up the
vibrations of fear or terror, and the
explanation is simple enough. Some
three-quarters of a century ago these
‘two men, probably explorers, quite
possibly members of the ill-fated
Franklin expedition, sought to cross
this crevasse. They gained the bottom
and were seeking a point of egress
when the disturbance occurred that
forced the sides of the crevasse to-
gether, inclosing them in a vast ice
tomb. The grinding or trembling of
the ice warned them of their danger
and terrified them with its awful im-
port. .
“ Following this, the collapse must
have been frightfully sudden, entomb-
ing the waves, or vibrations, of the
last emotions of these men. You recol-
lect that I told you that ice is a non-
conductor of the vibrations of fear.
The telepathic and other waves passed
out into the atmosphere, the fear waves
alone remaining imprisoned. _

“This doubtless occurred in the
hills, and the old crevasse, moving
down with the glacier, reopened as we
sat here and released the waves which
I picked up.”

He was interrupted by a loud com-
motion at the door of the shack in
which we could distinguish the voices
of imen and the yapping and snarling
of dogs.

> A
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Rushing outside, we encountered a
band of some fifteen or twenty Kimi-
limuits grouped excitedly about the two
bodies which lay in the snow. In the
center of the group a very old man
jabbered and gesticulated, pointing at
the wires on the roof, at the flat forms
on the snow, and then at Peterssen and
me.

The old medicine man was sure
enough in earnest. I caught a word
now and then, and I didn’t like the
drift of his talk — nor the undershot
looks that the rest of the gang bent our
way, neither.

Even the dogs bristled and minced
around us stiff-legged and growled
way down in the back of their throats.

“‘That is she,” whispered Peterssen,
pointing to a swart, thick figure in a
heavy skin garment who stood sur-
rounded by several young huskies that
toyed rather lightly, I thought, with
their very capable-looking harpoons.

“The old one is her grandfather,”
he added.

Somehow the information didn’t
ease me any. Some of the words he
was using I’d learned over on the
Mackenzie, and there are some things
even a man’s wife’s relations oughtn’t
to want to do to him.

The old gentleman seemed to be do-
ing right well with his oration. He
was getting warmed up by this time,
and he jumped -up and down and
swung his voice into a kind of a chant
that got under a man’s hide about his
nerve,centers.

When he turned his face our way he
looked for all the world like a fighting
bull walrus, with his little red eyes and
the two tufts of long, white hair that
grew downward from the corners df
his mouth. They were stiff with frozen
grease and gleamed like a couple of
tusks.

I edged closer to Peterssen.

“ Can’t you manage to get grandpa
out back of the shack and slip him a
chew of candle or a schuper of fish-
oil?” I asked. *“ Because, as near as
I can make out, if you and I lose this












BARBED WIRE AND BUTTERMILK.

Cap’'n Blodgett and I viewed the
subsequent proceedings with a calmly
silent rapture.

Why mar a perfect and blissful oc-
casion with mere speech? Tobacco
and observation sufficed. '

But, after all, the doings were at an
end and the Pilgrim had once more
launched upon her watery course
down the bay, the cap’n removed his
pipe, waved it slowly in air, and spake:

“You can’t most allus sometimes
tell,” said he contemplatively. * That
was sartain sure a little bit of all right.
I never seen the beat of it but once—
an’ that concerned barb-wire an’ butter-
milk. As a ruction, it was some smart
ruction, mister, and don’t ye doubt it.
Chowder! This here warn’t shucks
beside it!”

“Well? ”

“ Luella Buck and her old man and
Zetheriah Bartlett was all in it, up to
Trap Corner, three year ago last
March. Now ye see—"

The cap’n sucked his ancient cob to

a glow, picked up a bit of shingle, and

opened his knife. I rejoiced inwardly,
for that meant business.

““ Zeth, he lived on the old Gorman
place, with his folks, adjoinin’ the
Buck farm. Him and Luell’ had been
lolly-gaggin’ quite a spell, till a row
come up ‘twixt his pa and hern account
of old Bartlett lawin’ Buck for dam-
ages the fall before—somethin’ to do
with a line-fence, I cal'late. After
that Zeth and Luell’ had a fall-out and
burst up.”

[ What? ”

“Had a rookus, and broke off the
engagement, I mean.” The cap’n eyed
a screaming gull with mild interest.

“ But I reckon they wasn’t cured of
their hanker for one ’nother at that.
Zeth was some boy, and Luell’ was a
trim craft, well-rigged fore and aft, no
two ways about it.

“ Anyhow, one March afternoon
Zeth come over to Buck’s considerable
slicked up — fresh shaved, with his
boots greased, and a necktie on. It
looked like he meant biz. _
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“Old man Buck was just crossin’
the side yard with a pail of buttermilk
for his shoats when he ketched sight
of Zeth. The old man got all riled up
in 2 minute, and his face went black
as Zip. A tough old pill he always
was, mighty short on for good-na-
ture, and the sight of Zeth was pizen
to him.

“ So he ups an’ says, says he:

“‘Hey, you, what d’you want?’
About as accomodatin’ as a hog on ice,
you understand. He wouldn'’t even let
Zeth get a nigh the door. ‘ What you
want, hey?’

“ Zeth, he stops and sizes up the old
man. A bastin’ big feller Zeth was,
too. Looked like he could have broke
him in two with one hand. .

“For a minute there ain’t nothin’
said. They just stands there glowerin’
at each other. Oh, I mustn’t forget to
tell you "twas a pow’ful sharp day and
the yard was all a glare of ice.

“‘“Well,” says he again, ‘what’s
wanted ? What you doin’ on my place?
Thought I told you last fall to git out
and keep out!’

“‘That’s right; you did,” says
Zeth, ¢ but—' |
“‘There ain’t no but to it! You

.ain’t wanted fubbin’ round-here!’

“¢But I come to—'

“* It don’t make a damn’s odds what
you come for! What your no-nation
pa done to me was plenty, and that
ain’t all. No man that’s mean enough
to shoot my shanghai roosters can set
foot on my place!’

“‘“What d’ye mean?’ says Zeth,
brustlin’ right up.

““You know what I mean, all right.
Take your back tracks now, and git!’
“*You mean to say I done it?’

““Well, last week two of my best
shanghaxs come up amongst the miss-
m with bullet-holes plumb through
’em, and I cal’late you know—'

“¢It’s a dum lie! I never!’

“¢Huh! Let you tell it! But never
mind; git out with you now. I don’t.
want no truck with the likes o’ you!’

¢ Zeth, he has to laugh.
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“‘You old idjit,’ says he, ‘do you
think I come here to row with you?
- -
‘¢ Be you a goin’ to git out now or
not?’ hollers the old man, dretful sot,
advancin’ on him. ‘If you don’t
hyper now, dog my cats but I'll have
you took for trespass!’

“ This kind of takes Zeth aback, and
he don’t know what to answer. But he
ain’t no great hand to quit cold that
way, so he flings at old Buck:

“*You sap-head! ’Bout them there
roosters, you’re plumb off the track.
What’s more, it’s plain to see you think
a sight more of ’em than what you do
of your gal’s happiness or mine. But
I never shot ’em, anyhow, and that’s
gospel. If you’re so plumb anxious to
know who did—’

‘¢ Bugbite an’ moonshine!’ hollers
Buck, his dander all riz. ‘I don’t
want nothin’ of you but your room!
Be you a goin’ or not? If you fall
foul o’ me, young man, you won'’t last
as long as John Brown stayed in
heaven!’

“ The old man must have been mad-
ded for fair to talk that way to Zeth.
I ¢al’late he didn’t rightly reckon on
how tough an’ rugged the young feller
really was. Anyhow, he sets down his
pail of buttermilk, picks up a barrel-
stave, and starts for him, powerful
threatenin’.

¢ Zeth, he only grins.

“¢Huh!’ says he. ‘Don’t go and
make a sight o’ yourself, old man.
You ain’t no bigness to hout me out o’
here till T elect to go!’

“¢Ain’t, hey? You try it on and
see!’

“ Zeth has to laugh right out.

“‘You buffle-brain!’ says he. ‘A
dozen o’ you couldn’t budge me one
mite. Don’t you cut no dingdoes with
me, old man, or you're liable to git
somethin’ you don’t want. I come

over to see Luell’, says he, ‘ and what’s

more, I'm goin’ to—and as for you,
go bag your head!’

‘“ Then he makes a move toward the
house again.
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“*“Consarn your harslet!’ rips out
old Buck. ‘You’re prongin’ me too
deep! Claw along out o’ here afore I
do murder!’

‘ Zeth, he only keep on goin’ toward
the house. Buck can’t stand it no
longer. Deacon or no.deacon, he lets
drive the blue fire and makes a jeerooz-
ly swipe at Zeth with the barrel-stave.
Chowder! If he’d connected he’d have
laid Zeth cold.

“But Zeth ain’t there. .

“No, when he sees that wallop
comin’ he ducks. The old man don’t
land on nothin’ solider than air and he
overbalances. The yard’s all a sheer
of ice, like I told ye. Buck, he slips,
staggers round, and tries to ketch him-
self, but can’t make out to.

“ Ke-whallow!”

“That’s him now hittin’ the ice all
of a scatteration. Bing! His. bald
head sends the stars a flyin’—brand-
new set of uppers an’ unders goes sky-
hootin’.  Barrel-stave skids away.
Conniption fits ain’t in it with old
Buck. He’s powerful shook, mister,
now I’m a goin’ to.tell you!

“‘Ja Reoo!’ says Zeth.
ain’t killed, be ye?’

“ And he jumps for to pick the old
man up. But just at that minute Luel-
la pops out the door, excited as a cat
at a mouse show. Her eyes is just
flingin’ sparks.

“‘Here, you!’ she hollers. *You
leggo my pa! Coward! How dast
you hit an old man?’

“1It seems she’s been reddin’ up the
back kitchen and heerd the rookus.
Now out she comes a hyperin’, gits
there just as the old man flops, and
flies madder than snakes in hayin’ all
in a minute. She used to like Zeth
pow’ful well, like I told you, but this
here is beyond human endurance.

“‘“Shame onto you, Zeth Bartlett!’
she yells at him. ‘Don’t you dast to
touch my pa again!’ ‘

“*“I never!’ says Zeth. ‘Honest to
God, I never! He tried to—’

““It's a dumnafion lie!’ mumbles
the old man between his gums, strug-

‘You
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miss Zeth entire and let Luella have
the pailful.

“ Chowder! It a’mest drownds her!
Kersouse! She drops the stave and
staggers back, gaspin’ fit to kill.

“¢0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0!"

“ She blinks and chokes and nigh
strangles tryin’ to git a breath. The
old man, pale as dishwater and nigh
faintin’ falls back plumb speechless.

“ When Zeth sees his Luella in that
there pickle he forgets his mad and all
his’blisters and maakes for her. :

“‘ Angel!’ he says, says he. ‘Dar-
lin’t You ain’t hurt, be ye?’

“I'm dumbjiggered if he don’t grab
her rxght in his arms, all drippin’ and
wetter'n a drownded kitten, and krss
her, milk and all. )

“‘ About them there roosters,” says
he, ‘old Hank IL.eatherbee done it to
git square for bein’ kept out of the
blueberry patch Tast fall says he,

‘and I can prove it!

““ And everybody knows he ain’t
right in his head nohew. And I never
hit yer pa, Luell’! He swiped at me
and missed and knocked his own self
down, and that’s gospel—ain’t it, you?’

“ ¢ It shore is!’ gulps Buck. °‘That
there’s the lrvin’ ttuth, Luell’!’

¢ Booo-hooo!’ sobs the gal, flyin’
all to gosh and clingin’ te Zeth, cryin’
like her heart would break — and
shiverin’, too, account of bein’ all wet
through and it a March day.

“Zeth, he’s shiverin’, too, a little,
his pants bein’ a plumb scandal but he
keeps his nerve. ‘I—I come over to
ask ye—’ says he.

‘“*Oh, Zeth!’ she takes on, ‘I ain’t
went and killed ye, have I? Oh, I'd
ought to be kicked to death by cripples,
booo-hoo! You ain’t killed?’
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" “‘Gosh a’'mighty, mo! It ain’t
nothin’! T cal'late to live through it,
provided you ‘say yes!’

“* Wha’—what d’you mean, Zeth?’
she chatters, all wee-waw, her teeth
clatterin’ somethin” dreadful. )

“‘Mean? Can’t you guess?’

“¢But, Zeth! You can’t never for-
give me now! Oh, land’s sakes, what-
ever possessed me to do it? How—’

“‘There, there, Luell’! T wa'n't
nothin’ but a mistake aff rotmd. Never
you mind now—dor’t you cry! Say,
will you have me?’

“‘Haye you? My land o’ hvm’!
Yes, yes! You bet I will!’

“ Her face come up to his, all butter-"
milk an’ tears. ,

“‘My soul an’ senses, Zeth,’ she
stammers. ‘Why in time dtdn’t you
say it before?’

“‘T reckon I didn’t have no great
chance to,” he answers, and kisses her
again, this time square on the mouth,
And mister! Dog my cats if the old
man don’t bust out a cryin’ himself and
grab Zeth’s ‘free hand. ‘

**Take her!’ says he with a choke
in his voice. Bygopes 1s bygones alt
round. Take her, an’ Gawd bless ye!
She’s wuth any ten ornery girls. I
reckon she’ll make you a rxght smart,
strong woman!”

““Strong?’ says Zeth. ‘T ain’t got
no cafl to doubt that, sartaim sure!
She’s strong, alf nght and no two
ways about it. Gosh!’

“ Then, as the old man picks up the
barrel-stave and the empty pail and
shows his. gumption by startin” for the
house, Zeth takes her in his arms again,
and they both - plumb forget every
namable thing e*ccept that they re dog-
nation happy and it’s comin’ spring. R

AT LAST!

By Harold Susman

COMFORT for the weary heart!
In the daily news I find
Cupid is about to start - . .
An, asylum for the blind! -

























































