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dragging Colby after him. Nice but
nondescript, Anne classified him, a
man slightly younger than the other
two, and of a modest, retiring manner.
He had quietly bandaged his own head
and kept out of the way till now.

“\Vhere are we and what time is
it?” Colby asked, eagerly trying to rise.

“ You’re about thirty miles north of
Portland on a little island two miles
offshore,” Anne told him. “It’s just
two o’clock now. It was about one
when you landed.”

“Do you mean Portland, Maine?”
he asked. “ You see, our instruments
went bad and we had to go by guess
the last hour.”

“ Portland, Maine, of course,” Anne
told him wonderingly.

“Do you hear that, Gage, Sutton?
I told you we were making the North
American coast. And one o’clock, eh?
Let’s see. Allowing for difference in
time that would be just three hours
since we left. Hear that, you fellows?
Made exactly the time we calculated
on. Now will they call me a mad
dreamer?” Colby was wildly elated.

The Medridges listened wonderingly
to this talk. It sounded a little ram-
bling to them, but the man’s com-
panions seemed to be taking him seri-
ously.

“Have you come far?”’ Anne asked
politely.

“ As far as one can on earth,” Colby
said. “From the Plain of Irquits in
Central Asia. Halfway round the
earth in three hours.”

CHAPTER IL
THE METEOR'S FLIGHT.

T this startling announcement of
their uninvited guest, Mrs. Med-
ridge snorted indignantly and

her husband blinked with surprise.
then chuckled feebly at what he evi-
dently took to be a display of ill-chosen
humor. But Colby had addressed
Anne and she paid him the courtesy
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of giving him the benefit of the doubt.
She studied his face for a moment.
There was enthusiasm, but there was
intelligent sanity as well.

In the eyes of his companions was
the same look, that of men who risked
their lives in a great cause and had
won gloriously. The other two caught
something ot her questioning look.
Sutton nodded agreement with Colby.

“That’s right,” he said. ““\lade a
little better than four thousand miles
an hour for three hours straight.”

“And we could have kept right on
around the world if our powder hadn't
given out. Could have gone to the
moon and back, for that matter,” Colby
spoke up.  “ We were well out of the
earth’s atmosphere a good half the
way. Our instruments will prove that
if they're not broken.”

“ Perhaps you don't realize that this
i3 Mr. Morton Colby,” Gage suggested.

“Oh!” Anne exclaimed, suddenly
understanding why there had been
something familiar about that hand-
some face. She had seen it many times
in the papers, of course.

“\What! Morton Colby, the avia-
tor > shouted Tom Medridge, sudden-
Iy dropping his deprecatory smile.

“ Fixactly,” said Gage, “ and the in-
ventor of the greatest tlier yet, the one
that lies wrecked out there in the sea
ac the present moment.”

Mrs. Medridge’s skeptical indigna-
tion turned to bewilderment again.
Her knowledge of current aviation his-
tory was very vague, but she had a
suspicion that she was entertaining a
lion unawares and was not quite cer-
tain whether a flying lion was au fait
in the social world.

“ Oh, we’re so glad to have you here,
Mr. Colby,” she chanced. “ So sorry
for your accident. You and your men
must rest here till you're quite well.
Tom, yvou must arrange to get a doc-
tor and nurse here at once. Mary, get
the guest rooms ready for the gentle-
men.

“Thanks a lot,” Colby told her.
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“but, if you don’t mind, the first thing
is to get the news through to the pa-
pers. \Vhat are our chances to-night?
We don’t have to consider cost at
all.,” )

At that Anne took matters in hand
again.

“TIt will cost only the price of a
motor boat for an hour or so and the
telegraph tolls,” she said. “ T happen
tc be a stenographer by trade. though
not working at it at present. Suppose
vou dictate your story to me \while
father rows over to the village on the
mainland, arranges for a wire at the
railroad station where [ know they
have a night man, and brings a doctor
back in a hired launch. Then I'll take
my notes back in the launch and dictate
direct to the wire. \\¢ can have it off
to the papers by three thirty if you can
dictate vour story rapidly.”

Colby gratefully accepted the sugges-
tion and Tom Mledridge, adding a col-
lar and tie to his hasty toilet, bustled
oft importantly in the only crait the
islet afforded. Anne got a pad of note
paper and pencil and proceeded to
business.

From the speed and fluency with
which Colby dictated his story of in-
vention and air adventure, his own
biography included, it would appear
that he had his publicity pretty well
in mind beforehand and was no novice
in the art. His two companions sat
by and listened intently as the story un-
folded, ready iwith suggestions, but
were seldom called upon.

Anne, as she transcribed, was in-
creasingly conscious that the eyes of
Colby and Sutton rested on her face
almost continuously. In Colby's gaze
she read respectful admiration. but the
burning black eyes of the other man
were inscrutable.

She was first baffled, then annoyed
hy them. It was a relief to steal an
occasional glance at. the shy counte-
nance of Gage who kept his gaze avert-
¢l except for an occasional look in her
direction, purely impersonal, almost un-
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interested, it seemed. She decided that
he was a comfortable young man,
though not at all thrilling.

Anne Medridge was not unused to
masculine admiration which her fresh
beauty highly merited. So far she had
not proved susceptible to any man in
particular. Her mother's numerous
matrimonial campaigns in her behalf,
and the ardent pursuit of several young
eligibles, had left her unmoved.

But now she found herself unusually
thrilled by the personality of Morton
Colby, as well as by the astounding
story he unfolded. TIven the touch of
cgotism he displayved in his account was
robbed of offensiveness by the merit of
his achievements.

rYOLBY had just graduated from an

engineering school when the

\World \War broke out. He had
enlisted in the French army as an avia-
tor and there had mect Gage and Sut-
ton. The three had become fast
friends. All had distinguished them-
selves in the service, and after the war
took up commercial aviation together.
Colby had kept himself more or less
in the limelight ever since, both by his
inventions and the establishment of
several new flying records.

A year before this he had created a
fresh sensation by setting a new alti-
tude record in a machine of his own
devising, the secret of which he had
not revealed. Shortly after that he
and his two partners had disappeared
from sight.

Now, for the first time, Colby was
revealing the secret of that year. They
had sought out a remote spot in the in-
terior of Asia with tools and material,
where they could experiment in priva-
cy, perfecting this new type of plane
without danger of having their unpa-
tented devices stolen or their work dis-
credited by premature publicity.

The basic principle was not new. It
was the rocket idea, on which inven-
tors had been working for some years,
but so far without practical success,
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though the German experiments in
1928 with the rocket device attached
to an automobile had attracted wide
attention. But popular faith had been
considerably shaken by the explosion
of the car during a test.

At last Colby and his fellow-work-
ers had completed the big rocket in
which they had just landed in a stream
of fire from halfway around the world
and had nearly lost their lives. After
a few successful short flights they had
been ready for the big spectacle and
the announcement of their achievement
to the world.

“We took pains to have our start
properly witnessed and reported,”
Colby paused in his dictation to ex-
plain here. “ That is why [ am anxious
to get off to-night the story of our ar-
rival. By now every news agency in
the world will have the wires hot with
inquiries at to our whereabouts.

“I brought the nearest American
consul and an intelligent native official
over to our field in a plane to watch
the start and take the news to the out-
side world. Just before we took off
they signed an affidavit which I have
with me, certifying to the time and
place of our departure.”

The flight itself, however, had been
practically devoid of incident until a
half hour before their drop into the
sea at its end. Comfortably inclosed
in the hermetically sealed cylinder body
of the plane, well heated and supplied
with air from an oxygen tank, they
might have been taking a brief ride in
a closed automobile during the first
two-thirds of the trip: a ride over a
perfect roadbed at that. Hydraulic
shock-absorbers between the rocket-
tubes and the sealed fusilage protected
them from the shock and roar of the
propelling explosions.

“The crucial moment, both from the
standpoint of comfort and safety, is at
the start of the flight.” Colby ex-
plained. “ You see, our plane has no
motor and propeller aboard. It is
driven by a succession of powder ex-
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plosions in gunlike tubes projecting
from the stern, like a giant rocket.

“Without my special starting device
it would start with a jerk, almost like
a shell from a cannon. The shock
might kill the occupants. On my first
successful test before I invented the
starter, I recorded our speed at the end
of seventeen seconds from a standing
start.  \We were making thirteen hun-
dred and twelve feet a second or nine
hundred miles an hour. Thirty-five
seconds later I took it again and we
had doubled that speed, doing almost
two thousand miles an hour. Then I
kad to quit and volplane hack to earth.
I was all in from the shock. Took me
two days to get over it.

“But when we took off to-night we
did the first mile on a track on the top
of a fast motor truck. That gave us
a gradual and easy pick-up, but a swift
one. \We left the truck and the track
at the end of the mile going at two
hundred miles an hour. At that speed
we took the impulse of the first ex-
plosion easily. We shot up at an angle
of seventy degrees. Ninety seconds
later our altimeter recorded a height
of thirty-one miles. Fortunately the
air below us was clear. I took sights
on the earth’s surface and found we
were making forty-four hundred and
seventy-one miles an hour, and were
already over fifty miles from the start-
ing point.”

Anne Medridge thrilled to the tips
of her swift-moving fingers as the nar-
rative unfolded. Her mother sat
breathless. Even Sutton who had been
pacing the floor nursing the pain in
his broken arm paused at length and
listened intently to his associate’s vivid
description of the experience they had -
shared together. Only the shy Gage
seemed unmoved. He sat by himself
in a corner of the room studying his
chief's face at intervals, his own coun-
tenance immobile.

Once Anne glanced his way and
wondered briefly at his seeming lack of
interest. But Colby’s next words tore
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her away again and she forgot Gage's
very presence till the end of the story.

ND Colby himself forgot his au-
dience as he lived over again the
momentous experience.  First

the map of Asia, then of Europe, un-
folded swiftly below him. The plane
had continued on up and passed out
over the Atlantic at fifty miles altitude.
maintaining that height till a half hour
before the descent.

They had left the opposite side of
the earth in mid-Asia at ten o’clock in
the morning. That would be ten
o’clock at night on the coast of Maine.
He had intended putting off at dawn,
arriving over New York City three
hours later, at what would be early
evening there when he could attract the
most attention. But there had been
innumerable small delays at the start.

Over mid-Europe, they passed
through a brief sunset and into dark-
ness of night. Low clouds obscured
the Atlantic when they reached it and
they had to take their course purely by
the stars and the gvroscopic compass.
They began descending preparatory to
landing. In a little over half an hour
more, they expected to be across the
ocean.

Then they found themselves in a fog
bank and almost at the same instant the
compass went out of commission.
From there on they steered by dead
reckoning. At their terrific speed it
was possible to get far off the course
in a few minutes. They found, too,
that their powder supply had been ex-
hausted much faster than they had cal-
culated and it would be necessary to
make a safe landing soon.

When they sighted the light on the
Maine coast soon after emerging from
the fog bank, they could only guess
that it was somewhere on the Amer-
ican continent. But their search light
revealed a narrow strip of high rocky
coast and seemingly endless miles of
unbroken forest, no safe place to land.

So they swung sharply about, pre-
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paratory to dropping in shoal water.
At that they sighted the Medridges’
island and made for it, believing that
it would be safer. Then something
seemed to have gone wrong.

“\Ve were making the last spiral be-
fore landing,” Colby went on. “I or-
dered Sutton to fire the forward tube.
That is intended, by back-firing, to slow
down the speed of the plane so that it
will land easily. It didn't go off for
some reason. The machine pitched
violently just before we struck. I was
hit on the head and wasn’t conscious
again until I found myself here. You
gentlemen can supply the rest.”

Gage and Sutton looked at each other
inquiringlv. Some secret communica-
tion seemed to pass between them,
Anne thought. Finally it was Gage,
the silent, who spoke first:

“1 was knocked out about the same
time,” he said. * I barely knew when "
we struck. The next thing I knew Sut-
ton was opening the hatchway. I saw
one of his arms was hanging limp and
I helped him a little. A lot of water
rushed in and I thought we might be
sunk deep. I velled to him to go for
help if he escaped and then I pushed
him through and slammed down the
hatch.

“The ship was half full of water
then. I held Captain Colby’s head
above water till I heard the young
lady’s signals, then I pushed the hatch
open again. That's all I know.”

He paused and regarded Sutton once
more. It seemed to Anne that the lat-
ter was reluctant to speak.

“T don’t know much more,” he said
finally. “I was thrown against some-
thing and broke my arm. I saw Colby
and Gage were senseless, so I decided
to make a try to get help. I slipped
off into deep water when I got out and
with my broken arm couldn’t seem to
get back to the wreck again. I got
confused as to direction then and was
nearly all in when the young lady
caught me.”

Colby was studying him intently.
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Gage’s eyes were on the floor now. It
seemed to .\nne that there was almost
a glare of defiance in the look that
Sutton gave back to the captain.

She was puzzling over it as her fin-
gers automatically took down Colby's
concluding statement. \Vithout know-
ing just why, she felt little chills of
horror pass through her. Several times
the sensation recurred as she glanced
up now and then at the men around
her.

Sutton and Colby were no longer
looking at her, but stared at each other
in a steady, unwavering gaze. Only
once again did she look in Gage's di-
rection. This time her eye caught his.
And for a fleeting instant she fancied
she saw in his face a look of mute
suffering and appeal.

\What had really happened aboard
the rocket plane in that last few min-
utes before the nearly fatal plunge?
She was still puzzling over it as she
gathered up her notes and went out
into the night to take the hired motor
boat for the mainland.

Sutton stood by the door staring in-
tently after her vanishing form. At
the other end Colby and Gage sat close
together, watching Sutton. o

“\V'hat had we better do about it?
Gage whispered, nodding toward Sut-
ton.

Colby was silent for a moment.

“ Nothing at present,” he said finally.
“ He knows too much. Just let him
think we know nothing. A remarkably
fine young woman, that little Miss
Medridge.” he added, abruptly chang-
ing the subject.

CHAPTER IIIL
CAGE’S ULTIMATUM.

NNE returned at dawn with a
wrecking tug which she had
chartered at Colby's directions,

after getting his story on the wire and
making sure it was in time for extra
editions of the morning papers.
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The castaways were waiting for her
at the little dock. Sutton had suffered
even greater pain after the process of
setting his arm and had not slept, but
he insisted on watching the work of
rescuing the plane from the sandbar.
Colby and Gage had slept almost as
little, but they seemed no worse for
their temporary knockouts.

The tide was out now and the wreck
was entirely exposed. At a little dis-
tance it looked not much different from
an ordinary flying boat, except that
there was no propeller in evidence and
a series of tubes like large rifles pro-
truded from under her rudder.

Closer inspection showed other
marked differences. In place of the
propeller shaft in the nose there was
another of the powder tubes, the one
Colby had spoken of as being used to
slow down the speed of the plane while
landing by firing a reverse charge.

The metal wings were hollow and
served as tanks for liquid oxygen.
Radiators connected with the firing-
tubes kept the fusilage warm. There
was a powerful little storage battery
tor light and auxiliary heat when nec-
essary.

The fusilage had a tight inner shell
separated by three inches from the out-
er skin, with the hydraulic shock ab-
sorbers in between. The little cabin
was comfortably fitted with collapsible
chairs, tables, and bunks. Half a dozen
passengers could have ridden com-
fortably.

The pilot was protected by a glass
dome over his head and could look
out below through a plate glass window
in the floor at his feet. The tubes were
fired automatically by a contrivance
which fed cartridges into them as if it
were an ordinary machine gun.

Anne watched the work of salvage
with intense and intelligent interest.
She had a mind for mechanics and her
pertinent questions steadily increased
Colby’s respect and admiration for her.
He took pleasure in giving her ex-
tensive explanations.
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Anne was still puzzling over the mys-
tery of what had happened in the plane
as it fell. The attitude of the three men
toward each other continued to baffle
her. Gage and Sutton seemed to ig-
nore each other almost studiously.
Gage’s attitude toward Colby was re-
spectfully deferential and the pair con-
ferred together frequently.

Colby seemed to value the judgment
of the other man highly. He was
equally careful to consult Sutton, but
his manner toward the latter was quite
different. It was more that of a man
seeking to conciliate another whom he
feared. Sutton in his turn answered
mostly in gruff monosyllables and con-
tributed nothing valuable in the way of
advice.

Anne found her admiration tor Col-
by growing, but there was something
about him, too. that baffled her. She
was unable to analyze her feelings, but
she found herself intuitively on her
guard.

The plane had barely been lifted to
the deck of the barge when a launch
full of newspaper men arrived. At last
Mrs. Medridge awakened tully to the
fact that she had a real lion in tow.
Also, after listening to a few questions
from the young news hounds, she gath-
ered that Colby was not merely an av-
iation hero. but a member of a highly
eligible family of eminent financial
standing.  Thereupon she at once
launched a new matrimonial campaign.

She called Anne in from the barge
where the reporters were still exam-
ining the plane and bullied her into a
new morning gown, then started the
maid to preparing refreshments and
dressed herself most elaborately. Tom
Medridge was routed out of his com-
fortable togs into flannels and sent to
invite the visitors in.

Anne felt a sick sensation at these
manifestations. Ordinarily she would
have rebelled. But she left the float
readily enough to escape the embarrass-
ment of listening to Colby’s eulogy of
her heroism in saving him and his eom-
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panions. Furthermore, she thought it
wiser to stay on hand and prevent her
mother from making too great a fool
of the family.

But rescue came from an unexpected
source. As the party approached from
the wharf, Anne and her mother were
standing on the porch to greet them.
She caught the eyes of Gage upon her.
He must have read her distress in her
face. He stepped forward quickly to
her mother’s side.

“ Pardon me, Mrs. Medridge,” he
apologized, “ but Mr. Colby wanted me
to get some information from you
about your family, while he is com-
pleting his statement to the newspaper
reporters.”

He drew her back to the porch and
held her there until the refreshments
had Dbeen served and Colby was
launched in a statement of his future
plans.

“"YYEFORL sailing for Asia last
vear,” Colby said, “I secured
options on materials for the

building of a large ship on the model

of the rocket plane you have just ex-
amined. I shall begin work immediate-
ly on grounds I have leased near New-
ark, New Jersey. There is a stretch of
open reclaimed meadows there which
will give me suitable starting room. It

.will take about six months to complete

the ship. Then we will make a non-
stop flight around the world for a trial
run.

* U'his ship will carry a hundred pas-
sengers and ten tons useful load be-
sides.  Such a ship in regular service
might tour the earth regularly once a
day, taking six hours for actual run-
ning time and making stops at such
points as London, Berlin, Constanti-
nople, Tokyo, Honolulu, San Francis-
co, and Chicago, thus connecting New
York with the farthest possible point
on earth by a three-hour run. With
several such ships leaving at different
hours in both directions and over dii-
ferent routes, the world, for practical
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purposes, will be reduced to the present
size of the State of Maine.

*“ Think of it. A man in New York
gets a radio at breakfast demanding his
presence in Tokyo or Peking for a
luncheon conference. He hops the
circum-globe express, reaches his des-
tination in ample time, and at three
or four in the afternoon of the same
day ships again for home, arriving in
time for dinner. '

“If Paris or London called him, he
could run over in less than an hour. do
a forenoon’s business and he back for
Juncheon. A man could commute be-
tween San Francisco and New York.
All proved possible now by this flight
of mine.

“ But think of what it will mean for
science.  As I have shown you, this
tvpe of ship is not dependent for its
progress upon the presence of an at-
mosphere. It is driven by the recoil of
the firing tubes. It will fly even more
easily in a vacuum where there is no
air resistance.

“We flew to the height of over fifty
miles in our present piane. If we had
carried enough powder we could have
gone on to the moon and returned safe-
ly. With the bigger ship I propose to
build, I could carry a limited number
of persons and enough powder to go
to the moon easily.

“T will tell you frankly, I intend to
do so some day, and it is not impossible
that I may make a trip to the nearer
planets, though even at four thousand
miles an hour, that means a long voy-
age, but not relatively more formidable
than the one Columbus took.”

As he finished his statement there
was an awed hush for a moment, then
a rapid fire of terse questions from the
reporters, which kept up till Colby an-
nounced he must go. e was going to
return to the mainland with his plane
and proceed immediately to New York
and start work on the new ship. Be-
fore Mrs. Medridge fully realized that
her golden chance was slipping away
from her, the party was off.
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As Anne stood on the wharf with
her family demurely bidding them
good-by, Colby held a whispered con-
sultation with Gage for a moment, then
turned to Anne.

“ Miss Medridge,” he said, “1 can’t
tell you how much I appreciate all you
have done and won't try. There is one
thing I would like very much, though,
if it isn’t presumptuous to ask it. If
you are open for such an engagement
I would like to offer vou a permanent
position as my private secretary.”

“Ar. Colby!" Anne’s mother ex-
claimed in horror. *‘ You are making
a mistake. My daughter is not a work-
ing girl.”

“Don’t be silly, momsy " Anne in-
terrupted. ““ It’s the chance of a life-
time. If vou will wait a second till
I get some extra duds, I'll be with
vou.” :

And Anne sped joyfully up to the
bungalow.

As Anne disappeared in the bunga-
low Sam Gage gazed after her with a
mixture of surprise, chagrin and some
alarm in his countenance. He had not
expected Anne to accept Colby's offer
or he would not have advised him to
make it. He had taken it for granted
that here was a newly-rich girl, who,
though a good  sport. would never
dream of working for a living. And he
avoided disagreeing with Colby when-
ever possible.

“Shows how much I know about
women!” he growled to himself.
“ Maybe then she’d like to have that
dope printed after all. But I don’t like
this a little bit.”

Sam Gage had his reasons for not
wanting Anne Medridge to become an
employee of Morton Colby. He pulled
out of his pocket a photograph of Anne
that her mother had eagerly given him
for use in the papers, together with
copious notes of an interview with that
lady. He had purposely not turned
them over to the reporters yet. They
had been too busy with Colby to get at
the Medridges and had been grateful
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for his suggestion that he would look
after that end for them.

NXNE returned in a few minutes
and after a half defiant, half re-
gretful good-by to her parents,

went aboard the tug.

“ Remember, momsy, I'm free,
white and twenty-one.” was her parting
shot as the boat pulled out. “T’ll see
you every day as soon’s you're back in
town.”

Sam Gage had thrust his publicity
material hastily back in his pocket when
Anne appeared. Now he watched for
an opportunity to speak to her alone,
as the boat plowed away toward Port-
land, dragging after it the barge con-
taining the wrecked plane. A hali hour
later he saw her standing by herself on
the after deck and approached her shy-
ly.

“Pardon me, Miss Medridge,” he
said, “but I took the liberty to try to
save you and your people a little annoy-
ance by the reporters. I thought you
would like to be pretty careful about
what was put in the papers. Your
mother gave me this to use at my dis-
cretion. I somehow got the idea that
you wouldn’t care for it.”

He handed the material to the girl,
who looked it over with a mixture of
mirth and indignation.

“1 should say I wouldn’t care for
it,” she exclaimed. Then she studied
Gage's face for a moment and seemed
really to see it for the first time.

“ Mr. Gage,” she said, “it was
mighty fine of you to do that for us.
Mother was naturally pretty excited
and I'm sure wouldn't for the world
have this printed, particularly the pic-
ture, after she calmed down. Mr. Col-
by has already been too generous in his
praise of what we did. It wasn’t any-
thing that could be called heroic. just
common courtesy to unlucky strangers.
You would have got ashore by your-
selves at low tide.”

“1 appreciate how you feel about
publicity,” Gage told her. I thought
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vou'd feel that way. T'll just tell the
hoys you people had nothing to say ex-
cept that you were glad to be of serv-
ice and thought Captain Colby was
overgenerous in his praise. Is that all
right >

“Quite, thank vou.”

“ T want to say myself, though, Miss
Medridge, that I know and so do Col-
by and Sutton, that vou saved the lives
of all three of us, and I for one will
never forget it. If I can ever repayv
you by any service at any time, please
let me know.”

And Sam Gage, blushing furiously
after such an unwonted speech, backed
awkwardly away.

‘But the Sam Gage who confronted
Colby that night in the latter's state-
room on the train bound for New York
was a different sort of being. There
was no hint of shyness or hesitancy
NOWw.

“ Captain Colby,” he began evenly,
“I've got something to sav that you
won't like, but I'm going to say it just
the same. I want to know why you
decided so suddenly to hire a woman
secretary. You've told me more than
once you would never hire a woman
for such a job. You've heen keeping
up the salary of vour old secretary,
George True, during yvour absence, with
the understanding that he'd renew his
duties when you got back. Don’t tell
me it’s none of my business. I'm mak-
ing it my business.”

Colby stared at his usually subservi-
ent lieutenant in amazement. Never
before in the eleven years of their as-
sociation had Gage ventured to talk to
him like that.

“ What in hell’s got into you. Gage *”
he demanded. * After all, just what
business is it of vours whether I choose
to change my mind, or whom I hire
for my own personal secretary?”’

“ Colby, you saved my life over the
German lines eleven years ago at the
risk of your own life. I pledged my-
self then to repay vou as far as pos-
sible even if I spent my life doing it.
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necessary part of his life. And his hurt
grew as he saw in her face and manner
her admiration for the new air-hero
whenever Colby was about.

Gage tried to tell himself that it was
nothing but hero worship. Anne had
been taken by storm by Colby’s per-
sonality, just as he had been. There
was certainly nothing flirtatious about
her; she simply did her work efficiently
and quietly, and seemed to be content
with his unfailing praise of her work.

And Gage could find nothing alarm-
ing in Colby’s manner toward her. It
was simply the impersonal attitude of
an appreciative employer, as far as ap-
peared on the surface. Nevertheless,
as time went on, Gage suffered more
and more from jealousy—and con-
tinued ignorant of what really ailed
him. He deceived himself consistently
with the belief that he was impelled by
chivalry and gratitude only.

Anne, having discovered something
of the real Gage behind his barrier of
shyness, started out to get acquainted
in a spirit of boyish comradery. She
was discouraged by his lack of re-
sponse—he seemed to be always avoid-
ing her. So she made up her mind he
didn’t like her, and left him alone.

That threw Gage into an inner panic.

He in his turn decided she didn’t like
him, and was more miserable than
ever. He wanted her to like him, but
he was afraid to talk to her, except in
the way of business. As long as he
kept on business topics he was fluent
enough.

His relations with Colby remained
outwardly the same. Their conversa-
tion on the train that night was never
referred to again. Between Sutton
and the other two there was tacitly a
state of armed truce. But under the
surface of Colby’s calm, Gage repeat-
edly saw signs that their chief lived in
constant fear of the indispensable Sut-
ton, who was slated to be the engineer
in charge of the new ship on its trial
flight. Sutton’s own dour countenance

“told nothing.
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Sutton was the engineering genius
of the partnership. While Gage had
supplied the general ideas, it was Sut-
ton whose expert brain had worked out
the details and made the thing practi-
cal. Gage had lacked the technical
education for that, and Colby’s own
knowledge was superficial. But Gage
had foreseen the possibility of a break
between Sutton and Colby, and had
been applving himself closelv to tech-
nical study at every opportunity ever
since the project was started. He had
pledged himself to see this thing
through, and was working now as
faithfully to that end as though no
crisis had occurred between him and
Colby-.

Only once since the nearlv tragic
termination of their first great flight
had Colby mentioned his fears to Gage.

“T dread the idea of trusting Sutton
with the new ship,” he said one day
shortly before the great flier was com-
pleted, “ but I don’t see any way out
of it. Neither of us could manage it
alone if anything went wrong. It
needs all three of us anvhow, for
safety.”

So, with this state of acute tension
in the minds of the prime movers, the
first of the Circum-Globe Liners
reached completion.

“What are you going to name it?”
Anne asked one day at the close of a
conference betwecn the three. * Seems
funny to have a ship almost done and
no name for it. I'm getting tired of
having the reporters ask me and hav-
ing to tell them you haven’t decided
vet.”

“ \Why, I haven’t been able to hit on
anvthing yet that seems dignified
enough and yet has the right snap to
it for publicity purposes,” Colby ad-
mitted. “I'd thought of calling it
Rocket 11, after the first one, but this
big fellow ought to have a name all its
own.”

“Of course it had,” Anne agreed.
“ And don’t call it a fellow. It’s a
lady. Why not call her Diana? Diana
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sible for a puncher to see more than
fifty yards.

In such country a steer could be
roped, a fire kindled, and the brand
blotted on the spot without one chance
of discovery in a thousand. Any man
in the district could do it. The thief
might even drive the stolen steer to the
railroad running across the mouth of
the valley without once going out into
the open, and be back at his own ranch
soon after sundown. For from the
railroad to the valley’s end, where
Dan’s ranch was located, was only ten
miles.

Nor was shipping very difficult. A\t
the foot of the hills the railroad main-
tained a water tank, a siding, a loading
chute, and a tiny station wherc a one-
legged, red-nosed, irascible old-timer
calling himself Pegleg Sampson acted
as agent. Fast-bound trains stopped
at Piute Crossing to take on water he-
fore the long pull up the grade.

In the fall a good many cattle were
shipped, but during the rest of the year
Pegleg led a lonely existence. He was
there to watch the tank. No one came
to Piute Crossing except to ship cattle,
and during the summer the one-legged
old man might not see a soul in weeks.
Steers could be brought to his lonely
siding through the woods. concealed
near by till a train stopped, and then
be driven up the loading chute onto
the cars while the engine was taking
on water.

At least that was how Dan figured
the rustlers were working. The cows
could not be shipped except at Piute
Crossing. The mountains were too
high and steep and the markets too
distant to drive stock across country.

But if the thieves were shipping by

rail they would be compelled to use a
brand which was registered in the dis-
trict. ‘That was going to be difficult.
There weren’t very many of them, and
the cattle inspectors knew just about
how many cows each brand ought to
ship, and when they usually put their
stock on the cars.
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Dan set the brands down. Coleman's
Rafter L, the Bar XD which shared
the valley, his own Diamond B, then,
on the other side of the railroad, the
Mashed O, the Quarter Circle 4, the
Fishhook, and the \Windowsash.

It made quite a list; but the only
chance to do any brand blotting, as far
as he could see—and Dan had studied
those brands for a month—was to
work the Rafter I, over into a Dia-
mond B.

Therefore, Dan slept lightly. More
than one honest nester has been shot
mighty dead because of just such cir-
cumstantial evidence as that.

“ Sudden Bill said he didn't set me
down for a thief,” Dan told himself
over and over. But the premonition
that trouble was coming made him un-
easy.

CHAPTER II
THE BLOTTED BRAND.

T was on the eighth day, in the thick
darkness an hour before dawn, that
he was awakened. by the sound he
dreaded. The faint tchung of barbed
wire .cautiously severed near the post
by some one anxious to make little
noise. A very slight sound, which
would not have disturbed Dan’s slum-
ber if his ears had not heen tuned for
1t
In one swift, premeditated bound he
was out of bed. The Winchester
leaped into his hand. He had the
sights lined on the dimly seen figure
at the fence before the sleep was out
of his eyes. Almost he pulled trigger.
But as firmly as he had resolved to
shoot, now that the moment had come
the deed was too coldly murderous-for
Dan’s stomach. There was only one
person at the fence this time. A little
chap who crouched low on the ground
and worked with nervous haste. With
the utmost care to make no noise he
severed one panel of Dan’s fence and
moved on to the next.
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When the little fellow straightened
up, something about the figure and the
manner of walking startled Dan. The
nester rubbed his eyes. He could not
believe he had seen truly—and vet he
had. The person cutting his fence
wore skirts!

Dan dropped the \Vinchester. His
fingers trembled as he flung on his
clothes. It couldn’t be any one else
but Bess Coleman: and what madness
brought her here he could not imagine.
Why, he’d nearly shot her!

The narrow margin by which the
tragedy had been averted made Dan
gasp; the horror of it, now that Bess
was safe, made him of a sudden furi-
ously angry at the girl. Mix in men’s
business? Make a murderer of him,
would she? He'd show her!

Springing through the doorway he
threw his carbine to his shoulder when
the girl uttered a faint cry of alarm
and ran toward her horse.

“None of that, now!” he called
menacingly. '

She stopped. “ Tt's me,. Dan—don’t
shoot,” she cried out.

“ Ain't there no men on the Rafter
L?” he shouted in reply, and crossed
the hundred vards of range between his
shack and the fence with angry strides.

“Forty Mile wouldn't come! He
‘lowed there wasn’t no hurry to run
yuh out!” the girl retorted as he came
to a standstill beside her. i

“\Vhy’'d I have to be run out?”

“ Because daddy swore he’d git out
of bed to do it himself. I knew he
meant it, if Forty Mile didn’t!" Bess
answered vehemently. I told Forty
Mile the ride would kill daddy, an’
when he just langhed I sneaked away
thinkin’ I could cut yore wire without
wakin’ yuh. Then there wouldn't be
nc one hurt—"

“ That ain’t no answer!”

Bess hesitated. * ‘Tain’t a thing I
like to tell yuh to yore face, Dan,” she
went on. She was reluctant to speak,
but her eyes defied him to deny what
she had to say.
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“Yo're to be run out because the
stockyards wired us sixty-nine of yore
Diamond B's had been shipped in the
last week. Knowing there was rustlin’
goin’ on here they looked at the hides.
Every one of yore sixty-nine was re-
branded from a Rafter L. That’s
why !

Dan stared at her. In the first shock
of that accusation his anger vanished
like something which had never heen:
he found himself thinking more of
Sudden Bill Coleman than himself.
Sixty-nine head—in a week!

No wonder the old ranchman was
loco: no wonder he was ready to drag
himself off a sick bed to get square
with one who had not only stolen him
blind, but lied to him and blufted him.
Tt was true enough that if Forty Mile
had refused to act, Bess had been com-
pelled to, even at such risk. But sixty-
nine head, and branded Diamond B!
€

l man, too, that day yuh sassed us,”

said Bess with sad finality. ““ Yuh
look like a man. I—I sort of figured
vuh were better than most. But under-
neath, Dan Bogart, yo're just plain
coyote, so onery yuh'd steal from a
sick man an’ sling a gun on a girl.”

Bess turned toward her pony. She
had a foot in the stirrup when Dan
sprang forward and caught the bridle.

“Wait!” he commanded. “ Yuh
must know I love vuh. Am I goin’ to
let yuh ride off thinkin’ me a liar an’
worse?”

The girl shrugged and shook the
nester’s hand from her rein.

“Funny time yuh pick for yo’re
ccurtin’,” she responded. and her with-
ering indifference was hard for Dan
to endure. His face grew bleak, and
when he spoke he was as cold, almost
as impersonal as the girl herself.

“Ain't courtin’. I been hopin’ to,
two years—an’ yuh call me onery
coyote at the end of it,” he said. “I'm
just tellin’ yuh the real facts so’s yuh
kin understand what I'm goin’ to do—

THOUGHT yuh talked like a
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ter and set the sights for three hundred
yards.

Here was a show-down. Forty Mile
couldn’t know that the nester had re-
branded his own cow; all he could pos-
sibly see was that his enemy was alone
and discovered in a guilty act. If he
had a grudge to settle, he could do it;
on the other hand, if he simply sus-
pected Dan was in league with the
thieves, he would make every effort
to capture both the nester and the cow.
For since the rustlers were using Dan’s
brand, the stealing would have to stop
as soon and as long as the nester was in
jail.

At three hundred vards Dan sent a
warning shot whistling by the fore-
man’s ear, and grinned sourly to him-
self, when Forty Mile flinched, swung
his pony to the left, and commenced
to gallop Indian fashion in a wide
circle around the wash. At the sec-
ond circuit the three punchers began to
edge in.

“ Movie stuff,” Dan grunted. He
aimed carefully, and his bullet, rico-
cheting from the hard ground under
the nose of the leading pony, changed
the foreman’s tactics very abruptly.
The attackers loped out of range,
and began a heated discussion.

The argument was protracted long
enough to make Dan’s eyes narrow sus-
piciously. Wolf and Dusty were having
entirely too much to say. The three
talked. Forty Mile should have given
orders at once, but it was fullv five
minutes before he got around to it.

The nester watched the foreman’s
head wag; saw Wolf, a big, black-
browed, surly man, wearing a check-
ered red and black shirt and a gray
sombrero, shrug his shoulders in dis-
approval.

Dusty, who was lean and hard-bitten
and dressed in grayv from hat to pants,
save for a vest of violent black and
white checks, disagreed also, but at last
the two punchers rode off together in
the general direction of the Rafter L,
while Fortv Mile remained where he
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was, with his Winchester poised across
his saddlehorn.

*Which is fair enough,” the nester
interpreted. Punchels go for help,
foreman rides herd on me till it gits
here. Either that, or Forty Mile is glt—
tin’ rid of witnesses. Now, is he goin’
to fight, or just keep me from ridin’ off
with this heifer?”

Patiently Dan waited until the two
punchers were out of sight, a matter
of more than half an hour, during
which the fox-faced foreman sat on
hix pony like a statue, a quarter of a
mile away from the wash. So far, so
good. Once the two had the range to
themselves, however, the nester set his
sights to the highest notch and rode de-
liberately into the open.

Forty Mile whipped up his carbine
and fired. The bullet fell short and
was fully twenty feet out of line.

“Wants me personal, huh?” said
Dan aloud. ‘ Well, he ought to've
tried where he could use a Colt. Never
saw a six-gun slinger yet who was
worth a damn over fifty yards.”

There was a strong breeze blowing
across the sage that would make a bul-
let drift a yard or two, but Dan lined
his sights directly on the foreman’s
chest. Except for that intentional over-
sight he shot as well as he could. At
the crack of his carbine Forty Mile
flung himself out of the saddle.

“ Heard it buzz, huh?” the nester
grunted. ‘ Here’s one to show I did
not shoot wide by no accident.” This
time Dan allowed for the wind. He
drew a coarse head, but his bullet must
have sung within a vard of the fore-
man’s head. Forty Mile’s pony shied,
and trotted a yard away.

“ Could plug vore pony any time,
an’ damn well yuh know it,” Dan
growled.

HE foreman was shooting stead-
ily. Not an especially good rifle
shot, his bullets were wide of the

target, but he was burning ammunition
as though he intended to keep up the
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battle all day. Firing, Dan saw at
once, entirely too fast, and also remain-
ing at long range where the advantage
lay all with the better shot. It was very
poor tactics, and even worse strategy.
Not in the least what Dan had expected
from a man as experienced and cool-
headed as Forty Mile.

If the foreman had retreated to the
edge of the woods, where he could
shelter himself and keep Dan and the
rebranded heifer in the open till the
punchers got back with overwhelming
1eenforcement=, his strategy would
have made sense. If he had charged,
'so that rapid movement and short
range would have compensated for the
nester’s superiority with a Winchester,
his tactics would have been understand-
able.

Forty Mile’s courage was unques-
tioned. Dan didn’t doubt the intensity
of his hate, either; the foreman would
not have hesitated to take such a risk
in order to dispose of an enemy. But
for him to blaze away like an excited
tenderfoot was puzzling.

And was it excitement? To test his
suspicion Dan retreated to the shelter
of the wash. Necvertheless, Forty Mile
kept pumping his Winchester; he must
have fired forty rounds before his
hammer clicked on an empty chamber.
Dan watched him fumbling through
the loops of his belt.

Twice Forty Mile snapped his rifle,
adding proof to proof that it was
empty; then he vaulted to the saddle
and dusted away toward the Rafter
L ; though the nester, as yet, had made
no move to take advantage of his help-
lessness.

Instead, Dan spat in disgust.

“ Bluffin’,” he said. ** Bluffin’ from
first to last. There vuh go, with an
empty belt to show yuh fought me
down to yore last cartridge, when the
real facts is yuh didn’t want me killed
or caught!”

Slowly Dan released the line-back
heifer. The excitement of the fight had
passed. He was weary and discour-
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aged; he had hoped to clear himself
by one bold stroke, only to discover
that the attack on him sprung from
motives more complicated than person-
al hatred.

Only one 1fact was seli-evident.
Forty Mile wanted the rustling to con-
tinue. \Whether the foreman desired
it because he was involved in the steal-
ing himself Dan had no means of
knowing as vet; it was probable, but
the nester had to have definite proof.

Slowly Dan headed the heifer to-
ward the timber. The trick of the blot-
ted brand had worked once, and if he
acted swiftly he thought he could use
it again. He would go to Piute Cross-
ing and make old Pegleg Sampson
think he was a rustler too.

If the strategem worked, the old-
timer would blab secrets Dan would
never learn while the others thought of
him as an honest man.

For range thieves must work in con-
cert or he caught, and the one-legged
old man who was shipping their cattle
must know them every one.

CHAPTER IIL

THIEVES. TREATMENT.

LL that day, therefore, Dan spent
in herding the heifer through the
timber which skirted the foot of

the hills. The cow was allowed to
browse along at its own pace; the big
nester was satisfied to keep in motion.
He had from sunrise until sunset to
cover ten miles, and there was neither
a choice of route nor any danger of
discovery in that thick timber to keep
his faculties alert.

The fact that there was but one des-
tination for a man who stole a cow
in that valley would give both Bess
and Forty Mile a very clear idea as to
his probable movements; but it did not
seem at all important to Dan. The
Rafter L punchers had been watching
Piute Crossing for a month, and if
they hadn’t got any clew to the thieves
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horsemen who could certainly cut him
off from the timber.

He waited for the sound of a shot
from the shack. Instead, he heard the
slam of a door and saw the starlight
gleam on the foreman's six-gun as
Forty Mile came striding back.

“\"amosed. Blankets ain't been
slept in,” rasped the gray-eyed man.
His breath whistled angrily through his
nose. “ Couldn’t one of yuh hombres
kept him there? Did it need both of
vuh to sa<11a\ a nester back where he
was goin’ anvhow. Blue thunderin’
blazes if I jest had some pardners with
some savvy an guts—"

“Can that,” growled \Wolf roughly.
“Told yuh the sheriff was hangin’
around, didn't I> \Vhen Dan here got
away the sheriff arrested the old
skunk.” ‘The puncher chuckled. “ All
the info Connors gits out of Pegleg
I'll put in my eye,” he jeered, “ but it
sure knocks vore scheme into a cocked
hat, Forty Mlile!”

“Don't either!” the foreman
snapped. He mounted and led the way
to the shack. At the door he cut the
cord binding Dan's legs, pulled him
from the saddle, and threw him inside.
“Take the ponies into the woods an’
picket them, all but mine.” he growled.
“I'm ridin’. If Connors has gone off
with the old rat we Il jest get Connors
and Pegleg both.”

\While the horses were being led
away Forty Mile paced back and forth
in the dark shack, kicking at Dan each
time he passed. Once he stopped at the
water bucket and drank greedily.

The gurgle of the water in his throat,
the sound of the gourd striking the
rim of the bucket. reminded the big
nester of his own thirst.

“ Givin’ me a drink ?” Dan requested.

“\Vhat for? Yuh ain’t got long to
be thirsty,” snapped the foreman. He
refilled the gourd, drank, and tossed
the drops that remained into the nest-
er’s face. The act was meant as an
insult, but from the touch of cool
water on Dan’s cheek was born an idea.
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It was true that Forty Mile might
lure Pegleg back, but he could not pos-
sibly do it quickly. He must ride to
the Rafter L., if not to town. The
nester drew a long breath; he almost
whistled aloud. If hecould just get the
foreman mad enough now, he might
forget the gourd—

“Figured yuh was scared of me,”
Dan sneered. ‘“ Yuh run like a sheep
this mornin’! Hombre, I’'m tied—and
T'll promise not to bite yore pretty lit-
tle tootsie wootsies when yuh,pass me
the gourd.”

He succeeded in angering Forty
Mile, but not in the way that he hoped.
The foreman kicked him in the ribs.

“ Probably that’s why Bess Coleman
ain’t got no use for yuh,” the nester
went on, stifling an almost involuntary
ejaculation of pain. “ Knows yo’re a
coward.”

UTSIDE, Wolf and Dusty ,were
O returning. Forty Mile refilled

the gourd, and squatted on the
floor so close to Dan that the nester
could distinguish his features. They
were contorted with half insane rage;
the foreman'’s close-set eyes gleamed in
the dark.

“ Feller,” Forty Mile answered, Jhis
voice hoarse with passion, ‘ before sun-
up I'm goin’ to plug yuh. Yuh ain’t
goin’ to come into the Rafter L no
niore, grinnin’ an’ braggin’ an’ settin’
that gal against better men. Yuh ain’t
never goin’ to need no more water, but
vo're goin’ to get this—so.”

Savagelv Forty Mile flung dipper
and all into Dan’s face, cutting his lip
and drenching the front of his flannel
shirt. “ But while yo're sittin’ in the
dark waitin’ for me to ride back an’
drill yuh.” the hoarse voice growled
on, “ I'm goin’ to tell yuh why I'm go-
in’—'cause I reckon it ’ll be worse than
bein’ shot.

‘“ Bess did turn me down. Probably
the whole damn range knows it, ”
rasped the foreman, his voice rising
insanely.  “T told her right then I'd
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make her regret it. I asked if it was
yuh she liked. She never said nothing,
but I knowed.” .

“1Vish I had,” Dan muttered. In
the darkness he was rubbing his bound
wrists back and forth across his sodden
shirt, forcing the water into the raw-
hide. Once it was thoroughly wet it
would stretch—just a little. If he
could tug long and hard enough.

“ Think of that, while yo're waitin’,”
Forty Mile snarled. “I made up my
mind J'd fix yuh. Reckon I have—an’
I squared accounts with Sudden Bill
while doin® so. He an' that daughter
of his thought I'd work on fer them for
wages, did they?”

The foreman snorted. “ Not one
day after she told me I wasn’t fit to
marry. . I’ve made more money an’ had
more fun the last three months than
ever in the five years I been workin’
for them. An’ the cream of it will be
to-morrow,” Forty \ile ended in a
savage whisper, “ when I tell Bess I
caught yuh rustlin’, but that before we
could git yuh, yuh shot old Pegleg an’
the sheriff. When she finds she's fallen
in love with a thief an’ a killer maybe
she'll look at things different. I don't
reckon a woman's ‘no ' is permanent.”

“Yuh tarantula!" Dan panted. He
would have given his chance at liberty
at that instant if the rawhide had
stretched enough for him to have got
a fist loose to smash into the foreman’s
sneering face. Even bound, he swung
his two hands awkwardly at the tore-
man's head. Forty Mile dodged, and
kicked the nester again.

“ Think it over fast, hombre—be-
cause I won’t be gone long,”" he jeered,
and rose to his feet to give his last in-
structions to his punchers.

“ Pegleg bein’ away don’t change
our plans more than a mite.” he point-
ed out crisply. “ Yuh two wait here,
in the dark, with this jasper. I'm go-
in’ back to the ranch.
altogether, more than two hours.

“Be a long ride to take a prizoner to
town—sheriff must have stopped at the

Won't be gone, .
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Rafter L for the night. I'll tell him I
saw a rustler drivin” cattle here. Con-
nors ‘Il come to git the thief, an’ T'll
want Pegleg along to flag the train
down the line. That way, it I /iud seen
rustlers, they'd still be here waitin’ for
the train in case we was late.”

“Yeah, but that Connors is a cata-
mount with a six-gun,”" Dusty de-
murred.

“So was Billy the Kid—an’ Connors
won't have no more chance,” the fore-
man snapped. ““ Sit here, in the dark.
Yuh'll hear us comin’. \We'll scout
around an’ finally we’ll open the door.
Shoot the first feller to open the door.
If they’s two of them, git them both.
That ‘Il be Connors an’ Pegleg. Don’t
stop to recognize faces. I ain’t goin’
to be nowhere near the door—but if
yuh should miss, I'll crack down on the
jaspers from behind. Savvy?"

Wolf grunted assent. “ Only we
better gag this hombre,” he growled.
“It would spoil the play for him to
sing out while yuh was sashayin’
around.”

“ Knock him on the head, if yuh've
a mind to,”" Forty Mile snapped. * But
don’t be in no hurry, \Wolf. I sure hate
that feller, and I want him to set there
thinkin’ in the dark. So long.”

Impatiently the tforeman flung open
the door and vaulted into the saddle.
At a gallop he departed for the Raft-
er L.

OLF gave his leader time to get

out of sight, then lit a cigarette

—so unexpectedly that Dan,

who had been too busy rubbing his

bonds against his wet shirt and tug-

ging, tugging. tugging to stretch them

as rapidly as possible had a moment of

nervousness lest his action had been

observed. But it had been too dark in

the shack for him to see Wolf fumbling
with Durham and papers.

“ Sure hate to quit this rustlin’. Nev-

er stole ’em faster nor easier.” grum-

bled the burly puncher.

Dusty stirred restlessly. ¢ TForty
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Mile is too set on gittin’ square,” he
complained. ““\Vhat say we strike out
for ourselves, \Volf. Ve can easy
square Pegleg.”

The big puncher’s answer was a dubi-
ous grunt, but Dusty rose and prod-
ded Dan with his toe. “ S’posin’ I was
to cut yuh loose, hombre,” he proposed.
“ We three kin skip out an’ hide in the
timber. Forty Mile will have to high-
tail it then. He's shore poked his arm
too far down a wolf’s den! \We lay
low awhile, then start operatin’ again
the same way—only takin’ it easy ?”

The moistened rawhide had stretched
the least bit. Dan had worked the
cords from his wrists as far as his
knuckles. He could not pull them over

the bones, though he had tugged hard

enough to break the skin on the back
of his hands. Forty Mile meant busi-
ness, Dan knew; Dan could join the
rustlers, though taking to the hills un-
der the conditions Dusty proposed
would blacken his reputation for life,
even if he refused later to steal Bess’s
cattle.

“Yuh can go to hell,” he said quietly.

“ But looka here!" Dusty began, only
to be silenced by his partner.

“1 ain’t trustin’ this jasper none
whatever,” \Wolf growled. “ Yo're
talkin’ loco, Dusty. This racket is
played out, an’ nothin’ will cover our
tracks like a nice fresh corpse. \We're
goin’ to play the deck like Forty Mile
stacked it.”

“But if he'd join us,” whined
Dusty.
“Shut up. I aint,”” Dan snapped.

He had found a little puddle of water,
no more than a couple of tablespoons,
collected in a hollow in the uneven dirt
floor of the shack. He pressed his
wrists into the mud.

“Which will be all from yuh,” said
Wolf harshly, and fumbling on Peg-
leg’s bunk found a rag and a bit of
scrap. With these he gagged Dan till
the nester could hardly breathe. felt
the bonds, and found them still in place,
then, shoving the nester prone on the
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floor, \Voli ground his cigarette out
under his heel and settled back to wait.

Dan twisted on the floor to find the
moist spot in the dirt.

“ Shut up!” snapped Dusty. “ I hear
a pony!”

“Hell, it's too soon—hut yo're
right!” whispered the bigger outlaw.
He drew his six-gun and moved to one
side of the door; here he could fire the
instant it opened. Dusty, after a sec-
ond’s hesitation, took his position on
the other side. ]

The pony swept up to the shack at a
gallop. At the door the rider jumped
to the ground.

“Psst!  Wolf! Dusty! Don’t
shoot! TIt's Forty Mile!” he whis-
pered. ““ Hell’s popped an’ damned if
it ain’t popped straight into our hands!
I hadn’t gone two miles when I sky-
lined two fellers comin’ over a rise—
Pegleg an’ Connors. I goes to the edge
of the timber. They stop near me, and
damned if they don’t separate. Con-
nors goes on up the tracks, an’ Pegleg
heads this-away. He ain't five minutes
behind me.”

“ Sheriff followin’?” Wolf growled.

“He ain't! crowed Forty Mile.
“ ¢ Shore yuh don’t want me to go to
yore shack?” he sings out. * Triple
damn it, no,” says Pegleg. ¢ Yuh watch
the railroad—I'm old enough to go
home in the dark!

“ Git ready, now. hombres! That
calf Dan branded this mornin’ is all the
evidence we need. I’ll put my pony in
the brush an’ be ready behind the house
in case the old skunk gits suspicious.”

S he spoke the foreman galloped
off. Almost instantly, it seemed
to Dan, he came running back.

The thump of his boot heels on the
ground -stopped at the rear door—
stopped just as the faint thump-thump
—thump-thump of a loping pony
warned of Pegleg’s approach. There
was a double click as both the outlaws
ambushed behind the doors cocked
their six-guns. Then utter silence.
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tened himself on the ground where he
could be safe until he could find out
what was what.

“There’s a triple damned hellion
outside! Sing out, yuh in the shack,
whoever yuh are!” he shouted.

AN wasn't able to sing out just
then, but nevertheless he’d never
heard a more welcome sound than

old Pegleg’s voice. Dan wanted to set-
tle with Forty Mile, and if the old-
timer was still unhurt he could insure
them an even break. The nester squat-
ted on the floor, where he wouldn't be
too much exposed to a shot in the back
through one of the windows, until he
had loosened the knots of his gag.

“TIt’s Dan inside, Pegleg! Stay in
the brush.” he shouted when his mouth
was free. and added in a penetrating
whisper. “ Forty Mile—hey, Forty
Mile, vul tarantula!”

“Yeah?" rasped the foreman.

“Connors is comin’ an’ yore two
men are dead. [ can't hear either of
them bhreathin® none, so vore husted
like a flush. reller.”

The foreman swore. “How'd yuh
git loose.” he wanted to know,

“ By thinkin'—like yuh said,” an-
swered the nester grimly. “ Now, fel-
ler, are yuh the plumb covote an’ cow-
ard I called yuh, or will yuh shoot it
out with me, with Pegleg only seein’
fair play. [ set out to make this valley
a place where a man could live honest
an’ a girl could ride alone safe, which
it "Il never be while yo're livin’, even in
jail,” Dan went on grimly.

QOutside the foreman laughed softly.
“1'd admire to send yuh to hell
How'll we fix it?"

Dan raised his voice. “ Pegleg!” he
shouted. ** Forty Mile's goin’ to walk
straight toward yuh. Git him to the
edge of the brush, an’ see his gun is
holstered. Then I'm comin’ out, an’
we'll walk together, shootin’ when we
please. Don’t yuh cut down on him
yoreself, 'cause he’s said and done some
things I crave to settle personal.”
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“Yo're a triple damned fool—but all
right!” old Pegleg howled back, and
a minute later added, “ He’s ready,
Dan!”’

The nester shoved the gun he had
taken from Wolf into the waistband of
his trousers and stepped through the
door. Though his eyes were accus-
tomed to the darkness he could not see
Forty Mile at once. He walked for-
ward slowly with perfect confidence.

TForty Mile was vicious, but he was
not yellow. He was quick and accu-
rate with a six-gun; but it seemed to
Dan, with the memory of Bess at the
cut fence and the cold-blooded shoot-
ing of Sudden Bill vividly before his
mind, that he could not fail. His hatred
was so intense he would be able to
shoot with Forty Mile's bullet in his
heart.

In the starlit darkness the foreman’s
figure aterialized, walking forward
slowly and erect like Dan himself—
but with his six-gun drawn in his hand.

“ Coyote to the end, ain’t yuh>”* The
nester jeered. He gripped his gun
without drawing it. FHe wasn’t going
to shoot first.

Forty Mile walked onward without
reply. Confident in his advantage he
was seeking point-blank range. Less
than twenty feet separated the two
when the foreman jerked up his gun
and fired. Something tugged at the
open flap of Dan’s vest: something hot
burned along his ribs. Like a live thing
his gun swung up and outward in a
cross-arm draw, leaped and flamed in
his hand as it swung in line with Forty
Mile, one fractional second before the
foreman’s gun blazed the second time.

The nester fired again, not realizing
his enemy was tottering—Forty Mile
had staggered back, his gun falling
from relaxed fingers as he crumpled
up, shot through the hody.

He raised a white face as Dan
reached him.

“Yuh got me through the stomach,
Dan,” he gasped. ““I'd die slow—only
—yore second shot’s in my cgest.”

A
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“T have heard this,” he answered,
;‘ b’l,lt John himself told me it was a
ie.

“ Told you, no doubt,” the patriarch
said scornfully, “ that the empress her-
self slew her husband, and that John
forced her to marry his brother that
her mad folly might he curbed. Ave!
That is the tale he told the people; and
there are those who believe him. Fools!
Hear now the truth:

“ The emperor was an old man, too
old to keep a woman'‘s love. John was
a mere palace eunuch, whose low birth
justified his menial rank. Knowing
the empress for a weak, vain woman,
he found a place at court for his
brother Michael, who now is emperor,
and whose beauty quickly brought him
into favor. The empress saw him, and
loved him. They were lovers long be-
fore the emperor died.

“ John grew in rank and honors as
the empress’s love for his brother in-
creased. At last he secured a place in
her own household, and fanned the
flame of her wicked love. From that
day the emperor grew sick—by slow
poison, which John administered. But
when his death came not swiftly
enough, John and Michael strangled
him in his bath.

“ Before he was cold, they forced
the empress to marry Michael. Ave,
with hands vet hot from the hideous
crime, the usurper succeeded both to
the throne and to the wife of his
victim.”

E paused, studying Harald’s face.
The repulsion he saw there satis-
fied him.

“ Can you,” he went on, his words
slowly falling; “can you. the blood
brother to a saint of God, serve such
men as these?”’

Harald fought hard for calm. * You
—vou know this to be true?”

“Zoe has confessed to me. And
now, by giving vou power. John has
placed in your hands the means to ef-
fect God’s vengeance.”
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Harald was struck with a horrible
suspicion. Did the mad patriarch
dream—7? '

“You "—the Prefect breathed thick-
ly—*" you would have me slay him?”

*“Is it not vour duty to slay God’s
enemy ” the old man asked implacably.

Harald glanced helplessly about him.

“I have sworn an oath,” he said,
striving for firmness. “ An oath to
serve the emperor faithfully, unless he
or his brother plays me false. How
can I break my pledged word? Or
how can I be false, even to a villain,
if he trusts me?”

“How if the emperor is no emperor,
but a usurper?”’ the patriarch ques-
tioned with tireless malice. “Is not
your duty to the throne rather than to
a slave who sits upon it? Zoe is em-
press; nor can a wicked marriage make
a king of him who married her.”

“1I could give up my commission,”
Harald said, more to himself than to
the aroused old man. But the patri-
arch would have none of that.
~ “To do so,” he retorted, “ were to
give up the advantage God has given
you. As Prefect, you command thou-
sands of men — enough to force the
murderers from the palace, to place
them on the scaffold. Your duty to the
empress demands it.

“ She is weak, if you will; nay, she
has been wicked: but she has atoned
her sin through bitter suffering. You,
who are a servant of the imperial
crown, must cast her persecutors from
power, and set her free.”

The Prefect stood silent, overborne.
The fierce old voice resumed:

*“ Because I know the truth, I, too,
am a prisoner. Only on holy days,
when I must celebrate service in the
cathedral, am I allowed to leave this
house—and then under strong guard,
lest any speak with me. John would
kill me if he dared, but he fears the
people. They cared little for the slain
emperor, but thev will not see their
anointed bishop perish.

“But I am cunning.” His hot eves
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‘“ Every time I ran I imagined I was
on the field. The other people were
imaginary tacklers. So I dodged

through them, I sidestepped; I would .

come to a dead halt, and start again
at top speed ; I practiced changing pace,
and changing direction; I shifted my

It was thrilling to me.
Sometimes, on crowded streets, I got
very excited. [ counted the yards as I
ran. This was a dash off tackle; this
was a sweeping end run.  When I
came to a jam, and couldn’t possibly
get through, that meant I had been
tackled. I got so I could dodge through
any crowd ; and all my tricks came easy
tome. I knew if Icould put those into
practice on a field, I would be a star.”

Clive suddenly realized to what an
extent he had talked about himself,
and he came to a painful silence, flush-
ing.

Muriel smiled at him curiously. She
said: “ You are a very odd person.”

He laughed as he recovered himself
and replied : “ Not too odd, I hope.”

She laughed again curiously. “ Very
interesting, I assure you. I must run
along now.”

Before he apprehended her, she was
up, and as he strove to push back his
chair, she said gayly: “ Don't hurry.
I must be off. Iam late for an engage-
ment,” and with another curious smile,
she rushed from the cafeteria.

A slow and uneasy sensation crept
over him, and vaguely he felt that he
had been a fool. It must sound silly
to another person, his little game of
playing football with street crowds.
They could never understand what it
had meant to him. After seeing a big
game, he would compare the running
of the famous backs to his own running
through the crowds.

He imagined himself playing against
Cornell, to-morrow Colgate, then Penn-
sylvania, and then the Nebraska Corn-
huskers. His game: and he had told,
of all people, Muriel Courtworth, who
had hardly spoken to him before.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

Next afternoon his outfit was ex-
cited for their scrimmage with the
scrubs.  The first team was occupied
in developing secret plays for the open-
ing game Saturday. Putsey Brant ran
his charges through all the plays twice,
and then trotted them over to the foot-
ball field for the scrimmage.

Clive seemed to sense a peculiar atti-
tude among his players, which he was
at a loss to place. As they reached the
field they were joined by Pete Clayton,
who came up to the team, grinning,

“Well, fellows, we’ll hold the scrubs
to-day and surprise them. But you,
Ferrall, had better not try your unusual
method of crowd dodging on these
habies: you'll find a tackling football
man different from suburbanites.”

At that the covert grins of his team-
mates became open; even Brant smiled
indulgently.

Clive was stunned. He could only
glare at the grinning Clayton: his face
seemed to leer at Clive. Unconscious-
ly almost, Ferrall took a step toward
him, his fists clenched. He saw in a
flash the whole contemptible game:
They had put Muriel up to it.

ORTUNATELY, Brant observed
the situation, and called: “ All
right, men, line up. Here come the

scrubs. There’s going to be no kick-
off. No downs. They’ll keep the ball
first. Then you keep it. Just remem-
ber all you've learned. Don’t get ex-
cited. And be sure to pick your man—
then hit, low and hard.”

As Clive took his position at de-
fensive right half back, he noticed a
knot of students in the stands. Several
of the varsity coaching staff were look-
ing on.

Clive tensed as he heard the scrub
quarter back calling signals. He was
in the midst of taking a deep breath
when he saw the lines clash, and a hud-
dle of men, four solid, were racing
around his end! His mouth went dry
as he moved forward in the line of the
rush.
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he stuck behind his ragged interference.
Before he was in a position to dodge or
twist, a swarm of tacklers was over
him. But he tried doggedly.

Every time he took the ball, he at-
tempted to evade a tackler by one of the
tricks he had practiced running to the
bank. It didn't matter that some one
from the other side lifted him clear
off his feet in the midst of a sidestep,
that he was knocked flat when he
changed his pace; he kept trying.

He got his revenge when the scrubs
had the ball. He tackled with a vi-
ciousness that hefore the scrimmage
was over earned him the commenda-
tion of the coaches as a strong defen-
sive man.

Tt was a weary Clive Ferrall who
walked toward the showers when
Coach Lenahan himself, after watch-
ing the scrub attack, broke up the
scrimmage. Clive was weary in spirit
as well as body. The incessant raillery
of both teams sorely tried his nerves.
He realized the futility of retort: he
could only iight harder. But those
jolts and knocks had taken a heavy toll
of bruises and abrasions. '

As, limping slightly, he passed the
stands he saw Muriel Courtworth with
two other girls and a man, but they
made off at his approach, and he
thought he saw her whisper to her
friends. 1le called after them, but she
barely turned and gave the coldest of
salutations. \With his anger boiling he
limped furiously to the showers.

In his everyday suit and one of his
everyday ties he returned to the Golden
Age Cafeteria. Apparently waiting for
lim was Marjorie Ashton, His first
impulse was to avoid her: but a wist-
ful appeal in her face undid him. and
he found himself placing his tray on
the table at which she was dawdling
over a poisonous-looking chocolate
eclair.

“Don’t vou big strong men envy
me?” she asked lightly. ““Look at the
delicious dessert I can eat.”

“I might as well eat one myself for
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all the good my diet is doing me,” he
retorted bitterly, his pain bursting out.

“ Clive, you must be patient. These
other fellows have been playing for
vears. You can't expect in your first
experience to do as well.”

*“I know, but I thought my way of
playing would help me.”

“ What way, Chve?”

“Oh, you wouldn’t understand.”

“Of course, I would understand,”
and he looked into the softest, kindest
cves he had ever seen in his life.

Before he realized it, he had poured
out the whole miserable tale, conclud-
ing: “ [l show her and that dirty
bunch!”

“Clive,” she said in a low voice,
“ you will never show them that way.
It was a despicable thing to do. But
don’t allow yourself to be seething be-
cause of—them. Go about it with calin
determination.”

S best he could Clive went about
it with calm determination dur-
ing those long, gruelling October

days when the varsity was polishing in-
to perfect condition for the hig games
in November. Clive's outfit each week
practiced the plays of the team to op-
pose the varsity, every Tuesday using

those plays in scrimmage against the

varsity: and on Friday they scrim-
maged with the scrubs. At other times
they were fodder for the other teams.

But on these two scrinnmages Clive
tried doggedly his spectacular method
of broken field running. He was learn-
ing many differences in running against
a team and against a street crowd.

Never given good protection by his
irregular interference, and having al-
ways two or more tacklers on him at
once, he never tired of trying his tricks.
Many times during the last of October
he found himself free of the first
tackler, sometimes hali breaking from
the second: but always others sifted
through to nail him.

Clayton was ever ready with his leer
and sarcastic remark, and his team-
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put the game on ice. Not around the
fresh Powell’s end did they come; al-
ways over the right side, wearing down
the battered Macon. On they rushed.
As they neared the goal, Weldon hur-
ried a play to catch the tired Beaufort
unprepared. Again they dashed.

There was a sculfle.  Three Beaufort
men dived into the muddle. Every-
thing was a heaving pile of brown fig-
ures. When, at last, it settled down,
the referee was pointing down field. A
great cheer rose behind Clive. 1Veldon
had been overanxious. and Beaufort
had recovered a fumble.

1" once Lenahan sent Phelps. a fast
back, but weak on defense, to re-
place Macon, with the exhorta-

tion to “ get that ball down the field.”

On a fake kick, Powell’s flashing fig-
ure, speeding parallel to the line of
scrimmage, took a wide curve in the
open, and dashed to the thirty-yvard line
before he was downed. Again that
cheer rose behind Clive: and although
he was happy to see Beaufort coming
back, his heart pained him, for he be-
lieved he could do as well as Phelps
had done.

When WWeldon began to stop the
speedy Phelps, \Wortham opened his
passing attack, which, alternating with
Phelps, carried them to midiield.

There the alert Garbon dashed in and
intercepted a long heave, and again
Weldon was advancing into Beaufort
territory. They wore down Phelps as
they had Macon, and in a dozen plays
it was first down on Beauiort’s thir-
teen-vard line.

If they made that nothing would hold
them from another touchdown. Clive
felt his heart stop beating. * Ferrall!”
he heard. “ You go in and tackle as
you never did before. Stop them!”

As Clive sped across the field every
thought he imagined he would have,
vanished ; he was an automaton : he was
to stop Garbon. He did not recognize
the voice as his own that announced his
substitution, and he was still trembling
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when he saw an avalanche bearing
down upon him.

He ducked through the interference
and Garbon was speeding past. Clive
threw himself wildly at the flying feet.
A struggle, a desperate effort to hold
the legs slipping through his grasp, and
he was down, empty-handed. He rolled
over quickly and realized that he had
made Garhon hesitate long enough for
Harcross to nail him. Two yards had
been his gain.

Again that mighty interference was
bearing down upon him. Again he was
slipping through. A hali blow stag-
gered him: he recovered to see Garbon
swerving outward from him. Without
waiting for balance, Clive threw him-
sclf after the figure, his hands grasping
one heel and one calf. Clive jerked
forward as he collided against one foot
raising from the ground.

Garbon took a nasty tumble. Roll-
ing over quickly, he muttered: “ \Ve'll
get yvou.”

But Beaufort took heart. held like a
stone wall for the next two downs, and
with Powell, Harcross. and Clive work-
ing like a machine defensively, they
took the ball not over seven vards from
their own goal.

On the first play Powell dropped he-
hind his goal line for a kick. Worth-
am knew that no team would expect
even a losing opponent to try anything
from their own goal line. I1e also knew
that \Weldon was unaware that the giant
Harcross could throw a ball forty yards
like a bullet, for his earlier passes had
been relatively short.

Harcross was standing on the goal
line, osteusibly to protect Powell’s punt.
Wortham and Clive were behind either
tackle, and the ends were out to get
down under the kick. Back flashed the
ball, as \Wortham and Clive dashed
around the tackles, and sped down the
field five yards behind the ends on the
inside.

Clive saw his end look bhackward, "
change his direction, and prepare to
catch the surprise pass. He saw the
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“Well,” he said, “we are even. I
married you without liking you. Tt
seems we have all the prime disagree-
ments of a first-class divorce case.
Whenever you are ready to go back to
the Hour Glass I'll take you.”

He turned and began to walk away
from her. She had been wondering
how she could get to the Hour Glass
to bring back her personal belongings.

She calmlyv halted him with a word:

“ Jeft!”

He paused. turned.

“To-morrow morning. if
please,” she said.

“What?" he asked.
that he was frowning.

“You may take mc to the [Hour
Glass in the morning, if you please,”
she said. “ T have been wanting to go.”

“H’m,” he said. “ You decided in
something of a hurry, didn't you?”

“Oh, no. I have been thinking of
going for quite some time.”

“Well, why didn’t you go?”

“You weren’t here to take me.” she
said quietly. “Don’t vou remember
what you told me about gadding
around the country alone?”

His frown deepened. is gaze was
somber.

“ All right.,” he said suddenly; “ be
ready at six.”

He turned again. walked stiffly
across the patio and vanished through
the doorway of his room.

Ellen watched him out of sight.
Then she turned. entered the living
room and sank into a big chair facing
a shelf upon which reposed a photo-
graph. She was sitting there smiling
at the picture when Mrs. Hale entered
and observed her.

“ Ellen,” she said, shaking a reprov-
ing finger, * I shall have to tell Jeff how
you sit here and smile at his picture!
I don’t believe he knows how much
you love him!”

“Does any man?” asked Lllen.

“No,” declared Mrs. Hale, “they
don’t. And you can’t tell them.
They’re all alike. There’s only one

you

She perceived
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way to convince them, and that is to
show them.”

Ellen smiled at the picture, nodding
wisely.

CHAPTER XL

AT THE JITOUR GLASS RANCH.

HHEN they rode away from the

ranch house the next morning

Ellen divined that Jeff’s morose

mood had lasted through the night. He

hadn’t said a word to her at breakfast,

and he did not speak as they rode into
the great, green valley,

Ellen talked whenever the impulse
scized her. Jeff's answers and forced
comments were monosyllabic and gruff.
He would not look directly at her, but
she observed that when she appeared
to he interested in ohjects ahead of her
his surreptitious glances were long and
frequent. He appeared to be studying
lier again. moodily, sullenly.

As Ellen was aware that she was
not more mysterious then other wom-
en, she decided that he was finding her
more interesting than he wished her to
be, and that, having invited her to leave
him, he was now reluctant to see her
go. Of course, she was only visiting
the Hour Glass to bring hack some
necessary clothing, but he thought she
was not going to return, :

Ellen intended to permit him to go
on thinking that. She had got a de-
licious thrill out of his flash of jealousy
the day before and she was now en-
joyving the knowledge that at last he
was finding her desirable.

Of course, she did not anticipate
sudden surrender from him. He would
never give his love to any woman with-
out first convincing himself utterly that
she was just the woman he wanted.
He would take a long time in his ap-
praisement of her, but his acceptance
would be complete or his rejection final.

Just now she knew he was resisting.
He hadn’t liked her at first. He was
only just now discovering that he was
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walked to the edge of the gallery and
greeted them, howing formally.

Matthew M. Ballinger was sixty.
He was tall; his hair was white, wavy
and abundant; he had keen, humorous
gray eves, his chin was pugnacious, and
his head was set on his broad shoul-
ders in a manner that hinted of inde-
pendence. In his expression at this
minute was none of that sneering deri-
sion that Fllen had anticipated and
dreaded.

He seemed to Ellen to be the per-
fect father—kindly, considerate, suave
and sympathetic. Fllen wondered if he
had not alwavs bheen that; wondered
if her own judgment had not been
warped! However, she was amazed
and delighted, and for the first time in
vears Ballinger witnessed the miracle
of his own daughter blushing at sight
of him.

“Mr. and Mrs. Jefferson Hale are
welcome,” he said. “ Won’t vou get
down and visit.”

The man who had threatened to
whip Ballinger was coldly polite in
the presence of his enemy and his
wife.

“1 am forced to decline your invi-
tation, sir,” he said. “ 1 came here to
escort my wife. Good day, sir.”

He would have dismounted to help
Ellen off, but she was out of the sad-
dle before he could move, and was
standing, facing him when he had an-
swered Ballinger.

And now he =wept his broad-
brimmed hat from his head and bowed
to her from the saddle, his gaze hold-
" ing hers and seeming to tell her that
he understood that this was to be the
end and that he had some regrets in the
matter. But before she could read his
expression clearly he had wheeled his
horse and was riding away, tall and
erect in the saddle.

Ellen watched him until he vanished
among the trees—watched him, know-
ing that her father was regarding her
quizzically, and finally turned, her
color betraving her.
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Ballinger smiled. And Ballinger’s
~smile, when guileless, was wholesome
and winning.

CHAPTER XIIL
ELLEN AND MATTHEW M.

HE Hour Glass was a modern
ranch. Its buildings were of the
Spanish type, with low walls,

wide eaves and gently sloping tiled
roofs. There was the ranch house it-
self, distinguished by its huge red-
brown sandstone courtyard and the
roughly rounded pillars of its colon-
nade; the garden with its palm trees,
prickly pear hedges and vine-laden
trellises, white pergolas and flag walks.
There was a tennis court, a swimming
pool, great stables.

The atmosphere of the ranch sug-
gested wealth and efficiency. It was
operated without visible effort, smooth-
Iv, like a well oiled machine. Like a
gentleman’s country estate.

Fllen spent two days in the ranch
house, two restless, lonely days. There
wasnobody there but her father,herself
and the servants. Ballinger was not in
the house often, and when he was he
spent his time at his desk in the big li-
brary, reading or writing.

The big rooms, with their polished
Hoors, their gloomy recesses and nooks,
the great dining room with a table
which would seat forty; the colonnaded
courtyard with its vacant chairs, op-
pressed her.

The house was agnificent, luxu-
rious, spacious, but it was not a home.
It lacked something. It lacked the inti-
mate relationship that should exist he-
tween members of a f[amily. Every
time Ellen stood in one of the big,
silent rooms she visioned Jeff’s parents
in the living room of the Diamond A
ranch house—Adam Hale in a big
chair reading a newspaper, Mrs. Hale
sitting in a chair beside a center table,
contentedly sewing. No formality
there!
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nobody’'s saving that very loud and I
wouldn’t want you to repeat it.

“ Jeft's friends had caught some of
the thieves, but Hazen always let them
go. Some oi the ranchers have been
shot up by the thieves. \Well, about a
month ago Hazen found Hank Kroll
swinging from a tree in the Navaho
Basin.

* But shucks, vou know that, for it
was you proved an alibi for Jeft. \Vell.
Hazen ain’t got over that. Swears he
knows Jeff done it and that he'll get
him some day!”

Ellen did not answer and the clerk
closed the door and departed. Ellen
locked the door, glanced at the room.
which was clean and plainly-furnished:
then walked to one of the curtained
windows and gazed down into the
street.

The Elite Restaurant was almost di-
rectly across from the hotel. Jeft's
horse was still at the hitching rail. but
it seemed that Jeff himself was not in
the restaurant, tor the tables were all
vacant.

Sadie was there, however. She was
standing just inside the front door, ar-
rayed in a gingham dress, a stiffly
starched white apron and a white cap
which sat jauntily on her head. And
Sadie seenied to be looking straight at
the hotel door!

For an instant liilen was convinced
that Sadie had seen her enter the hotel
and was watching for her to come out,
but presently she observed that Sadie’s
gaze was roving as if it were following
the progress of some one who was
walking along the street. And then El-
len saw Jefi come into sight on the side-
walk directly in front of the hotel.

Jeff crossed the street, passed around
the hitching rail in front oi the Elite
and entered the restaurant doorway.
There, for several minutes, he stood
and talked with Sadie. Then he
turned from the girl, stepped down to
the sidewalk and stood motionless for
a time.

Presently he was joined by two other
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men, who were evidently friends, for
there was no mistaking their pleasure
over the meeting. They were ranchers.
Illen watched them as they walked
down the street together. She lost sight
of them when they mingled with a
crowd far down on the other side of
the street,

HILLE the meeting hetween Jeff
and Sadie suggested intimacy,
it did not definitely prove any-

thing serious in their relationship. But
that fear had been in Iillen’s mind when
she had entered the hotel. and even
now she was conscious of a cold and
rarious resentment,

Yet it was with a feeling of guilt, of
shame almost, that she turned irom the
window. The impulse which had led
her to enter the hotel for the purpose
of spyving upon Jeff and Sadie had
seemed justihable at the moment, but
now she knew that the action was un-
dignified, .contemptible. She had al-
ways managed to deserve her own good
opinion of herself, but now she was in
danger of losing it.

She suddenly decided that she would
leave the hotel and ride at once to the
Diamond A. If Jeff wanted the girl
in the restaurant he could have her.

She started toward. the door, hesi-
tated and glanced out of the window.
T'wilight had come. There were still
her purchases to be attended to. By
the time she did her shopping it would
be dark. She didn’t know the trail to
the Diamond A well enough to ride it
at night and so she decided that she
would remain at the hotel overnight
and go to the Diamond A the following
morning.

She locked the door of her room,
walked down the stairs, crossed the lob-
by and stood for an instant in the hotel
doorway. There were not so many peo-
ple on the street now. Twilight was
merging with darkness. Many win-
dows were glowing with light. .

A hush had enveloped the town. The

houses seemed to huddle together as
6 A
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ing with the toes of her riding boots
for pitfalls and obstructions, stretching

her hands out in front of her so that '

she would not strike her head if she
ran into anything.

It seemed to her that she was con-
fined in a windless void. There was
. no sound, no motion. Silence, dead,
heavy and oppressive, enveloped her.
If she could have heard a voice on the
street, the rumbling of the wheels of a
passing vehicle, the hoof beats of a
horse, music, anything, she would have
directed her steps in that direction. But
the town was dead. The coming of
darkness ended all activity.

She was still moving carefully when
she heard sound. It was a dull, sodden
thud. That was all. No other sound
followed, though for several minutes
she stood motionless, listening. She
was about to go forward again when
the sound was repeated and this time
her heart thumped heavily. for she rec-
ognized the thudding noise as the impa-
tient stomping of a horse.

She was evidently near a stable, and
if she could find it she could follow
along it to the door, and by finding the
door she could determine the du‘ectlon
of the house, for invariably stables
were built behind houses.

She again heard the thudding sound
and this time located it as being almost
directly ahead of her, so She moved
toward it, still slowly and carefully and
at last felt her outstretched hands come
in contact with its wall. And now,
triumphantly, she began to feel along
the wall.

She had reached a corner and was

preparing to go around it when a match

flared a little “distance from her and she
saw two men sitting on the ground
beside the wall. Ii she had kept on
going she would have stumbled over
them'

One man was hcrhtmnr a pipe.. The
flickering light that he held over the
howl (]isclosed his features and the face
of the man sitting behind him. The man
who held the pipe was Bill Hazen and

L4

‘to town carly this mornin’.

ARGOSY-ALLSTORY WEEKLY.

the man sitting beside him was \Wade
Dallman!

LLEN was startled but not fright-
ened. [t was quite evident that
she had surprised the two men in

the midst of one ofi their secret con-
ferences. They would not dare harm
her even if they discovered her.

But she did not intend to let them
know of her presence and so she drew
back and flattened herself against the
wall of the building until the flame of
the match went_out. Then she stood
there silently, listening.

For a time there came no sound from
the men. The rank scent of Bill
Hazen's tobacco floated around the cor-
ner of the stable and assailed Ellen’s
nostrils. The smoke was strong, and
once or twice Ellen was in danger of
sneezing. But she fought the impulse
off and presently heard Hazen’s voice,

“Well, they'll run into a snag to-
night!” he said.

“Why to-night ?” asked Dallman.

“If you'd been in town to-day you’d
know,” said Hazen. * Jeff Hale got
Him an’
Slim Patton, an’ Cherokee, an’ Jim
Withington have been together. An’
just about dusk Hale rode out of town.
Sure as them fellows meet in town
there's a raid that night.”

“ That means they’ll raid Bohnert’s
place,” said Dallman. ‘ Bohnert's got
a warning from somebody three or four
days ago.”

“J know that.” said Hazen. * Boh-
nert found it tacked to a post in front
of his house. I've tried to identify the
writing, but I can't do it. It ain’t Jeft
Hale's nor Patton’s nor Cherokee’s nor
Withington’s. There’s a gang of them
fellows and it might have been any of
them that wrote the notice Bohnert

found. Bohnert ain't on Hale's land.
is he?”
“No: he's on that strip of Miler's.

that I sold him three months ago.
There was a mistake in the field notes
and 1 found it.”
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She held her breath while riding
through this section, for down here the
moonlight did not penetrate and the
darkness was solemn and oppressive.
But the gorge widened presently and
when she reached its end she saw
stretching before her a moonlit flat.

About half a mile ahead of her was
a house with a glimmer of light flicker-
ing through a window. She brought
the horse to a halt and sat rigid in the
saddle, wondering if the house was
Bohnert's.

HE could not be certain of that. If
she had taken the right trail there
could be little doubt that the house

was Bohnert’s. But if she had been
wrongly directed and the house was
not Bohnert’s she would miss Jeff and
his friends and—

A mental picture of Jeff being shot
down by the deputies’ rifles flashed
vividly for an instant, bringing inco-
herence of thought that frightened her.
She hoped she was not going to become
panic-stricken in this crisis, and she sat
there fighting for clarity of vision and
calmness. Calmness would not come.

She found she was trembling in a
frenzy of apprehension, and when after
awhile the torture of inaction assailed
her she determinedly sent the horse
scurrying down the trail toward the
house. She meant to go straight to
the stable to see if Hazen’s deputies
were there.

While she was riding she could
manufacture some sort of an excuse to
explain her presence at Bohnert’s. No
matter what explanation she made they
would have to accept if. They would
not dare to harm her.

The flat was not very- wide. She
could see the entire length and breadth
of it. No horsemen were visible. The
trail she was riding was straight
through' the center and the moonlight
. was now so bright that she could be
seen by any one who might be con-
cealed in the wooded slopes surround-
ing her.
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Jeff and his men might be hidden
somewhere close at hand, waiting a
convenient time to raid Bohnert’s place,
but if Jeff and his men were around
they either did not see her or were
disregarding her.

\VWhen she drew nearer she observed
that Bohnert’s house faced the creek.
It was a small house, containing, she
estimated, not more than three rooms.
It was built of logs, but had a shingled
roof and a small porch.

The light she had seen was in the
kitchen, and it was still burning as she
passed it at a little distance and rode
toward the stable, which was a small
building situated about three or four
hundred feet from the house.

There were several giant cottonwood
trees between the stable and the house,
a great many pines and fir-balsam and
junipers and small pecans surrounding
the stable, and so the moonlight did
not strike her as she rode close to the
building and dismounted.

She heard no sound. She led her
horse close to a small juniper, tied it
and turned to be smothered in the
strong grasp of a man who had sud-
denly materialized from-the darkness
in the timber.

His sinewy arms were holding her
so tightly that she could not move, and
her face was buried in his shoulder so
deeply that her startled gasp was al-
most inaudible.

The man laughed low and mocking-
ly, still holding her so tightly that she
could only wriggle impotently. But she
did kick at his legs in an effort to force
him to release her.

“You're caught,” he laughed. “ Go
easy. No use of kicking!”

Jeft!

Her heart fluttered wildly for an in-
stant, and for an instant she was rigid,
straining to free herself so that she
might attempt to see his face. Then
she relaxed. sobbed once, convulsively,
and was still.

Jeft must have felt her weight, for
he loosened his grasp, pushed her back
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a little and peered intently at her, seek-
ing her face in the shadows. She felt
his arms stiffen, heard his voice, a
hoarse whisper:

“Hell! It's Ellen?’

He pushed her farther away and
held her at arm’s length, rigidly, al-
most savagely, she thought.
amazed, incredulous, for his voice be-
trayed him. :

“You!” he said. You!” His voice
changed instantly to mockery. ‘I
“ 1 thought vou’d be on your way East
by this time!”

There was a note of elation in the
mockery. She detected it and exulted.
He could not see the light in her eyes.
“ O.” she said, forcing calmness.

“Oh, no. On the contrary you
observe that I am gadding
about the country alone, as usual.”

He released her and stood motion-
less, peering at her, trying to see her
face.

“ Seems you've got that habit,” he
said gruffly. * But I can’t understand
why you have gadded in this direction.”

“Yes,” she said, ““ I believe there are
times when you don’t understand very
well. I don't believe you ever will un-
derstand.”

“\What are you driving at?”

She laughed, knowing that he should
understand that her gadding to the
Bohnert place could not be accidental.
She wondered if he really did believe
that she was in the habit of wandering
aimlessly about the country! .,

“] presume it isn't much—to you,
she said. ‘““But you see, I got into
Randall this afternoon. Just after
dark I went out to do some shopping.
I got lost and wandered around among
the buildings in the town's back yard
for quite awhile. While I was lost I
overheard Hazen and Dallman talking
about you.

“They were saying they had a trap
laid for you. Four deputies in the
Bohnert stable, who were to shoot you
on sight. I just thought I would ride

He was
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over here and try to warn you. That
is all.”

“You rode all that distance alone
he said, his voice tense.

“\Why, yes. There was no one to
send. [ have no friends in Randall.”

“Hm,” said Jeff. “ Shucks.” He
laughed lowly and spoke to her again.
“\Would you like to see how Hazen’s
kind of law has fared to-night?”

She felt one of his hands gripping
her arm and she was led around a cor-
ner, through a door and into the stable.

Half a dozen men, their faces
masked with handkerchiefs, were in-
side. Some were standing, others were
lounging on a pile of straw in a corner.
But all were facing Ellen; she could
see their eyves glittering in the light
from a lantern that stood on the dirt
tfloor near them.

Ellen gazed wonderingly at Jeff and
e placed an admonishing finger to his
lips. Then he quickly covered his own
face with a handkerchief, drew still an-
other from a pocket of his shirt and
covered Ellen’s face so that merely her,
eves and a little of her forehead were
visible under her hat.

And now, peering deeper into the
shadows beyond the light, Ellen saw
four other men. They were in a stall.
They were facing the manger and their
backs were toward her, but she divined
they were Hazen’s deputies. Four
rifles were on the floor behind them;
in a corner on some straw were several
heavy Colt revolvers and two long-
bladed knives,

Ellen observed that the men were
bound together. Their hands were -
tied behind them, and their necks were
encircled by four loops made in a sin-
gle rope, so that one man could not
Iw‘alk without taking the others with
Aim.

P11
‘

HE atmosphere of the stable
seemed to be heavy with a grim
humor. Nobody laughed: there
was not the slightest sound, and yet
Ellen’s impression was that the eyes
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which were regarding her were gleam-
ing with an emotion akin to mirth, or
at least with appreciation of the grim
comedy that was being enacted.

Comedy it must be, of course, or
Jeff would not have brought her into
the stable to exhibit his captives. But
she well knew that Hazen had planned
a tragedy. Jeff and his friends had
averted it and were now enjoying their
victory. How had they captured the
deputies? A smiling devil lurked in
Jeff’s eyes as he watched her. WWhat
other mischief was he meditating?

Jeff made a sign to one of his friends
and the six instantly moved toward the
men in the stall. Jeff gently ushered
Ellen through the door which she had
entered and, standing outside in the
shadows of the trees removed the hand-
kerchief from her face. He merely
pulled his own down so that it encir-
cled his neck.

“ Hazen’s deputies are not so blood-
thirsty now,” he said.

“You knew they were here! You
must have known!” she said.

“ Sure.”

“Then I rode over here for noth-
ing.”
“\Vell," he said, “ you couldn’t help
it that we knew. Your intentions were
the best. We thank you, of course.
But you shouldn’t have come. This is
a man’s country, you know, and if a
man isn't able to take care of himself
he'd better not stay here.”

There was a sound that seemed to

come from the other side of the stable.
A door banged open.

There came a shuffling noise, curs-
ing. Then from the shadows around
the stable the four captives appeared.
walking away from the building in sin-
gle file, the connecting rope still looped
around their necks. Jeft's friends were
walking behind them and the cavalcade
moved slowly eastward, out into the
moonlight beyond the trees.

“\Vhat are they going to do with
those men?” asked Ellen. dreading.

“They won’t do as much to them
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as they’d have done to us if they’d had
their way,” answered Jeff. ‘ They're
hoofing it back to Randall. The trail
they're taking will cover ten miles.
One of the boys will march behind
them until they come in sight of town,
so they won’t try to break loose. Hazen
will appreciate that.”

“ What have you done to Bohnert ?”
she questioned.

“ Bohnert! Why, Bohnert went
away to-night. He found that Wade
Dallman had sold him something
that Dallman didn’t have any right to
sell.

“ He admitted he had made a mis-
take in not heeding a warning he'd got
to the effect that the land is owned by
some one who don’t want to sell it just
now, and so he decided that he wouldn’t
object to the real owner taking pos-
session.”

“ There wasn't any violence?”

“No. Bohnert was sensible.
was mighty eager to oblige.”

“‘There is a light in the house,” she
reminded.

“Yes. \We left that burning so that
in case Hazen came snooping around
he'd think nothing had happened. But
there’ll be more light pretty soon.”

He

LLEN gasped.
“ Do you mean that you are go-
ing to burn the buildings?” she
asked.

“Sure. If we'd leave them here
Dallman would soon sell them to an-
other dry farmer. 1We've got to re-
move temptation from Dallman’s
path.”

“Isn’t it rather ridiculous for big,
strong men to go about in the darkness
setting fire to buildings?" she said
scornfully.

“We've got to have some pleasure,”
he mocked.

“ Oh, then you take pleasure in these
—er—depredations ?”’

“Look here” he said, “ you're de-
liberately trying to ride me. This isn't
boys’ play, though it may seem like






Retribution

Justice is blind and sometimes smites the in-
nocent—but the mills of the gods grind

I stood with a flag in front of the little shack
where the real guard hung out with a rifle

STATE’s PrisoN,
July 4, 192—

HIS is my confession. I am sit-
| ting in my cell and writing it
to-day because of the holiday.
We grays are not allowed liberty to-
day, for fear we might rig a mob and
make a break. They only have chapel,
like on Sunday, and read the Declara-
tion of Independence and the Pre-
amble to the Constitution to show us
grays all men are created free and
equal and to make us ashamed of our

crimes and help us to reform.

I am confessing because, if I did not
nobody would know who it was com-
mitted this thing they call a crime. It
is not a crime—but it is turning out
wrong.

This all begun ’way back when we
was kids and went to school together
in the little town near Coneyville,
where we all three lived. There used
to be a picture on the schoolroom wall

slowly, surely, and exceedingly small
By CLAY PERRY

of Dante and Beatrice. That was why
1 called Her * Beatrice "—but I was
no Dante. I was just a crude kid that
was crazy about Her; and all there is
between me and Dante was that he im-
agined Hell, and I’ve been through it.

In that place there was Upper Town
and Lower Town, and vou lived in one
part or the other. I lived in Lower
Town. She and John lived in Upper
Town. But we all went to the same
school and was taught that all men is
created free and equal. But the world
ain’t built that way; when you get out
of school you find out. You can’t buck
the game.

It looked to me like I had as good
a start as he did. He was going to
law school when he finished high
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ask John to help me out. Or she would
ask him, because he was going to be
a lawyer and would like the experience.
I was just fool enough to ask him, and
he just laughed and said he would take
my case for the experience and the hell
of it.

Then, that same day, in the after-
noon, I met Beatrice on the street, and
she wanted me to make her some good,
strong’ steel knitting needles for her
crowd that was all knitting socks for
soldiers. She said the ones from the
stores bent or broke too easy.

It was war time, and I had wanted
to go myself, but what could I do, with
the old man on my hands? Anyway, I
thought, I can make needles to knit
socks for soldiers, needles that would
not bend or break.

“The old man went blooev from the
neck up, after Ma died. I kept quiet to
him about the mortgage and all, and
my case about the mortgage never
come up at all. The very next night
after they sealed my shop the bank was
entered and robbed of seven thousand
dollars from the vault—and whoever
did it got it open without ringing the
alarm, and got away slick and clean.

I was in Conevville, in my car, where
I had gone looking for a job, when
thev got me. Nobody would believe I
hadn’t done it, except Beatrice. She
come to the lockup twice to see me, and
I had to tell her to keep away or people
would talk.

The next day John came. He was,
in a way, already my lawyer, but I was
surprised the way he jumped in at me.

“Now, I want you to tell me the
whole story,” he says. “The truth.
That’s the only way I can help you out
of this.”

“\Vhy, I didn’t rob the bank, and I
don’t know a thing about it,” I says.
“‘That’s the truth.” .

““So that’s your story ?” he asks, with
a cagy look.

“That’s the truth.” .

“I've kept my mind open, Raw-
lings,” he says. “In spite of the ev-
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idence they have against you. The law
says a man must always be presumed
innocent until he’s proved guilty.”

“T’ll be innocent if they prove me
guilty,” I come back, “and you can
just put that down “—he had a pad and
pencil.  “I know why they think I
robbed the vault. It was bhecause I
knew how to open it, but I can prove
I wasn’t near the bank after I did that
for ’em.”

“ An alibi, eh? But you made some
bad mistakes, Rawlings,” he says, his
lips tight and his eyes small and sharp.
“You left the skeleton keys in the shop
and they’ve got them—with your
finger-prints on ’em and on the vault
door. You'd have to prove all those
finger-prints were made the time you
opened the vault under their eyes. It’s
a double-edged alibi, Rawlings. Maybe
we can think of something else. It’s
little things that count. Think!”’

I stared at him. “ Why, I left that
ring of keys on the bench in the shop,”
I says, “two days bhefore this robbery,
and the shop was locked and sealed
right after I left ’em there.”

“Ah! But the seal and lock were
breken,” John snaps out.

“Is that so? Then somebody broke
the seal and lock and got the keys to
make it look like I did the job, eh?”

“But only your finger-prints were
on the keys,” he half whispers.

I was stalled.

“ Finger-prints,” he went on, “are
about the best circumstantial evidence
in the world. Almost as good as an
eyewitness, and better sometimes, be-
cause they don’t lie. Now, who knew
enough about you and the keys and the
vault lock to do the job without rub-
bing off your finger-prints'or putting
on new ones?”’

«“ ELL,” I says sarcastic, “no-
body but my old man.”

“ Rawlings,” he says, with
his face all screwed up and stern, “ you
oughtn’t to say that. Your father is
beyond suspicion—or arrest—for any
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what I thought. It was one of the very
same steel knitting needles I had made
for Her. eleven years ago.

Them needles was a foot long and
wouldn’t bend or break unless you put
them in a vise and hammered them.
That was the way I had made them,
in the shop, just a little while hefore
I was locked out of it. It looked al-
most like She might have left them
there on purpose.

I stuck one end of the needle through
the folds of the stiff glove and then
wrapped the glove around it. Then I
stepped over behind John. The chair
he sat in had a high back, with little
holes carved into it, and I stuck that
long needle through one of them and
against his back on the left side, just
under the shoulder blade; and I said:

“ Don’t move or make a sound. T've
got a stiletto on you and it’s got a b]ade
a foot long and sharp as a needle.”

The <mooth, sharp point went
through his smoking jacket or whatever
it was. and against his flesh, and he kept
still, except to squirm a little.

““Take vour hands off them ,papers
and let me see what they are,” I says,
thinking mavbe it was some kind of
frame-up against us grays working the
road. “ Don't put vour hands down;
keep them up on the desk.”

He spread his hands apart, and I see
they was shaking already. When 1
saw the papers it give me a start. It
was my own petition. It looked as if
“it had been handled a lot, all wrinkled
and=rubbed. something like the news-
paper that I read so much.

“Well.” T says, “it looks like you
was getting readv to spring me. It’s
kmda late. I don’t know as I want to
get out now. They have got me down
for seven orand—for restitution. How
the hell do vou think I can dig that
l‘p?”

“ You—" he begun, in a strangled
voice and trying to turn his head and
see me, but T pucked him a little harder
with the knitting needle.

““Quiet!” I says. “ Yes, it’s me, Jim
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Rawlings, with an eleven-year stretch
back of me—for the work you did,
John.”

He give a sort of shiver, but he sat
still. T wanted to see his face better. I
made him lean forward touching the
desk so that I could set one end of the
needle into the wood of the chair back.
I put the glove into my pocket. I
hadn't touched the needle with my bare
fingers once. Now he sat, with one
end pricking him, as far forward as he
could lean, his chest jammed against
the edge of the desk.

To the left of him was the fireplace,
that jutted out into the room and made
a little alcove, near one side of his desk.
I stepped into that alcove, where 1
could look at him and he could look at
me, but nobody could see me from the
door, if they come.

“Tve got a rod in my pocket, b1

savs to him. with my right hand

bunched and forefinger pointing, in my
coat pocket. Hold that pose and
look at me. Don’t move vour body;
twist your neck. Do vou remember
seeing me lately >

He rolled his eves up. His face was
as gray as mine had used to be. His
eves looked sick. He shook his head.

“ Try to think,” I savs, “ of the little
things.  Where, . outside of prison
would you expect to see a convict work-

_ing, nowadays?”

His lips slacked open, but he couldn’t
say nothing.

“On the State road job,” I says for
him, “ with a red flag in his hand. Get
it?”

He groaned and nodded.

“Aaybe that’s why you're so set
against convict labor on the roads, eh?
You might see me—or She might.”

He wrinkled his forehead as if the
needle was sticking into him, bad. I
was going to stick things into him, all
right.

“But first,” I went on, “ that’s why
vou held up my petition and' wouldn’t
spring me out after you got to be judge.
Not even when you see that I offered












WHEN TRAILS WERE NEW.

really had been out to kill Louis, and
who declares Louis was dead.

They escape from him, reaching the
militia camp at Dixon's Ferry, where
Lieutenant Jefferson Davis and Cap-
tain Abraham Lincoln question them.
They leave down-river for Fort Arm-
strong just before Sully arrives at Dix-
on’s Ferry; but the Indians have been
held prisoners.

Meantime Louis, Bizard, Conrad and
Crawford have been trailing Black
Hawk, who, though he freed them

“when his braves caught them at the
cabin, yet had broken his pledged word
to them. At last, hewever, they lose
the Sac band, and head southward,
hunting for Daphne and the militia.

Beaucheval has callously agreed to
send Daphne to a charity institution in
St. Louis. But late the night before
she is to leave, Blue Heron, who has
escaped with Running Caribou, gets
through the lines at Fort Armstrong,
and takes Daphne, the baby, and an
Indian wet-nurse—Two Crows—up-
river to find Louis d’Arras,

CHAPTER XXIV.

“I'M A SIION-OF-A-GUN ON A
SHKIN-FULL Y’

OUTIS was as determined now in his
search for Daphne as he had been
grim in the pursuit of Black

Hawk. He grudged the minutes in his
eagerness to overtake her.

The four friends were of one mind
in their haste to reach Dixon’s Ferry,
though for different reasons.

“Rum, boys! Rum!” said Craw-
ford, making thirst-suggestive noises.

“ Money !’ said Bizard. “ They will
ask me to enlist, and I will laugh!
They shall pay—believe me, they shall
pay for smith’s work! I have been in
the militia!”

“T'd like ter ketch that squaw o’
mine afore she cuts loose an’ starts
lookin’ fer me, gol-durn her hide!”
said Conrad. “ She’s gettin’ awful old.
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I'd hate fer ter hev her ketch some-
thin’, lyin’ up in the open. Blast her
ol’ gizzard, she might die of it. I won-
der if the ol’ gal's got my bag; I'm
sufferin’ fer b'ar’s grease.”

Time was lost hunting for meat. It
seemed wiser to bring down a buck
that would feed all four of them for
several days than to go after wild-fowl
with rifles; one shot, even if it brought
a duck down, scared all the rest out of
range, and as Crawford said:

“Gol-durn it, a bullet don’t leave
nothin’ o’ the bird but feathers!”

But the game had been thoroughly
scared : the Sacs had been hunting all
over the neighborhood, and the buck
they eventually killed cost the best part
of their second day.

Then. a day’s hard paddle yet from
Dixon’s, a militia scout hailed them
from the left bank and they stopped to
talk with him. Since the scout had all
the news of the militia, and a flask of
whisky the exchange of courtesies took
time. He had no news of Daphne.

“ There was a young married wom-
an with a baby come to Dixon’s an’
was sent on down, but I dunno where
she was from. No, I didn’t hear her
name. No, I didn’t set eyes on her.
I heard say she was awful sick o' child-
bearin’ an’ no ‘tention.”

“\What are the militia doing " Louis
asked him.

* Nawthin’!  Ev'rybody givin’ or-
ders an’ nobody obeyin'. Companies
marchin’ this way an’ that, all inde-
pendent, an’ ev'rybody yellin’ to go
home. My time’s up, an’ I ain’t seen
no pay yet. Injuns stole my horse;
that leaves me one f’r plowin’, an’ it’s
gettin’ late. \What beats me is why
vou fellers can’t do y’r own fightin’.”

They began to take leave of him,
not quarrelsomely, having drunk the
greater part of his whisky; but a sec-
ond scout arrived on the scene, and this
man was a sergeant, with a scar all
down one side of his face and an air
of looking for a chance to settle the
account with some one.
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“ Orders are to bring in any one we
find,” he announced defiantly.

“Yer'll hev ter fight ajore ye fetch
us anywhere!” said Crawiord. “ Feel
like tryin’ it>”

The question was wholly superflu-
ous. The sergeant threw his rifle
down, peeled off his jacket and ac-
couterments, and glanced about him for
a piece of level ground.

“One down, t’ cother come on!" he
answered. ‘‘ Fancy y'rself, Buffalo?”

That was a challenge no man on
that frontier would dream of refusing.
Bizard leaned his rifle against a tree
and began to strip.

“T1 asked him first,” Crawford obh-
jected.

“Your turn’ll come when I've licked
the big one,” the sergeant retorted
scornfully. He evidently liked them
hig. His own lean frame was shorter
than Bizard’s by nearly a foot, but his
muscles stood out like whip-cord.

He betrayed neither surprise nor
nervousness when Bizard's buckskin
shirt came off and the lumps of muscle
showed under the black hair.

“Best of three?” asked Louis, hold-
ing Bizard’s rifle. His smile seemed
to irritate the sergeant for some rea-
son.

“One’ll be enough f'r him. He'll
fall heavy. You're nex’!”

UT Louis did not begin to strip.
He picked up Bizard's shirt,
turned it right side out. and wait-

ed. Bizard approached the scrgeant,
holding out both hands. Not another
word was spoken for two minutes. The
sergeant sprang in like lightning be-
fore they had circled once, and Bizard
fell with a thud on top of him. One
of the sergeant’s legs emerged, feeling
for a purchase on the ground: Bizard
seized the ankle in his right hand and
began to twist. )
The agony of that hold was dynamic.
The sergeant twisted like an eel, and
in a second both were on their feet
again, Bizard revolving slowly and the
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sergeant circling for another chance to
spring.

“Watch him!” yelled Crawford.
“He’s ugly!”

The man was worse than ugly; he
was half mad. The glitter in his eye
was like a rabid animal’s, unused to
failure and enraged by it. He sprang,
locked his legs around Bizard’s, got a
hold on Bizard's neck and tried to drive
both thumbs into the giant’s wind-pipe.

“Foul!" yelled Crawford, starting
to the rescue. “ Kill him, Paul!”

But Bizard fell forward a second
time, his whole weight crushing his
opponent, pinning both his shoulders
to the earth.

“I give that a fall! What's the
trouble” asked a quiet voice.

The only one not taken by surprise
was Louis. IHe had seen the ncw ar-
rival tie a lean horse to a bush and
come striding in ungainly fashion to-
ward them. .\ taller man than Bizard,
but lean—Ilanky—gaunt—possessed of
enormous hands and feet. He wore a
sword that he managed awkwardly,
and a smile that suggested horizons and
irncalculable depths of humor.

Bizard got up, but the sergeant lay
still.

“He offered to lick us all,” said
Louis. “ Are you his friend?”

“TI'm his captain. He has frequent-
ly offered to lick me,” said the new-
comer. “ However, that did not occur
to me as necessary. Who began this?”

“They did!" said the other militia-
man. “ Say. Abe, it's up to you! Ser-
geant Purdy ordered these four to
come along ‘cordin’ to orders. They
swore they'd fight first, an’ he offered
to lick the lot, one down, t’other come
on. You've got to finish the job!
Don’t fergit the honor of the com-
pln}’!Y’

Abe Lincoln smiled. He stooped
over the sergeant to discover whether
he was badly hurt, and glanced over
his shoulder. Three hundred yards
away a company of eighty men was ap-
proaching over the top of a rise in ex-
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tended order ; he heckoned tg the near-
est of them, and the whole company
came forward at the double.

*“What is it, Abe?”

“\Vhat’s doin’?”

“ Hello, Abe—you an’ the sergeant
been tuh grips at last*”

They swarmed around the party in

nothing that resembled a formation, all -

asking questions and displaying no
sympathy whatever for the bheaten
man.

It was a minute or two before they
caught on to the fact that Bizard, and
not Lincoln, had downed the sergeant.
Then, however, there was very nearly
a free-for-all fight; disputes within the
company were a family matter, quite
in order: a victory by a stranger over
one of their own crowd was something
else.

“Tt's up to Abe!” some one shouted
from the rear. * Abe's licked us all
excep’ Purdy. \WVho says A\be ain’t the
best wrastler in Illinois *”

“T do" announced Louis, throwing
up his hand.

Bizard objected promptly: the easy
victory over Sergeant Purdy had no
more than made his giant muscles
tingle.

“You wait till your turn comes,
Louis,” he said testily. '

The company roared delight.
“ Afatch ’em !’ yelled some one. *‘ Let
*em have it out! The winner takes on
Abe!”

UT Louis, stripping off his deer-
skins and thrusting the ritles into
Crawford’s hands, stepped up to

‘Abe Lincoln and claimed privilege.
The frontier code was peremptory.
I challenged first. Are you afraid?”
“ Hear that, fellers? He asked if
Abe’s afraid! Hah-hah-hah! Soak
him, Abe!” ‘
“ Do you refuse to come with me on
any other terms?” asked Lincoln.
“There’s our canoe,” said Louis.
“We're going in it, after you're on
your back!”
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“Two out of three!” said Bizard
cautiously, conning both men. He was
a student of physique.

“And if I throw vou twice, you and
your three friends will offer no further
objection to obeying the military
order?” Lincoln asked, smiling down
agreeably at Louis.

Louis liked the smile, but disliked the
proposed alternative prodigiously.

“What order?” he demanded, glanc-

- ing over-shoulder at his friends. “ We

don’t helong to the militia.”

“ The order is to bring into camp at
Old Man Creek anv one, white or
Indian, whom we discover. I propose
to obey it. If I lay you on your hack
twice, will you and your friends with-
draw objections?”

Louis nodded, seeing no alternative.

“Vervy well,” said Lincoln, “I
would rather do that than use force.”

He hegan at once to pull off his own
weather-beaten jacket, and his men,
spreading out into a wide ring, sat
down, laughing and offering to bet.
Nobody had money. Lincoln had
none; ceveral tried to horrow from
him, and he turned his pockets inside
out to prove he had not a single coin.

Finally the four friends put up their
canoe and paddles against a wocden
drum half-full of whisky and a long-
haired mungrel dog that had followed
the company. There was considerably
hetter feeling after that, and Crawford
went and sat heside the whisky drum.

For a full minute Louis and Lincoln
stood, in the midst of the circle, con-
sidering each other, Bizard booming
his advice to Louis: .

“By gar, he's a tough one, Louis!
Quickness is vour bes’ chance.”” The
crowd laughed gleefully at that advice.

Lincoln wzited, smiling patiently,
for Louis to begin.  His arms hung
loosely at his sides; he made none of
the passes that most wrestlers indulge
in as they feel for an opening hold, but
stood stock-still until Louis lost
patience at last and, feinting for a neck
hold in order to get Lincoln to throw
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“And are the Indians our supe-
riors?”” asked Lincoln. “1I am willing
to concede that Black Hawk is a good
general, for he has given proof of it.
But so is Atkinson a good general.
How would it be for General Black
Hawk to cut General Atkinson’s throat
in the night, because some of our
troops burned Black Hawk’s village?”

‘*“ Has Atkinson made promises?”’
asked Louis. :

“ He gave the order not to burn that
village.”

“Were women and children in it?”

“Yes.”

Louis thought again a long time.

“Why don’t vou lay off Black
Hawk's trail vourself, then, if you
think he’s in the right?” he demanded
at last.

“ Genera! DPlack Hawk,” said Lin-
coln, ““ has brought on a state of affairs
in which the only possible course is
to defeat him, however long it takes.

He has challenged the United States.’

As a man who must inevitably be de-
feated he has my sympathy.

“T borrowed a horse to come and
help defeat him, but T would like to
make friends with him afterward, and
vour account of him has increased that
feeling.”

Bizard chuckled, his eves gleaming,
mischievously in the firelight. )

“ By gar, Louis, what you think?”
he asked.

Conrad coughed dryly. “ The cap-
tain’s damn right,” he remarked.

But Louis said nothing. He had a
way of laying out his thoughts on
two sides, setting one against the other,
which required time. L

Crawford was still singing ridicu-
lous songs over by the camp fire; some
of the men were joining in the chorus,
others were asleep, and the bivouac
was slowly settling down for the
night. )

Nothing disturbed the outer silence
but the melancholy hewling of a wolf,
which the company mongrel replied to
by barking hysterically.
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“Like candidates for office,” Lin-
coln remarked.

ONRAD rose to his feet, straight-
C ening his back in jerks. “ My
rheumatiz irks me, gol-durn it.
Mebbe ef I walk a bit she’ll ease up,”
he said, and wandered off into the
dark. He was gone a long time. Lin-
coln got up presently to walk his
rounds and relieve the sentries, which
also took a long time. There were ar-
guments about whose turn it was, an
why sentries were needed anyway. THe
howling of the wolf had ceased; the
company mongrel, satisfied that he had
routed the intruder, curled up and fell
asleep under the canoe.

Crawford turned in under some-
body’s blanket, and the bivouac grew
very still,

Out of the dark, from the direction
of the river, Conrad came at last, car-
rying something, and no longer ob-
viously suffering.

“PBar’s grease!” he remarked, and
sat down with a contented grunt.

Bizard reached a hand out, felt at
the bag Conrad had brought, and said
nothing. Louis did the same thing.
Listening intently, Conrad satisfied
himself that Lincoln was nowhere near
before he spoke again.

“ Gol-durn her hide, I said she’d find
me,” he remarked at last. ““ Squaws is
unreasonin’ faithful. I giv’ her the res’
of our deer meat. She canoed up fr'm
O' Man Creek—that was her, wolf-
howlin’ awhile back. T hed her rub the
b’ar’s grease inter me.

“Daphne’s all safe along o’ Blue
Heron an’ a ’breed squaw, name o’
Two Crows, an’ she’s lost Beaucheval,
which won’t hurt nobody, except him,
mebbe. Two Crows is sucklin’ the Tur-
ner baby, which Daphne diskivered
’live an’ kickin’ near the fort, an’ the
three of 'em are givin’ Sullv a blin’ trail
all they know how. Sully’s on the ram-
page—so she savs.”

“Tll go and talk with her,” said
Louis.
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\
*“ And tell him this: If a hair of her
head’s hurt, I'll get him, if T have to
hunt him to my dyving day! Tell him
Sully said that.  Yes, a rifle, two
pounds o" powder and a hag o' bullets
for vou if you take the message and
bring me his answer back.”

CHAPTER XXVII.
1T 1S EVIDENCE.”

HFE frontier code is silence when
suspwion i3 in the air. There are
men who don’'t observe it, but

Louis, Bizard, Conrad and Crawford
were nien who did. and for this rea-
son they could count on one another
absolutely, and on themselves with
equal confidence. They were one for
all and all for one.

- Lincoln was a stranger, whom they
more than suspected of having wit-
nessed Conrad’s interlude with Run-
ning Caribou. and although Crawford
did not learn of it until the following
morning, when he awoke complaining
of the quality of militia whisky, he fell
on guard as rigidly as the others.

If Conrad was in trouble, they were
with him to a man and against all
comers, the United States included.

So the march to Old Man’s Creek
was overhung, so to speak, by a cloud
of taciturnity. The four friends
marched alone, speaking to one an-
other out of the corners of their
mouths at long intervals. Crawford
refused to sing for the company, say-
ing his mouth was like the lining of a
crow’s nest.

The militiamen decided the new-
comers were giving themselves airs,
dubbed them wilderness dudes, and re-
turned their aloofness with interest.
Lincoln had his hands full. It was
extremely difficult to keep the men
from ﬁrmg their rifles on the march.

To all intents and purposes a state
of mutiny existed: the men were go-
ing home, they were determined on it,
and were celebrating the intention.
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Their time was up; they had not been
paid; they had seen no Indians, had
marched on scant rations, had slept in
the open, had been kept more sober
than they thought was good for them,
and were abso]utely satisﬁed that all
those in authority were fools, or worse.

Most of them were of opinion that
they had turned out in answer to a
false alarm, and as they had only been
mustered in for a month theéy con-
sidered they were absolutely within
their rights in demanding dismissal.

Louis’s state of mind was almost
desperate. If only Blue Heron had
brought Daphne to him, instead of hid-
ing her and sending Conrad’s squaw
with a message; if only the squaw had
not killed two militiamen; if only they
four had gone on, the day before, in-
stead of stopping to exchange news
with that scout on the river bank; if
only he had not been such a fool as
to wrestle Lincoln, instead of letting
Bizard do it; if only a hundred other
things!

“If all the militia’s like this,” he -
said, ‘“ Black Hawk will overrun the
country!”

“These are good,” said Bizard.
*“ These are better than the ordinary.
By gar, Louis, I was once in the militia.
They will do nothing but fight among
themselves until Black Hawk defeats
them once or twice. Then the privates
will leave off giving orders to the gen-
erals, and Black Hawk will begin to
have the worst of it.” N

“T'm afraid,” said Louws, *that
Black Hawk may raid down-river; and
he may get Daphne.”

They were all afraid of that. so no
one answered him. Not a word was
said about Running Caribou, for fear
of hurting Conrad’s feelings; he was
just as much entitled to be worried on
the squaw's account as Louis was to
be worried over Daphne.

Neither had the right, or would have
dreamed of claiming the right, to put
his own problem first. Each was far
more likely to insist on the other’s pre-

8 A
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that last night an Indian squaw stole
up-river in a canoe and had a confer-

ence with one of you.” He looked
hard at Conrad. *“ The squaw went
away again down-river. Have you

anything to say:”

“I hev a squaw,” said Conrad.
“She’s a Cree, an’ faithfuller than
night an’ mornin’. She brought the
b’ar’s grease fer my rheumatiz.”

“Why did you send her away?”
asked Atkinson..

“ Because the environments o’ the
militia ain’t no place fer squaws,” said
Conrad dryly. -~

““Where did she go to:"

“FEf I knew, I'd foller,”” Conrad
answered. “ She's gettin’ awful old.
I'm kind o’ worried on her ’count.”

“You sent her away without know-
ing where she was going?”’

“ Gol-durn it, I couldn’t go with her,”
said Conrad. “\We'd passed our
promise ter go with the captain thar.”

UT Atkinson was not yet satisfied.

He crossed his legs, uncrossed

them, and leaned forward over
the table.

““ Not spying for the euem&?“ he
asked.

_Conrad smiled. Crawford bristled
angrily. Bizard let oit a great gruff
laugh. Louis frowned.

“TN wager my life on it
weren’t,” said Conrad quietly.

Atkinson picked up a pencil and
turned it end over end on the table,
glanced at Lincoln swiftly and down
again, struck his teeth with the pencil,
and looked again piercingly at Conrad:

“There were two Indians—a Sac,
and a squaw who was not a Sac, who
came down-river with some refugees
named Beaucheval from St. Pierre des
Beeufs. Both Indians were detained
for information. One of them, it is
believed the squaw, murdered two
sentries, and both Indians escaped.

“ My information is, that the squaw
had admitted she belonged to a Mr.
Conrad; and that the Indian’s name

she
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was Blue Heron. Now, are that squaw
who escaped from Dixon’s, and the one
who visited you last night, the same?”

Conrad did not hesitate a moment.
“Yes,” he answered.

“ And she murdered those militia-
men ?”’

Lincoln coughed sharply. “Is that
evidence?” he asked, stroking his chin.

“I weren't there,” said Conrad. “1
couldn’t answer that.”

Atkinson played with the pencil
again, frowning and glancing up un-
der his eyelids. The sentry came in
with a candle-lantern, set it on the table
and went out.

“If you four men are honest,” said
Atkinson suddenly, “why dop’t you
tell me frankly what all this means?”’

“You didn't ask,” said Louis. “I'll
tell you. My wife’'s somewhere over
the river, hiding from Sully, who wants
her. I haven't killed Sully because I
promised not. Maybe Sully thinks I'm
dead.

“ Blue Heron swore to me, and Run-
ning Caribou swore to Conrad, they’d
look after my Daphne. If you sepa-
rated them from what they’d sworn to
do, they’'re Imjuns, and they wouldn’t
let two strangers’ lives stand between
them and doing what they said.”

“Who is your wife?” asked Atkin-
son.

“Daphne, daughter of old Beau-
cheval.” '

“ They were sent down-river. Where
do you say they are? How do you
krow?” demanded Atkinson.

“ My squaw brought that news las’
night,” said Conrad. * Her, an’ Blue
Heron an’ Daphne an’ another squaw
is hidin’ somewhere’s over thar.”

“Very well,” said Atkinson. “In
that case we will send and find them.
Captain Lincoln, you will take your
company across the river at dawn, find
these individuals and bring them here
to me. Meanwhile, will you four men
give parole, or—"

The friends
again.

exchanged glances
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man who wanted money for it. Bizard
kept the rightful owner of the stuff at
bay, and Crawford held the flask to
Blue Heron’s lips.

“Go on, yer lucky stiff, swallow!”’
he commanded. “ Yer’ll go out feelin’
good!”

Blue Heron’s throat moved and he
swallowed a good mouthful of the po-
tent stuff. His eyes opened.  Louis
began to speak to him in the Sac lan-
guage, but it was some time before
Blue Heron seemed to understand. At
last, however, he smiled g/vml) and
his lips moved in answer.

“1 heard him!” shouted Bizard, too
eager for Conrad’s sake. He had not
heard a word. No one had.

“Hush!” said Louis. ‘He’s ask-
ing something. Oh, I get it; he wants
to die standing up.”

He rose and hove Blue Heron to his
feet, standing behind him with arms
under his.- Blue Heron seemed to gath-
er all his strength for one last effort.

“ Me—I kill those men!” he said,
and died.

OUIS gently laid his body down
again, full length in the canoe,
and gazed into Blue Heron's face

a long moment. At last he straight-
ened again.

“ Did you hear that?” he asked Lin-
coln,

“Yes,” said Lincoln.

“ Do you believe it?” asked Bizard,
seizing him by the shoulder.

“It is evidence,” said Lincoln,
stroking at his chin. It may be that
he hid a smile, and maybe not; there
was no telling.

In a rather dry tone of voice he re-
quested the whole party to follow him
to the general’s tent, where a confer-
ence was going on; they had to wait a
long tnme untll it ended. When the
staff officers filed out at last, and they
filed in, the general looked very tired,
but he listened attentivelv while Lin-
coln described what had taken place.

“Is that the squaw?” General At-
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kinson demanded at last, and Running
Caribou was stood up in front of h1m

Her face was like a mask. He be-
gan to question her, but she answered
absolutely nothing.

“Doesn’t she know English? Ask
her why she doesn’t answer!”

“ She's too skeered,” said Conrad.
“ She’s gittin’ awful old. She’s carried
that heavy Injun, Lord knows how fur,
an’ brought him across the river, an’
she’s skeered o’ baynits an’ bein’ shot
—an’ she ain’t nowise talkative, not
any time.”

“ And all of you heard Blue Heron
say that he killed those two men at
Dixon’s? You heard it, Captain Lin-
coln? You say she’s your squaw, Mr.
Conrad? Since when? Twenty years,
eh? Um-m-m! Released in your cus-
tody. And now, what do you men pro-
pose to do?”

Louis stood out at once in front of
him. “1 serve vou notice that I'm
leaving the camp,” he announced.

“ Same here!” said Craw ford, stand-
ing up.

“And me!” said Bizard, lining up
with Louis. Conrad said nothing for
the moment.

“I'm off after Black Hawk,” said
Louis.

“ Same here!” remarked Crawford.

“Me, too!" echoed Bizard.

“He's taken my wife prisoner. I'm
off to settle the account with him,” said
Louis.

“And I serve all of vou notice,”
said General Atkinson, smiling grimly,

“that T will put up with no such inde-
pendent nonsense !

“You are the very men we need as
scouts. You may go against Biack
Hawk on those terms, or else be sent
down-river. There's a scout battalion
forming. If you like to join that I'n
promise to keep you out in front, as
close to the enemy as you can get. I've
no authority to make vou join. I offer
vou the opportunity.”

All three demurred. They loathed
the militia life. Recollectiop”and tra-
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gave the number of braves in the field
as eighteen hundred, but said they were
becoming discouraged. '

Louis handed the prisoner over to
Bizard, who convoyed him to the rear,
and after that Louis was never more
than twenty miles in the wake of the
Sac retreat. For retreat had begun in
real earnest; Black Hawk was sending
his emissaries over the river to feel out
the attitude toward him of the tribes
on the other side.

His own scouts, and more than one
white trader, had warned him of Atkin-
son’s preparations; and there were
steamboats, armed with light cannon,
working their way up the river, ham-
pered by shoal water and by having to
cut wood for fuel, but deadly danger-
ous if he should delay the crossing too
long.

And then at last came the really de-
termined effort of the whites at last,
made by men who took their cue from
J. D. Henry. He cared for neither
precedent nor politician, spared neither
horse nor man, but clapped his tough
volunteers on Black Hawk’s trail and
let them melt under the strain until
hardly six hundred of them still stood
up in the ranks when Black Hawk
chose a hattleground on the bluffs of
the Wisconsin, and left it strewn with
'his own dead—his first defeat.

Henry's men—they had abandoned
blankets, provisions, everything except
ammunition—had gone their limit for
the moment ; but Atkinson now hurled
his regulars into the chase.

Officers and men rankled with jeal-
ousy of the militia that had presumed
to “ show them how,” so that the pur-
suit of Black Hawk never slackened,
Henry’s exhausted and depleted com-
panies, reduced now to the strength of
hardly a battalion, bringing up the rear.

I HE trail, by lake and river and
woods, was by now littered with
Black Hawk’s abandoned camp

stuff ; the Sacs had no time to hide thefr
trail; they had eaten most of their
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horses. There were bodies of braves
who had died of neglected wounds; oc-
casional squaws too spent to march;
bones of the horses eaten, every other
evidence of pell-mell flight.

And for scores of miles behind the
pursuing column lay a line of strag-
glers, foundered horses, cannon and
wagons and commissariat abandoned
in the rain, lest Black Hawk get away
from them.

There was no doubt of the outcome
any longer, even in Black Hawk’s
mind; he was no longer fighting Still-
man’s picnicking militia. The grim
old savage strained every nerve to get
his already beaten force across the Mis-
sissippi before the avenging whites
could catch up. ,

And at last. out of the mist of an
August morning, word came from
Louis d'Arras, who had not sent one
false word of information, that Black
Hawk had rallied his braves at Bad
Axe, only a few miles farther on. A
roar went up, and, like a confirmation
from Olympus, came the boom of can-
non as a river gunboat raked a party of
a hundred picked braves on the Sac
right wing.

The scouts closed in on one another,
forming one scant company that en-
gaged the Sacs and tried to hold them
until the army could come up; for
Black Hawk's stand was a heroic effort
to save his force from destruction, not
a vainglorious attempt to hurl back
the tide of the advancing whites. He
split his force in halves and set one-
half to crossing the river while the
other half stood at bay.

Louis, Bizard. Crawford, and Con-
rad were all together in the midst of the
company, hard-pressed by the Sacs,
shooting through a mixture of mist and
acrid powder smoke, when the first of
the regiments came roaring into range
and opened fire.

The instant that crackling din broke
out—they could not see for rifle smoke,
and a cloud bank from the rifles of the
Sac braves drifted on the breeze tc
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mix with it—the four friends cut loose
from the formed-up scouts without as
much as a “ by your leave "’ to any one,
and raced for the river hank, hoping
to catch sight of Daphne,

In a minute thev were face to face
with a party of Sac braves, who rose
out of ambush and exchanged one vol-
ley, then fled, thinking there were prob-
ably a hundred men behind them; and
in another second they were wrapped
in smoke and mist.

Then down they lay in the reeds on

the river bank and watched the prog-.

ress of the battle. There was an island
crowded with willows on their left
front, and on that Black Hawk had
rallied his right wing under cannon-
fire from the gunboat, in order to cover
the retreat of the left wing as it tried
to cross the river.

The Sacs had no canoes, no boats.
The squaws made tiny rafts of reeds
and bark, laid their children on those,
and swam. Braves breasted the cur-
rent with one hand holding a rifle high
out of water.

It was no rout, but splendid general-
ship conducting a retreat from a strick-
en field. Even when Henry's men
roared down the bank and plunged into
the river to assault the island there
was no panic among Black Hawk’s
braves: the old chief had them by the
reins and held them to it masterfully.

But nothing could stop Henry’s
men: thev “showed the regulars the
way ” again, swam. waded, stormed
the island bank, and got home with
the bayonet. It was then, and not un-
til then that the Black Hawk forma-
tion went to pieces in a general rout.

. And it was then, as the cannon
ceased, for fear of butchering Henry’s
men, that all four friends at once saw
Daphne.

WO ponies plunged into the river
from behind the island, each with

a rider on its back and surround-

ed by swimming braves, some of whom
clung to the ponies’ manes and tails.
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The troops on the bank opened fire on
them, and the hail of bullets forced
the swimmers to scatter. Louis
plunged into the river just as one of

the ponies turned toward him, guided -

by a squaw, who swam beside it, cling-
ing to its mane.

“ Gol-durn her hide, who says the
ol' gal ain't got guts!” yelled Conrad.
“Ho, there, Running Caribou! This
way, y’ ol’ wolf!”’

"There wasn’t one chance in a mil-
lion of her hearing him; men were

_pot-shotting at the heads on the water;

the din was deafening. Conrad and
Crawford rose and ran along the bank
in the line of fire, trying to get them
to stop until the pony could reach shore.

And meanwhile Louis’s head was
enough like an Indian’s to make a tar-
get for fifty rifles. Bullets splashed
in the water all around him, until Bi-
zard joined Conrad and Crawford and
ran, yelling, straight at the ranks of
the regulars, threatening to shoot an
officer apiece unless the firing ceased.

Bizard caught a voung lieutenant in
Lis arms and hurled him at his men,
then jumped on him and beat him until
he ordered his platoon to cease fire,
with what scant breath he had left.

Even so, Louis reached the pony
amid a shower of bullets. One stray
shot drilled the pony’s head and it
rolled over sidewise. Louis pulled
Daphne clear, and she reached out a
hand for Running Caribou, while Bi-
zard, plunging breast-deep, waded out
toward them; he could not swim: he
had to wait until he could grab Louis
by the hair and tow him inshore.

They came ashore amid a hail of
bullets; men too far away to recognize
them were taking pot-shots at every-
thing in sight.

L.ouis had swallowed so much water,
and was so spent with his effort that
for a moment he stood speechless on
the bank, with one arm around Daphne,
looking at her, trving to summon
enough self-command to smile. But
Bizard did rot wait for that; he seized
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