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M'R. LAKE OF CHICAGO. 


BOOK ONE. 

JUOOE LYNCH OF ARIZONA. 

OHAPTER I. 

MISS MARJORIE BRIDGER. 

It is before the davs when the horse show at Mad
ison Square Garden had beconle a misnomer for a'v 

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 tand81l1 
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 horses, 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 ehrht 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,whi~h 
would have baffled the skill of any other, driver 
there. 

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 anirnals, 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 
a finely cut mouth, and beautifully molded chin. 
But on the whole the impression of him ilS 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. 

Of court)e somebody must know him-somebodv 
with a big S too--or he would never be sitting on 
the box of De Peyster Van Kouver's coach. It is in 
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 
froln 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 
klJow, they are religiously ignorant of anything 
Anlericall. And the man on the box is as typically 
American as the beautiful girl. 

"Of course, Mr. Van Kouver can tell rnA," 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 you, duke," Miss Bridger answers 
sweetly, and continues her soliloquy. "Or Dick 
Francklyn. And there's the dear ·fellow now 1" 

The" dear fellow" is one of those ever agreeable, 
indispensable, anomaI.)us creatures, of which Soci
ety knows a very few, who has no visible nleans 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 is in· 
explicable, but there he is; and as indispensable 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 Inatrimonial aspirations. He is trusted by 
women, and liked by lnen. 

." 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, bu.t courteously, which conduct on 
hIS I?art makes the vacuous ones stare approvingly 
at hun. 
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"Then tell me who that superb fellow is with the 
eight-in-hand," exclainlS lV1is8 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 f0r a public park. The 
city has actually been obliged to encroach on a lake 
near by there. He handles the ribbons beautifully," 
says lV1iss 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? 'VeIl. 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 
nlyself, but papa said it wouldn't do. I 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 arena is given up to the tnen now, and they 
a!'e busying themselves making it ready for the 
high-jumping contestR. A buzz of eager, aniInated 
conversation goes up from the spectator~. 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 
is 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 Crcesus, 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 extraordinaryadapta
bility for which the American girl is falTIOUS; 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. 
I "Where is J\Ir. Van Kouver? I want to offer him 
odds against Hector." 

"He's coming this way now," drawls one of those 
who is' unmistakably English, but who, in an undA
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 imperceptiblo 
shudder of dislike runs over her, and she turns to 
the Duke of Moorcroft. 

"\Vhat 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 is 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 hiIn, 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." 

"A.h, yes 1" she cries, vivaciously, "I know you 
are counting on your Mr. Lake of Chicago. But he 
can'.t do everything." 

"You know him, then?" in some surprise. 
" No. Mr. Francklyn told lne his name. But, Mi'. 

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, 
intended 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 hinl, see an 
angry look flash into the brown orbs, and then as 
quickly die out. 

"I 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 eXDostulation. 
"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," says Lo\-d 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. hright red spot appears on the tanned cheeks 
of the Englishman, and a vindictive, malignant ex
pression flashes into his eyes. 

"I will give it to you in thousands," he says, his 
v-oice slightly hoarse. 

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

Lord Sandowne· makes a note also, and then 
silently saunters from the box and disappears. 
~"'ithout 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 I am not sure 

he would wish me to speak of it. However, if you 
desire it--" 

"I do. Come! please tell me while we arp, 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 
t here 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." 

"I begin to feel," says Miss Bridger, vailing her 
wonderful eyes behind their long lashes, in a pretty 
affE ctation of returning confidence, "that you are 
going to tell me a true ;story.." 

"Every 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 Bull was 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 shall 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. 
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"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 paralyzad 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 grinlmest 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. I 
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 11f~r 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'tye 
know." 

It is the Duke of Moorcroft who makes this com· 
mente 

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

Van Kouver lifts his eyebrows at 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 put that of 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. ' 

She 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. 'I'hen her red lips come together, and 
this thought takes form: ' 

"I never 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: 

"It 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 Sal1downe 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 lhe contest is narrowed down to 
four horses. 

Crown Prince is easily the favorite. His jumping 
is clp,al1 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 fin,t 
shows that he would do nothing if he were not 
forced; but he is forced, and the spectators mur
mur their admiration of the rider who is so master
ful. 

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 lea~Ting 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 becOlnes intense. 

Harry Delancey is not as cool as Mr. Lak~. He 
has lost something of his first confidence; and as 
the bar mounts higher, he casts frequent wonder
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 see 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 anyone. 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 mIce; and the t~ffect is singular~ 
as if a great sigh of humanity had gone up to heaven. 

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 :1 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 fr::>nl 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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"t fancy Lord Sandowne doesn't think so," 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 anyone 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 dem0n 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 
that, whatever happens, Crown Prince is the better 
horse. 

Harry Delancey understands all this, and it 
makes him grind his teeth when~ver 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. For 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 rises fairly at the bar; but, somehow, his 
feet are. a little heavy, and he knocks the bar off 
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 ri~es 
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, has 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. ' 

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 
un waveringly. 

A tall man might walk under the bar; and it 
seems incredible that the horse can get over it. 
Bnt 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 skimR the bar! The rider s'Tays 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 hiR bal
anee, 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 oyer the garden. From 
l\farjorie 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. H-is 
rider stands by his side, brushing the brown dirt 
from his clothes. He is pale, as Marjorie can see 
from where she sits; but he gives no sign of being 
injured. One of the judges springs forward. 
snatches something from the ground, and waves it 
in the air. 

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

"Aw-magnificently ridden I" drawls the duke. 
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"Any other might have been killed!" murmur~ 
Van Kouver, with a white face. 

:Marjorie Brid2"er rises in her place, heedless of 
anybody, carpless o.f remark. Her voice, high 
pitched, but melodlOus 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 momen t; 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 spe~tators understand, 
and a roar goes up to the roof. It is an approval of 
all the actors it) the little drama; but most of all for 
the unconscious 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 is 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 
c~eeks 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. La:ke comes near. 

A singular smile flits over the calm face. 
. ".r ~hall ride, and I shall make the jump," he says,
InCIsIvely. . 
. The~ he turns to Marjorie. as if the other matter 

were di~posed 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 tan&{le 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 
h is best. The face of the rider is pale and set. 

Hector leaps forward, settles down into a long, 
Rpringy stride. At the right moment the rider lifts 
hilll; 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 ask:::. quietly.

Van Kouver shrugs his shoulrlers. He knows ii , 



23 THE 11l(}iI JUJIP. 

will he useless to say any nlOre about the iojury, 
since his friend chooses to ignore it. 

."She owns Crown Pince," he answers. 
"Oh, I guessed that much. What is her name?" 
"Miss Marjorie Bridger. She is one of our richest 

heiresses. " 
" I guessed that, too, from the size of her British 

contingent. Marjorie Bridger! She's pretty! well, 
I got the blue ribbon lor Hector." 

"You did indeed," replies Van Kouver. "No one 
else could have made the un willing 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! Bywhom?" 
"I 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, 
wh.en grim determination was the only thing to be 
relied on. 

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

It 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 Rou
ver, in distress, "do see how much you are injured." 

"I 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. 



24 THE H1GB JUMP. 

Presently his eye grows rigid, so to speak, and 
hi~ head is ever so slightly thrown back, beckoning 
SOIne one to come to him. Van Kouver, looking, 
sees a weazened little 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 1\1:1'. Lake. Van Kouver 
watches uneasily. He wonders if his friend will 
make a scene there. Mr. Lake gives him a glance 
which takes hin1 to his side. 

They two, looking as if they were talking about 
Hector, greet the little groom-Van Kouver by a 
nod. and a glance; and 1\11'. Lake by a word. 

"Wellr" 
The groOln draws a deep breath and gulps some

thing down in his throat as his eyes meet those of 
1\:11'. 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 cut my leather?" inquires Mr. 
Lake, in a. low tone, in which there is no menace, 
but which somehow makes the little groom roll his 
eyes in terror. 

" 1-1-didn't-didn't--" 
"I did not ask you if , ou did it; for I know you 

did," interrupts Mr. Lake, coldly. "I asked why 
you did it. Tell me!" 

"1-1 was paid," comes in a shamed whisper. 
"By whom?" 
"The Earl of Sandowne." 
]\1r. Lake of Chicago looks inquiringly at Van 

Kouver. 
" I 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 bis sort." 

"Aw-er, Mr. Van Kouver, will you present us 
to the victorious rider P" 
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Van Kouver wheels about as if he has been 
stabbed in the back; suddenly checks hinlself in 
something he has on his tongue; and removes his 
hat~Mr. Lake does the same. 

" Miss Bridger," says Van Kouver, "pernlit 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 not 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 Rcamp nobleman may go. 

"I 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 toWMarjorie 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. cc I am sure. 
you were hut:t. Why don't you.sit down:" 

" I should hke 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-wa~ 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 to 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 hilS 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 KO,llver, watching her, is con
vinced that she understands the full meaning of the 
dialogue. 

"WJlat have you done ,vith 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 
with me as a memento of a kind act, gracefully
done." . 

"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. 

"Certainlv," she says; and suddenly her eves 
light up with a pleased expression as they see some
thing oeyond 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. Unlnistakablya Western man, fronl 
a certain gauntness of form, and a bunch of snow
white chin-whiskers, Mr. Bridger is neverthele~s a. 
man of imposinQ" 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; aI1d 
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 
lVlarjorie 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." 

"I 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 11lake 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. lYlarjorie, 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 hac! always supposed," says Mr. Lake, quietly, 
"that Dick Bridger would recognize an old 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 slappin.g" 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 I" 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 h0111e where Dick Bridger's 
at home. You won't forget that?" 

"Indeed I shall not," and Mr. Lake looks quickly 
at Miss "l\Iarjorie. 

"I hope you won't forget it," she says, her eyes 
the least bit moist. "I know what papa owes you; 
and the debt is mine as well as his." 

"That's right, ~1:CLdge," says her father, approv
ingly; "but don't talk of it, or he'll run. S-rati
tude '8 the only thing ever did make Bob run; but it 
will do it every tilne." 

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 ~fr. Lake; and" she 
is presently surrounded by all who can get near 
her. 

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 anything 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 
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meets Marjorie--:-and he meets her almost every 
night, and quite every day-~he 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 flot 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. 

Oertainly Marjorie shows little liking for the En~
lishman. In fact, she often betrays the bitterest 
scorn for him; and yet l\lr. 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. 
"I meet him very often at Bridger's," says Mr. 

Lake. 
"I wonder the old gentleman tolerates him." is 

Van Kouver's rp,joinder, meaning really that he 
wonders Marjorie tolerates hiIn. 

"She detests him," says Mr. Lake, cornprehend
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ing, and replying accordingly. "I don't know why 
she receives him. If it wer.e 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. I wish I knew what it meant." 

Van Kouver looks askance at his friend. It is odd 
to see him distressed and uncertain-he who has 
always been so calmly self-reliant. Moral, he thinks 
to himself, don't faU 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. I don't know. ''''hat?'' 
"It is said the earl is depending on a marriage 

with Miss Bridger te> put him on his feet." 
Mr. Lake rises and viciously kicks the hassock 

his feet have been resting on. 
"I 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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OHAPTER 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 this is a debt 
of hono.!', 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 ne'" 
lease of life. 

"lowe this to Mr. Lake," he mutters. " Well, I 
will make a stroke that will put me even with Mr. 
Lake, and n1ake an end of the whole difficulty at 
the same time. Pretty Miss Marjorie shall eat hum
ble pie." . 

That 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, becaus!=' somt3thing. in h6r 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 is like a man in the clouds' 
and Van Kouver secretly pities him. He can se~ 
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 COlnes, 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 better, no worse for his elaborate 
toilet. having spent his titne chiefly in humoring his 
imagination. 

The Bridgers have a n1agnificent house on upper 
Fifth avenue, large enough for a s~ate-house, Dick 
Bridger says; but not more than is needed to ac
COlIlmOc.a.te all the servants he pays. Money, how
ever, is the last thing the Westerner thinks of. It 
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 In~stake all the time! Sup
pose Miss Marjorie has been nlerely tryi:t;lg 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· 
vitingo to him. 

He was never afraid of anything before, but he 
trembles in anticipation of a refusal from this girl, 
whOln 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 mlstresR is at home to Mr. Lake. for he 
ushers the visitor into the drawing-room without 
previous announcement. 
• 1\11'. Lake enters 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 

http:COlIlmOc.a.te


34 AN ENGLISHMAN WITH.A (}INOH. 

from him; but on the face of the Englishlnan is a 
look of gloating triunlph that makes him feel like 
doing murder. Sandowlle sees him almost at once, 
and checks the words that are on bi~ lip;:" saying, 
instead: 

" \VelcOlne, Mr. Lake. We hav€ been speaking 
of you." 

)iIarjorie turns quickly, and Lake can see that her 
face has a deathly pallor on it. She does not conie 
forward to greet hinl in the way that has becOlne 
dear and faluiliar to hitl1, but stands where she is, 
as one might stand in the presence of a great mis
fortune. 

Ordinal'ily no one is quicker of perception than 
Lake; but a lover is a nlost unreasonable and un
reasoning' creature. Lake sees 11arjorie and San
dow!le together in confidential conversation, as 
indeed he has seen them before, and he becomes 
frightfully jealous in a mmnent. 

"Pray do not let me interrupt you," he says, icily. 
"N0 interruption at all," cries Sandowne, with a 

grin of lnalice. "Marjorie and I are glad to see 
vou" 
J L~ke 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 tinle to be the first to learn 
of my happiness," Sandowne continues. "Miss 
Bridger and I are engaged." 

Lake listens, and finds himr,elf wondering how 
he is able to stand when everything is reeling 
around him. Then he wonders why he does not 
rush on that nU111 and strangle such an infamous 
lie in his throat. 

His gray eyes turn in mut·e 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.i 
tones, she says:

"It is quite true, Mr. Lake. I have promised my 
hand to Lord Sandowne." 
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Lake stares 0,1.1 her for a moment, hears the low, 
nlaJigant laugh of the Englishman, and turns anu 
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 hinlself at the door of 
Van Kouver's house. 

Van Kouver asks hinl 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 doubterl until he looks at the face of his 
friend. Then he knows that it is true; and in ris 
privacy shrugs his shoulders, and thanks Heaven 
he has never been a victim of the caprices of a 
woman. 

"To think of acceptin~ that blackleg, knowing 
him such," he nlutters. "I am sure she knew it \yas 
he who cut that st,irrup leather. .1\.lld just because 
he has a beggarly title!" 

About ten o'clock a serva:::!t comes to tell Lake 
that Mr. Bridger waits to see him. Van ICouver 
sees that his friend is about to send a refusal. It iR 
seldonl he interferes with anyborly's affairs. He 
likes to do so less than ever since th~ writing of that 
note to Sandowne, for he traces a direct result frOlTI 
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 is 'patent at the first glarice that Mr. Bridger is 
agitated. He comes in and stares around the room, 
and drops heavily into a chair. No one sDeaks until 
he does so. 
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"vVell, Bob, why don't ye speak up?" he cries. 
"vVhat"l:) wrong between you and l\IadgeP" 

"1 wish I could tell you, old ulan," is the answer, 
n1iserably. given. 

"To think 0' 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 
011, his vernacular bec01nillg 1110re pronounced. as 
his emotion increases, "but she's true as steel. 
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. "' I would grovel in the dust 
before her if that )\"ould do good. I love her as 1 
never dremlled it was possible to love; and I would 
do anything to win l1-er. But, Dick, she didn't even 
give llle a chance to teU her; though she Jl1USt have 
known why I asked for an appointlnent. I went to 
the house and was told she was engaged to hitn. 
That was all there was of it." 

" I don't believe bhe loves that Englishman," sug
gests Van Kouver, who feels that Bridger has more 
to tell than he has yet betrayed. 

"L-)ve hilll?" cries the old n1an, vehementlv. 
" No. She despises him, fer she's as good.as told 
ll1e so." 

., Then why should she be willing to marry him?" 
d81nands Van Kouver, Lake louking f1'0111 him to 
the old man, and keeping silence. 

"Heaven knows." 
Van Kouver waits to let Lake speak. He wishes 

somehody else had the settling of this love affair. 
Lake is so supine and unlike hilnself. 

"Look here. 1\1:1'. Bridger:" he says, "I did not 
intend to speak of this thing; but the truth is that 
no decent WOlllan should have anything to do 
with that Ulan." 

"\Vhy 'not?" demands the o~d man, eagerly, 
"Hold OIL Van Kouver," Interposes Lake, ".you 

needn't tell that." 
"He's afraid I'll shoot." said Bridger, miserablv. 

"You don't need; fer Madge swore she'd marry 
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him on the minit, if I didn't promise I ,vouldn't do 
110 sich a thing. -\Vhat is it?" 

So Van Kouver tells all they discovered on the 
night of the horse show. And the old nlan, as he 
1i~;tells, goes alnl0st frantic with rage. He swears 
<1 wful o-aths. tha,t 110 sueh man shall ever wed his 
jLldg·e. . 

Vall Kouver listens until the old Ina11 exhausts 
himt;elf and it; silent.' Then he speaks, quietly, and 
the others listen to hilll. 

.. Let us understalld this thing," he says. "WJwt 
do we know? JUiss Bridger, quite aware, as we be
lieve. of the vileness of the Inan, and despising hin1 
IllOst heartily, yet consents to give up the man I 
verily believe she loves, in order to wed him. N o,w, 
what is the plain logic of that?" 

"Yes," says :1\11'. Bridger, ",vhat isthe logic of it?" 
"Is it po::<sible," and he ey,es the old nU1Il nar

rowly, "that he can have any po-weI' of coercion 
over her? You know all about what her past---'l 

"In Heaven's name, Van Kouvcr!" cries Lake. 
"Don't Inisunderstnnd Inc, Lake! 1\11'. Bridger 

understands. Can you think of anything?" 
The old l11a11 fUlnbles nervously with his watch

chain for a few seconds, then stiffens up and an
swers: 

"'VeIL there's her brother." 
"Your son," says Van Kouyer, half-assertively, 

half-questioningly. 
"Her brother," says the old rnan, dOggedly, then, 

nervously: ." Call him my SOll, but I don't call hin1 
no such, myself. He's disgraced my name-he ain't 
1"1.0 SOh 0' mine." 

"You think, then," says Van Kouver, insistently, 
"that it is possible this brother of l\1iss Bridger l1W,y 
have something to do with this affair?" 

"Anything is possible with him. Besides,"]~ e 
adds, with a sudden recollection, "that there var
mint has been West and knows the.hoy." 

" And Miss Bridger would do a great deal for her 
brother?" queries Van KOllver, with a distinct ic1cn, 
that he is on the right scent. 

"Anything. She promised her mother, when sbe 



38 AN Elff)LIHHJ.l1AN WITH A OINCH. 

died, that she would always stand between him an' 
harln. An' he'd let her, consarn him!" 

Van Kouver reflects a moment. 
"All Sandowne wants, or the IDQst that he wants, 

is money;" he says. 4' Why not try telling him that 
you will 'not give a cent to your daughter if she 
marries against your will?" 

The old man shakes his head sorrowfully. 
"N0 use. ];Iadge is wuth as much as I am in her 

own right. Got it from her Inother. Mother gave' 
l\Indge everything'. Even she wouldn't trust Dick." 

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

"Let 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. He sees the ·whole affair now, even 
more clearly than they. There is a feelillg 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 that h~ 
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 sacrifidng 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 monev ." 

"By ginger!" cries the old ma.n; "hut that waR 
spoken like a book, Bob. Mr. Van Kouver, he's 
getting his head to work in t~e old style. Give him 
time. Go on, Bob, an' worklt out." 

He speaks with an enthusiastic admiration of 
Lake which was horn in him long ago, when he 
k:!lew 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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fuiness, but he is fast entering the domain of 
act.ion, and his own spirits are rising. 

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

" Two months." 
4' 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." 

1\11'. 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 
young Dick is at the bottom of this engagement. 
There is only one way to reach 1\larjorie-through 
him. Sandowne has done it; I will do it. If I alU 
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 expecta.tions 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 waitillg is better than hurrying, and that is 
why he reaches Chicago a few hours before the 
train which left New York earlier. 

There is not n1uch to keep him in Chicago. It 
was only a COlnfortable, and n0t 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.' It 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 it 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 realb"es this fact perfectly. 
But he has the utmost confidence in himself, and 
he enters the great West determined to succeed in 
hiR delicate entArprise. 

Mr. Lake is a tenderfoot to all appearances when. 
he reaches Ton1bstone. but he knows he can soon 
change that, and intends to do so if he finds it nec
essar'y. Not that a chan~e of clothing will convert 
any man from a tenrlerfoot into a pORt-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 rye whisky. 

There is some desultory conversation, in which 
Mr. Lake shows, in an indirect way, that he is not 
altogether the tenderfoot he l()oks. Then he brings 
the talk easily to the subject he is 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 

conviction. "I saw him not long before I left the 
East." 

"Pshaw 1" 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 bart(-mder, 
stopping to aim over the bar at the door-sill with an 
accumulation of tohacco juice. "But Dick - the 
young un, I mean-ain't goin' ter give mueh lllore 
trouhle 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 never thinks of doubting the story of the 
man. He knows just how such affairs arE. con
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 BriJger adorning a tree 
in Arizona he will no longer stand between him 
and J.Ylarjorie. But that is only for a moment, and 
he scorns hirnself for even that little lapse from 
high rectitude. 

"I should think," he says, "that the sheriff would 
object to interference with his prerogatives. Who 
is sheriff now?" 

"Hank Davis." 
"Ah I" he ejaculates, a ray of hope flashing int() 

his breast, for he knows the man well. "Hank has 
a Inortgage on the office, I reckon." 

"1 reckon he has." 
"He didn't use to let anybody do his hanging for 

hirn," says Lake. ' 
The mall laughs with keen enjoyment. 
"Jest it," he 'says. "It'g more devilment than 

jw,tice with the boys. Hank's .Iai~ up with a bullet, 
and the boys has put up t.IllS Joke on him. But 
anyhow." he adds, more souerly~ "hangin' 'II do 
Dick Bridger good." 

Mf..king a hasty excuse, for he does not wish to 
excite sllRpicion, Lake hurries awa.v to the house 
of Hank Davis, finding it without difficulty. They 
deny him adnlittance 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 th~y used to call me ?" 
" No?" is the sudden, incredulous query. "But i~ 

is, by gum ! No wonder if I did, though," he adus, 
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, Bob, but I had a 
little scrimmage t'other day, an' the lead ain't out 
0' me yet." 

"I'm sorry, too, Hank," says Lake," for I have 
another very pretty little scrimrnage on hand, 
which I wanted you to take a hand in." 

" No!" says the sheriff, eagerly. "Hold on! 
J\t£ebby I ain't so doggone weak but I could get 
out. " 

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

(( No use, Bob," he groans. "What war the nature 
of the difficultv?" 

"There's a lynching party over at Faro Gulch at 
two this afternoon." 

The fire flashes from the old man's eyes, 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 tho 
reason-and I love his sister. That's the story, 
Hank. And I'm going to set him free if it can lw 
done." 

"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 cl'ar. I'd do it fer you; an' I'd do it be
cause I don't let nobody do my hangin' fer Inc. 
But I've got the drop on the whole biz, Bob The 
boys is tryin' to get the laugh on me. Oh, if I vIas 
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 talk. Give 111e the papers. Y du do the 

handvvrite. Thar's a book 0' forn1s. Write now! 
. Uh, if I could only be with ye1" . 

Lake snatches up the book and speedily finds the 
re\]uired form, which he writes out and hands to 
tho sheriff to sign. 

"Thar1" says Hank, putting his sprawling sig
nature at the bottonl. "It aiB't as pretty as yourn~ 
but it goes in this county. Thar's sho\.)tin' irons. 
Take '€ln, fer I don't allow ye~ve come heeled. 
'Vhat's yer plan? I've got smne head on me even 
if Illy legs ain't no use." 

"I saw SOlue of the old-timers as I came by 
Ramon's. I'll go back there and tell them who I 
alll. I'll say I've just COll18 frOll1 you, and that you 
are cut up terribl'y because the boys at Faro Gulch 
are going to get the laugh on you. Then I'll tell 
theln that I have consented to act as deputy, and 
ask as many as will to come along and spe the laug'h 
put 011 Faro Gulch. It's only six 1niles, 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 
yon?" . 

"The same old Bob!" cries tho sheriff, admir
ingly. "Go it, Bob! 1\1:08ey now, <1ud bring the 
cuss back here, and we'll have a hangin' as'll do 
you good to soe." . 

"But I don't want him to hang," says Lake. "I 
want him to escape." 

"Wall, PIn sorry for that, but I'll sacrifice my 
feelin's fer you, Bob. Do what you durn pleai::-lG. 
Take my calico 11lllstang. He's like a singed cat"'-: 
a durned sight better'n he looks." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

FRO M R I LEY'S S HAN T Y. 

Luck is against the bank at Ramon's, and the 
boys are happy. Lake is sorry for it. He knows it 
will be hard to draw theln away frOln a winning 
game; but, on the other hand, Ranlon will be glau 
to see the game close up. 

He has borrowed a shirt and hat from IIank 
Davis. He is nlOre particular as to boots, and has 
donned his own, which he has brought with him. 
He walks straight to the Lar and leans both elbows 
on it as he faces the room. 

"Boys I" he calls out, in a quick, sharp voice, 
which attracts irnmediate attention, "I hope SOlne 
of ye will remember Gentleman Bob." 

It is very evident that he has been a favorite, for 
after a struggle with memory, more than one 
grizz!ed llliner springs up from the gambling-table 
and rushes up to shake his hand. 

"Liquor I" cries Bob, above the noise. "Liquor 
for every ITlother's son that wants to drink with 
Gentleman Bob." 

Such language is what his friends call "talking," 
and it will be dangerous for anyone 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 rurnored that Gentle
mati Bob has settled down in Chicago. 

"If ye'd asked me that quesliion 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 guick if ye care to hear it." 

"You bet I Get on, Bob I" 
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They crowd curiously around him, and he fee18 
thu,t he has what every orator strives for-the in
t erest of his auditors. 

.. I haven't been here an hour yit, boys," he says. 
,~ T118 first nlan I go to see is old Hank Davis, for if 
there's a man on the Pacific slope that I honor, it's 
liank Davis, the best sheriff this or any other 
COUllty ever saw. Is that straight, boys?" and there 
iH a sort of challenge in his tone, as if sonle one had 
uoubted the statement. 

"You bet it's straight," is the growling response 
from twenty throats. 

As Lake knows, Hank Davis is the pride and 
adrniration of Tombs tone. 

"Of course it's straight," he goes on, warming up 
and carrying his hearers with him. "But what do 
1 find when I go to see him? Laid up with a bullet. 
"Vell, that's all right. All of us expect that, and I 
reekon no one squeals when his turn comes. But I 
allow 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 
with bullets, but with shame, because some lnean 
cusses tlave taken advantage of his wounds to play 
a mean trick. on hini. What trick? Boys, when I 
used to he out here it was known that Hank Davis, 
sheriff. could and would do his own hanging. Boys, 
he gToaned 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 
lau~ h (In him. 

"Boys, I allow that anyone 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 I 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 nlinutes he 
is at the hGad of a party of ten men, armed to the 
teeth, and laughing with anticipatory glee over the 
survrise they are going to give the boys of Faro 
Gulch. 

Of course there nlay be fifty men at the hanging, 
but it is not that which troubles Lake. Time has 
sped. Olocks differ. Faro Gulch thne 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. Olose up with me. The rest of you fol
low, and don't spare horseflesh. No man will 
suffer in pocket, though I 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. Conle 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 a 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 
nllich, as he whirls them over the road at a pace it 
has never been traversed at before. 

But the thought only exhilarates them. They are 
men who will follow a leader anywhere-clear grit 
to the backbone. 

Lake looks at his watch. Half-past one by g, 
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 hoth in time. 

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

"Isn't there ~ 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 you can, boys,'~ he cries. 

"J an1 going on to reconnoiter." 
He digs his heels into the sides of his lean calico 

pony, and the sinewy little creature leaps forward 
as if he had done nothing. Good riding tells in 
such a case. 

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

Re is glad he has the calico pony, instead of 
Hecto~', or even Crown Prince, under him- H:s 
sides swelling and falling like a blacksmith's bel
lows, the pony reaches the top. 

Lake leap.s off, and drags the tired brute after 
him around +,he curve. The SUll is bright as only 
an Arizona sun can be. He shades his eyes and 
searches the valley bolow him. 

"My I-Ieaven 1" 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 lwlow. In the eenter is one 
man easily distinguished even ~tt that distance as a 
prisoner. His hands are tied behind hiln. 

"That is the tree!" gasps Lake, his eyes on a soli
tary tree. "It wiil take me ten minutes-then five 
minutes. ~Iy God! What sort of story shall J tell 
Marjorie?" 
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CI-IAPTER 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 brail) 
acts with almost incredible rapidity. .Hi:-:; 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 mutters, 
Then a cry escapes his lips, for a girl has come lei
surely into view around the curve. She will know. 
He approaches her at a bonnd; she staring at hinl 
with calm assurance. "Is 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 circulnlocution 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 n1an down there." 
"All he's fit fer, I reckon," she drawls. 
He leans over toward her, and says, with a delih

eration all the more impressive because of the 
vehemence in his eyes: . 

4( 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 I I love her better than my soul 1" 

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

"Wall, I'm darned 1" she cries, but there is noth
ing incongruous or ludicrous in the expression, 
"Come on! I'll show ye, stranger. But ye can't go 
down on the critter. Ne"Xer was but one feller done 
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it, an' he was a. 'Pache. Thar! d' jTe see thet trail? 
It'll save ye five n1inutes, but I reckon ye'll lose 
time on the level vdthout yer pony.' Lord! ye ain't 
never goin' tel' try it on yer critter!" 

He turns in his saddle as he heads for the trail. 
"There'll be sonle 111en along- here in a minute. 

Tell them where laIn." 
"You bet I wBI!" she answers~ and gapes after 

him with admiration painted on her rough but 
c0111ely faee. 

It is a~most like leaping over a precipice to go 
do,vn t,hat trail, and the calico pony is disinclilled 
for any such Axperiment. But there is no resisting 
his 111asterful rider, and after a n'1oment of backing 
and sitlling, he lets his fere feet slip over the edge, 
draws his hind feet well under him. and slides. 

It seen1S a feat of pure fool-hardiness, but Lall-e, 
with the rapidity of lightning, has calculated his 
chances. It lTIUst be dnne if he ,vouId save Dick 
Bridger; it has been done. albeit by one of those 
demon horsemen, an Apache; Dob Lake does not 
yield eyen to an Apache. 

So down he goes where it seems that the wiry 
little <1nirnal must turn heels over head at every 
monlent. But there is a cool head and an iron hand 
in control; and so, sliding, leaping, stun1hling, 
running, the ty·.ro fly 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, fron1 twelvA to fifteen feet wide, 
nnd after that a Lank, perhaps three feet high. The 
arroyo is not too wide to jump. nor ~he bank too 
hig'h to clanlher up; but the pony is exhausted, and 
his legs are quivering under him from excitement 
and unwonted strain. 

Nevertheless, La.ke decides that the arroyo must 
be leaped, the hank sUrITIounted. lIe dares not stop 
at the foot of the slope to breathe the diRtressed ani
mal, but he leans over and patE> hilTI gently on the 
neck. 

"Good hoy!" he murmurs. "Do this for me, and 
you shall live a life of ease. Now 1" 
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Plucky littie Calico. who has alrAady done what 
no thorouO'"hbred could ever accOlnplish, shakes his 
head in n~ild protest, but rises to the occasion awl 
to the jump, and lands in a heap on the other side 
of the arroyo. Crown Prince or Hector would liave 
tunlbled over on his side and lain there, pumping 
his sides in agony, but Calico scralnbles up SOlne
how, and makes at the bank. 

That is :Clore 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 that when he reaches it 
he clanlbers up it as If 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. One nlakes 
a rigid direetion 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 ll1en hold the 
other end, ready to leap away at the signal. 

They are only waiting to ~dve Dick Brjdger a 
chance to recall a forgotten prayer. The hangjng is 
only a joke on Hank Davis, but even those grilu 
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. 

Mechani.cally he snatches one of Hank Davis' big 
revolvers from his belt, and at the sanle mOlllent 
digs his heAls 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 crowd 
about the tree. 

Lake prays that Dick Bridger may have a good 
memory fOFthe words he learned by his mother's 
knee. He 100kR down at the revolver. It is big and 
old-fashioned, but he knows that it is as true as 
Hank Davis hinlself. 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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TIle rope is still taut-the crowd motionless. 
Presently there will be a COIDlllotion in the crowd, 
as the nlen lnove asiLle 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 1 lIe 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 1 Lake's face is white; his 

eyes blazing. Rascal, Dick Bridger inay be, but 
he's no cov.rard; and he loves Madge. There might 
be a thousand of them now, and it would not 
111atter. 

The cruel curb br;ngs 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 nloister atmosphere of the 
East. 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
rill burden, plunge headlong into the alkali dust. 

Hob Lake walks w~th cahn 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 Da.vis 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 VIII. 

PALAVERINq AND IRRIGATION• 

. Never more imperturbable than when the danger 
is n10st pressiIlg, Rob 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 
I'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 trail, 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 
know him. Without vanity, he knows that the time 
was when Gentleman Bob's na~e 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 undertook this job fer Hank Davis, 
an' when Bob Lake says he'll do a thing he most 
generally tries tel' do it." 

"Bob Lake 1" 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, oheerfully; U but I reckon ye've got the ad
vantage 0' me. Where did we m:eetP Hold on I Ye 
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wasn't in thet scrimmag'l) 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 varticipant. 

• , Shake!" says Lake, thrusting his hand out, and 
flashing a furtive glance over toward where his 
lllen should appear on the bank of the arroyo. 
.. And if you ain't Red Jones, you're his twin, or 
1'111 a liar. \Vhidl is it?" 

., Il'eckon I'm Red," is the answer, with a griIn 
laugh of pleasure. 

There is nothing like the meeting of old friends 
to produce a general good feeling, and the priso~er, 
with his hands tied, and the rope around his neck, 
takes a 101lg 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 j knows the Western man pretty 
thoroughly, and in the Inidst of an apparent forget
fulness of the prisoner, hD 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 ar~und 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'l11 glad ye've shown up, 
even ef 've can't oblige ye in this leetle matter. Ef 
ye'll excuse us fer a few minits we'll go over an' ir
rigate to old acquaintance. But bizness is bizness, 
ye know." 

The men alJ laugh. It plea~es their sense of 
humor u1ightily to do honor to a lnan like Bob Lake, 
while at the same time showing hiIn that he is ab
solutely powerless. 

For a. n10ment a gleam of the SaJ11e grim humor. 
Rhows in Lake's face, too, but it changes quickly to 
a stern, alert expression, and his fea.tures ~1l 
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harden like stone. When he spuaks his tone is 
sharp and distinct. 

"Yes, busineHs is business, and as deputy sheriff 
this is nly business. Boys, surround the prisoner!" 

There is a sudden comluotion in the crowd, and 
then sOluehow the prisoner is ~ul'rounded, and the 
whole affair onters 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 nlen are outnumbered five to one, 
but t.hey have the ad valltag'e. 'To resist now nleans 
bloodshed. SOlne of the Gulch men look sheepish, 
some grin, and SOlne mutter half angrily, but no 
one threatens until Red Jones, piqued at bAing 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 volulne of tobacco juice, for his jaws 
have been working vigorously for the past few 
seconds, and then says: 

"Take the pot, Boh. Let's go irrigate 1" 
Lake understands his men, which is fortunate, 

for a very little lack of tact would precipitate the 
fig~:..t which now exists only in incoherent uneasi
ness. He laughs jovially, not at all trinmphan.tly; 
puts his revolver in his belt, tucks his arru 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 n1ake tracks for Tornbgtone." 

Under the circumstances" irrigation" is auout as 
enjoyable all around as the lynching, but it IH:ls an 
element of uIlcerta.inty in it, and Lake is desper
ately anxious to be off with his prisoner. But 
every time he suggests such a thing he iR told that 
a messenger has C01l1e in with intelligence that the 
A:Qaches are out on the war-path again.

Lake decides that he prefers the chanc,e of meet
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ing a few Apaches to keeping Dick Bridger in sight 
of so Inany Blen bent on seeing how much liquid 
lightning thoy can consume. In a little while his 
own Inon will be beyond control, and then Red 
Jones nlay try his hand at a little persuasive ora
tory, tor Lake is quite certain that he will not ob
joct to g'etting even. 

Besides it is growing late, and that girl may be
comA tired of holding so many horses up at Riley's. 
So he persuEldes 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 
the regular road to Riley'S. The girl is there, and 
so are the horses; but she is not holding them. 

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

" Sa-ay !" she says to Lake, as 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 sav to him. He stops, and the others ride 
slowlvon. 01 • 

"Well?" h(j says, inquiringly. 
For a moment the girl looks at him everywhere 

but in the face, and then turns a red, defiant visa.ge 
to his, her breath coming and going with a diffi
cultv that Inakes her full bosom heave 'perceptibly. 
She "'tosses h6r hea.d with a reckless air that some
how makes her look queenly. 

"They said," and she jerks her thumb towa.rd the 
Inen, "yer name was Gintleman Bob." 

"So t'hey call me. My name is Bob Lake. May I 
ask yours?"

He would have asked before, but for her curt, 
diHtant Inanner. 

"Didn't I tell ye? WelL no matter. Sa-ay!" and 
her eyeR fell before his, Hare ye very fond of that 
gaH His sister, ye know." 
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"I love her all I know how," he answers, earn
nestly. "Why?"

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

"Oh, well, I didn't know. Mebby I knowed a gal 
as could love a feller like you~ So long- 1" 

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 Illjuns!" 
On the frontier one learns to get used to sur.. 

prises; and as Lake has resumed much of the nat
ure he had a.cquired 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 Jay of tl).e 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. 

" Look over the top of the big rock to the north
east. You'll see the glint of the sun on a gun-barrel. 
Oonsarn those varmints! they kin use an army rifle 
as well as any white man, but they never seem to 
l'arn how to keep it out 0' sight." . . 

He talks as Lake looks, with seeming careles$
ness, in the indicated direction. 

"I see it, Jake..Theyare more than a hundred 
yards this side. It looks like a good-sized ambush. 
If we pass that' rift yonder we'll be caught, and our 
hair will be hangiu&, at lome Apache's belt to.. 
night." 
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"I reckon that's so, Bob." 
"Just ahead of us is a good enough shelter, Jalee. 

Go ahead of us, and stop the men when they reach 
there." 

The place indicated is a sort of bay in the roarl, 
looking across a deep canon, the oth er side of w hie 11 
cannot be appl'oached except under direct fire from 
La.ke's men. It is 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 being 
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 ~err. altogether?" is the next query. 
"Don't know. Hundred, mebby. What d'you

think, Bob?" 01 

"Hundred, I should say," replies Lake. 
A bullet flattens itself against the rock about a 

yard 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 rnA 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 all. 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 0' 
this here company. All in favor say so." 

"Cert'nly. Who wantR him to resign? I reckon 
he'. el rood IS anybody." 
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It is an inforInal but unanimous election, under 
rather trying circun1stances. 

"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 life?" 

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 111y life just fer the sake 0' bein' hung." 

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

"Boys, I reckon if hp fights with us, that settles 
his difference 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. 

Lal=e 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 stares for a moment; then understands. 
Lord Sandowne has written to Dick about him. 
That confirms his belief that Dick is at the bottom 
of ::\1arjorie's engagement to Sandowne. He would 
like to take Dick asioe and talk with him, but the 
hidden Apaches are keeping up a constant fire on 
thmn, and something must be decided on. 

"Gov'nment lead an' powder," ejaculates one of 
the men, handling a flattened bullet. 

"Ya-as," says Dick Brirlger, taking his place 
among them with a nonchalance which is evidently 
Ol1e of his chief characteristics, "the cattle are 
givin' us what belongs to us." 

"Boys!" says Lake, Ru.ddellly, '''"'I 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 ra.nge of us from 
sOlnewhere, Then they'll pick us off as they 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 canon, toward which a painted savage i::; 
quietlv making his way, keeping the tree bet-ween 
them and him, but without taking too nluch pre
caution, as if he knew they had no rifles alnong 
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 tIle 
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 there'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. 

"It'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 pony by the head, and 
stands ready to leap out with him the Inoment the 
others are ready. 

"Shelter behind me, Dick," he says. 
It might b~ 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 to,o soon," he says, coolly. "The devils 
will be swarming over there in five rninutes." 

Lake sees that all ar,e ready. 
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"Go!" he cries, and 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 sm:tU computation, they 
think, for the nlOlnent they dash out of their shel
ter the air is rent with yells, and bullets begin to 
rain on the colulnn. 

It is useless to look back, to see how the men are 
getting Oll. Lake has taken the post of danger, and 
is rlOillg his best to be on the alert for trouble ahead. 
Ualico is lirnping and stunlblillg. Poor little pony! 
He'll neve~ live in the luxury Lake promised him.. 
Down he goes. 

"Up, over the rocks I" says a voice in Lake's ear, 
and he turns mechanically and begins to clamber 
UD the rocks at the side of the road. 

"Somebody-ah 1 it is Dick-is beside him. There 
is a clattering of hoofs along the road, a pattering 
of bullets on the rDcks around him, yells every
where. Then a cry of pain. That cornel:) from Dick. 

"I'm done I" he hears Dick say. "Right over the 
rocks! Little rift! clear it! down the gully! Get
ting dark now! Mebby' ye can do it. Tit fer tat ! 
Tell Madge 1 You can't help llle! 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 1" 

It is a wonder they have not been picked down 
by OIle of the sharp-shooting Apaches. Perhaps the 
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 ~uickly up, lies down, and witl;l 
both hands lifts DlCk. 

" You've been useful to me to-da'Y," the lo.tter, 
says, rather weakly, but with his half cynical 
humor. 
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"""VeIl, ,. replied Lake, assisting him to his feet, 
alHl half supporting him, as they run over th~ rocks, 
"I came out here expressly to have a talk wIth you, 
anfl I hate to leaye YOU until it is done. Is that the 
gllll.\~ you lnention~d?" 

"y-es." 
y"Can YOU n10""v e a little faster?" 

Dick looks quickly about hin1, and sees half a 
score of Apaches Inakillg down f1'01n 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?' I ain't 
worth it. See here! If I'd known you "\vere half so 
white 1'(1 have--" He stops and laughs mischiev
ously as he seos the eager look on Lake's face. 
"Look! I forgot that rift. They can't cross there. 
COD1e! I reckon we'll get to the gully, anyhow. 
And if it wasn't fer this arn1 0' mine I'd give a good 
account 0' luyself yit." 

It is wonderful how his spirits hold out in spite of 
his wound, which must pain and hinder hill1. and of 
his danger, which is great enough. Lakf> fin(ls it 
difficult to make hi1n out. It is easy to see that he 
has excellent qualities for a cOlupan~on in a tin1e of 
danger; and Lake knows he must love Marjorie, or 
h8 'would not have given her his last thought, when 
death was staring hin1 in the face. 

They reach the gully, passing unscathed, by some 
luiracle~ through the volley of bullets which the 
Apaches send aftnr theJTI. But it is growing darker 
all the tilTIe, and Dick is growing plainly "\veaker. 
Lake is ahnost carrying hiln novV'. 

"Dead sure you want tel' see this thing through?" 
says Dick. suddenly. . 

"I intend to stay by you as long as it's any use," 
roplies Lake. "I would do that if you were not 
Marjorie's brother." , 

"Yes, I reckon that's so, L:tke. Pretty had lot, I 
am, I know. I didn't steh.l no horse, though, Lake. 
However, that doesn't C'Ollut now. Could you get 
lne up the gully anyhow?" 

rrh8re is an ominous silence nIl about them now, 
and Lake hardly knows whether to try to do as 
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Dick wi~llPS or not. The gully seenlS safest, and 
Dick is faltering a little in his speech, as if th~]'e 
were Rome fever in his blood. But the llext words 
COIl yillCe hinl that Die k is quite rational. 

"You're thinking it's better to stay here," Dick 
says. "No. I know a place up there where we 
coulll bold out ag-ainst a lot of those devils with our 
pistols. If it wasn't fer this a1'1n--:-" 

" Never l1lind! 'Vhieh ,yay, Dick? As soon as 
we are in a safe place I can set it for you. I know 
sOlnet.hing about sueh things." 

" Anywhere up here. I c-an't see a thing. Good 
thing you've got nluscle, old man. Your arm is 
like iron. l\luscle, and sand, and good looks! I 
don't wonder she liked you best." 

I-Ie is certainly ralllbling a little now, but Lake is 
very happy to hear hin1 say such things. He has 
his arm around Dick, and is literally carrying him 
nlost of the tin18. It is certainly well that he h:1s 
111uscles of iron, otherwise tbey never would find 
their ,yay out of that gully. 

He would like to n1ake less noise, but that is not 
possible, ancl 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. TI1f~ light seems to 
rOURe Dick. He looks about him, with a start, and 
pulls himseIf together. . 

"There it is!" he says. 
Lake looks, and sees an irregular pile about two 

hundred yards away. Diek iR getting' limp again. 
Lake RtoOps under him, takes hinI over his shoulder. 
alld staggers away with him. He dops not kno'w 
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 triunIph 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 consider 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 wounderl 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 ~ome 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
'?;ress down his throat, Dick has begun swallowing, 
and finally ~ays, 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 you can sit up and hold a re
volver." 

"Oh, I'm all right," he says, pluckily. "rve 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 0' mine 1 Where are those greasy 
cattle?" 

"Outside somewhere. They've scattered, and 
will be down on us in a little while. About ten of 
them, I r.eckon. .There's no telling, Dick~ if we'll 
ever get out of thIS. One of us may, but you've gpt 
a broken arm, and I've a little hole in my side." 

"You ought to have Madge," is Dick's admiring 
comment. 
"I'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 ohuckle with delight. 
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,. Give me another pull at that flask," he say~. 
Lake gives hiln the tlask, and prepares to take It 
from' him \y hell he thinks he has imbibed enough. 

. , No tanglefoot there!" ejaculates Dick, as he re
turns t.he tiask after a llloderate drink. "We rnust 
not leave any of that for the 'Paches, if it comes to 
that. I s'pose what you want is something from 
nle to help you git .Madge." 

"That's alII caIne out here for," replies Lake. 
Dick wags his head retiectively, peers out into 

the gloom 1;0 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 having, to Iuake 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, prolollged whistle. 

"Wa-al, Bob," 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 abQut 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 responeible for her engagement to 
Sandowner" queries Lake, quickly. 

"Yep. I thought I was doing the right thing by 
Madge, ye see. She's been a good girl from the 
word go, an<;l 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 br~te and a blackleg," says Lake. 
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"I reckon ye're about right, Bob. Consarn those 
'Paciw:::;! why don't they show up?" 

"Probably intend to scatter and come d0Wl1 on us 
fron1 all sides. vVell, if you agree that Salldowne 
is a scoulldreJ, why do you wish him to have 1.1ar
jorie? Don't you know he will make her life a long 
lnisery?" 

., Ilah 1" ejaculates Dick, under his breath, as he 
looks keenly out through a hole in the wall. "One 
of those varnlints is crawling along toward us on 
his stomach." 

-, I 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 
Inouey. Besides, it 'ud take more than Sahdowne 
to break Madge up, if it came to that." 

"She despises him," says Lake. "I'm going to 
shoot. Are you ready?" 

., 011, well," replies Dick, sighting along his revol
ver carefully, and speaking s10w]y in consequence, 
"that's all over now, anyhQw. She can do as she 
pleases."

" You can break it off, eh?" demands Lake, 
ea~erly. 

"With a word. Now, then! Let her go!" 
The shots followed in quick succession, and two 

yells broke the stillness of the night. Lake fired 
again, and another yell rose up. Then all was as 
silent as the grave. 

"Only seven now," says Lake, slipping two cart
ridge~ in the chalnbers in place of the exploded 
shells. "And you will break it off, Dick?" 

"If 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 fee!?" 
"I've felt better. Give me another taste of the 

fire water. Ah! tltat's good stuff, Bob. See here! 
I don't feel so· cock sure of getting away from 
here. I'll tel] you the whol~ 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 I:" 
"Sure. But if I'm dead it won't need any straight

ening out. She thinks she's marry~ng him to keep 
me out of trouble." 

"Ah, I thought so. And it isn't so?" 
"I reckon I don't need anyone, especially a goal, 

to keep me out of trouble. No; that's his scheme. 
Fact is, Bo b- Look out on your side?" 

"I'm looking. Go on!" 
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." 
., It'll have to keep now for a while anyhow. I 

never knew 'Paches to make a rush, but 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 
plainly intRnding to rush on them, and there will 
be no time for extended story-telling. Suddenly he 
cries out: 

"Clever imps! 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 con1e boldly to within pjstol
shot, and had then stopped for a moment. What 
had not been visible before becan18 so now. Each 
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 
mHll-I mean Dick Bridger, seniJ>r-and Madge are 
half owners in the Twilight Mine. Own it all be
tween.them, I mean." 
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"Yes. I didn't know it, but no matter," says
Lake. 

"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 
larty, 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! T!-aat 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 I die like this." 

"You're not dead yet." 
" No. W a-aI, 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, the 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?" 

"I 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 away, and I had a way of knowing all he 
was up to. Then he said he would keep still ef he 
c')uld git Madge to marry him." 

"Ah 1" ejaoulates 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 I" murmurs Lake. 
"But I wasn't going to let anything like that 

happen, so I agreed to Sandowne's plan, and wrQ~e 
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l\ladge that he held my life in his power, and would 
nlR,ke 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, a title, and a fixed position for life." 

"And everlasting unhappiness." 
"vVa-aI, I allow I was mistaken, Bob. You know 

all about it now, and you can-fix it to suit yourself. 
If I live I'll help yeo If I don't, tell Madge that I 
was a barllot all the way througb~ but that I died 
galne, and thinking of ber. I tell ye, Bob, I kin 
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 I" 
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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 fUll, 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. It was Mrs. Jones who 
bronght the matter to the surface by saying to her 
daughter, ,vho served the meal in a sort of sullen 
silence that always exasperated the tired woman: 

"In the name 0' common sel1se~ Sal, why don't 
ye say somethin', 'stead 0' goin' round like a 
mumlny." 

" Oh, leave the gal alone!" says Red Jones, testily. 
"That's right!" cries Mrs. Jones, flaring up in 

11.01' turn. "Alh)s take her part. It don't make no 
(liff'rul1c<~ to you if I'm clean draqged out with 
workin', while she's trapesing the Inountings all 
the aft(-~rHoon." 

"What's she trapesing the mountains fe!'?" de
rnands Jones, willing to make a quarrel with Sal if 
ncc(:~ssarv. 

"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 to them that came to ~top 
the lynchin'."

" An' you-my darter-held them horses?" 
" Why not?" she demands, sarcasti<..;ally. "There 

was a dozen 0' them all told, an' fifty 0' you lIIlS. 
1 reckoned you'd eat 'em up. An' mebhy 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, w hal' 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 hiIn 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. 

He is 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 Bal leaps in, her face all 
aflame with excitement. She catches her father's 
astonished eyes, and cries: . 

"The "Paches is out, dad!" 
"Wa-a1. s'pose they are What. then?" 
The older men are eying- her with displeasure, 

a.nd secretly thinking she is altogether too forward. 
The younger men find her rather pleasant to look 
at, though even· they are snrprh;ed at her conduct 
in coming there. Oue stalwart fellow in particular 
edges nearer to hart 
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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 savs he don't know what became 0' 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. "Vvhat're you goin' ter do?" 
"Can't do anything, es I see," is the answer: 

"But you go home. I'll he thar in a minit an' see 
the man." 

"I'll go home when I know what ye're goin' tel' 
do," says Sal, quite oblivious of the -frowning faces 
about her. She has just one thought in her milHl, 
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 1 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 tel' 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, SHm! That you?"
"1 reckon it is. You didn't look at me just now,

sat" he savs, in g, tone of injury.
"'why should I?" sb.E) retorts, quickly. " You 
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didn't speak up an' say you'd lead a party, d.id 
you?" . ' 

"I would if I'd a-thought of It," he replIes. 
"Pshaw!" she says, cuttillgly. "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 0' that thar 
Bob Lake." 

"What you got ag'in hinl?" she demands, half 
fiercely. 

"Nothin'; only--"
"Only nothin'. -X-ou're mad because he got the 

best 0' yer this nlornill'. What are them men 
g'oin' ter do?" 

"I reckon they'll get up a pn.rty." 
"I should hope so. Wa-al~ I can't stand bere 

talkin~ all night. Go back there, Sam, an' hurry 
up."

" Jest fer all the world like a cyclone," soliloquizes 
SaIn, 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-clay, 
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 
Inoved 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 IS not able to make a start until near day
light. Indeed, as they stop at Riley's shan.ty 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 0' Journ 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 bi, the side of his daughter.

"You, SaIl go home 1 ' he says, peremptorily.
He hardly knowf4 what to expect from her in the 

way of a retort~ but judging from his experiAnce of 
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yesterday, he rather looks for a storm of refusal, 
and to tell the truth, ~~e is wondering what he can 
do if she refuses point-blank. But her mood is 
different. She looks slowly up at her father, and 
:::;uys, gently: 

., l\lebby smne 0' them will be found-sick, dad. 
won't be in yer way; honor bright, I won't. You 
won't send me hOllle, dad, will yer?" 

"I'll take keel' on her, Red':' says big Sam Mor
gan. 

"vVa-aI," says Red Jones, delighted to have his 
authority recognized where he expected to have it 
defied, "I don't know es any harm kin come. But 
i-:; ain't no place fer ye, Sal." 

"Ye rnay be glad I came, dad," she says, in her 
softest manner, and big Sam is not at all surl'rised 
to have Jones say, gruffly, 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 oneR deem necessary. 

By and by they COlne upon a mutilated body of 
one of the men. The sight fills them with fury, and 
all the natural hatred of the frontiersman fur the 
alwrigine breaks out. They are anxious now to 
eome upon some trace of the ApachE:s, so that they 
Inay 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 whoEe eyes are very wide open 
as they look at the pony. 

"It was his'n," she whispers. 
"Whose P" demands her father. 
"Bob Lake's." 
"Got him on the brain," Inutters Jones, and then 

S(1,YS, aloud: "Wa-al, ef it's his'n, I reckon we~Il 
find hiTn some'res around here." 

:For a moment Sal cowers and puts her hands be
fore her face. Then she rouses herself, and stands 
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quite still while the party make a search ~p and 
down the road for ~Ollle sign of Bob Lake, whf) has 
resumed in their lninds all the proportions of a good 
fellow, clear grit all the way throug·h. 

Suddenly there is a cry from Sal. She had turned 
her back on the sight of pOOl' Calico, and had caught 
sight of some lTIarks on the wall by the roadside. 
~'hey all look. and see her scram bling up the wall 
with the activity of a girl born in the mountains. 
Salll Morgan is near her. 

. , What's the nlatter, Sal?" he asks. 
"He clinl up here," she replies, huskily. 
By this time Sa.nl has come to a jealously keen 

understandIng of her pronoun, and he clambers up, 
too, and looks at SOlTIe 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 COllle up and study the signs with the 

eyes of experience. 
"Sal's right," says her father; "Bob an' one of 

the other boys callIe up here. Some 0' you stay 
here. The rest on us will follow the trail." 

So the trail is follo wed. 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 ill the 
gully, and might miss the direction, but for the 
eyes of Sal. She shows where they have climbed 
out. OYce out of the gully, the rest is easy, for the 
pile of stones is in full sight. with three Apaches 
lying stretched out at pistol-shot this side of the 
pile. 

Immediately there is a run for the pile of stoncR. 
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 sonIe of the others, who have 

reached the spot, are staring down a,t the ghastly 
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sight, Sal has leaped down and is dragging an In
dian f1'0111 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 cries 
out, in an ecstasy: 

"He's alive! alive I" 
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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 win, that it shall ren1ain. 

The men, in their mistaken kindness, would 
move him, but Sallie seems to know intuitIvely 
what to do. She forbids thenl to touch him. but has 
them take all the other bodies away; has'a Hcreen 
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 womari. So she ~ives orders, keeps 
up a constant laving and chafing, and examines his 
injuries. 

He has some ugly wounds and has bled freely. 
She washes the wounds, and binds them up. Srnall 
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 hegins to rave almost the nloment 
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 I could let you go. What's 
that? The Spoke Mine? HUl~h! there's a fortune 
in it. But they don't know it." 
. "What in thunder is he talkin' 'bout, Sa!?" 

queries Jones, with a puzzled expression. 
"He's saying something' 'bout the Spoke, dad/, 
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is the whiRpered answer, for delirium is a thiug 
that always awes an unwonted person. 

"The Spoke ~ I thought so. Said it had a fortin' 
in it, diun't he?" and Red Jones laughs sardoni~al
ly, as he think's that the only fortune in it is the 
good money he has wasted in trying to get S0111e
thing out of it. 

"He's dead now, Marjorie, and we won't think 
hard thoughts of hilll. But that whelp of an Eng
lishnlan! All! I'll-well, I won't do anything, if 
you say not to, IHarjorie. But what shall we do 
about the Spoke~" 

"IIuh !" grunts J 011es, turning on his heel, and 
walking awa.y, "speakin' of Englishmen; I know 
what I'd do with the Spoke ef I had half a chance. 
I'd salt her, and sell her to some tarnation Eng
lisher." 

"l\lIarjorie~" murmurs Sallie Jones. "What a 
pretty name! I wonder," she mutters, half fierce
ly, "what they wanted to call n1e Sal fer. Why does 
he talk of the Spoke in the saIne breath with Mar
jorie ?" 

She knows that l\farjorie is the sister of that Dirk 
Bridger who lies dead ont there, but who Inight 
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 J\iarjorie Bridger, and she 
wonders, as she sits there, what manner of girl this 
Marjorie is. 

Lake is babbling on in his deliriulTI, 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. 
Rhe looks up and catches the eye of Sam l\iorgan 
fixed wonderingly on her. 

The truth is he is pU7,zling himself to know why 
Sallie is so devoted to Bob Lake, and why she is so 
different from the Sallie of yesterday. She was im·· 
perious enough then: now she is not imperions. hut 
is far away from hinl, even when she is close by 
his side. 
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But she beckons to him. and he goes over to her, 
very nluch as a great, faithful dog goes to the mas
ter who is sOlnetillll'S harsh with hinl. Sallie keeps 
up the constant, tender laving of the hot brow, and 
111akes that the reason for not looking up as she 
talks. 

"Sam," she says~ "who is that thaI' Bridger out 
thar?" 

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

" A bad lot, Sal. It l~ a mighty lucky thing fer 
him--" 

"Oh, I know all about that," she interrupts, 
petulantly. "I mean his father, and his-his-sis
ter. He has a sister, hasn't her" 

"Oh, thmn;" ejaculates the obtuse giant. "Old 
Dick Bridger is white enough. He stru0k itrich, ye 
know. Why, him an' he1'--" 
~'Who's her?" 
"Why, his ga], ye kno,,"." _ . 
"Go on. And don't be so everlastln' slow, Sam. 

You do try my patience so. What about her? Did 
ye ever see her? Is she 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 0' havin' Twilight turn out 
rich," says Sallie, fiercely. "Why was that her 
luck? Why couldn't the Spoke tnrn 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 thoJ11 two mines kin be so clust together, an' 
one rieh 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 tel' be. I reckon she wears silk 
most 0' the time, Sam." 
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~'Who?" 
"Oh! you nlake me so hoppin' mad, Sam Mor

g'al!. StupiJ! Who: Go tell dad" he kIn git that' 
litter ready jest es soon es he likes. I'm tired 0' 
sittin' here in this hot sun." 

Sam gOf\S, wondering what his offense is, and 
Sallie bends lower over Lake until her lips graze 
his face. And two big drops roll down :qer cheeks 
aurl 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. 

" I reckon," says her father, "thet you'd better go 
on ter Tombstone with us." 

"Tombstone I" repeats Sallie, q:lietly, 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 tel' kill· him, do yeP What d'you 
know 'bout sickness? Take him right back to the 
Gulch." 

It is odd how they 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 !llano in spitE; of all Sallie's 
fierce tenderness for hIm. Before the Gulch is final
ly reached the men are mostly of the opinion that 
Sal .Tones 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 Gulch, it is suggest
ed by one of the men that, inasmuch as thA Jones 
family has already aCCOlnmorlated one sick man in 
the aiready small enough Rhanty, it would be well 
to take Lake to some other hOlHse. . 
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"No," Hays Sallie, flashing an angry glance on the 
nlall; "this one goes with us. The other one can be 
takell S0111e'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 n0ne 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. 

A doctor is found after a while, and he shakes his 
head as he exanlines Lake. He dresses.his wounds, 
however, and gives him SOlne medicine, leaving 
directions with Sallie, since she seems to be COlll

pletely in charge. 
So Sallie is installed as nurse-she who has never 

known before what it is to confine her free lilllbs 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 
through. She has a feeling that not even death can 
take him a way frOlll under her care. 

Nevertheless he remains delirious a long time. 
and it is so some ten da.ys later, when Jones enters 
the room, ushering in a well-dressed Easterner. In 
a moment Sallie reeognizes 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 enlaciated face, she gets the 
feeling that he is not a friend after all. She 'von
ders what he is there for, and why he stares so hard 
at Lake, and, not being 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 only wanted to be sure it was my friend Lake, 
my good girl," is the answer, in the broa.d accents, 
which even Sallie recognizes as Eng-lish. 

"Your friend 1" she repeats, remembering the 
constant talk of the delirious man about an Eng
lishman who seems to be engaged 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 foot, 
then turns to her father, and says, "Oh!" in a tone 
that COllveys some disparagelnent to the English
man and. to her father conveys the idea of compre
hensioll. 

"Yes," says Sandowne, rubbing his hands softly 
together, as if a pleasant thought has possession of 
him, "I came out to look at a TIline your father has 
for sale"-Sallie looks up at her father-" and I 
heard that illy friend Lake was ill. Seems to have 
had a close call." 

"Close enoug'h," replies Sallie, curtly. "I reckon 
ye've Reen him all ye need. Tain't good fer him tel' 
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 1" she says, in the drawling tone of as
sumed illdifi"erence. 

"Iie," 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. 

"Is she-is she purty?" she demands. 
It is Sandowne's turn to hesitate now. He is ITlak

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 wilt 
relnain in bed. 

"Are you really interested to know?" he asks, 
after a moment's pause. 



85 A SALTED JUNE. 

Sallie will not admit, for the world, that she is 
really ill terested. 

"Oh, I don't know. I jest asked. I allowed she 
Blllst be purty to lnake a lnan keep ta1kin' of her 
all the tillll'." 

., I happen to have a pictur~ of her," says San
downe. .. Would you like to see it? I have it with 
nle." 

Sallie's eyes answered before her tongue. 
" I aHus like to look at picturs," she says. 
Sandowne takes a photograph fro1n hjs pocket 

and shows it to Sallie. Sallie looks at it, and 
bursts into a short exclamation, which contains too 
man v emotions to be described. Then she turns her 
back on Sandowne, and exanlines the picture lnore 
at her ease. Presently she murmurs: 

"I don't wonder! I don't :wonder!' I ain't got no 
sort 0' 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 dres:::;ef: as 
Madge Bridger." 

"'Tain't my luck," says Sallie, choking down a 
sob. 

-, Oh, I don't know," says the Englishman, care
lessly, ., if your father takes nly 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 the name of the mine," is 

the answer. 
A flush of joy overspreads Sallie's face. She 

knows that her father win refuse no offer for his 
mine; and. she rmnernbers how he has threatened 
to salt it for some EnglishnlC1n. The morality of it 
does not greatly trouble her. Sandowne reaches 
out for the picture, saying, carelessly, as he does 
so: 

"Pretty, isn't she?, If our friend in there sho.uld 
not hallpen to get East within the next three weeks, 
she will be married before he sees her again." 
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"8he will be married P" gasps Sallie, her face 
white. 

. , Yes." 
Sallie turns away, her bosom heaving, and he:

eyes set in a painful stare. She understacds now. 
The Englishlnan 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 
montt.." 
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BOOK TVTO. 

LADY SANDOWNE OF NEW YORK. 

CHAPTER XIII. 

A WESTERN CONSCIENCE. 

Lake's recovery is slow.. If it were not for an 
iron constitution he \vould not recover at all, with 
so 11luch against hinI. He does reco.ver at last, how
ever, and 011e (lay he wakes up ratIonal. Weak as 
a new-born bube, but on the road to complete re
covery. 

He is very nluch surprised to find himself where 
he is. His last recollection is of fighting over the 
body of Dick Bridger in the stone inclosure. He 
stares about hinl wonderingly, and his eyes fall 
upon the grave face of a girl, who seenlS somehow 
familiar, yet is quite unknown to him. Then Sallie 
bends over hinl, and ~sks, 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 If Where's Dick? 

Who are you?" 
Sallie bites her lip. He has completely forgotten 

her. 
"I 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 relneilluer her, but he does, 
after an effort, and then sllliles at her. 

"Now I remember, but you look different. 
Where's Dick?" 

"'Paches," she answers, softly. 
"Oh, yes. How was I foundr" 
"I found you." 
"You?" he says, but he is too weary, by this time, 

to grapple with that problem, and to her dismav, 
he turns his head and shuts his eyes. ~ 

But afterward she understands how weak he is, 
and the sting is t.aken a way. 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 inn~ss. 

"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 rnove about a little, he be
comes inlpatient to know something of how matters 
are in the East. 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 hilll. 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
proach~s when Marjorie Bridger will be lost to 
him. she has a strange feeling of remorse in her 
heart, and she almost~dreads to have hilll 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 tears. 

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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omethino- so winnino' in Sallie that, with the blind
~.o h' finoss of a man, he startt3 ill to make her IS con 

dante. . 
He tells her how he had COlue uut there to see 

Dick Brido'er, in order to win the sister through 
hiu1. He t~lls how beautiful and sweet :Marjorie is, 
and Sallie li.stens, with a heart like lead, and with 
(l,Yertea fa.ce. He tells, too, that he has a rival who 
is likely to 111[1rry :Marjorie, if he does not get back 
in tilne to prevent hiln. 

Sallie's bOSOlU is heaving convulsively, as she 
listens, but she says nothing; and Lake goes on, 
rejoiced to have SOlue 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 him in a 
way that makes him think she is angi'y 8.bout 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 I 
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 hiln than with me. I would do everything to 
hring them together. But you don't know what a 
thorough-paced scoundrel the fellov~ is." 

Sallie t.hinks she doeR know, but she does not lay 
much stress on that. She is chiefly conscious of re
ceiving Hew ideas int.o her brain. WOll Id he be as 
unselfish as that? Would he sacrifice hin1self for 
Marjorie's happiness? And she, Sallie, is sacrificing
him! 

She is busy with this problem, and does not 
speak for some time. He feels ashamed of having 
said so much about ]\farjorie. He wishes he had 
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not done it. How can he expect Sallie, an ignorant 
frontier girl, to take nluch iuterest 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?" 
"Oh, about a certain mIne." 
"What mine?" 
He smile~ at her peremptory tone, not seeing the 

trouble in her face. 
"The Spoke is the name, I believe." 
"I kin tell you anything you want ter know 'bout 

it." 
"You! Why, what do you know of it?" 
"It did belong to dad," she answers, her breath 

coming and going painfully. 
"Did belong I" 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 new!:; I 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 I Heaven! Rig name?" 
Lake is standing up now, his hand on the hack of 

a chair, and there is a look in hi~ eyes, something 
like what Sallie saw the minute before he plunged 
over the short-cut on Calico. 

"Bob I" she falters, deprecatingly. "It was Lord 
Sandowne." 

Unconscionsly Lake hurlA 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, go on I" 
"Weeks, Bob, altogether," she whispers." 
"Weeks! Oh, Heaven! How many weeks?" 
She ignores the question. She is trelnbling 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 I My God! And you knew it I 

Four days! Four days!" His hand is wandering 
about his face in a 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 hel; arm till it pains.. "Why did you keep it 
frOIn me? Did you want to kill me? Do you hate 
me?" 

A strange, strangling cry breaks from her lips:' 
"Hate you I God help me! I loved you! I want

ed you for myself!" 
He stares at her a moment, then flings her away 

from him, and staggers from the room. muttering: 
"Four days 1 I can get there yet!" 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

FINDING A MESSENGER. 

Red Jones, in the vigor and simplicity of his 
fron tier Inanners, has occasionally manifested his 
anger toward his daughter by administering a cuff 
of profound sincerity. But the result has a.lways 
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 fiung 
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 fioor, 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 th?t 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 
lnind. 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. He is a 
lnan of action, and is chiefly concerned now with 
ways and means of getting to New York. Four 
nays! The thing, is posRihle. Bc~;ides, there is the 
telegraph 1 There must be an office in the Gulch. 

He is out of the hom~e, 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 it; because he is so thin, 
that his eyes are naturally large. Besidas, he id al
reauy nearly exhausteu. 

"C01ne back inter the shanty, Bob," he crie!3' 
"You ain't no call to be out here now. I reckon 
Sal'll be Inad." 

He takes him by the arm to enforce his C01ll
Inand. 

"Stop, Red! Is there a telegraph OffiCA in .this 
place?" . 

"Office, yes; but thenl '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 hilll 
back to the house. ., What about the road to Tomb
stone? ' Is that dangerous?" 

"What way?" asks Jones. 
"I must send a telegram East. Could I get a 

messenger to carry one on horseback?" 
"I reckon ye couldn't do that, Bob. ThaI' ain't so 

much danger ef thar's two or three; but I allow I 
wouldn:t care ter do it myself." 

"And every moment an eternity!" cried Lake. 
"Well, I am going myself, anyhow, Jones," to the 
astonished man; "this is more than a n1atter of life 
and death to me, and you must help me. I can't 
mount a horse yet, but I can ride in a mul~ wagon. 
You Inust 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 aln I savin'?" 

"Lord Sandowr;te?" 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, 

Bob; though I don't mind tellin' yeo He gev n1e 
fifty thousand," and Jones thrust his tongue in his 
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cheek and closed one eye in most effective panto
lHune. 

"A million would have been cheap for that mine, 
J ones," says Lake, furious to think that Sandowne 
has been so successfu.l in everything. 

" Ye're off, Bob," says Jones, composedly. 
Lake puts his hand to his forehead to steady his 

thoughtb. 
"Stop a monlent," he thinks to hilnself. "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 
mterested 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 any special arrangement with you in 
the purchase?" 

Red Jones chyckles and expectorates with the air 
of a man who has something humorous to tell. 

"Oh, yes," 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 
110 man ever took more pains than I did saltin' a 
mine, n~her." 

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 groans, and turns a way. 
He knows what it means: Sandowne has become 
u.lanned in some way, and has deternlined to make 
:~pl'tnin of the fortune he gets with his bride. But 
where did the fiftv thousand dol1ars 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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l11e a wagon and an escort as soon as possible. I'll 
'pay any l11oney." 

··.All right, Bob; 1'111 off," and he starts to go. 
. , And, H.ed," says Lake, desperately, ., don't you 

think you could induce somebody to carry a tele
graIn if I 'paid the price?" 

.. It would be suicide, Bob," replies Jones, argu
Inelltativdy. "If ye warn't so blamed sot on it ye'd 
know that without Iny tellin' yeo I wouldn't ask 
no Inan ter lio it alone; an' ef it came ter gettin' 
lnore'n one, why, I 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 al1110st gone frOl11 hin1. 

J ones goes out, intent on doing what he sees will 
he a service to Lake, and the latter lets his head 
fall 011 his anns, on the table before him. He 
wi~hes to shut out everything while he thinks. 
Then the hopelessness of thinking almost over
whehns hiln. It is doing that will count, and hE 
unable to uo 1 Ah 1 if he were only strong enough 
to mount a horse. 

"If I could only send that telegram I" 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 
thaI' telegram, I kin git it tel' Tombstone fer ye." 

He studies her face mechanically, a bitter, per
haps a suspicious, expression in his eyes. At any 
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 
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 tel' me, Bob?" . 

In fact, he has no doubt whR.tever of the honesty
of the girl. 

I 
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" \VhOlll could you get to take it, Sallie?" he asks. 
"Your father says it will be unsafe." 

.. I kuow 80lnelJouy who'll take it," she answers, 
eagerly. .. Don't ye fret ahc)ut that. You jest write 
the telegl'aIn, an' I'll see to the rest." 

., I shall want to see hiln before he goes," Lake 
says. "So you go fetch hinl, while I write the 
lnessage. And thank you, Sallie," he adds, holding 
out his hand, as if in assurance that by-gones 
should be by-gones. 

f:jallie draws back, her bosom heaviIlg irregular
ly, and her white teeth biting her red lip. 

• , After the telegranl ~oes I'll shake hands .with 
ye, Bob," she says, huskily. "An' ef ye don't mind, 
ye can give me the d'rections, an' I'll deliver 'enl." 

., Well," he says, seeing that she does not wish 
him to see the messenger, and knowing no reason 
why he should insist, ., I 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 tel' do it," she replies. 
"You leave it tel' me. Th' won't be no time lost." 

He lrnlnediately looks about for paper and -pencil; 
Sal gets thenl for hiln, 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 Iny writing. It is a little shaky, you 
see." 

Sal's own hand shakes somewhat, as she takes 
the telegrmns. The other hand presses on her 
bosom. She is evidently relu(~tant to read; but she 
finally does. Absorbed as he is in the nlatter, Lakf-' 
forgets what Sal's relations to hinl are, and he fol
lows her unsteady voice, intent only on assuring 
himRelf that she can read every word of the mes
sages.

She is abasing herself to prove her repentance for 
the injury shp has done to the Inan she loves, but 
even through her humility there struggles the sense 
of being tortured, in being forced to read these tele
grams aloud. 

http:1l1JoiDI.NG
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There is something of Lake's own indon1itable 
spirit in the girl, however, a.nd she rea.ds without 
flinching, 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 you," says Lake, gratefully. "Be sure 
that the messenger--" 

But Sal has left the room with a stamp of the foot 
and a flash of t.he 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 
Inakes 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 linlb. 

Her eyes are snapping, and her cheeks, which 
were so pale a few 111illutes befbre, ErI'e flaming. She 
is angry, but notwithstanJillg her muttered words, 
it is not really toward L'J.ke that her wrath is 
directed, but toward the girl in New York, whom 
she has never seen, and whOln she characterizes to 
herself in tenns l110re 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 flailie in her eyes and 
on her cheeks. He thinks she is Diana and Venus 
combined, only for lack of acquaintance with these 
god(lesses, he does not express the idea to himself 
in that way. 

"But, holy 1\ioses! ain't she mad," he mutters, as 
she comes near enoug~l for him to catch the expres
sion of her face. 

"Oh, Ram!" she says, abruptly, "I was lookin' 
fer yeo I ,v,ant tel' borrer yer bronco." 

"Not Ginger?" replies Sanl, interrogatively, al
though Ginger is his only horse. 

" Yes, Ginger," she says. sharply. "Why not?" 
"Wa-al." he answers, in an elnbarrassed way, "I 

'lowed I'd use hinl myself ter-day. Ye see, I've jest 
agreen to jine yer dad in 'scorting Bob Lake over 
the mountings." 

"You kin git another animal," she says, shortly. 
"I want Ginger. Are ye goin' tel' 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 0' yer bisnflss, Sam Mor
gan," she answers, wrathfully, rather glad, if the 
truth be told, to make the man who loves her pay 
tIle penalty for the nlan who does not love her. 
"Ginger ain't th' only horse in town, an'\I reckon 
thar's thenl willin' enough to lend without askin' 
more questions than a lawyer. Keep yer horse, 
Sam J\'Iorgan." 

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 0' bein' so 
all-fired peppery, Sal?" 
, "I kin glt 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 or' not? You do pick a feller up so blamed 
quick!" 

"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. I'll get him myself. I know 
where he is, 1 reckon. And, see here, Sam! ye 
needn't tell dad I've borrered him. ~;nderstand:m 

"All right," replies Sam, a little sulkily. "But I 
don't see why I can't go with you to get th' critter. 
I ain't seen much 0' ye sence that 'ere Bob Lake 
come ter town." 

"Bob Lake had ter be nussed," retorts Sal, turn
ing on Sam so angrily that he steps back invo]un
t~rily.. "Don't go ter mixin' my name up with 
hls'n. " 

"I don't want ter mix it up with his'n," mutters 
Sam. "I only said I hadn't seen much 0' ye sence 
he came here." 

"He didn't come; he was brought." retorts Sal. 
captiously. ., An' what's 1110re, he's tryin' his best 
tar git away as quick es he kin." 
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"Oh 1" cries Sanl, with a sudden burst of light, 
"an' that's what makes ye so mad." 

It seeIns for a mOTnent 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 shp, does it is almost superfluous, 
her eyes tell so much. 

"You-you-" she gasps. "Sam Morgan, how 
dare ye say s~ch a thing es that ter me? 1-1--" 
and then frOln a fury she turns into a woman, and 
bursts into tears. 

Sanl 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 oaths 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 tr:='l.nsition 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 0' 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. 

"I 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. 
"M'0, I s'pose not, Sam," she falters. "Only 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 impulRe 
of the mOInent Sam dares to let his arm steal near 
her waist. But she draws gently back, and t.akes 
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 never been in her eyes be
fore, she leaves hilu, and he goes away wondering 
at the variety of strange moods a woman can have 
in a given space of time. 

Sal's nlovements 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 
ta.ke the short cut, when he was striving to win the 
girl he' loved. 

"Oh, Bob!" she sobbed," why wa'n't Sal Jones 
thet gal?" 

* * * * * * * 
Lake is sorry 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 
Raved a scene, perhaps. He leaves word with Mrs. 
~Tones that he is very grateful for a.ll Sal's care, and 
then climbs into the mule wagon and dismisses Sal 
from his mind, excepting so far as she is included 
in the uneasy wonder if the telegrams have been 
sent. 
. They make the best time they can toward Tomb

stone, Lake urging tqem 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." 
.~ake· 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 0' the boys says thar's 

been a pursuit. from the looks 0' things." 
"My God!" mutters Lake. Then aloud to Jones: 

"Sal took those telegrams I spoke of this morning, 
and said she could find some one to take them." 

"The duse you say! Wa-al, I reckon it's him. 
Ef so, thar'll be one fool lpss in the world afore 
night, ef not already,'~ and Red Jones goes off to 
add this bit of infornlation, 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 telegnlnls 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 
tlH~ road. 

"Wa-aJ," drawls Jones, coming to the wagon 
after a while, "he's givin' a good account 0' hisself. 
Two 'Pa<.:bes toes up so far." . 

He points thenl out to Lake in a moment, and 
Lake feels sick nt the sight of them. 

"The others was in t00 much of a hurry to hide 
'em," Jones says, calmly. "The ch?se was .mighty 
hot here. I reckon we'll know who he was in a 
littlo while." 

"Why?" 
"His horse is goin' larne about here." 
"How marty in pursuit?" 
"Six, now." 
But they don't find the body of the white man. 

A nlile 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 come 
up in the wagon. 

"By thunder. Sam!" drawls Jones, "if the critter 
ain't the livin'-the dead inlage, I mean, 0' your 
Ginger." . 

"It is Ginger!" says Sam, hoarsely, his eyes fi.:J:ed 
ftArcely on Lake. • 
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"Then," says Lake, with deep interest, "you will 
know who the Inan was. To whom did you lend 
him?" 

Sam rises slowly from the animal, and goes wi~h 
slow menace over to Lake, the others looking at 
him with only nlild curiosity, for they see nothing 
strange in his expression. 

"Don't you know?" Sam asks of Lake, in slow, 
measured 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 1ef that 
gal ~in't in Tombstone when we arrive thar, I'll 
have yer life!" 

"Sal Jonesl" 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 silence, 
for they have not heard. 

"She bid me good-by I" 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'I" , 

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 XVI. 

THE ANSWER. 

Lake understands perfectly how the matter seems 
to Sam and Red J one::. He j~nows that his life is in 
deadly peril; that the threat Inade against him is 
not an en1pty one. 

But as the heavy nlule wagon goes rattling and 
jolting over the rough road he is not thinking of 
hiulself, but of the girl who has probably given her 
life in the effort to right a wrong dOlle by her. 

Not a word lnore is said to hilll by his escort. The 
rnule teanl is now urged on at its best pace, wjthout 
the least regard. to his cOlllfort, and the men ttallop 
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 11100d; 
and, illogically enough, he begins to recall the 
events of the lynching, and grows angrier and 
angrier as he gallops on by the side of Sam. 

Baln, never very rnuch given to words, is quite 
silent until he is at last addressed by Jones. 

.. Tell nle all about Sal-how she come to git the 
11 orse," he says. 

So Saln tells circumstantially all that had passed 
between him and Sal, concealing nothing, because 
it is no secret that he has been in love with Sal for 
a long tilne. And Jones listens in silence, excepting 
for an occasional ejaculatory oath, until the story 
is told., when he says, solernnly;: 

"She knowed blalned well, Saln, when she said 
goo<l-by, thet she vta'n't goin' ter see you again." 

"I s'picioneo she war soft on hilll all along," says 
Sam. jerking his thumb sullenly toward the wagon. 

"She war a leetIe headstrong," says Jones, reflect
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ively; "but a bettp.r gal no nlan never had. Nor a 
handier. Nor a pootier." 

.. Pootiest gal in Arizony," acquiesces Sam, half
fiercely. "An' I'll never forgit the look that was in 
her eyes when she says good-oy. It war jest like 
she see nlore'n thar war in this world." 

.. I've heard teli," says Jones, ill a low tone, "that 
thenl that's goin' tel' die does see things in thet 
way."

It is uURk when, tired and dusty, the whole cav
alcade, the nlule wagon in the center, dash at a 
weary gallop through the lnain street of Tornbstone. 

. , Tv the telegraft office?" says J o'nes, grinlly. 
"'Ve ain't goin' ter be too quick. Ef she got here 
she tovk tllern blamed telegran1s w hal' they be
longed. Thet was her sort." 

They conle to a sudden halt at the telegraph 
office, and Jones whispers to two of the men, who 
disllloun t and dim b ill ~o the wagon. 

. , Ef he Inakes a nl0ve, or says a word to any
body, shoot hinl through the head," says Jones, in 
a low gro"\vl, quite audible to Lake, however. 

Lake glances wearily frorTI Jones to the two 111en. 
He is too worn out from the hard ride to make any 
rerllonstrance against a course so illogical and UIl:
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 a lnatter 
of justice. They expect to stride out again with 
very little delay. The operator is a girl, and sho 
stares at them with languid interest. 

"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. 
" W a-aI, I've got a good reason fer askin'. Any

objections to answerin'r" 
"What is your na1ne, please?" 
" Jones. Red Jones, some calls me." 
'fhe girl nods and smiles, and then stoops and dis

appears from sight. Jones and Sam look at each 
otner doubtfully, and the former is making read~ 
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to utter some unnecessary words, when a slight 
comrnotion behind the coun ter ensues. and the 
operator reappears, accOlnpanied by another girl. 

"Hello, dad! ye got here, eh?" 
It is Bal. Her face is pale, but otherwise she ap

peal'S ttl> be unharmed. The two men first gasp with 
astonishlnellt, "and then break into'a series of mut
tered oaths. 

.. Got him here all 0 K, did ye?" she asks, ignor
ing their surprise. . 

H.ed Jones now has a revulsion of feeling, and be
COlnes paternally angry. 

"Oll! ye're safe, are ye?" he growls. "Wa-al, I'd 
like to know what ye mean by cuttin' up sech a 
dido es this here. Do you know what we was 
blau18d 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, 
:..:; wings her feet to the other side, and is facing the 
two men. She has no tin1e to fuss with a gate. 

"Hang him! For what?" 
"We thought you was killed by the 'Paches," 

answers Jones. 
"B'posen I was-what then? Who said he had 

anyt,hing to do with it?" 
"He said he'd given you the telegrams," replies 

Jones, uneasily, conscious that his parental ang'er 
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

il d ' G' tl "t l'tY 
":1 k~nowe t,vas Inger 10 nunl lllY eyes 1 on 

him." 
"Oh!" Her tone is concentrated scorn. "Wa-aI, 

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 0' Dick Bridger, 
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I reckon-eh? An' he's kin' 0' weak now-eh? 
Whar is he?" 

She pushes past them without waiting for the 
answer, which is slo·w in coming. Sam is com
pletely crushed, but fuller than ever of admiration 
and love. But Jones is recovering his parental 
ternper as he writhfls under the sting of her words, 
and he strides after her and pulls her about by plac
ing his heavy hand 011 her shoulder. 

"Look a-here, Sal," he says, angrily, .~ I want 
somethin' besides sass fr0111 you. vVhat call you 
got ter come over here, any how? 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 I tell ye it war my 
fault. So I brung 'em." 

" An' war blamed near bein' tuk by them 'Paches 
fer a squaw," interjects her father. 

"They don't want l11e 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. 

"I did. 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 is 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 0' them that belonged ter 

one 0' the deaders. I stuck ter Ginger e5 long es I 
dared, fer I knowed"-looking at Sam scornfully
"thet his owner 'ud be asking ahout 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-a.l, I'm safe enough, an' I've got a telegram 



108 THK ANSltER. 

fer Lake, ef ye haven't lynched him. Oh! ef he 
was well ye'd lynch him, wouldn't ye?" and she 
sweeps out of the room and into the street. 

The lnule wagon is there, with the escort lounging 
about it. But she does not see them. Her eves have 
caught sight of him. inside, his head leaning wearily 
ag'ainst the side of the wagon. She snatches a paper 
from her pocket and leaps up on the tongue of the 
wag'on, crying: 

.. Bob! Oh, Bob! Here's yer answer." 
He opens his eyes, and stares incredulously. 
. , Safe, Sal! Oh, Sal! what made you take such a 

risk? Thank God, you're safe!" 
Sal's voiee quivers for the first time. He has been 

concerned for her safety. Oh, it was worth while to 
do what she did to lnake hiln feel that way. 

"Oh, that's all riQ:ht. Dob I" she says, with a trem
ulous effort at indifference. "Here's the answer?" 

She thrusts the message into his hand, and he 
takes it lnechanically. 

"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 
CCLlne. Read yer anSWHr." 

"\Vhat does it say?" he asks, fumbling nervously 
with it. 

"Don't know," she replies, curtly. "I wouldn't 
rend it." 

He tries to read the writing on the message form, . 
but there is not light enough to enable hin1 to do so. 

H Come inside whar thar's a lamp," Sal says. 
Re 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 arrn around him. 

Supporting himself by her ann, he walks un
steadily into the office, and approaches the light. 
The two men. seeing how weak he is, steal shame
fac()rlly out. followed-by a, scornful glance from Sal. 

Lake opens the telegram, wonrl('ring whom it is 
from; doubting. hoping, fearing. There is a sicken
ing Inoment of hesitation, which he is too weak t() 
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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 bOS0111. It is to her as if her sentence were 
being read. She seE'S his eyes fly back and forth 
over the paper f sees him turn pale and totter. 

"My Godl" 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 np, and reads it: 

"The wedding took place at two o'clock this afternoon. Bride and 
groom sail for Europe on Etruria. DE P. VAN KOUVER." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

MAN AXD WIFE. 

Sandowne is triumphant. A combination of a 
great deal of good luck and a slnall amount of good 
judgment. tog8ther 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 frOlTI the operation of some unforeseen acci
dent. He had been made uneasy, in the very first 
nloment 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 sett.led. 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 beon posted ano. 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 tho 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 'hiln that he hat.ed 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 nla.tter, and as a result sought and found 
a willing tool in an impecunious countryman of 
his. 

This man he had sent out to Tonlbstone to make 
cautious inquiries concerning both Dick and Lake; 
and in a verv short tilne he had received a tele
gram which bad caused him to turn gray with ap
prehension. Dick BridgAr had di~d 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 WORld 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 be"'1t upon a new bit 
of treachery, 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 st.ill have the money, 
though he lost the girl. 

A man who cannot pay a small deht 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 deat.h was 
at once a loss and a gain to him. . 

He telegraphed his man to remain in Tombstone, 
and immediately sat down to ~ompose 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 
~estern phraseology and spelling; and he wrought 
WIth great care at reprC?d~cing Dick's, chirography.

Some days later MarJorlt3 found an opportunity
• 
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to \V hisper to him at a ball to which her father had 
taken her: 

"I have recpived a letter fron1 Dick. I would like 
to see you for· a moment alone. I have put you 
do\vn for the next quadrille. Come to n1e, then, and 
we will go where we can converse uninterruptedly." 

Sandowne shrugged his shoulders slightly as if it 
were a n1atter 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 ITlusic began, and she put 
her hand on his ann, and walked a\vay with him. 

"You knew I had heard from Dick P" she said, 
rather than asked. 

It would have been more natural for him to lie, 
but a second thought convinced him that the truth 
would be wiser. 

"Yes." 
"Then you know that he wishes me to give you 

sixty thousand dollars to take to him P" 
"Yes." 
"Why can I not send it to him?" she demanded. 
He flushed, and bit his lip. It was decidedly un

pleasant to have his fio ncee show her distrust of 
him so unreservedly. Nevertheless, he shrugged 
his shou1clers, and drawled: 

"I think you had b~tter not insist upon an answer 
to that qnestion. Believe me, Dick knew precisely 
what he wanted done with the money. Of course," 
he added, "it will COlne very hard on me to have to 
be away from you for so long." 

Her lip cnrled, as it so often did in his presence, 
and she replied, coldly: 

"That sort 6f thing between us is both offensive 
anci unnecessarv." 

l\ very evil expression shot into his eyes, and if 
he had daTPd, he wOlllel have gripped the white 
ShOllld(lr by his side, till it W[lS black and blue; but 
~R he did not dare. he merely showed his teeth in a 
snnrlhlg sort of smile. . 
~:~ "How and when shaH I give you the money?" she 
askeo , after a short pause. 

"The sooner the better fo~ Dick," he replied;' 
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"and I think a certified check would be the best 
fornl." 

They were very large stakes that Sandowne was 
playing for, and he k~lew that he .nlight.any.morn
ing wake 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. 

60 he had taken it; had gone to Arizona; had 
bought the Spuke J\fine; had done what he could to 
keep Lake out there as long as pos~ible; 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
though 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. She is very ill, and he remains there until 
within a few days of the wedding. 

Not a· line from L.ake yet, and no time to com
municate with him. :Besides, what will be the use: 
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So he goes to the wedding, and with a heavy heart 
'sees .Marjorie Bridger become Lady Sandowne. 

He is quite contident that Sandowne is celebrat
ing son1e bit of villainy, and he is certain that he 
is very uneasy and furti ve un til the ceremony is 
over, when his delneanor ~hanges perceptibly, apd 
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 t~le 
butler. 

.. All letters and telegrams!" murmurs Van Kou
vel' to hirnself, 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 doeR 
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 
100ks like a bower. 

"Oh I" 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. 

"It 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," lVIarjorie 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 do but yield. He hands her the telegram, with a 
smile. 

"I thought you might be without a pocket in 
your dress," he says. 

. , I can hold it in nly hand," she replies. 
She d03s not doubt that it is a telegram of con

gratulation, for she has already received a nU111ber; 
and she holds it carelessly in her hand, snipping off 
snlall bits in an absent-lninded way. But sOlpehovl, 
she does not read the message, until the steamer 
bas cast loose fron1 the dock, and she has seen the 
last of her friends' faces. 

Then she ahnost 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 eyes 
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 sa:ys 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 pronlises 
to be interesting." . 
. It is rather in Sandowne's way to bully a woman; 
and he has no serious doubt of his aLility to let 
:Marjorie see that the tin18 has come to drop her airs 
and graces of nlanner in her intercourse with him. 

""VeIl," he says, when the state-room is reached, 
"you want to know if I knew Dick was dead. Yes. 
What of it?" 

She shrinks ba.ck 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 a.nd more! Then that letter--" 
"Corne, come, Lady' Sandowne!" he says, with a 

sneer; "spare me and yourself any scene. We are 
luarried now. It was a game of wits, and I won." 

"Married I" 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 t,o being your wife. Lord Sandowne, 
let us understand each other now. I despise you 
utterly, and I will never be Inore of wife to you 
than I aIn at this nl0ment. 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 XVIII. 

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 brine, 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 M.arjorie, 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
cold, rather, and that is a very great advantage for 
him. 

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 repAat that I will never be 
any more your wife than I am at this moment." 

Lord Sandowne is angrier than he will betray, 
but contrives to maintain a calmness in consonance 
with his the0ry 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. 
H~ has no need to move to touch Marjorie; in the 
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. narrow state-l"O;)1ll 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 liherty 
to insult the Jl1an you are to marry. Do not forget 
that I bore your insults, your silly whinls before; 
but that from this tinle forward I will have none of 
them. I am your husband. and I forbid any nlore 
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 
Inake her sulnnissive. 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 hiln or for the law. As a 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. 

:l\1arjorie is in pain fronl 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 Ray, 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 p'0wer is leaving him. 

"I wlll frighten you, and I will tame you I" he, 
says, his voice broken ~ith anger. .' 

"Neither," she says, In the same scornful way. 
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"You may hurt me, because I anl not disposed to 
descend to a struggle with you; but the rnore you 
betray your brutality the more fixed I am in nly 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 fling-s 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 nla,n whom she has married. 
And in her breast is such an anger as a woman is 
capable of whe~ 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 
'sandowne, 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, but you cannot have him, and 
he cannot do anything for my wife, unless--" and 
he stops, with a sneer. 

The innuendo is not "]ost 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 wlth
out compromising me. I recall the time when he re
frained from saying that you had had his· stirrup 
leather cut in order that you might win a paltry
bet." 

Sandowne had not he::;itated 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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"It 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 hilTIself 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 she is thinking hard all the 
while. The situation she finds herself in is even 
more hideous than she had supposed it would be. 
~nd she even begins to realize that it was wrong 
and foolish to h:1ve made such a sacrifice, even for 
Dick. 

"I do not intend to compliment you," she says. 
"I intend to tell you exactly how I feel toward 
you." 

"Pray do!" he interjects, angrily. 
, He, too, is wondering what the end of this will 

be. The only thing h'j 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." 

"I agree with you, Lady Sandowne," he says. 
"I married you believing that by so doing I was 

s:tving 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 de~pise 
you. My marriage with you was a nlere bargain. 
in which you were to receive me as an equivalent 
for your silence a~ to this act of my brother." 

"You have quite a legal"wayof 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 deceptioll{ and 
the bargain between us is cancflled." 

"Your argument is beautiful,." he sneers.. "I beg 
you will go on to the conclusion-the peroration, so 
to speak." 

., I will do so," s4e replies. "Before the world 
alU willing to be known as your wife---" 

"I am so glad," he interrupts. 
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. . 

"Oh," she -replies. contemptuosly, making him 
writhe internally, "I shall pay you for doing so. 
You luay think this over, and decide upon a sum 
which will be satisfactory to you-an annual sum, 
I mean. If satisfacto!'y 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 
so now. 

"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 a 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, aBd yet 
doubtful. Then something fmggests itself to her: 

" And th~ nloney you bought this mine with was 
that which you--" She stops and starts bal:k. 
"Then the lnoney 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, "\vith sudden sus

picion. " Nor do I believe your story about the 
llline. Father would never have madA such a mis
take. At any rate, I will do nothing without con
sulting him. You have awakened a new suspidon 
within me, and I dOll bt many things. Oh, what a 
silly fool I have been!" 

"Your father, I think," says Sandowne, "will be 
very glad to nlake a con1promise with me. By all 
rneans consult 'with him." 

Marjorie looks him full in the face. 
"And in the meantime,"'she says, "I will pay you 

a certain sum in quarterly 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. 

"DBA.R MAnGE:-I would have answered your letter long ago, but the 
truth is that I was so broke np by the wedding that I lit out of New 
York the very next day, and put for the West, where I staid until a 
week ago. . 

"I never thought of you writing, and I'd le!t word ~hat only certam 
letters should be sent after me ; so yours waIted until I came back. 
How~ver, I'll anfi,,"er it now; and I don't suppose any h~rm has come 
from your not receiving an answer sooner. 

"You don't say anything about it, and I 'Yon't any more'n just thig . 
I reckon you ain't over and above happy WIth that Sandowne. . You 
know you can call on the old roan whenever you 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 so much t.rouble 
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 scrimmage 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 stru,~k it 
rich since, and is just piling up the rocks. 

"I'm t{llking just as if you knew Jones, which I reckon you don't 
all the same. Bob Lake knows him, though, and I must tell you ahout 
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 a.nd 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 lynching which Red Jones was engineering. Bob 
did it all to get you out of the clutches of that Sandowne; and I reckon 
it would have worked all right, only Bob fell sick and was out of his 
head. 

"However, that is all "past and gone, and what I was going to say 
was that Sal Jones, a mighty likely girl, too, nursed Bob all through his 
illness; and they do say she and Bob will make a match of it. I reckon 
you'll be glad to hear it, for Bob worked mighty hard to do you a good 
turn. . 

"Maybe you'll see Sal over there some time. She's going over to 
spend 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 IIp 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 I see 
111m. I never HW a.. man so broke up by sickness as Bob. 

"Your lovina da.ddy, RICHlllD BBIDGEB." 
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Lady Sandowne lets the letter fall into her lap, 
whore, indeed, it has rested more than once during 
the verllsal 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 
lordship seeks a somewhat g:tyer life at Monte 
Carlo.. 

'rhe beautiful face is pale, and the blue eyes are 
no Jonger filled with that spirit of mischief and 
Inerrin1ent which only a few months earlier had 
made them famous in New York. But it is 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. 

During 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 ahle to nlake a fair guess at all the 
perfidy of the man she has wedded. 

And now this letter comes. and with its half dis
closures aln10st 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 hhn 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 hhn. 

So Marjorie, with a deeper paleness in her face, 
and a sadder look in her blue eyes, gets hurr.iedly 
up from her chair and begins to pace the floor and, 
to battle with herself in a way sbe would have bit
terly condemned in a married woman in the days 
before she knew what sorrows a wife might have 
to bear. 
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Anj while this silent warfare is being waged ill 
the luxurious apartll1ents of Lady Sandowne, the 
host of the hotel is bowing and writhing before two 
Anlerican ladies, in th8 endeavor to convince th81l1 
that he has obeyed their telegraphic order to give 
them the best rOOlns in the hotel regardless of cost. 

Their French, or rather the French of the younger 
lady, is bad, and the English of TIline host is WOl'se, 
so that they are having a terrible time of it. Al
though the landlord has this advantage--that, how
ever he stunlbles \vith his tongue, he is eloquent 
with his gestures. 

His shoulders, his hands, his elbows, his eye
browR-yes, his very sca:lp, and even his m.arvelous 
legs-speak for him when his tongue stops before 
some particularly difficult passage in the vile lan
guage of the people who put the lllost lllOney 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: . 

" F7h bien! Ca va faire /" and the landlord, with 
a sigh and a bow of humility and deprecation, hast
ens from the room. 

"I wonder, rna-mamma, I mean-if I said the 
right thing, then. Well, anyhow, h~ got out. 
Where on earth is Oolette? 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, mamllla. You always forget." 
"Wal, Sara, then. Yes, it's fronl yer father. 

And who d'ye think's coming here?" 
Sallie-her pardon 1 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 nloment 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 nlother'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 struggliug' to use: 

., Great ginger, rna! You ain't never going to tell 
Ine that Saul l\lorgan is coming, be ye ?'. 

"I reckon ye've got it straig"ht, Sal-Sary, I mean. 
Yer dad says S<:1111 is cOllling on, to keep us frOIn 
feeling honlesick." 

Sara walks to the window and looks out on the 
blue, dancing waters, very nluch as .Marjorie did a 
few nlinutes earlier. She does not look like the girl 
who held Lake's horses, who found him half dead 
in the mountains, who co\vered before his wrath in 
her father's hut at Faro Gulch. Notwithstanding 
the deficiencies of her prollunciation and vocabu
lary, she is a good type of the bright, beautiful, 
robust American girl fronl the West. 

Her air is not queenly, but it is self-reliant; and 
her beauty is pronounced ellough to make lnen 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 
womanlinesR that underlies her character keeps her 
fr0111 too lnany gaucheries. 

She looks out of th8 window for a little while, her 
lnother 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 lllother. 

"Who will?" demands Mrs. Jones. 
" Why, Sam Morgan. Just inlagine him here! 

Great Scott! 111a~ why couldn't he have staid in 
Arizona? They need hinl 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 coming, and you'd oughter be." 

" I'm not, all the same," retorts Sara; "but if he's 
coming I'll treat him decent. Oh, here's Colette. 
COlne, help me dress, Colette. Where have you 
heen, anyhow? Say, mamma, when are they-is 
Sam coming?" 
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"The letter don't say; but any till1e, I reckon." 
"Do they go to England first P" demanas 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 ll1arried woman," she mutters. "Come 

along, Colette!" 
Colette wonders why madenloiselle is so very 

particular about her toilet this afternoon. She is 
usually good-tempered and easily suited. She is 
not precisely cross now, but nothing seems to suit, 
and ,Colette is obliged to change and challge ag'ain, 
until at last she goes into the other room and eX4 
postulates to the trunks. 

"What is the nlatter with l\Iademoiselle 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. PtI!" and Colette tos~es 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 lllistress 
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
proval at it. She is thinking ths.t if anybody who 
knew her last in Faro Gulch should see her now, he 
would'surely think thbre was a great cha.nge 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 lnaid. That maid, by the 
way, is t,he one great misery of the good woman's 
life. And it w.as a long time, in fact, before she 
could bring herself to make her toilet jn her pres
ence without blushing with modestv and shame. 

That time is past -now, however~. and Mrs. Jones 
feels the same sort of triulnph in her self-conquest 
that the far Western Congressman did when he 
fi.nally learned tq eat oliv~s without making' a wry
fa.ce. 
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Sara finds her dressed as she should be, and to
gether, when the time comes, they go down to the 
uilling'-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 f6r 
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 easy lnanner which is 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 accomlnodate four. The lady 
smiles pleasantly, and indicates her table by a mo
tion or 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 htdyship will forgive," is all the head
waiter ventures. and then dalts away; but he has 
told S.ara and her 1110ther that the lady is an En
glishwoman of title. ' 

The lady smiles ple~santly at Sara and her 
mother. 

"I was sure you were American," she says, "and 
I was glad to have you come." 

"How on earth everyhooy 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 start~ and turns a little paler. 
"The girl he win marry," she thinks. 
"My name," she says, unconscious how her tone 

grows cold and formal, "is Lady Sandowne." 
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"The wonlan he loves!" is 1.he 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 too much self-con
trol to betray what they feel as they sit facing each 
other. After a quick look into each other's eyes 
they exchange conllnonp] aces, but all the while 
wondering 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 cOllversation will surely 
turn on Mr. Lake, and she does not feel that she can 
bear to discuss hilTI with this young woman. 

l\liss Sara, on her part. does not intend to be the 
first to mention :1\1r. Lake, but she resents it that 
Marjorie should not do so. 

"Huh F' she says to hprself, "she loves him just 
as much as she ever did. Fd like to know what 
right she, a married WOlnau, has to be thinking of 
him." 

But nothing' alters the f::wt 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 thoug-ht that Lake may come along at any 
tirne and see :Marjorie. 

Nevertheless these two sit and s111iIe at each other 
n.ll through the 111eaI, and contrive somehow to 
keep up a stead~T flow of convPl'sation. But as the 
thne goes by 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 becomes that that young lany knows not 
only that :1\1r. Lake once was her lover. bllt that he 
still holds a large place in her heart. In other 
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words, she ha.s given this crude, but very astute, 
Western girl a very great advantage over her. 

And the worst is that she is forced to confes~ to 
herself that ~\he does care more for Mr. Lake than. 
~he should. Site will never let him know, of course, 
but it is horrible to her that she cannot put all the 
past away fr01n her. Sh8 has a sickening sense of 
her own \veakness, and, with a sublime disregard of 
logic. she hatE'S Sara for it. 

. , Silly. vulgnr cre~ture!" she says to herself. 
"The idea 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 tinle she addresses her. I wonder what he 
can see in her. Well, it is no concern of mine." 

And then, because they hate each other so C01'
clially, these two arrarge to be together during the 
evening, so that they lTIay listAn to the music. And 
:Marjorie is at ·once kind, courteous, and carelessly 
superior. 

Several times Mrs. Jones threatens to throw a 
bomb-shell into the camp of the smiling enemies by 
Inaking some enthusiastic IT18ntion of Sam or Lake; 
hut each time, Sara, with an address worthy of a 
~omplete societ:v education, catches her words be
fore they have been fairly uttered, and to use her 
own ex-pression, .• side-tracks" them. 

But Marjorie is aware each time of what has hap
pened. and becomes at once defiant and desperate. 
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. 
I-~a.l'd, 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 they are together just as much 
as they had pltll1ned, and for a rea.son, which each 
understands, but which only Sara dares confess to 
herself. they will not lose sight of each other. 

Marjorie by this time has come to suspect what 
Sara knows-that Mr. Lake may come at any time. 
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And lleither will leave the other if she can help it. 
And Marjorie despises herself. 

But it does 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, nlany of the peculiarities of the 
Riviera, when suddenly ~Irs. Jones, with a JOY.OllS 
return to the customs of Arizona, sppings to her feet 
with a cry of: 

"Land 0' Liberty, Sal! Here they be! Sam Mor
gan, howdy! . Bob Lake, yer a sight fer sore eye~~" 

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 nlinutes 
the whole battle of her life will be fought.. She does 
not 'P11t it in those words, but her nerves are con
scious of the fa~t. 

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, come8 forward the 
first, beaming with delight, and gives his great 
hand to 1\1'rs. Jones. 

"Wa-nIl" he cries, in his hearty voice, "blaIne 
m~ ef I ain't trIfid tel' 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. 
J ones, who is deeply interested in the success of 
Sam's courtship, and who sees that he has made a 
mistake, whiHpers 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 IVlarjorie'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 certain quizzical ex

pression there, but, no, the steady gray eyes are 

fixed 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 conle, and, 
like a good general, she advances to meet the. en
emy half-way. She steps aside, and in the most 
cOI1ventional tones, says: 

"Mr. Lake, permit me to present you to a 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, it is 
probable, because of the gray eyes which are bent 
on her; she does not look up for a rnoment, 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 quick, fleeting pallor, his face is 
oomposed 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 beautiful 
blue eyes he relUelllUers so well are uplifted, with 
that look in them, he alnl0st groans aloud, for he 
sees all at once, not the WOlnan who is lost to him 
forever, but the woman he loves, and who-God 
help thern 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 hi'TI how she had 
kept hilTI in ignorance of the day of Marjorie's wed
ding. Oh, how she hates Marjorie at that moment! 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

ANGRY PASSIONS. 

Mr. Lake and Marjorie have nothing to say to 
each other before so !lU1Hy. If they hau n1et with
out wilinesses there n1ig-ht have been llluch to say, 
for their hearts are perilously full. Mr. Lake turns 
quickly to Sara. 

.• I am glad," he says, "that you met Lady San
downe. 1 suppose she hunted you out. Her father 
told n1e he had written of your being here," and he 
looks at Marjorie. 

Marjorie detects a sarcastic smile on Sara'iS ]ips, 
and it angers her. She knows she is being justly 
punished for her error, but the knowledge brillgs 
]10 contrition. In fact, it urges her on to retaliato 
011 Sara-to do the thing she ough t of <!II things 
not to do. She deterluines to ~huw Sara that she 
has no hold whatever on Lake. 

"No," she says, sweetly, HI diu not tell l\liss 
J ones that I had been told to look for her. Acci
dent brought us together, and I have Leen enjoying 
her cOlnpany for her own sake. How pleasant it 
is for Americans to meet abroad! You have 
brought an old fatuily friend with you, I fancy," 
and she glances at Sam. 

Sam, who is growing rather tired of the exclusive 
society of Mrs. J on6S, takes the opportunity offered 
by Marjorie's glance to bow and f..lnile. And when 
Lake at once presents hirn to Marjorie, he says, 
heartily: 

"I saw yer old man before I caIne away. lIe was 
looking pretty tolerable. I say, 8al-1 can't work 
Illy tongue round Sara, nohow- -ye're lookin' well. 
Who'd think, to look at ye, that ye was the san18 
gal thet--" 

Lake interposes suddenly, to save 8ar& the morti
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tkation of a reminiscence of the days he very well 
kllew she wishes forgotten. 

"By the way, Saul, what do you say if we take a 
little prulnena.de with the ladies? Tl:at is, if the 
lauies <10 not object?" 

"1~ot ill the least," Marjorie hastens to say. "I 
anl sure l\1.iss J OIles 'will have many questiulls to 
ask about her old friends at-at-Faro Uulch, is it? 
Let us go. by all means. Shall we lead the way, 
~\1r. 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 
lllanller is only a mask for an aching heart. 

With a smile at Sara, Marjorie goes on ahead with 
~Ir. Lake. leaving the less ready Sara to follow with 
what heart she may. But after she has gone a few 
yards with Lake, the peculiarity of her position 
COInes 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

pise.. 
. , You did not know?" he asks. "But how should 

you? I was thinking Miss Jones Inight have told 
you. But you did not know each other. Besides, 
she hardl.v would." 

., Oh," 811e exclaims, with sudden comprehension, 
anu 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 franJ{ courage: 

"1"1r. Lake, you can tull me something I must 
know. You saw Dick out there?" . 

http:prulnena.de
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"Yes, and he gave me a message for you. Shall 
I tell you now?" 

"N0, not now. I-I don't think I eould bear it 
now. I am not in the rhrht mood for it. But this 
evening-during the nlusic-perhaps you would tell 
Ille. We can be more alone then." 

H Certainly," Mr. Lake says, a great deal of 
trouble in his heart as he studies the face that 111USli 
always be so dear to hin1. 

"1-1 would not ask it," she goes on, in a low 
tone, "only perhaps it 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 self-control, but he finds that it 
does not hel p hin1 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 
Illjght have been. 

And,somehow, the old feeling of anger at Eallie 
for what she did returns to hrIn. He had forgiven 
her wholly alld freely after her reckless ride over 
the mountains with his telegram; but now that he 
is face to face with his loss, the anger cornes back, 
ann the thought shapes itself: 

., But for her, Marjorie might be 'mine." 
This feeling unconsciously shows itself to Sara 

when the party comes together [l gain. She feels it 
because she is so sensitive to all that concerns hin1, 
although he endeavors to act as naturally as before. 
And because she feels it she hates Marjorie with 

renewed bitterness. 
"Either you or I will go under in this scrimmage, 

Madge Bridger," she says to herself, and she is in 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 l\frs. 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 iVlarjorie does not join them to 
liston to the music; an(l Lak0, in a little while, ex
cuses hill1so1f, and saunters off to smoke, he says. 
Sara is furious. Thfar.iorie is married. Why does 
she not let lVIr. Lake alonG? What right have they 
to llleot in fmch a way? 

Neither of them is thinking of her, however. 
Th1~rjorie is waiting for ::\11'. Lake, to hear from him 
al>ollt Dick. She has persuaded herself that that is 
all she is there to list0n to, but she wonders now 
and again how much of the mystery of the tele
graIn will be told. 

"Thank you for coming, l\fr. Lake," she says, with 
forInal politeness, as he approaches her, where she 
sits alone in a distant corner of the hotel piazza. 

"Thank you for pernlitting 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, a perfect frankness betw(jon 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 shdll be our last interview, except as we meet 
casually. I aln sure you agree with me-will help 
me," she adds, trenlulously, as if her courage were 
hardly equal to the struin put upon it. 

"I understand yon," he replies, his voice low and 
uneven. "Please trust lne fully. And please be
lievA that whatever I nlay say to-night, the one 
great desire of my existence is the preservation of 
your 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 : 
"I left you in New York, and went to Arizona, 

determined to find your brother Dick. and learn 
from him the truth. I do not lleed to be more ex
plicit. I was fortunate in extricatjng him from a 
great danger at once." 

"I hope there is somA one who can tell nle 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 Wa$ 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 tlUln 
Dick; and 1 believe that had he outlived that horri
ble night he would have lived truer to his nature. " 

"I am glad you say that," she mUrIl1Urs. " I al
ways knew that, nndor his wayward actions, Dick 
had a good nature." 

"",\Te were attacked by the Apaches, and he 
fought a noble fight. It was then that he talked of 
you. He sent his dearest love to you, and his last 
word wae. of you. 'Dear little .l\Iadge,' 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 tv hilll: 

"He said 11101'e. I think I have a right to know, 
even now~ that there is no reInedy for-what is dOlle. 
Nothing can alter lIly relations to-to my husband, 
Please tell 111e everything," 

So Lake tells her all that passed between hin1 and 
Dick, and tells further how-he lay sick for weeks, 
and how the telcgran1 was sent. He tells all the 
good that Sallie did hiln. but says nothing' of that 
one evil thing which resulted in the marriage of 
~Jarjorie to Sandowne. 

Marjorie listens at first with jealousy 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 tooJe 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 $ure that Sara-her lip al ways curls at the 
name-is her evil genius; 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 veritahle 
genius of evil. She does not attempt to seek tho 
two persops who occupy all her thoughts, but shf' 
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 bpcause it 
is 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 faee which 
semllS familiar, and as if it were sOlnehow asso
ciated with her present trouble. 

She turns her eyes away, then looks again. The 
face is that of a rather handsome rn~n, who carries 
llot only in his countenance, but in h.is attitude and 
lnovernents, all the marks of long-continued dissi
pation. He conles nearer to where she sits, and 
his face is turned to ward her. 

"Lord Sandowne!" she mutters. "He is looking 
for his wife." 

Her fn.ce 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 
stares 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 WJll
dressed, though so plainly an American that he 
fears she ma.y be a friend of Marjorie's. Neverthe
less, he goes oyer 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 1--" 

"Quite pardonable," interpos'es Sara. "When you 
last SRW me I was a frontier girl." 

He looks at her again, a.nd 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 fa.ce easily. 

"I can't guess," he says. 
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"Do you rewember the Spoke l\1ine?" she asks. 
"Ah !" he cries at once. "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. Is she merely 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." 

"Oh, 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 a.gain, 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 Ravs: 

"I "think that is an excellent idea. I believe 1 
will go out and smoke myself. Did he go out 
toward the court P" 

"Yes." 
Sara watches him go out, and as he disappears 

through thA door, half starts up as if to follow him. 
Then. with a set jaw, she Rits down again and 
wR.tchps 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 illS 
dim corner of the piazza. He saunters n.ear 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 XXII. 

HUSBAND AND LOVER. 

Lord Sandowne is not in a pleasan t frame. In 
fact he has not been in many n10nths; but he is 
in an especially unpleasant teIllper just now, be
cause he has been losing money at nlonte Carlo. 

He has come down to Nice with the illtention of 
letting l\iarjorie know that he is tired of waiting 
for her father to give his opinion of the Spoke 
l\iine matter. Like every galnlJler, he believes that 
if he only had sufficient lllolley to give his systmn 
a fair chance, he would conle out a winner. . 

But that is quite aside frOln his feeling tOvy-ard 
:Marjorie. That has grown into a pure and UlllllixeJ. 
hatred, and is a thing dissociated froln the I11011ey 
side of their relations. 

As for Lake, he has always hated him. He hated 
him mildly when he saw hiln for the first t.ime a.t 
the horse-show, riding to beat Marjorie's jU:l1per. 
And of course he hated hiln 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 feeling 
what an Englislnnan 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 Inake 
him feel a decided respect for him. 

But there is something in Sandowne which en
ables him to say and do things of the mosi; hisulting 
and exasperating sort, without laying himself open 
to being held responsible. He knows this well 
enough to make him feel n(,w that he has an oppor.. 
tunity to insult the man he hates. 
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And he 1'er1181nbe1's, too, how Lake was always 
readyill those other days, to hinder him in his pro.., 
ject of wiuning- ~iarjorie and her millions. He 
thinks of how Lake loved l\Iarjorie, and how they 
both undoubtedly love each other yet. 

He has an opportunity for revenge of a sort to 
please a little Inind like his, and he is resolved not 
to miss it. 

So it is with a strong dash of gleeful malice, 
minglAd with his ugly telnper, that he stops before 
the two and savs: ' 

" An1 I Hlistaken, or is this Lady Sandowne?" 
Lake starts at the sound of the voice, which iR 

instantly fanliliar to him, for dislike will impress 
anything upon the mind quite a.s deeply as a 
friendly feeling. He rises from his seat, and bows 
in a cold,. formal way. 

Sandowne does not notice hinl at all; but keeps 
his eyes fixed on :Marjorie, who also haH risen, and 
who replies, with forced calmness: 

"Yes, it is I, Lord Sandowne." 
She has not seen so very nluch of him since their 

married life, but she has learned to kno w hinl well 
during that tirne; and she is certain that he intends 
using the situation in which he has found her, to 
say some vile thing. So she steadies her nerves to 
receive what he nlay say without betraying her 
own feeling. 

"I looked for you in the hotel, and could not find 
yo-p.," 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 call have no champion as against her 
husband. 

Instead of replying to the insinuation of her hus
band, Marjorie goes 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 lneaning 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. 'rhey bring up to 
him, with increased. vividness, all the nwmories he 
has himself just been going over. 

It is very much as if Marjorie has rehearsed all 
the wretched story of the cut strap, the forged let
ter from Dick, ana 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 rna-nner in which he puts his hands 
behind hiln; or, if there were, his words would 
make his intentions quite clear. 

Placing his nlonocle in his eye, he stares at Lake 
and drawls: 

Aw ! Lake! He rode a horse in the show, I be
lieve." 

"Yes," says Lake, keeping perfect control of him
self, for Marjorie's sake, "I 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 cGnscious. 

Poor girl! her calm intentions are to submit with 
womanly dignity and patience to the burden she 
was so foolish to take upon herself. She has rea
soned it out that it shall be her punishment for her 
folly. 

And up to this time she has been all that she has 
promised ~erself to be. But her position is an 
anomalous ope. To all the world she is a wife; 8S 
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a nlatter of fact. she is stilll\Iarjorie Bridger, only 
tied to a luan WhOlll she hates. 

The talk with Lake has nInde her still more like 
the Marjorie Bridger of old; has made her yoke 
more than ever hateful; and, she has not that re
straint ',lPOl1 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 forg,)tten lVlr. 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 Ulan 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. Lake. The only wrong he does 
Marjorie is to believe that she and Lake have 
come to some understanding. 

"Oh 1" he says, with an ugIy snarl, "cut stirrups, 
broken oars, aud sudden fits of illness are things 
which often come to men who are afraid they can
not win." 

What does it matter if tlie insinuation is absurdly 
false? It is t~le patent intention to sayan 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, and 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 
~inlply 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 circunl
stances. He raises his hat and says: . 

" No doubt you will excuse nle,' Lady Sandowne, 
if I go look for my fri~nds. Good-evening, Lord 
Sandowne !" 

"I will go inside, too, if you please," Marjorie 
says.

She understands precisely why Lake is leaving, 
and she knows that it is at Ollce the wisest, easiest 
thing to be done under the circumstances. But 
with that pertiuacity of obstinacy which sometimes 
overwhelrns the best of us, she insists 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 lilnit of his ability. 

But Sandowne is not to be pushed aside in t.bat 
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. If you can spare me her society for a little 
while, Mr.-er-Lake, I shall be obliged. No doubt 
she will nleet 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 

a refined woman. She knows Lake can bl'eak San
downe in two·if he shall choose to do so; but the 
revulsion has already taken place in her woman's 
mind. 

She sees everything that may result from an en· 
counter between her huaba~d a:'ld he~-lover. 
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Yes, that is her own thought; and it makes her 
so wretched, so unhappy, and so 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, 
1\'11'. Lake?" 

It seeIns to Lake that she is begging' hi;m not to 
excuse her, but to try to understand her, and to 
cOlnprehend why she is so changeahle. And he 
wonld give a year of his life to say to her: 

"lVIarjorie, I u!'!derstand how you are suffering; 
I know that YOll have lost your self-control because 
yonI' heart is breaking." 

But he cannot say it to her, and it is not posslhle 
for her to read it in his eyes. So he can only take 
it for granted that she realizes it without its being 
said. 

He raises his hat ann goes away with an aching
heart, thinking' bitterly that a false convention pre
vp.nts him from espousing- her caues as he wonld 
likp.. A11(1 the worst reflec.tion of all is that the 
conditions of her life are such as must in the very 
nature of things endure. 
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CHA.PTER XXIII. 

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 saIne sensation of 
helplessness and loneliness. 

She has always been self-reliant. She has always 
felt that she must face ann conquer her own diffi
culties. And when she was J\farjorie Bridger. even 
when she was forced to decide about marrying 
Sandowne to save Dick, it did not S8~n1 difficult. 

It never is as difficult to pllsh the boat out in the 
rapids as it is to steIn the rapids afterward. A 
strong and skillful arm at the oar is then a blessed 
boon. 

Since that first day of the wedding, when she dis
covered Sandowne's infan10us treachery, she llad 
been able to keep good courage and fight her woe
ful battle alone; but to-night, somehow, she feels 
that she must have SOllIe 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 Lak~ so 
wholly; and she is too tru~ to her own standard of 
right to find any justification for herself. 

She sinks int,o a chair before Sandowne, her heart 
thumping painfully, and her conscience crying out 
that she has been recreant to her duty. . 

"I aJll this man's wife." she thin ks. "and I owe it 
to mYHelf to put any other lnan out of my heart." 

So she is in a very humble spirit. and if the man 
before her only knew it, he coul(l obtain almost 
anything from her now, by treating her in the right 
,way. Will he treat her so?" 
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"Well, Lady Sandowne," he says, between his 
teeth, his voice having a very vicious tone, "so 
your lover has COlne after you at last. I wondered 
how long it would be before it happened." 

Marjorie gasps as if ice·cold water has been 
thrown on her. She swallows a lun1p that rises in 
her throat, and opens and shuts her eyes with a 
strange feeling; she realizes that thi::; 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 seen1S to be burning itself in 
l-iOlnewhere; but other thoughts, questions, and 
:lllswers, flash through her brain so quickly that 
Llwre is no pronounced hesitation in her reply. 

lIer 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? n1erciful 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 hin1. 

"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 surel~r 
let this man see into her mind. She fearRshe 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 furioHR. 

He thjnks 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 talnely she subn1its to his yirtual 
aeeu!:-(ation. 

"~o,~' he replies, "I did not come here to say these 
things at all; but I suppose if a husband, even so 
1i t.l1n of a one as I, sees his wife in close conversa
tion, in a diul corner, with a nlan WhOlll he kno'ws 
she loves, be is at leaDt justified in expressing the 
natural thoughts that are in his milld~" 

.Marjorie is all intent on her nlental examination, 
a,nd does not reply to hin1. She has h81' 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 Ineasure of peace. 

"I will tell bitn that we nlust not meet ag·ain. He 
is so good, so nob1e 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 lnan 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 explai!l why I find you two making 
love in this corner? Is it not necessary that you 
should at least so conceal your fondness for this 
Western bully and C"owboy, that the very guests 
may not talk of it?" 

Marjorie's lip eurls. 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,".sbe 
asks, "that you learned of these altogether impossi
.ble and insulting things?" 

"I 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 
rpstored to her all at once. She knows as well as if 
she had seen, that Sandown8 W8S sent after her by 
Sara tTones. In her jealousy the girl had done this 
contemptible thing. . 

"It is not the first service Miss Jones has done 
you, I believe," she says, with cutting scorn. 
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"Ah 1" he exclaims, angry at the way he has be
trayed himself; then with sudden en]jghtenn~ent: 
"You two have had a love-feast, indeed. So he has 
explained all about why he did not get 011 in time 
to save you from your awful fate," he adds, sne(jr
ingly. 

"lIe told me what I had a right to know," Mar
jorie replies. She rises from her chair, sincerely 
anxious to be alone. "If you have nothing more 
than this to say to Ine, I will go to my room." . 

Sandowne has been exasperated many times bv 
l\iarjorie, 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 pushes her roughly. . 

She falls back into her chair, quivering and 
shrinking. She has expected notl'>ing less tllan a 
blo,Y several times, and has nerved herself to re
ceive it. It has seemed to her that a blow would 
someho,Y 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 01). in a 
rough, dictatorial way, while she still shrinks in 
her chair, :it 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 masier! You have presumed on 
my complaisance; you have abused it by absurd 
and unheard-of conditions: you hrlve 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. I have humored you as far as I intend 
to. To-night-do you hear Ine ?-to-night you will 
instruct your maid to arlrnit me." 

He has gone on, elated and exultant, as if the 



ONE WAY. 153 

victory were already achieved. He has struck 0 ~her 
women-the dastaru :-a,nd 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 sonlething 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, and behold! the result is what it should 
be. She has cowered before him, and she has list
elled to his authoritative discourses to the end. 

"You did not kllow me," he goes on, "but now 
you do. Another thing is that you shall tell that 
fBllow, Lake, that you have seen enough of him." 

l\i:arjorie rises slowly from her chair, and stands 
before him, her head thrown back, and a look in 
her blue eves that would startle him could he see it. 

"Lord Salldowne," 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. 

"I do not know what I must do, now that the 
time has conle. I have not been used to dealing 
with n1en of your stan1p. I do not know why 
Heaven has seen fit to give me this terrible experi
ence. I w ill 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 perlnanent 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 controlled 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 111akes her think of her wedding-Jay; only 
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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neYer been there before, and which frightens her 
even while it overInasters her. 

Sandowlle, meanwhile,like the ungoverned brute 
that he is, grows steadily more frenzied in his rage, 
and goes on from pulling her, to swearing at her; 
and fronl that to lifti:!lg his hand to strike. 

" Don't do that!" Marjorie says, in a hollow voice. 
" All I I will do it, and you shall yield me obedi

ence," he answers, with an oath of a horJ"ible sort. 
His hand has almost touched the pale, fixe~ 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 
yori!" . 
~ "I knew you would come.~' Marjorie ..says, and 
falls 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 lVla.rjorie in his anns, he cannot 
opeak" and. he IS conscious of two distinct feelillgs; 
one of awful wrath against Sandowlle, and the 
other of joy that lvlarjorie is in his anllo. 

Her ahnost voiceless words, "I knew you would 
eOlne," have graven themselves deep on his heart, 
and have convinced him, if he neeued such co.u~ 
vincing, that he is as Inuch to her as she to hiln. 

But it is with Salldowne, and sornewhat with the 
future, that he has to concern hirnself now. He can 
hardJy find voice or words to address the fonner, 
but after a moment he says, in a low tone: 

"You despicable cur! It only needed this." 
Sandowne is afraid of Lake. There is no doubt 

f'vell in his own mind about that. He fears Lake's 
physical strength, of which he has seen exalnples 
before, and of which he has just had a convincing 
proof; but what most holds him in awe is a certain 
masterfulness in Lake which stronger. lIlen than he 
have recognized and submitted to. 

But in proportion as he fears hilll, he hates him; 
and if at that moment he had the weapon to do it 
wjth, he would undoubtedly kill hiln. Uncon
sciously Lake had thrown him against the railing 
of the piazza when he thrust hin1 aside to take Mar
jorie; ann there he stands, his hot, angry breath 
coming 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 Lake 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 alnlost indulges in a smile. More
over, it gives hinl a currish sort of courage; for 
even a whipped cur will show its teeth alld snap 
and. .snurl. 
"Ye~," he says, slowly, "it only needed this. It 

only needed ocular dmnonstratioll of what I was 
lnol'ally certain of before. I only suspected your 
re1ations 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 willluake 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 
pronlenading, and he wishes to attract their atten
tion. 

:' You do well to protest her virtue, you libertine!" 
he says. "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 1 beg you to rally yourself! You are 
threatened by a great danger I" 

Then he springs toward Sandowne, who is con
tinuing his tir8.de in a loud, distinct tone. The 
promenaders are hastening toward theln with all 
the eagerness of idlers, to whonl 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 whiR
pel'S, fiercely. "If you say any 11101'e, I will kill 
you where you stand, though I hang for it the next 
minute !" 

rrhen 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 I" 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. I repeat 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 :Th:far
jorie. He leaves Sandowne ghastly and quivering". 

Sandowl1e had heard a great deal aLout Lake 
while he was in Arizona 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 reaJly 
made a beginning toward the end he has in vie"\v. 
He is wel1 enough satisfied, though furious. 

He has no doubt that some of the persons ap
proaching will have 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 is rejoiced to have 
the opportunity to show her friends that she is on 
Rpeaking terms with a lord. "We could not Inake 
out what it was at first. I had heard nothing of any 
private theatricals. I hope you won't forget nle." 

"Ya-as," he drawls, "we have been rehearsing 
the first act of the 'Injudicious Wife; or, the In
jured Husband.' Perhaps you have heard of the 
play." 

"I say, Sandowne," calls out Lake, "don't lose 
any titue, 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 r~ply in a way to destroy the effect 
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of his innuendo. Pm'haps his reply to the inquisi
ti ve English WOlllnn willllot bE-ar fruit at once, uut 
it surely will in good tirne. 

"You are cursed clever," he 11lutterR to hirnRelf, 
as he saunters toward the ~ntrance; "but I will dig 
a pit for yon and her to fall in, or I am mistakml. 
Curse yon! I will yet have your life, and her h011.or 
and luoney, clever as you think yourself." 

"Marjorie," ""vhispers Lake to her, "can JOU 
stand? We must follow hirn to the hotel at once. 
Then you lnust 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
inp' " . 

§iIall he tell her? Yes; better do so than risk 
having her rnake a mistake which may give that 
scoundrel an advantage over her. 

"Take nly ann!" he whispers. "And, Marjorie, 
trust me! I know what you rnust have suffered" 
and I fear you have yet mueh 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 arn true to you, l\1arjorie," he replies. "That 

wretch will endeavor to cOlnpromise you by linking 
your name with mine. Therefore I shall leave here 
to-night. There is a train that goes to Monte Carlo. 
I 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 have seen into 

your heart. If you need friends, for any reason, do 
not hesitate to call on the J oneses, or on Morgan. 
They are a little rough and peculiar, but at heart 
goorl and true." 

"It 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 instan,t she speaks. 
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a Poor girl!" he says. 
"All !" cries out Marjorie, as if a mortal pang 

xlwots throngh her heart, "do you only pity her 
for it:" . 

. , I HUlst pity her, because I understand her," he 
replies, gently. 

In her weakness Marjorie has been leaning on his 
strong arl~l, such a sweet sensation of security po:-;
f'essing her. She can even let him go away when 
she needs a friend so muuh, because she knows that 
it must be best since he says so. But when he rt'
plies that he must pity Sallie because he under
stands her, her little hand slips from his arm until 
it barely touches it. . 

Her ~tep becomes firmer, too, and her face is 
white, indeed, but proud and firllf, as she enters the 
hotel by his side~ 

"I will say good-evening now," she says, dropping 
her hand altogether fronl his arm. "I think I will 
go to my room." 

He looks wonderingly at her. Clever as he is, be 
has not yet mastered the intricacie~ of a woman'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 
white as chalk as he listens.; and there is a pain in 
his ·heart because he cannot compre~end 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 sa.ys, "make one tour of the par· 
lors with me. I ask it as a faver. Then go if you 
will. " 

She looks at hinl a moment, and lie, watching her 
intently, is surprised to see her bosOln 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 meek obedience. She puts her hand on his 
arlll again, and together they pace slowly about the 
r00111S. 

" Is anything wrong that I can right?" he asks. 
"Nothing," she replies, in alow tone. "You must 

forgive me if I appear strange. It is 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, I know theIn. 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 lattAr has his brow all furrowed into 
knots of perplexity. 

"Great Scott! Bob, but I'm pisen glad to see you," 
he exclaims. 

" Why ? What is the matter?" 
"'Wa-al, I've been gittin' a drink. Sal-Sara, 

blame the new name I-has turned so all-fired queer 
it upsets me to be whar she is. So I says to her, 'I 
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 ho w I ever got somethin~, 

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 Gn' 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 his lips together, as if'he fears they 
t 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 i''' cries Mrs. Jones. "So do we. That is, 
we go in the first train to-morrow, "\\-That started 
youP~' 
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" You go to Monaco?" queries Lake, looking at 
Sallie. 

Her pretty face is set, and her resolute little chin 
is thrust ont in a way that says unmistakably that 
she is responsible for the sudden movement. 

"Yes." says Sallie, but avoidR the keen gray eyes, 
.in spite of her resolute expresHion. 

"Wa-al," interposes Sell11," I ain't half-sorry fer 
that, fer I kin play roulette in any language under 
the sun. Is it a square gume the} play there, Bob?" 

But he sees tha.t Bob has approached nearer to 
Sallie, and is speaking to her in a low tone. SOll1e
thing of the old uneasy feeling that Lake and Sallie 
are too friendly, altogether, comes over Sam; but 
he stifles it with true heroi~m, and saunters off by 
the side of 1\1rs. Jones, letting Lake and Sallie fol
low. SOlne djstance behind. 

The fact is that Sam's courtship is rather a vicari
ous affair. l\frs. Jones is rejoiced to see him, and 
assures Sam that Sallie iR, too. . 

So Sam, not finding Sallie at all accessible, giv~s 
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 do you go to MonReo?" he asks. 
"Because it pleases us to go," she answers; sulk

ily. "Why shouldn't we go? What is there peculiar 
in our going P" 

" l\Iiss 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. 

"Sallie," he corrects hinlself, 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 
voice: 

"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 
you wanted, Bob Lake. Ef it warn't, I 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'said 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?" 

"It 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 ca.lino on' again, listen
ing to Bob Lake tell her she is the bravest, best
hearted girl in Arizona. 

"Yer an honorable man, Bob Lake. Nobodv 
.could ever say ye wa'n't," she goes on, her eye.~ 
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lookIng past him, as if she could not bear to meet 
the steady gaze yet. 

"I try always to be that," he says,- gently. 
"Do honorable men love other Ulen's wives?" she 

asks, quickly. Not at all as if she is trying to catch 
hinl; 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; "but 
an honorable man will never do anything that will 
comprOlnise 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 I tried to get 
the hang 0' your way 0' talkin' fer? Why did I 
take off the calico, an' throwaway my six-shooter?" 
Why did I put on these here things? Why didn't I 
stick to plain Sal? You know, Bob Lake. I did it 
because, God help me! I'm a blamed little 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." 

"I 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 biUer sorrow for both of us." 

" Well, thaI', then" and sh e turns and seems to 
look in his ~yes, without really doing it. 

He doesn't speak, but holds her hands stellJdily, 
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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begins 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 thenl 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, Sa~lie," 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. It's-it's like my good English," 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 
man 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

wretch carne 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 he 
was. Once I went where I could just see thenl, and 
I was sure something was wrong. Well, I went 
nearer. I saw him strike her once, and I saw him 
_Wt his hand to strike again." 
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"I'll bet he didn't do it 1" cries Sallie, turning her 
flashing eyes on Lake with an assured, adoring 
look. 

" No," replies Lake, q-q.ietly, "I stopped him." 
"Of course you did." . 
"Now, Sallie," he goes on, persuasively, "you 

don't intend to have anything whatever to do with 
him, do you:" 

"I ain't afraid of hinl, Bob," she replies, with a 
sort of doggedness that troubles him. "If he should 
try his hand hitting me, I reckon he'<;I hear some
thing drop." 

Lake recognized the hidden scorn of Marjorie in 
this defiance; but he takes no notice of it. 

"Only evil can COllle of having anything to do 
with his sort, Sallie," he says. 

Sallie's face is very pale now, and her eyes rflfuse 
to look up into his. 

"I guess I can take care of myself," she says, 
doggedly. 

So Lake gives up trying to persuade her, satisfied 
that she will at least do no lllore harm to Marjorie, 
and sure that he can guard her ag9.inst 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~1J llleet to-morrow in Monte Carlo, Bob," she 
mUflllurs. " Ah! Bob, you only nlake nle 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. 

SAN DOW N E 's P LAN. 

It seems that Lord Sandowne is as much inclined 
toward .Monte Carlo as the others; for he is there 
the next day.• He seeIns in very good spirits; 
though his eyes glance hatred at Lake when they 
fall on hinl. 

"I thought he would stay over there near her," he 
IIIutters. .. Well, it doesn't lnake a great deal of 
difference. The right seed has been sown. It only 
reluains p.ow to taJk the thing over with Murray." 
. He goes into the Oasino, where the tables are al

ready filled "vith 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 arf~ 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, e~ger way. Lake, who is not playing, sees 
the exchange of greeting, and his heart sinks. 
What does it mean? he wonders. 

Sanduwne crosses over to Sara, and, after watch
iTlg 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 Sando"\vne sees the momellt he 
looks at hiIu. So Sandowne stands a little distance 
away, and watches his friend, vvith a cynical smile. 
·One gambler will often do that to another, and 1:.e 
in his tUr'll smiled at. 

It is the peculiarity of the game of roulette that it 
keeps each indivjdual confirmed in his belief that 
he is gradually acquiring an infallible system. It is 
seldOlll that one sees a galnbler 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 ITlillion 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 seat. 

A great many times he thrusts his hand into hi:; 
pockets which semus to be well filled with bank
notes, and is about to tempt fortune, but each time 
has the courage to resist. 

"N0," he mutters, "if I begin I do not kno"\v 
when I shall end. I will wait at least until I have 
fin ished this n1atter. SOluehow, though, t feel as if 
I should be lucky to-day." 

Then, at last, his patience is rewarded. With a 
nluttered 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 8andowne, and swaggers down 
between the tables and out of the Casino, his ener
f{ies 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 oVflrtake 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
dav?" 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 faep. for a 
moment, as he sees ::;onlething peculiar in it; then 
goes on: 

"' You look as if the fates had been rather kinder 
than usual to you. Did your dAar 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 I" 

" Yes," replies Sandowlle, 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 nle, 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

plies Sandowne, seating himself on a bench in a 
leisurely way, 4' 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! as long 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 ~s far through a mill-stone as anybody, 
don't you, l\lurray?" 

" Aha I" ejaculates Murray, a slight sneer curlin.go 
up the cornet of his mouth. "He flatters me! Let 
me beware I" 

"Yes," says Sanaowne, "it is an affair requiring 
considerable skill in the handling. and I knew of no 
one who would or cOllld do it so well as you." 

"Ah!" says Murray, suggestively turning an 

http:curlin.go
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empty pocket inside out, as if to free it from the 
particles of lint that adhered to it. 

"A (;housand francs," says SandowIie, 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 luoks angrily at his friend. 
"Why do you need to harp on that? I make no 

pretensions to being a bully," he says. 
"Then don't ruffie your feathers in that way, my 

lord/' replies l\1urray. ., 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
hurden !" 

Sandowne hesitates for a moment. He is not cer
tain how ITlllch 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 a11. 
"Well~ the truth is," he be'gins, when Murray in.. 

terrupts him sardonically: 
"Oh, if you begin in that way, I d€spair of heara 

ing the truth." 
" Yon are i11 too merry a mood, Murray," says 

Sandowne, sulkily. "If you wish to stand in with 
me in this affa.ir. please listen." 

"Ah!" says Murray. with a malicious smile, "it 
has something to do 'with your wife, or you would' 



SAN.DOWN1f;':; PLAN. 171 

not revert to 
Well, go on! 

your Americanisms. 
I won't interrupt." 

'Stand in!' 

"Yes, it has to do with my wife," Sandowne re
plies, in a low tone. "You know that I ha.ve 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. I 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 elaim for the money 
taken out of the mine, and win win it. I consulted 
a lawyer on that while. I was West." 

., Oompromise her! How will you do that?" 
"The lover was in Ni('e 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 Oasino, as it happens, by good iuck. I 
will show him to you." 

" Ah! then I 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. I 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 
Jrnow which, and don't care." 

"What an ideal husband!" 
"But I intend to bring them together in such a 

:way that she will be completely compromised. And 
here i~ the plan: 
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"There is a young lady here, also American, who 
has had the good taste to appreciate nle, but who 
~as had the bad taste to be jealous of my wife. 
Don't nlisunderstand nle. She is not jealous on my 
account, but on account of this man Lake, who is 
an old lover of hers." \ 

" Lake," sa} s niurray: nlusingly. "Oh, yes, a 
qu.iet, well-bullt, gray-e:,-ed genLlenlan. I saw him 
this morning. I didn't like him. Go on!" 

"Vvell, La.ke is such a paragon of virtue that hOe 
not only would refuse to do anything wrong him
self, but he ,yill certainly try to prevent my harm
ing his old fiarae. The young lady herself, with 
good taste, is not as averse to 111e as she might be. 

"I shall take advantage of the fact, and be so 
attentive to her that Lake will feel called upon to 
say a word of renlo11strance to me. He already has 
done the same thing in vain with :l\Iiss Sara." 

"What a confounded prig the fellow must be!" 
"Quite so. VVell, you know I anl not a fighting 

man; and it is just here that I need your services. 
"'Then he comes to talk with me, I ,vish you to be 
on hand. He will naturally desire a private conver
sation with me. I will say you are my friend, and 
may hear anything he has to say. 

"You must then find your opportunity to insult 
hinl, so that he will have to fight." 

"A duel?" 
" Yes. He ,vill challenge, or you, as the case may 

be, but anyhow the place of meeting must be Ville
fioI', that lonely little place about fifteen miles from 
Nice. The duel need not be deadly-in fact, I donlt 
wish him deg,d 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 littlf' 
cottage not far from the field of honor. After that 
m~Y work comes in. I will imit~te his writing, of 
which I have obtained a scrap, and win write my 
"vife a note, purporting to come from him, saying 
]w is very ill in this place, and begging her to come 
to hinl." 

"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 hirn," suggests Murray. 
"You will; but if you should not, it won't matter 

very much. I shall writ.e 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 COllle down, and it should 
turn out that I had not winged my man, that note 
of yours saying he was wounded wou ld be straight 
evidence of a plot against her." 

Sandowne bites his Jip. It is an absurdly weak 
point in his infam0us pl0t. He looks at l\furray. 

"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 hard.ly 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 jf 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. "He 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?" 
U I will take ten thousand francs," replies Murray, 

as c0011y 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'~ 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 bilTI 
that it won't matter a great deal, under the plan 
laid out by ~furray, if Lake should kill him. 1n 
fact, he sees many advantages in havi::g Lake a 
murderer at the saIne time he is co-respondent in 
the divorce suit. 

In fact, it seelllS to hill1 that the a.ffair 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?"

"I will give it." 
"Half in advance, if you please," says Murray, 

holding out his hand. 
"Say a quarter of it, J\furray. 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 dri ve 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 nlOther 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 ather 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 111ake two mistakes, Lord- Sandowne. She 
has not taken any lover from nle. ::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 £1'0111 her. Those are your two 
mistakes/' and she smiles at him in a way to make 
hiln wonder ho w much is ignorance and how much 
is sauoir jai7'e. 

"Are you sure," he asks, lowering his tone to 
make it confidential, "that you won't change your 
n1ind as io :Mr. Lake?" 

She looks at hiu.l with a very calm glance. 
"Lord San downe, if Mr. Lake were to ask me to 

marry hinl 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 nlurnlurs, "what a pity we cannot re
arrange lllatters to suit ourselves." 

., And suppose we could,',' she asks him, "what 
changes would you make P" 

":\tray I tell you?" he eagerly asks, scanning 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 Inake would be to con
vert Lady Sandowlle back into :Marjorie Bridger." 

" vVould you, really?" 
"Yes; and the next change would be to convert 

r;ornebody else into Lady Sandowne," he says. 
8he laug'hs gayly, her white teeth glistening, and 

her eyes sparkling like jewels. 
"Is the next 011e picked out yet, then?" she asks. 

"Do tell who she is." 
He looks at her Vf'ry steadily, and sees her eyes 

811 ift a little before his. He knows by that that his 
H1lSWer is anticipated by her; so he does not hesi
tate tu answer in a low tone: 

"If I Dlight 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 through ,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 vVest; but she 
has learned some things since she left there. . 

" Well," she say-s, "that is a very pretty 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 mornent, trying to make out 
all that is hidden behind the laughing eyes. Then 
he says, very seriously: . 

"Perhaps it is not so unlikely as you think. If it 
should happen, may I hope that you will not be 
averse--" 

His tone is low and ter..der, and in his eyes 
is a look that has been there often before, 'when 
he was trying to persuade some WOlnan that she 
was rnore 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. Sallie, 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 footnlan assist Mrs. Jones 
to alight, but descends from his seat to perform 
that'duty himself for Miss Sara. 

:aut 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. 

" I'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 amazenlent, besit~..tes 
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 alll so much obliged 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 
,vhatever, puts her hand on his arm, and says, 
sternly: 

"You and me's got ter hev a talk before ye says 
anything to thet, Sal. " 

She looks up into his face with a very singular 
expression in her eyes, and answers, quietly: 

"I shall be very g1ad 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 1 have done pretty 
well in that quarter." 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE COLONEL TARES 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. 

"I haven't talked to Bob Lake about you to-day, 
or any other tilne, 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 lVliss 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 uncouthness 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. 
Sh~ is very charmiJl~ 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 frOIll 
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 min its alone?" 
"Sartin, Sam," replies Mrs. Jones, but shakes her 

head, as she thinks that Sam is going at his court



180 THE COLONEL TAKES HIS CUE. 

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. He stands in 
the middle of the floor, looking at her with trouble, 
but with determination, in his face. 

","VeIl, 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 hilTI. 

"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 I know is that ye hadn't orter be seen with 
Lord Sandowne; an' I reckon ye won't any more," . 
and the firnl 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 c-alculated to 
frighten 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 lik~ 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 40 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' 0' you. I know thet; an' I reckon I 
ain't much chance 0' gettin' you. I've seen thet 
purtv plain sence I've been here. And I don't 
want ye fer to think I'm doin' this out 0' 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 renlembers 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 the 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 Oasino, and takes 
his place 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 
is an uneasy s~ectator all the while. 

He does not Interfere with Sallie, ana 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 relnains 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. 

Re thinks of ~Iarjorie 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 seeins to Lal(e that both of them are very 
nlerry, with a suspicion of insolence toward him. 
This puts him on hi~ guard in a moment, and he is 
ilnperturoable, inlpenetrable Bob Lake in an in
stant. 

"Lord Sandowne," he says, rising as the other 
approaches, with an ail' of insolent affectation of 
not seeing him, "I wish a word with you." 

Sandowne stops, adjusts his eye-glass in his left 
eye, an'i 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 
l\furray, who is glaring at him with lnilitary fierce
ness. 

"Haven't the time, teally..l." replies Sandowne, 
with his insolent drawl. "'J.:his gentleman is a' 
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friend of lnine. and is privileged to hoar anything 
you can possibly have to say to llle." 

"No one has the privilege to hear what I have to 
say," Lake calmly replies. ., I wiah to speak with 
you alone, and if your friend is a gentleman, he 
will perluit file to do so without delay." 

This is the colonel's cue. He steps close up to 
Lake. his little eyes fimning with wrath, for wrath 
is a thing the ex-military gentleman has always 
ready for an enlerg-ency . 

• , Do you mea.n to insinuate that I am not a gen
tleman, sir?" he demands. "Oonfound 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 lnind 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 a way 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 arlns, 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 

effprt 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 what I 
have to say. Stop! don't dare to try to escape hear
infJ. You are not again to speak to, or be seen with 
1\I1S8 Jones, on pain of being publicly horsewhipped." 
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Salldowne recovers sorne 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 Ine 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 
fron1 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." 



185 IN THE AMERiCAN FABHION. 

CHAPTER XXIX. 

IN THE AMERICAN FASHION. 

"Have I the honor of addressing Mr. Rohert 
Lake?" 

1'11e speaker is an English gentleman plainly 
~nough; though his handsome face bears the un
mistakable signs of dissipation. Lake looks at him 
cahnlv. 

.. That is my name," he re:plies to the query, and 
looks at the card that has been handed to him. 
The nalne on it is, "Honorable George Beresford-
Dare." . 

"I have come," says Mr. Beresford-Dare, in a 
ceremonious manner, "as Y0U 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 sOlne 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." 

"I can see reasons for it in this case, anyhow," 
says Lakp, dryly. 

"Is it your wish to apologize?" inquires the other, 
formally. 

"I don't see how I can very well." replies Lake. 
"No; on the whole, I think I will meet your prhl
cipaL" . 

"That is as it should be," says Mr. Beresford-Dare, 
stiffl,y, not quite liking Lake's tone. "If you will 
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kindly refer me to sonle friend who will und8rtake 
to treat for you, I will call upon him." 

.• One rnoment, first," Lake says. "I helieve 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. 
"Oertainly, but I would suggest that as Iny 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 Americab 
institutions. " 

The Honorable Mr. Beresford-Dare looks very 
uneasv at this exordium, for his ideas of American 
customs make him dread almost anything; the par
ticular style in his Inind 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 under~tand," he ex
plains, fearing- that Lake's French' might not be 
equal to the occa3ioll. "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. "It 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 
yards 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, 
hut may advance at his pleasure." 

The Honorable Mr. Beresford-Dare looks at La.ke 
as he quietly recites thAse 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 bOWR 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 idea," Lake replies, 
suavely. "In m'y country we do not play at getting 
satisfaction for wounded honor. The man who 
asks me to stand up before him to be shot at. must 
expect nothing less tha.n death." 

"Well, well!" says the Englishman, a trifle nerv
ously, for it begins to look like a very serious affair 
t(J 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 P" 

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 slnile, 
resumes his book and cigar. 

Sam is at one of the tables when the En!!lishman 
finds him, and is winning a great deal of money. 
It is the first time Dame Fortune has been with 
hiln, 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 (\f what he is 
called upon to give up, but rises heroically, ar.d fol
lows the Eng-lishman 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 say~. 
.. I bel your pardon," says the Englishman, not. 
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cOlnprehending Sam's phraseology. "I didn't quite 
catch it." 

.• Bob's goin' ter turn the colonel's toes up," Sam 
explains. "Kill him. I'm sorry fer thet, too, fer I 
reckon we"ll have ter make ourselves !;carce 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. 
It'll be a mighty pretty exhibition, an' don't ye for
git it, Mr. Dare. I wouldn't miss it fer alll'd win 
at one sittin', though I'd like blamed well ter hang 
arolind here for a spell longer. " . 

Mr. Beresford-Dare makes all necessaryarrange
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 one had 
been cahn 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 seemed to see nothing but the ludicrous 
spectacle of himself rolling down that ~lope, 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 in ·such a way that 
Marjorie shall receive it in time to reach the spot 
soon after the duel, or perhaps while it is in pro
gress.

The poorest result of his plan, he thinks, will be 
to compromise l\1:arjorie 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 givehilll the opportunity he seeks. 

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: 

"I 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 t.he 
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 opeD, 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 
IS confident of what the end will be. What troubl€s 
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 sca,re 111e with bravado. Do you see, 
Sandowne," for Sandowne is there, "he keeps his 
cigar in his n1outh? I couldn't shoot with one in 
my mouth." 

"Ready, gentlemen!" says Beresford-Dare, and a 
mOlnent later his white handkerchief flutters to the 
ground. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

ENGAGED. 

"Come, rna!" 
It is but a moment after Lake and Sam have left 

the court-yard, that Sara addresses her mother in 
this perenlptory way. But Mrs. Jones· shows that 
she is ready to obey her daughter's wishes, by ap
pearing in the door-way with her wraps on. 

Mrs. Jones is a trifle bewildereu 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 hel' 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 eOllle 
unknown place. But now that Sara has 111ade a 
start. she asks: 

"Whar in the land 0' the livin' air we goin' tel', 
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, lnamma, or you'll 

r;3ttle 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 -takes the ride to 
Nice with as much enjoyment as possible. When 
they reach Nice, they are driven, by Sara's order, 
to the hotel at which they had stopped when there 
before. 
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"I wish to see Lady Sandowne," Sara says, at the 
offiee; ., but I will go up without being announced. 
She is expecting me." 

So, followed by her mother, she goes up to Lady 
Sanuowlle's apartments, and knocks at the door, 
which is opened by :Marjorie's nlaid. She starts a 
little at the sight of Sara; for, like a gOOd. maid, she 
knows thut her nlistress is not friendly to the Amer
ican girl. ' 

., I will see if her ladyship is in," she says. 
"Her ladyship is in," Sara says, with a slight 

lifting of h£3r 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." 

l\Iarjorie is in the parlor which overlooks the 
water, and 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. 

1\11'8. Jones drops into a chair without waiting for 
the tardy in vitation to do so; but Sara stands, with 
el'ect head, and a glance as haughty as Marjorie's 
own. Let COlne 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 l\farjorie and Lake stand together on the 
other. 

. , This is an unexpected--" 
Marjorie hesitates a moment, and Sara says, sar

castically: 
" Pleasure. Yes, it is unexpected. I would not 

have come if I could have helped it." 
Marjorie looks at Sara in a way that asks as 

plainly as words: 
"Did you COllle here to quarrel with me?" 
And Sara, with a little defiant toss of the head, 

says, frankly: 
"I don't wonder you think l'm ugly. But it's a 

fact that I came here in a good temper, to do you a 
good turn." 

Marjorie pales a little. Somehow Sara seems to 



ENGAGED. 193 

be entangled in the woof of her life; and at OBe 
time it is through ~andowne, 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 luuch in need of as
sistance," she says, with ungracious pride. 
~ara bites her lip. It \vould be so Hluch easier to 

let things take their own course. Not even Lake 
need kno \V; aud no one would attach the lea~t 
blaBle to her. She has a quick, fierce temper, which 
Marjorie does nothing to Inollify. Besides, she 
knows that :lHarjorie is perfectly well aware of the 
fact that ::;he, Bara, can never win Lake's love, and 
that cOllsciousness is luore galling than anything 
Marjorie can do or say. 

It was easy enough to make her good resolves 
and keep them while she was at l\1:onaco; but now 
that she is face to face with l\IIarjorie it is very 
diffel'ent. 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 l\farjorie sees now that 
Sara is under a great mental, perhaps equally 
moral strain, and some alarm mingles with her 
grow ing 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 1 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 b~ 
brought into the conversation, and she makes a 
gesture as if about to protest against such a thing 
before Mrs. Jones. 

" 0 h !" cries Sara. comprehending at once, "you
needn't mind n1a--" . 

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 0' what's goin' on, right 
under my nose, too; an' I reckon I might es wen go 
somewheres whar I won't be a fifth wheel." 

"Oh, 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 sonle
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 
you.

"Oh I I know I was mighty 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 reckon. l\1y temper is pretty 
rough. You got out of the\Vest in time; I staid 
too long, and got its ways well ground in. But this 
isn't what I was going to say. 

'"You saw Sanl lVlorgan?" 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 head 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 IUlllP in her throat, and is by 
Sara's side. Her ann is around her, and she is whis
pering, brokenly: 

., You are better than I arn, no matter what 
you've done. I gave him up when I could have had 
hirn, and I have no right to think of him no"\v. 
Don't wreck your life by nlarrying the wrong man. 
Take hilll, take him!" 

Ah! such odd creaturE s 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 
first, and pats Marjorie's phunp shoulder lovingly. 

• , 'fake him!" she repeats, with a short laugh, 
which has the renmants of a sob in it; "I can't do 
that. You call't give and takA Bob Lake in that 
way. And I don't suppose I would wani him, if you 
could. I reckon balnes 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 
Lake have to each other. He loves me, if I don't 
him." 

"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 Jooks 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 is sOInething for you, 'Which will 
bring 1He to the object of my visit here." 

.Marjorie's mai(l has entered the rOOln with a note 
in her hand. She gives it to her Inistress, and 
stauds waiting while the color comes and goes on 
::\iarjorie's face, a~ she scans the superscrjption. 

"One lnoment~" says Sara, as Marjorie starts to 
tear open' the envelope. l\Iarjorie looks at her. 
"Won't you let the nlaid 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 you know?" she gasps. "How can you
know?" . 

"It says Bob Lake is wounded, doesn't it?" asks 
Sara, with a calm, rather contemptuous snlile; 
"and asks you to come to him?" 

"Yes." And :;\f:irjorie's lip quivers. 
"Well. you don't need to worry about him," Sara 

says, quietly. "That note isn't from him at all; 
though I snppose it looks as if it was. Your-Lord 
S"andowne wrote that precious note. He got up a 
quarrel between Lake and an English colonel; and 
he was so sure the colonel would hit Lake that he 
wrote that to get you to go on there, .and compro: 
mise yourself. Don't you see that you would get 
there after dark?" 

Marjorie looks aghast at Sara; then examinfls the 
note as if it were a viper that might sting her. 

"It is not his first forgery," she says, her face 
pale, but a firm line developing about her mouth. 

"N0," replies Sara, very cool and quiet now. "I 
fancy he has a g-ift at that sort of thing. He's a 
pretty ban lot, Lady dandowne-no, I reckon I'll 
call you Marjorifl, if you don't mind. Well, you 
won't go, will'you?" 
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Marjorie looks at Sara, but doeF: 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 snliles 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 
hirn. 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 
lrqes 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't 
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] ong for 
him. And Marjorie understands; for she puts her 
arm around Sara, and stands so for a moment with
out r:;pealdng. Then she says: 

"I 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, 
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Saln would have let us kno,v by this time. Good
by! I'll see 'you again soon. Maybe I'll have 
something interesting to tell you when I see you 
again." 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

ANOTHER ENGAGEMENT. 

Lake and the colonel stand in their places; the 
handkerchief has fullen, 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 O"hl.t 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 
Inan 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 js alnlost simultaneous with a 
report fronl the colonel's pistol. An oath breaks 
fronl the colonel, and his pistol falls to thb ground. 
Lake is taking a puff from his cigar. 

"I hope the 'colonel can use his left hand," Sa.m 
M<?rgan nlurmurs, 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. Lake 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 
th~t 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 tlared, 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 plavs with the mouse it has caught. 

He looks around with a swift glance to catch a 
sig-ht of Sandowne, but does not see him. He groans 
with a feeling of being desert.ed. Lake puffs at his 
cigar, until the man by the side of- Sam Morgan 
JTIutters nervously: 

" He means to kill the colnnel." 
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. '1 he. truth is that Lake, has im
pressed him as he has Impressed so many before. 

http:desert.ed
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Lake watches him with a sort of langni(l interest 
that is far less exasperating than affrighting. The 
colonel desperately raises his pistol to ainl. He has 
alway~ 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 fron!. 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 lipH, 
and he stoops to pick up his revolver. Hi'3 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 no\v. 

"Go away from him!" he cries, hoarsely, as Sanl 
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 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 lw~t 
of blood in his face, and looks down at Lake. He 
sees the calm, gray eyes looking steadily up illto 
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 
h?norable English gentleman, who has seconded 
hIm, "you would not shoot now. It would be mur
der!" 

A grim smile distortA the colonel's lins. 
"Oh, I won't murder hinl; but if he lives, it will 

b~ with hands that will not put mine to shame." 

http:E.VGAGEMEJ.YT
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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 
second protests. 

" You must not," be says. 
Sam Morgan merely turns his back. He feels that 

he has no right to sa.y a word. Lake looks from 
one Englishman to the other; a smile passes over 
has pale Iips. 

"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. 



203 HOW MANY SHOTS .DiD THEY FIRE? 

CHAPTER XXXII. 

HOW MANY SHOTS DID THE Y 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 is 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 aiIn now. Ilis trembling hands 
grow steallier, and a vindictive look fills his eyes. 
He pulls t.he 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 
fronl his hand. He screanlS a curse on Sam Mor
gan, who has turned suddenly and knocked his re
vol vel' 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. 

"Is 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. 
"Does that tally with your reckoning?" he asks 

him. 
"I believe there can be no doubt of that," is the 

answer. "l\1:y principal bears cruel evidence of the 
fact. " 

"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. 

""Yill you examine this revolver, which I think 
you will agree was Bob Lake's," aHu 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--" 

"J ust look an' see how many bar'ls there is 
enlpty," 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 
you look at it, tell me how many shots the colonel 
fired. " 

"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 ~eapon did 
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not discharge the first time. I heard but one 
report. " 

The colouel looks at Sandowne, and then turns 
away. His second looks from him to Sando,'Jlle 
with a puzzled expressicn. He is not able to conl
prehend anythitlg 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 seelns to me 
like foul play. I hope you can clear yourself of 
any participation in it." 

The oolonel turns. His head is erect enough, and 
be meets his second's eye firmly. 

"On nly honor," he revlies, "I thought I had fired 
two shots. That is all I can say." 

Sam is paying no more attention to any of them. 
He is bending over Lake, trying· to coax a word 
from hinl. But Lake is unconscious. Then Saln 
looks up mournfully at the Englishman, and says! 

"I reckon yer a white man, pard. Will yer fiI)(l 
out whar thar'::; a cottage near by to take him to~ 
You understand their palaver. How bad is it. doc ;.-" 
he asks of the surgeon, who has been examining 
Lake. 

"Pretty bad," is the answer, in French, which 
Sam only understands because of the tone, and of 
the gesture which accompanies the '\.Vords. 

The Englishman speaks a few words to the sur
geon in French, which the latter answers. Then 
the forIner 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
d~nly he goes over to Sdm, and. says, in a low tone 

., Sir, this is a Illost unfortunate affair." 
"Ye kin bet yer life it is," Sam replies. earnestly. 
"I tl'ust you exonerate both me and my princi

pal," the Euglishmun 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 Englishman says," but 
I must admit that I do not understand how it 
could be." 

Sg.m 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." 

., I beg pardon," says the Englishman. 
"I said it was blamed queer," replies Sam. 
"Yes, certainly. Of course you will not think it 

strange if I leave you alone with your 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 compronlised, accordin~ to 
the French law. I trust you will see the necessity 
of my instant depar1iure." 

"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 to 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 so," Sam responds. "Thank yeo 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 0' the hotel." 

The Englishman opens his eyes a little at the 
name of Lady Sandowne, but makes no other com
ment than: 

"I 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, "there is a gen
tlelnan-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

prise; but revenges herself in the corridor outside 
by a muttered disquisition on the oddity of her luis
tress. Marjorie turns to look at her visitor when he 
is shown up. 

"You wished to see me?" she askR, in a tremulous 
tone. 

The Englishman has heard more than once of 
the American girl who wedded Lord Sandowne, 
and he {!azes at her with interest. 

"Pardon me," he says; "not precisely you; but I 
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~asp of fear. "From whom?" 

"Really, I cannot remember the gentleman's 
name," is the reRponse; "but he is an American, 
and, I fancy, from the Western part of the 
country." 
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"Sam l\forgan?" queries }farjorie, her face quite 
pale now. 

"Ah! that is it," he respond.s. 
"What is the message? Tell me 1" she cries, 

wringing her harids unconsciously. "Oh, sir! is he 
wounded?" 

"Mr. ~Iorgan? Oh~ no. It is a friend of his. He 
sent the nlessage: I was to tell J\fiss Jones that 
Bob Lake was badly wounded." 

"Badly wounded," gasps Marjorie.' "Is he- is 
he-dead? Oh, do not deceive Ine." 
"~0, not dead; only badly wounded." 
Marjorie suddenly recal1s 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 tL~t her name 
ma.y 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 h0pe from it. She totters a little, 
for she already sees Lake dying; and she has not 
prepared herself for the blow. . 

"Oh, sir!" she cries, "I cannot believe you would 
deceive me. You look like a gentlemalJ. who would 
not lend himself to anything so small and rnean 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: 

"0n my honor as a gentleman, I am a simple mes
senger. If you will permit nle I will tell you all 
that happened. Then you will comprehend better." 

She sinks into a chair, and fastel1s her eyes on his 
face as he tells t·he story of the duel as he haq. com
prehended it. But as he goes 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 e.xcited; but the 
signs of woman's wea.kness are gone. 

H Thank you." she says. "I und~rstand every
thing now. Please let me tell YOll that I s,hall 
always be grateful to you." 

The Englishman bows very low. 
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"If you will pernlit nle," he says, sincerely, "I 
vdll gladly perform any other service for you." 

.. Thank you! there is nothing you can do unless 
you will <;>rder a carriage to take me to this place. 
You could tell the driver better than I how to 
reach it." 

"Pardon me! you ,yill not go alone?" he says. 
"I will take my nlaid." 

• * * * * * * 
"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 shake~ 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. I 
thought mebbe ye might not care ter take the risk 
0'--" 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 hhn," Sam says to Marjorie. ' 
"I believe roulette is about the only French I 
know." 

"I wish to spe the sick man," Marjorie says to the 
doctor, in perfect French. "I am 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, 
you may go in. lie is conscious. I think he has 
heard your voice, but I do not know. 

" Ah I" he mutters, as Marjorie disappears through 
th.e 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 over
whelms her. Then she closes her eyes for a mo
ment. When she opens them again she is stronger. 
She can think of the nlan 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 tone: 

" I was sure you would come, J\iarjorie. 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 Dot gone yet. Anyhow, Mar
jorie-you don't mind if I say Marjorie?" 

" No." 
"Anyhow, I have sonlething to say to you before 

I do go-if go I must. J\1arjorie, you must break 
the tie that holds you to Sandowne. I don't say 
this because I hope to profit by a separation. I 
have thought it all over, and even if I live your 
good name requires that we should not meet any 
more. You understand me, dear Marjorie?" 

"Yes." I 

"And you will separate from him P 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. 
"Of course you would think of it," he says. 

" l\iarjorie, I almost wish I were dying. Anyhow, it 
is ,,'orth 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 faU 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
bes that he does not need her support she breaks 
JGwn. 

"Oh, my love! my dearest love!" she wails, and 
buries 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 it if it is but 
for a mOlnent~ He has ofte~ told hinlself that for 
less than has fallen to his lut in these few minutes 
he would willingly die. Yes, he is very happy. 

"Don't feel so badly, l\larjorie," he says, softly. 
"I am not going tt) die., I aIn sure of it. l\farjprie, 
dear-- Hark! what is that noise out there: Get 
up, Marjorie! Ah! that wret~h is playing his last 
card. Yes, yes, 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, I do 
not know what may chance after this; so here is 
my farewell to you." 

She bends over and kisses him on the bro w, and 
then goes out into the other room. 

• , Oh 1" 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
armAS 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 1" he ex
claims, as l\larjorie appears. 

M.arjorie 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 1" 
Sanl cOllll-'rehends by the actions of the men 

rather than ill any other wa,y what is contemplated, 
and he steps between her and theIn, saying, in his 
thundering voice: 

"By Reayen 1 I'll break ye in· two ef ye touch 
her." 

"Do not interfere," says IHarjorie, gently. "It is 
better to let this rnatter go on." 

"Let them arrest ye, an' hilll dyin' in thar?" cries 
Sam. "Killed, too, by thet thar varIuint, cuss him!" 

" Hush! never Inilld that," she says, and turns to 
the officers; "I will go with you." 

Sam stands dumfounded at the spectacle of the 
two n1en 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 cOlnprehend Illore than half of 
what she heard. But that half .1\1rs. Jones had un
derstood, and it had whetted her appetite for Inore. 
When they were in the cars, on their return to 
Monaco from Nice, she said to Sara: 

"Is that dead sure about Sarn? Engaged? you 
two?" 

"Yes, rna." 
"Yer dad'll be glad to hear it." 
" I reckon he will." 
" An' what's all this here about Bob Lake an' 

Lady Sandowne?" 
"Oh, rna! please don't talk to me," cries Sara. 

"I'll tell you all about it later; but not now." 
So }1rs. Jones subsiues into her corner, her ac

cOlnmodating disposition enabling her to content 
htrself with the fact that Sal was at last engaged to 
Sam J\1organ. Sara, on her part, looks serene 
enough, but there is, in fact, considerable fever in 
her blood. 

It is late when they reach 1Ionaco, and Mrs. 
Jones ret.ires to her room after ordering dinner to 
be served there. She is cont81nplatlng an easy 
evening after the fatigues of the afternoon, but her 
hopes in that direetion are rudely disturbed by 
Sara, who suddenly asks: 

"Tired. nlanuna?" / 
"Not so very," is the self-sacrificing response. 
"'1'hen I want you to go over t., the Oasino 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, antI she Inakes no complaint. Sara is not in 
the habit of teluptillg the goddess of fortune, either; 
but her lllother think~ 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. 

Sara 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 
lllind. Mrs. Jones watches her until a chair near 
her 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 
successful in banishing the other thoughts from her 
nlind. 

She has a considerable pile of glittering coins in 
fron t of her, ana as nlany more staked on the 
squares of the' bo~rd, when some one touches her 
lightly and deprecatjngly on the arm from behind. 
She does not heed at first, but at last looks around 
with a start. A man who bears unmistakable eyi
dences of being sOInebody's valet stands there. 

"Oh!" she says. "Is it 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 carriagA 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 callea.," murmurs the man, his eyes 
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and thoughts on the board. ., You have won every
thing. What luck! Rake it in?" 

barn rak4js in her winnings as they are deposited 
on the board, and turns inlpatiently. 

-, Never nlilld the board!" she says, sharply. 
knowing his weakness, apparently. "If you know 
anything" more, tell HIe." 

U .Air. Lake was wounded." 
"Impossible!" gasps Sara. 
H He was," the IIIan goes on~ eagerly. "I don't 

know a.ny 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 
jUlllPS at her conclusion. She understands what the 
man Ineans to in~ply, and says it out plainly. 

"8h-h!" the Ulan 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 it. . 

"Keep what is there," she says to him. "I know 
what to do now." 

He would overwhelm her with thanks, but she is 
g'one over to her mother, and is whispering: 

"Come, rna! 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 opene!l 
the door, an~ stares at Sara with a look in which 
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curiosity and apprehension are mingled. Sara en
ters with her Inother, and closes the door behind 
her. 

"What's the matter now?" the woman asks, in a 
tone that denotes that she believes herself to be a 
very lnnch injured creature. 

"I think," says Sara, in a way that is more melo
dranlatic than she realizes, and which greatly im
presses her astonished mother," that the time has 
corne." 

"Oh, dear!" whines the 'vom~n, "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 darknes!') 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. 
"Is that you, Marjorie?" is the next question. 
"Sara," Marjorie cries. " Yes, it is I." ' 
" Are you being arrested as the wife of Lord San

downe?" 
"I suppose so. I did not question, for I know the 

French 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 Salldowne that she has never forgiven 
hiln for making a tool of her at the tilne that Lake 
lay sick in the cottage ,at the Gulch. 

And now she has, in her excitement, exploded her 
shell, and i$ unable to see the face of the wretch 
whom it nlost 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, l\larjorie, 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 Sanoo wne 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 eagerly 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," 
says Sara, peremptorily to him. 

He smiles wickedly. It occurs 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 or(lers to do so, and will do jt 
unless he says they Heed not. 

"The nleH have their orders to take her before the 
magistrate," he says. "If this wonlan is what she 
pretends, she must prove it. I can prove that the 
woman nalned 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 whet.her 
or not to call on him to help her by rnain 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 nluscles instead of 
his brains in any sudden e111ergency, 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 they- carry concealed. 

Gigantic Sam frightens them by his bulk. 
Then Sam suddp-Dly '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 
arrested fer murder. It was you shot thet man in 
thar, an' I kin prove it." 

Sandowne pales suddenly. Sara spt~aks up 
quick1y; 

"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 vrove 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 
nle once in your vile ganlC, but I 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." 

"You 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. It is 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 hi!TI. 

* * * * * * * 
Lake has never intended to die, and he doesn't. 

He grows well and as strong as ever under the 
careful 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 Ameriea. 

[THE END.] 
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t,lle ~reat hattles of the Civil War were fOIl~htj ('TORSes the Blue Ridge and 
AlIeg'hany Mountaius am! the famous ShellUno.oah Valley, reaches tile cele
hra.tel! Spriug's re,gion of the Virginias, and lies through the canlma of New 
Rh'e.r. where the sceuery Is graut! beyond rleserlpt.ioll. It follows the banks 
or t.he Kanawha and Ohio RiverR, and penetrates the fa-IIiOItS Blue (~l'ass 
region of Kentucky, noted for producing the greatest race-horses ot the 
wOI'Itt. 

For maps, foltlerR. descriptive pamphlets. etc" apply to PIlDnsylvaniB
HaiJl'oa.n tielCf"t offices in New York, Philadehlltia, anil Ba,ltimol'e, the prjn
ei pal tieJeet offices throughout the country, or allY of the following C. & O. 
a~eueit's : 

NEW YORK-362 and 1323 Broadw8,y;

WASHTNGTON-513 and 1421 Penna, aVenttfl; 

CCNCTNNATr-Col'l1er Fifth and Walnut streets; 

LOUISVrLLE-253 Fourth avenue: 

ST, Lon IS-Corner Broadway and Che!!tlJut street; 

cnrcAGO-234 Clark street, 


O. B. RYAN.,L,ARRiRt.l\ut Genern.1 PIl.SRen~er A~ent, Ctn(lfnDfttf. O. 
H. w. FULLER, General Passenger Agent, Washington, D. C. 

http:Re\'olntioua.ry


There is little need or emphasizing the FACT that the 

MAINE CENTRAL 

RAILROAD 


Has been the developer of BAR HARBOR, and has made this incomparable summer 
home the 

Crown of the 1\tlantic Coast, 

AND MOREOVER:____.... 

The Natural Wonders of the \\'hite Mountains, 

The Wierd Grandeur of the Dixviile Notch, 

The Quaint \Vays and Sccl:es of 0Jebec, 

The Multifarious Attra(tions of Montreal, 

The Elegance cf Foland Sp.-inS-5, 

The Inexh:\U5t~ble 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 J\:aine, making numerous landings at picturesque points, 
almost encircling the Ishllld of Mt. Desert is the 

PORTLAND, MT. DESERT AND 

MACHIAS STEAMBOAT 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. 

lllustrated 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, Ma. 



CELEBRATED NOVELS 
BY THE 

..... 

These novels are among the few that 
. have made a decided hit in the past season, 

and a reputation for their author. 
Everybody who has read" Dr. Jack" 

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 cove.rs. 

For sale by all Newsdealers and Book
sellers, or sent, postage free, on receipt of 
price, 50 cents, by the publishers, 

STREET & SMITH, 
20 to 31 Rose Street, New York. 



The majority of this popular author's novels are . 
copyrighted by Street & Smith, and can be had only 
ill the editions and series named. 'l'housands are be
ing sold every month, which is their best recommen
dation. 

Select Series: 
22 -A Heart's Bitterness. 

28-A Heart's Idol. 

36-The Cipsy's Daughter. 

37-ln Love's Cruc;ble. 

39-Marjorie Deane. 

87-Cladys Creye. . 

92 -- Another Woman's Husband. 

94-Violat Lisle. 

96 -Fair, but Faithless. 


10 I-Another Man's Wife. 

I 13-Between Two Hearts. 

I 14-'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 theie novels, 
or wewill send them to any address, postpaid, on re
ceipt of 25 cents. 

STREET & SMITH, 
25 to 31 RONe Street, ~ew York. • 



OVEt< 300,000 SOLD. 

Julia f:dwards' Novels. 


These novels are among the best ever written 

by JULIA EDWARDS, and are enjoying an enor

mous sale. 

They are copyrighted, and can be had only 

in the Select Series. Price, 25 ccmts. 

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. 9 tr-Stella Sterling. 


No. 11 2--He Loves Me, He Loves Me 

Not. 

For sale by all booksellers aud newsdealera, 



THE FAVORITE AUTHOR, 


a,.. Georgie Sheldon·" 
COPYRIGHT NOVELS• 

...~ 
These novels, from the pen of our gifted author, 

who writes exclusively for us, are among her most 
popular productions, and hold the front rank in first
class 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--Ed rie'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 ar,Aress, postpaid, on re
ceipt of the price. 

STREE'r & SMITH, 



The Select Series 

OF 


Popular American Copyright Storie& 
BOo '79-THE GAY CAPTAIN, t7 

Mrs. M. V. Victor.......•. 2L 

BOo 78-V ASHTI'S FATE i or, 

PURIFIED BY FIRE, by 
Helen <.:orwin Pierce. ..... 211 

':/,. 77-THE THREE BLOWS i 
or, LOVE, PRIDE UiD 
REVENGE, by Karl Drury . 24 

Bo. 16-A t'RO aD DISHONOR, 
by Genie lloltzmeyflr....... 26 


No. 76-THE WIDOWED BRIDE, 
by Liley Randall Comfort... 25 

BOo 14-THEGRINDERPAPEltS, 
by Mary Kyle Dallas ..••... 25 

Bo. 73-BORN TO COMMAND, 
by Hero Strong....... .•. ••. 25 


No. '72-A MODERN MIRACLE, 
by James Franklin Fitts ... . 26 

Eo. 71-THE SWEET SISTERS 
OF INCHVARRA, by Annie 
Alhmore••••••••••••••••••. 25 

1'10. 7O-HIS OTHER WIFE, by Rose Ashlelgh . "" ...............0 ••••••••••• 26 
No. 69-A SILVER BRAND, by Charles T. Manners ............................ 211 
No. 68-ROSLYN'S TRUST, by Lucy C. Lillie . .................................. 21 
No. 67-WILLFUL WINNIE, by Harriet Sherburne............................ 211 
No. 66-ADAM KENT'S CHOICE, by Humphrey Elliott .•• ••••••• or............. 21 
No. 55-LAURA BRAYTON, by Julia Edwards . ..•.•••••••••••••••n ............ 211 
No. 64-YOUNG MRS. CHARNLEIGH, by T. W. Hansh.w........d ...... . , . ... 211 
No. 63-BORN TO BETRAY, by Mrs. M. V. Victor....... . ............ .·00 . ... 2t 
No. 62-A STRANGE PILGRIMAGE, by Mrs. J. H , Walworth. •••••• . N . .... aa 
No. 51-THE ILLEGAL MARRIAGE, by Hon. Evelyn Ashby ......... H . ..... 2& 
N •. 60-WON ON THE HOMESTRETCH, by Mrs. M. O. Williams ...BOU.... ~~. ~ 

No. 59-WHOSE WIFE IS SHEl by Annie Lisle . .............................. 21 
N6. 68-KILDHURM'S OAK, by Julian Hawthorn .............................. 2. 
No. 57-STEPPI:N G·STONES, by Marion Harland .............................. 28 
No. 56-THE DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT, by]l[&ry A. D.DiIoa......" •• 26 
No. 55-ROXY HASTINGS, by P Hamilton Myers. '0 20' .......................... 


Ko. 64--THE FACE OF ROSENFEL, by O. H. Mont_gue ................0 JI
...... 

110. 68-THAT GIRL OF JOHNSON"!, by Jean irate Ludlum..............~•••• 21 

110. 58-TRUE TO HEasELF, by Mra. j'. H. WalAvorth . .............J h ... " •••••• 


• 0. 61-A. BEAl1TIFUL WOMAN'S SIN, by Hero BtTOIll'..............._ •••••• til 

110. 50-MARRIED IN MASK, bv Mansfield Traoy Walworth •••••••••••"._•• u •• 

• 0. t8-Gl1ILTY OR NOT GUILTY. bv !lb•• 1lI. V. Viotor....................... ~ • 
II.. 41-THB KIDlfIGST MARIUAGI. by A.•. Doqlu......".....__.n. 211 
_ .. 6t-MJ)U 'fU aeU.8l», 117"~ &d,.uU . ".~~ .........._______..... _ 




The Select Series~ 

(Continued., 

.............0Dn 01' .ADNESS, by Charles J. Benamy.................... 21
.0. U-WEAKER THAN A WOMAN, by Charlotte M. Brame.•••••••••••••••• 26 

80. 44-'" TRUE ARISTOlm,A1', by Mrs. Georgie Sheldon .•••••..•••• , •••••••••. 2fi 
80. -<is-TRIXY, by Mrs. GeorgJ(1 Sheldon..••••.•••.•..•••••.•••.••••••••••••••• 25 

RD. U-A DEBT OF VENGEANCE, by Mrs.E. Burke Collins ..•••••...••••••••••••• 25 

.,. 41-BEAUTI!'UL RIENZI, by Annie Ashmore ..•••••••••••..•••.••••••••••• 25 

110. 40-AT A GIRL'S MERCY, by ean Kate Ludlum.••••••.••••.•.••••••••••• 25
'0. 39-MARJORIE DEANE, by Bertha M. Clay.•••••••••••••••••••, •••••••••• 25 

10. S8-BEAUTIFUL, BUT PO R, by ·ulia Edwards..•••••••••••••••••••••••• 26 

10. 87-IN LOVE'S ORUCIBL by Bertha M. Olay............................ 26 

So S6-THE GIPSY'S DAUGHTER, ty Bertha M. Olay....................... 2li 

110. 6&-OEOILE'S MARRIAGL by Lucy R .lall Ciomfort....................... 26 

So, a4-THE LIT'I"L WIDOW, by Tulia Edwards.............................. 25 

Bo. 88-THE COUNTY FAIR, by Neil Burgess................................. 26 

ao. 32-LADY RYHOPE'S I.OVER, by Emma G. Jones.......................... 26 

ao. SI-MARRIED FOR G01D, by Mrs. E. Burke Collins ....................... 215 

Bo. SO-PRETTIEST OF ALL, by Julia Edwards................................ ~ 


Iro. 19-THE HEIRESS OF EGREMONT, by Mrs. Harriet Lewis .................. Ii. 

lto. B8-A HEART'S IDOL, by Bertha M. Clay.••••••••••.•.....•............•• 210 

ao.2'7-WINIFRED, by Mary Kyle Dallas ..................................... ~5 


Ro. H-FONTELROY, by Francis A. Durivage .................................. 211
.0. B5-TRE KING'S TALISMAN, by Sylvanus Cobb, Jr ....................... 215 

Iro. It-THAT DOWDY, by Mrs. Georgie Sheldon ............................... 215 

50. 23-DENMAN THOMPSOP'S OLD llOMESTEAD......................_.... 25 

ao. a-A HEART'S BITTERNESS, by Bertha M. Clay......................... 2(j 

Bo. 1!1-THE LOST BRIBE, by Clara Augusta.................................. 215 

ao. BO-INGOMAR, by Nathan D. Urner........................................ 25 

ao. I9-A LATE REPENTANCE, by Mrs. Mary A. Denison....................... 25 

Iro. 18-ROSAMOND, by Mrs. Alex. McVei~h Miller............................ 25 

Bo. I7-THE HOUSE OF SECRETS, by Mrs. Harriet Lewis .................... 2# 

ao. IS-SYBIL'S INFLUENCE. Ity Mrs. Georgie Sheldon ....................... 26 

Bo. IS-THE VIRGINIA HEIRESS, by Mrs. May Agnes Fleming ....••.......•.. 25
.0. It-FLORENCE FALKLAND, by Burke Brentford ...••••..•..•.....•••...•.. 25 

Bo. IS-THE BRIDE·ELECT, by Annie Ashmore ................................ 25
.0. II-THE PRANTOM WIFE, by Mrs. M. V. Victor ......................... 26 

.0. ll--BADLY MATOHED, by Mrs. Helen Corwin Pierce ....................... 26 

50. 10-OOTAVIA'S PRIDE: by Charles T. Manners............................ 25 

Do. 9-THE WIDOW'S WAGER, by Rose Ashleigh ............................ 25 

No. 8-WILL SHE WIN' by Emma Garrison Jones ............................ 25 

No. 7·-GRATIA'S TRIALS by Lucy Randall Oomfort .........................., 2b 

Ro. 6-A STORMY WEDDI.N~ by Mrs. Mary E. Bryan....................... 26 

80. 6--B!\'UNETTE AND BLONDE, by Mrs. Alex. McVeigh :miller ............ 25 

10. 4-BOllNY JEAN, by Mrs. E. Burke Collins.............................. 25
.0. S-VELLA VERNELLj or. AN AMAZING MARRIAGE, by Mrs. Sumner 


Ba."den............................................................. 2ft 

, 10. I-A WEDDED WlOOW, by T. W Hanshew.,............................. 25 


10. I-THE SENA.TOR'S BRIDE, by Mrs. Alex. McVeigh Miller ............... 26 


These popular books are large type editions, well printed. well bound, aoo 
, lD hanllsorue covers. For e&le by all Booksellers and Newsdealers; or sent• 
• , pt>IkJge free, on receipt of price, 25 cents each. by the pnblishers, 

J STREET & SMITH, 
., •• o... .,.., U to 81 BoN stne\ liew yGllltJ . 



ISSUED WEEKLY. PRICE 5 CENTS PER COPY. 
Sixteen Pages-Profusely Illustrated. 

Stories are constantly running through the columm; of GOOD NEWS 
from the pens of Horatio Alger, Jr., Oliver Optic, EdwRl"d S. Ellis, 
James Otis, Max Adeler, George H. Coomer, Lieut. Lionel LouDsberry, 
Will. H. Thomes, Charles W. Foster, John R. Coryell, Lieut. James K. 
Orton, Walter Morris, W. B. Lawson, Arthur Sewall. Wm. MurJ'P"It 
Graydon. Philip Reade. W. P. Chipman. 

\~4 ' .' _ ~ . 
'~~~'I~ 

4t~~'~~~. - ~..~. 
_~''ltl\ll l\ilJ'.QWIl\..... 

besides being the best story paper for young people, offers greater in
ducern6nts, as the following departml3nts will show: 
EXCI~_~NGE DEPARTMENT.-\Ye devote olle column of Good 

News every wt'elr for the purpORt' of nl1o"'ill~ om'rN\(lers to udvertiee.I'·u 
of all rh.a/·ge, whatever goodR tl!(·y lIIi,gllt lIavp to eX(')llw!!e.

HUMANE SOCIETY.-Re(·o/!niziu.r tile fa':t t~:n t titere are a largop Dum
her of YOUJl!!" I't~ a(iers wllo are IHwer l"('wHrdl'll for rii,killg theil' Ih"ps to ea'\'"8 
otlwril, we Itnve flll'lIlf'li tllfl Good News H\111IHllA Society, unci we present 
to ol1r ~·Oll" .!! lit'(>.-RlWeI'R a /-ml(t meoa) "nit-ahlY!'III!TIl.Vell. 

PUZZLE CORNER.-Wo solicit and pulJlisll all contrilJutions re('cived 
tor this dp,partIIlPut.

OUR MAIL BAG.-UnMr thi8 heading we auswer qllcstions on all BUb
le('M, eXf\p,pt lpg-a) HI1I1 nlf'liieH1. 

SHORT TALKS WITH THE BO'Y'S.-Ql1ef\tioDs rellltinll' to trades, 
Prorc~Rions, 111)('\ RIISinc:'IR Pursuits aI'*' 1l.1Is\\'!'re(1 in this d('part.ment. AU 
hOYA )Hll,,:·" "t.Il.l'till!{ (lilt in lire should wrIte ror 0111' opinion regarding tile 
tralte, lJnRinOf'''. 01' profesRlon the~Y have II. li)ClIlg t'or. 

Nf"v A Urn.('tion~ C'on,..tantlv Appenrtng.
8ub8<JriptioD. $~.50 a rear. Sing-Ie cO)lieR 5 cents. 
To iu.t1'Oduce G ()() D N ElfS we 1flill se /I d a.~ Btl1np(e copieR ten iRR1tf'-R,from 

No. 1)3 10 NI), 82 ,nclusil'e. on receipt of Ie" cenl8. ~pec.men cop-ie8 Benllrf'A 
-JJOn appUcatto'll. 

STREET & SJlITH. Pllblishers, 81 ROle St•• New York. 



~~~~~-iiJ-~~J~~'1 --,.~ 

1..8 94. 

'[HE BEST AND BRIGHTEST 1 


UNANIMOUSLY ACKNOWLEDGED TO BE THE 

GreatestStory and Sketch Paper 


FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS AND NEWSDEALERS. 
BY MAIL, $3 A YEAR, POSTAGE FREE. 

STREET & SMITH, PUBLISHERS, 
~3 to 31 Ruse Street. New YOI'k. 



l~tlf'SECRET ~EKVICE. SERlfJ. 

iRE CRIME OF THE OPERA HOUSE.' tyol. H.) By Fortune Du 

Boisgobey..........................•• ____ ........................... No. oj 

THE CRntI<: 01" THE OPERA H00SE. (Vol. I.) By Fortune Du 

Boisgobey............ __ . __ ... __ ........................... __ ........ No. o} 

THE CLIQUE 01<' GOLD. By Emile Gaboriau........................... No. m. 

THE WIDOW LEIWtlGE. By Emile Gaboriau.......................... No. 49 

'l'HE CONVICT (;OLOXEI,. By Fortune Du Boisgobey.................. No. 48 

THE STEEL NEtKL.\'(;E. By Fortune Du Boisgobcy................... No••• 

'l'HE DEl'EVTlV£'S TRIUMPH. By Emile GalJoriau.................. No. 46 

THE DETECTHWS lHMUlliA. By Emile Galloriau.................. No. 46 

THE RED LOl"l'Eltf Tl·t:f(ET. By Fortune Dll Boisgollcy............ Xo. H 

TilE CHAlIPDOVE JUSTEUY. By Emile Gahoriau..................... Xu• .fa 

!CAUGHT IN THE NET. By Emile Galloriau........................... :\0. oft 

iiiABEL SEYIUOUR. By Charles l\Iatthew.............................. Nu. 4. 

RUBE BUUROWS' LEAGUE. By Marline Munly....................... :\0. 4(1 

THE VESTIBULE LIlliTED lUYSTEUY. By Alex. Robertson, )1.1)..•.. No. 39 

THE I,OS HUECOS MYSTEIiY. By Eugene T. Sawyer................. No. as 

A WOHAN'S HAND. By Nick Carter.................................... No. 37 

'l'IIE UREAT TltAVEUS CA.SE. By Dr. Mark Merrick __ ................ No. 36 

HUI<.:RTALUA; or, The Poisoned Pin. By Marmaduke Dey............ No. 80 

DET}:CTIVH BOB BRIDGER. By R. M. Taylor........................ No. 34 

OLD SPECIE. By Alex. Rollertson, M. D .............................. No. 33 

Al)VE~TURES AND EXPLOITS· OF THE YOUNGER BROTHERS. By 

Henry Dale ........................ __ .. __ ........................... No. 32 

A. CHASE ROUND THE WORLD. By Mariposa Weir................... No. 31 

GOI,D·DUST DARR}:LL. By Burke Brentford.......................... No. 30 


,THE POKER JUXG. By Marline Manly ................................ No. 29 

BOB YOUXGElt'S FATE. By Edwin S. Deane.......................... No. 28 

THE REVENUE DETECTIVE. By Police Captain Ja.mps.............. No. 27 

UNDER HIS THUMB. By Donald J. McKenzie......................... No. 26 

THE NAVAL DETECTIVE'S CHASE. By Ned Buntline................. No. 26 

TIlE PRAIRIE »ETECTIVE. By Lea.nder P. Richardson.............. No. 24 

A MYSTERIOUS USE. By K. F. Hill............................... : .. No. 23 

THE SOCIETY DETECTIVE. By Osear l\faitlalld....................... No. 22 

TilE AMERICAN MARQUIS. By Nick Carter............................ No. 21 

THI<~ MYSTERY OF A MADSTONE. By K. F. Hill ...................... No. 20 

THE SWORDSMAN OF WARSAW. By Tony PsstOl:'.................... No. 19 

A WALL STREET HAUL. By Nick Carter__ .................. P ......... No. 18 

THl~ OLD DETECTIVE'S PUPIL. BY' Nick Ca.rter...................... No. 17 

THE MOUNTAINEER DETECTIVE. By Clayton W. Collb.............. No. 18 

TOJI A~D JERRY. By Tony Pastor..................................... No. Hi 

TilE HETIWTIVE'S CLEW. By"01d Hutch"........................... No. U 

IHltKE DARRELl,. By Frank H. Stauffer............................. No. ta 

TilE DOU DETECTIVE. By Lieutenant Murray........................ No. 12 

THE MAI,TESE CROSS. By Engene T. Sawyer.............~........... No. 11 

TilE POST·OFFIC~ DETECTIVE. By Geor~e W. Goode............... No. 10 

OI,D MOR:rALITY. By Young- Baxter................................... No. 9 

LITTI,E LIGHTNING. By Police Captain Jamel!l....................... No. 8 

THE CHOSON IIAN. By Judson R. Taylor............................. No. 2 


These popular books are large type editions, well printed, well bound, An. 
In handsome covers. For sal(l by all Boo]{sellers and NewHrlealcl'l!!; or seni, 
postage free, on receipt of price, 25 cents, by the pnlllishers, 

STREET & SMITH, 
P. O. Bu 27M. "I), 97, 2P & 31 Rose Street, New folt. 



•••• 

Tt]e ~~a .aQd $f]ore &eri~). 


Best Novels by Popular Authors. 

The Tragedy in t11e Rue de la Paix. By Adolphe Belot•. No. 37 

Tile \VOUUUl of Fire. By Adolphe Belot.• 0 No. 36 
••••• 0 •••••••••• 

Toilers of the Sen. By Victor Hugo................ No. 35
0 .. • ... 

Romance of a J>oor Young ~lal1.· By Octave Feuillet.••• No. 34 
lIan of Icelnnd. By Victor Hugo 0.0 ... No. 330 0 000 ............. 


~he Trusted IBm. By a popular author. 0 No. 32••• 0 ••••••••••• 

Carmen. By Prosper nlerinlee No. 31.0 •• 0 ••• 0 •••• 00.00 ••••••••• 

101m Needham's Double. By Joseph Hatton............. No. 30 

8appho. By Alphonse Daudet.; .................... , .. 0 ... No. 29 
Around the World in Eighty Days. By Jules Verne...... No. 28 
Camille. By Ah~xn.ndre Dumas, fils, ••••••• 0.0 •••••• 0 •••••• No. 27 
ned Dick, the 'l'iger of California. By N,ed Buntline•.•. No. 26 
Dashmg Charlie. By Ned Buntline.•••.••• 00, o. 0 ••••••• 0 No. 250 

Led Astray. By Octave Feuillet...•.... No. 24o. 0" o. • • • •• • •• • • •• 

The Two Orphans. By Adolphe D'Ennery•.••••.•.•••• 0" No. 23 
The Struggle for Maverick. By J. F. Fitts..•••••••••• No. 22o. 

The Corsican· Brothers. By Alexandre Dumas..•.•••••••. No. 21 
The I{ouse of Silence. By Dr. J. H. Robinson..•••.•• 200 •• }...). 

The Irish Monte Cristo's Trail. By Alex. Robertson, M.D. No. IS 
Tile 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.• 0 No. 16 
Tile 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 RlUlsom. By Lieut. Murray .. , •.....•.......... No. 12 
'I'he Irish Monte Cristo's Search. By Alex. Robertson, M.D. No. 11 
La Tosca. Fro~ the celebrated play, by Victorien Sardou... No. 10 
The Man in Blue. By Ma.ry A. Denison.••••••.•••..•••.• No. 9 
Ben lIamed. By Sylvanus Cobb, Jr ...................... No. 8 
Ruy Dlas. By Victor Hugo ............................... No. 7 
The Masked JJady. By Lieutenant Murray................ No. 6 
Theodora. From the celebrated play, by Victorien Sardou.. No. 4) 
The JJ9cksmith of Lyons. By Prof. Wm. H. Peck.•..••. No. 4 
The BrOMIl Princess. By Mrs. M. V. Victor••.••••••••••• No. 3 

0 .........
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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,' printed 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. 
~y Harry DuBois Milman. 
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