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MR. LAKE OF CHICAGO.

BOOXK ONE.

JUDGE LYNCH OF ARIZONA.

CHAPTER L
MISS MARJORIE BRIDGER.

It is before the days when the horse show at Mad-
ison Square Garden had become a misnomer for a-
society crush and a beauty show.

The exclusive four hundred have discovered the
horse show; and are out in force as spectators, ex-
hibitors, and riders. But the four thousand satel-
lites, and their forty thousand lesser satellites have
not yet discovered that the show is really a func-
tion.

They are all there; but as mere spectators, not
yet putting themselves in evidence as a part of “So-
ciety.”

It is in the old garden; and the excitement has
been intense this evening; for the trials of tandem
and coach driving have been made, and the novelty
has made horses, drivers, and owners nervous; so
that there have been heart-rending entanglements
of fidgety borses, offset by occasional adroit dis-
entanglements by cool-headed drivers.

. Of the latter the most notable is a gentleman who
is handling the ribbons over eight restive animals,
who have threatened twenty times to go all to
pieces, but who have been kept in place by a long
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whip managed with extraordinary skill, and by
nerves of iron and muscles of steel.

And all the while this gentleman sits on the box,
with his handsome face in a perfect calm, as if he
is really in no wise troubled to control horses which
v;lould have baffled the skill of any other. driver
there. S

He is evidently a stranger; for all through the
boxes the fair occupants are asking vainly of their
masculine attendants who he is; and the gentlemen
are doubly discomfited—they cannot answer the
question, and they cannot remain unconscious of
the fact that the stranger is engrossing the atten-
tion, not to say admiration, of the ladies.

And the worst is that he is worthy of admiration,
not only because of the manner in which he han-
dles the ribbons over difficult animals, but also be-
cause nature has been very generous to him.

He is a man of thirty years of age, perhaps. He
has a strong face, marred, possibly, by an air of
grim determination which hovers about the lines of
9 finely cut mouth, and beautifully molded chin.
But on the whole the impression of him is that he is
a strangely handsome man. .

His hair is brown and slightly inclined to curl;
and it clings about his head in a way to show its
shapeliness. His eyes are full and of a clear gray;
and his brown mustache has the natural curl which
the tonsorial artist in vain endeavors to imitate."

If he were not so well proportioned, so evenly de-
veloped muscularly, his very great strength must
have made him awkward. As it is, a perfect devel-
opment produces in him precisely the same effect
that no muscular development at all produces in the
well-proportioned woman—a singular ease and
grace in his least movement. i

Of course somebody must know him—somebody
with a big S too-—or he would never be sitting on
the box of De Peyster Van Kouver’s coach. Itisin
itself a sort of patent of aristocracy. )

- It is a young woman of the most exquisite Ameri-
can type of beauty who reasons this out, after mak-
ing her inquiries in vain of all those about her. No,
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not all those about her; for out of the many who
crowd eagerly around her box, glad even of a glance
from those brown eyes of hers, or of a smile from
her red lips, there are a number who are distin-
guished chiefly by a singular vacuity of expression.

Of these she asks nothing. Not merely because of
the expressed vacuity, but because they are of Eng-
land’s best blood; and whatever else they may
kuow, they are religiously ignorant of anything
American. And the man on the box is as typically
American as the beautiful girl.

“Of course, Mr. Van Kouver can tell me,” she
says, thinking aloud.

“Aw! did you speak, Miss Bridger?” demands one
of the vacuous ones, bringing his monocle to bear
on her fair face, by a dextrous if massive movement
of the head, by which he is enabled to look over his
high collar without bending his neck back.

“Not to wou, duke,” Miss Bridger answers
sweetly, and continues her soliloquy. “Or Dick
Francklyn. And there’s the dear fellow now!”

The “dear fellow” is one of those ever agreeable,
indispensable, anomalasus creatures, of which Soci-
ety knows a very few, who has no visible means of
support, yet has abundant leisure, the best of
clothes, and no debts. He never loses at cards, but
is not even suspected of shady practices. He isin-
explicable, but there he is; and as indispensabie as
inexplicable,

_He catches the eye and the dazzling smile of Miss
Bridger, and hastens with modest self-abasement to
make his way to her side. It is a peculiarity of the
inexplicable that he troubles no mammas—he has
no matrimonial aspirations. He is frusted by
women, and liked by men.

“Mr. Francklyn; you know everything and every-
body; now don’t you?” Miss Bridger says in her
vivacious way. }

Mr. Francklyn disclaims so much; but places all
he does know at the service of Miss Bridger.

Not gallantly, but courteously, which conduct on
h:shpart makes the vacuous ones stare approvingly
at him,
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“Then tell me who that superb fellow is with the
eight-in-hand,” exclaims Miss Bridger, who has the
American girl’s fondness for the superlative,

*“Oh, he,” says Mr. Francklyn. “That is Mr. Lake
of Chicago.”

“ Aw, Chicago!” interposed the vacuous one Miss
Bridger has styled the duke. “That is that big city
out on the prairie, is it not, aw?”

“They have inclosed the prairie now,” says Miss
Bridger, sweetly, “and use it for a public park. The
city has actually been obliged to encroach on a lake
near by there. He handles the ribbons beautifully,”
says Miss Bridger, addressing this latter to Mr.
Francklyn, who has not changed a muscle during
her speech to the Briton.

“He does; and rides as well. He is to ride Van
Kouver’s Hector in the high-jumping.”

“Is he? Well. I'm sorry for him; but I shall have
to beat him with Crown Prince. Harry Delancey
rides the Prince for me. I would have ridden him
myself, but papa said it wouldn’t do. 1 suppose he
was right; but if my name had been Van Kouver,
or Van anything, I'd have made it do. Pity, isn’t
it; for I know the Prince so well. But Harry De-
lancey can do almost anything with him. Must you
go? I suppose you are very busy. Everybody looks
to you, of course.”

The areuna is given up to the men now, and they
are busying themselves making it ready for the
high-jumping contests. A buzz of eager, animated
conversation goes up from the spectators. It seems
to be a foregone conclusion with the knowing ones
that Crown Prince will excel at the high jump.

The box of Miss Marjorie Bridger is the most ani-
mated spot in the garden. It is not only because she
iz the proud owner of Crown Prince, but also be-
cause she is at once a most beautiful girl, a most
brilliant one, and the daughter of a Croesus, who it
is said will give her a dowry such as a royal prin-
cess might envy. . ;

It is her dowry, of course, which attracts the titled
Britons who stand about her; and it would be idle
to say that it is not the same glittering thing that
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draws the American men around her. But, after
all, her beauty and wit are the things most regarded
when in her company.

She is not to the manner born; but no one would
suspect it; for she has that extraordinary adapta-
bility for which the American girl is famous; and
no belle in the great garden this night knows better
how to remain the active center of twenty eager
men, each one desirous of being first.

Her voice, pitched rather too high, after the Amer-
ican fashion, but of a sweet quality, rises out of the
hum of conversation.

1 “Where is Mr. Van Kouver? I want to offer him
odds against Hector.”

“He’s coming this way now,” drawls one of those
who 1s unmistakably English, but who, in an unde-
fined way, is different. “But I don’t believe you’ll
get him to lay anything against Crown Prince. If
I thought he would, I would not mind putting up
something myself.”

Marjorie Bridger flashes a quick glance at the
speaker, and he catches her eye and " holds it a mo-
ment, a hard smile curling his lip. An imperceptible
shudder of dislike runs over her, and she turns to
the Duke of Moorcroft.

“What would be fair odds, duke? You should
know about such things.”

“ Aw—er, never give more than five to one on
anything but a certainty; and you cawn’t bet on
that, ye know,” is his oracular answer,

“Ah! there i1s Mr. Van Kouver! Thank you, Lord
Sandowne!” and she inclines her pretty head coldly
toward the one who had offered to place something
on Crown Prince.

It is evident that she does not like this nobleman;
but he bears himself with an assured air, as if he
has no doubt about his ability to carry any point
he has set for himself.

Van Kouver makes his way through the throng
toward the pretty owner of Crown Prince. He has
a languid, bored air, which gives place to a faint
smile as he comes in sight of Miss Bridger.

“So you are expecting to win the high jump?” is
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her greeting to him, as she puts out her little hand
with engaging frankness.

“Say hoping, and it will be nearer the truth,” he
answers. “Hector is in prime condition, and he will
be well ridden.”

“Ah, yes!” she cries, vivaciously, “I know you
are counting on vour Mr. Lake of Chicago. But he
can’t do everything.” ‘

“You know him, then?” in some surprise.

“No. Mr. Francklyn told me his name. But, Mr.
Van Kouver, I wish to make this interesting. What
odds do you ask to back Hector?”

He smiles as he looks down into her animated
face.

“ Association with our English cousins has given
you a touch of their mania,” he says, in a low voice,
Imntended for her ear alone, but caught by another,
who has listened to everything, as if he had some
right to do so.

“Perhaps Miss Bridger is revertinrg to the cus-
toms of her own West,” he drawls.

Van Kouver does not even look around; but his
eyes, fixed on the flushed face before him, see an
angry look flash into the brown orbs, and then as
quickly die out.

“T will give you five to one,” Miss Bridger says,
looking at Van Kouver.

Van Kouver smiles.

“In what?

“Candy or gloves,” she replies.

“The odds are too liberal,” he says. “I will take
you at two to one in gloves. Will that do?®”

“But I am sure to win,” says Miss Bridger, in a
tone of expostulation.

“You have the best horse,” he answers; “but I
have great faith in my rider. I could not take
greater odds than two to one.”

“Very well, then,” and she writes the wager down
on her fan with a jeweled pencil.

“ A rider cawn’t make a horse go higher than he
can go,” savs Lord Sandowne, at this point.

“That is a statement I will not dispute,” replies
Van Kouver, in a tone of languor all his own,
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“But you will back your horse?” queries the noble-
man who seems to be in so little favor.

“ At proper odds, for any sum,” replies Van Kou-
ver, almost ignoring his questioner.

“I’ll give you two to one in hundreds,” says Lord
Sandowne. :

“ At such times I only bet in thousands,” replies
Van Kouver, in his languid way; and then begins
to speak with Marjorie, as if his answer had dis-
posed of the matter..

A.bright red spot appears on the tanned cheeks
of the Englishman, and a vindictive, malignant ex-
pression flashes into his eyes.

“] will give it to you in thousands,” he says, his
voice slightly hoarse.

“Taken!” and Van Kouver calmly makes a note
of it, but without in the leagt diverting his attention
from Marjorie.

Lord Sandowne makes a mnote also, and then
gilently saunters from the box and disappears.
Without seeming to notice his departure, Marjorie
really has done so, and a look of relief passes over
her face. Mr. Van Kouver wonders why she per-
mits the presence of Sandowne, since she dislikes
him so much, but is too well bred to speak of it.

“Who is this Mr. Lake of Chicago?” she demands,
suddenly. :

“He is a gentleman I first met when I was out on
my ranch in Montana,” Van Kouver answers. “He
did me a very great service, then, and we have been
fast friends since.”

“Tell me about it,” she cries.” “I know from his
looks that it must have been something heroic.”

Van Kouver smiles,

“It was heroic,” he answers; “but 1 am not sure
he would wish me to speak of it. However, if you
desire it—"

“I do. Come! please tell me while we are waiting
for the horses.”

. Van Kouver has quite monopolized her by this
time; and she has not hesitated to assist him to that
end, because she knows as well as he that he is not
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in the matrimonial market, and will not suspect her
of coquetting with him,

“He was a cowboy in those days—— he begins,
when she interrupts with a pretty little exclamation
of delight. ‘

“A cowboy! In those days! Oh, how charming!
Do say he is a college man, and that he went out
there in disgrace, and returned with an immense
fortune.”

Van Kouver laughs. He knows that Miss Bridger
is too familiar with the West to believe that story a
common one,

“He certainly is a Harvard man; and five min-
utes with him will convince the most skeptical that
he is of good family. That is all I know, however,
and the disgrace and subsequent fortune must be
imagined., Though I doubt the fortune.”

“1 begin to feel,” says Migs Bridger, vailing her
wonderful eyes behind their long lashes, in a pretty
affectation of returning confidence, “that you are
going to tell me a true story.”

“Fvery word of it true,” he answers. “It could be
made into a very pretty story, but I shall make it
brief. It was at the time Sitting Bullwas making
his last struggle with the white man. I knew noth-
ing of the trouble, and one day was caught by ten
of the scamps, far away from the men.”

“Ugh!” ejaculates Miss Bridger, her eyes grow-
ing large with interest, and a little shudder of ter-
ror running over her; for she knows something of
the horrors of Indian warfare.

“I knew by their hideous paint,” he goes on, “that
it was all over with me if no help came. It did
come, however, just as I was stripped of my arms
and tied to my horse. It came in the shape of a
single cowboy. :

«I ghall never forget the picture of that man as
long as I live.” The languid air is gone, and a
blaze of excitement is in its place. “He bore down
on those painted devils as if he were bullet-proof
himself—shooting as he came. Rifle at first; and
then, as he got to short range, a revolver in each
hand.



MISS MARJORI& BRIDGER, 15

«Ping! ping! zip! zip! The air seemed full of
bullets. It seemed a fool-hardy thing for® the white
man to do; but it was wisdom, since he had deter-
mined to make the attempt at all. The savages
were paralyzed by his audacity. No doubt they
thought he had more behind him.

“One, two, three, four! down they went. Not a
bullet seemed to touch him. He was so near at last
that I could see on his face the grimmest smile I
had ever seen., The warriors whooped and an-
swered his volleys; then became panic-stricken and
took to their heels. But first they did what they
could to end my troubles. They always seem to
have presence of mind enough for such mischief. 1
was hit over the head with the butt-end of a rifle;
and I should have been bald-headed to-day but for
a bullet from the cowboy’s revolver, which reached
the Sioux’s head just in the nick of time.

“The cowboy was Mr. Lake of Chicago; and here
he comes now!”

Van Kouver’s habitual air of languor returns to
him as he makes the final remark ; and he turns so
that he can see the entrance of the horses better.
But it is not easy for Marjorie Bridger to recover
her calmness. Her brown eyes are still sparkling
like stars, her moist lips are still parted, and her
bosom still heaving with excitement, when the
horses leap into the arena.

In the imperturbable rider of Hector, who is an
ugly tempered brute, she sees her first' hero; and
she would give all she is worth at that moment to
insure for him a victory over Crown Prince.

He sits his restive horse with a careless ease that
compels admiring comments from the spectators.
As he comes around the arena, he sees Van Kouver
and smiles slightly, sees Marjorie Bridger, starts
imperceptibly, looks again, and goes on.
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CHAPTER II.
THE HIGH JUMP,

“ He—aw—rides with too long a stirrup, don’t ye
know.”

1t is the Duke of Moorcroft who makes this com.
ment.

“That is as the result shows,” says Miss Bridger,
quickly.

Van Kouver lifts his eyebrows af this sign of par-
tisanship, and turns to the nobleman.

“Lake would ride in a long hunt with your Eng-
lish stirrup,” he says; “but he thinks he can get
most out of the horse with this compromise between
the long and the short stirrup.”

“Here comes Crown Prince! What a beauty!”

Every eye but that ot the horse’s owner is turned
toward the lower end of the arena. Marjorie looks
up at the speaker. It is Lord Sandowne, who has
silently joined the group in the box again. His face
is flushed, and an unpleasant smile hovers about his
lips. '

pShe turns and looks at Crown Prince, who is com-
ing along the springy track walking as if it required
but an effort to enable him to fly, so elastic and firm
is his step.

He is even-tempered and steady, too, and that is
half the battle in jumping. When any good horse
will do the best he can, he is hard to beat. Marjorie
looks at him with love and admiration; and he de-
serves both. Then her red lips come together, and
this thought takes form: ‘

«“Inever supposed I'd wish to see you beaten,
Prince, but I do to-night.”

A blush rises to her cheek even at the unspoken
thought; but she carries it off with a pretty, defiant
toss of the head. . .

“You’ll get your gloves, Miss Bridger,” said the
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Earl of Sandowne, a faint ring of malice in his tone.

The flush deepens on her cheek, and there is a
momentary gleam of anger in her eyes; then she
turns to the speaker, and says, with an indifferent
shrug of her pretty shoulders:

“Tt would not matter if I lost; for I never bet
more than I can pay.”

The sweetness of her smile and the indifference
of her tone do not rob her words of their sting. No
one who knows Sandowne believes he can pay his
bet with Van Kouver if he loses it.

The others who have heard, hide a smile, and
Sandowne bites his lip. Marjorie looks into the
arena, where the preparations are being made for
the high jump.

It is a very pretty sight; for a number of horses
have been entered for the competition. The jump is
comparatively low at first; and only a few of the
horses are retired by it. ‘

But the next lift of the bar sends out more; and
in a little while the contest is narrowed down to
four horses.

Crown Prince is easily the favorite. His jumping
is clean and easy; and he goes at his work in a
good-tempered way that wins him admiration from
everybody. Hector is a brute, and from the first
shows that he would do nothing if he were not
forced; but he is forced, and the spectators mur-
Ifmlxr their admiration of the rider who is so master-

ul.

One after the other two other horses drop out,
and leave the contest to Crown Prince and Hector.
The bar is getting very high now; but Hector seems
to have at last discovered that he must do as he is
bidden. Crown Prince never seems to think that it
is possible to swerve or balk.

He lopes up to the bar, rises like a bird, and skims
over, always leaving daylight between his heels
and the bar. Hector sometimes goes over in a
bunch, just escaping the bar; and sometimes flies a
“foot too high. His rider sits imperturbable.

. The bar steadily climbs toward the best record
‘pin.  The spectators begin to comprehend that it is
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a contest between horse on one side, and rider on
the other, and the interest becomes intense.

Harry Delancey is not as cool as Mr. Lake. He
has lost something of his first confidence; and as
the bar mounts higher, he casts frequent worlder-
ing glances at the other.

“ Any other man would have lost long ago,” cries
Miss Bridger. .

The Earl of Sandowne is quite white now, and
beads of perspiration stand out on his forehead. But
no one thinks of watching to sce how he is affected.
All eyes are fixed on Crown Prince, who is to make
the first essay at the bar, which is now placed at
the best record heretofore.

The good horse seems to realize the situation as
fully as any one. He shakes his head a little as he
starts, seems to collect his strength for a supreme
effort, leaps forward, takes his stride, and in a mo-
ment has risen. For a moment there is doubt. The
house is hushed. A faint click shows that his hind
hoofs must have touched the bar. But the bar is not
displaced; and the gallant horse is over.

The whole great crowd of spectators seems to take
a deep breath at once; and the effect is singular—
as if a great sigh of humanity had gone up toheaven.

Hector prances a little, then wheels about, and
faces the bar. There is a second of hesitation, and
no one knows whether he intends to face his work
or not. His calm-visaged rider leans over and
strokes his neck, as if he were alone on the prairie,
and had no thought of spectators.

Hector gives a petulant bound forward, his glossy
skin quivering under the play of powerful muscles.
Then he settles soberly down, neither swerves, nor
balks, rises at the bar, and clears it; not a sound to
indicate a hoof too low.

A yell rises from the benches, and from the boxes
comes a sound of muffled applause—clapping in
gloves. But it is Marjorie Bridger who leads the ap-
plause with bare hands. She has torn her gloves
off in her eagerness to be ready.

«Your Mr. Lake of Chicago is magnificent,” she
whispers to Van Kouver.
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«] fancy Lord Sandowne doesn’t think s0,” re-
joins Van Kouver, who has just caught sight of the
nobleman’s face.

Marjorie flashes a glance at the earl, and then,
with a shudder, looks back into the arena. The face
of the nobleman might make any one shudder. If
it were the face of a losing gamester it might be
comprehensible; but it is not. It is the face, rather,
of a demon who sees some evil work foiled.

Now to beat the record for the high jump! Can
either Crown Prince or the rider of Hector do it?
No one thinks of Hector as doing' it. The feeling is
t}slhat, whatever happens, Crown Prince is the better

orse.

Harry Delancey understands all this, and it
makes him grind his teeth whengever he looks at his
composed rival. Perhaps he takes it too much at
heart. A man who would get the best from a horse
must give the best of himself, ¥or the first time
Crown Prince seems nervous. He fidgets as he is
brought around to face the bar.

He breaks off into his magnificent stride, how-
ever, and riges fairly at the bar; but, somehow, his
feet are a little heavy, and he knocks the bar oft
with the tip of his near fore-foot. :

The face of Harry Delancey is white, but it is rosy
compared to the livid face of Sandowne, who sees
from behind Marjorie Bridger. Her heart sinks a
little to see her gallant Prince fail; but it rices
again, with a generous throb, as she hopes the other
rider will be more successful.

Twice again Crown Prince makes the attempt,
and each time fails; so he is out of it; and his rider
sits him in sullen hope of a like defeat on the part
of Hector. ' ’

The rider of Hector, meanwhile, hag been watch-
ing keenly., He thinks his horse can do it; but it is
a difficult feat, and he cannot be certain. He tries
his stirrups by standing in them. l

Lord Sandowne, if no one else, watches his move-
ments with breathless interest. He notes a frown
of annoyance on the face of Mr, Lake, of Chicago,
.and for a moment he ceases to breathe, Then, as
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the word is given that all is ready, and Hector is
brought up to the start, the earl breathes again.

Hector has thoroughly learned his lesson by this
time. That is perfectly evident to everybody; for
he leaps readily into his stride, and goes at the bar
unwaveringly.

A tall man might walk under the bar; and it
seems incredible that the horse can get over it.
But now Hector is on.his haunches, the great cords
in his thighs standing out like ropes of iron. His
rider leans forward, easing his weight by bearing
on the stirrups.

Now Hector is in the air! his fore-feet are clear!
his body skims the bar! The rider sways gracefully
back! He has no grip. He is riding by balance, for
the greater ease of the horse.

His whole weight is on the stirrups! Hector’s
hind legs are drawn up! He will clear the bar! Ah!
what is that?”

Of a sudden that perfect rider has lost his bal-
ance, and will fall but for a marvelous grip with the
thighs. But it is enough to make Hector drop his
hind feet on the bar, and to bring him unevenly on
his fore-feet.

The bars rattle to the earth. Hector makes a vain
effort to keep his footing; and then goes down on
his side, his rider still in position on his back.

Stifled cries go up from all over the garden. From
Marjorie Bridger’s box are two distinct cries. One
from her, of terror; one behind her, stifled, but
triumphant. Lord Sandowne thinks he has at least
made a draw of that bet.

Hector is on his feet, snorting and terrified. His
rider stands by his side, brushing the brown dirt
from his clothes. He is pale, as Marjorie can see
from where she sits; but Ee gives no sign of being
injured. Omne of the judges springs forward,
snatches something from the ground, and waves it
in the air.

“ A broken stirrup!” some one yells; and a roar
rises from the assemblage of people, all in sym-
pathy with the unhorsed rider.

“« Aw—magnificently ridden!” drawls the duke.
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“ Any other might have been killed!” murmurs
Van Kouver, with a white face.

Marjorie Bridger rises in her place, heedless of
anybody, careless of remark. Her voice, high

itched, but melodious as a flute, reaches the
judges, and is heard far over the garden.

“A stirrup leather from Crown Prince!” she
cries.

They all know her, of course—this beautiful
owner of Crown Prince. The judges comprehend in
a moment; so does Harry Delancey; and if he has
felt anger toward his rival before, it all disappears
now, as he leaps from Crown Prince, and snatches
a stirrup leather from the saddle.

Now the whole mass of spectators understand,
and a roar goes up to the roof. It is an approval of
all the actors in the little drama; but most of all for
the unconsecious girl, who stands with red lips
parted, watching the action in the arena.

Mr. Lake has taken the broken stirrup leather
from the judges, and. after a brief examination,
has thrust it in his pocket.

He looks up at the sound of Marjorie’s voice, sees
her, comprehends, takes the sound leather from
Harry Delancey with a bow and a grateful word;
slips the leather into place, measures it with his
arm, and permits himself to be assisted into the
saddle.

“He 1is injured! he mustn’t ride!” cries Van
Kouver, rising to hurry down into the arena.

But Mr. Lake is uging Hector toward him. He
sits as calmly as if there had been no accident.
Marjorie sits now, awaiting his coming with scarlet
cheeks and flaming eyes. She realizes what her ex-
citement has betrayed her into. ,

“You are hurt! you must not ride!” says Van
Kouver, as Mr. Lake comes near.

A singular smile flits over the calm face.

. “Ishall ride, and I shall make the jump,” he says,
Incisively. ~

- Thex: he turns to Marjorie. as if the other matter
were disposed of. His cap is in his hand, and he is
bowing low over the glossy neck of his horse.
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“I would ride and win now,” he says, “if only to
show my appreciation of such courtesy.”

It seems to Marjorie Bridger as if she cannot
look up to meet the steady gray eyes which she
knows are fixed on her; but somehow she does; and
there is a sudden tangle of brown and gray, which
two people feel will never be undone.

Hector makes a sudden bound, and is gone back
to make another attempt. '

“He will do it this time,” says Van Kouver, in a
tone of conviction.

Marjorie Bridger says nothing; but looks with all
her eyes, and prays with all her heart.

Hector is very nervous and-fidgety again; but a
few leisurely turns up and down quiet him; and
when he faces the bar once more he is ready to do
his best. The face of the rider is pale and set.

Hector leaps forward, settles down into a long,
Springﬁ stride. At the right moment the rider lifts
him; he makes a prodigious effort, rises, seems
poised in mid-air for a moment, and then comes
easily down. .

A great shout goes up! The record is broken!

It would almost seem that Hector knew it; for he
paces proudly away from the bar, amid the deafen-
ing cheers of the multitude which always loves a
gallant action. And none more gallant has been
seen in many a day.

“See!” gasps Marjorie, in the ear of Van Kouver,
“there is blood dripping from his boot! And the—
he reels in the saddle!”

Van Kouver defies the rules and forgets his lan-
guor. He hurries from the box and makes his way
into the arena, and runs to Mr. Lake.

“My God! Lake, you are injured! There is blood
in your boot,” he whispers.

Mr. Lake of Chicago stiffens in his saddle and
smiles calmly down at Van Kouver. '

“Who is the young lady you were sitting with?”
he asks, quietly.

Van Kouver shrugs his shoulders. He knows it .
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will be useless to say any more about the injury,
since his friend chooses to ignore it.
.“She owns Crown Pince,” he answers.

“Qh, I guessed that much. What is her name?”

“ Miss Marjorie Bridger. She is one of our richest
heiresses.”

“I guessed fthat, too, from the size of her British
contingent. Marjorie Bridger! She’s pretty! well,
1 got the blue ribbon for Hector.”

“You did indeed,” replies Van Kouver. “No one
else could have made the unwilling brute do it.
That was a nasty fall, though. How did the stirrup
leather happen to break? It was almost new.,”

“Cut,” replies the other, laconically, as he rides
through the exit to go to the stalls.

“Cut! By whom?”

“] don’t know, but shall discover in a moment.”

There is a look on Mr. Lake’s face that Van Kou-
ver has'seen before in one or two trying situations,
when grim determination was the only thing to be
relied on.

All this is in whispers; for a crowd is gathering
to congratulate Van Kouver, who is well known to
all habitues of society; and to stare at Mr. Lake,
who is not known at all. ,

1t is a tradition that people who move in high
social circles are never guilty of staring. It is only
a tradition.

Mr. Lake dismounts from Hector by throwing his
right leg over the saddle, and then sliding to the
floor, coming down on his right foot. When he
moves, his face turns a little paler, and he limps
slightly. ‘

“For Heaven’s sake, Lake,” murmurs Van Kou-
ver, in distress, “do see how much you are injured.”

“] know that; and there is something I don’t
know, which I shall know.”

There are many around them, showering indirect
compliments on the rider, through the horse and his
owner, Van Kouver presents his friend to those
nearest, and Mr, Lake makes due acknowledgment;
but continues to search the stalls.
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Presently his eye grows rigid, so to speak, and
his head is ever so slightly thrown back, beckoning
some one to come to him. Van Kouver, looking,
sees a weazened littie old man, who has been his
chief groom for a long while.

There is perturbation on the cunning face, but
evidently he does not consider it advisable to refuse
to come at the beck of Mr. Lake. Van Kouver
watches uneasily. He wonders if his friend will
make a scene there. Mr. Lake gives him a glance
which takes him to his side,

They two, looking as if they were talking about
Hector, grecet the little groom—Van Kouver by a
nod and a glance; and Mr. Lake by a word.

“Well#”

The grecom draws a deep breath and gulps some-
thing down in his throat as his eyes meet those of
Mr. Lake. He touches his cap in regulation fash-
ion. Mr. Lake puts his hand on the little man’s
shoulder, as if patronizingly; and Van Kouver
knows there will be no scene, while the groom
knows there will be no escape from that iron hand.

“Why did you c¢ut my leather?” inquires Mr.
Lake, in 5 low tone, in which there is no menace,
but which somehow makes the little groom roll his
eyes in terror.

“T—J—didn’t—didn’t »

«I did not ask you if vou did it; for I know you
did,” interrupts Mr. Lake, coldly. “I asked why
you did it. Tell me!”

“]—I was paid,” comes in a shamed whisper.

“By whom?” -

“The Earl of Sandowne.”

Mr. Lake of Chicago looks inquiringly at Van
Kouver.

“1 believe him,” says the latter, although shocked
at the revelation.

“You may go, Tommy,” says Mr. Lake, releasing
him. “Now, Van, show me his lordship, for I have
a curiosity to see a reptile of his sort.”

« Aw—er, Mr. Van Kouver, will you present us
to the victorious rider?”
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Van Kouver wheels about as if he has been
stabbed in the back; suddenly checks himself in
something he has on his tongue; and removes his
hat—Mr. Lake does the same.

“ Miss Bridger,” says Van Kouver, “permit me to
present Mr Lake of Chicago.” Then very slowly:
“Mr. Lake—Lord Sandowne.”
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CHAPTER III

MAKING LOVE TO MARJORIE.

Mr. Lake is evidently as quick as he is stoical;
for the smile with which he has greeted Miss
Bridger does notf leave his face as he hears Van
Kouver pronounce the name of Lord Sandowne.
But he ignores the outstretched hand of the earl,
and utters some commonplace in greeting.

He knows that his lordship must have seen the
interview with Tommy, and has put his trust in
Miss Bridger to save him from the exposure which
otherwise is inevitable,

He sums it all up in this way: A crushed foot,
which hurts frightfully, but which cannot be very
bad; the sympathy of Marjorie Bridger, which
somehow is very sweet to him; the blue ribbon for
Hector. The scamp nobleman may go.

“T ought to be dreadfully angry with you, Mr.
Lake,” Marjorie says, smiling up at him in a way
that is very fascinating. “But for you Crown
Prince would have the blue ribbon.” .

« And yet,” he answers, a thrill of delight ‘run-
ning through him as he looks down into her brown
eyes, “you helped me to victory. It was your stir-
rup leather that held me in the saddle.”

He says that in a light way, but somehow it
seems to Marjorie that he is secretly laying stress
on her ownership in the leather. A flush dyes her
cheeks, and she hastens to say:

“Why do you stand here?” She looks down at his
wounded foot, and then up at his face. “I am sure.
you were hurt. Why don’t you sit down>”

«1 should like to, some other time,” he says, inno-
cently.

She laughs, and answers, quickly:

“Please do. I am always home on Wednesdays.
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Mr. Van Kouver knows where we live. How did
the accident happen?”

“The leather was cut by some one.”

A startled look creeps into Marjorie’s eyes, but
they do not move from Mr, Lake’s face.

“ Are you sure?” she asks.

“Positive. I know by whom it was done, and at
whose instigation. It was a dastardly trick—was it
not, Lord Sandowne?” and he turns to the English-
man.

“So dastardly as to seem incredible,” returns the
nobleman, steadily, though there is a dogged look
in his eyes. “What will you do about it?”

“Nothing at present. It is enough io know the
scoundrel. I hope he will have the good sense to
seek other pastures. He is evidently a low wretch,
who has no business where decent men and women
are.”

Mr. Lake keeps his gray eyes fixed steadily on
Lord Sandowne as he speaks; and each word drops
from his lips with the incisiveness of a coin crisp
from the mint.

Marjorie’s eyes flit from one face to the other all
the while; and Van Kouver, watching her, is con-
vinced that she understands the full meaning of the
dialogue.

“What have you done with my leather, Mr. Van
Kouver?” she asks, suddenly.

Before he can reply, Mr. Lake turns his eyes from
the Englishman, and answers for him.

“With your permission,” he says, “it will remain
(vinth me as a memento of a kind act, gracefully

one.”

“Then,” interposed Lord Sandowne, unblushingly,
“you will have two mementoes; for I see the cut
leather in your pocket.”

“I shall keep both,” replies Mr. Lake, looking in-
quiringly at Miss Bridger.

_“QCertainly,” she says; and suddenly her eyes
light up with a pleased expression as they see some-
thing beyond Mr. Lake. He feels an unaccountable
pang, which, however, is immediately relieved by
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her next words. “There is papa! Mr. Van Kouver,
won’t you tell him I am here?” .

Van Kouver goes at once to bring the father to
his daughter. Unmistakably a Western man, from
a certain gauntness of form, and a bunch of snow-
white chin-whiskers, Mr, Bridger is nevertheless a.
man of imposing presence; and one who will com-
mand the respect of those he comes in contact with.

There is on his strong face the constrained smile
of a man not quite at his ease in high society; and
his manner is not as easy as it would have been
had he not spent the best years of his life roughing
it on the plains, and in mining camps. But Miss
Marjorie plainly loves and respects her father. The
moment he has joined the group, she exclaims,
eagerly:

“Papa, this is Mr. Lake, who was so unkind as to
make Crown Prince lose the high jump.”

“1 saw it, sir,” says Mr. Bridger, heartily; “and
it was well done. By ginger, I whooped with the
rest when ye did it. I tried to make myself believe
ye learned the trick of riding out on the plains.
But of course that war a mistake.”

There is a puzzled look on his face as he says this,
which is in marked contrast with the amused smile
on the face of Mr Lake. Marjorie, evidently on
the alert for adverse criticism of her father, sees
the smile, and is ready with a flaming glance to an-
nihilate the scoffer.

“I had always supposed,” says Mr. Lake, quietly,
“that Dick Bridger would recognize an 013 friend
anywhere.”

Mr. Bridger thrusts his head forward and peers
from under his shaggy eyebrows into the smiling
face before him. Gradually his expression becomes
one of unmixed delight, and he breaks into a silent
laugh, at the same time slipping Mr. Lake on the
shoulder with a force that would have thrown an-
other man off his feet. .

“By ginger, if it ain’t Bob—Gintleman Bob.
Madge, ye’ve heard me speak of him a hundred
times. Well, well! Bob here! What was the
name?”
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“Mr. Lake,” Van Kouver says.

“Mister Lake!” and Mr. Bridger shakes with
mirthful recollections of times past.

“Well, Bob,” he says, recovering himself, “I'm
glad to see you here, or anywhere; for ye’re one of
them that’s always at home where Dick Bridger’s
at home. You won’t forget that?”

“Indeed I shall not,” and Mr. Lake looks quickly
at Miss Marjorie.

“1 hope you won’t forget it,” she says, her eyes
the least bit moist. “TI know what papa owes you;
and the debt is mine as well as his.”

“That’s right, Madge,” says her father, approv-
ingly; “but don’t talk of it, or he’ll run. $Grati-
tude’s the only thing ever did make Bob run; but it
will do it every time.”

Mr. Lake smiles.

“That debt was outlawed long ago, according to
Eastern laws,” he says; “and paid long ago accord-
ing to Western ones. We must make a fresh start
now.”

But Miss Marjorie is not to be monopolized for too
long a time, even by masterful Mr. Lake; and she
i}al; presently surrounded by all who can get near

er. :

She does contrive to renew her invitation to him
to call on her, however; and he makes it perfectly
plain that there is no danger that he will forget.

Then he and Mr. Bridger go on together to renew
old acquaintance.

Mr. Lake goes home to his bed at Van Kouver’s
that night with his head full of one idea; a very
sweet and bright idea—Marjorie Bridger. He lies
awake until near dawn, at first incredulous, then
wondering, then frankly admitting that he is in
love with Marjorie Bridger.

He is no laggard in anvthing he has to do; and
he is not in this. He purposes winning her love,
and he sets about it without delay, ready to take
advantage of anything that will help his cause.

And he has reason to feel as happy over the re-
sult as any lover will ever permit himself to feel as
to the ultimate object of his hopes. Wherever he



30 MAKING LOVE TO MARJORIE.

meets Marjorie—and he meets her almost every
night, and quite every day—she makes no secret of
her preference for him.

Dick Bridger, too, the moment he has a suspicion
of the state of affairs, tells Van Kouver, who re-
peats it to his friend, that if he had looked the
world over for a husband for his Madge, Bob would
have been the one he would have chosen.

And so it goes on for a matter of three weeks;
and Mr. Lake has every reason to believe that
Madge at least cares more for him than for any
other man. And there is only one thing that
troubles him-—Lord Sandowne.

He would not have believed at the outset that
that man of all others could have remained in oppo-
sition to him for a moment; but he finds now that,
for some reason, Lord Sandowne is the one man
who does trouble him. :

Certainly Marjorie shows little liking for the Eng-
lishman. In fact, she often betrays the bitterest
scorn for him; and yet Mr. Lake often finds him
with Marjorie when he calls in the afternoon; and
there seems to be some secret understanding be-
tween them. '

It never occurs to him to think the worse of Mar-
jorie for this; but he cannot avoid the feeling that
she ought not to be so familiar with so miserable a
fellow. He talks with Van Kouver about him,
which is a great deal for him to do, for he is usu-
ally as reticent as an Indian.

“ Has that fellow, Sandowne, ever paid his bet?”’
he asks, one day.

“Never.”

“Have you ever asked him for it?”

“No. Never do that sort of thing,” says .Van
Kouver. .

“] meet him very often at Bridger’s,” says Mr.
Lake.

“] wonder the old gentleman tolerates him,” is
Van Kouver’s rejoinder, meaning really that he
wonders Marjorie tolerates him,

“She detests him,” says Mr. Lake, comprehend-



MARKING LOVE TO MARJORIE, 31

ing, and replying accordingly. “I don’t know why
she receives him. If it were not for the peculiar——"

He stops.

“I understand,” says Van Kouver, knocking the
ashes off his cigar. . ;

“I would tell him plainly that he must leave the
city. He knows, the scoundrel, and shelters him-
self behind her. T wish I knew what it meant.”

Van Kouver looks askance at his friend. 1t is odd
to see him distressed and uncertain—he who has
always been so calmly self-reliant. Moral, he thinks
to himself, don’t fall in love. .

“I think.” he says, slowly, “that I will send him
a note asking him to settle up. I suppose, by the
way. that you know what is being said?”

“No. Idon’t know., What?”

“It is said the earl is depending on a marriage
with Miss Bridger to put him on his feet.”

Mr. Lake rises and viciously kicks the hassock
his feet have been resting on.

“l am going to see her ‘to-morrow night, and I
shall learn then what his chances of a marriage
are,” he says.

“ And I,” murmurs Van Kouver, “will dun a man
for the first time in my life, to-night. He shall pay
up or be posted.”
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CHAPTER IV.
AN ENGLISHMAN WITH A CINCH.

Van Kouver is as good as his word in regard to
the bet; and that evening at the club Lord San-
downe receives a note asking him to pay. A malev-
olent expression settles on his face, and he sits
down to think it all out.

- In fact, his is a situation requiring thought. He
owes more money than this; though thisis a debt
of honor, and must be paid at any cost. - He knows
that social ostracism, even with these foolish Amer-
icans, will follow a failure to pay. :

That would not matter, except with such ostra-
cism might go his chance of wedding a rich” wife,
who would liquidate his debts, and give him a new
lease of life.

“T owe this to Mr. Lake,” he mufters. “Well, I
will make a stroke that will put me even with Mr.
Lake, and make an end of the whole difficulty at
the same time. Pretty Miss Marjorie shall eat hum-
ble pie.”

Tﬁat evening Mr. Lake is having a fill of soft
happiness. He is at a ball where Miss Marjorie is,
and no one has as many waltzes as he, There is not
much opportunity for conversation of the sort that
is on his mind, but he has not expected it, and so is
not disappointed.

But he has made an appointment for to-morrow
night, and his heart throbs as it did not when he
made his famous charge on the Indians to rescue
Van Kouver, because something. in her manner
makes him feel that he will not speak to her in vain
when he sees her on the morrow.

All the next day he islike a man in the clouds;
and Van Kouver secretly pities him. He can see
that Marjorie Bridger is a very beautiful and enter-
taining girl; but he cannot comprehend losing one’s
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head over her. Especially when that head is such
a marvelously cool one as Bob Lake has,

Then evening comes, and Lake makes such a
toilet as would cause Van Kouver to smile if he
did not feel more like weeping. His friend, how-
ever, looks no betster, no worse for his elaborate
toilet, having spent his time chiefly in humoring his
imagination.

The Bridgers have a magnificent house on upper
Fifth avenue, large enough for a state-house, Dick
Bridger says; but not more than is needed to ac-
commocate all the servants he pays. Money, how-
ever, ig the last thing the Westerner thinks of. 1t
is for Marjorie’s sake, and nothing can be too good
for her,

Mr. Lake takes a cab to the house, and pays the
man a double fee when he dismisses him., His
heart is in his throat as he goes up the broad steps.
What if he has made a mistake all the time! Sup-
pose Miss Marjorie has been merely trying her hand
on him! :

Well, he doesn’t believe that. She may refuse
him after all, but she is true and good, and will do
it in a nice way. As if any way could be nice. He
stops twice, wondering if he would be wise to turn
back; to go away to Chicago again. The wild and
lonely plains, where he spent some happy years
when he was little more than a boy, seem very in-
viting to him.

He was never afraid of anything before, but he
trembles in anticipation of a refusal from this girl,
whom he loves with a passion so strange and ab-
sorbing that he does not yet know its magnitude.

The flunkey has plainly been instructed that his
young mistress is at home to Mr. Lake, for he
ushers the visitor into the drawing-room without
previous announcement.

Mr. Lake cnters the room with pleasant anticipa-
tions. Then stops short and quells a savage im-
pulse to run forward and throw out of the window
the man he sees there.

. Lord Sandowne is there, standing in front of Mar-
Jorie, Lake cannot see her face, for it is away
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from him; but on the face of the Englishman is a
look of gloating triumph that makes him feel like
doing murder. Sandowne sees him almost at once,
and checks the words that are on his lips, saying,
instead:

“Welcome, Mr. Lake. We have been speaking
of you.”

Marjorie turus quickly, and Lake can see that her
face has a deathly pallor on it. She does not come
iforward to greet hiin in the way that has become
dear and familiar to him, but stands where she is,
as one might stand in the presence of a great mis-
fortune.

Ordinarily no one is quicker of perception than
Lake; but a lover is a most unreasonable and un-
reasoning creature. Lake sees Marjorie and San-
downe together in confidential conversation, as
indeed he has seen them before, and he becomes
irightfully jealous in a moment,

“Pray do not let me interrupt you,” he says, icily.

“No interruption at all,” cries Sandowne, with a
grin of malice. “Marjorie and I are glad to see
vou.”

Lake winces as the other calls her so familiarly
by her name, and looks to see her resent it, as he
knows she is capable of doing.

His anger and jealousy are swallowed up in such
a pain as he has never known before.

“You are come just in time to be the first to learn
of my happiness,” Sandowne continues, “Miss

3ridger and 1 are engaged.”

Lake listens, and finds himself wondering how
he is able to stand when everything is reeling
around him. Then he wonders why he does not
rush on that man and strangle such an infamous
lie in his throat.

His gray eyes turn in mute and agonized inquiry
to Marjorie, who stands before him like one bereft
of life.. Twice she opens her lips to speak, and no
sound comes from them; then, in dry and husk 5
tones, she says:

«It is quite true, Mr. Lake. I have promised my
hand to Lord Sandowne.”
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Lake stares av her for a moment, hears the low,
maligant laugh of the Englishman, and turns and
goes out of the room and the house. He never
knows just how, and he never knows where he has
been, when at last he finds himself at the door of
Van Kouver’s house.

Van Kouver asks him no questions then, and
none the next morning., He has heard at the club
that Lord Sandowne has been the lucky winner of
the pretty hand of Miss Bridger.

He has doubted until he looks at the face of his
friend. "Then he knows that it is true; and in kis
privacy shrugs his shoulders, and thanks ITeaven
he has never been a victim of the caprices of a
woman,

“To think of accepting that blackleg, knowing
him such,” he mutters. “I1 am sure she knew it was
he who cut that stirrup leather. Aud just because
he has a beggarly title!”

About ten o’clock a servant comes to tell Lake
that Mr. Bridger waits to see him. Van Kouver
sees that his friend is about to send a refusal. It is
seldom he interferes with anybodyv’s affairs. He
likes to do so less than ever since the writing of that
note to Sandowne, for he traces a direct result from
that to the engagement. But he believes Lake will
make a mistake not to see so true a friend as
Mr. Bridger.

“See him, Lake,” he says.

“Why?”

“ He likes Sandowne no better than you do.”

“So you know?”

“ Yes. ”»

“Tell Mr, Bridger to come up here,” says Lake,
suddenly. ‘

“Why up here?” inquires Van Kouver.

“Because there ought to be one cool head here,
Heaven only knows what frame of mind Dick
Bridger will be in,” replies Lake.

It 18 patent at the first glance that Mr. Bridger is
agitated. He comes in and stares around the room,
and drops heavily into a chair. No one speaks until
he does so. ‘
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“Well, Bob, why don’t ye speak up?” he cries.
“What's wrong between you and Madge?”

“1 wish I coulid tell you, old man,” is the answer,
miserably. given.

“To think o’ her marryin’ that—Oh, my lord! I
could stan’ most anything else. Did ye have a
quarrel with her, Bob? If it’s that, go to her and
ask her parding. She’s a high-spirited gal,” he goes
on, his vernacular becoming more proncunced as
his emotion increases, “but she’s true as stcel.
You're too brave to be afraid to ’pologize, Bob.”

“No, Dick, I'm not afraid to apologize,” the other
says, in a low tone. ] would grovel in the dust
before her if that would do good. Tlove herasl
never dreamed it was possible to love; aud I would
do anything to win her. But, Dick, she didn’t even
give me a chance to tell her; though she must have
known why I asked for an appointinent. I went to
the house and was told she was engaged to him,
That was all there was of i.”

“[ don’t believe she loves that Englishman,” sug-
gests Van Kouver, who feels that Bridger has more
to tell than he has yet betrayed.

“Love him?” ¢ries the old man, vehementlyv,
“No. She despises him, fer she’s as good as told
me s0.” :

“Then why should she be willing to marry him?*”
demands Van Kouver, Lake looking from him to
the old man, and keeping silence.

“Heaven knows.” .

Van Kouver waits to let Lake speak. He wishes
somebody else had the settling of this love affair.
Lake is so supine and unlike hinself,

“T.ook here, Mr. Bridger!” he says, “I did not
intend to spcak of this thing; but the truth is that
no decent woman should have anything to do
with that man.”

“Why not?” demands the old man, eagerly,

“Hold on, Van Kouver,” interposes Lake, “you
needn’t tell that.”

“He’s afraid I’ll shoot,” said Bridger, miserably.
“You don’t need; fer Madge swore she’d marry
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him on the minit, if I didn’t promise I wouldn’t do
no sich a thing. What is it?”

So Van Kouver tells all they discovered on the
night of the horse show. And the old man, as he
iistens, goes almost frantic with rage. He swears
awful Od.thb that no sueh man shall ever wed hm
A\L‘ld”é

Van Kouver listens until the old man ex hausts
himself and is silent. Then he speaks, quietly, and
the others listen to him.

« Let us understand this thing,” he says. “ What
do we know? Miss Bridger, quite aware, as we be-
lieve, of the vileness of the man, and despising him
most heartily, yet consents to give up the man !
verily believe she loves, in order to wed him. Now,
what is the plain logic of that?”

“Yes,” says Mr. B1 idger, “what isthe logic of it?”

“Is it possible,” and he eyes the old man nar-
rowly, “that he can have any power of coercion
over her? You know all about what her past-——"

“In Heaven’s name, Van Kouver!” cries Lake.

“Don’t misunderstand me, Lake! Mr. Bridger
understands. Can you think of anything?”

The old man fumbles nervously with his watch-
chain for a few seconds, then stiffcns up and an-
swers:

“Well, there’s her brother.”

“Your son,” says Van Kouver, half-assertively,
half-questioningly.

“Her brother,” says the old man, doggedly, then,
nervously: “Call him my son, but I don't call him
no such, myself He’s disgr i
o son o’ mine.’

“You think, then,” says Van Kouver, insistently,
“that it is posslble this brother of Miss Brldgu‘ may
have something to do with this affair?”

“ Anything is possible with him. Besides,” le
adds, with a sudden recollection, “that there var-
mint has been West and knows the boy.”

“ And Miss Bridger would do a great deal for her
brother?” queries Van Kouver, with a distinct idea
that he is on the right scent,.

“Anything. She promised her mother, when she
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died, that she would always stand between him an’
harm. An’ he’d let her, consarn him!”

Van Kouver reflects a moment.

“All Sandowne wants, or the most that he wants,
is money,” he says. “Why not try telling him that
yon will ‘'not give a cent to your daughter if she
marries against your will?”

The old man shakes his head sorrowfully.

“No use. Madge is wuth as much as I am in her
own right. Got it from her mother. Mother gave:
Madge everything. Even she wouldn’t trust Dick.”

Van Kouver rubs his chin in perplexity. He has
cone along very well so far. Now he has only one
suggestion to offer, and he does it hesitatingly.

“T.et him have the money, since that is what he
undoubtedly wants, and save your daughter.”

Lake speaks now. A change has come over him
as he listens. e sees the whole affair now, even
more clearly than they. There is a feeling down
in his heart that he has her love, notwithstanding
what has happened. But, anyhow, there is a pure
and noble girl to save from a wretch; and thatis
the sort of thing that appeals to the man as well as
to the lover.

“You don’t understand, Van,” he says, in his old
incisive way. “Of course Marjorie knows what a
wretch he is, and is deliberately sacrificing herself
for her brother. Do you suppose she has weighed
her money against her heart for a moment? No;
I know as well as if I had been there that she has
offered to buy herself off with every penny she
possesses. That scoundrel has a cinch somewhere,
and is insisting on Marjorie as well as her money.”

“By ginger!” cries the old man; “hut that was
spoken like a book, Bob. Mr. Van Kouver, he’s
getting his head to work in the old style. Give him
time. Go on, Bob, an’ work it out.”

He speaks with an enthusiastic admiration of
TLake which was born in him long ago, when he
knew the young man as the coolest and shrewdest
where coolness and shrewdness counted for more
than anything else in the world.

Lake smiles a little sadly at the old man’s hope-
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fulness, but he is fast entering the domain of
action, and his owu spirits are rising.

“Do you know when the wedding is set for?” he
asks.

“Two months.”

* A great deal can be done in two months,” says
Lake, reflectively. “Where was your son when
you last heard?” :

“Marjorie told me yesterday that her last letter
came from Arizona—Tombstone.”

Mr. Lake is on his feet now; and there is a look
on his face such as Van Kouver saw when he said
he would ride Hector and win. The blood was
dripping from his foot then—from his heart now;
but it is a winning look.

“Gentlemen,” he says, “to me it is clear that
voung Dick is at the bottom of this engagement.
There is only one way to reach Marjorie—through
him. Sandowne has done it; I willdoit. 1f I am
not here in two months, I shall probably be dead.
There are sudden deaths in Arizona,” he adds, with
a smile.

The next moment he has left the room; and they
know the next train out of New York will carry
‘him-on his way to save Marjorie from Sandowne.
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CHAPTER V.
DEPUTY SHERIFF LAKE.

Quite according to the expectations of his friends,
Mr. Lake is speeding toward the West, not, per-
haps, in the first train out of New York, but in the
one which will get him to Chicago the soonest.

Bob Lake has the strength of mind to wait a little
when waiting is better than hurrying, and that is
why he reaches Chicago a few hours before the
train which left New York earlier. oo

There is not much to keep him in Chicago. It
was only a comfortable, and not a large, fortune
that he had brought out of the far West, and it is
always in such condition as to allow him freedom
of action.* Tt is a saying of his that an amount of
money which enslaves a man is not real wealth.

So the little that needs to be attended to is done,
and again he is on his way to find young Dick
Bridger. -

Just what he will find when he finds that young
man he does not know, but he cannot help being
hopeful of Marjorie’s brother, no matter to what
depths he has sunk. And if seems quite likely that
he has gone down rather farther than is generally
considered advisable.

Such a young man is usually very difficult to
manage, and Mr. Lake realizes this fact perfectly.
But he has the utmost confidence in himself, and
he enters the great West determined to succeed in
his delicate enterprise.

Mr. Lake is a tenderfoot to all appearances when.
he reaches Tombstone. but he knows he can soon
change that, and intends to do =0 if he finds it nec-
essary. Not that a change of clothing will convert
anv man from a tenderfoot into a post-graduate
Arizonian; but Mr. Lake knows how to establish
his position,
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He is not what might be called a drinking man—
that is, one who drinks habitually and does other
things incidentally; nevertheless, his first act on
reaching Tombstone is to go and hang on the bar
of the hotel with the air of one who knows the
trick.

The barkeeper stares to see this well-dressed
Easterner enact the old timer so well, and hands
over to his customer that particular brand of liquid
lightning which he calls rve whisky.

There 1s some desultory conversation, in which
Mr, Lake shows, in an indirect way, that he is not
altogether the tenderfoot he looks. Then he brings
the talk easily to the subjeet he ig at that moment
so much interested in. _

“Did you ever meet old Dick Bridger when he
was down this way?”’ he inquires.

“You bet,” is the laconic answer.

“He’s a white man,” says Lake, in a tone of deep
%onviction. “I saw him not long before I left the

ast.”

“Pshaw!” ejaculates the bartender. “I allow
he’s whoopin’ things up thar. He allus was fer
holdin’ of hisself pretty darned high. But he’s
white all the way through.”

“You bet he’s white,” says Lake, adopting the
vernacular by easy degrees. “Not like that boy
of his, eh ?

“Ye'’re right thar, stranger,” says the bartender,
stopping to aim over the bar at the door-sill with an
accumulation of tobacco juice. “But Dick — the
voung un, I mean—ain’t goin’ ter give much more
trouble in these hyar parts.”

“How’s that?” :

The bartender makes a circular movement of his
hand near his neck, and says, laconically:

“Jedge Lynch.”

His auditor starts, and with difficulty restrains
himself; but he does so, and asks:

“What’s up?”

£ Horse. »

“Where?”?

It is hard to suppress his excitement, but he does.
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“Over to Faro Gulch,” answers the dispenser
of drinks, composedly.

“Have they done it yet?” demands Lake.

“Why,” says the man, looking at the clock be-
hind the bar, “I allow he’s in the jail yit, but I
b’lieve the time’s set fer two.”

Lake looks at his watch, distrusting the battered
clock. It is twelve nearly, and in two hours young
Dick Bridger will trouble no one any longer.

Lake mever thinks of doubting the story of the
man. He knows just how such affairs are comn-
ducted, and it is quite probable that this man is
correctly informed. .

He hesitates a moment, for it does flash into his
brain that with young Dick Bridger adorning a tree
in Arizona he will no longer stand between him
and Marjorie. But that is only for a moment, and
he scorns himself for even that little lapse from
high rectitude.

“T should think,” he sayvs, “that the sheriff would
object to interference with his prerogatives. Who
is sheriff now?”

“Hank Davis.”

“Ah!1” he ejaculates, a ray of hope flashing into
his breast, for he knows the man well. “ Hank has
a mortgage on the office, I reckon.”

“] reckon he has.”

“He didn’t use to let anybody do his hanging for
him,” says Lake. ‘

The man laughs with keen enjoyment.

“Jest it.” he says. “It’s more devilment than
justice with the boys. Hank’s laid up with a bullet,
and the boys has put up this joke on him. But
anyhow,” he adds, more soberly, “hangin’ ’ll do
Dick Bridger good.”

Mczking a hasty excuse, for he does not wish to
excite suspicion, Lake hurries away to the house
of Hank Davis, finding it without difficulty. They
deny him admittance to Hank at first, but Lake
insists, and is presently ushered into the presence
of a gaunt, grizzled giant, who looks at him in
no very friendly way, to say nothing of his mani.
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fest disgust at finding his visitor a tenderfoot of the
most pronounced type.

“Wall?” he queries. ‘

Lake has too little time before him to waste any
of it,

“Well, Hank Davis,” he says, “have you forgot-
ten Gentleman Bob, as they used to call me?”

“No?” is the sudden, incredulous query. “But it
is, by gum! No wonder if 1 did, though,” he adds,
and then laughs and thrusts out his great hand
with a heartiness that left nothing to be doubted.
“Sorry I can’t give ye a blow-out, I3ob, but I had a
little serimmage t’other day, an’ the lead ain’t out
o’ me yet.”

“T’m sorry, too, Hank,” says Lake, “for I have
another very pretty little scrimmage on haund,
which I wanted you to take a hand in.”

“No!” says the sheriff, eagerly. “Hold on!
Mebby I ain’t so doggone weak but I could get
out.”

Under the influence of his temporary excitement
he tries to get up, but falls back with an oath.

“No use, Bob,” he groans. “What war the nature
of the difficulty?”

“There’s a lynching party over at Faro Gulch at
two this afternoon.”

The fire flashes from the old man’s eves, and he
tries again to rise, and swears terribly when he
finds that he cannot.

. “What’s your interest in it?” he demands. “Who
is the party, anyhow?’

“Young Dick Bridger’s the man—a horse is the
reason—and I love his sister. That’s the story,
(li-'[ank. And I'm going to set him free if it can e

one.”

“He’s a wuthless lot, Bob, but if I was able to
move I'd go with ye, an’ cuss me if we wouldn’t
git him clar. I'd do it fer you; an’ I'd do it be-
cause I don’t let nobody do my hangin’ fer me.
But I’'ve got the drop on the whole biz, Bob The
boys is tryin’ to get the laugh on me. Oh, if I was
only able to move!”

“Send a deputy, Hank,” suggests Lake.
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“Ain’t got a deputy with sand enough fer that ar
job, Bob.”

“Make me a deputy. I’'ll do what I can.”

“That’s the taik. Give me the papers. You do the
handwrite. Thar’s a book o’ forms. Write now!

COh, if I could only be with ye!” '

Lake snatches up the book and speedily finds the
required form, which he writes out and hands to
the sheriff to sign.

“Thar!” says Hank, putting his sprawling sig-
naturc at the bottom. “It ain’t as pretty as yourn,
but it goes in this county. Thar’s shootin’ irons,
Take ’em, fer 1 don’t allow ye’ve come heeled,
What’s yer plan? I’ve got some head oh me even
if my legs ain’t no use.”

“I saw some of the old-timers as I came by
Ramon’s. I’ll go back there and tell them who [
am. I’ll say I’'ve just come from you, and that you
are cut up terribly because the boys at Faro Gulch
are going to get the laugh on you. Then I'll tell
them that I have consented to act as deputy, and
ask as many as will to come along aud see the laugh
put on Faro Gulch. [t’s only six miles, and an
hour’s hard riding over that road, if it’s what it
used to be, will get us there. How does it strike

ou?” )
it The same old Bob!” cries the sheriff, admir-
ingly. “Go it, Bob! Mosey mnow, and bring the
cuss back here, and we’ll have a hangin’ as’ll do
you good to sce.”

“But I don’t want him to hang,” says Lake. “I
want him to escape.”

“Wall, P sorry for that, but I'll sacrifice my
feelin’s fer you, Bob. Do what you durn please,
Take my calico mustang. He’s like a singed cat—
a durned sight better'n he looks,”
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CHAPTER VL
FROM RILEY’S' SHANTY.

Luck is against the bank at Ramon’s, and the
boys are happy. Lake is sorry forit. He knows it
will be hard to draw them away from a winning
game; but, on the other hand, Ramon will be glad
to see the game close up.

He has Dborrowed a shirt and hat from Hank
Davis. He is more particular as to boots, and has
donned his own, wliich he has brought with him.
He walks straight to the bar and leans both elbows
on it as he faces the room.

“Boys!” he calls out, in a quick, sharp voice,
which attracts immediate attention, “I hope some
of ye will remember Gentleman Bob.” :

1t is very evident that he has been a favorite, for
after a struggle with memory, more than one
grizzied miner springs up from the gambling-table
and rushes up to shake his hand.

“Liquor!” cries Bob, above the noise. “Liquor
for every mother’s son that wants to drink with
Gentleman Bob.”

Such language is what his friends call “talking,”
and it will be dangerous for any one to refuse the
invitation.

Every minute is valuable, and Lake chafes to see
it wasted as the liquor is served; but he knows his
men, and is ready to pounce on his opportunity. It
comes when one of them asks him what he is doing
out there again. It has been rumored that Gentle-
man Bob has settled down in Chicago.

“If ye’d asked me that question an hour ago,
Tom,” he says, in his clear, distinct tones that at-
tract attention to him, “I could have given ye a
short story. Now it’s a little longer, and must be
‘told quick if ye care to hear it.,”

“You bet! Get on, Bob!”
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Tliey crowd curiously around him, and he feels
that he has what every orator strives tor—the in-
terest of his auditors.

“I haven’t been here an hour yit, boys,” he says.
“The first man I go to see is old Hank Davis, for if
there’s a man on the Pacific slope that I honor, it’s
ilank Davis, the best sheriff this or any other
county ever saw. Is that straight, boys?” and there
is & sort of challenge in his tone, as if some one had
doubted the statement.

“You bet it’s straight,” is the growling response
from twenty throats.

As Lake knows, Hank Davis is the pride and
admiration of Tombstone.

“Of course it’s straight,” he goes on, warming up
and carrying hig hearers with him. “But what do
1 find when I go to sce him? Laid up with a bullet.
Well, that’s all right. All of us expect that, and I
reckon no one squeals when his turn comes. Butl
aliow that no white man goes up to a man when
he’s got a bullet cold in him, and takes advantage
of it to kick him in the head. Eh, boys?”

A volley of excited oaths was the only response
to this question.

“Boys,” he cries, his gray eyes flashing fire, “that
there Hank Davis is lyin’ on his bed, groaning, not
witlh bullets, but with shame, because some mean
cusses have taken advantage of his wounds to play
a mean trick on him. What trick? Boys, when I
used to be out here it was known that Hank Davis,
sheriff. could and would do his own hanging. Boys,
he groaned and almost cried just now, as he told
me that for the first time in his life somebody else
was going to do his hanging, and only to get the
laugh on him.

“Boys, I allow that any one that wants to get the
laugh on Hank Davis had better try it on when he’s
got his boots on. And I tell ye what my story is. I
said to Hank, ‘Give me a paper to make me deputy,
and by the piper that played before Moses, I'll go to
Faro Gulch alone, if 1 can’t get any of the boys
who'll go with me for old times’ sake. And, boys,
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I'm going, and there’ll be some fun in Faro Gulch
inside of an hour.”

Bob Lake knows his men. In fifteen minutes he
is at the head of a party of ten men, armed to the
teeth, and laughing with anticipatory glee over the
surprise they are going to give the boys of Faro
Gulch.

Of course there may be fifty men at the hanging,
but it is not that which troubles Lake. Time has
sped. Clocks ditfer. Faro Gulch time may be an
hour ahead of Tombstone time, and Dick Bridger
may be past helping at this very moment.

The thought makes Lake turn and scan his men
more closely.

“Boys,” he says, sharply, “there’s no time to
waste. Tom, Bill, Steve, Ike, you are the best
mounted. Close up with me. The rest of you fol-
low, and don’t spare horseflesh. No man will
suffer in pocket, though 1 know that’s nothing to
you when it comes to helping Hank Davis. We
five will dash ahead, in case the boys at the Gulch
get in a hurry with their work. Come on, boys!”

It is a rocky road, and an up and down one, be-
tween Tombstone and Faro Gulch, and nothing but
a mustang or & mule would dare go over it at any-
thing quicker than a walk.

Lake makes the pace as hot as he dares. He
thinks of Marjorie, and wishes to tell her, in case
anything happens to Dick, that he did his best.

‘His men will back him up in that. They recall
how Bob was considered a perfect dare-devil in the
old days, and they conclude that he has not altered
much, as he whirls them over the road at a pace it
has never been traversed at before.

But the thought only exhilarates them. Thay are
men who will follow a leader anywhere—clear grit
to the backbone,

Lake looks at his watch. Half-past one by it,
and only Heaven knows what time the Gulch clocks
are saying. Lake remembers a clock being pushed
ahead because the sheriff had $wo hangings so far
apart that he could not attend to both in time.

The distance is nothing, but the road is awful,
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and the men are not used to such r ding. They are
miners, not cowboys. Lake groans, but slackens
the pace as they reach a stiff ascent.

“Isn’t there 2 spot from which we can look down
on the Gulch?” he asks one of the men,

“Riley’s shanty,” gasps the man.

“How far from here?”’

“ About a mile.”

“Follow me as fast as vou can, boys,” he cries.
“J am going on to reconnoiter.”

He digs his heels into the sides of his lean calico
pony, and the sinewy little creature leaps forward

s if he had done nothing. Good riding tells in
such a case.

Up the hill, and down again, and then Lake sees
a long, hard hill that he well remembers now.
Riley’s shanty is just beyond the top, around a
sharp curve. He puts the pony at it, and the wire-
drawn legs carry him up as no thoroughbred bone
and muscle ever could do.

He is glad he has the calico pony, instead of
Hector, or even Crown Prince, under him. His
sides swelling and falling like a blacksmith’s bel-
lows, the pony reaches the top.

Lake leaps off, and drags the tired brute after
him around *he curve. The sun is bright as only
an Arizona sun can be. He shades his eyes and
searches the valley below hin,

“My Heaven!” he cries, and leaps like a cat into
the saddle.

He has seen a group of men going in a compact
body across the mesa below. In the center is one
man easily distinguished even at that distance as a
prisoner. His hands are tied behind him.

“That is the tree!” gasps Lake, his eyes on a soli-
tary tree. “It wiil take me ten minutes—then five
minutes. My God! What sort of story shall T tell
Marjorie?”
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CHAPTER VII.
THE ADVANTAGE OF SNAP-SHOOTING.

Although, usually, .of a most imperturbable de-
meanor, his mind is always alert and rapid. Now
he is cool, as a keen sword is cool, and his bramn
acts with almost incredible rapidity. His gray eye
is flashing, and his well-cut lips are closed so tightly
that they make a straight line. That grim’look of
the chin is intensified.

“If there were only a short cut,” he muftters.
Then a cry escapes his lips, for a girl has come lei-
gurely into view around the curve. She will kuow.
He approaches her at a bound ; she staring at him
with calm assurance. “ls there a short cut to
there?” he demands, pointing to the plain.

She shades her eyes with her brown hand, and
then looks at him with a leisurely calmness that is
maddening at such a moment. Then she begins to
answer, with the circumlocution of her class:

“Down thar to where them men be? Wall, thet
depends on——"

He has been studying her face as she talks. Now
he interrupts her with:

“They’re going to hang that man down there.”

“ All he’s fit fer, I reckon,” she drawls.

He leans over toward her, and says, with a delib-
eration all the more impressive because of the
vehemence in his eyes:

“*Maybe that’s true, girl, but if I can get down
there before he’s dead I may win the woman I love.
And, oh! Ilove her beiter than my soul!”

No true woman could have resisted that appeal.
The girl starts as if she has been electrified, and
snaps her brown eyes at him with approval.

. “Wall, I'm darned!” she cries, but there is noth-
ing incongruous or ludicrous in the expression.
“Come on! T’ll show ye, stranger. But ye can’t go
down on the critter. Never was but one feller donc
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it, an’ he was a ’Pache. Thar! d’ye see thet trail?
It’ll save ye five minutes, but I reckon ve’ll lose
time on the level without yer pony., Lord! ye ain’t
never goin’ ter try it on yer critter!”

He turns in his saddle as he heads for the trail.

“There’ll be some men along here in a minute.
Tell them where I am.”

“You bet I will!” she answers, and gapes after
him with admiration painted on her rough but
comely face,

It is almost like leaping over a precipice to go
down that trail, and the calico pony is disinclined
for any such experiment. Buti there is no resisting
his masterful rider, and after a moment of backing
and sidling, he lets his fcre feet slip over the edge,
drasws his hind feet well under him, and glides.

It seems a feat of pure fonl-hardiness, but Lake,
with the rapidity of lightning, has calculated his
chances. It must be dene if he would save Dick
Bridger; it has been done. albeit by one of those
demon horsemen, an Apache; Bob Lake does not
yield even to an Apache.

So down he goes where it seems that the wiry
little animal must turn heels over head at every
moment. But there is a cool head and an iron hand
in control; and so, sliding, leaping, stumbling,
running, the two flv down the dizzy slope, now rac-
ing with. now dodging, the flying stones which they
have dislodged in their swift course.

At the foot of the slope is a short level space,
then a dry arroyo, from twelve to fifteen feet wide,
and after that a bank, perhaps three feet high. The
arroyo is not too wide to jump, nor the bank too
hich to clamber up; but the pony is exhausted, and
his legs are quivering under him from excitement
and unwonted strain.

Nevertheless, Lake decides that the arroyo must
be leaped, the bank surmounted. He dares not stop
at the foot of the slope to breathe the distressed ani-
mal, but he leans over and pats him gently on the
neck.

“Good hoy!” he murmurs. “Do this for me, and
you shall live a life of ease. Now!”
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Plucky little Calico. who has already done what
no thoroughbred could ever accomplish, shakes his
head in mild protest, but rises to the occasion and
to the jump, and lands in a beap on the other side
of the arroyo. Crown Prince or fiector would have
tumbled over on his side and lain there, pumping
his sides in agony, but Calico scrambles up somne-
how, and maies at the bank.

That is riore in his line. He has no thought of
jumping it, but cuts his stride short, and goes at it
with little cat like leaps, so tbat when he reaches it
he clambers up it as i1f he belonged to the feline race.

One hundred yards away the solitary tree rises
up out of the arid plain. Over a stout branch,
which starts out at right angles to the trunk, a rope
hangs in two lines. Both lines are taut. Oue makes
a rigid direction perpendicular to the earth; the
other makes an acute angle to the first.

Lake’s heart rises in his throat. He knows ex-
actly what that means. The rope is around Dick
Bridger’s neck, and several stalwart men hold the
other end, ready to leap away at the signal.

They are only waiting to give Dick Bridger a
chance to recall a forgotton praver. The hanging is
onlv a joke on Hank Davis, but even those grim
humorists will not carry a joke too far.

“Ef ye know a pra’ar, Dick Bridger, say it now,
fer it’s yer last chance!”

Lake knows all this -as well as if he stood in the
crowd about the doomed man.

Mechanically he snatches one of Hank Davis’ big
revolvers from his belt, and at the same moment
digs his heels into the steaming sides of Calico.
Fortunately the alkali soil is soft, and the dull beat
of the hoofs in it is not heard by the absorbed erowd
about the tree,

Lake prays that Dick Bridger may have a good
memory for the words he learned by his mother’s
knee. He looks down at the revolver. Itis big and
old-fashioned, but he knows that it is as true as
Hank Davis himself. He has already satisfied him-
self that it is properly loaded. The bullet is almost
as big as a modern rifle will carry,
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The rope is still taut—the crowd motionless,
Presently there will be a commotion in the crowd,
as the men move aside to give way to those who
leap away with the rope. Then there will be a pis-
tol-shot, and then-—the rope will quiver and throb.

Twenty-five yards away! They do not notice him
yet! e hears the voice of the leader of the party.

“Dick Bridger, yer time’s up. Boys!”

The crowd opens silently.

“Don’t tell my sister how I died!”

Fifteen yards away! Lake’s face is white; his
eyes blazing. Rascal, Dick Bridger may be, but
he’s no coward; and he loves Madge. There might
be a thousand of them now, and it would not
matter.

The cruel curb brings Calico to a dead stand-still
on his dripping haunches. A revolver rises out of
the crowd! Ping! The sound is not the same in
that dry air as in the moister atmosphere of the
Eagst. The men at the end of the rope leap to do
their errand of death.

Ping! Dick Bridger stands in his: place, the end
of the severed lariat flicking his heels, The mes-
sengers of death, suddenly released from their hor-
rid burden, plunge headlong into the alkali dust.

Rob Lake walks with calmm deliberation through
the crowd, and stands by the side of Dick Bridger,
saying, coolly, to the man with the pistol:

“Snap-shooting comes in handy once in a while.
I represent Hank Davis and the law. This man is
my prisoner. Hank Davis does his own hanging.”

“Not by a darn sight,” is the answer, with a sar-
donic humor. “I reckon ye don’t know how over to
Tombstone. Boys! close up, an’ we’ll show the
depity how it’s done. Remove his weepons, fer
they might go off accidental an’ hurt somebody.”

Lake flashes a swift glance up to the cliff where
the short cut takes down. He sees a number of
horses, and a girl waving a bonnet by its strings.
If he can only keep them occupied for ten minutes!
He knows his men are coming down the slope on
foot. : ’
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CHAPTER VIIL
PALAVERING AND IRRIGATION.

. Never more imperturbable than when the danger
is most pressiug, Bob Lake now stands by the side
of Dick Bridger, and in the most deliberate and as-
sured way, says:

“Wait a minute, boys! I reckon ye ain’t afraid
T’ll eat ye all up if ye give me a chance to say a
word from Hank Davis.”

His calmness, following the rapidity of his previ-
ous movements, has its effect. The men check
themselves, and the gaunt leader smiles quizzically
at him.

“Wall,” he says, “I reckon thar’s time enough fer
a little chin-music, stranger, ef it’ll do ye any good.
Ye seem reasonable, an’ ye kin shoot. So go ahead
with yer palaver.”

Lake flashes a swift glance over at the ftrail, and
a sudden gleam lights up his eyes. The men are
nearer than he had supposed. He pushes his hat
back so that his face is well exposed, in order that
he may be recognized if there are any there who
kuow him. Without vanity, he knows that the time
was when Gentleman Bob’s name was potent to’
conjure with on that divide.

“Wall,” he says, dropping still more into the
vernacular, “I don’t allow thet palaverin’s so much
in my line, but I undertpok this job fer Hank Davis,
an’ when Bob Lake says he’ll do a thing he most
generally tries ter do it.”

“Bob Lake!” repeats the leader, in a tone of in-
terest, and Lake is certain that several of the oth-
ers are eying him curiously. “Not him as was

“known as Gintleman Bob?”

“ At yer sarvice,” says Lake, studying the gaunt
face, cheerfully; “but I reckon ye’ve got the ad-
vantage o’ me. Where did we meet? Hold on! Ye



54 PALAVELING AND IRRIGATION.

wasn’t in thet scrimmags over to the Cross-bones
Claim.”

“I reckon I were,” was the delighted answer, for
that little difference had been a very bloody one,
and an honor to every participant.

“Shake!” says Lake, thrusting his hand out, and
flashing a furiive glance over toward where his
men should appear on the bank of the arroyo.
“And if you ain’t Red Jones, you're his twin, or
i'm aliar. Which is it??

“Ireckon I’'m Red,” is the answer, with a grim
laugh of pleasure.

There is nothing like the meeting of old f{riends
to produce a general good feeling, and the prisoner,
with his hands tied, and the rope around his neck,
takes a long breath as he witnesses the hearty
hand-shake. There is an odd expression on his face,
too, as he looks at Lake out of eyes singularly like
those of Marjorie Bridger. '

Lake, however, knows the Western man pretty
thioroughly, and in the midst of an apparent forget-
fulness of the prisoner, he keeps his eyes stealing
furtive glances toward the left.

suddenly ne becomes very voluble in a deliberate
sort of way, and says a variety of things calculated
to tickle the risibilities of the crowd, which is clos-
ing good-naturedly around him, some individuals
endeavoring to recall a slight acquaintance, and
olhers willing to commence one with a person so
well known for reckless daring.

“Wa-al, Bob,” says Red Jones, after a while, his
tone dryly humorous, “I’m glad ye’ve shown up,
even ef we can’t oblige ye in this leetle matter. Ef
ve’ll excuse us fer a few minits we’ll go over an’ ir-
rigate to old acquaintance. But bizness is bizness,

e know.”

The men all laugh. It pleases their sense of
humor mightily to do honor to a man like Bob Lake,
while at the same time showing him that he is ab-
solutely powerless.

For a moment a gleam of the same grim humor
shows in Lake’s face, too, but it changes quickly to
e stern, alert expression, and his features all
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harden like stone. When he spcaks his toneis
sharp and distinct.

“Yes, business is business, and as deputy sheriff
this is my business. Boys, surround the prisoner!”

There is a sudden commotion in the crowd, and
then somehow the prisoner is surrounded, and the
whole affair cnters on a new phase. Bob Lake is no
longer alone to represent the law, which at once
takes on a new majesty.

Lake and his men arc outnumbered five to one,
but they have the advantage. 1o resist now means
bloodshed. Some of the Gulch men look sheepish,
some grin, and some mutter half angrily, but no
one threatens until Red Jones, piqued at being out
generaled, fires off a volley of unique oaths, and
reaches for his revolver.

“You’re dead if you do!” Lake says, in his cold,
grim way.

Red Jones looks for a hesitating moment into the
face of the man who has a reputation for decision
as much as for daring, then drops his hand by his
side, casts a look over the crowd, expectorates a
surprising volume of tobaceo juice, for his jaws
have been working vigorously for the past few
seconds, and then says:

“Take the pot, Boh. Let’s go irrigate!”

Lake understands his men, which is fortunate,
for a very little lack of tact would preccipitate the
fighit which now exists only in incoherent unecasi-
ness. He laughs jovially, not at all triumphantly;
puts his revolver in his belt, tucks his arm within
that of Red Jones, and say:

“Thank ye, boys. My honor was at stake here,
and only a little fun is spoiled for you. Let’s irri-
gate! Then I must make tracks for Tombstone.”

Under the circumstances “irrigation” is about as
enjoyable all around as the lynching, but it has an
element of uncertainty in it, and Lake is desper-
ately anxious to be off with his prisoner. But
every time he suggests such a thing he is told that
a messenger has come in with intelligence that the
Apaches are out on the war-path again.

ake decides that he prefers the chance of meet-
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ing a few Apaches to keeping Dick Bridger in sight
of so many men bent on seeing how much liquid
lightning they can consume. In a little while his
own men will be beyond control, and then Red
Jones may try his hand at a little persuasive ora-
tory, for Lake is quite certain that he will not ob-
joet to getting even.

Besides it is growing late, and that girl may be-
come tired of holding so many horses up at Riley’s.
So he persuades his men to start with their pris-
oner, and leaves the Gulch an honored hero and
deputy sheriff. -

He has not said a word to Dick Bridger yet, and
will not until the right time has come, So they
travel slowly, and for the most part in silence, up
tho regular road to Riley’s, The girl is there, and
so are the horses; but she is not holding them.

She has found mcans of tying them, so that they
may nibble on what scant green stuff there is
about,

“Sa-ay!” she says to Lake, ag the party mount
and start to ride off.

She has received his thanks indifferently, and
mostly in impatient silence, and he wonders what
she has to say to him. He stops, and the others ride
slowly on. ' ,

“Well? he says, inquiringly.

For a moment the girl looks at him everywhere
but in the face, and then turns a red, defiant visage
to his, her breath coming and going with a diffi-
culty that makes her full bosom heave perceptibly.
She tosses her head with a reckless air that some-
how makes her look queenly.

“They said,” and she jerks her thumb toward the
men, “ver name was Gintleman Boh.”

“So they call me. My name is Bob Lake. May [
ask yours?”

He would have asked before, but for her curt,
distant manner,

“Didn’t [ tell ye? Well, no matter. Sa-ay!” and
her eyes fell before his, “are ye very fond of that
gal? ~ His sister, ye know.”
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“J love her all I know how,” he answers, earn-
nestly. “Why?”

The girl draws a deep breath, and is slow in an-
swering.

“0Oh, well, I didn’t know. Mebby I knowed a gal
as could love a feller like you. So long!”

And she leaps over the bank, and is flying down
the slope, but not before Lake has caught a glimpse
of a quivering lip that haunts him for many a day.
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CHAPTER IX.
FOR MARJORIE’S SAKE.

“Bob, thar’s Injuns!”

On the frontier one learns to get used to sur-
prises; and as Lake has resumed much of the nat-
ure he had acquired during his former residence,
he is hardly surprised now.

Yesterday it would have meant nothing to be told
that Indians had been seen outlying their trail;
to-day it means whatever fate intends that it shall
mean. Perhaps he will reach Tombstone ; perhaps
he will not.

“Where are they?” he asks, quietly, his eyes tak-
ing in the lay of the country almost instinctively;
for he is an old campaigner, and knows the value
of shelter under the circumstances.

The party is riding along very leisurely, for the
sake of the horses, which had been pretty well
fagged out by the hard ride of the early afternoon.
Lake has walked part of the way, though the men
have tried to induce him to make Dick Bridger do
all the walking. The man who speaks so uncon-
cernedly is the only one who has seen the Indians.
He answers Lake without making any gesture to
betray him to the watchful enemy.

“Liook over the top of the big rock to the north-
east. You’ll see the glint of the sun on a gun-barrel.
Consarn those varmints! they kin use an army rifle
as well as any white man, but they never seem to
Parn how to keep it out o’ sight.” o

He talks as Lake looks, with seeming careless-
ness, in the indicated direction.

“T see it, Jake. . They are more than a hundred
yvards this side. It looks like a good-sized ambush.
If we pass that rift yonder we’ll be caught, and our
hair will be hanging at some Apache’s belt to-
night.”
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“T reckon that’s so, Bob.”

“Just ahead of us is a good enough shelter, Jake.
Go ahead of us, and stop the men when they reach
there.”

The place indicated is a sort of bay in the road,
looking across a deep canon, the other side of which
cannot be approached except under direct fire from
Lake’s men, Itis so narrow that the revolvers of
the party will be able to do good execution.

“’Paches, boys,” Lake says, when they are all
gathered there. “I didn’t half believe them, over at
the Gulch, when they said the cattle were on the
war-path. It is dead sure now, though.”

There is silence for a moment. No doubt the men
are making calculations on the chances of bLeing
left on the road. :

“Can’t we turn back?” asks one of the men.

“Closed up behind,” is Jake’s sententious com-
ment,

“How many of em altogether?” is the next query.

“Don’t know. Hundred, mebby. What d’you
think, Bob?”

“Hundred, I should say,” replies Lake.

A bullet flattens itself against the rock about a
vard from him,

“The devils! How soon they know when they are
found out!”

“ Well!” growls one of the men, “are we going to
stop here and be killed, like so many rats in a
hole?”

Lake does not lose his composure. He answers
the man by addressing them all.

“Boys, you enlisted to help me get this man away
from the Gulch. Now a new sort of enterprise is
encountered. There ought to be a leader who has
the confidence of ull. I resign.”

“Not by a blamed sight, you don’t,” says Jake, a
man known to be experienced in Apache warfare.
“Boys, I nominate Gintleman Bob fer captain o’
this here company. All in favor say so.”

“Cert’nly, Who wants him to resign? I reckon
he’s es good es anybody,”
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It is an informal but unanimous election, under
rather trying circumstances.

“All right, boys!” Lake says, curtly, and then
turns to Dick Bridger, who has been a marvel of
taciturnity during the whole journey. “Do you
want to take a chance with us for your iife?”

Dick Bridger looks at him with a smile, in which
there is a keen sense of humor.

“Why,” he replies, “I don’t know as I care to
save my life just fer the sake o’ bein’ hung.”

Lake turns from him, to see how the men have
taken this jest in the face of danger. He sees that
they all look approvingly at the devil-may-care fel-
low. and he says, quickly:

“Boys, I reckon 1f he fights with us, that settles
his differcnce with the law. Eh?”

“Don’t the law say no man sha’n’t be put in jeop-
ardy twicet?” queries one of them, soberly.

Lake laughs quietly, and cuts the cords that bind
Dick’s hands.

“Now you're one of us,” he says. “And here’s
one of my revolvers.”

“Thanks to Madge fer this—eh?” whispers Dick,
with a wink.

Lake starcs for a moment; then understands.
Lord Sandowne has written to Dick about him.
That confirras his belief that Dick is at the bottom
of Marjorie’s engagement to Sandowne. He would
like to take Dick aside and talk with him, but the
hidden Apaches are keeping up a constant fire on
them, and something must be decided on.

“Gov’nment lead an’ powder,” ejaculates one of
the men, handling a flattened bullet.

“Ya-as,” says Dick Bridger, taking his place
among them with a nonchalance which is evidently
one of his chief characteristics, “the cattle are
givin’ us what belongs to us.” )

“Boys!” says Lake, suddenly, “T think I under-
stand the meaning of this. Those ’Paches are not
wasting their lead. They’re simply trying to keep
us here until they can get the range of us from
somewhere. Then they’ll pick us off as thel)]' please.”

« And there’s the place, and there’s the way,”
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says Dick Bridger, in his indescribable manner, at
the same time pointing to a tree the other side of
the cauon, toward which a painted savage is
quietly making his way, keeping the tree between
them and him, but without taking too much pre-
caution, as if he knew they had no rifles among
them.

“Shelter behind the horses!” Lake orders.

They are none too quick in executing the order,
for a bullet wounds a horse a minute later, and the
injured animal snorts and rears with pain, nearly
stampeding the others.

“We must do something,” Lake says. “If we re-
main here we shall be shot down, in spite of the
horses, unless we kill the animals and lie down be-
hind them. Anybody got any suggestions?”

“I’d a blamed sight rather take my chances in a
rush down the hill,” Dick Bridger says. “Lead the
horses and shelter behind them. There’s a gully
about two hundred yards down. It’s neck or nothin’
anyhow, but if we can strike the gully therc’ll be a
fighting chance for our lives.”

“What de’ye say, boys?” demands Lake, quickly,
for the plan pleases him,

The men would rather do anything than stand
still to be shot down, and they approve at once.

“1t’ll have to be every man for himself,” says
Dick. “I'll lead the way through the gully, but
after that those that are left’ll have to scatter for-
Tombstone. The town won’t be more’n six miles
away.”

Lake catches the calico peny by the head, and
stands ready to leap out with him the moment the
others are ready.

“Shelter behind me, Dick,” he says.

It might be he would never have another chance
to talk to Marjorie’s brother, and it is necessary.
Whether he lives or dies, Marjorie must be saved
from Sandowne. Dick grins, as if he understands,
and falls in behind Lake,.

“Not any too soon,” he says, coolly. “The devils
will be swarming over there in five minutes,”

Lake sees that all are ready.
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“Go!” he cries, aud smiles as he thinks how like
a college foot-race it seems,

Now they know how well they have been watched,
and can gain some idea of how many their foes
number. A hundred is a small computation, they
think, for the moment they dash out of their shel-
ter the air is rent with yells, and bullets begin to
rain on the coluimnn.

It is useless to look back, to see how the men are
getting on. Lake has taken the post of danger, and
is doiug his best to be on the alert for trouble ahead.
Calico 1s limping and stumbling. Poor littie pony!
He’ll never live in the luxury Lake promised him.
Down he goes.

“Up, over the rocks!” says a voice in Lake’s ear,
and he turns mechanically and begins to clamber
up the rocks at the side of the road.

Somebody—ah! it is Dick—is beside him, There
is a clattering of hoofs along the road, a pattering
of bullets on the rocks around him, yells every-
where. Then a cry of pain. That comes from Dick.

“I’'m done!” he hears Dick say. *“Right over the
rocks! Little rift! clear it! down the gully! Get-
ting dark now! Mebby yecan doit. Tit fer tat!
Tell Madge! You can’t help me! You blamed fool!
Go on!”

Lake has one hand securely clutching a root; the
other has Dick by the arm.

“Together, or not at all,” he says. “I came out
here to save you for her sake. Come! we are losing
good time!”

It is a wonder they have not been picked down
by one of the sharp-shooting Apaches. Perhapsthe
rapidly coming dusk is their salvation. One of
Dick’s arms hangs limp by his side, broken by one
of the bullets. Without Lake he must fall, but Lake
exerts his extraordinary strength, and Dick is lifted
to where he can grasp the root Lake holds. Then
Lake scrambles quickly up, lies down, and with
both hands lifts Dick.

“You've been useful to me to-day,” the latter
iays, rather weakly, but with his half cynical

umor.



¥OR MARJORIE'S SAKE. €3

«TWell,” replied Lalke, assisting him to his feet,
and half supporting him, as they run over the rocks,
“1 eame out here expressly to have a talk with you,
and [ hate to leave you until it is done. Is that the
gully you mentioned?”

“Yes,”

“(an you move g little faster?”

Dick looks quickly about him, and sees half a
score of Apaches making down from a pile of rocks
to the right, intending to intercept them,

“You can do it alone,” he says, quickly. “Is it
worth while to risk your life for me, Lake? T ain’t
worth it. See here! If I'd known you were half so
white I'd have——" He stops and laughs mischicv-
ously as he sees the eager look on ILake’s {ace.
“Look! I forgotthat rift. They can’t cross there.
Come! Treckon we'll get to the gully, anvhow,
And if it wasn’t fer this arm o’ mine I’d give a good
account o’ myself yit.”

It is wonderful how his spirits hold out in spite of
his wound, which must pain and hinder him, and of
his danger, which is great enough. Lake finds it
difficult to make him out. It is easy to sce that he
has excecllent qualities for a companion in a time ot
danger; and Lake knows he must love Marjorie, or
he would not have givea her his last thought, when
death was staring him in the face.

They reach the gully, passing unscathed, by some
miracle, through the volley of bullets which the
Apaches send after them. But it is growing darker
all the time, and Dick is growing plainly weaker.
Lake is almost carrying him now.

“Dead sure you want ter see this thing through?”
says Dick. suddenly. :

“Iintend to stay by you as long asit’s any use,”
replies Lake. “1 would do that if you were not
Marjorie’s brother.” .

“Yes, I reckon that’s so, Lake. Pretty bad lot, I
am, I know. I didn’t steal no horse, though, Lake.
However, that doesn’t count now. Could you get
me up the gully anyhow?”

There is an ominous silence all about them now,
and Lake hardly knows whether to try to do as
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Dick wirhes or not. The gully seems safest, and
Dick is faltering a little in his speech, as if there
were some fever in his blood. But the next words
convince him that Dick is quite rational.

“You're thinking it's better to stay here,” Dick
says. “No. 1 know a place up there where we
could hold out against a lot of those devils with our
pistols.  If it wasn't fer this arm——"

“Never mind! Which way, Dick? As soon as
we are in a safe place I can set it for you. I know
something about such things.”

“Anywhere up here. I can’t see athing. Good
thing you’ve got muscle, old man. Your arm is
like iron. Muscle, and sand, and good looks! 1
don’t wonder she liked you best.”

He is certainly rambling a little now, but Lake is
very happy to hear him say such things. He has
his arm around Dick, and is literally carrying him
most of the time. It is certainly well that he has
muscles of iron, otherwise they never would find
their way out of that gully.

He would like to make less noise, but that is not
possible, and he stops occasionally to breathe and
to listen. But, after all, he knows that if they are
on his trail they are following with a footfall he
cannot hear. )

At last they reach the top. The light seems to
rouse Dick. IIelooks about him, with a start, and
pulls himself together. :

“There it is!” he says. '

Lake looks, and sees an irregular pile about two
hundred yards awayv. Dick is getting limp again.
Lake stoops under him, takes him over his shoulder.
and staggers away with him. He does not know
how soon the Apaches will rise up over the bank
of the gully.

Ping! ping!

He knows now, and he notes a very unpleasant
sound of triumph in the whoop that accompanies
the bullets. But the rocks are not far away, and
he has the two heavy revolvers. Perhaps he can
give a good account of himself yet.
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CHAPTER X.
DICK TELLS HIS STORY.

It is very nervous work to run away from ten
well-armed, sharp-shooting Apaches, particularly
so when one has the heavy burden of a man to
carry. ‘

Something of this occurs to Lake as he staggers
along toward the pile of rocks, but he is chiefly
sensible of a wonder why some of the bullets flying
about him do not hit him. Then he feels a hot pain
along his side, and has an absurd satisfaction in
being struck at last, as if it were an assurance that
the pursuers were doing their best, and not merely
playing with him.

And now he has clambered over the rocks, has
put Dick down behind them, and is looking through
a crevice at the painted braves, who have cau-
tiously stopped to consider how best to obtain these
two scalps without taking any risks themselves,

Lake sees that they are out of pistol-shot, and
turns to comsider Dick, who is lying quite insensi-
ble. He feels of the broken arm, and finds that it
consists of a compound fracture of the left forearm.
Pain and loss of blood account for the weakness
ani swoon, _

Keeping a sharp eye on the Apaches, which is
more difficult as the darkness falls, he first cuts the
sleeve from the wounded arm, and then tears the
cloth in a long strip, It is useless to think of dress-
ing the wound, or of finding splints to use on it, but
he binds it with considerable skill, and lets it go
with that.

“Those devils are scattering, and have some in-
fernal trick to play me,” he mutters. Then he looks
at Dick. “There doesn’t seem the ghost of a show
for ever getting out of this place alive, but I’m just
silly enough to want to know what Dick did to
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persuade Marjorie to give herself to that blackleg,
Sandowne. Whisky isn’t the best medicine for a
man in his condition, but it’s all I have, and it may
serve to bring him around so he can do a little
fighting.”

Still watching the Indians, who have almost dis-
appeared from view altogether, he draws out his
flask, and after sampling its contents, opens Dick’s
mouth and lets the revivifying liquid trickle into it
and down his throat.

‘Whether because the whisky is unusually good,
being some Lake has brought from Chicago, or that
Dick is ready to come to his senses, cannot be
said, but before a spoonful has found its slow pro-
gress down his throat, Dick has begun swallowing,
and finally gays, impatiently:

“For Heaven’s sake, turn it on full.”

So Lake lifts his head higher, and elevates the
flask so that the whisky will flow freely, and Dick
is evidently prepared to drain it to the last drop,
but that Lake has no intention of letting him do.

“You’ve had enough,” he says, with a grim
laugh, for there is a quality in Dick that pleases
him. “Now see if yoa can sit up and hold a re-
volver,” .

“Oh, I’'m all right,” he says, pluckily. “I've been
this way before. Must have lost a bucketful of
blood, though. But you’re a mule team, three
abreast and four deep. How in blazes ye ever got
me here I don’t know. How ye must love that
pretty sister o’ minel Where are those greasy
cattle?” -

“Qutside somewhere. They've scattered, and
will be down on us in a little while. About ten of
them, I reckon. There’s no telling, Dick, if we’ll
ever get out of this. One of us may, but you’ve got
a broken arm, and I've a little hole in my side.”

“You ought to have Madge,” is Dick’s admiring
comment,

“1°d like to have her, and if I thought I could, I'd
make a fight for it if there were a hundred out
there.” And there is a ring in his tone that makes
Dick chuckle with delight.



DICK TELLS H18 STORY. 67

“@ive me another pull at that flask,” he says.
Lake gives him the fiask, and prepares to take it
from him when he thinks he has imbibed enough.

“ No tanglefoot there!” ejaculates Dick, as he re-
turns the tlask after a moderate drink. “We must
not leave any of that for the ’Paches, if it comes to
that, I s’pose what you want is something from
me to help you git Madge.”

“That’s all 1 came out here for,” replies Lake.

Dick wags his head reflectively, peers out into
the gloom 10 see if there are any signs of the
Apaches, takes another brief pull at the flask, and
says:

“)I’ allow ye must be what they call in love with
Madge.”

“Yes; if love is the word for a devotion that
would make me sacrifice life and everything else
worth baving, to make her happy.”

Dick leans forward a little in order to catch sight
of Lake’s face, surprises an expresssion of rapture
and ecstasy on the usually imperturbable face, and
gives vent to a low, prolouged whistle.

“Wa-al, BoD,” he says, after a pause, during
which both search for the Apaches, “I know
nothin’ about love, that’s dead sure, though I’ve
had a few difficulties about women in my time—
once over a ’Pache squaw. That bullet’s in me
somewhere now. ‘

Lake makes a slight gesture of impatience, and
Dick hastens to add: '

“Oh, I know, ’tain’t the same thing.- That’s why
I speak of it. What I was going to say was that
now I know you’re white clean through, I’m ready
to do anything I can to get Madge fer ye.”

“You are responsible for her engagement to
Sandowne?!” queries Lake, quickly,

“Yep. IthoughtI was doing fhe right thing by
Madge, ye see. She’s been a good girl from the
word go, and if there’s anybody in God’s world I
care for, it is Madge. Not jest es you do, I reckon,
but she never would shake me, and 1 don’t allow
es I'll ever go back on her.” .

“Sandowne’s a bryte aud a blackleg,” says Lake.
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«J reckon ye're about right, Bob. Consarn those
’Paches! why don’t they show up?”’

“Probably intend to scatter and come down on us
from all sides. Well, if you agree that Sandowne
is a scoundrel, whyv do you wish him to have Mar-
jorie? Don’t you know he will make her life a long
misery ?” _

“Hah!” ejaculates Dick, under his breath, as he
looks keenly out through a hole in the wall, “One
of those varmints is crawling along toward us on
his stomach.”

“T can see two over there,” says Lake.

“Let them get nearer, and then shoot—eh?” says
Dick. “Make her life a misery! Oh, I don’t know.
He’s a lord, you see, and they’ll have plenty of
money. Besides, it 'ud take more than Sahdowné
to break Madge up, if it came to that.”

“She despises him,” says Lake. “I’m going to
shoot. Are you recady?”

“Oh, well,” replies Dick, sighting along his revol-
ver carefully, and speaking slowly in consequence,
“that’s all over now, anyhow. She can do as she
pleases.”

“You can break it off, eh?” demands Lake,
eagerly.

“With a word. Now, then! Let her go!”

The shots followed in quick succession, and two
yells broke the stillness of the night. TLake fired
again, and another yell rose up. Then all was as
silent as the grave.

“Only seven now,” says Lake, slipping two cart-
ridges in the chambers in place of the exploded
shells. “And you will break it off, Dick?”

“1f we get away alive.”

“You are sure you can break the engagement?’

“Dead sure.”

“Then we’ll get away alive. If there were
twenty I could do it. How do you feel?”

“I’ve felt better. (ive me another taste of the
fire water. Ah! tHat’s good stuff, Bob. See here!
I don’t feel so- cock sure of getting away from
here. I'll tell you the whole story, and you kiu
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straighten the matter out as you think best if I'm
not on hand to do it.”

“Can 1?”

“Sure. Butif I’'m dead it won’t necd any straight-
ening out. She thinks she’s marrying him to keep
me out of trouble.”

“ Ah, I thought so. And it isn’t so?”

“I reckon I don’t need any one, especially a gal,
to keep me out of trouble. Noj; that’s his scheme.
Fact is, Bob-— Look out on your side?”

“I'm looking. Goon!”

Dick laughs recklessly.

“’Fraid a bullet will cut my story short, eh? I
reckon we’ve got half an hour before us.”

“Perhaps, but the story won’t be better for
keeping it.”

“I1t’ll have to keep now for a while anyhow, I
never knew ’Paches to make a rush, buv blame me
if I don’t think it’s what they’re going to do.”

Lake wishes he had that story, be it what it may.
He would feel stronger in going back to Marjorie,
though he realizes that what Dick says is probably
true. If he dies there will no longer be any need
for her to sacrifice herself. But the Apaches are

lainly intending to rush on them, and there will
e no time for extended story-telling. Suddenly he
cries out:

“Cleverimps! We might have known they would
take no chances on an open rush. Do you see that,
Dick? Now go on with your story.”

The Apaches had come boldly to within pistol-
shot, and had then stopped for a moment. What
had not been visible before became so now. Hach
Indian had a large bowlder, which he rolled in
front of him as he lay extended on the ground, with
some effort, no doubt, for the progress was slow, but
which effectually shelterd him from the fire of the
two men behind the shelter.

“There are only seven of them,” says Dick. “Ah,
if my arm was only right. You know the old
man—I mean Dick Bridger, senjpr—and Madge are
half owners in the Twilight Mine., Own it all be-
tween them, I mean.”
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L “kYes. I didn’t know it, but no matter,” says
ake.

“Wa-al— Consarn those red devils! I’d like to
get a shot at one 0’ ’em. Wa-al, the mine is rich,
It put the old man on his feet, and made Madge a
lady, as she always was wanting to be. I won’t
tell ye all about how white Madge has always been
to me—you know her, an’ kin guess it.”

“I know. Promised your mother,” says Lake.

“Promised mother! That didn’t count. Would
a-been anyhow. Poor little gal! She tried mighty
hard, I tell ye, to keep me straight, but I’ve got
ter die with my boots on, Bob; and I'm in luck
if T die like this.”

“You're not dead yet.”

“No. Wa-al, to make my story short, there was
an Englishman—Bill Oakhurst, as we knew him—
found out in some roundabout way that there’d
been a mistake in the survey, and that all the ore
that Twilight was turning out came from a lead in
the Spoke Claim. See?”

“I see. Your father and Marjorie are poor in-
stead of rich.”

“Just that, Wa-al, tha Englishman, by the death
of somebody, becomes Lord Sandowne. I found
out afterward that he had intended buying the
Spoke out, and then going to law. See?”

“] see.”

“Wa-al, I told him ef he did I'd perforate him,
and he took my word fer it. Him and me was part-
ners in a way, and I had a way of knowing all he
was up to. Then he said he would keep still ef he
could git Madge to marry him,” :

“ Ah!” ejaculates Lake, comprehending the whole
affair now.

“You know Madge,” Dick goes on. “If she’d had
any idea of the truth it would a-been just like her
to hunt those Spoke people out and give the whole
thing away.” '

« Just like her, thank God!” murmurs Lake.

“But 1 wasn’t going to let anything like that
happen, so I agreed to Sandowne’s plan, and wrote
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Madge that he held my life in his power, and would
make an end of me if she didn’t marry him.”

“Pretty bad job that, even for you, Dick, I should
say,” comments Lake,

“Oh, I don’t know. See what she gets! A for-
tune, 4 title, and a fixed position for life.”

-« And everlagting unhappiness.”

“Wa-al, I allow I was mistaken, Bob. You know
all about it now, and you can-fix it to suit yourself.
If T live T’l1 help ye. If I don’t, tell Madge that 1
was a bad lot all the way through. but that I died
game, and thinking of her. I tell ye, Bob, I Zin
remember that little gal when she was a bare-
footed, tow-headed little critter, and I reckon she’s
the nighest to an angel I'll ever see. White all
through, Bob. You two’ll suit each other. Here
they come!”
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CHAPTER XI
SALLIE JONES.

Faro Gulch is always liveliest about midnight.
To-night it is rather more so than usual, for the
boys, having come to a realizing sense of the way
they were cheated of their fun, are drinking and
gambling with rather more than customary fervor.
And the feeling of indignation against Bob Lake
is deep, if not loudly expressed.

Red Jones, in particular, has the feeling that if
ever he meets Bob Lake face to face there will be
an exhibition of snap-shooting that will discount
what took place that afternoon, when Lake cut the
rope with a pistol-ball,

Perhaps his anger is all the greater because of
something he learned when he went home to his
supper that evening, 1t was Mrs. Jones who
brought the matter to the surface by saying to her
daughter, who served the meal in a sort of sullen
silence that always exasperated the tired woman:

“In the name o’ common sense, Sal, why don’t
ve say somethin’, ’stead o’ goin’ round like a
mumimy.” .

“(Oh, leave the gal alone!” says Red Jones, testily.

“That’s right!” cries Mrs. Jones, flaring up in
her turn. “ Allus take her part. It don’t make no
diff’runce to you if I’'m clean dragged out with
workin’, while she’s trapesing the mountings all
the afternoon.”

“What’s she trapesing the mountains fer?”’ de-
mands Jones, wiiling to make a quarrel with Sal if
eCesSsary.

“Wasn’t doin’ no trapesing,” says Sallie, senten-
tiously. “Went up fer a walk, an’ staid to hold
some horses.”

“What horses?” demands Red Jones, wheeling
about in his chair with a savage look on his face.
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Sallie looks back at him quite unconcernedly,
and answers, leisurely.

“You know. Belonged tothem that came to stop
the lynchin’.”

“ An’ you—my darter—held them horses?”

“ Why not?” she demands, sarcastically. “There
was a dozen o’ them all told, an’ fifty o’ you uns,
1 reckoned youw’d eat ’em up. An’ mebby ye would
ef that thar Bob Lake hadn’t been to the head
of ’em.”

“What do you know of Bob Lake?” he asks,
sulkily, rather for the purpose of escaping grace-
fully from the discussion than for any other reason.

“Wa-al, I know he’s the clearest grit of anybody
I ever see. He slid down that thar trail, whar they
said no one but a ’Pache could go; an’ him half
drunk. I knew he’d take Dick Bridger from ye
when I saw him take that trail. An’ he did.”

There is such a ring of triumph and admiration
in her voice that her father gives vent to an oath
and bids her “shut up!” which she does with a
scornful uplifting of the eyebrows.

But Sal is not disposed of, although she says
nothing at the time. It is after midnight, however,
before she again vexes her father,

Heis then in Casey’s bar-room, where it is against
all etiquette for any of the women of the place to
appear.

Jones is haranguing a number of the men, lay-
ing down both general and particular principles
concerning a variety of matters, when the door is
flung violently open, and Sal leaps in, her face all
aflame with excitement. She catches her father’s
astonished eyes, and cries:

“The "Paches is out, dad!”

“ Wa-al, s’pose they are What then?”

The older men are eying her with displeasure,
and secretly thinking she is altogether too forward.
The younger men find her rather pleasant to look
at, though even.they are surprised at her conduct
in coming there. One stalwart fellow in particalar
edges nearer to her,
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“That there Bob Lake’s party has been attacked,”
says Sal.

“Who says so?” is the instant demand. “How
d’you know?”

“One of ’em turned up at the shanty, wounded
bad,” she replies, speaking in a quick, excited way,
and in high, shrill tones.

“Wa-al, what does he say?

“He sayvs he don’t know what became o’ Bob
Lake,” replies Sal.

“Bob Lake!” cries Jones, impatiently., “Bob
Lake wa’n’t the only one.”

“He was the likeliest,” snaps Sal, her eyes flash-
ing. “What’re you goin’ ter do?”

“Can’t do anything, es I see,” is the answer:
“But you go home. I’ll be thar in a minit an’ see
the man.” »

“I’'ll go home when I know what ye’re goin’ ter
do,” says Sal, quite oblivious of the frowning faces
about her. She has just one thought in her mind,
and pursues that.

“You’ll go home now,” says her father, angrily.
“This ain’t no place fer you. You go home; d’ye
hear?”

“Yes, I hear, dad, an’ I'm goin’. But I’'m goin’
to tell you men somethin’ straight before I go.
D’you know what they’ll say over to Tombstone ef
ye don’t go out to the rescue? They’ll say ye was
glad ter have the ’Paches do what ye couldn’t do
fer yerselves.”

“Go home! d’ye hear?” roared her father, beside
himself with anger.

Sal looks searchingly into the faces about her,
then turns and leaves the room. She does not
doubt the result of her stinging words, She hur-
ries along the rough street, but looks back at the
sound of heavy footsteps behind her. Then she
stops and waits.

“«(Oh, Sam! That you?”

«T reckon it is. You didn’t look at me just now,
Sal,” he says, in a tone of injury. _

“Why should I?” she retorts, quickly. “You
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didn’t speak up an’ say youd lead a party, did

oy?”

«1 would if I’d a-thought of it,” he replies. _

«Pshaw!” she says, cuttingly. “I’ll bet if Bob
Lake had been in your place he’d had a party out
by this time.” . .

“You seem to think a mighty sight o’ that ithar
Bob Lake.”

“What you got ag’in him?” she demands, half
fiercely.

“Nothin’; only——’

“Only nothin’. You’re mad because he got the
best o” yer this mornin’. What are them men
goin’ ter do?”

“T reckon they’ll get up a party.”

«I should hope so. Wa-al, I can’t stand here
talkin’ all night. Go back there, Sam, an’ hurry

Y

«Jest fer all the world like a cyclone,” soliloquizes
Sam, as he stares after her, and then turns to do
her bidding as well as he can.

She is only a rude, untutored girl, who has hardly
been conscious of possessing a soul before to-day,
and who certainly never before dreamed of inter-
fering with the affairs of the men. But she has in-
terfered, and is distinctly conscious of having
moved them to action. '

And so she has, but it is not an easy matter to or-
ganize such a party as is needed for this duty; and
Jones ig not able to make a start until near day-
light. Indeed, as they stop at Riley’s shanty and
look down at the Gulch the first red rays of the
morning sun are gilding the roofs of the shanties.

“Is that thar gal o’ yourn coming all the way?”
queries one of the older men, in a sour tone of
voice.

Jones utters a violent oath as he looks back and
sees Sal, mounted on a horse, and calmly riding by
the side of Sam Morgan. He digs heels to his ani-
mal, and is presently b?f the side of his daughter.

“You, Sal! go home!” he says, peremptorily,

He hardly knows what to expect from her in the
way of & retort, but judging from his experience of
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yvesterday, he rather looks for a storm of refusal,
and to tell the truth, ke is wondering what he can
do if she refuses point-blank. But her mood is
different. She looks slowly up at her father, and
says, gently :

“Mebby some o’ them will be found—sick, dad. I
won’t be in yer way:; honor bright, I won’t. You
won’t send me home, dad, will yer?”

“PI’ll take keer on her, Red,” says big Sam Mor-

Al
8 Wa-al,” says Red Jones, delighted to have his
authority recognized where he expected to have it
defied, “1 don’t know es any harm kin come. But
iv ain’t no place fer ye, Sal.”

“Ye may be glad 1 came, dad,” she says, in her
softest manner, and big Sam is not at all surprised
to have Jones say, gruflly, that she may come along
if she wishes, .

The party is too large and too well armed to fear
any Apaches that may be lurking in the mountains,
and they go along briskly, though with such pre-
cautions as the warier ones deem necessary.

By and by they come upon a mutilated body of
one of the men. The sight fills them with fury, and
all the natural hatred of the frontiersman for the
aborigine breaks out. They are anxious now to
come upon some trace of the Apaches, so that they
may follow them,

But presently there are three more bodies. with
horses strewn all along the roadway. And finally
they stop at where a calico pony lies on his side,
cold and stiff. A stifled scream startles and angers
the men, and they all look at poor Sal, whose face
is very white, and whose eyes are very wide open
as they look at the pony.

“TIt was his’n,” she whispers.

“Whose?” demands her father.

“Bob Lake’s.”

“Got him on the brain,” mutters Jones, and then
says, aloud: “Wa-al, ef it’s his’'n, I reckon we’ll
find him some’res around here.”

For a moment Sal cowers and puts her hands be-
fore her face. Then she rouses herself, and standg
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uite still while the party make a search up and
down the road for some sign of Bob Lalke, who has
resumed in their minds all the proportions of a good
fellow, clear grit all the way through.

Suddenly there is a cry from Sal. She had turned
her back on the sight of poor Calico, and had caught
sight of some marks on the wall by the roadside,
They all look, and see her scrambling up the wall
with the activity of a girl born in the mountains.
Sam Morgan is near her.

“What's the matter, Sal?” he asks.

“He clim up here,” she replies, huskily.

By this time Sam has come to a jealously keen
understanding of her pronoun, and he clambers up,
too, and looks at some marks in the softer earth at
the top.

“How d’you know?”

“Size of his foot,” replies Sal, unconscious of the
pang she is giving Sam.

The others come up and study the signs with the
eyes of experience.

“Sal’s right,” says her father; “Bob an’ one of
the other boys came up here. Some o’ you stay
here. The rest on us will follow the trail.”

So the trail is followed. Sam keeps by the side of
Sal, and she clings to him. It is blind, but they do
not lose it, though they have a hard time in the
gully, and might miss the direction, but for the
eyes of Sal. She shows where they have climbed
out. Omnce out of the gully, the rest is easy, for the
pile of stones is in full sight. with three Apaches
ly{ng stretched out at pistol-shot this side of the
pile.

Immediately there is a run for the pile of stones,
Sam is outstripped by Sal, but Red Jones is the first
to leap to the top, and look down into the small in-
closure, -

“Great Scott!” he gasps.

There is a heap of bodies there—two white men
and seven Apaches.

“Bob Lake an’ Dick Bridger! Both dead!”

But while he and some of the others, who have
reached the spot, are staring down at the ghastly
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sight, Sal has leaped down and is dragging an In-
dian from the body of Lake.

Then she leans over him, lifts his head as tenderly
as a mother might lift her first-born babe, and
gazes half frantically into his face. Then a quick
change shoots across her features, and she ecries
out, in an ecstasy:

“He’s alive! alivel”
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CHAPTER XII.
A SALTED MINE.

Yes, there is just a spark of life left burning in
Lake’s breast, but it is altogether probable that
that spark would go out were it not for the fact that
Sallie Jones is at hand to insist, with all the
strength of her woman’s will, that it shall remain.

The men, in their mistaken kindness, would
move him, but Sallie seems to know intuitively
what to do. She forbids them to touch him, but has
them take all the other bodies away; has a screen
made of coats, to keep the sun from shining full on
him, and has water brought.

She does not ask permission to take charge of
him, but does so in a matter of course way that car-
ries conviction. A man seldom disputes the office
of nurse with a woman. So she gives orders, keeps
up a coristant laving and chafing, and examines his
injuries.

He has some ugly wounds and has bled freely.
She washes the wounds, and binds them up. Small
quantities of whisky are poured down his throat,
and after a while her efforts are rewarded--he
shows more pronounced signs of life.

At last he opens his eyes, but there is no recog-
nition in them., He is in a raging fever, which
seems to have been waiting only for some life to
feed on, for he begins to rave almost the moment
his eyes open.

“All on your account, Marjorie,” he says.
“Heaven knows I love you, but I’m not selfish. If
you were to be happier 1 could let you go. What’s
that? The Spoke Mine? Hush! there’s a fortune
in it. But they don’t know it.”

. “What in thunder is he talkin’ ’bout, Sal?”
queries Jones, with a puzzled expression,

“He’s saying something ’bout the Spoke, dad,”
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is the whispered answer, for delirium is a thing
that always awes an unwonted person.

“The Spoke. I thought so. Said it had a fortin’
in it, didn’t he?” and Red Jones laughs sardonical-
ly, as he think’s that the only fortune in it is the
good money he has wasted in trying to get some-
thing out of it.

“He’s dead now, Marjorie. and we won’t think
hard thoughts of him. But that whelp of an Eng-
lishman! Ah! T'll—well, I won’t do anything, if
you say not to, Marjorie. But what shall we do
about the Spoke?”

“Huh!” grunts Jomnes, turning on his heel, and
walking away, “speakin’ of Englishmen; I know
what 1'd do with the Spoke ef 1 had half a chance.
I’d salt her, and sell her to some tarnation Eng-
lisher.”

“Marjorie!” murmurs Sallie Jones. “What a
pretty name! I wonder,” she mutters, half fierce-
ly, “what they wanted to call me Sal fer. Why does
he talk of the Spoke in the same breath with Mar-
jorie?”

She knows that Marjorie is the sister of that Dick
Bridger who lies dead out there, but who might
have died with a rope around his neck but for her.
She had helped Bob Lake to gain that much of a
lien on the gratitude of Marjoric Bridger, and she
wonders, as she sits there, what manner of girl this
Marjorie is.

Lake is babbling on in his delirium, talking inco-
herently about the Spoke and the Twilight; about
Marjorie, and Dick, and the accursed Englishman.
Sallie bathes his hot head with the cool water they
have brought her. But she is not taking any heed
of his words. Some other thought is stirring her,
She looks up and catches the eye of Sam Morgan
fixed wonderingly on her.

The truth is he is puzzling himself to know why
Sallie is so devoted to Bob Lalke, and why she is so
different from the Sallie of yesterday. She was im-
perious enough then: now she is not imperious, hut
is far away from him, even when she is close by
his side.
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But she beckons to him. and he goes over to her,
very much as a great, faithful dog goes to the mas-
ter who is sometitnes harsh with him. Sallie keeps
up the constant, tender laving of the hot brow, and
makes that the reason for not looking up as she
talks. :

“Sam,” she says, “who is that thar Bridger out
thar?”

Sam is delighted. He had a misgiving that he
was to hear something unpleasant.

h_“A bad lot, Sal. It 1s a mighty lucky thing fer
lm__”

“Oh, I know all about that,” she interrupts,
petulantly. “I mean his father, and his—his—sis-
ter. He has a sister, hasn’t he?”

“(Oh, them!” ejaculates the obtuse giant. “Old
Dick Bridger is white enough. He struck itrich, ye
know. Why, him an’ her——”

*“Who’s her?”

“Why, his gal, yo know.” .

“Goon. And don’t be so everlastin’ slow, Sam.
You do try my patience so. What about her? Did
ye ever see her? Isshe purty?”

“Never did see her, Sal, but I’ve heard she’s
mighty purty. An’ they say she’s kickin’ up the
dust in the East.”

“That’s on account o’ havin’ Twilight turn out
rich,” says Sallie, fiercely. “Why was that her
Iuck? Why couldn’t the Spoke turn out the same,
so’s I could have a chance? Ain’t I purty 'nough,
Sam?”

“Purtiest I know,” replies Sam, beginning to be
uneasy lest the excitement and fatigue have affect-
ed her mind. “Purty 'nough fer me, Sal.”

“Never mind that,” she snaps at him, unexpect-
edly, just as he thinks he has a license to compli-
ment her a little. “I hate flattery. Why is it, Sam,
that them two mines kin be so clust together, an’
one rich while the other’s poor?”

“I don’t know, Sal, ceptin’ it often happens thet
way. Can’t all be rich, ye know.”

“Well, I'd like ter be. I reckon she wears silk
most o’ the time, Sam.”
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“Who?”

“Oh! you make me so hoppin’ mad, Sam Mor-
gan. Stupid! Who! Go tell dad he kin git that
litter ready jest es soon es hoe likes. I’'m tired o’
sittin’ here in this hot sun.”

Sam goes, wondering what his offense is, and
Sallie bends lower over Lake until her lips graze
his face. And two big drops roll down her cheeks
and fall on his eyes.

“Why, why,” she moans, softly, “didn’t I hev
her chance?”

The men meanwhile have been making a sort of
litter, intending to transport Lake to Tombstone on
it. They bring it after a while, and Sallie stands
by giving her orders quietly.

“] reckon,” says her father, “thet you’d better go
on ter Tombstone with us.”

“Tombstone!” repeats Sallie, quietly, though her
lips twitch, “you’re not goin’ to take him to no
Tombstone. He goes back to the Gulch.”

“His friends are at Tombstone, Sal; an’ I
reckon——"

“You don’t want ter kill-him, do ye? What d’you
know ’bout sickness? Take him right back to the
Gulch.”

It is odd how thev do not disobey her. Somehow
she feels that she dare do anything, rather than let
him go away from her. The going away will be
soon enough, she feels,"and she gulps down some-
thing that rises in her throat.

So they start back for the Gulch, but it is a hard
journey for the sick man, in spite of all Sallie’s
fierce tenderness for him. Before the Gulch is final-
Iy reached the men are mostly of the opinion that
Sal Jones is a terror, and perhaps Sam Morgan is
the only one who holds true to his belief that she
is some sort of an angel. But his ideas of angels
are vague.

When they finally reach the Guleh, it is suggest-
ed by one of the men that, inasmuch as the Jones
family has already accommodated one sick man in
the already small enough shanty, it would be well
to take Lake to some other house. -
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“No,” says Sallie, flashing an angry glance on the
man; “this one goes with us. The other one can be
taken some’res else. This one’s sickest.”

Again it is done as she orders, and Lake is at last
put down in a bed, which is none of the softest, and
which has coarse, unbleached sheets to cover it, but
it is the best the Jones family knows anything
about, and Lake is in no condition to care where he
is put.

X doctor is found after a while, and he shakes his
head as he examines Lake. He dresses.his wounds,
however, and gives him some medicine, leaving
directions with Saliie, since she seems to be com-
pletely in charge.

So Sallie is installed as nurse—she who has never
known before what it is to confine her free limbs in
the house for two consecutive hours. But she ac-
quits herself admirably, so far as Lake is con-
cerned. And she never doubts that he will pull
tbrough. She has a feeling that not even death can
take him away from under her care.

Nevertheless he remains delirious a long time.
and it is so some ten days later, when Jones enters
the room, ushering in a well-dressed Easterner. In
a moment Sallie recognizes him as a tenderfoot, and
surmises that he is a friend of Lake.

Then, as he bends over the tossing man, and
looks steadily at the emaciated face, she gets the
feeling that he is not a friend after all. She won-
ders what he is there for, and why he stares so hard
at Lake, and, not bzing restrained by any polite
scruples about asking questions, she demands:

“Wa-al, what’s wanted? Ye kin see he’s sick
’thout starin’ at him all day.” :

“I ouly wanted to be sure it was my friend Lake,
my good girl,” is the answer, in the broad accents,
which even Sallie recognizes as English.

“Your friend!” she repeats, remembering the
constant talk of the delirious man about an Eng-
lishman who seems to be engagéd in taking Mar-
jorie from him.

“This is Lord Sandowne, Sal,” says Jones, in a
tone that is remarkably mild for him,
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Sallie looks his lordship over from head to foof,
then turns to her father, and says, “Oh!” in a tone
that conveys some disparagement to the English-
man_and to her father conveys the idea of compre-
hension.,

“Yes,” says Sandowne, rubbing his hands softly
together, as if a pleasant thought has possession of
bhim, “I came out to look at a mine your father has
for sale”’—Sallie looks up at her father—“and I
heard that my friend Lake was ill. Seems to have
had a close call.”

“(Close enough,” replies Sallie, curtly. “I reckon
yve’ve seen him all ye need. Tain’t good fer him ter
have visitors.”

Sandowne shrugs his shoulders, and follows Jones
out of the room. Sallie gives the bed-clothes a few
of those needless touches, which women like to in-
dulge in about a sick-bed, and then follows them
out.

“Sa-ay!” she says, in the drawling tone of as-
sumed indifference.

“He,” jerking her head in the direction of the
sick-room, lest the Englishman may not compre-
hend the exclusive use she has put the pronoun to,
“talks all the time *bout some one named Marjorie.
D’ye happen to know her?”

Sandowne notes the drawling tone, and the half-
defiant expression of her face, and passes his hand
over his mustache to hide a smile that is forming
on his lips.

“Marjorie Bridger,” he says. “Oh, yes, I know
her.”

Sallie hesitates. Something tells her that she is
doing an unwise thing, but a passion stronger than
wisdom impels her on.

«Js she—is she purty?” she demands.

Tt is Sandowne’s turn to hesitate now. He is mak-
ing a mental calculation. It seems to him that
everything is secure, but the one weak spot is the
doubt of how long the man in the other room will
remain in bed.

“ Are you really interested to know?” he asks,
after a moment’s pause.
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Sallie will not admit, for the world, that she is
really interested.

“Oh, I don’t know. I jest asked. I allowed she
must be purty to make a man keep talkin’ of her
all the tine.”

“I happen to have a picture of her,” says San-
downe. “Would you like to see it? I have it with
me.”

Sallie’s eyes answered before her tongue.

“TI allus like to look at picturs,” she says.

Sandowne takes a photograph from his pocket
and shows it to Sallie. Sallie looksat it, and
bursts into a short exclamation, which contains too
many emotions to be described. Then she turns her
back on Sandowne, and examines the picture more
at her ease. Presently she murmurs:

“1 don’t wonder! I don’t wonder! T ain’t gotno
sort o’ show with her. I reckon,” she says, aloud,
“that she dresses like that all the time.”

“Yes,” replies Sandowne, comprehending; “but
there was a time when she dressed no better than
you. Clothes make a great difference. Why, you’d
hardly know yourself if you wore such dresses as
Madge Bridger.”

i‘)’Tain’t my luck,” says Sallie, choking down a
sob.

“Oh, I don’t know,” says the Englishman, care-
lessly, *“if your father takes my offer for his mine,
I don’t see that you need to worry about that.”

“The Spoke?” queries Sallie, eagerly.

“Yes, I believe that is vhe name of the mine,” is
the answer.,

A flush of joy overspreads Sallie’s face. She
knows that her father will refuse no offer for his
mine; and she remembers how he has threatened
to salt it for some Englishman. The morality of it
does mnot greatly trouble her. Sandowne reaches
out for the picture, saying, carelessly, as he does
80:

“Pretty, isn’t she? If our friend in there should
not hq,{)pen to get East within the next three weeks,
she will be married before he sees her again.”
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“She will be married?” gasps Sallie, her face
white.

“Yes.”

Sallie turns away, her bosom heaving, and her
eves set in a painful stare. She understards now.
The Englishman is the one Lake raves about, and
he is trying to tempt her into a compact. There is
a prolonged silence, during which Jones waits im-
patiently on the door-step. Then Sallie turns, and
looks at the floor as she says, in a low tone:

“He won’t be able to leave here inside of a
montk.”
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BOOX T WO.

LADY SANDOWNE OF NEW YORK.

CHHAPTER XIIL
A WESTERN CONSCIENCE.

Lake’s recovery is slow. - If it were not for an
iron constitution he would not recover at all, with
so much against him. He does recover at last, how-
ever, and one day he wakes up rational. Weak as
a new-born babe, but on the road to complete re-
covery.

He is very much surprised to find himself where
lhe is. His last recollection is of fighting over the
body of Dick Bridger in the stone inclosure. He
stares about him wonderingly, and his eyes fall
upon the grave face of a girl, who seems somehow
familiar, yet is quite unknown to him. Thea Sallie
bends over him, and asks, in a _cooing voice, which
Sam Morgan has never heard in all his life from
her lips:

“Do you feel very weak?”

He tries to move before answering, finds he can-
not, and answers, with a faint smile:

“Weak?—yes. Where am I? Where’s Dick?
‘Who are you?”

. Sallie bites her lip. He has completely forgotten
er.

“T am Sallie Jones. I showed you the way down
the short-cut that day Don’t you remember? You
are in our shanty.”

It takes him some time. to recall the events of
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that day sufficiently to remewmber her, but he does,
after an effort, and then smiles at her.

“Now I remember, but you look different.
‘Where’s Dick?”

“’Paches,” she answers, softly.

“QOh, yes. How was I found?”

“1 found you.”

“You?” he says, but he is too weary, by this time,
to grapple with that problem, and to her dismay,
he turns his head and shuts his cyes.

But afterward she understands how weak he is,
and the sting is taken away. He grows strong
rapidly now, and asks many questions. He does not
see many people, besides Sallie, and those few she
warns not to speak of the length of his illness.

“If he knows how long he’s been sick,” she says,
“he will be for hurrying back East, and he ain’t fit
to move.”

So nothing is said to him, to let him know how
long a time he has lain there, but as he grows
stronger, and is able to move about a little, he be-
comes impatient to know something of how matters
are in the Kast. He has scrawled a line to Van
Kouver, but receives no reply, because Van Kouver
has been called to Florida, and his letters are not to
be forwarded.

But all this while he has been growing to like
Sallie very much. He is grateful to her, and her de-
votion touches him. But she knows that there is
not a particle of the feeling in his breast that agi-
tates hers, and the thought makes her desperately
unhappy. ‘

Besides, as the days go by, and the time ap-

roaches when Marjorie Bridger will be lost to
Eim, she has a strange feeling of remorse in her
heart, and she almost dreads to have him look at
her. And when he praises her for her kindness, she
sometimes rushes from the room and flings herself
on her own little bed, in a passion of tcars,

But the worst of all comes one day, when Lake,
by asking questions, discovers that he has raved,
all through his delirium, about Marjorie. At first
he is shy of saying anything about it, but he finds
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omething so winning in Sallie that, with the blind-
ness of a man, he starts in to wake her his confi-
dante. ,

He tells her how he had come out there to see
Dick Bridger, in order to win the sister through
him. He tells how beautiful and sweet Marjorie 18,
and Sallie listens, with a heart like lead, and with
averted tface. He tells, too, that he has a rival who
is likely to marry Marjorie, if he does not get back
in time to prevent him.

Sallie's bosom is heaving convulsively, as she
listens, but she says nothing; and Lake goes on,
rejoiced to have some one to talk to about the mat-
ter. He tells exultantly how he has discovered the
secret by which the Englishman is coercing Mar-
jorie, and he talks all the time as if he had lost
but a few days. At last Sallie turns on himin a
way that makes him think she is angvy about some-
thing.

“How do you know she won’t be glad to marry
the Englishman?” she asks. “You talk as if you
were the only man.”

He is a little stunned at this, and thinks he is mis-
understood.

“I don’t think she loves him,” he says. “And 1
don’t believe he will make her happy. I know,
Sallie, that I must seem a selfish wretch to you,
because I talk so much about myself”—Sallie
wishes he did talk about himself, instead of about
Marjorie—“but I swear to you that I love her so
much that, if I could believe she would be happier
with him than with me. T would do everything to
bring them together. But you don’t know what a
thorough-paced scoundrel the fellow is.”

Sallie thinks she does know, but she does not lay
much stress on that. She is chicfly conscious of re-
ceiving new ideas into her brain. Would he be as
unselfish as that? Would he sacrifice himself for
i\I_ar];orie’s happiness? And she, Sallie, is sacrificing
rim !

She is busy with this problem, and does not
speak for some time. He feels ashamed of having
said so much about Marjorie. He wishes he had
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not done it. How can he expect Sallie, an ignorant
frontier girl, to take much interest in his love
affair.

“By the way, Sallie,” he says, abruptly, “I want
to ask your father something. I wonder if he is
anywhere around.”

“What do you want ter ask him?”

“0Oh, about a cerfain mine.”

“ What mine?”

He smiles at her peremptory tone, not seeing the
trouble in her face.

“The Spoke is the name, I believe.”

_ “Ikin tell you anything you want ter know ’bout
16.”

“You! Why, what do you know of it?”

“Tt did belong to dad,” she answers, her breath
coming and going painfully.

“Did belong!” he cries, with a start. “How long
ago? Who owns it now?”

Sallie is biting her lip to keep back the tears that
are very near the surface. She finds herself fright-
ened. '

“Bob,” she falters, “kin ye stand a bit of bad
news?”

“Bad news! What should you have to—to—
to—— For Heaven’s sake, Sallie! what is the mat-
ter?”

Sallie does not try any longer to check her sobs.
She is afraid he will hate her. That is the one
thing she dreads now.

“Dad—dad—sold the Spoke a few—few days ago.
Salted it, an’ sold it to an—an Englishman.”

“An Englishman! Heaven! His name?”

Lake is standing up now, his hand on the back of
a chair, and there is a look in his eyes, something
like what Sallie saw the minute before he plunged
over the short-cut on Calico.

“Bob!” she falters, deprecatingly. “It was Lord
Sandowne.” :

Unconsciously Lake hurls the chair across the
room. and strides to Sallie’s side. He puts his hand
on her round arm, and says, hoarsely:
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“ What do you know of Lord Sandowne? Tell me
everything you know.” '

“I will, Bob,” she sobs. “God help me, I will.
You’ve been sick many—days.”

“Many days!” he gasps. “Yes, goon!”

“Weeks, Bob, altogether,” she whispers.”

“Weeks! Oh, Heaven! How many weeks?”

She ignores the question. She is trembling and
cowering under his touch and glance. She is afraid
of him, but it is too late to go back now, even if she
would. :

“ He marries her in four days, Bob!” she gasps.

“In four days! My God! And you knew it!
Four days! Four days!” His hand is wandering
about his face in g tremulous way. Then he turns to
her, and his eyes seem to pierce her through and
through, while his hand, strong enough even now,
grips her arm till it pains.. “Why did you keep it
frm‘gn me? Did you want to kill me? Do you hate
me?”

A strange, strangling cry breaks from her lips:

“Hate you! God help me! Iloved you! I want-
ed vou for myself!”

He stares at her a moment, then flings her away
from him, and staggers from the room, muttering:

“Four days! I can get there yet!”
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CHAPTER XIV.
FINDING A MESSENGER.

Red Jones, in the vigor and simplicity of his
frontier manners, has occasionally manifested his
anger toward his daughter by administering a cuff
of profound sincerity. But the result has always
been stimulating, rather than corrective. On such
occasions Sallie has risen before him, with such a
blaze of wrath and defiance in her eyes as to cause
him to wonder how he ever had the courage to do it.

Lake, in his unconscious vehemence, has flung
her away from him. He is too weak for violence,
even if he intends it, and he is too much a gentle-
man for that; but feeble as his gesture is, it sends
Sallie in a heap to the floor, where she crouches,
cowering and white-faced,

She has not only lost him by her tardy repent-
ance, but she has lost his liking even. He will de-
spise her now, just as she will despise herself, She
has a wretched feeling that the eyes of her soul are
opening. She cowers and quivers there, but she is
growing into conscious womanhood with swift
strides.

But she hardly exists for Lake now. The loss of
Marjorie drives every other thought out of his
mind, He forgets Sallie’s kindness, and her pite-
ously confessed love is a hateful thing. She com-
bined with Sandowne to rob him of Marjorie. That
is all he thinks.

But he dwells very little even on that. Heis a
man of action, and is chiefly concerned now with
ways and means of getting to New York. Four
days! The thing-is possible. Besides, there is the
telegraph! There must be an office in the Gulch.

He is out of the house, and hurrying toward the
center of the town, when Jones comes upon him.
He stares at the sick man. And no wonder! Lake
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is out in the broiling sun, without any hat on, and
his expression is wild. That is because he is so thiu,
that his eyes are naturally large. Besides, he is al-
ready nearly exhausted. )

“Come back inter the shanty, Bob,” he cries.
“You ain’t no call to be out here now. I reckon
Sal’ll be mad.”

He takes him by the arm to enforce his com-
mand.

“Stop, Red! Is there a telegraph office in this
place?” _

“Office, yes; but them ’Paches has cut the wires.”

A sickening pain shoots to Lake’s heart., But he
keeps his wits, .

“Wires cut,” he murmurs, reflectively, and no
longer offers any resistance while Jones leads him
back to the house. *What about the road to Tomb-
stone? - Is that dangerous?”

“What way?” asks Jones.

“I must send a telegram Hast. Could I geta
messenger to carry one on horseback?”

“T reckon ye couldn’t do that, Bob, Thar ain’t so
much danger ef thar’s two or three; but I allow 1
wouldn’t care ter do it myself.”

“And every moment an eternity!” eried Lake.
“Well, I am going myself, anyhow, Jones,” to the
astonished man ; “this is more than a matter of life
and death to me, and you must help me. Ican’t
mount a horse yet, but 1 can ride in a mulé wagon.
You must get me one, and find an escort. I'll pay
any money. Don’t stop to argue. I tell you it must
be done,” '

“You’d oughter know,” Jones says. “I kin git ye
the team an’ th’ escort. Ef I'd only knowed a few
days ago! I went over myself to settle up my
dicker with the Englishman.” Thar! what in thun-
der am I sayin’?”

“Lord Sandowne?” queries Lake, quickly.

“Yes. You know ’bout it, then?”

“You sold him the Spoke Mine. How much?”

“Wa-al, I don’t know es that’s your business,
Boh; though I don’t mind tellin’ ye. He gevme
fifty thousand,” and Jones thrust his tongue in his
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cheek and closed one eye in most effective panto-
uine,

“ A million would have been cheap for that mine,
Jones,” says Lake, furious to think that Sandowne
has been so successful in everything.

“Ye're off, Bob,” says Jones, composedly.

Lake puts his hand to his forehead to steady his
thoughts.

“Stop a moment,” he thinks to himself. “San-
downe would not have been idiot enough to come
out here on a fool’s errand; but if he bought that
mine without providing for the past he has simply
overreached himself. Red,” he says, aloud, “I am
interested in that Englishman. It—it means a great
deal to me perhaps to know just what he has done.
Did he—did he,” his voice trembles with eagerness,
“did he make ahy special arrangement with you in
the purchase?”’

Red Jones chuckles and expectorates with the air
of a man who has something humorous to tell.

“Qh, ves,” he says, shaking all over with mirth,
“he was very particular to buy all the claims the
Spoke ever did have, or would have, or could have.
In fact,” he goes on, without noticing Lake’s look
of rage, “he seemed to care a darned sight more
about what was past than what was to come, and
no man ever took more pains than I did saltin’ a
mine, nifther.”

Lake feels that it is useless to tell Jones what he
has given away in selling his salted mine to the
Englishman. So he merely grouns, and turns away.
He knows what it means: Sandowne has become
alarmed in some way, and has determined to make
asertain of the fortune he gets with his bride. But
where did the fifty thousand dollars come from?

This is not the time to ponder that, however. The
more cunning and determination displayed by the
Englishman, the more imperative for him to lose no
time in checkmating him, Those accursed Apaches!
If there were only some way of getting a telegram
to New York!

“Red,” he says, hoarsely, “for Heaven’s sake get
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me a wagon and an escort as soon as possible. I’ll
pay any money.”

~All right, Bob; I’m off,” and he starts to go.

“And, Red,” says Lake, desperately, “don’t you
think you could induce somebody to carry a tele-
gram if I paid the price?”

~It would be suicide, Bob,” replies Jones, argu-
nientatively, “If ye warn’t so blamed sot on 1t yo'd
know that without my tellin’ ye. I wouldn’t ask
no man ter do it alone; an’ ef it came ter gettin’
more’n one, why, 1 don’t see as ye’d gain much
time over takin’ it yerself.”

“(Get the wagon, Red,” says Lake, sinking wearily
into a chair, his strength alinost goune from him,

Jones goes out, intent on doing what he sees will
he a service to Lake, and the latter lets his head
fall on his arms, on the table before him. He
wishes to shut out everything while he thinks.
Then the hopelessness of thinking almost over-
whelms him. It is doing that will count, and he
unable to do! Ah! if he were only strong enough
to mount a horse.

“l1f I could only send that telegram!” he cries
out. “There would be an answer before I left Tomb-
stone.”

A light touch on his shoulder causes him to look
up. Sallie stands there, a piteous, pleading look in
her large eyes.

“Bob,” she says, humbly, “ef ye’ll give me that
thar telegram, I kin git it ter Tombstone fer ye.”

He studies her face mechanically, a bitter, per-
haps a suspicious, expression in his eyes. Atany
rate she thinks she sees suspicion in his eyes, for
tears spring into her own, and she puts out her
hand deprecatingly, as she says:

“Ah, Bob! don’t ye be hard on me, though I
reckon I ain’t no call to complain, whatever ye
think. But, Bob, suppose I was to hold that tele-
gram back, ye wouldn’t be no worse off. Won’t ye
give it ter me, Bob?” :

In fact, he has no doubt whatever of the honesty
of the girl.
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“ Whom could you get to take it, Sallie?” he asks.
“Your father says it will be unsafe.”

*1 know somebody who'll take it,” she answers,
eagerly. “Don’t ye fret about that. You jest write
the telegram, an’ I’ll see to the rest.”

“I shull want to see him before he goes,” Lake
says. *“3So you go fetch him, while 1 write the
message. And thank you, Sallie,” he adds, holding
out his hand, as if in assurance that by-gones
should be by-gones.

Sallie draws back, her bosom heaving irregular-
ly, and her white teeth biting her red lip.

“ After the telegram goes I’ll shake handsavith
ye, Bob,” she says, huskily. “An’ ef ye don’s mind,
ye can give me the d’rections, an’ I’ll deliver ’em.”

*Well,” he says, seeing that she does not wish
him to see the messenger, and knowing no reason
why he should insist, *1 suppose you can give my
directions as well as I can. Who’ll you get to take
it.” :

“I reckon I’ll find some un ter do it,” she replies.
“You leave it ter me. Th’ won’t be no time lost.”

He immediately looks about for paper and pencil;
Sal gets them for him, and he writes two telegrams,
which he hands to her unfolded, saying:

“You'd better read them, Sallie, if you’re going
to give them to the messenger. He will have to
know what they say in case the operator should not
be able to read mny writing. It is a little shaky, you
see.”

Sal’s own hand shakes somewhat, as she takes
the telegrams. The other hand presses on her
bosom. 8he is evidently reluctant to read; but she
finally does. Absorbed as he is in the matter, Lake
forgets what Sal's relations to him are, and he fol-
lows her unsteady voice, intent only on assuring
himself that she can read every word of the mes-
sages.

She is abasing herself to prove her repentance for
the injury she has done to the man she loves, but
even through her humility there struggles the sense
of being tortured, in being forced to read these tele-
grams aloud.
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There is something of Lake’s own indomitable
spirit in the girl, however, and she reads without
fiinching, only an occasional choking gulp, show-
ing how hard it is for her. The first is to De Peyster
Van Kouver,

“For Heaven’s sake, stop the wedding! Say I have proofs that S.
has no claim. The brother died three weeks ago.”

This is the telegram to him. The other is to Mar-
jorie Bridger. Sal’s breath comes and goes very
quickly, as she reads the name; her nostrils dilate,
and her head goes erect with a sort of fierce pride,
as she forces herself to read the message.

“I shall be in New York as soon as possible after this. Will you
not pospone wedding until then? Claim made on you by S. is fraudu-

lent. Dick died by my side, like a hero, three weeks ago, With death
staring him in the face, he told me the whole story. Please wait?”

“Thank wvou,” says Lake, gratefully. “Be sure
that the messenger——"

But Sal has left the room with a stamp of the foot
and a flash of the eye that are incomprehensible to
Lake, who, with the easy facility of a man, has
swept aside everything that does not directly bear
on the matter in hand. Perhaps, too, his weakness
makes him a little dull, for he is very weary, and
throws himself on the bed in the other room as soon
as Sal is gone.
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CHAPTER XV.
THE DEAD HORSE.

“Men are either cruel or stupid,” mutters Sal, as
she sweeps through the town with a swift, free,
springy step that betokens a perfect development
of limb.

Her eyes are snapping, and her cheeks, which
were so pale a few minutes before, are flaming. She
is angry, but notwithstanding her muttered words,
it is not really toward Lake that her wrath is
directed, but toward the girl in New York, whom
she has never seen, and whom she characterizes to
herself in terms more forcible than elegant.

Sam Morgan, lounging out of the bar-room of the
hotel, sees her coming, and his face lights up with
pleasure. He watches her swift, swinging gait, and
as she comes nearer, sees the flaiiie in her eyes and
on her cheeks. He thinks she is Diana and Venus
combined, only for lack of acquaintance with these
goddesses, he does not express the idea to himself
in that way.

“But, holy Moses! ain’t she mad,” he mutters, as
she comes near enough for him to catch the expres-
sion of her face.

“(Oh, Sam!” she says, abruptly, “I was lookin’
fer ve. 1 want ter borrer yer bronco.”

“Not Ginger?” replies Sam, interrogatively, al-
though Ginger is his only horse.

“Yes, Ginger,” she says, sharply. “Why not?”

“Wa-al,” he answers, in an embarrassed way, “I
lowed I’d use him myself ter-day. Ye see, I’ve jest
agreed to jine yer dad in ’scorting Bob Lake over
the mountings.”

“You kin git another animal,” she says, shortly.
“] want Ginger. Are ye goin’ ter let me have him
or not?”
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“Why, I s’pose—— What ye goin’ ter do with
him, Sal?”

“I reckon ’tain’t none o’ yer bisness, Sam Mor-
gan,” she answers, wrathfully, rather glad, if the
truth be told, to make the man who loves her pay
tlie penalty for the man who does not love her.
“Ginger ain’t th’ only horse in town, an’-I reckon
thar’s them willin’ enough to lend without askin’
more questions than a lawyer. Keep yer horse,
Sam Morgan.”

She turns on, her heel, and is striding rapidly
away. Sam overtakes her with a few long steps,
and keeps pace with her as she hurries on, saying,
deprecatingly: .

“Ye kin have Ginger. What’s the use o’ bein’ so
all-fired peppery, Sal?”
© “I kin git horses 'nough without beggin’ fer ’em
on my bended knees,” retorts Sal, without checking
her rapid walk.

“Sal,” says Sam, desperately, “will ye take Gin-
ger lgr‘ not? You do pick a feller up so blamed

uick!”

o You ain’t no call ter make me beg,” replies Sal,
uncompromisingly. “Yes, I’ll take him.”

“I’'ll go get him fer ye,” says Sam, in a tone of
relief,

“No, ye won’t. T’ll get him myself. I know
where he is, T reckon. And, see here, Sam! ve
needn’t tell dad I’ve borrered him. I'nderstand?”

“ All right,” replies Sam, a little sulkily. “ButI

don’t see why I can’t go with you to get th’ critter,
I ain’t seen much o’ ye sence that ’ere Bob Lake
come ter town.”
. “Bob Lake had ter be nussed,” retorts Sal, turn-
ing on Sam 80 angrily that he steps back involun-
tarily. “Don’t go ter mixin’ my name up with
his’n.” ' -

“I don’t want ter mix it up with his’n,” mutters
Sam. “Ionly said I hadn’t seen much o’ ye sence
he came here.”

“He didn’t come; he was brought,” retorts Sal,
captiously. *“An’ what’s more, he’s tryin’ his best
ter git away as quick es he kin.”
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“Oh!” cries Sam, with a sudden burst of light,
“an’ that's what makes ye so mad.”

It seems for a moment as if Sal will choke with
anger. Her bosom heaves, she swallows violently,
and she stamps her foot twice before she can find
speech, and when she does it is almost superfluous,
her eyes tell so much.

“You—you—" she gasps. “Sam Morgan, how
dare ye say sech a thing es that ter me? I—]——”
and then from a fury she turns into a woman, and
bursts into tears.

Sam wants to run, he wants to take her in his
arms and soothe her, he wants to kick himself. But
he does nothing he would like to do; he simply
stands helplessly looking at Sal, and muttering
unique vaths in condemnation of himself.

And he would stand there till doomsday if Sal did
not extricate him from the dilemma. She does it
suddenly, in a way that puzzles him as much as her
quick transition from anger to tears. She stops
crying all at once, looks up at him with a sad smile, -
and puts out her hand to him.

“Thar, Sam! ye mustn’t mind me. I reckon I’'m
kind o’ tired with nursin’. Good-—good-by., Sam!”

He takes her hand eagerly if awkwardly, and
holds it very much as if it were a delicate piece of
China.,

“T reckon thar ain’t no call ter say good-by, Sal,”
he says, for want of anything more to the point.

She bites her lip, and her face is quite pale.

“No, I s’pose not, Sam,” she falters. “Ouly yer
goin’ across the mountings, an’ thar’s "Paches out.
I—I thought as how somethin’ might happen, an’
we mightn’t meet again. An’I didn’t want ye ter
think, Sam, I was onmindful of how much likin’
thar’s been between us.”

She catches her breath, and chokes back a sob,
and Sam realizes for the first time in his rough life
how delightful weakness is in a woman. They are
where no one can see them now, and on the impulse
of the moment Sam dares to let his arm steal near
her waist. But she draws gently back, and takes
both his hands in hers.
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“I said likin’, Sam, not lovin’,” she murmurs,
kindly. “Good-by!” and with a look of gentle
womanliness that has mever been in her eves be-
fore, she leaves him, and he goes away wondering
at the variety of strange moods a woman can have
in a given space of time.

Sal’s movements are feverish now, and a trifle
stealthy. She saddles Ginger, shortening the stir-
rups. Then she feels to assure herself that her
revolvers are in her belt; leads Ginger out, and
mounts him man-fashion.

She rides well, as a girl should who has done it
from infancy. At first she goes along in an indif-
ferent, careless way, as if she has no especial object
in view., She reaches a spot from which she looks
at her father’s shanty. There she pulls Ginger in,
and looks intently. Then she heaves a sigh, digs
her heels into Ginger’s sides, and dashes into an
arroyo, which conceals her from view.

When she reappears where she is visible to any
one in the valley below, she is near Riley’s shanty,
at the spot she had stood and directed Lake how to
take the short cut, when he was striving to win the
girl he loved.

“0Oh, Bob!” she sobbed, “why wa’n’t Sal Jones
thet gal?”
® * * * * * *

Lake is sorrv not to see Sal, to bid her good-by;
but he fancies she prefers to absent herself for her
own reasons; and. after all, he realizes that he is
saved a scene, perhaps. He leaves word with Mrs.
Jones that he is very grateful for all Sal’s care, and
then climbs into the mule wagon and dismisses Sal
from his mind, excepting so far as she is included
in tzle uneasy wonder if the telegrams have been
sent,

- They make the best time they can toward Tomb-
stone, Lake urging them by every means in his
power. As they go farther away from the Gulch
there are signs that make Jones call out to Lake:

“Blamed good thing ye had th’ escort, Bob.
Been "Paches along here to-day.”

Lake thinks of his telegrams, and the man Sal
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was to send with them. He hopes nothing has hap-
pened to the messenger.

“Do you see sure signs, Red?” he asks.

“Dead sure. An’ some o’ the bovs says thar’s
been a pursuit, from the looks o’ things.”

“My God!” mutters Lake. Then aloud to Jones:
“Sal took those telegrams I spoke of this morning,
and said she could find seme one to take them.”

“The duse you say! Wa-al, I reckon it’s him.
Ef so, thar’ll be one fool less in the world afore
night, ef not already,” and Red Jones goes off to
add this bit of information, in order to increase the
interest in the study of the signs along the road.

The men wonder who the “tarnation idiot” was
that took the telegrams alone, and try to guess;
but they can think of no one, and would doubt if
any had, but for the plain signs of a pursuit along
the road.

“Wa-al,” drawls Jones, coming to the wagon
after a while, “he’s givin’ a good account o’ hisself.
Two ’Paches toes up so far.”

He points them out to Lake in a moment and

Lake feels sick at the sight of them.,

“The others was in too much of a hurry to hide
’em,” Jones says, calmly. “The chese was mighty
hot here. I reckon we’ll know who he wasina
little while.”

“Why?”

“His horse is goin’ lame about here.”

“ How many in pursuit?”

“Six, now.”

But they don’t find the body of the white man.
A mile farther on, however, they come upon a dead
horse, and gather about curiously. Sam Morgan is
the first to spring from his horse, and is examining
the saddle.

“Do you recognize it?” asks Lake, who has conie-
up in the wagon.

“By thunder, Sam!” drawls Jones, “if the crltter
ain’t the livin’—the dead image, I mean, o’ your
Ginger.”

«Tt is Ginger!” says Sam, hoarsely, his eyes fixed
fiercely on Lake.
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“Then,” says Lake, with deep iaterest, “you will
know who the man was. To whom did you lend
him?”

Sam rises slowly from the animal, and goes with
slow menace over to Lake, the others looking at
him with only mild curiosity, for they see nothing
strange in his expression.

“Don’t you know?” Sam asks of Lake, in slow,
megsured tones. )

“No. Certainly not. Do you?”

“Do I? Curse you, Bob Lake! I let Sal Jones
have that thar critter, an’ so help me God! ef that
gal ain’t in Tombstone when we arrive thar, I'll
have yer life!”

“8al Jones!” gasps Lake, and after staring in-
credulously at Sam for a moment, he comprehends
everything. :

He covers his face with his hands, and groans.
The other men gather around, in curious siience,
for they have not heard.

“She bid me good-by !” says Sam, huskily.

“Who did?” demands Jones.

. “Yer darter Sal,” replies Sam, turning his burn-
ing eyes on the startled father. “She rid that ’ere
horse. , She did it fer him, an’, by the Eternal! it’s
his life fer her’n’!” .

Red Jones looks with a terrible expression from
Sam to Lake. Then turns away, saying, hoarsely:

“Boys, ride like fury! Look out fer side trails!
Ef the gal ain’t in Tombstone thar’ll be a lynchin’.”
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CHAPTER XVIL
THE ANSWER.

Lake understands perfectly how the matter seems
to Sam and Red Jones. He knows that his life is in
deadly peril; that the threat made against him is
not an empty one.

But as the heavy mule wagon goes rattling and
jolting over the rough road he is not thinking of
himself, but of the girl who has probably given her
life in the effort to right a wrong done by her,

Not a word more is said to him by his escort. The
mule team is now urged on at its best pace, without
the least regard to his comfort, and the men gallop
in stern silence about the wagon.

Nothing further is seen on the road to give any
clew to Sal’s case, and she is generally given up.
Only Jones, who knows her best, has any vestige of
hope left, but even he is in a very vengeful mood;
and, illogically enough, he begins to recall the
events of the Iynching, and grows angrier and
angrier as he gallops on by the side of Sam,

Sam, never very muclh given to words, is quite
silent until he is at last addressed by Jones,

“Tell me all about Sal—how she come to git the
liorse,” he says.

So Sam tells circumstantially all that had passed
between hin and Sal, concealing nothing, because
it is no secret that he has been 1n love with Sal for
a long time. And Jones listens in sileuce, excepting
for an occasional ejaculatory oath, until the story
is told, when he says, solemmly.:

“She knowed blamed well, Sam, when she said
good-by, thet she wa’n’t goin’ ter see you again.”

“I s’picioned she war soft on him all along,” says
Sam. jerking his thumb sullenly toward the wagon.

“She war a leetle headstrong,” says Jones, reflect-
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ively; “but a better gal no man never had. Nor a
handier. Nor a pootier.”

“Pootiest gal in Arizony,” acquiesces Sam, half-
fiercely. “An’ I'll never forgit the look that wasg in
her eyes when she says good-by. 1t war jest like
she see more'n thar war in this world.” .

“I've heard tell,” says Jones, in a low tone, “that
them that’s goin’ ter die does see things in thet
way.”

l% is dusk when, tired and dusty, the whole cav-
alcade, the mule wagon in the center, dash at a
weary gallop through the main street of Tombstone.

“To the telegratt office?” says Jomnes, grimly.
“We ain’t goin’ ter be too quick. Ef she got here
she touk them blamed telegrams whar they be-
longed. Thet was her sort,”

They come to a sudden halt at the telegraph
office, and Jones whispers to two of the men, who
dismount and clirab inio the wagon.

“Ef he makes a move, or says a word to any-
body, shoot him through the head,” savs Jones, in
a low growl, quite audible to Lake, however,

Lake glances wearily from Jones to the two men.
He is too worn out from the hard ride to make any
remonstrance against a course so illogical and un-
reasonable, He hopes Sal will be found. He hopes
the telegrams have gone.

Jones and Sam stride into the telegraph office.
They are going to make inquiry merely as o matter
of justice. They expect to stride out again with
very little delay. The operator is a girl, and she
stares at them with languid intcrest.

“Say, sis!” ejaculates Jones, gruffly, “any tele-
grams come in here to-day, from a feller by the
name o' Lake?”

“Why do you ask?” she queries.

“Wa-al, 've got a good reason fer askin’., Any
objections to answerin’?”

“What is your name, please?”

“Jones. Red Jones, some calls me.”

The girl nods and smiles, and then stoops and dis-
appears from sight. Jones and Sam look at each
other doubtfully, and the former is making ready
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to utter some unnecessary words, when a slight
commotion behind the counter ensues., and the
operator reappears, accompanied by another girl,

“Hello, dad! ye got here, eh?”

1t is Bal. Her face is pale, but otherwise she ap-
pears t& be unharmed. The two men first gasp with
astonishment, and then break into-a series of mut-
tered oaths.

“@Got him here all O K, did ye?” she asks, ignor-
ing their surprise.

Red Jones now has a revulsion of feeling, and be-
comes paternally angry.

“Oh! ye’re safe, are ye?” he growls. “Wa-al, I’d
like to know what ye mean by cuttin’ up secha
dido es this here. Do you know what we was
biamed near doin’? In about ten minits more Bob
Lake ’ud a-been dancin’ on air.”

There is a little gate that serves to let the young
woman operator in and out of her inclosure. At her
father’s words a sudden passion flames in Sal’s
eyes, and with a bound she sits on the counter,
swings her feet to the other side, and 1is facing the
two men, She has no time to fuss with a gate,

“Hang him! For what?”

“We thought you was killed by the ’Paches,”
answers Joues. '

“S’posen I was—what then? Who said he had
anything to do with it¥”

“He said he’d given you the telegrams,” replies
Jones, uneasily, conscious that his parental anger
does not hold out.

“Oh!” ejaculates Sal, and turns her flashing eyes
on Sam, as if to demand what he has to say for
himself.

He glances at Jones, shifts his feet, jams a re-
volver a little snugger into his belt, and says, sulk-
ily:

h'“ I knowed *twas Ginger the minit my eyes lit on

m.” :

“Oh!” Her tone Is concentrated scorn, “Wa-al,
I reckon I kin raise the price somehow, So ye
wanted ter lynch him, did ye?” This to her father.
“ Remember how he euchred ye out o’ Dick Bridger,
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I reckon—eh? An’ he’s kin’ o’ weak now—eh?
‘Whar is he?” :

She pushes past them without waiting for the
answer, which is slow in coming. Sam is com-
pletely crushed, but fuller than ever of admiration
and love. But Jones is recovering his parental
temper as he writhes under the sting of her words,
and he strides after her and pulls her about by plac-
ing his heavy hand ou her shoulder.

“Look a-here, Sal,” he says, angrily, “1 want
somethin’ besides sass from you. What call you
got ter come over here, anyhow? Who told ye to
come?”

“He didn’t,” retorts Sal, quite undaunted by the
wrath in her father’s face. “He ain’t that sort.
You told him the’ wa’n’t a man ’ud take them tele-
grams. It was my fault they needed to go. Oh, I
ain’t goin’ ter tell ye why; but 1 tell ye it war my
fault. SoIbrung ’em.”

“ An’ war blamed near bein’ tuk by them ’Paches
fer a squaw,” interjects her father.

“They don’t want me fer no squaw,” she retorts,
fiercely. “I ain’t the kind they’re lookin’ fer.”

“Who killed them two we see on the road?” de-
mands Jones.

“Idid. Whar’s Bob?”

“He’s out thar in the waggin. What did ye do
when yer critter war shot?”

“Jumped on t’other one,” replies Sal, impatiently,
quite unconscious of the fact that she 1s rapidly ris-
ing to the proportions of a heroine in the eyes of
her father, while Sam'is ready to fall down on his
knees and worship her. :

“What other one?” demands Jones.

“Why, I'd grabbed one o’ them that belonged ter
one o’ the deaders. I stuck ter Ginger es long es I
dared, fer I knowed”—looking at Sam scornfully—
“thet his owner 'ud be asking about him, an’——”
. “Ye ain’t no call ter say thet, Sal,” cries Sam, in
indignant distress. “Ye know blamed well thet yer
welcome to all I've got. It warn’t Ginger; ’twas
you I cared fer.

“Wa-al, I'm safe enough, an’ I've got a telegram
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fer Lake, ef ye haven’t lynched him. Oh! ef he
was well ve’d lynch him, wouldn’t ye?” and she
sweeps out of the room and into the street,

The mule wagon is there, with the escort lounging
about it. But shie does not see them. Her eyes have
caught sight of him inside, his head leaning wearily
aguinst the side of the wagon. She snatches a paper
from her pocket and leaps up on the tongue of the
wagoh, crying:

“Bob! Oh, Bob! Here's ver answer.”

He opens his eyes, and stares incredulously.

“Safe, Sal! Oh, Sal! what made you take such a
risk? Thaunk God, you're safe!”

Sal’s voice quivers for the first time. He has heen
concerned for her safety. Oh, it was worth while to
do what she did to make him feel that way.

“QOh, that’s all right. Bob!” she says, with a trem-
ulous effort at inditference. “Here’s the answer®”

She thrusts the message into his hand, and he
takes it mechanically.

“If I had known what you were contemplating,”
he says, “you should never have stirred a step.”

“Wa-al,” she chuckles, “ye didn’t know, an’I
came. Read yer answer.”

“ What does it say ?” he asks, fumbling nervously
with it.

“Don’t know,” she replies, curtly. “I wouldn’t
read it.”

He trics to read the writing on the message form,
but there is not light enough to enable him to do so.

“(Come inside whar thar’s a lamp,” Sal says.

He makes the attempt to rise, but is too weak,
which Sal sees; and with a womanly tenderness
which few have ever seen in her, she gives him her
hand to assist him; and then helps him down with
her arm around him.

Supporting himself by her arm. he walks un-
steadily into the office, and approaches the light.
The two men. seeing how weak he is, steal shame-
facedly out, followed by a scornful glance from Sal.

Lake opens the telegram, wondering whom it is
from; doubting, hoping, fearing. There is a sicken-
ing moment of hesitation, which he is too weak to
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endure. He passes his hand over his forehead,
where great beads of perspiration stand, and reads.

Sal watches him with clenched hands and heav-
ing bosom, It is to her as if her sentence were
being read. She sees his eves fly back and forth
over the papery sees him turn pale and totter.

“My God!” he gasps. “My God!”

She catches him, and lets him sink gently on the
wooden bench behind him. The paper has fluttered
to the floor. She picks it up, and reads it:

“The wedding took place at two o'clock this afternoon, Bride and
groom 8ail for Europe on Etruria. DE P. Vax Kouvver.”
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CHAPTER XVIL
MAN AND WIFE,

Sandowne is triumphant. A combination of a
great deal of good luck and a small amount of good
Judgment. together with utter unscrupulousness and
considerable cunning, have resulted in making him
the husband of the rich and beautiful - Marjorie
Bridger.

But it has been a very trying time for him, and
not for one instant has he been sure that he was
safe from the operation of some unforeseen acci-
dent. He had been made uneasy in the very first
moment of his triumph by the sudden disappear-
ance of Lake.

He had not at first, however, suspected the true
cause of that disappearance. But when a little later
the desultory correspondence he had had with Dick
Bridger ceased entirely, he felt that there was some
connection between that cessation and Lake’s ab-
sence.

Then there was that debt to Van Kouver, which
must be settled. He had, indeed, seen Van Kouver,
and had told him in an off-hand way that his re-
mittances were a trifle behind, but would be along
in a day or two, when he would settle. - But the day
or two had lengthened into half a dozen already,
and but for one circumstance Lord Sandowne would
have been posted and discredited; Van Kouver
could not bring himself to disgrace and discredit a
man who would, nevertheless, be the husband of
Marjorie Bridger.

Sandowne was just the sort of scoundrel to com-
prehend quickly the operation of Van Kouver’s
mind on that subject: and as the days went by
without his being posted, he knew that he owed his
immunity to his relation to Marjorie. It was char-
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acteristic of him that he hated Van Kouver for his
very generosity.

But it was the silence of Dick Bridger that gave
him his real anxiety. If Lake had gone out there
and won Dick Bridger there was a certain end to
his nefarious plot against the happiness of Marjorie.
So he spent a great many bad quarter hours pon-
dering the matter, and as a result sought and found
?1. willing tool in an impecunious countryman of

is.

This man he had sent out to Tombsfone to make
cautious inquiries concerning both Dick and Lake;
and in a very short time he had received a tele-
gram which had caused him to turn gray with ap-
prehension. Dick Bridger had died by the side of
Lake, and Lake was recovering from his wounds
over at Faro Gulch.

It became neck or nothing with Sandowne. He
knew well enough that if Marjorie learned what he
knew she would instantly break the engagement
with him. He was determined that she should not
discover the death of ‘her brother if he could pre-
vent it; and, moreover, he was bent upon a new bit
oﬁb’ireacher)', which the death of Dick rendered pos-
sible,

It was at this time that he conceived the idea
that it would be a good plan for him to own the
Spoke Mine, so that in case Lake should turn up at
an inopportune time he would still have the money,
though he lost the girl.

A man who cannot pay a small debt can hardly
be expected to raise enough for the purchase of a
mine; but matters were rather different with San-
downe now than they had been. Dick’s death was
at once a loss and a gain to him. ‘

He telegraphed his man to remain in Tombstone,
and immediately sat down to compose some letters.
As a preliminary, he got out all the letters he had
ever received -from Dick, and studied them very
carefully. He studied the style, the peculiarly
Western phraseology and spelling; and he wrought
with great care at reproducing Dick’s chirography.

Some days later Marjorie found an opportunity
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to whisper to him at a ball to which her father had
taken her:

“I have received a letter from Dick. 1 would like
to see you for a moment alone. I have putyou
down for the next quadrille. Come to me, then, and
we will go where we can converse uninterruptedly.”

Sandowne shrugged his shoulders slightly as if it
were a matter of indifference to him; but that was
unnecessary overacting, and Marjorie’s red lip
curled scornfully as she left him. He was by her
side when the quadrille music began, and she put
her hand on his arm, and walked away with him.

“You knew I had heard from Dick?” she said,
rather than asked. :

It would have been more natural for him to lie,
but a second thouglht convinced him that the truth
would be wiser,

3 Yes' »

“Then you know that he wishes me to give you
sixty thousand dollars to take to him?”

" S.Tes. 2

“Why can I not send it to him?” she demanded.

He flushed, and bit his lip. Tt was decidedly un-
pleasant to have his fiancee show her distrust of
him so unreservedly. Nevertheless, he shrugged
his shoulders, and drawled:

“T think you had better not insist upon an answer
to that question. Believe me, Dick knew precisely
what he wanted done with the money., Of course,”
The added, “it will come very hard on me to have to
be away from you for so long.” :

Her lip curled, as it so often did in his presence,
and she replied, coldly:

“That sort of thing between us is both offensive
and unnccessarv.”

A very evil expression shot into his eyes, and if
he had darved, he would have gripped the white
shoulder by his side, till it was black and blue; but
as he did not dare, he merely showed his teeth in a
snarling sort of smile. '

** «How and when shall T give you the money?” she
asked, after a short pause.

“The sooner the better for Dick,” he replied;
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“and I think a certified check would be the best
form.”

They were very large stukes that Sandowne was
playing for, and he knew that he might any morn-
ing walke up to find himself proclaimed liar, forger,
scoundrel; but his affairs were at such a pass that
he had no choice from his point of view but to take
the risk.

20 he had taken it; had gone to Arizona; had
bought the Spoke Mine; had done what he could to
keep Lake out there as long as possible; and yet
every day was a day of terror to him until he was
actually married to Marjorie. He became so fright-
ened at last, that he had even resorted to another
forged letter to Marjorie, begging her to hasten the
wedding, .

And Marjorie, poor girl! had done it. Ah, if she
had only known that by insisting upon the day
originally set, she would hear from Lake! Hear
from Lake! That had been the one thought she
had lived on during all the days.

She had suspected at once that Lake had gone
away to do something to save her from Sandowne.
She loved the man, and that was why she could
guess that he had gone away to help her in some
way. How, she did not pretend to guess. But she
had such faith in him.

Then the days go by, and she loses hope, and be-
comes very cold and unapproachable. She has felt
the tacit sympathy of Van Kouver, and at first has
found a happiness in it; but finally, when Lake re-
mains so long silent, and not a whisper of him is
heard, she becomes cool to Van Kouver, and al-
thoxﬁgh he comprehends, he does not dare to say a
word.

After waiting for three weeks he determines to
go out to Arizona and learn something; for his
letters remained unanswered. Then comes an
urgent message from his mother to go to her in
Florida. Sheis very ill, and he remains there until
within a few days of the wedding.

N ot a line from Lake yet, and no time to com-
municate with him. Besides, what will be the uge?’
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So he goes to the wedding, and with a heavy heart
sees Marjorie Bridger become Lady Sandowne,

He is quite countident that Sandowne is celebrat-
ing some bit of villainy, and he is certain that he
is very uneasy and furtive until the ceremony is
over, when his demeanor changes perceptibly, and
he is cool and sardonic, as becomes a successful
scoundrel.

“Have all letters and telegrams for Lady San-
downe sent to the steamer to wait for her,” Van
Kouver chances to overhear Sandowne say to the
butler.

“All letters and telegrams!” murmurs Van Kou-
ver to himself, but he has made up his mind that
the time for interference of any sort is past, and he
shrugs his shoulders, and takes his place in the
throng at the wedding breakfast.

Very many go down to the steamer to see the
bride off, and there is a great pile of flowers in the
saloon for Marjorie. A great deal of champagne is
drunk on the steamer, and Sandowne certainly does
all he can to make the occasion seem a very joyous
one.

But somehow no one takes away the idea that
there has been anything especially joyous in the
affair, for Marjorie, so capable of rollicking fun
and merriment, has been rather scornfully calm
throughout.

It is not a time of the year when many are going
over the water, and they have been able to secure
the best state-room on the steamer. They all flock
down to look at it. It it odorous with flowers, and
looks like a bower.

“Qh!” cries one of the young ladies, whose sharp
eyes have been searching for novelties, “here is a
telegram for Miss Marjorie Bridger.”

Sandowne changes color and steps forward rather
more quickly than politely, and snatches it from
the hand that holds it.

“Tt will be something for Lady Sandowne to read
when you have all left her,” he says, and places it
in his pocket.
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“I will take it,” Marjorie says, with quiet cold-
ness.

He bites his lip and looks at her. She returns his
glance with calm, cold insistence, He has nothing
to dlo but yield. He hands her the telegram, with a
sinile,

“I thought you might be without a pocket in
your dress,” he says.

“I can hold it in my hand,” she replies.

She do=s not doubt that it is a telegram of con-
gratulation, for she has already received a number;
and she holds it carelessly in her hand, snipping off
small bits in an absent-minded way. But somehow,
she does not read the message, until the steamer
has cast loose fromy the dock, and she has seen the
last of her friends’ faces.

Then she almost forgets it, but is reminded of it
by its being in her way when she wishes to take
some flowers from her waist. She opens it, and
reads. She is unconscious that her husband’s eyves
are watching her intently; she is unconscious of
everything, and has no notion of the varied expres-
sions that chase each other over her lovely face.

Suddenly, she looks up, and his face is the first
thing she sees. Her bosom is heaving tumultuous-
ly, and her eyes are distended. She lifts the tele-
gram with a hand that quivers.

“Read it,” she says to him.

He takes it, and reads. He changes color, but is
not greatly surprised. In fact, he finds some sort of
relief in having the worst present itself in a form so
seemingly harmless.

“Poor Dick!” he says.

She eyes him with a strange glance. That tele-
gram from Lake means more to her than anybody
could comprehend. That marvelous thing, woman’s
intuition, makes her say:

“You knew he was dead.”

Sandowne makes a rapid calculation of the
chances for and against, and concludes that the
time has come when he may safely let Marjorie un-
derstand her true relation to him as his wife.

“Come down to the state-room,” he says. *This
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is hardly the place for a conversation that promises
to be interesting.”

. Itis rather in Sandowne’s way to bully a woman;
and he has no serious doubt of his ability to let
Marjorie see that the time has come to drop her airs
and graces of manner in her intercourse with him,

“Well,” he says, when the state-room is reached,
“you want to know if I knew Dick was dead. Yes.
‘What of it?

She shrinks back very much as if he had tried to
strike her, and a curious expression fills her blue
eyes.

“You knew he was dead before we were mar-
ried?” she queries.

“Certainly. He has been dead three weeks and
more.” -

“Three weeks and more! Then that letter——"

“Come, come, Lady Sandowne!” he says, with a
sneer; “spare me and yourself any scene. We are
married now. It was a game of wits, and I won.”

“Married!” repeats Marjorie, looking at him with
unconcealed scorn and horror. “Yes, we are mar-
ried; but you have a very inadequate conception
of the woman you have tricked, if you believe she
will submit to being your wife. Lord Sandowne,
let us understand each other now. I despise you
utterly, and I will never be more of wife to you
than I am at this moment. I do not choose to cause
a scandal, and it rests with you whether our sepa-
ration shall be public or private. Either you will
procure another state-room, or I shall.” .
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CHAPTER XVIIL
TAMING AN AMERICAN GIRL.

An evil smile curls Lord Sandowne’s lip as he
listens to Marjorie. He has heard women in heroics
before, and as he looks with a cold stare at the
flushed, indignant face of his bride, it passes
through his mind that he has tamed an angrier
woman than this,

Perhaps it is with some satisfaction that he pro-
ceeds to essay the task with Marjoric, for he does
not forget the many rebuffs he has received in the
course of his rather unusual courtship.

A sense of power enables him to remain cool—
}cl(_)ld, rather, and that is a very great advantage for

im,

The sneer remains on his lip much in the same
way that a snarling dog will keep his lips drawn
up to show his teeth.

“What you say, Lady Sandowne,” he says,
“looked very pretty and bold in the book in which
you read it, I have no doubt; but you should know’
that in real life a wise wife obeys her husband.”

“What I have said,” replies Marjorie, her eyes
betraying a mixture of emotions of which shame,
scorn, and anger are parts, “is my deliberate con-
viction. In marrying you I was the victim of a
gross deception, and I repeat that I will never be
any more your wife than I am at this moment.”

ord Sandowne is angrier than he will betray,
but contrives to maintain a calmness in consonance
with his theory of taming a woman. He reflects
that nothing is more terrifying to a woman than
the prospect of physical violence. His teeth shut
tighter and his lips open a little more, giving him a
very evil expression, indeed.

He has no need to move to touch Marjorie; in the
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-narrow state-room they are already unpleasantly
near together for two people who dislike each other
as much as these two; but for effect, he takes a
stride that brings him close by her side. His hand
closes tightly and painfully on her round arm, and
his voice is husky with passion.

“Lady Sandowne,” he says, his face bent near to
hers, although she draws her own away, “it is time
we understood each other. The law is with me, and
I purpose taking advantage of that fact. Do not
forget that you are no longer a free girl, at liberty
to insult the man you are to marry. Do not forget
that I bore your insults, your silly whims before;
but that from this time forward I will have none of
them. I am your husband, and I forbid any more
such childish exhibitions of temper.”

He looks very ugly—even terrifying, and Mar-
jorie does not know how far the law of her own or
of his country will uphold him in endeavoring to
make her submissive. But it does not matter much
how ugly he is, nor what the law may say. She
has made up her mind, and cannot conceive of al-
tering it for him or for the law. Asa matter of fact,
most -women are superior to the law, though not all
women are superior to brute force exerted by the
man who is also the husband.

Marjorie is in pain from the grip on her arm, as
he intends that she shall be, brute that he is; but,
except that her face pales a little, she gives no sign
of suffering ;: though she does say, with that cutting
contempt of which the American girl is pre-emi-
nently capable:

“You are hurting me.” Then she adds, with a
slight change of tone: “But you do not frighten
me, which I fancy is your object.”

Lord Sandowne perhaps recalls now that the
women he has tamed in the past were not Ameri-
can girls. He tightens his grasp on the tender arm,
and his eyes blaze with anger. The calmness of con-
scious power is leaving him.

“I will frighten you, and I will fame you!” he
says, his voice broken with anger. h

¥ Neither,” she says, in the same scornful way.
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“You may hurt me, becanse I am not disposed to
descend to a struggle with you; but the more you
betray your brutality the more fixed I am in my de-
termination that you shall be nothing more than a
name to me.”

If Lord Sandowne follows his inclinations at this
moment he will strike the proud, beautiful face a
blow with his fist, but a variety of considerations
restrain him, not one of them a worthy one.

He flings Marjorie away from him with suffi-
cient violence to cause her to stagger and fall
against the side of the state-room, and he gives
vent to an oath, possibly with the thought that bad
language will effect what pain will not,

Marjorie is filled with shame and self-scorn; but
the expression in her blue eyes is wholly one of con-
tempt for this unmanly man whom she has married.
And in her breast is such an anger as a woman is
capable of when she is unrestrained by fear. And
Marjorie has not an iota of that feeling at this mo-
ment.

“You will find yourself powerless. after all,” says
andowne, between his closed teeth. “Do not for-
get,” he goes on, with the sudden thought of insult-
ing her, “that your Mr. Lake cannot help you.
You may regret him, bus you cannot have him, and
he cannot do anything for my wife, unless— —" and
he stops, with a sneer.

The innuendo is not ‘lost on Marjorie, and makes
the hot color flush her cheeks.

“Mr. Lake,” she says, quickly, “will never at-
tempt to assist me unless I ask him. But if I should
ask him, I think he would know how to do it with-
out compromising me. I recall the time when he re-
frained from saying that you had had his stirrup
%)ea%ther cut in order that you might win a paltry

et.”

S8andowne had not hesitated to commit the act of
which Marjorie now accuses him so scornfully; but
he emphatically does not like to be told of it. He
has no answer to it, however, and retorts, irrele-
vantly: -
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“Tt is a great pity that so clever a man was not
able to win you for his wife, I should say.”

“ An honest man, however clever, is often at a
disadvantage with, a knave,” replies Marjorie.

Sandowne finds himself unequal to a war of wits
with the woman he was going to tame, and snarls:

“You are not complimentary to your husband—to
the man whose name you bear.”

Marjorie talks, but sheis thinking hard all the
while. The situation she finds herself in is even
more hideous than she had supposed it would be.
And she even begins to realize that it was wrong
%r}(il foolish to have made such a sacrifice, even for

ick. :

“I donot intend to compliment you,” she says.
“Iintend to tell you exactly how 1 feel toward
you.”

“Pray do! he interjects, angrily.

, He, too, is wondering what the end of this will
be. The only thing he is quite sure of is that he will
not tame her; but he finds consolation in remem-
bering that he has the deeds for the Spoke Mine in
his pocket, and that the deeds contain a clause giv-
ing him the right to all claims of the mine.

“Yes,” Marjorie says, her ideas crystallizing as
she goes on, “I am sure there can be no better time
than now for a complete understanding.”

“1 agree with you, Lady Sandowne,” he says.

“I married you believing that by so doing I was
saving my brother from the consequences of some
act of his. There was no pretense of love or even
liking between us. You knew that I must derpise
you, My marriage with you was a mere bargain,
in which you were to receive me as an equivalent
for your silence as to this act of my brother.”

“You have quite a legal way of stating it, Lady
Sandowne.”

“In a bargain,” Marjorie goes on, growing more
calm, perhaps more desperate, as she talks, “it is
always understood that there shall be the fulfill-
ment of an agreement on the part of each. I went
so far as to go through the ceremony of marriage
with you; you have failed to do anything agreed
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upon, and, in fact, cannot do as you agreed. More-
over, you knew it at the time of the wedding.
Therefore you have been guilty of a deception, and
the bargain between us is canceled.”

“Your argument is beautiful,” he sneers, “I beg
you will go on to the conclusion—the peroration, so
to speak.”

“T will do so0,” she replies. “Before the world I
am willing to be known as your wife——-" .

“I am so glad,” he interrupfts.

Marjorie does not hesitate an instant, but goes on
as if saying the thing she had intended to say from
the first:

“—_because I had fortified myself from the be-
ginning against the shame and degradation of that.
But it must be understood fully and plainly between
us that I am no more your wife than if we had
never met.” :

“ And you expect me to accept such a situation?”
he queries, angrily. _

“(Qh,” she .replies. contemptuosly, making him
writhe internaily, “I shall pay you for doing so.
You may think this over, and decide upon a sum
which will be satisfactory to you—an annual sum,
Imean. If satisfactory to me also, I will pay it,
and then our real lives may be far apart, while we
still keep up a semblance of the relation which the
world may believe to exist between us.”

A sardonic smile curls Sandowne’s lip. For rea-
sons of his own, he has decided to keep the story of
the Spoke Mine untold for a while, but Marjorie’s
unexpected rebellion renders it unnecessary to do
50 DOW.

“You are very liberal with what does not belong
to you,” he says. “Perhaps you will condescend to

tfix the sum which you wish me to allow you.”

“Is this & poor jest, or a new piece of knavery?”
demands Marjorie.

Sandowne bites his lip.

“It is merely the preface to the statement of fact
that all that you suppose yourself possessed of
really belongs to me.”

Then he explains to her the flaw in the lines of
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the two mines, and she listens, incredulous, aud vet
doubtful. Then something suggests itself to her.

“And the money you bought this mine with was
that which you——" §She stops and starts back.
“Then the money you procured from me on the plea
that it was for Dick was used to buy this mine.
Did Dick know#”

He dares not tell her the whole truth yet.

“Of course he knew. He knew all I did.”

“I do not believe you,” she says, with sudden sus-
picion. “Nor do I believe your story about the
mine, Father would never have made such a mis-
take. At any rate, I will do nothing without con-
sulting him. You have awakened a new suspicion
within me, and I doubt many things. Oh, what a
silly fool I have been!”

“Your father, I think,” says Sandowne, “will be
very glad to make a compromise with me. By all
means consult with him.”

Marjorie looks him full in the face.

“ And in the meantime,”*she says, “I will pay you
a certain sum in guarterly installments. And now,
Lord Sandowne, I think our interview has lasted
long enough. No doubt you will know how to make
arrangements for another state-room.”
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CHAPTER XIX.
LATE OF ARIZONA.

“Dgar Mapee:—I would have answered your letter long ago, but the
trath is that I was so broke up by the wedding that Ilit out of New
York the very next day, and put for the West, where I staid until a
week ago. A

“I never thought of you writing, and I'd left word that only certain
letters should be sent after me ; so yours waited until I came back.
However, I'll answer it now; and I don’t snppose any harm has come
from your not receiving an answer sooner.

“You don’t say anything about it, and I won’t any more’n just this *
I reckon you ain’t over and above happy with that Sandowne. You
know you can call on the old man whenever yon want him, and for
whatever you want. As Bob Lake says, it’s too late now for anybody
to interfere { but you know you can call on me.

“Now, about that Spoke Mine that Sandowne took 80 mush trouble
to buy up. He got nothing when he bought it. There was some
trouble in the old days over the claims, and there was more'n one
lively serimmage over it ; but it was finally settled in my favor, and
even Red Jones allowed it was right.

“So Sandowne paid fifty thousand dollars for nothing; and the only
good that has come out of that deal is that Red Jones has struck it
rich since, and is just piling up the rocks.

“I'm talking just as if you knew Jones, which I reckon you don't
all the same. ]gob Lake knows him, though, and I must teil you about
that; for I hope some good will come to Lake out of it. I tell you,
Madge, Bob Lake is the whitest man I ever knew.

“And I suppose I might as well begin by saying that he's reconciled
me and Dick, Poor Dick’s dead, but if ever we do meet, I'll beg his
pardon sure. He died fighting Injuns with Bob. Bob had just
resoued him from a,lynchini which Red Jones was engineering, Bob
did it all to get you out of the clutches of that Sandowne; and I reckon
;lt\;vguld have worked all right, only Bob fell sick and was out of his

ead.

“However, that is all past and gone, and what I was going to sa
was that Sal Jones, a mighty likely girl, too, nursed Bob algl thlgouqh hi}sr
illness; and they do say she and Bob will make a mateh of it. I reckon
gou'll be glad to hear it, for Bob worked mighty hard to do you a good

urn.

*Maybe you'll see Sal over there some time. She’s going over to
sgend some of Red’s money, and I reckon she'll do it up brown, But
she don’t altogether know the ropes, and if she turns up near you, do
the right thing by her, and set her straight. ’

*‘Bob Lake talks some of going over, too. Or did the last time T ses

« I never saw a. man so broke up by sickness as Bob.
“Your loving daddy, Ricaasp Baiparr,”
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TL.ady Sandowne lets the letter fall into her lap,
where, indeed, it has rested more than once during
the peruysal of it, and stares out of her window on
the blue waters of the Mediterranean, for Lord and
Lady Sandowne have left England for the Riviera.

Only Lady Sandowne remains in Nice, while his
%)rdlship sceks a somewhat gayer life at Monte

‘arlo. -

The beautiful face is pale, and the blue eyes are
no Jonger filled with that spirit of mischief and
merriment which only a few months earlier had
made them famous in New York. But itis only
when the face is in the repose that it is now that
this is so noticeable, for the proud heart of the
duped American girl will not let her display to a
curious world the hidden sorrow that is gnawing
within,

Duriag the months since her marriage to San-
downe she has gone over all that she has been able
to discover, and has added suggestions to that, and
has at last been able to make a fair guess at all the
perfidy of the man she has wedded.

And now this letter comes. and with its half dis-
closures almost completes the story as it actually
occurred. And she now knows to a certainty that
the only man she loves or can love would have won
her but for some treachery on the part of Sandowne.
She does not comprehend what the treachery was,
but is sure of it.

And now Lake is going to marry the girl who
nursed him through his illness. Sal Jones! Oh,
what a name! But then it will be all right as Mrs.
Lake. <A likely girl,” her father says. Well, what
does it matter? She has no right to think of Lake.
If there is a pang in her heart she must pretend,
even to herself, that it has nothing to do with him,

So Marjorie, with a deeper paleness in her face,
and a sadder look in her blue eyes, gets hurriedly
up from her chair and begins to pace the floor and:
to battle with herself in a way she would have bit-
terly condemned in a married woman in the days
bei;;)re she knew what sorrows a wife might have
to bear.
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And while this silent warfare is being waged in
the luxurious apartments of Lady Sandowne, the
host of the hotel is bowing and writhing bLefore two
American ladies, in the endeavor to convince them
that he has obeyed their telegraphic ovder to give
them the best rooins in the hotel regardless of cost.

Their French, or rather the French of the younger
lady, is bad, and the English of mine host is worse,
so that they are having a terrible time of it. Al-
though the landlord has this advantage—that, how-
ever he stumbles with his tongue, he is eloquent
with his gestures.

His shoulders, his hands, his elbows, his eye-
brows—yes, his very scalp, and even his marvelous
legs—speak for him when his tongue stops before
some particularly difficult passage in the vile lan-
guage of the people who put the most money in
his pocket. Until at last the young lady, who has
finally seated herself, gives a few moments to pain-
ful reflections, and breaks out: '

“Kh bien! Ca va faire!” and the landlord, with
a sigh and a bow of humility and deprecation, hast-
ens from the room.

“1 wonder, ma—mamma, I mean—if T said the
right thing, then. Well, anyhow, he got out.
Where on earth is Colette? What is the use of hav-
ing a French maid if she is not on hand to get you
out of a scrape? What's that? Letters? Who
from? Dad? Papa, I mean?’

“Yes, Sal—” ,

“Sara, mamma. You always forget.”

“Wal, Sara, then. Yes, it’s from yer father.
And who d’ye think’s coming here?”

Sallie—her pardon! Sara Jones rises from her
seat slowly, her bright and really beautiful face
becoming pale. A row of white teeth press into a
full, red under lip for a moment before her self-con-
trol is obtained. :

“Not—not Bob Lake?” she falters.

“Yes, Bob; but that ain’t all,” and there is a ring
of exultation and pleasure in her mother's tone that
makes Sara suddenly open her eyes and cry out in
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utter forgetfulness of the new language of elegance
which she is struggliuo to use:

“(reat ginger, ma! You ain’t never going to tell
me that Sam \101 gan is coming, be ye*”

“I reckon ye've got it straight, Sal—Sary, I mean.
Yer dad says Sam is coming on, to keep us from
feeling homesick.”

Sara walks to the window and looks out on the
blue, dancing waters, very much as Marjorie did a
few minutes earlier. She does not look like the girl
who held Lake's horses, who found him half dead
in the mountains, who cowered before his wrath in
her father’s hut at Faro Gulch. Notwithstanding
the deficiencies of her pronunciation and vocabu-
lary, she is a good type of the bright, beautltul
robust American girl from the West.

Her air is not queenly, but if is self-reliant; and
her beauty is pronounced enough to make men glad
to look at her. For her own reasons she has deter-
mined to be a lady, and so far as taste in dressing
is concerned, she has learned her lesson. She is
learning other things by degrees, and the sweet
womanliness that underlies her character keeps her
from too many gaucheries.

She looks out of the window for a little while, her
mother reading the letter in the interim. There is
a soft, dreamy look in Sara’s eyes, which suddenly
fades out, while the short upper lip curls scornfully.

“He’ll do us proud, won’t he?” she cries, turning
toward her mother.

“Who will?” demands Mrs. Jones.

“Why, Sam Morgan. Just imagine him here!
Great Scott! ma, why couldn’t he have staid in
Arizona? They need him there.”

“Why, Sal.” cries Mrs. Jones, in severe reproba-
tion. “If getting high-toned is going to make you
go back on yer friends, it lets me out. I'm glad
he's comlng, and you’d ough‘ter be.”

“I’m not, all the same,” retorts Sara; “but if he’s
coming I’ 11 treat him decent. Oh, here’s Colette.
Come, help me dress, Colette. Where have you
been, anyhow? Say, mamma, when are they—is
Sam commg'?”
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“The leiter don’t say; but any time, I reckon.”

“Do they go to England first?” demands Sara,
with a little choke in her voice.

“Yes,”

‘Sara’s head goes up with a little toss, and her
white, even teeth shut tightly together.

“She’s a married woman,” she mutters. “Come
along, Colette!”

Colette wonders why mademoiselle is so very
particular about her toilet this afternoon. Sheis
usually good-tempered and easily suited. She is
not precisely cross now, but nothing seems to suit,
and Colette is obliged to change and change again,
until at last she goes into the other room and ex-
postulates to the trunks.

*What is the matter with Mademoiselle Sara?”
she murmurs, with her pretty shoulders drawn up.
“This will not do, that will not do; nothing will do.
I think to myself that she has had some bad news
about a lover. Pff!” and Colette tosses her hand
with a gesture of disdain.

Then she returns to Sara, and is all patience and
anxiety to please. until at last her young mistress
is pleased to be pleased. And she may well be, for
of her type it would be hard to find anything sweeter
or lovelier than Sara Jones, late of Arizona.

And her mirror is kind enough to tell her so,
which is gratifying to Sara. and she smiles her ap-

roval at it. She is thinking that if anybody who
new her last in Faro Gulch should see Irer now, he
would surely think there was a great change in her.

Then she goes in to see that her mother, whose
taste is not always to be relied on, has been prop-
erly kept in check by her maid. That maid, by the
way, is the one great misery of the good woman’s
life. And it was a long time, in fact, before she
could bring herself to make her toilet in her pres-
ence without blushing with modesty and shame.

That time is past now, however. and Mrs. Jones
feels the same sort of triumph in her self-conquest
that the far Western Congressman did when he
?n‘ally learned to eat olives without making a wry

ace.



128 LATE OF ARIZONA.

Sara finds her dressed as she should be, and to-
gether, when the time comes, they go down to the
dining-room. But now there is a contretemps, as
Sara takes care to call it. Provision has not been
made for them, and there is no suitable table for
these American ladies, who wish and can pay for
the best of everything.

The head-waiter is in despair; everybody stares
at the new-comers; Sara gazes about the room with,
that casy manner which 1s natural enough to her,
and which is supposed to be the result only of the
highest breeding.

As she does so she catches the eye of a very
beautiful woman who is seated alone at a table
large enough to accommodate four., The lady
smiles pleasantly, and indicates her table by a mo-
tion of her beautiful head. Sara smiles back and
leads her mother over there, the head-waiter hast-
ening to get there first in order to adjust the chairs
and make his apologies.

He has the good sense to keep quiet, however,
when he sees that the ladies are not thinking of
him, but are intent on mutual explanations.

“It is very kind of you,” says Sara, feeling sure
that the lady is American. :

“Your ladyship will forgive,” is all the head-
waiter ventures, and then daits away; but he has
told Sara and her mother that the lady is an En-
glishwoman of title.

The lady smiles pleasantly at Sara and her
mother.

“I was sure you were American,” she says, “and
I was glad to have you come.” :

“How on earth everybody finds thht out beats
me,” says Mrs. Jones, affably.

“It was kind of you, all the same,” says Sara,
admiring the exquisite beauty of the lady. “May
I introduce my mother and myself? Mrs. Jones,
Miss Sara Jones,” and she smiles gayly.

The other starts and turns a little paler,

“The girl he will marry,” she thinks,

“My name,” she says, unconscious how her tone
grows cold and formal, “is Lady Sandowne.”
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“The woman he loves!” is the thought that rends
Sara’s heart.

And then the two women study each other with
bitter, jealous eyes.
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CHAPTER XX,
JEALOUSY.

Both Marjorie and Sara have 100 much self-con-
trol to betray what they feel as they sit facing each
other. After a quick look into each other’s eves
they exchange commonplaces, but all the while
w?ndering how much or how little to say to each
other.

Marjorie knows perfectly well that she should say
to Sara at once that she has heard of her through
her father; but there is a strong feeling in her
breast that if she does the conversation will surely
turn on Mr. Lake, and she does not feel that she can
bear to discuss him with this young woman.

Miss Sara, on her part. does not intend to be the
first to mention Mr. Lake, but she resents it that
Marjorie should not do so.

“Huh!” she says to herself, “she loves him just
as much as she ever did. I'd like to know what
i‘light she, a married woman, has to be thinking of

im.”

But nothing alters the fact that Marjorie is the
most beautiful woman she has ever seen; and she
is ready to grind her little teeth with jealous rage
at the thought that Lake may come along at any
time and see Marjorie.

Nevertheless these two sit and smile at each other
all through the meal, and contrive somehow to
keep up a steady flow of conversation. But as the
time goes bv and nothing is said of Mr. Lake, Mar-
jorie has a bitter, humiliating sense of having been
guilty of a great error.

She should have spoken of Mr. Lake at once, for
the more she talks with Miss Jones, the more cer-
tain she bhecomes that that voung lady knows not
only that Mr. Lake once was her lover. bat that he
gtill holds a large place in her heart. In other
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words, she has given this crude, but very astute,
Western girl a very great advantage over her.

And the worst 1s that she is forced to confess to
herself that she does care more for Mr. Lake than
she should. She will never let him know, of course,
but it is horrible to her that she cannot put all the
past away from her. Shz has a sickening sense of
her own weakness, and, with a sublime disregard of
logic, she hates Sara for it.

“Silly, vulgar creature!” she says to herself.
“The 1dea of calling herself by the name of Sara!
And she hasn’t even educated her mother up to
it yet. You can see ‘Sal’ trembling on her lips
every time she addresses her. 1 wonder what he
can sec In her. Well, it is no concern of mine.”

And then, because they hate each other so cor-
dially, these two arrarge to be together during the
evening, so that they may listen to the music. And
Marjorie is at.once kind, courteous, and carelessly
superior.

Several times Mrs. Jones threatens to throw a
bomb-shell inte the camp of the smiling enemies by
making some enthusiastic mention of Sam or Lake;
but each time, Sara, with an address worthy of a
complete society education, catches her words be-
fore thev have been fairly uttered, and to use her
own expression, “side-tracks” them.

But Marjorie is aware each time of what has hap-
pened. and becomes at once defiant and desperste.
And when they separate for the night they arrange
to see more of each other on the following day.

‘When Marjorie is in her own room, and has dis-
missed her maid after being undressed, she paces
up and down, up and down, thinking it all over.
Hard, angry thoughts of Sara form in her mind;
pity and reproach for herse’ ; and then at last she
throws herself on the bed and sobs.

But the next day thev are together just as much
as they had planned, and for a reason, which each
understands, but which onlv Sara dares confess to
herself, they will not lose sight of each other.

Marjorie by this time has come to suspect what

ara knows—that Mr. Lake may come at any time.
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And neither will leave the other if she can help it.
And Marjorie despises herself,

But it dues not matter if she does; she continues
doggedly to wait for his coming. She longs pite-
ously to see him once more, and keeps promising
herself that once she has seen and talked with him
she will be so cool and distant that he will never
suspect what place he has occupied in her heart.
Not for worlds would she let him know now how
her heart had almost broken in the sacrifice she had
made for Dick’s sake, and not even her hatred of
Sara shall induce her to do anything she would not
do if she were a loving and loved wife.

They are all sitting together, looking out on the
water. and Marjorie, in her soft, sweet voice and
patronizing manner, is telling Sara, as one tells an
ignorant child, many of the peculiarities of the
Riviera, when suddenly Mrs. Jones, with a joyous
return to the customs of Arizona, springs to her fect
with a cry of:

“Land o’ Liberty, Sal! Here they he! Sam Mor-
gan, howdy! - Bob Lake, ver a sight fer sore eyes!”

Sara rises with a beating heart. The moment has
come, which for her is fuller of importance than
any she has ever faced before. Within five minutes
the whole battle of her life will be fought. She does
not put it in those words, but her nerves are con-
scious of the fact.

Marjorie has changed to a deathly white; her
heart is beating, too, and so hard that it actually
pains her. But she does not rise from her chair.
She sits still, composing herself, and waiting, list-
ening.

Sam Morgan, not improved by the garments of
civilization, if the truth be told, but looking heroic
in his bigness, honest in his simplicity, and pros-
perous in the diamonds, which no remonstrance of
Lake’s will induce him to hide, comes forward the
first, beaming with delight, and gives his great
hand to Mrs. Jones.

“Wa-al!” he cries, in his hearty voice, “blame
me ef 1 ain’t glad ter see ye! Sal, how goes it?”

The young lady graduate from Faro Gulch turns
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red, and offers the tips of her fingers to Sam. Mrs.
Jones, who is deeply interested in the success of
Sam’s courtship, and who sees that he has made a
mistake, whispers rather too audibly:

“Don’t call her Sal, Sam. It’s Sary now. Spell it
S-a-r-a.”

Sara turns to Lake, knowing as well as if she has
looked, that Marjorie’s short upper lip is curling
scornfully at Mrs. Jones’ audible instructions.
Sara recovers, however, the moment she feels the
hand of Mr. Lake holding hers. _

She looks up into his face to know how he is
affected by what improvement she has made in arts

feminine, She dreads to see a cerfain quizzical ex-
pression there, but, no, the steady gray eyes are
tixed on her with kindly approval. Lake knows at
once what a success she has achieved. He bows in
his easy, courteous way, and says:

“We hoped to find you here, Miss Jones. How
are you, Mrs. Jones?”

Sara is prepared now for what must come, and,
like a good general, she advances to meet the en-
emy half-way. She steps aside, and in the most
conventional tones, says:

“Mr. Lake, permit me to present you toa lady
who has been very kind to us—Lady Sandowne.”

Then she watches them with keen, fearful eyes.
Marjorie knows she is being watched; she knows
that Sara is watching his face, too. But a moment
ago she was firm in her determination to greet Mr.
Lake with calm, quiet courtesy—even with a little
coolness.

But now, as she rises to her feet and puts out her
hand to him, everything is changed. Resentment
at Sara in the first place, perhaps, but now, itis
probable, because of the gray eyes which are bent
on her; she does not look up for a moment, and
when she does, her blue eyes are full of beseeching.

It is always hard to take Lake off his guard. He
has expected to see Marjorie somewhere on the Con-
tinent, and after a c%uick, fleeting pallor, his face is
composed to meet the wife of Lord Sandowne—to
meet the woman who is forever lost to him,
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But when the little hand is put out the head re-
mains fearfully bent, and then, when the beautifal
blue eyes he remembers so well are uplifted, with
that look in them, he almost groans aloud, for he
sees all at once, not the woman who is lost to him
forever, but the woman he loves, and who—God
help them both!—who loves him.

“ Lady Sandowne!” he murmurs.

“Mr, Lake!” she whispers.

And Sara knows that Lake is no nearer to loving
her than he was the day she told him how she had
kept him in ignorance of the day of Marjorie’s wed-
ding. Oh, how she hates Marjorie at that moment!
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CHAPTER XXL
ANGRY PASSIONS.

Mr. Lake and Marjorie have nothing to say to
each other before so many. If they had mef with-
out witnesses there might have been much to say,
for their hearts are perilously full. Mr. Lake turns
quickly to Bara.

“I am glad,” he says, “that you met Lady San-
downe. I suppose she hunted you out. Her father
told me he had written of your being here,” and he
looks at Marjorie.

Marjorie detects a sarcastic smile on Sara’s lips,
and it angers her. She knows she is being justly
punished for her error, but the knowledge brings
no contrition, In fact, it urges her on to refaliate
on Sara—to do the thing she ought of all things
not to do. She determines to show Sura that she
has no hold whatever on Lake.

“No,” she says, sweetly, “I did not tell Miss
Jones that I had been told to look for her. Acci-
dent brought us together, and I have been enjoving
her company for her own sake. How pleasant it
is for Americans to mecet abroad! You have
brought an old family friend with you, I fancy,”
and she glances at Sam.

Sam, who is growing rather tired of the exclusive
society of Mrs. Jones, takes the opportunity offered
by Marjorie’s glance to bow and smile. And when
Lake at once presents him to Marjorie, he says,
heartily:

“I saw yer old man before I came away. IHe was
looking pretty tolerable. I say, Sal—I can’t work
my tongue round Sara, nohow—ye’re lookin’ well.
Who’d think, to look at ye, that ye was the same
gal thet——" ‘

Lake interposes suddenly, to save Sara the morti-
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fication of a reminiscence of the days he very well
knew she wishes forgotten.

“By the way, Sam, what do you say if we take a
little promenade with the ladies? That is, if the
ladies do not object?”

“ Not in the least,” Marjorie hastens tc say. “I
am sure Miss Jones will have many questions to
ask about her old friends at—at—Faro Gulch, 1s it?
Let us go. by all means. Shall we lead the way,
Mr. Lake?”

All this because of her anger at Sara, and in defi-
ance of an inward monitor, which was telling her
to beware of playing with fire. Lake looks puzzled
at the flippant tone, which he has never noticed in
Marjorie before; but he has heard enough of her
relations to Sandowne to make him believe that her
manuer is only a mask for an aching heart.

With a smile at Sara, Marjorie goes on ahead with
Mr. Lake, leaving the less ready Sara to follow with
what heart she may. But after she has gone a few
vards with Lake, the peculiarity of her position
comes over her, and frightens her.

‘What has she done? What will he think of her?
How shall she extricate herself--without giving
Sara cause for triumph? Anyhow, she must say
something—anything.

“You are looking well, Mr. Lake.”

“Yes, I am quite well now,” he replies.

“You have been sick, then?” she queries, in sur-
ise. -
PR You did not know?” he asks. “But how should
you? I was thinking Miss Jones might have told
vou. But you did not know each other. Besides,
she hardly would.”

“(h,” she exclaims, with sudden comprehension,
and with deep interest. “Was it out there in Ari-
zona? Had it anything to do with Dick?”

Then both suddenly realize whither this conver-
sation is leading them, and both are embarrassed,
until Marjorie, with a defiant expression in her
eyes, turns to him, and says, with frank courage:

“Mr. Lake, you can tcll me something I must
know, You saw Dick out there?”
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«Yes, and he gave me a message for you. Shall
I tell you now?” .

“No, not now. I—I don’t think I could bear it
now. I am notin the right mood forit. But this
evening—during the music—perhaps you would tell
me. Wae can be more alone then.”

“Certainly,” Mr. Lake says, a great deal of
trouble in his heart as he studies the face that musc
always be so dear to him.

“I—I would not ask it,” she goes on, in a low
tone, “only perhapsit will be the only opportunity.”

“ I understand,” he replies, loyally. For he does
understand that it will be wiser that they do not
meet often.

He realizes it more fully during these past few
minutes than before he met her. He has counted a
great deal on his gelf-control, but he finds that it
does not help him to conquer his feelings as he had
believed it would. It has been very difficult to walk
calmly by the side of Marjorie, knowing what
might have been.

And, somehow, the old feeling of anger at Sallie
for what she did returns to him. He had forgiven
her wholly and freely after her reckless ride over
the mountains with his telegram; but now that he
is face to face with his loss, the anger comes back,
and the thought shapes itself:

“But for her, Marjorie might be mine.”

This feeling unconsciously shows itself to Sara
when the party comes together again. She feels it
because she is so sensitive to all that concerns him,
although he endeavors to act as naturally as before,

And because she feels it she hates Marjorie with
renewed hitterness.

“Either you or I will go under in this serimmage,
Madge Bridger,” she says to herself, and she isin a
fit mood to do anything ugly.

Jealousy sharpens her eyes, and she is certain
that _the two have arrived at some sort of under-
standing. They separate. and Lake devotes him-
self alternately to Mrs. Jones and Sara; but the
latter is convinced that they have agreed upon
something., She will learn what.
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In the evening Marjorie does not join them to
listen to the music; and Lake, in a little while, ex-
cuses himself, and saunters off to smoke, he says.
Sara is furious. Marjorie is married. Why does
she not let Mr. Lake alonc? What right have they
to meet in such a way?

Neither of them is thinking of her, however.
Marjorie is waiting for Mr. Lake, to hear from him
about Dick. She has persuaded herself that that is
all she is there to listen to, but she wonders now
and again how much of the mystery of the tele-
gram will be told.

“Thank you for coming, Mr. Lake,” she says, with
formal politeness, as he approaches her, where she
sits alone in a distant corner of the hotel piazza.

“Thank you for permitting it,” he replies.

She leans forward.

“Mr. Lake,” she says, hurriedly, as if she does
not dare trust herself to dwell long on what she is
saying, “perfect frankness between us is best,
What is past is all past and dead, but for the best
of reasons it will be better if we understand that
this shall be our last interview, except as we meet
casually. I am sure you agree with me—will help
me,” she adds, tremulously, as if her courage were
hardly equal to the strain put upon it.

«T understand you,” he replies, his voice low and
uneven. “Please trust me fully. And please be-
lieve that whatever I may say to-night, the one
great desire of my existence is the preservation of
vour happiness—as much as may be. I say this be-
cause I feel as you do that this is a last oppor-
tunity.”

She does not answer, and he goes on:

«T left you in New York, and went to Arizona,
determined to find your brother Dick, and learn
from him the truth. I do not need to be more ex-
plicit. I was fortunate in extricatjng him from a
great danger at once.”

“] hope there is some one who can tell me just
what you did.” she says. “Dick was very dear to
me. and anything done for him was done for me.”

“What I did for him was done for you,” he re-
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plies, quickly. “After the event I speak of, Dick
and I encountered a deadly peril together. A truer,
braver companion in danger no man ever had than
Dick; and 1 believe that had he outlived that horri-
ble night he would have lived iruer to his nature.”

“I am glad you say that,” she murmurs. “I al-
ways knew that, under his wayward actions, Dick
had a good nature.”

“We were attacked by the Apaches, and he
fought a noble fight. It was then that he talked of
vou. He sent his dearest love to you, and his last
word was of you. ‘Dear little Madge,” was the last
thing 1 heard.”

He ceases talking, for he knows Marjorie is weep-
ing. He does not speak again until she has dried
her tears, and says to him:

“ He said more. 1 think I have a right to know,
even now, that there is no remedy for what is done.
Nothing can alter my relations to—to my husband.
Please tell me everything.”

So Lake tells her all that passed between him and
Dick, and tells further how he lay sick for weeks,
and how the telogram was sent. He tells all the
good that Sallie did him, but says nothing of that
one cvil thing which resulted in the marriage of
Marjorie to Sandowne.

Marjorie listens at first with jecalousy to his ac-
count of how kind Sallie was, and there is a sharp
pang in her heart at the account of the ride the lat-
ter took. But Lake tells of it in so cold a way that
Marjorie is set thinking, and at last leaps to a con-
clusion not far from the truth.

She is sure that Sara—her lip always curls at the
name—is her evil geniusg; and she wonders if the
time will ever come when Lake will end it all by
taking that Western girl to his home.

In the meanwhile the Western girl is working her-
self into a state of mind to fit her for a veritable
genius of evil. She does not attempt to seek the
two persons who occupy all her thoughts, but she
busies herself imagining what they are saying, and
her wrath grows apace.

Sallie has great capabilities for good or for evil,
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because her nature is a strong one, and because it
1s an ungoverned one. She is one to sacrifice her-
self for the one she loves; but she is very likely to
render the sacrifice useless before she makes it.

Her anger is at white heat, and is in a perfectly
malleable state, when her eyes fall on a face which
seems familiar, and as if it were somehow asso-
ciated with her present trouble.

She turns her eyes away, then looks again. The
face is that of a rather handsome man, who carries
not only in his countenance, but in his attitude and
movements, all the marks of long-continued dissi-
pation. He comes nearer to where she sits, and
his face is turned toward her,

“Lord Sandowne!” she mutters. “He is looking
for his wife.”

Her face grows white and set, and she keeps her
eyes fixed on Sandowne until he has the feeling
that he is being looked at steadily, and turns and
s%ares at Sara with the cool insolence of men of his
class,

She bows and smiles at him, and he, with a puz-
zled look, returns her salutation. He turns away,
and is seemingly searching his memory for the face
he has seen, It evidently eludes him, for he turns
once more and looks at her.

She smiles in the manner of one enjoying the
discomfiture of another. She is pretty, and wall-
dressed, though so plainly an American that he
fears she may be a friend of Marjorie’s. Neverthe-
less, he goes over to her, and in the easy, suave
way which comes to the roue, and which good
women often call “a lovely manner,” says:

“It is my good fortune to have met you before.
It is unpardonable that I— —”

“Quite pardonable,” interposes Sara. “When you
last saw me I was a frontier girl.”

He looks at her again, and studies her face with
a little anxiety mingled with his interest, for there
are frontier girls he would not care to meet in Nice.
This cannot be one of them, however, or he would
recall her face easily.

“I can’t guess,” he says.
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“Do you remember the Spoke Mine?” she asks.

“«Ah!” he cries at ouce. “You are the girl who
nursed Lake.” :

“Yes,” she replies, in a low tone; “you owe me
a wife.”

“ And do you owe me a husband?” he asks, with a
sort of sardonic humor that belongs to him.

She flushes deeply, and her eyes fall for a mo-
ment before the now bold and familiar stare of San-
downe.

“No,” she says; “why should I? It was not of
me that the sick man talked.”

Sandowne stares at her with a half-angry, half-
suspicious flush on his cheek. Isshe mecrely giv-
ing him a sly thrust, or does she mean more than
she says?

“Ah!” he says, carelessly; “of whom did he talk,
then ?”

“Don’t you remember?” queries Sara, with very
well assumed innocence. “The name was Mar-
jorie Bridger, I think. You showed me her picture.”

“0Oh, yes,” Sandowne says,-carelessly, and then
straightens up, as if tired of bending over to talk.

As he stands erect his eyes wander over the large
room, as if searching for something. Presently he
bends over Sara again, and asks, in an indifferent
way :

“Where is Lake now? I haven’t seen him since
that day, when he was sick.”

“Didn’t you know?” she exclaims, with a look of
surprise. “He is here. I saw him not more than a
few minutes ago. He went out to smoke, I think.”

A strange look passes over Sandowne’s face, and
he says:

“I think that is an excellent idea. I believel
will go out and smoke myself. Did he go out
toward the court?”

« Yes'”

Sara watches him go out, and as he disappears
through the door, half starts up as if to follow him.
Then. with a set jaw, she sits down again and
watches the people, without seeing one.

Lord Sandowne, meanwhile, with a very vicious
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expression, wanders about until he sees two per-
sons, a lady and a gentleman, sitting together in &
dim corner of the piazza. He saunters near enough
to be sure that they are the persons he is seeking,
and then approaches.

Lady Sandowne starts and half rises at the sight
of the approaching figure, then reseats herself, and
waits quietly for what is to come.
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CHAPTER XXIIL.
HUSBAND AND LOVER,

Lord Sandowne is not in a pleasant frame. In
fact he has not been in many months; but he is
in an especially unpleasant temper just now, be-
cause he has been losing money at Monte Carlo.

He has come down to Nice with the intention of
letting Marjorie know that he is tired of waiting
for her father to give his opinion of the Spoke
Mine matter. Like every gambler, he believes that
if he only had sufficient money to give his system
a fair chance, he would come out & winner, ’

But that is quite aside from his feeling toward
Marjorie. That has grown into a pure and uninixed
hatred, and is a thing dissociated from the money
side of their relations.

As for Lake, he has always hated himn. He hated
him mildly when he saw him for the first time at
the horse-show, riding to beat Marjorie’s jumper.
And of course he hated himn bitterly after his
(Lake’s) discovery of the author of the cut stirrup
leather.

As he approached Marjorie and Lake, all these
various emotions combined to make his feelinrg
what an Englishman would call “nasty.”

He is not certain just what he will do or say.
That will depend upon Lake, somewhat. He cer-
tainly does not feel like doing anything that will
call for or justify any action on the part of Lake;
for he has heard and seen enough of Lake to make
him feel a decided respect for him.

But there is something in Sandowne which en-
ables him to say and do things of the most insulting
and exasperating sort, without laying himself open
to being held responsible. He knows this well
enough to make him feel now that he has an oppor-
tunity to insult the man he hates.
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And he remembers, too, how Lake was always
ready in thosé other days, to hinder him in his pro-
ject of winning Marjorie and her millions. He
thinks of how Lake loved Marjorie, and how they
both undoubtedly love each other yet.

He has an opportunity for revenge of a sort to
please a little mind like his, and he is resolved not
1o miss it.

So it is with a strong dash of gleeful malice,
mingled with his ugly temper, that he stops before
the two and says: :

“ Am 1 mistaken, or is this Lady Sandowne?”

Lake starts at the sound of the voice, which is
instantly familiar to him, for dislike will impress
anything upon the mind quite as deeply as a
friendiy feeling. He rises from his seat, and bows
in a cold, formal way.

Sandowne does not notice him at all; but keeps
his eyes tixed on Marjorie, who also has risen, and
who replies, with forced calmness:

“Yes, it is I, Lord Sandowne.”

She has not seen so very much of him since their
married life, but she has learned to know him well
during that time; and she is certain that he intends
using the situation in which he has found her, to
say some vile thing. 8o she steadies her nerves to
receive what he may say without betraying her
own feeling. '

“T looked for you in the hotel, and could not find
you,” he says, with a sneer that is quite perceptible
in his tone, even though the dim light out there
prevents a good view of his face. “I fancied I
should find you in some such”—he pauses to give
effect to his words—*place.”

Marjorie flushes to the roots of her hair. She is
not as self-controlled as she fancied she could be.
Perhaps the'story she heard from Lake has unset-
tled her more than she knows. Perhaps she forgets
that a wife can have no champion as against her
husband.

Instead of replying to the insinuation of her hus-
band, Marjorie gocs through a complicated process
of reasoning, remembering and desiring all at once;
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and before she knows it has turned to Mr. Lake
and has said, with a meaning which is somehow
subtly present: :

«You know Lord Sandowne, Mr, Lake?”

Her words have the effect of an introduction;
but they bring the blood in a furious tide to the
usually livid face of Sandowne. They bring up to
him, with increased vividness, all the memories he
has himself just been going over,

1t is very much as if Marjorie has rechearsed all
the wretched story of the cut strap, the forged let-
ter from Dick, and all the rest.

Lake sees this, too; and knowing better than
ever the relations existing between the two, but
without comprehending them fully, thinks to take
the sting out of her hasty words by doing what
nothing on earth but a regard for her would induce
him to do. He holds out his hand to Sandowne,
saying:

“How do you do, Lord Sandowne?”

The insulting grin that parts Sandowne’s lips is
lost in the dim light; but there is no mistaking the
meaning of the manner in which he puts his hands
behind him; or, if there were, his words would
make his intentions quite clear.

Placing his monocle in his eye, he stares at Lake
and drawls:

.y Aw! Lake! Herode a horse in the show, I be-
lieve.” :

“Yes,” says Lake, keeping perfect control of him-
self, for Marjorie’s sake, “1 rode one of the horses.”

But Marjorie, having given way a little, seems
unable to hold herself in check any longer. She
has a sense of security in Lake’s presence, of which
she is not in the least conscious.

Poor girl! her calm intentions are to submit with
womanly dignity and patience to the burden she
was 8o foolish to take upon herself. She has rea-
20ﬁed it out that it shall be her punishment for her

olly.
And up to this time she has been all that she has
promised herself to be. But her position is an
anomalous gne. To all the world she is a wife; as
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a matter of fact, she is still Marjorie Bridger, only
tied to a man whom she hates. _

The talk with Lake has madc her still more like
the Marjorie Bridger of old; has made her yoke
more than ever hateful; and. she has not that re-
straint upon her which she would have had had
she been in truth the wife of the man whose name
she bears.

She is indignant with Sandowne for daring to in-
sult Lake; and her voice swells a little at first, and
then grows caustic as she goes on.

“You cannot have forgotten Mr. Lake,” she says.
“If you think a moment, you will remember that it
was his stirrup leather that was cut by some
scoundrel, who might easily have been a murderer.”

Sandowne chokes with rage. This. is so new a
phase in Marjorie’s character that he loses that
vicious equanimity which is absolutely necessary
to a man who wishes to insult another without ex-
posing himself to trouble. .

He understands perfectly that Marjorie is saying
these things because her spirits have been affected
by the sight of Mr. Liake. The only wrong he does
Marjorie is to believe that she and Lake have
come to some understanding.

“0Oh!” he says, with an ugly snarl, “cut stirrups,
broken oars, and sudden fits of illness are things
which often come to men who are afraid they can-
not win,”

‘What does it matter if thie insinuation is absurdly
false? It is the patent intention to say an insulting
thing which counts; and Marjorie is ready with a
quick rejoinder,

But Lake, with a cooler head, sees that matters
are taking a course which must not be permitted.
He comprehends Marjorie better than she does her-
self, ang he feels very pitiful toward her.

To see her losing her self-control in this way
gives him a better idea than before of her suffer-
ings with this man, His blood boils, and if it might
be, he would pick him up and throw him over the.
railing of the piazza. , '

Not that he feels that that particular act would
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serve to alter the man who tortures Marjorie, but
simply because he feels toward Sandowne as he
would toward any ill-conditioned, snarling cur.

Instead of giving way to his feelings, however,
Lake does what he thinks is best under the circum-
stances. He raises his hat and says: '

“No doubt you will excuse me, Lady Sandowne,
if I go look for my friends. Good-evening, Lord
Sandowne!”

“I will go inside, too, if you please,” Marjorie
8aYS.

ghe understands precisely why Lake is leaving,
and she knows that it is at once the wisest, easiest
thing to be done under the circumstances. But
with that pertinacity of obstinacy which sometimes
overwhelms the best of us, she ingists upon spoiling
his well-intended plan.

“By all means,” Lake replies, sorry she has said
it, but comprehending her, and quickly determined
to bear her out to the limit of his ability.

But Sandowne is not to be pushed aside in that
fashion. He has some rights, and is determined to
assert one of them in a way to make them both
wince,

“(One moment,” he says, in a harsh, abrupt tone.
“Lady Sandowne, I wish to speak with you in pri-
vate. 1f you can spare me her society for a little
while, Mr.—er—Lake, I shall be obliged. No doubt
ghe will meet you again.”

This is such an open insult to Marjorie that
Lake takes a quick step forward, as if he would lay
hands on the wretch, Sandowne steps back, not
relishing the thought of an encounter with Mr.
Lake, who has impressed him as being possibly the
worst man in the world in such a case. \

Then Marjorie gives a little gasp of terror.

Personal violence is always a terrifying thing to
arefined woman. She knows Lake can break San-
downe in two if he shall choose to do so; but the
‘reyu&sion has already taken place in her woman’s
mind,

She sees everything that may result from an en-
counter between her husband and her—lover,
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Yes, that is her own thought; and it makes her
so wretched, so unhappy, and zo humble that she
gasps, quickly:

“Very well. Lord Sandowne,. if you wish to speak
with me, I will remain. I beg you will excuse us,
Mr. Lake?”

It seems to Lake that she is begging him not to
excuse her, but to try to understand her, and to
complehend why she is so changeable. ‘And he
would give a year of his life to say to her:

“Marjorie, I understand how you are suffering;
I know that youn have lost your self-control because
your heart is breaking.”

But he cannot say it to her, and it is not possible
for her to read it in his eves. So he can only take
it f?r granted that she realizes it without its being
said

He raises his hat and goes away with an aching
heart, thinking bitterly that a false convention pre-
vents him from espousing her caues as he would
like. And the worst reflection of all is that the
conditions of her life are such as must in the very
nature of things endure,
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CHAPTER XXIIIL
ONE WAY.

For a moment after Lake is gone it seems to
Marjorie that she must drop into her chair and cry.
She has never before felt the same scnsation of
helplessness and loneliness.

She has always been self-reliant. She has always
felt that she must face and conquer her own diffi-
culties. And when she was Marjorie Bridger, even
when she was forced to decide about marrying
Sandowne to save Dick, it did not secem difficult.

It never is as difficult to pnsh the boat out in the
rapids as it is to stem the rapids afterward. A
ztrong and skillful arm at the car is then a blessed

oon.

Since that first day of the wedding, when she dis-
covered Sandowne’s infamous treachery, she nad
been able to keep good courage and fight her woe-
ful battle alone; but to-night, somehow, she feels
that she must have some one to lean on.

Lake is gone, and she realizes all at once that she
has been giving her trust and confidence to him;
that she almost gave away the self-reliance which
was hers before.

And she is at once frightened and humiliated.
She tells herself that it is because she loves Lake so
wholly; and she is too true to her own standard of
right to find any justification for herself.

She sinks into a chair before Sandowne, her heart
thumpin§ painfully, and her conscience crving out
that she has been recreant to her duty. -

“T am this man’s wife,” she thinks, “and I owe it
to myself to put any other man out of my heart.”

So she is 1n a very humble spirit. and if the man
before her only knew it, he could obtain almost
anything from her now, by treating her in the right
way. Will he treat her so?”



150 ONE WAT.

“Well, Lady Sandowne,” he says, between his
teeth, his voice having a very vicious tone, “so
your lover has come after you atlast. I wondered
how long it would be before it happened.”

Marjorie gasps as if ice-cold water has been
thrown on her. Sheswallows a lump that rises in
her throat, and opens and shuts her eyes with a
strange feeling ; she realizes that this man’s speech
has given root to a dreadful thought in her brain,

The particular thought does not formulate itself
at first, even though it seems to be burning itself in
somewhere; but other thoughts, questions, and
answers, flash through her brain so quickly that
there is no pronounced hesitation in her reply.

1Ter lover? Yes, he is her lover. Has he come
over with the thought that he can make her forget
her duty? No, that is not like him, Could he make
her forget it? Merciful Heaven! is it possible that
she cannot answer herself at once? Does she love
him? Yes, she worships him!

“Did you come here only to insult me?” she asks
Sandowne, but there is not the right ring of indig-
nation in her tone; and she quivers with shame
just as much as if Lake knew she was torturing
herself about him.

“Is it an insult to say what is the plain truth?”
he asks, with a sneer.

He has not the least notion of how he is hurting
her or he would be very happy. Even he cannot
conceive of Marjorie as anything but heroically
pure and good. - He simply knows that if she were
a free woman she would marry Lake,

Marjorie is trying to remember how she would
have answered such a thing yesterday. She is
afraid that she will say something that will surelv
let this man see into her mind. She fearsshe will
not say or do what she should do. How indignant
ought she to be? How much may she permit her-
self in the way of silent contempt?

“Have you nothing else to say but this?” she asks,
in a tone that makes him furious.

He thinks she is calmly superior to his taunts.
She is wondering, with misery in her heart, if he
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won’t notice how tamely she submits to his virtual
accusation.

“No,” he replies, “I did not come here to say these
things at all; but I supposeif a husband, even s0
litvle of a one as I, sees his wife in close conversa-
tion, in a dim corner, with a man whom he knows
she loves, he is at least justified in expressing the
natural thouglhits that are in his mind,”

Marjorie is all intent on her mental exarmination,
and does not reply to him. She has her pure soul
stretched on the rack, and is torturing it as no one
else could. And at length she comes to a conclusion
which gives her a measure of peace.

“I will tell him that we must not meet again. He
is so good, so noble that he will understand ; and he
will do what is right and best.”

She says this to herself, but says nothing to San-
downe; and he stands there before her, hating her
more and more. No man likes to be despised.
Sandowne would like to be feared; and perhaps it
is his greatest grievance against Marjorie that she
is not at all afraid of him.

“Well,” he says, venomously, “is it not worth
while even to explain why I find you two making
love in this corner? Is it not necessary that vou
should at least so conceal your fondness for this
Western bully and cowboy, that the very guests
may not talk of it?”

Marjorie’s lip curls. This is too puerile to trouble
her, No one could talk of what has not existed.

“Was it from the guests of the hotel, then,” she
asks, “that you learned of these altogether impossi-
ble and insulting things?”

“1 was directed here by one of the guests,” he in-
cautiously replies, intent chiefly on wounding Mar-
jorie by making her believe that she is talked of.

But Marjorie has had her woman’s weakness
restored to her all at once. She knows as well ag if
she had seen, that Sandowne was sent after her by
Sara Jones. In her jealousy the girl had done this
contemptible thing,

“Tt is not the first service Miss Jones has done
you, I believe,” she says, with cutting scorn.
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“Ah!” he exclaims, angry at the way he has be-
trayed himself; then with sudden enlightenment:
“You two have had a love-feast, indeed. So he has
explained all about why he did not get oun in time
to slave you from your awful fate,” he adds, sneer-
ingly.

“Ie told me what T had a right to know,” Mar-
jorie replies. She rises from ber chair, sincerely
anxious to be alone. “If you have nothing more
than this to say to me, I will go to my room.” .

Sandowne has been exasperated many times by
Marjorie, and many times the brute instinct to
strike her has gained almost uncontrollable strength
within him. Now it comes on again, but he does not
really strike her. He merely thrusts out his hand
and pushegs her roughly. .

She falls back into her chair, quivering and
shrinking. She has expected notbing less than a
blow several times, and has nerved herself to re-
ceive it. It has scemed to her that a blow would
somehow change their relations.

And now something of the sort has happened, and
it does not have the effect she had believed it would.
She had intended to receive it with calm scorn. She
does not know how she is receiving this.

It has come suddenly, and he is going on in a
rough, dictatorial way, while she still shrinks in
her chair, a struggle going on within her.

“I tell you, Lady Sandowne,” he says, rejoicing
to see how she cowers, “that this has gone far
enough. I am the master! You have presumed on
my complaisance; you have abused it by absurd
and unheard-of conditions: you have finally dared
to meet your lover by stealth, caring nothing for
my honor. I do not know, but I believe that you in-
vited him to come over here, misled by my mild-
ness.

«Now there shall be a change. Do you hear me,
Lady Sandowne? There shall be a change, and a
radical one. T have humored you as far as I intend
to. To-night—do you hear me?—to-night you wiil
instruct your maid to admit me.”

He has gone on, elated and exultant, as if the
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victory were alrcady achieved. He has struck ocher
women—the dastard !—and has seen them wilt be-
fore him in the same way. He has always been held
in check before by a feeling that to strike Marjorie
might result in something not quite conceivable.

But now, perhaps, owing to the fact that he is not
able to see her face, he has had the courage to
strike her, aud behold! the result is what it should
be. She has cowered before him, and she has list-
ened to his authoritative discourses to the end.

“You did not know me,” he goes on, “but now
vou do. Another thing is that you shall tell that
fellow, Lake, that you have seen enough of him.”

Marjorie rises slowly from her chair, and stands
before him, her head thrown back, and a look in
her blue eyes that would startle him could he see if.

“Lord Sandowne,” she says, in a low, broken
voice, “I have expected this before. I have felt that
some day you would raise your hand against me,
and would make me suffer the indignity of a blow.

“Idonot know what I must do, now that the
time has come. T have not been used fo dealing
with men of your stamp. I do not know why
Heaven has seen fit to give me this terrible experi-
ence. I will go, now.”

She starts to go from him; but he does not com-
prehend, or the blood that has gone to his head has
taken permanent possession.

“Lady Sandowne,” he says, between his teeth,
“sit down! Have you not had your lesson yet? Do
you think I will any longer be conirolled by your
heroics? Have you not heard what I said? Sit
down!” .

He has her by the arm, and is gripping it in a
way that makes her think of her wedding-day ; onlv
now the brute in him seems quite unrestrained, and
she knows that he will proceed to any lengths.
Nevertheless, she does not sit down, but moves a
little aside from the chair, so that when he pushes
her she staggers back.

Then he takes her by both arms, and pulls her
angrily, She does not resist, but there is a terrible
feeling in her heart toward him. A feeling that has
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never been there before, and which frightens her
gven while it overmasters her.

Sandowne, meanwhile, like the ungoverned brute
that he is, grows ateadlly more frenued in his rage,
and goes ou from pulling her, to swearing at her;
and from that to lifting his hand to strike.

“Don’t do that!” Marjorie says, in a hollow voice.

“Ah! I will do it, and you shall yield me obedi-
ence,” he answers, with an oath of a horrible sort.

His hand has almost touched the pale, fixed face,
when it is caught in a grip of iron, and a voice that
is low and hoarse, says in his ear:

“Release her, or, by the living God, I will kill
yvou!”

“T knew you would come.” Marjorie says, and
fallg lifeless in the arms of Mr. Lake.
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CHAPTER XXIV.
A REHEARSAL.

For a moment, as Lake stands out there on the
piazza, holding Marjovie in his arms, he cannot
speak; and he 1s couscious of two distinct feelings;
one of awful wrath against Sandowne, aund the
other of joy that Marjorie is in his arns.

Her alimost voiceless words, I knew you would
come,” have graven themselves deep on his heart,
and have convinced him, if he needed such con-
vincing, that he is as much to her as she to him.

But it is with Sandowne, and somewhat with the
future, that he has to concern himself now. Ie can
hardly find voice or words to address the former,
but after a moment he says, in a low tone:

“You degpicable cur! It only needed this.”

Sandowne is afraid of Lake. Thereis no doubt
even in his own mind about that. He fears Lake’s

hysical strength, of which he has seen examples
Eefore, and of which he has just had a conviucing
proof; but what most holds him in awe is a certain
masterfulness in Lake which stronger men than he
have recognized and submitted to.

But in proportion as he fears him, he hates him;
and if at that moment he had the weapon to do it
with, he would undoubtedly kill him. TUncon-
sciously Lake had thrown him against the railing
of the piazza when he thrust him aside to take Maxr-
jorie; and there he stands, his hot, angry breath
coraing and going quickly.

And he is thinking as he stands there that if he
only had a pistol, and a witness to declare that he
saw Lalke holding his wife in his arms, how easy it
would be to shoot Lake and declare he did it to de-
fend his outraged honor.

And that thought puts such a devilish idea into
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his head that he almost indulges in a smile. More-
over, it gives him a currish sort of courage; for
even a whipped cur will show its teeth and snap
and snarl,

“Yes,” he says, slowly, “it only needed this, It
only needed ocular demonstration of what 1 was
morally certain of before. I only suspected your
relations before: now I am sure of them.”

“Scoundrel!” cries Lake. “ Dare to insinuate such
a thing against this angel of purity again, and, as I
live, I will make you repent it.”

Sandowne moves farther away, and more into the
light, raising his voice as he goes; for at a little
distance he sees some of the guests of the hotel, out
promenading, and he wishes to attract their atten-
tion.

“You do well to protest her virtue, vou libertine!”
he gsays. “But this matter shall not rest here. Carry
her to her room, since she lies there so contentedly
in your arms, but——"

Lake comprehends the stratagem at once. It
fills him with horror to think of a man sunk so
low ; but he does not lose his presence of mind. With
a quick movement he places Marjorie in a chair,
whispering, in an agonized tone:

“Marjorie! 1 beg you to rally yourself! You are
threatened by a great danger!”

Then he springs toward Sandowne, who is con-
tinuing his tirade in a loud, distinct tone. The
promenaders are hastening toward them with all
the eagerness of idlers, to whom a scandal is the
sweetest morsel in all the world. :

With a swiftness that seems all the more remark-
able in a man so ordinarily deliberate and self-con-
tained, he catches Sandowne by the throat, so as to
stop his talk, and interposes himself between him
and the approaching persons.

“Stop that infamous talk, you hound!” he whis-
pers, fiercely. “lf you say any more, I will kill
vou where you stand, though I hang for it the next
minute!”

Then he turns and links his arm in that of San-
downe, and bursts into a loud and prolonged laugh.
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" “Very well done, indeed, my dear Sandowne!” he
cries, sufficiently loud for the approaching people
to hear. “If you will do half as well on the stage,
you will be a perfect success. I mean what I say,”
he whispers again. “I would hold your life, and
mine with it, cheap enough, as the price of her spot-
less reputation. Irepeat that if you say anything
before these people to cast a reflection on your
wife’s purity, I will kill you!”

He drops Sandowne’s arm and returns to Mar-
jorie, He leaves Sandowne ghastly and quivering.

Sandowne had heard a great deal about Lake
while he was in Arizong buying the Spoke; and he
had gained an ineradicable impression that Lake
was even better than his word.

Besides, there is something in the intentness of
Lake’s manner, which is very impressive; and,
with the feeling that those fingers of steel are still
pressing his windpipe, Sandowne turns and moves
away.

He has apparently been defeated this time, but
he has the savage consciousness that he has really
made a beginning toward the end he has in view,
He is well enough satisfied, though furious.

He has no doubt that some of the persons ap-
proaching will bhave at least a speaking acquaint-
ance with him. He hopes so, and, to give them
every opportunity, he moves slowly.

“Been having a rehearsal, Lord Sandowne?”
queries an Englishwoman, who 1is rejoiced to have
the opportunity to show her friends that she ison
speaking terms with a lord. “We could not make
out what it was at first. I had heard nothing of any
private theatricals. 1 hope you won’t forget me.”

“Ya-as,” he drawls, “we have been rehearsing
the first act of the ‘Injudicious Wife; or, the In-
jlfred”Husband.’ Perhaps you have heard of the
play.

“I say, Sandowne,” calls out Lake, “don’t lose
any time, will you? We’ll be along right away. I
will do exactly as I said.”

Sandowne moves on without a reply. Lake can-
not force him to reply in a way to destroy the effect
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of his innuendo. Perhaps his reply to the inquisi-
tive Englishwoman will not bear fruit at once, but
1t surely will in good time. .

“You are cursed clever,” he mutters to himself,
as he saunters toward the entrance; “but 1 will dig
a pit for you and her to fall in, or 1 am mistaken.
Curse you! 1 will yet have vour life, and her honor
and money, clever as you think yourself.”

“Marjorie,” -<whispers Lake to her, “can you
stand? We must follow him to the hotel at once.
Then you must leave me, and act as nearly as pos-
sible as usual.”

She shudders, and rises to her feet.

“What will he endeavor to do?” she asks. «I
guess a part; but I did not hear what he was say-
ing.” :

Shall he tell her? Yes; better do so than risk
having her make a mistake which may give that
gscoundrel an advantage over her.

“Take my arm!” he whispers. “And, Marjorie,
trust me! Iknow what you must have suffered,
and I fear you have yet much to go through. But
you can do it nobly. I know why you did it, and I
say you did right. Let what is between us give you
strength, but never any uneasiness.”

“How noble you are!”

“I am true to you, Marjorie,” he replies. “That
wretch will endeavor to compromise you by linking
vour name with mine. Therefore I shall leave here
to-night. There is a train that goes to Monte Carlo.
1 don’t wish to go too far away. And I shall tele-
graph for your father as soon as I reach there.”

“J cannot thank you,” she says, in a low tone,

“You do not need to, Marjorie. I bhave seen into
yvour heart. If you need friends, for any reason, do
not hesitate to call on the Joneses, or on Morgan,
They are a little rough and peculiar, but at heart
good and true.”

“Tt was Sara Jones who sent Lord Sandowne to
find us,” Marjorie says. .

Lake groans. It does not need that Marjorie
should explain or tell why she believes so, Lake is
certain that she is right the instant she speaks,
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“Poor girl!” he says.

“Al!” cries out Marjorie, as if a mortal pang
shoots thirough her heart, “do you only pity her
for it .

*1 must pity her, because I understand her,” he
replies, gently. '

In her weakness Marjorie has been leaning on his
strong arm, such a sweet sensation of security pos-
sessing her. She can even let him go away when
she needs a friend so much, because she knows that
it must be best since he says so. But when he re-
plies that he must pity Sallie because he under-
stands her, her little hand slips from his arm until
it barely touches it, '

Her step becomes firmer, too, and her face is
white, indeed, but proud and firm, as she enters the
hotel by his side.

“I will say good-evening now,” she says, dropping
her hand altogether from his arm. “I think I will
go to my room.”

He looks wonderingly at her. Clever as he is, he
has not yet mastered the intricacies of a waman’s
mental processes. He cannot comprehend why she
should be so suddenly changed from the clinging,
timid woman, ’

“But you will show yourself for a while in the
parlors?” he queries.

“No, I think not. I do not believe it will be nec-
essary. Thank you very much. You say you go to-
night? Then I shall not see you in the morning.
Do not waste all your money at Monte Carlo.”

She smiles, and is moving away. His face is
wlite as chalk as he listens; and there is a pain in
his heart because he cannot comprdhend this sud-
den flippancy. And yet he understood so well out
there on the piazza. But that was when her every
emotion, even what was concealed, was true to her
best womanly nature.

There are many persons moving about, and he
cannot make any pointed demonstration; but yet
he cannot take leave of her with that tone in her
voice, that look on her face.
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“Marjorie,” he says, “make one tour of the par.
lo;'ls1 with me. I askitasa favcr. Then go if you
will.”

She looks at him a moment, and he, watching her
intently, is surprised to see her bosom heave con-
vulsively for a moment, while a look as if she were
about to burst into tears passes over her face.

But this she controls, and the next expression is
one of meck obedience. She puts her hand on his
arm again, and together they pace slowly about the
rooms.

“Is anything wrong that I can right?” he asks.

“Nothing,” she replies, in alow tone. “You must
forgive me if I appear strange. 1tis because I—I
am so disturbed.”

“And you will remain here for a while at least,
won’t you?”

“Yes. I will do what vou think best.”

“Thank you. Shall T leave you here? Do you
know these people at all?”

“Yes, T know thew. Are you—must you go? Yes,
I know you must. If—if I should need—want—if
there should be any occasion——"

“My address will be the Hotel Imperial, Monaco,”
he says.
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CHAPTER XXV.
A PUZZLE.

As Lake leaves the parlors he meets Sam Mor-
gan., The latter has his brow all furrowed into
knots of perplexity.

“(reat Scott! Bob, but I’m pisen glad to see you,”
he exclaims.

“Why? What is ithe matter?”

“Wa-al, I’ve been gittin’ a drink. Sal—Sara,
blame the new name!—has turned so all-fired queer
it upsets me to be whar she is. So I says to her, ‘1
reckon I'll go licker up.” She says, ‘I’low that’s
what you need, Sam,’ so I started to get it.”

“«Well?”

“Wa-al, I don’t know how I ever got something,
but I did—brandy, and blamed good brandy, too.
But I'm darned if I kin find my way back to whar
them wimmen be. Why in thunder do they want to
speak a lingo nobody understands? I've tried Span-
ish an’ good Arizony on ’em, but it’s no go. Find
’em for me, will ye, Bob?”

So Bob, having time enough, though not inclined
to talk with Sallie now, takes Sam and searches
about until he finds Mrs. Jones and her daughter.
There is a man talking with Sallie as they ap-
proach, but he leaves immediately.

“That English lord that bought Spoke,” chuckles
Sam, as he sees the man raising his hat to Sallie.

Lake presses hig lips together, as if he fears they
will say something in spite of him.

“Sam lost himself,” Lake explains. “I have come
to say good-by for a while. I go to Monte Carlo to-
night.”

“Do you?” cries Mrs. Jones. “So do we. That is,
we %9 in the first train to-morrow. What started
you?
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g ‘ilYou go to Monaco?” queries Lake, looking at
allie.

Her pretty face is set, and her resolute little chin
is thrust out in a way that says unmisiakably that
she is responsible for the sudden movement.

“Yes.” says Sallie, but avoids the keen gray eyes,
in spite of her resolute expression.

“Wa-al,” interposes Sam, “I ain’t half-sorry fer
that, fer 1 kin play roulette in any language under
the sun. Is it a square game they play there, Bob?”

But he sees that Bob has approached nearer to
Sallie, and is speaking to her in a low tone. Some-
thing of the old uneasy feeling that Lake and Sallie
are too friendly, altogether, comes over Sam; but
he stifles it with true heroism, and saunters off by
the side of Mrs. Jones, letting Lake and Sallie fol-
low. some distance behind.

The fact is that Sam’s courtship is rather a vicari-
ous affair. Mrs. Jones is rejoiced to see him, and
assures Sam that Sallie is, too. ' ’

So Sam, not finding Sallie at all accessible, gives
most of his attention to the mother. And the gen-
eral effect of his presence with them is as if they
had a great, faithful mastiff ‘along with them for
protection.

Lake has taken his place by Sallie’s side with the
air of one who has authority, and will use it if need
be.

“Why dao you gn to Monaco?” he asks.

“Because it pleases us to go,” she answers, sulk-
ity. “Why shouldn’t we go? What is there peculiar
in our going?”

“Miss Jones,” says Lake, unconsciously using the
formal title he has given her.

“Don’t call me Miss Jones,” she says, stamping
her little foot. )

He eyes her with a singular expression in his
steady gray eyes.

“8allie,” he corrects himself, quietly, and there is
a very kind tone in his voice, “you don’t need me
to tell you that you ought not to have anything to
do with Lord Sandowne.”

She turns on him with flashing eyes, her anger
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making her brave a glance she dreads more than
anything else in the world. She tries vainly to
speak for a moment; then says, in a strangled
volce:

“Why not? You have to do with the wife.”

A flush of color and a twinge of pain show on
Lake’s countenance, but his eyes never lose their
steady, compelling glance on the pretty, defiant
face.

“I thought that brave ride of yours over the
mountains was the end of that, Sallie.”

She turns her face away, and seems to be looking
at the moonlight on the water below them. He
waits patiently, as if he knows what the result must
be. Suddenly she turns toward him, and her full
bosom is heaving unsteadily.

“Nothing is the end of it, Bob Lake,” she says,
with a fierce sob. “You know that, or you wouldn’t
be standing there making me turn my heart inside
out for you. You talk of that ride! Didn’t I do all
I could to get her for you?

“Did I care if I dropped when I reached thar?”
She is dropping into Faro Gulch vernacular now,
“No, I didn’t. I wanted to ef th’ answer war what
vou wanted, Bob Lake. Xf it warn’t, [ wanted to
be on deck.

“I know blame well it war my fault in th’ begin-
nin’, but I did what I could, didn’t I? You forgave
me yer own self, Bob Lake; an’gaid it was all
over, an’ jest as ef I'd never done nothin’, Isn’t
that straight? Am I sayin’ anythin’ that ain’t jest
es it was?”

“I6 is all true, Sallie. I said then that you were a
true-hearted little woman, and I hope I never shall
say anything else.”

Poor Sallie! she stands out there under the soft,
cool night sky of the Riviera; but she is away back
in Tombstone, with her old calico on- again, listen-
ing to Bob Lake tell her she is the bravest, best-
hearted girl in Arizona.

“Yer an honorable man, Bob Lake. Nobody
could ever say ye wa’n’t,” she goes on, her eyes
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looking past him, as if she could not bear to meet
the steady gaze vet.

“1 try always to be that,” he says; gently.

“Do honorable men love other men’s wives?” she
asks, quickly. Not at all as if she is trying to catch
him; but as if asking for information.

“I don’t know that love can be controlled, Sallie,”
he answers, something like a vibration in his voice
making her steal a swift glance at his face; “bur
an honorable man will never do anything that will
compromise a woman; and he will never speak to
a married woman of love, though he be dying
of it.”

“But she is married,” Sallie cries, vehemently,
“an’ you've got ter stop lovin’ her. She is married,
an’ you can’t have her, What d’ye suppose I stud-
ied French fer? What d’ye suppose 1 tried to get
the hang o> your way o’ talkin’ fer? Why did I
take off the calico, an’ throw away my six-shooter?
‘Why did I put on these here things? Why didn’t I
stick to plain Sal? You know, Bob Lake. Idid it
because, God help me! 1'm a blamed littie fool.”

There is such a look of pain on Lake’s face as

would come into the face of any clean-souled man.
It is not new to him. He has known it all along,
but he has hoped it would change. He does not
think how he clings to his own love.
"~ %Sallie,” he says, in a low tone, and reaches over
and takes her two hands in his. “I want you to
look me in the face the way you did the day we
had the talk in Tombstone.”

“] won’t,” she says, defiantly. “You want to
make me promise something.”

“Please look me in the eyes, Sallie,” he says.
“You and I must understand each other, or there
will be bitter sorrow for both of us.”

“Well, thar, then” and she turns and seems to
look in his eyes, without really doing it.

He doesn’t speak, but holds her hands steadily.
and keeps his eyes on hers until they meet his with
a wide-open, steady gaze.

“Sallie,” he says, then; but she snatches her
hands from his grasp, puts them to her face, and
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begius to sob in a low, broken way that is heart-
rending to hear.

He cannot bear to speak while she is sobbing, and
there is silence between them until she suddenly
stops and says, very humbly:

“You needn’t say a word, Bob. I know it’s all my
own fault. I will do anything you want me to.”

“I don’t want you to do anything, Sallie,” he
says.

'}‘I reckon I ain’t half-fit ter live,” she says. “I
don’t believe there ever war a gal with sech a tem-
per. 1lt’s—it’s like my good Knglish,” she adds,
with a hysterical little laugh, “I never have it
when I need it.”

“You won’t have anything more to do with that
gna? Sandowne, will you, Sallie?” Lake asks, coax-
ingly.

“I don’t believe he’s going to hurt me,” she an-
swers, evasively.

“He won’t do you any good, Sallie,” is his re-
joinder. “Let me tell you something about him.
When he came out where I was with her”—he sees
her wince as with pain--“telling her about how no-
bly Dick Bridger died, and how nobly you saved
me_____”

“And I reckon,” she interposes, humbly and
hopelessly, “it slipped out how I kept you from
sending her a message.”

“Yes, Sallie,” he responds, gravely, “I told her
that, and I told her of the ride you took, which not
a man in Faro Gulch would have taken.”

“Did ye tell her that, though?”

“Yes. But while I was talking to her, that—
wreftch came out-——"

"“Sent by me,” she interjects.

“Yes, sent by you, Sallie,” he acquiesces. “He
came out and talked in such a way that I thought it
best to leave them. But I could not do anything but
walk about uneasily, for I knew the sort of man le
was. Once I went where I could just see them, and
Iwas sure something was wrong. Well, I went
nearer. I saw him strike her once, and I saw him
lift his hand to strike again,”
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“I’ll bet he didn’t do it!” cries Sallie, turning her
?as}hing eyes on Lake with an assured, adoring

ook,

“No,” replies Lake, quietly, “I stopped him.”

“0Of course you did.” ‘

“Now, Ballie,” he goes on, persuasively, “you
don’t intend to have anything whatever to do with
him, do you?”

“] ain’t afraid of him, Bob,” she replies, with a
sort of doggedness that troubles him. “1f he should
try his hand histing me, I reckon he’d hear some-
thing drop.”

Lake recognized the hidden scorn of Marjorie in
this defiance; but he takes no notice of it.

“Qnly evil can come of having anything to do
with his sort, Sallie,” he says.

Sallie’s face is very pale now, and her eyes refuse
to look up into his.

“I guess 1 can take care of myself,” she says,
doggedly.

So Lake gives up trying to persuade her, satisfied
that she will at least do no more harm to Marjorie,
and sure that he can guard her against any evil
that can come from Sandowne,

He says good-by to Sallie, expresses the hope that
they will meet soon again, and hurries away to get
ready for his departure.

“We’ll meet to-morrow in Monte Carlo, Bob,” she
murmurs. “Ah! Bob, you only make me love you
better all the time; but it ain’t in human nature for
me to love her as long as you do.” :

The last thing Lake sees as he leaves the hotel
for the train is Sallie Jones, walking about the
grounds, her hand on Sandowne’s arm, her head
close to his.

“She is a puzzle to me,” he murmurs; as if there
was any woman who was not!
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CHAPTER XXVI.
SANDOWNE’S PLAN.

It seems that Lord Sandowne is as much inclined
toward Monte Carlo as the others; for he is there
the next day. «He seems in very good spirits;
though his eyes glance hatred at Lake when they
fall on him,

“] thought he would stay over there near her,” he

mutters. *Well, it doesn’t make a great deal of
difference. The right seed has been sown. It only
rewains now to talk the thing over with Murray.”
. He goes into the Casino, where the tables are al-
ready filled with eager gamblers, and walks along
from table to table in search of Murray; but it is
hard work to pass the different tables, for he is an
inveterate gambler, and the very silence of expect-
ancy at the tables stirs his blood.

Mrs. Jones, Sara, and Sam Morgan are among
the devotees at the tables. Mrs. Jones and Sam
have no eyes for anything but the little ball as it
makes it fateful circuit on the disk.

Sara, however, looks up at him and smiles in a
bright, ecger way. Lake, who is not playing, sces
the exchange of greeting, and his heart sinks.
‘What does it mean? he wonders.

Sandowne crosses over to Sara, and, after watch-
ing her play for a moment, offers a word of advice.
She redistributes her counters at his suggestion.
He nods approvingly, and whispers: .

“Will you and your mother go for a drive this
afternoon? If you have never been over the Cor-
niche road it will be worth your while.”

Her delighted glance at him would be-answer
enough, but she adds to that her verbal assurance
that she will be delighted.

He glances slyly over at Lake with a little smile
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of triumph on his lips, and goes on until he reaches
a table where an Englishman of the upper class,
but with the prominent nose and small eyes of the
sharper, is sitting at play.

He is losing, as Sandowne sees the moment he
looks at him. So Sandowne stands a little distance
away, and watches his friend, with a cynical smile.
-One gambler will often do that to another, and Le
in his turn smiled at.

It is the peculiarity of the game of roulette that it
keeps each individual confirmed in his belief that
he is gradually acquiring an infallible system. It is
seldom that one sees a gambler who cannot tell just
how to always win at roulette. Nevertheless it is a
peculiar fact that the owners of the gambling es-
tablishment divide nearly ten million dollars a year
among them.

So Sandowne, knowing that if Murray is losing,
he must be near the end of his purse, and of his
credit, too, waits patiently for the time when his
friend will be forced to yield up his seaft.

A great many times he thrusts his hand into his
pockets which seems to be well filled with bank-
notes, and is about to tempt fortune, but each time
has the courage to resist. ‘

“No,” he mutters, “if T begin I do not know
when I shall end. I will wait at least uptil I have
finished this matter. Somehow, though, I feel as if
I should be lucky to-day.”

Then, at last, his patience is rewarded. With a
muttered oath, Murray pushes his chair back, and
rises. Then it is seen that he is of the military pro-
fession. His manner proclaims that as loudly as if
he had a man by his side to call out the fact.

He does not see Sandowne, and swaggers down
between the tables and out of the Casino, his ener-
gies all bent to maintain the air of one who may
lose or win with equal indifference.

Sandowne follows him at a little distance, and
does not overtake him until he is on a lonely little
path that winds about and overlooks as peaceful
and smiling a prospect as one would wish to see,
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“« Ah, Murray, old man! how goes the game to-
day?” he says.

“Oh! is that you, Sandowne?” Murray carelessly
replies. “Dused luck! I played a combination that
ought to win; but the fates were not with me.”
~ He stops, and examines Sandowne’s face fora
moment, as he sees something peculiar in ii; then
goeson:

“You look as if the fates had been rather kinder
than usual to you. Did your dear wife open her
purse-strings? I should think you would push that
claim of yours. By Jove! Sandowne, what a
plunge you could make with it!”

“Yes,” replies Sandowne, exposing a roll of notes
with an unwonted freedom; for it is the unsual cus-
tom of these dear friends to say as little as may be
of the possession of any wealth, “my wife refused
to see me, but she sent me this proof of her exist-
ence.”

“Didn’t speak of that mine affair, then?”

“Not a word. To tell you the truth, Murray,” re-
lies Sandowne, scating himself on a bench in a
eisurely way, “I don’t see how I can sue her as

long as she is my wife.”

Murray glances at him out of his little eyes, and
studies him before speaking.

“Oh! aslong as she’s your wife! Ah! Well, if
you are going to disclose this latest bit of diplo-
macy to me, do it without making me ask ques-
tions. And say, Sandowne, did you have an object
in showing me that wad of notes?”

Sandowne smiles at this exhibition of astuteness
in his friend.

“You see as far through a mill-stone as anybody,
don’t you, Murray?”

“Aha!” ejaculates Murray, a slight sneer curling
up the corner of his mouth. “He flatters me! Let
me beware!”

“Yes,” says Sandowne, “it is an affair requiring
considerable gkill in the handling. and I knew of no
one who would or could do it so well as you.”

“Ah!” says Murray, suggestively turning an
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empty pocket inside out, as if to free it from the
particles of lint that adhered to it.

“A thousand francs,” says Sandowne, with a
smile of comprehension.

“ A thousand francs! Then it is dangerous, Cour-
age comes higher than that, Sandowne. Of course
you cannot be expected to know, because it is a
commodity that you do not deal in; but——>

Sandowne flushes, and looks angrily at his friend.

“Why do you need to harp on that? I make no
pretensions to being a bully,” he savs.

“Then don’t ruffle your feathers in that way, my
lord,” replies Murray. *“Come! you need me. I
know it, from all the signs. I knew it when you
stood in the Casino watching me, and fingering
your bills without putting any down. I knew it
when you followed me out to this spot, which I pur-
posely selected, so that we might not be interrupt-
ed. When you deal with me, Sandowne, be square!”

“You are keen, Murray,” says Sandowne, in a
conciliatory tone,

“]I can take care of my own interests,” is the curt
reply.

“Well, suppose I let you name your figure?” says
Sandowne.

“Suppose you do. Thank you for nothing, my
lord! Suppose you tell me what is to do, and give
me a chance to know what it is worth. Come! un-
burden!”

Sandowne hesitates for a moment. He is not cer-
tain how much to confide to this friend, who is
really so little of a friend. But he has had so
much experience with his shrewdness, that he de-
cides to tell him all, or nearly all. .

“Well, the truth is,” he begins, when Murray in-
terrupts him sardonically:

“(Oh, if vou begin in that way, I despair of hear-
ing the truth.”

“You arc in too merry a mood, Murray,” savs
Sandowne, sulkily. “If you wish to stand in with
me in this affair. please listen.”

“ Ah!” sayvs Murray. with a malicious smile, “it
has something to do with your wife, or you would"



SANDOWNE'S PLAN. 171

not revert to your Americanisms. ‘Stand in!
Well, goon! I won’t interrupt.”

“Yes, it has to do with my wife,” Sandowne re-
plies, in a low tone. “You know that I have been
hoping for a settlement of some sort on account of
my ownership in the Spoke Mine.” ,

“Bought with your wife’s money. Yes,”

“She has refused all the time, on the score of not
yet having heard from her father. 1 suppose it is
by his advice that she holds off in this way. Well,
under the circumstances, I can hardly sue, can I?
She would bring up some very unpleasant things,
which the London papers would air; and I should
lose caste.”

“You haven’t a great deal to lose, you know,”
suggests Murray.

“Perhaps not. My plan is this: I will compro-
mise her with an old lover of hers, and get a di-
vorce. Then I will put in my claim for the money
taken out of the mine, and will win it. I consulted
a lawyer on that while I was West.”

“Compromise her! How will you do that?”

“The lover was in Nice last night, and it is very
certain that he and she are as much lovers as ever,
only in a highly virtuous and platonic way. To-day
he is in the Casino, as it happens, by good Tuck. I
will show him to you.”

“Ah! then T am to have something to do with
him?” queries Murray, with a keen side glance at
Sandowne.

“Yes. Already I have whispered a story in Nice
to the effect that my wife is fonder of him than she
ought to be as a good wife; and I do not doubt
everybody in the city knows about it.”

“But he has come on here. Does he suspect?”

“He suspects nothing. T have no doubt he has
come on here in a spasm of lofty virtue, to be out of
the way either of temptation or of gossip, I don’t
know which, and don’t care.”

“What an ideal hushand!”

“But I intend to bring them together in such a
-way that she will be completely compromised. And
bere ig the plan:
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“There is a young lady here, also American, who
has had the good taste to appreciate me, but who
has had the bad taste to be jealous of my wife.
Don’t misunderstand me. She is not jealous on my
account, but on account of this man Lake, who 1is
an old lover of hers.” '

“Take,” says Murray. musingly. “Oh, yes, a
quiet, well-built, gray-eved genileman. I saw him
this morning. Ididn’tlike him. Goon!”

“Well, Lake is such a paragon of virtue that he
not only would refuse to do anything wrong him-
self, but he will certainly try to prevent my harm-
ing his old flamne. The young lady herself, with
good taste, is not as averse to me as she might be,

“T shall take advantage of the fact, and be so
attentive to her that Lake will feel called upon to
say a word of remonstrance to me. He already has
done the same thing in vain with Miss Sara.”

“ What a confounded prig the fellow must be!”

“Quite so. Well, you know I am not a fighting
man; and it is just heve that T need vour services.
When he comes to talk with me, 1 wish you to be
on hand. He will naturally desire a private conver-
sation with me. I will say yvou are my friend, and
may hear anything he has to say.

“You must then find your opportunity to insult
him, so that he will have to fight.”

“A duel?”

“Yes. He will challenge, or you, as the case may
be, but anyhow the place of meeting must be Ville-
flor, that lonely little place about fifteen miles from
Nice. The duel need not be deadly—in fact, I don’t
wish him dead yet. All you need do is to wing him,
hurt him enough to lay him up for a night.

“He can be taken, at your suggestion, to a little
cottage not far from the field of honor, After that
my work comes in. I will imitate his writing, of
which I have obtained a scrap, and will write my
wite a note, purporting to come from him, saying
he ‘ig very ill in this place, and begging her to come
to him.”

“She won’t fall into such a simple trap as that,”
says Murray, scornfully.
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“You don’t know her,” replies Sandowne. “She
loves that fellow so madly that she will not stop to
reason a moment. She will rush down post-haste,
even if it were midnight.”

“Suppose I don’t wing him,” suggests Murray.

“You will; but if you should not, it won’t matter
very much. I shall write the note, and my wife will
be there to expose her infatuation; and I shall be
there with witnesses.”

Murray, who, to do him justice, is far more cun-
ning than Sandowne, smiles and says:

«And if she should come down, and it should
turn out that I had not winged my man, that note
of yours saying he was wounded would be straight
evidence of a plot against her.”

Sandowne bites his lip. It is an absurdly weak
point in his infamous plot. He looks at Murray.

“What would you suggest, then?” he asks.

“Have the duel take place late in the afternoon.
It is not quite according to rule, but what of that?
Then write and say that there is to be a duel. Then
if he should not be hurt, and there came up any
question of who wrote the note, he will hardly dare
to show it, because it will make it seem that he was
desirous of having the duel stopped.”

“Yes, you are right. She would come as quickly
to stop the duel as if he were ill.”

“The next thing,” says Murray, “is, will he fight?
He may be too virtuous for that, too.”

“I think he will fight,” Sandowne replies. “Ie is
not a coward, by any means.”

“Then it only remains to fix the price for this bit
of work,” says Murray.

“Well, what is it worth?”

“I will take ten thousand francs,” replies Murray,
as coolly as if he were discussing the price of prop-
erty; “and I will put a bullet through his right
shoulder,”

“He is probably a fair shot himself,” says San-
downe,

“Pshaw!” says Murray, contemptuously, “it
doesn’t matter how good a shot he may be. If he
hasn’t stood up before a pistol once or twice, his
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nerves will be unsteady. I don’t care how good a
shot he is.” :

Sandowne with difficulty suppresses a smile at
the thought of Lake’s nerves being unsteady be-
cause a pistol is pointed at him. He remembers the
stories he has heard of Lake’s icy calmness in the
face of danger that would make Murray turn white
with fear, and Murray is not a coward.

But he says nothing of what Lake has done in
the fighting way; for the thought comes to him
that it won’t matter a great deal, under the plan
laid out by Murray, if Lake should kill him. In
fact, he sees many advantages in havizg Lake a
murderer at the saine time he is co-respondent in
the divorce suit.

In fact, it seems to himn that the affair is actually
shaping itself for him in such a way that success
is bound to be his in any case.

“Well,” queries Murray, “how does the price suit
you?”’

«1 will give 1t.”

“Half in advance, if you please,” says Murray,
holding out his hand.

“Say a quarter of it, Murray. Half is too much.”

“Half or nothing, Sandowne. And, for Heaven’s
sake, don’t bargain over an affair of honor.”

‘Within fifteen minutes Colonel Murray, late of
Her Majesty’s Army, is testing his combination at
one of the tables in the Casino.
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CHAPTER XXVII.
'SAM MORGAN ASSISTS.

It troubles Lake very much to see Sallie and her
mother going off that afternoon for a drive with
Sandowne; but he feels powerless to do anything
more than he has done. He has faith in Sallie, but
he feels as one does who sees a child playing with
edged tools.

Miss Sara, on her part, looks the picture of con-
tentment as she sits beside Lord Sandowne, while
her mother sits behind, where she cannot hear a
word.

“I wonder,” murmurs Lake, with real pain show-
ing on his face, “if it can be that that foolish girl
thinks to retaliate on poor Marjorie by flirting with
her husband.” :

It is not at all strange that he has this thought;
for as Sallie and Sandowne sit up there on the
driver’s seat, they have the appearance of finding
each other very interesting.

As a matter of fact, it enters Sandowne’s head
more than once, that this ignorant Western girl,
with her newly acquired wealth and her apprecia-
tion of him, might not be a bad substitute for the
Lady Sandowne who so despises him. Something
like this he ventures to say at once, when Sallie
gives him a reasonable opportunity.

“I wonder,” says Sallie, smiling at him and show-
ing her double row of white, even teeth, “what
Lady Sandowne would think of this?”

“Lady Sandowne would probably be furious,” he
replies; “but I suppose that if she takes your lover
from you, you have a right to take her husband
from her,” and he looks at her to see if she is going
to take offense at this peculiarly worded exposition
of the case.
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She flushes rather deeply, but shrugs her pretty
shoulders and says:

“You make two mistakes, Lord Sandowne. She
has not taken any lover from me. Mr. Lake is not
my lover. If he can get along without me, I can
get along without him. And I have not taken Lady
Sandowne’s husband from her. Those are your two
mistakes,” and she smiles at him in a way to make
him wonder how much is ignorance and how much
is savowr faire.

“Are yvou sure,” he asks, lowering his tone to
make it confidential, “that you won’t change your
mind as to Mr. Lake?”

She looks at hiw with a very calm glance.

“Lord Sandowne, if Mr. Lake were to ask me to
marry him to-day, I would refuse him. I don’t
know why you ask that; but there is the plainest
answer I can give.”

“Ah!” he murmurs, “what a pity we cannot re-
arrange matters to suit ourselves.”

“And suppose we could,” she asks him, “what
changes would you make?”

“May I tell you?” he eagerly asks, scanuing her
face to see how far he dares to go.

“Of course. Why shouldn’t you?” she queries,
in mild surprise.

“The first change I would make would be to con-
vert Lady Sandowne back into Marjorie Bridger.”

“Would you, really?”

“Yes; and the next change would be to convert
somebody else into Lady Sandowne,” he says.

She laughs gayly, her white teeth glistening, and
her eyes sparkling like jewels,

“1s the next one picked out yet, then?” she asks.
“Do tell who she is.”

He looks at her very steadily, and sees her eyes
shift a little before his. He knows by that that his
answer is anticipated by her; so he does not hesi-
tate to answer in a low tone:

“If I might have my choice, the next Lady San-
downe would be she who sits by my side. Ah! Miss
Sara, forgive me, but I could not help it.”

She does not look as angry as she should. Per-
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haps it is passing throupzh .her brain that if it is
right for Mr. Lake to have confidential talks with
the wife, it is right for her to have the same with
the husband.

Sallie turns her head away with a deeper red on
her cheeks, and a low laugh breaks from her red
lips. He watches her, wondering what the end of
this is to be, and even beginning to speculate on
the possibility of not making her Lady Sandowne
after all. For his is a mind.into which infamy
finds entrance without difficulty.

When Miss Sara turns her face so that he can see
it again there is a smile on it which may mean any-
thing or nothing. She is from the West; but ahe
has learned some things since she left there.

“Well,” she says, “that is a very pretiy compli-
ment to me, but it is such a very cheap one. You
are very little likely to convert Lady Sandowne
into Marjorie Bridger: so I won’t permit myself to
be too happy over the prospect.”

He looks at her for a moment, trying to make out
all that is hidden behind the lahgnmg eyes. Then
he says, very seriously:

“Perhaps it is not so unlikely as you think. If it
should ha.ppen may 1 hope that you will not be
averse——"

His tone is low and tender, and in his eves
18 a look that has been there often before, when
he was trying to persuade some woman that she
was more to him than anybody else. Sallie inter-
rupts him with a short laugh.

“ Ask me when the time comes. Will it be soon?”

“It can hardly be too soon to please me,” he re-
plies, with latent savagery.

On the whole, 'he is very well pleased, indeed,
with the result of the afternoon drive, and he looks
it as he drives into the hotel court. Salhe too, looks
as if the air and sunshine had done a great deal to
raise her spirits, for she is smiling and vivacious.

Lord Sandowne lets the footman assist Mrs. Jones
to alight, but descends from his seat to perform
that-duty himself for Miss Sara.

But as he is looking up, with as much devotion as
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he dares to put into his face, and is reaching out
his hand to take hers, he is almost lifted from
where he stands, and turns furiously around to look
into the stern face of big Sam Morgan.

“T’ll take her down,” says Sam, curtly. “I reckon
I kin take keer on her. (Give me yer hand, Sal.”

So it is neither Sara, nor by your leave, but the
plainest “must” that ever Sam Morgan has used to
Sallie. She looks at him in amazement, hesitates
a moment. and gives him her hand.

When she is on the ground she turns to San-
downe, who is suppressing a volley of curses with
difficulty, and says, with a smile that does a great
deal to soothe him:

“I am so much oblized for the ride, Lord San-
downe, I enjoyed it all so very much.”

“In that case,” rejoins Sandowne, “I trust it will
be repeated.”

Before Miss Sara can reply, Sam Morgan, in a
very masterful way, but without any roughness
whatever, puts her hand on his arm, and says,
sternly:

“You and me’s got ter hev a talk before ye says
anvthing to thet, Sal.”

She looks vp into his face with a very singular
expression in her eyes, and answers, quietly:

“T shall be very giad to talk with you, Mr. Mor-
gan. Lord Sandowne, I will see you again.”

She walks away with Sam, and Sandowne
watches them with a vicious look in his eyes.

“ Ah!” he mutters, “I think I have done pretty
well in that quarter.”
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CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE COLONEL TAKES HIS CUE.

«Bob Lake put you up to this, Sam Morgan,” is
the first thing Miss Sara says to her escort when
they are where no one will overhear.

“«T haven’t talked to Bob Lake about vou to-day,
or any other time, Sal,” he replies; “an’ nobody
ain’t put me up to anything. But I don’t wanter
talk here. Wait’ll we git up to your parlor.”

His face is very stern, and unlike that of humble,
pleading Sam Morgan; but Miss Sara smiles with
the cheerfulness of one who is far more amused
than frightened. Mrs. Jones has reached the par-
lor, and is sitting down when they reach there.
Sara removes her wraps and her hat very leisurely,
and gives them to the waiting maid. Sam looks
out of the window and waits, a dignified, noble
figure, in spite of a certain uucouthness that no
elegance of clothing can remove from his big frame.

“Now then, Mr. Morgan,” says Sara, with cheer-
ful unconcern, and Sam turns and looks at her.

She is very charming to look at from any point
of view, and from his point of view she is better
worth looking at than any other woman in the
world, Nevertheless, there is an expression of deep
pain on his face as he looks. Mrs. Jones looks from
one to the other with a mother’s speculative eyes;
and she is convinced that they two make the finest-
looking couple her eyes have ever rested on,

“Mrs. Jones,” says Sam, turning gravely to her,
“I’ve got a leetle suthin’ to say to Sal. Will—

“Sara, Sam,” interposes Mrs. Jones, anxious that
he shall not injure his chances by his forgetfulness.
But Sam ignores the correction.

“Will you give us a few minits alone?”

“Sartin, Sam,” replies Mrs. Jones, but shakes her
head, as she thinks that Sam is going at his court-
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ing in a manner altogether too - cold-blooded to suit
her ideas.

She goes out, and they are left alone. ‘Sara curls
herself up on a divan, and rests her chin in her
hands as she looks smilingly at Sam. Ie stands in
the middle of the floor, looking at her with trouble,
but with determination, in his face.

“Well, Sam,” she says, seeing that he hesitates
about opening the conversation, “this isn’t just like
Arizona, is it?” :

She laughs as she says it, and he feels that she is
mocking him. That gives him the courage to begin,
and he does, with true Western bluntness.

“Yer right it ain’t, Sal. If it war, I wouldn’t
a-stopped with a word to thet thar varmint of a
lord. Ye ain’t doin’ yerself no good, Sal, when ye
go out with him,

“I reckon ye’re saying to yerself thet I’m pre-
soomin’. But I ain’t, all the same., Yer daddy
ain’t here, Sal, an’ I'm tryin’ ter take his place. I
don’t claim no right to speak because thar’s any-
thing between us, ’cause I don’t know thet thar is.

“All T know is that ye hadn’t orter be seen with
Lord Sandowne; an’ I reckon ye won’t any more,” -
and the firm set of his mouth says that he means
far more than his words.

But Sara, though seeing and comprehending
fully, only smiles at him, and replies, with good-
humored mockery:

“That air of command becomes you, Sam. I
never noticed it before. I suppose it is your idea of
the way dad would look. It really is calculated to
frichten any woman. I think, however, that I
won’t cut Lord Sandowne just yet.”

Sam looks at her as he might gaze at a problem
in calculus. He does not comprehend her at all,
but he had hardly expected to. He had acted as he
had, with a definite idea in his mind ; -but that idea
had not included making her submissive.

He knows he has not expressed himself in the
best way to persuade a girl like Sal, and he feels
that so far as she is concerned, he "is utterly de-
feated. Nevertheless he has deemed it his duty
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to do as he has done, and it only remains to explain
on what he places his main reliance.

“I never hev been yer equal in brains, Sal,” he
says, sadly, “and I've done some darn fool things
in my courtin’ ¢’ you. I know thet; an’ I reckon 1
ain’t much chance o’ gettin’ you. I’ve seen thet
purty plain sence I’ve been here. And I don’t
want ye fer to think I’'m doin’ this out o’ jealousy,
or any low-down thing like thet. I'm jest doin’
what Red Jones ’ud do if he was here.”

“And what would he do, Sam?” she asks, in a
tone of raillery, though her eyes have something
in them that belie the levity of her words and
manner. :

“He would shoot thet varmint; an’ so help me!
thet’s wot I'll do!”

Sara rises from the divan and goes over to Sam.,
He watches her uneasily, He remembers several
outbursts of temper in Faro Gulch, in which Sal
had used her woman’s tongue in a way to make
him writhe. :

But Sara has learned new ways since then. She
puts her hand—a very pretty, white little hand,
now—on his arm, and says, very quietly:

“You won’t do anything of the sort, Sam. You
will not interfere with me in vthe least. I don’t
think you will.”

And the singular fact is that Sam goes out of the
parlor after nearly half an hour more of spirited
talk, and the look of determination has faded away
from his face. He goes to the Casino, and takes
his Elace at the first table where there is an opening
for him, and plays with unusual intentness.

And after that he plays all the time, paying as

little attention to what Sara is doing as he very well
can. This goes on for a week, and more, and Lake
18 an uneasy spectator all the while.
- He does not interfere with Sallie, and he does not
say anything to Sam. He has hoped that the latter
would see and discover for himself, He dares not
speak to Mrs. Jones, for he knows very well that
Sallie would overrule her without difficulty.

There remains but one thing to do, and that, as
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Sandowne foresaw, he does. He places himself
where he will meet Sandowne, and waits for him.
A great many things pass through his brain as he
sits waiting on the path he has noticed that San-
downe and his friend Murray often walk in.

He thinks of Marjorie and her sorrow; he thinks
of old Dick Bridger and his fury when he learns
what Sandowne has done; he wonders if the old
man will be able to come at once, because in such
a case, he ought to be in Nice at almost any mo-
ment; he wonders why Sallie, who has such noble
traits of character, should have so much to do with
a man like Sandowne.

The only answer is that Sallie is not herself, but
is warped and twisted in her judgment of right and
wrong by her furious temper.

Then he looks up, and Lord Sandowne and his
friend, Colonel Murray, are coming along the path.
And it seems to Lake that both of them are very
merry, with a suspicion of insolence toward him.
This puts him on his guard in a moment, and he is
imperturbable, impenetrable Bob Lake in an in-
stant.

“Lord Sandowne,” he says, rising as the other
approaches, with an air of insolent affectation of
not seeing him, “I wish a word with you.”

Sandowne stops, adjusts his eye-glass in his left
eye, an- looks leisurely at Lake before answering.
It is as insulting a thing as he can be guilty of, but
Lake stands with the utmost coolness, awaiting a
word from him. :

“Aw!” says Sandowne, at last, playing his part
very well, but feeling, perhaps, a memory of cer-
tain fingers that once held him in an iron grip by
the throat, “I believe I have seen you before. What
can I do for.-you?”

«“I wish to see you alone,” replies Lake, without
the least show of anger, but quite ignoring Colonel
Murray, who is glaring at him with military fierce-
ness.

“Haven’t the time, really,” replies Sandowne,
with his insolent drawl. “This gentleman is a -
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friend of mine, and is privileged to Lhicar anything
you can possibly have to say to me.”

“No one has the privilege to hear what I have to
say,” Lake calinly replies. *“I wish to speak with
you alone, and if your friend is a gentleman, he
will permit me to do so without delay.”

This is the colonel’s cue. He steps close up to
Lake, his little eyes flaming with wrath, for wrath
is a thing the ex-military gentleman has always
ready for an emergency.

“Do you mean to insinuate that I am not a gen-
tleman, sir?” he demands. “Confound you, sir, I
have a mind to pull your nose.”

Lake looks into the colonel’s fierce eyes, and a
grim smile is faintly visible in the corners of his
mouth.

“It does not require mind as much as it does a
certain ability to perform that interesting feat,” he
says, quietly. “I beg you will move on and not
annoy me any further.”

He turns away with a little gesture of weariness
that is particularly exasperating to the colonel,
who is accustomed to frightening such persons as
he threatens. It is the colonel, in fact, who loses
his self-control.

He emits a sort of bellow of rage, and catches
Lake by the arm with one hand, with the evident
intention of performing the operaton of tweaking
Lake’s nose. Lake turns toward him quickly in-
deed, but with no appearance of heat, flashes a
swift glance about him, and then catches the aston-
ished and furious ex-militaire by both arms, and
tosses him over a low wall that crowns a sloping
bank at the side of the road.

Then, without stopping to watch the undignified
effort of the fire-eating colonel to regain his feet
during his roll down the steep slope, Lake turns to
Sandowne, who stands by in pallid fear, and says,
sternly:

“Now we are alone, and I will tell you whatI
have to say. Stop! don’t dare to try to escape hear-
ing. You are not again to speak to, or be seen with
Miss Jones, on pain of being publicly horsewhipped.”
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Sandowne recovers some of his insolence, if none
of his courage.

“That would be a choice way of getting the young
lady’s name before the public,” he says.

“Don’t think me so foolish,” says Lake, grimly.
“If I horsewhip you it will be for such things as
will remove the gaze of the public very effectually
from anything and everything but you.

“I shall publicly announce, so that it will spread
over England and the Continent, that I horsewhip
you for procuring my stirrup strap to be cut in
New York. And I will show an affidavit of the
horse-boy to that effect. No woman’s name shall
appear in the matter. Believe me, Lord Sandowne/
I am quite able to manage this affair.”
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CHAPTER XXIX.
IN THE AMERICAN FASHION.

“Have 1 the honor of addressing Mr. Robert
Lake?” ‘

The speaker is an English gentleman plainly
¢nough; though his handsome face bears the un-
mistakable signs of dissipation. Lake looks at him
cahnly.

“That is my name,” he replies to the query, and
looks at the card that has been handed to him.
The name on it is, “ Honorable George Beresford-
Dare.”

“] have come,” says Mr. Beresford-Dare, in a
ceremonious manner, “as you probably suspect, to
demand on the part of Colonel Murray, either an
apology or such satisfaction as is common between
gentlemen in such cases.” .

“Please be seated, Mr. Beresford-Dare,” says
Lake, politely, though there is a lurking smile on
his. lips. “Does the person whom you represent
specify what I have done to demand either an apol-
ogy or satisfaction in some other form?

“No, it is not necessary,” is the formal and some-
what haughty reply. “Between gentlemen, it is
often the most honorable course not to specify the
injury.”

“] can see reasons for it in this case, anyhow,”
says Lake, dryly.

“Is it your wish to apologize?” inquires the other,
formally.

“I don’t see how I can very well.” replies Lake.
“'NOI; on the whole, I think I will meet your prin-
cipai.” :

“That is as it should be,” says Mr. Beresford-Dare,
stiffly, not quite liking Lake’s tone, “If you will
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kindly refer me to some friend who will undertake
to treat for you, I will call upon him.”

*“One moment, first,” Lake says. “I believe there
is no objection to my having something to say on
the subject myself?”

“None whatever, although it is customary to
leave details to the seconds.” )

“I believe I have choice of weapons?” Lake says.

“Certainly, but I would suggest that as my prin-
cipal is not practiced in the use of foils, fairness
would demand that they be left out of considera-
tion.” '

“Oh, I prefer pistols; but, being an American, I
am naturally biased in favor of certain Americah
institutions.”

The Honorable Mr. Beresford-Dare looks very
uneasy at this exordium, for his ideas of American
customs make him dread almost anything; the par-
ticular style in his mind being a duel in balloons
with rifles, of which he had read in the account of
an American correspondent to a London daily.

“ Naturally, of course; but, ah, I would say that

anything outre—odd, you will understand,” he ex-
plains, fearing that Lake’s French might not be
equal to the occasion, “should be avoided, as likely
to bring, perhaps ridicule, perhaps too much noto-
riety.” .
“What I shall suggest will bring no ridicule on
us,” Lake says, grimly. “If is simply that the wea-
pons shall be any large caliber revolvers of Ameri-
can pattern and make.”

“That I will unhesitatingly accede to,” is the
reply.

“The conditions are that we shall be placed thirty
vards apart, and that the firing may-—not must—
commence on the dropping of the handkerchief;
and that the firing shall continue until either one
of us is dead, or both revolvers are exhausted.
Also that neither shall recede a step at any time,
but may advance at his pleasure.”

The Honorable Mr, Beresford-Dare looks at Lake
as he quietly recites these conditions, and mentally
decides that, while he is no coward, he is very glad
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that he is not to stand up before those serene gray
eyes and take his chances with six bullets fired
under such conditions.

He bows and rises. Mr. Lake does the same.

“I can see no objection to the conditions,” the
Englishman says, “although I must admit that they
are a little peculiar, and calculated to end in the
death of one of the principals, which is always a
result to be deplored.”

“That is the American 1idea,” Lake replies,
suavely. “In my country we do not play at getting
satisfaction for wounded homor. The man who
asks me to stand up before him to be shot at, must
expect nothing less than death.”

“Well, well!” says the Englishman, a trifle nerv-
ously, for it begins to look like a very serious affair
to him now, with a coffin in it. “We all have our
peculiar ways of viewing matters, What did you
say was the name of your friend?”

Lake gave him the name of Sam Morgan, and
told where he was to be found, and Mr. Beresford-
Dare goes to find him, while Lake, with a smile,
resumes his book and cigar.

Sam is at one of the tables when the Englishman
finds him, and is winning a great deal of money.
It is the first time Dame Fortune has been with
him, and he is pushing his advantage to the utmost,
knowing, like others who have played the game,
that the time to pursue Fortune is when she smiles.

“What?” he exclaims, petulantly, when the Eng-
lishman leans over him and asks if his name is
Mr. Samuel Morgan. “Yes. What of it?”

Mr. Beresford-Dare whispers enough in Sam’s
ear to let him comprehend the serious nature of his
business. So Sam sighs as he thinks of what he is
called upon to give up, but rises heroically, ard fol-
lows the Englishman to where they can talk with-
out interruption.

Then Sam listens with interest while the whole
affair is explained to him. He shakes his head
when he hears Lake’s conditions.

“Bob must have it down on the colonel,” he says.

“I beg your pardon,” says the Englishman, not.
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comprehending Sam’s phraseology. “I didn’t quite
catch it.” ‘

“Bob’s goin’ ter turn the colonel’s toes up,” Sam
explains. “Xill him. I’'m sorry fer thet, too, fer I
reckon we’ll have ter make ourselves scarce about
here after it’s over; and I’d struck such a lead,
pardner! Wa-al, I s’pose it can’t be helped now.”

“I do not understand,” says the Englishman, a
little stiffly, “why you should mourn over my prin-
cipal with such certainty.”

“That,” says Sam, in perfect good faith, “is only
because ye don’t know Bob Lake. He’s a dead-shot
at fifty yards with a good weapon. Why, he’ll put
the bullets into your man just where he wants to.
1’1l be a mighty pretty exhibition, an’ don’t ye for-
git it, Mr. Dare. I wouldn’t miss it fer all I'd win
at one sittin’, though I’d like blamed well ter hang
around here for a spell longer.” .

Mr, Beresford-Dare makes all necessary arrange-
ments with Sam, and leaves him with the feeling
that it is rather a funeral than a duel he is arrang-
ing. If either Lake or Sam had indulged in brag-
ging it would have been different; but the ons had
been calm to indifference, and the other had spoken
with merely earnest conviction.

Besides, the American is still looked upon in the
old country as a peculiar being, and it does not sur-
prise Beresford-Dare to find one who proposes to
place -bullets in his antagonist, just where he
wants to. '

Colonel Murray, however, has not heard what
Beresford-Dare has, and he is simply thirsting for
Lake’s blood. If Lake is contemplating his death,
Murray is doing no less as to Lake. It is nothing
to him now that Sandowne wishes Lake to be
merley wounded.

He has secemed to see nothing but the ludicrous
spectacle of himself rolling down that slope, snatch-
ing handfuls of turf in his progress; and, being a
fire-eater, he can stand anything better than being
ridiculous.

The time is set for the afternoon, and the place is
just where Sandowne wishes. Therefore he writes
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the letter he has already concocted and practiced
on, and sends it by messenger insuch a way that
Marjorie shall receive it in time to reach the spot
soon after the duel, or perhaps while it is in pro-
ress.

& The poorest result of his plan, he thinks, will be
to compromise Marjorie somewhat; and he is
strongly in hopes that Lake will be wounded, so
that Marjorie will lose her presence of mind in her
distress, and give him the opportunity he sccks.

Miss Sara shows that she knows what is going on
by watching the departure of Sam and Lake from
behind the curtains of her window, and murmuring:

“] hope Bob won’t kill him. The idea of that
Englishman standing up in front of Bob Lake!”

The only thing the Englishman is afraid of, how-
ever, is that Lake may finally decide that he will
change his mind; and it is a sincere relief to him
when he sees him come upon the ground.

“He’s very foolish,” says Beresford-Dare, when
he sees that Lake is smoking a cigar. “How is
your hand, Murray?”

“Steady as a church.”

“Be sure to reserve your fire at first, and wait for
him to advance,” says Beresford-Dare, who is con-
sidered, even by Murray, as an authority in such
matters.

“If he comes within twenty yards,” mutters the
colonel, “I will drop him.”

Lake , meanwhile, dressed in a plain black suit,
with frock coat, which sets off his athletic figure to
advantage, is leaning against a tree on the edge of
the open, smoking his cigar, in seeming forgetful-
ness of the others.

Nor is this affectation with him. He is no more
concerned with the result than if he were not a
principal. He knows exactly what he can do, and
1s confident of what the end will be. What troubles
him now, as it has all along, is, how he can help
Marjorie. - :

“Step up to the scratch. Bob,” is Sam’s informal
way of acquainting Lake that all is ready.

“Infernal fool!” mutters the colonel, between his
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teeth, while an evil smile distorts his lips. “He
thinks he can scare me with bravado. Do you see,
Sandowne,” for Sandowne is there, “he keeps his
cigar in his mouth? I couldn’t shoot with one in
my mouth.”

“Ready, gentlemen!” says Beresford-Dare, and a
moment later his white handkerchief flutters to the
ground.
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CHAPTER XXX.

ENGAGED.

“Come, ma!”

It is but a moment after Lake and Sam have left
the court-yard, that Sara addresses her mother in
this peremptory way. But Mrs, Jones shows that
she 1s ready to obey her daughter’s wishes, by ap-
pearing in the door-way with her wraps on.

Mrs. Jones is a trifle bewildered by reason of be-
ing in the calm center of the little cyclone which
has been whirling around her for several days past;
but she is otherwise serene.

She does as Sara asks her to do, because her ad-
miration of her daughter has grown to very large
proportions, owing to the manner in which she has
adapted herself to the social exigencies of their ex-
istence.

It is for this reason that she has to-day held her-
self in readiness for a hurried departure for some
unknown place. But now that Sara has made a
start, she asks:

“Whar in the land o’ the livin’ air we goin’ ter,
Sara?”

“To Nice, mamma,” Sara replies, quietly, and
without seeming to notice her mother’s start of
surprise,

“Nice! What air we goin’ ter do thar?”

“Don’t ask me any questions, mamma, or you’ll
rettle me,” replies Sara, evidently under considera-
ble strain, notwithstanding her air of serenity.

Therefore Mrs. Jones retains her astonishment
for a more opportune time, and vakes the ride to
Nice with as much enjoyment as possible. When
they reach Nice, they are driven, by Sara’s order,
1l;>0 {the hotel at which they had stopped when there

efore,
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“1 wish to see Lady Sandowne,” Sara says, at the
office; “but I will go up without being announced.
She is expecting me.”

So, followed by her mother, she goes up to Lady
Sandowne’s apartments, and knocks at the door,
which is opened by Marjorie’s maid. She starts a
little at the sight of Sara; for, like a good maid, she
knows that her mistress is not friendly to the Amer-
ican girl. ) '

“1 will see if her ladyship is in,” she says.

“Her ladyship is in,” é)a,ra says, with a slight
lifting of her eyebrows; and pushes unceremonious- -
ly past the maid, very much to the latter’s indig-
nation.

“If I didn’t do it,” Sara mutters, “she might not
see me.”

Marjorie is in the parlor which overlooks the
water, anud is startled and annoyed at having her
privacy invaded in this way. She rises and re-
gards her visitor with an air of haughty inquiry.

Mrs. Jones drops into a chair without waiting for
the tardy invitation to do so; but Sara stands, with
erect head, and a glance as haughty as Marjorie’s
own. Let come what will, she knows that she can
never like Marjorie. There is an insurmountable
barrier between them, and, with a twinge of bitter-
ness, Sara feels that she stands alone on one side
while Marjorie and Lake stand together on the
other.

“This is an unexpected—"

Matjorie hesitates a moment, and Sara says, sar-
castically:

“Pleasure. Yes, it is unexpected. I would not
have come if T could have helped it.”

Marjorie looks at Sara in a way that asks as
plainly as words:

“Did vou come here to quarrel with me?”

And Sara, with a little defiant toss of the head,
says, frankly:

“I don’t wonder you think I'm ugly. Butit’sa
fact that I came here in a good temper, to do you a
good turn.”

Marjorie pales a little. Somehow Sara seems to
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be entangled in the woof of her life; and at one
time it is through Sandowne, while at another it is
through Lake. But not for worlds will she betray
this feeling to Sara.

“I did not know that I was so much in need of as-
sistance,” she sayvs, with ungracious pride.

sara bites her lip. 1t would be so much easier to
let things take their own course. Not even Lake
need know; and no one would attach the least
blame to her. She has a quick, fierce temper, which
Marjorie does nothing to mollify, Besides, she
knows that Marjorie is perfectly well aware of the
fact that she, Sara, can never win Lake’s love, and
that cousciousness is more galling than anything
Marjorie can do or say.

It was easy enough to make her good resolves
and keep them while shie was at Monaco; but now
that she is face to face with Marjorie it is very
different. So a fierce battle is waged within her
breast during the instant that intervenes before her
answer to Marjorie; but the latter sees nothing
more than a proud, disdainful face, and a pair of
flashing eyes.

“You are more in need of assistance than you
know,” Sara replies, slowly, conquering herself
completely as she speaks. “I suppose you and I
will never like each other, and I am not going to
pretend that I am doing this for your sake.”

She pauses a moment, and Marjorie sees now that
Sara is under a great mental, perhaps equally
moral strain, and some alarm mingles with her
growing wonder,

“Won’t you sit down?” she says, all her natural,
sweet courtesy asserting itself.

Perhaps the trouble that shows in Sara’s face tells
her that the latter is hopeless of ever winning Lake.
She will not permit herself to think of Lake as any-
thing to her; but she dares to feel happier at the
thought that no one else may have him.

“I don’t want to sit down,” Sara replies. “I came
here to warn you of a plot against you; and I did
not intend to say a word besides; but perhaps I had
better, now that we are together.” '
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Marjorie instinctively feels that Lake is to ba
brought into the conversation, and she makes a
gesture as if about to protest against such a thing
before Mrs. Jones.

“Qh!” cries Sara, comprehending at once, “you
needn’t mind ma—-—" .

In her intensity she drops, for a moment, into the
Western vernacular, but recovers instantly, which
indicates that she is not losing her self-control.
“She won’t understand half I say; and won’t speak
of what she understands,” .

Mrs. Jones bridles a little at this, and says, in a
somewhat acid tone of offended dignity:

“Es fer thet, Sara, I must say yer about kerrect.
I ain’t understandin’ much o’ what’s goin’ on, right
under my nose, too; an’ I reckon I might es well go
somewheres whar I won’t be a fifth wheel.”

“QOh, pshaw! mamma,” replies Sara, cavalierly;
“you’re no fifth wheel. Don’t get on your ear for
nothing! I couldn’t do without you.”

Mrs. Jones subsides at this; for there is some-
thing serious in Sara’s manner, in spite of her
seemingly flippant words. Marjorie looks from one
to the other in a troubled way. Sara goes on as if
she had not been interrupted.

“I fancy you know,” she says, looking fixedly
out of the window at the water, where the sunlight
is dancing merrily, “that if it hadn’t been for me,
Lake would have got to New York in time. You
don’t need to say anything. I know you know it.

“I tried to make it right afterward, but didn’t—
couldn’t. You know as well as if I’d told you that
I was glad of it afterward. Then, I met you,
and”— she stops and looks squarely into Mar-
jorie’s flushed face—“well, I didn’t fall in love with

ou,

“«Oh! I know I was mighiy unreasonable, I
don’t blame you—no, really, I don’t; but it was
hard to see him—— Well, I won’t say anything
about it, if you don’t want me to. Only I sent Lord
Sandowne out to find you that night. Oh!” and
she pauses again, “you knew that, too.

“Well, Lake and I had a talk after that; and, of
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course, he had the best of it. I was all wrong—al-
ways am wrong, I rcckon., My temper is pretty
rough. You got out of the West in time; I staid
too long, and got its ways well ground in. But this
isn’t what [ was going to say.

“You saw Sam Morgan?” she keeps her eyes on
Marjorie’s face, and lifts her shapely head in a de-
fiant sort of way. “I am engaged to him. I don’t
know when we’'ll be married. Soon, now, I reckon.”

She turns her lhead away. and looks out of the
window again. Marjorie, without comprehending
the cause of this visit, gets her first glimpse of
Sara’s real nature. She presses her hand to her
bosom, swallows a lump in her throat, and is by
Sara’s side. Her arm is around her, and she is whis-
pering, brokenly:

“You are better than I am, no matter what
vou've done. I gave him up when 1 could have had
him, and I have no right to think of him now.
Don’t wreck your life by marrying the wrong man.
Take him, take him!”

Ah! such odd creatures as women are! A few
minutes ago they were at daggers drawn; now
they are clasped in each other’s arms, crying with
pitiful sympathy for each other. Sara recovers
tirst, and pats Marjorie’s plump shoulder lovingly.

“Take him!” she repeats, with a short laugh,
which has the remnants of a sob in it; “I can’t do
that. You can’t give and take Bob Lake in that
way. And I don’t suppose I would want him, if you
could. I reckon bagles would want the moon if
they could get it. Anyhow,” and she tosses her
head, “Sam has the same right to me that you and
%ake’ have to each other. He loves me, if I don’t

im.’

“Don’t speak so of Mr. Lake and me,” Marjorie
says. in a low tone of pain. “He and I are far, far
apart,”

Sara looks at her with a faint smile of something
like amusement hovering ‘on her lips. Then she
says:
~ “You are nearer to him than I am, anyhow; and
that is something. Ah!” and she starts back and
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listens, “here 1is something for you, which will
bring me to the object of my visit here.”

Marjorie’s maid has entered the roomn with a note
in her hand. She gives it to her mistress, and
stands waiting while the color comes and goes on
Marjorie’s face, as she scans the superscription.

“One moment!” says Sara, as Marjorie starts to
tear open ‘the envelope. Marjorie looks at her.
“Won’t you let the maid wait outside for the an-
swer?”?

The maid, who is a faithful girl, looks daggers at
Sara; but obeys the nod of her mistress, and goes
out.

“Now open it, but don’t be troubled by what you
read,” says Sara.

Marjorie stares, but opens and reads the note.
In spite of Sara’s reassurance, however, she pales
and totters a little as her eyes scan the lines.

“Do yvou know?” she gasps. “How can you
know?” '

“It says Bob Lake is wounded, doesn’t it?” asks
Sara, with a calm, rather contemptuous smile;
“and asks you to come to him?”

“Yes.” And Marjorie’s lip quivers.

“Well. you don’t need to worry about him,” Sara
savs, quietly. “That note isn’t from him at all;
though I suppose it looks as if it was. Your—Lord
Sandowne wrote that preecious note. He got up a
quarrel between Lake and an English colonel; and
he was so sure the colonel would hit Liake that he
wrote that to get you to go on there, and compro-
mise yvourself. Don’t you see that you would get
there after dark?” _

Marjoric looks aghast at Sara; then examines the
note as if it were a viper that might sting her.

“Tt is not his first forgery,” she says, her face
pale, but a firm line developing about her mouth.

“No,” replies Sara, very cool and quiet now. “I
fancy he has a gift at that sort of thing. He’sa
pretty bad lot, Lady Sandowne—no, I reckon I’ll
call you Marjorie, if you don’t mind. Well, you
won’t go, will you?”
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Marjorie looks at Sara, but does not see her. She
is trying to decide something in her mind.

“Why won’t the colonel be able to hit Mr, Lake?”
she asks; and Sara smiles at the betrayal of where
Marjorie’s thoughts are,

“Because Lake is as cold as ice at such a time;
and is a dead shot. Why, my dear, he could fill
that Englishman with lead while the other was try-
ing to make up his mind what had happened to
him. Ah, Marjorie! I wish you could have seen
the way he cut the rope that was going to hang
your brother Dick. It was altogether the prettiest
thing ever was seen out Arizona way. And,” she
zoes on, her eyes flashing fire at the recollection of
those days, “I’ll bet all I’m worth, and all dad’s
worth, that the best fight ever seen was that one
where he and Dick Bridger stood off the ’Paches,
They were piled up all over—— But I reckon you
don’t care to hear about that now. Well, you don’$
need to fear for Bob Lake. I reckon the fight’s
about over by now.”

Sara sighs as she realizes that she is talking to
the woman who has Lake’s heart; for the thought
of all that Lake is among men, makes her long for
him. And Marjorie understands; for she puts her
arm around Sara, and stands so for a moment with-
out speaking. Then she says:

“T wish I could be sure that it is as you say.”

“Well, you may be sure; for I told Sam to send a
swift messenger to us here, if anything did go
wrong.”

“How kind you have been!” Marjorie says, in a
low tone.

Sara laughs in a constrained way.

“I thought it was about time,” she replies.

She refuses to accept Marjorie’s invitation to re-
main all night, alleging that she has something to
do in Monaco; but she stands with her at the win-
dow, watching the shadows of the setting sun fall
on the glistening water. Mrs. Jones has heroically
fallen asleep in her chair, '

“Now I may go and take mamma with me,” Sara
says, at last. “If there had been anything wrong,



198 ENGAGED.

Sam would have let us know by this time. Good-
by! Tl see you again soon. Maybe I’ll have
something 1ntorest1ng to tell you when I see you
again.”
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CHAPTER XXXI.
ANOTHER ENGAGEMENT.

Lake and the colonél stand in their places; the
handkerchief has fuallen, and they are at liberty to
kill each other, according to the code of honor. The
seconds stand aside and wait; Sam Morgan with
calm unconcern, and the honorable gentleman who
represents the colonel, with nervous distress.

It is not at all his idea of the way gentlemen
should stand up to shoot each other for honor’s
sake. He has whisperingly begged Sam to request
his principal to put away his cigar; and Sam has
answered, with a stare of surprise:

“What fer? Don’t you fret yer gizzard about
Lake.”

Therefore, not with any regard for his “gizzard,”
but because there is no remedy for it, the honorable
gentleman accepts the situation.

Lord Sandowne, with white face and tremulous
hands and lip, is nearly out of sight behind the
colonel, but well out of line of any chance bullets.
He is in the woods surrounding the place of meet-
ing.

Neither of the principals moves for a moment.
Lake puffs calmly at his cigar, but the colonel
notices that the smoke is never in his opponent’s
eyes. The colonel waits for Lake to move; and
then, seeing no indication of such an intention on
his part, studies his man well, decides where he
will aim at, and how far he will walk before shoot-
ing.

Then he steps forward until he has reached the
place fixed in his mind for the shot, watching his
man warily all the while. Lake stands carelessly at
rest, and looks with an indifferent eye at the ap-
proaching colonel. The colonel stops, turns his side
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toward Lake, covers him with his keen eye, and
lifts his pistol for a steady aim. Then, no one can
tell just how, there is a flash and a report from
Lake’s end, which is almost simultaneous with a
report from the colonel’s pistol. An oath breaks
from the colonel, and his pistol falls to the ground.
Lake is taking a puff from his cigar.

“I hope the colonel can use his left hand,” Sam
Morgan murmurs, with a note of admiration in his
voice.

The colonel, in fact, is stooping to pick up the re-
volver with his left hand; his right, hanging limp
by his side, his lips curled in a snarl of pain. Lake
is neither elated nor otherwise disturbed in his de-
meanor. He smokes his cigar as if that were his
chief business on the ground.

The colonel stands still now. He has learned a
lesson, and hopes to profit by it. ILake shall move
first. He is half-inclined to believe that the first
shot was a mistake, however. No man ever shoots
like that. So he remains quiet, wishing savagely
that his hand did not bleed so freely. He knows
that he is being weakened by the loss of blood.

Then it occurs to him, as he looks at Lake and
notes his indifferent air, that the latter may be.
counting on the weakness resulting from the
wounded hand. If he dared, he would insist upon
the duel ending., For the first time in his life, he
has a coward fear that he is being played with as a
cat plays with the mouse it has caught.

He looks around with a swift glance to catch a
sicht of Sandowne, but does not see him. He groans
with a feeling of being deserted. ILake puffs at his
cigar, until the man by the side of Sam Morgan
mutters nervously:

“He means to kill the colonel.”

The colonel knows that he is being weakened by
every moment he waits. He dreads to take a step
now, lest he should waver a little, and so betray
his condition. Then comes a fear that he will faint,
perhaps; though he has had worse wounds and
laughed at them. The truth is that Lake has im-
pressed him as he has impressed so many before.
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Lake watches him with a sort of languid interest
that is far less exasperating than affrighting. The
colonel desperately raises bis pistol to aim. He has
always taken care to practice with his left hand,
and is not afraid of the result, so far as that is con-
cerned.

But—— Again there are two reports. The weapon
falls from the colonel’s hand, which is shattered by
the bullet from: Lake’s revolver. The colonel is at
the mercy of his opponent.

What! Lake totters! He falls! It is not noticed
at first, in the wonder at his shooting. The first to
see it is the colonel, who has just uttered an oath of
despair; for he feels that he deserves and will re-
ceive no mercy from the American.

He sees Lake clutch at his side, and fall. A cry
like that of a wild beast escapes the colonel’s lips,
and he stoops to pick up his revolver. His hand is
shattered and bleeding; but he finds that he can use
one finger and the thumb. Never mind the agony
of cocking the hammer! Nothing matters now.

“Go away from him!” he cries, hoarsely, as Sam
at that moment rushes to Lake.

Sam turns a wicked eye on the colonel, looks at
Lake’s pale face, and groans:

“My God, Bob! I’ve got ter let him shoot.”

He puts Lake down on the grass, and moves
away, more murder in his heart than ever was
there before in his worst moments; for he knows
that the English colonel will take every advantage.

The colonel. in fact, has rushed up, the very lust
of blood in his face, and looks down at Lake. IHe
sees the calm, gray eyes looking steadily up into
his face, and knows that Lake is not dead. That is.
all he needs to know, excepting that, in the first
spasm of his wound, Lake has dropped his pistol.

“For Heaven’s sake, colonel!” cries the truly
honorable Iinglish gentleman, who has seconded
finm‘,”“ you would not shoot now. It would be mur-

er

A grim smile distorts the colonel’s lins.

“Oh, I won’t murder him; but if he lives, it will
be with hands that will not put mine to shame.”
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They all understand, and shudder. He intends
shooting Lake in both hands. It is not the spirit of
an English colonel, but of an American Indian. His
gsecond protests,

“ You must not,” he says.

Sam Morgan merely turns his back. He feels that
he has no right to say a word. Lake looks from
one Englishman to the other; a smile passes over
has pale lips.

“It is his right,” he gasps; “but he’d better
hurry.” :

Then he fixes his eyes on.the colonel and waits.
The second turns his head. The colonel uses both
hands to aim with, and points the muzzle of his
weapon at the hand which Lake has let.fall on the
grass.
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CHAPTER XXXII.
HOW MANY SHOTS DID THEY FIRE?

The colonel is slow in pulling the trigger. This is
not because the trigger is a hard one, but because
the colonel’s aim 1s very unsteady. Perhaps the
calm, contemptuous gray eyes on him have as much
to do with it as the loss of blood.

But he has his aimm now. His trembling hands
grow steadier, and a vindictive look fills his eyes.
He pulls the trigger. But the bullet is buried in
the soft ground instead of in the hand that stoically
waits to receive it.

The colonel staggers, too, and his pistol falls
from his hand. He screams a curse on Sam Mor-
gan, who has turned suddenly and knocked his re-
volver aside. But Sam merely looks into Lake’s
half-angry face, and says, sententiously:

“I had a idee.”

With that he stoops and takes up both pistols be-
fore the colonel can recover his. The colonel rages,
and the other Englishman stands aloof, watching,
He is rejoiced that there has been an interference,
but he will not be concerned in it,

“ {s this American fair play?” demands the col-
onel,

“How many shots did you fire, Bob?” asks Sam,
without answering the colonel.

“Two,” is the motion made by Lake’s lips.

Sam looks at the colonel’s second, who has be-
come interested, and is listening.

h'“ Does that tally with your reckoning?” he asks
im,

“I believe there can be no doubt of that,” is the
g.nst:av’f)r. “My principal bears cruel evidence of the

act.

“What does all this mean?” demands the colonel,
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savagely. “Is this some of your Yankee smart-
nessr”’

Still Sam pays no attention to him, though he
glances uneasily at Lake, who has closed his eyes,
while an ashen gray has usurped the usual color
in his cheeks.

“Will you examine this revolver, which I think
you will agree was Bob Lake’s,” aund he hands
Lake’s revolver to the other second, who takes it
with a bow.

“Yes,” he replies, “this is your principal’s revol-
ver. "May I ask why——"

“Just look an’ see how many bar’ls there is
empty,” Sam says, briefly.

“The shells in two chambers,” replies the Eng-
lishman, with accuracy, “are empty.”

“Now take this one,” goes on Sam, “and before
%oudlook at it, tell me how many shots the colonel

red.”

“Two, undoubtedly,” is the prompt answer.

“ Examine it,” says Sam, his teeth bearing hard
against each other, and his chest heaving. :

The colonel looks disdainfully on while the man
who has stood as his second glances at the revolver.

“My God!” the Englishman cries, “only one
chamber is empty.”

“Sam,” says the feeble voice of Lake.

Sam leans over him. :

“Wal, pard?” and his voice quivers, for he thinks
he is taking a farewell of his friend.

“I suspected it. Don’t betray the wretch. He’s
her husband. She bears his name.”

Sam gulps down a big lump in his throat.

“I won’t betray him, Bob.” Then he turns away
and mutters: *“But, curse him! I’ll cut his heart
out.”

“What is the meaning of it?” demands the En-
glish second, half speaking to Sam, half threaten-
ing his principal.

Lord Sandowne is one of the group now. His face
is as white as chalk, and his lower lip is quivering.
But he contrives to say:

«It is plain enough. The colonel’s weapon did
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not discharge the first time. I heard but one
report.”

The colonel looks at Sandowne, and then turns
away. His second looks from him to Sandowne
with a puzzled expressicn. He is not able to com-
prehend anything beyond the fact that his side of
the duel has not come out as it should.

“Colonel,” he says, sternly, “there is something
in this that I do not understand., It seems to me
like foul play. 1 hope you can clear yourseif of
any participation in it.”

The colonel turns. His head is erect enough, and
he meets his second’s eye firmly

“(On my honor,” he replies, “I uhought I had fired
two shots. That is all I can say.”

Sam is paying no more attention to any of then.
He is_beuding over Lake, trying- to coax a word
from him. But Lake is unconscious. Then Sam
looks up mournfully at the Englishman, and says'

“I reckon yer a white man, pard. Will yer find
out whar thar’s a cottage near_by to take him to?
You understand their palaver. How bad isit, doc?”
}11Je kasks of the surgeon, who has been examining

ake

“Pretty bad,” is the answer, in French, which
Sam only understands because of the tone, and of
the gesture which accompanies the words.

The Englishman speaks a few words to the sur-

eon in French, which the latter answers, Then

e former turns to Sam.

“There is a cottage not far from here, to which
the surgeon will direct us. He says it will not hurt
your friend if we carry him carefully.”

A little later Lake is lying on the rude bed of a
French peasant. The surgeon is put in charge,
promised any money he chooses to ask, and then left
alone. The Englishman paces the little room for
several minutes in manifest perturbation. Sud-
denly he goes over to Sam, and says, in a low tone

»8ir, this is a most unfortunate affair.”

“Ye kin bet yer life it is,” Sam replies. earnestly.

“I trust you exonerate both me and my princi-
pal,” the Euglishman goes on.
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“Yes, of course,” Sam replies, rather absently.

“It is quite plain that your friend was shot by
some one off the field,” the Knglishman says, “but
I must admit that I do not understand how it
could be.”

Sam looks at him steadily for a moment, then
mutters under his breath:

“Blame me if I didn’t allow as how I was stupid
enough ; but this beats me.”

“1 beg pardon,” says the Knglishman.

“] said it was blamed queer,” replies Sam.

“Yes, certainly. Of course you will not think it
strange if I leave you alone with vour friend,” the
Englishman says, in his formal way. “If I could
do any good I would not hesitate to remain; but of
course you understand that if anything serious
comes of this I shall be compromised, according to
the French law. I trust you will see the necessity
of my instant departure.”

“Sartin! Skip jest as soon es ye’re a mind to.
Oh! will ye do me a favor?”

“ Anything. Command me.,”

“I want to send a message fo a young woman
over to Nice. What’s the best way? It’s got to go
quick.”

“Let me take it,” is the unexpected reply. “It
will be on my way. In any case I would take it. It
is to some one who—who is interested in him, no
doubt.”

“Jest 80,” Sam responds. “Thank ye. It’s to
Miss Sara Jones, an’ all ye need say is that Bob
Lake is wounded bad.” .

“ And where shall I find her?”

“Wal,” replies Sam, hesitatingly, “it’s most likely
ye’ll find her with Lady Sandowne. I reckon it
won’t be hard to find where she is stopping.
Blamed if I ain’t fergot the name o’ the hotel.”

The Englishman opens his eyes a little at the
name of Lady Sandowne, but makes no other com-
ment than:

“T shall have no trouble in finding the hotel.”
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CHAPTER XXXIII.
ROBERT.

Marjorie is standing where Sara left her. She
has had her dinner, but has returned to the win-
dow as if she found a sort of companionship there.
It is easier to think there of the things she wishes
to think of.

“ Milady,” interrupts her maid, “thereis a gen-
tleman—an English milord, I think—who wishes
to see you, but does not give his name.”

The maid stands expectantly, her lips pursed,
and her eyebrows elevated, as if she already knew
the terms of the refusal to see a gentleman who
would not give his name. Marjorie presses her
bosom with a sudden gesture of fear.

“Show him up,” she says.

The maid does not venture to display her sur-

rise; but revenges herself in the corridor outside
{'))y a muttered disquisition on the oddity of her mis-
tress. Marjorie turns to look at her visitor when he
is shown up.

“You wished to see me?” gshe asks, in a tremulous
tone.

The Englishman has heard more than once of
the American girl who wedded Lord Sandowne,
and he gazes at her with interest.

“Pardon me,” he says; “not precisely you; butl
have a message to Miss Sara Jones, and I was told
to come to you to find her.”

“ A message!” cries Marjorie, starting toward him
with a little gasp of fear. “From whom?”

“Really, Ig cannot remember the gentleman’s
name,” is the response; “but he is an American,
and, I fancy, from the Western part of the
country.” ,
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“Sam Morgan?’ queries Marjorie, her face quite
pale now.

“Ah! that is it,” he responds.

“What is the message? Tell me!” she cries,
wringing her hands unconsciously. “Oh, sir! is he
wounded ?”

“Mr. Morgan? Oh, no. Itisa friend of his. He
sent the message. I was to tell Miss Jones that
Bob Lake was badly wounded.”

“Badly wounded,” gasps Marjorie,  “Is he-is
he—dead? Oh, do not deceive me.”

“No, not dead; only badly wounded.”

Marjorie suddenly recalls Sara’s story of the
treachery of Sandowne, and she wonders—she even
hopes, that this is another device merely to get her
to go to the little village, in order that her name
may be compromised. She goes closer to her vis-
itor, and looks searchingly in his face. ,

It is an honest face, and betrays its sincerity.
Marjorie gets no hope from it. She totters a little,
for she already sees Lake dying; and she has not
prepared herself for the blow. -

“0Oh, sir!” she cries, “I cannot believe you would
deceive me. You look like a gentleman who would
not lend himself to anything so small and mean as
a woman’s undoing.”

The Englishman draws himself unconsciously up
to his full height, and looks very noble and hand-
some as he replies, with fine dignity:

“®n my honor as a gentleman, I am a simple mes-
senger. If you will permit me I will tell you all
that happened. Then you will comprehend better.”

She sinks into a chair, and fasteuns her eves on his
face as he tells the story of the duel as he had com-
prehended it. But as he 2oes on she sees the truth;
and when he has finished, she is standing, waiting
for the last word. '

Her face is flushed, and her eyes excited, but the
signs of woman’s weakness are gone.

“Thank you.” she says. “I understand every-
thing now. Please let me tell you that I shall
always be grateful to you.”

The Englishman bows very low.
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“If you will permit me,” he says, sincerely, “1
will gladly perform any other service for you.”

“Thank you! there is nothing you can do unless
yvou will order a carriage to take me to this place.

“ou could tell the driver better than I how to
reach it.”

“Pardon me! you will not go alone?” he says.

“I will take my maid.”

L3 * * * * * *

“Mr. Morgan, in mercy tell me how he is.”

Marjorie is in the little cottage, clinging to Sam’s
arm, and looking up into his face with agonized
eyes. Sam shakes his head kindly.

“No, he ain’t dead,” he replies, his words soft-
ened by his tender manner; “but he is pooty bad.”

“Does he know I was sent for?” she asks, in a
tremulous whisper.

“No; I didn’t know fer sartin ye’d come. 1
thought mebbe ye might not care ter take the risk
o’——" He stops, and looks what he does not wish
to say.

A smile, very sweet, and somehow very proud,
too, flits over her face.

“Nothing could have kept me away. Let me go
to him.”

“I’ll speak to the doctor,” Sam says, and goes to
the little room adjoining, and beckons the attend-
ant doctor. *“You ask him,” Sam says to Marjorie."
“I believe roulette is about the only French I
know.”

“I wish to see the sick man,” Marjorie says to the
doctor, in perfect French. “Iam an old friend. I
will be very quiet. Is he in a dangerous condition?”

The Frenchman shrugs his shoulders.

“There is always hope, you know,” he replies,
with professional caution. “He has a magnificent
constitution. We cannot tell till the end, Oh. yes,
Kou may go in. He is conscious. 1 think he has

eard your voice, but I do not know.

“Ah!” he mutters, as Marjorie disappears through
the door-way, “that is the kind of man the women
go wild over.”

Marjorie stops for a moment as she crosses the
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threshold, and a flood of emotions almost ovet-
whelms her. Then she closes her eyes for a mo-
ment. When she opens them again she is stronger.
She can think of the man lying there, and not of
herself now.

She glides softly to the bedside, and bends over
him. He opens his eyes and smiles up into her face
quite as if he had been expecting her. In fact he
says, in a faint tonc:

“] was sure you would come, Marjorie. I sup-
pose they think this is the end of it.”

Big tears roll down her cheeks, but she does not
answer him. He goes on as much in his natural
manner as is possible: ' ,

“Don’t cry. I'm not gone yet. Anyhow, Mar-
jori%-—you don’t mind if I say Marjorie?”

“.L O.” .

“ Anyhow, I have something to say to you before
I do go—if go I must. Marjorie, you must break
the tie that holds you to Sandowne. I don’tsay
this because I hope to profit by a separation. I
have thought it all over, and even if Ilive your
good name requires that we should not meet any
more. You understand me, dear Marjorie?”

“Yes.” /

“And you will separate from him? I can’t tell
you why; but you must do it.”

“I know why,” she says, in broken tones. “It
was his bullet that hit you. I had decided to do it.”

Lake smiles at her.

“0Of course you would think of it,” he says.
“ Marjorie, I almost wish I were dying. Anyhow, it
is worth it to have you here, and be able to let you
know without shame that I have always loved you.”

“(Oh, Robert!”

She has whispered his name in her dreams a
thousand times; but has never spoken it before.
He lets one of his hands fall on hers as they rest on
the bed covering.

“I have often wondered how it would sound on
your lips,” he murmurs,

Whatever she would say is choked by her sobs
now. If he were not so strong and serene she
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would be able to control herself, but when she real-
izes that he does not need her support she breaks
dewn,

“Oh, my love! my dearest love!” she wails, and
bgr}i@s her golden head in the pillow by the side
of his.

He strokes it gently, and his face is very full of
happiness as he does so. He is realizing in a meas-
ure what he has dreamed of. What of 1t if it is but
for a moment? He has often told himself that for
less than has fallen to his lot in these few minutes
he would willingly die. Yes, he is very happy.

“Don’t feel so badly, Marjorie,” he says, softly.
“] am not going to die.. I am sure of it. Marjorie,
dear—— Hark! what is that noise out there? Get
up, Marjorie! Ah! that wreteh is playing his last
card. Yes, yves, I understand now. Do you hear
his voice, Marjorie?” :

“Lord Sandowne,” she says, calmly, as she rises.
*“I do not fear anything he can do. Robert, 1 do
not know what may chance after this; so here is
my farewell to you.”

She bends over and kisses him on the brow, and
then goes out into the other room.

“Oh!” moans Lake, “why is there no light
ahead?”

Marjorie closes the door behind her as she leaves
the room. She fears something will be said that
will excite Lake. Something tells her that there is
a crisis impending in her life

In the outer room stands Sandowne, two gend-
armes by his side, and Sam Morgan between them
and the room.

“Blamed if et ain’t handy not to understand their
lingo sometimes,” Sam - mutters. “I know what
they want, I reckon, but es long es they can’t tell
me, they can’t hold me responsible. Oh!” he ex-
claims, as Marjorie appears.

Marjorie passes him, and faces Sandowne.

“Well,” she asks, contemptuously, “what new
revelation of baseness are you going to make now?”

Sandowne turns to the officers by his side, and
says, in French:
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“That is the woman! Arrest her!”

Sam comprehends by the actions of the men
rather than in any other way what is contemplated,
and he steps between her and them, saying, in his
thundering voice:

. “By Heaven! I'll break ye in two ef ye touch
er.”

“Do not interfere,” says Marjorie, gently. “Itis
better to let this matter go on.”

“Let them arrest ye, an’” him dyin’ in thar?” cries
Sam. “Xilled, too, by thet thar varmint, cuss him!”

“ Hush! never mind that,” she says, and turns to
the officers; “I will go with you.”

Sam stands dumfounded at the spectacle of the
two men leading her away, as if she were a felon.
He mutters a curse on French law, and stands with
clinched fists, furious, but impotent.
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CHAPTER XXXIV,
SARA’S SURPRISE.

Sara had been quite right in saying that her
mother would not comprehend more than half of
what she heard. But that half Mrs, Jones had un-
derstood, and it had whetted her appetite for more.
When they were in the cars, on their return to
Monaco from Nice, she said to Sara:

“Is that dead sure about Sam? Engaged? you
two?”

“Yes, ma.”

“Yer dad’ll be glad to hear it.”

“I reckon he wilil.”

“ An’ what’s all this here about Bob Lake an’
Lady Sandowne?”

“Qh, ma! please don’t talk to me,” cries Sara.
“T’11 tell you all about it later; but not now.”

So Mrs. Jones subsides into her corner, her ac-
commodating disposition enabling her to content
herself with the fact that Sal was at last engaged to
Sam Morgan., Sara, on her part, looks sercne
enough, but there is, in fact, considerable fever in
her blood.

It is late when they reach Monaco, and Mrs.
Jomnes retires to her room after ordering dinner to
be served there. She is contemplating an easy
evening after the fatigues of the afternoon, but her
bopes in that direction are rudely disturbed by
Sara, who suddenly asks:

“Tired, mamma?”

“Not so very,” is the self-sacrificing response.

“Then I want you to go over to the Casino with
mo. If I don’t play roulette, or something of the
.sort, I shall go crazy.”

Mrs. Jones sighs softly at having to give up her
quiet evening, but Sara seldom asks sacrifices of
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her, and she makes no complaint. Sara is not in
the habitl of tempting the goddess of fortune, either;
but her mother thinks very little of her doing so
now, if she wishes it, for she has become accus-
tomed to seeing women sit at the green tables. In-
deed, she has done it herself a few times. But the
gambling spirit is not in her, and she has not often
repeated the experiment.

Para sits down in the first vacant place at one of
the tables, and begins to bet, with the air of in-
tending to drive every other thought from her
mind, Mrs. Jones watches her until a chair near
hexl‘) is vacated, when she sits down, too, and begins
to bet. '

Sara is very successful from the start, and very
soon her play is being copied by those small fry
who are always swimming carefully about in the
deep waters of the Casino. But she plays on, oblivi-
ous of everything but her own play, and seemingly
su'cc(gssful in banishing the other thoughts from her
mind,

She has a considerable pile of glittering coins in
front of her, and as many more staked on the
squares of the board, when some one touches her
lightly and deprecatingly on the arm from behind.
She does not heed at first, but at last looks around
with a start. A man who bears unmistakable evi-
dences of being somebody’s valet stands there.

“Oh!” she says. “Isit you? Has he come back?
Anything the matter?’

The man bends over to whisper, but as he talks,
his eyes are glued on the board and his ears are
alert to hear the announcement of the man at the
wheel. He is a gambler, pure and simple. He whis-
pers to Sara:

“He is back. He is exultant, but in a fright about
something. He has ordered a carriage to take four
persons, and to be out all night. And he has gone
to the magistrate’s.”

“Do you know what has happened?” asks Sara,
turning pale with apprehension.

“Fourteen is called,” murmurs the man, his eyes
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and thoughts on the board. “You have won every-
thing. What luck! Rake it in?”

Saru rakes in her winnings as they are deposited
on the board, and turns impatiently.

“Never mind the board!” she says, sharply,
knowing his weakness, apparently. “l1f you know
anything more, tell me.”

“Mr. Lake was wounded.”

“Impossible!” gasps Sara.

“He was,” the man goes on, eagerly., “I don’t
know any of the particulars, only his lordship is
much agitated, and I noticed that one chamber of
his revolver was empty. When he took it away
with him it was fully loaded.”

“How could he have shot him?” asked Sara, in a
sort of bewilderment.

She is for the moment what she would call “rat-
tled,” and, woman-like, skips her reasoning and
jumps at her conclusion. She understands what the
man means to imply, and says it out plainly.

“Sh-h!” the man says. “I don’t know. I only
know what I have told you.”

Sara shivers a little, and recovers her presence of
mind. She gets up from her chair, and motions to
him to take 1t. :

“Keep what is there,” she says to him. “I know
what to do now.”

He would overwhelm her with thanks, but she is
gone over to her mother, and is whispering:

“Come, ma! you’ve lost. Come with me!”

“Not another expedition® protests Mrs. Jones.

*Yes; but the last, I think,” replies Sara.

Mrs. Jones hears certain tones that tell her Sara
is what she is wont to describe as “on the war-
path,” so she says nothing more.

Sara leads her rapidly out of the Casino, but in-
stead of going to their own rooms she goes to one
of the least aristocratic and perhaps least respecta-
ble of the hotels, and proceeds without hesitation to
one of the upper rooms, at the door of which she
knocks.

A shabby-genteel, querulous-faced woman opens
the door, and stares at Sara with a look in which
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curiosity and apprehension are mingled. Sara en-
}slers with her mother, and closes the door behind
er,

“What’s the matter now?” the woman asks, in a
tone that denotes that she believes herself to be a
very much injured creature.

“I think,” says Sara, in a way that is more melo-
dramatic than she realizes, and which greatly im-
presses her astonished mother, “that the time has
come.”

“QOh, dear!” whines the woman, “I don’t believe
I have the courage ”

“I have enough for both,” replies Sara, curtly.
“Put your things on, and come along. We have no
time to waste.”

“Where are we going?”’

“To a little village some miles from here. Hurry!”?

* * % * *® % %

Sam Morgan is still swearing and undecided, and
the officers, respectfully accompanying their ex-
traordinary prisoner, are just across the threshold
of the cottage in which Lake lies, when a fresh
young voice, with a ring of triumph in it, exclaims
from out of the darkness immediately in front of
the party of which Marjorie is the center:

“Stop! where are you taking that lady?”

“Do not interfere with the law,” is the stern an-
swer,

“Ts that yvou, Marjorie?” is the next question.

“Sara,” Marjorie cries. “Yes, it is 1.”

“ Are you being arrested as the wife of Lord San-
downe?”

“I suppose so. I did not question, for 1 know the
Frencl law gives the right to the husband under
such circumstances.”

“Then tell those men that they must release you,
since you are not the wife of Lord Sandowne, and
never have been.”

This is a bomb-shell which Sara has been prepar-
ing with the greatest care, meaning to explode it
with the greatest circumspection. She had intended
to first prepare Marjorie, and she had intended to
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get Sandowne in such a position that he would be
unable to retreat without a complete exposure,

She has all along promised herself the pleasure of
telling Lord Sandowne that she has never forgiven
him for making a tool of her at the time that Lake
lay sick in the cottage at the Gulch.

And now she has, in her excitement, exploded her
shell, and is unable to see the face of the wretch
whom it most affects. She knows it will be a great
surprise to him, since he is unaware of the exist-
ence of this real wife, and she hopes now that he
will insist upon an indentification. And in this she
is right. She first catches a little gasp from Mar-
jorie, and then hears the scornful voice of San-
downe,

“What sort of nonsense is this?” he demands.

“No nonsense sir,” Sara responds. “Your wife,
Annie Morgan, of Butte City, is here by my side,
and Marjorie Bridger is Marjorie Bridger. Tell
those men, Marjorie, and make them take you back
into the cottage.”

Marjorie asks the men to step back into the cot-
tage. They do so, and the whole party crowds
back; the real Lady Sandowne taking care to shel-
ter herself by the side of Sara, for she is one of
those who taught Sandowne to believe that he could
tame any woman. She is mortally afraid of the
brute.

Marjorie is half dazed. She does not dare believe
what she has heard, and yet she does believe, and
her thoughts are whirling about the man who lies
in the little bed in the room beyond.

The moment they are in the room where there is
light enough to see by, Sandowne seeks cagerly for
the face of the woman who claims to be the wife he
believed to be dead. Sara forces her to disclose her-
self, and the distorted face of Sandowne, as he
looks at her, betrays the truth.

“Tell these men they are not wanted any more,”
sayvs Sara, peremptorily to him.

He smiles wickedly. It oceurs to him at once
that he can make himself still very disagreeable to
Marjorie by insisting that she be taken to Monaco.
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The men are under orders to do so, and will do jt
unless he says they need not.

“The men have their orders to take her before the
magistrate,” he says. “If this woman is what sheé
pretends, she must prove it. 1 can prove that the
woman named Annie Morgan died five years ago.”
Then he turns to the men and says. “You will
take her at once.” :

Sara bites her lip. She sees what he intends to
do, and realizes that she is powerless to prevent his
doing it. She looks at Sam, as if hesitating whether
or not to call on him to help her by main force. He,
who has not heard the first part of the interview,
stares in wonder, but stands ready to do anything
Sara asks him to,

“Sam,” she says, desperately, “ Marjorie Bridger
is not his wife, and this woman is, as he very well
knows. He is only having his mean little revenge
on her by having her taken in custody.”

It is in Sam’s nature to use his muscles instead of
his brains in any sudden emergency, and he steps
forward now, his brow contracted in a frown, and
his hands working as if preparing to do execution
on the two officers. They evidently anticipate vio-
lence from him, and step back in alarm, their
hands seeking the weapons thev carry concealed.

Gigantic Sam frightens them by his bulk.

Then Sam suddenly stops. and his face lights up
with the brightness of an idea. Since Marjorie is
not Sandowne’s wife why——"

“See here, you skunk!” he says, with sudden and
inelegant force, addressing Sandowne, “ef ye don’t
send them cusses away, by thunder, I’ll have ye
arrcsted fer murder. It was you shot thet man in
thar, an’ I kin prove it.”

Sandowne pales suddenly. Sara speaks up
quickly;

“ And'I can prove it, too. The bullet that is in
Bob Lake will be found to correspond with the kind
in his revolver, and 1 can prove that that revolver
went with this man fully loaded, and came back:
home with one chamber exploded. You’d better
say the word, Lord Sandowne, We have the cinch
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on you. Oh, you half rascal, half fool! You used
me once in your vile game, but 1 have turned your
weapons on yourself, It was only a chance that
discovered this poor creature to me, but even if I
had not found her I would have been too much for
you.”

) “lYou bet you would,” ejaculates Sam, admir-
ingly.

Sandowne looks around on all the faces there,
mutters an oath, and says to the officer:

“You needn’t arrest her. Ifis a mistake. Come
with me!”

He sees that they go with him, for he is afraid
that if he leaves them behind they may be used to
apprehend him. ,

* * * * % * *

Lake has never intended to die, and he doesn’t.
He grows well and as strong as ever under the
caretul nursing of Marjorie Bridger, whose father
has fortunately reached her to take care of her.
Their wedding tour, like that of Sara and Sam, is
back to America.

[TEE END.]

ICUREFITS!

‘When Isay cure I do not mean merely to stop
them for & time and then have them return again,
1 mean a radical cure. I have made the disease
of FITS, EPILEPSY, or FALLING SICKNESS a
life-longstudy, Iwarrant my remedy to cure the
worst cases, Because others have failed is no
reagor for not now receivin%a cure. Rend at
once for a treatise and a Free Bottle of my infal-
lible remedy. Give Express and Post Office,

Go BOOT, DX.C,y 182 Pearl 8ty N.Xo
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AL ACE UPrERRE
BUREBRET DINING:

SLEEPERS, CARS,
THROUGH SLEEPING CARS
Between CHICAGO, NEW YORK and BOSTON,

BAGGAGE CHECKED TO DESTINATION.
Tickets to all Points East or West at Lowest Rates.

AT CHICAGO the De¢pot of the Nickel Plate
Road is located at Twelfth St. Viaduct, cor,
Twelfth and Clark Sts., convenient by street
car or elevated R. R. to any part of the city.

AT CLEVELAND all trains stop at Euclid Ave.
and Pearl 8t, and at Main Passenger Station
Broadway near Cross St.

AT BUFFALO tralns run into Union Depot of
the Erie Railway.

For rates and other information consult near-
est Ticket Agent, or address

A. W. JOHNSTON, B. F. HORNER,
Gen’l Sup’t, Gen’l Pass. Agt.
CLEVELAND, OHIO,
F.J. MOORE, Cen’l Agent,
BUFFALO, N. Y.




TAKE THE PICTURESQUE

Lehigh Valley Railroad

THE GREAT SCENIC TRUNK LINE,

—BETWEEN—
NEW YORK,

PHILADELPHIA,
—AND—
ROCHESTER,
BUFFALOQO,
NIAGARA FALLS.
Solid Vestibule Trains between

NEW YORK, PHILADELPHIA,

AND CHICAGO.

Elegant Equipment,
Perfect Roadway,
Fast Time,
The Pintsch Gaslight,
Steam Heating.
Anthracite Coal Used Exclusively, Insuring
Cleanliness and Comfort.
<D

THEODORE VOORHEES, General Manager, Philadelphia, Pa.
JOHN TAYLOR, General Traffic Manager, Philadelphia, Pa.
CHAS. S. LEE, General Passenger Agent, Philadelphia, Pa.
A. W. NONNEMACHER, Asst. General Passenger Agent, South Beth-
lehem, Pa.




READING RAILROAD SYSTEM.
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"THE ROYAL BLUE LINE

between New York, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Wash-
ington, the South, and South-west is conceded to be
the BEST CONSTRUCTED and MOST FINELY
EQUIPPED RAILROAD in the country.

THE OLD RELIABLE ROUTE

to all points in Interior Pennsylvania—Reading,
Harrisburg, Gettysburg, Pottsville, Shamokin, and
Williamsport.

THE ROYAL ROUTE TO THE SEA.

The Double Track Line between Philadelphia
and Atlantic City.

I. A. SWEIGARD, General SBuperintendent.

C. G. HANCOCK, General Pagsenger Agent.



FOR ALL PRINCIPAL POINTS IN
MISSOURI,
KANSAS,

INDIAN TERRITORY,
TEXAS,

MEXICO, AND

g

CALIFORNIA.

———

FREE RECLINING CHAIR CARS ON ALL TRAINS.

—_———

Through Wagner Palace Buffet Sleeping Cars
from the GREAT LAKES to the
GULF OF MEXICO,

—_—

For further information call on or address your nearest
Ticket Agent, or
JAMES BARKER, G P. &T A,

St. Tuouis, Mo.



New York anpd New Enpg¢land
RAILROAD.

Travelers between New York and Boston should always ask for
tickets via the

“NEW ENGLAND LIMITED” TRAIN,

Leaving either city 3.00 P. M. DAILY, including SUNDAY, due desti-
nation 8.00 P. M.
Buffet Smoker, Parlor Cars and Coaches. Dining Car between Boston
and Willimantic.
See that your tickets read via NEW YORK and NEW ENGLAND and
“AIR LINE” ROUTE,

The Norwich Line,

INSIDE ROUTE.

Steamers leave Pier 40, North River, New York, 5.30 P. M. week days
only. Connecting at New London with Vestibuled Steamboat
Express Train due Worcester 8.00 A, M., Boston 9.00 A, M.

RETURNING,

Train leaves Boston 7.05 P, M. week days only. Connecting at New
London with Steamers of the Line due New York 7.00 A. M.
Tickets, Parlor Car Seats, Staterooms on Steamers, and fuil infor-
mation at offices,

353 Broadway, ~
Grand Central Station, » NEW YORK.
Pier 40, North River,

322 Washington St.,
Station foot of Summer St., } BOSTON.

GEO, F, RANDOLPII, General Trafti¢ Manager, Boston,
W. R. BABCOCK, Generul Pisscnger Agent.
Jan. 11, 1894,



LAKE ERIE AND
WESTERN RAILROAD,

Ft. Wayne, Gincinnati, and Louisviilz Railroad.
" National Gas Route. The Popular Short Lize,

BETWEEN
Peoria, Bloomington, Chicago, St. Louis, Springfield, Lafayette,
Frankfort, Muncie, Portland, Lima, Findlay, Fostoria,
Fremont, Sandusky, Indianapolis, Kokomo, Peru,
Rochester, Plymouth, LaPorte, Michigan
City, Ft. Wayne, Hartford, Bluffton,
Counorsville, and Cincinnati, making

Direct Connections for all Points East, West, North and South,

THE ONLY LINE TRAVERSING
THE GREAT NATURAL GAS AND OIL FIELDS

Of Ohio and Indiana, giving the patrons of this Popular Route an
opportunity to witness the grand sight fr.m the train as they pass
through. Great fields covered with tanks, in which are stored millions
of gallons ot oil, Natural Gas wells shooting their flames high in the
air, and the most beautiful cities, fairly alive with glass and all kinds
of factories.

We furnish our patrons with Llegant Reclining Chair Car Seats
Free, on day trains, and L. E. & W. Palace Sleeping and Parlor Cars,
on night trains, at very reasonable rates.

Direct connections to and from Cleveland, Buffalo. New York,
Boston, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Pittsburg, Washington, Kansas City,
Denver, Omaha, Portland, San Francisco, and all pointsin the United
Rtates and Canada.

This is the popular route with the ladies, on account of its courteous
and accommodating train officials, and with the commercial traveler
and general public for its comforts, quick time and sure connections.

For any further particulars call on or address any Ticket A gent.
H. C. PARKER, CHAS. F. DALY,

Traflic Manager, Gen'l Pass. & Tkt. Agt.
INDIANAPOLIS, IND.
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EAST TENNESSEE,
VIRGINIA & GEORGIA
RAILWAY SYSTEM

AND CONNECOTIONS.
WATTHEWS, NORTHAUP & CO., DUFFAL® AND NTW ¥OF <~
Porinformation write B. WaMassuvig Gk’ and T.A., KNOXVILLE. Tenm:




THE

Delaware

AND

Hudson
| Railroad.

THE ONLY DIRECT ROUTE TO THE GREAT

ADIRONDAGK MOUNTAINS,

Lake George, Lake Champlain, Ausable Chasm, the Adiron.
dack Mountains, Saratoga, Round Lake, Sharon
Springs, Cooperstown, Howe’s Cave, and the
Celebrated Gravity Railroad between Carbon-
dale and Honesdaie, Pa., present the
oreatest Combination of Health and Pleasure Resorts in America.

THE DIRECT LINE TO THE SUPERB SUMMER HOTEL
OF THE NORTH,

“THE HOTEL CHAMPLAIN,”

(Three Miles South of Plattsburgh, on Lake Champlain).

The Shortest and Most Comfortable Route
Between New York and Montreal.

In Conmection with the Erie Railway, the most Picturesque
and Interesting Route between Chicago and Boston.
The ouly through Pullman Line.

Inclose Six Cents In Stamps for Hlustrated Guide to

¥ C. YOUNGC, J. W. BURDICK,
84 Vice-President, Genr’l Pass. Agent, Albany, N. ¥e



“THE RHINE, THE
ALPS AND THE
, BATTLEFIELD LINE,”

F Fnoisf N/, Linite

FAST FLYING VIRGINIAN
Has No Eqgual Between

CINCINNATI a~xo NEW YORK,

Via Washington, Baltimore, and Philadelphia.
Vestihuled, Steam Heated, and Electric Lighted Throughout.
THROUGH DINING CAR AND COMPLETE PULLMAN SERVICE.
THROUGH SLEEPERS TO AND FROM
ST. LOUIS, CHICAGO AND LOUISVILLE.

The most interesting historic associations and the most striking and
heauntiful scenery in the United States are linked together by the C. & O.
I Bystem. which traverses Virginia, the first foothold of English settlers in
| America, where the Revolutionary War was begun and ended, and where
. the great battles of the Civil War were fought; crosses the Blue Ridge and
Alleghany Mountains and the famous 8henandoah Valley. reaches the cele-
brated Springs region of the Virginias, and lies through the canons of New
River, where the scenery is grand beyond description.” 1t follows the banks
of the Kanawha and Ohio Rivers, and penetrates the famous Blue Girass
rn;:ilo‘n of Kentucky, noted for producing the greatest race-horses of the
world.

For maps, folders, descriptive pamphlets, etc., apply to Pennsylvania
Railroad ticket offices in New York, Philadelphia, and Baltimore, the prin-
cipal ticket offices throughout the country, or any of the following C. & O.
agencies:

""" NEW YORK—362 and 1823 Broadway:

WASHINGTON—513 and 1421 Penna. avenue;

CINCINNATI—Corner Fifth and Walnut streets;

LOUISVILLE—253 Fourth avenue:

8T. LOUIS -Corner Broadway and Chestuut street;

CITICAGO —234 Clark street.

0. B. RYAN, Assistant General Pagsenger Agent, Cincinnati. O.
H. ’W. FULLER, General Passenger Agent, Washington, D. C.



http:Re\'olntioua.ry

There is little need of emphasizing the FACT that the

MAINE CENTRAL
RAILROAD

Has been the developer of Bar Hareor, and has made this incomparable summer
home the

Crown of the Atlantic Coast,

AND MOREOVER: __ o meseen

The Natural Wonders of the White Mountains,
The Wierd Grandeur of the Dixviile Notch,
The Quaint Ways and Sceies of Cuebec,

The Multifarious Attractions of Montreal,

The Elegance ¢f Poland Springs,

The Inexhaustable Fishing if Rangeley,

The Unique Scenery of Moosehead,

The Remarkable Healthfulness of St. Andrews,

Are all within contact of the ever-lengthening arms
of the Maine Central Railroad.

=

The Renowned Vacation Line,

Or, to those who enjoy Ocean Sailing, the statement is made that the pioneer
line along the coast of Maine, making numerous landings at picturesque points,
aimost encircling the Island of Mt. Desert is the

PORTLAND, MIT. DESERT AND
MacHiAs STeamsoaTr Co.

The New, Large and Luxurious Steamer, ‘‘ Frank Jones,” makes, during the
summer season, three round trips per week between Rockland, Bar Harbor and
Machiasport.

Illustrated outlines, details of transportation, and other information upon ap-~
plication to

F. E. BOOTHBY, PAYSON TUCKER,
G.P.and T. Agt. Vice-Pres't and Gen. Mgr.
’ PORTLAND, Mz,
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and a reputation for their author.
Everybody who has read “Dr. Jack?”
y should make the acquaintance of the rest.

{ They appear only in the Primrose Series.

3--Doctor Jack.
33--Dr. Jack’s Wife.
34--Captain Tom.
35--Baron Sam.
36--Miss Pauline of New York.
38--Miss Caprice.

These books are large type editions,
well printed on good quality paper, and in
handsome covers.

For sale by all Newsdealers and Book- §
3 sellers, or sent, postage free, on receipt of
price, 50 cents, by the publishers,

STREET & SMITH,

25 to 31 Rose Street, New York,
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EVERYBODY 1S READING

BERTHA M, CLAY'S

CELEBRATED NOVELS.

The majority of this popular author’s novels are §
copyrighted by Street & Smith, and can be had only &

y in the editions and series named. Thousands are be-

} ing sold every month, which is their best recommen- §

dation.

Select Series:
22 -A Heart’s Bitterness.
28—A Heart’s ldo!.
36—The Gipsy’s Daughter.
37—-In Love’s Crucible.
39—Marjorie Deane.
87 -Cladys Creye.
92 - Another Woman’s Husband.
94-VYiolet Lisle.
96 -Fair, but Faithless.
101 -Another Man’s Wife.
1 13-Betwesn Two Hearts.
114—Twixt Love and Hate.

Sea and Shore Series:
42 -A Woman’s Temptation.
43—Beyond Pardon,
44—Put Asunder.
45—-Between Two Loves.
46-Under a Shadow.
47—The Earl’s Atonement.
48—Repented at Leisure.

Ask your bookseller or newsdealer for these novels,
or we will send them to any address, postpaid, on re-

' ceipt of 25 cents.
STREET & SMITH,
25 to 31 Rose Street, New York.
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OVEK 300,000 SOLD.

Julia £Edwards’ Novels.

These novels are among the best ever written
by Juria EpwARDS, and are enjoying an emnor-
mous sale.

They are copyrighted, and can be had only

in the Select Series. Price, 25 cents.

No. 30--Prettiest of All.

No. 34--The Little Widow.
No. 38--Beautiful but Poor.
No. 47--Sadia the Rosebud.
No. 65--Laura Brayton.

No. 91 -~-Stella Sterling.

No. 112--He Loves Me, He Loves Me
Not.

For sale by all booksellers and newsdealers,



THE FAVORITE AUTHOR,

Wrs, Goorgio Sheldon's

§ COPYRIGHT NOVELS.

These novels, from the pen of our gifted author,
who writes exclusively for us, arc among her most
popular productions, and hold the front rank in first-
cluss literature. Over half a million have been sold.

SELECT SERIES. 25 Cents.
16--Sibyl’s Influence.
24--That Dowdy.
43--Trixy.
44--A True Aristocrat.
80--Thrice Wedded, but Only Once a Wife.
89-—-Two Keys.
90--Virgie's Inheritance.
93--Ruby’s Reward.
95--Max. A Cradle Mystery.
97--Witch Hazel.
98--Edrie’'s Legacy.
99--Tina.
100--Stella Rosevelt.
111-Geoffrey’s Victory.

PRIMROSE SERIES. 50 Cents.
10—-Stella Rosevelt.
12--Lost, A Pearle.

Ask your bookseller or newsdealer for these novels,
or we will send them to any afgress, postpaid, on re-
ceipt of the price.

STREET & SMITH,
256 to 81 Rose Street, New York.




The Seleci Series

Popular American Copyright Stories.

No. 79—THE GAY CAPTAIN, by
Mrs. M. V, Victor....... .. €
No. 78—VASHTI'S FATE; or,
PURIFIED BY FIRE, by
Helen Corwin Pierce . ..... 20
‘e TI—-THE THREE BLOWS;
or, LOVE, PRIDE AND
REVENGE, by Karl Drury. 25
No. 76—A ¢ROUD DISHONOR,
by Genie Holtzmeyer....... 2
No. 75—THE WIDOWED BRIDE,
by Lucy Randall Comfort... 2§
No. 74—THE GRINDER PAPEKS,

by Mary Kyle Dallas....... 25
No. 73—BORN TO COMMAND,
by Hero Strong............. 25

No. 72—A MODERN MIRACLE.
by James Franklin Fitts.... 25

Ko. 71-THE SWEET SISTERS
OF INCHVARRA, by Annie
Ashmore. ....cceeeeeenneees . 26

No, 60—A SILVER BRAND, by Charles T. Manners....
No. 68—ROSLYN'S TRUST, by Lucy C. Lillie......... . escesse. 28
No. 67—WILLFUL WINNIE, by Harriet Sherburne....
Ko. 66—ADAM KENT'S CHOICE, by Humphrey Elliott..
No. 66—LAURA BRAYTON, by Julia Edwards...........
No. 64—YOUNG MRS, CHARNLEIGH, by T. W. Hanshew.. ... - 28
No. 68—BORN TO0 BETRAY, by Mrs, M. V. Victor.....cccicevennnsnne cooaas 28
No. 62—A STRANGE PILGRIMAGE, by Mrs. J. H. Waiworth....cce -criees 28
No. 61-THE ILLEGAL MARRIAGE, by Hon. Evelyn Ashby......cccce. sese. 20
Neo. 60—WON ON THE HOMESTRETCH, by Mrs. M. 0. Williams ...oecausens. 38
No. 59—WHOSE WIFE IS SHE? by Annie Lisle....cccveuccecccanccnncccnsncas 28
No. 58—KILDHURM'S OAK, by Julian Hawthorne.....cecececccascsosccccccas. 28
No. 57—STEPPING-STONES, by Marion Barland.....ccceecienennnenns ssecsces M
No. 66—THE DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT, by Mary L Donuon......n.. 28
No. 55—R0OXY HASTINGS, by P. Hamilton Myers... ..... veeseascsssanncesses I
Ko, 54—THE FACE OF ROSENFEL, by C. H. Montague...... cevceccssacecses. 2
No. 53—THAT GIRL OF JOHNSON'S, by Jean Kate Ludl o . 25
Wo. 63—TRUE TO HERSELF, by Mrs. J. H. Walworth....... ;

No. 51—A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN'S SIN, by Hero Strong.....
No. 50—MARRIED IN MASK, bv Mansfleld Tracy Waiworth...
Wo. 49—GUILTY OR NOT GUILTY, by Mza. M, V. Viotor..eeesseeecc erassevees 30
Ne. 48—THE MIDNIGHT MARRIAGE. by A. M. Dougl 2
We. ¢7—-8ADIA THE ROSEBUD, bty Julis Edwards . 2%

acecesceas 26
ssccacases 20

ersessscssass. I8




The Select Series.

(Continued.)
o, 464 MOMENT OF MADNESS, by Charles J, Bellamy...... e 25
Bo. 45—WEAEKER THAN A WOMAN, by Charlotte M. Brame. .. 28
No. 44—A TRUE ARISTOCLAT, by Mrs, Georgie Sheldon..... .. 2
So. 43—TRIXY, by Mrs. Georgie Sheldom....cacaennan.nn 25

No. 48—A DEBT OF VENGEANCE, by Mrs, E, Burke Collins
Mo, 42 -BEAUTIFUL RIENZI, by Annie Ashmore.....
Mo, 40—AT A GIRL'S MERCY, by ean Kate Ludlum..
§o. 39—MARJORIE DEANE, by Bertha M. Clay....

8o, 38—BEAUTIFUL, BUT PO R, by “ulia Edwards 25
No. 87—IN LOVE'S CRUCIBL by Bertha M, Clay......oc.oeoiiimmimamuanann 25
No 36—THE GIPSY'S DAUGHTER, ty Bertha M. Clay.. ... ooinimnnunnnn- 25
No. 35—CECILE'S MARRIAGL. by Lucy R Jall Gomfort..ceeneevnccenncnnnnnns b
8c. 34—THE LITTL WIDOW, by Tulia EdWards.....cccceeceecarcensecescencs 25
Ko 33—THE COUNTY FAIR, by Neil Burgess. ...c.cecamescucasmacrnensaannes 25
Mo, 32—LADY RYHOPE'S LOVER, by Emma @, Jones_. ... ...ccccieumanaacans 25
Wo. 81 -MARRIED FOR GOLD, by Mrs, E, Burke Collins. heee. 28
Ro. 30—PRETTIEST OF ALL, by Julia EdWards....ceceevaeirrniernensocnennnas 2
No. 80—THE HEIRESS OF EGREMONT, by Mrs. Harriet Lewis...ccccoecnaaae.. 1.
No. 26—A HEART'S IDOL, by Bertha M. Cley..couceemunnineena oL . 2
No. 27--WINIFRED, by Mary Kyle Dallas..ceurnemmirnanan cumanniiaaoaa, 28
No. 26—-FORTELROY, by Francis A, Durivage..c.cevcecmnencmenauancnasennnnna. 20
Mo, 25—THE KING'S TALISMAN, by Sylvanus Cobb, Jr. .. .. ccoeevieenn. 25
No. 34—THAT DOWDY, by Mrs. Georgie Sheldon_ ... ...c.vecenmrracmcanccnmanan 25
No. 23—-DENMAN THOMPSOM'S OLD HOMESTEAD. ...cceumvenenmnaccnnen .25
No. 22—A HEART'S BITTERNESS, by Bertha M. Clay. A
No. 21—THE LOST BRIBE, by Clara Augusta........ .. 28
Wo. 20—INGOMAR, by Nathan D. Urner. ... ...cevcieenornmmmurrancaccccccaman 25
No, 19—A LATE REPENTANCE, by Mrs, Mary A, Denison...cceveevemenaracceen. 25
No. 189—ROSAMOND, by Mrs, Alex. MeVeigh Miller......ooocveiieemneeerannn. 25
o, 17--THE HOUSE OF SEGRETS, by Mrs. Harriet Lewis...__..__.__....._.. 2
No, 16—8YBIL'S INFLUENCE, by Mrs. Georgie Sheldon.. .................... 2%
No. 15—~THE VIRGINIA HEIRESS, by Mrs. May Agnes Fleming................ 25
No. 14—FLORENCE FALKLAND, by Burke Brentford.....ocooceemeoamiaaoo. 25
Mo, 13--THE BRIDE-ELEQT, by Annie AshmOre. cuuccerrcmceonrocecaancracas 25
No. 12—THE PEHANTOM WIFE, by Mrs. M. V. Victor....convmerernacannnne.. 26
No. 11--BADLY MATCHED, by Mrs. Helen Corwin Pierce.....coceeeneooooio. 25
No. 10—0CTAVIA'S PRIDE, by Oharles T, Manners. ... . _..oooevomarociaananan 25
No, 9—THE WIDOW'SB WAGER, by Rose Ashleigh......ccoiimnieiianianil.. 25
No. 8—-WILL SHE WIN? by Emma Garrison Jones...ceeserecovencnssscnncnnen 25
No. 7--GRATIA'S TRIALS by Luey Randall Comfort...........coo.oooiiiioo., 2
No. 6—A BTORMY WEDDINS, by Mrs, Mary E. Bryan....e..oooeniinnnnnn... 26
No. 5—~BRUNETTE AND BLONDE, by Mrs, Alex. McVeigh Miller....... ..... 26
Ho, 4+—-BONNY JEAN, by Mrs, E. Burke Colling..........coieneriininaniiios 26
¥o. &—VEI.ELAyd VERNELL; or. AN AMAZING MARRIAGE, by Mrs. Sumner
(3 L L] N R 26
> %o, 8—A WEDDED WIDOW, by T. W Hanshew_.......... ... 28
%o 1—-THE SENATOR’S BRIDE, by Mrs, Alex. McVeigh Miller,.............. 26

These popular books are large type editions, well printed, well bound, and
" o hanisowe covers. For sale by all Booksellers and Newsdealers; or sent,
- postage free, on receipt of price, 25 cents each, by the publishers,

3 STREET & SMITH,
P, 0. Box 9704 . 85 to 81 Rose Strest, New York
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ISSUED WEEKLY. PRICE 5 CENTS PER COPY.
Sixteen Pages—Profusely Illustrated.

Stories are constantly running through the columns of Goop News
from the pens of Horatio Alger, Jr., Oliver Optic, Edward S. Ellis,
James Otis, Max Adeler, George H. Coomer, Lient. Lionel Lounsberry,
Wm. H. Thomes, Charles W. Foster, John R. Coryell, Lieut. James K.
Drton, Walter Morris, W. B. Lawson, Arthur Sewall, Wm, Murrsv
Graydon, Philip Reade, W. P. Chipman.

Ma

besides being the best story paper for young people, offers greater in-
ducements, as the following departments will show:

EXCIFANGE DEPARTMENT.—We devote one column of Good
News every week for the purpose ot allowing our readers to advertise, free
of all charge, whatever goods they might have to exchange.

HUMANE SOCIETY.—Recognizing the fact tiat there are alarge num-
ber of young readers who are never rewarded for risking their lives to save
others, we have formed the Good News Humane Society, and we present
to our youny lite-savers a gold medal suitably engraved.

PUZZLE CORNER.—Wae solicit and publish all contributions received
for this department.

AIL BAG.—Under this heading we answer guestions on all sub-
Jects, except legal and medical,

SHORT TALKS WITH THE BOVS.—Questions relating to trades,
Professions, and Business Pursuits are answered in this department. All
boys berorastarting out in life should write for our opinion regarding the
trade, business, or profession they have a liking for.

New Attractions Constantly Appearing.

Subscription, $2.50 a year. Single copies b cents.

fo inlroduce GOOD NEWS we will send. as sample copies ten. issues, [‘mm
No. 53 (o No. 62 wnclusive, on receipl of len cenis.  Spectmen copies senl fres
xpon application.

STREET & SMITIH, Publishers, 31 Rose St., New York.



THE BEST AND BRIGHTEST!

UNANIMOUSLY ACKNOWLEDGED TO BE THE

Greatest Story and Sketch Papef

FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS AND NEWSDEALERS,

BY MAIL, $3 A YEAR, POSTAGE FREE.

STREET & SMITH, PUBLISHERS,

23 to 31 Rose Street, New York.



THE SECRET SERVICE SERIES.

THE CRIME OF THE OPERA HOUSE. (Vol Il) By Fortune Du
BOI8EODRY. .o veeene et cciie e ceaat e anee e No. o}
THE CRIME OF THE OPERA HOUSE. (Vol. l) By Fortune Du
BOIBGOLEY . o et e
THE CLIQUE OF GOLDP. By Ewmile Gaboriau..
THE WIDOW LEROUGE. By Eniile Gaboriau
THE CONVICT COLONEL., By Fortune Du Boisgobey.
THE STEEL NECKLACE, By Fortune Du Boisgobey....
THE DETECTIYE'S TRIUMPH. By Ewile Gaboriau...
THE DETECTIYE’S DILEMMA. By Emile Gaboriau........ .o
THE RED LOTTERY TIYKER, By Fortuune Du DBoisgobey.
THE CHAMPDOUCE MYSTERY. By Ewile Gaboriau_....._.
CAUGHT IN THE NET. By Ewile Gaboriau........
WABEL SEYMOUR. By Charles Matthew.............
RUBE BURROWS’ LEAGUE. By Marline Manly.........._. ..
THE VESTIBULE LIMITED MYSTERY. By Alex. Robertson, M.D.....
THE LOS HUECOS MYSTEKY. By Eugene T. Sawyer........
A WOMAN’S HAND. By Nick Carter...................... .
THE GREAT TRAVERS CASE. By Dr. Mark Merrick..... -.
MUERTALMA 3 or, The Poisoned Pin. By Marmaduke Dey.
DETECTIVE BOB BRIDQER. By R, M. Taylor...........
OLD SPECIE., By Alex. Robertson, M. D._..._........... R
ADVENTURES AND EXPLOITS OF THE YOUNGER RBROTHERS. By
Henry Dale
A CHASE ROUND THE WORLD. By Mariposa Weir..
GOLD-DUST DARRELL. By Burke Brentford.........
'THE POKER KING. By Marline Manly............
BOB YOUNGER'S FATE. By Edwin 8. Deabe...........
THE REVENUE DETECTIVE. By Police Captain James.
UNDER HIS THUMB. By Donald J. McKenzie..........
THE NAYAL DETECTIVE'S CHASE. By Ned Buntline..

THE PRAIRIE BETECTIVE. By Leander P. Richardson. .. No. 24
A MYSTERIOUS CARE. By XK. F. Hill......_............ No. 23
THE SOCIETY DETECTIVE. By Oscar Maitland.... No. 22
THE AMERICAN MARQUIS. By Nick Carter......... .- No. 21
THE MYSTERY OF A MADSTONE. Ry K. F, Hill..... No. 20

THE SWORDSMAN OF WARSAW. By Toony Pastor...
A WALL STREET HAUL. By Nick Carter...... [
THE QLD DETECTIVE’S PUPIL. By Nick Carter.........
THE MOUNTAINEER DETECTIVE, By Claytom W. Cobb...

TOM AND JERRY. By Tony Pastor...........ccceane. No. 15
THE DETECTIVE’S CLEW. By *“0Old Huteh”....ocoveumnnnane. .. No. 14
BDARKE DARRELL. By Frank H. Stauffer......ccecievueena. . No. 18

THE DOG DETECTIVE. By Lieutenant Murray......
THE MALTESE CROSS. By Eungene T. Sawyer.........
TIE POST-OFFICE DETECTIVE, By George W. Goode....
OLD MORTALITY. By Young BaXter.........c.ea... ..No. ®
LUITTLE LIGHTNING. By Police Captain Jamea..
THE CHOSEN MAN., By Judson R. Taylor

These popular books are large type editions, well printed, well bound, and
in handsome covers., For sale by all Booksellers and Newsdealors ; or sent
postage free, on receipt of price, 25 cents, by the publishers,

STREET & SMITH,

P, 0. Bex 2784, ¥5, 27, 29 & 81 Rose Street, New York,



The &ea and Shore Serigs.

Best Novels by Popular Authors.

The Tragedy in the Rue de la Paix. By Adolphe Belot.. No. 87
The Woman of Fire. By Adolphe Belot.veesveesresvass.ss No. 38
Toilers of the Sea. By Victor Hugo. . .vcoevevaeecarineeass No. 35
Romance of a Poor Young Man. By Octave Feuillet.... No. 34
Han of Iceland. By Victor Hugo...... cesesariiaans wees. No. 33
She Trusted llim. By a popular authoT...vcee cvvvnnnnns No. 32
Carmen. By Prosper Merimee ............. cesessecscasss No 31
Joln Needham’s Double. By Joseph Hatton vessssenesss No. 30
Sappho., By Alphonse Daudet.......c.iveveieinnianiianenns No. 29
Around the Worid in Eighty Days. By Jules Verne...... No. 28
Camille. By Alexandre Dumas, flls......ccciciiiaeiiannen. No. 27
Red Dick, the Tiger of California. By Ned Buntline.... No. 26
Dashing Charlie. By Ned Bumtline..,........ senssrsessss No. 25
Led Astray. By Octave Fenilleb.........ovvvencueraaraenn. No. 24
The Two Orphans. By Adolphe D’Ennery.......eveeeress No. 23
The Struggle for Maverick, By J. F. Fitts.........00... No. 22
The Corsican- Brothers. By Alexandre Dumes............ No. 21
The House of Silence. By Dr. J. H. Robinson...,....... 1o, 20
The Irish Monte Cristo’s Trail. By Alex. Robertson, M.D. No. 1%
The Yankee Champion. By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr........... No. 18
Fedora., From the famous play, by Victorien Sardou....... No. 17
Siballa, the Sorceress. By Prof. Wm. Henry Peck....... No. 16
The Golden Eagle. By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr................ No. 15
The Fortune-Teller of New Orleans, By Prof. W. H. Peck. No. 14
The Irish Monte Cristo Abroad. By Alex. Robertson, M.D. No. 13
Held for Ransom, By Lieut. Murray ...vo.vvenenenn.n... No. 12
The Irish Monte Cristo’s Search. By Alex, Robertson, M.I). No. 11
La Tosca, From the celebrated play, by Vietorien Sardou.. No. 10
The Man in Blue. By Mary A. DeniSoD.eseeeeseeeeesess. o 9
Ben Hamed. By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr...cveveernern.. vreens No. 8
Ruy Blas. By Victor Hugo....ooueeivreesnenoncsesasscens No. 7
'l'he Masked Lady. By Lieutenant MIUITAY. . orovneneninons No. 6
Theodora. From the celebrated play, by Victorien Sardou.. No. 5
The Lecksmith of Lyons. By Prof. Wm. H. Peck... .... No. 4
The Browm Princess. By Mrs. M. V. Vietor....ovuvu..... No. 3
The Silver Ship. By Lewis LeoD...e.eevereeernssrnseenns No. 2
An Irish Monte Cristo........c....... tevesverasiessseses.. No.o 1

For sale by all Booksellers and Newqdealers or will be sent, postage
froe, to any address in the United States or Canadn, on receipt of price

by the publishers, STREET & SMITH,

£ 0. Box 2734, ) 26, 27, 29 and 81 Rose Street, New Yark






THE SECRET SERVICE SERIEJS.

THE GREAT ENIGMA. By NicK Carter..........ooovviveeroieaeanannns
A STOLEN IDENTITY. By Nick Carter...
THE PIANO BOX MYSTERY, By Nick Carter

THE DALTON BOYS IN CALIFORNIA. By W. B. Lawson.............. No. 38
FIGHTING AGAINST MILLIONS. By Nicl Carter. ... . ....... No. 67
A TITLED COUNTERFEITER, By Nick Carter... ... No. 56
FACE TO FACE. By Donald J. MeKenzie ... . ... ... ...... No. 35
THE CRIME OF A COUNTESS. By NicK Catter.....oo.oeeiiiiaaenaas. No. ot

FOUND DEAD. By Hcro Strong
FILE 113, By Emile Gaboriau ...
THE CRIME OF THE OPERA HOU

(Vol. IT,) By Fortuue Dw

B 530 oY PN No. 51
THE CRIME OF THE OPERA HOUSE, (Vol. 1) By Fortnne Du

BOISR O . L e No. 51
THE CLIQUE OF GOLD. By Ewile Gaboriau. No. 50
THE WIDOW LEROUGE. By LEmile Gaborian No. 49
THE CONVIUCT COLONEL. By Fortune Dn Boisgobey_ ... ... ... .. ... No. 48
THE STEEL NECKLACE. By Fortune Du Boisgobey. ..o ... ... No. 47
THE DETECTIYE’S TRIUMPH, By Emile Gaborian._.._..._. ... ... No. 46
THE DETECTIVE’S DILEMMA. By Emile Gaboriaw.................. No. 45
THE RED LOTTERY TICKET. By Fortnne Du Boisgobey... ... ... No. 4t
THE CHAMPDOCE MYSTERY. By Ewile Gaboriaw.... ... _...._.. No. 43
CAUGHT IN THE NET. By Ewmile Gaborian No. 42
MABEL SEYMOUR, By Charles Matthew.. ... No. 41
RUBE BURROWS® LEAGUE. By Marline Manly. No. 40

THE VESTIBULE LIMITED MYSTERY. DBy Alex. Robertson, M.D..... No. 39

THE LOS HUECOS MYSTERY., By Eugene T. Sawyer._ ... .. ....... No. 88
A WOMAN’S HAND. By Nick Carter No. 37
THE GREAT TRAVERS CASE. By Dr. Mark Merrick ... ... .. Noa. 36
MUERTALMA; or, The Poisoned Pin, By Marmaduke Dey............ No. 35
DETECTIVE BOB BRIDGER. By R. M. Taylor........................ No. 34
OLD SPECIE. By Alex. Robertson, M. D. ... ... ... ... .o... No. 33
ADVENTURES AND EXPLOITS OF THE YOUNGER BROTHERS. By
Henry Dale.. .o e No. 32
A CHASE ROUND THE WORLD. By Muariposa Weir.._._.............. No. 31
GOLD-DUST DARRELL. By Burke Brentford... ... ... ............... No. 30
THE POKER KING., By Marline Manly.......coooiieiioiineiinnannn No. 29
BOB YOUNGER’S FATHE. By Edwin 8. Deane.........._.._............ No. 28
THE REVENUE DETECTIYE. By Police Captain James.............. No. 27
UNDER HIS THUMB. By Donald J. McKenzie..............._......... No. 26
THE NAVAL DETECTLYE'S CHASE. By Ned Bunlline...._............ Yo. 26
THE PRAIRIE DETECTIVE. By Leander P, Richardson.............. No. 24
A MYSTERIOUS CASE. By K. F. Hillo........ ... No. 28
THE SOCIETY DETECTIVE., By Oscar Maitland.. ... ... ... No. 22
THE AMERICAN MARQUIS. By Nick Carter..... ... ... - No. 21

THE MYSTERY OF A MADSTONE. By K. F. Hill_...._... .. __.
THE SWORDSMAN OF WARSAW, By Tony Pastor . No. 19
A WALL STREET HAUL, By Nick Carter . No. 18
THE OLD DETECTIVE’S PUPIL. By Nick Catter...................... No. 17
_ These popular hooks are lavse ty pe editions, well printed, well bound, and
in lmndsqme covers. TFor sale by all Booksellers and Newsdealers ; or sent,
posiage free, on receipt of price, 25 cents, by the publishers,

STREET & SMITH,
26, 27, 29 & 31 Rose Street, New York.
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THE CRITERION SERIES.

In presenting this series of high-class novels to the

public we take pride in announcing that each and every

number will be of the highest merit,vprinted in the best
style on the first quality of paper. This series will be our
best, both as regards contents and appearance.

The following numbers are now out:

No. 1. Mr. Lake of Chicago. 50c.

By Harry DuBois Milman.
This book has received the commendation of all the great dailies,
and has created an enormious sensation, the first edition being exhausted
in three days and the second edition in ten days.  The third edition is

now ready. Mr. Lake of Chicago is published in a Continental Edition,
and is being dramatized by a well-known playright.

No. 2. Dr. Jack. 50c.
By St. George Rathborne.
A book of marvelous interest.  The entertaining and unique char-

acter of Dr. Jack holds the reader until the last chapter is finished with
a sigh of regret that there is no more.

No. 3. Dr. Jack’s Wife. 50c.
By St. George Rathborne.
Readers of Dr. Jack will all be eager to peruse the sequel.  Each

book is complete in itself, and can be read without reference to the
other, but those who read one will be sure to want both.

For sale by all booksellers and newsdealers, or sent
postage free on receipt of price, by the publishers.

{ STREET & SMITH,
b 25 to 31 Rose Street, New York.
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